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HE20YEARS so far covered by The History Of Rock have seen

action and reaction, financial successes and grassroots

revolution. This year, rock remains as engaged as it needs

to be during the administration of Margaret Thatcher - with

its cold war, nuclear threat and high unemployment - but

the movement which takes place this year is actually not
aggressive in character.

More than ever, artists put their money where their mouth is to change the
world for the better. In September, Paul Weller - continuing a recent
philanthropic streak —and Wham! play a benefit concert for striking miners,
while at the end of the year the pairjoin Band Aid. A collective put together by
Bob Geldofand Midge Ure after viewinganews report on the Ethiopian famine,
theirad hocgroup of pop starsrounds off the yearat the top of the charts, raising
millions forcharity.

Musically, meanwhile, the aggressive commerciality signalled by the rise of
Duran Duran nowmeetsits characterful reaction. The likes of REM, Lloyd Cole,
Prefab Sprout and our cover stars The Smiths celebrate a renewal of guitar
music. Under the radar, meanwhile, a kinship develops between Black Flag,
Nick Cave and The Fall-whose workis seen as much as transgressive writing as
itismusic. In the US, Prince and Michael Jackson engage with huge audiencesin
different butnoless dramatic ways.

This is the world of The History Of Rock, a monthly magazine which follows
each turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena,
passionateand stylish contemporary reporters were there to chronicle events.
This publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the reader
decades later, one year at a time. Missed one? You can find out how to rectify
thaton page 144.

In the pages of this 20th edition, dedicated to 1984, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
may be.

Inahotelroomwith Morrissey. Hearing Dave Lee Roth explain why Van Halen
is like a tampon. And finding out that the way to George Michael’s heart is
through anaggressive interview.

“We didn't want to talk to Melody Maker, because your hypocrisy makes
us sick,” says George. “You use our name on the cover and then slag us off
inside. We're only talking to you because we fancied doing a juicy interview
forachange.”
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ontents

6 Michael Jackson sustainsan
injury. rankie’s “Relax” isbanned,
and Neubaten destroy the ICA.
Crass fakeaphone call. Compact
discsfail tosell. Introducinga
bandinahurry... Hisker Dii.

1 2 Aninterviewwiththeyear’s

booming, political voice. Up for
discussion: armylife, being funny
and the blues.

16 “I'mastartome.” How

JCmade his confused way out
of The Teardrop Explodes.
Includes sniping remarks about
lan McCullough, naturally.

20 Ameetingwithalegend,

asshereclinesina UK hotel
bed. Nowaslarge in personas
sheisinreputation, Ms Simone

Prince-
pages100

andn8

hasnotallowed commercial
success tomellow her.

24 Adebutalbum from The

Smiths! Anoffcutsalbumreveals
agooddealabout The Gun Club.

26 The enduringly down-to-

earth Mode keep theirfeeton
the ground, even when besieged
by fansinGermany.

30 Separate meetings with

Morrissey and Johnny Marr.
Bothare confidentin their
mission to bring Smithdomto
the world on theirown terms.
“Whyshould we support The
Police?" asks JohnnyMarr.

36 AmeetingwithWellerand

hisspecial

agent, The Cappuccino Kid.
Astout defence mounted
of theband's jazzy,
adhocmode
ofoperation.

42 The Police play

to anenthusiastic
crowdin Nottingham.
Buthowlongcan they
keep thisupfor?

44 Introducing

anewand thoughtful
songwriter, Paddy
McAloon,anda
band charmingly
awareof their
“luxurious” nature.

48'l'huﬁmi[hs

collaborate with

Sandie Shaw. Roger

Waters debutsasolo
show. Marvin Gaye

isshotdead by
hisfatherinLA.
Ameetingwithalegendary

singer, EttaJames.

54Senlmingthe

greatness and unique vision
of thedeparted singer.

JOHN CALE
SCRITTI POLITH

. DR JOHN

ONG HOT SUMMI

TONY PARSONS AND X MOORE CHALLENGE

CHAIRMAN WELLER & DEPUTY MICK TA!

AT THE STYLE COUNCIL ANNUAL MEETINGJ_:‘_

66

lan McCullough talksanimatedly
about the Liverpool band'’s
renewed vigoursince the release
of Ocean Rain. Of cabbages,
cucumbersand charisma.

58 AnewbandfromAthens, ‘ 70 Ameetingwith the former

Georgia, blowintotown. The
garrulous Peter Buckand rather
more withdrawn Michael Stipe
state theirmodestambitions
withsome passion.

62 AnewScottishband

reluctantly address the many
handshakes now offered them
after theirremarkable debut
album. “We've beensoinsular,”
they confess.

BRLCE SPRINGSTEEN
BORN INTHE LS. A

Birthday Party manonhishome
turf. “I've just joined the Elvis
Presley fanclub,” he confides.

76 Amomentous newwork

fromBruce Springsteen, Born
InThe USA. The Cure’slatest,
The Top,isreviewed too.

‘ 78 Z/T'T'board member Paul

Morley explains The Art Of Noise’s
manifesto. Art project? Dance
band?Who knows...

82

“The newMrMiserable” speaks
hismind. From hisbasein
Scotland, Lloyd isrepurposing
classicAmericana.




L
U2-pages By
51and128

86 Asebullient offstage ason,

David Lee Roth explains why Van
Halenarelikeatampon. Guitarist
Eddiereveals why he worked for
Michael Jackson fornothing,

92 The Cocteaushate giving

interviews. Andyet, insodoing,
revealagood dealabout
themselves. Theirtattoos,
however, remainamystery.

99 Why Roger Waters ads

aresexist, Morrissey’s sexual
orientation and more from the
weeklies’ mailbags.

100 Prince's Purple Rain

movie proves controversial. After
asummerstrike, NMEreturnsto

Not Happening by The Pale Fountains PRODUCTION EDITOR Mike Johnson Behind The Mask by Greg Phillinganes ART DIRECTOR

newsstands. “Suffer Little
Children” by The Smiths causes
consternationin Manchester.

1 04 AndrewRidgeleyglowers

as George Michael holds forth on
the “hypocrisy” of the MM.

1 08 Wham!and The Style

Councilunite tobenefit the
striking miners. The Jacksons
(with Michael!) playastadium
inNewJersey.

1 1 0 The Godfather Of Soul

bemuses NME'sreporter, but
ultimately providesamazing
insights into fame and longevity.

11 8 Morrisseyreviewsthe

singles! Prince’s fifth
long-player, Purple
Rain, reviewed.

120

Henry Rollins and Greg Ginn shed
lighton their mission toshock.
“I'mnotintosave-the-world
bands,”says Rollins,

124 Bob Geldofand Midge

Uregatherstars foracharity
record. The Smithsrespondto
fan demands forasessions comp,
Fela Kutiisimprisoned.

1 28 NME'sman begins

tosee thatamessiah complex
may bestarting lo corrupta
once-excellentband. Canthey
convince himotherwise?
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1984 is Part Company The Go-Betweens DEPUTY EDITOR John Robinson How Soon Is Now? by The Smiths ART EDITOR Lora Findlay Jean's

| 134 Mark ESmithand

newwife Brixexplain The Fall's
recent poppy direction.

138 AnewonefromWham!

and the Band Aid single, reviewed.

140 Astrangeand surprising

meetingwith Billy Gibbons -
patronofthearts—-and the other
guysinthehuge-sellingband.

145 NMEisback!Support

forJohn Peeland the miners -
and more from the mailbag,
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Scorched!

MM FEB 11

EDAYTHE earth caughtfire! Or
atleast the day Michael Jackson's
hair caught fire, which amounts

to the same thing. You'll have heard
bynow of how the svelte 25-year-old
incendiary device was filminga TV
advertisement for Pepsi-Cola, along
with therest of The Jackson Five,
when suddenly a brace of special
>xploded.

C “Grammy!”,
Michaelhad been transformedinto
ahideous human torch!

However, doctors examining the
scorched megastarwere able to calm
ahysterical world by announcing that
although Michael had sustained
second- and third-degree burns on his
scalp, heshowed every sign ofrapid
recoveryandwillbeable to appearat
the Grammy Awards ceremonyin Los
Angeleson February 28,

Buthow couldsuchathinghappen?

Jackson himselfsaid later that he
wanted to show the actual film of the
incident fromignition to blast-off, so
his fans would know “the truth” about
whathad happened to him.

Sure enough, footage of the spectacle

redonNBC-TVon February 1.
oncerns
ans, thewhiffoflegalaction
lingersintheair.

Accordingtosources closeto
theincident, thedirectorofthe
commercialactually told Jackson
tostand closer to the pyrotechnic
apparatusafterseveral earlier takes
hadbeenattempted.

Even more astoundingly, some berk
apparently told Mike to keep dancing
evenafterthe chap had flamesleaping
around his ears.

Michael Jackson:
burntinafreakon-set
accident,butstill
expectedtoappear
attheFebruary1984
Grammy Awards.
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Bitterly
disappointed:
Frankiesinger

HollyJohnson

“No one person

can banit”

MM JAN 28

RANKIE GOES TO Hollywood's

controversial hit, “Relax” (which last

week went to No1inthe MM Top 50),
has been unofficially banned by individual
BBC producers. They've decided not to
play it because of the sexually explicit

%

at the BBC who canban thisrecord,” said
the spokesperson. “Individual producers
make up their own minds. Top Of The Pops
featured the record asitcame into the
chart, but two weeks ago - when it was

at No 2 - there was so much new material

nature of the lyrics. inthe Top 40 that
One noteworthy ban 71 there wasn'tspace

hasbeenbyBBCTV's There was S0 toincludeit.”

Top Of The Pops show, . Whether therecord

although they claim that much new materlal willbe featured on Top

new entriesin the Top 40 in the Top 40 that Of The Pops this week

there wasn’t space
toinclude it”

gave themnospaceto
feature the record, while
Radio One DJ Mike Read
started the ballrolling
two weeks agowhenhe -
refused to play the record
on his breakfast show.
Many Radio One and
BBC TV producers have
now followed suit,
butaccordingto
a Top Of The Pops
spokesperson, the
track has not received
acomplete BBC ban.
“There’sno one person

8 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

is open to debate. “Until
we get the official Gallup
chartwe can'tsay," said
the spokesperson.“We
don't predict thingsin
this business.”
Frankie themselvesare
bitterly disappointed that
they did not appear on Top
Of The Pops last week.
Theband were
unavailable for
commentas
we closed
forpress.

International
gontroversy

MM FEB 4

NARCHIST PUNKBAND Crassare

atthe centre ofaninternational |4

controversy over a fake telephone !
conversation between Margaret Thatcher
and Ronald Reagan. The group made a tape
of the “conversation” by piecing together
excerpts from various broadcast speeches ‘
by Thatcher and Reagan, then sent copies of
the tape to a number of European newspapers
and agencies.

Crass say thatwhile the telephone
conversationwasafake, its contents contained
certaintruths thatthe group felt should be
investigated and publicised. InAmerica,
newspapers said the tape was probably
manufactured by the KGB for propaganda i
purposes—anidearepeated herein The Sunday
Timesthismonth.

Finally, The Observertraced thetape
recording back to Crass. And the group spent
several daysin Londonlastweekmakinglive
broadcasts to American television, explaining
theirreasons formakingtherecording.

Thealleged conversation coversvarious
aspectsofFalklandswarstrategy and nuclear
policy. Inanapparentdiscussion of thesinking
ofthe Belgrano, Mrs Thatcherisheard tosay:
“Argentinawas theinvader! Force has been
used. It'sbeen used now, punishing themas
quicklyas possible.”

Towhich Reagan ostensibly replies: “Oh,
God, it'snotright. Youcaused the Sheffield to
have been hit. Those missiles we followed on
screens. You must have too, and notlet them
know.Whatdoyouhopetogain?”

Mrs Thatcher: “What I said before— Andrew.”

Crasssay: “TheSheffield was used asa decoy
for the Exocet which wasreally going for the
Invincible—and that's because Prince Andrew
wasonboard.”

Laterinthe tape, Reaganisheard tosay: “In
conflict, wewilllaunch missiles onallies for
effective limitation of the Soviet Union. Ifany
countryofoursendangered the position, we
mightbomb the problemareaand correctthe
imbalance, itwill convince the Soviets to listen.
We demonstrateourstrength... the Soviets
havelittleincentive tolaunchanattack.”

Inastatement explaining their motives for
making thetape, Crasssay: “Inthewake of the
total press censorship of the national papers
during the Falklands War, and theresulting ‘
surgeof rank nationalism cultivated and
carried through to the general election, Crass
felt that the ordinary people were being
hoodwinked about the Government's
behaviourbefore, duringand after the war.” ‘

PUNK BAND MAKE A

ANARCHIST punk band
o A | RSN
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“Excited by
destruction”

*« A

HEICA,LONDON'S longest running home
Tfor performance extremists had its sympathies

foroutré artseverely tested last week when
aspecial presentation by members of Berlin's
Einstlirzende Neubauten and London pop group The
Bic physically attacked the foundations of the building
and brought the audience to nearriot.

The presentation, called Concerto For Machinery
And Voice, was a one-off arrangement for concrete
mixers, chainsaw, concrete pounders, cement breakers, pneumatic
drillsand Fad Gadget's vocal. It crescendoed to a noisy climax which
featured various members attempting to drill or break their way
through the stage, the crowd throwing parts of the PA into the path of
destructionand ICA staff trying to maintain order. When the latter
brought the concerto toapremature close, ahard-core of 30 or so
spectators refused to leave the hall. To persuade the “band" to
continue they hurled debris at the back of the stage and staff clearing
the hall. Damage to bodies and the building was, surprisingly, minimal.

Fromthe performers’ point of view things started to go wrong when
apounding machine malfunctioned, throwing the arrangement out,
says co-arranger and conductor Martin Scheiler, of The Bic.

“Onceit started to go wrong, rationale went out of the window. After
the breakdown we decided to try and get down below stage. We'd
heard that there were tunnels from [nearby] Whitehall and the Palace
running underneath the stage and had half an aim of getting to them.
But the stage was reinforced. We decided to stop whenit looked like
someone mightget hurt.”

MM JAN 14

“Without Alexis, no Stones”

January3,1984:
Einstiirzende
B Neubaten'sshowat
thelCAinLondon
- )

Fortheir part, the ICA expected a certain amount of damage.
“Nothingreally happened that we had not anticipated in booking a band
like this and providing them with the equipment that we did,” says ICA
music programmer Michael Morris. “The noise and smoke in fact made
the amount of damage seem a great deal worse. It was quite small.”

About the performanceitself, he says: “Quite frankly, | was
disappointed; | hoped it would be more structured. | felt it lacked
organisation. It struck me as being demolition without commitment.”

Diditever looklike things were getting out of hand?

“Well, | think human nature tends to be excited by destruction... the
audience would have liked to see the whole thing go alot further. It left
the bandinanawkward position as | don't think they wanted to be seen
to back out of going the whole way. Onthe other hand they were liable
for any damage and | think they were rather relieved to get of£." The final
result; the band got paid, the ICA got the insurance and the Big Brother
week carried on
asannounced.
Adraw? ChrisBohn

authority Alexis Korner, 55, died on New

Year's Day. He'd been suffering from lung
cancer forsome time, but had continued to
present his weekly Radio One show on
Sunday evenings until beingadmitted to
hospital a couple of months ago.

Tributes to Korner-instantlyidentifiable by
his deep, growlingvoice-have flooded in,
includingone from Bill Wyman, who said that
“withoutAlexis there would have been no

S INGER, BROADCASTERAND blues

Rolling Stones”. For Korneracted as catalyst for

many of the bands who came to prominence
duringthe R&Bboomin the early '60s, among
themthe Stones.

Hegave MickJaggerhis
firstjob, payinghim 30
shillings aweek to singwith
his band BluesIncorporated,
agroup thatalso featured
Charlie Watts, Brian Jones
and Keith Richards. When
Jaggerlinked up with Brian
Jones to form the Rolling Stones, Korner gave
themabigbreakby givingthemaspotat the
Marquee where he had residency.

Hisinfluence on the Stonesand other bands

. like The Yardbirds, The Animalsand Manfred

His 50th birthday
party inspired a
famous jam session

Mann (allindirectlyinspired by Korner's
famous Ealing R'n’B Club) gained Alexis his
reputation as “the father of British R'n'B".
YetKorner himself, who readily
acknowledged hisownlimitations asasinger
and guitarist, neverachieved huge
commercial successinhisown right. Atone
time heactivelyshunnedit, critical of the way
the music of peoplelike Muddy Waters and
Sonny Boy Williamsonwas being watered
down for purelycommercial purposes, though
healwaysremainedabigsupporterofthe
Stones (he was widely tipped to join them when
BrianJonesand later Mick Taylorleft).
Hewasbornin Parisofan
Austrianfatherand a Greek-
Turkishmotherand the
family moved to Londonin
the mid-'30s. Afterschool
hejoined Chris Barber’s
JazzBand. [twas Barber
whoinitially fuelled his
obsession with blues, and
withharmonica player Cyril Davies he formed
Blues Incorporated. Hisonlyreal commercial
successin hisownrightdidn'toccuruntil 1970,
however, followingan unlikely alliance with
Mickey Most. Most persuaded him to fronta

AlexisKorner:
“thefatherof
BritishR'n'B”

newstudio band, CCS, who enjoyed several
hits, mostnotably “Tap Turns On The Water”.
Herarelyappeared live, though, andlater his
distinctive growl was used more asavoiceover
forTVcommercials thansinging the blues.
Graduallyheemerged asahighly respected
radio personality; his extraordinarily diverse
musical tastesmade his Radio Oneshowan
unpredictableand ararealternative to the
station’sunrelentingdevotion to chart fodder.
Heremainedalegend amonghis peers. His
50th birthday partyheld at Pinewood Studios
inspired afamousnightandajamsession that
involved Eric Clapton, Paul Jones, Zoot Money,
Chris Farlowe, Ronnie Lane and John Surman.
Hislast majorpublic appearance was at last
summer’s Cambridge Folk Festival, when he
presided atsuchacelebratory session ofwhite
blues thathe talked enthusiastically of doing
more live work. Sadly, what should have been
arebirthturned outto beaswansong.
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AST FRIDAY WAS nota good day for

Miss Nina Simone. Havingarrived at

Ronnie Scott's to conclude her two-week
engagement there—astint that has proved
bothintriguingand successful - she was
handed aletter from Charly Records
threatening to sue her for slander.

The trouble stemmed from herappearance
onlast Tuesday’s Black On Black on Channel
4, where duringan interview with presenter
Pauline Black, Nina stated she had received
no royalties from the
CharlyRecordsrecent
reissue of her 1957 classic
“My BabyJustCares
ForMe"and its
accompanyingalbum.

Charly responded with
adetailed three-page
letterexplaining thatthe
royalties owed her had
beenaccountedto
International Jazz
Emporium, whoare the
presentownersofthe
Bethlehem catalogue, r
the company forwhom
Ninahad originally ‘
recorded the material. |

Offended by what ;
theytermedasNina's
“ill-chosenand
uninformed remarks”, r‘
Charlydemanded

' 55
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“The matteris
being dealt with
in a private and
affectionate
manner”
/M‘nd_q'mone

My Baby Just Cares For Me

NinaSimone:
threatened
withawritfrom
CharlyRecords

apublicapologywithin48hourson
Channel 4 ortheywouldbe forced to sue
herand LWT forslander. They also invited
the songstresstoinspect theirbooks.

By Monday morning the dust had settled.
Priortoleaving for Paris, Miss Simone’s
managerand brotherissued the following
statement: “As faras Miss Simone and
myselfare concerned the matteris
closed to the publicand isbeing dealt
withinaprivateand affectionate manner
between ourselves
and Charly Records.

“Aletterofapology
hasbeensentand
received cordially
by Charlyand we
havenointention of
embarrassingourselves
or Charly by making the
matter public.”

Charly for their part
weresatisfied with the
letter they received and
were currently waiting
[ for Black On Black to
confirm the public
apology they were due
tomake.

Charly records have now
sold over 40,000 copies of
“MyBaby”andafurther
14,000 copiesof the
corresponding LP.

“Not everybody is
a Dire otraits fan'

MM JAN 7

INEMONTHSAFTER the introduction of

compactdiscs to the UK, high street stores

have revealed thatsales of the new system
areremarkably small. But the message from
the shopsis clear—the public will readily buy
CDifthe prices of the discs and players are
reduced and if the availability and range of
titles are increased.

“Compared to normalrecords, the sales of CD
arequiteinsignificant,” says Douglas Coates,
marketing manager of HMV Records. “They're
onlyaboutone to three per centof total record
sales. Until the players come downin price, the
discsthemselves won'tsell.”

“Availabilityis the worst problem,” says Liz
Farrow, assistantmanageress atVirgin's
Megastorein Oxford Street. We get people
comingineveryweekasking for Michael
Jackson's Thrilleron compact,andifI'd haditin
constantlysinceitsrelease, | could have sold
more copies ofitthan my highestseller: Love
Over Gold by Dire Straits.”

Both stores feel that the new system -
superior-quality five-inch encoded discs which
revolveathighspeedandare tracked bylaser—
willbeadevelopingmarketin 1984, provided
therangeisincreased. “We need morerockand
poptitles,” says LizFarrow. “Noteverybody is
aDireStraits or Fleetwood Mac fan.”

Atthe momentboth stores report that50 per
centoftheir CDsalesare classical, probably
because early buyers of the system are hi-fi
buffswho traditionallyleave pop for the
youngsters. “Inthe pop fieldit's the AOR pop
stuffthat'sselling,” says Douglas Coates. "Dire
Straits, Roxy Musicand Genesis. These artists
sellmuch better than young pop bandslike
Culture Club.” Both HMVand Virgin feel that
this could all changeifthe prices come down.

Thelimited availability of the discs andlack
oftitlesis due to insufficient production by the
pressing factories. “Manufacturingisso
limited,” says Tony Stratton-Smith, boss of
Charisma Records, who have top-selling CD
artists Genesisand Peter Gabriel. “If Iwanted
two orthree new titleson CD Iwouldhave to
waitsixmonths forthe factory time.”

There's good news from Sony, however.
Productionis beingstepped up atallof their
five Japanese pressing plants and two new
British firms have signed deals to manufacture
thediscs. And there'sawholerange of new titles
promised fromvarious labels—A&M and Arista
are to putout CDsbyThe Police, Joe Jackson,
Styxand Supertramp, new EMI offerings
include Bowie's Let’s Danceand Thomas
Dolby’s The Golden Age Of Wireless, and RCA
areabout torelease 60 Elvis Presley tracks on
aCD compilation.

“Compactdiscisgoingtobeveryimportant,”
says Tony Stratton-Smith. “The real fan will use
CD firstand cassettessecond. The traditional

12-inch 33rpm LPis definitely on the way out.”




The fastest

HiiskerDii:(l-r)
GregNorton,
GrantHartand
BobMould

group

on Earth NME JAN 14

USKERDU,
SIGNED to Black
Flag's SST label,

are one of America's
mightiest hardcore trios.
From Minneapolis, aching
heart of the Midwest,
they've sentoutsome
powerful signals of distress.

There wasasingle,
“Statues/Amusement”,in
1980, described by some
as “Fallish”. There wasa
completely crazedlive
album (Land Speed
Record) which could've
been The Who Live At
Leeds fed through an
Inquisition mangle, then
chainsawedintoablurred
blizzard of splinters and
filings. (Noisereprise, pt
10). There was “Ina Free
Land", aninteresting mid-
'82 EP that balanced fast 'n’
slow, hard'n’ soft, and there was an album last
year called Everything Falls Apart (title track a
solid-gold classic).

But the best of their hundred or so songs
seem to have ended up on the current “Metal
Circus” EP, whichis simultaneously torrential
and harmonic. Three-part hardcore? Mat
Snow has already determined that “Diane” is
the year's only true love song, and “Real
World" reminds me a lot of Stiff Little Fingers,
although Bob Mould and Greg Norton of the
three Dii's maintain the songis simply their
equivalent of “She Said, She Said". | dunno,
these lumberjack-shirted punk types...

The title Metal Circus would suggest
Duchamp or Glenn Branca or something, but
this is gleamingly hard stuff. Bob Mould's
guitaris like the best of Geordie and tracks
like “Out On A Limb" are metallic weldings of
Killing Joke and Sex Pistols.

Butif Hiisker Dii - Swedish for “Do You
Remember?” and the name of afamous board

“The longer we
played, the faster
it got. We just
couldn’t have taken
that any further”

game - are the Blue
Cheer of the fast lane,
they don'tplanonbeing
justanotherthrashinthe
pan. That said, they once
clocked up 360bpm for
“Bricklayer” and could
justifiably have claimed
tobe the fastest group
onEarth.

“Four-and-a-half
years ago, that was the
stuff we were writing,”
explains Mr Mould.
“We toured two-and-
a-half months, and the
onger we played, the
fasterit got. We just
couldn’'t have taken that
any further.”

Today they see noharm
inadding alittle mellow
melody: “If your lyrics
areimportant to you, you
want them to be heard.
Also, it's actually harder to play slow!”

Chimesinbassist Greg Norton: “I don't
tend to walk down the street whistling
hardcore.”

Bob:“We wannabe able toreach anyone
that'lllisten to us, as we feel we have
something to say to anybody, though people
whoarereally into fashion might not like us.”

Hiisker Dii's lyrics are droll: the band is
pretty sceptical aboutrock'n'rollbeing a force
forpolitical change. “Movements aren't the
solution,” says Mould; “no one's come up with
anything that caught my attention or made
me want to do anything.”

Inhisspare time, Bob gives guitar lessons.
April promises another Diialbum, by the
name of Zen Arcade, and they may be
supporting Black Flag's forthcoming Euro-
jaunt. In the meantime you should check
this wild and melodic music. Inside the
metal circus, Hiisker Diiare iron tamers.
Barney Hoskyns

NME JAN 14

Human beings that have had

an effect on you

Andy Warhol, Irma Grese, Kubla Khan,
The Wooden Top Manipulators, Mum and
Dad, the scriptwriters of Trumpton

Users of subliminal advertising

— bheware
BBC1, NME, lan Levine
Those with soul

Stevie Wonder, George Clinton (Free
Your Mind, Your Ass Will Follow - The
Kingdom Of Heaven Is Within), Etta
James, Lionel Richie even, Enid Blyton,
Ken Livingstone, Peter Tatchell

Body products

Roger & Gallet jasmine soap rubbed on by
anyone at hand with a natural sponge,
Crisco cooking oil, aselection of sexual
deviant toys - give 'em what they desire.

Music

Vangelis, Van Morrison, Jim Morrison,
Gwen Guthrie, Edith Piaf, Joni Mitchell,
Grace -she’s the place - Jones, Peech
Boys, Buddy Mate, Motérhead, Yma
Sumac, T Rex

Writers off the wall

HATE: Jack Kerouac, Allen Ginsberg
LOVE: 2,000 ADand The Mighty Tharg.
Frank Herbert - The Dune Trilogy (but
it'sashame that Sting got stung first).
Jean Genet (of course), Salinger and
Barbara Cartland

Smells
Polo, Grey Flannel, Opium (coops -
Mum'’s), Nasher's socks

Plebs

Anyone who moans constantly

Advice

If youthink I know any
better than you -then
I surely do.

(Quotes

“Lifeisforliving” - Anon

Exit line
Break down that
inhibition - certain
your positionis strong.
And flows along much
faster thanthe throng
of voices trying to
bring them down.
They're jokers and
clowns, clowns.
Livelifelikea
diamondring.
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“1 try to be
positive”

A joker between songs, S
urgent social realism is a riposte to the
victory of style over substance. “ thought,
‘Is no one going to play what | want to
hear? It’s going to have to be me, he says.
“| thought there’d be people all over the
country saying this, but apparently not.”

NME

FTERNEARLY TWO years of playing the relentless
troubadour all around this curious, fragmented isle,
Billy Bragg and his guitar are starting to get noticed.

The first week of 1984 hasunderlined that, with his
showcaseat the ICA Rock Week elicitingan enthusiastic
response, as has his David Jensen session, and the dailies

arestartingto takeaninterest (led by the unlikely Daily Telegraph).

Perhaps thisis partly due to the success of his minialbum Life’s A Riot
With Spy Vs Spyin the end-of-year polls. A track thereof—"New England” -
reached No7in Peel’s Festive 50. But, as well as featuring inothermusic
press polls, in the one that really matters, the one thathas publicistsand
pressofficers dishingoutunthinkablegifts and bribes, he was up therewith
Waits and Costelloat No 3. Twenty-five minutes of stuttering firepowerand
comic bathos; songs of love, longingand anger, roughshod soulpowerand
manicintensity.

So,Mr l§r1gh.‘1|0\f01|1hdl|mpmmm?

“No, I'm definitelynot thatimportant, and alot of those records were LPs that
Ireallyadmire aswell. Spy Vs Spywas threeafternoons’ work, and the purpose
wantedit to serve when itwas recorded was to give me something tosell at gigs.
AslongasI'mnot expected toliveup to thatacclaim I'll be happy.

“My reputationas faras'm concernedis based onwhatIdolive. Soaslongas
Ikeep playingIwillknowatany given time howgood orhow crap lam-1 don't
need pollsto tellme, The NMEpoll wasaverylonglistandlooking downitwas

= likelookingdown from the top ofablock of flats - fuckin’hell, y'’know.” BillyBragg, the

£ SpyVsSpyprovided ‘l{,,}lmpbt‘{)rt[)ll[E]n])U]dl‘\ Britain, a collection of sepia- Bard OfBarking,

£ tinted postcards from the decli burbs of the early "80s. A ferventand reflactsonthastate
g ed postcards from the declining suburbs of the early '80s. Aferventan of mid-'80s Britain
£ earnestsortofwhitesoul music.

LlTTL[BIL

well | B IVEBRAGGsabarrel
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JAHum—Nﬂ“

Bragginthestudio:
“I'mplayingmy guitar
percussivelyand
relyingonmyvocals
forthemelody”

“Bytheend of the three days I wasreally exhausted. My fingers were
sore, myvoice had gone and I was physically drained. It was from midday
to 10each day continually playing the songs as powerfullyas 1 could,
recording everythingand pickingout the best.

“Speed? No, I never touch drugs, Igetoffon adrenalin. That's the most
important thingto me. I play fastwhenIgethypedup. Istilldon’t think
‘New England’is particularly good onthe LP. [can certainly play itbetter
now. Itsurprises me that people see so muchin themactually, they're
only sevensongs.”

TISTHE day after Bragg's appearance with The Redskins at the

ICA and he and L are seated at a Barratt table, ina Barratt bedsit,

whichis partofa Barratt blockin a Barratt estate in Acton.
Although not actually his own place, lifelong friend Wiggy (and he'll
show you pictures of them alongside each otherin prams in Barking
municipal park circa 1961 - just to prove that they really are “lifelong”
friends) allows him to use it when he’s resting up between gigs.

Abitlike Bragg's music, the placeis sparse and functional-noTVor
record player, justa Walkman wired up to twospeakers and a collection
of tapes to play. There'sa few books and letters from friendly, enquiring
fans tobe answered, but most of his possessionsare backin Barkingathis
mum’s place.

Steven William Bragg was born 26 years ago in Barking, East London.
Afreewheeling, eligible Sagittarian, in conversation he'ssharpand
to the point, modest to the point of self-deprecation, and when he gets
particularlyanimated jumps from one base toanother without
prompting. From hisdistantyouth he can rememberacommunity
spiritin Barking, butitsoon faded: “Those towns were anice idea when
thevwere builtin 1900, but by the '60s they'd started puttingup all those
blocksofflats.”

Braggleftschoolat 16 forasuccession of poxyjobs and - justlikeitsaid
inthesong—timeoffwould bespentupstairsin the bedroom annoying
the neighbours with his punkrock electric guitar.

“Atschool lused to knock around with the guys who had all the birds
and wonder about it, which is probably why, when they allwentoffand
gotmarried, had kidsand bought Cortinas, | wentofftolearn to play the
guitar. lwasabitofajokeratschool - they'd putme on the coach to tell
jokeswith the football team and if Iwas lucky I'd geta match.

“Itdefinitely putssomethinginto you; you end up thinking, ‘Fuckyou
lot, I've gotsomething to prove.’ It probably doesn’t mean thatmuch
now, butifI think back to what made me wantto do thisin the first place.
Thatwas thereason. 'Cos've wanted to do this foryears, play gigs, do this
asaliving.”

Avariety of groups followed, the most notable being Riff Raff, born out
of“the cleansingfire” of punk.
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“Thespiritof'77isabitofacliche, but
it'snotjust thespiritof'77,it’s ‘84 and
'85,it’s'82and 83 aswell -you don'tjust
gothroughitand forgetit. Seeing The
Clash at the Rainbow waslike - click! -
mywholeideaaboutrock’'nrolland the
Rolling Stones changed overnight. |
haven'tseenanythingsince tomake me
gothe otherway. I may beablind fool, but
Istill believe all that.”

RiffRaffreached animpasse,
disintegrated and Bragg wasleftata
loose end. Unable to muster the bottle
tostartplayingsolo, he did astrange
thing—hejoined thearmy. NowI know
that, aside from the usual bonehead
contingent, thereare guysin “the
professionals” who are there outof sheer
desperation, butsurely someone who'd
beeninvolved with the headstrong
individualism and anti-militarism of
punkshould have knownbetter?

“Itwasastrange thingtodo-Armed
Forceshas evengot ‘Don'tJoin’ on the
cover,andlloved thatrecord.IthinkIfelt
thatall thathad failed me, so fuckit, let’s
seewhat the otherside has to offer, take it
totheotherextreme. Itwas certainly the
otherextreme; goingto Catterick was the other extreme toanything I'd
everlived like. I more orless did the whole thingjustlookingatit. You get
90days to make up yourmind. [knewin thebackof mymindI'd neverbe
asoldier, but Iwanted to find out more aboutit, find out what makes
peoplewanttodoit.”

Sure enough, there was the bonehead contingent.

“The guys yougo downwithon the train are normal geezers, buta week
lateryourealise that there's something different to this guy thananew
haircut, somethingelse hashappened to them. Youtalk to them atdinner
and (raps forehead) youwonderifthere’sanybodyin there. By the time
theriots came they were strainingat theleash, going spare, justdyingto
getto Brixtonand busta few skulls.

“The whaole thingis based on everything you hate mostabout rugby
clubs. There’sso many people above youand theyall tell you you're shit,
and you believe them. Attheend of it camebackand knewwhatTwanted
todo, it cleared my head. Before, Twas just passing through time.”

While readily admitting that90 days’ training doesn't give him the
right to penan LP full of soldiersongs, itisan experience thathelped in
penning the presentstandoutin hisset, the corrosive, anguished “Island
OfNoReturn”.

“That came mostly from the stuffI got from newspapers about the
Falklands. Someofit, like diggingin, well [knowwhatit's like tositina
foxhole all night, and it must be terrible to do itwith people trying tokill
you, because it getsscary enough onexercise.

“Thelines ‘Ican take the killing/Ican take theslaughter! But1don't talk to
Sun reporters” -well to have gone out thereand beeninvolvedin the
sharpend ofitalland come home to find The Sun trivialisingitto
‘Gotcha'... Iknowforafactitmakesalotolthe soldiersangry.”

Back from the army, Bragg gotajobinafriend’s second-hand record
shop. Hearing music, starkly, dynamically plaved and presented, he
realised that perhaps the songs he'd been writing weren'tlost for good.

“Therearelimitations on every musical instrument, but theyare the
limitations of the people that play them, not the instrument. Like two
guitar, bassand drums can’tonly ‘gosofar’, it'sjusta case of rethinkingit.”

So, disillusioned by the predictability of punk, Bragg drew on other,
fundamentalsources.

“Ifyoulisten to the old blues stuff, they're justwhacking out pure
rhythmon the guitar. [ don’twant to give theimpression that I just
listened to heavy-duty blues allday; I collected anythingand
consequentlyI've gotloads of Beethoven albums, Lowell George -
anythinglcould getmyhandson.

“Butthere wassomethingabout early Muddy Watersand John Lee
Hooker; itwas incredibly powerful stuff, itwas certainly influential. Not
thatI'minanywayabluessinger, butyou hear thatsortof thingand you
know that there must be somethingin doingitsolo. These guyshavealot




more hold overyouremotions-youfeel youhave to listen, it's just there
whackingyouonthebackofthe head. You're compelled tolisten.
“Youmustdraw on the musical past, you can’tjustspringout of
nowhere unless you're Einstiirzende Neubaten, Having said that,
probably by the time thisis printed someonewill have appeared on the
musicscene whowipeseverythingin thelast30 yearsaway.”

IVE, BRAGG IS a barrel of witand satire. He's not the future of

rock’n'roll oranythinglike; his strengthisin his unaffected

repartee with the audience, his fallibility and shortcomings an
acceptable partof the package.

Fromastarting position way back in the field he fires past the notion of
cheeky cockney agit-popperand mustersanautonomous driveand
frenzy. He makes the bridge between rantand primal rock power, and
suddenly, in the middle ofone of his songs of vehemence and insight, he
hasyouimpaled onadynamicburst, caughtinafrozen moment. Looked
atobjectively, it never ceases toamaze me how he doesit.

“When you're playing you know whatlines you want people to hear,
when youwant the music to stop dead or build up toacertain pitch.
BasicallyI'm puttingout the thythmof the guitar— playingit percussively
andrelyingonmyvocals for the melody. I thinkalotabout the songs; lots
ofbands playasongone way and play it that way no matter whator where
they're playing. WhenIgo toagigl tryand suss out the audience. By the
timeyou've done threesongs youknowifthey'rein themood to be talked
to orwhether they’'llgo foryour throat.”

Inthe present climate where pompous Kay catalogue neo-Tory
mannequinslord overwhat Morley has already pinpointedas the
“drawn-outdeath of the pop group”, a portion of Bragg's appeal must be
that heisanormal bitingback—without the usual recourse todrudgery
and monotony.

“Icanremember seeing Spandau Ballet playing 'Chant' on TOTPand
thinking, ‘Isthisthe wayit'sgoingtobe?It’s
gettinglate—isnoone goingto play what I want
tohear? It'sgoing to have tobe me.' lalways
thought there'd be peopleall over the country
sayingthis to themselves, butapparently not.

“Irememberthekiltsand everything, itwas
goingback thewayIdidn'twantittogo. The
remystification of making music was settingin
aswell, thatyoucould onlydoitinastudiowith
lots of money, lots of gadgetsand a bigname
producer. And thatisapatentlie.”

In Bragg'sworld thereare girls with unwanted
orunplanned pregnancies, boys who were once
top of their class now top of the scrapheap,
wanton violence in thestreets, afuture only
for“the chosenfew”. The onlysolace seemsto
beinasentimental notion oflovelost orunrequited. Hardlvan
encouraging picture.

“Itry to be positive. But thisis Britainand I'mafraiditisn’tall ‘Karma
Chameleon’and happy happy.Tdon’t think people need reality slammed
down their throats, butitdoesn't hurt toremind people who, forwhatever
reasons, arenotawarewe'relivinginacountrywhere we'renotlooking
aftereverybody. We all say our priorityis the welfare state, butitdoesn't
evenworkanymoreand thegovernmentis tryingto pullitapart.

“Thesearethe things that matter tome; it doesn’t really matterifthe
revolution comesornot. AsfarasI'mconcerned thereisarevolution
happeningrightnowandit'saright-
wingrevolution. Whateverlittle I can
dotoslowthatdown, Iwill.”

Doyouseeanything to be optimistic
about?“Well, I think we mightjust
qualify for thenextWorld Cup... Nah,
[do. Inevermeetanyone who'll admit
tovoting for Thatcher; [know theyall
did, butit'sastart. Istill believe we can
change the country through the ballot
box-ifLabourcanget theyouthvote.
[thinkit'safuckin’ crime thatmore
first-time voters went for the Tories
rather than Labourlast time.

“Icertainlvdon’tsitaroundall day
reading the newspapersand thinking,

“Britain isn’t
all ‘Karma
Chameleon’
and happy

happy™

BILLY BRAGG

‘OhGod, ohno,it'stheend of the world. Ifthe bomb goes off, then the
bomb goes off, butaslongas those women are at Greenham Common
[feeloptimistic thatitwon't.

“Imean there was evena housewife the other day on Capital doing their
wacky‘Spot The Record’ quizand she dedicated the whole thing to them.
Ifyoucanbringtogether thatsortofthing atgigs, it'sworth something,
Like what the fuck happened to Rock Against Racism? [remember going
totheirgigs.”

Bragg the songwriteris a cunning wordsmith matchingcommonsense
socialismwithanalmostincurable romanticism. Atits best—"New
England”, “This Guitar Says Sorry”, “Love Gets Dangerous” —he avoids
polemicandself-indulgences, but sometimes thelatter strainrises to the
fore and, aswith his mostrecentlyaired song, “Saturday Boy",itcan be
slushyand embarrassing.

“That’swhyl failed allmy O-levels—the MondayIstarted them I was
madlyinlove, ohGod how I wasinlove. Thegirlstill turnsupin my
dreams. [suppose the furtherawayin timeitgets, the more beautiful
she'llbecome tome. If Imether today she'd probablybe aterrible
disappointment. The girl[loved probably doesn’texistany more.”

AttheICA the othernightIsawhim exchange afewwords withlongtime
fave rave Elvis Costello. Does he feel on a par with peoplelike that?

“Tohave to think of myselfin competition with Elviswouldn'tdo me
anygoodatall. ConsequentlyIspend allmyspare time saying Elvishas
gone downhill, trying to bringhim down to mysize. ButIdon'teven think
aboutitbecauseIsawhim before Christmas and I really enjoyed it—two-
and-a-halfhours ofthatwasunbeatable.”

Soyou'restillconscious of your shortcomings, the need toimprove
yourvoice?

“Yes, [ listen to tapesand I'm sure 'msinging flatonall the songs.
Iwanttosinglikeltalk, soI'm nevergoingtobeagreatsinger. [ don't
thinkIhave tosingin tuneall the time for the lyrics to come across. It
wouldbe nice, butitcomesbehind afew other
priorities. It'slike what youwear on stage —what
doesitfuckin'matter?”

Plans fortherestof theyear—he wantstogoto
Europeand eventuallyAmerica, “thenwe’ll see
howmuchIrelyonthe patter”. Another LPin
thesame veinas Spy Vs Spyis planned; in the
meantime he urges hungry fans to tape from
theradioand turnsablind eye to bootleggers.
Notthat Braggand only hisguitar for
accompanimentisapermanent thing.

“Idon’tknow how metaphysical I should make
this, buton the golfcourse oflifeit’s the first tee,
aposition to progress from. I don'tknowwhatit
willdevelop to. I'lldoituntil people expectit,
and when theyexpectitI'lichange.”

Atthe odd Bragg performance you maybumpinto his mother,
somewhere atthe back of the hall. If you ask herabout her son she'll
probably tell you that despite all that racket he reallyis quite anintelligent
boy, thathe doesn’thave to be doingthis, thathe could have a properjob.
She's not the only personwho keeps hersonin check.

“I'mvery conscious of not beinga comedian; that'swhy therapsare
varied, because I don’twantto turninto Lenny Henry. Alllwant to get
overis thatI'mnot takingit too seriously.

“Some peoplesayl play funnysongs, butas farasI'mconcerned they're
allveryserious. But the humouris there, definitely. It'sa greatweapon, like
avelvet-glove punch. People who
make great pronouncementsand
don’thaveasenseofhumourare the
oneswho believe themselves tobe
Moseswith thetablets. [fyoucan'ttake
ajoke thenyoushouldn’thave joined
upinthefirstplace, astheyused tosay
tomewhen theythrewmein theriver.

“Ifyoucan’tread the press and laugh
atwhatever theysayaboutyou,
whetherit's someoneannouncing
thatat the nextgig Braggwillwalkon
waterorsomeonesaying the big-
nosed bastard can’tevensing.Ifyou
can'tlaughatall that, thenyoumayas
well forgetit.” Gavin Martin ®

BILLY BRAGG
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JulianCope:
“Maybeljust
liketheideaof
beingweird™
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ohut Your Mouth, an intrepid MM

HiSspemesis lan McGulloch
makes stardom look easy.
JULIAN COPE, though, is at odds
with everything: parents, the
music business, even himself.
Psychedelic pin-up or acid
casualty? In the wake of World

PETER NOBLE / GETTY

pieces together the evidence.
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JINOARY WS

MELODY MAKER

ULIAN COPEWOKE up this morninga victim of having

been born. Questions crawled around his room, up the

walls, over the ceiling; the same questions as always,

wearingslightly different masks, tarnished or twisted or

moulded anew by alittle more time having passed.

Againhewondered whatitwaslike when he wasborn. Was

itlikea trip where separationsdidn’texist, likea dog'seyeviewofan
imageonaTVscreen? Whendid everythingstart makingsense? When
did the factlooking over the cradle going “goo, goo, g00" extricateits
identity from the sky? Did everyone thinklike this?

He decided hedidn’tcare. He had enough trouble keeping himself
togetherwithoutworryingwhether society thought himinsane. But
maybehe'd overdoneit. He felt pleased with himself that he'd stopped
takingacidayearago-there were just enough holesin hisshield to
allowflashbacks thatcomforted himwith asense that his past was

Frozen postures

NME FEB 18

Julian Gope MERCURY

| fear we might shut our collective gob for
the rest of time and we still wouldn't get a
good Julian Cope album. I didn’t wanna be
the one to spank the author of “Treason” -
of “Reward" - of the coolest ever paeanto
acid punkrock. It's just turned out that way.

Betwixt the loud ideals and clowning
rhetoric of Julian Cope, and the dull, stale
polish of thisrock record, there is, distinctly
and poignantly, achasm. Itis difficult to
reason how amanwho preachesso
convincingly about Flipper or Scott Walker
orthe13th Floor Elevators can make such
apredictable dramaout of “rock”.

For Cope now torevamp the old soulful
psychedelics to any happy effect requires
total abandon, not this tousle-headed
whimsy. It'sastrange reversal of the days
when the Bunnymen couldn’t getapawin
Top Of The Pops’ doors; where today
McCulloch's emotions flow so forcefully into
classical shapesand arrangements, Copeis
so conscious of what he wants the music to
dotoyouthatitnever doesanything.

World Shut Your Mouth takes some fun
ideals and assorted '60s knick-knacks -
oboes, sitars, moon-eyed lyrical nonsense -
andslaps over them the cleansheen of '80s
rock production. It's characterless, not
quite the Hugh Jones of Heaven Up Here,
nor the Langer/Winstanley of Punch The
Clock, just smooth, functional, forgettable.

It would be adequate were the songs a
little better. Cope's never been able to write
alone, andthere's nosign of constructive
collaboration from the technicians who fill
out this music. The “hard" songs of World...
are unconvincing, the neo-Teardrop
“Passionate Friend"” is justsilly. “People |
see/Just remind of me of mooing/Like acow
onthegrass/Andthat’s nottosay/There's
anything wrong/With being a cow anyway.”

“Bandy's First Jump” might passif
McCullochsangit, but (asI've been trying
hard not to say) we allknow Cope can't sing,
etc.It'sabright but mundane rocker driven

of excitement.

consider calling it a day.

accept his award and split.
Barney Hoskyns
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— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

by trusty Gary Dwyer's over-busy snare
and Stephen Lovell's, crude guitar filling.
Elsewhere Cope alters this formula with
some rather unnecessary organ or Kate St
John's querulous oboe. Drug saga “Kolly
Kibber's Birthday” is a merciful exception,
where standard acoustic power chords,
setabove rapid-fire electro-bass drum
repeater, seize the earinarelative swirl

The problem with Cope is that he writes
everythingin major chords, so that there's
never the cancer-in-the-sugar sensation he
demands of music. Allis delivered with the
same orotund enthusiasm, be it the soft,
Blondiesque pop of “Elegant Chaos”, the
forced, Matt Johnson-style funkiness of
“Pussyface”, or the wistful Kevin Ayers of
“Lunatic And Fire-Pistol". To this day, Cope
is singing “Baa-Baa-Baa"” and meaning it.

Naturally, the main body of lyrical matter
concerns one Julian Cope - Cope-as-lover,
Cope-as-prophet, Cope-as-buffoon
maverick. “Someone caught me looking/
Dancing onmy fire escape/Oh, | could shit
the past, yes..."; “Once | was Pride/Livedin
the sweetest dream of Foolishness”; “Nine
times I'm bleeding inmy purity”. Clearly he
haslittle of pressing importance to
communicate. If the songsaren't directly
about him and his career, they're
about yet another no-way love
affair, all frozen postures and
personifications, like sketches for
avideo.|don'tknow why singers
don'tjustmumble random sounds
if they can’t think of respectable a
themes for their songs. Anyone .
who can penthe line “Allis lost/In
bright confusion” must seriously

World Shut Your Mouthis that
sad and weary thing, another rock
album, and it won't do Nitwit any
goodatall. Time he learned to

acompanionto his presentwithout there being enough perforations
toturnhimintojustanotheraddled rock casualty.

Hereflectedbriefly on Club Zoowhen hewashavinga bitofa problem
withhis personality, and something Bill Drummond said when the
Teardropsfirststarted set himofflaughingaloud. “Don’t ever take acid,
Copey,” Drummond had said. “You're quitelike that in any case and it
would be justhorrible!”

Copefeltoncemore the thrill of the challenge and knew that Bill had
beenright. Hischildhood had been good enough not to be a learning
process, notto be something you get through before you start living. His

parents, for betterorworse, had given him alife that
startedatnoughtandended at 70. Every memory
lived on, pregnantwith experience, another
doortoanotherdoor. Like the model carhe'd
recently bought; whenhe'd opened the box,
hegot thesame feelinghe did when he first
hadacarlikeitin1966. Likealine of
cocaine, he'dgone, “God!”
He thoughtof [ex-Teardrops manager/
producer/keyboards player David] Balfe;
howwhen they'd tripped together, Balfey'd
take three timesas much and never getas far
outashedid. Balfey'd say, “Hey, let’sgo outand
getadrink,”and Copey'd go, “NOWAY!I really
like this patch of floorover here. Let'sstay in.”

Hereflected, with somerelief, thathe'd only
everhad onebad trip, at Manchester Hacienda,
and thatwasonlybecause thatgirl, who'd
movedinto his flatwhenhe'd moved out, had
told him she'd read one of his mother'sletters
andithad beensointenseand suddenly there
was thisgirl, who had nothingtodo withit,
stuckinalinebetween himand his mother.

Othersituations, hemarvelled, were
probablyjustasheavy, buthe hadn’trealised it
untilafterwards; like the time that guy threw
apintofbeeroverhimatThe Venue and he'd
goneover and said, “Look, you're gonnathink
I'mreallystupid, but were you being heavyjust
then?Ican'tworkitout’cos I'mtripping?”

Heremembered thelookontheguy’sfaceand
hesmiled. He could probably have beenina
Berlin gaolright now for some of the stuffthat
wentdown and hesuddenlywondered whether
hewas good orbad. He thought he'dlike to
thinkhewas good because hehad astrong
sense of morality, but thenagain, morality
wasasociety thing, likeinsanity.

Hemused over the notion, introducedin
arecentinterview, thatmaybe the youth of
today feltcastrated and subconsciously
yearned forawar. Hedecided he wasn'tmuch
bothered, because he couldn't see thatmuch
worthsavinginhumanity. “I mean, if mankind
istheend ofthe chain,” he thought, “fuckin’
hell...wasitworthi?”




JulianGope

Itdidn’tmuchmattertohimifhe died. Theideaof
living foreverrepulsed him and he feltagain the guilty
resentment forold people thatalways came uponhim
when he pictured one ofhis mother’s friends who'd
suddenly been converted to Catholicismasifsome
innervoice had told her, “OK, startrepenting now.”

He realised that you could neverimagine not
existing, thattoimagineitwas, initself, to exist, but
he thought, “Wouldn'tit be brilliantif you could
actuallydoit?” He started thinkingabout
eternal blackness and then thought, “Hold on,
itwouldn'tbe black”, so hestarted thinking
abouteternal colourlessnessand cameto the
conclusion thatnothingwas anemptybox
without the boxroundit.

Recalling a conversation with Dorian, he
began toworryabout the time thekids they
planned to have would find theirdad an
embarrassmentor maybe they'd turnout to be
neo-Nazis orsomethingand he'd have to put his
foot down. Hereminded himself, once again,
that he had noideawhathis parents thought of
him, recalling his fatheraskingifhe ever met
peoplewho take drugs. He laughed. It proved his
fatherknew absolutelynothingand his motherwas contentnot to read his
interviewsin the papers because ofthe barrack-roomlanguage he used. |

Hesuddenly feltangry, overcome by the suspicion they'd deceived himas
achildbymaking him believe that they were able tohandlealot more than
theyreally could, and herecalled howacouple of yearsago, he'dactually
despised his motherbecause he'd wanted to tell her, “Ido this, I do that, I'm
unfaithfultomywife,” and he couldn’t. He resented that they'd actually
made himwhat he was, butnow, hereminded himself, he accepted that
theywerejust two unworldly people who thought they were worldly.
“lacceptit,” hewhispered underhisbreath, “butit pissesme offnoend.

“Idon’tevenknowifllike me,” he pondered. “But then, that’s notreally
the question. The factis that someone’s made me with good bitsand
hang-upsand, forsomereason, Iwantto project them.”

Herecalled being told recently thathe talked asifhe didn'tmuch care
what people thought ofhim any more, and he figured that was true. He'd
had two-and-a-halfyears with The Teardrop Explodes aiming for
something thathe thoughthewanted, thinking (justlike everyone else)
thatwhenhegot there he'd be the one who turned evervoneonand do
thingsabitdifferently, butwhenhe got there it wasallso much bullshit.

He'd decided he didn'twanttoend up livingin comparative luxury
feelinglike a twat, but he'd never worked out whetheritwas possible to be
famous, eveninfamous, andkeepagriponreality. Allhe knew was that
he believed in music, initsincredible duality - like Shakespeare wasn't
writing greatartbut, because he wasn't, itbecame greatart.

Herecalled reading somethingMachad said (“lamaShakespearean
characterandJulian Copeisa Beanocharacter”) and he thought, “Yeah,
that’s true; butwhat Mac fails torealise, because he’s notaware of
Shakespeare, because he justsees himasabigblock oflearning but
doesn’tactuallyread him,isthatShakespeare’s characters werewhat
Beanocharactersare now; characters to entertainabawdy 16th-century
audiencewho'djustcomeinoffthestreets.

He worried, briefly, thathe used too many Mac analogies. It was nothing
personal, itwasjust that he was aware of Macand watched his
movementsand sawhimdeclaimingasifwhathe did wasincredibly
important. Cope had seen Shakespeare performedat Stratford and he
knew that Machad gotitallwrong. [twasn'tanimpressive, altogether-
now “IsThisA Dagger|See Before Me?” routine; itwas more real than that.

Copereflected that he'd been shyingaway from things important
recently. Youcould missanironybyhavingit thrustinyourface. People
werealwaysasking could Cope cope? Some had decided he’'dhad anervous
breakdown, others thought he'd faked it for the romantic glamourof
astruggling cultfigure. Someone even suggested thathe didn'tknow
whether Cope could be trusted ornotand Cope wasinclined to agree.

He'd splitthe Teardrops simplybecause he didn’t think there
wasanythingtobe gained inwhat they were doing. He'd been
uncomfortable with his publicimage and hisattitude had changed
nightly onstage. Why washe there, what washe doing? There had
neverbeen suchaself-conscious performer. Whatwas this strange
compulsion tolay himselfbare in public?
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“I don’t even
know if I like

me. But that’s
not really the
question”
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GREATNESS
oD PERFECTION
OF LOVE

He wasn'tsure what, ifany, valueithad ashe
remembered how he'd embarrass 90 percentof the
audience and think, “Well, what other pointis
there?” Hissexrap in Nottingham haunted him.
Had hereally taunted the girls at the front with the
rhetorical come-on, “You're thinkingabout fucking
me,aren’'tyou?”

He'd really freaked themoutbuthe'dhad todoit; he
couldn’tdowhat Machad been doing foryears,
takingitdownand doing“Light My Fire" or “Sex
Machine”. Eightypercentofthe timehe wasn't
eveninthe moodforrhyming, so hisrapswere
lousy, although atleasthe was doingsomething,.

He thoughtofthe pattern of recentinterviews

andsighed. Of course his albumwas self-
examining, butwhetherhe wasinsearchof
salvationorjustafterattention he couldn’tsay.
Maybe both. He'd been asked ifhe wasreally a
nutter, orwhetherhejustwanted people to
think he was, orwhetherhereally didn'tknow,
and he'd replied, “Maybe Ijustlike theideaof
beingweird. Buthold on-anybodywho likes
theideamustbe quite weirdinany case.”

He pondered hisalbum. He wasglad he'd
settled forshortsongs rather than Jesus Christ Meets Warhol, which
everybodyanticipated, and he'd tried to cut the time between thoughtand
expression byrecordingitalmostasitpoured outof him. That LouReed
lyricwas the bestever: “Between thought and expression lies alifetime.”

Butitshouldn’'thave tobe thatway. Itwasdriving him crazy, the whole
idea that two people had tocommunicatein such anantiquated way, the
syntaxand phrasing ofanysentence getting in the way of real meaning.
Thought-transference waswhat he was after; thatway there’d be none of
the confusioninherentinlanguagebetweenseriousintentandirony.

ltwas, he sighed, animpossible dream, butatleaston World... he'd cut
through thesacred veneer of technique to getat expression.

Heanticipatedalotofthingsto besaid. Like, in the wake of his NME
feature on psychedeliaand hisranting press release condemning
modern popwhen he'd folded the Teardrops, accusations ofkitsch
revivalism, even snobbery, were well on the cards. He decided he didn't
care; he wasn'treallyinto defencesand, inall honesty, thisalbumwas
himand thedegree towhichother peopleliked itwas the degree towhich
theywould everbeable torespond to him. Itwas genuine.

There wasnothingon World... thathe’d particularly change. There
were parts thathe found embarrassing, the twee parts, the trite parts, the
partsofreal bravado, but they were allhim, sosod it. He'd realised long
ago that pop couldn'tacceptwhole human beings, that it had to shave of
numerous dimensions before it could marketanyact, and he didn’tmuch
caredanymaore,

Thealbumwasn'tsayinganythingreally except, “Thisisme." Itwasn't
thatwhat heliked musically was better than anything going onat the
moment;itwasjust that thiswaswhatheliked. Hedidn'teven really want
itto besuccessful, butatthesame time, he wanted everybody to think,
“Thisisbrilliantmusic.”

Julian Cope’s mind muddled blank foramomentand then he
remembered readingin this month'’s Playboyhow, when John Lennon
died, everybodystarted ripping off Yoko and he thought, “God, who
needs that? Forall the money in the world youwouldn't need that.”

Ultimately, he supposed, money could buyyoualittle bitofsomething
ifyoudidn’thave much asahumanbeing. Hewas moreinterestedin
beingasuccessful humanbeingthanasuccessful productofthe
capitalistsociety.

“lamastar.I'mastarto me,” he thought, “andI1don’t need it confirmed
byotherpeople.”

Julian Cope woke up thismorningavictimofhaving beenbornallover
again. SreveSutherland o
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“tsa hard,
lonely life”

NINA SIMONE is down, but
not vet out. Post-nap. — NME FEBRUARY 4 —

P T 4.30 PM,awornand
UUYY L, LD dishevelled Nina Simoneis

P y antict nine tha still tucked upin her plush

IUdUIG di Liot all'o LIG Park Lane hotel bed.

drinvannrac whinh aftand Thecurtainsaredrawn,

i 10 s VWIHTUIE ALLTIIU thelightingdiscreet-itsglare
- L 11 | Joe directedaway from her sullen orbssunkinlayers

of eyeshadow smudge and rolls of puffyflesh.

Acassetteof Marvin Gaye’s Midnight Loveand
aWalkmanlieon thedresser, butthe onlysound
comes from this formidablysized middle-aged
woman-shoutingordersandripostes to hertall,

Rand want slim brother, manager, organ playerand sometime
. W vocal accompanist Sam, who busies himselfwith
e Fn nnint that ¥ sheafsand folderson the otherside of the room.
\ Ll Assoonasweenter, she’son the offensive.

“No pictures! Iwon'thave nopictures!” she
thunders.

Thearrogantand cantankerousNinaSimone
pantomimeisunderway; atthemoment
photographer Peter AndersonisplayingLittle Red
Riding Hood to her bigbad wolf, but'llsoon be
takingover.

“Herehecomesagain, areyoudeaf? Isaid NO
PHOTOGRAPHS!Sam!SAM!Tell him, Sam. Justgive
himthe oneswe have.”

In the middleof thisverbal crossfire—she’s facing
mebutshouting at Peter over myshoulder, Peteris
lookingatSam,and Samistellingmetositdown-
Itakeabedsideseat, turnon therecorderand wait
for thesweet, lustrousvoice tofillme, tofillusall,
withworldlywisdom. Her attention roused, she
turnsroundinbed. Aleftbreast threatensto poke
outfromunderaloosely tied purple gownasshegets
tetchyagain.

“Whatdoyouwant?” shescowls.

Itrysomesmalltalk tobreak theice: How's
London? The shows? Theinterviews? Oh, Nina, Isee
youlikeMarvin Gaye... Butshedoesn’twantto »

DAVID REDFERN / GETTY
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know. Tired, suspicious and ina bad mood, she wants the job over with

assoonas possible.

“Ohmy God!Whatkind of questions are these? Come on now, shoot!”

Theinterviewwas a certainkind of seduction. It lasted halfan hour, she
startedouthardand impenetrable, became warmand friendly midway
through, and atthe end she was tired but smiling. [ was exhausted.

T YUNICEWAYMON WAS bornin Tryon, North Carolina, on 21
February, 1933. A resident of Paris, France, for the last four
years, she’sin London to play a £12.50-a-head two-week

residency at Ronnie Scott's. Coming near the end of her stint, she's

starting to feel the strain ofher years and the hectic schedule.

“ldon’twantto goonstageat Ronnie Scott’s tonight. Sometimes it just
getstobearealbore, butThave to go. ltdidn'tuse tobeabore, but the
pressureof havingto doiteverynightisverygreat. Butl must go—Ihave
tomake moneyand I'm famous. Fame is something you can't stop once
ithasstarted.”

Inthehallowed echelons of black music the classically nurtured soul of
Nina Simone holds asingularly unique position. Her route from rural
poverty to classical academy, through '50s jazz cocktail bar, the activism
ofcivilrightsand college circuits of the '60s, into festival and concert halls
inthe '70s, to the present where she yearns for the irreproachable status
ofadiva (which, suitably, meansbeinga prima donna, aswell as a great
singer) did notfollow the normal course of most black female performers.

The sheerenormity of herworkis hard to putina context. Ithasagrasp
bigenough toincorporate the sanctity of gospel, the rough-hewn folksy
“GinHouse Blues” and “The Work Song”, impeccable jazzy quintet
reworkings of standards like “MrBojangles” and “Just Like AWoman”.

During America’s Depression of the '30s, the backwater of Tryon was
hardly theidealbirthplace forapotential prodigy. Butalong with her
family-threesisters, fourbrothers and a veryreligious motherand father
~atfour, Ninabegan playing piano at gospel revival meetings.

Atone performance she caughtthe attention ofawell-heeled admirer
who offered to pay for her to have formal classical training. When the
patron’s supportwas discontinued, a Eunice Waymon Fund was setup.
Local folks gave so generously that, having graduated from high schoolin
North Carolina, Ninawasable to move to aclassical academyin New York.

“Thated thoserecitals. Atthefirstonein the white library there was
abighassle aboutwhere my motherand fatherwould sit. That hurtme.
Miss Mazzie [herteacher] never knew howtense I wasand how scared
those white people made me. Lhad to go across the tracks. Iwas splitin
half. Iloved Bach, but the music was neverajoy, nevera pleasure.

“Whenlwasyounglwanted to be famousasaclassical pianist. ButI've
achieveditasastarandit’saveryhard, verylonelylife. [would preferto
haveachieved itasaclassical pianist. InAmerica, in New York I got turned
down from the firstacademy I went to because of racial prejudice. And
thatwassomething never gotover, becauseit
changed me into ashowbiz person. And, really,
Ineverwanted todo that.”

SWESIT talkingin thisdimlylit
room, her fierce exterior soon
cracksand underneath lies asad
but resilient figure. Simone’s tale is scarred
with the scourge of prejudice, the ugly
machinations of the business and two broken
marriages. Sometimes her voice breaks from
its matronly boom and she sounds as frailand
helpless as a small girl. She’s lovesick, broke,
unable to create... it'sall quite tragic, actually.
Abouthalfway through theinterview the
room-service trolley arrives and she breakfasts
quicklyand voraciously on chicken consommé,
salad sandwichesandaglassoflager. I havea
mental picture ofher, hermouth filled with bread,
beerand soup, and she'stryingtolookserious,
staringstraightahead and declaring, “I'mknown \
asadivanow. That's the way I wantit. Doyouknow [
whatadivais? Good. Iwantyouto print that.”
And that'skind of tragic too. [
Froman early age the consummate artistry \
which was toinform her futurerecordings
was formed.

“Fame is
something
you can't stop
once it has
started”

Mlsmss‘m
KCUPH-G|

FROM THE ALBUM "NINA $IMONE 1%

CONCERT PHS 600-138/PHM 200135
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“Istarted offas achild prodigy. Youknowwhat thatis? A child prodigy
playsanythingtheyhear. Ididn'tstart playing gospel; I started playing
bop, gospel, jazz, blues... anything heard... hymns.”

Althoughsheneverreally“madeit” asaclassical pianist, the styleisa
base forallher playing. Sheusedit to counterpoint melodies, to cast huge
spectresand gashes of melancholy toachinglove songslike “The Other
Man”, “IDon’tWant Him", or the present “If You Knew”. Oras a centrepiece
toatowering masterpiecelike “Four Women”, placing thesongsona
setting thatisso deepand darkand troubled thatitcan genuinely frighten
thelistener, Theability to do this mustbe asource of gratification.

“Yes, itis tremendously gratifying. The audience appreciate that, but
don’tthinkofitasclassical, theyjust thinkofitas mystyle. The factis
I play African-rooted classical music. I would rather use two drummers
andnobodyelseiflcould. Idon'tlike usingguitar... Ilike using
drummers because they canadopt themselves to balladsand not getin
thewaywithawholelotofclappingand carryingon thathas nothingto
dowithballadsatall.”

Whenshe played to 2,000 peopleat the Barbican Centre 18 months ago
she wasaccompanied onlybyadrummerand hergrand piano. ltwas
a fasunann;,performanue obsesswe. consumed with passion, anger,
sorrow, love, sex, death. Simone writhed and squirmed infrontof the
audience. She seemed to belaying herselfbare, asif unable to separate
whatever dramaorcrisisin her personallife had inspired the songs off
the stage. She doesn'tagree.

“Hell, no. My personallifeis justasimportant to me as my music, but
Ikeep the two completely separate. That stuffyousaw, [can turniton
andofflikeafaucet.”

Onstage oroff, however, Simone canbeaweird, disparaging character.
Performances range from the sublime to theridiculous. Barney Hoskyns
recallsashowsomemonths backin Los Angeles where she regaled the
audience with tweeivory tinklingand went through the whole concert
speakingFrench.

