

[image: Clive Barker’s Dark Worlds]





[image: Images]


[image: Images]





[image: Images]






[image: Images]
Self-portrait photo of Clive, 2009.
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Sir Michael Tippett said of his operas that he wanted hearing them to be “like breathing the air of another planet.”

It’s an extraordinary phrase, not least because it would be understood in a heartbeat by writers, filmmakers, painters, and poets alike. What artist would not want their art to be that strange, that frightening, that ecstatic?

The answer is: most.

If I’ve learned anything in my years of making films, books, and pictures, it’s that there’s definitely an Us and a Them.

Us? Well it’s pretty plain who We are. You, you reading this, you’re one of Us. You seek out the odd, the off-kilter, the threatening. You want the novels you read and the music you listen to and the paintings you look at to remove you from the commonplace, the ordinary, the conventional.

The Them, of course, want what they had yesterday, and the day before; they want their art to reflect them, to reinforce their beliefs. They want something comforting, something soporific.

The act of creation has, for me, always been driven by a feeling deep in my gut that certain stories need to be told, that the status quo needs to be challenged, and that I have a duty, perhaps even an obligation, to invent anarchic alternatives to the wretched banalities of life as it is barely lived in this over-polished but under-nourished virtual world we are supposed to be pleasured by.

CLIVE BARKER
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INTRODUCTION

“Clive Barker? Oh, Hellraiser, right?”

More than three decades after Hellraiser’s release, Clive Barker’s name remains synonymous with the movie and with its Lead Cenobite character, dubbed Pinhead, though never referred to as such in the screenplay or the film.

This enduring connection reflects both the unexpected impact of the movie’s content and subject matter and that its 1987 release was the moment that Clive Barker—the enfant horrible, the future of horror, the master of the macabre, the titan of terror—burst irrepressibly into the public consciousness, declaring there to be “no limits” and that it was far, far better to see the monster in plain sight and great detail—and to embrace its monstrousness—than it was to suggest through subtlety, nuance, or tease.

Interviewers were consistently surprised at his boyish charm, his eloquence, his simultaneous passion for highbrow and lowbrow culture, and his insistence that horror stories and graphic images represent powerful and important sources of transcendence, allowing readers and movie audiences to confront deep-rooted and important issues and to emerge changed, transformed, by the experience.

Stephen King—horror fiction’s heavyweight—had already dubbed Clive to be “the future of horror” and declared that “what Barker does in the Books of Blood makes the rest of us look like we’ve been asleep for the last ten years.” Hellraiser, though, took its author and director into every cinema in every town and established his reputation as the man guaranteed to shock and terrify you. To the surprise of audiences and interviewers, he did it with a seriousness of intent and no apparent restraint: he meant his work to scare you and he didn’t view a horror movie as a tongue-in-cheek, ninety-minute distraction—his film dealt with believable adult lives confronted by the extraordinary.

For some, of course, Hellraiser was proof positive that Clive was a poster child for a dangerous and depraved threat to civilized society and that this particular film represented the worst excesses of the late 1980s, mixing sex and death and weird fetishistic practices into entertainment and thereby threatening morality, decency, and beliefs.

The impact of Hellraiser was huge, and remains so today—something that its creator has come back around to embracing, though at times over the years, as he worked in other areas, it felt somewhat of a millstone around his neck: a movie filmed by a first-time director across three and a half months in late 1986 and early 1987, and released in September 1987, had what he sometimes regarded as undue prominence in a creative life that encompassed painting, poetry, novels, short stories, theatre, photography, and much more.

This book showcases a creative life. For many he’ll always be “the Hellraiser guy, right?” For others, Clive Barker is an imaginer, an artist who challenges and provokes us to think in new ways and to appreciate our human condition in new lights, through different eyes, such that we emerge, in the words of one of his heroes, William Blake, capable of “making our own laws, not slaves to the laws of others.




1987
HELLRAISER

“There are no limits.”

Cricklewood, North London, perhaps not the obvious place to create a nightmare that would propel Clive Barker to worldwide fame, but close to Clive’s Crouch End home—coincidentally located on the same street where Peter Straub had lived for several years and written Ghost Story, and the same neighborhood that inspired Stephen King’s short story “Crouch End.” So maybe not so far-fetched after all.

Hellraiser was filmed largely in a residential house on Dollis Hill Lane and on sets at the Production Village studio. At the heart of its cast were Andrew Robinson, Clare Higgins, Sean Chapman, and Ashley Laurence, playing the Cotton family of Larry, Julia, Frank, and Kirsty, as Larry and his second wife, Julia, move into Larry’s recently deceased mother’s old home. We see early on that all is not well in the marriage, and that stepmother and stepdaughter do not get along particularly well, but that everyone is trying to make this new life work as a fresh start.

The boldness of the opening five minutes of the film sets the tone for audiences and tells them in no uncertain terms that they are not about to enjoy the at-times campy, comedic horror of a Nightmare on Elm Street movie or the murder-by-numbers stalk and slash of a Friday the 13th movie. An unnamed man kneels at the center of a ritualistic, candlelit formation in an otherwise bare room. He invokes otherworldly figures by solving an elegantly constructed puzzle box, twisting and caressing it like some demonic Rubik’s Cube into obscure configurations, ultimately succeeding in summoning pale-skinned, wounded, leather-clad figures that speak calmly, logically, and then impale him with hooks on chains that tear him apart. A scene in which the leader of these visitors patiently reassembles pieces of the man’s shattered face among lumps of bloody flesh signaled the movie’s intent.

As Clive recalls, “I took my mum and dad to see the cast-and-crew showing of Hellraiser, and my name appeared in the opening credits, and my mum burst into tears: finally, Clive gets his name on the big screen . . . I leaned over and said, ‘That’s going to be the most fun you’re going to have for the next ninety minutes!’”
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Pinhead, played by Doug Bradley, on the cover of Hellraiser’s press brochure for the movie’s release in Japan in March 1988.
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Clive’s biography within the Japanese Hellraiser press brochure, 1988.






The unnamed man, his spirit living in the room, is revealed to be Frank Cotton, Larry’s brother, and the room in which he met his demise is revealed to be in the house that Larry and Julia have just moved into, sometime after the events of the opening sequence. Frank and Julia have a history—a short-lived but intensely passionate affair at the time of her wedding to Larry—and the accidental spilling of blood in the room triggers Frank’s reincarnation, aided by Julia’s subsequent agreement to commit murders in order to supply Frank with more blood to complete his corporeal return.

