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HE REAGAN PRESIDENCY and imminent nuclear war
notwithstanding (both on the minds of NMEwriters), as the
new decade begins, the music press finds plenty of reasons to
be optimistic.
The Specials are taking their 2-Tone aesthetic to America,
while a passionate, cross-cultural ethos is on the rise in the
shape of two other bands from the Midlands: Dexys Midnight Runners and
UB40. Heavy metal, to theamusement of some, is inrude health. In Liverpool,
psychedeliais enjoyingarevival.

After a year of litigation, one of the major energies behind punk, Malcolm
McLaren is also back with a vengeance. Some of his plans are actionably bad
taste. Others —like the relaunch of Adam And The Ants as piratical pop stars —
are stylish, eloquentand full of future possibilities.

Possibility, oratleastwhatmighthavebeen, isatthe heart of two tragic events
of 1980. The death of Ian Curtis in May and the murder of John Lennon in
December give the music press pause toreflect, and conclude that at theroot of
everything, musicexistsin order to celebratelife.

Thisis the world of The History Of Rock, amonthly magazine that follows each
turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena, a territory
Pink Floyd are invading and colonising with The Wall, passionate and
increasingly stylish contemporary reporters were there to chronicle events.
This publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the reader
decades later, one year at a time. Missed one? You can find out how to rectify
thatonpage 144.

In the pages of this 15th edition, dedicated to 1980, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
maybe. Comparingtartan with Spandau Ballet. Observing the rise of Tom Petty
with Bernard Manning and Manchester City FC. Overtaking a truck at high
speed, inacardriven by Captain Beefheart.

“Whyaren’tyounervous, sir?” asks the Captain of thereporter.

Becausein spite of the attendant peril, the ride is still so exhilarating.
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shockafter the murder ofJohn
Lennon. Indefence of Pink Floyd,
lately attacked by MM’s Allan
Jones. Curtains for the musicbiz?

THE HISTORY OF

ROCK

Time Inc. (UK) Ltd, 3rd Floor, Blue Fin Building, 110 Southwark St, London SE1 0SU | EDITOR John Mulvey, whose favourite song from 1980 is

There, There, My Dear by Dexys Midnight Runners DEPUTY EDITOR John Robinson Shoot You In The Back by Motérhead ART EDITOR Lora Findlay

Nerve Pylon by The Lines PRODUCTION EDITOR Mike Johnson A Means To An End by Joy Division ART DIRECTOR Marc Jones A Forest by The

Cure DESIGNER Becky Redman 9 To 5 by Dolly Parton PICTURE EDITOR George Jacobs I Could Be So Good For You by Dennis Waterman COVER PHOTO

Pierre Rene-Worms THANKS TO Helen Spivak, James Hanman MARKETING Charlotte Treadaway SUBSCRIPTIONS Letitia Barry GENERAL MANAGER
Jo Smalley GROUP MANAGING DIRECTOR Paul Cheal COVERS AND TEXT PRINTED BY Wyndeham Group | WWW.UNCUT.CO.UK

Timelnc.

Subscription rates: One year (12 issues) including p&p: UK £119.88; Europe €179.40; USA and Canada $203.88; Rest of World £155.75. For
enquiries and orders please email help@magazinesdirect.com. Alternatively, from the UK call 0330 333 1113, or overseas +44 330 333 1113
(lines are open Monday-Friday GMT, 8.30am-5.30pm ex. Bank Holidays). Back issues enquiries: Tel: 01733 688 964. www.mags-uk.com

O recycle

HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 | 5

GETTY



JANUAR‘(*\\\H
LEONARD COHEN, THE ' -

CRAMPS, DEF LEPPARD, | :‘,
TOMPETTY AND MORE

I
|
Bl

m—.. = = e Q
@zrm'x@w@'/ N

. [

March1980:KevinRowland
i (front)andKevin“Al” Archer .
S (farleft), whoco-founded oY

&4 DexysMidnightRunnersin

= S 1978 after playingtogether _' 7 -
: P inpunk group TheKilljoys,
. withbandmatesintheir
s hometown, Birmingham >
e ” '




NME JAN 12

ve got no respect for anybody or anything... 'mnot talking about worship,
Imean RESPECT. What I'm talking about is feeling and soul power. Knowing
that somethingisreal and feelingit. We get called arrogant. .. sometimesyou
knowyou'reright, but that doesn’t make us arrogant. We can feel the power....
someofyou here tonight can feel the power... but there are loads of people who
Justcan'tfeelit. Ifeel sorry for them. But take men like Big Jimmy, he plays the
trombone, drinks a bottle of whisky a day andis goin’to be dead in ayear’s time.
Butit’salright, Jimmy, ‘cosyou'vegot RESPECT... you can feel the soul power...
you knowwhatitis... RESPECT!” Anextractfrom Carlo Rolan’s onstage “Respect”rap

T'STHE THIRD day of Christmas at the Electric Ballroom, and anumber

ofkids cocking an ear to Carlo Rolan’s righteous rhetoric haven't got the

faintestideawhathe’s going on about, but judging from the general
reaction they’re outnumbered by those who have.

From the outsidelookingin, events seem close to overtaking the eight
Birmingham-based blue-eyed soulsters calling themselves Dexys Midnight »
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Runners.Inlessthana
month, Rolanhas cutthe
life expectancy of Big
Jimmy-Dexys’lanky crew-
cutScots ’boneman-back
fromfiveyearstojustone,

concert-goers—they’d go
and see Mott The Hoople
or Bowie. Me, Irarely ever
wentto gigs.”

Whatever their
individual backgrounds,

while collectively they’ve
gone from the warm-up slot
ontherecentSpecials/
Selecter 2-Tone trek to
currentlymappingout their
ownheadliningtour.
However, thereare
anumber of pressing
problemsstilltobe
surmounted-BigJimmy’s

“It’s because we
hold back on the
visuals that we’ve
been marked as
cold and distant”

Dexys Midnight Runners
areanotherinwhatseems
likean endless succession
of Birmingham-area
bandsusingthe’60sasa
springboardinto the '80s.
Whereas their neighbours
have excavated the blue-
beat/skamotherlode, Dexys
arereclaimingsome ofthe

obsession with drowning

himselfin his country’s most popularliquid
exportand thebreaking-in ofbothanew
organistand drummer beingthe least of them.

Duringthelastsixmonths, while their Black
Countryblue-beatbrethren have firmly
established themselves asaforce tobereckoned
with, Dexys haveintentionallybeen keepinga
verylowprofile,inanattempt toavoid being
categorised as either 2-Toners orMk2 mods.

Asvarious sweat-soaked Dexysrummage
through the pile of debris they call their
personal effectsina cupboard drippingwith
condensation thatalsoservesasadressing
room, Rolanand his diminutive guitarist Al
Archersetabout clarifyingafewpoints.

Thefactthatanythingcarryingthe2-Tone
brand nameis currently synonymous with
instant chartsuccess while their first single for
Oddball, “Dance Stance”, is stillbubbling
underisn’t causing them undue concern. In
fact,inJuly, Dexys passed on a 2-Tone deal to
signwith the EMI-distributed Oddball set-up.

“Wedidn’twantto become partofanyone
else’smovement,” claimsRolan. “We’d rather
be our own movement.”

“Ifwehad seriouslywanted tojump on the
currentbandwagon,” says Archer, “we could
havebeen SecretAffairagesago. Butwewere
very conscious of the fact that we might
becometoo closelyassociated with thatvery
strong2-Toneimage, wheninfactwereintoa
whole differentapproach. Alotof people have
already come to expectacertain type of music,
aparticularbeatand amostdefiniteimage
from everynewband signed to thelabel, and
automaticallyit’s alldown towhether ornot
you'reas good as The Specials.”

Fair comment, butI'm moreinterestedin the
factthatso earlyin Dexys career, Rolan feels he
hasto defend himselfagainstaccusations of
arroganceinhis onstageraps. This turns outto
bearathergreyareaof conversation.

“Maybe,” Rolan ponders, somewhatunsure
ofhowtherumoursoriginated, “it’'sbecause on
stage we give the appearance of beingslightly
coldand distant. Speaking for myself, I feel
quiteisolated from other musicians outside of
thisband, simplybecauseIdon’tseem to have
anythingin commonwith them.

“Evenbeforewestarted thisband, Aland I
used tohangoutindiscoslisteningto things
likeJames Brown’s ‘SexMachine’ and War’s
‘MeAnd MyBaby Brother’, whereasall the
othermusiciansin Birmingham were regular

long-lost civilisation.

Rolanmightdisplayrespectforthe Stax,
Atlanticand Motownlabel triumvirate, but
surprisingly he claims to have been equally
influence by such British progenitors as
Georgie Fame, CliffBennett, ZootMoney and
Geno Washington. “The greatest soul singerin
theworld,” ishowRolanrefers to Washington
whenintroducingtheband’s song “Geno”.

Rolan defends Geno’stalentwith as much
vigour as The Osmonds defend Marie’s
virginity.Ittranspires thatwhenonly 11, not
onlywas Geno Washington thefirstliveacthe
ever saw—hisolderbrothertookhimalongtoa
gig—butwhen theidea of Dexys Midnight
RunnerswasfirstconceivedinJanuary 1978,
Rolan turned to therecorded outputofthe
flamboyantsoulster.

“Iwastotallyfed upwith everythingelse at
thattimeandsoIstartedlisteningtoall of
Geno’soldrecordsand any othersoul single
Icould pickup for 10p around the markets.”

ByJuly’78thefirstlineup wasrehearsingand
exactlyayearagobegan playingaroundlocal
youth clubs, where theybuiltup astrong 14-15
year-old following.

“Theywere thekind of places where they only
soldlemonade and crisps,” Rolanrecounts.

Sincethenit’sbeenagradual process of
phasingoutthe oldies quotientin favour of
theirown material, gainingstrength through
the course of numerous personnel changes.In
particular, the brass team of two saxes and Big
Jimmy's gut-bucket trombone combine to
producearich, raspyblastwhichno other
British soulband has previously attained.

Asafrontman, Carlo Rolanis quite subdued.
Infact, hespendsalarge partoftheset
strapped toaguitar. The group policy seems to
favouraslowburnratherthananinstantflash.

“Sure,” explains Rolan, “Icould go outthere
anddo that‘Areyouhavingagood time?1
wannasee everybody clappin’ theirhands’
routinewhile thebandjust pumped outa Stax
bassriff, but what'’s the point? ITwouldn’t stoop
solowastoinsulttheaudience’sintelligence.

“Ifitever seemslike we're holdingbackit’s
because we're tryingto avoid thatkind of
approach. We couldn’tdo thatand everhope
toretainwhateverintegritywe possess. And
it’sbecause we hold back on the visuals
thatwe’ve been marked asbeing cold
anddistant!”

Andarrogant?

“Couldbe!” Roy Carr

Dexy s: Funky Butt Fassst'
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Death by

misadventure
NME RIP, Bon Scott,

AG/DG singer dead at 33.

OMETIMEBETWEEN
TUESDAY night and

Wednesday morning of last
week, AC/DC'’s vocalist Bon Scott died
while unconsciousinthe back ofa
friend’s car. The cause of death was
acute alcohol poisoning, aninquest was
told later in the week, before recording
averdict of “death by misadventure”.

Scottish-born Scott had been with
AC/DC since1974,and appeared onall
six of their UK-release albums.

Along with a musician friend called
Alistair Kinnear, Scott had been at
London’s Music Machine until the early
hours of Wednesday morning. After
leaving the club, the pair drove to
Kinnear’shome in East Dulwich, by which
time Scott was in an alcoholic stupor.
Kinnear decided to leave himin the car
tosleepit off, and returning to find him
stillunconscious later that day, he drove
toKing's College Hospital, where Scott
was pronounced dead on arrival.

Despite the death of Scott, aged 33,
AC/DC promise that they will continue.

Return from exile

MM MAR 8

self-imposed musical exile with a
series of singles to be released by
Rough Trade. The first, Wyatt’s
interpretation of “Caimenera”, the Spanish
original of “Guantanamera”, isreleased in
afortnight, with BillMacCormick on bass
and Harry Beckett on flugelhorn. The
B-sideis Violetta Para’s “Aracuna” sung and
played by Wyatt with MacCormick on bass.
Oneofthe othersingleswillbe Wyatt’s
versions of Billie Holiday’s “Strange Fruit”
and Chic’s “At LastI'm Free”, and another
featureshisacapellacover ofthe Golden
Gate Jubilee Quartet’s “Stalin Wasn’t
Stallin”. All the singles’ tracks
wererecorded over the
lastfewweekends, and
analbumisbeing
considered, though
therehasbeenno
discussionyet
about Wyatt
playinglive.

R OBERT WYATT RETURNS from his
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“Mangled, Searing noise”

NME

ET’SPUTIT this way: everybody’s
I I looking for something to fall back on.
Three years of rockiconoclasm have
proved that no sooneris one poster torn down
thananother appearstotakeits place. There’s
plenty of room on the hoarding, and lacking
apiper to call the tune, we pay our money
and take our pick. Punk, heavy metal, mod,
modern, rude...they sound ashollow as | feel.
For atime this fragmentation seemed
healthy. Now it just seems like it’s crumbling.
Each style givesits adherents anelite
status, areasontolook downonthe
rest.So they use that excuse to
take it outoneach other -
instead of on the system
that causes their
discontentand their
revolt and finally closes
inlikeafogonall the
frail, frustrating
aspirations of teendom.
What asadand
terrible waste of all that
healthy, honest, confused
andill-directedrage. Shave
your head, wear abum-flap,
buy a suit or stitch logos
onto your back if you must
compensate for feelings of
inadequacy, but don’t
squander thatrage.
And don’t wait for your

Introducing... Killing Joke. “We play the way
we feel, we don’t pose,” they say, but NME isn’t so sure...

KILLING JOKE
WARDANCE

“When it comes to
playing, if you lie,
it sounds like it”

point of being handed the standard. So close,
so quickly, and so slickly, that suspicions have
been aroused. The previous weekend they
playedto a Lyceum full of people who had
come to see Joy Division, after ads had given
Killing Joke equalif not greater prominence
onthebill. It turns out the promoter had
naively entrusted the advertising to Killing
Joke, who'll take what they can get too.
They're not somuch unscrupulous as plain
guileless. But experiences such as their short-
lived and acrimonious liaison with Island
Records will teach them cunning.
Meanwhile they kick out hard-
nosed modernriff structures
andspew out harsh,
psychoticlyrics with
sufficient conviction to
make adentinthe
pervading apathy, but
not quite enough
originality to be wholly
persuasive. Nonetheless,
anewsingle onRough
Trade called “Wardance”
makes a predictably
abrasive noise.

They don’twant to
provide youwith another
entertainment. “No,” says
their founding member,
“we want to fuck them up
inthe process.” His

“leaders” to defineit for

you either, because all you do by following
themis compensate for their feelings of
inadequacy, often in cash, which only helps
turntheminto the very thing they - or some
of them - set out to turnyou against.

But people need something toidentify
with, and these days they’'ll take what they
can get. Last Tuesday | found myself amongst
the bondage division, watching them trickle
into asorely under-advertised Killing Joke
performance at the London University. An
operative of Killing Joke’s Malicious Damage
label pointed out a dim and stubborn
regional punk crew who follow the band
obsessively. “They’re looking for aleader,”
he observed dryly. “Like everybody else.”

In the few months that have elapsed since
Killing Joke released their “Nervous System”
EP, avirulent cocktail of after-punk
ingredients, they have come close to the

nickname is Jaz, he plays
keyboards andsings,and he’sgivento terse
statements. About ayearagohe and Paul, the
drummer, putanadin Melody Maker that put
them onto a guitarist called Geordie, and
soon after they found a bass player bearing
anuncanny resemblance to Sid Vicious,
called Youth.In1977, Youth was “posing about
down the Roxy”, Geordie was at school failing
his A-levels, Jaz waslivingin a “hellhole called
Cheltenham” and playing with Paulin aband
run by someone called Matt Stagger.

“lt was agood band,” says Jaz, “but it was
his show, and towards the end it got sickly
commercial and we just didn’t fit. [t wasn’t
being very honest,and when it comes down
toplaying, if youlie, it sounds like it.”

Killing Joke’s ambitions liein the sphere
of rhythm and noise. Youth cites Chicasan
example of the rhythm. “All that sugar shiton
top, forget that, but the rhythm’s there.”

Killing Joke: (I-r)
PaulFerguson,Kevin
“Geordie” Walker,
Martin“Youth” Glover
andJazColeman

“And the production,”
says Jaz, “afat sound.
We're gonnaget that,
eventually. But we're
gonna have noise on top
of it: mangled, distorted,
searing noise. “

Otherwise, their
intentions are vague.
“You have to keep going
forward, and there's not
many bands that do that,”
explains Youth. Needless
to say, despite musical
similarities to the likes of
Wire, PiL and Gang Of
Four, they feel no affinity
for other bands. “We're all
different, y’see? We're not
like all the other bands, all clones who all like
each other.” Jazis notinagenerous mood.

“Whereas we all hate each other,” adds
Youth. “We've all got differentideas and
out of that we've got ageneral direction.
Someone will write asong, thenit’llbe passed
tosomeone else, censored, and passed on
again. Sometimesit gets to the point where
one of us will walk. If it gets past that point we
usually end up withagood song.”

They all agree they want to provoke, but
what they want to provoke is vague.

Youth attempts some sort of definition:
“Changing the attitude to looking forward
instead of back; doing something different
instead of following something else.”

But they don’t want to dictate, nor
foster violence, nor provide merely token
aggression: “We play the way we feel all the
time. We don't pose.”

No, they don’t. They're genuine. Genuinely
limited. But they are good within their
limitations, capable of generating some heat
and sounding energetic and purposeful. So
purposeful that you're forced to ask what the
purposeis. The answer liesinatangled mess
of handed-downideals and private drives.
Jazsayshe had theideafor this group ages
ago. What was theidea? “To form a group.”

Youth grapples alittle more patiently with
the question. “It’s like with the skinheads.
They stand there looking around, then they’ll
decide tostartbopping up and down. After
about six or seven gigs they’ll start to wonder
why -and then perhaps they’ll start
changing, and that’llbe worthwhile. Butin
the meantime you feellike asking them what
the fuck are you here for? Why are you doing
it? You cansee they're not doingitbecause
of the reasons you're doing it.”

Confused? So are they. | askif they know
the significance of thered and the black - the
international anarchist colours -used on
theirlogo. Youth does, the others don't.
“We're notinto politics,” someone mutters.

The top-dog at CBS Records walks out
halfway through their gig that night. “Good,”
says the Malicious Damage operative.
“That’llkeep CBS off theirback.”

Aslleave,amember of Killing Joke asks
me to write something nice about them for
achange.llieandsay | will. These days
expediency comes cheaper thanintegrity.
Paul Rambali

HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 | 9

DAVID CORIO / GETTY



KEVIN CUMMINS / GETTY

ONY WILSON, GRANADATV
T producer and Factory Records major-

domo, picks me up at Manchester
Piccadilly for the drive out to Didsbury.

“The thing you have to remember about
Vini Reilly is that the boy was veryill. He's had
this problem with the stomach... He suffers
from bouts of anorexia nervosa, where he
can’t eat anything for months. Sometimes
you have to talk to him before five o'clock
because that’s when he eats. Afterwards he’s
usually extremely sick.”

Ilook at my watch. It’s still only midday.
Wilson continues, his customary brusquely
cheerful self.

“Actually, we had to make him step out of
hisillness to work on this Durutti Column
album” - we being Wilson and his partner Alan
Erasmus. “It was arisk. If you'd seen the boy,
you'dknow. | thought, ‘Thatboy is either
goingtodie orhe’s gotto get better’,and as
peopledon’tage...”

Opening the door on the terraced house
where Reilly lives with his ma, we're greeted
by a small, frail figure with bony fingers. Reilly
isin his mid-twenties and is obviously
extremely thin for hisage. On the other hand,
he doesn’tlook like he's about to shuffle of f
this mortal coil.

Wilson accepts a late Christmas gift from
Vini, a small charm, with much thanks and then
disappearsback to Granada where he does
whatever producers do for TV programmes
like World In Action. He is also finishing of f the
editing for a film constructed froman
improvised jam with Reilly, keys player Steve
Hopkins and bassist and general knob-
twiddling wizard Martin “Zero” Hannett
(shown on Granada'’s Celebrationarts
programme last week).

These three are sometimesbetter known
as The Invisible Girls, John
Cooper Clarke’s back-up team
onboth “Sleepwalk” and a
forthcoming muse-and-music
production that willbe the
word-man'’s third long-player.

5 9,
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Reilly, by his own admission, is not at all
well. For the last three years he's suffered
periodically from the psychological disease
that stops him eating and the debilitating fits
of depression that accompany this state. Now
he seems relaxed and lucid, occasionally
staring offinto the corners of the room with
anintense expression.

“The doctors can’t find anything wrong with
me,” said Reilly softly. “All they do is give me
tranquilisers and they make me go tosleep.”

The Durutti Column has been functioning
onand off for aslong as Vinihas beensick,
althoughit’s evident that working hard has
been one way of staving off depression. The
original Duruttis were aband with a part-time
singer (Colin, an actor) who played melodic,
newish wavish music with abizarre swagger
that now appearsincredibly

him 20 tracks and he selected the oneshe
could work with best. | didn’t really hear the
album from playing the pieces until the
finished plastic.”

Asthe original Duruttis fragmented into
lethargy and Reilly’s health lapsed, he had
assumed that was the end of his musical
career. But Wilson was adamant that he would
work, and visited Reilly with a proposition for
asoloalbum.

“Ithought they’d go on without me, but
Tony said, ‘Look, you are The Durutti Column
-nowgoaheadanddoit.”

Factory’s success with Joy Division has
meant that the label can afford to nurture
talents like Reilly’s or A Certain Ratio’s without
hurrying theminto unnecessary deadlines.

“They have alot of schemes now. There’s

anideaforafunfilm, Too

dated (witness their
contributions to the
“Factory Sample” double
EP,FAC2).

Vini's debutalbum,
The Return Of The Durutti
Column (FACT14)is quite
unlike the Durutti Column
of “Factory Sample”. It’s
mostly a solo guitar album,

“I don’t know why
anyone would want
to listen to my
record, because |
made it for myself”

Young To Know, Too Wild To

Care, which I'mscoring.
Reilly confesses that

he was terrified of being

boring on his record

and thinks that some

people will buy it for the

wrongreasons, either

because they collect

Factory artefacts

classically flavoured,
tipping and modulating between themes
with an appeal that haunts back to times past
(childhood, personal reactions to the death
of aparent, tune for lovers) and lightly
structured sketches that have an electric
flamenco propulsion. The musicis Reilly’s
own, occasionally assisted by bass and drums
but always translated through the able hands
of Hannett.

“Martinreproduces echoes;finds a
rhythmic pattern on the synthesizer.| gave

regardless, or because
it'sgotasandpapersleeve.

“The musicisincredibly simple, butI'd like
anyone to listentoitand enjoy it, to get
something out of it. It doesn’t hit you;it’s the
kind of thing that takes time to sinkin. What
Ireally like is when aunties and uncles hear it
andyousee themtap afoot, or whenafriend
says they went to the pub and came home and
gotstoned and put it on. That’s whatiit's for.”

Reilly gently resents some claims that
therecordisambient, orthatit'saless

THE EMACIATED LINE

BETWEEN ART AND AMBIENCE
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imaginative version of an ECM album;
cerebral music for washing-up.

“That’saninsult.| could have
been mathematical aboutitall, but
every piece hasaraisond’étre,an
inspiration. Some people, rock critics
I suppose, listen tomusicin afalse
situation. | like Keith Jarrett, but
I think all other ECM musicis crap.”

Steve Reich?

“Incredibly boring. You begin to suspect
people’s motives for liking that kind of thing.
The whole elitist thingin musicis desperately
wrong. Truthfully, | don’tknow why anyone
would want to listen to my record, because
Imadeittointerest myself, but | do think
music should have a place in society.

“Itisn’t fair that opera can get Art Council
grants -though | have nothing against opera
-whenrock music, whichis equally as
importantasan art form, is considered
alesser form of expression.”

To my surprise, Reilly says that he likes to
meet up with some friends “to thrash about
withrock’n’roll, Jumping Jack Flash’ and
‘Johnny B Goode’.”

It's obvious that he's happiest with a guitar
in his hand. Reilly practises constantly, using
apiano for ideas and studying composition
fromrecords andbooks. He's asinterestedin
Benjamin Brittenasheisin Ry Cooder, butin
the words of the old Ed Banger & The
Nosebleeds song which Vini co-wrote with Mr
Banger while playing guitar for that combo,
he “Ain’t Been To No Music School”.

Viniis anxious to play live again. He misses
the honest reactions of aclub audience.

“I started off playing sort of jazz rock with
The Wild Rams, but with the Nosebleeds Ed
would getareal response jumping across
tables and confronting the people. Thenlwas
asked to play on TOTP with Jilted John, but |
don’trespectanybody involvedin that.

“With John Cooper Clarke | don’t know
what willhappen.He’sbeen greatly
misrepresented. People pick up onthe
swearing, but there’salot of very sad stuff too.”

Asthe afternoonsinksin, we walk over to
Hannett’s houseinasmarter part of Didsbury.
Therest of the day is spent at Cargo Studios
in Rochdale where Hannett is mixing A
Certain Ratio’s contribution to the Science
Fiction Festival album. It's good to see such
aninformally mischievous person with such
supplerolling fingers behind a desk. In the
studio Zero can go totally indulgently insane.

But that’s another story. Vini Reilly didn’t
come to Rochdale anyway. He had to go and
collecthisdole.

“It gets a bit difficult to tellthem you can’t
comeonacertain day because you're doing
atelevision programme. ‘You on television?’

I get funny looks; | don’t want to be on the
dole muchlonger. If these things allwork out,
maybe | can earn enough tolive without all
that. The great thing about Factory - want
youto put thisin -is that they never gave up
onme.”

Andthenhe adds, maybe asan
afterthought: “Factory canseem very
serious. |t gets taken very seriously. Really,
though, it’s just like a very good game.”

Accentuate avery good game. Itisn’t
playedtolose. MaxBell

J

Indiscriminate
prescriptions

MM FEB 2

TheNippleErectors
attheNashvillein
WestKensington,
London,in1978

physician, Dr George C

E LVISPRESLEY’S PERSONAL
Nichopoulos, appeared before

the Tennessee Board Of Medical
Examinerslastweek on charges of
misconductin his treatment of the King.

Sincehisdeathin 1977, rumourhasbeen
rife thatElvis died from an overdose of
drugsandnotfromheartfailure. “DrNick”,
ashe’saffectionately called, admitted
prescribingvastamounts of drugs for Elvis.
Hewasfound guilty ofindiscriminately
prescribingand dispensing controlled
substancefor 10 patients, including Presley,
inthe20 monthsbefore thesingerdied. The
good doctorhasbeen suspended from
practising for three monthsand hasbeen
placed onthreeyears’ probation, butthe
board determined thathehad “no
involvement” in Elvis’ death.

DrNick, however, gave aninsightinto
Presley’sstate. He portrayed Elvisasa
“psychological” addict. When he went out
ontheroad with El, Dr Nicksaid he carried
threesuitcases of drugs for the singerand
hisentourage. Atthe time ofhis death, Nick
had prescribed 680 pillsand 20cc ofliquid
uppers, downers and painkillers to Presley.

Asfarastherecord goes, though, Elvisstill
died ofheartfailure, although there were
traces of several potentially dangerous
the time of

drugsin
hisbodyat E‘ ]
VIS was
hisdeath.
HarryDoherty a pill-head

Two final gigs

MM MAR 8

HENIPS HAVE disbanded
T after disagreementsand

disillusionment about the way
their currentsingle, “Gabrielle”, was
handled by their record company.

The band have blamed Chiswick, who
licensed the single from The Nips’ Soho
label, forits lack of chart success, and have
disbanded “in protest”, playing two final
gigs at London’s Rock Garden on Monday
next week, and the Music Machine with
The Purple Hearts on March 14.

Chiswick’s Ted Carroll told the MM
that promotional problems came when
thebandinsisted onit beingreleased just
before Christmas - traditionally abad
timetotryandbreakanewact-and
coincidentally at the time when EMI’s
now-defunct Licensed Records Division,
which handled Chiswick’s promotion,
wasinits death throes.

The Nips’ founder members, singer
Shane and bassist Shanne, willgo on to
formtheir ownbands.

RAY STEVENSON / REX

"A skinhead symphony™ "2

Friday nextweek, the day after the band sets off for a European tour. The EP wasrecorded

'|' HERELEASE DATE for The Specials’ live EP “Too Much Too Young” has now been set for

atLondon’s Lyceum and Coventry’s Tiffany’s on the recent 2-Tone tour, and includes “Guns
OfNavarone” on the A-side and a “Skinhead Symphony” of “Longshot Kick The Bucket”,
“Liquidator” and “Skinhead Moonstomp” on the B-side.

Therecordwasproduced byJerry
Dammersandengineer DaveJordan,
andalthoughno decisionhasyetbeen
taken, itseemslikely that the same pair
willproduce the next Specials album, to
berecorded over the nextfewmonths.

The Specialsreturnfromamonthin
Americaattheend of February-they
supportThe Police forafortnightand
then play two weeks on theirown—and
hopetohave thealbumreadyin time for
theirnextBritish tourin May.

Meanwhile, BBC2’s Arenais preparing
adocumentaryonThe Specialsand the
2-Tonelabel, directed by Geoff Perks,
whoselast programme was the Arenadoc
onSham 69.Itwillbe broadcastin March.

TOO MUCH

GUNS OF NAVARONE /LONG SHQT KICK THEB

THE SPECIAL AK.A. LIV

00 YOU

UCKET/LIQUIDATOR SKINHEAD MOON:

FEATURING RICO
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“Itsgrotesque,
it’'s shabby,
1t's beautiful”

LEONARD COHEN
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“Mymotherkind
of producedthis

record”:Leonard
Cohenrelaxesat
hisLondonhotel,
January8,1980

EVENING STANDARD/GETTY
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MELODY MAKER

EONARD COHEN IS a happier man these days. Tired, but

probably enjoyingit, he’s just finished a European tour,

which included three sold-out London concerts. And still

hundreds stood outside, disappointed and ticketless.

Cohenwasbornayearbefore Elvis Presley. The tour came

toanend ontheeve ofthe third decade of hisinvolvement
inrock’n’roll, whichbeganwithlisteningto Frankie Laine and the King
backinthe’50s.

“Talwayslovedrock,” hesaid. “Iremember the first time I heard Presley,
howrelieved and gratefulIwas thatall thisstuffhe and all ofushad been
feelingforsolonghad finallyfound a particularkind of expression.”

Cohen cutsastrange figure in the rock’'n’rollworld. Touringis about the
closesthe getstobeingan active participant,andlookingathim, deathly
tired after 24 hours and more withoutsleep followinghis final London
concert, it'sdifficulttoimagine him enjoyingit.

“It'sfunnow,” he admits. “Buteverybodyon the tourhashad atiny
nervous breakdown at one point oranother.Idon’tknowifit’s the
weather or the tour’s intensity, or the music, or the combination of the
people, buteverybodyhashad to go through aradicalre-evaluation of
their condition on theroad. We're enjoyingitnowbecause we've
surrendered to it—theyjust carry our bodies from hotel room to the
airportbus, and the musicmanifestsitselfeach night...”

releases albums. Recent Songs, his eighth, hasjust come out,

C OHEN DOESN’TTOUR often, usually as frequently as he
coinciding with the publication of

have trouble with those things, but then afterwards, the mind goes to
workand tries to determine what the experience hasbeen. Andin the
midstofthething, I thinkeverybody knowswhat’s goingon.

“Peoplewhowantto hear the song, who've got thatkind ofappetite
—there’snoneed for everybody to have the same—Ithink the songs
penetrate directlyand immediately, andit’s onlyafter the fact thatyou
begin to examine why or what.

“Ontheotherhand,” he continues, “Idon’twantyou to thinkIsit
around thinkingabouthowto getacertain effect, because that’slike
startingatthe end. Youfeel a certainrealityand struggle toarticulate it
—it'smorelike scavengerworkrather thansittingata greatluxurious
table, choosingone delicacy then another. You take what there is orwhat
suggestsitself. Tome, the only thingIhad towork with at the time were
thesecliches.Icouldn’tenterthatexperience through any other gateway
butthecliches.”

Ifit'snotalready evident, Cohen takesalot of pride and carein writing.
Sometimes, he says, songs are worked on foryears, constantly examined
andre-examined.

“Perhaps some spontaneityislostbythis process, buton the otherhand
Ithinkthatwe’re up to our earsin spontaneity,” he suggests.

“I'mratherfond of newwave, because thathad some energy. ButImean,
foralong time we were getting pop musicwith thekind oflines thatIcan’t
believe seriously thatanywriter struggled over.

“Ican’thearanything, besidesambition and greed, behind most of
thelyricsthatI'veheardinthe pastfourorfiveyears.Itisn’tamatter of
erudition or pedantry.It’sa matter of consideration, and I don’t find much
around, whetherit’sin the Royal Academy or on the jukebox.”
He’snotpreaching, or makingjudgements.

apoetry-and-prose collection called Death
OfA Lady’s Man (note the spelling). It comes
12 years after the arrival ofhis first, Songs Of
Leonard Cohen.

Followingtherelative spiritual
impoverishment of Death OfA Ladies’ Man
(his Spector collaboration), Recent Songsis
areturnto hismoremelancholic character,
though this time the work’sromanticismis
tempered byatough strain ofrealisminthe
narratives, and the distancing effects ofhis
experimentswith such floridlanguage.

Without thatstrain the albumwould be
unbearablysweet, asthe songsaresettoakind

“The only
thing I had to
work with at
the time were
these cliches”

The urge thatdrives him towrite obviously
doesn’tqualifyhim for Tin Pan Alley, though
thelinesseparating quality songs and fast-buck
popwentdownwith Dylanand The Beatles
backinthe’60s. Nottosaythat Cohendoesn'’t
live from writing; only helivesforit, too, which
isthevital difference.

Ittook some time coming, buthe gotagold
discfor Songs Of Leonard Cohen eightyears after
itwasreleased, and anotherin Germanyforthe
inaccuratelynamed Greatest Hits. His music
sells, butsells slowly.

“There are certain cranks, like myself, who
need thatkind of complexityto entertain them.

of Eastern European pastiche,
incorporatinga “sobbing” gypsy
violin—Cohen’s ownwords—and
anoud player, alongside more
conventionalinstruments. It'sas
courageousasitiseasyontheear,
deliberately skirting so close tokitsch.

Cohen’snotunaware of the danger
ofworkingso close to the edge. He
explains: “Whowould dare towrite
songsaboutswans and roses? I felt for
some oddreason likerescuingsuch
imageryfrom the backs of Christmas
cards, and returning those symbols,
thoseimages, to aplace ofhonour-if
theyeverhadone.Andalsotousethe
shabbiness andironyofthoseimages
toreallygetsomethingfromit,asan
ironicdevice torescue theirreal
passionateromance. Ifthey're
successful, they do createresonance
andharmonicsintheheartsofthe
listeners, and alandscape that they
recogniseastrue.

“It'sgrotesque, it's shabby, it’s
beautiful, butthen beyond all thatyou're willing to forgive these conceits
ifyourecognisethemastrue.”

Thedangeris thatsuch devices disguise what you're trying to say
—peoplemightnotlookbeneath the surface of the songs.

“Ithinkthe songsare guarded by those kind of devices, for better or
worse.Idon’tknowifit’sagoodidea, butin conversation people claimto
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IfeelthatI'm producingentertainment
—Idon’tthinkI'm producing
instruction, philosophyordogma.”

ERHAPSTHEMOST
P surprising move Cohen
ever made was teaming

up with Phil Spector, for Death
OfA Ladies Man. Theresultwas
astonishing, notbearing the best-
known characteristics of either. In
Spector’s case, the arrangements
were mostly incomplete and empty,
bare skeletons of tunes, which
somehow worked by default.

Theirsoullessness matted the
desolation ofthe songs, denuded of
the dusky melancholywhich Cohen
usuallydrapes over hismost painful
moments. This time, bitterness came
throughundisguised, destroyingthe
romanticisminthewriterand
replacingitwith abrutalised clarity.

Itcontains hismost cynical work,
easilyhis mostphysical. Cohen’s Last
Tango? Couldbe. Listen to the last verse of the title song:

“So thegreat affairis over/ But whoever would have guessed /It would
leaveus allso vacant!/And so deeply unimpressed.”

Or, from “Paper Thin Hotel”:

“Thestrugglemouth to mouth/And limb to limb/The grunt of unity when
hecamein.”



Thealbumreeks of desperation, alast-
ditch pitch atsurvival through the purging
of pain. And, like mostworks born out of
such anabjectcondition, it’shighly
compelling. It’sbrutality musthave
comeasashockto Cohen’slong-standing
admirers, and ifit’sultimately flawed,
itgetsbetterwith the passing of time.

Death... wasmadeatacrisis pointin
Cohen’slife. He explains:

“Myownmarriage wasbreakingup,and
mymotherwasdyingofcanceratthe time.
Solhadtocommute from Los Angelesto
Montreal [his birth place] twice aweek. It
wasaverytryingtime; my personallifewas
so chaotic—somany factors contributed
tomy condition, whichwasjustasense of
aloss of control-aweakness.”

Thereseemstobeaverymasculine
approach taken with this album.

LEONARD COHEN

200 Motels,wanted to do something
more experimental.

“Heonlyfilmed the beginningand end of
eachsong,” he claims. “Then he would film
theaudience, orsomethingin-between.”

Theyhadaragingquarrel aboutthe
Palmerversion, and eventually Cohen
decided to edit the movie himself, to try
toassembleawhole concertfrom the 90
hours offootage, only to discover that
themusicjustwasn’tthere. Instead
ofshowingwhole songs, Palmer
experimented with cuttingin footage
fromnewsreels and so on.

“Atthe SportsPalastin Berlin we came
acrossaveryrowdy crowd. The Berlin
audiences, then and now, like to be
mastered,” hesays.

“Thiswas the same place where Goebbels
had madehisfamous speech where he’d

“Ineverlooked atitthatway. That’'san
interestingpoint...Imean, there were
bodyguards, guns, barbed wire around at

~ - asked the famous question of the German
people, Wolltihrden totalen Krieg?’ [“Do
youwanttotalwar?”] and theyall stood for

Phil’s place when we did the album.”

Spector producinga Cohen albumissuch
astrange proposition in thefirst place. How
diditcomeabout?

“Hecametoaconcertofminein LA, and the
factthathedidn’tcauseadisturbanceindicated
he approved of the music. We had amutual
friend, and we metone evening.Iwas overat
Phil'shome-andheusuallylocks the doors
fromtheinsidesoyoucan'tleave. AsIcouldn’t
getoutofthehouse thatnight, we started
workingtogetherandin the next 10 or 12 days
we wrote six or seven songs.

“Thatpartofitwentveryswiftly. Whenwe

“T'here were
bodyguards,
guns, barbed
wire around
at Phil’s place”

25minutes cheering. So this crowd was getting
outofhand and myequipmentwas breaking
down-the placewason the edge ofanarchy. So
Ishouted out of the microphone, ‘Wolltihrden
totalen Krieg?’ and theywent completely crazy.
TheythoughtIwasdeeplyinsulting them or
something.

“Anyhow, Tonyhaditintercutwith thatspeech
of Goebbels sayingit.Ithoughtthatwasalittle
too heavy. Itwasjustfoolingaround with
somethingfartoosacredtobetreatedso
casually. Thenit cut to Hitlerridingin
Nuremberg. Thatwas one ofthemainreasons
Ididn’twantthisfilm-itwasalittle Grand

were justworking together alone, itwasvery,
verypleasant. Butwhen he getsin the studio he becomes Mr Hyde.”

theirworkingrelationship deteriorated. Cohen became so far

removed from the record thathe nowrefers toitas “Phil’s
album”. Spector took the first-take vocal tracks away and locked
Cohen out of the studios.

“The thing that’smissing from therecordis theintimacy thatI
established with Lissauer [John, his previous producer], who allowed me
totellthe story of the song. ButI couldn’t possibly develop under those
conditionswith Spector—days and days of screaming, first takes, tapes
being confiscated. It was justawaste of time, you know. ButIwas too
weakatthetime todoanythingaboutit.

“Ithinkthesongson therecord are good. If the treatmentwas different
Ithinkitcould have beenaveryacceptable thing. EvennowlIsee certain
aspectsofitsexcellence. NotthatIreally care, asIshould care.

“Butldothinkthere’ssomething gay and manicabout the album. The
mixisveryeccentric, butifyoudon’thappentobelookingformeinit,
whichunfortunatelyIwas, ifyoujustlookatitasa piece of music, it's very
interesting. Anditgets better.I couldn’tstanditatthebeginning.”

Butthe processof creatingit provided anecessary breakwith the past.

Hesays: “Itwaslike the final chapterin any case;I'd reached that point
thatmade mejust pullup mybootstraps. Everybody goes through that.
Italsotaughtmealotaboutthe studio and influenced me to produce my
ownalbum-myexperience with Philtaught me never tolisten to anyone
else’sopinionagain.”

Onemight thinkhe would havelearntfrom
his experiences with Tony Palmer, the British
filmmakerhebroughtinto filmhis 1972
European tour foramovie he could use to
promote hislateralbums, as atthatpointhe
was on theverge of retiring from therock scene.

Cohenwashopingforastraight
documentary, but contends that Palmer,
havingjustcompleted Frank Zappa’s

F ROMTHERE ON in, Spector’s megalomania took control and

Guignol, youknow.”

That’sjustadigression. The changein mood from the Spectoralbumto
Recent Songsismarked. On the sleeve, Cohen credits his mother, Masha
Cohen, with “reminding me, shortly before she died, of the kind of music
sheliked”.

“MymotherwasRussianand she used to sing Russian songsround the
house,” he explains. “Shewas awonderful singer, great deep voice.
Actually, aweek before she died I played her the Phil Spectorrecord,
whichIhadjustfinished. Shesortoflistened patiently toitand she said
thatpeople candancetoit. And then, later on, she said, ‘Whydon’tyou
write songs like the ones we used to sing, you know, with aviolin?’ Itwas
justamoment of conversation, a suggestion.

“Idiscounted that, asIdiscounted most advice about mywork. But
Ithinkittookroot,andIwasintroduced to theviolinist Raffi Hakopian,
who’sRussian.

“Itwent from there. Mymotherkind of produced thisrecord.”

Theviolinistand the oud player Cohen used on thealbum are partofhis
presenttouringband. They're an odd-looking ensemble to be playingat
anestablished rockvenue, with atleast three members above 40. But
somehowitfits, as Cohen always has done, somewherein the outerlimits,
makinghisownrules.

Did he ever feel divorced from therock’n’rollmainstream?

“Iprobablyamworking somewhat out of whatappearstobe the
mainstream. ButIknowsecretly that’'min the mainstream, and alot of
theotherstuffinitisjustfashion. And that older and stronger traditions
thatarejustbelowthe surface sustain the culture.” ChrisBohn

Cohen: haunted
by Spector
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L) _ DEF LEPPARD

— 1N FEBRUARY 2 —

HEIR FIRST REHEARSAL studio was in an old
building near the Sheffield United football
ground. Asingleroom, it costthem afivera
week torent.

Afterworkon Friday, they’d godown thereand

rehearse, often until 4am. There were four of

them. Pete Willis played guitar. He knew Rick Savage, who played
bass. There were several drummersin those earlymonths. Then
RickAllenjoined. Pete and Savwere 17, Rickwas 15. Joe Elliott
had never sunginaband before, although he played alittle guitar
andhad depped asadrummerinalocalrock’n’rollband. They
toldhim thathelooked the part. Hewas talland brawny, witha
shockof curlyblond hair: anidentikitheavy metal frontman,
really. Theywere persuasive. He joined them in October 1977.

Theyplundered Thin Lizzy and Bowie albums for songs for
their earlyrepertoire, playing “Jailbreak”, “Rosalie” and
“Suffragette City”. Theybegan writing their own songs, too.
“SorrowIsA Woman”, which theystill play, was written then,
thoughitwas called “Misty Dreamer” in those days. Joewrote
thelyrics; Pete and Savhandled theriffs.

Therewas another songcalled “War Child”. Their faces twist
with embarrassmentnowwhen theyrecall “War Child”. They
dismissitquicklyas being derivative of Black Sabbath. “An ’

’orrible fookin’ mess, itwere,” Joe Elliott cries, his accent as
thickasagirder of Sheffield steel.

Theyintroduced “Emerald” to theirrepertoirewhenSteve %
Clarkjoined and theyrealised theyhad amutualinterest. They )
metagainataJudasPriestconcertatSheffield City Halland
started talking guitars. Pete invited Steve to arehearsal. Steve
wasimpressed. Hewasinvited tojoin the group. Heaccepted.

They call themselves DefLeppard. Their intention waslocal fun
rather thaninternational success; atfirst theynursed no grand
ambition. They debuted in July 1978, at Westfield School in
Sheffield. Theysay theywere dreadful, but copped the promoter
forfive quid anyway.

Theywerenotsatisfied rehearsing fourhours anight, five nights
aweek; they’d spend weekend afternoons developingandrefining
theirheavymetal assault, theirarmoury ofbone-crunchingriffs.
And theirlocalreputation grewinto anortherncult. »

16 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1980



August24,1980:facing
ahailofmudandbeer
cansfromasectionofthe
crowdclaimingtheyhave
“soldout”,DefLeppard
takethestagebefore
headliners Whitesnakeat
‘ the20thReadingFestival

HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 | 17

.

SHEILA ROCK / REX



1980

IR

ilfanys. Gl2
Doors open

Proof of

CHRIS WALTER / GETTY

REGULAR music PRES

DEF LEPPARD
e Suprﬂ

sgow, on Su
7.30p.m-—

age of over 18 may be required

ENTS

Impressed by the enterprise of young punk
bandswho’d financed their ownrecording,
theysaved and scrounged enough money to
gointo Fairview Studios in Hull, where they cut
athree-track EP of their own songs. They
released itontheir ownlabel, Bludgeon Riffola
-“RideInto The Sun”, “Overture” and “GetchaRocks Off”. Those who
knowaboutsuch thingswill tellyou that “Getcha Rocks Oft” is destined
toberemembered asaclassicheavymetal performance.

Theyfound an enthusiastic supporterin Andy Peebles, the Radio 1 DJ.
EvenJohn Peel played therecord. HM aficionados in the music pressbegan
toshower themwith adulatorynotices. People were beginningto talk
aboutthemasoneoftheleadingbandsin thenewwave ofheavymetal,
future threats to the supremacy of UFO, the Scorpions and Judas Priest.

Then, lastsummer, Phonogramreleased asingle, “Wasted”, ablustery
performance marred by anindifferent production. Phonogram placed
them as supporton two prestigious tours, firstwith the American hard
rocksinger, Sammy Hagar, then with AC/DC. Theyestimate that they
played to over40,000 people on those tours.

Theirimpactmusthavebeen considerable. In this paper’sreader’s poll
in November, they were voted into fourth placein the “Brightest Hope”
category. Inthe same categoryin the NME’sreaders’ poll theywere voted
into sixth place, above more fashionable contenderslike The Undertones,
the Pretenders, the Gang of Four, Secret Affairand Selecter.

DefLeppard’sfirstalbumisreleasedin March.

nday 20th January
Tickets $2.00

741

Tiffany’s before youreach the corner, sprint up the stone steps

into the glare of the foyer. Past the ticket office, quickly. There a
fewbouncers in their tight-fitting tuxedos; look at them, with their
necks bulging out of their starched collars. The managerleads the way
into the pumpingheart of the ballroom.

Theairisravaged by the hysterical excess of Rainbow, screaming
through thehouse PA. When the tapefinishes, Zeppelinreplaces
Rainbowon the cassette deck. It’s going to be thatkind of night.

Themanager declares himselfpleased with the attendance: atleast 700
headbangerssofar, he estimates. Notatallbad fora
Sunday night, especially foraband headliningits
firstconcertin Glasgow. Mind you, he says The
Specials played here onaSunday and theyhad 2,500
rabidkids packed into the ballroom. And the police
were squabblingoutside on Sauchiehall Streetwith at
leastanother 1,000. Herolls his eyes at the memory.
Oneofthebouncershad beenstruck thatnightbya
girlwieldingahat-pin. Heand one ofhismen dragged
herto thebackofthe auditorium. Theytried to calm

F OLLOWTHEMOON to the end of Sauchiehall Street. Turninto

THE

& & 88 o 86 v

DefLeppardin1979:
(I-r) JoeElliott, Rick
Savage, Pete Willis,
RickAllen,Steve Clark

herdown. Shestripped offhershirtand, naked to the waist, tried torun
off. Shewastackled by a police officer. She felled him with awell-timed
kickintheballs. The manager chuckles to himselfashetells the story.

Tonight'saudienceisalready pressed tightaround the stage, fists
clenched, punchingthe atmospherein the familiarheavy metal sieg heil.
Theirfeetare stamping, theirheads shakingviolently. Theimaginary
guitaristsare out, too. Justa few for the moment, though—-the Deep Purple
Formation Dancerswould nottake to the floorin force until Def Leppard
areontheboardsandtearingholesin the fragile fabric of thelocal ozone.

The crowd around the stage began chanting. Their message was unclear
atfirst. Then theirrantingbecame ominously clear. “We hate mods, we
hate themods, wehate themods... Wehate, we hate, we hate themods!”

DefLeppard wereracingdown the narrowstaircase from their
dressingroom to the stage, Joe Elliott musthave heard the chant. As the
band pluggedinandroadies made last-minute checks on equipment,
poppinguplike greasy glove-puppets behind the amplifiers, Elliott
grabbed his microphone.

“D’yerwantus ter dosoom Secritt Afferr songs furyer?”

Thereplywaslostinalandslide ofnoise as Def Leppard smacked out
theirfirst powerchord of their set.

Thatfirstchord waslike agrenade going offin your hand; surviving the
restof the performance waslikeliving through Pearl Harbour.

The drummer sounded like he was shittingamplified house bricks. His
bass-drum kickswalloped holesin the chest; each cymbal crashwasa
sustained opera ofalarm. The guitars were a thick carpet of shrieking
chords. And Elliott’s voice came howling through the debris, like the devil
callingin the damned for supper.

Andthiswasjustthefirstnumber. Itleft me more confused thana
conversation with Robert Fripp.

Theboyssure could whackitoutwith thebest of them, as earlier
observershavebeen quick toremark.Isaw UFO ayearago atthe
Hammersmith Odeon. Compared to thislot, they sounded like
schoolchildrenrattlingtherailingswith theirrulers.

Asavisualspectacle, DefLeppard are awhirlwind of frantic gestures,
arm-swinging, head-shakingand microphone twirling. So completely
dotheyepitomise the satin-and-leather flash ofheavymetal, theyalmost
become caricatures. There were more bare chests on
thatstage thanyou'd find in a topless bar on Sunset
Strip. Willisand Clark have perfected every
manoeuvre inthe HM handbook of macho poses,
throwing more shapesin one songthan the entire
frontline of Thin Lizzyin an entire set.

Onesignificant distinction should, however, be
| made between DefLeppard and their HM
| predecessors. Solos are infrequent, usually quickly

despatched, more often tightly contained within the
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blisteringstructures of the songs. Willis and Clark
prefer to maintain the pace of the attack, which
relents only for the obligatorymoodyballads.

Of course, thisdid nothingto deter the denim-
swathed ranks of phantasyguitarists. Theylined
upatthebackofthe crowd inneatbattalions,

108 BLLIOTT (vocah]

Elliottis eager to stress the catholicism of Def
Leppard’s musical tastes, Pete Willis might be more
empathicallyinvolved with heavy metal-“he only
everlistens to UFO and Priest” —but Savwasinto
Queenand Boston, and Rick Allen was deeplyinto

funk, especially Parliament and Funkadelic.

{37
L R

TR 3
RICK SAVAGE (bass)

heads down, righthandsscrubbingtheir chests
while theleftrode up and downimagined fret-
boards. They were even more energeticand
franticallynimble than theband. Whooosh!
Therewent one, avertical take-offfrom a
standingstart! Craaammmmm! There he went,
smackingdownonhisknees, backbentoverin
animpossiblearch, thebackofhishead dusting
theballroomfloor. Therewasamarvellous
moment towards the end of the set. The guitars
dropped out, leaving Rick Allen alone fora brief
drum flourish. Suddenly everyonewasan
imaginary drummer.

It’sdifficult making notes with both hands

“It would've

been wrong

for us to say,
‘Right, we'll be
a poonk band™

“I'vegorracasefull o’ tapes over ‘ere,” Elliott
wenton. “You canlookthroughit, ifyerlike.
None of 'em areheavyrock. The nearest thing
t’heavyrockintha bagisMeatLoaf.I've got
Tubular Bells, 10cc.Tjustlike music. It’sjust that
Idon’tthinkI'dlikeitas much playin’ 10cc’s
musiconstage.”

“Thingaboutnewwave,” Clarksaid, looking
up fromhisbeer mug, “were thatthebandshad
adefinitefeelin’ foraudience. They werejust
like audience. Therewas asort ofrapport. An’
it'sthe same wi' newwave heavymetal bands.
Likewi’ old wave heavymetal band, like Rush, it
were: ‘Lookatme.I'minaband.I'mona 10-foot

clamped overyour ears, and dodging flyingriffs
thatare threateningto tear offyourkneecapsrather prevents one’s
assimilation ofindividual subtleties. However, I do remember that
“When The Walls Come Tumbling Down” was an epic aboutapocalypse,
completewith characteristic HM imagery of doom and destruction. The
final encores, “Ride Into The Sun” and “Rocks Off”, seemed standard
hardrockoutbursts, fiercely played and lavishlyreceived.

Afterthegigittookatleast four double vodkas and asharpslap onthe
backofthehead torecover the power of speech.

“Loud?” exclaimed Pete Willis at the hotel. “We onlyused halfstacks
t'night.”

Helooked atmeasifIwasthebiggestwimp on the planet.Ididn’treply.
My ears were still bleeding.

ILLIS, ALLEN AND Savage have gone off with the road crew
; ; & ; tothelocal fleapit. Rather appropriately, they have gone to
see Apocalypse Now.

Elliottand Clarkarein their hotel room fielding questions. Elliottis
affable, forthright, confident; notatall the offensively cockyindividual
IThadbeenledtoexpect. Clarkis drunkand gettingworse.

“Weallknewwhenwe started the band thatitwere goin’ t'be heavy
rock,” Elliottis explaining. He has the kind ofaccent you hear on voice-
overs for Hovis commercials. “Weknewitweren’tgoing t’be poonk. An’
itweren'tgoin’ t'be Lena Martell. We allknewitwere goin’ t'be based
around Lizzy, Zeppelin, UFO.”

Ihad wanted toknowwhy suchayoungbandhad turned to heavymetal
rather than punk, like most of their contemporaries. When they formed
punkwas, afterall, the most fashionable trend. And Def Leppard shared
bothage and circumstances (bored teenagers, working class) with the
majority of newpunkbandsstormingthe barricadesin’77.

“Wenever thoughtaboutit,” Clark blearily attests. “We just did whatwe
wanted to do. We never thought, ‘Well, punkis fashionable, heavy metal
isdated-let’sbe fashionable, let’'sbeapunkband.”

“Ifwe’'d done that, itwould've been unnatural,” Elliott elaborates. “You
getcertainbandswho say, ‘We've tried for 18 monthsatbein’ thiskind of
band. We're not gerren anywhere, let’sbe summat else. We’'ll change us
nameand changeusimage...’ Like, apparently, thereused t'beareally
weird, heavyrockband called Black Widow. Apparently, some of them are
nowin Showaddywaddy.”

Helooked suitablyaghast, asifsomeone had justwalked over his grave.

“Itwould’ve been false for us to pretend we were summat we weren’t,”
he continued. “Itwould've been wrong for us t'say, ‘Right, we’ll go and cut
ushairand dyeitblond and wear bondage trousers with zips all over
t'placeand beapoonkband’. Butit’snotthat’ we didn’tlike poonk.1I
though t'Pistols were greet. It’s a cliche now, but it did give music business
akickupthearse. People must’'ve been gerren pissed offwi’ bandslike
Supertramp. Ilike Supertramp mesel’,butI canseekids’ point of view—
when there’snowt’appenin’ apartfromyearlyrelease ofanew
Supertramp album or Pink Floyd, kids’ll get pissed off, look for summat
new. Sowhen they gerrabandlike t'Clash comin’ up, they think, ‘Worra
greatfookin’ blastofenergy.”

The new Lords of Denim

stage.I'maboveyou. Thereisn'tthe same
rapport.Ifookin’‘ate that. We haven’tgot thatattitude, that Sabbath,
Deep Purple attitude. We believe thatit’s t'’kids what count. Like, we’ll
putonshowwhatever...Icould breakmeback, butI'd still play showeven
ifThad t'be carried on stage. We wouldn’t pull out of showjustbecause we
didn’thave a propersoun’checkor bollockslike that.”

Whatever their own sympathyfor punk, itcould hardly be said thatthe
punkshadever displayed areciprocal sympathy forheavy metal, old
wave ornew. Didn’t thatsmartalittle?

“No doubtsomewould thinkso,” Elliottreplied. “Butfact thatJohnny
Rottenmightnotlike usdon'tmeanit’sgoin’ t'putme offlikin’ him. If
Ieverheard aninterviewwhere Rotten orJoe Strummer were sayin’,

‘Oh, DefLeppard-wharraload of bollocks!’ I'd justsay, ‘Fairenough, he
don’tlikeus. Tha'snoreasonfermetogoan’breakallme Clashalbumsin
halfandsay, Tdon'tlike youanymore.”

LARKHAD ALREADY made one distinction between the old
guard of heavy metal and its more recent youthful manifestation.
Elliott thought there was an even greater difference.

“Frankly,” hesaid, after some pause, “Idon’t think t'old wave ofheavy
metalbandsareapatch on’'tnewwave. 'mnottalkin’ justaboutus now.
You compare peoplelike Purple and Sabbath wi’ UFO, wi’ Michael
Schenker. Purpleand Sabbath aren’tin’t same category. Imean, Sabbath
werejustreallyheavy. Nolight or shade, no melody. UFO and toacertain
extentJudas Priest, there’smore varietywi'them. It’s atotally different
sound. Like wi'us it’s more commercial. Some of our stuff, like ‘Rock
Brigade’, ifthatever came outasasingle, it'd be commercial. Itwouldn’t
justappeal toheavymetalfans. You can’'t compare summatlike thatwi’
‘Paranoid’ or ‘Child In Time’. It's short, punchy. Its three minutes. It’s
straight though. Bangbangbang. Verse, chorus, verse, chorus, guitar solo,
stop. That’sit.”

Theydidn't, then, approve of the old Ben-Hur-length guitar solos (and
bassand drum solos) much favoured by their predecessors? They
certainlydidn’t.

“Guitarsolosareborin’,” Elliott stated unequivocally.

“That’swhywe don’tdo any,” Clarkhiccupped. “We don’thave half-
hourdrumsoloslike John Bonhamwi’ Zeppelin. We thinkit’s borin’. We
trytostrike abalance between what Sabbath were doin’ and what the
fookin’ Clasharedoin’.”

Asfarasthepresswasconcerned, though, theywere morelikelyto be
treated with the derision traditionally reserved for Black Sabbath than
with the often sycophanticreverence afforded The Clash: theywould
mostoften beseenasakind ofdesperatejoke, [ told them.

“Ican’tunderstand that, tobe honest,” Elliott said. “In anykind of music
—beitpunkorheavyrock, oreven country & western—there’s alwaysa
brilliantartistand there’salwaysashitartist. Like, in heavy metal, where
yougetareallygood band, someonelike UFO, you'llalso get your
Motorhead.IthinkMotdrhead are fookin’ terrible. IsawMotorhead at
Sheffield City Hall. After two numbersThad to putmefingersinmeears
[Iknew the feeling]. Lemmy’s not got the sweetest o’ voices atbest of time.
Thatnighthehadacold. Hesoundedlike aferretbein’ strangled.

“Wharr’' I'msayin’is there’s
goodandthere’sbadinall »
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sorts of music. Butthe press always seem to slagheavyrock wi'out
thinkin’. Doyouknowwhy?” he puzzled.

Ididn’t. Isimplypleaded guilty.

“Ijustdon’tseewhytheydoit,” Elliott continued, immersed nowin the
argument, givinghis tonsilsahell ofan airing. “Ican’tsee howtheydoit.
The Clashmightbe great, excitin’an’ that—-but musically they’renota
patchon UFO.Inmyopinion, heavyrockis the second best music for the
actual musical competence of peoplein’tbands. JazzrockI'd puttop.

“Peoplelike Chick Corea and Billy Cobham, musically they're brilliant.
Tolisten toIthinktheyreborin’.Imean, onelike... John McLaughlin-
nowhe’s probablyt’best guitaristin’'tworld.Idunno, butIcouldn’t
watchhim playlive, sittin’ cross-legged on’tbloody floor. I'd rather watch
ChuckBerryplay three notes and duckwalking, youknow. Imean, you
gotoaconcert, you expectsummat tobe goin’ on. Youdon'twantto see
someonesittin’ cross-legged on abitof carpetsayin’ prayers for
audiencesbefore he starts playin’ guitar.I'd rather watch Clash, frankly.”

Elliott pauses for breath, Irinse out myears.

“Ithink,” hesays, “themajority ofheavyrockbands are musicallymore
talented than the majority of newwave bands. And probably putonabetter
show, too.I'mnotsure, though-Iimagine abandlike The Boomtown Rats
mightputonagoodshow. Butbandslike the UKSubs,Iimagine they’d be
totally uselesslive, ‘costhey're totallyuseless onrecord. That Charlie
"Arper,Ithinkhe’sawaste of time. Helooks old enough tobe me grandad.”

Soyouresentthefactthatthe presscharacterises heavymetalbands
and theiraudiences simply as moronicheadbangers?

“Courseldo,” Elliottsaid. “Thereisalot of talent there. Itreallydoes
annoyme thatthe presswillknockaband 'costhey’relabelled heavy
rock. Theysaythey’rejustanotherjoke band, they can’t play. Butifthey
tookthetimetobe totallyunbiased and watched the bandsthey'd see a
lotofpeople who canreally play. Like Steve 'ere.”

He threwhis thumb over his shoulderat Clark, who was trying tolight
one of the two cigarettes he could obviously see in his mouth. “Steve can
reallyplay.”

He paused dramatically.

“Stevewere trained classical,” he declared like a triumphant parent,
commendinghis child onhisfirsthearttransplant operation.

Iwondered, though, whether he thought that mostheavyrock/HM
bandsdidn’tactuallyinviteridicule with their costumes, light shows,
lasers, dryice, leathers, perms and juvenile mysticism.

“There’ssummatinthat,” hesaid, soundinglike Len Fairclough
ponderinga foreign bodyin his pint. “ButIdon’t think the songsand the
musicdo.”

Clarktookhisnose outofhisbeer.

“Idon’tknowwhatthekids think orwhatthe pressthinks,” he said, his
wordsslidingdown his tonguelike arunaway toboggan down thenorth
face of the Eiger, “but when we do agig, we don’t think we're heavy metal.
Forme, someonelike Black Sabbath, Motérhead or Van Halen—that’s
heavymetal. We're notinto noise. Welike volume, butit’s got to benice.
We're trying to make music that’s appealing and exciting. If youlike quiet
bits, we've got quiet bitsin our show...”

ItoldhimIcouldn’'thearthemforthenoise. Heignored me.

“...Ifyoulikeloudbits, we do that too.”

Elliottjumpedin quickly to stress the variety of Def Leppard’s material.

“Youcan'tsayall oursongsare the same. There mightbe abasic
similaritybecause theyreallhard
rocksongs, soyou're goingto get
your guitar soloand yourwailing
vocalsan’allthatnonsense. Butwe
doallsorts of different things. Some
ofthe songs we do are slow, some we
doareridiculouslyfast, some we do
arequiet,somewe doareloud.And
wedosome thatarefastand slowin
thesamesong.”

Averitable Noah’s Ark of variety!

incoherent outburst from Steve

Clark about the virtuosity of
mad kraut guitarist Michael
Schenker, to go on to the next
point on the agenda. Elliotthad
been thinking, though.

IWAS PREPARED, AFTER an
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“Frankly,” he said, “I can see your point, where you say bandslike us
mightbeinviting criticism because of the dryice and the leather trousers
and smoke bombs. Butthere’s a certain obligation, certain unwritten
rules youhave to stick to. People expect things of you.

“Ifwe ever did atour ofyour Hammersmith Odeons and whathave you,
weno doubtwould usedryiceinslowbitsand openwith anintro tape
andhave fookin’ explosions every othersecond.Itadds to the visual side
ofit. That'swhat people expect.

“But,” hesaid darkly, “the music press would just go, Phahblahblah-it
wasalldryice, leather trousers, open-necked shirts, gold medallions,
wailin’ guitarsolos, allthe usual stuff-let’s getback to thebar...”

Iwondered wherehehad seenmeinaction.

“Thingis,” hesaid, and I could sympathise with him, “because heavy
rockhasalwaysbeen knocked, itwill always be knocked.”

“But,” said Clark, “it’llgo on.It’s existed for 10 years, despite all t' other
trends. And it’lllastlonger than mod or ska, or whatever revival itis.”

Thiswasunusually coherent for the guitarist. Iasked him ifhe might
explainthe continuingappeal ofheavyrock. He tried, rather bravelyin
the circumstances.

“Peoplewholisten to heavyrock are workin’-class kids. They’re not
interested in fashions and trends. Theydon'tgive ashitaboutwhat’s
happenin’int’papers. Theystickby what they knowtheylike. Theydon’t
changeimage everyweek.Just 'costhere’s supposed tobe amodrevival,
theywon'tsellall theirJudas Priestalbums and rush outan’ get Secret
Affair'salbum. They’ll think, ‘Fookit, I'll listen to whatIwanttolistento.
Theywon'tchange clothesjust’cosit’s fashionable. If theywanttowear
flares, they’ll fuckin’ wellwear ’em.”

conveniently brought usinto the '80s.Iwanted to know what

DefLeppard thought of various performers. With norealidea
inmind Ireeled off a fewnames: Springsteen, Costello, the Pretenders,
The Specials.

“Wedon'tdislike any of 'em,” Clark smiled cheerfully.

“ThePretenders,” grinned Elliott. “Chrissie Hynde. I'd like to marry 'er
oneday.”

“Wedon'tdislikeanybodyreally,” Clark belched. “Welike everythin’”

“Ican’tstand bandslike Specials,” Elliott blurted, destroying Clark’s
magnanimity. “An’ what’s that otherload of tit tha’sjust coom out? The
Beat. Can’tstand 'emeither. Tha’smod. Don’tappeal tome. AsfarasIcan
seethey’rejustrevampin’an’ ruinin’ old songs. ‘Tears OfA Clown’ by
SmokeyRobinsonwerebrilliant, but Beathave doneitandIthinkit’sa
load o’ rubbish. Same wi’ t'Specials. An’ Madness, [don’tknowifIlike 'em
or’ate’em, ‘cos every timeIwatch ’emIjustcrease up. Theyrereally
funny t'watch. Theyremind me of Split Enz, to be honest, the way they
kind oflumber aboutlikeidiots.”

Clarkisawake again. “Bandslike Specialsand Madness and the mods
andth’parkasan’allthatshit,” hesaid, “allthey’re doin’is justrevampin’
whatwashappenin’in 1966. Butwhatwe’re doin’isn’'trevampin’ 1969
heavymetal. We're takin’ them roots, butwe’re buildin’ on 'em.”

Exactlythe same could be claimed for The Specials and ska, I protest.

“Idon’tknow that much aboutska,” Elliottintervened tartly, “alll know
isthattheyrerevampin’ summatthat’s older than heavyrockandthey’re
notgetting’ slagged forit. They’rerevampin’ 1964 orwhenever... like the
mods. Like, two or threeyearago,
The’Oowereborin’ old farts. Now
they'ret’heroes ofallt'mods. Does
thatmeanin 18 months theirmod
audience of nowis goin’ to be walking
aboutwi’ kind ofIndian waistcoats wi’
longdanglytassels?

“Ireckon,” Elliott calculated, “that
byabout 1983, we should have all
these parkasthrownont’fireand
they’'llbe gettin’ headbands owt of
cupboardagain.”

Thisargumenthada certainlogic;
butweren'ttheyreally deluding
themselves? Didn’teven theirkind
of newwave heavymetal actually
depend uponits predictability? The
closertheystuckto the established
clichesofthegenre—inappearance,

C LARK’S FLEETING REFERENCE to Secret Affair had
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sound and presentation-surely the greater the chance of
success? Theyweren'treally straying too far away from
classicHM themes of sexual dominance, celebrations of
hedonism, macho posing, apocalypticrantingabout the
end of theworld.

“Alright,” Elliottargued. “So there are clichesinwhat we
do.AtsametimelIcould runthrough thousands of punk
songsthatareallabout the same old punkcliches. There
theyare, singing, Twannabeananarchist,Idon'twanna
conform,I'monthedole, I've gotnomoney an’life’s so
hard...’ All that crap. Soyou get some heavy metal band
singingaboutdeath and destruction, astral trips t moon
an’allthat. Butwehaven'tgotsongs aboutdeathand
destruction... wi’ t'exception of ‘When The Walls Come
Tumblin’ Down’. That’s the only one. Most of our songs are
more poppy thananythingelse.”

“Ifyoulistento ‘Walls’,” Clarksaid, “you’llrealise thatit
don’treviveall those things about death and destruction
thatyouhadin’69.It'slookin’ forward. We wrote tha’ songs
perhapsayearbeforeall this crap came aroundinIranand
Afghanistan. Ifyoulisten to thewords: ‘All the people came
togetherinfearoftheend...”

Yes?

“Well,itmeanssomething,” Clarkinsists. “It'sa prediction.
It'snotgoingback over that old Black Sabbath shit.”

“It’sinthefuture tense,” Elliottadded, trying,
presumably, to be enlightening. “Ifyou ever get the chance
toread t'words when album comes out, you'llsee that they
explain exactlywhatwould happenifthere’samassive
atomicwar.Ifthereis everanatomicwar, Ireckon that
90 per cent of thoselyrics will prove to be accurate about
what’llhappen.”

He paused foramoment, consideringthis.

“Giveortakethe odd thing,” hesaid atlength. “Like the
women bein’ ‘captured an’chained'’

“That’sacliche,” Clarksaid, farting wetly.

“Maybe,” said Elliott. “Butthe bitabout ‘national suicide’... youwill get
alotofpeoplekillingthemselves. And, like, ‘Americafell to the ground’ -
you'regoin’ t'getbuildin’s fallin’down, you're goin’ t'getkidsleft crippled,
whetherit’swi’atomicrays orwha'ever.”

“Whole cities fallin’ down,” repeated Clark dreamily.

“Alotofit’ll belike that. Of course,” Elliottadded modestly, “I'm not
sayin’ thatI'm somekind of messiah who canseeinto the future.”

“I'dlike you to know thatT haven’t got one Black Sabbath album,” Clark
admitted suddenly, asifthishad been hauntinghimsince childhood.

“D’yerwantusterdo
soomSecritt Afferr
songsfuryer?”:
frontmanJoeElliott
onstagein1980

“I'vebeenintrouble before for sayin’ thatbirds don’t buyrecords. But
Idon’tbelieve women buyas manyrecords as blokes. An’ Ireckon they’ll
appealmoretobirds. An’ Idon’t think birds go to asmany concerts or buy
asmanyrecords. Of course, you've gotyour exceptions wi’ t'Rollerswhere
itwere totallyallbirds. An’ alot of birds probably buy discorecords. There
areboundtobe exceptions. ButIthink there’s a bigger percentage of’t
lads thatgoto concerts.”

