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Ham, Colin Hay, Jerry Speiser, John Rees, Ron Strykert.

Men At Work Deliver The Goods

By David Gans
OAKLAND, Ca.—Australians are
different from Americans. For one
thing, they drink beer—mass quan-
tities of beer—out of motor oil-
sized cans. For another, the water
in their toilets swirls counterclock-
wise when flushed, as opposed to
the charming clockwise swirl we're
so fond of in the northern hemi-
sphere.

Australians do share Americans’
fondness for rock music, but the
bands in Oz (as the Aussies call
their country) by and large have a
different mind set when it comes to
competing for listeners. Seems they
like to be original and unique. “The
thing that Australian bands have
got is a fair helping of character,”
notes Greg Ham of the Oz-based
Men At Work. “In America you
get a sense of faceless bands, tour-
ing megaliths like Journey and
Toto. I have trouble telling their
music apart.”

That’s the closest thing to a nasty
remark Ham has to make in the
course of a 90-minute interview,
and he immediately mitigates it by
adding, ““Part of that is because I
just don’t listen to their music very
much.” Ham doesn’t have to pound
his chest about the merits of Men
At Work or boost his ego by slag-
ging other groups. The Men’s debut
single, “Who Can It Be Now?”, has
cracked Top Tens all over the
world without trying to sound like
anything else you’ve ever heard,
and a debut album, Business As
Usual, is approaching Number One
on U.S. charts as this story goes to
press.

Peter Mclan, an American who
went Down Under to produce Busi-
ness As Usual and several other al-
bums by Oz bands, recently

| explained the Australian emphasis

on originality in an interview in
Cashbox magazine: *“The people (in
Australia) go out to clubs several
times a week, so they expect some-
thing new every time. The competi-
tion just to survive is so stiff that
only the best make it. With such a
critical public, there is a tremen-
dous pressure to keep on refining
the act and creating new material.”
It’s only a little over three years
since Men At Work banded togeth-
er in Melbourne and hit that city’s
club circuit. They had been at it less
than two years when they recorded
Business As Usual, but by then they
were the highest-paid unsigned
band in Oz. **“Who Can It Be
Now?’’ and the followup single,
“Down Under,” hit number two
and number one respectively, and
pushed the album to number one in
the Australian charts in 1981,
where it stayed for ten weeks, long-
er than any other domestic release
in Australian history apart from
Split Enz’s True Colours. Across
the Tasman Sea in New Zealand,
Business entered the charts at num-
ber one and was the first album by
an Oz band to ever hit the top.
The Men came to America in
August to work on their second LP
and to play their first North Ameri-
can shows, including a series of
dates opening for Fleetwood Mac. I
met woodwind and keyboard player
Ham and guitarist Colin Hay,
whose smokey voice alternates with
Ham’s saxophone on the melody of
“Who Can It Be Now?”, in a Los
Angeles watering hole. Both of
them eschewed beer in favor of
mineral water, stereotypes notwith-
standing. The two complement
each other in conversation pretty
much the way they do in their mu-

sic, joking back and forth and com-
pleting each other’s thoughts here
and there without giving the im-
pression that they’ve rehearsed
their rap or that they’re always in
agreement.

Despite the vaguely paranoid fla-
vor of ““Who Can It Be Now?”
(which Hay notes is simply the
plaint of a tenant who’s hiding from
the rent collector), most of Men At
Work’s songs are clever, pleasant
and full of the atmosphere and
character of Australia. For in-
stance, ‘“‘chunder,” which rhymes
with *“thunder” in the song *“Down
Under,” is an Oz colloquialism for
throwing up. Must have something
to do with the amount of beer they
drink, wot? Ham traces the word to
a popular satirist of the '50s and
’60s who *‘was making fun of Aus-
tralians when it was really uncool to
do it. He was a real pioneer in that
sense. But I never actually met any-
one who uses the word.”

It’s interesting that Hay’s lyrics
are so steeped in Oz lingo, since
he spent his first 14 years in Scot-
land before his family moved to
Melbourne. Asked whether the
rest of the Men are natives, Ham
replies uneasily, ‘““Yeah. Well,
Australians.”

The term *‘native™ is apparently
reserved for aborigines. So what'’s
the proper term for a natural-born
white Australian?

“Fool?” offers Hay.

“Bruce. Craig. Darrell,” says
Ham, and both men laugh.

“Lots of Bruces and Darrells,"”
Hay agrees. “And Gregs.”

“There aren’t that many Gregs,’
protests Ham, thunderstruck.
“There are heaps of Cols!”

Moving right along . .. Vege-
mite, also mentioned in “Down Un-

’

der,” 1s some sort of foodstuff
introduced in Oz by an American
company, Kraft Foods. Ham theo-
rizes that Kraft “is still testing it on
Australians” for possible long-term
side effects. “Some people just re-
fuse to admit that it’s actually ed-
ible,” he says.

*“It’s a natural product, just yeast
extract,” Hay notes. “‘I think it’s
got a bit of axle grease in it—"

*—just to make it smooth and
run nicely off the knife,” Ham adds.
“It’s salty and sort of sharp to the
taste, so it's not the sort of thing
you eat after you have your tonsils
taken out.”

The Kraft people contacted Men
At Work after some fans wrote in
about Vegemite. They didn’t en-
dorse the stuff, but the idea was fun
to kick around for a moment. This
is Men At Work for Vegemite. We
use it before every show—*'But we're
not saying what we use it for,” says
Hay with a wink.

Men At Work is first and fore-
most a live band. Hay and Ham in-
sist that the success of their album
will not pervert their emphasis on
enjoying life while they're growing
as musicians. “We're not the kind
of people who could cope with it
otherwise,” says Hay. “We're not
that serious. I think we'd break up
if we couldn’t get a laugh out of it.
But it’s not that we go around slap-
ping each other on the back—"

*‘—or giving each other a hot-
foot,” Ham chimes in. “Everybody
in the band’s been through all the
sorting out of head space. We had
all those things pretty well
straightened out long before we
came to the band. We don’t wear
strange costumes, we don’t have
smoke bombs or boa constrictors.