The film has many reasons for success. Its seriousness of intent was an antidote to much of the decade’s horror movie output. It has serious actors playing serious roles—Andrew Robinson has a dual role as bland, cuckolded Larry and later as the back-in-business bad-boy brother Frank, ably demonstrating the sibling relationship between two very different men; Clare Higgins is wholly believable as the fervent lover who will do anything to win back the source of her only real taste of passion. Both were already well-established actors, with Andrew a worldwide name from his role as Scorpio in the first Dirty Harry movie, and their on-screen portrayals lend weight to the drama. Sean Chapman oozes sensual allure and danger. Newcomer Ashley Laurence was put through a grueling shoot as Kirsty, seeking to protect her father and herself, unwittingly summons the pale-skinned enigmas with the puzzle box. She is a strong, determined female character and carries the audience through the terrors she encounters.

Oliver Smith, though dubbed in the final edit and therefore losing his English accent, gives a gracious, elegant performance as a skinned man, the improvised moment where he lights a cigarette as he glistens and oozes showing his humanity and encouraging empathy at a point when other films may have emphasized repulsion. At other moments his unsuppressed rage and desire fuel the action.

The four Cenobites—explorers in the further regions of experience, demons to some, angels to others—were played, under heavy make-up and prosthetics, by three of Clive’s friends and one member of his family. Clive’s acting relationship and friendship with Doug Bradley, who played the Lead Cenobite, went back sixteen years prior to filming, starting with school productions in Liverpool and continuing through many years of creative work together. Simon Bamford (Butterball Cenobite) and Nicholas Vince (Chattering Cenobite) had both attended Mountview Theatre School in North London and met Clive through theatre work, Simon taking a role in one of Clive’s plays alongside Doug. Grace Kirby, Clive’s cousin, played the Female Cenobite.

The stylized look of the Cenobites was a collaboration between Clive, a creative team at Image Animation headed by special effects supremo Bob Keen, and Jane Wildgoose, another friend of Clive’s from his theatre work. The physical look of the facial and bodily scarring and prosthetics were honed over several beer and pizza sessions between Clive, Bob, Geoff Portass, and others over a period in which Clive and his producer Christopher Figg were seeking funding. The striking costumes, with their leather designs interwoven with the mutilation and wounds, were Jane’s response to Clive’s request for “repulsive glamour” and “areas of revealed flesh where some kind of torture has, or is, occurring.”

The now iconic puzzle box was designed by another Image Animation creative, Simon Sayce, who invested meaning and intrigue into each of the six brass plates on the wooden cube, whose hieroglyphic designs reward close inspection and have helped inspire the ongoing mythology of the Cenobites.

Robin Vidgeon played a vital role as Clive’s director of photography, helping his first-time director with the technicalities of lenses and camera angles. Mike Buchanan worked wonders within the limitations of a single house location as production designer.

Stephen Jones as unit publicist was instrumental to building anticipation for the film. In an unusual move for a British movie of the time, he encouraged journalists to visit the set throughout filming and key imagery was released to select horror fanzines, film magazines, and trade journals during the shoot.

The publicity department of the film’s production company, New Word Pictures, settled on a photograph of Doug Bradley as the Lead Cenobite for the film’s poster and it was marketed heavily ahead of its September 1987 release in the UK, the US, and Canada.

In his numerous press interviews, Clive stressed his unapologetic view that horror movies should unsettle and provoke audiences. Press reaction to the movie itself reflected the strength of its impact—both good and bad. Headlines proclaimed:

“NEW BRITISH HORROR FILM HITS THE NAIL IN THE HEAD”

“INTELLIGENT IT IS, TASTEFUL IT IS NOT”

“LIFESTYLES OF THE SICK AND SKINLESS”

“GRISLY EXCESSES ROB HELLRAISER OF ITS HORROR”

“HELLRAISER WEDS SEX AND DEATH IN IMAGINATIVE STOMACH-TURNER”

“WORDSMITH ALSO DIRECTS RELENTLESS HORROR FILM”

“HELLRAISER IS NOT UNLIKE A FEATHER IN THE THROAT”

“‘ENGLAND’S STEPHEN KING’ GOES FOR THE GORE WITH GUSTO” and reviews also ran the full spectrum:

“This is a literate, suspenseful and truly scary experience, a wonderful combination when your aim is to see a movie that will make you want to turn from the screen.”

“Hellraiser will be a hideous treat for the hard-core, nearly unshockable audience that’s ready for it; those of more tender tastes may have to wait until Barker’s radical sensibility catches up to his viciously adroit visual expertise.”

“For anyone but hard-core gore addicts, Hellraiser is a movie to be endured, not enjoyed.”

“The film is pretty disgusting and quite scary—in short, quite an auspicious debut from Clive Barker, a man to watch.”
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Clive Barker (center) on the Hellraiser set with (left to right) Nicholas Vince, Simon Bamford, Grace Kirby, and Doug Bradley as the Cenobites. UK lobby card, 1987.






Clive’s own favorite headline was from Joe Bob Briggs’s review: “Sex in the attic with devilhead slime.” Clive said, “I can’t think of a better description myself!”

Screen International noted: “If there are occasional signs of bottom-dollar film-making and a few slightly iffy creatures from the other world, Hellraiser remains the best slam-bang, no-holds-barred, scare-the-shit-out-of-you horror movie for quite a while.”

Roger Ebert, however, was rather less forgiving: “This is a movie without wit, style or reason, and the true horror is that actors were made to portray, and technicians to realize, its bankruptcy of imagination. Maybe Stephen King was thinking of a different Clive Barker.”

On its opening week the movie was number three at the US box office. Its director, though, reflects today, “I know it sounds silly but I had no comprehension of the importance of that. I was in England, I was writing Cabal—was it? I was certainly writing. I got a call on Monday from Chris Figg, who said—Chris is a delightful man, a very English man, a very Oxford Englishman—he said, ‘You know the movie was number one over the weekend!’ And then of course once the L.A. Times came round then we started to get the calls: I got calls, Chris got more calls, obviously, being the movie’s producer, ‘God almighty, the picture made all this money and you’re number one and boom-boom-boom,’ and you know what? It didn’t signify anything to me—I wish I could tell you I was dancing in the street naked with a bottle of champagne in my bottom, but I wasn’t!

“The world has changed radically since that time. We weren’t in the industry we are now where everybody knows Friday’s take on Saturday. We weren’t so obsessed with all of the crap which has since stolen a certain magic away from film. I think now we know each weekend what’s number one, we know what’s happened to the picture that was number one and how much it fell off by. Now, whether I could have had access to that information and just didn’t know how to get to it, I don’t know. My guess is that it was just not something that appeared twenty years ago, before the internet.