Byallaccounts hershowsat Ronnie’s have been similarlyerratic. I
caughttwo nights. The firstlwas seated about two feet from her. I should
have beenrapt, butsomehowwasn't. She came on stage looking tired and
fragile; painted and besequinned, she stood surveying the audience with
herhuge shouldersarched, herhands onherhipsand anexpression of
vaguedisdainonherface. While there were undeniable moments of
beauty, the setasawhole had a hollow ring. She wasn't enjoyingit (after
the third songshestarted tomakeregulartimechecks with the guyatthe
side of the stage).

“Itwas ashock. Itwasvery different having to play nightclubs when
Ifirstwent to New York. lwent there to study classical music, butIwas
broke and I had to make money. Itwas veryhard to get acclimatised to
showbusiness; [hated it thenand I still do. Thate the hotelrooms, the lack
ofgood food, thelack ofanormallife.

“Theaudience at Ronnie Scott’siswonderful.
ButI'd rather be playing the Royal Festival Hall.
Idon'tlike nightclubs, but lam gratefulit’sbeen
packed outeverynight.”

SARECORDING artist, Simone’s

career has been fraught with

contractual and business problems.
Her major beef throughout theinterview is
how 50 or so pirate companies owe her money
thatrunsinto “the millions”.

Shewas 25 when she recorded her first session
for Bethlehem Records, the bulkofwhich can
be found on the My Baby Just Cares I'or Me
S Charly reissue. She shot to national acclaim

with the million-selling version of Gershwin'’s
“I'Loves YouPorgy”, and her interpretative powers
assinger, arranger and musician on thatand other
J standardssuchas Duke Ellington’s “Mood Indigo” or
traditional spiritualslike “He's Got The Whole World
In His Hands” reaped lavish critical acclaim, casting
| herasasupper-club performer parexcellence.
Wasitathrill tostartrecording?
_ “No,itwasveryhard, and whenitwasrecordedhad
f tobegforthem toreleaseit.”
LPssuchas the nowrare Nina Simone-Jazz As
| Played In An Exclusive Side Street Cluband Nina
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January9,1984:0ne
ofSimone’searly
appearancesat
RonnieScott’sjazz
clubinSoho,London

Simone And Friends (with guestappearance by Carmen McRae) followed,
butwith the turn of the decade Simone tired of her positionand moved on
tointernational stardom. In 1961 she married former police detective
Andrew Stroud, who also became her manager. Her own songs began to
take prominence and theywere spitting fire and blood, declarations of
black pride and determination.

In1963, followinga churchbombingin Alabamawhichkilled little girls,
andshortly afterblackrightsleader Medgar Evers was shotinfront ofhis
homein Jackson, Mississippi, she wrote the memorable “Mississippi
Goddam”: “Alabama’s got meso upset/ Tennessee macde me lose my rest/
Andeverybody knows about Mississippi—goddam!”

Itwas songs like “Young Gifted And Black” (turned into areggae pop
classic by Bob & Marcia) and herreading of militant black poet Langston
Hughes' Backlash Bluesthat garnered herareputation as The High
Priestess Of Soul. When Phyl Garland interviewed Simone for her
book The Sound Of Soulin 1969, she asked her how the change from
nightclub to protestsinger came about. She smiled and said, “Now that
my people have decided to take over the world... 'mgoingtohave to do
mypart.”

Nowadaysit'ssomethingshe'd rather forget.

“lworked for the... ummm... what do youcallit, Sam? Yes, the civil
rightsmovementduring the '60s.”

Areyoustillinvolved withit?

“No,lamnot.Itgotmeintoalotof trouble. Ithurt my career. Maybe it
helped black people, butithurtme. That's whyI'm not making the money
Ishould be right now. Atleast 50 pirate companies are holding out on me
becauseof that.”

That'sbad, I'say, because I thought youwereat the height of your powers
inthose days.

“Idotoo, dear. Butithurtmycareerin termsof money. [ wasplaying
benefitsbutlwasn’t gettingmy money then or now. Butno doubt some
of my bestsongs came outof that period. ‘Four Women' was written
overnight, butittook me fourmonths before I had the nerve to play it
tosomebody because I thoughtitwould berejected. [ playedit for my
husband onanairplane oneday; I thoughthewasn’tgoingtolike it
becauseitwassodirectand blatant.

“Mississippi Goddam' Iwroteinaboutan hour. Butremember,
these things werewritten when I was stable, I[was marriedand [ was
livingathome.Idon'twrite now.I'mstayinginhotels. [ can't; there'sno
pianos here.”

Doesn'tthat make you sad?

“Oh, honey, itsaddens me terribly. [t makes me so depressed.
Idon'tknowwhattodo. Nottohaveapianoinhereand tobeable
tocreateinhere. Itsaddens me more thananything.”

Thesecond timelsee Ninaat Ronnie Scott’s sheisin full
command, fusing togetherallher strengthsand talents—siding
agorgeousreadingof “Porgy” with the parched pathos of the new
“Father In My Wings", moving from the funky rumble of“See
Line Woman” to amajestic “My Baby Just Cares For Me",

From the crowd two guys presented her with red roses (just
like arealdiva!) and she made dates with them forafter the
show. Apartfrom the scathing “Stupid Dog” (“dedicated to the
recording industry of North America”) mostof her new songs
are ballads.

“Forme, lovesongs and ballads are the mostimportantkind of
songs. Why? Because I'm notinlove, and I lovelove,and Thavea
child,and to me the mostimportant thingin the world islove and
beingmarried.”

Thelastgreat NinaSimone LP to reach these shores was
Baltimorein 1978, and she still plays Randy Newman’s title track,
begrudgingly.

“WhatI'mtrying to do nowissingmy ownsongs. [t'llbe the
firsttime I've sungjustmyownsongs. | wantrecord companies
tobuy them.”

Didyouneverhavealotof money?

“Yeah, I had plenty. Butlgotdivorced and I was swindled out of
itbyrecord companies, theatres, lawyers and bad management,”
she claims. “Ilike the things moneycan buy, but T haven'tgotany.
I'lltell youagain—the pirate companies are keeping my money
because of thecivil rights movement. The only money I'm
earningiswhat!'mworkingfor.”

If true, NinaSimone must have had some dubious management
togetripped offby 50 record companies, but then the ladyis not
unknown to exaggerate or make outbursts which subsequently have to
beretracted. Arecentdiatribe against Charly Records wasone such
incident (NME Jan 28, 1984 - see news section pl0), and she once toldan
interviewer thatshe had been forced torecord Baltimorehaving been
kidnappedby five menand putinacellar for three dayswithoutsleep or
water and released only when she had finished recording the LP.

ShenowlivesinParis, visits Africaas often as possible with her best
friend Miriam Makeba, one-time wife of Stokely Carmichael and
originatorof “click” singing. (“You've never heard ofher. Whatage are you
anyway?Man, she's world famous.”) She goes to Americaaslittle as
possible—"Tdon’tlikeit; that'swhere they ripped offmy songs. I getreally
physicallysick every timelI'm there”—and feelsathome in Paris.

“Therelamvery, veryfamous. Did youknow how biglwasin Paris?
Ohman, it'seasy formetolivein Paris, everyone knows mysongs. In the
streetl getrecognisedall the time—taxidrivers, meatcutters, flower
sellers. [like that. I need that.”

Ninasaysshe's putting the finishing touches to an autobiography,
compiled fromadiaryshe’skept throughout her30yearsin
showbusiness. She hasarecurringdream that she mustfinishit, and the
projectedtitleis Between The Keys or Princess Noir. Herimmediate plans
aretogetasinglereleased, aduetwithSamonaversionofJerry Butler's
“LetItBe Me". And, like she’sbeen saying for the past five years, she wants
tosuetheassoffall the companies thathave ripped heroff.

BeforelIgo, laskherifshe'saware ofherreputation for notbeing the
easiestormostamicable interviewin the business.

Shegrins. “Sure I'mdifficult. Thave areputationlike that because
peopledon’tknowme. 'mused toitnow. It's better to have areputation
forbeing toodifficult thanitis forhaving one forbeing kind of easy. Hell,
ifTwasanyeasier they'dbewalkingallover me.”

She’slooking forward to afew more hours curled up under the sheets
beforealadycomesto give hertired bones arubdown before the concert.
Samtellsmeit’s time to go.

Hey Nina, have youever heard of the Sex Pistols?

“Yes, butIneverhearthem. [ hear The Police and I like them. [don't
thinkI'dlike the Sex Pistols.”

Itellherone of the best things about her showat the Barbican was
thewaysheunleashed so much wrathand force atthe audience. It
was the nearest they'd getto experiencing the shock of the Sex Pistols.
lappreciated the wind-up.

Just poked above thesheets, herface cracks into awide, sly beam. She
closes herevesandsinksaway. GavinMartin @
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ALBUMS
The Smiths

ROUGHTRADE

“And if youmust go to work
tomorrow.../ Well, if | were you
Iwouldn't bother” (“Still llI"")
Without being pejorative,
there is something soporific
about the sound of The Smiths.
It's so easy to lapse into their
languid dreams without stopping
to question where precisely this
man Morrissey should be placed
intheinfinite space between
heaven and pillow.
Justhow clinicaland how
innocent s this seducer of our
imaginations? How genuine his
successive (and often mutually
exclusive) stances as corrupted
and corruptor, reformed literary
libertine and celibate gay
bachelor? After contemplation
of his flamboyant advances, I've
arrived atno conclusionas to
what precisely he bearsbefore
him or what exactly heis after.
What remains at the core of
Morrissey’s artis amystique that
has so far proved impenetrable
-he affords the odd insight, but
thereis never enough glimpsed
to dispel his fascination.
Consideration of The Smiths
always ends up as attempted
penetration of Morrissey's
singular charms, primarily
because The Smithsin plural are
asaverage as their uncharismatic

24 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

name suggests. Where
Morrissey is a wielder of the
archaic art of the word, his
cohorts are merely competent
workersin the grimy craft of pop.
Musically, The Smiths are little
more than mildly regressive.
What saves themis Morrissey’s
rare grasp of the myriad
distortions of the pastel worlds
of nostalgia. Much of the intrigue
behind The Smiths is not what
they have to offerbut the
seductive mannerinwhich
Morrissey offersit - his beguiling
invitation to forgetartand dance
in anotion of animated camp. At
this point we come to his enigma
-ofthe uncalculated versus the
contrived.

This hasits openingin the cold,
quivering reflections of the
plaintive epic “Reel Around The
Fountain" - a picture of virtual
classical proportions, with

Morrissey's world-weary Al

tones washingagrey tale
ofinnocence lost. “/t’s
time the tale were

told,” he opens,

TheSmiths:evoking
nofthecity
nedthrough

‘¥ early-60sfilmsof
late-'50snovels”

—AlBums __

nothing of “the
| tale” has actually
beenrevealed.

Throughout the LP, he captures
aset of fascinations that appeal
tothe current mood - the only
questionis how many of them
areindeed his ownand how
many the result of long years’
researchinarentedroomin
Whalley Range. Too frequently
his philosophy of pop seemsall
too neatly prepared to appeal
- the quaint campaign against
the synthesizer, for example.

The mass appeal lies
(unfortunately)inaform of
traditionalism - so Morrissey
offers the fictional tradition of
“greatpop” - complete this
sequenceinsix letters: the
Buzzcocks, Orange Juice, The...

Calculation, though, can
offer an aesthetic of its own,
and The Smiths, like Culture
Club, weave anintricate web
ofinsignia, delightful inits
diversity, intriguinginits
attention to detail, but
finallyimpenetrable.
Fromthe sexy male
cover to “Hand In Glove”,
Morrissey has proved
himself adept at the gender
identity game -another
tradition of long-standing
appeal. Throughout the LP,
he plucks at the same strings
of homoeroticism: “I'mnot
the man you thinklam,” he
intimates coyly on “Pretty
Girls Make Graves”,
concluding, “I've lost my
faithin womanhood” - both
of whichare infact snippets
open to entirely opposite
interpretations.

When he breaks his
genderlessrule,itis
with aslynesswe
might expect: “Into
the depths of the
criminal world |
followedher...",
callingupareference
to Cocteau's Orpheus
films (a comparison not
soobscure whenyou
consider that their star, and
Cocteau'slover, Jean Marais,
was featured on the cover of
“This Charming Man"). Where
Cocteau's Orpheusisleftunable
tolook at his wife (perhaps he too
had lost his faith inwomanhood),
Morrissey ends with “/ need
advice, because nobody ever
looks at me twice.”

Foreverytendencyin
Morrissey's scheme of things,
though, thereisthe necessary
balance, for the heaving tragedy
of “And ‘love'is just amiserable
lie" there's the flippancy of
“Iknow that windswept
mystical air/lt means I'd like
tosee yourunderwear”.

It's more than just a question of
balance, though;it's a problem of
plausibility, and Morrissey is very
believable. How convincing his

aura of deceptive simplicity,

how credible his imitation

of the wide-eyed village
boy adriftin the big city.

When he claims tobe
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“Stilllll", for example, is a
drama of flawed perfection,
flickering fading valuesin dusty
monochrome - Morrissey kissing
beneaththe iron bridge finds the
fictional Britishness of his
obsessionslipping through his
fingers: “But we cannot cling to
the old dreams any more.”

What Morrissey captures
above allis a notion of despair
reflected perfectlyinthe
lacklustre sound of his cohorts,
adeath of the punkideals that
Morrissey is quite old enough to
have beencloselyinvolvedin.In
turn what distinguishes him from
aWeller is firstly his wit, and
secondly the sensitivity to deal
indespair without resorting to
preachingin desperation.

What does this suitor offer?

A calculated plan, perhaps, but

enough to haunt the imagination.

Forthe moment that's enough.
Don Watson, NME Feh 25

| The Gun Club

ABC

Blood, booze, and Host:
midway through amess of
“Preachin’ The Blues” on this
sub-bootlegmemento of pre-
Fire Of Love Gun Club, Jeffrey
Lee Pierce,sensing he does
not have the Whisky A Go-Go's
fulland undivided attention,
ordersits silence. “Fuck your
face!” he yells. "We're talking
'boutreligion!!”

Poor Jeffrey. How do you
preach the blues to a pack of
Tinseltown trendhounds?
More to the point, why do you
preachthe blues to a pack of
Tinseltown trendhounds? Why,
because his mythic, swampy
America of damnationand
superstition, of rivers of blood
and alcohol,is one of the only
significant challenges to the
glamurban nihilism of 1980.

Pierce was Darby Crashin
anon-canine dog collar,an
obsessive mythologist forginga
link between blues and punk. If
visually he suggested Meat Loaf

{ superimposedon
JimMorrison -
all dolled up like
apelvis from hell
-therewasahurt
and amadness
inthe beached
whale's bleached
wail which that
Sunset Boulevard
shaman of
instant catharsis
Morrison never
reached. Kid
Congoleftfor
The Cramps,

but there's

no ghoulish kitsch here; this
black drug trainis going straight
to hell.

Pierce mightbeignorableifhe
hadn't written the odd great
song. Thebest-"“Carry Home",
“Brother And Sister”-areon
Miamiand suggest that he writes
best when leastintoxicated by his
obsessions. But what canapoor
blues-crazed hulk do after being
produced by Chris Stein besides
dredge up his very own Metallic
KO? Drunk on the blood of
ghosts, this half-dead-at-CBs-
style souveniris like a conscious
massacring of folk tradition.

“Bo Diddley’s A Gunslinger”,
avisceral complement to Vega's
“Collision Drive", or “Walking
With The Beast”,a“"Mona"-style
skull-stomp, are simple enough.
But when he tries Mack Self's
“Willie Brown" or the absurd,
unaccompanied cottonpicker’s
cry of “Field Holler”, Pierce’s
evangelism verges onthe
grotesque. Attempting to
snare the fatalistic horror of
Robert Johnson or Charley
Pattoninasetting of trash punk,

| heoverloads and saturates myth

untilthe ghosts are as bloated
asheis.

Significantly, the coverisan
unholy blood-red marriage of
Munch’s Screamand Cave's
“Bad Seed"” (minus the swastika).
Pierce and Cave: both sick,
hard-drinking preachers of pop’s
lost highways, wrapping ring-
swollen fingersround crucifixes
infutile faithless agony.

A supreme posture. They are
post-punk's Waylon'n'Willie,
Pierce as Cave’s Saint Huck
(Finn), the gangling one himself
awasted
Natty
Bumppo.
(Justa
suggestion.)

Do white
men getthe
blooze?
Barney Hoskyns,
NME, Feb 25

CyndiLauper
ontheFun
Tour, Chicago,
April24,1984

SINGLES

Gyndi Lauper

PORTRAIT/EPIC

|cansee the headlines

now: “Ray Lowry ‘Not Mad’
Shock! New Evidence!” Cyndi
Lauper used to sing with US
band Blue Angel, whom
nobody ever heard even
though our man Ray was
forever ranting about their
brilliance. It's just possible he
was right, after all. “Girls Just
Want To Have Fun”is a frivolous
pop-dance delight. Miss Lauper
pours aworld of authentic
convictionintothe song, and
its message, though simple, is
heartfelt: “When the working
day is done/Girls just want to
have fun!" Thisis a provocative
new theoryand|urge our top
sociologists to seek verification
forthwith. NMEJanz1

The Smiths
ROUGHTRADE

Not so goodas“...Charming
Man" say some, but I'd say
better. A wailing, wordless
hook from your man Morrissey
hovers, ghost-like, overa
rubbery rockabilly beat, not
marred one whit by Johnny
Guitar Marr's
spring-heeled
periphery
riffery. And the
lyrics cut you,
too. Perfectin
its détente of
toughand
tender, this
record, if that

— SNGLES —

REVIEW

1084 -'7

makes any sense.

Give thesemen

abig, big hit. (By
the way, re. the
NME Readers Poll,
it's early days, but |

wouldn't be surprisedif the

final resultsreveal something
to The Smiths’advantage. Say
no more.) NME Jan2i

Echo & The Bunnymen

KOROVA

Stupendous. Well,
Iwould say that,
wouldn't1? But
trust me: Mac
and the
membersare

not letting us
down. “The
Killing Moon”,

I think, introduces
new depth to the
group's recorded work.
Certainly it plays on anote of
sadness, regret, sense of loss
that | don'trecallin anything
they've previously done. Will
Sergeant’sacoustic guitarand
asombre, slowly building
chorus do much to establish
this peculiar mood. Most of all,
perhaps,it's the words - they're
unusually directand vulnerable
for the Bunnymen, and being
without that protective veil of
vagueness, McCulloch sounds
encouraged toditchanamount
of hisownreserve, closer than
ever to the emotional bone.
Idon’tknow. | knowit's their
mostintriguing songsince
“APromise”. And | know the
group won't be around forever.
Treasure them now. NMEJan21
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“WeTrenot

tryimg to

change
anything”

Yet have a powerful “worker” image to
go along with their robust synthpop. They’re also big
stars throughout Europe, where their melancholic beats
have found a sympathetic audience. “We’re just trying
to make people think,” says songwriter Martin Gore.

MELODY MAKER

PARKLERS. THAT’S HOW German audiences display affection and
appreciation. Sparklers, plus the odd lone klaxon crying outlike a wolfwith
apegonits nose.

To theirmost confirmed enemies, the piercing specks of light whizzing around
like Tinkerbells in this metal barn mustbe an enduringly appropriate symbolof the
group up on the stage.

Depeche Mode, remember, are supposed to play pretty music. Lightweight, harmless, mildly
attractive maybe, but fragile, decorous and twee. Atleast, that'show the theory goes.

But then theories can always be proven wrong.

While the company blandsmiths perfect their corporate grip on the nation’s pop pulseand
the public’s taste slithers slug-like towards asquidgy, marshmallow centre, some
have been busy figuring how best to achieve a state of dissidence withoutsacrificing
popularappeal.

[tmight be ahard balancingact, butin 1983 Depeche Mode managed the trick.
Acraftilyawkward and deceptively spiky presenceinthe charts, theylearned that
kissingwasn'tcleveroreveninterestingwhen you'd been doingitforatleastacouple

of years without progressing toanything more daring. Takingstock of the §

overwhelmingmove towards a middle-of-the-road consensus (aresome people
afraid to admit theyre not especially moved or stimulated by the pleasantries of
Culture Club?), they found themselves moving steadily in the opposite direction. »

MICHAEL PUTLAND / GETTY
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Ofcourse, their music has hardly become raucous or truculently
rebellious, butifyou think the Mode of “New Life” is the same Mode as
“Love Inltself”, then you obviously haven'tbeen payingattention.

Accordingto the chorusof thelatter, love isnow “not enough in itself”,
and their third LP (fromwhich the song was takenas asingle),
Construction Time Again, confirms. Thereisn’tasinglelove song here, not
awordofromance or personal heartache. This fabricis stitched with the
thread of socialismand liberal concern—amost unfashionable position
totake upinthisage of conspicuousegotism.

Asforthe music, it'ssynthpopstill, but fattened and given strength.
Thisisn'taparty,it'sawholelot more.

Watching thegroup at Hammersmith Odeon a few weeks agoand more
recentlyin Cologne and Diisseldorf, it struck me justhow tawdry most
othersynthpop groups seemin comparison to the sure-fingered touch
of Depeche.

Theirpop glistens with modernity tosuch anextreme, futuristic degree
that sometimesitseemsdifficult tocreditthat thisisactuallyapopular
chartpop group onstage. Thisisa pop thatisrooted in the present, not
someretrogressive notion of what “perfect pop” should soundlike.

Perhapssomeofyouaren'tconvinced. Like meyou've watched themon
Top Of The Pops on countless occasions and been, at most, moved to
twitch the odd toe while complaining that theylooked like a collection of
plainyoungsters pressing buttons; school students dressedin pullovers
thatseem just thatlittle bit too neatand nice.

Inwhich case youneed to see them live. When theirsynths mutate into
apulsatingdance beatand David Gahanleaps across thestageasifhe’s
determined to topple over into the orchestrapit, Depeche Mode ignite,
their pop springingalive withanebullientsense of energy. Depeche can
bemuscular-visceral even.

Not that things have alwaysbeen thatway.

“We've always been concerned-like therecords always sounded a
bitweak, butin the studio when weactually made them they sounded
quite powerful.”

Andy Fletcheris quite aware of some of their past problems. Heand Alan
Wilder (the only non-Basildonian in the group-thereplacement for
Vince Clarke) are facing the reporteracross the breakfast table the night
after6,000 people of both sexes and a varietyofages have gone bananasat
oneof their performances.

“Whenwewere going out playinglive,” continues Fletcher, "we were
quite powerful, butwhen weactually tried toreproduceiton record it just
sounded reallyweakand horrible. On the lastalbum, we really tried to
toughen up the sound.”

Do people have the wrongidea about Depeche Mode?

“I'venoticed thatfrom justwalkingaround thestreets. Like where I live,
in Basildon, [getquitealotofabuse. Alotof peoplestill think we'relike
teeny wimps. Wimpsonsynths.”

“Butlthink that'sourfault,” admits Wilder. “It's nobody else’s fault but
ourown that people have got thatimpression, because it's obviously the
way we put ourselves across. You can'tblame people for summingyouup
wrong, becauseit’'sdown toyou to get therightimpression.”

Wilderis being surprisingly candid. Perhaps as arelative “newcomer”
(though hisstaywith the group now exceeds thatof Vince) he can place
themin perspective more astutely.

Whatever, Fletcheragrees: “Wesuffered alot from the beginning,
because wedidn'treally knowwhatwe were doing. If somebody took
apictureofus, wesmiled: wehadn'thad
any training. Whenwe met the public
and that, weacted like we would
normally. [One MM staff member recalls
thatthe firsttime he metthe group they
were playing hide-and-seek!] We came
acrosstoalotof people assickly and
reallybad. Itwasn'tanything thatwas
plannedoranything.”

Whatkind ofabusedid theyreceive?

“The whole cataloguereally. Just
walkingalong, people from cars, in
pubs, going through the town centre.’

“Butthat’s Basildon foryou,”
observes Wilder.

“Yeah, it's verylikewhatwe calla‘Span
Town'-spanners, beer, boys. [s'poseit’s
because we'vealwayslived there -
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they've seen so much ofusthat they've turned againstus. Ifwe go
elsewhere weactually get praised by some people. I thinkit'sagood
contrast, because we don'tlike the pop-star thing, we tryto playitall
down. It'sgood gettingabit ofabuse; it brings youdown to earth.”

Whatwas that sentence? “We actually get praised by some people.”
Fletcher seems genuinely warmed by theidea that people could actually
want to come and praise them. Yet paradoxically their popularitywas
achieved soearlyintheircareerthat theyvirtually takeit forgranted. I've
neverseenagroup looksocooland casualin thedressing roombeforea
large gig; walking outof the roomand onto the stage in front of 6,000, they
lookso unruffledit’sasiftheyare wanderingdown the corridortolook for
thelavatory. lwonderifthey feel anaesthetised on stage.

“I'meanitisan exciting feeling being on stage and playing, obviously. It
gets yougoing,” says Wilder, “butyou are right-personally, I dokind of
shutmyselfoffand gointoashell and go through the motions. And enjoy
it, butdon'tquite feel the whole thing.”

“Thereasonitseemsso casual,” adds Fletcher, “iswejustexpectto
godownwell. During the timeI'vebeen with theband, Idon’tthink we've
evergone down badly. Youexpect thatreactionand itis like going
through the motions.”

So. Theyaregoing through the motions. Atleast sometimes.
Fortunately this “live performance”is filled with much button-pushing.
Itdoesn’tmatter. Partofthe appeal of Depeche Modeis their mechanical
insistence-the mathematical certainty of their beat.

7l ACKSTAGEAFTERTHEIR Cologne show, Depeche Mode are
feeding the fans. Autographs, chitchat, strained smiles, all are
. gratefully gobbled.

“Hi, Andy!” shoutsawanblond with spectacles; everyone looks up and
staresasifanoldfriend hasjust walked into the room. The fan wants to
knowifAndyhasheard of “Ze Ze”. Andy hasn’t. “Don’tyoumean “The
The?" askssomeone. “That'sright, Ze Ze”, grins the gangly fan, unaware
ofwhysniggersarelightingupacross the room.

Martin Gore has therightidea. Mode’schief composer, heissittingin
acornerknockingout the openingto Echo And the Bunnymen’s “Rescue”
onanacoustic 12-string guitar. Gore has been playing guitar for nine
years—heonlybegan to play thesynth whenhewas 18 or 19. His
songwritingis done on the guitar, mostly. HeisaJonathan Richman
and Iggy Pop fan.

Thisisn't the most obvious thing people expect to hear backstage after
aDepeche Mode gig, evenifhe does use the instrumentbriefly on stage.
Mode mentorand (ifyouwill forgive the alliteration) Mute master Daniel
Milleris moochingaroundwith avideo camerarecording the extraneous
goings-on and minor diversions.

Also here are Markand Suzie. They have come all the way from England
toGermanyjusttosee the Cologneand Diisseldorfgigs. Mark hasa Young
Americanshairstyvle. Suzieis very quiet.

Thisisrock'n’roll-but-not-really. The autograph rituals, for sure, butit’s
notonlyintheireschewal ofthe traditional rockinstrumentation that
Mode elbowold stereotypessideways. Thereis notahintofdope to be
smelt, notasniffofcocaine to be snorted during the three days I spent
with the group. No hours spent preeningin front of the mirror (though
Dave Gahansportsamightilyimpressive flat-top barnet). The group
leave the hotel early to get to their soundcheck, hit the stage bangon
scheduleatnineo'clock. Some people Iknow probably object to all this.
Butthensome people I know thinkreal
mendon'teatquiche.

Bandswhosay theyneed drugsto
get through the boredom ofa tour
aretalkingcrap, says Gahan. “Ithink
alotofthatwentonin the '70s; at
thattime thatwaswhatbands were
expected tobelike-totally out of it
allthe time. Nowbandsare generally
alotyounger. Theaverage age ofa
groupinthe '70s wasabout 35; now
it's probablyabout21.”

Depeche Modeare currently riding
awaveofpopularityin Germany,
havingsold 200,000 copies of
Construction Time Againand packed
outconcerthallswithoutever having
had asinglein their Top 20-asituation
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thatwould beunthinkable in the singles-dominated
marketof Britain.

“Thesoundwe've comeupwithrecentlyisslightly
reminiscentofsome of the earlier German electronic
groups, like DAF, possibly,” observes Wilder. This
may explainsomeofthelocal enthusiasm. Where
would Mode be without Kraftwerk?

Asiftoconfirm the Teutonic twist, assoon as
thegroup'stourbusarrivesinthe industrial
cityof Diisseldorf, Martin Gore rushes offto the
HQoflocalindielabel Ata Tak to complete his
collectionofthelabel’s releases (whichinclude
Der Plan, Pyrolator and Die Doraus).

Ask them why they mixed Construction...
inBerlin's Hansa Studios (check the small
printon Theldiotand Low) and they'll tell
youitwassimply because ofthe mixingdesk
there. AndaskthemwhyAlan Wilder bashes
apieceofcorrugated metal onstage during
the song “Pipeline” and the answers will be
less than totally straightforward, slightly

“On the last
album, we
really tried
to toughen up
the sound”

DEPECHE MODE

me theother day, butsome of their lyrics are more
aggressive—'Crushed by The Wheels Of Industry”
It'stemptingtoread too muchinto thisapparently
sudden turn towards politics —to expectrevelations
of some Damascus-like conversion to The Cause—
yetMode'sattitudes seem essentially low-key,
perhapsevenalittle naive. “Let’s take the whole of the
world!The mountainsand thesand/ Let all the
boysand thegirlsshapeit in theirhands”, Gahan
singsin‘And Then...". Woulditwere sosimple.

“Noneofusarereallyintoitheavily,” says
Gore, “noneofusbelongtoany parties. I don't
think there’'sone ofus that'sinterested even
slightlyin politics.”

Gahanadds: “None of us have studied politics
oranythinglike that. Oh, Andy’s gotan A-level.
Haha!Andy’s probably more interested than
anyoneelse, butnone ofusare really serious
about politics.”

Accordingto Andy Fletcher, they have always
hadsocialistsympathies—it'sjust that thisis the
firstopportunitythey’ve had toair them. The

defensive, asifthey'reabout tobeattacked
forripping off German metal-drummers |
Einstiirzende Neubauten.

“Actually, when we decided about thatwe hadn't really cottoned on
toallthose [metal-beating] bands, butsinceitcameinto fruition all
those bands have popped up aswell, solsupposeitlooks like we're
climbingonsomesortofbandwagon,” says Wilder. “We just thought
itwould suit thesong.”

ButFletcherisalittle more openabout their relationship to
the “movement”.

“Ithinkwealllike the idea. Whenwe actually made the albumwe did go
onasound-hunting expedition. We wentdown Brick Lane and just hit
everythingand then recordeditand took it back to the studioand then
putitinto thekeyboard. That's howwe made the track ‘Pipeline’. We was,
like, smashingcorrugatedironand old cars. The vocals wererecorded ina |
railway archin Shoreditch-you've got the train three-quarters of the way
throughand theaeroplane upabove. It sreally interesting doing that.”

Whethertheiradoption ofasymbol ofa worker-hero, hammer poised [
abovehead, fortheiralbumsleeveisdirectly influenced by the similar
Stakhanoviteactionsof thelikes of Neubauten is, maybe, interesting but
ultimatelyirrelevant. Gahan tells me that they chose the symbol of The
Workersimplybecause they feltitwasa powerfulimage. Andasanecho
ofthesleeve of theirsecond LP, A Broken Frame, which depicts a peasant
atworkincornfields, itis perfect—the hammerand the sickle. But though
theydescribe themselves as “socialists withasmall‘s™, or perhaps
because ofit, they can be misinterpreted.

“Weknew the tie between the hammer and the sickle on the two
albums, obviously, butI don'tthink thatwasa thingwe were trying to
putacross,” says Gahan. Herelates astory about the group turningup at
aBelgian TV studio and beingasked to stand on top of a giant haystack
whilebehind them peasants stood withhammers and sickles and
Russian flags flapped aboutinsolently. They walked off the set until the
flags were taken down.

Butthe choice ofimageryisfarfromaccidental - the symbol of
“The Worker”, the traditional property of theleft, is a reflection of
the political concerns taken upby Mode on Construction... —ecology,
nuclearwar, multinational power, famine, and the ideas of
politicsand socialism in themselves (“All of these
insurmountable tasks that lay before me” -and that
from*“Love Inltself”, ahitrecord!).

“We're not tryingto changeanything,” says Gore, who
wrote thelyrics to most of the songs (Wilder contributing
theremaining two). "I don’tthink our music’s going to
changeanythingatall; we'rejust trying to make people
thinkalittle bit.”

“Before,” states Gahan, “they've been used to Depeche
Modewith clever tunes, andalot of earlier stuffwas very
throwaway lyrics, whereas with this they can humalong to
atune, besittingin theirbedroom, lookat the lyric sheetand
maybe they mightactually agree with some of the subjects.

“Imean, noneof thesubjects arereally heavy, rammingit
downpeople’s throats. Someone mentioned Heaven 17 to

lyrics onthe firstalbumwere by Vince Clarke,
who “doesn’treally careaboutlyricsatall”,and many of Gore’s words on
-..Framewerewrittenwhenhewasonly 16 or 17, which is “why they seem
like blandlove songs”. Like Jim Kerr, much of Gore's writingsince then
had been influenced by his experiences of travelling around the world.

Butwhysuchreticence onthesubject, havingdedicated awholealbum
tosocialissues? Andy Fletcher comes nearest to explaining their position
whenhesays: “We've got to be careful thatwe don’t become hypocrites.
IUsvery easy to writeabout such subjects as famine, but then people just
turnaroundandsay, ‘You're hypocrites!' mean, we do earn quite a bit of
money. [ thinkwe're tooselfish to give all our money away, although
that'swhatweshould do.”

Inthewidercontextof politics, the symbol of The Workeris no longera
potentone-inmanywaysitservesasanalmostembarrassingreminder
oftheimage of the leftas nostalgic and backward-looking, based on some
mythical,idealised vision ofthe past.

Iftheleftis to capture the popularimagination, it clearly must find new,
excitingimages and approaches, learn how to vaultinto the video age,
play personality politics. But Depeche Mode are not “theleft”. Theyare
apop group.Assuch, theyare nottryingtoattractvotes, merely win some
attention, and hopefullyasympathetic response.

Inthe contextof contemporary pop, The Worker does represent a
powerfulimage, notleastbecauseitdisrupts the apolitical complicity
and glossysurface of the industry.

Butitcanonly do this foramoment, and not much more. Popular music
hasaremarkable capacity for trivialising serious subject matter, for
reducingeven the most threateningimagesand stances to the common
denominatorofentertainment-sharp content weatheredinto blunt
style.Surely the punkexperience has shown us how easily left-wing
politicsisincorporated into “rock mythology”, made subservient to it.

still, evenif Depeche Mode are not deeply committed to their lyrical
concerns, thereisatleastarobustsense of sincerity behind their feelings.
Depeche Modeareanindividual and increasingly abrasive pop group at
atimewhen the anodynereigns supreme.

Longmay their pop-with-plugs spark. Lynden Barber ®
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“Real music
’ played by
real people”

| THE SMITHS Iyricist 5 o~

ATER, WEWOULD be talkingabout the poetry
of squalorand the ways in which even the most
profound and heart-rending depressions
mightsometimesbeilluminated byakind of
beauty, asense ofgrace. It wasworth thinking
about, hesaid - perhaps these moods were
tests of our endeavour and the skill of living was simply
learning how to cope with the depths and bitterness of
our desperations; overcoming them, we might be capable
of somuchmore.

Whenhewas 18, heremembered-pullingup hisknees
beneath himonthehotelbed-and hewassuffering the
punishmentsofasensitiveadolescence, hehad tried toretreat
r _ [ from theworld and itsdailygrit, livingon adiet of sleeping

pills,incapable then of even gettingout of bed to face the day,
lostinbarbiturate dreams. Thishad been the bleakest of
: : times, months of hislife spentin debilitatingisolation, afoul
depression thathad forced him to confront the nature of his
owndarkness, totrytounderstanditandlearntolivewithit,
ifhewasgoingtoliveatall.
“Ican’tevenremember decidingthat thiswas theway
thingsshouldbe,” hesaid. “Itjust seemed suddenly that
theyearswere passingandIwaspeeringout
frombehind thebedroom curtains. Itwasthe
kind of quitedangerousisolation that’s totally
unhealthy. I'think, yes, there wasin someways
awilfulisolation. Itwaslike avolunteered
redundancy, inaway. Mostof the teenagers that
surrounded me, and the things that pleased them
andinterested them, well, theybored mestiff. It
waslikesaying, ‘Yes, Isee thatthisiswhatall
teenagers aresupposed todo, butIdon’twant
anypartofthisdrudgery.’
“Talkingaboutit,Icansee thatitmightbore
people,” hecontinued. “It’slikesaying, ‘Oh, isn’t
life terribly tragic? Please pamper me, 'm terribly
delicate.’ It's thatkind of boorishness. But, to me,
itwaslikelivingthrough the mostdifficult »
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adolescenceimaginable. Butall things becomes quite laughable.
Because Iwasn'thandicappedinatraditionalway. Ididn’thaveany
severe physical disability; therefore the whole thing soundslike
pompous twaddle. Ijustabout survivedit, let’s just say that.”

Nevertheless, itseemed that even withall thisbehind himnow, he
remained asawriter clearly preoccupied with states of isolation, dreams
oftranscendence through flurries of pain; the notion that, in the end, the
weightofthe world could not be shared, would have tobeborne-and why
notproudly?-onlonely shoulders.

“Yes,” he said firmly, without hesitation. “I'm very interested in the idea
ofbeingalone, and people beingisolated. Which s the way I thinkmost
people feelat the end of the day. It's a general condition under which most
peoplelive, and I often feel thatithas somethingto dowith death.
Because oneisultimately alone when one dies. Even though youmight be
surrounded by people, nobody can understand how you're feeling,

“It'slike when you're criticallyilland people try to nurse you to health
and assist you. They cannot possibly understand how you feel. And even
ifsomebodykind ofsitsin the bed and slaps a comfortinghand on your
forehead andsays, ‘Yes, lunderstand... it doesn’t matter. You're still
feelingtheillnessandyouarestillonyourown.

“Itseems thatin the very, veryserious and critical things inlife, oneis
absolutelyalone. Peoplekind of trundle throughlife with this verymerry
idea that they're notalone. And because theyhave a partnerand because
they marry or have these supposedly concrete relationships, theyare not
alone, and there'sanother person withwhomthey can share everything,
that thereare always these two people in this mystical communion.

“Butl thinkthatit'ssomewhatofalie, and I think thateven though
theworldisfrenetically overpopulated, people arestill quite
profoundlyisolated.”

IHe had more, of course, to say on the subject, and like virtually
everythinghe had to say onanything, itwas uncommonly sensible,
thoroughly engaging, often touchinginits persuasive sincerity.

But, asIsay, thisall came later.

HE HOTELROOM was small, harshly lit, anonymous; it bore

no evidence of the lives that had passed throughit. Morrissey

wassittingon the bed, elbows on the pillow, waiting to deal
with still more questions about The Smiths and their recent, dramatic
ascendancy: 50 minutes had been clawed out of that evening's
predictably hecticschedule to complete the interview. Outside the
hotel room, fat knuckles of rain rapped down onto Reading's shivering
head; The Smiths still had a gig to play at the university, where the local
reporters, knee-deep in trailing coils of microphone wires and tape
spools, had huffily demanded exchanges of banter that Morrissey, on
his way from the soundcheck, had politely declined.

These days, everyone wantsapartof The Smiths. Theselastmonths
since they appeared on the cover of MM, and lan Pye confidently
predicted thekind of success theyare currently enjoying, havebeen
exhilaratingand potentially exhausting for the group. Since December,
whenAndrew Catlin’s verdant MM cover shot beamed outfrom
magazinestands, The Smiths have beenaubiquitous presencein
virtually everyone’s pages. And, lastweek, they had “What Difference
Does [t Make?” and “Hand In Glove” in the national Top 40; both those
singles and “This CharmingMan” inthe independent Top Five; and a
debut LP, already praised to the hiltin these columns for itsunassailable
emotional whack, apparently poised to burst dramaticallyinto the
album chart, with advance orders that Rough Trade estimate should
qualifyforasilverdisc.

The Smiths, ratherclearly, aren'thanging around foranyone’s blessing:
they're out there making things happen for themselves. Whichis the way
itshould be.

Predictably, Morrissey has takenmostof thisina
stride so confidentit could quite probablystraddle
worlds, hisonly regret being that more people don't,
to use hisownwords, thump through the attention
thatsurroundshimandsimply talk to therestof the
group; to Johnny Marr, who plays the guitarand
writes all the music for the group’s enormously
alfectingsongs, or Andy Rourke who plays bass, or
Mike Joyce who plays drumswith the unaffected
simplicity of someone tunedinto the perfectbeat.

Morrissey'sdemocraticconcernis understandable
and honourable; butafter talking to therestof The
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Smiths forseveral hours following the Reading gig, itemerges that he's
theirown reference point; they generously point to himas their qualified
spokesman, harbournoresentments thathe'sbecome a publicfocal
pointfortheirambitions. Theyare funny, brightand engaging
themselves-the provocative Marr, especially, could hold hisowninany
populardebatingarena—but Morrissey, somehow, forallof them, is the
elusive key to The Smiths’arresting hold ona popularimagination that
mightotherwise elude them.

So, wereturn to this hotelroom, this conversation, and Morrissey,
fingers dampeningsprouts of acrobatic quiffs, telling the reporter that
hehasn'tbeenatall surprised by any of the attention that group has
recentlyattracted.

“Icould neversay that,” he said, his deliciously soft northern accent
rollingacross the bedspread. “Because I had absolute faithand absolute
beliefineverythingwedid and I really did expect whathas happened to
us to happen. Iwasquite frighteningly confident. Because itseemed like
aconfidence thathad no real place within the wholesphere of popular
music. And, ifitoccurred in any diluted form, it would have been quite
dangerousand itwould have beenspatupon.

“Therefore, ifour confidence had been diluted, Iwould've felt
somewhatlike a target for the critics’ barbs asitwere, and what T had to
saywould have been construed as boringarrogance. If the musicwas
weak and there were enormous blemishes onwhat wedid, I'd feel very
sillyandI'd obviously feel very vulnerable. Itwould become almost like
averydullpantomime. Butsincelactually believeinwhatIsay, lwantto
sayitasloud as possible. Andifthat falls on dangerous ground, well, that’s
the way of the world and it's a great tragedy, because it perhaps would halt
usinourtracks, and1believe that, at the end of the day, the records we
produce have a tremendous value.

“I think,” Morrissey elaborated, responding toarequest to do exactly
that, “for the firsttimein too longa time, thisis real music playved by real
people. The Smithsare absolutely real facesinstead of the frillsand the
gloss and the pantomime that popular musichad becomeimmersedin,
asamatter ofabsolute course. And thereisnohuman elementin
anythingany more. And I think The Smiths reintroduce that firmly.
There's no facade, and we're very open and we're simply there to be seen
asveryrealpeople.

“Also, I think thelyrics that use are very directand, asloftensay, | feel
the words haven’t been heard before. It's not the usual humdrum
terminology. It'ssomething quite different. I could never use words that
rhymedinavery traditional way. Itwould becomeabsolutely pointless.
Soeverything [ writeis terriblyimportantto me. Similarly the musicis
terribly fundamental. Butnotinasheepish orunworthyway. It's very
strong, infact. Itslike saying, ‘Look, you don'tneed all this fabrication,
youdon'tneed all this quite, quite, phenomenal equipment.” It's the way
youuse thebasicutensils, like talent.”

Iwondered for just how long Morrissey had nurtured this enormous and
notatall disagreeable faithin hisownideaof The Smiths and theirmusic.
“Fortoolong!" hereplied withaflourish thatnearlyset the curtainson

fire. “And thisis whywhen people come to me and say, ‘Well, it’s
happened dramatically quickly for The Smiths, Thave to disagree. I feel
asilI'vewaited averylongtime forhis. Soit'sreally quite boringwhen
peoplesayit’shappened perhaps too quickly, becauseithasn't.”

There seemed no doubt to me, as the author oflast week’s thoroughly
impressed review, that The Smiths deserved to be whatever they wanted
to be. I had afeeling, though, thatsome of Morrissey’s bugle-blasting
announcementson the relative worth of The Smiths might somehow
detractfrom the qualities of the group’s music, which was eloquent
enoughtospeakforitself.

Of course, Morrissey had already thought this through: “I think people
canspot fakes quite easily,” he said, unruffled. “And
the big boresin the musicindustry, pcoplelaugh at
themand chucklealong, butat the end of the day, we
reallyknowwhere everybodystandsand wereally
know everybody's value. Everything has to be taken
intoaccount, notjust the fact thatIstand on the
tableandsay, 'YES! The Smithsareabsolutely
wonderful.’ So, looking beyond the quotes, people
mustsurelyseethattherearereasonswhylsay
these things and I'm notjustdreaming outloud.”

Itseemed to me that Morrisseystill ranadistinct
riskofendingup soundinglike akind of Interflora
Bob Geldof, allmouth and tulips.




March16,1984:(l-r) Andy
Rourke,Mike Joyce,
Morrisseyand Johnny
Marrperform“HandIn
Glove"”,“StillllI"and
“BarbarismBegins At
Home"onChannel4
musicshow The Tube

“Of course thatwould be the worst possible
thing thatcouldhappen!”hesquirmed, visibly
aghastatsuch comparisons. “Butbecause I'm
interviewed so much andinsomanywaysI'm
almostalwaysasked the same questions, when
these things emerge in print, itconstantly seems
asthoughI'msayingthesamethingsallthe
time, and I could quite imagine thatboring
people todeathvery quickly. Soit’sreallyjust
aharderjob forme, andhave to thinkabout
thingsalittlebitmore. But, again, that's just one
ofthose wonderful dilemmas.

“Imean, can'tseeanybenefitwhatsoeverin
beingabsolutely mute orreally having nothing
tosayorhaving no opinions whatsoever. And
regardless ofwhatonesays, there will always be someone in the shadows
ready to pointand sneer and spit. And you could say something that
would appeal enormously to one person, butanother person could see it
asabsolutelyhysterical buffoonery. 1 feel quite comfortable, really, with
theway thingsare, andIstillhave some degree of confidencein the
future. Nothing'schanged.”

ORRISSEY HAD BEEN written about so much recently,

insuchavariety of contexts, that lwondered whether he'd

beguntolose sight of himself. Did he still recognise the
portraits drawn ofhim by so many inquisitive journalists, all of
whom must have thought they'd cut through the bluff to the tremor
ofbone?

“Perhapsinafew paragraphs,” hesaid, “but mostofitisjust peripheral
drivel,andamisquotesimply floorsme. I really can’t survive being
misquoted. And thathappens so much, [sit downalmostdailvand
wonderwhy it happens. But the positive stuff, one always wants to
believe, and theinsults one always wants not to believe. When one
reads of thismonsterofarrogance, one doesn'twant to feel that oneis
thatperson.

“Because,” he continued, nosingahead, “inreality 'mall of those very
boring things: shy, and retiring. But, simply, when one is questioned
about the group, one becomes terribly, terribly defensive and almost
loud. Butindailylife 'malmost oo retiring forcomfort, really.”

“When youre

detached and

sealed off, you
have a very
clear view”

Whatdo youdowhen you're notworking with
The Smiths?

“ljustlead aterriblysolitarylife, withoutany
human beingsinvolved whatsoever,” Morrissey
said. "And that to meisalmostaperfect
situation. Idon’tknow why, exactly... 'mjust
terriblyselfish, [ suppose. Privacy tomeislike
theoldlife support machine. [ really hate
mounds of people, simply boundinginto the
roomand takingover. So, when the work is
finished, Ijustbolt the doorand draw the blinds
anddive under the bed.

“It’'sessential to me. One must, I find, inorder

= toworkseriously, be detached. It's quite crucial
tobeastep away from the throngof dailybores
and the throngof mordant dailylife.”

Thealoofness from the spitand blood of the daily grind, this assumed
separatenessfromthe graftofliving, seemed atodds with the sense of
communionand compassion for the victims oflife's deadly
circumstances thathearticulated to such an unforgettable effectin
many of the songs on The Smiths.

“Butinaway,” Morrissey argued, with aweight of conviction L knew
would be difficult to deny, “the twoare probably combined. I find that
peoplethatareknee-deep inemotion and physical commitmentwith
humanbeings, [find they're often totally empty of any real passion.
Simplybecause oneis closely involved with human beings doesn’tmean
thatyouunderstand the humanrace inaserious, sensitive way. I find
thatitoften takes people who are totally detached from much thatis
considered commonplace toreallymake strong comments about these
thingsand toreallysay things that make peoplestopand think.  mean, if
welookbackonthe historyofliterature, it'salways thesereally creased,
repressed hysterics, ifyoulike, who are enchained in these squalor-
ridden rooms, whosay the most poetic things about the human race. And
youoften find that thelife and soul of the party, the person withall the
punchlines, had just nothing of any consequence to say aboutanything.

“Solthinkittakes thatdetachment because, when vou're detached and
sealed off, youhaveaveryclear viewolwhat'sgoingon. Youcan stand
backand you canlookand youcanassess. Andyoucan'tdo thatwhen
you're totallyimmersed in people.” »
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MorrisseyandMarr:
respectively The
Smiths'lyricaland
musical lynchpins

In thiscontext, itseemed that Morrissey's self-
proclaimed celibacy, hisabstention fromsex, his
withdrawal from physical communication, was o
moreintegral toageneral creative philosophy, asa i
way of coping, perhaps, thanitmightappearto the

kind of cynical eve thatwouldimmediately equate any suchadmission
withatottingup of columninches, an eagerness, inits way, for publicity.

Ormaybe Morrissey was simply frightened by thekind of physical
involvement, frightened by sex, the sweatand tears, ecstasy being more
easilyimagined thanachieved by effortor technique, and celibacy was
astate of mindand body that evaded responsibility to another person.

“It'snotreally fear,” he replied. “Ijust don'treally have a tremendously
strongbeliefthat relationships canwork. I'mreally quite convinced that
theydon't. And, if theydo, it'sreally quite terribly briefand sporadic. It's
justsomething, really, thatTeradicated frommylife quite afew vears ago
and I saw things more clearly afterwards.

“lalways found it particularly unenjoyable,” Morrissey says of sex. “But
thatagainissomethingthat’stotallyassociated withmy pastand the
particularviews L have.lwouldn'tstand onaboxandsay, ‘Look, thisis the
way todoit, break off that relationship atonce.”

“But, for me, it was theright decision. Andit'sone that I stand byand I'm

notashamed orembarrassed by. [twas simply provoked by a series of very

bluntand thankfullybriefand horrendous experiences that made me
decide upon abstainingand it seems quite an easy natural decision.”

There are some records, some songs, some twists of lyricand melody
that can make you feel that the substance, the very fabric of yourlife, is
beingdisrupted, enlightened, touched byaninspiration that won't easily
beerased.

Theseare thekinds of music that most of uslisten to when, somehow,
for reasons best kept to ourselves, we feel like we're falling out of
windows, orsimply spent, orrotten, or badly used, by lovers or friends,
whenwe're crawling face down on the carpet, eating shit but looking for
romance, forataste of times that have passed us by and the people that
wentwith them. And the bestof this music will remind us notonly of
whatitwaslike then butofwhatitwill belikeagain. Thiskind of music
transcends time, contravenes even the mostreasonable contexts.

For my own part, the music that twists my tail in these moods
includes... well, no names this time around, let'sjust say that, last year,
REM's Murmurijoined thelist. Thisyear, The Smiths’ The Smithsis
alongsideit, for songs like “Pretty Girls Make Graves”, “Reel Around The
Fountain”, “Suffer Little Children” and “The Hand That Rocks The
Cradle”, songs thatwillwhistle down the vears.
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But thatweek, the papershad been full of
otherpeople’s opinions about thealbum. Since
Morrissey's lyrics and Morrissey’s voice had

& coloured anyinterpretationof the LP, whatdid

he thinkofit?

“I'mreallyready,” hesaid, “tobeburnedat the stake in total defence of
thatrecord. It meansso much to me that I could never explain, however
longyou gave me. ltbecomes almostdifficultand oneisjustsimply
swamped in emotion about the whole thing. It's getting to the point
wherelalmost can’teven talkaboutit, whichmany people willseeasan
absolute blessing. Itjust seems absolutely perfect to me. From my own
personal standpoint, it seems to convey exactly what lwanted it to.”

Andwhywould you tell people to buyitin preference to anything by
Duran Duran, say, or Culture Club or Simple Minds?

“Oh, Idunno,” Marrisseylaughed. “I don't think I should sayanything
else.IthinkI've beensnotty enough already.” Allan Jones

MELODY MAKER

HEN THEWORLD looks these daysat The Smiths, it seems

to only have eyes for Morrissey. This doesn'tworry Johnny

Marr, even thoughit's the clear emotional flight of his
melodies, the haunting twangof his guitar, the subtle shapes and
cutting edges of his arrangements that sets the lucid gallop of
Morrissey'simagination in its most emphatic musical context.

“The attention people pay to Morrisseyis, afterall, justareflection of
the general interest people have in The Smiths,” he explains, admirably
patient, “Weall knowwhatwe contribute individually to the group, we
know that The Smiths s the four ofus—Morrissey, me, Mikeand Andy.
The Smiths, theideaof The Smithsasagroup, is bigger, more important
thananyoneofus.

“Justbecause Morrissey ends up on the covers of the music papers, that
doesn’t meanwe're going to be jealous ofhim, you know. Thatwould be
petty. That'sjusta disgusting trapping of old rock-star attitudes.
Honestly, The Smithsare beyond that.

“We've always hated theidea of, like, rock stardom. It's such a pathetic
waste oftime, it'snotevenworth thinking about. It's suchan old-
fashioned attitude~itshould have been buried in the '70salong with alot
ofthe othercrap thatreally soured music during that period. Imean, if
youbelieveinrockstars, you'rejust going to be disappointed, you know.
IU'slikewhenlwas 12 or 13, Thad all of these rebelidols like the Stones, you
know, and at thatage youreallyidolise them, youreally think they're




kickingauthorityin the teeth, just by having the nerve to be the Stones.
Thenyouturnaroundand youfind Mick Jagger hanging around with,
like, Princess Margaret. Imean, what's the point? You can’tidolise people
like that,it’sjust desperate.

“That'swhy, I think, people believe in The Smiths. We are uniquein
thatwe'rejust fourindividualsand we're not afraid to say that we're
vulnerable, we're just four human beings who go through the same daily
chores that people who buy ourrecords go through. We don't putonany
act,wedon’tadoptapersona thatsays, 'Weare The Smiths. We justare,
Thisisus, there's no great mystique.

“That'swhyIthinkwe'rereally getting back to the original inspiration
formaking music. Right backaat the birth of this phenomenon called pop
music, music wasaway of bringing young people together and inspiring
them. That’s exactly what we're trying to do: we're trying to get back to old
values thathave beenlost. Idon't wantto be, like, a revivalistor sound
nostalgic, but thatkind of, I dunno, innocence, ifyoulike, has been lost.
Toomany people, even these days, like seven years after punkis meant to
have destroyedall this, too many peoplesstill want to bestars. All they can
thinkaboutis hitrecords and moneyand being famous.

“They’vejustforgottenall thereasons for making musicin the first
place. They'rejustwrecking the beauty of music, which is what The
Smithswantto get back.”

The musicalclickbehind The Smith'srecent, spectacularascendancy,
Marrissmallbut perfectly garrulous, animated, like Morrissey, whose
giftofthe gabheso conspicuously shares, by asingle obsession: The
Smithsand theirclaim to greatness.

“Isuppose,” hesays, “that people might get hored with Morrissey telling
everyonehowgood The Smithsare, butl feel exactly the same wayas he
does. [ think The Smithsare the most brilliant, phenomenal group there
isrightnow. Ireally do. And I don'tsee why I should hide the way [ feel.

“Idon’tthinkwe'resecond toanybody. Like, when we turned down this
tourwith The Police, people couldn'tunderstand it, But why should The
SmithssupportThe Police? We're already more important than The
Police will everbe.”

HENJOHNNY WAS 14 and an aspiring young guitarist
whose ambition was already stretching the credibility of
mostofhis teenage contemporaries, he met these peaple,
acouple ofolder Manchester musicians, actually, and they knew
Morrissey. And these friends of Johnny's, who also knew Morrissey,
told Johnny that Morrissey wrote words to songs. John nyremembers
readingsome of Morrissey's lyrics; he won't talk much about them now,
though he willadmit they made such an impression upon him that
four, maybe five yearslater, he could still remember them all vividly.
Bythen, Johnny's musical education was pretty much complete:he'd
beeninandoutofvarious groups, had written more songsthan mostof
these groups had incompetent fingers to count
themon. Frustrated, that’swhathe was. Johnny
knew thathe needed a partner: someone whose
imagination andscale ofambition matched his
own. Morrisseywas the man he was looking for,
sohe tracked him down, walked up to his front
door, rang the belland waited foran answer.
“Iwas pretty confident thathe'd like me,”
Marrrecalls, "butl was worried in case he
thoughtIlooked too outrageous. I had this
reallysilly haircutat the time - this quilT, It
lookedlike Thada Frenchloafsticking out of me
head.Iwasafraid he'd think I wassomekind of
GeneVincentfreak. AllTknew about him was
thathe'dwrittenabook about the New York -
Dolls, so lwas quite prepared to spend a bit of
time talkingabout them. Butafterabout three minutes
ofbeinginhis flat, I realised that would be irrelevant.
Wejustseemed to have so much else in common, it
wads ﬂm;zzing.
“Irememberwhen he answered the door, Ijust
laid this heavyjive onhim. ljust spoke even faster
thanlamnow, like 300 words asecond. I just said,
‘Thisishow Leiberand Stoller got together, and he
invited mein.Idaresayhe'd comeinto contactwith
people whowanted himto beingroups before, sol
wanted him to take me seriously, so I said, ‘Look, the

“We're
already more
Important than
The Police will

ever be”

THE SMITHS

timeisright forafantastic new songwriting partnership...’ The idea that
wewouldn'tgetonjustdidn’tenter my head. Before he even heard me
playguitar, we had ideas foraboutfoursongs. wasjust singing melodies,
andhewasalready comingup withideas forlyrics.

“When I walked into hisroom, hejustsaid, ‘What music do you like?'
AndItoldhim,andaftereverysingle group I mentioned, hejustwent,
‘Yeah,yeah..." I couldn’tbelieveit. I could have gone in there with all this
spielandifithadn’tworked outIwould never have done itagain with
anyone else, ‘cos I really opened upand he did the same, 1 think. He just
gotthisamazingvibe offme.

“From thenon, wekeptin contactall the time. We just had this
tremendous beliefin ourselves, and since thatday my life has totally
changed, and Tknow Morrissey’s has, too. Right from the beginning we
knewitwas goingtobe brilliant.”

Oneofthefirstlyrics Morrissey handed over to Marrwas for “Suffer
Little Children”, achilling evocation of the Moors Murders, forwhich
Johnny supplied one ofhis most elegantand compelling melodies.

“Thatimpressed me massively,” he remembers, “when I first read that
lyric... It's probablyaself-indulgentlittle story, but the first time we ever
recorded oursongs, we wentinto thislittle studio in Manchester one
nightandstarted recordingatabout 11.30 and went straight through to
6.30 the nextmorning. We did “The Hand That Rocks The Cradle’ and
‘SufferLittle Children’in, like, two takes. I played guitarand bass and this
drummerwho wasa friend of ours just stumbled his way through. But
whenwe played the tracks back, we were justoverwhelmed. ‘Suffer Little
Children’especially. The more we played it back, the more touched we
were. [twas thefirst time meand Morrisseyrealised what we could do
together. Like, all the time we'd been writing together we knew we had the
convictionand confidenceand theabilityand the talent to put these
gems together, but this was the confirmation ofitall. Listeni ngtothat
playback of ‘Suffer Little Children’ Treally heard for the first time the
beauty of Morrissey's voice. Since then we've never reallylooked back.

“Wewerealways really confident,” Marr continues, recollections,
opinionsand fleetingasidesspinningever faster. “When we first played
inManchesterwe supported Blue Rondo A La Turk, and a lot of peoplejust
turned up toseeifwe'd fall through thestage. I knew the Blue Rondo
audience wouldn'tgive us much ofachance, so we went out there to be
aggressive, I think. [really had thisattitude of, ‘| know you people just
wanttostandaround the bar posing, but LISTEN to this, vou're notgoing
tohearanythinglikeitagain.' We were really threatening. I think we had
tobeatthat particulartime.

“Wewereaware of ourown excellence and we wanted to make everyone
elseawareofit. Tthink toacertain extentwe've established that now, but
yeah, of course, that creates asort of pressure. People expectsomuch of
usnow; we'veset certainstandardsand we obviously havetoliveupto
them. [Usapressure, butit’snotreallya problem, you know. Ithink we can
risetoany occasion, makeitan eventevery
timeweplay. It'snotbeyond usatall.

“There haven’tbeen thatmanygroups
who've had the samekind ofacclaim we've
hadinsuchashort period of time, but to be
honest, [ think we really deserveit. It's not
arrogance that makes me say that, it’sa real
beliefin The Smiths. [listen to oursongs more
thanllisten toanyoneelse’s, The music we
makereally pleases me. When I seea new lyric
of Morrissey's, forinstance, Heel really glad to
bepartofthis group. Thisis what I've always
wanted todo.It'stheonly thingl can take
seriously, music.

“Andlalways thinkifTtakeit thatseriously
andI'm preparedtogiveiteverythingl've got,
theaudience willsee that, they'llknow that we really

meanwhatwesay and they’ll believe in usjustas much

aswebelieveinourselves. And that's vital, that the
audience feels partofwhat's happening. We're not
justout there onstage toamuse ourselves or to
beapplauded justforturningup, youknow. The
audienceisareal partofeverything we do, and we'll
neverlose sightofthat.
“I'lltellyousomething,” Johnny Marrsayswith
afinalflourish, “when theaudienceis really behind
us, The Smiths playlike devils...” Allan Jones o
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People don’t know what to make of
. To help explain his anti-ego, non-
dilettante mission for good music, Paul Weller
brings along his minister of information, The
Cappuccino Kid. “I grew sick of rock,” says
Weller. “The bands are just wankers.”

“Itryand
involve

everybody

MELODY MAKER

WAS READING THE Daily Mirror when Paul Weller bounded
into the room, grinning. “'Ullo Adam, I've gota surprise for
you.” Ohyeah? A bucket of water, perhaps?

“No,” said Weller. “You know you're always slagging off The
Cappuccino Kid?”

Um, yes.

“Well he's here. Thingis, you're notallowed to see his face ‘coshe wants
to preserve hisanonymity. I thoughtitwould be quite funnyforyoutwoto
confronteachother.”

The ever-changing Weller was obviously becomingcapricious in his old
age. Infact, the staffof the Maker Motelhadn'texpected himto speaktous
atallafteranunpleasantincidentat thesstart
oftheyearwhen PW, incensed by frivolous
remarks about his haircutand himbeing
Spokesman For A Blah Blah, had seized a
telephone and frightenedhalfthe office to
deathwiththreatsofreprisals.

Luckily the mood had passed, and here we
were overat hisrecord company the dayafter
the opening night of The Style Council'smini-
tour. The CappuccinoKid (foritwashe,orso »
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theysay) wassittingbehind agiant cardboard
cut-out of Sergeant Bilko, hisback to the room.

[ pointed out thatitwould bedifficult to confront
somebodywhowas (a) invisibleand (b) had his
back to you, but the Kid had been thinking about
thisone. “Paul has to facealotofbullshit, right,
he'sasuperstar, he hasall thathassle. lwantto
avoid thatifl can. I thought'djust cut through the
crap, youknowwhatImean?Ifind by keepingmy
identityasecretlcandothat.”

The Kid clearly wasn't Paolo Hewitt,as many of ushad suspected. In fact
aglancebehind his protective screen suggested thathe resembled Clive
Gregson from Any Trouble, whichisn’t too flatteringIknow, but there itis.
The Kid says “man” alotand has probably been reconstructed fromold
Colin MacInnesnovels.

Nobody seems to knowwhen Paul's being serious nowadays, [ told the
Kid, and yourwritings on hisrecord sleeves fall into the same bracket. Are
people readingit supposed tosay “thisisa pretentiousload of shit” or...

“Iknow, but man, does that matteraslongas thekids thinkaboutit,

GROOVN

The _‘.—.Ir,nfr \_:UMH( il

Butvoucanuse thatargument to justify
anything, even Sounds.

“Yeah but man, youinterview Saxon, man, right,
you get some bandlike Saxon—whathave they
gottooffer? Theirmusicand thatisit, maan. You
getalotof partswith The Style Council, right, and
thisisjustoneof the manyfacets of the character
ofthegroup.”

Abrowse through the new Style Council LP
swiftlybearsout thisstatement, ifonly because the
thingis so chaotically diverseit takes some time towork out which way is
up.Andof course The Cappuccino Kid hasfilled theaccompanying
bookletwith hismeanderings (thoughin fact there’'salittle bitabout God
intherewhichisquitedroll).

The questionis, whatis The Style Council?

Onstage, Paul Weller comes and goes from song to song, switching from
guitarto bass to keyboards. Mick Talbot, meanwhile, isall over the music
with his pianoand Hammond organ. Everyone's
demandingtoknowwho'sinchargehere!

8l

eh?” queried the unseen scribbler.

Conservative Council

MM MAR 17

The Style Gouncil POLYDOR ‘

Some pile of styles, this... It'simmensely ironic
that the man who did so much to keep the
beacon of rockaliveinthelate'70sand early |
"80s should now be so disgusted with the form
that he can barely mention its name without a
spitandasneer.

Actually, I'm not so sure about “ironic” - it's
closer to outright hypocrisy. Thisis surely
agood example of psychological projection
-the transfer of one's “crimes” to another
person. Why else would those who profess to
most hate rock music be the ones who have
previously been mosthung up onit?

That aside, Paul Weller's decision to come
clean, own up to artistic stagnation and
venture into unsettled waters hastobe
welcomed. The question we have to tackle
next is:just how adept s he at his new job?

On my reckoning The Style Council have
made a fairly mediocre though reasonably ‘
agreeable entrance into the pop arena.
“Money-Go-Round” bounced around pretty
neatly, thank you, but it was hardly asingle
many of us will want to remember in another
12 months as an example of some of the better
things happeningin1983.If there’sanything |
the new soulboy style of Weller hastold us, it's
what we know already - the manis adyed-in-
the-wool traditionalist, even conservative
(small “c”, please note), whether he's dealing
inthe currency of rock, soul or evenjazz.

