CONNIE '
ALLFREY
AM ADDICTED to Eggs Florentine at

the Troubadour Café in Eari's Court.
But its unassuming eggs and ques-

time writers, men in those fuid arty
shirts and young New York women in
brown logos that you imagine must mean
something profound.

The trick to a poetry evening is not to
panic; it's all right to drift off a bit -
everyone does, [ think. Just nod
nhm'nnu'lhnm1
the voices send away those
moons. Every now and then you'll heara
phrase such as: “There’s a woman in a
ticket booth who lives in my left ventricie”,
and feel thrilled with your catch. Plusabit

,\of culture wholly redeems that red wine,

:

Poetry,

which is a relief; abstention and poetry
might be a bit much, even for a Monday
I felt totally removed from London’s

28.03.07

a hew
rock'n'roll

Not exactly poets’ cormr:?elnbolnrty*s Babyshambles have played the Troubadour

| think I've found
my big Monday
ni#ht out: drifting
off in a boho
bunker to the
sound of verse

@ TROUBADOUR



