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My World is Out of Control

We take more than a healthy interest in the strength and suspension of  our
trolleys and are, at times, OCD about the inner workings of battery powered
amplification.

Amongst other things, I’m a street performer, it’s how I pay the bills, well
for the most part. Some would call me a busker, but I don’t like that term. I
much prefer Street Performer. It has more of an artistic ring to it. It
suggests that one day I might actually get an arts council grant for this
stu . Besides, the word ‘busking’ suggests making it up as you go along,
and I’m far to old for that carry on.

You might think my life as a street performer is glamorous, or you might
think it’s dirty, rough and harsh, but the truth lies somewhere outside
these two extremes. If I’m honest I’d say that it can be mundane. Our day
to day lives revolve around our little routines and rituals just as much as
the next person, if not more so. Street performing is a tough world where
so many unknowns can e ect our day to day earnings and where the
complexities of the chaos theory combined with the interdependence of
the universe conspire, on a daily basis, to either crown us king of street
performing, or right royally shaft us. I suppose it’s understandable that in
this world we cling on to things we think we can control like we would cling
to a rock amidst raging rapids. We take more than a healthy interest in the
strength and suspension of  our trolleys and are, at times, OCD about the
inner workings of battery powered ampli cation. To nd a suitcase that
lasts us more than a year is, for us, the holy grail and we laugh in the face
of luggage manufacturers who o er a lifetime guarantee. But the worst is
our out and out obsession with the short range weather forecast. I defy
any street performer to deny that they are obsessed with the weather
forecast. Even the ones who ignore it do so with an passion that’s
unequaled.
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My World is Out of Control

Oh… I’ve just seen that the likelihood of rainfall percentage on the met
o ce app has dropped from 60% to 5% so I’m going into town to do a
show. I may even look at some luggage. Happy days.
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Showing Off Can Do a Lot of Good

Their smiles beamed almost as brightly as the high vis jackets they had been
forced to wear. And at that moment I suddenly remembered why I
connected with this bizarre lifestyle in the first place.

In Monday’s blog I mentioned that fact that I don’t particularly like the term
‘busker’ to describe what I do for a living. I can’t help thinking that I’m
slightly deluding myself however. Busking is actually quite a good word to
describe this raw, immediate, in your face art form. It’s an art form that has
no advanced publicity, an art form that leaps out and grabs the attention of
complete strangers, gently and lovingly beats them over the head with
entertainment and then has the shear a ront to try to get them to part
with a very small percentage of their life savings. But most of all it’s an art
form that gives me a real challenge, and I have to admit I love it.

I’m also aware that my last blogpost may o end some of my fellow street
performers just a little bit. I may have painted the noble fraternity of street
performers as a bunch of neurotics, well in the nicest possible way we are.
I’m also aware that I’ve just called my fellow workers a ‘fraternity’ which
makes us sound a bit like the masons. Although we don’t don’t indulge in
secret meetings, weird handshakes and strange rituals we are a band of
brothers (and also a few sisters, although not enough for my liking). We
are, after all, united in having a lifestyle that is definitely not the norm.

If you think about it to perform in general is strange enough. Artists in
theatre and cabaret stand before an invited group of strangers and shout
(metaphorically, but sometimes literally) “Look at me!” It’s much the same
for street performers except our strangers are uninvited. Now that’s got to
be the ultimate act of showing o , hasn’t it? But what’s really great about it
is that it’s showing o  that people actually like… well for the most part,
after all why would they stick around and watch it? No one invited them.
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Showing Off Can Do a Lot of Good

I can’t lie to you, busking can be a grind, and it does require a great
strength of mind to make a go of it. This morning is a case in point. I turned
up today to our daily draw for a time slot after a week of being rained on
and zero income and if I’m honest I would say I felt a little jaded. But a
minor miracle changed my point of view. I witnessed a fellow busker
(maybe I can admit to using that term now) practicing some juggling to the
delight of a group of primary school kids who were looking on. They were
obviously on a school trip and their smiles beamed almost as brightly as
the high vis jackets they had been forced to wear. And at that moment I
suddenly remembered why I connected with this bizarre lifestyle in the
first place. ‘Yeah” I thought, “showing off can do a lot of good.”

www.mikeraffone.com

https://www.mikeraffone.com


Praise, Blame and Laughter

My greatest achievement is that I’ve managed to carry on.

I’ve been a street entertainer for nearly 30 years now and I sometimes
think there is nothing left to surprise me. It’s my rm and unwavering
belief that I’ve seen it all, and I’ve certainly heard it all. I’ve been heckled,
spat at, shouted down, rioted through, punched in the face, and perhaps
the worst, told what a bad entertainer I am. Don’t worry, this didn’t all
happen in one show. It’s been spread out amongst the tens of thousands
of street shows that I must have done. On a number of occasions I’ve been
given helpful career advice, although what proper job would be
appropriate for my skills set has never been fully explained. I’ve also
received pithy advice about the rhythm and pace of my show from
drunken, would be theatre directors.

Well they say that every action has an equal and opposite reaction and I’ve
also been heaped praise in equal doses. I’ve been called brilliant,
unbelievable, a post modernist genius, memorable, (Although on a couple
of occasions they were confusing me with someone else… obviously far
less memorable.) a great entertainer, the best act in Covent Garden, a
modern day Ernie Kovak, a modern day Tommy Cooper, the funniest man
alive (yes, I’ve really had that said about me) and other such superlatives.
Although there are no prizes for guessing what sort of feedback I’d prefer,
I’ve learnt over the years not to believe any of these extremes. If I took any
of this seriously a rich and ful lling life of schizophrenia would beckon.
Depending on the day my opinion of myself ranges from ‘brilliant, but with
room for improvement’ to ‘a bit shit, but with room for improvement’ and
so my quiet quest for perfection continues.
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Praise, Blame and Laughter

If I’m honest I would say that my relationship with the noble art of street
theatre resembles a marriage. Not the cozy domestic type you see in
frozen food commercials, but rather the stormy type that you see quite
often in East Enders. In the early days I fell in love, but when things bot
tough the cracks started to show. I ran o  and had a airs with theatre,
cabaret, and even a bit of TV, but always came running back to street
theatre, tail between my legs, when the overdraft got too big. These days
we have a good relationship, not perfect, but good. There are still
problems, resentments, and petty issues, but I work to resolve them. Why?
because I’m addicted to a lifestyle that pays the bills. My greatest
achievement is that I’ve managed to carry on.

