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HANKS TO NME'S C86 cassette, a mail-order compilation
of young and promising guitar bands, this is an unusual year,
in that it seems to come with its own soundtrack album
already attached.
In fact, though the music press of that year covers this
emerging wave of groups such as Primal Scream, some of the
most dramatic events of 1986 take place in front of larger audiences, and far
closer to the mainstream. From their yobbish first appearances in public, the
Beastie Boys quickly prove that their records are serious — and particularly
serious about a good time. Mancunians Simply Red and The Smiths both
develop wider congregations of ecstatic supporters.

Our cover star Prince, meanwhile, seems to dominate many people’s
thinking. He's made another excellent album, and another film. He's working
with Miles Davis, and has become a topic of conversation. When in August he
playsarunofshows at London's Wembley Arena, it leaves critics if not exactly
speechless, then at least convinced that these represent an apogee of what
mightbe possibleinarock concert.

It’s true, he’s notone for sayingmuch. Butin his stead, strong musical opinion
flourishes from othersources. Thisyear, The Go-Betweens, Nick Cave, The Fall
and The Smiths all make landmark work - and don’t just walk it, but talk it
powerfully, too. Ten years on from punk, John Lydon has plenty to say about t,
and his great newrecord. In the world of pop, meanwhile, George Michael and
the Pet Shop Boys prove that thoughtful commentand a sense of mission aren’t
the preserve ofgroups with guitars.

This is the world of The History Of Rock, a monthly magazine that follows
each turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena,
passionate and stylish contemporary reporters were there to chronicle events.
This publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the reader
decadeslater,ayearatatime. Missed one? You can find out how torectify that
on page 144.

In the pages of this 21st edition, dedicated to 1986, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever that
maybe.

Atthe Hagienda, jousting ego with New Order’s Peter Hook. Being told by Nick
Cave that you, and every member of your profession, are scum. At the Brixton
Academy, as Morrissey raises a sign to express all that the band’s wry and
empathetic musichave come to meanin thelast three years.

Itsays, “Twolightales, please”.
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6 Bonosingsagainstapartheid.
Keith Richardsand Ronnie Wood
aregame to play, too. RIP Phil
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Hucknallis on the Makercouch,
JoniMitchell hits London.

12 “We'restill Joy Division...”
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revelations from the high-tech
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the Hagienda, and entering the
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bandattemptto explain their
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22 Newreleasesrated.

Depeche Mode’s Black
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direction. Swans, meanwhile,
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The Black Diamond Express.
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Sputnik. Red Wedge
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fromthe media, thatis.

54 Johnny Cash’s daughteris

fouralbumsdeepinto hercareer.
Isshe country? Inspite of her
illustrious heritage, she claims not.

58 Anaudience with Morrissey

aboutthe “vile” music business,
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derail theirschedule?
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JANUARY — MARCH
VIOLENT FEMMES, NEW

ORDER, GO-BETWEENS,
JOHN LYDON AND MORE

“A way to
awaken myself”

NME JANUARY 18

|
} OU WOULD NEVER have thought that Bono
; Vox's harrowing “Silver And Gold” had been
grafted onto the end of the Artists United
Against Apartheid album Sun Cityalmostas an
afterthought. A dark delta blues song with justa
gritty tinge of country, it provided the perfect sig
offline to an LP that had gathered together some of
the biggest names in contemporary pop and soulin
| an expression of solidarity with the black South
| African freedom movement.
[ Andyetthe song—which features Rolling Stones
| Keith Richards and Ronnie Wood on guitar—was
written, recorded, mixed and finally mastered in
little more than 48 hours. Infact, producers Steve
VanZandtand Arthur Baker had to hold back the
cutting of the disc one October morninglast year
justtoinclude Bono's hot-off-the-desk response to
the “SunCi
Setinaprison cell, its subject matteristhe
f economic plight of the oppressed black majority
| inthatsad, savagecoun he South Afri
economyisbased toalargeextenton mineral
th, thesilverand gold, inmines thatare wor
abour, and thisimageis
central to the song. Bono, however, cleverly extends
the metaphorto encompass the crucial question of
sanctions, the potential economicstranglehold on
apartheid thatourarrogantl rssostubbornly
refused to considerat there conference of
| Commonwealthministers.
Itisnot thatsurprising to find the U2 singerso

prominentin the Artists United project, all proceeds

of which go to TheAfrica Fund, acharity that gives
moraland financial supportto political prisonersin
South Africaaswellas helpingrefugeesin the West.

Ontheir 1984 American tour, the one that coincided

withthelastUS generalel n, U2werebecoming
nglyassociated withagrowingresurgence
oftheStateside civil rightsand anti-apartheid
movements, Before playingthe anthemic “Pride”, for
instance, Bono would regularlyrefer to the South »
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Juneé,1986:U2atthe
ForuminLAduringone
of sixConspiracy Of
Hopeconcertsacross
theUS, stagedtodraw
attentiontothe workof
Amnesty International
onits2sthanniversary




JANUARY - WRGH

Africanstruggle. Onone dateofthe tourheeven
received atelephone call of encouragement
from Bishop Desmond Tutu, one of the most
influential blackchurchleadersin South Africa.

Bonohimselfisguarded asto pop orrock’s
ability toactuallyinfluence political change
andiswiselywaryofany “U2 Save World”
shtick, but the band’s effortsin the States do,
incredibly, appeartohave had aminoreffect:
they were citedasone of thefactorsin
reawakeningthespiritofstruggleat the
Democratic party’s presidential conventionin
‘84 andaneditorialin the New York Timesalso
associated the Irish band with the perceptively
shiftingattitudesofasectorof Americanyouth.

Thesinger, however, plays down his potential
politicalimpact: “I'mjustlike anyone else. I
watch the television and read the papersand
[don'treallyknowwhat’s goingon, especially
regardingsomethinglike South Africa. [ really
don’tknow. I'mjustas numband mummified
asanyone else. lusemysongsasawayto
awakenmyself. It'slikestickinganeedlein
vourlegafterithasgonetosleep.”

More so than even “Sunday Bloody Sunday”
and“Pride”, thelatterinspired by Martin
LutherKing, “Silver And Gold" is the most
specific political song Bono
haseverwritten. According
toitscomposer, itissetapart
inacoupleofotherways,
too: “It'sthefirstsongl've
everwritten thatcomes from
somebody else’s pointof
view. U2 songsarealways
from my pointofview, but
thisisadepartureintothe
third person. It'salso the first
blues-influenced songl've
written. 1 play the guitarwith my footmiked up
the way thatold bluesmenlike RobertJohnson
used to do.AndI'mbanging theside of my
guitarwithmyknuckles to keep therhythm. As
the songgoeson, the tempo keeps getting faster
and the mood more and more intense.

“T'heline thatstarted the whole thing for me
wasoneaboutaboxer, theideaofa prize fighter
inhiscornerbeingegged onbyatrainer.It’sa
sportthat I've found increasingly interesting
overthe pastyear.Ifindalotofaspectsofitvery
sordid, abitlike cock fightingorsomething, but
theimage was very powerful for the song.”

Thecircumstancesleadingto thelink-up
between Bono and the two Stones thatplayon
“Silver And Gold”, and therealisation of the
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“U2 songs are
always from my
point of view — this
is a departure into
the third person”

songinsoshortatimespace, are coveredin
more detail by Dave Marsh's excellent book
Sun City-The Making Of The Record.

Briefly, however, theideaarose following
astudio conversationabout the history of
the bluesbetween Bono, Peter Wolfl (former
vocalistwith the ] Geils Band), Keith
Richards and Ronnie Wood in New York's
West Sidestudio, where the Stones were
recording. Bonowasin the city for the
shootingofthe “Sun City” single video,
and when he suggested that theyrecord
anothersongforinclusion onthealbum,
Richardsand Wood needed no convincing.

And, though theirmusicaland personal
backgroundswould appear tobe poles
apart, Bonowasrather taken by Richards
and Wood during the recordingsession
thatensued: “Richardsis thekind of person
thatsometimes gives the impression that
he'sinaworld ofhisownoverat the other
side oftheroom, buthe’sactually very wide
awake. He'samanwithalltheinfamyand
fortune anyone couldwant, anditall means
verylittleto him.

“Themusicis theall-important thing o
him. Whethervoulikeordislike himisn't
really the point. The
importantthingisthathe
hasn'ttaken the baitand
been middle-classed out
like so manyothers.”

With the twin guitarist
addingadense, dank
and eerilyoppressive
atmosphere to the track
-Woodreputedly
playingslide guitarwith
aswitchblade!-Bono's
vocal isanuncharacteristic but powerful
guttural murmur, punctuated by shrill
whoops. The mood is primaland basic,
enhancedbyKeith LeBlancand Steve Jordan'’s
percussive knuckle-dusting ofa pairof
cardboard boxes andlightened onlyslightly
by the clarinetof New York Timesjazz writer
Robert Palmer (norelation) and afemale
chorusled by Tina B and Kirsty MacColl.

Asanold friend of Steve Van Zandt, Bono had
been oneof the firstartists to pledge his support
to the “Sun City” single, and was assigned the
prestigious finalline of thelast verse on the
version that was ultimately released.

By the October morning thathe and engineer
Tom Lord-Alge handed the tapes of “Silver And
Gold" overto former E-Streeter Van
Zandtforafinalmix, the Sun CityLPwas
onthe pointofthe mastering process.

Three monthslater, the songstill
standsasabold and powerful statement
and amoving piece of music. Like Gil
Scott-Heron and Peter Gabrielin the late
'70s and Jerry Dammersand Steve Van
Zandtintheearly'80s, Bono Voxhas
produced one ofhis most effective and
spontaneoussongwriting moments
from therage hefeelsat the system
presided over by PW Botha. And, aslong
asthatabhorrentregimeand its tacit
supportlobbiesin the west persist, he
won't be thelast. Youcanblowouta
candle, butyoucan'tblowoutafire.
Adrian Thrills

Lynott:driven
morethanioo
mileswhile

semi-conscious

RIP, at 36, Phil Lynott.

HE ROCK WORLD was left

numbed last weekend by news

that Phil Lynott, founder
member of Thin Lizzy and one of the
biggeststars of the '70s, had diedin
circumstance thatblended tragedy,
pathos and mystery.

Losing an11-day fight for his life,
Lynott died last Saturday evening -
with his mother Phyllis, his estranged
wife Caroline and her father, TV
personality Leslie Crowther, at his
bedside - in Salisbury General
Infirmary. The hospital gave the cause
of death as “heart failureand
pneumoniafollowing septicaemia”.

Lynott, saysawitness, had spent the
night of December 24/25 drinking
heavily and taking an unspecified drug
athislarge homein Richmond, Surrey
(he hadaformidable reputation for
booze-guzzlingandastring of
narcotics convictions). He collapsed on
Christmas Day from a mixture of blood
poisoning and liver and kidney failure,
andit's here that oddities begin.

Instead of being takentoalocal
hospital, Lynott remained in his home
while his wife, contacted ather home
in Bath, drove over 100 miles to pick
himup.Shethenspedafurther7o
milesto analcoholand drugabuse
centre at East Knoyle, Wiltshire.
Accounts of what happened thenare
sketchy, butit seemsthat the stricken
star was eventually turned away on
the grounds that his condition was
“medicaland notaddictionrelated.”

Indesperation, Caroline Crowther
drove Lynottafurther 20 miles to
Salisbury General, completinga
journey of over 200 miles for herand
of over100 for the apparently semi-
conscious Phil Lynott. While there
seems little doubt that alcohol and
drug abuse willbe found to have been

major contributory factors to Lynott’s
death, there will be plenty of other
matters for the coroner toinvestigate
atthe forthcominginquest.




“oet for
April release’
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OUNDTRACKMUSIC FROM Absolute
S!Jegim:ers is to bereleased over the next

Thefirstrelease, on March 24, isasingle
album/cassette containing 10 songs from the
filmaswellas “significantincidental music”.
Itcomprises "Absolute Beginners” by David
Bowie, “Killer Blow” by Sade, “Have You Ever
Had It Blue?” by The Style Council, “Quiet Life”
by Ray Davies, “VaVaVoom” by Gil Evans,
“That’s Motivation” by Bowie, “Having It All”
by Eighth Wonder, “Rodrigo Bay” by Working
Week, “Selling Out” by Slim Gaillard and “Riot
City" byJerry Dammers.

Aweeklater,onApril 1, Virginrelease the
entire originalfilm soundtrackindouble
album/cassette format. It contains all the
tracks on the singlealbum plusadditional
music featuredin the film-atotal of 22 tracks.
Included is music by Smiley Culture, Tenpole
Tudor, Clive Langer, Jonas, Laurel Aitkenand
| EkowAbbanaswellasaperformance of
“Volare” by David Bowie.

Finally, and alsoonApril 1, comesan 18-track
compactdisc which “includes as much music
contained on the double album as possible for
quality purposes”, andlasts 70 minutes.

The movie, directed by Julien Temple and
starring David Bowie, Sade, Patsy Kensitand
James Fox, is set foran April 3 premiere.

fortnightin three differentalbum formats.

MM MARCH 22

Sigue Sigue Sputnik

Why have they signed to EMI? Good

fucking luck to them - they won't do, but |
hope they take the record company to the |
cleaners. | don't understand what they're |
doing, but they're about as frightening as a ‘
flower show as far as I'm concerned.

James Brown

Different ball game altogether. On the
tour, we all kept away from him - we don't
like meeting heroes, and he's a hero to me.
His group invented funk. Period. Jimmy
Nolen invented funk guitar - he is the
godfather. How can you knock someone
who's made brilliant music for 25 years?
He's a giant - brilliant - top man. Forget
Elvis, The Beatles - James Brown!

Wogan

He wished us all the best. Very polite. Very
polite show. The girl who books the acts is
pretty hip - she used to do The Tube. They
have some good music.

Seaside holidays

| went to Jamaica for 11 days for the New
Year. Walked along a white beach just high
as a kite - | don’t normally smoke, but it's
difficult not to over there. Brilliant time.

Paul Morley

I know him from hanging around the
Electric Circus and Rafters when ‘
there were between 60 and 200
people who all knew each other for
maybe a year in the end of 1976/77.

He got his job by writing articles
about the Buzzcocks, The Fall,
Warsaw, and they took him on - the
rest of that paper were a group of
fucking hippies.

Frantic Elevators

We started writing songs middle

of '77. Apparently, we sounded like
Captain Beefheart, though I'd never
heard any Beefheart at the time. By
'79, when we'd lost interest, we just
drifted off into a little cranky

house in Hulme and played for
ourselves for about two-and-a-half
years. By the end of Frantic Elevators,
we were really playing rhythm and
blues - notin a pub-rock sense, but a
bit more percussive, a bit weird.

Soul music

I'm tired of the category - if you're
going to talk about soul music, then
Wilson Pickett, Otis Redding, all

June22,1986:Mick

) Hucknallfronting

S SimplyRedatthe
Glastonbury Festival

¥ % e

that team. The other soul is people who
sing with some sort of feeling, create some
kind of emotion. It’s a difficult pigeonhole.
I've said before that | think we're a soul
band, but | don’t think we're a soul band.

Foothall

I met Pele - had dinner with him. He's still
in great shape - doesn’t drink or smoke. He
invited us to Brazil; we're going to do some
concerts there.

New Order

Still big in Manchester. The bass player's
the main one - he’s held it together, there's
something about him. Albrecht plays some
good guitar. They're not as powerful as Joy
Division - they had lan Curtis and he was
aforce in himself. He was a great lyricist.

John Peel

| listened to him last night and it was
fucking torture. | heard a session by some
band that just sounded like The Fall’s first
album. He praises a lot of these alternative
independent bands who are a pile of shit.

| think he's boring - a waste of radio time.
His taste in reggae is terrible - when all
that serious rockers stuff was on, between
'74-78, he wasn't playing it. We're fanatics
about it - Lee Perry, Black Heart, Spear,
King Tubby - magnificent. We play that
more than anything - dub freaks. He knows
his old R'n'B, but | think he’s stopped
playing things he really likes because he
thinks it's his duty to let the “kids" be heard.

- The Smiths

Nothing against them. Rather see them

in the charts than 90 per cent of what's
there. He's interesting. | don't buy his stuff.
Is he actually from Manchester? | know he
lives in Whalley Range, because | used to
go out with a girl who knew him when he
was knocking around.

Ireland

I'm half-Irish - | only found out at Christmas.
I've had affinities with it and never known
why - my regular haunt is this serious Irish
pub | go in and play pool. | love Guinness.
It's weird, | just fit into the mould.

Critics

Necessary - | don't mind being told about
faults. A lot of writers tell me about soul and
know nothing about it - they've probably
got Aretha Franklin's Greatest Hits and Al
Green’s Greatest Hits and think they can
write the book of soul. People like Paclo
Hewitt - | reckon he knows fuck all about it.
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June15,1986: JoniMitchell
joinsthefinal Conspiracy Of
Hopeconcertatthe Giants

w StadiuminNewJersey
Mo

“How do you figure the puzzle out?”

MM JAN 4

HEY'VE ALLBEEN coming out of the
Twoodwork this past year, the artists
who'd never deign to speak to anyone
-ole Neil, Dylan abit, and now the reclusive
JoniMitchell. The recent Dog Eat Dog is her
14thalbum, and it's a mighty long way from her
1968 debut, Song To A Seagull.
| didn't even have to go to California, because
Joniflewinto Europe just before Christmas to
face the press. Still, not doing interviews for
years does have its advantages. It means you
actually have something to say for yourself.
Abouthow Dog Eat Dogisn'ta collection of
songs written onthe move, for instance.
“When | did Hejira, that writing year was
spent driving around in the States. | drove
across country with a couple of friends of
mine to Maine, then to New York, and from

New York | drove back home across country
by myself, so that year was spent writing
againstamoving landscape, as was Blue.
Blue was mostly writtenin Europe, in Greece
and France. It hasalot of longing for going
back to America.

“Dog Eat Dog is a very domestic American
albuminacertain way, it has a global overview
but mainly it was written... married, settled,
staying home a lot, watching alotta television,
which puts you in contact with millions of
other people watching television. You are the
recipient of communications that are going
outthatalot of people are picking up.”

Dog... finds Mitchell handling some big and
disturbing topics alongside her more familiar
personal cryptograms. The sound is weighted
towards some sort of rock mainstream, unlike

Mingus or Don Juan’s Reckless Daughter,
sointhat respectit follows onlogically from
herlast recording,1982's Wild Things Run
Fast. Mitchell's musician husband Larry Klein
appears as co-producer, writer and musician,
while Thomas Dolby also figures prominently
among guests with famous names like Don
Henley, James Taylor, saxman Wayne Shorter
and even actor Rod Steiger, enlisted to enact
therole of an ultra-right-wing evangelist on
“Tax Free".

The growth of the TV preachersand
the Moral Majority with all its hideous
hawkishness has alarmed Mitchell more
than somewhat. A child of the flower-power
years, she still cherishes the Americanideal
of plurality of thought and deed. She's
Canadian herself, of course.




“Theideals of the'60sand'70s have a true
and clear enemy in this new idea, absolutely
focused,” she says grimly, exhaling ajet of
Camel smoke. She admits to being a chain
smoker, and evidently can’t kick the habit.

“l guess people, finding that there was an
emptinessin their lives, and alack of
community in a certain way, turned to the
churches and the more flamboyant of these
speakers. Looking for wholesomeness,
looking for something that perhaps had
beenlostin America with the family unit
disintegrating and so on, they turned to
thisidea of the paternal figure at the head
of the family, the wife in the kitchen and the
children coming up, and temperance.

“Thisideaseemedto flower and expand.
Alottapeople stopped drinking, became
born-again Christians.”

Andthe perfect father was, of course,
Ronald Reagan, who hasbeen at pains to
courtthe evangelists of the newrightas
publicly as possible.

“Alot of people think Reagan's a nice guy,”
says Mitchell, wryly. “Neil Young thinks he's
anice guy.” She pauses before adding:
“He'sanactor, y’know.” Sherocks backin her
seat, laughing.

Inretrospect, 1985 might be remembered
asthe year whenrock finally faced a few
facts aboutitself. It was nolonger radical or
unruly, but had become institutionalised and
safe. Butitstill wielded enormous media
cloutand earning power, factors with huge
potential if suitably harnessed.

JoniMitchell decided rock ought to speak
up against the preachers and zealots trying
to emasculateit further and subjectit to
self-righteous censorship of the most
obnoxiouskind. Hence “Tax Free"” - “Tonight
I'mgoing dancing with the drag queens and
the punks/Big beat deliver me from this
sanctimonious skunk.”

Onthe other hand, the Live Aid and Sun City
operations left her with some reservations,
though she took partinaCanadian Band Aid
project.She was asked to appear on the Sun
Citydisc, but then discovered that the
original lyric went like this: “Linda
Ronstadt, how could youdo that?/Rod
Stewart, tellme that youdidnt do it/
Julio Iglesias, yououghta be ashamed
to show your face/Queen and The
OUays, what yougot to say?”

Linda Ronstadtis an old friend of
Mitchell’s, part of the whole LA/
Asylum/Geffen crowd, and Joniwas
damned if she was going to have her
pilloried ondisc. She declined to take
part, and insists Ronstadt's visit to Sun
City wasundertakeninallinnocence
onthe basis of “art should cross any
border”. Perhaps Linda's watched the
Sun City video by now, which ought to
have rocked herivory tower.

Meanwhile, Joni's song “Ethiopia” is
designed to put that godforsaken
hellhole into some kind of global
context.Shereckons
the world'sinacritical
ecological state, with
the oceans turning
toxic, eradicable
nuclear pollution

everywhere and the rain forests coming down
intons. But how muchimpact does she expect
asonglike thisto have? Live Aid and Sun City
seem to have set some wheels inmotion, but
who does hersongreally influence?

“Well, there's the appearance of wheelsin
motionand then there's the actual motion.
Forinstance, Bangladesh [the concertfor]
appeared to set wheelsin motion, right...”

Andthe money disappeared.

“Noitdidn't disappear, it wentinto escrow.
It was justreleased in1984. [t was held all that
time - by who, for what, who got the interest |
don’tknow, but the fact was wheels appeared
to gointo motion but the directinfluence on
the cause wasall anillusion.

“The same with the No
Nukes festival. There was
abigto-doand amovie and
athisand athat, but the
funds have a mysterious
way of being snatched by
government and being
disarmed along the way by,
if not the government of
the country from which
they emanate, then the
country to which they go. There's a hundred-
and-one ways to stop the ballin motion.”

So you think this willhappen to Sun City?

“Well,I don't know. All I know is we just find
out these things after the fact.| don't know
how muchgoodit does. It certainly seems to
elevate people’s spirits and they can feel like
they're doing something anyway. That initself
is something.”

Sceptical or what? Tellit to Bob Geldof and
watch his blood boil. Mitchell isn't optimistic
about the state of the world. Nuclear
disarmament, forinstance: “Evenif the
miracles happened and both sides said, ‘Yes,

| yes,we've beenfoolsallalong and we must lay

down our arms”, what do they do with all the
crap that they've got? All of that stuffis toxic.
Where are you gonna putit? And supposing
they getthe brightidea they'll shipitinto
outer space and blow it up out there. With the

“Pm trying to
write short stories
or small movies,

| guess, in the
pop song idiom”

forces being what they are out there, it’s the
sameideasasthe oceans-'Oh, we'lldumpit
inthe ocean, the oceanis so big.” Well, nothing
is so big. Even the universeisn't so big that
one of those little bangsisn't gonnacreate
some kind of chain reaction out there.”

Not much to look forward to, then, though
it seems Joni may just be going through a
particular phase of doomwatching. She once
had areputation as akind of professional
bleeding heart whose albums were chunks
of her personal diary set to music, thinly
veiled accounts of her liaisons with various
rock'n’roll personalities. As her music grew
more complex and idiosyncratic, her lyrics
developedabroader
reachand sought out less
obvious targets.

But, she cautions: “| may
gobacktobleedingall over
the publicatany moment”
(laughs). “The thing that's
peculiaris whatI'mtrying
todo.I'mtryingtodoitina
pop context and apparently
that'sunusual. It they were
shortstories they wouldn't
beunusualatall,and unlessit'sacase of
Hemingway where they go picking throughall
of hisshort stories to link it up to his own life,
most of the time they blessedly take a short
story at face value asashort story.”

Soitwon'tsurprise you to learn that Mitchell
is considering devoting herself, for 1986, to
having abash at some short stories. She says
she'sbeen devouring volumes of other
people’s lately, by writers including Raymond
Carverandthe great John Cheever.

“My work is acombination of fiction and
autobiography - alot of the namesare the
actual names of friends and acquaintances,

. someare fictionalisedand some aren't.

“How do you figure the whole puzzle out?
How much ofitis fact or autobiography,
and how muchof itis theatre or fiction? And
what difference doesit make aslongasit's
agoodpiece?

“I'mtrying to write short stories
orsmall movies, | guess, in the pop
songidiom. Because | have this
musical ability, I've decided touse
that form to communicate. It creates
all kinds of difficulties becauseit's so
much more of a public life than that
of ashort-story writer. They tend to
confuse the artist with the art more
in thisidiom than any other.”

And if writing fiction doesn’t work
out, she canstill go back to her
painting, anincreasingly important
partof herlifeinany case. She refers
tothisjuggling of creative mediaas
“croprotation”. “David Geffen said
tomeonce that | was the only star he
ever metthatdidn'twanttobe one,”
she observed. “The reluctant star,
y'know.” But it seems to suit her just
fine. Adam Sweeting
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“We went

high-tech”
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What’s the truth about

? Asthe

band enjoy the success
of Low-Life, they reveal
themselves as an aspiring
rock pig, a patriot and
two humble, self-effacing
musicians. “We’re
probably worse miming
than we are playing,”
says Stephen Morris.

a it

MELODY MAKER

YSTEPHEN MORRIS’S

account, New Order are very

shy. Very, veryshy, infact.I'd

suggested to Morris, who's the

drummer, that New Order

often seemaloof, even entirely
dismissive of their audiences. They play their
songs, stop and walk off. End of story.

“Er..." said Morris, wincingin the general
direction of the floor. “Very, veryshy...”

Isthatright?

“Certainlyis.’Cos you'rejust being yourselfon
stage. [twould be quite easy togo, ‘Areyafeelin’
alright!”andallthat, but... Good grief, no!I
don’'tthinkwe've beenaloof. Youcan'treally
ignorean audience, it'salittlebitintimidating,
soyoutend tofind yourselfgettingannoyed
backbecauseyou're feelingintimidated.”

Listeningto New Order’s third
and finestalbum, Low-Life, it's
difficulttobelieve they could beso
easilycowed. Its predecessor, 1983's
Power Corruption And Lies, was
pretty potentstufftoo, includingas
itdid “Age Of Consent” and the
enduring “YourSilent Face”. But
Low-Lifeseemed bigger, assured
and ateasewithitself. Perhapsit
had taken NewOrder thislongto
find themselves, developanew
forward-lookingvisionand
exorcise the Ghost Of Curtis Past.

Peter Hook: “Itwas like the old
‘gettingbackintowriting' thing
afterJov Division, and finallynow  »

&
e
=
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“We'restill Joy Division;
there'snodifference
apartfromtheobvious
one”:NewOrder-
(c/wise) Gillian Gilbert,
PeterHook,Stephen
MorrisandBernard
Albrecht/Sumner
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JANUARY - WACH

Performing “State
OfTheNation"and
“Broken Promise”

onThe Tubein1986

we're back to howwe were before he died. We're confidentabout
everything thatwe do now, so that'snice. We feel we canrely on each
other, ifyoulike.”

Soittookalongtime toshakeoffthe past?

“Erm... [don't think it took as longas people thought. Yousstill get
peoplewhosay, ‘Ah, New Orderaresshit, Joy Division are the best.” But
we'restill Joy Division, there's no difference apart from the obvious one.”

One chilly December night, New Orderwere on home turfat The
Haciendain Manchester, playing two sets for the paying puntersand
havinga couple of numbers dropped into the Whistle Testlive.

Wearrived for the soundcheck. Bernard Albrecht picked up aguitar,
pluggeditinand began to chugoutsome ofhis trademark throaty chords.
Morris pottered about at his drumkit, firing off the occasional burst of
drum machine, adjusting cvmbals, tighteningknobs and checking his
banks of gadgets. The ghostly Gillian fingered asynthesizerimpassively.
Manager Rob Gretton, akind of hippy Jack Hargreaves, looked onwith his
handsinhis pockets.

Itwas thearrival of Peter Hook thatabruptly set the chemistryin motion.
Hook, unshaven, gingery-blond hairtied backand flopping over the collar
ofhis heavyblackleatherbiker's jacket, is part Manster OfRock, partlan
Bothamwhen he hasan Australianinhissights. He wears his basslow-
slung, treatingitmorelike atrail bike thanamusical instrument.

The sound is something else. According to Bunnymen bassist Les
Pattinson, Hook plugs his bass through every device available,and it hits
youlikeafallinglog, asoaring, supercharged cudgel ofsound.Itseemsto
push back the wallsand raise the ceiling, givingeverybody elseroom to
dowhatever theylike, secure in the knowledge thata soundlike that
couldn'tpossiblyletyoudown.

Hook unloosed afew volleys of notes, then thegroup droppedin
behind hiszoomingriffforanewsongcalled “AsItls And When It Was".
Apowerfuland spacious piece, ithears more than a passing resemblance
1o “Love Will Tear Us Apart”. Hook grinned evilly to himself. Some
Whistle Test personnel paused tolisten, dressed, of course, in the
obligatory media-punk style. New Order don’teven seem tolookat each
otherwhile they play, but they must belistening. Suddenly they've
become shockingly good, full of confidence and guts.

“Imevernoticed thatuntil somebody pointed it out to me, funnily
enough,” said Hookafter the second set. “Our American agentitwas
—shesaid, ‘Play that ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’ one.’ I thought, ‘Fuckin’

‘ell, yeah, itis! Wild!' Thatwas one we played on the Whistle Test, it's
areally good song. Justshows you, you canrip yourselfoff, evenifyou
doitunconsciously.”
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Better than having Trevor Horn doingit foryou. Hooklaughed
expansively. He's not easy to feel at ease with, though talkative enough.
Even his gestures ofrelaxation seem exaggerated—he answers some
questionstoo quietly, he leans back alittle too farinhis chair, eyes you
withamocking grin. He makes youaware you're underscrutiny.

“People think we're very awkward because we won'tdo things. I'mnot
gonnadoyourphotographsbecause I don't feellikeit. [ don’tmind
talking. I feel like talking because I've been in the studio every nightfor
twoweeks, butljustdon'tfeel like having me picture took.

“Idon’tdoanythingunlesslwanttodoit. Idoitsometimes foraneasy
life, when you're too fucked to argue about itor something. Butyou
alwaysregretitin the morning.”

That seems like afairly macho attitude tolife.

“Could be,mmmm,” Hook agreed readily. “You're probably right. But
thatmightbe down to the fact that | can get away withit, because of the
way Factoryworks. Ifany ofus didn'twant todo something, the others
wouldn'texpecthimto doit. Because, y’know, what's the point? There’s
nopointin playingacertainsongifsomeonereally doesn’twanttodo it.”

The Press

BERNARD: “WEHAD areport from WOMAD in your newspaper
which gave usareallyshitey review. I bet you don’t print this, but she
was actually completely out of her box drunk, blacked out when we
were playing. And she gave us areally bad review. She wasn'teven
there, which I found particularly annoying. She said we never did an
encore. | don'tlike people wholie.”

Peter: “It’sinteresting to talk to people whoareinterested in what you're
doing, whether they thinkyou're shitorwhether they thinkyou're great.
You can learnsomething. That Soundsguyrecently—hewasa total turd.
He hadn'tlistened to the P and he was interviewingus aboutit, which1
thought wasabsolutely disgusting forarock weekly which is supposed to
be informing people aboutwhat'’s happeningin modern music.

“Hewassaying to me, “The songs on Low-Lifearealot more optimistic
than the oneson Power Corruption And Lies,why's that?' I said, ‘Well, 1
don'tthink theyare. There's alotof really up songson Potwer.... That's not
true. And hesaid, ‘Well, thelyrics are more optimistic. Isaid, ‘Tdon't
thinkso, Idon'tthink that’s true.’ Then he said, ‘Well, [ haven'tactually
heard it, the subeditortold me to ask you that.

“That waswhere the thingabout the fight came in, which was fuckin’
bullshitanyway. Ifwe'd had afight I'd have ripped his fuckinhead off,
he was awimp. Buthesortof steered itround asiftosay he offered me
out! The whole thingwas pathetic. It came across in the interview, itwas




apatheticinterview. They'veasked us todoanotheroneand I'm not
surprised, ‘coshe justgot nothingout ofit.

“Hewasacomplete dickhead, he wasn'tdoinghis job. It comes down
torespect, doesn'tit? Youseemalright to talkto, youdon't seem too bad.
Quiteinteresting, v'knowwhat I mean?” You're too kind. “Buthe wasn't
interesting—hejustdid itverybadly, so he got treated badly. What do you
expect? Asksomeone jokey questions and you're gonna get jokey answers.”

New Order have perhaps been dogged by theirreluctance to explain
themselves, orto give anybody much idea of what they're reallylike. With
the exception of Hook, though, they seem genuinely introverted, even
painfullyso. Theyand the Bunnymen are mutual fans, notnecessarily to
the pointoflovingevery song the other hasrecorded, but because ofa
sense that theyshare the same attitude. Les Pattinson came over to
Manchester forthe Haciendaappearance, onthe eve of the Bunnymen'’s
British tour. Hook'srock’n'roll star stage gyrationsamuse him greatly,
presumablyincontrastto hisown onstage passivity.

The Hagienda
BERNARD: “WE'VEGOT money invested init. The originalidea was
thatitwas aloose clubwhere you could go and hearloose music, not
stiff music, and also youdidn't have to get dressed up to go. Anyone
could come here, anyoneatall.”

Q:Soit'santi The Facetype of attitude?

Bernard: “Yeah, but peoplelike thatcan comeaswell. Originally we
intendedittobeabitmore ofavenue, butit'sturned out to be more ofa
discothanavenue. [twasalsojust to establish ascenein Manchester,
maybelikein the early days of Factorywhenwe 'ad a club which is now
“alled the Russell Club, which was then called The Factory, in Moss Side.
But thatgotabitrough, people gettin' beatup outside and mugged.”

Peter: “Theideaof The Hagiendawas a club thatwasn’taccompanied
by any bullshit, where you could getin dressed as youlike, which
Manchesteratthe time didn’thave. Itdidn’thave a clubwhere you could
goout.Ineverused to fuckin'getinanywhere, exceptif there was a gig,
thenthey'dletyouin. The Hagienda was the first club where you could get
indressedasyouliked. And I had to fuckin’ openit!

“NowinManchesterall the clubs are like that, The Hacienda hashad a
really good effecton Manchesterasawhole. Again, I thinkit'simportant
toshow thatyou're willing to put something back in. We work really hard
onthisplace.Ido the sound systemmeself, the PA for the disco and things
like that. It'sgood 'cos you canlearn todosomething that's different, as
opposed to justknowingaboutbeinginagroup. You're learning howa
clubruns. Yougatherawealth of experience.”

In the bowels of The Hagienda, New Ordersat quietlywith various
friends andassociates. The tables were covered with beer bottles and
Rizlapackets. Stephen Morris and Gillian were perched next to each
otheronafadedsofa, talking so quietly that they might have been
conversing telepathically. Albrechtwandered
overandsaid hello, looking quizzical and wide-
eved. “Anyoneseen Hooky?" he asked.

“Hewenthome,” said Gillian.

“Hopehe’shere soon,” said Bernard.

‘Twominuteslater, the doorthumped open
and Hookstrodein, scarved and leathered.
“Eveningall,” hesaid cheerfully. Therewasa
senseoftension lifting. Theywereonstagein 15
minutes,and TVdoesn'tlike to be keptwaiting.

Factory supremo Tony Wilson flitted about
busily, abrusque, fast-talkingfigurewholikes to
doeverythingatonce. Nodoubt Paul Morley
learned athingor two from Wilson backin his
Manchesterdays, like howto be too bloody clever
foryourown good. Without New Order, Factory
would probably bite the dust. Asitis, the company
remainsagreat Mancunian curiosity, aquirky
throwbacktothearty daysof post-punksomehow
threadingits way through the revisionist mid-"80s.

Life During Wartime
WOULD YOU EVER move away from
Manchester, Bernard?

“Notat themoment. I did think ofjoining up
when the Falklands conflict wason. Thatwas the
nearestthing.”

|

“The more
ridiculous my
lyrics are, the

less serious

the song is”

NEW ORDER

Seriously?

“Patriot, mate. I'mapatriot.”

You'd really have gone?

“Ifitwasn'tfor the group or me family, yeah.”

That'saveryunfashionable thing tosay.

“Yeah, I knowitis, butIdon't believe in bullying, Idon’tbelievein
aggression. I think Argentina wasaggressive. It'srealunfashionable, but
theyshouldn'thave donewhat they did.”

Have yougot friendsin thearmy?

“Yeah. Me cousin David’sin thearmy. He'sin Germany.”

Sodoesall thissomehowrelate to “Love Vigilantes”, then [a tale of
asoldierreturning fromwar|?

“Yeah, I supposeitdoesinaway. [ believe basically thatwar's wrong,
fighting’s wrong, but defending yourselfisn't wrong. If someone hit me,
I'd hit 'emback, I thinkmost people would. Personal opinion. I mean, no
one condemned the British for fighting the Germans in World War Two,
anditwasrightwhat they did. [twas fuckin'right.

“Butsuddenlvit'snotrightif the British stand up for theirown territory
inthe Falklands. It's easy to siton your arse inawarm, comfortable living
room and take one side oranother, but the basic factis that Argentinawas
aggressive and weweren't. They took the firstinitiative.”

Whatabout the argument that Mrs Thatcherwent towarin the
Falklands purely for political gain?

“Oh, I thinkwhat Mrs Thatcher did wasreallybad. It's really bad that
she's come out ofitwith credit. She should have been kicked out of
government because ofit. It should neverhave happened, partofitwas
her fault, but nevertheless Argentinashouldn’thave invaded aneutral
orforeign country. It’s like someone walking into your house and saying,
“Thisis myhouse now.’

“I'mean, ldon'tcondonethingslike Vietnam. lain'ta fookin’ military
maniac. Butif someoneinvades yourcountryit's not fair, is it? People
said the Falklands was over land, butitwasn’t, itwas aboutall the British
peoplewholived there. They didn'twant the Argentinians there.”

[tmighthavebeenoveroil, too. There's oil down there.

“Yeah, that's the perfect cynical viewpoint tojumpto.”

War'sapretty cynical thing. Seeing the Falklands veterans with melted
facesis nauseating. Shouldn’twe be pastall thatnow?

“Ithinkwe should be pastit. Warisdisgusting, it'sreally disgusting.
Butyou've gottodefend yourself, You'realwaysrightif you don’t take the
firstaction.It's the people who take the firstaction who disgust me. I've
neverattacked anyonein mylife.”

Andasfor“LoveVigilantes”...

“It'svery tongue-in-cheek, it'slike arebel song butit’s very tongue-in-
cheek. It'skindalaughingatrednecks. From what I said you may construe
ittomean thatI'maredneck. lamnotaredneck, lassure you,and ‘Love
Vigilantes'islikelaughingatrednecks. The more ridiculous mylyricsare,
_ thelessseriousthesongis.”

Roots

BERNARD: “ORIGINALLY WE come from
punkroots, which I liked because it didn't
exclude anyone. Itdidn’t matter what you
looked like, whether yvou were fat or thin
orugly orbeautiful. It was really down-to-
carth, really down-to-earth. [t was very anti
grown-upsat the time, butl thinkitwasreally
good. Wesstill believe initand this is our way
of showing thatwe still believe in it. We don't
believe in snobbery, to putitsimply. Orelitism.
We've been accused of being elitist, which
we're not.”

New Order performed with transcendent
power that night. They'd completed astring of
British dates onlyacouple of weeks before, but
already they'd completely rearranged the setand
shovedinseveral impressive newsongs. The
Hagciendacouldn’thave been designed to make
watchingagroup more uncomfortable. Balconies,
stairsand theslightly raised dancingareawere
crammed andimpassable. Ribsand girders block
yourview fromseveral angles.

Butyoucouldstill feel the sheer torque they were
generatingonstage. The veteran “Temptation” has »
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never sounded better, aeuphoricgallop of chatteringelectronics
whipped by thrashing chords. “Shame Of The Nation”, or possibly
“Shame OfA Nation”, will probably be the nextsingle, and is as terse
asongasthe group have written.

Thenewestsongs seemimmense, giant structures of sound
encompassing long climacticinstrumental passages. Albrecht
doesn'thave toworry too much aboutsinging, and hunches twistedly
overhisguitarashishandsscrabble spastically across the strings.
Hook does the splits, Iron Maiden style, over his bass. Gillianis
improbably still, busy channelling New Order’s new technology into
strong, glittering patterns, while Morris batters away at the back
amonghiskitand hismachinery.

Thesense ofaimlessness they sometimes used to display has gone,
andifthe songsare gettinglongernow it’s because the group have
learned how to manipulate atmosphere,

Audiences

PETER: “IDON’T feel any compulsion to pander to them, [ don't
see the point. 'Cos most of them are real cunts - they shout at
yer, they scream atyer, they spit atyer, they throw bottles at yer.
Imean, alotofthemaren't,it’slike typecasting your audience,
but the pointis the ones who just stand there and listen you
never get to meet, do yer? The fucking loudmouths who are
throwing and spittingand screaming ‘Warsaw’ and fucking
“Transmission’—it’s really boring.

“Some cunttonightshouted ‘Warsaw’. Must think they're
beingreally clever. Dickheads. The world’s full of people,
unfortunately.”

“Theremight beanotherSexPistols,” said Peter Hook
whimsically later that night. “We might be the next Pistols. What
anice thought.”

Youmightbe the next Genesis.

Hook chortled. “That's whatalot of people say weare. The next
Mike Oldfield. The next Mike Oldfields. Butit'sarotten business.
I'mglad I'moutofit, to be honest. lwatch Top Of The Popsand I feel
veryfarremoved. The funny thing was [ had real good fun doing Top
Of The Pops. Itwas a great day, really enjoyable, and even though it
didn’tsound thatgreatbecause we playedlive, tome that wasone of the
biggestachievements.

“Iwatch bandslike Orchestral Manoeuvres thatstarted the same time
we didand were on Factory. They could have done exactly the same aswe
did, but they took the easy way outand signed to Dindiscand gota huge
advance, and they were coming over and apologising to us formiming,
Which I thoughtwas really funny. Everyone did-Kajagoogoo and
Human League, apologising to you for miming. Saying, ‘We wanted to
playlive but we thought it was abit tricky.” We must be strikingsomething
reallydeep within’emtoannoy ‘em.”

Stephen Morrisremembers that day like this.

“We played live not really forany strong sense of commitment, like Keep
Music Live oranythinglike that-itwas just thatwe'd feel completeand
utter prats miming. We're probably worse miming thanwe are playing,
s0... wejustdon’twantto mime.”

InMorris’s determinedlylow-key version
ofevents, NewOrder proceed almost
inadvertently forwards, avoiding humiliation
andself-abasementatall costs. They've avoided
putting theirname to the assorted good causes
available to today’s rock star, though they've
doneanAids benefitrecently.

“That'sright,” muttered Morris. “We haven't
really. There's things thatare obviously good
causesand deserveattention, butwere notsort
offuckingcrusadingaboutanything, really.
‘Convictions cause convicts. We try to be open-
minded, really.”

The “Nazi" slursflungatboth New Orderand
Factorywouldn'thaveanything to dowith this
heads-down policy, Isuppose?

“Thatjustgottobeajoke afterawhile, because everybody knewit
wasn'ttrue,” Morrisresponded. “We justused to get really, really fed up
withit. IUsalrightwhenit'sbeingdirected atvou, butwhenit'sbeing
directed ateverybody on Factory, y'’know, you feel abit sick.”

Why has the group gotso good lately?
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shellshock

“Fvery single
word, I believe
it whether
it’s out of tune
or not”

“We've justbeen working hard, I
suppose. In fact, it seemslike longer
thanrecently. [tseemslike forever.”

New Order reinvestasubstantial
amountoftheirincomeinnew
equipment, whichsounds greatbut
takesabitofgetting to know. “Itdrives

me piggin’ mad actually,” said Stephen. “It takes up considerably more
time than playingsomethingormaking somethingup. The timeit takes
isunbelievable really. You find yourselfgetting a bit more musical
because you've got tocommunicate withamachine. It'sgottospeaka
language, and the people who make the machines decided the accepted
notation of music was the way they'd do it. You found yourselfbeing
forced to getabit more musical, sol suppose we gotabit better.

“Fortunately we've got somereliable stuffnow, it doesn’tbreak down so
much. Butwhenitbreaks down, God! One could have kittens. Sequencers
and stuffyou candoalotwith, but theybecome... Y’know, everything
thatyoulistento has gotone, whichisashame, but people are funnylike
that. Everybodysortofleapsinon thingslike punkand whatever, andall
ofasudden there'sloads of things thatareall very nearly the same.”

Youcangetaglimpse ofan earlier New Order in their Taras Shevchenko
video, shotatthe Ukrainian National Home in New Yorkin 1981 (it's
released on Factory's video offshoot, Ikon). The performancesare rough
butforceful, primitive stuffin comparison to
the post-Low-Life New Order.

“Iquiteliked thatvideo,” observed Morris,
“becausebythetimeitcameoutitwasa
historical document, it was years gone by.
[thoughtitwas quite good really, butI think
the Joy Division one was better becauseit’s got
abitmore crudityaboutit. Some of the Super8
footageisreally good becauseit’s tacky, because
it'sthere, andit’snot planned.”

Therewas one question [ had to ask. Why did
lan Curtisalwayslook fuzzyortotally invisible
inphotos ofJoy Division?

“Heactuallylooked like that, strange to say,”
saidMorris, unperturbed. “Ican’tsayI've
noticed. Ican'tstand lookingat photographs.
Idon'treallylikelookingatvideos. It'slike when youhear your voice
recorded ontape, yougo, ‘That’snot me!’ and videosare the same thing
onlyworse. Oh God, no!l finditabitembarrassing.”

Theband’schanged alot though, evensince that Ukrainian Home video?

“Yeah. We wentabithigh-tech.It's quite quaint, ‘cosin thatvideo all that
stuffwas hand-made, it'sall held together with a piece of string, literally.




achievingbalance

“T'here was nothingso complicated asa polyphonic sequencer or
anythinglike that, itwas cottage-industrystuff. Noteven a Drumatix
[drum machine],itwas before all that. Sowhen the Drumatixcamein,
my God!You'dgiveyourrightarm fora Drumatix.

“We had gadgets when we were Joy Division, they were just slightly
lower- budget gadgets. We used to havealittle synthesizerand alittle
Woolworths organ which always came inhandy for things, and the
favourite ofallwas the Shin-ei fuzz pedal so beloved of The Jesus And
MaryChain-yes, you're ontoawinnerthere! A classic. It had ‘Shin-Ei
Fuzz writtenonit, itwas great.”

Politics

PETER: “ITHINK the only politics I'm interested in are Factory
politics. 'Cos that's what's nearest and dearest to my heart, if you like.
I'm more interested in what's going on around me, that I can affect,
than some fucking... I've seen all this socialism bullshit that Paul
Weller goes onabout...”

Q:Whyisitbullshit?

Peter: “Becauseitdoesn’tdoitto the people around him. Yougo on
histourandit'sjustrunlike anormalrock'n'roll tour-rock’n’roll excess,
everythingthat’s fucking bad aboutit. And how he can fucking spouton
aboutsocialismand thingslike thatand then he doesn'tdoanything
about the thingshe can changein the way thathe runs hisbusiness...

“I'mean, Paul Wellerisareally bigbusiness, v'’knowwhatImean, and
he's gotthe powerjust withwhat he does to affectalot of people’s lives.
Like whatyoumeantabout The Hagienda here. Buthe doesn’t. It's like
charityshould startathome. You tell other people what to doand don’t
practiseityourself-that’sreally bad.”

Bernard Albrechtsipped his tea, thenlethis shoulderssagand sighed
heavily. “God,I'msotired,” he said weakly. “This will be the strangest
interviewyou'veever done,” he'd promised ashe led the way through the
labyrinthine basementof The Hagienda to aneon-lit corridorabout four
feetwide. Wesatinchairs facing each other. It waslike aninterrogation
scene from Midnight Express.

“It's quiet here,” Albrechtexplained. Helooked
about 14 yearsold, and spokein afragile whisper.

“Bernie’s funny,” said Maconce. “Hejustsitsand
looksatver, like he'salittlekid or something.”

Ididn'tdarespeaktooloudin case he dropped
deadinfrontofme. Thegroup had beenholed upin
thestudio forafortnight, working with American
producer John Robie on some new material,
includingasongforamovie called Pretty In Pink.

Robie, aregularcollaboratorwith Arthur Baker,
wrote the music for “Planet Rock” and Freeez’s “10U".

NEW ORDER

Hewasalsoresponsible for the thundering 12-inch remix of “Sub-
Culture”,amasterpiece according to some (me) butevidentlyabone
of contention within the group. Robie had cracked the whip over
Bernard’svocal,and also added some belting female singers to beef
up the choruses. Bloody good idea, because Albrecht's voice,
althoughapparently frailin the appropriate dosage, has often been
theweaklinkin the New Order equation.

“Johngivesyoudiscipline, and thenI can putmy ownexpression
onto thatdiscipline, whereas whatI've beendoingin the pastisno
discipline, justexpression, complete expression. Ifit's out of tune,
alotofpeoplewon’tlistentoit. Idoadmitthatalotof whatIsingisout
of tune, butevery single word, every syllable that I sing, I believe it
whetherit's outof tune ornot.

“He'sshownme thatwhatyoucandowithvocalsisstressapoint.
Youdon'thave toshout, youcanuseamelodytostressapoint. He's
justshownmeanotherway of doing the same thing, really.”

New Order maintainadelicate balance between the cool precision
oftheirmachines, Albrecht’s erratic vocals and the occasional
raggedness of their plaving. Isita case of deliberately pittinghuman
erroragainstmicrochip perfection?

Albrechtchuckled. “Notdeliberately. Errr... it'sadifficult one, that.
Don'tknow, [justdoit. ButI'mabitofalazy bastard, soanything
that'sdifficultI'd rather...”

Dovou practise the guitar?

“Never, no.Ineversitand practiseanything. [ hate it. Butwhether
that’sagood thingorabad thingis open to debate. Butl thinkus as
agroupandJohnasaproducer suffer from the same thing, whichis
thatwedon'tactually getrecognised enough, but the people thatrip
usoffgetrecognised more than we do. I don'tlike to name names, butwe
have beenripped off, and the people whoripped us off are more
successful thanus.”

Butyou're pretty successfulanyway, surely? Does it really worrvyou
thatmuch?

“Idon’tworryabout thatatall, butifyou've gota chance to putitright
youshould putitright.”

IstenacitvaMancuniancharacteristic?

“It's everybody’s characteristic. You've got to float on top of the water,
notunderneathit.”

When thegrouparen'tworking, Albrechtclaimstodoaslittleas
possible forlongperiods of time.

“I'macompleteand utterlazy bastard, and if we're notrecordingI don’t
doanything, Ijustthinkalot,lieinbedand thinkalot.”

Doyoureadbooks?

“I'mreallybadatreading, ‘cosIread really slowly-I thinkveryslowly,
actually. Buttwoyears ago 1 decided thattelevision was complete and
utterrubbish, garbage, and that I should read more. So for the past two
vearsl'vebeen tryingtoread, and it takes me aboutsixmonths toread a
book. That'snotajoke, itactually does. I'mveryslow, I don’'tknow why.

“Thelast fullbookl read was The White Hotel by that guy DM Thomas,
whichisreally good butit'sreally disturbing. It'saboutacase study of
Freud’s.AndI'vebeen tryingtoread abookaboutVan Gogh called Lust
For Life.Tjustfeellike if someone'sremained through history, if theyre
stillwell known afteryears and vears, then you should knowaboutthem.
AndTjustwanted toknowabouthim, even thoughit’sanovel. It'sbased
onhislife, butitisn'tall factual.”

Yousay you're notelitist, butitlookslike it sometimes. | remembera
showat Brixton Academy where New Order treated the audience with
utter contempt.

“No, Iwas contemptuous of ourselves, actually. Itwas the first time
we'd playedin, like... These are thingsnobody everknows, butitwas the
firsttime we'd played in three or fourmonths. [twas areally bad gig, we
thoughtwe playedreallybadly. Ijust feltashamed.
Ifeltmad at myself, Ididn't feel mad at the audience.
When I getmad, people construeitasbeingaloofand
snotty, butI'mnot.Igetmad atmyselfalot.”

Aperfectionist?

“No, Ijustbelieve youshould putyourheartinto
somethingifyou'regonnadoit. Butpartlyitwasmy
faultfor havingthe wrongattitude. Whenvyoudo
agig, youshould doitso that youenjoy the music
whenyou're playing, enough so thatyou can play the
musicwell. If youenjoy whatyou're doing, it's easy.”
Adam Sweeting e

STEVESPELLER /| ALAMY
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HEYTRYTO teach youeverything they think
(( youshould know and none of the things you
want to know. There wasn'taclass on
rock'n'roll, and that was the only thing I loved
and cared about, so I justdidn't study. Chrisis

anartist, so he tookart. And as for Bob and
Tommy, they'reinterested in... nothin’.

“lcanhonestly say there was nothin'Twanted to know. The only thing
thatinterested me was history-Indians, thingslike that. 1 don’t know
why.Ifeelsorryas faraslcan'tspell verywell. Ifeel embarrassed when,
like, we had to go to Canadaand had to fill out some forms, and | was
sweating-the guyhad to fill them outforme.Ican’'tspellaword of more
thanonesyllablecorrectly. It's thingslike that Iwish I'd listened to a little.
I'maborderlineilliterate...”

Paul Westerbergis far from stupid. He is, however, of that breed almost
entirely extinct (in Britain, atleast) outside the heavy metal fortress: Paul
Westerbergis asolid-gold easy-action through-and-through rocker. He s
entirelywithoutside; nordoes his band, The Replacements, disclose any
extra-musical trapdoors toadmitor debarideological /stylisticelites.
Theirlackofnon-rockideologyisalmostanideologyinitself.

“Ifranklydon’tcare aboutit. I don'tmean to come onlike Idon't care
aboutanythingbutmyself, butI'maverysimple person. I don'tknow. It
doesn’tinterestme. I hate to sound so one-dimensional, but playin’
rock'n'rollandbein” happy withmylife athome with my girlfriend, that’s
whatlcareabout.Idon’tcareabout the state of the world an’ stuff.

“I'mnotblind toinjustice, but I don'tknowwhatto doaboutitand I'm
notsome self-righteous person that's going to go outand try to change the
world. Idon’tlike to put the band in the position that they have to stand
forthisorthat;Tdon'tbuy thatshit. Tome, that makes rock'n’roll
somethin’ thatitshouldn'tbe.

“Reagan?llike him. A president, to me, shouldlook good. 1like the fact
thathe dyes hishairand wears makeup. Seriously! He's not supposed to
haveabrain, he'sjustsupposed tolookgood an’shit. I'd rather have an
actoras presidentthana politician. [like Nixon too! Haha!l don'tknow
anythin’aboutpolitics and Iknowhewasdishonest, but, y'’know, there’s
howmanydishonest people in the musicbusiness? Those are the ones that
getahead. I'mnotsayingthat's good, but... aaah, fuckit, I'd better shutup.”

Better had, Paul. Forwhatit'sworth, thatkind ofhairyarmpittalk goes
downlikeabucketofcoldsick with the well-tempered NMEreader. And

while lapplaud his honesty, | can onlywring myhands that Paul
Westerbergissodamned narrow. But then whyshould theartists one
admires beaship, aware and bleeding-heartright-on as oneself? Justask
Mark E Smith. Thenagain, maybe better not.

So forget Red Wedge and Farm Aid for now. Because thisis, as the
puristsamong you constantly pointout, New MUSICAL Express,andif
youcanshowmeamorerootin’ tootin’ newmusical combo burningthe
boardsanywhere on the planetright now, I'll kiss yourarse.

Left of the dial

CALIFORNIAISAN earthly paradise, especially right nowwhen back
home Blightyresounds with the clangof balls dropping offbrass
monkeys. Onesmall cloud, though, sullies an otherwise clear blue sky:
tryas [might, alll can pickupontheradiois K-RAP, K-BLAND,
K-ZZ77Z...Wasn'tit the Sunshine State that brought us Wolfman Jack?
Butnow]Jefferson Starship drools the waves, and the nearest1 get to
American Graffitiis achance hearing of “White Rabbit” on an oldies
station. Like, cosmic coincidence, maaan...

Intothis vacuumstep The Replacements. Becauseifthere’s one thing
betterthan the hallowed rock'n'roll radio whose disappearance was so
eloquently mourned by The Ramones, thenit's got to be theliving,
breathingrebellious jukebox thatis The Replacements.

Covers? They got 'em. They gotcovers like youwouldn’tbelieve. They
gotcoversthat'llcause youtorethinkentirely yourindexof cool, that'11

have youransacking the unhippestdepositboxes in yourmemory banks.

Youwillbe convinced that Led Zeppelin's “Whole Lotta Love” and
“Heartbreaker”, when properly executed with swaggerand aplomb, can
be the holiest momentsinone’s earthly existence; that Alice Cooper's
“I'm Eighteen”, Bachman Turner Overdrive’s “Takin' Care Of Business”
and “Black Diamond” by Kiss are masterpieces of the grunt'n'grapple
game; that BigStar's “September Gurls” is even better than they say;
thatThe Jackson Five's “I'll Be There” can move mountains when
accompanied by HM guitar; thatif there'samore boundlessly beautiful
songthan Sham69's “Borstal Breakout”, it's “Yummy Yummy" (“yummy
I'vegot love inmytummy”) by The 1910 Fruitgum Company.

AsforThe Beatles' “Nowhere Man”, the Stones' “Last Time”, Hank
Williams' “Hey, Good Lookin", T Rex’s “20th Century Boy” and “The
Marching Song Of The United States Marines”, theirwondrousness goes
withoutsaying.

Alltheseand more, plus theirown considerable catalogue, are
performed by The Replacementswitha frenzied, contagiouslove that far
outstrips merereverence. Not for them note perfection, stillless the
knowingwinksandironic tweaks ofthose clever fellows given to theories
ofkitschand post-modernistcycles. The Replacementsare not taking the
piss. Norare theysignpostingtheirstance with clues tolink themtoa
familiarstrand of the past. No, those songs are favourites, the ones that
turned themonand made them play in thefirst place: honestinfluences...

“Mydeepestinfluences are The Beatles and the Stones, then The
Supremesand The Temptations,” croaks Paul Westerberg, his
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[like the variety—there's the dumbrockersand
some real pretty ballads too.”

Catchinessisthe essenceof The
Replacements’ own toons. Andifyouhear
echoes ofhalf-remembered goldiesin Paul’s
intensely gorgeous melodies, it's notsomuch
he's self-consciously tippinghishattoan
influenceashe’s failing to cover his tracks. Yet
his toonsare not pastiches or parodies: Paul
writes from the gutwith the vocabularyhe
absorbed when mostimpressionable.

“Thatwas one thing've alwaysliked about
Cheap Trick: Rick Nielsen wassmartenoughto
know a good riffisagoodriff, andit’s there for
the taking. Why the hellnot? No one’s going to
come up withacool newriff: they're all right
there-it'showmanydifferent things youcandraw from themand put
together. Ifyousteal from everything, nobody can putafinger onyou. It'll
sound awful familiar, but... we're notgeniuses, we'rerock'n'roll fans!

“I'mnot prolificatall, and writingsongsisalittle more difficult now
thanitusedtobe.ldon'tlike torepeatmyselfand I don'tlike to write
stupid things. Ilike to write things thatappeal to each member of the
band, and that’sdifficult:ifitisn’tarocker Bob doesn’tlikeit, andifitisn’t
tuneful Chrisdoesn’tlike it. Tommylikes things thatare simple,and I like
things thatarehonest and emotional. It's not easy.”

For Paul Westerberg, necessity is the mother ofinvention. Honesty
goeswithoutsaying; or, atleast, Paul’s voiceisso plaintively red-raw
andragged thatnosongsounds less than heartfelt. As for tunefulness,
simplicityand rockismo, all three trip hand inhand through The
Replacements’ repertoire.

Indeed, they make arefreshing change from most pop musicians, who,
should they happen to come up withagood tune, will conveyitinkid
glovesto thelaciest, silkiestarrangement possible, the better toset offits
fragile appeal. Other musiciansless fortunately blessed, like, say, Simple
Minds, will place their microscopic fragments of tune beneath a giant
perspex pyramid of sound so as to magnify its meagre dimensionsintoa
grandillusion.

Others, less gifted still, take theirnumbinglack of any kind of tune atall
andgiveitloadsanywayin the hope thatnoone will notice.

But The Replacements write melodies so thrillsome that whole
continents of upliftand wracked passion hangon every golden chord
change. And they take them onsstage orinto the recording studio and
proceed tobeatoutseven shades of Shinola. Fucking magic.

Tonight’s entertainment — hippie rectum
THEABOVEMOTTO s to be found amongawhole selection scrawled
onthe ceilingof The Replacements’ tourvan, a pigsty on wheels thathas
farted down nearly everyinterstate in America. Right now we're stopping
offforbeer-callin adelion Rockaway Beach (butof course!) afew miles
outside San Francisco on our way to take photographsat Devil's Slide.
Theideal place to meet the band, n'est-ce pas?

Paulwe know. Heis genuinely-asdistinctfrom artfully-scruffy. By
night the bandis fuelled on crank, beer 'n’ blow; in daylighthours Paul
playsat George Burnswith the help ofan evil-smelling stogie wedgedin
hisgoblikeasmouldering turd. At 26 he comes over twice as old; more
like awry, rumbling veteran who digs the company of youngsters.

Aboutthe sameage, Bob Stinson playslead guitar to Paul'srhythm.

“Bobisanexcellent rock guitar player butaterrible musician,”
laughs Paul. “He doesn’tknow thedifference between a minorand
amajorchord.”

“Bobisthegoofyone, arealgoofball,” adds youngerbrother Tommy
Stinsonwith glee. “He has momentswhen he’s totally offhis rocker! He's
the Keith Moon ofthe group.”

Actually, Bobis the Duane Doberman of the group, the buttofall their
jokes. Big, genial, slightly reserved, he'salso the only Replacement to
have gotembroiled in the kind of footloose scenarios sketched in the

“If you
steal from
everything, no
one can put a
finger on you”

l

Drummer Chris Marsisoffthe sauce
altogether. A quiet, saintly guyapparently
much devoted to hissci-fi-flavoured art, he
suffers mostkeenlythe burdensof stardom,
of cult proportions thoughitvetbe. Heand
Paularelike temperaments.

“Usgrowingup, we werekind ofloners,”
reminisces Paul, “and we'relivingout our
juvenile delinquent period now. Whereas when
we were younger—speaking formyselfand
probably Chris—-weweresortofintroverted and
shit, and would haveliked to have beeninagang
butwerealwayssortofoutsiders and never
really belonged withanygroup of people.”

The Replacements grew up indowntown
Minneapolis, one of Minnesota's adjacent
so-called Twin Cities, the other being St Paul. Heavily settled by folk of
Scandinavianand Germanstock, Minneapolis boasts a tradition of
thrift, hard work, plain speaking, and currently two of the most exciting
rock groupsin the world. Hiisker Diiis the other. Together, Hiisker Diiand
The Replacements present two aspects of the Twin Cities: respectively,
po-faced andshit-faced. Rivalsin their fans’ eyesif not theirown, each
apparentlyregards the otherwith mild disapproval centringon the
degree of seriousness deemed appropriate forarock’nroll band.

“They'rereal seriousand we'rereal high,” sneers Tommy. “Thevwould
getreal disgusted with us whenwe would get shit-faced drunkand play
and noteven care, whereas they would, like, get real gung-ho and make
theirstatement.”

Some of this friction may stem from the fact that Peter Jesperson, The
Replacements’managerand 33 percent partnerin their formerrecord
company Twin/Tone, Minneapolis's mainindie label, signed the band in
'81 on thestrength of Paul's songs round about the same time he rejected
Hiisker Dii's formative offerings on the grounds that they were justa
tuneless thrash. Ironically, they now find themselves labelmates: Hiisker
Diion WEA, The Replacements onits Seymour Stein-run subsidiary, Sire.

Thusitis that The 'Mats’latest LP, Tim, released in November, is freely
availablein Britain. Withits predecessor, 1984's Let It Be (no relation), the
"80s has spawned its mostexciting, funnyand varied rock'n'roll albums -
essential purchases (Let It Beisreleased in the UK on Zippo Records). Less
consistently excellent, though stillworthacquiringif you can stand the
importprices, are The Replacements’ first three LPs: Sorry, Ma, Forgot To
Take Out The Trash ('81), Stink ('82), and Hootenanny ('83).

Produced by one-time Ramones drummer Tommy Erdélyi, Timboasts
amore layered, polished sound than thatof previous albums, asmall
concession to the mighty dollar. For The Replacements are waryof the
rock-starimage-building process to the pointof paranoia. Forexample,
despiterecord company pressure, they categorically will not be making
apromotional video, notevenalive one, because that would take the
edgeoffthefirst-time thrill of the real thing. Norwill they happily play
anywhere larger than the size ol place youcan project to the back of
withoutlookingagrotesque wally to the people up at the front.

Anotherinherentlimiton The Replacements’ buck-potentialis their
self-deprecation. Check out their LP titles. Check out the history of their
ownname:theyused tobe The Impediments, for eryingoutloud, until
adrunkenperformanceatachurchhallgigforrecoveringalcoholics
made the name mud all overtown. So thevhad to, ahem, replaceit.
Incredible buttrue.

“Youcanlumpusinwith Hiisker Diiand REM [whose Peter Buck has
longchampioned The 'Mats, as has John Doe of X], but really there’snot
awholelottabands youcanlumpusinwithifyougetto knowus,” reckons
Paul. "We have definitely a differentway of goingabout things.