Continued on page 11
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By Jonathan Gross

LARGO, Md.—The right hand
windmills ferociously. Blood runs
between his middle and index fin-
ger. Each successive leap grows
wilder, rising towards a personal
best. Suddenly, the song is over as
quickly as it had begun.

“We know how to finish,” quips
a wounded but clearly purged Pete
Townshend. *It’s starting we have
difficulty with.”

Rousing applause ushers Town-
shend and the rest of the Who off
stage at the Capital Centre. Though
just a soundcheck, mostly to benefit
cameras shooting for corporate
sponsor Schlitz (about $1 million
worth of sponsorship), the boys had
grabbed a little preliminary gusto.
No substitutes this time, the Who
served warning they were going to
be the real thing on “The Long
Good-Bye,” as they've dubbed their
farewell tour of North America.

As it stood on opening night Sep-
tember 22, the final campaign
would include about 40 dates, basi-
cally tracing the steps, less ten or

Continued on page 12

Pretenders
Regrouping?

LOS ANGELES—If all goes well,
the re-constituted Pretenders will
begin recording a new album with
producer Chris Thomas in Decem-
ber. Between now and then,
though, Chrissie Hynde and drum-
mer Martin Chambers must find
permanent replacements for the late
guitarist James Honeyman-Scott
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Chrissie Hynde

and bassist Pete Farndon, who left
the band shortly after Honeyman-
Scott’s death on June 16. Thus far,
four months of auditions have
proved fruitless.

Recently, Hynde and Chambers
cut a single, “Back On The Chain
Gang,” which has been released in
England on the Real label. Accom-

Continued on page 6
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The Return of Jimmy Page

By Chris Welch

IN THIS MONTH'S London Calling, correspondent Chris Welch reveals that
Jimmy Page is making plans to tour the U.S. and Japan in the coming New Year.
This information came to light during Page’s arraignment in a London court on

charges of cocaine possession.

Jefferson Starship: Aloft Again
By David Gans

THE BAND HAS more lives than a cat, you might say, as the Jefferson Starship gets ready for
another new era. In this month's RECORD interview, Paul Kantner and Grace Slick ponder
the whys and wherefores of one of rock’s longest-running sagas.

On Stage: James Brown / Wilson Pickett

By Vince Aletti ...
WORRIED THAT “THE very definition of soul himself”” and the wicked one had become
artifacts, our writer witnesses instead “a celebration of endurance and endless, stubborn hope.™
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LETTERS

Townshend’s
Rebuttal

DAVE MARSH'S CYNICAL
article on the Who tour (**The Who
Sell Out,” American Grandstand,
October RECORD) and its spon-
sorship by Schlitz Beer Company is
insulting to me, our long-standing
friendship, your readers’ intelli-
gence, and obliquely endangers the
advertising revenue of your own
newspaper and thus his own career.

To end his crass little “exposé”
with an inference that the Who are
now motivated only by greed indi-
cates that this ace rock parasite,
now working on a book about the
Who, is taking leave of his senses.
Contrary to his argument, the level
of ticket prices maintained by pro-
moters on this tour are kept lower
than they might be by the indirect
subsidy of our sponsor. I refused to
do a tour of such gruelling length
(ten weeks) without a private
plane. The sponsor’s fee nearly
pays for this plane and makes for
better shows without raising ticket
prices. We are doing this tour for
our fans, for rock and roll and
hopefully to make some sense out
of twenty years of confusing histo-
ry in which none of us became mil-
lionaires, despite much written to
the contrary.

We are not ashamed to be paid
well for what we do, nor for what
we have done in the past. I think
rock music carries people like
Marsh on its back. Until he and
others like him realize that until
they take a chance, like Cameron
Crowe did with Fast Times At
Ridgemont High, and do some-
thing of worth outside of rock and
roll criticism, they have to face up
to that charge.

The Who give blood, literally, on
the road. Every dollar a fan pays to
see us is worked for and cherished.
If someone buys a t-shirt with our
name on it, I'm delighted that for
the first time myself and therefore

my neglected family share in the
profit. Dave loves his kids, and
works for them, 1 know. I'm sure
they’d be proud of the zeal with
which he does publishing deals for
himself for their ultimate security
and benefit. Rock newspapers that
Marsh writes for are subsidized by
advertising, radio stations that play
the music he criticizes are subsi-
dized by advertising, publishers
like myself who contract writers
like Marsh to write magnum opus’
about rock are looking into the po-
tential for sponsorship by major
league advertisers with a yen for
rock association to help underwrite
the large percentages commanded
by successful writers like himself.
The circle of so-called hypocrisy
comes neatly around.

Radio in the States is heavily for-
matted just now, maybe as a result
of over-dependance on advertising
revenue and high ratings. But the
Who do not need to bend over to
improve their rating. We have al-
ready fought long and hard for it,
devoted to a form of music we be-
lieve in so passionately we have
been prepared to die for it. A few
Schlitz flyers in the arena won't
sublimate our passion.

The Who name carries a lot of
weight. It has a financial value out-
side of what we now do because it
represents all we have already
achieved. Part of that value is
owned by a girl who lost her father,
Keith Moon, to rock and roll. Both
Marsh and Schlitz realize the value
of the name. Marsh is writing a
book about us and not about the
equally worthy Keith Jarrett or
Tom Waits; Schlitz is using our
concert tour as a way of keeping
their name before the public. In a
sense, they have been just as good
to us in their patronage as Marsh
has been in the past. They gave me
this typewriter by the way; it has a
memory erase section. Maybe
Marsh should get one. If I was

forced to choose between the two
levels of exploitation—Marsh or
Schlitz—I would think twice about
having my life dredged over again
by a critic and take the beer. Or at
least the price of the beer. Your
round, Marsh.