Elliottis convinced of DefLeppard’s own commercial success, though
headmitsitmightnothavebeen possible without the commercial
breakthroughlastyearofboth Judas Priestand UFO.Iaskhim why
hethinks those bands finally found commercial success afteryears

(15between them) of unsuccessful stabs at

Leppard thought about the other bands
withwhom they’ve been associated in
the vanguard of the newwave of heavy metal.
Imention Japan and Girl.
“Idon’tthinkJapanareheavymetal,” hesaid
authoritatively. “Idon’tthinkJapanare anything
neartoheavymetal.Japantomeareabrilliant
band.I've gotAdolescent SexandIthinkit'sa
greatalbum. Butit’snotheavymetal. The fastest
songonit’saBarbraStreisand song, ‘Don’t Rain
OnMyParade’.
“I'venever heard Girl, Ican’treally comment
onthem.Buttobehonest, Idon’tthinkthey’ve

]: QUICKLYASKED ELLIOTT what Def

“We're not
into noise. We
like volume,
but it’s got to
be nice”

thechart.

“Theygotairplayforastart,” hesaid. “They
tried tobe more commercial. They made
betterrecords. Theymade commercial
records. Theydidn'ttryto dointhestudio
whattheydo onstage. Theymadereallygood
heavyrockalbumsinstead of average heavy
rockalbums.”

“Theyrealised,” added Clark, “that people
don’twant to seeJimmyPage playin’a
20-minute guitar solowi’ t'violin bow. It’s out
now.Atsametime, youdon'twanttogot'see
t'Damned, who don’t playaguitar solo allnight.
Theywantsummatin-between. Summat

gotafuture. Theirimageisallwrong.”

“Yeah,” said Clark. “How could aheavymetal audience freak outin front
ofagroup thatlookslike agangoftransvestites?”

“IlikeJapan,” Elliottinsisted. “Isaw’em supporting Blue Oyster Cult.
Butifeverthere were doublebill thatshouldn’thave been, itwere that. Wi’
Blue Oyster Cult, you've gotsongslike ‘Born T'Be Wild’, 'an theyattracta
lorrerbikersan’tha’. An’Japancomeon, an’ they've gotlonghairand they
wearmakeup an’ theylookabit, youknow, poufish. An’ theywere gerrin’
allthisstickfromaudience: ‘Gerroff, youfookin’ poufs... Gerroff, you
fookin’wimmin"’

“An’kidsI'vespoketolastcouple of days say theysawGirlwi’ UFO and
theythoughttheywereabunch of poufters.'mnotsayin’ theyare poufs.
They’re probablynot. ButIdon’t think they’ve gotafuture wi’ thatimage.

between the Dooleysand Black Sabbath.”

“Thefookin’ Dooleys?” Elliott asked, utterly confused. “Wharrayer
talkin’aboutnow?”

“We're the Dooleyswi’ goolies,” Clark attempted to explain.

“Why doyoukeep bringing up the fookin’ Dooleys?” Elliott demanded,
stillconfused. “What’ave we got ter dowi't Dooleys?”

“We'reint'middle,” Clarkstruggled to clarify his statement. “People are
fedupwi’ bands shoutin’aboutanarchy. There 'ast’be abalance between
bandslike Rainbow, bandswi’ ripped kneesint’jeans, and Genesis. An’
I'think the balanceisus. We can play but we canstill roar.”

Elliottlooked at Clark, looked at me, looked confused.Iwas goingto ask
Clarkto elaborate upon this point, butIdidn’t.

He'd fallen backupon thebed, unconscious. Allan Jones ®
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“It'soutlaw
e
s TNUSIC

naturally it offends.”
After a long journey,
Lux Interior and NME

HENORMALLYMILD-MANNERED offstage

POISO“ |Vy dEI |Ve|° a figure of Lux Interior twists and writhes his
faceinarare show of angryemotion... Iflooks
debut albu m, and WOW could kill. Luxlooks like he could spit a bucket

ofblood. Allhim and Poison Ivy Rorschach did

as ma“y peﬂple aS was towalkinto the buffet bar on York station
H and within seconds the entireroomis staring at them.
they Outrage - Wh |Gh Luxiswearinghis habitualblackundertaker’s coat, plastic
= trousersand ashiny top hat. Ivytrailshimlovinglyin gold-
IS a |0t. says LUX: lamé pantsand a pair of severe diamanté spectacles. For some

reason the combination hastickled theimagination ofall the

(11
WE want t0 become otheroccupants of the buffet. They gawp over cheeserolls,
L] theirmouthsaperfect questionmark. Some people titterand
u ﬂfﬂl‘gﬂttable. nudge. Some people are outraged and pointaccusingly, openly
offended at Lux’s appearance. Given the opportunity, they
wouldlike to exercise some physical violence on hislarge and
harmless exterior.

It'sexactlythesameonatrainheadingfor Edinburgh where
The Crampsare to play for many of their mostfevered and
committed fans. Luxlooms down the corridorin crepuscular
silence, oblivious to the horror on the faces ofallthe mothers
who hide their children from this nasty man. Eventually some
oafsstarttolaugh outloud, seeminglyunaware of their own
intense anonymity. Luxechoes their laughter back atthem and
thesituationissuddenlyuglyuntilIvy hurrieshim towards the
relative safety ofa dining compartment.

After 15yearsofbeingjeered at, MrInterioris gettingimmune
totheinsults. “Itisn’tanactwe suddenly thought of, tolooklike
this.I'vealwaysbeen afreak. The first gigwe ever played at
CBGB’s, we were completely out of tune for 45 minutes and the
club owner Hilly Kristal told us we soundedlike a total joke.”

Fiveyearslater, alotof people would probably endorse
Kristal’'sopinioninspades. By much common consent The
Crampsareineptmusicians, actors, dumb Yanks. Another
favouriteline ofreasoning goeslike this: they're sobad they’re
good; they'rethebestworstbandin theworld,
amusing cultartefactthatcrawled outofa
mausoleum one day, like extras from The Tomb
OfLigeia.It'strue thattheydon'tlikebeingin
the suntoomuch (although theyhave tokeep
warm), butIvy comes from Sacramento,
California, and not Providence, RhodeIsland.

Quitewhytheyinspire thisstrange mixture
ofopenhatred and patronising possessiveness
isbaffling to The Cramps. Although they
admitthattheirappearanceencourages »

LISAHAUN / GETTY




THE CRAMPS

“Wedon'texclude
anything, webelieve
initall”: Cramps
co-foundersLux
InteriorandPoison
Ivy,whometwhen
thelatterwashitch-
hikinginSacramento,
California,in1972
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acertaindegree of suspended disbelief, they are
veryseriousindeed about their ultimate ambitions.

Luxpicksthrough a dead chicken and addresses
thetable. “When A&M in America sent out their
guideline to therecord stores theydescribed usas
acultnew-waveband who'djustrecorded an
albuminNashville. Thatreallyinsulted us. Apart
from the fact thatwe made the record in Memphis, to belabelled as a cult
groupissohorrible;itimplies an elitism thatwe don’twant.Ithink The
Crampsareavery commercialband. Once, our biggestambition wasjust
togetonastage, butnowit’s to aim for some kind of world domination.”

Ivy qualifies the statement with shyassurance, callingforth the double
rock’n’roll spectres ofblind faith and raw power. These two commodities
were strainingto breaking pointlongbefore The Crampsfirst came to
England assupportband on the Police tour of '79. Night after night they
foughtlongand hard againstantipathyand collective blandness, and
theydidn’tstand achance.

Thistime The Crampsareheadliningamore sensible tour of small
halls, colleges and clubsin an effort to convince Great Britain of their
undoubted magnificence. Solet’s state once and for all before we step
intofiction thatthisgroup arenotacontrived garageband witha
penchantfor CharlesAddams and The Munsters. Onagood night The
Cramps make time stand still; they are utterly convincing proof of the
scrambled mechanisms that constitute classicrock’n’roll. Theylive out
LuxInterior’s assertion thatany great simplerock’n’roll music mixes with
any other—and anyonewho can’tappreciate The Cramps’ vitalityand
surrender to therhythmis missing thewhole point thathas fuelled the
genresinceJerryLee Lewis destroyed his first 88 and Little Richard
dippedinto hisfirstmakeup bag.

InNewYork, The Cramps are notverypopularwith the cliques of art-
conscious new-music frauds. The American press would rather they
disappeared for good. The nucleus of the group converged on New York
Cityinlate 1975.LuxandIvyalreadyhad ablueprintbased around an
obsessivelove affair with vintagerockabilly that stemmed from
prolonged exposure to Cleveland’s premier radio stations and the genius
ofAlanFreed’s “Moondog”. The pair spentyears scouring through the
binsofeveryrecord store from Akron to Tallahassee assimilatinga
collection of oddities thatwould fashion their addiction for gone vinyl.

“WhenImetlvyin Californialwasapsychedelicguru.Iwas tripping
out. LSD and plastic were my biggestinfluences, more so than music.I'd
alwaysliked these weird records with strange-soundingnames and after
Istarted tolisten torockabillyI couldn’tlisten toanythingelse. Joe Sasfy
[aneminentrockologist] said thatitdemands the mostinexplicableleap
offaithin anymusical phenomenon. It’s such awild, emotional sound; it
demands that you question your ownlife.”

Luxlooksdown athishand, amangled confusion of purple bruisesand
open-sore cuts, theresult ofhis nightly confrontation with thisnation’s
club ceilings. Apparentlyhislifestyleis
notonlyaquestion, it'sananswer. “If
peoplesayIlooksilly, well[don'tfeel it.
WhenTI'mtryingtogetgoneldon’tthink
ofanythingelse except getting out of my
mind. It’s self-hypnosis, adifferentlevel
of consciousness.Idon’tfeel the pain
until afterwards, butwhenIsmash my
handthroughaceilingthere’snothing,
it'satrance.”

Ivywhispersher consent. “An
abstraction, astate of nothingness.”

l UXISDISAPPOINTED when
he can’treach that edge, even
thoughitmeanshe paysall his

wages outinrepairs toangry club

owners. When the band played in

Edinburgh, he clambered to the top of

aprecarious amplifier stack and hurled

himselfhead firstinto the crowd. This
time the manager of the hall, the

Astoria, joined him on the boards and

attempted to pull the power, but

somehow Lux fended him off to the
delight of all those of us straining
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againstathinline of disgruntled bouncers. Even
so, Lux feels thatrecent events have stifled The
Cramps’ natural spontaneity. “When me and Ivy
managed the band, we were alot crazier.
SometimesIfeeljustlike this week’srock band.
I'want the audience to be surprised and shocked.”

Interiorlikens their music to the equation
betweenvoodoo, religion and catatonic musicwhich inspired the
afterbirth of’50srock'n’rollin the American South. “We’ve gone out of our
way to deny anyinvolvementin black magic, butwerely onvoodoointhe
sameway that Sam The Shamand Creedence did. That’s thereal thing,
too. Wedon't meetin Haitiand hold massrituals, butwebelievein certain
powers. Wehave candles on stage for atmosphere, not effect,and we use
Schwab’sJinx-Removingsprays and John The Conqueror floorwaxand
—what’sthatperfumecalled, Ivy?”

“Uh...Atom Bomb?No, Tigress. Itallworks. Youdon'tneed to know
anythingabout the occultto become powerful; you canfeelitalonein
aroom.”

Luxandlvyareprettykooky, butthey’re notdeadpanstupid. The much-
laboured and ultimately derogatorydefinition of theirmusicas onlya
partofthetrash aesthetic misses the point. For some of the current tour
The Crampshave gone outwith The Fall, labelmates on Miles Copeland’s
IRS/Faulty Products shebang. Owingto amisunderstanding over double-
headlinestatus, theinitial datesarebesetwith bad feelingand tantrums.
Afterthe Edinburgh night, The Fall'slead singer condescends to offer Lux
the advice that “youshouldn’tbotherwith all thatKiss theatrical shit. You
don’tneedit”, and The Fall's managerinsists on taking Luxin front ofa
mirrorinorder to showhimhow “ridiculousIlook, to humiliate me”.

Obviously theseslights are notjustinsultingand hurtful. “Howcan
anyonetellmeit’stheatrical?I'msorrythatwe used the stage. That’swhat
astageisfor.ladmitwe'restillinlove with anonsenselife, thatwe're
remnants from a time when we took acid and never came down, butI hate
makingsenseall thetime.I'vehad amillionlooks and amillionnames. In
SacramentoIwas Vip Vop, after theIsleys song. It'son my driver’slicence.”

Wetalkabout The Cramps’ overdue debutalbum, Songs The Lord
Taught Us, produced in Memphis, Tennessee, by Alex Chilton. Iwondered
howtheyfeltmakinga spiritualjourney to the shrine of the musical form
theyhave turned into a contemporary sound.

“Ithad tobeaninspiration forus. In the South, rockabillyhas overtones
offireand brimstone. It’sa fusion of country, R&B and holy-roller
fundamentalism, the same wayitwas for Elvis. Those people drink
strychnineand handlesnakesand theyalso play Stratocasters; those are
theirrites. We're coming from another territory, that’sall.

“Butitisn’'tajoke and the albumtitlewasn’tajoke. Whichever Lord you
believe in, we believe the Lord taught us those songs.”

Areyoureligiousin any more orthodoxway?

“Well, Idon'twant to go to heavenifthere’sno hell. Iseelots ofboth and
Iwanttolivethemboth. Wedon't
excludeanything, webelieveinitall.”

Thisacceptance of diversity can
betraced and enjoyed throughout
arange of material thatbelies their
detractors. Crampsnoiseisan
embodiment of forcefieldslike Chuck
Pullens, Link Wray, Dick Dale, The
Ventures, Surfaris, Rivingtonsand The
Kingsmen. Thefirstsongtheyeven
un-learntwas “QuickJoey Small” and
amongst the outtakes on Songs The Lord
Taught Uswere an obscene version of
“Louie Louie” and a cover of Tommy
James’ “HankyPanky”.

“The covershave tobe songs thatwe
could have written, andsois ‘Goo Goo
Muck’.Ithink the only people who can
judgeithavetobelivingarocknroll
lifestyle. Be sexual beings. With
rock’n’roll thesearchisover, it’s the
end ofalandscape. Youcan'tlookatit
likegreatart, itisn'tapaintingora
sculpture, it’s outlawmusicandit’shard
todoitright.IthasVaselineinitand

naturallyitoffends.”
Wit
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THE CRAMPS

IvyRorschach dreamed thename Cramps onenightas shelayin asemi-
comatose stupor peeringover an old Kinks album. “Iwanted aname that
implied agang, somethingwarped, aproblem...”

Luxinterrupts. “Atthe timein America there wereno goodband names
anymore. [twasall Lightning Spot or Aerofeather, things that meant
nothing. Everyone wasinto this sexual denial, hippy sensibility. We were
calledaglitterband...” He cacklesimmodestly. “The best thingabout our
audiencesisthatthey’reamixture of the terminallyunhip and the
terminallyhip. Soyou'llgetaguyinasuitandtie standingnext to
someonewithanail throughhishead.” (Which one’s ‘hip’?-Ed).

To this end The Crampslike their shows to be events and notjust
interludesinasocial calendar. They’ve played tolarger crowds but their
forteisaclub, atleastsomewhere where they canbe seen and heard. “We
don’twanttobehugeinaMadison Square Garden sense, buthuge value-
wise. Wewant to become unforgettable. Gene Vincent was never huge,
butinmanywayshe’s the biggest. Actually, Ricky Nelson was my first
idol, Elviswastoo strange...”

Ivygazesat Luxwith sultryadmiration.

“Youlookedlike Ricky Nelson back then.”

adefinite burst of adrenalin. There’s only one way to
appreciate The Cramps—on a stage—and a week after my
notes had been pulled into some kind of shape I was suffering from
withdrawal symptoms. The band’simportant London date in the
Electric Ballroom turned out to be aminor letdown, predictably
enough. They suffered from the most baffling sound problems and an
audience who are still notready to deliver themselves from all evil.
Because ofthisincoherenceitwas onlyreally possible to enjoy The
Crampsasspectacle, and from that perspectiveit’s obvious thateven on
abadnighttheyare the perfectrock'n’rollband withimagesas
attractivelyuglyasall the great performers.
LuxInteriorisanaturallybrilliantwhite singer straight out of the
Presleymould withalineinlunacythatelevateshimto the pantheon
ofthe true eccentrics. Like Joy Division’sIan Curtis, Luxis a potent,
underrated vocalistand he’shere now.

HALFWAY THROUGH WRITING this thingIdecided itneeded

“Therearen’ttoo many Brian Epsteins or Malcolm McLarens around in
the States.” Bryan Gregory, one halfof The Cramps’ guitar front, sitsin his
roombemoaningthelateness ofhis group’sdiscoveryand the
reactionarynature ofAmericansin general.

“There are so manydull people; you can see that everywhere, it’s so
apparent. Even down to the factthat Americans have no creative shoes
like they do here, where shoeshave style, they're sleekand sexy.In
Americatheyreall”-Bryansearches for the appropriate insult—
“hippies,” he spits. “It'sso boring.”

Bryan Gregoryand drummer NickKnox, the other occupantofthe
room, are unknown factorsin Cramps terms. Luxis the Garbageman,
thewordman, thefocal pointand mouthpiece; Ivyis musical director,
part-time manager, full-time skipper of animpossible team. Bryanand
Nickhave areputation for being psychoticand they probablyare. An
impromptutalkheldin Bryan’sroom doesnothingto dispel the notion
thatthese twohonchosare quitehappy tokeep adistance fromanyaspect
ofnormality, that theyare synched into the communal doctrine ofimage
and madness which oftbefalls the hapless victims of brutal upbringing.

When Knoxwasachild, his fatherlarruped himinto orderand didn’t
care about theweals. Under their Cleveland home, Paindulged hislove
forultimate deterrentsin the form ofalarge andtotallyillegal arsenal,
includingaselection of police and sub-machine guns. Nick’s firstdrum
wasamilitarymodel witha crank tokeep the beat.

Knoxisaterse, witty character withanonchalantstare halfway
between amused and bored. Hekeepsatightrein on words. When Miles
Copeland asked himwhyhe spoke solittle, Knox told him he had water on
thebrainwhich frozein cold weather.

Knoxguffawsloudlyand thenstarts to nod off. Iask Bryan why it took
solongfor The Cramps to get signed in New York City. Songs The Lord
Taught Us could and should have been made threeyears ago, and even
nowthe Americanreleaseis weeks behind ours. “Itmade us struggle
harder, which could be agood thing... butafteratime youwonderif
maybe theydon'tunderstand. We're popularin New York but you
wouldn’tknowit.Igotreal angrywhenbands were getting signed after
three months and we'd been around for ages. That was so unfair—theygot

therewardsimmediately.”

Some peoplewillinsist that the thingisdead,
sunkinaseaofsafeness, but pessimism froma
position ofisolationand inverted idealism can’t
explaintheappealofananimalasuntamedas
The Cramp monsters. Besides which, those
reports have been greatly exaggerated-rockin
thegraveyardishighlyrecommended.

Onereasonwhy The Crampsareasfunnyas
theyareseriousisthefactthatallofthemare
fanswith fantasises fresh from overexposure
tothe pleasuresofthe flesh and the 45.

“I want the
audience to be

surprised and
shocked”

Thereasonsforhis snubbingare obvious,
though. Even by New York standards, The
Crampsare peculiar,and toarecord company
theirmusicisimpenetrable. Theyarerevivalist
inasense, butthere’snowhere foradull A&R
manto pluginhisnew-wave marketingindex.
Theydon'teven have agoddamn bass player!
It'llnever catch on.

Gregoryhasplans. Hewantstodirectablack
horrorfilm alaRoger Corman. “Luxis goingto
produce the nextalbum, butI'm more

Bywayofaninterlude, here are some of their
favouriterecords:

Lux’s Top 10

“It's A Gas” - Alfred ENeumann

“Mama Oow Mow Mow" - The Rivingtons

“Ballad Of Thunder Road” - Robert Mitchum

“The First Singles From Outer Space” (NASA & The Sputniks)
“Paralysed” - Legendary Stardust Cowboy

“Yum Yum Yamaha” - Carol Conners

“What Is A Fisteris?” - The Joker (AKA Mad Daddy)

“Girl On Death Row” - Duane Eddy/Lee Hazlewood

“Surfari” - Ward Darby & The Raves

“Red Hot Mama” - Wayne Williams & The Sure Shots

Ivy’s Top 10

“Funnel Of Love” - Wanda Jackson
“GoldenBoy” - Tommy Jim Beam & The Four Fifths
“Flamingo” - The Charades

“Harlem Nocturne” - The Viscounts

“Whistle Bait” - Collins Kids

“She Set Me Free” - Charlie Feathers
“Muleskinner Blues” - Dolly Parton

“I Want Some Of That” - Kai Ray

“You're Gonna Miss Me” -13th Floor Elevators
“Barracuda” - The Standells

interested infilmsincorporatingsome aspect
oftheband.I've got phenomenalideasbutno
bucks.Iseethatinthefuture...” Bryandriftsinto conjecture.

Hasheeveracted? “No, butI'msureIcould.”

Knox: “Thave.”

Gregory: “Butnothing major, no plays oranything?”

Knox: “Inearlygotarrested once for beingdrunkand disorderlyina
restaurantwhileIwasacting. I wasamusingmy small circle of friends.”
Nicktrails offinto aninvolved storyabout falling off chairs. “The policein
Cleveland don’tbotherwith me. Ilooklike alaw-abidingcitizen.”

ThelastimpressionsIhad about The Cramps before I stumbled offinto
thenightarealltotallyunrelated.

Onewas LuxInterior’s overview of modern urbanliving. “I've always
thoughtofthecitynotasacentre of civilisation butasajungle,and all the
peoplewho thinkthey’re so sophisticated arekidding themselves. The
buildings don't make any difference; we'rejust the same as cavemen.”

The otherwas the cautionary tale of ageing rockabilly original Tex
Rubinowitz, whom The Cramps played within Memphis. Rubinowitzis
aperfectexample of that correlation betweenreligion, narcosis and the
muse. Everynightwhen he’s touring, Texgets completely pickled, toped,
blotto, picks up anywomen whowilland smashes anything thatlooks
likeitneeds dismantling. After thathe goeshome to his Baptistmother
andindulgesagargantuan guilt complex.

Thatkind of style money can never buy. The Cramps knowall about
styleinstinctively. How could theybe bettered? Forwhatyouare about to
receive, may the Lord make you truly gone. Amen. MaxBell ®
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Masters
of gothic

gloom =8

—— FEBRUARY 8 ——

H, THEHORROR, the horror...
Awhere’s Colonel Kurtz? Somehow

the demented Brando figureis there,
spiritually leading the new dance. Like him,
today’s purveyors have witnessed the failure
of wanton destruction, as epitomised by punk,
andinturnhave retreatedinwardly.

But whereas he translated his thoughts
into some nightmare paradise of his own
creation, recent bands’introspections
manifest themselvesin tight, uneasy
rhythms, simultaneously despondent and
obsessively exhilarating. Coming too late
tolose themselvesinfuriously simple
thrashes, they've composed out of that
same frustration something more complex,
but equallyimmediate.

Joy Division are masters of this gothic
gloom, and they're getting even better at it.
Since they played London last November
with the Buzzcocks, they've added new songs,
more vigorous than their predecessors.

Less colourful now, they're getting closer

to the despair that’sbeen the core of their
work thus far,and they're honingin on it by
twisting purplish plots round slower rhythms,
bringing the bass even further to the fore and
allowing lan Curtis’s knotted-brow singing
greater expression.

In other hands their songs would collapse
disastrously, but Curtis’ controlled
balladeering makes lines like “/ remember/
When we were young” (from “Insight”) one of
the saddest statementsin pop, whichis after
all the province of the young, and that sung to
the sweetest, most melancholic tune, too.

Perversely, they didn’t play the great last
single, “Transmission”, but the next, “Love
Will Tear Us Apart”, was tantalisingly aired;
featuring synthesizer more heavily to
lightening effect, it breaks away from the
claustrophobiainto clearer surrounds.

Optimism on the way? Whatever, I'm
prepared to wait. Chris Bohn

ROB VERHORST / GETTY




JoyDivison'sBernard
Albrecht(néSumner)
and lan Curtis(right),
whose “knotted-brow
singing”isgaining
greaterexpression
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“I don't have

to prove it
. 10 a,nyone

J TOMPETTY




“InAmericawe’vegone
fromsmallvenuestolarge

hallsovernight”: TomPetty
il | & The Heartbreakersatthe
CivicAudirorium,Santa
Cruz,California,in1980
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NEAL PRESTON

Touringthelate-'79
breakthroughalbum
Damn The Torpedoes,
whichreachesNo2on

theUSBillboardchart

NME

HE PICCADILLY HOTEL in Manchesterisan
anonymous modern structure slipped neatly inside
amulti-storey car park—aninjection of glass and
concrete at the core of awraparound helter skelter.
The ethos behind such abuildingis entirely American,
the accenton efficiency and impersonality.

Adeskclerksurveys thelobbywithaglazed smile. “You're welcome,” he
parrots awkwardly atevery satisfied customer. “You're welcome.” The
expression grates absurdly.Ilook carefullyatthe man’snose;itdoesn’t
appeartobe growing.

Around thebarwehave some stars tonight, local boys. The hotelis host
toaceremonial dinnerand testimonial booze-up in honour of footballer
Joe Corrigan. There’smuch heartybanter and slapping of manly
shoulders as the famous players mingle with their tight-knit

tabloids wherehisimminentdeathwas
gleefullyforecast, gathers his cronies around
him and guffaws.

“Ayeoop, lads,” headdressesthebarin
general. “Aye oop, bloody press boys have
gotmebloodydead!Loseseven stone?
Sevenpoundsmorelike.” Thebarerupts
sycophantically. MrManning’s dietis
obviouslyinabeyance. He’sacard.

Acrossthelobbyanother party ofinformally
dressed young men amble out of the doorand
getintoalarge coach. Theyaren’tfootballers
though. One of themisveryblond, good
lookinginanangular, undernourished way—
prettyyoumightsay. Thefootballmafiastare
attheintrudersand muffled comments pass
between them; personal comments and
sexual allusions. Fat pinkfaces distortinto
adreadfulhallucination and their gaze turns
to photographer Anton Corbijn’s metal
suitcase. Perhaps he’s from the Daily Mirror;
perhapswe’re snooping on their private “do”.
Anton, whois Dutch, doesn’t have the faintest
ideaofwhat’s goingon.

He’slucky.

HREEHOURSLATER, a crowd of
| youthful Mancunian citizens are filing
outofthe Apollo in high humour. Tom
Petty & The Heartbreakers have justfinished
the second night of their British mini-tour.

Ithad begunslowly. The audience was quiet,
rarelyletting polite enthusiasm extend into any
celebration. Petty chastised them gently. Were
theyallonmandies? Butby the end of the
eveningthe Heartbreakers have won their
reaction—agenuine one. They play four

encores, including superblyweightyversions
oftheEverlys’ “Girls, Girls, Girls” and Eddie
Cochran’s “Somethin’ Else”. The freshness
oftheir attitude coupled with the quality of
their... whatthehell... musicianshipis
gratifyingrather thansurprising.

Tom Petty’s mostrecent album, Damn The
Torpedoes, isplaced atNo 2 inthe American
charts; itmayknock Pink Floyd offthat wall
anydaynow. He has two singles somewhere
intheTop30andathird onewaitingtojoin
themin thewings.

Fornow Tom Pettyhasarrivedand all
thatentails: the cover of Rolling Stone,

featuresin Newsweek, media pressures, whatis euphemistically termed
“heavy” management.

Butitwasn'talwayslike this. Pettylanguished out 1974 in the backroom
atShelter Records, alabel with afunky backwoodsimage, asmallroster
ofidiosyncraticartistes and ahomely method of promotion that suited
JJ Cale, sunk Dwight Twilleywithout trace and upset Petty’sincreasingly
ambitious programme.

Priortothe Heartbreakers, Petty fronted alocal Gainesville, Florida,
band called Mudcrutch, agroup he describes as “too peculiar for the
time-therewassuch diversityin the material, there was nowaywe
couldsurvive.”

Mudcrutch eventually pared down to the Heartbreakers, leaving
behind anunreleased album and one single, “Wild Eyes”/
“DepotStreet”, the latterbeingaslightreggae-tinged tune

mafiaof showbiz personalities and aselection of thick- muucg%?;f%??!c i guaranteed to attaininstantobscurityin 1975.
setmenin penguin costumeswho resemble off-duty The first Tom Petty album proper, released in 1976,
policemen. As snippets of conversation driftnearer wasacuriouslyadventurous projectforan unknown
itbecomesapparent thattheyare policemen. group, comingatatimewhenAmericanairwaves
Averylargegentlemanwheezestowardsthebar. | o R overstocked with complacentmetaland
Heidentifies himselfloudly as Bernard Manning, M 37101 pompoussoft-rockregurgitations.
all-purpose TV comedian and personage. Mr A4 "?5-!'5?“' Theband toured Britain during the height of the
Manning, fresh from the cover of the morning SHELTER st new-wave explosion and were bemused to find
30 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 MUDCRUTCH &
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themselveslabelledinasimilar
category. [twasabackhanded
complimentthatrecognised Petty’s
talents for offeringsomething newby
bracketinghimwith the punks, even
though his own tastes veered more
towards the classic period of LArock,
stoppingoffto payhomage to Bob
Dylan, Neil Youngand the mid-'60s
influxofAtlanticsouland Stax R&B
staples, hisacknowledged favourites.
Asecond album, You're Gonna Get It,
received amore muted response, too
much more of the same thing.
Throughoutlastyear, Pettyand the

TOM PETTY

TOM PETTYAE
HEARTBREAKERS

true. “Oh, they're thekings of that
genre; we're managed by the same
people. Theydon'tmean anythingto
someonein England though, that’s
fair.It’s the same with The Beach Boys
—theymovedme, butthey don’thave
alottosaytoakidinLondon... Why
amIdefending The Eagles?”
TaskPettyifhehastaken stock from
theaftermath ofthenewbands.It’s
apparentthatheisn’t particularly
interestedin the colourful areas
between experimentationand
challenge. He professesaliking for
Devo “indoses” and The Clash album

band wereinvolved inacelebrated
lawsuitwith their current company MCA.
Therewereno tours, analbumrecorded with
JimmyIovine was putonice by the American
High Courts and the singer declared himself
bankrupt. And now, ironically, Tom Petty
findshimselfin the position of being
ahugelysuccessful commodity, aface, living
up tothe expectationsimposed on thelikes
of Bruce Springsteen.

He’smanaged by Elliot Roberts, who handles
choresand buys the stamps for The Eagles,
amongothers. The albumresponsible forall
this, Damn The Torpedoes, hashoisted him

makes

“Ilike
textures — it

appreciate the
slower stuft”

initsentirety. Histastesare orthodox,

buthisreasoningishonest.

“I'moutoftouchreally. One ofthe bad things
aboutthisso-called successisifyougotosee
somebodyyou can getbothered to the point
whereyoudon’tenjoyit...it'sanordeal. Itrynot
totakeittooseriously.Ididn’texpectittobe
quite as manic, the people runningafter your
carand crawling through your windows. Itisn't
sobad;it’swhatlalwayswanted too, [ guess.
Theydon'twantto hurtyou.

“Butiflgotoaclub, there’sso manymusic-
companytypes, somanyLAscenemakers,
they canspoilyour privatelife. Ifsee anew

people

above The Cars, Cheap Trick, The Knack. MCA

couldn’tbe happier, Tomis theirboynow-evenifheissignedtoa
subsidiarylabel, Backstreet, overseen by the youngest tycoonin the
business, DannyBramson, a27-year-old whose firstalbum has sold more

than one-and-a-halfmillion copies.
| Knightsbridge and smiles to himself. He is a very happy man
indeed. Any advance warnings as to his tempestuous personality
seem far-fetched now, alone together in aroom. Petty drinks Coca-Cola
andIdrinkhisJack Daniel’s. He’s on the wagon these days, having
recently had his tonsils removed, a nasty goodbye to useless nodules
whenyou're 28.

“Icamehereabitbefore doc’s orders,” Petty drawls pleasantly.
“Hospitals are dreadful places.Ihad three months ofareally painful
throat.Icouldn’tsmoke cigarettes, have ajoint, nothing. Thaven’'tbeen
thatclear-headed foryears. Some of my closest friends say itimproved my
characteragreatdeal.”

He chucklesandreachesforaBenson. “Ican’tlivelike aboyscout.As
Mark Twainsaid when they told him to give up cigarettes or die, lifeain’t
worthlivingwithout’em.”

The consequences ofthe operation offered Petty an ultimatum which
hehasn’tquiteheeded - therewas adanger thatmorelive singingwould
affecthisvoice permanentlyand the British tourwas severely truncated.

“I'dprefer to do the extended tour, becauseIlike playing here—it’'smore
ofachallenge. InAmericawe’ve gone from small venues tolargehalls
overnight. Here they don’tknowthe album. I get more satisfaction out of
winninganaudienceround.”

InBirmingham and Manchester, the Heartbreakers were almost
starting offfrom scratch. Rows of seatsat therearremained empty and it

wasn’tuntil halfwaythrough the show thatthe

OMPETTY SITS in his seventh-floor hotel room overlooking

fanslivened up. Pettyinsists that thesetis
designed thatway anyway.

“Idon’tlikebandswith onesound thatthey
playall thewaythrough.Ilike textures—itmakes
people appreciate the slower stuff. It'snota
rambunctious pace;itwould be so easyto come
outandrockand causeariot. That’s too simple.
We're toyingwith theidea of playing more
countrysongsnow. Not Californian countryrock,
whichbecameabad word-itmeansdrivelnow.”

Like The Eagles?

“Well, they’re good atwhat theydo.Ithink
they'reagoodband.” Thisdoesn’tquitering

Sprin

Tom Petty
the new

and he
cut you!

band, Ifindithardtobe objectivelyinvolved:

it’simpossible to go somewhere and make up yourownmind.”

Generallyhe admits thatthereisachangein America for the better.
“America’scome alongway; I'm proud of America. IfI'm gonnawave the
ole USbanner,Iadmire Cheap Trickand Neil Young for beingloonier
thananyone else. The main thingis, you can go to towns which were dead
threeyearsago, placeslike St Louis, and there’re hundreds of newbands
allwriting their own songs and allfinding some kind of audience. That
never happened before, unless you played Top 40. Nowthere’s all these
newaudiences, that’shealthy.

“Don’taskme what the music of the '80s willbe though —just more

ofeverything.”

]:is fine and his comparatively recent success dictates a spirit of
diplomacy. In 1976, Tom Petty straddled the divide between old
and new with aknowing sneer. He was the up-and-coming gunslinger;

hewas goingto be different his way. If most of his songs were about
girls, the ins and outs of sexual relationships, rock'n’roll mythology,
then his manner of presentation was assured to the point of arrogance.

Hisstage talkwas deliberatelyincoherentand sullen, hisvocabulary
was straight-off-the-batbaseball parlance (“Thisis asongthatIwrote
aboutdisgirl” or “This one’saboutyour general screw-up”). He shared
Bruce Springsteen’slove for the romanticimage and the street-cool sass,
always hep enough to stay close to the street but not dumb enough to get
stuckonit.

“Well, wewere the first American band who weren’t punkwho were
doingthatstuff, three-minute songs thatweren't mush. Now, the first
albumdoesn’tsoundasweirdatall. Isaid alotofthings then thatIregret,
Iwasalways shootingmymouth off. Iwas abigfan ofalot of that though;
I'vealwayssupported thelunaticfringe,
because that’swhereit’sallgonnacome
from. Whenwe were here people always
approached usas punkand we’'d say, ‘No,
we'rearock'n'rollband.” We didn'tfit that
category. Thenallwe heard was punk this,
punkthat, and we said, ‘Fuck punk!”

“Wedecided toletourhairgrowtillit’s
down tohere, and they're startingto call
us punksinAmerica. Itwasabsurd, these
stupidlabels. That’s the time when they
don’tevenknowwhatapunkisin America,
and onedayljustsaid toaguy,asajoke, ‘If
youcallmeapunkagain, I'mgonnacutya.’ »

NTOMPETTY’S bookit’s evident thatanything that’srock’'n’roll

gsteen
Il
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Theytookitseriouslyand printedit, bigheadlines, ‘Call Tom Petty a punk
andhe’llcutyou’. SonowIgetkids comin’ up and askingme whyI'm so
down onnewwave andIhaveto tell ’em- ‘Fuck, Iinvented thatnewwave
hereforallyouknow. I've alwayswanted that cleared up 'cos of the
animosityit caused. The truthisthatI'm glad we were herein’77.Tused
tolaugh myselfsickat the SexPistols” antics. Every dayyou could buy a
paper and there was something outrageous goingon.”

shrouded in despair and depression. Any chance he had to
capitalise on constant touring and a highly accessible image
was threatened with extinction by a series of deadly lawsuits.

“Ourfirstalbumdidn’tbreak untilayearafter we came here. We'd
renegotiated a contract thatsaid if Shelter was sold we’'d the right to leave.
Thathappened. Shelter was sold by ABC to MCA in one of those huge
mergers thatarehappeningevery day. We assumed that we were then
freeand MCA said weweren't.

“Well, beingkindastubborn, I agreed to deliver an album butwouldn’t
take anymoney from them. I spentmy own moneymakingitanditwas
averyexpensive record to make. Partlybecause of the lawsuits, it took 10
months. Theninthe middle ofrecording MCA sued me, Shelter sued me,
my publishingcompanysued me and so did afew othersmaller people.

“MCA’sabigdogforanindividual to fight. Thad ninelawyers contesting
eachcase. While that'shappeningI've got constant offers from other
record companies that would make me blush to tell you here.

“Itreached the stage whereitwas almost funny. IfIsingasong, dolown
it?Me, theband and Jimmy Iovine [producer] were midway through and
the USMarshallswere coming to the studio to steal the tapes, confiscate
everything. We had to hide all the boxes, smuggle thingsin and out.Thad
togoonthestand and evadeissueslike, ‘Where are the tapes? Whatsongs
haveyouwritten? Recite thelyrics.’

“Irefused todo that. All they could do was beat me up mentally until
Ididittheirway.

“EventuallyIconvinced thejudge toletme go ona Californian tour
solcould make some money. The MCA lawyers were telling the judge
Icouldn’tdoitbecauseI'dincurall these debtsandIcouldn’tshowany
security. SoIsaid to thejudge, ‘But, Judge, thereisno securityin
rock’n’roll’,and helaughed andletme doit.”

Theresulting dates—the Lawsuit Tour (also known to posterityas the
“WhyMCA?Tour”) —culminated in two sold-out showsin the Universal
Amphitheatre, alarge hallowned by MCA; anironynotlost on Petty. The
bookingagentandboss ofthe theatrewas one

P RIORTO THEr release of Torpedoes Petty’s artistic life was

accepted the questioningin good humour, I got the distinctimpression
thatfuture media encounters would be charted out on along-term graph.
Bruce Springsteen doesn’t talk to newspapers, neither does Neil Young,
norJoniMitchell or Bob Dylan-and amanwho stands every chance of
joiningand perhaps even surpassingall thoseluminariesisn’'t goingto be
spreadinghimselfthineveragain.

It'sobvious from talking to Petty that success demands aformal
organisation to supportit. In the pastthe band were “stricken with
dreadfullaziness, neverusedtobeabletorehearse or take any timeinthe
studio”. Notanymore. The production partnership of Pettyand Iovine
willberepeated in the summer and the two have ahabit of callingeach
other dailyto chartoutthe future.

Iovinehasbeenindemand asaproducer for several years now,
numberingJohn Lennon (Walls And Bridges), Patti Smith (“Because The
Night”) and Bruce Springsteen amonghis clients, butnone of themis as
potentially explosive as Pettyisnow. The Heartbreakers’ attention to
detail encompasses alive showthat sprawls majestically over nearly two
hours—usually they’rereadyto quitbefore the audience. The set gives
everyimpression of beingspontaneousandloose, butisactually
arranged to be the complete opposite. Where in the past Petty denied any
involvementin theatrics and choreography, heisnowin full command of
everynuance. Hisownvocal performanceis astaggering combination of
the Byrds-like countrydeliverythatis usually associated with his
material, butittakesinacomplete gamutof cross-references to the
“classic” singers—Jagger, Bowie, Van Morrison, even Reddingand Pickett.

Drummer Stan Lynch and keyboards rock Benmont Tench excel on
harmonies. When Petty and Lynch duetted on John Sebastian’s “Stories
We Could Tell”, the results would have nonplussed all those who hitherto
refused to take the band seriously—The EverlyBrothers didn’t comeintoit.

Theband’srenditions of Solomon Burke’s “Cry To Me” and The Isley
Brothers’ “Shout” are equally convincing, non-originals being integrated
among Petty’s own songs to give the actasense of power and authority.

The onlyaspects of Petty’s show thatrankle now, and the elements that
preventhim from aspiringto greatness, are the slightly sillyraps that the
singer usesin-between numbers. Theywork for one night butbecome
predictable after three. Thatand guitarist Mike Campbell’s occasional
stageruns, which donothingtoincrease the dignity of the group.
Campbelljustlooks toonervousto carry off therole of dangerous
performerand Petty’snatural upstaging unsettles theirbalanceas
arhythm-and-lead team par excellence.

It's clear thatdespite talkabout group democracy thisis Petty’s show.

“The othersallhave cliques offans who come to

DannyBramson, who intervened between
artistand company.

Sowas Pettysatisfied with the outcome
ofhislitigation?

“Theydidn’trealise howseriousIwas.
Ispenthalfamillion dollars of my own
money, sold everythingThad to getwhatwas
rightfullyours. It saved the group morale-
wise, becauseIneverbelieved thatrecord
wouldmakeit.”

InAmerica Pettymaintainshe haslittle or
nothingtodowith companymen, preferring
tolet Bramson, Roberts and his English
partner, Tony Dimitriades, represent

“MCA’s a big
dog... I had
nine lawyers
contesting
each case”

seethem, but'dstand outifIwas thebassist,
beingblondand all. Ithink they're happyjustto
getthemoney. Benmont getsamuch better shot
onthislastalbum.

“We'vealwaysbeen castin the 12-stringsound;
those Byrds comparisons. I knowwe sound like
themattimes, and God knowsI've tried notto, but
Igetabittired ofhearingthemnow.Idon’tthink
RogerMcGuinn candoallthe things people say
he can. We're entirely different musiciansreally.
OfcourseI'dbeinterested to seehowhe did ‘Here
Comes My Girl. Buthe phoned melastyear to ask
ifThad anysongs forhimandIcouldn’tcomeup

with one thatwas suitable.”

theHeartbreakers’ interests. This
managerialindependenceleftBritish
MCA somewhatin the darkwith their
new goldenboy, and the factthey
didn’tprovide any tour supportfor
theband’s five British dates did
nothingto cement therelationship.

ETTY'SATTITUDE
P TOWARDS the mediais

ambivalent, inline with the
increased responsibilities that
accompany mega-stardom.

Therehadbeen franticlast-minute

negotiations betweenrelevant parties
tofinalise this particularinterview,
and while the star of the show
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Oneofthesmartestthings
Pettyever did was to appear on
the “No Nukes” benefiton the same
nightas Springsteen. Itwas good
forhis credibilityandincreased
his potential drawing power on the
EastCoast.

“Whilewe wereinlimbowith the
lawsuitsI'dread all these articles
inthe Los Angeles Timesabout
radiation creepingin. 'mnot
averypolitical guy, butI'm getting

abitworried. Atleastletthe
Russiansbomb us-itwouldbeso
embarrassingto blow ourselves up.
“Mike [Campbell] and Idiscussed
playingone of those benefits
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wrsday 6th & Friday 7th March 7.30 pm

# Petty’sliveshow “gives
| everyimpressionof
beingspontaneousand
loose, butisactuallly
arrangedtobethe
completeopposite”

because we thoughtwe'd drawa completely different crowd to the
peopleJackson Browne and Graham Nash get, the Woodstock types.
When Bruce phoned me to playwith him-and he doesn’tusuallyhave
other groups on his bill-we decided to do it. We don’t preach or send
outleaflets.Thaven'theard the album anyway-itdoesn’tlookvery
interesting.Isawthe showand thatwas enough.

“I'vechanged mymind aboutalotofthings.ITused tosay, ‘Fuck the
whales’,butnowI thinkwe ought to save them too. Whynot?”

It's possible to view this softening process with some cynicism, as part
ofthehomogenised image that tends to accompany stardom, but Petty
hadno guarantee that Damn The Torpedoeswould catch fire.

“Ifthose people had kepton suingmeIwas goingtobeonasoupline.
I'venever gotonto thatchannel aboutwhatislife? This timeIhad afew
sleeplessnights.

“TheonlythingI owned were mysongs.Iwanted to write anthems for
underdogs, songslike ‘Even The Losers’ and ‘Refugee’... The theme of
thealbumwasn'’tself-conscious, butwhenI putit together, afterwards
Icouldseeitwasaboutstandingup foryourrights, the ones thateveryone
haswhich can’tbe fucked with or taken away.

“Ratherthan getreallygraphic— ‘They tookme down to the courttoday
and grilled me for eighthours’-Iwanted to keep the common
denominator of them aslove songs with other connotations.

“Theyaren’tnecessarily boy-girl songs, butalsoIdon’t think the kids
wantto heararecord about the evils of the musicbusiness; thatwould be
asboringashell.

“The songsIalways dugwere the old R&B ones, Iliked theinnuendos.
The old people thought theywasjustkissing, butyouknewtheywere
fuckingeach other’sbrains out. When Johnnie Taylor did ‘Who’s Making
Love To Your Old Lady While She’s Been Out Making Love’, that spoiled it
forme’costhatwasahitand
afterwardsall theblack cats
werejustgonnasayit.

“lamromantic,an old sap.
Allmyvalues came outof the
TVtubefrom the age offive. My
wholelove ofthe guitar came

”" ’ ‘ presents

TOM PETT

AND
THE

from seeing cowboyslike Gene

Plus The Fabulous Poodies

HAMMERSMITH ODEON

Tickets £4.00, £3 50, £3.00, £2.50

Autrywhentheyallhad gunsand guitars. Itlooked like the hippest thing.
Ifyoudidn’thave TVand movies, where would youridea ofromance
come from? Books probably, but'mnota greatreader.”

IfPettyisadamantinhisopinion thatrock’n’rollisthe greathealer, the
embalmingfluid thatnegatesthe value of education, politics and the
liberalarts, then heis only offeringhis own view.

“LindaRonstadtcalled me up to supportjerryBrown, butIcouldn’tdo
allthatstuff, I'd feelsilly. I thinkifyou can take people away from their
problems for two hours, that’s aslikely to enlighten them as any political
thing.Idon’ttrustany politician. Period.”

plaudits while keeping one step ahead of the pundits and

theirslings and arrows. He takes his job seriously butis
unconvincingly modest. He calls his songs “disposable”, yet he risked
bankruptcy for them. He says that songwritingis justfun-“Irefuse to
think ofitaswork” —buthis game planlookslike veryhard work indeed.

Asforhis philosophy, his attitude to the demands of the currentlifestyle,
thatsprings from an expression of naivety based on solid self-assurance.

“I've proved everything to myself. One of myfavourite Dylanlinesis
‘Tvegotnothingtoliveupto’, and that'swhatIfeel. Idon’thave to proveit
toanyoneelse.”

Beinginthe publiceye, beingsuccessful, being good-looking,
embracingrock'n’roll asalife force—all these are traits thatidealists will
use toundermine him.Itwon’t make any difference.

Tom Petty & The Heartbreakers don’thave any time to be complacent,
andifherefusestoaccepttherole of spokesmanonnon-related (ashe
thinks) topics, does thatmake him areactionaryorabad person?

Tosome peopleitdoes. But then some people think Bob Dylan would
makeagood president, thatJohn Lydon should be prime minister, that
Beethoven should havebeenatown councillor.

No, therock'n’roll that Tom Petty stands foris hopelessly naive,
terminallyyoung, won'tchangeathing. That’sitscharm.And when
heencored at Hammersmith with the familiar Bobby Fullernumber
“IFought The Law (And The LawWon)” you had to admire his cool cheek.

Tom Pettyfought thelawand thelawlost. Thatwasreally something.
MaxBell ®

M EANWHILEHE’'SADEPT ataccepting the bows and the
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AlexChilton:
“soundsasif
he’sjusthad his
headshaved

fromtheinside”

ALBUMS
Alex Chilton

AURA

From The Box Tops to Big Star
to The Cramps, via the bar (and
very probably the head clinic),
Alex Chilton’s career hasbeen
unpredictable, lively and
increasingly bizarre.

Like Flies On Sherbet is the
sound of someone with nothing
coherent left to say, talking to
himself.It's an album of
fragments, randomnotes,
brief distractions; alternately
absurd, funny, touching,
disturbing. The songs exist as
blurred sketches -incomplete,
only vaguely realised.

“Boogie Shoes”, its opening
cut, is typical of therecord’s
deranged style. The rhythm
section coughs and splutters.

atthe wrong party. Chilton’s
vocalisaswellingcroon.The
track hangs together like
exploding shrapnel, no two
instruments prepared to share

EBET ROBERTS / REDFERNS

34 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1980

The guitars wander in, late guests

Like Flies On Sherbert

——ALBUMs __

REVIEW

1980 —

the same direction
or emphasis.

The lusty bravado that
Chilton brought to Big Star’s
Radio City neverreally emerges
here. The cocky venom, the
slovenly zeal of the likes of
“Back Of ACar” and “Mod Lang”
have given way to an exhausted
impotence. Chilton sounds
burned out.

“Hey! Little Child” cruelly
reflects his tired lust. Overa
stutteringbackbeat, he drones
aninane lyric, desperately trying
toassert some kind of vanished
virility - “Plaid skirt, flannel vest
-silly nubiles are the best,” he
lamely asserts as the band
collapse about him. It would be
hilarious if it weren’t somehow
so harrowing.

Chilton’s version of Ernest
Tubb’s “Waltz Across Texas”
is similarly painful. A fairly
standard country lamentis
transformed into something
quite extraordinary. Chilton
caricatures the familiar country
shine of the distressed cowboy,

but his performance
is beyond parody.
It'sasif he'stryingto
take the song’s original
sentiment to some desperate
and definitive conclusion, seeing
how far he can distort shape
without losing its meaning. The
performance, finally, has the
emotional gravity of Gram
Parsons’ reading of “Wild
Horses™: ableak, wasted epic.

Thetitle trackisnoless
reassuring. Over asloppy,
Spectorish backdrop, Chilton
adoptsakind of
grazed falsetto to
proclaim: “What
doesitmatter-it’s so
fine, fine, fine.” You
don’tbelieve him.He
soundsasifhe’sjust
had his head shaved
fromtheinside. If
Syd Barretthad been
bornin Memphis,
The Madcap Laughs
would’ve sounded
like this. AllanJones,
MMFeb16

CAPTAIN BEEFHSE

Captain Beefheart
& The Magic Band

VIRGIN

Logically, this album
doesn’texist. Atleast
half the songsare
fouryearsold;itwas
recorded nearly two
yearsago, heldup by
amessy, nibbling court
case that stopped its British
release last year, andis finally
available many months after its
releasein Americaby Warners.

It’s also only half the album
originally intended by the
Captain -the first version
planned under thisttitle included
tracks like “Poop Hatch”, “A
Carrotls AsClose As A Rabbit
Gets To A Diamond”, “The
Thousandth And Tenth Day Of
The Human Totem Pole” and
“Seam Crooked Sam”.

With such a conceptionand
birth, a stir round the entrails
floats only minimal auguries of
success, but with amaster’s
sense and a master’sband,
Beefheart has juiced up agem of
an album. A fluke of timing has
allowed the British rock ear to
become freshly reacquainted
with the trombone thanks to
Rico’s work with The Specials and
others,and Bruce Fowler’s oiled,
bopping playing with the Magic
Bandslidesinadroitlytoadda
new skin to Beefheart’s robust
musical flesh.

The characteristic signs and
signals are there, this time with
different names. The thin, jangly,
slide guitar neurosis comes from
Jeff Tepper and the kicking,
vaulting backbeatbounds, Art
Tripp-like, from the kit of Robert
Williams, with Tripp also on hand
with additional percussionand
marimba, tying with Tepper to
provide those ensemble
percussion/guitar sequences
thatassert the authority of the
music. Richard Redus plays
urgent bass, gutty slide and
bottleneck, and wistful accordion
alongside Eric Drew’s carefully
integrated keyboards.

HINY BEAST

(BAT CHAIN PL LLER)

ART Anp THE MAGIC BAND



The album provides
atravelogue through
Beefheart'’s vivid
Crayolaimagination,
as stacked and volatile
asany of hisbest (early)
works.None of the
material matches the
extremes of Trout Mast
Replicaor Lick My Decals Off,
Baby, but the ability of Don Van
Vliet to orchestrate his wildest
visions has lost none of its power.

The slowly unwinding guitar
figure on“Love Lies” cutsin with
the mellow marimbabacking and
chugging trombone to build an
air of almost tangible regret and
sorrow, backing alyric that easily
betters the songs on Bluejeans
AndMoonbeams or
Unconditionally Guaranteed.
Vliet's wracked delivery wrings
the song with afeeling of
tortured romanticism.

His skillin counterpointing lyric
with musical impression has
always been one of Van Vliet's
assets, and now that more rock
lovers have had their ear-span
widened by the groups fed by his
early giant musical and
experimental steps, the timeiis
right for the circle to come full
round. The besttracks-“The
Floppy Boot Stomp”, “Bat
ChainPuller” and “When|See
Mommy | Feel Like AMummy”
-allcentre onthejaunt, jerky
syncopation that drives from the
drumkit, illuminating lyrics that
areclose, cluttered and as
rewarding/redundant as the
individual chooses.

Othersareinstantenough to
besingles.“Harrylrene”isa
delicately created period piece
of Midwest Depressionlore,
and “Tropical Hot Dog Night”
is warm and funky enough for
wide appeal, especially with
Bruce Fowler’s joyous Mardi
Gras trombone.

Spicing the mix are two
instrumentals, “lce Rose” and
“Suction Prints”, that could have
come from a Zappa session but
succeed where Frank tends to fail
because Van Vlietis trying to
create and not parody.

Closing with the trite little
“Apes-Ma” poem, Shiny Beast
settles as amore-than-satisfying
glance through whatinany
other musician would be secret
diaries and closed thoughts. It
contains the elements of the
work that made the mana
justified legend, and while the
release of the original, uniquely
rewarding Shiny Beast would
have scored deeper hits, thisis
anindispensable substitute.
JohnOrme, MMFeb 2
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PeterGabriel:

a“beautifully
cleansound”

SINGLES

UB40 GRADUATE

Disappointing debut from one
of the seemingly few
new bands playing
reggaerather
thanska.
Nice linein
mournful
singing,
though.
MMFeb23

Wah! Heat

INEVITABLE

Debutdiscon
Liverpool club Eric’s
record labelis (again)
wonderfully packaged, and if
the contentsaren’thalf so
startling, they've gotalot of
merits; namely abrooding
modernrhythm cut up with
smart guitar and topped with
arichvocal. MMFeb23

Talking Heads SIRE

Not the best example of the
Talking Heads' fractured
dancerhythm,butinsuch
alean, lousy week of heavy
disappointments (Bowie),
it'llhave to do. The nervous
chatter of the guitars starts
offfine, butit’s notenough to

cover the lengthy instrumental
passage, and the organ comes
intoolatetorescueit. The
songisanonsensical African/
surrealist chant, which, if
it takes off, will prove
once and forall
that nobody
listensto the
words of
chart hits.
| MMFebis

Peter
Gabriel

CHARISMA

ladmire Peter Gabriel
for his constant self-appraisal
and musical explorations. This
time he’s created akind of Lord
Of The Flies, an international
playground with sombre
implications: “If looks could kill,
they probably will/In games
without frontiers, war without
tears.” The soundis beautifully
clean, with the sort of diamond

TOM PETT

AND
THE

HEARTBREAKERS
REFUGEE

edgethatcomesfroma
perfectly poised
interplay (listen to the
percussion colliding
with the plunging
bassline) and aninnate
sense of space. All
praise mustgo to
producer Steve
Lillywhite, who has
perfectedthatopen-
necked, brittle
atmosphere he
pioneered onthe
Banshees' first album.
An utterly beguiling
single. MM, Feb2

Tom Petty And The
Heartbreakers
MCA

Petty’s perfected Dylan
drawl (circa Before The
Flood) hasn'tgot agreat
song toworkon, but he
makes it palatable
enough, backed asitis
with aptly swollen
guitars and keyboards.
MMFeb23

Iron Maiden EMI

The cover suggests that they're
trying to break away from their
elders’ perniciousinfluence,
portraying asit does along-hair
running away from a wall
covered withidolatrous HM
graffiti, but the contents are
really more of the same.
Unappealing. MMFeb23

JosefK ABSOLUTE

Serious Edinburgh band put

perfect Lou Reed voice on top

of apounding drum/bass motif

and juicy guitar/keyboards
noises - mainly to indifferent
effect. MMFeb23

Felt SHANGHAI

An exercise in primitive
monotony using one electric
guitar, two practice amps and
acheap microphone. MMFeb2
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“Atthe momentit's
justlikesomegiant
funfair”: The Specials
playoneoftheirfirst
showsintheStates,
January1980



-t N cant
OWT Music’

THE SPECIALS

JERRY DAMMERS.
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NME

HISIS OURfirstever gigin America...”

( ( TerryHallfixesastare on New York’s
assembled culture vultures. “And wejustcan'’t
say howpleased youmustbeto haveushere!”

I'dnevernoticed beforehowmuch menace

TerryHall canwield from astagewhenhehasa
mindto. Hisnervous, edgystiffnessis more thanjustagood foil for the
loose-limbed, explodingfrenzy of The Specials; it’s the eye at the centre
oftheirhurricane, anditfocuses on the self-conscious, scene-making
faction of the chicuptownrockdisco Hurrah’s—specifically those who
camemerelytosee or beseen—withwhatcanonlybe described as sheer
scolding contempt.

“Thisisit,” hetells them, grinningalmostsadistically at the thought of
thenervehe’saboutto touch. Grinninglike only aboywho hadlooked at
Johnnywould knowhowto grin.

“Thisisit, mylittle petals. Thisis yourlast chance to dance before World
WarThree!”

That’snojoke. To the average liberal, informed young American facing
the prospectofthedraft, thatisnotveryfunnyatall. To the average
lobotomised, gung-ho youngAll-Americanitisyet more proofthat the
nation can’tcountonitsspineless, so-called allies in Europe to defend
Democracyinwhatthe mediaherehaslostno timein proclaiming
America’sdarkesthour.

AndtosomeonewhothinksIranianshave everyrighttorun their
countryhowtheyseefitsolongashedoesn’'thavetolive there, to
someone who deplores anykind ofimperialism be it Soviet or
Western, sampling the undercurrentsin an Americathatfeels itself
tobeblackmailed athome and threatened abroad isnolaughing
matter either.

Acartoonin one newspaper depicts Carter and Brezhnevfacing off
astride theirrespective dominionswith theirfliesundone, the exposed
appendages drawnlike missiles, Jimmy’slimp and Leonid’s stiff. And
there’sno mistakingwhat they symbolise in a countrythatsees politics
largelyin terms of personality and machismo.

In Oklahoma City, therealhick cowboyheartland of middle America
—where The Specials play to arabid crowd who holler for rack and row!
whenwhat theymeanis Foghat or ZZ Top-aninformal poll was taken at
thelocaluniversity. Eight out of 10 students said if there was awar, they'd
bewillingto fight. No one asked them if they’d be willing to die, but then
that’'snothowthese thingsare done.

Itreallyis thedawning ofanewera. Fingersareitching. Andinthe
midstofit The Specials, with their message of funand tolerance and
freedom from stupid social pressures, and theiradmonishmentto all
thebullshitbelligerentfactions to “keep on

“Canyouimagineit?” heasks. “Fancybeingabletohearall that great
music for the firsttime. The whole bit: ska... mod... great! Howcan you
notbeknocked out?”

Y VENTS HAVEALREADY answered that question, and nobody

needs to bereminded at this point of the phenomenal rise and
A__driseof2-Toneasa revolutionary musical style and predictable
high street fashion.

Revolutionary?Ifthat seems to be straining credibility, then remember
thatthelasttimeanybody created aworking hybrid of black and white
musicwasbackin the '50s at the Sun studiosin Memphis. Chris Blackwell
ofIslandrecords, along-time patron of reggae since the early '60s blue-
beatdays (and notwidelyliked foriteither) is convinced that The Specials
could do forreggae what Sun did for R&B and what he’s been working at
foryears.

There have been blacks playingwhite music before and, more
commonly, there have been whites who played blackmusic-Dammersis
fond of citing the Stones, who based themselves on Chess and Atlantic
R&B, asaprecedent for The Specials. But The Specials do more than take
ablackidiom and amplify the beat. They’'ve added toitaspecifically
white Britishidiom. Theresult: punkyreggae. An almost too obvious,
logical conclusion to the tendencies of the pastfewyears.

Thesentimentand the noiseis punk, and thebeatand thestyleis
reggae. Broadly speaking. And that’s thelasttimeIshallmake the
distinction between blackand white musicin this context.

Fromnow on theword is 2-Tone. But, ifanything, The Specials are
closestinfeel toagrouplike The Coasters, who at theirbestwere able
tosaysomething “meaningful” without the awful self-conscious
seriousness thatimplies (as,indeed, were many other R&B groups).

The Specialsmakeriotous, comic, sociallyaware, sardonic dance
music. Youcan take them as seriously as youlike, and no small part of
theirappeal mustliein the antidote they provide torock’s prophets ofan
analytical future with their collars turned up against the cold winds of
modernangst.

Inotherways, too, they seem more like an R&B group from the ’50s than
anythingfromrecentmemory. Froma peculiar, personal angle they pull
thebedclothes off some of the mutually destructive attitudes that still
persistbetween the sexes despite over 25 years of teen music’s fearless
celebration of thelibido.

Some people find their angle personal to the point of being sexist, but
underlyingall their songsis the same simple, stubborn, sullen, punk
resentmentofthe pressures to conform-beitto the domesticidyll, the
ganglife, theratrace, or whatever. And whatwould bereallyinteresting
would beto hear theirsongs rewritten from the feminine point of view.
Idoubtthere’'d be very much difference.

Despite the conviction he brings to them,

fightingtillyou'redead” for them and the
beginningofthe nextphase.

Theywere woken up in Oklahoma City with
thenews thatthe “Too Much Too Young” EP
hadjustmadeNo 1inthe BBC chart. Their
first British No 1!Most of them went straight
backtosleep.

Thenightbefore, they’d proven to themselves
somethingmuch moreimmediateand
comprehensible—somethingmuch more
valid, ifultimatelyjustastransient. They'd
feltithappenall overagain, asithad before
inBritain and thenin Europe: the advent of
theoffbeat.

“This game
can be a bit
dangerous...
you get too
much praise”

TerryHallhasn'tso far, writtenany of The
Specials’lyrics.

“Imightthrowinacouple of oddlineshere
and there, butJerrywrote most ofthe songs
thatwe’re doingat the moment. I'd feel
uncomfortable aboutsinging those words if
Ididn’tagreewith them. Whathe’sbasically
sayingiswhatIagreewithand whattherest
ofthe band agree with, otherwise we wouldn't
beinthesameband.

“I've gotthe same feelings about girlsas
Ihaveforboys.Aboycouldbeaslagasfaras
I'm concerned. And asonglike ‘Too Much
Too Young', about the girlnotdealingwith

Sevenhundredresidents of the Bible Belt
no-liquor state of Oklahoma, who—-unlike their cosmopolitan New York
cousins—hadnoideawhatto expect,letalone howtorespond when they
gotit, whohave neverheard of ska, blue-beathats and tonic suits, whose
fellow citizens thinka cropisa “goddamn faggot military-style haircut,”
who probably don’tevenremember that Desmond Dekker’s “Israelites”
and Dave &Ansel Collins’ “Monkey Spanner” were mild hitsin the USin
theearly’70s... theyshouted rack and rowlbut they got the Black Country
skankandtheyloveditto theverylastdrop.

“Ireallyenvy them!” Jerry Dammersreacts to thehoped-forbut
unexpected mayhem that erupted in the small dowdy out-of-town
theatre. Notsomuch like someone who'd been proved rightas someone
who never even gave athoughtto being proved wrong.
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contraception... it'sjustasmuchonthe
boy’shead asitison thegirl’s. You've got to have two people to use
contraception, and two peoplenotto.”

Terry, at20,is theyoungestmember of the group. He stillwearsa
reminder ofhis punkupstartdaysin The Squad (who used to supportThe
CoventryAutomatics and try toruin the PAbefore the CA'swenton) in the
formofblackeyeliner: “The old Dave Vanian crack.” Clothes are
importanttohim, andsotoowasone] Rotten.

“Atfirst, yeah. [twasjustthe wayhe stood on stage and gazed for half
anhour.I'dneverseenanythinglikeit. His stance waslike an extension
of standingstill-itwaslike ameaningful glare. ButIdon’t stand still.”

The Squad cameto an end onenightat the George clubin Coventry
whentheyallgotblind drunkand trashed their equipment. Soon



afterwards, Jerry, who waslooking for a singer, extended
aninvitation.

Thedisconcertingeffectheand therestof the group have
onAmerican citizens when theyventure outinto thesstreets
doesn’tbother Terryatall. Exactly the same thinghappened
inEngland and Europeatfirst, he says. Hisreaction to the Land
OfTheFreeisequallybemused.

“It’'salright. It'sfunny. I can’treally takeitallinasyet.In another
fewweeksImightbe able to understand some of it, butat the
momentit’sjustlike somegiantfunfair.” Asfarasjerryis
concerned, beingin Americais “morelike aholiday for us.
Something to spend the money from ‘Message To You, Rudy’ on.”

motelsinstead of the Holiday Inn chains and play in
rowdy, downbeatbarsinstead of the regular venues.

“People talkaboutbreaking America...” He shrugs. He’'s more
interested in feelingthe pulse oflife here thanin “openingup” any
new “markets”.

ButwhileJerrysimplyignores all the usual considerations,
RoddyRadiation (née Byers) feels themall too keenly.

“It’saweirdlife. Youspend all this time travellingand hanging
aboutjusttospend three quarters ofan houronstage.
That'swhatyou doit for, butyou have to putup with all
this...sittinginacaroravanoraplaneandfeelingsick
from ahangover orsomething. Butthen there’snobetter
feelingyoucangetthanbeingonstage.Icouldn’timagine
goingbacktome oldjob.Icouldn’timagineitwhileIwas
doingit!Twas always dreaming—used to drive the blokes
Iworked withmad.”

Roddyworked asapainterand decorator for thelocal
corporation for eight-and-a-halfyears after heleft school.
He’sbeen playing guitarsincehewas 13, whenhe gotan
Antorialead guitarandlearned to play “Queen Bitch” in
frontofamirror.

“People keep askinguswhatit’slike now, butit’sveryhard
toseetheoverall picture of what’s going on. It’s all a bit of
arushreally, whichisabitworrying. And another thing
I'vethoughtaboutrecentlyis thatwhen we startwriting
some more songs, instead of writing about things we wrote
aboutin the past, we're goingto startwritingabout things
we're doingnow. Whichisabitlike asell-out to the kids, but
IwriteaboutwhatI'm goingthrough atthe time. Imagineif
IwroteasongaboutfallingoverinaHolidayInn... bloody
hell!Holiday Inn!Will The Specials break America or will
Americabreakus?”

Before The CoventryAutomatics, Roddy cuthisteethin
aclubshowband, playinginterval musicatbingo hallsand
“YVivaEspafia” atworkingmen’s clubs for two-and-a-half
years. Thenin 75 he formed The Wild Boys with Pete
Davies,nowthe drummerwith the UK Subs. The Wild Boys
playeditstraightfrom the Doll/Stooges prototype, wearingleather
jackets, DMs, and spikyhairto augment the obligatory switchblade
sneer. The Wild Boys, however, were soon overtaken by their stylistic
heirs-the punks-and The Automaticsbecame amore interesting
prospect. But their course ran by no means smoothly, and there was
apointwhen the decision was taken to use the skamould thatalmost
caused Roddytoleave.

“Don’tgetmewrong-—allIever playathomenowis ska—butI'd been
withthemayearandI'dworked outall these guitar things thatIreally
liked, and alotof those things didn’tfitwith the ska, sol had torethink
myguitar playing over again for every song. Having to doitjustlike that
was abitofashock. Formeitwaslike discoveringska, really.

“Wherelcamefromitwaslikeaminingvillage.Iplayed guitarand my
hairwasabitlonger thanallthe skinheads’. Itwould justbe me, a couple
of mates, and me girlfriend, and we’d just getinto playing music. SoTused
togetbeatenup alot,knocked aboutabit.

“Thenawhileago Istarted cropping me hairabitand wearing Doc
Martens, and it'sweird nowbecause all those guys who used to be
skinheadshave gottheirhairlongand they’reallinto The Who.I've met
acouple ofthemsinceandit’slike we’ve changed over almost. Inaway
it'sanicebitofrevenge.'m going to write asongaboutit. I've got the riff
worked out, butit’shard tryingto get the words together.

J ERRYWOULD BE happy to stay in cheap, shabbylow-life
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“There’s so much emphasis on what
yousaynow, soyou have to tryand
sayitright. Ittakesabitofthinking
aboutto putitoverto the bestof
your abilities.”

I'msurprisedto find thatRoddyisn’t
bothered by this, and actually thinks
it'sagood thing—whereasI'mnotso
sure, despite the fact thatit’s the likes
of mewho tend to cause this emphasis. What does trouble him, though,
isthewaythe pressinflate their subjects.

“Thisgame canbeabitdangerousin thatyougettoo much praise.
That’saproblem with groups. Youget to the stage where youstart
believingall the stuffin the papers and you feel you have tolive up toit.
Then onceyougetintowhatwe’re doingnowyoustartgoingto certain
clubswhereall the otherbands go, and that’swhere you get the rock elite
thing.Idon’tlikeit.I've been to a couple of these showbusiness parties
andtheyrereallyboring.”

Takehisword forit.

HICHEVER WAY YOU look, The Specials are there turning
& ; ; ; thingsinside out. The name itself, saysJerry, somewhat
ruefully, “was supposed to be sarcastic”.
Onstagetheyputtorestthe age-old gambitofasingle dominant
fronting personality. They’ve justmade No 1 withalive EP, and their
album, deliberately packaged with noregard for the rules of attracting the
consumer, soundedlikeitmightaswell havebeen made athome, thanks
toElvis Costello’s perfectrough-and-ready dull-reverb production.
“Idon’tthink Elvis quite understood what we were aiming for,” argues
Roddy. “Ithinkhestill thought thatitwaslike one section of reggae, then
thenextsection’saheavysection, then another section comesalong. »
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“ButI'mnotknockinghimatall. He gotagreatdrumsound, and he was
alotbetter than having some hotshot producerwhowouldn’tevenletus
intothemixingsessions. [twould be niceifwe could do it ourselves next
time, though. Thenyou've gotno one toblame.”

Lookingat photographs, and beingaround them for afewdays, it
becomesapparent that Roddy doesn’t quite toe the group line on dress,
slack though thatlinemaybe. On therelated subject of gangs, his
background grantshim asober perspective.

“Igotoutofthatgangthing, butlcanunderstandit. Whenwe'reall
together—-the group and theroadies—and yougo outforadrinkand
there’sabigcrowd ofyou, it’s a great feeling. You feel part of something.
That'swhyalot ofkids getinto those things. Great. Whynot?

“AndsomethingIlearned whenIwasworkingwith all those old blokes at
the corporationwas thatyoudon’tgrowout ofit. I found out that they were
justasmuchlikekidsasanybodyelse. Theystillwantto have abitof fun.

“Solongasit’sjustabitoffun...”

artsandlanguage student (amongother things) who had long

been afriend of the group but only joined them just before they
cut “Gangsters”, and he’ll say it was Lynval Golding’s guitar that caused
the coming of the offbeat. The offbeat that changed the Coventry
Automaticsinto The Special AKA.

TalktoLynvaland he’ll give the creditto Brad.

“Jerryand Brad used to share ahousein Coventry, and before the band
really got together we would be round the house talking about this sort of
music. Thiswasin’75and Brad didn’thave adrumbkitat the time.”

Nonetheless there werejams: Lynval on guitar, Jerry (whowas thenin
aBrumband called Sissy Stone), Horace Panter on bass and Silverton,
their firstdrummer, who played with Lynvalin the Ray King Soul Band.