“Weare theonly band worthashit thatdoesn’treally care what'sgonna
happen. We'rejustas much afraid of gettin’ bigas we are of floppin’. Ifwe
wentdown the toilet tomorrow, Idon't thinkwe'd be as sad as 99 per cent
ofthebandsintheworld.”

“That'swhywere suchagood band,” beams Tommy. MatSnow ©
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DepecheMode:
(c/wisefromtop
left) Dave Gahan,
AlanWilder,
AndyFletcher
andMartinGore .

ALBUMS
Depeche Mode

MUTE
The same old song. That
Depeche Mode are willing
toworm their way out of
their lucrative niche as mega-
cuddliesis encouraging, even
if they'vebeenatitsolong
they've fashioned a career from
sweet abrasion. Damn sure they
know they’ll never swap their
teddy bearimage for chart
terrorism, but the effort has
become the sole fuel to Martin
Gore's fixations.

It's depressing, though, that
intheir own smallstruggle for
personal and artistic dignity,
Depeche have only managed
totradeinonesetofcliches
for another - white for black,
bright for bitter, tunes for
twisted chants.

Black Celebration finds
Depeche even more over-
anxious thanthey were onthe
depressing Some Great Reward
to shock for the sake of it,
pussycats desperate to appear
perverted asan escape fromthe
superficiality of teen stardom.
“Dressed InBlack” is just “Master
And Servant” revisited, an
adolescent masturbatory
fantasy. Similarly, “Fly On The
Windscreen” attempts to evoke
the claustrophobic swamp
inertia of Mute labelmate Nick
Cave's “Wings Off Flies".

These songs tell us, time and
again, that they're desensitised
tolove, thatthe only release
open from spiritual malaiseis
amomentary tactile passion,
alunging, gropinglust.
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More saddeningstill is “New
Dress"”,anunbridled attack on
press hypocrisy which, inits
humourless juxtaposition of
headlines (“Famine horror,
millions die”) against its refrain
(“Princess Diis wearing anew
dress”) recalls nothingmore than
asecondary school poem.

As always, it's difficult to
discernwhether Martin Gore's
clumsy lyrical truisms are intent
on promoting his over-apparent
desire to assume asinister
dimension, or whether he's
honestly concerned for his
subject matter. Are the Depeche
of “A Question Of Time”
revellinginthe scenario of under-
age sexploitation as anexercise
inbiting the hand that feeds, or
are they genuinely dismayed at
theinevitable moral decay of this
rotting nation?

Thenagain, it's precisely Gore's
naively logical lyrical equation,
wedded to the established
Depechelinear musical mode,
that occasionally adds up to
something
successfully

“New Dress™
“Youcan'tchange
the world/But you
canchange the facts/
Andwhenyouchange the
facts/Youchange points of view/
If youchange points of view/ You
may change avote/And when you
change a vote/ Youmay change
the world.”
Butit'swhenDepeche are
beingunconsciously throwaway,
when they relax their straining
against their reputation, that
they attain the sublime. “A
Question Of Lust” is gorgeous,
an Almondesque torch vocal
mounting asimple electronic
codaworthy of The Human
league. Mostly, though, Black
Celebrationis Depeche fucking
with their formula, and the real
shock is the insight it provides
into the troubled psyche of
Martin Gore, alad struggling to
grow upin publicand, for all his
opportunities, finding only
sleaze and filth to feed off.
They'd have it sickening - Gore

awilling victim desiring
the symptoms he
purports to despise.
SI"y boys. Steve Sutherland
MMMaris

Swans K.422

Whatisthesoundof a
Swaninlove?
Thisis unmistakably an

ifits wordsare pared to
the bone, itsessence
distilled to the most
potent, and potentially
explosive, concentrate.
Thisispurelove.
Somethinglike Pure War.
It could be the sound of
afactoryfloor filled with
the relentless clanging
of athousand heavy,
metal cash
registers. The
Swans, after all -by
which | mean not
the band, but the
crew of flesh-pot
pickers, masochists
and terminal addicts of
desire that inhabit this LP

-are stricken withan ugly
obsession with the money-
making machine. They crave it
like only the deprived can,
although the craving makes
themfeel dirty and disgusted.

Butmoneyistime-time
bought to get away from the
slogandbacktothe grind. The
grind, or the screw, for the
Swansis the arenawhere the
brutality and humiliation of the
slogcanbe fantasised, perverted
or simply fucked into oblivion.
“Flesh,” they remind us witha
leer, “is easy toget whenyou
work for aliving.”

Whatever the soundis, it
doesn’tresemble the sound of
aconventional word; it's more
likely to sound like an expiring
gruntfedthrough some
technological mincing machine.
Words are few and far between
inthe Swans' way -phrasesare
repeated over
and over with the

whole, 'r:: BLACK CELEBRATION slightest variation.
something that q ) RS s e Take “Fool”, where
incorporates Michael Gira
optimism. The croonsinadeathly
title track’s toneovera
athrobbing mordant piano,
metallic “Ilie tomyself/I'll
purging of the lie down here/I'lllie
daily grind, down heside you.”
“Stripped”is In print the words
pleasingly look stark to the
minimal, if form of banality,
mannered, butjustasin

andthere'sa
wonderfulhope
inthe appalling

minimal music,
where theinterest
liesintheimagined

album of love songs, even
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(not the actual) melodies, in

the contextof asong that’s
structured with classical
precision, imagined meanings
and tangible emotions leak
between the words. Eventually
the effectis almost unbearably
heart-rending. After the brutality
of Cop, what's so striking about
Greedis the emotional range.

It could be the frustrated howl
of the would-be attacker or the
simper of the self-defining
victim. After the “Youshould be
raped/Youshould be violated”
chorus of anguished cursingon
“Time Is Money", “Anything For
You" investigates the Swanas
victim: “Force yourselfonmef
I know where my money comes
from.” To anyone with halfabrain
it's obvious that thisis not some
cheap glorification of sex crimes,
but a painful penetration of
deeper themes of ownership,
deliveredinreal tones of black
andblue.

Whatever the sound of the
Swaninlove, itis surprisingly
compelling. lthasbeen
commented thatevery
description of the Swans makes
the idea of listening to them
appear profoundly unappealing.
Infact, onthe evidence of Greed
and the forthcoming “Holy
Money” EP, the Swans grow more
and more practicedinthe art of
seduction; having stripped their
sound down to pure, raw energy,
they are now in the process of
moulding anew flesharound the
exposed nerves.

Greedisthe sound of the
Swansinlove, and the most
appealing sound, to these ears,
for many months. | want more.
Don Watson, NME Mar 29

The Bangles CBS

Reactions to The Bangles'recent
live shows in soaraway deep-
frozen Britain hinged upon their
'60s-ness, revivalism quotient
and curiosity value (if any). True,
the gals play popinits traditional
sense, ablend of Californiasun
and garage scratch. But despite
their erratic performances

and chosen limitations, they

E E D
—

make pretty
goodrecords.

“Manic
Monday” didn't
seemtobe
anything special
initially, but after
afewradio plays
itlodges neatly
between the
ears, thanks
mostly to ahook
ofimpeccable
simplicity and
Susanna Hoffs' coylead vocal.

It's one of four non-originals
here. Anotheris Alex Chilton’s
timeless “September Gurls”,
whose lilting melody and
shimmering chords are rendered
faithfully by The Bangles despite
avaguely off-colour guitar break
inthe middle.

Better by faris “If She Knew
What She Wants", which kicks
off the secondside. Asong of
majestic structure, it'smade
irresistible by gale-force four-
partharmonies and a production
job (by acertain David Kahne)
which willone day growintoa
full-scale Wall Of Sound. Watch
this space.

Different Light doesn't contain
anything quite as overwhelming
as “Dover Beach” fromits
predecessor All Over The Place,
and occasionally fallsintoa
cliched girl-pop rut. “Walking
Down Your Street” followed by
“Walk Like An Egyptian” not only
makes you sick of the word
“walk”, but also addsup toan

overdose of frugalong teen-beat.

Still, the group have zeroedin
ontheir greatest collective asset
- to wit, their armoury of voices.
Theyall sing well enough to take
alead vocal or two,and the
permutations available to the
foursome are tantalising. In
“Angels Don'tFall InLove”, for
instance, lead guitarist Vicki
Peterson steps out front while
the others blend and swirl behind
her, either droppinginsingle
counterpoints or providing
massed backup. “Return Post”
builds gradually from solo Vicki
to massed guitars and multiple
Bangles harmonising frantically.

Itdoesn’t have to be this way, as
demonstrated by the desolate
“Following” where Michael Steel
singssolo, but The Bangles’
massed tonsils allow them to get
away with patchy materialand
make the best of the stronger
songs. Now, if only they could
generate some of the unhinged
creativity of The Beach Boysor
The Byrds... but | guess that’s
just California dreaming.

Adam Sweeting, MM Mar8

Talk Talk:(l-r)
LeeHarris,
MarkHollis
andPaulWebb

SINGLES
Talk Talk

EMI

Talk Talk used to be

a poxy synth band with
grandiose ambitions, and
though this, their first record
forages, is chokedina
stranglehold of production
intricacy, the underlying song
seems better than their
burbling twaddle of old.
Sophisticated but not too
clever-dick, the songdoesn't
boastagreat deal of
personality butit’s one of
those thatinsinuates its way
onto the airwaves and makes
its perpetrators veryrich
indeed. Probably worth
keeping an eye on. MMJann

Dire Straits
PHONOGRAM

It's hard to dislike Dire Straits,
because youalways end up
admitting that Knopflerisa
brilliant songwriter evenif the
songsaren't the kind that find
their way into your own home.
Besides, he's taken the piss out
of Paula Yates on live television,
which shows his visionand
perspicacity in other ways too.
“Walk Of Life” boasts a good
country swing,great hokey
guitar and thatintangible air

of mellowness that toan
untrained (or uninterested)

ear makes all their songs sound
the same. Attractive, if not one
of their classics. MMJann

PiL
Dead man makesrecord shock.
Goodone, too. Lydon, perhaps
the laziest-ever pop star, has
teamed up with avant-
shocktrooper Bill Laswell
(producer and co-writer) to
generate this thumping,
mesmerising stretch of
luxurious noise. “They put a hot
wire tomy head because of the
things | did and said,”

caterwauls the oik,

butyoucan
‘ /

VIRGIN

ignore himand
listento the
winning
chime of
12-string

| = SINGLES —

REVIEW
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guitar, the
shudder of
synthetic cellos,
the heaving wallop of

percussion and the Volga
Boatmen chorusing appears,
based on abrief and poignant
modal phrase.So what ifit's
taken him three years to write
onhe song? MMJan2s

Malcolm McLaren

CHARISMA
Most hatedsingleofthe =g
week. Why does ] w"ﬂ:ﬁ"
Malcolm it

McLaren: (1)
Release the

o
same single - v
[ FROM o 350 o BRI AR
d i P e oD Blases
overan I o
overagain
(thistime

reworkedin
cahoots with
Trevor Horn)?
(2) Presume
uponan
international gullibility
that seems to have a blind
spotwhere he's concerned?;
(3) Always get away with it?

Thisisaremix of every
McLarensingle ever,andin
the name of freedom, justice
and liberty limplore younot to
buyit. Can't waitto see the
video, though. MM, Jannt

Sam Cooke

First James Brown, then
Sinatra,and now Uncle Samto
complete the remarkable
resurrection of the original
crucial three. The reasoning
behind this re-release is fairly
mercenary, havingmore todo
with the Levi Strauss company
thanany genuine attempt to
bring Sam Cooke back to the
masses, but such dodgy tactics
fadeintoinsignificance as soon
as those first few gorgeous
lines come strolling out of the
speakers. No frills, no
extendedraps, justthree
minutes of pure genius

and asfreshnowasit
everwas. | shall
now pullonmy
501sand go
forabath
to cool off.
MMMaris
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JAHUhﬂYN\GH ,

“Definitely
Lo tpOUID]E-

Bunnymen school of
songwriting,” says

Robert Forster from m aker S))

whose lyrical tunes :

are now a thriving

critical concern. i

” g NTHENEXT few weeks, Beggars Banquet will release The

ROIIlng seas and Go-Betweens' fourth LP, Liberty Belle And The Black Diamond |
b 4 y Express. Like Send Me A Lullaby, Before Hollywood and Spring Hill
massive hor]zons_ It S Fairbeforeit, itwill have a double “I” somewhere inits title. }
’ Remember this, il'simpm_‘tam. |

abSOIUte garbage. “BobbyWomackhimselftold me thatlamasoulmanand that, as far

asmodernmusic’sconcerned, there’s only three soulmen left: himself, meand
Prince... Prince came to Brisbane, and took the colours, the moves, his whole act,

fromme. It’s true! He's seen my moves!It's true!!!”

Robert Forsterhas adeluxelinein flights of fancy, but they're the wisdom of
Solomon compared to the craziness that surround the band he's in.

The Go-Betweens, employing only such time-crusted tools as the four-piece
rockband and the Englishlanguage, havealready ensnared afearsomely
fanatical following with theirincreasingly line live shows, have released two of {
the '80s greatalbumsand, with Liberty Belle..., are poised to do the hat-trick.

Yet, until the eleventh-hour-and-then-some intervention of Beggars Banquet, |
they had no outletfor their LP outside of their native Australia. They've been
forced back to thatcountry torestock theirspectacularly empty coffers playing

detested urbanbooze-barnsand
have,when theyoughttobeas

I H [ E U'B E T W E E N S familiarasanynon-chartact

N BUTCHER

U around, tobewrittenaboutlike |
EHW BELE WD THEBLACK DANOND EXPRES newcomers, complete unknowns. |
A Thetriple-strength strangeness 5

. oftheirstanding-orrather their |

lack ofit-means that Forstercan }

announce duringsets, withouta
hintofirony, that The Go-Betweens
are “the greatestbandin the world”,
It means thatsome of NME’s clearest
minds candub them The Most Over- ‘
rated Group In Existence. And it } i
means thatlcanstate—call it
paradox, callitjournalisticlicence,
callitbloodynonsense-thatwhile »
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THE GO-BETWEENS

he Go-Betweens:
d (I-r)RobertForster,
LindyMorrison,
GrantMcLennan
andRobnﬁVickers

[
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thereare many “better” bands on this planet, The Go-Betweensare
undoubtedly the best.

Butjusthow they've fashioned glints of gold from elements that
habitually yield sludge, and how they’ve failed to translate their precious
mettle, critical favourand cultfervourinto something tangible (kudos
and credibility are fine, but Sainsbury’swant coin of the realm) are
questions that need answering, mysteries that demand solution!

Andsoon, because timeis gettingshort and nothing lasts forever. Film-
starfaces wrinkle, empires fall, and inspiration fiercely flares then fades,
sobehind thewrithing contradictions of The Go-Betweens’ present
predicament, behind every note they play and everyword they utter, can
be heard afaintbutremorseless sound. ,

It'saticking, acountdown. Maybe to ecstasy, maybe oblivion...

IVEVAGUENOTIONS - some positive, some otherwise —

attempting to account for the abidingriddle of The

Go-Betweens’ existence: the sight of a brilliant band with the
arse outofits trousers.

Theirappeal-vague notion Number One-issomething to dowith them
asAnldea. Inyourdreams, you'veimagined aband that's relentlessly
intelligentand literate yet which knows, deep inits marrow, thatat that
mysterious place where Rock becomes Magic, no amount of cleverness,
of craft, ofassiduous brainwork, can compensate
foralack of those mercurialintangibles we,
struggling forgrip, tag “feel”, “instinct”, whatever.

Andinyourdreams, you've conjured abandborn
and grown beyond the temperature-controlled
groomingofthe majorlabels or therod-rigid house
rules of Britain’sindie scene, aband with roots that
aren'tthe handiwork ofa corporate hairdresser,
andastory thatdidn'tbeginin the Filofax fantasies
ofsome executive. Agroup.

“I'vealways preferred groups withastory behind
them,” muses Forster, “like The Beatles between
1956 and when they broke big. So many groups
todayare formed byansweringadvertisements.
Thebands thatjust pop outof A&Rmen’s heads just
don'tringtrue.

“We'reaband, agroup, and nowadays that’s
terribly rareandimportant. Look, sometimes we're togetherin the
street, the fourofus. Isee people on the other pavementstaring,
askingthemselves, ‘God, whatis that?’ Theyanswer themselves,
“Thatisagroup!' Thatgivesyouthissense of...power.”

He's right, too. The magnetic pull of The Go-Betweensisalso
something to dowith them physically. In theirunlikely
mishmash of beanpole and short-arse, blondeand brunette,
androgenand oestrogen, occurs analchemy that renders them
irresistibly bizarre, bizarrelyirresistible. Where the carefully,
callouslysculptedlikes of Go West, Eighth Wonder, Wham! or
Five Star aim for perfection through balance, The Go-Betweens
thrive on their perfectimbalance.

I'heyknowit, too. Grant McLennan-who shares with self-
appointed last soul musketeer Forster the writing, singingand
guitarwrestlingbits of The G-B'ssonicsoup-revelsinit: "We
absolutelylooklike no otherbandin the history of the universe.
Onsomenights we're theugliestband in the world, on others we
belongin Madame Tussauds, total princesses and princes. Don't
welook great? Canyou possibly fail torememberus?”

Twovague notions down, another (positive) one to go. The
"Tweens' finenessisalso something—alot-to dowith the
beautiful alloy of noises, tunes, words, melodies and harmonies
theyrisk, songs that positively shame the withered, lethargicand
self-satisfied video playground ditties with which they compete.
Thebedrock sponge of thisrich cake is formed by simultaneously
reverent and forward-lookingassimilations of classic (no-duds-
need-apply) guitarbands; theicingis dolloped generously on by
Forsterand McLennan’s obvious passion forand mastery of
rock’s mostabused servant, the English language.

“Words interest mevery much,” begins McLennan. "I really
want tocommunicate the visions that Thave. Notvisionsin the
senseofVerlaine or Rimbaud - the poets, you understand, rather
than the musician or the muscly film psychopath-butreal ideas
andimages, nonetheless.”
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“And1,” continues the sprawling assemblage of limbs and slightly
scowlingintensity thatis Robert Forster, “likereal speech patterns,
conversation, dialogue. I disagree wholly with the Echo And The
Bunnymen school of songwriting—y’know, rolling seas and massive
horizons. Thatwhole fantastic world stuffdoes nothing for me, it’s
absolutegarbage.”

“Unlikeso many of the newkings and queensin town,” Grantsums up,
“webelieveinquality. That's the onlyreason that our not being huge
annoysme-somuchoftheotherstuffisshit!"

Those, then, are the pluses; what about thereasons for The
Go-Betweens' continued wheel spin on the cloying mud of cultdom?
Theytalkendlessly about the vagaries of publicopinion, the inevitable
triumph of“naturaljustice”, and plain ole bad luck (they were abroad the
goodship Elektra UK before ithit thaticebergrecentlyand, unlike Simply
Red, didn’trateaplacein thelifeboats), but there’saneed foranotherline
ofthought, alittle mirror-gazing.

Y'see, the factis that thisisan aggressively quirky and wilful ensemble,
always setting themselves apparently pointlesslittle goals. They've tried,
forinstance, tocuteach LPinadifferent country, and then there's the
businesswith the double “I's” (continue remembering them, they'restill
important). What to their faithful mightappearloveable eccentricityis
pure Essence Of Peptic Ulcer to Mr Record Company Moneybags.

HE FAB FOUR, four pieces of jigsaw, stable
for thelast three years.

Robert Forsteristall, darkand, he's the first
toassureyou, handsome. He writes, he plays, he
dances, he sings—morelike cajoles-and he projects
himselffromastage likeawig-flipped preacher,
aSpeakers’ Cornerfirebrand, amarionette witch-
doctor. Forsterlooks like he was designed by a
committee of rock fanatics asked to produce the

“I'llwritesomething
biggerthansongs':
TheGo-Betweens'
RobertForster,1986

f




perfect frontman, and talkslike he knows they did
abrilliantjob.

GrantMcLennanisblond, lessobviouslyintense,
andless prone to Mad Talk. Much has already been
made ofhisisolated childhood inan outbacksheep
station, butwhileasenseof distance does inform his
writing, an encyclopaedicknowledge ofand voracious
appetite for old motherrockis the most
noticeably recurrent themein his conversation.
People painthim from the pot marked “poet”,
buthischatterisalwaysmorelikely to be filled
with Dylan (Bob) than Dylan Thomas, with Pete
Shelleyrather than Percy B, and The Easybeats
more than the West Coast Beats. The day of our
meeting, McLennanwore cowboybootsofthe
profoundest redimaginable.

LindyMorrisonis The Go-Betweens’
drummer. Maybe she was bornwithit, ormaybe
itwasacquired doingwhat's traditionallya
man'sjobin the most machonon-Latin societies
on Earth, but Lindy hasanotoriously hard head. Abraver soul than me
would tellyou thatshedrinks, swears and threatens too much (no, not
forawoman, foranyone!). For years, she was Robert Forster’slover, 'til
lastyear therelationshipaaltered. They occupied different floors on the
qamc house, meelin;,occa%innallv onthestairs forwhatshedescribesas

“aglamorous fuck”. And now?... Who knows? A hazarded guess would
place the newlove of herlife ds.1]1e aerosol-appliedleather trousersshe
creakingly sported attheband’s recent aurevoir showin London.

And RobertVickers, likeall bass players, erm, plays the bass. Floppily
fringed and stuffed into asuit too small foreven histiny frame, helooks
lessaprospectiverock starthanarefugee fromyourlocal fourth form.
Duringgigs, youfind yourselfconstantly checking the time and
wonderingifhereallyshouldn’tbeinbed by now...

HREE GREAT LPS...
ForgetThe Go-Betweens' firstborn! Though theylikeit, the
Rough Trade-issued Senid Me A Lullabyis agnarled, edgy debut,
thefaintpromise of something-fine-1o0-come overwhelmed by dozens of
individually harmlessirritants, like the chopped hairs the idiot barber
lets down yourback, combining to set your teeth on edge.
I'sthesecondand third broadcasts, Before Hollywood (Rough Trade
again) and Spring Hill Fair (Sire), that sparkled, and sparkle. ... Hollywood,
allhaunting evocation and faint mysteries, drove one critic to abandon
therestofthestill-youngdecade and declare, "Thisis the mostimpaortant
LPofthe 80s, and willremainso.” Yettome, ... Fairis even better, a tour de
force of cinematicimages, desperate yetambivalent moodsand tense,
gloweringplaying. Ifanyrecord of the past couple of years contained four
bettersongs than “Bachelor Kisses”, “Part Company”, “River OfMoney”
and “Man O'Sand To Girl Q' Sea”, then I missed it.
Witnessing thenew LP'ssongslive and co-habiting with anadvance
cassette, it’sclear that Liberty Belle. .., rockierand more positive than
its forebears, will maintain The Go-Betweens' heady standards. As
McLennanputsit, “The doubterswillbein the gutter.”

WO SONGWRITERS. “APART from The Beatles, who else? Who
sares about John Cale’s songs for the Velvets?”
GrantMcLennanis quietly proud of the fairly unique twin-

cam-engine, himselland Forster, that drives The Go-Betweens on, well
aware of the quality of the material they've contrived. The band signed
for Rough Trade before fellow language-before-lather types Aztec
Cameraand The Smiths, then saw that pairwhizz effortlessly over the
commercialhorizon, leaving themstalled on the starting grid. Didn't
that make himbitter, depressed, angry?

Aconsidered, startlingresponse.

“Morrissey gota copy of Before Hollyiwood and listened to ita year before
theyputtheirfirst LPout.1like The Smithsasasinglesbandand as
people, butTknowwhere Morrissey's coming from. It's Before Hollywood,
andgoodlucktohimbecauseit'sagreatrecord.”

Apartfrom theirspellasresident failures at Rough Trade, does their
continued incompetenceat theartof unit-shifting cause anyloss of sleep?

“Itdoesirritate me. I don’t wantto beasongwriter’s songwriter, a
filmmaker's filmmakerora musician's musician. I'dlike tobelike The
Band or Talking Heads, bands capable of forays into the hallowed charts

THE E[l BETWEENS
H EA DY

“People need
to be spoken
to, to be taken
in hand”

every couple of years but who'reseen tobe
doinggreatwork.

“Butl'd hateustobesomesortof Velvet
Underground figuresin 15 vears' time...”

Grant'scareful, measured answers are not
matched on thisoccasion by Robert Forster's.
Considerablyliberated by asurfeitofneck-oil, he

regales me with atorrentofhistrionic boasts,
liesand advertisements.

“People need to be spoken to, tobe takenin
hand, to be told what's happening, and I'm the
perfectpersontodoit.

“Why? Because l canmove well. Primarily,
I'madancer, I'vethe bodyto doit. If Iwasn'tin
The Go-Betweens, I'd bein Gladys Knight's Pips.
[couldweartheflaresand do the oohson
‘Midnight TrainTo Georgia'! Most Australian
T-shirtbandsaresodrab.”

My half-hearted attempt to derail a runaway
ego by suggesting thatall this Rudolph-

Nureyev-meets-Gene-Vincenthooplaisanactsucceedsonlyin
precipitatinganotheravalanche. Withouta trace of asmile, he offers:
“Acting?Sure, I'macting. The Australian cinemais cryingout for me. I've
gotthefaceforit. Withhowhandsome lamnow, I'd make amassive
impactlike Monty Cliftor Marlon Brando. I'llonly do a couple of films,
revolutionise Australian cinema, then getout.

“Mel Gibson?Jack Thompson? Those guys can only do two things-tell
theirwives toshutup, and orderanotherbeer...”

The venomous contempt with which thatlastsentenceisspat outisn't
easedwhen theapparentindifference of the public to his music-never
mind hisabilities as ahooferoramatineeidol-is put to him.

“Fuckit, 'mnotlookingto posterity. 'mnot going to be like Lou Reed or
John Cale, 40 and still cryingon some A&R man’sshoulder.

“Butcultsareshittoo. I despise those people who get offon starving
artists, whoacceptany garbage provided they're one of only five people
sawit. Theywantyoutofuckingstarveandstarve...

“Besides, successisn’tevenlydistributed. [tcanbestolen, bought,
attained by blackmail or bribery. Occasionally, very occasionally, it's
achieved by people whoactually deserveit.”

Peoplelike The Go-Betweens?

“I'mconfident, Ithinkwe'll doit... except thatwe re up against people
like Costello and Weller. Those twoshould be up for the songwriting
equivalentofstealing cars, grand auta theft. They play the last 20 years’
soulrecords, then extractbitswitha crowbar...”

Toamanonahorse quite thishighitseems churlish to suggest it, but
maybe Rob’s justalittlemindfulofother Australian bands, like say The
Triffids (less talented, undoubtedly, but more successful), not to saya
littlejealous? Thelook he shoots me sticks sixinches out of my chest. I've
neverbeenstabbed byasneerbefore,

“Abandlike The Triffids,” he sniffs, “are on the first rung of the ladder to
greatness. We'realready on the roof. The ladder'slong gone.”

NELAST QUESTION. Maybe there's nothing The Go-Betweens,

Beggars Banquet oranyone can do to disentangle them from

the annoying web of well-known obscurity in which they seem
trapped. Maybe they're fated. Losers even?

Rob Forster has the lastword: “Losers?”

Thenseveralmore: “Well, we're definitely troublemakers. | won'tdie if
Idontget the halfmillionin thebank. I have talent, everyonein thisband
hastalent... Grant willwrite something bigger than songs. I'll write
somethingbigger thansongs. 'llwritea playorafilmorsomething,
Vickers may commitsuicideat 30~ Thope not-and Lindywill do
somethingverylike suicide before escaping toscreen stardom.

“We'llputout these greatrecords andiftheyre notappreciated, well...",
ahuge, dismissive shrug, “asfor ‘losers’, you'll have to decide that...”

OK, thanks, Iwill. [tmay very well be thatsomewhere in the complex
compositionofthe organism thatis The Go-Betweens thereisacrucial
flaw that will prevent them from converting their musical wondersinto
more earthy, tangible rewards. Maybe theyare losers, butin aworld that
regards talentless painted flouncers, purveyors of cash-till, tooth-rot
rockaswinners, maybe that's nobad thing.

Andremember, the best-selling pop work ofall time, Wacko Jacko's
Thriller,had two “I's" initstitle. Everythingis possible. DannyKeliy ®
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How do you offend ?
By saying he works too slowly, it
turns out. A volatile audience with
the Stones guitarist, covering the
greats and the makeweights,
Springsteen, Dylan and Live Aid,
even Duran Duran. “It’s called
playing music, you little turd.”
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“We'reinaunique
positiontoseeifwe
canmake thisthing
growup”:Keith
Richardsin1986

DAVIDTAN/ S
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RICHARD YOUNG / REX FEATURES

g JANUARY WGl

—

NME

HAT BECOMES A legend most? So exactly
how I'dimagined it was the scene that I
wouldn'thave dared make it up. Before we
enter, a bottleneck guitarlick crows hornily
from behind the gilt-numbered door of his
suite in London's Savoy Hotel.

“lusedtocometo this placeto getthrownout, to geta picture in the
paper, right? Now they fuckingwelcome me withopenarms...”

The TVflickers soundlessly, the phone explodesintolife every 10
minutesand the Marlboro stubs pile high. Agrinning bellboy brings
moreonasilvertray.

Whatbecomesalegend most?

Jack Daniel’s Tennessee sippin’ whiskey mixed with Coca-Colais his
tipple: onebottleis already dead when larrive, and by the timelleave
two-and-a-halfhourslater, sois another. He drinks me under the carpet,
no problem. Brown eyes burn out of whites the colour of pickled onions,
and thoughhisspeechbeasslurred asapirate’s, he movesas friskilyas
aboyscout, nevermindarocker of42. Truly, he
isthe biholicman.

What becomes alegend most?

Greysuede pixie boots; clean tight jeans; plum
silkshirt; hairlike fagash, shaped at the back,
likeathicketatthe front; thatring. Hiswife of
two years, ex-model Patti Hansen, isallmumsy
and flushed with baby Theodora Dupree
Richards, named after notonlyKeith'smaternal
grandfather, adance-band musician, butalso
asixth-centuryByzantineempresswhorose to
power from humble originsasacircusacrobat
and courtesan. One of Keith's proudest
possessionsisacoin ofAlexander The Great;
notalotofpeople know that. Meanwhile, Patti
isexpectingtheirsecond.

Whatbecomesalegend most?

HP Sauce, bottles ofit, ranked
neatlyalonghis mantlepiece.

“Youcan'tgetitin New York,
solbringsomewithmeallthe
time.ldon’tactually knowwhy
likeit;it'shardertokick than
heroin, heughheugh!”

Whatbecomesalegend
most...

“l'have nothingto hide. I
found that's the best way to get
alongwitheverybody.”

Aseveryone knows, the
Rolling Stones are far more
famous for theirleisure pursuits
than theirwork. Backstage
blowjobsand royalsnortergate
scandals canroutinely enliven
atabloid’sslownewsdayinthe
"80s, asdid BillyWymanbeing
had up before the beak for
pissingagainstagaragewallin
1965, or the drugs-bustdecade
of 1967 to 1977....

“Everytimeldid something
bad, I gotfound outand busted.
AndIregretbeingbusted, butin
thelongrunithad tohappen,”
croaks theerstwhile Prince Of
Darkness, aman fiercely
protective ofhisband’s
reputation, aman whose seen-
it-done-it-been-there duende
seems foreverbattlingwitha
kind oflaconic approachability
forsupremacyofhis mood.
“Whenlwasn'thighlwasin

“I regret being
busted, but
in the long

run it had to

MarriedonDecember
18,1983, Keithand
PattiHansenstroll
downBeauchamp
PlaceinLondon’s
Knightsbridge,1986
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court, heughheugh!You trysaying 25 times, ‘Guilty, Your Honour, in
Marlborough Streetand keep astraight face. Andwalking out for 260
quid. Itwas agame, nothing to do with justice orlaw. It was like, ‘We're
goingtogetyou, old son, we're going to fucking doyou!’ And they tryand
ittakes placeinpublicand, er... ifthey'd played their cardsright they
could have putmeinforyears. But they tried to pop me forsomething
Ihadn'tdone, and that'swhere they always fucked up.

“Yetevenafterall these yearsIstillhave asoftspot for the English
bobby-theideaofit, knowwhat I mean?It’sbrilliantand it fucking
works, and now theyre screwingitup. Youmightas well strap guns on
allofthemnow.

“InNew Yorkifl come outofastudioand there'sa police car outside,
they givemealifthome- "HiKeith, man, howyoudoin'?’ IfIsee a police
caroutsidein this city, there’sa fuckingdoginsideit. The poorlittle pigsin
the carhavehardlyshaved and they're trying to fucking razzle me?!?”

Soyou'restill hassled?

“No, theyask forautographs...

“IneverthoughtIwaswasted, butl probablywas. don’tthink that
necessarily hasabigeffecton what youdo.Itjustdepends;it'ssuchan
individual thing. Heroinis bad foryou.Idon't
recommenditforanybody. It'samug’sgame,
justbecause of the things you have to go through
to getit, Butwhenvyou're offit, it'sa fucking
comedy, really. Once you've been through it
and out the otherend, thenyoucanafford to
laughatit, right?It'sonlywhenyoudon'tmake
itout the otherend that, v'’know, youcan'tlaugh
atanything.

“llearntIcan'taffordit. If want to do what
Iwanttodo, thenI'vegotto cleanup myact.
Idon'ttryand makealivingoutofbeingan
ex-junkie, I don’tfucking tellanybodyelse
whattodo.

“Iwas probablywrongalotofthe time;itdid
interfere with myjob, no
doubt.Inthelongrunitreally
affected it badly, because
instead of livinglike a popstar
and beingelevated to this
weird, unrealstatus, [ was
actuallyon thestreettryingto
score, vou know, gettingshot
atin New York.

“Ifyouwere going to buy
dopein New Yorkin the '70s
and youwanted togetout the
frontdoorto carryyourdope
awaysoyoucouldgethome
and gethigh, vouhadtohave
some weightbehind youto get
outofthedoor. Costhey’ll
stickyouup downstairsand
takeallyour dopeaway
unless youcome downwith
ashooterinyourhandsaying,
‘Fuckoff, motherfucker, I'm
leavin', alright?!” OK, soitwas
like High Noon, but fuckit, so
what? Thatwas the old days.”

Doyoustillcarryagunin
New York?

“Notin New York, no.
Outside the state, yes, when
I'mon theroad. Habit.”

Everfired ashotinanger?

“Don'task personal
questions.”

Hiseyes[reeze. Blood
poundsinmyhead. Timeto
change the subject...

“Bobdropped byon Ronnie
onenightandIwas there. It
was a Thursdaynight, and
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“Youcan'tplayto90,000
peoplewiththreeacoustic
| guitarsandnomicrophones”:
| KeithandRonnie WoodjoinBob
DylanattheUSLive Aidconcert
ol inPhiladelphia, July13,1985

Saturday nightwas the gig, right? I was just
doingthe Stonesalbum, and Ethiopiawas
amillionmilesaway...”

Bobis Dylan, Ronnieis Wood, and thegig
was Live Aid, JFKStadium, Philadelphia,

July 13, 1985.

“Bob comes downandsays, ‘Hey maaaan
(authentic-sounding weasel drawl), are you
going to be down Philly on Saturday? Orare you
goingtowatchitonTV?’

“And Isaid, 'Neither,I'mgoingtobeinthe
studioworking.” And then he disappears with
Ronnieforabout 20 minutes, and then he comes
back downstairsagain—‘Heeeey, theywantme
to playwith the Tom Pettyband and Idon'tknow
those guys. Would youdoit?’

“Andso, by the timewe've had a couple of great rehearsals, Bob's
stopping the cardown on the freeway from New York to Philadelphiaand
says, ‘Let'sdo ‘It Ain'tMe Babe!" Heugh heugh!Isays, ‘Don'tlet this get too
far!Tcanremember the chords to “Blowin' In The Wind" and “Hollis
Brown", and Woody, who'slikean avid Dylan fan, he doesn'tknow the
early stuff, and there's me going, ‘Naaah, he didn't playitlike that, he
playeditlike this. 'CosIstudied all thatstuff. Imean, [cameout ofart-
school guitar playing—Woody Guthrie, duh duh duh -so Bob Dylan was
anatural follow-up...”

The three of youdidn’t exactly cover yourselves with glory that night...

“Ifyoucould have heardit, itwould have been great.
Butfollowing 24 hours of heavilyamplified satellite
rock'n'roll, we were just waiting for the guy tobring
the blindfold and the last cigarette, heugh heugh!
Screwit, man, itwas three acoustic guitarsand no
microphones—you can't play to 90,000 people with
threeacoustic guitars and nomicrophones,
especiallywhen they've been blasted the whole day
with heavysounds. Itwas, ‘Here we go, plonk, here’s
aninterlude—better than someone sellingice cream,
right?’ [twas onlyto feed people, youwere not trying
to prove anythinghere. Itwasveryhard, but, y’know,

Cma Hct (To- Tiha 75—9

“I nicked a lot
off Ry. That’s
where you get
‘Honky Tonk
Women’ from”

we could've walked off, but fuckin' ’ell, itwas
fun, enjoyedit. [twasagood laugh. And hats
offto Bob.”

(C:B LESSYOURHEART, heugh heugh!”

I'djustblushinglyrevealed, like the
fanlam, thatthe Stones’ 1972 L.P
Exile On Main Streetisamongst my favourite
records, Despite his chuckle-like, in Mick
Brown’s priceless phrase, “alargearticulated
lorrywheezinginafrozenparkinglot”-the
leathery old hound seems quite genuinely
touched by myappreciation.

“Idon’tmake ahabit oflistening to ourold
records, and [don'tstudyitwithany conscious
effort to constructany continuity. We wingitall theway. I gointo the
studiowith nosongsatall,and aslongas Charlieand Billand Ronnie
thinkIknowwhatI'mdoing, I'll just hammer out someriff, and if the
drums pickup and the bass dropsin, then maybe we've got something.
The Stonesrely on that total feel; therest ofitis just salad dressing,

“I'masongwriter, right? Tin Pan Alley-it’s the roughest place in town.
ButI'mnotatunesmith. Ifyousaid to me, ‘Write a James Bond theme’,
forgetit,Ican'tdo that. 'mnota Paul McCartney, [ can’thammerout
somethingtoorder.”

Howabout (thinking of his wonderfully haunting score to Paris, Texas)
Ry Cooder?

“Tome,it's veryacademic, abit cold-blooded.
Ifyou're makin"acountryfilm, youget Ryin,
v'know. Ry cantossthatstuffoffinanafternoon,
heisn'tstretchinganythingasfarasmelodyor
songsorwritingactual music. Allhe'srelyingupon
ishissoundand histechnique, whichiswhathe’ll
always fallbackon, y'’know.

“Inicked alotoffhim.Itook himforall he was
worth. That'swhere youget‘Honky Tonk Women’
from, knowwhat I mean? His tuning, the fucking
lot. Iripped himoff.”

Whenyou played five-string guitars? »

BETTMAN / GETT
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“Yeah, banjo tuning. Istill do. Buthe didn'tinventiteither, no way. It’s
called the Sears Roebuck tuning, where you'd send away to Chicago or
someweird boxnumberin Baton Rouge and, allowingsix to eight weeks
fordelivery, you'd get what yousent away for. After the First World War,
Sears Roebuckstarted to flog guitars instead of banjos real cheap to get
them goingon the market, and all the spades used to send away for their
guitarand whenthey'd getit there's one extrastring. And they'd take it off
and tuneitlike abanjoand play the same thingagain with alouder box.
Andsoitevolved.”

Heard Robert Cray?

“Yeah, he's good, but formeit's Slim Harpo, Jimmy Reed...”

Butthose guysare dead.

“That'swhatrecordings are for, so youlive forever. Butin this business
it's 97 percent crap, right? The gems are very few and far between, and
nobodycancomeupwithitall the time. Ifyou cankeep on hangingin, if
you've gotenough goodwill goingwith the customers... It'slikeacorner
grocerystore, 30 yearsin the same location, we're still churningitout;
andifyoulikeit,it'shereand youknowwhere to getit. [t'sa verysimple

A bona fide rock n'roll album

MM MAR 29

The Rolling Stones
ROLLING STONESRECORDS

somewhere? Belatedly, the
Stonesreveal that they putinsome

thing. Allyou've gotto doisbehonest. Honest to the people you're putting
outtoand honesttoyourself.”

Whataboutquality control? Yourlast LP, Undercover, was dull,itdidn’t
happenatall.

“No, itdidn't. It was pissed around as ifitwasa toy. Everviime
somebodywanted somethingtodoand they wanted to getaway from the
oldlady, theywentto the studio and pissed around with the tapes.

“Itwas the bestwe could doattime. It'savery hard record to ask me
questions about. Apartfromplayingonit, Thad verylittletodo with it 'cos
[wasn'tallowed in the country where itwasbeing mixed, but L had tolive
withit. Itwasn'tabrilliantalbum, whichever way youlookatit. The thing
is, when you're at that point of finishing it off, you're in the least position
to judge because you've beensittingon the fucking thing forabout ayear
and you're totally blown away.

“Therearelotsofdips, and everynowandagain there’sagreathigh
point. Likea Tattoo You [1981], taken out of the can, some of itover 10 years
old. That'swhat you getwithexperience—afew thingsleftin the fucking
atticyoucandrawonoccasionally. Some of it was outtakes from Goar's

Head Soup, thewinter of '71inJamaica. You
justtryand make the bestofwhat’s
available, itdoesn’tmatter whereit
comes from. IfThadn’t told youwhat

datethings were, nobodywould
knowanyway, right? Itdoesn’t
make anydifference, itdoesn't
worry Mozart.”

The Stones makerecords
deadslowly...

“The Stones move slowly, their
wonders to perform-but whatd'you

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

Afterall these years, the Stones have
suddenly learned how to play like
professionals. Sure, Charlie drops abeat
occasionally and there's the odd sloppy
guitar chord, but Dirty Work is one of their
most consistent sets of songs ever and, with
the possible exception of Tattoo You, has
the fullest, chunkiest sound.

Allthat stuff about the imminent demise
of Keith Richards looks rather quaintin
retrospect. The manis presumably made
ofindestructible bionic materials.
Whatever, the story goes that Dirty Work
was mostly his baby, and everything points
toaman with his head
screwed onand his grip
unimpaired. “Your love is
asweet addiction, [can't
clean you out of my veins,”
Jaggersingsinthe rugged
opener “One Hit (To The
Body)"."It's alife-long
addiction that has
damaged my brain." The
subtext here probably goes something like:
“Heroin screws other people up but not
us.” Allaround, gospelly girls moan and
Richards’ guitar pumps out bulldozer
chords. Theirony is exceedingly pointed.

Several of these performancesare
bewilderingly quick-witted for such abunch
of old gits. “Winning Ugly” slipstreams
alongbetween terse bursts of lead guitar
and blowsy vocal harmonies, with Jagger
really singing for achange (throughout, he
steers well clear of stupid West Indian
voices and the ludicrous ham accents he
preferswhenhe'sbored orallowed tobe
lazy). It's kind of AOR with teeth.

Bestof the bunchis the riveting “Back To
Zero",asteamy swamp-funk operation with
rhythm guitars twitching like garrotting
wire.|s that Bobby Womackinthere
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Pianos ring loud
and you can feel
the flesh on metal
guitar strings

hours with their Little Feat and Meters
records, presumably when they got sick of
the Vandellas and Sam Cooke.

It's only the lyrics that let them down,
very badly ona couple of occasions. “Fight”,
one of the album’s less interesting rockers,
is all about hitting people and blowing up
buildings, self-consciouslyignorant.

“Had It With You", another of the album's
lessinteresting rockers, begins “/love
you, dirty fucker” and ends “You're a
mean mis-treater, adirty, dirty rat scum.”
Perhaps a spot of misogyny-by-numbers
has become part of the Stones' formula. It's
bad enough doingitwhen
you'reayoungwastrel,
butit's sickening from
men over 40.

Deliberate ploy or not,
there's evidence of pacing
and planning here. The
disc moves throughits
rockers, shakes a limb with
“Harlem Shuffle”, doesa
Clash-typereggae numberin“Too Rude”,
and winds down finally with Keith's
elegant ballad “Sleep Tonight".
Co-producer Steve Lillywhite may
wellhave takenahand here.He's
also managed to give the Stones
aclear, powerful sound where
pianosringloud and clearand you
canfeel the flesh on metal guitar
strings. Neat tribute tolan
Stewartrightat the end, too.

Dirty Workis abonafide
rock'n'roll album, a difficult thing
to pull offin1986. It won't appeal
tothe soul-boys and the hip-
hoppers, of course, and for that
we should give thanks. It's one of
the Stones'albums you cankeep.
Adam Sweeting

yourfuckingbusiness whetherit'sslowor fast.

Getthe fuckout! Whatd'youmean, ‘dead slow’?

Did anybodymoan at Beethoven howlongit
took him towrite the ‘1812 Overture’'?”
If, at that point, I'd pedantically remarked to

Keith thatitwas, in fact, Tchaikovsky who wrote

the ‘1812 Overture’, I thinkhe'd havekilled me
onthespot.

“Maybe the more time you putintoit, the
betteritis, alright? C'mon. If lwant to work fast,
I'llwork fast, I'll work for Ford’s in Dagenham,
right? Work to the crack of the fucking whip.

That'swhyI'mamusician, Ican'tworklike that.
Ifvoudon'tlikeit, that’s mytoughshit. Youdon't

have to buyit. You'llgetit for free anyway, what
have you gottoworryabout?

“I'was makingrecords before youwere
fuckingborn!Itmakes me feel stupid and you,
right? Whatkind of organisationis it where you
canjustwhip thingsout? The Rolling Stones—
fastand quickand brilliant! Butit doesn't work
like that, son.”

expect? D'youwantamiracle, every fucking
day?Maybe asemi-miracle, right? We don'twork
dead slow, we work the way we work. It's none of




I'mnottryingto getup yournose.

“You 'ave.”

Sorry.

“Don’tbesorry. Thelast thingyoushould beis
sorry. Youshould be glad you gotup mynose;
not manydo. Butwhat 'm sayingis, so we work
slow, what's that got to dowithit? Iflwant to take
40yearstomakeafuckingrecord, I'll takeit, if
that'swhatit takes to makeagood record inmy
humble opinion then that's whatit'll take. You
can'tjustsay, ‘Let'sbungitonto two or four
tracks andlet’sgo, baby!™

Whynot?

“Ishould go to the garage again, right?”

Would thatbe suchabadidea?

“Andthenyou'llturnaroundandsay, ‘Oh,
nostalgia!’ Youcan'tdeny that'sthestate of the
fuckingart. It'samatter of realities. It's got
nothingtodowith theidealrock'n'roll heaven
where guys just popin. We do thatall the time:
I've got cassettes full ofit. I can make better
records on thatmachine (pointingat my
Walknian) than most people doin the fucking
topjointintown.”

Thenwhy not put them out?

“Because, darlin’, the record company would
tossitbackatme.”

Whataboutthat Springsteenrecord, Nebraska?

“Well, yougoto Nebraska and see how you
likeit. [like Bruce; he'sanice, good, fucking
journeyman, y'’know. Heain'tno brilliantartist.
I'veseen the fucking tops work, tops like Joe Tex,
Solomon Burke, James Brown, fucking Otis
Redding, Curtis Mayfield and The Impressions,
ChuckWillis, fucking Sam Cooke, Bobby
Womack-I'veseen the tops work, right?
Fucking Count Basie, knowwhatI mean? So
don'tgive me fucking Bruce Springsteen!

“He'sagoodboyand he’sholding the fortuntil
somethinggood comesalong. If there was
anythingbetteraround, he'd stillbe working the
barsof New Jersey. C'mon, there's better. Ifyou
look, there'sbetter. And he'd be the first to sayso.
I'dratherhave Sam Cooke than the Rolling
Stones, knowwhat I mean? Butin theabsence of
anythingbetter, Bruceisfillingagood gap.
Whatelse yougot?”

Ireckon thatkind of blows Keith's chances of
beinginvited to play on Jacko's next LP. But back
to the new Stones album, titled Too Rude...

“Thisone took 10 months. After twoyears off
theroad, notfuckingbad. We takeaslongaswe
want; we have thatluxury, we've worked for that
luxury. And the reason the restofthe bands can
do thatnowadaysis because we've worked for
thatluxury. Wesaid, ‘Fuck, we're not goingto
havesomeA&Rmanfrom Decca, we're gonna
lease out tracks sowe have artistic control.’

That'swhy you gotgood albums; that'swhyyou gotaload of slimy little kids
now fuckingaround. So don'tfuckinggive the old fucking cobblers tome.
“With thisalbumespecially, we tryand takeit ‘Yougotit’ or ‘Youain't

gotit’. Boom. Two takes. Everybodyelse thinksit’s

highly amusing. Youget Duran Duran come down for

aday, walkintoourfucking sessions and say, ‘What
areyoudoingin thatroomtogether?' It'scalled
playing music, man. That’s the only way we record,
yousnottylittle turd.

“Ilike to use whatever'savailable. There's no pointin
trying todrag things back; whatone has todoisdeal
withwhat'savailableand tryandbalanceitout. Very

difficult. Believe me, ifit was easyI'd have doneit.

“Thisisaband:Irecordafuckingband. AndItryand
make the best Rolling Stonesrecord [ can. And vou can

TheRollingStones
inLondonin1986:
(I-r) Bill Wyman,
Charlie Watts,
KeithRichards,
MickJaggerand
Ronnie Wood

“Itry and
malke the best
Stones record
[ can. Lump it

or leave it”

lumpitorleaveit, Idon'tgiveashit.[tryand turn

outagood fuckingdeal for every body-for the

band, formyself, everybodywalks away happy,

includingthe customers. Because there'sno

pointinplaying music toan emptyroom, right?

“We'reinaunique position to see if we can
make this thinggrowup. No one’s taken it

beyond thisstage. We know guysinotherrelated
fields, like Muddy Waters, and there's still Chuck

and Bo, and the Stones have got a possibility of,
maybe, iftheywantto, making this thing

matureasopposed to getwasted. That would be

afeatherinthe cap. Youdon'thaveto, y’know,
prancearoundandrunfive milesrounda

stadiuminapoofyfootballsuit to prove anything. There's no point
pretendingto be Peter Pan.”
Isn'tthatwhat Mick does?

“Maybe Mick'llgrow up! That's myidea, and I'm

sayingthatiftheywant to, they could. I'm notsaying

theywould be successfulatit; itis newground, an
interestingarearatherthanjustlike goingthrough
the fucking motions.

“Thereasonwe'restilltogetheris thatwe'restill here

—giveortakeoneortwo-andstill playing, andstill, |

think, havealotto offer. The onlyreason nobody’s got

to thispointinrock'nrollis that the audience have
never got there. I mean, you're onlyasoldasyour
audience, and we'llallgo to heaven together, but
knowwhatImean? Threesteps...” MatSnow
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AUGHTY,NAUGHTY.MUCH of
Nwhatwent ontonight was a question

of who was using who. It’s one thing
for SSSto screwthe system, entertaining us
mightily along the way - our guerrilla
accountants, as it were. It's quite another
whenwe'reropedinand our curiosity raped
tofeed the fantasy legend, dumb extrasin
their continuing saga of success.

I'malltoo prepared for SSSto bleed the
business dry,and I'm happy to participatein
the ensuing wake, but tonight the lights
stayed on for the TV cameras, the cleaners
cleared up around us, the SSS shock-horror
video show mysteriously stayed under wraps
(too expensive to stage apparently) and,
ironically, the atmosphere they hoped to hype
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The manufacture of a myth

suffered accordingly. We really felt we were
being used, our enthusiasm abusedinthe
name of history in the mock-making.

Not that we consider SSS the pinnacle of
altruism - they're not Robin Hoods or
anything remotely like that - but whenthe
audience feels duped, then the complicated
clause between subversion and exploitation is
being mismanaged. So, what did we get out of
tonight? We were herded into a hallowed
studio never before used asavenue and
expected to feel thankfulbecause,in12
months'time, we'llbe able to say in that
one-upman way: “Well, | never saw the Sex
Pistols, but | saw Sigue Sigue Sputnik.”

We gotinvolvedinthe manufacture of
amyth.

* ABBEY ROAD STUDIOS
— LONDON

. LIVE!

— DECEMBER 13, 1985 —

More than thatit’s still hard to say. We
wobbled about to that glorious T Rex riff,
cranked out with cruel cool by the beautifully
cartoon Neal X, possibly pop’s most perfect
creation - Billy Idol, Elvis, Sid 'n’ Nancy all
rock’n’rolledinto one. We saw Martin Degville
mince through his camp aggression, growling
like a pussycat at the punters who thought
they'd (re) discovered punk rock and hurled
plastic glasses at the edifice of false hair piled
highinto a synthetic peroxide porcupine.

We were tickled pink by Tony James' fencing
mask and laughed even louder when he
removed it toreveal agrinas bigas his bank
account. Oh,and we got confusion... The thugs
down the front obviously took all this business
seriously, chose toignore the cheesy grins and
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.- Gettingthe Abbey
habit: (I-r)Sigue
SigueSputnik’s
Neal X, Tony James
andRayMayhew,
Decemberi985

gotallworked up. Good for them. Meanwhile,
the celebs at the back who'd come to carp, left
grooving. Severin, for one, thought they were
fab;“The new Mud. | can see them at Batley
WorkingMen's Clubin six years’ time.”

ljust saw everything pop I'd ever nightmared
about paraded aroundinagorgeous panto
parody. Needless to say, “Shoot It Up” willbe
abig smasheroonie with its Glitter/Damned
terrace chorus,asemblance of atuneandline
about giving head - bound to be banned by
the Beeb. Perfect.

Needless also to say that their “Twist And
Shout” (just like Tony James' “Better Dead
Than Red" T-shirt, modelled for the benefit of
the TV execs who were investigating his
credentials to go on the box anti-Red Wedge)
was a piece of precise opportunism, at once
exorcising, celebrating and ridiculing the
ghosts of pop pastin one giggling gang-bang
of noise.

Naughty. Naughty. But Neat. Neat. Neat.
Steve Sutherland

There s
ananswer

MM Red Wedge
give a send-off to the
Greater London Couneil.

WANNA BEE anarcheeee... onlywe're 10
years on from snot and nihilism. Nowit's
snot and socialism, I wannabeea Red
Wedgeee. Thisain’trock'n'roll but lock,
stock and barrel necessity.

Alljoined to wave farewell to the GL.C -
Wedgies on stage, well-wishers in stalls,
and politicians (including Bernie Grant)
waiting in the wings. The Wedgies played
almost in reverse order ofimportance
(that's equity—of course), with Billy Bard
opening the festivities with “It Says Here”,
“Between The Wars” and other trusted
protest favourites, before yielding to the rap
attack of Lorna Gee and the Stax and soul
bric-a-brac of Weller and The Style Council.

Here they were, the club decried as Saatchi
&Saatchisocialism. They are. They should
be. Fight slogans with better slogans. Yet
the Wedgies’ pace and lineup often lacked
commercial timing, If Weller narrowly
failed to stirup astorminateacup, the
arrival of Junior putarsenicin the pot.

Junior'slame funk wrapped in lamé
extractsall therightingredients, but the
results were just too emasculated for the
hostile surrounds of the Odeon. His slot
moved fromkilling time to painfully
murderingitand leaving the corpse for the
buzzards, and only Mel
Gaynor (a Simple-
Minded drummer) and
Julie Roberts hauled the
limbs of “Come On Over
To My Place” into life. The
song’s gleeful response
epitomised the Wedgies'
dilemma. To make Red
Wedge excitingand
attractive, they must
always surprise—always
add new and unexpected faces to the well-
worn parade of stalwart profiles.

The one surprise duo to hit the boards
received astanding ovation without having
tosingasingle note: Ken Livingstone and
Ted Knight, the errant martyrs of
Thatcher's comedy of errors. The effect of
Ken’simpassioned oration resembled a
school panto. Ken says Mrs T - “Hiss.” The
Law Lords-“Boo.” The GLC-"“Hooray."
Aladdinand the Widow Twanky strode off

If Weller failed to
stir up astormina
teacup, the arrival

of Junior put
arsenic in the pot

BillyBragg:kicking
thingsoffwith
“trustedprotest
favourites”

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

—— MARCH2I —

tocries of “It’s
behind you!” and
kept the Red Flag
flying bright until
theslink and swagger
of DrRobertand his Blow
Monkeys stifled the breeze.
Tonight, youhad to have Bragg's patter,
Weller or Livingstone’s position, or
Somervilleand Julie Roberts’ voice to raise
the pulse rate past room temperature.
Jimmy'samazing falsetto was sharp
enough torattle the fillings at the back of
the mouth, as songs like the Brechtian
“Breadline Britain” hungstarkin the
wasteland. The truly wonderful “You Are
My World” paved the way for duets with
Sarah-Jane (withroles reversed -of course),
and the minority monopoly was complete
when Juniorreturned with the odd Animal
Nightlifer, Martin from the Maddy Boys and
Aladdin Livingstone on tambourine (he can
putitin his CVwhen the GLCis RIP).
Anacoustic Tom Robinson-the original
do-gooder doing badly- proved he was
still very glad to be grey, while Carl from
Madness was just glad to be there. He
tinkled the ivories, told the odd joke,
modelled anumbrella, and delighted the
crowd with his version
of vaudeville, which
showed you can even be
normal and bea Wedgee.
From Working Week's
“Sweet Nothing”, the
entire ensemble
returned for something
resembling “Many Rivers
To Cross”and an all-
inspiring “Move On Up".
Those who came to
watch their favourite pop star might well
have come away disappointed. Those who
came to draw succour from the evening
and rekindle their belief that there is an
answer to thevile Mrs T found solace and
strength in numbers. The appeal buckets
rattled, the politicians prattled as an
evening marred by rambling fledglings,
yetmarked by sudden bursts of great
achievement, came to a premature end.
Afitting way to bid farewell. Red Ted Mico

JIMSTEINFELD / GETTY
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n'treallyloseat
thissmugnessl've

inventedformyself”: |
JohnLydonin1986

g




JOHN LYDON

“I'm bad

NEWS,
boysand
wuri OF 11’18

single and an album
made with “damned
fine people”. Still

he can’t escape his L MARE}

"M HEREFOR purely
past’ and Mcl_aren, (( Icommercialgmnand

Lydon explained by way
Zeppelinareinhis = —B=inee
little extra bit counts.

L that's thewayitis,” John
Sid & Nancy, even Led . Ined
ofintroduction. “Not that
Ineed the money, but every
ByB"llB. “SUmEOHB i Hedoesn'tlike interviews much, generally
) regardingthe pressasapack of cretinous

he says, “Wi" he leeches, asking stupid questionsand

2 e squabbling over dropsof L_vdoq 'sla naem i.c .
gettlng a black eye. blood. Last time he came outofhiding, flitting
from his warm Los Angeles lairto the gnawing
Londonwinterinlate 83, he gave a press
conference atwhich, judging by published
reports thereof, he gave dullanswers to
boring questions.

Inhismemorybanks, he'sloggeditasa
victory,inevitably. Iwasn't there, sodon't
askme. “Itwas fun,” heinsists, inavoice
peppered with elongated vowelsand
preposterous over-emphatic consonants.

He hasn'tchanged much. He's 30 (28 if you
prefer the Standard's version, but I can't
imagine Lydon telling them the truth
aboutanything), hiscomplexionisstill

thatfamiliar pasty white, and hiseyes
often bore outatyoumalevolently.

With his carrotty hair twisted like pipe-
cleaners, his bodyslightand cramped,
heresemblesanalbino puppet,orsome »
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sortof Dickensian pickpocket. Heis, however, relaxed and easily amused
nowadays. Rather entertaining company, in fact, whenhe decides to talk.

“ltwas greattoseeall those wankers out there,” he continues, recalling
hisinfamous press conference, “whodidn’tdare to be sarky with me 'cos
the restwould then have pinned them to the ground. I let them geton
with theirownbattle and justwafted across the top ofit. I liked that. 1
thought Isuccessfullymade themlooklike the wankers theyare. That's
my opinion... andyou're fuming.”

Actually, I'mjustglad he’s talked for 45 seconds without me having to
chivvyhimonwithincreasinglylame questions. It'shard work
interrogatingamanwhose onlyobjectis not to tellyouanything.

Certain topicsgoad himintolife, luckily. His recentlegal victory against
thesslippery Malcolm McLaren clearly fills him with unbridled jubilation,
forinstance. Itappearsthe case has been brewingforyears. Lydon only
wenttocourt, as he tellsit, when he was sure he could win.

“T'he case has been festering foracons, hasn'tit? It's outrageous thatit
tookso long. Anybody gotalight? Butit's nice towin.” Helita cigarette and
emitted aknowingchuckle.

Nolove lostbetweenyouand the great man, then?

“There’s nothinggreatabouthim,” snarled Lydon. “Excepthe grated my
nerves,and that'saboutit.”

He seems to be doingalright for himself, though.

“Yeah, well hemanaged to outswindle himself, didn’the? Helost that
casewithclassicstyle.”

Revengeis sweet?

“Ididn’tfight this case for revenge.” Course not.
“I'foughtit because whatwas rightfully mine was
denied tome forsolong, and sojustice won out! But
itcostafortunein costs. It'sa 10-year case. It's
ludicrous. Hewouldn'tsettle. He thought T had no
case—asorry mistake. Mybarrister wanted me in the
witness boxand that'swhatwewere rushing forward
to, and that’swhen Malcolm backed down.”

Hisvoicedropped toaslow, deliberate smirk. “I'd be rather good there.”
He pondered fora moment, savouring theidea ofa flattened McLaren
(alsoresidentof LA these days, ironically. Hope they don’tgo to the same
supermarket.) “He looked awallyin courtin his knickerbockers.

Someone should have photographed that..."”

Lydon has subjected himselfto aseries ofbouts with the press, lest we
forget, because his fabuloussingle “Rise” is gettingalmostas much
airplayas AORstalwartslike Stingand Dire Straits. Lydonis amazed and
delighted, having spent solong banned from the airwaves because ofhis
Sex Pistols days. Certainty, “Rise”is a cutor 50 above the horrible “This1s
NotA Love Song”, Pil'slastsingle as faras anyone can remember.

Thenewsongis credited to Lydon and Bill Laswell, who also produced.
PiL, however, is just Lydon. He merely chooses additional people with
whom toworkin the studio.

“Pil.is technically me, officially me,” explained the act, “and anybody
workwith onmy songs. They are mysongs. He'sa producerand you have
to put theirnameon the thing. I didn'twantnonamesatall, Iwanteditto
be completelyblank becauseitreallyis one of those records where the
music'sjustso damned good. Can'tbe disputed. Except by Blitz" (who'd
runasneaky previewof the forthcoming PiLalbum). “Highly derogatory.
Someone willbe gettingablackeye, [ canassureyou. It's the same old
viciousnessreally, uncalled for. Really stupid and juvenile.”

One choked back a guffaw by swallowingalarge handkerchief. This from
the notorious oik Rotten who frightened old ladies and wassickinairports!

Everything'schanged. The album features drummer Ginger Baker,

formerly of Creamand the sort of chap the Pistols
wanted to kill off, as well as Tony Williams, another
drummerandamanofimpeccable muso pedigree.
Onguitarisacertain Steve Vai, described by Laswell
in The Wireasaman “maybe takingelectricguitar
intoawhole otherarea, and maybe past what people
evenexpect theelectricguitartobeabletodo™
“Damned fine people,” says Lydon, perhapsor

Lydonwithhiswife
NoraForster,a )
Germanpublishing }2

| heiressandmother
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JOHN LYDON

perhapsnotsarcastically. “Itcan be quite frightening working with
professionals.lliked it. There'safewAfricans floatingaround tooand
achapcalled Shankaronviolin and Sakamoto on keyboards. Notabad
team. That'slike winning 10-nil before you begin.”

Timeschange. Led Zepareback! Justcheck the Beastie Boys.
“Naaaaah,” said Lydoninapatheticimitation of his famous sneer.
“Nowhere nearas good. Orasbad. There were
elements to Led Zeppelin ['vealways liked. I've
alwaysliked theirdrumsound.” Didn'tweall?
“Theywerealways good ondynamics, songs
like ‘Kashmir'”

Don’tberidiculous. Let'smove on to
personal weaknesses.

“I'mnotgoingto tell vouabout them.”

Yesyouare.

“Vanity. Let'sfaceit, lamone ofthe world’s
vainesthumanbeings, andIloveit.”

Lazinesstoo, perhaps?

“Naaah, everybody says thatand it couldn't
possiblybe true. Iwork bloodyhard when|
work. Andworkvery well too. There it goes
again, thevanity.

“Notasoftenas most people, because I don't feel the need torush into
things.Idon'tlike to do anythingunless I'm completely sure aboutit. This
albumtookabout twoyearstowrite, I spentalotof time onit, and getting
the people together thatl thoughtwould do the best job and the cheapest,
Moneywasabitofa problem.”

Basically, Lydon would prefer to do nothingalmostall the time. He
loathes the music business, hates New York (“one bigstinking traffic
jam”), despisesvideo (“the Polaroids of the film industry”) and thinks
mostknown popstars areworthless dickheads. Consequently, he finds
propertyspeculationintriguing.

“Ifindrealestate quitean interesting hobby. I like buying and selling
foroutrageously extravagant prices. It'sa good way
ofearning money by doing nothingatall. My old
houseinLondon, [ gotit for £14,000.It's nowworth
£120,000. Outrageous. Amazing. It looks like four
dirty greywalls tome, but Iwon'tsayno to theloot.
Noqualmsatallaboutsellingitat that price. What
abargain!”

Meanwhile, whatof his former Pil.cohorts, Keith
LeveneandJeanette?

“I'venoidea.”

Don'tcare?

“No, notatall. They're notdoinganything,
obviously.”

Didyoufeelyouwerejustcarryingthem?

