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INTRODUCTION

I may not be giving too much away if I tell you that the pages you are about to read 
contain a thought or two on the late 20th century phenomenon they called – whisper it 
– Britpop.  Oh, you remember (Kieron Gillen and Jamie McKelvie certainly do) Marion, 
Kenickie, Echobelly (thanks for that.  I am so grateful to you for reminding me of the true 
horror that is Great Things). Damon and Justine, ah happy days. 

But it’s not as simple as all that.  I suspect that Phonogram is a highly subjective meta 
romp.  A meta romp through nostalgia.  The writer’s nostalgia for a long lost youth.  A youth 
populated with old flames, cigarettes, drink, (did you see what I didn’t do just then? Lesser 
writers would have succumbed to the glaringly obvious) and drugs.  Oh and some people 
that I knew. 

So now another highly subjective piece of meta.  My own.  Variously I have been accused of 
being a pioneer, the forgotten man and Godfather of what they called Britpop (‘90s version, 
let’s not start tracing it back, it’s not cost effective and always ends up with a caveman 
banging a rock with the tusk of a woolly mammoth).  So in 1992 there were two new bands; 
Suede and the Auteurs.  Suede had the bum-boy androgyny and I had the songs.  One 
song “American Guitars”.  That was the one that they thought started it.  Taken by the NME 
and Melody Maker as a rallying call for a new wave of English guitar bands to rise up and 
destroy the U.S. hegemony.  Actually a total misunderstanding of the songs lyrics, still it gave 
people an idea, and the seeds were sown.  Then there was that 1993 Select cover with Brett 
looking like a ninny in front of a Union Jack.  The improbable headline; “Yanks Go Home”.  
Inside were Suede and the Auteurs and a couple of other groups too long in the tooth to be 
at the vanguard of anything new.  So the press had the blueprint of their new cash cow, all 
they needed were some groups to fit the bill.  And for Kurt Cobain to die. 

I like to think that Suede and the Auteurs softened up the nation for what was about to 
come.  This once proud nation weak and effete.  Begging for mercy, submissive to the 
horrors of… oh, you get the picture. 

Aside from all this talk of subjectivity is the fact, I said fact, that Phonogram reads like old-
school journalism, redolent of the time when there were only four music papers, and the only 
lists were on the back pages and were called The Charts. 

A joke to cheer you up: 

1997, the day of Princess Diana’s funeral.  I am living in Camden Town, I decide to take 
a walk around the manor to see if I can catch a bit of national mood from the throng of 
provincial mourners.  Up Parkway towards Regents Park and Primrose Hill and over the 
railway bridge at Chalk Farm, I end up outside the Roundhouse about to cross over the 
road.  On the other side of the road I spot Noel Gallagher eating an ice cream.  I have met 
Noel once before a few years earlier, he came up to me in the street, hugged me and said 
“top tunes man”.  Sweet of him.  Embarrassing but sweet.  So, just as I am looking across at 
Noel a white van pulls up beside me. 
“Oi, Noel,” yells the van driver.  “Fookin’ mad for it!” 
The lights change and the van speeds off.  Noel Gallagher looks across the road, spots me, 
smiles and waves. 

— LUKE HAINES

Over the last fifteen years or so Luke Haines has had chart hits with The Auteurs and Black 
Box Recorder, recorded film soundtracks and generally played agent provocateur in an 
increasingly dull pop landscape.  His latest solo album, Off My Rocker at the Art School 
Bop, is available on Degenerate Records.  He must be on the short list for Greatest Living 
Englishman by now, surely. 
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“250,000 in a weekend a month back.”: A 
reference to Oasis’ Knebworth gigs. Get 
thee to their own entry. 

AFGHAN WHIGS: Nineties Cincinnati rock 
band with lashings of guilt-ridden soul. 
If you’re a girl, they’re everything Mum 
warned you men were. Beware. Start with 
Gentlemen. 

ARAB STRAP: Glasgow post-rock/mumbling 
duo. Bad Sex and Good Songs. Start with 
Philophobia, though The Week Never Starts 
Around Here is closer to the period. 

ARCTIC MONKEYS, THE: Probably, in the final 
analysis, the NME hype-band of recent 
years who deserved it. Sample their 
social-observation garage-pop in Whatever 
People Say I Am, That’s What I’m Not. 

ASH: Northern Irish three-piece-turned-
four-piece. Play both kinds of music: Punk 
and Pop. Britpop era album would be 1977. 