“I think we were naïve. I don’t mean that in a bad way, I think we were just a lot less informed and I’ve tried to continue that. It was Cronenberg, actually: David was very useful; he was the one who gave me the advice not to get caught in that game, that it was a waste of time. I mean, if you were to ask me what was number one last week, here in America, I wouldn’t have a clue.

“I didn’t care, frankly. It wasn’t where my head was at. I’d had a great time with the press, but I knew that a lot of people hated the movie. . . .”
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Clive’s sketch of Frank, used as the cover for Clive and Christopher Figg’s 1986 pitch document for the first Hellraiser movie.







1984
BOOKS OF BLOOD, VOLUMES 1–3

“Everybody is a book of blood; Wherever we’re opened, we’re red.”

While Clive Barker was new news to mainstream filmgoers in 1987, horror fans had been eagerly anticipating Hellraiser’s release, having already experienced Clive’s written work.

His first published fiction was three slim paperback volumes of short stories with odd photographic covers, each with a print run of ten thousand copies released onto UK bookshelves. Clive Barker’s Books of Blood series contained a total of sixteen stories that he had been working on in 1981 and 1982 alongside his theatre projects with the Dog Company, having signed a contract with Sphere Books in June 1982.

“I got started,” he reflects, “as a writer of plays, out of a passion for theatre and out of a passion for fantastical storytelling of one kind or another. And when I realized that this was not going to keep me in the manner to which I intended to become accustomed . . . it became necessary to really think about organizing my creative life a little better. I’d been a little lackadaisical about really focusing on it.

“Then I read this massive Kirby McCauley–edited horror story collection called Dark Forces and I thought, ‘This is great; here’s a book full of all these great guys’—it had Isaac Bashevis Singer and Stephen King and Ramsey Campbell, Joyce Carol Oates, Ray Bradbury, Robert Bloch, and many others: all these first-rate writers in their various ways, doing completely different things, but they could all fit in one book. . . . It was a really marvelous and very eclectic compendium that drew several kinds of horror together.

“I thought, ‘I know what I’ll do, I’ll put together my own book and I’ll try as many ideas and stylistic techniques as I possibly can.’ It became almost a game, to see how many kinds of stories I could generate. So there would be a comic story, some erotic stories, a couple of psychological horror stories, a ghost story or two, and some extremely brutal, visceral tales.




[image: Images]
Manuscript page from the closing story of the Books of Blood, circa 1984.
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December 1981 typescript pages from Coming to Grief, hand-corrected by the author in 1982.








“I just wrote some stories which I hoped my friends would enjoy, and in some ways it wasn’t dissimilar to the nine-year-old boy retelling stories to his friends.”

“Sometimes I used colloquial language, sometimes not; sometimes large paragraphs, sometimes really quick and broken down. So there was an attempt to write a range of things.

“I had read two of Stephen King’s novels and seen a lot of horror movies. I’d read Ramsey Campbell and a lot of other stuff that might loosely be described as horror fiction—early Ray Bradbury, for instance—but I hadn’t gone into it thinking, ‘Hey, I can really make some bucks from this stuff.’ It was more accident than intention.”

Recognizing this unknown author would benefit from endorsement, his publisher asked if he could secure any cover blurbs. Clive approached Ramsey Campbell, Liverpool’s leading horror writer, who had been invited by Clive’s teacher, Helen Clarke, to talk to Clive’s sixth-form class a dozen or so years before. The two had met sporadically over the years since but had not seen each other for a long time until, as Ramsey would recall:

Most of ten years later he rang me. Could I advise him about the publication of horror stories, collections of them? Aaargh—but wait a minute, I once crawled out of the slush pile myself and would have got nowhere without the advice and patience of August Derleth: The least I could do was try to emulate him. And so I have, I think, in my various anthologies, but in general, reading unpublished work simply in order to advise the author is a bit much, especially if the author’s opinion of the importance or originality of his work is impregnably high. Still, the caller was a friend of Helen Clarke’s, and so I awarded myself an entry in whichever ledger records good deeds and went in to Liverpool to meet Clive Barker.

Seldom if ever has my sense of literary duty been so spectacularly rewarded.

Ramsey agreed to write an introduction to the first three Books of Blood, which he duly completed in May of 1983, having already sent a letter to Clive’s publishers allowing them to add his recommendations to the covers of the first editions. “Clive Barker is the most important new writer of horror since Peter Straub,” proclaimed volume 1, while on volume 2 Ramsey confessed: “I thought I was past being profoundly disturbed by horror fiction, but these books proved me wrong.” The third volume promised this was “the most exciting debut in horror fiction for many years.”

The books were released in March 1984 without fanfare, and although success was not immediate, they did start to gain a reputation as something fresh and startling among specialist horror and fantasy circles.

Clive’s earliest mainstream interviews in the Liverpool Echo, the Birmingham Evening Mail and London’s Time Out saw him setting out his stall:

“I suppose it’s because I love anything that’s taboo. I dare to talk about things which others push to the back of their minds.

“Things still growl in the dark but they have to be put in a new context, in the environment that people know. This is where the monsters are, not in some dusty old vault. People in 1984 are aware of so much more than one hundred years ago—and the more you know, the more there is to be scared of.

“I never actually stopped reading horror stories or seeing the movies, I just became less public about it. There’s a terrible attitude of condescension—even now, people who find out what I do tend to ask what else I do, what I do when I’m being ‘serious’ . . . ! There’s nothing in any of the books that I’d consider gratuitous. To me a book or a film—something like The Driller Killer or I Spit on Your Grave, say—it’s only gratuitous if the violence is all there is. There’s got to be something else. But on the other hand, you have to remember that if you pick up a horror book in the first place you’re asking to be horrified, to be frightened. And I’ve got to deliver; I set out to scare people. And one of the tools I deal with is sinews and blood.”

The stories, though, didn’t break out to a wider audience until they caught the attention of the biggest name in horror fiction of them all.

Stephen King’s initial comment arose from a panel discussion at the October 1984 World Fantasy Convention in Ottawa—before he’d read any of Clive’s work. It was part of a longer observation that other convention-goers, such as Peter Straub and Douglas E. Winter, were talking in glowing terms about these new Books of Blood, an indication to King that something new was in the air. He responded, “Well, I haven’t read this guy, but from what I understand it’s like what Jon Landau said: ‘I have seen the future of rock and roll, and his name is Bruce Springsteen.’ Sounds like Clive Barker might be the future of horror.”

Having read the books, King’s endorsement became more fulsome; in April 1985, for the US release of the Books of Blood, he told Berkley Publishing: “I think Clive Barker is so good that I am almost literally tongue-tied. Yes, I stick by it: I have seen the future of the horror genre, and his name is Clive Barker. . . . What Barker does in the Books of Blood makes the rest of us look like we’ve been asleep for the last ten years.”