“I'vehadalotofdead weightaround me over the
years, yeah. Driftwood. Funny that, yes... now]
come to think ofit, mostof the people I've worked
withhave done nothingsince. I've destroyed their
lives." Helapsedinto alongwheezing chuckle. “I'm
bad news, boysand girls.”

Presumably nobodyasked you to do Live Aid?
Lydonlookedappalled. “No, and quite rightly so
andall 'cos theanswerwould be no, most definitely.

Whatano-hope project thatis.”

Why?

“Ohcomeon. There'sacivilwargoing on there,
Don'tyouthinkit'saslightly condescending
attitudeto completely ignore that majorfact? ‘Oh,
let’sfeed the millions.' They’re at bloody warwith
oneanother, for God's sake. They're more than
likelytoshootya. You can'tinterfere with thingslike
that, it'svery dangerous.

“Becauseit’s politically motivated, ithas to be.
Someone’sbehindit, it'snot Geldof. He's justa
figurehead. And he’s going to have to account for
anawfullotoflostmoney, and we all knowit’s going
to happen-we'veallseen Bangla-fucking-desh,
haven'twe? All the goodwillin the world doesn't
amountto fuckallifit’s not properly directed. What
those people need is education, irrigation. Nota

“Real estate
1s a good way
of earning
money by
doing nothing”

‘ hamsandwich. So everyone will geta ham sandwich forone day. That's
aboutitreally, isn'tit?”
LiveAid are providing educationand irrigation, aren’t they?
“Theymightbe doing that now, but they weren'tearlier on. I remember
David ByrnesayingsimilarthingstowhatI'msaying. Butthere are
organisations alreadysetup to do thatkind of thing, like Oxfam, et-ceter-
ah. To completelyignore themand set up your
own gang makes me well suspicious.”

Asanafterthought, headded, “Whydon't
theymove? Nothinggrows there, doesit?”

AndSunCity?

“Thatsoundslike aload of foolishness to me.
Justdon'tplay there, simple, but you don'thave
togoandshoutand screamand rave aboutit
and putoutarecordandgo, ‘Oooh, look how
cleverlam, Ireallycare. [t'sdaft. Where's the
moneygoing?”

Enough ofthat, then. You mayrecall that
Lydonappearedinafilmcalled Order Of Death,
with Harvey Keitel, once uponatime. It was
lousy, and he didn’tenjoy itvery much. He
hasn’tdone anyactingsince, butwould if

someone offered hima decentscript.

“Harvey'sabitbrutal. He takes this method acting well too seriously.

Thosewererealscenes. I'vestill got the bruises to showit. [t wasn't that
| difficult, though. Istayed blind drunk most of the time, which helped.
[twasalousyscript, impossible to follow orunderstand. Made very
little sense.

“Theyruineditin Americaat the premiere; they showed the end first
anditwasreviewed assuch, terrible. It bombed really badly because of
that.Itwas nevermade to be abigseller; itwas done onavery low budget
fornexttonothing, apartfrom Harvey's wages of course,

“Mostofthescenes, [didn'thave the slightestidea what was happening.
Iwascompletely clueless because Harveywould be thererewriting the
scenesatnightandI'dcomein the nextmorning, soit was pointless
tryingtolearndialogue andTjustwentalongwith the flow. For that 1 did
quitewell, Ithought. Doesn'tlooklike I'm totally confused.”

Ordoesit? Lydon, wholikes to take everything to the edge and s usually
bluffingwildly, says heintendstoundertakeaspot ofleisurelytouringto
promote hisnewalbum, whichisilluminatingly entitled Album. In'83, he
cameoverwithaHoliday Innband in penguinsuits, who were scared to
deathattheyelling, gobbing mobs who greeted them each night. This time
hemightjustuse pick-upbandsinwhichever countryhe finds himself.

Doeshenotfinditastonishingthat people still pay to see himafter the
dismalperformanceshe's turned inover the years? Because he's just
taking the punters foraride, afterall.

“No, I offerawellentertainingshow,” he chortled.

Youbelieve that, doyou?
‘ “YesIdo.Ican'treallyloseat thissmugnessI've invented for myself,
Mustbeinfuriatingforallyoujournalist chaps out there.”

Won'teveryone turnround one day andsay, “Sodit, he’s gone too far
thistime"?

“No.I'm thoroughlyamazed by people’sstupidity. Iike to push things
totheirabsolutelimit, butI'm not doing that when I make records or
performances. Butldolike to play with the interviews. I suppose even
thoughI'mutterly bland, that’s shockingin itself.”

Theonlything thatseems to prickhim out ofhis mocking cynicism s
the thoughtofAlex Cox's forthcoming movie about Sid Vicious and
Nancy, LoveKills. “Athoroughly disgusting thing to do,” fumes Lydon,
thoughit’snotclear whether he'saffronted more by the idea of Cox
makingacomedy of Sid'slife orby the fact that someone will portray
Rottenin the film.

“Without me being consulted, that’s quite appalling bad business on his
part,veryrude.I'mstillalive, boy. He just might get some serious legal
action.I'llhave to consider that. Bloody rude. | don'tforget things like that
very easily.”

Forthe meantime, however, we can savour the prospect of Lydon on
sillyold TOTP (heinsists hewon'tdoiit) and wrap an earround his heavy-
metallishnewalbum, alsoavailable on compact disc for those of you with
more money than sense.

And finally, John, whatwillyoube when...

“I'm64?Arightrancid moany old git.”

John Lydon, thisis yourlife. Adam Sweeting o
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Serious

Enter the world of the VIOLENT FEMMES
~— ironic, oddball, and making a lot of
converts to their ersatz Southern gothic.
“What we try and do is just play music
that we like, and we don’t take it upon
ourselves to be leaders in any vanguard
of something,” says their drummer.

— MELODY MAKER MARCH1—

ND SO THE Lord saw fit to deliver three

Milwaukeean flukes, misfits toaman, safely

from Australia tojollyupaclubor twoin this

Godforsakenland and face anamiable inquisition

concerning, among other things, their Oedipal

overdrive. So, how come their eclectic cut-the-crap
clatter, their jaunty, wide-eyed confessionals, theirblack and blue corn
comedies invariably tantalise us toward memories (or promises,
depending onyour teen perspective) of snoggingand suicide? And how
come every time the elfin, bespectacled Gordon Gano declares he’s got
“Faith”, I recall RayMilland in The Man With The X-Ray Eyes, clawing
out hiswretched, overambitious orbsinadesert evangelists’ tentat the
ranting behest of aninflammatory Bible thumper? And, again, how
come these countrydeath songs are so tweeyetso disturbing, baptised
in tradition yet somehow heretic, mocking their mentors?

“Ah, Ithink thisband is probably one of themostironicbands
around,” explains Gano, singer andsongwriteroftheViolent
Femmes. “Ireallyenjoyed an English
write-up ofoneof ourshows which
saiditwastoobad thatwewere
doingsomethingthatwasmusically,
lyricallyand show-wiseworthwhile,
butatthesametime, wewere making
suchfools of ourselvesbecause we
were toostupid torealisewhatwas
goingon. »
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“That’sthe thingabout thisband -in the songs, in
the whole performance of them, there'sall different
levels of total contradiction goingonat the same
moment, where we are serious and as far from being
seriousas possible. It'simportantand also far away
frombeingimportant.”

Thus, the Violent Femmes, too contradictory,
perhaps too confusing, for most pop palates. Or,
again perhaps, confused rather than confusing?

“No. Too many people, notonly musicians nowadays, but politicians,
actors, painters, what have you, tend to take themselves so utterly
seriously. [find thatreallyboring.” Thisis the preppy, straight-to-the-
point-of-sinisterstand-up drummer Victor DeLorenzo speaking.

“People’s feelings now tend to run towards pessimism, so I think, in not
taking ourselvesseriouslyand trying tolive within the momentofwhat'’s
happeningonstage, theirony comes acrossasacommentonsomething
rather thanjustagimmick, whichiswhatalotofpeople useitas.

“Peopleshould beaware that, ineverydaylife, there'sallkinds of
dichotomiesineveryindividual, sowhynotafford thatkind of
opportunitytoawriter?”

HATTHE FEMMES entertain us withisanorganic

migration from tradition to anti-tradition, irony avoiding

cynicism, irony-working-on-irony. Most crucially and
comically ofall, theyrefuse to confront. They're notabout to embark
ona crash course of rebel rock poses to polarise their attitudes into any
familiar guerrilla stance. The Violent Femmes, sweet boys that they

CHILDREN OF THE REVOLUTION

Whichisnottosay they're dumb ordubious (though
thelatteris often possible). No, they're aware of their
contextsalright; they're aware of theirreputation
within the scheme of things; they're only too aware
ofwhat's expected of them, and notonly will they

cal not playalongbut, sin of sins, they won't make a big
o hoo-haabout notdoingso. Theywon’teven be anti-

rebel rebels to satiate our desire for category.

So,dotheymeanall this God stuffordon’ they? [ guess that’s the thrill.
Andtheskill? The instinctive enthusiasts’ discernment betweenirony
and cynicism-the formeraffectionate, positive and involved; the latter
bitter, destructive and detached.

“Exactly,” agrees this pleasant Victor. “You have to deal with the
problemsrather than commentingon them.”

So,again, how come we can’taccept hillbillies exceptonakitschlevel?
Howcome we have to pretend there's parody being broughtinto play?

“Dunno?” Thevoiceislouder than therest, issuing fromwhatshould be
ahippybylooksbutisn't. Thisthornin pop'ssideis called, currently,
BrianRitchieand he spoutsand plays guitars.

“We have anaffection for the music and for the audience. Onceaband
startsto think that they're smarter than their audience, that'swhen they
lose the ability to create music that communicates.”

“Ithinkwe've cultivated our own uniqueness inaway that people feel
we moreorless represent the truth that we feel, not the truth of the
recordingindustry, which, right now, is thatvou have to have amassive
drumsoundand tryandsinglike Bryan Ferry. It's much easier being self-
indulgent than tryingto please everybody. What

are, won't play ball.

In the cosy, subversive tradition ofall things pop, the assumption,
say, thatany mention of family or churchmustbe tonguein cheek and
daggersdrawnisimplicitly denied by the Femmes'refusal toallay our
confusion. They don'tgive us the benefit of cheap clench-fisted posturing
alaTheAlarm;theysimply don’tleton becauseit’snot their concern.

wetryanddoisjust play music thatwelike,
andwedon'ttakeituponourselvestobe
leadersinanyvanguardof something.”
ButVictor, what seems sosimple and
natural toyouseems extraordinarily

| weirdtous.

Whooping melodrama ™

1] HATDO YOU think we are-
professionals or something?”

No, but there are those who think
that violence is golden, and that the Femmes
have rusted. But not tonight.

Two-and-a-half hours after the initial blast
of “Country Death Song”, the Femmes’
polished, if unkempt, freight train of mania
was still on the tracks, stampeding over the
sleepers, and colliding with the drunken
throng. The band that made Milwaukee
famous produce the perfect drunk set. They
start with aflourish of excitement, flounder
half-way,and end up slumped overabarin
alcoholic oblivion. As The Femmes leapt into
the rafters, the audience hit the roof. As the
Femmes spent halfan hour of straight gospel
bleeding for Jesus, the audience opened
their veins. Asthe Femmesargued withone
another about which song to play, the
audience gotanotherroundin.

Although the wordis out that the gleesome
threesome are changing for the worse,
Gordon Gano's stare remainedfixed, his eyes
double-glazed, the wrinkle on his brow
spelling Out To Lunch. Itis Gane's chilling
lyrics and gnashing and grinding tonsils that
still give the trio of misfits their bite -one part
melody, three parts whooping melodrama.

There are those who believe the Femmes
have amonopoly onsardonicirony. Butnot
tonight. Throughout the sing-along-a-Jesus
ballads it wasimpossible to tell irony from an
ironing board - their humouris just too black
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toseeinthedark. “Children Of The
Revolution” was dispatched with gusto and
reverence, just as “Black Girls” was delivered
complete with drum solo, but without the bat
of aneye, the tongue inacheek. The Femmes
arein-between daze:unconventional yet
conformist, with one footin the funny farm
and the other entrenchedin the Whitehouse
lawn. Three steps from heaven, and a short
stumble to the bar.

From“Special”to “NoKilling", the Femmes’
fat, shapely, though sharply focused barrage
of rock'n’brawl became a pogoist's nirvana...
until “Good Friend" (the borrowed) was
unleashed and Lou Reed jumped out of the
closet wearing nought but
hisunderwear. The ballad
coupled New York
underground tragedy with
ahungoverremorse that
gently drifted into snippets
of seedy Reed's “Sweet
Jane”. It may havebeena
parody. It may have beenan
apology. It was no excuse.

Yet the bible belters
wouldn'tbeltup, instead
issuing sermons camouflaged with guitar
resonance and bolstered with a cavalry
charge of bass and drums. Chaos and chorus
danced cheek to cheek through “Gone
Daddy Gone" until both tripped over “Blister
In The Sun”.Suddenly and quite effortlessly,
the trio sidled into “Whiter Shade Of Pale”

The Femmes’ fat,
shapely barrage
of rock’n’brawl
hecame a
pogoist’s nirvana

MEAN FIDDLER,
HARLESDEN,
—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

—— FEBRUARY ——

only to find their instruments fizzled before

the climax - too much drink!

“That was the firsttime infive years we've
missed acue,” explained Gano. After five
minutes of recrimination, the band launched
(or rather lurched)into tatters of Ramones
and ascrapbook history of British music

| from "Satisfaction” to “Daydream Believer™.
It might have been anightmare, but not
tonight. It wasjustasymptom of the
Femmes' retreat fromareality they once
had such avice-like grip around.

“We think thisis a pub gignot areal gig.”
The crowd were notreal people, “Purple

‘ Haze" wasn't real Jimi, only the confusion
wasreal enough.

“I think we're trippinginto
masturbation here...” by
which time the ale-
drenched were already
head over heelsinlove.
Some people might callthe
group wankers, butthe truth
isthey'rejusttoousedto
playing with themselves.
Sometime after the cartoon
cabaret collapsed, “Blister

In The Sun” resurfaced. By this time night had

become morning, and nothing made sense -

exceptanother Pils.

The Violent Femmes are certainly
changing: aband that was once on the
warpath are now completely off the

" reservation. TedMico




“Sowhat's so bad about that? From the two
reviews we've had of The Blind Leading The
Naked [the new Femmes album], itseems that
thewritersare expecting orwantingsomething
weirder—that'sinteresting. Theyonlylabelus
weird because they don't knowhow tolabel us,
and thatseems the mostreadilyavailable tagto
puton the thing-here's this weirdo band from
Milwaukee who play gospel music and then
singabout fucking.

“We don'tmind,” Victor smirks. “With that
title, we can goany direction we want, we don't
have to marryany certainkind of thing.”

ButI'd be happier hearing their festering
version of Bolan's “Children Of The Revolution”
on The Breakfast Showalongside Duran Duran
than tucked awaywith Captain Beefheart
around midnighton Peel.

The hippy-who-isn'tlaughs: “Ithinkwe'd
ratherbe with Captain Beefheartthan Duran
Duran, actually.”

Evidently, and yveteven these Femmes, intent
onmaintaining freedom with utmostintegrity,
have been forced to take compromise into their
scheme of things. Whereas their firstalbum was
ahigh-school nightmare of psychoticskiffle
and hi-jinks dorm depressionand theirsecond,
Hallowed Ground, waslocated in the eerie
claustrophobiaandincest ofthe Appalachians
of Deliverance, The Blind Leading The Naked |
stalksitsobsessions through the more familiar terrain of clubland R'n'B.

Apparently Slash, the Femmes’ American company, wereso dismayed
bywhat they considered the perverse twist of Hallowed Ground that, at
one point, they wererefusing to releaseit. The Blind Leading The Naked
encountered no suchresistance, produced asitwas, inamore orthodox
manner, by Talking Head Jerry Harrison.

I'dhave thought thatwas thelast thing they needed, being hitched to
the coat-tails of the world's most acceptable oddball band.

“Well, wewere extremely paranoid,” admits Ritchie. “We made alist
ofabout 20 possible producers and Jerrywas one of the only ones we
definitelydidn’twant.”

Buthelived in Milwaukee, and when they met he was moreamenable
thanexpected.

“Jerrywas fantastic,” continues Ritchie, “because he was able to go with
anyideawe cameup with andalso show us ways toimprove that had
neveroccurred tous. The guyisaHarvard graduate, afterall.”

“Sometimes hegotalittle excitable,” Ganogrins. “Like when he's taking
sipsouttathistinylittle bottleand I take alook and it says ‘For External
Use Only'onthelabel.”

“Butyoucan’thelploveaguywhoshaveshislegs,” says Victor.

“Well, maybe youcan't!”

Gano’scackling,

Asidefrom the extracurricularentertainments, Harrison also played
on...The Nakedand helped attract passingluminaries like Fred Frithand
LeoKottke, snaringthemintostudio jams, adangerous pastime the
Femmeshavealwaysemployed to keep theirstuffon the edge.

“D'youknowhowwe cangetin touch with Rick Wakeman? Victor asks
afterinterrogation time.

[tellhimtoleaveitout, Wakeman'sawanker.

Victor's obviously taken aback: “What? He played on a Bowie record! We
wanthimto playwithus. Is he unfashionable or something?”

Somewhat.

“Why?”

Well, apartfrom Yes and The Myths And Legends Of King Arthurand |
Journey To The Centre Of The Earth, he's reputed to have threatened to
leave A&M if they signed the Sex Pistols.

“Hey!" Victory grins. “He sounds justour man!”

Charyorchildlike? Twonder.

Certainly, I'm prepared to go along with the Femmes' argument that
...The Naked is conventional because they don't feel they need to be
unconventionaljust to satisfyourappraisal of theirrock’n'roll, butit's
abitofaPicassosituation-there’s thisscribble, seemingly calculated to
the preciseline, and yeta four-year-old could do it unconsciously.

o

“Theresall
different
levels of total
contradiction
going on”

VIOLENT FEMMES

i Where do the Femmes fit?

“We're self-conscious and aware of what
we're doing, butthe innocence comes in not
imposing limitations upon ourselves. A child is

. the mostinnocent thing—that'swhyachild will
walkoutin thestreetorfall down thestairs.
We'rewillingto do thosekind of things-not
thatwedon'tknowwhatwe're doing, it's just
thatwe're notafraid todoit.”

GanosmilesatRitchie'ssuave conceit.

“Childlike, minimalistic-itdoesn't make any
sensetometothinkinthose terms.”

Gano's chuffed and chuckling. In Australia,
he'dbeen told by afan hislyrics were brilliant
because theydidn't make any sense. Another
had assumed everyword poured forthfroma

soul tortured by precisely the same hang-upsas
the poorstudentsuffered himself.

“Generally, I think of songsashavingalife of
theirown, andifsomebody comesup tomeand
asks, ‘Whatdoes thissongmean?’, lalways
wannaknowwhat they thinkitmeans.

“Sometimes they mighttellme something
Imightnothave thoughtofbefore, but I still
think that's valid. We'lldoa showand
somebody’llsay, ‘Idon'tunderstand. Youdo
agospel songand itseemslike youmean it
and then you saysome things that sound anti-
Reagan. How does this go together? Which s
beingserious and whichisbeingironic?'”
“AsifReaganisthevoiceof God!"” howlsRitchie.

“Ohwow! WOW!"

\
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June1986:
posingfora
portraitin

Minneapolis,
Minnesota

K, ACCEPTING VIOLENT Femmes songs as mirrors to our own

prejudices still doesn’taccount for their precarious balance,

wobbling between opinion and observation. Their stuff’s so
simple and yetsolive, as if Gano employs cliche solely to attack the
songs themselves. This religious business, for example. ..

“OK,itsinterestingyoubringthatup, becauseas faras mysongwriting
goes, that’stheleastironicaspect. English journalists—1've nevermeta
breedso thoroughly convinced that the religious songs, the songs gospel
innature, are just total sarcasm. They almost congratulate me, thinking
how niftyI'vebeen, butthey're wrong. It comes from the heart.,”

Andsex?Ifyoursexsongs come from your heart, you must be well
frustrated.

“Well, itwould probably be bad for my reputation if wasn't to go along
with that, I've had myshare of that, yeah, butalot of people do. For the sex
songs, Ilistentoalotof Princerecordsand that gets me into the vibe.”

Idon'tbelieve him.

“No, really, Idon’t think thatasong, tobe honest, to have impact, to
be emotionallysincere, hastobeapage torn outofa diary. Andyvet,
sometimes, 'm brought toremember how much of my songsare things
inmylife.”

Gano'sbeginning tosound like Sir Andrew Eldritch, so [ guess thisis
asgoodatimeasany to plungeinto the heart of (what's) the matter (2).
Femmessongsare confrontational not through theirstance but because
they'reundecided. Femmes'songsare self-flagellation, forged in the
moment, hence theiremotional swings.

“Twritelike that. Idon'twalkaroundall day thinkingaboutsomething,
thensitdownandwrite what I've already thought out. My creative
processisveryunpremeditated.”

Isthatwhy there’ssomuch guiltand paranoia in your songs, because
vou'restealingroyalties fromadevil sitting on yourshoulder?

“Good point,” yells Ritchie. “Youshould donate the publishing to some
mystical foundation, the Theosophists orsomethinglike that.”

“Look, ifsomebody’s gotareason to be paranoid, do youstill call them
paranoid? [fsomebody’s paranoid because they think everybody's out to
getthem, whatifeverybodyis out to getthat person?Is that paranoia?

“Look, I gottago now, I gottaletsome of these fearsslip, | gotta focus
again.No, [don'treally think of myselfasa paranoid person; fearful but
not paranoid.”

AndwiththatIcommend Gano's songs to your neuroses and his soul to
StPeter. Amen. SteveSutherland ®

2
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Hostile dispute

NME APR 5

IDAND NANCY: Love Kills, Alex Cox’s

feature film on thelife and death of Sid

Vicious, has apparently entered a new
phase of controversy. According to those
proverbial “sources close to the film”, Cox,
whodirected lastyear’s cult film Repo Man, is
involved ina public and increasingly hostile
dispute with John Lydon, who has never
disguised his hatred for the Sid film.

The tension between Coxand Lydon increased
recentlywhen thelegal rights to the Sex Pistols’
back catalogue passed from Malcolm McLarento
the ex-members of the group. The court decision
effectively gave Lydonamuch more forceful say
in how the music could be used, and therefore
what measures could be takenagainst Cox's film.

Immediately, rumourscirculated thatkey
scenes showing the Pistols performing “Anarchy
InThe UK" on the notorious Thames boat trip
might have to be removed. Butapparentlyall
rights were legally sealed before Lydon could
objectand attention has now turned to England’s
Glory, ahalf-hour promotionalshorton the
makingof Sid And Nancy.

Allegedly, owing to an oversight, musical
clearance had notbeen extended to cover
the short film, and Lydon may now have
the ammunition he needs. England'’s Glory,
ahumorous and outrageous parody of the
conventional promo film, ishosted by
actor David Hayman, asacoke-snorting
Glaswegianterroristenroute to
Nicaragua. Itisquite unlike the normal
sycophantic films that generally
accompany major features, and director
Alex Coxand Malcolm McLarenare the

major targets forits cynicism. Lydon may
wellbeonafool’serrand, tryingtosilencea
film thatsatirises the manheloves to hate.

DIRECTOR
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“Youcan'tarrest
me,|'marockstar”:

GaryOldmanand
ChloeWebbinAlex
. Cox'sSid&Nancy
> 1
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JelloBiafra: =

1986

tofight
APRIL— JUNE ot
J =¥ [ ]
SigueSigue Sputnik’s

TonyJames(left)and
MartinDegvilleatthe
Royal AlbertHallon
October13,1986

MM JUNE 21 Dead Kennedys LP
contains a controversial insert.
D EAD KENNEDYS VOCALIST Jello

Biafrafacesayearinprisonifheis
found guilty of obscenity charges
i - being brought againsthim. Biafra and his

] ‘ ] ‘ I 99 label Alternative Tentacles Records are

being taken to court by the parents ofa il
17-year-old girl in Los Angeles who
bought theirlatest album, Frankenchrist.
IGUE SIGUE SPUTNIK score another
first this week with the announcement

Thealbum containsafree poster,
“PenisLandscape” by Swissartist HR

that they are to sell advertising space
ontheirdebutalbum.

Giger,whodesigned filmsets for Alienand |
Poltergeist]and1l. Gigeralso designed ‘
recordsleeves forDebbie Harryand ELP [ |

The album, Flaunt It, will feature eight
commercials spliced between the music. The
Sputniksintend to recoup the cost of making

(Brain Salad Surgery).
Biafrasaysthe charge of “distributing
theirrecords with advertising revenue. They
have already approached companiesin

harmful mattertominors” is the direct f l _
resultof “anational power playfrom

Europe, the USA and Japan, and are currently

considering eight ads per territory.

America’s religious right-wingers against
Tony James - who was still sworn to secrecy

rockbandsand theirmusicthatdatesto
about the album when the Makertracked him

theMcCarthyera.”
Hehasvowed to “fight the casetoothand
downin Ibiza - said that this new approach to
record marketing was adirect result of the

|
i
i
1
| |
nail” whenitcomesto courton]july3. ‘ l
i
1
group'sinterestinall forms of technology.

The Sputniks will only accept adverts for
productsthat they themselves would use.
They believe the idea will “drastically change
therecordindustry”.

Advertisersinclude fashion magazine
i-D, cellular radio specialists ECT Cellular,
acomputer games company,and EMI
Records, who are currently working on
their own advert.

The group are expecting other bandsto
follow their leadin “revolutionising record
marketing” and believe this will cause
record prices to drop.

Sigue Sigue Sputnikembark onafull-scale
tour, already announced, on July 3 at
Southampton. The albumis due outin July.

The Dead Kennedys are being supported
by FrankZappaand his organisation for
theabolition of censorshipinrockmusicin
the case, which hasreceived national TV
and newspaper coverage in America.

The Smiths’ |
bassist quits |
NME APR 19

. ULLSTEIN BILD, INDEPENDENT NEWS AND MEDIA / GETTY (3)

PETER STILI

"A lot worse than we thought”

NME APR 5

HANEMACGOWAN, LEAD singer of The Pogues, was rushed to hospital last Friday

night following a serious road accident. MacGowan was hit by a taxi cab as he was about

to getinto a car in Westbourne Grove, thrown into the airand leftunconscious on the
pavement. In hospital, he was found to have multiple injuries, including a fractured arm,
facial cuts requiring stitches and severe damage to ligaments in one leg. Following an
operation on Sunday, hisarmand legare now in plaster, and it is expected he will be in hospital

release their new LP The Queens

for atleast another week.

The Pogues-ridinghigh afteratriumphant
Americantourand therecent “Poguetry In Motion”

beentoarestaurantwith director Alex Cox, who
had previously made the acclaimed “A Pair Of
Brown Eyes” video, and as the two were heading
homeafter the meal, theaccidentoccurred.
Accordingtoaspokesman for Stiff Records,
MacGowan “isalotworse thanweinitially thought
and could belaid up forquitealong time. He'llbein
hospital forawhile, then in plaster for 10 weeks, and
afterthatthere'll be physiotherapy to tryand repair

Dead, bass player Andy Rourke has left
the group. His replacement is Craig Gannon,
one-time member of Aztec Cameraandawell-

MacG . 5 - sila . .
a;:ir:fwam hit-had justfinished recording abatch of songs for known session musician. Neither The Smiths
blackeyes? the forthcoming Sid & Nancyfilm. MacGowan had nor Rourke would make any comment on the

split, which had been rumoured for some time.
Meanwhile, the group release anew single,
“Bigmouth Strikes Again” (Rough Trade), on
May16. The B-side is a Marrinstrumental
called “Money
Changes
Everything”
andthe12-inch
alsoincludes

thedamagedknee.” another original,
The Pogueshavebeen forced to cancel their “Unloveable”.
forthcoming tours of Germany and France, where On20May, The

ticketdemand hasbeensuch that the French dates
have been sold out forweeks.

Smiths play the
Whistle Test live.

i

{

| i

JUSTWEEKSBEFORETheSmiths | :
|4

SVAITT I



| JOEY: It was the birth of punk rock, our

DEE DEE: We were happening then. We
useta come over here and play, and then
we'd go back and play CBGB's. We played
there a lotta times, hundreds of times. It
was great playing there, being darling of
the underground. In fact, we're the scene
now. We play Madison Square Garden quite
regular, and The Meadowlands, Giants
Stadium, Nassau Coliseum...

first album came out, we came over here
and kicked off the whole punk movement,
basically. Kids came to our soundcheck

at Dingwalls and told us that hearing
“Blitzkrieg Bop" was sort of a call to arms
for them to form their own band.

Designer jeans

JOEY: Gloria Vanderbilt, Fiorucci. They look
good on girls.

DEE DEE: | only wear Levi's, the punk-rock
jeans. | wear straight-leg Levi's with a button-
fly. Those designer jeans, the young girls like
to see the bulge in your pants.

The Beastie Boys

JOEY: | dunno. What about 'em? They're
nice guys.

DEE DEE: They got a white funk sound.
They're good. They know Madonna.

‘ Forest Hills, New York

DEE DEE: A lovely place if you're Jewish,
and | am Jewish. I'd like to say “Oy gevalt” to
all my friend in the Yeshiva temple.

| JOEY: They're alright.

Joey(left):
“sweatermeat”
DeeDee:"I'll

> | flapmymeat”

N/ |

love to take a Russian girl home and let her
see my 10-inch erection.

JOEY: After | saw that Elton John video,

| made up my mind | have to go.

Crewcuts |
DEE DEE: Good when you're in the army,

and you listen to country & western. | useta
have a flat-top in '67, when all the hippies

were around. |

Deborah Harry

DEE DEE: She’s a little old now, and she
doesn't look too good, but she’d do. She's

a nice piece of ass.

JOEY: What can you say about her?
Videodrome. That lets me off the hook.

DEE DEE: If you want to see something nice,

The State Of Pop

JOEY: Sad. Pathetic.

The Rock & Roll Hall Of Fame

JOEY: It's a great idea. | think it's gonna
be in Cleveland, because there’s nothing
else there. They're gonna have some kind
of shrine. They don't even have Swingos
[rock'n'roll hotel] in Cleveland any more.
DEE DEE: If there are any groupies in
Cleveland, don't tell me. I'll unbutton my fly
and start flapping my meat. I'm gonna do
it. I'll flap my meat.

Colonel Gadaffi

DEE DEE: Reagan's a good

Amphetamines

JOEY: Speedy. |
DEE DEE: | think all drugs are really bad

for people. Kids shouldn’t take those damn
things, especially in England. We useta take
them, but we don’t any more.

Tommy And Marky

DEE DEE: Mark is well now. He cracked up.

He went on the welcome wagon, constantly |
welcoming people. Like, people would move
into town, and he would go, “Welcome."

He stopped getting on the welcome
wagon, and he went on the wagon,
and now he just welcomes British

look at Deborah Harry in her panties and bra.

JOEY: | don't like Forest Hills. My mom lives
in a welfare centre down on Hudson Street.
DEE DEE: My mother begs for quarters and
shows her ass to people.

Moscow

DEE DEE: I'd love to go there and go to
the ballet. I'm gonna go over with my own !
money, and go to Leningrad. | love the
Russians - they're so like Americans, it's all
greed, greed, greed and take, take, take. I'd

shakes it at people.

“won

endina‘y”

Glamour

meat
| does, | do.

. people, who go and welcome
him, and he pulls his dick out and

JOEY: | like Marky. Both names

JOEY: Sweater meat.
DEE DEE: If Joey said “sweater
/"I do too. Whatever he

guy, but Joey knows more
about Gadaffi.
JOEY: He's gotta be
snuffed out.

Immaturity
JOEY: Beating off.
DEE DEE: Flapping your
meat. Wang-tang-poop-
dang. Shitting on the floor,
that's immaturity.

DebbieHarry:
“she'ddo”

“Too many people, too many problems”

NME JUN 28

HISYEAR'S GLASTONBURY Festival may have beenthe last,
T but the Reading rockfestis poised for acomeback. The

Glastonbury promoter, Michael Eavis, said after the three-day
event: “There are too many people, and too many problems.” Eavis had
alicenceforss,000 festival-goers, but gate-crashers and other
unexpected arrivals put the attendance last weekend to closer to
100,000, which may have cost the festival its future. CND will be
anxious, if thisis the case, for the event raises more for the anti-nuclear
organisation in three days than it can getin the rest of the year.

Reports that the Reading

Festival willbe backin

action this August after a two-year absence have been described by the
festival's organisers as “premature”. The absence of Britain’s longest-
running rock festival was caused by the Tory-controlled Reading
Councilrequisitioning the fest's traditional site for redevelopment and
makingit clear that the event was no longer welcome inthe town. But
Labour gained control of the council in the spring elections, and earlier
this monthinvited the promoter to reactivate the event.

Whether that can happen this year depends on a suitable site being
found (the former camping areais under consideration) and being

able to contract bands atsuch

GOODBYE TO GLASTONBURY? ™ .

e 8 o R AMSIBRLT

GARY GERSHOFF, FRANS SCHELLEKENS, RON GALELLA, LTD. / GETTY (3)
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SheilaEonstage
withPrinceat
MadisonSquare
Gardenduring
theParade Tour,
August3,1986

1911

HEN THE WHEELS of celebrity
are setin motion, the limousine
i windows are tainted; bystanders

%9 NME -

Jecame 3
- Introducing... Sheila E. “I've never
dated Prince, we’ve just always been friends...”

repainted or her hairimmaculately ruffled.
Sheila’s reality is one of limitless ambition
and career absorption. Celebrity has haunted

canseein,butthestarisblindedtolife outside. | herfromheradolescence;itwasonlyamatter |

From wake-up time (4am) to airport
departure time (7pm) Sheila E-is-for-energy
spends her day burbling, smilingand
miming the star game. Accompanied by her
managerial assistant,image consultant and
bodyguard, she makes the round of radio,
pressand TV, stopping only to have her face

48 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1986

of time until she succumbed toits charms. An
all-American girl, she first enjoyed adulation
‘ for her displays of physical prowess.

“Either | was going to be in the Olympics or
be amusician.|ranalotoftrackand | played
soccer for eight or nine years and broke
severalrecords. But | played drums withmy

father whenlwas15and | got astanding
ovation from the crowd. | thought, ‘Whooah!
Whatis this?' I just felt I'm going to play music.”
Sheila E-is-for-Escovedo became an
attraction, alongside her father Pete “Coke”
Escovedo, asa percussionist playing Latin jazz
in California and South America. Throughout
the'70s, she was anin-demand session player.
In1978, atan Al Jarreau show in Oakland, she
wasintroduced to a thin, mysterious guy who
was beginning to cause a stir writing, playing,




singing and producing his own material.
Prince Nelson Rodgers was evidently
attracted to the idea of atimbale-thumping,
curvaceous female mixing Latin jazz, funk
and pop. It wasasindividualand asradical a
rearrangement of the image firmament as his
own star-crossed odyssey of rock musicand
heavy funk, Sly Stone and Little Richard. And,
evenin her patent stilettoes, Sheila E-is-for-
erotic didn’t tower over the purple dwarf.

“Sometimes when we're recording we watch
the clock and switch off whenit's getting too
long. What happened with ‘A Love Bizarre’
was that the beat was so good, we just wenton
andonbecauseitfelt right.”

Twelve minutes of breathless bump and slow
grind, salacious intimations and precocious
fantasy, “A Love Bizarre” is her reactivated
duet with Prince, ostensibly the reason for
her visitand one of the few real stormerson
Sheila’s two flawed LPs.

“We wrote thesongon
the Purple Rain Tour; most
of the time we're together
is spent writing. Backstage
he usually hasapiano, so
he'llgetanideaand then
I'll switch onthe drum
machine. Thatone came
together very quickly.”

Ask Sheila her definition
of aLove Bizarre and she
can'trelate tothe song’s rude ridicule; she
getsgirlish giggly, rolls her eyes, looks at the
floor, hums and hahs.

“I'd say it gets quite roughin the back ofa
limousine, whichis a quote from the song.”

Isthe song personal experience - were you
dating Prince when you wrote it?

“I've never dated Prince, we've just always
beenfriends, real close.”

Sheila E-is-for-in-earnest dedicates her
records to God, but she'son the other end of
the latest moral battering ram against
sexually explicit music.

“What|'m doing s talking about what | want
totalkabout.I mean,it'safree country andif
peopledon'tlike it they don't have tolisten to
it. 'm not saying things that nobody else is
doing. Everybodyisinlove, has sex, it’s just
an everyday thingand there's nothing bad
aboutit. Ifit wasn't for God making Adam and
Eve and them having sex, then none of us
wouldbe here.”

Issex God's greatest gift?

“Maybe, it could be. Hey, that's a good
answer - I'm going to use that.”

The scheduleis running late, but Sheila has
away of allaying grouchy journalists. She’s a
personable and perfumed presence, her
featuresare strikingly pretty but the face s
unnecessarily made up. Wesit close, on
high stoolsinabar, deserted but for the
photographer and Sheila’s unobtrusive,
lifelong friend and bodyguard Frank. At
times these trappings of fame seemto
have been forced on her very quickly.

“Overnight!became a pop starin many
people’s eyes, but I'm not, I'm a musician,
not alot of people know that. Whenl|
played Latinjazzit was different.|'d sit

down and play with other musiciansand |
didn’t usually sing, but now [ have to go out

“Iliked playing
behind other
artists, because
there wasn’t any
responsibility”

andsing.|'ve neverreally
doneitbeforeand|
should practise, more but
thereisn'ttime.”

And projectingan
image, does that
interesther?

“It's not that it does or doesn’tinterest me,
it's just that it’s part of my life now. I dress
differently at differenttimesandlcan'tgoto
certain places because I'll get mobbed.
There's just some things | can’t do any more,
butldon't mind.”

Her father, stilla source of advice and
assistance, schooled her in the greats of Latin
music. On record, attempts to merge this
heritage with Paisley pop have oftenbeen
confusing rather than a successful hybrid, but
Sheilais anxious to keep the faith.

“I'm bringing it more into my music now.
Live, I'm playing alot more
jazzinmy set.I'm changing
it gradually -what I want to
donextyearisrecorda
whole Latin-jazz LP without
anysinging.”

She's conscious of her
position of prestige in Latin
music, though maybe her
drive for fame means
forsaking the purists.

“I'm quite unusual; there’s
maybe three women popularin Latin music
inthe States but not that many female
percussionists, and certainly none that are
fronting aband. Before | got too busy lused
toteach other womento play. | still get calls
from women who've just started and want to
be like me."

For years as asession player with Lionel
Richie, Diana Ross and Marvin Gaye on his
final Midnight Love Tour, Sheila shunned
the limelight. Even now herreluctance
still surfaces.

“lliked playing behind other artists, because
there wasn't any pressure or responsibility, all
youhave todoissit back there and do what
you're supposed to. Being upfront canreally
be alot of pressure. Sometimes I'll look back
atthe group and think, 'God, all these people
are staringat me and | feel real stupid.™

It was Prince who persuaded her to sing
where Richie, her father and others had
failed. In Paisley Park, asin the film Krush
Groove which features Sheila E-is-for-
everywhere, artists are readymade stars, all
bearing traces of their regal mastermind's
clothes,imagery and music. Sheilais now
oneof the veteranacolytesonalabel
whose prolific output responds to America's

LIl A ™ & .=

need for ever more
celebrities.

“I think Americadoes
revolve around celebrities,
they'relooked up to. Like
USA For Africa, you
couldn’t getabunch

of steelworkers or people who worked

in construction to go andsay, ‘Let’s get
| somefoodforthe hungry. Ithastobe
| somebody people respect, and right now

that's mostly musicians.”

Sheila E-is-for-éclat speaks with the smug,
unintentional superiority of The Chosen

" Ones; the fame bubble that keeps her locked
inarecording studio for 24 hours atatime also
keeps heranaesthetised. She recently visited
fascist-run, ClA-backed Chile and spent her

| time, when noton stage, trappedinahotel
room with 2000 fans screaming outside night
and day. But the country's political backdrop
didn't worry Sheila; she was just flattered that
somany of the audience knew the words and
could humthe melodies of her tunes. But
where doesitalllead, thislife of frenzied
activity and gratification?

“It's not really the glamorous life, it's real

‘ hard work. If you want to be involved with
everything like | do, and make all my own
decisions, that means I'mnot going to get any
sleep. Youhave tokeep dreaming and have

‘ ambitions or else you just don't get anywhere,
youjust get stagnated. | believe you should
try and reach goals and keep life interesting.”

But celebrity needs aflamboyant purpose
oracauterising edge, otherwiseitbecomes

‘ another useless by-product of capitalism.

I'm not sure that reluctant girl star Sheila E-is-
for-effulgence has grasped this or whether
she's merely baskinginthe vanity of the
glorious reflection.

What do you dislike most about America?

Sheila gives me anincredulous, quavering
look.

“Dislike about America?”

That's what | said.

“Nothing.”

Aw,comeon...

“No, | like America.”

There must be something.

“No, | like everything.’

People, some of them, mustannoy you.

“No, | like everyone.”

Blissfully bland in The All-American state of
grace thatis celebrity, Sheila's E may be for
excitement, electric and effervescent, but
lock alittle further and you'll find E is for
empty-headed, too.

(Withthanksto John Lahr's Notes On
Fame.) GavinMartin
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different levels,” says

man “To MELODY MAKER

5§ HATWENEED s love.”

bearock'n’rollband, ¢ Mickjones gofygrin

t k d d ’ confrontsme across the
tableandlgulp. Now this|

0 ma e goo recor_ s’ hadn'texpected. Washe

to he a proper Ilve havingmeon?Were the

funny cigarettes talking? Could this be the self-same BAD

band and to I“each the I'dassumed would spoutacreed to suit their gangster gear?

Idouble-check forawrysmile, somesign thatit’sawind-
danceﬂoors as we", up. l getnothing but Don Letts nodding hisapproval so,1do

alllcan,sitbackandlet these two biggunsgo forit.

“lhaven'theard aboutlove forawhileandI think,

nowadays, whenvouliveinthecity, it'sallsucharushthat
youforgetabout thespiritual side of yourself, the bit that
actually keeps youtogether. I mean, we don'thave todoalot-
wejusthave tolead peaceful existences, right? 'm spiritually
weakbutIthinkit'sbecause ofthe environment. Ican't
imagineitinmyownhomebutl thinkifweall could, ifwe
wereallreally peaceful inourhomes, then there would be
mass peace,” says Jones, wide-eyed. Letts nods, bushy-tailed.

Sounds alarmingly naive andidyllic to me.

“Well, it sreally difficult. Igo toagigand Taskmyself, How
canllove these peaple?’ Tjustlookat
themandIthink, ‘Mygod, thisisareally
difficultjob. Butatleastlacknowledge
thatwithin myself, atleast'm thinking
aboutit,admitting myweakness.”

And thislapsed humanistwitha
cheekyleer knows exactlywho's to blame
forourfallfrom grace.

“Themediaisalottoblame for... WAR.
Althoughbad things happen, maybe we
should have apaper thatdoesn't haveall
thatstuffinit, that only has good news.

[t probablvwouldn'tsellasingle copy,
whichisshit, innit?” »




TR = e SR b e L RAIP iy | ST ATE SR W) o371 e et MRS

f(-:.}),

MickJonesandDon
Lettsin1986:aiming
for“aspiritual
successaswellasa
materialone” with
Big AudioDynamite
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REX FEATURE

Allmanner ofthoughts clamour to mock hisidealism, any numberof
paranoiasscreamabout Big Brother and the selective doctoringof news
to opiate the people, butasIglance up from my typewriter, what do 1 see?
TheSun’sheadline, “Thrilled To Blitz” and “Gadaffi BabyKilled"and 1
think, ‘What needs to be done needs to be done, butwhygloryinitzWhy
seek tojustify whatany sane person would considerashocking, if
necessary, actby pumpingit full of jingoistic fervour?’ Oh yes, Hlaughed
alright, but the laughter was hollow.

“It'sabitfrightening, because the only people goinground saying
‘peaceandlove’are yourborn-again Christians, and they're allabit
scary, knowwhatl mean? Youain'tsure where they're coming from,
although youdoknow that they're in connection with The Mothers Of
Preventionand upcomingcensorshipissues. [don'tthink we need any
outside censorship force, although I would like to see all the groups
censor themselves, oratleast show somessigns of responsibility—then
therewouldn’t beanyneed for those kinds of people to come inand start
stompingallovereverythingand sayingwhat shouldand shouldn't be.

“Butno, itwon’thappen because the media keep selling their
newspapersand ithasn’tbeenassociated with any glamorous group since
The Beatlesdid ‘All YouNeed Is Love’ onalivesatellite across the world

withwhoevertheleader of the Russians was and Ford... orwhoeverit was.”

It'struethat, inthegreat pop equation, peace hasn't been a pretty sight
forsome time now. Reduced through commercial concerns toafashion
andharnessed toalong-haired, dope-smoking, idiot-dancingsloth, it
lostits credibility—and that, as any cool dude can read in The Face, is what
popisallabout. Being positive just can’t match smashing up hotel rooms
forexcitement, and I mean, even Milton had trouble making God as
groovyastheup-'n"-at-'em Satan in Paradise Lost.

ButOK, so whatifpopisn’tamature enough mediumto dealwith
anythingmoreimportant than the veneer ofacquired attitudes? What ifit
isjustanaction/reaction cycle? Well, the rebel isrock's biggest hero and he
surestuffed peace whenitbecamebloated and boring, so maybeitis time
thatpunkyJoe down the King's Road got turned over by some nouveau
hippy togged uplike adandy. Maybe style and samaritanism, cool and
caring, could become synonymousagain. Designer pacifism, anybody?

Certainly, Live Aid, Sound Waves and the burgeoning benefitcircuit
suggests there'sashift towards benevolence evenif, as yet, the support's
there withoutits ownsuitable songs to match. Could BAD, with their
astute sense of the zeitgeist, turnout to be the first big peace'n'love band
since The Beatles?

“Well, Ithink the most brilliant thing that'shappening to pop music is
Bob Geldof goingin and just saying the same things over and over again
until people heard him. He was sayingone thingand one thingalone -
that there'sall these people fuckin’ starving. That, to me, is the greatest
actofthisdecadeandIlove the geezerforit.”

Therearesome, though, whostilldon'tunderstand. Inarecent
particularly imbecilic piece in Sounds, some hack attacked BAD for not

beinghard enough, utterly failing to comprehend that, while the rebel
withoutacause needs the stigmaofthe bad-boylonerasasign of his
superiority, therebel withacause craves mass appeal. So, just as Sigue
SigueSputnikareacome-all pasticheof the rebel stance, a deliberately
easilyaccessible outrage designed to sell to newlyweds in the suburbs, so
BADare tailored to appeal -an inclusive rather than exclusive rockgroup.

Still, though, the confusions come thickand fast, probably because two
of BAD's prime exponents were instrumental in exposingand destroying
the hippies-Jones with The Clash and Letts with his enthusiastic support
ofthe punkrockmovement, captured through his camera.

“Well, we weren'treally the nihilistic branch, Jones says of The Clash.
“Necrophiliawasn'tour thing. What we were interested in then, and what
I'mstillinterested in, areideas andlifeitself. What I'velearned is to enjoy
mylife now-Ithink that’s the mostimportant thing you can do. What
was excitingabout punkwas thatitwas outside the control of the record
companies, anditwasn’tnegativity that madeit outside, itwas itsvitality.”

JustasJonesisjustifiably proud of puttingone overon thecompanies
who'd grown sated and safe on mediocrity, so he'sadamant that BAD are
infull controlof their own destinies. He refers to CBS as “a benevolent
auntie”, muchas the Sputniks treat EMI.

“Lotsof people took the wrongaspects of punk, stuck asafety pin
through theirnoses, started gobbing, all that. But there's even more No
Futurenow than there everwas, yet the media got hold of the negative
aspectofitatthetimeanddidajobonit, so thatwashowweappeared.

“Weneverwanted to beassociated with The Damned, because The
Damned weredopey, d'you knowwhat I mean? We didn't want nuffink to
dowithgobbingandall that. Whatwasinterestingand excitingabout it
was that the people there were a real creative force.”

NOTHER CAUSE FOR confusion is BAD's use of film and

sound images in their records and videos, images which

suggest, ifanything, macho violence rather than brotherly
love. “Medicine Show”, for instance, features Clint Eastwood in his
Man With No Name mode.

“Yeah, we don’tneed another Clint Eastwood, we don't need any more
Miami Vice, but that trackis about the gullibility of peopleand howthe
mediasells them any old shitand they swallowit. You can takeitona
doublelevel, because you cansay, ‘Hold ona minute, are they saying that
we buyanyoldshitand here’sanotherload of old shit coming along?”

Well, are you?

“No,welike theidea of taking from the mediaand usingit, taking what
wewant fromit, what welike."

Soyoutakethegood, thebad and the ugly?

“Yeah, justbecause we don'tlike the Americanisation of Europe, the 7-11
onthecorner, the McDonald'sand the Kentucky Frieds, doesn't mean
therearen't certain elements of style we dolike, we're taking the piss outta
themprettyoften. Like, asfarasI'm concerned, Clint Eastwoodis aright-
wingassholewholivesupa
mountainin Californiasomewhere,
buthe’sgoodonthescreen.Idon't
thinkit’stoobad tobeas glamorous
asClintEastwood and to use that,
butwecertainly don’tgo around
going, ‘'Yeah!Clint Eastwood s
great!'Wejust take what'sgood
abouthimanduseitto ourcause.

“See, we see what the media s,
wesee howthey have made HATE
and WAR the gods, the deity. You
knowwhatthelaityis? The
uninformed masses—theyarea
deity, therestofusarealaity. What
wehavedoneis see what the media
doesand take backsomething from
ittouseagainstit.”

Aswellasthe crucial part they
playin BAD’s attack from within,
thesestolen snatches of movielore
areanescape fromthestraitjacket
offormularised pop promo-
making. Don Letts, makerof The
Punk Rock Movieand many
pioneering promos, shakes his

November7,1986:
BAD's(l-r) DonLetts,
MickJonesandLeo
Williamseon The Tube




locksindisgust: “Video castrated the bollocks off
rock'n'roll. When Istarted, [ could dowhatIliked.
Icould experiment, butnow the record companies
tellyou exactlywhat they want, whattodo.”

Videos todayare made ruthlessly, withspecific
marketsin mind, andit'sasign ofjaded timeswhen
all theimagesareassembled either toappealto
nostalgiaor to some cliched notion of the future.
BAD, onthe otherhand, are crucially NOW. They
have no conception of past, present or future, they exist for the moment.

“Yeah, that'swhat's so great about Nic Roeg, the way he presents timein
his films. All ofasuddenyou'rein the pastand thenyou'rein the future
and thewayyouget from here to there is never really explained.”

Jones, aself-confessed Time Bandit, has lifted substantial chunks of
Roeg's most infamous works - The Man Who Fell To Earth, Don't Look
Nowand, specifically, Insignificance—for thevideo thataccompanies
“E=MC2", BAD's biggest hitso far. In fact, thesongwas written about the
filmandinfluencedit right down to the way itwas cut.

“We'regonnareleasearemix,” Jones chortles, “Albert Einstein Meets
The Human Beatbox'. We co-wroteasong with Einstein, actually-I much
prefertowork with established professors than old, established
musicians. Theonly thingis, he's only gonnabe allowed to hold the
beatbox, because he’s notagoodlive performer.”

Itakeit, then, with all this time-slipping going on, that BAD don't see
themselves as the future ofrock'n'roll.

“No. As soonasyousay those sort of things, you lay yourselfopen and
peoplestartasking themselves, ‘Well, are the group what theysay they're
about? 'mspeakingfrom past experience
whenIsay thatalotoftimes you'llfind, ifagroup
says they'reaboutsomething, they'reabout
exactlythe opposite.”

Through thislack ofrespect for tradition, their
pilferingand reprimingofacceptedsightsand
sounds, BAD are the closest we re about to come
tosomething new, anactiveamalgam,
confederates of the Beastie Boys (whose DefJam
labelisreleasing BAD in the States) and Sigue
Sigue Sputnik, run, of course, by Jones’ old mate
TonyJames. BAD, itseems, are one of the few
outfitsaround with nothing but praise for the
fifth-generationrock'n'rollers.

“Allthe othergroupsarejealous, aren't they,”
Jonessniggers. “They'reall too busylivinginthe
city, beingjealous, notbeing peaceful enough. And I thinkwhat'sgonna
happento those peopleis that theirheads are gonnaexplode because
theyrelivinginaconcretejungle.”

Um...yes, well,anyway... about the music...

“Theideaistodo the business onthree or fourdifferentlevels—tobea
rock'nroll band, to be able to make good records, to be a properlive band
and toreach the dancefloorsas well, blackand white. See, I see this band
being formed, ifnotin fact, inspirit, on the dancefloor. The storyis, as 1
waskicked out of The Clash, I went flying through theairandlandedona
dancefloorin New York, and asIlooked up, two dreads wereinspace, sol
reeled 'eminandthat'showwestarted, adance band. That doesn’tmean
‘Dance, fuckeverythingelse!’,it'sjustanother waywe're going. We don't
wanttolimitourselves toany one thing-d'youknowwhatImean?-"Oh,
here come The BigAudio Disease with their Gothic following™

Oddly enough, probably because Jones strikes neat guitar poses, BAD
have beenreferred to asold-fashioned.

“Well, thereare certain traditional aspects. Ilike Chuck Berry and
Howling Wolfand RobertJohnsonand1like Hoagy Carmichael - those
thingsaregreatand they'llalwaysbe great. Ican'tsay thesameabout
fuckin' Nik Kershaw -1 don’t think that's ever gonnabe great, Idon'teven
thinkit'sgreatnow! Sowetake certain things from the past thatwelike,
because historyisimportant-ifwe don'tknow our history, howwe gonna
fuckin’learnanything?”

Does this perhaps explain why the three most exciting things
happeningin the Britishsingles charts around these times are the
brainchildren ofthreeold punks-Jones, Jamesand Lydon?

“Maybe,” says Letts. “Certainly, there’s no example for the young people
to follow today—it's old man stuff. It'sall gone back to what it was before
punkcamein. There’s norisk-taking, theyallfit nicely on the charts, they
allfitinwith theway Terry Wogan talks, they all fitinwith the new horrific

“It’sall gone
back to
what it was
before punk
came in”

language which breakseverythingdown to thelowest
commondenominatorand getsallourold people to
believeit.”Jonesisoffagain. “It's the media! It all fits
inwith the reactionary government we live under.”

Inaway, perhaps, BAD's taskisimpossible; to
reach mumsand dads, sonsand daughters without
belongingto them, without The Sunmakingthem
public property and divesting them of their dignity?

“Ummmm... [ thinkwe canblame the '60s foralot
ofthisin terms of theway the media reported things, convincing people
they'd never had it so good and thatit wasamostwonderful time, while
Kissingerwas getting the Nobel Peace Prize forbombing Cambodiaand
flattening Laosand handingitover to the KhmerRouge.”

Certainly, the media profile of an age canappear somewhat misleading
oncloserscrutiny. Like, there wasaseries of swinging never-had-it-so-
good '60s movies on TV recently - Poor Cotw, Alfie, etc—and they wereall
utterly depressing, obsessed withrapeand abortion. Punk, too, was
supposed to beshockingat the time, butinanamazingly hypocritical
reversal, the same voices once raised againstits outrage are now
bemoaningthe passingofits brutal energy. And the royalty too-Fleet
Streetwould have us believe they're scared, butit'sonly since the First
World War that the rags have treated the Windsors withany respectatall.
Before that, royalty-baiting was fairgame.

“Oh, there’sabiglovestory,” laughs Jones, referring to [engaged royal
couple] Andy and Fergie. “But the troublewith thatone s thatitisn’t
glamorousenough; itisn'tglamorousto thekids, itleaves the people
nowhere. It's like ‘Stuff The Jubilee', remember? It's exactly the same -
‘Bollocks To The Wedding'. What they should do
istakeit to America, doiton London Bridgein
Arizonaand make abig HBO special.”

IwonderifJonesissurprised that therehasn't
yetbeen outright, wide-scale rebellion?

“Well, there'sloads toreactagainst, I dunno.
Whatamazes me is how Thatcher cansit there
on Face The Press orwhateverand bare-faced lie
about things, how she cango round offering
peopleknighthoodsiftheystop talkingabout
Sigue Sigue Sputnik. And she gets away withit
because of all the media bludgeoning-people
actually think that'swhatit'sallabout.It’s
almostasiftheydon'tthinkany more.”

So,what's BAD's notion of victory?

“Freedom to exercise ourideas, not
necessarily abigbankaccount,” says Letts. “Aspiritual success as well
asamaterialone.”

“It's good ifwe go on Top Of The Pops, though,” Jones adds, “because
thenrealistically there’s somethingelse out thereas well. It's good if we
goonwiththose conventional acts, because | think we blow them off.

I mean, howoften do yousee dreads lookinglike they've just come out
of the casino? We're so used to seeing the stereotypical down-the-
frontline type thing, butwe've gota filmmaker and one who has hisown
Fort Knoxfullofourtapes—they're eminent, successful men, and I think
it'sgood to show all those dreads out there, who people think are a bit
hippyishorsomething, that they're not.

“Seriously, Ithinkwe should all take a great example from the way the
honourable Bob Marleylived hislife.”

Lettsagrees. When hefirst met Marley, he sayshe dressed asawhiteman
andall his values were white and he feltkinda weird and unfulfilled. Then
one night, he followed Marley’s coach backtoahotel afteragig, satin the
cornerforawhile untilhe was noticed and then stayed talking till dawn.

“lwasachanged man,” he says. “Irealised the ghettowasn't whatwe
were about, that we havea great heritage thatactually goes back beyond
alotofwestern culture. Now I feel likeamanifestation of my heritage.”

“See?” Jonesribs me. “What's cool about Big Audio Dynamite is we've
got Haile Selassie and Elvis Presley. We're a product of London today.”

“People might notrealiseit fromreading The Sun, butallblack people
aren’trunning around raping white women,” says Letts. “And I think
that's what's particularly special about this group—wesharea
background, we have shared common experience plusacompletely
different cultural heritage. lmean, we both knowwho EnaSharplesis!”

And, withthat, they'reoff, Letts cadgingalift with Jones because cabs
won'tstop fordread, evenin natty designersuits.

Ohyes, there'sstillalong, longway to go. SreveSutherland ®
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towrite-that's
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OSANNE CASH
RUFFLES her punky
designer coiffure and
shrugs. “I'm probably
as far from that pure
countrysoundas|
am frommetal, but they've just found
away ofmarketingit. 1 do mind the
definition, it doesn’t make sense. It's
justan easy handle for the media.”
Inevitable, I guess, that the daughter
ofJohnny Cashshould be given the
rhinestonesaddle, butreally there'slittle on herlatest LP Rhythm And
Romancethatwarrants thelabel. Her sound is cross-country, owing more

tothecrisp brightside of LA pop thanitdoes to herhometown of Nashville,

Butthe pundits persist. Together, sheand husband Rodney Crowell have
beenlabelled “country music'sreigningroyalty”. Rosanne shudders.

“Wemakeareal conscious efforttostay outof that bullshit. Idon't buy
thatmyth. There'sawhole package deal thatyou're expected to buy if
you'reincountrymusic. There'sacertain waytorelate to yourfans, a
certainway tomakerecords, awaytolook, to actand move through the
machinery tobecome successful. [justdon'tbuyitand neither does
Rodney. Infact, it makes me feel uneasy.

“Those people are very sweetand genuine, but I really don'tseelife as
thatblackand white, certainly notthatsimple. ljust think there’s an
individualwaytoapproach success, toapproachlife...”

Despite theawards and chart-toppingrecords, Rosanne’sambivalence
to fame has held her back from consolidating her success.

“I've gotreally contradictory feelings about the whole thing. Iwant to be
successful, butat thesame time Il don'twant togive mylifeaway.”

Yetyoursongs could hardly be more personal.

“It'sreallyadilemma, because luse writinginaself-indulgent way -
formy own therapy and working things out. And at the same time you
becomeveryvulnerable. Thisall sounds very self-pitying, doesn'tit? This
iswhatldo, it’smywork.”

“Thesummerwasthekiller/ Between our heartsand minds/ Everyday
adramal Dragging by in quarter time” - “Halfway House”

Released and largely overlooked lastyear, Riythm And Romanceis
Rosanne’s fourth, most calmly authoritative and consistent LP. Drawing
fromatempestuousyearinhermarriage and a personal battleagainst
drugabuse, the songsare both paradigmsin the craftof songwriting
andsharpexercisesinself-criticismand revelation. It’s central to
Rosanne’s way with the word and melody thatshe absorbs thelistener
inherstruggle, where most would alienate withintrospective analysis
and neurosis.

“It’sjustonewoman's experience, her progress througharelationship.
lapproached it from asongwriter’s pointof view. From the beginning
said thiswas going to beasongwriter'salbum.Iguess thatwould mean,
sinceit’s largely autobiographical, thatit'sa conceptrecord.”

“Yougive me noreason tocry, but Ido/!You tell me you don't tell me lies, is
that true?” —"Never Gonna Hurt”

Therecord hintsat broader themes too; the inclusion of John Hiatt's
“Pink Bedroom” givesitasavage tinge—takingascalpel to the miserably
emptylivesand adolescent daydreams of poorlittlerich girls. The songs
maybeaccessibly sweetened but the stance isunflinching—Rosanne’s
cool blue voice cuts through
the gloss, singingofdoubt,
weakness, desperation and
deceit. But the problemisn't
justwantingand needinglove,
it'stheinabilityto feellove.
How aptthatoneof Middle
America’s finestsongwriters
should address herselfto
emotional numbness.

“I'started doingdrugs
whenlwas 14-inSouthern
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FROM THE PINK BEDROOM

= California everybody does them. But

: afterawhileitstoppedbeingrecreational
o (N andbecame partof my personality. It

i’ ; stuntsyour emotional growth.,

“Numbnessisareal good word for
) it.Thaven'ttaken drugsin twoyears
\ ™~ andIstillfeel that parts of meand my

3 awarenessare justopeningup.

“It'sgrowingolder, too. About three
yearsago Irealised youhavetotake
responsibility foryourlifein alot of ways.
Youcouldn'tjust coast, the only way to
take powerwas to take responsibility and
partofthatmeantgivingupdrugs.”

Did turning30seemlike you'd reached alandmark?

“Yeah, for the first time I felt self-contained, like I had a handle on my
own power. Whereas inyourtwentiesit'sall flailingaboutwith
insecurityandanxiety. You're unsure ofwho youare orwhere you're
going. NowI've become much more centred.”

RAUMA, DISSATISFACTION AND restlessness were recurring

factorsin the development of this wayward talent, born in

Memphis in 1955, the first child of Johnny Cash and his first
wife Vivian Liberto. She recalls her parents’ marriage as being fiery,
with bickering and arguments when her pill-popping father returned
from his frequent tours. They split up when she was 11, by which time
Rosanne and her mother had relocated in California.

“The firstmusic I heard was Ray Charles, Marty Robbinsand my dad’s,
But, asIgrewup and began to make my own choices, I didn’tlisten to
countrymusicatall, Thatedit. Itwasn'tarebellious thing, justdidn't like
country music.”

Sheltered by hermother’s strict Catholicism, she went, supervised, to
concertsby Donovan and Peter, Paul & Mary butlistened to The Doors,
the Stones, The Beatles and, later, Elvin Bishop and Tom Petty. But she
stillhad no musicalambitions, hating the notoriety sheattracted
because ofher famous father.

Ongraduating from high school, she jumped at the chance to travel with
TheJohnny Cash Show initially as alaundress, eventuallyas asinger.

“Whenwewere onthe bus, he'd startsinging old countrysongs. And
Ithought, ‘God, some ofthoseare pretty neat. Then he made alist of 100
essential songs for me and my stepsister tolearn—old folk songs, standard
country, Carter Family songs. SoIstarted to getalittle interested.”

Aftertwoyearsand aheartbreakinglove affair, she left (“1didn’t want to
spend therestofmy time with my parents”) for Los Angeles.

There she spentawhile studyingmethod actingand mether future
husband Rodney Crowell atapartyin Waylon Jennings house. Crowell
wasanew breed of countrywriter, drawingon the imageryand tradition
ofthe pastbutbringing an adventurousness to hislyricsand
arrangements (his “[Ain’t Living Long Like This” isastandouton
Jennings' minor classic Honky Tonk Heroes album).

Followinganill-formed debutalbum, Rosanne’s second LP, Right Or
Wrong, yielded three hitsingles, but she began to have anxietyattacks
aboutbringing up her first child in the Los Angeles fastlane. She moved
to Nashvilleand released Seven Year Ache (whichincludes “Blue Moon
After Heartache”, agorgeous tear-stained opus, still my favourite
Rosannesong, and “Somewhere In The Stars”).

Despite continued acclaim, Rosanne wasn't happywith either her
personallife or professional outputand alay-offensued before
Rhythm And Romance. Usually fraughtand nervousin the studio,
thistime she wentin withoutthe crutch ofher husband as producer.

Howdid hereactto the album’sfrankness?
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“luse writing
in a self-
indulgent
way — for my
own therapy”

‘iate the songs
tiveviewpointasasongwriter. But
andhimit'sadifferentthing.”

pertinently noting that the clear, luminous hues
ofthe musicsometimesacttosmotherthe
calculatinginnocence, lethalcharmand
meanness beneath the surface.

“Ifeel the songs stand for themselves, but the
sound doesn'tletyouget close enough to them.
Youknowwhat'soddisthatldidn’tgoinwithan
ideaabout thesound as muchas the songs. That
was my maininvolvement. ButnowI'vegota
realstrongideawhatIwantthe sound onthe
nextrecord to belike.

“Butyou're neversatisfied orels

youbecome complacentand start
itisfaction.

d(}lﬂf,pdlDdlE'\()l\l)LllHL‘H‘ Tappreciate di
“I'vealwayshad a burningdesire towrite-that'sinbred, [ guess.

Everybodywantsto becomebetter, don't they? Inthatsense 'm very

ambitious, in terms of pleasing myselfrather thanlooking for outward

success. Surellike attention, butattimes it makes me veryanxious.
Ifyouhadn’thadastormymarriage, would youstill getinspired?