It’s very easy to wax lyrical about how we make people laugh and what a
wonderful thing street entertainment is. This is true, and I can be as falsely
modest as any street performer… in fact more so. Yes, thousands, and
thousands, and thousands of people have laughed at my show over the
years, but it’s easy to forget that I’ve actually laughed. Yes in my life as a
busker I’ve laughed, and laughed a lot. I’ve laughed my way round the
world, laughed my way out of debt and laughed my way out of depression.
I haven’t laughed my way all the way to the bank yet, but I live in hope,
which is just as well because  the marriage looks set to continue.
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You’re only as good as…

I’ve come to the conclusion that I am immediate, spontaneous, creative…
and a very bad planner. I am at heart a busker.

I’ll be honest, in writing this post today I’m feeling a bit under pressure. In
sport they say that you’re only as good as your last game, that surely has to
be the same for a blog and it de nitely must be to be true for street
theatre, mustn’t it? At the moment busking is my main source of income
and, judging by the massive butter ies I can sometimes get in my stomach
(and the little ones just thinking about it now) before I do a street show, it
seems like it is. But if I re ect on my life as a performer I can say that this
isn’t really true. As street entertainers our success is that, over time, we
have been good enough to survive. Put simply, we’ve carried on. Although I
can rationally say this I’m still at times all consumed by the stress and self
torture of thinking ‘I’m only as good as my last show’. In the street
performing world I’m not alone, and I wonder why this is?
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You’re only as good as…

To my mind the wild world of busking can be summed up with one word,
immediacy. Our success, or failure is immediate. For us there are no
monthly performance revue’s, no lengthy market research projects, no ad
campaigns or in depth previews. Our pre publicity, PR and post show
reviews all take place in the half an hour or so that it takes to do our show.
In fact, everything about street performing screams immediacy. Our
advanced marketing is to declare at the start of the show, “This will be the
greatest show that you’ve ever seen!” to a few people who may have
gathered, our long term business plan is to work the next dry weather day,
and we don’t really need to work out our demographic. It’s whoever is
around. As we retreat into the privacy of our storage unit and count the
days’s takings we receive our reviews, often glowing, but sometimes very
harsh. Our work is full of strange contradictions. It demands tenacity and
wit, but is, in essence, visceral. It comes from the gut and aims to feed the
gut, not so much a way of life, more a way of survival. That’s how it is for
me sometimes, and I’ll be the rst to admit that it can scare the shit out of
me.
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You’re only as good as…

Street performers are constantly giving out in order to receive, with no
great plan, only tactics. We are the hunter gatherers of our generation. We
tune ourselves to the the elements that surround us, and work out when to
strike, ring our sharp pointed arrows of entertainment, hoping that they
will hit the target. The whole business is exhausting and exhilarating in
equal measures. I’ve spent many years rebelling against this notion, and at
times thinking that I’m above it all but I’ve come to the conclusion that I am
immediate, spontaneous, creative… and a very bad planner. I am at heart a
busker. Perhaps that’s why I’m blogging, it kind of feels the same.
Incidentally, I performed my last show to about 7 people, but to me it was
a great success. They all laughed, they stayed to the end and gave me good
reviews. Thanks to the three Welsh ladies, the Canadian middle class
family, the girl sitting next to the old man who seemed very confused. The
Scots couple that I mistook for Eastern European tourists, and last but not
least Nick O’Sullivan who I dared to join my fan page, and he did. Thanks to
you all.
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To Give or Not To Give?

I still can’t help asking myself, this hard sell, what exactly is it selling? A
chance to do good, or guilt relief medication.

The shops are starting to promote Christmas already, so ‘to give or not to
give?’, THAT is the question. The other day I was approached by a charity
worker. You know the ones, they have clipboards and they try to get you to
sign up to a direct debit. I was going down the Strand (which, if you’re not
familiar with the old British music hall songs, is a large busy street in
central London). I wasn’t aware that I was in a bad mood particularly, but
my reaction to being asked directly to help the needy of the world with a
small monthly contribution was a little shocking.
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To Give or Not To Give?

‘That’s a nice shirt’, he chirped as he cheerily waved his clipboard in front of
my face. He then followed up with the old standard “Do you have a minute
to talk?” “No I don’t” I retorted, “I know that you are only attering me to
get me to part with money, and my ex wife liked my shirts and look where
that got me, and because you seem nice and I don’t feel like I can trust you
I feel bad. So now I’m going o  the whole idea of giving and this makes me
feel guilty about not giving, or rather guilty about considering not giving
after all society is so goal orientated and there is a pressure to be some
sort of saint so now I feel worse.  I also think that mankind should give and
we should all come together as one world and support the poor in a bigger
way, does that make me some sort of a lefty? it probably does, so
everyone will hate me for being a communist. I’m also aware that you’ve
just made me say the word ‘mankind’, so I’m ignoring half of the population
on gender grounds, which makes me a communist misogynist, so now I
feel even worse. And anyway, why do I have to decide right now? Can’t I go
home and work out if I can a ord ve pounds a month? The fact that I
have to work it out means I’m some sort of a nancial failure, which means
that I’ve probably disappointed my mother so now I feel really shitty. And
I’m in the middle of London, surrounded by consumerism and expensive
shops, and I have to look inside myself and say that I LOVE IT! and now you
are reminding me that some people live in absolute shit in the world and
it’s all unfair, so that makes me a shallow consumerist with no
compassion, thanks for pointing that out to me mate, now I feel like a
complete dog turd. And to cap it all, you asked me if I had a minute to
spare, and I said ‘no’, and I’ve been ranting at you for over a minute now, so
that makes me a lier. So to recap, in just one minute you’ve managed to
turn me into a guild ridden, shallow, tight, unfeeling, lying, woman hating
ultra leftist who’s estranged from his mother, just GO AWAY!”
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To Give or Not To Give?

Well that’s what I wanted to say, but of course I didn’t. I just did what I
always do, mumbled, “Not today thanks”, and went on my way. I mean, If
any organisation deserves to collect huge amounts of money it’s a charity,
and although the man was very direct, he was polite, but I still can’t help
asking myself, this hard sell, what exactly is it selling? A chance to do good,
or guilt relief medication. Both I guess. Perhaps my feelings run deeper.
After all in my job as a street performer I too ask strangers for money, in a
very direct way. Maybe we’re not so different.
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A day in the life

I was a little scared that if he found out anything that really happened in my
day to day life he’d be disappointed to say the least.

Sir Alan Ayckbourn CBE once cornered me at a cast party when I was
working for him about 15 years ago. You see I’ve not always been a street
performer. I actually trained as an actor, and although it’s been a number
of years since I’ve trodden the board so to speak, I’m proud to say that I
still call everybody ‘darling’. Never forget your roots, that’s what I say, but I
digress. He zoned in on me and was unnervingly fascinated by my life style
as a busker.  What did I do? How did I do it? Where did I do it? Who did I do
it with? Just quite how I got into the position of being faced with this
barrage of questions by someone who has been knighted for his services
to British theatre ba es me to this day. Surely I should have been
interviewing  him, after all he has the gongs.