Ramsey Campbell also updated his introduction for Scream/Press’s debut US publication of the first three Books of Blood later that year. (Berkley’s mass-market paperbacks were kept on ice until mid-1986.) Stephen King wasn’t done yet either, and Poseidon Press used quotes from praise he wrote for the 1986 Albacon III convention program for their advance sampler of The Inhuman Condition:

He doesn’t just have the goods, he is the goods. . . .

Never in my life have I been so completely shaken by a collection of stories. Never have I actually put a book aside because I was alone and knew I must soon turn off the lights . . . or at least turn in. I have never experienced such a combination of revulsion, delight and amazement. The first encounter with Barker’s work was a little like eating anchovy ice cream. That’s really the only way I can put it.

Over twenty years later, Clive reflected on the impact of this in a heartfelt speech delivered to Stephen King in person as the Canadian Booksellers Association presented the latter with their Lifetime Achievement Award:

When my English publishers put out my first stories, the Books of Blood, they were greeted with a very English silence. Polite and devastating. I don’t know what I was expecting, but it certainly wasn’t this smothering shrug.

And then, a voice. Not just any voice. The voice of Stephen King, who had made people all around the world fall in love with having the shit scared out of them. He said, God bless him, that I was the future of horror. Me! An unknown author of some books of short stories that nobody was buying. . . .

Stephen had no reason to say what he said, except pure generosity of spirit. The same generosity he has shown over the years to many authors. A few words from Stephen, and lives are changed forever.

Mine was. I felt a wonderful burden laid upon my shoulders; I had been seen, and called by name, and my life would never be the same again.

The sixteen stories in these volumes were:


Volume 1

The Book of Blood

The Midnight Meat Train

The Yattering and Jack

Pig Blood Blues

Sex, Death and Starshine

In the Hills, the Cities




Volume 2

Dread - Hell’s Event

Jacqueline Ess: Her Will and Testament

The Skins of the Fathers

New Murders in the Rue

Morgue




Volume 3

Son of Celluloid – Rawhead

Rex – Confessions of a (Pornographer’s)

Shroud – Scape-Goats

Human Remains



Clive was already looking ahead, and at the British Fantasy Society’s Fantasycon in September 1984 he declared he had no intention of being defined by or within the horror genre:

“After I finish the stories for Books of Blood, volumes 4, 5, and 6,” he said, “I would like to write a big thriller and also some fantasy novels. I don’t want to be labeled as a horror writer, not because I don’t like horror, but because I want to do a lot of other things. I want to do whatever it’s possible to do in the field of imaginative writing. It excites me. I want to write science fiction. I want to write fantasy, and so on. I would love to do illustrated books.

“I don’t think it’s very wise to be put in a certain slot. People say, ‘Oh, he’s a horror writer,’ and that’s it. It’s much better to do a lot of things. The trouble is, you have to go slowly, and I’m very impatient; I want it to happen fast, and it takes some time to get these things done, but next year I hope to do several of them, including the first part of a big fantasy novel, and I would like to write an erotic novel, a big, erotic novel.”
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Cover art, by the author, for volume 1 of the Books of Blood, 1985.







1985
THE DAMNATION GAME

“Hell is reimagined by each generation.”

Having delivered the first three Books of Blood, and before addressing the next three, Clive turned his attention to writing a debut novel that had been commissioned by Barbara Boote and Nan du Sautoy at Sphere Books.

The Damnation Game is a story of empire, power, money, and social class. Spanning four decades from the end of World War II through to its mid-1980s setting, the novel tells the tale of a Faustian bargain and its impact.

Clive drew on his interactions with the family of Sir Peter and Gillian Parker, who he had met after their youngest son, Oliver, had auditioned for and joined the Dog Company. “I could not have written The Damnation Game without the Parkers,” he confirms. “It was interesting to enter into a world and a life that was so radically different from anything I’d ever seen before.

“When I was with them, in their apartment in London or in the Oxford house—which had, on its grounds, Richard III’s castle, which I always thought was so funny—there was always a sense that, where they gathered, there was something special about them. I never had that in my family at all. I don’t think it’s good or bad, I just think it’s a description.

“All the Parkers are games people; they love to play games of every possible kind: rugby, football or whatever, but also card games, word games. . . .” But this wasn’t the aspect that Clive drew on most closely; instead it was: “Power. Sealed units of power. They definitely had an idea that they were a unique circle, the Parkers, they were high-flyers, all of them.”

Although, the Books of Blood had been conceived as paperback originals, Sphere had also arranged a hardcover reprint with Weidenfeld & Nicolson, who picked up a similar arrangement for a hardcover release of The Damnation Game, this time more traditionally, as the first edition.

Published in the UK in August 1985, the book’s publicity was able to benefit from Stephen King’s endorsement, and an eight-page marketing book for the UK trade asked, “Who is so terrifyingly good even Stephen King cannot read him alone?” before challenging booksellers: “Enter if you dare . . .”

Clive had written the novel under working titles of Fleshlands and Mamoulian’s Game before settling on the Faustian aspect with The Damnation Game.
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Manuscript page for the opening of The Damnation Game, 1983.






“Very seldom are my protagonists viewing their circumstances without ambiguity, and to write the straightforward type of horror fiction that leaves the reader rigid with fear you need to remove ambiguity, you need the dyed-in-the-wool villain you don’t understand, and certainly don’t sympathize with. The Damnation Game either has four villains or none, and my conclusion is that it has none. Everybody is morally tainted. I wanted to do a covenant-with-the-devil story without a devil.”

The book’s cover flap described the plot as:

When Marty Strauss is offered parole and becomes the bodyguard of one of the richest men in Europe, it seems Fate has finally dealt him a good hand. On Charles Whitehead’s estate he tastes a life of luxury. And of love.

But there is something terrifying in the air, a mustering of forces which makes the great tycoon tremble, despite his dogs and his electrified fences.

Within weeks, the idyll is shattered as—in a series of ever more appalling night-mares—Marty comes to know the nature of the ancient enemy which has appeared to turn Whitehead’s privileged world on its head.

Though he and Whitehead’s daughter make a bid for freedom, the immortal Terror at their heels has powers beyond their comprehension. In its shadow, the worst depravities of the modern world come to seem minor crimes. At its behest the vengeful past erupts into the present. The dead walk. The Deluge looms.

For Whitehead and his opponent the approaching Apocalypse is merely the final phase of a game which has lasted decades.

But for those innocents trapped between the players—and for the readers who share their fears and their frail hope of salvation—it will be a breath-snatching ride into hell, which will bring new meaning to the word damnation.

Whether your taste in dark fantasy is for the teasingly suggestive, or for the shockingly explicit, The Damnation Game will take you to fresh heights of visionary terror.