“Idon'tbelievein that thingthatyouhave to be miserable to be creative.

Ithink there’sawellspring ofstuffthatyou can continue drawingonand
youdon’'talways have to be miserable to doit. Besides, I think that
cremivvllweadc; "(')\\’Ilill]g'il‘.\'ilhi[ I(‘ - |n-r|wu|mi| &

of lhestm\' due for
release, itseems that two of Americ Ageartistsarebackon
soIidgruund.\‘\-’hileH():;zmnerugardsherwlfIi}sldn(lI()wmob!:lhel
writer, she feels the personal nature of hersongs begs herown

March15,1986:
performingon
SaturdayNightLive

interpretation, although eventually she'dlike
towrite forothers.

Having recently taken up meditation,
and eschewing the dogma ofher Catholic
upbringing, Cash’s religious outlookis opposite
to her parents’and the country tradition,
Likewise her political outlook.

“Anti-Reagan. Idon’ttrustanyone whota
money away from educationand food for
pregnantwomenand putsitinto weapor

“AsawriterIstillfeellikeaneophyte, sall
autobiographical, but Thopeto Goditgetstothe
pointwhere [ can write outside of myself. That's
partofyourgrowthasawriter, | gues

Forpleasure Rosannelistensto Los Lobos,
Bob Dylan, Tom Petty and Kate Bush. Her favourite writers are Rodney

1 (surprise, surprise), John Hiatt, Elvis (humph) Costelloand
ssie Hynde.

Hersound and tastereflectanew era of cosmopolitan country. Itbears
scantrelation to the rootsy homeliness of The Judds, George Straitand

storetainrelevanceinanage ofi
u(hnolng.,\ and dwindlingagrarianisolation, the Nashville hwldth\
thatrejected Rhythm And Romancewould be wise to accept her.

One factor thatdoeslink Rosanne to the pastis the subject matterofher
songs-shedealswith painand heartache graphicallyand imaginatively.

sadnessastaple partofcountry songs, oldand new?
“Because thehuman conditionisn’t thatdifferent foreverybody, and
it'ssomethingeveryonerelatesto.”

Isn'titabitodd thatwe should get enjoyment fromreflected misery?

“It'snotso much enjoyment as healing; throwingalight onitand
showingwhatitisstartsahealing process ‘)rtlw\\'rilerand whoever
hearsit. That's partofwhat music’sabout, isn’tit?” Gavin Martin e
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“Wedon'tbelievein
leprechauns,sowhyshould
webelleveinthe Queen?
Morrisseyairshisfeelings
onthemonarchyin1986




“It's been
agreat

THE SMITHS
MORRISSEY

THE SMITHS

The Queen Is Dead

w otrgin

“JUNET—

ORRISSEY’S ELEGANT RETREAT in

one of Chelsea'’s most sought-after

lilac-scented squaresis everybit

the English gentleman’s home.

Admittedly the huge matt-black

ghettoblaster and the naked star-is-
bornlightbulbs round the bathroom mirror rupture the
atmosphere somewhat, but the feel is decidedly classic.

Sherlock Holmes might have taken up residence here,

indulged himselfwith alittle opium and asilk smoking

jacket, solved afew cases.

“Icouldneverreally existinanyplaceunlessit pleased
meineverysingle aspect—which thisalmost practically
does,” hetellsmewhile pouringteaintosomefinechina
cups. “IfIcouldn’thavereallybeautiful furnitureI'd sleep
inashoebox.” And, anticipating theresponse, headds,
“Iwasalwayslikethatreally.”

Thisrented mansion flatishissecond
home. He also owns ahousein Manchester
looked after for him by his mother, buthis
considerable book collection, spread either
side ofthemarblefireplace, implies that
atleasthalfofhissoul hascomedownto
London.Icannotfind anythingonthese
shelvesthatsurprisesme. Wilde, Dean,
Beaton, Kael, Delaney... anunashamed
shrine to hismostreveredicons.

i Obsessed asheisbyEnglish culture, Iask
himwhetherhe’sread any of the country’s
more contemporarywriters. lanMcEwan,
Graham Swift, MartinAmiseven? Helooks »

ALAMY
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atmeasifl'mclinicallyinsane. “Noteven onawetday. Onereads the
name Leslie Thomas and thinks nobody withanamelike that could
possiblywriteaninterestingbook.”

When pointout thathe'sbeenresponsible for popularisingagroup
withtheblandestnameinthehistoryofpop, he says, feigning weariness,
“YesIknow...it'sbeenagreatstrain. Youseebefore youamere castofa
man,” and bursts outlaughing.

Onthecontraryhelooks the picture of health compared to the days
whenonly his quiffseemed well fed, so perhaps there’ssomething to be
said for clingingto one's familiar obsessions. [tseems extraordinary that
he'sstill reading thelatest books on the Moors Murderersand James
Dean.It'sallmeticulously deliberate. “I'mrestrictive,” he notes with the
hintofasmirk. “Icanlapse into Jane Austen, never quite Dickens, but
nothing outrageously modernreally.”

Arequest to peruse the record collection is
declined. “I keep minein Manchester, That's
thesortofthingldo inprivate. They'relittle
bathroomactivities, playingrecords. I mean,
Icould despiseapersonifl cameacrossa
particularrecord in their possession, however
kind thatpersonhad been to mein the past. One
rancid LPandI'dbelashingoutat theirshins!”

I make amental note tobury that first
MadonnaLPshould he everreturn the visit.

Further conversation only confirms that
Morrisseyisdiligently chisellingawayat the

same graniteimage thatwas firstunveiled when
The Smithsreleased theirdebutsingle, “Hand
InGlove”,in May of 1983. Except the statue’s

« MAY FDWAR

BEER WINES p
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“I felt there
was one last
vein untapped

and we
tapped it”

almostfinished now. It's more a question of polishing, ofhoninga
creation that'salmost Luddite initsrefusal toaccept the present, letalone
the future.

Withhisgodsinaglass case, thelitanyalso embraces George Formby,
British films of the '60s, especially A Taste Of Honey, stock tragedies like
Monroe, amindvirtually closed to most contemporary music... “Not
anotherhiphoprecord orwhatever they're called”... artwork for the new
Smiths LP, The Queen Is Dead, that borders on parody, and anarchetypal
filmstillofasereneAlain Delon, it’s easy to wonder how The Smiths could
everdoanythingfresh.

Thesingles have kept coming, though, and with the possible exception
of “Shakespeare’s Sister”, all have been worth treasuring. But close
observers have seen the stumbles. Alongand acrimonious kitchen-
sink-to-court-room row with theirlabel Rough Trade (onceanalliance
- betweenindie and greatwhite hope that was
depicted assomekind of political statement)
delayingtherelease of the new LP by eight
months-veryrockbiz, that-whingeingin the
campaboutlow chart placings and, worse still,
thedebilitating curse of pop groups throughout
the knownuniverse thatis euphemistically
knownas “personal problems”.

Thatsaid, for theirsupremely dedicated
followers, The Smiths remain the only group
worth bothering with, and foronce these fans
aren’tfarwrong. Onfirsthearing, The QueenIs
Deadmightbe assumed another exercisein
consummate Smithdom. Afterall, nothing
much has changed on the surface. Thesame

ClassicSmiths:

JohnnyMarr,

(I-r) AndyRourke,
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The Queen Is Dead

lineup, guitarsand drums, no horns or
keyboards, no fanciful departures. Yet
furtherlisteningrevealsarecordtouched
byamusicaland lyrical vision that dwarfs
mostaround them.

[tspleasuresareall the more heightened
fortheirrarity. The Smiths’ breakthrough
in'83wassuddenand exhilarating.

Three LPsand countless singles later

and nobody’s followed them. Theindie
sceneisn'tsomuch aghettoany more, it's
ashantytown fromwhich there’sno
escape. And the majors preserve their
tidyand mostlyvacuousdomainwitha
fervent sense of whatisrightand wrong for
massconsumption.

While championing Easterhouse and
atone stage The Woodentops (whom he
now insists on calling The Sudden Flops,
acomment thatreflects notjustthe
dashed expectations but theircampaign
againsthimwhich culminated witha
bomb “threat”-such seriousyoungboys!).
Morrissey has now adopted a posture of
extreme pessimism, placinghis group as
thefullstop atthe end of Rock Babylon.

“Butwhatelsecanhappen,” he says
matter-of-factly. “Is there anythingelse
to happen? No thereisn't, because the
industryisdying, and themusicisdying.
It'slikeilyoulookat the filmindustry,
there'sreally nothingelse thatcan happen.
Allthe stories of humanlife have been told.
Ifelt there wasonelastveinuntapped and
we tapped it. Now thatsource has been
used there'sreallyonly cultural desertin
frontofus, nothingbut cultural desert.

“Evenifyoudetest The Smiths, youhave to admit they have theirown
corner, butit'snotreally possible to build one's own corner any more.
That The Smiths have theirown cornerisinitself quite remarkable.

“Imean, Iwasilland I saidTwasill. Nobody had eversaid that they were
illbefore. Within this beautiful sexysyndrome I popularised NHS
spectacles!Ididn’t popularise the hearing aid - thank God thatdidn’t
catchon-butthatagainwasoneof mystatements. Nota prop, because
thatsoundslike marshmallow shoes orapolka-dotsuit. I mean, [really

maintain to thisday that even the whole flowers element was remarkably

creative, neverwacky orstupid.

“We cansay, ‘Yes, Morrissey thatsilly old eccentric’, but I thinkit's nice
ifsomebodywhois eccentric can break through. Everybody follows the
samerulesand does exactlywhat they're told. Allmodern groups state
the expected - fluently, butwho cares.”

ET'STALKABOUT the new LP.
“Why, forheaven'ssake?”
The Smiths' new LP begins with the title trackand afewverses of
Cicely Courtneidge’s shambling but defiant version of “Take Me Back To

Dear Old Blighty” from The L-Shaped Room. The song, asitdid in the film,

speaks foracertain Englishness; indeed for Morrissey, a priceless
Englishness thathas vanished forever.
Intheoriginalscene, Courtneidge playsa
forgotten wartime performerliving outherlast
daysinashabbyflatin Fulham. She revivesthe
half-remembered singalong one Christmas,
surrounded by the new cosmopolitan
Londoners. It'sascene heavywith pathosand
onethatconjures upan England perhaps more
gentleand certainly more simpleinits charms.
Aplace thateulogised witty conversation, well-
turned letters, cornershops and theatricalhams.
The Queen Is Deadisn’tjustastraightlament,
however. Ituses the Queen asadouble-edged
metaphorforaworld we havelostand the
meaningless heritage of the monarchyin 1986.

THE NEW LP
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herselfhas neverinherlifetime uttered one
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“All modern
groups state
the expected
— fluently, but
who cares?”

It'salso one of the most excitingrock songs
The Smiths have ever made, Johnny Marr’s
music pullingthelistenerintoagiddying
black farce.

“Ididn’twantto attack the monarchyin
asortofbeer-monsterway,” he explains
in thatever-more-seductive Manchester
brogue. “Butlfind, astime goes by, this
happinesswe had slowlyslips awayandis
replaced by something thatis wholly grey
and whollysaddening. Theveryideaofthe
monarchyand the Queen Of Englandis
beingreinforced and made to seem more
useful thanitreallyis.”

Isuggest that the hardest thingtostomach
aboutthe monarchy these daysisthe way
they'reincreasingly usedas political
camouflage. Five million unemployed?
Have anotherroyal wedding, chaps.

“Ohyes, it'sdisgusting. Whenyou
considerwhat minimal contribution
theymakein helping people. Theynever
underany circumstances make auseful
statementaboutthe world or people’s
lives. Thewhole thingseemslike ajoke,
ahideousjoke. We don'tbelievein
leprechauns, so why should we believein
the Queen?

“Andwhenonelooksatalltheindividuals
withintheroyal familythey'reso
magnificently, unaccountablyand
unpardonably boring! I mean, Diana

statementthathasbeenofanyusetoany
memberof the humanrace. [fwe have to put
upwith these uglyindividuals, whycan't
theyatleastdosomethingoffthemark?”

Butiftheroval familydo achieve something, it'sto bring American
tourists to this country, which as youmight expect, ishardlya source of
joy for dear Morrissey. It goes deeper than that though. His disgust for our
new Englandis fuelled byits steady Americanisation. The missiles, the
burger bars, the one-dimensional me-generation lust for gold-plated,
designer-stamped success.

Unwillingly dragged screaminginto the 20th century, Morrissey
seemsinsomany ways closer to his previous generation than his
successors. Infact, he doesn't mind saying so. Forhim the futureisan
encroachingnightmare.

“These people may have no sense of the social,” he says of the '80s
survivalists, “but moreimportantly, they also have no sense of taste.
Theyhavesuch bad tastein everyarea, and that's the main thing that
worries me.

Which allbegins to make Morrissey sound like a sentimental old
nostalgic. Thishe would deny to the death, and whileit’seasy to
sympathisewith hisloathing for yuppie culture and the loss of
English gentility, he does spend an enormous amountof timelooking
over hisshoulder,

Lalways thoughthe wasabitlongin the tooth to besinging about
schooldayson “The Headmaster Ritual”, and the song “Meat s Murder”
hasaworryinglysixth-form quality toitas
well. Now, on The Queen Is Dead, and having
justturned 27, he presents us with songsabout
leavinghome!

“Yes, ves, but...” hesaysinhis mostengaging
purr, whichroughly translated means ‘Have
anopinion, butforOscar’s sake pull yourself
togetherand seesomesense’. “Don’tyou find
thateven now certain memories of school still
clingand then suddenly youremember the day
in 1963 when somebody did something wholly
insignificanttoyou?”

Tobehonest, [don't; there's always maore
recent memories ready to hauntyou. Didn’t
herealise thatmost people of hisage had »
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REX FEATUR!

July5,1986:withCraigGannon
(secondleft)onrhythmguitar
-andaschoolboywearinga
hearingaidandaback-pocket
posyhelpingoutonvocals-The
Smithsperform*“Panic” (inset)
onChannel4's Euro Tubeshow

been through theirlads-smoking-behind-the-
bike-shed stage, the romance and marriage stage,
and were nowon to thedivorceand mark-two
loverstage?

“And I'mstill waiting to be chosen for the
swimmingteam!

“Butldo feelinanabsolute way thatI've been
sleepwalkingfor 26 years. On the bleak moments
when I came to consciousness | wasreading the
New Statesman.Yousee, [neverdidall those trivial
pursuits. [ did read all those music magazines.

“I'mean, [canrememberwhen NMEwas 12
pence!l canrememberwhen Discwas six pence.
Icanrememberwhen you could buyall four weekly magazines for
under 50 pence!”

NETHING MORRISSEY haslearnttodois to feel burdened

by the pressures of success. The vehicle for his complaintis

“Frankly Mr Shankly”, a brilliant piece of modern music hall
that carefully offsets the poverty of the privileged with an ironical
jauntiness. It'sone of the LP’s landmarks and defines new ground for
The Smiths, but those lyrics? It [orces the question: aren't you just
moaning about fame like they always do?

“Yes! Like theyalwaysdo!” hereplies with anextravagantsweep ofhis
arm. “Yes 'mmoaningabout fame,” herepeats, caressing his brow with
the most melodramatic hands in the history of the stage. “l was reaching
for the rubber but I thought, *Well no, I do wantto complain, ldo wantto
moan.' Complainingissounmanly, whichiswhyvIdoitsowell!”

Asthelaughtertrailsaway, he continues. “Yes... fame, fame, fatal fame
can play hideous tricks on the brain. Itreallyisso odd, and I think I've said
this before-God I suddenlysounded like Roy Hattersley-when one
reaches so painfully forsomethingand suddenlyit’s floodingover one’s
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body, thereis painin the pleasure. Don'tget me
wrong, Istillwantit, and I still needit, but...
“Eventhough youcanreceive 500 lettersfrom
people who will say that the record made me feel
completely alive—suddenly doing something

: remarkably simplelike makinga candlecan

B seemmore intriguinginaperverted sense
thanwritinganothersong. Butwhatisanything
withoutpain?”

In the past, much has been made of Morrissey’s
stock heroes, thespectres of Wilde and Deannot
justhoveringin the background butactually there,
embodiedin his flamboyantand frequently sell-
deprecatinghumour and the exquisitely tousled quiffset offagainst the
eternal faded blue jeans. His absorption of those characters has played
tricks with both time and image, yetmuch ofit, particularly the rugged
Dean connotations, is asmokescreen.

Thelyricsof the new LP, littered as they are with notions ofhome and
leavinghome, putyouinnodoubtas towho Morrissey’s real hero or
heroineis... hismother. Butthisisn'teasyto talkabout. Not that he
doesn’tagree with my suggestion—it'sjust that foronce thisis one subject
hewould prefer to avoid inprint.

“Mentally, Idon'tbelieve I've everlefthome,” he concedes. “You always
think thataslife progresses you're going to opendifferentdoors. But the
shocktomeisthatyouactuallydon't... Butwho willacceptdescribing
one’slifeasareally bad dream, lan? Millions of people will just because
it'sneverstated, it'snotimplausible and it's not dramatic.”

Foreverysongexploring the special pain ofloneliness on The Queen
Is Dead-“Ifyou're so clever, whyareyouon yourown tonight?” he croons
magnificentlyon the chilling“I KnowIt's Over” - there’s a comic
equivalenttobalance thingsout. It'srefreshing toknow thateven the
prince of miserylikes to haveagood laugh nowand again.
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Quite purposefullyarecord of extremes,
itjumpswithwild abandon from the tragic
to the humorous. The title song manages to
combinebothatthesame time. Having
invaded the Palace, he confronts the Queen
witharhyme more outrageousthanthe
original crime—"Andso I brokeintothe
Palacewithaspongeand rustyspanner/ She
said, ‘Eh, I knowyouand youcannot sing'l
Isaid, ‘That's nothing—you should hearme
playpianer.”

Healso dares to suggest that Charles
mightbrightenallourlives withadash of
transvestism and that the clergy have been
doingitforyears anyway, which proves that
cheekisn'tjust the province ofjournalists
and market traders,

Takingon theguiseof theagonyaunt
-heworshipseverydribble fromthelips
of Claire Raynerand wilts withenvyevery
timesshereveals anotherchintzy outfit-
hesays, “Sometimes think, ‘Well,
Morrissey, you've got themsitting by the
bed with their pills, you'd better do
somethingquick!"™

Thosewholike to picture him as thelastof
the greatbedroom angst merchants might
beenlightened todiscoverthat the apogee
of English nudge'n'wink humour, the Carry
Onsaga, gets hisselectiveapproval.

“Therewere 27 films madeinall,” he
notes authoritatively, “and atleastsix of
themarehighart. Theyfinished
artisticallyin ‘68 butitwenton, I think,
to'760r'78. Whenyou think of Charles
Hawtrey, Kenneth Williams, Hattie
Jacques, Barbara Windsor, Joan Sims,
SidJames... thewealth of talent!

“They've tried torecreate those things
againin The ComicStriporwhateverand
those awful, offensive Nine O'Clock News
things. They tried to recreate that clannishness of comedians and it
doesn'twork. It's not justamatter of talent, or getting people together. It’s
somethingelse.”

Andifyou'restillindoubtover Morrissey's comic sensibility, let me just
tell you that currently his favourite TVshow is Cagney And Lacey. “You
don’twatchit? My, you're crumbling before me!”

He'salways complained that people have failed to notice the humour,
so perhaps that explains the generous helping.
Muchofitmaybe disturbingly black, the
gallows jests ofa condemned man, but most
importantly, itworks. “Cemetry Gates” delves
into more mirthand morbidity.

“It’slike famous lastwords. Somany people’s
lastwords were soriotously memorable.
Howard Devoto was telling me about-we were
inacemeterybecause we'ddecidedtodoatour
of London cemeteries, cheerfullittle buggers
thatwe are; youknow, get the Guinness and
cheese butties outand head down to Brompton
Cemetery-someold corporal dying, smothered
inblood, havingaveryartistic coronaryarrest
and hisright-hand manwassaying, ‘Don’t be
silly, Charles,
cheerup, cheer
up, we'regoing
toBognorthis
weelend.' Andhe
turned roundto
hisfriendand
said, ‘Bugger
Bognor!', and
‘Bugger Bognor!’

HE DOOR was ajar. Why
not, | thought, and walked
in. The flatappeared to be
arranged on more than one
floor and finding nobody on the
Cosl ~limmbhod the stairs tothe

“Almost every
aspect of
human life
quite seriously
depresses me”

A Gentleman At Leisure: the NME enters the
Chelsea mews of one MORRISSEY, and whatan
accommodating fellow heis. How islife? One
. -odreceives in return impudence,

THE SMITHS

actuallyappeared on his tombstone as his famous last words. I think that
shouldbeanLPtitle... Bugger Bognor!.”

“Cemetry Gates” doesn’'tjustmake jokes about grave humour, though.
It'sconcerned with the prickly matter of plagiarisation. Hesays he’s
always been happy to admithe’s borrowed a few lines or two, mostof
them from movies. A Taste Of Honey, Rebel Without A Causeand Sleuth
haveall aided the Morrissey muse.

What he objects to are those smuganal retentives who think they've
found yououtand denounce your entire canon of work as tainted by
theft.“Obviouslymost people who write do borrow from other sources,”
he contends. “They steal from other’s clotheslines. I mentioned theline
‘Idreamtabout you last nightand I fell out of bed twwice’ in“Reel Around The
Fountain”, which comes directly from A Taste Of Honey, and to this day
I'mwhipped persistently for the use of thatline.

“I've nevermadeanysecretof the fact thatatleast 50 per centof my
reason forwritingcan be blamed on Shelagh Delaney, who wrote A Taste
Of Honey. And ‘This Night Has Opened My Eyes’isa Taste Of Honey song
—putting the entire play to words. But Thave neverinmy life made any
secrets of myreference points.

“Justbecause there’soneline that'sadirectlift, people willnowsay to
me that ‘Reel Around The Fountain'is worthless, ignoring the rest ofit,
whichalmost certainly comes from mybrain. Oscar Wilde... I've found
somanyinstances where he has directlylifted fromothers. Tome that's
fine. Butbecause I'm so serious aboutwriting, people are so serious about
tripping meup.”

'M SURETHAT many will find theundercurrent of death and

depression on The Queen Is Dead difficult to cope with. This time

round, Morrissey’s special brand of terminal humour may lighten
theload, but much of the material is gloriously doomy. What's more, it
seems hard to square with the relatively cheerful young man I see
before me.

Andwhen|tellhim thathe certainlylooks betterand laughs more
thanheused to, he shakeshishead asifIwastryingtoattack the whole
foundations ofhis career. Ineed glasses, he splutters, | need tolook again.

“I'mnothappy, 'mnot," hecries. "l knowalotof peopleat this stage will
throw down the magazine and say, ‘Well, Morrissey, thisis your platform,
thisis your proud badge that you wear, that you gladly cycle on the edge of
acliffand you'reready to throwyourhandlebars to the wind.

“Butalmosteveryaspectofhumanlifereally quite seriously depresses
me...dofeel thatall those tags, the depressive, the monotony, all tags
I'vedodged ordenied are probably absolutely accurate. When you put me
nextto FiveStarandjudge the whole thingagainst the bouncingly
moronicattitude thatissousefulifone wantsajobin the musicindustry,
thenyes, lamadepressive. Iflwasn'tdoing thisI don’t honestly believe
thatlwould want tolive. And one hesitates about making such
statements because, however one makes them, it never seems useful.”

Thatsomebody of his nature exists within the British pop industryat all
isintriguing to say theleast, butmethinks he
does exaggerate the case. The Smiths’ sheer
output, forastart: they canrelease singles with
arapidity thatseemsto spray the chartslikea
machine gun compared with their wearyrivals;
and theirmusic-onlyahandful can make pop
asbeautifulastheirs; allargue against the
leadenweightofa true depressive.

What Morrissey doesappeartosuffer fromis
astateof permanentadolescence. Justashe
refuses toleave the 19th century, herefusesto
leave home. “Iknow,” heremarks with akind of
blissfulresignation. “It'sanational disgrace! We
know there'sashameattachedtoit. Ifyou'restill
livingwithyourparentsat 19 you're considered »

OME MOTHERS DO AVE 'EM

The Queen |s Dead’ isn’t justa straight
lament however. ltuses the Quoonas a
double edged metaphor for aworld we have
lost and the meaningless heritage ofthe
monarchy in 1986. It's also one of the most
exciting rock songs The Smiths have ever
made, Johnny Marr's music pulling the
listener into a gr:myingmnrk!mcu

“Ididn’'t want 1o attack the monarchy in o
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some club-footed bespectacled monster of
repressed sexuality-whichisin every case
absolutely true!”

Thehysterical fitof giggling that follows is
asightforsore eyes.

He’snotbeenslow before to criticise Joy
Division for theirsupposed suicide chic, and
whowould deny thatgroup gained anothervital
dimensionin theaftermath oflan Curtis’ death.
Anyimage hasits price, and The Smiths excuse
theirsthroughartisticintegrity. But the fact
remains thatsome of these songsaren’t far short
ofaesthetic Exitmanuals.

Discovering thatsix people “who were
alarmingly dedicated to The Smiths” have taken

theirlives over thelast two years suggests that thisisn't simply
melodrama. “Their friends and parents wrote to me after they'd died,” he
explains. “It'ssomething thatshouldn'treally be ashard to speak about
asitis, becauseif peopleare basicallyunhappyand people basically want

todie, then they will.

“Althoughit’s veryhard for many people toaccept, Idoactually respect
suicide, becauseitis having control over one’slife. It's the strongest
statementanyone can make, and people aren'treally strong. Youcould
sayitwas negativeleaving the world, butif people’slives are so enriched
inthefirstplace thenideas of suicide would never occur. Most people, as

we know, lead desperate and hollow lives.

“Ican’tfeel responsible... totally. Iknowthatin mostinstances that for
thelastsad period of these people’slives atleasthaving The Smiths was ‘

usefulto them.”
Had he ever considered suicide himself?

“About 183 times, yes. I think youreach the point where youcanno
longer think of your parents and the people you'llleave behind. You go
beyond thatstage and you can only think of yourself.

“It'sasituation people cansoeasily toy withand find very romantic. All
the great pop stars which nobody ever cared about when they existed -
theirdeaths throwamagnificentlyalluring colouration on to their total
existence as human beings. Whereasif most of these people had lived,

nobodywould have caredalot.
“Ithinksuicideintrigues
everybody. Andyetit'soneof
those things thatnobody can
everreallytalkaboutinan
interestingway. You always
have the usual'Oh, it'sso
negative, it's sowrong’ attitude.”
Isn’'tyour fascination with
death, Iargue, aconvenient
way of giving yourlife
meaningwhenyoushould
belookingelsewhere?
“No,Idon’tthinkso. Somany
ofthe people thatladmire took
theirlives... Stevie Smith,
SvlviaPlath, James Dean,
Marilyn Monroe, Rachel
Roberts... therearemany...”

NENEWSONG, the

delicious “Some Girls

Are Bigger Than
Others”, must be the most
evocative verse aboutnothing
everwritten. For somereason
allkinds of permutations go
through vour mind whenit's
playing, a hilarious send-up of
Page Three amongothers, and
one can'thelp bereminded
that Morrissey doesn't write
songs about women - unless
they happen to be his mother.

“Well, there aresongs about

women," he claims before
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Long e tha Queen!

“Madonna

reinforces
everthing

offensive”

Everfallenin

absurd and

love?

collapsingintolaughteragain. “You just have to
digforthem. Youhave to digvery deep for them.
Idowant
towriteaboutwomen. The whole idea of
womanhoodissomething thatto meislargely
unexplored. I'mrealising things about women
thatIneverrealised before, and ‘Some Girls. ..’
isjusttakingitdownto the basicabsurdity of
recognising the contours to one’s body. The fact
thatI'vescuttled through 26 years oflife without
evernoticing that the contours of the body are
differentisanoutrageousfarce!”

Yetthereare signs thathe may one day grow
up, though I'mcertainly notimplying that this
issomethingtobe encouraged. The longest

period of celibacy outside ofa Buddhist monastery has been broken. “I
lapsed slightly,” he admits. “Iwas caught offguard, as itwere. But I return
ofcourseas triumphantas everto the mostimplausible, unbelievable,
necessaryabsurd situation thatcould befall any intelligent person.”

“Yes, no, yes, no, yes, no... and that'saboutasclearas| canbe!”

Inanarenainhabited by the mostridiculous macho monsters, The
Smiths presentanimage thatis absolutely non-phallic. Whatsexuality
thegroup do possessis ofafar more naturalkind than that presented by
the crotch-fixated bimbos of MTVworld. Noteverybody can accept this.

When Smash Hitsset Morrissey upwith friend Peter Burns fora predictable

queen bitch stand-off, they apparently wrote what they wanted.
“Itwasacompletelyciviland honestinterviewwith Peteand1,” he
recalls, “and they turned usinto Hinge And Bracket.  was supposed to

have called himJoan Collinsand... itwas completely laced with camp

symbolism-which neveroccurred. [wasreallyupset... theymade us
looklike acouple of dippy queens.”

| Iwonderwhathethought of the sexual models on offer at the moment.

Us$2.25 (by air)

Madonna, Prince, Boy George?

“Obviously Madonnareinforces everythingabsurd and offensive.
Desperate womanhood. Madonnais closerto organised prostitution than
anythingelse.l mean the musicindustryis obviously prostitution anyway,

butthereare degrees.
“Forme Prince conveys
nothing. The factthathe’s
successfulin Americais
interesting simply because
he’s mildly feyand that
hasn’thappened before
there. Boy George, again
Ithinkhereallydoesn'tsay
anythingeither.”
Intheirunique position
assuccessful outsiders The
Smiths have escaped the
kind of coverage most pop
stars have to enjoy orendure
inthe national press. There
havebeenotherattemptsto
digthedirt.
Thelatestisabook by
Mick Middles which mixes
anecdote with thekind of
trainspotter mentality only
themost fervent fan could
lap up. For Morrissey it
proved afascinatingread.
“Idon’treallyexpecthis
bookto be found anywhere
otherthan the fiction
section! Itwassoriddled
withinaccuracies thattome
itwasathrillingcommodity.
Ilearntso much. IfThave any
doubtaboutthe future I need
onlyglanceat thisbookto
knowwhattodo,sointhat
sense Mick Muddled has
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October24,1986:
TheSmithsat
Brixton Academy
inSouthLondon

been ofreligious assistance in more
ways than one.Thad noidea, for
instance, thatatone point I was
going to manage Theatre Of'Hate.
Idon'teven knowwho Theatre Of
Hateare.Sotomeitwasan
illuminating collection of gossip.”

HATTHE SMITHS wish to

do more than serenade the

world inits twilight hoursis
borne out by a constant theme that
might be summed up as a plea for
careand compassion. With thisin
mind, and allowing for the fact that
they embody the sensibilities ofa
vastsection of young people across
the world, it seems amazing they
weren'tasked to take partin Band
Aid. Ordoesit?

Accordingto Morrissey, “nobody
younger than Bob Geldofwas
allowed near that stage, because
otherwise The Boomtown Rats
would have seemedlikea collection
of Brontasaurasi. And nobodywho
had notsold amillionwas allowed
nearthestage. Have The Boomtown
Ratssold amillion? Remarkable
groupiftheyhave!”

Noteven the broadeningout of
theappealtoinclude thelikesof
FashionAid and Sports Aid has done
anythingto changehisoriginal
attitude of scorn. We've been blinded
bythemoneyraised, heargues,
fooled byashowbizsham.

“Ifithad dealtwithadomesticissue
Idon’tbelieveitwould have received
anyattention whatsoever. 'msure
the organiserswould have
beenkicked todeath.Ifwetalk
aboutunemploymentin
England, we'reslapped across
theface.lthink there was
somethingalmost glamorous
aboutthe whole Ethiopian
epic. Inthefirstinstanceit
was faraway, overseas. Pop
stars, filmstars, itwasand
stillisescapism.

“Theglamourveilsamore
serious question-knowing the
worldis controlled, whyare
such thingsallowed to happen.
ButI'malsoappalled thatthe
guiltofsuchanoccurrence
should be placed upon the shoulders of the British public. It'sabsurd.
Howmany people in Englandlive below the povertyline?

“Igotafoul scentwhenitfirstoccurred, andIstill get the same smell.
[t'saninchaway from Hollywood. When will the film appear? The solo LP
isonthehorizon, thebookishere. It'sbully tacticsand dining out with
royalty. It's not shaking Margaret Thatcher by the lapels when he had the
chance. No... and hearing Bob talkso lovingly about Prince Charles! To
meit's sounreal.Inevermentioned the word greed!”

The Smithsdid, however, play thelast date of the Red Wedge tour, but
notwithoutreservations.

“Withoutwishing to sound pugnaciously poncified, I wasn't terribly
impassioned by the gesture,” he says with asmile. “I thoughtthe overall
presentation was pretty middle-aged. And I can’treallysee anything
especiallyusefulin Neil Kinnock. Idon'tfeelanyalliance with him, butif
onemustvote, thisiswhere I feel the black X should go. So thatwaswhy
we made a very brief, butstormy, appearance.

THE

“Whenwe took to the stage, the audience reeled backin horror. They
took theirWalkmans offand threw down their cardigans. Suddenly the
place wasalight, aflame with passion!”

Togetherwetalkabout the future, the dreaded beast of Morrissey’s
worstdreams. We both agree Margaret Thatcher will probablykillus all.
Rough Trade won'tbe insistingon any more videos and The Smiths
won'tbe making them. Andy Rourke has rejoined the group. Craig
Gannonisthe newfifthmember, but theyaren’tturninginto the Rolling
Stones, just playing with them; Johnny Marris working on two offshoot

projects, one with Keith Richards and the other with Bryan Ferry. There's

aBritishand American tourto come and anewsingle, “Panic”.

You could almostsay everythinglooks rosy. His head tilted to one side,
enjoyingthe comfortofafavourite armchair, Morrisseyisrelaxed. The
world's favourite misery goat seems radiant foramanin torment. He's
leftschool, lefthome (almost)... What next, arelationship, Isuggestas
aparting thought?

“Iwanted tosay thistoyou," hesays slowlyinatone of confidentiality.
“lalways thought my genitals were the result of some crude practical
joke.Irememberan NMEinterviewin the veryearly 1970s-itwas Gary
Glitter. Itconcluded with the remark ‘the constant reminder that there’s
somethingbetween hislegs’ And1thoughtit mightbe quite fittingtoend
thiswith... theconstantreminder that there's absolutely nothing
between hislegs!”

I'msure you're disappointing millions!

“lan...Idoubtit... whichisverydisappointing to me.

”

" lanPye ®
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“A realist

and a

fatalist™

GEORGE MICHAEL sfov

REX / SHUTTERSTOCK

— NME JUNE 28 —

LTHOUGH 1AM honest, Iwill
( ( dealwithaninterviewwith

the confidence of George

Michael, Pop Star.And the

wayldeal with people dayto

day is constantly fighting to
put peopleat their ease. Halfthe people I meet
probably go away thinking, ‘Whata crawler!’ You
have to constantly play down tobe accepted as
normal; you're on tip-toes in case people think
you'rewalkingall over them.”

Rarelyhavelfeltlesswalked over than by George
Michael, Pop Star. Why shouldIfeel walked over? All
hehasover meisaclean drivinglicence,amarginally
moremelodioussingingvoiceand anannualincome
approximately 200 times my own. Mere trifles, really.

Inadditionto this, Ihavefinally gotover that
cripplingrockistdisease whichbringsoneoutina
paroxysm of splutteringoutrage at the mere thought
thatWham!areNumber One (well, Two actually) and
Hiisker Diiaren’t.

NotlongagoIdeliriouslyimagined the
Whammyspandyduranniefrankie Clubbestrodethe
worldlike a colostomybag, of which George’n’Andy
were the biggestbowelquake; the brownest, the
shiniest, the moststinkingrich. They'd corrupted the
kids! They'd dazzled themwith trinketsand highlights
and cheesygrinsandso turned theirheadsfromthe
serious business of burning down the House Of
Commons! Theywere inleaguewith Mrs Thatcher!

Inshort, Wham!and theirlackey-stoogeilkwerea
signofthetimesrather than ahead of them, asIfondly
believed their pop precursors tobe. BuyaBeatles
record and changeyourlife;buyaWham!recordand »



“Youhavetobe
carefulwiththe
public”:George
Michaelonstage
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watchyourinterest grow. But times have changed and pop is not what it
was. The mass pop community based on hopeless romanticism has gone,
tobereplaced by career-pop, popascommoditywithanattendantset of
commodity values, Our mass mediais pop-saturated; it'snowabuyer’s
market. All the mystique of the hard-to-get, the forbidden, the rebellious, |
hasbeenallayed by surfeit of choice. Pop’s no big deal any more,

Andsoitisthat George Michael, Pop Careeristsits chatting amiably
beside meonalargegreysofainachicgreysuiteinaveryexpensive
London hotel, bolthole of visiting foreign film starsand the like. When we
shakehandsinthelobbyandride upinthelift, hiseyes hardly meetmine.
Butnowwe'reall cosy, me with my beer, he with his can of Coke he makes
lastover two hours, and the only hint of unease ishis thumb tightly
enclosedin his fist-aclassicsign of insecurity.

George Michael, Success Storytalks abouthimselfwith the guiltless
relaxationofamanwho’s madeitbigand canhandleit. A Rolls was
parkedin the Michael drivewaylongbefore George sanganote,
accordingtoaninside source, so money's noshockto hissystem.And
aboveall, he has the self-confidence of popularsuccess which
encourages himto think heknows justwhat people do-and don’t-want.

“Iknow thatIsound self-satisfied and I know thatI'vegotanego,” he
says, “butldon’'thaveanego problem.”

Asfor George's favourite word, his most commonly recurring
conversationaltic—it’s “basically”. He's gotanawfullot tosay, which he
wants to boildown to basics. Here goes. ..

“Basically, thewhole Americanideal of the possibility of becoming
middle-class, theidea ofaspiration, was something that was goingto
happen. Theideaof the '80s beingsexand suntans, and us being the
epitome ofit, is perfectly true. We're up there, supposedly promotingit,
butit's thereanyway.

“Kids have now decided thatwhen they're 13and 14 theydon’twant to be
teenagers, theydon'twant the nextseven years tobe atime when they go
outandexperimentand totally disassociate themselves with childhood
and adulthood, which s basicallywhatl grewup with. Idid the soulboybit \
and went through a mod period aswell: 1 didn'twant tolooklike
my parents or the way I'd looked a couple of years before.

“Butkids nowwant designer clothes when they're 13, they want
tolook like the young mumsand dads theysee on the telly. That
idea oflooking middle-class even though yourearnings are
working-classhashappened, and to blame popforitisreally
stupid. Idon't think pop could have helped beingaffected byit,
whichitwas, andIdon’t think pop could have stoppedit. Whenit
happened, it happened to society, and society picked up on bands
itwanted toreflect thatidea.

“Glamourisseenin this countryas America. Wejust picked up
onthenormal traits of stardom, and as my musical angle has
alwayshad an Americanside, the two thingsfitted. England
suddenly becamelike Miami Vicein the rain, and that combined
with the quality of what we were doing. Itallfitted together very
nicely, though Ididn't planitthatway.”

George changes gear to avoid the elephant trap of modish
generalisation that the champagne sociologists of the glossy
magazines habituallyfallinto.

“You've always got to rememberyou're talking fromaLondon
and south-east pointof view. The north doesn’tlooklike this. Most
ofthem don'thave the time or money to even pretend. But, formost
teenagers, London has notbecomea poor place tolive. London has
benefited from thewholeright-wingidea. I don'thonestly think
that the people thatare goingto these wine barsand souping up
Escorts feel that things are gettingworse. They're not the people on
thedole; they're the people thathave gotafewbob to fritteraway.

“lused to believe that people were takingon these Americanisms
asaformofescape fromwhatwasreally goingon.Idon'tthink that
appliesany more.1don't think that those people have got the
things to escape from, theyrenot the people face toface with the
real problems. Those people haven'tgot time forall this crap.

“Butit’shard to tell, youknow, because I'm notin contact with
itanymore, notevenvaguely. [used tobein contact with
unemploymentand the way people thoughtabout their
surroundings. Butit's very hard for me to sithereand judge that
now;Icanonlyguess.”

George believes “pop hasstaved in the realms of fantasyland”,
reflectingits fansand notguiding them. Television, on the other
hand, actively promotes role models, Americanism George has
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quoted already; violence issomethingelse. He was appalled to catch
arecent edition ofawell-known children’s teatime programme which
featuredaclip fromanothershow “that to me was quite distasteful - war-
game stuff. People beingkilled on Blue Peter!

“Ithinkit'squite simple. Twas brought up when mediastill kept totally
away fromviolence whenitcameto children. [ don't thinkitwould have
made me scared of violence, butIfinditrepulsive. Butif I was thatsame
child now, I probably wouldn'tfind ithalfas bad-1would expecttoseeit.
Isoundlike fucking Mary Whitehouse here, but these are basic things,
genuinelystronginfluences on people’slives.”

Georgealso objects to how Dirty Den on EastEnders (broadcast on
Sunday afternoons) dealsinstolen goods and gets away withit, thereby
legitimising theft to kids.

“Irememberwhenlwasaboutnine yearsold I stole things, and when
[gotcaughtlgotareally bad hiding, butlwasalso humiliated. To me t
was somethingbad. And through those years when I normallywould
havestolen had I notbeen caught, I remembered thathumiliation, and it
probably stopped me fuckingup somewhere along theline.

“Butwhatlreallycan’tbelieveis thatviolence has managed tocomeon
sofar, yetsexis basicallyasitwas. Let'sbe honest, kids don't see enough
aboutsex. Kidsareignorantand neurotic about sex, and ithas stayed off
the television screen much more thanitshould.

“Kids should be allowed to see much more sexin terms of caringand
love, asopposed to porno. [faggressionisinachild’s nature, it'slikely to
turntoviolenceasan OK thing. Itislegitimised by theamountof coverage.
Violenceis notsomething thatisincredibly natural to people, butsexis. It
shouldbe seen assomethingalot morenatural than violence.”

George Michael ate my hamster

RUMOURHASIT that the News Of The World has a George Michael

scandalstory that they're notgoing to rununtil his crownstarts to slip.
“People dokeep telling me there'sastory, but 1 can’t thinkwhat itwould

be. The News Of The World's angle would have to be, if it's big enough that

§
5

GeorgeMichaeland
AndrewRidgeleyof
Wham!backstage
attheir Wembley
Stadiumfarewell
concert, TheFinal

June26,1986:




they're waiting, some kind of gay story. Either thator
apregnantgirl. It'sunnervingto think thatthey're
onlywaitingbecause they think the publiclikes me
enoughat the moment. Hopefully they've gotalong
wait,and eventhenI'llsue thearse offthem, haha!”

ButcanFleet Streetreallydamagea popstar's
standingin the publicfavour?

“Itcanaccelerateit terribly. With Boy George they
accelerated it. Ifyou're being cheeky with the publicand playingwith
theiraffections, and the press jumps on you at the same time, you're
beyondthe pointofnoreturn. Georgeis going to have to work fucking
hard to get people back, youknow.

“Ifapersonrespects the fact that the public has put them where they
are,andiftheydon'trealise the publichave always got thatin mind-you
owe somethingto the public-youstart mucking around with the reasons
foryoursuccess. That's not to say youneed to pander to the public. All you
needtodoisgive them qualityand don'toffend them. If you feel bad
about theway the publicistreatingyou, just shutup aboutit-they don't
careabout the wayyou feel.

“You have to be careful with the public the wayyou have to be careful
withsomeonewho'shad afewdrinks, d'youknowwhatl mean? Yoube
nice to themand they'llbe wonderful, you can havea good laugh with
them. Butifyouannoy them, then you're going to get the worst side!”

Why Wham! split

ARTISTICREASONS, HE says, and I believe him. He's mastered the craft
of pop and nowwantsto give of himself, putalittle honest emotion into
hisrecords that people canrelate to personally. Wham! were about
generationalanthems, upliftand youth. George Michael will be singing
tousone-to-one,and he can'tdo thatifthere’s two.

Buthis reasons forsplitting Wham!have been clouded by aslur thrown
by his former managementon hisrelationship with Andrew Ridgeley.
This, briefly, iswhathappened.

LastNovember, George and Andrew told Simon Napier-Bell and Jazz
Summers of Nomis Management that Wham!'s careerwould end this
summer with a farewell Wembley concert, which decision would be
publiclyannounced close to the time. Meanwhile, Napier-Bell and
Summers werefixingadeal whereby the Kunick Leisure group would buy
Nomis for £5 million. Kunick, however, are one-
thirdowned bythe company thatalso owns Sun
City, the notorious Afrikaanerresortlocatedin
theblack “homeland” of Bophuthatswana.

Georgediscovered the connection by reading
Hollywood Reporterand Variety,so the
protestations of Napier-Bell and Summers fell
flat-"Youdon'tmake a £5 million deal and not
lookatyourshareholders, OK?"

So George quit hiscontractwith Nomisand
issued a press statement saying so, without
mentioningeither the South Africa connection
or the Wham!split. Bad move. Fleet Street
immediately got on the blowerto Napier-Bell,
who trumped the storywithafarbigger one:
George and Andrewhad had aterrible row, and
Wham!weresplitting...

“Simonkeepsreiterating this pointaboutmelooking foran excuse to
getrid of Andrew. He keeps rubbishing our relationship. I'm not going to
letSimon do that-he’salways thrownsuch acynicalangle on everything
he’sbeeninvolvedin. Itmakesitalllook suchasham. Ifwe weren'tfriends
inthefirst place we wouldn'thave stayed together this long. Butif
people’slast memory of usis astwo businessmen..."

Could youstop CBS selling your records in South Africa?

“Basically, Idon’tthink there'sanythinglcando. [ certainlywouldn't
miss the money, but 'm not sure itwould happen-howwould you know?
Youjustdon'tgetroyalty statements from South Africa, but you're not
goingtobeableto stop CBSsendingthe partsorsellingitthere-there'sno
wayyoucancheckthesethings. [don’'tbelieveinempty gestures.”

Could notanartistofyourclout persuade otherartists to join a boycott
ofthe South African market?

“You'reabsolutelyright, butI've neverbeen able todoit. When we gave
ourroyalties to Ethiopialast Christmas, I did itwell upfront so maybe
some of the otheracts thathad been on Band Aid might feel some
pressure to do the same thing. Noone did anything of the kind.

A DIFFERENT CORNER

R WAl

“England
suddenly
became like
Miama Vice in
the rain”

“SoI'mquitesure thatifI tried tosay, ‘Pull vour
recordsoutof South Africa’, halfwouldn'tbe
bothered and halfwouldn’twant to give up the
money. 'mresigned to the way people in the music
businessthink.

“I'honestly do believe that total sanctionsis the
onlyway. ButIborderbetweenarealistanda
fatalist. Thonestly don’t think there’sany way
Britainwill pullout of South Africa, because the public don't care enough
to put pressure on the government to doanythingaboutit.

“Isupposeit'sfatalisttoadegree, buttherearelots of good causes that
might have succeeded inthelate '60s, early '70s thatwon't succeed today
because, basically, ifyou don't believe your generation is going to support
youorthe publicis goingto take anyinterest...

“Thingslike Red Wedge areanonstarter. I believe inidealism, butit
hastobebalanced withacceptinghuman nature. You have to see the
compromises peopleare and are not prepared to make, and the time
when peopleare prepared to give.

“Paul Weller seems to believe that there are over three million left-wing
unemployed. They're pissed off with the government, sure, but they're
justasaffected by the things goingonaround themasthe people with
money; theywant more for themselves. And if they get the money, they're
certainly notgoingto startspreadingitabout!

“Ihonestly think that Weller’snot very bright, and obviously he thinks
thatI'mnotverybright—healso thinksI'matotal mercenary. [ was trying
toargue withhimon certain points, tryvingto introduce someideaof the
limitations ofhisideas whenyoubringhumannatureintoit, and he
wasn'tacceptinganything. AndTwas thinking, ‘If this manisleading this
partyinapublicsense, thenwhat chance do theystand?’

“Dogmal'vealwayshated, and right now thatkind of dogmatic
approachis totally damaging, All they did was cancel outany hopeofany
kind of social element that came into pop during '85 because of the whole
charity thing. Anyidea of working towards goals, I think that they've
wipeditoutagain.

“The minuteIsaw the people involved, the samenames, the same
faces... I mean, theyasked me to be on the remake of ‘Free Nelson
Mandela’—what the fuckis the pointof remaking the thing, for Christ’s
sake? Ifyouwantto bringitto people’sattention, why don't youlook at
whathappened the last time and see how
ineffective it was, OK?

“Theyshould tryadifferentapproach, try
gettingnew artists, notjust plugging the old
Red Wedge corner. [ mean, remaking the
same fuckingsong-howshort-sighted can
voube?”

The manwith hisfingeron the popular
pulsesighsat thecommunications gap
between the consumerised crowd and its
pie-in-the-sky saviours.

“It'sconceit, butI thinkI cansee society better
thanalotofthose people can. Maybeit's people
like me who should be doing somethingabout
it. Butthe people who can see what's goingon,
wholookatsocietyinaverywide sense, think
thatthe worldisso fucked anyway, and that people are too apathetic to
doanythingaboutit. Youlook at theacceleration of all the negatives
compared to the positives, and you just have tosayit’sall going to finish.
Wehave to be drawingourselves to the end ofour natural lifespan,
because we're fuckingeverythingup...”

Youmean mankind's storyhas abigexclamation mark at the end?

“Ohyeah.have nobeliefin the Bible orreligion, but I think
Armageddonwasalucky guess. Thonestly thinkit'sgoingto happen...”

WHAM!

We'llmeetagain, don'tknowwhere, don'tknowwhen...

Epilogue
“ITHINKEVENTUALLY I'lllook back and say that these were probably
the mostexcitingtwo yearsI've ever had. Butto go onlike this would drive
meabsolutely crazy. I'm getting older, you know, so ['ve got to replace it
withsomething more valid to the way I feel.

“Havingsaid that, Iwouldn't take back any of the last two years. Apart
fromsome of the videos and haircuts, ldon't thinkI've made any wrong
moves, haha!” Mat Snow e
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Princebringsthe
ParadeTourto
WembleyArena,
August12-14,1986

ALBUMS

Prince PAISLEY PARK

They used to say the genius of
Hendrix was that his guitar acted
as an extension of his total being,
that he agonised and fantasised
through that axe. Well, the same
applies to Prince - everything

he treats has a Midas touch, a
litmus feel for the most effective
groove, anintuitive thrust at

the erogenous zones where

the physical and spiritual collide
inorgasm.

“No one plays the clarinet
the way you play my heart,”
swoons the precocious one
over abeauteous, humping beat
and the equation between music
and emotionis sealed witha
“Kiss"”. This LP, ladies and
gentlemen, is alive.

Ibelieve Prince is currently
pop's greatest operator, a wizard,
atruestar.He's calculating and
innocent - one eye tearful, coy,
expressing hurt; the other
cocked, laughing, coquettish,
showing off.

And, of course, sexis his sacred
plaything. He's Freudian beyond
fault and fabrication and there's
ashocking intelligence working
usupintoalatherinside these
songs - hand-jobs, yet the pure
effusions of a man-child wide-
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eyed and naked
with wonder.

They're amoral in that
lustand love, pleasure and
pain, are indistinguishable;
immoralin thathe’s aware of
the dandy outrage ofitall;and
boldly hedonisticin that Prince
advocatesall experience
enricheslife. Ashe screamsin
ecstasy here: “/ want to live life
to the ultimate high.” So Parade
isasoft-porn paradise, asensual
sacrament, supposedly the
soundtrack to our doe-eyed
hero's next exhibition of
narcissism on film.

The first side's well weird,
nursery-rhyme songs subjected
tosensory overload. Prince
luxuriatesin submitting himself
to his senses, whether he's
evoking Sgt Pepperin the
symphonic collage of
“Christopher Tracy's Parade”,
trying on machismointhe cocky
“New Position”, crooning like
acamp Valentinoin
the gorgeously
melodramatic
Under The Cherry
Moonor turning
tricks through the
psychedelic funk
circusriot of “Life
CanBe SoNice".
And Side Two, if

dONIYd

| ¥V

anything, ismore
illicit, more abandoned
todelight.

“Kiss", of course, is
perfection-Bo Diddley,
Curtis Mayfield, Marc
Bolanand Jayne
Mansfield licking off
their fingers after
somethinggood and
dirty.“Do ULie"is
delightfully daft cosmic
vaudeville, wigged and
powdered and rustling
invelvets.

Andthenthere'sthe
finale, this LP's “Purple
Rain”, “Sometimes It
Snows In April”,an
acrobatic ballad that
employs the simple
sentimentality of
country music to
express deep loss
so poetically, so
personally -it'sindecent
when his vocal spirals
intoluscious grief,
celebrating the sadness
tothe verylastsob.

I've heard tell that,
whileI've been
underthisspell,
lesser mortals
have been
saying dull
things about
revivalismand
Beatlesfetish.
Such cold fish
don'tdeserve the
privilege of your time,
because whenall's saidand
done, whenyou're pantingon the
pillow, whenthe incense has
cleared and you're catching your
first sweet breath from this
glorious vertigo, you'll realise
Parade eclipses everything
else you've heard this year.
Seriously, godlike.
Steve Sutherland, MM Apri2

Dwight Yoakam
REPRISE

Ifit's careening kick-start
country you need, a whisky-wise
distillation of old forms, come
round here. Boisterous fiddle,
the pound and pounce of six-
string bass, golden-veined spiral
of pedal steel, joyous twang of
Telecaster, screwback heart sob
and curlicue cries from the man

| atthe mic.Eventhebest of the

new breed are toohigh, clearand
pure to garner this much bawdy
dirtand wild lifein their stride.
But Yoakam, a Kentuckyian
basedinLos Angeles,ismore
thanaretrograde throwback.He
uses his revibe of Nashville’s pre-
antiseptic studio-bound soundin
songs whichareamongthe
smartest and most poignant to
be addedtothegenreinalong
while. Others goinfor puny
pastiche orironicdistance, but
Yoakam takes onthe legacy of
theroughshod, fated, barroom
troubadour unselfconsciously
and with total conviction.

It's one of my pet theories that

| the country music of the '40s

and'50s wasforgedagainsta
backdrop of great change and
upheaval when many were
unable toreconcile their past
with the confusion of the future
-hence the melancholy, the
quest for ethereal uplift, liquor
anaesthetic, solace soughtin
drifting and party hoedowns.
Yoakam's songs are crafted
andtuned to that spirit - his
“It Won't Hurt" is the best
recreation of asorrowing
boozer's woman trouble since
Merle Haggard's “Swinging
Doors". “South Of Cincinatti” is
my favourite, atale of love lost
between acold, grey Chicago
apartment where “acigarette
drowns inaglass of gin” and the
southside of Cincinatti, where
“the dogwood trees grow".
Both “Miner’s Prayer” and
“Bury Me" delve deeperinto
theland and age-old mysteries.
Here Yoakam uses the haunted,
God-fearing gospel of The
Stanley Brotherstocarvea

| dedication to his grandfather

(aminer for 40 years) on the
former and writes everyman's
epitaph onthe latter, where he
duets with Maria McKee.

Most satisfying, these songs
when played back to back with
his covers of “Ring Of Fire"” and
“Heartaches By The Number”,
soundjust as timeless and
irrefutable, like they've always
been there, waitingto be
discovered. Proof,if moreis
needed, of Yoakam's craft,
mastery and future potential.
Gavin Martin, NME Apr26

Sting

A&M
Renewed
enthusiasm
may havebeen
the spur for
Sting’s world
tourand
mating with
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TheMission:(l-r)
SimonHinkler,
CraigAdams,
MickBrownand
WayneHussey

pedigree jazzers last year, but the release of
| this live double album and accompanying film

— SINGLES —

suggests willingness to milk the venture for all
it's worth.

A conundrumin many ways, Stingis the
lovelorn pin-up with a heart of steel (“Every
Breath You Take” was Buddy Holly made
malevolent, and as good as anything the
decade has had to offer) evolvinginto a

SINGLES

— 1986 ——
. better or for worse,
l & is the usual Queen

REVIEW

be, and that, for

new-age egalitarian; he's a humanitarian who The Mission

I parties with arms dealers, a small-“s” socialist CHAPTER22 i identikit hit with all of
managed by big-“C" creep Miles Copeland, a Bornfromthe jetsam ; TN its attendant rabble-
supposed intellect who bleats, incredulously, of The Sisters Of Y 3 rousing flamboyance

“l hope the Russians love their children too”.
Perhaps the new-style Sting, as presentedin
these reworkings of lesser-known Police sides

| andthe pious, social conscience songsfrom

Dream Of The Blue Turtles, is hoping to widen
his listener's expectations, maybe even
challenge old beliefs and allegiances, but

it's hard to see where. Bring On The Night has
apropriety and uniform correctness of sound
and attitude that forgoes any sense of
challenge orrisk-taking.

Allthe bigissues - from post-holocaust
paranoia (title track), to world poverty
(“Driven To Tears"), to Soho skag shooting
as the present-day instalment of history's
wastelands of youth (“Children’s Crusade”)
-are tackled here. Sting pins the songs on
righteousness, but he's too wistful and
idealistic to extrapolate the anger and
urgency of his emotional responses.

The group seem similarly lockedin the
groove of cliche and platitudes, many of the
songs are simply played out far toolong and
the hot-air finales suggest that the format is
too ambitious or at least ill-fitting for them.

Certainly, “Tealn The Sahara” off
Synchronicityisneedlessly embellished,
“Demolition Man" delivered as a fit of minor
pique almost cracks under the strain, while the
segue of “One World"/"Seventh Wave" would
be acrass eulogy to mankind's togetherness
(more amnesiathan Amnesty International)
nomatter how short or who playedit.

| prefer him when he's unwinding an
erotic, enchanted fantasy like “Moon Over
Bourbon Street” thantryingtotarget the
bigimponderable problems, setting off

Mercy, The Mission’s
signatureisalltoo
familiar-aspider's
scrawlonthe
tabernacle wall. Cosy
guitar arpeggios coil
around Wayne
Hussey's low-slung drone, until suddenly

the darkness shatters and the spectre of
Andrew Eldritch’s shadesrises out of the
black. The ghost smiles, shakes his head

and slopes off into oblivion muttering, |
“The horror...the horror.” MMMay24

Felt CREATION

Lawrence of Feltissupposed to be some |
sortof reluctant cult hero and frustrated

star. Thisis clearly an unsatisfactory state of
affairs: by all rights, “Ballad Of The Band"
should be Top Three, and Lawrence should ‘
be an ex-cult hero and ascending star. Fresh
and jangly and lively and up, up, up, this
exhilarating breath of pop will lift your ‘
spirits as surely as asunny day. | like to
imagine thatif ayoung Bob Dylan had

written “New Morning”in1986, it might

have come out sounding something like ‘
this. Alarmingly, the press release explains
thatwe have here “the saddest song you'll
ever hear”, which might well prove tobe

the case if it were possible to decipher the
lyrics. Since it's not, just file under J for joy,
and jump. MMJun14

(Queen

EMI
Friends will be

m W’
furniture bl

Y f and melodrama. They're
gonnaloveitonthe
terraces. MMJuni4

Talk Talk

PARLOPHONE

t mind

Secretly, I've spent many
aquiet hour with the ravishing Talk Talk
album, one of those really great records
that sneaks up on you unawares to become
afamily favourite. Thisband are so clever
and so understated, full and rich, witha
textural style thatis neverloud orjarring
butrelies onintricacy and sensuality to
convey its delicate flavour. It's my humble
opinion that Talk Talk are a pocket of
unsung genius in this often-uninspired
realm of pop. Let the single swirl around you
as ataster of their infinite variety. MMMay10

Sam Cooke
RCAVICTOR

Words are not enough... sublime. MMMay 10

Furniture STIFF

This oneis fascinating, keeps drawing you
back to playitand has the same individual
interest that the recent It's Immaterial
single displayed so well. Youdon't have to
conform with pop formulae to getinto the
charts, and I'm hoping this'll be the next
outsider tojoin the ranks of the young,
beautiful and famous.

Quite simply, thisis perfect pop music
with one fabulous hook
line (“Youmust be out
of your brilliant mind")

through amaze of media, literary and Sunday- friends, and the and a supporting cast 4
‘ supplement knowledge to define a soul music recorditselfislike one of strings, sax and E
for the upwardly mobile Hampstead man. of them. You shake swirling effects that 3
The latter may be uplifting for hisown hands and you know touch the response &
| awareness and personal development, straight away it's got nerveinall theright ‘%
but it makes a piss-poor spectator sport. nothingupits sleeve. places.|hopeit'sahuge =

GavinMartin, NME Jun 28

Itiswhatitappearsto

hit. MMMay10
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Readers’ letters

MM/NME JAN-JUN

Simply uncred
Regarding Mick Hucknall of
Simply Red undergoing the MM
psycho surgery, could I suggest
thatanysurgery carried outon
this dickhead be by the removal of
his head fromup his bum. Justlike
dearMickdoesn'tgive ashitabout
John Peeland hisradio show these
days, Iwould think thatanyone
witheven theslightest bitof taste
inmusicdoesn’tgive twoshits
abouthiswankylittle band or, for
thatmatter, hisopinions.
Whether helikesitornot, Peel
isstill the onlyreal outletfor the
many youngand enthusiastic
bandsthatareoftentobe foundin
eachand everytown churningout
some fine sounds thatare as vital
aspunkwasadecadeago. ljust
finditapity thatsuch “grown-up”
groups as Simply Red occupy the
daytimeairwavesand prevent
these bands fromgetter the
airplay theysoobviously deserve.
STEWART, Paisley, Scotland
(MM Apr5)

Wedge of darkness

Red Wedge—so that'swhatit’s
called these days when the young
lionssetout to change the world.
Thereturnoftheangryyoung
man? Jimmy Porterand Arthur
Seatonlive oninPaul Wellerand
Chris Dean. Phil Ochs didn't die,
hehadaface-joband changed his
name to Billy Bragg.

The MMranarticleslike your
| Wedge pieceinthe early '70s.
Theywere called “Politics And
Rock” and were chaired by
Richard Williams. Troubleis,
songs about powerand politics
aremeaningless. Peopleare not
moved by protest but by little
things theycanunderstand. That's
whatthebestsongsareabout-
feelingaloneinacrowd, things
thatmost people feel. OLIVER
TEMPRELL,Mansfield (MMFeb1s)

Knight errant

Thereal reasonwhyMrBob
Geldofgotnothingin the New
Year’s Honours has less to do with
hisbirthplaceand more to do

with the fact thathe tackled Mrs
Thatcher lastyear about her
butcheryofthe Overseas Aid
budget. The youth of Britain can
nowsee clearly that, farfrom
supporting Live Aid, Mrs Thatcher
and hercabinetareactively
againstsocialaid bothathome
and abroad. This, coupled with the

government'srefusal to introduce
policies that would reduce
unemployment, willrebound on
the Tories, come the nextgeneral
election—withorwithouttaxcuts.
MichaelMorrissey, London NW1
(NME Jan18)

Sputnik mission

Re: Thefutureofrock'nroll.

How cansomeone whoseonly
credentials are thathe once
played bass withadodgy new
wave band backin good ol 76 now
expectustobelieveinhis press
release? (Which, by the way, both
youand Sounds printed word for
word masqueradingasarticles on
Sigue Sigue Sputnik.)

The 10-year cycle ofyouth
culture/musicrebellionis
unfortunately going to be proved
afallacy thistime round, simply
because the fans, musicians,
industryand presshave been
anticipatingitsince the demise of
the Pistols. None of the above
wouldrecogniseitifit pissedin
theircollective faces.

Theonlyhopeis thatsomewhere
faraway fromall this bullshit,
someoneiswaiting togive the
industrvakickup thearse. Itwon't
be Sigue Sigue Sputnik; the
revolution, asalways, willnotbe
televised. More's the pity.

“Young” Tony James has
attacked everythingexceptpeople
over 30 (ifit'stooloud, you're too
old, etc). Could it be that MrJames
himselfis33? Blimey, he's the
sameageasJimmy Thunders!
Irestmy case. Ifyoudress shitup,
itstillsmells awful-ask Marilyn.

What did we do before nostalgia?
We made fucking good music!
DONCONKA, Biddy Mulligans,
Kilburn (MMFeb15)

HURRAH!Hip!Hip! Cuethe
fanfareof trumpets. Atlast
somebody hasthenerveto
single-handedlysave the face of
rock’n’roll. Well done, Tony James

and therestofthe Sputniks. We're
withyouall the way. 'Nuffsaid.
THESPAREORGY TWOSOME,
Walsall (MMMarch1)

Review from the bar

Did Ted Mico write his Violent
Femmeslivereview before he
wenttosee the band, orindeed
was heeven thereatall? Their
showat the Mean Fiddler was
avibrantecstasybutthisis
anexperience Micois quite
possibly unable to appreciate.
[Careful-Ed.

The Violent Femmes hypnotised
the crowd with nearly three hours
ofnon-stop excitement. If thatis
notvalue formoney, thenIdon't
knowwhatis. Askanyone except
Ted Micowho went to the Violent
Femmesand they will tell you-it
wasa truly religious experience.
CALEENMAINSTONE, Bristol
Sternlyresisting the temptations
spillingoutoflines suchas “vibrant
ecstasy” and Mico's supposed
ignoranceon howtoget drunk
without alcohol, methinks you
should read said review all over
again, perhaps about five times,
and then you might just perhaps
seethe light. (MMMar 29)

New Musical Express

Whyisit that the majority of
lettersare becomingincreasingly
concerned with politicalissues?
Doesthismean thattheonly
lettersworth printingare political?
Doesitmean thattheonlyletters
youreceiveare political?

Iwish to know, fromamusic
paper,whatitsreaders' views are
on the musical issues you deal
with. If youwriteapolitical article,
thenitisunderstandable that
therewillbearesponsetothis.
More often than not, though,
politicalletters donotreplyto
anythingand are merely the
airings of peoples’ views, whichiis
fairenough untilitinterferes with
the music. [ know the majority of
the NME's content concerns music
and thatmeansafair proportion
of politicsdeserves tobe printed.

