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CERRY
(Real name: Geraldine Peters-Smith)
(Age: 27. Born: 1965)

A child of the reck n roll ... Gerry was born in ‘a
gquat in 1965, in London. Her p-arents were unmarried
at the time, and stoned. Her mother (Margaret Peters)
was Jjust 20. Her father (Mike Smith) was the same age.
Margaret was English and Mike was originally from Trinidad-
so Gerry was born into her own 'little Black and White

Minstrel Show ... (When they were hard-up = which was
most of the time - Mike would go missing for days then
turn up with some cash - and no questions were ever

asked about where he got it from.) He 'was always in
trouble with the police (sometimes unfairly), went inside
for a short stretch (on a drugs charge) and eventually
'went missing’ for good: off with another of his women,
who'd produced three of his children. Maragret (before
Gerry was even a gleam in daddy's eye) worked in a boutique

off Carnaby Street, and - vyears later - would settle
down in Archway in a very successful relationship with
a woman.) Shortly after Gerry's birth the ‘'family'

moved into a first-floor room (with a wview of the back
garden) in a large house in Wandsworth owned by a girl
friend of Margaret's who taught meditation and yoga.
(Her ‘'studio' was the largest of the ground-floor rooms.)
pifferent (or maybe. similar?) ‘'families' occupied other
rooms - there were lots of safron robes, shaved heads
and people just back from India ... Third generation
dope grew in the back garden, the bathroom was filled
with candles, the (vegetarian) kitchen was the communal
space (lentils. okra and veggie lasagne) and Barry White
played a let on the stereo ... There were loads of
other kids around - all ages, sizes and colours - and
Gerry was never short of company, even though she was

never quite sure who anyone belonged to .. Being a
bit of a commune, you learned to fight to get that bit
extra of anything that was going. By 5%, Gerry could

roll the perfect spliff. School (with the other house-
kids) 'was a structured treat: a blessed relief from
the anarchy of home ... even if the other pupils whispered
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and sniggered behind their hands that ‘that ‘lot' are

from ‘'that house' ... gerry was growing up classless,
anticompetitive, cool, liberal and rarified - and mostly
in the company of women. (Mum was great - she began
selling her homemade ear-rings in the market - even

though. in the early days. Gerry had slight difficulties
working out exactly which one her mum WAS.) Gerry also
started developing a  selfish-streak (inherited « from
dad?) that meant she soon got pissed-off with the share-
and-share-alike philosophy of the 'house' ... Sense
and order ewventually dragged themselves out of the chaos
though, as most of the other kids got into universities
and colleges (to study art, design and fashion) and
finally ended-up in sweet (yuppie?) conformity with
lifestyles the reverse of their parents’. Not so for
Gerry. She was a bit of an odd-one-cut - a loner

She didn't much rate the commune-life but the prospect
of the reverse of the coin also filled her with dread.
(She was uncomfortable in the loose, Madras-cotton.
printed dresses that her mum's «generation seemed to
float around in, but the slinky. formal tailor-made

alternative was a distinct turn-off teoo ... She was
happiest in a sloppy. denim boiler-suit that made her
look like 'a boy. In fact many people were convinced
that she WAS a bov ...) She drew the dole and was the
last of the kids to leave home. But leave home she
vowed to do ... If a circus had come to town she would
probably have followed and joined it. Instead, she
settled for the loecal (impoverished) fringe theatre.
No pay. and do anything that needs doing. (In Gerry's