No, | haven't made a mistake, for jazzis clearly
the direction Weller is steeringin on one side
of Café Bleu. My firstinstinct on hearing
three-quarters of this LP wasto stand up
and applaud, for thisis nothing but an unsafe
record, one likely to perplex yet more of theold |
Jam fansstillinsearch of the lost power chord. |

But s this as much dilettantism as !
eclecticism? Just as the faithful get
accustomed to that softened-up Motown
pastiche, their hero switches direction again
and starts laying down some beatnik jive .
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about cafes and saxophones. Like, uh, dig
this, man... five instrumentals on the album,
three of them among the first four tracks;
only two Weller vocal performances on this
first side; ablack rapper taking over the
opener on Side Two. What next? An album full
of reggae? Country & western? Blues?

Well, let’s look at the good parts. Firstly, the
Café Bleusequence at least achieves what it
sets out to do - maintain a consistent smoochy,
late-night ambience. Strings? We've got 'em.
Languidjazz guitar? It's there. It also contains
one of Weller's strongest ever ballads, “The
Paris Match”, handled with an extraordinary
degree of sensitivity by Tracey Thorn.

Flip over and we find Weller has become the
20th-century schizoid man-"A Gospel” (which
ain't)isasgoodasany black New York dance
platter |'ve heard recently, the magnificent
“White Lines"-style bassline cradlingamean
hot-dog rap by one Dizzy Hite (haw haw).

After this, Weller's usual Woking-soul vocal
style can only come as alet-down. “Strength
Of Your Nature” is a good dance track,and
“You're The Best Thing” pleasing within the
limitations of his vocal, but having had the
appetite whetted by “A Gospel” thisisn't
really good enough.

It'shere we get to the crux of the problem
-Weller's dreaded traditionalism
ensures avision of soul anchored
solidlyinthe'60s. Atatime when
black popular musicis particularly
vital, thanks to the rap-electro-
break-dancingsceneinthe
Bronx, this seems ridiculously
retrogressive, asif Weller has
decided to offload the challenge
of leading British pop into more
thrilling areas on to the likes of
Scrittiand Heaven17 while he
plugs away happily atsome
under-achieved variant of kitsch.
A mixed bag. Lynden Barber

On the Café Blewalbum, whatare we to make
ofthe Michel Legrand strings and smooch
guitar (by Paul) on “Blue Café” or the
moodyballadry of “You're The Best
Thing”, or the explosive be-boppery of
“Dropping Bombs On The Whitehouse™"?
Then there’s bitsof funkandaslabofrap.
To putitanotherway, canyoulearntolove
acompilationalbum?

Wellersays: “Ijust wannamake music,
really. There's too much music made where
people push theirego before their music,
and too many people concentrateon the
image ortheartist’s ego, rather than their
music. AndIjustfind thatreallyboring.

“Ithinkit'sgood that The Style Council
showsaren'tjustall me, thatitisn't Paul
Wellerand somebacking musicians.Itry
and involve everybody. The whole point
is, peopleshould justcomeandlistento
good music, y'know, notbecause it'sme
orsomething.”

The CappuccinoKid onall thatjazz:
“Well, firstlyit'slike presentingjazzasa
musicwhereyousitinarockingchairand
listen toit, whichis fucking preposterous.
I mean that'soneaspectofit.

“And the other thingislikeon thealbum
and the music the guys are doingnow,
they're notbeing precious, it'ssaying,
“Thisisjust music, solisten toit. Wedon't
wanttobe categorised, like, thisisjazz'~
youknowwhatImean?”

TheKid, sneakerseverin searchof cool,
takes care toname-drop Miles (Davis)
and Nina Simoneinthe Café Bleu
booklets, butinsists that “kids need
references, man”. Paul, areyouhip tothe
sound ofjazz?
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“Yeah,” said Weller, “Tused to detest it, but 1
juststartedlisteningtoita couple of years ago. |
don'tprofess to knowanythingaboutit; I just
knowwhatIlike. Some ofit, I think the actual
soundand feel of it’s really, really good. The
onlythingldon’tlike aboutitis whenitstarts
becomingintellectual.”

AULWELLER, SPRING '84 model, is

showingdistinet signs of liberation.

The hardest thing to come to terms
withis that this is the same guy who drove
quiteawell-known three-piece band up the
charts with monotonous regularityand a
locked-in, paid-up sense of mission. This boy
was obsessed. Now, he's loose, cheerful and confident. 1 wondered why
he'dlethimselfin for that exhaustive and entirely solemn
interrogation in NME the other week, with X Moore and Tony Parsons.

“YeahIknow,itturned out tobeeverything I didn’'twantit to be,” Weller
sighed. “I predictedall of it-bigblack-and-white moody shot on the
cover, the bigconfrontation thing, and inside we talk about punk rack,
politicsandreligion. It's the same interview 've been doing for the last
seven fuckingyears.”

Mentionsofthe press are guaranteed to trigger an outburst from The
Cappuccino Kid, who finds the papers hatefully dull, peopled by hippies
with bald heads and moustaches who can’t dance. Not true! I saw Lynden
Barberdance once, and he maybe a hippy but he certainlyisn'tbald.
Speakingofwhom...

“WasitLynden'sreview of the album which mentioned that 'm very
traditionaland conservative withasmall ‘¢’?” asked Weller. “That
really gutted me, that, to be thought of as beinga traditionalist. I can't
see that, really.

“Wheneveranybody tries to do something different, everyone
automatically thinksit's gonnabe avant-garde, which to me is just
bullshit. Why can’tyousstill do something different in the normalkind
ofstructures and frameworks of pop music? Which is what I feel we've
donewith the LP, without having to resort to being really far out, y’know?

“People should
come and just
listen to good

music, y know,

not cos it’s me”

Ireallydon’tseehowyoucansayit's
conservative.”

HowaboutJoe Strummerand his new-deal
Clash, then? Does thatstrike youasa tragic thing
todo, keeponfloggingawayin thatold vein?

“WheneverI'veseen Joe Strummerhe’s
always beenvery friendly to me, and I quite like
him,”said Paul. “I think he’s genuine, he's either
abitnaiveorheforces himselfinto that position
ofbeingnaive. Butl think to myself, ‘Why
bother?'really, 'cos whatever Joe callsitwith
thenewlineup and newapproach and that, it's
stillrevivalwhicheverway youlook atit. 1
rememberall the punks used to take the piss
outofTeddy boys ‘cos they weresstill
rack'n’rolling, and punks have become a bit like that now.”

Itraded afewinsults with The Cappuccino Chap (“You'rewritingaload
ofcrap,” “So'syours, maaan” and so forth) until Paul came backin. I think
hewasalittle disappointed that the Kid and I had failed to come to blows,
butno matter: “You've got to get pop musicintoits right perspective,” said
Paul. “I'vebeen thinkingabout thisalotrecently. 'mnotsaying I'm
blameless for this, ‘cos I'mnotatall, butyou've got to getitinto perspective.

“Suchasmall percentage of the population listen to pop music, thatit's
nothing, apissin the ocean. And lagree with the Kid, I think the pressdo
take themselves tooseriously, Whatare weall fuckingtalkingabout?
There'sthingshappeningin the world. I'm not just talkingabout the
music press, ‘cos | think the bands, including myself, are equally to blame.

“Weshouldbeabitsmarterand fuckingsee through all that music-
businesscrap. I thinkifyou'reenthusiasticabout something, then vou
shouldwriteaboutit. Ifyou think something’s shit, then don’t write about
it. Ignoreituntilitgoes away.”

Loveto, butunfortunately therearen’t enough people around worth
writingabouton thatbasis. We do havea paper to publish, y’know.

“Idon’tknowwhyyoucan'tleaveitblankandlet people write their own
reviews,” said Weller craftily.

Perhaps he'dlike to review Billy Bragg, currentlyappearingin The Style
Councillive shows twice nightly? »
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“I'thinkhe’sreally good,” said Paul. "I wasn't 100
percent convinced when Isaw him beforeand
heard hisrecord, but I watched himlastnightdoing
hissecondsetand [ wascompletelywon over.
thought he wasreally good. The main thing that
comes through is that he’s so honest. People might
sneezeat thatnow, butl thinkit’s dead fucking
important.Ithink thatkind of warmthhe'sgotis
greataswell.”

Alotofpeople thinkhe singslike you.

“Well, he probably won'tlike this, butsome of his
songs remind me of mid-period Jam, like All Mod
Cons. Butlreallylike imalot.”

The Kid was getting bored behind his cardboard cut-out. “He’s notmy
cup ofteaatall, man-hejust Braggs too much for my liking.”

“Are yousureyou're not ajournalist?” asked Weller. “Thatsounded like
aMelody Makerpun.”

NYWAY, THE CONVERSATION turned to accusations of

dilettantism which have been levelled at Weller, thanks to the
sunburst of styles available on Café Blew. My own feeling is

40 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

that the problem is merely one of pushing it that
extra yard — the patchy nature of the albumis
eclipsed when you geta glimpse of the full scope
ofwhich the project is capable ona good nighton
stage. I think Weller's got his new framework
almost right, and now he just need to grow intoit.

Paulsays, “Thisdilettantism thing I thinkisso
much fucking bullshit. It'sjustridiculous tome.”

But can’tyousee why people would say that?

“What, becauseofall those differentstyles? Can't
theyjusthear the beautyinthat, all those different
things? We don’tsitthereand go, ‘Comeon, let'sdo
abossa-novasongnow. Doyou thinkwe'ddo
anythingascrassasthat? Iflcomealong withasongand westart playing
it, itjustdepends howitdevelops, y'know, simpleas that.”

In particular, Weller has found working with boy-wonder drummer
Steve White (who's only 18) quite arevelation. From bop to funk, the boy
isalways athome and has theathlete’sgift of time—heneversoundslike
hehastohurry.

“It'sopened up awhole new world, all these different things,” Weller
admitted. “'CosI meanI've been brought up on pop music, y'know, and




THE STYLE COUNGIL

this, right?” the Kid began. “It'salittle story,
right? A cat goes intoashop, right, and he buys
apacketof Jelly Babies, right? So when vou
open up the packet, what do you see?”

Er...lotsofcolours?

“Yeahright, yougetagreenonenexttoablack
onenexttoayellowone. Have youever noticed
anythingabout those jelly-babies? They don't
fight-theyjust fuckingget on great. Oneday1'd
like tosee the world a bitlike that. It soundssilly,
butthat'sthekind of thing thatkids pickup on.”

TheKidinsistsheisanaiveidealist, though
suspecthemaybeapractisingcynicindisguise.

itsquiteasheltered world really. Tused to
dismissjazzand classical music, itwasall just
pop, butI'vewoken up toalot of different musics
inthelasttwoorthreeyears-apart fromrock
musicand heavy metal.

“Isaw Lynden’slittle bitchy thingabout how
I'dmadeallmythingoutofrock. I've never
denied I've played rock music, and The Jam were
arockband. [justgrewsickofit, just thesameas

¢ 2
Letsdoa
. : . . 2
youmightgrowsickofwearing them trousers b
oneday.Idon'tthinkIneed tojustifythat. Ossa’ nova’

“Iwillshyaway fromrocknow, becauseIdon't ~ —
thinkit's gotusanywhere.Idon'twanna play ‘

“We don’t sit
there and go,

rock musicorbeinvolvedinitany more, becausel don’tthinkit
progresses peopleanywhere. It's justaload of big fucking empty words
and theatrical gestures thatdo fuckall when it comes down toit. I think
alotofpeoplebehinditand inthebandsand thatarejustwankers.”
Wellerstresses thathe makes no claims for The Style Council as social
commentators or politicalactivists. But did he everreally believe in rock

music, and its power to make thatkind of impact?

“lusedto, veah, of coursel did. The whole
reasonIstarted playingmusicwhenIwas 12 or
13wasbecause of The Beatles. Myimpetus was
from them, solwasbroughtuponall thatandl
didbelieveinit. NowIdon't.”

Didittakealotofbottle to knock The Jamon
the head?

“Yeah. Iwaskind oftempted by the security of
itaswell, itwasaverysecuresituation, butitwas
also thatsecurity that frightened me. Tobe that
secure, it'sfrightening-like saying tosomeone,
‘Thisiswhatyoudo fortherestofyourlife.

“lIknowalotofpeople have gotto do that, alot
of people have got to stay in jobs they don’t
fuckinglike 'cos they've gotto pay the bills, but
I'mnotin that position. 'mlucky enough to
have the choice, so Luse mychoice.

“Wedid thingsinaverystraightforward way
withThe Jam, andwe do thingsdifferentlywith
The Style Council. Idon't thinkyou cansay we
didn’tdo thingsstraightin thelive show,
because we justwentoutand played; itwasn't
smugorsmartoranything.”

[t'sbeenaslowand painful process, but out
oftheapparentstumblingsand often clumsy
attemptsathumourof The Style Council,
somethingisbeginningto emerge which
nobody could have foreseen. Recent interviews
have suggested that Welleris happyjust to
make the music helikes, regardless of
anybody’s opinion, buthe’s quick to point out
thatthisisn’tentirely true.

“It'snotreallylike that. Idon'tmean tobe as
arrogantasthat, butallI'msayingislcan’tsee
the pointin catering for tastes, which is equally
asbadasbeingconceited abouteverything. It’s
socrasswhen people do that; you've got to
followyourowninstincts. Ifit feels right to you
and you thinkit's good, thenyou've got to go
withit.Ifpeople agree withit then great, and if
theydon’tit’sone of them things. Anythingless
thanthatisjustnotworthit.”

butharmonious view of the

world, The Cappuccino Kid
wished toinsertalittle homily 4
ofhis own,andwhoam1Ito
denyyou, the reader, the
opportunity to study the
Kid's godlike genius at closer
quarters? It goeslike this...
“Iwonderifyou could print

I NTOTHIS DETERMINED

<" GAUMONT
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The Kidargues thatifhe wereacyniche'd beajournalist, a bitterand
twisted attitudeifyou ask me.

Anyway, here's a partingshot from Weller. 1 don’t know what reason
the crowd came for last night, but theywere listening, that's for sure. |
thinkit's justa question ofus going outand doing it until everyone gets
theideaofit.Ijust thought there wasareal fairness in the audience

towardsus.” Soundslike a head start for happiness. Adam Sweeting o

[ enjoyed every minute of it”

MM MAR 17

ALFWAY UP THE M3 from ‘
HSouthampton, 'round midnight,
Ibumpedinto Billy Bragg and his

entouragein a squalid motorway services
-sandwiches andinstant coffee only at that
time of night. Bragg had just played his first
gig with The Style Council.

Andy Kershaw, from Sincere Management
(whohandle Bragg), had been watching

fromthe side of the stage when Paul Weller
came and sat next to him.

Kershaw had been amazed. “He was askin’
me, like, what did | think of the show and
the way there were no gaps between acts,
andhad | enjoyed The Questions? He
seemeddead friendly,and | couldn't believe
it-lthought, ‘Why is he asking me?"

The Southampton show had been a bit of
ashamblesinsomerespects. “Everyone
was brickingit,” Weller confessed
afterwards. “Inthe first set | forgot all the
words to one song, | was just so nervous.
| justhad amental block, it was terrible.

And onanother song | was supposed to
be playing bass and | walked off stage. ‘

“lwas standing in the wings and the other
bassist [Anthony Hart] was off stage as well,
and he was going, ‘Shall | do it? Shouldn’t
there be somebody out there playing bass?’
Itwasterrible.|settled down abit in the
second half.”

There had stillbeen room for a few
surprises, like Weller's guitar-and-sax
treatment of “The Whole Point Of No
Return” and an ambitious but enjoyable

encore of “One Nation Under A Groove”.
Clearly, Weller had hired some very
plausible sidemen - the Billy
Chapman/Chris Lawrence/

Stewart Prosser horn section

swung and punched with

commendable force, though

Steve White's drums were

strangely inaudible and Jaye

Williamson's vocals on “Paris

Match” were wooden and badly tuneless.
Frankly, there was plenty of room for
improvement.

Acouple of nights later at the Dominion
in London, he proved much of this to be
correct. With Weller obviously much
more in command and wisecracking about
the need tosay, “It's great to be backin
London", the 10-piece Style Council turned
inaforceful “Ever Changing Moods”,
awonderfully gospelly “It Came To Pieces
InMy Hands", and a sharp but relaxed
“Dropping Bombs On The Whitehouse”,
complete with wristy fills from Steve White.
And that was just the first set.

By the end of the night, they'd added an
elastically rhumba-like “Me Ship Came In!”,
with Weller on bass, plus amuch-improved
“One Nation...". For the first time, |
reckoned lhadaclear view of what The
Style Council was supposed to be about.

“I'mnot saying I'm a great musician,”
Weller had told me, “but | think I'm pretty
goodreally. A lot of that comes from the
punk thing, ‘cos it was embarrassing to be
able toplay well. The Jam usedto get alot of
stickin the early days down the Roxy, a lot of
the crowd usedto hate us'cos we playedin
tune and we took time to tune our guitars
andthings. And we had abit of acomplex
about that - well | did, anyway, like, ‘That’s

justfuckin’bullshit, Iwannabe able to play,

Iwanna get better asamusician. | don't
wannabe crap, lwannabe the best.’

“I've got abit of that back. | think I'm a
really good guitarist, and | think I'm better
now.| gaveitabreak forayear,andI've got
somuch better. Same with playing live. | just
did so muchlive | got sick of itand | started
getting very jaded about playing and very
cynicaltowardsit,sol gaveitabreak fora
year,and now... last night | just enjoyed it so
much. | enjoyed every minute of it, y'know?
It'sjust great to get that feeling back, that
enthusiasm forit.” Adam Sweeting
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December31,1983:
resynchronisedman
StingfrontsThePolice
atWembley Arena
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ICHARD COOK'S
R EXTRAORDINARY vision of The
Police [NME, December 2] prompts
one to reconsider the profound difference
between The Police - those awful sing-along-
a-suicides “So Lonely” and “| Can't Abide Your
Infidelity” - and The Police - the resplendent
beauty of the last two albums.
Cook does overplay hishand, it must
be admitted. There's nothing very
“impenetrable” about The Police, and still
afew things that grate. Sting’s pinched roots
wailis often little more than amewling hash
of Bono and Jon Anderson
(like Bono, he goesin for
alot of this “ey-yo-yo”
nonsense to sound that
note of messianic
exhortation) and his lonely-
man-in-search-of-truth act
canbeabitofadrag, too.
How much longer Sting
can play this peroxide
Man Of Sorrows it will be
fascinatingtosee.lcan
accept thatif you're the biggest white
pop star on earth you're gonna
needalittle something to get
you thru'the night -a toss-up
between Jung and cocaine,
really -but I'm not surel buy
Sting's resynchronisation of
himself wholesale.
That said, The Police are in
pretty fine fettle.
Inperformance, the Sting of
“One World"and “O My God”
does not entirely engage me, though
the latter almost turnsinto a soul stomp.
It couldjust be the Mad Max-goes-New
Romantic togs that fail to convince, but the
routine of performance has caught up with
him. His little-boy-blue antics and gestures
towards rock theatre look tired. A forced
affabilityill-masks the gulf between the
man and his audience. He is so very serious
afellow, is he not?
Tonight's audience does not observe this
distance. Ayoungerbunch, fromthe “Don’t
Stand So Close” days, might have sensed it,
but Nottingham's smoothly square young
adultsare here for the tunes they made out
tobefore the first down-payment. They are
not here for “King Of Pain”.
[think Sting knew what he was doing when
he sacrificed the UK teenybop market, though
atiny, fierce clutch of girlsis here tonight.
Frombeing asaucy schoolmaster, Sting was

NOTTINGHAM
— CITYHALL —

LIVE!

——DECEMBER 14—

How much longer
Sting can play this
peroxide Man Of
Sorrows it will be
fascinating to see
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A little black sun
up in the spotlight

suddenly this angelic hunk who wanted to save
allyou brimstone'n’treacle tarts from the pain
of falselove. So that you should notend up as
Roxannes, you were required to read Modern
ManInSearch Of A Soul.

From this angle, Sting is the only romantic
still prowling the global video network: hence
amass exodusinthe general direction of
Duran Duran. Adolescents aren’t terribly
romantic.

Sting's alittle like Bowie in the ways he
avoids plunging into the abyss of narcissism.
They both getinterestedin the same things,
the same sort of film parts,
inorder toclose up that
eternal gap between self
andimage. (In the old
days, it would have been
personalised gurus.) The
difference between Sting
and Bowieis that Sting does
appear to have suffereda
little. One only hopes he
won't Exit the Koestler way.

The musicat Nottingham
is superb, natch. Three toy-drummer girls in
tights fillup the spacesin The Police’s
marvellously free and fleet-footed songs,
from the jazz-funked Yes of “Synchronicity 1"
tothemacabre, twisted jazz of “Murder By
Numbers”, Stewart Copeland works his vast
panoply of surfaces as though guiding us on
atour. (I liked what he told Cook about feeling
more of an anthropologist thana participant.)
He frequently overdoes things, but every
little one of themis magic. This one-man dub
machine is always beautiful to watch.

Andy Summers has alow-key night, but
there’sa gorgeously glassy passage in the
middle of “Tealn The Sahara” where he
really comesinto his own; “Walking In
Your Footsteps” he laces with flinty, glinting
runs thatrecall the Jerry Garcia of “China
Cat Sunflower”.

The lighting is consistently awesome:
aquatic neonbluesand greens, dryice
billowing through shafts of red and orange
like sunsetinarain forest.

For Mr Sumner, though, there’s always a
little black (almost invisible) sun up in that
spotlight, an ethereal zone where he really is
afree spiritand we truly areimmaterial. In

| theclassical grace of “Every Breath You Take”

(a"nastylittle song” that sounds like a hymn to
the shades), he crowns himself king of pain
once again, and once again gets away with it.

Buthe hasonly come here seeking
knowledge. Barney Hoskyns

BY THE FUZZ!

(OUCH!)
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an alternative to
“vague” and “mood’-
based rock. But
they’re realistic about NME

HEBOY’SAnatural-born charmer.

1
What they Gaﬂ dﬂ- If When, for example, [ confess that
actually I quite like that group Echo & The

yﬂll Want the Whﬂle Hunnyﬁmn, he stops, vaguely puzzled.

“Oh, right, right. I see. No, no, that’s

WOl'Id tO adjust tU great.Fine..."

Paddy McAloonisalsoone of those rare birds who can

acﬂommﬂdate yﬂl"' stringt'ngci]wr\\'m‘dsot‘morelhanlwn syllablesandat the
5 B same time parthis hairorfillaglass of water.
recﬂrd, yDU I’B talklng Thus do we find ourselves in a Newcastle hotelon the eve
= g9  oftherelease of Swoon, thefirstalbum from the group
out Ofyﬂur baGkSIdB. Prefab Sprout. I don'tenvy young Macaroon. Forawhileit’s
seemedasthough theentire future of civilised songwriting
hinged on his pen-nib, and some of us have watchedas yet
another group's reputation is builtup to wavering heights,
onlyto be whisked from undertheir
feetjustas they've gotsomethingto
showforit.

Already peoplearesticking the
knivesin, sayingit'sall too twee
and tuneful to meetwhatever
challengeitis that popissupposed
to poseinMarch 1984.Thave my
ownreservations—can'ttake the
forced freshness of Paddy s voice,
would'veliked asoundasquirky
as the songs themselves—but
Swoonremainsafascinating,
highlyaccomplished work that
requiresand repaysseveral more
hearingsthanonegivestoan
averagefirstrelease. »

PENNIE SMITH

=T
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PrefabSprout'score
trioin1984:(l-r)
PaddyMcAloon,
WendySmithand
MartinMcAloon
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PaddyMcAloon:*I'd
saytheemotionsare
betterservedby
RichardRodgers
thantheyareby
SimpleMinds”

1fyou have toworkalittle harder for Sprout thanfor U2 or Simple
Minds, is thatsuchabad thing?

Swoonstirsup the whole question of The Song, arguing thatthere
are feelingsinlife which require more complex musical responses
than mostrockand pop canoffer.

Adapting musictolyricrather than the other way round, McAloon’s
songs push beyond the straight supply-and-demand of emotion, the
inundating passion of rock. Songslike “Elegance” and *Technique”
explore the movementoffeelings, observingchangesin perceptionand
working thelistener’s own thought processes as great poems do.

FTEN HE GOES too far, and the melodies become strained

and obtuse, but when it works, the risks are more than justified.

McAloon knows that emotion cannot be reduced to repetitive
hook phrases. Because these songs steer away from the kind of chord
sequences that trigger off reflex responses, because they refuse o
probe the pleasure dome, they make you think.

Mining the strange seam between verbal meaning and textural
sensation withanewkind of precision, they notonlyreachbackto
Sondheim and Steely Dan, but extend forward bevond Costello and
Roddy Frame.
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Thebestexampleis undoubtedly “Cruel”,
aperfectvehicle of doubtand amodel of
restrained melancholy setto asoftjazzshuffle
ofbrushesand vibes, abouta boywhose head is
tellinghimnot to feel jealous-he's anti-sexist
and “too cool for the macho ache” -but whose
hearthasjuststartedto break.

Usingthe framingdevice of “Lions [n My
OwnGarden”-referenceto the blues—the
song compelsourdesolate herotosee the
contradiction between the wayhe feelsand
thewayhe tries torationalise his pain: “If I'm
troubled byevery foldingof yourskirtiAm I guilty
ofevery male-inflicted hurt?/Butdon't know
howrodescribe the Modern Rose/ When Ican't
refer to her shapeagainst her clothes/ With the
feverof purple prose.”

Thesimpleskill of “Cruel” is thatitexamines
whatemotionis.

It's thisskill, too, which makes McAloon
asittingtarget for those closet rockists who
secretlywanteverythingto bethefirst Clash
album overand over for therestofeternity. On
the basis of Swoon, I'd defend Prefab Sprout’s
rightnotto be The Clashto the death.

Paddyrecoversfromamildfitof coughing.

“Whatguides meintryingtowriteasongis
—whatis the mostvaluable thingyoucando
foryourselfand for people? Whatare the
things you canwrite thatare gonnalast?
Life’stooshortformetolistento U2 and Echo
& The Bunnymen, you've got to go where
it'sbest, where people are getting the closest
tosomething.

“Atoneendol thespectrumisthevague
school of rock, where you're trying to conjure

upa‘mood’, dealingwith atmospheres, like
Jim Kerr, and you know what they mean, but
it'saltogethertoo vague. At theotherendis
Elvis Costello, whoselyrics you can trace back
Lo specific subjects.

“It’sverydifficult todescribe what
liesin-between, butforme, you
always trytocrystalliseamoment
thatyouhad whenyouwereyoung,
listening to arecord before you could
actuallyanalyseitscomponentsand
saywhatmadeitgood. Jimmy
Webb'’s ‘Wichita Lineman’ was one
suchsongforme, because there was
something aboutitwhich went
beyond ‘Ohyes, that'sa pretty tune
and I'mawareofitontheradio’.

“Now, when youwriteasong,
you'retryingdo thatand you're
usingasetoftrickstodoitwith. You
have to perhaps cheat yourselfevery
time, you have to trickyourselfout of
self-consciousness and find away of communicatingsomesortof
emotional content, awareall the time thatif youstartwriting songs that
g0 “Ilove you /Do you love me?", you're playing withamillion otherghosts,
they're thereand you're embedded in them, and to give them freshness s
the hardest thingofall.”

Especiallywith “thelove song”.

“Yes. Nowadays when Iwritealove song, I try and putlove in some other
context.I'vegotasongcalled TAmA Plumber’, where I tried to writeabout
love from a plumber’s pointofview. You have to, in asense, unglamorise
love, becauseitis the hardest thing to describe, which s the essence of
love. “Ican’tuse these forms, because they've been used so many times
they'renowso threadbare and meaningless. Asawriteryou're up against
400r50vearsof every cliche ofeverywatered-down variation onlove.”

Curiously, forawriterwho has so obviously refused rock’s easy options,
Paddy perceives noabsoluteriftbetween The Riffand The Song. Jim




Kerr'sswirlingatmospherics derive from the same
genusas hisown fragmented pieces.

“There's absolutely no divide, that's the most
interesting thing. Youhave 11 shotsatit, at whatever
vouwantto haveago at,and that’s the same for
everyone. At thesametime, [don’timagine we share
the samekind of constraints as Simple Minds.

“Idon'twanttosoundlike the Luddite Morrissey,
andafterall we have synthesizers on Swoon too, but
Iwouldimagine that Simple Minds find themselves more limited by
theinstruments they use. Ilike to thinkyou can go for thatatmospheric
thingandyetmaybe more preciselyrically.”

T'STHENOTION of precision that fascinates McAloon and which

hasled himin the past to sounding a mite fetishistic about yer

Sondheims and Hal Davids, as if writing pop songs were really
science and he himselfwere about to be elected to some pantheon of
geniusesin the great Brill Building in the sky.

“That's therisk yourun whenyoumention these characters, because it
thenbecomes, ‘Aha, with this person techniqueisall.’ Iflmention those
guys, it'sbecause they had none of the artisticbullshit thatyou're likely to
findin bandslike ourselves! 1 use Sondheimas an example because |
don’thearanywhere else the excellence, thatsheer momentof naked
ability.I'm talking about what makes it possible for one man to run 20
times faster thananother.

“It'shard to talkabout, because so many people aren’taware ofit, they
don'thave theantennae for it, they don'thear the difference between
McCartney’s melodies and Elton John's.”

Lévi-Strauss said thatmelody was “the supreme mystery in the sciences
ofman”.

“Yes, it'sanareayou can'tgetclosetowhenyou're describing howasong
isabout men withoutwomen, orabout the Falklands or whatever, but |
would stillsay the emotions are better served by Richard Rodgers than
theyareby Simple Minds or Tangerine Dream, or whatever kind of vague,
poeticrock music youwanttogoto.

“Ifldwell on this picture of Richard Rodgers knocking outa couple of
songs beforelunchtime, Isay thatoutof sheerawe that the guy’s attitude
was purely businesslike, thathe said he'd never once waited for
inspiration tostrike. Imarvel at the fact thathewasafattyinasuitand
yethewasagenius, hewentwaybeyond any of these people with their
fabulousintentions. Butlalso thinkalotof people maybe have this gift
andjustdon’ttryhardenough, and 'm sorryif that makes me soundlike
aschoolteacher.”

Prefab Sproutseem to have been builtupasalmost the ultimate post-
Postcard group, abitofinadvertenthype that Paddy wants to shake off.

“WhenKeith [Armstrong] started Kitchenware, he admitted straight
away that heliked Postcard bands and thathe'd
modelled himselfon Alan Home, buthe knew
whereall the failings were. Myself, I really don’t
feelanythingin common with that. Someone
comesup tomeandsays ‘Lions..."isa Postcard
record, butto meit's a Beatlesrecord.

“Icomefromatotallydifferentsetof
references. It'sadifferentworld, and I think
Swoonwillblow that whole Postcard thing
away, justbecause of the range of writingand
therange ofinstrumentation.”

Whatabout these people who accuse you
of playinginto the hands of our cosy student
contingentwith their CND badges and their
little stash of pot? Isitimportant to care
wholistens to yourmusic? Should youdon
angry guitars toalienate the safe people and make
themangry?

“Acertainwriterwas tellingmeall thisand
somehowhe neglected toinclude the bitwhere
Isaid, 'Butyou're only describingyour own
problems.” Of course I'maware that ourrecord is
lined up alongside all the other records; of course
I'maware of the students and the Good Music
Society, butyou've gotto grow up. You've got to see
thatit’s fantastic to be doing something you enjoy
andgetting paid forit.

“I believe one
hasto get away
from writing
songs about
pop music”

PREFAB SPROUT

“If Istop writingsongs tomorrow, it'snot really
going to matter to many people, we're not the miners
orsomething. We'realuxurything, and you've gotto
havesomesortofperspective onit. There'sa Yiddish
saying thatJonathan Cottonce quoted to Bob Dylan
inaninterview, which went: havingwon something,
be prepared to forgetand winitall overagain. [f you
want the whole world to adjust to accommodate your
record, you're talkingout of your backside.
I'hatwholeattitudeis such arocky, musiccritic’sattitude. There's
nothingradical or subversive aboutit, it'sjustimmature. You devalue
your currencyifyou turneverything, every performance, every
interview, into agesture.”

Whatis the main musical criticism that people will make of you?
“limagine there mightbeacriticism thatwe're pickingand choosing
fromdifferentstyles, but nowadaysIthink that'sthe game. I think Top 40

radioistothe white kid what the blues was to Elvis Presley. There’s so
muchavailable, suchavariety of things, thatit turnsinto this one massive
thingbehind you.

“Alsotoday, | believe one has to getaway from writing songs about pop
music. You can'twrite soul records about passion, you have to write about
bedspreadsand coffee cups... passionately.”

Isn'tSwoonquiteanoddtitle forarecord whichissodryand cool? It
reminds meof Sulk, arecord forwhich the title Swoon would have been
farmoreappropriate.

“It's the classicaland romantic dichotomy. We fall on the classical
side. However, I've always thought the classical approach to be the
mostswoonworthy. [t'slike you can talkabout The Staple Singers, and
ofcourse those voicesare far more passionate, far more direct. The point
is, white boys have to use different tricks, and oursis akind of elegance;
the problem being thatsome people might find it too measured.”

Maybe you should have called it “Spoon” -spoon in June with
Prefab Sprout.

“Well, since you mentionit, ournext LPis called ‘June Parade’.”

Arethereany doubts about Swoon?

“Icould'veenvisaged abiggersound. Some of the things we did on it
weresslightlyrushed, but Idon't thinkit'saboxed-inindependent sound.
I'mnotsaying, ‘Ohdear, wewould have done it so much better’, but
maybewhen [ puton Thrillerand hear how they weren'tlimited to one
kindofsynthesizer, maybe thenThope thatone day | can compete with
Michael Jacksonon thatlevel,

“Also, and | knowit'ssortofadamningthing tosay aboutyourown
work, but compared with Michael Jackson or Brian Wilson, we're all of us,
Elvisand Roddy and The Smiths and myself, so sensible, such moderate
people. With Jackson, everythingis so pure, so visionary, there’sso much
attention todetail. Nothinggets in the way, his musicis total. If Jackson or

Wilson or Spector had been making this LP,
they'dhavespentayearonit.”

Couldyougive us one final quote, something
wecanstickinabox?

“Sure. I guess we're somewhere between
Rickie Lee Jonesand Einstiirzende
Whatsathingy.”

Youcould say Prefab Sproutare outside the
Postcard lineage because they're so clearly not
influenced by The Velvet Underground. You
could argue thatanyone who thinks Swoon is
toocleverhasalazyear. Oryoumight find
yourselfback with ourold modelof depthand
shallowness:ie, Prefab Sproutare deeper than
Simple Minds. Personally, Tabhor that, and yet
[know thatin some way Swoon plunges deeper

intome thandoes “Speed Your Love To Me”.

Obviously one can’tquantifywhyitis that Mozart
ismoreintelligent than James Last. There’s no
empirical evidence. Butwhen you getright down to
it, Paddy McAloonis doing more inside youraverage
three minutes than therestof the pack managesin
the space of wholealbums.

Thedevil mighthave all the best tunes, but
standingagainst the magnificent towers of Durham
Cathedral, this bespectacled Catholicboylooks like
awinner. Barney Hoskyns e

wr
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THE BLUE NILE, REM,
COGTEAU TWINS THE

"Some life in the
old bat yet"

MM APRIL 21

ANDIN GLOVE? Well, hand in hand, actually. Of course,
it's former '60s barefoot girl Sandie Shaw alongside leading
Smith Morrissey. Shaw and Smiths have justemerged from
astudio collaboration clutching copies of Sandie’s version of
“Hand In Glove”, a highly improbable partnership, no?
“Ithought The Smiths were right nutters when they started
writingtome, I ccmldn't figure outwhatitwas they wanted,”
Sandieconfessed. “Then theysent me some tapes and my
husbandsaid I ought tomeet them, soIdid!”
Morrissey, it seems, kept pestering Sandie untilshe agreed to
acollaboration of somekind. “ljustlove theirsongs, they're so
good tosing,” shebubbled. “Isaid 'dgointo the studiowith
themon the proviso thatif Ididn’tlike theresultwe'd scrap it
—butwehad somuch funand I think the single’s great.”
Evidently the persuasive Morrissey helped Sandie overcome
thelegendary shynesswhich has beenknown tolead herto beg
interviewers in mid-conversation not to printanything. But
will she work with the Gladioli Kingagainin future?
“Mmmm... maybe,” she pondered. “I don’'tlike to plan things
inadvance and my motives nowarejust to enjoy myself.
There's talk ofanalbum, so we'll see. Knowing Morrissey, he
won't give meamoment's peace until we're backin the studio.”
Ofcourse, things have moved onabitsince Sandie won the
Eurovision Song Contestin 1967 with “Puppet OnAString™.
Apart fromaguestsloton BEF's Music Of Quality And
Distinctionandafleeting stage appearance alongside Chrissie
Hynde, Sandie’'skept well away from the music biz. She's
writtenacoupleofchildren’sbooks, is planningadocumentary
onwomenin music for the BBC and nowhasa 15-month-old
daughterto go with ateenage one from her previous marriage.
“I'dloveto geton Top Of The Pops, mainly to prove tomy
teenage daughter that there’ssomelifein the old batyet! We're
very close—wewear each other’s clothes and all that, but |
thinkshe’sstill faintlyembarrassed when I startboogieing
round the supermarket.”
Meanwhile, this ‘womeninmusic’ TV thingsits close to
Sandie’sheart, thoughshewon'tgointo details. “I'vealways
beeninterested in the role of women in musicand how they
cope,” Sandie explained. “I've got suchadmiration
for peoplelike Chrissie Hynde and Annie Lennox,
whodoitwithsuchstyle.
“Chrissie’safriend of mine—-shelivesround
the corner, we were pregnant at thesame time.
Itwas funny really-sheseemed to think T was
apregnancyexpert ‘cosl'd doneitbefore. Tkept
tellingheritwassolongago thatI'd forgotten.”
Meanwhile, nextstop TOTP? Much stranger
things have happened.



“There'stalk
ofanalbum™
SandieShaw
andMorrissey
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Gayeonstageatthe
HolidayStar Theatre,
Merrillville,Indiana,
June10,1983
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RogerWaters'
soloshowat
Earls Courtin
June1984

A lavish production

MM APR 7

OGERWATERS - the founder

The album was produced by Roger Waters

“An altercation
with his father”

MM APR 7

Angeles on Sunday, April 1. Gaye, one

of the world’s foremost soul singers,
was killed during a domesticargument at
his parents’ home inasuburb of the city.

Reports fromAmericahavegiven

differingaccountsoftheincident, butan
LA police spokesman said: "Allwe can tell
youisthat 12.30pm on Sunday, his father
and hehad analtercation. His father
obtaineda.38 calibre revolverand fired
twoshotsinto the upper torso. Marvin
Gaye was transported to California
hospital, where he was pronounced dead.”

M ARVIN GAYE WAS shotdeadin Los

b
[ {

%
]
1

member and driving force of Pink and Michael Kamen. The live shows kick offin The father, the Reverend Marvin Gaye Sr i1

Floyd -istorelease asolosingleand Stockholm on June 16 and the English dates —described asa “retired Pentecostal s

album during April. are: London Earls Court (June 21,22) and preacher” -wasunderarrestas the MM f
And he'slined up a10-date European tour Birmingham NEC (26, 27). went to press, and was later charged with i
to promote his new work, whichincludes two The concerts will consist of two sections the murder. ‘
appearancesat London’s Earls Courtand -aselection of some of the best-known songs News bulletins have suggested that Gaye :
Birmingham's NEC. written by Waters from the past15 years, and his fatherhad argued over money, ;
The singleis entitled “The Pros And followed by the whole of the new album. eventually resortingto physical fighting
Cons Of Hitch Hiking” and it comes out on Many of the musicians featured on the LP whichended with shots being fired. Gaye's i
EMI's Harvest label on April 9. A video, are expected to play onthe tour (including motherwas reportedly present. i
shot onlocationin Europe and America Clapton), and other session players likely to Hissisterissaid to have accompanied ;
by film director Nic Roeg, willaccompany be involved include Mel Collins (horns) and himtohospitalin theambulance buthe i
therelease. Tim Renwick (guitar). did notregain consciousness before his ;

The album, also entitled
The Pros And Cons Of Hitch

Waters has lined

Thelive shows willbea
lavish production, requiring

death anhourlater.
In New York, DJ Frankie Crocker—an

Hiking,is released by six articulatedlorries to old friend of Gaye’s - said: “We'velosta i
Harvest on April 30. 1t up a 10_date carry the equipment from talented manwho anytime could write i
venue to venue. Gerald musiclike ‘What's Going On’ which could i

features ahostof guest
musicians, including Eric
Clapton (lead guitar), Andy
Bown (organ and12-string
guitar), Michael Kamen
(keyboards/orchestral
arrangements), Andy
Newmark (drums), David
Sanborn (sax), Madeline Bell, Doreen
Chanter and Katie Kissoon (backing vocals),
Raphael Ravenscroft, Kevin Flanagan and
Vie Sullivan (horns), plus the National
Philharmonic Orchestra.
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European tour
to promote his
new work

Scarfe, Mark Fisher and
Jonathan Park - all of whom
helped Floyd with The Wall
show -are workingon
Waters' solo project.
Tickets are available now
by post.Send acheque or
postal order for £10.50 or £9.50 (including 50
pence booking fee) payable to Harvey
Goldsmith Entertainments Ltd, to RS Tickets,
PO Box 4RS, London W1A 4RS.Enclose an

sae and allow five weeks for delivery.

touch everybody. He wasn'tjustasoul
singer; hewasaverytalented man, avery
talented writer.”

Gaye, who died on the eve ofhis45th
birthday, became one of Tamla Motown's
leadingvocalistsinthe '60swithastring
ofhits, including the classic “I Heard It
Through The Grapevine” and the
internationallyacclaimed album What's
Going On.His popularity enjoyed arecent
revivalwith thesuccess of the single
“Sexual Healing".

i




UzinAus\raliahr-
TheUnforgettable
FireTour,Sept'84

“In the air for a while”

2 GO INTO the studio next month to record |
anewalbum -and,inanunlikely collaboration,

they'verecruited Brian Eno
as their producer. Eno, who's
previously produced Talking Heads,
is known for experimental interests
rather than mainstream rock
production, but U2, who've worked
until now with Steve Lillywhite
(producer for Big Country, Simple
Minds, Siouxsie and XTC) insist
there will be no dramatic changein
their musical style.

The album willbe recorded
during Mayin Eire. And it's
scheduled forreleaseinthe
early autumn, although norelease
dates have been considered yet.

A spokesman for U2 said this week:

BrianEno, August
1984:helpingU2
“spreadthings
outalittlemore”

“Three 12-hour sessions”

MM MAY 25

AVID BOWIEIS currently at work

D onanewalbum-althoughhis

whereabouts remain secret.
And there'salso news this week of
more film projects for Bowie, as well

asanannouncement thathe’s finally

turned down the chance to play
avillainopposite
Roger Moorein the
next James Bond
movie. Atone point,
itlooked certain
he'dacceptthe part.

Though many of
hisfilmplansare
beingkeptunder
wraps for the time being, it’sknown
that Bowie hasjustfinished filming
acameorole foranew]Jon Landis
movie called Into The Night.

He’mrned down
the chance to play
a Bond villain

“ItwasdoneinLAin three

12-hoursessions,” said a

spokesman. “Anditwasall

overnightwork-inkeepingwith

the title of the film. We've gotno
detailsabouttherole. Allwecan

tell youisthat David wassporting
amoustache.
Davidisalso
discussing
someotherfilm
projects which we'll
beannouncing
shortly. Anditwas
becauseofthose
and hisother

working commitments thathe turned

down the 007 movie.”

Jon Landisiscurrently at the centre

| ofacourtcontroversyin the States.

U2 to collaborate with Brian Eno on their fourth studio album.

“This collaboration has beenin the air for alittle while,
butit's just been officially decided. This has allbeen very

much the band'sidea.l know they like
the work Eno has done over the years.
They've been big fans of his for
goodness knows how long. So they
decided to approach him.

“People might think, ‘That
won't work’, but the possibilities
areintriguing.'m convinced the
mix'n'match will definitely work.

“Idon’t think the sound of U2
will change radically by any means,
but I think they'll move in wider
directions... spread things out
alittle more. Thisalbum willbe
veryinterestingindeed.”

U2are currently “intransit”
inlreland.

owieatthepreview
ofthe play Hurlyburly
atNYC'sPromenade B
Theatre,June4,1984 &

He's being tried formanslaughter
following the deaths of Vic Morrow
andtwo girlsduring filmingof
Twilight Zonein 1982. They were
killed inahelicopter crash. Among
celebrities who've offered to speak for
Landisin courtare Eddie Murphyand
DanAckroyd -stars of the film Trading
Places—and Michael Jackson, whose

| Thrillervideowasdirected by Landis.
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» Lloyd Cole &The
Commotions,a
Glasgow-based
five-piece, release
theirdebutsingle,
“Perfect Skin"on
May11. Available on
Polydor, it's backed
with“The Sea And
The Sand",and the
12-inchversionalso
includes “You Will
NeverBe No
Good". The group
comprises Neil
Clark(guitar),
Stephenlrvine
(drums), former
Bluebell Lawrence
Donegan (bass),
Blair Cowan
(keyboards)and
Lloyd Cole (guitar/
vocals). MMMay 5

» Bruce
Springsteenis
about to make his
long-awaited

comeback withthe
releaseof anew
single - his first
since “Atlantic City”
inSeptember1982.
“DancingInThe
Dark” ¢/w"Pink
Cadillac” comesout
onMay14.Both
tracks were written
by Springsteenand
producedbyhimin
association with
JonLandau, Chuck
Plotkinand Steve
VanZandt. The
record featuresthe
E Street Band,
comprising
Springsteen, Roy
Bittan, Clarence
Clemons, Danny
Federici, Garry
Tallent, Steve Van
Zandtand Max
Weinberg. “Atlantic
City" wastaken
fromSpringsteen's
Nebraskaalbum.
TheE Street Band
haven'trecorded
forthreeyears.
MMMay12
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“Soeachtime, I'mdiscovering
new thingsinwhatever I'm singin’
about,and everything'msingin’
Iknow about. You see, there's never
atop, there's never that thingwhere

EttaJamesat
the VineStreet
Bar&Grillin
Hollywood,
California,1984.

“Something say

NME APRIL 14

OSTEVERY YEAR now, Ms Jamesetta
Hawkins-Ettato you-will, at the
behestof Dingwalls boss Dave
Goodman, fly over to these shores, pick
up one of ourmost thick-skinned pick-up
bands, and jam on down real mean at the
laststop of rivvum’'n’booze.
Whichisallfineand dandyand more power
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S keep on going”

Butallof thiswould be areasonable cause for

concernonlyifitmadeanydifference to the
mindblowing passion Ettaisstill capable of
generating. Where mostoftheselegend types
just politely pussyfoot through medleys of
mouldingoldiesin three-piece tuxesand
Uncle Tomsmiles, Etta

sings: I mean, really givesit

yougottogettothisplace, because
onceyougot there, it'sonly
someplace else yougot togo. You
neverstop, so youshould never
thinkyougetsointhatyougotit
made. Ifyouget there, youain't
creatin’nomore,”

Thus the empresson herart. She
granted mean audience that
permitted justenough time toask
herwhatherlifeisabout.

“Itellyou, Idon'tlike to answer
dumb questions. [ don'tlike to feel
someoneisjusttryingto check me
outforbeing EttaJames; Ljus'like to
havearap about what'shappening.
I guess that'swhy I neverdid
becomeabigstar, ‘cosas|was
comingup,Inevertalked. My life
waslikeamystery. [didn'twantto
talktonobody, I didn'twantno
film, Ididn'twantnothin’”

Briefly we point back to Johnny
Otisand Modern Records, to Chess
and Muscle Shoals, to adecade of
heroinaddiction, toAllen

Toussaintand Jerry Wexler. Etta
wouldbe oneofthe undeposable
queensofsoulifshe hadn'tdone
somuch, hadn'talsobeena
rock'nrolling jazzy gospel blues
singer. Theyain'tno bagbigenuff
forthe tuffestlover.

“Well, you think that’s great ‘cos
youlookatmeasanartist, but
that'sbeenmy problem, because
there'sbeenno category. I mean,
canyousayl'mabluessinger? Can
yousayl'mapopsinger? Canyou
say 'mrock’n’roll? In America, see,
iftheycan'tputyouinacategory, theydon’t
knowwhatto thinkofyou.”

Maybe youneverdid enough ofthat pure
deep stuff. What was the mid-"60s Muscle
Shoals periodlike?

“Well, Rick Hallwasakind ofacat... lhad
never been down to that partofthe South, and
itwasreally arelaxed atmosphere. He was cool,
aSoutherncat. Hedidn'ttellyouwhattodo
exactly, he'd juststop youifyou overdid
somethingorjustgive you
anideaortwo, Hewasone
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to the Boss that heretains the simple faith in herall (whichis quitealot). “In America see if ofthe producersIreally I
her pullto keep bringing her over. Butwhenit's Ifyouwatch, youcansee H] b/ enjoyed working with. |
acaseof piledrivinginto “Security” or “Tell herthinking through every they Gan’t put you “I'dRatherGo Blind’ | i
Mama" or “Baby What You Want Me To Do” line, everyturnofevery = would have never sounded { t
andyou're wonderingjust where those golden- phr;mv.[lLl[mﬁn_tscem to ina category’ they like thatif Rick Hallhadn't-a ]
throated horns have gotto, and all yougetin matterthatthisisthe y produced it, ‘cos he wasone |
theirplaceis somewooden stump of guitar thousand-and-tenth time don t k“ow What to ofthose ex-alcoholic cats |
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one of the bestalbums thathe could do with
me. He tookme intoanotherarea, another
phase; hekindatook me backtothe phaselwas
goin’ forin the '60s, when I took Cole Porter
songs and defied everyone by singing them
withabluesyfeel.

“That'swhy Jerry picked country songsand

stuff. Ithinkitwas more or |

andlknowitworks. It'slike, herelam,
30vearsworking,and I have nothing
~Imean, what'shappening? Butstill
there'ssomethinginside of me thatsays,
(whispers) ‘Keep on going'... youknow,
like Mission Impossible, turnleft, pickup
theplans, keep going.

“Twoyearsago, even

less meant to show my
versatility, and hebrought
meawholenew crowd. Sure,
he overproduced onsome
things. I feel thesimpler
thingsare, the easier they
aretounderstand, the
clearer the wordsare said
and thestoryis told.”

It'sbeen adecade since
youcleanedup. What'sit
beenlike?

“It'sbeen great, compared towhat it was
before. I mean, I don'thave nomoney, Idon't
have as many jive surface things going, butl
thinkI'mhappier, [ thinkIbeen doin’ great.

“You know, to have come through that...
and I have beenworking my way all the way,
there's been norest fortheweary. AndIdon't
getnokindofcredit. When theyrunthe
rock'n'roll programmesin the USA, EttaJames
isnotmentioned, justas thoughsomeone
erased itfrom history.”

What'sseen you through?

“T'hereal dealis the unseen, the unspoken...
faith. Inwhat Idon’tknow, I don'twant to say
I'mthis, you're that, inreligion, but whateverit
isit'slike asupremespirit,and [ do dealwithit,

“Even after the
drugs thing, | was
starting to hear
voices talkin’ to me
at night in hotels”

alter thedrugthing, Iwas
stillfreakin’, Iwasstarting
to hearvoices talkin'to me
atnightinhotels, andI'm
talkin'to themoutloud,
andlsaid, ‘Whatis this?I'm
goin'nuts.

“And thenlhadareligious
experience, and I knew
whatlwasand lknewwhatI
hadtodo. WhatIfound was
‘ thesamethinglhad whenlwasalittle bitty
kid.If1could be quietandlisten, everything
wouldbetold tome. Ifind that I canask this
thinga question, andifIreally wanttoknow
the answer, it'll tellme insomekind of way.

“It mightsound nuts, buteverybody’s gotta
havesomething. 'Cosifyouhadtogoon
whatyousee, you'd havegaveupalongtime
ago, right?”

You'dbeouton thestreetsagain.

“Right.”

Whatwould youlike to do?

“Oneof mymainambitionsis to come over
onedaywith (whispers) agreat bigol band,
abigol’ Count Basiesound, like Otis Redding,
and... bloweverybodyaway.”

Shesaid it. BarneyHoskyns ®

Jamesin Fame
Studios,Muscle
Shoals, Alabama,
withownerRick
Hall(right)and
amemberofthe
houseband, 1967
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“I'vealwa
wanted to be
MARVINGATE 1mmOI’ tal” .

== -RAPRILT—

“I'm concerned aboutmy musiclivingway longer than Iwvill. Hopefully I'llachieve thatimmortality
I've been seeking. I've alwayswanted to beimmortal”-Marvin Gaye, June '83

»' SAID MARVIN Gaye once, “am unmanageable.”

( ( Itwas, perhaps, his one statement of real reliability, and there can befewwhose
lives he touched duringhis turbulent careerwho wouldn’t wholeheartedly agree
withit. Unpredictable, headstrong, fanaticallyindependent, single-minded,
occasionallybloody-minded, Gaye’sintransigence waslegend.

Itled himintoallmanner of personal misery. Bitter publicrowswith hisrecord
label, Motown. Numerous painful contractual hassles. A couple of marriage breakdownsand
expensivedivorcesettlements. Bankruptcy... Marvin Gaye haditall. Somefinger of doomseemed
totrackhimall theway, and there was abizarreinevitabilityabout the macabre manner of his
eventual demise—two bullets from his preacher father, thesame manwho'dinduced himinto
musicin thefirstplace, playingorganfor the church choir.

Theold clicheaboutgeniusis pain can never have been more glibly proven than by the unhappy
storyof Marvin Gaye. For, makeno mistake, Gaye indisputably carried the touch ofgenius.

Notjusttheacknowledged classics - “THeard It Through The Grapevine”, “What’s Going On”,
“Let's GetIt On” and “Sexual Healing”-butin the manner that they were classics. Gaye was
responsible for breaking the Motown mould, the “factorylinesyndrome” ashe putit, and by doing
sochangedblackmusicsoirrevocably thathe mustbe considered one of theultimategreats.

And the most tragicfeature of the wholesordid affairis that, at 45, with hisvoicein good shape,
hiswilland determination cast-iron,and the confidence ofamasterpiece, Midnight Love, recently
underhisbelt, Marvin Gaye was strongagain andvigorously capable of producinganynumber of
brilliantworksin the future. »

EUGENE ADEBARI / REX FEATURES



“Maybel'llbe
apopartist
someday":
MarvinGaye
in1983
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MarvinPentzGayJjrwasbornonApril 2, 1939, in Washington DC.

His musicalinitiation wasbased, ironically, almost entirely around his
father’s church. It was there hefirstsangat the age of three, and it was
there helearned to play the organ, a musical education he took with him
to high school, playingguitar, pianoand drumsin theschoolorchestra.

Hehadashort, unhappyspellin military service before getting
involved in doo-wop groups, sometimes depping for Don Covayin
Washington vocal group the Rainbows, and eventually teamingup
with acouple of members of the Rainbows to form the Marquees. Bo
Diddley provedto be an unlikely guiding spirit, engineering the group’s
signing to Okeh Records, asingle, “Wyatt Earp”, and gettingthem to
backhim on his ownsingles.

When the reasonably successful Moonglows splitup in 1958, their
leader Harvey Fuqua arrived in Washington to putanew band together,
selected the Marquees en bloc, and Marvin Gaye was on hisway. With
the Moonglows, he played in Detroit, and was noticed by Berry Gordy,
thenin the process of settingup his own label. He married Gordy’s sister
Anna, thus sealing his owninvolvement in the embryonic Motown, a
long relationship that was to prove as productive for both parties as it
wasstormy.

Gaye's early career with the label was modest enough: he was asession
drummerand played and toured with, amongothers, Smokey Robinson
&TheMiracles. Gordy eventually gave his brother-in-law thego-ahead to
makehis own records, and hisfirstsingle, “Let Your Conscience Be Your
Guide”, wasreleased in May '61. It bombed, as did the next two singles,
but the fourth, “Stubborn Kind Of Fellow” (featuringMartha & The
Vandellas onbackingvocals) earned him hisfirst success, doing wellin
boththe R'n'Band the pop charts.

During the next couple of years he worked with virtually every producer
andartiston Motown, launchingan amazingruninwhich his next47
singles allcharted in some manner. In 63 helinked up with Holland,
Dozierand Holland for his first British success—the gospel/blues epic
“CanlGetAWitness”, and the followingyearscored ahuge hit with the
storming “How Sweet It Is (To Be Loved By You)”.

Heworked with Smokey Robinson for two bighitsin '65, “I'll Be
Doggone'” and “Ain’t That Peculiar”, butit was with the production of
Norman Whitfield thatherecorded, in 1968, the epochal “I Heard It
Through The Grapevine”, asongof such eerie majesty thatit seemed to
overpower anythingelse on Motown, orindeed

“Ionce hadanalbumout called When 'mAlonel Cry. 'mnotoutto
soundtoosloppyandsentimental, but that could well have beena
description ofthewayIfeltwhenIfirstarrivedin Detroit. Lifewasn’t
goingtoogoodatthattime,andwhenIcameto Detroityou couldsay
Twassearchingforsomethingtoeat.” (Feb'67)

“Iremember, when Iwas akid, Iused to havetosingasongeverytime
therewas companyaroundat home. Then thevisitors wouldgive me
apatontheheadandakiss. Man, I hatedthat.” (Feb'67)

HEN HE RETURNED, his music had advanced to such
S ; ; ; aradical degree that it startled those around him. He'd
changed, too, in his attitude towards Motown. He insisted
thathis work be treated as a special case and be accorded more than
the usual slick, quick Tamla format record. No more, he told them,
did he want just to make three-minute dance records-he wanted to
saysomething.

What hesaid was What's Going On, a courageously ambitious cycle
of songs that bitterly challenged thestate of America... poverty, pollution,
drugaddiction, even Vietnam war veterans wereallincluded in Gaye’s
scythingsocial comment on the evils of Americansociety. This, for
Motown, for black music, foranything, was something new,and
What's Going Onbecamea crucial milestone for rock musicand for
black consciousness.

Italsosoured hisrelations with Motown, who were initially sceptical
about the projectand were reportedly reluctant toissueitin itsoriginal
form. Gayedughisheelsin, thealbum wasreleased and became one of
thebest-sellingalbumsin thelabel'shistory-also producing three
million-sellingsingles, “What's Going On”, “Mercy Mercy Me” and
“Inner City Blues”.

Gaye had now proved thathe could notonly survive, but flourish
withoutall the usual Motown machineryaround him. Therecord also
proved he was now much, much more thanaregularsoulsinger, and
Gaye nowresolved towrite, produceand arrange all his own work,and
operate asindependently as possible from Motown.

His next project was a successful film soundtrack for the movie Trouble
Man-aterrible filmbut agreatsoundtrack,and one thatMarvin
declared himselffullysatisfied with (arare admission foraman who

frequently decried hisownwork).

anyofthe other material recognised under the
burgeoningumbrella of “soul”. The songhad
already been amajor hit the previous year for
Gladys Knight & The Pips, but the intensity Gaye
addedtothesongwasextraordinary. Itwent to
No linBritainand America.

Gayewasnowan established hit-maker
and Motown had alreadyexploited his
commerciality to the full by teaminghimwith
asuccession of girl singers: Mary Wells, Kim
Weston, Tammi Terrelland Diana Ross. His
duet with Weston, “It Takes Two", was a classic
piece of soul, butit was his work with Terrell
thatwasmost dear to him. Heavyorchestral

“I have only

scraped the

beginning. I
have a lot of
music in me”

In 1973 he delivered another opus, and
anotherbravedeparture. Let's Get It Onwas
acelebrationof... well... sex, actually. Asmoky,
steamy parade of vinyl erotica that delighted
asmanyasitappalled, inspiringmany
accusationsof sexism. Surprisingly sensitive,
Gayeresponded angrily tosuch criticisms,
becoming moreand morewaryin hisdealings
with the press.

Further mass commercial successdid,
however, give himthe confidenceand the
impetustoovercomehisfearsand appearon
stageoncemore, breakingseveral years of
silencetogoontourin'74... atourdocumented

productions by Ashford and Simpson turned

“Your Precious Love” and “You're All I Need To Get By” into romantic

giants. Thiswas when Gaye wasstruck by the firstina series of traumatic

events. Hewas onstage with Terrell when she collapsedin hisarms.
Whenshediedin 1970 from abrain tumour, Gaye's notoriously erratic

behaviour patternsbegan. Neveralover of live work, he now withdrew

completely from the public gaze, becomingalmostreclusive,

“Ithink therearemenandthereare MEN. Therearemenwho’reborn
andarestrongenoughtobesorcerers. Thosewho arestrongenoughto
becomesorcerers can certainlyimply themselves to become warriors.
Impeccablewarriors. Impeccablesorcerers.” (Oct '76)

“Therearealotof things I desire. I desire peaceand happiness andlove
andunderstanding. Thatsoundssoridiculoustoalotof people. Who is
this guywantingall that? Another troublemaker.” (Oct '76)

“Idon’tthink thesocial contentor themusical contentisethnicatall.

Ithinkitcanapply toanybody, theentirealbum. Anyrace. Anycreed.
Anybody.” (OnWhat's Going On, Oct '76)
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byanexcellent album, Marvin Gaye Live,
recorded in front of a boisterous 14,000 audience in Oakland.

Hisbehaviour, though, became increasinglyidiosyncraticand there
followed another couple of years of silence, during which time he was
plagued by rumours of drug problemsand domesticdisputes.

Itwas 1976 before his next album, / Want You, and that was mostly
written by Leon Ware, though he did venture out on stage once again
to promote therecord, includinghis debutappearancesinBritain...
asuccessful tour which opened with two sell-out concerts at the Royal
Albert Hallin London. The UK concerts were also featured as three parts
ofalivedoublealbum, the fourthside beingoccupied byalongdisco
extravaganza, “Got To Give It Up”, which was to become another
transatlantichitforhim.

“Atthis pointin mycareer, I feel 'veachieved standingas asoul-pop
artist, whichisgetting there. Maybe I'll be a pop artist someday. On one
hand, Iwouldn'tlike that to happen, because it suggests tosomeblacks
thatyou'veleft thosewho loved andsupportedyoufirst. On theother
hand, I'dsurely loveto havethe, oh, credibility of a large pop audienceso
thatIcanreachall theworld's peoples. If Ican bring amega-class tomy




division, souland R'n’B, whichislowon
thetotem pole, andifIcanbecomethe
Frank Sinatraofsoul, thatwould be
marvellous, Lwill have achieved
something for mypeople.” (june'83)

“Idon’t think the musicbusiness has
treated anybodyblack right unless they
become ‘white’. 'White’ black artists.
We'reresentful about it, but peaceful.
Tam certainly notaggressivein that
responseatall.” (June'83)

ISPERSONALLIFE grew ever

more complex. His marriage

broke up in awelter ofacrimony,
his relations with Motown were abysmal,
he wasin financial ruins and wasup to
his neck in lawsuits (he owed $2m to his
former manager Steven Hillalone). Small
wonder he viewed the world withan
increasingly bitter vision, though those
around himwho were willingto talk
about him atallinsisted he brought many of the troubles on himself,
with his drug-taking and his general moodiness. A former Motown
PR called Elaine Jesmer blew the gaff on Gaye with a book called
Number One With A Bullet, which was ostensibly abouta character
called “Daniel Stone”, who was evidently based on Gaye. A bigoted,
slightly pathetic, if misused character he was too.

April5,1984:Marvin
Gayeislaidtorest
atForestLawn
Memorial Parkin
Glendale, California

“I've been tryingto appealto othermarketsasI'dliketomakeitasbigin
this business aslcan, butanegro R'n'Bsinger’s chances areslimmer.
Only Ray Charles hasmadeit,and Idon’t feel that he’s held in thesame
esteemas Frank Sinatra or Sammy Davis Jr. Although R'n’'B, through
youngpeople, ismakinggreatstrides, the older folk tendto stick to their
popsingers, and so their kind of musicis moresuccessful.” (April '69)

“I'munmanageable. I'm myown worstenemy. I refuseto be manageable,
anditsometimes gets mein trouble.” (Jan '79)

7 ISILLUSIONED AND LEGALLY bankrupt, he split with

Anna Gordy and wentinto the studio with a bizarre divorce

= settlement hanging over him. The deal was that Anna collected
alarge slice of the royalties (believed to be in the region of 80 per cent)
for the album. With a perverse sense of humour, Gaye made it a double
and called it Here, My Dear. Gaye insisted that he puthis heartand soul
intoitanyway, “for my fans”, but critical response was poor and the
albumisashadow of his bestwork.

Hewas, by hisownadmission, promiscuous, butstill felthurtand
betrayed by the splitwith AnnaGordy. Ifhe wasreckoned to be sourand
unsociable before allthis happened, then he was doublyso afterit. He
even publicly disowned his nextLP, In Our Lifetime. He'd planneditas
anothermeisterwerkala What's Going Onor Let's Get [t On, aconcept
albumbuiltaround the spiritual struggle between good and evil.

ButMotown'’s patience with Gaye ran out. He used so much time and
money makingtherecord that Motown simply stepped in, confiscated
the mastersand issued therecord, incomplete as Gaye claimed it was.
Hewas furiousand announced thathe would neverrecord for the label
again, alsocommentingthat theirgeneral meanness with studio time
and money had prevented him doing hisbestworkaallalong.

“Lhave arespect formusicthatvery fewmusicians have, andit's difficult
to find musicians generally who have the same kind of respect for music.
And ifleverfindthose musicians, we will play music that the worldwill
never forgetaslongasthere’saworld. And Iwon’t do my musicuntil
Ifind them, and ifInever find themmysonwilldo it forme. I knowthat.

“Lhaveonlyscrapedthebeginning. I havealotofmusicinme. I have
written alotofmusicthat'sunpublished thatIthink is great. But
Icannotaffordtodoit.” (Oct'76)

ROUND THESAMEtime, he confirmed his own lack of tact by
failing to turn up to perform ata gala charity function at the
Lakeside Club, Camberley, attended by Princess Margaret.

Royalty wasin place, but Marvin was in his hotel refusing to come out
onsome spurious grounds of “pride and dignity”. Berry Gordy, on the
phone from America, eventually managed to persuade him to putin
anappearance at the club, but by then it was too late - the dignitaries
and halfthe audience had already gone home.

About thisand numerous otherincidents, Gaye wasunrepentant,
insisting that greatartists alwayslive by their emotions, and compared
himselfwithBach and Beethoven, both greatcomposers fired by their
uneven temperament.

Maybe therewassomethingin that. He madealotof enemies, but his
criticisms of Motown and the way theyhassled himand financially
restricted hisartwere to some degree borne out by the totally unexpected
brilliance ofhis nextalbum. With all the wrangles, the bad reputation
and the breakwith Motown, most people assumed in 1982 that Marvin
Gayewasallwashed up.

But CBSsigned himand he rewarded them with the superb Midnight
Loveand “Sexual Healing”, one of the biggest and one of the best singles
oftheyear. Buoyantagainand seemingly reasonablyin control of his
faculties, Gaye wasrightslap backin the frontline, playing concertsand
relatively at peace with himself. There waseveryreason to expect that his
nextalbumwould be everybitas good as Midnight Love, and in hislast
MM interviewlastyearhe spoke encouragingly of the future. He'd
written, hesaid with atwinkle, a couple of realhardcore new songs he
wondered ifhe'd get past CBS, called “It's My Duty To Spank Your Booty,
My Masochistic Beauty” and “Sanctified Pussy™.