PETE TOWNSHEND
Dave Marsh replies: The issue
raised (albeit satirically) in my col-
umn is the propriety of corporate
sponsorship of rock tours. Fans, mu-
sicians, road crews, record store
clerks, rudio broadcasters. club
d.j.s. record executives and, yes.
critics.all play productive roles in
the creation and use of rock music.
Beer and perfume companies don't,
and they aren’t interested in becom-
ing involved in any productive way:
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otherwise, they would throw some of |

their financial clout behind strug-
gling performers, rather than bank-
rolling only established stars.

Sponsors and advertisers do have
a chilling effect on the level of dis-
cussion in any medium. Pressure
Sfrom liguor and brewery advertisers
Is the reason that most American
magazines don't write about the ex-
tremely serious issues of teenage
drinking, the death and destruction
caused on our highways by drunk
young drivers and the personal dev-
astation caused by adolescent alco-
holism. As a critic (and as a parent),
1 believe it’s irresponsible to encour-
age kids to drink.

For years, Peter Townshend and
I have traded occasional brickbats
as well as bouquets in the press;
meantime, we've remained friends
offstage. If the discussion has now
gotten out of hand, I regret it. Obvi-
ously, if the Who weren't a band
whose basic principles I have ad-
mired, and if Townshend and his
bandmates weren’t persons for
whom I care a great deal, |
wouldn't have bothered to make
those criticisms of them, much less
be writing a book about them.
Cheers.

LIRCOLD

Asst. Managing Editor: CHIP STERN

Associate Editorss MARK MEHLER,
DAVID GANS (West Coast)

Art Director: ESTHER DRAZNIN
Editorial Asst.: HELENE PODZIBA

Publisher: MARTY OSTROW

Advertising: ROB WOOD, PATTI FIORE (Clusupeds)
Chicage MIKE NER], MARK HERMANSON Loy 4ngeles BILL HARPER, JON MARSHALL
Detrot RICHARD HARTLE, DON HETH

Advertising Production: CALVIN GENERETTE, MARY DRIVER

Circulation Director: DAVID MAISEL

Business “anager: JOHN SKIPPER

Circulation Managers: BILL. COAD, TOM COSTELLO, JOHN LOWE, JAMES JACORS, NICKY ROE
Manufacturing & Distribution: DAN SULLIVAN (Directors. LINDA M. LANDES

Director Retail Sales & Publicity: SUSAN OLLINICK
Controller: JUDY HEMBERGER

Main Office: 745 Fifth Avenue,
New York, N.Y. 10151 (212) PL8-3800

Branches: 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3740
Los Angeles, CA 90067 (213) 553-2289

333 North Michigan Avenue
Chicago, IL 60601 (312) 782-2366

1025 East Maple
Birmingham, Michigan 48011 (313) 642-7273

Cover Photo: Terry O'Neill

A

: LAUREL GONSAL VES

ative M

Finance Department: BETTY JO KLUNE, ERIC LILJESTRAND

General Staff: JONATHAN GREGG, PAULA MADISON, SOLOMON N'JIE, MICHAEL ROSEMAN,
KIM SHORB, IRA TATTLEMAN

The Record 1s a special interest publication of Straight Arrow Publishers, Inc €

: JANN S WENNER

‘Thairman:
Se. Vice President: KENT BROWNRIDGE Vice Presidents: WILLIAM S. DAVID, DENNY WHITE

The entire contents of The Record are copynght € 1982 by Straight Arrow Publishers, Inc., and may not be reproduced in

any manner, esther in whole or in part, without written permission from the publisher. All nghts reserved. Publisher does

not assume responsibility for any unsolicited matenals and will return only those accompanied by a stamped seif-ad-

dressed envelope. The Record 1s published monthly at the subscription pnce of $12.00 for one year by Straight Arrow

Publishers, Inc., 745 Fifth Avenue, New York, New York 10151. Application 10 mail at Second-class rates s pending at

New York, NY and at additional mailing oﬁm l’mlmaslcr Send address changes to The Rccord P.O. Box 2985, Boul-
d d sales

der, Colorado 80322. This edition p

blich

r 4 for ne

from N r 23 through December 21

22

n

HUMAN LEAGUE
Dare (a&M)

CROSBY, STILLS, & NASH
Daylight Again (Atantic)

12

WARREN ZEVON
The Envoy (Asylum)

DIANA ROSS
Silk Electric (RCA)

13

REO SPEEDWAGON
Good Trouble (Epic)

OLIVIA NEWTON-JOHN |
Greatest Hits Vol. Il (Mca)

7

DON HENLEY

FAST TIMES AT
RIDGEMONT HIGH
Soundtrack (Full Moon/Asylum)

I Can't ~thnd Still (Asylum)

1

ARETHA FRANKLIN

AEROSMITH
Rock in a Hard Place (Columbia)

Jump to It (Ansia)

THE GO-GO’S

76

ROMEO VOID
Benefactor (415/Columbia)

Vacation (IRS)

THE TIME

T

WILLIE NELSON
Always on My Mind (Columbia)

What Time Is It? (Warner Bros.)

ROBERT PLANT

8

THE ROLLING STONES
Still Llff (Rolling Stones)

Pictures at Eleven (Swan Song)

NEIL DIAMOND

79

TEDDY PENDERGRASS
This One’s for You (Phila. Int')

Heartlight (Columbia)

31

JUDAS PRIEST

DREAMGIRLS
Soundtrack (Geffen)

Screaming for Vegeance (Columbia)

32

STEVE MILLER BAND

81

PAUL MCCARTNEY
Tug Of War (Columbia)

Abracadabra (Capitol)

ASIA 8
Asia (Geffen)

STEVIE WONDER
Original Musiquarium [ (Tamia)

SANTANA
Shango (Columbia)

ADRIAN BELEW
Lone Rhino (1sland)

35

KOOL & THE GANG
As One (De-Lite)

PAT METHENY
Offramp (ECM)

8

ANDY SUMMERS &
ROBERT FRIPP

THE POLICE
Ghost in the Machine (A&M)

I Advance Masked (A&M)

37

DONALD FAGEN

VAN HALEN
Diver Down (Wamer Bros.)