case, usually box-office.) But, she didn't stick it
for long. She found the people (Company AND Audience)
a lot of sloganising posers and thought the plays too
close a mirror-reflection of her home-life ... A commune
filled with nutters at home AND at work was too much
to contemplate ... It was clear, fairly early on then,
that Gerry was also turning intc a rebel. A Rebel against
just about everything. But without a definite cause
to fight FOR ... This bothered her for many years till
the 1light dawned: she didn't want to identify with
ANY 'cause' because that meant identifiying with a 'group'.
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And groups produced group-mentalities. Gerry wanted
to be her own person. cause nobody any grief, seek-
out change-for-the-zsake-of-change and bugger ' off  the
moment she felt that she 'belonged” ... This thinking
applied to her sex-life too. Whoever you did it with,
whatever their sex, you were bound to end up playing
a role and feeling you belonged to them or they belonged
to you ...  that thought blew her mind! Maybe she could
do without sex? Maybe she didn't LIKE it? (It was
only slightly less bearable with a woman = but, honestly,
why bother with it at all ...7) She moved from dole-
office to dole-office, squat to squat. sofabed to sofabed
and odd job to odd job ... She'd work at anything -
she really wasn't fussy. (And draw the dole at the
same time.) She took no interest in her physical appearance
at all. She wore whatever clothes were closest to hand,
used no make-up and cut her hair herself. She had spots
(because of her lousy diet and lack of proper sleep)
and was getting as dumpy as a beer-barrel. {(She could
have eaten properly if she'd wanted to - she learned
to cook at the ‘house', a chore everyone had to peform-
but, she just couldn't be bothered, when a bag of chips
and a kebab were so convenient.) She used to drink
around the fringy pubs (The Bush, The King's Head) and
it was in one of them that she heard about the man who
was recruiting for women to go to Iceland to gut fish...
It sounded too good to be true - a massive and original
adventure the odea of which she found too much ... She
finally tracked the man down, signed on the dotted line
and spent the next twelve months in Iceland. As adventures
go, it was pretty average. Gutting herrings all day
and watching tedious videos in the hostel with the other
girls at night. {(Except that it never WAS ‘'night’' ...)
But, at least it was different - a new experience

Change-for-the-sake-of-change ... And she saved her
cash too. (No-one could afford to go out and spend-
Iceland was too expensive!) Gerry got on with all the
other girls (several of whom were lesbian) and heard
that one of them (at the finish of her contract) was
thinking of going to Spain - to bum around. see what
was happening and get some sun. Would Gerry like to
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go with her - for the company? Well - "why not?' -
thought Gerry ... 'Never been to Spain ...' (Got to
be better than Iceland.) And that's how 'she ended up
on the Costa del Sol ... ' Life must be pretty varied
there because she's been there longer than most. (She
watched the 'Urbanisation' being built!) and shows no
signs (yet) of being bored ... She has no fixed abode

and none of the right permits (and is always in trouble
with the police) and often sleeps on the beach, or on
someone's floor - or on Freddie's sofa after she's 'borrowed'
his kitchen to prepare her home-made food for the English
bars ... making sure that Freddie gets to eat something
too. She'll wait tables in the beach-bar, fix someone's
engine in the Marina (self-taught) and be a twice-weekly

cleaner to the posh French family ... A maid of all
parts ... Anybody's ...

The essential points of Gerry's character: basically
she's a loony rebel. Tough - and able to turn her hand
to anything. A rootless  beach-bum. Physically not
at all conventional - she doesn’'t give a toss about
how she looks or what her size happens to be. Cannot
handle = bulsKik , or apy ‘isw'. Likes nothing better

than a drink with the lads. but gets on with women too-
once they've got wused to the idea that she probably
won't make a pass at them. ('Sex' is not Gerry's thing.)
Occasionally she'll drink too much and probably get
into a fight and chuck a full glass of beer over someone.

But, she DOES have a heart of gold. She speaks her
mind and wont tolerate posers. She lives for change...
the first indication of boredom and she's off. She's

hard to get close to because that would mean her admitting
to 'belonging' - and Gerry only belongs to herself.
That DOESN'T mean she's selfish. She isn't. She's
just private: her own person. She doesn't want to share
secrets, bear grudges or get involved. "You take her
at face-value, or you don't take her. (Either way she
won't be bothered.) Bright, adaptable and practical...
but, mnot having read a book or had a deep conversation
with anyone for years, she's not progressed intellectually
much further than she'd reached at the end of her schooldays.
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Her SECRET? She doesn't have any. And she can't imagine
anything in her past that would bother her if it caught
up with her ...

She running away from: commitment, and a sense of belonging.
Mavbe she believes that everyone belongs to everyone?
(Not that she's intellectualise about it ...)

Her CONFIDENTIAL long-term storvline is: that Gerry's
reluctant to get into stories that directly and personally
involve her ... (Her biggest story would be when she

gets fed-up and decides to do a moonlight - if she does...)
She's something of a focus and witness for other people's
stories. She's helpful, and her advice is good

At 27. though, the question has to be asked: how much
longer can she go on being rootless., alone and (more

importantly) homeless ...7 Of course, she could just
go on like this FOREVER - and turn into a gloriously
fierce bag-lady ... 1f she ever opens up to anyone
it will' probably be to Freddie ... (he's paying the

price for 'belonging' ...}



