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RITZY AND RHYDIAN OF THIS UNIQUE WELSH 
THREE PIECE ANSWER 8 OF #(2)3 7!$%ȭ3 
MOST PLEASANT QUESTIONS ABOUT THEIR 
PROMISING FUTURE 

 
When did you three start this band together? 
 
Rhyds and I started writing together almost 2 
years ago; back in North Wales. We're gearing up 
to celebrate our first anniversary with Matt who 
joined us on Christmas Eve. 
 
Sonically you sound so big at times it's impossible 
to think you are a three piece. How did you 
achieve the sound you have? 
 
The firing power inside my crater is enough to 
annihilate a small army. You can watch it all on 
TV. It's the last program you're likely to see.  
 
You used clips from Beautiful Agony for one of 
your videos which You Tube banned. It is a sexy 
video (apart from the Adrian Edmondson look 
alike of course). Has the video been quite 
controversial? 
 
That was a fan video for Austere. It's been a 
talking point but it's hardly pornographic, we were 

really impressed with it and decided to put it on 
our page. 
  
Greyhounds in the slips, the new free download, is 
very unique. A bit like Blondie on acid. What is 
this song about? 
 
Manipulation, lonely bus journeys and dogs. 
 
Your March 2010 tour sees your popularity rising 
I' d say, as a lot of gigs are selling out. Are you 
surprised by the way things keep getting better?  
 
I wouldn't say surprised, it's been a natural growth 
rather than a product of hype and we're flattered 
that what we do connects with people. 
 
Can I ask you about your involvement with the JD 
set? I loved the version of Grip with Hugh 
Cornwell. What was it like working with him? 
 
Thank you. It was a pleasure, easy going and he 
was very open to our interpretation of what is a 
great song. Which is great because when we do 
covers we enjoy fucking with the original. 
 
Who has inspired you in your music? 
  
There really are too many to mention. But today 
it's Daniel Pigginfield and Pjork. Graffiti in our 
Fribourg dressing room got a distinctly pork-
flavour. 
  
What do you see you guys achieving or setting out 
to do for the rest of 2010? 
 
Our first album, a full length tour and a Bent 
Spoon Award. 



 

SHORT FICTION :  

AQUAPHOBIA  
by Tanya Lloyd 
 

          The sensation was as gradual as a wave 
lapping gently over pebbles.  Each phase of it 
shorter than the one before. It was odd, even if 
-ÉÒÁÎÄÁ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÓÅÎÓÅȟ 
so when she rang to make an appointment with 
the doctor, she immediately cancelled it. He 
would look in disbelief, as she would describe 
how something liquid, other than blood swayed 
and slopped inside of her. Her organs floating in a 
body that felt more like a goldfish bowl. 
 
          It started with the storm on Monday night. 
Miranda was on her way home from work, and 
like so many others was caught out. The day had 
started promisingly enough, that bright sunshine 
peeping behind the wisps of cloud. But by mid 
ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÉÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÙÒÕÐÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 
bought her coat, and that elusive umbrella lived 
ÕÐ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÒÅÐÕÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÆÏÕÎÄȢ 3Ï ÓÈÅ 
had no choice but to get wet. By the time Miranda 
got home, she was soaked through; she shed each 
layer on the way to the bathroom. Then stood for 
an hour, under the hot spray of the shower, until 
her skin glowed coral pink, stepping out once all 
the hot water had been exhausted, into her 
ÆÌÕÆÆÉÅÓÔȟ ÓÏÆÔÅÓÔ ÔÏ×ÅÌȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÄÒÙ 
her. Even a pullover didn't work; it was her 
favourite, the wool seaweed green and long past 
it best. Yet it drabbed over her body feeling slimy 
and damp, like the scales of a fish. 
 
          She woke gasping that night, as if she was 
drowning in her perspiring skin. When the next 
morning, she made herself a cup of tea, she 
couldn't drink it , imagining instead it trickling 
down into her lungs, joining the ocean of her 
bowels, which would slosh and swish under the 
strain. 
 
          Miranda dreaded rain. The weather had 
been dry since that fateful Monday, but she 
looked constantly up towards the sky, feeling 
nervous when she spotted cloud. Of course she 
knew the weather would change. She had become 
an avert follower of it on the telly, that pretty 
woman threaten storms every day, pointing with 
a smug grin at the cut out clouds that floated like 
jellyfish on her map. 
 