I confess it made me feel very uncomfortable, and this wasn’t just down to
the looks of part bewilderment, and part jealousy that I could see ashing
across the faces of the other actors in the company. I was a little scared
that if he found out anything that really happened in my day to day life he’d
be disappointed to say the least. Sir Alan is not alone in showing a
fascination for the life style of a street performer. Lots of people seem to

nd the details of my day to day life as a busker fascinating, but to me it’s
just ordinary…very very ordinary indeed.

In fact, of all these things the hanging around is the most exhausting, and it
is work. Ask any security guard and they’ll tell you,
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A day in the life

Like everyone else I suspect, my working life revolves around pretty much
the same things, day in day out. It’s an endless round of performing,
writing, admin, talking to people who may want to book me and hanging
around. On days when I street perform all day there is a lot of hanging
around. Hanging around waiting for a chance to sometimes, maybe get to
perform, at hopefully a good time, but probably not. I’m not painting a
glamorous picture I know. In fact, of all these things the hanging around is
the most exhausting, and it is work. Ask any security guard and they’ll tell
you, after all we may be just sitting or standing around but our place of
work is not where we would choose to spend our leisure time. Street
performing has so many variables that I don’t know my timetable from day
to day so I guess that’s a racy element, but it will involve performing,
writing, admin, talking to people who want to book my show and lots and
lots of hanging around. That is guaranteed. No yacht moored at Cannes,
sorry to disappoint.

Of course it wasn’t always like that, when I was younger it was an endless
round of performing, writing, admin, talking to people who may want to
book me and partying and when I rst started in the job it was just
performing, writing and partying as no one expressed any desire to book
me at all. I didn’t care, I was too busy partying. Now I come to think about
it, the most rewarding rewarding and exciting bit is actually performing the
shows and that makes all the hanging around worth while. Maybe people
think that my working life is just performing for eight hours a day? but I’m
glad it’s not. That may sound exciting and glamorous, but it would kill me.

I could go into more detail about all of this in future posts, especially the
admin, but that really would turn o  my readers in droves I suspect. I think
I’ll just massively exaggerate the good bits. That’s what I did with Sir Alan,
until the pressure got too much for me and I ran and hid in the toilet.
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Do You Speak Busker?

Do you speak busker? Well if not here’s the de nitive glossary of street
entertainer’s jargon. Learn this secret language and you’ll be able to hang
out with a bunch of street entertainers and understand what the hell
they’re on about.

Bottling – Collecting the money at the end of the show. This is thought to
originate when buskers collected money in a narrow rimmed bottle to
prevent dipping. (see dipping)

Bottling speech – The extreme ninja psychology moves we put on the
audience to persuade them to part with their hard earned money. Why?
because we’re worth it.

The edge – A group of bewildered onlookers who all gather at the same
time, and at the same place and thus form a street show’s audience.

Locking in the edge – Getting an edge heavily committed to watching a
street show rather than going up the street to Poundland. (Although, if
Poundland is just up the Road from where you’re working, you may not be
in the best place.)

A pitch – An area where street entertainment happens. Picture this. A
street performer stands and stares intently at the stretch of land before
him/her. He/She assesses the footfall, average, demographic and general
vibe of the space. There is then a quick check of the size of the area and a
scan to see what retail outlets are in the vicinity.He/she may asses the
weather conditions and if they juggle feathers check the wind speed, sun
glare etc. If the performer decides that all of these conditions mean that
he/she can make shit loads of cash they will put down their case, re up
the battery powered amp and do a show. This hallowed area then
becomes a street theatre pitch.
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Do You Speak Busker?

A regular pitch – Non of us bother with the above carry on. We just go to
where everyone else works, ie a regular pitch.

The Hat – The money collected from a street show. So called after the
primary vessel for collecting said income.

Mugging – A large edge suddenly deciding, on mass, that they are watching
free street entertainment before spending all of their money in Starbucks,
or worse, The Shake Shack.

Dipping- Stealing from a street performers hat. We don’t mind giving
change, but very occasionally members of the public will take out more
than they put in. Also, when the hat is less that we would have hoped, we
can complain bitterly that ‘we have been mugged’, or worst still ‘dipped’
rather than facing up to the fact that we may not have been as funny and
entertaining as we like to think we are. I particularly like this one.

Well there you have it. Busker lingo for dummies. Learn this glossary of
terms for a great way to ingratiate yourselves to a bunch of buskers… or
you could just buy as all drink and tell us how wonderful we are. Easier and
more effective.

www.mikeraffone.com

https://www.mikeraffone.com


Two Burning Questions Answered

Maybe, decades ago, when media studies students rst roamed the earth
someone asked Jeeves, but he didn’t know. Who knows?

Street performers, like other performers who are in the public eye, are
constantly hassled by the media. But be tting our somewhat outsider
status in the entertainment industry we are not bothered by the press, TV
news, or celebrity magazines, but by sixth form students doing their end of
year media studies project on busking. If we are lucky we may get a degree
student from London College of Communications who wants do a feature
for their final year dissertation, but this sort of high pro le attention is rare.
In the 25 plus years that I’ve been hitting the cobbles of Covent Garden I’ve
seen a steady stream of these teenage would be journos and the weird
thing is they always ask the same two questions, without fail. How do you
work out who’s doing the next show? and How much do you earn?

I often wonder, Why these two questions? Are they the only two questions
in the world that can’t be answered by Google? Maybe, decades ago, when
media studies students rst roamed the earth someone asked Jeeves, but
he didn’t know. Who knows? So to save countless sixth form students
across the globe precious study time I’ve decided to address these two
burning issues.

How do street performers work out who’s doing the next showHow do street performers work out who’s doing the next show

In Covent Garden we do a draw. I could go into more detail, but trust me,
you’ll slowly die inside.

How much do street performers earn?How much do street performers earn?

Mind your own business!
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Two Burning Questions Answered

The Inland Revenue and my wife are the only people that I ever given that
information to, and that’s only because one forces me to, and the other
needs it for tax purposes. Students are not alone in asking this hugely
 personal question and for some reason people tend to think that street
entertainers would be less o ended than the rest of society. Of course the
truth is that it varies. Non of us, to my knowledge, are millionaires but we
can do very well if we are any good. When I think about all the busted
knees, bad backs and therapy bills that some of us have to deal with I
honestly think that we deserve nothing less. Make no mistake, street
performing is tough.

www.mikeraffone.com

https://www.mikeraffone.com


Optimism and a Bag of Props

I would bellow in my booming actor’s voice, “come and see the show,” or
words to that e ect. I was amazed at how e ective this was, and as the
audience rapidly swelled, so did my ego.