AUTEURS, THE: Acerbic, literate British 
guitar pop formed around the gloriously 
bitter arch-curmudgeon Luke Haines. Period 
album is After Murder Park. 

BANGKOK: Libertines B-side from the back 
of their Time For Heroes single. Bit like 
the Arctic Monkeys, apparently. 

BENDS, THE: Radiohead’s second album. The 
one where they went from one-hit-wonders 
to perennial pseudish-student favourites. 
Actually, damn good. 

BELLE AND SEBASTIAN: Classic Glaswegian 
sixties-esque jangle. Music for people 
with diaries. Brilliant. True period stuff 
would be Tigermilk but start with If 
You’re Feeling Sinister. 

“BIG BEAT”: Populist dance genre with 
aforementioned beats which are big. 
Heavenly Social, breaking down, building 
up, whatever. The Chemical Brothers’ Exit 
Planet Dust would be a relevant start. 

BIS: Glasgow pop-irritant who quietly 
precipitated a fanzine boom. The mass 
catalyst was their Secret Vampire 
Soundtrack EP. 

BLUR: From their origins as Colchester’s 
answer to the indie-dance of Madchester 
they reinvented themselves as militant 
retro-mods against the perfidious United 
States, inventing Britpop in the process. 
Modern Life is Rubbish, Parklife and The 

Great Escape vary in quality, but are all 
definitive period portraits. 

BR _ T P _ P: In a Christmas Select magazine 
advert the Auteurs’ Luke Haines was 
pictured playing Hangman with himself. 
This was the word he was trying to get. 
Bitter is fun. 

BRIGHTON BEACH: A beach, in Brighton. Site 
of legendary sixties battles between Mods 
and Rockers. See Quadrophrenia already. 

BRITPOP: Mid-nineties manufactured guitar 
pop movement based around explicit 
rejection of U.S. grunge in favour of 
homegrown influences. Subject of some 
graphic novel or another. 

BOO RADLEYS, THE: Liverpool Shoegazing 
band who blossomed into proto-Britpop 
expansive Beatles-inspired glory with 
their Giant Steps. Their Wake Up! album 
was a key Britpop development, the failure 
of their C’mon Kids a key sign of its 
demise. 

BUZZCOCKS: Manchester pop/punk band whose 
Spiral Scratch EP begat the whole post-
punk Indie DIY explosion in the late 
seventies. Start with their singles, 
collected on Going Steady. 

CAST: The Las-influenced guitar band formed 
by the Ex-Las bassist, the lovely John 
Powers. Not terribly good. Key Britpop 
album: All Change. 

CAMDEN: Seedy area in North London which 
acted as the unlikely cultural capital of 
Britpop. 

“Can’t Imagine The World Without Me”: Neat 
title of early Echobelly single. Song 
couldn’t match it. What song could? 

“Can’t Stand Me Now”: Auto-eulogic single 
by The Libertines from second album, and 
pretty much their epitaph.

CATATONIA: Welsh indie dream-pop formed 
around the bar-room charm of Cerys 
Matthews. Their real success came later, 
but Kohl’s talking about debut Way Beyond 
Blue. 

CARL: Carl Barât, the creative half of 
the Libertines who you don’t read about 
on the front of the English tabloids most 
mornings. 

“Classy”: Kenickie album track about Going 

GLOSSARY
We dropped one of these in every single issue of the original run of Phonogram. We put 
the same proviso here as there. None of this is necessary to understand the story. 
Everything you need to know about a band is right there in the narrative, and should 
be able to be grasped from the context it’s in. By how Kohl sneers at – say – Kula 
Shaker, you know it’s some terrible band. You know what it’s like to hate a band. That 
said, it is all based on the real world. You may wish to know more, and where to start 
listening, so we do this glossary for your amusement and elucidation. And we make 
jokes, or at least the approximation thereof.

So… non-essential but fun. Local colour. Geddit? Goddit. Good.



Out (except the fearless sort of Going Out 
which leaves a bodycount). 

“Come Out 2nite”: Not Kenickie’s first 
single, but the point where everyone 
worth falling in love with fell in love 
with them. Handclaps, getting drunk in 
the park, immortality. 

“Common People”: Pulp’s breakout #2 hit. 
Class rage you can dance to. Almost 
single-handedly justifies the whole Britpop 
malarkey. 