“Thenacouple ofyearslater when wefirstgot the band together, Jerry
saidwhydon’twe tryplayingabit of punkhere and bit of reggae there.
Ithoughthewascrazy, told him itwould neverwork. Buthe said try t,
younever knowuntilyoutryit. Anditdidn’t quite work afterall. Buthe
said no, it canwork. Herefused to believe thatit couldn’t. He’savery
determined sortofguy.

“Awhilelater,Ibroughta copy of ‘Rudy, Message To You’ downtoJerry’s
placebecause Iwanted himtolisten toit—tolistento the beat. And he just
thought, ‘Well, the beatisright... putitall together. Because the beatis
already there. It's the same sort ofrock pattern. When Silverton left the
bandwewerejustabout to tryit. Thelast songwe did with him, or tried,
was ‘You're Wondering Now’, and lookingbackonit...

“Weused torehearseinapub, andhe’d have his drums way
down thebackoftheroom.Jerrysays, ‘We'dlike to try this
song. We'velearntit,andit’ssortofabluebeat.’

“Before thatwehad songs where partofthe songs
werereggae, then they'd gointoarocksection, then
perhapsbackintoreggae. Anditwould throwpeople

TALK TONEIL “Brad” Bradbury, the Prince Rimshot, a former

RAT RACE

THE SPECIALS
Produced t Jordar
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off. Even then, Bernie Rhodes did help, because the guys were pushing
and hewould say, ‘No, you're notreadyyet. Sowe sat down and looked at
thewhole thingand putadefinitebeatinitall thewaythrough, sortof
blended it together.

“Allmusicwill develop while it goes along. What we're doingis tryingto
mixdifferent music to getanewmusic out of it. There’snoharmin doing
thatbecauseyou're creatingsomething new, rather than forinstancejust
doingthe Staxstyle of music that they did in the '60s withoutadding
anythingtoit.”

Bernie Rhodes managed the band forabriefspell during’78,and
although hewasto provide partofthe inspiration for “Gangsters”, none of
them seem especiallyresentful of the wirylittle self-styled anarchist.

Jerrymaintains that Rhodes was always “the mostradicalmember of
The Clash”, while Roddymerely faults his Machiavellian tendencies: “He
wanted to splitusup. Hewanted Terry tojoin The Black Arabs. Helikes to
putmusicians togetherlike that, butyou can’t do that with people.”

Whenitcomesto musical direction and concept, Jerry Dammers, not
alittlereluctantly, wears thathat.

“Ohyeah, he’shadsleeplessnights,” says Lynval. “Eveninapub
sometimesyousay, “Jerry...Jerry...Jerry’, and he’smiles away, thinking
aboutsomething. He’s always thinking. Probably sometimes he thinks
toofarahead. Butit’sgood for theband, andit’shelped usbecause we
trusthimalot. We trustwhat he says, although there’s times when we
disagree. Wewouldn'tbeabandifthere weren’t timeslike that.”

Orleans, the Tennessee Williams moonstruck madhouse town
located at the mouth of the Mississippiriver.

Religionisbigin New Orleans, and wherereligionis bigso too,
inevitably, is death. The viewas you approach on Highway 61 islittered
with churchesand graveyards, butas you hit the metropolisitselfthis
givesway to more telling signs of the deep Southern party town, signs
thatsay ‘Breakfast-24 HoursADay’.

The Specials playin an old warehouse out by the sprawlingrailroad
stockyards. Three thousand or so sons and daughters of Woodstockin
fashionable quilted jerkins, most of them as high as the proverbial kite,
have cometo hearheadliners The Police play polished English new-wave
arenarock.

Theydon'tdance, theyjusttoke and gape. Butfor The Specials—whose
rawness and undisciplined vitality sounds entirely opposed to the clean,
homogenised output of The Police—atleast 500 of them are ready to pogo.

That The Specials should come to New Orleansrepresents the
closingofaninternational circle of sorts. Itwas Crescent City
R&B, filteringacross the GulfofJamaicavia thelocalradio,
thatformed the basis for blue beat: a sultryshift of
rhythmicaccents.Jamaican migration broughtthe
music to England and finally to the ears of Jerry

Dammers (amongothers), whonowbringsitback,

I N-BETWEEN NEW YORK and Oklahoma City there was New
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with afurthershiftofaccent, to NewOrleans.

InNewYorkajournalistasked if The Specials
would continue to playJamaican music. “We don’t
playJamaican music,” replied Dammers. “We play
Englishmusic.”

JerryDammersis-like everyoneelse—
complicated. He’sresistinghard the pressures that
comewithbeingthe maestrobehind a veritable
musical explosion, and prefers not toseeitin

aproblem, because we'llmaybe write something
and then sixmonthslater thinkitwasareallysilly
thingtosay.”

Thatmightnotnecessarilybe to the detriment of
the songs, though.

“No, quite. The songs thatIwrite—Ialwaystrynot
tothinkwhetherIshould orshouldn’tbesaying
things. Like ‘Too Much Too Young’, forinstance. Not

tothinkwhetherthat’sagood thingtowrite, but

suchinflated, grandiose terms. He’s
determined to preserve his equilibrium. He’s
walkingon gilded splinters.
Aformerartstudentwhose tasterunsthe
gamut ofblues and rhythm’'n’blues fromiits
sources to thelikes of Captain Beeefheart, Dr
John, the Stones and The Yardbirds, Dammers
hasworkedinpaintandin filmsaswell as music.
Aclosefriend ofhis from college days says of
his “art” work: “Theyhad the same styleand
almost the same themes asthingslike ‘Too
Much Too Young’ and ‘Jaywalker’, whichwas
asongtheyusedtodointheearly days. Two of
hispaintings arestill on thewall ofhishousein

“We trust
what Jerry
says, although
there’s times
we disagree”

atthetime thatyouthinkit, justwriteitdown.
Justputdownyourtrue feelings at the time.

“Ithinkabout ‘Little Bitch’—Iwrote that
whenIwas15-andIcanseenowthatsome
ofthose words are very sortofimmature, but
Istillstand byitbecause that’'showIfeltatthe
time. In the case of “Too Much Too Young’, the
girlthatwaswritten aboutwould probably
agreewith thesong.”

Talkdrifts to the subject of muzak, which
seems to have astrangeattraction forJerry.

“It’ssickreally, because theytryand make
musicthatactuallyisn'tgoingtodistract the
workers—sobland that youdon’teven notice it.

Coventry. Theyevenlooklike the songs.”

Dammersmade three shortanimated films. Thefirstwas ofaboxing
match, a classicbout from the ’50s between Rocky Marciano and British
heavyweight champion Don Cockell. The second was called Disco, and
featured aline of chorusgirlsdancingtoasoundtrack of “disco/reggae”
recorded by Dammers and Horace, who went to the same college.

“And thethird,” saysJerry, “was amixture oflive film and animation. It
wasjustwalkingdownastreetin Coventry, and you'd see all these people
doingthings, then suddenlyitwould change to animation. There was
ablokerunningalong-asortoffootball-hooligan type—who suddenly
throwsabrick throughawindow, and theninanimationyousawthe
glasssmashing.

“Thentherewasthis old tramp-hewasamate of oursreally-who
pretended to fall over and spew up all over the pavement. The camera
zoomed in on the spewand thatwasallbones and things bubbling away.
Therewasan old woman crossing the streetwho gotrun over.

“Some ofitwas fullanimation, butalot ofitwas done with cut-outs;
averytediousbusiness. [twasaboutthat time the IRA were goingaround,
and atthe end some bloke putabagunderacarand thewhole street got
blownto pieces. Gutsflying everywhere.Iwanted to get the films on
video, butthosesodsatcollege...

“Thefirsttime we had areviewin NME, or I thought we were going to get
one, orl thoughtwe were goingto getone, [wentin there touse their
darkroomto develop pictures of the group, and theywouldn’tlet me use
the darkroomunlessIgave them my films back. Itwaslike threeyears’
work, everyframe painted byhand. And Iwasreally desperatebecause
thiswas our chance to get out picture in NME, so I gave them my films
back.Iexpectthey’vefuckinglostthem, butI'dlike to getthemvideoed
and showthem toyou, ‘cos people slagyou offfor goingto art college but
theydon’tactuallyknowwhatyoudo there. Maybeifthey saw them they
wouldn’t-Idon’tknow...”

Jumpingforward afewyears, Jerry explains that thefirstsongheheard
thatinspired him to whatwould eventuallybecome The Specialswas
Graham Parker’s “NotIfIt Pleases Me”: “Thatwasit. That was thefirst
songthatmade me thinkIcould do somethingof me own!”

Prompted bythisrevelation, I tell him that untilIsaw the credits to their
album, whereall sourcesarerightfully acknowledged, I thought The
Specialswere about todo a Led Zep and plunder another folk heritage for
theirownglory.

“That’s funny, because the songs existed without those ska tunes at
first, and they were putinas sort of musical quotations. Most of the songs
werewritten over two years ago. Since then we've only done five new
songs, two of whichwere Roddy’s, one of which was Lynval and Neville’s,
and the other two being ‘Gangsters’ and ‘It Doesn’t Make It Alright’. It’s
acommon syndrome. Youspend however manyyearsitis makingyour
firstrecord, thenyou have sixmonths to make the nextone.

“Well, we'relucky because we've gotabacklog of songs, butwe’ll have to
learnthem up. Andittakesalot oftime for thewords to... yourealise after
awhile thatsome ofthe words were very silly—you can’tlive with them.
Butwhenyou're playing, the words aren’tso prominent. Soit’sgoingtobe

Butifyouactuallylisten toit—it’snotdesigned
tobelistened to—itcanbereally peculiar. Who composesit, that’swhat
Iwantto know?”
Acomputer. Youfind outwhat the basicrules ofitare—which elements
combineto create the effectyouwant—and churnitoutaccordingly.
“Abitlike 2-Tone, youmean?”

Notquite. And here’swhy:
“2-Tonedoesn’texist.It'snotjustalogo-thatdoesn'tmeanathing. It’s
the musicthat counts. And how can you own music? You can’'t own music.

You canbuy sheet music and records and so on, butyou can’t own music.
Allthese peoplearestarting to come to me askingfor something from
2-Tone-peoplewho feel they've contributed and nowwant some sort of
divvy.AndIsaydivvyofwhat?2-Tone? Thatdoesn'texist. It’sin them.
They’re2-Tone, notsome daftdesign.”

Jerry’s philosophy oflife for today, 1980, is simple. It's a combination of
Marxand Popeye. In the words of Groucho: “Whateveritis, 'm againstit.”
Inthewords of Popeye: “I'yam whatIyam.”

—whohasbeen playing trombone for 30 years and has never
beenwith aband aslongashe’sbeenwith The Specials—
tour manager Frank, myselfand a few others piled into a taxi to go
to Tipitina’s club to eat alligator stew and pay homage to Professor
Longhair, the barrel-house pianist whose pounding syncopated style
played no small partin the creation of whathe would barely recognise
nowasrock’nroll.

Thiswasn’tanystaid, reverent occasion where theyroll out the Blues
Legend for fawningscholars, nosir! Thiswasaparty. Thejointwas
shakinglikea creole dish androckingto thebacklinebeat. AndJerry
Dammerswashaving the time of hislife!

Dammerslearntto playmostofhis piano from Longhairrecords, so
meetingthemanandhearinghim cut therugon “Big Chief” meantmore
tohimthanthesewords can convey. He tried to explain asmuch to
Longhair. “Thanks,” said 'Fess. “Ineed allthehelpIcanget.”

Thenightwas crowned whenJerryfound Toots & The Maytals’
rocksteady classic “Time Tough” on the jukebox-the firstsongthat The
CoventryAutomatics ever played—and when Rico introduced us to Huey
Smith, theHuey “Piano” Smith, sitting at the barkilling the midnight
hourswith Screwdrivers.

“Tellme, Huey,” asked Frank, “was this clubnamedafter the song
‘Tipitina’ orwas the songnamed after the club?”

“Thatsongwas going for 40 years whenIwasborn. It took me 16 years to
learnit. And thatwas 30 years ago. Nowask me aquestion...”

Thesongisstillgoingon. The heritageis still alive. That'swhatJerry
wasreallytalkingaboutwhen he asked how anyone can own music. It’s
notacommodity, notinthelongterm,anditdoesn’tdie.

It'salivein The Specials now, and it will pass on to someone else when
they're gone. Maybe youwon’'timmediately recognise it, but it will still
bethere. Assureasthe death and the taxes thatitgrantsusescape from.
PaulRambali ®

/_\ FTERTHE GIG in New Orleans, Dammers, Joe Stevens, Rico

HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 | 41

THE SPECIALS



lelody BILLY JOELl e (
Maker s

e UK
by STEVE GETT b.9)

42 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1980

THE TEARDROP
EXPLODES, EGHO & THE
BUNNYMEN AND MORE

LEX VAN ROSSEN / GETTY

A chilling penetration

NME JUN 14

band Joy Division, has provided the biggest shock of the past few

weeks. Curtis, who was 22, took his own life—apparently after
adomestic upheaval. The band had completed anew album called
Closer shortly before the tragedy, and thisis to be released by
Factoryrecords on June 27 -preceded this weekend by the single
“Love Will Tear Us Apart”.

JoyDivision played their first gigat the Electric Circus supporting
Buzzcocks and Penetrationin May 1977, after manymonths of
excited preparation. Their name then was Warsaw, havingrejected
the Pete Shelley suggestion of StiffKittens. The name Warsawwas
derived from “Warszawa”, asong on Bowie’s Low.

Warsawwere undistinguished but there was greatbeliefand
romance guiding them. Slowly, the noises formed. In the first
monthsoftheir existence itwas mundane business problems that
hindered their natural growth. Theyrecorded a four-track single,
“Anldeal ForLiving”, and planned torelease their EP using their
newname Joy Division—Joy Division being the prostitutes’ wing
ofaconcentrationcamp. »

'|'HE DEATH OFIan Curtis, lead singer of highly rated Manchester




lanCurtisonstage
intheNetherlands,
January1980:“He
leavesbehindwords
of suchstrength,
theyurgeustofight,
seekandreconcile”
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Poorsound qualitypostponed therelease,
and evenwhenitwas putoutasbothseven-
and 12-inchit created no stir, although
somethingwas obviously forming.In 1978 Joy
Division feltisolated. Played a few gigs, met
theirmanager Rob Gretton, who tookaway
from them cumbersome organising duties and
concentrated on developing their music.

Martin Hannetttookanactive interestin the
group and he and Gretton becamefifth and
sixthmembers. Therewasno greatplanbehind
JoyDivisionlinking up so neatlywith Factory
Records. Itwasjustaseries of circumstances
thateventually developedinto a funnylogic.
JoyDivisionhadaquarter of “A Factory
Sample”, contributing two Martin Zero-
produced songs. These two were the first
indicationthatJoyDivision had aspecial
understanding.

Followingthe Factorysampler,itwasnever
certain that Factory could afford to put out
another LP. AndJoy Division, after early silly
mistakes, were taking their time before
committing them selvesto arecord contract.
Finally Factorytook the plunge, andjustin
time, asJoy Division had seriously considered
signingtoaMartin Rushent-run subsidiary of
RadarRecords.

“There was apointwhere we were thinking
aboutsigning, butwe weren’'trushing
anything,” Ian Curtissaid. “Wewentdown
toLondon tosee what type of working
relationship we would have, butbythat time
we'd already agreed to do the first LPwith
Factory.Sowedecided to
waitand seehowthat
went. Itstarted sellingwell,
sowerealised there was
noneed to go to amajor.”

OVE WiLL

LOVE WILL TEAR US APART

The progress ofJoy
Division could be
logicallyfollowed from
record torecord, butstill

—forwhateverreason,
inwhateverway-
depart, therest,in
cautiousrecognition of

the completenessand thefactthattheywere
strength of their first makingsomething
LP, Unknown Pleasures, special, would change
wasunnerving. . thename ofthe group.
The group had discovered They created the"‘ Therearenosetplans

theirown potential,and had
quietly, effectively travelled
from one extreme to the
other.On “AnlIdeal For
Living” theywere coyly
boasting, “Thisisnota
concept, thisisanenigma.”
With Unknown Pleasures

own pace, made it

look so easy. “It”

being a complete
lack of compromise

for the future, butit must
besaid thatlan Curtiswas
notthemajorforceinthe
group. Hewrote and offered
contributions to the musical
makeup. Hookand Albrecht
wrote the melodies, Morris
composed therhythms.

theywere offeringno clues
atall. Everyword counted; everylinehada
chilling penetration. Somewhere between “An
Ideal For Living” and a few monthslater, when
Pleasureswasrecorded, aradical
transformation had taken place.
Anaudiencebegantolook theirway, butJoy
Division never letgo. They quietly established
theirindependence, prolificallyand
ambitiously expandingon theiralready
considerable originality. They played countless
gigsbutnevermadeitseem thattheywere
merely promotinga product. They created their
ownpace. Theymadeitlookso easy. “It” being
somethinglikeatotallack of compromise.
JoyDivision’s powerful workwill naturally
persistandlive on. ThenameJoyDivision
willnotbe used by Hook,
Albrechtand Morris.
The group had decided
alongtime ago thatif
any ofthe quartet should

TEAR US APART

L K FRCTORY RECORD-FAE 23

1979
P

Curtiswasadazzlingfocus,
buteach contribution was equal. Hook,
Albrechtand Morris are, for obviousreasons,
impatientfor therelease of the remainingJoy
Divisionsongs.

Thereare many to come. Withinamatter of
days amaxi-singleincludingaslowand quick
version of the penultimate songof our time s
released - “Love Will Tear UsApart” (asong
theyhad traumasin mixing). The LP Closer
(withahard “s”—asin “closer to the centre”)
issuffering production problemsbutshould
be outwithin sixweeks.

Withoutbeinginsensitive, we can thank
whoever thatitwas complete. Itissomething
youwill never forget (Factory Records hurry
topointoutthatthe LPsleeve—agothic
portrayal ofdead Jesus—was decided upon
monthsago. Aphotocopyofthe sleeve pinned
onan NMEwallforweeks confirms this.)

Ironically, because it probably would have
happened anyway, there’s a possibility Closer

January16,1980:
findingthatthe
elevatedstage
hadbeenremoved
attheLantarenin
Rotterdam, Joy
Divisionperform
atfloorlevel

L4



willchart. Sotoo the single. Thename Joy
Division means something more thanitdid
afewmonthsago, due toboth Curtis’ departure
and growingrecognition of their magic.

Curtisalways anticipated commercial
success, but feltitwas morelikely to happen
firstin Europe and America. All that’s swept out
ofthe waynow.

There’s enough songs for perhapshalfan LP,
withlive stuffmakingup the otherhalf, that
may somehow surface somewhere. For those
despairingthattheyweren’t one ofthe
thousand and odd who found a copy ofthe
Sordide Sentimental single “Atmosphere/
Dead Souls”, “Atmosphere” will be the B-side of
areadilyavailable American 12-inch
re-recordingof “She’s Lost Control” (asong,
incidentally, on the B-side of Grace Jones’ next
single). “Dead Souls” will turn up eventually,
somewhere. And the flexi-single
“Incubation”, which you can getjust
bywalkingintoarecordstoreand
askingfor,isnotalimited
editionandwill bere-pressed
until everyone who wants
onehasone.

INNATE suspicion

of the established
musicindustryand their
dissatisfaction with numbing
routine extended to their
dealings with the music press.
Thoughitlanded them areputation
among many journalists as awkward
customers, their distrust of the standardised
rockinterview procedures was genuine and
largelyvalid.

Theoriginal planforaJoyDivision feature
hadbeenforajournalisttospend adaywith
theband, with the interview of sorts only
avague possibility.

Intheevent, the formalised question-and-
answer typeinterviewin the dressingroom
wasruled out, largelybymanager Rob,
although theband themselves had differing
opinions themselves on the subject.

While Morrisand Albrechtseemrelatively
unconcerned aboutinterviews, Curtis was
againsttoo formalised a set-up.

Peter Hookis the mosthostilein his
objectionsto the procedure.

“Tome personally, itisredundant.Idon’tread
interviews. Iread music papers, butIcan’tread
aquestion-and-answer interview.

“OneofthebestthingsI'veeverread was
Lester Bangs’ article on The Clashin NME,
‘cositwasn’tactuallyaninterviewbutitwas
full of stories and things about the tour. That

J OYDIVISION’S

A distasteful profit

Factory urges Joy Division fans not to pay for free flexidisc.

are fightingrecord dealers who are selling the band’s new free flexidisc.

JOY DIVISION, PREPARING for this week’s inquest into the death of singer lan Curtis,

The inquest opens on Friday this week to try and clarify the background to the
singer’s death. The other three-quarters of the band - Steve Morris, Bernard Albrecht and
Peter Hook - will continue as a musical unit,and have already considered other names such
as The Hitand The Eternal. The question of areplacement for Curtis hasbeen left open, but

they are not actively seekinganew singer.

Their chief concernis to stop record shops making a distasteful profit by selling copies of
“Komakino”, the band’s new flexidisc which is available free. Factory Records have pressed
25,000 copies, and will press another batch when the funds are available.

Factory and Joy Division urge fans not to pay for the single - some have changed hands
forupto £5-buttolookforthe proper free copies. Any shop selling the single should be
reported to Factory in Manchester. The tracks on the single were left over from the

session for the new Joy Division album Closer, due out in about three weeks.
Anothersingle, “Love Will Tear Us Apart”, should be out next week, and
tracks from the “Sordide Sentimental” Euro-EP will be available in Britain

laterin the year.

wasinteresting, but
interviewsassuchIdon’t
findinteresting.”
Butdoesn’tarefusalto
dointerviewsputupan
unnecessarybarrier
around theband?
“Thewaywelookatitisthat
anyinterviewisabitforced. The
onlyreasonajournalistwantstodo
aninterviewisthatitmakesiteasier for
him towrite his piece. Butto meitis obvious
thatifyouspendabitof time with peopleand
gettoknowtheminaveryinformalway, you'll
getalotmore outofthem.”

Ianalmostbegs to differ.

“Icanseethepointofinterviews. People
wantto knowwhythingsare thewaytheyare.
Iftheybuyanew car, theywant to knowhowit
works. Whydoesitdo this? Why can this car go
fasterthan thatone? Whydoesitlookbetter
thanthatone?”

Rob Gretton interjects to make wider, perhaps
notsovalid, points about themediain general.

“Icanunderstand thatjournalistsare just
doingajob. WhatIdon'tagreewithisthejob
theyaresentouttodo.Ithinkit'saverystylised,
outmoded way of doing things.

“Theaverage guyin the street tendstoread
hispaperand takeswhathereadsasthetruth.
Ithink thattheydon’tanalyseitenough. The
average guyin thestreetjusttakesitin.

“Ithinkthefaultliesin the press, ‘cos they
don’tmakeitclearthatanyarticleisjusta
purelypersonal opinion.”

Don’t Walk Away

stronger, more importantly so than any

myth. Joy Division cannot clean away the
trivia and delusion of mass-based rock music,
but they throwashadow overitall.

Theyemphasise the vulgarityand vanity
oftherockmusics so recklessly publicised
and glorified byindustryand media, the
mundanity of the majority of pop, and their
own completelack of conceitor ego indicates
the uselessness of pretendingrockis some sort
ofweapon of change. The verybestrockis part
ofafight, partofalargerdecision, awidespread
perception, somethingthatactivelyremoves
prejudice andrestriction.

Rock’sgreatnessisits emotional effecton the
individual. JoyDivision’sworthisimmense to
everyindividual who doesnotresenttheir
strange awareness, who does not mock thelack
of explanation of artisticemotions.

Thestruggle and the conflictnever ceases.
Thereisnoreal safety, no consolation, and
often the evil, futile boundaries of existence
become too claustrophobic.

Ian Curtisdecided toleave us, and yethe
leaves behind words of such strength, theyurge
usto fight, seekandreconcile. Joy Division will
notchange The World. But thereis value; there
hastobe.

The effect ofJoy Division, the unknown
pleasuresthateachindividual fully tunedinto
JoyDivision discovers, can onlybe guessed at.
Butthemoodsand theinsightmustinspireus.

Thevalue of Joy Division is the value oflove.
Adrian Thrills

'|'HE IMPACT OFJoy Division can only grow

In Silence

IAN CURTIS, lead singer of Joy Divisiqn
contemporary rock music,

PAUL MORLEY & ADRIAN THRILLS
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- ﬁron Maidenin
! 11980:(l-r)Clive

. | Burr,Dave
Murray, Steve
Harris,Dennis
Strattonand
Paul Di’Anno

NME APR 19

NTHE DRAB, outlying London suburb of
I East Ham, there is a pub like many others

giving escape from the workaday world.
Upstairs, in the private gym, you can box your
way out. Downstairsin the back bar,youcan
rock your way out.

Paul Di’Anno, Iron Maiden’s singer, used to
work out in the gym of the Ruskin Arms, and
even boxed afew semi-prorounds. Steve
Harris, who founded the group, writing songs
and playing bass, once trained at the nearby
West Ham football ground as amember of
the junior team.

All of Iron Maiden liveinthe area,and are
tonight repaying a debt to the landlord of one
of the few venues that would give them work
during the years of their music’s abeyance.
Thirty quid every Friday night went along way
towards paying off the HP on gear, while
those Friday nights went an even longer way
towards staving off the frustration.

Inthe back bar, posters for groups with
names like Pagan Altar and Salem’s Curse
litter the walls. Fans, friends, parents and
local press have turned out to celebrate
Iron Maiden’s ascension to the new metal
pantheon. Headbangers wearing Hell's
Angels’ colours,and even one or two with a
legitimate claim to those colours, jostle good-
naturedly for the best positions from which to
precipitate blood from the ears.

Steve Harrisand hisband are only
distinguishable by the extra grooming that
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t the adrenalin flowing”

has goneinto their appearance -auniform

of jeans, sneakers, leather jackets and
(excepting Paul Di’Anno) long, flowing manes,
the latter worn with a pride that denotesiits
survival through the recent dark ages of
heavy metal, when the music wasignored by
the musical medialike an embarrassingidiot
cousinlockedinaforgotten cellar of the
house; beleaguered but unbeaten.

“The thing that really got me,” complains
Steve Harris without any marked bitterness,
“was not so much that - it was the fact that
you couldn’t get work. Because we were
aheavy metal band, nobody wanted to know.
But aband like ourselves... Yougot to work.”

Harris started Iron

just that they play with Telecasters that’ve got
alot moreringand don’t have that really
beefy sound. It was good that punk
encouraged people to pick up guitarsand
play, but after a while it got a bit out of order
because just anybody who picked up a guitar
and had been playing avery short while got
up there and it wasn’t good any more, know
whatImean?”

Yeah. Heavy metal with a spiky haircut. But
atleast the guitars they picked up weren’t
made of cardboard...

“The people that do that really would love
tobe up onstage.lused to do that. Not witha
cardboard guitar, but all the rest of it. Now
thatI'mup there playing it feels really weird.
Maybe inthree or four years’ time some of

Maidenin’76, after
ensuringhe hadatrade -as
adraughtsman - to fall back
on. Thisblunt, pragmatic
attitude is typical of his
outlook. His convictions
are straightforward and
firmly held. He always knew

“It becomes false

if you sit down and

think, ‘We’ve gotta
be original™’

the people down there will
be onstage. But some of
them fantasise with their
guitarsand never bother
because they think they're
never going to get to
acertainstandard.”

...And thus all the craven
idolatry goesroundin

aband withanamelike
Iron Maiden would have
anaudience.

“Never mind all the new
wave bands; there were
always people that liked
heavy metal. Alot of the
punk stuff has got heavy
metal riffs anyways, it's

sluggish circles.

Harris had his heroes
too.Hebeganwitha
desire to play “Paranoid”
and “Smoke OnThe
Water”; now his band have
refined those elements,
after afashion. They doit
well, with plenty of polish




and punchand pose. And suchis the
insatiable thirst for what they do that
their firstalbumis setto chartin the
upper reaches almostinstantly.

Meeting Steve Harris gave me
pause toreflect. At 24, he’sayear
older than me. Tenyearsago | too
owned a copy of “Paranoid”.
Nowadays my idea of good heavy
metal lies somewhere between The
Stooges, Joy Division and Blue
Oyster Cult. Harris cites the
Scorpions, UFO and Judas Priest.

When | was14|spentasummerin
the thrall of alocal Road Rats MC
chapter -atypical adolescent smitten
with afatuousrebelimage, one that
Iron Maidensstillespouse in songs like
their newsingle “Running Free”. The
subject of the songis16 and -you
guessed it - “running free”. Harris is
24,aqualified draughtsman,and a
rather cautious, timid fellow.

No attempt is made to reconcile
fantasy with reality. No attemptis
required. No need even to tamper
with the metal mythology. Does
Harris ever feel the urge toadd
something new to the genre; to
change or reinvent it somehow? No.

“You should do things that just
come naturally to you. ltbecomes
false if you sit down and think, ‘We've
gottabe original.’ It might be original,
inthe sense that other people haven't
done something like it before, butit's
better to do things that come
naturally. Like, we were looking the
way we do longbefore our record
company came along. So | supposein
their eyesit was great, ‘cos they didn’t
have to model usinany way.”

Wasn't thatjust dandy for the
record company! But wait... Harris has
his pride. He’s honest, modest and
canjustify himself to himself. He
satisfies his own criteria.

“We play musicalot faster. There's
alotmore aggression onstage.”

(Aggressionis the wrong word. But
it'sabuzzword synonymous with
energy, gusto, excitement...)

“Being on stage makes youfeel
really...you get the adrenalin flowing.
Youfeelreally excited. When the kids
are shouting for you and they've got
your name on their back...itbringsa
lump to your throat, it really does.
Thisisno joke: there was aguy at the
Bandwagon on Sunday, he was so
happy that we were gettingonhe was
almost crying. | couldn’t believeiit.
The guy felt that much about us!”

The Iron Maiden logo takes its place
onthe denim scroll of honour. You
know you've arrived when you see
yourlogo rub hunched, greasy,
dandruff-ridden shoulders with the
logos of your ownidols. The allegiance
of the heavy metalfanis fierce and
unbreakable once pledged.

“It'sbecause all the time it gets put
down -that’s why. Punkis given all this
street credibility becauseit'’s

working-class music. Any of
the bigindustrial towns -
that'swhereyougetall the
heavy metal fans. And alot
of it’s the escapism thing...
they go to a gig to enjoy
themselves. You veryrarely

l
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see any trouble at heavy
metal gigs. They're there to
have agoodtime, and that’s
allitistome.”

Harris goes on to ascribe
Maiden fans’raving
devotion to the fact that
they are on somethingcalled
the samelevel.He hasn’t givenmuch
thought to the time when they won't
be -when the projected two tours
apiecein the three major markets
(UK, Europe and America) have
fulfilled EMI's belief that by the
second or third Maiden album they’ll
have the next Deep Purple on their
books; an endless money-spinner.

Iron Maiden aren’t bothered by the
prospect of blanket touring, nor are
they unsettled by the thought of EMI
rubbing their hands in anticipation of
itsinevitable rewards. Iron Maiden,
above andbeyond all other
considerations, simply live to play.

“The only thing that worries meiis...
the feeling for gigs. | justhope we
don'tloseit.”

Andifthere comesatime when
they do, it’salong way off.

“Let’sfaceit; we're not going tobe
playing this sort of music whenwe're
50.I'dlike tobe, but | couldjust as
wellbe down here playingin the Joe
Bloggs Band or something, playing
country & western...well, hardly that.

“It's funny, though. You know those
bands playing standardsin the pubs
with all the old boys sitting around?
Imagine bands playing heavy metal
in50 years’ time when there’s some
far-out music happening: they're
thinking, ‘Aaaocoh gawd, can’t put
up with this’, but there’s still the
'eadbanging going onin the corner!”

Fifty yearsisaconservative
estimate.Many feel thisscenariois
already tooreal. Steve Harris,
however, ishappy in his devotion. It’s
awesomeinaway. Youcan'thelp but
admire the unselfconscious fervour
theheavy metal fan has for heavy
metal, and you certainly can’tfightit.
Iwanted to hear Harris vigorously
defendit, justifyit,and even persuade
me of it. Iwas going to try and draw him
out by telling him Ritchie Blackmore
wasreally gay or something, but
couldn’t take such alow swipe at
someone’s genuine enthusiasmand
patient, contented convictions.

NME photographer Mike Laye says
talking to headbangers was like talking
to Christians. There'ssome truthin
that, but talking about heavy metal
justmakes me feel like the hammer
banging against an anvil. The anvil
always breaks the hammer. PaulRambali

YRITTES WD owecTEs
roGER " VATERS

@IR°&€KME£§ Vhio Bt

TICKET

Ul
, 3
c. VAT fé;f feemps |

ront | ol 1@

Pink Floyd banned

NME JUN 21

51

album whence it came, has been declared “prejudicial

PINK FLOYD’S “ANOTHER Brick In The Wall”, plus the

to the State Of South Africa” and banned. Since the
single’s Februaryrelease, ithas become something of
amarchingsongin the apartheid state, particularly for
black children, who have chanted the lyrics duringrecent

school boycotts.

Untilitswithdrawal, the single has sold some 30,000 copies
andwas shapingup to be the all-time SAblockbuster.
Alsobannedrecentlyare Frank Zappa’'s New Yorkand

Marianne Faithfull’s Broken English LPs.

Meanwhile, movingwestward, the following
adaptation of the Floyd songwasheard chanted during
acommemorative march at Kent State University campus
onthe 10thanniversaryofthekillings: “Wedon’twant no
registration/ We don’t want no draft or war/ No cruise missiles
over Europe/ Carter! Brezhnev; Leave those kids alone/ Carter!
Brezhnev! Leaver us kids alone/Allin all, it 's just another step

toward thewar.” Andrew Tyler

Experience
rather i.:han
enthusiasm

NME APR 19

C/DCHAVE NOW apparently settled onanew
lead vocalist to replace the late Bon Scott, who

diedinFebruary. They have finally decided

against Allan Friar, who was so confident of being selected

thathe gave up his job
inalocal band. Instead,
they've selected Brian
Johnson, formerly of
the now-defunct group
Geordie -whose short
career was highlighted
by a couple of Top 20
hitsin1973.The
decision was prompted
because -saida
spokesman - they felt
it better to opt for
experience rather
than enthusiasm.

frontsAC/DC

y

BrianJohnson

inChicago /
4
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ADRIAN BOOT

THE TEARDROP EXPLODES

— NMEAPRILS —

EVERMIND THE second coming of heavy metal. e
The mostdamaging of rock trends over the past 12 &
months has been the seemingly insatiable need to 3
put things in boxes, to neatlylabel the unknown. : &
Welove to stick tabs on whatever we don’t {
understand: ifsomethingis conveniently classified, ; o
itcan then be tidily tucked away to one side, its threat diffused, its
cracks andirregularities sandpapered over by an arbitrary earmark.
Theseare the days of broad generalisations and the destructive
narrow-mindedness those generalisationsbreed. The united front
produced threeyears ago by the cleansing confusion of punk has
been allbut obliterated by divisive polarisation.
Ononehand thereare the happy-go-lucky “fun” bands-ska,
mod, rockabilly, new punk-with few aspirations other than an
unpretentious good timefor oneand all. Atthe other extreme come
the “weirdos”, all grey and inaccessible, intellectualand arty. Or sowe
areled tobelieve. The two camps are usually portrayed as opposing
factions, each with its own respective champions and heroes. Both are
supposedly mutuallyexclusive, totallyincompatible with each other.
Itisanunhealthystate of affairs, onewhichleadstoahostof .
corrosive preconceptions and assumptions: ifyou dig, say, Madness, »

5
& »
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thennowayareyou gonnagetanythingworthwhile fromajoy
Division gig, bub!

Whatawaste. Whataneedless, patheticloss.

Whichiswhere The Teardrop Explodes comein. Branded by most
ofthe casual critics as being a wee bitweird, awee bitinaccessible,
TheTeardrop Explodes expose theredundancy ofall the
stereotypedlabelling for whatitis. In terms of suchlimited,
retrogressive indexing, theystand with one footin each of the
so-called camps. Shotbybothsides. And, like the square pegpushed
towards theround hole, theyjustwon’tgo.

The Teardrop Explodes’ blond, cordial vocalistJulian Cope was
incensedrecentlyatone of thereviews of the band’s gorgeously
persuasive pop single “Treason” inanotherrock paper. ltwasagood
review, deservedly praising the disc to high heaven, butdoingso at
the expense of 2-Tone, playingalongwith the factions game again
andimplying thatyousimply cannotgroove to both The Teardrop
Explodes and something from behind those corrupt “enemy” lines.
Howstupid! (Teardrop and Madness, incidentally, share the same
production team, Clive Langer and Allan Winstanley).

Perched onastool by thewindowin alarge Liverpool cafe two
floors above ground level with the Merseyside rush-hour madness
gatheringits early eveningmomentum below, Julian Copereflects
ontheludicrous musical dichotomy.

“It’'sgettingtobelike the early '70s again where you had the hippies
intoall their weird musicand the soul typesinto all their stuff.

Things seem to have come full circle and got back to the same old
stageagain.Idon’twantustobeinaposition where people cantake
onelookatusandimmediately putusinto one camp or the other. We
lose outinalot of ways’coswe don'tfitinto one camp. Butthere
again, I'dratherhaveitthatway.”

MickFinkler, Teardrop’s prosaic guitarist, nodsin agreement over
hisuntouched cup of tea.

“That’s the way things work. People can’tget to see everyband
around, so theyjustgoonwhattheyread; andifthattellsthema
certainbandisacertainway, then they’ll justfile them awayand
forgetaboutit. There’snothingyoucandointhe end exceptgo outand
playand hope for the best. Butyou're never going to appeal to everyone
and there’snothingyou canreallydo aboutit.

“You get people who are heavilyinto bandslike Joy Division coming
alongto our gigs, probably expectingsomethingsimilar, and then
findingustoo commercial. Thenyou have all the pop peoplewho don’t
evenbothertocometoseeus’coswe'rebracketed awayasaweirdband.”

“Ithinkalotofpeoplejusthate theideaofusrather thantheactual
band,” resumesJulian. “Alot of people are anti-us 'cos theyassociate us
with toomuch artiness. Butnone of ushave everbeennearanartschool!
Noneofusarelike that. We're as against thatsortofthingas anyone else.

“I'msure alotof people would change their opinions of usif they metus.
Butmostofthem arenever goingto, so theyjustgo alongwith the general
view. Peoplelike thathave such closed minds.”

Andsoitgoes. Whereit'sheadinghardlybearsthinkingabout.

Beingbracketed so arbitrarilywith theleftfield “arty” bands has
notbeen the only simplistic categorising that Teardrop have had
to contend with since their genesisin November '78. The “This
Week’s Akron!” province plunderers have seen fit to bag them simply
asALiverpool Band, asifthatexplainsall. Youknowthesortofthing—
abunch of zanyweirdos with alumpy, multi-syllabled name and anice
Disneyland grin. Infact, drummer Gary Dwyeris the onlyborn-and-bred
Scouserin the trio. Somuch for that convenientlittle handle.

DEC HICKEY PRESENTS

Thefactthat Teardrop, theirbuddies Echo And The Bunnymen,
OrchestralManoeuvres In The Darkand Pink Military all started making
waves on Merseyside around the same time—the same week, to be
precise—isalmostincidental. [sayalmost, because Julianis convinced
therewereafewoutside forces helping to bring things together.

“Wewerereallyluckywhenwe formed, 'cos there were alot of people
desperatelyhopingthat there would be anew Liverpool scene. When
peoplelike usand the Bunnymen came along, it was the answertoall
theirdreams. Thevibeswere justrightat the time. We started the new
Liverpoolscene, butitstarted usin the sameway.”

Despite theadvantage ofhavinghad, untilitsrecent closure, one
ofthe country’smostambitious rock clubs onits doorstep—Eric’s—
Liverpoolhad been leftremarkablyuntainted by theinitial punkfurore
asfaraslocaltalentwas concerned. There were bands, of course, but
with the exception of The Yachts and BigIn Japan, few of them got past
the garage stage.

Onesuch combowere The Crucial Three, formedin’77 byJulian
withIan “Mac” McCulloch, now theleading quiffwith Echo And The
Bunnymen, and Pete Wylie , who morerecently formed Wah!Heat.
Julianhad moved to Merseyside ayear earlier from the Midlands to
studyteachertrainingand dramaatcollege, academicaspirations which
wererapidlyditched assoon asthe band—the embryonic Teardrop—
beganrehearsing.

“Mostofthe stufflwas doingatcollege seemed soreactionary.
Therewere afewof uswho started goingdown Eric’s every night,
gettinginto the punk thing, and suddenly the college just seemed
sopointless. Solleftandstarted tryingto getaband together. It was

reallygood atthattime, 'cosforagesI'd been tryingto decide what
THE %reallygvarguid todo.Assoonaspunkcamealong, IknewIhadto
ormaband.
TEAR&?ESOP e eap [.ﬂ Aseries of name and line-up changes ensued, with Macand Wylie
EXPL botheventuallyleaving to bereplaced by organist Paul Simpson
and guitarist Finkler, who, faced with a choice between a university
22-10-80 courseand acareerinrock’n’roll, plumped for Teardrop—or A
es Shallow Madness as theywere calling themselves that week.
Bx n + SUPPORT Unhappywith their original drummer Dave —and with their first
ADDISON gigsimminent—theywere putin touch with Gary Dwyerbylocal
CENTREm On Wednesday, October 22,1980 at7-45pM ' nocygsionist extraordinaire Budgie. Though he had been playing
BEDFORD.

ADDISON HOWARD PARK,
ADDISON Co R IPSTON, BEDFORD



Onstagein1979:Balfe
and Cope withMick
Finkler,the guitarist
whowouldbesacked
thefollowingsummer
becausehe’dgot
“reallycomplacent”

Nowhereis The Teardrop Explodes’ warmth
and directness more apparentthanonstage.
Therearenoattemptsatanygrand image-
makingoranymoves todistance or alienate
theaudience, with Julian directing the setwith
achumminessthatbordersonthebland.

“Myfavouritealbumofalltimeis Live At
Max’s Kansas Cityby The Velvet Underground. Ijustlove the way
thatLouReed speaksto the audience, saying thingslike, ‘Hello, how
areyou?’ That’smereally. 'm basically quite a pleasant person, so
whyshouldItrytobesomethingthatI'mnot?

“Evenwhen we were doingsome of our weirder stufflike ‘Camera
Camera’ and ‘Kirkby Workers Dream Fades’ [both on the B-side of
thefirstsingle, “Sleeping Gas”], Tused to say thingslike, ‘Thisis the
nextsongandit’scalled so-and-so andit’sreally fab. IsupposeI've
alwaysbeenafriendly person.”

their feet musically, butitalso left them with a problem.

Without his billowing keyboards, their sound was reduced
toasparse skeleton of its former grandeur with noreal flesh on
the framework of Julian’sloping bass and Mick’s scratchy guitar.
Itwas obvious that the three-piecelineup needed augmenting
and Zoo co-director Dave Balfe, formerly the BigIn Japan
organist, was called in on keyboards at short notice as the band
landed a useful support position on a Patrick Fitzgerald tour run
byindependent promoters Final Solution.

Ayearon, heisstill playing stand-inkeyboardsin the group. They
did find another organista couple of months backbuthe onlylasted
five gigs before an SOSwasrelayed to Balfe, who immediately
returned. Thoughstill notafull-time Teardrop, Balfeis beginning
tolookmore and more of a permanent fixture and hishands will be
behind the keyboard when the group gointo Rockfield studioslater
thismonth tobeginwork on theirdebutalbum.

Mickattempts to outline exactlywhat Balfe’s

PAUL SIMPSON’S EXIT indirectly helped Teardrop find

properly forno more than afortnight, Dwyer
fitted the bill perfectlyand wasslotted into the
band for their debut gigwith the Bunnymen at
Eric’s,bywhich time the Teardrop moniker had
beenheisted fromaDC comic.

since then hasbeen atale of three
singles, all on thelocal Zoo label:
“Sleeping Gas”, “Bouncing Babies” and the
current “Treason”.
Thesingles chartthe group’s development
from theintense Pere Ubu and Fall-influenced

outfitofthe early days to the eloquent, funky

THE TEARDROP EXPLODES'’ progress

“The songs are
all more or
less written by
the time Dave
comes in”

roleentails.

“Thewayitworksis thatwewrite the songs
inrehearsalsand he comesinlaterand puts
akeyboardline over them. Thesongsareall
more orlesswritten by the timehe comesin,
whichiswhyhedoesn’tgetsongwriting
credits. Hejusthelpsustoarrange them
really. Butitis good to have someone outside
theband arranging the stuff, coshe canbe
more objective.”

Outside help, adds Mick, was partlybehind
the success of “Treason”. Whereas the first two
singles were produced by the Zoo team of Balfe
andBillDrummond-AKAThe Chameleons of

pop of the present; from the disturbing,
psychoticshades of “Sleeping Gas” to the economic slickness and
majestichooks of “Treason”.

Overthe pastyear Teardrop have willingly sacrificed some of their early
andsinister eerinessinfavour ofamore basicrock approach. They have
grownsimultaneously more directand more soulfulin their musical
attack. Thedistinct changein emphasis canbetraced partly to the
departurelastsummer of organist Simpson, asJulian admits.

“Paul couldn’treally play thatwell, buthe was areal white-noise
merchantand alotof the early songs were definitely his type of stuff.
Butonceheleft, wewentin a differentdirection with alotmore formto
themusic.

“Itwas only after ‘BouncingBabies’ [the second single, released last July
shortly after Simpsonleft] thatwereallybegan tofind ourselves. Until
then, weneverreallyknewhowasongworked. Butafter thatwe started
togetalotmorestructured. We started torealise that thingslike middle-
eightsand choruseswerevital!

“Ihatetheideathatsome people thinkofusasaband withoutanyreal
human element. Iwant to haveloads of passionin our stuff. That’s the
reason thatIreallylike peoplelike Scott Walker. There’salot of soulin
hisstuff.

“It'sthe same with someonelike Robert Wyatt. Everybody thinks of him
asareallycold person’coshe used towrite veryheavysongs, but they
werealsoverytouching. You'dend upin tearslisteningto them.”

LoriAnd The Chameleons fame-Clive Langer
was at the control for “Treason”.

Inaddition to producing the song, Langer completely rearranged the
insidious “Untilyou realise... it's just astory” chorus, making drastic
improvements—originally the chorus cameinonlyatthe end of the song.
Themove paid handsome dividends: the single has been the most
successful Zoorelease to date, shiftingan impressive 16,000 copiesin the
firstweek ofrelease, almostall of them, regrettably, wellawayfrom the
chartreturnshops.

But “Treason”, asongaboutunease, does stand out as genuine proof of
thegroup’slyrical strengths and sensitivity. Julian Cope, as the principal
vocalist, isresponsible for all the songwords and he writes froman
intensely personal viewpoint, eschewingpolitical or social comment at
the expense ofvivid thumbnail sketches of the vagaries ofhuman
relationships—love songs, basically.

Surprisingly, both Mickand Gary seem happy enough to allow their
singer to be the sole songwriting mouthpiece.

“Julian sings the songs, so he writes themall,” shrugs Mick. “Whatheis
singingis personal to him, so there’snowayI'm goingto goup tohimand
sayhe shouldn’tsingthis or that. Thatwould be stupid. It'sa personal
thing to him. Butthat’s OK, 'coshe’s only speaking for himself. Ifhe were
makinggeneral statements, then hewould be speaking on behalfofthe
group asawhole, whichIwouldn'twant. Aslongashekeeps the songs
personal,it’sfairenough. »
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ADRIAN BOOT

ApRIL - JE

“It’slikeifyouwere to ask us about our political beliefs. We could tell
youour political beliefs, butitwould beirrelevant to theband. Julian
doesn’tsingabout politics, 'cos he’s gothis own personal political beliefs
andI'mnothavinghimrepresentmy political beliefs on stage. They could
be completelydifferent.

“Julian has gotacompletely free hand to say whatever helikes, aslong
ashedoesn’tmake statements onbehalfoftheband.”

Sounds suspiciouslylike one almighty cop-out to me. But the group’s
vocalistjustifies hisstrictly personallyrics from another, morelikely
angle. Overtoyou, Ju.

“Idon’tthinkit’sacop-out.[don’tagree with the David Byrne way of
writing songs whereyou canwrite an anti-love songand then defend itby
sayingthatyou'rejustwritingfrom an anti-love point of view. I think that
whatever a personsingsis taken tobe what theybelieve. You could be
advocatingviolence, singing, ‘I'ma Nazi/I'm gonnajackboot on your
head’,and then argue that you've onlybeen writing from a violent point
ofview. Thatwould be the cop-out!”

Butsurelyyou cansimply express an honestviewpoint, regardless of
apersona.

“Isupposeso,” concedes the singer. “ButIdon’t think of the lyrics as
beingareal cop-outsimply ’cosI'mnotsure whatIactuallydo believein
alotofthetime.I'mstill forming myideasonalot of things. Like whether
we should send athletes to the Olympics. At one pointIreally thought we
should stop them from going, butthenIsawsomeone on TVwho put the
oppositeargumentandIchanged mymindjustbecause of that!

“IfIcould change myopinion 'cos of somethinglike that, thenIdon’t
wantto putmyselfin anysortof God positionin any of the songs.”

lastyear, Teardrop have benefitted immensely from being

allowed to develop at their own pace, well away from the
cramping commercial pressures of the London music-biz vortex.
The same has applied to their compatriots the Bunnymen and the
entire Zoo operation, whose colourful, impressive progress has gone
hand in hand with the sturdy growth of Teardrop.

Mickputsitdown to the factthateveryoneinvolved took the band
seriouslyrightfrom the off, taking time toropein theright people and
generallymake theright moves attherighttime. Julian begs to differ,
inferring thattheir steady, un-hyped growth wasless conscious. Itjust
happened thatway.

“Itwasjustanatural processwhere you took time to getyourideas
sorted out. It’s the same with someonelike Joy Division. If they’d become

L IKEPENETRATION AND Buzzcocks in 78 and Joy Division

WithMickFinkler’s
short-livedreplacement
onguitar AlanGill (left),
whointroducedJulian
Copetoacidand
co-wrotetheband’s
biggesthit, “Reward”

A
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wellknown earlier, they would have probably disappeared by now.Ian
Curtisneeded those twoyearsto sort things out. Ifwe'd done an album at
thesametimeas ‘Sleeping Gas’ came out, I'd be cringing over itnow.
There’s onlyacouple of songs that we were doing then thatstill stand up
now. We're much more powerfulnow. There’salot more sparktoit.”

Of course, theyhavestill had to contend with the periodic bouts of blind
prejudice along the way. Recentlyalot of people have written them offas
Talking Headsimitators, a comparison, incidentally, which Mick
happenstofind quite flattering. If parallels have to be drawn, though, the
closestthingto Teardrop is probably the Subway Sect of the “Ambition”
single, although Teardrop arerapidlymaturinginto thelithe, elegant pop
group the Subways never quite became. Julian Cope, interestingly
enough, admitsto astrongVic Goddard influencein his songwriting.

Still, the preconceptions ofalarge percentage of their audience does
give Teardrop somethingtofightagainst, somethingto prove.

AsMickreflects, “It’'s great to see thereaction of someone whois seeing
usforthefirsttime. There’s so many people who simply don’texpectusto
bethewayweare.”

AsfarasI'mconcerned thereare only two types of music when it comes
downtoit-good andbad. Astowhich camp Teardrop belongin, well,
that’sup toyou. Justensure thatitis your own open mind that makes the
decision for you. Adrian Thrills

MELODY MAKER

OONER ORLATERithad to happen. The painfully predictable
Swayin whichrockscenariosrepeat themselves certainly belies

the once optimisticimage of a dangerous, freewheeling medium
constantly expandinglike some parallel universe journeying to
dimensions never seen or heard before.

Athriving primal musical milieu began to flower on Mathew Street,
Liverpool, circa 1977. From the ego-shattered breakdown of the
portentouslynamed Crucial Three—aband that never made it out of
thesittingroom, letalone the garage - crawled Ian “Mac” McCulloch
(EchoAnd The Bunnymen), Pete Wylie (Wah!Heat) and Julian Cope
(Teardrop Explodes).

Thebands’ early singles on Zoo and Inevitable were acclaimed and it
dawned thathere was another much-needed opportunitytowrite on
and help manufactureaphenomenon-The Liverpool Scene, The New
Merseybeat, and so thelabelslinger on. Once the buzzhadfiltered onto
the discreet pages of the Sundayglossies, there came a need for the final
ingredient: aritual sacrifice.




The Teardropsreleased theirdebutalbum
Kilimanjaro,which embraced pop in preference to
theirformative experimentation. Italsoincluded
their pastsinglesand, although excellentin parts,
veered towards the bland by virtue of its uniformity.
Itwasagolden opportunity for the bigput-down. The
knives were drawn and suddenlyit’s et tu, buddy.

Couple thiswith Julian Cope’s propensity to

THE TEARDROP EXPLODES

“Yeah, that’sit,” hereplies with asagelynod. Justto
add to the mounting “family” intrigue, IaskMac,
whoIcoincidentallyseelater thatnight, whathis
explanation for the Mersey cold waris. Whois this
latter-dayversion of Yoko Ono?

“Ican’timagine why he told you that,” ishis
perplexedresponse. “IfelloutwithJulian over the

sackingofMick... Heactuallytold you that,

unashamedlyairtheband’sinternaland
externalrivalrieslike the dirtywashing from the
north-west’s other soapboxfantasy, Coronation
Street,and you find anincestuouslyinward-
lookingménage a trois thatlookslikeimploding
under the weight of its own negativities.

While the critical backlash aimed atthe
Teardrops’ debutalbum, flawed asitis, seems
more thanalittle unfair, thewaythe Teardrops
have become the eye ofa bitchy whirlwind of
jealousies, slanderand cynical asidesis hardly
surprisingwhenyourealise that thebandis
fuelled onin-fightingand hatred.

“Yes,Imustsayldon'tlike Dave. He gets

“I don’t like
bitching, but
Mick had
really got
complacent”

didhe?”

Whatever thereason for thewall of silence,
onethingisdefinitelyfact—atthe end of the
Teardrops’ springtourthisyear, Julian sacked
hisfriend, guitarist Mick Finkler, from the band.

Alan Gillwasbroughtinasareplacementand
Julianwas quickly condemned to therole of
unmerciful tyrant.

Listening to him enthuse over musicand
bearingin mind hismonomaniac’s sense of
purpose and perfection—he plans to have
singinglessonsforavoice that’salready one
ofthemostaccomplishedinrock-it'snot
hard tobuyhisaccountofthisremarkably

apretty dubious character sometimes.”

ThisisJulian Cope talkingabouthis keyboard player and producer
Dave Balfe,amanwho frequently works with great effect with the
other greatZoo controller Bill Drummond under the collective title of
The Chameleons.

“Hejustplaysagoodroleintheband that’sall,” he continues, “but
we often fight, and Imean physically. [usuallywin because he’s a bit of
awimp. NotthatI'mafighting person, though.”

Speakingasifhe’djustsnorted an entire week’s supply of speed, the
Teardrops’ mainman continued his explanation on polemics asameans
to creativityin theromantic setting of the AliKebab House somewhere
near their North Londonrehearsal studios.

“Daveisjustone of the mostextreme charactersI've ever met.
Sometimes he getsmesoknotted upinside... butthenagain that’s good,
becauseitkeeps me pushing; youknow, right there.”

Hardly thekind of thingyou expect from a man who writes
predominantly love songs, and very good ones too, and confessestoa
long-runningaffairwith the metaphysical poetslike Donneand Marvell.

Turning momentarily from aggression to what he calls the “alternative
society” of Liverpool, he had thisto say: “It'sbecome the hip thingto deny
thatthere’saLiverpoolscene, but thereis.Ithasn'tbeen exaggerated by
thepress,infact. Itisavery cliqueyplace, veryinsular. We allmeetin the
same places and despise each otherjokingly. One thing, though-there’s
certainlynotaLiverpoolsound.”

Asiftoamplify this pointhe goes on to pointout thathe considers
the Bunnymen to have become too dirge-like— “They’ve lost their
originalfragility” -and Wah! Heatare accused ofbeing “too heavy
and ponderous”.

How, then, doeshe see the Teardrops’ music?

“I'thinkwe’re very poppy. Tome pop is something youhum. What
I'mtryingtodoisstrikeabalancebetween triteness and greatness.
People nowadays seem too embarrassed to show emotion, whichis
whatIwant.”

Much of the emotion on the album revolves, notunnaturally, around
girls, apartfrom occasional trackslike “Went Crazy” and “Books”. The
latteris the only songwithout thelyric printed on theinnersleeve, and
it'snotwithoutsignificance thatitwas written with former partner
MacMcCulloch.

“MacandIjustdon’ttalkanymore,” he sayswith the same gung-ho
enthusiasmand intensity he applies to every utterance. “It’s basically
becauseMacandThavesuchbad, bad vibesbetween us atthe moment.
Ireally thoughtIwould have to askhimifTwas going towriteitdown,
becausereallyit’sahalf-and-halflyric,and Ijustdidn’twantto ask him.

“He’s gotthisthingabout there beingasanctity of songs, butIdon’t see
whyyoucan’tdosongsanyway.I'msure he probably thinksit’s the worst
arrangementhe’s ever heard, but the number-one thingis the humour,
that’swhat’simportant.

“ThethingaboutMacandIisthatthere’ssomethingtotallymuch
heavierbehinditall that’snotto dowith theband.”

Soundsverymysterious. Could this somethingbe connected withagirl,
Itentatively enquire?

loaded episode.

“Thiswhole thingjustfreaks me outbecause... whathappened was
we sacked Mickand everybodyseems to think thatbecauseIwas
theinstigator thatI'mthisbig, evil dictator from Liverpool, whichis
juststupid.

“Obviously, ifyou've gotaguitaristyou're nothappy with, yougetrid
ofhim. You'renotrunning the band to make everyone happy; you're
runningittomakeitasgoodaspossible.”

“Imean, thisisn’tmeanttobeabitch, becauseIdon’tlike bitchinglike
that, butMickto me had got really complacent. There wasno fire in what
hewanted to do. Mickjustwasn'tbothered about pushingatall. Ithought,
‘What’s moreimportant, the friendship ortheband?’ And whenitcame
downtoitIrealised the band was the mostimportant.”

Whatever thereasons, it was an event thatleft bitter feelings on many
sides, thoughitwould seem thatacrimonyissomething thebandis
becomingwellversedin.

Like their friends/enemies (you choose) the Bunnymen, theyreceived
more than their share of flak for signing with abiglabel rather thanan
independent.Julian’s answer to those “rootsier than thou” criticsis
typicallyuncompromisingand pragmatic.

“Oh, that’sallshit...Idon’tthink there’sanything called selling out
these days. Werecorded the album firstand then tookit to Phonogram.
TherewasneveranydoubtIalwayswanted usto gowithabiglabel.”

the financial backing to make their current Daktari tour more
thanjustasloground the halls promoting the album.

Eschewing camo chic-“We're heavilyinto armygear; I've got 17 pairs
ofarmy pantsallhangingup and we've even gotajeep” —infavour of
nouveaunaturalism-“Ourbackdropislike ahuge zebraskin” —theband
willalso be using the unusuallytalented road crew thathelped make the
Bunnymen tour so visually powerful.

Asthe consciously Love-inspired horn sectionis central to thealbum’s
ambience, there will be two trumpet players on stage with the band.

“We've onlyjuststarted rehearsingwith them, but thingsare going very
well. Itshouldbe agreat tour, 'mreallylookingforward toit...Ijusthope
weallgetbetter, coswe’'ve all got colds and things at the moment.”

Itseemsacrucial tourin manyways. The whitelight seemstobe
shiningon them harder thanatanyothertimein theirhistory.

Afterraisingso manyhopes, they've committed the fatal sin of
disappointing the self-righteous upholders of street credibility, not to
mention one particularrockjournalist currently conductinga personal
campaign of character assassinationin theirhometown.

Youmightlike to have known what the othermembers of the band
thoughtaboutthistale of back-stabbing and tribal warfare, but
accordingto the garrulousJulian therewas no pointasking them.

“Tusuallydo theinterviews because 'm the only one with anythingto
sayreally. Like Alan just spends most ofhistime thinking, and Gary [the
band’sdrummer] never says anything.Ican usually speak for them
better. Dave would just start pissing you off. It soundslike areally horrible
band, doesn’tit?” fanPye ®

7 3YTHROWING IN their lot with Phonogram theywill also have
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June26,1980: —
theStoneslaunch
EmotionalRescue
atDanceteriain

New York City

ALBUMS

The Rolling Stones
ROLLING STONES

Eversince he turned 30, Mick
Jagger (aged 37) hasbeen
regularly asked when the Rolling
Stonesare goingto knockiton
the head.It'saquestionseldom
asked of, say, Paul McCartney
(38), Roger Waters (35) or even
Chuck Berry (48).

The public’sidée fixe of the
Stones asageing enfants
terriblesisaproblem Jagger
seemsslyly to acknowledge on
“Dance”, the first track of
Emotional Rescue, when he sings:
“Ithink the time’s come to get up,
getout-out into something new.”
Thejoke, of course -whichis
implicitin the sheer bounce of
the music -is that the Stones
patently have nointention of
doing any such thing.

Emotional Rescueis largely a
familiar mixture of affectionate
disrespect - for the music of
country, blues, reggae and other
rockingredients -and the
personal affectations of Jagger,
who at one momentis assuming
acod Spanishaccent (“Indian
Girl”)and atanother aBarry
Gibb falsetto (the title track).

Like, | suspect, many other
long-time Stones’ fans, I no
longer have great expectations
of theirrecords. There were
several good things on Black
And Blue (“Hand Of Fate”,
“Memory Motel”) and a half
dozen on Some Girls, their best
album since Exile On Main Street
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in1972. But having
become hostages
to theirown
celebrity, lacking
genuine rapport (and,
therefore, social context)
with ayoungaudience that
mistrusts showbiz-type stars, the
Stones now make music whose
overallmoodis playful and

ironic where onceits effect

was urgent and cutting;it’san
awfullong way from “Gimme
Shelter” to “Indian Girl” and
Jagger, backed by Tijuana Brass
horns arranged by Jack Nitzsche
(or should it be Kitsche?),

singing in his fake peon voice

of revolutionin Nicaragua

(“Mr Gringo, my father, he ain’t
no Che Guevara...”).

Along this way lies parody, not
merely pastiche; justas “Where
The Boys Go”, anadmittedly droll
tale of acockney roustabout -
sung by Jagger asthough he
were Jimmy Pursey - shows them
trying to take off punk (actually,
it's not fast enough).

Infact, the
emphasis of the
Stones’ current
musicis to be found
in Jagger’s stance:
his nous for what is
fashionable (surely
theimpulse behind
Some Girls’ disco-
style classic “Miss
You”, his throwaway
humouranda
dumbness that
comesacross
virtually as camp.

On“Sendlt
ToMe" he
importunes
forlove or for
money overa
spoofreggae track;
with the title song - the
dumbest Stones number since
“Fool To Cry” - he switches
falsetto to spoken voice so as
deathlessly to mug the phrase
“Iwill be your knight in shining
armour coming to your emotional
rescue” (hilarious); and on
“She’s So Cold”, whichhas a
great Rockin’ Rebels (“Wild
Weekend"”)intro and other
rhythmic excitement, he sings
andactsasif he were hugging
himself while locked inside a
refrigeratingroom.

It must be said that, arresting
thoughall thismay be, it doesn’t
add up to the Stones’ highest
endeavour.

Usuallyit’s claimed that the
rootsinessin the playing of Keith
Richards and the rhythm section
gives the Stones their tension;

it's peculiar, then,
that Richards’ one, by
now obligatory, solo
vehicle, “All About
You”,should be the
wispy, quavery thing
thatitis,inthe
recognisable mould of
“You Got The Silver”
-hisbrokenvoice
makes him appear
much more vulnerable
than Jagger, despite
asnarlingline like
“I'msick and tired of
hangin’around with
dogs like you”. But
this general belief
about the Stones
gains credence from
four of the five best
tracks on Emotional
Rescue (thefifthis
“She’s So Cold”).
“Dance”, withits
suggestion of
Zeppelin'sriff
on“Trampled
Underfoot”,its
Bobby Keys horns
and Latin echoes (percussion by
Mike Shrieve), swaggers from
start to finish and is completed
by Jagger’s declamatory vocal:
“Hey, what am | doin’standin’
here on the corner of West 8th
Streetand 6th Avenue?”
“LetMe Go”isalmost
rockabilly, propelled by amodern
country rhythm, while “Summer
Romance”, alikeably banal tale of
callow teenlove perhapsinspired
by Cochran’s “Summertime
Blues”, has the lick-spittle pace of
“When The Whip Comes Down”.
Finally, “Down In The Hole” is
aslow, hard-luck blues, gilded
by Sugar Blue’s harp, that the
Stones might have done at the
outset of their career;itsillicit air
is neatly summed up by Jagger
singing of girls “bumming for
nylons in the American Zone".
Ontrackssuchasthese the
Stones allay doubts about their
good health, and, touse anidiom
from Jagger’s favourite sport,
five outof10tracksisa
reasonable batting average. Yet
it'sinescapable that they
rarely approach the drive
orbrio of the best newer
bands, like Graham
Parker’s or Costello’s.
Like Chuck Berry, their
early mentor, they've
become aninstitution
which one may either rail
against or draw comfort
from.Keeping the ghosts
and the critics at bay
may yet occupy them
foryearsto come.
Michael Watts, MM Jun 28




Peter Gabriel

CHARISMA

It'sacase of newskinorold
ceremonies. Peter Gabriel
left Genesis way back when
because he felt dangerously
stifled. He needed to undergo
all sorts of personality changes
inorder toregenerate himself.
The “Solsbury Hill” single
kept him solvent while the
first two solo albums not only
gave himtheroomtobreathe
and experiment againbutalso
build up the kind of cult
following that does wonders
forthe morale.

The tactic worked perfectly.
He has now become one of
those rejuvenated, cultural
yardsticks who sidestep
Sanatogenthroughan
individually astute use of
“modern” strategies. Like
Bowie, Eno and Fripp, he
has cropped his hair,
incorporated hi-tech into live
performances and developed
animage thatisboth discreetly
subversive and constantly
self-questioning. This third
outing can only consolidate
the process of rebirth:it’s the
most confident distillation of
his technique to date

Allthe familiar trademarks
are herebut now expressed
with a mature, full-blooded
conviction. Lyrically, there
is that fierce concernwith
emotional disorder and
politicalinjustice.

Virtually every cut explores
adistorted, emotional state
in either ashorn narrative
(like “Biko”, which rightfully
rails againstaregime that
advocates apartheid, and
“Family Snapshot”, which
details President Kennedy’s
assassination) orin oblique
symbolism (like the mega-hit
“Games Without Frontiers”)
where theimages make
sense intuitively rather
thanrationally.

Musically, every cutis sharply
orchestrated, underlining the
fulsome drama of the words.
They shift fromasparse,
strident pulse (where the

militaristic drums
arefrequently
offsetby eerily
delicate marimba
tracery) to no-
holds-barred, filmic
panorama. Much
of the credit
here mustgoto
producer Steve
Lillywhite
who has
created
amagnificently
textured, diamond-
sharp sound.
Analbum that will
grow andresonate
with every spin.
lanBirch, MM Juni4

Skids VIRGIN

This Skids’ reissueis all about
classy repackaging, usinga
supposedly better mix (for
Canadarelease) asapretext
for anew, tamer sleeve. Critics,
who originally abused the
album’s neo-Naziinfatuation
with war-like supermen,
wouldn’t have paid as much
attention to Jobson’s garbled
recycling of political
sloganeeringand Victorboys’
comic heroicsifthe1936 Berlin
Olympic-styled cover hadn’t
made his sentiments so clear
inthe first place.

The remixitself, by
Bruce Fairbairn, makes
little noticeable difference,
the major change being
theinclusion of the single
“Masquerade” at the expense
of “Pros And Cons”. Otherwise,
still the same offensive wolf,
butnowinsheep’s clothing.
Chris Bohn, MM Apri2

The Slits

Y/ROUGH TRADE

Collector’s Corner: by making
public aselection of private
doodlings and prototype
demos, The Slits presupposed
aninterestinthemselves that
once would have been satisfied
by bootleggers.

A plain white cover houses
arecord with nodiscernible
title or proper track listing,
containing pre-reggae,
dawn-of-enlightenment Slits.
Their early sloppy charmis
represented here by raging
metallic outbursts, acoustic
rants (“No1Enemy”),
potty instrumentals and
the primal “Bongos On The
Lawn”.Crudely recorded, it
makes diverseifincoherent
listening, for close friends
and eavesdroppers only.

Chris Bohn, MM Apri2

May11,1980:
TheCure’s
RobertSmith
attheRainbow,
NorthLondon

___gINGLES —

REVIEW '
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SINGLES

Cabaret Voltaire

ROUGH TRADE

Unusually direct, CV have this
time pared down their hypnotic
drone music toemphasise the
mantric qualities of aninsistently
repetitive beat, heardbest on
the great, compulsive “Western
Mantra” - tautly disciplined and
sensibly embellished - while
“Eastern Mantra” is bleaker,
thoughit colourfully blends
taped Jerusalem market noises
with monotone mutteringsto
mesmerising effect, achieved
mainly by its extraordinary
length. MMAprs

Blondie CHRYSALIS

Excellent Moroder-produced
single praised here afew weeks
back asanimport.It’snowon
general release. MMAprs

Judas Priest
CBS

Surprisingly harmless HM
nightlife celebration-not to
say toothless. Aless obnoxious
sample of the Priestrepertoire.
MMAprs

\\e

e

The Cure FICTION

Unfortunately tagged as
naively witty suburbanites by
admirers, and precocious
darlings by detractors, The
Cure’s severe growth
problemswere
largely caused by
unwarranted §
heavy attention  §

i b
earlyon. rowhe
Consequently, § géé
writer Robert ggﬁ
Smith'sability |} 38
to construct %

fleetingly
mysterious and
highly evocative ?‘"" from dhe L Sriteh
scenarios went
uncredited, as critics tried
instead to pinpoint the band
sociologically. “A Forest” is
agood example, which gets
better withage: Smith’sdry,
lost vocal tells of an unsettled
individual listening out fora
strange guiding voice, while
the band play an attractively
doomy tune, enhance by
reticent drums and carefully
folded-inkeyboardslines.
Nice, vaguely psychedelic
production, too. MMAprs

GABOR SCOTT / GETTY

HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 | 55



1980

APRIL - JWNE

“We should
antagonise

- people”

— NMEJUNE28 —

EREWE GO round again. There’s aword in
the back of some people’s minds these days.
Now and then events bringit to the tip of their
tongues, where the sour taste causesit to be
swallowed back down or else spat out whole
like alump of phlegm from the subconscious.

Onceout, itassumes itsown horrendous proportions, hanging
intheair, slidingdown the wall, slitheringacross thefloor...
causingfeelings of embarrassment, confusion, trepidation and
helplessresignation. But thisnauseasoon passes, and then the
worst thingof allhappens: the word begins to make sense. Itfits.
It’stimeto get psychedelic.

Thisisn’tthe cue to startanotherstupid tribe, though
someone’sbound to try. And itdoesn’t mean another dead teen
sub-culthasrisenagain tojoin thezombies already traipsing
around Limboland, though again it could happen. Beyond the
obvious, beyond the sheer historicalimperative ofalong-feared
hippyrevival, thereisan odd glimmer. Behind the enormous
uncoolness ofitallis alittleimp of the perverse. It'sbeen
prodding away at various cerebella of myacquaintance.

There’s all thisweirdness and insanity going on around you,
theimpissaying. All thisfear and conservatism, everybody
clutchingat the pastwith one hand and gropingfor the future
with the other! The onlywayto fight thisinsanityiswith more
insanity. Rub thebastards’ nosesinit! Show them howweird
things canreallyget!

