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1. Chapter

The good: The bad. Who did the deed?


We hung him. We executed him. It's our fault. When the rage had subsided, we finally understood what we had done. What we had done to the poor D.J.


It appears that the group of teenagers that were involved in the incident had one thing in common. They all listened to the group The Smiths and when searching their house the police found a copy of the single Panic where people are encouraged to kill disc jockeys:

“Hang the D.J., Hang the D.J., Hang the D.J.

Hang the D.J., Hang the D.J., Hang the D.J.“ 

These words seem to have been in their minds when they committed the crime. 


I just stood there with a group of people that I didn't know at all, but I had just attacked this D.J. with them all and we hung him. Okay, he was a D.J. but he didn't deserve to die for that and I didn't really know the guy. I just knew that he was a D.J. and worked at the night club The Casa de House. No I don't think people that listen to, or play house music should die, in my opinion no one “should” die until it is their time to go. Of course there can be accidents but this wasn't an accident, but it wasn't like we planned it. It just happened.


Already now most of the highest authorities in the country have spoken out about the incident, especially the religious group The Postels of Paul the postel, where high priest Paul has publicly denounced the act. He says this shows without doubt that all music is the work of the devil and should be banned and destroyed except their approved POPP music. No one else apart from the group has agreed with their demands.


The song, I have heard it often before on CDs and collection editions but hearing it on the original vinyl is naturally the best thing there is. I have listened to it from time to time but I've never really wanted to kill anyone, it's just a song that is a little extreme. The origins of the song is when the D.J. Steve Wright played I'm your man by Wham right after some serious news about the Chernobyl disaster. The band completely disgusted by this, wrote the song and it charted in no. 11 in the pop charts in England. I flew to England to buy the record along with more LPs, I bought a lot of Smiths albums and some LPs by The Clash and then the album No more heroes by The Stranglers. Then I went to Hull and got myself a copy of the London 0 Hull 4 album by The Housemartins. But that record, that single took completely over my mind and clearly in the end, my body too.


The last thing I remember before the incident is that I woke up in the middle of the night, put Panic on the record player and lit up a cigarette, then nothing more. Then all of a sudden, I had just gone and hung someone. But the weirdest thing about all this is that, before I didn't really like the song that much, it was okay and when I first started to listen to the Smiths I liked it a lot, and then of course ASK. Then it progressed into whole albums and more sarcastic songs like There is a light that never goes out* but there was something special about this single. It wasn't like any other thing I had listened to. It was like it took over my life little by little. I've been thinking how it all happened, I have heard descriptions about the incident, running down streets and desperation, yes just like in:

“So you run down

To the safety of the town”

From the song Panic by The Smiths

the song.


Now the police have found themselves without any ideas like so often before, they don't find anything linking these individuals in any way other than liking The Smiths, like many others and then the record, the single, Panic. Yes the whole police wondered in the power of that record, what made it so special when it had sold in thousands of copies but a bunch of people had decided to join forces and do what the song commanded. Of course everything pointed to the single in question but nobody dared to take action except me, að sjálfsögðu**.


Now I have heard the sounds of these Smiths geezers but they were never my favorite. My man is and always will be Leonard Cohen although I don't denounce the masters in Stones and then of course The Beatles. Then Elvis is always the king, the rock died with him like the Romanovs in Russia. Nowadays, the men in the police force don't know how to work a record player so it looked like not only I had to find out about the records but also get a record player down to the station. So I had no time to lose, now been the time for action!

They're going to charge us all. Manslaughter (our lawyer) or murder (their lawyer). I don't blame them; I feel I should have stopped it in some way. But this amnesia, where did that come from I ask me and always comes to the mind: the record, the record. What is so different about it? I got it very cheap in like this Smiths shrine, a store dedicated to The Smiths, in a mint condition. It was nearly completely new and never played, really too new.


All the records the suspects had, had been taken and therefore it was just the matter of getting an unbiased copy of Panic to compare with the allegedly killer records from Hell, (actually manufactured in Great Britain). I contacted a buddy of mine who has lots of music and I picked out Panic and then one Cohen record for my own pleasure. I also consulted with him, when it came to comparing the records. We didn't take long time to figure out that the killer records were a lot younger than the original which was released in 1986, because they hadn't been used at all and weren't supposed to be re-released but 1st pressings.


We (then að sjálfsögðu mostly I) saw there was something wrong and I phoned the publishing company of The Smiths, they down there knew nothing about the record being pressed again or The Smiths shrine, that everyone talked about in the interrogations. They swore to ask about the record and this record store, because this was a grave violation of copyright laws in the most horrifying way. After this wonderful opportunity to improve my knowledge of the English language I visited the Chief of police and exploded on him that the Smiths Complex, like the DV paper had begun to call them, was probably (almost certainly) telling the holy truth.  He released me from duties and told me I should mind my own business from now on, which was good because I could finally focus on solving the case!