“I had a couple of notions about the Faust story,” Clive said as the book was released. “I mean, there’s no argument that Faust must be one of the oldest horror stories extant as a basic formula: ‘Man makes pact; pact-keeper comes seeking retribution; now read on . . .’ is a basic structure and, I think, a very potent one. I wanted to see what sense I could make of these notions in the late part of the twentieth century. What does damnation and all that stuff actually mean now? What would a man sell his soul for? What is it that we could call a soul which we could sell in the first place? And under those circumstances, assuming that such a sale was made, what would Hell be? What would the Devil have in his arsenal to claim a new Faust?

“I looked at all these things and The Damnation Game is the result. The book has done a lot of things I wanted it to do; it’s a horror book in one obvious sense and a thriller in another sense. I’ve attempted to write a horror novel that is also a mainstream novel.

“The chief perspective for me comes when Mamoulian says, ‘Every man is his own Mephistopheles.’ This is the Faust story without the Devil. They finally work out that ‘they have no devil on their back, just old humanity, cheated of love and ready to pull down the world on its head. . . .’”
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Ahead of the release of Clive’s first novel, The Damnation Game, in paperback, US bookstores were sent flat-packed mobiles to hang above their displays, 1988.
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Press material for The Damnation Game made extensive use of comments from industry stalwarts Stephen King and Ramsey Campbell to generate excitement for the UK paperback release in 1986.







London’s Time Out reviewed the book: “Barker seduces and subverts the reader with a world where any perversion (from cannibalism to necrophilia) is acceptable, and where the boundaries of reality, nightmare and illusion constantly blur together to provide further disorientation. He also knows that more subtle horrors, such as the debauched drinking party culminating in the humiliation of Strauss, are as effective as the explicit set pieces.”

Author James Herbert offered: “The most impressive first novel I’ve read for a long, long time. Touches of sheer brilliance throughout.”

Adding to Clive’s growing reputation, a collectible slipcased and signed edition of 250 copies of the novel was also published, retailing at £25.00, compared to the regular edition’s more modest £8.95.




1985
BOOKS OF BLOOD, VOLUMES 4–6

“What the boy had said was true. The dead have highways. Only the living are lost.”

The second installment of Clive Barker’s Books of Blood was published in the UK in June 1985, again as a trilogy of paperbacks with photographic covers. The print run of each remained a modest fifteen thousand copies.

Ahead of their release, Clive had been interviewed by Neil Gaiman for the May 1985 edition of Penthouse, protesting against “cozy” horror fiction, saying instead: “Horror fiction can dramatize the fact that when we wake up in the morning, everything is up for grabs. Too often horror fiction says, ‘It’s up for grabs—but normal service will be resumed as soon as possible.’ I don’t want normal service. My vision of horror is that it celebrates the moment of breakout. Horror throws people off balance, and it can never be the way that it was again. That’s what human beings are terrified of, deep down. We cling to the notion that if we grit our teeth and hold on, the world will stay the same. And it won’t.”

The fourteen new stories were:


Volume 4

The Body Politic

The Inhuman Condition

Revelations

Down, Satan!

The Age of Desire




Volume 5

The Forbidden

The Madonna

Babel’s Children

In the Flesh




Volume 6

The Life of Death

How Spoilers Bleed

Twilight at the Towers

The Last Illusion

The Book of Blood

(a Postscript):

On Jerusalem Street
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Cover art, by the author, for volume 4 of the Books of Blood, 1986.






Part of the six books’ commercial success can be found in Barbara Boote’s decision to publish them as small individual paperbacks with an accessible price point, in a style long familiar to genre readers of the Pan Book of Horror Stories series. As fellow British author Christopher Fowler observes of the stories, “I suspect that if he’d delivered them now, he would have been told to knit them into a single framework and publish the whole thing in one go.”

To cater to a different market, hardcovers followed the paperbacks and, as with the signed limited edition of The Damnation Game, the Books of Blood were issued as a limited edition of two hundred boxed sets, each of the six books individually signed and numbered, and each sporting covers newly painted by Clive, the first major public indication that he was a talented artist as well as a writer.

The books also started to win genre awards. In September 1985, Clive won his first British Fantasy Award with “In the Hills, the Cities,” named the year’s best short fiction story. Reviewing the awards ceremony for the BFS Newsletter, Simon MacCulloch recorded Clive as “trying hard for the much-coveted accolade for the Shortest Acceptance Speech (‘All I’ve got to say about “In the Hills, the Cities” is the publishers didn’t want it in the collection’), only to be outdone by veteran Ramsey Campbell (‘Well, this is a surprise. Thank you’).”

The following month, Clive boarded a plane for Tucson, Arizona, for the 1985 World Fantasy Convention.

Attending this annual gathering for the first time—the previous year’s event at Ottawa, Ontario, had been the setting for Stephen King’s now familiar quote about the then “unknown” Clive Barker—Clive was nominated for both the year’s Best Anthology/Collection Award (for Books of Blood, Volumes 1–3) and Best Novella Award (for Jacqueline Ess: Her Will and Testament from volume 2).
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Nicholas Vince modeled for all six of the Books of Blood covers painted by Clive, 1985.






Clive was welcomed to the traditional Friday Autograph Party between 8:00 and 10:00 p.m., sitting alongside one of his heroes, Fritz Leiber, to sign his first two US publications. With import copies of the UK editions being hard to come by, this was the first chance for many in the US to finally read something by “Britain’s answer to Stephen King.”

The first publication was a printed trade sampler of upcoming titles from Berkley which included the introductory tale, “The Book of Blood.” Susan Allison of Berkley had secured the US rights to both Books of Blood, Volumes 1–3 and The Damnation Game the previous year at the Ottawa convention and this was an opportunity for Berkley to celebrate its new author on US soil.

The second was the first collected edition of volumes 1, 2, and 3 in a single volume from Scream/Press, the Santa Cruz–based specialty publisher. Illustrated by J. K. Potter and Harry O. Morris, it showcased the sixteen stories within suitably crimson red covers.

The World Fantasy Awards judging panel awarded the Best Novella Award to Geoff Ryman for The Unconquered Country but handed Clive his first World Fantasy Award for the Books of Blood at the Sunday afternoon awards banquet. One of judging panel, George R. R. Martin—still a decade away from publication of A Game of Thrones, the first in his Song of Ice and Fire series, but already a well-respected short story writer, novelist, and editor—was lined up to work with Clive, having agreed to edit a collection called Night Visions 3 for publication in 1986.