          She bought waterproofs, the whole works. 
4ÈÅ ÍÁÃȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÏÏÄ ÓÈÁÐÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÄÕÃËȭÓ ÂÅÁË ÁÔ 

the end, the wellies a greenish brown like the bed 
of a river. Even the trousers, slipped on over 
naked goose pimpled flesh, which made her 
sweat, both thighs sticky and warm, like two 
sardines soaking in brine. 
 
          She watched the news in trepidation; 
tonight it was a different presenter. A fresh faced 
young man, who smiled far too much and grasped 
his hands, as if he nervously anticipated her 
reaction to his announcement. Rain. Lots of it, he 
emphasised the point by slapping on more cut 
out clouds that were now an ominous black.  
 
          Miranda was forced to stay in. She shut the 
curtains, knowing it was a silly idea, but did it 
anyway. Then turned the telly up so loud, her 
ears hissed in pain. She watched nervously as the 
shadows on the curtains grew darker, though it 
was only mid afternoon. A crack of thunder sent 
alarm bells in her head. Miranda wondered if 
ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÂÅÔÔer off in the bathroom, there was no 
window in there. But then she recalled the 
dripping tap. So Miranda waited, curling up in 
horror at the splashes which hit the window so 
violently she thought they might break through. 
The weatherman returned and smiled, not 
seeming to feel just that little bit guilty. 
 
          This couldn't go on. The waiting, the 
agonising on an illusory moment. Miranda 
thought it best to get it over and done with, feel 
the fear and do it anyway, or so that book had 
told her once upon a therapy session. 
 
          So Miranda stripped off her layers, leaving 
the waterproof trousers till last. She made it to 
the kitchen, gripped tightly on to the worktop, 
where she felt her legs wobble and sway like 
tadpoles in a jam jar. Then took a breath of 
gigantic proportions and opened the back door. 
 
          Miranda stood transfixed there for several 
minutes, but then she steadied herself and took 
her first step. She felt a heavy drip balance on the 
end of her nose; she caught it with her finger. She 
lifted up her hand and found that it had almost 
disappeared and lay now, in a puddle at her feet.  
-ÉÒÁÎÄÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅ ÂÕÔ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÓÌÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ 
of her fingers, her toes, her elbows. Her face 
followed quickly enough, cascading down her 
body like a mask, a slimy trail that joined the flow 
of the rainwater, seeping eventually into the 
cracks of the crazy paving. 
 



 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Erotica has grown up in recent years with 

the advent of the Internet, although it still falls 
somewhere between pornography and glamour in 
most people�/�H���:�N�:�H����Working as a photographer on 
local newspapers for too many years, recording the 
local flower shows and the odd celebrity that 
needed a publicity boost became rather tedious 
and unfulfilling for a young man more used to the 
rock and roll lifestyle than the general 9 to 
5 blandness that appeared to be on offer. Things 
had to change! Starting with some brave friends 
who liked my ideas regarding anon. Erotica, I 
started producing my own style of Erotic art 
images, inspired by the likes of Charlie Gatewood, 
China Hamilton and Robert Babylon and after 
learning the computer skills I needed, went on 
to set up the Xland photo Art website. 
(http://www.xlandphoto.co.uk/xlandphotoart ). 

 
The idea took off just as the money ran out, 

so out of necessity and of course a spirit of 
adventure I ended up taking a job driving Graham 
Coxon's (the talented one from Blur..lol) guitars 
around as he toured the UK and European festivals, 
this gave me the opportunity to travel and arrange 
shoots all over Europe, and get paid!! (Thank you, 
Graham!) People started taking notice after being 
reviewed in various adult magazines and 
websites as they liked the fact that I use everyday 
people rather than 'pro glamour models' and they 
could relate to the images. The concept that 
getting your clothes off was actually good for you 
and helps build self confidence was starting to 
sweep through the 'straight' media with programs 
like 'how to look good naked' topping the ratings 
all went towards a new 'openness', in modern 
British thinking, suddenly my inbox was full of 
requests and the counters on my web galleries 
started hitting the thousands. My work is about 
passion, a desire to show the beauty that is in 
everybody, so, Erotica, between pornography and 
glamour? No, I think not.  I will continue to place it 
neatly and artistically between romance and 
passion and as I wake each day with a smile, will 
continue to believe that Erotica 
literally represents everything and everybody. If it 
feels good then do it!    Stuart Xland 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 