The Nightﬂy (Wamer Bros.)

CHICAGO

ALABAMA
Mountain Music (RCA)

16 (Full Moon/Warner Bros.)

3

ABC

SOFT CELL
Non-Stop Erotic Cabaret (Sire)

Lexicon of Love (Polygram)

ELVIS COSTELLO &

X
Under the Big Black Sun (Elekira)

THE ATTRACTIONS

Imperial Bedroom (Columtaa)

4

DAVID JOHANSEN
Live It Up (Blue Sky)

EDDIE MONEY
No Control (Columbia)

4

91

RICK JAMES
Throwin® Down (Gordy)

STEVE WINWOOD
Talking Back to the Night (1sland)

92

ELTON JOHN
Jump Up! (Geffen)

EVELYN KING
Get Loose (RCA)

93

PATRICE RUSHEN
Straight from the Heart (Elektra)

PSYCHEDELIC FURS
Forever Now (Columbia)

ROCKY III
Soundtrack (Liberty)

GEORGE THOROGOOD
& THE DESTROYERS
Bad to the Bone (EMI/Amenca)

95

JUICE NEWTON
Quiet Lies (Capitol)

PETE TOWNSHEND
All the Best Cowboys Hav2
Chinese Eyes (Atco)

47

FRANK ZAPPA
Ship Arriving Too Late . . .
(Barking Pumpkin)

THE BLASTERS
Over There (Warner Bros./Slash)

DAVE EDMUNDS
D.E. 7th (Columbia)

JEFFERSON STARSHIP
Winds of Change (Grunt/RCA)

APRIL WINE
Power Play (Capol)

49

DONNA SUMMER

Donna Summer (Geffen)

%9

THE GO-GO’S
Beauty and the Beat (IRs)

ENGLISH BEAT
Special Beat Service (1RS)

1

RAY PARKER JR.
The Other Woman (Arista)




THERECORD /DECEMBER 1982

L
L
‘'

ABC (from left): Stephen Singleton, Mark White, David Palmer, Martin Fry

Attitudes, Ideas, And Attitudes:
ABC Reinvents The Love Song

By Stuart Cohn
NEW YORK—Like many people
who take life very seriously, Martin
Fry has a good sense of humor. Sit-
ting at a round table in the confer-
ence room outside the office of
Polygram Records president
Guenter Hensler, the ABC lead
singer (who records for Polygram
subsidiary Mercury) chuckles, low-
ers his voice and refers to himself as
an “agent provocateur.”

Whatever plot Fry and ABC
have to conquer the universe—or at
least the music business—is defi-
nitely of interest to Mr. Hensler.
Without so much as singing a note
in America, Fry and company have
made themselves quite a reputation.
Rising from the ashes of a little-
known Sheffield, England funk-
rock group called Vice Versa, the
group—which also includes Mark
White (guitar and keyboards), Ste-
phen Singleton (alto and tenor sax),
and David Palmer (drums)—scored
three top ten U.K. singles during
the past year: ““Tears Are Not
Enough,” *“‘Poison Arrow,” and
“The Look of Love” are the stan-
dard-bearers of the funk trend
which has ruled British pop in
1982. Fry, an ironic, mischievous
gleam in his eye, has been peering
from the cover of every British
magazine, and a critic from the New
Musical Express called ABC’s de-
but LP, The Lexicon of Love, “one
of the greatest albums ever made.”

The 24-year-old F1 ' appreciates
the praise, but accerts it modestly.
“When we set out,” he says, “‘we
wanted to write songs that were po-
tent, that we could compare to past
masters such as Smokey Robinson,
and Burt Bacharach and Hal Da-
vid. We saw a lot of the best music
coming out of American rhythm
and blues—Motown, Stax, the
golden age of soul. So we’ve tried to
mix that with a sting in the tail,
along with the Englishness that we
can never escape from.”

Given these influences, it’s not

surprising to discover that the
members of ABC view themselves
as something other than a four-
piece rock band. Instead, they per-
ceive ABC as a collection of
attitudes and ideas—in short, a
group of songwriters.

“Ideas are the core,” Fry empha-
sizes. “The level of musicianship is
crucial, but being in ABC extends
to how we package the record
sleeve and the way we carry our-
selves—with music being the most

“The level of musician-
ship is crucial,” says
Martin Fry, “but being
in ABC extends to how
we package the record
sleeve and the way we
carry ourselves, We try to
perpetuate an attitude.”

important feature. We try to do ev-
erything we can to perpetuate an
attitude.”

The ABC vision was transferred
to vinyl by producer Trevor Horn,
formerly of the Buggles and Yes,
who lent a lush, heavily orchestrat-
ed slant to the quintet’s basic R&B.

“We didn’t want to limit it to the
four of us,” says Fry. “We think of
ourselves as working from a screen-
play and we add anything we can to
articulate a song.”

The method resembles that of
Becker and Fagen of Steely Dan,
two other American musicians
whom Fry counts as influences.
Steely Dan is Steely Dan no matter
who plays on their records, simply
because of the writing team’s caus-
tic outlook on life, *“‘the sting in the
tale,” as Fry puts it.

It’s an outlook ABC shares. Fry

says the group’s songs present ‘“‘a
cross between the glamorous and
the grotesque. Sometimes the glam-
orous and the grotesque are the
same thing. Open up a magazine
and it’s full of air-brushed, idealized
images. And then look out the win-
dow or in the mirror or around the
room and you just spot an inconsis-
tency there, you think ‘I can’t live
up to that.” If you present surface
veneer all the time—the cosmetic
value of the world—it can really
throw you off when you have to
consider what’s legitimate.”