I remember it like it was yesterday. I walked out of the tube, turned left, up
James Street, right by The Rock Garden. My sense of anticipation was
welling up and as I rounded the corner by a shop that sold a bewildering
array of posh packaged teas there it was… The Piazza, Covent Garden. It
was not, however, the grand splendor of The Piazza with it’s exotic Italian
name that excited me, not at all. It was not where I was, but what I was
going to see that was the subject of my intense interest. I’d heard that
street theatre happened in Covent  Garden. I didn’t exactly know what this
strange thing called street theatre was, I only knew that I desperately
wanted to see it. You see, I’d just spent three years at university studying all
sorts of weird and wonderful forms of theatre, even something called
organic improvisation. A strange avant garde Polish concept wherein we
locked ourselves in a drama studio and performed for 24 hours to no
audience. So theatre in the street was yet another o  the wall, (and you
could say o  the stage) performing art that I was hungry to discover. So
there I was, gleefully witnessing the joy and spectacle of street
entertainment.
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Optimism and a Bag of Props

I say joy and spectacle, it was actually a loan performer with a bag and a
very loud voice standing in front of a small disparate group of onlookers.
She was bright and enthusiastic, with a personality that was infectious. She
had already got the full attention of the small gathering and I too felt
myself being drawn in. Next and for what seemed like a few minutes (it
actually transpired that it was a lot longer than that) she performed a
simple trick where she magically appeared a ve pound note from inside a
real grapefruit. It was a nice little trick, and it fooled us all, but for me that
wasn’t what was so amazing about it. The truly amazing thing was that by
the time she had triumphantly produced the banknote, sodden with
grapefruit juice she had managed to gather a sizable crowd, numbering in
the hundreds. The production of the money met with a large round of
applause and most of us willingly rushed forward at the end and gave a
contribution to her livelihood. The crowd, as a compliment to her magic,
disappeared in a flash. It was like nothing had ever happened.

(Suki Webster in Covent Garden c 1989. She went on to become a top live
comedy actress and improviser, a regular with The Comedy Store Players.)
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Optimism and a Bag of Props

This was in the autumn of 1987 and it was my rst experience of what was
to become the mainstay of my income as a performer for nearly three
decades. I remember it well because I remember thinking, “My God, I could
never do that”. The whole thing seemed like such a massive conceit that I
was almost in awe, and remember, I performed for twenty four hours in a
drama studio, to no one. (I can confess at this point that we were
supposed to do the exercise for a full twenty four hours, but we stopped
after twenty two hours because we realised that the students union bar
was about to close, but  again I digress.) It seemed like an incredible thing
to do, walk out on this massive imposing space with nothing but optimism
and a bag of props and make a large group of people stop and look at what
you’re doing. “What if no one stops?” I thought, “it would be like my twenty
four hour organic improvisation exercise but without the student loan.”
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Optimism and a Bag of Props

(Man Machine, Covent Garden c 1983)
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Optimism and a Bag of Props

(Alex Dandridge, Covent Garden c 1988.)
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Optimism and a Bag of Props

It’s strange because within months of witnessing this I too was walking out
onto the cobbles of Covent Garden with nothing but a bag of props and I
hell of a lot of optimism. It all started when a friend of mine decided that
he wanted to perform down there and I was roped in. We both agreed that
this was something that we were way too sacred to do on our own so it
was a good arrangement, especially as my interest in this art form was
growing. I remember the show well which is a shame, because it was quite
possibly the worst show that Covent Garden has ever seen. For the
opening my friend had persuaded me to stand on his shoulders. Not being
anything of an acrobat this made me shit myself, but I had reluctantly
agreed. I would bellow in my booming actor’s voice, “come and see the
show,” or words to that e ect. I was amazed at how e ective this was, and
as the audience rapidly swelled, so did my ego. It was, sadly, all downhill
from this point and after a series of ill conceived and badly executed
clown/physical theatre routines our audience would invariably dwindle to a
handful. So much so that by the time that we asked to be nancially
rewarded for our trouble the whole thing was looking decidedly
experimental and Polish. My friend sodded o  after about three or four
attempts at this, and I was left on my own. I had no acting work, but I did
have a Covent Garden street entertainers license. What was I to do?

I found out a few years back that my friend from all those years ago is now
a professional tango dancer in Australia, and I’m still going out onto The
Piazza, day after day, summer or winter, with a bag of props and as much
optimism as I can muster. I forgive him for dropping me in it though. On
the whole I’ve had a great time.

Main feature photo, Inside Out Theatre, Covent Garden c 1988

All photos: Andy Sinclair Mime Artist
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Play It Again Sam… And Again… And Again

We tend to nd one act that works for us and stick to it… for life! The di cult
second album syndrome is something that most of us are not familiar with.

I remember a number of years back, when I was new to street performing,
I was a regular user on The London Underground. (Strange name for it,
only 45% of it is actually underground, but I’m digressing already.) I used
The Piccadilly line and had to change at Holborn, a station famous for
having one of the longest escalators on the system. I was on it one day,
and as I slowly and majestically descended into the bowels of The Capital I
heard a sublime sound. It was a sax player, busking in the tunnel below. He
was performing, with great, skill, musicianship, and most importantly
gusto a version of Stevie Wonder’s Part Time Lover. I’ve always been a bit
of a fan of Jazz, so to hear him bend and stretch this pop standard to within
an inch of it’s life was, quite simply, A joy, and I was not alone in my
appreciation. The chaotic rhythm of the tune was backed by the more
regular rhythm of coins hitting his instrument case and I willingly joined in
with this accompaniment.

A few days later I was on the same escalator and I heard it again. “Great!” I
thought, “There’s that guy who plays that brilliant version of Part Time
Lover.” I left the station hoping that I would have the good fortune to
stumble upon his playing again. A few days after that my aspirations were
ful lled and I was duly rewarded with yet another masterful rendition of
this Stevie Wonder classic. After the fourth time, my delight at his playing
was marred by a nagging doubt. “Is this the only tune he plays?” I thought,
and as I was to discover over the next few weeks that indeed it was. I
was bitterly disappointed at this revelation and my love a air with his
playing was over. How could he do this to me? I wanted the complete
cannon of American Soul re imagined in a jazz idiom, and all I got was Part
Time Lover over and over and over again.
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Play It Again Sam… And Again… And Again

The Escalators at Holborn Station
With almost three decades of hindsight, I now think maybe I was a bit hard
on him. I imagine he originally planned on a whole bunch of brilliant songs,
but as soon as those coins started dropping in a regular rhythm to the
Stevie’s melody I reckon he changed his tune… or rather didn’t. And he is
not alone in the world of live entertainment. Take Wilson, Keppel and Betty,
a classic act of the music hall in the last century. They performed their
famous act for nearly four decades and the only thing they changed was
Betty, so as Wilson and Keppel grew older, Betty inexplicably remained
young. And the music hall greats are not alone here either. Street
entertainers, for the most part, are the same. We tend to nd one act that
works for us and stick to it… for life! The di cult second album syndrome
is something that most of us are not familiar with.
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Play It Again Sam… And Again… And Again

I’m left asking myself why this is? There is certainly no shortage of talented
and creative minds where I perform so why are we not churning out
brilliant and original ideas like they were going out of fashion. The truth is
we don’t have to. Being creative may be fun and rewarding, but in a
medium where your audience is gone and the show is forgotten literally in
a heartbeat, coming up with original stu  isn’t necessary for survival. It’s
not easy to create new work, and I admire anyone who does, and there are
street performers who are unique and original in their approach, and I
admire them even more. Why? simply because they don’t have to. I
applaud their bravery, because without them, our own particular art form
would be stuck in the dark ages.