Goahead andlaughifyouwant. Myfaceisn’texactlystraight
either. The hippieshavebeen utterlydiscredited, right? Of
course theyhave. All that cosmichogwash... Acid in thewater
supply... Peaceandlove, etc. It’shard to believe people ever
tookDonovan seriouslyin thefirst place. But thisissomething
newwe’re dealingwith. Itarises out of asmall problem of
descriptivelanguage.

Timeand again oflate, one of thenew crop of English bands
presentsitselftoareviewer. Time and again thereviewer begins
tofeel thatlump of phlegm forming. It applies too well to somuch
ofthemusicthesebands are making tobe kept down forlong, but
the pejorative connotations force the effort. It’'s such an unhip
word, and thesebands are, byandlarge, prettyhip. Soare the
reviewers. Buteventuallyit comes out. Psychedelic. »

THE BUNNYMEN

LISAHAUN / GETTY
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EchoAndThe
Bunnymen:(l-r)
LesPattinson,
WillSergeant,
PeteDeFreitas
andlanMcCulloch

—~
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January17,1981, Pavilion
Gardens,Buxton,
Derbyshire:cloudsofdry
iceandupwards-pointing
stagelightsrenderthe
band“insilhouette, likethe
aliensin Close Encounters”

Suddenlyallsortsofhoaryold conceptsattach
themselves asifsomeonehad switched onan
electromagnet. Thesebandsare underground,
forinstance, because they don’thave hits; they
meannothingto thekind of person who buys
Costelloand Pretenders albums, and verylittle
tobuyers of Specials and Vapors singles. They
areprogressiveinthattheytrytobendthe old
musical forms orinventnew ones. Perhaps they
evenliketojam onthe quiet.

Oh Gawd!SuddenlyIdread the consequences
ofthis. Extending theboundaries of music,
exploring the frontiers of the mind, and other
suchnonsense...It'snotallMartin Hannett’s

“A lot of
people say it’s
postmodernist.
What is that?
It doesn’t exist”

McKenzierather than the heavy psychedelic

things, whichIstillhaven'theard.”
Whataboutdrugs; donealotofthem?
“Er...Igetdrunkoccasionally.”

HEBUNNYMEN CAMEinto being
| about two years ago; part of the welter

of groups who had heard eventsin
London calling. Echo was the name of their
taperecorder, recently replaced by areal
drumkit. Real drummers are in short supply
in Liverpool, but the Bunnymen found Pete
De Freitas, who was about to go to university
butwas glad to have agoodreasonnot to.

faulteither, because notall of these bands have
hadrecords produced by him, althoughithelps.

Look, pretend youneverread this. Itwasn'treal,
itwasjustamomentarynightmare flashback,
it'll pass. Pretend that names like The Teardrop
Explodesand Echo And The Bunnymen don’trecall
the time when groupshad nameslike The Grateful
Dead or Lothar And The Hand People. It’ssuch a
pat, easy, obvious comparison to draw.

Pretend that EchoAnd The Bunnymen don’t
make the sortof sound you'd expectto find ona
13th Floor Elevators album. They've never even
heard of them. Theylike the Velvets, sure, but the
whatFloor Elevators? Echo And The Bunnymen
arejustapromisingnew group from the north of
England, that’sall. It'snot their fault that people try to squeeze them into
absurd theoretical clothes.

Andlookwhattheyhave to putup with because of it... Driving through
Liverpoolin the obligatoryrun-down Transit on theirway to Southport,
theypasssomefriends atasetoftrafficlights. One of them flashes apeace
signatthe occupantsofthevan. It'sajoke.

The Bunnymen squirmintheir seats.

“Itoldyou the psychedelicrevivalis on,” says Ilan McCulloch, who must
beusedtotheseannoyinglittlejibes. He scratches hishead wearily,
makinghishairlook even more dishevelled thanitdid amomentago.

“Itcertainlyisin ourarea. ButIhaven't gotany strongmemories of that
period atall. We never gotinto it; we were all too young anyway. The only
recordsIcanremember from that time were the cliched oneslike Scott
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Hisrecruitmentwroughtachange fromthe
thin, haunting, resonantsemi-acoustic sound of
theirfirstZoo single, “The Pictures On My Wall”, to
fluid electric-rock overdrive with plenty of vitality
and fewinhibitions.

WillSergeantand Les Pattinson, guitarand bass
respectively, allowIan McCulloch the prominent
role onstage and off. twas he who first pulled the
group together; itishewho givesitits mostmarked
characteristics. Onthe evidence ofagigat London’s
Lyceum some months past, [expected to find him
full of pompous conceits, such was the contempt
hesullenlydisplayed when the Bunnymenwere
offered to the culturatiasalittle morsel of things
to come, alongside Teardrop, Manicured Noise,
ACertainRatio and the often ludicrous Psychedelic Furs.

Apartfrombeatingthe Furs attheir own billing, the Bunnymen
turnedinsuch anarrogant, moody, disdainfuland almostfearsome
performancethatlhad tofind outiftheyreally thoughttheywereas
good astheyactuallywere thatnight. So, here we arein a prefabricated
poly-vinyl seafront cafeteriaat Southport that The Bunnymen have
inexplicably chosenas the venue for the afternoon, about tofind out.

Ian, wearingan angst-ridden old overcoatwith hisshirt buttoned to the
topagainstthe chill existential winds—-attestingto the factthathe’s seen
The Man Who Fell To Earth six times—scratches hishead foramomentor
two before explainingwhatwas going through it on the Lyceum stage...

“Iwasfedupwithallthese...um... hardgroups knockingaroundlike
ThePsychedelic Furs and even Joy Division, thatIjustfelt were shallow.



ECHO & THE BUNNYMEN

Ieven quotedlines from other people’s songs. Itwasjustfrustration, I
suppose. People are told what tolike alot of the time, and I quoted from
JoyDivision,aband whom peopleare told to like. Thataudience was
really... what’stheword? Theyweren’treallyreactingatall. Perhapsit
was our fault, butI thinkitwassomethingin the audience there, a cool
aspect.IquotedJoy Division becauseifthey’d been up there, playinga
badset, they’d have got thereaction thatnobody else got.

“Itwas supposed to be some sort ofhip bill of bands, and I hate that kind
ofthing. We tried to shock them out of thatin away, by goingonand
playingpretty straight-ahead rock without theairs. The Psychedelic Furs
arequitestraight-ahead, buttheytryand coveritup with certain poses.
Imeanifthat’s psychedelic...

“Peoplewholike usnormally didn’tlike us thatnight, butIthought
wewere milesbetter. We could’ve played safe butwe didn’t. 1did see
somethingthen... thatperhaps we should be doingsomethinglike
antagonising people.”

Willhasbeenlookingincreasinglybemused. “Idunno,” hesays. “I
wasn’tintoitatall. Mind you, I didn’teven knowwhatwashappening
with theaudience.Thad sunglasseson.”

“Yeah, butyoudidn'tlikeiton a playinglevel. There’s more to playing
livethanjustgetting the notesrightand everything. Whatannoyed me
abouttheLyceumthingwas thatthere werealotofrealidiots there who
were tryingto feel like theyweren'tidiots, they were in on something.
Theyrenotinonit. There’snothingtobeinon.

“Alotofpeoplesayit’s postmodernist. Whatis that?Itdoesn't exist.
It'sjustatag, and that'swhat the whole nightwas about. Categories.”

Lesdecidestointerruptthisdiatribe: “Categories areinevitable, butyou
canfightback. Waittill our new ska single comes out!”

“If people come along expecting something,” continuesIan, “it’s
perfectly OK touse thingslike arroganceto tell them you're not that
thing... theLiverpool thing, forinstance. All these wackybands. There’s
nobodywackyin Liverpool. It'sno more wacky than anywhere else.”

Thewordisactually quirky, butthe pointisthe same.Ibetthereare
timeswhen Echo And The Bunnymen wish they’d called themselves
somethingelse. Incidentally, since lan mentioned Joy Division, it ought
tobepointed out that the two groups do have alotin common. And this
timeitisn't Martin Hannett. It'sIggy Pop.

AtleastI hopeitwas the muzak. It mighthave been the drowsy

off-season resort town instillingitselfinto its visitors, or the
dutiful recollection of past exploits, such as the fact that Les used to be
aboat-builder, while Will was a cookand Ian was on the dole. And the
factthatthey're all about 20 and this is their first group. These and
other faintincidental details add to the mounting torpor.

Time to getserious. What’syour motivation, whatdoesitallmean?

“Idon’tknow,” repliesIan. “Itgetsharder aswe go along to be motivated.”

Oh.Whereisthefuninit, then?

“Thereisnofuninit,” says Will. “Anyway, we’llallbein thearmysoon.”

Tanmisses thisjoke because he’sbeen gazing thoughtfully atnothingat
all. Suddenlyhe muttersasingleword...

“Ego.Yeah... ego.It’sallkinda gratifying your ego. We want to do things
thatarevalid; good songs, thatmean somethingsincere. But ego’s always
atthebackofit.”

Thereyouhaveit! This questionhasbeen askedin
alotofdifferentways ofalot of different people and
IanMcCullochhasjustgivenit the straightestanswer
it'severhad. Hewasn’tbeing particularlyironic, nor
was he apologising. Justgivingan honestanswer.
There’snomessage, no crusade, noneed to tell you
what’swrongwithyourlife, noburning purpose...
Beinginagroupisagoodwayto travel and
experience things, thinksIan. And Will?

“This tour we're doingnow; I'm hoping that by the
end of itI'lllike playinglive, and I'll feel less tense on
stage. That’sabout the only thingI'm hopingfor.”

“Sometimes,” sayslan, “yougo onstage and you feel
thatyouhave got somethingto say, and youwant
themtolisten and understand, but other timesyou
justwanttobe greatatwhatyoudo, whateveritis, but
thatdoesn’'tmeanyouhave to haveamissionora
message of some sort. Although we do analyse what
we do, and we think, alotof the time, thatit’snot that

T HEMUZAKIN the cafeteriais slowly sending everyone to sleep.

good. Our egos aren’tbigenough to disregard self-criticism...I've gotto
goforapiss.”

Iangetsup fromthe table; I turnto Willand askifhe agrees withall
that'sbeensaid.

“Ithinkall thisarrogance business thatyou two were talking about
earlierisaload of crap!”

Thesilence that follows this declarationis so pregnant that someone
shouldreallygetup and offeritaseat.

“Ilike quirky groups, basically.”

Sodol. Paul Rambali

MELODY MAKER

T’SNOTJUST the first chill winds of winter that make Essex seem
I so cold. The Echo And The Bunnymen show- “I hate the word gig,

butthere’s really not many substitutes,” says unassuming guitarist
Will Sergeant—is inside the bowels of the nightmare conglomeration
of steel, glass and concrete thatis the county’s university.

With glowinghigh-rise blocks and supermarkets, it'sacompleteliving
complexinitself, like Godard’s Alphaville, which means the journey
there could be through the outerlimits of hyperspace and oninto the
eerielabyrinths.

Spacetravelis somethingvery close to Will Sergeant’sinculpable heart.
Whenatravellingbusinessman watchinganother channel prevents him
from seeing Kate Bush on the tube, he rushes off to gethis collection of
Star Treknovels and, the most treasured possession next to his Telecaster,
an Enterprise manual.

“I'thinkitwasjustgreat, youknow, the programme. Lookaat this,” he
murmurswith customaryreserve, “iteven tellsyouhowto playthree-
dimensional chess.”

Thick-layered drapes of camouflaged (camo) netting cover the stage
and thefierce angles of the uni’s main hall, to form along, ragged tunnel
withinwhich theband play. Camois the mythic clothingadopted by the
entire entourage for this tour. It’saconcept that’s evolved rather than
contrived and serves as an outward expression for the inspiration,
dedication and sense of common destiny thatbinds thisloveablelegion
of charlies together. Certainly there seems to be somethingin theairon
this tour—aflickeringmagic that grows from the knowledge thatyou're
involved in something frighteningly exciting.

Aswellascamo, an exclusive terminologyhasemergedinkeepingwith
the spiritofdiscovery: Weird = good, dude =sstiff, scummy=bad, and
game of tennis=sex.

Anynew townisjudgedby the quality ofits camo shop, the availability
ofgood charcoal-cooked burgers and the state of play on the tennis court.

Isn’'titdangerous, though, to flirtwith militaryimagesin such times of
studied fearand conservatism?

“Well, Ithinkit’sjust good funreally,” Will counters with a halfsmile.
“Lesand Iwanted towear our cowboy gear, but the otherslaughed atus,
youknow.”

Inreality, everyone concerned seems to have thoughtaboutall the
implications.

“Thisisn’tmilitaristicin thestrictsense of the term,” explainsartistand
roadieKit Edwards. “It functions on so manydifferentlevels. On oneit’s »

November1980:
B lanMcCullochon
airataDutchradio
stationbetween §
gigsinApeldoorn, [§
Amsterdamand
Rotterdam
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underminingaheavyinstitutionlike the Kelly’s Heroesline; italso
contributes to afeel of beingunderground or separate, and it gives the

whole touran aesthetic continuity.”

Well, yes.In otherwords, coupled with thelightsand other stage

devices, itlooks dazzlinglyimpressive.

Somehow Bill Butt, an extraordinarily gifted lightsman with a
backgroundin the theatre and a partnership with manager/producer
Bill Drummond, haswed the gothic doom and epic splendour of

) K

Coppola’s Apocalypse Nowwith Spielberg’s “white light as ametaphor

No imitation skin

Echo And The Bunnymen KOROVA

The transformation of Echo And The
Bunnymen from appealing but erratic
beatniks of ayear ago to the dynamic modern
rock group of today hasbeen little short of
remarkable. It hasbeen apainless change of
style but one in which the effects could hardly
be more marked. The haunting semi-acoustic
strains of their original Zoo 45 “Pictures On
My Wall” are afar cryindeed from the hard,
vigorous funk of the recent “Rescue” single.

If “Rescue” hinted broadly at the shift that
had taken place, then Crocodiles, the debut
album, confirmsitin the most gratifying
manner. There truly is a different kind of
tension at work now. So whatisit all down to?

Well, on the most basic level, the
recruitment of drummer Pete De Freitasin
place of the drum machine “Echo” that
formerly provided the rhythmic backdrop has
toughened up the sound considerably, giving
things asolid andimaginative root.

But thereis more toit than that. Singer
lanMcCulloch’s gruff voice has matured
magnificently, so that every songis now
infested with arare soul andintensity. In
commonwith all greatrock’n’roll from
Springsteen to the Sex Pistols, the Bunnymen
now sound hungry, and alot of that hunger can
be traced back to the sense of desperation
andurgency in McCulloch’s vocals.

IfMcCulloch and De Freitas give the
Bunnymen the essence of their new-found
strength, then the embellishments and
embroidery are left to guitarist Will Sergeant
and bassist Les Pattinson. Sergeant is the star
of the show musically, his gothic, jangling
guitar motifs often stretching milesinto the
distance behind Pattinson’s elastic bass.

Together they have a great sense of rock
dynamics, though alot of the credit
for that could also go to

NME JUL 12

Morrison and Iggy Popin
McCulloch’s voice, shreds of
Wilko Johnsonin the crosscut
riffing of Sergeant on the title
track and aspects of Talking Heads
in “Rescue”, while the chilling organ

melody on the revamped “Pictures On My
Wall” certainly owes something to Pere Ubu’s
“30Seconds Over Tokyo”.

But this crocodile is no imitation skin, and
the whole is far greater than the sum of the
variousinputs. McCulloch’slyrical landscape
is scattered with themes of sorrow, horror and
despair, themes that arereinforced by animal/
sexualimagery. There areresemblances to
Joy Divisionin places, although McCulloch’s
words are never asintensely personal.

“Crocodiles” and “Rescue” deal with fear
and eventual breakdown, desperation which
takes the victim even closer to the edge on
“Going Up”, where ambient mood music drifts
into a semi-acoustic rocker with a haunting
“Let’s get the hell outta here” refrain. But the
message filtering through the darknessis
primarily one of hope on “Pictures On My
Wall” and “All That Jazz”, which employs to
devastating effect the same relentless
rhythmic thrash that drove Pil’s “Annalisa”
and Magazine's “The Light Pours Out Of Me”.

“Villiers Terrace”, meantime, isan awestruck
and amusing account of people rolling round
on carpets, mixed-up medicines and drugged
debauchery, lifted by very Bowie-ish staccato
electric piano.

Notevery trackis as successful. “Pride” isa
disposable recollection of parental hopes and
fears, “Stars Are Stars” an obscure dirge
salvaged only by afew crisp minor chords,
and “Happy Death Men”,arambling closer
that goesnowhere.

One last thing. Forget all thatjazz about the
creeping return of hippy-

the production team of
Chameleons Bill Drummond
and Dave Balfe and Original
Mirrors guitarist lan Broudie.
The three menat the
controls create asound full
of body and depth without
the aid of convoluted studio

Sergeant’s gothic,
jangling guitar
motifs stretch

into the distance

dom, despite the cryptic
“flowers and their hair”
message scratched over the
run-off grooves. Crocodiles
is destined to be one of the
contemporary rock albums
of the year. And, yes, you
candance toit. Adrian Thrills

trickery, the odd splash of

resonant echo aside: thereisvery

little on Crocodiles that couldn’t - or

indeed hasn’t-beenreproducedlive.
The Bunnymen betray a host of

influences throughout the album.

There are shades of both Jim
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CROCODILES

ECHO AND THE BUNNYMEN

forrebirth” technique, to produce the most sympatheticsettingforarock
bandThaveeverseen.

Usingahuge commercialfan atthe end of the camo tunnel, the crew
ledbyHarryDeMac cansuddenly push outblankets of white smoke that,
coupled with heavenly-pointinglights, leave the band in silhouette like
thealiensin Close Encounters, crossed with amatrix oflight shafts.

It’'sstunning. Everything comes off with a professional artistry, always
in perfectsynch with the music, which hasatlastcome neartoreaching
itslive potential. Despite a cold, Ian “Mac” McCulloch’s voice still

reached the ethereal peaks ofthealbum,
while Will'sunderstanding of
electronicsound (thisis hisfirst
band) canbe sublime on either
attackorreflection.
LesPattinson’sbasslinesare
becomingthunderousin places,
alwaysoriginaland cleverly at
variancewith the twin guitars
thatlook foranchoragein Pete De
Freitas’ rushingdrums. Never have
theyplayed sowellasasingleunit, and
attheirbestare capable of awe-inspiring,
shimmering, magical, warp-factor-10rock.

AtEssexthesortofgangthatlike the UK
Subsrepeatedlyspitand hurl cansatthe
band.Ifanythingitspursthemonto
greater heights, and afterwards Mac
considers theversion of their unusually
incisive “Pride” was one of the bestyet.

When theysingon “Monkeys”: “Boys
arethe same/Brains in their pockets/ Girls
arethesame/Knockitandrockit”, the
glaringironyisinevitablylostinaseaof
human oscillation.

“Iwish more peoplewouldlisten to
thelyrics,” Maccomplainslater. “Imean,
Idon’twantthemto allstand round
analysingthings, butIdon’tsee whyyou
can’'tmovearoundabitandlistenaswell.”

Overtintellectualismissomething Mac
mostdefinitely doesnotapprove of. Ifyou're
pursuingmysteryand adventure orlooking
backwith asplintered vision, why should
youwant to categoriseyourart, especiallyif
youreworkinginafield whose ethos
frequently demandsthesacrifice of those
who break coverandreveal themselves.

“I'dsayI'mmoreinterestedin
atmosphere and the spaces between the
obvious, youknow.Ican’'tunderstand why
people wantto go to university; there must
bebetterthingstodo.”

Contraryto his pastpress persona,lan
McCullochisnotaloofand difficult, just
alittledreamyand sometimesintroverted.
Aslongasyoudon’ttryand cramhiminto
arestrictive categoryfor the sake of easy
consumerism-ie, Echoarethenew
whatever—he canbe warm, funnyand
intelligent. He could alsoberock’s
Howard Hughes.

“Scummy” really comes ontoits ownin
Mac’svocabulary, because forhimthere’s
alotofscumabout. Understandably, he
goesto greatlengths towash the gob out
ofhishairfollowingthenight’s
performance. “Ihad tousenearly,
abottle of shampoo, youknow.”

Butwhilewe’reallsittingin the hotel
lobbywaiting forhim to appear (ithas
becomehis prerogative to belate and
theothersacceptthiswithashrugging
resignation) itemerges thatMac



inspectseverybed before sleep for bugs,
takinghours through deliberation and
poor eyesight. Hemustwash hishands
atregularintervalsand seems almost
terrified of fliesand dirt. “Imean, you
should have seenthelasthotelwe
stoppedin, itwasreallyscummy.”
Intheirownway, Willand Les arejustas
concerned with the odd, theweird and the
wonderful. Aside from wantingtorideina
UFO, Will once told his careers adviser thathe
hopedtobeazookeeper, while Leswanted to
bearacingdriverandsettled with drivingthe
band from town to town. Only on the grounds
ofexcessive heataccumulation canLesbe
persuaded not to buyarubberimmersion suit
inNorwich’s five-star camo shop. Both wear
headbands onstage, with Willadding conkers
tokeep everythingdownto earth.
Perhapsbecause hewas thelasttojoin, Pete—
whoreplaced Echo thedrum machine-is often
onthe peripheryofthe band’s conversations
aboutspontaneous combustion, sci-fiand
music. Butwhenitcomesto the “formal
interview” he seems assertive and clear about

November29,
1980:McCulloch
frontsthe

Bunnymenat
Amsterdam’s
Paradiso

whattheband should be doing.

Theothersarelessreluctanttositdownand
talk, buttheydoandit’sall over quickly.

Whataboutthe Liverpool scene?

Mac: “Toacertain extentit’sbeen
manufactured by the press. We don’tlike being
associated withit.Idon’tthink people would
say therewasanysimilaritiesbetweenusand
Wah!Heator the Teardropsifonewasfrom
Doncasterand the other from Scunthorpe,
exceptthat Wah! Heat desperatelywantto be
EchoAnd The Bunnymen.”

Maconce played, albeitvery briefly, with Pete
Wylie,nowofWah!Heat, in the garageband The

“I'm interested
in atmosphere
and the spaces
between
the obvious™

over which to mature, whereas touringhas
eroded their time to develop newmaterial.

Evenwith theserestrictions, they present
fewproblemsinview of theirapproach to
writing. UsuallyMac comes up with thelyrics,
though Willwrote those to “Happy DeathMen”,
and therestliterallymaterialises from the
catalyticmusical communications that
developinthestudio.

TheBunnies gottheirname fromafriend.
Theywerealmost MonaLisa & The Grease
Guns, Glycerol & The Fan Extractors, and The
DazMen, “becauseitstood up andwasfunny”,
accordingto Mac.

Crucial Three, and interestingly itis Wyliewho
isaccused of doingJim Morrison impersonations by Mac. Anyway, Wylie
“isjustadude, asuperstudin Liverpool”, according to Will.

Asforthe spectre of Morrison, Will thinks he’s still alive in Greece and
Macsays: “Isawhim asaleather-clad dudeand abad poet.”

Balfe and Bill Drummond, seemed to be to be as magnificent as

the songs and music, though surprisingly the partnership looks
like ending. Mac: “I don’t think we’ll work with them again. It worked on
some of the songs but on others there wasn’t enough power. Also I think
theyplayed itsafe on ‘The Puppet’ [their current single with the far
superior B-side “Do It Clean”] and I think they spoiltitabit.”

Peteinterjects: “Ithinktheyrealised they playeditsafe.Idon’t think
theyreallyknewwhatto dowithit. That'swhy
they'realso pushingforustogetanother
producer, becauseIthink they've run out of
ideasforus.”

Sowhowill take up the envious task of
producing the mostexcitingband to come out
of Liverpool since The Beatles?

Will: “Well, we've got peopleinmind but they
don’tknowwe’ve gottheminmind, sowe can’t
reallysay... There’sone thatreallysticks out,
though, thatwould suitus.”

SaysMac: “Istill thinkalot more could have
beenmade onsome of those songs on the first
album, butitwas partlyour fault.”

Pete: “Idon’tthinkyou’re ever goingto come
outofthestudiobeingtotallyhappy. Atthe
timeitseemed like theright production.”

Crocodiles only tookaround three weeks to
record but the nextwill takelonger, primarily
because those earlier songshad adecent period

T HEPRODUCTION ON their debut album, Crocodiles, by David

Itwasalsoareaction against postmodernist
names “thathave to be serious and have no sense ofhumour”. Strangely,
it'sanamethathasattracted other meaninglesslabelsusually associated
with American West Coastbandslike Loveand The Doors. The
connectionispurelyrandom. Maclikes the Velvets and Leonard Cohen
and Willlikes Syd Barrettand even “D.1.S.C.0.” by Ottawan.

Grinningunderhis overgrown fringe, Will suggests: “You've gottalaugh
abouttheselabels sometimes. We've been called wacky, postmodernist,
Neil Young, electricfolk, bleakindustrial. We'rejustfish-and-chip
holdersreally.”

“Mostbands pigeonhole themselves because they're so obvious. We
won’tdo that, but other people seem towantto doitforus...Idon’tknow,
whatcanyoudo?” Macpleads.

Afterleavingtheindependent Zoo forthe WEA subsidiary Korova,
some hardcore fanzines criticised them for
sellingout, butonthisMacand therestlose
nosleep.

“Forastart,Zoowanted us to doit. Ifwe
hadn’tsigned we wouldn’tbe doing this tour
and have all theselights and things. It’sjust
ajob, right? Would you criticise abloke who
works for Ford for not makinghis own car?”

Judgingbythe Norwichset, it'shard to
seethe band goinganywhere butforward.
Hampered byan especiallyhigh ceiling,
the crew, despite a Herculean effort, fail to
constructthe Heart Of Darkness camo tunnel,
andsettleinstead foran ornithology theme
with added foliagein the netting.

Once the exoticstrainsof Enoand Jon
Hassell's Fourth World: Possible Musics die
away, the band take over, leaving a capacity
audience dumbstruckby their powerand
imagination. IanPye ®

MICHAEL LINSSEN / GETTY
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GRYSTAL PALACE
GARDEN PARTY
— LONDON ——

LIVE!

— JUNE7 ——

Smoother but more ruthless

NME JUN 14

“..the poets of negroism oppose the idea of
anold Europe to ayoung Africa, tiresome
reasoning to lyricism, oppressive logic to
ahigh stepping nature...” Frantz Fanon,

The Wretched Of The Earth

OLET’SDANCE! OK.EvenMarley,
Spotentially the mostimportant political

entertainer alive, seemed content to
follow the Wailers’imperative beat along with
most everybody else on Saturday. It was that
kind of day.

The dippy logic that held sway had scores
of otherwise sensible fully clothed adults
wallowing like hippos in the muddy lake
separating the stage and crowd. Others
moreirresponsibly perchedinthe charming
willow trees surrounding the site. One
eventually snapped under the strain, its
unnecessary destruction greetedin some
quarters by heavy cheers.

Asalready noted, it was that kind of day.

The audience’s one rational moment was
their mud-slinging reply to Joe Jackson’s
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bad-mouthing. If the stupid prat thought he
could consolidate the current critical swingin
his favour throughill-tempered harangues,
thenhe’sdumber than his manner suggested.

Some new songsindicated thathe’s too
bright to plumb such levels. The black “The
Evil Eye”, touching on voodooismand
butcheryin Peckham,
sounded fun, highlighted
asitwas by the tasteful line
“lgot The Cramps on the
stereo”. But mostly he
resorted to Stranglers-
styledbelligerent
boogying, which
intimidated some into
applause, butturned offas
many others; meincluded.

Maybe Jackson thought
ithis duty to disrupt the soporificatmosphere
of the event until his spot. Lord knows The
Average White Band gave him good cause.
Their languidriffing lapsed into plain laziness,
with odd moments of tension quickly

The post-
revolutionary
awareness of

“Exodus” seems
especially fitting

dissipating once the pattern of false endings
was established. All sweetness and light and
no shade. They wouldn’t have noticed if we
leftand vice versa.

Q-Tips’'singer Paul Young's fixed grin
implied alike rigidity, but he still looked
vulnerable enough to be affected by an
audience. His obsessive
love for old soulis genuine
enough, but why he
should want to mimic
the masters’styles so
faithfully is unnatural.

His mannerisms and the
band’srelentless efficiency
make them a good show
band and notmuchelse,
although their cabaret
presentation worked
surprisingly well on 20,000 people, too.

That’s down to their strong ensemble
playingand a clever non-stop programming
of standards, like “Tracks Of My Years”,
“S.Y.S.L.J.FM.”, “How Sweet Itls ToBe



Alvin“Seeco” Patterson
(oncongas),BobMarley,
Earl“Wya"Lindoand
fellow Wailersoutof shot
atthe Crystal Palace Bowl,
followingsetsby Joe
Jackson, The Average
WhiteBandand The Q-Tips

Loved By You” and “Sweet Soul
Music”. They were more popular
than DJ Andy Dunkley - he must've
left his copy of This Is Soulat home.

Marley'simportanceasa
crossover artist shouldn’t be either
overlooked or denied. Whatever people’s
attractions to him - his beautifully taut
singing, the increasing disco sophistication
of the Wailers, or what he has to say - they've
placed himin the enviable positionof a
militant with a potentially large audience.
Goingby his last album, Survival,he hasn't
yet shirked his responsibilities.

Obviously many people at Crystal Palace
came for the Event or the hits, but | doubt
that they were disappointed. Having
recently returned from Zimbabwe's
independence celebrations, Marley and
the Wailers are currently expressing their
elation with the birth of anew black state
through aset of renewed ardour, in which
their belief in Rastafarianism combines with
amore embracing spiritual love.

The post-revolutionary awareness of
“Exodus” seems especially fitting now,
and consequently “Jamming” and “Exodus”
played out the set. The Wailers’ superbly
confident yet gentle rhythms supported
Marley’s ailing voice. Earlier they radically

——

improved “Rastaman Vibration” by fleshing
out the dull purity of the original album track,
and throughout they played with cool poise.
They reinforced their hardness with the
warning shot “War”, the victory song
“Zimbabwe" and the resilient “I Shot The
Sheriff”, revitalised by the | Threes’ assertive
back-up. Of the new songs, one boldly
identified them with their roots: “We don’t
have no friends inna high society.”
But the mostrevealing was Marley’s
acoustic “Redemption Song”, which
had himsinging, ironically judging
fromthe song’s tone: “Won't you help
me sing/Another song of freedom/
Because alll hear/Redemption songs.”
He sangit with asly hint of mockery
thatbelied the seriousness of the
subject of slave trading. Very strange,
but I'll wait to hear it properly before
making up my mind.
Marley and the Wailerssstill cut it.
With the passing of time they're
getting smoother, but at the same time
more ruthless, and Marley The Warrior

hasn’tlain down his sword yet. Someday
he'll possibly face similar problems to
other political entertainers, of keeping
the momentum and spirit alive, but as his
political beliefs are deeperrootedin his Rasta
faith and the more concrete struggle of the
Third World, they're alot harder to lose sight
of.He'smade diversions before (Kaya) and
then come back.

And with Zimbabwe's victory still fresh he’s
hardly likely to stop now. ChrisBohn

Majority
rules

'BOB MARLEY AND THE WAILERS / JOE
JACKSON BAND | AVERACE WHITE BAND

stal Palace Garden Party
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Readers’ letters

MM JAN-JUN
Gone but not forgotten

Farewell to Ian Curtis, thelate
singer of Joy Division. Hewill be
sadlymissed.

JOHNSANDYS, Maidenhead,
Berkshire (MM Jun14)

Kicking against the bricks
Thankyou, the Floyd, foryour
contribution towhatwas the Year
OfThe Child.

“Another BrickIn TheWall” is
ananthemthat DAME Margaret
Thatcher, housewife superstar,
would have been proud towrite.
Who else butFloyd or theIron Lady
could getchildrentostand up and
sing “Wedon’t neednoeducation” at
atimewhensomany oftheworld’s
childrenwould be desperately
glad ofanyeducationatall,
however sarcastically delivered?

Justhow farrockhaslostits
radical edge of protest,ina
world still full ofhardshipsand
deprivations, is evidenced when
musicianslike these canrail at
the crustyold teachers of their
childhood. Giles ofthe Daily
Expressdiscovered howto do that
yearsago, withmoreridicule,
humour, and therefore more effect.

Perhaps Pink Floyd would have
liked tohave added afewmore
wordsaboutincreased school
meal prices: “Wedon’t need no
mashed potato/ We don't need not
treacleroll/We'll eat our sarnies in
theclassroom/Teacher throw those
kidsabone!”

Anotherbrickin the wall?
Anotherkickintheballsto those
who everhopedfor, orneeded, the
radical forcerock used to wield.
TIMSHELTON-JONES, Milestone
Road, Upper Norwood,London SE19
(MM Jan26)

Trueto form, Pink Floydreleasea
newalbum, and asingle too, only
tofind know-allswritingto MM'’s
Mailbag, snappingattheirheels.
Floyd are attackingeducation!
Attackingteachers! Orare they?

Anyonewholistened to Roger
Waters (the writer) on theradio
recentlywillrealise that thisis
anythingbutthe case.

TheFloyd didn'tfeatureinthe
MMPollthisyear. Theyhad done
nothingto deserve this praise.
Neitherhad others, buttheygotin
easily. Floyd’s supporters only
praised work, not past efforts.
Floyd are not followed by “worms”.
DERRICKFOX, ChalfordHill,

Nr Stroud, Glos (MM Jan12)

You do that

Withregard to thereview of the
new Clash double, Iwould have
appreciated alittlemore depth
inthefinal paragraph.An
observationthatthelettering of
thetitleis setoutexactly the same
wayas Elvis Presley’s first HMV
album, includingthe colouring,
would havebeen appropriate.

Isthisanother plotbytherecord
company toinstigatelitigation,
awithdrawal of thealbum design
and the creation of yetanother
costly collectors’ item?Well, The
Beatlesdiditwith the “Butcher’s”
cover for the Yesterday And Today
LP-price $400-andrecently
Virgindiditwith the American
Express pic-sleeve of the last Sex
Pistolssingle.Ishallkeep my copy
andseewhathappens.
ANTHONY RAYNER, Hampton,
Middlesex (MM Jan19)

Hynde your language
Iwasshocked toreadinyour
review of the Pretenders LP (Jan
12) theamazingstatement that
Chrissie Hynde possessed “what
maywell be the finest female voice
inthehistoryofrocknroll.” Is
ChrisBrazier, the author of this
highlyquestionable remark,
completely out ofhismind?

Firstofall, for the sake of formal
argument, canwhat Ms Hynde
singsbe called “rock'n’roll”,
anyway?Andifitcan, could she
inall objectivitybe considered to
haveabettervoice than Brenda
Lee orWandaJackson, for
example? And ifwe callit “rock”
singing, whatabout the non-
trendy dinosaurs Grace Slickand
JanisJoplin, notto mention
Maggie Belland that chickwho
used to singwith Meatloaf (Iforget
hername) intherealm ofheavy
singing. And continuingoninto
more disparate styles of “rock”,
whataboutKiki Dee, Joni Mitchell,
Christine McVie, Stevie Nicks,
Siouxsie Sioux, etal?

Imean, really!Is Brazier
Chrissie Hynde’s father or
something? That'sthe onlything
thatcouldjustify such an outburst
offanzinelunacy.

JOANNE SMITH, Break Egg Hill,
Billericay, Essex(MMFeb 2)

Bootlegs vs
police time

Sothe countryisnow

safeagainfollowing
asix-monthinvestigationwhich
ledtothe “swooping” (ugh) of the
policeonadisusedairfield to
discoverabootlegfactory.

Thishouse of sin manufactured
illegalliverecordings of some of
our “greatestartists”, whowere
aftertheseevil criminals. The
leader of these knightsin shining
armour was David Bowie. I have
everyalbum ofhis, anditwasn’t
untilThad themallthatIbegan
gettinginterestedinfinding
bootlegs. Butthatargumenthas
alreadybeen thrashed todeath,
andno onelistened.

Surelyiftheartists themselves,
ortheagentsorlabels, were
prepared to produce morelive
recordingswhere they're
obviouslywanted, bootlegging
ofthekind underattackwould
bebeaten offthe market.

Inthe papers, of course, the
criticswould hate the production
oflots oflive albums from one
group. Butsurelylimited editions
forthefanaticalfansmustbe
worthit. Ifitisn’t, why employ the
police for sixmonths to bust the
peoplewho thinkitis?

Of course, theartists should get
royalties from theserecords
(that’s probably the one thing that
upsets them), butuntil theyare
legal, how can they? Either combat
thebootleggerswith better
quality, more easily obtainable
liverecords, orleave them alone.

Sixmonthsofpoliceactivitylike
thiswon’t catch the Ripper-willit?
EDWARD CRUTCHLEY, StPancras,
Chichester, West Sussex(MMFeb 2)

Pseud writer writes

Concerningmyreview of Elvis
Costello’s Get Happy!album
(MMFebruary23):Incase
anyone’sinterested, theword
should havebeen “atavistically”,
not “statistically”, until the
printers gotatit. Serves me

right for being pseudy.
CHRISBRAZIER, LondonE3
(MMMar1)
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PINK FLOYD, STRAY

CATS, FLEETWOOD MAG,
JOY DIVISION AND MORE

DUFFY ARCHIVE

Takes the lead role

NME David Bowie returns with a stage
role, a new album and a single, “Ashes To Ashes”.

any concerts in 1980 is confirmed with the news,

announced thisweek, that heis to make his stage acting
debut-amovelikely to keep him occupied until the end of
theyear. But he keeps his music interests ticking over, with
anewalbum and single scheduled for release.

Hetakestheleadrolein the Bernard Pomerance play The
Elephant Man,which opens on July29in Denver for aweek,
thenmoves to Chicago until the end of August. Thisis due to
befollowed by anindefinite run on Broadwayin New York.
Asyetthere areno definite plans for the play to come to
London-butBowiesaid recentlythathe’d ratheractin the
West End than performin concertatthe WembleyArena.

Theplayissetin England in thelast century, and it’sabout
JohnMerrick-ahideouslydeformed man who’s takeninto
the careofaLondon surgeon, and subsequentlybecomes
acelebratedfigureinsociety.

Paradoxically, Bowie’snewalbumis titled Scary Monsters
(And Super Creeps)-itwasrecorded in New York during
March, and issetforrelease by RCA on September 12. It
contains ninenewsongs-eightself-penned, and one
written by ex-Televisionleader Tom Verlaine- plus one
reprise.Asingle from the LP, “Ashes To Ashes”, comes out
onAugust 1, coupledwith atrackfrom hislaststudio album,
Lodger, titled “Move On”.

Bowie’sregularbackingmusicians-Carlos Alomar (guitar),
DennisDavis (drums) and George Murray (bass) —are
featured ontheset, alongwith such guestsas Pete Townshend,

Robert Fripp and Bruce
Springsteen’s pianist Roy

D AVID BOWIE’S AVOWED intention of not playing

STAGE PLAY — BUT NEW LP, TOO [EiZicdut -

co-producer Tony Visconti

Bowie goes legit ke

1 ROWIE’s avowed intention of not playing any co

erts in 1980 is confirmed
con.f,- rmme arntina deabut — a8




DavidBowieasheappearsonthe
coverof ScaryMonstersandin
thevideoforleadsingle “Ashes
ToAshes”. Theoutfitwascreated
by NatashaKorniloff,who'dhad
aflingwithBowieinearly1968
whentheywerebothinvolved
withLindsayKemp’smime
presentation PierrotIn Turquoise




Trepidation

NME JUL 12

OME TAPING, ACCORDING to the
H beleaguered British record industry,

is deprivingits coffers of untold
millions of pounds. With sales of LPs
decreasing rapidly as aresult of the tight
financial climate that affects sales of all sorts
of consumer goods, therecord industry is
anxious to plug all leaks of its revenue. The
most serious of these leaks are bootlegging
and home taping -both, it's claimed, amount
to theft of copyright. An often hysterical
pictureis painted of legions of small-and
even big-time pirates blasting great holes
inarapidly sinking ship.

It's worth remembering that, despite all the
grumbles lastyear, theindustry as awhole
actually made more money in the gloomy year
of'79 thanit didinthe boomyear of '78. Fewer
records were soldin’'79, but they cost more
and generated bigger returns. Now, with far
fewerrecords being sold, the gloom has
turned to trepidation.

When it comes to home taping, there’s not
much theindustry can do. Theidea of some
sort of jamming device onrecords to prevent
taping seems to have been shelved, and
would anyway take along time to introduce
andrequire the complicity of the hardware
manufacturers, who remain conspicuously
silent on the whole matter. The British
Phonographic Institute, who represent the
trade interests of the record industry, did
succeed in preventing one manufacturer
from advertising the easy home taping
facilities of its models, on

the caseforatapelevy
toguest speaker Lord
George Brown. His
Lordship, however, was
notimpressed.

“If my wife and
daughter wish to utilise
modern technology to
recapture the beautiful
music made by, say,
Dame Nellie Melba,
thentheyshouldbe
abletodoso,andlam
not the bloke to talk
aboutalevyto
compensate Dame
Nellieand EMI.”

Nonetheless, the
governmentis pledged
tointroduce changesin
thelawregardinghome
taping as part of wider
changesinthe existing
copyright laws, according to aspokesperson
from the Department Of Trade And Industry.
The Whitford Committee reporton
Copyright Design Law, publishedin1977,
hasrecommended that alevy similar to that
which already exists in Germany should be
introduced on “all equipment of atype
suitable for private recording...asin Germany,
it should be the manufacturer orimporter
who should be liable for the levy”. Although
the cost willno doubtbe passedonto

the consumer.

Full-pageadsin
themusicweeklies
reflect“the
biggestchangein
thewaypeople

listentomusic”
ar

the grounds thathome
tapingisunlawful -but then
soiskissingin public parks
and on highways.

The BPlis pressing fora
levy onblank tapes; say10p
onevery cassette sold,
which will be divided up
between the record
companies thatare

The British
Phonographic
Institute is
pressing for a levy
on blank tapes

A Green Paper (which
isasort of preliminary
discussion document) on
the subject of copyright
and designlawisduetobe
published at the end of the
year. Whatever size and
shapeitsrecommendations
aboutalevy, these would
have to pass through

members of the BPI. Inthe
short term this would
bringin more money for
the companies, butin
thelongtermitwon’t
actually help the people
who ultimately lose out
because of the slumpin
record sales -the
musicians who make the
records and the shop
ownerswho sellthem.
AtarecentMusic
Trades Association
lunch at the Café Royal,
retiring BPl chairman
LenWood tried to make
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BLONDIE RECORD THEIR HITS
ONAMPEX TAPE.
<

Parliament to become law,
and thisis unlikely to
happenbefore the
parliamentary session
beginning October1981.

Inthe meantime, the
cause of theincreasein
home taping holds the
key to the remedy:
records are simply too
expensive. Thenagain,
tapesaretoomuch fun.
With the advent of the
Japanese stereo
portable cassette radio
with self-contained but
relativelyimpressive
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The great name intape cassettes.

speakers, cassetteshave become the cheapest
optimum means of listening to music. It's
possible that the briefcase-sized objects that
now clutter every high street electrical store
are creating the biggest change in the way
people listen to music since the component
stereo systemreplaced the humble Dansette.

Built-in “search” devices are almost
standard, enabling individual tracks to be
found quickly, thus negating one of the two
main arguments against tapes. The otheris
irrelevant, because if you want to pay four
pounds forarecordsleeve thengo ahead, but
part of the fun of cassettes is making your
own. Glue and scissors are also cheap.

The sources of music are plentiful. There is
theradio, of course. There are local libraries,
which can usually supply a fair selection of
blues and jazz. Two record shops in Blackburn
and Burnley have started record hire
schemes, to the dismay of everybody except
their customers. Friends with large record
collections are definitely an advantage (and
making up compilations from them a winning
pastime). Evenifallyour friends have the
sameidea, whatever records youdobuy can
be circulated. And however much the
companies may bleat about shrinking profits,
people won't stop buying records.

If one day alevy onblank tapes makes them
costalmostas much asLPs, tapesretain the
advantage of not being created for posterity.
They are notartefactslikerecords. They are
transient, like music. When you tire of
listening to one thing you cansimply erase
andrecord somethingelse.

But there’s hardly any need to presshome
what your pocket makes abundantly clear.
Youalready know it makes sense. PaulRambali

A CONSUMER'S GUIDE
TO THE WIDE WORLD
OF INFRINGEMENTS
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“Could only

do some good”

NME McLaren’s Bow Wow
Wow enter the home-taping war.

ITHHIS USUAL flair for
scandal, and with the record
industry in astate of anxiety

on the subject, media guerrillaMalcolm
McLaren has chosen this moment to put
his spoke in with arecord that takes a look
atthe home-taping “problem”, “C30 C60
C90 Go" by Bow Wow Wow.

Last Friday, EMI, Bow Wow Wow's
label, held a top-level meeting to decide
whether to risk withdrawing the record
at the last minute and, once again, being
maderisible in the public eye at the
hands of McLaren. The meeting came
about, apparently, asaresult of discreet
protests by the BPI, who feel that “C30
C60C90 Go” could actually encourage
home taping.

The point hasn't exactly escaped EMI.
It appears thatreleasingMcLaren’s Bow
Wow Wow record is something of a
calculated gamble for them, and they
hope to use his capacity forinstant
publicity to their advantage this time.

“We believe,” said Brian Southall, head
of EMI's publicity, “that if the record
focuses some attention on the problem,
then that could only do some good.”

As of Monday, “C30C60C90 Go” is
still set for release this weekend. “We're
trying to getit played on the radio at this
very moment.”

Getthoserecordersready!

“I've seen worse”

MM AUG 30

Festival when several warm-up
bands and the audience itself
faced adense and dangerous barrage

ofjagged-edged cans and other
missiles. Experienced Reading
watchers were surprised at the extent
and ferocity of the bored fans’ assault,
as can battles built up from one side
ofthe audience to another, injuring
peoplein the middle ground as well
assome of thosein the targetarea.

Firstbandtofeel therealbruntofthe
can hurlerswere The Hellions, the
group formed by ex-Damned guitarist
BrianJamesand theonlyoutfitin the three-
dayfestival to showanyrealnewwaveroots.
Theylasted for onlyahandful of songs before
theirversion of The Damned’s “NewRose”
provoked such adeluge of cans thatthe band
retired hurt.

R EADING BECAMETHE 1980 Can

Aug24,1980:
Whitesnake's
DavidCoverdale
distractsthe
canchuckers
atReading

bycan-throwingwere “balderdash,” adding
thatonlyoneband, The Hellions, were
canned off, “and weknewwe were taking
achancewiththem”.

Headmitted therewas some inter-audience
can-throwing: “Theyseemed to have found
anewgimmick-not

On Sunday, Girlwere
cannedbutcarried on
playingtothe end of their
set. MMreporterIanPye

Gans had been
stomped flat and

canningthestage by
throwingthemateach
other.Iwouldn’t callit
vicious-Thave seen

described the can- H 1 worseat previous
throwingas “incessant th rown Ilke FrISbees ReadingFestivals.”
through the afternoon- Hedescribed audience

there were alwayssome cansintheairandit
builtup toarealfrenzyattimes.Itonlydied

outwhen theirattention was held by the main

bands, Slade, Def Leppard and Whitesnake.”

Oneaspectthatparticularlyworried
peaceablefanswas thatmany ofthe canshad
beenstomped flatso that the sides were split
openandjagged, and were then thrownlike
Frisbeesacrossthe crowd.

Festival organiserJack Barrie said
suggestionsthatthe festivalwasmarred

injuries from can-throwingas “in the tens to
twenties, certainlynotin the hundreds”.
Barriesaid the festivalin general was
“bloody marvellous”, with audience figures
ataround the 30,000 mark for each day—
less on Friday, more on Saturday and Sunday
—andsaid the 1980 Reading Festival was
the mostsuccessful since 1975, when Yes
topped thebilland the audience figures
wentover the top, leadingto therecent
restrictions on capacity.

“Astonished and disappointed”

NME JUN 14

the streets for six weeks, we couldn’t help but sympathise
with our fellow scribblers on Melody Maker, who saw not only
sixissues of their paper vanish, but their editor, several of their staff
and the paper’slong-awaited redesign and relaunch. MM’s editor
Richard Williams resigned after attempts by IPC Business Press to
publisha“scab”issue during the dispute between IPC and the NUJ.
Following Williams’ departure, editor-in-chief Ray Coleman has
taken over the reins of the ailing “musician’s bible”. At least three staff
members and one freelance writer have already quit in protest, and
others may follow. With all the company’s journalists temporarily
“sacked” during the dispute, Ray Coleman suggested to Williams that
they bring out a Melody Maker without the aid of the staff -in other
words, by using whatever material was already lying around, plus
anything that freelance writers were prepared to contribute.
Williams refused to co-operate, and when Colemaninformed him
heintended to go ahead and publish anyway, Williams resigned. As
Coleman himself admits, the MMjournalists were “astonished and

V EXED THOUGH WE were by the dispute that kept NME off

disappointed” at the prospect of a “scab” issue - thoughironically the
dispute ended before the issue went to press.

One senior writer, inasomewhat tired and emotional state, threw
three typewriters through the office windows. (Fortunately the MM
offices are more street level than the paper.) Others simply resigned;
two of them - Chris Bohn and Viv Goldman - have now joined NME.

Asaresult of the upheavals the paper’sredesign and relaunch -
which was due to have taken place last month - has been postponed.
Williams declined to comment on the circumstances of his departure,
saying only that thereis no chance of himreturning to Melody Maker,
andthathe now proposes “to start listening to records for fun again”.

Since being promoted out of the editorial firing line two years ago,
Coleman has been contributing a column to Sir James Goldsmith'’s
appalling NOW!magazine, soit comes as no surprise thathe’s
promised a “traditional Melody Maker” this week. What else? PhilMcNeill

W So Y

PETER STILL / GETTY; GABOR SCOTT / GETTY



Royal
Y1 A
/E ARE

rums, a
slow, a
melody
as done
A chart

'ild Fron-
-l

gl

1980

JuLy — GEFTRNBER

“ NEWROYAL FAMILY! A wild
£ ! nobility! WE ARE THE FAMILY!"
A clatter of drums, ascream from
below, arelentless bass melody and Adam Ant
has done the impossible. A chartrecord.

“Kings Of The Wild Frontier” is great
rock music. Startling, passionate, unsettling
and dramatic. Itsrise up the conservative,
stupefied charts (the Rolling Stonesindeed!)
has pleased everybody. Obviously CBS,
obviously Chris Hughes, its producer...but
above all Adam himself for taking the first
step not only to abetter bank balance, but
toawider audience. For this he credits
Malcolm McLaren.

McLaren, he believes, has shown himafar
better direction to pursue, giving him fresh
ideasand anglestoreplace those of the last
three years, when Adam was consignedto an
independent label and a fanatical following
that had grown quietly and unnoticed
throughout theland.

They represented all elements of fashion,
from skinheads to mohicans to mods, and
above all punks, giving Adam the position of

PETER NOBLE / GETTY

Adam & The Ants are in the charts!
Malcolm McLaren, again, is at the bottom of it. “He’s
a genius,” says Adam. “The only one I’'ve met...”

AJAM AND THE ANTS

number-one doginan
underworld unknown to
Peter Powell, Anne
Nightingale and The
Guardian.Now it’s coming

The odd couple. They
cametogether after
the McLaren
intervention of last
year, which effectively
saw McLarenbegin
tomanage the Ants
and the birth of Bow
Wow Wow.

“Ididn’t see him for
awhileandIthought,
‘Well, fuckit.” | didn’t
think therewasa
hopeinhell of even gettingin aworking
situation with him. But1'd done a couple
of videos and | got himdown to look at
them and thatinterested him enough.
Thenlintroduced himto theband.”

Suitably impressed by McLaren'’s
interest, Adamimmediately realised the
value of letting the supposedly Great
Rock’n’Roll Swindler into the Ants camp.

“The maninmy opinionisagenius,and
he's the only genius I've ever talked to.
Well, he's ahero, and heroes should be
left onthe wall,” he says pointing suddenly
to the drab office walls that surround us.

“You should never work with them, 'cos
it destroys your whole fantasy of them
[bang goes my date with The Supremes
then],andinawayit’stoo good tobe true,
but youstill go along with it because you
have to.|thought to myselfI've got a
chance towork with
Malcolm McLarenand
Idon’tcareifit’s only for
one day.Imadeavideo
forhim.ldidn’tcare.l’d
rather make it with him
than Bob Geldof or
somebody like that,
because thatdoesn’t
mean anything. But|
mean theideas!

“He putsout
hundreds of ideas to
youand 80 per cent
of themwillbe

outinto the open-for
better or worse, and, like
the boy tellsme,McLaren
was animportant factor.
“lwas ataparty and
Malcolm came inand said,
‘Hello Adam.How’s the
Ants?’ And I nearly freaked
out! The guy’smy hero.l've
always admired himand he

“If the kids think
we’ve sold out,
they’ve got a simple
option — don’t buy
our records”

ridiculous, but some
ofthemare genius...”

Adam even left Do-It
Records on Malcolm’s
advice to hunt forabetter
deal with alarger company.
Do-It have justreplied by
sneakily issuinganew
B-side, “Physical”, on the
Ants'last single for them,

started to talk to me about
what|'d been doing. He seemed a great bloke
and what he was saying was amazing.”

For the occasion of thisinterview Adamiis
dressedinallblack. Black leather jacket and
trousers, black kilt over his strides, black
leather boots that clink as he walks round the
carpeted offices, and ablack T-shirt.

Beside him his new guitarist Marco Pirroni
looks almost conservative in greenraincoat.

Adam takes the
Ante overground

without Adam’s permission.
“It's aterrible version,” intones Adam
vehemently. “They put it out to try and make
aninstant collector’sitem worth £25 each. |
felt very bad about it, because they were nice
guys to me. They did alot of good work for the
Ants.| can’tunderstand the bitterness. They
know what I'm like with my work; they know
thatsongis aparticular favourite. It'sa very
oldsongand the problem now is that we've
got to bring out aversion to compete withiit.”
The version, ifit does appear, willbe on the
album thatthe Ants are currently recording,
featuring the new lineup of two drummers,
Merrick and Terry Lee Miall, Kevin Mooney
onbassand Marco on guitar.




It was to Marco that Adam turned after the
initial splitandit’s Marco who originally
played guitar at the legendary first Siouxsie
And The Banshees gig at the 100 Club.

“Billy Idol was originally going to play the
guitar, then he changed his mind because Sid
Vicious [drums at the time] wasin the band
and he didn’t get on with Sid,” Marcoreveals.

“Also he wanted to play songs but we
couldn’tbe bothered tolearnthem, so | think
it was Sid who said, (adopts moronic voice)
‘Uh, let’s just make anoise.’ So we did. We
done arehearsal at The Clash’s studio. And we
justwentand didit.”

Marco, however, had nointention of staying
with the Banshees, because “they didn’t like
me and | didn’tlike them at the time.” He went
ontoform The Models, whoreleased asingle
justbefore the infamous Bill Grundy run-in
with the Pistols. Marco became disillusioned
withitalland kicked itin the head.

He later reappeared with Rema Rema,
who also released asingle,notabad one as
it goes, before he ended up hating the
group for being too hippy. But he was always
aware of Adam.

Adam andMarco are both well on the way
to re-establishing themselves, though this
time, with a major record contractunder
their sleeves, alot of the punk purists who've
stuck with Adam from the start may well be
disappointed at this flagrant breach of punk ’ ’
ethics. Do not compromise to a majoris the
goldenrule,and alarge part of Adam’s
original appeal hinged on his adherence to
exactly that. Not so, says Adam.

“Thatain’tacompromise, that’sasmart
move,” he says. “That’s somethingwe

NME RIP, Malcolm
Owen from The Ruts.

deserved. We should have signed up whenwe ALCOLM OWENIS dead. The body tragedyhad seen Owen make determined
came out, we were good enough. M of The Ruts’ 24-year-old singer was effortsto overcomehisaddiction—the
“Inever ever said that | wouldn’t sign for discovered in the bath athis parents’ initialreason forhisreturningtolive with
abig company. CBS liked Adam And The Ants. Middlesexhome on Monday afternoon. his parentswhile the rest of the band
Two other companies liked Adam And The Although no official cause of death has yet continued working, notablywithreggae
Ants. They were all offering money, and we been announced, the news follows reports artistLaurel Aitken.
went to CBS because they said the right things ofhisleaving the group owingto the Despite the optimism he’d expressed when
tous. They gave us better reasons for wanting continuing problem of his drugaddiction. talkingto NMEat the end of April, in the past
the band, and what they could do for us. The splitwas to have been officially twoweeks his efforts proved ultimately
“If the kids think we've sold out,” Adam announced at the end of this week. unsuccessful. Itwas decided thathe should
continues, “then they've gotavery simple OnMondaymorning Owen phoned a leave the group. Asolo careerwas planned.
option.Don’tbuy ourrecordsand don’t come friend, arranged to go for alunchtime drink, The Ruts will presumably continue as
to Adam Ant gigs any more, because I'm then decided to take abath. When the friend intended, although atthe moment the
willing toinvest everything I've gotinto the arrived atabout 1.15pm, Owen’s parentssaid | bandmembersaresaid tobe “tooshocked”
new thing. | thinkit’s better. They may not. You hewasstillin thebath. Hefailed torespond to consider their future.
can’tmake them think that. | just know that | to their calls, so they Asingle, recorded with
feelas sincere now aswhen I started out.” forced thedoor, and Owenamonthagoand
Whether you believe him or notisup toyou, foundhimin “an entitled “WestOne”, was
but the one thing that Adam is really keen to un-rousablestate.” scheduled forrelease by
getacrossis thatanyone is welcome to come Anambulancewas Virgininearly August;
andsee for themselves. He's desperate to summoned and Owen it'syettobe decided
break away from cult-land. was taken to Hillingdon whether therecord will
“When yougo and see the Ants,youdon’t Hospital, where he appearasplanned.
have to be apunk. Youdon't have to dress was pronounced dead Alwaysrenowned for
like us. onarrival. thevitality of their stage
“I think our recent gig at the Empire Apost-morteminquest show, Owenand The
Ballroom proved that. Skinheads come to our onTuesday morning Rutswereamongst the
gigs, Mohicans and mods come, even folkies could establishno cause foremostpunkacts
come. They're all welcome, aslong as they ofdeath.Adrugscanis Y[_ ; toemergeinthe
come asif they were going to seega movie. If to beperforme%i for Lj)&B ONS BUW,NG 7718 erg Their
yougo and see amovie and ablockhead isin laboratoryanalysis,and album TheCrack
front shouting, the whole audience says, theinquestwas adjourned to appearedinl979 %
‘Out! That's got to happenin music. There adatetobefixed after police andfeatured the o
hastobe afeelingthatall the people are there enquiriesand thelab analysis band’sbest-selling g
out of interest and are not just passing havebeen completed. single “Babylon 3
through.” Paolo Hewitt The months precedingthe Burning”. &
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“Nooneparticularlyfeels
thattheyneedtoclingto
theinstitutionthe whole
time,”saysLindsey
Buckingham (farright)

(44 9 9% last week concluded an epic, nine-month
ere S a Ot 0 e 0 world tour which was arranged in the wake
of their last album, Tusk.
Because of the gigantic scale of suchan
MMJULH operation - they have karate black-belt
bodyguards, masseurs, makeup artists and,
apartfrom Lindsey, personal secretariesin
twos -the actual bandmembersrarely see
INDSEY BUCKINGHAM DRUMS his another major turning pointin their multi- eachother off stage. Indeed, Lindsey had two
I I fingers constantly onthe glass-topped | chequeredcareer,andhe knowsthatthe days offin London and instead of checking
table. It's not somuchinterview group will shortly have to undergo a full-scale out the local beat culture or doing a (ouch!)
irritation as the kind of jerky excitement that’s sensitivity session in order to sort out what Buckingham Palace job, preferred to stayin
generated when general confusion meets happens next. There’s ahost of private and his hotel room with his girlfriend Carol and
personal creativity head on. professional predicaments to resolve. For his beloved Teacrecorder. That might be
Let me explain. Lindsey currently finds astart, everyoneisknackered, andbleary asensible means of survival, butit doesn’t
himselfin a curiously fraught corner. eyes can only hamper the decision-making exactly help band solidarity.
Fleetwood Mac have effectively come to process. Their mammoth stintin Wembley Andthenthere’s the aftermath of Tusk

Buckingham's malaise

SAM EMERSON

financial recession as the toupéed execs
hadhoped. To dateit’s shifted around five




million copies, whichisbutadropinthe
ocean compared to the 21 million sales for
Rumours. Although he denies any pressure
fromthe boardroom, Buckinghamisn’t
totally immune to the lack of publicresponse.
The album was abrave stab at doing
something different from the New
Hollywood AOR of Rumours, and the
Buckingham contributions, in particular,
created a harder, moreincisive and
contemporary feel than Fleetwood Mac
had achieved before.

Still, Lindsey is stoical: “ don’t think we
were aware of how much of achance we were
taking in terms of business. | felt that having
established alarge audience, we wereiin
aposition tointroduce a certain number
of songs that people would want to like. But
I didn’t realise how stubborn people are.

“There are many other thingsinvolved,
too.Oneisthatit’sadouble albumand
there’salot towade through. Anotheris
that we overcharged forit, which wasn'’t
aconscious thing on our part-Warners
suggested a price which was the price it went
outat. It was certainly
notanintentionally
greedy move.

“It'sbeen astrain
personally for mein that
Ican’tbelieve in myself
asmuchaswhen|put
the albumout.lwas
justbusting out to do
something that | felt had
alittle more depthtoit,
something thatdidn’t
have alead guitar soloin
it like every othersong
you ever hear. But then
over aperiod of time you
realise that people aren’treally getting
the message. Youwonder whether you've
beendeluding yourself or what, especially
whenthe rest of the band start telling you
thatit’s maybe time to getback to the
standard format.”

Sothe moguls did leave their mark - the
kind thatimplies two stepsinevitably leads
to one step back. But Lindsey’s affection
primarily for the other group members and
secondly for the group-as-as-institution
won'tinduce him to divulge the finer
footnotes here.He does, however, offer
asketchy overview.

“Basically, there'salot of egoinvolved
between five people and no one particularly
feelsthat they need to cling to the institution
allthe time. Because of that, you'll have, say,
three different ways of looking at thingsin the
studioand it won’tbe resolved foraweek -
something that maybe Peter Asher would go
(clicks fingers) and that would be it. Confusion
isalways good for art, because eventually the
best thing gets hewn out of what's there and
the formula goes out the window.”

Asthe special thanks credit on Tusk
reinforces, Buckingham waslargely
responsible for the new direction that the
albumtookandsoisinthe most vulnerable
position when the flak flies. But before you
either sneer orreach for the Kleenex,
remember that the move has had its more
discomforting effects.

None of his songs ever
getradioairplay, because
thedozy AMand FM
programmers believe that
they aren’trepresentative
of the Fleetwood Mac
sound. In other words,
they're scared to stick their

new luminaries like
Graham Parker, Elvis
Costello, Nick Lowe,
Brian Eno (though he'd
never heard of that gent’s
Oblique Strategies) and,
in particular, Talking

Head David Byrne.So why

necks out (andit’s hardly
thatirreverentamove!)
for fear of losing those
crucial listeners.

The situation becomes
evenmore ironic whenyou
realise that Lindsey wrote
them with radio play very
muchinmind.

“There’s nothing
wrong with
chomping at the bit
if that’s what
you’ve got to do”

doesn’thesuggesta
collaboration with the
ostrich-voiced marvel?
Thereply'salittle
bizarre. “If Iwas outgoing
enoughtogouptohim
andintroduce myself,
Imight, butljustkeep to
myself alotand maybe
alotof that’'sbecause

“I'm one of those people
who, ifyouturnonthe
radio, hears what's on the track in about
three seconds, and that was the sort of effect
I wanted to achieve with my songs on Tusk. If
youheard a part of it onradio it would catch
you, but it hasn’t caught alot of people yet.”

Matters aren’t helped either by Lindsey's
newimage as the
Rodeo Drive Punk.
Onstage helooks
completely at odds,
in his'80s-doused
cropped hairand
Europeanblack, to the
otherswhoclingto'70s
chiffon, battered Levi'’s
and greying ponytails.
Paradoxically, it’s
mainly the British
contingent (Christine,
Mick Fleetwood and
JohnMcVie), who've
adopted the casual
West Coast apparel, while American-born
Lindsey's taken up the Stateside version of
Europe’s Modern Look. Stevie Nicksiisjust,
uh, mystical.

The public also haven'tliked that much.
Lindsey recounts: “We were playingin
Madison Square Garden and these guysin
the front row said to me, ‘You sold out. They
thought I'd sold out to what they believed
was the Fleetwood Mac style, which should
remain the same all the time. You know, Bob
Dylan should still be playing acoustic guitar.
Sowhat canyoudo about that?

“Iknew there was certainly alot of
controversy surrounding the album
and me, and maybe it can be said that
it was hurting the coherency of the
band - whatever that means. Butit’s
an honest thing. | just care about what
I'mtrying to do and that’s trying to
improve. Maybe it’s easy for me to say
thatbecause we have made a good
chunk of money, but l look forward to
being creative inthe nextdecade,
whether that’s within Fleetwood Mac
orinadifferentformat.”

He's already started to translate
this planinto action. Everywhere he
goes, he takes his trusty Teac (and
Carol, natch) and experiments not
only on new material but also the
methods of presenting that material.

He admires the working methods of

S
-

I'mreally lockedinto
the microcosm of the band right now.”

So he staysindoors, with Caroland the
Teac,and works. “I've just had so many hours
of ecstasy seeing something come out and
work, andrealising the connections that are
possible, and finding out what instinct really
means as opposed to working through fear,
or through other people who arein the
studio mainly to keep themselves covered.

“Studio musicians don’t give a shit what
they play aslong as they play something
good enough. That keeps everything down
toacertainlevel of mediocrity, because
they're thinking of the football game they're
going to watch after the session. Andin
many senses, producers are the same way.
For most of them, it’s a matter of not
embarrassing yourself, not extending
yourself too far but keepingit all safe.
Certainly that’s truein LA.”

All these sentiments are very laudable,
butif hereallyis thatkeento develop,isn’t
staying with the Big Mac at the moment akin
totreading water?

“Sure, that’s probably exactly right. But
there’s nothing wrong with chomping at the
bit if that’s what you've got to do for a while.
I’'mnot one for the random upholding of an
institution, but Fleetwood Mac has been one
foralongtime andthere’salot of love and
carebetweenpeople, evenifit'sunderstated
alot of the time. It's a question of balancing
confidence, ambition and humanity.”

AsMicky Fleetwood said some time ago,
the band functions on a “chemistry based on
compromise”. lanBirch
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“Roger hates
everything”

PINK FLOYD
— AUGUST2— ROGER WATERS

NANY OFfive nights in the last week of
February, the audience inside LongIsland’s
Nassau Coliseum could witness the
following sights: a Spitfire plane screamed
and dive-bombed the entire length of the
auditorium. Monstrous inflatables —
wicked perversions of awoman, aschool teacher and pig—
hovered in the stagelights, trailing the tatters of delicious
nightmare. Aninnocent animation of a flower turned,
with terrible swiftness, into a greedy vagina, which then
devoured like a succubus its hapless stamen. Musicians
inblack frock-coats paraded in fascistarmbands as an
army of hammers marched threateningly across the film
screen behind them. A hotel room, bearing thereal sign
of the Tropicanain Los Angeles, and containing furniture
and aflickering TV set, was recreated on stage —abrief,
miraculous prison. Worms shrivelled before one’s eyes.
Ajudge’s gavel pounded. And throughout the two hours’
performance, thererose, brick by inexorable brick,
amassive white wall right across the proscenium. At
the end this was reduced, in one great, echoing stroke,
to acardboard rubble; and then the un-merryband of
musicians walked away through the dust, pipingboth
their farewell and (one supposes) their symbolic rebirth
“After The Fall”.

Allthesediversetheatrical effects wereintended fora
single, grand purpose, but their deepestsignificancemay
havebeenlostupon Pink Floyd’s New York fans. Sheer
amplitudeseems to intoxicate Americanslikeno oneelse,
tofill their capacityfor mad but good-natured exuberance. So
thisaudience whooped and stamped, hooted “Rock’n’roll!” =
and “Allright!”, stood on their seats and flung up theirarmsin
triumph, and finallymade that most touchinglybanal of all
rockgestures: theylitmatches in ceremonialhomage.

Therewas aconsiderableironyin the audience’sreaction.
The conceptof The Wallsprang, autobiographically, from
anactualincidentduringthe Floyd’s 1977 “In The Flesh”
tour of North AmericaonJuly6, playing thelastdate of the
tour atthe Olympic Stadiumin Montreal. Roger Waters was
suddenlyseized by the unpleasant conviction that most ofhis
audiencewas, asheputit, “only there for thebeer” and the
chancetoflexits ownvocal cords; he was so upset thathe spat
into thefrontrow.

Subsequently, however, he found himselfgripped by another
ideathatwasto consumehim for thenexttwo-and-a-half »

WARING ABBOTT / GETTY
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February27,1980:after
aseven-dateresidency

. inLA,RogerWatersand
PinkFloydstage The Wall
showoverfivenightsat
NassauColiseumon
Longlsland,New York
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years:hewould expresshis sense ofalienation by physically building a
wallbetween the audience and the band. Itwas this wall that eventually
confronted thosewho attended Nassau Coliseum, whereit’sarguable

whetherthe appreciation of thefanswas anymoresubtle thanin Montreal.

It'strue, however, thatno such criticism appears to affect the
commercial status of Pink Floyd. Bathed in the adoration of
theirvastaudience, they are unique among super-groups
inthatfor 15 years theyhave steadily continued to get
bigger, while (almost) totallyignoring the (almost) total
hostility of the press—that their musicislimited, and
thatPink Floyd arein effectbigbread and circuses;
the comparisoniswith theirownairborne
inflatables—objects tobe gazed upon admiringly by
the crowd below, yetnotto bereached.

the glorification of statistics and logistics. One

way of measuring their stature is to show that
since therelease of Ummagummain November 1969
they’ve earned in Britain three gold albums (gold is the sale of
100,000 copies), one double gold, three platinum (300,000 copies each)
and one triple platinum (for Dark Side Of The Moon, which has sold
almost seven million copies in seven years, has never left Billboard’s Top
200 chart, andis consequently fourth in all-time album chartlongevity).

The Wallalbum, bolstered by the unexpected release ofasingle,
“Another BrickIn The Wall Part Two” —their firstin 11 years since “Careful
With ThatAxe, Eugene” -seemslikely to do even better: in Britain it “went
double platinum” within two months and in America during the first
monthsofthisyearwassellingat the rate 0f300,000 copies aweek, which
hasstunned even theband’s record company, Columbia.

Theirown preoccupation with detailsisinfectious. Itbecomes
incumbentupon newspapersto describe the dimensions of the stage
Wall (340 bricks, extending all together 210 feet by 35 feet high) and the
costofthewhole performance ($1.8 million, hazarded the New York
Times;infact, accordingto Floyd's stage producer Graeme Fleming, only
halfamillion dollars. (Note: “only”.) Fans maywish to know thatit took
thewhole oflastyear to prepare Gerald Scarfe’s

PINKFLOYD’SAMBITION and successinvite

andremote, even thoughitislegitimately the mosteye-popping
theatrical eventinrockhistory.
And so, fabulouslyrich butscrupulously private, Pink Floyd move from
oneblockbuster to another. The Wall concertis only thelogical product of
their experiments since the '60s with multimedia shows, andisan
exactdramatisation of The Wallalbum (Phase One); butboth
willbe completed byafilm (Phase Three) incorporating
narrationaswell asanimation andlive footage (to be
shotduringnextweek’s London performance atEarl’s
Court). Thus Pink Floyd are the firstever rock group
to conceive of the eventual outcome of their music
asfilm, and to controlits progressin this direction
—anotion, inwhich albumsvirtuallybecome
soundtracks, thatwill surelybe a characteristic of
’80s music, particularly as thericherartists getmore
- accustomed to handlingvideo. (Hypothesis: Would
notconcertalbumslike Tommyand Quadropheniabe
recorded todaywith the moviein mind?)
Thesecond greatirony of The Wall, however, is that for all
the stupendous fireworks of the stage show, forall the Floyd’s
elephantine obsessions, the workitselfshould be so personally revealing
—andthatitsnatureshould beso bitterly, hopelesslymiserable.

decade, since the participation of Norman “Hurricane” Smith, to

have been co-produced with an “outsider” — Bob Ezrin, known
for hisalbumswith Alice Cooper, Lou Reed and Kiss, a likeable,
outgoing Canadian to whom Waters’ wife, the former Caroline
Christie, had once been secretary. Ezrin was present at a turning point
inPink Floyd’s career: Roger’s spitting at Montreal’s Olympic Stadium.