You have one pagein 56 that
dealswithaccess—the viewsof
minorities and feedback from
yourreaders. [fyourletters
dealwith politics, thenafair
representation of youraudience’s
tastesis notaccounted for. Surely
thisisnotthe only concernof
yourreaders? RUSSELL PARKER,
Kenilworth, Warks (NME Jun 21)
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concerts

publicimage itd. K%)
‘with special guests BLACK BRITAIN

MAY 26th AMODEON 0218436101
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BOYS DON'T CRY

MALABLE ON 7 INCH AND 3 TRACK 1
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THE HOUSEMARTINS,

MILES DAVIS, THE FALL,
THE CURE AND MORE

B

TheJesus AndMary
Chain:(l-r)Douglas
Hart, WilliamReid
andJimReid
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JAMG back
with “Candy”

NME JULY 6

IEJESUSAND Mary Chainreturn
fromvoluntary exile this month to
single of 1986. “Some
Candy Talking" appears on the Blanco Y
Negro label on July 14. The seven-inch
version has two t sonthe B-side-
“Hit” and “Psycho Candy”-while the
12in hasall theseso
acoustic version o
12in version of “Psycho Candy
adifferentlead vocal, by William instead
of Jim Reid. Just to complicate matters,
there's also adouble-pack containing
theregular seven-inch, plusabonus
single of four acoustic tracks froma John
Peel session last November.

NME SEPTEMBER 13

1EJESUSAND Mary Chain have
parted company with theirmentor
and manager Alan McGee. McGee,
the founder of Creation Records,
“discovered” the Mary Chainin mid-1984
while runninga London club, The Living
Room. While no one else seemed
impressed with the group's first drunken
performances, McGee instantly
proclaimed them “classic” and has
ropelled them to their present status
abel culthero ound the world.
Lastweekend, McGee confirmed that
hewas nolonger their manager, buthe
refused tocomment further.
The Mary Chainare believed to
bespendingtherestofthe year
writingandrecording, with
asecond LPduein February.
Some sourcessay that the group
were unhappy that Creation
commitments kept McGee too
busytoalsomanage them fully.

HISTORY OF RO




Queen’sFreddie
Mercury:
Knebworthwill
befinaldate of
TheMagicTour

DAVID ASHDOWN / GETTY, ANWAR HUSSEIN / GETTY

Where’s Bill Grundy now?
Compering a punk night, obviously...

QUESTION THAT HAS fascinated
Apo.v.t-punk minds forcloseoni10
years and eveninspired a classic
punksingle - “Where's Bill Grundy Now?" by
the Television Personalities - will receive a
fittingly forthright answer on Saturday
afternoon at the Factory Records-promoted
Festival Of The Tenth Summerin Manchester.
Asamighty array of northernlights
assemble on stage at the Greater Manchester
Exhibition Centre - to celebrate the 10th
anniversary of an epochal Sex Pistols concert
atthe Free Trade Hall - punk's favourite
bogeyman will also make one of the most
unusual public appearance of his career.
Aseventcompere, Grundy-in1976 the host
of Thames Television's primetime chat show
Today on the fateful evening when the Sex
Pistolsirrevocably entered anation’s
consciousness -is hoping to use the festival
to put his perspective on one of the most
infamous pieces of televised pop outrage.
Ablunt, rumbustious Lancashire raconteur
andabreed apart from the gutless talking
heads who pass as chat show hosts these days,
Grundy was suspended by Thames for two
months for his role in the Today affair. He left
the company two years later and now works as
afreelance writer from
hishome in Marple near
Manchester. Asfar asthe
Sex Pistols go, however, he
is stridently unrepentant.
“Theywereaverysilly set
of untalented boys. |
thought they were rathera
rum lot when [ first set eyes
onthem at Thames, the four
villainous-looking yobs. Of
course, theywere alsoin the
hands of that master of hype
Malcolm McLaren, whose
real concernforthemwas
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“| had a gooﬂ mind
to go over and
thump them”

December2,1976:
TodaypresenterBill
Grundyleavingthe
Thames Television 2
officesafterameeting |
withmanagement
abouttheSexPistols’
appearanceonthe
previousnight'sshow

revealed by the way he looked after Sid
Vicious. That side of pop music has always
beenabsolutely deplorable.”

Atthe time of the Today episode, Radio One
DJJohn Peelsaid thatif you were to take any
four working-class ladsinto a TV studio, allow
them to drink, make them feelimportant and
then ask them to say something outrageous,
youwould get the kind of reaction Grundy got
fromthe Pistols. Does Bill now admit to
provoking the band?

“That, if | may say so, is aload of balls! Did
yousee the interview? When somebody says
‘fuck’ on afamily show, whatam | supposed to
do? Getup and walk out? | told them that, if
they were trying to shock me, then they could
not doso.l wasin the navy! Now, if that's
provoking them, then | provoked them. l had
agood mindto gooverand thump them!”

Was it the most difficult live interview he has
everdone?

“Wasitbuggery!I've beenin television for 30
yearsand|'veinterviewed everybody from
prime ministers downwards! The Sex Pistols
were unusual, but they were certainly not as
difficult as a politician who simply won't answer
your questions straight.”

Grundy agreed to compere the G-Mex
Festival asafavourto his
friend Tony Wilson. Given
his feelings about the
Pistols, isit not alittle ironic
that he should want to
participateinanevent
celebrating punk?

“I seenoirony or
contradictioninit. | wouldn't
like tobe there toolong. But
I think | will probably talk for
more than afew minutes
aboutit-andinmore
abusive terms than people
might expect.” Adrian Thrills

120,000
tickets sold

NME AUG 9

their European tour, at Knebworth

Park this Saturday (9), will be the
biggestrockeventin the UK since
Bob Dylan played Blackbushe 10
yearsago-with 120,000 tickets
alreadysold. Gates open at noon,
and the running orderis Belouis
Some3.30pm, Status Quo 4.30, Big
Country6.25and Queen 8.15.

British Railis running special trains
from London to Stevenage (do not get
offat Knebworth Station) at 30-minute
intervals from early Saturday morning
(also returnafter the show), and there
isa continuous shuttle bus service to
and from thesite.

“Over the
moon”

NME 0zzy exonerated
in teen suicide case.

ZZY OSBOURNE -who
was facing amajor court case,
instigated by the father of

19-year-old fan John McCollum, who
killed himself while listening to Ozzy's
“Suicide Solution” song - was “elated,
relieved and over the moon” after
hearing that the Supreme Courtin
Los Angeles had thrown out the case
against him.

“It was totally ludicrous to suggest
that my music had caused this young
man to commit suicide,” said
Osbourne. “Of course, 'm upset that
John McCollum took his own life, but
toblame meis typical of the hysterical
anti-Ozzy US lobby.”

QUEEN’S FINAL CONCERT of




TheSmiths:
EMicouldget
uptofourLPs”

a long wait”

NME
to EMI? Rough Trade don’t think so...

Have The Smiths signed

eal with EMI Records, butitmay be some time
before the moguls of Manchester Square can get
them onto vinyl, particularly if Rough Trade have
anythingto do withit.

Aspokesman for Rough Trade said they were notaware
thattheinkhad dried on the EMI paperand that Morrissey
and his menwerestill expected to deliver two more
singles, and possibly twoalbums for the independent
label: “We know they were talking to EMI, but no one has
told us that papers have been signed. We'vebooked them
intoastudio to make another LP before theend of the year
and wearealso hoping to record alive album from their
London Palladium concert next month,

“Anothersingle, ‘Ask’,iscomingoutin Octoberanda
second is dueveryshortlyafterwards. Anylawyerwho
helpssignagroup to onelabel when theyarestillunder
contracttoanotheris prettyridiculous. EMI could have
quite alongwait before theycanrelease anyrecords.”

Differences of opinion between The Smiths and Rough
Trade have been well documented, suchasMorrissey's
reluctance to make videos and the numerous behind-the-
scenes wrangles which delayed therelease of The Queen Is
Dead formonths.

EMIare “delighted” with theirlatest acquisitionand see
nomajor problemsregarding The Smiths’ commitments
to Rough Trade. “Naturallyweare thrilled to pieces with
the news, which could meanwe getup to four LPs from
the group,” said aspokesman.

“The contractshave beensigned, although there are
some short-term considerations with Rough Trade which
haveyet tobe finished.”

EMI have also signed Cabaret Voltaire, who are currently
recordinganalbum for Parlophone, to bereleasedin the
New Year. Rumoursabound that, at one stage, EMI were
trying to pick up four of the biggest-sellingindependent
bandsinthecountrybyalsoapproaching
New Orderand Depeche Mode.

Thevalueof The Smiths’ new
contractisaclosely guarded
secret, although figures close
to£1 million havebeen
rumoured, possibly
includingastraight
paymenttoRoughTrade
topersuade them to drop
theiroptiononany more
material. Terry Staunton

T—[E SMITHS HAVE signed a long-term worldwide
d

MM AUG 23

Americans

My girlfriend’s an American.
They're really good when you
get used to them.

Berlin

| think it's quite romantic,
even though people come
here for the plastic romance
of the wall 'n’ that. It suffers
from melodrama.

Pink
The only work we've done in the
last year has been on the movie
Pretty In Pink, by John Hughes. Well,
we have been writing, but the film's
the only work we've done to get our
mugs about.

The Rolling Stones

They used to be great but they're
not very relevant these days.

Andy Warhol

Very important in terms of art
history. And a nice guy. Bit of
a screamer but... ha ha!

Chernobyl

I was in Berlin when it happened,
only about 700 miles from the
epicentre, so | don't know how
much radiation I've got. You

can't believe what you're told. It's
frightening. | mean, | pollute my
body by smoking, but there's always
the option, and | eat healthily and
| don't drink and the idea that
somebody can come along and
destroy all that is obscene.

MTV

| thought it was a riveting idea at
first to have 24-hour cable TV, but

it gets a bit boring because it has

a playlist. It’s not as adventurous as it
was when it first came out.

Prince

He's great. I've been into him since
Dirty Mind, a long time ago. 1999 is
probably my favourite album of his.

Alcohol

It can be great if you don't do
too much. Ha ha... everything in
moderation. | used to do far too
much and | was finding it hard
to think clearly. | was getting a
bit addled, so | haven't touched it

June20,1986:
Butlerwith
theFursat
Glastonbury

in, oh, three-and-a half years. | wish |
did sometimes, because when you're
writing lyrics it really helps loosen
you up. Socially it helps, as well.

Dreams

| always try to figure out how much
you can analyse what they mean. I've
had some weird ones lately,

so | borrowed a dream book and
what | figured the dreams to be
about as soon as | woke up - which

is what analysts tell you to look at -
tallied in quite closely with what the
book said, so | think maybe there is
somethinginit.

Nightmares

| don't have many terrible
nightmares; | have vaguely
disturbing dreams. It's been a few
months since | woke up in a cold
sweat. | hate those ones - soaking
wet sheets!

Ambition

I'm definitely more materialistic
than lused to be, but then

I'm also getting more
spiritual, and | definitely
wouldn’t throw one
away at the expense
of the other. I'd like
to get old with alot
of grace and see a
lot of the world.

Sex

What was it Steve
Martin said?

“The most

wonderful

thing

-
can ~ “bitofa
buy.” screamer”
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— MELODY MAKER JULY 5=

LIZAIS Alittle squiffy. I know this because she tellsRoger asmuch. ®Roger,” she says,
“lamalittle squiffy.” Roger finds thisinformationhilarious. . |
“Eliza, my darling, youlookwonderful - haveanother Pimm’s,” he bellowsloudly, his
shouldersheavingintheglorious tradition of Edward Heathashe lurchesroun
suddenly to send myvirgin pintofideologicallysoundlager down the cleavageof
attractiveblondein ablack cocktail dress. ]
“Sorrychaps,” heannouncesairilyand disappearsinto themelee, frugging. He’sareal wag, is Roget:
Boysas penguins and girls aswedding cakes- that'sabout thesize of it. Balloons all over the shop; &
streamers, red, whiteand blue decorations (“Oh, wethought England were going to beat Argentina,” says
AStudent defensively), plummyaccents, squiffy Elizas, clumsy Rogersand things thatgobangin the
night. Fab. Thisis The Housemartins' firstsummerball and they haven’t gota thing towear.
Theyslouchin thebarintheirbaggysweatersand jeans watchingincredulouslyas theflower of Britain's
youth, the top five per cent of young brain power, dissolve intogibberingmonkeys before their eyes.
Theirsinglehasjustgone Top Three... theyare bona-fide pop starsalreadywrestlingwith their
consciencesand desperate to hangon to theirsanityand whathappens? Theyfind themselvesin
Hampstead (ideologically unsound Hampstead!) playing at some poxy summer ballforsome poxybunch »
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TheHousemartinsin
Hull,1986:(l-r)Stan

an anti-royalist P icon
band of left-wing

Christians, are in the

Top 10. At a gig for

Tory students, the

band explain the .

subversive qualityof 5 J%
their unique position. 5 o R,
“I don’t think pop
bands should own
pop music,” says
|
can be owned by
good people.”

| THE
HOUSEMARTI
" |ONDON
Ml
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JULy —SEFTRABER

ofpenguins and wedding cakes. Bemused but professional, The
Housemartins hangon to their sweaters and do the business. A Roger
vellsat Paul Heaton to take his sweater off. An Elizascreams for him to get
hiswillyout. The Housemartins, neveraverse to baitingan audience,
respondinkind. “We'dlike to play thisas a warm fuck-offto any Tories in
theaudience,” snarls Heaton... which, considering half the audience
looks to bea future Tory cabinet, is notaremark entirely without risk of
physical damage.

Apenguin, presumablyaTory penguin, dashestothe frontofthestage
wieldingabottleof bubbly and sprays the band. “That's typical of Tories,”
rants Heaton, "and that’swhy you're gonnalose the next fucking election!”

Thiscould verywellend in tears.

Later, somebody throwsared, white and blue fan on stage. Heaton leaps
onittriumphantlyandspreadsitoutforalltosee. “Ifyoudo this,” he says
sweetly, tearingoffthered, “look what we've got... Argentina’s colours!”

Athunderofjeers. “Why are youall booing, we won two-one!” Onelynch
mob gathers. Therestare too pissed to get upset. The Housemartins are
allowed toleave Hampstead unscarred. The happyhourindeed.

AULHEATON (VOCALS, harmonica, worry, silly sweaters):

“We thought ‘Happy Hour" would go Top 30 and I think we had

some optimism at the back of ourminds thatitmight get to
somethinglike 18 or 19, but none of us expected it to be Top 10. The
video's madeit, really. Peoplein television seem to like the video. And
it'sashortsong—that helps.”

HUGHWHITAKER (drums, vocalsand daydreams): “I've gotareal buzz
outofseeingitinthe charts, justasastatistic. All the relatives are pleased. ..
but the trappings thatgo withit, Idon'tgoforatall. Allitmeans
play the game. Welike to surprise people, butit's getting moredifficult.

STAN CULLIMORE (guitar, vocals, glasses, insulting one-liners): “We
preferto be the underdog, basically. With success... canyouimagine
anyonereally enjoyingit? Deep down?”

NORMAN COOK (bass, vocals, philosophy and laconic humour): “Bits
ofitwe're enjoying, butbits of itare really goingdownhill. Sixmonths ago,
peoplewere comingtoseeuswith open ears, but now they're coming
because they'veheard the record orseen us on television and they're full
ofexpectation.”

HE HOUSEMARTINS ARE a mass of contradictions. They are
asunny, straightforward pop band, yet their lyrics are deep,
broody and very definitely ideologically sound. They put out
snappy, commercial pop singles and then worry themselves sick about
the consequences of stardom. They are Christians, but theydrink and
swearand like to boogie. Theywant to be subversive, but they seem
like simple boys interested in football, girls and a four-bar beat. They
wear terrible sweaters and look awkward on stage, but theyare a
brilliantlive band. They are ugly bastards, but they are also pop stars.
Now that"Happy Hour” has taken off, there seems no limit to their
potential. The first twosingles, “Flag Day” and “Sheep”, were both
minor hits, buton theirdebutalbum, London 0 Hull 4,it’s conceivable
toimagineevery trackasapossiblesingle. Confused by success they
may wellnowbe, but theirrise thus farhas been clear-sighted... Their
slogans “The Housemartinsare quite good” and “The fourth-best band
inHull”became more famous
thantheywere.
Andsotheysitarounda
ratherbarrendressingroom
inHampstead, squabbling
among themselves, indulging
inmakeshiftgames of football
onthe patio, worryingwhether
it'sideologically unsound for
them to be pop stars. Stan
whilesaway the time shaving
desultorily. Normanbreaks off
atregularintervalstoapplva
stickofdeodorant to hisarmpit.
Paul:*Ithinkwe'velostour
wayalittlebit. Over the last few
weeks we had ourfirstbust-up.
I've personally certainlylostmy
way... We're not crystal clear
whatwe wanttodo any more.”

TheHousemartins:
“We'reChristian
socialists,notchurch-
goingBiblicalstudiers”
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Norman: “Tobringinananalogy, untilnow there was one carrotand we
allknewwhatwe were going for. Now there'sall these other carrots - bigger,
fatter carrots—andwe don'tknowwhich one we're going forany more.”

Stan:“It'slike nowwe've been elected, nowwe're in government and
we're having all these squabbles.”

Paul: "Wewere tadpoles, and now we're frogslooking for a bigger pond.”

Dear God, kings ofanalogyalready!

Norman: “Did youknow that Ringo developed a nervous twitch because
ofallthe pressures? He had to wear dark glasses to hide it. Not that I'm
tryingtosaywe're bigger or better than The Beatles, of course...”

Stan: "George Michael has developed thisshiver, sohe can'tusearazor.
Poorbloke... hehastowalkaround with days and days of stubble on him.”

Theinnersleeve of the LP bears the followinglegend: “A Christmas
message from the Housemartins—For toolong the ruling class have
enjoyed anextended New Year's Eve party whilst we can onlywatch,
faces pressed up against the glass. The Housemartins say-Don't try
gatecrashingaparty full of bankers, burn the house down!”

And then: "Take Jesus—Take Marx-Take Hope."

“Yeah... Bob Hope, Bob Christand Groucho Marx,” says Stan.,

Nice try, butno cigar.

“Actually,” says Paul, “we started singingreligious songs six monthsinto
theband. We've always beeninterested in gospel music... Idon’t know if
voucoulddescribe usas Christians, butme, Stanand Norman particularly
alwayswanted to approach theband on Christian grounds. We're
Christiansocialists... We're certainly not church-going Biblical studiers,
thoughTfirmlybelievein parts ofthe Bibleand the Christian message..."

Norman: “One of the mostrewarding things about the band s that,
whenyoustarttalkingaboutreligion, people don't justlaugh at you.
WhenIjoined the band, we did two acappellasand neither of them
actually mentioned Jesus, and I was a bitworried about how people would
takeit, butwe could always say, ‘Well, we're notactually talking about
Jesus.” But nowwe’ve got the confidence to go outand for Paul to actually
preachabout]esus.”

Hugh: “Oneinteresting thingaboutthisis thatwe're talkingabout the
weddingofcertain Christian sentiments with radical socialism, not the
CofELabour party typeofsocialism. There’s quite a distinction there,
and people pick up on that. It's notreligion, it's more like grass-roots
gospel type ofreligion. As Trotsky said, the Church Of England is the
Torypartyatprayer.”

Norman: “Marxsaid religionis the opium ofthe people.”

Whatever... The Housemartins play a corking gospel version of the old
Hollies hit, “He Ain't Heavy, He's My Brother”.

By popularconsensus, Hugh Whitakeris the “most eccentric” member
of theband. Atone time, he wasactivelyinvolved in radical politics, which
heregardedashis main motivationinlife, wayaboveand beyond the
simple demands of music. This, afterall, isamanwhose all-time musical
herois Tony Bennett.

“Well, whenIwas 17, musicwas the thing I most wanted to do - wanted
to be Paul McCartney or somebody, and then that got superseded by
politicsand my playingin bands was justahobby. This timeit's happened
more or less byaccident.Tused to be, notjustindifferent to the band’s
music, lactivelyused todislike it. The firstdemo tape we did I thought
was rubbish, but then they offered me money, basically, and that made
allthedifference.”

Interviewer laughs, sniffing
awind-up.

Norman: “It'strue,
honestly. We had to offer
himaguaranteed amount
ateverygig.”

Stan: "He'samusical
mercenary.”

He'salsoappalled by the
thought that, any day, young
girlsaregoingtobecutting
out picturesof The
Housemartinsandsticking
themonbedroom walls.
Heaven forbid, they chorus.

“Atthe moment,” says
Hugh, “wehaven'taway of
respondingtosuccess. No
one'sdenyingwe seriously




wanted to get somewhere, butnowwehaveandit's
made The Housemartins something differentto what
itwasbeforeand I'm notsure howwe oughttohandle
it. Presumably we have to contrive it more, but The
Housemartins have never beenacontrived band. On
apersonallevel, the absurdityofmebeingapin-up...

“Like today wearrived at the record company,
whichisahouse, basically, and there’ssome
girlswaitingoutside for us. Even we didn'tknow
wewere going to be there. And at Glastonbury
we weresigningautographs!Tmean, wehaven't
takenany of thatatallseriously, butit'sbecome
likeajoke dream.”

Norman: “Myonlyinsightin peoplegetting
success comes [rom films, cliched films about
popstars. Youhaveallthe bad breaks and thenit
allgoeswell... like That Il Be The Dayor that
Sladefilm...all the pop films...andit’slike
suddenly.... Jeezus, I'm suddenly partofthis
film, partofthisplotthat I'd visualised inmy
head’,and soonerorlaterit’s gonna gowrong.

Stan: “Inafilm that'stwo-and-a-halfhours
long, we'reaboutone hour 15minutesinto the
plot. At the momentwe'restill four young happy boys from Hull... butlike
that Beatles film, we had to stop watching because it got too depressing.
There'sa pointyouwant to switch off, because you knowitcanonly go
downhill fromthenon.”

Paul: “You getsickaboutitand then you get giggly aboutitbecauseit’sso
daftand thenyoutalkseriouslyaboutit.”

Stan: “Usually your music suffers, soinevitably youare going to be
destroyed byit. Power corrupts absolutely and money corruptsand alot
ofsuccess goestoyouhead. Thereare very few people whoarerichand
successful thatyoucanimagineare good people. Very few.”

Norman: “And there are the ego problems of the band. We've gotquite
afewego problemsalready. People who are egotisticalin theband are
getting more egotistical and people who are noisy and blabbermouthy
are getting more so. Itbrings out yourworst points.”

Collective musicallikes, and therefore influences, include Al Green,
Elvis Costello, The Beatles, Billy Bragg, Stevie Wonder, The Redskins, The
Smiths, Style Council and-bless Paul Heaton's heart—The Fall. Which
makes you curious how they can possibly entertain theideaof shrouding
subversivelyricsinapure popstructure.

There'sabodyofthoughtin the band that their follow-up to “Happy
Hour" should be something completely offthe walland profoundly
uncommercial, bothasastatementofdissent to ease their consciences
aboutbecoming popstarsand toputabrake on theirsoar-away success.

Well, they may be withawild and wackyindependentlabel but1 doubt
ifthey'llbeallowed to getaway with that, eveniftheyseriously try to
pursueit. Theyhave to be content pursuing their protestat the system
throughlyrics thatinfiltrate and double-cross. Consider, afterall, that
“Flag Day” asks hard questions about the morality of charity; that “Get
Up OffOurKnees” isafuriousindictmentof the class structureand a
bitter condemnation of the monarchy; that “Sheep”attackssociety's
conventions oforthodoxy; and *We're Not Deep” tackles unemployment.

Paul: “Ingospel music, the church wouldn'tallow them to use
tambourines and therewas abigspeech aboutitsayingdon'tlet the devil
steal therhythm... And what they meant was thatit's basically everybody's
touse,and myattitude to pop musicis similar. Idon’t think pop bands
should own pop music. It canbe owned by good people. It'sourmusic...
don’tlet thedevilsteal our pop music, becauseit’sallwe canwrite, really.
We can'twriteany material other than English-sounding pop music.”

Hugh: “It'sanarrow-minded conception that hopefully we might be
ableto challenge thatin orderto singserioussongs you have tosound
serious. That'showyouletyouaudience knowyou're beingserious. It'sa
conceptionthatlhad heard before Theard Paul and Stan’s songs, but now
it’sindicative of The Housemartins’ originality that we are singing
serioussongs. Oursongs are usually political and critical insome way,
butwedoitinawaywhichispoppy, which makesitmore ofachallenge...
achallenge forus and for the people listening.”

Paul: “I've turned offloads of bands because I've gone toaconcertand
alll'veheardisareallyangrynoise. ljustcan’tlistento thelyrics...”

Norman: “Thereareso manyalternative bands sayingsomething, butif
voulookatstraight pop, veryfewof them are sayinganything. It'salllove

songs... I knowlotsof people who are ideologically
soundand everything, butthey’re pop fans, they just
enjoy hearing pop musicontheradio. They're not
serious music fans but theybuy them because they
like the music, but the lyrics mean nothing. Aband
like thatwhoactually saysomethingcan get through
toalot more people. One of my favourite types of
musicis militantsoulmusic... thingslike Marvin
Gayewithagreattuneandagreatbeatand
meaningfullyrics... “What's Going On” and
“Abraham, Martin&John"... Curtis Mayfield,
peoplelike that.”

Is“Happy Hour” amessage song?

Paul: “Yeah.Alloursongsare. It'samixture
of two things—it'santi-sexistbut the actual
storyisbased inan office. Thatoffice type of
sexism...thatwhole mentality ofa happyhour
andall the trappings thatgo withitand the
continuous happyhour and the people who go
forthatsortoflifestyle.”

Norman: “Wehad aletter from somebody the
otherdaywhosaid they'd been converted after
seeingus. Theylistened towhat Paulsaid on

stage and goneinto thelyricsabit moreand they'd been converted froma
confused liberal toasocialist. Evenifthathappensonalimited basis, it's
better thannothing. It's better than people like Sigue Sigue Sputnik
havinganinfluence overyoungchildrenand them growingup thinking
that makingracistjokesis funnyand thatcapitalism'sawonderful thing."

Butsocialismsells...

Paul: “No, [can't think ofanysocialistanthem that’s gotinto the Top 10.
Itonlysellsonaverysmallscalein the independentscene. There'sno
backingatall from big businesses, CBS or Chrysalis or any of them big
groups. ldon't think they'd put their moneybehind asocialistanthemin
the same way they'd putitbehind alove song.”

Would youeversign toamajorlabel?

Paul: “Idon’tthinkwe'll eversign to anotherlabel atall, to be honest.
Wedon'twantto say we'll never sign to amajor, because attitudes change.
We don'twantto be dogmaticaboutit, butat the momentI've gotno
interestin makingrecords through anylabel other than Go! Discs.”

Norman: “The onlywayyoucanworkhonestly withinamajorlabelisif
you'resuchabigstaryoucanwriteall sortsof clausesin your contractand
take complete control over what you're doing. If they can afford not to
release yourrecords, then you're at their mercyand they can water
everythingdownyousayanddo.”

Hugh: “My conception ofbeingrich and stillbeingasocialist took
asevereknock through myexperience ofbeingin the Workers
Revolutionary Party, where the Redgraves were veryinfluential. When
there were those allegations of sexual abuse against women members
and Isaw thatthe Redgraves appeared to be willing to ignoreit.”

Stan:“lcanseeusinalfewmonthsifwecarryonbeingsuccessful
becomingreally tiresome. At the momentit's ajoke, butwe could become
verytiresome.”

“If we carry
on being
successful, we
could become
very tiresome”

NETHING’S FOR sure, they won't be in the New Year Honours.

Theywon't beinvited to appear at the Prince's Trust either. Last

week The Sun dredged up a three-month-old Will Smith Maker
interview in which they savaged the royals, and the inclusion on the LP
of*Get Up Off Your Knees” reaffirms their attitude to the monarchy.

Paul:"Inconservative termsit's veryunfortunate, but we can no longer
afford theroyals.”

Stan: "We're hoping for voluntary redundancy and natural wastage to
getridof them.”

Norman: “Basically, we haven't got the beds for them. That'swhy
they're gettingmarried, so they canshare beds."

Stan:“In America, God blessit, America’s only got one presidentand
onewoman. Canweafford tokeep anentire menagerie? | suggest we
should burn the Queen Motherand... youknow, like The Beatles used to
choptheirbedclothesintoinchsquares, we should chop the Royal Family
intosmall bitsand sell them to Japanese tourists..."

Vicious boys. Canwe ever trusta fresh-faced pop songagain?

Astheywakeupwith theirhangoversand their hazy memories of
making complete tossers of themselves in Hampstead, Elizaand Roger
may reflecton thatand consider they escaped very lightly. Colin Irwin ®
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JuLy - SEPTMBER

Gritty and
confident

NME AUG 2

NEXCELLENTSHOWCASE
Ainevitably overshadowed by the

week’s Big Event. No, not the
fairytale preliminaries to the inbreeding
of Ms Ferguson and her charming prince
[The royal wedding of Prince Andrew and
Sarah Ferguson, July 23], 'mtalking about
Trouble Funk.

Openers The Servants have already

made one fine record and will make

more. For now, however, their live ICA, ;
incarnationrequiresanact of LONDON ——

faith; you have to believe that
David Westlake's edgy songs I II ‘; E,
will, through either familiarity ‘ ]

orlonger sets, overcome an
inevitable lack of crash-bang- G 4
wallop instantimpact. As it was,
their playing - grittierand more
confident than the limpid beauty of their
“She's Always Hiding" debut promised - never
filtered much beyond the edge of the stage.
Another act of faith; better to come.

Primal Scream - now a mere six-piece; one
redshirt, therest black - cantered through
asetthat may well have beentheir best yet
(three words from front-fringe Bobby
Gillespieisatriumph), but which only flared
into real blindingness withits concluding 90
seconds. But what a finale! “Velocity Girl"is
Gillespie's certificate of sanity, his proffered
proof that he may not, after all, turn out to be
the Pete Best of the '80s.

And between the
two The Wedding
Present - velocity boys,
acceleration addicts,
hooked on hurtling -
were arevelation. Given
that they make Hiisker
Diisound like the Swans
onMogadon, the wheels
have been known to
come off their set,
rendering themahorrid
nerve-shred din. But
tonight, their blur of
guitars-eventhe
physiology-defying
middle threes (no time
foreights!) -were as
note perfect asthey'd
wish; ie, not exactly.

Fast (what else?),

. furious (wankersinthe
crowd), and very, very
funny, their 20 minutes
were breakneckbrilliant,
and their15cannot
be far away.

g Danny Kelly
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THIS YEAR’S MODELS

Yowsal Yowsal Yowsa! Five
yYearson rromnurlavluhlv-
lauded C81 cassotte debut,
NMEis once again making a
declaration of independaents.
With the independent scene
now in its finest fettle for ages,
we have assembled a punchy
parade of primetime pop
starring 22 of this Year's most
crucial contenders. With
almost all the tracks exclusive

to NME. the C86is a coal spool
of stunning sonie spendour
that already looks certainto go
down asone of the
compilations of the year. Just
check the teamsheet below
and post your orderform
pronto,

NMECBE - We've gota
tapedeck and, boy, are we
gonna use it|

PrimalScream’sBobby
Gillespieand (inset) David |
GedgeanddrummerShaun

- CharmanofThe Wedding
Presentmidwaythrougha
weekofperformancesby
Ca86artistsatLondon's
ICA, July1986

SIDE ONE Primal Scream

8 The Mighty Lemon Drops H;

Head B The Soup Dragon
The Wolfhounds Feol

nn B The Bodines

Mighty Mighty Law m

Stump Butfalo @ Bogshed fun

T B A Witness Sharg

B The Pastels Bre L

Age Of Chance f

Be Your God

SIDE TWO Shop Assistant:

K 1f
We've Got A Fuzzbox
B McCarthy
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SIMPLY RED

“Youve
oot 10 g0
with these
situations”

The soulful are i
HELIFTDOORopensand here he is, singing

makiﬂg gl'eat pl'(lgl'ess. Marvin. He walks across the carpet towards

me smiling his most likeable smile, pleased

. a .
SO, It transplres, IS with himselfand the world, light on his feet,
perhaps even swaggering alittle. One Red
y WhO playS the handis tuggingatthe tangle of copper curls
hangingacross his forehead, while the other beats his cap,
|0VBI‘man POIB aS Ofteﬂ as tambourine-like, against his tracksuited leg.
a 11t Keeping Marvin's beat. Pleased to meet you, we both say,
humaﬂly DOSSIblB. I m m)t “Ifyoufeellikelfeel, babycomeon, ooh comeon.” Mick
1 5 Hucknallis serenading the Minneapolis dusk. Out frontof the
l’ea"y d Sklrt Chaser, I m hotel, the doorman cab-catching forus knows better than to
55  bataneyelid and you're welcome’suson ourwaytoatable at
a |0VE|'. I make |0VB. Ciatti’s, an Italian restaurant deemed suitable for out-of-town
hitmakers withareputation for bigappetites.

Unwittingly wesit down next to the State OfMinnesota’s
noisiest three-child familyand, findingsome privacy behind
thewallof sound they create, begin a conversation which
driftsinexorably towards the carnal.

“Willyoustop bouncingup and down, younaughty girl?”

Thisisanexasperated motherspeaking fromthe adjoining
table, not Mick. He's too busy telling me about the masseuse he
metacoupleofshowsbackon Simply Red’s current US tour,
whose offer ofa free demonstration of her professional skills
caused himtomiss the tourbus to LA. They'd metup after

theshowand, forwant ofsomewhere better,
had taken thefirstroad outof towninsearch
ofaquietspot...

Mickpaintsapicture ofabalmynight, a ;
deserted roadside, dark but for the glow of the 5
headlights, silent butfor the sound ofthecar »
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radio. Heis coaxed outofhisshirtand on to the soft
grasstoreceivetheseexpertministrations, thenall
ofasudden... nothing. Darkness. Silence. Nothing.
Aflatbattery can puteven the mostzealous
masseuse offherstride, particularly whenit
happens three miles outoftown andaquick sprintis
theonlywayofmakingit back to the departing tour

bus. “Itwasalright forher 'cos she wasrealfit, but I was

stoppingevery200yardssaying, ‘I don’t think we need to

rush this much, doyou?” Mickgrinsawinning Red grinand
catalogues the outcome, amissed coach, anightonachoppy
waterbed andamorningflight to rejoin the band. Ceest la vie.

Thereportingofthisanecdoteisn’tevidence of some new Get Smutty
editorial policy or ofany previously suppressed desire of my own to work
for The National Enquirer. 1t's justamatter of noting a fact thateveryone
inthe Red camp take for granted - Mick Hucknallisa very gregarious
sortofguy.

“Hegetsterriblyirritableifheisn'tgettingiteveryday,” observes one
crewmemberunprompted the following evening. "Askanyone.”

ButTfoundIdidn’tneed to ask-onlytowatchandlisten. Minutes
later, the tour manager was to pass by with the news that Mick’s planned
interview in Chicago two days hence had been cancelled, thathe'd no
longer need tostay an extranight there alone and so could travel with the
restof the crewon the bus. “Oh God, fixhim up with anotherinterview
quick,” pleaded oneband memberin mock horror. “Please. He'll be
terribleifhe doesn’tgethis, er, sleep.”

“SoMick, you'reabitofalad, then?” [venture, pouringhiman
encouraging glassofwine.

“I'mnotreallyaskirt chaser, 'malover. I makelove.” He waves his fork
atmeinillustration of this semantic difference. “The womenIknowsee
thatdistinction and L have greattimes with them. Lhave reallystrong
relationships with women andI prefer theircompanyto men's, butl
thinkIwasmuchcrazierwhenlwas 18 thanl
amnow.”

He’s obviously the original for The Man Who
Loved Women. He tells me variously how he
despises the 14-year-olds-in-the-shower
groupie mentality of many touring rock bands,
objectstothe subservientrole dealt towomen
bymostreligious creeds, and strives forhonesty
inall hisrelationships, cuttingthrough the
double-standard bullshit thatallows male
musicians to strut theirstuffaround the world
whilewivesorgirlfriends wait faithfullyat
home. Uh-huh?

“lcan’tstand the ambiguity, thelies,” he says
with force. “But fortunately forme I'mnot tied,
which meansIhave good relationships. Every
single girl [ know (Know? Know),I'm
completely honestwith, rightdown the
line.Itell them thatIsee othergirls. If
they don’tlikeit, theycan go home.”

Thatsaid,it'sasurprise to hearhimsay
thathe'dalmost got married last yearbut
had changed his mind at thelast minute.

“It's postcards between us now.
It'simpossible.”

Butwhatifyouhad reached the
altar, Mick?

“Itwould have failed,” he says,
unceremoniously. “I'd have been
divorced by now.I'vegot quitea high sex
drive, andifyou'reaway from home for
sixmonthsatatime... Well, let'sbe
perfectly frank, you getwomen making
itclearwhat they wantto dowithyou.

“There’s aclassic Steve McQueen
quote, when hiswife found outabouthis
infidelities. He just said thathe got tired
ofsayingno. Listen, ifyou've gota
beautiful woman standingin frontofyou
demandingtospend thenightwithyou,
youcanonlysay noforsolong.Intheend,

16 August 1985

mife
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“I haven't got
no social
conscience. I'm
glad to get out
of that trap”

:nu 3 by air)

OKNALL AKES IT IN AMERICA

youthink, Tmlonely, I'mreallylonely. I've not seen
anybody. I'mnotbisexualand I can’tgetoffonme'...
Peopleneversee thatside of things.”
By theend of mytwodaysin MinneapolisI'll be
seeingit.Infact, I'll returnto London thinking of
Mickassomeonewithaveritable mission to ward off
loneliness, no matter whathourofthe dayornightit
might threaten to strike. But for now, I'mcontent to
listenand learn.
“Idon’tknow, maybeit’s theaudience we attract, but
certainly thegirls knowareveryinteresting people,” heis
saying. “They'vegotbrains. They'renotidiots. They've got theirown
careersand they're interested in me because of my independence. In fact,
mostofthemare career women, doingtheirown thing...”

Thewineiscompounding with thejetlag-just two hoursoffthe plane
~toinduce romantic notions withinme. I picture Mick Hucknall stalking
along Wall Street, brandishing his duppie (much maligned asamere
walkingstick), and attractinga Hamelin-esque gaggle of brokers and
bond dealers, purposeful young womenin tight business suitsand high
heels, swinging briefcases and umbrellas as they pursue theirsweet-
voiced hero tohishotel suite. But 'm wildly wide of the mark.

“LikeonegirlIknowisanacrobat,” heisexplaining to me. Impolitely,
Ifindmyselfchokingon mysalad.

“Andanotherisa professional chef, cateringtoreallyrich people.”

Thatterribleold joke about the Australian’sideal woman beinga dumb
blonde nymphomaniacwhorunsapubsprings to mind, thenscurries
awayashamed ofitself. Butit'sbeen put to me that, after music, the chief
loves of Hucknall'slifeare makingloveand eating. How blessed thatlife
mustsometimesseem.

Butnow he’sasking me aboutmy own sexlife, so we'll move forward to
themomentwhen I pay the billand weleave the restaurant, somewhat
unsteadilyinmy case, onaquestto find The First Avenue, the Prince/Jam
& Lewis-endorsed club where Simply Red are to
play, spellbindingly, the following night. Acab
isdulyhailed and weare bundlingintoitwhen
asmall English sports car draws up alongside
containingafresh-faced youngcouple.

“Hey, aren’tyou Simply Red?” calls the girl.
“Doyouguysneedarideanywhere?”

Mick’s pullingme out of the cab before the
driverevenhasachance tocursehislost fare.
“You've got to go with these situations, Alan,”
hetells me. And straightawaywe're offinto the
night, the two of us perched up on the boot of
thistiny convertible, ourlegs wedged in behind
the two frontseats, going with thesituationat
about60miles perhourinabuilt-up zone.

Butatleastwe get there quickly. The clubis

littlemore than halffull tonight, with
amainlywhite crowd standing round

FHERES thebars paying cursoryattention ta
thebelow-parband. My firstbeer
confirmsthatI'vealreadyhad more
thanenough todrink forone day, so
Ihead forthe doortryinghardto

-

remember the name of the hotel
[ checkedinto earlier.

ForMick the night's still young,
though. AfterIleave, ayoungjock
willcomeup tohimand offer the
opinion that Simply Red’'s music
stinks. Thiswon'tgo downwell with
Mick, who'lljuta pugilist's jaw and
ask the criticoutside to settle the
score. Thekid will back offatonce,
surprised, returninglater to
apologise. But that'sstillto come,
and when Ilook overmyshoulder
Mick'sallsmiles, chatting to the girl
fromthesports carwhileher
boyfriendlooks uncertainly on.
Whetherornotalonelinesssituation
isdeveloping,it'shardtotell.

? BY ALAN JACKSON




NDIASKED for thebilland
theysaid there’s no charge,
thank you for the music.”
Americais fallinginlove with Simply
Red. “Holding Back The Years” has just
stepped off the Number Onesslot, with
“Money’s Too Tight To Mention” already
rackingup thesinglescharttotakeits
place. Thealbum Picture Bookis doing
serious business, and all thisexposure, all
thissuccess, brings rewardsboth
expected and unexpected.

14

SIMPLY RED

rather thanjustafoil to Hucknall's voice,
winningarttention forindividual
musicians. Justhow far they've come
since Picture Bookis demonstrated that
nightwhenthey take thestage,
immaculatein their Paul Smith suits.

A crowd well beyond capacity, some 40
percentofitblack, givesthemareception
fit for heroes throughoutaset piled high
with memorable performances. "My God
there are some gorgeous women here
tonight,” declares Mick excitedlyashe
moves from the opening “Grandma’s Hands”

A

TURE BOOK. |

It's the nextdayand Mick Hucknall's rolled

straight from his bed round toanotherItalian
restaurantwhere he'darranged to meetanother
girlforlunch. The food wasbetter thanlastnight
and, surprise surprise, it came for free. This
mustseem lightyears away from those three
yearson the dolein Manchester.

“It'schanged me, of courseithas,” he says. “If
Ichanged Iwouldn’tbeable todeal withit-you
have to adapt. But the mistakeisifyou change
your character, rather than just your lifestyle,
andIdon'tbelievel'vechanged thatpartofme
atall.'mstill capable of having a bloody good
timewith the people used tohangaround with
before. It’s more that protocol, myway of dealing
with people, thathas changed.”

Anecessary change. Forall his open mannerand lack of attitude,
Hucknallisn'taman to sufferfools gladly, and life throws more than a few
hisway these days.

Thereare the bar-room bores who expect him to buyrounds for the
wholeworld each time he stepsintoa pub, the ex-pat Brits who imagine
hewants nothing more than to give away free concert tickets to the first
non-Americanvoice he hears, and then the professional scene watchers
from Londonand Manchesterwhoare observing his everymoveasifhe
wereastickinsectinsomesecond form biology experiment.

“Idon’tfeelanysortofdilemmaatallabout success. When I go back to
thepublused todrinkinwhenIwasunemployed and haveagame of pool,
Idoitbecausellikeit, not becauseI've got some sort of social conscience
aboutwanting toremainworkingclass-I'll neverbeanythingelse.

“Ttonly getsdifferentifyoustart feelingguiltyaboutit. I think maybe
that'sthe trap someone like Weller has fallen into. He feels he has to have
somesortofsocial conscience. Thaven'tgotno social conscience. I'm glad
togetoutofthattrap. Itdoesn't mean to sayI've forgotten, but I'mout...”

And, as Paul Morley pointed out in that open letter to Red in NMEsome
months ago, gettingout canbe the cardinal sinas faras professional
Mancuniansare concerned. Mick says he feels strong ties to the place
becauseit’shome, butnotto the people, and he is derisive about what he
seesasthe time-warp mentality he hasleft behind, with its embrace of
theindie sceneand John Peel sessions as the acceptable face of success.

Buthehasn'tforgotten thathe could have cut ofThis options12or13
yearsagowhen, by hisown description, he wasabeer-gutted adolescent
inflaresandaBen Sherman, chattingup older girls at localnightelubs
andstealing from buildingsites to supplement the money from his
paperround.

“Thewayllookatit, I'mlucky neverto have got caught,” he says,
suddenlystone-coldserious. “If I had got caught, | wouldn't be here now,
I'mcertainofthat. Tknow other people who did get caught and they've
beeninandoutofnickeversince. Butone day I just grew out of it.”

Perhaps that'swhy Simply Red has seemed so much ofa one-man band
toanyonewho has notseen theirlive performances. His voice, his songs,
hisfaceonthealbumsleeve, him doingthe talking ininterviews—the
groupasanescaperouteoutof Mick Hucknall's past. Ishereallyadictator?

“Yeah, butlgetresults, Ireally do. Alotofthe timeit’s for their own good. |
They tellme they want tobeagroupand I'say [want that too, then
sometimes onstage everyhody’s back there and I'm way out here. I say
we'te notgoingtobeagroupuntilyou come forward and do something,
SoI'madictatorto thatextent, butI'm notself-promoting. It's very much
fortheband.”

The move towards aheightened profile for the five other members ‘
hashappened naturallyin America, with presswork being shared as
faras possible and the growing confidence of Simply Red as a unit,

a cla

“If we were to
re-record the
album now,
it would be

into “Sad Old Red", Like all the tracks from the
album performed tonight-currentsingle “Red
Box”included-itsliveincarnation makes the
recorded versionsoundlike a demo.

“We canwipe the floor with the albumnow,”
he'd told me earlier, and he’sright. “If we were to
re-record it now, itwould beaclassic.”

Thechance toset Simply Red's new-found
excellence down onvinyl will come next month,
when the band moves over to Compass Point,
Nassau, tobeginworkwith producerAlex
Sadkin ontheirsecond album. Chris, Timand
Tonyhavealready explained to me that they
wereattracted to Sadkin byhisknowledge of
reggae, unusualamongAmerican producers,
| andthattheyforeseeaharder, more rhythmicedge to the new music.

Tonight, we'regiven previews of “The Right Thing”, expected to be
|

ssic”

theirnext UKsingle, and “Infidelity”, one of two songs resulting from
arecent Hucknall collaboration with hishero Lamont Dozier. Also up
forpotentialinclusionarecovers of Bunny Wailer’s “Love Fire” and Sly
Stone's “Let Me Have It All", which, combined with a probable guest
appearance by AnitaBakeronafurthertrack, bodes well for Simply Red’s
recorded future.

Buttonight, theenhanced performances of Pictire Book material are
more thanenough towin the band five encores, keeping Mick on his toes
until the seat of his pants, much displayed to the girls down the front, is
marked by two huge pools of sweat,

ACKSTAGE THEMOOD is suitably up, but not complacent.

“Whatdid youreally think?" is the question most often asked.

Fritzis dancingelegantly, Soloman-like, to a Miles Davis tape.
Sylvanis tellingme about his afternoon spent knocking on doors in the
suburbs-partofhisregular routine in any town nowas aJehovah's
Witness. Chrisand Tony are doing their duty with local radio
personneland Tim is striving manfully to keep a conversation going
withadrunken Icelandicjournalist. “Yes, I certainlylike fish,” he is
saying. And Mick? He's dealing with a sudden bout of loneliness
somewhere out back.

Whenhere-emerges hefalls target for the kind offawninghe'd parodied
tome the previous evening: “Loved the show. [ mean, it wasjustso
happening. Ireallylove what you guysare doing, vouknow?" He accepts
anddeflectsthe praise with grins and shrugs, then moves offagain.

Tim, theAngel Gabriel trumpeter, is blushingly recou ntinghowavast
blackman grabbed him on the way to thedressingroomand told him he
playedbetter thananyonesince Dizzy Gillespie. “I mean, really,” hesays
withembarrassment, makinga dismissive gesture with hisarm. So yes,
Simply Red aregoingto be well loved in the United States.

Talkdrifts towards the subject of the next night's showin Chicago,
andit'sagreed amoveshould be made towards the bus, ready for the
400-mile-odd overnight journey. “Where’s Mick gone?” someaone asks.
“Whered'you think?” comes the reply.

“Thebusisrockingevenaswespeak.”

Irememberwhathe'dsaid whenlasked himifthe nextalbum would
have thesame underlying current of social awareness—poverty, lack of
opportunity-as Picture Book. “Yeah,” he'd said, “there’ll be some of that,
and the there’llbe some of the other.”

“Whatother?” I'd asked.

“Women,” he'dreplied, laughing. “Women.”

At3aminMinneapolisitseemsafairbet that the otheris winningthe
upperhand. Alan jackson e
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More from
the heart

thanthe
head”

An uncomfortable but very funny encounter with

. The singer finds rock critics so
admirable, he has written a song called “Scum”
about them. “I’m less and less inclined towards
being colourful food for other people to consume.”

NME

MONG NICK CAVE'S most prized possessionsis a hardcover green
book stuffed with press cuttings and private observations written
in his painstakingly spidery hand.

“There wasanacademic painterat the turnof the century, whose
name escapes meat the moment, whodid portraits of rich people
andaristocrats, like a poet laureate. When he died they found a trunk

full of other paintings he did. And theyall were obsessed with one theme: thereflection
ofawoman breachingthe pinkingsurface ofa puddle with herstride.

“Theywere not particularly
obscene, butitwasobvioushe

was using hisartistic prowess
forotherreasons thanto
portraytherichwho gave him
moneytodoit. And thisismy
book; I'mallowed towriteas

muchaboutwhateverllike as
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NickCave workingonhis
firstnovel, AndThe Ass
SawThe Angel,inBad
Seedsdrummer Thomas
Woydler'sloftonBerlin's
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JULY — SEPTENBER

October6,1986:
onstageatthe
Vredenburgin
Utrecht,
Netherlands

the extremes of our particular fantasies, mostofusrid ourselves of these
desiresinothery ~beating the wife, the normalday-to-day things.
Inthis particularbooklindulge myselfto the limits. I don't have to show
this toanyone; Idon’thave to worry aboutwhether my mother’s going
toread it

Ibelieve itincudes asongabout the British music press entitled “Scum”.

“Ididn’'twriteitabout the press; [wrote itaboutvou. See, here’sawhole
lotofscums. There’sone; thisisaboutyou...”

He flicks through the pages, his pink-rimmed eyes notlooking up ¢
tomeetmine...
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wi vll It’ t.not every da\. youcan use
them, really...”

Thisinterviewisnot turningoutat
allasI'dhoped...

Ihad hoped foraninterviewwhich
would amplifyhow Nick Cave's
preoccupations have beenrevealingly
side-litb hit;new;1lhumcunsislil g

i alled
Ki J\mg»lgmmrHw[’mR Jitsverytitle
alludes notonly to the verse fromthe
Acts Of The Apostles, but perhapsalso
toSamuel Beckett'sborrowingofthe
phrase;certainly, apunof Cave'sown
devisingisintended. And Isuspectl
mightbe one ofthe pric

Asheexplainsinhis measured,
dictation-speed sigh of a voice,
“There'snotagreatdeal ofacademic
intellectualisation of the reasons why
\xe(hdthese particular smw,s We're

theheartthanthehead. ]'m nots
whetheryoucanunderstand that.”
Ouch.

‘here was noround-table debate
astowhateach particularsong
means. WhenlIlisten toasong, it
strikes myheartwhetherit's
worthwhile ornot. There’ssomething
sobasicandsosimpleitshouldn’teven
need tobesaid.

What, however, constitutes that
supposedlyinstinctiverecognition of
g’'sworthis
newalbum thereare
tributes, like his
Hammer Song”, originally by his
schoolboyhero Alex Harvey, the
piratical Glaswegianrocker whose
Jacques Brel-derived theatricalism
anticipated punk.
ingfrom...Pricks, however,are
songs Caveloves which have already
been fullyrealised elsewhere, offering
no avenues for further {‘\])]()l ation.
Van Morrisor s
in point, though Cavereviles all his
otherrecord
Likewisedamnedis Jimi Hendrix,
whoserendition of “HeyJoe” Cave
regardsasaneasily surpassable
high pointinan unappealing
career. Notunlike Tim Rose’s 1967
performance, which he heard only
afterrecording his own, Nick Cz
“HeyJoe” invokes a brooding cosmic
thsurroundingJoe's crime
passionnel, which echoes the heavenly
portentswhichattended the birth of
the Presley twinsin “Tupelo” (asong
where he now faults his own gruffsinging).
These aredetails, however. ]\mg» gainst The Pricksisarichly
ting, dramatic record, notonly for the choice of songs and their
singing, butalso for the revitalisingaplomband, where needs be,
restraintof their performance by The Bad Seeds, whose highly talented
stro Mick Harvey (also of Crime And The City Solution) is too little
~ognised.
Kicking Against The Pric inaddition, afurtherinstalmentinthe
remoulding ofNick Cave into one of the rock world's most strikingand
multi-levelled leading players



Forastart, Nick Cave hates the “rock
world”. Like fellow itinerant Australian
musicians The Go-Betweens' Grant
McLennanand Robert Forster, The
Triffids' David McCombs, The Moodists’
Dave Graney, and former Saintand
Laughing Clown Ed Kuepper, heis highly
literate about rockandits many sources,
butinclines towardsits mostearthy poets
ofpassion, the balladeers and storytellers.
Johnny Cash and Roy Orbison-like him,
meninblack-figurelargein histaste, as
do Elvis Presleyand Bob Dylan, whoselate
records Cave particularly enjoys, notleast
because hediscovered them for himself
amongstrockcriticism's bargain-bin of
talents supposedlydeclined into
mawkishnessand stupor.

Cave hassoughtamongst this canon those themes which most closely
resemble his preoccupation—that ofajilted loverwhose thoughtsin
abandoned desolation turn fromregret to griefto vengeance. That the
end of his relationship with his girlfriend of seven years, AnitaLane, in
1983 hasinspired somuch ofhissubsequentwork hasneverbeen denied.

From that point, Cave has turned hislife’sbigwound into art,and he
hasalso plungedinto thatartasasafety valve. Notforalongtime has
amore poignantly tragic figure—one whose downfall springs froman
unbalancingruling passion-starredinrock’s obsessively scrutinised
zonewhere privatelifeand publicimage overlap.

His gravity of demeanourand much-trailed affinity with seriousliterary
endeavour (likewisea characteristic of those otheraforementioned
Australians) notonlymark him outfrom the frivolities of the pop
industry, butalso bestows on himasubstantial traditioninwhich his
tormented desolation may finda home.

Nowis thewinter ofour discontent...

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings and arrows of
outrageous fortune...

Wellsince my baby left me, I've found a new place todwell. It s down at the
end of Lonely Street at Heartbreak Hotel. ..

Notfor Nick Cave the battlements of Elsinore; he stalksinstead
America’s Deep South, alarger-than-life corrupted Eden of hot blood,
primitivereligion, swamplands, scarlet women, quack sawbones,
whiskey preachers, riverboatgamblers, white trash, slaves and the
lynchmob. Infact. Caveis barelyacquainted with thearea. But then,
JohnFogerty wrote evocative bayousongs for California’s Creedence
Clearwater Revival without gettingsomuchas
withinsniffing distance ofanalligator’s tail.

Thismythical Deep Southservesnotonlyas
thelandscape for some of Cave's favourite
music, butalsoasabackdrop sufficiently wild
andimpassioned to project his tragicimage
onto-an Oedipus wreckinwinklepickers.

“Ijust think Mat Snowisan arsehole who said
this, andit’snot true. Ifind it Thard tositdown
andtalk to someonewho gave usabad review.”

Tragicfigures areusually proud-itgoes
withthe territory. Petty-mindedness, however,
tends to be comic. So how come neitherofus
arelaughing? WhathadIdone to poison this
whole encounter?

“Hverything
that’s said
against me,
true or not,
offends me”

NICK CAVE

junkie. Thatallfour of us havealso heaped
extravagant praise upon hisworkcuts no
iceatall.

“Ifsomeone says somethinggood about
me, they're doing their job; Ihave no
complaints. They getno medal, they get
theirwage. That'sall. Butiftheysay
somethingbad, thenthatreally getson
my tits. I'minconsistent, I'millogical, I'm
irrational aboutit. So fuckin' what?”

Cave'svoice barelyrises. He'sas
laboriously patientasaniceberg.

“Thereare some people who will take it
ingoodstead andlaugh. ButItakeitasa
personalinsultand harbourit. And then
thatperson comesup to me and attempts
toshakemyhandwithasmileandsay, ‘Hi,

longtime nosee, burble burble burble.

“Everythingthat's said against me offends me, whetherit's true or not.
Ican’t fathom these people who flunked theirarts coursesand became
rockjournalistsand are too goddamned ignorantabout music, or
academicabout their thoughts, orhave so manyhang-ups that theycan't
bring themselves to perform. Yetitis these people whose opinions are
heralded andlauded as being gospel.

“Somearsehole willgo along to our concertinabad mood because he
willhave prematurely ejaculated with hisnew girlfriend and then been
shoved around byafewskinheads, and consequently give the concert
abadreview. And peoplereaditandimbibe!

“Itreally boils my blood and makes mesick to thinkthat thisisstill
perpetuated and the sameidiotic process continues of me speakingalot
of shitto some fool. It'snot what I consider to be aday that I enjoy, aday
thatIconsider profitable.”

If, with few exceptions, Cave has scantregard forwe earnest,
backstabbingscribblers, he “doesn’tgivea flying fuck” for the other four-
fifths of hisaudience, most of whom by my reckoningare full-time goths,
part-timeslummers, wallowers and weirdos who are there to be fucked
up thedirt-track, metaphorically speaking.

“I'vegotlessandlessinclined towards beingsomesortof colourful food
foralotofother people to consume. Writingallows me to be myselfand
nothave to perform this filthy function which, no matterwhatIdo, is
inherentinbeinglead singer for some freak group.

“Idon’tknow what the people who come and see meare like. I don't
knowwhattheirreasons for doinganythingare. I don'tknow the reason
forthe boy down the frontwho comes to each of our shows and screams
out, 'You'reafuckingarsehole!' Pays every night
toscream thatatthegroup, and, ifhe getsa
chance, to punch me. He’snot there to pick up
agirl, that's forsure.”

Spotlightsand the smell of greasepaint hold
no charmfor Nick Cave. Nor, he claims, does the
moneyamount to much.

“Whenyou'vefinished a British tour playing
allthese horrible places, like the worst prisons
inAmerica, andfindingthat type of personat
every concert, afterawhile vou consider,
‘What's the benefitofdoingthis?' That person
becomes moreimportanttoyou than therestof
theaudience. 1don'twantto be over-dramatic

InMarchlastyearIwroteofanEinstiirzende
Neubautensingle thatit “musters the
psychodramatic edge disappointingly absent from
NickCave'sforthcoming LP". That's all, yet his
grudge hasstewedinbile eversince. Norismy
reassurance, forwhatit’sworth, that The Firstborn Is
DeadLPhas subsequently grown in my estimation,
ofanyuse. Atleastlamnotaloneas the target of
“Scum”:alsoincluded are NME’s temporarily
retired Barney Hoskyns fornoreason L knowof; The
Australian’s Nicolas Rothwell, forwhom Anita Lane
deserted Nick (“personal reasons” as Cave wryly
explains); and Antonella Black, whoinaninterview
for ZigZag, portrayed himas a petulant, dribbling

aboutit,butthewhole thingseemstobean
obscene comicstrip...”

Sometimes, during this supremely painful
interview, Nick Cave forgets himselfand speaks
eloquentlyandanimatedly about somethingoutside
hisimmediate concerns-the American prison
system, forinstance, which he’sbeenresearching for
afilmprojectinAustralia. When lask about God and
theafterlife, he becomes more guarded. All he'll
vouchsafeisthathebelieves evilwill not go ultimately
unpunished, evenifit'srewarded on Earth.

Buthesoonrevertstobeing the sod withagrudge
and thinveneer of forced politeness.

“I'mjustasensitive guy,” he smilesinwardly. Very
inwardly. MatSnow e
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—_ ﬁ AUGUST 25 —

HE WEEK WAS sheer hell. How to hang on to two
Prince tickets until Thursday? Keep themin the
office and they’ll walk, such was their rarity, such
wastheenvy of friend and foe alike. Keep themin
o thewalletand I mightget mugged, some other
dudesweating and screamingin my seats. Keep
themin the flat and fire and theft or some act of God might

deny methebigone. ;
Thursday. Anage away. And whatiflmanaged tosecure WEMBLEY ARENA
thoselittle perforated pieces of puregold fromall the LONDON ——

pitfallsand He cancelled thelast night? Whatif Hecame
downwithMontezuma'srevengeafterenrapturingthe L I ‘ ? EY
faithful midweek? Whatif He felt affronted, as He had [ ]
whenHeflewin for the RockAnd Pop Awardsacouple of — AUGUST12& 14 —
yearsback, and cancelled? What if Hewereshotor,oh
worse, justdidn’t playonawhim? Christ, surely thatwasa
strong possibility considering He wasfruitcake enoughto
consider the Marqueeafunkyvenue foranafter-gigparty-down.

But Thursday came as Thursdays do, and we madeit toWembley
withoutafatal head-on orabustedbig-end and the perspiration
and panicsetin. Whatifthe hypediditshorrible thing? Whatif the
expectation ofalitany of delights forced every critical facultyinto
overdriveand unleashed the adrenalised cynicism thatcan often
renderspiteful disappointment?

Anyway, 8.20. A disembodied American voiceasked ifwe'd please
welcomePrince And The Revolution and we decided yes, we would,
and howledso ourearshurt. Fromthe South Grand Tier I could hear
thesnake-charmingragaof“Around The World InA Day”, but I
couldseenothing. The bloody curtainsremained closed for one
wholeagonisingverse untilaJames Brownsoulsquall rent them
asunderand there Hestood instudded bell-bottomsand Spanish
Cuban heels, hairagreased-back’30sbolerocrest, lipsafruity
Shirley Temple pout, hips a pendulousElvis thrust, smile sweetand
wicked underrollin’ Fats Waller eyes. Oh the eyes, bigand bad as
moons, Bambiand Valentino, nowomanwassafe. And the navel;
thenavelglistened, gorgeous and thin. Wescreamed. »

ALAMY
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Princeinalemon
zootsuit,thesecond
ofseveralcostumes
donnedduringthe
Londonlegofthe
Parade Tour
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August14,1986:Stingand
Ronnie WoodjoinPrince
forarenditionofthe
RollingStones'“Miss
You"onthelastofthree
nightsat Wembley Arena

“Around The World” watusied an intricate metamorphosisinto
“ChristopherTracy's Parade” and The Revolution achieved with elegant
ease what others appearto find impossible: exquisite efficiency without
sterility, synchronisation with joy. For those of us reared onrockier ethics
than the predominantlysoul-boyandgirlaudience, itcame assome
shocktodiscoverthattheresstill throbbed areal tactile thrillin creation
asopposed tochaosand destruction.

Andwhatwas He doing during these intense opening manoeuvres—
tracks dismissed onrecord by the purists as the great man's psychedelic
sell-out? He was hammingitup on the Hammond like Little Richard, all
cute cockygrinsandsugary snarls.

Abrutallyboisterous “New Position” lubricated theinnuendo and
melted into “ Wonder U"” and His chest was revealed in one ecstatic
flounce before He bowed out to return jazz-mutilated moments later
in thewhite tux from Cherry Moon, wrigglinginto “Raspberry Beret”,
Jerome Benton and the other extravagant back-up boys Uncle-Tomming
with Himinto aridiculously deftchoreographyof dance routines,
grinninglike born-agains, jivinglike gigolos. I saw Astaire and Chaplin.
Wescreamed and screamed again.

And thenIwept. Copiously. The lights fell low, the band backed off
andsuddenly, vulnerableamid therazzmatazz, Prince sang “Do Me
Baby" from the Controversyalbum. He sanglikeI've never heard anyone
sing before; he sangaboutlove and lust, about theirrelationship, about
the politics of plonking. He sangas avictimand achieved coy command.

This manwas fawning, for Chrissakes, standing there actually pleading
withustoadore him, knowing, withall thewily powerofhis feminine
charms, thathe had ustrapped right where he wanted us, suckered in
our pity.

Itwasall too much for this hetero Anglo-Saxon boyand, boy, did [weep.
Butlnearly gagged outatwhathe did to us next; cockingasnookat our
broken hearts, he swaggeredinto “(How Much Is That) Doggie In The
Window?" like some wanton, uncaringtart, thenwrappeditupintoa
harshand chinky“WhenDoves Cry”.

Seated at the piano, he paused and made eyes atthe girls showering
himwith bouquets before he preened through acock-teasingly slow first
verseof “Little Red Corvette”, twisting thataround hislittle fingerinto the
debonair“Under The Cherry Moon”,

The showwas now switchbacking around the preposterousrange of
Prince’s talent; The Revolution were covering every ghetto imaginable
and everysyllablewas Hisown!
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Pirouetting, strolling, disrobing, blue, black, white suits, doing the
splits, strutting that Broadway stuff, he'd doneitall. And then there was
“Head", the naughty fellatio celebration banned by theradio off the Dirty
Mindalbum. Lyingastride the mic stand, fucking perfectlyin time to the
humpingbeat, he did alittle mock-machorap, we giggled alongandit
wasn’tcheap. Notonce.

Thiswas greattheatre, greatathleticism, great comedyall performed
with the greatest delicacy. It was almostasifitwere sacred when he
grabbed aguitarand deliciously screwedit, licking the machine heads as
he casually sat, bare-chested, on thelip of the stageand coaxed little
flurries oflovingjazz moans from the strings.

Iwould have cried again but1wasrescued by the sheer cool velocity of
thesvelte “Kiss”, thatminimal gem of orgasmic Bo Diddley and the best
single thisyearalongside the League’s “Human”. “1999" belonged to the
crowd, Prince prancing, us baying.

