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THE PIRANHAS: 'I Don't Want My 
Body' (Sire). Anyone who's convinc- 
ed he's an electric toaster has got 
more than his tab share of problems 
and Bonng Bob Glover, lead singer 
of the Piranhas and writer of this, 'is 
frighteningly frank about his. A ge- 
nuinely funny song whose likely hit 
status should make him change his 
mind. 

THE CHEATERS: 'Nothin' Ever Hap- 
pens On Saturday' (Parlophone). 
The sound of the (northern) suburbs 
that marries wry social life commen- 
tary with some uptempo horns and 
guitars to produce a classic pop 
Loon. 

BUZZCOCKS: 'Strange Thing' (UA). 
With obscenely sharp timing this ar- 
rives the moment a fan makes an 
anxious enquiry about Its release 
date. Earthy (partition) wall of sound 
which has the 'Cocks sashaying 
back towards Pete Shelley's more 
experimental style, exploration of 
which has never been less than 
rewarding. 

UB 40: 'The Earth Dies Scream. 
ing'/'Dream A Line' (Graduate). 
More of those relaxed reggae 
rhythms 'neath a tentative guilt com- 
plex which should keep the band on 
their chart -bound course. The Great 
British compromise, eh? 

BARRY ANDREWS: 'Rossmore 
Road' (Virgin): Talking of unemploy- 
ment forms, what's ari ex-XTC-er do- 
ing singing about the centre of Ulm -- 
don's largest DHSS establishment? 
Surely he's never been obliged to 
enter the premises when able to 
make material of this quality? Fine 
rolling melody with the keyboard 
player aided and abetted by worth 
gentlemen Robert Fripp and Steve 
New. not to mention The Divine 
Miss Palladin. Hopefully a taster of 
what's more to come from the most 
fascinating amalgam since the ' 
CalelNicolEnolAyres axis. 

THE INVADERS: 'Back Street 
Romeo' (Polydor). Drives along with 
a certain amount of verve, but this is 
invasion of privacy, rather than 
planets, airwaves of anything else 
for that matter. Moodie vocals, 
Foreigner backing track.. you've 
heard it all before, 
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THE RAT AND THE WHALE: 
'Wheels On Fire' (Rewind). Rat as in 
Scabies having a whale of a time 
producing the Dylan jewel whose ti- 
tle is changed to fit the sleeve 
layout. No idea who The Whale is 
but there's no modesty lost with that 
damned drummer, Innocently refer- 
Ing to himself as the King of Reverb. 

THE B52's: 'Strobe Light' (Island). 
Still living in their own private 
Idahos, these calculating Yanks cer- 
tainly know what side their bagels 
are buttered on. Risque send-ups 
like this are guaranteed to keep 
them in the public as well as critical 
eye for some time to come 

SECTOR 27: 'Invitation' (Panic), 
Never one to grin when complaining 
will do, the words aren't actually as 
pessimistic as the tone of voice and 
mournful guitars suggest There's a 
certain vigorous charm and a crafty 
word change lurking In the 
background but when is all this 
soap -boxing going to end? 

Yes John, it is like 
starting over again 

JOHN LENNON: '(Just Like) 
Starting Over' / YOKO ONO: 'Kiss 
Kiss Kiss' (Geffen) So. John 
Lennon. You are back. Your last 
album was inspired by the trial 
separation from your second wife, 
Yoko. You soon got beck together 
and have done nothing since. Apart 
from baby-sitting and selling the 
odd cow. 

Well, while you've been involved 
in matters agricultural, your new 
home town has become extra 
industrial. In a manner of speaking, 
of course. All these young English 
bands going down a storm in New 
York. The next British invasion, they 
say. You'll remember the first one, 
no doubt. You were 25 per cent 
responsible for it. More. In tact you 
were important for a lot of things. I 

mean, the David Frost Show on the 
last night of the sixties reckoned 
you as the most important person 
of that decade. 

You obviously remember the 
sixties, John. You've just made 
a(nother) classic sixties pop song. 
But are you about to have another 
break-up with Yoko? "It's time to 
spread our wings and fly"? Is that 
why yBu're making records again for 
the first time in six years after 
saying you'd done your bit for --- 
mankind? 

Hell, no! You've just reached 
second wind. You want another 

THE SWEAT: 'I Must Be Crazy' 
(Double D). Not the most pleasant of 
names for the former comrade of 
Dozy, Beaky, Mick and Tick to have 
connected with his label, but an ear- 
thy little tune which has a 50150 
chance of courting public appeal. 
The gritty vocals put it a cut above 
the US -style powerpop it owes its 
allegiance to, but since when has 
that been difficult? 
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honeymoon!! Don't let another day 
go by, it'll be just like Starting Over. 
Superb double entendre and how 
very symmetrical -just like the 
song. 