Now, as someone who has been cavalier and arguably stupid enough to
create a di cult second, third and even forth street show, I confess that
this apparent lack of creativity used to really piss me o . In this game,
however, It’s a hard enough struggle to make a living without coming up
with new stu  as well, so I reckon I can forgive myself and my busking
brothers and sisters for not always being as proli c as Mozart. I’ve also
come to the conclusion that we street performers express our creativity in
a di erent way. We express it in the here and now, in our tenacity in
dealing with whatever the environment throws at us, in our ability to
respond, embellish and literally improvise our way out of trouble. For many
of us, our original take comes across, like the Piccadilly line busker, not in
what we do, but in how we do it. Let’s face it, it’s all been done anyway.

So I’d like to take this opportunity to apologize to that musician on the
Piccadilly line for judging him so harshly. If you are the sax player at
Holborn station, between 1988 and 1990, (I can’t remember exactly when),
and you are reading this, I want you to know that I’m really sorry for
turning my back on you. I really really loved your playing, I honestly did. Oh,
and please get in touch… I want to hear another song.
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The Wisdom to Know the Difference

I remember a few years back I had a conversation with one street performer
who swore blind that his money halved if he performed a show whilst
wearing an un-ironed shirt.

“God grant me the humility to accept the things I cannot change, the
courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the
di erence.” I’m not a particularly religious man, but the words of this
famous prayer often ring in my head when I embark on a street show.
This weekend was no di erent as I braved the perils of the winter weather
and tried, against all odds, to bring in the weekly wage. Sunday’s show was
great. The crowd adored me and the sound of belly laughs volleyed around
the walls of the covered pitch we use when the weather is inclement. I was
king of the pitch, which surprised me because Saturday’s show was less
than successful. Well, I say less than successful, that’s not entirely true. The
family and the two bemused onlookers who actually stayed for the whole
thing seemed to enjoy it. I say the whole thing, I actually gave up after
about ten minutes. It was less of a case of quite while you’re ahead, more a
case of quit while you’re less behind. Of course I asked for money, why
not? I joked saying that I usually ask for £5 but because I only did a third of
the show I was only going to ask for £1.33. You may notice that I got the
maths wrong there, but I was improvising. I didn’t expect to get rewarded
at all, but the family dug around in their purses and pockets and ‘dad’
collected money from them all. As he came towards me I thought my luck
was in. There was a mischievous grin on his face as he gave me exactly
£1.34. I asked if I could keep the change.
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The Wisdom to Know the Difference

Busking is like that. You go from zero to hero, and then back to zero…. and
back to hero, and so on and so forth. Well it’s like that for me any road. It’s
interesting, two di erent shows, on two similar weekend days, at roughly
the same time, in roughly the same weather conditions. Why so di erent? I
sometimes think It’s best not  to try to answer this question or there is a
danger that I wouldn’t get out of bed in the morning. But I always do,
because how else can a get better at what I do.

There are a lot of theories that y around the busking world as to what
makes the perfect conditions to do a great show. Some of these make
perfect sense. It doesn’t take much experience to work out that a cold, wet
Tuesday in November is unlikely to be as good as a warm, dry, slightly
overcast day in the middle of the summer holidays. Some theories
however seem to defy all logic. I remember a few years back I had a
conversation with one street performer who swore blind that his money
halved if he performed a show whilst wearing an un-ironed shirt. There
was another, I recall, who had an very interesting way of deciding where he
was going to work. He would drive to a new town, park his car and look for
a Mark’s and Spencer. When he found it he would do his show outside it. If
that particular town didn’t have an M and S, he’d get back in his car and
move onto the next place. Weird yes, but it worked for him.
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The Wisdom to Know the Difference

I asked this same question when I re ected upon my weekend, and I
concluded that the only di erence was me. Well the only di erence that I
could change. On Saturday I was fearful, and being faced with a pitch that I
was not used to I was hedging my bets. I never actually committed to
doing the show. It’s little wonder, when I look back on it that the general
public around me didn’t commit either. Apart from that one family, but
there are always people who enjoy pain. Sunday was di erent. After the
complete drubbing I received on Saturday I was red up. I was going to do
whatever it took to at least nished the show. In my many years of busking
this is one of the few certainties I’ve discovered. Almost without failure, the
more I put into a show, the more I get out of it. Busking is a massive leap
of faith because you never know for sure if you will make it to the end. It’s
a dive into the unknown, and if you hesitate for a second, you will probably
just belly flop.

Perhaps, wearing an ironed shirt wasn’t the key to my friend’s success.
Perhaps the key to it was the feeling he had when he wore one. At least he
had the wisdom to know that a shirt is something he could change.

Photo: Annalisa Banello
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Those Annoying Little Interruptions

As a handful of mounted riot police quickly took position on the West Piazza,
we decided that ‘giving the show another go’ was definitely not an option.

Being a street performer you’ve got to get used to one thing, interruptions,
and these happen to us all the time. Now I’m not talking about small
interruptions, like the mild inconvenience of having a naked man interrupt
your cricket match. No, I’m talking about big interruptions: Like very large
groups of school kids deciding to have a picnic on your front row of your
street show; Or drunken stag and hen parties stumbling into your space,
singing loudly and o  key, inextricably thinking that they are actually
helping you; Or worst still, the Lycra clad antics of ash mobs who invade
the atmosphere you’ve created as they rush together with arms ailing and
saggy buttocks quivering. (Let’s face it, all in one Lycra is not the most

attering of looks). These annoying interruptions can completely steal the
attention of our audiences and leave us at the end with little or nothing to
show for our e orts. Think of them as the live performance version of
photo bombing, but with more disastrous results. These are the more
common ones, but you would be surprised at just what we do have to put
up with sometimes.