“Dark Forces . . . was the most extraordinary cross-section that one could imagine of kinds of talent, writing stories that could scarcely be more different from each other. I thought it was a really exciting notion—that one could actually put so many kinds of stories into a collection and call it a horror anthology, for want of a better word—and I thought I should have a go at that.”
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Close-up of a portion of Clive’s cover artwork for volume 6 of the Books of Blood, 1986, matching the pose struck by Nicholas Vince.






Clive’s contribution would be the novella The Hellbound Heart.

As 1985 came to a close, Clive was not only well underway on a first draft of his next novel, Weaveworld, but he had also recently made his first foray into cinema. Underworld, for which he wrote the screenplay, premiered at the London Film Festival in November 1985. Film rights to five of the Books of Blood had been sold to the same producers, and Clive had already turned in his adaptation of the first of them, “Rawhead Rex.”

In addition, his discussions with a kindred spirit he’d met at the Tucson convention, fellow author and screenwriter Michael McDowell, convinced him to adapt The Hellbound Heart into a movie . . .

The year ahead was about to be a busy one.




1952–
EARLY CHILDHOOD

Clive Barker was born in Liverpool, England, on October 5, 1952, the eldest son of Len and Joan Barker. He would be joined in February 1956 by a younger brother, Roy.

Len’s family had Irish roots, Joan’s had Italian heritage, and his two grandmothers were profound influences. “My grandmother Flo,” says Clive, by way of example, “had an appetite for the macabre and the horrific, the excessive, in the news—it had to be real otherwise she wasn’t interested. She had a friend called Kitty and they both knew where the whiskey was. . . . They would partake liberally of this once Gran had finished her two Guinnesses for the day (which she warmed in front of the fire) and Kitty would come round and off they’d go into brandy or whiskey—and tales would come out, and it didn’t matter that I was there.”

The urban setting of postwar Liverpool features heavily in Clive’s work, alongside his childhood holidays to North Wales and visits to two sets of couples who were friends of his parents, the Wetheralls on Guernsey in the Channel Islands and the MacKinnons on the Hebridean island of Tiree, off the west coast of Scotland.

“I have escaped into dream worlds all my life,” he admits, “even as a small child. My mother says I had these secret worlds that I would tell everybody about, you know, relatives, people who would come to the house. If they asked me, I would be able to describe these secret worlds that I went to and the friends that I met there. And this was a great source of amusement to my relatives.

“If you were to go into a time machine to 1956 when I was four and ask my mum what I was like, she’d probably roll her eyes and say I was strange. ‘He tells stories to himself and makes up characters and I don’t know what’s going to become of him.’”

He recalls a chilly morning in 1957, at the age of five, when he was captivated by a window display in his local co-op in which a Sugar Puffs branded locomotive puffed around a track. He saw this miniature universe, far removed from the unremarkable streets of Liverpool, as a wonderful alternative reality in which he could lose himself. Such parallel worlds and fantastic journeys would fuel recurring themes in his work on the page, onstage, and on-screen.

“The problem was that the fifties were very drab in England—we were still using ration cards until 1955. It was as if the first eight years of my life were all monochrome. I think that’s why I’m such a fantasist. All my adventures had to be internal. I had to create my own world inside my mind because the outside world was so dreary.”
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Joan Barker with her son, Clive, 1953.
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Clive and his mum on a visit back home to Liverpool in 2004.






At a bookstore event in 1992, Clive recalled a conversation: “My mother said, ‘We just didn’t know what to make of you, you were just such a strange little boy,’ and I said, ‘Well, I’m a strange big boy now, and very proud of it.’ She said, ‘The thing that used to disturb us was that you were so happy with your imagination, you were so happy with these little demons and things that you would draw.’ I gather that when crayons were put into the hands of children to the left and right of me they would be drawing little houses and picket fences and flowers and suns and so on—and I would be drawing these raging, be-toothed things chewing the heads off innocent people. My mother thought this was some sign of psychosis. . . .

“Mum said, ‘Of course you were a weird kid, dear,’ you know, like, ‘Wow, why would you ever imagine otherwise?’ which I sort of found confusing in a way. They then sent me a picture from when I was six, I guess, of my class all sitting, and I am this rather worried-looking kid with his hair slicked back and a little bow tie looking rather fiercely at the camera and I think I probably was a damn weird little kid. I didn’t have a lot of friends—I had a lot of imaginary friends. My mother tells the tale of just being able to park me in the corner and allow me to talk to the imaginary friends. I conversed with these invisibles and I think, sometimes, that what I write is a continuation of that conversation.

“I don’t believe my parents ever put pen and paper in my hands and said, ‘Get on with it,’ or ‘Write whatever your imagination directs you.’ Far from it! I think they had the conventional belief of making sure that I somehow found a purpose in life which would pay the mortgage and allow me to be a sane and productive member of society. So they let me get on with my interests, but they certainly didn’t encourage them.

“Around school age, four, five, or six, I really did realize there are two worlds. One I liked, and the other one . . . ehh, if I have to be there, you know. I had monster figures for toys instead of soldiers or weapons and I looked at these monsters as friends. And I always read the fiction of the imagination, fantasy fiction, science fiction, comic books, anything in which reality was blown to bits. There’s a great quote from Herbert Read in an introduction to a book he once did on surrealism. He says, ‘Reality is a bourgeois prejudice.’ I loved that!

“But I’m sure if I tried that line on my parents, they would have looked at me askance. They were looking at the kinds of things I liked and just completely not relating. There’s a division in the world, Thems that understand and Thems that don’t. But for the most part they left me alone to do my kind of reading. It was just my stuff, and I was thought of as the family wacko. And whenever I came across a quote like Read’s, I’d be inspired. But there weren’t many of those. During my childhood, I felt quite isolated as a consequence.
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Class photo at Dovedale Primary School. Clive can be seen far left, second row back, as a “rather worried-looking kid with his hair slicked back and a little bow tie looking rather fiercely at the camera.” Circa 1958.






“I was very scared of the world outside—I was a fat, shortsighted kid who was basically the definition of ‘nerd’ and very socially uncomfortable. Very bruised by the way my father treated me and very insecure. And a lot of what was out there in the world, either by day or by night, intimidated me massively, massively. I had secrets, and any child has secrets but some children have bigger secrets than others! I had desires and hungers and appetites for work, for sex, for all kinds of things which I knew very early in my life. And because I knew them so early in my life, my life seemed from the age of let’s say seven or eight onwards to be on an autobahn, heading towards a distant place that I knew was defined and awaiting me, and what frightened me was that things out there might stop me.

“The imaginative tool is in us all, you only have to go to a schoolyard and hear four-year-olds and five-year-olds playing and see that there isn’t a kid in the schoolyard who doesn’t have this vital thing blossoming, flowering in them all the time. What happens is that we get educated and there’s a lot of good things about education but one of the bad things is that the capitalist system is preparing us for a forty-hour week in which our imaginations must not be overstimulated.”