Paul Youngeven had amassive hitwith one of his old B-sides,
“Wherever[Lay My Hat", turning whathad been another highly sexual
songintoaheart-rendingballad, displayingahitherto unseen angle
on Gaye’swork. The Young record somehow seemed symbolic of
Marvin'srebirth.

Marvinin turnwasdelighted byitall. He'd gothis sense ofhumour
back, hewasoptimisticand he was working. Marvin Gaye wasrocking
again.Andthenhisdadshothim.

Crazyold world, ain'tit?

“WhenIfindthatamansupersedesintelligenceandtranscends to
wisdom, I'llread his book. I have a healthy disrespect for intellect;  have
alltherespectintheworld forwisdom.” (Feb'81)

“If myemotionsormy feelings say Ishouldn’t dosomething because of
averystrong principled position that I must take, then inspite of the
consequences, inspiteofallthat is facing me from adetrimental point
ofview, then I have to remain true to myartistic nature” (Feb '81)

“I'minvolved in lawsuits because of myunswerving faith in human
nature. Ineverlearn. IwishIcouldstop believingin people. I'm an easy
mark. 'mnotevensurel'vegot the bestlegal counsel in theworld.” (jan '79)

“Idoeverythinggood, but Ido musicbest.” (Oct '76)
Colinrwin ®

RON GALELLA / GETTY
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REMinChicage, =~
May26,1983:(l-r)
MichaelStipe,
MikeMills, Peter
BuckandBillBerry




Bucking for
. sainthood”

A friendly but mysterious band from

the American South arrive in London.
Though young, - already convey a
vernacular wisdom, perhaps due to
their operating in isolation. “We’re
not like Bruce Springsteen,” says

, “but, yeah, there’s

a coneern for America the place.”

E'S TWOSCHOOLS of
musician,” argues guitarist Peter
Buck. “Onejust digs playing and is
initfor fun, the otherwants to get
richand famous and thinks it

By deservestobeseenbythe public.”
REM, wh've beensittingaround A&M’s London offices
fortwo dﬁy&alking topeoplelikeme, fallintothe former
camp. Genuinelyattheirmostcontentedslummingitin
redneckbars onthe outskirts of dyingMidwestern cities,
you'd think fromthewaytheytalked that theword “art”
held nomeaning forthem.

REM playbecausetheydigthatmomentonstage when
fourlifelines crossandfuseandsomeelectricspiritseems
toseize theminto one flowing motion. They're proud of
theirrecordsbutinsistthatthe group’ssoulonlycomes
outatnight, preferablynotinfrontof110,000 Policefans
(asupportslot theyrateas“the mostwretched and abysmal
experienceofourlives”).

“We'restill basicallyatouringband”, says Buck. “That’s
whatwe do. Therecordsare anintegral partofthat, but
they'realsojustone weekoutoftheyearwhen wesound
like that. We don’t sound like that on stage; we're real fluid,
and that'showweshould bejudged.”

Therecordsarestill pretty sublime. From the original Hib-
Tone 45 of “Radio Free Europe” to thejust-released album
Reckoning, the group have used electric-folkharmoniesto
weaveriveting webs ofoffbeat pop thatmingle elements of
TheByrds, The Undertones and The Velvet Underground.
The 1982 EP “Chronic Town" was theyear’smostauspicious
debut, five masterworks thatripped alongat Undertones
pace butwith an obsessive introversion-the chorusof
“Wolves, Lower” is just the sound ofamanmelodically
burstinginto tears. The Murmuralbum (1983) expanded »

PAUL NATKIN/ GETTY
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therangeofmoodstoinstilayetmore coarseand
powerfulbeauty. The superb production of Mitch
Easterand Don Dixonwasone ofinterleaving, atonce
simpleandunpredictable, inwhichatreated snare
beatcould suddenly thrust outof the sound’s centre or
aswarmofdouble-tracked vocals scatterlike birds.

Thenewalbumis more faithful toits traditions,
almostemptyof the lumpsandjolts ofits
predecessors. Hereasimple harmonicstrength stands
onitsown terms, whetherinsuchyearningblastsas “Second Guessing”
and "7 Chinese Brothers”, orin the Loaded Lou Reed of “Camera”, the “We
Three” PattiSmithof“TimeAfter Time”. Strange soundssstillintrude - the
bellsand wind chimes of“Camera”-but the dominant frame ofthe record
isold-fashioned. Thisisanalbum ofbackwater USA.

“There'sless textural overdubbingonthisrecord,” says bassist Mike
Mills. “Murmurwasarecord withalotofdepthinthe sound, whereas this
oneis moresong-oriented—each one hasitsownsoundandits ownstyle.”

Advance warningof REM's genial good humournotwithstanding,
Ihadn'texpected quitesuch unassuming friendliness. What 1 thought
REM might be wasa Sunbelt Bunnymen, withawhole burden of
inarticulate passionsin theirhearts. Their musicis sosimple, so supple,
andyetthere'sarecalcitrance, amystification, atits core. Whatare these
songs about? Whatare they doing? Is this group hiding something?

“Hey, Imean, we'rejust four guys,” pleads Buck. “We're marvelling that
we've been flown all the way to England and people are liningup to talk to
us, and we're gonnatalk about ourselves.”

How come you'reso polite? Aren’t you bored stupid by these interviews?

“lamalmost neverrude toanyone. Iflam, it'sinajustcause. It'slike,
where we're from, if people curse one another publicly, then they punch
itout, whereasin New York people stand toe-to-toe and scream at each
other for five minutes and then walkaway. [ dunno, maybeit'sartificial,
butin the South there’sareal politeness, just because if youstep over that
linesomeone'lltake you outside and bash yourheadin.”

Where REM are fromis Athens, Georgia, the university town 70 miles
north-east of Atlanta, which spawned Pylon and The B-52'sand fora
yveartransformed America'sindependent musicscene.

Ourfourguysstill reside in Athens, though they don’t do much there
besides wait for the next tour. Mike Mills will drop in on Peter Buck,
they'lldrink beerand watch TheA-Team. Singer Michael Stipe will sit
athome painting, or cuppinganear to Psychic TVrecords. Drummer
Bill Berry I can'taccountfor. Isuspecthe
partiesalittle harder than the other guys. All
fourdropped outof the curriculumat the
University Of Georgia.

“Beingastudentgave mesomekind of
rationale forexisting,” says Buck. “All the time
Iwassupposedtobeinclassesjustmeantlhad
freetime.”

Artstudent Stipe was theonlvoneinany
dangerofacademicsuccess. “Yeah, [wasas
goodasManet,” heshrugs, hisfacelostin curls
andscarves.

Stipeisshyand claims to find interviews hard.
Harderstillisit to pick up thelow, muffled blur
ofhisvoice-scarcelyamurmur. Sometimes
he’smilesaway, “withdrawn”, an
ex-problem child. Othertimes he'll say
things thatsuggest latent psychosis.
Aproposofhis mystical/mystifyinglyrics,
forinstance, heannounces that, “Youcan't
justtake ahuge pairofscissorsand chop ; y
thebudsoffthetopofatree”, asymbol ‘ 8 &
greeted withanotinconsiderableamount
of mirth from his colleagues.

“Thatmustberightup therewith the
humanity/sea-cow metaphor,” exclaims
Buck. “Michaelreally likesto use
metaphors thatdon’tmake any sense.”

Clearly thissortofhumouringisaregular
occurrence in the REM household.

Stipe smirks. “lused the sea-cow one for
ayearand finallysome poorjerkinFlorida
printedit.”

‘yuﬁuui_
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“I try to move
1N on one
moment and
describe what
happened”

86T 62 3400 18} Bpennie
S

Howdiditgo?

“Well, the music business wasagiantsea-cow,
andall the youngnewbands were theleeches
suckingits blood. The guy printed this hundred-
word metaphor. Also, he asked me what music we
listened to, and I'said The Inkspots, so the rest of
thearticle was abouthow greatly we had been
influenced by The Inkspots.”

“Really, youcan getbored withinterviews,”
admitted Buck. “Provincial American papersask you the most boring
things, like whatis your musicabout? So you tend to make up things like,
‘Idunno, our musicisaconscious creatingof the myth of modern man
againstthatofthe penile mother.

“OK, sowere making fun ofthese guys, butwe're also making fun of
ourselves. Thisisa prettysilly way to makealiving.”

NETHING REM hadn’t reckoned with was Reckoning being
the title of a Grateful Dead album. Peter Buck doesn’t wish to be
mistaken forarevivalist.

“ComparisonstoThe Byrdsare, asfarasI'm concerned, abloton our
career.Iliked The Soft Boys awhole bunch more than The Byrds. The
only thingleverliked about psychedelic music was those people doing
dumb pop with, like, fake eastern stuff. I reallylike that absolute
garbage trash shit-Ilaughall the way throughit, butIdon’t thinkithas
muchtodowithus.”

“Thereal, realtitleof therecord,” explains Stipe, “is File Under Water.
InAmerica, both titlesare on the spine, with nothing on the cover. Here,
theyinsisted on Reckoningbeingon the cover.”

File Under Waterindicates the futility of attempting to pigeonhole this
group. Do they feel far from the madding pop crowd?

Stipe: “Notin theromantic sense of someone, y'’know, hangin’ outon
theedge. I thinkinaperipheralwaywe do try to avoid the uglier side of the
music business. The whole game of rockis aboutself-promotion, so you
can easily see howsomeone who didn'thave the heartin the first place
mightbecome anegomaniac.”

Buck: “Idon’tthinkanything that'sgoingoninrock'n’roll,in thescene
orwhatever, has much to dowith us-notbecause were sounique or
special, butjust because we never really thoughtaboutitmuch.”

“We're justnotserious enoughaboutit, basically,” suggests lugubrious
drummer boy Bill. “Well, 'mnot,” he adds afteraslightsilence.

Mills: “We don'thave any mode of dress
oranything...”

Stipe: “Hey, not thatany ofus are bucking
forsainthood!”

Buck: “Soundslike the next REM album.”

Stipe: “The thing thatbothers me aboutalot of
newer bandsis the way they go into the studio
withaname producerand comeoutwith this
amazingly plushand overproduced sound,
which they thentrytorecreate onstage and that
seems torob them ofany spontaneity. I'mnot
saying thatwe have more correlation between
therecordsand the showsthananyoneelse,
becauseldon'tthinkthe two soundalikeatall,
butitseemstomeimportanttostartwith the
live showand then gointo the studio,
rather than the otherwayaround.”

Howhasthisvery close, organic
stylecomeabout?

“Idon'tknow, I thinkweall have
pretty good taste, sonoone’sgonna
violentlydisagree withanything.
Whenwehavearguments, they're
alwaysfriendlyones,and [ think that
reallyaffects the music.

“I'm notsure thatwithoutareal
melodicbassand background vocals
and Peter’sguitar,Iwould beavery
goodvocalist.] thinkiftheband didn’t
sound thewayitdoesIwould probably
singinadifferentway. Thevocal
sound came outofthere beinga
necessity foravocal sound like that.”

et




“I'dsay thesame,” adds Mills. “Iwouldn’tbeable
to play thisreally melodic-type bassifitwasn'tfor
Peter’'s guitar. What Peter does, except forafewsongs
where hestrums, is playaconstantsolo, sorather
thanhaveathumpingkind ofbass, 'mjustasfree
toworkaround the melodyasheis.”

What goesintoyourlyrics, Michael?

“Alotofthings. lwatch peoplealot. Three-quarters
ofmylyrics probably come from overheard
conversations, though it’s getting harder to steal
from conversation, becausel can’tgo to parties any more without
peoplewantingto talk about the band.

“It's been pointed out to me that many of the songs are about particular
timesinthelifeof the band. It'skind of nice to have a set of words which
aresointensely personal that theybecome universalat the same time.
Itrytomoveinonone momentand describe whathappened.”

Buck: “These songs are like takinga picture of your bedroom. It may not
make much sense to anyone else, but to youit'sall the thingsin yourlife.
We're certainly notsettingout to be deliberately obscure, but you have
toshort-circuit the wholeidea thatliteral language is what thingsare,
becauseliterallanguageisjust codes forwhathappens, Without wanting
tosound tooartyaboutit, tobypassactionsand gostraight to the results
iswhatwe're tryingto do, to make people feel moved by something
without themeven beingsure of what we're writing about.”

Songs like “West Of The Fields” and “Don’t Go Back To Rockville”
suggestsome love for the American heartland.

“Ilike colloquialism awholelot, whichis one of the advantages of being
atouringband. You get to see different pockets of very weird and very
interesting things. We're not singing songs like Bruce Springsteen or John
Cougar Mellencamp, 'cos theyhave atendency toget very smarmy, but
yeah, there'saconcern for America the place.I'd hope peoplein Parisand
London could getalaugh outofit.”

“The thing thatbothers me aboutso muchrock’n'roll,” says Buck,

“is thatit's so consciously mythologising. Inrock'n'roll, simple things
don'tseem to happen. There are no stories without definite beginnings
andends.”

Stipe: “It’slike PattiSmithsangin thatsong [ “Citizen Ship"|, ‘Gimme
yourtired, your poor...””

June22,1984:
REMperform
atthePalladium
inHollywood

Doespop/rockhaveasocial or political meaning
anymore?

Buck: “I'don’t thinkso. The people wholisten to
The Clash eitheralready agree with The Clash or
don’tpayanyattention totheirlyricsatall. I thinkit's
pretty symptomatic thatall The Clash's hits have
been, y'’know, ‘Rock the Casbah’ and ‘Should [ Stay
OrShould I Go'. Idon'tthinkwe'regonnagetanother
figurelike Dylan who's gonnabring political ideas
into apop format, maybe because there’s no one of
Dylan’s talentaround, orjust because people don’t wantitany more.

“Pop music’s too fragmented. Maybe in 10 years whenit's allwound
downandit'sjustabunch of boring Fabian typesin funny haircuts,
someone’lldragitoutofthe doldrums. Thereisn't one person who
couldappeal toall of pop’s fans now. Dylan could getaway with the
UsAgainst Them thing, because that was the firsttimeithad been
brought to America’sattention that the world wasn’ta perfect place.
Now evervone knows that.”

Do they feel strongly aboutanything besides music?

Stipe: “Notreally.I thinkiflwasn'tinaband I'd beamonk, orI'd raise
monkeys. [justlove musicand related art forms.”

Buck: “Itsounds sappy ashell, but the older 1 get, the more I'd like to do
something to make the world abetter place. Imean, sometimes | feel
vaguely guiltyaboutdoingthis. I feel I should join the Peace Corpsordo
volunteerwork at the weekends.”

Stipe: “We've alwayskind of said thaton the ladder ofimportant
things, beinginarock'n'roll band is probably the lowest rung, but then
when you think about being Secretary Of State to the United States
OfAmerica, itisn’t much sillier. And if Peter was Secretary Of State,
Iwouldn’tbe here today.”

REMarerock’sstudentdreamers-just fourguys makingsomeofthe
loveliest music around. At the forefrontof America's underground
renaissance, theyare busysavingall the mostvaluable thingsin their
nation’s pop tradition. Stipe tellsme there are 37 other hard-working
bandsinAthens, includinghissister's acclaimed Oh OK, and more than
afewofthemwillbe followingin REM's pioneering steps.

Whatwill the band be doingin 10 years?

“We'llbeat the forefrontof the a cappellacraze.” Barney Hoskyns e
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“We've
been SO
insular”

A PR man, a journalist and a sound engineer
from Scotland are now . Made
in seclusion, their debut is now the subject of
intense scrutiny. “All we seem to be doing is
running about shaking hands,” they confess.

MELODY MAKER

ASHIONED WITH CARE and presented with style. That

justaboutsums up The Blue Nile's music. I could use a lot

of florid descriptions —dignified, spacious, emotional,

exciting-to try to convey its feeling, but nothing could do it

justice. Quite simply, A Walk Across The Rooftops, their debut

LP, moves the receptive listener more than any music
should be allowed to.

Thelong-suffering MM staffwill testify (vociferously, I shouldn’'t wonder)
thatsince thedemo tape of the album fellinto my hands they've had to suffer
mywild enthusing from morn till night! But so completely does this music
bewitch the mind, so mesmerisingareitsintricacies, thatitbecomesa
compulsion. Soif'm turninginto a Blue Nile bore I plead guilty, sir, and
damn the consequences!

Whoare this magic band of men whose spells can capture and entice? How
can The Blue Nile have come from literally nowhere and presume to wield
suchinfluence over theemotions? Whatgame are they playing
and justwhatare theirintentions? An explanationis demanded.

Three characterssit before me on the wicker couch ofa bright
andairvhotelbarnearVirgin's Portobello headquarters. But the
trendy barwithitswall-to-wall mirrorsand pot plantsis clearly
not theirnative habitat. Norock'n'roll warriors these, with their
chunkyhand-knitsand tweeds.

Theyvlookoutofplacein these surroundings, uncomfortablein
thissituation too-thisis theirfirst-everinterviewand they're
understandably nervous. They've been travellingup and down »
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PAUL RIDER

PaulBuchanan
(right):“I'm
justastounded
it'stakenoff”

from their native Glasgow quite alot recently, and that’s nota task that
gives themmuch pleasure either.

“We're not cut out forall thiswheelingand dealing; we'd much rather
be athome working,” says Paul Buchanan, the manbehind the amazing
voice, abitabashed at the sudden attention they've attracted. “This whole
scenarioisveryforeign towhatwe're used to.”

Iftheyseemincredulousat theirnewstatusit's notsurprising. The
whole Blue Nilestoryis one of coincidence and chance. Not that there's
anythingaccidentalabout theirmusic, butbehind its publicationliesan
interestingtale.

The three metat Glasgow Universitywhere Buchanan wasstudying
English Lit, Paul Moore was tackling electronics and fine art (a curious
combination!) and Robert Bell was deeply embedded ina mathematics
course. Aftergraduating they each moved into a professional career,
Mooreasasoundengineer for Scottish Television, Bellasafreelance
journalistand Buchananbecomingthe public relations man for the well-
respected 7:84 Theatre Company.

Atthisstage they were playing together but their music was secondary
to theirdaytime careers. Gradually, though, itbecame more important,
and theyreleased anexcellentsingle called “I Love This Life” initially
throughalabel theysetup themselves,
Peppermint Records—later to be picked up by
the London-based RSO label.

“Noonewas more surprised thanuswhen
RSO expressedaninterest,” smiles Robert.
“Uptill then we'd seen what we were doingas
being quite a private thing-releasing the single
ourselves wasjusta personal thing; we never
expected anythingtocomeofit.

“When RSO picked itupand westarted
hearingiton theradioitwas quiteunreal. But
thatwas the turning poing; after thatwe decided
to thinkaboutwriting musicin the long term.

“Ourconnectionwith RSOwasabsurd,
though,” says Paul Buchananwryly. “Itwas like
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“It had been
frustrating
—we had
ideas but not
enough skills” “Hetimeosssotcsnsess

amail-order record company, we neveractually metanyone
from the label; we used to deal with them over the phone and
bypost!”

Absurdindeed-but before the situation could berectified
orbefore the band could reap any benefit from the ripples of
attention thesingle had attracted, RSO wentdown the

“That,” grins Robert, “left us somewhat up the creek!”

Butundaunted by thisironic turnoffate, they faced the
inevitable decisions. They could either continue in their jobs,
tackle the music asa part-timeinterestand hope thatanother
record company would eventually comealong, or they could
abandonother concernsand concentrate full-time on
developing their musical prowess. Paul Buchanan explains,
“We had averydefinite ideas about the music we wanted to
create and werealised thatitcouldn’tbe done in half
measure, so we quitout jobs and knuckled down to awhole
yearofconcentrated rehearsingand demo-ing.

“We needed towork notonlyondevelopingour
musicianshipskills butwe also wanted time towork on the
songs. Up till thenithad been frustrating—we had ideas but
notenoughskill to work them through.

“Thatyearof toil was gruelling, none of us had any money,
and I meananymoney, butitwasworth the effort. We could
have decided to be more high-profile after the RSO single, to
hassle otherrecord companies on the strength of it maybe,
butwe allknew the time wasn'tright.”

FTERTHIS INTENSIVE period of work, they

reckoned they'd worked on the songs enough to

warrant goinginto Castlesound Studios, near
Edinburgh, todemo analbum. This is where fate, which had
played tricks on them before, stepped in again - this time
with more encouragingresults. Linn Products, a Scottish
company renowned forits high-quality hi-fi systems (no
relation, incidentally, to the reviled LinnDrum) were opening
arecord-cutting plantand asked Castlesound for some tapes
to practise cutting on. In the pile was the Blue Nile demo.

“Theycontacted usoutof the blueand asked usifwe'd considersigning
to theirlabel,” says Paul Moore with anincredulousshrugof the
shoulders. “They had onlyeverreleased specialist-interest stuffup to
then, folkand classical mainly.

“Buttheywere so enthusiasticabout ourworkand apparentlyso excited
byitthatwedecided to gowith them. They'rereal quality buffs; they
concentrate onimproving the quality of the sound and thatappealed to us
aswell. Alsotheyweren'tan overtlycommerciallabel, and we knewwe'd
notbe hassled into deadlines and marketing pitchesand all that stuff.”

Sowith Linnbravelybacking the enterprise, The Blue Nile (aname that
Robertjokingly describesas “adesperate attempt toassociate with the
exotic”) returned to Castlesound to make the album. The unhurried
approachwasagainvitallyimportant.

“Wewanted to walk before we could gallop,” Robertexplains. “Wedidn't
wanttodo theusualkind of firstalbum. You know-one or two half-
decentsongs and the rest padding. We wanted to take it slowly and have
aresultworthlisteningto.”

In factittook five monthstorecord, sixmonthstorelease after
completion,and with the band having spentawhole yearrehearsingthe
songs, it's taken almost two years tosurface. The result, thought, is
magnificent. Steve Lillywhite heard itwhen
workingat Castlesound with Big Country, and
describeditas the best debutalbumof the past
fiveyears.

Thesongs, written by Belland Buchanan,
have agrandeurmagnified byintricate
arrangementsandan eloquence carried by
Paul's distinctly personal vocalstyle. From the
sweeping passion of “Tinseltown In The Rain”
to the hauntingelegance of “Easter Parade”, the
album catchesyouoffguard, itsunashamed
emotional explorationacomforting feast for

everynote—evenitssilences carryimport.

plughole, absorbed without trace into the Polydor corporation.
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Between them the three play guitar, bass, keyboards
andanassortmentofpercussioninstruments. But, as
they explain, “we don’thave setmusical roles. The
wholeideais to beasversatileaswecan.”

Ontherecord they'rejjoined by Nigel Thomas (of
The London Philharmonic Orchestra) ondrums,
astringsection, and Calum Malcolm, who
engineered thealbum, on occasionalkeyboards.

“Everyonegotveryinvolvedin therecord,” Buchanansays. “Like with
Nigelitwasn’taconventional session situation where he would just play
whathe wastold. He gotinvolvedin the songs and in theideas-which
was obviously better forus both.”

Sowithallthistoilfinallybehind them, are they pleased with the
reaction to the album?Virgin, through whom Linn have signed a
distribution deal, arereally getting theirknickersina twistoverit.
They've justbeen givenagolden goose and they knowit.

“I'suppose we are pleased,” savs Paul, alittle reluctantly perhaps. “The
problemis that we hardly knowwhere we are any more. [ meanwe've
beensoinsularfor the past two years, sosingle-minded in what we were
doing, and nowsuddenlyallwe seem to be doingisrunningabout
shakinghands.”

“Whenwe were doing the album we honestlyweren’'t thinking about
whatthereaction toitmightbe,” adds Paul Moore. “Wejustcouldn't think
thatfarahead. We werealot more worried about when we might getsome
sleep thanaboutrecord contractsand publishing dealsand all that.”

Butreluctantasthey maybe toenter the circus, The Blue Nile can't give
us such anenticingmasterpiece and then run away. Such powerful songs
demand some explanation.

“I'mjustastounded it’s taken off,” says Buchanan. “Ifit goes on for
anotheryearI'llbe surprised,” he adds with
disarming honesty. “I mean, we were all
thinkingofgoingbackto ourjobsonce the
LPwasfinished. Wereally don'thave grand
plans for The Blue Nile.I'm frightened by the
implicationsof what’shappening.

“Idon’twant to have to define things, to make
itseemasifwe’re constructingaphilosophyto
gowitha'career’. We honestlyjustwant to
make the kind of musicwelike, in ourown
environment, inourown time. We're not
competitive oroverambitious, and we don’t
wantthattochange.”

“We'rejust makingthekind of records we
wantto hear,” Robertaffirms, gently but firmly
for the benefitofanyone who might have
designson the band’s potential. “We want to
takeourtime and haveagood time doingit,
that'sall.”

MM MAY 5
The Blue Nile

] RAWING FROM PERSONAL
expression rather than calculated

- designisimportanttothis trio of
gentle, stubborn, idealistic men. Their lyrics
are tinged with sadness, romanticism,
elation and a perception of the passions
oflove that makes other love songs pathetic
incomparison.

Heart-

Goodmusic can always complement the
mood you're in, but you know you're onto
something really special when songs can
create and influence these moods of their
own volition. The Blue Nile's stunning debut
album seduces the emotionsas well as the
senses, and instead of fighting its effect,
the sensible thing to doisrelax and enjoy it.
Seducedinitially by the intoxicating width
of the title track, withits heart-stopping
openspacesand sensuous basslines, you'll
recognise straight off that you've hitona
veinof hedonisticluxury. There’samesmeric
quality in this music that |
makes you want to savour
every track with the
respectful appreciation of
aconnoisseur. Likeagood
book youdon'twantitto
end,butwhenitdoes

THE BLUE NILE

With the rapid pop beat of the single, “Stay”, the
envelopingwarmth of “Tinseltown”, the sparse
balladry of “Easter Parade” and the inventive
shapesof“Heatwave”, “From Rags To Riches" and
“Automobile Noise”, they explore the form of sound
andits emotional effect. There's no thought for
personal gainbeyond the satisfaction ofajob well
done. Buchanan's voice isa hypnotic that I defy you
| loresist. Yetit'sgoingtobeafrustratinglylong time before we see The

Blue Nile playing—ifever. “We’ll probably do anotheralbum before we

even thinkofdoinglive work,” explains Robert. They're aware that this

stepisunusual butare clearly determined to follow theirowninstincts,

“We'venever playedlive—oh, we messed aboutabit to finance the first

single...” Hewon'treally clarify except tosayitwas “abitoffbeat”,

“The thingis thatwe're notknownatall, notevenin Scotland,” says
Paul. “We werewrapped upinourownworkwhen the whole Scottish
‘scene’ was erupting. No one's ever heard ofus and now that we've
finished this album, come outofour cocoon forawhile, we're quite eager
to get back towhatwe consideris normal.”

It's obvious that The Blue Nile aren'tabout to subject
themselves to the pressures that asuccessful
record could bring. It's noteven certain that
theirsplendid recordswill be successful,
thoughsurely onlyblind ignorance could
ignore such delicious music. They
themselves don’tseem to mind eitherway-
they've done their partknowing that they'll

‘ reach the peoplewho matter. Thatinitselfis

arare and wonderful thing. Helen Fitzgerald o

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

stopping open spaces

LINN

His style is distinctive and these way-out
comparisons are clutching at straws.

The seven tracks here are diverse but
never gratingly extreme. There are some
concessions to commercial suss - the single
“Stay” is cleverly attuned to pop sensibility
but still retains a dignity that is the
backbone of these remarkable songs.

Experimenting with texture is obviously
aBlue Nile fascination, from the sparse
piano/vocal simplicity of the ballad “Easter
Parade” to the more complex constructions
of “Heatwave” and “Tinseltown”. The
authors are bent on moody intricacy without
beingartificially clever.

Individually, the tracks
weave patterns that leave
traces of spectacular
emotions. Nostalgia,
romance, elation and
reflectionare woveninto

—The tracks
weave patterns
that leave traces

that thrilli t their fabric with
C Io:es ngtmr?gpi: e Of spectacl“ar goeslsra:w;:-c\‘;; delicacy.
reputation. i Their spacious
“Tinseltown InThe emOtlons arrangementsare
Rain” stands out as deceptively fluid. Listen

the sweetest flavour, lush strings and
adynamic beat formingabackdrop
fortheincisive clarity of Paul
Buchanan's vocals. Lesser mortals
have compared his mellow tones to
Tom Waits, John Cale (on “Easter
Parade”) and even Nils Lofgren, but
that's all preposterous nonsense.
Rich and smooth, his tones have no
sharp edges, nounpleasant gravel.

to“From Rags To Riches” and “Automobile
Noise"” (the instrumental version, “Saddle
The Horses", is the single's B-side) on
headphonesandyou’'ll see that their
simplicity is a carefully craftedillusion.

A Walk Across The Rooftops generates
ararefied atmosphere that'sacomfortto
the soul. If thisisjustasampler of The Blue
Nile's catalogue, then we'rein store fora
whole new chapterin delight. HelenFitzgerald
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March21,1984:th
BunnymenatPark
West Auditorium
inChicagoonThe
KillingMoon Tour




'STHEBEST album yet by far, by about a

lightyear. It's Jacques and the Brellymen.
ImeanifHieronymus Bosch had been 50
yearsyounger, he'd have sounded like this.”

Macis makinghispointin thatMacwayofhis
—tongueincheek, parodying himself, taking
therise outofmyeffectivelypompous “If SirMichael Hordern
were 50 yearsyounger” recommendation of “KillingMoon”.

He’stalkingaboutOcean Rain, hisnewLP and, asusual, he
meanseveryword.

Butsomething’schanged. ThisisaMacwe'veseldomseen,
wisecrackingaway, laughingalot, challengingmymore
preposterous suggestions with even more preposterous
explanations. He'senjoyinghimself, whichissomethingI'd
have thoughtimpossiblewhenwelastmetayearago overaflag
oftruceinadrab Brighton hotel, slogging through oursulky
encounter after twoyears of critical enmity. Now he’s sipping
mytequila, bummingciggiesand reminiscingwildly. What'’s
broughtaboutthetransformation?

“Porcupine,Ithink.Imean, after that, Iwas partlydepressed

and partlyannoyed thatweweren’t playingto
OEBAN AN thestrengthsoftheband. Therewasapoint

afterthatalbumwhenIthought‘Thisisn’twhat

we'rebestat,’and I couldn’tunderstand howwe
] e gottowritingsomethinglike ‘Higher Hell’
o which, to me, was justadirge.

i “Imean,Ilikeit-it'soneofthebest piecesof
dirgeyou couldwrite—butI just thoughtwe
wereenteringthoserealmsof ‘Itdoesn’tmatter
aboutthesongs, wecandoitjustbeingthe
Bunnymen'’,andIgotcheesed offwithit.”

Bristlingwith paranoia.

Porcupinewas anautobiographyofangerand
self-doubtatatimewhenMacknows fullwell
“we could have cleaned up”. Refusingall the
easyoptionsaftertheconceitedgloryof »

Echo & The Bunnyn

PAUL NATKIN/ GETTY
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Heaven Up Here, itsaid everything Macdidn'tlike about the Bunnymen
butdidn’tremedyit, never making that crucial transition into what he
thought the group should be.

Itwas avaluable exorcism and a good record for that, butif Porcupine
wasMacinachrysalis, turningdownrolesinafitofintroversion -
“Lookwhat’shappened! Why?" - then Ocean Rainis there-flowering,
abutterflyborn ofoptimism, of talents rediscovered. It says, “Look! This
iswhatcanhappen.”

Ineffect, Ocean Rain means that Mac doesn’t play songs to people any
more. He now plays with songs that play with people. He canalter the
emphasis, impact, evenimportof the newsongs atwill. It'sasif they were
created specifically to be performed, written with a strongawareness of
their protagonist.

“It'sthedifference betweendramaand melodrama,” he decides.
“Thisalbumisdramatic without gettinginto the melodramatic ways
thatIsupposewe've been prone to in the past—although not willingly.”

I T THESONGS ON Ocean Rain can come alive with each unique
interpretation, whereas, he admits, Bunnymen favourites

L. suchas“Overthe Wall” and “Rescue” were one-dimensional
and played easily “blindfold”. Deciding this was initially a simple
matter of mechanics, but when it was rectified, itled to a cathartic
discovery. The Bunnymen were playing too loud for Mac, too intensely
inblock chords instead of chord progressions, in the wrong structures,
inthe wrongkey.

He wasn'tsinging, he wasstraining, and how could he blame folks like
me formissing outon his humourwhen the whole aura of the songs was
overwhelmingly, ifunintentionally, self-important?

Porcupinesweated the rock-messiah role outof Mac’s system and then
the four Bunnymen tookalong, hardlook at themselves and decided to
ease up.Allowingmore spaceallowed more
character. Willgotinto the Violent Femmes, Pete
tookto brushes, Leswentabithazyand Mac found
hewasnolonger Mr Emotional. He had, infact,
arrivedataplacehe calls “No Attitude”.

This “No Attitude” situation evolved instinctively
but, forwantofanythingbetter, he purloined the
titleand much of the articulation ofits philosophy
frommyreviewoflastwinter’s Bunnyshowsin
Stratford-Upon-Avon. He's been expandingand
expoundingiteversince.

Thenotion, quite simply, is this: if the performer completely
relinquishes all preconceptions about how the song should be delivered
to the passing whims, desires and necessities of the moment, the
audience can'ttakeanything for granted and, in beingforced to question
everynuance and gesture, we partake ofa stimulating game of
interpretation capable of changing moment to moment, night to night.
Inasituation pregnant with suchuncertainty, anythingcould beironic,
asense ofmystery prevailsand inanityassumes the power of enigma.

“Abandlike uswithout asense of mysteryisnothing,” Mac proclaims.

“Lyrically, itworkslike this: Thave avision oflyrical beautyand I don't
thinkIneed tosayanything thatcan necessarily mean anythingbig.
Idon'tthinkI'm particularly clever—Elvis Costello and Roddy Frame are
cleverandIthink they destroy the beauty by working with words from
anideaofwhatthey're supposed todo.

“Imean, innormal conversation somebody can say something that,
say, shocksyou butisn't premeditated - that's the only way I can write.
Iplace moreimportance onnaturalintelligence than cleverness,
becauselthinkclevernessjustleads youup some stupidalley.

“Igetalotofcriticism forwriting in thatway, butit’slike criticisingan
impressionist painter for paintingimpressionistically. I thinkit's a fairlv
weird criticism-you canonlycriticise something on thelevel thatit's at,
andifit'sbadin thatway, thenit's bad.

“We've always written the same way; it’s just that the spectrum of how
wewrite is that much bigger now. Shakespeare wrote in the same way as
me. Hewrote comedy and tragedy but the tragedy always had comedy
and the comedy had tragedy.”

Thisisn'tasdaftasitsounds. What Macissayingis thatartcantouchon

truth. Justas the Bard delighted in confounding convention, so does Mac.

In Hamlet (arole Mac oftenreadilyassumes), the prince won'taccept his
partin the old scheme of therevenge tragedy and spends most of the play
moaningabouthaving toavenge hisfather's
murder. His actions (orinactions) don't make the
playtrue, buttheydo the nextbest thing, creating
alivefrictionwith the mechanical conventions
andrevealingthemas false. Mac does thesame
inpop. Hewon'tpreachand won'ttakeany
responsibility for ourinterpretation ofhis songs.

Ashesingsin “MyKingdom”, one of the more
casuallyjocularsongs on Ocean Rain: “You suck
the foot that kicks you/And you kiss the hand that
hitsyou.”

Fouronthefloor(l-r):
PetedeFreitas,
Sergeant, LesPattinson
andlanMeCulloch




I take that to meanhewon't play the fame game by
anyoneelse'srules. He's not letting on, obviously,
buthe doesn'tdenyit.

“Firstofallandfinally, there’snowayyoucan
recreate truelife, and nobodywants thatinasong
becauseitwouldbeboring. Greatsongs have always
got to have someotherinterpretation to them-not
necessarily different, butyourown.”

TSTRATFORD, MAC delivered the

lines of “Thorn Of Crowns” with as

much passion (“Oh, more, I think")
ashedid “Rescue”, one of his more famous
emotional numbers. They went: “C-¢-¢
cucumber/ C-c-ccabbage/ C-c-c-c-caudiflower.”
Whatwas the audience to make of this? Was
Mac taking the piss out of passion or what?

“It’sreally easywithout all that weight of
meaningthatgetsattached toitand thatyou
attach toyourself,” helaughs. “Isit there
sometimes thinking, ‘God, thishasgottobe
about..."anditcanneverbeabout...itcan
never be aboutanythingasbigas the biggest
thingin theworld, butifyouwrite ‘C-c-c-c- [
cucumber’,itcould be open toall interpretations which, added together,
canbeasbigasthat.”

And once the seeds of doubtare sown, the old songs too, so setin their
ways, sosetinourminds, areripe forreconstruction. It'sarole herelishes.
It'sacting.

“I'find myselfinaweird position now that, ofall the pop personalities,
I'mthe one thatdiscerning people seem to either make more of orless of.

I mean, itcanbeenviableand unenviable, butl dorealise the importance
ofmyposition... I think...

“Likealotofourfansare Big Countryand U2 fansaswell,and [ can’t
understand why, because to me they re justwhatever anthems they
choose towriteabout. Theyassociate themselves with anthems they
choose towriteabout. Theyassociate themselves withanthems, but
Idon'tsuitthatroleandIdon'tthink StuartAdamson doeseither.

Y'know, he'snotexactlyaBob Dylan ‘Don't Follow Leaders’ type, and
yetallthese peopleare needingto attach themselvesto this anthemic
gibberish thatdoesn'tmeananything. I don't think you can be that
sincereaboutanthems thatareaboutstockattitudes.”

“APromise” wasanthemic. “Yeah, butit'salot more fragile than'In
ABigCountry'. Tome, ‘APromise’ was true, it wasn'taslogan. There's the
difference. With U2 and Big Countrythere'saneed to collect the mass.
‘InABigCountry’isn't Stuart Adamson, it's him on behalfofa mass, but
‘APromise’ wasaboutme, andifitcould beinterpreted byother people
asrelatingto them, then thataswell.

“I'drathernotslagoffbands, but Iwish they'd slag themselves offabit.

I mean, wereassess ourselves constantly, but to meall these otherbands
arejustlookinghowtorecapture thatgreatmoment they had. We've
never tried to do that. With thisalbum, I think, all I've tried todo is
recapture howtowritesongs.”

EALISING THAT PART of the art of great performance s

self-consciousness—beingseen and heard to analyse the

performance in motion - Mac sent reverberations around that
hallin Stratford that, frankly, had many Bunny-fans flummoxed.

“It'sgood thatI'minterpretedinalotof ways. Imean, Bonois Bono,
butIdon'twanttobe‘Mac’ McCulloch. I'm Steve McCulloch - that’s
important. The factis that I havea particularvoice that's more credible
than Bono's or StuartAdamson’s, because if I sing out of tune-which
[ have been known to-itdoesn’t matter.

“Dave McCullough [ex-Sounds|, when he reviewed Crocodiles when it
firstcame out, said, ‘Tan McCulloch’s got the voice of the '80s and the
unfortunatethingisthathe knowsit.

“Well, I have. I have thekind of voice thatlendsitselfto being dramatic
and, onthisalbum, I've wanted to expose me asavoice more thanonany
otheralbum. Onalltheotheralbums, I'd singwith the reverbonand
blanditoutabit, buton thisit soundslike not the greatest singerin the
world but thevoice,and I think that’'s more important.”

Such blatant exposure suggests Mac’s learned to cope withand express
embarrassmentofperformance.

“] wanna try
and reduce
the distance
between acting
and reality”

ECHO & THE BUNNYMEN

“Yeah, you've got to... especiallyifyou canwalk
aroundwith bad evesightall yourlife.” Mac's
myopic, unfocused stare apparently unnerves
people. “People think, ‘God, whatareyouon
tonight, Mac?’ People used to say thatwhen [ was
13 atschool-"Youondrugs?' 1didn'tknowwhat
drugs were!Bad eyesight-it's OK!

“No, it'sapityreally, becauseldon'twantany
false charismaattached tome; I don't want
itbydefault.I thinkI've enough natural
charismawithout that.”

What? Like that praying mantis dance?

“Oh, that’sjusthow I dance. I freak outabit
andalotofpeople say, ‘Hey, yourdancing's
great’, butit’snotdancing tome, it's just
articulatingbodily whatIwould have done
vocally. Youcandance toanythingifyou
developyourownthing.”

It'sasmuchacrowd-teaserasacrowd-pleaser.

“Yeah, that'sfairly deliberate. You have to
destroyand confirmat thesame time. You
can'tbe trapped withastereotype. John Hurt
on Film Nightsaid there’s two variations of
characteractor-there’sthe typethat takes the

partto himand the type thatgoesto the part.

Hedescribed himselfasone who goesto the partandI think that’s what
lam. It'sthe onlywaytoretainyourself. Bonoand StuartAdamsonlet the
partgotothem.

“It'slike something Lorraine said the other night. Iwas talking about
some particularsingerandIsaid, ‘'Oh, he soundsjustlike he's pretending’,
andshesaid, 'Well, that'swhatsinging’sabout, isn'tit?” And it’s true, but
vou've got to balance it outbetween pretence and honesty.

“Oneofthe thingsIworryaboutis that the great modern pop songs
areallactuallyacts. Like ‘She Loves You'-you can'tactually say that John
Lennon’ssingingabouthimself. That'saworryto me because, in that
respect, maybe ‘KarmaChameleon’is up therealongside it when, from
wherellisten, it'sjusta pile of crap like Olivia Newton-John orsomeone.

“Itryand change therules of that standard ‘great pop song’into being
able tobereallyemotional; Iwannatryandreduce the distance between
actingand reality as much as possibleand still create thatgreat pop-ness,
butso farthe gap’s quite bigbetween, say, whatJim Morrison really felt
and his public persona. Lou Reed wasalot closer.”

Thisattitude worries me. Itsounds as if Mac'slosing patience,
outgrowing the perimeterof pop’s capability. Itcan’t contain hisirony
because that's neither whatit'saboutnoreven whatitwants to be about.

“lagree totally, butwhatcanIdo? Lyrically I'm fightingalosing battle.
It'sthesameasrapebeingon theincrease and crimeandlack of brain
power. That may sound pompous, like something the school swotwould
say, butit'strue.

“Theattitude today is you've gottabe average, that's thenoble thing,
andit’s the mostdisgustingattitude that prevails throughout the world.
There's justso much scum throughoutevery classin every country, and
I'maccused of beingright-wing and pompousand self-opinionated
because I thinkthat certain things matter.”

CEAN RAINIS Mac's insistence that pop should matter, that it
shouldn'tgivein to easy options, thatitshould do whatitdamn
well likes. [t was, inevitably, self-produced.

“Ithad to be, otherwiseitwould have been like Shakespeare giving his
playstoaneditorsaying, ‘Ponce 'emup abitand make 'em commercial’
Thatdoesn'twork forme. If what youwantis tobe bigin America, then
Steve Lillywhite or somebody of thatilk is obviously the person, but that’s
justanexcuse forbeingsecond-rate.

“Imean, when Bowie went Ziggy, it was annoying. Old-age pensioners
didn'tlike David Bowie, but Boy George is the OAP’s favourite - that says
alotforthe death of popandvethe’sbeing hailed as the new pop brigade!
Iknowwhen peopleinterview me they're expecting me tocome up with
somelittle controversial thingnowand again. Well, Tjust wish there were
afewmore potent people.”

[tellhim that, of the hundreds ofinterviews 've ever done, only about
halfadozen people had anything tosay.

He shoots me that wicked smirk: “Who are the other five?”
SteveSutherland

HISTORY OF ROCK 1984 | 69



June17,1984:Nick
Cave&TheBad

SeedsappearatExit,
“Chicago'soriginal

punkbarsince1981”

70 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1384




‘A tight, tense
drama’

his recent activity, in

particular his appetite

: for provocation. “My
particular songs are

fairly harmless vehicles

for expressing what |

3 might entertain within
L my mind,” he says
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ITHA PRESENCE as powerful as The
Birthday Party, it's often tempting to
assign them theirown fictional
personality. I always thought of them
as Werner Herzog's most notable
saintlyidiot, Kaspar Hauser, who,

raised in adark cellar, developed away of seeing and thinking
thatwas most disparate, more alive than those around himin

theoutside world.

Butthen, Nick Cave hasbeen evenless complimentaryabout

themhimself.

Forhispersonain The BirthdayParty, hebeganwith theimage

ofthe consumptive hagfrom thegrotesquebirthdayparty

sequencein Dostoevsky’s
CrimeAnd Punishnient, sitting
inthecornercoughingintoa
handkerchiefand displayingthe
spotstotheassembled company.
Hewas asordid exhibitionist,an
attention-seeker.
Bythelaterdaysoftheband,
hisimagehad metamorphosed
intoaslug, whoseartwasits
slimeand whose movements
wereslowand painful.
Slitheringbetweenironyand
tragedy, lastyear The Birthday
Partyslugfinallysliceditself
openonthatrazor'sedge, but
instead of theunsightlymess
youmighthaveexpected, itleft
behind the finest examples of
itsartin“TheBadSeed”and
“Mutiny” - two four-track EPs
thatshone throughthe
amorphous massof transparent
mediocrityreleasedin1983. »

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY
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Withbothrecords, there’safeeling of something intangible, ofaband
reaching where they oughtnot to go-they provoke imagination and
inspire hyperbole. Bothare testaments of romantic daring and sick
obsessiveness, full of feverishimages of guilt, pictures of murder that are
simultaneously horrendous and secretly attractive.

[twasat thatpoint thatit first became clear that Nick's songwriting was
departing from every mode known to rock musicand developinginto
some new, iridescent form, inturns trenchantand direct, epicand
overblown. Meanwhile, the band’s music was hurlingitselfinto astate of
wild, epilepticdisorder thatseemed to be driven by astate of frenzy, even
inits mostdangerously restrained moments.

With The Birthday Partyliterallyfallingapart—-Rowland S Howard
hadalready gone and Blixa Bargeld from Einstiirzende Neubauten
was deputisingon guitar-they made theirglorious exiton “Mutiny!”,
smashingthemselves spectacularly against theirown reflections. And
yetinthe midstofthe crash, Nick captured the mood of modern Britain
withanacute perception that the desperate, depressingworthiness of
aWeller could neverhave approached.

“Atnight my body blushed to thewhistle of the birch,” he raved. “Witha
little practise ! learned to use it on myself.”

With thatline, ostensibly referringto religion, he encapsulated the
masochismofanation thatseems to be yieldingany notion of individual
power toahigherauthority. It was astinging condemnation of a system
controlled by punishment and reward -both determined from above.

Itwasarigorousstatementof the individual'srevoltagainst the
utopiaasanopiumofthe people, areactionagainstany dullingagent
of theimagination. Itended The Birthday Partyin the only way possible
-violently.

From the wreckage of “Mutiny!”, Cave has now
emerged withasolo LP, From Her To Eternity.
Recorded with the quietand underestimated
drumming force of The Birthday Party's Mick
Harvey, Blixa Bargeld crushes an unearthly
sound fromaguitarheld together with nails,
Hugo Race (previously of Melbourne band Plays
With Marionettes) arhythm guitar background
and BarryAdamson'sbass holdsanaxis solid
enough tolink the straining elements together.
Released fromall controls, Cave's songwriting
hasspiralledinto awild and wheeling poetry of
cruelty, pursuing the most nightmarish strands
of The BirthdayParty’'s fascinations.

Itbeginswithanassaulton the forbidden
territory of Leonard Cohen'’s “Avalanche”, with
Nick at his mostsupremelyarrogant. In Cohen’s words, he discovers
anattitude that'sremarkably close to his own philosophy of ugliness as
aplatform forindividuality. “Tamon a pedestal,” comes the grinding
vocal, "Youdid not place me there/ Your laws do notcompel me nowto
kneelgrotesqueand bare.” Insuchasettingitcomesasastatementof
messianicself-justification.

Instark contrast, “Cabin Fever” isavivid evocation of chaos with
Cave playing Charles Laughton’s Captain Bligh onametaphorical Ship
OfFools, setonablind course fordisaster. “Well Of Misery” plumbs
thedepthsof personalirresponsibility,
with the narrator usinghis own
dissatisfaction as the means tomurder
the one-time loverhe seesasits cause.
Itsvengefulnessrunsagainstanother
contrastin the self-directed anguish of
“From Her To Eternity”.

The secondside, originallyintended
tocomprise thesecond partofadouble
EP package, further pursues Nick's
fascination with the American Deep
South, inthestoryof “Saint Huck”, the
corruptedinnocentwho “tradesin the old
manoftheriver/For thedirtyold man of the
latrine”. “Wings OffFlies" is the nearest
the LP comestolightrelief, abizarrelittle
joke thathas thelead characterplaying
the old game of she-loves-me, she-loves-
me-not, usinginsectwings instead of
flower petals. Inevitably, in the lack of
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“My songs
require you to
listen to and
understand
each line”

aninsectwithanodd number ofwings, she loves him not. Finally, “Box
ForBlack Paul” beginsasaWho Killed Cock Robin-styleelegy for the
destruction of The Birthday Party, and develops into a huge and bloated
dirge thataches with ayearningbeauty, the voice dredging theloss to
produce the loneliest sound you've ever heard.

Ofcourseit’s not constructed withouta certain humour, buteven by
thestandards of The Birthday Party, it'sadark variety indeed - there’s
notalottolaughabout. It'sawork more contemplative than Marc
Almond's Torment And Toreros, butone thatshares its total ambition.
From Her To Eternityis astatementofromanticirrationalism, stretching
to theverylimits.

ALKTONICK Cave and you're talking to a variety of characters.

Like ]G Ballard, he views externalreality as a sinister novel, and

heseeks to play more parts: the irresponsible artist, the wounded
romantic, the hunched grotesque, the Nietzschean individualist. He
plays with the cartoon personae of Nick Cave in the same manner that
he manipulates the images of Elvis Presley or [ggy Pop.

Rightnowhe's playinga character very close to the hag displaying her
blood spots, as he indicates the cramped surroundings of his current
living conditions. Look atmysqualor!

“Nice, isn'tit?" heasks withironicrelish as we enter the single room he
shares with Blixa and Hugo. At the moment, though, Blixa has fled to
Berlinand Hugo to Oxford,leaving Nick toshare the room with a handful
oftelephone messages, a copy of Moby Dick and a treasured portrait of Gl
period Elvis Presley.

Staring from the wall, Elvisstandslegsastride, facing forward with
agrin, framed by yellow, peeling Sellotape. Nick stands framed by the
vellow, peeling paintof the door that connects
tothetinybathroom, longskinnylegsastride,
thetoesofhis pointed boots leaving the floor
tocurlback, pixie-fashion. The back of his
blacksatinjacketis turned toreveal “Korea”
embroidered onitinlarge, luridletters.

Herunsnicotine-stained fingers through
the backcombed nest ofhair,anamused
glancereflectedin thebathroommirroras
hewatches thelatest voyeurs stumbling
aroundinsearchofstandingspaceamidstthe
dirtylaundry, sniffingthe stalesweat ofthe
artist'satmosphere.

“Talways thinkit'simportant to show people
whereyoulive,” he continues.

Whatwas thatline from the Elvis Costello
song? “This proposition for invasion of your privacy! Give yourself awey
and find thetakein me." Sowhatare the chances that Nick Cave will give
himselfaway? Showus the bleeding heart he delights in setting against
theswastika?

Well, firstwe'd have to perform the impossible task of distinguishingjust
whichoneofthe manyfaces onshow, both here and elsewhere, precisely
isNick Cave. What Cave’s critics have often missed is thathisartis one of
dramatic fakery, executed with awicked delight in defyingexpectation.

Of course there's the usual Wild Man Of Rock/Thinking Man Of The
ModernAge dichotomy between the most
readily recognisable Nick Cave stage
personaand the calmand contemplative
demeanourofNick Cave theinterviewee.
Buthisgalleryof masks contains less
easily classifiable characters than that
-some borrowed from history, some
from classical fiction, or from the most
hallowed museumsofrock’nroll.

Inhissongs, fiction mergesintoreality,
theshadow of Raskolnikovmingles with
Hamlet; Cave’sown creations—Gun, King
Ink, The Dim Locator-mixwith hybrids
like Saint Huck. Allofthemare partly, but
neverentirely, Cave himself. His latest
fascinationstaresatus fromthe wall.

“I'vejustjoined the Elvis Presley Fan
Club,” hegrins. “They're sendingme some
more posters; can'timagineI'llgotomany
ofthe meetings, though.”

FROMHER TOETERNITY




The Presleyinfatuationisreflected inavocal
inflection at the end of “Box For Black Paul”,
Morespecifically there’s the nextsingle, a
version of “In The Ghetto” honed down to tones
of semi-seriousness from the original scoured
version thatappeared in his contributionto
The Immaculate Consumptives shows.

“There'sverylittleinittosuggest thatit's
recorded withanythingotherthan the greatest
respectand admiration,” hesayswithacertain
bemusement. “lloveitbecauseit'sasongl've
lived with for thelast sixmonths-butlcan
imaginea Birthday Party fan mighthavesome
difficultyknowingwhat tomake of it.”

Aswith mostofCave's fascinations, his
interestin Presleyisnotinhisgreatnessbutin
hisdecline, intheartifice ratherthan theart.

“Theinfluence thatlget fromanyfictional
character,” hesays, “is from their cartoon
selves, the pointatwhich they themselves
becomecliches. Inthatsense, allofmyown
charactersare cartoonsof themselves as well,
inthat theybeginwithastockcliche that
people canlatchonto, thatwill trigger off the
desired initialimpression.”

Irememberbeingderided forcomparing
Mark ESmith's songwriting to a Buster Keaton
sketch, butIstillmaintain thatboth Smithand
Nick, who belong toamutualadmiration
society, take thesame surrealistic delightin
building up expectations to shatter them. But
would he say thathis artistic progress hasbeen
amatterofavoiding becomingacliche himself?

“No, Iwould say thatifanythingl have done
mybesttoembrace beingacliche myself,” he
argues. “Theway thatIwrite and the way that
lamasapersonisinvolvedin the useof
aclicheinanenvironmentwhere it
would notusually be found, such that Y
the newsettingrestoresittoits original %
potency. You have torememberwhat
aclicheis—whichissomethingthat
was formerly powerful, but through
overuse hasbecome meaningless. You
canrestoreits meaning by puttingitin
adifferentsetting.”

Musically, From Her To Eternityis

asparsesound, snagged with Blixa : §: v ! NickCave:"“The

Bargeld'’s corruption of the blues guitar. ; i R influencelget
Sy BT e fromanyfictional

Asalong-standing friend of Nick’s, : f ! characterisfrom

Blixawas the natural choice, notonly AuY : X ' theircartoonselves™
because Neubauten’s philosophy is ’ ¥

inaccord with Cave's “search fora ) wouldifyoudecided tovisit the toiletin the
simpler.moredirectlyviglent” formof CCT he Wa; finalscenes of Taxi Driverand expect to know
expression, butbecause asanon-musician he y whatthe filmisabout.”

~like Kaspar Hauser—isincapable of seeing Ashe proclaims, he hasabandoned any

.
thingsinaconventional manner. ]: alryl 1S 1 ]Ot careerist notions thathe mightat one time

“Asfaraslcanworkout, Blixacan'tactually haveentertained. It'sabrave attempt to escape
playthe guitarin the conventional format d t th the tyrannies of commercial punishmentand
all, buthe hassome method of tuning the ue O e reward, which hasits roots in his philosophy
instrument thatcan produce the most oftheindividual.

.
amazingnoiseswithout the use ofanyeffects 11] fl] ] e [ ] Ce Of “I'wouldlike to escape definingmyown

whatsoever. Hewould regard using footpedals realityintermsofpunishmentandreward, in
orwhateverasahopelesslymiddle-class, 29 preference towhatI consider to begood and bad.
public-school form of playing.” ] I I S/ parel Its Thoselinesin‘Mutiny’, referringto punishment

Where the musicissimpleand direct, though, andreward, wereintended to point the fingerat

thelyrics have developed toanew formof religion, and why people believedin the
complexity. Theimages are directand violent, but there’s always conventional concepts ofgood and bad, whicharebasedongreedand fear. _
something deeperand darker than the surfaceindicates. Itmakes a “I'mveryinterested in discoveringsomething withinmyselfthatisnot &
demand on thelistener that Nick describes withatypical arrogance. affected by other forces. I have very strong feelings that the way lam is not =
“Iseeitinsame the wayasatight, tense dramain the cinema-mysongs dueto theinfluence of my parents ortheenvironment that [ wasbrought 2
require you tolistento thestoryline frombeginningto end, tolistento upin-anyexternal factorsare basically quite superficial. Iwouldlike =
and understand each line. Otherwise you getlostin thesamewayas you toconsider myselftotally alone and above those influences, whichisto » £
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dowithdevelopinga character thatis sufficiently strong not to be
influenced by the way that other people think, but to develop amoral
codethatisnotundertheinfluenceof ordinarylaws and religious laws
and beable tolive under thatwithouta nagging conscience.

“I'have ways of thinking philosophically that are not always so easy to
putinto practice; the main one being that the laws thatare made up to
governeverybody shouldn’tapplyto me. Theyshouldn'tapply to
anybody, butnoteverybody has the beliefin themselves to realise that
theyaredifferent.”

It'samannerofthinking thatwill be familiar to anyone who has
read Dostoevsky's Crime And Punishment.
Raskolnikov, the characterwhose face Cave s
assuminghere, is under the belief that there are
moral absolutes of good and evil that transcend
thelaw. Tobe truly great, he reasons, a person
should be capable of committingmurderin the
cause of good-like Napoleon. Inthe end
Raskolnikovisstrangled by the very “nagging
conscience” that Cave refers to.

Murder, of course, loomslargein Cave's
schemeof things:in “Well Of Misery” and
“Black Paul” and back to “She’s Hit", “Gold
Blade”, or moststrikinglyin “Sonny’s Burning”,
whereaguiltyaestheticisdrawn fromthe
comparisonofaburningbodyto “a bright
eroticstar”.

“My particularsongsare fairly harmless vehicles for expressing what
Imightentertain withinmymind,” he argues, assuming the role of
irresponsibleartist, “or mightfind it desirable orinterestingto do, were
itnot for the obviouslyimpractical lengthsyouwould havetogo toto
commit these things. The things that I write aboutare things that,
outside of the obvious difficulties, | would like to witness.

“I'wouldn’twrite about these thingsifI didn't feel some attraction
towards them.Idon'tdwell on these themesin order to be controversial.
Thereare things thatIdo for those reasons, but they're very deliberate
and obvious things thatare makingacommenton theideaof being
controversial, and howridiculousand shallow such away oflife is.”

Youmean thevacuity of the good old-fashioned shock value?

“Well... for putting thisage-old bone of contention the swastika, using
thisasasymboland associating yourselfwithit, never have Iconsidered
what the inference ofhavingthis particularsymbolis; ratherithas
always constituted partof mysense ofhumourasregardswhatis
controversial and whatisn't. It's still tempting for me to use that
particulardevice.

“Inthe case of the swastika, I've always useditin the most deliberately
moronic fashion.I'llalso do thatin the writing, byinsertingaline thatis
deliberately shockingorirresponsible. It's finding those symbols and
thoughts thatare farmore shockingin
certainenvironments than theyarein
others.AsI'vesaid, certainclichesin
theright contextcanstillbereasonably
effective. The swastika, asI'veusedit, is
effective-I'vealsouseditin contexts
thatcertain people thatlfind totally
intolerable willbe repulsed by."

Nick’sirresponsibility takes him
to the edges of thoughts that may
be buried in the mostself-consciously
moral of minds. Itmayalsobe
argued thatit takeshimto the edge
of what mightbe conventionally
defined assanity.

“Ithink thatmightbeafairly extreme
way of sayingsomething that mightbe
true, but-forwantofabetterword-it's
acontroversial way ofsayingit...

“Ifindithardtotalkabout thingslike
thisbecause'maware of the way that I
would previously have thoughtof them.
I'mvery conscious of my thought
developingindirections thatIwould
previously have thoughtofas funny,
somethingtotoyaround with.”
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“Certain
cliches in the
right context

can still be
effective”

What do you mean specifically by that?

“Well... it'sdifficult to talkaboutit specifically, but... when I wrote ‘Deep
InThe Woods', whichIconsiderafairlypompous and overblown song,
Iwas dealingwith asubject thatI feltuncomfortable about dealing with
and [ was nervousaboutshowing thatto the group. I felt they would think
itwas too unreasonable, ortoo over the top, to produceanode toa
murdered woman, aseverely murdered woman. Nowl find ithard not to
writeabout thingslike that, because the imagery excites me inaway that
theimagesofreligion excited me.

“Eveninthatsense, Ihad never thoughtoftossing overin mymind the
worthofreligion, lalwaysassumed thatitwas
ablind alley and notworth thinkingabout,
althoughlIplundereditforitsimagery. These
daysIfind myselfmore and more considering
itasaviablealternative. If1thoughtanything
was heading towards insanity itwould have
beentostartfeelingreligious about things.”

Soyounowfind the beliefin God areasonable
alternative?

“Well, Icansay now, quite firmly, thatI1do
believein God. Not thatIbelievein the Bible or
Christianity, buta more convenientword to
expresssomethingthat predestineswhatwe are
tobewhen weare born, some force thatmade
medifferent from other people, in terms of what
wearetalkingabout, about theindividual; some
coreinside myself, impenetrable to anyone else and unable to be affected
byanybodyelse. I'mnottalkingabout anold man with abeard, orabout
retribution, thatafter thislife something will happen to me, thatI'm
really goingto go to heavenifI'magood boy or hell if I'm bad. It's just some
force thatmayas wellbe called God asanythingelse.

“Isthatascoop?”

Isitintended tobe?

“No, notatall,it'snotaswastika.”

STHE CONVERSATION continuesinalocal pub, an old man
leans across to our table, and fixes Nick with astare. “You'rean
arrogant fellow,” he accuses.

“I'vegotarighttobe, 'mafamous person,” Nickreplies, “I'vejustdonea
Europeantour.”

“Ohyeah, what'syourname?”

“I'm Napoleon,” answers Nick, witha twinkle.

Yes, therole of theirresponsible artistas provocateur, as enemy of the
tidy world of liberal moralists, has been in existence for some time now,
long enough nowto qualifyfor cliche status.

Allthe same, some of usare grateful that the rich tapestry of rock'n’roll
hasbeensplattered with the pusand gore of The Velvet Undergrounds, the
IggyPops, the Foetuses, the Marc
Almondsand the Nick Caves, figures who
will playwith fireandseektoscorch the
glossypackage of the shiny pop fantasy.

Nick Caveisanardentirrationalist,
too complexacreatureto plod the
straightline of theliberal path. His
images—inconversationasinhis
songwriting—areaperpetual
provocation contrived to throw even
hisadmirersintoastate of crisis.

A TRIPLE CASSETTE OFFER FOR
£5.50 TURN TO PAGE 20

irrationalism as the ultimate

principleofinfinity in our art,
the indissoluble, the homesickness,
the yearning for meaning in madness...
The continuation of life by other means,
including the issues of guilt, ceremonies
of expunging guilt, the work of mourning
as the reflection of this loneliness of
infinity. Atits start suffering; and at its
end morality.” - Hans-Jurgen Syberberg,
from the introduction to Hitler: A Film
From Germany
Don Watson
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November9,1984:
NickCaveandBad
SeedsbassistBarry
Adamsononstage
attheMeervaart
Theatre, Amsterdam
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¥ Springsteenonhis !
| BornInThe USA

Tour, Philadelphia,
September1984

ALBUMS

Bruce Springsteen
CBS

Allover Bruce Springsteen's
America, the lights are going out,
inthe bars, inthe factories, in the
frame houses. OnBornIn The
USA, Springsteenisolder, even
more claustrophobicand
increasingly desperate.

It seems astonishing that
Springsteen’s morbid obsessions
- prison, busted marriages and
the futility of good times - should
have made himsuchalegendin
the American heartlands. The
man's a walking museum piece,
conceived and formedin the
primeval days before MTV, still
adhering to the simple, robust
formulae of the rock’n'roll music
he grew up with. He hasmorein
common with Henry Fonda than
with Boy George.

Armed only with some corroded
blue-collar dreamscapes (Blue
Collar director Paul Schrader
getsathank-youonthesleeve,
coincidentally) and the mighty
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REVIEY,

E Street Band, Bruce
has forged acollection
of songs here that ranks
with anythinghe's done, and
indeed BornIn The USA might be
his bestrecord. Nevertheless,
the last mythic rocker paints
pictures of unremitting gloom.
| find this rather odd.
Withsuccessive releases,
Springsteen’s version of “rock”
has moved further and further
from any remaining vestiges
of what it might
feelliketobe DU
adelinquent
underage
beer-drinker.
The stately,
ponderous but
devastatingly
powerful
E Street
contingent
have refined
the primitive
rock beast
remorselessly, to
the point where
ithas become

aformof classical
music, complete
withits ownrange
of referencesand
allusions. Except,
instead of being
acelebrationand
ayell of defiance,
Springsteen has
turneditintoa
death-knell for
thingsonce

held dear.

“We justsit
around talking
about the old times/
She says whenshe
feels like crying
she starts laughing
thinking about/
Glorydays..."
(“Glory Days').
Thereisasortof
doleful poetryin
Springsteen’s
Rockwell-bleak
scenarios, not
always apparent
fromreadingthe
lyric sheet,andan
undercurrent of
bitter pride running
through his plain
man’s narratives.
By the end of Side
Two, though, you
begintowonder
why the guy

doesn'tjust

string himself
up and have
done withit.
If youwere to
boildownthe
subject matter
of BornInThe
USA, you'dendup
with death, either literal
or metaphorical. Dead
relationships, ruined lives, dead-
endjobsanddead people. The
fifth word Springsteensings on
therecordis“dead”. The opener,
the title track, blasts off with
Bruce accompanied by funereal
snare drum.|t's a veteran lament

(“Had a brother at Khe Sanh

NTHEWSA./B

| fighting offthe Viet Cong/ ‘
‘ They'restill there, he’s allgone™),
asagaof amanwho chose the
army over prison and ended up
with nothing. Springsteensings
it like a wounded bull, while the
band soundlike anavalanche.
Among the toweringrock
structures, youcandetect some
explicit quotes from time to time
-there's the Spector-meets-
Motown throb of “Bobby Jean”,
the Cochran/Holly twang of
“Working On The Highway”
and the Dylanish “No Surrender”.
Notforgetting the unpleasant
similarity between “DancingIn
The Dark” and New Musik's
“Living By Numbers”,an
unfortunate coincidence.
It's the earthy comradeship
| between Springsteen and his
group which prevents this from
being a cultural suicide note.
Ontheinner sleeve the band
arepicturedinmonochromein
ashadowy unfinished house, so
de-glamorised that Clarence
Clemonslooks like a plumber,
while therest could be detectives
fromthe 38th Precinct. Age has
withered them, but they endure.
It's not quite as natural as it
looks, of course. The very format
of this music demands a certain
' melodrama,andinasonglike the
nostalgic “My Home Town" you
might spot the kind of working-
class attitudes suggested
cosmetically in Silkwood, and
inthe last verse, the kind of \
bittersweet relationship \
marketed sosuccessfullyin
Terms Of Endearment. |
To that extent, this musicis
working-man’s soap opera, hard
factssqueezedintoformulae and
consequently rubbing shoulder
with cliche. “My Hometown",
for example, manages tocram
racial violence, unemployment
and approaching middle age
tidily into four-and-a-half
minutes, while Bruce never tires
of using penal servitude as the
core of asong. “Made it, Ma - top
| ofthecharts...”