Encoretimeand the onlyreal doubtraised by His visit. Canitbe that
He, like any other mortal American, is stricken with such a paucity of
discernment thathe can’tseethathauling Ronnie Wood and Stingon
stage foraspirited run-through of “Miss You” (asong he'd said he wished
he'dwritten when he played itat the post-gigjam at Busby's on Monday) is
adecisionlackinginall thingship? How could it be that this realand
absolute geniuswas getting mixed up with mediocre old lags like Eric
Clapton (Tuesday'’s partyjam)? Some say He’samuso and lacks that vital
taste, butI think he’s beyond that. I thinkhe doesn’t deign to worry about
who's supposed to be who orwhat's supposed to be what. I think he’s
probablyjustlonelyup there above the clouds.

Still, “Miss You" afforded us the hilarious spectacle of Sting struggling
withabasssolo (The Revolution bailed him out) and Wood struggling to
playin timeortune (ditto), and then there was “Mountains”, the
churning chantpivoted on brisk welts of brass before another moving
exitand anotherencore, theadoring house hushed by the opening
strains of “Sometimes [t Snows In April”, an elegy so melodramaticit
would be ludicrous but for the utter conviction of the angelic voice
swooningunder the burden ofitsimagined grief.

Thisis the uniqueness of Prince - he feels no shame. He bringsan
uncluttered naivety, an obscene enthusiasmto the mostoverwrought
emotion and feelsno embarrassmentinlayingitbarebylayingiton thick.
The cliches peel back to the core of theirimpact under his caress like
layersoffan onion, thespell ofhissob chokingme at the beauty of
witnessingsomeone doingsomething betterthan anyoneelse ever has.
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Afterthatitwasinconceivable that He could giveand I could take any
more, I was so blissed out by the sorrow, so exhausted by thebrilliance,
but “Purple Rain” pumped me erect for one last gasping climax, Prince
pinioned to the frontof the stage, wailing and orchestratingthat mighty
anthemtoregret,arecluse luxuriatingin thelimelight onelasttime,
exhibitinghis contradictionsto the end.

There He was, tearingout the shattering guitarsolo with the abandoned
exuberance of Hendrixand the clinical control of McLaughlin. There He
was, singing soul from his soul because he doesn’tknowanyotherway
and, without debasingit, being quite cheekilyvaudeville too, referring to
himselfas “yourlittle friend”, sending himselfup and takingus higher.

Two hoursinthe company of this ultimate showman, thiscomplete
performer, this song-and-dance man, and all the desperate faith I'd
maintainedinfickle pop made perfect sense.

Thadastarinmyeyes and a memory, forever, of heavenin my head.
Steve Sutherland

- NME AU

P UNTILNOW for thislistener, the artistic peaks of the great
performers of American black music have existed onlyin the
collective memory, on faded film reels or cold vinyl.
Thatdoesn’t preventenjoyment of the reckless jive and bop of Louis
Jordan’s R'n'B, the Baptist holler Little Richard turned into rollicking
sexual liberation, James Brown’s heart-rending, cape-clad soul
marathon-mansessions or Sly Stone’s euphoric celebrations that chilled
into despairand recrimination. Buthindsight tells onlyhalfthe story-
music crystallisesits true relevance when captured head on, when you
encounteraperformerwho, intheshockand thrill of the present, creates
and takes control of the many freedoms etched in his sound and vision.
Suchwas the case with the opening performance of Prince’s
three-night Wembley stint, before acharged, anticipative audience.
Akaleidoscopicglide through the sleazy and feted stereotypes of
American culture, adazzlingtour de force of rhythmicand melodic
inspirationandinvention, the showstaked andwonhimaplaceinthe
select pantheon of past pioneers. Not just because Prince subsumes so
muchofthe pastand makesithis own, notjustbecause he hasbalanced
(and blurred) sexual roles and musical cross-pollination, betwixt
feminine and masculine, blackand white, pop and progressive, but
because he’s nowassembled the many identities and self-made celebrity
ofhisown careerinto auniformwhole.
Prince’s versatility and his sensitivity to hismusic’s heritage has been
used to fuel hislust foran ongoingorgy of

! the group unwind the feet-finding beatand wispy finery of “All Around
The World InA Day” from behind adrawn curtain.

And then: “Hey London, [wannadance...” Stripped to the waist, hair
slicked back, Prince’s bony torso has the cavortingimpishnessofasatyr,
the bell-bottomsstrides are hunglow buthis buttocks barely begin before
themidget frameis completed bylithe, elasticlimbs. And dance he does,
therepertoire of stage moves are the moststunningly choreographed,
dynamicand economicl'veeverseen.And while there’slots of little stops
andstarts, freezing the motion with a hawkish glint, anarcissistic hip
swivel and swooping full-length split, it's more than mere egotism, being
tunedinto everyswitchingnuance of the superb 10-piece band.

The guitar-grinding fixation thatreportedly ruined his only previous
London performance isnowhereinevidence. It's the tight, clipped style
ofWendy and Miko Weaver that predominate, Prince’s lustrous flowis
evidentonlyon theclosing “Purple Rain”. The democracy has evidently
paid off. Reworking even recent material, The Revolution switch from
sonicotherworldly funk to horn-boosted bigband jazz, one minute
delicatelyembossed with the allure of eastern promise, then bearing
down onsome monster-stomping, Sly-scorched crescendoes. Their
scope, lustand flexibility perfectly complements the vaultingambition
oftheirswaggering, scaffold-scalingleader.

Costume changes and semi-striptease actsabound: Prince’simage
fixation goes beyond musical greats-he wants tobe Gypsy Rose Leeas
much as he wants to be James Brown, wants to be Rudolph Valentino as
muchas he patentlyis Little Richard’s nuclear age offspring. After the
opening foray, hereappearsinalemonzootsuit, tradingoffhipster
routines with the spry backing-singer trio; the recurringhorn motifis JB's
“Popcorn”, the chant, “Theroof, the roofison fire. Wedon'tcare, let the
maotherfucker burn down.” The frantic thrust gives way to the lush
libidinous ballad “Do Me Baby”, mounting to a sax-coaxed climax that
playsoffhisfalsetto screech againstgruffintimations. “When Doves
Cry”, withitselectro crankand tear-stained piano trickles, reconciles
emotional family ties with prosaic sexuality, an abiding scourge of many
asoulman butwhich Prince seemsunbothered by.

“AnotherLover” isahighpointforthe band. Asongwritten with
sophisticated instrumental settinginmind, itallows theboomerang
bass, hoveringhornsand synthesized trickery to dueland establish full
indomitable range.

Rebornasacharmingsuitorin white tie, polka-dotwaistcoatand a
fetching pair of stilettoes, the chameleon is soon sheddinghis skin. The
coquettish catcalls of “l Wanna Be Your Lover” become the prostrate
mic-straddling of “Head”. Midway through slurping 'n’ moaninginto the

mic, still slithering and humpingacross the

stardom. So many fantasies, solittle time:
escalating fromandrogynousdiscobeginning
to the rudeboy high-school pop of Dirty Mind,
from Controversy's mediacome-onlead to
theatomagestarletof 1999andto the final
crowninggloryof Purple Rain. That tourand
albummay have seemedlikeanend, a
rapturous confirmation, amergingof fantasy
withactuality. But the psychedelic huesand
jazzyinflections unfoldedin All Around The
World In A Dayand consolidated on the best
bits of Paradeshowed he had awhole new bag
toswing.

Confirminghis pre-eminence asan instigator

Prince’s bony
torso has the
cavorting
impishness
of a satyr

floor, hestops: “If you're taking any of this
seriously, you'rea biggerfool thanlam.” Anice
humoroustouch, aswas the stagehand wiping
thefloorcleanafterhim.

Like everyoneelse, I'vehad my doubts about
Prince—his cosmicbullshit, theapolitical moral
vacuum, a Nero fiddling while his beloved Rome
(read “America”) burns. And sure he’sunlikely
to unleash the tensionand angst thathis forbear
SlyStonedid in There’sA Riot Goin’ On. Butonce
you've seen the show, none of that matters.
Prince contrivesalavish celebrationand tribute
toblack culture, to those who dared breakand
cross barriers, to explicitbeauty and sensuality

who keeps onestepahead of his peers hasleft
Parade-eraPrincerelaxed with his own past,imbuing his stardom with
anewbreadthand generosity. The personais notjust thatofararefied
being-he nowbecomesaspiv, demented diva, cocky pimp, lounge-bar
swingsultan, adance wizard combining The Godfather's grace with
electro-eracalisthenics.

He maypledge allegiance to the Almighty, but Prince’s whole show
revolves around the pleasures of the flesh. Amaster of crowd control. ..
the build-up, delayand the final, shattering climax... thisisprivate
fantasy made public property. The history ofblack music rewritten as the
eternalsearch for
the perpetual
orgasm, the show
startsasitmeans
togoon-teasing
and provocative,

“Prince contrives a |avish celebration and

to those who dared
tribute to black culture, to those WAL Pe0e -

and to hisown career, whichhasusedaall those

traits. Like any great showman, he pursues his obsessions with such
single-minded dedicationand attention to detail that, for the duration,
the excitementand intrigue of his world becomes a partofthe audience’s.

My only quibbles—the 90-minute show was atleastan hourshorter than
pre-publicity had led us to believe. Perhaps the showstopping finales, a
perfectfoil forhis blindingstage flash, were overworked (alive recording
would benefit from the insertion of such Princely classics as “Dirty
Mind”, “When You Were Mine”, “Little Red Corvette”...). Apart from that
—brilliant. I've never seen anything quite like it. Gavin Martin ®

PRINCE

THE FLESH AND THE SOUL
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“Iwasfedupwith
peoplesaying,‘God,
howdidyougetyour
hairlike that?";
ashornRobertSmith
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“Your little

fantasy

universe”

ad in the US and France with THE GURE.

— MELODY MAKER AUGUST 30 —

HIS ONE'SABSOLUTE psychedelic madness,
(( OK, soreallygo forit! I want the camerazipping

inon thefaces, in close, then down to guitar,

then back to faces, really zipping...”

Scene: Orange, Provence. An empty 8,000-seater

Ancient Romanamphitheatre. The Cure are about
torunthrough “Primary”, mimingtoatape of their capacity show,
recorded thenightbefore. Tim Popeislopingaround thelobe of the stage
like thefitful offspring of Olive Oyl and Vincent Price, craning his
considerableneckto peerthroughalens, clappinghishandstokeep up
rhythmand pace, adrenalising everyone. Popeis aftersomethingonlyhe
cansee. Popeismakingamovie.

Therelationship betweenband and boy-wondervideo rogue goes back
threeyearsto “Let’s Go To Bed”, the firstdesperate, daft occasion inwhich
Smith’s surreal humourwasunleashed as visual relieffrom the vinyl task.
Sincethen, Pope and The Curehavebeenvirtuallyinseparable. It’s
impossible to think of “The Walk” or “Love Cats” or “Close ToMe” without
feeling thatthe synchronised anarchy of Pope's bravely scatter-brained
technique hasn't, in some flighty sense, helped liberate Smith from the
austereimage thatwas chokingthe creative life outof him.

Pope, forhis part, willmaintain the madness was thereallalong. He

refuses to work with anyone who doesn't wriggle with

7,}@25——[4&3- GoTo Bed character. Hisvideo portraits have included Neil Young,

ablll

MarcAlmond and the Banshees as wellas The Cure, all acts

ﬂ“’“ schizophrenicallystrongon personalityand erratically prone

[ T

P

- I

to experimentation. People like himself.

Pope'saimisalways sympathetic—to enhance the song
he'sworkingwith, to play withitsinherentinnuendos, to
divertwithoutdamagingthe kernel, the core. Hence “Close
To Me” wasshotinawardrobe. Youcan'tgetmuch closer
than claustrophobia. »

ROSS MARINHO
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Nowhe’sembarking on his first feature film and no one seems sure what
it'ssupposed to be, letalone howit'll turn out. Smith, who's financingit
himselfthrough Fiction on the cavalier understanding thatit'll be so good
they'llhave no troublesellingit, visualises some vague doubleresult-a
concertvideo comprising the footage shot against the mightyimpressive
pillared backdrop, and a full feature film using concert footage, previous
anecdotal clipsand some scenes to be shotatalater date, lending the
projectcharactersand plot, likea Cure update of A Hard Day’s Night,

And Pink Floyd At Pompeii?

“Yeah, everyone's said that. Did you notice we played ‘Set The Controls
ForThe Heart Of The Sun’atsoundcheck?”

Yeah. They playedit. Perfectly.

Therisks, of course, are many. Because of the limited budget, all the
live filming had to be done on Saturday, at the concert, with close-ups
following during Sunday’s mock-up. Rain on one or both dayswould
havescuppered the whole thing-£150,000 literally down the drain
because they couldn’t comprehend their cheapest insurance quote:
£50,000!tdidn’train untilMonday.

Thenthere's the venueitself. Theamphitheatreis one of the oldest
inFrance, and notsurprisingly, it's subject to paranoically strict
government protection. They generallyallow occasional classical
concerts here, high-browstuff, nothing too popular, £50-a-ticketjobs
thattake fulladvantage of the eerily crystalline acoustics without much
troubling the neighbouring town with volume or mess.

Thelastrock concert permitted here was more than two years ago,
when Dire Straits had their sold-outsecond concert panic-cancelled by
thelocal council. The Cure’s gigis very much a yardstick, set up by Paris
promoters to prove that pop isaresponsible way of making money these
days, matured beyond all the attendant hullaballoo of revolution and
vandalism. Meetings take place almost hourly between the promoters
and onelocal official oranother, but the only real hiccough occurs when
thesecurity guards’ over-zealous dobermanns chase aninterloper off
therockoverlookingthe theatre and he fallsand sprains hisankle. The
intruder turns out to be thelocal police chiefon a plain-clothes
reconnoitre and, asaresult, acurfewisimposed on Sunday’s filming.
Shootingactually ceasesat 3am.

“Hasanyone gotacleansock? Abrightly coloured sock? Fluorescent?”

Thenthere’s perhaps the biggest risk ofall, workingwith Popeina
mediuminwhichhe'suntried and untested. Afterall, the worst films
ofrecent months have been over-extended videos- like Absoluie
Beginners, all false with no foundation. Smith seesit thisway: *We
wantedto filmitas opposed to working with video, because every concert
we donow reachesapoint thathas seemed unattainable in the pastand|
wanteditcaptured forever, before we move onor give up.

“Idon’tthinkit'sariskworkingwith Pap [his nickname for Pope],
because heisn'treallyadirector. We could have gotin some proper
directorto makeafilmofanyold concert, but
hewouldn’tknowwhat the band was aboutand
Iwantthisto beaCure filmabout The Cure.”

Popehimselfwould makea fascinating movie.
Scuttlingacross the stage crabwise during
Saturday’s show, heresembled someIgorfigure,
hunch-backed under the camera, fighting with
theequipmentas much asfocusingit,
determined to achievethesamedizzyeffectshe
conjured on the videos. On Sunday, heeven has
the camerabackon the trapeze for “In Between
Days”, launchingitin, catchingitinches from
Smith’slipstickleer. Askhimwhyfilm and he'll
say: “Because film’s beautiful.”

AskSmithifhe fancies himselfasanother De
Niro: “Strangelyenough, I've been offered afilm
opposite Nastassja Kinskiin thelasttwodays. I turned it down.” Why?
“She’snotmy typeof woman. Ha!Ha!"

himselfrepeatedlyin the chest.”

Scene: San Francisco. Yes, itdid happen, but not, of course,
quite asthe papers said. The Cure were about to take the stage when
therewassome commotion nearthe mixing desk and aderanged white
male ofindeterminateage plunged aknife into himself. Police eventually
stunned himwithatranquilisingdartand carted him offin the meat
wagon. It'snot thatbad in France-butalmost.

CC T HE CROWD LAUGHED and cheered him on as he stabbed
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“I've been
offered a film
Opposite
Nastassja
Kinski”

The Cureare the biggest here, numberone. When their coach arrivesat
theamphitheatre, thestreets areliterallylined with Smith lookalikes
circa“InBetween Days” and they screamand grabjust like Duranies,
eachwith hisorher particularidol. The filmingis nearly critically
affectedwhen, during “Piggy In The Mirror” (“ver_vappmpriate":
according to Smith) adetermined young mademoiselle takes the security
bysurprise and rushes onstage, bowling past the frontline and making:f
beeline for Boris who, oblivious behind the drumriser, justdrums on.

She'sapprehended before much damage s done but only rushes will
revealwhethershe’simmortalised foreveron film, a gate-crasherat The
Curepartyv.

After theshow, the photographerand l are hanging roundlike good
professionals, suppingice-cold Heinekens, waiting for the band to towel
downandall that, when were approached by awinsome, flushed blonde
who's beenallowed past the bouncers because she feels faint. Sheaccepts
the photographer’s chairand makes it understood, in passable pidgin
English, thatshe needs water. We oblige, though she stilllooks a bit dicky
whensuddenly Simon appears andshe’'supand athim, pestering,
stroking his shoulders, babbling her love.

The tourmanager heaves heroutandit transpires she's been turningup
allover, conningherway into Simon’s presence. Later, we travel to the
band’s chateau, about 15 miles away in the middle of nowhere, and the
phoneringsinSimon’sroom. It's the girl's mother. She's gothis number
somehow andshe’s concerned because her daughter’s gone missing, with
thefamily’sjewels! Simonreturns the receiver pronto and heads for the
barwhere, sure enough, the girlappears. She's escorted out but she's still
around the nextday, lurkingat the gates, watching, awaiting her chance.

tourist to his daughter, Sunday afternoon, Orange).
Flashback.

Scene: Thelobby ofafirst-class hotel in Boston, Mass. Twohours
previously, The Cure completed the first show of their American tour,
and-bymeansofcelebration, or maybe thatwas justa handyexcuse - Lol
drankabottle of Armagnacbrandyallby himself.

He'snow passed outonabaggage trolley being wheeled around the
foverby therestofthe band. Porlis filming his nodding head, his
glistening face, his private parts, anything that takes his fancy. The desk
clerkdoesn’tbataneyelid.

Lolistaken tohisroom, deposited on hisbed and his door is leftslightly
open for regularinspections should he decide to do a Hendrix, orshould
thatbeaMama Cass?

Anhourlater, a posse decides to check on his progress and finds him
snuggled downin the corridor outside hisroom. A briefinvestigation
reveals that Lol hadrisenin hisstupor, pissed inacupboard, and then
curledup onthelanding-everythingrightinallwrong places. Very
understandable.

He's placed back on his bed, snoringblissfully,
and further checks are made on the hour, every
houruntilit's too much trouble - therestof the
crewapproaching Lol's condition themselves.

Cometheirmorning—alate lunchtime call-
Lol'sfound to haverisenin the nightand, quite
sensibly, beingasecurity-conscious sortof
chap, he'sfastened all the chains on theinside
ofhisdoor. Therest trytorouse him-his
phone’soffthe hook and repeated bangingon
thedoorrendersnoresponse. Eventually, in
exasperation, ahotel porteris summonedto
hacksaw the dooropen. “Dalas’ timeldid this,
daguywasdead,” he grins.

Lol'sinside though, sage and sound, still out
for the count. Three minutes offerocious shakingand he’sbackamong
them. He'd been onthe phone to his girlfriend (he finds outlater). She
wasin LA, he couldn'tspeak, butshe'dlistened anyway as hefell asleep
cradling thereceiver. His phone bill on checking outwas 1,500 dollars.
Another Curelegend. Anotherdayon theroad.

Chris Parry, Fiction boss and Cure Captain Pugwash, has this theory
that The Cure have only everexisted tokill Lol. Sometimes this seems
plausible. Sometimes this even seems to be working. Certainly, he's the
buttofarelentless barrage ofbuddy abuse, the reluctant jesterin the
courtofking Cure, accustomed to his niche evenif, in the deepest of
hangovers, the banterstill niggles.

o o] ITHINKTHEY'RE HIGH onsomething orother” (English




I've neverseen Lol actually blowunder the stressand
scandal, but Smith smiles and reckons he sometimes
comes close: "I'venevertold youabout Lol, have I?I've
never told you the story ofhowwe found him? Simon and
Iwentonone of those school trips, y'’know, educational
holidays, to Africa, and one day we discovered Lol in the
bush. He'd been brought up by anteaters and halfhis face
hadbeen eatenoffbyants.

“Well, Simonand], we felt sorry for him, so we brought
himbackwith us and paid for plasticsurgery, fed him
soup under pilesofearthandallthat,and howdoeshe
repay us? Hesneaked ferrets under his skin, that's what
hedid, sneaked ferretsunder the plastic surgery.”

Allthisis revealed asan explanation for the magnificent
gamutof contortions Lol had run his face through the
previous evening before retiringrather tired and pretty
emotional. We're in the bus now, Smith and Simon close
to tears with laughter, Porl offeringto illustrate the story
withdrawings (he wenttoartschool, youknow). Lol'sup
the front.

“Youdon't believe us? OK. Who owns you, Loz?”
Simonshouts.

“Youdo. And Robert,” Lol answers, good-natured,
world-weary.

“And how's that, Loz?"

“Because youfound mein the bush being broughtup by
anteaters,” hestates, deadpan. “Inyourlittle fantasy universe, thatis.”

Smith hasbeen quoted as sayingthat, should Lol everleave, The Cure
would beover. | think1know what he means. However else would the
backstage open-airband hospitalityarea boastan honest-to-goodness
cigarette tree? Areal BurlIves “Big Rock Candy Mountain” job? The
explanationis perfectly simple.

Itseems Lol smokes too much - chain-smokes, according to Smith -
sowhilehe’s settinghiskeyboards for the Orange gig, Smithand Simon
hollow out a packet of Marlboro, stick all the cigarettes ona tree with !
maskingtape like baubles on branchesat Christmas, and carefully reseal |
theboxwithamessage inside.

Sure enough, hourslater, Lol snaps the Cellophane on the packet. He
shakes his head, pities their puerility and picks afag off the tree.

¢ HMY GOD, they've gota new singer!”
Scene: New York, Radio City.

Ahyes, that haircut. Fans threatening suicide. From
acluster of Triffids to aburntfield of stubble in one wanton sitting.
Barb(er)aric. Why, oh why?

“Iwas fed up with people saying, ‘God, howdid yougetyourhairlike
that?' so, before [went to America, I thought, ‘T'llgetyou,’and I had it cut
off. The paradox, of course, is thatnow people talkabout the haireven
more. It'sall they talkabout.

“Everyone hatesit. I hate it most. It’s the most unattractive haircut.
ljustabout recognise myselfin the mirror now, nowit'sgrownalittle.
Still, itmakes nodifference tomeand, ifit does to other people, well,

I hope they die. Actually, though, it'shorrified Pap. The hairwas the
wholebase ofhisfilm."

Hence the wig?

“Uh...thewig...Idon'tknowhow... orwhy..."

Ishould explain. When he’s notsportinga particularly natty Donovan
cap (“Someone threwit, ithitme, itfits"), Smith’swearing a Spinal Tap
syrupwhich, when teased and caressed and kicked around the garden,
uncannily approximates his pre-snip follicular edifice.

[twas Pope'sidea, presumably, that Smith should weariton the walk
out to the stage, only for Simon to snatchit offbefore the camerasat the
verylastmoment? “Somethinglike that, yeah.”

ESMOND LYNAMIS God.”

-
¢« Scene: Orange, backstage. Reminiscing. The World Cup.
- Smith's gloomy predictions of English pedantry in the Maker
were, sadly, all too accurate, buthestill wears that England shirtwith
pride. Indeed, when the band were due to dosome French TV on the day
of the Paraguay game, Smith refused to cross the Channelu nless hewas
guaranteed access to live coverage of the match.

The French commandeeredacinemaandsetupalink, Smithand
Simon, fullykitted outand bottled up, dancingin theaislesafterLineker’s

May22,1986:
SmithandLol
Tolhurstonthe
OrientExpress,
wheretheyare
interviewedby
MarkEllenfor
Whistle Test
andrunupa
£2,000barbill

glorious third. There’s been amarked metamorphosisin The Cure during
the past twoyears, something sane and necessary has happened,
something to dowith Simon rejoining. Smith has cannily (or casually)
made alotof meals out of virtually nothing by virtue of his bizarre
beginnings. Ifhisearly career pursued aspiralinto darkness and despair,
anintroverted, weird world of enigma, how much weirder that the band
should nowemerge football fanatics.

They can carryon the way they like now, become anyone they want,
because anything they dobreaches the code of preconception which,
once cemented, takes years to crack. Theirembracing of EastEndersand
the everyday seems subversive, asnub to thosewho insiston Smith
retaining the role of psychic guru, but thenagain, it'snotinhisnature to
do things by halves and hisnormality hasacquired the frenetic status of
satire, of bloated caricature, of —as they putit—Mr Blakeys.

Smith, forexample, hasjust edited ascratchvideo of The Price Is Right
for Simon inwhich Leslie Crowther's every gestureis repeatedly
scrutinised. “Sheer heaven,” says Simon. “Sheerhell,” says Lol.

When Smith decides to go swimmingin the Med at midnight, he can't
justtakeadiplike everyoneelse, he has toswimmiles outof sight.

“Yeah, I wastryingtobe Mark Spitz,” he says.

“I've neverbeensoworried inmylife,” says Mary, his girlfriend.

Inany event, heswallowed agutful of brinyand has suffered gyp
with his guts ever since. Which, incidentally, doesn't deterhim for one
moment from the band’s main preoccupation these days—curry.

Pininginforeign climes for their prawn madras and pilau, the band
have done theirutmost to rustle upsome Indian nosh. Bookinginatthe
SunsetMarqueein LA, they were convinced it wasaself-catering hotel
andspentafortune onthe ingredientsforaright Bombay slap-up. But
when Smithand Simon entered their room, there were no pots and pans,
no utensils insight.

Simonwas despatched to thekitchens, and in hisabsence, Smith
discovered... nostove! Simonwent “allboo-hoo” and cried hiseyes out,
sotheyate theingredients cold and raw, washed down withample amber
nectar. This, itseems, accounts for the pinup pasted to the seat facing
Simon on the tour bus—apicture ofanice biryanicut fromamagazine. At
moments ofutterstress, the bassist has beenknown to beathis head
againstitand cry, “Why, why, why?”

Determined not to face defeatagain, theband decided to have frozen
rubies sent over to the studio near Toulouse where they now go to record
the nextalbum. Butwhatabout the record?

“Well, we've demoed about 15songsanditall sounds great. We've been
playingone, ‘I Want To Be You', on the restof the tourand, as we're
recordingout ofthe country, away from the distractions, it'lljustbe us
and the Mrs Blakeys, soit'll probably turnoutto be avery odd album, for
achange!It'sperfect, in fact, because we should just finish recording to
coincide with thebeginning of the European championships.”

Strangely strange butoddly normal. Steve Sutherland

EATURES
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“Peoplearequite
surprisedwhentheyfind
outl'mahalfwaydecent
sortofbloke™:Fall
frontmanMarkESmith

100 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1986




v 3 .
- " 5 g
o . 2
-,
O .
5 3
3 v
i )
&
Fy 9
S el
9 . i b
] 1 &«*
4 %
v | Y .
A ¢ L
-
= .

HISTORY OF ROCK 1986 | 101



1986

JULY - SEFTEMBER

NME

ARKESMITH, weaned on Lenny Bruce’s speed-
fuelled monologues, the self-confessed big shot
original rapper, picks a subjectand he’s off. Drugs
seemagood place to start.
“ldon’tthinkheroinisanygood, it’s crap, a
horribledrug. ButI've gottosayit-if someone
wantsto smoke themselves to death or drink themselves to death with
whisky, jump outofwindows orwhatever, thenit's their basic right. 1
always thought thatwaswhat Britain wasallabout. Itsoundslikea nutty
anarchistidea, butalotofitis down to educationand alot of it don't really
careabout. Anyonewho gets into heroin mustbe pretty weird anyway. .

“Haveyoueverseenanyoneonit? They sweatand snuffle likelittle
piglets. Imagine paying money to be like that—you’ll find outwhatit's like
whenyou're 90 anyway.”

Whilethe national draconian drugbacklash finds favourwith pop
culture'sstuffedshirts, The Fallrelease “Mr Pharmacist” - a cover of
Texangarage punks The Other Half’s '60s speed anthem —as their new
single. A sortof American “Here Comes the Nice”. It s blessed with a
careering, euphoricrushandall the subtlety ofascorched sinus.

“I'vealwaysreallyliked bandslike that-the sort thatjust make one good
singleand thendisappear. It's better than all this tedious three-hour
hippyshitlike Grateful Dead thatseems to be coming back into vogue.”

Buthardlylikely to get much airplay.

“Ifyouworriedabout thingslike that you'd probably never release
asingle.Imean, if The Kinksreleased ‘You Really Got Me' tomorrow,
Idoubtitwould get played. Unless theyremixed it, of course. Actually
it'sananti-drugsong,” smirks Smith.

Nothingofthesort, of course. It's The Fall on a fun runawayday, still
stickingin the craw, underlining pomposity and hypocrisyin Britpop;
pricking the prevailingmood of compassion and concern.

“ltwas obvious with Boy George. Everyinterview he did, he'd makea
pointofdenying druguse. Nowit's going to be My Struggle Against Evil,
some dickhead spoilingit foreverybody else. [ don'tmean himanyharm, |
buthe’shadall the good stuff, hasn'the? They always getit.

“ButIdon’tunderstand how he canbe held responsible forinfluencing
his fans.Ilike Elvis Presley’s records, some of
themanyway, butitdoesn’tmeanI'mgoingto
eatfive hamburgersaday.

“The Britishloveit,aman down onhisluck
tryingto get backup. Butitenrages me - his
whole careerhasbeenbasedonslagging
everybody else who took drugs.

“It'sjustlike Pete Townshend. [ spitatthe
TVwhenhe'son. Howdare he tell teenagers,
‘I'vehadall the good thingsinlife-wine,
champagne, beer, anydrugyoulike-but
they'reall bad foryou'? In other words, what
he'ssayingis, ‘I've used them to the point
where theydon’t workany more and the only
way [ cangetmy funnowis by moralisingabout
it.' Ifinditrevolting.”

ROM THETRAIN window,

rural Holland is a tangle of

idylliclife-size toytowns,
windmills, waterways, playhouses
and genial folk on bicycles. Ina
meadow deep inthe heartofthe
flatlands, decked out for the day with
the trappings of a village féte, The Fall
are playing the annual Sneekwave
Festival. The glorious sunshine and
laid-backambienceisan
incongruous setting for The Fall's
brand of pummelling intensity,
ruthlesslyaddictive razorriffs and
Smith's demonicincantations.

“It'sabitsleepy here, alwaysis,”

Smithsayslater. “They're spoiltin
away. It's not their fault, theyjust
seetoomany groups.”
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“B"eihg on
stage shouldn’t
be a pleasure,

it should be
like your craft”

THEFAL

BEND SINISTER

Anenjoyable Fall performance, packed with abrace of now familiar
songsfrom the forthcomingalbum presently titled Bend Sinister, but it still
lacks thatconfrontational tension that makes the groupreallyspecial.

“Halfway through I could feel the band goingalongwith the grooveand
theaudience. That's fatal; 1always try to steer clear of that area where vou
startseeingwhatlittle tricks canbe dugup to take the audience higher.
Youget to thestage where the group is enjoyingit more than the audience.

“Beingonstageshouldn’tbeapleasure, it should be like vourcraft.|
don’tconsideritperformingatall, performersarelike other peopletome,
It'sthe same withwriting, too. There should always be a fear involved of
whatyou're doing, afear that maybe you shouldn’tbe there at all.”

He doesn'tdo much onstage. There’s no projection, no smiles or
emotion etched across those sunken cheek and jowls, barely a flicker
fromhisgraveyard eyes. Attimesitseems he's summoned upasound
fromhis cohorts thatistakingaterrible toll on his soul; other times the
lyrics find flightin the whirlwind and helooks dead natural, relaxed
almost-it'sthestruggle thatmakes him the focus, makes himso
fascinating to watch.

Smithdreamedthisband up 10yearsago, and now he’s their only
survivingmember. The great, loyal Karl Burnsleftearly this yearamid
rumours ofdebilitating personal problemsand agrowing, violent
antagonism between himand Smith. Othermembers may comeand go,
butit's Mark who has the final say. His vision of cultural revolution,
wrestingrockfrom the hands of southern English mediastylistsand
transplantingitinanorthern wasteland where spiritand class conflict
became constants, may have developed dramaticallyin recent recordings,
buthisownreputationasanuppity, contrarybastard has remained.

Whateverhe maysay, there'sa part of Smith thatstill relishes this
reputation. He stalks the backstage area, along, stringy figurein black
leather coat, permanently slouched, beer bottle inhand. The heads turn
ashe passes.

“Peopleare quitesurprised when theyfind out 'mahalfway decent
sortofbloke, and I do always try to be nice toanyone [ comeacross, but
sometimes you end up being taken advantage of. That's why [wrote that
newsong, ‘MES InShoulder Pads’-when someone comes down onme,
['llreactby comingdown twiceashard.”

Nonetheless, agarrulous easy-goingurban dweller withawifeand
mortgage, Smith has mellowed. At Sneekwave
he meetsand befriends Three Johns' Jon
Langford, foralongtime the recipientofhis
wrathfulbombast.

Amajorreason for his new, conciliatory
attitudeis 23-year-old wife of three yearsand
Fallguitarist Brix Elise Smith. Notsince the
departure of Kay Carroll, former managerand
girlfriend, has anyone been allowed so much
inputinto The Fall. The product ofawell-to-do
American family, Brixwasstillatschool when
her parents separated and she subsequently
moved from Los Angeles to Chicago. Many
considershe’sonlyin the group becauseshe's
married to hisnibsand providesapublic profile
previouslydenied The Fall.

Butapartfromher ownindependent
outfitThe AdultNetand arecentoffer to
supplyasoundtrack for Texas Chainsatw
Massacre 2, Brixhasalsowrittenthe
music for “Riddler” and “US80's-90's",
two standouts on the newalbum. Backin
LosAngeles, oneofher closest friends
was Sue Hoffs, nowlead singer with
The Bangles, and Brixhasapeculiarly
Americandrivetomake The Fall
similarlyrecognised. On the waybackto
thehotel, crammed into awhite Transit
vanwhileanelectricstormragedall
around, [asked Mark how many copies
thegroup’slast LPsold.

“Forty thousand? A hundred thousand?
Who knows!I neverbotherasking, to tell
youthe truth.”

Backatthehaotel, Brixcornersmein
thelobby.




“Idon'twantto sell 40,000 records,  want
tosellamillion. Markisn'treallybothered
about this, but Iwantto gettoall those
peoplewhoaren’thearingtherecords. It
doesn'treally meananythingunlessyou
getagold disc.”

Isayit'sgood she’sthere, pushingforit.

“Yes, butwhatcanIdoaboutit?”

Whatindeed? Forall theirresilienceand
continuingexcellence, The Fall seemed to
have reached alevel ofacceptanceit’s
difficult toimagine themrisingabove. One
of my favouritelinesinaFall songis “There
isno cultureis my brag”. Typically dual-
edged, it could mean that the prevailing
pop cultureissoimpoverished as to be
irrelevant or that the notion of cultureas
aseries of systematic marketing strategies
iswholly fatuous. Smith's careerhas been
dedicated to hisown notion ofculture, of
cool-alegacyofenduringindolenceand
withering depictions of Britishlifeand
class matched onlyby Madness. Butit's
unlikely hisinsularlanguage and the
abrasive world he's created will ever court
the favourofthe mainstream.

The Fall cover their tracks quickly; as
times have got more complex, the literal-
mindedness and dogmaof their peers has
beenrejected. The feisty rumbleand
angularapproach ofold hasgrowninto
aclenched mireofsound, trappingyou
deeperthan everin Smith’suniverse; afine
policy for Britain's most consistently
imaginative and inventive rock band, now
exploringthevirtues ofimplosionaswellas
explosion, intimacyaswellasanimation.

Some complainthat there’sno
directmeaningin Fallsongs, but
theymiss the point.In thisworld,
moods are conjured up thensplit
asunder; the words, often just noises
togetthelineacross, don’trepresent
onesacrosanctviewpointbuta
varietyof charactersand opinions.
Thebeer-addled ogre of “The
Classical”, theapatheticsuburbanite
of“Living Too Late” or the shaman
behind “What You Need"...

Continuing the toweringsuccess
of The Wonderful And Frightening

Worldand This Nation's Saving
Grace, Bend Sinister casts The Fall
sound even further to provide
remedies forjaded ears—“The

Riddler” isabroodingfolk chantdelivered from the depths of delirium,
“MES InShoulder Pads” is organ-pepped, jokily self-deprecating
Europop and “US80's-90's” is my personal favourite—a futuristicrap
trap withavision of past, presentand futurerepressionin The Land Of
The Free applied and accepted by “codes of silence”.

Praise should also go to The Fallmembers who amassed the
voluminous soundscapes, “the well-produced bedroom sound”, as
Smith calls it. Young drummer Simon Wolstencroft, bassist Stephen
Hanley, guitar FXman Craig Scanlon and Simon Rogers, whose battery
ofsynth/computerand classical trainingalso earns him money scoring
soundtracksat the BBCand, hopefully, soonin feature films. It’s said

Mark treats them dictatorially.

“Onlyabit, it's notlike some Kevin Rowland-typeloony. They can do
what theylike; [only geton theirbacks when they startshouting at
roadies or behavinglike bloody rock stars. They doit for purelove, really;
it's quite touchinginaway. I thinktheygetalotmore outofitthanme;
when I come offstage it's a big weight off my shoulders.”

Yethe'sstill the onewho getsall theacclaim.

THE FALL

“Idon'tconsider
itperformingat
all”:MarkESmith
onstage,1986

“Ithink theyshould get more notice, but that's notreally up to me.
Youget peoplewho trytointerview therestof the band and they
deliberately say nowt because they know they're being patronised.”

LUCIFER OVER
LANCASHIRE

NTHEMOST penetrating analysis of the Smith muse I've

yetread, Mark Sinker (writingin The Wire) revealed how

ingestion of hallucinogens and the sighting of ghosts in
adolescence were decisive factors in shaping Smith's grotesque Fall
country. Afrightening time?

“No, Iwasinterested to thinkand read about ghosts, solwasn'tscared.
Mindyou, ifsawone now!'d freak out. The same with acid: I liked to go
places, do things withit, butnowIcouldn'thandleit. Itwasafunnytime
inmylife, butitwas good to have, ashametoloseitinaway. Buteven now
Icanfeelan atmosphere whenlIgointoaplace. Likein Berlin, man, you
know somethinghorrible happened there, there’s so manybad stories
justhangingintheair.

“Butl think the occultisa morbid fascination. That's what got me out of
itall. InManchesterusedtoknowalotof psychics, Kay [Carroll, former
manager and girlfriend] was psychic. It'sa funny thing-alot of psychics
never have any moneyand they always have bad luck. They'relike vessels
ontheworld, it travels through them but doesn't stick with them.”

Religionisusuallyembraced by those who can'tcome to terms with
such experiences, but thenewsong “Terry Waite Sez” -where the »
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continent-hoppingemissaryissaid to be doing his good deeds because
hecan'tcope “with the pressure of his own life” - suggests Smith was not
oneofthose.

“Noway, my dad hated itif vicars came to the door. He'd slamitin their
face before they could sayaword. My grandad is even worse, he’s
obsessively anti-church, wantsto burn themall to the ground. $ funny
withold fellas, either they musthave beenreally screwed up byit or they
know moreaboutit then we do.Tguess they musthave had ithard in them
days, musthavehad todowhatthe church saidinalot of things.”

Aren'tyouimpressed bythe clergy speaking out onsocialissues, then?

“Youmustbejoking. The English churchis the mostridiculous thing
intheworld, it'shilarious.Ithink beingavicarmustbe suchagoodjob,
areal easyjob tohave. WhatI can'tunderstand is why the COfE had the
Popeintheirchurchwhenhe came over. Why did they bothersplittingup
inthefirstplace? WhatIdon'tlike aboutitallis that they seem to be trying
togetpeople backinto church. Imistrustitall-people think they have got
tosaysomething. It'sabigdisease of ourtime, pressure groups. They
causealotoftrouble.”

Sotheyshouldjustsitback and let the powers that be get on with it?

“No, I'mnot talkingabout thingslike South Africa. People think
because someloony writes into the paper that’swhatalot of people think,
whenin fact99 outof 100 people never form groups. People are told to
have opinions on things they’d never have thought aboutin a million
years, beitanti-smokingoranti-cheese. Some people have nothing
better todo thaninterfere with the freedomsinother people’slives. I
thinkit's dead evil;it'snotamatter of leftor right, it'sjust dead wrong.”

Mrand Mrs Smithspent Christmas with Brix's parentsin America.
When they're not watchingendless re-runs of The Tiwilight Zone, itaffords
Marka chance to examine the upperechelons of US high society. When
hefirstvisited the States five years ago, he reckoned it was a much more
opensociety than Britain, anotion he's since discarded.

“Talways say to USimmigration when they won't give us ourvisas, ‘Do

November8,1985:
SmithwithTheFall,
includinghis wifeBrix
(right),onChannel4
popshow The Tube
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vouthinkwe'dwanttolivein thisdump?'Isincerely mean that—evenif
Iwasamillionaire, Iwouldn'tlive there. Ifyou've no money there, you're
ashit;atleastin Britain they pretend to your face you're OK.Ifind the
callousness horrible.”

Butsurelyit's getting the same in Britain?

“Yeah, it's the samesort ofsoullessness. Partof thatis British people
believingwhat they’re told, like the Dutch give youshit for being violent
and aggressive. Today [ wasjust waiting for someone to mention South
Africa, andTwould havesaid, ‘It's your fucking problem, mate. The ruling
partyareall Dutch.”

Butthe English descendantsare hardly any different.

“Theywerein Rhodesia, they gave it back to them. S'alright there now,
itworks well. You'd never getthatin South Africa, because it's the Dutch,
the Boers.”

Theoriginal Orangemen?

“That’sright. Itmakes melaugh. If Britain did the right thing—sentan
armyinto depose the government-all these bastards would go, ‘Fucking
aggressive warmongers.’

“That'swhat’s greatabout Britain, people are really guilty about South
Africa-whichisreally healthy. Atleast people are thinking aboutit,
whereas here people don'teven thinkaboutit. But I don't know about
sanctions. Sanctions is the business mind's magic word and I don't think
they'dgiveashitaboutit. They’reso fuckin’bluff, they're goading Britain
ontosanctions, soldoubt they'd make anydifference.

“Whatyouwantisa task force there; that'swhat the UN should be for.
It'slike Hitler- they should've stopped him but they didn’t. The UN is
aconanyway; we're paying money so that they can put Britishworking-
class people outof work.”

Justlike the Common Market?

“Yeah, whata con thatwas.Ivoted yes on that. Do youremember? They
putitacross thatonly an extreme nutcase would even consider voting no.
Soevenlwaspersuaded.”




THE FALL

Inlastyear’s Christmasissue of NME, Smith
exposed his flairas asubculture critic (an underlying
themein many Fall songs) inaprose piece. He admits
to having found it “bloody hard" to write.

“lused towritealot of prose on and off. When we were
doing Hex, Iwas doingstories all the time and the songs
werelike the bitsleft over. I thought, ‘Thisis crazy, you're
taking yourselftooseriously, like Norman
Mailer butwriting for noactual gain.

“Talways worryaboutNick [Cave| -he thinks
I'm beingsarcastic.Isay, ‘Youshould write
abook, butdon'tputall thatstuffinitbecause
it'srubbish.’

“Writingabook mustbe dead hard-youdon't
getany feedback fortwo yearsand whenyoudo
itmightbe bad. You never haveany judgement
onit, mostofthe people who bringoutbooks are
bloody charlatans anyway, it'sdisgraceful.

“Myapproach towritinghas definitely
changed. Iusedto getinto theserious thing of
loads of words, couldn’t getenoughinto asong.
You end up dead pretentious.

“That’swhatIlikeabout ‘Riddler’-it’s dead
slowand there'snotalotsaidinit, butitsortof stops peoplein their tracks.
lalways rememberwe used toshout ‘Riddler’ when we werekidsin
Salford, butIcan’trememberwhatfor, it'sstillasortof mystery.”

Afolktale ofadifferentkind supplied the background foranother
newsong, “DktrFaustus”, aduetbetwixtheand Brix.

“Idon’treallylike working with other voices, but ‘Faustus'is OK
because the mixisfucked up-the backingvocalsare atthelevel the
lead vocals should be. Itworks because it soundslike hell straining to
break through.

“People go tome, ‘Is that Faustus by Goethe or Faustusby Mann?', but
[readitinafairytale book. Somebody gave me acopyof this Goethe book
and the drawings of Faustusare the spittingimage of me. ButI couldn’t
copewiththebook, too hard. Not that 'masimple fellow or anything, but
youhaveto give those thingsalotoftime.”

Inhis songs Smithisawriterwitharapper's quick-witted spontaneity,
arapperwithawriter'sbreadth and alacrity. Does he see similarities
betweenelectro-rapand The Fall?

“Ilike thewayit's totallynon-musical. I don'tlike Run DMCatall, I like
the poppy stufflike Whodiniand the jokeystufflike The Get Fresh Crew.
Objectively, it'slike some of The Fall stuff, the way these guys have the
arrogance to believe that people will be interested in these longraps
aboutwhatsocks theyputon.It's dead humorous and bitter-I like that.
ButIthinkit's gettinglike reggae and rock'n'roll did in their early days,
mostofthe beststuffhas come and gone.”

Onceitgets co-opted into adverts, the danger signs alight.

“Adverts have gone to new heights of disgustingness, I think they're
agooddeal ofwhat'sresponsible forruiningyouth. L hateit, hate the
culturalimplications ofit. Allthese smart people are goingintoitand
they treatitlikeart. Yousee one fortraining shoes and there’s bleedin’
Wagnerin the background, more moneyspentonit than therestofthe
TVschedule.

“I'mnotagainstitaltogether, butyoucanseealotof young people feel
really uselessandit'sbecause of the adverts. You mustrememberwhen
wewaskids adverts didn’teven touch on youth, whereas teenagers today
feeltotallyinadequate. Theyneed £10 aweek just to startlooking cool.
Andit'susuallyrubbish, dead tatty.

“Allthereallytalented guyswhoin other times would be making films
aregoingin thereandbeingreally smug. Frankie typified that for me,
falsesmartness, using the media, all thatsituationist garbage about
gettinginto thesystem. All the symbolismand secret jokes.

“Itaffectseverything, itruins pubs.Imean, Iobject to thisthing that
says bitterdrinkers are moronic thugs. So you go to a pub nowand you
getall theseworking-class lads fittinginto some adman’simage of what
working-classyobs should belike.”

Sothere’sno productyou'dlike to endorse orbe sponsored by?

“Ohcertainly, not Swatch watches oranythinglike that; evenlageris
gettingalittlehackneyed now. PersonallyI'd like to do something with
cigarettes. Thatwould getup afewnoses.”

Like everyoneelse, Smithissickand tired of the whole 10-years-since-
punk palaver.

“Adverts are
a good deal
of what’s
responsible for
ruining youth”

THE FALL

“Thewhole thing'sbizarre, atleast sixof them have
been arealstruggle forus, likeabadaccidentyoujust
want to forget, pure fuckingsorrow really. People ask
me howwe recorded such and suchand

Ican’tevenrememberwriting the fucker.”

Butdespiteaparallel development toall the others

from the class of '76and areluctance torelive past glories,

the tagof Prole Art Threatstill follows
himaround.

“I'hate thatimage of me hatingeverything
that's middle class. I can go onaboutitall day,
mind you, butit'shorrible when people are
frightened of youbecause of it. Really they're
justother people with theirownset of
problems. Iremember reading aninterview
withagroup whosaid everybody who wentto
Etonshould be shot. ‘Fuckin hell, Tthought,
‘Idon’tenvyanybodywhohad togoto Eton,
that’s punishmentenough, surely.’

“Butitisamazingwhenyoudo college gigs
andyou getsome 19-year-old social secretary
talking toyoulikeaschoolteacher. Suddenly
everythingjustboilsup-Iremember getting
onelittletwatand dangling him out the window. I couldn’tbelieve
anyonewouldstill dare talk to people after that.

“Alotofthatisaclassthing, people tellingothers what's good for them.
Thateitwhen they're thickas well; there’snothing worse than a thick
posh person.

“People go onabout Europe and how greatitis, and theysay getrid of the
monarchy. Butwhenyouhave the middleclassin charge you've got the
germs forareal evil society. People forget that the SSweren't skinhead
thugs, theywere doctors and lawyers, guyswithagrudge. Give me the
Queenanyday.”

Adisgustingwaste ofmoney.

“lagree, butitaffects vourwhole outlook. What do youwant, to have her
onabicycleeating chipslike they doin France, punishing her with half
thedolerate?”

Fairenough, aday'swork wouldn’tharm the royal family.

“I'mnotfuckingcryingforthem, butwhenyou'rerich youcan'twork for
aliving. It'snot their fault, they've justbeen broughtup acertain way.

“lalways thought what the working classes did inrock was very
interesting. I soundlike ableeding Marxist, butI thoughtitwasweird that
evenbandsthatwere good always pretended to be Yanks and singabout
Cadillacs when Britishlifeis justasinteresting.

“That'sone of the good things about thelast 10 years in music, even The
Clashwere good for that; people forgethowweird that was when they
mentioned London inasongback then. But you have to go on from that or
elseyouendupwriting ‘Panic’”

Did you consciously setoutto write about the working classinrock?

“Well, Ididn'tknowanythingelse; youdon'tknow whatyou've never
had. Like most people in this country, Iwas broughtup to believe you're
inthe bestoff, freest, greatest societyin the world. Did you get thatin
NorthernlIreland?”

Well, you're given high expectations.

“Idon’tthink they'd do that now, even here, the way the country’s split,
total hatred between the north and south. Imean, even 10 years ago
Sheffield, Liverpool and Birmingham werelike bustlingcities.

“Butthe old people still believeit, that's why Live Aid was so popular.
Me grandma’sthere on £10 aweekand she's going, ‘Oh, those poor
African people.’ She's got great sympathy foreveryone else. Which is
quite beautifulinaway. Poor people in Britainare the most passionate
peopleinthe world.

“Likeinthat programme Granadadid showing the different stages
oflife for schoolkids from the '60s. The working-class kids were so
concerned for the well-offones, worried about the pressure theywere
under. Theydidn'tenvy thematall. Scousers are like that too, yourreal
Scouser that'sbeen there afew generations, real gentle people, like Harry
Crossexceptnice. Theygoonaboutjustice, like one of our fanswho went
upto G-Mextosee us. He's going, ‘Ten yearsto celebrate, celebrating all
these crappybands makingit, theyshould be crying. Tenyearsto
produce these horrible groups, it's terrible.’ He was really concerned for
usand he'd practically walked from Liverpool to see the show. We're
going, ‘It’salright, mate. It'snot thatbad.” GavinMartin ®
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“A matter
of style”

MILES DAVIS

— NME SEPTEMBER 20 —

Y COLOUR-I'mblack, brownwithalittle
(( ’ red orange in my skin. Red looks good on

me, also things that shine.

Youdo thesamewith music. Ifyou're

gonnamakeit pleasingto yourselfand,

in turn, somebodyelse, you play notes

to match your sound, your tone.”

From theloosegravel rasp ofhis speakingvoice to the haunting purity
ofthemostsyndicated horninjazz, theblacksilkand gold brocade ofhis
costumes-his passion for allKinds Of Blue—Miles Davisis preoccupied
with the personal politics of hues and harmonics.

Celebratingtm yearsoftirelesslymaking therunning, theman M iles
continuesto pioneernew musicsand promote the careers of eager young
players. It'sadual role-part tutorial, part vampiric. The bottomline:
whatMiles wants, hetakes.

And, seven hourslater thanarranged, he takes 30 minutes out ofhis
whistle-stopschedule to press the fleshand chewthe fat.

Thelocation: apale-green anteroomin Montreux’ssedate Palace Hotel.
Outside, the earlyeveningairisdamp and humid. A fine mountain rain
beginstofallasthemistrollsinover thestill waters of Lake Geneva. It's
asettingmoreappropriate forillicitencounters or treasonous activities
thanaMiles Davis progressreport.

Withtheheel of hisright hand firmly underhis chin—four bonyfingers
pressed over hislips—Miles pushes hishead right back. He’semphasising »
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106 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1986



%
* “Everybody =
wantstolabel E:
everything™ = 4
# MilesDavison =
stagein1986 £

HISTORY OF ROCK 1986 | 107
.



BETTMANN f GETTY

1986

JuLy —SEpTMBER

apoint. He'sdiscussing Stingand
what Miles insists has been the
flagrant misuse offour oftoday’s
finestmusiciansin the ex-Policeman's
Blue Turtleband.

“Youcan'ttakeaguylike Darryl Jones
[Miles’ formerbassman] and put
amuzzleonhisdrive... muzzle the way
he plays."

The tempo of Miles’ speech is slowyet
precise. “The onlyreason you hire great
playerslike Darryl, Branford [Marsalis],
Omar [Hakim] and Kenny [Kirkland] is
because of theirspirit... because of the
way they play, notbecause of the way
you play.

“Youdefinitelydon'thire them for the
purposeoftrying to make them sound
white... and that'swhat happened. If
Stingdoesn’twantwhat they got to offer,
then he mightjustaswell hire some
white folk... Betterstill, use asequencer!

“Sting mightbe doin’something!” he

“Robben has the knack of playing
therightthingsin therightstyleat the
rightmoment. Anotherthinghe has
goingforhim-hedoesn’toverplay.
He'sanexceptional musician...
arare find. Somenights, I justend
uplisteningtohim.”

Recommendationsdon’tcome
much higher.

HOSEINVITEDINTO Miles'
| Manhattan household come
away talkingabouthow the
onlyalbumstheyeverseelying
around are the latest pop ones. Of late,
itappears that the Man's listening
pleasure stretches to Earth, Wind &
Fire, D-Train, Ashford & Simpson,
Scritti Polittiand Prince.
Throughouthiscareer, Miles has
alwayshadan ear for those popsongs
whichhecan personalise. His new
LPwillincludeastorming

Davisonthe
balcony ofhis
apartment
overlooking
Manhattan's
CentralPark

concedes, butargues, “WhenIlookat thatband,
[seegreatplayersand someoneshutting 'emup.”

He pauses, and thoughtfully rubs his chin.
“Iwouldn’tuse 'emlike that...butI'mnot white!”

When, nextday, Branford Marsalisisinformed
on the musings of Miles, heis noticeably
shocked. But, with ashrugofthe shoulders, he
attempts to makelightof the situation.

“That's Miles,isn'tit?"

Mostcertainly.

Brothers debut, honours the good African

Archbishop, the title of Miles' last CBS
album denounced New York'’s Police
Department; You're Under Arrestbeing a public put-down of those
cops who frequently flag down his black Ferrari to harass Miles. The
scenario is odious - the only reason a black man could be driving such
an expensive setof wheels is because it was heist.

Overthe40years, duringwhich he has consistently reinvented the most
vital area of contemporary musicin his owninquisitive image, Mileshas
never disguised the fact thathe has no greatlove of white American
society: the hypocrisy, the back-handedliberalism, the downrightlies.

Healso avoids applying the term jazz to his current stance. If, for the
sakeofinaugurating a new browser bin marker, his music mustbe
tagged, then tagit “social dance music” -butdon’texpectanydetailed
explanation. Jazz, Miles opines, is now nothingbut awhite terminology
forablack tradition.

Discuss musicwith Milesand he persistently places great emphasis
on the distinct characteristicsinherentin black and white players. And
you either employ oravoid a faction on the basis of their specific qualities
orthelackof them.

Many see such statementsasracist, others asbullshit. Milesis onrecord
asmistakingarecord by Phil Woods forablackaltoist, Sun Raasadodgy
Euro-band (“wewouldn't play noshitlike that”) and insisting that Earth,
Wind & Fire would kick more ass had they included a couple of white
trumpet playersamong theirnumber.

Andwhat's tobe made ofawild rumourofarecent gig, atwhich Miles
allegedly halted hisband to holler, “Get that muthafuckin' nigger off
stage,” when anuninvited Wynton Marsalisignored Miles’ original
decisionnottoallowhimtojam!

Then there's the question of three out of Miles’ seven sidemen being
young, gifted and white. Asittranspires, Milesisn'tabout to curb his
enthusiasm for hislatest guitar player—former LA Express man
Robben Ford.

SowhyFordasopposed toany numberofblack guitarists?

“Mostblack guys can only playlike Jimi Hendrix, and then for not too
long,” is his dismissive one-liner. Ford, according to Miles, is possessed
ofthreedistinctstyles, rangingfrom complex chord clusters through to
adeft BBKingsingle-stringstroke.

I F TUTU, HIS masterful funk-filled Warner
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“Most black
guys can only
play like Jimi
Hendrix, and
not too long *

interpretation of Scritti Politti’s "Perfect Way”,
ifnot the promised pairingwith his perfectly
formed Purple-ness.

It’s the contemporary pop performers’ ability
tomake theirstatement within the self-imposed
confines ofjustafewbars thatcontinues to
intrigue him; maybe he’s reminded of the days
whenhe and Bird-or, for that matter, the Birth
OfThe Coolband-hadbutoneside ofasingleto
giveittheirbestshot.

It's horses for courses, and Miles Davis regards
himselfas aquarter horse thoroughbred. Such
horses are skilfully trained to give of theirbest
overaquarterofamile.

“I'thinkit’s easiertodowhat Prince and
Quincy [Jones] produce-and fillin the cracks!”

That’s notto infer he doesn't enjoy the luxuryofstretching out at will.
Bitches Brew,in his opinion, succeeded simply because things were
allowed to flownaturally within a set of previously formulated cues.

“Prince,” heinsists, “isalsoathoroughbred. He’slike an Arabian
breed... possesses thatextrasomething.

“ThefirstalbumIgave my nephew Vincent [Miles' drummer] was by
James Brown, thenIgave him something by Sly. WhenIlisten to Prince,
IhearJames Brown-butit'supdated... modified.Talso hear Marvin
Gaye, Sly Stone... awhole bunch ofother good people. That's the part
Ilike. Justlike when you grab a breast of chicken-orwhatever partyou
prefer—and leave therest. The restof the stuffTdon'tlike... got no use for
it,sooutitgoes.”

Regardingtheanticipated outcome of the meeting of the two black
music Princes, Milesreveals thatwe’'ll have to waituntil the rematch.

Prince sent Miles both avocal and instrumental version ofasong
entitled “CanIPlayWith You". Attached to the tape was anote that
began: “We thinkalike. Tknow
howyoufeel. [ knowwhat
you'redoing...”

Miles stripped down Prince’s
multi-track, addinghisown
touchandreturneditto the
composer foradditional vocals.
Thoughapproving of what
Mileshad donewiththe
“chicken breast”, when
compared totherestof Tutu,
Princevetoed the track, feeling
his personal contribution fell
shortoftheoverall standard.

“Prince rang me up and said
itwould be muchbetterifnext
time the two ofuswork together
inthesamestudio.”




And, therewillbeanexttime.

Itcould also be that the trumpet player’s wish to record with Sinatrawill
berealised nowthattheyareboth on Warners.

“Ilove the way Sinatrasings—Ilearned to phrase fromlistening toall his
earlyrecordings.”

However, at thisjuncture, aMiles Davis/Gil Evans reunionappears the
mostlikely prospect. The pairare onredalert, having beeninvited to
perform together, in Florence, before yearend.

“WhenIsawhimrecentlylasked Gil, 'What'llwe do?"”

Gilsaid, “Tosca.”

Justsucha projectwasunderserious discussion 10 years ago, before
beingindefinitely placed on hold.

“ButifGil tellsmewe'regonnadoit, thenit'llgetdone. Iflaskhim, he
mightnothave the timetodoit.”

He gives aknowing smile before fixing me with that much-
photographed piercingstare. It's thatintenselook in the eyeswhich,
heinsists, gothim the featured role of Ivory Jonesin the “Junk Love”
episode of Miami Vice.

Did therole of the unsavouryJones come easy?

“The partwhereI'was the pimp!”

It'sthatstareagain.

“Nothingbutastreet thing. [used todo alittle bitofthat,”
referringtoJones’ onscreen lifestyle. “Camereal easy.
Whenyouwannacop drugs, who'sgot the bestdrugs...
whatstreet... whatwhore... It'sjusta matterof style.

“In Miami Vice,allThad to dowas put on the clothesand look
and talklikeIalwaysdo!”

Fancy!

HENTHERE'S THE question of Aira—an orchestral tribute to
Miles which the honoured party recorded with the Danish
composer Palle Mikkelborg, in Copenhagen, February '85.

AccordingtoMiles, it'sas much the attitude shown by CBSto this
projectastheirstancein general (“made mefeel like ataxloss”) that
prompted The Man With The Horn to terminate a30-years-long
associationwith thelabel onless thanamicable terms.

AstowhetherAurawillserveasafinal contractfiller orif CBS have easy
accesstoavaultofunimaginable taped treasuresisn't forthcomingat
this time. Milesis moreirritated with the events surrounding the making
of Auraanditsnon-appearance.

When CBSrefused to contribute towards production costs, Miles
reluctantly utilised a $20,000 grant from the National Endowment For
TheArts. Ittherefore doesn’tappearunreasonable that Miles won'thand
over the tapes until CBS makespecific guarantees.

“We'veinstructed CBS not to fuckitup by namingit con-temp-o-rary
Jjaaaaazzzzz," heslurs, “whichiswhat they wantto do.

“Ifit'sreleasedright, it's one of those albums that'll bearound foralong
time. But... everyonewantstolabel everything. CBS figure everythingis
automatic. I'mblack, I play trumpet, sorightaway [ mustbe jaaa-zzzzz.
Evenwithhisall-blackband, Sting's rock. Why? Because he's white, he
sings, he plays guitar.

“Thementalityl encountered was, it'sgottabejazzorjazzrockor

classicaljazzor Benny Goodmankind of swing... Paul Whiteman King Of

Jaaa-zzzzzshitorrock'n'rollorwhatever...” His voice trails offin disgust.

Thoughnorivalry existed between the two players, boardroom power
playattempted to elevate the status of Wynton Marsalis as
spunky contender persistently snappingat the ankles of
Davis, the entrenched champion.

“Troubleis,” snarls Miles, “George Butler [record
producer] is feedin’ Wyntonall that shit-makin' him
soundlikeanold man, especiallywhen he says alljazz
musiciansare supposed to wearasuitand tie... thenyou're
rightbackintoslavery.

“Wear 'emto please whom? The white manorthose
peopleupinHarlem?”

“Sure,” he adds, “Wynton'safine musician, butnotmy
kindofman.”

And, there's the oft-quoted anecdote that has Butler
callingup Miles athome with arequest to phone Wynton.

Why, Miles enquired.

Because, said Butler, it's Wynton's birthday.

“Isthatso?” Click. Buuurrrrerrrrerererrereerr. Roy Carr @
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MILES DAVIS

A slow, stately lyricism

MMOCTT

Miles Davis
WARNERBROS

squabbling soundin the
foreground. A sad, slow, stately
Exquisite Miles once againina lyricism processes through the
dubious context. Hispersonal | mosaicarrangements,andno
playing-andthereis plenty of 1 doubtallsorts of these could
iton Tutu-isasinventive and | bewrittenabout the tragedy of
tonally ravishing as anything the individualin the metallic
he'srecorded since his heart of the modern city.
comeback. Oldjazzers will | There’s quite abit of vox
wish they had the humana-style exhalation from
equipment to tune the machines-Miles' own
out the banks of unmistakeable croak appears
synthesizers onceon “Full Nelson” -and this

and pile-driver sighing contributes to the
percussion romance. The tunesaren't
everywherein memorable, though fragments
his path, while of melody are.

“Portia” sounds like a slowed-

down version of “Chicago (That
Toddling Town)" shorn of the

rising jives will
probably feelall
thatreflects the

world they live in better last notes, while “Tomaas”
than Paul Chambers, Ron comesonlike aradically
Carter, Philly Joe or Tony reprocessed movie theme.
Williams. “Tutu”isin the manner grand,
Accordingto but certainly
the credits, doesn’tevoke
the session “Tomaas” comes the plucky

seems to have
beenmainly

little Bishop

on like aradically i,

Miles, various “Splatch”
specialistsin repr_ocessed and “Perfect
the ship-crack movie theme Way" are
and handclap ~ brutally
style of stompy, with

percussion, and lots of little
red and green lights winking
onand off fromthe synths. Is
Miles jousting with asoprano
saxon “Full Nelson”, orisit

alot of stop-start unsettlement
fromthe drums, and both find
the leader drillingbullseyes
with stinging accuracy. Marcus
Miller'sarrangements uncover
synthesized? Michael Urbaniak | severalinterestingly discordant
gets acredit for electric violin moments, as when Miles banks
on“Don'tLose YourMind",so | upagainstasubstantial clash
presumably he didn't just of chords and establishes

phoneinabluesy circuitortwo. | harmonyon“Splatch”,and
Oddly enough, the overall
feeling of the albumis
romantic, despite all the
wallopsand worms of

onother numbers seemsto
lance electronic structures
that puddle and squash out
ashe passes.

Miles’ soundis
everything you could
want, and sometimes
balloonsrightinto the
ear. Thisis obviously
how he likes his stuff
tosound these days,
andthere’s plenty of
challenge for himto
negotiate these
musical obstacles.

The famousIrving
Penn has taken cover
shots thatborer
ightinto the
leader's pores.
BrianCase
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Madonna SIRE
“SoI'mhere looking throughan
old picture frame/Waiting fora
perfect view/l hope something
special will come into my life/
Another fine edition of you” (from
“Editions Of You" by Roxy Music)

Sowhatisthe appeal of
Madonna, they ask, as they toss
the LPinmy direction.

What, youmean Madonnathe
sophisticat’s kitsch-appeal pop
star, the picture to occupy the
same space on the wall as the
three clay ducks above the
fireplace - aknowing, ironic
wink at prole culture?

Ordo youmean Madonna, the
screen-printed photographin
which every coloured dotis the
stain of ateenage wetdream, the
bloom of afantasy of sex, escape
and stardom?

Ordo youmean Madonna, the
postmodern pop star, Andy
Warhol'sinfinitely reproducible
dream of the totally frivolous,

totally famous, the perfectimage.