CLASH, THE: The political heart of British 
punk. London Calling is one of those 
official-best-album-ever things, but the 
earlier LPs are more relevant to our 
point. 

DAMNE…, THE: The Damned. First-wave 
London Punk band. Probably not a whole 
album worth owning, but certainly enough 
singles to justify a compilation. 

DEFINITELY MAYBE: Debut album by Oasis. 
Still probably their best. 

DIRTY PRETTY THINGS: Carl Barât’s post-
Libertines project. One album so far: 
Waterloo to Anywhere. Their name’s from 
Stephen Frear’s 2002 film. No excuse. 

DOHERTY, PETE: The one from the Libertines 
who now lives primarily in newsprint. 
Driving force of Babyshambles (one album: 
Down in Albion) when he can be bothered. 

DR. OCTAGON: Another one of Ex-
Ultramagnetic MC’s Kool Keith’s alter-
egos. This one’s a gynaecologist from 
the year 3000. Relevant album is Dr. 
Octagonecologyst. 

E: X. 

EDWARDS, RICHEY: While abstractly a 
guitarist, Richey Edwards’ instrument was 
rarely audible. Instead, he was a living 
totem (and arguably primary lyricist) 
for the Manic Street Preachers. He 
disappeared in 1995, his car found at the 
Severn Bridge. Already a cult figure, his 
absence only intensified fan-identification 
into a borderline religion. 

ECHOBELLY: Smiths-esque second-string 
female-fronted Britpop. Most relevant 
albums would be debut Everyone’s Got One 
and their sophomore release On. 

ELASTICA: Blatant and brilliant Britpop-
era Wire copyists. One relevant 
(essential) album: Elastica. 

“Faster”: First single (Well – along with 
PCP on an AA side) from the Manic Street 
Preacher’s The Holy Bible. Masochistically 
taut hymn to autonomy. 

“Freddie”: Freddie Mercury, deceased lead 
singer of Queen. Obv. 

“Girl From Mars”: Signature geek-
romanticism from Ash. 

“Great Things”: Lead single from 
Echobelly’s second album, On. 

GOOD MIXER, THE: If Camden was the 
unlikely cultural capital of Britpop, this 
working man’s pub was the unlikely capital 
of Camden. No, really. 

HANNET: Martin Hannet, legendary Joy 
Division producer. In the film 24 Hour 
Party People, Andy Serkis does a fine take. 

HEAVY STEREO: Post-Oasis Unglam-glam 
stomp. Lead Gem Archer went on to play in 
Oasis. If you need to sample, their one 
album was Deja Voodoo. 

“Holiday in somebody else’s misery”: Riff 
off memorable lyric in the Sex Pistol’s 
“Holidays In The Sun”. 

HOLLY GOLIGHTLY: Ex-Thee Headcoatees 
singer/songwriter. Probably best known 
for her vocals on the White Stripes’ 
“Well It’s True That We Love One Another”. 
Kerzillions of albums. Try: Truly She Is 
None Other. 

HOLY BIBLE, THE: Third Manic Street 
Preachers album and the point where all 
the entryist desires disappeared for a 
second, leaving space for a quick trip 
into the dark heart of the 20th century: 
Mutilation, genocide, the holocaust, 
anorexia. The album most closely 
associated with Richey Edwards.. 

“How I Was Made”: The flip-side of 
Kenickie’s “Come out 2nite”, however you 
care to define that. 

HURRICANE #1: Ride’s Andy Bell does 
a Oasis-esque Britpop band. A couple 
of generic albums. Now plays bass in 
(waitforit) Oasis. 

IGGY POP: Proto-punk Living Legend (except 
there’s the nagging suspicion he may be 
undead). 

“It’s Still Life…”: A tiny nod to the 
Scott-Walker-melodrama of Suede’s Dog Man 
Star’s “Still Life”. 

“Isolation”: Joy Division track from 
second album Closer. 

“I’ve got a dick for a brain and that 
brain is going to sell my ass to you”: 
Quote from the Afghan Whigs’ “Be Sweet”: 
“Ladies – let me tell you about myself: 
I’ve got a dick for a brain and that brain 
is going to sell my ass to you”. 

JUNGLE: aka Drum and Bass (Unless you’re 
being trainspottery and/or the sort who’d 
use the phrase “Graphic Novel” without 
feeling sheepish). Everyone thought the 
genre would cross over properly to the 
mainstream, but it still hasn’t really. 
Its hyperspeed deconstructed beats and 
sub-bass permeate pop, sure, but a world 
where “Inner City Life” was never a proper 
hit is a sad, sad place. 