The conflict of surface and sub-
stance is brought out in ABC’s love
songs which present a character on
an emotional rollercoaster of a love
affair, detailing his subsequent
growth in both awareness and sensi-
tivity as a result of this relationship.
Fry says that songs should be pas-
sionate and personal, yet ABC’s
lyrics have a universality to them,
and the emotion in Fry’s Bowie-
esque crooning is real.

“We wanted to reinvent the love
song,” he states, “to take something
as simple and stupid as the moon/
June/rose garden ethic and fill it
with currency, make it valid for
today.”

So far, so good. With an album of
playful, witty, heartfelt songs, some
clever video, and a front man who
blends earnest thoughtfulness with
charm and good pipes, ABC could
go far. When they come to America
to play, the men from Sheffield
(which is also the home of the Hu-
man League) plan to bring along a
string section, a female singer (for
duets, “like Marvin and Tammi’’)
and an elaborate stage set, all to
bring The Lexicon of Love to life.

After that, who knows? *“Of
course,” says Fry with a quick grin,
“we could do a shoddy repackag-
ing, The Mexican of Glove or some-
thing like that.”

But don’t count on it. Martin Fry
is already thinking about a new di-
rection, something about guitars . . .

PHOTO: LARRY WILLIAMS

American
Grandstand

By Dave Marsh

Rebel Rouser

ow Wow Wow’s “Louis Quatorze” is the most exciting re-
working of “Louie Louie” since Stories’ “Brother Louie”
(1973), which is pretty amazing, when you consider how fun-
damental that chunky beat was in the rise of punk rock. But
“Louis Quatorze” is thoroughly up-to-date, as you might ex-
pect from a record co-written by the radical rock theoretician and con-
sumer fraud expert Malcolm McLaren and produced by Joan Jett
svengali, Kenny Laguna. Indeed, the old refrain crops up only in a cou-
ple of choruses and rather than the modified reggae of primordial
“Louie Louie,” “Louis Quatorze” has “tribal” (i.e., pseudo-African)
rhythms underpinning a hard rock rhythm guitar and a vocal which is
half-chanted, half-sung with genuine enthusiasm, not to say glee, by
Annabella Lwin, Bow Wow Wow’s teenaged front-person.

“Louis Quatorze,” like all “Louie Louie” rewrites, has a plot. To
synopsize: Annabella has a boyfriend, Louis Quatorze. Louis’s idea of a

Where is the Au Pairs fan club
when fantasies of teenage rape
are being joyously portrayed
by radical rock theoreticians
and consumer fraud experts?

nice surprise is to pop up at the front door with a gun in his hand and,
sticking it in his beloved’s back, act out a rape fantasy. Annabella
squeals her delight at these events: With his gun in my back/I start to
undress/You just don’t mess with Louis Quatorze/He’s my partner in
this crime/Of happiness/’Cause I'm just fourteen. Louis has little to say
except, “Close your eyes and think of England.”

There are many intriguing questions about this record. For instance,
what is implied by the fact that Annabella is herself only 16 years old,
brown-skinned and female, while her bosses, McLaren and Laguna, are
fortyish, white and male? What is the difference between “Louis Qua-
torze” and the Rolling Stones’ similar inter-racial rape fantasy, “Brown
Sugar”? Where is the Au Pairs fan club when fantasies of teenage rape
are being joyously portrayed by radical rock theoreticians and consum-
er fraud experts?

Or, more to the point, what would the critical reaction to “Louis
Quatorze” be if it had been sung by David Lee Roth, Rod Stewart, Pat
Benatar or Johnny Van-Zant, rather than a new wave kingpin? Only
then might one wonder where Rolling Stone, the Village Voice, the New
York and Los Angeles Times, and the New York Rocker have been on
this not-entirely-irrelevant recording.

The issue isn’t that “Louis Quatorze™ hasn’t been condemned or that
a flop single’s bigotry is by itself especially threatening. The issue is that
in the most prominent publications where rock is discussed, this song,
which by my standards is at least crypto-racist and is certainly overtly
sexist, has not been discussed politically at all.

This isn’t an isolated example, either. Discussions about rock, when
they can be taken seriously at all, have deteriorated to the extent that
gestures speak louder than profitable behavior. For instance, when
Malcolm McLaren made his speech at last July’s New Music Seminar
in New York, much attention was paid to his championing the cassette
revolution. Apparently, no one picked up on his racist remarks intro-
ducing the topic: “If you walk on the streets of New York, the one obvi-
ous thing is the guy with the ghetto blaster, that huge bazooka, walking
down the street. He’s always black; he’s never white . . .”” Still, one does
not comment upon an important rock entrepreneur’s quite conscious
connection of blacks with primitive power, weaponry and phallic sym-
bolism. It isn’t done. This is Malcolm McLaren, arguable auteur of the
Sex Pistols, pioneer of situationist rock theory, tribune of all that’s
semi-popular and subculturally tribal.

There’s a pushover mentality at work here that allows performers to
define the terms of the discussion, even when those terms are largely
irrelevant to the facts. Thus, Elvis Costello can assert that it is the press
reaction to his remarks about Ray Charles which have caused his U.S.
career to collapse, even though the press quickly forgave and forgot
Costello’s reference to one of the greatest artists American popular mu-
sic has produced as a “blind, ignorant nigger.” No interviewer bothers
to mention that Costello’s career is gasping for commercial breath in
America because his music lacks appeal to lily-white radio stations.
Meanwhile, the English rock weeklies blame the softheaded U.S. rock
market for the ascendancy of Meat Loaf, even as his record stiffs here
and rises to Number One in the U.K.