Nothing points to that the kids are dangerous to themselves or others and The Smiths Complex is now released from custody and now they wait trial.


Trial, jail, probation, work at McDonalds. Our lawyer says that we should get away with it pretty easily if we just tell the story about the record. The other lawyer says that we are lying and that we're trying to escape from justice. I therefore ask:

 “And if they don't believe me now

       will they ever believe me?”*
I just ask. 

2. Chapter

I haven't been able to listen to Panic after I came home, not even on CD and the cops naturally still have the original record, not that I would listen to it but I want to examine it. I got a whole lot of records but This is the only One which is so special.


Me and my partner have once and again been researching the origin of the killer records and trying to find out who would like to put a bad name on The Smiths, yes and the notorious Smiths Complex which is so organized that they don't even know each other. After witnessing the harsh reactions from the Chief, I followed him to see if he wasn't surely involved in the case. That was exactly the case, briefly after my meeting with him; he visited the main headquarters of POPP and had a meeting with them. It was obvious he was involved with them, the question was how deep?


First degree murder is what the prosecutor wants. In the year 1264 it was put into laws that the state (the king) would prosecute cases like manslaughter and murder, they had become public cases, and then the state enforced the punishment for the violation but before it was in the hands of the victims' family. It was matter of fact put in so the king could claim benefits for men and get richer that way, but was a step towards modern day justice system. In the first time in my life I am against it. 


Now I spoke to Chief of police again and this time I spoke more frankly than before and showed him show some pretty pictures of him. Then I got a lot clearer answers, with the condition that his identity was kept out of this dirty case. That was splendid because I wanted to get him and others in another oh so very “public” case. Among the things he said was that the POPP group was behind the whole thing in good cooperation with other influential people and ran an indebted  publishing company and record store in Manchester, not far from Salford Lads Club.  Now everything pointed to Manchester and I took the direction to this former famous industrial city where the factories worked raw materials with coals from mid- and West Britain.


I don't fear jail, that isn't it. If I'm found guilty, I'll pay my debt. I'm just against people paying more than they really owe. I didn't mean to kill this D.J. and I don't want to be inside longer than I absolutely have to.


Anger, fright, pity is just a part of the emotions you go through, when you are confronted with a thing like a murder charge. Anger and fright are understandable given the circumstances but the pity is for the poor D.J. who is dead and then of course for the judge who has to judge us.


Have I been put off music? No. Have I been put off the Smiths? No. Have I been put off Panic? No. The music has really helped me through all this and then especially the Smiths' music. I haven't been able to listen to Panic but I love it no less than before and I will listen to it sometimes, before I leave this world.


Some of us had went to a disco where he was D.J.ing, but not me, I'm not especially a House kind of guy, I'm more of punk and New wave guy. Even though I'm a punker, I did not enjoy killing him and I did not meant to kill him.


Some people have a bad hair day, but I have bad records days. Then it comes this endless static sound from the speakers or it doesn't want to play 45 RPM records, it just won't work, damn these annoying things.


Manchester. Cars, houses, parking meters and traffic signs, allt bara*. Now I was in the former heavy industry city looking for POPP records & record store. Not far away from Salford I found the place and looked around in the store. I didn't see one Cohen LP and furious I demanded answers for that travesty and then asked the store supervisor about the Killer records, but it didn't go better than yours truly was thrown out. It was obvious that the POPP people were more vicious than the Chief of Corruption like I like to call him. Here it didn't cut it the normal procedures and it was time to bring out the big guns. 


I unleashed the Smiths' recording company on them; the records were taken and recalled. It was found that if the records were played backwards they played some bad suggestions and all in Icelandic which explained why the incident only occurred in Iceland. The leaders of the POPP group were arrested and the group liquefied and banned. They also owe high amounts for copyright violations and this is one more of the cases I have solved in a spectacular way.


I kind of knew this trial thing would sort it out somehow. I wasn't really frightened at all, although I got in some small panic.

“Hey, thanks for helping us out of this darn mess.” “That was less than nothing, and nothing at all.”

The DJ's performance name was DJ Panic

Thank you for reading!                                               

  ______________________________

Vignir Árnason

*	According to the calendar used in France after the French revolution.


*	From the album The Queen is dead (1986) by The Smiths; B side, song n°4


**	Icelandic for: Of course


*	From the song The boy with the thorn in his side from the album ,,The Queen is dead” (1986). by The Smiths; B-side, song n° 2.


*	Icelandic for: just (bara) everything (allt)