JOY DIVISION: Mancunian post-punk deities. 
After singer Ian Curtis’ suicide the 
remaining members reformed as New Order 
to eventual great success. Two albums: 
Unknown Pleasures and Closer. 

KEIRA KNIGHTLEY: Actress. Nowt to do with 
Music. Bad Emily Aster. 

KENICKIE: Sunderland three-girls-one-bloke 
punk/pop/whatever group. Inspired mass 
glitter abuse among a tiny proportion of 
people, who proceeded to write fanzines 
and sleep with each other. Same as it ever 
was. First album At The Club captures 
their myth, but Get In! is a fine Sunday 
morning comedown. 



KINKS, THE: Sixties Brit guitar band. Ray 
Davies’ song writing was highly influential 
on the Blur school of Britpop. 

KNEBWORTH: On the 10th and 11th of August 
1996 Oasis played to a total of 250,000 
people at Knebworth. 2.5 million applied 
for the tickets. That’s one in twenty 
people in the UK. Oasis were big. 

KULA SHAKER: Hippy/Mod retro second-wave 
Britpop band. The relevant album is K. It 
is in no way relevant. 

KUNG FU: Early Ash single marries the 
wonders of Eastern Action Cinema with the 
wonders of New York’s Ramones. 

LE TIGRE: Kathleen Hannah’s next main 
project after the split of Bikini Kill. 
Electronic punky feminist activism. Get 
the eponymous debut. 

LIBERTINES, THE: Clash-esque gutter 
poetry and worn camaraderie between the 
perpetually warring creative pairing of 
Carl Barât and Pete Doherty. Less split, 
more detonated. Debut single “What a 
Waster” and second album’s “Can’t Stand Me 
Now” explain them best.

“Libraries Gave Us Power”: Opening line of 
the Manic Street Preacher’s post-Richey-
disappearance comeback single. Taken from 
a library engraving. 

“Live Forever”: Oasis’ third single where 
they first displayed their flair for the 
sort of mass-community anthems designed 
for filling stadia. 

LUSH: Shoegazing band who – like many 
– took a determinedly pop direction circa 
the whole Britpop thing, as shown on 
their LoveLife. 

“LONDON 77”: The cultural-war peak of 
first-wave British punk. Arguably the 
movement was more interesting in ’76, but 
‘77 was where things got entertainingly 
messy. 

“MANCHESTER 89”: Madchester. Baggy. 
Whatever. We were all on E. Indie-dance 
response to the communality of the rave 
scene, headed by people like The Stone 
Roses and the Happy Mondays. 

MANIC STREET PREACHERS: Welsh four-
piece who attempted to merge the Clash’s 
politics with Guns’n’Roses’ populist 
metal, sell sixteen million albums and 
then split. Succeeded, except for the 
sixteen million albums and splitting. 
Later career passed through one of the 
darkest albums ever to go Top 10, Richey 
Edward’s disappearance and a successful 
comeback. Generation Terrorists, The Holy 
Bible and Everything Must Go give ample 
evidence why they were simultaneously 
one of the most inspiring and ridiculous 
bands in history. 

MANICS: See Manic Street Preachers. Obv. 

MARION: Fronted by Byronic lust object 
Jaime Harding, Marion glowered a lot in 
a passably atmospheric fashion. Relevant 
album: This World and Body. 

MENSWEAR: Archetypal Britpop hype band. 
Pretty boys in suits. Highly mockable, so 
widely mocked. Their Blur/Elastica songs 
can be found on Nuisance. 

MODERN LIFE IS RUBBISH: Album where Blur 
reinvented themselves as mod-curators of 
English pop defending the land against 
grunge barbarians. 

MOGWAI: Glasgow post-rock working whose 
quietquietLOUDLOUDquietquiet template is 
reiterated endlessly on their Young Team. 
Actually, genuinely spectacular. 

“Moto-icicle Humptyness”: A butchering of 
“Motorcycle Emptiness”, obv. 

“Motorcycle Emptiness”: Hidden among 
the posture of Generation Terrorists was 
this, the first of the Manics’ solid-gold 
Alienation Anthems. 

MURDER PARK: Gained from colliding Blur’s 
Parklife with The Auteurs’ After Murder 
Park. Which is pretty much what the 
chapter does too. 

