--- Introduction ---

The splatter of vomit against concrete. The dull grunts of sad, lonely men screwing bored drunken women.  The squeaking springs of filthy beds in decaying rooming-houses.  In the hands of Steve Hussy these mundane, everyday sounds become poetry.  Music.

Steps knocked me sideways the first time I read it, and further reads diminished none of its power.  To read Steps for the first time is to experience the thrill and disgust of real human emotion, to see the absurdities at the heart of all relationships revealed under the spotlights glare.

It may not be a comforting journey, but it’s a rewarding one, and one packed full of pathos, black humor and sentences that resonate like shrapnel bombs.  It’s the kind of writing that can only be borne from real pain, real emotion and real life.  The only kind of writing that matters.
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