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AVID BOWIE HAS decided to stop experimenting. After a
dozen years of unpredictable musical strategy, his every
move giving rise to — as he has himself put it - “whole
schools of pretension”, he has returned, effectively, to
Earth. Perhaps even gone back in timealittle.

That’s the impression this month's cover star gives when he
convenes a press conference to announce his forthcoming live dates.
Fatherhood, listening to jazz, new experiences in Australia... it’s all left him
withanurge to have his music connectwith peopleinaless intellectual fashion,
tospeakmore from the heart. His new music now nods to soul and R&B.

It'sanobleplan, and oneinwhich Bowie, evenifheisahead of the curve, is not
alone. Thisyear, the likes of Paul Weller, U2, Black Flag, Fela Kuti, REM and The
Smiths - strange bedfellows otherwise — are all united by a sense of mission,
even manifesto, in their music. Or as Henry Rollins from Black Flag puts it:
“putting your ass on the line forabunchof people you don’t even know”.

Their talk is of revelation, personal truth and winning converts, and both
Bowieand the enduring Curtis Mayfield, a star for the past 25 years, imply how
itallmightbeachieved withacertain grace. Not that life skating on the surface
is all bad. In their different ways, New Order, Duran Duran, Eurythmics and
Frankie Goes To Hollywood allshow howit might be done while havingfun.

Thisis theworld of The History Of Rock,a monthly magazine that follows each
turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena, passionate
andincreasinglystylish 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
thaton page 144.

In the pages of this 19th edition, dedicated to 1983, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever that
may be.

[tmightmean visiting Nick Cave’s sickbed. It may involve talking gangs with
Afrika Bambaataa, or drink with Shane MacGowan. Even sharingastately, old-
world joke with David Bowie,

“You're partSwiss?” he enquires ofan NMEwriter. “Which part?”
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6 Bowie's back! RIP Billy Fury
and Karen Carpenter. Nomore
royalties for Paul McCartney.
Introducinganew band from
Scotland, the Cocteau Twins.

12 The Irish band evangelically

preach the power of music. Anti-
poseur, pro-God, anti-synthpop,
the band areup foranything.
“Peopleare disillusioned with
pap,” says Bono.

1 8 Thecrazed Australian

bandin their London squats.
Itinerantlivingthey canstand;
comparison to Bauhaus they
cannot. Nowonder Nick Caveis
piningfor hismum.

24 The LA band touch down

in London to explain their

TheStyle
Council
-page 88

revolutionary mission. MM has
troubleunderstandingaband
thatdoesn'tdrink.

28 Heloves LA. Honestly, he

does! Anobliquelyrevealing chat
withasongwriterwhokeeps
office hoursand tries—not too
successfully-nottobemean.

32 Adebut from Marillion,

and thedisastrousnew album
from Pink Floyd. New Order’s
“Blue Monday” doesn'timpress
Marc Almond.

34 The Leedsband explain

theirdarkandsatirical rock.
“The concertsarelike slapstick,”
says theirguitarist.

38 Eurythmicsareshinybut

hollow. Soft Cell present the
edgierside of synthpop.

40 RIP Muddy

Waters, fatherofthe
Chicago blues. RIP
another former
memberofthe
Pretenders, this
time Pete IFarndon.
Malcolm McLaren
turnsartiste. The
Birthday Partysplit
up.AchatwithAfrika
Bambaataa.

46 Keckson'im!

Adriftfromthe
Teardrops, Copeis
now aman plotting his
own eccentric course.
Selling outis notan
option, he explains.

50 At36, theartist

looks backon his
career. Thoughtsoncinema,
Japanand the challenges
thatremaintohimwith
his new, less experimental
butmore emotionally
direct music.

58 Avisitto the band’s

rehearsal studio, todiscuss their
alarmingly musicalnewalbum.
“I'moffforashit,” says Lemmy.

62 Acloselookat Bowie’s

Let's Danceand atthenewone
from Rip Rig + Panic.

64 The “Shipbuilding” singer

opensup about politics, Paul
Wellerand Eurovision.

‘ 68 The Fall, Rush and Bad

Brainsare caughtin concert.

71 The pick of readers’

correspondence from the year
so far, Paul Wellerlooms large.

72 The Clash have sacked Mick

Jones. Testing coffee with Vaughn
Toulouse. Herbie Hancock’s
scratch record. Morrissey’s
charmed possessions.

76 Whysoserious, world? The

former members of Joy Division hit
New York's club scene with their
newdance sound. Includes:
pranks, bad language.

82 Theartistsinthe process

ofbecoming The Pogues confess
allaboutdrink, Dexysand the
power of traditional song.

86 Adebutfrom Billy Bragg

and Pictures At Eleven, anew one
from Robert Plant.
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88 Paul Wellerand former

Merton ParkaMick Talbot
introduceanewact thatisvery
muchnot The Jam.

94Astarsince 1958, Curtis

opensuponhiscareerwith
TheImpressions, Super Fly,
his mysteriousretirement,
andalotmore.

102 Duran Duran, JoBoxers,

and anunimpressive sighting of
TheSmiths...

1 04 With “The Walk” and

“Let’s GoTo Bed”, The Cureare
inanexperimental phase. What
willcome next? “Anotheroddity,”
says Robert Smith.

1 08 Introducinganew club

phenomenon... Madonna. John
Lennon’slastrecordings to be
released. Black Flagareinjail.
AmeetingwithSunRaand the
consumables of Billy Bragg.

114

GrantMcLennanexplains the
infuriating positioninwhichan
Australianbandoftalentcan
sometimes find itself.

118 New ones from the Rolling

Stonesand the Cocteau Twins.
The Cure have agreatnewsingle,
“The Love Cats".

120 PiL, Lydonsays, is now

“me”, Nowafilmstar, Johnrevels

124

=
W DICKS

inthelimelight

Suici
Tendencies

ataposh press
conference.

Ameetingwith the Liverpoal
band, whorave about the
S&M scene from which they
drawinspiration.

130 The persecuted Nigerian

stararrivesin London to explain
somethingofhis politicsand tobe
challenged on his view of women.

134 “What have I done now?”

Heavyrock's Wildlife EnemyNo 1
promotes hisnewalbum. Dwarf-

* hangingornot, ishesecretly the

voice of Everyman?
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138 Bearded Southern

three-piece ZZ Top, the casually
proficient New Orderand
apassionate American band
called REMreviewedlive.

140 Theyear's steadily

building phenomenon explain
themselvesand the concept

of “Smithdom”. Miss them at
yourperil...

145 Weller, Cave and more

from theautumnalmailbag,
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Januaryﬂ.w&!:Bowie
atapressconferenceat

" theCarlylehotelinNew *
YorkCity,wherehewill
signa$17mdealwithEMI ',

198,

JINUARY -V
THE GLASH, COCTEAU

TWINS, HAIRGUT 100,
PAUL WELLER AND MORE




“A 36-year-old man in a

23-year-ol

FTERWEEKS OF speculation,

the details of David Bowie’s first

international toursince 1978
wererevealed at a press conference
held at London’s prestigious
Claridge’s hotel. Inasedate Georgian
lounge where muzak will never
usurp Vivaldi, a gaggle of 70-odd
assorted hacks sipped nervously at
champagne and brandy cocktails
andwaited to pay court to the world's
most famous Renaissance man.

Some 10 minutesbehind schedule,
Bowie stepped jauntilyinto the room
-blond, sun-tanned and obscenely
well-preserved —perched himselfon
atableinordertoreach the
microphones, rumpled his elegant
wide-lapelled beige suit, flashed us
asneak ofankle-sock suspiciously
reminiscentofMarks & Sparks, coolly
declaredhe’d be playingdatesin
Germany, France, Belgium, Holland,
Scandinavia, Britain, America,
AustraliaandJapan-90citiesinall-
andtheninvited usto fireaway.

Theroom fellhushinanticipation.
Why,asked anewshound anxiousto
getinthefirstquestion fielded to
Bowieinrecentmemory, wasn'the
playingScotland?

Bowielooked stunned. Had he
flown25hours fromAustralia to have
hisintellectsoseverelytested? He
mumbled some platitude, recovered
composureand grinned.

Why, enquired aswarthy-looking
chapathis feet, wasn'the playing
Spain?Agroanrippled round the
room. One minutedown, 29 orsoto
goand hardlyofftoaflyingstart. But
rather thanrushstraight backinto
retirement, Bowie encouraged us
withagenerousintimacy that
encouraged ustoaddresshimas
“David”. He was proud, David said,
toannounce thathis touringband
would comprise his old sidekick
Carlos Alomar on guitar, Stevie Ray

d mentality”

Vaughanonlead guitar (“He thinks
Jimmy Pageisamodernist-Imean,
hestopsataboutAlbertKing"), Chic’s
TonyThompson ondrums, Fred
Mandel onkeyboards, Carmine Rojas
onbass, plusahornsection, and he
even letslip that the stage showwould
be “elaborately simple, tasteful et
trashy”, thatitwould cover something
fromevery period he'd worked in
since The Man Who Sold The World
and thatwe shouldn'texpect too
muchintermsofacharactershow.

“This, by theway,” heannounced,
somewhatabashed, “is the first
concerttourl'vedonein five orsix
years,so formeit’s more than
exciting, it'skind of terrifyingat the
same timeand that, possibly, can help
the performance.”

Theassembled hacks grew
animatedat this, eagertolearn why
he'd quitand whyhe'd returned.
David said somethingaboutlost
enthusiasmregainedand assured us
theresultsofhis newlyrediscovered
musical zeal were evidentin hisnew
single “Let's Dance” (“asort of
desperatelovesong”) andanalbum
ofthesamenametobereleased on
April 11. Bothare co-produced by
Chic’sNile Rodgers, who David
informedus, he'd metina New York
Clubaboutayearagoand struckup
afriendship withbased on their
mutual affinity forrhythm & blues.

Revisiting “Cat People (Putting Out
Fire)", whichhe co-wrotewith
Giorgio Moroder for Paul Schrader’s
film, and “China Girl”, co-written
withIggy Pop forthe latter’'salbum
TheIdiot, David claims Let s Dance
is "notsoicily spacious,it’salot
moreimmediate contact. Itdeals
with things, hopefully, onamore
humanistlevel thanI've dealtwith
stuffbefore. It's notas detached or
asfalsely objectiveasmystuffseems
tohavebeen.” »
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When our manon thespotquestioned the
validity of returning to the white soul style of
his Young Americans period, David said that
overthelast couple of years he'd found himself
listening to the Alan Freed Big Band, Elmore
Jamesand AlbertKingand thathe'dwanted to
tryand recapture the enthusiasmof their
music. “I hopeit's notexactlyareturn,” he
hedged diplomatically, “butIthinkit'sjusta
re-establishmentofwhatIwasdoingin terms
ofan easier, more accessible brand of music.”

Somewagchallenged him overhis
inference that he equates electronic music
withlackofemotion.

“No, it'snotso,” he countered, admirably
unflustered. “It'sadisplaced kind of
emotionalism insynthetic music, butitdoesn't
workinlinearfashion—-it touchesrecessesthat
areunusualandldidn’twantto, again, touch
the unusual, becauseit's too obvious to do that.

“Atthe moment, the unusual’s being touched
so prolifically that I wanted to getbackinto
something thatwas more grass-roots, down-
to-earth. I'dlike to do something positive with
what 'mwriting, if I'm gonna continue writing,
andifit'snotworkingafter twoorthree albums,
I'llstop.”

Some suave fellow from Fleet Street duly
remarked that David seemed morerelaxed
with his music these days.

“Yes, lam,” hereplied, “because [ know
whatIwanttodowithit.Iwanttomakeit
worthwhile and something that helps people,
touseacliche.”

Aripple of shock ran through the mob. Surely
his old music had been worthwhile?

“Ithinkit’sbeen helpfulin termsof
examiningwhatone candowithpopular
music,” grinned theblond one dismissively.
“Butltried tovacillate backwards and forwards
between exercise and emotional contentand,
at the moment, the emotional content’s coming
outontop.”
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Thiswasobviously too
much forone Scandinavian
chappywho'dbeen
scratchinghisbeardin
bemusementforseveral
minutes. “Er, doyou
recognise yourselfinAngie
Bowie's book Free Spirit?”
he enquired with
admirable tenacity.

“Uh... Anti-Whatti?"
asked David.

“FreeSpirit’ - yerex-wife's
book-doyourecognise
vourselfin thatone?”

“Oh...Isee...” David
sighed, agitatedly. “Well,
listen, [ gotdivorced
sevenyearsago. Let's
notgointo that!”

Briefplacatory enquiries
were bounced around
concerninghisopinions
ofhisimitators (“lusedto
imitate Anthony Newley
and Syd Barrett-one does,
doesn’tone?”)-hislabel
change from RCA to EMI
(“Ididn'tlike RCAbecause
theydidn’tlike me. I think
[released several very
interesting, intelligentandimportantalbums
on RCAwhich theydidn’tseem to give much
time for”) and the usual nonsense about his
mostembarrassingwork (“‘Laughing Gnome’
-except thatmysonlikesitsomuch thatI'm
totallyambivalentaboutitnow”) before the
press gangsettled backintoasemblance of
inquisitive rhythm. Whatwas David’s favourite
aspectofhiswork?

“Oh, conferenceslike this!" he beamed.
“It'sreallygear! Uh...Idunno-changing,
[suppose. Nowarrivingatastate whereI've
given myselfthatmuchfreedom thatlcan
easily move into anykind of music that I want
tobeinvolved inwithout feelingas thoughI'm
lettinganybody down.”

His present challenge, he explained, was to
counter “astrange, nihilistic, albeitromantic
quality tomusic that seems to be overshadowing
everythingatthe moment-style over content—
andIthinkit'sbeing
acceptedas thevalue of

Bowie,who's
“neverbeenfitter
orhealthierthan
lamnow™,on
MadisonAvenue,
NYC,Jan27,1983

considers heleads “a traveller’slife, but not
with the baggage of rock'n’roll”, and thathe felt
nonationalisticdraw toreturn to Britain.
When some persistentinquisitor cornered
himwith anine-year-old quote to the effect that
the people of this country should prepare for
civilwarand did he think Thatcher had brought
thatcloser, David squirmed good-naturedly.

“Uh... workingwith Oshimawasreally quite
anexperience...” Heblatantlyavoided the
issue “...nextquestion.”

Noticeably more comfortable discussing his
acting career, David madelight ofhisrolein
The Elephant Man (“He waskind ofan easy
role; I mean, there was so much emotional
attachment to thatman, John Merrick, thatit
wasvery hard toscrewupon thatoneunless
youwere justacompleteidiot”), dismissed his
partin the forthcomingvampire movie The
Hunger, co-starring Catherine Deneuve and
Susan Sarandon, as “sexy and bloody", but
expressed his pride over his partin Nagisa
Oshima’s POW film Merry Christmas Mr
Lawrence,in which he co-stars with Tom Conti.

“I'venever beenoffered aroleasin Merry
Christmas... wherelhad the chance to take
advantage of myinterestininterpretingthe
characteras much,” he beamed. “Ihad alotof
freedomin that, and hopefully, I feel that’s the
best piece of workI've done vet.”

Hedenied beingoffered aroleas Frank
Sinatra, confirmed his partas Abraham Lincoln
inapiece created by Robert Wilsonand scored
by David Byrne and Philip Glass for the opening
ofthe Olympic Games, admitted he, like

everyone else, was up forworking with Scorsese,

onlyhe thoughthisItalian was probably too
ropey, and expressed anactiveinterestin
Robert Altman’s The Easter Egg Hunt, should the
directoreverraise the production money.
Moreinterested indirectingthanacting-he
was responsible for the Aboriginal video for
“Let's Dance” - David said he had plans towork
onahalf-hourTVvideo early nextyearstarring
Iggy Popand is currently paintingaportraitof
William Burroughsand exhibitinga collection
ofwoodcutsin Europe alongside Guillermo
Deisler. Whatgave him the most pleasurein
life, we wanted to know?
“Beingwithmysonandwakingupand
feelingas though I'vegotafutureasaperson
ratherthanjusta
commodity,” hereplied.

musicatthe moment; more
soinEuropethat America.
ButTwanttogetmoreinto
thegutsofthelyrics.”
AtthispointanAmerican
helpfullyaskedif David
would be playing
Superbowlsin the States.
Patiently placid, ourhero
enduredacouple more
minutesof mundane
nonsense explainingthathe was
based inSwitzerland now, not

T

New York, thathe’s “never

“Iwanted to
get back into
something that was
more grass-roots,
down-to-earth”

ElI1

Ourmanonthespot
gentlyscoffed at David's
implication thathe'd
somehowrecovered from
rock'n'rolland discovered
his trueself.

“Eh...maybe” came
thereply.

“Ifeela36-year-oldman
hidingina23-year-old
mentality... possibly.”
And now the question you've

allbeenwaitingfor: He'sbeen

calledaninnovator,a

beenfitteror healthier than America plagiaristandjustborn
lamnow”, thatheskisto lucky-whichisit, our hack
keep fit, thathe’slosthis : ?::J_‘Ei“ EA152  demandedtoknow?
fascination for Japan, ' ....u.m @ “Um...no...um...

thathe getsupat6.30 "',5.":.";; s ———— yesum... notreally,”
everymorningand goes S heanswered...
tobedat10, thathe LET'S DANCE Steve Sutherland

(David Bawie)

AVID

BOWI
Produced by David Bowie-Nile Rodgers
En !l neer: Bob Clearmountain for
ast Forward Productions
P lsa: David Bowle under license
‘to EMI America Records. A Dlvlnlun
“._of Capitel Records Inc.
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“I thought they were mad”

NME FEB 19

he Clashissued a statement at the
T weekend -inresponse to rumours

circulatingin London, they said -
confirming that they are toremainathree-
piece unit, following the departure of Terry
Chimes, who has been their guest drummer
since last May. Chimes himself said: “I thought
they were mad when they phoned me up five
daysbefore an American tour, but it worked
outreally well -we allhad a great time. Now it's

otar of the late 'b0s

NME FEB 5

BILLY FURY, ONE of Britain’s foremost rock

Thentherewere é

time to get back to my own plans, which have
beenneglected for the last nine months.”

Joe Strummer added: “Terry put up with
alot of pressure on the British and American
tours, but | only saw him throw a tantrum once
-whichis truly remarkable.”

The band say they don't yet know who their
nextdrummer willbe, butintend to press
ahead with their plans torecord anewsingle
in Londonin the near future.

starsof the late '50sand early '60s, died last
Friday afteralonghistory of heart trouble.
He had undergone three major heart
operations, including open heart surgery, but
he collapsed at his London flatand was found
tobe dead on arrival at hospital. He was41.
Althoughhehad 19 Top 20 hitsduring the
period 1959-65, he never quite made the No 1
spot, his mostsuccessful single being “Halfway
To Paradise” (No2in 1961). He undertook many
top-of-the-bill tours,and was aregularon the
top TVshowsofthe era-including Oh Boy!,
Six-Five Specialand Ready Steady Go!.
Ill-health caused his premature retirement,
and he boughtasheep farminWales, He had
beenmakingacomeback overthelasttwoyears
-partlyto pay offdebts, butalso because he felt
theurge toreturn-andrecently completedan
album, whichisscheduled for April release.

14-year battle

P AULMcCARTNEY HAS lost his14-year legal battle with music publishers

MM FEE 26 Paul McCartney will
not get additional royalties.

Northern Songs for additional royalties on such classic Beatles songs as “Let It Be”
and“Yesterday"”.

McCartney and John Lennon started theiractionin1969 andit wasbroughttoanend
inthe High Court last week when Northern Songs succeeded in their attempt to get the
action quashed. Northern Songs was sold to Lew Grade's Associated Communications
Corporationin1969 and McCartney recently failed to buy it back for £20 million.

NME MAR 5

Group
Culture Cluband
FunBoy Three

Best new group
Wham!

Male singer
Boy Georgeand
Terry Hall

Female singer
Tracey Thorn

Greep of the year
Too many to
mention

Most wonderful
human being
Stuart Adamson
(forburning
passion)

Songwriter

Paul Barry/
JohnRobinson
(The Questions),
FunBoy Three

Single
“Do You Really

Want To Hurt Me"/

Culture Club

Long-player
Friends/Shalamar

Live act
Shalamar

Dancefloor
“Let It Whip"/
DazzBand
“InAnd Out"/
Willie Hutch

Best sleeve
“BeatSurrender”/

TheJam

Event of the year
Neverhappens

Best-dressed male
Vaughn Toulouse

andthe Boy Wonder

Best-dressed
female
Miss Price

Haircut

Frenchmen(over30)

Electronics
Me

Bass
| Level's bassist

Drums
Zeke Manyikaand
JonMoss

Miscellaneous
Mick Talbot

Radio show
Gary Crowley's
Tuesday Club

Video
“Friend Or Foe"/
Adam Ant

TV show
Only Fools And
Horses

Film
ET.
The Plague Dogs
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LTI about the Londonrecord i
:;fﬂ::::;"éﬂf"“’ companies. They told him | |
! GuthrieandElizabeth to contact 4AD, and bingo, [

Fraserof Falkirkband the unbelievable happened: ‘

theCocteauTwins .

they notonly liked the \

material, but offered to \
releaseitas well! 1

Now, six months after | i |
Garlands, they're poised to w
launch their third single 1
“Peppermint Pig" (available ‘
on seven-and12-inch), which
shows a growing maturity, a
stronger confidencein their
material and, curiously, Alan !
Rankine at the production !
controls. How did that
strange partnership happen?

“He wascheap,” snorts
Will, rolling his eyes to the
heavens, ina contemptuous

(14 4 I I \ E | gesture of disgust. “And
In ouand k- G- | that'saboutallhe had going
. L, s for him-he wasaboutas
:-)

much use to us as asandpit

) 2 €9 inadesert.”
We re SuperStarrS : “Ic-lle waz totally apathetic,”

choruses Rob. “It was really

MM Introducing, with help from gf’d"r"::i iffe"; :fs::‘:h :':ta b }
The B'I‘thday Pal‘ty... the Gocteau Twins. : essentially we had to produce | I:

it ourselves. Och, he did help [ |
with arrangements and '

ASTSEPTEMBER A verystrangething | theirimpetusisforgedfromafardeeper things,”" he concedes. “Butit was good that he i i
I I happened. Three unknownscruffy source than mere style. was there,” reasons ragamuffin Liz, the L
Scottishurchins took theindie charts Their curiously structured music, woven peacemaker, “evenif he didn't do very much.” o
by storm with a debut album called Garlands, magically fromintricate guitar/bass/rhythm- “But what we really needed was someone | d
an unbelievably fluid chunk of sultry passion boxinteraction, isinjected with the stamp of authoritative,” persists Will, not tobe f
and aspiralling frieze ofimages with alyrical, something extra special by the rich, twisting appeased. "Someor?e who'datleastgiveus | |
haunting emotion that boldly and defiantly empathy of Liz's rising and ebbing vocals, their opinions on things - Alanwassovague | i
insinuated its way into the mind and heart. creating a flawless mirage of colour, and and disinterested.” [ 18]
But who on earth were these Cocteau Twins | proving that the ungainly nervousness they Strong stuff from astill fledgling band, | 1 i
and where had they come from? Were they display with strangers belies a stronger, more butadded proofthat they're not content } |l
the willing puppets of yetanother conniving decisive core. tobe fobbed off with anything less than i
industry hype? And how Their story began when wholehearted enthusiasm - an attitude 1
else could they have sprung — schoolchums Rob and Will that's helped to spread their almost i
fromnowheretothe “We tried to hreak spotted Lizatalocal hotel underground popularity. ‘ it
forefront of our attention? . bar “hop”, and singled her With little press and purposely muted I
The curious enigma "'lto the GlangW/ outas the only girlinthe promotion (apart from John Peel, whoin ‘
that envelopedthem was . . room who could dance! arare moment of animation pronounced | &
further heightened and Edll'lbl.ll‘gh g'g “Wesortofassumedthat = themtobe “probably my favourite bandin the |
propagated by anappalling Gil"GI,IitS Whell we if she CO%I'CI dances“he dbe world ),Fhe)‘r ve rapld_lygalrfedthe respect [
lack of mediacoverage, able tosingas well," recalls and admhlratmn oFthel;m:s:calcollehagues [
initiating even more L Robin, “so she gotroped - OMD have justinvited them onto their |
rumours?,speculation Started Off’ intoit! She wa;really nine-week European tour, but the Cocteau !
and distortion. e Wi shyat first,an b}
The three individuals at the centre of would only sing if we left the room!” -
this maelstrom were, in fact, even more “We wanted something radically
bemused thanthe rest of us! Thoroughly different from the dreary cabaret
taken aback by their success and the sudden acts that played the local pubs,”
spotlight of interest, and totally naive about adds Will. “We pinched the name
the machinations of the music biz, they fromanearly Simple Minds songwe
shrank gratefully into the wise and gently thought would be long forgotten-
cocooning arms of their record company, we're a bit cheesed off withitnow,
4AD, where, as Lizjokingly comments, butlguessit's too late tochange.”
“We hid our head in the sand and hoped the “Another reason we formed the
hullabaloo would disappear!” band,” volunteers Liz, “is that we
. FromFalkirk-a novfhpere townbetween justdidn't fitin with the people of
; Glasgow and Edinburgh - ourthree our age group. We used to take off
¢ reluctantheroes, Liz Fraser, WillHeggie allroundthe country tosee The
£ andRobin Guthrie, are endearingly Birthday Party and blag our way
£ bumbling characters, who in no way could into every gig!”
£ bepigeonholed with the new “hip” Scottish It was at one of these gigs that
£ scene-awkward, self-conscious and shy, Rob asked the 'Party for advice
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Twins, with unfeigned coyness, are still
bewildered byitall.

“Theyjustrangus out of the blue,”
explains Will, arching his bushy eyebrows
insurprise. “l mean, we've never met them
oranything, and there were dozens of
bands after that slot, and we didnae have
tobuy ontoit oranything.”

They're stunned by the implication.
Entertainingly self-deprecating, they
genuinely believe their success has been
precipitated by some inexplicable quirk of
fate and will be snatched back from them
any moment. Trying to persuade them to
talk about themselves simply induces
embarrassedblushes and nervous hilarity.

“We're deadlazy,” Rob volunteers.
“Lazy and fat. We just sitaround all day
and play with the Atari.”

Doyouassociate with any other
Scottish bands or play much locally?

“Oh noooooo,” winces Will. “You see,
we're not sussed enough for all that.” He
saysit withastrong hint of sarcasm.

“We tried tobreak into the Glasgow/
Edinburgh gig circuits when we started
off," says Liz, “but we weren'tapartofany
clique, so they just wouldn'tlet usin.”

Sowhathave youbeen doingsince
“Lullabies” [the EP follow-up to Garlands]?

“Well, we did our second Peel session
recently,” enthuses Liz.“We're really
pleased withit,and the new songs came
upbetterthanthey doonthe EP-1
shouldn'treally say that, should 17" she
chuckles. “But Gordon Sharp, afriend of
ourswhousedtobein The Freeze, came
alongand added some vocals, and it came
upreally well. It's not that we're unhappy
withthe record, it’sjust that we're quite
apprehensive of thereactiontoit.

“Imean, it’s alot more beaty than
anything else we've done, an' we've used
piano, an’ vibes and things,” she explains,
waving her arms aboutinillustration.
“Peaple will probably hate it," she adds
somewhat despondently, but | reckonit's
amisplaced pessimism.

The Cocteau Twins have, to their total
disbelief, made it bigin Holland - the
Januaryissue of Amsterdam’s Vinyl
magazine even attributes them with “cult”
status, while harping on what they term
“Liz Frazer'sromantic death obsession!”,
which she finds abit perturbing.

“Yeah, apparentlyin Holland we're
superstars,” Will shakes his head in
amazement. “We played there to packed
houses, and despite a series of hilarious
mistakes (he grins pointedly at Liz), we
went down really well.”

It's a pity that accolades like this haven't
rubbed off on this side of the Channel, but
the 'Twinsaren't too disgruntled about it.
They'vejustsigned to 4AD on afive-year
contract, so their future seemsalot
brighter thanitdid earlierin the year; and
they are, by their own admission, quite
happy to gradually pervade and enfold
public consciousness, rather thanbe
herdedinto a category, pickedup on
some passing whim, and then discarded.

See, these people are wise as well as
clever. HelenFitzgerald

Anorexia

nervosa

NME RIP, Karen
Garpenter, aged 32.

he living-room-love lyrics
that sold over 60 million
LPsfor'70s songstress

Karen Carpenter takeona
bitterly ironic twistin view of her death last week at 32.

Last Friday night saw Karen's name added to the growinglist of
deaths-by-heart-attack suffered by age-30-ish members of the
music biz, after her parents discovered her “barely breathing” on
the floor of herbedroomin the family’s Downey, California, home.

Karenhad recently moved to her ownapartmentin Los Angeles,
following the dissolution of her 1980 marriage to 42-year-old
businessman Tom Burris, but was staying with her folks. The reason
given by Mrs Carpenter was her daughter'sinability to shed the
spectre of anorexia nervosa, the “slimmer's disease”. It had
accounted for the cancellation of a British tour by Karenand her

brother/partner Richard as far back as 1975. After that cancellation,

Karen was bedridden with the disease for almost two months. The
heartattack which killed her was described as “massive”.

“duspended animation”

MM MAR 19

H AIRCUT ONE HUNDRED have been putinto

“suspended animation” by a High Court

judge asaresultofariftbetween
formerlead singer Nick Heyward and the
other five members of the band.

Mr Justice Warner said thatas they could
notagree whatshould be
donependingthe hearingoftheir
contractdispute, hewouldimpose
temporary injunctions to stop
eitherside enteringinto fresh
recording contract.

Thejudgesaid thatif Graham
Jonesand his four colleaguesin
Haircut One Hundred, plus their
companies Griddleside Ltd and
Essex-Brooks Ltd, could “produce
apackage” which would enable them
tocontinue workinguntilan effective
hearing, he would considerit.

Thejudgesaid thatuntil the case
was heard the band would bein
“suspended animation”.

The dispute between Heyward and
therestofthe Haircutsconcernsa
recording contractlastjuly between
the two Haircut One Hundred
companies and Arista Records.

Graham Jonesalleges thatArista
Recordsrepudiated the contract
andinduced Nick Heyward to act
inbreach ofhis duty to the Haircut
companies. Aristaand Heyward
denytheallegations.

Atpresstime there'd been no
developmentin thedispute, butas
soonasthere’sanyfurthernewsit
will bereportedin the MM.

» Wilson Pickett
hashlownouthis
projected UK tour,
whichwasdueto
openon Tuesday
thisweek. All of
Pickett's previous
UK tourplanshave
endedinsimilar
fashion. Dingwalls
chiefsHarvey
Goldsmithand
Peter Grosssay
theyaretakinglegal
actionagainst him.
NME Jan29

» Dollarvocalist
David VanDay was
alloutof breath
whenhewasasked
toinflatea
breathalyserbag.
Afterfailingtodoso
he wasfound guilty
onadrink-drive
chargeandfined
£100byalondon
Magistrates Court.
Hewasalsobanned
fromdrivingfora
year. NME Jan22

» Paul Weller will
shareanunusual
supportingrole with
Hazel O’Connor
whentheyhelp
CND chairwoman
JoanRuddock
launchthe appeal
for fundsthat
should make
possiblea“youth
musicfestival for
peace”. Thefestival,
scheduledforMay7
inLondon’s
Brockwell Park, is
expectedtodraw
thousandsofyoung
people. Wellerhas
committed himself
toplaying, saying
that “untilwe
achieve nuclear
disarmament, we
arelivingon
borrowedtime”.
NME Jan22

» March13seesthe
firstnightofaclub
called ARevolving
PaintDream.lt's
beingheldin
London’sManor
Houseat The Other
Clubandfirstband
onwillbe TV
Personalities.
Anyonewishingto
performshould
contactCreation
Cowboy, 98
Beaconsfield Road,
Tottenham, London
Ni5,enclosinga
tape. MMMars
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te :1" InShinjukuCentral Park,
S Tokyo,before the final

§ datesoftheyear-longWar
Touratthe NakanoSun

Plaza, November1983

KOH HASEBE / GETTY

have just made a strong third
album, War, and meet to talk
about their convictions. “l want
U2 to be a band that takes risks,”
says The Edge. “We don’t do
drugs or smash up hotels or get
our willies out on stage. The rock
rebel thing is very phoney.”

NME

OMEWILLPROBABLY claimitwasan

epitaph for the New Pop. Some will even

herald the startofarock revival, although

therockers’ revenge seems more

appropriate. But whatever it signalled,

somethingstrange happened to the nation’s
singles chartlast month.

Firstcame Wah's “The Storyof The Blues”; nextitwas
Echo & The Bunnymen'’s “The Cutter”; then the haunting
hues of “New Year's Day” took their place in the Top Ten,
andsuddenly thesingles charts was beginningto
resemblean NMEReaders' Poll. The Class Of'79
were suddenly coming good commercially.

Bono Vox, thelyricallead voice of U2, wiselyrefuses to
be drawninto any sweeping generalisations, but permits
himselfawrysmileatthisslightly unlikely turn of the tide,

“Itwould be stupid to start drawingup battlelines, but
Ithinkthefactthat ‘New Year’s Day’' made the Top Ten
indicated adisillusionmentamongrecord buyers. [don't »
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think ‘New Year's Day’ wasa pop single,
certainly notin the way that Mickie Most might
defineapopsingleassomethingthatlaststhree
minutesand threeweeksin the chart.Idon't
thinkwe could have written that kind of song.

“People are growingdisillusioned with pap,
with thewallpaper musicand the gloss. It'sas if
someone has eaten too many Smarties over the
lastcouple of years, and they'rebeginningto
feelillas theylookatall the wrapping paper
strewnaround theroom.”

Distanced from the bustle of British pop by
the Irish Seaand by their own purity of purpose,
U2 havejustreleased their third album, War.
Produced, like the lasttwo, by Steve Lillywhite

and recorded intheisolation of Windmill Lane studiosin their native
Dublin, the LPisavital watershed in their growth. Bono describesitas
“aslapintheface” and regardsitas the mostimportantmove they have
ever made. The songs on their two previous albums, Boyand October,
showed ayoungband comingto termswith themselves—with the

journey fromadolescence toafragile manhood.

Thenew LPisdifferentin that U2 are now facingoutrather than
inwards; they are now comingto terms with the outside world, and that
means comingto termswith the horror of the Falklands, Beirut, Central
America, the nuclear threatand the strife of theirownbattle-torn

backyardin Ulster—comingto termswith war.

Notall thesongsare directlyabout i
war, but those thatarerankamong the o
most powerful theband have yet
recorded. Thereisaplaintivescream for
compassionin Ulster (“Sunday Bloody
Sunday"),anacknowledgementofthe
struggle of Solidarity (“New Year's
Day") and the blackhumourofasong
aboutthebomb (“Seconds”), which
features fragmented excerpts fromlast
year'schillingtelevisiondocumentary
Soldier Girls. Even thelove songson War
arefierceanddirect,largely shunning
the moredelicatelyricismofthe
earlieralbums.

Justas the wordshave become more
incisive, so the musicis now much
morerobust. U2arearockrarity—
abandwho haveactuallybecome

14 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1983

“Calling the
album War,
were giving
people a slap
in the face”

“Rockmusiccanbea
verypowerful
medium":U2inTokyo,
November1983

tougherwith maturity rather
thanblandingoutas most of
theircontemporaries have
done. Waris the group at
theirmostrhythmic. Their
soundisrootedindrummer
Larry Mullen’s shuddering
tub-thumpingand bassist
Adam Clayton'sbewildering
percussive patterns.
Guitarist The Edgeisless
dominantthan before, the
traditional solos of the axe
herosuperseded byintuitive
excursionsin tonalityand
harmonics that putan eerie
veneerover therocksolid
foundations.

The new material isnot
always successful, theband
occasionally tripping over
theirownblusteryintensity,
butoneortwosongsare
quitedevastatingin their
ferocity. The bittersweet
“Like ASong”, forexample,
is probably the finest
realisation of the thrash
ethicsince Wah!'s epic “Seven Minutes to
Midnight” single.

Anothersignificant traiton Waris the manner
inwhich U2 have extended theirmusical base to
include some outside assistancein the shape of
electricviolinist Steve Wickham, Coconuts
Cheryl Poirier, Adriana Kaegiand Taryn Hagey,
andKid Creole trumpet player KennyFradleyon
acoupleoftracks. There are plans, too, to have
theentirealbumremixed by New Yorkstudio
whizFrancois Kevorkian, the manbehind the
consoleonthe D Trainsinglesand the successful
AmericanremixofYazoo's “Situation”.

Further proofofU2’s emergence from their
cocoonwillcomelaterintheyearwhen they

beginwork onaballetscore fora Dublin theatre. For now, though, the
spotlightis on U2 as one of the country’s top live bands - they starta UK
tourshortly-and on the near-vocational passion of theirnew LP.

U2 have always beenromantics. Theyare one of the few bands to
retain the idealism of 1976, looking on rock music asa great quest rather

thanacareer. Bono's punk-inspired ideals mightappear quaintin the

colder musical climate 0of 1983, but they remain essential toany
understandingof U2.

“Peoplesee usas fourguyswhoare uprooted from their city of Dublinand
thrownacross theworld,” hesays. “And we are winning. Wearebeating the

| businessmenat theirown game by conqueringthe USA onourownterms.

Wemight notbe thisweek’s thing,
butthatwillneverbotherus.”

The followinginterview took place
atvariouslocations one Sunday
afternooninDublin. Bono-the
aggressive pacifist-practically jumps
outofhisskinwhen hetalks, hisspirit
and fireasharp contrastwith the
softerapproach of The Edge, the
suaveassurance of Adamand the
watchful demeanourofLarry.
Bonowill talk of “credibility” and
“commitment” and makeitring true,
his confidence never crossing over
into conceit-his beliefin the U2 way
istotal, butitdoesn’tdeny the value
ofsomeof the otheroptions. Being
amongthelastoftherockidealists
sometimes seemsagood placetobe.
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Why War?

Bono: Warseemed to be the motiffor 1982,
Everywhere youlooked, from the Falklands to the
Middle Eastand South Africa, there was war. By
calling thealbum Warwe're giving peopleaslap
inthe faceand atthe same time gettingaway
from the cosyimagealotof people have of U2,
Edge:It'saheavytitle. It'sblunt. It'snot
somethingthat'ssafe, soitcould backfire.It’s
the sortof subject matter that peoplecanreally
take adislike to. Butwe wanted to takeamore
dangerous course, fly abit closer to thewind, so
[thinkthetitleisappropriate. Octoberand Boy
bothhad akeyto the songsinthetitleand this
oneisnodifferent. Notall the songs are about
war, butit'sagood general heading.

Theimages conjured up by thesongsareafar
cryfromwhat people might expect from U2,
On Boyand October, theimagerypossessedan
almost spiritual purity, whereas the songson
Warseem far more gruesome and horrific.
Bono:Alotofthe songs onourlastalbumwere quiteabstract, but War
isintentionally more direct, more specific. But you can still take the title
onalotofdifferentlevels. We're notonly interested in the physical
aspects ofwar. The emotional effects are justasimportant—"the
trenches dugwithin our hearts.”

People have become numb toviolence. Watching the television, it’s
hardtotellthedifference between factand fiction. One minute you see
someone being shoton The Professionals, and the next you see someone
falling throughawindow after being shot on the news. Oneis fiction and
oneisreallife, butwe’re becomingsoused to the fiction thatwe become
numb to thereal thing. War could be the storyofabrokenhome, a family
atwar. Instead of putting tanks and guns on the cover, we've putachild’s
face. Warcanalso beamental thing, an emotional thingbetween loves.
ltdoesn’thave tobeaphysical thing.

The most obvious contextat the momentis the nuclear threat. You
dealwith thaton “Seconds”, but you'd also touched on it before on last
year's “A Celebration” single: “I believe in the Third World War/l
believein theatomic bomb.” Was thata pointer of sorts tosome of the
songson the LP?

Bono: AllTwassaying was that the realities of the bomb must be faced:
“Ibelieve in the powers that be/But they won't overpower me.”

Edge: Peoplearestarting to ask more questions about the bomb. In the
past, people have been more apathetic. They have become so caught up
with theirownlives that they haven'tlooked outside. Now theyare asking
whatthehellisgoingon.

Adam:[ thinkpeople are readyto take amore militant stance to protect
their future, as therise of the CND movement shows.

Bono: Before we can overcome these things we have to face them. There
isalinein"Seconds” aboutafanaticassemblinganucleardeviceinan
apartmentinTimes Square, New York, butitcould beanywhere. We are
now entering theage of nuclear terrorismwhere a group of fanatics could
have the capabilities of bringingabombinto acity and holding millions
of peopletoransom.

“Sunday Bloody Sunday” - the obviousassumptionis thatitis about the
Troublesin Ulster.

Adam:Itisn'tso muchabout the Troublesin the physical sense, but about
the human carnage of families being wrecked.

Edge: Weallhad ahandin thatsong, becauseit's probably the heaviest
thingwe've ever done, lyrically. It'shard forustojustifyatitle like
“Sunday Bloody Sunday”, and we are aware of that. We realise the
potential fordivisioninasonglike that, soall we cansayis thatwe're
tryingto confront the subjectrather than sweep itunder the carpet.

We thought alotabout the songbefore we played itin Belfast and Bono
told the audience thatif they didn’tlike it then we'd never playitagain.
Outofthe 3,000 peoplein thehallabout three walked out. I think that
saysalotabout theaudience’s trustinus.

Adam:It'snotacommenton thesituation, but we've been questioned
aboutitalot, beingbased in Dublin, and we decided thatitwas morally
wrong thatweweren't coming to terms with it ourselves. Before “Sunday

“It is my belief
in God that
enables me to
get up in the
morning”

i
i

]
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Bloody Sunday” itwas something that we ourselves
had beensweeping under the carpet.

It’s thesame dilemma that The Undertones had to

facebefore they wrote songslike “Crisis OfMind”
and “It's Gonna Happen” -comingto terms
withsomethingonyourowndoorstep.
Butwhatabout “New Year’s Day”, whichis
about Poland? What qualified U2 to make
pronouncements aboutsomethinglike that?
Adam: It'snotacommenton the situation,
moreanacknowledgement of Solidarity. At the
time we wrote the song, we didn'tknow that
martial law was goingto belifted on New
Year’s Day. We were just saying that no matter
how much people try tochange the situation,
things are always more orless the sameat the
startofeverynewyear.

Alotof people have growntired ofrockbands
wearingtheirsocial conscience on their
sleeve.Isn'titallabitself-righteous?

Edge: The position ofanyband talkingabout the topics of their dayis
alwaysaverydelicate one. TheonlyjustificationIcangiveisthatweare
expressingour convictions. Icansee howit canappear patronising, but
itdependsonone's motivations. There are alot of things we could get
pulledup on. Ifpeople don'tlikeit, then thatisunderstandable, butwe
willbestanding by what we've done.

Alotofthe songson Warareinter-related. Are we witnessing the return
ofthedreaded conceptalbum?

Edge: No, definitely not. Thatwould imply that every songon thealbum
ispartofajigsaw, whichisn't the case. Thetitleis akeytosomeof the
songs, but notallof them areaboutwar: “Surrender”is inspired by New
York; “Two Hearts" isalove song; and "Drowning Man” is a very restful,
peacefulsong,

Considering the seriousness of some of its subject matter, Warcould
havebeenaverygrimand pessimistic LP, butyoualso holdoutacertain
amountofhope.
Bono: You have to have hope. Rock music can be avery powerful medium
andifyouuse that to offersomething positive thenitcanbe very
uplifting. If you use yoursongs to convey bitterness and hate, ablackness
seems to descend over everything. I don'tlike musicunlessithasa
healingeffect. 1don'tlikeitwhen peopleleave concertsstill feeling edgy.
Iwantpeople to leave our concerts feeling positive, abit more free.
Things mightlook very gloomy, but thereisalwayshope. I think thereis
aneedtodevelopanew politicallanguage to get overwhatishappening,
Unemploymentwill notdecrease. The new computer technology will
eventuallywipe out the clerical classes, and office workers will bea thing
ofthe past. Millions of people are already on the dole with alot of leisure
time. Theyare going to have to be re-educated in order tomake better use
ofthattime. Alotof people can'thandle these times and theyare turning
tothingslike heavy druguse. Inthe areaof Dublin where I live there are
15-year-oldkids using heroin. They can buy little 10-packs for £10. Alot
ofpeoplejustcan’thandle thisage.

Areyouafraid?

Bono:I'mfrightened, yes, butI'm not cynical or pessimisticabout the
futureandalotof that must come down to mybeliefs. Itis mybeliefin God
thatenables metogetupinthe morningand face the world. Ibelieve that
thereisareasonandalogictoeverything. If1 didn'tbelieve thatand
thought thateverythingwassimply down tochance, thenI'd bereally
afraid. Iwouldn’tcross theroad for fearof being runover.

Yousay youaresustained by your Christian beliefs. What about human
nature? Doyouhave anyfaithinthat?

Bono:Idon'tknow. It's fine to think that everyone isnice, man, and
peoplearereally swell, but thereisstill this capacityin man for terrible
violence.Isee thataggressioninmyselfsometimes, andseeitinother
people. Thesecretis tocome to termswithit. The century that we are
livinginis the most barbaric ever. In the past men committed atrocities

| withoutbeing fullyaware of what they were doing. Nowmanhasbeen »
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educated, but the atrocities are still going on. But I still have my beliefs,
notso muchinpeople, butin whatlies behind people. That comes
across in the music.

“Warisnotanegative LP.Imean, 'minloveand thereis alotoflove on
thealbum. Asonglike “New Year’s Day” mightbe about warandstruggle,
butitisalsoaboutlove. Itisabout having the faith to break through and
surviveagainstallodds. Loveisavery powerful thing. There's nothing
moreradical thantwo peopleloving each other.

WhenItalkaboutloveI'm thinking ofan unselfish love. Emotions can
beboughtandsold justlike anythingelse, but I think realloveis about
givingand notexpectinganythinginreturn.

Sothealbum could just as easily havebeen called Love-loveasa
weapon againstrepression. Youseemtobesaying thatone can’t
appreciate the truevalue ofloveuntil itissetagainst the hatred and
lunacy of the outside world.

Bono:Ithink thatlove stands out when setagainststruggle. That's
probably the power oftherecord inanutshell. The albumisabout the
struggle forlove, notabout warin the negative sense. Iwould be failingin
thisinterviewiflmade Warsoundlike a gloomyalbum, becauseit’s not.
Thopeit'sanupliftingrecord. Some love songs devalue the meaning of
theword. Disco bandsturnitintoacliche by tearingit downuntil it
means nothing. The power oflove is always more strikingwhen set
againstrealism than when setagainstescapism.

Thereare thosewhowillseize onthe fact that U2, Wah!and the
Bunnymenwereallin the Top 10 afewweeks ago asasignal that
“rock” isback; worthy old rockas 1983’s alternative to thedisposable
pop trash thatdominated thesingleschartin’82.DoyouseeU2asa
“rock” group?

Adam:[fyouweretofile us underanythinginarecordshop, Isupposeit
would have to beunder “Rock”. But1thinkitisaveryfalse divide. “Rock”
and “pop” cross overinso many places thatIdon'tthinkyoucanstart
puttingbandsinneatlittle boxes like that. Lookatagroup like the Doors
inthe '60s: they were verymucharock group, but they werealso having
pop hitslike “Light My Fire”.

U2existwithinatraditional rock formatin that your soundis
basically guitar, bass and drums. Howwould you counter the
currently fashionable claims that the formatis redundant after 25
yearsorso? There wasaletterin Gasbagafortnightagoalleging that
U2 were no more than a “chugging” progressive rockband with their
heartsin theearly'70s.

Edge: [ think thatanyone who canreactinsuchasuperficial, instinctive
way would miss the pointofwhat we're doinganyway, evenif theyliked
it. They're the sortof people who base their taste on fashion and whim.
Idon't think the people who go to our concertsare particularly interested
inwhatis trendy. They appreciate us ona farmore gutlevel. They'renot
bothered thatwe're just playingguitar, bassand drums.”

Bono: “We've chosen to work
within that format, even
though alotof people threw
itout the window

acouple of years ago. It suits
whatwewant to do. We want
ajoust. The guitar, bass and
drumsetupis good for
giving people agoodslap
inthe face.

Yourinstrumentsareonly
lumps of wood anyway.

d THE NEW SINGLE They'rehardly the best
NEW YEAB'S nnv criteriatojudge theworth
SPECIAL LIMITED EDITION ofaband.

Bono: We believe that passion
ismoreimportantthan
technique. 1975 wasallabout
styleand technique. Herbie
Hancockandjazz-rock, and
1982 was pretty much the
samewithgroupslike Level
42.1believe we need thatslap

DOUBLE
WITH FREE SINGLE

in the face once more. The sort

of thing that we gotin 1976.
Theelitist thinghas gotto be
smashed downagain. It’s like
Orwell's Animal Farm: the pigs
haveall become farmers!

The bands thatwere our
contemporaries, the garage
bandsof 1976, are back on the big
startrip. They're playing the part
of the people that they pulled
down. It's eitherintellectual crap
or patronising gloss.

Adam:To be candid, Iwould
haveliked to have been partof
the fashion scene thatwas going
onin Londontwoyearsago. It
would have been nice to dressup
and go to Club For Heroes. Being
the weakest member of the band
emotionally, Iwanted to do that,
butlcouldn’t. Itwas the
forbidden fruit. Inretrospect,
there’sastrength through
having turneditalldown. IfI'd
gone to London, itwould have
trivialised what I was doingin
U2. Atthe time, though, there
wasa certain conflictbecause
whatwas happeningin London
didlook exciting.

Butitwas exciting. There was
excitement in the way that
London clubs were confronting
thedrabness ofrock. What they
offered as an alternative might
havelacked substance, but that conflictinitselfdid produce
acertain tension.

Adam:Therewasnothinginitinretrospect, butatthe timeitdid seem
exciting. Watching from the sidelines, I felt that Twanted tobea partof
it, butsomehow I justcouldn’t.

Bono: Wesee London as outsiders and probably have more objectivity
through that.It's good to be able to go to Londonand then escape from
it, neverlettingitbecomeatrap.

Comeon, it'snotthatbad! Youcan'twrite offacitylike that.
Bono: No, 'm notsaying that. I love London, but that fact thatwe
are based in Dublin, away from all the activity, does give usour
own perspective.

Prior to War, U2 grew up inalmost total isolation, oblivious to outside
trendsand influences. Now you seem to be broadeningyourscope,
enlistingthelikes of the Coconuts, Kenny Fradleyand Francois
Kevorkian to embellish your sound. There's evena 12-inch dance mixof
“Two Hearts” due for single release!

Edge: Up to now, we've defined ourown terms, and if we're branching out
into new areasit’s because we need to. We're not pandering to any outside
demands. Weare always aware of what is happening musically, butwe're
not prepared toletitdictate ourstyle.

IsbeingonIsland anadvantage? Theyseemtobealabel who will
alwaysallowaband to develop rather than expectsomeimmediate
commercialreturn.

Edge: The criterion with Island is quality, whereas with otherlabels it

is purely sales. Theyalways hang ontoagoodact, evenifthatactis not
selling records. Sometimes they have shied away from signingan actthat
would have made them money simply because Chris Blackwell wants
alabel thathe canbe proud of, perhaps more than he wants the money.
Islandis moreorlessan extension of his ownmusical taste, so heis always
keen to prolong the longevity ofall his acts. Perhaps he would have liked
ustohaveahitearlieron, buthe mustbe happynow thatwe're having hits
withoutlosingour dignity.

i
|
|



How did theliaison with Kevorkian
comeabout?

Bono: Itcame about through Chris Blackwell.
Kevorkian's biggestambitionis toremixJimi
Hendrix, so Chris Blackwell gave him whathe
considered the nextbest thing-The Edge! The
good thingabout Kevorkianis thathe won'tjust
dotheusual dance mixcliche. He just takes the
master tapesand playsaround with the sounds
alreadyon them. Kevorkianis Martin Hannett
parttwo. He's got the same Dr Who features and
heleadsyouintohisgardenofweedsin the same
way that Hannettdoes.

Anotherdirectioninwhich youareextending

your interestsis the forthcomingballet soundtrack. What

inspired that?

Edge:Itoriginally came from the proprietor of the Royal Dublin Ballet.
He had thisidea of using contemporary musicwith hiscompany. He
gotintouchwithusandalsowith Arlene Phillips, whois thekind of
choreographerwho hasanunderstanding of working with rock music.

Thingsare atan early stage at the moment, but we have done some stuff

forit, usingsynthsand drum machines. We're notscared to broaden
ourmusical base. Maybe atonestage we'll getsick of guitars, butat the
moment theyare the best vehicle forwhatwewanttosaywith U2,
Theyconvey ouremotions best.

Doyoueverworryaboutappearingtoo earnest? Sometimes,
particularly onstage, youalmost fall overyour own two feetin therush
to project your own passion.

Bono:Sometimes we failand I'll be the first to admit that. Sometimes we
goover the topand miss the pointaltogether, butIknow that our music
means ahellofalottoouraudience from theletters that we receive;

not the fanletters, butletters thatactually gointo the musicand take
itseriously. [ think partofthefunofbeingaU2 fanisseeingus fall flat
onourfeetand then getback up again.

“Love is more
striking when
set against
realism than
escapism”

Marchi6,1983:
Uzperforming
onTheTubeTV
show,Newcastle

Have you ever got to the stage of not
wantingtogoon?

Bono:Yeah, aboutonce aweek! Whenwe
were making Warwe went practically to the
brinkofbreaking the band. Whenwegointo
thestudiowe draw totallyon our deepest
resourcesandstretchthemto thelimit. If the
bandis going tobe honest they'vegotto bring
outeverything, even the things that might
frighten them.

Edge:Iwant U2 to beaband that takes risks.
Thatethisideaof U2asanicesafeband.
Maybeit’s because we don’t play the
rock’n'roll game. We don’t do drugs or get
arrested in America orsmash up hotels or
getourwillies outon stage. All thatis justconforming to rock tradition.
Therockrebel thingisvery phoney.
Adam:Idon'tthinkit'sverylikely thatwe'll give in now. The longer we
goon, the more interesting things become. I can see us going through an
awfullotofchanges thatI would never haveimagined when we first got
going. Atfirstitwasjustasimple case of playingfor fun. Nowit'svery
different. Perhapsit’s maturity, perhapsit’'s down to Bono getting
marriedlastyearand The Edge getting married this year, butas we
mature, the frantic teenage issues that we were concerned with early
onarechangingintosomethingelse, something more complex.

So,thequestgoeson...

Bono:Yeah, and I feel thatwe're winning at the moment. In some ways,
U2areonlyreally being born now. Right now, it feels good. I think there
isacertaininsightin this group, a certainability to see human emotions
and expose them honestly, There arealotofcliched songs around in the
chart. The fiction factoryloves churning out superficial songs about the
same old subjects. That's just something we refuse to do. This might
sound egotistical, but [thinkwe'llalwaysretainourhonesty.

Adam: Basically, [ thinkwe're all nutters, but somehowitworks. It always
comesoutinthewash. Adrian Thrills e
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disconcerting”

Interviewed in their London
dosses, NNE

dlscuss prlson! VOICEOVER: “Inconclusion, The Birth Parein essenceaslug,

highbrow readi“g and their nanm{lic,rmdth.eirjofcrue)fissl.ourm'ldpaiuﬁclandalways

Jorwardand their trail of slimeis their artandso on and they

iti nerant "fBStle. “It!s are lf{{rjelyconscionsofr'tsissue..." Nick Cave, writingin the NME

Xmasissue

reallijSt NiCk Who’s in Iove N'DECENT, YET lRlDESCEN‘l‘i]l its ugliness..'l'he
WIth feellng alle"atEd,” says B.lr'thday Party ssllmcnmrk.slhe onerewarding

trail through the muck thatis rock.

ROWIa"d s Howard. iiltjust Pns.;t-]mnk'siok.op slnnl(l_urd bcal:ersUZand Echo

(more pallbearersin theirsolemnity) have converted
makes me feel rotten b1 . ll.}e same muckimg hmss:yclunn liturgies, pseudo- 1
. literary dirges dredged up fromhigh holy masses and Boy 10
Scout manuals; but The Birthday Party have continued to |
churnemotions withsickeningly obsessive love notes and
fabulouslydetailed travel talesallied toamusicatonce
brilliantand luminously flawed.

Theviolence ofa Birthday Partysongspringsnotsomuch
fromthe urge tohurt, asaboldness, ahankeringafter danger,
whichleads themupdarkalleys andsets themupin conflict
with the night. Unsurprisingly, their combatreports come
backspotted withshreds ofthat self-same night.

If these lurid purples and deep reds disturb you, Its because
voursenses have been dulled by Pop Art, whose
flatcanvassesof car smashes masquerade as
accurate reportage while puttingyouat one
remove from the subject. Butwhen The Birthday
Partyreport “Dead Joe"'s fatal accidenton
Junkyard, they convey somethingof the
crunchingreality of death, the shock ofits
suddennessand the guilty excitement, the terrible
curiosityitsappearance brings.

It'snotallgloom and despondency, because the
events they describe are extraordinary—meaning ‘
that, despite their occasionally grisly nature, ﬂ
there'ssomethingof the carnival about them. They
buzzwith gossip, sneers and asides, brim over with
speculation, slyjokes and sick one-liners—*“Tonight
wesleep in separateditches!" —aswould a crowd
gathered round afresh corpse.

Theirnewsongs, as featured on “The Bad Seed”
12-inchandin theircurrentlive set, make the brave
leapinto the fantastic and the surreal. What with
theaccusationsofself-parody made against » £

1130 00w 6363
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Junkyard, lesser souls would have retreated into something more ordered
and conventional.

Instead, The Birthday Party heaped more garishmake-up onto the
grotesque mask they displayed to the world until, top-heavy, the make-
up started falling offinlumps, leaving behind a correspondingly lighter,
fascinating, misshapen form.

Tracy Pew’s bassisthe one constantaround which ex-multi-
instrumentalist Mick ] Harvey (taking over from Phill Calvert, who was
forcibly ejected from the drumsetlast June) places hisbizarre drum
figures and at which Rowland S Howard's guitar nags or, alternatively,
teases with deliciously romanticcome-ons...

Farbeitfrom me, however, torescue The Birthday Party froma
philosophyofdirtand unhappiness-oreven propose one on their behalf
-byexplaining them away; for the longer they remain untouchable, the
more potentand unassailable their position. Besides, the Birthday Party
neverentered this game to be figured as the good guys.

PICKUPTHE trail of The Birthday Party slime ina Soho café,

followitdown to Brighton and eventually back to theirhomes—or

atleast the places they hang their hats. Sowhat's ina home? What
canberead into the books on their shelves or the messes scattered
across the floor?

“See?You'rerightin the home, there’s nothing to hide!"” despairs Mick
JHarveywithatrace of mockeryasleye the French, Germanand
Spanishdictionaries he'susingin his spare-time study oflanguages,
actingasifl’d chanced upon some guiltysecret. Suchis Mick's modesty.
Suchis Mick'sapplication.

Incontrastwith the tidiness of Mick's flat, the room Rowland S Howard
occupies with his girlfriend Genevieveis strewnwith the few possessions
allowedinanitinerantcouple, arranged so as to make ahome of sorts out
ofadesperately impoverished situation.

Thistrip, Tracy haswalked into the tidy South London house of fellow
Australians, The Go Betweens, only to have towalk out again a few days
laterwhen the Go Betweens giveitup to go on tour. Imeet Tracy and his
girlfriend aweeklater, carrying three heavysuitcasesinto theroomon
loan to Nick Cavein the household of You've Got Foetus On Your Breath.

The firsttime I visit, [ find Nicksickin bed, fully clothed beneath coarse
blankets, thesheets—ifany-riddenup somewhere deep beneath the
covers. Abottle of mellow brown liquor buoys up his spirit, ashes are
strewn across the pillowand the floor. He has reduced his necessities to
the barenecessities that will now fitinto asolitary plastic bag. Materially,

thisisasfaras The Birthday Party have come since leaving Melbourne for
Britain threeyearsago.

Nickhasbeenallocated the TVroominsomeoneelse'shouse. “They'll
probably pressure me toleave when they getavideo,” he quips.

Aw, come on, Nick, surelyyou're the betterentertainment value.

Rowland’s lament

“I'mreallynot terribly fond of thisnomadic existence because I find it’s
veryhard to do thingslike writingsongs when I haven'tgot somewhere
Ifeelismyhome, where I feel fairly secure.

“Forthelast three years ourlives have had alimited amount of security,
which Nickreally thrives upon. Ifinditquite disconcerting. I find it really
hard towrite on theroad oron the move. But Nick can writeanywhere. He
carries pieces of paper everywhere—in people’s houses, onthe tube, in
people’srooms. He's quite lucky.

“I'dlike to livesomewhere, but thenagainl can't think ofanywhereI'd
liketolive toolong.I'd like togo home, but thenIthink, ‘where’s home?’

I think Tracy and Mick bothlike to have somewhere fairly solid. It's really
justNickwho'sinlove with goingto new placesall the time, continually
feelingalienated. Itjust makes me feel rotten.”

Tracy’s wish
“It'sbeenabitofapainin theass sometimes, all this movingabout, but
whenIthinkofthelastthreeyearsand howitwould have been if wasstill
inAustralianowlwould be bloody miserable too. Allmymateswhoare
stillthere want to come overhere because we make itsound sogreatin
ourletters. Andit'scertainlybeen greatseeingall of these different
places. It'snot somethingIwantto do for therest of mylife, but for the
momentit’s fine.

“We'retouringalot thisyear, whichI'mlooking forward to. AsfarasI'm
concerned, lwanttostay on theroad almostsolidly thisyearso I don't
havetoworryaboutgettinga flat.”

Mick’s front room

“Iquitelike beingsettled to some degree, but that'saveryhard one
because Nickisobviouslyverydifferentin thatrespect. There's alot of
desperationabout his creation, which manifestsitselfin alot of fairly
obvious ways. Hereally pushes himselfto thelimits, if youlike. Me, [don’t
really careiflcreate anythingornot. 'm quite happy to be comfortable
andrelaxed forafewmonths. It'snotabig thingifl haven'twritten
anythingforawhile.”

NickCavewithThe
BirthdayPartyat
Ace,Brixton,London




Nick’s wanderlust

“Ipersonallydon’t think thatany external
things—whetherit's the environment or
whetherit'smysituation-affectmywritingin
particular. Thave the samesortofideasifI'min
London, BerlinorAustralia. Allittendstodois
make my life more miserable, ifI'm throwninto
aDickensiansituation, which seemedto be
whathappened when we got to London.

“Afterafewshort months here I started
feelingl was becoming partofthecity, that
Londonwassuckingup my personalityand it
wasthenlknewlhad tomoveout. Itwasn't
untillgotto Berlin thatIrealised it's the moving
thatis theimportant partofthe stimulus, not
livingin any particularplace.

“I'malways really conscious of forming habits, and when I find them
formingl try tobreak them, nomatter what they are, whether they're
routine orlifestyle orwhatever. People who order theirlivesinto a
complete routine seem to be makinga claim forsecurity. Unless they 're
reallyin control, they're notsecure.

“For thatreason, I prefer mylife to be totallyinsecure. [like notliving
anywhere, nothavingahome, movingaround, just puttingmyselfinto
states of confusion ona day to day basis.”

Rowland reminisces

“Whenwe firstcame to London, Nickwaslivinginasquatin Maida Vale.
[can'treally speak accurately forhimbutat thetimehewasreadingthings
like Samuel Beckett— Wart, thingslike that, depressed, sort of dirtyand that,
[think, influenced him intowritingabout thiswholesortofsqualor thing.”

Nick’s aside
“Rowland told you that? Judas! Well, he wasreading... Mervyn Peake!”

Rowland’s recall

“Mostlywewere influenced againstwhatall the English groups were
doing. We'vesaid this often enough before, butanyway wewenttosee
somebigthingatthe Lyceumwith Teardrop Explodes, Echo, A Certain
Ratioand The Psychedelic Furs—the cream of British rock. Butit was just so
bad, sounpowerful, so uninvolving thatweinstinctivelyreacted againstit.
Forawhilewe became more Americanised inaparodicsortofway.”

Fade...

HE SOUND OF careening guitars and derailed rhythms swells

up from the distance. Party songs are collaged, the voice of a

deranged evangelist preacher folds in adeath litany... “Pilgrim
getson hacked daughter/Allwe get is 40 hack reporters... sweet hatchet
swing lowson/I'm feeling pretty lonesome...” The noise degenerates
into the curdling screams of the lynch mob. The ugly accent of bigots
suited only to articulating jealousy and suspicion, the horror of
miscegenationand fear of strangers is expertly seized with perilous
glee... "HANDS UP WHO WANTS TO DIE!!! Have you heard how Sonny's
burning?/ Like some exotic star/He lights up proceedings/Raise the
temp... Someday I'll cut him down!” The wagonrolls south, the
mockery doesn'trelent... “American heads will roll in Texas!”

Offscreen voice

Therealm of The Birthday Partyimaginationisn't confined within
geographical orpolitical borders. Itis populated with freaksand
frighteningdimwits, heroicand broken-backed lovers, all subjected to
hotsticky climates or—theirexact negative—damp cold climates, either
ofwhichreduce people to astate ofinertia.

Subjected to the humid heatof Faulkner’s deep South, the steamy
golden showers of Genet’s southern European ports or Greene's
miserable, drizzling Brighton, BP characters react to thestifling
atmospheric pressures with violence or extreme acts oflove, often
resultingindeath sealed with hilariouskiss-offlines.