This standard of discourse is not enforced only to the benefit of new
wave performers, although it is largely biased towards such as Costello
and McLaren because the press has more clout with new wave acts. Yet
matters have deteriorated to the point where Billy Joel, after his rabidly
anti-political Playboy interview, can be praised for the courage of his
“Vietnam song,” “Goodnight Saigon,” a piece of opportunistic, dead-
hearted muck which piggybacks on the genuine guts of Dan Dailey and
Charlie Daniels. But then, this sort of aversion of the eyes is axiomatic
in a system in which sacred cows are protected—whether those cattle
are lioly because of their hipness or their profitability matters little. But
maybe mattering as little as possible is the basic idea—sometimes I
think Foreigner and Journey and the like might not be the only dino-
saurs still afoot. It seems insane to me to live in a world where the hair-
splitting of Gang of Four is so radically admired, and fundamental
issues which strike to the heart of the relationship between audience
and listener (and critic), are ignored. Like the music industry and radio
broadcasting, what the rock press is creating only looks like a monu-
ment from a distance. Up close, it’s just another headstone.
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London Calling

By Chris Welch

Jimmy Page, Model Citizen

Jimmy Page, hero of Led Zeppelin, the Yardbirds and the History of
British Rock, faced the biggest crisis of his career when he appeared in
a London court charged with possessing cocaine. The possibility of a
prison sentence and subsequent damage to his future loomed as he ad-
mitted possessing some 198 milligrams of cocaine. Page, arrested in
Kings Road, Chelsea in December 1980 after the drug was found in his
coat pocket, explained that it had been left behind by a guest following

Jimmy Page

a party at his house and said he removed the cocaine so nobody else ;

would find it. It was revealed in court that Jimmy was planning to
launch a new band which will be touring America and Japan in the
New Year, and his defending counsel said that Page would lose millions
of pounds if he was jailed for the offense as he would be unable to tour
abroad. The judge sentenced Jimmy to a 12-month conditional dis-
charge and fined him 100 pounds. He took into account the fact that
Page had “‘kept out of trouble for 38 years.” The court room revelations
of Jimmy’s musical plans put an end to rumors that he was about to
join David Coverdale’s revamped Whitesnake. Said Whitesnake
spokesman Tony Brainsby: “It would be nice to have Jimmy Page on
guitar, but there’s no truth in it.” Page’s office remained silent about
the guitar hero’s plans.

News and Notes

Punk revives the Swing Age! Can you imagine The Clash playing the
music of Gene Krupa and Anita O’Day? Well it’s almost come to that.
Their ex-drummer Topper Headon is a man with catholic tastes. After
trying to set up his own band with Fast Eddy from Motorhead on gui-
tar and bassist Pete Way from UFO (which collapsed), Headon is now
going to release a solo single of the old Krupa hit “Drumming Man.”
He’s looking for a girl singer to take the Anita O’Day vocal part and a
trumpet man to play Roy Eldridge’s lines. “We may rock it up a bit, but
we’ll stick to the original bass line,” says Topper. The drummer is also
planning to form a new group with guitarist Chris Spedding and Dylan
bassist Rob Stone in New York, if they can drag Chris away from his
stand-up comic routine . . . Keith Emerson, who was last reported re-
hearsing with Pat Travers (London Calling, RECORD, February), is
now talking about a comeback with a new band which includes ex-Gen-
esis guitarist Steve Hackett, drummer Simon Phillips and bass legend
Jack Bruce. It sounds just like the dream band Keith planned all those
years ago when he wanted to work with Jimi Hendrix and Mitch
Mitchell. Oh, what might have been! . . . Talking of the keyboard giants
of yesteryear, it was saddening to hear that one-time Yes hero Rick
Wakeman’s concert tour company has crashed owing 100,000 pounds.
He suffered huge losses on his concert promotions, and the man who
once epitomized showbiz rock with shows like “King Arthur On Ice”
failed to turn up to meet the creditors . . . Duran Duran’s drummer

| Roger Taylor was knocked unconscious in a fist fight in a Munich dis-

co, after he had been accused of purloining a German chappie’s drink.
Then bassist John Taylor walked through a plate glass mirror and near-
ly severed a finger. Enough being enough, the band cancelled its Ger-

| mantour ... Annabella Lwin shocked singer B.A. Robertson when she
| was a guest on his BBC-TV chat show. The Bow Wow Wow girl told

him the music business was overpopulated with boring old hippies *like
you,” and added that Robertson’s show was ‘“‘pretty shitty.”” Lwin
stormed off, leaving the amiable Scotsman stunned and speechless
... Musical Youth, the black Midlands reggae group that hit with
“Pass The Dutchie,” found themselves in trouble with the authorities
after hitting the number one spot in all known charts here. The infants

| are all below school-leaving age (16 in the UK) and were forced to drop
| out of a support spot on tour with Kid Creole & the Coconuts. The
| education department said they wouldn’t receive sufficient schooling.

The group has already been on national and local TV shows and been
featured in every publication. Their success effectively muted the Octo-
ber celebrations of the Beatles’ 20th Anniversary, but “Love Me Do”
still managed to get back into the charts, alongside The Animals’
*“House Of The Rising Sun ” . . . Joe Jackson quelling a heckler at the
Odeon Hammersmith: “I am on the stage . . . YOU are in the audience.”
It’s called putting people in their place. And he got a hearty cheer.

Vangelis Gets Revenge

Polydor is disappointing Vangelis fans by denying there is any sound-
track album from the keyboard wizard of his music for sci-fi movie
Blade Runner. They are putting out a three album boxed set instead
including Chariots Of Fire, China and Opera Sauvage. The Greek wiz-

ard’s next project is a ballet in Paris. Incidentally, you won’t see many

interviews with Vangelis in the U.K. press. He says they consistently
ignored him when he was struggling under the patronage of Yes man
Jon Anderson, and doesn’t see why he should talk to them now that he
is successful. Ah, sweet revenge.
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Dave and Phil Alvin: Raised on the wisdom of rock’s founding fathers.