But despite the
familiarity of |
themes and forms,
BornInThe USA
makes astandin
the teeth of history |
andstirsafew ‘
unfashionable
emotions. You
may prefer your
entertainmenta
trifle less autumnal,
but then again,
it's notjust
entertainment.

TEEN

Adam Sweeting,
MM July 28




The Cure

FICTION

Trying to get to the bottom of
The Topisa bitlike trying to
decide whether a happy lunatic
would be better off sane. It's silly
andsinister, like Syd Barrett. It's
selfish,irresponsible, perfectly
amoral and completely
incompatible with anything else
happening now, orindeed,
anything that's probably ever
happened. It’s playing practical
jokes where the victim dies. It's
Vincent Price in Theatre Of Blood
- plotting, delighting to saw the
head off another nice song.

Inaway,it'sas carefree and
cocky as The Beatles' “White
Album”, but it never sounds
wilfully disorganised. Its logic
is strict, just unhinged that's all.
We shudder but sympathise,
giggling. The Topis psychedelia
that can't be dated, the sounds
and shapes of somebody
revellinginanidentity crisis.
It'sa pose on purpose, as
preposterous asit wants to be.
There's no way | could criticise it
eveniflwanted to, becauseit
didn't set outto door prove
anything, soit couldn’t fall short,
now could it? [t recognises no
values butits own existence;
norules, no precedents, no
preconceptions, nothing. The
Topisperfectfreedom.

I've yet to meet anyone who can
tellme why The Cure are having
hits just now of all times -it’s one
of those brilliant things that
confounds all those theories
about only clones of clones
surviving. Have we discovered
somethingin Smith’s busy
lethargy (two bands and still
dreaming all day!), andif so,in
heaven's name what? Or has
Smith uncovered some twitching
nerve near our funny bone that
reactsinstinctively to his
whimsical tortures? Whatever's
going on, Smith’s kept his sulk to
himself and done what all the
Wellers have beenbleating on
about; he's escaped his past and
wriggled out of the cul-de-sac
that we knew and loved to death

as The Cure.
He's stomached
the violent
monotony of
the wretched
Pornography
and thrownitall
up.He doesn't
care what we
think any more
-he'snotthe
guitar heroin
black with a
headstuffed
with Camus, but
he could be next

| Wednesdayif he felt like it. He

just doesn't give two hoots, he
howls whenhe wants to.

There's not a straitjacket
designed by the critical canon
that could restrain The Top. It
couldbe ajoke or anything.
Smith's voiceis all over the place,
play-acting, mock passionate,
whining, daft as Steve Harley,
devious as Devoto. Where his
head's at's something else. Most
of the lyrics on The Top - “Dust
my lemon lies”... “Oh, I should feel
like apolar bear”...“Shapes in the
drink like Christ” - sound like
video cuestoeggon TimPope to
weirder excesses. Theycircle
their subjects like vultures,
swooping to peck at some sense,
squabbling over morsels, then
fluttering away again, glutted
with their own being. Every line
on The Top isasonginitself.

Coulditbe drugs? “The Wailing
Wall" could be an acid tripin
Israel. Coulditbe the Banshees?
The Top itself worms around
similar tunnels. Could Smithbe
ahippy? “DressingUp"isa
gorgeous acoustic ditty yawning
and stretchinglike vintage String
Band. Could it be cunning? Oh,

| very.Justas“Love Cats” teased

cocktailjazz like a cat witha
moth,sothereare cluesin
The Top of Smith’s inspiration.
The flutey feedback of
“Wailing Wall” is Hendrix's

“I1f Six Were Nine"; the “Give
Me It" vocals echo Nick Cave's
“Mutiny In Heaven”. Smith's
agreat taxidermist.

Still, attempting to account for
The Topislike trying to account
for someone’s dreams; you add
upallthe reactionsandreasons
and there’s still something
missing. The more | think
aboutit, the more|
reckon either Smith'’s
gonemad or we

“pathetically

{tameandmeek”

SINGLES
Kajagoogoo

EMI

If hearts of gold made

great groups, then I'msure the
Kaja chaps would be up there
with the best. But as you well
know, the devil has all the best
bands and Kajagoogoo try very
hard and achieve very little. For
all their attempts at providing
avigorous funky base for their
well-secrubbed pop, the sound
is pathetically tame and meek,
while the limitations of Nick
Beggs' little-boy-lost voice are
painfully evident. He tries to
compensate by plunginginto
falsetto at every available
opportunity, but Frank Ifield
yodels much better. MMApr28

Bruce Springsteen
CBS

Great commotioninthe office
with rumours of anew Brucie
single. Well, sorry to disappoint
you, Mr Sweeting, but this
missive from the hero's camp
is frankly aload of old twaddle.
It sounds more like Meat Loaf
on an off day than the mighty
Springsteen at hisbest. A
flat-footed beat carries no
momentum, and the vocals
sound like the death throes of
astrangled wino.| meanis this
retrogressive or what? File
alongside Johnny Cougarand
let’s forgetit. MM, May1e

Modern Romance
RCA

This lot seem to date back to the
Eisenhower era, and possibly
have atie-in with Bravington
engagementrings. Theyare
very goodat it, though. “Sucha
lucky guy...soonwe'llbe

: marriedandraisea
familee... two
children, maybe

have.Maybe three...every
both? Who rx‘ght o? my
knows? Who nees
cares? Loveit! pray.”" Thisis
Steve Sutherland, Doris Day
MMMays material, but
PRINGSTEEN
BI:E&!'}"% N THE DARK
ki s i, L, G ke, 18

Recoroed by Teby 558

socaringlyand

confidently
delivered that|
rushed outand
bought apacket-of-

three. The orchestration

sways along seductively, with
dabs of falsetto and wafts of
string. Very romantic, but could
form plaque. MM,Mays

Everything But The Girl
BLANCOYNEGRC
Reminiscent of those old Getz-
Gilberto-banked-down bossa
novas, thisis gently pleasant.
Tracey Thorn's vocal is pitched
low and confidential, but
the number only achieves
memorability with the entry
of Dick Pearce’s flugelhorn.
Pretty playing, humdrum song.

| MMMays

Jason And The Scorchers

EMIAMERICA

Sadstories of the
deathof rock'n’
rollabound,

but have little
bearingon
thesaga of
Jasonand his
Scorchers.
Sounding like \
something they may ¥
once have tested at "
Edwards Air Force Base;

the Scorchersare
incandescentlike asilver
streamliner. “To live outside
the law, youmust be honest...
darlin’,” snarls Jason, lashing
his Palomino with his Stetson
and at once converting one of
Bob Dylan's finest bons mots
fromdrugged warinessinto
bluntinstrument. Inthe midst
of aguitar comeback, the

vy
M
yack

ey
N e CECEE

' Scorchersclockinwithan

unprecedented number of
points - this has guitars
absolutely everywhere,
ripping, tearingand burning.
The Scorchers appeartobe
unhinged Tennessee rednecks,
sothe publicare urgesnot to
“have ago” unlessfully tanked
on Rebel Yell. MMMay12

ULLSTEIN BILD / GETTY
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“Raiding
20th century

A black group? Not a group at all? — the music/
information wing of Trevor Horn’s ZTT, home of Frankie — are
explaining nothing. “In America,” says ZTT board member Paul
Morley, “it’s just a noise — and they responded to it naturally.”

UESTION: IFTREVOR Hornisthe heartof The Art Of

Noise, who are the nose, ears, brain, neck;elbows,

legsand big toes? Answer: J] Jeczalik, Gary Langan

and Ann Dudley, the production teamwho worked

with Trevor Horn on Malcolm McLaren’s Duck Rock.

TheArtOfNoisewereresponsiblefortheopening

shotintheZang Tumb Tuum label's campaignofaction: a
voluptuous and frequently vociferous offering that simultaneously
(a) avoided thesingle/12-inchsingle/album format, (b) instituted a
re-orderingofsoundquiteunlikeanyother, and (c) reached No 1in
theUSdancecharts.

InEnglandsomewould callitacrockofcrap, but me, I liked it.
Several monthsafteritsinception, “Into Battle” andits recent
sibling “Beatbox” stand as two of the most appealingvisionary
records of the past sixmonths. Abom-bomdancebeat fabricated
from the humanvoice, carignition motors performing
paradiddles, blown across milk bottles (asonataofsourcream?)
and thescarcelynoticed incidents of domesticlife became part
of pop, the fabricofanewrock’n’roll... oryou could point to the
funkandsayitwassoul.

= Whocares? What themusicisdoesn’t matter somuch aswhat the

: musicisn’t. Thereisalwaysajoy to behad from the uncovering of

Z thenew, theglimpseoftheunseen,and while The Art Of Noise, like
mostdevelopmentsin popular music, do notspringfromnothing, »
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Oneoftheenigmatic
publicityshots-takenat
BirlingGap,between
BrightonandNewhaven in
EastSussex-accompanying
thereleaseofthesecond
AONsingle,“Close(ToThe
Edit)",inMay1984
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it'stheir fresh way of dealing with
materials, ideas and even cliches
wealready know backwards from
some other context thatgives them
theirdynamic thrust.

AON toy withsounds, toss them back
and forthacross the studio, indulge
themselvesin the wondersofstudio
technology for the pure sake of
discovery. It'samusic that takes itsell
seriouslyand wearsasmileatthesame
time, wandering through the blurred
border regionsbetween parody and
tribute to throw forward anintriguing
sense ofambiguity.

Albert Goldmanhad anastute o
insightinto the workings ofinnovationin pop
culture when he wrote the following about the
early Sun-period Elvis Presley: “During these
yearshe used his talent to create amusic that
was essentially playfuland parodic.
Approaching the pop songin thisspirit, he
established the basicaesthetic forrock'n'roll.
Rockis notsimply anamalgam of blues, country
pop, etc. Thisisto defineitbyits sourcesand
substancesinstead ofitssoul. The music’s
essenceliesinitsattitude.

“Theattitude first comesto expressionin
Elvis, theninLittle Richard, and thenin The
Beatles. Allof these singersareatbottom
parodists. They assume the identity provided
byaparticularstyle; then, working behind this mask, they achieve the
exhilarating freedom of the ventriloquist talking through his zany
dummy. Inevitably they tend towards falsetto and caricature... The
important thingis to recognise that the rootofrockis the put-onand
the take-off.”

In Sarm West, the West London recording studio owned by Trevor Horn
and hiswife/business partnerJill Sinclair, appointed press handler Paul
Morleyleans forward to consider the words. To ensure objectivity he
hasn’tbeen told who wrote them orwho theyare about. He'ssimply been
askedifthey could fruitfully be applied to the AON.

“Yeah, I'd certainly agree with the put-on and the take-offbit. That's
beenaveryimportantelement ofwhatwe doin this blue building.
Parody... yousee, people always accuse what we do ofbeing serious. This
isadistinctionI trytomake. I never quite pullitoff, but those people who
accuse youofbeingserious simplybecauseyoutryand doitwithan
attention todetailand tryto doitwell, they're usually people thatdo
things soseriously, they're soinhibited and rigid.

“The people who accuse youof beingintellectual are usually the ones
whoare takingyouseriouslyand don’tsee whatyou're trying todois put-
onand take-off. And there'sacertain thingopposed to the word ‘art’ or
the word ‘intelligent’. 1t's strange, actually, because fromintelligence
surelywillcome allthe radicalism and all the discovery and innovation

people always seem to be thirsting forin theirwhiningaboutblandness.”

Thisisnottobe the usual “bandinterview”, as the presence of Morley
obviouslysignifies. Jeczalik turns up towards the end, butby then the
mostinteresting ground’s already been covered. Far fromreflecting
some awkwardnessor casual perversity, the AON's “anonymous”
imageisadeliberately planned style of presentation. The style of their
photographs (no faces shown, often no bodies shown) mirrors a profile
keptcarefullyin theshadows.

Morley, former petenfantterrible on the NMEand nowamemberofthe
ZTTboard,assumes therole of thinker, schemer. If Hornis the heart of
The Art Of Noise, Morley's the dreamer. Asawriterwhose prose finally
degenerated into atediously obscure form of self-indulgence, it's
interestingto find thatin person he's lucid and direct. He virtually
interviews himself, gabbling through hisideasata furious number of
words per minute.

STATE

Zang! Zang! Zang!

go Lynden Barber’s art-strings as he meets
Eop cryptographers ART OF NOISE.

oud photography by Tony Barratt

“There’s a
certain thing
opposed to the
word ‘art’ or
‘intelligent

INTO
BATTLE

WITH THE

ART OF
NOISE

The Art Of Noise came together
duringthe timewhenMcLaren
wasn'tin thestudio for therecording
1;':5: of Duck Rock, he explains. Horn,
T BEATBOX Fairlightoperator Jeczalik, engineer
T Langanand classically trained
TMOWENTS 1N LOVE _ musician Dudley would mess around
R YIS inthestudio, come up withodd
_COMES AND GOES combinations of sound.
sl “Andthen, because we wanted o
develop the unit, the fifth part
became... notnecessarilyme, butthe
recordlabel, inaway. Theybecame
the frameso thatthe AON didn't
becomean anonymous, nonsensical
thing. Instead of McLarenitwas ZTT
who gaveitshapeand content.

“Ihated the stereotypical notion of the
pop group, and what we've tried todo with
everything we've signed—thoughitwasn't
so obviouswith Frankie-wasaunitof
communication thatwasn't 'the pop group’
or ‘therock group’, becauseitseemed the
very formatwasstifling theamountof
creativity orinvention thatcould come
through. Sothe AON wassetupasakind of
innovativeideato the group.

“Atthe moment there'sademand for the
instanthit-Nik Kershaw, Sade, Fiction Factory,
L it'sall‘Gottahaveahit’'-and we put themona

thingcalled ‘The Incidental Series’, as opposed
to our ‘Action Series’, whichwas mainstream to competein the charts
with the Spandaus and Nik Kershaws, because we wanted to try and
generate thekind of patience there used to be once uponatime where a
record label wasinterested enough in the music of the group, as banal as
thatsounds—to encourage themto find out themselves. So we wanted to
see how patient we could be, how farwe could take it without people
actuallyknowing whatwas goingon. In England, especially, people got
very self-conscious about that.”

Isthis because people have been conditioned to be spoon-fed?

“Theyarebeingspoon-fed, and that’s why they respond with complete
bafflementto AON, ifatall. Theresponsein England was classic
indifference. Thatwas quite enjovable to one extent, because itwasavery
interestingmusicand people who'd beendecrying the blandness oflast
vear, whensomethingdid come alongthatwastryingtoexperimentinan
accessible sense-as opposed toanonsensical German messingaround
withnoise-there was completeindifference toit.”

Wasitanygreatsurprise that therecord had been so well received
inAmerica?

“No, inawayvitwasinevitable, simply because there’'s anaturalness
there thatwe don’thave hereany more; ie, they didn'twonder whyitwas
done, whatlabel itwas on, whatitmeant-for themitwas justanoise, and
theyresponded toitnaturally. InAmerica, New York especially, AON are
thought ofas beingablackgroup, and that's interestingas well. Whereas
over here the Face/i-Dtrendsetters were actually responding to sub-
standard AON music, but thatwas trendy.”

Morley speaks of “dredgingup” the European traditionand applying
itto“apop context”. Perhaps thisisn’tsosurprising; the styleof ZTT's
press handouts and sleevenotesis obviouslyinspired by the Italian
futurist manifestos, and I've always suspected he'd defend the more
outrageous excesses ofhis pickled prose withreferences to the absurdism
anddesire toshock of the dadaists. Aninkling that turnsout to be notso
farfromthetruth.

The European-ness of ZT'T’s Propagandais obvious, the Teutonic
flavouroftheir “Dr Mabuse” underlined by the echoes of German
expressionismin the video. Butwhatabout AON?

“Inaway, theyareraiding the 20th century, in terms ofitbeingan
incredible centuryintermsofwhat's happened, in termsofdiscovery,
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and combat, the fury of the century, the tension of it. Rock groups just
seemtoborrowfromwithinaveryspecific erafor theirstuff, so it gets
weakerand weakeruntilitjustdisappearsintoapuffof Howard Jones.

“WhatIwanted to do was to reconnectto that timein the 1910s and the
1920s of surrealismand dadaismand futurism that just seemed to be
completelylost-the warjustdestroyed it. To me, there was a great sense
of play goingon there, and also provocation, and I elt that rock in its
knowntypes of provocation had died adeath. Punkwas the last kick of
provocationwithinrock. Solwanted to dredge up some of thisidea of
playandapplyitto this context.

“So that’s the European tradition I'm talkingabout, that sense of classic
ideals and verymuchasense ofcomedy, in fact, ZTTis avery funny label.
Notmany people get the joke butin factitis, it'smeant to be hilarious.
Those thatdo get the joke have agood laff, because it’s meant to be funny.
Trevor Hornisamaster comedian, y'know.

“Because of certain aspects of our post-Factory presentation, or
whateveryouwantto callit, people thinkit's over-intellectual, too
serious; ‘ArtAttack’, as some teenybop mags have called it. What it
usuallyisissimple intelligence, simple creative energy. It'salways
misinterpreted assomethingasdullasart.”

I'd gobeyond characterising the AON as European tosee themas part
ofacurrent process of internationalism of music that transcends not just
statelines butalso crosses the Atlantic, ablurring of boundaries to form
amusic thatowes allegiance to no single nation or narrowly defined
cultural tradition.

Thatin New York “Into Battle”is seen as partofelectrofunk s
instructive, forthe electro/hip hopsceneisaship adriftoninternational
waters. Recorded mostly in New York, its sources are primarily black
Americanvocal traditions and German electronic music. But Kraftwerk
drawon funkrhythms from black America and repetitive patterns

inspired by the systems composers, themselves
“Rock

fired by the music of the Third World.
It'snotatall surprising that New Order should
record with Arthur Baker, or that the mostbelly-
rumblingelectro record aroundshould bea
collaboration between German punks Die
Téten Hosenand New York rapper Freddy Love.
Neithershoulditcome asashock thata British
record should provide the model for the latest
Bill Laswell project. Matrixis essentially
Laswell'sanswer to the AON, even borrowing
the 12-inch/45rpm format of “Into Battle”.
Maybe the only surprising thingis that, given
theextent of the internationalisation of the
world’s economy, music scenes have previously
beenso parochial.
“Whatlfindinterestingabout AON,” says Morley, “is thatit fulfilsa
certainplan-thatin Europe theyreacknowledged asan avant-garde
group, like King Crimson maybe, and in New York they re acknowledged
asadancegroup.Imean, the onlyarea where they're completelyignored
is England. ButIfinditinteresting that the Europeans have responded to
acertain partofit—maybe the cut-up technique of Faust, orsomething,
orthesheer bombastic-ness of Van Der Graaf Generator that occasionally
creepsin,andinNew York peoplejustrespond to the dance feel.”

HATIFIND interesting and, curiously, paradoxical about

Morley’s despair at the self-consciousness of response in

Britain is the veryself-consciousness with which he speaks
of AON and its place within ZTT, the self-consciousness of its
presentation and style. He admits that part of his motivation is to get
people “puzzled”, to present “achallenge”. Given Morley's
imaginatively-thought-out propaganda offensive, it's easy
toassume that asimilar self-consciousness was at work 426
inthe studio. Butwhen I comment that “Beatbox” RGO e K

known types
of provocation
had died
a death”

THE ART OF NOISE

Theydon'tcareabout whatit means orwhatitis orany trend oranything,
sothatintroducesaninterestingfreshnesstoit.”

Whatcomesacross with greatstrength from the AON is the sense of
breeziness, of curiosity. Some of the greatest music arises not froma
pre-planned scheme or genius-like vision, but from the natural instinct
ofinquisitiveness. Isay “natural”, but frequently wonderifeverybody
possesses this quality, often get disappointed and annoyed when people
are giventheresources to produce a brain-teasing music and then fail to
usethem, oreven begin to explore what theirequipment can do.

Modernstudio technology possesses a mind-boggling capacity for
creationifputinto the hands of those who hunger for exploration,
inventionand justsimple fun. Anyone who'severtinkered around on
asynthesizerknows thatit’s capable of throwing up fascinating sounds.

Sowhyaresynthesizersso frequently under-used?

“That’s the point,” says Morley. “There’s no need to go in with any plan,
itjustcomesup. [t’sanaccidental music. lagree withyou. Ican't
understand how, when you review the singles, you get 90 singles, and
why89aresoawful... because that beautiful roomin there (he points
towards thestudio) is gorgeous.

“Anyonewho hasany dedication to what they do, any creative energy,
cannotgointoaroomlike thatand come outwith someawful record.
Idon'tknow whathappens. AON records sound like they've been made
inthatkind ofroom, whereas you hear Howard Jones or Nik Kershaw or
the Thompson Twins, it soundslike it was made ina mental hospital or
something. It'salmostasifthey’re scared ofthatroom.”

Hearingsuch wonderfullywicked vitriol, I could almost forgive Morley
formaking Haircut 100 respectable. I've always felt that Morley's sloppily
defined new-pop ethichelped pave the way forthe new-MOR, in the
same way that Callaghan's social-service-cutting Labour government
softened people up for the Tory onslaught. Those who sow should reap,
voumightsay.

Me? OK, Iforgive. Bitching between writers is
likeacouplearguingoverwho didn’t put the cat
outinfrontoftheir friends. And quite frankly,
thatwas then butthisis now. The subject of this
featureis: The ArtOf Noise.

Letushearwhat]J hastosay. “Theonlything
The ArtOf Noise hasislife, joy, fun. That's what
we'reall doingit for, we're having a good time.
Hopefully other people can buytherecordsand
enjoysome of the lunacy.”

Doesittake verylongto create an AON track?

“Itvaries. Someare veryimmediate. ‘The
Army Now'was halfan hour'swork. We left it
becauseithad something thatreworkingwould
havelost. ‘Beatbox' has beenreworked several
times, so thereareno hard-and-fastrules.”

Much musicseems to have lostasense of dialectic, asense of struggling
againstsomething. Doyouthink there are other musics, maybe very
differentto AON, thatwillencourage a healthier climate thatwill enable
youtoflourish, ordoyouhave anessentially pessimistic view?

“No, itcanonlygetbetter, because I see the AON as notreallyridiculing
thesituation at the momentbut challengingit.”

Tell me about therelationship between AON and ZTT.

“Theirview of AONis contrary to the way conventional record
companiessign bands these days. It'slike Paul said, artists nowadavs do
recordsand the turnoverrate ofbandsis frightening, and therearevery
fewbands who actuallyhave along-term plan. Record companies are not
prepared forsomething that may startto turnovera profitin X months or
Yyears;it'sgenerallysingles dealsand 'If we make abitof money on this

we'lldoanalbum’. It'sauniquesituation... itcan only get better.”
Thefinal word goes to Morley: “It'sajazz music [though J]
disagrees) and 90 per centof itisimprovised. And it’s going
air Te W backtoaveryold-fashioned idea of enjoving music for

1N its

seemed to have added quite deliberate references to e el } o ; . thesakeofit. Nowyou're notallowed todo thatthese
rock’n’roll, asif they were slyly giving their own Ay ® il s 3R daysveryoften. So we incorporate acertain kind of
rebirth of the form, he shatters anillusion. %}u S e. .‘"o_:’;"?:l calculation, the kind you need to compete with

“No, that's simply howitcame.l mean Gary % ki, tp L “  biggieslike EMIand CBS.Ourideaisthatwewant to

7 . g -w‘.h otz o - ard dro® o " y ” g
Langanisarock'n'rollguitar player, Ann Dudleyisa R et T calculate and manipulate, butbased oninspiration,
greatclassically trained pianist. They're notyoung T : W eet . basedonsomethingwithimagination and delight
people making pop music, to appeal toa Smash Hfts AT N ? ) fol peol]_)lL. Idon [anx why. . o
market, they'rejustold-fashioned blowers—theyjust ~ * * S o i I'he '70s was dominated by ageing hippies; maybe
“ae o s . - £ R Bicaie . o :
gointoastudioand blow, they getonwithit. Naturally.  * msm”&”w%g I'mjustanageingpunk.” Lynden Barber ®
: . T 5, 0F e MANUE Lo
’ L
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REX FEATURES

MELODY MAKER

FTER 10 YEARS, the dream is about to unfold. Ever
since Lloyd Cole was 13 he’s wanted to bea pop star,
and now the fantasy has reached that mysterious
cusp which separates the imagination from reality.
He's finally on the edge, the threshold, and his
discomfortat the prospectis tangible.

Squintingat the fierce sunlightreflected from the Serpentine’s
diamond-flecked surface, he wonders which strategy to take, which facts
toleave inand leave out, who he should be today and what he mightbe
tomorrow. At23 he'salready too old to play thisrole straight.

Hismindis burdened with spectres fromthe pastand present-Marc
Bolan, Bob Dylan, Tom Waits, Edwyn Collins, Morrissey... “Howwould
theyhandle this?” he ponders,anxiousall the time to conceal his
hesitation. Butit's too late in the day to be naive and there’s no natural
eccentricity to fall back on. Nor can he accept the coollymannered style
of the self-regarding, His preference has always been for those who
pursue the maverick dignity of the cynical outsider, the young Paul
Newman as Hud findingmuchapproval.

Yet there’sanother avenue that's closed -notmuch call these days for
rebelswithoutacause. So, for the time being, the nagging worry thateats
away at Lloyd Cole s forgotten, pushed to onesideand heldatarm’s
length asthe needs of the momentare uneasily confronted. The myth will
come later, he concludes, and right now bluffand bravado must suffice.

Like the goalkeeper’s fear of the penalty, with the passingof time
Lloyd Cole has acquired the writer’s fear of himself. He may bessittingin
abeautiful parkon abeautiful day, but to be just plain old Lloyd he feels
isnotenough. He wants to be the stuffoflegend, butwaslegend ever that
contrived, that preconceived?

Hislyrics consciouslystrive to begreatas well, and frequently they
dohaveaspecial ringto them, astudied wit. And then musically helooks
back to the days when itwas somuch easier tobe apop star, and groups
hadwonderfully honest nameslike Lloyd Cole And The Commotions.
Ithink Elvis Costello (And The Attractions) have played
this game before, butso what? It'sagood game-why not
playitagain?

=il

The Commotions
M appearonChannels4

popshow The Tube:
(l-r) Blair Cowan,
Neil Clark,Steve
Irwin(drums),
Lawrence Donegan
andLloydCole
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[thas to besaid that Lloyd Cole’s music is not spectacularly original, but
strangely itis excitingand discreetly magnetic.

Rhythmically, he mixes country withsoul, which turns out to be more
ofadivineaccidentthananythingelse, and lyrically he showsall the
jagged uncertainty of the mid-'80s menopause. He has akeen sense of
melodyand eachsongemploysa carefully paced dynamicstructure that
evokesa fineillusion of depth, but more importantly I should mention
thatvoice.

It'sthe kind of voice that can make the most simple phrase sound
special. Against the scheming, acid lyricsitoffers warmthand passion,
aschizophreniccounterpoint toaself-effacing verve. It’s notjustastudio
voice either,and live, as they proved so convincingly at their London
debutat The Mean Fiddler, The Commotionsreally are very impressive.
Anobservationwhichisalsoshared by Lloyd: “Yeah, we were good that
night, but thenagainwe aregood-Iwouldn’tbe doing thisif I didn’t
thinkthat!”

Hisaccentisablunt Derbyshire brogue and he's quite capable of
summoningthe tenacity to match. “Becoming publicis pretty
inevitable,” he predicts, “because Polydor will buyit for usifthey have to.
So, Iknow that we're going to be splashed everywhere.”

Thenwhat'sleft?

“Well, the music, of course, and what I dowith this fame when I getit. By
thenIthinkI'llonlydointerviewson certain subjects—Imean, what's the
pointinjusttalkingaboutanything? Ifsomebody doesn’tcome up with
somethinginteresting, I'm notgoingto doit.”

N HIS PREPARATION for pop stardom, Lloyd has bought himself

aportable Sony tape recorder. “Ineed this now to make a note of

ideas for songs, because you lose so much time in hotels. Livingin
Glasgow you spend anawful lot of time athome, and so youend up
writing quite a lot of songs - in the Columbia Hotel you write none! It's
quite worrying, so l went outand boughta tape machine and now
insist that I have anacoustic guitarin my hotel room.”

The first Commotionssingleis “Perfect Skin”, atingling pop song that
waswritten typically fromthe titleoutand
showsa playfullove oflanguage and paradox.
Aslystoryofunrequitedlove andloathing.

“Funnily, alotof people havestarted with
atitle,” says Lloyd authoritatively. “Burt
Bacharachdid that. The phrasesorverses
justcomeafterthat. ‘Perfect Skin’ took about
aweektocomplete, but thatwas mostly tying
up theloose ends.”

“Forest Fire” was writtenin the same
manner, butmoressignificantlyitappearsto
beone of the fewstraightlovesongsin the
Colerepertoire. Thatisuntilyougetto the
line “it'sjust asimple metaphor”, yeteven this
can'tundermine the song's sense of
broodingdesire.

“It'sverydifficult forme todo things
straight,” he admits. ‘Forest Fire’ obviously is just
asimple metaphor, so that’s my little joke, but
thatsongisactually quiteseriousand I don't
write many serious songs.

“There'san awfullotmoreimportant thingsin
people’slives than affairs they might have had,
butImustadd that this songisn’tevenaboutan
affairl've had. My personallovelifeis hardly the
mostimportantthingintheworld, isit?

“Soifldoasonglike thatIlike to have
something thatmocks the self-importance ofiit
all. Imean, Idon’twantpeople tothinkofmeas
aself-important prick.”

Lloydlooks worried againand pusheshishand
awkwardlyinto his thickmop ofblack hair. His
determination toreveal nextto nothingabout
himselfwhile at the same time courting the
publiceyeremainsaconstant theme.

Wasn't “Perfect Skin” saying something about
his feelings towards Cosmopolitan chic, though?
“Mmm... Iwould say that 'Perfect Skin'is just
afewideaslinked byatitle. Itsjustlike ‘Michelle,
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LLOYD COLE ANDTHE COMMOTIONS

mabelle...’ Youknow, wee verses that I thought
sound good - theliteral meaningof the words didn’t
havealottodowithit. [twasawholeatmosphere.

“It'snot the song thatwill probably be our biggest
hit, butit’sthe songIwantto dowhen people see us
onTVforthefirsttime. Itcapturesalotofaspects
thatare sometimes only touched uponindifferent
songs. I thinkitsumsup the group fairly well.”

[remark thatitreminds me of classic mid-'60s
Dylan. “Well, that'swhen he was saying, ‘I don't
writesongs, [ juststringwords together. ‘Perfect
Skin'isalmostasongaboutsongs.

“Doyouknowany Rabelais? He used language
inmuch the same wayasI'mtryingtodo, except
Ican'twritelong pieces. ‘Perfect Skin'isabout
thelongestthing've everwrittenin mylife—
whichis probably why I'min pop music more
thananythingelse!”

Atschool, kidssaid Lloyd wasa “poof” because
heliked Mare Bolan and David Bowie while
everybody elseliked Slade. “Itended to prefer
moreeffeminate things,” he confesses. “That’s
why I tend todismissall these effeminate
youngsters around nowadays; because, tobe quite honest, I'vebeen
throughall that.”

Wasn't Lou Reed's version of glam so much more provocative and
interesting than the newwave of pretty boys, though? “Yes, that's
basically why Marilyn and Boy George are so boring. People who are that
interested in the way theylook, who spend so much time puttingon
makeup when they could bereading abook, are not very interesting.

“Marilyn’s personalityisso full of shitand his taste in clothesisn’'tso
good either. Real transvestites are quite interesting people—~I mean, I've
beeninsomeseedysituationsin Parisand I was scared!”

Fortherecord, Lloyd favours dressing down in Beat-generation style,
from polo-necked jumpers to cowboyshirts.

When his parents moved to Glasgow to manage a golf club, Lloyd went
with themand later took up a place at Glasgow University tostudy
English. He neverfinished the course. The call of Top Of The Pops proved
too strong for the more reserved pleasure of Samuel Johnson.

HE COMMOTIONS CAME together round a nucleus of Blair

Cowan (organ), Neil Clark (guitar), and Lloyd (vocals and

guitar). Later they added ex-Bluebell Lawrence Donegan (bass)
and ex-Fruits Of Passion Steve Irvin (drums) in the wake of a failed
experiment with an eight-piece soul band, inspired vocally by one of
Lloyd’s perennial favourites, The Staples Singers.

Armed with his remarkably varied songs and an empathy that gave
themadistinctlive presence, they quickly established a cultfollowingin
Glasgowand the subsequent deal withamajorwas as inevitable as Lloyd
would have youbelieve. Whether they can scale the real peaks remains to
beseen, butsuccessissomething they deserve more than most.

Lloyd’s photogenic features willhardly beahindrance. He's got that
supremely contemporary look—halfbaby face, halfmoody introvert. Sort
of Matt Dilllonwith aguitarand brain. How doesitfeel to be afuture teen
idol, then?

“Well, there's teenidols and there's teenidols,” he replies sharply.
“Christalmighty, Simon Le Bon'sateenidoland he'safuckingugly
bastard! Kajagoogoo are teenidols and they're allabout 30 and look
disgusting!

“I'suppose this career mightenhance my sexlife, though. But
personally, I think Matt Dillonis horrible-but thenagain, I think
I'mhorrible mostofthe time. The thingis 'm workingonit; 1 doubtif
theyare.”

If Lloyd Coleisunwilling to commithimselfin the search for the perfect
enigma, he doesadmit to harbouringafascination for the brash energy of
Americana. Thesleeve of the single, which he co-designed, reinforces
thisambience, withapicture ofagleaming '50s auto pluslegs and high
heels on the back seat.

“I'dohave thisfeel forAmerica,” he says, nodding his head inemphasis.
“Somebody like Morrissey canbeincredibly English because that suits
his character. I mean, The Smiths are the Rolling Stones with Oscar
Wilde, aren’t they? But they doitso well they overcomeitall-Morrissey’s
gotthisincredible charm, whichissomethinglenvy, tobe frank.

“Ithink
Bowie just
wanted to be
a pop star,
and so do I”

LLOYD COLE & THE COMMOTIONS

=
=

“I'vealreadybeen portrayed as the next Mr
Miserable, whichisso faroffthe mark.lwantto
makeitclear that 'mnotinanyhurry tocommit
suicide. [don't thinkof myselfasatortured artist.
Iplay golfand have fun, youknow? My jobis
tobecome some kind of individual character
whichwillserve asareasonable frontman for

thisgroup I'min, ‘coswe've got to have a
character, haven'twe?

The problemis,ifyouaren’t thatcharacter
bybirthandall the guises have been used up,
where does a poorboy turn? Can he see himself
asthe nextsaviourof pop?“No, [ thinkwe'll
finallykillitoff,” he splutters. “I think we're too
conceptual to be pure pop even thoughwe do
usealineup whichisveryR'n'B."

Ahyes, thereturn of the guitar, and in Neil
theyhave a guitaristofgreatsubtlety and craft.
Could thatbethebannertowave?

“It'salotofnonsense!” says Cole loudly.
“Theverybest LI’ foragood few yearsis
Swordfishtrombonesand Tom Waits is playinga
synthesizeron thatalbum! Andit sounds great!

“Butllike thefeelofcountry guitar—it'sthythmicand almost quite
flash butnotinashow-offyway. It'sreally lively guitar playing. And
countrysolosarealwaysapartofthe songand not someego.”

Balanced against theircountryleaningsis aroots sense of thythm that
reflects the group’sinterestasawhole in black music. Onlyrecently, says
Lloyd, hasherediscovered any white artists worth his time, and gospel
musicremainsoneofhistrueloves,

“Singingisareally weird thing,” he muses. “Thereis something very
physicalandspiritual aboutit. Even though I tryashardaslcanto
distance myselffrom lyrics. Infact, Idon'tdoany songs thatare about
me personally.

“Idon’twanttobeasoulsingerbleeding hisheartoutonstage. But the
minute youactuallystartsingingyoudo get carried away. And it'snot
emotion, becausealotofmysongs have no emotionin them! To me that
would be terribly self-indulgent. l would neversingaboutan experience
thataffected meincredibly unlessitwas genuinely interesting—and even
then, Iwould neverleton thatitwas me [ wassingingabout.”

COTTWALKERIS high on Lloyd Cole’s list of favourite singers,

although he pointedly shuns anykind of melodrama. “The

world’s notheard abettervoice,” he notes, “it's quite depressing
tosomeone like myself.”

Heused torate Kirk Brandon as well. “He hasgotavoice-but he
definitely hasnotgotabrain!Idon’tlike to be pompous and say this guyis
amoron, butheis, and Idon’thavealotofroom formorons—there’san
awfullotof moronsin the music business. ‘Moron'isareally cruel word,
butI've onlystarted usingitsince I started meeting these morons.

“I'mean, this girl from Geffen came over from the States tosee us. I said
‘Howdoyouimagine us pitched in America!’ She said, ‘Well, the AOR
marketwith The Fixxand Dire Straits.’ [ said, ‘I hate those groups!’ And
shesaid, ‘Well, youdo writelyrics thatare maybe as good as Billy Joel.™

Thishealthydisregard for the predictable musicestablishmentis
thelikely response from anyone witha discerningattitude, but still
Lloyd seemsintenton fashioning this mythic figure tolead The
Commotionson to greater glories. Given the sophistication of his music,
hisambitionsappearstrangely outofline, and ironically, he spends
some time telling me how his early hero, David Bowie, revealed himself
tobeafraud precisely because headopted characters as onewould anew
suitofclothes.

“Ithink he justwanted tobe a pop star,” he says ol Bowie, “andso dol,
actually. I've written songs that will help me realise it, too. In fact, most of
thesongswrote between the ages of 14 and 16 were written because
that’sallTwanted to be.

“I'mean, youdo getto the pointwhereyoujustdoit, instead of doingit
forsome ulterior notice. Butone of the reasons [ wrote these songs was to
beapopstar-I'mgoingto be quite honestabout that. Ididn'tbuyaguitar
because l wanted to beasongwriter! I'vealways wanted to be on Top Of
The Pops—it'sachildish whim!AndIstillwant to be!”

Somethingtells meitwon’tbe long before thisisanambition fulfilled.
lan Pye ®
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“Iwill kill
ou like
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ASABSENCEMADE the heartgrow
fonder? Hasitbeen banished solong
thatits cliches seem fresh? Maybe

_ _- -. DAVID LEEROTH there'sawhole new generation

uninitiated initsrituals and ethics?

. EDDIE VAN HALEN Maybeit’s just that there's more

vitality inits inherent humour thanin anything our
new pristine pop can master?

Whatever, old fatherrockis backin favour. Loud
guitarsand heroic poses. Forsome folks, insome places,
of course, itneverwentaway. Onesuch placeis Buffalo,
nth i T atownresemblingthe Birminghambypasssnowbound
0 [ S et e upnorthinNew YorkState.

- nne mioh “Halen!Halen!” 16,000 teenage good-old-boys and
b NI S buxom girls-allblond hair, blue eyes, beards (the
i boys!), faded jeans and checked shirts-are hollering
for their heroes. “Halen! Halen!” Burning Biclighters
illuminate the Memorial Auditorium, 19,000 light-
bulbs flash above the stage and Michael Anthony drags
hisbasssolo to aclose. The crowd screams. He presents
hisbass to the front three rows. Itis shaped likeaJack
Daniel’s bottle. Yee-ha!
Later, AlexVan Halen willignite
agongsimplybystrikingitand
£ banksoflightswill descendlike
spaceshipsaroundhisbrother
Eddie. Rightnow, though, there's
someseriousrabble-rousing
goingon. Flouncinglike Jagger,
wearinga T-shirt picturing »
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April3,1984:David
LeeRothfronts
VanHalenatthe
Meadowlands Arena,
EastRutherford,
NewJersey
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LARRY MURANO [ GETTY

himselfand makingeyeslike Al Jolson, David Lee Roth, singer, sword-
dancerand womaniser, isaddressinghis audience:

“Sounds like we're starting the weekend alittle bit early here tonight.”

It's Thursday. The crowd cheers.

“Ain’'t nobody makesanoise bigger n Buffalo does!” More cheers.

‘I propose to toast to the great, great State of New York!” More cheers.

“I propose to toast to the beautiful ladies of Buffalo!” MORE cheers.

“Iproposea toast toall youunder thisroofhere, ‘cos you'reabunch
o’ loud-mouthed motherfuckers!” Mayhem.

He picksonagirl: “Don’tyoustickyour god-damned tongue outatme
unlessyouintend touseit!”

Screams.

“We've gotajournalistand photographeroverhere from England
tonight!” I get pummelled on the shoulders by well-meaningoatfs.

“Theylike to come overhere onceinawhile to the home of rock'n'roll!”
The crowd bays. “I'll tell you what—it sounds like fuckin’ Buffalo invented
rock'n'roll, man!” Howls.

“And they tell me the guywho invented sexand drugs comes

from Buffalo, isthatright?” Anaffirmativeroar.

Asfortheshow...well, it'snotthat Van Halen are bad at what

theydo, it's just thatwhat they dois dreadful. One number’s

March30,1984:
EddieYanHalenon
stageatMadison
Square Garden,

New York City

VAN HAL

n"”V'/h

funny, two'sstretchingit, three's boring, though ladmicl didn’ttell Lee
Roth that later. He's bigger 'n me (cheers). And [ didn’t tell Eddie Van
Halen thathe's the best guitaristin the world either (boos), nor thathe's
wasting himself (catcalls).

OK, soI'mchicken.

¢¢ ON"TWRITETHAT or [ kill you like a dog!” Then that noise

again; alaughso infectious, so throaty, it carries as much
- danger as humour. That's the sound David Lee Roth makes
laughing at his own verbal inventions. He constantly surprises and
delights himself, holding court, plucking theories from God-knows-
where. Little jokes and conceits just appear on his tongue.

His face isaboutsixinches from mine, leering, looming larger thanlife.
His eyesare glazed, hisreason runningever moreriotous as various post-
gigintoxicantsrattleround his system. He talks and talks and talks,
mostly sense, always flamboyantly.

And helaughs thatlaugh, fromnowon
denoted by (L). Try toimagineit, butyou
stillwon'tbeclose:

“Onethingldon'tseeisalotof
personalityin pop music, particularlyin
sturm-und-drangrock'n'roll. WhatIdo
seeisalotofstrain (L), alotofneck
muscles with the veins comingoutand
alotofangry posturing. ldon’tthink
they'reangry; they'resellingenough
records that theyshouldn’tbe (L)."

David Lee Roth shifts mental gears:
“It'sbecomeasortofcartoon character.
Therewasatime whenleatherand
studs meantsomething taboo; now it
means Métal Hurlant comic book. It
becomes aparody ofitself-well, once everybody
doesit, how could it not?

“And, granted, Van Halen has alotof cliches, butit’s
somethingthatwe feel. Youseealotof musicians,
artistsinany field of entertainment, mimicking,
trving to copy somethingelse specific, it's not
heartfelt. They wantmoney or they wantrecord
salesortheywantgroupiesorallof them... Hey!
[wantittoo, but mimicryis not the way 1 go about

and thenifVan Halenis lucky, we're luckyin that
what pleases usseems to be pleasing the rest of the
uncivilised world (L)."

David Lee Rothisadisconcerting, down-to-earth
space case, a businessmanwhoclaims, “Iviewmy
wholelife asonebigart project... admittedlyat times
it's [inger-painting, butnonetheless, art. I create my
ownworldand stayin touchwithreality. It's not

“People saytomeall the time, ‘Dave, youlive inyour
ownlittleworld.' I tell them, '
there!’ (L)"

Oneofhisfavourite subjectsisgirls: “It'san
aberrationin the big, hard rock field. Youdon'tseealot
ofgirls presentforavariety of reasons, the way I seeit.
Areyouinterested? I'mglad youasked (L). Firstoff,
there'salotofanti-femalelyricsin bigrock, alotof
bitterness, alotof put-down, alotof victimisation: ‘I'm
gonnadothistoyalAnd then in themornin'I'm gonna
doitagain (L)/And then I'm gonna take my caranddo it
toyaagain (more L)/And then I'm gonnado it to nycar
(chokingwithL)...”

Hecalmsdown. “Also the posture onstage is hyper-
macho, withoutanysenseof humourattached or
withoutcastingawayward eye atany of the
proceedings. Y'know, itall becomes one big Marlboro
cigarettecommercial (1). It'sallmuscleand gripand
II](]]HIIH.{.,.]/I]](‘ s(L).

that’s theway lam. The strongestlyricl've ever

it. I'd rather please myselfand the fellows in the band,

necessary, it'snotobligatory, but (L) beneficial at times.

Well, atleast youknowme

“I've neverwritten thatkind oflyric. My overall tone
is extremely aggressive, but thenso is my personality,
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writtenin thatveinis 'House Of Pain’ on 1984. It goes, ‘You say you're
gonnal!...er... Yousayyou're gonnaleave me! 'Cos Lonly tie you up /I tried
to love you tender! Butyouonlylike it rough.’ (1) It's completely from the
opposite end of the spectrum; there'sa sense ofhumourtoit. There
hastobe!”

Iwonderwhethersuch songsare written from personal experience
(well, wouldn'tyou?) or whether he just makes themup?

“The musicis always completed first. Edward comes up with sixor
eightdifferent partsand weband 'em togetherin different ways-“Oh,

thatsoundslikeaverse, playittwice. That'sa great chorus. We'll use that...

No!No!Thatshouldbeaverse... Fuckyou! Nah! Nah!" We pounditout.

“Thenltakeatapehomeandcall Larry—Larry's myroadie; he takes
careofthe towelsand drinksand swords and microphones, etc. He
comes down the nextday, rightafter lunch, we getinto the 1951 low-rider
Mercury painted brightorange and red with awhite pin-stripe down the
middle, LarrydrivesandIsitin the backand we drivearound the
Hollywood Hillsand up and down the coastand I write the songs.

“We play the tape overand overagain on thestereoandabout every
hour-and-a-halfllean overthefrontseatand go, ‘Say Larry, whatd'you
thinkofthis?' (L) And, afteracoupleof dayslike that, we'll have
something. Wejustdrivearoundin thesunand makeitup, soinessence,
Iguess Larryis primarily responsible for whatyou hear (L). There are
fewerlyrics on the 1984album, though-we hada cold spellin California
andIcouldn’twriteanymore...” He delays his punchline perfectly. “...It's
aconvertible! (L) WhatamIgonnado?I'mnot
responsible for the weather!”

He claims he'swritten all hissongs thatway
exceptone, “I'll Wait”, which was inspired by
Calvin Klein's underwear forwomen. [ wonder
whether thisisall bullshit—what he thinks
[wantto hearor, more pertinently, whathe
thinkshisaudience wants tohear?

“Notatall,” he growls. “I feel absolutely no
responsibility whatsoever to the fans of Van
Halen.” And he goes onto catalogue the fickle
nature of fandom. “I don’tsee why they should
feelanydifferentlyaboutourgroup. Youstart
tryingto please everybody, you please no one.
We canonly be ourselves. Granted, there are

“Don’t stick
your tongue
out unless
you intend

touse it!” e

VanHalenatthe1984
Monsters Of Rock
festival, Donington
Park: (c/wise fromleft)
Eddie YanHalen, Alex
VanHalen,Michael
Anthony,DavidLee Roth

some places thatwon'tsee the sense ofhumour, Some people'll write it off
as obnoxious verbosityand, inasense, itis. Others'llwriteitoffas free-
formanarchicart...”

He's laughing so much now thatl don'tknowwhatat. He'slosing his
track. “I'mnotchanging shit! It's me! Next to football and religion, this
kind of musichas got to be the single most therapeutic, primal (L) sort of
excursionavailabletous. Ireallygetacharge outoftheroad. I doitupjust
fine textbook rock-star style-y'know, playin the Learjet. We have our
share of excesses and wantonness...(L)!”

DOUBTTHAT SUCH rock'n’roll means anything any more; it
exists because it exists, that's all.

“Well, ifyoumeanit'ssomething contrived, itis something you
have tolearn. Fred Astaire didn’'t do too badly by that. It’s got to look and
actlikeitsounds. Y'know, people come over sometimesand say, ‘It's
choreographed. You guyslearned that move, you doitevery night.

“Tellit to Gene Kelly, baby! (L) The world’s Top 40 islike an audio shot
inthearmforeverybody. It'saeuphoric; it'sawholelotta calfeine and
sugar (L). I'san upper, makes you drive faster, gets you outta bed.

“It's the same aswhen you go down to the Alphabet districtin New
Yorkand tryand score some heroin: ‘Oh, here'ssome Iranian Green. Ah,
here’s some Peruvian Brown' - ‘Here's some Donna Summer, here's
some Boy George, here'ssome Van Halen'... we'reall differentand we're
allbeing consumed by theradio for no otherreason thanwe're all 128
beatsaminute and damn good-looking ().

Suddenlyhe’s back to Europe-Van Halen
are topping the billat this summer’s Castle
Donington. (Theyrecently played an
Americanfestival for one-and-a-halfmillion
dollars-incidentally, that’s 16,000 dollars
aminute!)

“We cantake this parade into adifferent
climate. We're waterproof (L). You can take us
underwater. Youcan take usin the shower (1),
You cango waterskiing or mountain-climbing
withus... evenhorse-riding, Steve (1).”

Ah, butifIwrite thathe'llkillmelikeadog. »
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through his fist into his palm. His head is bowed, his speech

slurred and that infamous schoolboy smile’s rather more
desperate than cheeky. Next door we can hear Lee Rothand the
hangers-on redecorating the dressingroomwith a food fight. Here,
though, in his bare locker-room, Eddie speaks slowly and softly.

“Ihitwallswhen I getmad. You cantellwhichhand [ use,” heraises his
lacerated fist. “No knuckles!”

There’s nothing conspiratorialin his confession. Only sadness. Iwish
Icould scuttleaway instead of prising open this man’s misery, butI try
tomake lightofit. Uh... notthegreatestideaever, foraguitarist to
punchwalls.

“Well, mywife, Valerie, she talked me into using my feet.” He grins
sheepishly. He's talking to himself. “I broke three toes, so I wentback to
myhand... atleastuntilmyfoot heals. I get, y'know, frustrated. It'snot
mad really, it'sjustlike... yeaaargh!”

Iwonderwhaton earth could frustrate the man who has everything,

“I'mobsessed with music,” he mumbles, “and sometimes things don't
goright. We grade each show. Tonight'swasonly sixinstead of 10-plus...
I'msorry, what were we talkingabout?”

I'msorry too. What we were talkingabout was “Jump”sitting on top of
the charts for five weeks and 1984 hitting Number 2 in the Billboard
album chartwith abullet. What we were talkingaboutwasVan Halen,
the biggest band in America, the band that bears his name, afact thatI'm
fastfindingoutmeansverylittle.

“Jump’ waswritten two, maybe threeyearsago,” heinforms me.

Why, then, hasit taken thislong torecord?

“Because I'm supposed to be guitar-hero Joe Bitch,” Eddie mutters.
“Iwas told that people wouldn'tlike seeing me playing keyboards.
Idisagreed with that, so thistimeroundIjustdidit.”

He's pleased with hisindependent stand buthe’s not gloating. Infact,
there’s asuggestion that, priorto the single’s success, there’s been serious
arguments within the Van Halen camp about the music Eddie wrote for
thealbum-somethingalongthelinesofitnotfittingin with the band’s
established image. He doesn’twant to talkaboutit.

“Idon’twant to cause any more trouble thanlalready have by writing
music, that's whatit boils down to. I get frustrated because [ have somany
things thatlwannado thatljustwannagetout. ldon’tgiveafuckifthey
sell,ifpeoplelikeitornot, [justwannagoddamngetitoutof me. It'slike
takinga piss—my bladder’s hurting, Ijustwantitout, d'youunderstand?”

Indeed [do. Afterall, there’s supposed tobe anovel orsomething
equally epicstrugglingto escape everyspotty hack, isn't there?

“Therearesides of me that people don’tknow. They thinkI'm Joe
Guitarist. Idon'tgiveafuckabout that. 'masmuch ofa geek as anyone
else.I'minsecure, I cry, Igethappy, I gethorny, everything. I mean, I hate
toblowanyone’s fantasy, but 'm justnormal.”

Ididn't think normal people got to meet Michael Jackson, letalone play
with him. 'mreferring to Eddie’s contribution to "Beat It”, aspiralling
solo that brought him to theattention of an audience previously put offby
hisalbum covers. He’sembarrassed byall the
fuss “Beat It” caused, claims hedidn’teven
knowwho Quincy Joneswas until his dad told
him,andletsonthathe'sgladhedidn'tknowor
elsehe'd have gotten toonervous to play. Seems
Quincyjustcalledhimupandasked himand
Eddiesaid yes. Lee Rothwasholidaying in Haiti,
so Eddie had the excuse thathe couldn’treach
himtoaskwhetheritwascooltogoahead.

Was Jackson therein the studio?

“Yeah, he was there. He wasacross the hall
doing E'T'orwhatever. I started playing, he came
inand went, quote unquote, (ina Mickey Mouse
voice) ‘Treallylike thathigh, faststuffyoudo.”
He'sagreat guy, but the guysin the band get
uptight whenldo outside things.

“I'don’tsee anywayit could have hurt;ifanythingithelped us, butl
didn'tdoitforthat reasoneither. I justdiditout of the goddamn fun!Ilike
to playandit’ssickeningto have nooneto playwith.”

((O W!” EDDIE VAN Halen tears ascab and blood seeps

ETRAVELS WITH a portable studio, setting up in each hotel

room. “I'm obsessed with the shit. Ilove playing with anyone

who'll let me, and if no one will, 'l sitin a room by myselfand
play. It sounds avery selfish attitude, but that piece of wood will never
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“It’s like
there’s another |
me and I trip
on myself
while playing”

fuck me in the ass, d'vou knowwhat I mean? The wife
gets uptight. She goes, ‘You love that more than you do
me’,and [ go, ‘Well, in a way, yes."Y'know, [ can’tfuck my
guitar, the three-quarter-inch holes are alittle too small,
but... I'mrambling, I'msorry.

“Certain people, notme, but certain people think I was
afoolto play onanalbum thatsold so many and notask for
payment. | didn'twant paying. [know thatl helped him,
thatitwasn’tuntil‘BeatIt' wasreleased asasingle with
all the press about me playing the solo, that they started
playing Michael Jackson on FM stations [someareso racist
that theyonly played thesoloat first).

“I'm glad I had somethingto do withit. Hey, who knows,
onedayl mightwantsome dancelessons—he owes me one!

“What the fuck? 1don'tdoanything forareason,
especially notmoney. I mean, Alexand I were broughtup
torealise that you gotta eatshit before you know what
asteaktasteslike. My fatherwas 42 years old when he
left Holland and came to Pasadena, California, with 15
dollars and a piano-aprofessional, cookin’, smokin’,
fuckin’ clarinet-sax player—and he had towalk six miles
everymorning to wash dishes to pay the rent. He didn’t
even know the language!

“That taughtme thatno matterwhathappens, if you got
the will youcan do anythingyouwant, anything. People
say, ‘Oh, you'resotalented, you'reso gifted.

“D'youknowwhatthegiftortalentis? The will to focus
ononesomething. Anybodycandowhatldoifthey're
obsessed in the exact manner that
lam.Y'know, Ididn’t pop outtamy
momwithapianoorakeyboard or
aguitar... 'mramblingagain...
I'msorry.”

Van Halen’s tour manager tells
me later that Eddie’sbeen up three
nightssolid, just playing. Right now
I'mgetting hislife story. His family
leftAmsterdam for Californiawhen
he wassix, encouraged by letters
from relatives about picking
oranges off the trees. “A crock of
shit,” Eddie says.

His motherinsisted thatheand
brother Alex take pianolessons, but
bothrebelled. Eddie, inspired by The Dave Clark Five, borrowed 25 |
dollarsoffhis parentsand boughtaJapanese drumset; Alexstarted .
learning Segoviaonanylon-string guitar, but while Ed was out on his |
paperround paying back his parents’ loan, Alexwas bashing his drums.
“I'gotalittle bummed out, because he played better than I did,” Eddie
says. So hestole Alex'sguitarand thatwas that.

It'srumoured that the brothers still fight 1
frequently, although Eddie’s full of praise for |
Alex'sdrumming. 1

“Ibelieve hedoesondrumswhatldoon
guitar,” hesays. “Idon’t mean tosound holier-

than-thouoregoed-out, but the way he plays,
heinspiresme. He wasinspired by Ginger
Bakerand, Imean, comeon, [ don’tcareif
thatguywasajunkieoraspeed{reak orcame
from hell orheaven or whatever, thatguy
changed drumming,.

“Y’know, there’s notanotherguitaristin the
world thatIlike besides Clapton. [justgot the
pleasure of meeting himabout two monthsago
atthe Forum, where he was doing that Ronnie
Lane thing, and [wasso nervous and scared thatl gotsodrunkIjustblew
it... Ithinkheunderstood.” He doesn’t sound sure.

Eddie tells me howhe used to play Goodbyeand Wheels Of Fireat 16rpmto
study thesolos. “Ifthere’sanybodyon Earth thatI'dlove tositdown and just
spend five minutes talking or playing with, itwould be Clapton,” he says,
and getsangrywhen Isuggesthishero’sbeenunder-achievingforyears.

“That’snottrue. People cansay the same aboutme. People change. I'm
nobetter now than Iwas 10 years ago, 'm different.”




ETALKABOUT his solos and I wonder whether they're
expressive exercises or virtuoso showcases?
“I'mnotshowingoffanything,” heinsists. “Ifeelit’s my

chance todowhatever thehelllwannado, and every nightit'sdifferent.
[t'sthe mosteuphoric feeling. It's better... nah, notbetter, butit’s like
coming, it'slikesex exceptdifferent. Itdoesn’teven matterwhether there
are peopleout there ornot, because Lactually getoff more when I'm
sittingon the floorin my hotel room, totally drunk, smokingacigarette
and gettingin thatstate of mind whereit'slike you're meditating. It's like
there’sanothermeandI trip on myselfwhile I'm playing.

“OK, thisisalittledeep, don'tthink I'm weird [hisstudio in California
iscalled 5150 after thepolice code for an escaped mental case], but I feel
there’sapartofthebrain thatdealswith problemsinrealityand
meditatingand yoga or drugs orwhatever numb that partandlet the
other parthappen and flow. Justsitting there forhours playing, I start
floatingand thingscome out.

“Imean, [ thinkI'munique asaguitarist. | do weird, twisted shitona
guitarthathasn'tbeen done before. [t gets me going—that’s the point: I'm
stillakid in the playground, and that’s the way lapproach music.

“Musicis nothing butafeeling, an emotion, an expression.['m not
trying to prove shit; I justhope people feel something. Everything [ write
isapartofme,itreallyis.Iread reviewsof Jump’orpeople tell me, ‘Hey,
that'sagreat pop tune!’ Kiss myass! Itain'ta pop tune, it'sjust goddamn,
downrightmusic. [ hate categorisinganything.”

[suggestit's probably the lyrics thatlead to the categorising.

“This may sound fucked, but to tellyou the honest God truth, [ don't
evenknowalotofthelyrics to oursongs. Dave writes ‘emand I'm just not
intoit. I hate books. I don'tread, I barely made it through school.

“I'mserious, [ hate books, I hate being told, “Thisis the way you gotta do
it. lwouldn’tbe playing as twisted as I do if Iwent by the book; that's not
gonnainspire anyone to beinnovative.”

Theroad manager returns to tellme time's up, but Eddie says he's
enjoying himselfandisthere anyboozeleft to take back to the hotel with
him? The road manager goes off to see and Eddie wants to knowil

“Davewritesthelyrics
andI'mjustnotthat
intoit":Eddie Van
HalenandDavidLee
Rothsticktotheir
specialisms,USA,1984

Englandlikes "Jump”. Itellhimwe do. “Canlaskyouaquestion,” he
enquires, characteristically humble. “Why doyou think they never liked
us before?”

lexplainabout Top Of The Pops, how the video went down well and how
awholenewaudience wasexposed to Van Halen for the first time, not just
themetallot...

He grabs myhand and shakes it heartily, his blood staining my
palm. “That's the wayweare!” Herejoices, “We're not heavy metal. I'm
amusician.”

He confessesabemusedinterestin the European fixation with fads.
“They changestyleslike Ichange my underwear,” he marvels, “It's almost
like they don’treally getinto the music, they getinto the trip of it, what it
stands for, what it means.”

lexplain thatattitude'sofutmostimportance.

“Tomeit'snot. Classical music. What are you gonna call Beethoven or
Tchaikovsky? One’s punk? One’s heavy metal? [t's music!”

Iventure that the fad fixation serves twoimperative functions that
Americalacks—it perpetually flushes out the clones that clogup the
chartsafteranyoriginalartistmakes animpact, thusallowing the
industry to endlessly exploit novelty, anditalso provides the fans with
asemblance of motionand mattering, afuniffake revoltagainst
vesterday's fashion. [Usan enforced credibility gap.

“That’'swhat makes mesick,” hesays. “l haven’tchanged my hairin the
last 10 years. I see noreasonto. Theway lamasapersonand the way [ play
and themusic I make shouldn’tcome across by the way Hook... Idon't
knowwhat he fuck I'mtalkingabout.”

Theroad managerreturns with bottles of brandy and vodka.

“I'lltake thatone.” Eddie reaches for the brandy. “Uh, I'll take both.”

The managerfrownsathimlongand hard. Naughty Eddie.

“Uh...I'lltake that.” He grabs the vodka. “It'sa biggerbottle,” he grins.

“I'guess 'm mentally and physically healthier now thanI've everbeen,”
hesays, and staggers out the door. Inotice the dry drops of blood on the
floor. Hedidn'tconvince me. I don't think he even convinced himself.
Steve Sutherland

HISTORY OF ROCK 1984 | 91

/ GETTY

RICHARD A. AARON



e I'[

1984

ApRiL— SWNE

“Timeless, |
think, Would
be a Word” :

THE GOGTEAU

TWINS

CEVR T T s
| | 1\, 3“‘;1 l 11
g wie music 10
\ hn lilkn 3
{ L i‘l! |
'@ N0l
| | {{
1

ALAMY

92 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984




puepoasul

yanowabueis) jo

Ajpewioy‘alaying

u!qaa ‘l!JI“I'Is

PI.I'JOIIJi

paqezygebuls

Suim] neajdo)



84

AppiL— W

MELODY MAKER

THINKIT’S ONCE in a blue moon that youread
C( somethinginterestingin a music paper.”

OKthen, what'sinteresting?

“Idon’tknow.It'sbeenalongtimesince there was

ablue moon.” Watch theskies....

Everyinterview I've everread with the Cocteau Twins
hasbeen, in oneway oranother, abouthowthey don'tlike doing
interviews. I'mdetermined this onewon't be.

“Youcanonlyask thesame questions,” says Liz.

“It'sdifficult, we getseen as awkward people who don'thave anything
tosay... sortofbigots,” says Simon.

“Italways comes over thatit’s notacase of we don'thave anything to
saybut thatwe don'twant to sayit, like we're being rude or obscure or
something. We'renot,” says Robin. “Whatyou're asking usis thesameas
ifyouweretoaskustoanalysegoingtothe
toilet. It's natural. It's not something that's sat
downand planned and thoughtabout.”

“Whatmakesitsodifficult, probablyforyouas
muchasforus, isthatwereallyfindithard totalk
about, y'’know, ourselves, because we're private
and beinginagroup putsyouinaposition
whereit'sdifficult to be private, difficult to
forgetaboutall the hoo-ha that’s goingonand
justtry toretainthe kind of person youwant to
be and notwhatother people wantyou tolook
like or wantyoutosoundlike,” says Simon.

“It’sreally stupid,” Lizsighs, agitated, doing
worried things with herhands. “It'sgonnabe
like this everyinterview. We won'thave thought
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“Our music
doesn’t go
well in places
with plastic

palm trees”

aboutitbecause, ifwe didn’tstart thinkingabout those things, we'd get
reallyfuckedup.”

“The trouble with journalists,” Robin decides, “is that they think
music’sacompetition, one band against the others.”

He'sright.

Thereare three Cocteau Twins here in their manager Ivo's flat— Robin
Guthrieand Liz Frazer, twolovers from Grangemouth (shesits on his
lap),and Simon Raymonde, arecentaddition to the family following the
abruptand traumatic departure of original bassist Will Heggie.

Robinwearswinklepicker boots, faded denimand abootlace tieand
hasred hairand bad asthma. He's overweightand speaksinasoft,
congested Scots whimper that's often (I think deliberately) hard to
decipher. He'sannoyed thatl once suggested inareview thathis guitar
playing hadn’tgone much beyond the Banshees. He callsmelazy. He's
rightagain.

Lizis tiny, likeadoll, warmand distant. She wears astud through her
nose and compulsively tidies things, putting
magazinesinto neat piles, washingup teacups,
picking hairs offthesofa; she’s effervescent
with nerves and when she laughs she sounds
frightened, though I suspectshe’sonlylike this
withstrangers. lalsosuspect thatittakesalong,
longtimenottobeastrangerwith Liz.

Whenshetalksit's to herselfasmuchas
anythingandsherepeats herselfoften, quietly,
asifasshesaysthemshe'sdiscoveringher
words havealife of theirown. She onceknewa
kittenthatdied ofleukaemiaand shesingsin
away that makes me want to weep withjoy.

Simonis brightand funnyand watches
Brooksideand the snooker. He found a Dinky
Toy London taxiat the busstop the other
morningandis pleased to tellme aboutit. The
outsider-insider.

[think these Cocteaus would be happy just
making records, no publicity, nonothing. “In
anidealworld, yes,” Simonagrees.

“Gottaeat,” says Robin, “Youcan'twin
anyway. Ifyoukeep alow profile, peoplestart
sayingyou'reenigmaticand all thatsortof
thing, whichis totally false aswell.”

“There'salways the possibility,” Simon
decides, “that one time youmaydo something
and people will see you forwhatyoureally
areinstead ofjustimaginingwhatyou'relike.”

[ believe, in myblind infatuation, thatI was
struck by suchamomentthe first time I saw
the “Pearly Dewdrops' Drops” video-stained-
glasswindows, waterfall, an avenue of trees
-simplicityitself, anewlight, serene Gothic.
Wrong, twice.

Theyshotthe videoin Virginia Water, at
Holloway Asylum, a Victorian establishment
forcorrectionand experimentation. Now,
mercifully, closed butavailable for filming for

here, though youwouldn’thave noticed. The
Cocteausshiver.