BP songsare pages torn froma thief's journal writtenin flight from
Australiaacross Europe and America. Theyare—to putitinTracy’s
colourfulvernacular-“arealhell'sbroth ofall these quite diverse
influences, things thathave justgotten into our mind, assimilated and
eventuallyspewed forth.”

“I like not
having a home,
putting myself

in a state of
confusion”

THE BIRTHDAY PARTY

Nick’s southern discomfort

“Amythicaldeep South? knowexactlywhat
voumean, thoughIdon'twantitto be that
particular. Tjustfind thatarea, thatstyle of
intelligenceandso forth, which maybe
Faulknerwould have his characterssteepedin,
really fascinating, The wayinwhich they
would talk, whichisdumb, butisareally
descriptivelydumblanguage. It'sjust thatalot
ofthingsabout the deep Southinterest me.

“The fanaticism, the blind beliefinall sorts of
totallyridiculous sorts of things, theirreally
quaint, mysticalway ofjustifying the beliefs
theydedicate their lives to, these superstitious
peopleofthe South. Living each day, through
everyhardship possible, with theirhands, not their minds. Theirlives are
lived entirelyin terms of punishmentand reward.

“And that type of thingis equally prevalentin our sophisticated society.
Itisjustsimplified and magnified with these hillbilly type people. The
same conceptsof people denying the things they wantstillapply,
denyingtheirbasic desiresbecause they're afraid ofwhat might happen
iftheyexpresswhattheywant.

“Youcansitaround forhoursand make analogies of various aspects of
thatkind of societyand thisone. The lvnch mob, the crazed mob that has
no personalitywhatsoever, theylose theirentire personalities for the
sake ofone crazedidea, is exactlythe sameasgoingtoaconcertby Adam
AndTheAnts, where the focusingofattentionis somuch onone
particularfigure that they'rejusttradingin their personalities to become
apolyheadedblab...

“What makes ussodifferent? Ireally do have quite astrong opinion
ofthe way people behave when they're with other people. With us,
[consider we're makingan example of some kind of bid forindividuality
andatourbest, which we were the other nightat the Lyceum, we remain
apartfrom theaudience, weremained individuals with ourown visions
andweweren’tsucked into the mob.

“Sometimes I getscaredintofeelingl should entertain these people,
solforce myselfto flingmybodyround everywhere, because I knowit’s
entertaining, so eventuallyllose and theywin. Then Imightaswell be
down there with them, basically...”

Rowland’s reasoning

“Whenwe wentback toAustralialastyear, we were greeted with such
acclaimandadulationitmade what we were doing pointless, because
the wholelife of the group had been based on reacting against what
wasaround usand turningitinto some kind of positive force. So once
everythingwas positive toward usitdefeated the purpose. Weloathed
it, for the main part.

“Forastart, most ofitseemed unwarranted; people applauding wildly
when youcome onstage, when you announce asong they've never heard
before; itwas apparent they weren’t thinking very much about whatwas
goingonand thatwe were welland truly absorbed into the whole
rock'n'roll schtick.

“We never had any illusions thatwe were alaw unto ourselves, butwe've
alwaysoperated fairlywell outside the normalrock’n’roll context.  mean,
we've never mixed with those sortof people socially. So it was frightening
anddisappointing to see how people werereacting. Aftertwo and a half
monthsinAustralia, Nick, Mick Harvey, Tracyand me, we were
determined to break up theband because there didn'tseem tobe any
pointtocontinuing.”

Tracy’s dogs

“Nobody wouldlike to thinkthe audienceisrelatingonsuchanarbitrary
level. Welike to get to ouraudiences a bitmore of whatwe're trying to
communicaterather thanreacttousonapurely mindless level. The
comparisonwith Pavlov'sdogs dribblingwhen theyhearabellring...
sometimesIthinkthey'renotlisteningatall.It's pretty bad when things
gettothat.

“Thesplit-up lastJune... well, weset ourselves these goals in the past,
‘cosit'sreallyeasyforustoloseourpatience whenyoucan'tsee
immediate achievements. [t'sbeen our way tosay, fuckit, ifwe can’tdo
suchandsuch bysuch atime. Butby the time thatdate comesit'susually
forgotten. We've beensayingitasearlyas 1980, so [ don’t think there'll be
toomuch ofthatmutinoustalkin the future.” »
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Mick’s best-laid plans

“Like last June I was looking more and more forward to being completely
free, butwhen the designated break-up point came, therehad beenalot
ofodd things happeningin the meantime, like Tracy being putinjail. And
werealised we hadn'tdone alotof the things we wanted to do. Butwe
knewsomethinghad to happen. Wedidn'twant Phill (old BP drummer)
around, so whatwe did waskick Phill out (Mick now plays drums full-
time, switching from his role asamulti-instrumentalist) and moved to
Berlin and decided to carry onasagroup.

“Hounditverydifficultatfirst to be positive about it, because by that
time I was looking forward to doingsomethingelse. Butl couldn’tkeep
onbeing negative aboutit, otherwise I would drageverythingelse down,
solwenttothe other extreme and became very positive. Sometimes,
though, Idon’tknowhowmuch more the group canachieve, or what the
group hasachieved-Idon’tknow why the group should achieve
anything. Why should we putourselves through this much agony?

“Butwhatisquite different forourgroupisthatitisagreat thingforusto
playaninspiring gig. “

Nick’s shock

“Breakup?We were going to break up? Nobody told me!”

Tracy’s bad break
“Basically I gotnicked formy third drunk driving offence, atleast the
third one where I wasactually caught doingit, which wassilly of me. I also
had warrants out for two minor theftcases. One was for shopliftinga few
sausages when Iwas brokeand hungry. The other time was when [ nicked
somethingfromapartywhenlwasdrunk.Iwasasincompetentathiefas
Iwasashoplifter. The cops finally caughtup to me whenTwent outand
diditagain.ldidn'tgointo courtwithaverygoodlawyer, justone from
legalaid, solleft the courtwithafour-monthsentence, of which
Iserved three. Thejailsin Victoriaaren't thatbad. They're
worse, I shouldimagine, in New South Wales. [ gotsent toanice
little prison farm.

“The band was due to leave for America aboutaweek after
Iwaslocked up, whichwasalittle awkward. I often seem to be
doing thingslike this toinconvenience therestofthem. So they
got Barry Adamsonin for the tour...

“It'sdifficult forjail to have a positive effect on your mind,
because the only thingonitis gettingout. Your friends are on
the outside. My girlfriend came hundreds of miles to see me
every Sunday, buteven then I couldn’tsee enough of her.
Imissed herlike hell. Iwasalso thinkingaboutwhatIwas
missingwith the band. That's the bad part.

“Idon’tknow thatitdid thatmuch formymind atall. [ think
youwouldhave tospendalotlongerinjailfor thatto happen,
butitcertainly cleansed mybody. I was off the piss for three
months, exercised alot, worked everyday pruning pine trees,
did weightlifting; thatway youcould sleep really wellso time
wentalot quicker.”

Nick’s way

“Thatarthas to benefit societyin some practical way?
Anythingbut that! Artiswhatanybodywantsit to be. Twillnot
be pressured into harbouring a social conscience to write
aboutissues thatwill be forgotteninayear’stime, givingmy
opinion onsomethingwhenit's not worth more thananyone
else’s basically.

“Mysenseofaesthetic, mystyle ofaesthetic, now that's
somethingworth makingconcrete for the world! My basic
creativenessis exceptional, butldon’t think my particular
socialor political opinions are worth a pinch of shit. So why
should artisticsensibilities go to waste because 'm not
opinionated?”

Rowland’s wrath

“Ireallyfinditamazing that people who review us have
sometimes come to the grand conclusion thatwe're doing the
exactsame thingas Bauhaus! It'sincredibly frustratingwhen
people conclude we're the same as them and theirilk. Even if
they may think the musicis mindless, I thinkit'sfairly clear the
lyricsareahell of alot better than99 per centof people writing
atthe moment.”
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Nick’s nightmare

“Itoften worries me that our group could be accused of deliberately
dwellingon the horrible thingsinlife: death, murderand the like; that
we're totally skin-deep and nothingelse. We did thisinterviewin
Copenhagen and theinterviewerread us thisdaily newspaperarticle
thatsaid ourmusic could bestbe described as the sortof thing that would
gowithacheap B-grade horror movie, whichIfind reallyinsulting.”

Mick’s father

“Moral responsibility? That'sa tough one, the eternal question. We would
make whatwe would construeasaveryirresponsible joke, meantina
particularway, maybe notseriously, and thatleaves the question ofus
knowingwhatwe meanand the possibility of 99 per cent of the people
takingit the wrongway. So dowesay, fuck the people, theydon't
understand, they're stupid? Ordowejustdoit, becauseit’s the way we
thinkaboutit, so whyshouldn'twe?

“Onthewholel'dsayit's too badifthey’re misinterpreted, if the coverof
The Bad Seed is taken the wrong way. Why the swastika? Well, I dunno,
hahaha.Isupposeifpeoplewent, Oh, howdisgusting, thatwouldbea
very blinkered view. People would misunderstand the way we useit...
Thatis, it'salmostabitnaughty. The joke almostbecomes that peopleare
goingto go ‘Argh!’atsomething thatwasused thatinnocently.

“It'snot to shock them. People who would get upsetare very far removed

from the group so mostofthem would neverseeit. Thatis whatis so funny

about Drunk On The Pope’s Blood. Most of the people who would have
been offended by the title would never come acrossiit.
“Youcan'tsaywesetouttobedeliberatelyshocking, becauseifweareit
doesn’twork. Wedo those things... they're done to beridiculous. They're
meant forourselves, notasapublicoffence. I find it really silly when people
accuseusoftryingtobesensational, because ifweare, we're terrible atit.

| “lleftcourtwith
afour-month
sentence, of which
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“ExceptinAustralia, they made abig thingout of
Drunk On The Pope’s Blood, which was so stupid,
becauseitmade the people who would have been
offended byitaware ofit. And Idon’t think we ever
wanted todo that. Once thathappened I was really
upsetaboutit. Well, my parents heard aboutit,and as
my father’sapriest (COfE) [ gotabitofflakaboutit. * “M‘:

Nick unrepentant

“Mickalwaysused tosay, Tknowwhyyouwriteall this blasphemous stuff
-it'stogetbackatmebecause of myfather, isn'tit?’ Butafter three years
herealised the joke had been going on too long, so there mustbe some
seriousintentbehindit.”

Mick’s measured tone

“Metooreasonable for The Birthday Party? No, [ thinkI'man element the
othersrequire. For one we haven'tgotamanager, soitusuallyfallsonme
togetthingsorganised, asIstartworryingabout them first. 1 thinkIreally
createabalancethatis needed, otherwise Iwouldn'tbe here. They've
never complained about my being too reasonable orlevel-headed.

“Anyway, [canbeirresponsible, too. [twas me who gotdrunkat the first
giginNew Yorkand started yelling obscenities at the audience, which
wasreallyoutofcharacter...

“IthinkBirthday Partyrepresentelements of the individuals involved
thatotherwisewouldn'tcome to the fore. There areelements aboutme
thatcome outinsomethingso totally wild and untamed as The Birthday
Party, which otherwise would stay hidden.

“Icompletelyapprove ofit, though sometimes I thinkitwould be good if
peopledidn’tgetcompletely drunk out of theirbrains before goingon
stage. ThenTrealise thatiftheydidn't, thingswouldn'tbe the sane. Their
attitudewould be differentifthey wereresponsible.

A Nick caricature denied

“Imean, I'mnotthesortof personwhositsaroundinbarscryingintomy
beer, trying to dwell on physical pain... Twould probably consider myself
tobeadestructive person, atleast destructive to myself, butl enjoyit...
TIjustdon’twrite songs when I'm happy. That’s partly because whenI've
gotsomespiritI'musually outsome place destroyingit.

“Not thatI'msaying thatwhen I find myselfdepressed I crawl over to the
desk, slide into the seat, dip the quillin the potand startscratching this
reallypainful prose. Even when Iwas ahappy-go-luckylad in Australia
Iwrote about depressing things.”

Rowland’s friends

“HowImetLydia Lunch, we were playingin New Yorkand I metherat the
Chaise Lounge. I'dbeen wantingtorecord ‘Some Velvet Morning' fora
while, anditstruckmeasagoodidea todoitwith her. Not the least
because shewould be good for selling the project to companies with!
Andtheyjumpedat the chance.

“Afterthat, the German company asked Lydia torecord analbum, so
she gotme, Mick, Genevieve (Rowland's girlfriend) and Tracv over to
Berlintohelpherdoit... Intheend the Germans couldn’t pay the studio
bill, so the tapesare gatheringdust.

“Because ‘Some Velvet Morning’ sounded good -it had thisdreamlike
qualityand some depth-Iformed thisgroup These Immortal Souls with
BarryAdamsonand Genevieve. There were plans toreleaseaseries of
12"s, each withadifferent theme, but nocompanyisterriblyinterested...”

Rowland’s sorrow...
“Alotof myfavourite songwriters are people who write when they're
obviouslyclose to the edge and the songs betrav this quality of weakness
andfragility...guessI'm primarilyinterested in people rather than
expressinganidea. 'minterestedinaffectingpeople onan emotionallevel,
hitthemreallyhard, so theyfeel the same emotions youwere feeling when
youwrote the song. Anyone who canachieve thatI thinkisverygreat
“IfIcanmakearecordasgoodasthe things I waslisteningtoat17
thinking they were the best, thenI'd be satisfied. [ think The Bad Seed is
reallyaworkofart, strong, powerfuland capable.”

...And his frustration

“ThesongsIused towrite werereally personal songs, and Nick said he
couldn’'tsingthem because itwas tooembarrassing, like reading
someoneelse'sdiary. So foralong time I waswritingimpersonal songs,

THE BIRTHDAY PARTY

andit’stakenme ayeartorediscoverhowtowrite
self-expressive songs. Now I have to decide which
onesare for The Birthday Partyand the otherones
[keepforme, Genevieveand BarryAdamson.”

Nick’s rejoinder

“To his disfavour, Rowland gives melyrics that
obviouslymeanalottohim,and hehastorelease
hisemotions by proxy, kind of, and at the same time
Ican'trelease myown.It'slikedrivingsomeoneelse’s car:youhave tobe
more careful. And that’s the wayitiswithlyries.”

Nick and Lydia

“We wrote 50 One Page Playstogether, 50 plays made up from five
categories of thingslike the speedwayand filth. Lydia suggested thatone.
‘Well, we had to startsomewhere, sowhynotat the bottom?””

Deutsch Australian freundschaft

“Crawlingin misery/mothingis here/sluggish crippled cells/your spells
speak/hoeraufruhrithirstyanimal/set unquenchable fire/demise after the
fire/the cellcores burst out/lava burst out/newislands/thirsty animal”
(“Durstiges Tier” Words: Blixa Bargeld. Music: Einsturzende Neubauten)

Rowland: “Meand Nickarereallyinterested inworkingwith as many
people as possible. Itcanonlyimprove what you're doing,. It's fairly
limited working by yourselfor with only one other person. I've written
songswithabout 10 other peoplein the pasttwoand a halfyears. It
teaches yousomething, inspiresyoualotmore.”

Nick: “We're notmisanthropic towards otherartistsin whatever field -
I'mnot so narrow-minded to reduce it to rock—who have ideas which
Ithinkaregreat.

“Wedon'thavean attitude inwhich we don’t want to haveanythingto
dowithanybodyelse, thatwe think we're the fucking greatest, though
Idoadmititmightsometimes come across like that. Welook to other
people to play with, express ourselves with, exchange ideas with.

“Itonly happensveryrarely, butitdid in Berlin with Einsturzende

| Neubauten, and alsowith Lydia Lunch. Even so, our group is generally
totally alienated from the scheme of things.”

A bedtime story to close: Nick’s swampland narrative
“Whatactually happensinthisstoryis thedeath of thisone central figure
whoissinkinginto quicksand, listeningto the sound ofalynch mobhot
onhistrail. Allthe time heisreminiscing, fallinginto fits of vision, having
unearthlyvisitations, while he's gradually sinking deeperand deeper.
Finally, his executioners burstinto the clearing; they surround him but

| theycan'tgethim, because he'stoo faraway. Only hisheadisvisible
above the quicksand.

“He'sbeset by more visionsand eventually he's visited by an angel of
somesort, who he thinks forgives him for the murder of some orphan girl,
whichisthefinalhoaxofhislife. Just before he dies he believes heis
forgivenand thatnothing further orworse could happento him.And
somehowit's broughtinto the vision that the mob have poured gasoline
onto hishead, sohisheadis nowthislittle flame in the middle of the
middleofthemob...

“That's puttingitintoalogical format, whichitwon't be whenit's
finished. The way this would be written, the way [ wantittobereadislike
someone...wakingupwithahangover, yourmind totallyblank butin
painand then one by one these grizzly memories come staggering back
from the nightbefore. Justhalf-conscious, totally vague, conflicting sorts
ofimagesdriftingback...

“Forexample, this characterhas murdered the county’s tiny orphan girl
who thecommunityhastakeninto theirhearts, and each time he relates
ittothereaderit’s slightlvdifferent, because he can’'treallyremember
howhedidit.

“Todraw thistothemusic... ‘She’sHit'isdonein the samesortofstyle.
Lineshintatacatastrophe ofsorts, butnotenough evidenceisgiven to allow
aclear pictureofwhatexactlyhashappened. Butthe personwho hearsitis
given to understand thatsomeviolent catastrophe hashappened...”

Nick’s longing

“loften feel nostalgic for Australia, but then I think there's nothing there
forme anymore exceptfora few friends and my family... but [ really
wouldlike to go andlive with mymother forawhile, to tell you the truth.”
Chris Bohn e
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“Were
tryingto
reach
people”

BLACK FLAG




January16,1983:
HenryRollinsjoins
thecrowdatashowin
Torrance, California

BOB CHAMBERI




ERICA ECHENBERG / GETTY

MELODY MAKER

TWAS EMBARRASSING. I'd never met them before. And they

didn’t know London that well. So I reckoned that the most

welcoming, most comforting place for an interview would be

the pub (well... any excuse).

Whatldidn'treckon onwas that LA band Black Flagmightbe

less than enthusiasticaboutdrinking. They did stayin the round,
mind vou. But forevery bottle of Guinness that passed mylips, they were
sendingout for fresh supplies of coffee! By the end of the interview I was
feelinglike Ednathe Inebriate Woman.

Black Flag certainlyaren’t predictable.  knewit the minute Iwalked in
and found singer Henry Rollinssitting huddled by himselfat the opposite
end of the pub to the others, staring dementedly at the number 13 orange-
striped pool ballhe wasrollingaround in hishand.

“Idid thatbecause 'm Henryand I was doing the Henrytrip,” he
explained later. This probably made perfectsense to himselfand the rest
ofthe group, butitcertainlydid worry the guvnor of the pub, who thought
he had animminenthospital case on his hands.

[neverdiddiscoverthesignificance of the orange stripe. Meanwhile,
the Black Flag majority were maintaining an ominoussilenceat their

26 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1983

" Black Flagatthe Oporto
ubinHolborn,London,

983(l-r):DezCadena,
enryRollins,Greg
1 Gmn.BillStovensnn,
" ChuckDukowski

table, lookinglittle like the over-the-top punkrockers of their musical
reputation. Dez (Cadena, rhythm guitarist) could've taken on the role of
Neil, The Young Ones' hippy, quite successfully. Equally mild-mannered,
Chuck (Dukowski, bass), Greg (Ginn, guitar) and Bill (Stevenson, drums)
showed noimmediate visible signs of the maniacs theybecome when
theywalkonstage.

I had asinkingfeeling that this conversation wasn't going to be as
easyasl'dimagined. For the price of a bottle I'd have joined Harrigan
and his cronies at the bar. And then Black Flag got talkative.
Unpredictable. I told you so.

Previously, I'd seen Black Flag twice, towards theend of 1981. They
remained inmymemory for two reasons.

Onewas theiroverwhelming heaviness—like the weight of AC/DC
multiplied by 100. The other was that they had askinhead singer.
Askinhead from Los Angeles! Nowwhat's thatall about?

“Inmyworld, hairisn'tsuchabigdeal,” responded Henry, now
apparently happy tositwith the rest of the group butstill squeezing the
poolball, “Overhere, it's like youjoin a certainarmy if you have your
hairacertainway.Ididn'thave my hair cropped foranyreason, like
‘I'maskinhead’. I had it thatway for the reason I have it this waynow...
becauselfeltlikeit.”




Hebrushed his free hand through the dark
tufts tosignify the end of that particular topic,
andtalkturned to Black Flagand theirmission
inlife. Whichis plantingseeds, apparently?

“Ourideasareemotionalandeachoneisa
seed,” explained Chuck, obligingly. “The degree
towhichwe’resuccessfulisthedegree to which
weplantafertileseed insomebody’smind.”

“Whatwe're trying to do with our music and
ourapproachistoreach people,” continued
Henry. “We're five people going ‘TamIam’and
wewant to touch everyemotion thatahuman
being could possibly feel, fromjoy to hate or
sadnessorreal disgust.

“Iwantto putmyself, mymind, myheartand
mybodyonthelineforthat. 'mdriventodoit.
It'smyform of self-expression. Ilike toseeaband
thatputstheirassesonthelineforabunchof
people theydidn'teven know. I knowhowhard
Itry, andif people don'tlikeit, there'sadoor.
Theycangooutand join the mass ofother
peoplewho don'tlike Black Flag, and that'sall.

“Forme, alotofthesongswe playIneed to
play. That's what we write them for.”

Thissoundsabitobsessive to me.

“Well,” said Henry, enjoying the drama ofhis
ownlanguage, “It'sasmuchanobsessionas
breathingis. Do youwant to live tomorrow?
Ineedtolive, and there’'sasonginmyheart.”

Wereturn to the subjectof emotion.

“Most people have everything theyneed
inside them, and Black Flagjars the emotions
around and jiggles them outofpeople,” said
Bill, the newestmember of theband. “We can
make yousee what'sinside yourself.”

“Wejustwenttoabigmuseum,” said Chuck
mysteriously. “Every topicin there dealtwith
severalrealsimple

feltany entire range ofinner feelings tested
asaresultofbeingthere. Do theband maybe
obscure theirintentions by crushing people
intosubmission, or-to be bluntaboutit-don't
theyfeel thatinstead ofregardingthemasa
unique emotional stimulant, people might
dismiss themasalotofnoise?
“Itmightbealotofnoise,” said Chucktestily.
“Butthenyoucouldsay thatifyouhave adog
anditcomesupand barksbecauseit'shappy
toseeyou, that'salotofnoisetoo. Orifhe
whimpers because he’sjustgothitbyacar
youcouldsaythat’salotofnoise. There may be
noise, but the dogis stillbeing communicative.
That's the point.”
“Itdoesn’tmatterifpeoplelike us ornot,” said
Des. “Anykind ofreactionisareaction,
whetherit's good orbad.”
“There’sawholelotofthings thataperson
can'tface,” said Henry, giving the impression
thatitwaseveryone’s duty to face Black Flag
atsome timeintheirlife.
Whatabout the people whodon't want
toface them? Whatabout the people
whodon'tfeel theemotional
message? Whatabout the people
whodon'tparticularlywantto
have theseso-called seeds
plantedintheirheads?Are
they deficientin some way?
“Maybe there’sadeficiencyin
us,” said Des wisely, elicitinga
mutter of “You cansay thatagain”
from Harrigan at the bar, achuckling
from his matesand ageneral ordering up of
pints for theirguilt-free drinking company.
Personally, I'd agree that Black Flag do seem
slightlyon the

things; the themes
were people’s
insecurityand how
theyfitinto the
cosmos, religionand
howtheyrelatetolife
anddeath... their
insecurityabout
deathand feeling
aboutlife. Then
there'sloveandall the
ramifications of that.

“There’salotof
violentimagery
carried with the
pictures. There’sone picture, whichwasa
knightand he'sgotashield and thewoman'’s
there.Itwaslike Thewoman ofdeath’. Youcan
see thatallintellectualideassuchaswesawin
themuseumare derived from more simple
ideas: people’semotions.”

[venture thatwhile aBlack Flaggig could
certainlybe described asanexperience, I never

“Black Flag
jarsthe
emotions and
jiggles them

out of people”

eccentricside. Maybe
that'swhatenables
themto performwith
theintensity, the
strengthand the full
commitmentoftheir
gigatthe 100 Club
twodayslater...and
equallycaninspire
them to pull out
the horrifyingly
overbearingtactics of
theirlast British visit
inthebiggerhalls.

“Ikeepajournal,”
said Henrybrightlyas the topic of Britain
presenteditself. “I'waswritinginitlastnight that
Ineverfeel AmericanuntilI'moverhere. That's
because the peoplearound me make it painfully
clearthatlam American. Iwould like peopleto
relatetomeasapersonandahuman being.”

He squeezed the number 13 ball
even tighter.

“And while we're here, we'd

like to mention Troublefunk

N TIAR 0Lb Gkl RALLR,

THE
STAINS

Yitus
Code of
Hanar

DICKS

Saint
Suicidal

from Washington, the
Descendants, Saint Vitus,

the Meat Puppets from Arizona,
the Dicks from Austin, the Big
Boysand Red Kross.”

With that, Black Flaghad to
leaveforrehearsals. Itwastime
foraproperdrink. And when
[looked up, Harrigan’s mob had
allgone. CarolClerk ®
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that the music businessreally does

protectitsartists. Take Black Flag.
Now if these five weren'tinaband, they'd
have been certified years ago, wrapped
up in straitjackets and committed to the
nearest asylum torantinto the empty air
for evermore.

Indaily life, they're peculiar enough.
Onstage, they'reright on the edge of
insanity, teetering dangerously while
asoundtrack of screaming hell
shrieks and swoops round them.

Henry, the singer. He's the
psychoto end themall. His
eyesare the weapons of
apossessed epileptic. His
muscles strain constantly,
pushing the convulsing body
outtoits shuddering physical
limit. His forehead bulges so
forcefully Ithought his brains were

about to come bursting out over the
pogoing punkstersin front of him.

Andtherestoftheband...anorgy of
flailing limbs and psychiatric disorder,
physical chaos and mental havoc.

Youcan'tsay Black Flagdon't put
everything they've gotinto their shows.
Thisis punk rock gone mad.

Musically, the Flag go more for
atmosphere than actual song content.

I couldn’t tell you what they played;
couldn’t even make out the lyrics. | can
tellyou that they created an outrageously
powerful, compulsively unsettling
cacophony thataimed as much for gut
reactionin the slowersongsasinthe
more familiar, ferocious punk numbers.
Black Flag seized control and keptit.
They deservedthe response they got.

Tobe honest, | wasn't much looking
forwardto this gig. |'d seen Black Flag
before atthe Lyceumand the Leeds
Queens Hall, and thought them possibly
the worstband |'d ever encountered.
Their crushing volume, on those occasions,
seemed their only means of attack.

Maybe the band have improvedsince
then. Or maybe the smaller,more
intimate, grounds of the 100 Club allowed
the personal assault of the music to assert
itself properly while also permitting the
crowd toseethebandatcloserange.

Whatever thereasons, and despite
aless-than-packed-out attendance (due
partly to aboycott by some punters after
the appalling scenes of violence at Infa-
Riot's recent gig there), it turned out to be
anevening well spent. | reckon | was due
for anice surprise anyway... Carol Clerk

THERE ARE TIMES when you realise
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RandyNewman |
athomein Los
Angeles,1983




RANDY NEWMAN

“ltryand
not bemean”

hits town to tell the
press nothing (and
everything) about
himself. Los Angeles,
talking woodblocks with
Springsteen, rewriting
Faust... all come into
his witty remit.

“l don’t even have to
write the songs any
more,” he jests.

“Have the maid do it.”

RANDY NEWMAN

MELODY MAKER

EIGHING WORDS FOR aliving, Randy Newman at some
timein hislife made the decision to speak in penny-plain.
Judging by his work, he is probably also amoralistand an
intellectual, but, like the subject of himselfin his songs, he
would prefer all that good stuffto lie tacit. Backin 1978 when
I'was the rapacious sort ofinterviewer who couldn’t wait

to crowd Hitchcock into a corner and make him spill about Nororious and the

Sacraments, I gave Randy a hard time on these characteristics. He took the Fifth

Amendment. Quite right too.

This timearound, westuck with the text, and, as with The Shroudat Turin, got some
ideaof theabsentfigure. Afterall, thisis his own method in his songs, which impersonate
viewpoints thathe either despises, pities or merely records. I used to think that his
personal nightmare was loss of identity—"Yousaid, ‘Honey, can you tell me what your
nameis?’/ Isaid, 'You knowwhat my nameis™ (“Last Night | Had A Dream”) - but [ now
thinkit's none of my damn business.

Hislatestalbum, Trouble In Paradise, is amarvellous piece of writing, and deserves
aconducted tourby the writer. “JustaslongasIdon'tlookasifI'm carried away by the
depthofitall,” says Randy, worriedly tearing my ticketas 1 board his Greyhound, MIAMI
-LA-CAPETOWN-THECHURCH OF BAD FAITH. Earlier buses at the depot have left
alreadyfor Louisiana, Dayton Ohio, Birmingham, Baltimore and Cleveland.

“Someofthe bestsongs I've written about cities were about places I'd never been.
[U'slike when BrechtorKafkawrote about America before coming; it wassilly stuff,
inaccurate but there was something imaginative and good about it.”

Like the queue ofblacksin “Christmas In Cape Town” all carryinglunch pails with
pictures of Star Warson theside?”

“Yeah, Iknowit'snottrue, butllike mixingitallup
with California.lcould see that so well, allof them like
children going to school with theirlunch pails, the guy
seeingit thatway, Hesees them like children. Ilike the
ideaofthe ghettolistening to ABBA. L knowitcan'tbe so,
butllike theideaof gettingthingsalittlewrong. It sheds
morelight.”

The English girlin the songwho criticises apartheid
whilejust passing through represents Randy's
resentmentof Britishsanctimony. »

RICHARD E. AARON / GETTY
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“They've beenvery unfairover anumber of years. Things I sawon
TVhereinthe '60s criticising the United States for racism. This
countryhasn’thandled itany better. Now you've got riots. Now you've
gottarecognise your own problems, publicly. Hmm-1I guess
Ishouldn’tsay this...

“There's moreracismamongsurprising people in the States right now
than there’sbeen forabit. In California youhearit from people who don't
like the factthat the state will be 50 per cent Mexican soon, Chicano. It's
similar towhatyou heard here about the Pakistanis, youknow, the
populationincreasesso fast, all that. That's new.

“I'mnotsympathetic to the guy inthe song’s position, butlam
sympatheticto hisreaction to someone coming fromsomewhere else
and tellinghim howterribleitis. If they re upsetaboutmy criticismin
South Africa, they've gotagood case. I've never been there. But1did let
the guy make acase, the best case he can. Well, he can'tmake one for
apartheid, buthe can make a case forhow truly difficultitwill be for the
people downthere toadjust shoulditeverchange.

“It'stoo easy tosavracismishorrible. There are songs that've doneit,
butit's notmyway. I thinkit'’s more interesting forme tolet the guy tryand
make his case.lcan’tkeep doingitoritbecomesadevice-but thisguy
isverydifferentfrom the guyin‘Rednecks’ or the
guyin ‘Yellow Man’. [tmustbeastrange, charged
atmosphere there in South Africa. Well, that's what
vougetwhenyouread Nadine Gordimer.”

February26,1983:
performingon
SaturdayNightLive

RANDY NEW
and PAUL SIM?I'I‘!'l g
THE BLUES

From tha new Randy Newmman album TROUBLE IN PARADISE

HE GUYIN the barin “Cape Town” is different from the guy at

Mikey’s too, though there are superficial similarities. Both

blame the blacks for their ownloss of youth, but the focusis
very different. The guy at the bar in Mikey's centres on the hostility
ofthe jukebox.

“Itisn'tlike the old songs he'd like to hearin his friend’s bar, buthis
friend’s gotta play what the patrons want to hear. The music’s very
threateningto aguyinhisforties who grewupin North Beach (“Mickey,
whatever happened to the fucking Duke of Earl?”). See, I like the music.
The guyinthere [ disagree withabout the newstuff. The coldness of
synthesizersand techno-pop, no humanity, nowarmth-he’s notquite
wrongaboutsynthesizers beingessentially cold. Tuse themand like
them forwhat [ have todo, butldon'thave adeep affection for them. [love
anorchestra, butlcan’tuseitvery much onwhatIdo.”

Both the sad ballads about girlsare distorted by the lens of the narrator.
“Same Girl” is sungby ajunkie, responsible for the wreck of his subject,
and tryingto pretend she’sstill the same: adenial of hisresponsibility.
“Real Emotional Girl" sungwith treacherous indiscretionby her latest
disaster, hasbeenaworry tothe songwriter. He's painstakingabout
spacesand thereverse, puttingtoo muchin, and he also hasamoraland

aesthetic contempt for textual ugliness. Sometimes,
inconsequence, the casualreader willmiss the
monitored drip-feed of character poisoning.

“He’sabad guy! You're absolutely right. Yes! But
no-one gotit! There yougo, see. I'm glad. That's what
Imeant; heshouldn’tbe giving these confidences
away, you bet. In myopinion, he shouldn’tsay anyof
it. Most people thought, real smart ones thatknow my
workverywell, thathewasjust trying to figure the girl
out, andthatitwasastraightlovesong.”

Hefiddled with thelines, refining “Everylittle lieyou
tell her” to “Everylittle thing”, and “She comes real quick”
to “Sheturnsoneasy”-both distancing thevillainy of
thenarrator. “Yeah, Laltered things, I gotscared. It'd
read nice; makeitabsolutelyclear,buttoohorrible.
You'reright.It'shappened toheragain. Ohgood.”

Heworried alot too about vulgarityin “There’s

AParty AtMyHouse". Thesongcrouchesintoaheavy
breatherafter the halfway point, followinga coupletabout
nipples with the injunction, “Bobby, get therope.”

“Ididn'tmeananythingmalignantabout the rope there.
[ tried to getrid of it. I tookit out because I thought Thad a
way to fixit. Twas gonnasay, ‘Hey Bobby, get the goat’, but
thatwas so much worse. Awful bestiality!”

AYBEIFYOU aregifted with Randy Newman's

eve, which will see through all lead obstacles,

pink panties and self-delusions, you do need
to make a conscious effort to think positive. The
sneering circle of the very smart would not sustain the
solitary haul of the songwriter.

“lusedtosay, 'Oh great-sowhat, so what, sowhat?I've
learned asI've gotolderto tryand enjoy the good things
thathappen to me becauseit’s tough. I getcriticised for
beingcruel, and lwatchit. Imean, I'm carefulabouta
meanstreak, notshowingitinawork. Sometimesyousee
itin people’swork and it makes you thinkbad people didit.

“Ididn'twatchitin ‘The Blues',andits alittlerough.It’s
justabout the suffering songwriter thing, thatsorta
stereotype. It'sinteresting that Paul Simonwould doit,
sortamake fun ofhimself, though he's waybeyond that.
Hissongsare genuinely personal. Asdippyasitsounds
and as muchasI'vealways hated the sensitive kind of
poet-songwriter stereotype—thatkidin Fameyouknow?-
Ishouldn’tmake fun ofit because there are some people
legitimately that way.”

It's notso much unkindas startling that Paul Simon
would agree to Randy’s fit-up. He can hardly, in fact, get
more thanahandful of poignantlines on the track for the
composer’s mock-enthusiastic recommendations: “He’s
gotthe blues, this boy [ He's got the blies.” What itisis very
funny, and justbelow thestern moralresolve, itwas
obvious thatRandy thoughtsotoo...




Newmaninhis
backyard,1983

Everytime youusevocalunisonstoendorse
aline, Imistrustyoudouble, I confide.

“Well, youcan'tbelieve my narrators either,”
hereplies, amused. “They're untrustworthy
inalmostevery case. Maybe whenIseek to
reinforcesomething, it'sabiggerlie.”

[confess thatlhadn'tknown what hisattitude
wason [ Love LA". Helives there,and he had
told mein the past thathe couldn’twrite about
itbecauseitwastooclose, too familiar.

“Idoloveit. It'signorant, sortaasimplistic
paeanbecause theattacksI'veheardon LA are
sosimplistic. Thestreets [ chose (“Century
Boulevard, we love it/Victory Boulevard, we love
it/Santa Monica Boulevard, we love it/Sixth
Street, welove it, welove it”) are undistinguished, to putitkindly.
AnLAjokeinaway, butinasenseit’'sabitofadefence.”

And Miami?

“Verystrange atmosphere. ['ve only been there once. The wind blows
fromadifferent place, andit feelslike any kind of nastiness is possible.
Loungetown. The characterisjustaspongerandit'sareal good town
forspongers.”

Iwondered aloud whether this sponger would have aword like ‘impure’
(“And thewomen down here/ Areso impure”) in his vocabulary. Randy shot
across thedesk to peruse my lyric sheet. “I don’tlike to make mistakeslike
that, butldo. Maybe. It’'s close, lagree. I think about thatkinda thing,
whether the guyin ‘Rednecks’' would've knownall those ghettos. Hmm...
he'snotthatdumb, thisguy. Hard tosay.”

The songreminded me of Nathanael West's A Cool Million inits
reversal of the Horatio Alger myth. The composerlooked far from
pleased at that.

“Yeah, they want to make a musical of thatand they called me to doit.
It'stoo mean for me. Too nasty. Sois Day Of The Locust. Boy, that's some
mean-spirited stuff, I'lltellya. [ tryand not be mean, Idon'twantto be.
Iturneditdown for thatreason.”

Randy Newman's sad, small characters have atleast self-justification
going for them. West’shad none. Pessimism, emptiness, without
compensation of the possibility of redemption s the overall message of
West's masterpiece, Miss Lonelyhearts. More to our subject’s taste at the
momentis Goethe.

“Goethewassmart.ljustread Faustrecently and Iloved it. I love those

“T'he narrator
in ‘My Life Is
Good’is a
horrible
Version

moviesabout Heaven, you know, where they
haveangelsand the Devilinit, thatsorta
anthropomorphising Heaven.

“Green Pastures—did you eversee that?It's
ablackkid’s versionand God smokes five-cent
cigars. Thisstuffcan beadisaster! Theidea of
doing Faustis almostacliche and ajoke, but
IthinkIcandoit.Iwrotefirstdraftand I have
maybe three songs. Isortawrote ‘I'm
Different’ for that. 1'm gonna have Faust be
thiskid who goes to Notre Dame, and that’s
whathe'd belike.”

Sowhatwould the Devil offerhim?

“That’sthe thing, see. He's akid. Hiswishes
areso totallyjuvenile he'd wantto see
somebody naked orsomething. His teacher. He's as tiresome to the
Devilas Goethe’s Faust. The Devil asks him, well what do youwant? And
thekid says, ah... Idunno. Toughto corrupt. I gota 14-year-old boy, and
theycan be pretty fuckin’ infuriating, you know. Don’t seem to want
anything. Mymusical will be a total trashing of the story, but I'm afraid
tolookatitagain.”

of me”

EREACH “MY Life Is Good” without me coming on incisive
about his personallife.

Married, kids, Hollywood antecedents (those Newmans),
worksinanoffice witha piano, bench and table in abad industrial
(“I'm the onlysissyin the neighbourhood”) area of LA. He volunteers
alittlemore.

“Thenarratorin thatisahorrible version of me. This guyisjusttrying to
browbeat this poorlittle teacher with how magnificent heis. Offend her;
impress her, everything, Meand Bruce Springsteen ‘talking about some
kind ofwoodblockorsomething?’It's toimpress her. Me and The Boss
talkshop. That's whatwe talkabout. Nothingyouwould even
comprehend. Oh, he'sloathsome! [ likeall that stuffthe Mexican maid
doesforhim.

“She cleans the hallway, she cleans the stairs—she does everything.
Idon’tevenhave towrite the songs anymore. Have the maid doiit. Very
privileged existence. It's like the old legend that Irving Berlin didn’t write
hisownsongs. Hehad alittle black kid tied up to his piano whowas doing
allthe stuff.”

Hey, Juanita! Keep 'em comin'. (Unison) Brian Case ®

HARDE. AARON / GETTY
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’ 5 i3 '; N Mini-dramas:
. 4 . Fishof Marillion

JANUM‘.‘{-—\MBH

——AlBUMs
REVIEW
R e

ALBUMS - ; their world, orchestrated So Script will

crescendos easily assimilate donothingto

Marillion symbolic passion, and pseudo- convince pop’s [ §
EMI classical passagesactas worthy theorists i
How easy it would be to wax conveniently accepted that “progressive” rockisn't dead- The Final Cutis Waters feeble ! ‘
perverse over Marillion; to take substitutes for introversion. but-not-gone, though it may well attempt to come to terms with [ ]
up their cause just because they The scope of anyonenumber-  affectthousands of faithful fans The State Of The World, a hand- [ |
get up so many hacks' noses. “Garden Party” for example - inaway they might not otherwise wringing address to the nation : ‘
Butsuchastrategy wouldbe shouldbe applauded forits have beenaffected. ltdoesn't that arrogantly and laughably [ |
incestuous, not to say pointless attempts to accommodate need my excuses; it will sell not tries to comment “meaningfully” '
so|'llsimply state my case: the so many emotions, but for what it says but for the way it onthetroubles andfoibles of the I
idea of Marillionis afantasy I've unfortunately the overall scope sounds. One canbut hope that entire humanracein the latter |
long entertained, theideaofa within which the album works some, atleast, will wake up and stages of the 20th Centuryin i
bandbrave enoughnottotellthe | hasn'tprogressed-orregressed listen. Steve Sutherland, MMMar19 the space of amere 40 minutes :
plebs what they should want but -muchsince1974. Pomp rock - without the aid of anything [ |
tosteamrightinthere where sure... but with pompous Pink Floyd remotely resemblingan
Cabaret Voltaire fear to tread, intentions? EMI analytical, poetic or probing
give them what they wantand Here we haveit - Script For If there's anything more imagination. And oh boy, is
then do something. A Jester’s Tearis almost the wolf undignifiedthan adrunkard that some disadvantage! :
Toacertain extent, thereality insheep’s clothingI'd hoped. pestering the pub's customers Even takinginto account the ;
of Marillion does just that. Wearingitsinfluence, literally, for another gin, it's the grim witless torpor that Pink Floyd ;
Despite singer Fish's grease onitssleeve, everysongis spectacle of aname thathas fellinto more thana decade ago, '
paintand mime, they're less of amini-drama scripted in the known famein youth refusingto even remembering the pointless
anovelty than most other new floridlanguage expected grow old with good grace. Like indolence and brain-numbing
bands | can think of, pandering by its audience, but refusing the withering, decrepitformer complacency of the likes of
less to the fickle one-upmanship to say cosmic nothings. glamour queen played by Gloria “Welcome To The Machine”, the .
of the fashion-conscious than They're dirt dressed up Swansonin Billy Wilder's Sunset scale of thisrecord's failure s
playing with the rules of the asangel dust,and Fishisan Boulevard, Roger Watersisasad quite stupefying, its sense of
faceless mass of musiclovers accomplished actor, almost example of one of those people pretension and self-satisfaction
that the media generally either as precocious as the young who cannotbring themselvesto wholly nauseating. Compared
ignores orinsults. Gabriel but also almost as admit that their daysof gloryhave | tothismonstrousendeavour,
Marillion could be moreideal, vicious as vintage Alex Harvey. gone forever, whojust can't resist “Another Brick In The Wall"
could warp more, subvert more, Without him, Script would be the temptation to prop up their isanundiluted masterpiece. i
couldtry harder tobring some the bollocks you probably think public personas and personal So, Roger Waters, you have '
sense, some reason, some reality itis, but with himit's probably as sense of pride withill-conceived poked your head outside of your !
toan audience all too willing to sharpasaformsooftenwrongly | andmyopicactsof vanity. | residenceanddecidedyoudon't | [
escapeinto hero-worship.Butmy = assumedtobe uh, dig Earth1982-83. :
perceptionis patronising - | say archaiccanbe. Funnily enough, the rest ;
they should be revolutionaries “He Knows Your of usdidn'trealise things | [
firstand foremost and musicians Know" deals with weren'trosyinthe I
_ byconsequence,and ScriptFor | drugs, “Forgotten : English country garden i 0
E  AJester’s Tearworks the other Sons” with war, I"“lk and should gain |
< wayround. “Garden Party” floyd enlightenment from this |
Z  Tojudgeitmusically then, with class...uh...the the rock operetta.| mean, | |
§ Script does nomore, nor less than rest, |'ll admit, are final this one sounds heavy: ;
£ hasbeen donebefore. Within anyone's guess. cu t.r “Brezhnev took ! i
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Afghanistan, Begin took Beirut,
Galtieri took the Union Jack, and
Maggie over lunch one day took
acruiser to make himgive it
back.” Like, words of genius.
Waters' views never rise above
this level, a series of vacuous and
simplistic conceits, delivered as
if he’s doing us all one great big
favour. “Oh Maggie, what have
we done?" he asks to cringe-
inducingeffectontheLP’s
firsttrack, asiftoset the tone,

I oblivious of the fact that anybody

| whoreally despises the woman

callsher “Thatcher”, “Maggie” of
course being the phrase beloved
of the fawning press.

No-one'sdenying thatit’s
possible for artists to tackle “big”
issues, but it takes both political
literacy and artistic sensibility
tobe able to commentonsuch
vitalissues as the Falklands and
the decline of Britain.

Waters possesses neither.
Robert Wyatt's delivery of
Costello’sline “We could be
diving forpearls” or just one
minute of Alan Bleasdale’s TV
drama Boys From The Blackstuff
say more about our current
predicament than any of the
soft-headed, intelligence-
insulting doggerel on show here.

Andit's notasifit's possible
toignore the lyrical content.
Waters' colourless voice is fixed
permanently atalevel that leaps
out of the mix, his enunciation
and emphasis on certain words
indicating the presence of
“significance”. The adjective that
most accurately describes his
mood throughoutis concern —
not the genuinearticle, but the
kind of exaggerated bleeding-
heartconcernyouwillhear from
SDP politicians.

“Wasters of life and limb,”
he barks, in a false, accusing
manner. “The final cut”, he spits,
so unconvincingly that it has

' mein fits!

Musically, you know what to
expect, onlyit'sworse. The
“important” —or should that be
impotent, ho ho! —parts sound
suspiciously like outtakes from
an Alan Price album, these
being broken up by crashing
thunderstorms of quasi-
orchestral melodrama at this
type of guitar playing that
isusually accompanied by
contorted facial gestures. Truly,
amilestonein the history of
awfulness. Expect the usual
sycophanticreviewin the pages
of Rolling Stone. Lynden Barber,

MM Mari19

Dexys Midnight Runners
Or,EMl'srevenge. Thisisa

EMI

collection of singles (Aand B
sides) which Kevin Rowland and
his original Dexys boys released
through the Manchester Square
monolith before the band
disintegrated and Kevin legged
it to Phonogram, looking for
new musicians and a new sound.

A cash-injob? Maybe, but
Genoisalsoafine guided tour
of the raging soulful power which
the surly Rowland used to exude
consistently back then.

“Geno"itselfis wellenough
known, of course, but there’s
asatisfying assortment of other
gems here too. For example,
there's “Dance Stance”, which
later reappeared as the epic
“BurnltDown". It's alittle slower
than the later edition, with the
lads belting out the list of Irish
authorsbehind the leader's
remarkably vocal aerobatics.

It's clear, listening to “Plan B”
again, that the tune was severely
underrated whenit came out -it’s
afierce, driving assertion of the
willto move onup, and deserves
another hearing.

This collection also makes
it clear what the present-day
Dexys lack. The firstincarnation
of theband somehow felt much
more like a group, not just
acarefully-drilled context
in which Kevin could throw
any shapes he felt like.

Check the barelyrepressed
fury of “I'm Just Looking”, or the
tinglingrush of “There There My
Dear”. Thiswasaband witha
greatdeal to prove, andin doing
sothey comprehensively trashed
any accusations of rip-off, cash-in
orrecycle with brutal exercises
in controlled power.

Whichisn't to say that
instrumentals like “Soul Finger”
or“The Horse"” were any more
than token gestures. For some
reason they've been plonked at
the ends of sides one and two,
and bring the album back to earth
withadullthud on each occasion.

But their version of “Breakin’
Down The Walls Of Heartache”
demonstrates that they
understood enough about
their sources toinvestthem
with greatly increased strike
capability without losing sight
of what made them worthwhile
inthe first place. Inall, a useful
collection evenif youalready
have a copy of Searching For The
Young Soul Rebels. It contains
some great songs and showcases
one of the best horn sectionsin
recent memory at full tilt. Most
of all, it shows you what Kevin
Rowland was capable of when he
had aband which pushed him to
his limits. Adam Sweeting, MMMar19

“Yery,very
dated”: Almond
pullsnopunches

SINGLES

..reviewed by MARC ALMOND

David Bowie

After beingupallnight
watching Batman videos, | was
hoping to be wildly excited and
livened up,and everyone pricks
up their ears-if you'll excuse
the expression - at the thought
of anew Bowie record. But this
reminds me of one of the many
faceless funk records that come
out and go nowhere. He did this
on Young Americans and again
on Station To Station much
better, sowhy doitagain?

| think Bowie, like all good
legends, should either
disappear or die or, atleast,
become arecluse, give up
and be remembered for what
he was good at.It'sbeen
alongtimesincel've been
enamoured of anything he’s
done - I think he's slowly
slipped away into tedium and
now he's ruined his chances of
becomingagoodlegendoran
enigma. MMMari9

EMI

New Order
FACTORY

Ifithad Divine bellowing over the
top, youmightbe abletolook at
itinadifferentlight, but thisis
aboring old standard electro-
discoriff with afew standard

something I

should knoue?

electronic

effectsthrown

in, putoverawet, weary, soulless
vocal totally devoid of any
passionwhatsoeverand
wrapped inasuitably annoying
Factory package.

They're doing something
new for thembutit's very, very
dated. It would be preferable
tohave yourheadrunoverbya
steamroller - both give youa
headache but atleast the
steamroller endsit quickly. This
justseemsto goonandonand
on. MMMari9

Duran Duran
EMI

The thing about Duran Duran
is that they always put out
really infectious pop records
and, whether youlove ‘emor
hate ‘em, youend up going
round singing themall the time.
Youjust can't stop, they stick
inyour mind - [ think they're
very cleveratthe crafted pop
record and | really liked Rio,
but thisis them at their most
unmemorable. Whether you
like or hate a Duran Duran
record, you can always
recognise it as beingthem, but
this could have been anybody -
itreminds me of the Beatles'
harmoniesinthe'60s.
If people are gonnamake a
deliberate effortto getaway
fromthe soundthey had
before-and|don’tactually
know if Duranare - they
should goand do something
extremely differentas
opposed to something like
this where people will say,
“Well, maybe they're trying to
do something but maybe they
aren't.” Thishasended up
beingabitnowhere. MMMarig

LISA HAUN / GETTY
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“Itsavery,
very dry

From Leeds, and
disliking Bauhaus,
come

. “We like a loud

noise, we like a good

tune,” says ironic
linguist

. “We like

the relentlessness of

classic rock music

- heavy metal.”

Fage 20 - MELODY MAKER, January 13, 1983

HE

FTOORSHO

KEVIN CUMMINS / GETTY

PEVILS

joke™

URPROBLEM IS that
(( talking usuallyends up
asaveryserious affair,
whichisn'tatrue
reflection of the band as
aphenomenon,” said

Andy, singer with The Sisters of Mercy. “It's very
hard to convey the non-intellectual aspects of
any band through talking.”

What the hell, we talked anyway. We talked in
Andy’sfrontroomin Leeds, all four Sistersand me.
Thentalked to Andyand guitarist Gary Marxin
aChineserestaurant. Then back to the frontroom.
Ivetoed the fullall-nighteraround 3.30am. Andy
probablyspenttherestofthenight talking to
himself, because he'd finally got warmed up, the
nightcreature pacingin hislair.

Before he found himselfin the spotlightwith
The Sisters Of Mercy. Andy studied languages.
Where, [ queried? »

\'44




Thefirstfour-piece
SistersOfMercy
lineup: (I-r) Gary
Marx,CraigAdams,
AndrewEldritchand
BenGunnin1982
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beer-drinker of the group. Guitarist Ben Gunnsits
quietlyinanarmchair, boyish and suspiciously
innocent, the classroom swotwho goeshome
atnightand makes explosivesinashedin the
backgarden.

Thenthere’s Andy, frontman, writer of all
the material so far, dominant theoristand
mouthpiece. Andylikeslogic, order,
Motirhead, cats, industrial design, The
Birthday Party, The Psychedelic Furs,
aeroplanesand TS Eliot. Andyhates Bauhaus,
Kid Creole, false spiritualism, numerous
groups from the Leeds/Bradford area, fashion,
eatingandalcohol.

TheSisters’ use ofadrummachine instead of
adrummer makes excellentsense-Andycan
growland roarand the otherscantormentand
punish theirinstruments, but the beat will not
slacken or surrender.

Andy, ifyoudoall thewriting, howimportant
istherestofthe group?

“It’svital. The personal chemistryisveryimportant. Craig's response
isjustto playthe basslike he does, the sort of awesome noise, and that
saysalottome.

“Sometimes atsoundchecks, maybeafterwe'vebeenin the
vanallday, hejust plugsinand wham!Itjustknocks me out.

“Oh, allover the place,” he said guardedly. “I never
finished a course because I kept finding more
exciting thingstodo, like petty vandalism.

“I'vedone Frenchand Germanand Italianand
Latinand Chinese andasmattering of Russian
andasmatteringof Dutchinmy time. Chinese
wasthebest. Latin helped me noend -Idon't
knowwhetherithelped mybrainany, butas
alinguistitwascertainlyvital. AndIcando
crosswordsinazillionthofthetimeittakes
anybodyelse.Ican'tdoordinaryones, butthe
crypticonesareadoddle.”

The day of ourmeeting found The Sisters Of
Mercy unaccountably quiet, possibly theresult
ofasordidand thinlyattended gigin Bradford
the nightbefore. Consider these men: guitarist
GaryMarxistall, lanky, thickwhite socks of the
sort favoured by mountaineers pulled up over
the bottom ofhisjeans. He watches the
proceedingswithapparentindifference,
occasionally throwinginan oblique comment.
Onstage, hewreaksviolence on his guitar.

Bassman CraigAdams crimps himselfinto the cornerof thesofaand
readsan old Batman annual from cover to cover, pausingonly tolight
another cigarette. He only uses three strings on his bass because one of
the machine headsis broken. His cheerful exterior seems quite at

“You can

frighten
people and
amuse them at
the same time”

oddswith the grinding, warlike attack of his playing. Craigisthe

MM MAR 12

HE EVENING BEGAN with

the ghastly wailings of Ritual,

agraceless quintet who took
huge prideintheir sheer unrelenting
awfulness. Next, something called
BabaLuma, whoseemtothink they're
The Doors. The Doors were usually
awful, but Baba Lumawere worse.

Luckily The Sisters Of Mercy came
next, and | cannot speak too highly of
this excellent group. | have already
spoken highly of them several times,
and will continue to do so until you
bastards (Steady on there Wah - Ed)
start paying attention.

The Sisters’ macabre fusion
of hideous raw power with black
and twisted humour may well be
unmatchedinthe annals of rock.
Certainly, they tread this wicked razor's
edge with malicious deadpan glee,
and | find the keen blade of theirirony
asplendid thing.

Tonight, the only clues they offered
toarather witless audience were
guitarist Gary Marx's irrepressible
smirks. How the entire band managed
to keep a straight face while Andy
negotiated the higher registers of their
preposterous cover of “Jolene” will
probably have to go unexplained.

More easily assimilable for the bozo
in the street were such masterpiecesas
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Hideous raw power $ARA o
and black humour

“Floorshow" and of course the rib-
crushing “Body Electric”. Already, the
Sisters have coined some of the most
malevolentriffs known to man, galvanic
lacerations of noise driven firmly into
the stomach by merciless drum
machines. The appropriate physical
response to The Sisters Of Mercyisn't
adance exactly, moreasortof horrible
writhing motion. Digit!

We were
treatedtoan
airing of the
nextsingle,
“Anaconda”, not
perhapsvintage
Sisters but
serviceable
enough, plus the
slow, gruesome
slitherings of
“Valentine”,
anasty piece
of work.

The Sisters Of
Mercy command
ashrewd grasp of
their objectives
plus the ability
toprojectit.
Thisis arare gift,
sotreasureit.
Adam Sweeting

——— MARCH3 ——

Mark provides the more lunaticside of things. And Ben's

gotamuch more openmind on things. The balance of
all these fouriswhat makesit work.

. “Evenminordecisionsareludicrously democratic.
That's one of the reasons why we never gota
drummer, because drummersjustdon’tfitinto

anybody's personal chemistry.”
Youtalkalotaboutthe humourinyourmusic, but
doesitcommunicate to the audience?

“Well, basicallyitinvolves the dialectics of cynicism,
whichissomethingthat takesalongtimeto explain,”
saysAndy. “It'savery, very, verydryjoke.”

Gary: “Ithink thegigsare pureslapstick.”

Because youmake them thatway or because of the
placesyouhavetoplayin?

Andy: “Itstarts offOKbut by the end of the gig Gary’s
justnotincontrolany more, he's justdestroying things.
Anditisveryslapstick.

“Buteveryband’s got thatanyway. It's just that most
ofthem don'trealise it. And of course the fact that you're
beingseriousaboutitonly makes it more ironic, and the
whole thingaboutironyis thatitcompoundsitselfat
everystage.”

Ofcourse, ajoke’s nolonger ajoke once you've picked
itapartand
explainedit.Ican
onlysaythatthe

Sistersguitarist

GaryMarx:“l -

thai;‘l'"hae';igsm firsttime Isaw

pureslapstick” themsomething
clicked atonce.

Perhapsit'sa
littlelike that
horrific thrill of
drivingfastona
motorwayinthe
rainand the car
suddenlystarts
toaquaplane, or
realising that
you've gone over
theline thistime
butwasn’titworth
itfortherush?
Gamesmanship
parexcellence.
Check, for




verification, available Sisters
vinylon their own Merciful
Releaselabel: the fierce,
teeth-clenchingbobsleigh
runs of “Adrenochrome” and
“Body Electric”, the
relentless “Alice”.

AtthemomentI'mfixated
by the suspended torment
of "Floorshow”, aroaring
electrictarantella, the
kill-or-cure dance of death.
It'shard rockwithout the
pomp (thoughAndycan
and will poselike agood 'un),
heavymetal with keen
critical faculties.

Whatdo youlove
aboutrock?

Andy: “Welikealoud noise,
welikeagood tune. Welike
therelentlessness of classic
rock music-heavy metal.”

Whatdo the Sistersdo
that'sanymore thanaloud
physicalnoise?

“Well, ourattitude towards
parodyis designed to show
people how thisloud noiseis
ideallytobe taken. Youcan
frighten peopleand amuse
themat the same time, and
excite themandinspire
them. Because that's whatit
doestous,itdoesall those things.”

Areyouoffering youraudience somekind of faith?

“Yeah, Imeantouscynicismisvery closelinked to
faith orbelieforholdingsomething dear. It's the sort
of cynicism thatcomes out of disappointment with
one’senvironmentrather thandespairofit, and that's
avery preciousthing, its the only thing which separates
usfrombozos.”

Doyouadvocate self-destruction?

Andy: “Under certain circumstances, yes. Nietzsche
oncesaid thataman's greatest power is the power to
decide the time of his own death, and that seems perfectly reasonable,
Iwouldn'thold thatsuicide is necessarily asymptom of unsoundness of
mind, orbeing notin possession of all one's faculties.”

Gary: “...whichis one ofthe connotations of

the name ofthe group. It was picked because it
hadseveral strongimages, notjustone.”

“Thename’s niceandironic,” said Andy
withathingrin, “very corporate. A nice 50-50
balance between nunsand prostitution, which
seemslikea very suitable metaphorforarock
band. All this pseudo-faith business and high
ritual, and yet—prostitution.”

AndMerciful Release?

“Suitably pompous,” chortled Gary.

“Vincent Price delivered thelinevery
wellonce,” said Andy. “Andit’sanicely self-
deprecating way of releasing stuff. When you
make aMerciful Releaseit’slike, ‘Well, that's out

“All the
lyrics are
designed to be
taken away
and used”

oftheway, the agonyisnowover.”

Readingsomeofhislyrics
on paper, [ was surprised by
the formal attention to detail
whichhas goneinto them.
Generally the voiceisused
asastrandinthegroups's
overallsound.

“Oursoundsaysalot
aboutme,” Andy explained.
“People say thingslike,
‘What’s your attitude to
nuclearwar?’ andIsay, Just
listen to the sound-what
thefuckdoyouthinkour
attitude to nuclearwaris?’

“Thevoiceis much
more personal than the
instruments, soit’sbetter
to mix it down, because
you'reveryvulnerable.
Ithinkwith ‘Anaconda’ we
mightincludealyricsheet.
We'dnever print the lyrics on
thesleeve, 'cos thatwould
spoilmyartwork.”

Andy does the Sisters’
artwork himself, and
typicallyit's cold and neat,
iced withsharp detail,
usinglivid monochrometo
indexthestark polarities
contained inside.
“Anaconda” isabout the
hip games people play with
heroin addiction, nowworryingly back in vogue
atprices too many people can afford.

“There’s fartoo manysmack songswhich are
abittoo callouslyirresponsible. Junkie chicis
notwhereit'sat. Wedo ‘Sister Ray’ becauseitis
justanorgy of self-destruction every time wedo
it. That'swhatitallabout.

“All thelyrics are designed to be taken away
andused. It's notjust purging myself. I couldn’t
goand performitormake record of itif I didn’t
thinkitwas generally useful. Besides, the band

wouldn'tlet me, and why should they?”
Isthereanythingyou'd die for?
(Long pause) “Imight die for someone. Not for my cause. Dyingwhen

youden'tintend tois not myideaofan
intelligentact.”

Whatwould yoube doingifyouweren'tin
The Sisters Of Mercy?

“I'dliketodoallsorts of things—whether
anybody’'d give me the chanceisanother
thing. Iwouldn’'t mind being your regular
Renaissance Man, butwho's gonnaemployme
todo that? Notmany vacancies for themin the
Exchange & Mart.”

Howaboutyou, Gary?

“Working Class Hero. It's true, that’swhat my
nameis, it'sjustsendingitup.I'mjustaborn
Working Class Hero-deprived background,
almostafootballer.”

Andy: “You could say, ‘Welllook, four million

THE SISTERS OF MERCY

peoplecan’tbewrongand that’show manywe've
sold," and it wouldn'tjustifyit. You could say,
‘Well, itstopped one person jumping offa bridge,’
andthatwouldn'tjustifyit. Whatever justification
youhadwouldn't prove the point; youcanonly
offeranopinion.

“That question notonlyasks ‘Whatdo youdo?' but
also ‘Do you regarditas worthwhile?’, and obviously
onedoesoronewouldn'tdoit.” AdamSweeting ®

embryonic, but plans have been laid for 1983.

Depending on triviallittle factors like money,
they should have asingle called “Anaconda” outin
February, and an EPisalso high on the agenda. An
LPisnotenvisaged before 1984. They're currently
enteringa “slower and heavier” phase, which Andy
feels he has to work out of his system forthwith.

BYANDY’S OWN admission, the Sisters are still

THE SISTERS OF MERCY
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Pedantic normality

MM MAR19

WEET SUCCESSIS made of this:
SG race Jones' style, Ziggy's makeup, an

Ultravoxian name, Pink Floyd guitar,
The Specials’ brass, a Lou Reed cover, Hazel
O’'Connor’s mime, some Shakin’ Stevens clap-
along and a popular anthem nicked lock, stock
and lyric from The Human League's “The
Things That Dreams Are Made Of".

More by accident than design - they don't
seem sharp enough to have deliberately
contrived the whole con - the painstakingly
proficient but exasperatingly likeable old
musos who work as Eurythmics have
connected with the public beyond thought
and fashion. They've plagiarised with suchan
honestignorance of hip etiquette that they're
immune from accusations of deceit, and one
doesn't know quite what to marvel at most -
the band's dumb nerve, or public gullibility.

Everyone loves anunderdogand
Eurythmics are a synthesis so gauche, so
unsubtle that it makes you wonder what took
them so long. Actually, it was probably us who
did some catching up - first we fellinto buying
past hits rehashed, then videos which pulled
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| (something every other

Eurythmics'Dave
Stewartand Annie
Lennoxflaunttheir
“dumbnerve”in
London,1983

LYCEUM

~ —— LONDON —

LIVE!

the past up alongside the present
and confused any sense of visual
contemporaneity, and now we allow
Eurythmics to manufacture our future for us
fromall our most obviousinheritedimages.
There'sacliche somewhere that says
classic poprecordsall
sound alike you've heard
thembefore; Eurythmics
take the point to the
precipice - you have heard
alltheir stuff before. It's
noidle coincidence that
Lennox and Stewart
bowdlerised Dusty
Springfieldin The Tourists

outfithad more taste than
to do) before growing up and pretending to
gounderground.