Asherecalls: “Iwent to Hamilton [location of the venue] in the car—

Roger and Caroline, my friend and myself; in fact, Roger had a slight
accidentand had to go to Hamilton General Hospital-luckily, the friend
Ibroughtwasadoctor. Buton the way home, while my doctor friend and
Carolinewent to sleep in the back seat, Rogerand Ibegan to discuss this
crazyideahehad about puttingup awall between him and the audience
because hefeltthissense of separation. That

S OME BACKGROUND: The Wallis the first Floyd record in a

animationsand insect-like caricatures; that
the stage showwas sixmonthsin construction;
that44 people wererequired to produceit; and
that, before theinitial seven performances at
LosAngeles’ SportsArenaearlyin February,
theyrehearsed 10 times on the movie
soundstages of Culver City. Inrockmusic the
lavish accumulation of such details creates
anauraofpowerthatenslavesrather than
liberatesits audience. The group orartistis
saying: “Lookatme, howpowerfullam.” Ata
timewhen therestoftherockindustryisunder
pressure to feel guilty about expenditure, The
Wallmakes Pink Floyd seem wholly invincible

“The album,
stage show
and film were
all devised at
the same time”

was the first mention ofit; it was justavery
casual conversation—we were talking even
aboutBroadwayand thingslike thatthen. And
thenwe spoke aboutitathishousein London
ayearandahalflater.

“Havingwritten the firstdraftherealised the
extentofitall. He decided itwas too much work
todoitallbyhimself,and he didn’'twantto go
backto the oldlifestyle oflivingin the studio for
eightmonths; hehadlittlekids and hewanted
tobeabletogethomein the evening. Sohe
decided onacollaborator.Ibelievehe’d madea
listof people and myname was first on the list

GeraldScarfe’s
nightmarish
animationis
projectedonto
The Wallduring
“Waiting For
TheWorms”at
NassauColiseum

w

becausewe’d actuallymetand spoken afew
times aboutthis; weweren'treally friends, but
wewereacquaintances.”

Theinitialrecording theystartedin
November 1978, and finished mixing almost
exactlyayearlater, atthe Producers’ Workshop
inLosAngeles. Thebulk of the workwas done
atSuperbear Studiosin France, and then Ezrin
and Floyd moved to New York. Typically, itwas
amajoroperation: in each country families
hadtoberelocated, and there was time off for
returninghometo see children.

“Rogerreallybegan thewhole thingby
himself,” continues Ezrin, “athislittle studio
inthe country,and hewrote an entire record
called The Wallwhich was almost one song. It
wasademo for the purpose of seeingifitwould
play and for the purpose of sendingitround to
allthe othermembers of the group to seeif
they’'dbeinterested.

“Buttherewasnever anydistinction
between theactual three elements: thealbum,
thestage showand the film-they were all



devisedatthe same time. Onan
average daywe’drollup to Gerry
Scarfe’shouseatnineinthe
morningtolookatrough
animation done around asongthat
wehadn’teven finishedrecording
yet. After checking that out, we’d go
inthestudio,and atone o’clockin
theafternoonwe’d haveameeting
with thedirector of the film. Itwas
crazy,butaverygoodwaytodoit.”

Ezrinwasanunlikelyhelpmate
for Waters. His method of making
recordsisspontaneousand
visceral; and he thoughthe would
nothave patience with Floyd’s
“intellectual” approach, the
weeks ofthinking, talkingand
experimentation. Also, hehad
never co-produced before, and was
exhausted after afour-year cycle of
working. “Iwasslightly fearful of
findingmyselfinanunbearable
situation,” hesays.

Andthentherewasthedifference
oflifestyles. Whereas Ezrin enjoys the speed of
rock’n’rollandits sense of community, Pink Floyd
exhibitthe conservatism of therichandreclusive— e
behaviourthatmystified the outsider: “Theylive
theirownverypeculiarlife. I've never metagroup of
people thatlives theway this group does. Never.” He
gropes foracomparison. “They’re very, very British.
Theirlifestyleisinterchangeable with the president
ofjustaboutanybankin England;it’sanything but
rock’n’rollmadness. Ifyoubumpedinto Rogerona
Sunday afternoon with thekidsin the park—Roger
and Caroline on “the nanny’s day off”, as they callit—
theywouldn’tknow that this guywasn’tawonderfully successful young
executivemarchinghisfamilyinto the park. Veryreserved;infact, there’s
suchalackofrock'n’rollenergy throughout thatgetting to LosAngeles
wasagoodidea.It’sveryhardtoinject thatsortof consciousnessat 10
o’clockeverymorningand you'reworkingregularlyfrom 10 till six.”

Ezrindiscusseshis contributions to the album: “Musically, Rogerreally
doesn’thave the vocabulary-or thefacility, ifyouwill-to zeroin on the
problemwith the construction ofasong; he needed someone who could
dothatforhim. Usuallyithasbeenreallytrialand error.”

When The Wallwas beingsequenced, Ezrin abruptlyrealised that Side
Three did not make sense. To proveit, he wrote abook of the routine of the
album. Waters accordingly rejiggedit.

Ezrinalsostronglyurged them torelease asingle—“Run Like Hell” and
“YoungLust” are two more tracks hehad earmarked. To hismild surprise,
theywereremarkablyagreeable: “Inthe past,I don’t thinkitwasbecause
theyhad anyphobiaaboutbeingtyped asacommercial group: they
simply didn’tknowhowsinglesworked, and they didn’treally give a shit.
Theydidn'treallyhave to, did they? They were amazingly successful for
guyswho didn’tconcentrate onradio.

“Itmayseemlikeit, but there was nowar going on amongst Pink Floyd
membersagainstradio; theyjustweren’treally conscious ofradio
programmingneeds and formulas. So theydid what theydo best, and it
puttheminaveryspecial class of their own. Butin thingslike whatagood
tempo would be forasingle,and howto getanintroand an outro-Iknow
allthose things; and theywere quite opento trying them.”

For Ezrin, producing The Wallwas a “wonderful experience”. Hereadily
enthusesaboutRoger Waters’ abilities: “He’s the finestwordsmithin
musicright now; there’sno one to touch him. Youmay notlike the subject
matter thathe finally decides to go with, butI've seen other thingshe’s
written and he does have a capacity towriteanything, rightdown to
simplerock’n’roll. He has afacilitywith languagelikeno oneelse.

ButwhatEzrin won't publicly acknowledge is the atmosphere of strain
and suspicion between the four members of Pink Floyd when theybegan
recordingtogether. Allhavebeenlivingastaxexiles: NickMasonin the
South of France, Rick Wrightand Dave Gilmourin the Greekislands, and
Watersin Switzerland. Socially, like manylong-serving group members,

August7,1980,Earl’s
Court,London:Roger
Watersclosesthe
firsthalfof theshow
crooning“Goodbye
CruelWorld”before
placingthefinalbrick

theyhave grownapart, buttheyre divided
particularlybyWaters’ increasingdomination of
theband-Wrightand Masonaren’teven credited
on The Wallalbum. Ezrin wasrequired mostvitally
topersuade them to enter the studio together,and
therehehad toactasombudsman, to observe fair
playwhen Waters began flinging his weight around.
Thisinternal dissension partly explains thesecrecy
thattheband cultivate.

Says Ezrin of Waters: “He’s an extremely, uh,
i complicated man.”

desperation” that Waters wrote of in Dark Side Of The Moon.

Animals, though crude, was an extraordinarily bitter broadside
against capitalism. But no other album feels as wounded and personal
to Waters as The Wall, which painfully delineates the destructive
lifestyle of the successful rock star, a theme that’s as old as rock itself
butisinvariably one of celebration rather than rage.

This Dantesque figure describes only self-disgustand, eventually,
despair; he breaks up with hiswife, attempts suicide and, ina climax of
ragingschizophrenia, puts his pastlife on trial. The Wall, Waters seems to
say, isthe prison each of us erects throughouthis or herlife; itsbricks are
therelationships thatconditionus, and he presents a criminals’ gallery of
suffocating, protective mothers, vicious school teachers, cold, faithless
wives and stupid groupies. Thisman believes himselfbetrayed by the
demandsofhisaudience, forwhom he hasrancorous contempt: “Soya
thoughtya might like to go to the show,” he sneers.In his mounting
paranoia the National Front march toaNaziband, and Jews, blacks and
gaysface persecution. Hammers symbolise forces of oppression, worms
arethe agentsof decay. The world has gone blind and drips with evil.

The doubtand self-hate of thisrecordis astonishing. It'sapsychodrama
ofthebleakest pessimism, inwhichits miserablerockstarflails savagely
ateverypersonwho has ever got close enough to affecthim,
notwithstandingits “message” at the end when The Wall collapses, like
Jericho, as “the bleeding hearts and the artists make their stand”. Success,
bludgeons Waters, is sheer bloody hell.

While denying the The Wallis autobiographical, he’sadmitted thatit’s
“rooted inmy experience”. Like his chief character, Waters’ own father
waskilledin thelastwar (in the stage show the crashing plane and the
song “Vera”,about VeraLynn, are meant to evoke ageneration of
fatherless warbabies). He was brought up, with some strictness, by his
mother, aschool teacher. And heloathed his own (grammar) schooldays.
Fortherecord, Watersisalso divorced from his first wife, Judy.

Inhismusicandinfrequentinterviews he strikes one asagloomy, self-
obsessed man such asone findsin a Bergman film. In 1975 he told the
French monthly Rock & Folk: “Thaven’tdiscovered... anythingthathelps
mealong. Everynewthinglaccomplish, or everythingIget,doesn't »

T HROUGH THE 708 Pink Floyd’s theme was the “quiet
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satisfymeasIimagineditwould dowhenIwasyoung.” And
asfarbackas 1970 hiscommentsin aninterviewwith me
foreshadowed “Another BrickIn The Wall”: “In my schooling
therewasneveranyinkling ofwhy, no philosophical
discussion about man’s condition, of whathumanbeings
areorwhytheyare... Thesystemissuch thatyouasan
individual don’tstand achance when theywheel youinat
fiveyearsold.”

It’'ssmallwonder that The Wallseemslessawork ofartthan

anactoftherapy:it’srightful contextis, as Timemagazine

hassuggested, that of “libretto for Me-decade narcissism”. Of

apiecewith the culture of narcissism, the stage show offers
spectaclerather thantheinvolvementof theatre.

Still, The Wall provides a brilliantly apt metaphor for Floyd’s

career.Atone pointin the showeach musicianis completely
isolated behind the high, white barrier; claiming that they
haveneverwanted to sell themselves as personalities, Floyd
have constructed apsychological guard designed to avert
therude gaze ofthemediaand the public. Thereis the Berlin
Wall, the Great Wall of China... and Pink Floyd'’s Wall.

paranoia and collusion?Jill Furmanovsky, a
photographer, hasjust returned from tonight’s
concertand had all her film confiscated from her bag by
Steve O'Rourke, Pink Floyd’s manager. ThenIcall Gerry
Scarfe for some information on the animation; very polite,
buthe sayshe’s got to speak to O’'Rourke.
Watersisstayingataveryposh hotel on Park Avenue. I get
throughand hesoundsveryicy. “IjustthoughtI'd doyouthe
courtesy of personally tellingyouno so thatyouknew that
wasthe case from the horse’s mouthrather than from some
minion.” Still, there hasbeen a partyfollowing Floyd’s
penultimate performance. Itis, of course, Big Bread &
Circuses, held at the club Privates on 85th and Lex. Andy
Warholand Carly Simon show up.
AndIhavespokentoBobEzrin. Hesays that NickMason
lovestodance, and thatata Christmas partyatBritannia
Row, the Floyd’srehearsaland studio complexinIslington,
hewas “dancinghis buns off” allnight. One of the problems
isthat Roger doesn’t dance; maybe thatexplains why Pink
Floyd don’t produce thatkind of music. Gilmourwould like
to, but perhapshe’salittle self-conscious. When they were
recording The Wall, Gilmourwas constantlybringingin
singlesheliked thathe’d heard on theradio. “The taste of
some oftheboysrunsto theeclectic,” Ezrinannounces.
“NowRoger’sverydifficult—he hateseverything.”
Ezrinisonhiswaybackto Toronto after some tiff with
Waters—“some tinylittle thing” quoting Ezrin on Pink Floyd
in Canadian Billboard sixweeks ago: “Rogerwent offina
compete huffand hasn’t spoken to me since. Honest to God,
he’sthatsensitive, and we had avery goodrelationship, too,
afterworking cheek to cheeklike
thatforayear. Tohave
somethingsmalllike thatthrow
himoff...” Hesounds hurt. Now
the producer Chris Thomas,
alsomanaged by O'Rourke, has
flownin from England to advise
onthesoundatNassau.
Ezrinhasbeenspeculating
where Pink Floyd go from here.
Hedoesn'tknow. “Theycan’t
getanymorespectacular,”
hemuses. “There’ssomuch
distance thathasyettobe put
between them and this project.
ButIdon'tknowthatit'sthe
death of Floyd. Alotof people
havebeen talkingaboutitbeing
the death of Floyd, thelastrattle
before theyliedownanddie.I
don’tthinkso.” Michael Wazts ®

J OTTINGS FROM NEW York: An atmosphere of

“Leavethose
kidsalone!”:
agiantteacher
puppetlooms
overtheNassau
Coliseumstage
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Neurotic obsessions

MM AUG 9

INKFLOYD WERE always the
Pmost nervous superstars: success

brought them anxiety, wealth
worried them.

Written as an expression of doubt
and apprehension, Dark Side Of The
Moonbecame one of the most
popular boutique soundtracks of all
time. Lacerated by the dubiousirony
of its success, the Pink Floyd wrote
Wish You Were Here, a bitter
postcard fromimpending tax-exile
and followed it with Animals, a
disgusted cry from the heart of the
beast that savaged capitalist society.

Twoyearsin preparation, last year's
tortured epic The Wall was the
most extreme

The show is an exact dramatisation
of the album. The first half traces
the genesis of Waters' anxieties,
scatters the blame for the author’s
neurotic obsessions and despair.
This despairisn’t at all cosmetic:
Waters' concernwas tangible in the
physical and vocal exaggeration of
his performance.

Unfortunately, the songs through
which he chooses to express his
concerns arerarely capable of
bearing the emotional weight with
which he attempts to invest them.
Waters might wear his heart bravely
onhissleeve, but he often ends up
with his feet in his mouth, choking on

his own platitudes.

statementin this
parade of psycho-
melodramas, most
notable, perhaps,
for the sheer
persistence with
which Roger Waters
-increasingly using
the Floyd as
avehicle for

The audience
gasped with all
the candour of

children ata

pantomime

Simultaneously,
and equally
destructively,
the Floyd'’s
characteristic,
pedantic musical
stroll only
suffocates his
basic themes,
trumpets the

his own morbid

preoccupations -slugged home his
pessimistic visions. Dragged out over
four sides of the original double
album, Waters’ autobiographical
opera of misery and coruscating
self-doubt was finally more tiresome
than moving.

But we should remember thatit was
stated firmly from the beginning that
the album was eventually to be
judgedinthe context of The Wall as
acomplete theatrical experience,
the soundtrack of a multimedia
extravaganza. Only then wouldits
true worth become apparent.

The Floyd premiered the complete
work earlier this yearin America. Last
Monday, it moved into Earl’s Court
for asummer
season. Its
reputation
asthe most
elaborate
theatrical
presentation
inrock
history
preceded
its domestic
production
withsuch
force that
the event
was probably
bound to
beseenas
something
ofan
anticlimax.

vacuity of hisless
penetratinginsights.

The Floyd have usually written
songsin two distinct and predictable
styles: one embraces anacoustic,
pastoral whimsy, the other, more
ornate, is usually more celestial. Both
styles were givenadamned good
thrashing at Earl’s Court.

The impact was further diluted by
instrumental passages of inordinate
length, the dullness of whichis almost
impossible to convey here. David
Gilmour was probably the principal
culprit; forever winging off on guitar
solos that smacked of clenched teeth
and furrowed brows. Soporific wasn’t
the word: the Floyd would've put
Lemmy tosleep.

Waters' “One Of My Turns”
provided the only real jagin theribs.
Delivered with passionate sincerity,
itrecalled specifically the bleak
landscapes charted by LouReed’s
Berlin (a work that was evoked
frequently during the evening).

The much-vaunted staging was
impressive only in its dimensions.
Asthe Floyd -augmentedbya
duplicate quartet -lumbered
through the opening segment, a
massive wall was erected before
them. Mobiles, designed by Gerald
Scarfe, were hoisted above the
audience, who gawped and gasped
with all the candour of children at
apantomime. There was nothing
overwhelmingly imaginative about
this: certainly, the production failed
to match the brilliantingenuity of,



August7,1980:
DavidGilmourreels
offanothersolo
that“would’ve put
Lemmytosleep”
atEarl’sCourt

EARLS COURT
ptes Sy EXHIBITIOII; CENTRE,

——LONDON ——

say, Alice Cooper’s Welcome E'
To My Nightmare show. °

The climax to the first half did
provide us with the production’s —— AUGUST4 —
most emphatically chilling image,
though. The wall by now complete,
save for one final space, Waters
crooned the desolate lyric of
“Goodbye Cruel World”. As the
music faded, he placed the final

brickinthe wall. Therest was & "’

silence: ominous and cold.

By this time, though, they’d lost
me. If he'd hung around much
longer, I'd have been down the front
withatrowel and abowl of cement,
helping the bugger brick himself up.

The second half of the show failed
to build on the desolate mood with
which the first half ended; the lyrical
introspection of the earlier songs
was briefly pursued, as Waters
evoked memories of his childhood
and his father’s death, but his
attempts to locate his private
turmoilin a wider social and political context missing only John Wayne intoning gravely, as their glass framesin the foyer of the Earl’s
floundered badly. The insular unreality of a he didin The Greatest Story Ever Told. “Truly Courtarenainthe early hours of Sunday.
rock star’s life was brilliantly illustrated when this group was the son of God...” AllanJones They were part of an exhibition thatran
atrap doorinthe wall fell openrevealing during the show, and were seen by most of
Watersisolated in aneon-lit motelinterior, MM AUG 16 90,000 people who went to the concerts.
but subsequent references to totalitarian One of the paintings was the original artwork
repression and fascist violence were clumsily PINK FLOYD’S MASSIVE run of six for the cover of The Wallalbum. Areward is

mounted, dangerously ambiguous. nights at London’s Earl's Court last being offered forinformation leading to the
The climax was predictable andinevitable. week ended with disaster for recovery of the artwork, and information

As the music aspired to amomentous cartoonist/designer Gerald Scarfe when should go to Kensington Police Station.

crescendo, and the visual images flickered in 10 of his original

accelerating confusion, the wall collapsed pieces of artwork

PETER STILL / GETTY

amid volcanic explosions. for The Wallshow LE -
Led by Waters, the musicians reappeared were stolen. , ;

like aNew Orleans funeral band, playing a Insurance valuers

lamentamong the debris. “Outside The putaprice tag of

Wall”, the final piece, seemed to imply that more than£30,000

the preceding destruction had been onthe drawingsand 4

evidence of some kind of metaphorical paintings, which

martyrdom. [t was afinal sentimental gesture | were takenfrom w t E r s
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JuLy —SEPTRMBER

December18,1979:
JoyDivsionoutside
theForumDesHalles,
Paris-(l-r)Bernard
Albrecht,lanCurtis,
PeterHookand
StephenMorris
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JOY DIVISION

Head-on emotions

MM JUL 26

Joy Division FACTORY

ROMTHE BEGINNING, we
Fwere always dealing with
something special. Joy
Division, by the very nature of
their set-up, could never have
been just another band caught
upin the insanity of musical
manoeuvres. Stubbornly
isolated away from the
machinery, comingand
goingasthey pleased,

—
AL they never bowed
BUMS e toany demand

RE except that of their
VIEW own choosing.
Everything was
o 1980 - controlled and
balanced, allowing
them flexibility in all
areas, fromthe choice of
venue to the giving away of free
singles without a murmur of fuss.
They were too sensitive,
too private, too Joy Division
tobedragged downintoan
unwelcome destructive
limelight. With their music,
asevidenced ontheir debut
album Unknown Pleasures and
consequentsingles, theybegan
to fuse together abody of sound
and vision that was unique.
Naturally, the events
surrounding lan Curtis’ strange
and violentaction of three
months ago cling unavoidably
around Closer, butit’s interesting
tonote the matters Curtis was
raising at the time, with two
recurring themes emerging:
religion and an almost fervent
admission of defeat of whatever
Curtis was hoping to achieve.
“Thisis acrisis | knew had to
come/Disturbing and purging my
mind... | knew thatI'dlose every
time,” he cries outin “Colony”,
while, later on, in “Twenty Four
Hours”, he admits: “Just forone
moment | thought
I'dfound my way... |
watched it slip away”,
before a great rush of
music enters to sweep
the song away.
Elsewhere,
confessional
admissions of
hopelessnessand
despair abound
(“Ineverrealised
the lengths I'd have
togo”),alongside
scatteredreferences
tomattersreligious via

phrasesand words such as “inner
communion”, “Godin his wisdom
took you by the hand”, and so on.

Of course, the cover painting
of Mary Magdalene mourning
Jesus’ dead body gives us fair
warning of this, but what exactly
isbeing communicatedis, as
always, left to the listener.

Paradoxically, given the
intense personal revelations
of Curtis thatrun like fire
throughout, the actual music
is probably some of the most
irresistible dance music we'll hear
thisyear. Whenyou're listening
to something like “Means To An
End” yourealise that Joy Division
have in Peter Hook and Stephen
Morris one of the bestrhythm
sections going. Always precise,
always tightand hard, they're the
foundation onwhich Bernard
Albrecht either lays over great
savage wedges of disorientating
noise or allows himself interplay
with the bass, bouncing off it
frequently with sweet, offsetting
guitar lines that somehow always
move on their own.

With Closer, too, the band
enhance their atmospherics even
further with the introduction of
keyboards; like the music, they're
always atasimple level, never
imposing or outstaying their
welcome and laying to waste the
notion that Joy Division create
difficult,inaccessible music.

“The Eternal” enters witha
swish of rattles, a solid bass and
amagnificent, haunting melody
that complements perfectly
Curtis’ evocation of mood and
atmosphere. In “Isolation”, the
melody is carried by the almost
disarmingly simple synthesizer
line thatis pushed forward by
somerelentless drumming and
brittle bass work.

It'safarcry for sure from
the almost suffocatingly
claustrophobic world of the
debut album, but the concerns
aresstillthe same. The best (and
most subversive?) rock music
has always dealt head-on with
emotions and thoughtrather
than cliched, standardised
stances; that’s what makes Closer
and Joy Division soimportant.

Inthis age of grandillusion,
fearand apprehension, Joy
Division mirrored perfectly our
lives and times. Thisis the way.
Stepinside. Paolo Hewitt

PIERRE RENE-WORMS
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JON BLACKMORE & NICK PAWLAK
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skl
KevinRowland:
“empty comments
aboutsoulpower
andrevolutions”

MM AUG 16

N AMILD August nightin1980, at
O anobscure venue in Kilburn, Dexys

Midnight Runners presented a show
which must rank as one of the most arrogant,
self-important, ego-inflated and, above all,
cheap affairs I've ever witnessed.

The build-up began just prior to the
supportband’s slot, when the PA, which had
been pumping out soul records all night,
supposedly “broke down”. What followed was
pure farce, with the arrival of the compere for
the night (hired especially by the band) miking
up acracked copy of “Anarchy In The UK”
from asmall Dansette, and then proceeding to
callit“ajoke”,and “worthless”, as it stuttered
and jumped out of the speakers. Fact:if it
hadn’t been for that very record’s existence,
and the musical climate it created, Kevin

NATIONAL CLUB

2M(IIIUIN+DGNI DON““'

+ THE FORCE + NERVOUS KIND
N
RECORDS BY im%nﬂ

COMPERE KEITH

Incredible arrogance

ST oom

Rowland would never have beenin The
Killjoys and releasing singles like “Johnny
Won't Go To Heaven”, let alone experiencing
the currentrunaway success of the Dexys.

After that worthless slice of cheap
symbolism, the compere

KILBURN NATIONAL CLUB

—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

— AUGUST7 ——

dismissing some kid by shouting, “You're not
asoulrebel -heis!” pointing to sax player JB.
Andsoon.
The arrogance wasincredible and the
pretentiousness overbearing as the Dexys
took usthrough aset that

thenreappeared to deliver
aconfused monologue
aboutthelack of an
approaching revolution
(youreally surprise me),
before leaving us with the
group’s three favourite
records, “Love Unlimited”,
“Taste Of Honey” and one
| failed to recognise. Only

The set never once
displayed anything
approaching
human warmth
or sheer joy

contained the whole of the
album -plusafew covers,
which never once displayed
anything approaching
human warmth or sheer joy,
two vitalingredients of
their music’sroots.

I’d gone expecting to
seeoneof the best of the
newer bands deliver a show

thenthe bandfinally
appeared andstoodsilentlyinagangat the
front of the stage, most of them
dressedinberetsand heavy
overcoats, like some pseudo
revolutionary army guerrillas.
Fromthenonit was cheap
dramatics. Kevin Rowland cornily
sitting on an organ strumming
his way through “KeepIt”ina
“heartfelt” manner. Kevin Rowland
informing us that “Geno” was not
goingtobe played, and then the
band breakinginto it halfway
through the set. Kevin Rowland

that was their own, and not

one that made easy jibes and preached empty
comments about soul power and revolutions;
topics that the audience, whichwaslargely a
disco crowd, weren’t bothered about anyway.

The day Kevin Rowland stops trying to
be Johnny Rottenis the day I'llbecome
interested again. Leaving aside the fact that
half of their album contains material already
issuedinsinglesbags; and forgetting fora
minute that no one has yet explained whatit is
tobe “ayoungsoul rebel”,I'm not surprised
there’s no one to welcome the new soul vision.
Ever got the feeling you've been cheated?
Paolo Hewitt




Hlying through hit after hit

NME AUG 25

never been to the Albany Empire and are

ignorant to the venue’s overwhelming
size, maybe the followinglocal joke will
illuminate: a fella goes to the Albany and
opens the door. “CanIcomein?” he asks,
and the bloke behind the desk says, “Onlyif
Icomeout.”

Sogiven that, it’sunderstandable that the
billwhich played there Tuesday through
Thursdaylastweek took place amidstsuch
discretion thatin comparison Operation
Overlordlooked fly-posted. The dates—
arranged to markJools Holland’s departure
from Squeeze-brought them back towhere
theystarted and have played on and off ever
since; and onand off stage, old friendsand
faceshugged each otherand sobbedlike a
battalionreunion ofromantic desertrats.

Tuesday opened with Alexei Sayle, acomic
wholookedlike one of The Blues Brothers and
rattled through a cruel hatchetjob on what
it’slikewhenrock’n’rollers attemptto go
articulate. Watch outforhim.

Andsoto OtisWestinghouse And The Lifts,
who (by courtesy of several paper cupsand a
length of string) by nine o’clock wererevealed
tobe Costello And The Attractions. Elvis’
receptionwasasrousingas the ensemble
could musterandaterse “one two” ledinto
“Beaten To The Punch”. Ifhe was doing this for
funandafavouryou'd never have guessed: no
room for smiles, no breaks between songs, no
musical gags, nothingwasrelaxed.

F ORTHOSE-AND there are some—-who’ve

JoolsHollandfavoursthe
bowtie-and-cabasalook,
while GlennTilbrookoptsfor
“ArthurDaleyonairdrums”

Costello performed and lives (Isuppose)
asifatanymomentSirhan Sirhanis going
toyell “bastard” and come lunging from
thestallswavingaloaded 45; orasifbeing
friendlywouldresultin anationwide boycott
ofhisworkon thegroundsthatheain’tso
toughafterall.

Perhaps hisstance hasgone toofarnowand
whatwas onceawackyand endearingoddball
image hasnowaccelerated toa pointwhere
those glassesand thataustere veneerare
dangerously stretching Declan McManus
like a pianowire and to

DEPTFORD ALBANY
—— LONDON ——

WhereElvis
had gritted teeth,
theygrinned, and
yougotthefeeling
thattheyperform
thesongsforthe
audience and the hell
ofit, whereas Elvis—who
actuallyknows all thewords to their songs!
—knocks them out for duty and appreciation.

Theonlyblackmarkagainst Squeeze was
thaton suchaninformalnight they might
havebeenlessworkmanlike and performed
theirexcellent cheesynightclub version of
“Up TheJunction” which theydidlasttime
here, on Chris Difford’s birthday.

The combined Squeeze/Attractionsencores,
though, were magic, curiously sans Holland.
Elvisand Glenn Tilbrook took over theroles
of William Bell and Judy Clay for a faithful

rendition of “Private

LIVE!

— AUGUST12-14 —

relaxitcouldresultinan
almighty SNAP.

With “Chelsea”, “Oliver’s
Army”, “Lipstick Vogue”,
the slowblues of “Help Me”
and “Don’tLookBack”, the
setwasrandom andrich,
lastingabout40 minutes
withnoencore. (Tuesday
was the onlynighthe didn’t

0ld faces hugged
each other and
sobbed like a
battalion reunion
of desert rats

Number” which was
certainly thehighlight
ofthethree days. A great
three days!
Andfinally,whatmaybe
atellinganecdote:asthe
after-concertdrink-up
wound its wayinto Friday
morning, wewere allissued
daftpaperhats. Elvis took

later return with Squeeze.)

Thursdayturned out to be the best gig. John
Cooper Clarkedodgedin and outand between
setsnipped on to bawl just-remembered jokes
atagood-natured butbaffled gathering.

Forthebooks, I'dsaythat]JCClooked as
though he enjoyed the do more than anyone,
Squeezeincluded —who flew through hit
afterhit,andIneverrealised howmuchIliked
them and howwellIknew their records until
lastweek.

his, putiton, butassoon
asthe person who gave it to him went off,
crumpleditup and threwitaway. Beingseen
inapartyhatwould tighten thatpiano wire
another notch, and whilst notwanting to hurt
hishosts’ feelings—once theywere gone—he
didn’twanttobetrayhis own.

Thenithitme:Iwasstandingthere creating

aconspiracyaround a paper hat. God help me!
Puttingthe pen away, I found some dear old
palsand got quite, quiterelaxed... DannyBaker

FRASER GRAY / REX
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“1'hehair

- grease
justisnt
the same”

Gresting a rockabilly wave, land in the
UK. No mere revivalists, they have the same relationship
to rock’n’roll as The Specials do to ska. “The songs are
more modern, the lyrics are more contemporary, and
it’s all much louder and electric than the earlier stuff.”

NME

HUMID LATEAUGUST afternoon in the centre of Soho. Three young

Americans bemoan the lack of hot sauce on their takeaway lunch from

the kebab store across the road and gather in an apprehensive semi-circle

foraninterview.

Thetrioare 19-year-old Brian Setzer and his two 18-year-old partners,

SlimJim and Lee Rocker. Collectively they are The Stray Cats, pioneers of
postmodernrockabillyand arguably the hottestband currently doing the rounds on an otherwise
uninspiring London gig circuit.

Wearesittingin thefirst-floor office of a London music business publicist. Nothing unusual
aboutthat, of course, except that these hardly salubrious confines are also the only place the three
native New Yorkers have been able tolook on as home for the past sixweeks.

For, atthestartofJuly, The Stray Cats, bored with the suburban backcloth of their small-town
origins on New York’s LongIsland, felt the uncontrollable urge to get moving. The initial feeling
wasthatanywherewould do, untilalittle thought and consultation with their English manager
Tony Bidgood resultedin the Catshomingin on the UK to startsearchingfor the youngrockabilly
rebelsin London.

Gigsand contactswere hastilyarranged back on the other side of the Atlantic, aflight booked
andinstruments packed, including Lee’s sizeable double bass, whichrequired aseatand air
tickettoitselfon the TWA Jumbo into Heathrow. But thatwas where their problemsstarted. The
arrangements thathad been made for gigs and accommodation fell unceremoniously through,
leaving theband -in theirownwords-“in Shit City”. »
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Brian chews onachunkofkebab, adjusts an out-of-place hair on his
elaborate blond quiffand takes up the story. “We supposedlyhad all these
gigssetup, butnone of them materialised. We weren’tactually too
bothered aboutitatfirst, untilwe found out thatitwasreallyhard to get
gigsoverhere.Imean, compared to New York;, it’s almostimpossible.
Overhere theywanttapesand all thatshit.Idon’treallywantto start
blaminganyone, butitwas a bigmess-up and we were stuckrightin the
middle ofit!”

Their fortunes tookaturn for the better, however, afterachance meeting
withthe original Police and Electric Chairs guitarist Henri Padovani. He
introduced the band to Claudine Riley, a publicist working for press agent
Keith Altham (Who, Rolling Stones, etc), and the group were allowed to
sleep onthe sofaandfloors of their London office untilmore permanent
accommodationwas found. Claudine herselfthen went about the task of
persuading club promoters tobookaband who, though a cultnameback
in New York, were total unknowns to the UKrock audience.

Fortheir part, the band were keen to playany dates they could get, from
rootsy pubvenueslike the Thomas A Becket on the Old Kent Road and
TheKensington in Shepherd’s Bush, to more traditional music-biz
watering holes such as Dingwalls and The Venue.

With digs and gigsno longer a problem, the sheer vitality of their stage
performances did therest, welding the spirit of the original rockabilly of
the '50swith amusical toughness and visual punch thatis strictly 1980.

And once theword was out, their reputation started to blossom to the
extentthattheyarenowbeingcourtedin earnestbyhalfadozen major
labelsaswell asattractingsuch luminariesasJerryDammers, Pretenders,
Clashers, Banshees and even old handslike

started giggingon apart-time basis with his old schoolmates Lee and Jim,
sometimes playingas manyasthree setsanightaround the bars of Long
Island as The Tomcats.

With the final demise of the Pharaohs, The Tomcatsbeganin earnest,
dropping most oftheir Cochran and Vincent coversin favour of original
stuff. The also changed theirname to The Stray Cats and moved in on the
trendier Manhattan club scene.

Now for the caper. Despite beingstylisticallyat odds with the dominant
NYtrendsastheysawthem-middle-of-the-road punkand camp '60s
pastiche—The Stray Cats hadlittle troubleinsecuringregular gigs on the
Max’s/Hurrah circuit, and began establishinga strongreputation asa
livebandin much the sameway as they are now doingover here.

“Atfirstitwaspretty hardforus,” recallsJim. “Atfirst everyone thought
we were gay or something 'cos of the waywe dressed. Butwhen they
actuallyheard usplay, theyallknewwe were playingrock’n’rolland slowly
butsurelywebuiltup a prettylarge following ofkids aged from 17 to 21. By
the time we left, we were getting about 300 people along to most of the gigs.

We don'twanttolimitourselves to astraightrockabillyaudience. We
don’twantto havejustteds and rockabillies comingalongto see us, ‘cos
we'renotastraightrockabillyband. The songs are more modern, the
lyricsare more contemporary, andit’sallmuchlouderand electric than
theearlier stuff.

“Butit’sstill got the spiritand the basiclook, whichwekind of exaggerate
abit,” headds, indicating the pin-drop ofa quiffas greasyas the kebab
he’sjustdemolished.

“Imean, no oneactuallywore hairlike thisin the ’50s! We just take it one
step on. We sort of mixup clothesabit. This

Jagger, Richards and Ronnie Lane to their gigs.
It'snot quite thehoaryold rags-to-richestale
—there’salongwayto goyet-buttheirnear-
overnightsuccessinthe London clubs doesreek
ofthe sortofstorybookrockn’roller coasterride
tofame thatjustisn’tsupposed to happen these
days. But, bunkingthe train to stardomaside,
The Stray Catshad no grand planswhen they
tookthe shotin the dark of movingto England.
“Wejustkindagotsickof LongIsland, ‘coswe'd
beenlivingthereall ourlives,” drawls Jim. “We
didn’treally think aboutitmuch. Wejustgot
tiredand had theindependenturge tosplit.”
Despite theirinitial difficulties, the move has

“We've had
skins, mods,
teds —anyone
that likes
rockabilly”

mightbearockabillyhaircut, butwe don’tjust
wearrock’n’roll stuff.”

Brian goes further and cites The Specials, Beat
and Selecterasbandsworkinginasimilarway
to The Stray Cats, taking an established musical
formand usingitto create something more
contemporary, withoutdestroying the all-
importantspiritofthe original.

“IsawThe Specials once and they were great.
They’ve got theirroots but they haven’t got stuck
inoneplace. Theyrereallytakingthingsonand
developing them.”

Thepettyrevivalism chargeisalso shown the
red card before being properlyraised.

leftfewregrets.

“Theonly thingI'd go backforright
nowisgrease!” says Brian. “The hair
greaseoverherejustisn’'tthesame.
ButapartfromthatIwanttostay
here. Wewanttobeabletodoa
proper tour of England and Europe.

“We're startingto getasteady
following now. I'm starting tonotice
thesamefacesatthegigsandwe’re
reallyhappywith thewaythe
crowdsarereactingand theway
thesongsare goingdown.”

HEROOTS OF The Stray
| Catslienotonlyinthe
music of Cochran, Presley;,
Vincentand Burnettbutalsoin the
now defunct New York cultband
The Bloodless Pharaohs, in which
Brian played guitar from mid-1977
rightup until the end oflastyear.
Though theymadeitontorecord
—cutting two tracks forthe NY
compilation LP 2 By 5, produced
by Blondie’s Jimmy Destri-the
Pharaohsneverrealised the
potential of theirinitial vision as
aband carryingon fromwhere the
first Roxy Music album left off.
Bythetimethesplitcamelastyear,
adisillusioned Brian had already
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“If peopleweretoaccuseus
ofbeingpartofarevivall
wouldn’tseeit, coswe don’t
play purerockabilly. Ifyou're
talkingaboutsomeonelike
Showaddywaddy, thenitisjust
revival shit, ‘cos theydon't play
withanyfeeling.

“Butifyoureallyfeel
somethingthenitisn'ta
revival. Lookatsomejazz
musicianswho have been
playingswingfor the past
40years.That’snotarevival.
It'sjustsomething that they
reallyfeel.”

Theband viewtheirmost
obviousBritish contemporaries
—Whirlwind-withacurious
mixtureofadmirationand
suspicion, Brianratingthem
unequivocallyasabandwitha
realfeelfor the music, butboth
Jim and Lee have their doubts.

“Idon’tthinktheyreallyhave
anythingtodowithrockabilly,”
musesJim. “Theyseemto do
thingsstraightout ofthe book,
butthe whole thingabout
rockabillyis thatit’s supposed
tohavespirit, and theydidn’t
havethatwhenIsawthem.

“Nooneactuallywore
hairlikethisinthe’50s!":
TheStray Catsbackstage



“Theywereverylackadaisical,
veryrehearsed and thewhole
thingaboutrockabillyis supposed
tobejustgoingoutand doingit.”

“I'dlike bandslike them more
iftheydidn’tsetthemselves up
asrockabillybands,” adds Lee.
“Imean, theydon'tlookrockabilly. If theyjust saw
themselvesasaband, I thinkIwouldlike them more.”

and flash of ’50s rockola and the emphasis they

place on trying to recapture the wild and raw
spirit of the original rock’n’rollers has hardly clouded
the sharpness of their lyrics. AsJim—aforthright and
articulate drummer - points out, there’s more to sing
about these days than just high-school dances.

Theband’slivesetstillincludes afewwell-chosen
covers, from the obligatory Eddie Cochran number-
usually “Somethin’ Else” or “Jeannie, Jeannie, Jeannie”
—toarelative obscuritylike Warren Smith’s “Ubangi
Stomp”,and The Supremes’ “You Can’'t Hurry Love” -
bothradical transformations of the original, the former
apoundingska-based thrashand thelatterarambling
countrified rocker.

Butit’sthe original stuffthatstands out, particularly
the sketch onyouth-cultviolence “Rumble In Brighton”
andthenearestthingtoadirectly political song, “Storm
TheEmbassy”.

Both Brian and Jim, who co-write most of the songs,
refute suggestions—hinted atinlastweek’s Live! review
oftheband-that “Rumble In Brighton” ismerely a
glorification of mindless gangthuggery.

Brian: “It’snotaglorification of the violence, 'cosI think
thatthewhole fighting thingis totally ridiculous; people
justbeatingsomeone up for thewaythattheydress...”

Jim: “Ireallyhope thatitdoesn’tglorifyanything.It’s
supposed tobe morelikean article, someone standing
backandwritingabout the fighting, ‘cos there’snothing
like thatin America. Thelastline of the songalso says that
nooneisthewinner’cosno one doescomeoutontopin
theend, ‘costhewhole thingissoridiculous.”

Brian: “There areno gangfightslike thatin America.
Therearecertainareas, like parts of Brooklyn, thatyoudon’tgo to 'cos
ofthe muggings, butthere are no bigfightsjust’cos someone dresses
differently orwears theirhairinacertain way.

“Whenwe first came here we were overly afraid 'cos of whatwe’d heard,
buttherehasn’tbeen anytrouble at our gigs and we've had skins, mods
andtedsallalong, anyone thatlikes rockabilly. That’s the one thing
they'veallhad in common. We want to play for everybody, not just the
rockabillykids.

“We evenwent to see the Cockney Rejects at the Electric Ballroom
and wewere scared shitless cositwas areallywild nightwith ariotand
everything. We’d walked in notknowing what to expect, butnone of the
skinheadsin there evenlooked atusdifferently... probably thoughtwe
musthavealreadybeen nuts goingin there on our ownanyway!”

The otherstand-outoriginal, “Storm The Embassy”, isnot, asreported
inanother paper, an odious ode to the SAS, butasongabout the plight of
the UShostagesinIran. The patriotic tone seems almostreactionaryon
thesurface, although Brian seesitas more ofageneral commenton the
apathyinthe face of the crisis.

“Whatreallyinspired thatwas comingover here and finding thatno
onewasreallybothered aboutit. WhatamIactuallysayingin the song?
Getthose people back, basically!

“It’'sjustasongwritten out ofanger on the spur of the moment. It’s not
reallythatrealistic. Idon'tknowifwe should actually storm the embassy,
butthat’sjusthowyoufeelwhenyouhearaboutiteverynight on the news
inAmericaandyougetso pissed off. It's justaggravating, althoughIdon’t
holditagainstanyone personally.”

“Storm The Embassy” is one of abatch of songs that Brian and Jim have
written and integrated into the setin the sixweeks since theirarrivalin
Britain. (Anotheristhe as-yet-unrehearsed “Teenage Army”, about the
ominous callfor the reintroduction of draftregistration in the States.)

T HE STRAY CATS’ genuine affection for the style

-

-] “I'vebeeninspired

h overhere,basically”:

& BrianSetzeron

) stageatthe Cedar
.@ ClubinBirmingham,
S December1980

Although he claimsnottobeaprolificwriter, Brian’s productivity has
certainlyincreased since theband’sarrivalin Britain—something the
composer puts down to the change of scene.

“I'vebeeninspired over here, basically,” he says. “If Iwasstill sitting at
homeinmyapartmentin New York, Imight getbored and notwrite
anythingforamonth. ButifI've gotalotofthingshappening tome, like
now, Jjustgetalotofideas. It'snotasifIwrite asongeveryweek, just that if
Igetinspired, I'llwritealot. Most ofitisapretty spontaneous thing.”

appeal of The Stray Cats is: their freshness and immediacy -

thatfleeingzap and sparkle thatis probably destined never to
be caughtin the studio with the intensity that exists on stage with
Setzer going through his Cochran routines while extracting a wall of
feedback from his 1956 Gretsch, Lee Rocker wrestling with the violin
bassand Slim Jim unleashing a barrage of shrieks as he brings the
drumsticks down on his solitary snare drum with the crash ofa
sledgehammer on corrugated tin.

Backin the Soho office-cum-hotel, amorerestrained Jim quietly
concludes theinterviewwith the sortof anecdote he probably knew
would close this piece.

“I'sawthisgreatladyon thetrain todaywho came up and asked me why
IThadaswordinmyear,” herecounts,indicatingthe dagger earring that
danglesfromhisleftlobe.

“She told me that it was dangerous and howherhusband once stabbed
someone withakitchen knifeand ended up inaspecial hospital.

“Thenshesays, ‘What’syour Christianname, child?’ SoIsaid James
andshesays, ‘You take care of yourself, James, and T hope you getwhat
youwantoutoflife!”

Sofar, thelad’srighton course. Adrian Thrills ®

/_\ ND THOSE LAST words echo quite simplyjust what the

FIN COSTELLO / GETTY
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UB40, TALKING HEADS,
CAPTAIN BEEFHEART,
KATE BUSH AND MORE

“Deeply stunned
and saddened”

NME DEC 13

death from those who were formerly

associated with him was one of complete
disbelief. Of the other former Beatles, George
Harrison would only say thathe was “deeply
shocked”, while Ringo Starr, who was on holiday
atthe time, flewback to the United States on
hearing the news. Paul McCartney, who had been
staying athis farmhouse home in Rye, Sussex,
said thathewas “deeply stunned and saddened”.

McCartney later told reporters as he left for

London: “Johnwas a great guywho is going to be
missed by the whole world.” Yoko Onoissued a
comment through David Geffen, friend and
producer, before leaving the Dakota foran
unknown destination: “Johnloved and prayed for
thehumanrace-please do the same for him.”

'|'HE IMMEDIATE REACTION to John Lennon’s

ROCK 1980




Decemberi4,1980:
sixdaysafter John
Lennonisshotdead
byMark Chapmanat
theentrancetoThe
Dakotaon72ndStreet,
anestimated225,000
mournersobserve1o
minutes’silenceinNew
York’s Central Park
-
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MalcolmMcLaren
snappedonMay22,
1980:“Ineverput
pressureonpeople,”
saysthe Bow Wow Wow
managerand Chicken
magazinemastermind

“AnnabellaLwin,the
14-year-oldBow Wow
Wowsinger,saysshe
wasaskedtoposenude
for Chickenmagazine

“A sort of junior Playboy”

NME NOV 8

HISWEEK, EMIrelease an as yet untitled
Tnew single/cassette with the launch of
Chicken, amagazine funded by EMIand

administered for them by former Gang Of
Four manager Rob Warr.

Chickenwasyetanotherinvention of Bow
Wow Wow mastermind Malcolm McLaren,
and-accordingtoits prospectus—was
intended to be “about pop and fashion,
focusingaround pleasure tech:roller-skating,
cassette-swinging microchip kids, and on the
swashbucklingand romantic ‘newlook’ which
isjustcomingin”. The magazine wassetup to
promote Bow Wow Wow, and the ideas which
the group was designed to symbolise.

Lastweek, Chicken’s editor Fred Vermorel
resigned, alleging—amongother things—that
Anabella, Bow Wow Wow’s 14-year-old lead
singer, had been pressured by McLaren to be
photographed nude for the magazine, thatan
eight-year-old child had beenreduced to tears
whenshouted at to “showabitofarse” during
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aphoto sessionwhichhadbeenfilmed by
aBBC2 Arenacrew, and that McLaren was
introducingapornographicelementinto the
proceeding, effectively turningwhatwas
supposed to be asortofcross between Smash
Hitsand Schoolkids OZinto “amagazine for
adultsthatfeatureskids as objects”.

ageneral emphasison pleasureand fun.
To theseitems, accordingto Vermorel,
McLarenintended to add arisqué letter
inwhichaboydescribeswhathe'dlike to
have happen on adream date with Blondie
drummer Clem Burke. Furthermore, he
told Thrills, McLaren was concerning
himselfsolittlewith themagazine that
hebegan towonderwhether McLaren
actuallywanted amagazineatall, as
opposed to some outrageous footage for
the Arenaprogramme.

Vermorel wenton to describe a furious
McLaren cominground to hishouseand
attemptingfirst to coax, then to bullyhim
into goingback.

“You'reup toyourneckin this,” Vermorel
claims McLaren told him, “whetheryou

likeitornot.”

Meanwhile at EMI, Rob Warradmitted that
“EMI have pulled out of financing the projectin
theforminwhichitwas originallyenvisaged”.
EMIhad apparently given McLaren and the
Vermorels (Fred and his wife Judy, co-authors
ofbiographies of Kate Bush and the SexPistols)
“carteblancheto produce themagazine. The
problemwasthatFred and Judy thoughtitwas
exploitative, andIfeltthattheyover-reacted;
Malcolmdid notintend anysuch thing.

“McLaren had come to me with this great
idea for marketing Bow Wow Wow. We thought
thatthemagazinerepresented anideal

Vermorelwasworried that opportunityto get
_ifthe magazinehad come p ‘I t I something done,andwe
outin dthg tf,or;/[l zillegedly was noion ge PA madeit Ygry céear what »
intended by McLaren— . . we considered permissible.
hemightbe “subjectto magaZIIIG f0l‘ klds, It'sallabitofastormina
achildpornrap”. teacup, really.”

Vermorel’s originallist of
editorial contentsincluded
atongue-in-cheek piece—
subsequentlywithdrawn—
byJohnMcVicaron crimeas

but one for adults
that treats kids as
sexual objects”

Theman atthe centre
ofthebrouhahawas
considerably more
forthcoming. “Fred’s
freaked outabit, hasn’t

acareer for theunemployed

school-leaver, aguide to constructive projects
forkidswho choose to opt out of school, Bow
Wow Wow-inspired articles about piracy—and

he?”McLarensaid. “Jesus!
Ican'tbelieveall this paranoia. The magazine
was simply asortofjunior Playboyforkids
gettingused to theideathattheyneedn'’t




ety

have careers, somethingto shake up
thislethargicindustry,amagazine
aboutpleasure technologyfor the
primitive boy and girl. I'vebeen very
frank: myjobistoupset people, but there’s
nowaythatthismagazine could be
deemed pornographic.”

McLarendenies thatthe younggirlwas
subjecttointimidation. “Thatisagrosslie,
man. She gotupsetbecause of the pressure
and presence of the Arena crew, and that’s
all. Her fatherwas thereand hedidn'tseem
upsetbyanythingthatwasgoingon.”

Healso denies having put pressure on
Anabella (“Inever put pressure on people.
Theydojustwhattheywanttodo”) or
havingattempted to place pornographic
copyinthemagazine. “Iwasn’tallowed to
write forit. Fred was the editor; copywas
entirelyup tohim.

“It’'sreallyimportant thatwe getthis
magazine out. Everyonein this country’s
soparanoid thatyoucan’'tgetanything
done. Fredisaparanoid and a puritan. He'’s
veryhungup and hejustfreaked out.”

Vermorel firmlyrepudiates thelatter
charge. “I'mnotpuritanical. The sight of
anaked child doesn’tupsetme. Whatdoes
upsetmeistheideaofthatletterhewanted
metorun. Thewayitwas going, itwasno
longer amagazine forkids, butamagazine
foradults that treatskids as sexual objects.”

Itwasthisalleged shiftin Chicken’s
editorial attitude thatled John McVicar to
withdrawhisarticle.

“Iknocked the piece offabit tongue-
in-cheekbecause of theironyofthe
governmentputtingall thesekids onthe
doleand then boosting penalties foryoung
offenders. Iwanted towrite somethinga bit
politicalfor the school-leavers,” McVicar
told Thrills. “Ithought McLaren wasjustan
anarchistic pop promoter and I thoughtit
wasagoodideatohaveateenage magazine
thathad abitofpolitical edge.

“Inormallylike peoplelike that, but...I'm
acriminal, butIdon’twantorneedtobe
associated with peoplelike that.”

Bow Wow Wow vocalistAnabella
corroborates Vermorel's assertion that
McLarenwanted her to pose nude for the
magazine. “Yes, that’s true. Hewanted me
toappearlike that to promote our cassette.
Isaidno, becauseit’sakids’ paperandI'm
ayoungpersontoo,andIdidn’tthinkit
was quiteright, youknow? He asked me
through Vivienne [Westwood] and when
Isaidno, heacceptedit.

“Hedidn’ttryto pressure me.Itwasn’t
child porn... Malcolmsaiditwasn'’t.
That’snotmykind of thing. Posingin
abikini’s OKwith the group around
aswimmingpool.”

Anabella claimsthat “theydon’ttellyou
verymuch”. Shehad notbeeninformed
thatFred Vermorel had resigned, or that
themagazinewas called Chicken (she’d
beentolditwas called Playkid) or that
the group’sdebutgigat Hammersmith
StarlightRoller disco this Saturday was
billed asa “chicken” night. She alsohad not
beentold that “chicken” is—in paedophile
slang—aterm meaning “anattractive
child”. Charles ShaarMurray

JohnBonham
(1948-1980) with 1
LedZeppelinat
MadisonSquare
Garden,New
York,June1977
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Leaves a wife
and two children

NME RIP, Led Zeppelin drummer John Bonham.

HEMYSTERY SURROUNDING the death of Led Zeppelin drummer John Bonham
Ttook abizarre twist at the weekend, with suggestion that the tragedy - the latestina

series of disasters suffered by the band - is linked with black magic. Singer Robert
Plantis reportedly convinced that the apparent jinx on Zeppelinis retribution for guitarist
Jimmy Page’s obsession with the occult.

However outlandish the theory, it gained some credence when a post-mortem on 32-year-

old Bonham failed to reveal the cause of death. He had been drinking heavily the previous

night, and it was at first thought that (like Jimi Hendrix) he had choked on his own vomit - but

that wasn’t substantiated by the post-mortem, which ruled out either drink or drugs as the
cause. The coroner has now ordered further tests.
Bonham’sbody was foundinbed on Thursday afternoon at Page’s Windsor mansion,

where the band had gathered torehearse for anew album. They had recently returned from
aseries of concerts in Germany, their first since their two Knebworth shows in1979 - which,
inturn, were their first live appearances for five years. Their lengthy stage absence was due

in no small measure to the string of mishaps which had befallen them.
Zep were due to start amajor American tour on October 16 - though obviously this has
now been cancelled - and there were also tentative plans for British datesin the New Year.
Unconfirmedreportsindicate that the three remainingmembers have already decided

to disband Zeppelin, believing thatit could never be the same again. Bonham had been with

them since their formation in1968, initially as The New Yardbirds.
But official sources, at their record company and management office, remained tight-

lipped on the subject - saying only that all three Zep men were far too distraught to consider

the future at the moment. Bonham leaves a wife, Pat, and two children.

Antmania ™"

S ADAM & The Ants continue their nationwide tour - with both the single “Dog Eat Dog”
and the album Kings Of The Wild Frontierriding high in their respective charts -all the

signs are that there’s Antmaniain the air.

The numbers turningup have been so far in excess of original estimates that some gigs have
hadtobe transferred to bigger venues, or even cancelled altogether. The show at Manchester

Polytechnic - capacity 800 - was pulled out, as were appearances at Tiffany’s Shrewsbury and
the DrillHallin Lincoln.

While anew date has now been fixed for Manchester, at the
Apollo on December 15, alternatives have not yet been found for "
Lincoln or Shrewsbury. A further London date has been finalised, ﬂ:;’;':?
however, at the Hammersmith Palais on December 24. venues

Someimpression of the sort of scenesit’shoped to avoid was :
givenoutside the Sheffield gig- where, it's said, disgruntled
punters were attacking parked carsin protest -and at Hull,
where afire wasreported.

Whenthe Ants arrived at the HMV shopin Leeds, for an
autograph-signing session, the store manager was taking
no chances: he decreed that no more than one Antling would
be allowedin at atime, resultingina1,000-strong queue
forming outside on the street.

AdamAnt:

MICHAEL PUTLAND / GETTY
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UB40in1980:(l-r) Astro,
JimBrown,BrianTravers,
AliCampbell,EarlFalconer,
NormanHassan, Robin
CampbellandMickey Virtue
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Everyone’s
oing mad!

UB40
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, 1. Dreadlocks And Baldheads

IKEANYBAND with asense of pride
in theirroots, UB40 usually try to
wind up their British tourswitha
date in their home town. Their most
recent 20-date city-to-city trekwas
no exception. The homecoming

. Fi tradition was maintained and the tour culminated
£ inacouple of nights at the Birmingham Odeon.
£ Thegroup hasinsisted thatI come up to one of
v thesegigsforthesake of thisfeature, even though
&y I'dalreadyseen them four times on the tour-in

Edinburgh, Sheffield, London and
Hemel Hempstead -twice in an on-the-

UB40 TTENDANCE CARD road capacity. Butseeing them play
S NN — er ] CODOT No.
Surnara (Diock capan] N hsbes ! Brum, reckoned UB40, would be the
" bestway of confirming the range of
. . . . . =
1 ¥ their growingfollowing, thediversityof S
T NOTICE ABOUT CLAIMING BENEAT . . g
Ylsw:"“::'::f s aaccivrilios i - thesort oif peopledrawninto their g
Banafi Offce aach week 00 the days and st the tmes shoun reggae-wiseweb of subtle skank. £
in x on the fight Produce this car - K B I =
" :,: e l?»dag wesk on e ey souciied you [ Andtobesure, theaudienceinside g
D A P day you e clacn the cavernous Odeon-amammoth 2
1 benefit on the day specified go to the . . . S g 2
Bapeli Offics on ;.'Z‘;"ZT et day you S BiRTL SN . inner-citycinemaabout thesizeofits =
Saturday or Sunday). not wail : . o =
?h.f.iw. cease to pply when you stert ok ox clim snothar na{nesakes inHammersmithand g
beneit f you again become unemployed you shouid cli benefft &8 Edinburgh-couldhardlybemore » s

the first day of unempk o ———————————
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varied. “Sold Out” bannershad been taped across gig
postersweeks ago, and the house is packed with every
mode of modern musicfan, fromskinsand rudies to trendy
middle-aged couples, prepubescentschoolgirlsand dreads.

With a certainratio of roughly three whites to everyblack,
themultiracial nature of the crowdis also prettystriking
forwhatis ostensibly a pop/rockgig.

Itmightbe worth pointing out too that the racial mix of
the UB40 audience wasroughly parallelataKoolAnd The
GangshowIwastosee the followingnightin London:
despitewhatyoumighthaveread to the contrary, it’s not
onlyinthediscoin-crowd thataharmonious mixofblack
and white can exist.

Aspercussionist Norman Hassan puts it, UB40 get
“everyone from dreadlocktobaldhead!”.

Grinningbass-man Earl Falconer, hisown dreadlocks
tucked upinadroopingnavy tea-cosy hat, seesnothing
particularlyremarkablein the motleynature of theband’s
following. To him, the audiences are simplyanatural
reflection of the mixwhich exists within the band itself.

“Thethingaboutthisbandisthateveryoneis different.
Nobodytellsanybodywhat to do, musically or otherwise.
Ifthere are anybigdecisions, we take avote on them. It’s
like akind of workshop atmosphere. Basically, we don’t
haveanimage.”

Tootrue. Theinitial view most people have of UB40 is that
ofabandbereftofareal publicimage beyond being “anice
reggaeband”, anhonestenough bunch who take their
bows everynowand then with aforayinto the Top 10
singles before hoppingon thefirsttrainbackto Dullsville.

Theimpression they give on stageis one of eight musiciansinnear
complete empathywith one another. With no singleindividualanymore
prominentthanthe others, they comeacrossasacollectiveinwhich the
bandisall-important. UB40 are agroup minus anidentifiable frontman,
although toaster Astro doesfillthe role of warning the crowd between
songs withaseries ofroutine stage gestures. Theyare agroup withoutany
stars, withoutasingle potentialhousehold name... and arein some ways
allthebetter forit.

Thisfacelessimpressionisborne outbythesleeves of their three
singles, “Food For Thought”/“King”, “MyWay Of Thinking”/“I ThinkIt’s
Going ToRain Today” and the current “Dream A Lie”/ “The Earth Dies
Screaming”, none of which bears somuch asasingle picture or snippet of
info onthegroup. Asiftorubintheirapparentanonymity, the cover of
their Graduate Records LP Signing Offis simplyastark facsimile of the
UB40 attendance slip that over two million British citizens take along to
thelocal DHSS everyweek.

Butevennon-appearance canbe deceptive, and UB40’s low profile
shouldnotbeallowed to cloud theirimportance, because thereis plenty
of substancelurking behind that mellow groove and cool approach. As
thingslook from this corner, the two newbands to have made the most
profoundimpactover the past 12 monthshave been UB40 and Dexys
MidnightRunners.

wan
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“You'vegottogetyour
audiencefirstofalland
then,forwantofabetter
word, educatethem,”says
RobinCampbell,seen
here(centre) onstagein
London,September198o

successfuland even appearin jackieand on Top Of The Pops!In doing so,
theyareactually ploughingamore subversive furrow than more trendy
rebels. Byvery dint of their commerciality theyreach afarwider
audience, and apredominantly teen audience at that.

Front two: more than any other band, with the possible exception of
JoyDivision, UB40 have shown thatitcanbe doneindependently. In
reachingNo 1in the NMEchartafewmonthsago, Signing Offonthe
Graduatelabelbecame thefirst LPrecorded, pressed and distributed by
thenewindependents toreach such headyheights.

Notbad going, really, foraband who were virtuallyunknown outside
theirnative city suburb of Moseleyjust over ayear ago.

2. WeAre Family!

B40 ARE MORE than alittlebemused by their remarkably
l | rapidrise. They seem genuinely surprised, if not to the extent
of their success, then because it seems to have come
practically overnight.

DrummerJoe Brown, probably the mostloquacious member of the
ensemble, ishumble about the group’s successfulyear. “It'sweird really,
‘coseverythingthat’shappened toushashappened byaccident. OK, it
wasaconscious efforttolearn howto play ourinstrumentsin the first

place, butit’sbeen purelyaccidental that

Dexys, like UB40, were at first tenuously
connected with the 2-Toneway of thinking,
but-againlike their fellow Brummies-they
had thestrength of characterand originality to
transcend the comparisons and avoid being
tagged. Dexys made theirmarkbybeingbrash
and tryingto stirthings up, Pistolian style, by
throwingaspannerin theworks ofthe
somnolent musicbiz. Butin common with
UB40 theyhave anintense desire for change,
and this outweighs many ofthe obvious
differences between the bands. UB40, however,

“It’s like
a kind of
workshop
atmosphere”

we've developed the sound we have and
progressed towhere we are now. Whatwe’re
doingnowisn’tquite the sound we want
anyway. We're still searching.”

Keyboard player Mickey Virtueis abitmore
open, citing teenybop appeal, extensive gigging
—thegroup have played over 150 dates thisyear
alone—and originalityasthreereasonsbehind
their currentascendancy.

“I'thinkit’sjustacompletely different type of
sound. People were gettingbored with the

work on amore subtlelevel than Dexys and they
have probablyachieved even more on two
separate fronts.

Frontone: theyhaveslylyinfiltrated both the
singles and album charts with uncompromising
politicallyricsatatime when such sentiments could
notbeless fashionable. UB40 would probablybe
shunnedasbeingfartoo softbymost ofthe so-called
rockradicals—afterall, these guysare hugely
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charts, thatsame old sound, and we were lucky
thatwe happened tobe around attheright time.
Plus, with the 2-Tone thing, people wereready
tolistentous. Therearealotofthingsreally.”
Onefactorthat can easily overlookedis thatfrom
theveryoutset UB40refused to thinksmall. Their
attitude, though trenchantlyindependent, has
alwaysbeen geared towards success. Before playing
theirdebutgig, the group-thenallnovices musically
-rehearsed solidlyfor sixmonthsin the cellar of Earl



Falconer’sMoseley flat. They cut their teeth covering
reggae standards of the time, numberslike Gregory
Isaacs’ classic “MrKnow ItAll”, Bim Sherman’s
“Lover’sLeap” and Augustus Clarke’s “BigAnd Small”,

before graduatingto some instrumentals of their own.

Matterswerealso helped atthe startbytherelaxed “family”
atmosphere of therehearsals, all the group havingknown one another for
some time before theybegan playing together seriously. Vocalist Ali
Campbell, saxophonist Brian Travers, Jim Brown and Earl Falconer had
allbeen together at Moseley School Of Art. When these fourbegan
lookingfor potential musicians to form UB40, Aliquicklyunearthed a
guitaristin hiselder brother Robin and keyboard playerin his girlfriend’s
brother, Mickey. Norman and Astro, both mutual friends of the gang,
signed onshortly afterwards.

Asettledlineup was established with ease, comprising the eight current
members plusanadditional percussionistin the Nigerian Yami, whose
subsequentdeparture from the band was sealed by theimmigration
authoritieswho deported him to Africa after only two gigs. That was the
only personnel change UB40 have ever suffered.

Thefirstgigmaterialised in February 1979 in the Horse And Hounds, a
pubinKing’s Heath, Birmingham;itwasaneventwhich alsomarked the
live debut of yet another Moseley band who have since gone on to greater
things, The AuPairs.

Fromthen on, progresswas steadyifunspectacular, untilthe advent of
2-Tonelastautumnimmediately focused automatic attention onto any
multiracialband workingin the Midlands.

Though theyacknowledge theindirectboosttheir careerreceived from
skamania, UB40, at the time, seemed to go out of their way to dissociate
themselves from whatwashappeningonly afewmiles down the A45in
Coventry, as Robin Campbell explains: “We did try to separate ourselves
toacertain extent. There wasnomaliceintended. It wasjust thatwe
didn’t playskaand we had been playing reggae since before the ska
explosion happened. Itjustsortofhappened around us.

“Of course, ithelped us, but we tended to getdumped into the same
category, whichannoyed us. Itwasn’tthatwe had anythingagainstthe
2-Tone people, butwe’d be playingreggae and we'd be coming up against
thingslike posterssaying thatwe were asensational skaband, straight off
the2-Tonetour!”

UB40 claim theyeven passed up the chance of recording their first
single on 2-Tone—which at the time would have meant an almost
guaranteed instant Top 10 hit—in favour of striking outindependently.

“Rightfrom thestart, itwas always going tobe a case of doing it
ourselvesifwe could,” says sax-man Brian. “When we were getting the

group together, the punk thingwassstill pretty strongand
theindependentlabel scenewasreally sproutingwith
labelslike Rough Trade and Beggars Banquet, so we were
neverreally thinking of going for amajor deal, even though
we gotsome amazingadvance offers before we'd even
recorded “Food For Thought”.

Soitwas theunfancied Dudley-based Graduatelabel that
secured the signatures of UB40 onarecording contractina
straight 50-50 profit-splitting deal, the sort of arrangement
Rough Trade make with all theirbands. The set-up gives
UB40 control overwhatand when theyrecord, gives
Graduateimpresario David Virr one of the healthiest bank
balances ontheindependentscene, and gives the likes of
CBS, WEA and EMIbuggerall other than some food for
thoughtand afewheadaches when they contemplate just
whatmighthavebeen.

The only drawback ofremainingindependent, according
toRobin, isatemporary cash-flow problem as they
waitfor theroyalty chequestostart comingin.

“It’sheld usbackfinancially, but that’s the only
way. Atthemomentwe haven’tgot thatmuch
money, ‘cos everythingwe've earned so farhashad
tobeploughedstraightbackinto theband.

Ifwe'dbeen with amajor company, thatmoney
would have been ploughed into us by theminthe
firstplace. Butthedifferenceisthatwe’reinavery
healthy positionnowand we don’toweabean to
anybody!Abandinacomparable position tous
signed to amajor would be up to theireyesin debt!”

Manybands of the stature of UB40-whether
independent or not—have somehowmanaged to fall
foul of the absurdities of rock'n’roll circus games.
But, ratherlike The Jam, who have maintained their
visionand clarityin spite of their fouryearsina
parasitic business, UB40just seem content to geton with thejobinhand
withaminimum of polemicand pretension.

Oneaspectofthislevel-headedness manifestsitselfin the attitude
UB40 take to pressinterviews, which theyfeel should ideallybe spread
equallyamongthe eight members, thus preventing the elevation of, say,
Ali, Robin or Astro to star status.

AsJimsays: “We don’treallylike theidea of pushingourselves as solo
personalities. Ifyou're going to do thatyouneed to have theindividual
musical prowess to gowith it, whichwe haven’t. We're confidentin the
appeal of our overall sound, butnone of us are stars as musicians.”

Inkeepingwith thisband democracy, it seemed a goodidea tointerview
alleight members, in manageable groups of two or three, in order to
sample as manyviewpointsas possible; the most contentious comments
probably came from two of thelesslikely sources—drummer Jimand
toaster Astro.

Sotherestofthis piece comprises threeinterviews done duringthelast
week of the UB40 tour—the first with Aliand Brian, the second with Earl,
MickeyandJim and thelastwith Robin, Norman and Astro.

3. Moseley, Home Of The Hits!

OST OF UB40 havelived all theirlives in Moseley, a smallish
butwell-defined area to the south of Birmingham’s

sprawling city centre, noted for its wholefood shops, its
student population, its racial mixand —according to arecent UB40
news bulletin—its tendency to breed bands by the dozen.

Brian Travers’ second-floor flat overlooks arow of shops which more or
lessmark the centre of “the village”. Justdown theroadis the small front-
room studioinwhich UB40recorded their debutalbum with producer
BobLamb earlier thisyear. In doingso, theyresisted the temptation to
move to plusherrecording confines, preferring therootsy feel they
reckoned Lamb’s “Home Of The Hits” gave their sound.

AsPrinceJammy’s latest dub-wise creation sifts from aset of speakers
inthebackground, the two youngestmembers of theband, Ali Campbell
and Brian, both 21, explainhowaNo 1 album cametoberecordedina
humble eight-track studio.

“Mostofthe trackshad already been done at Bob’s place before we even
knewwewere making thealbum,” saysAli. “Itwould have been mad to
gosomewhere else. We did have afew drastic sessionsin major studios.
Imean, theywereamazingstudioswith all thefacilitiesand everything »
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andwe ended up getting the worstsound we've ever had!In Bob’s studio
wedidn’teven have thefacility for doing dubs, and we couldn’tevenall
getintotheplaceatthe sametime. We'd have to putbass, drumsand
keyboards onthesame tracksometimes, so dubswere out of the question.”

Brian: “For the nextalbum, we've got to change studiosreally, otherwise
wewon'tbeable to do dub. This mightsound abitself-important, but the
basicthingwewanttodoistryto educate peopleintoreggae and dub,
introduce them slightlybydoingitinamild form and then buildingit up
fromthere.”

Educate peopleintoreggae? Thatsoundsabitpompous.

Ali: “But thesituationisridiculous. Mikey Dread, for example, could
beNo 1linthesingles chart. The marketis there forhim, buthe’snot
gettingover toit’cosreggaeisstillnot taken seriously enough by the
mediaand theradio stations. Theystilllook on itasaminority music 'cos
it’sablackmusic.”

Inaddition to thesingles, UB40’slive setrevolves around two crucial
songs, “Burden Of Shame” and “Tyler”. Theimportance of themis again
emphasised on Signing Off, where they open and close the first side of the
album. Thelatterisaprotest on behalf of Gary Tyler, ayoung American
blackarrested atan anti-Ku KluxKlanrallyin the Southern state of
Louisianasixyearsago and allegedly framed formurder. He’'sbeen
inside eversince, despite continual appeals on his behalf.

Ali: “Hewas only 16 and he was done forkillingawhite girland the
whole thingwasjustatotalframe, aload of bollocks! Thejudge wasa
member of the senior white citizen’sleague and all that. Itwas anall-
white jury, but there wasnoreal evidence to say thatitwas him that did it.

“Wefound outaboutitfrom thisnewspaperreport. We justread about it
and then found outabitmore about the case for ourselves. There’'sbeena
lotof protestsaboutitin America, but there was never anyreal fuss made
aboutitoverhere.”