Thereare 2,000roomsin this Dachau, too
many foranybody to be bothered to clear out.
The Cocteaus found the mortuary-still, they
say, bloody. They found the lobotomy chair, the
dungeons, theweird roomwhere even the
guard dogswon'tgo. They found awheelchair
to push Simon aroundinand they found the
recordsroom where huge dusty books say stuff
like “Miss Maryso-and-so, admitted June 1,
1840 following five suicide attempts. April 4,
1842, terminated.’

Asecurityguard told them thatwhen the
place was closed down, they foundan old
woman coweringin theshrubbery. Shedidn't
know why she was there, so theychecked and

Guthrieand
FraserwithSimon
Raymonde,
replacingoriginal
Cocteausbassist
WillHeggie

50quidaday. AdamAntdid “Prince Charming”




discovered she'd been committed for beingan unmarried
mother50years before. Alifetime. No one was sure what
happened to the child.

Ichoke onmyserene Gothic. And...

“Thatvideowasterrible,” whispers Liz. “A disaster.”

Itwassupposed tobeasurrealist film, notwhat they
consider “acheap promo, cheap and trashy”.

“Peopleseesomethinglike thatand make up theirminds,”
says Simon. “All this Pre-Raphaelite business, it'sall made up,
itdoesn'tmeananything. Justbecause we had some stained-
glasswindowsinit... thatkind ofimagerywasn'tintentional.
Wedidn'tsay, ‘Look, wewantalot of churchwindowsand
angelsflyingaroundit.

“Maybe one shot would have been nice, butitdominatedit,
Itwasallsortofreligious. We wanted something that wasn't
‘the Cocteau Twins in 1984 to go along with thatsingle’. [t'slike
puttingalabelon things, itisn't veryhealthy.”

Nonetheless...

ACocteauTwinssongislike one of those leopardskin-
patternshellsyoubuyinshopsat the seaside. It's polished, its
contoursaresmoothbutwild and perfectly formed, itonce
served afunction butits inhabitants have since moved onand
it'sornamental now, sittinginmyroomreminding me of when
Ifoundit. It'sanemotional souvenir, something small to the
touchand massive tofeel. It'sa private thing, something
sacred toyourself,

Toothersitalso meanssomething, itstirs theirown
indulgentmemories. The Cocteau Twins are the first noise I've
everheard thatldon'twanttorushoutandshare. I'mhappy
keeping them to myselfand I'll never forget Head Over Heels
for the first time, overand overwhile Valentino's Blood And
Sandflickered on the video. That’smine. When I play it now,
it'salways thefirsttime.

ButputaCocteausongtoyourearandyoucanheartideslike
thesea, ragingorcalm, the cryingof gulls windsweptover
cliffs, the crying of souls drowned oraboutto be.
Pictures, fears, lives, livelihoods, way back and
forward through the ages. It'safriend, a provider, an
enemy. Itsoothes, itkills, an existing energy that
intoxicatesandletsyou knowyou'realive. Ittackles
things known butunspoken, wells ofemotion. Liz’s
voice can be forebodingasadistantfogwarning,
shatteringas crashingwaves, gentle as the backwash
scurryingacross the same. Alwaysbeautiful...

“Timeless, [ think, would be aword,” says Simon.

Butthen, pinitdowntotodayand,Isuggest, witha
perverse twistof understatement, that the Cocteau Twinsare

reluctant performers. Robin and Simon lurkin the shadows, heads
bowed in concentrationwhile Lizswitches, exposed in the spotlight,
gazinginto themiddle distance asiftransported by stage fright from this
world to the next, halfscared to death, the way they present themselves...

“We're not presentingourselves,” Simon corrects me. “We're just doing
the music for people wholike it. We're not three individuals standing

there flauntingourwares.”

“We're noactors,” Robinadds, tersely.

IwonderifLizreally feelsasshelooks, desperate to escapeany
awareness ofanaudience bylosingherselfin the songs.

Shesighs: "Whenyou finishasongand yougetready todo the nextone,
thenyouremember the crowd’s thereagain. Or... itcanbedifferent. If
I'vegotawhackingbiglightshininginmyface, Ican'tsee anythingand
[ canforget, butsometimesit'sdifficultto. I try, Thaveto,” shelaughs.

Do theatmospheres of the pieces varyaccording
to the occasion?

“Nevertrusta place with palmtrees,” Robin states
withsome solemnity. “Ourmusic doesn'tgowellin
placeswith plastic palm trees.”

Inmanyways, performingislike going through
paces forthe Cocteau Twins. It'sachore. Because of
the way theyrecord - “Wejustdoit. We justseem to
doeverything;wemakeitupaswegoalong,asonga
day” - they're often strangers to their own creations,
painfully retracing theirsteps toreacquaint
themselves with their compositions note by note.
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Melodies undreamt of

MM MAR 3

ANYSTILLENCOUNTER the

Cocteau Twinsand hear only

Siouxsie.Others hear only The
Cure or starkest New Order, but
such conclusions draw like veils
where they should letinlight. The
Cocteausstart here.

Head Over Heels, their latest LP,
could be what everyone's looking for,
astep furtheron. Butit’s so guileless,
so bereft of gimmicks, that many -
even those paid tointuit alittleinthe
clever pop comics-areincapable of
rising above firstimpressions. But
fall, really fall, for Head Over Heels
and it takes that sound and takes off.

Robin Guthrie'simagination may
not yet stretch far enough further
than A Kiss In The Dreamhouse, but
Elizabeth Fraser’s voice moves
beyond lyrical articulation and
instrumental texture to a state of
rapturous emotion. At the peak of,
say, “Sugar Hiccough”, she alights on
jazz, dipsinto pop and servesinto
melodies so pure they've that
eternal quality - unheard, undreamt
of, butinstantly and forever familiar.

Betweenthem Robinand Lizare
achievingsomething
moving and new
although this was
barely evident
tonight.Indeed, I'd

have beensorely
temptedto consider
thisperformancea

conspiracy of revenge, a
premeditated suicide, if Lizhadn’t
beendriventotears of frustration.
The voice that can swoop and soar
like ahawk, protecting atune by
evasive acrobatics, drawing us up, on
and over again and again, was strained
to the point of agony. When she beat
her chest for release, the voice
fluttered and fell, brave but broken.
It's possible that the luxuriant vocal
isolation of theirironically successful
alter ego This Mortal Coil misled our
expectations. It's even possible that
Robin decided to take it upon himself
toshed the Coil beforeit took wing
and cast astifling shadow over the
Cocteaus. Whatever; | hope | never
witness another callous display of
gratuitous volume such as tonight's.
It was tragically compelling to
witness Liz tortured and raw-lunged
as Robinrefusedtoturnitall down
and the songs, spawned from some
reflected angst, gained new brutal
dimensions through this theatre of
cruelty. In many ways tonight wasa
disaster, through | don'tbelieve
there'sacrisis brewing. It's just that
the nerves, embarrassment and
uncertainty overwhelmed their
confidence, poise and desire. | think
thisstruggle is what Cocteau Twins
songsare oftenabout, sonexttime
the outcome may well be different.
Andevenifitisn't, I'll still gladly be
there. Steve Sutherland

It's especiallyhard for Liz: “I get nervous and my throat tightens
andlcan’tbreathe,solcan'tdoanything.”

“We've gotta play these longish sets now, doingabout three or four more
songs thanwe feel happywith. Och, she'sjustalittle girl, isn'tshe? She

getstired,” says Robin.

Lizlaughs. Canshearticulate whatshe feels nervous about?
“Well... um... right, theaudience, what they expect.”
“They’ve come to expect much more now, Robin explains. “Ayearago,

we could walk on stage and be quite comfortable, play our bitand that
wasit, but now people have started payingto come and see us. It's not us
that'schanged in thatrespect, it's people’'s expectations. They just want

moreand more.”

Itdoesn’thelp, either, thatLiz'svocal techniqueisn’tatechniqueatall.

It’simpulsive, its strength wrenched from the threshold of pain, its

ecstasytorn fromtorture. No one else sings this wayand Lizhas started to

realise that,in order to preserve her gift, she must sacrifice certain songs

toorthodoxy. Reworking “Sugar Hiccough”, singingitsweetand straight,

helpsease her throat fromruin. She'salsostarted
takingvocallessonswith Tona De Brett, tutorto the
stars (well, Johnny Rottenanyway).

“Ithinkshe'sangrywith me,” says Liz. “She’s
gettingreally frustrated because I sing from here”
—sheshocks me by punchingher precious throat-
“andyou're supposed to sing from yourstomach.
Butthat'sjust the wayIsing, eveniflhurtmyself.”

Thelessonsaren'twasted, though. Tona taught
Liztobreathe properly, and thatinitselfisa
confidence booster.  wonderhowshestarted
singingatall? »
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“lasked her,” says Robin.

“Yeah, butwhydid [ doit? Why? Why did I think that I mightbe able to
doit?“Liz ponders.

Howdid itfeelto discoverthevoice?

“Iwasembarrassed, of course. [can'tunderstandit. [ haven't
thoughtaboutit. I'm thinkingaboutitnowand I'm baffled. Iwasn’t
pleased.lwasn'tdisappointed;Iwasn’tover the moon..."

“Itwaswonderful,” Robinrecollects.

“It’s funny how things can take shape and vou just never know what
they're gonnasound like,” says Simon. “Whenwerecorded earlierin
the vear, Robinand Iwould finishand we'd justbe so excited about
whatitwouldsoundlike three hourslaterwith the

there, youjust bringyourselfdown to thelevel of that programme.”

“Canyouimagine whatit'slike mimingtoyourown fuckin'record?” Liz
whispers. “With those balloons flyingabout and all those people who've
never fuckin’heard ofyouintheirlivesand they're givingit the Sandie
Shawsandeverything... Ohdear! Andit’s supposed to befilthyin that
studioandit’s supposed to beso fuckin’ small and every fuckin’ band's
justhanging around waiting to do their thing—there must be some
bitchinggoesonaswell.”

The CocteauTwins explained this to Tommy Vance live on the radio the
otherafternoon. He played theirsingle. He’sbeen playingitall week. The
wrongside. They had to tellhim on theair!

“Helitabout 70 cigarettes

vocalsonit. [twas alwaysacomplete surprise.”
Whenlenquireafterthe Cocteaus’ standards,
Robin'sreplyisnosurprise: “Ifit pleasesus.”

They're thankful, inaway, thatthe video was only
shown once, on Whistle Test. Not too much damage
done.One more week with “Dewdrops” climbing

the chartsanditwould have had tohave beenon
Top Of The Pops.

“Uh...we'd have been outofthe country,” laughs

Robin. “You've got to be sort of diplomatic. [ don’t
believe we've gotanvthingin commonwith
balloonsandflashinglights. Assoonasyou'reon

Ghostly traces

NME NOV 3

Cocteau Twins 4AD
Oh sure, the music's alright - but look at the

songtitles! Side One:“Ivo”, “Lorelei”,
“Beatrix”,“Persephone”, “Pandora"”. Side
Two: “Amelia”, “Aloysius”, “Cicely”,
“Otterley”, “Donimo” (sic). It sounds like
the whole of Hampstead breaking outinan
orgy of kitchen-christening.
Thereisindeed an air of tweeness about
these Cocteau Twins, which would be
cloying except that their music canrise
aboveit, sometimes torealms of genuine
magnificence. Given the delicate precision
of their sound, and the extraordinary
qualities of Elizabeth Frazer's singing, they
get away with things.
What could seem sickly
and preciousinthe hands
of lesser practitionersis
hereredeemedby simple
beauty. Aninnocent magic.
It's taken me three
albums to feel sure on this
point. Treasureis surely
their best collection yet:
it's softer, more vague than before, but
somehow even closer to the purity at their
core. Where Garlands was a tentative
reconnaissance of '82's rocky landscape,
heavily Banshee-shadowed, and Head
Over Heels showed agroup onthe verge of
self-discovery, this third LPisaprocess |
completed. The Cocteau Twins have never
sounded less like anyone else. If I'm
reminded of anyoneit's the nicer bits of
Kate Bush. Youmay have your ownideaas
to what the nicest bits of Kate Bush are, but
for me it's a certain way of woven melody, a
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If ’'m reminded
of anyone it’s
the nicer bits of
Kate Bush

feminine spell that's
suggestively mystical and,
strangely, peculiarly English.
(Except, of course, the
Cocteau Twins are actually
Scottish, which nixes any
potential Grand Theory.)

What you've got on these songsis,
mostly, that stately-slow processional
beat, Robin Guthrie's chiming guitar, Liz's
impenetrable, abstract lyrics. It's the old
voice-as-instrument touch, albeitan
exceptionally evocative one. And the
sleeve artiselegantand mysterious asever:
the photos are like those competitions you
sometimes see, where
theyshowyouaclose-up
of, say,ashirt button
andyou've got to guess
it. Isitamicrochip? Or
acaterpillar'shead?
What fun!

Yes, itisallabit hippy-
drippy. Andyes, itisreal
student music, destined
to waft along hall-of-residence corridors
from Keele to Kent-at-Canterbury. No,
there's nothing here that's quite as glorious
as “Song To The Siren” (performed by the
Cocteausintheir part-time guise of This
Mortal Coil), nor anything soinstant as that
recentsingle “Pearly Dewdrops' Drops”.

Butit'sapretty thing, this Treasure. For all
its enchanted-garden Laura Ashley-ness,
there’s something more than most music
does now. Like a sepia-tinted Victorian
print of someplace you know today. | like
those ghostly traces. PaulDuNayer

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

and his face suddenly became
like flannel,” laughs Simon.

“Andafterwe'd actually
finished theinterview, he was
reallyembarrassed. Hesaid,
‘You'llnever believe this, but
Ididn'tevenknowyouwere
This Mortal Coil.” Ha! Stupid
Inglese! Ohdear! Ohdear!” Liz
issobbingwith laughter.

Butit'snolaughing matter.
Mostofourwonderful DJs were
under the impression thatlast
year'sindependentsuccess,
This Mortal Coil, were the
forerunnersofthe Cocteaus,
notasideline nurtured by Ivo.
Thehit“SongToTheSiren”, Liz
and Robin'sreworkingofthe
Tim Buckleysong, isnow
somethingofanalbatross,
reluctantlysucking theminto
themainstream. Theywerelosing

control. Everythingabout the

CocteauTwinsisirredeemably

separate. They'resoobviouslyan

entityapart. Isit possible, withno
gaugebutthemselves, todiscernany
change, progression, direction?
“I'don’tthinkwe've gotone,”

says Robin.

Ittranspires they workinstinctively, Robin
and Simon putting things downin the studio
without premeditation, building up layers,
breaking themdown.

“Basically, youjustfeel thatsomething
complements somethingelse,” says Robin.
“Ifitdoesn’t, youjust trysomethingelse.”

“ltalltiesinwithwhat peoplearelike,” says
Simon. “Other people that think about what
they doand have plansabout theirlife, bands
thatarein the chartswrite songs for that reason.
I suppose because of the people we are, doing
things when we feellike doing them in normal
life, wedoexactly the samein thestudio.”

Thestudio’sajoytothe Cocteaus. [U'shere
that, rather than expressingemotion, they
escapeintheactofplaying. Aguitarcan
change Robin's mood.

“How do youknowwhy you played what you
played? I couldn’tsithere and say, ‘Suchand
suchisasadsongbecause mylegfelloff that
day.” Robin's being serious.

What's Lizdoing while the boys are playing?

“I'mwriting. 'mupstairs. They're
downstairs.”

D'youknowwhat they're doing?

“Just... through the walls.”

Lizonlywritesatsuch times, with no
thoughtwhatsoeverfor the tone or tension of
what the othersare doing. Her mind s totally

T



enraptured by words, notjustthe
senses but the sounds, everything
about them. Herwords are playful,
pure, astonished and, mostly,
indecipherable.

“That'sjustlikeitis!” She cries.
“Itcanbe the print, actually seeing
the word itself, the wayitlooks, the
shapeit’smakingon the paper...
all those things.”

She says thewords while shereads
them, luxuriatesin the shape they
makeinhermouthand the sounds
theyconjure upinher throat.

“Thesongs justwrite
themselves,” says Robin. “It’s like
we're getting manipulated or
somethingsometimes.”

Lizagrees: “I was gonnasay that
it'slike... who's thatwoman? R B
There’s this woman...andwho's
thatbloke?Oh, it's Bach orsomeone. She'll suddenly sitdown at the
pianoand...”

“Isthisajokeorsomething?” Robinsnaps, cruelly.

“Noitisn't,” she snaps back. “She'll just sitdown and come up with
these...Ican'trememberwhoitis? Who isit? Gilbert O'Sullivan? He's not
dead,ishe?”

Wealllaugh and agree thatit's possible he's been dead from the neck up
since the day he was born, butTknowwhat she means. Liz feels possessed
ofanother’s talents, anagentforanother’s gift. Does she knowwhere the
words come from?

“IfIknowwe're gonnabewriting, I start reading. Thave read, that's
wherel geteverythingfrom. lhave tosee the words. 'm neverlounging
abouton thesofaand the filmcomeson... Idon'tread so much now.”

Whatsortofstuffwhenyoudo?

“Ithelpsifthebook’sgood. Uh... whatam Ireading? can’tremember
thelastbook I bought.”

“Fungus The Bogeyman,” says Simon.

“Oh, the Plop-Up Book-that’s dead good,” she laughs.

Lizgave Simon a copy of Fungusforhisbirthday and Ivo gave Liza copy
of The Magusfor Christmas. Thisexplains alot. Presumably the songs
meansomethingto Liz?

“Ohvyeah, ofcourse.

There must be a certain pleasure, then, in the meanings being secret?

“Yeah. You're not thinkingyou'rereally smart oranything, butyou're
pleased when other people think about them. That's what they're
supposed to do. [t'ssupposed to happen for them, not forme.”

“It'sgreattosee people mouthing words thatyou knoware totally alien
towhattheyreallyare. It's good because people
arejustfantasisingand enjoyingthemselves,”
says Simon,

Whatwasn'tquite so great was when their
debutalbum, Garlaneds, wasreleasedin Japan
withalyricsheetcompiled by someone who'd
tried todiscern the words fromlisteningto
thealbum.

“There’snotoneline correct,” Robin gloats.
“There’s only about, maybe, fouror five words
thatareactually correct.”

“It'ssoembarrassing,” says Liz. “I mean, that's
what people must have thought I fuckin’wrote!
Nevermind... nevermind...” Shesighs.

Ilike the Cocteau Twins—theywon'tlet Smash
Hitsprint theirsongwords. Communication, for
them, is atenuous thing. Theyrecently met Eno to discuss workingon a
newalbum, talked alotabout sequencersand heleft thinking they didn’t
reallywanthim to produce them. He wasright, they didn't. They were after
acollaborator, so the project remains uncertainin that Cocteau-like way.

“I'wonderhowmuchwe’d getif wesigned toamajor?” Robininquires,
mischievously.

“Oh, aboutamillion,” Simonreplies.

He knows. His brother's been hawking round arumourthat the
Cocteausare planningtoleave 4AD, just for fun. No onebaulked at

Treasureseekers: §
“Och,we'lljustget
adealinAmerica P
andwe'llhave
loadso’money”
-y ¥

“If I know
weTe gonna
be writing,
I start
reading”

amillion. Even so, they restaying put. They trust Ivo, consider him
afriend, and that's the way they work. Although right now, theyare
paying themselves aweekly wage, their fundsare invested inanew
studioand Lizand Robinare homeless, crashingatIvo’s having been
kicked out of theirrented flatin Muswell Hill. If they signed to EMI,
Iventure, they could allafford mansions.

“Och, we'lljust getadealinAmericaand we'llhave loads o’ money,”
says Robin. “That’'swhat Americansare for, tobe used.”

Robinalwayssuspected that Americans were daft but now he knows
—the Cocteaus played in New York last winter.

“They’re fuckin’ nutsover there,” Lizreckons. “Theyreallylaugh at
Robin. He wasarealsortofcurio-they couldn’tbelieve his pointed
shoes, they thought he wasa freak-and yeteverybody, everybody there,
was goingabout with earmuffs on... Notsubtle-theywere big teddybear
earmuffs, fuckin’ crocodile earmuffs. They're over-the-top, those
people.Ican'tgetover theirclothes.”

“Crimplene,” Robinsnorts,

“Nooneeverworeanything thatfitted them. Honestly, honestly. The
things youbuyin the shops overthere are either too big foryou or too
smallforyou-theydon’tfitanyone. It'sincredible!”

“They’ve gotincredibly bad taste,” adds Robin. “You always get the cab
driver'slife story, his marital problems, everything.”

“They'resotalkative, it’'sunbelievable,” says Liz. “It'slike a tape loop or
something.” Sheshivers. “I'm fuckin’ freezingin here.”

loffer myjacket, which she wisely declines, and [ enquire about her
dress—usually white and long, notexactly Laura Ashley but, y'’know, not
punk. Lizsays the last two dresses she wore were made by someone Ivo
knowsin Richmond who makes clothes out of
old material.

“She’'s gotsome things thatshe can'twash
oranything. They're beautiful. Thev're just
incredible. When you're surrounded by things
like thatitmakes you feel really good.”  suggest
thatthe notionof fashionisananathemato the
Cocteaus. Simon had earlier dismissed the
latest Curestuffas “fashionable”.

“Can’tbefatand fashionable,” Robin tells me.
TwodayslaterIcatchhimstaringintoamirror
in the dressingroomat the photo studio.
“Who's that fatbloke? " heasksand prods
himself. “I don'tfeel like thatinside!”

“People who buy the newest clothesand all
thatkind of thing probably need to because
they haven'tgotany other way of expressing themselves,” says Simon.

I'mabout toask Lizwhethershealways wears cardigans because she’s
ashamed ofher tattoos—one on eacharm, “Siouxsie And The Banshees”
and I couldn’tcatch the other-but Robin buttsin.

“Lizwears apretty dress because it makes her feel more comfortable
when she walks onstage. She could hide behind thatalmost... thisis
gettingabitSmash Hitsisitnot? We should be talking about the music.”

Itell themthat,inaway, weareand theyallretreatinto their quiet
smiles. Again. Sreve Sutherland ®
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Thumb deal

lamwritingto complainabout
therecent spateofadvertisements
for the new Roger Waters single
and forthcoming tour. These
adverts—in Time Out, City Limits,
Melody Maker, New Musical
Express,mostunderground
stations, any hoardingspace
available—are offensive tolookat
andread. Theadvert, youmustbe
aware, consistsofaback viewofa
naked womanhitchhikerwiththe
artist'snameand the motif The
Pros And Cons Of Hitch Hiking!

Thisisobviouscommenton
therecentcourtcaseinwhich
afemale hikerwas told she
deserved toberapedasshehad
beenhitchingalone. Ifind this
typeofinference doubly offensive.
Notonlyistheadvertblatantly
usingawoman’sbodyinorderto
make the waresmoreinteresting,
themessage alsoimplies that
femalehitchersare “askingforit”
and deserveall they get.

Tam forced into the position
ofcomplainingaboutthis
kindoflurid advertising
thoughlamagainst censorship.
Iwould advocate more sex,
lesssexism, but thistype of
misogynisticadvertisingleaves
me totally nonplussed.

[amwellaware thatl,asan
individual, amunable to change
theattitudes which produce this
kind ofdross.Iwouldstill rather
not haveitshoved downmy throat
everytimelopenanewspaperor
goforawalk. Afterall, Igrewup
intheswinging'60s; lamstill
encumbered by the belief that
everyoneisentitled todo their
ownthingsolongasitdoesn't
harmanyoneelse. (Righton-Ld.)
However, thisadverthurts me,
Ifindit personally offensive.lam
awomanandahitchhiker.

[recognise the deep-seated
inhibitions and frustrations which
liebehind thiskind ofattitude.
Ihave knownalotofinadequate
men, [ see themeveryday, | work
with afew, and nowagain they
have theirsetofunformed
prejudices and inhibitions
verified by thiscrummy piece of
second-rate advertising!

POLLY GREEN, Barnes,
London SW12(NME May 26)

What difference does it make?

TheSmithsareas plainasapacket
ofcrisps. Morrissey's momentary
stardom owes far more to music-

Readers’ letters

presshypethanitdoestogenuine
talent.He claimshe'sagenius.
Perhapsheis, butonlyat
manipulating the media.

The Smiths’ onlyrealstrength
liesin Morrissey’s carefully
cultivated image. Theeccentric
celibaterecluse with the baggy
jeans, National Health specsand
Interflora-endorsed back pocket
oozes mocksincerityandinvites
troubled souls toshare his pain.
Could thisbe anotherJohnny Ray?

When the propaganda’s dies
down, the press have backlashed
and the trendies disappeared,
The Smiths musical vapidity
willbeexposedtothefulland
theembalmingmanwillsink
without trace.

TERRY, Villa Paradiso, Torquay,
Devon (MM Mays)

This question may sound terribly
naive, and I'msureitwill elicit
somesmartremark, butI'llask
anyway. Is Morrissey gay? What
abouttherestof theband?You
see, livingin the US, we don't get
muchinformationabout new
bands, and I'vejustrecentlybeen
abletofind ashop thatsells MM.
Now thatI've totallyembarrassed
myself, I'llend here.

PATTY GIARRUSSO, Cranston,
RhodelIsland, USA (MM May 5)

'(0s-style outrage
back in fashion

Help!lsittrue that they're going
toscrap the John Peelshowor
moveittoweekends? Please tell
me howwe canstop this. Maybe
if Radio Onereceived hundreds
ofletterssupporting Johnin the
10-to-midnightslot they'd pay
someattention?If thereareany
otherfansout there, why notwrite
and tell Radio One what we want.
CLAIRE, Harrogate (MMFeb 25)

The crypto-fascist, capitalistic,
materialistic, militaristic,
nationalistic, NF short-back-"n’-

sides mentalityofyoursecond-
rate brand of toilet paper makes
meviolentlyilloncontact. lhave
norecourse whatsoeverexceptto
putaveryheavy curse uponyour
existence. Bewarned-ITam
preparingahexthatwillbring
aplagueofboils upon your staff,
ridicule toyour establishment
andanendtoyourdays. There,
I've said my bit, nowgo backtothe
void and staythere, yousenseless
bunch ofbastards.

HAPPY THE HIPPY, Pink Fairies
for Glastonbury CND Festival,
Shakin' Street, Now (MM Feb 25)

Prejudice won't keep you warm
WhydoyouEnglishallhate Duran
Duranorlike Culture Club, orlike
Duran Duranand hate Culture
Club?Personally, I prefer Culture
Club, but that’snoreason tohate
DuranDuran.

I'mnotexactlyaDuranDuran
fan,butatleast 'mnotinterested
inslagging themoffto tell
someone howmuch [ like
CultureClub.

Suppose they've been playing
thisbeautiful record all day
longon theradio (and you're
aDuranDuran fanand Culture
Club hater), and every time they
announce that record you forget
tolisten?

And, ohdear, itturnsouttobe
Culture Club’s newssingle! Would
vougoandbuyit then? Even
thoughyouknowyou'vealways
hated that “poof” Boy George
andco?ldon’t thinkyouwould...
vou'reso awfully prejudiced.

Idon'tcarewhetherthe
recordsllikeare sungby Culture
CluborDuranDuran. Up tonow
I've bought more Culture Club
recordsthan Duran Duran
records. That's probably why
prefer Culture Club.

SIGRID CLUAES (?), Belgium
(MM Jan21)

And finally

Please, please help me. I met this
wonderful girlat the Genesis
concertonSaturday. Wedidn't
exchange namesoraddresses,
butlwanttocontacther. She

was wearingablue Wind And
Wuthering sweatshirt,and we both
boughttickets from touts and sat
by thesideof the stage. AllTknow
aboutherisshe’s 17. Please, please
printthisletter.

RAY MEADS, Malthouse Square,
Beaconsfield, Bucks (MM March17)
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- A monster co!
a million tongues, and no body, no ner
system, no sense of direction.

sy o
WHAT'S YOUR PUISO =

Marc Almond unleashes germ wi

SAY WAH ORWHA'?

PetaWylia —tongue tying the Nabob of Gob

CALL ME SCARFACE

Al Pacino — guns don’t argue

EBET ROBERTS / GETTY
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WHAM!, MORRISSEY,
THE JACKSONS, JAMES
BROWN AND MORE

Emphasis on

wife-beating

RINCE OF WAILS: That nice Prince,

enjoying his first British hit with “When

| Cry”,isbackin deep water. Already
subjected to alifetime’s worth of outraged
audiences and righteous indignation as
aresult of his provocative manner on stage,
Prince has enraged critics with his new movie,
Purple Rain.

AtaNew York press screening of the movie,
the hacks were outin force, loudly and bitterly
bemoaningthe gutterlanguage and the undue
emphasisonwife-beating,.

Prince, of course, isunlikely to be fazed by such
offence: the manisobviouslyacomplete loony
whonevercomesoutindaylightandisnotofthis
world. He basically plays himselfin the
film,andalthough he didn’tactually

thescript, muchofthefilmisa
ofhis own troubled
childhood in Minneapolis.

It'sambitiously dramatic, with some
whiplash editingand some electrifyi
concertsequences.

Inadditionto the Purple Rain
soundtrack, there are songs from the
filmwhich appearon the newTime
and Apollonia6 records. And to further
appeaseamateurshrinks there’s a piano
pieceinit, whichissupposedtoillustra
Prince’soddrelationship with hisscreen
fatherand wasactuallywritten by his
real-life father.

MrSigmund Freud will be delivering
hisownverdicton Prince’s sanity in next




Princeonstage
duringthe 98-date
PurpleRain Tour,
whichsawthelive
debutofhisband
TheRevolution
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1984

JuLy — SEVEMBER

REX FEATURES

MM SEPT 15

ECORD STORESNATIONWIDE
R have withdrawn copies of The Smiths’

firstalbum as well as their last single,
“Heaven Knows I'm Miserable Now".

The Boots and Woolworths chains have
refusedto continue selling either record owing
to the lyrical content of asongcalled “Suffer
Little Children". Featured on both the album
and the B-side of the single, it's been deemed
offensive torelatives of the children who died
inthe infamous Moors Murders of the '60s.

Although there's been controversyin the
pastabout the lyrical content of the song,
which deals with the killings, it's only recently
that official complaints have beenmade by
relatives of the murdered children - Lesley
Ann Downey (aged10) and John Kilbride (12).

Boots said: “We had a complaint from the
Kilbride family,and asaresult we decided to
withdraw both the album and single because
there were words that tended to be offensive
to the family.” And a Woolworths spokesman
said: “The Manchester Evening News
telephoned us to say that one of the relatives
of one of the Moors murdered children had
complained that we and other stores were
sellingthese records by The Smiths. We
played the song and we had a discussion.
There was aninvestigation and we decided to
take the records off sale altogether.”

"Tota

B IG COUNTRY, THE Style Council, Tom

Robinson, Marilyn, Madness and Feargal

Sharkey are among many top pop names
who've promised support to anew campaign
designed to fight heroin use in Britain.

The Anti-Heroin Campaign-launched by
photographer Simon Gargetteand designed by
Mac Sullivan—is anambitious projectdesigned
towarnyoungsters of the dangerof the drug.

Alreadyanumberofleading pop
personalities have agreed to wearanti-heroin
T-shirtsontourand plansare being made for
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However, the ban has not been taken up
by other major record chains. At Virgina
spokesmansaid: “It hasn’t been withdrawn
as far as we know,” and at HMV Records the
word was that “we’re looking intoit first”.

A spokesman for the group said this week:
“The Smiths stand behind 100 per cent of the
lyrics to all of their songs and ‘Suffer Little
Children’is no exception. The song was written
out of a profound emotion by Morrissey,
aMancunian who feels that
the particularly horrendous
crimeit describes must be
borne by the conscience of
Manchester and that it must
never happen again. It was
written out of deep respect
for the victims and their kin
and The Smiths felt it was
animportant enough
song to puton their last
single eventhoughithad
already beenreleased
ontheir LP.

“Inaword,itisa
memorial to the children
and all like them who
have sufferedsuch
afate. The Smiths
are acknowledged as

y against heroin” mser

amajor “star-studded ball” in London to raise
money for the campaign. Inaddition, a
nationwide poster campaign-with theslogan
“Heroinisalife sentence” - hasjuststarted.

“Essentially, we want to showyoung people
thatpopstarsand otherslike sportsmenand
women, politiciansand TV personalities are
totallyagainstheroin,” said organiser Mac
Sullivan. “It's great that people like Tom
Robinson, Jerry Dammers, Madness and Big
Countryhaveallagreed tohelp inwhatever
way theycan.” The T-shirts and poster

“lt was wrltten
out of deep respect
for the victims and

their kin”

B |

8 Smithslyricist

N Morrisseyhad“a
lengthy conversation”
withthemotherof
MoorsMurdersvictim
Lesley AnnDowney

writing with sensitivity, depth and intelligence,
and the suggestion that they are cashinginon
atragedy at the expense of causing grief to
the relatives of its victims is absolutely untrue.
“Morrissey hashad alengthy conversation
with the mother of Lesley Ann Downey, Mrs
West, and she understands that the intentions
of the song are completely honourable.
Furthermore, he's willing to speak to any
immediate members of the familiesinvolved
sothere willbe no misunderstanding.
“Asforthe photograph ontherecord
sleeve whichbearsa
resemblance to Myra
Hindley, itis, of course, Viv
Nicholson, whose picture
was chosentoillustrate the
record ‘Heaven Knows I'm
Miserable Now". The photo
was takenin1961and was
first published in the News
Of The World year before
the tragic event occurred.
“The decision to put
‘Suffer Little Children’
onthe B-side was made
well after the choice of
Ms Nicholson's photo
had been made, and
althoughitisachilling
coincidence, thereisno
further connection.”

campaignswill be followed by stickers, cards
and balloons, and cartoonist Ralph Steadman
hasdrawn two colourillustrations for the AHC.

Tom Robinson hasalready expressedan
interestin playingliveatthe Londonball.

It'sestimated that there are more than
150,000 heroin addictsin Britain and that
£200mworthofitenters the country each year.
Fears have been growing forsome time over
thesafety ofschoolchildren and otheryoung
peoplewhoinhale the drug, knowingitonly
as “skag”withoutrealisingit’s heroin.
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HEROLLING STONES have this week
-I- reacted furiously to “inaccurate
codswallop” written about themin the
press. Onestoryin the London Evening
Standard suggested that the group were about
to split; that Keith Richards, BillWyman and
Ron Wood were angry about Mick Jagger's solo
album; that Jagger and Richards hadn’tspoken
forweeks; that the cracks were highlighted
when none of the group
turned up for the christening
ofJagger's baby daughter.
The Daily Expressreported
thatJaggerwasworking on
asolo projectwith Trevor
Hornas producer.
“Thegroupare totally
mystified byallthis,” saida
spokesman for the Stones’ office. “There’s
absolutelyno truthin the rumourabout
‘cracks’intheband. They'rerecordinglater this
vear. They're going to have averybusy couple of
yearsahead ofthem, and they're as faraway
fromanysplitas theycould get.
“It'sallnonsense. Mickand Billare
particularlychummyat the moment, and Keith

_—“—They’t'e as far
away from any split
as they could get”

Jagger:soloalbum "y

beingproducedby §
“% | BillLaswell,not

TrevorHorn

A Fig

and Mickhaven'tspoken for weeks because
they'reliving5,000 miles apartwithan
eight-hourtimedifference thrownin. The
christeningwas for theimmediate familyand
nobody outsideitwasinvited.

“Forany of the band to beannoyed with Mick
recordingasoloalbumisinconceivable. There's
along-standingarrangementin the group that
whenthey're notrecordingortouring, they
candowhattheylikeas
individuals. That's precisely
why thegroup haven'tsplit
upoverall theseyears.
Theirsolo projects have
beencountless.

“Thewholestoryinthe
Standardisbased on
hearsay... The Expressstory
isjustasbad. Mickisrecordingasoloalbumthat
willbereleased thisautumn, and the producer
is BillLaswell. Mickmet Trevor Horn foradrink,
butthatwaspurelyasocial meeting.”

Jagger'ssoloalbumissaid to be “amixture of
allsortsofthings... somerock songs, some
funkytypesongs”. It'sscheduled forrelease on
CBSinOctober.

Yeats, Rimbaud, Jerry Lee Lewis

Books and authors

Dion Fortune

CSLewis

George MacDonald

The GirlIn A Swing Richard Adams
The Awakening Earth Peter Russell
The Misfits Of Avalon Marlon Bradley

Drinks
Vodka and coke
Chocolate milk

Places

Edinburgh
The Portobello Road oriill
Thesea il

Politician

Tony Benn

Soul music
Easter Patti Smith
Dirt The Stooges
Summertime InEngland
Van Morrison

Philosophers
Sitting Bull
lagy Pop

Colours

Green
Black
White

Poet: Jerry
Leelewis

“So trendy you even have pickets”

NME AUG 4

POLOGIESTO ALL ourreaders for
Aour non-appearance over the last

nine weeks. We hope you've missed
NME as much as we have.

Ourabsenceisoneresult of adispute
between the National Union of Journalists
and IPC, who own NME. Action by the NUJ in
pursuit of a12 per cent pay claim resultedin
ournon-appearance and the subsequent
suspension of publication by IPC until the
resolution of the dispute. This came with the
union's acceptance of management’s 7 per
cent offer, withimproved conditions. Many
other IPC titles were similarly affected.
What did we do during our two months

away? Well, the Carnaby Street picket lines
(“NME’s so trendy you even have pickets,”
quipped Billy Bragg, one of the performers
to offer us abenefit gig, or atleast around
of beers) weren't reruns of the scenes

outside the nation’s coking plants, although
the stalwart NME pickets ensured there
were NO coal deliveries to these offices
during the dispute.

What did we miss, besides pay? Some
of the greatest gigs of the summer season
- Stevie Wonder, alternating between
singalongatedium andinspired splendour; and
analmost too successful Glastonbury Festival
with El Costello outstanding and Morrissey
swapping his flowers for tree limbs. The event
continues to be the single largest fundraiser
for CND as well as attractingafar more diverse
crowd that the customary
“hippy"” sneers suggest.

There were acouple ofrare
concerts from Dylan, as near to
routine as Dylan shows can get;
ascorcher of adebut for the
British Reggae Sunsplash, and

4 August 1984

the NME/Capital Six Day Wonder -afab
week of new bands organised by NME in
conjunction with Capital Radio.

Our absence from the newsstands meant
thatthe 18 groups didn't get the crowds they
deserved; our thanks to themall, as to Capital,
and all you faithfuls who showed up anyway.

Otherwise we watched the evolution of the
“Frankie Say" T-shirts along Carnaby Street,
and we still can’t figure out just what Frankie
say beyond “Relax”,“Go toit” and “Work for
the fat cats”;rest assured, chaps, we're doing
allthree already. NeilSpencer

GENE SHAW / GETTY, DAVID MAGNUS / REX F
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Hittingpeak
bouffant, Andrew
Ridgeleyand George
Michael of Wham!
poseforaphoto
shootinFrance
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MELODY MAKER

EORGE MICHAELAND Andrew Ridgeley are sexist,
fascist, stroppy, untalented, arrogant, mercenary,
manipulative, elitist, despicably commercial, and
wholly egocentric.
Orsothe paperssay,andit’snotbeenunknown
foryourstrulyto castamaliciousstoneor 10in
theirdirection. And before you accuse us of wanton victimisation,
let's face the facts.

Wham!are such obvious targets for derisionin their sun-sand-sea-
and-sex utopia. Ifthey had set themselves up solely as fodder for vitriolic
adjectives theycouldn'thave doneabetterjob. From the swaggering
bravado of “Wham!Rap” and “Bad Boys” to the permanent 18-30 holiday
posingof“ClubTropicana”, theyweartheiregos on theirsleeve, their
assetsdown theirFilashortsandirritatingsmirks on those perma-
bronzed complexions.

Asthe glossy fan mags clamoured to deify the dubious duo, we
possessors of more (ahem) critical faculties searched forchinksin their
apparently untarnished armour.

Circulating rumourswere pounced uponwith bloodlust glee—-they
were both gay, they didn’treally write theirown songs, Andrew was
merelyastoogefor George’s convenience, he couldn’teven play the guitar
he touted onstage, he was only there for his pulling power, two pretty
faces betterthan one-orso thestories went. Factand fiction blurred so
much thateachludicrous episode added fuel to thefire.

Fourweeks before “Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go” wasreleased,
George wasloudly boasting thatitwould gostraightinatNo 1.
Afewweeksafter thatwe heard the absurdly convoluted saga
surrounding’s Andrew’s nose-job. The preposterous ice-bucket-flinging
story had been concocted notasanalibifor Andrew’s plasters, butasa
publicity stunt for their mate David Austinwho (by sheer coincidence of
course) happened to have arecord released that same week.

Allthis, coupled with theirruthless marketing tactics, hardly dispelled
the wrath ofunrelenting cynics. Itwasn’tjust the press that made Wham!
the butt-end of vicious send-ups, either.

Justas The Smiths’ rapid rise brought scorn fromrivals, so Michael and
Ridgeley's popularity attracted acid rain. “We might be commercial but
atleastwe'renotastackyas Wham!" isaline that's recurred inmany
recentinterviews.

Wham!seemed to haverisento the top onempty merit ofa few glibly
constructed singles. Adoptinga tactic thathad successfully plucked
Duran Duranfromflaggingsales figures and transformed theminto
darlings of the international glitterati, Wham! plunged vigorously into
afewsub-tropical videosand then hit the jackpot with the pantomime of
the Club Fantastic Tour.

Those shows, once seen, were easily and rapidly forgotten. Myreview
wasscathinginthe extreme. If George had farted into themic the fans
wouldstillhavescreamed.

Wham!'sarse-wigglingand crotch-thrusting
cued ripples of collective teenage orgasmand
the wideboy casualsstood behind the girls,
nudging each otherwith copied bravado.

Wham!wereeverything they'd beenaccused
ofand more. Lackingin contentand almost
sinisterindesign, their facile antics mightbe
narcotic to the masses but they weren't forme.

Andthenastrange thinghappened.

Aslwaded through thereview singles one
week, “Wake Me Up..." hitthe deckand Wham!
Bits twitched thathad never twitched before.
Was this Parkinson'sdisease orthe DTs? It
couldn’tmeanliked it, couldit?

“Youmakingitsingle of the week was the best
review we could have had,” Georgelaughs mockingly
atmein his manager's office, the scene of our debut
encounter. Andrew lounges lazily nearby, gazing
disdainfullyattheaggressor. Theylook exactly how
you think they'dlook, faded Levi’'sand pale T-shirts
accentuating their peak of fitnessand deep Miami-
burnttans.

“Afavourablereview from someone who hatesyou
means farmore thananother paton the back. We
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“We want to be
huge. Were
doing it in the
same way as
everybody else”

onlyagreed todo thisinterview outof curiosity. We wanted to give you
the once-over. And we wanted you to see thatwe haven'tgot nine heads.”
Hegrinsat Andrew, whoironically responds.

“After thatlivereview youdid we'd neverhave talked to you, but then
voumade ussingle of the week, butonlyaftersaying in the same breath
how muchyouhated us. I mean, whydid you feel youhad to apologise for
liking the single? That's what narked us; we had tomeetyou after that.”

“Wedidn'twantto talk to Melody Makerbecause your hypocrisy makes
ussick,” Georgestates flatly. “Youuse ourname on the cover to help you
sellmoreissuesand thenslagus offinside. And then you have the nerve to
criticise ourmarketing strategies. Oneissue last year slagged us offfour
times, and yetused aglossy picture of us for the free calendarinside.

“We'reonly talking to you out of curiosity and because we fancied doing
ajuicyinterviewforachange.”

Herubs his hands together gleefully.

“We'resicktodeath of those boring, repetitious questions about our
holidaysand haircuts and videos. Askus something nasty,” he hackles,
“but firsttellme whyyouhad toslagus off personallyin that single review.
Why did your opinionofusas people have to enterintoitatall?”

Because, George, asyouastutely recognised from the start, nowadays
it'simpossible to divorce asingle oralbumfromaband’s persona. Videos,
TV, PAsand interviews collectively reinforce a chosen image, what
advertising executives would call corporate identity. Onlyunknown
bands canhave theirrecords reviewed withoutassorted mentalimages
springing tomind. It'sinsanely naive if you expectrigid objectivity. It's
impossible whenimage and productaresoincestuously entwinedina
relentless audiovisual package.

And from the faded denim dole chicof “Wham!Rap” through to the
sequinned Number One T-shirts for “Wake Me Up”, Wham!have courted
that bi-sensoryblending more than most.

“Butit’sstillunjust to make personal assessments of our motives before
you'dmetus,” George argues, unconvinced by the argument thatifwe
had toreserve judgementunless we'd met the particularartist there'd be
astockpile ofunreviewed records stretching from High Holborn to
Shanghai. Leaning forward eve to eye, he demands my condensed
opinionof Wham!, which he wants to challenge point for point. OK then.

Howdo they cometo terms with the fact that theirlive shows are geared
to milk the basest form ofentertainment—cheap titillation? Andrew
leaps out of his chair, exploding into adiatribe about “missing the point”
and “giving people what they want”.

Georgeis morerelianton his powers of reasoning and hissincerity, even
ifhisargumentis not convincing.

“Whydo peopleaccuse us of talkingdown to ouraudience? And why
do theyfind us offensive? | thinkwhatwe dois farlessinsulting to their
intelligence than someone like Duran Duranstandingaloofand
impassive and tryinghard tolooklike arockband.

“Alright, sowe come on to the crowd, show themvideos of our families,
ofuswith hangoversin the morning, But through what you call
pantomime we send people home feeling that
they know us abitbetter than before. Ifyou'd
takenagoodlookat those crowds you'd have
seennearlyasmanyboysasgirls, and mostof
them were older than the 14-16 age bracket that
you thinkis our market.

“Thegirlswere there to be flirted with, sowe
did - theblokesjustwanted to laugh withus
‘cosiftheywerein our position they'dloveit.
But there was more singingand dancingthan
screaming. Sure, whenwe larkaboutup there
itlooks ridiculous to you, but that's because
voudon'tsee the humourinit.

“Ourwholeimageishumorous, we're playing
atpop, playingthe game verywell, and the
videosinSpainand Floridaareapartofthat.
ForGod'ssake, whatdoyouexpectustodoonstage-
sitinacornerand recite the Gormenghast trilogy?

“Thereasonweattractsomuch hostilityis because
we're quite blatant, quite open about subjects that
most bandswon't talkabout. We want to be huge”
—hestretches smooth-haired forearms fromwall
towall-"that’snosecret. We're doingit the same
way as everyone else, butbecause we're frank about
our moves and motives we're blowingeveryone




FREEDOM

else’scover. It's like we've broken some unspoken
code of behaviour.”

Andinasensehe’sright. Wham!are possibly the
quintessential pop band, the culmination ofa two-
decade evolution that’s turned shortcuts, dodges
and formulaeintoanartform.It'sasiftheytooka
demographicsurveyofwhatkids wouldlook forin
theirultimate pop band and then turned it intoreality.

Wham!songsare transient, disposable, and vitally mobile. So far
they've flirted on the fringes of Latin American, Motown, rap, soul,
jitterbug, funkand disco. Yetno one questions theirlack of originality or
whimsical changes ofimage, because thisis Pop, Popwhose capital ‘P’
stands for payolanot purism and whose only taboo is aflop single.

“Whatwe'reincreasingly becomingaware ofis that because we mainly
doverysuperficialinterviews, people think we're thick,” George mutters
withagrimace. “Theyaskthe same things overand over tillitmakes you
feellike screaming. Sometimes to combat the boredom we playup and
throwinsome arrogantstatementin the hopesoflivening things up, but
theyneverrespond. Theyjustgo backand printeverythingwe say, like
‘Wham!said they think they’re the best pop band ever'... Theycan’teven
pickuponthesarcasm.”

HE OTHERVITAL factor that George is almost over-eager to

convey is that Wham! aren’t given enough credit for their

songs. “Herelam, 21 years old, right! I've written six Top 10
singles, written, sung, produced and arranged aNo 1, I've just released
asolosingle and what do people want to askme? Where [ buy my
shirts and what my favourite food is!  know our fans want to know
the trivia but we'd like to be given more credit for the thing we're best
at—making hitrecords. And there’s aknack to writing hits that people
often don'trealise.”

Soundslike George has been hoisted by his own petard. In defence of
Wham!'srelentless pursuit of basic-ingredient pop, heis quick to quote
otherbelatedlyrecognised talents.

“Remember Motown was despised when it firstcame out, forall the
samereasonswe're beingslagged offnow.

“Look at ABBA-bythe time people had realised how good they were it
was toolate. ABBA justkeptreleasingaregularstream of faultless, catchy
melodies and very clever pop songs. There was nothing fantastically
originalabout them either. They triumphed by being consistently good,
and that'swhatwewantfor Wham!”

The future seems to hold no fear for George—he's already making
plansadecadeinadvance. “Unless somethingdreadful happenstome
orlgetbored with the business, I'll still be writing derivative, catchy,
huge-sellingrecordsin 10 years’ time. My songwritingis getting better
allthetime. ThesongsI'm writing now have a farwiderappeal than our
earlierones.

“We're notlike Duran, whose record sales are propped up bya huge and
loyalfan club following. We sold 64,000 copies of ‘Wake Me Up’in one day
andwe worked out that 90 percent of the people who sentit to No 1 would
never have boughtaWham!record before. Which proves that they
boughtitjustbecause theyliked it, which hasnothing to dowith our
image orvideosoranythingelse.”

Articulate, directand unbelievably cleveratbringing youround to his
pointofview bydeviouscircularreasoning, George is fun to cross swords
with. Worsestill, you end up liking him for his audacity. Prod himwith
thefactthatsince “Wham!Rap” (itslife-on-the-dolelyric seen as Britain's
equivalentto Grandmaster Flash's “The Message”) hislyrics haven't
strayed far beyond thereflected glamour of a popstarlifestyleand he
smartsvisibly.

“Whatyou'rereally saying is that we did a sudden turnabout from
aggressive tosoft, whichwe can’tdeny. The aggressionin ‘Wham! Rap’
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and "Young Guns' wasreal enough, but [ succumbed
to the pressureofsticking to formulawith ‘Bad Boys’
andThated thatsingle. [twasn'tme. Soafter thatI
decided towrite frominstinctrather than demand
and that'swhy the songs changed.

o “Since then we've been called fascists, which

Ican'tunderstand. We both vote Labour, we're not

sexist, racist, bigoted in any way-oh, and we're not gay either,” he smiles.
“Weeven tried to take partina CND benefitat Wembley this year, and
wewant todosomething thatwouldn’tlook too naffto supportthe
miners. The only thing'mworried about is keeping the musicand
politicsseparate.”

Obviously to protect theauraand identity Wham!have builtaround
themselves. The potential fragility of Wham!’s new successisalso a factor
inreleasing George's solo work as a completely separate project.

“Careless Whisper” was released on Monday, and if George's
buoyantpredictionsare matched, it'll hit single-digit chart figures
withinthe week.

“Basically, mysolo stuffis very different to what people have come to
expectfromWham!;itcouldn’thavebeenincorporated into whatwe do.
Iwanted toreleaseit, so Lhave, I'm notexpanding my horizonsin case
AndrewandIsplitup, whichis another one of those rumours you'll have
heard. There's noquestion of that. Butas Wham! the only constant
identity we haveis thatwe're uptempo, lightweight pop. Hove writing
Wham!songs, butl've enjoyed doing my ownstufftoo.”

“Careless Whisper”isa caressingsoulballad that far outstrips the
mixed charmsof Wham!releases. Thisis so obviously the natural
element for Michael'srichly toned vocals thatit'sa pity hissolo work will
bedictated by Wham!’sschedule. Over the nextsix months they have to
recordanalbum (in the south of France fortaxreasons!), tourwhen it’s
released inlate autumn/early winter, release anothersinglein the
meantime—and thenit'llbe Christmas.

Georgeiskeeping his bestsonginreserve forthe Christmas
competition,

“It’s the most commercial and melodic single ['ve ever written.”

More commercial than “Wake Me Up”? Impossible. The new Wham!
LP promises to be more ofa pop-and-soulalbum thanadiscoalbum,
George planstorelease anothersolosingle nextyear—though if “Careless
Whisper”justifiesits author’s confidence, it'll be interesting to see just
how much time he'llborrow from Wham! to bolsterits success.

ITH GEORGE DIVERGING on a solo tangent, the specifics
of Andrew’s rolein Wham!will again be under scrutiny.
Georgeis adamant that Andrew’s is not asecondary role.
“He plays guitar, is half theimage, co-wrote ‘Careless Whisper’
withme, andifitwasn’t forhim Wham!songs wouldn't be what
they are. Wham!is an equal, democratic partnership and it's going
to stay that way.”

Andrew, who'sdonelittlemore in the interview than nod, scowls
moodilyandrises to the bait. “Justbecause 'm happy to let George do
mostofthetalking doesn’tmeanIdon'thave opinions. It’sjust thatI'm
notas patientasheisaboutconstantly having tojustify ourexistence to
journalistswhoneverlistenanyway.”

Georgeinevitably concludes this surprisingly educational joust with
achallenge. “Well, you've satand talked to us now, you've heard Wham!
from Wham!. We're notsaying that we have no egos—of course we're
enjoyingthissuccess, that'sbeen ourtarget from the start. We're not
coveringanythingup and we're probably adamn sight more honestin
ourintentions thansome other bands. Having metus, canyoustill go
away feeling thatwe’re conartists who prey mercilessly on other people’s
vulnerability to pave ourway to the top?”

And theanswer of courseis no. Helen Fitzgerald ®
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Intotalcommand:
Michael Jacksonon
stageinBuffalo,New
York, August27,1984

CARCELY HAD I touched down
S Stateside last week when | found

myself boundinabus for
Meadowlands,in ahumid pocket of endless,
endlesslyirrelevant New Jersey. Dislocated
asonly an exhausted English rock-critcan
feel, 1 was sped off from CBS midtown
Manhattan in a coach that nosed under the
river to surface in that nebulous nowhere-
land, in tow with the man from the Sunday
Times and the boy from Smash Hits.

The joke of Noo Joizy unfolded along my
portside as,in the distance, the sun’sbloody
ballslid over a gigantic spaceship called Giants
Stadium (which hosts football). Here The
Jacksons proposed to hold the night's court.

Once we'd madeit past the thousand
varieties of memento, including a programme
that retailed at $10, dolls, gloves, a guy selling
battery-operated geese, things started to
happeninside and over the stadium (which
looked like the end of Close Encounters).
Choppersdancedinthe skylikeinsects,
planesrerouted to geta quick glimpse, kids
shadow-boxed jewelled Michael gloves.

Atone point, when the popcorn-fuelled
anticipation had reached proportions of
hysteria, a frightening wave effect started
onone side of the stadium (how | know not),
whereby each sectionrose and fellin domino
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AUGTL...butit’s Mlchael’s songs that the crowd want (and get) to hear.

sequence,until it reached me. Each time it
did, | felt like | was suffocating. Finally it
ceased, leaving only the sound of Noo
Joizyites, like crickets, talking baseball.

The stage was not small, nor were the
various control towers, Nor were
the screens on either side of the
stage, which canonly have been
blown-up backdrops from
Bambior Snow White. These
folded away after a noisy and
laser-slashed tableauin which
abunchofrathersad-looking
ogres called Cretons were
vanquished by valiant, armour-
plated Randy.

Synthetic thunder rocked the
Arthurian meadowlands, while acombination
of magnesiumand dryice gradually revealed
the five noble knights of the San Fernando
Valley. They descended to the sputtering
pulse of “Wanna Be Startin’ Something"”.

Start something they of course did. The
sight of Michael's white socks blownup a
thousand times on the holograph screen
propelled countless teenage womeninto
astate of near delirium. My own thought was,
yes, thatis Michael Jackson, not three
hundred yards away, the most famous person
on Earth.!'d know him anywhere.

y EASTHUTHEHFORD
— NEW JERSEY ——

LIVE!

— JULY29 ——

The planes continued to reroute above.
Jacksons worked the stage inevery
conceivable direction. Tito was going this
way, Marlon thataway, Jermaine was jammed

into his bass. They dodged and dummied
and decoyed like American
footballers. “Heartbreak Hotel”
was an electric shock of colour
andjerking movement,
“Human Nature” was layered
silk, waves of love, and Michael
was in total command. Facing
us, he was an evangelist
preacher on hot coals; facing
his kin, he was a drill sergeant.
My favourite Michael pose is
where he'sasports coachtrying to
explain adifficult manoeuvre with the flat of
his hand. He'll stop, in mid-hop, to pick
something out of the night air, to size us up. At
Meadowlands, too, he was singing beautifully,
swooning on his back for “She's Out Of My
Life", long fingers stretching out at the dark
but the voice not breaking. Jermaine, in
contrast, was pitiably flat on an otherwise
hard-cooking “Let's Get Serious”.

Oneincidental point: as Michael gets ever
sleeker and more stalk-like, so his brudders
seem to get butcher and meatier. Randy is
particularly keen on flexing his buttocks, as




AndrewRidgeley
andGeorgeMichael:
“posturingfarcically”

would Jackie be had he not been nobbled
before the tourbegan. (Jackie hobbled onin
aWorldwide Nuclear Ban T-shirt, leading one
to suppose that he must have tripped overa
silo somewhere.) One of the group portraits
inthe ripoff programme shows Michael,
surrounded by his butch brothersin boxing
togs, splitting the image of that beautiful fey
boyin Visconti’s Death In Venice.

Allthe tour's preceding hype had no doubt
overworked us, but the clamour for more was
not the loudest din your correspondent has
ever heard. Backin a salmon-pink space suit,
Michael jumped through “Beat It", “Billie
Jean”,“Shake Your Body", lay prostrate as
giant Meccano triffids with purple eyeballs
tried to eat him, twirledlike a spinning top a few
more times, and generally carried on making
spontaneously choreographed love to himself.

Fireworks closed the proceedingsas|
wandered through the squashed franks and
spilt cola to the sanctuary of the press bus. By
now too creased to form ajudgement of the
spectacle just witnessed, images of Michael
and more Michael swam over the film of my
eyesuntil, withajolt, | was walking the Sunday
Times man and the Smash Hits boy back to
their suites at the Algonquin Hotel. And last
night | dreamed Michael Jackson all the way
home to London. Barney Hoskyns

MM SEPT 15

SILURKED round the back of the hall

tryingto getin, asmall entourage swept

pastled byashort, greying man,
curiously familiar... Arthur Scargill! The
teenage girls hoveringround the door paid
no attention. Theywere preoccupied with
the serious business of waiting for Wham!

Afaintauraofcultureshocklingered over
the eveninglike awhiffofcordite. The boxes
anddecorum of the Festival Hall seem more
Midland Bankthan NUM, butitwas full of
determined expressions and a keennessto
applaud theright sentiments however they
wereexpressed. The criticdid not feel
welcome, though the eventwas presumably
asmuchabout publicityasanything.

AlexeiSayle kicked off, resembling a bad-
tempered grizzly who'swoken up to find
himselfinexplicably sewnintoanill-fitting
suit. OnTV, Sayleisachore. Tonight, he was
belligerentand very funny, “political” only by
inference but scourgingly provocative.

Icouldn’thear much ofMike Harding
because myseatwasinthe acoustic dead
zone. Still, Theard him say that the miners
couldn’tbe beaten because theyhad nothing
tolose, and thisearned a tumultofapplause.

RikMayallas “Kevin Turvey” was
almostexactly asyou'd expect, withsome
convoluted sagaabout something happening
tohim onthewayto the auditorium. [tended
withmuchtalkof
“pricks”, ratherrudein
my view. Typecastingin
acomedianisevenworse
thanitis for pop stars, who
canatleast pretendtobe
actors when peoplestop
buying theirrecords.

The Style Council took
thestage forapacked,
purposeful setwhichlifted offnicely with a
rhumba-styled “Speak Like A Child”. Weller
sensiblylet the music do the talking, apart
fromdedicatingalithe “Move On Up” to “all
theminers” (hardlynecessary, onewould
have thought). For “Mick’s Up”, Weller played
bassas theadmirable Mick Talbotrippled
round his keyboardswithout visible effort.
StyleCouncilseem to beshakingdownintoa

0dd but eventful

George apologised
to anyone thinking
Wham! would be

playing live

versatile unit, with tonight's shortdisplay
showingawelcomelackof pop-starego.
Wellerand Talbotreturned to the stage for
alow-keyencore of “My Ever Changing
Moods” and pottered offinto the wings.

Stillunable to hearmuch of what people
weresaying, [wasatfirstunderthe
impression that the manin the dark suit
who'dstepped to the mic wassome sort of
stand-up comedian. However, [ realised my
errorwhen I caughtthe bitabout “this manis
oneofthefinest TUCleaders thiscountryhas
everseen”. Heavens, hewas ArthurScargill’s
warm-up man. Thereupon, Arthur (looking
nervous) strode onstage and delivered an
impassioned speech, evidently much shorter
than hisusual workout, thanking the artists
and predictingvictory for the NUM. Nothing
new here, buthe brought the house down.

Aftertheinterval we had theawful Nigel
“Neil” Planer, mercifullybrief, then it was
Wham!Allof Wham!, thatis—backinggirls,
brasssection, keyboards, guitars-all
miming. George thoughteverybody had
cometoseethemalone, and apologised to
anyonewho'dboughtaticketunder the
impression that Wham!would be playing
live. He did add that thiswasn't the point of
the evening, butobviously Wham!were out
tomilktheir 15minutes forallit was worth.

We had “Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go”,
thegrim “Careless
Whisper”, anew song
called “Everything She
Wants"” and the new
single, “Freedom”. Dressed
inwhite and posturing
farcically, Wham!greatly
pleased the threerows of
younggirlsat the back of
thehallandlefteverybody
else stone-faced and baffled.

Working Week, dependable jazzers who've
seen athingortwo, closed the proceedings
withtherightair ofrewardingapplication.
Ben Wattand Tracey Thorn sangthe wordsto
“Venceremos” with astounding ineptitude,
thenthebandlitup for thelonginstrumental
passageandleftussizzling, [thadbeenan
oddbuteventful night. Adam Sweeting
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((The

ntention
was to be
a, hero”

An unexpected kind of meeting with

. What begins as a junket
for his new single with
becomes an insight into how a major
star succeeds, prospers and endures.
“Pd love to record with Streisand,” says
JB. “That would definitely be good for
humanity and for artistic merit.”

EXMACHINE TODAY

Funky President? Soul Godfather?
L amES BROWN lays the '80s rap ona




Kingofhiphop Afrika
Bambaataaand
godfatheroffunk
JamesBrown,
collaboratorsonthe
TommyBoysingle
“Unity”,summer1984
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JULY — SEPVMBER

HAT DO YOU think
of when you think of
James Brown?
Astretchercaseraddled
withemotional pain
dragging himselfback
from endlessencores of “Please Please Please”?
The self-proclaimed, undisputed Godfather
OfSoulrovingacrosshiskingdominhisrobes
and finery givingstrength and supplication to
the weak and weary masses? Themanwho
stoppedaraceriot? A pompadour quiffdripping
asheen of sweatover his face? Rubber-limbed
kneejerks, full-length splits and heel swivels?
Oneofthe finestmusical brains of the past 25
years?Alarger-than-life presence. Thespeed.
Thegrace. Theglory?
Laydeezand gennelmen—thestarofthe
show, hard-working, MrDynamite...
Jaaaaaymes Brown.
Or,are youready for this James Brown -
wrapped inabathrobe, coollyappraising
himselfin frontofhis bedroom mirrorwith his hairwrappedin pink
rollers. Would you believe it? The Man's Man Sex Machine Brother Rapp
Minister Of The New Super Heavy Funk with huge plastic combs to give
his nylon-textured locks that permed flounce and parting!

FYOU WERE around his hotel room the morning before the start

of his three-day assault on The New Music Seminar in New York's

Hilton Hotel, you'd see how the rollers are just part of his elaborate
and well-established process of readying himself to meet the pressand
public. Inside theirbedroom, his wife Alfie busies herselfwith the
various makeups, toners and highlighters that willimprove his features
without making him looklike one of those over-painted honkys who
seemed to have colonised the charts while James has been elsewhere.

Then there is the extensive wardrobe of clothes designed to make this
small, corpulent 56-vear-old look solid and imposing rather than the
glutinous overweight mass that one suspectslies under the carefully
tailored cloth. Heisalso on adiet specially planned by Gertrude Stein, his
wardrobe mistress and weight-watcher for the past 20 years.

Obviouslynospringchicken herself, Ms Stein, atall, quietladyinawhite
crimplene frock withamild case of varicose veins, had quitea hard task.
Because while Mister Brown, aseveryonein his select entourage refers to
him, nibbleson cornflakes and sliced
bananasatbreakfastand delicatelittle
canapesforalunchtime snackas he
plays Funky President-in-waiting,
whenathomeinhisAugusta, Georgia,
mansion, heisnostranger to the joys of
Southern-style home cooking.

Theextrafleshisthere to proveit, but
the careful preparation pays offand
MrBrownlooks smart, cooland, yes,
imposing. It'sstillabitdisconcerting
whenyousee himswaggeracross the
floorofhishotel suite orstrutting
downtown New Yorkwith the butt
wrigglingand thatrolling cowboy gait
infull swing. Still, pinkrollers! That
wasn'tgoingto be too easy to forget.
Thatwasarealshocker.

Onthe Hilton's44th flooris the
Presidential Suite. Richard Nixon
stayed here with hiswife Patin the
middle of some ofhiscorruptdealings.
The mainroom has oak-panelled
bookshelveswith averitablelibrary
of Americanliterature, various items
ofengraved antique furniture and
aswish polished-ballroom floor.
Windows thesize of asmall football

US 5198 (by #ir}
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“They want
me to work
with Aretha,
but I chose
Bambaataa”

pitchlook over the broad sweep of the Manhattan
skyline,and beside thewindows sitsalarge Steinway.

Various people from Tommy Boy Records and the
James Brown entourage millaround the mainroom
andkitchen (where there'sabar withan extensive
supply of Perrierwater). At the top of the spiral
staircase, James finishes off his preparations.

Aslwaitforhisarrival, the girl from Tommy Boy

introduces me to Alfie, the fourth orfifth Mrs
Brown, who's now busying herselfwithsome
knitting. Agood fewyears]B'sjunior, she's
fairly plumpandsquat, withabouffantof
back-combed black hairand awell-powdered
white face. Laterin the day, somebody tells
hershelookslike Joan Collinsand she's not
amused, atall.
Also there throughout the three daysis Mr
Henry Stallings, hardestworking manager
of the hardest-working man inshow business,
and Willie Glenn, a friend of James since
schooldays, nowemployed asageneral
assistant. His chieffunction seems to be to
givewholehearted supportandagreement
to the craziest statementsand conjectures
made by hisfriend and keeper. Some of Brown's male offspring by
previous marriagesand hisnewest collaborator—Overlord Of The Zulu
Nation, self-proclaimed, undisputed King Of Hip Hop, Afrika Bambaataa
—arealso present.