They obviously learned one valuable
lesson -that novelty has nothing to do with
being new, butrather involves a comforting
semblance of freshness presented with

= MARCH 13 ——

~

nostalgia. It makes me
sick - Eurythmics haven't
one original ideabetween
them, they never take risks and
they fitin so neatly. They're heroes for
reasons hitherto unimagined; not because
they do great things that it wouldn’t even
cross our minds todo.
Theywork onalow denominator, or
afrigid joy, and their appeal is their pedantic
normality. How else would they pack the

| Lyceummore fullthanl've everseenit

Eurythmics haven’t
one original idea
between them,
never take risks
and fit in so neatly

practised verve and basedfirmly in collective

before other thanby
stealing so much they now
know means something
to everyone?

| mean, what more proof
doyouneedthatpopis
growing thinontopand
contented to pander to the
moneyed, middle-aged
“original” teenagers than
aToplotouringbandin
1983 comprising two
ex-Tourists, aBlockhead (Mickey Gallagher)
and a Blondie (Clem Burke) digitally
dissecting “Satellite Of Love”? They may
be showeredinlights, but they offer no
illumination - Eurythmics are a pressing case
for compulsory career euthanasia. Sweet FA
is made of this. Steve Sutherland ®




Calcified
kookdom

NME FEB 12

great Casting Directorin the sky limited

women toafewsuffocatingrolesin
American popular culture: the motherand
the whore, the hard-hearted and the hurt,
the soft-boiled and the soiled, the confessor
andthe kook.

Givensuchalimited choice, the kook has

invariably served as the best disguise for
the mostintelligent and fiery because, under
the beaten brim of atugged-down hatand

IT'S ALREADY WELL known how the

| inside shapelessraggedy clothes, they could

shelterall or none of these types.
But how quickly does kookdom calcify into

| concrete personae underklieg lighting. List
| allthose lovable kooks who started off so

strongand unclassifiable only to end up so
dismally and dismissively stereotyped: Laura
Nyro, Laurie Anderson, Patti Smith, Joplin
and...Rickie Lee Jones?

Rickie Lee's entrance into kookdom
konkretis the saddest, partly becauseit's not
her own fault. That melting voice of her two
LPsisstillintact, puzzling and negotiating its
way through the maze of hurtsand hold-me’s
of tenement roof affairs, which, if this movie
were any cornier, would end witha bullet in
the back. Her group, blowing blowsy
soundtracksinplace of the blues - that s, a
white, beery-eyed uptown bar version of the
same - are what destroys her live. Though
they still sound like they're auditioning for
that partin Altman’s The Long Goodbye, they
look and behave like they want the support
spotto the Rolling Stones at Madison Square
Garden. No use closing your eyes either - you
canfeel the ugly exertion. Where they ought
tosuggest and nudge you towards Rickie Lee,
theybludgeon yourudely, shoving youright
up against her.

Rickie Lee, correspondingly, has developed
abrassier front to cope. That same hatis
tugged down over her eyes, the dressis
classier than expected, though not
particularly suited, and the voice... The voice
has melted into a milk'n'cookies yelp, an
entirely inappropriate Peanuts caricature of
the “l only wanted to be loved” confessor,
which is totally at odds with her scenarios.

There are few transcendentally quiet
moments, whenan audience conditioned to
shititself at the leap of an octave, restrains
its enthusiasmlong enough for
Rickie Lee to project your
imagination back into
the private sphere
where she has the
space to move.

In other words,
Rickie Lee Jonesis
bestheardandseen
inthe comfort of your
own dream. ChrisBohn

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
—— LONDON —

LIVE!

——— JANUARY 31 —

MarcAlmond:

pouringouthis
quirks, phobias
andobsessions

MMMAR19

ONIGHT SOFT CELLare the finely
Thoned technicians of barely suppressed

hysteria, artful masters of split-second
suspense, the objects of a million
anguished, unrequited dreams.

Flagrantly revellingin the waves oflong-
pent-up adulation thathitsthemina
deafeningchorusastheydescend the
dimlylit stairsto the stage, theybriefly
acknowledge the massed throngs of front-
rowdoeeyes whostrainand scream for one
briefglance from theirheroes. (Irecall the
feelingwell - thelumpin the throat, the
absolute conviction that this waslove! Those
were thedays!)

Resonantemotmn

HAMMEHSMITH PALMS

LIVE'

—— MARCH8 ——

applause for the celebratoryanthem of
“Youth” which marks the end of the first “act”,
and gives me time towobble offto the bar.
By nowwell stocked with Bacardis, the
second stage adopts the distant features of
awildsurrealmovie, and gives me the
courage to wade through the hordes of
pimplyadolescents, to the front.
Screaming and waving with the best of
them, I pressinto the speakerstolet the
hauntingstrains of “Torch” fold comfortably
around meandget deep inside the resonant
emotion thatinstils Marc'svoice witha
poweranddepth too frightening for one
smallman.

Anddoesn'tMarcthrive
onit-giggling, mincing
and preeninglike amutant
Shirley Basseyon heat. No,
that’scruel, Marc’s
everyone’s darling, loved
becausehe’sso accessible,
sochummy, so dear,
sharinghissecretsand
excitement, pouringout

Marc Almond lets
himself be fondled
and cherished hy
the writhing
phantom hands

Andthereheis,
touching, lettinghimself
be fondled and cherished
by the writhing phantom
hands-notteasing
anymore, butalmost
bashfullyrecognising
thewelterofheartfelt
concern forthis strangely
vulnerablefigure.

his quirks, phobiasand
obsessions for us to sympathise withand
share. Over the top in the grand tradition of
Bible Beltevangelical mass hypnosis, Marc's
the half-touched preacherman bearinghis
tortured soul to the Hallelujah Chorus,
needingtherisinghysteria to justifyhis
off-beatflirtations and self-flagellation.
Aquartetofgyrating backingsingers
andaraunchysaxwail lift the spotlight
from Dave Ball, who'’s desperately trying
tomaintain his customarybe-leathered
aloofness, buteven old stone-face breaks
intoinvoluntarygrinsto therapturous

Loathtoleave us,
reluctantto end the jointexpurgation of
passion, hecalls old friend Foetus to the
stage. Foetus, acohortinworlds ofjaundiced
anglesand things not being quite what they
seem, makes mynightwithagrazing,
throaty coverof Suicide’s “Ghost Rider".
Theamassed teen elementwouldn’tknow
Suicide from Bucks Fizz, but theyappreciate
thesuperbinterplay of voices—Marcloud
and mellow, Foetus rasping, gravellyand
harsh-and itfillsmewithabursting
optimism for them.

There'shopeyet! Helen Fitzgerald
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Muddy Watersonstage
forJazz At The Maltings
duringthe Aldeburgh
Festival,Suffolk,
October24,1968
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MOTORHEAD, ROBERT
WYATT, DAVID BOWIE,
JULIAN COPE AND MORE




The main inspiration

NME MAY 7

and-alongwith Chuck Berry - the main inspiration of the

Rolling Stones (who took their name from one of his songs)
and all the white R&B bands who followed in their wake, died
thisweek afteraheartattack. He was 70.

BornMcKinley Morganfield in Rolling Fork, Mississippi, on
April4, 1913, Waters later joined the massive migration of rural
blacksto the greatnorthern cities and settled in Chicago, where
his rumbustious, brooding electrification of
bluesstyling virtually created the Chicago urban bluesidiom.

M UDDYWATERS, THE godfather of the Chicago blues scene

DAV
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PeteFarndon:
bassplayer’s
wifefoundhim

deadinbath

“We're all really upset”

MM APR 25

HE PRETENDERS SUFFERED
T asecond tragedy within a year when

their former bass player Pete Farndon
was found dead from a suspected heroin
overdose at his London home last Thursday.

Less than ayearago, Farndon was sacked
by the group on the same day their lead
guitarist, James Honeyman-Scott, died from
drug-related causes.

Police from Notting Hill station rushed to
Farndon'shome in Oxford Gardens, West
London, afteranalert from Farndon’s wife.
The couple had left home separately that
morning and when she returned at around
8pm, she found his body in the bath.

Atthe time of his death, Farndon, afounder
member of The Pretenders, was said to
be happy and optimistic about the band he
was inthe process of forming with ex-Clash
- drummer Topper Headon.

Recently, they hadbeenrehearsing at
Hammersmith Studios with guitarist Henri
Padovani, former Blockheads keyboards
player Mickey Gallagher and former Original
Mirrors and Hot Club singer Steve Allen.

INOTHER PRETENDER DIES

A spokesman for Notting Hill police said
this week: “Peter Farndonwasfoundinthe
bath, believed to have taken an overdose of
heroin. There willbe aninquest, although we
don't have a date yet. We certified death by
calling our own doctor because the musician’s
local doctor wasn't available. We believe no
one hadseen Peter Farndon all day.”

Neither Chrissie Hynde, who formed
The Pretenders with Farndon, nor
drummer Martin Chambers, now
the only surviving members of the
original lineup, was available for
comment at the time of going to
press,but MM did speak to the
group's manager, Dave Hill.

“We'reallreally upset,” he said. “He
hadn’t been with us for 10 months, and
I'd only seen him two or three times
since then, but we'd heard he was very
excited about his new band.”

Nick Pedgrift, solicitor for Farndon’s
new group, said: “| can only confirm
that Peter was found dead on
Thursday. A full statement willbe
issuedin
due course.”

Duckingand
diving:Malcolm
McLarenlaunches =
ownalbum

"Magical instincts" |

NME MAY 21

album Duck Rock released by
CharismaonMay 27, featuring
12 tracks inspired by musical cultures
from around the world - places as diverse
as Botswana, the Peruvian Andes, Cuba,
Tennessee and the South Bronx.

Charismasaythe LPisdistinctlynota
conventional collection of songs, butan
attempt to get closer to the pop sensibility
bytakingthelisteners onanadventure to
other cultures. And to complement this
aim, the album package contains dance
routinesto follow, according to the
appropriate track. All the material was
written by McLaren and Trevor Horn, with
thelatteralso producing.

Asforthe LP'stitle, McLarenissueda
statement explaining (and thelack of
punctuation is his): “A Duck Rocker is what
might be applied to someone who takes
their dancingseriously to the pointof
revivingtheir magicalinstincts
customisingtheirlifestyles thatshow
tradition never dies only the business does” E
—ifyouseewhathemeans.

M ALCOLM MCLAREN HAS his debut



"It's goin
to beggre%t”

MM APR 16

ANGILLAN HAS joined Black

Sabbath as their new lead singer.

The news wasrevealed last week at
apress conference at Le Beat Route
Clubin Soho, thus ending months of
speculation about the future ofboth
band and singer.

Itwasalsorevealed thatoriginal
drummer Bill Ward is rejoining the
band, havingspent thelasttwo-and-a-
halfyearsinsemi-retirement following
musical and personal problems.

Gillan'smovewillno doubt be welcomed in
heavy metal circles, butit’sboundto cause
repercussions with his ex-colleagues from the
now-defunctband Gillan. Thatwassplitup a
fewmonths ago, ostensibly because the singer
wasreported tobe suffering serious problems
withhisvoice. Itwassaid then thathe would
havetospendaroundayearofftheroad and
outoftherecording studio.

However, atthe press conference he told MM:
“I'mfeelingalotbetternow thanIhave forsome
time. The only thingI'm concerned aboutis
gettingbackinto action with Sabbath. We've
gotanalbumtogetdownand we're finalising
plansforalong American tour.

“It'sgoing to be greatworking with Geezer
and Tony-they're old mates and so when they
firstsuggested thatljoin the band, after Ronnie
Dio had left, Ididn’thave any second thoughts
atall. Ttwas justa question of sorting out
various contractual things before being able to
announce thatlwas goingtojoin theband.”

At odds

MM JUN 4

EITHLEVENE, ONE of the founder
K members of Public Image Limited,
has quit, reducing the group to two,
John Lydon and drummer Martin Atkins. PiL
will remain a working unit, however. They're
nearing completion of their first album since
Flowers Of Romance, released two years ago.
The group have been playing concertsin
Americarecently and they're due to travel to
Japan to fulfil live commitments there. [t now
seems certain, however, that Levene will not
be onthese date. Levene, Lydon and Atkins all
livein New York and sources
close tothe group say that
Levene wasincreasingly at
odds, musically and
“corporately”, with the
othersand decided to
leave before the next series
of dates.

TheBirthday
PartyattheAce |
Cinema,Brixton,
Nov2s5,1982

“It has been
decided to end”

NME JUN 4

HE BIRTHDAY PARTY have announced that they will

definitely be breaking upin the near future. They are

currentlyin Australia, and will be returning to the UK
very shortly to finish recording an EP for Mute Records, after
which the group will split to pursue individual projects.

The group have issued their own statement which, in
somewhat obscure terms, explains their decision: “In view of
events this year, it has become obvious that new challenges are
needed to sustain our creative vitality. Rather than continue
regardless of our better judgement (ie, for money or through
lack of daring) and diminishing the impact of our work to date, it
hasbeen decided to end The Birthday Party. Individual plans
are not definite at this time, but we hope this decision will prove
as productive asisitsintent.”

Man with power dril

NME Gig ditched as German “avowed
non-musician” Andrew UN Ruh is seriously ill.

noise—suffered a setbacklast Sunday eve when punters

pulled up to London’s Brixton Ace anticipating abill of So
Aloneand The March Violets topped by the Bohn-endorsed
steel-bashers. They found the venue locked and anxious
spokesfolk hovering about to assure them that “money would
be refunded come Monday”.

Thereasonforthisabruptcancellation occurred on Friday
whenAndrew UN Ruh (the band’s mostavowed non-musician)
wasrushed to hospital just before leaving Berlin. Andy -
memorable to London audiencesas the manwithmoustache
and powerdrill-underwentemerg 'y foraparticularly
unpleasant condition whichbloc rintestines,
preventing his body from dispersingits ownwaste.

Although UN Ruhisnowrecovering, theincidentdealtanother
severe blowto the Neubauten plan foran American assault; due
todepart the dayaftertheir Ace engagement, theyhadalready
fallen preyto permithassles.

E INSTURZENDENEUBAUTEN - THE leaders of Teutonic

COLLAPSING NEW DRUMMERS .

JpRiL— JUNE

» Elvis Costello &
The Attractionsare
toplayaseriesof UK
datesnextmonth,
tiedinwiththe
release of new
material by F-Beat
Records. Full details
are expected next
week, butit’s
already known that
their London show
willbeatthe
Hammersmith
Palaison June1g.
Ticketsare £5,plus
bookingfeeif
purchasedfroman
agency. NMEMay7

» Bruce Foxton,
clearlydetermined
nottobe
overshadowed by
hisex-Jam
colleague Paul
Weller,isaboutto
launchasolo career
ofhisown.NME
understands that
heissigningasolo
deal with Arista.
Thelabelweren't
preparedto confirm
thatofficially this
week, butitseems
theplanisfor
Foxton'sdebut
singletobe
releasedinthe
summer, followed
byanalbum|aterin
theyear. NMEApr3o

» The Residents,
the “anonymous"”
Americanbandwith
acultfollowing,are
coming to Britain
inJuneaspart of
aEuropeantour.
Datesare expected
toinclude amajor
Londonshowat
Hammersmith
Odeon. Despite the
novelty of theirlack
ofidentity, withthe
membersalways
wearing masks,
their musical ability
hasbeenwidely
acclaimed. Part of
theirmystiqueis
thatno one knowsif
theyare well-known
musicians operating
underanalias-or
nonentities witha
gimmick. NMEMay7

> Virgin Records
arereleasingthe
Sex Pistolssingle
“AnarchyInThe
UK"nextweekto
coincide withthe
General Election.
MM, June 4
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“We have to Shape
our own destiny”

MM
Afrika Bambaataa offers a guide round the Zulu Nation.

N COLLECTION / GETTY

DAVID CORIO / GETTY (2), SILVER SCREE

Bambaataa. The original turntable ace;
founder of the self-styled Zulu Nation;
the manwho took youto “Planet Rock” and
thenwent “Looking For The Perfect Beat”;
Bambaataaisacornerstone
of black street culture.

A Bronx hero, hisemergenceinthe
community dates back to the '60s, and
through his various roles as gang leader,
disciple of roots culture, DJ and recording
star,he's earned arespect that places himas
akind of elder statesman of ghetto affairs.

People don'tjust listen to hisrecords and
dance to his inspired cross-cut disco mixes,
they go for advice. Meeting himit's not hard
to see why. A giant bear of aman, he ambles
into the Tommy Boy offices and quietly issues
his greetings in a slow, reassuring drawl that
has the winning charisma of Muhammad Al
whenhe'shumble.

Underlining the Aliconnection (bothare
Muslims), Bambaataa homesin onthehard
electro-funk booming across the tiny
basement crammed with desks and hi-fi gear,
and starts moving his feet like they were
walking aninvisible conveyor. Treadingair he
really does float like a butterfly, and though
it's history now, he canstinglike abee, too.

While overblown characters like the
absurdly macho Prince Charles have made
much mileage from their colourful
reminiscences of New York street life,
Bambaataa prefers to play down this part of
his background.

Thisreluctance tobe seen as the archetypal
pimp-hustlerisrefreshing atatime when
every would-be punk funker is pushing his
streetcred’ persona down the throats of an
eager and easily awed white press. It'sironical
too, because yousense that Bambaataa's

I fany DJeversavedalife it was Afrika
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Former gang member turned music pioneer

recollections have the ring of authenticity.
They haven'tbeen given the same outlandish
embellishment. His world seems altogether
more real,and mostimportantly more human,
than the cartoon posturing favoured by funk’s
musclebound youngbloods.

“| wasinto the street gang scene back in
'69 throughto '75," he says matter of factly.
“But | got out of it, and | learnt fromiit. | still
associate with some of those people now,”
he adds, “though things are more positive
these days.

“lused tobeinthe Black Spades - the
largest black gangin New York City. There

| weredivisions everywhere. My patch was the

south-east Bronx. [t wasn't just about
fighting, though. We had chants and war cries
which were taken from people like James
Brownand Sly Stone.”

Eventually the gangs died out, but kids
came together again, this time as crews.
“Acrewisalmostlike agang,” Bambaataa
explains, “butit's more neat, yaknow? A crew
hasasymbol orthe same sharp clothes-it's
much more creative.”

Asthe Bronx crews turned to expressing
their collective identity through pop
mediums like dress style, graffitiand
dancing, so Bambaataa moved furtherinto
music, developing a unique backdrop for
crew “performances”.

Fed onahealthy multicultural diet -
everything from early funk, to Caribbeanand
African music - by amother with the biggest
record collection on the block, he already had
ahead startover most DJs.

He got his first system togetherin'76.
Billed as Afrika Bambaataa And His Zulu
Nation, he made his debut with a tribute to
James Brown and Sly Stone. Since then the
ZuluNation has gone from strength to

AfrikaBambaataa

performsatThe Venue,

London,Nov23,1982

strength, stretching right across the States.
A symbol of black pride and dignity, the
notion of anew Zulu tribe was suggested not
by a serious piece of roots literature, buta
Hollywood-style epic that made Michael
Caineastar.

“Ithought Zuluwas a great movie,”
Bambaataa enthuses, “because for once
the black man was portrayed asbrave and
sensitive. The Zulus fought like warriors,
but they also spared the British even though
they could have wiped them out.

“Soldecided to use the Zulunameinthe
future. Once | startedasaDJ, | formed
adance group, The ZuluKings And Queens.
And they became part of the whole Zulu
Nation, which really grew out of alot of
differentstreetgangs.

Thenitstarted getting out of hand...so
many people wanted to be involved. It spread
from one part of the Bronx to the next, then
Manhattan, Queens, Brooklyn and upstate
New York. We even met some “Zulus” in
Cleveland, Ohio, when we toured there!”

Bambaataa sees the Zulu Nation as a way
of elevating black consciousness and links
the phenomenon with the '60s radical
movement.

“See, we need toknow who we are, where
we came from and where we are going. We
have to shape our own destiny. The black
Americans need this'cos they've been blind,
deafand dumb fortoolong. I guessitbegan
inthe '60s. That's when we started to find
our culture.

“Thenthe '70s seemed to put everyone to
sleep. People forgot what had happened and
turned their backs on the problems. Whereas
inthe '80syousee themreviving the '60s
again. Militant groups coming back again,
people marchinginthe streets. People




standing up and saying they don't want no
more war! You have to believe in something
that's gonna push youon!”

Not surprisingly Afrika Bambaataa's
first single was called “Zulu Nation”, but it
was really “Planet Rock"” that made him
asteady featureinthe dance charts on both
sides of the Atlantic.
Released on New York's
promising indie funk label,
Tommy Boy (through
Polydorhere), it brought
together the combined
talents of Bambaataa, synth
wizard John Robie and
producer of the moment
Arthur Baker.

Its eerie blend of
Kraftwerk electronicsand
fierce, programmed funk-
rock representedachange
indirection for Bambaataa.
Back in his old stomping
grounds, the Bronx River
Community Centre and S o
the “T" Connection o
Discotheque, he already
had areputation for
playing head-spinning

“We need to know
who we are,
where we came
from and where
we are going”

Tommy
BOY

These wildly eclectic mixes were
frequently laid down on what
amounted to demo discs to be played
only atthe clubs, soit was nobigleap
for Bambaataa to gointo the studio and
come up withamassrelease. However,
he's quick to praise Baker's contribution
and feels they work
together wellasateam -
all 400 pounds of them!

They've beenaccused
by some of simply turning
outanotherlineinboogie
music, but Bambaataa
feelshislyrics have a
universal appeal and
agenuine message to
communicate.

“Like the Koran, ithelps
if you have atranslator to
understand what the Soul

Sonic Force means. ‘Planet

Rock’is sayingit's time to

chase yourdream-let

45 APM 1
st oursoul lead the way.
Sl Bonies And“The Perfect
;ﬁm B "o
INSTRUMENTAL eat’r
“The beat could be

drugs, love, peace. All the

mixespfallthingsfunky. SOUL SONIC FORCE worldislooking for that

but this was altogether A PHANETROCK @ beat, butyou could say that

something else. S, NI The Zulu Nation and Afrika
Areflection of his move into the Sorie e Bambaataahas foundit.”

whiter new wave clubs in Manhattan

such as The Peppermint Lounge, The Ritzand
The Mud Club, “Planet Rock” embraced the
cooler tones of European futurismand, justas
significantly, a hard-rock element; two strands
ofinfluence that would subsequently make
evenmore impact onthe new black music.

“l was the only DJ that would play rock with
funk,” Bambaataa points out. “| would play
slices from the Rolling Stones, Mountain,
Grand Funk Railroad and mix it up with all
kind of things: rap, new wave, funk, sometimes
TVjingles!”

B Planetrocker:
AfrikaBambaataa
inLondon,1983

“The Perfect Beat" as the first
metaphysical funk record? Whatever, it's
preferable, he says, to the ghetto cliches
that have become the currency of the
contemporary rap artists. Though he's
pleasedto see outfits like Grandmaster Flash
and The Furious Five enjoying commercial
success, he points to Gil Scott-Heronand The
Last Poets as examples of more intelligent
black commentators.

“When people think of the ghetto, they
think of burned-out buildings, dirty streets
and desperate people. You know, that’s
suchajoke. Downinmyareathere’sa
fewbad places, but there's good ones
too; housing development projects
and stuff. | could show you places
where white people are hanging out
with black and together they're
making all kinds of art.

“And movies like The Bronx
Warriors [recently releasedin the
States] don't help either. It just ain't all
gangs and vigilantes. | tell you | ain't
got no plans to move out of the Bronx -
Idon’t care how much money | make.”

So,looking to the future, did he
think we'd allbe around long enough
tofind our perfect beat?

“Mmmm...that's hard to say. |
mean, is the Creator playing some
kind of game here? The prophecies
say it willend, but | don't know. Maybe
inthe future they'll have wars over
the dimensions. Y'know | am the king
of time! To me it’s just one big ball of
confusion. | reckon the only way the
whole planet would pull togetheris
if somebody from outer space
threatened us. Then we really will
see star wars!” lanPye

NME MAY 21

Books

ADance To The Music Of Time by
Anthony Powell

A gloomy book my mother has about
medieval medicine

Anything by JB Morton (Beachcomber)
Histories rather than fictions

The Pepys Diaries

Boy’s Ownannuals fromthe '50s

Records

Changes hourly

Mainly...

Teenage Kicks The Undertones

Live At The Counter Eurovision Misty
InRoots

Age Of Consent New Order

Zadok The Priest Handel

Fave places

Liverpool

Norwich

serin . THE

aitists  UNDERTONE
Paul Klee

Films

vere - TEENAGE

Rutherfordin
or Alastair Sim
Brief
Encounter
The Fatal
Glass Of Beer
Eraserhead
Gregory’s Girl

Fave quotes

“Itain’tafit night outfor manor
beast” WCFields

“Afriend in powerisafriend
lost"” Henry Adams

Fave drink

Primitive red wines

Least fave drink

Fennings' Fever Cure

Actors
George C Scott
Sebastian
Shaw

Actresses
Edith Massey

Fave monarch
George VI

Fave teams
The Champions

KICKS
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| onstage,1983
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It seems
~coolto
Sell out

ot JULIAN GOPE,
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AMWHITE, AND blond and male, and that'savery

(( safe position. That’s why I've got no time for things
like Tears For Fears. You watch One Day In The Life Of
Ivan Denisovich and you realise your problems are
very petty, and very few.”

He seems so much more philosophical when he’s not
wearingjodhpurs. The Teardrops—to adapt one of the more perennial
pop press headlines—finally Exploded for thelast time towards the end of
lastyear, afteranerraticbut occasionallybrilliant career. They left
behind two albums, Kilimanjaro and Wilder,and abrace of singles of
varyingquality.

Andtherestwassilence-apart from one exceptional blast of polemic,
which Copewrote for our Christmasissue.

Phonogram havejustreleased thelast Teardrop record, an EP of
leftovers topped by “You Disappear From View”. We can safely say itwas
donewithout the active encouragement of Cope, and leave it at that.

Julian has split from hislong-time associates Bill Drummond and
Dave Balfe of Zoo-he’s currently sharing management with Tears For
Fears, ironically enough. Balfe islooking after Scottish group
Strawberry Switchblade. But Gary Dwyer, drummerand stalwart
sidekick, remains with the singer, partof the line-up Copeisusingashe
embarksonanewsolo career. Asolo John Peel session has already gone
out, and adebutsingle, “Strasbourg”, is due soon, to be followed byan
LP and somelive work.

Despite hiswell-publicised loathing for much modern pop (youmight
recall some unseemly stories about him defacinga Blancmange record in
disgust) Julian Copeisstill one of the biggest fans you'llever findon the
farend of a microphone.

Duringourtalk, he throwsadmiringname-
checksin the general direction of John Cale,
Television, MC5, Tim Buckley, Glenn Branca,
Honeybus’“ICan’'t Let Maggie Go”, Captain
Beefheart, The Doors, Laughing Clowns, The
Beat, New Order (though not “Blue Monday"),
Manicured Noise and D.A.F.I'veleft those bits
outbecausewhat he hastosayaboutlan
McCullochis probably funnier.

Theearliest Copeleverknewwasadiffident,
ratherawkward frontman withaKen Barlow
haircut. The next Cope wasafully-blown teen-
scream pin-up, occasionally pilloried for his
wide-eyed personaand Scott Walker fetish.

And the newest Julian Cope? Well, let's
findout...

Teardrop’s historywaslittered with fallings out.
Areyouso hardto getalongwith?

Itmustbe hard to feelyou've gotalot outof working
withme. [ knowBalfey found thatalot. Oftenitwas
my fault because my expectations were utterly
different to what the others were gonna put over.
AllTknew whenwe splitup was thatwereally
needed tosplitup.

Julian Cope

Did that feelinggrowonyou, or were youstillkeen
rightup to the daybefore thelast?
Itgrew on me. We did Wilderand I'd writtenitall,
and putso muchintoit. Butby the nextalbum,
Balfey felt that because he could write songs that he
should beallowed to.AndIcouldn'treally argue
with that, because of courseit'sreasonable, and he has got thatability.
Butasasongwriter, 'mnotverygoodany more at writingsongs forother
people’smusic. They’ve become far more narrative and wordy.

Itried tomake the end of the Teardrops as clean and simpleas possible.
It’s pretty good, we haven'tlingered around too long. And Wilderis the last
album, whichisgood.

Iwassurprised by the note ofembittered idealism youstruckinyour
NMEXmasarticle-about the decay of punkand therise of the
production-line pop mentality.

What's upset me is that people don'tfeel that purity anymore, and they
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“I'm a really
nice guy, but at
the same time,

not a boring
Aglickhiean iy

Sunshine Playroom

don’tevensee the need, either. There's no questioning anymore. It's all
watered down. Itupset me because we were very much from that'77
thing. And clichéd asitis, Ireally believe in that, and that the musicdidn’t
have togo the way thatitdid.

Everything’s just ‘nice’ now. I'vereally slagged people off, and people
come up tome andsay, “You'veslagged so-and-so off, buthe’'sareally
niceguy”. Hal The average personisa “reallynice guy”. lamareallynice
guy-butatthesametime'mnotaboringdickhead!

The Blancmange stuff-why should I slag them off? Well, [ really believe
Ishould slag Blancmange off, because they have noredeeming features.
Theyoffend me noend. I'msureI'veoffended people, butIdon'tbelieve
I'veever offended themlike that.

OnethingthatI think put people off was when youseemed so gushyin
your enthusiasms.

ButIfind the onlyway for me to make a point that Iwant tomakeisto
makeitlikean expressionistversion of that point....

Did youever feel you'd invented a character for yourself, a‘Julian Cope’
ininverted commas?

Mmm, yes. Thatwas anotherimpromptu thing. I thoughtI'd beso
natural, [wouldn't thinkaboutanythingand I'd say whatwas in my head.
And thatbackfired on me.T'ddoaninterviewand I'd miss out whatI
didn'tlike for the nextinterview. Tommy Smothers, of the Smothers
Brothers, had agreat quote: You'reon TV every week, youwatch yourself
onthe playback, youironoutall the things youdon'tlike, andinno time
you're anedited version of yourself.

Therearetimes whenI've beenveryunsure of whatI'mdoing, andI've
thought, right, if'm going to take it inany one direction, atleastit’sgonna
be powerfulin thatdirection.

Imean, Bono-he'soverthe topinhis
direction.I mean, I thinkit’s the crappest thing
in the world, but Iwouldn’'tknock the fact that
it'soverthe top inhis own direction.

It'sthe one thing['ve gotagainstwhat the
Bunnymenare doinginaway. They stillset
greatstore by the fact that they'reaware of U2
beingcrap. Andonce uponatimeitwasenough
toknow that U2 are crap. Butnotany more. Now
vou've gotto knowwhy they're crap.

Iwasdisappointed with the Bunnymen's new
album, because I know that theyreallycan
write songs—unlike Orchestral Manoeuvres,
who arejust crap. However much Macand
don’tgeton, Ireally believe he knows what'’s
good andwhatisn’t. And to know, andstill not

doit, isreally bad...Thingslike [“MyWhite Devil”
lyric] “The Duchess Of Malfi-a..." Tjust couldn't
believe. [ was gonnahave a T-shirt made with
“Malfia, Malfia, what forart thou Malfia?”

Firsttime he said that, Ithought, oh. And then
herepeatsit, solthought, oh, soit'snotsome
ironic Liverpool way of sayingit; he just doesn't
know. Allsomeone needed to say was, Mac, it's
called The Duchess Of Malfi.1t'sbad. Literature is
quitespecial; more special than pop music.

Whatliteratureis most special toyou?

Ilove metaphysical poetry. Andrew Marvell, John
Donne.AndIlove T.S.Eliot. [ thinkIlove stuffthat
isn’tsolely based inreality. There'slike a twilight
zone between realityand pure strangeness.

Iwent through aperiod of being pissed offwhen people said my lyrics
didn’tmean anythingany more. My lyrics always mean something.
Iwouldn'tbeso callousastowritealyric thatdidn't mean anything.
Just becauseit’s pop music, doesn't mean you shouldn't take alittle
more time overit...

Ineverwanted to putlyricsinwith ourrecords, and Pete Wylie said
agood thing-one of the few things Pete Wylie ever said thatwas good -
namely, before Kilimanjaro came out Iwas asking him, “D'you thinkit's
pretentious puttingalyricsheetin?”

Andhesaid, “Well, yourlyrics make less sense when they're downon
paper,so maybeyoushouldputthemin.” Soldid, and I quitelike themnow.




Ialwaysloved doing B-sides, aswell. Ilike the fact that our biggest
single, “Reward”, had “Strange House In The Snow” on the B-side, 'cos
youcouldn'tbe prepared forthat. It's areally repulsive song. Garysaid
how the scallies used to putitonin pubsin places like Norris Green (an
un-chic Liverpool suburb) and the old men'd be freaking out cosit's
sodisgusting!

Doyoulisten towhatother people are doingnowadays? Imean from the
mainstream of pop music?

Imake aneffort. ButIdon'tfind it fascinating... I mean, iteven seems cool
tosell out nowadays, doesn'tit?

Yes, ifyou can presentitas aclever commercialstrategy, saying, ‘Well,
Iwassittingroundin Rough Trade two yearsagoand I thoughtsodit,
let'sgoinfiltrate Top Of The Pops’' - presentitasagrand scheme,

The mostannoyingthing, Ifound, were those apostrophes around
‘Sweetest’in “The ‘Sweetest’ Girl” (by Scritti Politti). That’s such a clever-
cleverthing, that's one of the biggest cop-outs've everseen. I couldn’t
believe that.

Ithinkhewassortofplayingoffone audience against the other, having
hiscakeand eatingit.

Yeah, thatwas toosmug, wasn'tit? [ think thingsshould belaid quite bare.
That'swhyIstilllike “When [ Dream”.I'm notsinging “When I dream, I
dreamaboutyou” withawrysmile onmyface. 'mreallysingingit!

Wereyouatall calculatingaboutyourimage, visually?
No, I'll tell you the story of that. Bill [Drummond] and Dave [Balfe] said
tome, “We'llhavetodo
somethingabout the way
youlook, because Macis
goingto be massive”. They
always said this. Ijusthad
my hairabitshort, and was
abitspaz-probablystill
am, butlwasovertspazat
thetime.Tusedtotry
movingonstage, butitwas
really crap.
Thenlwasinthistiny

lingered around 100 100G And "Wildar' is the last
2 album, which is good
{sed by the note of embittered
‘ Iwas surprisecy (T8 00T o X mas article —

Pre-explosion:Cope
withalatter-day
lineupof The Teardrop
Explodes,USA,1982

townin South Wales where Iwasborn, and Iwas trying on these pants
in the Army & Navy shop, and in the stockroom where you changed they
had all these oldleather pants for 15 quid, so [ gotsome. ThenI gota
flyingjacketin Liverpool, and immediately [ had this outfit that nobody
had everhad!Bizarre!

AndIrememberwalkingdown Princes Road, past this girl with her
friend and she went, “Kecks on ‘im..."—and I thought, well, thisis quite
weirdactually. AndIstarted growing myhairand dyingit.

Anditwasso far outofthe picture at thattime, the idea of me makingit
asaface, thatThadn'teventhoughtaboutit. [ never used to get come-
ons fromanybody, never got girls lookingat me onstage. And suddenly
itallhappened. AndIgotwellintoit-thetotal surprise ofit. And Alan
Gillhad beenin the group, somymind wasalittle distorted at the time.

Itwasaveryjoyous period. And Iwas really pleased cos I could piss
Macoffas well, cos Mac was all ready to be this massive star. And it’s
taken him 'til now!

Soyou'vebeen through the popidol bit now, and enjoyedit. Did you
learnanything fromit?

I'velearned thatitwas OK, and it was interesting, butIdidn’t need it. Very
soonafter, “Colours Fly Away” asasingle didn'treally doanything. And
Ithought, “Oh, that'sit, it'sall finished.” And though this soundslike
bravado, therewas areal sense of relief. thought, I canstartgettingon
with thingsagain now. It was quite nice.

Ialways knew that the 14-year-old girls would move on at some
point-veryrapidly, as it happened -and it took the pressure off.
'‘CosI'mquite aslob, really. Thereis that dickhead factorstill there.
Paul DuNoyer ®
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“l'he
grandiather
of new wave”

t's precisely what DAVID
BOWIE dloesi’t want to be
lbt bresantiv attavestad — NME APRIL 16—
I: The Missing Years
David Bowie's new film, The Hunger, opens not with

thefocus fixed firmly on thestar but with acameo
sequenceof Bauhaus livein Heaven.

HESONG, ARCHLY enough, is
“BelaLugosi's Dead”. Thestriking
¢ faceis Peter Murphy’s. The
I : - : gesturesare all David Bowie’s.
Adecade’stics, contortionsand
conceits, culminating prematurely
with Thomas Newton’s gun-toting passage from
The Man Who Fell To Earth, aresummarisedina
matterof minutes. It's quite aperformancebut,
alas, wedon’tget to hear how David Bowie feels
aboutseeinghis past flash before his eyes. His
R DU [ B attentioniselsewhere.
» QUL PlayingJohn, a200-year-old English gentle
companion toageless vampire Catherine
Deneuve, he’s casing the heavenly audience, not
thegroup, forasuitable victim, ablood sacrifice
tohiseternalbloom.

Though thisisfiction, the opening might have
beenwittilycomposedwithitsstarin mind.
David Bowiecomingfacetofacewitha
fragmentofhislegacyandlookingrightpast
itatsomeoneelse. Or, alternatively, the
vampirical Bowie prowling theclubsin
search ofnewtalent, newideasto play off
againsthisown.

Bowiehasalwaysbeen thefirsttoadmitthe
bloodflowhasneverbeenoneway.Asisonly »
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Electricblue:David
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straddling Serious
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properinsuchaninterdependentrelationship, he hasarightto take back
whathehas putin, evenif this meanswithdrawingwhatamountsto his
original deposit. Butwhere can he look these days withoutseeing Ziggy's
children mutated into resplendentor garish beings?

For every Bowie phase thereisamovementinits wake. Ashe once
quipped, he haslaunched whole schools of pretension singlehandedly.
Eveninhisabsence, then, David Bowie is somehow present.

It'sbeenalongstrange trip from Scary

“WhenIsaw David Bowieactin Elephant Man in New York I knew
immediatelythatthis was the perfectactorto play Celliers. Hehad an

' immense passion, somethingthat supersededreason.Ifthe character

Celliers had only his Western rationalism to counter Haraand Yonoi (his
two Japanese protagonists) he would have been destroyed veryrapidly.
“Butitis Celliers’ spirituality, his personal nobility, hisinner peace and
indestructible charismathat the Japanese captors cannotcome to terms
with. David Bowie hasall these qualities.”

Monstersto Let's Dance, lasting two movies and
threeyears, plugged by three bizarresingle
collaborations.

There was Bowieand Brecht on the excellent
five song Baal EP, featuring Bowie havingaball
whooping through young Brechtathis
lebenslustful best. “Baal can spot the vultures in
thestormy skyiAs they wait up there to see if Baal
will die/Sometimes Baal pretends he's dead, the
vultures swoop/Baalin silence dineson vulture
soup!”; Bowieand Moroder on “Cat People”, the
overblown melodramathat makes perfect
sense when heard over the closing credits of the
film, being both a description and sensual

“Ithink I'm
just a little
tired of
experimenting

1810)%

Afterthe BBC production of Baal, this ought
tobethefirstactingroletoreallytest Bowie.
Unlike the alien of The Man Who Fell To Earth,
the 200-year-old man of The Hungerand the
hideously deformed Elephant Man, Celliers
hasno “emotionallimp” for Bowie to hide
behind. Maybe somethingof the characterhas
rubbed off, for Bowie’s new positivism, as
testified by the clear-blue narrative of Let's
Danceand hisrecentspate of public
appearances, suggests thathe has dispensed
2 with the need formasks... “and it is necessary
only fora man to ask for his seed to be chosen and
to pray for the sower within to sow it through the

suggestion of Cat People’s barely contained
sexuality; and finally, the oddest of them all. Bowie and Queen on
“UnderPressure”.

“YesIfound that quite odd,” smiles Bowie. “I'm notquite sure howI got
involvedin thatreally. They turned up in Montreux, whichis not far from
wherellivein Switzerland. Needless to say, when groups come torecord,
theyfind outwhereIlive... so thisishowItend toseealotofbands, haha,
under theinfluence of Switzerland.

“Soljustwentdown to the studio and we juststarted one of those
inevitable jams, whichlead to askeleton of asong. I thoughtitwas quite
anice tune, so we finished it off. It sort ofhalf came off, butI thinkit could
havebeenalotbetter. Itwas arush thing, one of those things that took
place over 24 hours. I thinkitstandsup betterasademo.”

Once the shock of Bowie workingwith Queen passes, itstands up
surprisingly well, and Bowie’s words - “Theywere notafinished lyric,” he
insists, “itwas done so quickly that some of it makes me cringe a bit, but
theideallike” -are consistentwith both the sentiments of Scary Monsters
and the positive Bowie to come-hisnewLP, Let’s Dance.

hehas always been remarkably constantin those matters he

- cares most about. His concern for the young dates right back to
Ziggy Stardust, when he was first alerted to the awesome responsibility
that goes with mass popularity. His
“inconsistent” taking and shedding
of masks, his culturalleaps, are all
ways of keeping that responsibility
fresh and hisaudience on their toes.
I'mean, can'taman change his
mind without being hauled over hot
coals for doingso?

Ifrockcritics have generally been
loath to acknowledge hisintegrity,
preferringinstead tosee onlythe
chameleon figureintenton
protectinghis privacy from public
scrutiny, the Japanesedirector
Nagisa Oshima chose Bowie to play
the godlike prisoner of warJack
Celliersin his upcoming film Merry
Christmas Mr Lawrence precisely
because hesawinhimsuchaquality.

“Peopleaskmewhyl castactors
from the world of rock,” remarks
Oshimainthefilm's publicity notes.
“Itisbecausethey are sensitive to
whatpeople wantnow; theyare
performers; theirantennasare
screwed on tightand they don'tmind
gettingrightin thereand havingago
atthetruth.

m )ESP[TETHEPERSISTENTlineaboutBowie’sinconsistency,
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deed and actof himself, and then the harvest will
begoldenandgreat.” (From The Seed And The Sower, by Laurens Van Der
Post, onwhich Merry Christmas Mr Lawrenceisbased.)
The David Bowiesittingopposite ischarmingand chatty; farmore

| relaxed thanhis TVself, smilingandlaughing frequently torelieve the

tension. Suffering terribly from nerves, however, Imiss his first tension-
relievingjoke: “You're part Swiss? Which part? Haha.”

Nowaged 36, he hasnever looked healthier. His sunbleached hairis
anaturalstraw colour, his face tanned an ochre brown byhis recent
workingsojournsin Australiaand the South Seas. Heis spritely dressed
inanolive-green khakiblouse thatemphasises his boyishness.

Within the confines of a 50-minute interview with acomplete stranger
heis extraordinarily forthcoming about hiswork, revising opinions of his
pastinlightofhis presentattitudes. Quite naturally, he onlylets slip so
much ofhimselfasisrelevant to whatheis doing. Dare we expect more
fromour public figures?

H:Theinterview

BOWIE:I'm talking more in generalisations because I think they
probably serve abetter purposethan honingdown to onedirect point. It’s
easier to make a stronger statement with a generalisation, to makesucha
strongimpression with apopularsonglyric.

NME:Thestrongestimpression left
byyour press conference wasyour
concernabout the worthwhile nature
of popular music.
Forme, personally, mybusinessis my
businessanditjuststrikesme... er,1
don'treallyhave the urge to continue
asasongwriterand aperformerin
termsofexperimentation-atthis
moment. Ifeel thatatthe momentI'm
ofanage-andagehasanawfullotto
dowithit—-I'mjuststarting to enjoy
growingup.I'menjoyingbeing my
age, 36, and whatcomeswithitin
terms of the body. Itactually physically
changes. Mentallyand emotionally
therearebigchanges, 'speciallyifyou
have been thrustin the front of
popularand mass observation.
Ifyou've been observed, as I have for
thelast 12 years, well, you have to
contend with that one way or another.
You either care about it, oryoudon’t
any more. You think, well, asThave
this platform, there’s somethingIcan
dowithit.
Andfranklyldon’tthinklwould
wantto continue performingany




moreifldidn’tthinkIcoulddo
something hopefuland helpful with
my music, both formyselfand my
audience.

How do youdefine music thatis
hopeful and helpful? Whatevidence
wehave fromyouatthemomentisa
celebratorydancerecord as opposed
tosomethingthat pointsanywhere.
Yes. I thinkitwillhavealotto dowith
(adoptinga mock preachy tone)
peopleshouldn'tfighteach other.
Peopleshouldn’tkilleach otherand
people should trytolive together.

Isn’tthatalittle simplistic?
Yes, itissimple.

Your positivism seems to parallel
thatofJack Celliers, the character
you playin Nagisa Oshima's Merry
Christmas Mr Lawrence, leading by action and deed.
Instead of intimating change, tryand do somethingaboutit.

Youidentified pretty closely with the character, then?
Yeah, [thinklimmediatelyidentified with him because ofhisown
personal turmoils, hisand mine stemming from differentsources. With
Celliers, he'sridden with guiltmost ofhislife because of his relationship
with his younger brother, which caused him to embrace that particular
wartimesituation, and gave him thatkind of particularstrength. Thatis
pointed upalotmorein Oshima'sscreenplay thanit probablyisin the book.
And forme, personally, [ guessit’stheideaof through allmy
experimentations [ havelearned alot; and there mustbe somethingIcan
dowithitonaverysimplisticlevelnow.I don’thave the urge to play
around with musicalideas. Atthe moment. Any more.

The presentloss of urge to experiment... isthatanindictment of

the Low/Heroes/ Lodgerperiod? Can’thumanityand technology
sittogether?

It'sjustanother way of usingmysongs. I thinkI'mjustalittletired of
experimentation now. Butelectronicsarerewardingin terms of playing
around withatmosphereandtryingtoreachdifferent partsofthe mind,
funnycornersofthemind...

Butthereisaproliferation of syntheticinstrumentsbeingusedin that
kind of, er, “Me generation”, icy-cold vein.

It's such awide sweepingstatement thatat the momentI feelit’s veryhard
touse those instruments withoutakind of preconditioning already
there. Thatifyou use the synthesizeritmeansthis particular thing; that
I'm partofthisangularsociety.

Sothat'swhyl'veused averyorganic, basicinstrumentation on this
new album. Such instrumentation doesn’t say anythingother thanit
comes from a hybrid of whiteand black culture. Thatisthe only
underlying subtextithasreally...

Aslsay, experimentation canberewardingfor findingawkward
stances musically. Butitjustisn'tsatisfyingafterawhile. Andit’s not
satisfying becauseit’s not veryuseful, except-as Brian Eno would say -
forsettingup anewkind of vocabulary. NowI've got the vocabulary, I'm
supposed to dosomethingwithit! Ha ha.

Ontheotherhand, thesubliminal aspect of electronics allows one to
speak more through the music than doesrock'n’roll, where the
vocabularyissowell-knownithaslost its efficacy.

That’s the premise, surely, yeah. Itdoes speak in those terms, butI think
alsotoreachalarge audience, they're not willing tolisten to the music,
orplay the records, if they're couched in terms theyre not really
familiarwith.

Imean, they're not goingtositandlisten to thatkind of musicand accept
it. It'slike American television; the record-buying public of Americaisstill
verymuchin the television format mentallyand itisimpossible forthemto
listen to something that doesn'tmakeits pointin the first 30 or40seconds.
AndI'mstartingtosubscribe to thatatthe moment.

BowiewithMerry
ChristmasMr
Lawrencedirector
NagisaOshimaat
Cannes,May1983

| Previouslyyou'vesaid you're notworried about your experiments
losing your old audience, that you were content to pick up new
audiencesasyougoalong.
Hmm.

Areyoueffectingareconciliation with your old audience?
Idon'tthinkso. I thinkthe musicI'mwriting at the momentis probably
goingtoreachaneweraudience forme. Butiflam goingtoreachanew
audience, thenI'm goingto tryand reach it with something to say, which
isonaveryobviousand simplisticlevel. Idon’t want tobe thegrandfather
of newwave byany means... that's quite an easy one forme toslipinto.
[thinkI'llcome onas the simple countryboy, haha,and go completely
againstthat.

Laurie Andersonsaid shewanted tobalance the tendency towards
horrorimagerywithimagerynice, humanisticand warm. Butthe
problemis makingsuchimageryequallyas compellingashorror.
Areyou presentlybeing confronted withasimilar problem?

That particularbalance hashad notasmall partinalot of the material
. I'vewritten, butlthinkIunderstand whatshe's saying. [ don'tknow
enough ofherwork, butit's certainly the case in "0 Superman”. That's
averydelicate balance, amarvellous piece of work. Did yousee herin
concert?[ thoughtshe was dvnamic, really wasimpressed.

Forme, I'mwritingsomethingthatI've neverreally touched before,
whichis aone-to-onesituation.Imeananemotional situation between
two people... Such asituation seemsto take up atleastfive tracks on the
album. Thelove situation, the emotional situation between two people,
seems to haveescaped me-orI'veavoideditis probablynearer the truth—
since I started writing. Usually, it'sbeen the maninisolation and all that,

WhetherI'mbecomingeither, one, comfortable or, two, complacent
withmyself-Idunnowhichitis—butitissomethingIcanfeelIcannow
getinvolved withasawriter.

Isupposetheobvious question to thatis:isitaresponsetoyour
personalsituation?

Verymuch so. Are youmarried? So you don’thave children? [ would never
have thought it possible, but for me the one most enjoyable and hope-
giving quality of mylife over the pastfourorfive yearsismyson.

When theson gets totheageofnine, 10, 11 and 12 and startsasking
thosereallyinquisitive, curious and unanswerable questions, well, my
response has been to consider howimportantlifeis, and howimportant
itisforhim.

Andasitbecame moreimportantforhim throughme Ifounditbecame
more important for me as well; and our future collectively started taking
precedenceovereverythingelse. It'samazing whatason oradaughter
doesforachap.Hahaha.

That’s had avery positive and strong bearing on whateverlintend to do
inthe future. I feelThave tomake acommitment to something more
altruistic to thatwhichI'vebeen concerned with before.

Ifthatsoundslike aturnaround, thenit’'saturnaround,andithastobe
andIwould have to face thatcharge. Butl don't thinkitwill quellmy »
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natural inclination to want to experiment with music, though I thinkit
willmodifyitgreatly.

Insofarasyouwouldn'twantanythingyoudo toupset yourson?
[twould make mereflect onanything thatwould produce thekind of
nihilistic quality which wasso much partofmy early music. Hopefully
[was fallingoutof thatanyway. That period had alot to do with my
problems as ahuman being. To produce thatkind of music, thoughit's
interesting to look atsomeone really fucked up writing music, it's not
very helpful.

Because it provides too much ofarole model?

Exactly, yes, and lwould like to play down all that stuffabitand make

the subject matter, give that morerelevance. It's suchacomplicated,
confused time, and my onlyreaction to thatwould be to make the subject
matterverysimple.

Theverysimple problemis thatwe're onaterrifying voyageand the
effects thathave been brought aboutby those causes are really quite
transparent and obvious: the need to belong to small tribal unitswhen
there seems to be too many other people about; the mistrust of somebody
whoisnotfromone's own origins. Those kinds of things are so obvious
thatIguess maybeit's quite agoodidea to write about theminavery
obvious way. And Iwantto utilise videos to the same extent.

It's easy enough to glamorise a pop song. I've done thatoften enoughin
the past! You know, giveitasurreal qualityand akind of detached...
That'sfineifyou’'ve got time to watch promos at thatlevel, but these
videos reach too many peopleand, anyway, there’s too many of those
kindsofvideos. Video has become a part of the packaging.
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Soitoccursto me thatitwould beaverygoodideato utilise those four
minutes of spaceand try to make them say somethingsimpleand as
hard-hittingand as hard-sellingasacommercial, butin terms ofhuman
qualityand humanlifeasopposed to, thisis the kind of outfit, this the l
way youwearitand thisis thekind of cool you have to have to beable to |
carryitoff. Asyousaid before, the whole idea of the role model.

Soit’samatterof playinginvisibleman, moving behind thecamera,
projecting normality?

Yes! Aside from the fact thisisa marvellous chance forme to practise
beingadirector—-one can'tgetaway from that!-it'salsoachanceto
incorporate people other than myselfas the fronts for the promos. I've
had enough of thatside; and it'smuch more fun to use actors, oreven
non-actors, ifI'm goingto deal with thatkind of subject matter. ..

WhyAustraliaforthe “Let’s Dance” promo?
Becauseit’ssuch anew country, yetit's already got such a well-
established, progressive and technological aspect to its society. And
because theindigenous peoples of that country have well and truly been
puton the outside faster thanin anyothernationin the world.
It'sreallysopolarised to the extent thatit can be related to South Africa
quite easily. Notso much in New South Wales, butin Queensland it might
aswell be South Africa. Aborigines have to buy theirdrinks in the backs of
bars-they'reforced to use whatis called the doghatchin the back of the
bar. Then theymustn'tdrinkthemon the sameside ofthe street, they
must go overto theothersideand drink them on the grass verge.
Thewhole thingisruledlike that. There’s absolutely no way they take
partinmodernsociety. Theireducation programmesare almost




DAVID BOWIE

July1,1983:thefirst DidyouchooseAustraliabecauseitmighthavebeentoo

| ofthreehugeopen- inflammatory to film asimilarsituationin Britain?
1 airshowsatMilton iy i A

KatnasBsl No.Ifitwasdonein England itwould have been too much about
T the English situation. The otheraspectIliked about doingitin
Australiawas thatIfounditintriguing tolook at.1liked the
slightly surreal quality of Australiaitself. I purposelyleft out
kangaroos, wallabies and boomerangs and all that. There's
nothingstrictlyaboriginal. The city doesn't shriek Sydney.
Theyarejustobviouslysomeindigenous peopleinsome
modern country. Soitbecomesaninternationalsituation.
People are notused to seeing Australia onageneral basis.
Inablack-and-whitesituation they are more used toseeing the
streets of London or New York. So alreadyit’s asituation they're
aware of, and then they don’t take quite so much notice ofit.
They go, “Ohyeah, black-and-white situation, New York, fine,
Iknowabout that.”

What's the nextvideo?

Butshooting the same situationin adifferent place, itdoesn't
look thesame asanythingyou've seen before for
thatsituation: modern black peopleinamodern
white society. It'snot quite anywhere you
recognise, soit points up the situation more, so it
couldapplytoanycountry-South America,
South Africa, England, America-without
identifying those obvious targets. It's going back
tothatold thingaboutjuxtaposition.

You'rewilling to tackle such adifficult subject
visually, so people haven’t got words they can
immediately turnintoslogans, thereby
damagingthe “message”?

Exactly, yeah. That'sanother thing. Aslogan
cankillacause farquicker thananythingelse,
becauseit's so easy to packageit. Once you put
aboxaround anythingit’s over.

I'mtryingto keep thingssimple without
sloganising. It's easy to say “Give Peace A
Chance”, butoncesaidit’s wrapped up insuch
aninsularlittle ball, itonlyapplies to certain
people. Tokeepitfree of that, I guessit'sdown
to purestatement.

It'sveryhard toattemptsuchathingandI'm
havingalotoftrouble. There's onlyacouple of
thingsonthealbumthathave theright feeling,
non-existent. Since the beginning N butthatisdefinitelyadirection thatintrigues me
they've been putinaghetto situation. more and more.

It'svery hard for themto fight back

atthe moment. Isiteasier to deal with those complexities
Alsothey'reverywary—-andquiterightly so-ofbeingseenas the last through the medium of film thanitis within asong?
of the prehistoric tribes. They've done that bit, dressed up inwarpaint, Thatisthe problem I'mhaving, dealingwithitin songformat. Sometimes
spearand whatever forcameramenandit'skind of backfired on them. youcanendupsoundingneo-Dylan orsomething, and thatisalready
[thasn’tdefined their culture asbeingincrediblyinterestingand stylishand partofa particularcliqueykind of songwriting. I'm not very
important;in theireyesithas just made themspecimens. good atityet. I'mstillworkingon the one-to-onerelationship, and from
People wanttosee the aborigines onlyin that context (adopting touristy within thatsituation tryingto create an overall humanist feeling.
toneofastonishment): “Aah, they're great the aborigines! Theystill eat | Itishard.IthinkJim-lggy Pop'smuchbetteratitthanme. Ifhecould be
witchettygrubs!” Thatkind of thing. | manoeuvredinto thatkind of situation he could produce some stunning
Andtheboyandgirlin “Let’s Dance”, Terryand Jolene, they've never ‘ social observations. I'd like to cover more of Jim's songs, because [ still have
seenawitchetty grubintheirlives. They haveno apenchantforexposingtalents thatl thinkare

needtosee one and they don'twanttobe validandimportant. Jim'ssongsareso good, his

198 .
portrayed like that. What I very much wanted to I 1) trylng tO lyricssofine, hereallyisawonderful American

dowasto portray them as modern people not poet. He'sabsolutely great!

beingallowed to take partinmodern society. . Soit'sgreattobeable to take advantage of

ButIfound outwith the promo youhavetodo ke ep thlngs whatIcandoandincludesomeofthis songs.

everythinginfour minutes. So, obviously, you R

quickly getintostereotypes. Slmple “ChinaGirl” (byPop and Bowie) isanother
Whatever, Terry and Jolene were great, trackon thealbum. That’sa committed piece

absolutely marvellous. They've had no . of writing. Whereas, forinstance, the subject

experiencein film, but they knewexactlyhowto w/ ]_thout matterof “Let’s Dance” isnebulous. Thereis

respond to thesituation we talked about, so they anundercurrent of commitment, butit’s not

weren’tatallworried when I'said, “Jolene, Iwant 1 1 23 quitesostraightforward...

voutoscrub thestreets of Sydney!” Haha. She S Oga)n]- Slng It'saone-to-onething, yes, but the danger, the

said, “Fine, ves, yes, that'show| feel!” = terrifyingconclusion, isonlyintimatedinthe »
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piece. Itisnotapparent what exactly the fearis that they re running from.
There'sanominous quality aboutit, quite definitely. Thatwas the dance
songthathasall the trappings of old disco music, butit’'salmostlike the
lastdance.

Thelastdance? Aren’tweindanger of comingback to theapocalypse?
Weareindeed (laughs). That'swhatwearein dangerofdoing, indeed,
yes. Well, in terms of writing I've gota background to shake offwhich is
veryhard togetoutof, becausel finditvery easy to... (mimesstriking
keyboards) weurgh! Haha, Ifind it very easy to hit the right chords and
bringitallabout... whoargh, that's great, that'sreally horrible! Ha ha.
Andit'sdifficultforme tosortofsaylet’s turn the corner here and make it
gosomewhereelse. It'sanatural entrapment of my own that I have tobe
carefulofin future.

Howdoyoufeelaboutyourlegacyofsongsinlightof your present
positiveattitudes? Can youstill sing them?

Oh, quite easily, yes. No problematall. I've started listening to alot of my
old stuff, gone back to find out what I was writing then and why. 1 guess
theykind of stand up intheirown place in time. Not many of themcarry
through; Idon’tthinkofthemlike “that'sagreatold chestnut, sounding
good yearafteryear”, but theyreallinteresting.

It’sapersonal bias, butwith every songI've written I identify so much
with the timeand place itwaswrittenin. [t'shard for me to shake offthe
particularyearorparticular traumal was goingthroughatthe time.

It'smuch easier for the audience to do that. There's the Duchamp thing
aboutthe pointwhere theartist really has nothing more todo with this
work.Icanonlysee minein terms of, yeah, November 1975, and go,
“Phew” (mimesshuddering). Haha.

Butformetobeableto carryoninterpretingthem, it'senough thatIfind
themallverystrongpieces of writing.

Doyoueverget theurge to follow Duchampintosilence?
Frequently, veah. Itoccurred to me over the past couple of years that
iflwas goingto continue writingit has to be something I can do with
conviction. [ can'tjust play aboutatit, pretend that'm enjoyingit, sort
of continuingacareer, somethinglike that. If Twas going to continue,
thenwhy?Well, Iwanted to continue, because l wanted to do something
positivewithitand that’s the onlywayI'll be
able to continue today.

Therecurringstatement throughyour’'70s
interviewswas about trying toshake off that
middle-classballand chain.

I'mlumbered with that problem. Imean I'l]
haveit for therestofmy life. Ha ha.

Succumbingtoit?

Ithinkso, yeah.1thinkI've accepted that
situation. There's noway [ can make myself

say, isn'tit? (Laughter) Whataludicrous thing to

“I've started
listening to
my old songs.
Not many
ot Nowhac i amsrmes  CATTY through®

I'm presumably going, thatselfwould probably think, “Ah, whatawaste
ofhow tobeexcitingorradical,” orwhatever. [ knowmy 17-year-old self
would think, “Aw, whatawaste, hahaha. It's going to bereally boring!”
Haha.AndI'dsay, “Youwaittill you're 36!" Haha. Youwon't thinkit's
quiteso excitingjustworkingin darkareas, haha.

Lastyear Lou Reed said he was quite prepared towrite rock’n’roll
songs for adults. On Scary Monstersyou seemed to be addressing
theyoungstill.

Diditreally feellike that? That'sinteresting. You could probably answer
thatbetter yourself, butIwould imagineitseemed like thatbecause the
instrumentation, the actual effects of the instruments and quality of
production... well, theywere incorporatingall the sounds thatare
radically partofthe youth-culture music. The epitome of the new-
wave soundat the time, from bubbling synthesizersto erraticand
unconventional guitar playing, ithad all those elements thatare by
definition the young way of playing music.

Songslike “Because You're Young” and “Teenage Wildlife” reminded
me of the Hagakure [Samurai ethics] author Jocho’s dangerous advice
for the young: Humanlifelasts but aninstant,. Oneshould spendit
doingwhat one pleases.

Well, thatwould apply to Oshimaas well as Mishima (who popularised
the code with his modern commentariesin On Hagakure]. The funny
thingwas that before Mishima died, heand Oshimadid aninterviewon
television, separately, but asrepresentatives of theradical rightand left,
respectively. Oshimawas furious with the thingafterwards, because
theyagreed onjustabouteverything! He said he was completely floored
bythatand itwasone of the reasons why hestarted to modify his own
politicalideas, because he felt that kind of polarity just produced the
sameendresult.

Hewasveryconcerned about that, because hedidn’tlikebeing the
sameas Mishimaatall! Thereagain, I qualify thatbysayingthat the
Japaneseleftand rightare quite different from Westernideas ofleftand
right, whereitis estranged left and estranged right. In Japan both would
have probably have rootsin the same source, more than they might have
overhere. Theybothsay, “Let’sstay Japanese.” And whenyou've got that
you're almost cancellingouteverything else!

Thenitjustbecomesamatter ofhowyou
doit?

Yeah, they do have that problem, the Japanese.
(Smiles) Oshima, of course, was very much part
of thatunrestin the '60s...

Oshimais primarily concerned with
exploring Japanese morality and the way it
hidesitself, the real position of it. The etiquette
against thereallife of the Japanese is very
important to him, the closest repressed
thing they have about them, where there’s
aturmoil ofemotional conflict going on
hiddenby thisveneerofthe perfectstyle, the
perfectlife, whichissuch afront. Which1

say, David! Butitissomewhereinthere,
ves. One faces up toall these things.
I'marmedwithall these things, my
problems with my own background,
my own personal problems or
whatever.I'mnotsodetached from
myselfanymore. I feelin touch (mimes
peacesign, laughing). Hey, I feelin
touch with myself!

Iguessyoucan thinkofeverycliche
inthebookand that's probably how
Ifeel. Thenagain, acliche probably
developslife becauseitcomes from
apointoftruth.

Howdoyouthinkyour 17-year-old self
would feel ifhe were confronted with
your present 36-year-old self?

My 17-year-old self would think, er,
especiallyregarding the driftto where
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suppose, asan Englishman, is the
perfect thing for me towrite about.
Haha. Actually, his process of
workingis more interesting to me
than thesubject matter.

There mighthave been pressure
onOshima to moderate hisviews
because he justcouldn’tworkany
more. There were five yearswhen he
was almost completely ostracised
from the film community after In The
Realm Of The Senses. They really came
downonhimlikeatonofbricksafter
thatmovie.

I dunno, thisone'sgoing to upset the
applecartagainasfarasJapanis
concerned, soitmightbe anotherfive
years before he makes another one!
(Laughs) Buthe will say these things
abouthisown people! Haha.




Butyou avoid saying thelike about your
ownpeople? That'sinteresting-jumping
from culture to culture mightbe
interpreted as anotherset of masks.
Yeah, youknow (thoughtfully) [ suppose
it's (that] Idon’tthinkThave enough
experience of England to be able towrite
objectively aboutit, which seemsapretty
poor thing foran English chap tosay! But
Ireallydon’t. Not that knowmore about
anywhereelse, butatleastI'mthere.Inthe
other places, becauseI've been justabout
everywhere else other than England.
Imean, one getsleft-behind news or
secondhand reports from what
newspapersareworthtryingto glean
anything from, anyway. I pickup most of
my news from the Christian Science
Monitor. That'sthe onlyonelcan find that
reallydoesn'thaveabiasonit.

Ithink “ChinaGirl”is the nearest thing,
especiallyin the videoI've made for it
[againinAustralia], wellI think the
interpretation of that puts abit of thatright.
[t'saveryheavysong. IthinkI've dealtwith
imperialisminthatvideo to acertain extent
(pauses)... hesays.Haha.

Inafour-minute popvideo?
Exactly! “Right, that's gotimperialism
done..."Haha.

Itdoesstartto getlike that, but

well, OK, that'salright. Iwork in | w ;11‘;:’;‘::43::““9“
popsongs, and that’swhatitwill 4 ! p warm-upgig, Forest
havetobe g P National,Brussels

Whenyoupurged yourselfofthe
Victoriaincident [you'llrecall
thetime Bowiearrived backin
BritainatVictoriaStationina
Mercedeslimowith atheatrical
flourish ofoutriders, salutesand
loaded statements], youwere
sayingitwassome peopleof
Berlin's far left that swayed you.

whenTI'vestarted writingsomething, I then try tointellectualise what
I'mdoing. And that's when the problems usually begin. Especially
whenyoutryandintellectualise when you've just done a gram of
cocaine, haha, and the offcoming statementis usuallysomething that
onedoesn’twant toreferback toafewyearslater.