Ordo youmeanMadonna, the
link between the New York of
rock culture - the rock'n’roll
dream of Desperately Seeking
Susan -and the New York of the
Night Of The Living Yuppie?

Which Madonnado you mean,
precisely? The one whojust
walked down my high street? The
Japanese version | saw take her
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clothes offinastrip
bar one nightin
Tokyo? Or this year's
model, as displayed on the cover
of True Blue, the tragic starin
shades of blonde and pale blue,
blood-drained skin and blood-
red lipstick?

Of course, there are those who
will tellyou that the only Madonna
who mattersis the one capable of
craftinga perfect pop song, pure
andsimple, pouting and sexual -

| andshe’shere, alright,on “Papa

Don't Preach” and “White Heat".
Butlcan'thelp thinkingshe'dbea
momentary diversionif it weren't
for the myths she wraps around
herself. All the other Madonnas
keep gettinginthe way,andit's
them | find more interesting.
Madonna, like Grace Jones, now
makes records thatare about her
advertising
campaigns -
aboutthe

Madonnas.
Infactmy
first taste of
this LP was
outside the
tube station,
where | was
confronted
with abank
of Madonna

facesthat
announced
therecord's

arrival. No words were
necessary, just theimage
of Madonna being Marilyn,
announced in gaudy
Warholian pink and yellow.
It's atestament to how fully
Madonna'simage has
penetrated our unconscious
thatit'simmediately
recognisable as Madonna,
rather thanjust another
Warhol Marilyn.

What Warhol captured
about Monroe was not her
personality (exceptin
negative), but the sheer
iconic power of herimage,
andit's that status that
Madonna aspires to. Musicis
the medium, but stardomis
the message (and the
massage). Madonna, in the
true soap opera fashion of
stardom, announces her
marital bliss on her record
sleeve (“Thisalbumis
dedicated tomy
husband, the
coolestguyin

the universe”),

while exposing

her heartbreak to
nightelubs full of
gossip columnists
(“MADONNA
HEADS FORBREAK-
UPDUETOHUSBAND
PENN'SDRINK PROBLEM").
“You're the one I'mdreaming
of/Your heart fits me like aglove,”
she croons onthe title track, as
she fills the gossip inches with
the heartbreak of alove affair
drowninginalcohol. Anditall fits
so perfectly with theimage of
Marilyn, the tragic superstar.
Inevitably, given the backdrop

that she's fashioned herself (a

thousand TV screens, all showing

adifferentimage of MADONNA),
the songs themselves simply add
tothe show, rather thanstarring
init. Madonnacan equal Prince
anyday whenit comes tobrass-
neckingitout,allgunsblazing,
but her sensitive moments lack

| his mystery and imagination.

Butitnolonger
matters that
“Where's The
Party” sounds
like aformula
(everything
about Madonna
isaformula)or
that “Jimmy
Jimmy"isa
synthesis of the “He’s A Rebel”
rock'n’roll myth (Madonnais
amyth synthesis).

Madonna has long transcended
the realms of mere music. Sheis
the Reproducible Girl. And the
poster campaignisinspired.

Don Watson, NME Jul12

Wham! EPIC

Whatever else, there are some
things they can't take away from
Wham!. They may have made

real prats of themselvesinthe
meantime, but Wham!still gave
us “Wham!Rap” and “Young
Guns Go For It", anthems of a
sort of youthful optimism and
both brilliant, BRILLIANT singles.

| Oddnowtoimagineit,but

“Young Guns" in particular
seemed to signify abold new ‘
dream for the pop ethos, withits
stirring brashness and admirable |
arrogance in the face of adversity
while intelligently doffing the
capto the exciting new black raps
coming out of New York. Have
pride in the dole queue was the
message, and it hitanerve that
touchedall our hearts.

Whichis exactly why suchscorn
washeaped upon George and
Andy whenthey dumped the
incorrigible sense of funand
adventure in favour of Club
Tropicanaand fake suntans
and contrived videos and
shuttlecocks down the shorts.
When Wham! said they didn’t
want to be credible, they wanted
toberich and famous, the music
pressandall who sailedin her felt
betrayed. Andintruth “Bad
Boys" and “Club Tropicana” were

| pretty appalling.

Onthis double album
compilation, the
corpseisbarely cold
but the marketing
clean-up goeson.
“Wham! Rap" and
“Young Guns" sound
like museum pieces
-yousmile at the
naivety and rejoice
atthe memory.
Nobody's saying
George and Andrew
should have spent
their lives remaking
dole queueraps,
but the crude
ruthlessness with




g |
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which they set about selling
themselves as pop pin-ups was
damn offensive.

Listening back overthe1s
tracks, itis possible now to make
abalanced judgementontheir
worth asapure pop song, and
while their sound was always
alarmingly thin and Michael's
voice too weak to successfully
carry off something as vigorous
as“I'm Your Man", Wham! were
acutabove the norm. It was their
unyielding gift for self-promotion
that was so obnoxious, not

| necessarily their records.

“Wake Me Up Before You
Go-Go", for example, had wit and
originality and the mawkish “Last
Christmas” astutely integrated
the traditions of Motown into
Michael'sunerring ear for
compelling chorus lines and his
penetrating eye for asure-fire
commercial banker.

The key to the whole thing and
the track that doomed Andrew
Ridgeleyis, of course, “Careless
Whisper”, Crushingly
sentimental, it nevertheless
oozed class, gave George
Michaelinstantrespectasa
songwriter and set him firmly on
the path to being the new Paul
MecCartney. It must have been
“Careless Whisper” and the
reaction toit that convinced
George thathehada
deeperrole to play
thanbouncingup and
down alongside the
vacuous Ridgeley.

All history now, of
course,and there’s
already asense of
nostalgia about the
tracks here -12-inch
versions of “Wham! Rap”,
“Young Guns”,“Bad Boys",
“Careless Whisper”, “Last
Christmas”, “Everything She
Wants” and “Freedom” - making
itthe perfect partyrecord,
evenif the packagingis
disappointingly tacky.

I suspectthatin future years
Wham! nostalgia will reach
unforeseen heights... You may
very well haveloathed them,
but they will still have been
responsible for the soundtrack
to your youth, and thatis more
important than music alone.
Cheers, boys. Colinlrwin
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Arcadia ' ;
RECEPTION
PARLOPHONE Afrenzied

The troubleis that
someone hasalready
written “Shaft”. And much as
ladore the chaps from Arcadia
(continued lunchtime inthe
Ladies...) MMJul2

guitarushersin
abreathless vocal and
neither goes away throughout
this prime slice of Leedsindie
pop, free at last from the Gang
OfFour hangover that has
dogged so many of thatcity's
favourite sons, and now veering
more towards a deranged
folkies-on-speed extravaganza
that overstaysits welcome by
justabout the right amount.
The B-side s called “You
Should Always Keep In Touch
With Your Friends”, whichis
sound advice,and againit’s like
some sort of folk music gone
mad with lots of room for the
omnipresent guitar to clang
aboutin. Iflhad enough to
drink I think | would probably
die watching this band play live.

James SIRE

No doubt about it: James are
fruitcakes. Gifted fruitcakes.
For all of its peculiarities, its
extraordinary yodelling, its
rhythmic eccentricity, this
highly certifiable single is at
the same time cohesive and
eminently agreeable. [t works
forallthereasonsit
shouldn’t, turning the
occasionally grim
task of reviewing
singlesinto
something of

aworthwhile MM Jul26
occupation. !
MM Julr2 Five Star RCA

The best thing to come out of
Romfordsince interesting
Davis march triumphantly on
with their sure-fire formula of

taking allthe best bits of The

The Fall

BEGGARS BANQUET

It's amystery tome that
The Fallstill exist, that people
still listen to the bastards, that Jacksonsand wrappingthemup
people ever listened to themin inamoral code that makes
thefirstplace.“Living Too Late” = Victoria Gillick look like Cynthia
isamorose riff and dour vocal, Payne. Still, if all this abstinence
while “Living Too Long" drones means they keep onchurning
interminably. “Hot Aftershave out little gems like “Find The

Bop”, the remaining track on Time" then
this12-inch-only release, shows lhope the
atouchmorespiritandmakes ~ sniffofthe
youwonderif,oneday,MarkE | barmaid’s
Smithis goingtoinventatune - apron
-anentertaining notion. ' eludesthem
Definitely more entertaining forafew
than anything to be found on years yet.
therecord. MMJul12 MM Jul26

Romford'sFive
Star:strangersto
“thewhiff ofthe

barmaid'sapron

3%

The Smiths

ROUGHTRADE

Just when youthought it was
safe to write off The Smiths as

| theultimate albumsband, here

comes “Panic” tore-establish
Morrissey and Marras
undisputed champions of pop's
most viral art form. As well as
being thoroughly superior to
the rest of this week's crop,
“Panic” should also finally

knock the dour bastards
myth onthe head
once and forall. HS
The very THE SN“T
thought of
Morrissey o N
ever getting ;
involvedin il i )

| anything 7 Bﬂlm"‘-
more %
dangerous % RT 193
thana % s

% 219)

nosebleedis ", ..f.‘«ulgi_;,":':n
funny enough, o, i

butwhenhebrings h"”“\vum.d...,,,.,.;--e«*"
theyoungladinat the

endfor the “hang the DJ”
chant, it'simpossible not to join
inand echo the sentiments of
anyone whohaseveronce
attended ayouth club disco.
“The music that they constantly
play says nothing to me about
my life,” croons Mo, but a few
blasts of “Panic” and that
particular situation will soon be
put torights. Johnny Guitar
hasn't sounded as damned
EMPHATIC since “Hand In
Glove”, and with “VicarIn A
Tutu" and aludicrous
instrumental
funk workout
onthe12-inch,
itsoundsas

if The Smiths E:
arebackwith #
avengeance. =S
Brilliant. z
MM Jul26 E
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outlaws. But behind the
outrage, a fractionally

®
more sensitive picture
emerges. “We never

20

actually get any girls...
The Beastie Boys have
never really, y’know,

ER i
actually... y’know...” MR |

EY, YYKNOW DAT guy | knowwho murdered dat girl
(( in Central Park? Hedidn'tdoit.”
“Huh?”
“Hedidn'tdoit, right? Itsaysin da papers dathe says
hewasscrewingherindaParkan’ shegrabbedhisballs
an’'shewasreallysqueezin’, y'’know, really squeezin’

an’shewouldn'tletgo, so hekindagotherinasortaheadlockandkindastrangled
herbyaccident.”

“Huh?”

“Hesaysitwasanaccident.”

“Herdress was torn to shreds, her brawaswrapped round her neck... Thatdon’
sound like noaccident to me.”

“'Swhathesays.”

“Look, evenifsomegirlissqueezin’ yourballs, youdon'strangle herwith herbra...

I mean, there are some things a dude does and some things adude doesn"”

The Beastie Boys notso beastie after all? Seems so, though the last time this brat pack
of NY HM rappersset foot on our shores, they managed to upset and outrage most of
the nice record company and music press peopleitwas worth outragingand
upsetting. They smeared taramasalata over their guestsat their highly hyped PAat
the now defunct Embassy (afive-minute appearance, incidentally, whichamounted
tolittle more thanaspirited effusion of four-letter words over arampantbeatbox),
they talked alotabout titties and crack and they made an awful mess of their hotel
rooms, redecorating the Chelsea Holiday Innwithavariety of sarnies. Wild old stuff.

“Sowhatare people expecting ofus whenwe go back there now? " asks Mikey D, the
cute-looking Beastie.

Oh, wild behaviour, thatsortofthing.

“Butwhy, why?” asks MCA, the dudein the shades whoactslike he
wishes he'd been old enough toservein 'Nam.

Becauseyoudid things thathadn'tbeenseensince...

“Led Zeppelin!” Ad-Rock enthuses. He's thekid, the pudge
playground push-you-around.

“No, morelike the Sex Pistols!"” Thisis Sean, their English road
manager, amini-Kosmo Vinylwho grew up before his time doing
dateswith The Clashand The Specials.

“Look, the Beastie Boys go to England to have agood time. We were

WARING ABBOTT / GETTY
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TheBeastie Boysin1984:
(l-r)MichaelDiamond

(akaMikeD), Adam
Yauch(MCA)andAdam

Horovitz(Ad-Rock)
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on holiday, travellin’around.”

Sothatexplains the chicken?

“Whered'vouhearaboutdart?” -

Oh, hereand there.

“Yeah, OK. Wewentshoppin'to the
store to buyfood to eatand we couldn’
believeitbecausein onestore they had
disentire cooked chicken forsale. Now
youdon'see distoo much, exceptin
New York, wrapped in plastic, sol
boughtdachicken ‘cositseemed really
funny, and weate just, like, one wing
becauseit wasreallybad and we were
lookin’ outdis"window-dawindows
opened up reallyhuge-and weseen
disdudewalkin’downdastreetin,
like,abowlerhatan’atuxedo carrying
awalkin'stickan’hewas, like, so properitseemed really funny, so I threw
the chickenathim.”

“Yeah, itwasrightoffSloane Street, so there was no reasonnot to.”

Scoreabullseye?

“Ithinkitlanded, like, onefootin front of him with a ch-u-u-u-u-u-mp!”

Aaah,andIthoughtitwasalive chicken.

“You thoughtitwasalive chicken? Datwould have been incredible!
Wouldn'tithave been coolifwe'dhadalive chicken and its wings were
clippedsoitcouldn’tfly?”

The Beasties are on theirhome patch, sipping mushroom-and-barley
soupinKiev, a Polish cafein Greenwich Village, five minutes’legwork
from Washington Square where the black punks with green Mohicans
hangout. Crack Centraluntil recentlywhen the cops cleanedit up.

“Now you have to go down onto Sixth. You can't walk there at nights now
withoutsomeone jumpin’ outonyou.”

ESHOULD BEin Providence, Rhode Island, right now. The

Boys should be playing, part of the Raising Hell Tour which

hasbeen grossinglike a good 'un across America, a package
that features fellow rapturists Run DMC, Whodiniand LL CoolJ.
Trouble s, they pulled the plugs. There'd been big trouble. There'd
been scufflesin Philly, aslight fracas in Atlanta, but the guns came out
in Long Beach, California, the outskirts of LA. Stories differas to the
exact nature and extent of the bloodshed, depending on your source.

The national pressin America made ameal of it- deaths, raceriots, that
sortofthing. Thelady from the record company, towing the DMCline,
claims there were no deaths, that the heavy arms were outside the hall
and thatithad nothing to dowith the artists or their fans.

The Beasties tellitlike this: “Long Beach was agang war. Youdon'treally
getgangsin New York, butin LAthere'sall these gangsand, uh, one was
inside the place watchingthe concertand anotherwastryingto getinto
settle some kinda beef, but they couldn’t
because the security on the doorknew they were
some sorta gang, so about 200 people bomb-
rushed the backdoorand came runningin with,
like, knivesand sticksan’stuffand attacked the
othergangjustasWhodiniwenton. The gangs
were justrunningaround hittingall the fans,
justattackingeverybodyin thewhole place.

“The only thingyou cancompareittoin
Englandis, like, afootball match where you
have two groupstryingto get each otherand
awhole bunch ofinnocent people get caught
in-between.”

Whatever the body count, whether the
securityguardsdid ordid notemploy metal
detectors tokeep out the hard stuff, whetheror
notitwasapre-planned military invasion from outta town with gang
colourshiddenuntil they were inside, the trouble was enough tosee the
tour cancelled in other cities—retribution from the City Fathers that,
understandably, the Beastie Boysdeplore.

“Onoccasion, itcan getwild. Idon'treally thinkit's our fans, though.
Ourshowisjustarock'nrollshow. These gangs could crash the gateson
Run DMC, JanetJackson or Cameo.”

Nonetheless, the Beasties' reputation precedes them as the Raising Hell
Tourhits Hammersmith this weekend. Oddball enoughas the only
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“You grow up
in NYC and,
well, when I
was 13 I was

selling drugs”

seriously hardwhiterapactinthe
entire universe, the Beasties have
goneout of theirway to make their
way, rubbing the powers thatbeup
thewrongway, sayingall the wrong
things, irritatingand baitingand
boastingand bragging.

Astheir Svengali/fairy-godfather/
producer Rick Rubin ofthe DefJam
labelsays on theirintrovideo to the Brit
musicbiz: “The Beastie Boysarea NEW
music group, They're notjustarock
group, they're everythingyouwant 'em
tobe. Any category, they fit.”

Inotherwords, theydon'tfitatall.

Theirbrash collision of heavy rock
riffs, cranked up into thered, distorted
into crackling thunder, Bonhamesque, Beelzebub bass drums and
snotty-nosed macho rapping comesat the so-called fourth-world funk
fromthe otherside ofthe segregated school bus. Theywere into Kiss and
cottoned onto Clinton, whereas Run was into Kurtis Blowand fell for the
bombastof Bad Company.

Somehear “She’s On It” and heara truly cosmopolitan melting pot
of street styles, away forward forged from ashedding of prejudice.
Others, like David Toop in his premature book Rap Arrack, hear
racism, chauvinism, even the gross breast-beating belches of rank
misogynists. Me, [ hearadamnupracketand awicked laugh. Puerile,
ves, butalive, alive-o.

“Wetalkabout girlsalot, yeah, it'salarge partofourlives. Especially
MCA. [think he has most problems?”

Problems?

“Uh, Tjustseem to find myselfinvolved wid several different
relationshipsat dasame time, which usually makes fora pretty
funnyscene.”

Ithasbeensaid, though, that the Beasties' attitude towardswomen
leavesalottobedesired.

“Whaddayamean? Have yougotanything offa British girl, ever?”

Got?What? Explain.

“Youevergot tofirstbase?”

“Didyou everactually, uh, putyourhand underagirl's titty?”

Well, now youcome to mentionit...

“What'sitlike?”

“Are English girlsany different from American girls?”

Can'tsay'm that conversantwith the Yankee gal, carnally.

“No, really, lIwannaknow for myself,” Ad-Rock pleads. “Imean, y'know,
Ididn'tlearndisinschool.”

Youmean the Beasties didn'thave theirevilway on theirlast visit?

“Weneveractually getanygirls... The Beastie Boys have never really,
y'know, neverreally, actually... y'’know..."

There's alot oflocker-room wankabout
the Beasties, as the vid for “She’s OnIt” shows
—boys disrespectful of womanhood because
they don'tunderstand it, but more than
anything, boysacting the way theyfigure
boysoughtto act. The Beastie Boys, like
Madness, like The Monkees, are very much
conscious caricatures of the era they exist
in. They'reall the tensionsand trends blown
larger thanlife, toreflectonandlaughat,an
escapefrom the normbyagross exaggeration
ofthe normal.

Theydon’tmeanwhat theysay, butthey
sometimes say what they mean. They re tickled
pinkbythe productof their outrage aslongas
theirreputation sets themapart, on theascent. Butifthe going gets tough,
the Beasties come clean.

“Dopeoplereallythinkwedoalotofdrugsin England?” asks Ad-Rock.

Yup.

“Isthat theirimpression? Well, thereare definitely alot of drugsaround
the Beastie Boys, butus, asaband, wedon't.”

Mike Dsmiles but getsrealserious whenIsay, forabstainers, it's mighty
odd that theireveryothersentenceis concerned with crack, purified
freebase cocaine sold increasingly freely on the New York streets.

BEASTIE




“Well, you can't helpit. You growup in New York
Cityand, well, when
Iwas 13,inhighschool, Iwassellingdrugs.”

“Imeanhey,” growls MCA, “lused to get wasted a
lot, buddy. Weall
used to.”

Theyalllook peachy keenand powders clean now,
though.

“Weare, Wedon'tdoit. See, we actually started off
singingaboutitbecauseitseemed sortafunnyand cliched, a big
rock'n’rollthing, butnobodyreally got the joke. Everyone assumed that
wediddrugsall the time, butifyoulisten to thelyrics, thingslike ‘I'm
neverdusting out ‘cosItorch that crack’ just seemed sorta funny.”

“Theonly problemin America,” says Mikey D, “is that we get played
alotonblackradio, and forlots ofkids wholisten to black radio alot,
crackisbecomingareal problem. I'mtalkingabout 13-year-old kids. It’s
reallykilling themand they don'trealise, so atthis pointIfeel there’'sa
responsibility in the band towards thataudience since ouraudience, for
sure, isthe 15-year-old b-boyin Detroit.

The Beastie Boys feel responsible?

“Yeah, definitely. I feel responsibility towards those people, but 1 don't
feel responsibility towards the trendy persondancinginaclubin
London. I don'treally giveashitifthey read Melody Makerand get
offended because we talk about girls with big tits.”

Doubtless the Beasties, like Run DMC, willbe involved in entrepreneur
extraordinaire Bill Graham’s Crack Down concertin New Yorkin
autumn, whichisanothergood reason (asif one were needed) tolaugh
those racistjibesdown the lavatory.

“Racist? Now that’s whatIreally don'tunderstand.”

MCAhasnoanswer: “I thinkalotof people were mad at us about other
things. The Beastie Boys are wellknown for insulting people, because if
dathreeofusgetgoingan’we'rein thewrongmood ordrunk, we can
really ruinsomeone’s day, and we probably severely insulted some
reporter...Actually, Ican think of quite a few.

“Anyway, dareporter can'texactlywritein hisarticle, ‘The Beastie Boys
insulted me, deywere reallymean, I don' like them’, so he tries to think of

Stretchingthe
definitionofhip
hop:theBeasties
onlLongBeach,
Longlsland,

New York

somethingtowritedat's gonnado some damage
toourcareer orsomethin’”

“Yeah, and the obvious thingto ruin the Beastie
Boysistopointoutthey'rewhitekids! Therearelots
ofradio programmers and other people out there
whowould like to see the Beastie Boys fall and not
see ourrecords get played on blackradioand
succeed aswehavein frontofblack audiences.”

It'snever made clear who these peopleare or why
theyseek to do ourboys down, but from my experience of the moronic
American pop press, I can see howand why the Beasties give themsuch
ahard time and why thejollyinane jocks might take umbrage.

“Look, it'sobvious we're notracist.”

“Iam,” says MCA. “I hate white people.”

Have the Beasties encountered any problems being the only whiteysin
ablackgenre?

“No, butwegot tohave the fresh rhymes. Ourrecords have to be almost
better thanother people’ssoanykid in the audience won't think, ‘Who're
theseill whitekids?” He'llknowit's the Beastie Boys.”

So,are theyaware they're doing theirbit for cross-cultural harmony?

“Uh...it'sreallyscaryforus that the audiences atourgigsarereally
fuckin’youngnow. You're talkin’ maybe eight years old, and both of us
and Run DMCare makingstrictly youth records. I feel responsibility
towards that.”

Butdo the Beasties setacool example? Tmean, I know Run goes on
abouthow they stayed at school and made something of themselves
andall, but the Beasties’ cartoon capers seemalittle over-the-top to
bealtruistic.

“Ifyoulookatusonstage, it’snotlike we're wearinganything that akid
intheaudience can’tafford togo outand buy, and I think that's partofit,
partoftheappeal, thatakid canlookatusandsay, ‘Lookat the il white
kids, lookwhat they're wearing... Icango outand buy that. [t's the same
withRunDMC.”

“We'redefinitely notlike Ozzy Osbourne. Ifakid sees himin aseven-
thousand-dollarsuitand the bigboots with the dragons, they can't relate
tothat,andIdon’tthink that'sreally rock'n’roll. I thinkit’salot more »
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Run DM, LL Cool J and the Beastie Boys do their Ghing: ™ £

Poetry in

EY WHITE BOY, what you doing alunk-head heavy metal ceremonial sham Cut Creator splicing and dicing, never once
Huptown? Hey white boy, you chasing mighty quickly. dropping the beat (unlike Jam Master Jay
our musicaround? As Jam Master Jay cranked down the who, in his conceit, often lumberedinto
Didn't we long to believe it, eh? Weren't we grind, they'd pick a fraudulent beef with directionless thunder), LL was cultivated,
justthe keenones to grabavicarious thrill, some poor punter to spur their next yawn cheeky and creative.
us middle-class whiteys shaking among the of aggressionand the nadir came when When he waggled his willy inside his
Stanley knife Yo Boysand living to tell the they all slouched off after halfan hour and track suit, his smile was broad; when he
tale? Weren't we the bold ones getting hip pretended the authorities were trying to was boasting, he was blasting our bodies like
to the dark-skinned hop, acquiringinstant prevent them returning. Run admonishing | averbal southpaw, hisroaring sentences
credit as the new noise antiquated all our the audience to point at some hapless smarting in our ears.
pop notions in one pumping instant? figure inthe shadows backstage and yell “Can’t Live Without My Radio” was
Well, sorry Joe, no go. When The Raisin’ “Fuck you!" before launchinginto some radically lean and loud, the human dynamo
Hell Tour hit Hammersmith, it was painfully more strutting stuff. furiously fluent and harshly pure, his form
apparent that there's been a bad load of shit Like Quo, the greatest thing about Run of rap abloodrelation of reggae toasting,
written about rap, a pile of sociological DMC is their audience. During a turgid whereas, sandwiched betweenthe two

wishful theorising about the collision and “My Adidas”, the multitude whipped off biggies, WHODINIwere obviously
collusion of styles, about the beat being their trainers and held them aloft for ‘ sweetmeat, presumably there to add some

all and the star being usurped by the scratch benediction, but | felt they variety to the inescapable
of adisc, about body language bypassing were robbed when “Walk 71 . monotony of the genre.
the brain, about the rapture of rhythm This Way” was truncated The BeaStle They simply didn'tbelong

evaporating the evil of ego. afteracursory chorus, L] as they did alot of Spanish
What the Raisin’ Hell Tour proved was hurried through without Boys cartno“ marchingaboutand teldus

not only is hip hop poetry in motion, having humour. Slob superstars, repeatedly they were

already cemented its own vocabulary, but they got away with murder. capers were real taking no prisoners while

that its behaviour conforms exactly to Incontrast, LLCOOLJ the marvellous crowd

tradition. As smug as Saxon or Status Quo wasn't cool atall, but da“gerous’ they bombarded them withan
f - 3 . 2 e L . = T}

and greeted with similar undiscerning startlingly forthright and rISked the‘r Ilves enthusiastic barrage of

adulation, RUNDMC have become raring toinnovate. With o = = ~ whistlesand carhorns.
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LLCoolJ:
“cultivated,
cheekyand
creative”

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
— LONDON ——

LIVE!

— SEPTEMBER 12 —

But, after the HM pomp, the
realroots thing and the mild pop
spoof, it was the BEASTIE BOYS'
gold old punkrap that really shook
the living daylights out of the
formularised dance. They'd done a brief1o
minutes at Hammersmith, but hours later, at three in
the morning, they performed their entire 20 minutesin
Delirium, aclubin the old Astoria Theatre on Charing
Cross Road. While 500 or so stood out in the rain, the
fullhouse heaved to the Beasties' beautiful chaos.

Run DMC had already stormed the DJ. Whodini
were attemptingtogetinontheactandLLwas
ranting off to the side before the whole shebang was
forcibly silenced, atiny space cleared and the
Beasties launchedin.

Smack! Somewhere, somehow in the mayhem,
the Boys emerged withamean “Slow And Low”,
acrackling “Cookie Puss” and the hefty new “New
Style", taking the piss out of all they'd seen, all they
were doing, all the dumb cliches and sad macho poses.

The Beastie Boys' cartoon capers were real
dangerous, they risked their lives and others’ limbs in
ahilarious on-heat howl of protest to make something
happen. Their anti-rap attitude, ransacking riffs, was
justified and joyous. Rap needs the crap kicked out of
it. Haste ye back, wee Beasties, while you're still in the
raw. Steve Sutherland

BEASTIE BOYS

rock'n'rollseeingus, because prettymuch all the males that go and see a Run DMC/
Beastie Boys concertwanna MC or DJ."

Isthis, perhaps, why the Raising Hell Tourhas been so phenomenally successful,
whileothers, with more established lineups, are bombing out?

“Yeah, maybe. We always seem to mysteriously find ourselves on the biggest tour
oftheyear. Lastyear we were on the Madonna tour, and that got more pressthan
anything, itwasahuge, bigdeal, and nowwe're on the Raising Hell Tour, whichis the
huge, bigdeal ofthis summer. Whatnext?1don’tknow.”

Sean, who's wearinga Chelseakit (“Not the newone, the thinstripeson the old one
aremorefly”) likens the tour to nothinghe’s seen since 2-Tone, all the bands
interacting, working from a common paranoiaand purpose.

“We'realllike family, because we're allunder the same management and we all work
together. Runisactuallywritingsome songs forus and we wrote Whodiniasong, so
weallhangouttogetheralot.”

KNOWWHAT THEY’LL wear over here - the obligatory jock caps, the Adidas

trainers (unlaced, of course) and the jeans, unzipped and pulled down off the

waist to reveal boxer shorts, preferably paisley - butTwonder if they'll wear
well. Maybe this bastard-brat offspring of Sesame Street and the Sex Pistols is much
too muchan indigenous American accident to catch on?

“No.Whenwewerein London eight months ago, orhoweverlongitwas, I was
meetingkids rightand leftwho rapped-it's oneof the only forms of music that really
newstuffkeeps comingoutof. I'malwaysamazed-everytime I turn on theradio,
there’ssomerap record that's gotsome newideainit, something [ would never think
ofthattakesitinacompletely different direction.

“Therapaudienceis definitely the most discriminatingaround,” Mikey D
continues. “They don'twannahearsomethingthey'vealready heard, theydon't
wannahearthecliches. It'skindaata cool stage right nowbecause we have rap groups
established enough to have theirown audience and adistinct sound, butat the same
time, everythingchanges so fast. IfRun DMCwere to putoutanalbum that's exactly
thesameas theirfirst, they'd be over. They have to keep changing.”

As, of course, do the Beasties. Even granting theircrucial role in legitimising rap for
whitesinacountry handicappedbyracial prejudice on the radio, the boys can'tafford
toleanbackand chillout. Hence their forthcomingalbum, Licensed To 1!, is harderand
heavier than"Cookie Puss” or “She's Onlt”",arumbling surge of bravado and piracy.

Theyplay meatapeinamassive pool hall called Julian’s,a warehouse up some piss-
stainedstairs peopled by geezers in bowlers and sideys, Clockwaork Orangefor real,
and my favourite trackas the balls purrinto pocketsis “Rhymin’ And Stealin™, a maxi-
decibelstomp through gangcliches.

“IU'sjust thehardest,” says Mikey D. “Idon't thinkit'll goon the radio. See, this s
wherewe getourstuff. It'sreal. Where the Beastie Boys live, what's around us?
OE, Old English, cheap beer, Riceroni, Captain Crunchand peopleselling crack
inthe park.”
Butisitenoughtodocument, orare they passing comment?
“Ithinkwe'rebasically trying to documentourselves,” says MCA. “We're not
tryingtodocumentwhateverybody else is doing orwhat'’s going onin the world
inSouthAfricaorwhatever-it'sjustthe three ofushavingagood timeand
doing music aboutit.”
Whatwould the Beastieslike to do?

“Wereallywannadositcom. DefJamand CBS were gonnasplit the costand just run
iton MTV, hopingtosellittoanetwork...”

“D'youknowwhatthey’re doingon Channel Five, Fox Television? Making new
episodesof The Monkees!”

“Yeah, Theartheyrecastit. [Us ridiculous. Did you see the new Monkees video? It's
only Peterand Mickeyand, oh my God, it was really the fuckin’ worst thingl'veever
seen. Itwasreallymilking the dead cow-some things should be left to lie.”

Meanwhile, the Beasties are featured in Tougher Than Leather, a myslerymoviein
whichthe boys play light reliefto Run DMC’s murder plot, they're listeningtoalotof
Smiley Culture and Pato Banton (“The English MCsreally win the whole thing”),
doingtheirdamnedest torecreate someof the Led Zep through reading Hammer Of
The Gods, and doing battle with CBS, who mixed theiridea fora gatefold double debut
LP to be called Double-Barrelled Fresh.

So, whatwouldn't the Beasties do?

“IfThad the choice todoitoveragain, I probably wouldn'tgo to see The Texas
Chainsaw Massacre Part 11, says Mikey D. “Itreally wasn'tas good as I expected, Not
enoughuseofthe chainsaw.”

“Hey, d'vouthink Eddie Murphy’s a faggot? Seriously. We met him on tourand he
was, like, after LL CoolJ all the time. Like, it could have been an act, buthe wasatitall
night,an’ifhe was puttingiton, then he wasreal good atit.”

The penultimate word goes to Rick Rubin, the man who kicked itall off, the man
behind the Beasties, the manwithaninstinct for the commerciality of controversy: “Ill,
thatmeans tobewild. Could be good, could be bad, depending on your pointof view.”

Nosleep till Hammersmith. SteveSutherland o
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“A licence
to dress
however
you want”

TALKING HEADS
DAVID BYRNE

MOVIESTORE / REX / SHUTTERSTOCK

— /- SEPTEMBER 6 —

OMING SOONTO a cinema near you

is one of thisyear's funniestyet most
thought-provoking films. Itis called
True Stories, and is a mosaic of pilfered,
hybridised ideas and images which add
up to asurprisingly coherent whole.

Its directorand co-writeris aslim, 34-year-old New Yorker
of casuallysmartattire, faintly greyingblackhairand the
deepestcow-brown eyesI've everseen.

Heis David Byrne, who forthelast 11 yearshasbeen
otherwise employedassinger, guitaristand songwriter for
therockgroup Talking Heads. Rock stars making movies?
Nevermind such half-baked dilettanti as Bowie, Dylanand
Prince; David Byrne proves thatin this age of over-
specialisation the Renaissance Idealremains bloodybut
unbowed. The Jonathan Miller of pop, anyone?

Itall started back when Talking Heads were touringin
1983, asimmortalised inJonathan Demme'saward-
winningdocumentary Stop Making Sense. David Byrne
used to diverthimselffrom therigours oftheroad by
collectingthose kookybelieve-it-or-notanecdotes that
form thestaple of such American tabloid newspapers asthe
Weekly World News. “Baby Born With Two Heads!”, “Boy
Whose Earmuffs Took World By Storm!”, thatsortofthing.

Atthesametime, Byrnewasalreadyincreasingly
interestedin thetheatricaland cinematicartsas
exemplified by the Stop Making Sensestageshowand
the promotionalvideos he directed with dazzling
inventiveness for “Burning Down The House”, “This
MustBe The Place” and “Road To Nowhere". Hewasnow
thinkinginvisualimages, which he would sketch and store
forsome futureuse.

Thusthe rawmaterial for Trie Stories, an unreliable
anthologyifliteral verisimilitude is what you're after. But
notquite pure fictioneither. »
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TrueStories defies aready pigeonhole, combiningseveral genres:
documentary, satire, musical, dramaand fantasy. Robert Altman’s
Nashville, Thornton Wilder's Our Town and the films of Fellini offer a few
cross-references.

Threadingthroughall of theseis our host/narrator, David Byrne
himself. Whether onanamiable stroll through town or, even more
uncharacteristically of this erstwhile paragon of brainily twitching
nerdishness, relaxed at the wheel of his open-top car, Byrne's coathanger
frameisracilyupholstered inasharpshootingsuit, bootlacetie, hand-
tooled cowboyboots and high, wide and handsome Stetson hat.

Whydoeshelooklike JR Ewing, thearchetypal Texan downat theranch?
To puncture the myth thatbronco-bucking schmatte is derigueurin
Texas; only showbiz Texans look so corny. Asmall but telling point. David
Byrnesets TrueStoriesin the biggeststate of the Big Country, notasaNew
York sharpie mocking the hicks, but the betterto tackle the bigthemes.

Whatare these big themes? Inaroundabout, light-fingered yet
penetratingstyle, some of the facts oflife of America today.

| wouldn’t live there if you paid me
“TEXASDID SEEM to embodyalotof what I'was gettingat. You had to be
very carefulabout notdragging up aload of Texan cliches. Idid try to play
withthemsometimes. Puttingmyselfinacowboy outfitwas pointing out
oneof the Texas cliches - thatonly the out-of-towners think that Texas is
filled with cowboys. And we only mentioned oil once!”

He laughs with abemused inward furtiveness, his discourse always
tendingto the face-value deadpanstyle patented by Andy Warhol. But
cautious judgements poke throughall the time.

“I'vejustreturned to New Yorkafterbeingineither Texas orLos Angeles
thelasttwoyears, andit'snice to be back. I thinkI'm familiarenough to
getalongintherestof the country, butforeign enough that1Istillgo about
kind ofbemused whenIvisitothertownsinalotof America. It's nice that
Istillfinditfresh.”

Would notthegreat mass of Americansresent beingrepresented by an
“artist” from precious pinkoliberal New York City?

“Yeah, and they're completelyjustified in that. Alotof New Yorkers
thinkoftherestofthe countryasabunchoflaughable hicks, although
my hope is thatyou can getalaugh out of themand that they do have
somethingtooffer. It’slike laughing with them.”

Thereismuchtolaugh with. Virgilis the collective Texan new town of
Byrne's devising: we tourits geography, architecture, economy, pastimes
and especially people with araised eyebrow worthy of Alan Whicker.

“Ifelt thatIhad tokeep reminding myselfand theaudience thatalot of
the time, though it maylook freakish, whatI'mactually saving s that |
like this. What this person’sdoingisactually very creative oravant-garde
orwhatever, butcoming from anunsophisticated background. And that
deserves some attention orrespect.”

How, hypothetically, mighta Texan filmmaker represent New York?

“Hmmm,” pauses the ever-thoughtful Byrne. “One of the things that
theywould noticerightawayis the dirt. The London dirtis old, centuries
ofsoot. ButNew York's dirtislastweek’s garbage. It'sadifferent feeling;
sootdoesn’tsmell so much! Texans would notice how filthy New York is,
and how you have these sophisticated people dressingup and going to
expensiverestaurants, and then youhave bumssleeping in doorways
and garbageallover the place.”

Hashisviewof“The Big Country”
changedsincehe sungin 1978 that
“lLwouldn’tlive there ifyou paid me”?

“No.I'vealways felt that, dependingon
whatside of the bed youwake up on, you
caneitherlookout the windowand see
things rosy, amusingand wonderful, oryou
canseeitasimperfectand compromised.”

That David Byrneisreasonable toafault
makes forslightly bloodless conversation.
“Gosh!” isthe onlyoutbursthe permits
himself,and wrynessisjustabouthis
strongestresponse.

Ontheotherhand, such self-effacement
allows him tosubordinate his ego to the
demands ofthemovie. Forinstance,
thoughallthesongsin thefilmare tobe
foundon the new Talking Heads LP, also
titled True Stories, they are mostly versions

[
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performed by the actors and local gospel, nortefio and country
musicians. Where Talking Heads actually sing—on the new single “Wild,

Wild Life” -whatyou actually see on film is a hilarious mime competition

ofthetype thathasbeen catchingoninnightclubsallover America. And
whentheband finally get toappear, playing “Love For Sale”, they're
swiftly deluged in molten chocolate, ametaphor for conspicuous
consumptionifever therewasone.

Butisitalsoametaphorforthe eclipse of Talking Heads? Justas
David Byrne'sinterests have diversified into scoringmoderndance
productions, directing videos and nowa full-length movie, so too have
[ found Talking Heads musicless and less gripping. Lastyear's Little
Creatures LP bopped and joked cheerfully on theright side of monotony,
butitdidn'texactlystretch theenvelope ofthe band'sability either, unlike
their first four diversely brilliantalbums.

Thebacking tracks for the True Stories LP werelaid downat the same
timeas Little Creatures, and then the aforementioned Texan “found”
musicians did theirstuffon top, and theactors sung Byrne'ssongsas
writtenspecifically to express theircharactersasinanyoperaor
musical. Theirrenditions burstinto life with all the twistsand nuances
nosingle band orsinger could summon. Itis curious, then, that Talking
Headsshould recut the same songs for Truie Stories, inevitably with less
livelyresults.

“Giventhe choice, I discovered alotof people would rather hear me
singing them, whichIfind disappointing.Ifind thatsometimes people
inthefilmdid something more appropriate to the song, like the guywho
played Louis Fyne (John Goodman), his voice gave amore authentic
country interpretation of thatsong ['People Like Us’] than I did.

“Butit'salsotruethatalotofpeoplelike to hear the person whowrote
thesongsingit. Soljustfeltwe wereobliged to doit, though I didn'tneed
myarm twisted that much, haha!”

David Byrne admits howtherest of the band are wary that theirnew
LPseems to be amere adjunct-commercial guarantee, perhaps—ofhis
grandiose solo project. For True Stories shouldn't be seenas onlya brief
diversion from Byrne'smainjob as head Head. On thestrength of his
videoexperience, heraised the $1 million shooting budget from his

Americanrecord company Warner Brothers. The post-production costs,

calculated atbetween a further $1m and $4m (the final sums are yet tobe
done), were footed by mainstream movie investment. Though stillless
than halfofthe Hollywood average of $10m per movie, norisit peanuts
either. Likewise David Byrne's two-year commitment of time.

Suchademandingsolo project could only befitted into the band’s
schedule given thatthe songwritingand recording processis not very
time-consuming, But Talking Heads haven't toured in three years, nor
haveany planstodosountilthey can thinkofanovel presentation. So
David Byrne feelsnourgeto play alive crowd forits own sake?

“Iprobablydo, butlforgethow much funitisuntill doit, tosingin front
of people and they actuallylikeit, haha!l forgethowenjoyable thatis.”

Meanwhile, heis keen to make more movies, though as yet with nothing
specificin mind. Perhapsless musicand morestory...

“Istarted offreading old myths and ones notso old but not so well
known, like AmericanIndianlegends, the creation myth of the Navajo,
somethinglike that. There'ssome good material there; some of itiskind
of sexybutfantasticatthesametime...”

People like us

The new patriotismisalsoatrick.
It'sarealfrightening, scary trick that
everyone wantsso badly to believe is true.
The governmentisselling the country
down theriver. The real wealth of the
countryisinthe people.

Empiresinretreatget intosome pretty
weird stuff. Egypt, Rome, England, Japan,
Spain, and nowthe United States. They get
this intense pride and nostalgia for what
theyimagine they were because they can see
itslipping away.

Americahadalotof freemoney foralong
time. Money that justcame out of the
ground. In Texasit just shot right out of the
ground. Allyou Iad to do was look around
and find it. When cheap labor ran out, we
Justbroughtsomemore from overseas.




Theexpansiongota littleoutof hand,
butit'sover now. Some of us might have
seen the tail end of the heyday, but now
mostofuscan feel reality settling in.

Some peoplethink it's theend of the
world. .. David Byrne in'True Stories, the
book of the film

INAMONG THE jokily exploding Texan
mythsand meditations upon high
technologyand cities and roads, deeper
themes emerge. David Byrnestates
baldlyin the bookwhathe mirthfully
dramatisesin the movie. Like, whatever
happened toAmericanideals?
“They'rekind ofemptyatthe moment,
justslogans. Inthe film I've tried to show
thatsome of them canbe thoughtofas
somewhatreal—-tolerance ofdifference.”
Inthefilm'skeynotesong, “People Like
Us”, theamiably everyman character
Louis Fynesings, “People like us/Gonna
make it becausel/ We don't want freedom/
Wedon'twant justice/ We just want

I
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“It's a completely cool, multi-purpose movie”
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someonetolove...” Are most peopleso
preoccupied with theirimmediate
needs that they abdicate civicand
democraticresponsibilities?

“Mmm-hmm. Peoplereallydowantmore
immediate gratification, and the song puts it
kind of bluntly. I thinkitworksin thesong,
butitwould bedifficultto admitthat, that
they'd prefer to have acomfortable sofaand
aneveningwatching TV than freedom of the
pressor whatever.”

Arethose freedoms taken for granted?
“Yeah, I suppose so. People of my generation
seem to be more concerned with their careers
thananythingelse. Itseemstobealittlebitout
of proportion. I thinkit must change eventually.
Thatawhole generation of people would submit

“I started off

reading old

myths... the
creation myth

of the Navajo”

The farmersketched out theextent of the
Trilateral Commission control over the
economy, the media, and education - they
control, hesaid, eitherdirectlyor indirectly,
IBM, Kodak, the Chase Manhattan Bank,
Exxon, Mobil, General Electric, the Bank
OfAmerica, Equitable Life, the Ford
Foundation, the Carnegie Foundation,
I'TT, American Motors, Safeway, Time Inc,
NBC, CBS, theNew York Times, the
Washington Post, Pillsbury, General
Foods, Coca-Cola, and many, many
more... Nicholas Lemann, Texas Monthly, 1978

It snotwhat you know, it's who you know.
Everybody believes in some conspiracy
orother. The ones you believe in seem
completely plausible. The onesyou

don't believe in seem like they were
thought up by a bunch of nuts and kooks.
Canone personbeaconspiracy? Was
supermarket barcoding prophesied in
the Bible? David Byrne, True Stories

“THERE'SONEMAN in particular
who goesaround talking to small
communities, mainly the farmers
and people who've beenhavingahard time
ofitlately. He convinces them thatit's the
Rockefellers and the Trilateral Commission who
areatfault, who have caused the banks to hold
ontotheirmoney. There’san element of truthin
some of whathesays. I personally don'tbelieve
theTrilateral Commission hasamasterplan-
Idon'tthinkthey're chummy enough!”
Arethe prophets of Apocalypsestill
goingstrong?
“Stronger than ever.I think they have more
than ever to point to now. To them it's very
obviousthatAidsiseither the wrath of heaven

tobeingcalled ‘yuppies'-I don't think they'd

putupwiththat.Ithink they'd rather change theirlifestyle than admit to
beingayuppie. It sounds so horrible! Evenifit'sacomfortable life, it
sounds suchaderogatoryterm.”

Everything “sounds”, “seems”, “if” with David Byrne, asifhe’s
separated fromreality bya hypothetical wall of contingency. Has he ever
actuallymetanyone who admits to beinga yuppie?

“No, haha, [don'tthinkso. TknowthatIlike oflot of the same things that
yuppies aresupposed tolike. Imightlikea particularmeal, thenI'll read
inthe paperthatit'savery‘yuppie' meal. Ican'thelpitifit tastes good!
Whatelse? Ohyeah. lwas workingout of LA and [ bought aused Volvo
thatwasvery cheap, and thenIread thatthe Volvois considered a very
‘yuppie’ car. So Ifelt, gosh, I'mtreadingon dangerous ground here!”

SINCEWORLDWARITin North America, concentrations of capital
spilled out along new federally subsidised highways, covered old
countryside withanewsuburbiaand concentrated aroundinterchanges.
And therewe find the profitable newmalls...

Shopping had become the chiefcultural activity in “our united states
of shopping”. GradyClay, The New York Times Book Review, 1985

IN TRUESTORIES, are yousaying that today’'s American democracy now
boils down to freedom of the consumer’s choice?

“Haha!”

Doyoucelebrate shoppingor condemniit?

“IthinkI'mcelebrating, butexaggeratingit to the point where it
becomesamusing. Butyou'reright:alotofthe responsibility part of
democracyhasbeenremoved, and thelicence partgets emphasised.

“Democracyisjustalicenceto manufacture orsell anything you please
ordress howeveryouwant. Not thatmost people exerciseit. Itleads toa
lotofkooks!”

orelsea ClA experiment gonewrong, Religious
television networks are full of people expecting
the Apocalypse every day and pointing to the signs. And Reagan says he
believesitaswell, whichiskind of terrifying. He sees world destruction as
inevitable, and it's justa matter ofwaitingitout.”

Slippery people
HASITBUGGED youwhen you've been accused of ethno-cultural
tourisminyour music?

“Yeah, itbugged me, butlcouldn’tdefend myselfreallybecauseit’s true
tosomeextent.Idon't think there’sanythingwrongwithig it’'s just how
wellyoudoit. So thatwould be my own defence. There's nothing wrong
withhybridising things, mixing them, stealinglittlebitsand adding
them tosomethingelse. Ifyoudoitwell, it'salright. Ifyoudon’t do it well,
betterleaveitalone. When we got criticised, it was partly, [ guess, that we
weren'tdoingitgood enough.”

Partlyalso, headmits, that for some critics New York intellectuals by
definition can’tdo anythingright. But David Byrne canlive with that
attitude. Flipping the hybrid coin, how about Prince?

“Istilllike his records. In the Statesit's really difficult fora black
performer to beaccepted by whites on theirown turf. Thelast one would
have been Jimi Hendrix, and he wasn'tquite as funky. Sadly there’s alarge
number of black performersin the States who would like nothing better
than to ‘gowhite', to play Vegas and do soppy ballads... 'm generalising.”

Howmuchis the black tradition of “body music” to do with white
stereotyping?

“That'strue to some extent. But there is some sort of black culture that
fostersadifferentattitude to dance. In black culture there'salot more
physical contact.”

Iswhite culture gettingmore physical?

“Yeah, [think they'veloosened upalittle bit!”

And maybe the one-time uptight white culture-vulture isloosening up
abittoo. TheJonathan Millerof pop? I think he’s barelystarted. MarSnow o
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Experimenting
with new lineups

NME NOV 8

RINCE HAS DISBANDED his backing group
The Revolution, who have played with him for
fouryears, andis currently putting to

aMark Il version.

Hidden away athis Minneapolis headquarters, he
isexperimentingwith newlineups, althoughitis
rumoured that Maserati-whoreleaseda Prince-
produced albumon Paisley Park earlier thisyear—
will provide the backbone of the group.

As for The Revolution, Bobby Z, who hasbeen
drummingfor Prince for 10 years, willresume his
production career, which started withan album by
The Suburbs, produced under the pseudonym of
Robert Brent. Guitarist Wendy Melvoin and keyboard
player Lisa Coleman are planningan album together
andare currently being courted by half-a-dozen
record companies and several big-name producers.
Theyarealso poised towriteamajorfilmscore, set
forreleasein 1987.

1986

0¢TOBER— X
PET SHOP BOYS, FELT,

THE THE, MY BLOODY
VALENTINE AND MORE




Prince onstageduring
the1985Purple Rain
Tour,withopeningact
SheilaEandRevolution
guitarist WendyMelvoin
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“I just wrote what
I wanted to write”

NME

Fall frontman Mark E Smith writes a play.

“There’s demonic possession, Italian fascists...”

HAT CAUSED THE death of
Luciani Albino, Pope John Paul I,
afteronly 33 days on the papal

thronein1978?

Was he really avictim of the Vatican'sinner
sanctum, the dreaded P2 Masonic lodge,
worried that the self-styled “Smiling Pope”
was about torid the church of its excess
wealth and corruption? Did the strict Jesuit
brethren, fearing that Luciani was about to
give the OK to contraception, spike his cocoa
with digitalis? Why was there never a post-
mortem or adeath certificate issued? And
how does it all tie up with Italian banker Calvi,
found swinging from a Waterloo underpass,
and the Mafia's money-laundering system?

Allthese and many more questions will not
necessarily be answered in Hey! Luciani, the
first play from Mark E Smith, already proven
tobe one of Britain’s sharpest and funniest
writers with The Fall, and now embarking on
anew formatand presentation.

Some three monthsin preparation, and
being revised and rewritten right up toiits
opening week, Hey! Lucianiis initially
scheduled for atwo-week runatLondon's
Riverside studiosin Hammersmith.

“l gotinterestedin Luciani after reading
David Yallop's book In God's Name a while
ago. “Hey! Luciani”, the single, was written for
the Bend Sinister LP and we thought it would
beagoodideatodoafull-scale Fall project
around it - the subject matter appealed to our
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| conspiracytheoryin

| bitsplitsupintoother

sense of humour. The first thought was to
doitasthe book did, but | just wrote what

| wanted to write, the papal charactersarein
no way factual, it's notlike they really were.

“I've taken liberties all over the place and
the characters stimulated me on to other
things,” explains Smith.

From fragments of rumour and description,
Hey! Lucianiwould appear tobe an anti-
polemical piece of dramaticintrigue,a
musical thriller,a comedic conspiracy theory;
all fertile settings for Smith's convoluted
plotlines and maverick
genius. Reluctanceto
stick to tried-and-trusted
“fact”is only properin
the circumstances; the
possibilitiesinherentin
religious and big-business
scandals are limitless and
fantastic. Just like a Fall
song, in fact.

“Theplayisa
stimulation of the

the book, the middle

things - South America
and Britain, f'r'instance.
No way isitafactual
indictment of Catholicism
or eventhe Vatican.
People think when they

“It’s like a cross
between The
Prisoner and

Shakespeare”

hearit'sabout the pope thatit must either
be a“rock musical” or anti-religious |
statement or something. Whichis asad
reflectiononthe way the theatreis

viewed in this country. | chose the setting
because the characters appealed to me

and hopefully it makes good drama.”

The play lasts about 100 minutes and
features new Fall music themes for each
character; “Haf Found Bormann” (for the
all-girlIsraeli commando group who
appear as a mysterious but vital
connectionin the thickening plot), “Sleep
Debt Snatches”, which hasareggae
atmosphere, amachine heart and spine
cracking drumbeat, and “Informant”
which, fittingly in view of posthumous
revelations about the cheeseburger being ‘
anarcis“the Elvis Presley type number.”

Apart from The Fall, there’s Trevor
Stewart asthe pope, Lucy Burgess as the
ballet dancer and pope’s right-hand girl,
Michael Clark hasabriefrole and Leigh
Bowery, star of the excellent Smith-
directed video for “Mr Pharmacist”,
is head of accounts at the Vatican. Why
aplayandnot TV programme or video
film for all this, Mark?

“| wanted to do something where the
words could be heard on their own -
there'salot of bits where there's just
going to be words on their own.I'mnotin
italot myself; | do afew numbers and the
rest of the time is just narration and
direction of others.

“It'smore like a film than a play, because
it'sbeenseverely edited. The thing | still
have to getorganisedis getting people
onand off stage. |'ve got one scene that
is10secondsandthelongestsceneisa
minute and a half. Certain people find that
| hardgoing, but | enjoy that. It keeps youon

yourtoes.”

Aweek before the play, Mark completely ‘
rewrote the third act - wasn't thatamite
disconcerting for all the others?

“Notreally, because beforeithad been
abit disconnected, they were saying, ‘We can
seewhatyou're tryingto do, butit needs
something else.’ With the new third act, it all
fits;if you're sharp enough there’s areal
conspiracy to follow. There's demeonic
possession, ltalian fascists, ex-Nazis, a

Scottish communist...”
So,it'snotbeenthe
haphazard rush job that
rumour has made out?
“That's theimpression
| wanted to give. It's fucking
great, actually, dynamic.”
Doesit compare
with anything?
—  “It'slike across between
The Prisonerand
Shakespeare. There's
even pieces thatrhyme
and stuff - quite
surprising, actually.

“It was our ownidea,
we financeditand we're
not going to make any
money offit, butit'sa
goodlittle thing to do,
alleviates the tedium.”




Cliff Burton:died
inSwedentouring
Metallica'sMaster |
OfPuppets

America

God, guns and guts made America. It's
the only place that has whole neighbour-

MM Metallica’s bassist
is killed in a bus crash.

ETALLICABASSIST CLIFF
M Burtonhashbeenkilledinaroad
accident. Burton was thrown
through the window of the band’s tour
buswhenitcrashed enroute fromgigs
in Stockholm to Copenhagen last Saturday
(October28). Drummer Lars Ulrich was
alsoinjuredinthe crash and “critical”in
hospital for several days. He has since
fully recovered. Another member of the
road crewdiedinthe accident.
Burton, whowas 24, will be buriedin
his hometown of San Francisco.

“Ina bad light”

NME OCT 18

more trouble over their Frankenchrist
album. The group has read reports that

the Shriners, America’s Masonic-style
brotherhood, are suing them for $45
million over a photograph thatappears
onthe cover of the LP, although they have
vetto hearanythingofficial. The reports
say the Shriners are accusing the group of
“holding themin a bad light”.

Vocalist]ello
Biafrasaid: “This
stinks of petty
harassment.
Americaisthe
onlycountryin
theentire
Westernworld
wherethe laws
areriggedin
suchaway that
anyonewould
even thingof
filingalawsuit
asludicrousas
thisone.”

'|'HE DEAD KENNEDYS have run into

hoods of fake 18th-century houses.

Haircuts

Never had one.

Alcohol

If you try as hard as possible to become
an alcoholic and you get around that,
you never will be in your life.

Sydney

Vegemite, Fosters, kangaroos, G'day mate,
How y're doing, AC/DC. Home - someday
I'll get there.

Heroes

I never know if | have any or not, but |
guess, uh, Tony James, Marc Bolan, | won't
say David Bowie because he knows it
anyway, Gandhi and James Dean.

Villains

Jack Nicholson and Donald Sutherland - he
has long grey hair. | saw him in a restaurant
in Paris and he looked like he did in that
movie where he stabbed people all the
time. What was it called? Other villains -
my old man and my brother, Rhett.

Automobiles

| love cars. Did you know the E-Type Jag
was built around a cock 'n’ balls? If you turn
one upside down, that’s the basic shape.

| think a racing car’s the best way to kill
yourself. Paul Newman got it together.
He's well into racing cars. That's the way to
go. And he's always been married. Racing
cars keep your marriage together.

Suicide
Fast cars into a wall, 400 miles an hour, or
one Quaalude every hour until it stops.

Embarrassment

Falling over on stage at Red Rock before
I'd even sung a note. Twice!

Fears

Don't have any.

Dreams

Do dreams
come true?

I don't know.
| think they
probably do,
so make your
dreams big.

Guns
Everybody has a
fascination with
guns, everybody

Carlover
Michael
Hutchencein
Montreux,
Switzerland,
May1986

wants to kill somebody. That's not the way
to do it though. It’s the easiest but it's not
the most satisfying. | think, with a Magnum,
it could be though - you can feel the kick.
Clint Eastwood looks pretty satisfied.

lan Astbury

A great guy who convinced me to throw

a door out of a10-storey hotel, for which,
in true English tradition, they charged me
“80 ponds, sir” in the morning. That was

in the Holiday Inn. | was showing him how
small the bathrooms were and took off the
bathroom door. We were outdoing one
another all night. He's a man possessed. He
also has a rather beautiful girlfriend.

Tomorrow

San Francisco. When we were there last,
we went up to Bill Graham's place for this
Indian curry - he even brought up the
people from the restaurant with their
own tandoori oven. His house is right up
in the hills, surrounded by eucalyptus
trees - it's like being in Australia - and his
10- or 11-years-old son was standing at this
big telescope at the front window. We
walked by and asked him what was down
there and he said: “Look at all the poor
people, | can see all the poor people from
here!” That was a great lesson - never let
your kid end up like that.

Aids

The plague of the '80s, that's the phrase,
isn't it? It must be very scary for a lot of
people right now. | hope friends of mine
don't get it. It's weird to know some of
them have an incredible chance of
catching it and | don't. I've already been
tested for it - for insurance. Maybe it's
something to do with Reagan. Maybe
it's the leftover from some chemical
warfare tests. You never know what

the fuck it is. Maybe the Russians tried
dropping it on Haiti or something. It's
such a moral disease.

John Wayne

A big, fat, bean-eating, beer-swilling,
cancer-ridden asshole blowing people
away from his country. He, to me, is

the epitome of everything that's wrong
with America.
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“A much harder sound”

TLAST-theimpending death of
Aanorak...and here comes the fatal

stabin the back. Just as we find this
monotonous musical phase peaking, with the
indie charts dominated by twee cherubs
plying excruciatingly dull tributes to Pete
Shelley’s (rare) embarrassing moments, My
Bloody Valentine have arrived to reclaim the
young pop audience for punk'n’roll.

And not amoment too soon. From the more
dubious haunts of Dublin’s fair city via some of
the legendarysleazeholes of Europe, they
have come toresidein Londonandare
appalled by what they find. Groups being
touted as the best of the indie scene, better
suited plying their dull cabaret tunesin
amateur talentevenings; ascene thathasbeen
ossified by the dominance of a clique of bands
forwhom the very precepts of rock’n’roll have
the same effectas the scent of whisky to the
Women's Temperance Movement.

Wimps, in other words - and if this turgid
and terminally boring situation canbe seenas
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Introducing... My Bloody Valentine. “We seem to have a lot of bite.”

acreepingdisease, then My Bloody Valentine
are the cure. Make no mistake about it - they
planto show these bands up for the drab,
mediocre, middle-of-the-road wets they
really are. My Bloody Valentine are rude and
vulgar and noisy, and as if that's not enough,
they write the best pop songs you've ever
heard and perform with a fervour, witha
challenging defiance, that these other bands
just wouldn't understand.

“How can people get excited about bands
like them.| mean, they'rejust so fucking dull,
andthey're cloggingup
the whole indie scene with
their childish MOR crap,”
they moan disparagingly
of their toothless
competition.

“People arejust fooling
themselvesif they think
the presentindie scene
is genuinely alternative
to anything.”

“People are fooling
themselves if they
think the indie
scene is genuinely
alternative”

MyBloody Valentine
in1986:(l-r) Dave
Conway, Debbie
Googe,KevinShields
and Colm O Ciossig

My Bloody Valentine boast asense of
humour and they're nostrangers to squalor,
having exiled themselves from Ireland to
spend ayear bumming around the cheapest
hostelries of Holland and Berlin, playing the
seedier outposts and cruising with poverty
before launching their attack on the British
music scene. “We came to London to berich
andfamous. We also knew it was the only
place we could get the dole.”

Singer Dave (who makes a practice of
hurling his delicate frame at his audience),
drummer Colm (the man
with the maniacal grin) and
guitarist/songwriter Kevin
(who once harboured a
crush on Susan Day)
auditioned forabass
player,inthe end finding
Debbie, whoisa girl.

“The first practice | went
to, there were nosongs,”
she remembers. “For the




| improved. They write

first month of practising

I felt sick every day 'cos | just

wasn't used to the noise.”
Debbie hasnowbeenin

the bandfor ayear and their

songwriting, Kevin says, has

bright, noisy, catchy tunes

full of melody, excitement
and personality, exploding
love songs with alunatic
energy that’'sawelcome
antithesis to the feeble dithering of their
supposed peers.

Imagine being a David Cassidy fan, then
hearing the Ramones and suddenly realising
what music ought to sound like. My Bloody
Valentine should have the same effectona
young audience who are being steadily fed
adiet of insipid nursery-rhyme music which
hardly stimulates the keen libido.

Kevin: “What we're doing is amuch harder
sound than what young music fans are used
to, but the contentis there -it doesn’'t matter
how abrasive the musicis, ifit's fun they're
going torecogniseit.”

Thisis the kind of band that makes for
diehard fans and, when you hear them, you'll
suddenly realise what you've been missing -
what you've been denied for the past few
years -and defections from the spineless
camp should comeindroves... That's if people
canstill recognise what's good for them.

Inappearance, the
Valentines are purposely
confusing. Debbie: “When
people see the haircuts,
they tend toassume we're
wimpy and they always
get quiteashockif they
stay for the gig!”

Ahyes, haircuts, always
acrucial factor.

Dave (indignantly): “We
haven't got'60s haircuts. It
annoys us when people say we have. Our
haircuts are actually influenced by Down's
Syndrome children's haircuts - I'm not sure
exactly why, but alot of retarded children
have these kind of haircuts. | think our haircuts
are very attractive; damn flattering, too.”

Kevin succinctly describes their conscious
deployment of camouflage: “Inasense, what
we're doing with the image and the sound of
the bandis like throwing a blind around what
we've got. Theimage s flat, we all look the
same, the sound, the guitars are the same, but
if people want to take it any further, then they
have tolook harder. The sound, the image of
the band is totally superficial - it's fun, it's fun
-but there are also qualitiesin our songs that
really count for something.”

Kevin spent some of his childhood in New
York, he was once bitten by ashark and he
cites The Partridge Family as havinghad a
major influence on his life. Unlike most of our
current songwriters, he is not obsessed with
the sounds of the '60s - though MBV do ply
the odd Monkees cover when the mood takes
them. They like drinking, but not drugs. They
have seen the seamy side of life: “We played
to this heavy hardcore audiencein Bremen
once,” Dave recalls with some nostalgia.
“They'd been blasted with heavy hardcore

“Basically, our
sound relatestoa
primal experience

that everybody
has to go through”

allnightand they thought they were, you
know, dead punk -and then we came on!”

“They couldn’t understand our sound for
the first few minutes,” says Kevin gleefully.
“The fact that there was melody and noise
-and then they went mental and we had to
do three encores.”

“We livedinsqualorin Amsterdamfora
while,” Dave winces. “We wereinacheap
hostel and they throw you out to walk the
streetsat10in the morning, so we spentalot
of time cruising around the post office
watching the drug addicts and prostitutes...
people withscabsall over. It's when they
started to get friendly that we knewit was
time tomove on.”

InBerlin, they released their firstrecord,
amini-album, This Is Your Bloody Valentine,
and, thoughanEP, “Geek”, wasreleased here
on Fever Recordsin April, the band feel that
their new EP, out this week, is far more
representative of how they want to be.

The New Record By
My Bloody Valentine
isreleased onthe new
Kaleidoscope Sound label,
run by Creation’s black
sheep Joe Foster. Witha
selection of four perfectly
contoured and viciously
attractive songs to choose
from, it spotlights their
direction andissuesadirect
challenge to the soggy
bleatings of our currently touted indie heroes.

Colm: “We've changed alot since the last
single,and as far as band progression goes,
well we've come along way since then.”

Kevin cites the mainreason for their
enthusiasm about thisrecord: “The main
thing for usis that this EP is coming out
withina month of making it. It's exciting, it's
fresh and it's exactly captured how we are as
abandright now. A few of the songs were
only writtenamonth orsoago. It'sareal
document of what we are now.”

This, surely, is the way records ought
tohappen.

Kevin: “We want it to always be like this, we
hope this won'tbe a freak occurrence, having
arecord out while we still sound the way itis.”

Withsongtitles like
“Destination Ecstasy”
and “We're So Beautiful”,
theirintentisan
incitement to have fun.

Kevin: ““We're So
Beautiful will probably
be misinterpreted.

Dave: “Oh, ldon’t
know -1 thinkit could
be takenat face
value, really!”

my bloody valentine

Reviewers still haven't pinpointed the
Bloody Valentine sound - perhaps because
they plunderall the best aspects of rowdy pop
without reverentially exposing their roots.
Kevin has spent hours listening to obscure
'60s and '70s bands trying to find out where
hisinspiration come from.