“My Legendary Girlfriend”: The Pulp single 
where Jarvis Cocker fully relaxed into 
his Bad-Sex-Barry-White persona. 

“Nightlife”: Kenickie single about 
(inevitably) going out. 

NORTHERN UPROAR: Oasis-inspired band of 
teenagers from Stockport. Er… not very 
good, to put it mildly. Eponymous debut 
for curious parties. 

OASIS: The tempestuous Gallagher Brothers 
and whoever’s in the band this week. The 
arrival of their Beatles-versus-Slade 
songs changed the course of Blur’s artpop 
movement inevitably by sheer weight of 
their northern rival’s popularity. Neatly 
symbolised in a war in the charts: 
Both bands released singles on the same 
day. Blur got their #1. However, when 
the albums turned up, Oasis absolutely 
annihilated them and cemented their 
cultural dominance. 

OCEAN COLOUR SCENE: Birmingham-originated 
Madchester survivors graduated from Paul 
Weller’s backing band to considerable 
Oasis-sponsored success. Their sixties 
classic rock – see Mosely Shoals and 
Marchin’ Already – was regularly crucified 
by those disappointed by Britpop’s 
diminished horizons. And not unjustifiably. 

ORLANDO: London soul-pop duo whose Wildean 
alienation classic of Passive Soul was 
held tightly to the chests of those upset 
by the laddy excesses of late Britpop. 

PARKLIFE: Where Blur took the plan of 
Modern Life is Rubbish and turned it into 
songs which managed to rewrite the British 
pop zeitgeist. Still fairly nifty. 

PLATH, SYLVIA: Dead poet favoured by 
alienated girls and those who like to 
sleep with alienated girls. 

POPTIMISM: Semi-ironic reaction to 
Rockism. Good excuse for dancing. All 
excuses for dancing are good excuses. 
Obligatory plug for www.freakytrigger.
co.uk. 

PRIMROSE HILL: Area and hill North of 
Camden and sort-of-iconic. 



PRODIGY, THE: Vehicle for Liam Howlett’s 
oily, aggressive dance. Original hits with 
“Charly” and “Out of Space” progressed to 
the Chandler-does-rave Music For A Jilted 
Generation, memorable #1 “Firestarter” and 
years of successful pantomime. 

“Pulp At Glastonbury”: When the Stone 
Roses’ cancelled their Glastonbury 
headline, Pulp – fresh from breakthrough 
hit “Common People” – took over. Cultural 
high mark of the Britpop thing, were we to 
call. 

PULP: After a decade of hanging around 
Sheffield toilet venues (and, by the 
look of gloriously sleazy singer Jarvis 
Cocker, actual toilets), Pulp’s blend of 
sex narratives, class politics, glam-
Roxy-sluttiness and Walker-esque grandeur 
gained mass success. Albums His’n’Hers, 
Different Class and This is Hardcore are 
all essential documents of the period. 

RADIOHEAD: One-hit-wonders with their 
“Creep”, everyone thought. How wrong we 
were. Reinvented themselves as state-
of-the-art stadium rock with The Bends 
before gaining the status of perennial 
favourite experimental rock band of 
people who don’t listen to experimental 
rock music. 

RAZORLIGHT: Modern British/Swedish guitar 
band based around an intense creative 
relationship between Johnny Borrell and 
Johnny Borrell’s ego. 

RICHEY: See Edwards, Richey. 

ROCKISM: A swift Google should reveal 
what a music journalist hot potato this 
remains. Primarily a critique of the idea 
of authenticity in music. For example, 
someone saying someone is intrinsically 
rubbish because they don’t write their 
own songs or don’t use guitars would be 
pilloried as rockist scum. As is only 
right. 

ROLLINS, HENRY: Ex-Black Flag singer and 
one-man punky artistic movement. He 
writes. His sings. He acts. He publishes. 
He presses little-ickle pretty flowers. One 
of these is untrue. 

SHAMPOO: Two Manics fanzine-girls making 
shouty-pop music so resolutely plastic 
environmentalists cry in their presence. 
We Are Shampoo will explain their 
awesomeness. 

“She Came From Greece…”: First line of 
Pulp’s “Common People”. 

SHED SEVEN: Yorkshire Britpop second-
stringers. Perhaps better than their 
reputation would have it. Listen to Change 
Giver and A Maximum High and you tell us. 

