Elizabethan/ Swansea Scene juxtaposition.
Streetlights had already been switched on as Mum turned the car onto Wind St. The boys in the back were doing an excellent job of minding their language, not that Mum was that straight, but it helped that she knew I was with a tidy bunch of lads, considering her trepidation about the venue. The Coach House had a reputation that was worse in the minds of those who had never been there. Mums' friend had given her opinion on us being allowed to go to that `druggy dive`. But for us, the Band, my band, it was a rite of passage, an experience we`d been working up to for the last couple of years. Youth club gigs had given us confidence in setting up our kit and playing for a crowd of younger kids, but we were desperate to be part of the scene. 
Mum pulled up outside the pub, double parked on the wide street, so we could unload our equipment. My mouth was uncomfortably dry, and the boys had gone a bit quiet too. Opening the car door, a figure stepped out from the shadows at the side of the pub, the red glow of his cigarette giving little illumination to his face. In less than three strides, the lanky skinhead was up close and personal. `Ya made it! ` he grinned enthusiastically `We`re already set up, do you want a hand with your kit? ` It was Nic, the guy who had heard us play our last Youth Club gig and offered us a spot opening for his band. He came round to the boot of Mums old 4x4 and lugged out one of our guitar amps, whilst the boys cautiously uncramped their legs, and gingerly stepped out of the car carrying their precious guitars as carefully as if they were newborn babes. 
`I`ll pick you up about quarter to eleven` directed Mum, loudly over the sound of the running engine, seeing the look on my face she explained `you want to get all your gear safe in the car before all the drunks are chucked out of the pubs` I was nodding my head to agree with her, when Nic deftly slid in front of me and stuck his head in through the open door `Aren't you coming in Mrs..... ah sorry I dunno your name? ` 
`Maybe` she responded, to my absolute horror `My name is Jen .I'm popping up to my sisters for a bit, we could come back later`
`Yeh, do that, there's four bands playing tonight. If you park around the back of the pub, it'll be easier to load the boys' gear in the car`, and slamming the car door he waved her off. Picking up our gear we followed him into the pub.
Ignoring the door to the bar, he led us down some wide wooden steps into the cellar. It was lit by one florescent tube, at the front of the stage and another at the back of the room. The stage was a bit of an exaggeration as it was only a bricks width higher than the rest of the floor, I wondered if it was less sticky than the spot I was standing in. Nics band were hovering around the stage, waiting to help us position our gear, there was already a lot of equipment in a confined space, no wonder his drummer had offered Jez the use of his drum kit tonight, still it was pretty tidy of him to do so. I plugged in and tuned up my base guitar, Dan tuned his Stratocaster that he`d  just had for his sixteenth birthday, whilst Billy tested out the unfamiliar drum kit, lowering the stool, and bringing the cymbals a fraction closer. My hands were sweating now, and looking up at Ceri, giving the microphone a hesitant `one, two, one two` I hoped I didn’t look as terrified as she did.  `Think I'm going to peuk` she mouthed at me, eyes glistening, looking close to tears. `Just do it like we did in the last gig, look at me if it makes you feel better, you`ll be fine once you get started`. Nic came over to ask if we were ready. This was it. I looked up at the crowd that had assembled in anticipation. It was loud, most had a few drinks in them, the banter was friendly if obnoxious. Catching the attention of the rest of the band I struck my first chord, and we were off! An old school cover which most of the crowd knew, Mums advice was good, they were moving to the music, and several were singing along. I grinned at Ceri, she was starting to enjoy herself. By the second song she was swinging her waist length hair with the music, and there was some kind of mini mosh pit kicking off directly in front of us. It was a little surreal that grown men were dancing, for want of a better word, to my band. 