In 1998, from his Hollywood home and with a successful career to his name, Clive reiterated, “We’re not very comfortable with people in our culture who are deeply imaginative. We tend to hold them at arm’s length. In my own family, my propensity to tell stories was viewed very suspiciously. In some respects I think it still is. Years later and some money in the bank and they still look at me suspiciously. . . .

“There are adults who forbid and there are adults who encourage. My parents were forbidders; my father was a very forbidding, in both senses of the word, man. My mother simply was oblivious to what I did, which isn’t forbidding; it’s just oblivion.”
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Len Barker with his sons, Clive (left) and Roy, in Calderstones Park, Liverpool, circa 1965.
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Roy, Joan, and Clive on a family holiday, circa 1967.






“He was a perfectly normal lad . . . we’re quite normal.”

—JOAN BARKER

Although Clive paints a picture of a lack of understanding and encouragement at home—and indeed his father’s resistance to Clive’s later work would lead him to deliberately make his output more intense than it might otherwise have been—this underplays the creative influence that both parents had in his earliest years.

His father’s practical skills led to Clive constructing puppet theatre sets and other props, and the stories his mother read to him encouraged his own flights of fancy. Their own artistic interactions together would also be significant, their habit of singing songs to each other echoing down the years through Clive’s love of musicals.

In fact, for all his protestations about a lack of parental encouragement, the more restrictive environment of school was where he felt most constrained.

“Right through my childhood I was supplied with all of the things I needed in the way of imaginative materials. My mother was keen that I should be reading, and allowed me to range through the library. I suppose for imaginative kids, deprivation comes not in the home, but in school. That’s certainly where I felt it most keenly because that’s where the world is divided up into the real and the unreal. That’s where you learn the gross national product of Chile. That’s where live things are dissected—and I speak both literally and metaphorically. That’s where people bully you and shame you into pretending that you don’t actually like the things you actually like.

“As I grew older and I went to school and teachers dealt with me, one of the things I realized was they want you to be just like everybody else, because it’s easier if you’re like everybody else. It’s more convenient for them. That’s why, in England, they put everyone in school uniforms; everybody looks the same. And, if they could, they’d make you all the same height and all the same weight; it would be so much easier if they could do that! And instead of bathing you, they could just line you up and hose you down.

“So, as a kid, I was really aware that I was not like the others. I was really embarrassed about that. I felt really vulnerable and stupid.”





1957–1978
LIVERPOOL LIVES
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Class photo at Quarry Bank Grammar School, in 1963, Clive’s first year at the school. Clive is in the back row, fourth from the right.






Clive went to Dovedale Primary School from September 1957 to the summer of 1964, then progressed to Quarry Bank Grammar School in September 1964 through to the summer of 1971.

While he cites particular staff at Quarry Bank for their profoundly positive encouragement—Norman Russell, his English teacher, Alan Plent, his art teacher, Helen Clarke in liberal studies, and the influence of Bill Pobjoy as headmaster—others made intensely negative marks on Clive’s secondary school experience and it took him time to adjust.

“We had a French teacher,” he says. “In my day, they wore black gowns, you know, the classic black gowns. He had ball bearings sewn into the lower lining of his gown. And when he didn’t like what you were doing, he had a way, in one swift, even elegant motion, of taking it up, swinging it round, so as to make a ball bearing–weighted club, and bringing it down on your hand or your head or your shoulder. Or wherever he could catch you. I spent a lot of time as a child plotting elaborate, morbid revenges on these people, many of which I have enacted out in my books.

“It may not be about power as we conventionally know it,” he reflects, bringing up a more serious area of interest for him, “but the occult has to do with gaining power in strange ways—magical power. I know as a kid, for instance, the notion of having magical powers was deeply attractive and it was about being able to, frankly, dominate other kids. I was this kind of nerdy kid. I thought, ‘Gee, it would be nice to fly rings around people, be able to give them the evil eye, and watch them keel over. That would be kind of cool.’”

Clive returned to Quarry Bank in the early 1990s and recalls with relish a moment of revenge that would have satisfied his childhood dream. It involved a teacher whom Clive was convinced thought him “a dreamer and a waster” as a child.

“I went back to my school in Liverpool to do a TV show about me—they were re-creating my childhood: would you believe it? I went in, and there was a sublime moment at the front door, because one of the members of the staff—he’d never scared me but he’d been deeply condescending in my childhood some twenty-four years before—he was at the door holding back this mass of kids who were trying to watch the filming of this thing. I made my way through these kids, and he laid his hand—not knowing who I was—heavily on my chest. And I guess I looked younger than my forty years. He said, ‘Stay back. We’re making a film about one of the ex-boys.’ And I said, ‘I am the ex-boy.’ And it was completely worth waiting twenty years for, to watch the look on his face. It was the artist’s revenge.”
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Returning to Quarry Bank in 2004, Clive takes a moment to sit in the school hall again.






Quarry Bank offered both creative opportunities and a captive audience that Clive took full advantage of, acting in school plays, then graduating to coauthor an alternative school newsletter, Humphrei, and to stage original plays in the school hall with a group of like-minded friends.

His earliest collaborators were his oldest friend, Adrian Phillips, who had also been at Dovedale, and three other boys he had met at Quarry Bank: Philip Rimmer, Malcolm Sharps, and David Fishel. This group of five staged their own plays: Voodoo in spring 1967, Inferno in late 1967 and Neongonebony in December 1968.

“Any artist in their youth is a pasticher,” says Clive, “and everything I was taking in I was pastiching and passing out again and, you know, it was comic strips, it was books I was reading, it was whatever movies I could get to see (though that was a relatively limited number), and I would just mix these in an unholy mix; it was really exploitation theatre! And we actually—I want to say Phil may have done this—had some cool special effects for some of the stuff, which was kind of very fun and I think it was fun for the audience because they were my contemporaries and they were watching a bunch of their friends make complete pricks of themselves, you know? In funny costumes, I mean, the whole thing probably lasted an hour but the point is it was brought off; it actually worked enough for us to do it another time, and even though I’m sure it was really terrible and amateurish and silly, it allowed me the confidence to feel that I could go and do it again.”

In March 1970, Nikolai Gogol’s The Government Inspector was selected as the school play and the cast for this show would introduce Clive and his closest friends to several others who would join their “inner circle” for the remainder of their school days—and, in some cases, well beyond. They included Jude Kelly, Ann Taylor, Doug Bradley, and Les Heseltine. The two girls had joined the school when Calder High had merged with Quarry Bank; Doug had been two years below Clive at Quarry Bank throughout; and Les had joined from the former Morrison Secondary Modern.