Aredrugs completely out now?
Ohabsolutely! Drugs areno part of mywriting orrecording or
anything. It'simpossible to consideryourlife worthwhile, or thelife of

Howdid theyapproachyouon those around youworthwhile, if you're just fractured like that. Imean,
theincident? | Godknowswhatwould have happened tomy soniflwas continually
The mostilluminating conversation about that was with a couple of stoned over thelast 10 years. I probablywouldn’thave him. He certainly
guyswhoreally took meto taskabout the thingsIsaid about fascismin wouldn’thave wanted me. Quite sureabout that.

1976, and they made me very aware of how much thought one should

putinto what one does and says. Because what one doeshasalottodo | Heseemsquiteasobercharacter, fromwhatyouweresayingat the
withwhatone says. They weren't responsible formakingme finishwith | pressconferenceabouthisloveformaths.

thatwhole drugperiod oranything, but they set meup and caught me Yeah, buthelikes Madness, though. Loves them. I thoughthe was going
onaverybad day, youknow, haha. (Ina heavy teutonic tone) “Soyou're tostartliking Flock Of Seagulls, which worried mealot. Ha ha. Buthe saw
stillaNazi, David?” Oh dear! Crumbs! They gave me areal ticking off themon television onIn Concertand fortunately decided they weren't for
and thatputmestraight, Ithink. him.Haha.

Itreally sorted thatoutin my mind about not being quite so flippantor
fragmented or stupid orstoned out of my gourd to let myself getinvolved econds to go. Panic! David Bowie is modifying his reappraisal
with thosekinds of justhideous reflections. Sofhis legacy, rightly claiming his pastwork canbe played as

photojournalist snaps of the mood and atmosphere of the time they
Thewayfascism entwinesitselfwith aspectsof nationalitymakesitvery | werewritten, whenhis publicistarrivestobringtheinterviewtoaclose.
difficult to refer back to nationality withoutappearing nationalistic.

Yes, that'savery hard balancing trick, itreallyis. At the time that whole BOWIE: If youwant to conjure up the atmosphere of any particular
thingwasverymuch intheair.Ijustfeltithappening, and Iwasn’teven period, well, formeIcan doit quite easily by putting on one of those
in England.In 1976, the time when lwas spouting all that stuff, the albums. If you put on Station to Station it couldn’tbe fromany other
National Frontstillhadn'tbeen publicly acclaimed to any great extent, periodthanwhenitwaswritten.

asfaraslcanremember, because whenIcameto Englandlgotall these

pamphlets and things (loud laugh) from Mosleyites, askingme ifIwas So, Diamond Dogsisstill avision of 1984 from 1974, not fromone
joining up! Ohfuck, haha. year off?

Anditwasthathideousthingwhere, asanartist, youkind offelt that Exactly, ohyeah. Itdoesn’tcarry through. I don’t know how the songs
there'ssomethingin theair, Ican’teven putitanotherway, butyoucan feel on stage, not beingan audience formyownworkin thatway. Idon't
justfeelit, you canjustsenseasituationoranatmosphereandthatcango | knowifpeopletakethemasreflectionsoriftheycanstilltreatthemas
into yourwriting. Myproblemis thatafter I've written something, or contemporary pieces... ChrisBohn ®
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MOTGORHEAD.

.4 being
pumched in
he teeth™




MELODY MAKER MAY “It'sadifficult machine, that,” Iassured him, remembering with
suppressed mirth thesight of suave John Barton cashing cheques over

OHOW COME Soundsget the VIP treatment? I mean, an thebarto payforanother couple of hundred trial runs.

afternoon out with Motorhead at asewage plantin Lemmy gaveup. “Thisway,” hesaid tersely, motioning the Makerfaction

Rickmansworth-luxury. The Maker, however had to be down the corridorwithaflickofhisleoninelocksand a briefglimpse of

satisfied with the deep-pile corridors of the Nomisrehearsal | teetherodedbyyearsofcorrosive soundand, well, “hardliving.”

complexdahnin Olympia, where the handsome threesome We followed.

were supposed to berehearsing for their forthcoming tour. Marillion were hard atit next door, discernible by a series of dull thuds

Rehearsing can mean many things todifferent people. To the coming through the wall. Motérhead, unwithered by age, had huddled

remarkable Lemmy, the original renaissance manwith a heartof pure arounda pile offlight cases and unfriendly plastic chairs near the door, as
noise, itmeansastiffvodkaalwayswithin easyreach, aheap of Marshall faras possible from the forbidding walls ofamplification at the farend of
stacksandapile of 10 pees to shovel down the greedy throat of the Nomis theroom. They meant work.

Donkey Kongmachine.

Ourstorybegins with His Lemship preoccupied with thelatter pastime.
“Christ!” said Lemmy, failing once again torescue the digital Fay boy Brian “Robbo” Robertson on massed guitars.
Wrayand watching the distressingearthward plunge of the I'mnotsure why, butlalways had thisimpression
protagonist, “can you play this bloody thing?” — ALBUMS — of Robertson asademented Scotsmanrarely out

ofearshotofabottle of Scotchand the sort of

REVIEW chapliable to greet one of these effete journalist
typeswithacrisprighthook followed closely by

Lemm entertams jou- o

— 1985 — Thadthefirstbitright, butinfact Robertson

onthisoccasion turned out to be positively
MM 28 MAY garrulous, readyandwillingtoexpoundonall

mannerofstrange topics. The sorry plightof

These days, of course, Motérhead are Lemmy, the
redoubtable Phil Taylor on drums, and relatively new

Motdrhead Another Perfect Day sronze | Thesetracksarealltypical, vintage the South Moluccanswholivein Holland, for
There’sbeensomefranticspeculationthat  Motdrhead at their fearsome best without example, ormemoirsofa Thin Lizzy guitarist (as
Another Perfect Day would mark astartling | anyevidence of the much-vaunted new hewasthen) tryingtoreachanunderstanding
changeindirection for the mighty ones. melodic edge. But “Back At The Funny withthedruggy gangsof Amsterdam.
What with Fast Eddie doing his runner and Farm"” does have a smattering of quirkiness “Igrabbed this guy by thelapels, right,”
Robbo (as his many chums at the Maker and an extremely odd soundinterrupts Robbo explained inswift Scottish, “thenIgave
know him) reaching the climax of his the debilitating progress of “Rock It". himaslap round the mouth, stuckmyhandin
wanderlust at the right hand of the great I'mreliablyinformedit's called a piano. his pocketand took all the money he had. Isaid
Lemperson, | was pretty agog myself. Thesingle, “l Got Mine", is alsorelatively ‘thisismine, see?’ His mates were juststanding
Well, you little mallet-heads, you canrest tuneful, while “One Track Mind" eases the there dumbstruck.
easyinyourbeds-the good newsisthat pace toamere 9omph. Youcantellby the “Thenlsaystothisguywith me-hewasthere
Motdrhead are just as violent, vehement, way Phil Taylorincludes atoken cymbal in his togive mesupport, right?-Isaid, ‘dosomething.’
vibrantand vicious as they ever were. Yes regularroute of the skins that thisis the ballad. Hewentto hit this other guyand the geezerjust
kittens, Motérhead still make you bleed from They duly deliver it with their customary punchedhimand he hitthe deck.Ithought, ‘Oh
the ears, they stillbeat you to the floorand | sensitivity, building to climax after climax that'sfuckinggreat, thisguy'ssupposedtobe
leave youa quivering wreck, they still take | until youand presumably they are too protectingmeand he'sjustdeckedit...”
anaxe to your skulland don't hang around | exhausted to take any more. My favourite AsRobbo gotdeeperinto the saga, Phil Taylor
tomop up the blood. Life's notso bad, eh? track, though, is “Shine”...blistering, curled up on the small, uncomfortable sofa.
Therecent, very excellentinterview with | exhilarating, and genuinely exciting. Thisis “Ask Philhow he feels,” Lemmyordered.
the boysinthese pages came up with the | Motérhead at their very finest, playing with “How doyoufeel, Phil? " Tasked.
revelation that Robbo s classically trained total command and authority, and blazing “Full of gale force windsand gases,” said
and uses13 guitarson thisalbum.Heseemsto | awayany reservations with the sheersingle- Taylor, belching magnificently. Had the
be playing most of them atthe sametimetoo, | minded belief of itall. FHM was always interview begun,Iwondered? Perhapsit
while Lem stomps around, driftinginand out performed as consummately as this, then was already over. Better pressonanyhow.
of the actionlike amad rodearider, launching | I'd be queueing now for Castle Donington. IthoughtI'd better ask Motérhead about their
himselffromonerage toanother. The finer Motérhead, of course, transcend HM these new LP Another Perfect Day, due forreleasein
points of hisinspiredrantsarealittle trickyto | days.If,ashasbeenclaimed, HMistorock acouple of weeks. It'sthe firstone they've done
decipher, but the gistis mostly self-evident. what country musicis to MOR - fanatically with Robertson tackling guitar duties; Eddie
“Marching Off To War”, for example, followedinthe provinces, reviledin the big Clarke having deemed Lemmy'ssingle with
arrives amida volley of machine gunguitars | city-thenLemmyisits Dolly Parton. He'snow Wendy O Williamstobe thelaststrawand
and drums, and talks about things like fastapproachinglegend, and his exploitsare walkingout to form Fastway.
“slaughter”, “hell” and “fighting for the now moving his status from grudging respect Another Perfect Daymight come asasurprise
nation”.| can think of no better backdrop for | tooutrighthero.The People’'s Championis tosome. It'sdifferent—forMotorhead, anyway.
the horrors of war than Motérhead at full tilt. | alsobecoming Whererecords
That, however, is for wimps compared to Public like Ace Of Spades
the full, blinding fury of “Dancing On Your Champion. or Iron Fistwere
Grave” and the epic, celebratory “Tales Of Giveitten abitlike being
Glory". Climaxing the whole thing, though, yearsand he'll struck byoneof
is the charmingly titled “Die You Bastard!”, be Prime those thingsthey
which opens withan abruptbelchand swiftly | Minister. This usetoknock
scorchesintoasort of fightingman's version | splendidly down buildings,
of Dylan's “Positively Fourth Street”. Voice | buoyant, Dayissortof
like a chainsaw, Lem preacheshate and | exciting, spacier, kind of
disgust from what sounds like the back of intimidating wider-ranging.
anaircrafthangar. I've often wondered why tirade willdo Much of this must
HM albums always have the vocalist at the thatmarchno beattributedto
back of the mix, but Lemmy's caseit’s harmatall. Robertson, aone-
probably done for reasons of compassion. ColinIrwin
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MOTORHEAD

manguitararmywho loves nothingbetter thantohole upinastudioand
pileonlayerafterlayerofguitars.

“Before, ourrecords were like being punched in the teeth,” said Taylor,
probablyawakened by the sound of loud sniffing sounds from the
direction of his fellow musicians. “Nowit’s like being punched in the
teethwith anapology afterwards.” Helita Silk Cutand rubbed his
eyeslaboriously.

Motdrhead sound than met the ear. “I was classically trained
tostartwith,” he said. “Evenwith thisalbum. I structured itas
Iwould doifl was structuringa string section. That's why you use all
the different guitars with the different sounds. You might use this
guitar because it sounds thinner and leaves a gap, and it's down to light
and shade - that’s the way I like to work.” He says he used 13 guitars
on the album, though Lemmy reckons it was only 12.

“Thefirstand lastsongson the albumarelike the old Motérhead,” said
Lemmywith relish, “thenin themiddleit'sallgone curly. Alot of it's more
orless the same as we would have done, but the great thingwith Brian
ishecan carryasolo oraslightlylongersolo than Eddie could ordid.

“Healsoplaysrhythmalotdifferent than Eddie did. Eddiewasagood
thythmguitarist, buthe couldn’t swap over atamoment’s notice. Like
Brian willdo a couple of chordsin theriff, thenstick abitofleadinand
comebacktoit.” Phil burped sympathetically.

Could this beamore commercial record for Motérhead? Of course,
titleslike “Die You Bastard!” or “Dancing On Your Grave” probably
won't make Peter Powell’s 5.45 slot, but there can be no denying that
there’sasortofterrible majesty about thingslike “I Got Mine” or
“OneTrackMind”.

Tused to dismiss Motérhead as preposterous subhumans who'd think
themselves luckyiftheyfound sawdust dribbling out of theirears (“hey,
thereissomethingin hereafterall!”).

Thesedays, I haveasort of quakingadmiration for their complete
absence ofqualms and determination toseeit through to thelogical limit
orbeyond. People wholivelike thisand make this noise mustknow
somethingldon’t.

Lemmy offered his Marlboros round. “Put that thing out,” he said
scornfully, indicating mysoggy roll-up. He flame-throwed his cigarette
and pondered. “We've had all this bitching foryears, right, about being
Neanderthal fuckingrock'n’rollers posing around with bullet beltsand
allthis. Now thatwe've changed itabitand itis more melodic, let’s just
seewhat theysay now. They’ll think of something.”

Soyouexpect therecord togetakickinginthe

ROBBO ASSURED ME that there was more to constructing the

bands have got the same thing but with a different sort of slant-each
band has theslantin the way they’re written about. I'm sure Marillion
aresick of being comparedto Genesis. I'veonly seen three articles
aboutthem and everyone talks about Genesis and the new wave

of psychedelia.”

There’salot oftalkabout “rock” beingredundant these days, I said, but
Ireckon there’s nothingwrongwithrock, it’s just the rock groups.

“Yeah,” said Lemmy, addingalittle orange juice to aglass of vodka
purely forcosmetic purposes. “There’s alot of tales about people getting
bland, but that's rubbish. The kids don’tsay that—when theywrite to the
papers they'realways slagging offthe writers for saying that. They go out
and haveagood timeat the gigs while thewriter’s there getting paid for it.
Hegoesin for thefirstnumber, goes to the bar, maybe staggers out for the
encoreand thenwrites abad review.”

Lemmyrose with difficulty to his feet. “If you'll excuse me fora
moment I'm going for ashit.” He picked up a biker magazine and
tucked itunderhisarm.

“Thereistoilet paperin there, you know,” Taylor pointed out.

“Butit’s notglossy, isit?” snapped Lemmy.

seemed the time had arrived for the boys to do alittle work. Huge

roadies with beards and beer guts had begun to wander into the
room, fiddling with leads and switching on mixers. Lemmy picked up
abassand pluggeditinto the nearest phalanx of Marshalls, then let rip
onaterrible grindingriff.

Obviouslyhe wasn’tsatisfied, since he soon put down thebassand
punched hisamplifier witha heavilyringed fist. “Seem to be losinga bit of
toponthis,” hesaid to the nearest crewperson. “Better getitsorted out
before the tour.”

Meanwhile Robbo was makinginfinitesimal adjustmentsofthe array
ofknobs on hisguitar synthesizer. He scratched his copper-dyed hair,
walked overto hisquadruple band ofamps, turned a couple ofknobsand
played aresounding E major.

Lemmysidled up to me, leering. “Silly bastard’s changedall the
settings,” hesaid. “That’s what you get forworking with musicians.”

He thumped a couple of violent bass chords. Meanwhile, Taylorreada
magazinebehind hisdrumkit.

Finally theywereready. Robbolashed into theintro of “Marching Off To
War”, and swiftlystruck thefirst of manyguitarhero poses, eyes glazed
and hismouth compressedintoabloodlessgrin.

AsTaylor's sticks madeatour of his enormouskit, Lemmyadvanced to
anearby microphone, feet planted aggressively

L EMMY WAS GONE for some time. When he came back, it

papers, then?

“Oh, probably,” said Lem.

“Weexpecttogetakickinganyway-we're
usedtothem,

“They’velostall their fire’, that'swhatit’ll
benow.”

Well, you never know, I suggested— NME even
wrotequiteasympathetic piece about Twisted
Sister this week (they're Lemmy's mates). “I
thinkthey'refinallyseeingthesignposts,” he
said. “Imean, the NMEhasbecomelikeacross
between The Financial Timesand the Whole
Earth Catalog. It'sall ‘Do youknowwhat they're

“Bands lose
their sense of
humour once

they get in

the charts”

astride thestandand hishead craningup, like
hewas about to takeahuge bite out of
somethingwarm-blooded. In thisabsurdly
low-ceilinged room, it wasimpossible to hear
anythingexcepta vast crushingroar, which
hammeredsickeninglyinto yourstomachlike
agiantpiston.

Motorhead had awhole night of thisahead
ofthem, sowe decided to callit quits.
Robertson, seeingusabout to depart,
hurried over to shake hands, much more the
professional rock celebrity than the other two
willever be. Tooursurprise, it was still daylight

doingin Devon? They're poisoning sheep with
chemicals!' I don'twannareadabout thatina
music paper! e
Thebest thingabout usisthat we'relaughingall the !
timeatitall. Allthese bands seem tolose theirsense of |
humouroncetheygetabove numberseveninthe charts. :
Theytrytosayrelevant thingsand be cool. 'mnot cool.
I'mreally uncool, me. Ireally enjoyit. We'realittle slack,
compared to most people.”
“Lifewould bealoteasierifyoudidn’thave torehearse,” :
groaned Taylor, lightinganother Silk Cut. i
Doyougetsick of the Kerrang!approach to Motérhead, :
Iqueried-y’know: where the band always get
approached from the same angle of attack? :
“The Kerrang! boys have always been alrightto us,” said
Lemmy loyally. “But Iknowwhatyoumean, the same |
slant. You get bored with it. Butwhat can you do? A lot of :

outside. Adam Sweeting ®




o0

PANNY CHARRINGTON

pRigtP.a 3

4 manicallyexecuted | & v -

arrayofideas

ALBUMS

Rip Rig + Panic VIRGIN

Let's get to the point: Attitude is
marvellous - the sound of Rip Rig
+Panickicking up aruckus with .
typically mercurial witand speed, |
yetnever allowing their anarchic
spirit to tip over into the kind of
nagging self-indulgence that

made “/AmSo Cold" so
intermittently wearisome. [

Whatever their occasional
failings, no matter how deep the
cheek, RipRigstand outasa
living, breathing organism
among the dead sludge of
modern pop, a piercing yell of
idiosyncrasy inawasteland
of anonymous product.

Naturally there are those who
can'tstand tosee this happening,
but thank God for that; the
moment Rip Rig fail to mortally
offend a cross-section of critics
from the pop andjazzspheres
alike is the moment they cease to
carry any weight atall.

Not only do the group not
conform, they don't conform
loudly, andin this sense there’s
astrongfeeling of ‘punk’ about
their stance. Rip Rig's ‘attitude’is
the love of overturning apple-
carts, their refusal to approach
music with the po-faced concern
and premeditated restraint of so
many of their mediocre peers.
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More precisely, their
approachisrootedin
the smearing of elements
fromdiffering musical
traditions - most notably pop,
soul andjazz - and doingit with
such pep and energetic style that
the question of comparison with
the original sources of inspiration
rarelyreachesthe agenda.

Inaveryreal sense the group
are visionary - they've created
their own musical category that
owes little, if nothing, to the
trends and tendencies goingon
around them.Rip Rigare a ‘pop
group' that stalk the popular
music marketplace, yet one
whose personality is bound up
with styles that exist both
outside and within the
mainstream.

On Attitude, as on their debut,
God, it's the saline freshness
of their
juxtapositions
that surprises,
the willingness
toexaminea
musical idea
fromawildly
unusual angle,
thenmove on
totackle the
next project
with equally
determined
vigour. We

know there'llbe
explosions, canbe
certainthere'llbe
calm, but can never predict
fromwhich direction the
splinters willbe showering us, or
tell when they’ll stop.

One moment, Rip Rig cantake
us back to the noise and hellish
excitement of early rock ‘n’roll -
“Beat The Beast" (also the
current single) sounds like wild
animals tearinginto the flesh of
“Rock Around The Clock” and
spitting the blood back in our
faces-andthe nextsteaminto
frenzied gallop that could be one
of the manicforaysfromDon
Cherry's Brown Rice LP cutup by
Mark Springer's tempestuously
hammering piano.

All cuts are comparatively
short; the statementsare dense
yet succinct, a series of taut,

inspired conceptions performed
with affirmative dash, spittle and
verve. There's much of the
accessible, colourful discipline of
their singles here;Neneh Cherry
hasbecome one of the most
important beastsin their bear-
garden, hervocals providinga
central focus to the bouts of
rompingand raging.

On"Do The Tightrope”and
especially “Viva X Dreams” her
voice sounds remarkably close to
Annabella’s, yet the ferocious
musical surrounds-snorting
sax and thundering, relentless
drums - make Bow Wow Wow
seem lame. Go wildinthe
countryindeed!

Other than a couple of weaker
tracks - “Sunken Love"is alittle
pedestrian,and “Rip Open...”
tooclose to stolid punk-jazz-
Attitudeisarecord thatbegs

s exploration,aclosely
worked and manically
executed array of
ideas that proves Rip
Rig +Panic not
only have sublime
musical taste but the
ability to actually do
something withit.
Thoughnotas
immediately appealing
as God-we have
adjusted ourselves
toexpectthe




unexpected- it possesses amulti-
layered makeup thatbecomes
more and more exciting on each
successive spin. Liberating stuff.
LyndenBarber, MMApro

David Bowie
EMIAMERICA

Arecentlate-night session with
some Bowie-loving friends
yielded some unexpected
conclusions about the Master's
past. Hunky Dory sounded like
aschool poetry magazine
hurriedly convertedinto
makeshift MOR, while it seemed
inconceivable that anybody
could ever have taken the
clumsy soap-operettas of Ziggy
Stardust seriously.

But history has already decided
that these were seminal records,
for whatever reasons. Perhapsit
was simple lack of opposition.
Perhaps it was mass hysteria.
There was no denying that Bowie
looked the business, but when
you gottooclose he was just
another card-sharper who
couldn’tlook youin the eye.

AndsotoLet’s Dance,in which
this very clever bad actor enlists
the help of Nile Rodgers (aman
badlyin need of some Bowie-
style sleight of hand) to whip up
athick, tactile funk-rock. This
albumis frequently persuasive,
attimes has every appearance of

| beingthreateningand would

make a good soundtrack for
some fairly expensive thrills.
Don'tblame meif youfeelbadin
the morning -itwas agood time
whileitlasted, no?

Most of the meatis on the first
side of the record. Givingno even
breaks to suckers or smart-asses
alike, Bowie fixes the jugular
squarely in his sights with the
opening “Modern Love"”, arowdy
portion of acrid rock-gospel.
It’sloaded with percussive
muscle, hung with blowzy brass
and spearheaded by raucous
massed voices.

Suddenly you're swilling
aroundin the narcoticundertow
of “China Girl",and even though
it'slittle more than a thunderous
funkoid re-tread of “Moonage
Daydream” (and the song was
pennedin’'77 by Bowie and
Ilggy Pop) it's hard to deny the
pained (melo)drama of Bowie's
voice or the rabid catcalls of
Stevie Ray Vaughan's lead
guitar. You'llknow about “Let’s
Dance”itself by now, thenit's
onward! To the outdoors with
“Without You",aseductive cat’s
cradle of chords, mammoth
drums and a glutinous, terrain-
hugging bassline.

Side Twoismuchless

impressive, despite the Peter
Gabriel-like “Ricochet” with its
snappy hornarrangement and
aguitar-overkill reworking of
“Cat People”.

“Shake It"isahorrible, flimsy
morsel of synthi-funk, while
“Criminal World" is the album'’s
solitary cover versionand makes
astrong pleaforbulkerasure.
Forthe record (for those
of youwho keep one)
it'scredited to Peter
Godwin, Duncan
Browne and Sean
Lyons (may they rot
in obscurity), and
it's difficult to
believe that the
normally sure-footed
master of disguise
couldreally have been
drawnto this laughable
minestrone of violence and
sexual ambivalence.

“You've gotavery heavy
reputation/But no one knows
about your low-life” - youmay be
able to get away with this sort of
thing as scriptwriter for CHiPs,
butnothere.

Not that any of Bowie's own
songs tell you anything, but
years of deception have taught
him all about the potential
elegance of sheer vacuousness.
Let's Dance is a workable
compromise - some inspiring
moments, some cleverly devised
camouflage and all papered over
with agambler’s flair for the
dramatic (empty) gesture.

Like most of David Bowie's
records, this one says absolutely

' nothing while recognising

precisely the time, date and
circumstances of its creation. It
saddens me slightly thatit took
me solong to appreciate the full
extent of Bowie's unerring,
instinctive duplicity, but that's
why he gets the back page of
SmashHits and | just get cheek
from John Barton.

The gentleman cat-burglar of

| pop surfacesstill hasauseful

trickortwoinhandtokeep the
new generation of artful dodgers
atbay,and he can hardly
complainif the entire music
industry has stolen his notion of
changing styles once aweek.

And finally, evenif David Bowie
isonly anew paint job with
aheartof pure
trash, nobody’s
beenable tocall
his bluff. He
knows enly too
well that the
only crimeis
being caught.
Adam Sweeting,

MM Apris

Jane

SINGLES
The Police

A&M

Remember The
Police, do you?
Absence makes the heart
grow fondue, or perhaps thisis
how the reasoning goes.
Unfortunately thisis devoid
of those sleights-of-hand that
used to make Miles' wonder-
boys so hypnotic,andinstead
relies onawell-worn soft-pop
throband some truly comical
cliches from the almighty Sting.
“Ohcan'tyousee youbelong to
me?" queries the beautifully
proportioned hunk, before
delivering miracles of metre
like “Every smile you fake/
Everyclaimyoustake.”
Probably bashed out during
abreakinrehearsals for King
Lear. MMMay 21

Motdrhead
BRONZE

Suicidally reckless and
monumentally un-chic, the
disgustingly loud Motérhead
comeroaring out of the traps
with a mission to cauterize.
Every clichein the book, of
course - Robbo's massed
Marshallthunder, Lemuel's
last-gasp croak and Philthy's
skull-warping percussion. All
of which addsup to the only
single of the week which has
the bottle to proclaimits
independence and take onall
comers. Beyond good and evil
and eclipsing any tokenist
‘heavy metal’ shrink-wrapping,
these oddly civilised savages
stakeitallonasingle throw
of the dice and achieve an
improbable
nobility.
MMMay21

Jane
: AVAILABLE
FROM OWAIN
BARTON, 514

'ﬂ CHARLES
X

Irs & fine Day

ThePolice:relying
onthatwell-worn
soft-popthrob

BARRY CRESCENT,HULME,
MANCHESTER

| firstheard John Peel play this
acouple of weeks ago, and

I was very struck by itbecause
it's very different from most
records you hear on the radio.
It's notamillion miles from the
Marine Girls and Tracey Thorn,
thoughin this case you hear

| Jane's voice - “standing naked

inthe wind", as some Islamic
prophet once said, since she

| singsitunaccompanied.

Sandie Shaw, Annie
Nightingale and
Alf from Yazoo
reviewediton
Round Table
and greeted
itwith great
cackles
oflaughter.
| was
disappointed
becausel
thinkit'savery
brave attempt.
It's one of those
records that could
turninto a totally
unexpected hitif someonelike
Mike Read started playingit.
MMMay 14

David Bowie
EMI AMERICA

First: “Let's Dance” was the
summer single of the spring.

Second: “China Girl"isn't.

Third: The original was one
of the less memorable tracks
onlggy Pop's The Idiot.

Fourth: Itis constructedin
such away as to encourage
the worst melodramatic
tendencies of both singers.
Bowie sinks into adistressingly
overwrought routine here, and
| can’t help thinking of Rod
StewartonPythonLee
Jackson's “In A Broken Dream”.

Fifth: Conclusion-lggy Pop's
version was the more
acceptable of the two.

Sixth: But what do you care
since you've already bought
the Let’s Dance album and
playedit to death? mMMJung

RICHARD YOUNG / REX
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“Iwouldnt
shy from
olitical

The re-release of
“Shipbuilding” brings
within

aninch of Top Of The
Pops. Inits place, he
holds benignly forth on
everything from world
politics to pottery and
Paul Weller. “Why

a Eurovision Song
Contest?” he asks.

TIVING FOR PEARLY

JON BLACKMORE

words”

MELODY MAKER

TRANGETHINGS HAPPEN, and one's justhappened
to Robert Wyatt. He'd been livingin Spain for the
lastsixmonths, well away from the vertiginous
roundabout of British music, British charts and
British fashion, when, unknown to him, Rough Trade
re-released his haunting single “Shipbuilding”.
Next thing youknow, therecord had begun to scale the singles
chartsatahealthy enough rate for Wyatt to be whisked back to
England to ready himselffor a possible appearance on Top Of
The Pops. Thesingle rose to 35 onthe BBC’s chartlast week,
butwith TOTPbeing shortened in favour of football, Wyatt’s
services were not required. Sonow he's staying over here to
seewhathappens thisweek.
“Shipbuilding” would be an unlikely enough candidate for
pop payability atany time, featuringasitdoesElvis Costello’s
mordantslanton the Falklands cataclysm, litby the sortof
luminousironies few otherwriters are capable of. Add Clive
Langer's sweet-and-sour melody and Wyatt's tragically crucified
vocal, and you're probablyas close asyou'll evergetto the
subversiveness“pop”
musicissupposedly
capableof.
Wemeetathisflatin
Twickenham. Wyatt
isfriendly and quite
cheerful, butIfeel »
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“Ithought,'Hmmm, /
couldyoudoapop
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oppressed by the desperation thatallhis thinkingand readingand
listening seem to have led him to discover. Most people have too little
time. I suspect Wyattwould gladly give them someofhis.

Anyway, here are some edited highlights.

Shipbuilding

“Clive Langer and Elvis Costello had asked me to do the song, and it was
sortof tailor-made for me really. My only worry was whether I could do
itastheyhoped. Thatwasreally thebeginningand the end of myworry.
I'm not going to go outand buya thousand copies oranythinglike that.

“Iwasreally pleased and amazed when Elvis offered me the song -
Iwasreallysurprised, because thelast thingIsawofhim was the TV
programme abouthimin Nashville, which was very brave ofhim,
chuckinghimselfin at the deep end there. What
amazes meishis eclecticrange ofinterests,
because although myowniseclectic, it'svery
bitty. Whereas talking to Elvis, he seems to have
anencyclopaedicinterestin pop musicitself.1
wassurprised he knewenoughaboutmetoask
metodo thesong.

“Inthisparticularcase, Clive Langerwrote
the tune and thoughtthiswas the sortofthing
RobertWyatt could do, and Elvis putsome
words on. Theycertainlyrealised Iwouldn'tshy
away fromssinging political words.Ifind that
things thathappenlike this out of the blue work
better than metryinglaboriously to construct
projectsonmyown, veryoften. So there’sno
particularincentive for me to construct things
of my own. I putmostof myenergyinto the sortof passive pursuitof
following the things 'minterested in, culturally and musically, and I'm
neversure what’s going to come out of them.

“Alotofveryinteresting things that have happened to me. I've found
absolutelyno way ofexpressing them or dealing with thematall, whichis
very frustrating. Alotof the things thathappentoyoujustdon’t translate
intosongs,and I'mnotreally cutouttobeajournalistasfaraslcansee.
I'vedone abitof writing occasionally, butnobody ever seems to pay you
forit, solknocked thaton the head. The only people who pay youseemto
be the ones onthe verge of going bust.”

Entertaining

“Idon’tbelievein thisideathatmusic’s ‘justentertainment’ -asif
there wasanysuch thingas ‘justentertainment’. I think people who
areapparentlyjust singing something that’s totally self-indulgent or
apparently meaningless are makingavery serious statement, and
that serious statementis: ‘I exist; lwantyoualltolike me.' That'savery
urgent message.

“Ifsomebodytries to dress nicely, that'swhat they're saying, and for all
youknow theirsurvival, psychologically, depends uponasympathetic
response to that. Soit’s terribly serious. I thinkeverything that people
doisserious, whetherit's dancing to attract somebody theylike orjust
tohaveagood time, and I getveryimpatient with people who say you
shouldn'ttrytobeseriousin escapist culture. It'sall pretty desperate
ifyoulookatit.

“Ithink of flowers. People say, ‘Oh, alovelvrelaxed flower garden there’
—infactit'snot.Ifyouthinkaboutwhataflower’s doing, he'ssaying, ‘I

abee doesn'tnotice me withinabout 24 hoursI'mnotgonnabe able to |

carryon. Everything dependsonabee thinking'mareally sexy flower
and getting hold of my stamens,’ orwhateveritis they do.”

Paul Weller

“Heknows more thanIdid athis age. For therecord, 'm 38. I'm very slow;
it'staken mealongtimeto see things the way I do now. [ sawan interview
with Paul Weller and he was talking about the people he was conscious
ofwhowerearound. Not that they've been through more, butyou sort
of benefit from previous generations’ experience. He'swatched The Who
and he'sseen thisand that, and he's capable of avoiding the pitfalls that
some ofusolder people may have falleninto. It'squite inspiring really.
“Buton the otherhand, I'mvery conscious that thereisan unspoken
ideology, whichis much stronger than conscious politics inrock’n'roll,
and that'sage. Thereis an assumption there that the young standingon
theshouldersoftheoldisin factalawinrock'nroll, anditfitseverything,

“We're all
saying, “I'his
is what I do,
my act,
you like it

itfitsthe marketingofit... so 'mvery conscious that younger musicians
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would be uncomfortable thatolder ones wouldlike them, ‘cos each
generation seems toneed to feelit’s gotasort of autonomous culture.
“There’salways goingto be agap, because the stuffIwasinterestedin
whenIwasateenagerwasstuffthat was going on before those people
were born, really. Iwouldn'thave missed it for the world. And the stuff
yougetintoasateenagerstays withyoulonger thananything, I think.
Solrespectpeoplelike Weller, butit's from quite adistance, because
I'mjustnotin thatworld.
“But thereare times whenyou think, ‘Christ, I've got this voice, I've
got this constituencyifyoulike, aninformal constituency of whatIdo,
I must feel responsible.’ I thinkit's perfectly reasonable that Paul Weller
should think, ‘I've gotaresponsibility here, therefore Thave a choice
between whether I say somethinguseful or whetherIsay something
useless’, so he gives himself the responsibility
~ ofsayingsomethinguseful. He’s not claiming
to have any power, he's justsaying ' If Thave,
and itseemsas though Imay havesome, I'd
betteruseitaswellaslcan.' That's fair enough.
Because we don’treally know whatinfluence
we have, ithasn'tbeen worked out.”

Motivation

“Isuppose whatsetme offis whatkeeps me
going, and what set me off was not politics or
pop music, butbeing broughtup asa teenager to
dealwith people who called themselves avant-
gardeat thattime, in paintingand musicandso
on. Something verystrange happenstoavant-
garde, whichis that the momentyou'vesaiditor
doneitit's notavant-garde any more. Andif, for example, you call yourself
aperformanceartistyou'regiving the game away, and you're nolongera
performanceartist. The person to watch foris somebodywho's notsaying
who theyare—thingsaren'tjustwhat they're called.

“I'dhave toqualify that by saying that I'm veryrarely happy with the
results. That'sbecause I think beingbrought up notjustwith theavant-
gardeingeneral butwith theideas of the Dadaerain particular, there was
thisideathat manifested itselfover and overagainin rock music, that
there wasno pointindoinganything properly, because when yousketch
outanideait’stheidea that'sinteresting, so youdon’'thangaboutandfill
itallinand dotall the ‘i's. 'm notsayingl should have tidied all my songs
up, but the factis thereisn't muchI've done that’s quite finished in the
sense thatsome people'swork s finished.”

I hope

220

Pop

“Thereason]did somesortof conventional pop songs was partly to move
outside the consensus of people I was working with at that time, which
would have said that pop musicisadulland dead-end medium. And
[thought, 'Hmmm, could youdoa pop song?' So I thought, ‘Well, let's
have alookatasuccessful pop song, see howitworks.'

“Ifyou talkto people who dealinlongand really developed music,
they’llsay that one of the reasons that pop is bound to beaminor form
isthatyoucan'tdo muchintwoorthree minutes. I found aninteresting
thing, thatifyou're trying towrite agood tuneit’s very hard to make it last
longer than one minute, and in fact three minutesisanincrediblylong
time. Almostwithout exceptionit's quitelong enough.

“By the time three minutes isup you've heard each ideain the record
probably atleast three times, and far from beingrestricted, I found
itjustasintimidatingto tryto create three interesting minutes as
anythinglonger.

“Ididn’t try and write one myself, [ was justinterested in taking
apartafewgood or successful pop songs from the insideand then
reassembling themin the light of whatI could do, just tosee what made
them work. And I ended up with what I suspected I would have, which
isalotofrespect for the craft. People say, ‘Well, it's so limited', but so is
making pots. Making potteryis not making Rodin’s sculpture, you're
looking for the wrong thing, but there isadifference between good
potteryand crummy pottery.”

Airica

“All this century, Africa has been supplying our culture withits
revitalisingjuices. I don’t think musicians should feel guilty aboutit;
I[think musiciansarerelativelyinnocentand so are theiraudiences,
they'rejustlooking foradifferent stimulus.

e R




“Within this century, Picasso'srevolutionising of the world of painting
canbeattributedin partto hisdiscovery of African sculpture and wood-
carving. He's celebrated as thisinnovative genius, while sculptorsin
Mozambiqueand Tanzaniaare still strugglingaway tosell theirwork to
tourists. Picasso might have wanted to transfer the status of the world
he'dinherited, of Europe, onto the Africans who'd inspired him, but
artistsdon’thave thatmuch power.

“Ithinkwhat’ssad forartists... ifweliveinacountrywhich hasgotrich
by crippling the potential of some other country, then even though
we ourselvesare personally innocent of this economic, politicaland
military fact, we can’thelp butparticipate in an unfairsituation when we
continuetouseothers. In England, westillinheritasituation where we
cangetmoreoutofother people than theycangetoutofus. [don'texpect
anybodyelsetotake thatoniftheydon’twantto, but personally it worries
metothepointofnotreallybeingsure thatanythingIdoisreallyanyuse
to anybody whatsoever.

“But thenIfallbackon my old standby of saying, ‘Well, I never tried to do
anygood anyway, I'mjustanavant-gardeartist. Because afterall, we're
allselfish first-we'reall saying, “Thisis whatIdo, thisis myact; Thope you
likeit, becauseifyoudon’t'm done for. That'swhatwe'reall doingand
I'mnodifferentfromanybodyelseinthat, 'mnotany more altruistic.”

The Eurovision Song Contest
“Whenitcomesdowntoit, I'mmoreinterested in politics under
particularsituations. I don'tactually startoffand end up with some sort
ofoverview. Sometimes you get the politics inavery specificsituation,
like the Eurovision Song Contest. Where youreally think aboutitis where
nobody’s overtly talkingabout politics atall. I think Eurovision is just
bristlingwith political implications, on all kinds of layers.

“Firstofall, whya Eurovision Song Contest? It's slightly broader than
thatridiculously tiny and unrepresentative group of countries called the
EEC, which excludes Austria, Scandinavia, Spain, Portugalandall the
countries furthereast, butnot much. Then why s there this tradition that
everybody sendsrubbish thatnobodyin their own countryoforigin
knowsanythingabout? Who are theselectioncommittee? Who are
thejuries? What's going on there?

“ThereasonImention the Eurovision Song Contestis that Spain did
something thisyear thatasfarasIknownobody's ever done before—they
sentagreatsingerwithagreatsong. Theysentagirl called Remedios
Amayasinging ‘Quien Maneja MiBarca'. Poorold naive Spain, trving
desperately toimpress the Europeans and trying desperately to getinto
the EEC, send a good singer and good song—abit ofelectronicska backing
and her gypsyvocals, and we're away. And of course it got no points
atall, none whatsoever. Veryunusual thing to happen.

“There'saverytouching naivetyin Spainand theyreallywere
hurt, they started blaming themselves, and you wouldn't believe
the debates thatwentonin the press about
‘we shouldn’thave sentagypsy, all Spaniards
aren'tgypsies’, or ‘'she was barefoot, she
should have worn good shoes'—oh, awful
stuff. They were blaming themselves instead
of saying, ‘Whatacloth-eared bunch of
gherkins we've gothere.’

“Buttherewereallkinds of other things going
on there. Countries gave spectacularly bad
markingto the countrieswhere their
immigrantworkers come from. This may
be coincidental, butit’samazing that West
Germany, who presumably 30 vears ago, had
the opportunityarisen, would perhaps have
given Israel no pointsatall, would now give
Turkey, Spainand anywhere with gypsiesinit
no pointsatall-because the currentxenophobiain
West Germanyisabout Spanish and Turkish
immigrantworkers.

“Thenyouthink, ‘Well, maybe the Israelis will
appreciate thissong, becauseit’s partofthe
southern Mediterranean tradition that Remedios
Amayaiscomingfrom’-youcould recognise
Middle Eastern folkinfluencesin whatshe does.
ButnothingfromIsrael, because Israelis trying
to be more northern European than the northern
Europeans. Theydon'twanttoknowabout

“I'm not really
sure anything
[ doisreally
any use to
anybody”

ROBERT WYATT

anythingthatsoundslike gypsies, asfaraslcansee.

“And then Yugoslavia got nothing from Austria, and Yugoslavia is where
Austria’s guestworkers come from. Not thatit'sall political, it's just that
that'sanelementinitthat'stotallyignored, becauseit’sjust ‘fun, fun,
fun’. AndasIsay,it'snot fun,fun, fun,it’s Remedios Amayacryingon
behalfofSpain forhelp. There’sno such thingaslight entertainment,
it'sallmuch more desperate.”

Killing people for an ideology

“Idon’tthinkkilling’s the worst thing vou can do to people. The usual
slogan ofliberation movements goes somethinglike ‘Better to die on your
feetthan toliveonyourknees’, andreallywhatIdois... Iwill support
certain people who have come to that conclusionifI've read theirhistory
andlagreewith them thattheyhavenoalternative,

“The second question is whether that’s necessarily effective-it'sa
moot point. Means become ends in politics, and that's always a danger.
Butreally what'sso unfairabout the image given to various liberation
movements I sympathise withis thatviolence wasn't talked about
until theyreacted toit-then they're called the violent ones. It's
extraordinary the amount of perhaps hopeless, perhaps hopeful
violence our Empire has caused as areaction, and itseems to me that
basically we mustlook for the cause of thatin what we were doing there
inthe firstplace.

“To take somevery obvious examples, if youremember thataccording
tosome Namibian liberation fighters, when the English took over the
concentration camps from the Germans they gotworse, then you begin
toseewhatwe're upagainst.Idon't thinkanybodywould seriously say
that the French Resistance were wrong to keep up the armed sabotage
againstthe Nazioccupation of France. In fact the people who get
despised tend to be the collaborators, people who said, ‘Well, let's try
and makeitworkunderaVichy government.' And I think certainly
thatpeoplelivingin Namibiaand El Salvador find themselves
in that position.”

The Bible or Marx?

“Mostofus, whetherweadmititornot, are probably broughtup with the
New Testamentdrummed into us at one stage oranother. There’salot
ofveryclear moraladvice in that, which I find very few defenders of
Christianitytakingany notice of, and one of those pieces ofadvice s
takingthe mote outof yourown eye. And I think that our responsibility
istowards the casualties and deficiencies caused by howwe ourselves
operate, how our countries operate.

“Tome, what seem to be the most unreasonable and totally unpalatable
aspectsoftheso-called Socialistalternative thatexist, the worst thing
aboutthemiswhen they tryto imitate Western imperialism-technically,
when theyimitate the British Empire's global sortof spider web, or

ideologicallywhenyou get people using
Marxismasasortofglobalidea... The
precedent forthatis Christianity-the Pope
doesexactly the same aboutwhat he believes.
ThePopeisvery compassionate aboutall the
Indians being slaughteredin South America at
the moment, butthe factis thattheideasthat
herepresentsareideologicallytotalitarian.
“It'sthe Mediterranean religions of Islam,
Judaismand Christianity which first suggested
thisabsolutely terrifyingly revolutionaryidea of
asingle mono-God thatwas totally running the
whole show, towhom we mustall be servile.
That'stotalitarianism, thatis. [ think that
havingset these precedents, the Bibleinone
hand andtheswordintheother,and becoming
sosuccessfulatit, it'sincredibly hypocritical the
waywe sortof wagourfingersat people who, in
tryingto be successful, useelements of these
approaches to gettheir placein the sun. Ifwereally
think thoseideas arebad, then we mustdebunk
themhere, because thenwe won'tinspire other
peopletoemulateus.”

Parting shot

“Somebody once said to me thatI'mvery easy to
talk to, butveryhard to interview.” Adam Sweeting ®
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Theoriginalranterand
enemyof papgroups:
TheFall'sMarkE Smith

More compelling than ever

MM APR 2

NEHAND SLAPPED carelessly into
0 his pocket, the faintest trace of

asneerflickering across his face,
Mark E Smith slouches across the stage in that
peculiar gangling fashion of his and gingerly
approaches the microphone.

“Good evening...we're The Fall,” he says
in hollow, unemotional tones. It’s the only
time he speaks to the audience during the
entire night.

Ablast of double drums, aninsidious
menacing bass-line and Mark howls on -the
original ranter - subjecting his audience to
therelentless yet paradoxically exhilarating
barrage that makes The Fall like no band
onearth.

Isitarrogance? Masochism? Perversity? Or
is there calculationin the manic rush? Isthere
genuine guile behind the fierce intimidation?
Yes, all of them.

The Fall are the direct antithesis of the

= television generation. Mark clearly despises
society's obsession with luxury, softnessand
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easy-listening; asociety that brings you
remote control buttons soyoudon’teven
have to shiftin your armchair to organise the
evening entertainment. The musical
reflection of thisis the current deluge of |
bands who are dominating the charts
papban 9 .
and getting all the press, |
and they're driving Mark
E Smith even furtherinto
his own manic world of
random thoughts and
shatchedimages.

Tonight The Fall are more
intense, more compelling
thanever. Therecent
departure of MarcRiley,
generally reckoned to be Smith's chief
lieutenant (if dictators have lieutenants) and
the manwho added nuance to madness,
posed many theories and queries about the
band’s future direction. They haven’t
replaced him, they’ve gone headlongintoa
yet darker, more deranged areathat opensat

They’ve gone
headlong into
a darker, more
deranged area
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full tilt and gathers momentum from there on.
Itfigures. When everybody else is getting
drum machines, The Fall opt for two
drummers. When everybody else reckons
that touringis for circuses and R&B bands,
The Fall hit the road with a vengeance. When
everyone knows thatno
band can afford to make it
through a gig without
playing at least something
recognisable, The Fall
dispense with old ‘hits’ like
“Elastic Man” and “Hip
Priest” and play almost
entirely new material.
They pullit off brilliantly.
Afew people walk out of course, like they
always do, but brace yourself, force yourself
into the ruckrightin front of Mark’s nose, and
the pounding percussive battalion and the
hellish unruliness of Mark's wild outpourings
drag youinand take your head clean off.

| Thank God we've got them. Colin irwin



Speed, volume

and excess

MM MAY 21

OUWOULDN'T MAKE much sense of

Rasta-punkband Bad Brains if you

happened to belistening to their set
through the toilet window, but watch as

wellanditall fallsinto place.

Thisisanaudio-visual
showthatdepends
onoutrageous

LIVE

A hopeful vision of the future

T'S COMPLETELY APPROPRIATE that Rush

have secured film of the American Space

Shuttle programme as the centrepiece of
their massive 1983 stage show. Rush are
aband who gloryin high technology-they
useitonstage and they
celebrateitin their songs
—and as the Space Shuttle
Columbiashuddered
skyward on the giant video
screen behind the band, the
music of “Countdown”
echoed its epic voyage and

effective wayof closing ashowitwasn’t
exactlywhatyouwould callanupper.

But now Rush’svision of the future s
ahopefulone, asillustrated by the video clip
ofthe Shuttle. Man, they appeared to be saying,
doeshaveafutureand
he canusetechnologyto
hisadvantage.

Asaresultofthisnew
feeling, evenold classics
“Xanadu”and “Closer
ToThe Heart" takeon
afreshnewmeaning.

Rush proved they
have the ability to
move with the
times and not get

BRIXTONACE speed, volume sentthe 8,000 worshippers . Theonlyodd oneoutin
— LONDON —— and excess. into asimilar orbit. Stuck ina rut thesetis “The Trees”,
Andwhile It'saround 18 monthssince - whose anti-socialist
LI ‘? E' vourhead’s Rushwerelasthere and naturestill jarsalittle.
o spinningwith duringthattime they've entirelyrestructured “The Analogue Kid" showed guitarist
MAY12 4 thesheer theirset, ditchingmost of theirold stuffand Alex Lifeson athis finest, demonstrating his

concentration, commitment,
obsessiveness, istotal.

And then, justwhenvou think that
thesinger, arealstar, islikely towork

himselfintoafit, oralternatively
passoutwith theeffort, the
visible strain of his movement,
the band will slow right down
foratouchofreggae, flute
windingcarefullyround the
rhythms aswe catchbreathin
time for the nextonslaught.

Asanexperience, if nothing
else, Bad Brains were excellent,
leaving UK Subswithapretty
toughjob ontheirhands.

Thiswasnottobe the
Subs’greatest night. Sound
problemsrobbed them of
theircustomaryrumbustious
vigour, although more
importantly, thenewlineup
hasyettocarveoutanidentity
ofitsown.

It'sokay goingbackintime
to favourites “Emotional
Blackmail”, “Warhead” and
“CID". Everybodylovesto
hear those. AndIsupposean
Urban Dogsnumber here
andthereisacceptableifnot
advisable. Butwhat's needed
nowisalotmore new
material, astatementof
intentandasense of purpose
so thatwe canexpect
somethingmoreinthe
future thanacollection
ofgreatesthits. Carol Clerk

intensityofthe
sound, youwatch
the figures whirling
round the stagelike
speedballs and yourealise Bad Brains
aren’tplaying these songs as songsatall.
They're exorcising themselves of every
emotion, everyounceofenergy, e
laststrengthintheirbodies. Their

concentrating mainly on material from
Hemispheresonwards.

Thechangein choice of material reinforces
whatstrikes measarethinkin theband’s
philosophy. Until this two-hourshow
onSaturdayithadn’treally T
occurred tome justhowdoom-
laden their message used to be.
I've formerly emerged from the
concerthall with the taped
voices of the priests of The
Temple Of Syrinx echoingin my
headandwhileitwasan

enormous range of skill, versatilityand control.

Geddy Lee's vocals, particularlyon “Xanadu”,

showed new depthand maturity, while

Neil Peartisshowinggreatrestraintas

apercussionistin the band.

Quite simply, Thaven'tenjoyed
ashowasmuchforyears—Rush

proved theyhave the ability to
move and to move gracefully
with the timesand notget
stuckinanykind of musical rut.
Amagnificent performance.
Brian Harrigan

g EXHBTIO
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Versalityand
depth:Alex
Lifesonand
GeddyLee
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Readers’ letters

MM JAN-JUN
Left? It's not right

Leavingmusicaside foramoment
(let’shave more Tracey Thorn!),
Iwonderwhetheryou'reinterested
inthefactthatlIfind yourleft-wing
biasutterlyboring, too. Youknow
thatoldadage ‘Ifyou're notsocialist
by thetimeyou're20 vou've gotno
heartandifyou're not Conservative
bythetimeyou're30 thenyou'vegot
nohead'?Itisn'ttrue, The majority
ofmyfriends, includingthoseon
my Politicsand Government
degreecourseat Polytechnic, are
not Laboursupportersand many
are Conservative—notbecause
we're blind, selfish, bigoted or
stupid, simplybecause we've
arrivedatcertain political
viewpoints through thought,
experienceandinstinct.

Whyisitthatnearlyall the NME
journalists who ever express
apolitical preference takea
unilateralistand socialiststance,
whileanynationwide surveyof
‘voungpeople’ would indicate
awiderange ofviews? Idon'tmind
readingthingswhichdisagree
with (Ibuythe Guardianand The
Sun) butImuch prefertoread
aspread ofopinion, and I'msure
most people do, too.

Ifyou'regoingtoinclude party
politicsamong vour (excellent)
music coverage you've gotto have
somespread of opinion, otherwise
youlose credibility.

Your coverage of the musicscene
caters forarangeofintelligentand |
interesting tastes, justas the music
industryasawholedoes. The
political contentof NMEis
concentrated inoneareaofthe
political spectrum, andit’s boring.
JEREMY HYE, LondonE9
Boring? Adoctorwrites: “Youare
suffering from terminal exposure to
PartlySatirical Broadcasts from the
CONservative Party.”

Must have been on drugs..

Forthose of youwho tried toread
my London Drugs Report (in NME)
lastweekand wound up witha
headache, don’tblameyourself-or
me. Thelastthird of the piece
(starting “City Roadis theonly...",
andending “...Alotofthemare
goingtoneed someserious help”)
gottransported into the middle
and made garbage of the totality.
[supposelshould comeupwith
aquipabout “someone must have
beenondrugsorsomething”-but
I'mnotin the mood.

ANDREW TYLER, London

War and peace

I have been enjoined by various
fecklessboobies todispatchan
epistle toyourorgan containing
remarks ofaderisory nature
concerningacollective of
Hibernianupstartswho call
themselves U2. Eversince thesad
defectionof Monty Smith to the
T'VTimesyourorganhasbeen
unable tounearthacinemawriter
ofsimilarilk. Were Montystillin
theland ofthelivinghe would have
pointed outthat “NewYear’s Day”
bearsmore thanafaint
resemblance to the theme music
Carpenterwrote for Assault On
Precinct 13. Asitisthatshower of
1977 reprobates have escaped
unscathed fromthe sortof
criticism that The Jam received
whentheyreleased “Start”.Thope
thiswill redress the balance.
WALLY TOMPKINS, Edinburgh
(NMEMarchs)

Ican'timagine Monty botheringto
listen to U2 in theffirst place. But
worry not feckless boobies, consider
the balance redressed.

Havingjustlistened to U2's Warfor
thefirsttimel turned to Radio One
forsomelightrelief. Ontuningin
I'was convinced thatIwashearing
the polished tones of Dollar’s
“MirrorMirror”. However, further
listeningrevealedittobe none
otherthan OMD’s "Genetic
Engineering”.

Isthisimportant?
TREVOR, York (NME Mar12)

Go Respond-ents course

Paul Wellerand Respond Records
askyoutotry Tracieand decide.
Halfthe nation's youngstylists
convergeon Basildon, Tracie's
motheris horror-stricken. Tracie
isambivalent: she welcomes

the experienceandattention,
butwonderswhethershe has

the stamina.

MARCUS CRASH, Stockwell
(NME Apr16)

Ilike The Jam, Paul Wellerand, yes,
even The Style Council’ssingle.
Butifyouprintone more letter
fromeither mod-bashing New
Barnethipsters, orevenoutraged
anddefensive members of the New
Breed, thenl'll... I'llstamponmy
Paul Weller doll (with accessories).
Sothere.

LOVE, TRACIE

Isthistheend ofa beautiful
[riendship? Andwhat's this about
‘New Barnet hipsters'? The only New
Barnetan we know isJohn Connolly,
and he'smoregluteus maximus
than hip. (NME Apr16)

Earboxing

To the matey who wasslagging off
JoBoxers. Foronce weareonthe
sideof Adrian Thrills. We too
believe thatthe “Boxer Boys”
deserve tomakeitbig. If you have
everseen themlive, youwould
realise that thereis no fucking
poseabout them, theirclothesor
theirmusic. Can'tpeople foronce
stopbeingcynicalandrecognisea
good thingwhenithappens?The
JoBoxersare friggin’ Al

Max, Jax, Verand Ger, Reading
(NMEMar12)

Flirting with disaster

How c§me there hasalwaysbeen
someone oranother from NME
accusingcertain Factory groups of
“flirting with fascism” whenno
onehasevencommented onthe
coverofThe Birthday Party's“The
Bad Seed” EP, whichis designed
aroundabloody swastika?
M.S5.STODDART, Liverpool
(NMEMarch12)

Okay, thesleeve sucks. Satisfied?

China churls

NMEEXCLUSIVE! Popstarin
naked sexromp. Outrageouspop
star David Bowie hasfilmed a
videowhichrecreates thelurid sex
scene from the film From Here To
Eternity. Nextweek: NMEBINGO.
R.SHELDON (NME Jun 4)
Wrongagain-BINGO ison page 69
aswe'vetold you before.

JustthoughtI'ddropyvoualineto
tellyouthatcontraryto
expectations'mallinfavourof
David Bowie havingitoffon the
beach!Ifhegetsreally
adventuroushe'lldrown himself!
CHIPHAMER, Herne Bay, Kent
Justthe kind of sensationalist trivia
we need. Feel freetowriteagain.

9835

JANUARY -~ SONE

12"EP THE BAD SEED (i

{ Orange Juzce. i RIPIT UP|
e

+ WANITY 6
~ DOMINION THEATRE
Monda
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NEW ORDER AND MORE

“There was
no discussion”

NME SEP 10

ICKJONES HAS been sacked from The Clash.
Inaterse statementreleased by The Clash
officelast week, the remaining members of
the band claimed: “Joe Strummer and Paul
Simonon have decided that Mick Jones should
leave the group. Itis felt that Jones has drifted
| apart from the original idea of The Clash. In the
| future, itwillallow Joe and Paul to geton with the
| job The Clash set out to do from the beginning.”
| Rumourshadbeencirculatinginrecentweeks
that Jones and Strummerhad reached a point
where they could no longer work together, though
| asimilardisputeoccurredin 1981, when Jones
| headed for the States with Ellen Foley, while
| Strummertalked about reachingthe end ofthe
line—the twosomeresolving their differences
| on thatoccasion after what Strummer termed
i “asimple common-or-garden punch-up.”
i Lastyear, Strummer disappeared forawhile,
| causinga UK tour to be cancelled. Hisreappearance
signalled the moment fordrummer Topper Headon
| tosplitfrom the ranks. Now theinevitable has
happenedand Jonesisout, though the exact
reason forhisleavingislikely toremain something
ofamystery.
“Iwouldlike tostate that the official press
statementisuntrue,” Joneslater stated. " would like
to makeitclearthat there wasnodiscussion with
Strummerand Simonon
priorto beingsacked.

Icertainly donat feel

thatThavedrifted apart
. fromtheoriginalideaof

'he Clash,andin future
. I'll becarryingonin

thesamedirectionas

{ GETTY

LARRY HULST

inthebeginning.”
Meanwhile, The Clash
CK GE office continues to ward
offall furtherqueries with

aseriesof“Nocomment.”



November22,1983:
JoeStrummerand
PaulSimonon onstagein
Sacramento, California
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HerbieHancock:
veteranjazzeris
uptoscratch

could happen”

NME

made a scratch record?

LOTHESARESCATTERED
Ceverywhere,Wet towelslie crumpled

onthebed. Scraps of paper containing
phone numbers and quickly jotted down notes
are littered all over theroom. The phonerings  theone.
constantly, breakfast was a weird mixture ‘ SoHerbie Hancock
of orange juice and curry,and amid all the
chaos Herbie Hancock has just managed to
complete his daily Buddhist chant.

Suitably refreshed spiritually, he now sits
ona chair rubbing his eyes and smoking
Marlboros, talking about a friend of his who
made him a tape of all the new records that

were happening Stateswise.

“Ilike his taste,” explains Hancock, “and the
thing that really caught my ear was ‘Buffalo
Gals’ by Malcolm McLaren. I said, ‘What s
that??? | want to do something like that!"

While Herbie's
imagination was running
overtime, inspired by
The Talcy One's excursion
into scratching, Material
-aflexible ensemble that
revolves around Bill Laswell
and Michael Beinhorn
-were preparing, at the
request of Hancock’s
associate producer and
manager, a tape containing
ideas and tunes for
Herbie's new solo endeavour.

Whenthey sentitover
from New York, one of
the songs featured
aslice of scratching...
Herbie flipped.

“lt was exactly what
| was looking for,” he
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enthuses. “They didn't
knowit at the time, but
soonas|playedthat tape
I said, ‘That'sit, that's

-amanwho cut his jazz
chops with Miles Davis
and Donald Byrdinthe
'60s, penned the theme
music for the classic Antonioni flick Blow Up,
virtuallyinvented a whole area of jazz funkin
the '70s with his solo work, has recently

Why has Herbie Hancock

maintained his jazz links with the much-

“I'don't get prert’iple |

walking up to me in
the streets saying,
‘Oh, | think you're
selling out™

acclaimed VSOP Quartet featuring
wunderkid Wynton Marsalis - made an'80s
scratch record called “Rockit”, veering of f
againonto another musical path.

Like jazz, scratchingand
rapping isabout abreaking
down of conventional

b THOUGHT IT WAS YOU 1 allthe time, but primarily

limits, turning them on their |

head and emerging with
aformandsoundthat
is challenging and
unpredictable. Scratching,
good scratching (and
believe me there are some
grating efforts around),
thrives on brash
arrangements andrelies
ontheinventiveness of
the manincharge.lt'smore
about sound than melody,
and “Rockit”, while no
“Buffalo Gals",isa
positive contribution.
What attracted Herbie
tothe genreinthefirst

place was the music's possibilities.

“Iheard alooseness and amixture of
different sounds that contributed to the !
rhythms. Some things only appeared | 1
maybe once or twice, things that didn't have
areal obviousstructure. There's structure
ingeneral, and then there are other things
which are more like happenings of the i 4
moment. And | like that kind of freedom, b i
thatuse of sound.”

It sounds like anything could happen at
any minute on “Rockit”.

“Yeah! Asamatter of fact, because of the
dance today that’s actually what'’s going on
inthe clubs:improvisation. The DJs are
doing it, mixing and remixing, whichis
great.|sawand heard some incredible stuff
at The RoxyinNew York. Really exciting,
great dancers, some wild stuff.”

However, it seems strange that Hancock,
muso tag surrounding him, should be
checking out New York’s clubscene. A
commercial move or true interest, Herbie?

“Nolfeltitrightaway,” he states. “In
obvious waysit's new tome becauseit'sa
new kind of music, sort of. Butin ways that
aren'tso obvious|couldrelate toit.leven
gotasense of the avant-gardeinjazz, notin
the sound of the music but the approach.”
For purists who recall Hancock's jazz
playing or dig his electronic
doodlings, such an eclectic
approachisbadnews,
tantamount to a sell-out.
But MrHancock just goes
with the flow.

“l do what | want to do. [ ]
I'minterestedin people,I'm i
interested inmusic, I'm I3
interestedinlearning about i
music and learning about {{
myself. | getthatcriticism | |

from publications. | don't
getpeople walkingup to
meinthe streetssaying, ‘Oh, | think you're
selling out.’ It seemsalittle strange that the
people who the records are made for seemto
have more of an open mind than the people
who are paid to have an openmind, the
reviewers and the critics. | think being a purist
islimiting myself. | may choose to be a purist
onacertain occasion orin a certain setting...”

Like the VSOP work?

“Yeah, because that's what | want to do, but
itdoesn't mean that | myself have decided I'm
going to totally limit myself to just doing that.”

He rubs his eyes again - “l did the clubs last
night, Palace and the Embassy” -and reaches
for the coffee.

Outside, the car to whisk him off to the
video set has been waiting for half an hour.
There'saplane to catch for Spainandan
appearance with the VSOP that eveningin
SanSebastian. Thenit'sback to London - | §
orisit New York?-for more promotional bl
work and the room's stillin a mess and the a
bagsaren't packed yetand did my visa
come through? And the phoneisringing
and, “damn, I'min abit of a state at
the moment”.

Thenhe laughs at the absurdity of his
schedule and youjust know that Herbie will
ride again. Paolo Hewitt
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Cappuccinokids:
VaughnToulouse
(front)andPaolo
Hewitt(rear,inshop)

“The cappuccino is up to standard”

NME JULY 9

Barclayo Cafe, Beak Street

VAUGHN: “It's my favouriteinsummer ‘cos
it'scool, there'sneveranyonein hereand the
coffeeisreallynice.It's good nothavingalot of
peopleinhere, because whenvou've only got
athree-hourlunchbreakandyouhave tospend
anhourwaitingaround for someone to finish
offtheirspaghettibolognese, itbecomes a bit
ofabind; especiallywhenit'sreally hotand you
wanttogetacappuccinodownyouand getout.
Thoseare the mostimportant things, plus
expense.Aslongas they re under 30 pence,
that'salright. I'd come again.”

The Pollo, Old Compton Street

“WhenIdodrinkcappuccino, whatItend
todoisslurparound the outside of the froth,
whichalotof people find disgusting. To be
honest, I didn’trealise that there was such
anunderground thing, suchareligious
fantasy surrounding the cafe scene until
[read the book [Absolute Beginners| which
one getswhenonesignson the dottedline
for Respond, along with chewinggumand
apairofwhitesocks.

“lalsolike this cafe because you cansit
opposite the windowand watch all the dodgy

old office workers come out of the Ram
bookshop withbrown parcels, whichis,
I'msureyou'llagree, rathernovel...”

(Cafe Figaro, Lower Regent Street

“Nochocolateonthe cappuccinoandit's not
thesortofplace tobringacrowd becauseit's
toosmall.

“Thethingllikeaboutitisyoucansitonthe
pavement, which makesitabit more European.
The trouble with nearlyall London cappuccino
hauntsisthatyoucan'tgetinto thesunsaoit
would be worth making the most ofit.

“That’'swhyIlike Europe, because you cansit
outside atany time.

“I'thinkthe cappuccinoisup tostandard
here. Butat50 penceagoitshould be.”