www.mikeraffone.com

https://www.mikeraffone.com


Those Annoying Little Interruptions

Years ago a street performer in Covent Garden had his show ever so
slightly disrupted when Michael Jackson, complete with entourage,
plonked himself on the front row. Perhaps one of the few interruptions in
the history of busking that actually served to increase the audience. I was
once interrupted during a show by the annual London Naked Bike Ride.
Virtually the whole of my audience ocked over to the road at the edge of
the square to ogle, and left me with a handful of, what I can only guess
could be a mix of ultra liberals and extreme religious zealots. I carried on
for this small band of stalwarts, and when the uncovered esh, peddling
spectacle (notice I carefully inserted a comma between ‘ esh’ and
‘peddling’) had nished they all returned and placed themselves in front of
me like nothing had happened. I accepted them back of course, but not
without giving them a piece of my mind. Street audiences can be so fickle.
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Those Annoying Little Interruptions

Perhaps my biggest claim to fame on this score is that my show once
caused at riot. OK.. I lie… it didn’t cause a riot, but a splinter group from the
infamous 1990 Poll Tax Riot did run through it. Now that was one
interruption I couldn’t recover from. I was in a double act at the time and
we were having a hard time with the show as it was. The atmosphere, and
the crowd, for some strange reason were just not building, and the
constant buzz of low flying helicopters was not helping the mood. Suddenly
there was loud screaming and shouting and a dust bowl rose that wouldn’t
have looked out of place in a roadrunner cartoon. “Quick”, whispered my
performing partner, sensing the impending doom, “grab the gear and get
o  the pitch!” Before we knew it, a small band of rioters ran round the
corner brandishing litter bins and a rather tetchy attitude to say the least.
They ran up the central isle of The Market, jettisoning their newly found
weapons and smashing windows as they went. There was a fashion in
those days for American tourists to hang around Covent Garden in jogging
gear and I have to say that this was the rst time I’d ever seen them used
for their purpose. In another heartbeat the panicked bystanders (ie, our
audience) had run away in all directions, and we were left alone. As a
handful of mounted riot police quickly took position on the West Piazza, we
decided that ‘giving the show another go’ was definitely not an option.

When things had calmed down a bit I took a stroll to the other end of the
market and what greeted me was the most bizarre sight I think I’ve ever
seen there. I saw three rows of riot police, shields in hand, and one row of
onlookers completing a square. At rs this looked like some sort of a stand
o , but as I got closer I saw that low and behold, someone was doing a
street show in the middle. Some of us will take any opportunity to perform.
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Those Annoying Little Interruptions

In the visceral, edgy and slightly stressful world of playing for your supper
it’s easy to take these sometimes disastrous interruptions to heart, and
 we’ve all lost our temper over them at some time. I have been told that I’m
the star of a number of youtube videos as I let loose an angry tirade
against hecklers on the balcony of the pub that overlooks our main pitch. I
say this with some shame, but it’s easily done when you see your day’s
income evaporating in front of you. It’s best to stay philosophical however.
At worst they are annoying interruptions to our working week by people
who, admittedly, should know better. And at best, well they are a great
story to tell.

www.mikeraffone.com

https://www.mikeraffone.com


Luck Be a Lady Today

No one was stopping, and for once, I didn’t blame them.

It’s not always politicians, police, or The Establishment that seem to hold
the most power over us mortal street performers. Most of the time it’s the
weather and the laws of chance. In my last show for a few weeks on the
cobbles of Covent Garden this unholy duumvirate (yes, it is a word, I’ve
looked it up) seemed to exercise even more power than usual. The day
started, as usual, with a check of the weather with my trusty Met O ce
mobile app. This hi tech morning ritual isn’t complete without a cross
check on two separate rain radar apps, a Google of the sunset time, and of
course, a good old fashioned look out of the window. The temperature
seemed reasonable. A barmy 8 degrees, not bad for this time of year, so I
decided to travel into town and give the old street performing a go.

That was the weather taken care of, I now only had to beat the laws of
probability at our daily draw for shows and street performing glory was
surely mine. I came out high and got a show, my luck was in, or so I
thought. Later, when I started my show I found out that coming high on the
draw on this day was the worst luck you could possibly have. I was
inwardly praising myself for the ever so smart move of picking a time slot
when the temperature, according to the Met O ce’s latest data, was at it’s
highest.  I had forgotten, however to check the wind conditions. Not so
smart, in fact, extremely dumb. As I stepped out onto the cobbles I could
feel an icy blast of air, a sort of meteorological omen of things to come. No
one was stopping, and for once, I didn’t blame them.
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Luck Be a Lady Today

After about ten minutes of not even raising a smile I decided that it was
time to give up the ghost, but for some reason the phrase, “Leave them on
a high.” popped into my brain, and I carried on. I was determined to at least

nish what I was doing and for some bizarre reason I proceeded to fast
forward through my show at a rapid rate of knots. I was throwing out gags
like they were going out of fashion. I even started to break out into a sweat.
It became a fun game of how quickly can I do this stu  and still make any
kind of sense? It was at this point that lady luck stepped in and proved to
me that she’s not a ckle mistress at all, in fact at this point I had her
pegged as a keeper. The wind dropped and my running around like a
looney was suddenly having an e ect. The audience, and the laughs were
miraculously building. Out of nowhere I had a show, and wow! it was going
better than I could have ever have imagined.

A tough day at the office
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Luck Be a Lady Today

With just ve minutes of the show to go I was still going great guns, and
was now guilty of ‘counting my chickens before they were hatched’, or
should I say ‘counting the coins and notes in my head before they were
dropped’. Most street performers will deny they do this… but most of us
do. It was at the that precise moment that the sheer folly of calculating the
likely birth rate of a domestic foul was exposed. The wind picked up again.
The smiles faded, collars went up and a visible shiver spread through the
assembled gathering. Then, as bad luck would have it, two school parties,
who I now realized had made up the bulk of my crowd, took the
opportunity to leave. And lo! quicker than the time it takes to say ‘foolish
optimism’ the audience had gone. Lady luck and I had just had a huge bust
up. I didn’t have the heart to complain though. I knew that they all wanted
to be, well,  where I wanted to be… inside.
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The Old Busker’s Time Travel Paradox

I’ve just come to the conclusion that, where time travel is concerned, it pays
to have a pessimistic outlook.

I’ve taken some time o  work this week due to a nasty cough and a really
bad sore throat. With time on my hands I’ve become hooked on a
documentary series on the telly about the history of science ction. I
particularly liked the episode on time travel and it got me thinking. What if I
traveled back in time to 1988 and saw the rst street show I ever did? What
would I say? The way I’m feeling at the moment I’d probably say, “Don’t do
it! Quit while you’re ahead. You’ll get trapped. You’ll still be doing it in 25
years time and it will be oh so much harder. You’ll feel twenty one, when
you’re doing your show, and ninety one when you come o . The physio
bills will go up and the projected income will go down. Every day will usher
forth a completely new ache or pain, and the day that you will have to enter
the retirement home for knackered old street performers that doesn’t even
exist will come ever closer.” Or some such rambling drivel. But the real
question is, would I listen?