In late 1970, the group mounted another original play, The Holly and the Ivy, improvised from a storyline by Clive. Sometime in 1970 or 1971, Jude then directed a performance of T. S. Eliot’s Murder in the Cathedral at venues including All Hallows Church in Liverpool, casting both school friends and staff.

Clive went to Liverpool University in September 1971 through to the summer of 1974 but he maintained close links both with his contemporaries who had also gone to university and his younger school friends still at Quarry Bank. In July of 1972, in a significant step for the group, they took over Liverpool’s professional Everyman Theatre for two nights and presented a farce written by Clive and Philip called Is There Anybody There? Julie Blake and Susan Bickley, both of whom had acted in Murder in the Cathedral, were now also firmly established within the group, as was Lynne Darnell, another friend from school. Susan’s younger brother, Graham, would also join for their April 1973 performances of Clive’s latest play, Hunters in the Snow, again at the Everyman.

“As a kid I had a picture of a ship on the wall and it set my imagination going, not just about the ship but where it was from, where it was going. I think children are blessed by time to have lots of possible destinations; it’s kind of wonderful from that point of view.”

Together, Clive, Ann, Doug, Graham, Julie, Lynne, Philip, and Susan would film an adaptation of the Salomé story on 8mm black-and-white film in 1973 before moving on to stage two new Clive Barker plays, A Private Apocalypse and The Scream of the Ape, just around the corner from Clive’s house at IM Marsh, where Julie was at university. “He felt that he could make his dreams come true,” remembers Julie. “He wanted more than anything to create; he believed that it was more important than anything to bring new things into being, to get inside people’s minds, and to influence and change them. He believed that people’s lives could be more than they were.”

The group, now called the Hydra Theatre Company, returned to the Everyman for three nights in July 1974, with new material presented each night: four short plays in “An Evening of the Fantastic” on the Tuesday; A Dream on the Thursday; and The Wolfman on the Saturday.

New to the company for these plays but destined to become a key friend and collaborator was Peter Atkins, introduced to Clive and the others by Graham. Peter features as the main character who is skinned at the conclusion of Clive’s short silent film The Forbidden, with sequences shot between 1975 (in Liverpool) and 1978 (in London).

Renamed again as the Mute Pantomime Theatre Company, the friends staged A Clowns’ Sodom in April 1976 and then an iteration of that play, called The Day of the Dog, at London’s first International Mime Festival in February 1977. In ones and twos, the group moved to London that year and the capital became home to Clive, Philip, Doug, Lynne, and Julie, with Peter joining them after his summer 1978 university final exams.
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(I to r) Jude Kelly as Beth Barton, Nick Suckley as Flash Harry, and Clive as bookmaker Alfred Tubbe, onstage in a school production of John Chapman’s Whitehall farce, Dry Rot, directed by Bruce Prince (1971).
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Having left school, Clive founded the Hydra Theatre Company with friends, some of whom were still at Quarry Bank. Ann Taylor was also involved in the Everyman Youth Theatre and Jude Kelly had been a folk singer in the theatre’s bistro, which gave them the connections to secure the prestigious Liverpool Everyman in dark weeks. Clive co-wrote the black farce Is There Anybody There? with Philip Rimmer for Hydra, and it played for a two-night run in July 1972. Here, Clive plays Bishop Norman Duckworth against Jane Abbott’s Gloria Goodbody in Is There Anybody There?
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(left to right) Susan Bickley, Julie Blake, Philip Rimmer, Ann Taylor, Doug Bradley, and Lynne Darnell pose on Hale Beach, circa 1973. Hale Beach was a favorite haunt and was used as an outdoor location for filming Salomé.
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(left to right) Philip Rimmer, Doug Bradley, Clive, Julie Blake, Lynne Darnell (masked), and Ann Taylor, rehearsing in costume on Hale Beach, circa 1973.
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Julie Blake as the Sphinx with Doug Bradley as the Pilgrim in rehearsal for A Dream, one of the sequence of productions at the Everyman, 1974.
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(left to right, standing) Julie Blake, Doug Bradley, and Ann Taylor with (seated) Philip Rimmer, Lynne Darnell, and Susan Bickley on Tiree with Clive in 1974.
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Clive on a day trip out with his friends, circa 1975.
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In late 1976/early 1977, Peter Atkins wrote a short thesis, “The First Manifesto of Clive Barker’s Mute Theatre, Europe’s Most Articulate Mime Company,” as an academic argument for the importance of the company’s agenda. Photo portraits were included from this shoot including Clive (with plaster relief of an angel), Doug Bradley (with portrait of Jean Cocteau), Peter Atkins and Lynne Darnell.
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Doug Bradley, Anu, and Clive in 1976.
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Doug Bradley with paper birds from The Forbidden 16mm film (1975-78).
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Peter Atkins, circa 1976.
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Clive, in 1976, in makeup as Herlequin.







[image: Images]
Clive applies make-up before a photo session, 1976.
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Portrait of Doug Bradley, Tiree, 1974. Over the next few years, particularly while the group of friends lived together, Clive and Philip Rimmer would continue to experiment with still photography. Although his use of black-and-white film was largely an economic choice, it gave Clive a strong sense of how he might manipulate light and shadow.
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In a precursor of Pinhead’s gridded head of nails, Clive explores light and shade using a similarly gridded nail board in this portrait of Philip Rimmer, circa 1977.
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Clive from a series of mirrored poses shot by Philip Rimmer, circa 1977.
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Having moved into the flat of his boyfriend, John Gregson, Clive found a new energy for theatre work. He began work on a Commedia dell’ Arte mime piece that reflected his growing interest in clowns, A Clowns’ Sodom. Here, Doug Bradley as the Patriarch (Lot) backstage at A Clowns’ Sodom. The production was staged at Liverpool University’s Eleanor Rathbone Theatre in April 1976.
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Lynne Darnell as Grimaldi, backstage at A Clowns’ Sodom, 1976.
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The cast of A Clowns’ Sodom backstage: (left to right, back row) Philip Rimmer as Pulcinella, Peter Atkins as Pierrot, and Clive as Herlequin (center, seated) Doug Bradley as the Patriarch and Lynne Darnell as Columbine; (front row) Julie Blake as the Surgeon, 1976.
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Lynne Darnell as Grimaldi behind Julie Blake as the Surgeon, backstage at A Clowns’ Sodom, 1976.
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Peter Atkins as Pierrot and Clive as Herlequin backstage at A Clowns’ Sodom, 1976.
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Clive, circa 1973.
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Clive, circa 1974.
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Clive filming for The Forbidden, circa 1975.
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