Bar Italia, Frith Street

“Thefirsttimel'vebeen here. I like the 'help
vourselfto the chocolate’ attitude they
propagate here. Yes, very friendlyand unusual,
plus they've gotatelly here, which noone
seemstowatchanyway. The coffee’s good,
it'sstrong, and the whole atmosphere reminds
me ofabettingshop. Iwouldn’tavoid this place
atall.” Paolo Hewirt

NME SEPT 17

Records
Stop Before You
Start Sandie Shaw
The Right Onels
Left CillaBlack
HeartRita
Pavone

Insult To Injury
Timi Yuro
PaperBoy The
Marvelettes

How Does That
Grab You, Darlin'?
Nancy Sinatra

Be Young, Be Foolish, Be Happy

The Tams

Johnny Remember Me John Leyton

I'll Never Quite Get Over You Billy Fury
| Want A Boy For My Birthday

The Cookies

Books

Complete Works Of Oscar Wilde
Popcorn Venus Marjorie Rosen
FromReverence To Rape Molly Haskell
Beyond Belief Emlyn Williams
TheLionInLove Shelagh Delaney
Against Our Will Susan Brownmiller
The Angellnside Went Sour

Esther Rothman

Men's Liberation Jack Nichols

The Murderers Who's Who
Gaute & Odell

The Handbook Of Nonsexist Writing
Miller & Swift

Films
The Man Who Came To Dinner (1941)
ATaste Of Honey (1961)

Christmas In Connecticut (1945)
The Killing Of Sister George (1969)
A Kind Of Loving (1962)
Hobson's Choice (1953)
Mr Skeffington (1944)
Bringing Up Baby (1938)
The Member Of The
Wedding (1953)

The World, The
Flesh And The

Devil (1959)

Symbolists
Oscar Wilde
Sandie Shaw
Hilaire Belloc
Shelagh Delaney
Beatrice Arthur
Pauline Kael
Clifton Webb
Dorothy

Parker

Ronald

Searle

RICHARD ROSSER / REX FEATURES, PETER ANDERSON
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Nicholson  EuluCELETY

|



S iy - S TRABER

“Adevilishchoirboy™:
BernardSumner, New
York, July1983
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Some people try o pick up girlsand get called assholes. This never happened
to Pablo Picasso. Not in New York.

ISITORS TO THE Funhouse, a Puerto Rican club on
26th Street between 10and 11, would do well to heed
Jonathan Richman'sadvice,

Pablo’s Spanishisthelovingtongue here, butreallyit

is physique that talks big with the locals.

Bohnenters through the hideously mocking grin of
the giant Joker mask thatforms one of its doorways, stumbles through the
carny bric-a-brac, feelinglike the circus geek, and tries hisstrength on
the test-your-punch ballin club’samusementarcade.

Hegivesitthebesthe'sgot, yetitbarelyregisters wimp. Fortunately
nobody’slooking. Sowhile hisluck’'sholdinghe passes on the armwrestling
machineandslipsbackinto the crowd. Heishardlyless conspicuous
amongthe Puerto Ricans, whose gleaming muscles bulge through T-shirts
cutoffdirectlybelow the chestand shortsslashed at the groin.

“Ifyou're English youdon'tstand achance,” Simon Topping-ex of
ACertain Ratioand presentlvin NYC studyingtimbales-hasalready
informed his Mancunian colleaguesin New Order, “askagirlto dance,
theyhearyouraccent, look youoverandlaughinyourface!”

Anyway, dancinginThe Funhouseislargelyasolitary pleasure. The
mostcompany people ask foris theirownreflectioninoneofthe hall’s
many mirrors. The sound systemis more than enough to keep them
occupied. The D] spins fabulously disjointed funk tracks. The nuttier the
breaks the better the dancerslike them, responding to each echoed
rimshotwith delighted jerks, throwing their heads back and squealing
theirheels across the floor tostuttering sequencers.

Itisamatterofpride to the dancers that they stay abreast of the mercurial
changes. The Funhouseis where Planet Rocker Arthur Baker comes to test
hislatest mixes. “Hereckonsifhe canget through to these meatheads he
mustbeontoawinner,” goes thelocallogic. These early hourshe'sonto his
sixthversionof New Order’s “Confusion”, which, when he's finally satisfied
with theaudienceresponse toit, willbe theirnext Factory US 12",

Asitplays, the three boysand one girl of New Order mingle with the
crowd unnoticed, checking the reaction for themselves. Itis enthusiastic,
asindeeditshouldbe. “Confusion”is theresultofan extraordinary
collaborationbringing together the opposing temperamentsrepresented
by New Order’s methodical pursuitofexcellence and Baker's poltergeist
spirit. Thoughitbeganasanuneasyexperiment, New Order rose to the
challenge of workingatspeedsandin conditions unknown to them.

“It’sthe onlytime we eversat down towrite,"” recalls bassist Peter Hook
withashudder. “And God, wasithard! Arthur
Bakerjuststood there staringatus, sortof
going, goon, goon, write something, and we
werewalkingaroundincircles thinking,
fuckinghell,isn'tit time to go home yet? We
don'tnormally work well under pressure.”

“He'dstartadrum machine offand send one
ofusinsaying, have ago onthatsynthesiser,”
expands guitarist Bernard Albrecht, né Dicken
[born Sumner)."See whatyou cancomeup
with. Soyou're standing there thinking what
the fuckinghellam I doing? You'd do something
andhe'd go, that'salright, turnoffthe drum
machine, start the taperolling and say, right,
playitagain.And even though there'dbea
minute’'sworth ofmistakesinit, he'd justsay,
fuckit. It'salright.

“Theonethinghedoesn’tlikeabout English records, he told us, is
theyre too neatand clean. Andlagree.”

Itis notoutofvanity that New Order arelistening to themselves ina New
York clubat4.30am. Havingjust played the final date ofagruelling
American tourinTrenton, New Jersey a few hours earlier, they would
rather be backat their hotel celebrating the factwith somesleep.

Butevenatthishour, duty calls. They must film the video for
“Confusion” beforereturning to Britain, particularly as Charles
Sturridge, whose previous creditsinclude Brideshead Revisited, has been
flownouttomakeit. Don'tletitbesaid that Factorydon’tdo thingsin
style. (Sturridge was broughtin, incidentally, on the instigation of
Factory's Tony Wilson. They metat Granada TV, where Tony holds down a

78 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1983

“I wanted the
lyrics I wrote
to be good, but
they were not
wonderful”

dayjoband forwhomSturridge completed Brideshead.)

Atthe pointoffilming, the group stillweren't sure of the storyline
outside the factthataPuerto Rican dancer fitted into it somewhere.
Echoesof Fame? Notunlessit'sat New Order's price...

HEROCK OF Americaisriddled with bores. It has become such
acommonplace activity that talking music hereisaboutas
excitingas discussing the weather.

Bohnwould be thelastperson to bringitup, butatevery stopping point
onhisodysseydown Broadway to the Paradise Garage, where New Order
are playingtheir NY concert, heis earholed by aweevil wivananecdote.

The hotel bellhoprecalls every blowstruckata Talking Heads concert;
asoda jerk gets frothyaboutall the new English bubblegum groups he's
had the pleasure of serving; a cab driverhands him a thesis on how
Ritchie Blackmore revolutionised America.

IfinBritainformingagroupis—asJulien Temple hassaid-about as
rebelliousasjoiningthearmy, inAmericabeingintorockisonaparwith
beingin thecivilservice. Beingintorockis being partofanon-productive,
non-reactive glorified fan club there toservice the needs ofanidol elite.

Anyone tenuouslylinked withrock—-and thatcan mean aslittleas
havingtherighthaircutand an English accent-has the sortof credit
rating thatwillearn himafree cup of coffee at Bleecker Bob’s Greenwich
Village record store, solongashe’s prepared to putwith the world's
loudest and oldestjuvenile shootingoff hislatest Weltanschauung.

The clubs provide some sortofrefuge fromall this mundanity, partly
because the musicis tooloud to talk over, but mostly because the clubs
themselves are so gaudyand great, and the music they play so expertly
functionaland supremely anonymous that people gratefully use them -
the clubs and the music-and move on. Unlike those people who've
immersed themselvesin therockpool, they're not overcome with the
need totalkaboutitall the time.

Tonight, however, isnotatypical one for the Paradise Garage. Normally
agayblackdisco, ithasbeenleased atgreat expense to New Order for the
concert. Fewof theregulars are evidentin the audience, even though the
same group isresponsible forastateside - indeed worldwide—club hitin
“Blue Monday”.

Theslyest, most perfect, driestand most sexual of dance records, “Blue
Monday" isamodel of anonymous functionalism, the work of agroup
who assertqualityabove novel identity.

Andyoucan'tbelieve howrefreshingthatis untilyou've heard any one
ofastream of British hits screaming, “love me, love me, love me!” from
every Anglophilestore, radio station or club.

Nevertheless, despite themselves, New Order’s concertdraws an
audienceinawe ofthe group’s nameand reputation, based on the
impressions they got fromreading the British
music press. Theyareatonce givenalot to live
up toand even more tolive down...

“What people writeaboutusis usually five
miles wrong!” mutters Bernard ruefully.

“All these Americans knowall the stuff, but
alltheydoisstare,” says Peter Hook, atonce
flattered, frustrated and flabbergasted by their
Americanexperience.

“It'sreallyweird. The firsthalf-dozen gigs
before we got to New York, we wentdown pretty
well-abittoowell. ltwaslike theywere just
waiting forus, we didn’thave towin them over
oranything. We'dalready won. Allwehad todo
was play. They wereall shouting ‘Dreams Never
End'!"Ceremony’!-justlike they doin Britain.
Atleastwe've had some lively, over-the-top audiences there, but here the
onlylivelyaudience we've had wasin Austin, Texas. Otherwise we haven't
hadtostruggle, meaningthere'sno pointtodoingit really.

“Preachingtothe convertedisn'tany funisit?”

That'sasmaybe, butitdoesn't take longbefore Americanaudiences
becomeslightly unsettled by what they're seeing.

Broughtup on the New Order mystique as fostered by the British music
press, theirreverenceis dulyshattered by the group’s offhand and
nonchalantstage manner, the long pauses between songs and maybe
even thesummerysightof Bernard Albrechtingreyshorts, lookinglike
nothingifnotadevilish choirboy. Once the musicstarts sinkingin, it
isobvious, too, that thisisn't the same group that made the heavy
emotional demands of their first LP Movementand their early singles.




Crucialthree:
PeterHook, Gillian
Gilbert,Stephen
Morris,New York,
July1983

Itisasifthey'vedigested the darknessand
rigour thatinformed those great, albeit
gloomy recordsand nolonger feel the need
tobludgeon people with their seriousness.
Thatperiodstillinforms the present New
Order, butin theinterim they've become
lighter, freerand extraordinarily playful;
whichisn'ttosay they'reanytheless
affecting, just that they now touch abroader
spectrumoffeelingand experience.

New Orderhave becomea truly fearless
group, one thatrefuses to be intimidated
eitherby theirpeers’ trends orthe desires of
theaudience. Theywilltake you-ifyou're
prepared toletyourselfgo-from the swollen
heartbleed of "InA Lonely Place”, through
theimpishly turbulent “Temptation” and
slamdance of “Confusion”,andonto the
entirely differentjoyous plane ofmostof
Power, Corruption And Lies.

Within the framework of one song-such
as “YourSilent Face” - they'll couple the banal
and comicwithmomentsoftrue beauty. The
songis hooked into astunningly simple and
subliminal sequencer pattern thatserves as
bothrhythmand melody; itis topped witha
ridiculously insipid OMD-type synth tune,
whichwould have spoiledit, had itnotbeen
rescued by Bernard's gently spiralling ocarina.
Thewordsfollowasimilartrajectory-one
momentreflective, the nexthilarious. Could
vouimagine theold New Orderso carefully
drawingthelistenerintoatissue-thinweb of
sensitivity only toabruptly ejecthimwith the
kissofflines: “Thesign that leads the way/The
pathyoucannot take/You caught meat a bad
time... Sowhydon'tyou pissoff!"?

Ifanysong marks the lucid New Order, itis
thatone. Wherethe earlyrecords were written
under the shadow of Joy Division the songs
from “Temptation” onwards feel looser, more
natural.

“Wellwhenwe firststarted, I tried writing
seriouslyrics and Iwasjustshitatit,” remarks
Bernard candidly. “So for the second LP Tjust
wrote downwhateverIfeltlike. Ididn’treally
carewhetherthelyrics were good or bad on the
second oneso lwas morerelaxed.

“Onthefirstonelfeltsoself-conscious
becauseIwascomingafterlan, whowas
suchagreatwriter. lwanted thelyrics I wrote
tobegood. Theywerealright, but theywere
notwonderful. After 'd said fuckit, I started
toenjoywritingalotmore. Ironically, the
songsonthesecond LPmeanalotmoreto
me. Andbecause they'relessselfconscious,
they're more truthful to myself.

“With *YourSilent Face', well, we wrote
thatoneinthestudio. Because we wrote
thisverybeautiful emotional music, we
thoughtto putabeautiful veryemotional
vocalline over the top was abitobvious. So
we putdownaquite nice vocallineand
some nice lyrics, butby the end we got stuck
foracoupleoflines.

“Everyone was thinkingofreally
beautiful, poetic, meaninglesslyrics. Then
Ithought, instead ofhavingsomething
beautiful, poeticand meaningless, we
mightaswellhave something dumb,
idiotic, coarse and meaningless. An
absolute contrast to therest. Evenroses
havethorns...” »
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The foundations of America's Rock, based onafake bonhomie, Boy
Howdy beer and cheesy McDonald's grins, are easily undermined.

The New Orderway of doing things makes them quake alittle, not
becauseit's calculated to, but because their genuinely casualapproach,
oftenatoddswith the highly disciplined music they're playing,
constantly disrupts themood of the night. Some interpret theirlaconic,
incommunicative stage demeanourasarrogance, Others thinkit's
funny. Aworldwide complaintseems to be that theirsets—ataround 45
minutes—are tooshort.

“Usually we're not contracted to play aspecific time, sowe come over
hereand playasetwhichwe thinkislongenough, butnotso long thatwe
getbored,” explains Peter Hook. “Buteverybody seems to thinkitis too
short-Idon'tknowwhether that'sacomplimentornot!

“We play 45-50 minutes because it feels right to us. We almost caused a
riotin Rotterdam once. The promaoter gave out notices warning that this

while wasjammed there he rammed the ears on me head and took the
photograph!”

Anothernight the group’s highly unconventional manager Rob Gretton
tempted thelightingman with 100 dollars to join New Order onstage and
sing forone number.

“Hestood there with thelyricsto ‘Cries And Whispers’, shiveringlike
crazy. Youcould hardlyhearhim!”

Thebestand cruellest prank, however, took placeat London Brixton
and involved Joy Division biographer Mark Johnson, an American who
dogs New Order’s every move. At their recent Ace concert, they got the
numberofhis ‘bike announced over the PA, sayingitwas blockingan |
entry. When he rushed out to move it, he saw New Order’s roadie van | i
hurtlingup the road with his ‘bike lashed to the top.

And there youwere thinking that The Stranglers were the bad boys of
British pop.

band only plays45 minutes, soifyoudon'tlikeit
don'tcomein!

“Thatwe don't play encores is another big beefl
with people. Once, justas an experiment, we
played seven numbers, wentoff, came back on
and played three more. We played our usual ten
numbers, but because everyone thoughtwe'd
doneanencore theyweren'tbothered!”

Noteverybody’sso easily pleased, as Bernard
recallswithasmile.

“Onekid in Sheffield acouple of years back
said, voudidn'tplaysuchandsuchasong
tonightand youonly played for45 minutes.
You'veshattered allmy dreams. Give me my
money back! Fuckinghell, lalmost bottled the
bastard! And hesaid, me three othermates
would like theirmoney back as well!

“Idunno,” he expands, “we shouldn'treally categorise people I suppose,
butlknow the type. We have the studious type with glasses and a fringe
and we have the nasty-little-men-with-chips-on-their-shoulder type
whodo thatsortof thing. And thekind of people who have justread about
vouand expectyouto be exactlywhat they'veread.”

“There'salotof nutcases who buyourrecords, [ can tell ya,” says
drummer Stephen Morris, “who come backstage afteragig. Youknow:
whydidn'tyouplayanyJoy Division songs? Why did Ian Curtiskill
himself? Some get really worked up aboutit.”

“Orthey comeinand tellyou, you're aload of rubbish, youare,” chipsin
synthoperatorand second guitarist Gillian Gilbert. “Imagine! 1t's like if
youwere inapuband somebody said, you'reaload of rubbish you! You'd
flippin’ hitthem round the ear'ole. But you're supposed tojustsit there...”

“Orgo, oh yeah, you'reright,” mocks Steve. “Soddin’hell. Fucking hell,
Ishould giveitup now.”

Later Bernard tells Bohn the biggest mistake people make about them:
“Thinking we're serious. Because we're serious aboult the music they
think we take everythingseriously. Like, the other nightakid came
backstageafter the gigand asked us tosignan LP. Hooky told him to shove
ituphisarse. We were onlyjoking, butbecauseit’sus
hetookitserious and wentaway hurt.

“Tdunno,” hesighs. “They take everythingyousay
soseriously, asifyoumeaneverything...”

ERNARD BREEZES IN to the breakfast
room of the Holiday Inn, tired yetaffable as
always. He takes alongsigh, “fooKINell!" by
way of amorning greeting, and proceeds in his
quiet-spoken Lancashire burrofa voice and with
agleamin his soft eyes torelate various anecdotes
and pranks that have occurred during the tour.
Themostunlikelyconcerned a65-year-old stringer
foraGerman teen magazine
basedin LA. Hewanted the
group picturedin Mickey
Mouse ears! Surprisingly, only
Bernard refused.
“Thenlmade the mistake of
sittingin the pramwe useto
pusharoundthevideo
equipment,” helaughs, “and
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“There’s a lot
of nutcases
who buy our
records, I can
tell ya”
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NEW ORDER

SUPPORT — THE WAKE
AT., 29th JANUARY, 1983 at 8.30 pm

ERHAPS BEFORENEW Order depart
NYC for Washington DC, we should
brief the President about the group.
New Orderare the phoenix who rose from the
ashes of Joy Division, from Manchester, who
were the last popular group from Britain to
probe heartand soul with stark candour. They
neverattempted anything so conceited or
deceitful as writing anthems for doomed
youth, but the rigorous explorations of self, as
personified by vocalist lan Curtis's words,
were uncannily right for the moment.
Afterlankilled himselfand Joy Divisionas
suchno longerexisted, popular music took
frightand for the large partregressedintoits
presentstate of mercantile infantilism, asifnobody wanted to take the
riskofrunningso deep again. Thus phunbecame the dictate of the day, a
pervasive cynicismgnawed awayatanyideals thatsurvived punk-toan ‘
extentanecessarystagein pop'ssweet growth-andbusinessacumen |
became therulingaesthetic. i
The greyly unimaginative post-punkindie boomwasn't particularly ‘
encouragingto the independent cause; and because the mediaisonly ‘
capable ofoperatingin terms of epic sweeps, they sweptout the L
\
‘
|
|
|
1

imaginativeand inspired alongwith therest.

Thethree survivingmembers of Joy Division, meanwhile, auditioned a
newsinger but, finding no one suitable, broughtin untutored musician
Gillian Gilbert-Steve Morris’ friend-and renamed themselves New Order.

Howaboutan introduction to vourself, Gillian? She s, incidentally, an
attractively down-to-earthand funny Mancunian who has the sort of
accent thatexplains John Cooper Clarke’s popularity.

“Ivaguely knew Joy Division,” she whispers. “lused torehearse next |
doortothemin Manchesterwhen Iwasinapunkgroup, just before their
hit. Tused to go and see them and then I got to know Stephen—-Isatnextto '

hissisterin geography, whichisacoincidencereally. Haha. I thinkitwas
onenightat Liverpool Eric’sand [an had hurthishand onabottle or
something, so he couldn’t play the guitar forone
number. [twasn'taverybigbit,soasIcould play |
guitarabit, [ played thatone number.
“T'hen,somemonthslater theotherscalledme. I
think they wanted someone withoutany knowledge
of guitarwhatsoever to remind themofwhen they
startedand couldn’tplay. I think theywerealso
looking for somebodywhodidn'thave any particular
style, so they could work them betterinto the band.” [
“Wedidn'treallywantanybodywho could play,”
Stephen concurs. “Ifwe gotsomeone who could, he
mightnotfitinwith the way we write songs and stuff,
sowedecided the bestthingto dowasgetsomeonein |
fresh. Gillianwastheonlyperson
weknewwho couldn’tplay. We'd
seen her play beforeand she f
definitelycouldn’t!” '
Theyspentayearwritingand
rehearsingacompletely newset,
retainingonly twounrecorded Joy
Divisionsongs-"“Ceremony”and
“InALonely Place” -which they
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released as theirfirstsingle.

Anticipating the intense media
interest focused on theirreturn,
theysensiblyavoided its glare. With
admirable perseverance they stuck
to theirown way. Beinga sensitive
collective beast, the media took New
Order’s unwillingness to cooperate
personallyand thushad them and
Factory-the Mancunian
independent they'd allied
themselves to-figured as hostile,
sullenand incommunicative.

Thelackofexposure hasn't
harmed them any. Through a series
ofinfrequentinternational tours
and the odd date athome, they've
become the best-selling
independentgroupin the world,
rackingup clubandradio hitsin Australia, New Zealand, Japan, Europe
and America.

Thatthey've doneittheirway-thatis, withaminimum of fussand the
emphasis onquality, not personality—is something they quietly cherish.
Evenifithas meantodd interpretations of the New Ordersilence.

“Tjustdon’tthink the groupshould beat the forefront,” asserts Peter
withsomeauthority. “Idon’t thinkwe're thatimportant. [f'we've got
somethingtosay, wesay it, [fwe haven'tgotanythingto sayit doesn't
meanwe'redumb. Itjust means we don’t fancy shouting ourmouths off,
orsomethinglike that. ButI consider the music veryimportant because it
affectsme, soldon'tsee whyitshouldn'taffectother people as well. Ifind
itexhilarating, depressing, happy, sad orwhatever. I justdon’t think our
personalities need to be pushed.”

Theseeds of theirmistrust of the media were sown when they were still
Joy Division.

“Intheveryearly days before Unknown Pleasures, the music press
detested usand thatwasakind of driving force

NEW ORDER

willfitinto themould or not. Hipis
makingalotofpeople very narrow
minded. Hipislikeachainreaction.
Amusic paper gets verynarrow
minded initsapproach, the people
whoreaditget thatwayand
eventuallyitworksitswayinto
music. Then everythingstarts going
inonedirection. The musicscenein
England now doesn’tallow forany
kind of fringe to be successful.”

HEONTARIOQ CINEMA,

located in one of

Washington's black
districts, specialisesin lurid
Spanish pictures. But tonight
they're featuring New Order. That
is,if theyarrive,

Bohnand the photographer travelled down from New Yorkin the
relative splendourofan Amtrak train, passing through the Baltimore of
Diner, Philadephiaand across the Delaware. Shortly before Wilmington
thetrain pullsupoutside a plant called Destruction Of Confidential
Records. Bohn ponders whether he should throwin his notebook, but
decides thatno guiltysecretsare contained therein.

Somuchofwhat New Order saysis good sense, and the way they 've
ploughed theirmoney backinto Manchester by way of The Hagienda club
isexemplary. Theirattitude oughttoserve asastrongexamplein these
timeswhen popstars would sell theirsoul foraline-preferablyona
mirrorbutotherwise inateenzine. Not to mention the nobility of their
art;heis pleased to publishit.

Thegroup travel down by airshuttle, arrivingat Dulles (*’s Dullesfuck!”
sneers Simon Topping, whois guesting with the openingact Quando
Quango) Airport. Halfan hourbefore the showis due to begin, Steve
Morris, Peter Hook and manager Rob Gretton are still missing. Quando

Quango, alsoaFactoryact, are sent out to

togoon,”says Bernard. “When Unknown
Pleasures came outwe were suddenly
wonderful. We went from being the most
unpopulargroupin the world to the most
popular. Fuckingridiculous!

“Irememberreading onelivereview ofagigat
the Moonlight Club. We played three nights
there and gotwonderful reviews fromall of
them, even though one night we were shit, really
bad. And the review from that night said, this
group wasso good they made me wantto pissin
theface of God! And we were fucking appalling!
WhenIread thatljust thought the whole press
thingwithJoy Division had gone completely
overthetop.”

Shyand conscious of theirown privacy, they stopped doing interviews
threeyears ago. Mostimportantly theydidn’twantto get sucked into the
musicindustry mainstream.

Says Bernard: “We were worried in case once yousstarted you would
begintodo thingsthe way everybodyelse doesand that would have been
boring. So tokeepournoses clean...It’sbeen pretty enjoyable the waywe
gotwherewearetoday. It'sbeenreally good the way we've doneit because
we've notgone through thesystemand], forone, feel better forit. 1don’t
mean becausel've done things honestly. I mean, each to hisown.”

From thedistance they've so admirably maintained from the pop
maelstrom, its absurd manifestations mustappearridiculous. From the
otherside, the constancy of New Orderandits Factoryallies might be
mistaken as old-fashioned or slow-witted.

“I'think thisidea of being hip ornotbeinghipisafuckingload of shit,”
Bernard forcefullystates. “It'sa trap that musichas gotinto. If you see the
progressof musicas amaze, wellnowithasarrived atadead end. The
ideaofhip hasstopped people expressing themselves as much as they
should do, because they reafraid of notbeing hip. Like, you can only be
hipifyou'vegot thisrhythmorthese instruments, otherwise people will
stoplistening toyou!

“Ithinkit’s terrible becauseit's stopped people producing music
unselfconsciously. They're too conscious of whether what they're doing

“We've not
gone through
the system
and I feel
better for it”

appease therestlessaudience with their
stylishly aloofand bemused funk.

[tworks fine, but the foursongs they've
broughtwith themdon’tlastlong. In the
meantime the three have arrived “ratarsed
pissed” onmelonball cocktails. Hooky
immediately fallsasleep underadressingroom
table and later meltsinto the night.

He's still playing hookeywhen the group,
already hourslate, mustgo on. Theystart
withouthimand try to passoffRob Gretton as
the Third Man, buteven from thebackitis
obvious that this figure in drooping tracksuit
vestandshorts flailingawayat the cymbals,
oftenas notmissing them, isnot the right man.

Midway through the second song, Hooky shows. “Ah, the black sheep
returns,” mutters Bernard, while shooting Hookya rueful glance.
Hooky straps on his bass, looks outinto theaudience and apologises:
“Hishitheads!”

Aneworder:being pissed means neverhavingto say you're sorry.

0 COMPENSATE, A new, healthy Hookyarrives firstin Trenton,

New Jersey. Hardly a prestigious [inale to the tour, itis a

godforsaken, rundown place, the equivalent of a northern
milltown after the mills have closed down. The venue s once again in
theblack quarter.

Nextdoor, parentsare holdinga carnival to raise money for the baseball
Little League. Itis here New Order go fora photo session, gatheringin
frontofsomethingcalled The Hellhole.

What'son the otherside?

“Avisionofwhat’s to come for them’s that misbehave,” pronounces the
ticketcollector.

Dulywarned, New Orderstop squabbling over who should wear the
funnyglassesandline up for their portraits. Bergmanesque visions of the
grimreaper no longer hover behind the music of New Order. Cries and
whispers have transmuted into smiles on asummer night. New Order
havestruggled with the Meaningof Life and come out winning. Chris Boln ®
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“Alwaystoo
e Sohubhal

featuring former Nip

,are

rewiring Irish music for
the post-punk era. The NME

URINGTHE'76- 77 era of Pistols punk, young

Sﬂngs are tIITIEIBSS, Shane MacGowan was quitcla \\-';all-kno‘\-vn face
SayS Shane. “They!re about town, immortalised by the gossip columns

when he had the lobe wrenched from his sizeable

to do WIth things that ear by Kate Modette.
Hewasalso,aslead singerwithawayward crew
ha en to ever one called The Nips, one of the mosl_clwrming sil}ger:‘?waslu_zd upon the
pp y punkywave. Bestremembered for the cute “Gabrielle” single, The
whether the !re Nips fellapart, partly trampled by 1.]1.u greatrecording contract
y goldrushand mostly by personal disillusionment.
Olmg OI' Old 93 “Upto acgrmin‘age I had the mistaken beliefthat rocknm_sic_was
y = worth the time of day and that there was money to be madeinit,
though there certainlywasn'tin The Nips. Sol thought, fuckit! Let's do
something completely different, somethingatleastvaguelybased on
[rish music, because I knewalot of the songs from my mumand dad
and the parties theyused to have.
~  “Before,'dnever thought of playingit onstage, butitbecame
£ obviousthateverything thatcould be done with astandard rock
£ formathadbeendone, usually quite badly. We just wanted to shove
= musicthathad roots and isjust generally stronger and has more real
angerand emotion down the throats ofa completely pap-orientated
popaudience.”
& Ontheopeningnightsof Richard Strange’s Cabaret Futuratheplan »

GAVIN MARTIN meets the funks who
turned to Irish { olk music and became
a n the Pogues with the brogue

)




Threechordsand
thetooth:Shane
MacGowan
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was putintoaction, though not toosuccessfully.

“Itground to a haltbecause we were always too drunk to get
anythingtogether,” he candidly admits.

TItwasalsoaround then that the new group gotits name—
Pogue Mahone, whichis Gaelic for "kissmy hole”, alast
minute handle coined when they were typically inebriated
before theirsecond gig—and one thatstuck.

“Ithinkit'sapretty stupid name,” says Shane.

Now, followinganinfluxof more “responsible members"-
Maestro Jimmy Fearnley (accordion, himselfa formerNip),
AndrewRanken (drums), Caitlin O'Riordan (bass), and
CountryJem Finer (banjo) - the wayward driveand spirit of
Shaneand Spider Stacey (tin whistle and additional singing)
hasbeenanchored toastableand exciting musical base.
Althoughlargely stillunsung, theyare one of the best
unrecorded groups on the London circuit.

Wherealotofgroupsare startingto incorporate the odd
fiddle oraccordion into theirrocky format, Pogue Mahone
have torn the musicup by therootsand replanteditina
hothouse of twanging bluegrass banjo, the storming throb of
pagan 'billybeat’,impressive harmoniesandanaccordion
thatcan go from wild jigs to lustrous melodies.

While benefitting from the obvious strengths and qualities
ofaforgotten musical heritage the Poguesalsobringa
refreshingattackbyapproachingit from theirown
standpointand intuition. As Jem points out, they weren't
broughtupinthe traditionalIrish environmentand it would
be stupid to tryand sound that ‘authentic’.

Shane: “Ican’tstand The Chieftains and people like that
who are completely technically brilliant, the sort of stuff that
isrespectedin this country thatmakesall the real money out
ofIrish music.”

Spider: “Theyneuterit; they take all the feeling out ofit.”

Precisely because of the staleness and uniformity thatsurrounds
Irish folk music I'd never listened to much ofit. Butit's obviouslistening
to The Pogues, and their judicious choice of traditional music, that
those old songs actually growin poignancy and relevance as time
passes, aswellas having tunes thatare guaranteed to brand themselves
onyourbrain plate.

Shane: “They’re timeless. Theyre to do with things thathappen to
everyone whether they're youngorold. Youdon'thave to be partofthe
vouthsubculture torelatetoit, itdoesn’thave teenangstoranythingso
fuckin’ stupid. It's based on strong melodies, which to meiswhatasong
is. Itisn'tsome patheticattemptatatune dressed up and synthesised by
Trevor Hornand all therest ofit. You ought to be able to justsit there and

Bar-room bawl

NME JAN 15

HANE WAS THE lead singer with The

Irishrover:Shane
relaxesataClash
giginMarch1977

singit. I think mostofourstuffhas
thatquality.”

One of their traditional numbers, “The
Band Played Waltzing Matilda”, notonly
hasoneof the most movingvocalsI've
heardallyear—avoice truly sickened by
the sorrowful waste ofwar—butit'salso
atellingindictment ofa tragedy that
existstoday.

Shane: “People are still coming back from
warsinbitstoacountry
thatoffers themnothing. Like The Falklands- i

anotherexample of younglivesbeing thrown '
down the drain because of some stupid fuckin’ i
government’sideaofterritorial rights.” !
Butitwould be wrongtogive theimpression ;
that the Pogues are simplyliving off the past.

Atleasthalftheirset comprises originals. Was

ithard towrite songs that could stand up
against the traditional material?

Shane: “Ihaven’ta clue howour ownsongs
stand up. Obviously theyare notas good as
Irish folk songs, butwe're notan Irish folk band

DINGWALLS
—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

Pluses -Shanehasafine

Nips, the bloke who had his earlobe cut
by Kate of The Modettes at a Clash gig,
apunk mini-legend. Pogue Mahone s the
band he's been hatching over the past18
months, using accordion, acoustic guitar,
tin whistle, bass and (sometimes) drums,
astyle pre-empted by phase three
Dexys but Pogue Mahone's approach
is different - more bar room b(r)awl
than showbandrevue.

They suffer from disorganisation,
scrappiness and long periods of tuningup
between songs.

Ironically the lifestyle that fuels the songs
isalso holding them back. A shame because
were they to tightenup they couldbe an
abrasive, honest and strong sideswipe at
customary ways and expectations.
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singing voice, one of the few people this
side of 40 who can actually use his voice
expressively and draw youinto the places
andfeelingsketched outinthe songs. The
songs themselves are barbed and naked,
painting ablunt, sometimes squalid picture
butneverforgetting the effectivenessofa
good tune oramerry jug. Folk music? All
depends what sort of folk we're talking
about | suppose.

F'rinstance, one song takes thelife of a
navvy building the railroads in the 1800s,
another deals with his descendants in post-
punk boom London giving Arabs hand-jobs
and dropping mandies. But they are taking
themselves seriously enough to make areal
go of it? Pogue Mahone is Irish Gaelic for
“kiss my hole”. Gavin Martin, NME Jan 15,1983

assuch. Mostof oursongs are about London.”

Theyarealsoamixoflife, humourand
lyricalintrigue.

There's “Streams Of Whiskey”, asong
Ithoughtwas actually traditional.

Shane: “It'satotallyirresponsibleand
blatant defence of heavydrinking-there’s no
other way to describeit. Ilike to thinkitis at
least poetically written. It's about meeting
Brendan Behaninadreamand having him
expound his philosophy onlife, which is
basically-fuckit!”

The demondrinkalso featuresin the
instrumental “Repeal The Licensing Laws”
which, played withagusto thatsuggestsa
topic veryclose to their hearts, proves that you
may be able to take an Irishman offhis native




beat, butyou can’t take the native beat off
anlIrishman.

“Connemaralet’sGo"isaghoststoryvabouta
guyoutroaming the fields, who comesacross
oneofthe massgraves where plague victims
were buried.

Shane: “It'salso about the way tourists—
krautsand Americans—goovertoIrelandand
thinkofitasanicelittle place full of donkeys
and carts, and they don't understand the
tragedyofits history, or that they belongto
aculturethathassystematically destroyedit.
It'snotsomething thatI'm particularly bitter
about, butI'mjustsayingit’shappened.”

Whileitshould be clearto anyone with half
abrainthatwhat the Poguesare doingin theirpunchy, whollyrevitalised
pub folk formatis worlds apart from the lavish showband revue of Dexys
Midnight Fiddlers, there will be afew dullards who'll see a picture and
thinkthattheyare treading familiar ground.

Shane waswaiting for that suggestion.

“Thedifference between us and themis asbigas you could imagine.
[used toreallylike Dexys when theywere doing the soul stuff. They were
brilliant, absolutely great; one of the best groups I'd ever heard. But this
pathetic attempt they've madetoincorporate somekind of Celtic bit—
with the fake wearing of dungarees and beretsand growing stubble and
walking round withoutany shoes and straw hanging outof their hairand
all therestofit-issuchafuckin'insultto thewhole thing.

“And they go and putasong from Tom Moore—who wrote songs that
were accepted in Victorian England fer Christ's sake - on the back of the
album. It’srubbish, what they've done is made a bland type of soul

“As many
people as
possible have
to be subjected
to this”

Seashanties:
ThePoguesin
StMalo,France,
Novemberé6,1983

music with afew fiddles throwninand they
don'teven play them like fiddles, they play
themlike orchestralinstruments. It's got no
relevanceatall. It's pop-it's exactlywhatwe're
notdoing; it's completely cynical.

It's so obviously someone just looking for
anewimage.”

ALLAND SKINNY, clad in baggy suits

with holesin the most awkward places

and asetof teeth that make Keith
Richards’ seem like an enviable piece of
dentistry... Shane is agood advertisement for
the sortofabject poverty the Pogues claim is
their main problem.

I'dalsosuggestthatacertainlackofdiscipline, probablyattributable to
asizeablealcoholintake, spoils them at times and they sound more
sloppy than energetic. Recently, however, they have beenimproving
significantlyand seem to havereached therightbalance between control
and the true heartand spiritof their music.

Theirappearancesare haphazard, and with no manager things tend to
bedisorganised and, asyet, there’sbeen norecord company patronage.
(Idreadto thinkhow they'd dealwith themanyway.) But they're well past
the stage of just doingit foralaugh, and Shane has got his sights set high.

“Iwanttobeon TOTPbecause lwant money basically, and also as many
peopleas possible have to be subjected to this. After thatit’s up to them
whethertheylikeitornot.

There'snowaywe're going to compromise the basicideas foranybody.
Ithinkwe cangeton TOTPwithout compromising.

“IfITwassurewe couldn't, thenI'd compromise,” he grins. Gavin Martin ®
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BillyBragg: “nofrills"LP
fromthe BardofBarking

ALBUMS
Btlly Bragg Life

Iul< Spy

WUTILITY

Finally, one-man band Billy Bragg
makes an appearance on vinyl
following his steady progress as
ahit-and-run live attraction.
Clearly thisis alow-budgetjob,
wrappedin agenuinely
unpleasant white-and-orange
sleeve like an old Penguin.

The contents are simply Bragg
with guitar, recorded “in straight
stereo”. For the price of entry
(‘nomore than£2.99") you get
seven of Bragg's own bittersweet
compositions, ranging from the
sprightly “Richard” through the
punning “The Milkman Of
Human Kindness” to the
haunting and stately “Man In The
Iron Mask”. Having heard some
of Bragg's demos and witnessed
the witand voltage he canput
intoalive show, | have to say this
collectionis disappointing. The
recording quality is stark, or
perhapsbluntisabetter word,
with no frills whatsoever. It might
have been agood plan for Bragg
tohaveincluded “The Cloth”
with a drum machine, to supply
alittle variety.

Still, there's no doubting the
quality of his songs, and the boy’s
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potential has to
be considerable.
Youmay have
noticed me waffling
onabout Braggin the past,
butjustlet merepeat thathe
creates deceptively robust
melodies out of almost nothing
and clothes them with lyrics by
turns compassionate, bitter and
perceptive. Mostimportantly,
Bragg possesses that
inestimable advantage of arazor-
sharp earthy wit which canget
him out of any number of tight
corners. Stillrecommended, but
there'sbetter to come. Adam
Sweeting (MM Aug 6)

Virginia Astley

ROUGHTRADE

A perpetual
spring of
artistic
inspirationis
the fact that
we don'tknow
what we've got
untilit's gone.
Ecstasyis
something we
experience (if
we're lucky)
andthe

PAY NO MORE THAN £2.99

desperate appreciation
that we should have
caught the moment,
cherisheditand
feverishly foughtto
prolongitis necessarily
an afterthought.

Innocence and purity
(concepts not often
foundin this paper) are
retrospectivesandto
be aware of themis, in
essence, tobenolonger
innocentor pure.

Our childhood days,
especially, are a paradise
lost,awonderment of
acquiredimpressions
freefromthe
responsible burden of
self-realisation. Once
ourinstincts awaken into
contemplation, it's too
late. That timeisgone
and, try as we may, we
cannever goback.

From Gardens Where
We Feel Secureisarare
and precious thing, an
evocative elegy; the
best we can hope for,
amomentary
fragment of

complete

recollection,
pregnant withall
the fleetingly
suggested
emotional traumas
ofaninduceddéja
vu. How it worksiis
simplicity itself -
recreating one golden
moment, one summer's day from
its fidgeting dawn to its drowsy
dusk. It canbelyinginthelong
grass gazing at the sky while all
around sounds and smells fuse
tointoxicate and lull the senses
into timelessness.

It can be waltzing through
awater meadow, dispensing
clouds of pollen as, far off,
through the open window of
amusicroom,agentlebreeze
wafts the sounds of a piano
lesson. It canfrolic throughan
orchard asbig asthe world. It can

be,asone of its titlesreflects,
“A Summer Long Since Past".

| don't want to waste time here
dwelling onthe execrableidiocy
that frustrated the release of this
album for more thanayear,I'd
rather just pray the weather
holds to complement its arrival.
Butwhat's all this got to do with
rock 'n’ roll? Well, nothing
actually, except that From
Gardens Where We Feel Secure
is the first substantial work from
one of our most creative young
composers/musicians.

No term seems appropriate,
because Virginia Astley spurns
such regimented categorisation
and that's what, almost
incidentally, thisis all about;
breaking down the walls of
prejudice and broadening the
listening tastes of ageneration
far toolong discouraged from
investigating vast areas of music
by theincomprehensible rituals
and ludicrous pageants of
cultural snobbery.

But, if you must have equations,
From Gardens probably wouldn’t
exist without Eric Satie, Brian
Eno, or The Beatles. Basicallyit's
apiano piece occasionally,
sparsely and tastefully tinted
with synthesizer, flute and
acoustic guitar and laced with
taped effects - atwitteringdawn
chorus, acarillon, acreaking
garden swing, a choir of children,
abraying donkey, a hooting owl
-totrigger precise associations
for ourimaginations toimbue
with personalrecall.

Its beauty is its sensitivity;its
purposeful if naively doomed
pursual of its intention without
ever resorting to gratuitous
embroidery. Itisnever the
gimmick | can hardly help making
itsound-in fact, I've lived with
atape of thisalbum for nine
months or so now and, in its many
repeated plays, it has never once
palled, never once failed to set
offarichresponse of thoughts
andfeelings.

| suppose comparisons with
Tubular Bells are injudicial, but,
certainly the potential
ishere for Ms Astley to
delightasimilarly large
audience. Essentially
though, From
Gardens...is a private
piece, something
into which youinvest
your own personal
experiences and allow
the tricks time plays
toimbue the past with
arosy sentiment.

And, for all those
who'll allow some self-
. conscious hip bigotry
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to persuade them From
Gardens...isn"t cool enough for
their taste - it just goes to show
that, for all their sloganeering,
some people willneverbe able
totellsoul from shoeleather.
Steve Sutherland (MM Aug é)

Robert Plant

ATLANTIC

Afanof RobertPlant
since | first heard
Led Zeppelinll

I've come to expect
acertain standard

of excitement,
inventionand
technique fromasinger
whomustbe rated asone
of the bestin the world.

Thelast thing | bargained for
was Plant producing analbumas
dreary as this. Plant's first solo
effort, Pictures At Eleven was
alittle gem; one of my favourites
of lastyear, in fact.

Butall the drama, the style
andthe sheercloutappears
to have gone AWOL as faras
The Principle Of Moments
isconcerned. Plantsings
adequately, buthe’sletdown
badly by his band, the production
and the quality of the songs.

Thereare eight new
compositions onthe album,
written by Plantand members
of hisband, but none of themare
atallmemorable. Plant scarcely
raises his tempo beyond amere
canter. For example, on “Thru'
With The Two Step”, he lazily
wraps his vocal chords arounda
dulland droning melody line
which, in terms of quality, could
easily be an out-take from the last
Men At Work album.

Ondrums, Plant has recruited
Phil Collins and Barriemore
Barlow and neither do much
more than ajourneyman’s job.
Guitarist Robbie Bluntis scarcely
able to fight his way out of the
maze of clichés while bassist Paul
Martinez is merely adequate.
Keyboardist Jezz Woodroffe
might as well have taken the day
off, for all the impression his
contributions make.

The production -creditsare
shared by Plant, Benji Lefevre
and Pat Moran -is basicand
echoey. It doesllittle to enhance
either the vocal orinstrumental
performances. Yes, it's
adisappointmentall right. | think
the mainlet down is that Principle
could have beenrecorded by any
oneofawhole hostof dreary
bands. It lacks class and it lacks
distinction - which is something
Inever thought!'d find myself
writing about Plant. BrianHarrigan
(MM, Jul16)

Tootingtheirhorn:
AndyMcCoyand
MichaelMonroe
of HanoiRocks

SINGLES

REM IRS

Inaweeklargely unsullied
by decentrecords,

UB40

INTERNATIONAL

Rather less glum than usual, but
UB4o still sound
unaccountably dour;

thisis... evenwhen their

reasonable. B moodisas

Highly i 40 innocuously

traditional ,":".%:"“.‘: g sentimental

and guitar e ' asitishere;

orientated ) their music

butsung . seems

and played \ ”gfafos, y crowded by
84,6{ Oxg /

asthough T / doubtand
PA810 0¥ Uggrl

the group at REp 5 gy 4 cloudy

leastintend to - fiep e 5 premonitions.

gettotheend. .“.:{?7,’,6,‘ i Adrab

| wonder what it

was like reviewing
singlesin1967? “Farout”,
I should imagine. (MM, Aug )

Rock Steady Crew

VIRGIN

Afeeble, watereddown,jolly
hockey sticks version of the
ElectroBronxidiom. Robbed of
visceral impact; it fails to have
any point to its existence atall.
Except to geton the radio. And
selllots of records. And make
lots of money.

Ohyeah, that’s whatit's
allabout!

Oh God, it's awful, take it off,
TAKE IT OFF! (MM, Sep24)

Hanoi Rocks

LICK

Black leather, cheap smack,
Iggy Pop, Keith Richards, these
areafew of the favourite things
foryoung rockers whoshould
know better. “Until | Get You"
isthe sound of the ‘70s twisted
into the present for what
purpose,one wonders? Is

this really what little girls like?
(MM Aug27)

re-working of an
old Neil Diamond
song, “Red Red Wine" limps
along, atouch off colour
inmost 5

hearted and charming.

The final effect is like being
French-kissed by asloth: wet,
lingering and sloppy. (MM, Aug13)

Jii puee B

| the postman,

5 oo

Depeche Mode

MUTE
Dependable as

Depeche Mode
deliver anotherlittle
packet of impeccable pop
which | was happily prepared to
hate, but couldn't. The contents
are as expected; awhacking
greatthud of abeat with
twiddly bits jumpingall roundit;
anagging chorus; rich vocal
contrasts; a thoughtful
productionandanarrangement
that guarantees the final
sparkle. It's the lyric that got
me, though. Not that the Mode
aretellingusanythingwe didn't
know -“It'sa

Asrert competitive world/

departmentsand " Everything
soundly asleep s countsinlarge
intherest. ODE amounts” -
Hardly g DEP OUNTS butthere's
party-happy i VER TH\NG c some
atthe best K amusing
ofljignes,this 3‘ \ L corelsone) i :«cg'dphy
i G
l55t:oun::|1icr)'| A ""e.;::‘di-::‘“"'mm:ﬂ‘l: d;:c:vered

' droll dg ) 5|:Znu‘ﬁmhraun“‘ il dh

rolland nota broduced B D0 g round here.

little gormless, Yoy, d'“Dl:,—p:,buth jones Proceedingat
trying awkwardly N Toattd afairly sedate
tosound light- Mouay WS pace, thisisa

number you'djiggle
rather than dance to. (MMJul16)

Billy Joel CBS

A good way to wind up
Stickboy le Sutherlandis to
insist that Billy Joel is one of
the finest songwritersand
performers of his
generation, which of course
heis.Sol've heard. This
record is chubby and full of
wind, which lhope cannotbe
said forits creator. (MMAugé)
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m not saying
I aln'ta

‘miserable
bast a,rd”

PAUL WELLER returns witl
| a new band, THESIYLE
| COUNCIL. “We doii’t wanna
| (nmw mu‘l_.ln,wnl|
fu nthesizers or
Wi o/l|>|l  horns,” he
says. “I'd sooner se |(|
being gr (%‘u than original.
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— MELODY MAKER AUG

HO THE HELL does Paul Weller think he is?
He's had afewlabels flungathimin his time
—miserable bastard, Spokesman ForA
Generation, spearhead of the Bulldog Breed.
To some extent all these hats have fitted, butas
he points out with his tongue somewhere in his

Jyu i

w

cheek, heisaGemini.

“Ihope you'renotgonnamake toomuchin the article abouthow
differentlamand howI'vechanged and all that,” Wellersaid to me as we
approached theend of thisinterviewlast week.

Hmmmm... it'stempting. Butof courseit's one of the peripherals offame
thateverybody thinks they know you. Paul Weller with The Jam was noted
forhis dour pronouncements aboutbigsubjectslike Youth and Society.
PaulWeller, Style Councillor, seems to be undergoing the painful process
ofgrowingupinprivate, somethinghe’s never had the chanceto dobefore.

Buthe admitted it was hisown fault. “This probably sounds a bit
mellow,” hesaid apologetically, “butIreallyjustwannatryandgeton
with thejobofenjoying mylife now, as much asIcan, while tryingnot to
gettoolazyand complacentabout things.Ididn'treally getachanceto
enjoy thelastfewyearsandthat, for differentreasons.

“Itryand savoureach...”-hechuckled to himself-“...eachmomentas
well, 'm notwinding youup, Iteally do. 'Cos otherwiselifejustrushes
pastyou. Thatsix orsevenyears orwhateverwith The Jamjustwentlike
that, they flew past. Iwas 18, then the next thing [ knew I came outand
was 24, Sonowljustsavourit, y’know-Itry toanyway. Becauseit'savery
precious thingtome.”

Sodoes Paul Wellerreallyknowwho heis?
I'dinterviewed him once before for the now
defunct Sound Internationalafter Sound Affects
came out, and he'd surprised me byadmitting
thatinterviews made him more nervousas
timewentby. [could tell by thewayhishand
shook thathe wasn’tjustsayingit for effect. It
hasalsosurprised me thatamanwhose public
pronouncements made him appear aggressive,
obsessiveand dogmaticactuallyhad a problem
withsitting down face-to-face withscribeand
taperecorder, and talking.

Long pauses would beinterrupted by gabbled
bursts of sentences which collapsed untidilyon
top ofeachother, likearugbyscrum
squabblingin the mud while the ball
hadalready sped overtheline 50
vards away. Weller had the
unfortunate gift of communicating
nervousness to otherpeople.

Thistimearound, onablazing
Thursdayin thehottest July for 324
years, Paul Weller broughtalonga
little moral supportin the shape of
fellow Stylist Mick Talbot, who
waltched the proceedings with
amused detachmentandfailed to
rescue Weller from anyawkward
questions. “Come on, Mick, say
something,” Weller pleaded after
five minutes.

“Alright, alright,” groaned Talbot.
“Igottawakeupyet...”

TWELLER’S SUGGESTION,
Awe'd adjourned to the caff
nextdoor to Polydor. The
sunwas already well into its stride,
though itwasonly 10.30in the
morning. After the interview, Mick
and Paul were duein the studios to
continue work on theiralbum.
“Bitearly, innit?” [ protested.
“Wealwaysstart thisearly,” breezed
Weller. “In fact we've had to delay it

Weller:“T 0
| manypretentious
N bastardsabout,

' includingm
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“I regret a lot
of my actions
in the past, but
there’s nothing
you can do”

today'cosyouwere coming.” Cheers, then. Thiswas, of course, asly digat
therockistway oflife, which rarely begins before threein the afternoon.

Youwillappreciate thatwe're dealing with the New Europeans here,
sharp young men who wash behind theirearsand don’tsquander their
hard-earned cash on wasted studio time or morale-sapping stimulants.
Wesettled ourselves around the inevitable batch of cappuciniandrolled
the tape.

Ikicked offby suggesting that the new Style Council record, “Long Hot
Summer” andits three accompanyingtracks, recorded in Parisand
packaged accordingly, was somewhat arty-farty, notvery Paul Weller.

“Whatchamean?” demanded Weller. “Whatare you judging thaton?”

Well, on the things youused to talk aboutin the past, the hardline stuff.
What'sall thiswith French lyrics and French sleeve notes?

“There’sloadsof things thatgointo anidealike that, the Paris thing,”
heexplained. “We thought the musicsuited it, we fancied recording
somewhereelse partlybecause it makes abitofabreak aswell, alittle bit
ofaholiday, and mainly we just wanted to do somethingabit different
and getaway from the conventional way that people work.

“Some reviews have said how pretentiousitwas, which iswhat the
ideawas-itwassupposed tobe quite funny. Alotof people missed that
because they think they've got me bagged, they tend to think they know
my mentality, but they don’tknow fuckall about me really. Most of the
publiccharacterI've got, if I've gotany, has onlybeen created by youlot
anyway.” Helaughed fleetingly, about semi-colonlength.

Ah, youmean “Paul Weller the miserable bastard?”

“I'mnotsaying...” began Weller, but Talbotinterrupted. “He’s not
sayingheain't.”

“Nol'mnotsayinglain'tamiserable bastard,”
chuckled Weller. “No, Imean obviouslyit's not
totally created by the media, and I must have
helped insome way towardsit.”

Yeah, ifyou putyourselfin thefiringline
that'swhathappens. Youhaven'tbeen doing
manyinterviews lately, butwith The Jam there
wasalways theanti-rockattitudeand thesocial
commitment stance. You're obviously not
talkingabout those things so much now.

“Butlcan’ttalkabout thesame thingsin
every interview,” Weller protested, “because
people would just get bored, youknow. [ don'’t
wannakeep repeatingmeselfbut thatdoesn’t

mean I don’tfeel thesame wayabout certain
things.Ijustdon’twanttokeep
talkingaboutit, because what does it
do?ltdoesn’tfurtherit.Ithink the
Style Councilismore anti-rockin the
wayweworkand whatwe've donein
the past. We justwanttokeepitas
excitingand interestingas possible,
that'sthemain thing.”

TheStyle Council’sthreereleases
so farhave been markedly dissimilar
from each other. First there was the
softly soulful “Speak Like A Child”,
then the explosive militant funk of
“MoneyGo Round”,and nowthe
Paris collection, with its R&B
instrumental “Party Chambers”,
the Gauloises-and-autumn-leaves
romanticism of “The Paris Match”,
thelonely “Le Depart” and the
somewhat tepid A-side.

The emphasis has shifted
significantlysince Jamdaysfrom
explicitstatement towards aless
empirical eclecticism, using theloose
umbrella of The Style Council to
speakin numerous tongues—asofter
range of dialectsin place of The Jam's
strident barricade-storming. This
Paul Weller hearsvoicesin his head
where The Jam was sometimes just
aringingintheears.
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Have yougiven up beinga Spokesman For
AGeneration, Paul?
“I'mjust part-time now,
doevenings.”
Itold him thatI'd often heard conversationsalong
thelines of “Ihate Paul Weller because he says, ‘Gi
upall thisjaded rockgarbage and do whatIsay
i inotherwords, people felt he just wanted to impose his own
rigid set ofic on themin place ofanythingwhich had gone before.
Weller looked contemptuous. “I couldn't really careless what people are
saying, quite honestly. Most ofitI find really funny, 'cos they don’t know
me anyway. Butmostof that ‘Spokesman For A Generation’ stuffwas only
the papers anyway, Ineversaid [ wasone.
“ljustfinditabigclicheandIcan’treallytakeitseriously. Ifthere are things
Iwriteinsongs that peopleidentifywith, Idon'tthink that particularly
makes me aspokesman, justbecause alotof people feel the same way.”
Butare there never times when vouwish youweren’t known forbeing
‘Paul Weller', with yourname (metaphorically) inlights? Do you ever
resentyour name becoming that well know
“Notreally, no,” hesaid. “I doresent it sometimes, but then again ever
since lwas 14, [ really, really wanted that, so Ican'tblame anyone else
but meselfforit. The only things thatbother meare... well, like that

"retorted Weller, “Tonly

B The Tube,1983

thing youwere saying before, that the newsingle
doesn'tsound like me, y'’know? [ can't make a
sense of thingslike thatbecause... what do
Isoundlike?”

It'snot necessarily the sound of the music; it's the
factthatit’s pretentious.

“It'ssupposed t

Yes, I persisted, but there'sall thi
the CappuccinoKid...

“Don’tyoulike those bits on the back?” asked Wellerinnoc
yougetanything from them?”

Um... no,IthinkIcould putitbetter myself. Weller seemed pensive.
“Hopefullysome people getsomething fromit. It'sabitof a mixture, it's
meantto be funnyaswell. Ithinkit's good to put somethinglike thaton
there, likeifyou've gotarecord as heavyas ‘Money Go Round' to have
somethingelse there, sortofhumanside.Idunno, Ilikeit. It meansalotto
me, I getalotfromit.”

But Paul, isn'titthe kind of thingyouwould have thrown outifit had
beensuggested with The Jam, like “Ah, that's bulls}

“Thisisn't The Jam, though; thisis The Style Council,” he pointed out.
“Myideaschangeall the time. I can'tremain the same onevery
singlesubject.” »

"hesaid tersely.

uffinFrench, plus the blatherings of
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JuLy —SEPTRMBER

answers to the pavement, butit seems safe to say that the weight
of the world, or atleast of the British Isles, no longer bears down
on his shoulders so oppressively.

“It’s lessimportant for me to go outand prove myselfto other people,
becauseI'vehad sixyearsof people judging me, whetheritbe the pressor
the public. Soit'snotimportant to me any more, it's notimportant tome
to play Wembley or Bingley Hall or to have Number Onerecords. It's only
important tomake good music.”

Regrets? He'shad afew, butthenagain...

“Iregretalotof myactionsinthe past, but there’snothingyoucando
aboutit, soTjusttryand makesureldon’tdo themagain.”

Like what, forinstance? Standing up on asoapbox, perhaps?

“No, I don’tregretdoing that. 1 feltit was necessarytodo that. AndifIfelt
itnecessaryagainI'dstilldo that, y'’know. Like people said with ‘Money
Go Round’itwasaself-righteouslyricand all therest ofit, but I don't give
ashitabout that. Tomeit'sanimportant thingtosay, it'sastatement
Iwannamake.[don'tcare what people are going to think of me.”

Beneath the more cosmopolitan surface of the current Paul Weller
there’sstillabelligerentstreak of defiance. Like the beastin the cellar, it's
keptunderheavylockandkey, butitstill goes on the rampage from time
to time when somebody forgets to feedit.

“There’s thiskind ofhumility thingaround at the moment,” spat Weller
scornfully. “Youget all these crappybandssaying, ‘It’s just pop music,
we're notgonnawritelyrics that make 'em think. We're justa pop group’
~y'know, thiskind ofhumble shit. | don't find anything exciting or brave
aboutthat. People say, ‘Well, you have tolike theirhonesty,' and all that
crap, butlthinkit'sjustafuckingexcuse.”

He cites Culture Club, Animal Nightlife, JoBoxers and Orange Juice
ascontemporaryartists whose work he admires, “butat the otherend
you've just got thatrecord company thing, that pre-packaged pop thing.
Allthose faceless groups you see justdressed up in their tarty clothes and
slapped-on makeup, they're useless. There's nothingbehind them.”

Thisistrue, of course, butl felt itwas my duty toraise theissue of
Weller's Respond record label, home of Tracieand The Questions. There's |
much talk of this being music for “young people”, I pointed out, butit’s
young people playingan old style of music. It's basically old soul music,
isn'tit, like Tracie’s “The House That Jack Built” or The Questions’ singles?

“Idon’tagree with that, Adam, 'msorry. No.I'mnotsayingit's not
influenced by thatbecause of courseitis, butIthinkitsounds very
contemporary-tomeitdoesanyway.”

Well, the artists may be young and enthusiastic, but the form of music
isn'tanything new.

“Well, whatelse canyoudo, youknow?” demanded Weller. “What else
canyou playmusicon?We don'twannado any far-out shitwith fuckin’
synthesizers or Swiss Alpine horns or something; we justwant to play
natural instruments. I don'tsee howelsewe candoitreally.

“Wedidn'ttryand claim thatitwas gonnabeatotally original new
sound, although I think that willemerge anyway, because how can you
beoriginalany more? Everything'sbeen doneinthelast five orsixyears
—every conceivable typeof musichas...”

lagreed withWeller-TI'd just been hoping he'd have a different answer.
Mick Talbot chippedin. “It'sjust a question of making good music, innit?”

“I'dsoonersettle forbeing great than original,” Weller continued.
“Originality’sjustwhat people hearinitanyway-if someonereally likes
asongit'llsound original to them anyway. 'm notbothered about
originality, Idon'teven think aboutit.

“ljustsee musicaseither good orbad;it's sucha personal thinganyway.
Itellyouone thing, I'mreally sick of all thisintellectualising of music. I've
doneitmyselfin the past, soI've been guilty ofit, but the way the papers
and thatdoitisjust pointless. They'rejustleading themselves up their
ownarseholes.”

Sodoyouthinkthat'swhathas damaged music?

“Itfucking has,” insisted Weller, “'cos there’s so
many pretentiousbastardsabout... includingme...
no, I doiton purpose. But there's somuch crap
talked aboutit, somany people whoreally believe
allthatshitthat'swritten about them. I thinkthat's
ruinedit.

“Forme, thereason why black music’s always
remained sogoodisbecauseit'salways been
intuitive. They've never particularly tried to
intellectualise what they're doing or ‘whyam

PAULWELLER STILLtalks too fastand sometimes mumbles
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| disgustwith Thatcher’s re-election, but this sense of disillusion is
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Iwriting thissong?’ They'vejustgone out
anddoneitand that'swhyitalwayssounds
brilliant, to me anyway. Itstill doesnowandit
alwayswill, for thatreason. In the white music
sceneyoujustgetthatintellectualcrap andit
ruinsit. AsIsay, I'vebeenguilty of thatinthe
pastbutl'vereallybeentryingtoavoidit.”
Inparticular, groupslike U2, the Bunnymen

and perhaps even the mighty Simple Minds,
getPaul Weller's goat. “Maybe I'm missingthe
point,” hesaid. “Alsoit’sjustnotmytype of
music, somaybelI'vegotnorighttotalkabout
it. ButIsaw U2 on The TubeandIjust thinkit ’
soundsold-fashioned. Ithink U2 are aload of

¥

i
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wallies—iftheyhadlonghairand wore
headbands no onewouldlook twice orwrite
aboutthem. That thingyouwere sayingabout
Respond beingold-fashioned-wellthat's
whatIthinkofthosegroups.”

Butthere were plenty ofthose rock-type
elements about The Jam, Paul.

“Ofcourse there were,” he confessed.
“Whenwefirststarted off, TheJam werea
rockband. Towards the endIstarted tryingto
getaway from thatbecauseI'dstarted hating
it. Butwe were, yeah.

“Ijustsawalotofelementsofitthatl don't
thinkget people anywhere, whichIdon'tfind
particularly positive atall. Andalot of people
getconfused with urgencyandintensity and
emotion, because theguitar’s turned up full
and it’s going through a 200-wattamplifier.
Theytend to get that confused withreal
intensityandit's justaload of
shit, it'ssheervolume.”

Notamanto mince his
words, our Paul. Inhis
restlessflight fromwhathe
seesaspretension, he’smore
orlessgivenup writing
poetryinhisspare time.

“Igotabitfed upwithit,”
herevealed. “Iwroteall
kinds ofwimpy thingsand
realintrospective stuff,
whichisgood to getout
ofyoursystem butit's
probablyboring forsome
poor fuckertoread.Soldidn't
botheranymore. :

“Ifound there were alotof poetry fans, youngkids, which was good, but I
alotofthemwerereallyintrospective-‘myheart hunglikeashadowon !
thewall’ and all thisshit. Where'sitgonna getya?It'sagoodreleaseandas i

|
1

ajustification Isuppose that’s OK, but that's enough; it's not particularly
good alwaystoread that.I'vestill got someinterestin poetry butI've
mainly gonebackinto songs.”

ELLER’S POLITICS, FREQUENTLY derided as half-baked |
in the past, have also come under the glare of this new
realistic approach. Predictably, he sounded offabout his

tempered by a beliefin people as opposed to
creaky old systems.

Had he had more faithin this countryandits
futurein the Jam days? “Notreally, no. Well probably
intheearlydays, yeah, it'sonlylikewith events of
thelastfewyears... like the Falklandswar, things |
like whenIsee people outon the quaysides waving
flagsatthesoldiers, waving the soldiers and sailors
off.Ican’thavealotoffaith inanation that does that.

“Butthere’sstill people thatImeet... it'senough
formetoretainsomekind offaith, anyway. And
quite honestly, the morel thinkaboutit, the more

Se——




[thinkthat's how music works. Music’s never gonna hitawhole nation’s
conscience, it'simpossible to.

“Butldon'tsee thatassomekind of defeatany more, which would have
atsome pointinthe past. NowIthinkevenifitaffectsafewindividualsit's
worthit, and hopefully those individuals willadd up to quiteanumber of
people. ldon'tknow. It'sa bit pretentious of me to starttalking about how
it’sgonnachange people'sideas.”

O FAR, THE Style Council’'s major live appearances have been

restricted to a couple of brief sets for good causes, at Brockwell

Parkandata Right To Work benefitin Liverpool. Weller and
Talbot had both been annoyed by the MM's coverage of the Liverpool
event, which seemed to them to be using their 20-minute set as an
excuse to print pictures of Weller and to sell more copies of the paper,
thusignoring the true significance of the event.

“Thereviewwas OK. Itwasn’t that that bothered me, because I thought
she made somegood points,” said Weller. “It was more the editorial stuff
thatwentwithit. Whoever did that wasjust
exploitingusin thatsituation.”