We all have regrets in life. Things we think we should have done, or even
worse, things we think we shouldn’t have done. If I’m honest I would say
that my favourite time for indulging in regret is the winter. In those balmy
summer days when I am raking in the money, when relaxed, cheery
audiences are loving my every joke and laughing at every little nuance of
my show I never think to question whether or not it was a mistake in my
life to always be doing street shows. Whether or not I should have
concentrated on doing proper theatre? Of course this is the perfect time
ask this question, as any sort of career change requires some forward
planning, but I never do. I’m too busy having fun. But in the cold, damp
dark winter months I tend to question it all of the time. So, at this moment
in time, I can really see my time travelling self, doing my utmost to
persuade my young rookie busker self to give up now.

www.mikeraffone.com

https://app.designrr.io/www.mikeraffone.com


The Old Busker’s Time Travel Paradox

But what if I did actually persuade myself to give it all up there and then.
Would I be any better o  now? After all, if I ended up having such a brilliant
and ful lling career then I would (like the summer months) see no reason
to take myself back in time to persuade myself to give it up in the rst
place, and so I’d have no present and would disappear. Now, I’ll be the rst
to admit that I have a healthy fear of dying, but this doesn’t seem nearly as
disconcerting as suddenly ceasing to exist due to logic. (I hope you’re
following this, because I’m not sure I am.). Anyway, I simply can’t say what
would happen for sure. Maybe I would become a famous comic actor, who
has it all, but still feels bitter and unful lled, yearning for the sort of thrill
that he got when he brie y was an unknown street performer. Worst still,
maybe I would have given up the arts altogether and have spend decades
in a mind dumbingly boring dead end job, only clinging on with the hope
that one day time travel would be possible so I could travel back in time
and persuade myself to take up street entertainment. Who knows what
would happen? In fact I’ve just come to the conclusion that, where time
travel is concerned, it pays to have a pessimistic outlook. I’m aware that
most of the alternative life stories that I’m dreaming up for myself are in
fact a lot shittier than the one I actually have so, ironically, this is making
me feel a whole lot better about my situation. Hurrah for the therapeutic
power of science fiction!

But if I really look at myself back then in 1988 I think I would probably say
two things to this mysterious wise man from the future. “Wow, he’s
hansom for and old man”, and “He doesn’t half talk a load of bollocks”, for
you see, I doubt I would be persuaded to give it all up. Even then, I was
having too much fun. So I guess I should just stop complaining and get on
with it… maybe shake off this man flu first.
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Talkin’ Bout My Generation

When I started we used to rally together and raise money for some worthy
charity, now we rally together to raise money for yet another street
performer’s knee operation.

Pete Townsend of The Who very famously sang in the 1965, “Hope I die
before I get old”. It’s a bold claim, but the truth is, he didn’t and these days
he is. He illustrates perfectly a phenomenon that has crept into our
consciousness over the last decades… the OAP rock star. Believe it or not,
it’s the same for the London street performing scene as every year the
average age of the London street entertainer rises just a little. There was an
explosion of street theatre in London in the mid eighties as the then newly
refurbished Covent Garden market opened it’s doors to shopping, and also
to street art. When I rst started working there in the late eighties as a
young man, it was all a bit rock and roll. Now as many of us are still there,
it’s less like rock and roll and more like easy listening. Sportsmen and
women seem to hang up there boots or running shoes at the age of about
thirty ve. Make no mistake about it street performing is physically and
mentally very challenging so I wonder why we don’ do the same? Maybe it’s
because we all genuinely are addicted to the buzz of entertaining large
crowds, or maybe it’s just that, well…. we can’t do anything else. Either way
some of us are stuck with it.
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Talkin’ Bout My Generation

Naturally for those of us who have to reluctantly admit to being middle
aged, our thoughts turn to some sort of a retirement plan, or at least to a
show we can do when we are in our twilight years. I’m very much thinking
about this as the instances of major repetitive strain injuries for buskers
seem to increase year on year. When I started we used to rally together
and raise money for some worthy charity, now we rally together to raise
money for yet another street performer’s knee operation. We have become
the worthy charity. A much discussed idea for an old person’s street show
is the table magic show, after all you don’t have to be young and virile to
produce a melon from under your hat… do you? Although this type of
show has removed bending down, it still requires standing up so, for me,
it’s not the ultimate street theatre show for my dotage. My ideal show
would not only involve sitting down, but would also involve not getting up
at any time. The un attering grunts and wheezes I make when I stand up
these days are not very entertaining, and in a few years time I may even
need help. I’m also interested in reducing the lenght of my show to under
twenty minutes, after all my prostate is not as robust as it used to be. I also
fantasize about putting on a large group spectacle on The Covent Garden
Piazza that involves red arrows type maneuvers with mobility scooters. I
think we all should be dressed as nuns. It’s a vague idea, and it’ll probably
never see the light of day, but the idea amuses me… especially the nun bit.

I may make light of this but for some of us the next twenty years is a bit of
a scary proposition. When we are young we really do think that we are
invincible, but age shows us just how frail we can be. I have discussed in
earlier blogs about how your average street entertainer is not the best of
planners, and some of us, myself included, have not planned well for our
retirement. But I have also talked about how resourceful and creative we
can be in solving problems, so let’s hope that skill comes to the fore as we
continue to enjoy our shrinking years.

www.mikeraffone.com

https://app.designrr.io/www.mikeraffone.com


We’re More Than Just a Sideshow

You may think we’re mad, but it does strike me as arrogance when these
media types can’t even comprehend that a performer wouldn’t necessarily
want to appear on their show.

Street performers don’t like being taken advantage of, and it happens all
the time. The spectacle of Juggling, Uni-cycling and slack rope is not the
only circus that you can witness on the streets of London on any given day.
Every now and then the media circus rolls into town. It’s always interesting,
and usually very annoying when their world and ours collide. Here is a
typical conversation with a runner of a lm crew that I’ve had so many
times over the years.

Runner:Runner:

Hi, is it alright if we film you?

Street performer:Street performer:

We’ll that depends, what’s the fee?

Runner:Runner:

The fee?

Street entertainer:Street entertainer:

Yes, the fee.

Runner:Runner:

Don’t you want to appear on the TV?

Street Entertainer:Street Entertainer:
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We’re More Than Just a Sideshow

I’d love to, but what’s the fee? If it’s the industry agreed fee for this type of
work, or indeed more, I’m in.

PAUSE AS THE RUNNER THINKS THIS OVER

Runner:Runner:

Do you think your friend over there would be interested?

