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Wt‘” it was like this You turned
up at the West Indian Ex
Services Association in Clapham,
became a one-might-only -member
and lounged around a space
reminiscent of aschoal common-
room complete with the had
institutional highting, sipping a drink
alongside ather guests, around thiry
socalled ‘micro-pertarmers
members of the West Indian Fx-
Services Association, therr frnends
and tamily. and a large portrait of
The Queen

And that was about it Nothing
much happened. Except that every
so olten vouwould Hind voursell
bemg micro-perlormed to by one of
the disproportionately large Cast
There was a genumne decadence to
this, like the Laneshoroogh Hotel,
where they have a one to one stall o
Luest ratio,

Somenne would come over to you
and strike up a conversation It
might be that they recognised vou
from somewhere, had to tell vou
how tantastic their father was,
describe in intricate detatl how
passionate they were about tresco
painting, ask tor advice on how to
make a quick buck Imy suggestion
was prostitution {JI'MInpN Just eve
vouup tar a little oo long

With the current media saturation
of Hhv-an-the-walls, docusoaps,
journa-hiagraphy and the consistent
blurring of lact and liction as hict and
factinn, Roland Barthes' (479
ohservation that "sincerity 1s merely
asceond-degree imagcvrc;\crtf_m‘c"l
has become the cultural axiom of the
moment

Friday Social Evening wasa live

action version that put vou in the
thick ot this taction quagmire and
torced vou 1o be partisan and
participant There was a continual
oscllavion between beliet and
susprcion, hetween enjoyment 1n
your dishelict and irrtation at vour
mability to accept something as
cither genuine ora lie

Ot course drunken micro-
performances became macro-
performances and were auted by
their extroversion — but this collapse
ol subterfuge was balanced by the
way in which as a guest vou started
o pertorm back. NWhen a micro
perfarmer who called hersell
Hannah came over and went on for
an age about how much | ooked like
the mate [ had come with and were
we brathers™ we spun her the varn
that we were cousins. The slip of
helict in her performance was the
mnception ot our own Simlarly it
was certamnly the case that in a casual
conversation between two puests,
veracity was often in question |
nated with some empathy on the
way out that someane had written in
the comments book "no-une
helieved me, really doruna
karaoke"

But what about the West [ndian
ex-servicemen® For most of the
evemng there was a clear geographic
aplit between the Ton the wholel
voung white things of the Londan
art crowd and the ton the whole)
middle-aged and eldesly black men
whose space had been temporarily
invaded

| did have a chatwith one of the
members of the West Indian Fx-
Services Association iwho
imcidentally was not an ex-
serviceman himselt — or so he led me
to believe) We were talking about
where we both lived, and when | said
that Hived between Waterloo and
Kennington he replicd, "Oh that's
only just round the corner, | thought

vou must have come trom
Kensington or Chelsea, or
somewhere like that" Was he
reacting to RP strams of my
vaice? Was Ldressed i a
particularly Kings Road styler O
was | being micro-pertormed o)
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