Butisn't that the problem of living down the
image of Paul Weller? You can'tchange who you
are and the reason why yougot thatsort of
coverage, largued.

“Butit'snotmy problem,” fumed Weller, “it’s
MM's problem-what they were saying wasit's
my responsibility and I've got towork this thing
out. Theywere buildingall thatcrapup by
putting ‘Style Council Live' on the cover. That
doesn'thelpmeatall.

“Do they thinkwe travelled up to Liverpool
to play for 20 minutes forour egos? To make
ourselvesand ouregos feel better? I cando that

“The Paul
Weller of 1979
would have

told me to
fuck off”

WellerandTalbot
inParisinMay1983,
amonthbefore
recordingthe

third Style Council
single,“LongHot
Summer",inthecity

havingawankin frontofthe mirrorathome or something. We wanted to
do that thingforaspecial reason.”

Afterafewmoments hefeltcalmer. “I would say the level of
commitmentin the Style Councilishigher, actually...inthesixmonths
we've been going we've donein the past. The writingroyalties from
‘Money Go Round’ are going to Youth CND, but I don't wanna come over
asbeingthe punkgeneration’s Cliff Richard either—ado-gooder—I hate
thatstuff. 'mnotdoingit for that, Idon’tcare what other people think
about that, 'm doingitformyreasons. Soanyway, [ think the
commitmentisstill there.”

Doyoureckon the Paul Weller of 1979 would recognise you today,
lasked?

“He'd probably have beendrunk,” said Wellerwith a tight-lipped grin.
“I'd probably have told him to fuck off 'cos he'd have been foaming at the
mouth orsomething. We probablywould have agreed on some things.
Ihave changed insomewaysbutIdon’tthink...it’snot particularlyany
kind of exclusive...

“Ithink politicallyI'm alotsharper now
becauselthinkIknowmorewherelstand than
Ididin'79 orwhenever.Ididn’treally havea
fuckingclue. AsfarasI'm concernedIthinkI've
improvedalot.”

Soyouwere naive beforeinsomerespects?

“Yeah,” said Weller doubtfully. “Well, [don't
thinkIwasnaive, Iwasjustabitthickreally.
ljustthinkI'vegotabitsharper,andl thinkalso
[wasinto thingswhich Inowsee as bullshit,
youknow,and I tryandavoid them.”

If God created all men equal, perhaps Paul
Welleris justmore equal than he used to be. At
anyrate, he'snolongeran absolute beginner. E
Adam Sweeting

ALAN
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“Pride.
Independence.

Respect”

NME

HOTSUMMER SATURDAY in London. Curtis Mayfield,
ashortstocky mandressedinagreensafarisuitand an
orange T-shirt, is sittingon a sofa in his hotel room talking
about The Impressions.
“I'wrote mostofthe things, ifnotall of the things, for
The Impressions, so once we found out what we were really
about, itwasalways ourway towriteinspiration messages oragood love song.

“Even throughoutmyway of writing alove song oran uptempo thing, thelvrics
always tended to bealittle more to the pointwhere you could thinkaboutit. It
would give you food for thought. Thatwas justour way, ourstyle,and so beit.”

His head peppered withwhite tufts of hair, his voice quiet and gracious, his
mannerone of dignity, Curtis Mayfield has usuallybeen about greatmusicand
messages of inspiration.

Bornin Chicagoin 1942, by the time he was 12 he was singing with
The Impressions. When he was 16 they had
theirfirstmajor breakthroughwith “For Your
Precious Love”, and, with the gifted Curtis
writing theirmaterial, wenton to be—through
such songsas “This s My Country”, “Wherever
You Leadeth Me", “It's Alright”, “Meeting Over
Yonder”, and the monumental “People Get
Ready” expressing the hopes, fears, injustices
and optimismofa generation—one of the most
influential soul groupsofalltime.

Theylasted until 1970 with Curtis, whoin
the meantime wrote prolifically not only for
The Impressions, but northern soul favourites
Major Lance and Billy Butler on the Okeh label.
HealsowroteforJerry Butler.

Atthebeginningofthe '70s Curtisleft the
group to pursue his own careerand tooksoul »
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Legendary songwriter
and producer

gives amajor
retrospective interview.
From his early career to
Super Fly, God and drugs,
nothing is off the table.
Even his failed disco
album. “I don’t think | was
the greatest at what
disco is about,” he says.




8 CurtisMayfield, the
" manwiththemusicand I
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astep further with his groundbreaking solo albums. In thefirstfive years
ofhissolodirection he was untouchable. Albums such as Curtis, Roots,
Back To The World, Super Flyand There’s No Place Like America Today saw
Mayfield adopting his sweet falsetto voice toatense, dramatic music
amillion milesaway from the cool harmonies of The Impressions.

Like The Impressions, his music reflected the times helived in but
offered no single answer to the problems he saw. Instead, Curtis
succinctly depicted the chaos around him-Vietnam, unemployment,
poverty, drugabuse—with unflinchingnerve.

Throughout his work, he publicly displayed his beliefin God and,
mainly through his classic Super Fly LP (the tautness of Back To The World
[find more appealing), established himselfas the soulman.

Afterthesuccess of There's No Place Like America Today, Curtis quietly
“retired” to concentrate on hishomeand family. Hehas 11 children by
differentwomen (“Hey, Iwouldn’t putall thaton one woman"), and felt
acooling-out period wasrequired. He'd been on the road since 1958.

“Itwasaconstantwill of myown to succeed,” hesays. “Every
success elementwasadiplomaforme.Ididn’'tearnitatschool,
Thadto earnitamong people. And whatever my gift was,
thatallowed me thatdevelopment.

“Butwhilelwasdoingallthat, 1alsowantedtodo
karate, play basketball and, of course, the need of
every man to wanthis ownfamily. Moneyisn't
enough. Youneed the human contact. After Super Fly
wewereintheairtwo orthree timesadayandall of
thatitwasappreciated andloved. However, youcan't
raise familyandraise childrenlike that. Youwantto
see them growup and youdon'twantyourchildrento
have towalkinyourshadow.”

Thelmpressionsinthe
studioin1965:(l-r)Sam
Gooden,FredCash
and CurtisMayfield
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When he did return, his popularity had subsided and hissubsequent
LPs completelylacked the inspiration and spiritofhis earlier work. He
evendabbled in disco for Do [t All Night.

It's nowironic thathislast LP, Honesty, whichis abrilliant return to his
formerstrengths, aquietreaffirmation of his special talents, haslargely
beenignored and Curtis Mayfield is nowwithoutarecording contract.
Actually,it’smore thanironic;it's abiting comment on the music
industry. And as he has nolabel backing for his English tour, he is without
anessentialhornsection.

“Icouldn'taffordit,” he states simply.

Ourconversation lasted about two hours and was somewhat akin to
meetingawise sage who hasseenitalland come through with his
strengthandprideintact,

I'snosurprise thathislast LP should be entitled Honesty.

You'vejustcompleted atourof Americawith The Impressions.
That’sright. We called it the Silver Anniversary Tourand we were
outforsomesixtosevenweeks. We actually did about 31 days,
working the weekends only. It wasreallyanideal thingto
dobecauseitgave usachance to come back together
andsingalotofgood songs that we hadn’tdone for

alongtime.

Howdiditgo? Because IrecentlyreadaMarvin
Gayeinterviewwherehewassayingthat American
audiences tend only tolisten to material thatis new
and are contemptuous of older material.
Well, that's not totally true. The American audiences
aresomewhatspoiltbecause they haveavariety of




everythingtochoose fromandthingsare always
beingreplenished. Here's the new! And here’sthe
newer! And sometimes you get caughtupinthat.
Afterawhileyoukind ofgetfedupandyoutendto
wantto come back, especiallyas you getolder, to the
things that you grew up with, withemotions and
feelingsand sensitivitiesinit. We had quite abitof
audienceresponse tousall overthe country, doing
things from the pastas well as the present. —
[thinkitallintermingled, and of course music
inAmericatends to besomewhat directed to the
younger setof people-whichleaves the guy
round 32,35, 40; he has nothingtorelate to
anymore. And I thinkit'simportant thatyou
keep those people that are around your own age,
and have grownupwithyou, aswellastosecure
new fans.

Well, The Impressions seemed quite unique to
meinthatyouseemed to beoneofthe firstsoul
groups to tackle social mattersin yoursongs.
Werethereanyothers?
Notsomuchbackduringourtime. Things were
verymuch offintorock’n’roll during those earlier years, the '50s. Ilike to
thinkofusinterms ofus cominginon the cuffs, where there were the
LaVern Bakers and the Fats Dominos and The Drifters, the Clyde
McPhatters, youname them. And we were ayoung group of people who
were comingin, butstill there were the old-timers who helped us.

However, ourcomingoutinthelate '50s sortof putmerightinto the area
of the blackmovement, the struggles, all the things that were happening
inthe 60swith Martin Luther Kingand minority people trying to own
more of themselves through their civilrights.

Iwasvery consciousof those thingsand ithas always been myway to
write messages of inspiration, evenabout current events, no matter how
controversial. [tseems to drawmeaslongasIcanseesome truthorsome
honestrealismabout how [ sense people wantto be.

Did the other two Impressions, Sam and Fred, feel the same way?
Theyseemed toappreciate it because ourresponse from people was
always veryreal, simply because the songs—“This Is My Country”,

“Choice Of Colors”, “We're AWinner” or “Amen”-seemed to hitupon
therealities of whateverybodywasallabout. While we didn’thave
the fantasticsuccess of The Temptations, or some of the bigger groups...
thatwere sellingmany, manyrecords, thereseemed to be a place
for The Impressions becauseitalways seemed torelate to the
consciousness of people.
[tmadeusindividualinaneraofrock’n’rollwhere no one else was
really doingit. Then, of course, otherswould begin to turnaround and
youwould hear James Brown - “Nowsay it loud!I'm black and I'm
proud!” —whenthosekinds of things were neversaid orrelated on such
alevel. Itmadeus feel very good.
Theothertwo fellas’ backgrounds were of the church and gospel music,
sowealwayshad ourharmonies and we alwaysrelated pretty good.

Yeslagree, becausetied inwith thatsocial conscience wasastrong
religious feel.

I'would sayso: “People Get Ready”, and things of that nature. I've always
had myown sensitive feelings, butasayoungster they probably were
more of curiosity and relating them to my own personal emotions.
However, my breeding was between my mother—whowasavery creative
person herselfwho used torecite alot of poetry—and my grandma, who
duringthose earlieryearswasoutto earn herdegree as aminister.

She had alittle storefront church in Chicago and while I lived with
mymother, I spentalotoftime with mygrandmother during the
summertime. We would travel across the countryandshe'd go to
different conventions and take us. The upbringing was of a very spiritual
and religious background, especially on herside of the family. Weeven
startedalittlegroup. ImetJerry ButlerwhenIwasvery youngbecause he
joined our group. Myself, Jerryand three of my cousins wereknownas
The Northern Jubilees outof Chicago.

We'd travel with our grandmotherand we'd sing, and that'show we
picked up the music. She called her church The Travelling Soul
Spiritualist Church, which wasideal because we moved around alot.

“Money isn't
enough. You
need the
human
contact”

CURTIS MAYFIELD

(Laughs) SolguessIpicked upalotofherways
unconsciously. Justsittinginachurchasachild,
seeingherasminister, read, preachand speak of
inspiration from different textsin the Bible.

Didyouenjoychildhood?

Ohvyeah, Ithinkso.Asmuchasanybodyelse.

Asayoungsteryoudon't playonhow pooryouare
orwhereyouareaslongasmotherand
surroundingsare somewhat content. You
don'tunderstand, oryoudon'tsee the levels
ofstruggle orracialslursand all of that stuff. If
you're bred fairlywell and you have a certain
amount of protection, and hopefullvyouhave
some modicum of common sense, you come up
prettybalanced.

Whendidyoufirstbecomeawareof the

imbalanceinsociety?

[guess my firstnoticingofitwasn’tevenon

ablack and whitelevel; it was probably between

the two families.
= Like my grandmother seemed to have more.
She had the churchand she helped my motheralotwith herchildren,
buy the clothesand stufflike that. Then the comparison of uslivingin
oneroomwith mymother, thatwould help show the difference. However,
my motheralways seemed to have the knack as to how to bringabout
other thingsto make younot play on the fact that youdidn'thaveas much
asanother,

I guess, subconsciously, especially during the early years in America,
justfrom hearing the old people talk you'd pick uplots of things of what
the pasthasbeen, what the presentis and the relationship of different
races outinthestreets, even before you've beenintroduced to them.

You comeinto the world innocentand emotionally sensitive. Youcry,
youlaugh, you play, evenyou fight, butit's ofinnocence. Colourhas
nothingtodowithit. Youonlylearn that from those in seniority.

Soitneverhitsallatonce. Yougrowinto whateveritisand thenit'show
youare balanced outbyyourpeersastohowyouare thenable torelate,
thinkand even sense towards others.

Afteryou joined The Impressions, in the early '60s youalsowrote
material for the Okehlabel, for people like Major Lance and Billy Butler.
Didyouhave to adoptadifferent approach whenwriting for them?
Inevertried to goasindepthaswould formyselfbecause itwasn'tmy
way to putsomeone else intoa category that they weren'tabout. But being
acreative personand beingcompetitive, [ could writeagood “The
MonkeyTime”.

Therewasatune Major did which would make you thinkifyoulistened
toitslyrical content—"UmUm Um Um Um Um”". It's about walking
through this crowd and there's this manssittingonabench, he just
moanedand itmade nosense, allhe said was ‘umumumum’and the
lyricwas: “I couldn’thelp myself, I must have been born with a curious
mind, I asked this man justwhat did e mean when he moaned, if he'd be so
kind, and hed still just go, um wmum um.” Youknow whatI mean?Itwas
somethingto thinkaboutdespite the rhythm.

How about outside America. Were you aware of The Impressions’
impact, say, hereinthe UK?

No, Ineverreallywas. Asamatteroffact, itwas alongtime comingfor us
tocome to England because we were afraid to get on aeroplanes.

Really?

(Laughing) Yes. Backduring the earlier years we would not fly. We were
deathlyafraid of flying, and I canrecall several times agents would tell us
thatwe had quiteafollowing here. They would even tell us that there was
agroupover here performingas The Impressions. (Smiles). But we never
gottenround tocoming to Europe, and I'mreallysorry thatwe didn't.
However, we finally began to geton aeroplanes and flyabit, and thatwas
anexperienceinitself. Nowthey're like taxis.

TheImpressions werealso influentialin Jamaica. I believe Bob Marley

and the early Wailers were modelled somewhat onyou.
Yes, we found that theyloved thelyrics of “I've Been Tryving”. “Minstrel »
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AndQueen” wasaverybigrecord out there, and they justseemed to like
ourstyle.1guess Bob Marleywas probablyakid comingupand the
influence of The Impressions and our civil consciousness as to people,
andhowwe were the firstabout expressing those thoughts, probably
motivated himas to hisown independence with his own people, and his
ownneed tobeofvalueandsay somethingofvalue.

Wewentthereonceand played for the prime minister, alongwith
Johnny Nash, and we found thatwe had agreat big fan club there. We
didn’teven knowit! We were met outat the airport; so many people. Made
us feelvery good.

Yet throughout thatsuccess, youalways seemed to have kept
level-headed.
Well, Isupposeitwas my grown-up way, evenasakid. Thatwasall 1 had,
wasmymind tothinkand to tryand keepitlevel and not to space out.
(Laughs). Ifound thatwhatIhad, I knewitwasagift.

Inmy opinion, one comesinto theworld and
whatdoeshedo?He's confused about this, he's
confusedabout thatand youlearn enoughto
know that youdon'tknow nothing! (Laughs).
Thenallofasuddenyoufind thatyou've been
blessed with something, avehicle thatyou
had no intention of using. Butsomebodylays it
out, ayellowbrickroad, and shows you that you
haveanability to do something thatisso natural
toyou, youbypassitand trytodoeverything
elsebutthat.

Iwas capable of finding thatoutatanearlyage,
andwith the help of other people, guidelines
like The Impressions who wereolder than me,
they had awill. We are goingto make it, we are
goingtodothisand here’s Little Curtis, wow!

Curtisperformssolo
onUSTVini1973.His
Back To The World
albumthatyeardealt
withthe Vietnamwar
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“Super Fly
looked to me
more like an

advertisement
for cocaine”

Givehimalittlerespectand hey! We'll guide him and with him we cango
onandmakeit.

Probably because of the respect theyallowed to come down on such
ayoungster, Icouldn’tlet them down by being such asilly young dude.
Youbegintowantto thinkintellectuallyatthelevel of your peers, and
themallowing youto doityougoonand grow up.

The’60s weresuchaninfluential and turbulent time in America, how
doyounowview thoseyears?

Well, itwas definitely that, butit was very much necessary, and thank
God the turbulence was justofenough value to make those of conscience
understand that there was true turbulence and that those of conscience
were makingit. Soitwas, let’schangeitalittle bit, let'sstartrelating, let's
givealittle, soall people can comeup alittle bit prouderabout what we as
peerswere supposed to be claiming to theworld.

Buteventslike Martin Luther King’s
assassination must have been abigsetback?
Yeah, of course. Ithurtme very deeply; ithurt
alotofpeopledeeply.

Formany people therebel wasin many, many
ways probably the easiest target for those who
did create the turbulence, because they at least
allowed an outletwhere somekeptitinside.
Ifyoukeepitinside, itcan only harm the body
and destroythe mind.

Butmany people, both blackand white,
were very, very painfully hurtbyhis death not
tomention theloss ofthereal things about
acountry.

There canbenomoney put to the value of the
lossofaMartin Luther King. Whatisacountry’s
richesandwhatisacountry’sreal poweras towhat theyareall
about?It’s certainly not money. It's the minds of men and women
toraiseacountryandgive offtheright vibesand to have the
respect of aworld; not to mention maybe anotherworld that’s
looking on. (Laughs)

Alotofpeoplestill talk about the’60s as an optimisticera.
Well, always remember thateverythingright can eventually, give
itenough time, become wrong. And everything wrong, give it
enoughtime, canbecomeright. It's the balance overalland I think
thatwhatis mostimportantisifyoulisten there’s nothing totally
eitherway. Youcanlisten toadebate, anhourof whatyouknowis
righteousness, andif they talklongenoughyou'll be able to see
some wrongs aboutit. Andyou canlisten to something thatis
supposed tobe totallywrong butif they talklong enough there
maybe certain pointsthatcould be possiblyright.

It'slike thescale of balance and it takes all people to make
abeautiful world.

Atthestartofthe’70syouleft The Impressions, butamicably.
Well, The Impressions were partof Curtom, my own record label.

Ofcourse. Whendid youstartthatand why?

Ohwow, [ thinkitwasrightafterwerecorded “We're AWinner”

in 1966 or'67. Our contractwith ABC Records had expired

and I decided to form Curtom Records. ['ve always been about
wanting toownas much of myselfas possible, and after finding
thatwe were basically doingall the promoting outon the road
andweweredoingall therunning, Iwasreadytogetinto the
record business. We formed Curtom Records and The Impressions
signedupwithme.

So come 1970, while we still came out with things like “Check Out
YourMind”, and we weresstill seeing certain amounts of success,
being the lead singerkeptme outon theroad 11 monthsayear.
How canyourunarecord companyonone endandyou're outon
theroad at the otherend?Itdidn’t make sense. I felt that I should
involve myselfmore with company and business and make it of
some value foragroup that was so strong.

However, [didn'twanttoretiremyselfasanartist. Even by
bringingin Leroy Hutson as the new lead singer, I found myself
writingabitdeeperand getting offinto other thingsas to my own

]
il
f]




creativity, which broughtoutabout thealbum
Curtis.So maybeitwasablessingindisguise, and
now Curtomhad twoartists.

What other things were you gettinginto creatively?
Well, I guess mylyrics. Say, forinstance, the
Curtisalbum. Thad always been writingsongs
ofinspiration that for the eraseemed to be
controversial. During the time “Choice Of Colors”
cameout, itwasadifferentkind of song that
rock'n'roll groups were doing. Buthere come

the 70s and I found myselfnotonly speaking
inspirationally, I found myselfalso wantingto
relate tomy own, butin a different fashion.

Like, “We People Who Are Darker Than Blue” or
“If There's A Hell Below”, then, of course “Miss Black
America”... thisiswhere Ifound myselflyricallyand
creatively going, aswellas the pretty things and the
uptempo things. I've always been able towrite more
clearly when either myemotionswerearoused or
I couldseeintoothers’ emotions and sensitivities
andrealvalues.

Inyoursoloworkyou'reboth optimisticand
pessimisticaboutaffairs. Which one’s the strongest
traitinyourcharacter?

Well, they say thatunder the sign of Geminihe’s
more pessimistic than optimistic. [am optimistic or
I probably couldn’thave succeeded asfarasThavein
thisworld.

However, [use my pessimism. [ will test the waters
beforeljumpin.Iwillsee howdeep the hole is before
lallowmyselfto fallin. I'll never jump offwithout
using the pessimisticimbalance. Theyboth canbe
ofvalue. Youcanbe over-confident,
oryou can be under-confident, butif
youuse bothyourealise that they can
both be of value and that they can work
foryou.

Youalso created anewsound within
soul music with your earlier works.
Ohyeah, Iwould thinkso. Lyricallyand
instrumentally. Songslike “Other Side
Of Town”. (Pointsat mynotes) [ notice
you have somelyrics there from “Jesus”...

That'sfromyour LP There’s No Place
LikeAmerica Today...

Whichwas oneof myfavouritealbums.
[liked the wayitcomeoffforme. It's funny, it took acertainmood to
come up and come outwith There’s No Place Like America Today, because
Ididn'tknowhowpeople would viewit.

Ifound thatin Africapeoplereallyappreciated thatalbum, that [was
writing songs thatin context, formany, seemed to be more depressed but
itseemed like the times. The economics were down, people were out of
work and itjust came offwith “Blue Monday People”, “When Seasons
Change"” and “BillyJack”, which was about a dude who was shot.

Ifound thatformeitgavealotoftruthbecause many times thatlam
writing, 'mwriting forme. It'salmostlike giving myselfa sermon. Just
allowingyourmind to come outand then come back, read itand putitall
insomekind of sensible manner. You can evenlisten toitand correctitif
it'snottotallywhatyourheadisabout.

How did you approach Super Fly?

Well, it was probably one of the best eras because there were the clothes,
there was the movieand there wasanartistthatlaid outalyricin depth
thatallowed themto accept the movie. Then there were the fadsand
there was even the introduction of whathas been herealongtime with
people, gettingoffinto cocaine. They were havingalot of fun.

Howdid youreactto thedrugscene, especiallywithin theblackcircles?
Therewasno greatreaction becauseall mylife I've seen people dealingin

Who'syour
daddy?:the
SuperFlyguy
flauntshisstyle

drugsand usingdrugs, orsmokingreefers, drinkingliquoror
takingaspirin! (Laughs) We'reall, on both sides of the continent,
drugorientated. Nothingallows youtouse yourhead andlet the
bodyhealitself. Theysay, howdo you feel? Here, take this whether
itbeon thelegitsideortheillegitside.

I'had no greatreactionabout thatexcept thatI mightnote that while the
scriptread oneway, when it came to the screen the priest who was Super
Fly...itlooked to me as though it was more an advertisement for cocaine
becauseitwasjustoverly done.

Andsobeitbecauseit putme on the fence enoughto goalittle deeper
and make whatIwasaboutwith the film, which was anti-drugs, where
Icouldgotodepthsandspeakalittle deeperabout whatwasreally going
on, whileIknew that the mediawouldlookatthe surfaceand the glitter,
the big Cadillac and the clothes. Butifitcould be balanced out, thatyou
could appreciate and enjoy the glitter but knowin your head the facts of
reality, thenit's OK.

Itakeityou'veneverbeenseriouslyinvolved with drugs?

Well, I'take the FifthAmendmenton that! (Laughing) However, 'm not
strungoutorhungup. I don'tsmoke, I don'tdrinkand at the moment I'm
freeand clearofconscienceastoany drugs.

Yoursoloworkduringthe’'70s also coincided with the Marvin Gayes,
Stevie Wonders and Last Poets of the world, who were exploring similar
topics to you. Did you feel an empathywithanyofthem?

Yeah, anytime theysaid the real things vouhad to join forces and feel
apartofit. Andyou'dlike to think that some of yourearlier sayings
wereinfluences. »
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Jury - SERTENBER

Tome, thatwasallbeautiful during those times because there were
things thatrelated from one group to another, and you could feel masses
really takingitinand understandingwhat they were allaboutand really
using theirheads. 'mabelieverin (startsalittle dancingmovement)
shake yourshaggy, shaggy, but have some food for thought, too. Why not
enjoyboth?

Butwhat effect has that musicupon people?
(Firmly) Pride, independence, more value inrelationships in family,
more value on giving respect so you can earnrespect, whetheritbe white
andblackor people ofdifferent continents. Social gatherings thatdon't
explodeinyourface because people areinharmony and the musicis of
avaluethathelpskeep them there.

[think there's nothinglike you going somewhere socially and the music
isofavalue...it'snotapreaching thing, you'restill enjoying people, but
the musicisofalevel where it's not divertingyour head. You can dance,
youcan lay backandlisten toreallyrics, and itbrings youaboutsocially
where you canrelate with others. Youcangive
debate, listen to debate and that's what that
kind of musicisallabout.

Whereas somemusics, youdon'trealiseit, but
it'sgoingagainstyourgrainorit'stooloudorit’s
notsayingnothing, orit’s monotony.

Given that then, isithard foryou toreconcile
yourreligiousbeliefswithall theinjustices
aroundin theworld?
Sometimesitisbecause He madeaveryunfair
world. However, that's justhow [ sometimes see
it.[tmay take more knowledge, ormore
understanding, ormaybe [ ought to get deeper
offto bringitall together. Butwhateveritis, it
works for the world. Thave tounderstand that
theworld and all the elements here work forit.

Butforany oneindividual speciesin the world it can be terribly unfair.
Lookat the animals and how they have to survive and how they have to
die and howsometimes, when they've gottheir thingtogether, an
element from somewhere else comes and destroysit.

It'snot because of them livingwrong or notbeingrighteous. It's because
fromsomewhere somethingelse comedownonitandit’'sgone. It'sunfair
forone, butthenitprovesthatthese over herehad to feed theirbabies, so
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r duced by
Curtis Maytiela

“Whoisto say
that lifeis to
be anything

but to
survive?”

“lguess...disco
wasn'tme""

MayfieldinLos
Angelesin1981

youlookat thatand yousay, well, [ can
understand that. Soitisin oursocial
structure, Someone has to pay whether
itbefairornot. Usually,it'sunfairfor
somebodyelse.
Oryoulookatitonalargerstructure.
It'sabeautiful day, everybody’s doing
OKandI'llbedamned, there'san
earthquake and 20,000 people just
gone!ls thatfair! Youlookatiton TVand
youcanacceptit, butifyou'rein that
predicamenthoware yougoingto
think?Youlook up to your God and you
say, I'llbedamned!What'shappening?
Ichangedtenyearsago!lgoteverything
right, noweverythingiswrong.
Suchislife. Weallacceptit. God gave
usallminds to be curious, controversial
and whateverwe've got to say we can
sayit, and thathelpsalot becauseifyou
couldn’tyou'd probably blow up.
Itservesits purpose, because howelse
could I takeontherole and wanttobe
optimistic, tosay, hey!everythingis
goingtobealrightwhen I haven't
experienced whatis the worst?
Itshould be understood that
nothingisfair. We just have the
mindand the mentalability to try
and makeitasfairand assweet,
based uponourprinciplesand our
society, aswe possibly can. Butwe
Fy stillkillupall the cows and eat them.
v,  OItovowi Webringup chickens and eat them. We
e woumomsst 1™ takesomeland overhere and those people
gottosuffer...

A s
STEREOQ,
SIDE 1

HEY BAB;!’ ,l{‘;')'e It All To Me)
urtis May tield
CURTIS MAYFIELD

Doesthatrefer to the balance scale yousing about on Honesty?
Ohyeah, IthinkIwasspeakingon (begins tohum) “Third World say..."
Ah!Iforgetmylyrics...Thave to hear those songs for them to come back,
butit probablywas. ThenIend up saying, “There’s no answer, whatare
yougoingtodo?” Nooneindividual canchangeanything.

Whichyoualsosayon“Jesus” from America Today.
Yeah: “Don't call me asaint because there’s nothing lean do. All lask of
youis that youdo as I gottado myselfand look into my inner self, only you
know howto befree.”
Youliveandyougrasp alloflife that you can, butwho is to say that
lifeisto beanythingbuttosurvive? And the masterplanis tosurvive
andreplenish. That'sall.

Whathappened to Curtis Mayfieldin the
latter partofthe’70s?
Duringthelatter partofthe'70s lwentoff. Thad
my childrenandlraised them.Ilived another
partof mylifewhichwasjustas fulfillingand
probably more successful for my own head than
thesuccess you'respeakingabout throughmy
recordsand makingmoney and seeingmy
namein headlights. Sometimes that conflicts
againsthomelifeandjustbeingwhatan earthly
personisallabout.

Canyouimagine havingyourchildrenand
—  vyou'resuchafigureintheworld that peoplerun
into youandyour children aredispersed? They

- want autographs, youbelongto them and you're not thinking that you're
‘ .

justapersonwith afamily, trying to give themalittle now. You must put
all thingsin perspective.

Evenso, you'vebeenarespected ‘name’since 1958.

Which has beenabeautiful fulfilment for me and which only makes you
need other things for yourself. Forabody to be totally fulfilled it must
have many things, and when vou go to any one excess and you ignore the




otherneedsyouare notafulfilled person. Matter of fact, youcan go
haywireiftheyalldon’tcomeinbalance. So the question youaskis
almostlike, whyaren'tyoua QuincyJones? Orwhyaren’tyousuccessful
like these people over here?

Everybody has theirown individual success, hopefully theyare capable
of puttingitallinto perspective where they can stillbe a happy person
andlead aclearlife astowhattheyareallabout. Ifnot, the success and
the moneywasonly for the media, to be totally exploited out of the
individual's context because makingmoneyand beinga person, a big
person, allitis, isexploitation to earn bucks.

Hopefully, thereissomevalue initastowhere we canrespectivelystill
say, wellyou've earned bucks fromall the media, but was there anything
said that people can use?

I'dlike to think thatmylyrics, orwhatever I've done, have atleast been
of somevalue to the consumer. However, when the consumer moves on
tootherthings, I shouldn'tbe so hungup about my own success that
[can'tlearntocome backdowninthe balance ofjustbeing people.

Asamatteroffact, success foraperson, woman orman, is probably of
more value as to, howdoes the man lose? How does the man fail? Can he
orshe getup again? How do they take on just beingafterhavingrode up in
theair? Howdotheytake on havingto crawl on the ground? Only when
youcanacceptbothinthecycledolseeapersonassuccessful. Thenit’s
abouthissurvival, hiswitand hisability tostill carryonand notbe so
influenced astoeitherend thathe can’'t beanormal person.

Well, thoselatter-day albums, Heartbeat,

Do ItAll Night...

Heartbeat1enjoyed. Do It All Night, I think
everyone was locked up into disco and really,
Iguess...discowasn’tme. Or, there wasn't
enough time forme toadapttodisco creatively.
Idon’t think [was the greatest producer or
performeratwhat greatdiscoisabout. So I tried
and failed, inmy opinion.

Through thoseyearsyoualsowentthrough
quiteafewrecordlabels.

Westarted offwith Buddah, thenwe went to
Warner Brothers, from Warner Brothers we
went to RSO, and RSO was probably the shortest
andlastof the distributions. Itwas —
pendingon thebusinessand of
courseourability to make money.
Theyareallinvestmentsin
acreative personand, inorder
foryoutobecreative, you've got
to earn money somewhere, justto
beoutthere.

Itmust have beendifficult
adaptingtoimpersonalbig
companiesafterrunningthe
showyourselfwith Curtom.
Yeah, itsure was (laughing)
becauseall mylife hasbeen, even
ontheupand coming...[had some
kind oflittlelabel. Inthe end
[decided togowith Neil Bogartof
Boardwalk Records, and itwas
somethingthatyouadjusted
yourselfto.lwassorrytosee Neil
leave because he was, inmy
opinion, thekey to whateverwe
weretryingtodoasfaras
Boardwalk was concerned. When
heleftitwaslike thelastofthe
parentstoleave.

Areyoustillwith Boardwalk?
No,I'mnot.I'mafreeagent.

Doesthatworryyou?
No.

“I'd like to
think that my
lyrics have
been of some

value”

CURTIS MAYFIELD

Becausel felt Honestywasarealreturnto form...
Yeah, I felt so too. Butin myopinion [ had nostrength or believersin the
company, and that's veryimportantforanartist.

Areyoustill contentwith yourlifeand thewayit’s going?

Yeah, I'mstill doing the thingsIlike to do, that I love. It's not necessary
thatitearnsasbigabuck thatitsometimesdid. justbelieve in myself
enoughto think'llalwaysgetby.

Howdoyoufeelaboutlivingin America?
Thealbum?

No, actuallylivingin the States.
Oh,it'smyhome. I feelgoodinit.

Any thoughtson Reagan?

Hey, he’saccepted justlike laccepted many other presidents. Remember
itisn't the president, it's the people. They're the ones that hit the news, but
remember they're the ones the people broughtin whetheritbe a mistake
ornot. Who'stosay thata country and its masses can’t make mistakes?
We all do. However, that'shome and how I feelaboutitislike asking me
how [ feel about my family and my childrenand where [ live. laccept his
poorqualitiesjustas much aslaccepthis good qualities.

Butyouareanti-nuclear missiles.

Well, those things sometimes come about. Thatdoesn’t mean everyone
isn'tanti-nuclear. Either way we're goingto go.
(Laughs) We're probably far too gone to give
andtake. Theonly good thingaboutitis thatit
won'tharm theactual world. Itwilljust
replenishitselfandit’'sgotall the timeinthe
world. (Laughs) It’s just those who don’thave
thattime, sometimes panic.

Lookingoverit, it would seem thatyou place
your faith morein actual humanrelations
thananykind of mass political answer.

It's probably because I know that best. Mass
political things, to me, are manipulators.
That'slike ‘Ifthere’s hell below weareall
goingtogo'. Thefirstthing, asIsaid earlier,

is to gain enough knowledge

to find thatyouare awfully
unknowledgeable about
everything. Itcanallbecome
soconfusing, and that's justlife.
However, that's not to say that we
don’tenjoylife.Sobeit.

Reunitedwith
Thelmpressions,
BeaconTheatre,
New York,1983

Itjustseemsillogical thatyour
best LPinages, Honesty,
shouldn’thave succeeded.

Oh, I enjoyed Honesty. Itwas my
will to put togethersomething
thatIthoughtwouldbevery
strong, competitive and maybe
somethingappreciated. However,
withallofthat, itseemed in my
opinion thatitwasdoneinvain
simplybecause [ had noreal
outletforit. Sobeit.It's happened
before many times.

[t's probablyjustatthe step
ofwhatcould be mybest. Who
knows? You tryand notlet that
break you down, where you
can’trespond back, because
that'swhat the whole game
is. You throw thingsup and
hopefully one or two may stick
outof200r30.

Whatelse can youdo? Youknow
whatl mean? pPaolo Hewitr ®
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JoBoxers:
rubbingpeople
upthewrongway

/" PHOENIX THEATRE
ONDON ——

LIVE!

ST

Five working as one

MM JUL2

HETROUBLE JOBOXERS are
T having to persuade people that their

roughneckimage has nothing to
do with their songs, butjust the way they
presentthem, should be terminated by live
performance. Thatitisn'tis simply because
the people put off by the caps and baggies,
boots and macho ID are staying away. This tiny
Phoenix Theatre should be packed, butit’s
not.Sowhat's tobe done?

Lord knows but listen; let's cut the crap.
The only mystery about JoBoxersisn't “Why
won'tshe?” or,if she will, “Why does she doit
witheveryone else?" Theiraims aren’t that
provocatively sexist. Yet.

They maylook likeagang
but they play like a team,
andbeneath tonight’s
bruising efficiency and
corny bravado lurk some
of the keenest and least-
appreciated personal
examinations currently
operatinginpop. The
Boxers'teamis five
individuals working as one.
Theirs aren’t the gratuitous gangbangs
of Slade, but songs of desperate
disappointment and rampant lust, bitter
jealousy and healing hatred.

Theirs are honest, individualist statement
songs that swagger -notasidle boasts but
because they've either got something to
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Beneath tonight’s
corny bravado
lurk some of the
keenest personal
examinations in pop

swaggerabout or because the alternativeis
tobreak down.

Theirs are good-time songs of personal
pride that say “hold your head up”, songs
that won't have any truck with the miserable,
useless self-pitying negativity of the likes
of New Order.

But tonight, hampered by a piano that
refuses to acknowledge atune and a guitar
thatrefuses to participate, JoBoxers seem
moreintent to do battle with their detractors
than to play to their strengths andloosen the
solidifying setbacksinherentintheirimage.

Their best song tonightis newandit’s
brilliantandit’s called
“She's Got Sex". It'sasharp,
witty, sassy, pretty accurate
expression of the way many
(most?) males feel when
the sap'srising. It will, of
course, be called oiksome
by many and offensive by
more. And, of course, itis
anditisn’t.

I suspectthere’sno
solution. | suspect the
"Boxers will continue to write songs of rare
intimacy and intricacy and then spoil them by
using them to deliberately rub people up the
wrong way. Oh, there will be hitsin the charts,
but the crowds still won't come and justice
won't be done through fear and disgust.

Steve Sutherland

Depressingly |
garthbound

MMAUG 13

ELL, YOU CAN always
Whope, can'tyer? Fatlot

of good that'll do you on
anightlike this.

The Smithswereinflightaslarrived;
warblinginto the gloomas though the
indifferent crowd somehow owed them
something. Thrummingand strumming
like The Farmer’s Boys, with cow dung
spillinginto theirwaders, The Smiths
remained obstinately and depressingly
earthbound.Theaded for the swarm
atthebar.

AnA&Rmanofmyacquaintance
tried to convince me that SPKwere part of
somesortof new movementwhich
allegedlyalsoincludes Test Department.
However, itwill take more than his
generous offer of women and drugs !
to convince me thataman beatingon [ 18
packing cases withlengths of carbumpers
andafemalesinger who
blends the worst of Siouxsie with out-takes
from Lohengrinwill ever be more thanan
excruciatingracket.

Finally, MrDevoto and hisgroup took the
stage. Howard strove to project an offhand
bonhomiebut failed miserably, leading his
teamintoarendition of “Way Out Of
Shape”whichsoundedlikeajaded country
&western band pluggingin forthefifth set
ofthenight.

Despiteloose-limbed versions of
“YouNever KnewMe" and “ASong
From Under The Floorboards”, Howard
deliveredlittle to make me disagree
with Professor Worrall’s hostile review
ofacouple ofweeks back. Ofhis newsongs,
only “Rainy Season” came close to
competing with the
baldingguru's past
masterpieces, and
eventhiswas
scarcelyshow-
stopping.

Dave
Formula
exhibited
nolittle
subtletyathis
keyboards, while
AlanStClairshowed
his guitarno quarter, but
Howard seemed unable
to do more than skate through the motions.
Casual to the pointofabsent-mindedness,
Devoto simply didn't ‘
seemto care,and by theend of the | ]
proceedings, nordidI.

The tide’sgone out, Howard. |
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Something

‘ almost

| thefickle affections of this

unheard of

MM JUL 30

F YOUSTRAINyour eyesand peer back,
I way backinto the sea of hands stretched

above the heads keeping the beat of
“Careless Memories” alive long after the song
itself has ceased in a thunderous crescendo
and the band has quit the stage, you canjust
make out the message on the sheet-and-
bamboo banner tottering precariously above
the cheering throng:

“WELCOMEHOME DURANDURAN, WE
LOVEYOU!

Duran Duran at Villa Park was not only an
event that everybody present -band, fans and
officials alike - will remember for the rest of
their lives. It was asignificant experience,
adreamdawningintoreality,the emergence
of amajor talentand astandard set for live
performance so high that many are destined
totryand matchitand, | fear,mostare
destined to fail.

Or, asyou've probably gathered by now, if
youwere daft or unfortunate enough not to
be there youmissed out on something very
special because this was probably Duran
Duran's best gig ever. Irrespective of how the
band performed, the returnto Brumwas
bound to be a highly charged, emotional
reunion between Duran and their fans, but
the orchestration and sheer magnitude of
their triumph was stunning evidence of how
far Duran have superseded
all competition, how firmly
they've become beloved of

nation'syoungladies, and
how surely they've mapped
outand followed through
the manoeuvres of success.

They're doing something
almostunheard of; they're
peaking onaturning point,
hitting mass popularity just
as they'reimproving,
expanding and exploring. Justasthey're
growing sure enough to trust their own
judgement and realise the essence of Duran
Duranlies notin the synthesis of aping their
heroes (they've long outgrown that!) butin
the unique chemistry of five individuals.

They're setting sail on a voyage of discovery
and, the marvellous thing is, they're taking
afair percentage of the world's youth along
with them.,

Framed against amonumental backdrop
of classical pillars of pulsing light, Duran'’s
Villa show was an emotional farewell, a step
backinto the future, characteristic enough
to be accessibly familiar but so extraordinary
insome senses thateventheband were
forced, later that night, to reassess their own
idea of themselves.

No one — from Thin
Lizzy followers to
Jam devotees -
need feel ashamed
to enjoy them

VILLA PARK
— BIRMINGHAM ——

Somesongs played at
Villa Park will, almost
certainly, neverbe
performed again-Duran
have progressed past the
enthusiastic but one-
dimensional “Planet Earth”
and sound uncomfortable
struggling with the excess
burden ofideas never fully
integratedinto “Nightboat”.

“Friends Of Mine"”
and “My Own Way”
were considered prime
candidates for the chop,
but the former suddenly
stretched into a flexible
vehicle forle Bon'sincreasingly dramatic
vocal ambitions. The latter, pounding to
an exhilarating and impromptu staccato
halt, shocked the bandinto contemplating
its reprieve.

Other confirmed favourites also behaved
asif they couldn'tafford complacency under
the threat of the sprightly opener “Is There
Something | Should Know” (never performed
live before this week, remember), the
raucous, taut and deceptively ramshackle
encore of Iggy Pop's “Funtime” and the as-yet
underdeveloped but rhythmically colossal
“Union Of The Snake".

Justas Duran proved
at Villa Park that they're
not content tolet their
reputation do their talking
for them, sotheirsongs
responded to new
challenges. “Girls On Film",
forinstance, sounded
uncannily asifit was written
three yearsago with the
present “bigband" lineup
inmind, so easily did it
accommodate and luxuriate in the twists and
thrusts of sax, percussion and backing vocals.

Much has been made of Duran'’s
dependence on tried, true, and allegedly
dubious methods to achieve success, and
certainly, within their stage presentation,
there's astute showbiz calculation. Simonle
Bon -not the world's greatest dancer-has
beenridiculed asabar-room Elvis mimic,
Andy Taylor's storming gallops around the
stage have beentracedbackto AC/DC's
Angus Young and John Taylor's scream-
inducing hip swivels onthe lip of the stage
have encouraged accusations of arrogance.

Inaway, these criticismare just but,
typically, Duran turn them all to their
advantage. What the casual observerseesas
le Bon's poorly studied panoply or rock poses,

communicatesinits very inexpertness as
sincere, expressive gestures to the fans.

JT's cockiness contains enough of the star
to encourage adulation but also enough of the
nodandwinktobe alaugh, and Andy's guitar
heroics add yet another dimensionto Duran's
already multi-faceted appeal. They can be
everything to anybody, and thus no one - from
Thin Lizzy followers to Jam devotees - need
feelashamed to enjoy them. Thisisnot to say
that they lackidentity; onthe contrary,it'sa
testament to their individuality that they
scorn categorisation.

Oneneedonly compare theirinstantand
genuinely wonrapport with even the furthest
corners of Villa Park to the comparative
failures of support acts Prince Charles and
Robert Palmer to appreciate Duran's intuitive
and acquired expertise.

Prince Charlesis, of course, the coarse
street-funksterin chief; a man with a massive
ego,acouple of songs almost fit to flatter it
and the most turgid and cliched live show
imaginable. His rabble-rousing antics and
patentinsincerity cause no more than minor
ripples around the immediate rim of the stage
while his band of butchers bludgeoned even
his most memorable numberslike “Cash
Money" into hollow, heavy metal theatrics.

Robert Palmer was equally disappointing,
the intimacy and subtlety of his songslost in
the cavernous arena and his unwillingness to
meet the crowd half way resulting in his set
never achieving a status beyond that of
sluggish background music. Segueing minor
hit into minor hit with barely anintroduction,
Palmer sankinto hissongs rather than trying
tosellthemand, great soul voice or not, he
left uslooking for clues as to why he couldn’t
enhance emotion with a little motion.

And so, unsurprisingly, the day belonged to
Duran.Of the 20,000-or-so at Villa Park last
Saturday, I'llbet no one, but no one, went
home lessthan elated. Steve Sutherland
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More and more successful in spite o )
of themselves, THE GURE remain > ™
mysterious. Members come i %

50, ROBERT SMITH aduits. &Y
“I suppose | must be hdrd to
work with,” he says. “I think it’s
because | have a clear idea of how
things should be approached.”
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Thepost-Pornography
core Cure:Lol Tolhurst
and(right) Robert Smith
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July - SEpTRMBER

MELODY MAKER

WORKON MY ownand other people work with me. ..
that’s The Cure.”

Oh God, here we go again.Imean, are The Cure or
aren'tthey?

Paleasdeath, draped round the door frame, shirt
undone, eyes focusing vaguely, Robert Smith picks out
afewfaces. Helurches forward and teeters precariously. He has justeaten
fish, the first solid morsel, so he
says, to have passed hislips for

14

almostaweek. ' nNe cure th;:a \ﬁ\fti“‘(

He feelssick. He'sonadiet. He
sipslemonade shakily, passes
hishand absently through his
hairand explains why he must
gotobed.

“I'vebeen hallucinating,” he
whispers, tohimselfas muchasto
anyoneelse. “Ijustkeptseeing
faces...faces... everywhere..."

Hunger, habitand the nervous
exhaustionoftwoimpromptu
gigshave sapped hisenergyand
dulled his spirit. Heapologises,
swaysandretires. Sowe stilldon'tknow: do
The Curereallyexist, ifnotwhynot, and if
so,whoarethey?

“Asit‘appens, guys ‘n’ gals... the sons of
Dracula...”

The Cure on Top Of The Popswas an event
almostasabsurd asJimmy Savile'sinanity.
Theylooked and acted bored but, allacross
the nation, Cure fans, Cure convertsand
folks who can’ttell The Cure from Culture
Club, and couldn’tcareless, interpreted
Smith'sstifled yawnsas enigmatic
arrogance. Suchis the power ofreputation.
Suchistheimpactofdressingin black.

Last Christmas I recited the “Alas poor
Yorick” epitaph over the corpse of The
Cure, cradled Smith'sskullinmylap and
pronounced this Prince Hamlet poisoned
by acripplingsycophantic popularity.

Unwittingly[waswrong. I'darranged a
premature burial: eitheranimperceptible
pulse was beating through thatcold
corpse, orthiscreature miming the
motionson Top Of The Popsis theking's
ghostcome back to demand revenge on the
traitorous and cowardly charts.

Whatever, peopleare taking “The Walk”
toheartand Idon’tevenknowwhyitwas
made, letalone fromwhence sprang the
unprecedented surge of sanity that
galvanised the publicinto spending their
cashonsuchadeservingrecord. I mean,
why display taste, why change the habitof
alifetime?

OBERT SMITH IS now sprawled

onadirty white towel on a grey

shingle beach, refreshed byalong
night’s sleep andstilldrippingfrom adip
offthe Cornish coast. Raising himselfon
one elbow, he ponders the priorities and
plans, the faults and finesse of The Cure
now and never. In four hours’ time he will
rise, leave the side of his deathly pale
girlfriend Mary and coolly enthral
thousands who have undertaken the
pilgrimage to the Elephant Fayre to pay
homage to his tortured muse.
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Rightnow, though, hejuststares out to seaandsays: “One of the
reasons you thought whatyou did, thatwe sort of stopped after the last
album, Pornography, was because things had become too structured
and we were obligated to do too much.

“Oneofthe ways outof that-even though itwasn't considered at the
time, [ thinkitwasalways hovering-was thatifitbecame notagroup
thenwe would be underno obligation to doanything. Now no onereally
knows what’s goingon, except forme... and even1don't know what's
goingonsome ofthe time.”

He'sneither stoned norrevelling in some acquired vagueness.
Robert Smith meansit.

“Idon’tfeel ready to have a formal Cure again, it seems unnecessary
atthemoment.”

Today, in the south-west of England, nextweek in America, and in
10days’ time, cuttinganewsinglein Paris, The Cure will be Robert
Smith, Lol Tolhurst (the original drummer turned keyboard player),
AndyAnderson (the brilliant ex-Brilliant drummer) and Phil

“Ifitbecamenot
agroup,thenwe
wouldbeunder

noobligationto
doanything”:
London, 1983




Thornalley, the co-producer of Pornography, on bass.
Afterthatit'sback toscratch. Lolstumps up the beach
toexplain.

“Afterfive orsixyearswe'vehad alot of people
through, butin theend itworked out thatonlymeand
Robertreally goton with each ather permanently, for
alongtime. I thinkit'sbecause we've known each
othersince we were five and we don't take each
otherthatseriously.

“Inever thought The Cure would pack up
because there’stoo much ofabond between me
and Robert toeverletitfade away. There’sloads
oftimes when we'vesaid, ‘we don'twanttosee
eachotherforthislength oftime’ or ‘wecan't
dothis, we can'tdo that,’ butin theend there’s
alwayssomething thatbringsusback. It'slikea
shared history, the fact that we remember all
the things we've done together before and it
triggers off something. Maybeit’slikearecall
of people’s emations...

“I'mean, the thing that keepsitmovingis
change more thananythingelse, justthe need
to change. Like, whyIchanged tokeyboards
wasbecausel'd goneas farasIwanted with drums and, whenwe
started, we never specifically decided on theideaofaband as such. It
wasjustagroup of peopleallinterested in thesame kind of thingand
we'dwork things out fromthat...”

Smith shuffles on the shingle but showsno sign of remorse.

“I'suppose I mustbe hard to work with overa period of time,” he
admits, “Ithinkit's mainly becausel haveaclearidea ofhow things
should be approached, how they should be worked outand how they
should end up, and [ suppose that people just get fed up with that single-
mindedness. That's understandable-1don'thold any grudges or beefs
about people comingand going, butanyone that’s been in the band has
always known that compromises only go up toacertain line, and after
thatI make the decisions.

“The Cure's evolution justfollows what I'mlike and I can’treally plan t.
Imean, I cansee thedifferent phasesinretrospect; like Three Imaginary
Boysisverynaive; we werereally youngwhen those songs were written,
andthen 17 Seconds and Faitharereallyuncertainrecords, and
Pornographyis quite violent.

“Thingsare onlydonelike thatafteracertainamount ofexperience
and, when that phaseis comingtoanend, thenitis catalogued, which
ishowit'sbeendonein the pastand why there hasn'tbeenanything
forthcomingin the recent pastsince Pornography-because there's
nothing there that’s motivated me enough to think, ‘Oh! You ought todo
somethingabout that!™

That“nothing forthcomingintherecent past” conveniently
circumvents two singles: “Let's Go To Bed”, a failed disco excursion, and
“TheWalk”, The Cure’srecent top 10 hit. Smith draws his knees to his chin
and explains.

“Ijustwantedto seeifl could write areally dumb pop song that would
getplayed on theradio, because Thadn'twritten anythinglike that for
agesandages. 'Let's Go To Bed' was a conscious effort towrite something
very pop, butitwasn'tsupposed tobe a Curesingle, it was supposed to be
asolosingleso thatljusttook the blame forit. [didn’t want the name of
The Curetobe tainted with asingle like that, but there was alotofrows
andbad feelingaround thattime andsoitgotreleased as The Cure.”

He grimaces, an uncharacteristic gesture thatexpresses his disgust.

“Itwasn’tcommercial anyway. Irealised when I did it-whichis why
lostinterestinit-thatitwasn'thorrible enough, itjustwasn’tquite dumb
enough tobe commercial. Itdidn't getanywhere, itdidn’t ever get played
ontheradio.”

Lol attempts to ease the depression. "I think it was successful, though.
We'realways trying to change people’sideas of us, especially people
who thinkofusas abitpo-faced, y'’know, thekings of doom. A lot of
people thinkwe don'thave alighterside to ourselves, soitwaslike a
funnyexperiment.

“‘The Walk'was another experiment because we'd been very orthodox
intheway thatwe'd used things before so we decided to do somethingall
electronic. That's why we had Steve Nye to produce it, because we heard
thestuffhe’d done with Japan on Tin Drumand, although that'sall
electronic, itsounds acoustic.”

“If you feel
upset then
maybe, with
us, there’s an
exorcism”

THE CURE

HENEXT SINGLE,” says Robert, “will
again be justan oddity. Imean, like
‘The Walk' is notreallya partof The
Cure’sevolution, inasense the idea of The Cure
stopped with Pornography and won'tbe carried
onagain untilwe do another album or until I sit
downand seriously do something.

Thesesinglesexist purely because I'm writing

~ songsandiflwrite one thatIthink'sgood
enough tobereleased onarecordI putitout,
butlseethemasentertainment, whereas
somethinglike Pornographyl thoughtofas
muchmore than that.

Pornographywasabout things that have far
more far-reachingeffect, itwas far more
consideredabout...Idunno... someofthe
horrorsthatpeople go through justin everyday
livingIsuppose. ‘The Walk'isreally justabout
anisolated incident—it'sjustlikeadream
sequence. | justdidn'twant torestrictmyselfto
doingsomethingwhich necessarilyhadtobe
very... passionate, [ suppose.”

SoThe Cure, asoftenaccused, are contrived?

“No.Alltherecordsreflected howI feltat the time they were made. [ was
pretty doomy and gloomywhen Idid Faith,immensely doomyand
gloomyin fact. Otherwiseitwould justbelikea Tears For Fears sort of
band-you'dbe doingthingsthatare transparent. Everythingwe've done
hasbeen... it'sanawfulword but, honest, oursongs have actually
representedlifeasit’s seenbymembersinthe band.

“People used to criticise me forwandering offinto unreality, but that's
one of the mostridiculous criticisms we've ever faced in that there's
absolutely nosuch thingasunreality. lmean, how I perceivereality is
probably totally different from how you perceive it. Ihope so, anyway,
some of the things you come up with!”

Thanks Robert. Sowhat’s the bigdeal with The Cure’s perception? What
isitthat peoplefind in Smith’s private terror to titillate them?

“Abitofinsanity?Idunno... It'slikeasking whatI getoutoflistening to
New OrderorJoy Division.Imean, when I heard Closer, itdidn'tmake me
wantto goand throw myselfin thesea, butitreflected alot of things that
Ithoughtand there'safair few people that do things, not justin music
butintheartsingeneral, thatreflect parts of what I considermyown
characterand doitfarbetter than mealotof the time. I mean, 'm
probably more critical of what we've done than anybody!”

“Itrynottoanalyseit,” says Lol, paddling. “It'sabit of fatalism maybe...
anunsettlingthing... it'snotangst... whatitis, isifyou feel upset then
maybe, withus, there’san exorcism. That's the nearest thing I can think
of.Idunno...I'vetried foragesto think up a phrase or some word that
could describeitbutIcan’t.It’s probably a good thing because once you
getto thestage where you candescribeit, then the problem or the need to
reliveitisn’t there.”

Thesewords, openly uttered ankle-deep in cold water, are tantamount
toanadmission that The Cure are content towallowand survive. It's the
actofexorcism... no, the exorcismitself that fuels their creativityand the
moreyougetto wonderingwhy, the more you getto think that, yes, maybe
thisisone bigmiserable pose.

Have The Cure never gagged atthestenchinavandalised phone box?
Have they everwitnessed anincontinentdrunksplit his head on the
floor? Have they ever come home to find the walls smeared with shitand
thecat’'shead kicked in? Do The Curelivein the real world atall or does
Smith'sargument thatindividual perceptionisalljustify The Cure's
egocentricexistence?

Andso youspend 24 orso hours onand offwith The Cure and Lol talks of
beingbottledinabarwhile Smith sleepsoffhis exhaustion. He talks of
beingrun down by buses while Smith dreams of drowning, he discusses
cannibalismwhile Smith struggles with slumber, he admits he couldn’t
cosharabbitoutofitsmiseryevenifhe could perhapseatacorpseifhis
planecrashedin the Alps.

Andyourealise The Cureare notplayingwith fire for the thrill of it. Even
relaxed andjokingonthebeach, they can'thelp but notice the frail skin that
dividessecurity fromdisaster. Theycan’thelp butbe fascinated by fear.

The Curearen'tacure, butthey’re nocomplainteither. Look
aroundat theillsinfecting the chartsand be thankful for that
factalone. SteveSutherland o
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THE GO-BETWEENS,
FRANKIE, THE SMITHS,
JOHN LYDON AND MORE
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“Nearly allthe
newmusicllikeis

| photographedon
S P grap|
" October14,1983
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"I like to be at the
centre of things”

MM NOV 5

OUHAVETO see Madonna on stage to really

understand. Here is a special kind of spell; a fantasy

bothinnocent and seductive. She dances witha
classical grace and a professional’s poise, but that's not
all. For her to pull the microphone down between her
legs, to open herred mouth and tilt back this child’s face
is somehow asex cliche made fresh. How she can make
such aheavymetal stance seem vitalisamystery that
makes her fascinating. The way she moves with her team
of dancers is nothinglike you've seen before. Light years
away from facile disco prancing and the fierce
pumpn’grind of funk, they describe moods almost too
noble for the music itself; motions rudely spiked with the
frank images of sexual voyeurism.

Herappearanceisstrangely disconcerting too: a devil
angel's facestraight out of the monochrome pages of
Kenneth Anger’s Hollywood Babylon, and asmall, tight
bodywhose softcurvesare more friendly than enticing.
Between these two extremes, the knowing temptressand
thelittle girl, existsa tension thatis the essence of the
whole exercise.

Ofcourse, it’s nothing new, and Madonna would be the
firsttoadmit that, pointing to the obvious spectres of
Marilyn Monroe and Frances Farmer. But thisisn’ta
game foramateurs; played badly it seems tawdryand
crass. Thatshe makes itwork suggests that thisisn'tso
much apartasagenuine projection. Maybe Madonna
getsawaywithitallbecauseit'sasreal asreal gets.

Raised inthe charged atmosphere ofan Italian Catholic
family in Detroit, she made a pointoflearninghow to
winexclusiveattentioninacompetitive environment.
Aimingtobeadancer, shestarted trainingin her
pre-schooldaysbefore enrollingat the Universityof »
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Michigan tostudy balletand moderndance.
Moving to New York, she worked with acouple
ofdance troupes, dabbled in movies and then
decided thatmusicwas hertrue calling. Itall
soundslikesomesicklyre-runof Fame, butshe
wastesno timein denouncingthis newgilded
versionofthe Americandreaminleotards. “Let
metell you,” shesaysacidly, “myexperience
hasnothingatalltodowith that particular
brand of escapism—-Imean onlyasucker would
believe thatstuff!”

Aftergrubbingaround Manhattan with
various uncommitted punk groupsshedecided
togetbacktoherrootsindance musicandstart
writing for herself. Armed witha demo tapeand
herown compelling personality, she touted
round the majorlabels, finally meetingup with
Sire boss Seymour Stein, the manwho signed
Talking Heads and then made millions out of
propertyand antiques.

“Seymouractuallysigned me up inhospital,”
sherecalls fondly. “He was having his heart
cleaned out! Itwassuch astrange situation. |
mean, herelamgoingintoahospital tomeet this
man1've never met before who'ssitting therein
hisjockeyshortsand drip feed inhisarm!He
waslike drugged outofhis mind as well, y'’know.

“Butheloved my tape-he was the only one
whosaid [ could gostraightinto the studio.
Epic, Geffen, Atlantic, theyall wanted more
demos. Solthought, ‘Well he seemslikeanice
man,’ and Sire had this reputationas alabel
that took chances. What did L have tolose?”

Herdebutalbum isaslickamalgamofrock,
funkanddisco, thevariousstrands of
influence forged finely together by producer
Reggie Lucas, aname usually associated with
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blackvocalistslike
Stephanie Mills and
Phyllis Hyman.
Madonna’s singing brings
tomindanotherblack
artistaswell, the Michael
Walden protégée Stacy
Lattisaw, butunlike Stacy,
Madonna's fire-and-desire
lyrics conjure up astronger and altogether
more saleable image.

Despite her bedroom-wall potential, success
hasso farlargelybeen supported by the black
and hispaniccommunities, but the release of
“Burning Up” and the accompanyingvideo
could rapidly change all that. Madonna pouts,
pantsand beats the ground inafrenzy of
contrived frustration, Hands desperately
pushingup her hair, she pleads, “Do you wanna
see medown onmyknees.../Unlike the others I'd
doanything/I'm not the same, L have noshame/
I'monfire, you knowyougot me burningup,
baby!Burning up for your love.”

Inawayit’s preposterous and then again
there'sthisundeniableattractioninwatching
someonewhojustdoesn't careabout therules
ofgoodtasteand whocan

the centre of things. But
aswellas thisoutward
aggressiveside there'sa
partofme that'sveryshy.

“Youseelthinkit'sreally
importanttomake yourself
vulnerabletopeopleina
performance. On theother
handit’s nicetokeep your
distance, too. I'vealways thought the most
charismatic people have those dual opposites.”

Heresherecalls the seminalfigures ofthe old
Hollywood, stars that came outa period that
nowappears touchingly naive when compared
tothe'80s. “ButIstill thinkit's possible tostay
openand childlike. Therearebasichuman
elements there no matterwhat thetimeis-they
transcend eras and fashion. I thinkitis very
important to maintain the childinyourself. |
think the peoplewho aren’tafraid to staylike
thatare the people who always come up with
the freshestideas.”

InfactMadonna's “ideas” aren’t the most
original under the sun, but the enthusiasmand
verve withwhichshe presents them give them
anewlease oflife, aspark thatlet’s youbelieve
she could havedreamtup

'

say and do the most
outrageous thingsandstill
seem charming.
Consideringher
performance, with more
heavybreathingthana
marathon shecomments:
“Welllam passionate! That's
the Latininme.I'malsovery
manipulative, [like tobeat

8 Madonnaon
CanalStreetin
New York City,
December1982

“Sire had this
reputation as a
label that took

chances. What did
| have to lose?”

the whole sweet-bad girl
scam herself. Herrecent
showatthe Camden Palace
proved she had plentyof
resourcestocopewiththe
unexpected (thecomplete
collapseofthe sound
system) and the typicallyicy
London crowd (something
she'dalreadyexperienced
carlierthisyear).

While she'sanxioustoattract “thekind of
peoplewho might like Grace Jones”, her
currentambitionsdon’tstretch beyond the
celebration of teenage passion. “Theworld isin
suchabad shape at the moment-who wantsto
hearaboutitinsongs,” she opines. “They want
songs about fallingin love and beinglonely.”

Theincredible success of Grandmaster
flesh's “The Message" argues that thingsaren’t
quite that black-and-white, but Madonna
eagerly dismisses their “voice of the people”
stance. “l know Grandmaster Flash & The
Furious Five very welland theyare so full of
shit! Those guysare well off, believe me, and
verysure of themselves.

“I'mtired of hearingrecords abouthowwe
liveon thestreet, y'know;it'sajokeat this point.
Theydon'tliveon the street; that's theirimage.
Ifyouwannamakeahitrecordyou'renatliving
onthestreet, 'msorry! Andnow theyre
singingabout theevilsofcocaine—what!”

Forsomeone who lives and worksin New
York, Madonna hasrefreshinglybalanced
attitude about the city every other British
dancegroupisbustingtorecordin. “Actually,
Igetmore ofabuzzcomingtoLondon,” she
says, adding that the scramblein search of
that Midas touch from Manhattanname
producersis justanotherempty fashion.

“Infactnearlyallthe newmusicllikeis
British,” she asserts. And to showher faith the
nextalbumwill probablyberecordedin
London. “Withallyourbandsin New York
Ishouldn'thaveany problemfindingafree
studio, don’tyou think?” Ian Pye




Yoko:newjoint
albumwithher
A latehusband
|
|

"Historical
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according to astatementissued by

Dialogue,comprising42 minutes of

| songcalled “O Sanity”.

John Lennon

significance”

OHN LENNONAND Yoko Onoareto be
J featured on several albums “of major
musical and historical significance”,
Polygram Records of New York this week,
| coinciding with the third anniversary of
Lennon’s assassination. Theywillall be
released simultaneously worldwide, the
UK outlet beingvia the Polydorlabel.
Thelastsixsongsrecorded by Lennon,
and never beforereleased, areincluded on
thealbum Milk And Honey, which comes
outon23]January-anditalso featuressix
previously unissued Yoko Ono tracks. It will
alsobeavailablein cassette form, witha
12-pagelyricand photo booklet, and it will
appearatthe same timeasa Compact Disc.
Priorto this, tomorrow (Friday) sees the
release of the LP Heartplay: Unfinished

conversationwith the Lennons. It'staken
from the original 22-hour tape of one of the
lastinterviews theygave, andit'sbeen
separated by Yoko into seven different
sections, each coveringa differentsubject.
Sandwiched between these two albums
comes anewsingle on9January. The A-side
features the classic Lennonsong “Nobody
Told Me”, and it’s coupled with anew Yoko

Yoko Ono

June 30,1983:David
Bowieonstageat
Hammersmith
Odeon,London

"We're delighted"

MM OCT 29

AVID BOWIE HAS raised more than £90,000 for a London
Dcom munity group, following his benefit gigat the Hammersmith

Odeonin June. And Bowie himselfhas had some say in how the
£93,500 will be spent by the Brixton Neighbourhood Community
Association. The success of the Bowie benefitis in stark contrast to the
Duran Duran fiasco at Aston Villa football ground, when their charity
show for Mencap, an organisation for the mentally handicapped, failed
toraiseany moneyatall.