It’s then always great fun to watch the poor hapless runner approach
several street performers only to get the same reaction, and they always
look surprised. I’ve seen this time and time again and it always ba es me.
We are professional performers, this is our job, why would we perform on
TV for nothing?

It seems obvious to me that the average person in the media doesn’t see
street entertainers as professionals in the same broad eld of work.
Which, to me, is incomprehensible as the evidence is right there in front of
them. We are seen at best as ordinary members of the public who would
drop everything to get in front of the camera, and at worst as mere
window dressing, a backdrop for something more interesting. I’ve actually
been kind to the media in the above example as quite often lm crews
don’t even ask us for permission to lm and the above debate takes place
as we try to get them to stop. Don’t get me wrong, I’d personally love to
work in TV, but that’s what it is for me, work, not any old appearance. Like
many entertainers I’m very conscious of getting good exposure in this
medium and will not do anything just to get on the telly.
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We’re More Than Just a Sideshow

Quite often these lm crews are the minnows of the industry, but it’s sadly
the same story with the heavyweights. I know of a number of street
entertainers who have declined the ‘opportunity’ to appear on Britain’s Got
Talent. One in particular was very direct in his refusal, leaving them in no
doubt as to his opinion. He was then dogged for months by the production
company who wouldn’t take no for an answer. When you couple this with
the depressingly naive and uneducated view of the Britain’s Got Talent
judges to variety as a whole it’s easy to see why your average street
entertainer is at best indi erent and at worst actively hostile to this show.
You may agree or disagree with this sentiment, and you may think we’re
mad, but it does strike me as arrogance when these media types can’t even
comprehend that a performer wouldn’t necessarily want to appear on their
show.

A friend of mine actually agreed to appear on Mr Cowell’s shameless
vehicle of self promotion, and I was surprised. The company paid his train
fare and a fee to appear in one of their live heats. “Why are you here?”
asked Mr Cowell, obviously expecting a sob story from this dewy eyed
variety artist, “Because you paid me to come up here.” came the deadpan
an honest reply. Needless to say my friend, (who is talented) didn’t
progress any further in the competition.

Happily for us, the ordinary citizens of the world who regularly watch and
enjoy our shows have a di erent view. They appreciate the dedication, skill
and talent that goes into what we do and I hope that the media in general
will realize this some day. It would be nice to be seen as more than just a
sideshow.
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Traumatising Germans and Other Artistic
Pursuits

I am aware that, for most people, the idea of being dragged up in front of
hundreds of people in some idiots street show is perhaps less appealing
than a mini break in Guantanamo Bay

Most street shows have a gimmick, it’s true. If it’s not juggling dangerous
objects, it’s juggling dangerous objects that are on re, and if it’s not
juggling dangerous objects that are on re, it’s juggling dangerous objects
that are on re balanced ten feet in the air on a pole, and if it’s not all of
this, it’s all of this wearing only a yellow spandex mankini, and if it’s not
even all of this… well you get my drift. For many years I  considered that I
was above the use of these cheap tricks, but the truth is I’m not. I was
reminded of this when something very strange happened the other day
during a show. Something that I can honestly say has never happened, in
almost three decades of street performing.

www.mikeraffone.com

https://app.designrr.io/www.mikeraffone.com


Traumatising Germans and Other Artistic
Pursuits

Yes, I have a huge street performing gimmick in my show and there is no
shame in this. After all we are in the business of grabbing the attention of
passers by and this usually demands a strong hook. My own particular
one is audience participation, and I take it to the max. In fact it’s the whole
damn show. Now I am aware that, for most people, the idea of being
dragged up in front of hundreds of people in some idiots street show is
perhaps less appealing than a mini break in Guantanamo Bay, so I like to
think that I always use a fair amount of sensitivity. I always try to make it a
good experience. Even after 28 years, however, I don’t always get it right.

Take for example the other day. I had chosen my volunteer for a particular
section that involved the hilarious idea of him wearing a wig. As the wig
came close to his head a look of abject fear played across his face and his
hands raised up in the classic defense position. He refused to let me place
it on him and no amount of cajoling on my part could change his mind.
Now in my illustrious career as a maestro of audience interaction I’ve often
had people atly refuse to do the outrageous things I sometimes ask of
them, but never the simple act of donning a hairpiece.

“It’s only a wig!”

I explained in a slightly tetchy manner. I was having non of this nonsense
and before he could protest further the wig was quickly, but rmly placed
on his head. He quitted himself well enough during the routine, but when
the time came for my to retrieve my property from his head the
protesting started again

“Don’t take it off, don’t take it off!”
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Traumatising Germans and Other Artistic
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He pleaded, with palpable fear in his voice and I confess I was confuse. It
had been quite a struggle to get the damn thing on his bonce in the rst
place, so why was he now so passionate about keeping it on. And let’s not
forget… it’s my wig!

“What’s the problem?”

I demanded, and it was at this point that the fear on his face turned to
shame.

“You put in on over my toupee.”

He retorted. Now it all made sense. I felt a bit guilty at this point. Had I just
severely traumatized a German tourist? He was allowed to quietly slip
away and discretely remove the o ending article. I got my wig back but he
didn’t stay, and for once, I didn’t blame him.

I’m actually in the process of writing a one man show about my
experiences in getting hapless members of the public to do silly things. If
you have had a bad experience (like the above), when some inept clown
(like me) has dragged you up on stage. I’d love to hear about it. Email me
via my website and your own personal drama could feature in the show.
(Don’t worry you won’t have to.)
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So Long and Thanks for all The Fish

It’s been almost two years now since my blogging about the life of a street
performer suddenly stopped. To tell you the truth things were changing.
The work was getting harder and the income less. I’ve since moved on and
I’m glad I got out when I did. It means that I can hold on to the many good
memories I have as a jobbing street entertainer. After all it made me the
performer that I am today.

You are reading this it’s probably because you are interested in my other
artistic plans. ‘Brain Rinse’, my one man show that now tours regularly, or
‘Cabaret Rinse‘ my once a month cabaret show. It’s di erent now that I run
my own comedy/theatre production company. Nowadays I draw a crowd
by spending hours at my computer marketing… instead of just shouting.
But the performing is remarkably similar. Easier yes, but I still like to think
it has the same spirit. The spirit of when I was hitting the cobbles to earn
my daily bread.

I still ‘hit the cobbles’ every now and then, and that suits me ne. It’s once
again a joy.
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So Long and Thanks for all The Fish

Thanks for reading my blog
I hope you enjoyed my ramblings about my life as a street
performer. If you want to know more about my new life as a
comedy/theatre producer click on the button below to subscribe
to my newsletter. That's if you haven't already. Also please feel
free to pass this ebook on to anyone you think would nd it
remotely interesting
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