OnceanAmericandistribution dealhasbeensorted out—hopefully
throughindependents, though the band concede the problems facing
smalllabels are thatmuch greaterin the States— “Tyler” isto be thefirst
official USsinglerelease. However, if Ali’s pessimistic paranoiaisanysort
ofguide, therewon'tbe many people around on the North American
continenttowitnessitsrelease. Talk of the currentsingle “The Earth Dies
Screaming”, afictionalaccountofthe planet, post-apocalypse, prompts
Alinto asemi-serious contemplation of justwhere the madness of
contemporaryAmerican conservatism couldlead.

“Everybody’s shitting themselves, basically,” he grins nervously.
“Ronald Reagan’sbecoming presidentand there are 20 million
peopleinthe Evangelist Right. They’re going to start blowing places
up. Reaganwill putone on Vietnam, just for spite! He’ll probably
evendoithimself... flyacrossinahelicopterwith acowboyhaton
and drop one. Get this, boys!

“Seriously, the world seems to be in the middle of a wild plunge
intoright-wingmadness—America, Jamaica, the Islamic thing.
That'sone ofthereasons thatthe CND thingis getting stronger.
It'sblatantly obvious thateveryone’s goingmad!”

4. Responsibilities

B40’S POLITICS ARE essentially a gut-level response to
the injustice and repression they see around them. The

“political” songs—“Tyler”, “King”, “Burden Of Shame”,
“Little By Little” and “Madam Medusa” —are simple and
accessible. And unlike most so-called political bands, UB40
manage to deliver their message with aremarkable lack of pomp
and conceit. They shun any convoluted party political theoryin
favour of plaintive assertions of basic human rights.

Of course, individualsin the group do differ on certain specifics,
somethingthatbecomesapparent talking to bassist Earl Falconer,
21, keyboard-man Mickey Virtue and dapper drummer Jim Brown,
both23.

Aswehuddleinadressingroom annexe at the Hemel Hempstead
Pavilion, percussionist Norman Hassan is practising trombonein
theroomnextdoor, getting hislungsin trim for thathornsection
heandAstrohopetointroducein timefor the next LP. Aswe talk,
Normanis bellowing his way through the openingbars of “Food For
Thought”, note by painstaking note, althoughrightnowthe effectis
morelikeaweirdlymutant “HeyJude”.

Barelyaudible over the racket coming through thewall, Jim,
Mickeyand Earl explain the differences that do exist over the degree
of political commitmentwithin theband.
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Jim: “Some of us are more extreme than others. We have arguments
sometimes over some of the benefits thatwe play. Like, Iwould have
supported theidea ofus doingabenefitfor anarchists, whereas other
membersoftheband don’tthink thatsortofthingisagoodidea. We've
allgotdifferentideas on thingslike that, although we allagree on
fundamental points.

“Wedon'taffiliate ourselves with any particular political party. There
are certain things about most parties thatwe don’tagree with.Idon’t
believe thatanypartyactually takes things far enough. Personally, I
believein tearing thewhole thingdown and startingagain, rather than
use the materialswe've got to swingthings around. Itwould be nice if
there could be gradual change, butIdon’t think there’smuch ofa future
inthat.”

Perhaps the mostinteresting UB40 songis their bitter denunciation of
Britishimperialism “Burden Of Shame”. Initially inspired by happenings
inAfrica, italso has much wider, more universal connotations: “Thereare
murders that we must accountfor/ Bloody deeds have been donein our name/
Criminal acts we must pay for | And our children will shoulder the blame/
I'ma British subject not proud of it/ While I carry the burden of shame.”

Thesongseemsto be theresult ofaprettystrong guilt complex, Isuggest
toJim.

“Itcanbeinterpretedinalot ofways. When we wroteit, [ thought of it
beingabout the factthat there’snosuch thingasaninnocentpersonif
theyarelivingand contributing to asociety that causes the sort of
atrocities thatdo goon.Imean, youreadin the press that there were
‘innocent’ people bombed, say, in a Guildford pub and all that. But then
again, whoisaninnocent person when theyare goingaround voting for
peoplelike Margaret Thatcher? They’re notinnocent, cos...”

That'shardlyanyjustification forbombinga pub, Ibuttin.

“No, butthenIcannotseesomethinglike thatpurelyasanactof
terrorismwhenit'sjustone armyfightingagainstanotherinawar
situation. ThewayIseeitis thatsomethinglike the pubbombingsin
Guildford could bejustified ‘cositwasanarmy pub.”

“Questionslike that,” says aseemingly dubious Mickey, “you’d have to
askeachmember of the band and find out whattheir views are, 'cos our
views varysomuch. Some people are more extreme than others.”

“Burden Of Shame’islike aguilt thing,” resumesJim. “It’s from
aviewpoint of someonelivingin a countrythatis causingatrocities.

On-stagedancer
turnedtoaster
andcompere
Terrence Wilson,
AKA Astro,
September1980




Ifwe’relivingin that country, we're partof that
samesystem.”

Surely though, mostordinarypeopleliving
under thatparticular systemarealso viewed with
asmuch contemptand suspicionbythe menin
power and therefore hardly guilty themselves of
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“Tome, politicsis somethingyou can’thide from.
It'safactoflife. Alot of Rastas don’t getinvolvedin
politics ‘costhey don’tunderstand it. Butit’snot true
tosaythatRastasdon’thave anythingtodowith
politics. Therewas even a Rasta that stood asan

election candidateinJAin the '60s.

TITLE uB4g

thewar crimes?

“Butthere’salsothe dilemmathatifwe’re
goingoutand buyingthings fromashop, then
we'readvocating thatsamesystem. I think the
onlyjustification you can have for contributing
tothesysteminthatwayistosaythatyou're part
ofthe oppressed aswell.

“That’sthe onlyjustification thereis, really, for
tryingtolive comfortablyin the system.Iagree
withyoubasically, ‘cos there’snot thatmuch
thatyoucanreallydoaboutit.”

“Politics is
something
you can’t
hide from”

Robin: “Butit’s true to say, on the whole, that
British Rastasdon’tcheckpolitics.”

Astro: “AsIsaid, it’s'cosalot ofthem don’t
understand them.”

Robin: “Buteven alot ofthem that do
understandit, don'twanttoknow. Theysee
and understand what’s going on but they cut
themselves off 'cos they think thatJah will
come andsave them!”

Astro: “Alotofthem do feel thatway, but, as
Iseeit, ifTknowabout politics and understand

Jimunashamedly considers theband’s
political songs to be farmoreimportant than
some of their lighter, poppier numbers.

“Some people will say that, firstand foremost, we'readance band, but
Ireallythinkwe’ve gotaresponsibilitywhich overridesbeinga dance
band.Adancebandisapackage tosell your politics.”

Mickeybegs to differ, albeit only slightly...

“Basically, it'smoreimportant to me that we all get off on playing music.
Butifyou're goingto sellrecords, you've got to put songs on them, and
when we do songs we tend to go to the extremes and either putreallynice
songs on themlike “MyWay Of Thinking” [the second single], which
doesn’treallysayalot, or go to the opposite extreme with areally heavy
song. We don't mess aboutbetween the two.”

5. Public Dubs And Private Jokes

B40TOASTERAND compere Astro and lead guitarist Robin
l | Campbell are two of the more senior members of the band,
aged 23 and 25 respectively. Sitting on the edge of awooden
tablein the dressing room of the Birmingham Odeon prior to the big
tour finale, they presentamore witty face of the band than some of the
occasionally dour younger members.

The twowind each other up somethingrotten, and at one stage—when
thedelicate subject of Rastais broached - their bickering threatens to
overtakeanyattemptatacoherentinterview. Percussionist Norman
Hassanjoinsusjustlongenough to give his “dreadlockand baldhead”
summary of tonight’s audience before disappearing to pickup some
friendsandrelatives who are comingalongto this hometown show.

The position of Astro—Terrence Wilson—-in the groupisan odd one.
Beforehemetthem, hehad beenrunninghis ownsound system, Duke
Alloy,inand around Birmingham. He initiallyjoined UB40, however, as
nothingmore than an occasional on-stage dancer “justto get peoplein
theaudiencereally onthego”.

Now hisrole comprises duties as compere and some talk-overvocals.
Heisalsonowlearning trumpet, shortly to beintroduced alongwith
Norman’s trombone as the UB40 brass.

Accordingto Robin, Astroissomethingofacontradictionin terms.
Although he claimstobe aRasta, hisway oflife does notalways conform
religiously to Rastafarian doctrines. Forastart, asamember of UB40 heis
advocatingthesortofdirectpoliticalinvolvement that Rastafaritend to
eschew completely.

“Anotherthing,” says Robin, beginninga thorough dressing down of
Rastafarianism, “isthatatrue Rastabelieves thatthe onlythingthat’s
goingtobeleftattheend, after thejudgementday, isRasta. Rastaisa
racist, elitistreligion.”

“Wrong, Robin!” snaps Astro. “Youare wrong, believe me! Checkit out,
Robin; youare gettingyourinformation fromimitation dreads! Asfaras
Rastais concerned, colour doesn’t comeintoit. Asman and mansay, they
wantto gotoZion. Zionis aspiritual place. Showme the colour of a spirit.
There’snosuch thing!”

Astro grinsathis triumphantreasoningand continues his defence.

“Colourdoesn’tcomeintoitatall. Those ofthem that go around calling
youaporkyand thingslike that,Idon’t class as Rastas. Colour doesn’t
comeintoit.It'sbasicallydownto what’sinside you. It doesn't matter if
youare bluewith pink-shadowed stripes! It doesn’'t make no difference.”

Sohow doesAstro (anag: rasto?) come to terms with the contradictions
between his political commitmentand Rastafari?

it,IfeelthatIcansingaboutit.”

Robin: “That’swhyyourenotatypical Rasta.”

Astro: “Itdependswhatyou callatypical Rasta.”

TIaskAstroforhis definition.

Astro: “Basically, aRastaisamanwhokeepshimselfto himselfand
knowseverythingthat’s goingon...Icanonlyexplainitinold-fashioned
terms: yousee things butyou don’tsee things, youhear things butyou
don’thearthings, yousaythingsbutyoudidn’'tsayanything...”

Robin: “In other words, it makes no sense whatsoever.”

Astro: “Itdoesn’t make sense in everydaylanguage. Ifyou spend about
threehourstalkingaboutit,itallbecomes clearer.”

With gig time rapidly approachingand stage gear to beironed, we
decide toleave that oneforanother time and moveinstead on to talk of
UB40’s currenthitsingle. “Dream A Lie”, says Robin, was the joke that
evidentlyfellflaton everybody.

“Whenwewroteit,itwasmeantto beareal corny, schmaltzy songwith
allthesereal clichesinit. Thewhole songis supposed to be funny. Next
timewe playit, I'll have to tell everybody to put their tongues in their
cheeksforonenumber.

“Thethingis thatnobodyeverseems to get the joke. Nobody ever thinks
it'sfunny; people always seemtorecoil in terrorwhen theysee thatthe
lyricsaresobanal. Butthey’reintended to belike that, basically ‘cos we
gotstomped on for doing ‘MyWay Of Thinking’, which was another
totallythrowawaylyric.

“We gotattacked for doing that, sowe’ve gone outand done another
one. Basically, whatwe're sayingis, ‘Bollocks!’ Ifwe want to write a shitty
song, we can. No one can accuse us of beingbad songwriters, though,
‘coswe’ve done afewshit-hotsongs aswell; veryimportantsongs, very
strongpolitical songs. But there’snothing wrong with afew throwaway
lyricsaswell.”

Asforthe future, UB40 have planstoinvestin some dub-wise
experimentation. There are already plans foradub LP to accompany
theirnextalbum. The group are going simply to hand the tapesovertoan
agreeableJA producer of the calibre of Scientist, Crucial Bunny or Prince
Jammy and see whathe comesup with. Beyond that, virtually all the
band express a desire to getinto production themselves and eventually
own their ownstudio.

“Whenwefirststarted, a couple of members of the band wanted to go
straightinto beingadubband,” explains Astro. “Butifwe’d done that,
we’d havekilled offhalfof our audience straightaway. We'd never bein
the position we are now. Ifwe can wean themslightlyand give thema
littletaste of dubnowand then, by the time we’re bringing outheavy dub
albumsthey’llbereallywantingtohearit.”

“You've gotto getyour audiencefirstofalland then, forwantofabetter
word, educate them,” adds Robin. “Dubisn’tabigthingyet, buthopefully
itwillbe bythe time we've weaned our audience ontoit. The nextalbum
willcertainlybeheavier than thelastonein thatrespect.”

The conversationreaches alull and Astro bounds offtoiron his trousers
before goingonstage asthe dreadlocked master of ceremonies to
introduce theband once again to theirhome audience.

“Haveyou gotallyouwantthere?” enquires RobinasIclickoffthe
taperecorder.

Yeah. That’sfine thanks. One more thing though. My 16-year-old sister
wouldn'tforgive meifIreturned withouta full set of autographs. A piece
of paperispassed around the crowded dressingroom and UB40, not for
thelasttime, sign off. Adrian Thrills e
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“WeTe
alming at
something
different”™

TALKING HEADS

—  NOVEMBER 8 —

OS ANGELESIS the entertainment

capital of America. Inlittle more than

50years, the business of entertainment

hasbuiltavast, moneyed urban sprawl

around thebillboards thatline Sunset

Strip announcing thelatestrecords
and films. Most of the people who live here either
work in the entertainment business, or else they
clean up afterit.

Acitylike this, whichis notreallyacityatall butjust
72 suburbsinsearch ofacity, isbound to have character
problems. Americaviews LosAngeles and therest of
southern Californiawith apprehension. Southern
California, forits part, seems to haverenounced the
restofAmerica.

Even foracountrythatregards politicians asbeing
almost by definition corruptand self-serving, thelevel
ofinterestin theimminentelectionsis absurdlylow.
The onesolitarynote of political supportI’veseenin the
streets was a customised van with abumper sticker
advocatingsomethingcalled theLibertarianParty... »

LYNN GOLDSMITH / GETTY
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“Whenthisgroup
reallyworks, the
underlyingsensibility
isverydifferentfrom
whatitwasbefore”:
DavidByrnein1980
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“Beerdrinkers,” according to David Byrne, aNew Yorker whose job
hastakenhimall over theworld. “Theywant to make everythinglegal,
abolish taxes, and justhaveagoodtime.”

Byrnerecentlyrented ahousein Venice, an “artists community” by the
beach, while heand Brian Eno worked on an asyetunreleased album
called My Life In the Bush Of Ghosts. Veniceis a

andaFrenchband whohad supported Talking Headsin Lyon. “They’re
actuallyquite good. Theywrite songs about fuckingin elevators,” he says,
nonchalantly. “Really, thatband we have nowis the result of the work I did
with other people.[had met BustaJones and he called me up to playwith
TheEscalators. Then we went down to Philadelphiaand I produced some
demos for NonaHendryx... Istarted moving

centre of what Wetrmagazine calls “responsible
hedonism”, whichisasortofintellectual
version of theroller-skatingfad.
Roller-skatingisjustone of the fads that
originated in this vanguard city. And Los
Angelesisavanguard city. The LAart/punk
crowdliketo think that there’ssomethingvital
goingonhere, and thereis, butit’s everything
theydespise. LAis the centre of contemporary
American culture, broadcasting through films
and musicthe blueprints for contemporary

“When it
works, you get
the feeling:
forget yourselt™

around thatscenein New York.

“ImetBernie Worrell through Busta—he
played onBusta’salbum on SpringRecords.
Dolettehad sungon the Escalators album. Steve
Scales, Ididn’tknow. We found him through
Bernie. And Adrian Belewwe metwhenhewas
recordingin New Yorkwith David Bowie.”

Meanwhile David Byrne, being somewhat
impressionable, became absorbed in Brian
Eno’sdiscoveryof Africa. The two of them set
offlike explorersinto the California desertto

ways oflife; little parcels of clothingand attitude
for consumersstarved ofreal sustenance.

David Byrne had to move out of Venice after just two weeks. It didn’t
suithim. “Everybodywasjustrelaxingin the sunall day, tossing frisbees
around...” Andin theland of thelaid-back, naturally, the automobileis
king. Cars outnumber peoplein the City of Lights, and the parkinglots
outnumber the buildings. Californiais thelast outpostof the Westin
more thanjustgeography. Even the youth cultureruns on gasoline.

EverySaturday night, Hollywood and Sunset Boulevards are bumper to
bumperwithyoungsters cruisingin their personal automotive sculpture—
some ofthem LowRiders, the custom suspension job favoured by Spanish
gangs ofthe Barrio. Assimple a proposition as goingto see Talking Heads
playatthe Greek, an open-airtheatrein themiddle ofalarge parkinthe
Hollywood Hills, would be out of the question with only a pair ofheels.

Therebeingvirtuallyno public transportand few taxis, youwould have
tomiss thefirstengagement on thefirst tour by the new Talking Heads
FunkOrchestra. Butdon'tbe too disappointed. By the second and third
performancestheyhad improved agreatdeal.

ThenewTalkingHeads Funk Orchestrais the sameas the old Talking
Heads with the addition ofAdrian Belew from David Bowie’sband on
feedbackguitar, BustaJones, once of Sharks, on fatback bass, Steve Scales
onpercussion, Dolette McKay on vocals and Bernie Worrell from
Funkadelic, whom youmightsayhas swapped P-funk for F-punk, on
keyboards. Theresultisanine-piece Talking Heads, lushinstead of
brittle. It’s probably the single mostradical step sofarin the progress of
America’s so-called premier new-wave band. Even anew-wave band has
tomovewith the times. Talking Heads have finally gone 2-Tone!

T JLEVENMONTHSAGO, when they played the last date of their
lasttour in London, the group
A_Jdwasonthe verge of apoplexy.

tryto capturethefeelingofthe bushinthe
sagebrush. Theyfailed, and had toresorttorecording My Life In The Bush
Of Ghostsin amore prosaic setting, using “found vocals” from theradio as
theirbush ofghosts.

Idon’twantto suggest that Byrneisavacillatinglump ofjelly withouta
mind ofhis own, butit’s obvious thatthe even more impressionable Brian
Enomadetherunninghere. Byrne’sinterestinmusical anthropology
surfacedinashort piece he wrote for High Timessoon after ... Buildings
And Food, and several songs on Fear Of Music—mostnotably “I Zimbra”
—boreanethnictrace that pointed to the hypnotic swirl of wordsand
rhythmsthatcharacterises Remain In Light. However, Eno, being the
more systematic of the two, probablyhelped put theidea into practice.

Themainspurfortheideawasabookpublishedin Americalastyear
called African Rhythm And African SensibilitybyJohn Miller Chernoff.
Byrnespendsalotofhistimeinbooks. Whenwe met, hewasreadinga
bookcalled The Role Of The Artist In Primitive Society, which I suppose ours
qualifies as... Anyhow, theideais thatmusic of the Third World provides a
spiritual nourishmentlacking from the popular music of the West; witness
forinstance theimportance ofreggaein our black community. Byrne
wants Talking Heads to dowhat tribal drums do, butwhether ornothe
seeshimselfasthe shaman ofthe globalvillage he didn’tsay.

Iwouldrecoil from the dryness of this exercise were it not for the fact
thateach of the members of the group bring something different to the
picture, soitwon’tbe so academic, and also the veryidea of trying to do
forwhite Americawhat George Clinton and many other funkand soul
artistshavelongbeen doing (often unconsciously) for black America
seemsalmostunthinkable.

Thenagain, asthe French magazine Actuel putitinaheadline foran
articleaboutEno: Les blancs pensetrop... The whites think too much.

When thisband came together, were you

Theyhad been touring eight months out
of the year for the previous four, and
were almostwrung out with the routine.
Theworking methodsand approaches
theyhadlearned with Brian Eno had kept
them fresh and stimulated in the studio
and produced a consistent evolution on
record, butonstage theyhad groundtoa
halt. Theyneeded anewedge. Animated
drum podiums andlaserlights were not
the answer. Anyway, David Byrne would
probablyjustgetarrested for vagrancyif
hetried totakehisshirtoff onstage.
Andso, for the firsthalfofthisyear,
Talking Heads went on hold; Byrnewent
toLosAngeles, Jerry Harrison went to
Philadelphia, Chris Frantzwentto
Jamaica, and so did Tina Weymouth.
While the Frantz-Weymouths were
visiting Lee Perryand hanging outwith
SlyDunbarand Robbie Shakespeare,
debatingwhowas the greatestrhythm
sectionintheworld, JerryHarrison
beganworkingwith otherbands...The
Escalatorsin New York, Doublein Canada
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aware thatitwould probablybe the only
popularintegrated band in America?
Byrne: “Ithoughtthat, thenIthought
there mustbe others, buttheydon’t get
recognised foritasmuch. There’s a group
called Wild Cherry, Ithink. ChakaKhan
hassome white musiciansinher group...”

Thewhiterockaudience and the black
soulaudiencerarelyoverlapin this
country. “That’s true. I think for our
audience, considering the kinds of groups
theymightgo tosee, we'reareal
exception. When we putthe group
togetherwedidn’tthink of that, butitwas
obviouswhenithappened. Wejustchose
thekinds of musicians thathappened to
be the most appropriate to what we were
doing. Actuallyit’smore than happened
tobe;alotofit’sinthenature ofthe
sensibilityimplied in thatmusic.”

Well, Talking Heads have always been
afunkyband. “Yeah, there’s precedents
foritin our previousstuff. Butin the



moments when this group reallyworks, the underlying
sensibilityis very different from whatitwasbefore, areal
radicalshift. This music, whenitreally comes togetherright,
hasatranscendentfeeling, likeatrance of somesort.

“That’sexactlywhathappensintraditional African music
and other Third World music. It'ssomething thatisn’tsought
afterinmost pop music. We're aiming atsomething different,
although some of the elements maybe the same. When it works,
yougetthefeeling: forgetyourselfand become partofthe
community. It'swonderful, anditdoesn’thappen everynight.”

Doestherestofthegroup feel the same thing? “Ihaven’ttalked
aboutitwith the others, although I knowforinstance that
Bernieknows exactlywhat'm talking about, though he might
expressitdifferently. It'sasortoffunnythingtodiscuss...
withoutcomingonlikeaconvert.”

Doyoufeel anytwinge of colonialism? “Asfarasthatgoes...
Irealisethat’salittle bitof whatwe're doing, butIcan’thelpit.
That’s some ofthe musicwe’'re most excited about. Ifitdidn’t
originate outof awestern tradition, [don'tfeel I can be blamed
forthat.”

Doyouthinkit’s possible to perform this function for your
audiences? “Yeah. Sureldo.It’s possible. There’s other people
thatdo thatkind of thing, butwe've added other elements, the
kind oflyrics Iwrite and the kind of textures we use. But people
likeJames Brown and George Clinton’s P-funk... it'sallbased
around thatidea; theyjustusestreetlanguage to talkaboutit.

“Forsomethingtohavethe effectthatit’s supposed to have,
it'snotnecessarytounderstand all ofit. I[read inabook on
voodoo thatthestructure of therituals, the drumming, the
singing, the chanting... thesymbolism of the
ritualsisn’tunderstood by halfofthe people
thatare participating.”

Youmeanlikeachurchserviceoraheavy-metal
gig? “Er, yeah. Itisn'tnecessaryforthemto
understand.I'minclined myselfto thinkaboutit,
totryandunderstandit, butthat’snotnecessary.
Andwhat’seven moreamazing,Ithink, isthat
it'snotevennecessarytobelieveinit.

“Forinstance, ifIwere to getinvolved in one of
those things, Iwouldn’thave to believe inJesus
orwhatever, Iwould probablyjustgetcarried
away along with therestof the people, whichis
reallyatestamentto the power of those things.
Thefeeling one getsfromitisn’tcathartic or
purging, it’snotthatyoulet off steam or whatever; it's more like amystical
communion... Andit’snotsomesort of psychological thing, it's more
socialinaway. The nature of thatkind of musicimplies different parts
anddifferentrhythms, thatallmesh... Notsome sortof personal
explosion, which tends to bewhatalot of rockmusicisabout.”

him. He’s almost normal nowadays. Either he has come around
tosociety or more likely society has come around to him.

Being photographed andinterviewedis partofhisroutine, yethestill
findsithard to express himselfin his own words. He answers questions
slowly and painstakingly, quotingindirectlyfrom books alot of the time.
It'shisparticular misfortune tohave become a popularintrovert.

Heacceptstherole of the head Head without too much complaint. Yetif
Talking Headsis still the democracyitwas, it’snot without duress. Iwas
taken abacktohear Byrneblithelyadmit thathe hadn’ttalked abouthis
feelings towards theirnewmusic with therest of the group. Maybe he’s
justlikethat,and theirinternal balanceisstronger thanitseems, but
someone who saw thenewband onstagein LAwasmoved toremark that
itlooked as though Byrne had gothimselfanewband and forgotten to get
rid of the old one-asuggestion all four of them shrug off.

“IthinkJerryputsitbest,” says Tina Weymouth. “When we were
discussingthisrecord... Brianwanted to sayitwas hisrecord, David
wanted to sayitwashisrecord. Theyboth thoughtitwas the greatest
venture of theirlives. We were sayingno, we allhad the sameidea, but

7 BYRNE HAS CHANGED alotinjustthe twoyears since I first met

TALKING HEADS

Il ZIMBRA

TalkingHeadsbassist
TinaWeymouthonstage
inLosAngeles,1980:
“Everybodyplayed[on
RemainlInLight]and
everybodyproduced”

Jerrysaid no, we didn’tallhave the sameidea. We all
cameinwithdifferentideas of whatwe were goingto do.
Itwas the collectiveinfluences that created theresult.
Noone could putanindividual claim toit.

“Certainlywewerelistening to Africanrecordslong before David and
Enowere, because ChrisandIareintorhythm, andit’sgreatrhythm,
primarily. We turned them on toit. We'd already done thatsong ‘IZimbra’
andIfeltsure whenwe did that—we actually did two like that, but ‘Dub’
didn’tgetonto therecord-Ifeltsure thatwould be the direction of the
nextrecord.

“Plus, Eno had always said thathe wanted to go into the studio cold
with us, withoutany material, so thatwe could learn theway he makes
albums, simple thingslayer uponlayer. It'sreallynotnovel atall; it’sjust
theoldidea ofjamming, one key, no chord changes... and everybody
played and everybody produced. The songs were written by the five ofus.”

“Yeah,” agrees Chris Frantz, “but there’samistakein the texton thefirst
pressingof therecord. On the next pressing the credits willread: ‘Lyrics
Byrnewith the exception of Byrne/Eno two songs, music by Byrne,
Harrison, Frantz, Weymouth and Eno.” We justhad to put our foot down
and say, ‘Look, we don’tjustwantto get paid a percentage or whatever
because moneyis...let'sfaceit,'m notworried about money. That’s one
oftheluckieraspects of mylife. It wasn’t that; it was for therecord. I
wanted somebodyto knowthatevenifIdidn’twrite awhole songIdid
makeacontribution...

“Itwasn’tanadministrative error, itwasan errorbyamember of the
bandwhoisusedtotaking creditforeverything thathappens. And when
itwas putto himthat thiswasnottherightwaytodo thingshehad to
admitthatitwasn’'t.” »
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“David does not come to the band with afull-blown
song,” says Tina, as always at pains to explain things
fully. “He comeswith ariff, maybe, if that, maybe
nothing. The whole band putsit togetherand then
David writesreally terrificwords. Ireallylove his
writing. He’sso good atitandit’ssomethinghe won’t

giveupaslongashe’s singing the songs, because he
feels he can sing them with more conviction if

mopPmI @2-Arp-

Iftherock’n’roll cult of personality they once
claimed towant to disgrace has come to surround
andfrustrate them, they'veatleastlearned howto
livewithit. Theyhave their triumphs-thisnewband
isone—and theyhave had their effect.

It'salmost commonplace now, butcan yourecall
howextraordinaryitwasevenin’'77forabandto

have afemale memberwho actually played

om=--4-=0

heknowswhattheymean.

“After the firsttwo albums, whichwithacouple
of exceptionswere essentiallywritten before the
group ever wentontheroad, before evenJerry
joinedthegroup...Jerrywantedalittlemore
crediteven though allhe was contributingwas
apartoranarrangement. Butitcould belike,
say, inthe case of ‘Life During Wartime’ where
itstarted outwith justbassand drums, which
seemed tofitwithsomethingJerryand David
hadbeenworking onbefore.

“Thatwas one songwhere itwas quite clear to
atleastthree ofusin the group thatwehadall
written the music, and David had written the

“I feel weird
talking about
it... David
needs to have
a lot of credit”

aninstrument? Butlike alot of people I know,
Talking Heads have simplyfound out that the
oldrockroutines theywanted to break could
break them first.

“LeePerrysayshe’snotdoing screwface
musicanymore,” says Tina. “In otherwords,
political messages. He says music comes from
love.AndIthinkthat’sreally true because one
thingyoufind when you're workingwith alot
of differentmusiciansisthattheyhavea
particularattitude, no matter where they
come from orwhat colour orreligion theyare.
It'svery different from that of newwave
people, who usuallyaren’tespecially

words, and we were gettingroyalties on the parts
thatwe'd written! Sowe said with thisalbumithas obviouslybeen written
byeveryone, including Brian, and we should break with the tradition of
singer-songwriterin the credits because that’snot thewayithappened.
“ButIthinkthatit’snot... abigproblem.Ifeel weird talkingaboutit,

becauseit’slikeafamily’sdirtylaundry, butit’snotahuge conflict. David
needstohavealotofcredit; that motivates him. Andit’snot abitter thing.
Whatyouwrotein thatreview of Fear Of Music made it sound bitter, but
it’snot.”

that the extended band will have to dismantle at the end of this
tour. Eno probably won't be working with them on their next
album, which T humbly suggest they should do on their own...

“Enotaughtustorelaxin thestudio,” says Tina, “whichIthinkwas
hisintention all along. He found that we were verywilling to be
experimental, ashewas, and hewas delighted with that... tofindaband
thatwould allowhim toraceeverybody’s trackand not getartistically
sensitive and precious aboutit.

“AndIthinkwe’ve doneit, now.Itold himthatIalways envisioned doing
atrilogywithhim, and oncewe’d done this studio album, thatwould be
theend of our collaboration. He said I think that’s quite right, and
probablywe won’'tbe workingwith him again, although hellifTknow
who we would workwith...”

Remain In Lightis, as othershave pointed out, a transitional album.
Talking Heads keep makingtransitional albums. But they followa
certainpath.It’'shard to believe thatfouryears ago they willinglylet
producer MatthewKingKaufman tryto turn theminto the perfect
bubblegumband on asetof demos thathave since beenlost. “And they
werereallygood, too,” says Tina...

L ET’SLEAVEIT at that. The future is flexible. Logistics are such

TheTalkingHeads “Afro-
funk Orchestra” with,
amongothers,BustaJones
(secondleft)and Adrian
Belew(secondright)
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musicians; except that peoplelike uswho
started outbeing called newwave have since become musicians.

“Nowadaysitseemsvery funny whenyoureadinterviews and there’s
anewgroupwho are afraid of success or afraid oflearning to play their
instruments, or afraid ofbecomingheroes and all of those things. It’s
veryhardtorelate to, because at this pointIrelate better to people who
justappreciate music and who justlove to play, and that’s their only
motivation. It'snotarebellion againstsomethinganymore anditiskind
ofaclosed world, butI thinkit’shonest.

“WhenlIwasinartschool, somebodyoncesaid to methat the problem
withyouyoungartistsis thatall youwantis to be famous. Whenyou get
olderyourealise thatwhat’simportant toyou-and Ralph Steadman, the
cartoonistsaid this—whatbecomesimportanttoyouisthe charmofthe
activity. Youlive for the work, not for the money or for the fame. The success
thatis perhaps obvious to someone elseis muchless obvious to you.”

Doesitannoyyoutoberegarded asthehead Head?

Byrne: “Ienjoyit.Idon’twantitto getin the way of everybodybeing
able toworktogether. ButI certainlylike gettingrecognition forwhat
I'vedone.”

Haveyou fulfilled allyour ambitions as theywere, say, five years ago?
“Yeah,Iguessso. Fiveyearsago I thoughtitwould take usalotlongertobe
aspopularaswearenow.”

Do peoplestill seeyou as an outpatient? “Yeah, probably, butless than
theyusedto.”

Doyoustillfeellike one? “No. Much, muchless thanIused to.”
PaulRambali ®




Brave intentions and haunting

textu Pes NME OCT 25

Talking Heads
SIRE

The desire to (re)discover the African
continent hasbeenburning deepinthe
bowels of curiousimagination ever since
the New York Herald packed Mr Stanley off
insearch of Livingstone with nothingmore
to sustain him thanapacket of cheese
sandwiches and a compass.

The white man’sburden? Could be, but
even those Caucasian settlers who missed
Rorke’s Drift have remained fascinated
by the spell of the place. Colonisers,
politicians, anthropologists, missionaries
and now musicians flock to Africainan
effort to testits pulse, many of them ending
up defeated by the process; one doesn’t
like to sound churlish, but most of these
cultural attachés were about as good for
Africaas Cecil Rhodes.

Inrecent times the Back To Africa
movement has raised its head from a gamut
of different positions, in Rasta'’s spiritual
journey to roots and now in the lighter-tinted
efforts of folk like Brian Eno, David Byrne
and their collaborations for My Life in The
Bush Of Ghosts, as well as this new Talking
Heads album - Remain In Light.

A memorandum from Byrne intended for
the reviewing fraternity (I think) makesi it
clear that: “Thisrecord is the product of the
studio andinterest in Africanrhythms and
sensibilities.” Byrne goes on to explain that
the album was prepared according to an
improvisational framework, eschewing the
practice of jamming and soloing in order
to develop “skills and attitudes...an
understanding of African musical concepts,
of interlocking andinterdependent parts
andrhythms.” The memorandum finishes
by recommending aselect bibliography
of African-related texts, themselves
concomitant with the gist of NME’s recent
interview with Brian Eno. | was unable to
secure these volumes over the weekend.

Initial familiarity with the record has
disappointed those people who locked onto
Fear Of Music so readily; the new attitude
seems to deliberately play down Talking
Heads’ evolving tensioninfavour of a
broader, enigmatic and ambient funk - its
hard core extracted over aselection of chants
and barely modulated moods that have been
par for Eno’s course at least since the days of
Here Come The Warm Jets - and canreadily
be pinpointed by anyone familiar with the
work of Miles Davis, Ornette Coleman and
George Clinton onthe one hand or Can,
Berliozand Wendy Carlos on the other.

Theimplied raison d’étre of the record - to
strike ablow for highlife timbres - falters on
the grounds that more than ever Byrne and
Eno are cracking the whips while our old pals,
the Talking Heads, blend into the background
along with aninvited cast of technical
experts, Adrian Belew, José Rossy, Jon

Hassell. The subjugation of this
personality is further proved
by the band’s recentlive
appearances where Bernie
Worrelland Busta “Cherry”
Jones (along-time Eno
associate) have been drafted

in to supplementrations.
Whither Jerry Harrison and Tina
Weymouthinthe currentregime?

Infact asteadier appraisal of RemainIn
Light does uncover a host of hypnoticideas,
tentatively linked to Byrne’s concept of
guerillafreedom fighters and government
men overcome by their environment. The old
monosyllabic textures of Fear Of Music have
beentransplantedinto asmoother setting,
but even so the sounds of the former band
arerecognisable eventually, bubbling against
the primary colours of percussionand
electronic treatment.

The opening “Born Under Punches (The
Heat Goes On)” takes the fade of “Life
During Wartime” and “l Zimbra” as a
beginning, with Byrne exiled from some
Graham Greene entertainment, intoning
in his customary intelligent insane way, “Take
alook at these hands!” Meanwhile foreign
bodiesbleep and jump to the fore,
approachingastrong funk that youlast heard
atlength on One Nation Under A Groove.

Stayingin the disco (with brains) is “Cross
Eyed And Painless”, a sublime synthesis of
frothing rhythms (Fenders and drums),
acloying harmony from Eno and one of
Byrne's engagingly tetchy monologues
onthe unwieldy nature of facts.

“The Great Curve”, which closes Side One,
grapples with a potentially lethal exposition
of African sensuality, finding

setup aGreek chorus of calland response,
simulating the ocean blues and echoing
snatches of “Take Me To The River”.

“Houses In Motion” contrasts this simple
permanence with the man onthe move
bereft of “style or grace... digging his own
grave”. Byrne chants/talks this lyric over
abuilding tempo of clavinet, formula funk
guitarsand John Hassel’s aethereal horn
arrangement. Your own body will tell you
how good that feels.

The spoken technique doesn’t suit “Seen
And Not Seen” soimmediately; the subject
matter, concerning the ability to transform
physical attributes by will powerin order to
take onanotherideal appearance, may have
someresonance for other culturesbutits
overtones of self-obsessionand pride are too
cumbersome here to convince.

The album’s closing songs, “Listening
Wind” and “The Overload”, both of which
make a substantial nod at Can’s “Soon Over
Babaluma”, are perhaps the most intriguing
moments on a side of music which strips offits
early dance rhythms andre-places theminto
abeautifully visual and cinematic context.

“Listening Wind” may be the most complex
song that Byrne has yet written. It certainly
stands as the pivotal pointon what s
undoubtedly a transitional

the world in awoman’s hips,
anthropomorphic motions,
listening to the earth beat.
It's heady stuff thatinduces
apleasant surrender until
Adrian Belew chipsin with
therecord’s only two
traditional solos, both of
them havingmorein
common withrock’n’rol

“Listening Wind”
is the pivotal
point on what is
undoubtedly a
transitional record

record. The protagonist,
anoble savage type who
communes with the
breeze, is fired with an
instinctive desire torid
hislocale (couldbe
anywhere from Kinshasa
to Phnom Penh) of the
Yankee imperialists. The
toneisstrangely optimistic

thanis goodfor the track -

though there canbe no argument about the
effect of the side as awhole. Talking Heads’
psychedelichoovering musicians kick up
ahedonistic dust storm that enthralls and
excites justassurely asit doesn’t go far
enough toinduce theintended sense

of abandonment.

Side Twois made up of five related
episodes, all of them linked to the power of
the elements. Byrne's western terrorist
personais found questioning his domestic
and financial valuesin the light of the African
experience. “Once In A Lifetime” puts himin
deep water, rather like Eliot’s peaceful but
very dead Phoenician, while Eno and the cast

and sad at the same time,
implying the death of those qualities which
will eventually persuade the Third World
nations to overthrow their oppressors (the
strange rumblingsin “The Overload” are not
justan uprisingin spirit).

Without wishing to burden Remain In Light
with any further critical lumber, it is obvious
that the Talking Heads, whatever they are
now, have attempted something enterprising
and fresh - the signposts are clear enough to
direct theminto new spaces. Given time to
lower preconceptions and heighten senses,
| found myself overtaken by an album of
brave intentions and haunting textures.

Safari,so good. MaxBell
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foratwo-weekresidency
atthePapagayoclub-(l-r) ®
SteveNorman,Martin
Kemp, TonyHadley, Gary
KempandJohnKeeble
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-~ “Youwake
- upwith style”

| -

T1RART AN

From a vibrant London club scene come . The last element
; in a confluence of nightlife, soul music and tartan, the group are loathed
’ for privileging style over substance. Songwriter is foxed.

“How can anyone go on about mods and not relate to us?”




NME

OM WOLFE WOULD know what to make of it. The
renowned contemporary historian whois also
something of adandyin his own right would know
exactlywhere to place Spandau Balletand all their
friends, followers and fanciers.

Whatwould he callitwhen a gang of workaday
teenagersreject the uniforms of their class and gather atnightin London
clubsinall their outrageous fineryto celebrate fashion withoutlimitand
stylewithout manifesto? The Nocturnal Underground? Irreverent Chic?
The Multi-Coloured Diamanté-Flecked Supercharged Dandies?

Therearenomore thanafewhundred of them, if that. Theyrecover by
dayandlive by night. Splintered offfrom the London soul scenein the
mid-'70s, propelled by the artificial energybehind almost every British
youth cultsince the early '60s, theyhave discarded and moved on from
asmany clubsastheyhave guises: Chaguarama’s (which laterbecame
theRoxy), Billy’s, Blitz, Hell, the St Moritz...

Throughoutitall, style was the password, the premise and the promise.
Ifyouhadit, youwere everywhere; ifyou didn’t, youwere nowhere. By the
time magazineslike Harper’s & Queenhad discovered the BlitzKids, the
realkidswerealready somewhere else, ever more extravagant, decadent,
surreal, bizarre and fantasticin their pursuit of style. If the clothes are too
loud, theydeclared, thenyou’retoo old.

market, and Steve can bark and barter with the best of them; it’sa

facility thathe claims came in handy when it came to negotiating
adeal as manager of his friends Spandau Ballet, the figureheads of the
new dandyism.

Stevewearsamid-lengthleather coat, whiteruffled shirt, black velvet
breeches tucked into white knee-length socks and black pumps. His hair
isimmaculately cutand swept elegantly across his forehead. Hewaves
thelatestof several cans of Pilsaround himinamazementatthe
supremelykitsch decor of the Kilt club. The moose-heads and muskets
thatline thewalls of theimitation huntinglodge discotheque entirely
suitthelookheissportingofan Edwardian fop.

Hisaccentisunexpected: working-class London broaderthan the
HollowayRoad. “Ican’tbelieve this place!” he exclaims. “Normallyit’s
full of Arabs on theirway to Regine’s, but Sullivan has doneitagain! All
this tartanyou see here tonighthas been brewing for the past fewweeks,
andhe’spulleditall together. It fits this place perfectly! It's a knack, a gift,
hehas.Lookatit... great!”

Chris Sullivan, ayoungWelshmanwho came to London after he left
school,isonthe doorupstairs, greetinghis friendsin his ebullient Welsh
mannet, relieving the groups of people who steadily trickle in of their £2
ahead. Hehasrented theKiltclub onan otherwise slacknightto stage the
main eventon the Spandausocial calendar—aparty. Dressisinevitably
fancyandtonighttartanis optional. Sullivanis wearing abaggyblue suit
with alarge, muted red checkand ageometrickippertie. Through the
doorcomesaflowoftartan, ruffles, brooches, kiltsand notafewmore
outlandish specimens of vanguard couture.

Sullivan knows them all. He used to run the St Moritzwith Perry Haines
ofi-D, thefashion fanzine that TerryJones, formerartdirector of Vogue
and Donnaand designer of the first PublicImage albumsleeve, started in
order to plughigh fashion into street fashion. Word hasitthat Chris
Sullivan could stand inany club doorwayin London and pretty soon
acoupleofhundred people would be clamouring to getin.

Downstairsin theKilt, the DJ ishaving trouble finding his feet. A few
motley couples are shuffling theirs torecords by Marlene Dietrich and
FrankSinatra. Robert Elms decides to take over the

S TEVE DAGGERIS 23. His father works in Soho’s Berwick Street

StMoritzarenotall thatdifferent from the people who drivearoundin
Ford Escortswith theirradios tuned to Robbie Vincent’s Radio London
soulshowofaSaturday morning.

Makingthe scene and staying onit, whetheryoursceneis clothes or
funkorjustsocial,isthe primary design. Rock’n’roll hardly offers amore
valid alternative. Askany girl. They know.

When Steve Dagger was fixing Spandau’srecord deal, he used to test
arecord company’s suss by askingif theyknewwhat a soulboywas. Of
course they knewwhatasoulboywas: asoul boywas a Dexysfanwith
awoollyhatand an overnightbag, wasn'tit? Sure, Steve would reply,
orderinganother free drinkas herecalled the 48-hour funking
expeditions heand Spandauand their friends used to make to clubs
in Bournemouth where there wasn’'tawoollyhatinsight...

The FatbackBand’s “Wicky Wacky” has pulled everyone on to the floor:
RustyEganisthere;soisKristos. Egan’shi-tech disco at the so-called
“Bowie Nights” at Billy’s first drewmedia attention to the scene, amedia
thatimmediately dubbed ita glam-rockrevival and wentawaylaughing.

Kristosisa 17-year-old veteran of the nocturnalunderground who
wearsaberetand goatee, theimage of Tony Hancockin TheArtist,and
hasabandwith theimprobable and unforgettable name of Blue Rondo
ALaTurk! Robert Elms, having warmed things up, is out on the floor too,
puttingafive-degree spinon the theme of the night with a tartan-lesskilt,
the coolestitem of dress on show.

Elms, a22-year-old graduate of the London School Of Economics,
hasbeenwritingabout SpandauBallet, the clubs, the sceneand the
scenemakers, for The Face, the magazine thatlooks setto capitalise on
the success of Spandau Balletwithits emphasis on the thrill and flash of
youthandstyle. It was Elms who thoughtup thename Spandau Ballet,
longbefore anyone had even conceived of the group, during one of the
gang’syearly excursions.

“Wewerein Berlin thatyear. We always go away somewhere or other.
Theyearafterthatitwas New York, then we went to St Tropez. Next year
we're goingto Ibiza; there’s supposed to be thisamazing club there, and
the group are goingto playit. Anyway, we were in Berlin, and we saw the
prisonandIjustthought, ‘Whatdo theydo for entertainment? Ballet?
SpandauBallet!”

Spandau Balletsprung themselves on their friends one Saturday
morningatarehearsal studio nearwhere theyalllive in Islington about
thistimelastyear. Theytold everybodyitwasaparty, drinks were free,
and everybody came. To date they have played fewer than a dozen gigs,
orrather parties, one at Blitz, two at the Scala cinema, one on the HMS
Belfast, afewataclubin St Tropez, and recently one at the Botanical
GardensinBirmingham.

Thatthese scattered appearances, combined with afewreportsinthe
Evening Standard, afewmorein the fashion glossies, and a half-hour
London Weekend Television documentary about the scene, have won
Spandaualucrativerecord dealis one of the biggest snubs the long-
sufferingrock fan with his cherished notions of musical validityand
payingone’sdues hashad since the SexPistols sent the whole thing
spinningsome threeyearsback.

Somehow, SpandauBallethave managed to antagonise people who
have onlyeverheard theirname or seen a photograph. These people
imagine thatagroup who have gone as farastheyhave apparentlyjust
onthestrength of their clothes and their photos, agroup wholookso
downright pretentious, can’t possibly have any musical worth-asif
musicalworth counted for anything other thanapension.

SpandauBalletdidn’tgo beggingatthe door oftherock press; they
didn’tplay the Marquee weekin, week out; and because of that, the
jealous, conservative rock establishmentis deeply suspicious. It
hasn’twon our endorsement, they say, soitmustbe ahype. Butif

MalcolmMcLarenwas pulling the strings,

console, spinningJames Brown’s “Night Train”, the
FatbackBand’s “WickyWacky” and records by
Hamilton Bohannon and Funkadelic. Suddenly
the danceflooris packed and throbbing.
Foreveryartorfashionstudentdownhere
tonight, thereareatleastfivemorehardcore dance
enthusiasts. The soulscenein London, asmall
offshoot of which spawned Spandau Ballet, has
alwaysbeen about clothes, clubs, and dancing -
and thatdoesn’'tmean tonicsuits at Dingwalls
when the Q-tipsare playing. The peoplewho
followed Chris Sullivan from Billy’s to Hell to the
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they'dallbe applauding!

behind Spandau Ballet, although there are
afewhairdressers trying to jerk them off,
asacolleague quaintly putit. Plenty of clothes
designers are goingto ride in on their coat-tails.
ButSpandauBalletthemselves never even
applied togotoartschool! Aged between 18 and 20,
mostofthem leftschool at 16 and wentinto the
printtrade. Gary Kemp, who writes their songs and
plays guitar and synthesizer, stayed on butfailed

i 3 UTTHEREIS no one pulling the strings
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hisA-levels. None of them particularly
likesrockmusic, whichiswhytheydidn’t
doanyofthethingsarockbandis
supposed to do. They’reinto dance music,
partiesand clothes, notespeciallyin that
order,androck’n’rollinallits grey, earnest,
high-handed importancehates themforit.
“Peoplesay clothes are superficialand
decadent,” explains Steve Dagger. “But
what’s more decadent than music? Allyou
candowithmusicisconsumeit. Youcan
make astatementwith the clothesyou
wear. You can’texpress anythingwith the
recordsyoumightbuy, butyou can express
yourselfwith the clothesyouchoose...
turnyourselfintoapiece ofart, ifyouwant
toseeitinthoseterms.InawayIsuppose
we challenge the Jimmy Pursey working-
classstereotype—and therock presslove
thatworking-classimage.”

SPANDAU BALLET

basswith SpandauBalletandiswearingan
attenuated version of the Gene Vincent Blue
Caplook, takes up theslack.

“Whateverybody getswrongabout this
wholethingis thattheystand backandsay,
‘Cor,we couldn’tafford todo that!’ Thatis
absolute crap. We were on the dole for, like, six
monthsand westillhad style.It'snotlike you
need anexpensive modernshirtthat’snever
beenseen before. You take the best things
fromthe pastand you gotit, yougotitsussed.

“Assoonasyouwannagetrid oflooking
scruffy, looking down atyourself, then you got
it,yougotitstraightaway. It'san attitude.
Whenyoudon’tputonyouroldjeansand then
change to go outatnight. Youwake upinthe
morningwithstyle. Youdon't, like, just get
styleatsixo’clock, afteryouhaveabath. Abath
don’tsparkoffstyle. D’'youknowwhatImean?
It'sjustanattitude, which somanykids have.”

July26,1980:bassist
MartinKempandsinger
TonyHadleyperforming
withSpandauBalleton
HMS Belfast,berthedat
London’s TowerBridge

“Itfitswith the badges theywear on their
lapels,” interrupts Gary Kemp. “Itupsets
themwhen they see someone comingalong
likeuswhojustturnsthetablesontheirideas
ofwhat’svalidand whatisn’t.”

“Yeah,” agrees Steve. “There are channels
which onemustgo through, andifone doesn't...
thenwatch out, ButI'll tellyou whatreally
amazesme... good luck to Bow Wow Wow, but
peopledon’tconsiderthatahypeatall, or they
do, buttheygoalongwithitbecause Malcolm
McLarendoeshypes. He’s OK. He’s one of the
establishment, butwhen someone comes along
from completely outside, it challenges the way

“You take the
best things
from the past
and you got
it sussed”

“I'swanting to make the most ofyourself,”

says Gary, snatching the thread back from his
brother. “Bryan Ferry on Round Tablethe other
daysaid our single was veryuplifting, and he
alsosaid somethingwe’ve been saying for
agesaboutthe greynessand all the music-
to-commit-suicide-to that’saround atthe
moment. It'sso depressing. Why make yourself
depressed?Ifyou’ve gotnothingto say, like all
thesebandsaretellinguswe’ve got, then why
make yourselffeel even worse?

“Allthese people saying, ‘You can'twearthose
clothes, they'reridiculous’, theyarejustdenying
theimagination. It’s saying thatbecause you

theworldissetup for therock pressand the
agents and therecord companies and the publicists, and they go, ‘Hang
on,youcan’tdothat...

“Idon’tknowhowsuccessful Vivienne Westwood’s going to be now.
She’llprobably do alright because she’s a35-year-old fashion designer
with press agents and shopsin Kensington. Buther approximation of the
clothesiswell out of date. That’s Billy’s. All that diamanté and gold that
BowWow WowwearwasinatBilly’s. She’s taken that, copied it, and gotit
wrong. [ knowshe came outwith the tartanafewyearsago, although
moreinabondage style,and 'mnotslaggin’ whatshe did in the past, but
whatmakes melaughishowseriously people are prepared to take them.”

“BowWow Wow is completely conceived and contrived byan old
shark,” asserts Gary. “With whatwe're doing, there’sno one over the age
of23involved. Everybody doingit-runningthe clubs, playing the
records, dressing up, making the music, making the clothes—none of
themare over23. Therock press don't mind some old sharklike McLaren
manufacturingsomething to make some moneyout of thekids, and yet
theyslagus off, us, theactual ‘kids’.Tjustdon’tunderstandit.

“The groupwasthelastthingto come along—all the clubs and all that
was alreadythere. The group was simplywhat broughtitto the fore. Ifit
wasn'tfor the group, the whole scene would have gone exactlyasithad
doneinthe’70s and somethingelse would have happened nextyearand
the mediawould haveignoreditbecause theywould havehad noreason
tolookatit. Iknowwe’re going tobe whatbreaksitall open, and some
peopleare goingto getrich. Butthathappensalot.Inall the clubsthere’s
been fashion photographers taking pictures eversinceitstarted —six
monthslateryousee the clothesin the Paris fashion shows.

“Loads oflooks... the diamanté lookwith the pill box hat, the toy soldier
lookatBilly’sand all the padded shoulders. Loads of them. Everything
we've everstartedin those clubshasbeenin thefashion magazinessix
monthslater.[didn’t think the Edwardianlookwould go into the shops,
andyetIwalkedinto StanleyAdamsin Regent Street the other dayand
thereitwas, afterwe'd allfinished wearing thelittlewingcollars...

“Ithinkit’sveryflatteringreally, and it'swhat London’s always been
about. Howanyone can go onnostalgicallyaboutmodsandyetcan’t
relatetowhatwe’reabout...”

Garyshakeshishead slowly
indisbelief. Martin Kemp, his
younger brother, who plays

comefromapoorbackground you're not
allowed tolook good, oryou’re supposed tolooklike acertain thing. Why
bedepressed? Being youngisabouthavingagood time, looking good,
goingoutatnight, gettingdrunk, dancing, sex, everything!”
Martinhasthelastword: “Theyalwayswrite aboutitand say poseurs,
right?The people thatdresswell are the poseurs, butthey’rehavinga
brilliant time, they're havinga partytime, they don’t mind gettingdown
toit. They don’tstand up atthe bar, passingcomment, they’re too busy
passingout! Those people who say poseurs are justvoyeurs!”

therevolution, but then music has already reassured us thatit
won't change the world, and theleast it could do at this pointis
notmakeitany greyer.

Spandau Ballet’s musicis white disco. Gary Kemp’s favourite records
arethingslike “One Love” by Celi Bee and “Pressure Sensitive” by
Ronnie Laws. Their firstalbum was produced by Richard Burgess, the
drummer with the English jazz-funk group Landscape. Ifmuch of their
musicsoundsatthis pointlike the sort of thing Giorgio Moroderleaves on
theshelf, it'sactually better than you'd expect of a group with somuch
outrightfront.

Atthemoment,Icanonlyecho Lenny Bruce:Ilike the clothes and the
attitude. Spandau Balletare a great soundtrack for the clothes. They
won'tbe thefirstgroup tosellasmany clothesasrecords. And whenI
asked agirlwho’d been to all their parties how the onein Birmingham
compared, herreplyputthesceneinfocus: “It’'sverydifferent tonight,”
shesaid. “People are actually watching them. Usually theyre too busy
watchingeach other!”

Like RoxyMusicbefore them, Spandau Ballethave come out of
nowhere, fast. Right now, they’re going somewhere even faster. What'’s
more, they could seize theimagination ofalot of youngkidswho aren’t
allthatinterested inwhatthe NMEputs onits cover each week, because
they'rebrash,loud, youngand fun.

Clothesalone are veryimportant. Without them we'd have nothing to
take off. Paul Rambali ®

O BVIOUSLY NO ONE here feels obliged to be the spark that starts

VIRGINIA TURBETT / GETTY

TALKING THREADS

If the clothes are too Ioud then you're too old
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“1I'heonly
honest person

from the

older bands”

That’s ]
evaluation of

, Wwho meets

the Jam frontman for

an awkward summit.

Later Weller explains his

ethos for difficult times.

“What is there for young

people to get into?

There’s only music.”
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MELODY MAKER

RINGING TOGETHER PAUL Weller and Peter Townshend doesn’t
reallyneed that much explaining. When The Jam smashed their way
into the charts and hearts of England, with their mohair suits and
Rickenbackers, Weller always acknowledged, however unfashionable
itmighthave been at the time, Townshend’s early influences on both
his guitar playing and hislifestyle, afactborne out by the scooter and
clothes the young Paul Weller proudly ran about in in his hometown of Working.

Simultaneously, Townshend noted that the 18-year-old Weller bore the same
characteristics ashe did when he was 18.In fact, Paul twice made the trip to Townshend’s
Twickenham homein the hope of meeting Pete, butwas both times frustrated, though
thetwo ofthem did startup a correspondence.

Finally, they metthrough the MM on Monday, September 29, at Townshend’s Trinifold
officein Wardour Street, justafewyards from the Marquee. Both seemed nervous, and
afteraboutanhouritbecame apparent that the similarities between the two ended at
Rickenbackersand sharp pop singles. They began talking about the new Who album
Townshendhas justbegunrecording, but quickly digressed. Townshend had already
told me thathe had neverseen The Jamlive. The chat proper starts there.

Pete Townshend: The thing thatalways put me offseeing The Jamlive is that, if [ showed
upintheaudience,itwouldlookabit patronising.

PaulWeller: I don’tknow, [went to see youlotat the Rainbow, lastyearorso.

PT: Thatmusthavebeen our first gig.

PW:Wasitlastyear? Youdone a two-gigger...

Melody Maker:Didyoulikeit?

PW:Idon'tknowreally. LikeIwas sayingto someoneelse, itwas the first time I'd seen you
live,soThad nothingtoreallyjudgeitby.Idon’tknow.

PT:Wehaven'tchanged a hell ofalot. So many of the things we do on stage have just stuck
asthey’vebeenforyears. Yougotthree albumsnow, haven’tyou?

PW:Four.

PT:Four, yeah. Yousee, the more albumsyou get underyour belt, the more you have to
playfromthosealbums.

PW: (quickly) Well, youdon'thave to. There’snorules.
PT:Youdon'thaveto...Idon’tknow.

PW:That’sthe onlything, 'cosyouhaven'treally changed your setmuch, haveyou? Like
startoffwith “Can’t Explain”. »
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MM: (to Paul) Because you change yours around
quiteabit,don’tyou?

PW:Yeah, well, afteryou've played asong 250
times, it tends tolose its power. You tend to lose the
convictionyou originallyhad.

PT:Ithinkthat’s true to some extent, butitgoes to
anotherlevelin away.Itdepends whatyou're on
the stagefor.

PW:Putit thisway, do youreallystill enjoy playing
“My Generation”?

PT:Yeah, Istillenjoythat.

PW: (shrugging shoulders) Well, that’s fair enough
then, isn’tit? That’s what it comes down to really.
Ithinkthatafteryouplayasongsomuchyoucan
tellwhenyoustartlosingit. You'rejust going
through the motions, so that’swhen youshould
dropit.It’'skind of cheating the audiencereally.
PT:Idon’tknow. You'vewrittenit.
PW:YeahIknow, butifyouhaven’tplayeditwiththe
samespirit, ifyou can’t playit with the same spiritas
threeyearsago, thenIdon'tseethe pointin doingit.
Otherwiseitisjustgoing through the motions.
PT:Well, there’sahell ofalot of going through the
motions sometimes. Evenwhenyou'vemadea
record or something, youdon’talways getitouton
theroad tillmaybe three or four monthslater. It
takesthreemonthsto getanalbumanyway.

MM:Irememberinanarticleyouoncesaid thatit
wasimperative for The Clash to go to the States.
TheJam haven’t cracked ityet, though.

PT:Well, ittookusalongtime, didn’tit?

MM:Butisitimportant?

PW:Butthe thingis, when peoplesayit’simportant
togotothe States, there’sonly onereasonand
that’s purely for the money, forfinancialreasons.
Imean, otherwise, whatseparates America from
FranceorItaly oranywhere else?It’sonly money.
PT:No,Idon’'tthinkthat’strue.Itis
abigpartofitbecauseitmeansyou
canspendthatmoreonrecordingif
youwantto.

PW:Yeah, butyou'retalking
financial.

PT:IthinkI'dgo over thereand play
fornothing.IthinkI'd go almost
anywhere and play for nothing, just
aslongaswesoldrecordsand we
gotsomelootoutof sellingrecords.
Ithink one ofthereasonsIlike
playinginthe Statesisbecauseit’sa
completelydifferentaudiencethan
thatyougetathome. Buttheyspeak
yourlanguage. Itreally helps them
tokeep theirfeeton the ground, if
youlike, bylisteningto whatwe do. I thinkwithout British rock, American
rockmusicwould beridiculous and you'd be surprised...

PW: (interrupting) I thinkitisalready.Idon’t think their feetare on the
ground.Ithinkthe American dreamisstillrunningrife through the
country. Thereare onlysortof small pockets of people who reallywant to
hearsomethingdifferent. Imean, all the crap on theradio.

PT:Well, that’s one of the problems. They’ve still got very heavily
formattedradio.

PW:Yousee mypointisthat the standard thingis, once you've cracked
Britainyounaturally go and crack the States. Butwhyis that? The only
reason behind thatisjustfinance. Because why don’tyou, afteryou've
cracked Britain, go and crack Red China? Oranywhere. You only go there
becauseit’sthe biggest marketand after thatyougo toJapanbecause
that’s the second biggest, and so on.

PT:Wewent to France firstbecause itwas the nearest (laughs).

PW:No, butyoudo see my point, though? Why, out of all the countriesin
theworld...
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PaulWeller, April
1980:“Bytheage of
14I'dmadeupmy
mindthatinstead of
havingaguitarand
posinginfrontofthe
mirror, I'dactually
learnhowtoplayit”

PT:Because theyspeak English.
PW:No, don’tagree with that.
PT:Theydospeak English! Youhave to agree with that!

PW:That’s debatablereally, whether they do speak English. ButIjust
thinkit’sdown tofinance. Once you've broken the States, you're
financially OK.

PT:Toabetter extent, yeah.I thinkthe thingis thatabandlike The Who,
there’sno question aboutit, we make it even on mysolo album, whichis
probablythe closestI've got to doing somethingstraight from the gut. But
eventhenI'vegottoadmitthatatthebackof myheadall the time,it’s the
Americanrecord company paying for thisalbum.

MM:IknowPaulsees The Jam as an alternative to the American big
bands, butdoyousee The Who as that?
PT:No.IthinkTheJamarereally, reallyimportantin therole they're
playingandIreally thinkthatit’sso good that Paul’ssosolidaboutit. I
thinkthe thingisthat, ifyou've got somethingyou passionately believe
in, thenyou've got to stick toit. Like theimage thatyourband has gotand
theimage of The Whointhe earlydaysare verysimilar. Obviously, after
psychedelia, buteven to thatextent it’s dangerous becauseitrepresents
different thingsto different people.

Doyoureckonwhenyouwrite... Imean, the song thatalways gives me
thewillieswhenIlisten to your stuffis “Mr Clean” becauseit’slike, “Don’t



WELLER & TOWNSHEND

come near me or contaminate me.” There’s something about that
thinkingabout people thatareinaposition, like politicians, as though
they’reanotherkind ofhumanbeing.

PW:They've onlygotoneaimand thatis for total power, and they don’t
really give ashit. You'd probablysaythat’'sverynaive...

PT:No, 'mnotsayingthatit’snaive.

PW:Thatcher, sheain’t patriotic. She’s for power and power alone. It’s like
theoverallmessagein 1984is the onlyreason why we doitis for power.

MM:Whenyousaid The Who and The Jam were similar, whatkind of
thingswereyou talking about?

PT:Ithinkwestood forsimilar things. Apartfrom the fact that
superficiallythe band looks similar, that’s more to do with the particular
lookyougo for. They seem more part of what British youthis about. They
seemmuch closer to thenormal... withoutbeing condescending, butI
think thatifyouwent outandlooked about Britainyou'd find ahell of alot
ofpeoplelike Paul. And that’samazing to me, that you've managed to
hangontojustbeingyouandstickingto that,and notbeingaffected by
thefactthatthereis probablyagreaturge byyourfansto makeyoualittle
bitdifferent, to putyou over there and say, “Paul’s our figurehead and he
canstand there”, and that’swhat often happens to people who sell
records. Theytreatyoulike alavatorychain.

PW:Ithinkthatsome ofthe thingsyousayininterviews, becauseit’s
reallyhonest, theyreally getnear thebone,and I don’t thinkalot of
people canhandleit. 'mnotsayingthat’sabad thing; Ithinkit’s good,
becauseyou're the only person from the older bands whoisstill that
honest. Why didn’tyou play any of our stuffon your star special, then?
PT:Idon'tknow.Idon’t playalotofyouralbums. They’re not albumsIsit
andlisten to.Iwould say that The Jam’s musicisincredibly serious music.
PW:Iwouldn'tsayit’s po-faced, though.It’snotnecessarily grim.

MM:Doyouever playany Who albums, Paul?

PW:Well, someone described me asaWho purist.Ionly playalot of the
earlystuff.

PT:Yeah, butyoudo change.

MM:Didyou have the same attitude as Paul has now, backinyour
earlydays?

PT:No, Idon’tthinkso, because there’s always been aslightlymore
musical stance.

MM:WheredoyouseeTheJamheading?

Wheredid your first guitar come from?
I'thinkmy old man broughtit for Christmas or something. Itwaswhen
Iwas13orso.

Didyoupickitup easy?

Idid afterawhile. OnceI'd made my mind up thatIwas definitely going to
learnit, Ireally stuckto that. Itwas obviously the sort of time that youstart
getting cutofffromyour friendsand...

What,at 132
I'mnottalkingaboutboozers, butI'm talkingabouthowyoustop playing
over the parkwith your friends.

Wereyoubuyingrecordsat thattime?
No.Notatall. Therewas nothingthatappealed tome. Atthetimeitwasall
glam-rockstuff, wasn’tit? Gary Glitter, Slade...

Whataboutnightlife, discos and thatsort of thing?

Notreally. Tused to go tolocal Woking Football Club places. In the
suedehead days, Tused to go to them.Iwasn'treallyinto the stuffthere.
Itwasjustsomewhere to go.

Wereyouinto the suedehead movement?
Yeah, Igotinto that.

Whatwas theappeal?

Justthe clothesreally. Great clothes at the time—Brutusshirts, Ben
Shermanshirts... butitwasneveranything onamusicallevel. Itwas only
yearsafterIstartedlistening to Motown and reggae and rocksteady that
Ireallygotintoit. Atthe timeIdetestedit.[thinkmaybealot of people
looked down onit, didn’tthey? ’'m not talking about the kids actually
involvedinit, butalotof peoplelooked down onit. Like black music itself
was OKforkids butitwasn’treally “serious” music. [suppose Imusthave
hadabitofthat.

Kind of prevailing snobbery, wasn’tit?
Yeah, butitwasn’treally till 1975 thatIreallyappreciatedit.

Wereyouaware of class distinctions?

Youknowyourselfthe sortofclass polarity in Woking, butyou're mixing
withkids atschooland whenyou're youngyoudon’'t think of peoplein
termsofrace or class. Soitwas probablyjust

PT:Well, Idon'tknowifI daresayit, butIthink
thatiftheydid alongstintin the northern cities
ofthe Statesthey’d bevery, veryimportantin
consolidatingalot of the mixed-up audiences
over there. It disappoints me to see you sneerso
much atthem. It'sgood to keep aloof fromit, but
youshouldn’tletitneedle you.

MM:Yougotanyadvice for Pete?

PT: (laughs)

PW:Nabh, that’sabitpointless. [would say that
ifyoulotare planningto continue, then change
yourset.

“I don't play
a lot of Jam
albums... It’s
incredibly
serious music”

goinground friends’ houses and seeinghow
theylive, butlikeIsaid, atthe time class doesn’t
enterintoit.

Alotofpeoplesaid thatat school, Englishwas
your onlygood subject.

Yeah, Iwas pretty useless, butIwas fairly good
atEnglish, whichinvolves poetryand that.I
wrote apoem for my CSEin Englishrather than
doanessay. Butldidn'thave anyinterests
really. LikeIsaid, [knewIwas goingto do this
andwhen people talkaboutluck these days, I
thinktheluckwasinknowingatthe time what

PT:Well, you're atoughernutthanIeverwas.

[Theinterview switches exclusively
to Paul Weller from this point.]

MM:Itseemsfromthe
conversationsI'vebeen having
with these peoplewho knewyou,
thatyouwere always going tomake
alivingfrom playing music.
PW:Well, that’strue. Atleastbythe
timeIwas 14T'd made my mind up.
I'd always been into music anyway,
butImade mymind up thatinstead
ofhavingaguitarand posinginfront
ofthe mirror,I'd actuallylearn how
toplayit. Goand doitformyself,
rather than thefantasy thing.

Iwanted todo.Ifthere’sanyluckinvolved atall.

Leavingasideschoolfora
minute, howwereyoushaping
upontheguitar?
Itgotfrustratingatthattime, cos
younever seemed tonoticeany
improvements, butatthe same
timeIstillknewthatwasalllcould
do.ItwaswhatIwanted to do, but
apartfromthat, thatwasalll
thoughtIcould doanyway. Not
inapessimisticsense, butinan
optimistic way.

Youfirstgigwaswith Steve Brookes.
Whoseideawasitfor theuniforms?
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alongtimeago, really. Thatwas the first time
we played in publicanditwas after thatwe
started gettingthe band together.

Yeah, the details are well enough known, but
whatmaterial were you playing and why?
Sortofbluesandrock'n’roll, the obvious stuff
thatmostpeoplestartoutto play. It’sonly got
three chordsandit’s so simple you can endlessly
improvise onitand youdon’thave to be that
technically good. Butthen Steve andIstarted
writingtogether.

Waswritingsongs difficult?

“We did dope,
speed, acid...
but by the age
of 16 I'd given
them up”

lots ofkids do. ButI'm glad Iwent throughitand
cameouton thepositive side, seeing that there
aren’tanyanswersindrugsatall.

Whatkind ofanswerswereyoulookingforat14?
Idon’tknowwhatyou'relooking for. You're
lookingfor something, butyou're notsure what
itisreally.It'sjust thatmaybeyou thinkyou're
goingto see thelightbytaking something. But
anyanswers thatdo come from drugsare
artificial anyway, and when you see people
really fucked upitjust confirmsthat.

Your family seems tohavebeenincredibly

Notreally. Itwassomething thatcame about. It
happened quite naturallyreally.

Anygoodones?
Notreally, no.Isuppose theywere good from the point ofa 14-year-old
writing them.

Whatwere you singingabout?
Mostly sortoflovey-doveylyrics. We never concentrated on thelyricsatall.

Youmusthavefelt proud of them, though...

What, of writing? (Shrugofshoulders) I suppose so, butitstill felt quite
naturaltodoit,and me and [school friend Dave] Waller used to write stuff
‘cosevenatthattime hewaswriting poetryand about more political
issues. Thatwaswhen we were about 15 or so.I've gotan exercise book at
homesomewherewithallhislyricsinit. Theywere sort of blueslyricslike
“We've got to work all day and break our backs”. Stuftlike that. Isuppose
consideringhow old we were then, they were quite sort of adventurous.

Didyougo through arebellious period?
Quiteabit.

Whatwasitdirected against? School?
Mostly, because that was the obvious enemy. Youngkids willrebel
againstanything, butyeah, we wentout of ourwaytodoit.

Wereyoudoingdrugs then?

Yeah, at the time we did—dope, speed and acid and whatever. Butby the
timeIwas 16I'd given them up anyway.Idon’tsee there’sanyanswersin
drugsatall, actually.IthinkI'mluckyin thesense thatIdiscovered thatat
anearlyageandIdon’tregretgoingthroughall the stuff, becausel think
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helpfulinyour musical ambitions.
Well, that’sanotheraspect of the sort of luckwe’ve had. Most parents would
maybediscourage theirkidsfrom thatortryandinstilinto themto getajob
ortrade. ButIwasluckyin thatIwasencouraged to dowhatIwanted todo.

WhenIspoketoyourdad, hementioned that at the early stages of the
band Bruce and Rickmighthavebeen alittlewaryofhim asamanager
ofhisownson’sband.

Ithinkthere were somereservationsinsome quarters. Brucehad afairly
good job, beingaprinterwith anapprenticeship, soIsuppose to give that
up, tohismum and dad it musthave been quite something. Sonaturally,
theywereabitwaryofit.Iwasluckyinasense thatIdidn’t comefromthat
sortofbackground. Itwasneverlike “getatrade”, because my old man’s
notlike that. Imean, he’s gota carefree attitude thatIthinkrubbed offon
meabit.Iwouldn’tsayhe’stotallyirresponsible, buthe’s always been “If
you've gotitnowuseit, because tomorrowyou mightnot”. I'stillhold that
attitudeaquiteabit. Idon’tthink there’s any other way, notforme anyway.