SLEEPER: Examine their Smart and The 
It Girl to see the Britpop standard of 
passably charismatic female-singer with 
anonymous henchmen minted. 

SMALL FACES, THE: Sixties mod-soul-pop 
around Steve Marriott’s vocals. Most 
obvious Britpop influence: his mockney 
tones on “Lazy Sunday”. 

SPRINGFIELD, DUSTY: British soul singer. 
Honestly, haven’t a clue where to suggest 
starting. In which case: just start. 

SCOUT NIBLETT: Minimalist English singer-
songwriter. Here she’s singing “Your Beat 
Kicks Back Like Death” and “It’s All For 
You”, from her album I Am. 

SEX PIS…: Sex Pistols, obv. British punk’s 
incendiary heart. 

SONYA AURORA MANDAN: Lead singer of 
Echobelly. 

“Streets like a jungle…”: Opening of 
Blur’s “Girls & Boys”, the opening single 
from Parklife. 

“That’s the way – ah-ha-ah-ha! - I li-ke 
it!”: From KC and the Sunshine Band’s pop-
funk hit “That’s The Way (I Like it)”. 

“Tricky’s PMT”: Tricky’s difficult (for 
cowards) second album, Pre-Millennium 
Tension. 

“We are young for your desecration. 
Destroy what you find.”: Kenickie’s Lauren 
Laverne’s thrilling exhortation from the 
bridge of “Nightlife”. 

“We wear the same smile because we feel 
the same.”: Riff off the lyric “We wear 
the same clothes ‘cos we feel the same” 
from Blur’s song “End of a Century”. 

“Well maybe… but the shame you never 
lose.”: Misquote from “What Jail Is Like” 
by the Afghan Whigs: “You think I’m proud 
of this? Well maybe – but the shame you 
never lose”. 

WESTWOOD, TIM: Son of bishop turned 
English Rap Radio DJ. Oft assumed 
inspiration for Sacha Baron Cohen’s Ali G 
character. Except he’s far funnier. 

“What’s the Story…”: Morning Glory! Title 
of Oasis’ second ludicrously-selling 
album. 

“White man in Clitoris Palace”: A 
particularly bad pun on “White Man In 
Hammersmith Palais” by the Clash. 

“Without Your Permission”: From the lyrics 
of UK Riot Grrrl band Huggy Bear’s “Her 
Jazz”: “This is happening without your 
permission! The arrival of a new renegade 
girl/boy hyper-nation!”. 

“Woo-hoo”: NOW I FEEL HEAVY METAL!!!! “Song 
2” from Blur’s Blur, their escape route 
out of Britpop by accepting the influence 
of American bands. Zounds. Irony! 

WORLD’S END, THE: Enorno-pub by Camden 
Station. Also, unsubtle metaphor. 

WU-TANG: Staten Island based hip-hop group 
The Wu-Tang Clan. The track in question is 
“Gravel Pit”, their hit from The W. 

“You Love Us”: Early Manics single and 
a glorious wind-up when they found 
themselves playing to homophobes. 

X-RAY SPEX: First-wave punk formed around 
Lora Logic and Poly Styrene’s equally 
piercing and inspiring sax and vocal 
confrontations. Germ Free Adolescents is 
essential. “Oh Bondage, Up Yours!” is holy 
scripture. 
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JAMIE McKELVIE is, according to National Rail, no 
longer a young person.  So, quite why he still hasn’t got 
round to getting a proper job, no one knows.  He was 
born in London, grew up in Malvern, Worcestershire, 
and then went back to London at the first chance he 
got. He wants to learn how to use marionettes, 
because marionettes are really fucking creepy.

RUE BRITANNIA is his second long-form 
work following LONG HOT SUMMER  
written by ERIC STEPHENSON.  Since 
then he has drawn for Marvel and DC 
as well as written and drawn his own 
popular SUBURBAN GLAMOUR.

KIERON GILLEN
is, according to young 

persons, no longer a 
young person.  He’s spent 

the majority of his adult 
life writing about men with 

shotguns fighting demons and 
similar pop culture ephemera, 

which almost pays the bills.  
He was born in Stafford, grew up 

in Stafford and got out of Stafford 
sharpish.  He wants to learn how 

to use people, because he is 
really fucking creepy.

 RUE BRITANNIA  was his first long-form   
 work. He’s since worked for Marvel, 
 Avatar, Boom and Tokyopop.
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