It’sonlyafter flying 3,000 miles from London and about three minutes
before the interview thatI'm taken aside by the girl from Tommy Boy and
told thereare three areas to avoid - politics, religion and colour. A James
Browninterviewwithout politics orreligion wasn't exactly the sort of
interview'd been preparing for. The thought that I'dhad when the trip
was first proposed began toniggle. [t was that Brown had only decided
todointerviewsas partofthe deal struck with Tommy Boy forhis
collaboration with Bambaataaon the megamix“Unity” (itwas rumoured
hewas given an unconditional paymentof$30,000 for his partin the
recording) and notto delveinto the brilliance and complexity of one of
the mostamazingsuccess stories and catalogues of recorded work in the
whole of history.

Suddenly there heis descending thesstairsinawide flapping casino
hustlersuit, aviatorshades, and aruffled red shirt. Patentleather shoes
clickon the flooras he strides over to the pianotorun throughan old
songthathe never gotround torecording. Tune called “Honeydripping”,
andit'safineversion.

“Boogie-woogie!” yells James
ashegoesforanextendedrun
between verses.

“I'wishlcould seehiseyes; hiseyes
sayitall,” sighs Alfie.

Helooks in mydirection. “You
wouldn'tknow 'bout thingslike that,
recorded before youwas even born,”
hesaysremoving hisshadesand
comingdown tositbeside me. Afrika
Bambaataatakesastool onmyother
side, butremains mute while Brown is
speaking. Althoughitwashisideato
approach Brown tomake “Unity”and
he's followed him foryears, itsoon
becomesclearthat thereareseveral
issues onwhich Bamis prepared to be
more forthright than The Godfather.
Hissilence seemsonly to avoid
contradictionandensures the courtly
respect flowssmoothly.

1998 0028 6367

SHRIEKBACK
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| START COUNTING

Inthe pastyou've been critical of new
funkgroups. Why have youdecided to
workwith Bambaataa?

No, I'mnotcritical. It'san extension of
whatwe've doneandit's anotherway
togettoit. 'mnevercriticalomoone.




3

e’sgotareputationfor
helpingtheyoung,and
that'swhat|'maboutalso™
BrownonBambaataa

Onethingwearecritical of, Bambaataaand
myself, is peoplekilling each other. Now youlive
aslongasyoucananddiewhenyoucan'thelpit,
butwedon'twantyouto plannobody’s death.

Butyoumusthave had offers from
peoplebefore?

Yeah, I have; Iwon’tcall theirnames, they're
good people, good faith.Ithinkone of the
Rolling Stones wantstodoanalbumwithme
now, Nona Hendryxalso. Theywantme towork
withAretha, butlchoose Bambaataa. When |
first talked to him, [knewitwas what lwanted to
beinvolvedin. He'sabout people looking out for
the underdogandlookingout for the small man.

That'swhatIget fromhim, that'swhathe told me; anythingelse

“Louis Jordan
influenced
me. It was the
show as well
as the music”

he’sthinkingldon'tknowabout, but that’swhat he told me. He's got

areputation for helpingthe young, and that's what I'm about also.

Thesound ofinner-city hip hopis an extension of the sound of
American geography. When you began making music, the various
regions had clearly defined “sounds”. Were you conscious of wanting

tointegrate all these elements?

It'slike travelling—some takes the autobahn, some takes the service
road, some takea train, some take a plane. Everybody's going the

same place—survival. [Baffled, I repear the
question.] No, Iwasn't. Iwas conscious about
eatingand sleeping. [wanted tolive. All that
cameafter. Butonce you get what youwant you
shouldn’tbeso hungup onyourselfthat you
won'thelp otherpeople. That'swhyllove him,
because he's concerned about peaple other
than himself.

Weren'tyouinfluenced by people? 1 hear
youlike thebluessinger Little Willie John?
No,hedidn’tinfluence me.Ilike some of
the things he was doingbuthe didn’t
influence me. LouisJordaninfluenced me,
Lew-issJordan. Itwas the showaswell as the

music-veryvibrant, very entertaining.

Yourshowwasvery stylised—-howdid you go about puttingit together?

[thinkorganisationis the key toeverything. Organise - that’s what

Bambaataa's talkingabout. Organise people’s minds toward peace.
Organisation. What's wrongwith the entertainers todayis that they
walk onstage and they'renotorganised, then theyask theaudience

w
which one shall we play. We know which one we're going to play when &
we getup there. Entertainment, that’'swhatitsabout - E-N-T-E-R-T-A--N- &

b

M-E-N-T,entertainment. »
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Jily - SEFTEOBER

Wasitimportant thatyour showwasvery
rootsy; it camefromlocal communitiesand
ordinaryfolks couldrelate toit?

I don’tunderstand your termsofwords, sol'm
not goingtoagree with you.

FTERAWHILEit becomes clear that

James Brownisn't somuch interested

in answering questions as using the
spaces in the conversation asan opportunity
to propagate his flaccid, ecumenical cliches.
IHe tells me later that I'm too young, got no
wisdom, that 'm dragging down the horizons
of the interview. Well, excuse me.

I'm not quite used to adjusting to the neo-
mystical rarefied verse required by Ye Gods of
entertainment. Ohsure, we could getinto one
ofthose dopeyreligious flip-top dialogues, but
itwould getus nowhere fast. ThisisJAMES
BROWN forgodsakes, areal bleedinghero. |
want tograpple with thereality of the manwho
had me motivated and fortified by his music for
aslongas I remember. A manwhose music has
travelled furtherand stayed sharper than
anyone involved inthe (r)evolution of modern
music, whose gut-bottom pained shriekon
“Cold Sweat”, “Please Please Please”, “Bring It
On” (fillinyour favourite) is the epitome of
soul music’s sonic powerdrive. Amanwhose
esteem seemstodiminish every time he opens
hismouth to doanythingotherthanuse The
Steinway. [ decide [might have more success
withareverential pitch.

Youwent throughalotofhard times touring
the South, recordinggreat music that never
charted, gettingripped off. Did you always
feel thatyou'dbe popular?

I thought I would getto the top. [ knewIhad
somethingtoofferand thatlwasas goodasany
man that wanted to do somethingand awhole
lot better than those that didn'twanttodo
nothing. Heh heh heh. You understand?

Youbecameareal hero tomany, likeyoung
Bam here. Was that theintention?

I must have donesomethingheliked. [hope

I becameaherotohim.Thopelbecameahero
to his familyand thathe’s ahero tome. The
intention was to be ahero, to make everyone
like me. In the beginning it was forme, then|
gotmineand Istarted to thinkof other people.
Anymanwhodoesn’t thinkofhimselffirstis not
veryintelligent. When you eatfood, doyoueat
foryourselforsomeoneelse? I rest my case.

Youdevelopedat thesame timeas

Elvis Presley...

Ididn'tdevelop anything Elvis did. I wassinging
before I met Elvis. We wasn'tallowed to play
togetherduringthattime, therewasa
separation thingcalled prejudice. Elvisand 1 got
togetherwhenwe weren't working; we were
good friends, we was religious brothers. Both
sunggospel.

Were you to black folks what Elviswas to
white folks?

We was equivalent to people, but thesystemwouldn'tallowusto be
together-notaswhite and black people. Butwe had to say what we said
during those times, even though people don'treally have a colour. But [
since they separated us, we dealtwith whatwe had. But, by the same
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“The intention
was to be a
hero, to make
everyone
like me”

Septemberio,
1984:Brownon
stageattheFirst
Avenuenightclub
inMinneapolis,
Minnesota

token, when he'd get offwork, Elvis would be
peepinginthe windowwatching BB Kingand
T Bone Walkerlike Tused to watch Tommy
Dorsey, Bing Crosbyand FrankSinatra.

Youmet themaswell?

Yeah, I met Sinatra. Sinatra’savery good friend
ofmine. likealotofthingshe did. Ilike the way
he stood up for himselfand defended himself
when he was publicly attacked.

Would youlike to haverecorded with Elvis?
Ithinkitwould have madeagood record—me
doingwhatlfeltand Elvisdoingwhat he felt.
Ithinkitwould have been good for humanity

—like Bambaataa and me togetheris good for humanity. I'd love to

record with Streisand, thatwould definitely be good for humanity and
forartistic merit. Iwould still like to record with Sinatraand hopefully,
I wish, he would like to record with me, because [ think we could bring
alotofthings together.




Youcreated agreatshowman thatyouseem to have
tobe24 hoursaday-is that easy tolivewith?

James Brown s foreverbecause he do as God tells him
to.Yesit'sgreat tolivewith, all you gotto dois think of
thetimebefore. Tobe soimportantis easy to live with.

Doestheworld need heroes today?
Sure, everybodyneeds heroes. Heroes are
role models.

Aretheheroesoftodaythesort the

world needs?

Theworld needs whatithas; the world don't
proguce nothingitdon't need.

It produces famines, nuclear waste, wars.
Wars? [ guessiineeds wars. Warsisaway of
debating. Killing—theydon't need that. But
theyhave wars, the whole of the Olympics is war.
Awarofart. Hehheh heh.

HaveyouseenTheJacksons’show?

Ididn'tgetachance, though Iwasinvited there. But Michael is doingvery
goodandwell enough withoutme not to botherseeing him. I don't want
todistractattention away from him. Kids need to look at Michael, not me.
We got Michael going, now we got towork on Prince and Bambaataa.

Jacksonregularly checks youasamajorinfluence, but the elements of
sexualambiguity and childlike wondermentin hisact seem at odds
with the masculine tradition that you celebrated. Would you agreewith
blackMuslimswho'vesaid hisimage is “sissified”?

Thaven’tanythingto dowith that. 'm not hereto talk about that. I think
you'verunoutof questions, haven’tyou? Don'tget fresh when you come
backtome.Idon'twanttotalkabout ather people. Don'task me those
sortofquestions. I'm here to talk about this thing (pointsatacopyof
“Unity”). You talk to Bambaataa now.

HOOPS, THINK1 just blew the James Brown story. The

greatman ups and walks off to complain to Mister

Stallings. AsIshoot the breeze with Bambaataa —a sweet
guywith hisownstory to tell -1 can hear Willie Glenn shouting, "Yeah,
youright, youright, youdamnright.”

Bambaataahad met James Brown several times in the '60s and '70s
whenhe came up to the Bronx, sometimes makingan appearanceatone
ofthespecialannual Brown tribute nights that Bam DJ'd. Justas James
Brownstopped araceriot by goingon 24-hour TVin the late '60s, so when
the calmofhis clubwas one night disturbed by a shootingincident
outside, Bambaataa quelled the crowd by playing nonstop JB.

The Godfatherrecorded whatis probably the first rap record - “America
IsMyHome" -and later, when the '70s scene took off, made one of his
greatestrecordsinyearswith “Rapp Payback” - semi-taunt, semi-tribute
totheyoungbloods. While he'd obviously been keeping tabs on the New
Yorkscene-he'dbeen snapped hanging out with Kurtis Blow duringthe
earlydays of The Roxy-itwasn'tuntil the young man who he
remembered from way back (Brown's phatographic memoryis
legendary) made himan offer that he decided to join forces.

Butit'snotall that Bambaataa’s been involved with or plans to be
involved with. Alistofhis ventures criss-cross the cornucopiaof modern
music. Firstly he has his own groups onavariety of labels - Shango, Soul
Sonic Force, Time Zone-and then the people who are interested in using
hisbeatadvisoryservice—John Lydon, Thomas Dolby, George Clinton,
Germanrapper Falco, Yellowman, Nona Hendryx,

He hasn'tactuallymet Lydon, butin preparation he was watching
allavailablevideos of the PiLlynchmanand reading
asmuchashe couldabouthim. Whateverlove
he once had for Lydon’s former manager was
washed away by McLaren’scomments onarecent
hip-hop documentary.

“Anybodyasks me about Malcolmand lalways start
talkingabout Malcolm X. McLarenisaliar. He met me
inahousing projectin South East Bronx—itwasn’t
burntoutorlookingraggedy ornothing. They show
thesame piece of the Bronxall the time in the movies

“I'm not going
to get off on
black and
white. Don’t
ask me”

JAMES BROWN

andonthebox, butit’sonlyasmall partofit that
islike that.”

Foraguysoyoungandso muchindemand,
Bambaataaseemsin controland notafraid tolet his
tongueloose onissueslike South Africa, when these days
The Godfatherwould ratherkeep schtum. Idecide to go for
broke with Brownand ignore the guidelines.

You've met nearlyevery presidentsince
Kennedy-whateffectdid thathave onyou?
Thereare thingsI'dlike todoand I see things
they're fightingand help to make theirlife
easier. Every presidentwants todo good,

see. Everyone want to do what the otherone’s
doing, theyallwantto do good. Theyjust have
adifferentway of goingaboutit. I met Johnson,
Vice President Humphrey, MrNixon, President
Carterand MrReagan. MrNixon is my number-
onepresident because he was the president, the
boss. Most people become presidentand listen
tosomeoneelse, buthewas the presidentin his
headand MrReagan s president in the same way.

Therelationship we have with Chinais only because MrNixon knew
whathe wastalkingabout with Watergate. Ifhe'd have waited to see what
theywere doing then we'd have had to forgetabout China and the whole
new frontier forcommunications, the relationship and brotherhood. He
donetheright thing.

The personthatis the president of the United States is the presidentof
theworld, because the United States setsall the presidents up like that
whether theylikeitornot. Soyoushould have youract togetherifyou
wantto be presidentofthe United States.

[Ididn’tneed to ask this man ifhe was voting for Jesse Jackson. |
Afewyearsago you played in San Quentin prison and became
quiteemotional at thesightofa prison filled with black men. You

said nothinghad changed forblack peoplein this country. Isit

still thesame?

I'mnotgoingtogetoffon blackand white. Don't ask me about that.
Things have changed in America for everybody. You can do what vou
wantto do; most people don'twant to do anything. | don’t want nobodyto
giveme no welfare. Don't want no welfare cheque, that stagnates me.

Whathappened to the James Brown of militant pride, the James Brown
whowasn'tafraid to point fingers and diagnose ills?

Whenwerecorded “Say It Loud I'm Black And I'm Proud” it was necessary
togetpeople tocome forward, but tomeit was a comedown. I didn’t want
tohavetorecord that, because it separates them. 1 had toseparate them
andgive themanidentityatone pointand join them togetherlater. That's
why “Unity”issoimportant.

Sowas“SexMachine”areaction against being politicallypigeonholed?
“SexMachine” had nothingto dowithit, it has many meanings. Thereis
sexineverything, sexis understanding, also sexis somethingelse. Come
hereand I'llshowyou howtowrite “Sex Machine”.

EGATHERROUND the great sage as he prepares to go
through one of his weird little games. Doubtless Willie will
be humbled with wondermentat the end of
itall. Onasheet of paper Brown writes “Sex Machine”.
“Thatto youmeans gettingitoff, makinglove. But have you ever
listened to the message on ‘Sex Machine'?”
Well, I've always thought it was about more—motivation, excellence,
disciplined pleasure.
“That'sright. Nowwhatisit?” (He makes the 'S'into
adollarsign.)
“Money,” says the girl from Tommy Boy.
“That'sright. Youknow I doalittle bitwhere I slide
acrossthestage. That'slikeatypewriter, the return.
Igobackand forth. Change things. And I startin
lotsofdifferent places, so ‘Sex Machine’ becomes
the musical cleft (draws another'S and alters it
accordingly).Itcan also be two people makinglove.

v

Thatsame'S"” »
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“Howoldareyou?lcantell
byyourquestionsthat
you'reveryyoung"iBrown
withindefatigable NME
inquisitor GavinMartinin
New York,summer1984

AsJoe [Stevens, photographer] decides to take some snaps, Brown
pushes away the packet of Kool cigarettes restingon the table beside him.

“One thing, we don'twantpictures with cigarettesin them.”

Still, throughout the course of the day he regularly filches a few fags
from Alfie's packet. Evensoul giants have theirvices, [ guess. Healso
tells Bambaataa to hide hiswallet: “You don't want to associate
yourselfwithmoney.”

Later the next day I see him talking to Tommy Boy label bossand
“Unity” executive producer Tom Silverman. They are compal ing ‘
hands and Silverman comments on Brown'slack of jewellery. “That’s i
good, that’sright,” says JB. “We don’twant toalienate the poor, don't 1
wanttoshowourwealth.” \

Soyou thought aboutall those things when youwere writing thesong,
didyou?

No, God gave me anideaand he knewl'd developall those thoughts from
thatonething.

ASKWHY HE recorded so many of his old songs again in the late
'70s, and he says, “1just doas God tells me.”
Andwhatof his collaboration with Sly and Robbie?

“Iwanted to go inone directionand they wanted to go inanother. But he
and1did something together because we wentin thesamedirection. Heh
heh heh. Ain't that funny, Bam? Hehh heh heh heh, that’s really funny. ..

“l'ain’t metcher mamyet, Bam, got to meetyourmam.”

“That'llbeatrip forher,” says Bambaataa.
“It'llbea trip for me, too, tosee where afine young manlike youcome

from. You come from a special breed of people to go throughall the things

youwent through andstill draw ahappy medium. Butyou'restillinto

One thingthat has always come throughin the mercurial fuse
of Brown’s music is the way he combines gospel traditions and
spiritual thoughts with themost visceral, the dirtiest of desires.
Unhindered by contradiction and compromise, his swaggerand

thatblack thingreal strong, aren’t you, Bam?”

“Icheck forallworld things. 'mlooking out
foreverybody. Butespecially for them thatare
wherelcome from.”

“Butyougot to take everythingin yourstride.
You'llseealot of things but youdon’twantto
limityour conversation whenyousay you're
black, white, German or Jewish; you're going to
turn offothernationalities and limitit. Yourrap
will begin to change and modifyitself, butyou'll
still be talkingabout the same things.

“I'm not telling youwhat to say, but Iwill give
youboth pointsofviewand let vou make your
owndecision, because vou're going to make
both decisionslateranyway. You make one

buzz phrases and his finger-popping funk
throttle were given full reignand became
atonic to the spirit.
e donjt Wa]_’lt Neverwas he haunted by the crisis of
- . Green to the path of preachin’ purity, nor has
plctures W]_t h he been shadowed with the dark foreboding |l
Sam Cooke and Marvin Gaye. |
Brown pointsat Alfie, “She'sfirstinmylife.
in t]:—le m” she’sfirstinmylife. God gave me a message for
allmysongs. God found out man waslonely so
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i
thathangs over the legacy of gospel brothers
.
cigarettes ointsatAlie,“She's
Well, God s firstin mylife, butin worldly things
hegave himawoman.

decision now,what'sknownasaright “Howoldareyou? I cantell by your i
. decision;lateronyou'llmakealeft decision. 'é J‘g RDNN questions thatyou're very young. Ifyou !
£ Lateronyou'llmakeonethat'srightdown = % were five yearsolderyou'd ask different

2 themiddle. Thatwill come from experience, @ o FIRST AVENLUE questions, young Gavin. You'lldo nothing

nobody can teach you that.” 2, L5 701 FIRST AUENLE NORTH . beforeyourtime, heh hehheh.” |
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session finished, the

entire Brown posse
retire to the diningroom for lunch.
The girl from Tommy Boy asks
meifl've got enoughand I give
her a befuddled look. She nods
knowingly and agrees to Stevens’
suggestion that we accompany
them to their next assignment with
MTV a few blocks across town.
There he and Bambaataa will be
interviewed and the video for
“Unity” will be previewed.

When Brownstrides purposefully
through the hotellobby oracross
NewYork streets, many elbows are nudged,
eyebrowsraised and tracks stopped in. Young
guyshave thatquizzical “Isitreallyhim?” look;
older folks holler and cheer, “JB, mah main
man!” “Whoo, Godfather,” yells a construction
workeratop several stories of scaffolding.

Inthegreenroomat MTV, Alfie preens Brown
forhisappearance-fixinghisshirtcollar,
removing dust flecks from the back of hisjacket
and flickinghis hair curlsinto perfect shape.
James and Willie decide to try theirhands at
the pool table in the middle of the room. “Well
Idunno,usedtobeprettygood butlain’tshot
forsome time,” says Willie.

“Weren'Ibad, Willie, weren’ [ bad?”
says Brown.

“Yousurewasbad, James. Yousure was,” says Willie.

“WhenJamesand me get togetherwe're the baddest team there is.
Ain'tthatright, baby?” says Alfie on the sidelines.

“That’sright, baby, that'sright,” says James.

James gets beaten on the game of nine ball and as Willie walks away he
playfully mutters under his breath, “Ya jive-ass mutha-fuggin' nigger.”
Bambaataahad disappeared into thekitchenonarrivalbutas they'd
rode the shortdistance from the hotel to the TV station Brown had
continued to give himadvice on presentation.

“Youspeakkind oflow, Bam, I don'twant to undercutyou. When you
say thewords ‘LOVE', 'PEACE’and ‘UNITY’, say them loud likea DJ.”

Butjustbefore they are due to make theirappearance, there’s a hitch
whichis finallyresolved when MTVagreetodrawupa speciallyworded
contract. James objects to thewording that says MTV permits him to
appearon theirchannel. “I'm notsigning that-1didn't ask tobe on this
show. There might be some kids begging to go on the show, butit’s not me,
notJames Brown. RickJames may have begged to gooniit, butwhere s he
now?Ifl goon, theirratings go up and they get millions of viewers. I'm
doingthemafavour...”

Everythingis eventually completed to everyone’s satisfaction. “I told
you, things can’t go wrongwith Alfie there. Everything goes wellwhen
she'saround,” confides James. He helps his wife into the van, pushing
herexpansive rump. “Alwayslet me help you, honey. Because youalways
help me,” he coos.

Asthevanmakesits waybackto the hotel he slaps his palm on the
upholsteryintimeto the funkybackbeat provided by the radio. Although
heneverrolls up his trousers toreveal the scars and smashes caused by20
years of onstage knee drops, up close you can see hismarked, flattened
knuckles bear thescars ofhis previous career.

“I'wasaprizefighter, y'know, southpaw. Atfirst foughtin the streets,
thenIwasaprofessional. Fought three fights professionally, won them
all, 138 pounds I was then. They wanted to take me around the country,
butlcouldn'tgobecausein those daysIwasajuvenile delinquent.

“Meand Sugar Ray Robinson sparred together once. We knocked each
otherdownatexactly thesame time. Ain't that something? Have you ever
beenknocked down?It'slike you've stumbled overabox arsomething,
Everythingseems to go slowand you'relooking for something that you
tripped overbutyou justkeep falling.”

Unlike some, however, James Brown didn't keep falling, rising from
thelowliestofstations (born into Southern povertyand racial hatred,
ajailbird by the age of 16) to become the massive alter ego he made for

“At first I
fought on the
streets, then
I wasa
professional”

himself. Along the way he forged
R'n’B, gospeland self-respectinto
5-0-U-L, became asymbol of pride
andresilience, drilled some of
tightest, moststunning groups ever
recorded, and produced atornado
ofaliveshow, the sheerblinding
intensity of which will probably
neverbeequalled.

Now the trajectory of the man
who gave hisall to showbusinessin
asearch forhis placein America is
complete. He may have had to prune
down his massive business empire
whenthe income taxman arrived
in the mid-"70s - the chauffeurs,
thevalets, the hairdressers, theradio stations
and the mansions-butnowhe’sback ontop,
onparade.

Hehobnobs with presidents, kids who weren't
around to hearhis golden era catch up withan
exhaustive series of compilations, and
alegion of performers-blackand white—bear
witness to hisinfluence. Therecognitionand
acceptance he haslusted afterisnowhisand
he canlook overthe New York skyline and far
beyondandsay, truly, “James Brown is forever.”

Thispictureofasoul survivor, asoul
champion, is brilliantly etched by Gerri
Hirsheyinher magnificent book Nowhere
To Run. Butthereare those who would say that,
togetwhereheis, James has had to turn hishead round so many times
thathe’snowamassofcontradictions, that the monolith of the American
industryand the political straightjacketitimposes onallits lynchpins
has eatenaway at the resonance and strength ofhis deepest, most
adamantdeclarations. And they've gota point, too.

Onthefinaldayof the New Music Seminar, James Brown dominates
the panel which includes Peter Wolf, Bambaataa, George Clinton, a
coquettish Madonnaand astarstruck Lou Reed. The whole seminarhas
been hallmarked by the serious, servingattitude ofthe industry,andas
azealousimage protector, James Brown is not about to upset the trend.

Brown performswellin frontofa crowd even though most of what he
saysis backslappingindustry twaddle. However, while outlininghis
plansto peg prices on his forthcoming tour, he defends The Jacksons'
ticket fiasco. “Bullshit,” cries a voice from the audience,

Itwasacharge that could quite easily have been applied to an earlier
commentwhen he told the audience he played to 1.3 million peoplein
France. "That's more peaple thanlive in Atlanta, Georgia,” he enthused.
Actually, the population of Atlanta is nearly double that figure. Some
people don’tknow where to quell their egomania.

Fieldinga question aboutvoting preferencein the forthcoming US
election—which, predictably, no one wanted to answer—the panel
chairman Howie Montaugsaid he would certainly not be voting for
Reagan. Browninterjected, sayingif that was the case then he would be
voting for him.

TomSSilverman (a seminarorganiseraswellas Tommy Boy chief -
afactthatledseveral to believe the whole seminarhad been designed
aroundan elaborate pufffor“Unity”, and certainly James Brown,
the totalshowman, sees toitthat the single s publicised atevery
available turn) reportedlylater chided Montaug forallowing the
question to be posed.

Too confusing, too off-puttingwhen he gets on his reactionaryhigh
horse (sure, JBsays he’sagainst nuclear war, but so does Reagan), but
whathe does best, what everyone wants to see, is James Brown, t/ie
JAMESBROWN. Inevitably they get their chanceat the close. Someone
asks foraJBscreamand he obliges. Then his old pal George Clinton
goads, “Do the splits, James. Do the splitsas well.” Sure enough, he gets
onthe podiumandhe doesameanlittle shuffle and two full-length
splits. The crowd rise in thunderous applause —all those that came to see
James Brown be the guv'nor, The Godfather, are satisfied.

Andallthose who expected him to be less cosy, more challenging?
Well, maybe we shouldn’t expect so much from someone who's found
acomfortable placeat the core of the American dream. GavinMartin ®
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“The future
looksironed” Evmw
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The Woodentops FOOD

Anyone sane living in this world
will realise on hearing “Plenty”
that The Woodentops bring
withthemanew age of
enlightenment. This, their prize
exhibit, isarecord that youwant
to cuddle and keep forever. A
proud, dramatic, earthy romp, it
isapersonable celebration amid
the pallid hoo-ha of false pop-
ness. The Woodentops, with
Easterhouse, have theinsight
that allyoung groups ache for,
asense of knowing thatarecord
should never be made unlessitis
aphysical necessity on behalf of
the artist. Here, a voice of fine
pitch sails with explosive
honesty. Similarly, the B-side

Please God, make this a hit.

Flying Lizards STATIK

Heaving asthmatically in the
name of high sexuality, Sally
Lizard emerges as bloodless as

KIRSTIN RODGERS / GETTY

118 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

stands as an unqualified triumph.

Morrissey reviews the week’s 45s.

| aprune. With Michael

Lizard, she recounts James
Brown's grand romanceless
seduction with churchlike
sobriety. The paceis snail-slow,

the passion almost programmed,

and the good-fellow jollity is fun
in much the same way that death
by leprosyis fun.

Howard Jones
WEA

Pop rajah Howard concretely
illustrates how a finely crafted
“pop" record canalmosthint at
human cruelty. Itis by sheer
miscalculation of nature that
toothsome Howard finds
himself making records.
Howard's success could last
forever, but his songs will
never be mistaken for serious
art. Onthis single, one can
listentoitforhoursand hear
nothing, which must be a craft
initself. Inaworld of “in-ness”

| and“out-ness”, Howard stands

as anidentification figure for
all prepubescent horseback

___GINGLES

riders. Onthesleeve of this
record, he cuts astunningly
forgettable figure inhe-man
trench coat, and the future
looksironed. To predict that
this willnot be a hit seems
wishful. Inall truth,
Howardis asweet

“Momento Mori”is Brighton’s
“The Gift”, andit’s all surely the
beginning of a string of vital discs.

Virgin Dance
SPARTAN

Typically Now, VD are, you know,
Gothic and Mysterious. As the
record hits the turntable, the
mystique is magically exhausted.
Edwin Hindis amodern spiritual
son,and the mechanics of sexare
his lyrical concern. Effortlessly
handsome, Edwin's machismo
crucifixion glamour pose is the
| dreamrealised; curious how the
other four membersare
almost entirely

man.Buta H i blacked out by
steady diet ey an obviously
of sweets i : sensible
sickens. “Rakarz 1 GO sleeve artist,
\ i, | e!vé'f forfearthat
Nathnal S, ¢ SUZI Tarzanbe
Pastime ; QUATRO  upstaged.
Butalas,one
has forgotten
SPELLBOUND the song
Musically before the
derailed, - record ends.

National Pastime
spuron, by nature of
their boyish charm, to
become household
irritants. One does not
wishtobe
deliberately cruel
to quite obviously
dedicated
musicians, butin
theinterest of
general public
health, cruelty
becomes necessary.
For allthe sizzlingly
dull “romance”, the
urgings sound flattened, the
cravings sound embalmed.
National Pastime are fourboys
for whom awell-buttered scone
would satisfy all fleshly cravings.

Venus In Furs

MOVEMENT

Grantedly grim, VIF etch on their
run-off “Next stop Auschwitz”,
which sounds moderately self-
deprecating. Timesis the little
coddled treasure controlling this
project. Ready instead of rough,
his voice is not dissimilar to Bid of
the Monochrome Set.

EXTENDED
PLAY

Suzi Quatro

Atyourage? | sincerely doubt
it. Onthis sleeve, bearinga
bloodcurdling resemblance
to the Witch Of Capri, the
seemingly deathless Suzirevs
up yet again with amusical plot
| whichremains unalteredsince
| 1973.“I'manalleycat,” she
growls, sentiments which,
adecade ago, were mildly
| forgivable, but which,in1984,
seem almost unhealthy. Quatro
isworthless because of her
absolute inability to convey any
emotion other than pre-teen
hysteria. A “Rocker” she claims,
anda“Rocker” sheis. Rocking,
in fact, into oblivion.

RAK

Troy Tate SIRE

The numerous associations of
Troy Tate must now be put firmly
behind him. Thisis the best
record he has ever appeared on.
Lyrically, “Thomas” is brave
becauseitbulldozesover
delicate ice. Male friendships
viewed sensitively risks ridicule,
and Troy survives through deep
sincerity. Withholding nothing,
the overstretched guitars lead
poignantly to a fatal gunshot
and the death of Thomas. This
record should be asizeable hit,
should justice prevail. However,

we know that it very rarely does.

Gina X STATIK

Frightfully modern rehash of
Beatles cutie whichmakes no
immediate sense. Ginalooks
smugonthe sleeve, forreasons
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The Go-Betweens

L]

/

\I}J

Part Company

that can only be other than
musical. Sexy, yes, stylish, yes,
butalsoalittlesilly.

The Go-Betweens
SIRE

Itisamad,indescribable joy to
listen to words with depth,
scope and thought. The
Go-Betweens' mood hereis
tremendously sad, and itis
their bestrecord. Produced
carefully by John Brand, The
Go-Betweens have waited
some considerable time for
national acclaim. Their time has
come. Listenandlearn.

Kid Creole &

The Coconuts k‘g)‘

N\

ISLAND —
Whenyou've ‘:.
beenup, the "‘
onlywayis -
down, and

Kid Creole

must concede

defeat

gracefully. The
undistinguished
ho-hum hokum of
“Coconuts” has plots of old
diluted, soiling the always
pleasant memory of their
earlier hits, But their

hasty eclipse becomes easily
understood. The locker-room
giggles, the ragbag of rhumba
and wares of oldare never
re-peddled. The punchline
never arrives, and Kid Creole
stands humourless like a
Halloweentricksterin mid-April.

The March Violets

“L1REBIRTH
Encasedinadoring cover, the
Violets march hard-faced and
independent. Like such as
Killing Joke, their spiritand
guts as peopleisoften more
alluring and appealing than
anything they put on vinyl.

Mark King

POLYDOR

Who, inanaudience, could feel
the remotest empathy with
such sterile, clean, efficient,
non-human music? Thankfully
the unusable voice is not used
persistently, and semi-disabled

| phoney Diana

musical interludes could
not, by any stretch of the
imagination, be considered
particularly vital. The lyric
isimpoverished.

The Adventures
CHRYSALIS

Many major record companies
have mastered the knack of

| presenting new groupsin ways
| thatmake us believe that they

are not, in fact, new. Without
signalling revolution, The
Adventures’' discloomsin
glamorous gatefold sleeve. |
wanted to like this record, but
| just couldn’t. It does not have
apaperlabel, whichisa thing

| llike torely uponasamatter of

course. The Adventures are not
evenvaguely repellent (despite
being on Chrysalis) and | wish
themwell.

East Of Java RCA

| Where well-coiffed hairdos tell

the whole story. It would
id be criminally unfair
I.'J todismissEOJ as
W 4' amadly dated
~g. Japan, but

‘5 whichisno

B\ cardinal sin,
P, buthardly

enmeshedin
tactor common
sense. Their effort

is brave, but clearly there

isn"t much to work with. They
will spend all their RCA advance
onarazzle-dazzle video, but
that theirrecord could neverbe
construedasagothicartisa
fact clearer than day.

;’ recognised,

Diana Ross

TAMLAMOTOWN

Re-released old
befuddled chestnut
whichsadly does not
turnouttobea
mirage. [twasdullin
1970, and remains so.
The warmth s paper-
thin, the soulless
moan is murderous.
Eluding the grasp of
time, “Reach Out”
has deliberately

emitting the
chillingly flat, pale
humanity for which
sheinexplicably
achieved global
fame. One canonly
pray loudly forits
final deletion.

ALBUMS

Prince
WARNERBROS

The problem with
major-league soul
isnotalack of
“good” music.
What has been
lostis the ability,
possibly the
desire, to make
recordsthatrelate
tothe aspirations
and needs of
community. Inthe
past, Mayfield,
Wonder and James Brown fulfilled a purpose by
communicating on a social as well as an emotional
level. Nowadays Michael Jackson and Prince set
themselvesinaselect firmament and nurture the cult of celebrity for
its own sake, lighting our lives with a blessed gift to entertain.

That's not to say their entertainment is not often brilliant and
enthralling; to these ears “When Doves Cry” is One Of The Greatest
Records Ever Made. So why, youmight ask, should Prince, who's never
sethimself up asasage oraconscience, be expected to be anything
but the perfect composite of black superdude stars? No particular
reason, except | find it unsatisfying that the Minneapolis wunderkind
withlooks, youth, talent and the world at this feet can find nothing
more tosing about than himself and the many marvellous chicks that
undoubtedly come his way.

Thatsaid, | can’t help but be washed away by the bulk of the goods
ondisplay on this, the fifth LP by the boy. The beauteous mix of guitar
snarls, synth stabs and melodic elegy that make up “When Doves Cry”
could have come from no one but him, and this uncanny knack for mix-
matching dynamic raunch and epic balladry is borne out elsewhere on
the record. Compared to the inferior tracks from 1999, too many small
ideas stretched into brittle dirges, these songs are full bodied and
deep enough to show off the Prince's treasures to best advantage.

“Let’s Go Crazy” opens with the self-deflating manifesto established
onpastoutings: the end of the world is nigh, so liberate your underwear
and your ass will follow. It's a hot and juicy all-out rocker with an
automated Antbeat and it sets me in mind of a pre-conversion electro-
age Little Richard, thoughit's obvious from the way he wields his guitar
and cocks histitfer that Prince would rather be compared to Hendrix.

The main ode to sex here is “Darling Nikki”, but its HM guitar grind
andlyricto matchisn't really a patch on the dual-edged popsical treats
of Dirty Mind. Where this slutty sylph-like imp comes into his own is
when he’s easing romance out of bruised desire, when he takes his
voice from empty sorrow to exquisite pain. When he pleas, cajoles
and, yup, even climaxes onrecord he does it with a mix of the elemental
and the technical (dig if you will the volcanic screech, the vocoded
sexual nemesis of “Purple Rain”).

The final crowning
glory, the monstrous
title track, is spoiled by
overindulgence:itdrags
onjustalittle toolong.
It's some sort of proof
thatif you choose to
merely use your fame
to further your self-
mythology (as one
imagines the biopic
to which this album
provides the soundtrack
willdo) you risk not
only being flippant
and derisive of the
possibilities your role
could contain, but also
watching the whole
thing swallow you up.
Gavin Martin, NME, Aug 4

July26,1985:Prince |
promoteshisfilm
PurpleRainatthe
HollywoodPalace

-

SHERRY RAYN BARNETT / GETTY
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— NME SEPTEMBER 15 —

UN!THIS CAN'T be happening! The headlights of the car bearing down
on Greg Ginn and Bill Stevenson capture two slack-jawed faces, stark with
astonishment, withahint of terror leakinginto their eyes.
They’vejustcomefrom another Black Flag practice session downin the
LongBeach dump they call theirbase-but they could be heading for
purgatoryfor real unless theymovein the nextsixthofasecond.

Gregalwayssaid thatanyonewho thought LAwas just palm trees and lard-assed, nut-brown
businessmenin light suitsand matchinglimos ought to pay avisitdown here. He'd haveliked
totakeone ofthose English skinheadswhorantabout middle-class, cosseted California,
bringhimouthereandintroducehimtooneofthe Samoans, thebald-headed, black-leather,
barn-doorsizebrigados, gangmembers. You get alotless Samoansto the ton thanyoudo
Britishskinheads. ;

Oneofthe missions of Black Flagistolift the LA rock and drawattention to thescuttling
creaturesunderneath-to givethelieto the well-groomed, preppy publicface of California.
Buttherearesome extremes Greg Ginnwillnot go to to prove howmuchviolence and psychosis
seepsthroughthe LAsmogs, andlandingup asagangland casualtystatisticis top of thelist of
thingstobeavoided. »

MARTIN O'NEILL / GETTY
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JUly — SEPTRMBER

But here heis, playing the roleof the hunted in one of those cat-and-
mouse, car-and-person, “let’s see howmuch I canscare you beforel
smash thelivingdaylights outofyou” games. In themoviesit’s OK, but...

Thisisreally happening!

As Gregand Billwrench themselves over the wall, the car scrapes past,
leavingasmearof black painton the buffstone. Before he dropsintothe
pileof garbage on the otherside, Bill catches sight ofasymbolon theback
windscreen.

White supremacists! There’saslightandillogical reliefinan attackwith
amotive around here. Thisis theland of the “serial killer” -lone prowlers
gunningforanyone game foraslaughter-thecity where overfilled
mental hospitals spill registered psychopaths onto the streets.

Allthesame, itseems youjustcan'twinin Long Beach. Black Flag have
gained the respect of the Mexican and black gangs, whichqualifies them
as largets for cruisingracists. It'sinsane, that's whatit is. Insane.

NTHEIRLAST LP, My War, Black Flag freeze-framed a set of

chillingscenarios from some steamy clime where tempers fray

within astrand of snapping. It's something that comes to them
naturally, as natural as the mordant humour that oozes through their
every track. These are the images ol modern America. Perhaps these
days, when America s tranquilised up to the eyeballsinanattempt to
escape back into the Dream, ithas become a country so lackingin self-
identity thatit can only be seen by outsiders, Afterall, the best American
film of the year, Paris Texas, was made by a German, Wim Wenders.

The aesthetic terrorists of the American hardcore are outsiders within.
It's from Black Flag, Hiisker Dii, the Meat Puppets, the Swansand Sonic
Youth that the most resonantimages of Modern America have come.
Where the American mainstream has plummeted furtherand further
into the heart of the rock'n’roll cliche, the hardcore fringe have remained
dedicatedlyoutside. “Swimmingin the mainstreamissuchalame
dream,” Black Flagannounced toan internal cheer from thislistener.
From this sniping point they've emerged as satirists, ironists, parodists,
musical journalistsof thereal.

“Art that doesn’t tell you anythingabout reality isn'tworthalick of shit,”
rejoined another musical terrorist, Jim Foetus. Welcome to the reality
show-ingenuine sensurround scumeramal

Beginningwithacue more from the Ramones than from the English
punkexplosion, the American hardcore has
adepthanddiversity absent fromthe
stereotyped idea ofnonconformity foisted by
the many English punk merchants. “Punk”
meanslittle to Black Flag—in facton their visits
tothiscountry theyrevelin poking funatthe
conformity of our Pavlov's punks.

“Backin’'79 when punkfirststarted,

Iwas cool,” saysvocalist Henry Rollins to
abarracking crowd of regulationspiky tops
who balkat his shoulder-length hair. “Thad
askinhead cutand everything!”

“1976!" bellow back the young punky types,
who know theirhistorywell.

“'79was theyear,” Rollinsrepeatsindefinite
tones, and Pavlov's punksare confused.
Thisband rings bells, butat the wrong
time-should they slobber ornot?

“Where’s the punkrock?” demands
aconfused onlooker.

“Anarchy,” bellows anothercarrot-
topped Turvey punk.

“Anarchy?” asks Henry. “We playan
instrumental where the whole band
plays percussion and that's not
anarchisticenough foryou. Seems
pretty fuckin'anarchistictome.”

Abuse they thrive on; the only thing
they can’tcope withisapathy.

“Therewas this guy in Retford,”
says Henry, “justlyingon thefloorin
apuddleofbeer, givingmeaV-sign.
ljust thought, ‘Bringon the 16-ton
rake.' Imeanatleast he could have
tried to bite me or something.”
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“I want the
darkness,
the horror,
because I want

everything”

‘ Thisisaform far removed from English punk. The germ that Black Flag
‘ implanted in the West Coasthassince spread, withsimilarstrains
sproutingupinirritatingrash-spots across the con formistface of

America. The travel line could be plotted down from LA to Phoenix,

Arizona, where the Meat Puppets produce asound of scorched and
‘ scrcuming.sand-whippedguitarsetagainslpoetryof[onelinesszmd

fear. The shadow that flits across Meat Puppets ilisalone figure, walking
single-minded and dedicated throughthe desert.

Thenin themid-American heartland there's Hiisker Dii, delivering
with Zen Arcadean evocative selection of postcards from Nowheresville.
And on to New York City, way over on the East Coast, where Black Flag's
ethicof noiseand dedication has been picked up by theanti-rockist,
radical art fringe represented by the Swansand Sonic Youth, who have
taken thissound to the limits of belligerence.

Meanwhile, more influences have been fed into Black Flag through
Henry Rollins’ connectionswithsuchliterary-minded sick menas Nick
Caveand hisdiarist Jim Foetus. [t may seem, on these pages if nowhere
else, that these names are splashed aboutwith wilfulabandon, butit
would be foolish toignore justhow wide Chris Bohn's “nervous system” of
Immaculate Consumptivesisstretchingits neurones.

Whatwe have hereis nota“scene” —one of those fragilelittle
happenings centred inasingle city, ready to be picked up a nd exploited,
copied, destroyed —butagenuinesystem that spansagloriousarcacross
theatlas: LA, Phoenix, Minneapolis, New York, London, Zurich, Berlin
and rightacross to Melbourne, Australia, starting point for The Birthday
Partyand Foetus. It'sasystem of resistance, actively mobilising against
the forces of banality condemned in NME's “War On Pop” issue.

GregGinn, founder memberand only survivorof the first Black Flag,
isamanofsingle-minded dedication, now eight years on fromthe
beginning, when Black Flag began inisolationin the basement of
Hermosa Beach Bath House. He'sstill pushing the unit through the
boundaries of claustrophobiaand further, on to new planes. It'sapainful
process, butthe painisall partofthe discovery.

Eyes staring blankly forward, he drones monotonously.

“Alotof people... thinkwe'rejust... themost... miserable... depressed
peopleall the time. Butto meit’sthemost fun... thatThave.”

Gazestillfixed ata pointon thewallbehind myleftshoulder, he pauses
long enough for me to contemplate whether hisshirthad everseenan
iron, then continues. The eyesstillshowno
signsofexpression. “I reallyam partying.
Eventheslowersongsare... well that'smy
kind of partysong.” Helooks atme for the first
time, the corners ofhis mouth turn down
slowlyand a Lurch-like chuckle creeps out.
“Huh... Huh... Huh!" Helaughs on the same
single noteas he speaks.

Rollins meanwhile hides behind his fringe,
his mouth twitchingevery nowand againas he
squeezes the pool ballin hishand. He carries
thisaround everywhere—-he squeezesitand
occasionally spinsiton the table. This does not
increase my feelings of comfortand security.

What, I begin, isyourreaction to people
who say that Black Flagareaband
stuckintime?

Rollins slams the pool balldownon
thetable. "Who caresaboutother
people,” he sayswith dangerous
emphasis, “Fuckwhat they think-let’s
hearwhatyouthink.”

[think youuse cliched forms, but
with anawarenessthat they're cliches
andwithirony.

“Youreally think that?”

Yeah, [ think that (foolish bravado,
Ireflect,as [watch thehand tightenits
griponthe pool ball).

“Man,” Rollins spits, “youmust just
have such contempt forwhatwe do.”

I'mwatchingthelettersof the
“SEARCHAND DESTROY" tattoo on
hisarm contractas his muscles flex,
when Greg pipes up.
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“ldon’tthinkso. I thinkthat's totally correct.”

Ibreathein for the first time in 30 seconds.

“Idoliketousealotofcliches,” Gregcontinues, “and that’s why ldon't
think that we're reactionarylike alotof the post-punk bands that we're
putinacategorywith. Theyjustwant toreact to everythingand stay static
themselves, Butwhatwe doisactuallyuse the clichesinan active sense.

“It'sreally funny, though, when people takeitliterally. We get loads of
idiotsrelatingus to Led Zep~it’'sjustreacting to the surface and totally
missing thesubstance.”

Ihold discourse forsome minutes on the wonders of the cliche, making
many references to The Birthday Party. Rollins grins.“Oh veah!Yougotta
have humour.” Nowthathe’s discovered that we share an obsession |
begin to think he may notwish to disembowel me after the interview.

“Noteverythingislikeatotaljoke. Butifyousit there and arejust
totallyserious aboutitall thenit’sjustnot believable. Everyone laughs
atthemselves-and everyone who doesn’t has their head stuck way up
theirass.”

“I'he humour makes the heaviness somuch more effective,” addsGreg.
“Before Henryjoined, Black Flag were just so hilarious, but Hen ry'sreally
heavy. Thefirsttimelsawhimsingljustwent blaaaaaaaaagh!”

Henryagain: “When Iwrite thestuffl don’t think, ‘Hey! Where'm |
gonnaputthelittle punch?’, butyou canusually get a bit ofa chuckle out
ofit.I'mapretty funnyguy.” He crushes the pool ballalittle tighterand
flingsamaniclookat the coatstand in the corner.

I professafondness of Henry's “Swinging Man”. Now that punon
swingingasinswingingdudeand swingingasinstrungup by the neck,
that'swhatI mean aboutinverting cliches.

BynowHenryisbeginningtolook notonlyasifhe mayspare my life, but
asifhemaylikemejustalittlebit. “Yeah, but the things that voufind
funny, like Nick [Cave] and me, they aren’t the sort ofthings that people |
feelare exactly fair game forhumour-people hanging themselves.

“Butlreallylike thoseimages-1justtook this completely gross, pathetic
imageand madehiminto areally happeningguy. | imagined himjust
hangingaround there for three or four days, and he's just like bloated,”
the Rollins grin gets wider as he contemplates thisimage, “and yetallthe
womenare checkinghimout!” he burstsinto guffaws of laughter. “And he
justtakes his pick—he hasn'tgota carein the world.”

Isthereanyone more gross than you, Henry?

“Yeah!That'swhatbusts me up-thingslike U2 and the Thompson Twins,
allthat miserable, forced music; it just occurred to me the otherday, those
peopleareactually grosser than me, they're grosser than Henry Rollins.
Thatreallyballsme out-1I've gotto figure out away to out-gross them.”

Thereis nothinggrosser thanovert cleanliness.

“I'mnotintosave-the-world bands,” Rollins replies emphatically.

Someofus don'twant to be saved, and you can put me down on the list.
Asfarasl'mconcerned, Bono Vox needn'thave formed aband on my
behalf; he could have found alike-minded sortand formed a brassiere. |

Allthesame, thereis anethicto Black Flag, and a fairly puritan oneat
that. Noneof theband drink orsmoke, any “waste of time” is frowned on.,
Imean, whatis this? Some perverted breed of the American Dream? ‘

BLACK FLAG

May5,1984:Henry
Rollinsduringa
BlackFlagconcert
atPerkinsPark,
Pasadena,California

“No," says Greg, “notatall. We just believe
thatifsomethingisn’thappeningthen you
doityourself, likewe did with startingour
ownrecord label, which hassincegivenan
outletto the Meat Puppets, Hiisker Diiand
plenty ofother people.

“Then people accuse usof preaching some
kind of Americanism, but what they're
ignoringisthatAmerica hasn'tworked too
wellforus. We've been totally fucked over by
thelegal system, theillegal system, the
police, justaboutevery formof American
control. Sowe'renot preaching
Americanism, butindividualism, sure!”

LACKFLAG'SINTENTION is to

pusheverythingto the edge,

physically and mentally. Not that
they subscribe to the manifesto of physical
destruction. What they pursue is the
extremes of emotion, the extremes of the
capability of the human body - Rollins
pours halfa pint of sweat out of each
sneaker at the end of a performance.

Theirresourcesare implicitly directed against the stultifying force of
Americanism. [t’sin this way that they identify with Charles Manson —
assomeone whosoughtto break the security of the tidy organisation of
therichsideof LA society. (By murdering people? - Ed.)

Infact they now plan torelease aManson record on their SST label—an
LPofacoustic guitarand voice recorded in prison.

“We're planning to pay the royalties real fast,” quips Greg.

“Allthese people canwearall their little Charles Manson T-shirts and
feelreallybad,” Henryglories, “but we're putting out the vinyl.”

Sowhydoes Manson's perspective interest you?

“He'sthis five-foot-fourguy, sitting up behind bars somewhere in
California, and he terrifies people,” says Henry.

Butisn'tmurderjustan easyway fora nonentitytoattainacertain
amountofnotoriety?

“Therewasmoretoit thanthat, though,” says Greg, “alot of emotion
toit. 'mnotintokilling people, butIcanlookatitasa phenomenonand
finditinteresting.”

“Alotofwhat Black Flagisabout,” says Henry, “is lookingat the evil
thatlies within human nature. Youwatch us playand youblow the
whistle onyourself.”

Ofcourse that'ssomethingclaimed by many-Theatre of Hate, for
example, have made the laughable claim to penetrate human evil. With
Black Flag, though, thereisa tangible sense of danger-due mainly to
Henry Rollins, who exerts such frantic energy in performance that the
chuckleat Black Flag's obvious humour can get stuckin the throat.

“Idocrave thevery extreme of the extremes,” he says with adark
“almness. “I've seen Apocalypse Now 11 times, and 1 actually getinto
depressions, thinking thatwhat I doisn't shit, because I'm not in
classified Cambodia, with chopped-offheads all over the place. I'monly
pullingup toacluband playing,

“Peopleaskifbeingonstageis hectic. 'mstill alive, it can’t be that
hectic. 'm obsessed with thatidea of the Heart Of Darkness. 1 feel if
couldfind the opening to that heart, 1would throw myselfin. Iwant the
darkness, | want the horror, because | want everything. Noteverythingin
theworld, butevery experience.”

Sohowwouldyoudescribe the Black Flagexperience?

“It'slike drinkingblack coffee allnight,” says drummer Stevenson.

“Someone said ournew LPwas an electrified aerobics record,” rejoins
bassistKira.

“Yeah,”says Rollins, “you getaWalkman,and yougointoan all-girls
schooland geta bigknife, and then you start doing youraerobics.”

“Yeaaaaaaaagh!” Stevenson makes inhuman screaming noises while
makingstabbing motions.

“Onlykidding,” Rollins emphasises.

Butlwas takingyouseriously. I was just wondering where I could get
abigknife from.

“Oh,wehavealotofthemin thevan,” say Rollins helpfully. “Black Flag 2
knivesare goingto be partofourmerchandise-big 16-inch blades.” s

“Nohandle,” adds Stevenson, “you have to hold the blade.” Don Warson @ =
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2 EURYTHMIGS,
1 TOP ALISON MOYET
THE FALL AND MORE

«CULTURE CLUB = « BIG ||Il\ll|\ « WAHD

November25,19841some of thehastily
corralledstarscomprisingBand Aid
recordthebackingtrackfor“DoThey
KnowIt'sChristmas?” at Sarm West
Studios, NottingHill,London: (I-r)
JohnnieFingers(inhat),George
Michael,PeteBriquette,SaraDallin,
GaryKemp, SteveNorman,Keren
Woodward, NickRhodes,Martyn
Ware, Roger Taylor, Jody Watley,
JohnTaylor, Paul Young, Glenn
Gregory, RickParfitt, TonyHadley
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"Momentous”

MM DEC 1

HOST OF POP stars, includingWham!, Spandau
Ballet, Duran Duran and U2, have joined forc
torecord onesingle—in a bid to raise money for
Ethiopian famine victims. The single, described as
“thL-muslmnmunlnm['m'm'din_[;im]whi\tm'ynf
vinyl”, also features Sting, Phil Collins Paul Young,
Paul Weller, Heaven 17 and Bob Geldof-wha
organised the entire venture.
Othersinclude Jon Moss of Culture Club, Kool & The
Gang, Bananaramaand Status Quo. The 38 starsare
callingthemselves Band Aid for the single, expected
tobetop ofthe char
Therecord, "Do They Know It’s Christmas?”,is to
be co-produced by Trevor Horn and Midge Ure, who
wrote the track with Geldof. The B-side contains
ssages from David Bowie, Paul
yand Frankie Goes To Hollywood. There
: ibility, as the MM went to press, of Frankie
joiningallthe otherartists on the A-side, but no
confirmation wasavailable.
Everyoneinvolvedintherecording has given their
servicesforfree, from Virgin (who manufactured it
fornothing) to the T-shirt manufacturers, and even
motorcycle messengerswho were hired in the course
ofthe operation.
Bigrecord-store chains like WH Smith, Boots,
Woolworths, HMV, Virginand Our Price have agre
to takeno profit from s hey're
buyingandselling the record fors
including VAT.
Allproceedswillgointoatrust fund
1Caledonian havealreac
(c dinterestin co-operatingwith
the project to fly food supplies out to
Ethiopia. Recordingstarted on Sunday
andit’shoped that the single will be out
withindays.

STEVEHURRELL / GETTY
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Novemberé6,1984:

Lenny Kaye (from Patti
Smith's band) but even

his expectations.

“Afterall the farting
aroundl'dbeen doingitwas
like amiracle, being offered
work with someone you've
calledaheroforsolong.My
manager hadsent Lenny a
tapeand helikedit,so | flew
over to New York. The whole |
thing was fucked up fromthe
start.| wantedtoworkasa
collaborative effort with
both of us playing, butin the
end it was with Lenny as
producer and me as artist.

Ireally don't work well
with producers, | don't need
tobe told things. | hear the

MikeScotthackstage final songin my own head,

:::'P‘:YG;"T“’Y’ soldon't need the guidance.
%) a - . .
Barrowlands, Glasgow Sohere | wasinasituation

“A sense of adventure”

MM NOV 24

IKE SCOTTIS aman with amission,
though exactly what this missionis
he findsit hard tosay. At 25, he's

ahandsome fellow, though “striking” might
be abetter word. While people around him
desperately cultivate the ragged, angular
poise that associates itself with artistic
endeavour, to Scott it comes as naturally as
the fluency that permeates his work.

“Wild"is aword he says alot with afaraway
lookin his eyes. His heroes are Bob Dylan, Patti
Smith, Van Morrison and Bruce Springsteen.
Heis, to say the least, enamoured with the idea
of himself on stage, singing songs of poignant,
though often raunchy beauty, toa wildly
receptive audience whao'llgo “wow" at
every nuance of hislyrics. Hissongs are
gift-wrapped and stamped “deepand
meaningful”, and sometimes they really are.

The Waterboys’ music perpetuates the
ethic of that era, and is tinged with just
enough raggedy arrogance (the Patti Smith
connection) to sway the modernarena. The
band, very much a Mike Scott-controlled
affair, play rock'n’roll, of that there's no doubt.

Somehow, though, they're misfits. They're
not part of the “pomp 'n’ glory” boys (U2, The
Alarm, etc), but they've beenshuntedin that
direction for the want of any other
association. They don'treally want to be
mainstream either. Right now, they're
supporting U2in Glasgow. And, taking a pre-
soundcheck breather, Mike Scott is kneading
his hands over the
failing heaterin his
dingy hotel room.

“ quite admire
some of those
bands,” he drawls,
“butldon’treally
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think we're like them. We're much wilder,
more open toimprovisation, and the
instruments we use are more diverse.”

He rolls his eyes disarmingly.

“We have anunquenchable sense of
adventure, and that to meis more important
than anything else. | den't think about success
and selling records. | just want to make the
best music | can.ldon't
have goals or plan what
|wanttobe doingintwo
years' time. | guess that will

with this man | loved and | just ‘
couldn'taccept the way we
were working. It was great
tomeet him,” Scott shrugs
with angular grace, “but it’s one of those

things best forgotten.” |

Before | have time to comment on his
naivety and stubbornidealism, he's whisked
offto the soundcheck. Barrowlands is like
alurid aircraft hangar.

Police guard the stage door as if the PM
herself were about to graceits portals. U2are
mobbed climbinginto their coachtoreturnto
the comforts of the Holiday Inn. Mike Scott,
meanwhile, is leading his band through the ‘
soundcheck as though their lives depended
onit.Opening for Uz can't be fun at the best
of times, butin Glasgow the pressureis twice
asintense.

But,inthe event, The ‘

“I’m not as “aive Waterboys won their

audienceascleverlyas|'ve

look pretty trite in print but abﬂllt the bllSlnBSS seenitdone. Scott didn't
that's how | feel.” . flinch when they chanted
as I prete“d, but It forUzindisturbing unison.

He grewupin Ayrand
Edinburgh, hated “the
parochial, small-town
attitudes”,andin1977 he
started his own fanzine,
interviewing The Clashand
The Rich Kids and whoever else came to town.
“| knew even before then that | wanted my
own band, wanted to write and perform
music, but up until then I didn’t have the
confidence totry.”

His first band, Another Pretty Face, had
two marginally successful singles but seemed
plagued by contractual hassles and unsettling
problems. Funhouse was the nextincarnation,
then after that The Red And The Black, all
the time with Mike Scott trying to get the
components just right. Disheartened by his
failures, he went to New York to work with

canbeusefulto  [OKtheylbeonlater’ he

laughed, crashinginto the

fake ignora“ce” nextintro. “So how about

alittle of this for starters?”

Intwo minutes the crowd
were stomping and clapping, swept
unwillingly under Mike Scott'sinfluence,
liking his songs despite themselves.

“| suppose there's alot of amateur
psychologyinvolved,” says Scott afterwards.
Upstairs U2 have taken the stage, floorand
walls vibrate and the sound of a foothall
terrace singalong mimics Bono's every
utterance. Jim Kerr stands at the sound desk
and mimes his own peculiar routine to the
strains of this allied band. Bothmenlook
like marionettes conducting alunatic chorus
-aclear case of the blind leading the blind.

thatdidn'tliveup to |




“Irespect their fervour,” Scott
hedgesas | ask him what he thinks
of U2's manipulation of the crowd’s
hysteria. “I think they have only the
best of motives. But | think you're
right to say that most of the crowd
up there aren’t really listening to
the music, they're hearingit,and
that's different. For myselfl'd
rather have 20 people who were
really takingitin, thanawhole
stadium full of moroniclemmings.”

When asked about his songs, he's less
specific. Some of them are moralisticin
astorytelling kind of way - like “Red
Army Blues" and “Savage Earth Heart".
They allharbour that stoic kind of
wisdom that Dylan honedto anart form.

“What I'minterested in basically is
life,” Scott explains with a curious
glance that asks how | hadn't picked this
up for myself. “When | was a kid | was
obsessed by the American Indians, by
the power of their mythology, how their
philosophy is based on principles of
making the best from what you have.

“They prayed to The Great Spirit
because they'd been givenlife and they
wanted to make themselves worthy of
that gift. | think that's the best any of us
cantry to achieve. CS Lewis once said
that nothing s truly yours until you give
itaway, and | believe that as well.”

If you're thinking that Mike Scottis
apuritanical sourpuss you're wrong;
he'sjust deeply entrenched in hisown
convictions. There's no po-faced
proselytizingin the Waterboys camp,
but Scott takes himself damnably
seriously despite the horseplay. He
writes songs about pagan mythology
and the good withinusall, but he always
manages to avoid sounding twee.

“I'mnot as naive about the business
andrelated practicalities as | pretend,”
he grins, “but sometimesit's useful to
fake ignorance;it's my way of dealing
with the everyday problems. The
problems we've had with interviewers
before hasbeen that we never puton
anact.|can'tsithere and reel off glib
answers to queries about my songs.

I can't present myselfin any particular
way, | justam.

“ldon’tlike talking about my lyrics,
because they're such anintuitive thing.
Youeither understand them or you
don't.Like ‘The Church Not Made
With Hands'is about the religions
that existed in this country before
Christianity and how they didn’t need
four walls of a church to worship within.

“l suppose you could say that
intuitionandinstinct are things that
interest me alot. | love watching the
way humans behave.”

He pauses. "l want The Waterboys to
be the most talked about band of the
'80s. And that's not as unrealistic as it
sounds,” he laughs, curling alip over the
jagged edges of his teeth.

Mike Scottisanimpossible dreamer,
buthis heart'sin the right place.
HelenFitzgerald
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“Imploring
demands’

MM OCT 20 The Smiths release
an “affordable” compilation LP.

HESMITHS ARE about toreleasean
-|- “interimalbum”-a16-track
compilation that combines old, rare
materialwithaselection of hitsinglesand
extra tracks from 12-inch versions. The
group, currently recordingnewsongs that
will emergein someshape orformin
February, release the album, Hatful Of
Hollow, on November 2 on Rough Trade.

Theold materialhasbeen chosen from
Radio OnesessionsfortheJohnPeeland
DavidJensenshows.And theremaining
tracks comprise“Hand In Glove”, “Heaven
KnowsI'mMiserable Now” and “William, It
WasReallyNothing” aswellas“HowSoonIs
Now?”“Girl Afraid” and “PleasePlease
PleaseLetMe GetWhatIWant”.

Thealbum, 55 minuteslongand packaged
inagatefoldsleeve, goesoutinshopsforno
more than£3.99. Morrisseysaid thisweek:
“Agood portion ofour mail contains
imploringdemandsthatwereleaseversions
ofoursongsthatwerecorded forRadio One
sessions,and thebandandI suddenly
realised thatwehadn’teven proper-
soundingtapesofthem ourselves, except for
afewdirebootlegs
thatweboughtatour concerts.

“Asfaraswe’re concerned, thosewere the
sessionsthatgotusexcitedinthefirstplace,
andapparently, itwashowalotofother
peoplediscoveredusalso. Wedecidedto
includetheextratracksfromour 12-inch
singlesfor peoplewhodidn’thaveall of
thoseand tomakeitcompletelyaffordable.”

“A cruel system’

Reading matter
Sue Townshend: The Secret Diary
Of Adrian Mole

Various: Oscar Wilde -Impressions
and Interviews
Electricity bill
Stephen King:
The Stand

T Coraghessan
Boyle: Budding
Prospects

Records

Sister Sledge:
“Lost In Music”
Prince: “When
DovesCry"
Kraftwerk Tour
DeFrance
RobertWyatt
WorkInProgress
Turkey Bones & The Wild Dogs:
“Raymond”

Tina Turner: “What's Love Got To Do
WithIt”

Films

The Hit

The Wall (Yilmaz Giiney)
ReubenReuben
Greystoke

48 Hours

TheLong Goodbye

Likes

Money

Listeningto the radio
Coke andice cream
Trivial Pursuit

My Porsche 911SC
Targa (with sports kit)
A goodbook

Hates
George Michael's

“Careless Whisper”
Madness (especially
their manager)

TinaTurner

9 MM NOV 17

charges. He was last week found guilty of attempting to smuggle money worth £1,600

N IGERIAN SINGER FELA Kuti has been sent to prison for five years on smuggling

out of Nigeria enroute to the States, where he was set to play concerts. He was
arrested at customs on that occasion, and subsequently arrested again when he held a press

conference at his home. That charge has since been dropped.

He appeared at the Foreign Exchange Anti-Sabotage Tribunal - a military court without any
judge or jury - and was sentenced to five yearsin jail with a further term suspended. There'sno
right of appeal, only a “theoretical but unlikely possibility of remission”.

A spokesman for Kutisaid: “The authorities in Nigeria just wanted him away, and they'vedoneit
now. It's such a cruel system out there.” Kuti was known for his attacks on the Nigerian authorities

Fela Kuti jailed

ininterviews. His brotheris holdinga
conferencein London this week.

UNITED ARTISTS / GETTY
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November14,1984: - —
Bonoralliesthefaithful .=~ .
atWembley Arena
duringU2'syear-long
UnforgettableFireTour
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“We build
‘the positive”
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ARLIERTHIS YEAR one of rock’s
newest messiahs, U2's Bono,
appeared on stage alongside one of
its oldest, Bob Dylan, atan outdoor

Dublin festival in front of some =

file 2he mewme of b

40,000 people. And Bono's
influence over anew generation was officially
confirmed atabout the same time when Premier
Garret FitzGerald invited him to join acommittee set up to lookat the
problems of youth unemploymentin Eire.

Astheirnative citybecameavery bleak place with rampantheroin
abuse, unemployment, even child prostitution, U2 had risen from their
lowly garage band beginnings to become aninternational success—one
ofthe country’sleading exports, its four most celebrated ambassadors.

Even after travelling the time-honoured course of rock behemoths from
thelastdecade—from being rock’s bright new hopes to becomingits most
prominent, bombastic banner-wavers-U2 signalled somesortofhope
and optimism fora Dublin beleaguered by the new depression. Inacity
where the musicscene stagnatesaround the tradition of Irish
showbands, U2 had gone outside and reaped the fruits of world success
and brought them home. They are now ina positionwhere they can
quietly begin to finance one or two community ventures.

“Thereare ways we can do things,” explains guitarist The Edge, “butwe
must never be seen as charity, the noble boys doling outslops. Justkeep
ourmouthsshutandget things done.”

Seenin the context of Dublin, even now the purpose, concernand
compassion thatshonein the early U2 remainsstill. Even now.

With the view of an outsider, as someone who was sweptup on theirfirst
LP, Boy,what U2 have come to representlooks
radically different. In the aftermathof punk,
Boywithits furious mixture ofimplosion and
celebration—thefears, aspirationsand
adrenalin of fouryoung men steppingoutinto
the world-seemed to herald anewrock dream
and aswirlof possibilities.

Theymay have come from Dublinbutinrock’s
tapestry U2 seemed to have no obvious home or
destination. Butall too soon their crucial desire
tocommunicate and theirrelentless energy was
directed in the wrongchannels, While
applauding theirmoralresilienceand
commitment, itwassadly predictable tosee
them embark onendless continentaland 8
American treks.