Lookingback on those working men’s club days, did you enjoy them?
Idon’tknowreally. LookingbackIdid, butatthe timeIwasstillwaiting
for the time we could go out to our own gigand play our own environment.
Mainly, itbuiltareal strongbond between all of us, the fact thatwe played
quiteafewgigs, and although theywere shitty places, itwasstillan
experience.I think thatsortofbond has comeinhandy overthelast
fewyearsinkeepingustogether, whereasifwe’'d sprungup from nowhere
Ithinkthere were plenty of times when we could have splitup through
different pressures. SoI'mglad ofitin thatway.

Youdid split foraweek though, didn’tyou?
Intheearly days, yeah. We were always having arguments, but maybe
thatwasjust through age, beingso youngand that.



Howmuch ofaninspirationwashearing “My Generation” for the
firsttime?

I'mnotsure. Itwasjustdifferent tome, adifferentsound, and also by that
time we were gettingreallybored with playing “Roll Over Beethoven” and
allthatforthreeyears.Imeanthe originals are great, butyou can’treally
expand on them.

Howlongwasitbeforeyoureached your mod stage?

By’75.1quite enjoyed itreally, because itmade mefeel separate and kind
ofindividual. Anditalso gave me adirection, somethingto base myself
on.Ithinkatthattime, more than eversince then, there wasjustnothing
atall. Therewasnothingtobeapartof. There’snot much these days, but
therewasevenless then. It gave youasense of purpose, and thatwas the
main thingforme.IthinkthatfactthatIwastotallyisolated and justthe
onlypersonintoitwaseven more encouraging. Itwas somethingIcould
basemylifearound totally.

Didyougobackandbuy’60srecords?
Yeah, and startedlistening to them withamuch more open mind than
Ieverhad before, without that elitist thing we were talking about earlier.

Whatdid youfind in them that timeround?

Just the feeling of therecords, the actual soulin the music. The proper
soul music, whichisbandied about these days andisjustbullshit,
becauseit’sgotnothingtodowithit.

Soonafter thatyou came across the Pistols. I knowyou wereimpressed,
buthowabout Bruceand Rick?

I'mnotsurereally. We were all affected, butIdidn’tknow to what extent
onBruceandRick’sbehalf. Iwastotallyaffected and didn’t want to know
aboutanythingelse.

Beingclothes-conscious, howdid the fashion element strikeyou?
I'thoughtitwasgreat. The feeling transcended the actual fashion element
for me anyway. It was justgood to go into a club and see aband thatyou
couldactually enjoyand were the same age asyou and not 10 years older.
Groupswere singingaboutsomethingalot moreimportantthan thejunk
inthe charts. And after seeing the Pistols and The Clash at the 100 Club
and placeslike that, itwas obviously the only future thatmusic had for
youngpeople. Apartfrom the discos, which willalwaysbe there.

Writing punk songs at that time, did it come naturally?
Idon'treallythinkIcanturnaroundandsayitreally camenaturally,
because obviouslyIwasinfluenced by them.Iremember Joe Strummer
sayingthingslike bandsshould be writingabout things more important
than ‘Twalked down the shopstoday’ or something, which did have quite
aneffecton meand the wayIthought, because obviously he wasright.

Wereyou obsessed with London
before punk?

Notreally, notto thesame extent. It
wasjust thatSaturday morningsyou'd
meet peoplein Soho markets, punks
and that, and you'd talk to them about
anything. Soitwasjustthe whole
unity feel ofit. Iwasjustveryisolated
beingoutin Woking, which asyou
knowisarealsleepy town. Itjust
seemed thingswere movingreally fast
andIwantedtobeapartofit.

Howabout the suitsand tiesTheJam
weresportingat the time. Wheredid
that come from?

Thatjustcame from mymod
obsessions.

Howobsessed wereyou then?
Totally. Istillamreally. ButwhatI'm
alwaystryingto say, whichis whywe
reallytried to play down the mod
thingayearago orso, is that you've got
tobeopen-minded, andIlistentoany

kind of music.Iregard myselfasa
modernistorastylistand I thinkI
alwayswilldo. It'swhatIbasemy
identityon.

Hassuccess watered down
yourideals?

Idon'tfeelithas, butthat’s easy
formetosay,isn'tit? Putitthisway:
Idon'tfeel thatmyidealshavebeen
watered down.

We’re talkingmore aboutyour
own personalidealshere, rather
thantheaccepted set from’76.
Probably, yeah.I'vestillgotthe
same sensibility thatIhad four
yearsagoasfarasI'm concerned,
butmaybe other people who know
me cananswer better thanIcan.
Butthat’sjustthewayIfeel. Ifyou
askme that question, I've got to say
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Well, all the peopleIspoke to about 23' H

yousaid thatyouhadn’tchanged.

Maybe that’sabad thing; maybe

I'munderdeveloped!Ifitis true'm glad; allImeanis thatIwouldn’t want
tobeunchangedinthereactionarysense.

Street,

You'vealwaysbeen quite cynical anyway. Is thatagood thing?
Ithinkit'sgood whenyou're starting off. Maybeit'sagood thing to
maintain, butIthinktoo much cynicism can destroya person, because
youbecomeso cynicalyouwon'tlisten to anything. Your mind becomes
totally closed to everything. I'm glad thatI'velostabit of cynicismreally,
butIalso thinkyouneed some ofitto make you do something-get off
yourarseand doit.

Didyoufeelguilty about signing to Polydor ata time when itwas
unfashionablefor bands to sign to amajorlabel?

Notreally, becausel thoughitwasthe onlywaywe could be everheard
everywhere. Atthe time we were offered a deal with Chiswick, who were
anindependentatthe time. They obviously offered alot smaller financial
deal, butwejustfeltitwasn’teven the finance actually, because we only
signed to Polydor for afairly small sum of money anyway. We signed to
Polydor forsixgrand, which ain’t
much. It’sevenless now, but wejust
wanted everyone to hear ourrecords.

R

Ithoughtitarealletdownyou
playing the Hammersmith Odeon
atthe time.Itseemed tometobe
the complete antithesis of the
movementyou yourselfbelieved
insostrongly.

It’shard for me to answer thingslike
that, 'cosIdon’trememberwell what
myfeelings were.Isupposeitwas,
butthenagainIthinkthefirsttime
The Clash played the Rainbow set
thestandardsforeverything. Imean
thefeelingswerein’76 tokeepitin
the clubs, whichis stupid, obviously
ifitwas goingto getany bigger, ithad
togo furtherthan clubs.

Paul Weller

meels

Pete Townshend
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Butwhenitgoesfurther, it
inevitablygetsruined.
Itgetswatered down.Idon’t
necessarilythinkit’sgottobe

ruined, butitdid getwatered down. »
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OK, cliched question: after thefirstalbum youbecamereally
wellknown. Wasithard to come to terms with?
Idon’tthinktherewas thatmuch to come to termswith, actually.I've
neverreally thoughtof usbeing thatsuccessful orunsuccessful.

Buteven at those Hammersmith shows, the atmosphere was one of
incrediblewarmth. ThestartofaJam/audiencerelationship...

Yeah, itwas.Ithinkitstill exists, actually. I thinkitwasa cultthingatthe
time, probably alotmore thanitisnow, butIstill think you getthat
warmth from that cultfeeling, when you're all there fora purpose and
Istillgetthatat ourgigs.Idread the dayitdisappears, because that’s
whenyoustartworryingor thinkingaboutjackingitin, because that
makesitreallyworthwhile.

Yoursecond album, ...Modern World, always seemed to me to be the
perfect platform away from the punk thing.

Fromthatoriginal punkera? Yeah, that could be true. Well, thatwas quite
adisillusioning time for me. Like “News Of The World” and stufflike that,
justtotally on the wrong track.

There’salot of difference between Modern Worldand All Mod Cons.
That’sbecauseIisolated myselfso much from everything completely.

Why?
Ithinkby comingoutofarealinsularenvironmentlike Woking, and all
myfriends and familyandlivingin the samehouse,
and then movingoutand livingmore orless onmy
owninLondon. AndIneverwentbackto Woking
tillaboutmaybe ayear,and Inever mixed, Inever
spoke to other people atall-even within the band
—andIthinkitreallymakesyoulose the open-
mindednessthatmaybe youhad before.

Doeswritingstill come easy toyou?
Putitthisway:I've always gotloads ofideas about
whatIwanttowriteabout. WhetherornotIcan
actuallyputthem downinanarticulate way, good
enough forasong, orwhetherIcangetacertain
chord sequence tofitit, that’s difficult. Butas for
ideasit’snot, because there’s somuch goingonand
thankfullyIstill feelinvolved, justinliving.

Let’stalkaboutyourlyrics...
Ifindithard talkingaboutlyrics. It'swhatitis and it’s hard for
meto explainlyrics sometimes, unlessIcan gauge someone’s
reactiononwhattheyfeel thelyricsare about. Sometimes
people come up with their own explanations on what the lyric
isabout, whichisbetter thanIstarted outto do.

Well, thelyrics on the newstuffI’ve heard sound just as
“serious” asbefore, but musicallyyouseemtobe trying to get
away from the “Jam” sound of old.
Maybe that’sjust through ego or something, 'm not sure. Butwe
don’twant peopleto feel thatwe feel safe and we'rejust carrying
onwith thesame formula. You can getabit paranoid about that
and spoilitorsomething. Butit’s true. “Going Underground”,
weallknewatthe timeitwas oursound and that’swhyweall
preferred the B-side, “Dreams Of Children”, because for usit
was totally different.

Youdidn’tlike Setting Sonstoo much either
No, theactualsound wasjust... itfeltabitslick. And the playing,
justusasaband...Idon’tthinkwehad the chancetoreallyplay
those songsin properly. Asong, after you've playeditafewtimes
live, justtotally transformsit.

Alotofyourwriting concernsitselfwith class and divisions.
Itcangetoverplayedtillitbecomesacliche. Likelivingup to
yourrole. Butyoustill see so many signs of class, even today. On
television especially.

Doyouthinkmoney can change class, because youmusthave
afairamountyourself?
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Nah!Idon'tthinkso. Yes,I've got money, butithasn’tchanged me.Idon’t
thinkit changesyour sensibilities.

Whenwewere talking earlier, you were sayingabout the need to
recognise one’s class, but then takingit astep further.

Personally, 'maspiringtobe classless, butthere’sno pointinme, justone
person, being classless, because one person on his ownisjustsettingup
another class, which brings more and more confusion into thewhole
thing. ButIdon’tsee why anyone should be tied down tojust one thing.

Still, yousaid thatyou’re alothappier these days. Anyreason for that?
No, nonethatIcangiveyou.Ijustthinkyou've gottoremainalittle
optimistic. On Setting Sons, forinstance, I thinkalot of thelyrics are
tryingtoface up to things,and I didn’t see anykind of solutions at all. But
thisyearI'mthinking you’ve got to be abit optimistic, otherwise yougo
under andjoin the numbers.

Thatwas one of the first things thatstruckme about the album, the
bleak scenarios youwere dealingwith.
Itisprettybleak, really... butIthinkit’sall true.

Was thathowyouwereleadingyour life at the time?

It'shard to saybecauseIchange so quickly. I getin different frames of
minds, butIstillthinkalotofthe thingswritten, especially on thatLP,
areinarealgeneralsense and prettyrealistic. ButwhatI'm sayingis that
nowl feel different. Istill feel pretty hopeful, pretty
optimistic. ButnextyearIdon'tknow. Ijustthink
aboutnow.

WellerinCanada:
“I've gotmoney,
butithasn't
changedme”

GOING UNDERGROUND



Inwhatsense doyoufeel optimistic?
I'mtryingnotto gettoo cynical.'m
tryingnotto give up and acceptit,
because what’s the point?Ifyou'reall
agreed thatyou've gotnothinganyway,
youmightaswellbehopeful aboutit,
because something might turn up. But
Imean, it'simpossiblein these daysto
thinkofanythingin anylong-termway.
It'ssounstable thatyoujustdon’tknow.

Doyouthinkanyofyour songs go

beyond that, though?Like “Tube

Station” will probablystand forever
—thesentimentsbehind it,Imean.
I'mnotsure. Itmightbe true ofsongs
thatThaven’twritten for the newalbum
yet.I've gotone newsong, “Scrape
Away”,and that’slookingatthatreal, i
bitter, twisted social consciousness that |
everyone seems to have these days.I'm f
tryingtolook beyond that, cosyou've !
gotto.It’seither thatoryougiveup.

Isthatwhat’shappeningat present to Britain? We’re all givingup?
Tjustthinkit'sageneralfeeling. Imean, what s there for young people to
getinto? There’snothing. There’s onlymusic and there’snothingelse.
Andthere’snowayyou can think to yourself, “I'll hold out for two months,
it'sgonnagetbetter.”

Alotofpeople would say musicis escapist anyway.
Itisto acertain extent, butIalso think music can transcend aswell.

Isthatwhatyoursongs tryanddo?

I'mnotsurewhatItryand dowhenIwrite asong. MainlyIwrite because
Ithinkalotaboutthings quite deeply, so thereforeit’sameansformeto
expressit; without trying to sound too cliched, that’swhatitis. Butat the
sametimeltryand writeinageneral sense so thatother people... maybe
it'llmake themthinkaswell, and tomeit’s as simple as thatreally. IfI
wasn'twritingsongs, thenI'd tryand write somethingelse, like books or
poetryoranything.

Do you thinkyouunderplayyourself?
No, because thatgoes backto people becomingtoo self-important. Them
thinkingwhatthey’re doingis s-o-oright, soimportantto other people,

andIdon’tseethatatall.Ithink thatwe’ve got

Butiftherewas, ifthere were more
diverse things happening, everything
would be greatlyimproved. Howmany
youngnovelistsare there? Howmany
young playwrights?

Howmuch doesyour audience
determinewhatyouwrite?

Well, Ithink that’s quiteagreat
influencereally, because I wouldn’t
wantto getto the stage where youwere
chasingafter differentdirectionsand
gettingesotericlike somebands, which
iseasilydone.Andleaving people
behind-well, notleavingthembehind,
‘costhat’s condescending-butgetting
caughtupinyourselfandlosingsight of
whatyouoriginallysetouttodo... Putit
thisway, ifyou're goingto progress, it
doesn’t matterwhatdirection you
progressin,aslongasyoukeepinsight
whatyouoriginally setoutto do.

Whenyouset out, did youknowwhatyouwanted?
NotwhenIwas 141didn’t,no.

Sowhatkeepsyoursanity together, Paul?
I'mnotsure.Idon’teventhinksanityentersintoit, because who’s sane
anymore? Are these sane timeswe'relivingin? So therefore you've got
nothing tomeasure sanityby.

Well, ifyouran around smashingguitars on brickwallsand never
wroteanothersongand...
Yeah maybe, but then again that’s only your definition. It’sreallyhard to
say. There’s nothing to measureitby, becausewe don’tliveinareal,
straight, responsible, moral society—with nottoo much emphasis on the
word moral. 'mnottryingto getinto that, butI'mjustsayingthatthere’s
nothingtomeasureitby. There’ssomuch craziness, there’snothingto
gaugeyourselfby. Idon’tthink of myselfas beingsane or beinginsane;
Ijustthinkofmyselfas... being. AndIdon’t think that’sjust me.
I'thinkthat’s the general state of most people. We've all got our own
ideas ofwhat'srightand what’swrong, our own moral values, but
because of the crap societyweliveinit’sreallyhard to say what’sright or
what’swrong. ButIguessreallyyou've got to focus on something, haven't
you?So to answeryour original question, Ithinkmaybe you keep your
sanityjustbytalkingto other people, though

acertainresponsibility, soifyou're going to
acknowledge thatresponsibility atall, you
mightaswelluseitforthe good.Ifyou're
influencing people, you mightaswellinfluence
them for the better.

That’sreallygettingawayfrom thestar trip...
Hopefully, yeah, 'cosInever asked foranyone to
grabhold of myhairandscreamandripmy
buttons off. 'mnotinterested in any of that.

Howfar doyouthinkTheJam evaluate things?
WhenIsitdownand tryto evaluatewhatI'm
doingand whatwe’re doing, it seems pretty

“On Setting
Sons, a lot of
the lyrics are
trying to face
up to things”

thatgets difficultattimes. One more friend you
canmakeisonelessenemy, and that’salso
behind “Start!” aswell. One more personwho
you'rein tunewith canonlybebetterreally.

Any thoughts onsolo albums, films etc?
Thoughts thatway, but not the two things you
happened to mention. Definitelynotasolo
album, butI'dlike togetalabel. Iwouldn’t
wantto own aclub, butI'd like to be involved
inaclub.T'dliketodoaTVplay, beable towrite
it. Idon’tthinkIcouldact.IthinkI'd betoo
self-conscious, butI'dlike to be able to write it
and maybehelp directit. Idon'tknowpast that.

futile. Attimeslike thatI canunderstand why
somebandssaythey’rejustoutforagood time, get people dancingand
enjoying themselves. Ilike to think people enjoy us, butatthe sametime
Istillseeitassomethingmoreimportant thanthat... becauseit’sthe
mosttangible thing, the mosttangible movement to young people
thananythingelse existingatthe presenttime. So thereforeit’s got to
transcend justhavingagood time. Certainrecords to me mean more than
justdancingorenjoyingit, ‘cositreally does touch you, and musicis more
importantthan thatsense. Butonlybecauseithas gotno competition.

Isthatwhyyoustarted “Riot Stories”, to offer an alternative?
Yeah, butonlybecause music needs more competition. Because thereit
is, (throws arms open) isolated, and there’snothing else remotely nearit.

Idon’tthinkaboutwherelIwouldlike tobe or
seemyselfin 10years’ time or something.

Final question. Yousaid to me onceyouwere gettingbored with the
guitar. Does thatstillhold?

I'vegotloads ofinstruments. I collectinstruments. I've gotabouzouki,
numerous flutes. I'd like to be able to play loads of instruments, just for
thesimple factthatit’sgood to be versatile. You're nottrapped by one
instrument. LikeI'musingamelodica on some ofthe tracks on the new
stuffandit’sagood exercise forme. It'slike you saying to yourself that
I'monly going to write things for the MM, it’s pointless. You've got to
expand. Evenifyou onlywrite foryourselfathome, it’s expanding.
Itgivesyouadifferentoutlook on things... Paolo Hewitt e
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I Johnand Yoko:

DAVID MCGOUGH / GETTY

dealing“purelyand
simplywiththeirown
highlyfiniteuniverse”

ALBUMS

John Lennon & Yoko Ono
GEFFEN

Inthe cocoon, something stirs.
John Lennon-one of the people
whousedtobein The Beatles, a
group reckoned to be hot socks
when|was akid -and Yoko Ono
break afive-year recording
silence to announce that
everythingintheirgardenis
wonderful, but wonderful. For
peopleimprinted with the
passions and preoccupations of
the Beatle Years, the release of
Double Fantasy is of
necessity An Event, though
maybe not ahappy one.
Everybody else: straight
tothe nextreview, please.
Lennonand Ono appear
onthe cover clampedina

— ALBups

REVIEYW ~

1980 —

Fantasies
for the
over-40s

é%ﬂ LENNON & YOKO I‘RrOdh red to the poin

Nk

passionate embrace, resembling
nothing so muchas the
Streisand/Kristofferson Star s
Bornclinch. Thealbum celebrates
their mutual devotionto each
otherandtheirsonSeantothe
almost complete exclusion of all
other concerns. Everything's
peachy for the Lennonsand
nothing else matters, so
everything’s peachy QED. How
wonderful, man. Oneis thrilled
tohear of somuch happiness.
Criticism along orthodox
social-realist
lines may
seem
boorish

W

and pompous: after all,anyone
canmake arecord about anything
they wish, andif the Ono-Lennons
find their own domesticand
parental bliss tobe the only
worthwhile subject for their
music, then they are quite within
theirrights to finance their next
decade withanalbum that deals
purely and simply with their own
highly finite universe. The trouble
withmusic thatis self-centred to
the point of utter solipsismis that
one cannot criticise the art
without also criticising the life on
whichthe artisbased.

Sothe Lennons choose their
rolesand play them to the hilt.

Dauble Fantasy

7 / \

-, L

John croons his love for hisson
on “Beautiful Boy”, apologises to
Yoko for ever having been horrid
toher, expresseshis devotion as
debasement.Heisbesotted and
abject (the old bugger still has
awonderful voice, by the way).
On “Watching The Wheels”, he
explains that he’s perfectly happy
not giving ashitabout either the
rock business or the world events
thatinspired him to produce
Some Time In New York City and
thatastounding series of late-and
post-Beatle solosingles of the
early’70s, but by coming out of
retirementand releasingan
album, he’s “playing the game”
whether he admitsit or not.
Anyway, let’s waste nomore
time on John Lennon. On this
showinghe can getback to
the kitchen and mind the kid
and the cows, because all the
most interesting material on
Double Fantasy is Yoko's.

She answers hubby’s
“Beautiful Boy” with her own
“Beautiful Boys”, atripartite
essay that devotesits first
verse toyoung Sean, its
second to Big Johnandits
third to all the male egos that
runthe world at the expense
of their ownand everybody




else’shumanity. Her verse about
Lennon demonstrates thather
love and admiration for her
husband are considerably more
clear-eyed thathisforher:he
writesaboutherasan
omnipotent, benevolent life-
giving Natural Force; she writes
about himas a gifted human who
is still a child (he says the same
thing of himselfin another song).

Yoko is Mom to both of them:
she jestingly depicts herselfin
just this all-powerful Supermom
roleinthe jokey, Nilssonesque
“I'm Your Angel”.

Yoko Ono’s entry into rock
inthe early '70s was heavily
attacked by most mainstream
rockerits of the time because
evenby the eclectic standards of
post-hippy art rock her music
sounded totally unrocky. Inthe
'80s - post-Slits, etc - her music
sounds vastly more modernand
considerably more interesting
than Lennon’s. In particular, “Kiss
Kiss Kiss”, “Give Me Something”
and the freezingly eerie “Every
Man Has AWoman Who Loves
Him” -an ode to Romantic
Destiny, would you believe? -are
easily the album’sbestmoments.

Still, Yoko's vision is by no
means unflawed. To say the least,
anyone who canseriously serve
up asong entitled “Hard Times
Are Over”isbeingatrifle
subjective. For those of us still to
make our first million, hard times
are onlyjust beginning.

Double Fantasyis right:
afantasy made for two (with
alittle cot at the foot of the bed).
It sounds like a great life, but
unfortunately it makes alousy
record. Still, who said that rock
stars-and Lennonis one of those
for life whether he wantsitor not
-were under any obligation to
provide record buyers with
anything “useful”! Of course
they're not, but people like Paul
Weller do so whether there’san
obligation or not.

That’s why I look forward to
Yoko Ono’s solo album, why I wish
that Lennon had kept his big
happy trap shut until he has
something to say thatwaseven
vaguely
relevant to
those of us
notmarriedto
Yoko Ono, and
why I'm pissed
off because
lhaven't
heard the Jam
albumyet.

Now bliss
off. Charles
Shaar Murray,

NME Nov 22

SINGLES

Joy Division

FACTORY ISIMPORT

What moreis there to
say? Were hestill alive
today, I'msurelan
Curtis would find the
current Joy Division
Did No Wrong
syndrome as
nauseating as the next
man. Eventheband'’s
most committed
devoteesseem
embarrassed by it.
Nevertheless, the
myth that surrounds
thebandjust grows
onandup.

This track you will
already know, but not
inits new, radically
altered format. This
readily available US
importisrougherand
farlessrounded than
the original Unknown
Pleasures take of
thesamesong,
recently covered,
of course, by
Grace Jones. The
new versionis
one of the loosest
things the group
everrecorded,
springing and
recoiling along Peter
Hook’s monstrous descending
bassrun and snare-drum
sequence that shames Motown
at their own game for the
ferocity of its thump. The feel is
almost live, with Curtis lapsing
into ascat vocal over the fade.

Ontheflip, too,
“Atmosphere” isfinally given
the wider availability it sorichly
deserves. Serene and haunting,
itis JD at the most moving, with
nodsin the direction of both
Phil Spector and Scott Walker.
Essential stuff, previously only
available in France on the very
limited edition Sordide
Sentimentalssingle.

Butwhatmoreisthere
tosay? Love will....? Thisis

= JOY DIVISION—

amagnificent
record.
NME Oct4

Kate Bush

EMI

In which Kate turns
her attention from
the post-apocalypse blues
to the more conventional
warfare of yesteryear, although
her sickening, cutesy-cute
whiningis hardly suited to the
sombre subject matter. Not so
amazing after all. NMEOct 4

Orchestral Manoeuvres In
The Dark DINDISC

Orchestral Manoeuvres are
emphatically not the single
band they couldbeinasmuch as
they never pick theright tracks
for 45release. “Enola Gay”
possesses aglorious melody
and the title conjures up visions
of one of those Jam B-side
rewrites of “Eleanor Rigby”.
Despite these considerable
plusses, it seems destined to
follow “Red Frame White
Light” and “Messages” into
chartless oblivion. NMEOct 4

Dead Kennedys
CHERRY RED

Nice middle-class American
kids form stereotype punk
band, desecrate patriarchal
family name to garner
cheap but very extensive
publicity and attack their
ownsheltered lifestylein

OMD:picking
singlesnota
strongsuit

anticipation of becomingrich
enough to enjoy an even cosier
existence. (NMENov11)

David Bowie RCA

David’s gottaNew Dance

and, with Robert Fripperonic
growling menacingly on
steel-tooth guitar, it proves
tobe acontinuation of the
paranoiac diamond-hard funk
explorations of “Fame”. As with
its predecessor, Bowie may well
adopt ananti-disco attitude
while at the same time
acknowledging that he'llfill
the disco dance floors rather
than empty them. Similarly,

the ambiguity of Bowie’s lyric
allows the listener to decide
whetherit's concerned with
the manipulative world of
sartorial elegance or the ever-
increasing left-versus-right
power struggle. Whichever
way one conceives it, the song’s
overtly political. NMENov 11
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Mailfantasy:Kate Bush
inaphotosessionforthe
coverof MelodyMaker's
October 4,1980 edition
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— “[worry
about
o1ving too
much =

away

— IV OCTOBER 4 —

ORRIDORS. BLAND ANTISEPTIC corridors

leading nowhere and lasting forever. An

occasional flight of stairs to negotiate; the

odd babble of German chatter that passes

without interest or acknowledgement. A

dressingroombearing the name of Loudon
Wainwright momentarily raises spirits.

Amulticoloured signinbizarrelettering thatstinks of the
’60s’ psychedeliasmacksyoubetween the eyes, thelegend
justdecipherableas RockPop, accompanied by alittlearrow
thatsuggests thatyou'regettingwarm.

More corridors, steps, signs and then the final triumphant
indication ofimminentvictory. The Voice.

Itshrieks high above the cacophony of silence, like a crazed
cockerel on aberserkroller-coaster. Initiallywild and
formless, it quicklybegins tobear shape and recognition as
we approachitwithincreasingurgency.

“Whenshewuz... biew-tee-foool... shesy-ynedthelett-tah...
Mmmaaww-yooors Babooshkababooshkababooshkayaya-
ah...”diddle-dee-dumbangcrash... “Babooshka,
Babooshka, Babooshka.”

Suppressinglust, cameramen zoomin and out, caught

cofzmacts
up in the mania of the music. Official-looking geezers grip ponham
clip-boards thatthreaten to snap in two under theferocity |
ofthe clasp, and assorted clusters of peoplehoverin the :
backgroundsolicitouslypretendingnot to beimpressed or
tonotice, butstill helpless to prevent jaws droppingopen pretenders
with neither dignitynor discretion. » o 0 0

1




Katelooks stunning. She wears scarlet trousers thatflairabsurdly from
the thighs down, butsink their teeth into her buttocks with obscene
determination. The matching T-shirtis breathtakingly skimpyandlooks
likeit’sbeen painted on her.

She clutchesadoublebass, herbody contortingarounditina
transfixing demonstration ofmime as “Babooshka”s dramaoflove,
suspicion, trialand ultimate faithlessness unfolds. The double bass is
alternately the object ofherlustand her fury; she wrapsherselfaroundit,
she grindsagainstit, she beats the hell out ofit, she wringsits neck, she
clawsit, sheslithers downitsneck, she blowsinits ear.

Herface pouts and spits and leers and jeers and dreams and schemes
andravishes;and allthe while her bottom jerks and thrusts from one end
ofthestudio to the other.It’s the most erotic thingI ever saw.

Aweird month forKate... acrucial one for EMI. The new album, Never
For Ever, tooksixmonths torecord. Itwas completed three months ago,
but EMIdecided to hold back onitsissue because of other majorissues
around the same time. The one genuine newsuperstarin the team, itwas
essential this one made ahuge splash. Aseries of personal appearances,
variousinterviews, radio station spots, and thorough advertisinghave
beenarranged; and flying to Munich to mime two numbers for RockPop
on German televisionis merely one more stonein awide-reachingwall.

Kateembracesitallwithasmileand agiggle.Irefuse tobelieve that
anyone enjoys beingthe object of mass marketing, but she atleast
acknowledgesitsnecessity, maintains firm control overits operation,
and acceptsits demandswith professionalism and good grace.

Various German EMIrepresentatives are in Munich to welcome her
andshe greets them all with a bighuglike they're favourite cousins,
abriefflurry ofreminiscences over thelast time Kate wasin Munich
duringher concert tour.

“Ohhello, nicetoseeyou,” she hails the Melody Maker expansively,
asthefirstrehearsal concludesin awelter of satisfied nods from
technicians. Abitof chit-chat, alot of nervous giggling fromall parties,
andthen: “Oh God, I've got to go and have ashower.Ifeelallsortof...
youknow.” Somehowitshard notto be captivated.

Andyetthereare extraordinary paradoxes abouther. There canbeno
greater dichotomybetween a publicimage and the artinsideit. She’s
forever portrayed asanice middle-class kid who can’tbelieve her own
luck.Arenegade from St Trinian’s, likeably naive, tolerably favoured and
justashade flippant, gushing “amazin’ and “incredible” from poll
award to pollaward.

Glamorousbutnotintimidating, the mediainstantlymouldingherinto
awrappingof sweetness, purityand light. Earmarked fora path of pop
recordsand TVspotsinto theelite of artistswho appearon each other’s
series; and ultimatelybecomingthe family entertainer destined to end
upinpantomimesand seaside cabaret.

side, observing, waiting forher next party-piece. She’sdressed as
ahaggard washer-woman in dowdy clothes and headscarf.

It'saroutine she’snever tried before and she’sbeennervous aboutitall
day. The songis “ArmyDreamers”, a track from Never For Everand the
nextsingle, asimple but melancholylittle songin which Kate appears as
awearymotherreflectingon the death ofher son, asoldierkilled on duty.

“Should havebeen arock star... But hedidn't have the money fora
guitar...” Threesoldiers dressed in British army camouflage uniforms
appear, one carryingamandolin, oneaTommy gun, anotherin therole
ofasergeantbarkingorders.

“Should have been a politician... But he never had a proper education...”
Kate shrivels and cringes behind the soldiers, her face crumpled and
distraught. Thesoldiers march and prowland stand atattention.

“Should have been afather... But hedidn't even makeit to his twenties...”
Thesongisallthe morestriking for the pretty tune, and the genteel
structure, theinnocence of thelyric. It ends with the three soldiers
coweringin aheap, Kate spreadeagled protectivelyabove them. Purelyas
apieceoftheatreit’sbrilliant. RockPophasnever seen anythinglikeit.

KatehasmanyrelativesinIreland, and she’sfearful of the Irishreaction
to “ArmyDreamers”. Ireland isn't mentioned in the song, and she
inserted areference to BFPOto divertattention; butlet’sfaceit, the song’s
acontemporaryonewithitsmention ofrock’n’rolland thereain’t too
many other places ayoungsoldieris gonna getkilled in action right now.

Iaskheraboutit. “It'sthe firstsongI've ever writtenin the studio,” she
says. “It’snotspecificallyaboutIreland, it’s just putting the case ofa
motherin these circumstances, howincrediblysaditis forher. Howshe
feelssheshould have been able to preventit. If she’'dboughthim a guitar
when he asked forone.

“Haveyouheard Roy’snewalbum?” she says suddenly. Er, Roy?

Oh, Harper, of course. Theyappear on each other’salbums. Hegets a
dedication on thesleeve of Never For Ever: “Special thanks to Roy Harper
forholdingon to the poetin his music”.

No, Kate, Thaven'theard the album. “Youshould.” Adrian Boot tookit,
took the sleeve photograph. “Actually,” says Kate sweetly, “Ididn’tlike
thesleeve.” Adrianlooks hurt. “The photograph was great, [justdidn’t
like the sleeve,” shereassures him.

Aflood of chatter follows. Did I know Dave & Toni Arthur/Whatare
the Dransfields doingnow/DolIlike the BothyBand? “I've averystrong
folk-musicinfluence,” she says. “Firstsongs I ever sangwere dirty sea
shanties. 'mvery proud ofit,I can’t think of a nicerinfluence.
Traditional music says a great deal about the country. English folk
musicisalotdifferent from Irish folk music, not only musically, but
lyrically.Imean, thatsong “She Moves Thro’ the Fair”:itsumsup the
Irish spirit. It'sincredible, so moving.”

Certainlyher fascination for traditional

Icouldnever equate theimage with the music.
The mostindifferent glimpse beyond theimage
of “Wuthering Heights” revealsarampantly
independentspirit. Imean, no sweet, flippant
familyentertainer ever wrote asongas sexually
explicitas “Feel It”. No surrogate Olivia Newton-
Johnevertackled asubjectlikeincest (“The Kick
Inside”). No cosseted girl-next-doorwould ever
dare conductafantasyaround asaxophone
(“Saxophone Song”).

Thelights suddenly pick out Kate on

“First songs
I ever sang
were dirty

sea shanties”

balladsis thekeytoher morelurid storylines.
“TheKickInside” wasinspired by the richly
colourfulballad “LucyWan”, inwhich abrother
murders hissister when she becomes pregnant
byhim (though there are numerous
variations). Kate’s version has the sister
committing suicide.

“Babooshka” issimilarlybased onasong
called “Sovay Sovay”.ItellherI'lllisten to Roy
Harper’salbumifshe’lllisten toanalbum

called Carolanneby Carol Pegg, which

the other side of the studio, standing
perfectlystill, the bass standing
phallicallybefore her, her eyes wide
and manic, staringat the camera.
Theintroto “Babooshka”, the
bottom protrudes, and she’s away,
jumpingand thrusting, and utterly
living the part. Abunch of
photographers have been allowedin
tothestudio, and pushandjostle
eachotherfor thebestviews. Asthe
songends, several kids chase her for
anautograph, butshe’s already gone,
flittingaway onher broomstick, or
does she merely turninto apumpkin?
Katere-emerges, totally
unrecognised, sittingalone at the
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includesasimilarembellishmenton
“LucyWan”.

My favourite trackon the albumis
“TheWeddingList”. “Oh, really?” she
says bubbling, thelittlekid who’s
been given a puppy for Christmas.

“Thatwasbasedonafilm,aJeanne
Moreau filmIoncesawon the telly,
when the bride’s husband was killed
andshe soughtrevenge for those
responsible.” She spends the next 15
minutesrelating the plotofthe film,
endinginabreathlessflourish. “Itwas
anamazingfilm. Can’tremember
whatitwas called, though.”

Filmsand fiction, infact, countfor
aprominent chunkofherinspiration.



Bushperforminghersixth
N single, “Babooshka”,on
GermanTV’sRockPop;
(inset) follow-upsingle
“ArmyDreamers”

> g

Andwhateveryoufeel about thehistrionics and the wayward vocalising,
you've gotto concede thatinachartoverflowing with greymusicand
tepidlyrics, the success ofa colourfulnumberlike “Babooshka”, for
example, hastobehealthy. She’sreticent to agree...

“Well, itdoes always amaze me howsongs getin the charts thatare—
Iwon’tsayrubbish, because they’re not—but the sort of songs that so
many people could write. I often find myselfinspired by unusual,
distorted, weird subjects, as opposed to things that are straightforward.
It'sareflection of me, myliking forweirdness.”

Theydon'tcome anyweirder than “The InfantKiss”. This, she explains
patiently, wasbased onafilm, TheInnocents, which had itself come out of
the HenryJamesbook, The Turn Of The Screw. A governess goes to stay
withamantolookafterhistwo children, who are possessed by the spirits
of peoplewholived there before.

“Some people might thinkit’sasongabout... what’s theword when
olderwomen fancylittle boys?” Paedophilia? “Well, it snotactually that,
anditwould worrymeifpeople mixeditup with thatbecause that’s
exactlywhatworries her somuch. Ifind that distortion very fascinating
and quitesad. And frightening. The thought of someone old and evil
beinginside ayoungand pureshell,it’sfreaky.”

Playingat the amateur psychiatrist, [ contemplate whether she writes
songs from fiction out of fear about exposing too much ofherself.

“WheneverIbase somethingonabookorafilmIdon'ttakeadirect
copy.Idon’tstealit.I'll putitthrough my personal experiences, and in
some casesitbecomesaverystrange mixture of complete fictionand
very, very personal fears within me.

“TheInfantKiss had tobe done onaveryintimate basis, ithad tobe
awomansingingabouther own fear, because it makes her somuch
morevulnerable. Ifithad justbeenan observation, saying ‘She’s really
frightened; she’sworried’, you could neverreally tell what she was
feeling. SoIputitas comingthrough myself.

“I'mnotactuallythinkingof myselffallinginlove with thelittleboy, Iwas
puttingmyselfin her place. FeelingwhatIdo for children-Ilove children—
and thensuddenlyseeingsomethingin theireyesyoudon’twanttosee.

“It'slikewhen atinykid turnsround and says toyou, ‘You'reabastard,’
or ‘Fuckoff’: it’sinstinctive to feel repulsed byit, turn that experience
into adifferentsituation. Otherwise I'd be writingand singing about
situationsI've never experienced, and in order to be convincingyou have

tohaveacertainamountof
knowledge and conviction. It’s
astrange mixture, [know, but
Irarelywrite purely personal songs
from experience.”

Exactly. “Thave doneit. On the otheralbums more than
thisone. ButIoften wonder howvaliditis towriteasong
purelyaboutoneself. Iworryaboutbeing too indulgent,
and thereis the thingabout givingtoo much away.

“Itdoesn’tworryme givingit to the public, becauseI
thinkthe publicunderstand how personalitis, butwhen
youwriteasongforanalbumit’s up foreveryone to pull
apart. ‘Fullhouse’ was probably quite autobiographical -
talkingabouthowhardIfinditto copewithall the feelings
Iget, from paranoia, pressure, anger, thatsortofthing.

“Myfeelings arein there, but they’re probably
disguised.I'vereally enjoyed artistswho indulgein
personalwriting. Peoplelike Leonard Cohen.[admire
him, butIjustcan’tstandlistening tohim. Atthe end of
thealbumyoufeelso depressed.”

Itellher aboutJackson Browne, whose wife committed
suicide while he wasrecording The Pretender. She’s agog.

“Well, Iguess whenyou have somethingso extreme
happeninyourlifeyouhave towrite aboutit. That’s
probablyanother reason whyItend to putmy personal
feelingsinto another situation: because you can come up
withsomuchvariance.I'veneveractuallyshotanyone,
butinasonglcandoit,andinsomewaysit’smuch more
exciting, more symbolic.”

Butyoureallylive outyourrolesand fantasies. Playing
themotherin “ArmyDreamers”... “Yeah,Iseem tolink on
tomothersratherwell. AsI've grown up abitI've become
veryaware of observingmy own mother trying to observe
me.It’sfascinating. WhenIwasakid Ineverreally
thoughtabouther, abouthow she ticks.

“ButIcanbemoreobjectivenowandIfinditfascinatingaboutmothers,
thatthere’ssomethingin there, akind of maternal passion whichis there
allthetime, even when they're talkingabout cheese sandwiches.
Sometimesitcanbeverypossessive, sometimesit’sveryreal.”

Kate doesn’'tknowwhen she’llbe touringagain. She enjoyed her one
tour,anditgave herathrill to choke the criticswho’d suggested she’d be
adisaster onstage, thatshe couldn’tsinglive. Butittakes sixmonths out
ofayeartorehearse and prepare foratour the way she wantstodoit,and
willalso costher enormous amounts of money to stage.

“NotthatImindlosingmoneyon atour-there are so manybenefits
fromit-aslongaswedon’tgobankrupt. We dowantto touragain, we will
touragain, because there are so many things we stillwant to do on stage,
butwe’llhave to thinkaboutitvery carefully because it will stop me
doingalotofotherthings.”

Peter Gabriel. They did, after all, record together on “Games

Without Frontiers”, and I thought I'd detected a Gabriel
influence on “Never For Ever”. I ask about Peter Gabriel and she talks
about Pink Floyd.

“Thatlastalbum ofhiswas fantastic, butI don’tknowifitwas adirect
influence onme. He mayhave opened up bitsinme I hadn’t thoughtof,
butamoredirectinfluence was The Wall.It got to the pointwhenIheard
it,Ithought there’sno pointin writing songs any more because they'd
saiditall. Youknow, when somethingreally gets you, ithits your creative
centreand stopsyou creating... and after acouple of weeksIrealised that
hehadn’tdoneeverything, there waslotshehadn’tdone.

“And after thatitbecame aninspiration. ‘Breathing’ was definitely
inspired by the wholevibeIgotfrom hearingthatwhole album,
especiallythe third side. There’s something about Floyd that’s pretty
atomicanyway.”

We partatHeathrow, she to the nextlegofthe Never For Ever promotion.
There’saday ofinterviews ahead; personal appearances atrecord shopsin
Glasgow, Manchesterand London; variousradio-stationinterviews and
avisittoadealers’ partyin Birmingham, where she will personally meet
the EMIemployees who'llbe flogginghernewalbum. Theyin turn cream
themselves stupid and get their photographs taken with the greatlady.

It’sonlyrock’n’rollbutyouhave toknowhowto sellit. ColinIrwin ®

O NTHEPLANE back to London the next day I ask her about
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URTAXIDRIVER picks up Tom Sheehan and myself from Rome

airport, courteously packs our bags, and then guns offlike a

homicidal maniac on ahalf-hour drive that would’ve left the most

sturdy constitution retching with nausea and fear by the end of it.

Thefirstinkling of thisman’s sheer craziness came on the motorway

into Rome. Herecklessly stomped hisfoot on the accelerator and
literally tried to pass through the carin front at 90 miles an hour, rather than going
round thedamn thing. Ilaughed outloud (always do whenI'm scared witless).

Next thingI knew, we’d shot into the city, wereheading full-on for astationarycar that
had pulled across theroad and was waiting to turn. He must stop for this, I thought.

Hedidn’t. Asthe car edged forward, he yanked the car to theright, rammed through
thetiniest of spaces, straightening out again, bombingviciously for the trafficlights. We
circled aroundabout atbreakneck speed and finallyscreeched to ahalt outside the Le
Claridge Hotel.

This hot-blooded, passionate, recklessly crazed man turned offhis engine, andina
daze Tom andIclambered out clutching ourselves, notreallyunderstanding fullywhat
hadhappened. Thejourneyhad gonebysofast, sowildly, thatafter payingthemana
wallet-busting 30,000lire (15 quid), Iwandered out across the street towards the hotel,
dazed and confused.

Suddenly Tomwas shouting, therewas ascreech of brakes, aburstofcarhornloud
enough towake the dead, and another taxihad missed me by about two millimetres.

We dumbly checked in to our hotel room, located the spirits, and four drinkslater our
shattered nerveswerereturningtonormal. “Iwasseriouslygoing to ask that taxidriver
tostop,” mused Tom, “buthewas going too fast.”

Welounged back on ourhotel beds, noteven caring thatwe werein Rome, and waited
forMadnesstoreturn from theItalian television show theywererecording. Two hours
inRome,Ithoughttomyselfand I'venearlybeenkilled five times.

Threehourslater, we metMadness. Theywerein the diningroomseated around a table
waitingfor food to arrive. Woody, the drummer, was thefirst torecognise us. We had first
metwhenIwenttointerviewhis wife’sband, the Mo-dettes (hiswifeisJane thebassist). »

FIN COSTELLO / GETTY
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Madness (I-r):MarkBedford,
Mike Barson, ChrisForeman,
ChasSmash,Suggs,Dan

WoodgateandLee Thompson



“Haveyoustill got those awful shoes on?” Woody teased, leaningacross
thetable. “Youwere wearingreal scruffyboots thelast time.”

Iflashhim anew, clean pair ofheels, and helaughs: “Is thatwhere your
taperecorderisthen?”

Therestofthe band lounge about, arejustas cordial in their greetings.
Lee, the saxophonist, and Mark, the bass player, wander off briefly;
Suggsy and Chas ensure that Tom and myselfgetameal, against the
waiter'swishes. What’sItalylike then, [asked?

Woodygroaned. “Everythingis either 300 metres away, or 20 minutes
away,” he told usto abackground oflaughter.

» o«

fadingrhythms of “Trousers”. “You come here and playforus,” he mimics
inaperfectItalianaccent. And then he grins widely.

WoodyandIdecided thatenoughwasenough, located Alfredo and
blagged aliftbackto the hotel. Aswe passed out of the entrance an old
Italianwoman, actingasa cloakroom attendant, gazed mournfullyatus.

“Youknow, mybigstruggle at present,” Woody said as we climbed into
Alfredo’s expensive car, “isjust trying to staynormal.”

Tomorrowwewould be catchingatrain thatwould take us through half
ofItaly, Germanyandinto Holland. A20-hour epic, and Woodydidn'teven

knowwe were catchingit. “Inever knowabout

Thewaiterreturned, confused by the orders
he’djustreceived. He scowled at Tom and
myselffor the extrawork.

Suggsy meanwhile seemed restless. He got
up, walked out of theroom, returned five
minuteslater, sipped at some cold soup, gotup
again, tookanotherwalk. Hewasn'tuptight,
justkind offidgetyand maybe even anxious,
waitingforsomethingtohappen.

Eventually the meal was finished. Tom, still
shattered by hisrecentharrowingexperiences,
decided toretire.Ielected foranight outwith
theband. Aswe gathered in the hallway, Chris
Foreman, the guitarist, started chattingto

“You know, my
big struggle
at present is

just trying to
stay normal”

thesethings,” helaughed, “Idon’twantto.”
Tomwasalreadyinbed whenwe gotback.
Afterbidding Woodygoodnight, I crawled into
bed for some much-needed sleep. Fourhours
later,inasleepy, almostunconsciousstate,
Iwasawareofanurgentrattlingon thedoor.
Tom, half-naked, groped his way towardsit.
He openeditslightly, shouted, “Noyou
don’t,” and then slammed it quickly, lockingit
beforerushingbacktohisbed.Ididn’tknow
whatwashappeningand furthermoreIdidn’t
particularly care. The nextdayIfound outthat
Suggsy and Chashad stayed up allnight, and
thatround about five, with the help ofafire

Woody. “Ikeep onhavingthisdream,” he told
Madness’ small, slim drummer. “I'mrunning away from the cops, they’re
chasingmelike hellandjustasIreachthedoorof myhome...”

“Theygrabyou!” Woody shouted excitedly, recognisingimmediately,
thewholesurreal scenario.

“That’sit!” Chrisshouted back. “Soyou’'ve had them too.”

Outside, Chas and Suggsy were alreadyrevving up the tiny scooters
they'd hired for the day, and asWoody and I hit the warm, balmy air of
Romeinsearchofthe club (“300 metres away”) theyroar off. Two minutes
later theyflash pastus. The club’s closed.

“Ah, butIthoughtitwould be open tonight,” says Alfredo, the
overweightrecord companyman. We decide to go toaclub called Much
More. Alfredo drives Woody and myself, while therest of theband take
taxis to one of the mostoverpriced, garish clubsI've everbeenin.

It'sdivided into two floors, with the upstairs crammed full of Space
Invader machines, while downstairs, in ablaze oflasers and flashing
lights, an expensively dressed Wednesday-nightItalian crowd dances
slowly toastubborndiscobeat.

From the upstairs, thanks to the huge mirror planted on the backwall,
youcanwatchitall, and as the band move gleefully from machine to
machine, Istand tryingtotakeitallin.

Suggsywasn'timpressed. “Everynightclub we'vebeen toin Europeis
like this,” he explainsin his North London accent, before turning away to
another pinball game. He should know.

InEngland, Madness mayhaveaNo 2 album straightin and a delightful
singleknockingonNo I'sdoor, but thathasn’tstopped therest of Europe
tryingtomusclein. InItaly alone they'd already played to an estimated
40,000 screamingItaliansand theiralbum had chalked up ahealthy
60,000sales.

Finestuffindeed, butalready one could detectasournoteinthe
proceedings. “Yousee, I can’t tell whether peoplelike it for the music,”
Lee, theirsaxplayer, tellsme, “or the nuttyimage we've got.” It clearly
worries him.

Ah!Butwhatthehell? Thisis the band’slast nightinItaly, and, well, we
mightaswell make the most ofit. OK, lads? We descend to the flashing
lightsandlasers ofthe disco. Drinks, of course, are expensive, so we sip
oursslowlyby the barwatchingandlaughingas the Italians move
roboticallyonaround platformwithoutanysense
ofrealrhythm to the mindless music. After 20
minutes of takingin this absurdity, I floatback
upstairs,leaving Suggsy and Chas by themselves.

Two minuteslater, the unmistakeable sound of
“One Step Beyond” fills the air. The manager has
recognised theband, and subsequently “The
Prince” and “Baggy Trousers” are also played.

Thurrydownstairsagain and Suggsy greets me
withagrin. “Thatsoon cleared the floor,” he
smiles. “The manager’sasked us to playhere,” he
continues, startingto jerkhisbodyinto thelast,
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najes’s

extinguisher, theydecided we should join their
nocturnal party. Thanksalot, chaps.

HEN MADNESS TORE us apartwith theirjoyful rendition
; ; ; ; of “The Prince”, they’'d already enjoyed what Chas Smash
willlater describe as the “best days of the band”. By this he
meant that then the band hadn’t been picked up fully by the re-emerging
skinhead cult sweeping London, but were playing to a mixture of
everyone from punks to students, to skins. All together. No bother. Gigs
were cheap and chaotic, but above all good fun. It wasn’t till the band
contacted 2-Tone that events moved swiftly and almost disastrously.

They'dalreadyestablished anindividualimage with their suitsand
nuttiness, and with therelease of their first single theyimmediately came
to the attention of the mods and skinheads, who latched on to their ska
sources (eveniftheband didinsistagainst thatlabel), which they
recognised as “their” music.

Uglyscenes followed as theirnewfascist followinginsisted on “sieg
heiling”, preventingbandslike Red Beans And Rice, who areled by ablack
singer, taking the stage assupportatone London gig. “Most of them are
justled byfashion,” Chas explains overa pizza. “Sowe feltitbest notto
drawattention toit. It's the ones at the top who need sorting out.”

Aninfamousinterview the band gave compounded the problem
further, eveniftheyfelt theywere completely misrepresented. “What
we'ddo,” explains Mark, or Bedders ashe’s better known, “isto actually
gointo the crowd and justaskthem what the fuck theywere playingat. It
seemed amuch betterway, because instead of running away from the
problem, we were actually trying to confrontit.”

Thankfully theband’s tactics seem to have worked. Theiraudience s
branchingoutincrediblyas everyone beginsto see and hear their magic,
and theband themselves welcome anyone who'’s got two brain cells to
rubtogether. Ifithadn’tbeenfortheband’s strength to get through such
harrowingdaysunscathed, thenIdoubtifwe’'d be eating pizzasand
pastaoutside thisItalian cafe, letalone preparingforatrainjourney
through mostof Europe.

Rome’s train station is amassive, impressive symbol of Italian
architecture. Itrisesto the skyinacolour of appealing vermilion, and its
atmosphereis one of cleanliness and efficiency. Madness bounce happily
alongitscleanfloors, all except Suggsyand Chas,
who arebeginningto feel the effects of the night
before. (Serves the buggersright.)

They’'d decided to go driving on theirscooters
after the disco and eventually ground to ahalt.
(“Ithink there were two people left when we went,”
says Suggsy). Theyspentaboutfour hourstrying
togetoutofRome. “Tkeptonwantingto goto the
hills,” Suggsysays.

“Butitwasall oneway,” finishes Chas, the second
halfofthe duonowknown as the Coco Brothers.
Afteraboutanhouronthetrain, bothretire to



theircabinsand aren’tseentill the next day.
AsWoodywould haveit, “they’re sparko”, or
Solid Gone.

The cabins themselves areawonder to behold.
Assmallasabird’s cage, theyfoldup and
aroundinto three-tierbunkbeds, withevena
little sinkin the corner, replete with, uh, potty.

Afteraboutfive minutes of checking them
out, Istand with Chris Foreman, the guitarist,
with our heads out of window, watching the
incrediblybeautiful Italian countryside,
spotted withancientvillasand mistyhillsin
thebackground, slowlydrift pastus.Icomment
onits beauty.

“Yeah, whenIretire, I'll buyahousehere,” he
remarks dreamily, his eyesstill gazingoutat
the passingcolours.

“OrSwitzerland. Haveyou ever been there?
Theairissofreshand cleanand thewaterin the
riverso clearyoualmostwant todrinkit.”

Chrishasgotahousein Camden Town.

Leehasgotabout40tapeswith him, which
he’snowinsertinginto his cassette playerand
blastingout, before settlingback on the seatin
the cabinhe will share with Chris.

Themusicis Supertramp. Intrigued, I go next
doortoseeifl canborrowsome tapes for
myself. Hehas everythingfrom The Supremes
to Roxy, to Linton KwesiJohnson and Elvis
Costello.Iborrowsome Motown (Italian as
well!) and rejoin Tom.

Soonitstime to meet Salvatore. Rotund,
with glasses and auniform, Salvatore will
prove tobe themostimportantmanalive on
thistrip. He sellsthe beer, thewine, the
coffee and the food.

AnhouroutofRomeandwe’reallstanding @
inthe carriageway, sippingbeer, wondering
whattodowhen five American girls passin
the corridor, talkingloudly.

Atlast!Asource ofamusement! When they
return for drinks contactismade and we
find outthat they’re fromwealthy
backgrounds, studyinginItalyand heading
forAmsterdam.

Eventually the questions arereversed. Now
whatdoyoudo foraliving, one of them asks.

We’reinaband called Madness, the chaps Woody, Lee, Markand
Chrisreply.

“Oh,” says one of the girls. They've never heard of them.

The chapsunderstand. They'vebeen to Americatwice, and knowwhat
it’slike. Withoutrecord companybackingyou’relost there, Woody and
Markexplain to melater.

“Wedid eightdatesin the end,” says Mark enthusiastically. “And
basically Sire [their USrecord company] didn’t putanythingintoit.

We had to do our own publicity and turn up atradio stationsand
generallyget thevibe going ourselves, because Sire, they were so
sparkedout...

“Theygot posters from Stiffand cut out the bottoms!”

“Kellogs, our manager,” continued Woody, “actuallydiscovered one
ofthegirlsfromSirerecords on herkneeswith agreat pile ofMadness
posters from Stiff, cutting out the bottoms.”

Bethatasitmay,it’s our friend Salvatore who’s on his kneesright now
searchingin thefridge foranotherbeer,and imploring us tokeep quiet
for the thousandth time, aswe stand outside his bar gently poking fun at
theAmericans.

“Whatdidyoudoatcollege then?” Markasksatallred-headed girl.

“Well, Tjustdid English government,” she giggles. “SoIcantell youall
aboutit.”

“Good,” retorts Mark. “Because we don’tknowanythingaboutit.”

“What'’s that music playing?” asks anotherwith glasses and standard
studentdress ofjeans and checked shirt. “Haveyou gota cassette player?”

“Wesurehave,” says Mark, and abargainis quicklyreached.

MY GIRL/Stepping Info Line

Madnessinthesmall,
smokybasementof
theHope & Anchor
pubinlslington,North
London,wherethe
videofor“OneStep
Beyond” wasfilmed

We take the cassette player to the girls’ compartment
and Woody takes one of them on atbackgammon. Two
minuteslater we'rein the girls’ carriage with Bruce
Springsteen on the player, anItalian sun setting, the train
slightlyrocking, acouple of beers and Woody getting a comprehensive
thrashing fromhis American opponent. “This girlissolucky,” hewails as
he concedes the first game.

Iturnto the girlsitting opposite me and ask what English new-wave
bandsshemighthaveheard orseen. Or cometo that, liked.

“Ohwell, Ireallylike Elvis Costello,” she says. “I thinkhe’s greatbut...
he’sAmerican,isn’the?” Behind Woody’s back, MarkandIcurlup
withlaughter.

Overinthe cornerofthe carriage there’sanother source ofamusement.
He’smale, about 35, withjeans and glasses, holdsadegree, andis
rabbitingon to one of the other girls, who’s staring athim with mouth
open, takingin everyword, abouthis “profession and well-deserved
degree”. He'sthe teacher. The girlsare his students.

Two hourslater theylock the carriage door and climb into bed. Takes
allsorts.

AsMark, Woodyand myself make ourwaybackto the cabin after Woody
haslostforasecond time (“shekept throwing doubles. What could1do?”)
Marktells me what the teacher graduated in. Physical psychology.

Itmakes sense, and after stoppingbriefly at Salvatore’s Saloon (he tells
usoncemore to sssshhh!) for some food and drink, we retire to my cabin
foraformalinterview.

Itturns outto be probably one of the mostinformal conversationsI've
ever hadwithaband. Completelyrelaxed, and glad of something to break
up thejourney, theinstantappeal of the girls havingworn off, Woodyand
Markbegan talkingasthetrainrolled into night-time. Ireminded Woody
ofhis “fighttobenormal”. »

DAVID CORIO / GETTY
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“Yeah, itis,” he concedes. “In other people’s eyes. Justtobe accepted as
anormalhumanbeing.”

“It’slikerecord companies over here,” interjects Mark. “And television
shows. They go, ‘Ahhh!Youactnutty, yes?’ Like yesterdaywe did ‘One
Step Beyond'’ sittingdown, didn’twe?

“Foronetake, anditdidn’'twork,” Woody says, grinning.

“Wejustsatthere,” continues Mark, “just to sort of say, ‘Look! We cando
itsittingdownifwewant.”

Thefactis, of course, that while we've been watchingand anticipating
nothingfrom Madness except Chas Smash’s funny dances and therest of
theband’szaniness backed up by someirresistible dance music thathas
funspeltall overit, we've forgotten conveniently thatwe're dealingwith
sevenhuman beings with emotions, completely individual from each
other, with differentintentions, too.

Absolutelydividesitselfinto two distinctsides. The firstsideis prime-
time Madness, best exemplified by the closing track, “Solid Gone”,
aChas Smashrockabilly-inspired romp, with meaningless words and
lots of smiles.

The second sideis more personal, more serious, and shows Madness
capablenow ofwearing theirinfluences-Kilburns, Motown aswell as
ska—with pride and honour, butnotlettingthem dominate.

Buthowdo Madnesswish to berepresented in their new-found mood?

“I'dlikeittobe thatwe're changing. Movingon,” says Mark firmly.

Woody, asarticulateasever: “It’smuch more aware. I thinkwe've
become much more aware of our surroundings and our actual feelings
inside of ourselves. I think Side Two does show it more. Much more. We
don’tmeantobedeep and meaningful,itisus,” he gesticulates. “Andit’s
much morerealisticthan the commonimage thatwehave.It’s the closest
tousnow.” Hestops. “Ithinkthat’sallIcansay.”

Thisnew-found honesty, and ability to think clearly about what exactly
Madness and its members are about, was forced upon them by the
gruellingnine-month tour they completed lastyear, which took them
here, there and everywhere. Night after night theyfound inspiration from
somewhere to play the Nutty Boys, and notonce did they fake it for the
audiences. Thistour, though, will be different.

“Lastyear,” explains Lee, “we could go on stage time
andtimeagainand youwouldn’tsee anyone with the
hump. Butnow, Idon’tknowifpeople still expectit,
butif'minarealbad moodandIgooutthere,Iwon't
tryand putasmileon.”

Evenifyouraudience expectfunand games?

“That’swhatImean,” he exclaims. “Ifthe British
audiences are expecting funand games, poppers and
balloons, they've gotanother thing coming.”

Atrainsuddenlyrushes pastthewindow, filling the
cabinwith noise and flashinglight. In the cabin
behind us, Chasand Suggsyare sleeping peacefully,
recuperating slowly, asindeed thewholeband had to
lastNovember, at the end of that exhausting tour.

Theyalltookholidays.

“Andlots of drugs,” says Woody, laughingwith the
restofus. Until Lee turns serious.

“And that’s another thing, the drugs bit. Everyone’s got over that,
because a couple of uswent throughitand thoughtwe’d never pull
through.” There’s asilence until Woodyreveals the cause and effect.

“Itgetsso bad thatyou're doing solid work more and more, and each
member of theband has his ownway of pulling through. They either
drink, or they smoke amillion cigarettes, or they smoke dope, take
coke or speed orwhatever. But the thingis, is thatin the music
industryit’sveryeasyto gethold ofand youturnto those thingsand
it’'sgreat foraweek orso. Then you have to take more and more and
more,” he says, slowly emphasising hiswords.

“Untilitgoesinacomplete circle, whereyou're taking them because
you'redepressed about taking them and it gets to the pointwhere you
become asemi-addict. Itaffects the musicanditaffects thewhole
band. ButI'll tellyou this now, thisis the pointnowthatthe band have
gotoverthe hurdle and we've got fresh eyes to see throughit.”

He pauses. “Itwasborderingon the fact that we were beginning to
make abittoo manyfluffs,” he states candidly, “than we normally
did. Thenitgotto the stage where I thought, ‘I'm going to bugger my
whole careerup.”

“I'thinkitfrightened everyone,” states Mark simply, and indeed Lee
istheliving proofofthatstatement.
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“Onetime, thisgirlin the States,” heremembers, “chopped outaboutsix
linesand had thishandful of Tuinal. Said, ‘Hereyouare.’ Isaid, ‘Whatare
those?’ She goes, ‘Downers.’ Isaid, ‘Leaveitout’,and shesaid, ‘It’salright,
I've got some coke, you can come back up againwhenyouwant.”

The compartmentdissolvesintolaughterathis story, butit’s more the
laughter ofrelief. Especially Woody, who, notbeing the largest of chaps to
putitkindly, scaled downto aterrifying seven-and-a-halfstone, before
grabbinghold ofhis senses.

Heagreestotallywith Mark’s statement, collared from Chas, that the
band arenowtheir ownbest friends. Theyhave to be.

Anhourafter Markand Lee leave to rejoin Chris, Woody, Tom and
myselfbuy oursecond bottle of Salvatore’sawesomewine and settle back
tostoriesand memories. We finally fall asleep in Italy. And wake up in
cold, desolate, uninspiring Germany.

the morning. He tells me, Ja! Cappuccino will soon beready,’ and
then prices the earth for a tray of synthetic biscuits, small portions
of cheese and pate and pineapple juice. This passes for breakfast.

Itakeatraybackto Woody, who’savegetarian, and then bump into
ChasandMarkinanother cabinwhere they’relisteningto rockabilly
tapes. Chaslookswell after hislongsleep and sings along enthusiastically
tohistapes, observingthe desolate German scenery outside, which
alternatesbetweenindustrial wreckage and plain scenery.

Suggsyisstillinbed sleeping, but therest of the band are slowly
emergingas Salvatore turfs everyone out, demanding their sheets.

Chas, inthemeantime, has gotbored of the obscure rockabilly songs
he’splaying, and huntsin hisbagfor something new. Everythingfrom
DianaRossto The Undertonesisdiscarded, before he finally decides on,
whatelse? Madness.

The punchyrhythms of Absolutelybeat out, and I ask Chas whetherhe’s
read thearticleI'd broughtover onthe band, thathad hinted cryptically,
ifnotone-dimensionally, atadarkside tohis character.

Helaughsalittleand saysit’srubbish. He’sgotwoman trouble at
presentand is consequently on adowner because of that. There’sno deep
side, onlynatural feelings comingthrough.

Suddenly there’s ashoutfrom Tom gazing out of
thewindow. He'sjustseen an old lady with her skirt
down crappinginthe middle of theroad.

Leegrabshis cameraand decides to take a photo
ofthe sleeping Suggsy. He enters the cabin
stealthily, linesup the shotandisjustaboutto click
when Suggsy moans and turns over.

SALVATORE HAD DECIDED to talkin German today, atleast for




MADNESS

Leemakesanoise and Suggsywakesup. He sees me, winks good
morning,andItellhimI'llgethim abreakfastand aninterview to gowith
it. Hesmileswrylyand agrees.

Five minuteslater, we’re backin my cabin, with Chasand Woody.

Asfrontmen, and in Suggsy’s case, chieflyricwriter, alot of the Madness
direction comes from the Coco Brothers, in the form of visuals and
stance. Were they, like their mates, beginning to have doubts?

“It'salwaysbeen the same,” answers Suggsy. “It’'s fun when you're doing
it,butit’snot fun when peoplewantyoutodoit.”

“It'snotput-on,” continues Chas, in his deep, distinctive accent. “It’s
whatwe’ve been doingand whatwe werelike

“Butyeah,” helooksround atthe carriage. “Verylucky, very fortunate.”

Madness, however, do feel strongly, especially Chas and Suggsy, that
other people canattain their positionsjustaseasilyas theydid. They talk
strongly about previous members of the band, who could have stayed but
chosenotto, preferring either work or crime to “two-bobrehearsals”, as
Suggsyputsit.

Butthen,isitan enviable position to beinwhenall’s said and done?
Beingthe Coco Brothers, and all it entails. Chasacceptsitall.

“Theimage hasbeen pushedinto too much ofacommercial-type
image,” he concedes, “whichwe don’treallywanttobein. Butithas

helpedusalot. Putit thisway, ifyouain’tvery

before the band, mostofus, sowhenyouget
thesearseholes goingoutinyourskasuits...”

Hisvoicetrails offin disgust.

“Whereasiftheyhadn’tasked you,” interjects
Suggsy, “you’d probably put onyour suit, that
kind of thing. It’s either going to be spontaneous
ornotatall. It’smore depressing to be funny
whenyoudon’tfeel funny.”

Hegrinsalittle. Like Chas, he’swell builtand
smokesalot. Heexplains thathislyricshave
becomeabitmore self-indulgent, even though
he’stryinghard nottobe, and then hereveals
thereasoningbehind “Baggy Trousers”.

“Itwasapisstake of us, baggytrousersandall

“A couple of us
thought wed
never pull
through the
drugs bit”

popularyou can’treally go your own wayfirst.
You've gottoacceptit, beforeyoucanstart
goingthewayyouwantto go.

“Itisabitbad whenyou're not taken seriously
attimes. Like some of the stuffis serious, some
ofitisamusing, and we want people to take it
bothways. Notjustas the funny-ha-habit.”

tellsus Amsterdamis nearjustas Chas
explains the single Madness “ideal”.
“Entertainment,” he states unequivocally.
“Thenearestthingyoucansayisthatallwe

T HEDOORSLIDES open and Salvatore

thatshit, butalsoitwasaboutkidsandhowhard

itis, butitwas aboutteachers as well. Howboringitis for them. Itwas after
reading somethingabouthowhard schoolswere, but there’snothingyou
candoaboutit.”

Howdid he getonatschool?

“Notverywell, really. It was alright-Ijustcouldn’tbebothered,
really. Itwasn’t thatitwas hard;itwasboring, butIdidn’t come out of it
withmuch.”

Soyoufeelluckytobe doingthis, Isuggest, towhich ashoutof “You're
notkidding!” comes from all three band members.

“Especiallyme,” continues Suggsy, after the noise has died down “and I
suppose himabitreally (pointingat Chas), because we probablywouldn'’t
have done anythingreally.Iwould have never thought of singing.”

“Then,” he continues, referring to his schooldays as the train speeds
towardsAmsterdam, “Thad all theseimages ofart college with no
academicthingsatall-‘Yeah,I'm goingtobe acommercial artist, I'll
worryaboutitnextweek.' And thenjustdoingnothing. ThenintheendI'd
leftschoolandIwas poncingabout gardening and other things.

Previousmembersof
thebandpreferredwork
orcrimeto “two-bob
rehearsals”,saysSuggs

wanttodoishaveagoodtime, getbetterat
whatwe’re doing, people enjoyit, make some
moneyand besuccessful. We'renot tryingtoread anythingintoit,” he
wearily explains.

“It'sall observations mainly. Like this friend come up to me and what’s
thatsong, eh, ‘Overdone’, the words to that, and he was saying that was so
true. Hewrote tohismumand dad and found out they’d been divorced
anddied. And that'swhat people identifywith. People say there’sno
social statements. Thereis, butwe're nottryingto give any answers or
solutions.”

“Likewe had this problem,” interrupts Suggsy, “with all this ‘Youdon't
haveanysociologicalmeanings’. Buthalfthebandsyoutalkto,” he
reports, “like The Specials and The Clash, halfthe time they’re taking
thepiss.”

He pauses. “I've gotno affiliation with anybody politically or anything,
soanysocial sayings we have arein oursongs, and there are someifyou
listen to them. It’sjust that we don’t go wafflingon about them.”

ItellthemIthinkit’salso good thatyoungbands don’tgo waffling off
onthestar trip toomuch these days. Suggsy and Chasnod theirheads
inagreement.

“Itisaload of bollocks,” says Suggsy, “becauseI'vehad... well, I'm
being candid now,” he states, turning fully to the taperecorder. “I've
had £33,000, whichis theroyalty cheque thatI've got, and I've always
wanted to have ahouse or somewhere tolive.I'velived with my mum
allmylife, ormy girlfriend, so there was thishouse up the road for
£33,000,sohowamIgoingto afford aRoller oramink?”

Hetutsinamazement.

“Halfthe time,” he adds, “I think, ‘BollocksI'm going to be myself
now. Give allmymoneyaway. Ido thinkitseriously.Ican’tstand it
anymore—I'm goingtomake abigannouncementand quit. Then
othertimes, you think, ‘Right, Pete Townshend’s got this. Right, I'll go
and buythat!””

Chas Smash’sonlyambition at presentis to tour Americawith The
SpecialsinJanuary. Suggsy didn’t mention his.

Butjustasthistrainwill eventuallyreach Amsterdam (“Twenty
minutes,” says Salvatore), soit’sinevitable thatallMadness are
composed ofis seven naturalindividuals, each one as complexand
assimpleasyou. Intwo daysIsawambitions behind the painted-
smilefrustrations, laughter and boredom, allbandied about, but
Icould never attempt to sumit, or themup, injust two days.

“Tjustknowit’s better than gardening,” said Suggsy. And everyone
within earshotagreed.

Meet Craig, a 12-year-old Madness fan, whosebrotherIshareaflat
with.Tknewdamnwell thatI could never havereturned without the
band’sautographs for him. So dutifullyIasked, and cheerily theyall
signed. All exceptfor Chas Smash, wholateradded in blockletters:
“MADNESSAREABSOLUTELYSANE.”

Afterthesetwo days, that’s more than a possibility.

Paolo Hewitt ®

GETTY
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“I sold

This and other tall
stories from a desert
audience with
. With a new
album and rejuvenated
Magic Band, he’s more
out there, and relevant,
than ever. “Hey! If you
want to be a different
fish, you’ve got to jump
out of the school...”
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Aldous
Huxley a

vacuum
cleaner...”

NME

OD-DAMN THAT BEAT!” Don Van Vliet slams out a four-square
( ( tattoo on the dashboard ofhis blue Volvo estate. “That mama

heartbeat. Thatbom... bom... bom! Whydo they do that? Don’t

theyknowit’s bad for the heart?Iwould never treat my heart

thatway.Idon’twantmy heartto attack me!”

DonVanVlietisrailingagainst the evilmonotonous mama

heartbeat of what passes for musicinaworld oflimited sensibility where helives with his
unlimited sensibilities. And heisn'tkidding. Wherehe hearsamyriad symphonyIhear
only thewind whistling through the window. Where he sees aterrifyingmenace I'see only
alarge, gleamingtruck.

Butifhisgrip onrealityisslack, his grip on the wheelis sure. Foramoment, it'’shard to
tellwhichis enjoyingthe greateracceleration, hismind orhis car.