Dave: “Basically, our soundjust relates
to aprimal experience that everybody has
to go through. Some people say our love
songs actually sound a bit sick...ina Nabokov
sort of way!”

Kevin: “Whenever we play with these
bands who look to the Velvet Underground
and all that stuff, we stillseem alot more
subversive than that stuff, we still seem to
have alot of bite.”

Kevinisn'told enough to rememberthe
'60s, but he'sbeen doing some research
recently and concludes that “’60s musicis
much more attractive than '70s music -
basically, if any band has something good
about them that we like, then we'll take it right
offthemanddoitbetter thanthem!”

My Bloody Valentine are raring to
prove themselves against the current tide
of mediocrity.

Dave: “| can'tstand all these people who
want tolisten to five-year-old Orange Juice
records -we don't have any regard or
reverence for the people who are tellingus
that these drabindie bands are where it's at.”

And anyone who's witnessed MBV live will
certify that their claims are not just aload of
hot air. Live, MBY perform with a manic
intensity, fuelled partially by Colm'sinsane
battering of his drumkit, partially by Dave's
extraordinary PJ Proby contortions and, most
of all, by the driving, spectacularly melodic
brand of noise that confirms their ascendance
as the perfect replacement for the tame
elements that we've allowed to dominate our
independentcharts.

My Bloody Valentine are going to sweepall
the wets before them and clear the slate for
the kind of new music that we're too stupid to
realise we really need.

“We'd like to rock a few boats,” Dave admits,

| “butnotinthat pathetic Jesus And Mary

Chain way. We just want to be the best band

| there'severbeen. We know we're fucking

brilliant, and we've only
juststartedreally.”

My Bloody Valentine
are the bestnewbandin
Britain. If you think The
Smiths or The Shop
Assistants are whereit's
at, you'llhate them. But
be warned... your cosy
little worldis about to be
blown squarely apart.
HelenFitzgerald
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lggy:writing
“hisownelegy

intheidiomof
modernpop”

ALBUMS

Iggy Pop
“I'marealwildone” - 1ggy Pop,
1986

Oh yeah? Blah, blah, blah!

“The only true performance,”
says Mick Jaggerin Performance,
“the only one that makesitall the
way, is the one that achieves
madness.” That was1969 and
Jagger's performance wasa
premonition of his future, the
isolated rock star aspiring to, but
never achieving, blackness; the
performer whao lost his demon.

Threeyears later, Jagger was
still sane after all these years and
the freaky little beast hadits

A&M

128 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1986

claws deepinthe backs of Pop
and Bowie. Where the Stones
had anticipated the destruction
of the end of the '60s, Bowie and
Pop wereits products - runaway
sons of nuclear A-bombs?

Well sure, it might sound naive,
but to areceptive adolescent
looking attherippedandtorn
torso of Pop, and the translucent
skin stretched tight over aflint
skull, it was possible to believe his
body mightjust break openright
there from some internal fission.

Afterhis derisory self-abuse,
what was left when Pop faced the
brink but the body itself? Lust
For Life charted the progress
from excess to the physicalin

exelcis, while the
pastof Popleered
fromanother hatchet

face - “A bit of fuckology/No

- fuuuuuaun.”

When destruction once more
endedin death- Altamont
echoedinaroominthe Chelsea
-the message was clear. Top
yourself or get off the Pop! Inhis
last masterful moment, Iggy Pop
in New Values, aka Mick Jagger
singing “Gimme Shelter”, aka
David Bowie's desperation on
“Heroes”, aka John Lydonon
“Chant”, bellowed the death of
the old, evenif the future looked
asblank asthe face inthe mirror.
“New Values” was the self-

[ ——————

immolation of Pop, the key
tothe door thatopens out
intoirrelevance, nothing
comes my way indeed. |
Here, now that the
surrogate Pops of the interim
have died their petty deaths i
(doesanyone mourn for The
Sisters Of Mercy?), now that
David Bowie and Mick
Jaggerhavereachedthe |
same level of the novelty |
superstarsingle, lggy E
makes his return hooked ‘
up once more with Bowie
-whatis this,aresthome |
record for fallen heroes or ‘
acompetition for the most il
redundant human being on [l
the planet? ;
The resultis precisely
what youwould expect. !
Adult Orientated Decadence
-songsdedicated to
sunglasses, lines like “I'm
awildone” and “Death
means nothing at all” -and
asanattempttoapply the
compactdisc aspirant
methodology to the art of
Pop (deceased)it’s fine.
Unlike the latterday
Rolling Stones, it
never sounds
desperate, only sad.
lggy has taken his
myth, derided it
and written his own
elegyintheidiomof
modernpop-“CryFor
Love"isthe saddest song
Madonnanever sung. ‘
Blah, Blah, Blahis halfway
between The Idiot and “Material
Girl".It's an LP dripping with
irony, but
I’'m quite genuine when | sayit's
the best we can expect fromlggy
today. Don Watson, NME Oct 4

The Edge VIRGIN

Being the elevation of | |
acelebrated Irish guitar player
fromamererock'n'roll vagabond

to the respectable status of film

score composer. It'san unspoken i
milestone, aninvisible mark of |

| ¥
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growing up, asif by having your
nametoafilmscoreisa
barometer of maturity... you
suddenly leave the civilian ranks
of Bert Weedonand Hank B
Marvinandinsteadbecomean
officer and a gentleman, moving
inthe realms of John Barry and
Andrew Lloyd Webber.

Well,if thisis The Edge's
coming of age, fair play to him -
let him have the key to the door
byallmeans-butdon't
misunderstand what you're
getting here. It'snot The Edge’s
soloalbumassuch...it'sa
soundtrack of incidental music
forafilm, andlike mostincidental
music of any sort, it's
asdreary as stale yoghurt out of
context. Don'tbe enticed by the
prospect of awhole album of
searing guitar work executed so
majestically with U2; hereit's all
breathy atmospherics and bland
orchestrations, and occasionally
(“One FootInHeaven")it offers
analarming resemblance to
Tubular Bells.

It's possibly unfair to pass
judgement on the music without
having seen the movie - “a tale of
survivaland renewal...a
suspense story, by turns violent,
erotic
and funny” -butit'shard also
not to feel some sense of
disappointment that a musician
of The Edge’s vision and depth
hasn'tbeen confident enough to
break the mould alittle bitand
use the visualimagery to more
original effect.

It's surprising, too, that given
U2's flirtations with the roots of
Irish music, he hasn't explored
thisareato greater effect. It's
unthinkable that the music here
-largely mellow and soporific -
could stimulate any feelings that
might be violent, erotic or funny.

The one exceptional trackis,
of course, the single, “Heroine”,
the only non-instrumentalin the
pack, featuring the sublime

singing of Sinead O'Connor,
and the songitself wieldinga
haunting mesmeric quality over
an ethereal volley of strings.
The Edge's owndistant jangling
ties theloose ends perfectly and
the whole thing meets with
gloriously understated tension.
It should be ahit, andifitis then
it should inspire interestin the
album andthe film.Butlcan't
honestly get excited about the

film, having listened to the music.

Andlcan'timagine that seeing
the film, however good it may be,
willsend people running out of
the cinema to the record shops.

Perhaps thissort of thingis
bestleftto Mark Knopflerand
his cronies. Colinlrwin

Felt
CREATION

The thing | like best about
Lawrence of Feltis that notonly
ishe not afraid to wear his
influence on his records - he
insistsuponitandrevelsinthem
throughout. Round about now,
Lawrenceis havingalLouReed
phase. You know that by the
tone of the vocals and their
mannerisms, by the feel and flow
and atmosphere of the songs, by
the cheerlessness of the lyrics.

Any exploration of the poetic
imagery, the religiousreference,
willreveal quite clearly that
Lawrenceis nota particularly
contented type of person. At
times, he appears positively
tragic - “I'mnot your Jesus, so will
youget off my cross/ You ruined it
all” (“AWave Crashed On
Rocks"). Andyouneed lookno
further than the title to get the
gistof “All The People | Like Are
Those That Are Dead".

The music, however, refuses
tobrood. | wouldn't necessarily
endorse this as the “whole LP of
concise pop songs” which was
promised by Felt,but thereis
indeedalight-handed vitality
tobefoundinthe guitar playing,
inthe delightfully
old-fashioned pipings of the
organ and electric piano.
Thethingllikesecond best
about Lawrence from Felt
isthatnot only is he not
afraid to sound
blatantly like Lou
Reed - he gets away

withittoo, because

Feltare also Felt,

and there's enough

of Feltinhereto

rescue what might

otherwise have
seemed like a joke
that went onjust that
little bit toolong...
Carol Clerk

— SINGLES —

-

TheHousemartins:
bestofallthe wets?

SINGLES
My Bloody Valentine

KALEIDOSCOPE SOUND

Alright, let's make it official:
thisiswhere anorak ends andit
couldn’tbe booted into past
tense by abetterrecord. Four
brilliant slabs of romantic pop
noise onan EP so brimming
with vitality and action that its
undiluted and joyful revellingin
fun, fun, fun will show up the
spinelessanorak crewfor the
boring wimps they are.

“Lovelee Sweet Darlene”
isanew pop classic; so
simple, so soppy, soloud
with everythingyou've ever
wanted all on onerecord -
racing melodies, deadpan
harmony, manic drumming
and(andlet's notforget how
important thisingredient can
be)asense of humour.

“We're So Beautiful”just
might be tongue-in-cheek,
and “Another Rainy Saturday”
comesas living proof that
My Bloody Valentine have
stockpiled the best collection
of newsongs you've ever heard.

Thisismore thanteenage
fantasy - thisis the start of
something new andithasn’t
arrived aminute too soon. This
bandare going to be huge -
remember where youreadit
first. MM, Octa

World Party
CHRYSALIS

Thefirstsolosingle from
ex-Waterboy Karl Wallinger,
whose ecology-minded
philosophies are encapsulated
inasong from his greatnew LP,
with funky
overtones
and astrong
pop melody
couching his
instructive
wisdoms.
Asmasher.
MM OQOct4

REVIEW

L — 1986 —

The Housemartins

GO!DISCS

Are-recording of one of
the bestalbumtracks, stripped
bare and distinguished by
beautiful high-pitched balladic
vocalsandaluscious trumpet
that caresses the whole
song perfectly... Of
all the wets, The
Housemartinsare
probably close to
being the best.

Top popstarsor
total willie noses?
Only time will tell.
MM Octyq

The Shop Assistants

ROUGHTRADE

Thisis where anorakism peaks
-fromhere it has to be downhill
allthe way. How we've put up
with this rubbish forsolong

is one of those strange
phenomena that strikes the
music business every now and
then. Twee beyond the reaches
of belief, let’s bring a bit of balls
backinto this whole sorry indie
business. Andlet'sdo it NOW.
MMOct4

Squirrel Bait
HOMESTEAD

Last year's debut by Squirrel
Bait (from Louisville, Kentucky,
Muhammad Ali'shometown)
left Hiisker Diide Bob Mould
muttering “'bout the finest
record in the entire universe”.
“Kid Dynamite”/“Slake Train
Coming” (HMSo61) finds the
teenage upstarts taking more
than just praise from HD
(power over volume, any day)
and proves
thatold
Blob knows
adecent

E racket

& whenit
sandblasts
his ears.
NME Nov1
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For the new
album, Matt Johnson
has taken a dramatic
personal journey.
Politics, sex, religion,
and filming in South
America have all
created the mighty
Infected. “The power
and beauty of music
is that it lets you have
your own fantasies,”
he says.
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TWASDIFFICULT to believe at first. Matt
Johnson had kept the world and his record
company waiting three years fora sequel to the
revered Soul Mining, and now he was telling us
that therecord’s release depended entirely on
anepicvideo shoot that would take in
extravagantlocations from Bolivia to Peru to New York

Publicly the project was greeted with the hooted derision
normallyreserved for the government's pained attempts
toexplainanotherround of party bottom-spanking,
Hitlerimpersonations and spiesinred underpants.

Havingalready [urnished Johnson
withahomestudioandenough cashto
see him through two traumatic years of
procrastinationand artisticinertia,
could CBSreallybe expected to dish
outanother £350,000 for this wild
adventure? Thefact that his manager,
Stevo, waslosing money hand over fist
through hisotherartists on Some
Bizzare, forcinghim tosell hishomeand
moveinto the office, hardly gave the
projectsubstanceeither.

Laughing, perhaps, in the face of
defeat, Stevo had alsotaken todressing
like the courtjester. Would you give
money toamanwearingfeltboots with
silvertoecapsand a coat made from
assorted deckchairs? CBSdid. »




MattJohnsonturnshis
chestintoacanvasfor
Infectedcoverartist

AndyDog, hisbrother
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Takingintoaccount the costs of the LP, Johnson committed himselfto
ahalf-million-pound debtand set about realisingapersonal dream that
wouldleave himwith a pocketful of priceless visions and footage that
blurred fantasy with reality to unset tlingeffect.

Videomakers Peter Christopherson, Tim Popeand Alastair Mcllwain
wererecruited aswellas movie director (Static) Mark Romanek. After
monthsofrumourand speculation, abandoned locations and Some
Bizzare hype, itwasannounced thataseries of videos had been made
reflecting the eight songs from the Infected 1P,

Ontheeveningofthe premiereat the Electric Cinemaon West London’s |

Portobello Road, we waited patiently for the heavyweight CBS executives
toturnup, nodoubtanxious toknowwhy theyhad helped fundan
expeditiontoapartof South Americabest known in the music business
forthe quality ofits cocaine.

Johnson, ditchinghis customaryjeansand leather jacket, wasdressed
inhomburgand overcoatlike a young Tom Waits, maybeindeference to
one of hisinspirations, who might have worked on the Infected LP had
othercommitments not prevented him. He looked pale and nervous,
taking furtive swigs from asmall bottle of vodka inside his coat. His
family, publandlords from the East End, madejokes in the back row, Still
wewaited...

The CBSexecsarrived like the mafia filinginto a New York court room.,
Greatbigmen marchingsilentlyinaline, oneinaseersuckerjacket,
anotherinthekind ofloud check trousers beloved by those who consider

the ultimate pleasures to be business and golf, preferably both at the same

time. They seemed tokeep coming forages, and it dawns that these days
MattJohnsonis nolonger the bedsit boy wonderbutwhite-hot property.

“I'mgoingtocircle theworld on the wingofajet.” Aneon glowing text
tricklesacross the screen to the eerie babble of shortwave radio. The roar
of“Infected” introducesitselfwith ear-bustingvolume. Turningaround,
I'see themenatthe top clutching theirheads in pain. Theylooklike they
justheard The Boss had beenkilled ina plane crash.

“lwanted themto pay attention,” comments Stevo later, blood in his
earsand bellsonhis feet.

Attheend ofthe screening everybody seemed stunned. There was
along pause before the audience
brokeintoapplause. You could 5
really onlyrecall fragments from FRp COREA
the dense collage thathad gone
before. Tim Pope's brilliantly
simple approach on “Slow Train
ToDawn”withitsclassically
filmedimages, the thrashesof
adyingfishin Mark Romanek’s
“Sweet Bird Of Truth”, Alastair
Mcllwain's hauntinganimation
for“Angels Of Deception”, and
therambling humour, energy
and claustrophobia of Peter
Christoperson’srush through
SouthAmericain “Infected” and
“The Mercy Beat”.

Asecondlook confirms that the videos
arecertainlyawelcome departure from the
typical MTVbubblegum thatAmericaso
eagerly shoots up instupefying great doses,
and the more ambiguous amongst them
will probablystand up torepeated viewing.

Nobody canclaim they represent
acoherentwhole, however,and the
links, snatchesoflyricand handheld
Super 8 footage are more pauses than
narrative explanation.

But the quality ofthe work aside, these
videosraiseaninevitable question.
Whyhaveasingleimage dictated to you
whenyourownimaginationis capable
ofgeneratinghundreds? Inretrospect,
Irealise thatby seeing the videosfirst,
my feelings towards the LP werebadly
prejudiced. Matt Johnsonwasrubbing
ournosesintheworld'smisdemeanours
andexpectingus tobe grateful for the
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experience. Andreally, thisstuffsmelt bad. You gagged. Someofthe

images, especially of women, seemed malevolently cruel. Other scenes

were so choked with religiousimagery, it was like beinglockedinatacky

Catholicshrine. .
Idecideditwasarecord ofu nnecessary pessimism, butlwas wrong,

There'san extraordinary defiant optimismin Infected that helps make

itone ofthe mostexciting records this year. Thereal bigbang!
Onehastoask, diditneedavideo atall?

ATTJOHNSON USUALLY does what he wants and gets what

he wants. If CBS ora devil of his own makinggetin his way,

he'll slug out on the ropes just like his grandfatherdid in the
boxingring. One ofhis biggest heroes is Marvin Hagler, “because he |
achieved everything he wanted to”, [

Thoughhe'sbeeninvolved in music for 10years now, he'sonly made
three LPs. Burning Blue Soulin hislate teens, Soul Mininginhis early
twenties and now, at25, Infected -all testimonyto a personal maxim that }
youshould onlywork when the inspiration takes you.

When CBSrefused to release “Sweet Bird Of Truth”, his commenton ‘
America'sinvolvementin the Middle East, in the wake ofthe Libyan 1
crisis, he forceditoutasalimited edition. Knowing that theywerelikely
to cause controversy in the current climate, he then chose two more
singles from the LP, “Heartland” and “Infected”, which were both banned
by the BBC.

I'mnotsurprisedhe drinksalotof vodkaand pumpsalotofiron.
Sometimes he does both together, which is anew one on me. My timing's j
good theday I visithis North London flat-it'sstrictly vodkaonly. ‘

First, laskwhy make the videos withall their negative connotations
when the LP was his most powerful record yet. It's something he's
obviously thoughtabout.

“I've made mistakes in those videos and things that 1 would change
now... The problemis, you tie yourimages down, you're being so
specific. Also, when I'm working with other people, other directors, I'm
compromising myideas. Ifyou've seen the video before therecord, you're
goingto have thoseimages withyou... The power of musicand the beauty
of musicis thatitlets youhave your own fantasies.

“Butldon’tregret makingthem. I came toacrossroadsinmy career,
really. Having not played live for three-and-a-halfyearsand having
suchalow profile-forinstance, nothaving my picture onmy sleeves,
Idecided toraise the whole stakes of the thingand risk becoming
knownalotmoreasapersonality, whichisnotreally something 'm
keenon.Idon'twantto push my personality, although thatis a bit of
acontradiction,

“Also, I'm the first personto have doneanythinglike this. You've
had video albumswhicharelive, or greatest-hits compilations, but to

Johnsoninthe
; videofor“Sweet




approachsomethinglike this...1do considervideo
tobearelevantartform, and the peoplelchoseto
workwith, like Tim and Peter, were people thatwork
withme rather than for therecord company.”

Weagree that the video for “Mercy Beat”, shot
in Peruand Bolivia, is the most successful.

Like those for “Heartland" and “Infected”, it
was based on his own ideas interpreted by
Peter Christopherson.

Essentially, the songechoes the themes of the
album: loss ofinnocence, the schizophrenia
thatlies between temptation andsalvation, and
MattJohnson's final solution-blind faith.

Its basic scenario: a top-hatted dwarf (there’s
justabout mileage leftin theseminal menacing
midget) offers drugs and magic (allamafoetus),
the whisky priest proffersliquorand
redemption to go, and the Indians, asoul-
cleansingvoyage up the Amazon.

It'svery funnyin places and packed with
portentous reference points—TS Eliot’s
Wasteland, Coppola's Apocalypse Now, Graham

“T've lived out
the lives of the
characters. 1
call it method
songwriting”

“lwanted towrite aclassicsong whichis basically
representative of its time, arecord that in 1999 people
will putonanditwillremind them exactlyofthis
period of time... Youknow it took 18 months towrite
onand off, because [ knew it was themostimportant
songlwaswriting.”

It’s unlikely that the kind of person who would buy
aMattJohnsonrecord is going to be offended
by his portrayal of the westas the corruptor of
souls. In the shadows of Aids and nuclear
holocaust, hisheavyuse of biblicaland disease
imagerywouldalso, one suspects, be deemed
entirelyappropriate. Butwhatof the images he
chooses forwomen?

To putitmildly, they're Babylonian. Women
astemptresses, whores and she-devils. The
line from “Out Of The Blue (Into The Fire)” that
runs “Shewas lyingon her back with her lips
parted|Squealing likea stuffed pig” is strong
enough initself,butwhenit'sunderlined by
anothernegativeimage in Tim Pope’s video
ofaprostitute thrashingaround onabrothel

Greene's The Power And The Gloryand even
adash of Orson Welles' Citizen Kane. And you thought Fitzcarraldo was
topheavy.

“Essentially, it'saboutspiritual salvation, whichis whyIwanted to doit
inSouth America, because of the heavy influence of Catholicism and
Americana. Thisbizarre pot pourriofcultures and religiousideas and
politics. It'slikeall these forces vying for yoursoul.

“Atthe end, there'sared bulb swinging and all these images, slogans,
advertising boards, vultures, dead meat, soldiers, flags... Itreally
summed up the place we wereinand lentitselfto the song.”

Reallife was never faraway from the plot. Having Indians as benign
guides proved to be afortuitous piece of typecasting.

“Theyreallygotinto the spiritof things,” Mattrecalls withamanicglint
inhiseyes.

“Theywereallon hallucinogenics. The guyyousee with the tinhatand
abicycle pump was thewitchdoctor, theirleader. They weregreat blokes,”
headds gleefully, though what this adds toanthropologicalknowledge
I'mnotsure. “Sowild!T'dlike to take them toa London club somewhere.
Good dancers, too.

“When we did thatshoton the bandstand in Iquitos, acommunist
rallycame marching through. They wanted to burn down the houses
oftherich people. Then they started shoutingat us-‘Gringos, the
exploiters!’ The Indiansstood around usand protected us.

“I'wastryingto hurl Stevo outinto the crowd to film them. He’s going,
‘Getoff, leave mealone.' Then the generatorwent dead and all thelights
wentout. Everybodywas terrified. The communists’leadermanaged to
climbonto the bandstand. He was screaming, going mad. But two of the
crewmanaged to hurlhimoff.

“AlthoughIdon'tthinkwereally captured what wenton down there,
Ithinkyoucanseeit'snotjust performance. Ivirtually lived thatsong
while [was there. I had some of the best timesand the worst times of my
life there. lended up becoming the song.”

HE OTHER VIDEO which stands out from therest s for

“Heartland”, again aJohnson-Christopherson collaboration.

It's the only one in which he performs as asinger, playing out
the '50s rock dream against a background of Britain in decay. It'sreally
askingus who the hell we thinkwe are in 1986.”

Reminiscentintechniqueto “ThisIs The Day”, the song’s tension
springs fromthe contrastbetween a classic pop melodyand some very
bitterlyrics. The video justabout doesit justice, resisting the temptation
of monochrome Brit realism evenifit does employ somestockimages of
American culturalimperialism.

“Iwas pleased thatone worked outwell, because that’s possibly the
bestsongl'veeverwritten,” hesays deadpan. “I'mattacking those
working-class Tories and middle class whosstill think that Britainison
apareconomically with France and Germany, when reallywe're like
Portugal. We'rea poor country.

“Andalso, thisvileidea that ourhealth service and police force are the
envyoftheworld. They're thelaughing stock of the world! Fallinginto an
obscenestate of disrepair.

bed as Matt Johnsonsuffersanother dose of
the existential blues, you begin towonder.

Only Neneh Cherryisallowed to preserve any sense of female dignity,
and thatinitselfis some feat consideringshe appearsinanotherPope
video (“Slow Train To Dawn”) tied downwith herlegs open on railway
tracks as Johnson thunders towards heronasteam train.

“lcanseewhyitmightshocksome people,”he concedes, “especially
asl'msupposed tobeapersonwho's fairly sensitive and stuff. But
Iwas tryingtodisplay the weakness of men. Iwas trying to putacross
thetraditional macho viewpointofwhichTam preytoasmuchas
anyoneelse.”

ImentionPicasso'sinfamousremark thatallwomenare either
goddesses orwhores.

“Well, mendo perceive themlike that. I mean, I disgustmyselfthe way
thatIthinkalotof the time.lam chauvinisticalot of the time, and thatis
partofthatstruggle. 'mawareit’s bad and wrong. ButI believe you have
tolive through these things to understand them; so many people have
theseattitudes, but they're not based onanyexperience.

“That track was autobiographical. I getmyselfinto alotof difficult
situations.Ifeel I have tolive outwhat [ writeabout.Idon'tfeelit’s
fairifI've neverdone the thingsI'msingingabout. So, I've done
everything. I'velived out thelives of the characters. It's something
Icallmethod songwriting.”

Helaughs foramoment, realising how people mighttake this as
pretentious, but thereminder ofall those she-devilshasrattled him.
Heinsistson making one more stab atan explanation.

“I'stand by thoseimages|'ve used, becausel think they were necessary
togetacross thedisgustingness ofit— the kinds of things men do to
women...Ireallylovewomen’scompany, theyre stronger than men.
Ithinkfemalesare the savinggrace of the humanrace.”

Notabaddefence, even though he still seemed disturbed. Youcan
use sexual exploitationlike violence in anartistic contextto makea
statement, butafterso much repetitionitcrosses thatinvisibleline from
meaninginto cheap thrills and degradation. It'sreally something you
have to make yourownmind upon.

Yetitseems more than coincidence that Matt Johnson's final
commentonthevideosisthat “they'reallhard hitting. Theydon't
leave enough roomso there’snoreal dynamic. You canbe numbed by
too many images.”

Whichleads neatlyto his nextproject, afeature-length film to be
conceivedasthe musiciswritten.

“Video hasalwaysbeenanafterthought to the music. And, conversely,
with filmyou putasoundtrack on after shooting. So what I want todo
whenI'mwritingand demoing, I'll workwithwhicheverdirector I choose
toworkwith. The musicand filmwill be equal partners. [ want to
experimentwith time, space, colour, silence. The trouble with video is
you'retrying to get so much informationinashortspace of time.”

Atthisstage, he canafford to be vague.

“I'reallydon’tknowwhatit's going to be about. This one has been quite
catharticforme. Maybe the nextone willbeall flowersand love and being
nicetogirls!” lanPye ®
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“Thelast

of the 1080s
synth duos”

How has a former pop writer
become a pop star and kept his

sanity? Neil Tennant calmly

explains the media landscape,
and — horrifyingly — what the
really
means. “We don’t want it
to be the authentic rock

name

experience,” he says.
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ISBEDSIDE MANNER could

calm even the most frightened

ofrodents. Relaxed, open, gently

sell-deprecating, it encourages the

tensed-up joints to soften and sag

beneath their thin covering of flesh
and baby fur. And the voice, with its blend of north-
east burrand cultured, media-world ennui, its
hypnotic emphasis on one or two key words ineach
sentence, soothes the nervesstill further.

Thelittle pinkeyes openwiderin trust, thelittle pink
paws flexand point, then fallinto repose. There can be
nothreathere... he’'salmost sweet enough to be Saint
Francis Of Assisi. [t'strue. Ahamster canrest easy when
Neil Tennant’saround.

Theman beside me on the beige Dralon couchin this
disusedoffice at EMI's London headquarters seemsan
unlikely target for sexual speculation and controversy,
beitsnature animal, vegetable, mineral orwhatever.
Expensively butanonymouslydressed, hairgreying
atthetempleand thinningat the crown, friendlyand
unfailinglywell-mannered, hedoesn'teven makea

very convincing popstar.
Butas the more high-profile
halfofthe Pet Shop Boys (and
whatahealth warning that
nameshould carry, the
cognoscentiwill gleefully
tellyou), Neil Tennant finds
himselfboth these things.
He'sobviouslyanastuteand
highlyintelligent man, so
mustn'tthe formerbe
something deliberately
contrived and encouraged to
help engineer the latter? In
anticipation ofdenials-a-go-go,
let'smarshal theevidence... »
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“Ithinkweare
pretentiousand
contrived”:Pet
ShopBoys Chris
Lowe(left)and
NeilTennant
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July5,1986:the Pet
ShopBoysperform
“WestEnd Girls”and
“TonightlsForever”
on The Euro Tube

Firstly, there's that name. "Something to do with putting hamsters
upyourbum,” he’sconceded under duressin previous interviews.

Well, until the reality was spelt out tome recently, ithad been a case of
conjuringup the worst possibleinterpretation and then doublingit-and
eventhenl'dfallenwoefully short. ButI digress.

Andthen there’s the studied ambiguity ofjustabout everything else: the
sulleninsouciance of Neil and partner Chris Lowe as they stare out from
LPsleeve or poster, from TVscreen or video; the homoerotic possibilities
of much of the material on theiralbum Please; the steady refusal to rise to
thebaitofjournalists on their “Are they lovers?” quest. We could go on.

“We've never said anythingabout oursexlives to the newspapersorto
magazines, and wedon'tintend to,” says Neil. “And that's nota clever ploy
toappearmysterious—althoughifithasthateffect1don’t mind.

“I'vealwaysbeenavery private, even secretive person, and Chrisisas
well... Ifinditweird talking aboutitall. Obviously, people are goingto
lookatoursongsandread thisorthatinto them, but the end result of
peoplejustspeculatingabout thingsis far more accurate than them
thinkingone thingoranother.”

Howmoreaccurate?

“Because they think hazy things about you, and maybe thingsare hazy,
youknowwhatImean?Ijustdon’tknowwhy people wantto bracket you
inoneway oranother. It'snotwhatIwant.”

Ah-ha. Butifthat'strue, haven'tthe Pet Shop Boysonly themselves to
blame by sailingso close to thewind, exploiting the commercial cachet of
theirambiguity withoutanswering the questions thatitinevitably raises?
Afterall, groupslike The Communards and Bronski Beat have proved,
thankfully, thatbeingopenaboutyour homosexuality needn’tharm
vourmarketability—in Britainatleast, ifnotin the more homophobic US.
So,isn’tall the “Are They? Aren't They?” preoccupation just the hoped-for
reaction toacalculated sales ploy?

Neil maintains not, openinghis defence by stressing again the innocent
mannerinwhichthegroup’snamewas chosen.

“Chrishad these friends who worked in a petshop and who were known
asthePet Shop Boys, sowhenweneeded aname... Iwas quitehorrified
whenIfound outwhatit means. Then we thought, "Who cares what
peoplethink?’' I thinkit’s quite good inawayifpeople think that.”

He then moves on to amore general exposition of the British star
system: “If youdecide youwantto be astar, youhave to be prepared to
shareyour privatelifewith the public... However, if you decide youdon't
wanttobeseenasastarthere’s
loadsofthings youdon’tdo. You :
don'tdolotsof interviews, you
don'tdolots of cosmetic photo
shoots for My Guyorwhatever.

Youdon'tdoglamorousvideos,
andyoudefinitelydon't talk about
yourown life.” I ND
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Heseesitasasimple equation, almostafairone. Thebottomlineis
thatifyou courtthe papers for good publicity, you have toaccept the
inevitability thatone day the pendulumwill swing backatvouand you'll
getbad publicity. We canallfillin our own examples.

“Itgoesbacktothedo’'sand don'ts of beinga pop star,” he says, shifting
onthesofa. "Youbringituponyourselfifyou play that game, beingin the
tabloids, being super-sexy soaraway George Michael, and the downside is
that there'llbe people offering £30,000 for some scuzzy story onyou. If
youhaven'thad the upside, you're lesslikely to get the downside. ..

“The Fleet Street papers haveacastof characters—it's Britainasasoap
opera. You'reeitherin theseries oryou're not, and we're notreallyin it,
vouknow? There's Wicksie, Dirty Den, George Michaeland Andrew
Ridgeley, Sam FoxIsupposeis the ultimate example... even people who
aren’tthatsuccessfulany more. People who werea member of the cast
canalwaysmakeareappearance.”

E’SRIGHT, OF course. In tabloid times like these, when the

characters created by stylistand strategists in PR companies

and ad agencies can oust the real world from the front pages,
courting the media has to be a conscious decision. Neil draws a
parallel between Rod Stewart, who gets press out of all proportion to
his record sales, and Mark Knopfler, who sells millions with Dire
Straits but chooses to avoid the popular press.

“It proves people canstilllike yourrecords without knowing everything
aboutyou. Beingin the papersall the time, the ups and downs ofitall, can
actually put people off, 'msure. I'd rather be akind of Kate Bush, you
know, who comes upwithareallygood record every three years orso that
soundslike noone else and may or may notbe popular.”

Thatkind ofattitude to privacyand careerlongevityisfine on a personal
level-inmanywaysitseems the only sensible policy for personaland
publicsurvival. Butsomeonelike immySomerville would surelyargue
thatapop performerisinaunique position to reassure young people who
may be facingcrises of sexualidentity by providing themwitharole
model-evenahazyone.

“Butat the end of the day that comes down to the kind of person Jimmy
Somervilleis, youknow,” Neilmaintains, “and [ quiteadmire him forit.
Butitdoesreflect the kind of person heis, and this reflects the kind of
personlam.”

Hesmilesakind of “so that’s that then” smile and scratches an eyebrow.
It'sodd the way the world works—if
he's notthinkingit, lam. [fwe
turned the clockback twoyearsit
would be Neil Tennant, Smash Hits
journalist,amanwhose private
life could stay private and
unquestioned, quizzing some
otherstarabouttheirmodus

——




operandi. Now here heis, former London editor for
Marvel Comics, former mastermind behind the
best-sellingbook ofthe '80s, The Dairy Book Of Home
Management (just £1.95 from your milkman, plus
threebottle tops), fielding the questions.

Heacknowledges the strangeness of the situation,
andadmits thathis majorlegacy froman earlier career
asapophackisageneral self-consciousness
abouttherole thrustupon him by success. The
contrast between the two statesis something
thatintrigued himlongbefore it came to have
apersonal application.

“lwasalways fascinated by thisidea that
oneday people are on the dole and the next
they'reswanningaroundinalimousine. It
seemed particularlyrelevantto the kind of
music Smash Hitswas dealing with. Soyou'd
ask famous peopleiftheyeverdid normal
things. You'd askSimon Le Bonifhe everdid the
washing-up orthe hooveringandso on... then
youactually have successand youfindyoudo
stilldo the hoovering.”

“You bring it
upon yourself
if you play that
game, being in
the tabloids™

PET SHOP BOYS

associated with the average British street.
“Tomethere’ssomethingverypoignantabout the
Englishsuburbanstreet,” he says, almost wistfully.
“Theboredkids, the people waiting forabus, the way
nothing'slikeitwas... [ thinkIhavealmostamorbid
fascinationwith thatkind ofthing. It's unhealthy,
butldefinitelyhaveit. The boredomand the
excitement. Ifinditromanticandinteresting...
“Butthen, to me, suburbanstreets arealso
frightening. When Ilived in Newcastle in the
early'70s, the skinhead thingwas verystrong...
You'd be waiting for thelastbushome and
there'dbeall these skinheads about. Itwas
terrifying. Foryears, I wasscared of the dark,
scared ofwalking down the streets atnight.
“I've completely got overitnow-1canevendo
itin New York. ButTalways feel the threat of
violence on English streets, to be honest,
becauseit’sthere, I think.”

/

HIS FARINTO a career launch, itwould
seem not unreasonable to wonder

Stardom, itseems, isas much anattitude of
mindasanythingelse. Neil quotes theexample ofarecent German TV
extravaganza onwhich the Pet Shop Boys shared guest honours with half
the British and American charts. He and Chris stood at Number Twoin
the Deutsch hit paradeand arrived onsetalone, carrying theirown
suitcases. Otherartistslike BillyIdol, despite being withouta currenthit,
turned upin fullstarregalia with their own entourages. You can walk
down theroad unrecognised and unmolestedif youwant to and ifyou go
theright way aboutit, he would argue.

Because of his experience as a pop scribe, much has been made of Neil's
ability to engineer the duo's success through referral to other case
histories. It'sa theory he dismisses, saying the Pet Shop Boy approach to
pop was sparked by the interplay between his own post-punk, singer-

songwriter-ish aspirations and Chris’ interestindance and musicand
disco. Themutant child of their twinenthusiasms was almostaborted
the day they heard New Order’s “Blue Monday".

“Ithought, ‘Damn, thisiswhatwe'resupposed tosoundlike.’ I thought
we mightaswell giveup then. I thoughtwe'd missed the boat.”

Thesteamerwasyet tosail, though, aswe now know. After false starts
and contractual hassles, “West End Girls” emerged as one of the most
unique pop debuts of the decade so far, establishingasound that
synthesised influences left, rightand centreinto one detached andironic
whole, scornfully topping charts theworld over.

But then, given thathealso had theskill, luckand application to create
hit records, Neil Tennantwas certainly blessed with the correct pop
sensibility to sellmillions of records. Given the encouragement, he'll tell
vou that Dusty In Memphisis his favourite, most brilliantalbum ever, will
analyse Abba’s Bergmanesque period of aprés-divorce angst, andwillsay
this about Madonna's “Into The Groove™: “When shesings, ‘Onlywhen I'm
dancingcan I feel this free...’, thatto meisalmosta profound statement,
althoughalot of people would thinkit'sjustabanaldisco record.

“It touches your emotions withoutreferring back to other records.It's
notabout soundinglike The Velvet Underground or the Buzzcocks—all of
that'sirrelevant. It's about feelings and physical sensations. It'sabout
feelinghappy, unhappy, inlove, out oflove.”

knowwhat he means. But then thatkind of personal response to the
commonplace cannever really be measured -someone, somewhereis
bound to find your record meaningful, no matterhow uninspired it
sounds to everyone else. And anotuncommon chargeagainst the Pet
Shop Boysis that theirmusic s essentially cold, a clever pastiche ofother
moodsand styles that neverreally engages the emotions. Are any ofthe
songson Pleasewritten from the heart?

“Alotofthem,” says Neil, shifting position again. “Almostallof them.
Manyofthemareabout runningaway... They'reaboutsomeone brought
up inamiddle-class background in Newcastle, who doesn'twanttohave

anormaljob, who doesn’twantto getpinned down to bourgeois values,
even though he could do that quite successfullyand quite easily.”

Universal emotions, then, even if Neil does recall themwithin the
specifics of North Gosforth, Gateshead and the Haymarket busstationin
Newcastle. Asecond recurrent theme, stated most forcibly in the song
“Suburbia’, is that of the boredom, frustrationand petty cruelties

when these disparate Pet Shop Boy
preoccupations (flight, fancy and urban paranoia, perhaps?) are going
to betranslated into live performance. After all, the luxury packaging
that swathed review copies of Pleaseway backin March promised an
“extravagantstage presentation” before the end of this year, and vet
December is about to blow out without even a hint of a microphone
and two guitars in some crummy club. Could there be a problem here?

Neil says not. In fact, the carrot of those glamorous nightsin red plush
theatres was just one of those self-fulfilling prophesies that snowball
alongwithouteverself-fulfilling. Journalists keptaskingif there were
plansto tour. The PetShop Boys keptsaying ves. Journalists then asked
when, where and whatlike, and the Pet Shop Boys started comingup with
biggerand better plans until even EMI believed them. Then they noticed
the professed tour wasjusta monthaway and noreal preparations had
beenmade.

Now plans areadvanced for the second halfof next year, when Neiland
Chris will starin whatamounts to their very own “production”, designed
anddirected (gulp) byluminaries from the English National Opera.
Pretension, contrivance andatotallack of spontaneity will be the order
ofeach evening, we are promised. Given the nature of the Pet Shop Boys'
artand their extremelylimited experience of live work (some 55 minutes
spread over three venues, two yearsand two continents), itshould be the
idealsetting.

“Wedon'twantit to be the authentic rock experience, with sax players,
ahornsection, three black backingsingers, a bass playerand abrilliant
session drummer. It'11all be programmed, sequenced, more electronic,
and the presentation is going to be dead contrived, it's going tobearty..”

Butwon'tthis degreeofartand artifice justbe handingastick to their
criticswithwhich they canbe beaten?

“Youmean won'titbe pretentious and contrived?” asks Neil wilfully.
“Wellyeah, I thinkweare pretentious and contrived. 'mbeing thedevil's
advocatea bithere, butIlike contrived music, I like pretentious music...

I think the Pet Shop Boys are the lastof the 1980s synth duos—that's the
tradition Isee ourselvesin.”

Healso admitstoanotherinducement to take to theroad -it's the
easiestwayoffindingoutjustwhotheirfansare. Heanticipates
screaming 14-year-old girlsat the front, dodgy charactersinraincoats
at the back, and he might notbe too faradrift. Any band thatis runner-up
toA-hain the Smash Hitsbest group pollwhile comingsecond to The
Smithsin the Record Mirrorequivalent canjustifiably claim toinspirea
schizophrenicfollowing. Any band that follows its whim to put outalow-
priced setofdance remixes so thatitcan call the record Disco, and which
aims to feature collaborations with Dusty Springfield and Larry
Blackmon onits nextalbum, probably deserves suchafollowing.

“I often have the feeling that we're underrated,” says Neil Tennant,
settlingbackinto the beige upholstery, “butthenldon’t reallylikethe
B-plus school of rockeriticism anyway-rated, underrated, overrated.”

Whatever way you decide to complete your Pet Shop Boys scorecard, let
me tell you this. When you go on your holidays and none ofyour friends
arearound, you can safely leave your hamsterwith Neil Tennant - and
what higher endorsement can you offer a Pet Shop Boy? Danny Kelly ®
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FELT

44 :[J
deadly
serious’

Will the genius of ~=L1 be overlooked

in favour of the eccentricities of their
singer/songwriter LAWRENCED He hopes
not. “l can understand people finding it
funny, and | don’t mind provided they
realise I’'m not superficial about it.”

0 DOUBLE CHINS,” the voice pleads with

(( thathintof recurring desperation to which
only the monotone drone of the West
Midlands accent cando full justice. “No
double chins...”

Thevoice haskeptup this mantrafor close
on two hours. Itbelongs to Lawrence, mainspringof Birmingham's
finest pop group, Felt, and isaimed at the band’s other members as
he fretfully directs themthrougha
particularlyarduous photo sessionat
his Moseley flat.

When his turn beneath the lightsarrives,
thevoice does notrelent-“HavelgotaDC?
Havel?”

There'sreally no danger, because
Lawrence punctuates every one of
somethingapproaching 100shots with
asidewaysglanceintoamirrorthat »

PP HARTNETT
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neverleaves his grasp. Ithad, afterall, taken him fullyhalfan hourto
manoeuvre hisbaseballhat, and the fringe that flops from beneathit,
intoanarrangement thathe considers optimum!

But, spectacularasitis, this performance, this War On Chops, turns
outto beamereoverture forasymphony of Wonderland weirdness, a
crack-pop crackpotstory to match the best of 'em.

AWRENCE'S DEEP DREAD of excess face is being exposed, |

should explain, because Felt have, with their new, Creation-

issued LP, Forever Breathes The Lonely Word, finally justified six
years (and four previous albums) of slog and, it must be said, tantrum,
wilfulness, indulgence and a notoriously erratic marshalling of
obvious talent.

Insome ways Forever... has come out of the blue, following, with
indecent haste, theirequallysnappily titled Let The Snakes Crinkle Their
Heads To Death. That, Feltbeing Felt, was a perverse, difficult collection
ofinstrumentals. The band lovedit, the critics laughed nervously, and
Felt'sfans castit the determinedly averted gaze usually reserved fora
neighbour’s mentally retarded offspring.

Thenewarrival, by distinct contrast, is beingcooed atand tickled
underthe (correctlyshaped) chin by allwho've heard it. It'salattice
ofgloriously gloomylanguage clinging to analmost celebratory,
Hammond-fuelled music thatought tobejarringly inappropriate
but politely declines therole.

IU'sallin there-beat poetry, biblical wildcats, fawnish innocence and
neon-bright pretension combininginasmalltriumph ofliterate pop. Its
lyrical dexterity equalsanything oneven The Go-Betweens' Liberty Belle
And The Black Diamond Express and the opening, non-comedy side of
The Queen Is Dead. One of the year'sabsoluteelite, itadvances Felt to the
very threshold of the doormarked Restricted Area—Pop Stars Only.

Knowingwhich, of course, inno way prepares you forthe triple-decker
oddness ofadaywith Lawrence. You turn up tooled with yourblurred
mental Polaroids of half-finished shows, aborted interviews, unnatural
fastidiousness and areported sensitivity that'd make Liz Fraser, by
comparison, atwinofthe Krayvariety. Youknowtoo that the blow-up
dollonthe coverof Creation’s recent Purveyors Of Taste compilation
belonged to Lawrence. Butreally these are mere splinters offa giant
redwood of strangeness that, if Forever... getsitsjust desserts, will see
The Sun tagthisbony Brummie bundle of
intensityas “Britain's Wackiest Star!”.

Lawrence (so desperate to jettison his past
thathe’slongsince forgotten his surname) lives
inafirst-floor flatwhose new-pinspickness
and chintzy furnishingsimmediately
distinguishitfrom the habitatofeveryother
knownrockspecies.

Itsmellsdifferent, too; a platoon of Airwick
Solidsstoically occupy strategic vantage
points; the toiletbowl harbours not the usual
one, butabreeding pairofthose Cartland-pink
sanitisers; awicker basket providesamass
grave forspentaerosol airfresheners. The post-
pubcurry'n’six-packis, evidently, aritualyetto  —
desecrate thisdomain.

Later, I'llbe shown hidden caches of
classicrecordsandastartling collection
offirst-edition Kerouac paperbacks, but
initially the only clue that escapes the
fierce tidinessare the 20 orso LPs stood
neatlybeneath the (dead giveaway, this)
musiccentre. Judy Collins, TimHardin,
'60s doomies Lee Hazelwood and Fred
Neil, assorted obscurities on the Elektra
label, and the compulsory Scott Walker.
Here, Leonard Cohenwould be
considered too popular, Nick Drake
too frivolous.

Theordeal by flashbulb survived,
and hiscronies (organist Martin Duffy,
bassist Marco Thomasand drummer
GaryAinge) departed, we begintotalk.

Punctuated by panoramic pauses for
thought,andimparted inachurchily
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“Basically, the
day is very
traumatic, ‘cos
I have to fill in
the time”

quietversionof that toneless Birminghamwhine, Lawrence's
conversation is shockingly honest, by pop's standards almost guileless.
Inasingle statement, sweetness, charm, stupidity and brilliance will
jostle for space; acuteinstinctive insight willbecome over-read naivetyin
asentence. Halfthe time youwanttolean across hisgleaming coffee
tableand pathimon the head-therest, you'd gladly throttle him. ..

Andwithin 15minutesI've abandoned reams of carefully prepared
questions and am pinballing wildly between dumbstruck disbelief
andimpolitelaughterat the stream of undiluted eccentricity washing
around me...

Hehasalready, welearn, composed the next three Felt LPs (knows
thetitles, knows the runningorders), has decided, afterarecent major
“thinkday", to cauterise anylingering trace of the pastheleft behind in
thevillage of Water Orton, and he worries constantly about how his every
move willlookin the book that'llone day be written about his band -
“Onlyit'snotthe Feltstory;it'sthe Feltlegend...”

Buteven thisunfoldingdirectory of dottiness palesas he describes
adailyregime, theaim ofwhich s toavoid contact with the outside
world, to keep him hermetically sealed in his profoundly un-smelly
livingroom...

“I'mtryingto give up eventhelittle bitof shopping do, but, do you
know, shopsdon’tdeliveranymore,” he deadpans, utterly serious.
“Ithinkthat’sreallybad. If [could getall my stuffbrought round on
alFridaynight,and my milk delivered - need nevergoout...”

Thisself-imposed isolation-"“in the city, butseparate fromit too” - is
partof Lawrence’sdetermined campaign to dedicate himselfto “Art”,

Lawrencetalksalotabout“Art”. He talksaboutitinaway thatinsists
upon thecapital “A”. And he talks about itin subjective, abstracted, sort-
of Elizabeth Barrett-Browningish ways longsince discredited by the wars
and harshnesses of the 20th century, andliable, I tell him, to render those
stillspouting them laughingstocks.

Theflame ofunworldliness doesn'teven flicker. “Really? How odd.
Itallseemsreally credible tome, tobeinanArtband. That's how1'd
describe Felt...”

Andwhat, then, constitutesa typical day foran Artband’s leader?

“Basically, the dayis very traumatic, 'cos Lhave tofillin the time... See,
iffcanwastethe day 'tilsixo'clock, 'til the television comes on properly,
theneverythingisfine...

“Idon’tgotobed 'til reallylate—and recently |
haven'tbeensleepinganyway-so, [suppose, on
average, [ getupatabout 10. Thenljust... erm...
read.Ireadforaslongaslcanstandit. And then
Iwash my hair. Twash my hairevery day, ‘cos
thattakesup quiteabitoftime..."

Tactical hairdressingin the pursuit of
untainted Artistry! Why hasn’tanyone thought
ofitbefore? Andaren't there drawbacks?
Doesn't thislifestyle getlonely?

“Loneliness usually comes about every six
months, usually onaFriday night. [tjustreally
getsyou;youcan'tdoanythingto occupythe
time, youknowyou have to survive, but you
don’tgoout. Youhavetosuffer.”

Don’tbeso bloodystupid. There’sno
‘haveto’. Justgetupand go out!

“I'mnotsayingI'magreat person or
anything-Ineverboast-butyoujust
don’tcomeacross many interesting
people, doyou? thinkmybehaviouris
like those peoplewho used to torture
theirbodies. I think that maybe,
subconsciously, I'm torturing myself
becauselhaven'tdone, achieved, all that
[wanttooutoflife.

“It'sas thoughIfeelI've donenothingto
deserve comfort. Years ago, [ used to eat
sweets. Itsounds cracked, but, really, [
used to eatalotof sweets, | don'tsmoke,
Idon'tdrink, Idon’tdodrugs, butTused
todevour these sweetsin frontofthe telly.
ButthenlIstopped.Tjustdecided tostop,
and thatwasthedaylsortofrealised that
Iwastorturingmyself.”
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pityhim-theman's
dedication to, well, to
the thingshedoes, is
apparentlylimitless.
Less motivated mortals
inevitably search forflawsin theartistic
monasticism.

Whatdid youdolast Christmas Day?

“Oh, itwaswonderful," he begins before
skidding to amentalhalt, “butit'll mean the
NME'llgethate maildirectedatme—it'slike the
bloke from Soundswho wanted to punch me 'cos
he thoughtIwassoglum...”

Whatdid youdolast Christmas Day?

“Istayed here...”

Onyourown?

“Yes."

Did youhaveanythingspecialto eat?

The day’slongest pause and deepest blush
coincide. “Yeah, [ did... Thadawhole... Doyou
know those turkeyroastthings?...”

The other (NME photographer) Lawrence and labandon alleffortat
social niceties and convulseinto agonies of giggling. Serenely
unconcerned, and completely uninterested in sympathy, Felt's Lawrence
wittersondrily.

“Ishould add that there was noveg. [ don't eatvegetables. I've never
eatenavegetableinmylife...”

Did youpullacracker?

“No, though I thinkIboughtmyselfapresent... Can'tquiteremember...
Definitely got one for mybirthday, though, fromagirlIsee...”

AAAAHHH!! Four NMEears prick up in formation. So, in the midst of
alltheairfreshener, Art, Kerouac, shampoo and self-denial, there’s. .
AGirlfriend!

Lawrence blushes anew. “Well, yes, but considering I don’tleave here,”
thevoice trails offtoawhisper’sshadow, “...and she livesin Windsor..."

EREALLY DID try, earnestly and often, to talkabout Felt's

lovely new album, butitdidn’t work

out. The record Lawrence recorded is
nottheonelhear...

Hisisa totally unique newmusic, without
precedent; mine owes much to,amongothers, Bob
Dylan. Mine appearsto bedripping withreligious
references; his, apparently, features justasingle
mention of Jesus. Bothrecords are brilliant, mind,
we agree on that; they'rejust not the same.

So,wereallydid tryto talkabout Felt'slovely new
album, butitdidn’twork out. Altogether more
successfullyharvested (and, given thatnotorious

“My whole
life is Felt.
[ do nothing
else, apart
from read”

reticenceregarding
interviews, I suppose
weshouldbe
thankful) were the
(surprise, surprise)
idiosyncratic
thoughts of
Lawrenceon...
FAME: “That'd be
fine, really. T have
some ofitnow, but
this place makesit
OK.There’sno door
tothestreet,sol
justpickup the
entryphoneandif
Idontwantwhoever
itistocomeupI'll
- justsay, ‘Sorry,
I'mbusy’..."

FUN:"Yeah, honest, [do haveagood time.
When? When we play... Well, notactuallyon
stage... butgoingto the concert,in thevan, is
great. When we get there, and on the wayback,
it'sterrible...”

NEWS: “Inever, never, watch the news,
I'hate... Tjustrefuse to knowabout world
matters.'mnotonebitinterested. And I never
read newspapers. Tellalie—I boughtone when
George Bestwentto prison. I know nothing
aboutfootball, butI'mreallyinterested in
him.I've gotaManchester United shirtin
thecupboard...”

HOBBIES: “Ifyoudon't put yourwhaole life
into the music, it's notright. Imean, mywhole
lifeis Felt.Ido nothingelse, apartfromread, whichisan extension
anyway.IloveArt.1don’thave ahobby.Thateall hobbies... except Vic
Godard playinggolf. That's OK, spoton...

“Icanunderstand people finding it funny,and Idon’t mind provided
theyrealise the mostimportant thing, thatI'm notsuperficialaboutit,
['m deadlyserious. I'm deadly serious about my life, about what I do,
aboutFelt.”

Y'see, Lawrence knows that by the home-owning, twin-set, multiple-
orgasmstandards of most ofhis contemporaries, he’san oddball,
maybeafreak; he'sbeeninformed bynolessan authority than myself
thathe exhibits all the signsof beingin a condition we on the fringes
ofthe established medical mafias call Stark Raving Bonkers; and,
provided his music, his precious Art, is taken seriously, he doesn't
muchcare...

But we should, because we can make use ofhis very difference; it,
and Feltasawhole, can throwinto violent reliefthe vast majority of the
restof Pop'swrithing, grasping circus.

In his (cultivated) innocence he betrays Pop’s
habitual contrivance; inhis determined Artiness,
hespotlights Pop’s callous courtship of the lowest
commondenominator;inhis masochisticsearch
forperfection he points up Pop’sslaveringlust for
mediocrity; and through hislatest music he
devastatingly demonstrates the craven, facile,
illiterate, avaricious and ossifyingly dull nature
of mostmainstream music.

Feltareinlovewith, and need, real, pure, Pop. And
Pop, assurely as Queen’s next brain-rotvideo-jingle
smasheroo, needs Felt. Danny Kelly ©

FELT

AUMBLING THE ANTISEPTIC BEAUTY
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Epic gestures
of martyrdom

’ The Smiths go “positively
grungy” playmg ananti-apartheid benefit.

finally knock onthe bonce the interminable “Is
Morrissey aracist?” debate. Not thatitisn't
pertinent to talk about the gulf, the antipathy even,
betweenindiepopandblack pop. Buttheironyisthatit's
precisely theindie fans most estranged fromblack
culture who are most likely to be anti-racist
and politically committed. This wasan
anti-apartheid concert with anear-total
absen?:e of black facesinthe audience. BHiXTONAGAuEm \

Butthen The Smithsare one of the great A
white rock bands (they have a surprisingly
manly audience, laddish even). Smiths I ‘) E,
musicisaboutasalbinoasyoucangetthis
side of The Fall -an amalgam of rockabilly, ‘—mﬂﬂlﬂ—-—
“Jeepster™ish chords and folk-rock, low on
sensuality, high onyearning.R'n'Bis aremote,
fourth-handtrace.

Morrissey isstill a darling, still flaunting those
nipples, although the indecency has, inevitably, become
ritual. But there seems to be less camp to The Smiths now,
more powerchords. The new songs don't frolic or frisk,
they stomp. The nextsingle, “Shoplifters Of The World
Unite", is positively grungy, aHello B-side, and the closest
their music has yet come to possessing a groin.

The second guitarist having absconded, Marr was unable
to show off. Instead we were treated to a brilliant clarity of
sound. The Smiths sounded robust. And Morrissey was
very...guttural, delivering particular lyrics with a comical
growl. With his growing sense of himself as statesman has
come something bordering onaggression.“The Queen|s
Dead", that sublime Stooges wah-wah blitz, could properly
climaxin the smashing of guitars.

And there's “Panic”, that (in every sense) hysterical
fantasy of revenge. Morrissey swirls anoose from his hip,
asif to say: suck on this, soulboy - the music-press masses
remain, obstinately, a ROCK community, with a defiantly
old-fashionedinvestmentin Meaning.

Andthe meaning trembling beneath the skin of Smiths
songsis, “Please save your life/Because you've only got
one."” The Smiths speak to those who
want something more from life, but know,
secretly, that they will never getit. s |

The band are at once deeply ‘
traditional (a four-man guitar
band!) and supremely
radical, making one final
renovation of the rock
rebellion, but only by turning
the mythinside out, replacing
aggression with fragility, lust with
purity. But the motor of this rock s still
narcissism - narcissism wounded,
introverted, then exploded into epic
gestures of martyrdom. Perhaps for things to
really change we'd have to allow awomantobean :
equivalent seer figure. For now, The Smiths are still .
the greatestrock group
onthe planet. SimonReynolds

S 0T FOR SALE IN SA!

P ERHAPS THIS ANTI-APARTHEID benefit will




LIVE

Growlingconfidence:
Morrisseyfrontsa
robustSmiths
performanceatthe
Brixton Academy,
Decemberi2,1986
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MM/NME JUL-DEC

Beastie burden

Pleased aswe wereto find ouracts
Run DMC and the Beastie Boyson
the cover of your September 13
issue, we can’t help butcomment
about theoddnessoftheirtone..
Ourobjectionsto Steve
Sutherland'’s piece on the Beastie
Boys [page 112] are substantial.
Withregard to The Raisin’ Hell
Tour-which featured Run DMC,
Whodini, LLCoolJ and the Beastie
Boys—heclaimsthat “theguns
cameoutin LongBeach,
California” and that ournational
press “made ameal ofit... deaths,
raceriots, thatsortofthing”.

Sutherland’s casual attitude

regarding thisalleged violence
may pass for raffishness, buthis
equally casual attituderegarding
the truth (which he sneeringly
describesas “the DMCline”)is
unacceptable. Infact, there were
no deaths at Long Beach, nor
anywhere elseon thetour,
Further, there were noraceriots.

Asthe Beasties themselves
told Sutherland, Long Beach was
thesite ofagangfight, anditwas
the onlydate on the tour (70-odd
datesin65cities) thathad tobe
stoppedbecauseofviolencein
thearena.

Finally, the resultofthefiascoin
Long Beach was not that the tour
was cancelled in “other major
cities”. Itwas cancelledinone
city, Providence, Rhode Island,
adecisiondecried as "abush-
league move” by thatcity's
Providence Journal You'll excuse
the extended baseballmetaphor,
but the Journal’'s Mike Boehm
wentontonotethat “providing
security for Run DMCislike
havingto face Nolan Ryan's
fastball. Butifyou're a pro, you
don’tcalloffthe game. Youdo
what’s necessarytostayinit.”

Youknow, justas the
Hammersmith Odeondid this
pastSeptember12and 13when
The Raisin’ Hell tour came to your

townand wentoffwithout
incident.BILL ADLER, director

of publicity, Rush Productions,
New York

Seemsto bea fairweek of paranoia
issiingout of yourofficesat the
moment. It was Run DMC's OWN
pressagent who informed me that
American national press madea
meal of theriots and it was never
implied in my piece that there was
any truth in these rumours of
racial tension. On thecontrary,
partofmy thinking behind the
Beastie Boys piece was to dispel
hip hop's rapidly solidifying bad
reputation. SS(MM QOct 4)

Mas Smith

SoThe Cureisthe “bestbandin
theworld”? Howmany drinks did
theyhave tobuyyoutoinspire
suchacomment? Allthe spaceyou
waste detailingyourdelightful
escapadeswith Richard Butler
and RobertSmith could be spent
onbandslike The Beloved and
The Soup Dragons, oreven more
established groups whoarestill
creative, like The Smiths. But then
mostindie groups are too poorto
take you [l]Ol]g onocean C['lliSES,
and Morrissey, with his “anti-
everything" attitude, probably
doesn'toften get pissed at the pub.
SOMEONEWITH THENAME OF
AFAMOUSFILMDIRECTOR,
Michigan, USA (MM Jul19)

Hull 4 Media 4

1986 and the new breed is
nowhere to beseen, but hark, what
isthis? Asmallglimmerofhope
among the black-soul-funk-disco-
beatpop thatfillsthe charts. The
Housemartinsburstonto the
scene with theirnew fresh but
notentirelyoriginalsstyle.

Butall thiswas too muchto
hope for. Smothered by the music
press, by Radio 1 and Top Of The
Pops, The Housemartins are
turned intoyetanotherpop
band of the '80s, never toreach
theirfull potential. Icould be
wrong, and trulyhopelam.
Housemartins, RIP. HUNT, St
Albans, Herts (MM Jul19)

Growd 4 Small person 0
I'dlike to say three words to

the peoplewhowentto the
Housemartins gigat the Mayfair
inNewcastle and who kept
pushing (downstairs) before The
Housemartins cameon-YOU
SELFISH BASTARDS! T thought

ers letters

was goingtosuffocateandhad
togo upstairs—onlytofind outl
couldn’tsee,solhadtositonthe
stairsandlistentotheshow... |
candothat ANYTIME. Bastards
like thatshould be thrown out.
ANDREA, Durham (MM Oct 25)

(o-go, going, gone

Ilove Wham!andIdon't carewho
knowsit, soup yours, Sutherland!
I'd have given my leftlimb to have
beenat Wembley the otherweek.
Why couldn’tThave yourticket,
Sutherland? Wham!shallbesadly
missed, and George Michael, if
vouhappento bereadingthis, [
love youand Il wanttosmearyour
bodywith Instant Whip andlickit
off, thenwe could... Carolyn Byrne,
Cleethorpes (MM Jul19)

Scot difference it does make
Dear Morrissey and Rough Trade,
Iwaslooking forward to your
forthcomingtourasitwould

give meanotherchance tosee

my heroesinaction. Atleast
that'swhatIthoughtuntillsaw
thedates.

Forthesecondyearin
successionyou have chosen to
exclude Scotland from your major
tour. Granted, lastyearyoudida
mini-tourof Scotland and played
GlasgowinJuly, butthere is more
to Scotland thanjust Glasgow.
Whatabout the peoplein the east
of Scotland who haven’tseen you
forayear,andalsoallthosein the
westwho couldn'tgetaticket for
the Glasgow gig? [t meansnow
thatlhaveto travel to Carlisle,
andalthough lam preparedtodo
it, ajourney to Glasgow would be
much easierandalotcheaper.
Don'tforget-peopleinScotland
alsobuySmithsrecordsand we
wouldn'tmind seeing you playlive
nowand then. APANIC-STRICKEN
CHARMINGMAN, Coatbridge,
Scotland (MM Sept 20)

Blast from the past
Youaremistaken. lamnot, nor
haveleverbeen,amemberofthe
Groucho Club. Like manyofyour
stall, I go there occasionally to see
my friends. The contextinwhich
youclaimed membership for me
was blatantlyderogatory,and
couldbeseenasconsiderably
detrimental to my reputation,
Would youlike toretract, or
would youlike to be sued?

Julie Burchill Landesman,

London (NME Nov 23)

JULY ~DECRMBER

JOE STRUMME&

T
The Frst Soo Sighe On 7 & Extencled 12

LOVE KILLS

HAMMERSMITH
ODEON
FRIDAY/SATURDAY
12-13th
SEPTEMBER
7-30pm

Tewn o

LIFES RICH PAGEANT

® ®
FEATURING THE SINGLE FALL ONME’ ;,

BFRAND nEW ST

“I'M GETTING TOO USED TO THIS WAY OF LIFE ‘
FAME IS A BABY, SHE ROCKS ME AT NIGHT
FAR FROM THE COLD AND THE BRASH CITY LIGHTS
WE PURCHASE FROM SORROW A MOMENT'S RESPITE.”
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HoNTH BY WONTH

Coming next..

in1987"

0... That was 1986. Kiss!

But that’s far from 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 toassume mythical status.

That's very much the territory of this monthly magazine. With each
issue, The History Of Rock will be bringing you verbatim reports from the
pivotal events in pop culture, one year amonth, one year at a time. Next
up, 1987!

U2

THE BAND READY The Joshua Tree, and Bono continues to cultivate
a different echelon. “I met Muhammad Ali, you know - he’s a U2 fan.
I was completely blown away by it. I just thought, ‘This is one of the
greatest sportsmen who ever stepped into the spotlight. A man with
real class. A manwith areal sense of humour.” Even when Muhammad
Ali'sinabad way, he's still good enough for me.”

REM

ANINTIMATE MEETING with the band that has just made Document.
“In America, if you can’t make money, they thinkit’s because you're a
failure,” says Peter Buck. “The work ethic is really intrinsic to
American thought. The idea that you can work and work and get what
youwantand then try foreven more. It's the American dream, butit’sa
pipedream...”

PRIMAL SCREAM

GRADUATES OF THE class of 1986, and rock fanatics. “You've gotit or

you haven't,” says Bobby Gillespie. “For us it's about having a certain
spirit. All the best things I've seen this year have it. The Weather
Prophetsin Edinburgh. Neil Young at Wembley..."

PLUS!

THE CURE!
JULIAN COPE!
DAVID BOWIE!
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FROM THE MAKERS OF UNCUT —

THE HISTORY OF

Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History OfRock. This month: 1986.
“SometimesIwishlifewasnever-ending...”

PRINCE TORE THE ROOF OFF LONDON
THEBEASTIEBOYS FOUGHTFORTHEIRRIGHTS

KEITHRICHARDS DEFENDED THE HONOUR
OF THESTONES

...and NEW ORDER, JOHN LYDON, THE SMITHS,
GEORGE MICHAEL, NICK CAVE, THE FALL and many more
shared all with the writers from NME and MELODY MAKER
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