Backin Brixton, the community association are intending tospend
£10,000 onasenior citizens programme, and alarger amount will go
towards the establishment ofanew community centre. The existing
premisesin Mayall Road have to be vacated by the end of thisyear to
make way for new building. Courtney Laws, association director, says
the new centre willbe named after David Bowie.

“We'redelighted that the Hammersmith Concert was such a great
success,” he commented thisweek. “We do believe that the new
community centre willbe greatly welcomed by the Brixton
community and provide well-needed recreational facilities. We
have told Mr Bowie thatwe would like to show ourappreciation
of hisefforts by namingthe centreafterhim.”

“Extra time”

MM NOV 26

LOSANGELES PUNKband Black Flagarein Los Angeles County

Jail. They were locked up for contempt of court, but their original

sentence was extended due to their reported “continuing bad
behaviour”. The group were sentenced to seven daysin prison for
releasing records when they were under court orders not to.

A spokesman said: “There was aninjunction to stop them releasing
any more material as they had a dispute with MCA Records in America.
Theyweren't supposedtorelease anything until it was sorted out.

“They then released Everything Went Black, an album of previously
unobtainable recordings, and they continued to put out records on
their own label, SST. | suppose they said 'sod it’ and thought they could
getaway withit, despite the injunction. They got locked up a couple of
weeks ago, but since then they've been pissing the jail authorities
around, so they got extra time. We expect them out next week.”

» Wham!have this
weeklost the first
legof theirlegal
battle against their
record company,
Innervision. A
High Courtjudge
hasgranteda
temporary
injunction
preventing the
duo fromsigning
up withany

record company.
NME Novig

» Motérhead have
hadtocancelall
work forthe next
several weeks
following the
collapse of guitarist
BrianRobertsonat
agigin Hanover.
Robertsonwas
examinedbya
German medical
specialist,who
diagnosed
exhaustionand
acute depression
aswellas
respiratory sinus
problems. The
band have now
returned to Britain,
andan English
specialist has
ordered Robertson

togointoarest
home fortreatment
andtotakeathree-
weekbreak from
work. NME Novi1g

» The Birthday
Party release
aposthumous
12-inchEP on
Mute Records
this Monday.
Entitled “Mutiny!”,
it features four
tracks-"Jennifer's
Veil", “Mutiny
InHeaven",
“Swampland”
and“Say A Spell”,
andwasrecorded
inBerlin earlier
thisyearbefore
the band split.
NMENovi9
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“Ancient Igome.

wasalright”

MM 10\ 14'An audience with Sun Ra: unnamed reader of
unknown books, teacher of unattended college courses.
“I’m the black sheep of the white race,” he explains.

Noise, awinsomely illuminating though
technically rancid flick about Sun Ra, the

mighty figure is seen turning to the camera
straight-faced to declare: “They say history
repeatsitself. They say history repeatsitself.
They say history repeatsitself. But history is
his story. Now yougonnahear MY story.”

Abarely perceptible humour appearedto
crystallise for asecond and then fade; whether
it was awicked glintin his eyes or the faintest
trace of asmile at the corner of hislips, there
was an unmistakable feeling that what had just
occurred was a Ra-rified equivalent of a wink.

Just how serious is this Sphinx-like old
sage, the curious, the interested and the
committed must all have asked themselves
atone time or another? To sing about the
planets so consistently, to adapt the attire of
anintergalactic Pharaoh andinform people
you come from Saturn...just what the hellis
this all about?

In person Sun Ra proves most serious
indeed, despite the air ofincongruity as he
sitsin an upstairs lobby of the Grosvenor

I N A MEMORABLE momentin A Joyful
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July27,1982:

SunRaon
stageatThe

Venue,London

’iL
.
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Hotel, Victoria, knitted Nile-hat perched upon
pate asif inimitation of a tea-cosy, folded
copies of the Telegraphand Mirror onknees.
Behind all the mythology and apparent
madness, the sci-fispectacle and manifestos
of the mystic, Sun Raseems like nothing so
shocking as an eccentric grandfather, arather
kindly figure dressed, below headgear,in
plain brown trousers and mouldy blue pullover
that might have been
boughtin Marks and gently
allowed to deteriorate
around the rotundity.
Seriousindeed. How
didhe feel about last
night's performances at
The Venue, inquires the
journalist, opting fora
conventional opening
gambit of polite,
meaningless nibbles
before delvinginto the interview's meat and
veg? But forgetting, stupidly, that the man at
his sideis hardly - understatement ahead - the
conventional subject.

“Society’s movin’
out into space.
People will have to,
whether they want
to or not”

“People are listening to what I'm
sayin’, which is more than just asocial
thing, it's somethin’ about survival,”
replies Ra, before further explication of
his theory of the cosmos. Some of thisis
occasionally hard to follow, though the
gistisusually clear.

It's difficult to follow because Ra-72
years of age, according to members of his
wondrous band, the Arkestra-tendsto
mumble some.

Butbefore starting on the interview
-youread scores of those every week,
right? - you probably want to know why
youshould be listening to how some old
guy you've only vaguely heard of thinks
the universeisallbased on equations.

The regular ploy of plugging anew
single seems like a good place to begin.
Out now is the marvellous Nuclear War
on Dick O'Dell's“Y" label, proclaimed
tobe the first ever Sun Ra12-inch
single. Performedlooselyinthe style
of the Last Poets yet unmistakably
stamped with the inimitable character
of Ra-dom, it's a wittily observedrap
that shows up virtually everything you
will have heard on the radio this month
anddeservestobeatNo1foratleast10
weeks, butwon't.

Despite the gravity of its content -a
warning of impending apocalypse - there
was a sense of joyous, almost vaudevillian
bonhomie flying around The Venue when
the piece was performed there. The sight
of the glitteringly, dazzlingly bedecked
Arkestracircling stage and clapping
hands to the sweet refrain “When they
push that button, your ass gottago!” was
enough to have even the most pessimistic
members of the nuclear family grinning as
if pencils had been forced sidewaysinto
mouths. Our asses went, rhythm
powered, not fission showered.

Yet this song represents but the merest
slither of the Sun Raexperience;inits
entirety the most daring and masterly
explorationand evocation of styles,
moods and periods.

The musicis akaleidoscope of
geographical locations and temporal
visitations; on one level thisis animmaculate
swing bigband (Ra's apprenticeship was
served as a pianist with Fletcher Henderson
in the '40s), on others an African percussion
ensemble, a soul outfit, arap crew oravant-
garde orchestra.

The Arkestra's reputation was made as
thelatter, yetlive they
are an easily assimilable
experience for the
uninitiated, underscored
by a dynamic, astute sense
of pacing; an eclectic's
proverbial dream.

“I'mreally playingall
types of music,” confirms
Ra."Alot of people think |
just play avant-garde, but
I can play anything.”

Talking of misconceptions, he denies
rumours that “Sun Ra” is just some casually
adapted pseudonym. “People say my name
is Sonny Blount, but that's not my name.




“At this point,” he continues, “I'm
practically close to gettinginvolvedin the
affairs of this planet on aninternational
scale...'cos| couldn'tdo anythingona
national scale. They got somebody for
that. But they don’t have nobodyonan
international scale to really speak or help
other nations without falling to politics
orreligion or race. Just like the sun shines
oneverybody; that's what they need on
this planet.

“What | was thinking about, | knewit was
totally impossible to get musicians on this
planet to co-operate and on a world front to
present to people what's really happening.
But this letter here makes me see there's
somethin’ else that's backin' me up that’s
not of this planet.”

He handsmealetter froman
organisation called “World In Concert”
concerningaplan to hold simultaneous
concertsinadozen nations for world peace.
Inthe movie Space Is The Place he's
depicted givinga world concert, he says. ‘
“And hereit’s comin' up. For 24 hours, each
country will present two hours.

“| think that's one of the most wonderful
things that's ever happened on this planet;
the musicians would be playin' not for
money, not for fame, butbecause they're
tryin’ to do somethin’ for humanity's survival.

“If alot of musicians get together simply
for survival of this planet, whoever owns
| this planet willbe compelled to say, ‘There's
somethin’ of worth on this planet, I'm not
gonnadestroyit?"”

Apedagogue, Radidonce teach at the
University of California, which obviously
had fellow academics' brains boggling.

“They didn't like what | was sayin’. They
didn’t even pay me for two months, they
said | was in Egypt. | didn't have too many
students. The title of the course was
somethin’ like ‘The BlackMan And The
Cosmos'. Of course, no white people
showed up, well, maybe five or six.

“lalways gave them books to refer them
tosee that side of the truth. Unknown

1

The Planetary Premiere...

SUN RA: A JOYFUL NOISE

The New Film by Robert Mugge

books. I'm talking about equations, and
| was talking about equations that the
world had bypassed.”

But why does he think not many blacks
had turned up, either?

“Well,because they wasn’tinterestedin

| thecosmos.” He pronounces the word coz-

mose. “They was interested in some money;
youknow, America's money mad.”

Does he feel like an outcast in America,
then?

“Well, | made myselflike that, because
I didn’t wannabe part of what they doin’.

| It'sgonnagothe waytherestof the

kingdoms went. Ancient Egypt was alright,
Persiawasalright and Greece was alright
asfaras|'mconcerned. | found some
fascinating things about those countries.
And Ancient Rome was alright, but
somethin’ happened.”

Sowhy does he still live in America, |
ventured, noticing the needle stare of one
of the Arkestramembersjust afew feet
away. One or two seem to follow Sun Ra
around, like bodyguards, referring to their
master by his full title.

Ra chews this one over forafewseconds
beforereplying: “l exist there.| don'treally
live there, because, asyousay, | mightbe an
outcast.'mthe black sheep of the white
raceand the black sheep of the black race...
which makes me the blackest of all!” Ra
beams, his face lit with mirth; the man may
be serious, but he knows how to crack a gag.

Obviously he has used a multitude of
ideas and influences from Africa, but has he
visited countries in Asia or Latin America
and heard music there?

“Well actually, it has been dubbed that
way, butI'mnotactually really representing
Africa,” muses Ra. "l would say the closest
toitwouldbe Ancient Egypt. Not Egypt
today; they doin’ some other things; a lot of
places they ban music. If music's a universal
language that means they're not universal,
they're limited on Earth plane. That means
they're missin’alot; they're just lookin’ at
this planet. They're holdin' onto somethin’
that has not proved tobe goodin
the past, is not good now.

“It won't work, you know,
because society’s movin' outinto
space. People willhave to, whether
they want to or not; they should get
themselves together in every
country to draw attention to the
space programme, otherwise you'll
have an exodus of leaders from this
planet.Leadersare gonna have to
lead you, but they gonnabe
attacked, like recently whereinone
of the countries they bombed the
presidential advisors.

"People needleaders. There's
two billion people on this planet;
they can't function very well
without leaders.”

Onthat point we disagree; but

argue over every statementin
_potan w*m,a“ﬁl“ﬁf;‘;,,'::m Fnd%of:{:tggg?; aRainterviewandyoucould be
F;‘i:"f;{:“::"&.::::m:x o e sy $2.00 detainedforaeons.
e e e e S International Butwho cares? If you fail to
House, adore thisman you've flipped.
3701 Chestnut St. Lynden Barber

For mote infarmation, call EV 7-5125

Music

LaLaMeans|Love You
The Delfonics

The Tatler Ry Cooder

The Tracks Of My Tears
Smokey Robinson &

The Miracles

Groovy Times The Clash
End Of The Party The Beat
Jeane The Smiths

Sexual Healing Marvin Gaye e
Everything | Need Sam & Dave T,
SongFor The Siren This Mortal Coil
Broken Doll Wreckless Eric

Books

Zippy stories Bill Griffith

Homage To Catalonia George Orwell
Barrack Room Ballads Rudyard Kipling
Slaughterhouse 5 Kurt Vonnegut

The Day It Rained Forever Ray Bradbury
Shaka Zulu EARitter

The Book Of Lists, | & Il Wallechinsky,
Wallace, Wallace

The Oxford Dictionary Of Quotations
2000AD (weekly)

Warrior (intermittently)

Films / TV

Badlands, Bloody Kids, Animal House, The
TinDrum, Whistle Down The Wind, Teenage
CommandPerformance (The Tami Show),
Blue Remembered Hills, A Kid For Two
Farthings, Goal!, C4's First Love series

Likes

Tea, Ribena (in cartons), trash guitars, the
NHS, Marmite, taking showers, 75% of all
TV programmes (especially the adverts),
photocopiers, playing football, playing gigs

Dislikes

Beer, chocolate, solo performers
who use tapes, dentists, elites
of any kind, breaking strings,
badtechnology

Heroes

Frans Masereel, Yuri
Gagarin, Pete Johnsonand
Albert Ammons, Eddie
Cochran, Dennis Potter,
William Blake, Holland/
Dozier/Holland, The 1966
England team

LA-LA Hllll! I LOV! Y
'I’NE DELFONIGS
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Heroines

The Shangri-Las, Nina
Simone (right), Aretha
Franklin, Pauline
Murray, Nastassia
Kinski, Sarah Greene,
those Greenham
Commongirls
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“New and - |
emotlonal”

THE GO-BETWEENS and their lit¢ compelling

don’t seemto HMIHM be because

they’re A ifl‘; lian? “We W'(‘:{r.‘;; i_w men \ says

fcLennan. “l do think we’re right at Hn ( ;:l\_'ll_‘t‘...
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The Go-Betweens:(l-r) '#
GrantMcLennan,Robert e

4 Forsterandnewmember
Robert Vickers. (Lindy

Morrisonisoutw




MELODY MAKER

HELEGACY LEFT to this country
by The Beatles dies hard...

[t’s not the fact that there'sno
home music scene of any great
vitalityorenergy that'sso
frustratingas muchas the feeling

that there ought to be, simply because that's the way it's always worked
inthe past.

In Britain, we're used to having the spotlight of international attention
onour music; we takeit forgranted thatwhatever's happeningin this
countryis‘important’. We suffer from the mostabsurd, inflated
superiority complexasaresult.

But that's being British for you: Britannia Rules The Wavesand all that
patriotic, worthless, but frighteningly powerful nonsense. The first
industrial nation runs down the plughole to the sound ofavacuously
jolly dance of death: the sound of Top Of The Pops these days is the sound
ofacorpsekiddingitsell thatit’sfull ofbeans.

Of course, music that provokes surprises and evokes is still produced
here, it'sjust that we no longer expectitasamatter of course. Foraless
blinkered version we have to keep ears and attitudes tilted towards any
numberofsources traditionally either dismissed, patronised oronly
recognised begrudgingly (remember the phrase “Krautrock™?). There are
anumber of world centres for popular music. That's the wayit's always
been, it'sjust that our vanity is less easy to stomach these days.

Probably the mostimportant thingour country hasretained is its music
industryinfrastructure, and though even that’slooking sicklyand paleat
present, it's more than exists inmost other places. It'sa telling fact that the
onlyessential rock group of the '80s—The Birthday Party—came from
Australia. Equallyitspeaks volumes that they had to come here before
theirimportance wasrecognised in theirhome country.

[talsosaysalot thatone ofthe most gracefully haunting singles of
1983 is by another Australian group; The Go-Betweens' “Cattle And

A most unusual pop group

NME JUN 11

Likes Music

[

Cane”, atrack from their softly textured and
sometimes beautifully ethercal second album
Before Hollywood.

Not that thisis partof some crass attempt to build
upsome mythical Antipodean wave; it's more that
The Go-Betweens' country of originhas been of
crucialimportancein forging theiridentity. Unlike
many groups in this country, theystillmaintainan
| admirableidealism-anuncompromising beliefin theirmusicand

distaste forthe manipulative moguls operatinginside the majorrecord
‘ corporations. They don'tlike Britain much; they’re here briefly because

RTTLE AND CANE

()

their record companyis Rough Trade. Ithas faults, but they feelit's been
about the bestoption on offer.

“Alotofit comes from our backgrounds.” The Go-Betweens' drummer
Lindy Morrison launches into her explanations withoutasingle pause.
“In'77 and'78and 79 we were constantly being challenged by the really
conservativesystem we lived in, where hardlyanyone had any faithin
whatwewere doing,

“Thenwe came over hereand itwas the same thing, we were seenas
quirkyand strange because we were Australian, Because everyone saw us
as ‘weird’ orsomething, it just meanswe're not happy to join forces with
peoplewhohave always treated us asif we were ‘the otherside’. Why give
into them, justbecause it'snow fashionable to join forces with people you
knowdon't think the way you think? I'mstill angrywith those people who
were in positions of power to put our music out but never did, and always
treated us asasilly group ofamateurs.”

Go-Betweens—theyseemless ofa ‘rock ‘'n’ rollgroup’ than
asmallitinerant artisticcommunity, a close-knit group of
friends who define themselves in terms of their separation from the
music around them.
The title Before Hollywood, the front cover
shotof Morrison, Grant McLennanand
RobertForster (afourth member, Robert

Vickers, hassince joined) inanantique

shop, theirunfashionable American

influences and theirspectral, evocative
lyricsadd to the feeling of distance and
starkindividuality.

Hereisagroup who havedetached
themselves from theirhome country, who
flauntimageryassociated with the past,
whosesongsareredolentof traveland

THE MISTS OF independence hang heavily about The

GWM: Carole Lombard,
Jimmy Stewart, Cognac,
PieroDellaFrancesca,
jeans, Christmas
RV:Monet, Degas, Renoir,
Bonnard, Gramercy Park,
Singapore, CBGBs

RF: Girls who wear glasses,
Widows, Katharine
Hepburn, history

Reading
GWM: Rilke Duino Elegies,
Katherine Mansfield
Collected Short Stories,
Charles Dickens Great
Expectations, JM Synge
The Playboy Of The Western
World, William Fairfield,
Modigliani

RV: Joseph Conrad,
Kingsley Amis, Graham
Greene, Hemingway

RF: JohnKennedy Toole
A Confederacy Of
Dunces, Lillian Ross
Picture, Nick Kent,
newspapers
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GWM:Creedence
Clearwater Revival, The
Birthday Party, The Mamas
& The Papas, Blue Orchids,
Velvet Underground

LM: (drum tracks) Jet Black
onTheStranglers’ “Golden
Brown”; Ringo Starron The
Beatles’ “Come Together”;

Budgie on The Slits’ “Typical

Girls";Martin Hughes on
Robert Wyatt's
“Shipbuilding”; Tony
ThompsononDianaRoss's
“Upside Down".

RV: VanMorrison “Brown
Eyed Girl"; Bob Dylan

“| Want You"; Supremes

"UP THE LA
v

“UpTheLadderToThe
Roof"; Velvet Underground
“Oh Sweet Nothing";
Nancy &Lee“HowDoes
ThatGrab You?”

RF: Yoko Ono “Walking
OnThinlce";Ray Charles
“| Can't Stop Loving You'’;
Buddy Holly, Talking Heads
asathree-piece; The
Stooges Funhouse

Films

GWM: Masculin Féminin
(Godard), Beat The Devil
(Huston), The Mother And

The Whore (Eustache), Love

In The Afternoon (Wilder),
Vampyr (Dreyer)
RV: Notorious (Hitchcock),
Treasure Of The Sierra
Madre (Huston), Strangers
On A Train (Hitchcock),
Chinatown (Polanski)
RF:The Apartment
(Wilder), Fury(Lang),
The Late Show(Benton),
Jackson County Jail
(Miller)

astrongsense of place, of childhood and
remembered thoughts and feeling.

“Wewould have been happyin the 18th
century:Iwould have beenanyway, L could
quite forgetabout the 20th,” says Grant
whenIsuggest The Go-Betweensare
agroup out-of-place and out-of-time.

Lindyimmediatelyleapsin: “Ifyoulook
atour histories we're not out of time, out of
place, we are exactlyrightat this moment.
And that goesright from the time when
punkhitme, whenIwas playingdrumsin
anacousticband anditwasveryeasyto go
ontoelectricinstruments, and at that time
girlswere beinggiven the big push. And
Iraninto these two, broughtup on
American filmsand Dylanand mid-"70s
punkfromAmerica. And weallmeet
up-we're the only peopleinthis town
(Brisbane) who are ambitious musically,
andwewannagetoutofthat town.And
wediditallin the right time,and Istill
thinkwe represent theright exact moment
intime.

“When Geoff (Travis) called usinto his
officeon Saturday togive usalectureon
howwe werelosing Rough Trade money
because we hadn’thad ahithe said, ‘We




know that fashionand history turns aboutand
it'sjustamatter of waitingforit’. Well perhaps
that's the case.”

Adds Grant: “We're doingsomething new
and somethingvery emotional, and we're
experimenting. It'sjustamatter of the focus,
Idothinkwe'rerightat the centre, and
eventuallyall the otherdreck that's washed
aroundwillbe justwashed away.”

Oneofthegroup’s twowriters—he and Robert
Forsterworkseparately—GrantMcLennan
exudes asenseof purpose and firmness of tone
thatisn'tinanywaydiminished by the
quietness ofhisvoice.

Whenaskedifthey consider themselvesto
bea‘pop group’, McLennanreplies: “I think
weareapop group, butwe’re the most unusual
pop group there's everbeen. Although we
workwith melody, we sometimes work against
it,and that'slikeone ofthe cardinal sins of
pop music.”

Helistssome of the characteristics that
exemplify theirstrangeness - their unusual
rhythms (“Cattle And Cane” boastsa tricky but
effective 11-beat time signature), their
sparsenessand lack of decoration, theirwords
and subject material, theirrelative ages, the
way they play, the way theylook, the fact they're
fromAustralia,

Anotherof theirspecial qualities is their
subtletyand consequently lack ofimmediacy
—manyoftheirsongs fail to makeaninitial
impact, butgerminate and slowly flourish with
the movement of plants.

“People often mistake subtlety orreticence
fornaivety and wimpiness,” says Grant. “If
peopledothatthenit's quite pathetic. You just
can’thave those two qualitiesifyouwant to be
inthecharts, sothat’sourdilemma...”

HEGO-BETWEENS EXHIBIT

agentleness of touch and sensitivity

of approach thatis unforced and
quite natural.

There'safemininityabout the band,
something Lindytakesasagreat compliment.

“Ithink that'strue, Ithink the boysin the
band haveallowed the feminine side of their
nature to showand probablyreacted strongly
against the macho elementsinherentinthe
Australianmale.

Also, mostmenborn post-'53 have been
allowed to be more feminine, [ think, ifthey're
conscious oftheworld. Ialways say [ don't trust
anyone born before 1953 anyway!”

IKEAMERICA,AUSTRALIAisa

country ofimmigrants, where the

mythology of the pioneers is deeply
ingrained in the national consciousness.
Perhapsit's this that sometimes gives the
group astrangely individual American
resonance. While “Cattle And Cane” is
exclusively Australian, containing references
to thefields of cane and timber houses of
Queensland, asonglike “Two Step's Step Out”
is more ambiguouslylocated, with lines like

"

“thesteamerss left” and “sold my horse".

Certainly partoftheir Americanness is due to their fascination for
American literature, films and music. Lindy can’t quite see it though. |
“Because I know these twosowell, wheneveranyone makes out
Americaninfluences, whatever they write, their music seems so uniquely
theirownthatl can'tsee thatinfluence anymore. I might have when I first

Reactingagainst
Aussiemacho:
Go-Betweens
RobertVickersand
LindyMorrison

“lalways say
[ don’t trust

anyone born
before 1953

anyway

IJJ

joined the band, mainly because they shoved
Modern Loversand Tom Verlaine and Bob
Dylandown myneck. For the firstyear I wasin
theband thatwas alllwasallowed tolisten to.
“Iseethemasadirectreactionagainstbeing
from Australia, so that makes them Australian
artists. Thereare writerslike them, like Patrick
Whiteand David Ireland, they're the same
peoplewho foughtagainsteverything thatis
male and aggressiveandarrogantin the
Australian white person. To talk about
influences fromAmericaisirrelevant for me.”
Astheinterview draws toaclose Lindyreveals
they’re thinkingofaskingJohn Cale to produce
theirnextalbum; thatis, ifthey ever get it

recorded, since Rough Trade haven'tenough money to payforit.

The Go-Betweens may end up signingwith a majorcompa ny because
the only other option will be no more recordsatall. Somehow I can't see
them compromisingtheirattitudes or musiconeiotaif they do sign. And
I'thinkweshoulddrinktothat. Lynden Barber o
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Tom Waits:
singlesnapshots
ofemotion

ALBUMS

Tom Waits

reminiscences

on “Johnsburg
lllinois" and “Town
With No Cheer”,and
a“Waltzing Matilda"
type bar-roomilt to “In The
Neighbourhood"”.“Dave The
Butcher” and “Just Another ‘
Sucker” are all-instrumental
numbers, the latter so beautifully
orchestratedinits tentative
advance thatit soundsasif even ‘

ISLAND

With 15 tracks, this is sketchbook
Waits and indicates the range of
his writing gifts. Maybe it's the
influence of writing music for
movies, but there's no doubt of
anew concision about his work
here. Where he used to stack
image onimage in every number,
he cannow feel confident about
getting the emotion acrossin
asingle snapshot.
Thelongestpiece, “Shore
Leave”, isthe old Waits,
featuring asailor “inaHong
Kong drizzle on Cuban heels
rolling down the gutter to the
Blood Band". He alternates two
manners of delivery, narration
and song, allocating them to the
description of neon clip-joints
orto the homesick letter to his
wifeandit's very effective.
“Soldier's Things”, however, is
brief, moving and unforgettable.
Over regretful piano, he lists the

the horns are bumping under
the bow. “Frank's Wild Years”
certainly were, judging by this
baleful narrative. “Doused
everything in the house, torched
it, parked across the street and
watched it, laughing.”

At his best, Waits can customise
anyitemat the Uncle Sam
Trading Post, fromshaving
creamto chewing
tobacco. Theriffing
rocker, “16 Shells
From A Thirty-
Ought Six”, drives
thatinspired
phraserightinto

items left behindinadead the mind.He
solder'shome, twisting the list sounds like Howling
_ into pity with the line: “This one’s Wolfon “Gin
E forbravery,andthisone's for me, Soaked Boy" and
2 andeverything's adollarinthis rocks “Down Down
Z box.” It'sasale of effects,and it Down"alongon
é doesn’t waste a word. ‘ what sounds
£  There'stheusualforlorn like gabble.
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Dictionis always
aproblem with Waits,
andit's frustrating not
to have the words onthe
sleeve. | never found out
what the title track was
aboutin detail, except
thatit concernssome
poor doughboy who
“came home from the
war withaparty in his
head". “Trouble Braids”
isanother, like
“Underground”, where
the furry ball of vocal
sound triumphs over
meaning. Pity the
urgencyin the band
makes you wish you
were keeping pace.

A good album, full of
good lines and clever,
original musical ideas.
Brian Case, MM QOct 8

Cocteau Twins
4AD

The Cocteau Twinsare
unique. Meandering but
never dull, their songs
areimbuedwith
acomplexity that
winds around and
through the
complementing

Guthrie's

instrumental

flexibility and
Elizabeth Frazer’s
compellingly

lyricism of Robin

attractive voice. Head

OverHeelsisabigstep
forward from theirinconclusive
debut album Garlands.

Now that bassist Will has left
the band, Rob and Liz have
introduced anew variety into
theirsongs. “In The Gold Dust
Rush” is almost a pop song, for
goodness sake! Withlullaby
lyricsstill only vaguely
decipherable, you find yourself
substituting jellybaby words to
songs thatliltand leap througha
secretgarden of pastelimagery,
though perhapsit's time they
printed the lyricsinstead of
leaving it to guesswork. “Sugar

Hiccup” is another vocalroller-
coaster witha bright, bouncy
chorus and a whimsically
evocative vocal. “Multifoiled”,
however,isareal shocker from
the Cocteaus, pugnacious bass,
drums and piano addingfire to
Liz's newly hardened voice.

Never a band toinspire half-
measures, you either love their
complicated sound-weaving
structures or hate them - they
certainly offer avaried package
onthis LP.“My Love Paramour”
and “Glass Candle Grenades”
(don't the titles themselves carry
alyrical passion?) explore the
possibilities of the Frazer vocal
range, bending and twisting her
voice toimpossible extremes.
The folky tinge she displayed on
Garlands has beenreplaced by
adepth and breadth of logic,
wisdom and variety that bodes
wellfor the Cocteaus' future.

“Five, Ten, Fiftyfold"isa ‘
gyratory butsoothing elegy that |
broods gently, withasimmering
beauty - there's nodoubt about
it, the Cocteau Twins have
come home. Theirunguarded
vulnerability is their strength;
their magicis a fluid element
that won't ever be explained.
Helen Fitzgerald, MM Oct 22

The Rolling Stones EMI

Fortified by Phyllosan or who
knows what manner of useful
tonics, the Stones aren’t having
much trouble being over 40.

Not for them the convoluted
soul-searching of a Townshend or
the holy-roller gloom of a Dylan.
Undercover sticks close to what
they do best, and spits out afew
bones while doingit.

Quite undismayed by the
ever-glossier march of studio
progress, the Stones have
cheerfully made Undercover
sound as rude andshambolicas
possible. Thousands have tried to
imitate their ramshackle raunch
over the years, and none have
succeeded. Indeed, thereare
several points where their
dangerouslooseness topples
into blundering incompetence
-“WannaHold
You"is the token
Keefvocal,and
apretty pathetic
oneatthat. They
could have got
betterresults
from a Walkman.

Butitisthese
glaringerrors
which give the
Stones their
malingering
charm.Richer
than most third-




world countriesand
probably better off
thanthe Treasury,
come to that, the
Stones may be oafish
and arrogant, but
they're never pompous.
They live outside the law
and I'm sure they're not
altogether honest, but do they
cringe and pretend to be
humble? No. They flauntit
(“Ourtoilets are nicer than

most people’s homes”).

The best thing about
Undercoveris Jagger's singing,
whichis almost completely free
| oftheabsurd camperies and daft
accents he often likes to affect.
In*“Too Much Blood”, especially,

bog
" vQ‘ukybuthumely: i
(X { JohnnyMarr (left)

andMorrisseyof
TheSmiths

he sounds tougher and funnier The Cure The Smiths P lost his
thanhe hasindecades. It’s FICTION 7 Y 4 marbles.
agrotesque ditty aboutablokein Asif some macabre folly cast } Rrieg ”;‘;,ﬁ,',ﬁf ¢ Butinthe
Paris who eats his girlfriend and Vincent Priceinstead of Jeremy : m::" process
thenburiesthe bonesinthe Bois Ironsin Brideshead Revisited or ROUGH TRADE X “muif © madeone
De Boulogne. “Didyousee The some sinister senility chose | Well,whata S THis Epfik of the finest
Texas Chainsaw Massacre?" asks Tobe Hooper todirectaseries perfectly1984 Y Prwﬂfﬂ?‘*ﬂ"&,”‘" 2 and most
Jagger.“’Orrible, wasn'tit?" As of Jeeves. “Love Cats" is band thisbunch N Lo sublimely

the band hustle through a steamy apostmodernist’s dream of of Sun-styled e distinctive

funk/rock backing track, he raps
mockingly: “When !/ go to the
movies | like to see something
more romantic, like An Officer
And A Gentleman. Something
youcan take the wife to, yaknow
worrimean?"”

Side Twois full of classic
Keefery."Too Tough”isa
compact rocker driven by Sir

| Keith’sslashingriff, while “It

Must Be Hell”isablatant repeat
of “Soul Survivor” from Exile On
Main St.“All The Way Down” is
aragged, boozy singalong with
adash of C&W, and “Pretty Beat
Up” prowls threateningly among
Charlie Watts’' piston beat and
David Sanborn’s underfed
saxophone. Everywhere there s
the rusty clank of guitars.
There's nothing startlingly
new on Undercover, though there

| aresignsthatthe Stones have

assimilated their black influences
more thoroughly than hitherto.
“Undercover Of The Night”, “Tie
YouUp"” and “Too Much Blood”
acknowledge newbearingsin
American funk but gleefully
discolour them with the Stones’
dubious patent medicines. “Feel
OnBaby"is tacky fake-reggae
with funny whoops and cries
popping unexpectedly out of the
undergrowth. Odd.

Still, if Undercoveris frequently
sloppy, it never sounds jaded.
“She Was Hot", forinstance, is
positively exuberant, a fanciful
tale of sexin 70 cities. There'sa
sense of aband playing for the
hell of itand sod the overdubs.

The sleeve s ghastly, by the
way. AdamSweeting, MM Novi2

anightmare, a purrrfectly
corny example of the past
purrrceivedimpurrrfectly, the
flaw maliciously irritated and
thenputtouse.

Inthis purposeful madness,
the last of The Cure’s “fun”
single trilogy, Robert Smith's
imaginationis squirming proof
that through TV, radio and
video, the past now plays as
active apartinthe presentas
the present itself, revitalised
through easily available images,
ravaged out of itsrituals
androles andreinterpreted
asamalleable source of
fractured associations.

“The Love Cats” is Smith's
masterpiece of disorientation,
amental collage of history
unhinged. Herman Munster
takes spiked tea with Jean
Cocteau while ataxidermist
twitches the net curtainsin
anticipation of a cannibal feast.
Buthow to praise something so
zany? How to approachits
kaleidoscopic approaches?
Well, ata pinchits psychedelic
cocktail jazz, astrychnine
nursery rhyme where every
allusion (illusion!) triggers of f
atunnel of flashbacks, butit's
somuchsillier than that.

Sing the slapdash
chorus, swoon to
that devil-may-
caredecadent
swing. Single
of the
week?
Single of
theyear(s)!
MM QOct29

pervos turned out to

be. Aslightly alternative,
terribly literate Haircut One
Hundred playing Beatles tunes
ever so tasteful and up-and-off
tempo. Swinging students, less
harmful than Joyce, more

| modernthan Maclnnes, quirky

but homely, suggestively homo
-maybe that's what all the fuss

| wasabout? Whatever, worth at
| least two minutes of what's left

of the rest of your life. MMOct29

Madonna SIRE

This sex-kitten's not just content
tomanicure Shalamar until that
chipper groove claws its way
into your nervous system with
nails of steel, she's preened
Randy Crawford's thrilling
twitterinto a cutesy proposition
that promises ecstasy and
secretesdanger.
Psychopathically astrological,
“Lucky Star" should be the song
requested by Clint's obsessive
lover-cum-pursuerinthe

. remake of Play Misty For Me.

I mean, who'd succumb to

| acome-onlike: “Shine your

heavenly bodly tonight?” But
then again, who'd dare resist?
MM Oct29

Julian Cope

PHONOGRAM

Latent hippies
unite! The old
coothas
finally
flippedhis
lid, flown
the coop,

records of his career.

Anintriguing construction
indeed, deep andresonant
classical strings broken by a
manic psychedelicadventure
beatand slinky horns. Dark
dreamy vocalslend a cracked-
looking-glass effect toan

| alreadydisorientating
| atmosphere and the chorus has

aneerie chill toitsinsistent
promise. Not tobe
missed. MM, Novi2

Frankie Goes To
Hollywood
ZTT

Frankie

Goes....

seemto

wallow and
finally get
swallowed

up by their
ownsilly
schoolboy beliefs
thatsexual
innuendoes and words like
“suck”and “come” are notonly
going totitillate what they see
as our equallyimmature sense
of fun, but will elevate this
blatantly untalented band (still
living in'76 with their pseudo-
funk disco crap) to a status of
credibility that surpasses the
evidence of their wares. If
they're so preoccupied with
risqué sex | suggest they look to
either lan Dury for humorous
vulgarity or Divine for upfront
filthand stop sniggering like
adolescents who've just
glimpsed their neighbour’s
knickers. MMNovi2
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“Youre
St king -
my egoand
[loveit”

JOHNLYDON
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MELODY MAKER

HISIS A story of Lydon, né Rotten, recently absent butnot

forgotten... soone might conclude from the teeming

millions of Grub Street hacks, pop mag pundits, gossip

columnists, rank sensationalists, snappers galoreand

assorted scribbling objects who turned up to witness the

scrawny carrot makea grand appearanceat the Roval
Lancaster Hotel near Bayswater last Wednesday.

Lookingat the board in the foyer, itseemed that Rotten had lostnone of
his old sense of humour-“McLaren, Dick” was supposedly booked into
one of theadjoiningsuites, and ifhardly hilarious, itatleastadded to the
hope that these proceedings would beasstripped of pomposity as it's
possible to get.

What awag. Holding courtlike some cheeky princeling bratlanded
bum-wise on the throne due to some untimely death amongst the royals.
The suite was, of course, expansive and, no doubt, expensive.

Hacks dutifullynibbled at the cocktail snacks and guzzled whatever
booze could be tempted out of the bottles of the servantsand slaves on
hand, the paparazzibristled withlensesand aluminium flight cases,
while Rottenlooked like he was about to greatly enjoy whatever it was
he had in mind forus. Which turned out to be nothingespecially
astonishing, but, of course, oftensplendidly entertaining.

The conference was to serve a dual function: toannounce the return
of Public Image Ltd (“Me”, ashe putit), and the British release of the
film Order Of Death, inwhich Rotten makes his acting debut opposite
Harvey Keitel.

Directed by Roberto Faenza, an Italianlittle knownin this country, the
film concerns the intrigue that develops between a policelieutenantand
Rotten’s Leo Smith, described in the synopsisasa “pale asexual freak”,
whois “devoured by an overwhelmingguiltcomplex”. The cop iskeeping
aswishapartment thathe boughtsecretlywith crooked drugmoney.
Smith’sarrival on the scene adds to the man’s paranoia, and from there
apparently thingsstartto happen. Isayapparently, becauseno one
seemed to haveseen the film, including yours truly, which probably
accounted for theabsence ofanykind of critical comments concerning
Rotten’s performance from the assorted globules ofhackdom
coagulatingintheseats.

Ormaybe they were justtoo afraid of pushing their luck too farin front
ofaman (well, just-Rottenstill physicallylookslike he's barely out of
adolescence) whostill displays a tongue that can make amonkey out of
anyoneitpleasesinthespace thatit takes most peopleto clasp their
hands together for mercy.

Interestingly, even when playing the punk role on Wednesday, which
hecanonlyreallyevereschewat the price of publicapathyand press
indifference, Rotten was never outrageouslyrudeorcrudely insulting.
Perhapsit's this thatgives him his mantle of charisma. It's possible to
walkaway from an eventsuchas this feelingthathe’s puteverysingle
personintheirplace (and that’s
down, that'sreallydown!),yeton
reflection it's difficult to figure out
howheactuallydidit.

Ofcoursehesnarled, he
performed, and like businessmen
inbondage, mostofusinwardly
moanedwith pleasureatthe
humiliation ofitall. Aslongas this
was keptwithin theboundsofa
game thenitwasacceptable, but
nobodyseemed tolike the prospect
ofareal horsewhipping.

I'd planned to ask him why the Pil.
Live In Tokyo album was so pathetic,
butsortofcrumbledinto biscuit
mixinstead.

Rotten’sclevernessisin
understanding the power of
understatement and silence—an
ironicstrength foramanwhose
pennantofacidityisusually thought
ofasnailed tothe mastofrage. The
manisatruestarand doesn’thave to
doalottoproveit,
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Everyanswer Rotten fields, flings back orbroods upon brings forward
into the mind the imagined response of some lesser interviewee. How
theywould squirmand bullshit,ummmand urrrthrough the massed
onslaught of interrogative projectiles, shuffling posteriors and grunting
like pigs scuffling for space.

IthoughtI'd gothimwhen I asked, in ever-so-clevermanner, whatever
had happened to his much-trumpeted plans to getintovideo.... as ifthis
would makehimreally embarrassed.

“Itwasaload of mouth,” he deadpanned. “Sorry.”

Andsmiled smugly. What more was there to say? Atother times the man
veered distressingly close to sincerity, his demeanouralmost assuming
the contours ofa normal human being. But thankfully eventually broken
up by wisecracks.

The proceedings had beenstarted byagrubbylittle hackfroma titmag,
whowanted toknowwhy he'd come back to the UK.

“Well, why not? Youlotwant me here. Idon’t mind, believe me,” offered
Rotten helpfully, before telling the multitude thatafter three years of New
York he'd had enough. But he was “never gonnalive here any more. I think
this country’s finished. I thinkweallknow that.” Indeed.

Hewas to record in England around Christmas, heinformed us.

Did he have any new material, queried a foreign journalist, possibly
Japanese, who was to make most of the running for atleast 10 minutes.

“Ofcourse!” snapped Rotten, hisimpatienceat the dull-wittedness of
theentirejournalistic “profession” resoundinglike astruck bell.

“What do youmean, of course?” ventured the foreign gent-abraveand
tenacious manindeed. Heseemed to object to the live album consisting
ofold material.

“Well, what do you expectonalivealbum?” whined Rotten, raising his
voice to thelevel ofinsolence. “I mean, thatain'tno big deal, that'sjusta
livealbum. You can'texpect, like, an entirely newsetofsongs thataren't
released officially, that'sjustlike cutting your own throat!”

And then, likea tetchy parentscoldinganaughty and stupid child:
“You've waited thislong, afew more yearswon'tdono harm.”

Allhacks presentslightlysniggered.

The foreign hack said that Pil had played “Anarchy Inthe UK" on their
lasttour.

“Yeah, wediditinJapan.ltwentdownreally well, but then again,

I've neverever, like, played Japanin mylife, soit's quite relevant that
Ididitthere.”

Various minor questionsyielded little, untiladreadfully professional
freelanceinsisted on askingwhy he'd been away from England forso
long, which gave ourman on the podium achance to pass the hat round
forsympathyas herecounted the tales of police harrassment we'd heard
countless times before. The freelance had obviously been fastasleep up
until this point, for he insisted on boring us with the same question that
someothersod had asked several minutes ago. Rotten was surprisingly
patientwith the fool.

Itwas this that gave the signal for the Fleet Street smooth crew to start
oilingsilver tongues. “John,” they
wouldinvariablystart, asifthey were
old palswho'd known Rottensince
schooldays. They'd then follow it
up with some hopelessly banal
question, which, ifitdidn’telicit the
correctresponse, could easily be
changed beforeitwentinto print, the
discrepancy tobeblamed, if
challenged, on the sub-editors.

“John," quoth one unctuously, as
iftherewere just the twoofthemin
conversation, recliningontoleather
padded seatsinacocktail lounge in
some distant tax haven, “John, is
there nothing you've missed
about England?”

“Nothingatall, except the pubs.”

Whaddyalike about New York
somuch?

“It'samuch more healthy
atmosphere,” plus furtherdroning.

Howdidyouland theactingrole?

“Throughsheertalent.”

Haveyou gotasteady girlfriend?
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LIVE IN TOKYO/PUB

“Probably.”

Areyougoingto tell me her name?

“No. My favourite colouris blue.”

Andsoon...Onewomanhad the
utteraudacity toaskifitwas true that
the SexPistols were goingto playat
Carnegie Hall. One feltsorry for her.
Hernews editorhad probably made
therumouruponlythe previous day
because the entertainment pages
wereabitshort.

“It'snews to me,” mumbled Rotten.

Itwas at this point that the woman
made an evenworse mistake, “Well,
Malcolm McLarensaid...” she began.

“Oh, come on now, please!”
interrupted Rotten, the disgust
almostvisiblyrollingdown the side of
hismouthinrivulets. “Alright-let'sdragit down
tothelevel of silliness. Whatever Malcolm says
isboundtobealie.I mean, themanisa
pathologicalliar. Do meafavour, it goes without
saying, almost!”

Had McLarenbeen in contactwith him?

“No, hismanager Bernie Rhodes has, about
re-forming the SexPistols. But that'sajoke, isn't
itreally? Howyou gonnare-form Sid?"

Grins, cacklesand other eructations of mirth
accurred across the room, asifJohn had just
cracked areal funny.

AScottishhack demanded to knowwhyhewas
planningto doaBritish tourwhen onlya few
yearsago he'd beencritical of bandslike the
Stones and The Who playing nightafter night on extensive tours.

“I'dhardly callwhatI'm doingextensive,” replied Rotten. “There are
intervals. WhatIdoisaholidaywith musicalinterludes.”

“It’'sstillatour,” observed the Scot, a truculent fellow.

“Youcan callitwhatyoulike, mate. It doesn'tbother me, I know 'mright.”

Andwiththattheissue wasover. It’s pointlessattempting to hurl
accusations ofhypocrisyat Rotten, asifhe were some Judas of punkwho
hasbetrayed the believing masses. Hisrevelation that the current lineup
of PiLconsists, apart from drummer Martin Atkins, of American
musicians picked from Holiday Inn-type cabaret bands, is typical.

Ostensibly they were chosen because “Iwanted to get as farawayfrom
trendyhairdos (the phrase rolled around the mouth for maximum effect) as
[ possibly could. The music counts, ifyou can call it music.”

Heappearedtobeserious, butasalwayswith Rotten there was a touch
ofambiguity. It'snot thathe’salwaysironic, more thatit’simpossible to
knowwhetherheisbeingironicornot,andit's thisknowledge thatno one
canfigureoutaway to pinhimdown thatadds to hisinflated sense of
confidenceandendearingly humorousarrogance.

Whetherhe'sbeing serious about PiL at the momentis difficult to say,
butit'sasafebetthathe musttreasure theirony ofagroup of cabaret
musicians performing “Anarchy In The UK” and “Death Disco”. Hisis the
mostun-Englishof personalities and it’s notdifficult to see why he took to
New York. Evenwhen he's being quiet, Rotten isloud. He even used the
phrase “upfront” atone point.

Wasitmuch funbeinga celebrity, someone asked?

“Well, yurrr, of course. Thisisagiggle, innit? You're stroking my ego and
loveitvery much. My favourite songis ‘It’s Hard To Be Humble When You
KnowYouDon'tMeanIt"."

Hadheever thoughtofgivingany of his time ormoney to people less
fortunate than himself, asked a doubtless overpaid hack who prabably
spentmostofhistime heapingslanderand monstrousinvective on those
less fortunate than himself?

“I'don’tknowanyoneless fortunate than myself,” deadpanned Rotten
tohonksofhilarity. “Whyare youlaughing?”

Whatdid hewanttogoontointhe future?

“My millionaire mansioninthe country, I suppose.”

No, inageneral sense...

“Mygeneralmillionaire mansionin the country.”

People laughed. The man’s cheek and bravado seemed almost
astonishingly outlandish. Virtually every hack presentwould, if given the

LIC IMAGE LIMITED

“Whatever
Malcolm says
i1s a lie. He is
a pathological
liar”

JOHN LYDON

chancetoswaplives, adore the
attention Rotten was getting, yet most
could neverbring themselvesto
publically admitit. How manystars
do? Andhow many of those who place
theirnarcissismin themarketsquare
doitwithsuchasenseof panacheand
ambiguous humour?

Ofcourse, in pop terms heis
virtuallyanold goat, is duplicating
theindustry measuresofthe mid-
"70s brontosauri (entryinto films and
livedoublealbum, indeed!), and has
justhadahitsingle (“ThisIs NotA
LoveSong”) withasongofalmost
cretinous banality.

Seehimorchestratingthe hacks
ataneventlike this, though, and
it'stemptingto forgetall that. It's not
somuchwhathesaysasthe wayhesaysit,
emphaticdeliveryalternating with wallsof
blanknessonwhich the hacks can scribble
theirown graffiti. AJohn Lydon/Rotten press
conferenceis probably more entertainingthan
alive performanceby the current PiL will ever
be. Heshould draw the correct conclusions, set
atableup onstageateveryvenue he'sduetoplay,
andinvite theaudience alongto fire questions,

Andhe'dbeadvised to cease aworrying habit
oflapsingintoarid areas of discourse,
something that threatened occasionally last
Wednesday toturnhimintoyetanother
ghastlymediabore.

Mistake Onewasramblingoninterminablyabout how the US video
channelMTVwas openingup the States. Was thissupposed to be telling
ussomethingnew?

Mistake Two consisted in telling us that radio stations in New York
actually did theirown remixes of records, Did he think we'd been living
incaves for thelast couple of years?

Mistake Three—well, the first, butwho's listening? - was much
travelogue about New York, howsafeitisifyoudon'tgointo the wrong
areas. Washe tryingtosend usall offto sleep?

Mistake Fourwasactinglike a classic paranoid on the subject of John
Lennon (another English New Yorkerinitialled JL, butlet’s not get
mystical). “There’sanoddityabouthis death, isn't there?” said Rotten
quiteseriously. “Whydid heget outof the car towalkin? Usually the car
wentinto the building, Youknow, verystrange...” Was he trying to
convince us thathewas turninginto somekind complete nut?

Mistake Five was telling us that the Japanese “imitate the West so
blatantly”, asifthiswasablindingly inspired insight. Wow!

Buttheworstmistake ofall was reserved for his opinion of Culture Club.

Hedidn'treallylike them, but “Boy George has gota voice, you can't
deny that”,

The phrase “Cliche! Cliche!” immediately sprangup in the mind’s eye
withthe devastatingimpactofavolcanic eruption. Accompanied, of
course, by alarmbellsand flashinglights. Itwasat that point that I started
tosuspectthat, despite his youthful appearance, Rotten was beginning
toshowhisage... Could thisbe the firstsigns ofamellowing out?

Thesuspicionwas lent further weight by his rather conservative
disdain for the ubiquitous coxcomb quiffs of Britain,

“God, it'slikeafashion catwalkout there, innit?” he complained, like
adisgusted aunt tutting disapprovingly. “Wacky hairdos, that’s the first
thingyoumeetattheairport. Even the baggage attendants.”

Butso much negativity on the critic’s side must eventuallyamount to
nitpicking. Perhaps we should end on a positive note. Asked for views on
the current punks (a term he hates) about town, his answer was as
refreshingly dismissive as youwould expect,

“Ohyeah, that's sad. Imustadmit, theleatherjacket brigade with the
studs, it’sabitaufait [sic];it'sasembarrassingasrockabilly orany of that
digressivekind oftrend. Theidea should be tomove on, not go backwards.”

Suddenly helooked bored.

“Well, that'lldo. I've yacked for quite a bit, ha ha. Goodnight - go home.”

Thehacks dutifully dispersed. I chuckled quite alot. Lynden Barber o
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['d almost

grven up

In troubled times,
plays

London. He opens up
on politics, the
recent raid on his
home, his many
wives, and on
African culture. But
aren’t some of his
attitudes sexist?

“I was just trying to
make the educated
women realise their
position,” he says.

hope”

MELODY MAKER

NITIALLY, ENTERING THE fogged

dishevelment of the hotel room, I'd

thought him naked. He was sitting on

the rim of the bed smoking a bulbous

cigarette. He looked pensive, in

command of his surroundings. His
limbs - lean, poised, sleek - were the colour of
amild roast cup of coffee and his underpants,
athinstrip of material hidden in the crease
formed by his upright position, of virtually
identical hue.

FelaKutihad awary, felinelookabout him.
Smoothand small-boned, heseemed the kind of
personwho couldinflictalotofdamagewith the
minimum of forward planning. His aurawas that
ofapanther.

Twonights previously he'd beenstandingona
stagein Brixton dressed in pink.

Exchanginggreetings, [ tookup a positionon
apaddedleather couchdirectly opposite. The

room was full of the sort of people you
would expect tosee hangingaround
aguylike Fela Kuti-cronies, hangers-

P' lBLl‘ OF on, musicians, wives, friends, I didn’t
knowwho they were. AllTknew was
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that theireyes were boringinto the
sideofmyheadlikelasers.1didn’tlike
thefeelingof eyes boringinto theside
of myheadlikelasers.

Atsome pointIwas goingto have to
tell FelathatThadn'tbeenknocked
into Kingdom Come by his concert; »

DAVID CORIO / GETTY
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FelaKution
stageatBrixton
Academy,London
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thatitwas too slow-moving, too long, toolaidback, too casual. It was
something myreflexes decided was going to have to comelater. My
conscience wasn’'tabout towrestle the point.

The peoplekeptonstaringlikelasers.I opened witha throwaway
question, justtoget thingsrolling. The first thing that hitme washow
slowhisrate of speech was. Words came outsoloand in couples. He was
thinkingaboutthe reply, measuringhis response, handingitoutlikerope
going over theside of aship to help asailor gone overboard. I thought
aboutwhatl'dimagined Felatobelikeand relaxedalittle. It was asif
someone had just stamped on ascorpion crawling across the carpet.

Encouraged, Iwondered aloud whya Nigerian like Fela should call his
group Egypt 80.1gotareply thatlasted fiveminutes.

Africaneededtolearnaboutits cultureso thatitcould develop, Fela
said. Heknewalotaboutthis. He'd read history books. Butmost Africans
didn’t. African history had traditionally been passed down viamusicand
culture, but for the past 300 years thathadn’tbeen happening too well.

“Now, ourcultureisveryspiritualin Africa,” hesaid. “Egyptis aspiritual
place—wasaspiritual place. Those pyramids today, nobody can ever
know how those stones were carried. Butthese things were carried by
spiritual power, yousee? Itbelongs to Africa, so Africamustorganiseona
spirituallevelintime.

| Historyman:Fela
| KutiinLondon,
November1983

“Nowright now, the Arabsare occupying Egypt. All Africans think that
the Arabs own the place, they've even forgotten that the Arabs foughta
warto getthe occupation of that place—do youunderstand?” Hesaid, “Do
youunderstand?” alot. Itwas afigure of speech.

He told me hewasn'ttalkingabout the currentsituationin Egypt. He
justwanted Africans torealise that Egypt was the black man's property.
Thatwaswhy he had called his group Egypt 80.

Iworried about thisalittle. Ithad troublesome implications. L asked if
he thoughtblack Africans should take over Egypt and drive the Arabs out
ofthe country. He produced an utterance thatsoundedlike “Ho, oh!” and
shookhishead, asifto say “nowwaitaminute, kid".

“Yousee,lamnotsayingdrive people away from Africa. AllI'm sayingis
thatifall Africansare goingto get united then the Arabs have to do exactly
what the Africans want, toremain there, youunderstand?If they remain
thereand Africaisunited, there areso few that they cannotdo anything.
Theywillsoon be very muchalienated, their presence there willmake
them leave by themselves. If Africawants to organiseitselfculturally,
spiritually, the Arabs will either have to acceptitorleave peacefully.
Idon'tthinkanybodywilldrive Arabs outof there.”

Weweretalkingabout politics, When youinterview FelaKuti, youdon't
sitaround talking about what brand of microphone he uses. Athis
concertat the Brixton Academy-the old Fair
Deal-Felahad two banners draped across the
back ofthe stage. “Pan Africanism Will Save The
World” and “Blackism-A Force Of the Mind”.
With Fela Kuti, politicsand musicare one.

Iguessitmusthave been twoyearsago thatl
discovered this. Somesleazybandit from one of
therecording corporations had sentmeacopy of
arecord; Black President, ithad been called.I'd
likeditalot.I'dlikeditasmuchasgoodcurry, as
muchasSundaymorningsinbed.

Butbesides the effervescent mixture of funk,
jazzand Nigerian elements that Felahad called
“Afrobeat”,I'd beenintrigued by theman’s
lyrics, by hishistory.

Fela Kutisangonelongsongcalled “ITT"
thatattacked therole the vastAmerican
conglomeration playedin the Nigerian
economy, Ilearntthathe had his own political
party, the Movement Of The People, and
planned tostandin the Nigerian general
election. Thathis political activities had
incurred thewrath of the Nigerianauthorities
tosuchallextent thatin 1977 several hundred
troopssurrounded hishome-abarbed-wire
fortress dubbed The Kalakuta Republic—
savagely beat everyone insight, raped and
molested mostofhis 27 wives and threw his
mother out ofa first floor window; she died
shortlyafterwards.

Todrawananalogy,itwasasifseveral
hundredriot police had sealed offJoe
Strummer'sroadin 1977 (when The Clash
seemed kind of threatening) and attacked with
canisters of tear-gas.

Mostof Fela'slyricsare political. Hiswhole
beingis political. Every showhe playsis political.
So thatwaswhyIwassittinginahotel room

talking to Fela Kutiabout politics.

I'dwanted to knowwhy Pan-Africanismwas
goingto change the worldand notjustAfrica. Fela
wastellingme. “IfAfricawasallowed to organise
itself, thespiritual life of Africawill develop, then
we'll have bettermedicine, we'llhave new things
tocontribute to theworld. And everybodywould
startto hearaboutitand wantto participateinit.
Youknow, like we participatein the white
medicine, theymaynowseeitismoreimportant
toparticipatein African medicine.

“Coslseethatnatureisgoingtoruletheworldin
future, and the African culturewill mostly
depend onnatureand spiritual powers. Ifthe
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Egyptiansdidn’tuse machinestocarry
stones, thatmeansAfricans maystart to
teach theworldhow touse the same things.”

Iwonderedifhe blamed Westernscience
formany of the world’s problems. He did.
“Ireadinbooksthatifyouridein carstoo
much, vibrationsinside the carshortens
life. AndIalsoreadinathesisthatthe
Egyptiansfirstofall builtalocomotive
engine, and they abandoned theidea
because itwasbad for the humanbeings.”

Ididn'tagreewithall of this. Tagreed
with Fela's paleolithic view of women even
less. One ofhis Nigerian hits was called
“Mattress”. Itstated thatwoman's
functioninlife wastoserveasamattress
forman, wholieson top forrest. In Carlos
Moore’s bigraphy Fela: This Bitch OfA Life, Kutiis quoted as saying: “It's
partofthenatural order forwomen to be submissive toman.” And: “To
make the husband happy, that's the woman’s job.” I think you get the
general picture.

What'sdifficult to understand is why Fela, of all people, should adapt
suchahideous philosophy, when his views on colonialismare
progressive, hismother founded the Nigerian Women'’s Union and was
thefirst Africanwoman tovisit Eastern Europe and China, and the
personwho politicised him wasawoman-Sandra Smith, a militant
involvedin theblackliberation movement who he metwhen he wasin
America. ButthenFelaisalso quoted as saying thathe used to be afraid of
women. Behind every sexistis asimperingwimp overcompensatinglike
billy-o, youmightsay. Iwould.

So, howmanywives have younow. [ queried?

“NowThave 11left. The othersleft-theygot tired of me, one way
oranother.”

Why have yougot so many wives?

“Oh, please! These are notmany, forme. The reason why I'msticking to
1lisbecause... we have some stayingatmy house now, my friends, and
it'ssosmall for me and everybody’s sleeping so roughly. I'm going to
complete thehouse I'm building. Since five years they've dislocated my
economy. So 11 wivesisnotenough for meatall. I'mjustrelaxing, to have
abreak. WhenIgetmyselftogether, I'm going to have many more wives
than this. It's veryimportant for me, I like mywomenaround me.”

Doyou thinkitwould belegitimate forawoman to have many husbands?

“Sayitagain?”

Isaiditagain.

“Idon’twant to discuss thelegitimacy of it. For African cultureitis
illegitimate forawoman to have more than one husband, butaman can
have manywives. Whyitislegitimate, ['ve never ever bothered to think
aboutit.Ijustleaveitasculture.”

From Fela's answer you could be forgiven forthinkingthat every manin
Nigeriahas twowives, Thisis what Fela's lawyer, Tunji Braithwaite, said at
hisfirstattemptatamass wedding: “This marriage cannot take place. Itis
against publicmorals. And me, as Fela'slawyer, lam going to advise him

FELAKUTI

Yousee wherelfindacontradictionin
some of your political views, I started to
say, beforebeinginterrupted.

“Well, you're talkingabout politics now.”

Wewrestled like this forafewseconds.
I'wanted to knowhowcome he was
againstoppression ofthe black man, but
not the women?

“No,yousee, Ididn'tsaywomancan't
participateinthesociety.”

Butshehasto dowhat the husband
tellsher.

“Yes. YouseeinAfricatoday many
women, because they go to school, they
wantto turn theirhomes into white
homesand thingslike that. Thatwas
where [ was coming fromreally, yousee.
Iwas onlysinging on that concept, [wasnot political atall on that record.
[wasjust trying to make theso-called educated women realise their
positionaswomen, notas bosses or partners.”

Hestarted talkingabout sex, deflecting the discussion onto something
else. Hemusthave thought Twas assoftas yolk.

The pointI'm trying to make, I said, getting exasperated by this point,
isthatthere’sananalogy between racism-which says there is one
superiorrace, which others are supposed to be subservientto—and
sexism, whichsays that males are thedominant gender and that women
should serve the man.

“Sowhat's the question?”

Iwasbeginningtofeel thathereally had noconcept of whatI was
talkingaboutatall; thathereally couldn’t see the contradiction.

“Racismisnotsexualism.”

Iknow.I'msayingyou canbeoppressed byraceand youcanbe oppressed
bygender. That'swhatIsaid. Iwasgettingweary of repeatingmyself.

“Formesexisbetween theindividual. Racismis more ofanew thingin
theworld, it’s caused by slavery, colonialism. Racism has no place atallin
thisworld forme...”

HEPHONE RANG, a convenient semicolon. I considered this

line that sexism was okay because it was part of black culture.

Iconsidered that racism was part of white culture too. Did this
make it okay? [ wondered for amoment.

[didn'twonder muchlonger. Felawas offthe ‘phone. While we'd been
talkingtheroom had largely emptied of people. Sitting beside me was a
maninceremonial robes. This, said Fela, was Kwaku Addei, his spiritual
brother, whonow took partin his stage act. The man wassilent.

“Atacertain pointinmylifeI'dalmost given up hope ofhelping to change
mysociety; everythingseemed to be goingagainstme-everything. Allmy
friends wereleavingto join what they were saying they didn'tlike~I'm not
blamingthem, because everybody musthave honesty, and when they can
notcarry thestruggle. ..

“Forme, Ijustcouldn’tcompromise myideasand philosophy. Then I
methim. Andsince I methimI've seen so muchspiritual light. Ljust felthe

could performin publicso people could know

may be prosecuted forbigamy.” The priest later
ranaway.

Ipressed ahead. You'vebeen quoted assaying
thatwoman’sfunctionis to be onthe mattress,
Isaid. Doyoustillagree with that?

“Yousee... woman..." He paused. There was
aslight cough that might have been a chuckle,
Icouldn'ttell. "Onceyouagree tobe withaman,
youaresupposed toserve theman, and doall
whatthe manlikes. Because Africans believe a
husband will never dowhatis bad for hiswife. So
thatiswhy theleadership ofthe husband inthe
houseisalways the finalmatterin the African
cultural concept, becauseitis quitelegitimate

thatit'sagainstthelawofthis countryand thathe
“Ih

ave 11
wives left.
The others

left — they got

tired of me”

theessenceofhisgreatness.”

Wetalked aboutother things. His partywas
dormant, because hedidn'thave the cashto
backitup. Theauthorities had raided his club,
The Shrine, and people were afraid to go there
now. Thelast Nigerian election-inwhich he
didn’tstand -had beenrigged by the ruling
National Party. He said music wasaweapon
and hewanted to preach hisideato the
wholeworld.

ItoldhimI'd beendisappointed by the
concert. [twas too slow-moving.Iliked the
recordsalotbetter.

“Oh, I'see. Anyway, that'scool... because

forawoman toleaveamananytime she wants
to. Ifyou feel yourhusband is doing something wrong to you, justleave.
There's noneed todisobeyhim, there’s no need to do things he doesn't
likein the house. So basically the woman must remainunder the man.”
Why?
“Because that'swhat nature says.”

Europeans think that African music mustbe
fast. My musicis veryspiritual,and I don't write music to please audience.
Imustfirstofall enjoy whatI'm playing.”

We talked some more. Awhole lot more, but newspapers, they don't
havealotofspace thesedays. We said goodbye. [ turned my collarup and
walked outinto the howlingNovember wind. Lynden Barber e
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December16,1983:Holly
Johnson,drummer“Ped"”
andawarmLeatherpette
filmFGTH'sversionof
“FerryCrossTheMersey”
forChannel 4’s The Tube

-
-
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FRANKIE GOES TO

NIMENOVEMBER 5 —

HIS BIG PLASTICigloo withits shinyred

surfaces and its gaudy yellow lights is

theideal place to fillup with junk food.

Yousinkinto the gooey, unwholesome

surrounds the same way asyou lap up

therelish-covered, cheese-slobbered
burgersin thesoft doughy buns.

ButFrankie neverknows where tostop, his passwordin
lifeis“giveitloads”, and herejoicesin excess. “Have you
everhad aTastee-Freez? They'rereally... it's sortoflike
averysoft, really creamy, sweetice cream. Itjustslides
downinside-ooh-ooh, reallydivine.”

Frankiescoops thespooninto theaeriated nipple of
cocoa- coloured whip-stuffand stretchesitout towards
hisother half, Mmmmm!“Tryit, tryityou'lllove,
you'lllove.” Theglobule ofice, full-fatmilk solids,
preservativesand colourslithers down the throatlike
acoolhealing balm onto the chili, French friesand
cheeseburgeralreadyin therevyingforspace. Frankie
leansback, rollshis eyes, temporarily sated, paralysed
with satisfaction.

Butsoon he'llbeup and offagain outinto the night,
seeingwhatother wayshe canfindtoamuseand
stimulate himself. He’satitalready. Earl’s Courtis
Frankie'skindoftownafterall. Overatthesaladbar »
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abronzed, bearded Middle Eastern type catches theirattention.
[look up from my grub and they smile knowingly ateach other. “Yes
heisquitecute,isn’the?”