Four chimes and it's off to a 
quiet, strumming start, angels an' 
all. Pause and whoosh, straight into 
a deeper register, drums thumping 
and that voice sweeter and more 
melodic than ever. But the words 
mushier than ever. Almost pre - 
Beatles. Not the modern romance - or maybe it is. 

And then just like any pop song 
worth its Parlophone label, there's 
another pause before ending like it 
starts. History repeats itself? I can 
see the vacant expressions of a 

Juke Box Jury panel right now. 
The B-side belongs to the missus. 

His and hers. Uptempo and as 
ballsy as anything she sang on 
'Some Time In New York City'. 
Maybe she always was the stronger 
character, after all. Here she's 
taking the initiative, the Male 
Chauvinist Pig succumbing to the 
oodles of orgasmic groans. This 
song is the sensual successor to 
'Don't Worry Kyoko'. That avant 
garde woman was influencing 
people even then. Always was 
ahead of her time. Maybe even 
more so than him. 

B-ut together their love has grown. 
It has groa-oan. Groan. It ain't 'alf 
great to have 'em back, though! 

SCREAMING JAY HAWKINS: 'I Put 
A Spell On You' (Polydor). A new 
version of what is generally reckon- 
ed to have beeñ the original Voodoo 
gem, its update doesn't do it a lot of 
favours, making Arthur Brown's 
'Fire' sound as soothing as a mid- 
night serenade. Then again some 
folks thrive on fear. 
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RAVENSHEAD: 'Che Guevara' (Big 
Bear). At last, a surprise Matching 
the touching, if grisly, tribute on the 
sleeve, a certain Joan Mills waxes 
poignant about the erstwhile 
freedom fighter whose ashes were 
scattered over the jungle so that his 
grave wouldn't become a shrine. It 
would be easy to scoff at this sort of 
thing if the vocals weren't so heart- 
felt and the backing didn't conjure 
up fond memories of Greek eating 
houses. 

THE BOOKS: 'Expertise' (Logo). 
Can't Quite get to grips with this 
discordant combo but If stimulation 
Is the name of the game, this will 
sell a few. On second thoughts, the 
small pant says "Produced By Colin 
Thurston" and since he's been in- 
volved in more than the odd cock - 
up, this could be another. 

KNOX: 'Gigolo Aunt' (Armageddon). 
Like fable -mates the wonderful Soft 
Boys, the former Vibrator seems to 
have a Syd Barrett fixation, this be- 
ing one of the said gent's giddy 
compositions. A bit on the repetitive 
side, but his heart's in the right 
place, even if that does mean next 
to his aunty's 
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HOYT AXTON: 'Wild Bull Rider' 
(Youngblood). Aloha ha! Aloha hey! 
A real countryman straight from the 
hills of New Mexico or wherever It is 
that cowboys ride across The 
Rockies from to get to Rodeos. 
Strictly for C&W lovers in case you 
hadn't guessed. 
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PIRANHAS:Long laces for unwanted bodies. 
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Reviewed by MIKE NICHOLLS 

PSYCHEDELIC FURS: 'Mr Jones' 
(CBS). Seemingly part of the bot- 
tomless supply of British Export 
Award winners, the Americans con- 
fuse this with protest music. Having 
liked their earlier stuff, this leaves 
me cold. 

PAULINE MURRAY AND THE IN- 
VISIBLE GIRLS: 'Mr X' (Illusive). 
Though an inspired marriage, the 
words are lost to the extent that 
Pauline's voice becomes just 
another Instrument In the grandiose 
production. 

THIS HEAT: 'Health And Efficiency' 
(Piano). They've speeded and 
volumed up a bit since their album 
days but evidently retain a fond af- 
fection for playing tapes backwards 
and banging on their drums. This 
Heat might be one of the few outfits 
who've kept to their promise about 
doing something different but that 
doesn't give them an automatic right 
to be totally unlislenable. 

TOOTS AND THE MAYTALS: 
'Monkey Man' (Island). If the title 
reminds you of a Specials song, 
you're not far off. Part of r self- 
inflicted album In 24 hours nordeal, 
It's one for late nighters squeezing 
the last drop out of their week-ends, 
but no one else. 

SIMPLE MINDS: 'I Travel' (Arista). A 
band that take some living with, but 
long journeys wear me out and by a 

third of the way through, this has 
done its bit for mankind They might 
more usefully have prised 
'Celebrate' from 'Empires And 
Dance' but It was considerate to slip 
a Ilex) -disc into the package. This 
shows more of a Skids than a 
Magazine Influence. Odd how the 
canny Skids have supported both. 

JIMMY PURSEY: 'Lucky Man' 
(Polydor). Responsible for the con- 
tinuation of mindless street cheer - 
leading, he might have moved on a 
bit but still sounds as confused and 
self-pitying than ever. 