The Blasters Figure It Out: -
‘There’s Room For Our Thing’

By Wayne King

NEW YORK—Onstage or off, Phil
Alvin usually has his mouth wide
open. When working, he’s belting
out raw rock ’n’ roll as the lead
singer for the Blasters; right now,
he’s munching on a sandwich and,
at the same time, offering a weighty
discourse on the true nature of his
profession. “There’s musicians, and
there’s producers,” he asserts.
“Musicians, by our definition, con-
trol the way the air moves with an
instrument. They control that
thing: the drummer’s head is two
feet away from his drum and he
hears the air move . ..”

There's more, lots more, but the
man’s relentless theorizing about
sound and space—all centered on
something called the ‘“‘complex
wave”'—is baffling. Such convolut-
ed analysis is the last thing one ex-
pects to hear from a band noted for
its simple, basic, roots rock 'n’ roll.
But on second thought, it all makes
perfect sense. The Blasters, you see,
play American Music (as their only
studio disc is dubbed), and take
their work as seriously as that title
and Phil Alvin’s lecture suggest.

What the Blasters (Phil Alvin on
vocals and guitar, Dave Alvin on
lead guitar, John Bazz on bass, Bill
Bateman on drum, the recently-ac-
quired Gene Taylor on piano, sup-
plemented by saxophonists Steve
Berlin and Lee Allen—the latter a
noted New Orleans session player,
about whom more later) propogate
is not so much a style of as an atti-
tude towards music stemming from
repeated exposure to the wisdom of
rock’s founding fathers.

According to Dave Alvin, each
of the Blasters has ‘“some long-
haired skeletons” in the closet from
the early *70s. He, for example,
“was real fascinated by Eric Clap-
ton—the guitar was so loud and

fast—and Johnny Winter.” A: the
same time, brother Phil, along with
John Bazz, was playing in a band
“where every song was like thirty
minutes long.

‘“And then we met Big Joe
Turner, Lee Allen and those peo-
ple,” Dave continues. Allen had an
R&B hit in 1958 with “Walking
With Mr. Lee,” in addition to con-
tributing mightily to numerous Lit-
tle Richard and Fats Domino sides.
He, along with Marcus Johnson (a
saxophonist for Muddy Waters,
and bassist on some of Jimmy
Reed’s Vee-Jay sides), taught the
Blasters that “it’s not the jamming,
it’s the song.

“How good would a Jimmy Reed
record be,” Dave queries, “if there
was a ten-minute version of ‘Baby
What You Want Me To Do’ ”?

Childhood buddies who grew up
in the same Downey, California
neighborhood, the Alvins, Bazz and
Bateman left their respective local
bands and formed the Blasters after
playing together at a mutual
friend’s wedding in 1979. In apply-
ing the old masters’ lessons, the
four musicians came up with what
Dave calls “the perfect mixture.”

“Phil’s guitar style is very '20s,
*30s, fingerpicking; and if you play
lead—whooo!”* he explains. “My
style is real Carl Perkins, Elmore
James, just thrash the guitar. And
Bill sort of approaches the drum-
ming . . . Bill's a blues nut—most
drummers play (imitates light cym-
bal tapping) and Bill plays bomba-
bomba-bomba. It was what
rockabilly was, and what all the
variations were. I was mainly doing
the Chuck Berry sort of licks, and
here’s this very country blues thing
Phil was doing and here was this
jungle beat going on in the back-
ground. When that happened, we
said, ‘We got something here.”

Local rockabilly aficionado Ron-
nie Weiser recorded the Blasters in
his garage, and released an album,
American Music, on his own Rollin’
Rock label in 1980. The band even-
tually signed with Slash Records,
brought on Taylor to pump the 88s
and started piling up rave reviews
for its live performances. Of late,
the most important move in the
quintet’s career came when Slash
inked a distribution deal with
Warner Bros., giving the Blasters
big-league visibility with all the
comforts of home.

Currently, the Blasters are repre-
sented on vinyl with a new EP, Over
There, recorded live at London’s
Venue Club. While the crowd
seems raucous enough, the casual
listener might not be able to detect
what Dave calls the *‘shock and
awe” with which European audi-
ences greeted the Blasters. ‘“We
tend to play harder than the aver-
age European rockabilly or R&B
band, with the exception, maybe, of
Dr. Feelgood,” he notes. “A good
example was in Paris, where this
French rockabilly group opened for
us playing dunka-dunka-dunka-
dunka”—Dave imitates a standup
bass—‘‘you know, singing les rock.
Then we’d come on real strong da-
da-da-da-da, like Black Flag com-
pared to them.”

Yet the Blasters’ trans-Atlantic
adventure proved heartening. Dave
Alvin came away from the tour be-
lieving there’s a place for the Blast-
ers in the whole scheme of things.
*“In the world music scene, there’s a
lot of diversity, and that’s good. In
the early- to mid-"70s, a band like
us couldn’t exist on the level we’re
existing on; now, X can exist on a
level near ours, and so can Soft Cell
and George Jones. We figure there’s
room for our thing.

Continued on page 11
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Lords’ Tour Curtailed After
Bators Suffers Arm Injury

NEW YORK—Stiv Bators is on the
stage of New York’s Peppermint
Lounge, stretching a piece of bub-
blegum from the mike stand back to
the drum kit and looking much the
same as he did in 1977, when
CBGB’s was the home of his Dead
Boys, and such buffoonery was de
rigeur. There’s one crucial, disturb-
ing difference in the pioneering
Cleveland punk’s appearance this
time, however: the presence of a
cast on his right arm. That wrap-
ping hides an injury which hurts his
new band, The Lords of the New
Church, as much as it hurts him.
Explains bassist Dave Tregunna:
“Stiv banged his arm at a gig in
Poughkeepsie. He had knocked it
around onstage with the Dead
Boys, and it used to swell up, but
this time it turned almost black.
He’s got to have it worked on or
they said he might lose the use of
it.” This disability has cut short the
Lords’s first US tour by two weeks,
effectively killing some of the mo-
mentum of their debut LP.