U2 developedalong the
traditionallinesofallrock
groups, and perhapsit was naive
toexpectotherwise. Inanearly
NM £ review Paul Rambalihad
suggested, “They mightlose their
subtletyas theylearntouse
effect... mightone day harden
intoahollow, grandiose and
massivelysuccessfulstyle.”

Indeed, consistent touring
drew out the bombast, the
anthemicrallyingcries, the
symbolic gestures. Theirrecords
had theirmoments—certainly
thevibrant, pulsing “New Years's
Day" stood up to the best
moments of Boy—butin the main
theylacked thesensibility to fulfil
thatdebut's promise.

One SaturdaynightIturnedon
the box to see Bono clamberover
astackolspeakers, thenunfurla
large white flagin their“Under A
Blood Red Sky" video. [twas the
finalirony, this preposterous
mishmashofgrandeurand

“We'renotbored
bytouring. Thisis
notapenance':
Bonodownunder,
September1984
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“With Eno we
rediscovered
the spirit
of our music,
a confidence”

PRIDE

blaring bombast, these shape-throwingsessions
weren'twhat [ wanted to be associated with. Where
once theyhad represented Life, Fireand Action, the
newrock hopes werelookingevery bitas crude and
vulgarasthisgeneration’s Led Zeppelin.

Now on theirdrive to big fame, we meet for the first

- timein threeyears,inanannexeofIsland Records.
They'vejustreturned from Australia via Dublin,and
in London theywill rehearse at Brixton’s Academy
for the European legof their world tour. Although

theystrike measbeingjustasaffable as when welastmeton their first
British tour, travellingacross Scotland inaminivan, they holda certain
wariness towards interviews. Theyaren’taskeen to be drawn on points of
strategy and idealismas before, preferring tolet the music speak foritself.
Thatsaid, Bonoisagem-immediately exudingthe same natural
ebullience as on ourlast encounter. Guitarist The Edgeis the calming
influence, arational counterbalance to Bono's sometimes exasperated
passion,and at theend of theinterview he voices concern thatwe've
concentrated too much on topics other thanwhatreally matters—the
musicitself, Adam Clayton, with his English tones and scholarly
disposition, can come overassurlyand cynical, the guy mostlikely to
pickholesin my questions. Drummer Larry Mullen, the group's youngest
member, is absent as he'sdecided he's sick of the whole interview process.

With their massiveworld tour, “Pride” their first Top Five British single
and theirlatest LP The Unforgettable Fire, thisyear U2 are perched on the
edge of megasuccess. They keep theactual figures under wraps, but
suffice to say the amount of money they grossed last year made sense of
theslimreturnsoftheir first three years. While no one dares whisperit, it
seems theirplans tomakeitbig, first by playing America’s smaller Midwest
venuesand gradually easinginto the large festivalsand stadiums, has
been quite carefully orchestrated by manager
Paul McGuinnessand theirrecord company.

Butitis thisendlessslogoftouring that I feel
hasdrained U2’svigour,amisplaced trustin
whatitcanachieve for the group’s music. At this
suggestion, Bono'svoice cracksinto gear.

“Weallleft school completelyuneducated;
touring has been ourway oflearning. Itupsets
mewhenlsee U2 portrayed in the pressas
touring, the pressure, the penance. l enjoy
lookingoutof the coachand seeing Denver,
Colorado, or therun from Edinburgh to
Glasgow. I mean, talkto EchoAnd The
Bunnymen, toSimple Minds... theseare the
bands thatare touring, we're not bored by t.
Thisisnotapenance.”

Butnon-stop touring can make
youloseyourbearings; there'sa
dangerofbeingsuckedintothe
Americanway, unable to assess
what'shappening to theband.

The Edge: “Touringhasabad
effectonuswhenwe're notbeing
stimulated by itanymore. But with
thisnew LLPit'sachallengeto
reproduceand we're finding the
wholeideaofbeingon theroad
artistically demandingagain.

Bono: “The thingaboutbeing
onthe productionline, going
through the motions—andit's
agreatcriticismofmeasa
performer-isthatwheneverthe
performanceissagging I'd throw
the proverbial stick of gelignite
intotheaudience anditwould
completely freak the band.

“I've had to face firing squads
from the restof the band on late-
night phone calls. Iwould wish not
to do that, butitwas my frustration
with the onstage environment, my
feeling thata performance should




InAustralia,
September1984:
(I-r)AdamClayton, |,/
LarryMullenJr,
TheEdgeandBono

neverbeboring, thatledme todo that.”

Helikens the bannerwaving,
the speaker-stack clambering, to
anartist'sboldstrokes. [justsawit
aspompous, signifying delusions
of grandeur.

“Itcame from the opposite emotion;
itwasdoneoutofinsecurity. Afearthat
the music would notstand onitsown.”

There mustbe a more honestway of
expressing thatemotion.

“Yes, that'swhatwe've gottofind;
I'mnotstickingup for myself. We were
coming from Dublin, hardly therock’n’roll capital of the world. We were
putting ourshoulderto the doorand we developed this muscle, this
aggression. Eventually the dooropened, but we weresstill there going
bang!Wallop!”

Laterhewill correcthimself.

“By the way, I'm not giving this a whole ‘father, forgive me for T have
sinned’ vibe. There wasasideto U2 onstage thatlliked, thatI'll stand by.
I'saspiritofabandonment thatnone of our contemporaries would allow
themselves. I believe conservatismand thestiffupperlip of the English
music press reacted against the sweat, the tears, the total thingof the
group onstage.

“You thinkofthe '50sand the '60sin the USand the white bands of the
time, the Buddy Hollys with theirshirtsand smiles, and compare themto
the black groups of the time, groups that yourespond to. The very reason
theywere rejected by the establishmentwas because of the spirituality
and the sexuality ofitall.

“U2were the same—itwasall too much. The western way s to pick at
things, toopenlittle packagesand go through the intellect.”

HE UNFORGETTABLE FIRE, recorded away from the glare

and remorseless grind of the business—firstin the ghostly,

cavernous ballroom of Dublin’s Slane Castle and then in the
local Windmill Studios—in a cautious way bespeaks a rebirth for U2.
Ditching the dullard sameness of Steve Lillywhite at the controls, the
group enlisted ex-Roxy wizard, ethnic charlatanand Paris recluse
Brian Eno and his partner Danny Lanois to produce the album. The
pairing has reaped benefits, away from the dull litanies of Octoberand

the routine agitpop of War, the group’s
introspective approach hasled them
to impressionistic landscapes, vast
heartlands that their franticrush into
the rock'n'roll quagmire meant they
had bypassed. Nothingis cutand
dried on this LP. They've stepped
back from the slamminglambast

of Warand touched the spiritand
celestial wonderat the core of their
music once more.

But thereisanunderlying suspicion
thatitamountstolittle more thanan
experimental diversion, that the big, bold rock sound will soon surge
forth again. Bono dismisses the suggestion.

“Ifyou think there'sa period where OD-ingonrock'n'rollhas damaged
the newrecord, then you'rewrong. Thatisarecord totally devoid of the
tracks and techniques of rock'n’roll-whichis whyit's foxing halfthe USA
evenaswespeak.”

Accordingto Adam, over the past five years “everyband in this country
had been onthe phone to Brian Eno”, but U2 was the only offer he accepted.

Bono: “Allhe’dlistened to for three years was gospel music. [twas the
spiritinwhichitwas made thatattracted him to the group’s music, the
senseofabandonment.”

Adamgetstetchy: “The question shouldn’tbe why we wanted to work
with Eno butwhy he wanted towork with us, this patheticlittle rock'n'roll
band from Dublin who hadn't made agood record since Boy. He must
haveseen something there.”

Thesoul/gospel parallel wasn'tsomething [ could seein U2.

Bono: “Icouldrelate toit. People talkabout the spirituality of U2, and I
realised thatwas partofeveryday life in black music. Indeed JimiHendrix
was the wildest rock'n'roll performer, and Janis Joplin would love to have
been black. Irealised though we weren'trooted in black music, there was
somethingin thespirit thatwassimilar,

“With Enowerediscovered the spirit of our musicand aconfidencein
ourselves. The emphasis was on the moment in thisrecording, on the
spontaneity. It'slike that Irish tradition, the Joyce thing—when you're
relaxed you're notinhibited. The recording atmosphere was veryrelaxed.

“Like ‘Elvis PresleyAnd America’ wasrecorded in five minutes. Eno just
handed meamicrophone and told me to singover this piece of music »

HISTORY OF ROCK 1984 | 131

<
=



1984

0¢TgRER-VEVEMBER

thathad been slowed down, plaved backwards,
whatever. I'said, 'What, justlike that, now?’ He
said, ‘Yes, thisiswhatyou'reabout.’ So I did it
and whenitwasfinished there wasall these
beautifullinesand melodies comingout ofit.
Isaid, ‘Ican'twaittofinish this. Hesaid, ‘What
dovoumean “finishit"?Itisfinished.”

Thetitle Unforgettable Firecomes froman
exhibitionof paintings by the survivors of
Nagasakiand Hiroshima, aJapaneseart
treasure which thegroupare trying to get
showninDublin. Italso appliesto the uglyall-
consuming force of heroin that was responsible
fordestroyingacouple of Bono's friends.

“Itinforms the LPalot more than people
realise. [thad agreat effecton me. When your friend becomes a junkie he
ceasestobeyourfriend; he'llsteal fromyou, he'll fight you.”

Anotherundoubtedinfluenceisalasting passion for the great Martin
LutherKing, first by wayof the LP’s lucid closing requiem “MLK"
(perhaps the most moving vocal Bono haseverrecorded) and secondlyin
thegroup’s current hitsingle.

Bono: “Toriginallywrote ‘Pride’ about Ronald Reaganand the
ambivalentattitude in America. It was originally meantas the sortof
pride thatwon'tback down, thatwants to build nucleararsenals. But that
wasn'tworking. lremembered awise old manwhosaid tome, ‘Don't try
and fightdarkness withlight, just make the light shine brighter.’ | was
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“I would like
to see a united
Ireland;

I believe it is
an island”

June22,1985: withjust
fivemoredatesof The
UnforgettableFire Tour
aheadofthem,Uzplay
theMiltonKeynesBowl

giving Reagan too muchimportance; then
Ithought, ‘Martin Luther King, there’saman.’
Webuild the positive rather than fighting with
thefinger.”

“Pride” and *“MLK" arealso the most obvious

ontherecord. Though The Unforgetiable Fire

relies more on atmospherictexturesand

fragmented images foritsappeal, | wondered
ifagroup with their professed beliefs, and
havingspenttime in Americaand seen how

Christianityisdistorted and used by

warmongers like Reagan, would like to show

thealternative interpretation directly.

Bono: “Ifeel more secure and therefore not as
defensiveaslIwasabout that. Againit’s the
western thing—the English bottleitup; on the
Continentspirituality ismuch more open.

“ThebestthingI'velearned about the aspect
istoshutup aboutit. I'mso tired of words,
havingbeen to Americaand seen the faith
industry. The three-piece polyestersuits—
those people frighten me.

“Whereveryoulook-in the Catholic church
and Protestant church-vyousee flaws. Youcan't
ever find purity or perfection, and we find
ourselves becoming more and more distanced.
Wegetflakfromallsides, really heavyletters
from people sayinghow canyoubelieve this
anddo this.”

The Edge: “Wordsareaverylimiting medium.
Idon'tthinkit's essential forus to say anything;
these things come outbest through the music.”

Afewyearsago,inoneofhis high-minded
manifestos, Kevin Rowland declared
somethingabout Dexys’ Projected Passion
Review “flauntinginsecurities”. U2 have
alwaysmade the pointthat theirmusicisa
resultofthe special chemistrybetween the four
personalitiesin the band. WhatIlike about The
Unforgetiable Fireis thatithas room for doubt
andhuman frailty inits broad sweep.

Away from the studio, however, theyseem to
hankerafteramonolithicsound. The faceless,
emotionless rocknoise beloved of Simple
Minds, Big Countryand EchoAnd The
Bunnymen. Theyrefuse to confrontor

question thisresponsibility, orthe group’s
music, seeingitasalawuntoitself.

Bono:"Sometimes whenwe're creating we get
thefeelingthatwe'reactually channels for
some creative thing that'shappening. It'slike
writerssometimessayit'sin theair, they
literally just pull things down.”

The Edge: “There’sawhole backdrop to the
momentofcreationandwe'rejust the lastlink
inthechain. Whatitmeansiswedon't
arrogantly believe we areresponsible for this
wonderfulsound oranything.”

Bono: “Istarted reading the music press again
recently. Forawhile I didn't,and I've noticed
there are two definite types of musician who
talkto the press. There are those whosay, ‘Listen to this wonderful music,
aren'tlgreat?” And those thatsay, ‘Listen to this wonderful music, isn't it
great?’ Wearedefinitelyin thelatter.”

AsUZhavegrown, expanded with corporation-like efficiency, so too
has their presentation and packaging of the music becomeinflated into
portentous symbolism. Even the magnificent photography by Anton
Corbijnon the new LP coverwears heavy on the product of a mere rock
band. Againitcallsforthimages of pastbehemoths, The songremains
thesame?

The Edge: "The burnt-outcastleis theend of a period. Thinkof the
British Empire, think of the west. The golden houris over, the thing that

representations of Bono'sheartfelt Christianity

I




interestsusabout thatis the faded gloryand the
creepers, the fact that there isnewlife gettingin there.”

Bono: “Itwas the antithesis of that Olympian thing
youseem tobesuggesting.”

Butyoudogoinforgrand symbolism.

Bono: “Butwe don’tuseitinadestructive way. John
Lennon'sthe one thatstarted all that. Itwas ayear
listening to him that brought that out. He had
away withwords, simple catchphrases, and
making them meansomethingtoalotofpeople.

“With Boyand Octoberlgotflak because they
wereso abstract. Sowith Warldecided tostripit
rightdown. I listened toit for the firsttime the
otherday and there was some great songs there
thatvouoverlooked invour lousy review. For the
firsttime I could see astrident qualityin there
thatletme down. I could see howitmight have
sounded like a finger pointing, and of course
we've never pointed afingeratanyone, apart
fromourselves. Thatvoice wasveryangry;
[didn’trealise thatIwassotense.”

The Waralbum, which focused more orless

“We're not
going to take
our trousers
off to get on

the cover”

stagnation is the worst possible disease. You've got
tobe threatened and challenged to have an opinion.
Wedidn'twant to play the Marquee every night for
therestofourlives, because we knew that would
damage ourcreativityand our music.”
Bono: “Therearealotofeasierways of being big.
Onlynow, after five pieces of plastic, are we having
ourfirsthitsingle. Had we wanted tobe the
new Beatles orwhatever, youwould have seen
us far morein those papers. [tannoyved me to
see Paul DuNoyer, thoughllikedhimand]
liked hisreview of the album, saying that Uneder
The Blood Red Skywas moppingupin the
marketplace. We took our royalties right down
sowe could sell that record at cut price. Surely
theone thingthat'sclearis thatwere not going
to take our trousers off to get on the cover. We're
not going to bringoutamusic we don'tlike to be
biginAmerica.”
[t'struetosay that U2areagroup withoutany
direct tradition. Itwas a topic Bono broached in
arecentedition of Dublin’s Hot Presswhen he

onlreland’s troubles, wasinspired by playingin |

America. [ castigated itat that time for not doinganything that Stiff Little
Fingers had notalready done-repeatedly, and shoddily.

Bono: “Itwasonly going to Americathatmade us thinkaboutIreland.
Youjustdon'tthinkaboutituntil youhave people throwing moneyon
stage during Bobby Sands’ whole hungerstrike thing. [ thought that guy
must be so brave, butwhy? Whybe so brave? Why die? There’ssomething
notrightabout this. People were going, ‘Yeah! You're Irish!’

“Butthese people were seeing everythingin the black-and-whiteabout
Ireland and they didn'trealiseitwasallinthegrey. I don't know, I don't
knowwhatside l'mon/Idon’t know my right from my left or my right from
mywrong',aslhaditin ‘Two Hearts BeatAs One’. But they knowbetter
now, | think, having met people since the LP. [ think we've contributed to
thatunderstanding.

“Ilwouldlike tosee a united Ireland; I believeitisanisland. People then
say, ‘Doyoubelieve ina cause enoughtodie forit?’ I believe ina cause
enough tolive forit. These people believe intaking others' lives away. |
justcan'tagree with thiswhole‘Ifyoudon'tagree withme I'll putagun
toyourhead’ vibe. Having had a Protestant father and a Catholic mother,
Iknowhow greyitis. Therearenosides.”

Apartfrom speakingforCNDinIrelandand playingoneortwo
benefits (the money from their New York Christmas showwill go
to Amnesty International), the group are cagey about more direct
politicalinvolvement.

Adam: “Although we canlend oursupportto thingslike CND, these
thingsareallinherently flawed. The way we can best contribute toour
timeand ourgenerationisjustgettingdown to whatwe do, which is
makingrecords.”

Bono: “T'hat’swhy theidea of The Unforgettable Fireappealed to me,
becauseitisacreative thing,

“I'hereisadangerinbeingaspokesman for your generationifyouhave
nothingtosayother than ‘help’. That's
allwesayinourmusic. It'sneversortof,
‘Yes folks, here we go, here’s the plan.’
It'salways, ‘Where's the plan?™

HILETHEVIRTUES, even

the possible triumphs, of

the group and the War
albumare notindoubt, I still find its
forced expression, the flexing of the
rock music Bono talked about earlier,
indicative of U2’s steadyroute to...
gulp... world domination. Perhaps
The Unforgettable Fireisan LP
unlikely to reap the full commercial
success that could be theirs, butas
another mammoth world tour
stretches before them I wonder if the
lure of a crusade is what entices them.

Adam: "I thinkwe acknowledge that

42 Thetl hﬁvrgsﬂabkﬁm

interviewed/hadaprotracted conversationin
printwith Bob Dylan. The punkexplosion had notonly freed themof the
stiflinglegacy of "70s Who, Stones, Zeppelin etal, buthad also cut them
offfrom the valuable heritage of the '50s and '60s which only noware they
becomingattunedto.

“We'relostinspacein thatrespect. Webecame interested in areas of
music-Irish, country, folk. The trackon the LP ‘A Sort Of Homecoming'is
geographical, butl don’tknowwhereit’sbased. WhenTIlookat Van
Morrison or Bob Dylan I'minawe of their tradition, 'm jealous. We
haven’tgot that, wearen't pluggedintoit.”

Still, [counter, they have spawned a tradition of their own. When I first
interviewed Bono he was decrying the number of “Johnny Rotten’s
bastard children roamingthestreets”, and though he nowblanches
when I throwthe old quoteathim, itwasavalid pointin thewake of
punk’s fagend of The Exploited, the UK Subs.

l[twould seem that now, fouryears later, with The Alarm, Big Country
andawholesslew of Irish surrogates, that thereisalotof U2's bastard
childrenroamingthestreets—oratleast the recording studios.

“If they've just gone outand copied U2 then they've missed the whole
pointof the group-weare about theindividualand individuals,” says
The Edge.

Bonoisemphatic. “Don’tanswer the question, voushouldn't. Basically,
Gavinissayingwhatisthedifference between U2 and Led Zeppelin? [f we
are tositdown hereand try tosell him the answer to that question we
becomesalesmen, and we're notsalesmen, we make music.

“Ibelieve thereisararespirit to thisgroup, butlean't tell youwhy, that
wouldbewrong. If youdon'tsee thatrare spiritthen we've failed asa
groupas farasyou're concerned.”

Idoseeaspiritin U2, butlseeitfallingbetween twostools, the
enlightenmentand resource of Unforgettable Fire, and the possibility that
another plungeinto the endless touring eyele will drainit, smotherit. So
Imust press the point.

“Ifyou'll excuse me, and with all due
respect, thatis the sortof question that
Idon'tthinkweshould answer. Thisis
whatwe'retrving togetaway from. We're
trying to make afew songs, make the
records deepand getaway from this
whole cosmic takingon theworld and the
musicindustryand our placeinit. Whyis
musicsocompetitive, Gavin? Just
because there'saTop 10 and people seeiit
everyweek, it'sas thoughit'sbecomeabig
competition. Why can people notjust see
ourmusicaspartolsomethingelse?

“I'mscared of theresponsibility of
standingin thatspace,” said Bonoin the
daysbeforehe was feted by cheering
crowdsallover the globe.

Sometimesalittle fearin musicis not
suchabad thing. GavinMartin e
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MELODY MAKER

WENTTOSEEThe Fallin Chicago
and theywere just... the best
bandIeversaw. Really good

musicians and no fashion or

image. Nothingtogetin the

way of the music. It wasreally
hard. And so much stamina. And even though
Ididn't know the songs, itwaslike... the best
show I eversaw.

“lwentwithagirlfriend... wewereinaband
together. During the concert my girlfriend met
some manand left me, so Iwas there by myself
andwaswanderingaroundlike alittle waif
andIraninto Markatthisbardownstairsand
wejuststarted... talking.”

“Arguing,” corrects Mark.

Arguing?

“Well, Imadesome commentto himlikeitwas
thebest gigleversaw butthe lyricsirritated me.
Theyweresogood, butlcouldn’tunderstand them. I couldn’tunderstand
theaccent. And the words going together were such non sequiturs for me
atthe time. Itwas brilliant butitwas driving me crazy trving to figure it
out... whichissomethingvoushouldn'ttrytodoanyway.”

HEYMAKEA charming couple. Brix Smith is small, blonde,

very American and engagingly sociable, with aslightly offbeat

humour - Cyndi Lauper with brains. Brix plays guitarand
composes songs with The Fall.

Mark ESmithis theoriginal perverse northernsod: givehimakeyand
he'llwind youup. Markis singerand boss cat with The Fall and writes
lyrics thatcomespitting outatyoulike the desperate last stand ofa
Thompsongunnerandnever fail tointrigue audiences and give
reviewers headaches.

Markand Brixgot married firstand pitted theirartistic talentslater.
Thiswassometimeafterguitarist Marc Riley had been ejected from the
bandand wasn'tamove designed to make way for Mrs Smith. [t doesn’t
stop people drawing theirown conclusions, however... Thereis, afterall,
abad tradition of wivesin groups.

“Nepotism, yeah,” says Mark. “Prejudices are gonna happen. It's
already happened. All the time. But basicallyit'snobody's fucking
business, beingmarried, knowwhat I mean? Basically, she’saguitarist
andthat’sallthereistoit.”

Was there any resentment from audiences about the departure of
MarcRiley?

“No.Don'tthinkanyone noticed.
Exceptitwasaloteasierontheears
once hewent.

“Youjustdidn'tsee this bigflappy
mongwalkingaround the stage
distractingeverybody’s attention.
Saved alotofmoney on equipment
aswell.”

“Oh, hewasreallynice tome,” says
Brix. “No hard feelingsandall that. The
two camps should justdeclare peace
andgetonwith theirbusiness.”

“I'haven’tdeclared war.”

Well, someone declared war. The
bombswere sure flyingafewmonths
ago. Markinsists that The Fall were
changing. Mark, whose dictatorial
approachtoThe Falliswellknown,
now hassomeone notonly prepared
toarguewith him, butrelishesit.
Goaded on, Mark has reacted with
anunprecedented burstofartistic
passionand energy that hasrevived
himcompletely following a depressing
yearin 1983, when headmitshecame
close to foldingthe band. Forasecond
there, for Godsake, it looked like they

ehoas
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“We were in
a bad way.
No money, no
support, huge
debts...”

YE* & GANEWS

CSE‘«jJ“, modern) ab the zewikly

mighthave ahitsingle with the quirkily
sardonic‘C.R.E.E.P..

“C.R.E.E.P issmart, brainy,” concedes Mark
graciously. “Alotof people said they thought t

Inever consideranything we do potential hits.”

It's fairly bright, though...

“Yeah, butit'sgotalotofbigwordsinit. That
makesadifference nowadays. Theimportant
thingwas thatit got the name of the group flung
aboutabit.”

Theburning question of the day, however, is
whois“C.R.E.E.P." about?

“It'sbitsoflthings. Alotof peaple thinkit's
aboutthem. They played it on Rownd Tableand
Richard Skinner goes, ‘Thisis about The
Smiths.' Trangup Radio One, me. I says, 'Where
d'yougetthis from?’Isaid, ‘Youbloodysaya
retraction. ANDhehadtosayit.”

Whydid they thinkitwasabout The Smiths?

Brix:"We neverfound out. I thinkit's
Morrissey's paranoia that perpetuated the rumour. On ‘Kicker
Conspiracy’ they thought Mark was saying, ‘Kick out, kick out Morrissey.
Butwe'venothingagainsthim. Nothing whatsoever.”

Soyouknowhim?

Mark: “Used to.”

Notagood friend, then?

“Notanenemyeither.”

NJANUARY THE Fall were at their lowest ebb. They walked

outof their deal with Rough Trade. Mark found he couldn’t

write any more, they were broke and their supportseemed to
be diminishing.

“Mewritingwas getting so denseand complexwhenwe were with
RoughTrade... Istarted gettingawriter's block towards the end of last
year. Theywere screwing us up somuch... soweleft Rough Trade and
ambledabout. Itwaslike, I'dratherretire than stay with Rough Trade.”

Thatbad, eh?

“Inanartisticsense, yeah. Whenyou're skintand dealingwithaload
ofbleedin’dickheads, what can youdo? We were in abad way. Nomoney,
nosupport, nonothing... hugedebts, blah blah.”

Suddenlyand dramatically he dumps the terse northernaccentand
launchesintoawholly unexpected bout of Italianese.

“That'swhywhenIsee ‘C.R.E.E.P.) [ could keess the song. [ see
‘C.R.E.E.P) I keesseet.”

He offersnoexplanation for thisextraordinary outburst, other than the
fact that the group instinctively knewit
wasasongtheyhadinstorageforarainy
day (itwaswrittenatthe time ofthe
Perverted By Languagealbum) and could
pluckitouttorestore themto public
favourwhen the need arose. The need
had clearlyarisen.

“People have beentryingtoconnect
itwith Brix, but ‘Oh Brother' and
‘C.R.E.E.P) were songs we had anyway.
Believeitornot, weusedtodo ‘Oh
Brother'in 1978; used to do that before
weeven broughtarecord out. Itwas abit
different then, though;itwasabit Bo
Diddleyish.1t'sonly on this LP that Brix
hasreallycomeintoitwiththeguitarand
stuff. Brixisagreatguitarplayer, but the
guitarisn’tevenonthose twosingles.”

Atone pointitlookedas though they
mightsignwith Motown. Theideaof
The Fallon Motown isscarcely credible,
butMarkand Brixswearit's trueand
were talking about £46,000 advances.
Inthe end a Motown big bossin
Americaturned them down, saving,
“Weseenocommercial potentialin
thisband whatsoever.”

_7:;;. 12~ The Fall
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wouldbeahit, butInever did. Tomeitwas justarant.




“Prejudicesaregonna

happen":MarkESmith

ontheappointmentof
s hiswifeBrixas The

i
gt & Fall'snewguitarist

“The funny thing was this guyat Motown asked for some of our old
stuffhecouldlisten toand the only thing Lhad was Hex Enduction Hour
and thefirstline onthatis, ‘Whereare theobligatory niggers?’ | thought,
‘When they hearthat, we've had it’... we were prepared just to packitin.
Weweren'tgonnago around pleading... bleedin’ell. We've never done
that. Neverwill.”

Happily, Beggars Banquet came inwith anoffer they couldn’trefuse
(orsomething) and Mrand Mrs Smith clearly seeitas abrave new
dawn for theband. InMark’s estimation the new albumis “bleedin’
great” and “five times better than Perverted By Language. 1like the way
thetracksarearranged. All therocksongs ononeside... and thereston
the...other..."

Sure, Mark.

Brixis certainly enjoying herselfwith The Fall. She's overcome her
nervousness and worry that the rest of the band would resenther (they
don't, theyall think sheis fab) and is contributing alot of material
(“Godbox” was one of hersongs). And she’s still drooling over Markslyrics.

“WhenIstudied Mark’slyrics it blew my mind. Great poetry, letalone
lyrics. Youcanjustdig, dig, digintoitrather thanjust ‘She loves you, yeah
yeahyeal'.1heard ‘Slates’ and itdidn’tleave my turntable for twoweeks.”

Ah, butwhatabout the obliqueness, Mark? The fact that most people
haven'taclue whatyou're onaboutmuchof the time...

“Oh,1don’'tknow... whatcanyousay?”

Idon'tknow, I'maskingyou.

“It'sall there. It's justa matter of bringingitout. It's notamatter ofme
producingitbetteror taking elocutionlessons—it'sjusta matterof
bringing it out. You probably hear thelyrics betterlive than onrecords
anyway. [U's theatmosphere, isn'tit?

“It’s funny, ‘cosin the lasttwo days1've beensatdown with this bloke
from Berlinwho's gonnawriteabook... collateabook of Falllyrics...
and some of the things he thought I was saying was quite different to
what Iwasreally saying. Butyou never thinkabout thatwhenyou're
singing. Youjust think, ‘Don't makeittoo obvious.’

“Andanyofourlinesisworth 10 ofanybodyelse’s. There's 10 times
morewordsinthere. Thisis partofthe problem. It's not due to the fact
thatlcan'ttalk properly.

“Ithink people pick up on theatmosphere... it's no bigdeal. Alotof the
stuffisabout nowt. Some of theinterpretations this bloke had on these
songs were great—much better than what [wrote.”

Itdoesn’t matter that people draw all sorts of weird and wonderful
conclusions from whatyouwrite?

“No. [tmakesmelaugh.”
Perverse bugger. Colinlrwin e

The Fall

BEGGARSBANQUET

Hardly The Fall go
pop -but almost.
By their own
distinguished
standards this
is probably
their most
“commercial”
record to date;
though, of course,
The Fall willnever be
an easy band todecipher.
Many in this office willargue
thatthey'llalways soundlike a
'78 garage-punk band demoing
sessions for the John Peel
show, but really they deserve
afar higher rating than that.
OK,soaFallalbumof'84
mightn’t sound too far removed
from some of their firstrecords,
butitalso sees themmoving
into dreamier, less abrasive
territory. Mark Smithisstill a
madman whose fractured
visions of life are often
coloured by paranoiaand
delusion, and sometimes he can
be too obtuse for his own good,
butit's clear that things have
changedradically in The Fall
campssince our last encounter.
Thoseinthe knowsingle out
Brix (Mrs) Smith as being
responsible for their new,
lighter countenance, andit’s
certainshe'salotmore
convinced of pop’s value than
her spouse. Sharing lead and

~—— ALBUMS

REVIEW

rhythm guitar with
Craig Scanlon, she

adds zest to their rumbling,
repetitive guitar chords,
intrigue into this erstwhile
bastion of masculinity.

Songslike “2x 4" and the new
single “Slang King” are still
characterised by traditional
dagger-sharp Falldrumbeats
and dissonant bass chords,
but they've been spiked with
Brixa's subtleinfiltrations.
Gavin Friday of The Virgin
Prunes contributes another
dose of newblood, guesting
onthe vocals of “CoppedIt”
and “Stephen’s Song”, and
withall titles boasting band
co-authorship, it's clear that
The Fallis workingmore asa
democraticunitthanithasin
the not-too-distant past.

It's still Mark E's show, but with
Brixa's mellowinginfluence he's
loosened his grasp of the reins
andtheresultsare stunning. The
Fallare anacquired taste, but
that's no excuse forignorance.
HelenFitzgerald, MM Oct13
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Eurythmics:
Orwell,itcould
havebeenworse

ALBUMS

Eurythmics VIRGIN

War s Peace, FreedomIs Slavery,
Ignorance Is Strength, and this
soundtrack LP with the logo of
Radford’s 1984 onits coveris not
the soundtrack of the film. Not
the new Eurythmics LP, and not
the film's music. So what isit?

Well,it's not another disasterin
the vein of the last not-the-new
Eurythmics LP-(Don't) Touch
(With A Barge Pole) Dance - but
neitherisit the masterpiece that
Dave and Annie seem to think on
the evidence of last week's cover
story. But then the soundtrack
project has always been most
deartoanyartist’s heart.

The perils of interpreting
Orwell's novel has already been
just about successfully
negotiated by David Bowie on
Diamond Dogs, so breaking new
ground thisisn't. Second, partly
to do with thatvery LP,1984isa
good deal further down the road
toclichedom these days-in fact,
last seenit had broken through
the wall at the bottom and was
stillgoing. Maybe at one time
you could have got away with
avocoder codachanting “1984"
in cold mechanical tones, nowit’s
definitively CORNY.

With only two actual songs,
“Sexcrime (1984)", the one with
the offending vocoder, and “For
The Love Of Big Brother", it
comes down to mOOd mUSiC.
There's twomoods here; take
your pick, epic or plaintive, mate.
Problem number three is that
the line between being epic and
sounding septicis thinner than

138 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

alayer of celluloid. Thereis,
I'm afraid, more than one
moment when all this sounds
alittle Jeff Wayne, especially
on “Doubleplusgood”, where
aclipped newsreader voiceis
countered against stirring
themesandachorus of
“Plusgood, Doubleplusgood/
Plusgood, Doubleplusgood”.

Some moments, agreat
arrangement on the discordant
piano and strangled scat of
“IDid It Just The Same”, but
doubleplusgood? Not exactly.
Don Watson, NME Nov17

Alison Moyet

Astheblue dawn poursin through
the shutters, Alison Moyet stares
fromthe cover of her firstsolo LP
with alook thatimmediately
signals somethingis wrong.
There'sasuspicious glintin those
irregular hazel eyes that the
grainless perfection of the
airbrush finish can’t quite
sandblast smooth. The last
defiant flash before the gloss
closes over her face says: “Are you
sure I'mdoing the right thing?”
“Alf"-signed by CBS, sealedin
quotation marks
anddelivered by
Alison Moyet.
Signed, sealed,
delivered, but
who? There
seems to be some
uncertainty here
as to the identity
of this “Alf",
now that she's
encasedinthe
inverted commas
of the product.

CBS

WHAM! MAK|

Back when Alf and Alisonwere
one and the same and half of
Yazoo, she sang of heartbreak
and doubt, but with asound that
sprang fromaninner conviction.
It was this, more than anything,
which distinguished Yazoo. At
atime whenelectronics were
associated increasingly by fragile
boys paddling in piddling
traumas, Yazoo's hooks were
slung by this lumbering figure of
awoman,who seemed to breathe
alife of paininto the most
elemental romantic scenarios.

If sherecognised weakness,
hersound was one of strength,
bleeding towards cruelty.

Now, despite the bluster of
“Love Resurrection” and “All
Cried Out”, the high profile and
her picture onthe cover of her
own LP, she sounds all the more
introverted - ready to huddle up
inside the warm soul/funk of
Swainand Jolley's arrangements.
Fromthe outside there'sa
promise thatin “Twisting The
Knife” or “Where Hides Sleep”
something might break through
the gloss, but at the core there’s a
hollow. Thisis Alison pretending

tobe “Alf".Forany
interpretive singer,
the song’s grainis the
texture of its singer’s
personality. Sade will

because her songsare
projected against the
countless Face spreads that
we saw before we heard her
voice. She cansing “hungry
but we won'tgive in” with the
best willin the world, butall
she'llcallupis theimage of
agaggle of modelsina

small Parisian hotel room,
grumbling about their
starvation diets and
despairing of ever attaining
that anorexic look. Helen
Terry, well, she still just
sounds like the born sidekick.
Ofthe current female
singers, Alison was the

only one with the strength

of character to sound
convincing. Here it sounds
like too many record company
questionsand marketing
suggestions have shaken her

idea of herself. She looks out from
behind the cover. She's not sure -
and it shows. Don Watson, NME Novio

WHAM! EPIC

Let's start with Barry White. Now
there wasaman that | loathed. At
the height of his success, lused
to watch his videos in mounting
disbeliefas he, drippingin
extravagance,lumbered around
grunting his trite love songs to
skimpily dressed women lying
around a massive swimming pool.
Tome, Barry White personified
crass with a capital C.

Tenyears later, | now know what
some of my friends at the time
were trying to persuade me:
Barry White created some
brilliant records. Devoid of all
those cliched images, he now
stands on his music, and his music
alone,asagreat songwriter.

Sohow will we, intime, judge
the pop music being made
today? Without their crass
statements and shallow
credibility, will Spandau Ballet
suddenly berecognisedasa
major talent?
DuranDuran
as masterful
composers? And
what, then, of
Wham!, currently
Britain’s most
popular group
and possibly the
most reviled?

ltremainsto
beseen, but
somehow | doubt
if this music will

never sound convincing

|
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last. It is too synthetic and
transparent. Itrings hollow,
withoutinvention or mystery. This
new Wham! LP does nothing but
reinforce theideathat George
and Andy are simply producing
music that will sell, not writing
music thatis naturally its own.
Just as they clumsily appeared
with their early white-boy raps to
fillagap, so now they ditch that
for what they think will sustain
their success. They should have
calledit “The Art Of Pandering”.

Onthatlevel, then, they have
succeeded brilliantly. The music
isloud, simplisticand vulgar. It has
no foundation. If you stripped
away one part, the whole song
would come crumbling down,
around their ears.

Of course, Wham! have now
moved away from writing their
“socially aware” songs. And it
would be stupid to condemn them
for that. They weren't exactly
novelideas, and writing songs
about the working classes doesn’t
automatically make you talented.
Justlook athow Springsteen can
release the weakest LP of his
career and getaway with it simply
because he writes about the lot of
the working man.

George Michael now writes
songs about love. Either being
inlove or wishing you were.He
seems to have afunny attitude
toit. Women are either the
harbingers of eternal happiness
(“Wake Me Up..." and “Freedom”)
or callous cruel bitches who steal
all your money (“Everything She
Wants" and the cringeful “Credit
Card Baby").It's all surface stuff,
boy meets girl, etc;reflectionson
adolescent emotions written and
performedinthe mock style.

“Alll knowis all|see,” he singsin
“Credit Card Baby",and George
Michael knows an awful lot. For
many people, Wham!are
despicable because of the way
they project themselves, itself
agreat clue totheir naturesand
way of music making. Smug,
arrogantand withoutacarein
the world. I'm past the point of
being offended by this conceit.
Atleastitisn'tas hypocritical as
Gary Kemp's Labour-card policy
when his group and theirimage s
so obviously Tory-minded.

What springs tomindis how
boring and predictable the
Wham! operationis. Theyactas
pop stars did when they were
growing up, and the annoying
thing is that the generation who
will come up behind Wham! will
actin exactly the same way.

Thankfully, I'll still have my
Barry White records. PacloHewitt
NME, Novio

Insanely catchy:Prince
attheSpectrumin
Philadelphia,
November24,1984

SINGLES

Prince And The Revolution
WEA

Princeis ascream, of course;
hisevery gesture perfectly
manicured, designed to
enhance hislegend as some
exotic creation, beyond
conventional emotional
intercourse, asensibility so
rarefied, so elevated, it remains
beyond the grasping embrace
of mere mortals.

In this he reminds me oddly,
butincreasingly vividly, of
Bryan Ferry. Like Ferry, he has
anacute understanding of the
vocabulary and mechanics of
pop and soul and how they
might best be manipulated to
enhance their ownimages.
Bowie has done this too, of
course, but never without
sounding convincingly phoney,
which has bothered himless
than Ferry - an eternal worrier
-and, | suspect, Prince.

The latter, despite hiscartoon
narcissism, is delighted by his
perceived public personaand,
like Ferry -and unlike Bowie -
has no sense of humour about
himself; he's unintentionally a
parody of his ownimagination.
None of this vague
theorising, of

catchy,
you'dbe
mad not to
fallforit,
while the
arrangement
fizzes brightly,

setting whirling synth lines
against brazen rhythm guitar,
with Prince’s voice waltzing
through the spaces between
the nudging musical climaxes.
Probably the nearest thing this
weektoarecordthat!'llbe
listening to again. MMDec1

| Band Aid

MERCURY

The reaction of defiant cynics
to this all-star Band Aid
extravaganzahasbeen

| predictable. They've already

churlishly dismissed “Do They
Know It's Christmas?"” asan
opportunist trick, turned by
Bob Geldofinanattempt to
revive aspectacularly flagging

| career,acrass exploitation of
| aterrible natural catastrophe

by afading star desperate for
publicity. In the circumstances,
this verdictis simply cruel.
Geldofhasinevitably found
himself backin the headlines
(see our own cover this week),
butsyrups offtothe
chap:itwas his

course, makes 2 ", initiative, after
“| Would Die o *’\ all, that pulled
4U"anythin this ambitious
lessthen [T % project
essthan 7 projec
awinning I E FEED 1‘; together,
record. The & o BaNpam i  andhis
chorusis i cwines | ubiquitous
soinsanely  * DOTHEY KNOW IT°5 CHRISTMAS 2 i media
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presence
over the
last seven
dayshasn't
obscured or
deflected
fromthe plight
of the people this
record was designed to
help.He's entitled to
some congratulation,
andif he gets his face
alloverthe papers, it's
foracausethatnoone
could seriously claim
isn't worthwhile.
Inevitably, after such
massive publicity, the
recorditselfis
something of an anti-
climax, even though
Geldof's sense of
universal
melodramais
perfectly suited

to this kind of

wouooets  epic musical
R manifesto.

Midge Ure’s

large-screen
productionand
the emotional
vocal deliveries
of the various

Ny celebrities match the

demonstrative sweep of
Geldof's lyric, which veers
occasionally toward an
uncomfortably generalised
sentimentality that threatens
to turnrighteous pleading
into pompous indignation.
Ontheother hand, I'msure
it’simpossible to write
flippantly about something
asfundamentally dreadful as
the Ethiopian famine. MMDec1

John Lennon/ Sean Ono Lennon

POLYDOR
Paul McGartney With
The Frog Chorus

PARLOPHONE

Johntends to sound
abithouse-trained
on trite pronounce-
ments like this. Most
likely he composedit
while baking one of
the famed Dakota
loaves. Little Sean's B-side
isanunbearably cute appeal to
tousled sleepyheads the world
over to wake up, “'cos every-
thing's gonna be alright”. Listen
carefully and you'lljust hear his
mum threatening no pocket
money in the background.
John's old art-school buddy,
meanwhile, sinks into aswamp
to promote the animation
biopic of Rupert Bear. NMENovi7
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“Real weirdos”

Meet , a blues
band for the video age.
Two-thirds good ol’ boys,
guitarist Billy Gibbons is
an anomaly: an arts
patron and electronic
musician not always at
home in the band’s world
of neon and beer. “So few
bands are aware of what
American culture is
about,” he says, en route
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to atopless place.

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY

NME

OUSTON, OCTOBER: THE monsoon season in this

blandly corporate boomtown. I descend through hot

storms over a chrome metropolis built on flat sand and

oil deposits, all hopes of snaring the bearded boogiemen

of ZZ Top in their appropriate Texan climate rentapart

by vicious cracks oflightning. Visions of boiler suits and
souped-up stock cars withmad whale-tail fins against deep-blue sky are
washed away in the relentless rain. ZZ Top will be indoors, watching TV,
thawing out frozen tacos.

Whoknows what to expect of these genialloons on theirhome turf?I'm
lookingto themtosubvertrock'n'roll America, buttheymayjust be partof
Houston'’sboom: slick businessmenwith aneatlinein self-merchandising.
(There mustbe ZZTop dolls by now.) Doubtless they'll wish to be photographed
intheboardroom of ZZT Enterprises.

“Lord, get me outof Houston town,” wailed soul man Ted Taylor. Everything was
goingwrongforTed, but notfor our good friends of the chin-blisters. ZZ Top have
dweltin the East Texan cityfor 15 good years and showno signs of hotfooting it
out. Inmanywaysit'sanideal place for them, acity quite removed from the
entertainmentempires on the coastsand free of specificrock traditions.

Houston has grown, butgrownso fast that things are still loose enough for
acartooncelebritylike Billy Gibbons to have served two years on the trustees’
board of thecity's Contemporary Arts Museum. The money is new, so a
generation ortwo canelapse beforeaclassstructure setsin hard.

Thelatestissue of Vanity Fair, akind of highbrow American Tatler, takes
agossipy peckat thistrendy new meccawith its Philip Johnson 'scrapers,
itsoutdoor Dubuffet sculptures, and its subsidised ballet. Inamongst the
heiresses, the oilmenand the gallery owners is the voice of one B Gibbons
("RockStar”)...

“Despiteitssize, the feeling, the thread that binds the whole of it together, is
blue-collar. Thisis nota purely sophisticated city by any means. You've got the
shipchanneland the dockworkers and therefineries. The business community
isfirmly planted with both feetin that territory. You neverreally get away from
anearthierkind of feeling.”

Theideaistoobserve ZZ Top-alongwith Motérhead and the Blue Oyster Cult,
oneofmetal’smore engaginganomalies—in their ownbackyard. Theiralbum
Eliminator, ahi-tech, rocket-ignition overhaul of their bastard hard blues, has
beensitting seeminglyimmovable in our national Top 10 for two months. No
oneseems quite sure what propelled itup there; withoutahitsingle, itlooks
positively freakish. »




February8,1984:ZZTopat
theMetro Centre, Rockford,
Illinois-(l-r) Dusty Hill, Frank
Beard, Billy Gibbons

HISTORY OF ROGK 1984 | 141



=
z
=

It’'saremarkably good record, of course, containing the mighty “Gimme
AllYour Lovin™, which achieved in three minutes and 59 seconds what
dearold Status Quo have been striving to do for 20 whole years. Other
spiffingriffs boasted by this fine discinclude the video masterworks
“Legs”and “Sharp Dressed Man”, plus the mirthsome “TV Dinners” and
“GotMe UnderPressure” (withits unbeatableline “She likes cocaine/And
fippingoutwith great danes”).

It'sstill raining the nextdayas I climbaboard alimo and head for the
“healthspa”which ZZ Top have recentlyacquired in order tolimberup
between tours. Anin-carTVboxreports floodingin the north-westof the
city. We glide past new housing settlements with nameslike Pecan Grove
and White Oak Bayou onlong, flatroadsstretching offthe highway, past
Pentecostal churches and cowboy surplus stores. A sign for Humble
Mobile Homes comes up: humble indeed, though itwas Humble Oil that
later became the giant Exxon corporation. ZZ Top’s outrageously funky
“Cheap Sunglasses” booms from the tape deck. “That dude pick the shit
outtathebass,” remarks Fred the blackdriver.

TheZZTop “spa” turnsout to be fairly humbleitself, though decorated in
garish bordellowallpaper. A plasticimitation setof Mr T's excessive gold
neckwearadornsonewall. It mustbe said thataswe enter the spathe fellas
are notexactlyutilising the impressive
array of Nautilusequipmentondisplay.
Nordo theyexactlyresemble three Arnie
Schwarzeneggers. Butthen old Conan’s
pectorals would doubtlessinterfere
withthesubtlelickingaction which
characterises Top's grooviest platters. :

Elprimolicksman Gibbonslooks about s
asunlike abeefy 10-gallon Texan as
anyone could. Inhisblue pinstripe suit
and white-shirted paunch heis morelike

“It's funny, because we waited solong to go to the UK. Itwas actually
10 years before our firstappearance. Having found a nice little cult
following, itwasaverywarmreceptionin the beginning, and yetsomany
things had changed in music that we were veryuncertainabouthowaZz
Top type band would go downin the UK, especially since the wave of new
stuffinthelate '70s. We were lucky to hititjustwhen aheavymetal thing
was comingback-therewas aslotwe could sneakinto.”

Iremark that Eliminatorisa more metallicrecord than Deguello or
£l Loco. The guitarsarerevved uplike the Corvette enginein the album
cover's 1932 Coupe.

“We'vealwaysbeen car freaks,” says Billy. “A guy cameinto Houston
and recommended thatwego with him to California for the National
Drag Racing Championships, and nothaving been to oneinawhile,
Ireallywasn'tquite prepared for the magnitude and dynamics ofa
2,500-HP nitroburning bomb. It was just like a rocket with wheels, it was
soawesome. If there was justaway toget thatsound and that feeling on
stageand record, well...”

“Hotcarsand rock'n’roll have alwaysbeensynonymous,” putsin Dusty
rather prosaically. “They'realready tied together...”

“Although Frank,” counters Billy, “issuggesting that thenextalbum
featuretheZZ Top boat.”

Hasanythingchangedin these three over the course of 15
years? Were they the same merry prankstersin 19692

“Ah'd swearthey're wilder than theywas tinyears ago.”

Willyounevergrowabeard, Beard?

“Ahcaint! Ah'mjistso farbehand!Ahused to say [was too
verng, butafter 12 years that stopped working. Then ah said it

February 7,1984:
ZZToponstagein
Rockford, lllincis

aHasidicJewinabaseball cap;atiny
pigtail tickles the nape of his neck.

Bassmanand bearded double Dusty Hill
iscontinually grinning asetofjagged

little teeth and stroking his prodigious

facial hair. His combination of Nike

sweatpants, motorcycle boots and yellow
sou'wester more than bears out hisuseful
definitionof“sharp dressed” as “anythingI'm
notwearing”, and hestrikes the eye asajumble of
carmechanic, hillbilly farmerand one of Snow
White's seven dwarfs.

Gibbonsand Hillhavealwaysstruck me as
the Morecambe & Wise of rock'n’roll, orleast
Morecambe & Wise crossed with the false-
bearded Marx Brothers of Duck Soup, andin the
flesh thisis precisely what theyare. As for fresh-
faced drummerFrank Beard, hislittle leather
legsarethe one thingl note about thisnatty,
reformed-wildcat golfer person. (“Rod Stewart by
wayof American Gigolo” is how Billy Gibbons
once appraised him.)

Almostimmediately, werepairto an almost
inevitably Mexican restaurant, just two doors
downon the same shoppinglot, and while the
culinaryscenewhich ensuesisnotquite on the
scale depicted in the gatefold sleeve of Tres
Hombres—lashings of greasy cheese over
guacamole and enchiladas-it'squite enoughto
nullify any strenuous exertions they may have
managed in thespa. “Thisis purr-fect fer Zee Zee
Tarp,” drawls the laconic Beard, whose Southern
acksintissimplytotal. “Work out for two hours
and thendestroyitall.” He promptly digs into
alarge round ofnachos.

Threeicedteasare ordered for the Topsand
conversation turns briefly to thesubject of
tolerable Mexican restaurantsin London (Cafe
Pacificoin Covent Garden earns their highest
rating). From there itwinds into more general
feelings about the band's relationship with
Britain. Gibbons speaksinalow, quiet voice.
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was doo to female thigh-burn, butIgot married and
ahcain'tsay thatno more! Sonowlsayah'mjisttoo
farouttatherace.”

Gibbonsand Hill are quick to pointhowmuch
money theirhirsutenesssaves them tie-wise, though
Billy sometimes investsregardless. “There’sareal
hiplittle shopin Covent Garden called Robot, and
they had the greatest string ties with skull-and-
crossbones, whichyoujustwon'tfind in Texas. I said, T'll take 10." The
guysaid, ‘Why?"

Billy Gibbons’ grandparents were English, which part-way explains his
abidingaffection forour fairisle, and hisold man was Freddy Gibbons, a
pianistand society orchestraleaderwho came to Texas from New York on
accountofhiswife’s poorhealth. “I'mreal glad he did, because being here
we'veallhad to figure outwhatitis that makes Texas suchagreat place to
putdown musical roots.Isuppaose one of the reasons was thatup until the
'70s none of this convenientmodern citylivingwas available. Growing up
inTexas, there justseemed to be so much time on yourhands, and that
wasafactor-that plus the old tradition of the Texas gunslinger. In other
words, ifyoudidn't have asix-shooteryouused sixstrings.”

“Therewasalsoabigrhythm'n’blues thinghereandin Dallas,” says
Dusty Hill, “and youcouldn'thelp but have thatseep into you.” Dallas, 300
miles north-westof Houston, is hometown to Dusty and Frank. Well before
Billy had gottenhis first Gibson Melody Makerand Fender Champamp, a
14-year-old Dustywas playing some very primitive bass there with such
blues heavyweights of JR-villeas Freddie Kingand Lightnin’ Hopkins.

e

HATFIRSTUNITED ZZ Top, unbeknownst to each of them,

wasa late-night blues station operating out of Mexico on

which, 300 miles apart, they discovered the likes of Jimmy
Reed, Howlin' Wolfand T-Bone Walker. “Because he was from that
high-society background,” recalls Billy, “my dad didn't care for that
jive stuff. It was the old story of the kid who wants to play rock’n'roll,
y'know, and Dad says, ‘Whyare you playin’ thatstuff?’ So the kid does
ittwice as heavy.”

In Dallas, Dusty and Frank wound up togetherinadubious combo
knownas Lady Wild & The Warlocks, theladyin question beingascouse
siren ofuncertain talents. Onherladyship'sdeparture the Warlocks
metamorphosed into the sub-psychedelic American Blues, noteworthy
ifonly for the shocking-blue hair they sported as they gamely toured
through the redneck wilds of Texas. (One of their showstoppers was
called “Chocolate Ego”.) In Houston, meantimes, Billy Gibbons had
assembled theamazing Moving Sidewalks, anacid-garage band who
todayrankalongside? & The Mysteriansand the 13th Floor Elevatorsin
the Texan enclave of punkancestry. The Sidewalks’ “99th Floor",a
collisionof Them’s “Gloria” and the Elevators'“You're Gonna Miss Me",
remainsapinnacle of '60s garage punk, astabbingriff of Voxfuzzorgan
and tinny, needling guitar.

Itwas while the Sidewalks were touring with the Jimi Hendrix
Experience in 1968 that JH blessed Billy Gibbons as “America’s most
promising young guitarist”. The biggerinfluence, of course, was Cream,
the original power blues trio. The irony of
Texansrediscovering their own blues heritage
viaabunchoflimeysrearedindesperately
unsoulful places like Twickenham has been
remarked on before; Tophaveinany case
taken more than two steps from the blues
since then. Iftheirfirstalbum, releasedin
1970, was orthodoxenough, the patented
humourwasalready sneaking throughon
Rio Grande Mud (1972), insuchunbluesy odes
to Americanaas “Chevrolet”, “Bar-B-Q", and
“Whiskev'n'Mama”.

The subsequent twentyyears have produced
averitable cornucopiaof High Trash anthems:
“Beer Drinkers And Hell Raisers”, “Nasty Dogs
and FunkyKings”, “Cheap Sunglasses”,

“Groovy Little Hippy Pad” and many more. Along with The Cramps and
The B-52s, ZZ Top have crafted some of the wittiest pop statements ever
madeaboutAmerica.

[t'shere thatacurious tension develops in the conversation. Forwhile
Billy is clearly desirous of minor pontification on musical/cultural
generalities, the othersequally clearlyaren’t. When L ask (seriously)

" SHARP DRESSED MAN

“I hate to draw
lines, but where
does Muddy
Waters meet
Brian FEno?”

about ZZ Top'shumour, Frankand Dusty get good-
ol'-boy humorous-"“hey, humour'sjist humour” -
but Billy (the onlyreally witty one) looks serious. So
serious thatheleaves the table. Somehowl sustain
theline ofenquiry.
Inawayyou'reakindof pop-artgroup, aren'tyou?
“Youmeanartsy-fartsy? Heh heh !!!"” bawls Frank.
“Hehheh heh!!!” concurs Dusty.

Istarelongand hard at the remnants of my guacamole.

“Dusty, yougoin'to that party Saturday?” inquires Frank.

“Igottago tomymother's birthday, soI'm gonnabe outta town. But
Ineed togitacostume for Hallowe'en next week.”

“Ahwanted togoasy'all,” cackles Frank.

Mercifully, Billy Gibbonsdrifts backinto the room. Irepeat my
pop-artquestion. “I think that'sacompliment,” hesays. “Idon’t think
we'veeversetout to presentourselvesas the Talking Heads oranything, vet
therearesofewbandswhoareawareofwhat American cultureisabout.”

“An’we're certainly notoneof 'em!!” bellows Frank.

“Heh heh heh!!” Dusty bellows back.

Billyignores them. “There's solittleregionalism. There’s this kind of
glaze which hasmade the East Coastlike the West Coastand Texaslike
Wyomingandeverywhereelse. [t'shard to pinpointlittle segmentsor
sections thathave some oddball thingyou can play off.”

Iguess ZZ Topisakind ofoddballinstitutioninitself.

“Theentertainmentlevel herein Houstonis atsuch anebb thatwe're
real weirdos. Houston is notashowbiz town. I kind of enjoy the oddball
attitude thatis thruston us. Itkeeps 'em guessing.”

[tisalittle-known fact thatamongthe projects Billy Gibbons undertook
during 77 Top's sabbatical of 1976-1979 wasa commission to compose

| andrecord someambientelectronic music foranartgalleryin Paris.

Alittlewhile after Frank and Dusty have taken offin theirrespective
automobiles, Billy Gibbons proposes a visit to Rick’s Cabaret, a*high-
classtittyjoint” housed inakind of neo-Vegas Palladian villa, sortof
halfway between The Best Little Whorehouse In Texasand the Houston
“encounter booth” where Harry Dean Stanton finds Nastassja Kinskiin

| Paris, Texas.Since heis by nostretch of the imagination a priapic
rock'n’roll pig, Billylooks distinctly outof place at Rick’s: atworst, framed
by clusters of G-strings and nipples, he is Benny Hill rather than David
Lee Roth. Feelingtheacute discomfortthatonlya25-year-old English
introvertcould feelinsuch atemple ofhedonism, I'watch Gibbons being
greeted by fellow Houston bigwigs, gorillasin suitsand ostrich cowboy
boots.Icannotdecide whether to believe in this good ol’ boy alter ego.

Backinside hislimo, Billy turnsand confesses hisanger at Dusty and
Frank: “Youwereaskingaserious questionand theywere beingreal
tiresome.” Billyloves to talk, evenifheloses himselfin his ownabstractions
and hasastrangelyawkward way ofsearchingout therightword. He's
chuffed that people get farenough to take his humourseriously, and [ think
relishes thedisparitybetween hisownwide-ranginginterestsand the Top
audience’s narrowerinfatuationwithboozyboogie. “Thatetodraw
dividinglines”, hesays, “butwhere does Muddy Waters meet Brian Eno?”

Bythetimewe'vearrived at the Gibbonsabode, I've stopped listening

to Billy’'sruminations. Instead I'm staringin
disbeliefat the interior decoration. The house
is constructed around one outsize room
overlooking the swampy-looking Buffalo
Bayou Riverand isfilled withartefacts of
seriously advanced kitsch: blue neon cacti,
amannequin mummy, apairof chrome
sheep. Everything elseis merely tasteless.

Billyisreadingmymind, oratleastmy
expression. “Americansinvent things that
are fun, things thatgo fromright-field
conservative to the seediestleft-field
expression youcandreamup, yetmost ofthem
arereactionaryratherthanvisionary.” Heis
abouttosay more when the doorbellrings.

Alawyer riend has shownupwith therestof
anElvis-styleinnerechelonofpalsandit’s time to play good ol boy again.
Thelawyerchides him fortakingme to Rick’sand everyone isslapping
himon theback, chucklinglike kids. Time to make excuses and bid
farewell, pausingonly to glance back at this singularly odd fellow in his
pinstripesuit, surrounded by urban cowboys.

The BennyHillgrinisalittle crooked. Barney Hoskyns ®

-
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Readers’ letters

MM/NME JUL-DEC

Industrial inaction

Thesunshine that filtered
through mywindowwasasempty
asahead waiter'ssmile. [ tapped i
mybadlybitten biro ontop of my
desk. The factsstoodupinmy
mindbigasboulders: the
subscription had been paid over
sixweeksago; confirmation had
beenreceived, yet themorning
mailbag broughtonlyair, dustand
anold mustysmellof canvas.
[tapped mybiroagain. Ilooked
atmywatch.Ilooked at the wall.
[looked atnothing.
PHILIP MARLOW (Stephenson),
Kaptagat, Kenya (NME Aug 4)

Lastweek Iwasinastateof
depression because the NME
wasnotprinted. Inaweek’stime,
[willstartmyA-levelsand I need
somejovialsustenance. Whilst
bypassing the Mayfairs,
Economistsand Private Eyes,
Inoticed avacantgap where this
papershould have been. Ileft
immediately, cursingeveryone.
Stilldownhearted, [ watched

High Bandwith Thomas Dolby.
Heplayed “Windpower”,and
whatdid I hearbut“Thereisno
NME" repeated anumber of

times. Whatacruel blow! ‘
PETERKOUKOULAIDES alias

Peter Koukoulaides, Catford,

London (NME Aug4) ‘

Lastweek I had to buy Snouds—

the firstandlast time. Let’shope
all'swell this week.

RICHARD SCOTT, aworriedman |
fromLeeds (NME Aug 4)

Peel the noize

I note that the rumblingulcerof
anti-John Peel mailhasrearedits
uglyhead again. Tosee Peelasa
“disillusioned hippy”,orto
castigate him because hedoesn't
play U2, The Wombles or whoever,
issurely to miss the point. Peel’s
programmeisasafety netfor
Radio One; headoptsan eclectic
approach, encompassingsoul,
jazz, African, punk, reggaeand
other “minority” forms, as well
aspromoting thelesser-known
mainstreamartists.

The Smiths and CocteauTwins
arejust thelatestinalongline of
bandswho benefited from his
benign enthusiasm. [would think
thatregularlistenersare quite
happy with this catch-all stance.
Personally, Iwelcome hisrejection
ofthe noxious tribalismwhich has

infected music over the past few
vears; it'ssurelyworthsuffering
the currentrash of Ovalteenies,
GoWestbandsorBirthday Party
cloneshe seems to favour. -

Anyway, thisletterisn’tany
different. Whatreally gotup my
nosewas the two “critics” of John
Peelinyourlastissue. Iseveryone
at Cardinal College, Oxford, as
muchofawankerasyou,
“Arkansaw Traveller"?

Does Mr Peelreallydeserveall
those nastyremarks abouthis hair
just because he doesn'tquite like
U2asmuchasyoudo, Selmaof
Middlesex.I mean,Ilike U2 very
much, but lwouldn'tknock
someone whodidn't. People like
Selmaseem tolose theirtempers
fartoo easilywhenothersfail to
show the same adoration for their
favourite pop groups.

Allinall, Ithink]JPisa
decentsortwhoshouldkeep
broadcastinguntilhedropsinto
his coffin, whilstyou, Selma,
should plugyour narrow mind
intoan endless U2 tapeloop and
gojumpintoavatofyourown
faeces, where youwill probably
bumpinto thatarse wipingfrom
Cardinal College, Oxford.

HUGE (WILLY) WILLIAMS, ‘

Noctorum, Birkenhead, Merseyside
(NME Aug 4)

Wham! bad rap

Let'sstartwith Paolo Hewitt.

In 10years' time, the Paolo
whatsits of theworld willopen
predictably derogatoryreviews
ofalbumsby the bigpop stars of
the daywith commentslike:
“Let'sstartwith Wham!. Now
therewasapairoflads...”
CRKYME, Forest Gate, London
That's just the problem, Lwon't be.
—PH (NMEDec1)

1984 and all that

Arthur Lee (Gasbag, 24 November)
is right. Nineteen Eighty-Fourwas
notaprophecy. Thebookwas

written by Orwellasawarning.
IknowI'm being boring, but that
was the whole pointofthe book
and therefore the movie. Why was
themoviereleasedin 19847
Because that'show Sonia-wife
ofthelate George—wantedit,
Besides, it'sa nattyidea forVirgin
toreleaseitin 1984. Butitdoesn't
matterwhenitwasreleased. The
warningisstill there. If youdon't
think Orwell’'svisioniswith us,
justtakealookatsecurity
surveillance cameras, the never-
endingMiddle Eastern wars and
Doublethink (who wants tostay
warminwinterand supportthe
miners’strikeat the same time?).
JOHNTINGWELL, London SW5
Butwheredoes the NME come
intoall this? The Ministry Of Truth?
(NME,Dec1)

Full of broadsheet

AtleastThave proofthatworking
for NMEcan damage your health,
orto be more precise, can turn
yourbrainsinto friggin’
scrambled eggs. AsIwasbrowsing
through the Guardian the other
day, [ cameacross ashort “rock”
piece written by noneotherthan
yourveryown Barmy Hoskyns.
Thefollowingisaquote from
the aforementioned passage:
“This Americanquartetis funky
successors (sic) to Led Zep’s
throne whose superb Who
pastichewas recentlyasmashhit.”
Thiswasareference toVan
Halen and theirsingle “Jump”,
would you believe. What the
flipping heckhe meansby
sayingthey “isfunkysuccessors
to Led Zep’sthrone,” who knows?
Icertaindon't.
BERNIE'CATALOGUE'TROUSERS,
Liverpool9 (NMESept8)

Miner disagreements

Justify yourexistence, Joe
Strummer. EvenWham!aredoing
abenefitconcertfor the miners.
Your music may now be boring,
cliched and meaningless, but

The Clash canstillfill concert
hallsand make money forthe
miners, notAmerican tours.
|JANMACGREGOR (NME Sept15)

Frankly..

Is Welcome To The
Pleasuredomethis decade’s
Frampton Comes Alive?
MWHITE, LondonN19

More The Dark Side Of Mooning,
Lwould suspect... (NMEDec1)

. JUy-DECRMBER
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Feed TheWor-ld‘
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SANDARRY CHAIN #COSTELLO LIVE
RS (]

in 1985/

OTHAT WAS 1984. It was really nothing.

Certainly, that's not it from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NMEand Melody Makerenjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythms ofadiversifyingscene; as the times changed, so did
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories

thathave come to assume mythical status.

That's very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rock will be bringing you verbatimreports from the pivotal
eventsin pop culture, oneyearamonth, oneyearatatime. Next up, 1985!

NEIL YOUNG

ASEARCHING ENCOUNTER with the ungovernable songwriter. Who
is waiting for David Crosby to clean up his act before playing with CSNY
again. “The wayIlookatit, either he’s going to OD and die or we're going
to play together sometime. It’s pretty simple. They all know how | feel.”

REM

THE BAND RELEASE Fables Of The Reconstruction, and their enigma
persists. “Michael gets criticised because people say they can't
understand what itis he’s singing,” says drummer Bill Berry. “I'm glad
we made the decision never to include a lyric sheet with the albums.
Thatwould be like going to the movies and getting the script to the film
withyourticket.”

KATE BUSH

NOW WITH A different dance teacher, Kate is ready for the new
direction of Hounds Of Love. “I've never seen any point in repeating
things you've already done before. Too many people sit and think, ‘It’l]
justcome tome,’instead of getting off their arses and going for it.”

PLUS...

JESUS AND MARY CHAIN!
LIVE AID!

TOM WAITS!
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——— FROM THE MAKERS OF UNCUT

THE HISTORY OF

ROCK

Every month, we revisitlong-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1984.
“Whenyousayit’s goingto happen now/Well when exactly do youmean?...”

THESMITHSMADE AMAGNIFICENTDEBUT

GEORGEMICHAEL AND PAULWELLER
SUPPORTED THEMINERS

MICHAEL JACKSONBROUGHT THRILLERTOLIFE,
WITHHISBROTHERS IN TOW

...and U2, JAMES BROWN, THE FALL, ZZ TOP,
NICK CAVE, VAN HALEN and many more shared
everythingwith NME and MELODY MAKER

More from UNCUT...
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