“Ihavefourwheelsbeneath me, oneinmyhand, and I'mtryingto do thisinterview.
Youhavealotofnerve, sit,” he exclaims as we slide past the gleaming menace. “You're not
evenworried!”

WhyshouldIbe?I'msafe. Safeasmilk.

I'minthehandsofsomeonewhoknowshowto plugin, to connect, to strip away the
surface andfeel the sensation. Hisnerve endsare alive to sensoryinput most of us have
learned to tune outforsanity’s sake. Don Van Vlietmaybe alot of things, buthe will never
bebored. »



November11,1980:
CaptainBeefheart
&TheMagicBand
playingashowat
theParadisoin
Amsterdamthat
wasrecordedfor
radiobroadcast
andsubsequently
widelybootlegged
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“Ibreathewith everypore,” hesays, and I have noreason to doubthim.
Besides, before he became Captain Beefheart, thelegendary Captain
Beefheart, whenhewasjustDon Van Vliet, a teenage beatnik prodigy, he

used torace Porsche 904s, asleeklittle '50s fastback that could turn on
adime. Heused torace them outin the desert, towhich we are heading,
outofLosAngeles on the freewayvia Antelope Valley atfarless than
racingtilt.

When atavery early age he won ascholarship to studysculpturein
Europe, his parents tried to curb the youngartistby moving to the most
culturallybarren environmentimaginable, the Mojave Desert. Theirson
stilllives there, with hiswife Jan, inarented

Lifeis preciousand too easily squandered. Captain Beefheartdoesn’t
like towasteamoment. “Ionce stayed up forayearand ahalf. Between the
agesof25and261didn’tgotosleepatall... Lostallmyfriends though!”

When somuch of whatis considered pertinentinartthese daysis
produced outoffearand alienation, Beefheart’s musicis more thanjust
bracing, it'simpertinent. Breatheinitsbreadthifyou can. Butbe warned
thatyoucan’tdancetoitandyoucan’'twearitlikeabadge. Ifitmeans
anythingtoyouitwillmean more than that.

Doc At The Radar Stationis hismosturgentwork since Lick My Decals
Off, Baby, the album thata decade ago followed hard on the heels of Trout

Mask Replica—-easily the most unique and

trailerlocated somewhere between Los
Angelesand Death Valley. It affords plenty of
solitude, some unusual wildlife, and ample
roomtoracecars...

NotthatDonVan Vlietdoes thatanymore,
althoughinhisyouth hewanted nothing
morethantobeagreatracingdriver, oragreat
sculptor. One ofhisdeserthaunts was Pancho
Barnes’ FlyInn, where X-seriesrocket test
pilots from Edwards Air Force Base would go
tounwind afterburning up amixture of
alcoholandliquid oxygenin the atmosphere
andbefore doing the same to the empty desert
highwaysinimported Ferraris and three-litre

“An artist
is one who
kids himself
the most
gracefully”

overwhelmingcreation evertolanguishin
thegeneral category ofrock.Itdemandsa
momentousand equal critique. Portentous
statements merelysellitshort. AndI'd be baying
atthemoonbeforeIcame close.

Butbackinthe Frownland that Beefheart
invited everybodytoleavebehindin the opening
moments of Trout Mask there are stillsome to
whom his musicisjustnoise and accidents,
ashapeless, head-on tumult of sound. Not so.
Everynote, every dischordis preordained. His
are some of the most meticulous compositions
ever.Inwhatcanseemlike cacophonythereis
asplendid sonority, with all theresounding

AustinHealeys.

Andifhewasn’tatthe FlyInn, then he’d be at clubslike the Insomniac
inLA, diggingblues, jazz, folkand poetryand hanging out with Lenny
Bruce. Itwasatthe Insomniac thathe sawAJ Lloyd and Ewan McColl
perform English folk songs from a collection called Blow Boys Blow, still
hisfavouriterecord.

ButDonVan Vlietis much more thanjustaproduct of the salubrious
intellectual climate of California during the '50s beat uprising...

“WhenIwasthree,Isaid to mymother, ‘Yoube Sue, I'llbe Don, and
he (myfather) willbe Glen. Don’t step over theline and we’ll be friends.’
Isaid thattoherwhenIwasthree.Isentmymotherhome mynavel!
Whatelse couldIdo? She appreciated it, she wentalong.”

...And much morethanjusteducated in hip. He came to knowthe
worldinwaysyoudon’tlearnatschool, towhich he never went, and
whereheneverlearntto thinkinastraightline.

“Hey!Ifyouwant to be adifferent fish, you've got to jump out of
theschool...”

Alotofpeopledidn’tevennotice. Doc At The Radar Stationwas
writtenin 35 minutesandrecorded in just over aweek. Like almost
everythinghehasdone overthe past 13 years, itis powerful, complex,
raw and uncompromised. Ithasnothing to do with fashion or tradition
oranyartdoctrine ormovement;it's purelyand simplyahowling
affirmation oflife.

CAPTAIN BEEFHEART HAS just released a new album.

“I'vejuststarted...lhave
therightingredientsnow™:
CaptainBeefheartposes
inanapartment,New York
City,September30,1980

excitementof chaos.

And like the music, hisverseisalsoirreducible. Ifyou could boil down
themusicyoumight getnaked freejazzand swamp-rootblues, but the
wordswouldjustevaporate. Beefheart'slyrical terrain ranges from the
saltytothesurreal. He playswith wordslike a child with toys, and they
seemtohaveavividnessforhim thattheylosein theminds of mostpeople.

Hetakes delightin metaphors, puns and similes, which are so abused
and under-used bylazyand dullminds that we forget theyhave the
greatestilluminative power of alllanguage. Beefheartfindsin such
wordplay the onlyadequate vessel for his delirious perceptions, and it
canbeaheadycuptodrinkfrom.

Forinstance, he doesn’tlike to smoke dope... “Itmakes me feellike a fly
withawingcaughtinhoney!”

TheB-52’s share his fondness for the wild metaphor (as well as his
strongecological concern), and numerous other new-rock figures pay
tribute tohim as asource of musical inspiration (in the case of Devo and
ThePop Group) and sheer inspiration.

Because Captain Beefhearthasdone whatallartshould aspire to,and
thatis to touch people’slives; notjust decorate their lifestyle oradorn
their clothes butactually strike deep down on a dormantnerve, awaken
andflexsleepingsenses.

Beefheartdoesn’tjustentertain with dirtykinghexmojo navigation
(asheproved he could with Clear Spot, the unsung soulalbum of the
decade), or provide anyof the other thingswelookforin ourleisure hours.
Heprovides akeytolimitless possibilities and he sounds the alarm on
everythingthatis shallow, bogus or
mercenary. Take myword forit, orask
Jerry Dammers, or Johnny Rotten...

Thelatterrecently did himselfa
disservice by passingup the chanceto
meet Beefheart. The two of them were
invited by awomanwhoworks for the
LATimes,butRotten neverarrived, a
showofapparentbad manners that
appalsthegentlemanin MrVan Vliet.

“Aladyinvitesamantodinnerandhe
doesn’teven showup? Shit.Ithoughthe
was alrightbefore that, butwho does
thingslike thattoalady? That’stoo
casualforme. And Iwould haveliked to
havemethimbecauseI'veseenhimin
many audiences of mine, many! Hell
yes, Irecognise peopleinaudiences!
I'veseenyoubefore...”

Attheageof39, DonVan Vlietcutsa
strange and hidden figure. He shuffles
alonglikeajanitor, butasecond glance
revealssomeminor dischords: asketch




Novemberi2,1980:
Beefheartandthe Magic
BandappearatThe
VenueinLondon’s
Victoria,ownedbyhis
label, VirginRecords

book clutched under arm;an old, expensive felt
hat;in one pocketapair of sunglassesboughtso
longago they’re almostfashionable; aclothes-
pegclipped to the other. Unlike the healthy,
tanned Californian animal, he wears thelook of
amanforwhomthenighttimeistherighttime.
Infact, hesayshe came out ofthe Van Gogh
museum in Holland and was disappointed with
thesun. Hasbeen eversince.

Heshakes hands meeklybut fixes youwith
eyeslike pins. His presenceis slight but
uncanny. People barelynotice this creaturein
theirmidst, and he himselfis farmore relaxed
when surrounded by the eerie Joshua trees of
thedesert. “Theycan’tevenseeus,” hewill
later remark of the plastic patrons of a plastic
desert motelbar. “Theydon’teven knowwe’re
here...” Anautomatwaitress chooses that
moment tolookright through me.

becauseI get to meetartistic people;

peoplethat careaboutraisingtheart
culture, which Inaturally care about because
I'manartist.

“Ialwayssayanartistisone

whokids himselfthe most
gracefully. ButIreallyam.
I'vetried otherthingsand
theydon’twork.I'vebeen
anuplockinstallator foran
aviation company. The
uplockisthelandinggears.
Hydraulictechnicianis what

44 I HAVEALOTTA fun doingwhatIdo,

George F. Schutz presents

Iwas, theysaid, butI'man 28 at 8pm

imposter.Iwentinthereand %Fi"EDBAg,ANC%\‘l THE A'IPER

Ididn’tknowanything. W
“ldiditwithalotofcare, | F you

though, anditgaveme
extremelybad headaches.
ThenT'vesoldshoes...Ithink
that'saveryimportant
thing, ashoe. Whatelse?
I'vesold vacuum cleaners,
Isold Aldous Huxley a
vacuum cleanerinLano-
Lano, California. Heused to
dothecleaningandhave his
wife sitdown and watch.
Isn’tthatnice?”
It'snoteasytohold Don
VanVliet'sattention on
prosaicdetails.Thadjust
asked him about the fabled
Bat Chain Pullertape, aset of
demos featuring the genesis
ofthenewMagicBandand
versions of several songs that
appearonDoc...and 78’s
Shiny Beast,areturntovirtue
afteralongspell oflittle or
misguided activity.
“That’sabeautiful album, isn’tit? They don’teven knowthatin
England. They do?Well, they didn’tbuyit. They couldn’t afford to, could
they?IwishThadalotofmoney;I'd give everybodyone!”
Itwasn’tdeliberate, but Virgin Records allowed what would eventually
become Shiny Beastto circulateinits demo state—abad move about
which the Captainisangrybutforgiving. “Friends don’t mind justhow
yougrow,” hesays, quotinghimself. “I've gotalotof them.I've gotalotof
albumsinme.I'vejuststarted.Imean, [ havetherightingredients now.”
Meaning the new Magic Band: Robert Williamson drums, Eric
Feldman onbassandkeyboards, Jeff Tepper onslide guitar,and new
recruitRichard Snyder also onslide guitar. Rick Redus, who played on
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Shiny Beast, has since departed, and Drumbo (John
French), who has played with Beefheartsince Safe As
Milkin’67,and who played almostunrepeatable drums
and guitaron partsof Doc...,doesn’twantto playlive.
ThenewMagic Band give theimpression ofhaving
grownup alongside Zoot Horn Rollo, Rockette Morton,
ArtTripp lIland Winged Eel Fingerling, so adeptare
theyatmakingthe fluid polyrhythmic moves of the
music. It'sasiftheyalready knewitbyheart...
“No.Iwishitwas. Youcansay thatifyouwant, butl
knowyoudon’thaveaverygood timewithlies—Ican
tellbyyoureyes. But thereis one guy that came tome
like that, the Winnebego Sioux, German and Scottish
fellow, whomIcall Brave Midnight Hat-Size Snyder. He
likesit,and he told meI've gota Brave Midnight Hat-Size
Snyder forlife. Twon’teverleave thisband, hesaid.
“Thadjustafewdaystofind aguitaristand he called me onthe phone
andsaid, ‘Let’sdoit.’ Isaid yougottalearn 29 songsin three weeks, and he
didit!Ican’tbelieveit. He’s the best there is with Jeff Tepper. Incredible!
I'vegotitnow.I've beenlookingfor 15 years for this. It’s thatgood...”

opens the sketchbookhe hasbeen carryingaround with him all

”

LATER, INTHE plastic motel bar at the edge of the desert, he finally

daylong...“Fiftyyears from now, you'llwish you'd gone ‘wow!"..
Whether hewasrightornot, the odd thingwas, he didn’tsound theleast
bitbitteraboutit.
TheMagicBand rehearsein alow-rent LA studio behind a bike shop,
accessibleviaayardscattered with dead iron ponies. The group have »
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been there for three weeks, rehearsing the material, old and new, that
Beefheartwants to perform on his current European tour.

Theyrehearse mostlyfromrecords, and he comesin onlytofine tune
them. On this particular day, they’re working on “Sugar And Spikes”,
grindingitto perfection; swappingsearing time signatures as though it
were second nature, burningaholein the original version.

Beefheartsits onthe sofa, his eyes glistening with excitement. He
declinesto sing, saying wait until we get on stage, and instead he cajoles,
encourages, teases, tries to throw them off, fails, and justlaughs athow
good theyare.

“I've gotmy play cut out for me. Did you hear that?Tused to workwith
those other guys, butIplaywith these fellows!”

IaskRobertWilliamswhatit’slike playingwith Captain Beefheart.

“Ahellofaloteasier than workingwith Hugh Cornwell...”

The conversation turns, innocently enough, to the subject of whether
women like Beefheart’s music. He claims theydo. The Magic Band

disagree. “Somedo,” saysJeff Tepper, “butnotas manyashe thinks!”

“Women like mymusic,” says Beefheart. “Sure theydo.Idoitmainly
forwomen. Obviously. What otherreasonis there?'m goingto be doing
‘NowadaysAWoman’s Gotta HitAMan’ on his tour.I've done alot of
things aboutwomen.Icareabout them.Ilike them. Theyhave never
scared me, never. I think they're superior, actually. AndI've never had
athoughtofanyfearoranimosityabout them!”

Alotofmenseewomen as predators...

“Youmean like Black Widow spiders, right? They re gorgeous too.
They'renotblack though, they'rekind ofamaroon colour...”

(Onthesubjectof men and women and Captain Beefheart, Iwantto tell
astoryaboutacoupleI knowthatgoesalotfurther thananyweighty
metaphysical analysis towards explaining the effects ofhis music. It goes
like this...)

Hewas going through one of those bleak, morose spells thateverybody
goesthroughnowand again. She wasn’texactly having the time of herlife

Gock-gyed verve M52

Captain Beefheart And The Magic Band
VIRGIN

Inthe Beefheart Universe, you see everything
thatyouseeinotherplaces, butitalways
seems different. The basic building blocks of
Beefheart’s sound remain the same - country
blues-derivedslide guitar, bass and drum parts
where the beat gets turned around in the first
fourbars and then stays turned around, odd
touches of marimba, assertive outbursts of
harmonicaand sax-but the sense of surprise
and delight never wanes, since nobody else
makes that sound, and since Beefheart’s'70s
career has beenso patchy - due principally to
protracted Devo-style

Kong” (playing bass on the latter as well
-whatalad).Inthe grand Antennae
Jimmy Semens tradition, Jeff Moris
Tepper keeps the slide parts bumping
into everything in exactly the wrong (right)
places. There are even two shortinstrumental
links (“Flavour Bud Living” and “A CarrotIs As
Close As A Rabbit Gets To A Diamond”) left
over from the original Bat Chain Puller before
it mutated into Shiny Beast.

While Clear Spot represents the peak of
Beefheart’s “accessible” period, Doc...is as
much evidence as could possibly be desired
thatthe Van Vliet museissstill asintractably
stimulating as ever. Over

contractual disagreements
between Virginand Warners
-thatthere hasbeen alimited
supply of the Captain'’s
nonconformist noise.
Between1971's epic Clear
Spotand lastyear’s Shiny
Beast, things were bleak

“The Van Vliet
muse is still
intractably
stimulating”

thepast13origyears,
Beefhearthas oftenbeen
patronised as some sort of
amusing eccentric,andbeen
touted as having “finally
arrived”, or some such. Both
contentions are slightly wide
of the mark: Beefheart’s

Beef-wise, but Doc At The

Radar Station would suggest that the cranky
oldbuzzardis certainly none the worse for
wear. The opening “Hot Head” begins withan
insistent two-note guitar motif determined to
play things straight, which is rapidly joined by a
slide guitar equally determined not to do
anything of the sort before drummer Robert
Arthur Williams (unscathed by his encounter
with Hugh Cornwell) demonstrates that the
beat is not quite where either of them thought
it was and the Captain wails, declaims and
makes noises with his harmonica.

“Another day, another way/Someone’s had
too much to think!” Where did that artificial
orchestracome from? Beefhearthas
context completely mastered: when there
isn’tone, he creates it to order. Something
like the intro to “Dirty Blue Gene” literally
could notbe the work of anybody else, just
as no other artist would announce, “We don't
have to suffer, we're the best batch yet.”

The current Magic Band perform
Beefheart’s music with the appropriate
cock-eyed verve: John (Drumbo) French
isback onthe team, reincarnated asa
guitarist, though he returnsto drumson
“Ashtray Heart” and “Sheriff Of Hong
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musicis only “eccentric”

because it conforms toits owninternallogic
andto not much else, while his “arrival” in good
oldblinkered rockbiz termsis, as ever, highly
unlikely, since hisreference pointsare as
uniquein these post-Pere Ubu times as they
were when Peelfirst began bludgeoning Top
Gearlisteners with Safe As Milk backin'67.

“Making love to a vampire withamonkey on
my knee/Please God, fuck my mindforgood...
deathbe damned!” This noise is like no other.
Charles Shaar Murray

(9o

either. Shiny Beasthad just
beenreleased.
Hestayed up long
into the night playing
onetrackoverand
overand overagain.
“Batchain... puller/
Batchain... puller/
BATCHAAAIAN...
puller... puller, puller...”
Beefheart’sunearthlylow
moanseeped through the
house and outthe chimney.
Thenextmorningtherewasanoteonthe
table... “Sod you, mate. And sod your Bat
ChainPuller, Puller, Puller! Your dinner’s
inthegarden!”)

APTAIN BEEFHEART’S MIND
‘ alightswhereitwill. He’'sahard

man to stay on the track of. He
flits from one subject to another like
abeeinagarden. Butifheis occasionally
vague, he’s never distant. Frankly, he’s
one of the sharpest people I've ever met.
Hereads people very closely, too closely
togetalongwith theminany
conventional manner.

“Ialwaysfeel asif'mbabysitting,” he
saysofhisrelationship tothehumanrace.
“I'thinkthere’s 40 peoplein the world and
five ofthem are hamburgers. You must
haveread that. There are afew people that
Ilike, butmostofthem are dead.Isn’t that
awful?Van Gogh, Shakespeare, mostofthe
peoplethatIreallylike...”

Beefheartusedtoownalate-'50sJaguar.
Onedayhewasdrivingalongwhenhe saw
abillboard advertisingabrand ofhouse
paintwith the extravagantand highly
debatable claim thatVincent Van Gogh
would have used thisbrand
were hestillin a position to paint
hishouse. The Captainwas so
incensed thathe drove straight
offthe highway.

“I'lltellyouwho Imissright
nowverymuch... hiswife came
toseemerecently... Roland Kirk,
RahsaanRoland Kirk. Hewasa
very good friend of mine. Hewas
one ofthebestpeoplel ever met;
hewasbrilliant, abrilliantman.
Veryunderestimated. He was
one ofthebesthorn players that
ever lived. Some people know
that, butnotmany.



2 . -
December9,1980, the day
after JohnLennon’sdeath:
the CaptainandMoris Tepper
onstageatlIrvingPlaza,NYC,
whereheopensthesetwith
animprovisedsaxsolo, then
says, “Thatwasfrom John,
throughDon,forSean”

“Iremember thatlastthingIsaid to him.Itwasataclub called the
Lighthouse, afamousjazzclub. Hehadjustfinished playingand he came
overandsaid tome, ‘HowamIgoingto getsomethingto eat, Don?’ Isaid,
‘Roland, the onlyplace you can find ribsat thistime of nightin Los
AngelesisintheBible!’ Helaughed, boy, he laughed. Iwas so happythat
Ihadsaid somethingthatpleased him.

“Thatwas thelasttimeIsawhimalive. Man, that guy played so
beautifully. Have you ever heard ‘You Did It’ by him? Phew!

“Ialsolike Thelonious Monkvery much.Ioncesawhimataplacein
theValley, some newtheatre thathad come up with some sort of
extravaganza. He gotthere halfan hourlate and therewasatribute
waiting for him: a glassbowl full of red roses. Youknowwhathe did?
Therewasagrand piano, abeautiful Steinway. He stillhad on his
overcoat; he picked up the bowl of roses, dumped the whole thinginto the
piano, slammed the top closed, sat down, hitone note and split! Hey, I
clappedforhalfanhour! Imean, whatelse? Thatwasbeautiful, and it
sounded beautiful too. He hit therightnote.

“Mindyou, some people thoughthe didn’t play forlongenough...Some
people have had too much to think. ‘Open up another case of the punks.’
I'mnottalkingaboutthe punkpeople, thatisnotwhatI meant. [ haveno
animosity. Too smartfor that.

“ButIhavetosaythatpunkallsoundstomelike arehashingofold
rock'n’roll. Idon’tlike that. Didn’tlike old rock’n’rollin thefirst place.
Iwasasculptor,Ididn’t payanyattention to that. Youwantme to tellyou
the truth?Idon’t care that much for music...”

CaptainBeefheartdoesn’'t care thatmuch formusic... Of course
hedoesn’t!He'savisionary. Awitch doctor! Inanother age he would
havebeenjustapoet.
Hehastoomuch
dignitytobecome
aguruinthis.Sohe
does music. Why?

“Asanirritant. What
would somebody this
smartbe doingit for
other thanthat?Ilike
poetry, and I putmusic
with poetryand things
like that. MaybeI'm

acook.Oranalchemist, maybe. Who knows?I'mjustgettingstarted
with thespellsIdo.

“Butlhaveabeefinmyheartaboutthe things they’ve donein this
world. SinceIwasbornI'vebeen aghast, stunned... Whydidn’tthey put
Band-Aids on the flaw? Why didn'thuman beings study and fix these
things?Idon’tknow.

“I'mtryingtodoalllcanandIhavebeenall of mylife. AndIthought
therewould have been more happening bynow-Ithought that Trout
Maskmightdo somethingto break up thatcatatonicstate. That'swhy
Ididit, totake thelabels off... getrid of thelabels andlet’ssee what’s
goingon. Buttheydomorebom...bom... bom.I'msosickofthatmama
heartbeat!Hey, listen...Idon'twantmyheartto attackme!Iwould never
treatmyheartthatway. Never.”

Thescoreatthis pointisabouteven. Theworld hasn'twoken up and
DonVanVliethasn't gone tosleep. Come to thinkofit, that putshim
ahead. Andifyouhave ears, you have tolisten to him. He can make you
wanttorattleyour cage, andrattle everybodyelse’s cage too; sellotape
theireyesopenandremoveall thelabels, grab them by the neckand rub
theirfacesinthe heat of existence.

CaptainBeefheartisaprimal current, almostafolkartist. He trusts
hisinstincts...

“Allthetime.”

Dotheyeverletyoudown?

“Manytimes.”

Butyoustill trust them?

“SureIdo.Friends don’tmind justhowyou grow.Imade friends with me
alongtimeago.” Paul Rambali ®
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06T0BER-VERIBER

TheSelecteratDingwalls
inCamden,NorthLondon,
withstraightman Arthur
“Gaps”Hendrickson(right)
ausefulfoilfor Pauline
Black’s“impishvibrancy”

Harder and stronger

NME NOV 22

(44 THIS ISFORall the people who
thought that we were finished two
months ago. It’s called ‘Washed

Up And Left For Dead'...and we ain’t!”

Pauline Black seems to be scanning the
frontrow of the Hope And Anchor basement
with some intent, in search of an unimpressed
face ortwo. She fails to find one andit is
probably just as well, for she looks primed to
jump down any throat which might utter so
much asamurmur of disapproval.

The Selecter are back with a chip on their
shoulder and something to prove.

Foraband who entered 1980 with
everything going for them, the last few
months have been miserable: the
inevitable backlash, a split from the 2-Tone
mothership and internal upheavals have
left them popular favourites to be the first
new skaband to gounder.

Theirreply hasbeen to come back harder
and stronger, aresurgence asremarkable in
itsownright as the one The Jam experienced
two years ago between The Modern World
and AllMod Cons. The Selecter, of course,
have always swung with a little more soul and
subtle sensuality than The Specials or any of
the other 2-Tone bands. Now they seem to
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be veeringinthe direction of amore
straightforward reggae groove while
keeping sight of their original drive.

The two new members fitted in well. While
Adam Williamsis not as funky a bassist as
Charley Anderson, and James Mackie will
never be as fluent an organist as Desmond
Brown, the two newcomers combined neatly
with the rest of the band to produce atenser,
more spatial sound.

A pile of new songs were also previewed,
the lyrics perhaps more thoughtful and
anxious thanin the past,
achillingreflection of
the dangerous times but
delivered with a defiance
which suggeststhat The
Selecter stand for more
thanameek acceptance of
the status quo. The new
songtitles give the fairest
indication of the subject
matter - “Cool Blue Lady”,
“Red Reflections”, “Bristol
And Miami” and “Bombscare”.

When she avoids lapsing into histrionics -
she does from time to time - Pauline Blackis
aperformer with real styleand gutsand, as

They seem to be
veering in the
direction of a more
straightforward
reggae groove
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such, one of the
most compelling
around. Andinher vocal
partner Gaps she has abluff
straight man to provide the ideal foil for
herimpish vibrancy,in much the same way
that Terry Hall's sardonic cool gives a good
balance to The Specials full-blooded rabble-
rousing stage antics.

Whatever, Pauline’s initial paranoiaand
suspicion was belied by the warmth of the
reception the group were given. Indeed, so
impressive was the set
that the basement was
still humming with
appreciationafull1s
minutes after the band had
completed the second of
theirencores.

The nine new songs
includedinthe set
also gave good advance
warning that their
Celebrating The Bullet
album -duein January - should be well
worth investigating.

Take alisten. It's not quite the same old
songon next year’s radio. Adrian Thrills




November11,1980:Bow Wow
Wow’s Annabellalwinand

Seditionaries-sportingpalon
stageattheStarlightRooms,

Hammersmith, WestLondon

A funnier singer
than Rotten

NME NOV 22

ALCOLM McLAREN HAS
probably never been more on
the nail-post-punkand present
Thatcher Britainis agreyand
dismal hole.

The trouble with McLaren’s alternatives,
though, hasalwaysbeen their
impracticality: too much of whathe says
and does smack ofingenious dilettante.
Of coursehisability toirritate the media,
justby givingitthe slightest tickle, well, that
ishilarious. The English, self-conscious,
phlegmatic, clinging to their outdated
sense of national pride (Specials, Jam,
Upstartsall propagate that treadmill),
believingin the spirit of the orthodox;
they're natural conservatives.

So,justasanantidote to thatdepressant,
McLaren’swheezes are momentarily
distracting. Ifonly theylasted; everyone
knowsthere’llnever be anysocial
revolutionimposed from below, buteven
to pretend itwas around the corner?
McLaren’sansweristodressupinfun
clothes, be glamorous. “Pretendit’s
thetropics.” Gonative? A bitdifficult
inNovember.

Perhapsbyalawofincreasingreturns,
Malcolm McLaren may succeed with
BowWow Wow where he failed with the
New York Dolls and the SexPistols.
Communismand anarchy don’tgo down
toowell with the Watney’sand the JPS;
besides, the Dollswere areally dreadful
group and the Pistols seem to have spawned
amillion hangers-on-the newhippies.
Bondage for tourists.

Now McLarenis makingthe mistake of
sellingunderage sexwith

Bow Wow Wow, instead of £2.50, theregulars come Nothinguntoward happened. After
justlettingthem geton with They play exactly heretoskate, drink coke theirsecond set, Bow Wow Wow slip off

it. Themedia (including = = (noboozelicence) and toskate. They’ve played, promoted their
NME) swallowhis bait; Ilke thﬂlr tapes listen toloud, loud music. cassetteand that’sit. If they werereallysmart
some ofthe hacksare T It'sblackand white, but they'djettison McLaren now and rely on their
outraged butthey’re the = SOphIStIGated, theyaren’tinto 2-Tone owntalentto getrid ofthenaggingfeeling
sameblokeswholeerat andviolence. thatthisis onlyanotherstunt, acleverjoke,
younggirlsinthestreet. bou“cy so“gs Littlekidsfloat apublicityscam foramanufactured

group. Thenew Monkees or the

Chickenwill sellandsell, celebrating fun around with

aunaturelle,and the fact the glamour HAMMERSMITH new Beatles?
thatMcLaren canmake pusses. STARLIGHT ROLLER DISCO Actually, itwould be alright
sex controversialin 1980is only further proof Mostofthemarenearerto — LONDON —— iftheywere. Maybe when N
of the gutter mentality ofa spirituallyand Annabella’sagethanthe McLarendropshis cynicism 3
culturallydead nation. gagglearound the stage. L I ‘ ’ E' acouple of notcheshe’llhave =
BowWow Wow are verygood and exciting, BowWow Wowlooknervous ® somethingto getseriousabout. £
they’re much better musicians than the Sex and theaudienceis quiet. — NOVEMBERTI — Dressup and drop out. It’sas é
Pistols. AnnabellaLwinisafunniersingerthan | McLarenhoversattheback goodananswerasany. MaxBell — &
Rotten; David Barbarossa, Leigh Ray Gorman like abrooding mother
and MatthewAshmandon’'tdeserve tobe hen.Annabellalosesher -
compared with the otherwashouts. They play temper; thelack of ‘
exactlylike their tapes, too—intriguing, responseis confusing. w OW ‘ A s
sophisticated, bouncy songs celebrating fun. Perhaps McLaren’s -
Theyaren't offensive. stuntsandironieshave
Ithoughttheaudience atthe Starlightwas backfired and no one
sparse for the group but good for the disco. For trustshimanymore. B 0 w

di | hole.
Bow wow wow ‘ grg\{_‘: rt'::)u'l:lr:euith MclLaren’s ‘

alternatives though has



SimpleMinds
frontmanand
co-founderJim
Kerr:“Webegan
tograspwhat

wasgoingon” =
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SIMPLE MINDS

"Arrogance
o g()t me

have escaped
humdrum Glasgow for )

| D
European cityscapes,
and embraced cold
war paranoia to make

“marching songs for NME
desperate times, ,- NCEYOU GET onto the European mainland, it'’shard

. . 114 = not to be infected by the virulent strain of fatalism
e Ho Evel'y day WE]USt sweeping the Conti};ent. Enroute to Charles De
. Gaulle Airporton the first stage of ajourneyback

Ope“ Oll I' eyes and to the deceptive security of thisisland home, I'm
= injected with afinal dose by a brazenly cheerful,
mlnds,” Says Kerl'. walrus—moustachged taxidriver. Y Y

The Russiansarestill far away, but Communists hold suburbsin the
foothills of Paris, he moans. He sees conspiracies on every street cornet,
resentmentinthe face of youthreticent to defend the Tricolore. They're
probablyinonittoo! Thisisn't speculation, his greywhiskers quiver, this
isfact. Orsohisparanoiawillhaveit...

Simple Minds have beeninfected by the disease, but their singer Jim
Kerrsensiblyreferstoitasaneducation. And while he’slearning, he’snot
takinganysides. We're careeringacross Belgium and France in the back
ofaminibus, through lush farmland too uniformto hold our attention,
so conversation turnsto the uglieraspects of modernliving.

AtthemomentJim’srecallingan eventfulride through East German
customsafter SM’s Berlin gig.

“We were going through customs, playinga tape of the soundtrack
from Apocalypse Now, and justas ‘The End’ started, awhole convoy of
Americantanksrolled pastontheirwayto Berlin.”

Quiteacoincidence of songandreallife.

“Nowhow canyouignore thingslike that?I mean, people mightsay
we're pretentious forusingwords like, er, guns, in our songs, butitwould
bemore pretentious toignorewhat’s goingonaround us.”

Helapsesintosilence. We pick up the trail the following afternoonin

aParisianhotelroom.

“It’sso easyin Britainwhenyoudon’tsee asoldier
oragun, justtosay, (adoptingaderisivetone) ‘Oh,
whatisallthis?” Butwhenyou're here—and we've

SIMPLE MIMDS EMPIAES AVD DAUCE beenin Europe four times this year, we’ve been
here more thananywhere else—how canyounotbe
affected byit?”

Heextends hisline ofthoughtinto hissongsand
those ofhis peers.

“Thewhole thingwith thisnewEuropean stuff...
Imean, singingsongs about Europe can beso crass
unlessyoudoitright.Irememberabandin’77
called The Automatics, who did asang called
‘When The Tanks are Rolling Over Poland’. Imean,
whoo,” hesighsresignedly. “What’s thatallabout?”

Duringabriefpause, the strains of Simple Minds’
“ITravel” echoinmymind. Thefirsttrack of this
year’smostsubversive dance album, Empires »

VIRGINIA TURBETT / GETTY
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And Dance, it’'samarching songfor these desperate times. Aboveitall,
Kerr’sgrandly exaggerated vocal taps tragic depths, when he sings:
“Europe has a language problem/Talk, talk, talk, talking on/In Central
Europe men are marching/Marching on and marching on/Love songs
playinginrestaurants...”

Kerr comments: “Ithinkifwe can doasongthat’s appealing, butwith
anedgesothatitdoesn’tgettoo comfortable, people mightlisten to
what’sbeingsaid. And thelanguage problemin the songis politics—the
lastline goes, ‘Babbleon.”

Scheduled for singlerelease, the message should hithome. The
chorushasalready formed aloop running through mymind: “Travel
round, I travel round/Decadence and pleasure towns/ Tragedies, luxuries,
statues, parks and galleries.”

Travel has obviouslybroadened Simple Minds.

Simple Minds broadened mine and nowI'mtravelling to Parisand
Brusselstofind outhowtheydidit. Up until their Hammersmith Palais
gigafewweeksback, I'd always damned them with veryfaint praise,
sayingbasically that they covered well in the absence of gods out-of-town
like Bowie and Roxy.

Theirfirstalbum, Life In A Day, was abulging holdall of influences
regurgitated practicallyunchewed; cosyimages of alienation and other
modish themesnestled alongsidejarringnoises alwaysatouch too
familiarand comfortable toreally cutit.

Theyrevealed amore electronic bent on the second, Real To Real
Cacophony,butthingslike the title track scanning almostidentically
Kraftwerk’s “Radioactivity” didn'timprove their critical status any.
Cominginthewake of Numan, itwas mostlydismissed as justanother
hopeful cash-in, but Simple Minds’ rhythms have always packed too solid
apunch for them tobe bracketed underlight-frame electronic pop, no
matter how ethereal the topping. And though they’re not doinganything
thatradically differentnow, they’re certainly doingitalotbetter.

Somehow they’ve made the greatleap from beingrawyoung
impressionables unsure what to make of their vastinput ofinformation
andinfluences,into aconfident, adventurousband suddenly aware of
their potential. Theresultingalbum, Empires And Dance, is distinctly
Simple Minds. Theyknowit and are justifiably proud of it. It is everything
Bowie’s Lodger could have been ifhe were younger and more opentolife
goingonaround him. Like Lodger, Empires And Dancerapidly switches
locations, butsensiblystaysin Europe, whose problems are also ours.
Andunlike Bowie, Simple Minds are inexperienced enough toinvolve
themselves with what theyfeel around them, using their songs as a field
of operations for comingto termswith their own “confusion” —aword
thatcropsup alotinKerr’s conversation.

Thealbum consists of gloriously depicted, desolate cityscapes, but
however gloomy the music gets, astrongsense of discomfort prevents
thelistener cocooning himselfin self-pitying melancholy. Simple Minds’
struggleisnoteasilyadmired froma distance, butithastobefelt. Thatis
thecrucial thing.

Peter Gabriel, who liked them enough to invite them along free
of the massive fees usually associated with the supportspots on
prestigious tours. Not only that, he makes sure they get enough time

S IMPLEMINDS’ PRESENT visit to Europe comes courtesy of
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foragood soundcheck, too. This sort of
behaviour ought to be common decency, but
it'srarein the cut-throat world of rock’n’roll.

Personally, Inever thoughtI'd be grateful to
Gabriel foranything, but the sound in Brussels
isgreat—you canevenhearthewords. Simple
Minds openwith “Capital City”, a pulsing
suspense story, then “Thirty Frames A Second”
isevenbetter,an autobiographical slice of
Kerr’slife viewed in flashback: “Ilost myjob/

] SecuritylSelf-confidence/ Bank account/
| Identity”. The effectis overwhelmingasthe
-ﬁ.s j memory slipsbackanothernotchto the point
% | whereprotagonistattemptsto break free from
the chains ofhis past-his family, religion,
childhood. “Go back to father/ ‘Father where’s
myfood?’/ Yourfoodison thetable’/ But that
can'tbefood/ltisdirt.”

“Itused tobealotheavier than thatwhen
Ifirstwroteit,” Kerr tells me now. “Itwas about
aman, whobecomesafather,buthenolongerrecogniseshis children,
because they don'ttake up hismistakes, so they turnaround and say, T'm
sorry,Dad, Idon’trecognise youanymore. Theyrejecthisfood an’
everything. Butitturns outtobe the songofamanlookingback, tryingto
grasp what purpose thereisin existing, whatisrequired, whatyouare
meantto do. You too often get to the state oflooking back, saying, ‘Ishould
have done thisandIshould havedonethat...”

Hepausesbefore startingup again angrily. “Sometimes it pisses me off;
sometimesIwishIwentthe fullwaywith songs.Ialwaysfeel thatI'veleft
outthebestand putinjustthebeginning.

“Well, that’s the trappings of being ‘contemporary’, 1 think. Maybe if
Iget‘contemporary’ enough to getinasafe positionwithfinance, I'llbe
ableto gooutofcontrol, todojustwhatthe hellIwant.”

Throughout this conversation Kerr confuses the word “contemporary”
with commercial. Iaskhim what stops him taking the songs asfaras
they’ll go.

“Itfrightens me, because at thelastminute I always thinkIdon’tknow
enough... Each dayyou get the kickwhen you think you see differently
now, and one dayyoustop and think, ‘Yes, finally, thisis the answer. But
when doesitstop beingambiguous? And when doesitreallystartto getin
there, tobedirect?

“Mysongsarejustanattemptto educate myself, to get to gripswith
what’s goingon outside-startreading, startlistening...”

Thoughwe'rein Paris, thoughtsreturn to Glasgow. Family ties appear
tobestrongernorth ofthe border, the processes of channelling that much
harder tobreakawayfrom. Kerr talks with slight discomfortatfirstabout
hispast, but quickly opens to the subject.

“SometimesIlike totalkaboutit,and other timesIdon’t. Thatwhole
Jimmy Boyle side ofits gets glorified too much. Once ajournalistasked
mewherelcame from, and I said Gorbals, and thefirstlines ofhis
articlesortofsaid ‘Gorbal Boy..."and thingslike that. Itreally came
acrossthe opposite of whatIwanted to do. All thatAlex Harvey street
fightingman crap... Thereisbeginningto be awareness in Glasgow, but
there’sstillignorance.”

Thelife-dulling cycle of school-job-unemployment can’thelp increase
it—especiallyinatownso culturallyarid as Glasgow.

“Exactly, that'swhatitis. People get caught upindrink. There’snotmuch
todo, theirjobsareboring, so atthe weekend all they’re concerned withis
gettingoutand forgettingit. They meeta girl, wantacar, then theyre too
busyworkingto payforall these things. Before they knowit, they’re
married—-and onceyou're married, you'rejust the sameasyour father.

“Ithinkthere’san awareness there now-alot of good newbands
comingup. There always hasbeen—we’re byno meansunusual. We
weren't gifted with thisawareness; alotof people haditatschool, butit
justcomestothe pointwhere theythink, ‘Ahwell, what’s the use?’

“Whenyougohome, people come up toyouand say thatyoucan'tbe
doingall thatgood, because youhaven'tbeen on Top Of The Popsyet.
Well, 'mstumped by thatresponse! 'm travelling, it'sreally great, 'm
havingagoodtime. ButIfind myself gettingabitsad [not to mention
patronising—Ed), becausel think other people should get the chance to
seetheworld.Imean,Idon’tthink of myselfashavingmoretalentthan
anyoneelse. Ifanything, 'vehad more cheek, or perhapsarrogance, and
that’'swhatgotme these places.”

Slmple Minds:(l-r)
Charlie Burchill,
DerekForbes,Jim
Kerr,MichaelMacNeil
andBrianMcGee

ERRE



SIMPLE MINDS

Minds are still stuck with their public one. Especially here in Europe,

where “contemporary” pressures dictate that they devote the
remaining threefifths of their 35-minute set to older, less substantial
numbers. “Premonition”, “Factory” and “Pleasantly Disturbed” are all
sweet enough to consolidate their considerable following on the
Continent, but theylack the power of anything on Empires And Dance.

Sometimes, SM’s willingness to conform to commercial needs works
againstthem, butthenwithoutan earforstrong, discobeats and
persuasive tunes, Empires And Dancewouldn’thave been halfso potent.

“Itwas greatthelast time we were in Europe,” recalls Kerr. “In the
nightclubs, ‘Premonition’ was played alongside Ohio Players, Donna
Summer and the Talking Heads. It wasreally appealingforusto hear
DJsliked itas much as Donna Summer; ‘Premonition’ has farmore
directsubstance.

“Thatwaswhyitwasimportanttohaveareallygood drumandbass
sound, whichyou couldn’tgetbydoinganalbum for £200 and releasing
itonyourownsmalllabel. That’s takinga ‘contemporary’ route and
hopefullyputtingakickintoit. There’san awarenessin the songthat
you'llnotnormally getat this ‘contemporary’level.”

Guitarist Charlie Burchill chipsin: “Premonition’ is dance music, but
it’salso discomforting—peoplelisten toitand thatdiscomfortspreads.”

Butdoesn'’titgetto the pointwhere one cushions the discomfort to
satisfy commercialneeds?

Kerrreplies: “Well, ifyou wantas much control as possible youneed
money. Ifyou've gotit, you're nolongerin the company’s debt. Evenifyou
don’thatethem, there’s thismental barrier which saysifyoudon’tplease
themthey’lltreatyou titfor tatand say you'llnot get this or that.Itisa
struggle, because we dowanttoremain ‘contemporary’ and use the
channelsalreadyprovided. And becauseit’s ‘contemporary’ we domake
concessions. We are ambitious. Our music mightappear transparent, but
ifyou've gotan openminditsaysalot.”

Truenow, butcynics mightsaythatSimple Minds’ career suffered due
to earlyguidancebysimilar principles. Maybe

I F“30 FRAMESA Second” exorcised Kerr’s private past, Simple

pinpoint then whatwe were getting out of these bands, to breakitdown to
the appealing elements in their music, to which we would add our own.”

Theirmusicstruckhimas so empty, he continues, theirlack of
motivation frightening.

“Wewerein the studio recording Real To Real, when news of things like
PolPotwere filtering through tous and I'was thinkingat first, whatis the
pointofsittinghere and pretending thatnothing’shappening outside?
And the confusion carried through to therecordinglevel. We began to
graspwhatwas goingon. We stilladmit thatwe hadn’tkicked outevery
singleinfluence, butatleast Real To Real proved we were aware of the fact,
thatthebattle was definitely goingon.”

Howdid herespondto allthe negativereviews that greeted it, which
suggested that Simple Minds would hop any worthwhile bandwagon
passingby?

“Itwasalittle unfair to suggest we were coming behind these other
[electronic] bands, because at the time Numan wasjuston hiswayup
andwe could'vejumpedinandsaid, ‘Yes, thisisus. We could have made
Real To Realalotmore direct. Look, with the electronic thing you can
switch the synthesizer onand getreally appealing tunes, towhichyou
couldsingtypical science-fictionlyricsand thingslike that. The record
companywould haveloveditifwe chose somethingsodirect...”

“Thereviews seemed to disregard the facthoweasyitisto manipulate
the public,” interrupts Burchill. “We could have allworn the same
futuristic clothes, splashed wires and capacitors across the album cover
andallthat...”

“Butwewere trying to suggest thatwe’d sussed somethingout, that
therewassomethinggoingon outside us gettingadebutalbuminto the
chartsat28. Thewhole thingwithushasbeen an education. Every day we
justopen our eyes and minds, opening up more and more, slowly forming
abackbone of our own,” concludes Kerr.

Simple Minds’ stunning contrast ofnaivety and suss works. Stillinawe
oftheirheroes—“Big” Kid Strange, Lou Reed, Peter Gabriel-they’re
inspired by them now, as opposed to beingshackled to them.

InBrussels, part-time SM sax playerand full-

abitofbackground will expand Kerr’s own
interpretation of their past. Formed around
anucleus ofhimself, Burchilland drummer
Brian McGee, who all attended the same
Glaswegian Catholicschool, earlyincarnations
ofthe band used to play the music they enjoyed
listeningto athome: The Doctors Of Madness,
Velvet Underground, even Genesis— “Foxtrot
was thefirstalbumIbought,” admits Kerr.
Laterjoined bybassist Derek Forbes, who'd
beenplayingin dancebandin Spainandsolo
12-stringin pubsand clubs, and keyboards
player Michael MacNeil, their sole motivation
was funwhen they came torecord the demos

“Numan was
just on his
way up and
we could have
jumped in”

time Endgame Paul Wishartand chatty Derek
urgemeto catch Gabriel’s show.I've seenit
before, Isay,and can’tshare their enthusiasm.
However, temporarily caughtup byit, [try
again.Ifind myselfstandingnext to Kerr, who
notices my growing discomfort.
Gabriel’'swell-chosenimages sanitise the dirt
and pain ofhisreal-life subjects, whereas the
youthful probingofhis chosen supportshitall
the sensitive spots. Compare his “Biko” to their
moreoblique, brilliant “This Fear Of Gods” and
checkwhich onereachestheheartofthe matter.
It'snotall Gabriel’s fault. This Belgian
audience, like the London onelsawinspring

thatled to theirArista contractandfirstalbum
LifeIn ADay. “Wewere avery marketable proposition,” recalls Kerr
candidly. “Therewasnoreal venom or fight. Atthe time there wasnoreal
competitionin Scotland. Life wasnice and safe, norealheart.”

Theyblithelywentin torecord their firstalbum, possessingall the right
noises butno positive direction, contentand pleased with themselves
for getting this far. The reviews quickly bracketed them with thelikes of
Ultravoxand Magazine, and being Simple Minds (‘78 version) theywere
quite happyaboutthattoo, flattered even.

Butdisillusionmentsetinshortlyafteritsrelease.

“Wedidn’t see much of ourselvesinit,” remarks Kerr. “It was hard to see
whatwentwrong. Afterafewmonthsitwasamatter of taking thewhole
thingand smashingitup”

Instead of carefully dismantling their career and reconstructingit, they
persuaded Aristatolet them backinto the studio before they’d completed
anynew songs. Itshowsin the subsequent Real To
Real Cacophony,whichwasrecorded so fast they
didn’thave timetosift out the influences properly.
Much ofitsoundslike straight theft.

“Yes,” laughs Kerr. “Itseemed to me as though there
wasanactdistinguishing good thieves and bad
thieves—agoodbankjob andnotso successful. But
itbecame more us.

“Listeningto the firstalbumnow,” he continues,
“Icanseethatwedidn’treallyhave theability to

and the Parisian fans ofafewdayslater, gives
himfartoo easyatime. Theirindiscriminate, enthusiastic applause gets
embarrassing. IrantmydisapprovalinKerr’s ear. He partly concurs, but
addslater: “WhenIsee GabrielnowIcan'tseeit from the outside. There’s
still thislittleboyin me thatremains from the timeIsaw GenesiswhenI
was 13, and I'mstillin awe ofhim. He stillhasintegrity [Iagree]. Take, for
instance, somethinglike Throbbing Gristle. They give the impression that
they'drathertake pictures ofaman gettingbeatupinthe street than help
him. ‘Biko’ mightdrowninitsartbutitstilldraws attention toits subject.”

Didhewantthesortofuncritical adulation Gabriel'saudience heaped
ontheirhero?

“That’s difficult. Attimes on stage you feel like amad dog barking.
Youdon'tknowwhetheryou're here to entertain them, to provoke or
make contactwith them. There’s alot of confusion goingon. We do
haveargumentswithinthe band about thingslike encores—whether
this orthatone wouldhave made abetter encore.
ButI'mnotinterested in that—that’s pure show-
businesstalk.

“Imean, what’s the point? You've got the audience
right up there already, youmust have impressed
them enough, and thenyou come back on stage on
yourknees?”

These days, Simple Minds are confident enough to
stand on theirown 12 feet. Their own feats provide all
thesupporttheyneed. ChrisBohn ®
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JOHN LENNON

—  DECEMBER20—

“Theworldrevolves, notaroundthe creators of newnoises, butthe
creatorsofnewvalues” Friedrich Nietzsche

“Andso, dear friends, yow'lljusthaveto carryon” JohnLennon

EACEAND LOVE. Ifwe are to take anything from
the tragic death of John Lennon-and God knows,
the senselessness of his murder defies meaning -
then it must, paradoxically, be these values we take
away from the slaughter on New York’s 72nd Street
lastweek.

Itwouldbe comforting tosaythatJohn Lennondied for peaceand
love, buthis deathwasnot that of the martyr, even though thiswasa
roleheseemed torelish atsome points ofhislife. No, he died without
reasonatthehandsofamadmaninacityand countrywhere
psychosis, violence and assassination arevirtuallyaway oflife.
Another celebrityin his position would havehad abodyguard, but that
wasnotJohn Lennon’sway. His trust, hiswillingness to stand naked
before theworld—sometimesliterally- probablycosthim hislife.

ButifJohn Lennondid notdie for peaceandlove, then thosewere
certainly thevalues for which helived, which underpinned hiswork
and which, by the close ofhis 40 years, he seemed to havefinally
realisedin his personallife. He did notdie avexed and tortured
genius, as themyth of the modern artist often seems todemand - it
was amyth towhich Lennon himselfwas totally opposed; “Worship
thesurvivors,” hesaid-butasafulfilled and humble familyman
approachingmiddle age.

Manyrockstars have striven to grow old gracefully, butJohn
Lennonmanaged itbetter than any, and in thelastin-depthinterview
hegranted before his death—to Playboymagazine-hespokewith
contempt of those of his peerslike the Rolling Stones, who werestill
“surroundedbyagang... Thatmeansyou’restill 16 inyourhead.”
Never mind thathislastrecord, Double Fantasy,lacked the creative »

ALLAN TANNENBAUM / GETTY
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November26,1980:
JohnLennoninthe
SoHogallerywhere
heandYokoOno
shotalovemaking
sceneforthe “(Just
Like)StartingOver”
N video,New York City




GETTY

urgency andinspiration thatcharacterised his
bestwork—thoughitshared itsscrupulousand
sometimes embarrassinghonesty—hislifewas
inbettershape than ever,and theimpression
given by the man’slastflurryof public
statements and appearances was that ofamind
notoutoftouch, feeding on former gloriesand
addled bybadliving, butalert, hungry, readyto
confrontand embrace the world from which he
had, for severalyears, consciouslyretreatedin
order tobewith hisson Sean and develop what
hesawas the weaker side ofhis character. He
was cutdowninhis prime.

pessimism, disillusion and a newly

exalted brutalism —be it economic,
physical or emotional and spiritual brutality
—itisdifficult tounderstand, or even to recall
accurately, the optimism of the '60s and its
massed calls for peace and love. Most of it
was, in any case, wilful escapism, or what
now seems an almost painful naivety.

None of thatnegates the time’sunderlying
idealism, the beliefin asaner, morejust,
dignified and rewardingorder of things—and
thestruggle for therealisation of these values
wassomething Lennonmaintained until the
end ofhislife. Over thelastfiveyearshe had
cometo see thestrugglein amore domestic
setting, inthe need to create amore equable
andbalancedrelationship between the sexes,
arelationship more suitable to the modern age.
Onoand Lennon felt they were still, albeitina
more subtle and understated way, trailblazing

IN TODAY’S GROWING climate of

Afewdaysaftertheir
wedding,Johnand
Yokostage theirfirst
“bed-inforpeace”at
the AmsterdamHilton,
March25-31,1969

anewsetofvalues. Lennonbecamea “house-
husband”, while Yoko assumed the traditional
malerole ofdealingwith and manipulatingthe
world of commerce and money.

Itwas thisveryfusion of the personaland the
political, thereligious and the artistic, that gave
Lennon’sworkmuch ofitsresonance, and that
sethimaside from the many fellow travellers
who turned out to be merely gifted artisans or
self-destructive visionary obsessives. Itwas not
merely thathissongs provided the soundtrack

He was
never miserly

with himself
or his soul

conveniently overlooked or passed offas
acontemporary twiston the hallowed
traditions of showbusiness. Once theinitial
outrage atthefourrather effeminate, long-
haired young men with raucous music,
provincial accents and adisrespectful Scouse
withad passed, itwas welcome to the fab world
of ourloveable moptops, and no cause for
concern. Atleastuntilacid.

ButJohnLennon often hated his Beatle suit,
thoughhedoubtlessrelished the fameand

for ourlives that made Lennon the “voice ofhis
generation” of current media cliche, but that they so often seemed to
crystallise themood of the times, and to do sowithanhonesty thatwas
apparentin the waythe manlived outhislife.
Thatisonereasonwhyhislosshashit theworld so hard. Like mostofus
hewasoften selfish and unpleasant, buthe was never miserlywith himself
orhissoul, atleastnotinthelatter partofhislife. He gave. He shared. And
nowhe’sgone, wetoo seem diminished. The partofus thatresponded to
theman’s essential goodness, his dignity, his openness and his optimism
willbe thatmuch more difficulttolocate withouthim around.
Tosayheisdestined tobejudged as one of the greatmen ofhis ageis not
mere emotionalism orfan adulation. Greater tributeshave and willbe
heaped ontheheadsof “great statesmen” who inrealityare bitterand
unrequited humansbelievinginlittle beyond their own powerlustand
the expediency of single or mass murder. ButJohn Lennon was more
loved thananypolitician and was feared onlybythe hypocrites and the
false demagogues who frequently tried to belittle hislife, hisbeliefs and
hisworkand towhom heremained utterly opposed from first untillast.
Therewasneveranyrealreconciliation between himand the
establishment, nomatter howrich orfamous he mayhave become.
Forthoughitwould be unwise to be too cynical about the multitude of
tributes thatarenowbeingtossed afterhim, few ofJohn Lennon’s fans
willnottaste the smack ofhypocrisyin the media’s gushingreaction to
hispassing. Alive,hewasalltoo often mercilesslyridiculed, sneered at
and, worst ofall, smugly patronised. The world liked him mostwhen he
wasbuttoned up in the comparative safety ofa Beatle suit, where his
nonconformism, vitrioland disdain for straight society could be
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fortune thatitbroughthim. Laterhewould
say thathe never wanted the group towearsuits, tobe groomed: “It
wasallPauland Brian’s [Epstein’s] idea.” Inany case, theimage of

The Beatlesthatwas projected waslargely phoney. “Theynever talked
abouttheorgies,” he told Jann Wenner, editor of Rolling Stonemagazine
in1970. “The Beatles tours werelike Fellini’s Satyricon.”

The conflictbetween Lennon and society thathad been a major
feature ofhislife up until Beatlemaniawas, however, temporarily
muted, channelledinto obliquelyrical statementsin his songs, or
more obviously, given free reignin the collections of satirical cartoons,
stories and sickjokes thathereleased as two books, In His Own Write
and A Spaniard In The Works. Elsewhere his acid tongue and irreverent
witstillmadehisleaders and supposed wisers uneasyand occasionally
landed himin trouble, aswith hisinfamous claim that the group were
“bigger thanJesus Christ”. Butbasically, he was tamed.

“Allthatbusiness was fuckingawful,” he said later. “Itwas fuckin’
humiliation. One has to completely humiliate oneselfto be what The
Beatleswereand that'swhatIresent;Ididn’'tknow, I didn’tforesee.
Ithappenedbitbybit, gradually, untilyou're doing exactlywhatyou
don’twanttodowiththesortofpeopleyoucan’tstand—thesortof
peopleyouhate whenyou're 10.”

Lennontheartschool tearaway, Lennon the gangleader,
. Lennon the rock'n’rolllout, Lennon the man who pissed
on nuns from the balcony of his Hamburg digs. He was variously
admired, feared, loved, loathed and tolerated. He never bothered

7 BEFORE LENNON HAD donned Beatle garb, he had been




JOHN LENNON

aboutacceptance beyond his peer group and his standing as amusician.

He metYoko duringhisacid-gobbling period, in 1966, and two years later
the couplefinally came together. His decision to abandon hismarriage to
hisfirstwife Cynthiafor Yoko seemed to signal the resumption of
hostilitieswith society—orrathersociety’s hostilities with Lennon.

Yokowas certainlyattacked andlampooned bothamongLennon’s
inner circleand amongfans and followers of theband. She was, afterall,
a“foreigner”, an avant-garde artist of the sort Britain has always been
unable to accept,and whatwas more, shewasafiercelyindependent
woman. Later shewould be tarred as the “woman who broke up The
Beatles” -thiswas probably true, but then, sowhat? Can the institution
ofarockgroupreallybe sosacrosanctthatitbecomes moreimportant
thanthewelfare ofitsindividuals?

When Lennonbegan to take the offensive, returninghis MBE “in
protestagainst Britain’sinvolvementin the Nigeria Biafra war, against
oursupportof Americain Vietnam, and against ‘Cold Turkey’ slipping
down the charts” and generally speaking out against the moral
corruption and hypocrisy thatsurrounded him, the full force of British
moralindignation was turned against the pair.

Theywere busted for cannabis. (“Isaid to Yoko, ‘Quick, call the police,
someone’stryingtogetin.’ ThenIrealised it wasthe police.”) The full-
frontal shot ofthe pair on the cover of their Two Virgins cover was held up
forscorn and forced into brown paper bags for marketing. As for crawling
around togetherinbags onstage, staging “events”, spending their
honeymooninbedtolaunchacampaignforworld peace... itwasworse
eventhan The Beatles’ dalliance with psychedelics and the woolly
easternmysticism of the MaharishiMahesh Yogi (alias “Sexy Sadie”).

Lennon seemed able to soak up the pressure beingbroughtonhim from
inside and outside The Beatles without trouble—he was, though extremely
sensitive, also an extremely tough nut. “Youhave tobe abastard tomake
it,” hesaidin 1970. “And The Beatles were the biggest bastards ofall.”

Infact, thedrugs, the constantinsatiable expectations of the fans, the
needto preserve aunified Beatles frontwhen the quartet were privately
bickering, the demands of the newly emerged hippy movementforan
impossible Peace And Love Apocalypse Now-perfectly expressedin the
immature demands of Jim Morrison’s “The End” - the grisly spectacle of
the Vietnam war and the collapse of a projected Peace Festivalin Toronto,
thewhole psychic confusion of the times as our optimism foundered on
theinhospitablereefs of reality; theseamounted toaload thatnoteven
John and Yoko with theirnewly discovered love shield of invincibility
could carry.

Theresultwasawithdrawal from drugsandacoursein DrArthur
Janov’s Primal Therapy thatregrounded the duoin thehereand nowand
possible. On Plastic Ono Band Lennon owned up; he confronted and
exorcised his personal past, quitkiddinghimselfand others about the
possibilities of the public present for the “alternative”/ “underground”/
“hippy” movement. The album-possiblythe finest, mostharrowing,
mostcompulsive work ofhis career—ended with amantra of defiance to
theworld: “Don’t believe in Krishna, don’t believe in Jesus, don’t believe in
Beatles, Ijust believein me. Yoko and me. That 'sreality. The dream is over.”

Itwas nota popularrecord-most people didn’t want to wake up. But it
was thewatershed of John Lennon’s career, as anartist, justas meeting
Yoko had been the watershed ofhislife. In either case, nothingwould be
thesameagain.

Thehostilitywasnotill-judged. Lennon had anacute understanding of
British society and its processes, and in particular the class system. He'd
seenitfrom top tobottom. Though not particularly working class himself,
unlike Ringo Starkey and George Harrison, he had always assumed the
mantle oftheunderdogand the outsider. He came from a broken home,
hehad never known his fatherand had been handed by his motherJuliato
anauntforhisupbringing,and hadlosthis motherwhilestill a teenager.
Nowonderthat, evenatage 40, hewould still say “there’s part of me that
thinksI'maloser”.

Buttherewasanother, equallystrongand perhaps moreindelible
markontheyoungLennonthan
familial status, themark ofthe
artist,andifhedidn’'tmatch that
other great English visionary,
William Blake, in seeing visions
ofangelsintreesasachild, then
byhisown admission, “There
was somethingwrongwith me,
Ithought, becauseIsawthings

R
Elegy for Winston 0 Boogle

otherpeopledidn’tsee.Iwould find myselfseeinghallucinatoryimages
of myface.” Or: “It caused me to always be arebel, but on the otherhand
Iwanted tobeloved andaccepted.”

Ifthedislocation of sensibilityin the youngJohn Lennonbecame
one ofthedrivingforcesin hisrebellion and search foridentity, then
childhooditselfalways occupied a special place for him. His workis full
of referencesto childhood, itsmagicandinnocence. “WhenIwas
younger, so muchyounger than today/I never needed anybody’s help in any
way,” hesangin “Help”, and the sentiment was torecurin many different
forms. “WhenIwasaboy, everythingwasright.” Hewrote songs to hisown
children, even getting the 11-year-old Julian to play drumswith him on
aversionof Lee Dorsey’s “YaYa”, and always seemed to have anatural
correspondence with children—one ofthe most memorable photographs
ofhimwas, forme, with akid on hisknee in the Magical Mystery Tour film.
Twoinnocentsabroad.

Lennonneverlostthatinnocence, neverlost the vision of the child who
sawrightthrough the Emperor’s new clothes, evenifattimeshe seemed
tobe the emperorhimself, leadinghis troopsinto cul-de-sacs, or merely
marchingup thehilland back down again.

Attheheight ofhisbed and peace anticshe was dubbed a “fool” and he
seized upon thetermwith afierce glee. “Everybody had a goodyear,
everybody put the fool down,” he sang on “Let It Be” with tongue firmlyin
cheek, and again, more pertinently, on “Instant Karma”: “How on earth
you gonnaseel Laughingat fools like me?/Who on earth do you think you
are?/Asuperstar?/ Well, rightyou are.”

Hisfondnessforlookingback, forremembering, forre-evaluatingthe
pastonhissongs, hisinterviews, was partofhis constantsearch forself-
discovery, self-awareness, self-control. He came to understand hisown
complexnatureintimately, torecognise the fiercely competitive sides of
hisnature. “Itis the most violent people who go forlove and peace,” he said
inhis Playboyinterview. “Isincerelybelieveinlove and peace.lamaviolent
manwhohaslearned nottobeviolentand whoregrets his violence.”

The conflictbetween Lennon the fighter and Lennon the peacemaker
wasalways apparent. Even his peace campaign gave wayto a period of
agitprop militancywhen the Lennons appearedinJapaneseriot gear to
promote “Power To The People” and walked the streets of New York with
loudhailer and Red Mole posters onademonstration in opposition to
British policyin NorthernIreland. He engaged in alengthy dialogue with
TariqAli’sleft-wing magazine Black Dwarfabout the words to hissong
“Revolution”. “Thelyrics stand today,” he said before hisdeath. “Don’t
expectmetobeonthebarricadesunlessitis with flowers.”

People will say his spiritand works live on, as indeed they do;

somebody will starta “Lennon Lives” campaign, but the
brutal truthis thathe’s gone. Nothing could have emphasised it more
than the sudden cremation of his bodywithout ceremony or the
grand-slam funeral usually reserved for mortals as popular as he was.

Inthelastinterviewhe gave before his death—to RKO Radio in New York
City—Lennon confronted those who were angry athishavingspent the
lastfiveyearsinseclusion:

“Whywere people angry atme? Fornot working? Youknow, ifI were
dead theywouldn’'tbe angryat me. IfI'd conveniently died after Walls And
Bridgesthey'd bewriting thisworshipful stuffaboutwhatagreat guyI
wasandall. ButIdidn'tdieanditjustinfuriated people thatIwouldlive
andjustdowhatIwanted todo.”

Solet’snotallowourgriefto turnintoamisplaced despair. That was
notwhatJohn Lennon’slife was for; just the opposite. He said thatif The
Beatleshad anymessageitwastolearntoswim...“Don’texpectJohn
Lennon or Yoko Ono or Bob Dylan orJesus Christ to come and do it for
you. Youhave to doityourself.”

Ifyoureallyloved and believed inJohn Lennon, that’s exactlywhat
you'lldo. Hemade something good and valuable and enduring from his
life. We should all tryand do the same. Goodbye Hello. NeilSpencer ®

LENNON

H E’S GONENOW, anyway, that John Lennon. Gone, gone, gone.
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Readers’ letters

MM JUL-DEC
RIP John Lennon

Thereisno hope for the world now.
Firsttoday’s music dieswith Ian
Curtis,and now the father ofrock
musicdies....

Andatmyschool theywon’teven
play Beatlesrecords because, well,
tocutalongstoryshort, they
prefer Spandau Ballet. Aren’t they
trendy? What’sitallmean?Is this
thebeginningofthe end? Who
would becomearockstaranyway?
Somany questions. [tseems to me
thatU2 are the onlyanswer.

THE OPTIMIST,E Yorks

Ipersonallywas pretty cutup on
hearingofJohnLennon’sdeath.
ItooshedtearsforJohnandhis
family, asIsuppose did many. But
hisdeath did projectfurtherhis
ideas, and hopefullyimpressed
themindeliblyin people’sminds.
Itseemsahorribly bluntand
somehowridiculous way of
getting the pointacross.

ANNY, South Shields

Ifyoudareprintanarticle by
Burchill or Parsons saying they
don’tgiveashitaboutJohn
Lennon, and thatin theirday
peoplelike him were made to
have theirhair cutorsentto
Northampton, Iwillkillyou.
Thatisall.
Love, ASENSIBLE PERSON

JohnLennon wrote songs often
aboutluv'n’peace, butI'dstill
like torip theheartoutofthe
bastard thatkilled him. Howcan
itbe thatsuchaguywithsuch
visionand withsomuch truthto
give canjustbe blownawaylike
that? HowcanIadvertise my
sorrow? How canyousleep?
ANANGRY PERSON.

There’smoney to be made out
ofhisdeath. Don'tmakeityou
oryours.

JIMBO,Devon

(Allfrom NME, Dec 20)

Get happy!
Withhappysing-
alongpop music
seemingly “played
out”,itisnowonderrecord
salesrecently have hitaslump.
Indeed the modern musicworld
isinasad depression, with the
latestso-called “No 1” songs
mostlyno more than miserable-
soundingdirges.

Killingandrape wasthe
theme of KennyRogers’ “Coward
OfThe County”.

M*A*S*H came up with the
commendablelyric “SuicideIs
Painless”,and nowDon McLean
(and everyoneelse) is “Crying”.
Even the usuallylively Eurovision
Song Contestwastoppedbythe
distinctly plaintive “What's
AnotherYear”.Whoknows—
perhapsthenextcrazewillbe
the “BlackRamBand”!

Iwishthe entire musicscene
would stop takingitselfso
seriouslyand changeits tuneto
cheerful music. Record listeners,
I'msure, would buythat.
WJTHOMAS, Cathcart, Glasgow
(MM Aug9)

World politics newsflash
Instead of spending millions on
atomicweapons, increase our
dole money and we’ll fight them
with ourbare hands.

DAVE UNKNOWN, Poole, Dorset
(NME Sep 6)

IfRonald Reagan becomes
American President, then who’s
goingtobearound tohand out
the Oscars?

SHTEINBECK, North Allerton,
Yorkshire (NME July19)

In defence of Floyd

Havingread Allan

Jones’ review of

PinkFloyd’s gig
(MM, August9), Imustwritein
defence of Floyd.

Floyd produced an expressive
andtechnicallyaccurate
reproduction of The Wall.
Admittedly the musicis
introspective and sobering.
However, Floyd have never
claimed thatitisanythingelse.
Thosewho expected ajolly show
full oflaughs and fun should have
goneto see Monty Python & The
Holy Grailor Des O’Connor.

The only faultwith the eventlay
notwiththeband butwith the
Earls Court management.

Iarrivedat7.15,butthanksto
the appallingwayinwhich people
were herded through ahopelessly
inadequate turnstile system,
didnotreach myseatuntil 8.15
—15minutesafter theband had
started. Many people were
delayed even further. Having paid
somethingintheregion of £30 for
theprivilege ofbeingthereatall,
thisseemedridiculous.

Thisaside, Floyd gave asuperb
performance,andiflhad
attended every performance of
The Wallin the UKIshouldstill
wanttogoagain.
ALISONDEMPSTER, Redland,
Bristol (MM Aug 23)

Al:inall, just another brick..

AllanJoneswasalwaysthe
mostnervous critic. Success
broughthim anxiety; wealth
worried him.

Written as an expression of
doubt, “Troubled Waters” became
oneofthe mosttediousreports of
alltime. Two hoursin preparation,
mostnotable perhapswasthe
sheer persistence with which
AllanJones—increasinglyusing
the MM asavehicle for hisown
morbid preoccupations—slugged
homehis pessimisticvisions.

Dragged outoverahalfapage,
Jones’ operaofmiseryand
coruscatingself-doubtwasfinally
more tiresome than moving.
Soporificwasn’tthe word-Jones
would’ve put Lemmytosleep.
Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, tear
downthewall, Allan.

MIKE SPARKES, Stoke Mandeville,
Aylesbury, Bucks (MM Aug 23)

(30, G60.. gone?

Everybodyis

writingaboutthe

state of the British
musicscene. Lowsalesare
preventingrecord companies
fromsigningnewbands, and
home tapingis the cheap answer
tothesales problem.

To prevent this, record
companies shouldlookinto
ways ofreducing prices. Singles
astheyusedtobe (in7in,aplain
white cover, and black vinyl)
would be cheaperthanthe
12in, multicoloured versions
inglossypicturesleeves.

Thesesillygimmicksare
puttingbuyers off. People buy
music, not pretty colours.
ADRIAN CHANDLER, Swindon,
Wilts (MM, Sep 6)

JULY—DECINBER

KATE BUSH

HER NEW ALBUM

NEVER FOR EVER
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HONTH BY WONTH

JOBSON MEETS THE
LITERATI-GARY FINDS HIS

Coming next...
in 108!

OTHAT WAS 1980. Respect!

Certainly, that’snotitfrom ourreporters on the beat. The
staffers of NME and Melody Maker enjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythms ofadiversifying scene; as the times changed, so did
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories

thathave come to assume mythical status.

That’s verymuch the territory of this monthlymagazine. Each month,
The History Of Rock will be bringing you verbatim reports from the
pivotal events in pop culture, one year amonth, one year at a time. Next
up, 1981!...

KRAFTWERK

“ISEEUS as the musical Bauhaus,” says Ralf Hiitter, cornered on tourin
Europe. “In their time they could work in theatre, architecture,
photography and short films, but they did not really have the
technology to apply theirideas to music; we now have it.”

TOMWAITS

THE BALLADEER WRYLY arrives in London, to discourse on fish,
Bruce Springsteen and his current work. “I'm thinking of putting outan
album called ‘My Favourites’,” he says. “I'm just gonna take 12 songs by
other artists, with a picture of me on the cover listening to them.”

DEAD KENNEDYS

THE CALIFORNIAN PUNK phenomenon hit the UK and discover new
stage-invasion protocols. “In the States there’s a lot more of what is
called slam, dance and crash from stage invaders,” says frontman Jello
Biafra. “They get up on stage and quickly dive off, rather than just sitting
therelike abunch ofbozos.”

PLUS...
MARVIN GAYE!
BOB DYLAN!
THE CURE!
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Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1980.
“Don’twalk awayinsilence...”

PINKFLOYD BUILT AWALLAROUND THEWORLD

THESPECIALS ANDMADNESS
TOOK2-TONE GLOBAL

MUSICLOST IAN CURTIS
AND JOHNLENNON

...and TOM PETTY, IRON MAIDEN,
CAPTAIN BEEFHEART, PAUL WELLER and many more shared
everything with NME and MELODY MAKER
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