Frankieis gettingready forthe evening, the cruisingand the
cowboys (heloves tosee aguy dressed inuniform), the scribbled
indiscretions on the toiletwalland, his favourite bit, at 11'0'clock
when theyallleave the pubandline up around the block, takingit
inturns to go cruising. There'sall sorts of little games and codes
thatlieahead, and when he gets onto the tubeand seesaguy
carryingamotorcycle helmet (amotorcycle helmeton the tube!)
Frankiefeels athome.

“Itwasreally greatlastnight—-we had to go outand give out 20
invitationsto actasextrasinourvideo. Itwaslike going outand
beingtold to pickup 20 men,” smiles Paul.

Alittle history

Whatare you doinghere? Someone whojuststopped reading The
Picture Of Dorian Gray, who'd rather listen to halfan hourof Mary
Whitehouse than two minutes of Quentin Crisp. Who's never heard
ofhomophobia, just “good sense”. Well, how about: finding out the
whysand wherefores behind Liverpool post-punk S&M gay cabaret
actFrankie Goes To Hollywood, the latest release from Paul Morley
and the sparkling Zang Tumb Tuum conglomerate. And alsofilling
inafew details, sinkinginto the environmentthey feel athomein,
tryingto keep an open mind.

Frankie Goes To Hollywood was formed justoverayearago by
HollyJohnson, one-time guitarist with BigIn Japan andsolo artist
on Liverpoolindependentlabel Eric's. Fuelled onanything from
Bowie to Burroughs, Jean Genet to Lindsay Kemp, The Velvet
Underground to T Rex, Johnson set about presentingascorching
leather-bound version of thelifestyle he and soon-to-be-recruited
pal Paul Rutherfordled.

Theybuiltup asteadylove reputation, female duo The
Leatherpettes providingattraction for the heteros, and were
approached by asuccession of A&Rmen whose stock reaction
was: "loved it, but I don’tknowwhat myboss would think.” An
appearance on The Tube, however, broughtresponse from the then
emerging Morley/Horn ZTT partnership, and the group took the
opportunity towork with the famous producerimmediately.

Blessed are the pop stars — they will get paid to indulge

their fantasies

“We used to know Paul Morley when he was in Manchesterand he
wasworking for the NME. We used to hate him, to be quite honest;
he waslike this divfrom Manchester. He made peoplelike Howard
Devoto, created theirwholestandingas faras the press was
concerned. Made them out to be much bigger than their
capabilities, which was ashamebecause Howard Devoto was quite
talented. Maybe now he’s doing the same thing withusinaway.
guesswe fitted into hislittle fantasy, and hefitted into ours” - Holly.

FGTHdidn't receiveanadvance from ZTT (“Whenyou're
working with someonelike Trevor Hornyou don’tmind making
sacrifices”) and they're down in London stayingin the Columbia
Hotel on £5-a-day expenses. Still, they seem to have enough to get
some of that smokingstuff, and both Paul and Holly are quite relaxed,
interspersing conversation with slow, stoned giggles. They start to tellme
about the video they are ostensibly here to make with Bernard Rose (who
directed UB40’s “Red Red Wine").

Holly: “The basicideais thatthere’s this virginal character Frankieand
hisgirlfriend'sjust left him. He’s never had sexand he's walking down the
streetand getslured intoan orgy scene by this character inblack. It's
goingtobeaclubscene, thesortof clubs welike to go to.

“It’'sinteresting drawingacomparison with the Soft Cell thing. Where
they pantomimed it, we're going to doit forreal. OK? Soit's going tobe
Emperor Nero in this club, ahuge manwho gets his whole body shaved
forsexual kicksand feeds peopleto tigersand lions. We're using the
actual Essotiger...”

“Really strongimages, like aFellini film,” chips in Paul, inexplicably.

“Forusitisjustlike gettingsomeone else to play out our fantasies.
That'sthe wholeidea. We'rejusthavingaparty.

“It’ssuch wonderful imagery to use, thoughifyou haven'tbeenin
anAmsterdam leather baryouwon'tquite understand. There's lots of
iddeas behind the name, we twistitloads. It changes all the time. [fyou
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imagineitasthis Hollywood Babylon on the other side of the planet that
Frankie wants to get to.

“He'slived his wholelife hearingaboutit, seeingimages of it filtered
through movies and television—it's where we've gotall our information
about livingand how to communicate with people.”

But they seem intentonwarping the golden sense dataof the dream
factory. Compelled to asortofhomoeroticoutrage. ..

“Wereallyhad to hithard to getoffthesstreet, child. To createareaction,
especiallyin Liverpool because there's so manybands. Tostand out we
had to giveitloads, loads of sex, because that was the easiest and quickest
shockertogetattention.”

Butall thatancient Roman, Nero imagery, isn'tit very decadent,
very stupid?

“It's totally decadent, but then that's totally glamorous as well. Things
haven'treally changed. The way people used to go and watch gladiator
fights and much blood and gore - theyjust go to the movies now, isita
sign of society about to tumble?

“Well, it'sbeen tumbling foralong time. It grows really quickly again;
Idon'tthinkitwilleverdie-it'lljustreachalimbo.”




Thetrackthevideois promoting thefirstever FGTHrelease.
Amonsterjamdisco-sexworkout. It's Frankieas you'd expecthim to
emerge, allsquelchingand sucking, kept on course by a thundering
ric thrust metronome beat. Itsroots are in the disco of summer,
resterand mid-"70s [Norman] Whitfield, its head twisted and turned
IcLaren’s plundering escapades, butits heartisinasleazy bordello,
pining for the sweatand spunkin the backroom.

Holly: “It'slike these untamed creatures meet Trevor Hornand his
stampisalloverit. Becauseitwasour firstsingle, and there’s no ready-
made market, we just had to have as much funas we could when we were
makingit. We just thought-buzz-and thenwe'llknowwhenit's right.

“lalways loved the sounds that Trevor goton his records, butitseemed
like something farbeyond ourreach becauseitwas sosexyand
commercial. always thought the contentand people he did it with was
ratherweak until McLaren. ButIstilldied when he phoned us up.

“Imeanon ‘Relax’, Trevorinterpreted the sound, of course. I mean, he’s
areallystrongguy, OK?[t's hard toreally talkabout this. We're aware of
thesituation, w revor Hornand it'sshoved down

Frankieinearly1983:(l-r)

PaulRutherford,Mark

O'Toole,BrianNash, Peter
- GillandHolly Johnson

wemethim thatall wentout the window. He's justahumanbeing; he’s

g
thatlittle guy who used to be in Buggles.”
sented by currentpop -

thevanityand preeningof Wham!, Spandau, 'googooand Heyward, and
wonderif maybe the sleazy pantomime of FGTH willknock things up

getsomeone to buckle down withit. Are they outon their own?
Ithinkit'sbecominga bit trendy, actually; after our Titbe show you got
quiteafewlike Fashionand even that Tracie girlgiving it much more sex
and whip. Ithinkit's catchingon.

“Butwiththose peopleit’sinaverysuperficial way, because they
haven'tgotthe bollocksto go foritreally. Theyonlyknowitasanimage,
notareality. Yougetstudsandleatherin every magazine now, butit
doesn'treally count for much. Like thatwhole punk thing was borrowed
fromagayS&M attitude, butitwasn'tgivenanyattentionat the time.

“Ourmain purposeis pleasure, to communicate a good feeling $
partofit, sexis enjoyable, isn'tit? It'sabout not being hung up or feeling
guiltyaboutany particularso-called deviation you'dlike togetinto. It’s
quitenormal. The gay/S&Mangle isregarded as taboo, butit's just »
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TrevorHorn,
Frankieproducer
andco-founderof
the ZTTlabel, talks
toMurielGrayon
The Tube,1983

peoplegetting down, gettinginto enjoymentbecauseit's notlong \
thatweare here. A
“ImetthisIrishguyinapubonceand he asked mewaslinto
M&sS;itwasreallylovely. So sweet.”

Vs

Into the lion’s den

Holly: “Child, the first time we turned up foragigin London was in Cha-
Chasand wewere putinacage,afuckin’ cage,and suspended over the
dancefloor. They putamirror opposite us so people could see us from
thebar. The supportact wasaguyinaleopardskin togawho put skewers
right through his face and through hisarms-lots of blood and stuff. We
hadtofollowthat.”

Soundslikeyouwerein yourelement.

“Toadegree, yes. Butyouknowwhatmost of the kids down there are
like. It'sall World’s End clothing, hipper-than-thou attitudes, and we were
like these screaminganimals inacage. The reaction was really cool.”

Paul: “They'resuchacoolaudience to handle. Idon't knowwhat's
wrongwith them. Spoilt, Isuppose. They think that they'reit, but we
knowweare. I'dlike to have seen themin the cage, that's forsure.”

Sometimesthey've beenableto turnthe tablesand use thelimelight to
theiradvantage.

Holly: “The time we played The Tube, Jools Holland was sitting around
mopingallday.lthinkhe'ssortofbitterbecause he'sareal musoand
he'sonthe otherside of the camera. Verysad. He needed cheeringup,
sowebound the Leatherpettesin pinkribbon and gave them to him.
He brought them to hishoteland showered them with champagne,
real champagne.”

And a little more history

Holly didn'tattend school too much after the
third year. He started to hangaround town, and
around parks. He met people there, people who
hadagreatinfluence onhim. Thisis probably
mirrored in the roles he and Paul (the tall dark
stranger) take in the video. It's Hollywho sings
and writes thesongs with either the bass player
and/or the drummer; Paulis the image
co-ordinator, havingspentayearin London
before the group formed, on the dole butsstill
“givingitloadson the gayscene”. Apart from his
back-upvocals heisin theband mainly because
ofhis“stunning”looks, and he obviously exerts
some influence on Holly.
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“The early
gigs were
great — girlsin
leather, boys
in knickers”

Holly: “Backin'77 itwasreally exciting
because there’salwaysbeenreally odd, arty
peoplein Liverpooland suddenlyyou were
findingyourselfin there. ltwas greatbecause

I found school pretty hard to handle. I was well
shy, always the weirdo.”

Paul: “One weekif you wore makeup youwere
aqueer, the nextyouwereapunk. Itwas great,
achance todo things. This soundsreallyheavy,
butitwasachance tobe honestwithyourself,
tobeyourself. [ thinkit's abitmore jaded now.
[t'sstillareally good place to have arest. We
didn'trealise that when we felt we were stuck
there, butnow, in the pastyear, we have.”

Holly: “There's some great peoplein
Liverpool-Jayne Caseyof Pink Industry, avery
biginfluence onusboth. Theearly gigs were
great—girlsinleather, boysinleatherknickers,
oooo-ooh.Asfarashavingagood time, people
inLiverpoolaren’tshyatall.

“Smack? That's the dark side ofit; it's
truethere’sstillalotofitonthe streets.
Wehavealotofyoungerfriendsintoit
and there's nothingyou candoto pull
themoutofit.It'sreallysad; youhave to
keep away from those children or they’ll
trytodragyouintoit. It doesmyheadin
even thinkingaboutit.”

Back-to-backwith “Relax” is the FGTH
version of “Ferry Cross The Mersey”, the
federal republic of Liverpool’s national
anthem these past20years. Itisa
hitherto unexplored, unexpected side
to the group and shows thatHollyhasa
depthand emotive base to his voice that
would shame many. AtfirstI thought of
Ultravox doing “No Regrets”, but then I thought of something far more
stirring, agenuine overhauland upheaval. Itis the spirit of swinging '60s
Liverpool pulled through to the bleakness and uncertainty of the present
day. Camp, grandiose butoddly affecting.

Holly: “Thatwas Trevor'sidea; I thought, 'What?’ and just laughed it off.
ThenIthought, ‘Don’tbesonegative; justtryitandifwe don'tlikeit then
throwitout."Wellhe came up with thisbeautiful,amazing backing track
thatgave meachance tosingrather thanjustshout.

“It'sareallysad songnowand I thinkit'sreallyimportant. It's justlike
anextension ofthe documentaries we've had over the pastyear. I think
now Liverpool things arestarting to break through because everyoneis
working theirbollocks offup there.”

The future

Paul: “We'vebeen throwninatthe deep end now, whatwe always
wanted, butwhenithappensyourealise you'rein deep water. It's funny to
catchyourselfinit, youjustcrack up. Fame sounds fun butI don't think
anyoneiseverprepared forit. It's the sortof thing I dream about,
everyonerecognising you, going, ‘It's them, it'’s them.”

Holly: “Ultimatelyitwould be great to do a Frankie Goes To Hollywood
movie, withmusican essential part of Hollywood, obviously. We were
amazed howmuch everyone picked up on the sexattitude, actually. It
wasjustsomethingwe were exploring. We've
gotanideatodoaDisneyland video, areal
glamourvideo, forinstance. We justwant to
have fun.

“Ithink the mediawillabsorbwhatwe're
doingeventually, the wayitabsorbs everything.
Thenwe canjustchange the theme ofour
movie. Itdoesn’thave to be sex—we canshock
them thatitisn't thatkind of thing.”

FGTH have stopped playinglive forawhile.
They sayit’s because of lack of finances; Morley
says hewantstobanalllive performances for
two yearsatleast. But theircampaignis
planned - two more singles, “Welcome To The
Pleasure Dome” and “Two Tribes”, are already
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FRANKIE GOES TO HOLLYWOOD

scheduled. Thelatter they describe as their
masterpiece, anallegorybetween inter-global
and personalrelations.

Definitions: 1. Sleaze

Holly “Whenwe do playlive, our sound is going
tobealotrougherthanonrecord. Overthe
pastfewmonthswe've cometo the stage where
we believe we are avaluable musical force
again, whereas before we thought we werea
side-showsex thing. Ourmusic has gotalot

“An Irish guy
asked meif'l

was into M&S.
It was so sweet”

placeinsuchunhygienic, graphically
crudesurrounds?

“Itaddsawhole newkind of theatre and
performance toit. Youalmosthave tobe
prepared to fuckin frontof 10 people. It’s
fierce. Sexisaperformance, especially
whenit'swithsomeone that meansalot
toyou, buteventhenyouare patronising
and entertaining theirexistence. Any
performance-onstage orin bed-has got
tobefromthe heartoritdoesn’'tmakeit,

smoother, smootherwith sleaze and class.
What’ssleaze? Go to Amsterdam, child, and
you'llfind out. Divinesleaze-it's either somethingyouare oryouaren't.”
Paul: “Sleazeis kind of like sex that is classy. Not crude, not ugly.
Holly: “A goodimage of sleaze for me would bea 1930s drinking barwith
jazzmusicians hanginground and blackand white prostitutes at the bar,
thatkind of scene.”

2. Normal sex

Holly: “Idon’tknow what normalsexis. I thinkall sexis normal,
becauseit comes from peopleand people are normal. There's not much
thatissocially acceptableif the bastions of society, the judges and
MaryWhitehouse, are deciding. They're just people with extremely
closed attitudes.”

Paul: “Beingthatclosed is perverse. Not beingable to face up to that
honesty withvourselfis perverse. She musthave seen so much porn,
must haveahuge guiltcomplex! Maybe she’s neverhad an orgasm.

Has Mary Whitehouse ever had the big 02"

3. Decadence
Buthow far canyou go; don't you have aconcept of decadence?

Holly: “Decadenceisadead weird word, OK?It'ssomeone whois off
the partyrather thanonit.[looked itupin thedictionaryanditsaid
adecayingera.lhearditinconnection with people whowere wildand
off-the-wall, supposedly. [don't
reallyunderstanditasaconcept,
it'sarealvoyeurs' concept.”

4. Morals
Don'tyouhaveanymorals, then?

Holly: “Morals? Thingslike the 10
Commandments andallthat. Oh
yeah, but that'sjustanatural human i
weakness, isn'tit? Maybeit'snota
weakness, maybeitsstrength.I'm
tryingnot to give anyone ahard time
—aren'tyou? That'sabout the only
moralI've got.”

Don'tworryabout the taste
barrier, Holly, justgorighton
through?

“Amsterdamwas fab, ['was totally
knocked out. Whereas in England
theleatherbarsare quite tame,
there theyare totally overboard.
Like Tom OfFinland, whoisahomo- = &
eroticillustrator—he paints brilliant
images of guysinleather, uniforms,
sailorsand stuff. His picturesareon
thewall, thebarareais caged offand
there's slings and jackboots hanging
fromthe ceilingandagiant cockin
alightrope fromoneside of the
ceilingto theotherandit’scoming
attheknob. Thenyougoto the
backroomandthere'sanorgy
goingon. lwasreallyimpressed
byit, thefreedom
ofattitude.”

Whereis the
magicand thrill
insextaking

doesn’tcutit.”

Ofcourse the harder and more often they
come, the harder they fall. Holly admits that the promiscuity that the gay
scene thrives onleads to the possibility of all sorts of horrible diseases.

“Aids, yeah, there’s that danger. Children, don't catch Aids! May
theyfindacure, that'sallT've got to say aboutit. Youcanlookaatitas
retribution. Armageddon’s round the corner.

“Thesecond coming. Hey! The second coming, thatsounds fun. There's
lotsof theories, people sayit's the CIAand germ warfare. Itdepends on
the mostentertainingoneat the time.”

Asaforceinthe world of pop and populist entertainment, I'm not
putting too much faith in Frankie Goes To Hollywood just yet. [ like their
record, butit’shard to tellwhether they've madeitas puppets orreal
talents, as threats or comiccuts.

I'msuspicious of the arthouse influences they draw from-amixture
ofthetart, the tawdryand the hard to trust, and whetherthey're going
to use their sexuality preciously, asan excuse for all sorts of tedious
overblownimagery (jackbootsand inflatable peni). Maybe they'll try to
dosomethingreallyskilful, really daring. It's early days yet, but for two
23-year-olds they sometimes seemvery easily impressed.

“Iwantbigbusiness, [ getoffonit. Like when we wererecording our
single, thestudiowaslike thishuge Greekdomeand Chris Blackwell
walked in. He waslike the emperor withabeautiful whitegirland a
beautiful Jamaicangirlateitherside. [ keptthinking, ‘Thisis Chris
Blackwell of Crosse & Blackwell.
Thisguycanactually goand
watch Grace Jonesrecord.’ [ got
arealbuzzoffthat,” says Holly.

v O 1w g 2 3 e
. ' 1 eNEea 3

| Theexit
3 WhatamIdoinghere? The
Coleherneisn'tverybusyearlyin
theeveningand Pauland Holly are
obviouslyalittle disappointed. I'd
come to see thematworkin their
naturalhabitat, but there wasn't
muchworktobe done. Gradually
theplacestarted tofillupand
Hollywas enthusiastically telling
mehowthey'd contrived to have
various, um, slogansinscribed on
therun-outgrooveof theirrecord.
The place was getting a bit
clammy, allleering brutesand
young prancinggigolos.

Ifeltlike telling Holly about
alittlebarinhisbeloved
Hollywood. There they have
proper barstools, aselection of
theworld’sfinestbeersanda
singlewoman canalways be
assured of being harassed. Atthe
bottom of theirmenu they have a
motto: “ABSOLUTELY NO GAYS
ADMITTED”. Itwasjustanidea,
butitseemed much easier to getup
andleave. GavinMartin ®
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“What have
[ done now

partially reformed
madman, has a new album
out. At home, he talks
horror movies, Greenham
Gommon, even music.

“| don’t worship the Devil,
I’'m not a Satanist at all...
In fact I'd like to think
I’'ma good person.”

| ofmysrue
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MELODY MAKER

SDOWNTOearthasacrapinthe

woods, Ozzy Osbourne, father of

three, strikes the newcomer as the

index of contemporary Britain.

He reads The Sun, the nation’s most

popularrag, hasanabsence of
pretensions about stardom, and likes Boy George
because, among other reasons, he gives he and his
workmates something to talk aboutin the tea-break.

Hearing Ozzy talklike thisit's possible to temporarily
forgethis reputation for theingesting of avifauna. He
complainsaboutbeingknown as the demon bat-chewer
though the image ishere to stay, come what may. Ozzy
seemsless ofadevil thananassemblylineworkeron his
wayto the nineo'clock shiftat Longbridge.

Hisarmsare pale, flabbyandbear the remains ofold
tattoos—thelegend OZZY being the most memorable.
HestilllaughsatAllanJones' one-time description of
ex-colleague Tony lommias “Jason King with builders’
arms”, heartily concurring that the Black Sabbath
guitaristdid indeed model himselfon the droopily
moustachioed TV character. And he is magnanimous
enough toallow for the onslaught of critical jibesin the
press;it'sjustpeople’s personal opinions, he says.

Onstage, the man-of-the-peopleimage stays well to
the fore. No fancy stage movements for Ozzy, noron this
current British tourany stunts such as dwarf-extirpation
orsimilarsensation. Ozzy Osbourne has two basic
movementsonstage-stalking, shoulders hunched, from
lefttorightand backagain, and the sudden thrusting of

thearmsinto theair, twodigits held aloftin each
hand. The crowdrespond to thiswith a frighteningly
intense devotional fervour, pumping the peace signs
backatthestage with theinsistence of pistons gone
apeshit. Thekids mustidentifywith Ozzy.

He doesn't wear satin trousers, therefore mirrors
theiressential ordinariness.

“IfIwas to wear tight satin everybody would be able
tosee howfatlreallyam!” jokes Ozzy, his manager/
wife Sharon hootingat the very thought. Ozzy jokes
quitealot. Are there large elements of self-parodyin
what he does?

“No, notreally,” he says, momentarily as serious as
aBible. “Thekids that comeand see me, there’salittle
bitofOzzy Osbournein thosekids. Yousee 'em last
night? Theyall got onstageand had alittle headbang »
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Ironman: Ozzy

poseswithhis
ughter Aimee
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A pile of tosh

MM DEC 10

0zzy Oshourne
EPIC

Chap of chapsashe
undoubtedlyis, Ozzy Osbourne
makes criticism, acclaim and ‘
even normal fan reaction totally
superfluous. Like Lemmy, he
overruns overkill to a point way
beyond parody, and hislegend
haslong overshadowed his music.
Ozzyis muchlike the elderly
family Alsatian. He still likes to
bare his fangs simply because
he canand he still manages to
scare the shit out of the
postman, but everybody else
knows he doesn’t really mean

justice to the horrors of titles
like “Rock’'n’Roll Rebel” (never
heard that one before, Oz), the
werewolf title track “Bark At
The Moon" and “Spiders”
(“Creepy crawly things filling up
your bed/Soonyou'llfeel him
crawling through your brain”).

Theyareinterspersed with
acouple of token ballads, “So
Tired"” (which sounds like ELO)
and “You're No Different” (a
laughably clumsy attempt at
sensitivity). An eerie organintro
gives “Forever” initial promise,
but this rare shock of inspiration
is quickly trampled beneath

itand they exceedingly
watch him fierce metal
clawing the ’ i footwear, and
kennel with It_ s bas“;al Iy d evenonthe
ffectonse Series of mundane  ooceck |
Even Standard riffs, Darkness”, the
records intimidation
seemlikean badly recﬂrded, still seems half-
inessential hearted.
appendagein tamely prOduced Alyricsheet
Ozzy's self- T is, however,

maderoleas
the unthinking man's favourite
loony. His gigs are good for
alaughandamigraine, his
interviewsareariotand one
feels, in consequence, morally
obligedto buy hisrecords.

So here we have Oz whacking
it out with his customarily subtle
blend of sledgehammer vocals
and chainsaw arrangements,
and you just know he had more
funpretending to be a werewolf
onthe cover thanhe did laying
down the vocals.

Last week in Sounds,
somebody described Oz as the
“Liberace of HM", whichis
pushingitabit,
thoughitdoes
effectively
illustrate the
extent to which
Osbournerelies
ongaudy muck for
his glory. Because
therecorditselfis
apile of tosh.

It's basically
aseries of
mundane,
unimaginative
standard riffs,
badly recorded,
tamely produced,
barely doing
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thoughtfully
provided to ensure we miss
none of the grotesque sexual
innuendo of “Now You See It
Now You Don't”, or the
heartfelt protestation of
“Rock'n'Roll Rebel"..."God only
knows why they couldn’t see the
obvious/ls it because they
manifest the incubus...”
Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant.

Still, you've got to buy it,

haven'tyou? | mean,if
nobodybuys hisrecords then
there won'tbe any pointin
interviewing himany more,
andthen where would we be?

Colinlrwin

withme. It'sgood fun. I feel like the conductor ofamad orchestra, you

know, likea teacher of rock. You know, [ can't putitinto words without
comingovertobeatwat.Idonteverthink, ‘Aren’t] the greatest, lookat
my turquoiserings andall the rest of the bunk thatgoes withit.' Tused to
walkaroundwith so much turquoise thatifI'd have fallen over they
would have to have had acrane to pickme up again, andljust said to
myself, ‘What the fuckam I walkingaround like a Christmas tree for?™”

0zzyOsbourne’s basic philosophy seems based around the simple

phrase ‘fun’,andis the hardest pointof viewin the world to argue against.
Voice asuspicion that there might be moretolife than thisand youare
automatically placed in the camp of the cantankerous.

struck the writer as nothingless than an excuse for an outbreak

of mass cretinism, the predictable in chase of the predictable,
yvetwhen faced with the instantly likeable Brummie you know that
nothing you could possibly say could make any difference to his basic
response... thekids getoff on itand what's wrong with that?

“Faceit, eventuallyit's gonnawind down forme andI'll be able to sit
downandlookat meold scrapbook and say, ‘Yeah, itwasgood fun...’
Whichitwas.”

Ozzymentions Black Sabbath, and immediately grimaces with disgust.

“Imean, Black Sabbath, forgetit, youknow, thatwas such afucking bore
forso manyyearsitwasuntrue. Thatband made me feel old, made me
feel over-the-hill. Ivowed when I left Sabbath I'd never be in the situation
whereI'd doitjust for the name. You could have four mongoloids up there
called Black Sabbathand they'd pull acrowd. The name Black Sabbathis
likealegend, it’slike Robin Hood, it'slike a pantomime now. [ wish them
allthe luckinthe world, I'mjustglad I'm out of itnow.”

Talking of pantomime, some might suggest thatsingingabout being
a“Rock'n’RollRebel” in 1983 smacks of the same, but not Ozzy.

“Ithinkpeoplelikearebel, peoplelike someone who's anti-thisand
anti-whatever the systems says, and that's what Ialways try tobe. The
reason [ wrote the song ‘Rock'n'Roll Rebel’ was because in America,
especially, Iwasbranded as The Anti-Christ, The Devil Worshipper, The
SonOfSatanandall thiscrap. [wouldn'teven know the first thingabout
thatstuffanyway, solwrote down, ‘Whateveryou wannacall me, go
ahead, butallIknowlIam isarock n'roll rebel.”

Hesaysallthiswithasurprisinglack of self-consciousness, and won't
acceptthat the dangerous edge of the 30-year-old musicalinstitution of
rockisdeceased.

“Itdisappeared because youyourselfcan'trecogniseit, 'cos you've gone
ontosomethingelse. It'slike folk... folk's been around forhundreds of
years, and there'sstilla big audience for that. Country & western'sthe
same... jazz... it'snowbecomean established form of music.”

This soundssuspiciously to melike an unconscious admission of the
salient pointsof myargument, butl press ahead: inwhatsenseishearebel?

“All'mtryingtosayaboutbeingarebelis that 1 will not conform to what
these peoplewantmetodo.loncedidaninterviewontheradio about
ayearagoin the Statesand this womansaid, ‘Iwon'tletmyson come and
seeyourshow.’ [asked ifshe'd seen anyof my concerts and shesaid, ‘No.'
Sohowcanyoujudgeit, sayit'sawful? And that'swhatI'msayingin that
song. People will believe what they’ll believe in, the Ministry Of Peace,
whatever, and people willhide behind titles... kill thousands of people
butit's OKbecauseit's the Ministry Of Death, y'know?”

Ozzysaysthatallhe'stryingtodoismakekidsaware
thattheworld’sacruel place.

“WhenlwasinBlackSabbath, intheveryearlydays
whenwe did thingslike ‘Paranoid’ and ‘War Pigs’, we
neverrealised that we affected so manypeoplein
America, because we didn’treally knowwhat America
wasabout, itwaslike going to Mars at the time. ‘War Pigs’
really got to them because of Vietnam.,

“Groups like Black Sabbath were the original punks, if
youlike. The message isstill the same, the approach to
giving 'em the message has changed, that'sall-‘leave us
tobeourown tribe’, youknow? ‘Why should we conform
toyourmessed upsituation?”

T HE SHOW PUT on by Ozzy's group at the Bristol Colston Hall

cottage in the Staffordshire countryside, Ozzy
Osbourne seems the unlikeliest of rebels. His six-
acre estate includes alake; in his spare time he likes to

I NMANY WAYS a family man, with a 15th-century




January24,1983:
Ozzyonstage
inDiisseldorf,
Germany

go fishing and shooting. He's in no way
amillionaire butadmits to being
“‘comfortable”. Sharon accompanies him
when his group is on the road.

Somehowit’sdifficult to square this joker
sittingopposite with theimage ofaman
ensconced inthe worst ravages of tasteless
heavymetal excess (besidesdiningonabat, he
alsooncebit the head offa pigeonatarecord
company meetingand used to hurl chunks of
liverat theaudienceas partofhisstageact).
Doesn’the get pissed offininterviews whenall
peoplewanttotalkaboutis "Ozzy Osbourne,
theman who chewslive bats"?

“Ifl'wasanordinaryguylike yourselforany
manon thistrainand picked up adead catand chewed onits head,
somebody’'d say, ‘Fuckme, I goton the train thismorningand [ saw this
guychewafuckingdead cat’s 'ead.’ And then thatwould be forgotten.”

Deliveringin thick Brum, Ozzy manages to make the ideaof dead cat
digestion aseveryday as the brushingof teeth.

“Buteverydayafter thatridiculous thinghappened, before they talk
aboutme, my past, my present, my future, it'salways ‘Hey, Ozzy-whatdo
batstastelike? or‘Ozzy,isittrueyoublewagoatup?’ or‘Ozzy, did you
really saw thelegs offa Doberman?’ I mean, it'sincredible. They think
[ must getupinthe morning, go, Mmm... today’s menu’s goingto be
three cow’seyes, four cats’ bollocks...

“lalways seem to getinto asituation whenThit the bottle, like we all do,
you haveadrinkto getsmashed and youwake upand think, ‘Oh fucking
hell, whathavel done now?’ The Alamoincidenthappened onbooze.”

“Groups like
Black Sabbath
were the
original punks,
if you like”

(Thetimewhenhewasarrested in Texas
urinatingon the doorofthe Alamo-captured
onfilmbyMM.)

“Italways happens thatwhenever I'mthere
gettingdrunk there'ssomebody there with
acamera. Butitdid the trickand I'mnot
complaining,” headmits. Notorietyhas its uses,
especiallyifyou'veleftapopularheavymetal
bandand arein dangerof being written offas
anold fart. Yethestillmaintainsanairofhurt
innocence when the subjectof devilry crops up.

“Therewasasongonmy firstalbum, ‘Mr
Crowley',and thereason thatcame about was
thatinrock'n'rollwith thelikes of Ritchie
Blackmoreand Jimmy Page, the name Crowley
keptpoppingupasifitwasahip thingto talk
about. [didn'tknowanythingabouthim. I
wrote thissong thatwent, ‘Mr Crowley, what
wenton in your head! Who were youand what
wereyouabout?” And that'sallit was, aquestion,
‘cosldidn’tknowanythingabouthim.

“Sofromitstemmed [the perception] thatI'm
aCrowleyite. People hearone word and they
judge everythingby the one phrase, youknow?
[sitgettingto the way that people can’t mention
thewords 'Devil’, ‘Satan’, ‘Evil’and ‘Death’?
Idon'tworship the Devil, I'm nota Satanistat
all...infactl'dlike to thinkI'magood person.”

Naturally, heavymetalisa comic-stripmusic,
thus theforces of Good and Evilare necessarily
oversimplified, placed into positions of conflict
fortheirsymbolicand entertainmentvalue.In
much thesameway that horror movies work...

“Thefirstfilm thateverreally changed my
head around was The Exorcist,” says Ozzy,
seeminglyunaware of the joke, “the first film
thatlthought, “Thisisreal, y'’know.”

Herejects the modern filmic nasties such as

astoryline toit. “Isaw The Return Of The Zombie
Flesh Eaters. Assoonasitstarteditwas blood,
snot, blood, snot, eyeballs falling on the floor,
armsripped off, torsosall over the place, andit's
justlike horrendous, y'know?

“The bestcomedy filmI'veeverseenwas
Psycho II-Tlaughed myarse offin that film. It
wasso pathetic. The lastshot, when his mother
comesinandheasksifhecanhavesomecoffee
and hesmacks heraround thehead with a
shovel, Bob Daisley, the bass player, whowas
withme, shouts, 'Onelumportwo?!'Tcollapsed.”

0,0Z2Y OSBOURNE, fur-coated man
of metal... ifborninto adifferent age,
whatwould you be?

“IthinkI'dlike tobe anastronaut.” And thena
correction: “I'dlike to have beenborninatime
before the nuclearage. It frightens me to death.”

Greenham?

“Ithinkit’s good, but they should go and find some husbands; I think
mostof 'emarejustlesbianswho've got nothing better to dowith
themselves.Imean, weall knowaboutit, and they're doing a good thing
inonerespect, but... ldunno.Are they gonnaachieve anything?

“AllTknowisthatit’saterrible thing that theyhave these things. AsIsaid to
thisguyinAmerica, ‘Doyouthinkthey’lleverdrop thebomb?’and he said,
‘There’sneverbeenagunmade thathasn'tbeenfired inanger. Whoever
losesa conventional warwill push the button. What'she gotlefttodo? Ifany
nation’scrazy enough to push the buttonit’s the French. They've already
beenoverrunonceinthelastwar, so theydon'twanttoletithappenagain.”

British to the core, even down to the French-hatingand radical-baiting.
Ihave this theory that whatever party Ozzy Osbourne votes forat the next
general electionwill be the party that forms the nextgovernment. Maybe
he doesn'tread The Sun every day. [ forgot to check. Lynden Barber o
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The Evil Dead, preferringsomethingwith a bit of

022Y DSBOURNE
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Steeped in blues

MMDEG 10

FEW DAYSPREVIOUSLY BBC 2
Ahad scored a century with their

brilliantly presented tribute to the
“Soundies”, thejukebox visual clips of the
‘40s featuring Slim Gaillard- bagels dunked
dangerously -and Fats Waller and his amazing
dancing eyebrow.

| mention this because ZZ Top at Wembley
gave similar sensations of pleasure. Like the
oldjazz joke-boxers, ZZ Top paint smilesand
snap ankles in asingle entertaining motion
andstillkeep the integrity intact.

While most rock'n'roll groups display
adepressing sense of ironic distance and
those that do have it handle it with boxing
gloves, Toprealise thatit helps to have
acloserelationship to the object of the
ironiccommentary.

“This part here is gonna make yousick,”
commented Billy Gibbonsin Deputy Dawg
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"_—_ LONDON —— DustyHill (left)
andBilly Gibbons

] LIVE! |
‘ I E. P (Ramone-like, about the heels) and

RS ononesongs come so close tothe
% b s Do great John Lee Hooker thathadla
hat | would be hurling it towards the
ceiling for joy. Ananachronism, maybe...
but whatagreat anachronism!

drawlintroducingasong called “TV Dinners". Now how can you fail to warmto agroup
I hooted and twitched trouser simultaneously. | who give their songs titleslike “Cheap
The greatest misconception about Top is Sunglasses” and “Wouldn't Touch It With

that they're some kind of | ATenFootPole”, play
grotesque heavy metal . some of the tastiest and
morons soakedin denim HDW Gal'l yﬂll fall to most tasteful blues solos

and dim wits. Someone youheardinarockband -

ejsked meif they somjded warm tU d gl‘ﬂllp Billy Gibbons,Officia|
like Lynyrd Skynyrd; it was who glve the“.. so“gs Hero-have abassistand

like asking if Modern guitarist who move in

Romance sounded like titles Iike “cheap synchand wear beardsto

King Sunny Ade. the naveland have anon-
The factis that ZZ Top sunglasses”? hirsute drummer called
are steeped seriouslyin the B Frank Beard? How could
blues, delivering their youresistagroup that play
rootsin adeep Southern funk. Variously, they rock how it should be played - short and

are Ry Cooder through a fuzzbox or Cream sweet, minus excess baggage, with some
minus chrome strip and fins, look like they've of the meanest, raunchy rhythms you've
justwanderedin fromaLouisiana swamp, stompedaslippertoinyonks? lknow|
hold guitars the way they should be held couldn’t. Surprise of the year. LyndenBarber




Parallel
all the way

- MMDEG10

|

‘ HE ACADEMY, FORMERLY the Fair

| TDeaI, isabig cold barnof aplace, but

New Order probably didn't notice. Big

and bright, cold and distant, they've refined
aniron-and-steel modern dance from which
the heart has been systematically squeezed
by mobile hi-tech safety nets.

A group presumably gets the audience it
deserves, and this crowd were attentive,
reverentandforall lknow bored to death.
Upstairs between acts, they sataround
cross-legged, skinning up absentmindedly
and talking about the SWP. But New Order
couldn't have noticed.

The band’s super-realist funkis capable
of becoming acelebration of delirious
proportions - witness the mighty
“Temptation” -but they don'tseemtogoin
for that sort of thing. Post-Arthur Baker, they
took the stage to the accompaniment of a
massively tactile taped rhythm track which
soonrevealeditself as “Confusion”. Here was
apromise of power and hypnosis, aided by the
clean streamlining of the mix.

The following “Temptation” was pretty fine
too, surging over Peter Hook's high singing
bass.Bernard Albrecht (newly blond) can't
sing, of course, but thenhe doesn't really
claim to. The voice provides alittle bit of
much-needed humanerror.

But from here it was... parallel all the way.
New Order are perfectly designed, down to
the elegant probing fingers of light which
meshed crisply overhead as the group
strolled easily through their paces. Unmoved
and consequently unmoving, everything
stayed firmlyinits place - rich, ringing guitar
chords, pulsing synth and sequencers, and
dazzlingly accurate drum treatments (both
live and mechanised).

The crowd absorbed all this as if it was their
due and nothing more. “Age Of Consent”
was theoretically thrilling; a crisp 3D matrix
in cool blue, and “Your Silent Face” was
professionally precision-tooled.

Apartfromasmattering of whoops for
“Blue Monday”, the audience generally
stayed rooted to the spot, possibly searching
for subtitles. The disinterment of rarely seen
Buriuel flicks was never greeted with such
pontifical obeisance. | was disappointed -
elevationhadseemedimminent, but gravity

| pulled everybody down.
New Ordersauntered off

into the wings; everybody

clappedforafew

seconds and then went BRIXTON ABRDEMY
home.New Order —— LONDON
“don’tdo encores”, Y
y'see.l'dliketocare LI ‘? E

| about New Order, but 3
why should | bother? —_ DECEMBER1 — ¢

Adam Sweeting

§ REM’sMichael
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Awhir lngassault i

Stipe(left)and

A kinetic exhibitior
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REM’S MURMURIS the most

then, like exclamatorysemaphore signals.
Sounding hazardouslylikeathreshing
machineletloose onaRickenbacker,
guitarist Peter Buckwassimilarly possessed.

Treatingthe stages ofboth Dingwallsand
the Marquee like they were trampolines,
Buckwas akineticexhibition, his playing
raging from thestrafing runs of “Sitting Still”
(nochance!) tothe gang-busting chords of
“West Of The Fields”, “Carnival Of Sorts” and
“9-9". Melodically precise, he was cooleron
thereflective, beautifully
composed “Talk About
The Passion” and
“Pilgrimage”, but cut
wildandlooseon
virtually everything
insight, turningasix-
string flamethrower
on “Gardening At Night”,
whosewhimsical title
disguisesthesong’s
fierce nocturnal tensions,
andreducing the strident “Catapult” to
flamingrubble.

Perhaps the most devastatingmoments of
two sensational outings were reserved for the
encores of the Marquee, whenadiscreetly
scored version of The Velvet Underground’s
“Femme Fatale” wasused as alaunching pad
foran overwhelming “Radio Free Europe”
whose dramatic momentum threatened
complete hysteria, with the mighty Buck
comingonlikeatankattack overthe
continentalshiftof Bill Berry’s drumming,
Aquickreturnisamust. Allan jones

beguilingalbum of 1983, arecord

whose mysterious atmosphere and
elegant musical designs infiltrate the
imagination with an emotional resonance
thatverylittle else released this year has
even begun to match.

Morethanafewheads, then, willhave

been twisted off their necks when the group
simply exploded onto the stage at Dingwalls
inaferocious howl offeedback and stormy
drummingthatreacheda
tempestuous peak with
aversion of “Moral Kiosk”
thattookatorchtothe
originaland threatened
to burndown thenight.
Thiswasseriously
frenzied stuff, definitely
not for the fainthearted;

This was frenzied
stuff; miraculously,
though, nothing

of Murmur’s
nimgoreans  Subtlety was lost

subtletywaslost, it was [
merelyintensified, toughened up, the
record’srestraintreplaced by awhirling
physicalassault that brought to mind
unusual visions of the Ramones pistol-
whippingtherepertoire of The Byrds.
Hairstraggling wildly, falling
uncombed overaface thatwasa
twitchinglandscape ofnervoustics,
vocalist Michael Stipe looked likean
asyluminmate, armswrapped around
hisbodyasiftrappedinastraitjacket
outofwhose confines he would
occasionally escape, hisarms flapping,

CHARLES JAMESON
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THE SMITHS

TheSmithsinManchester,
May15,1983:(l-r) Andy
Rourke, JohnnyMarr,
MorrisseyandMike Joyce

'
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MELODY MAKER

HEN MORRISSEY SPEAKS, he nurses the side
ofhis head with a sensitive hand as ifhe were
trying to soothe some nagging pain or ease out
the words by the soft persuasion of his gentle
fingers. He frequently creases his browand
looks worried, yet rarely have  metaman so
confident, so convineed by the worth of his own demanding mission.

Lookingoutacrossacruellandscape, he sees himselfusheringina
new form of beauty; a defiant but sensual challenge to everything thatis
wasted and ugly. He recalls his teenage years as a period of misery and
emptiness and, now that he has finally conquered a depression that
seemed never-ending, he wants us tosharein his triumph, be inspired
byhisexample.

Thiscomplete dismay with the past means he refuses to even talkabout
it. Morrissey lives only for the presentand the future, about which he
enthuses withawarmingoptimism, reeling offlong, considered
sentences spoken quietly butalways with awinningair ofauthority.

These dayseverythinginhislifeappears tobe fallinginto place. There's
hardly time foranything beyond work and sleep. When we meethe's tired
and pale, recovering from the previous nightin the recording studio, and
beforelong we find ourselvesina taxibattlingthrough the London traffic
towardsastation, another journey, another destination.

The medium for Morrissey's genesiswas The Smiths, agroup
unassumingbyname butmagnificent by nature. Thisnewbeginning
cameaboutwhen hecrossed paths withguitarist JohnnyMarrand the two
discovered they shared acommonvision thatsimply had to be realised.

With bass player Andy Rourke and drummer Mike Joyce, The Smiths
surfacedintheautumnoflastyear, quickly attracting a dedicated
followingin theirhome city of Manchesterand thenlaterin London as
well. Their quintessentialline-up was adeliberately classic arrangement,
representing the group'sreturn to the pure fundamentals of pop: melody,
rhythm and most ofall, emotion.

Sofartheyhave released two excellent singles on Rough Trade that
boldlyexpress the group'sintentions; “Hand in Glove"/ “Handsome
Devil”,and “This CharmingMan"/"Jeane”, the 12-inch of thelatter
featuring two different versions of “Charming Man” and two new songs,
“Wonderful Woman” and “Accept Yourself”, possibly their finestvet.

While admitting their debt to ‘60s pop, especially the Byrds and Buffalo
Springfield (Johnnyactuallyuses Roger McGuinn’sold 12-string
Rickenbacker), The Smiths have nothing to do with nostalgia, setting
theirsightsfirmlyonfresh horizons. If their musicisfilled with lightand
space, asitsooftenis, that's merely areflection of themselvesrather than
someslavish attemptto capture the magic ofanother time.

JohnnyMarrisinlove with the sound and scope of guitars, and how it
shows; hisarrangements and playingglisten and sparkle, forminga
luscious undercurrent that'simpossible not to get swept along with. And
Morrissey's dreamy voice, satiated with romance and idealism; is already
competentenough to translate his high-flyingaspirations.

Had he perhaps surprised himself?

“Notreally, no,” hereplies, unassumingas ever. “Yousee I went through
along, strange period of self-developmentwith words and singing, so1
reallyfeltreadywhen thetime came. I didn’tfeel, ‘good griefcanIdoit,
can'tldoit? [wasjustreallysodesperate todoit thatIjustdidit. When
you'rereally desperateit’ssurprisingwhat youcando!”

His formerunhappiness hinted at, he's reluctant to expand any further,
denying that there's any conscious attempt to mystify his background.
Beyond confirmingthat The Smiths are his first venture into musicand
public performance, he’s unwilling to say more.

“Ireallydon'tbelieve that there’sanythingin my past that could
possiblyinterestanybody,” he states matter-of-
factly.“Idon’treally wanttobore people with
unnecessary paraphernalia. Actually [wish there
wassomething mysterious in my past, but 'mafraid
itwas justdramaticallydull!”

When The Smiths playlive they go outof theirway
tomake the occasionareal event. Morrissey
emphasises thegroup'sappeal forareturn to honest
emotion and anew hope for the future by hisonstage
conceits, the mostwell-knownofall being the way he
throws flowersat the audience. There’snoirony
intended, he says, and reveals hisendearing
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modesty once more when considering the group’s ferventdisciples.

“Peopleare dedicated to us because we deserve it. We try. Our reception
hasn'tsurprised meatall,infactI thinkitwill snowball even more
dramatically over theimmediate months-itreally hasto. I feel very
comfortableaboutit,andI'mverypleased.It'sall quite natural because
Ireally thinkwe meritagreatdeal ofattention.

“Youseetheyunderstand thatIreally do meanitwhenlshower people
inflowers. Theyappreciate the honestyin thatact. It wassomething I felt
compelledto do because the whole pnpuhr musicscene had become so
greyand black, sodull!l thoughtsomethinghad to beinjected and
flowers were justavery sensible injection.”

Those colours, grey and black, cropupalotin Morrissey’s conversation.
Tohim, they'resynonymouswith the way modern cultureisflattening out
intoanightmare ofvideo games and synthesized muzak. Which makesit
paradoxical that The Smithsshouldadopt sucha pointedlydrabnameand
comefromacityalwaysassociated withlongmacsand grim faces.

“Atthetimewe formed,” Morrisseyrecalls, “the northern bleakness was
flirtingwith thiskind of Parisian surrealism—all these inverted groups
from Salford with terribly profound names! The most surreal, overtly
artistic names were being pinned to the most pathetically dull groups, so
we thoughtwe'd latch ourselves onto the most simplistic name we could
possibly think ofand still produce inspiring music. All these other
mordantindividuals were just hiding behind this cloak of pseudo-
surrealism and otherworldliness. Itwas allso fabricated and at the end
ofthedayitamounted to an enormous nonsense.

“Simplybyhavingareallystraightforward name we were saying that
youdon'thave to hidebehind anyveil ofartistry to produce something
worthwhile. Ithink these groups thought they really had to confuse
people, that theyreally had to be misunderstood, otherwise they'd have
no value. Thatkind of mentalitylooked down onsimple music that could
becomprehended, ittried to trivialise it. So The Smithsare away to
squash that. Youreally have to be yourselfand be very down-to- earth
andsaywhatyouwantto say—do what youwant todo. We don't have to be
coolany more; thatisreally the most basic thingabout Smithdom.”

FactoryRecordsstill castsa dark shadowover Manchester, and
Morrisseywelcomesits recedingsignificance. From the start, he says, he
wanted nothing to do with the steely elitism that organisation had
purposefullyfostered. “Theyreally did make atremendous contribution
tothecoolattitude,” he complains.

“Theyencouraged people by example to be hipper-than-thou. Itwas all
soclosedand aloofwhichiscompletely opposed to the whole notion of
Smithdom. Ialways thought the originalidea of Factory-aNorthernindie
label-was much more appealing thananything they produced. They
reallybecamevery conservative and boring-Isupposeitwaseasy making
everythinggrey, it probablysaved themalot of thoughtand materials!

“Werealiseditwas aspentforcestraightaway whenitcameto
consideringrecord companies. At the time we arrived they didn’tseem
veryinterested in new groupsanyway-Ithink theyhad financial
problemsorsomething. They'd becomelike anindependent version of
Warner Brothers. Although they felt very sure of their grip on the music
scene theywerereally very deluded inside this overblown organisation.”

Bypassing Factory, then, the group eventually settled foradeal with
Rough Trade-atypicallyunfashionable choice butone they felt their hearts
werein.Infactitwasn'tanintended move, and they went the usualrounds
ofthe majorsafterseveralinvitations by interested A&R departments before
settlingon GeoffTravis' stilluncompromised indie label.

“We went to see various people from the majors but we felt out of place
ateverymeeting. Our aims weren'treallyinline with theirs, whereas
with Rough Trade we thought there was an immediate empathy
between us. Experiencing the majors firsthand was actually a pretty
horrendous experience-they couldn’treally see beyond what was
popular, whathad already sold.”

- v mes SEW s - . '
i Ifyouhaven'tgathered by now, The Smithsaren't

e justagroup, they'reacrusade. Through their music
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and theidealsitembodies, The Smithsare
determined torekindle optimism theyfearis nearly
extinguished. For Morrissey, the decadentkick of
livinglife on the edge of theapocalypseisone more
dead-enddrug.

Hisdreams are massive-and whynot? To hear
himspeakislikelisteningtosomesortofcrazy
evangelist, only Morrisseyisn't mad, and the more
hesaysthe more heamazes.




“Popular music seems to affectalmosteveryone,”
heopinescalmly, “and I think something very
substantial can come fromit. Its potential is so great!
Itcanvirtually change the entire universe,” he adds,
totally deadpan.

Andyes, there'smore: "I hope people will hear the
music of The Smiths and realiseit’s played with real
heartand soul. Thope theyalsorealise thatwe

HAND IN
GLOVE

THE SMITHS

Othergroups who have dabbledin the legacy
ofthe'60s—Orange Juice and Aztec Camera for
example, both Rough Trade deserters—appearto
bealmostforeign bodies asfaras Morrissey’s
concerned. Pointingoutthathisinspirationis
largelyliteraryand cinematicanyway, herelishes
amonologue on modern pop music.

“ltgotto thestage when Iwassoangrywith

areplaying thismusicbecause we have to. The
Smithsisacomplete open bookandit’s there for
anybodywhowantstogaze uponit, and believe
me, everythingwill spring forth. Youdon't need
masses ofliterary knowledge to understand
whatwe're doing. Yetsimplybecause we are
easyto enjoydoesn'tmean thatwe're dealingin
somethinginconsequential.

“Thedifficultyin musicrightnowisto be
straightforward. Peoplerefusetobeopen and
accessible-it'sacraftthat’sdisappeared. The
onlything people can do nowis befog the public
and be obscure-whichis ofnovalue. The whole

“The Smiths
will push
people to
think for

themselves”

music, I felt I really had tointerfere in some way.
Break up allthe squalor, which we'restill trying
todo. Abigchallenge to undertake? Well yes,
butyouknowit’s quite simple when you really
thinkofit. And when you get within close
proximity yourealiseitcan be done. So many of
the peopleinvolved in popularmusicare really
suchlightindividuals—theyonlyseem
threatening seen fromadistance.”
IU'snotunusualto find Morrissey wearing
beadsandanopen-necked smock onstage, and
while this signifies a healthy distaste for style
worship, and theland of a thousand haircuts, to

thingisabout communicationand what
communicationis there when yourwordsare
absurdly oblique?”

Thelyricstoall The Smiths’ songs are written by Morrissey, though he
also evolves melodicideas with Johnny, the group’s musical mainstay.
Deliciously atmospheric, the songs swirlaround your senses, beckoning
thelistenerintoa world builton promise and achildlike honesty. It could
allend up soundingterribly tweeand affected, but Morrisseyhas the
native wit toavoid pop’s worn clichés. The new Julian Cope heisn't.

Hislyricalvocabularyhasrevived awhole host of words and phrase

more associated with the '30s than the '60s; “charming” and “handsome”

amongthe mostfavoured. “Iuse suchwords,” he explains, “because
Ithinkthey'revery positive wordsand much needed at the moment. It's
better forpeople to think ofthemselves as charmingand handsome than
unemployed and miserable.”

Surelyanautobiographical reflection that harks back to the missing
years before The Smiths, especially when he reveals that the motivation
towritein thefirst place, “came through my own general depression,
my disgust, my horror! But thereasons for writingaren't something|
thinkaboutmuchreally,” he adds. “I've done it for such along time now
thatto questionitreally seems quiteludicrous. It'slike saying, ‘why do
youbreathe?""

Anotherexplanation forMorrissey’s chosenimageryis thatheis at
painstowriteaboutbeautyinan entirely asexual manner; hisway of
undermining “theunnaturalandartificial barriers placed between the
twosexes.” [twould be nice to think thatsuch sentiments might be
tolerated in 1983. Afterall, the charts must feature more gay artistsat the
moment than ever before. Butsadlya national music paper tookitupon
themselvestoslur the name of The Smiths withridiculously
irresponsibleaccusations hurled in their direction.

Worsestill, this vicious innuendo was picked up by the gutter pressand
fed to millions. Of course, itwasalllies, for some the grist of good copy,
and the music paper concerned hassince bentover backwards to buy off
The Smithswith columninches, probably through the realisation that
theycouldill-afford to missouton thatdream of editors evervwhere, the
semi-mythical “nextbigthing”.

The charmingmanthatheis, Morrissey dismisses the whole dismal
episodewithashrugandalittle bitterness. “That'sallhistorynow," he
saysasifthatverystatementcould erase the past. “Ithasn’trecurred in
anydangerousway and ironically it subsequently won us more coverage
inthat paperthanwe'devergotbefore.”

Tryingtoset The Smithsin therecentcontextofpopisalmost
impossible, simply because theyreally have no peers, and no personal
historyto speakof either. Morrissey admits his great respect for fellow
Mancunian Mark Smith (noname connection here) but that'sas farasit
goesbeyondakind of commonindignation for the creepingapathy that
makes our post-industrial countrysorank.

“Iunderstand whatgrieves Mark Smith completely, and theangerhe
feelsfor the people around him who see themselves powerless to do
anythingabouttheir positionin the scheme of things. Butwhatisalsoso
appealingabout Mark Smithis thathe shows compassion, whichisarare
thingrightnow.”

paraphrase John Lydon, he's nottryingtobury
hisheadin thesand of dreams.

“Ithinkstyle is somethingyou have to payattention to,” he argues,
“because of thesocial climate welive in. People, let's face it, are obsessed
withstyle-youcan'tgetaway fromit. ButI thinkyoucanbein thereand
givingaseparate message. Tty and suggest to people that maybeit's not
thatimportantafterall. Peoplein this country fallback onstyle because
theydon'thaveagreatdealelse. Theyneed something to do with their
moneyand somethingto help them feelinteresting. Whichisfine, in
manyways, it'sanartform, butitcangettobealittle over obsessive
Ithink, and override other things whichare much more important.”

Which clearly begs aquestion. What do politics mean to him?

“Youhave tobeinterested in politics these days,” he asserts firmly. “If
you're not, you'reacompletelylostindividual. Whereas, years ago,
politics seemed to be this thing thatwas secluded fora minority of
intellectuals, these days youcan'tgetawaywith thatargument—vou have
tobeattunedtowhat’s happening, there's so much atstake. There’s
absolutely no excuse for people who aren't politically aware.

“Ireally believe thatcomplacencyisbred. It'sarecurring theme
promoted bya government thatsays, ‘look, do not worry about nuclear
weapons—wewilllookafteryou. Governmentalissues aren't
translated inaway understandable to most people. Issues are
deliberatelyveiled to prevent people from grasping the pointat hand
and then forming theirownopinion.

“Thisgovernmentrunsonabedrockofnaivety. Theywon'tgive things
away, obviously, it'snotin theirinterests. Ultimately people feel thatit’s
allbeyond them-we wantto change that. The Smiths will push people to
thinkfor themselves, to believe they canreallydosomething.”

Thisis therightstuff! I vote for The Smithsimmediately and drawyour
attention to the fact that theywillsoon be playing the Electric Ballroom
for Peace Yearand putting theirmoney, as usual, where their charming
mouthsare,

Asthestationloomsintoview I askifhe'd ever thoughtof moving down
to London, and whatdo theydo when backin Manchester? “We play
bridge,” hetells me, charmingly of course. “No, we don'thave timetodo
muchrightany more, whichisnice, youknow to belosingastone a day
and neversleeping.

“London? Yes we did toy with the ideaawhileago—butonly forasecond!
Actually there'sjust no question ofit! It'ssuch animpersonal place, which
isverydifficultto saywhenalot of our popularityis based hereandso
many people have welcomed us.

“There’'ssomething frighteningly artificial about everything here; the
whole placeis geared up fortourism now. London’s akind of massive
souvenirshop, afagade ofhow London used to be. Itjustisn't English
anymore-itseemsvery Americanised, which issomething to dwell
uponwith horror.”

Butto honourthespiritofSmithdom, itwouldonlybeappropriate toend
withsomething more encouraging. Soon The Smithswillrelease theirdebut
albumon Rough Trade. Perfectionists, they'vere-recorded theirsongsand
broughtinanewproducer, John Porter,who,according to Morrissey in his
inimitablyreservedstyle, “has worked withlotsofinteresting peopleand
iscontinuingtodoso!” Prepare tobecharmed. lanPye ®
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| Shane on you |
Why does Shane MacGowan of
The Poguesthinkhe holdsthe
monopolyonIrishness? Ishould |
think thatwithnameslike
O’Hara, Kilkennyand Brennan,
Dexys havesomerightto
introduce anlrish elementinto
theirlooks. Sowhatif they wear
dungarees, noshoesand grow
stubble? Maybe they really
aretinkers.
SIERSEO'DONOVAN, ‘
Southampton (NME, Sept 3)

Lords of misrule
Acoupleofdaysagolwenttosee
Lords Of The New Church, who
played inanewly occupied
' building.Ican'trememberto have |
seenagroupasbadas the Lords.
They played soloud thatitjust was
onebig mess, shouted outreally
sickjokesaboutsexdiseasesand
Danish girlsand abouthow stupid
theaudience was.

Me andsome other people threw
somebottlesafterthem.Ithink
thatThit the drummer. The group
walked offstage. That was the best
partoftheconcert. They came |
backagain and played some more
shitwith theresult thata couple

electricsystemso they couldn’t
playanymore. Then they went off
stageagain. Whatalaugh.

After that, we went down to their
air-conditioned lux-busand
smashed all the windows with
bricks. [just hate self-satisfied ‘
groupswho thinktheyownthe
world, like the Lords. Some
English groupswhovisit Denmark
really think that theyare so great ‘
and fantastic thattheycanshiton |
theaudience withoutresponse.
Butwatchout.
PETERNIELSEN, Copenhagen,
Denmark (NME, Oct 29)
Letterof the week - Paolo Hewitt

Roger and out

Meet Roger. Rogeris yourtypical
NMEreader, he probablylikes

New Orderand pretendsto
remember the days of Joy Division ‘
("*Ohyeah, coursel was there
then..."). He believes swearing
mindlessly willmysteriously give
himsome status compatible with
maturity (re: the absurd over
usageofswearwordsinyourrag
-esptheludicrousand aptly |
titled Gasbag). Healso thinks
chartmusicis forkids (re: your ‘
perpetual elitist comments with

fromthe audience smashed the ‘

regard to the unpretentious
Smash Hits).

Inshort, Rogbuysanelitist,
“TRENDY", “hip" student-
orientated rag thatsays nothing
for people withoutatleastan
inklingofamiddle-class
background (they're the ones with
aculture compatible withits
style). And hebuysit BECAUSEit’s
veryclevertoknowwhatno one
elseknows, evenifthecharts
represent the majority of people’s
tastes. Remember,ifthe NME’s
heardit-you probably haven't...
Rogtellsmehe's goingto see Test
Departmentnextmonth, not that
Iblamehimofcourse.

MIKE, Bookham (NME, Sept 3)

Punk satire’s not dead
Onewas wonderful TWO were
terrific! Butnoteven super-goth
CHRISBOHN could get THREE
“sevenyears have passed since
thatfirstbleak winterofpunk™s
intooneissue! Ahwell, there's
alwaysnextweek.
LUCIANAF,Harpenden

(NME, Oct 29)

Re:PiLappearanceon The Tube.
ExSex-PistolJohn Rotten
announced today that he has
turned hisback onthe popworld
for the cabaret circuit. Rotten,
who claimsthe “chickenina
basket” sceneis “whereit'sreally
at,maan”, will be performing
with his newgroup Pil. who he
recruited from awell-known night
spotin Batley, West Yorkshire.
Johnny promised his fans thathe
will be featuring newroutines of
old favouritessuchasaChas 'n’
Dave-influenced “Pretty Vacant”
andaduetwith female
impressionist Janet Brown on
“God Save The Queen”.
Aspokesman forthe Mecca
Organisation assured fans that
dressrestrictionswould be
relaxed atall theirvenues to allow
foramore intimate atmosphere.

ders’ letters

To coincide with the tour Virgin
Recordsarereleasingamedley
of Rotten’s hits, while avideo
directed by Julian Tenpole will
followshortly.

DAVID X, Keighley, West Yorkshire
(NME,Nov19)

Mod is dead

Ohdear, whocan this personbe?
Whatis the meaningofshirtless,
rug-squirming, chest-caressing,
greasy-haired, toe-popping
activity by Old Father Time chap
name of Paul Weller? Maybe too
many “Long Hot Summer” make
himhave heatstroke. This floating
alongriveron barge behaviouris
sodemanding! I thinksongis
attemptatsensuality ofkind sung
by Marvin Gaye person, but Mr
Wellertannogoodenoughand
him chest too scrawny. Himspeak
likea pseud thatwatch the rupee
goround. Nomatterwhat he do,
hejustend up making money.
Please to explain thisnonsense!
LAUREL, sheuncomprehending
one (NME, Nov19)

[said “Snap!” whenIsaw thatall
thetracks on The Jam’s newalbum
wereidentical to those alreadyin
my collection.

JUDY WILSON (NME, Nov12)

“Soulful” Weller's ugly plagiarism
isglaringly obvious - his
utilisation of brittle, leaden
rockstructures and mannerism
circaWho '67, plus his courtship
withmod-thatclean-cut,
complacentand tribalisticnarrow
mindednessakin to heavymetal
orska-regressiveand square
compared topunkand its
offspring. As Mark E Smith
pointed out, The Jam's marriage
tomodwasjustacase of more
youthmasturbation.

Aftershedding The Jam, Weller
cultivates more nonsensein the
guise of The Style Council, aided
bysuchdullardsasanex-Merton
Parkaand the epitome ofblank,
baldyouth-Tracie. Theirlimp
songssure fitbesides 'reeezand
Paul Young.

As forWeller’s “political
message”, maybe he did conjure
up “insights” for hissheep-like
fans, butthisachievementis
checked by the aforementioned
attitudeand mentality, which isas
radicalas SpandauorThe Clash.
PAVLOV'S DOG, Huddersfield
(NME, Sep3)
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OTHATWAS 1983. We knew when to go out. We knew when
tostayin.

Certainly, that's not it from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NMEand Melody Maker enjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythmsofadiversifyingscene; as the times changed, so did

they. While in pursuitofthe truth, they unearthed stories thathave come
toassume mythicalstatus.

That's very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rock will be bringing you verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsin pop culture, oneyearamonth, one vearatatime. Nextup, 1984!

THE SMITHS

INTERVIEWED SEPARATELY, MORRISSEY and Johnny Marr reveal
what powers the nation's newest musical phenomenon. Morrissey, for
one, is keen to dispel notions of a tragic adolescence. “I wasn't
handicapped in a traditional way. I didn’t have any severe physical
disability, therefore the whole thing sounds like pompous twaddle.
ljustaboutsurvivedit, let’s just say that.”

VAN HALEN

A MEETING WITH the virtuoso rock phenomenon. “The posture on
stage is hyper-macho withoutany sense ofhumourattached or without
casting a wayward eye at any of the proceedings,” says David Lee Roth
of pre-Van Halen hard rock. *Y’know, it all becomes one big Marlboro
cigarette commercial. It's all muscle and grip and men’s magazines.”

THE STYLE COUNCIL

ON THE ROAD with a more playful Paul Weller, and up close with his
buddy The Cappuccino Kid. Weller explains The Style Council: some
jazz, some soul... sometimes he'll be playing bass. “The music the guys
aredoing now, they not being precious, it's saying, "This is just music, so
listen to it. We don’t want to be categorised, like, ‘This is jazz' - you
knowwhatImean?”

PLUS...

REM!

NINA SIMONE!
NICK CAVE!
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Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History OfRock. This month: 1983.
“It’snot reallywork/It’s just the powerto charm...”

HETS Apazyyy
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DAVID BOWIERETURNED AN OLDER, WISER AND
(SLIGHTLY)MORE TRADITIONAL MAN

THE SMITHS INTRODUCED “HANDSOME”
TOTHEROCKLEXICON

NEW ORDERWENT GLOBAL
WITH“BLUE MONDAY”

...and NICK CAVE, LEMMY, THE POGUES, THE CURE, MADONNA,
FRANKIE GOES TO HOLLY WOOD and many more shared
everythingwith NME and MELODY MAKER

More from UNCUT...
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