Such a setback is disheartening to
a band that took so long to unite in
the first place. Bators and guitarist
Brian James formed a mutual admi-
ration society during the latter’s
first Stateside visit five years ago
with his old cronies The Damned,
but continuing contractual confu-

Steel Breeze:
No Plans For
Alumni Meet

NEW YORK—You can imagine
the saga of Steel Breeze as the sixth
book of Moses. It would read,
“And soft rock begat choral music
begat heavy metal begat blues begat
the ‘Pat Benatar’ sound begat disco
begat mainstream pop.” Drummers
begat drummers, lead vocalists be-
gat lead vocalists, until the coming
of a debut album entitled Steel
Breeze in late 1982.

Keyboardist Rod Toner and
songwriter/guitarist Ken Goora-
bian, the founding fathers of Steel
Breeze, note that since the band’s
birth seven years ago, 31 different
musicians have passed through its
ranks—seven drummers, a half-
dozen singers, bassists and guitar-
ists. Add four full-time crew
members, a few jugglers and clowns
and you’ve got the rock 'n’ roll ver-
sion of the seed of Abraham.

Toner notes that before the band
began its first LP, it had already
survived at least seven musical
*“eras,” playing four sets a night, six
nights a week in Sacramento, Cali-
fornia nightclubs.

Enter producer Kim Fowley,
who brought with him buckets-full
of confidence and encouragement.
Steel Breeze subsequently dialed for
dollars and, after raising over
$100,000 from family and friends,
recorded an LP. From the stages of
their favorite nightclubs, they be-
seeched audiences to urge local DJs
to play Steel Breeze demos. Eventu-
ally, some stations picked up the
single, “You Don’t Want Me Any-
more,” and record companies came
to town, money clutched in hot lit-
tle hands. RCA won the bidding
war.

Earlier this year, the members of
Steel Breeze quit their day jobs,
thus ending their tale’s lengthy first
chapter.

“We were always looking for a
style,” adds Ken Goorabian. “Now
we’ve found it. Natural-sounding,
not a lot of trails and echoes, vocals
out front. Pleasant, positive, almost
classical in its deep tones. We knew
what we wanted; it just took a long
time to find the right people.”

To those dozens of Steel Breeze
musicians who have come and
gone, they, like the generations of
Israel, were instrumental in pro-
gressing the story. “We're all pio-
neers,” says Toner.

—Mark Mehler

sion prevented their working as a
team until last year. Bators grabbed
Tregunna from the Wanderers, a
late-period incarnation of Sham 69,
and drummer Nicky Turner was re-
cruited from his London group, the
Barracudas. The first tune yielded
by the Mick and Keith-like song-
writing relationship (Stiv supplies
words, Brian the music) was the al-
bum’s opener, ‘“New Church,”
which gave the fledgling crew a

name preferable to the Lords of
Discipline moniker they had been
considering.

Turner and James regret that Ba-
tors’ injury is putting a halt to their
spreading the Church’s gospel,
which attempts to revive that old-
time punk spunk and individuality.
Being provocative is the goal, says
Turner, who also counsels: “Take
nothing for granted, don’t believe
everything you read.” It’s just too
bad that the Lords’s drive for
Church membership may depend
less on the righteousness of their
cause than on the strength of Stiv
Bators’s right arm.

—Wayne King

Lords of the New Church
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The Time This Time Around:
Doin’ Right, Gettin’ Ahead

NEW YORK—Out of the euphoric
haze that was their last tour, The
Time’s Morris Day recalls one par-
ticular party—a New Year’s Eve
post-concert extravaganza in Ma-
con, Georgia.

“We were sitting around singing
‘Auld Lang Syne’ and forgetting
most of the words,” says the 20-
year-old freckle-faced lead vocalist
and conceptualizer. “Suddenly I
looked up and there were just mobs
of people streaming through the
door. There were people and potato
chips all over the floor. It was the
most amazing event of my life.”

Hosts for the evening were The
Time, a group of musicians living
on the razor’s edge between gaiety
and statutory rape (fitting enough,
it seems, for a Prince discovery). It
was not a good night for Macon
fathers.

Nearly a year later, The Time
have captured the true spirit of
New Year’s Eve in Macon on their
second LP, What Time Is It? “Wild
and Loose,” for example, features
an extended rap on the subject of
divvying up groupies. Day says it
was simply a matter of turning the

mic on and acting naturally (“Tell
your momma you won’t be home/
cause we got plans for you™).

The Time, currently on the road
with Prince through December—
and beyond, perhaps, depending on
the economy—seem to get a lot of
mileage out of party in-jokes and
their emphasis on “cool.”

“Cool is just having self-respect,”
explains Day, who would never
lend you his comb. “It’s not the ste-
reotype of the cigarette and not gi-
vin’ a damn about anything or doin’
all that illegal stuff. Cool is doin’
the right thing and gettin’ ahead.”

Day says as a child he was in-
spired by the Jackson Five, who
showed him ‘“‘you could be any-
thing you want even if you’re a kid.
I always thought I had to wait and
pay dues.”

He insists the current Time tour
will be as wild and loose as the pre-
vious one. “We have such a good
time on the road, and we like to
share it with people. And there are
always plenty of people around.
That’s all you need to party.”

In other words, lock up your
daughters. —Mark Mehler
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THE WAITRESSES. “I COULD RULE THE WORLD IF |

COULD ONLY GET THE PARTS.

Eagerly awaited new adventures from The Waitresses.
Contains the theme song to the smash TV show, “Square
Pegs;" the yuletide classic for today, “Christmas Wrapping”
and more...all on a specially low-priced mini album.

TRIO. “TRIO”

Contains the hit, “Da Da Da | Don't Love You You Don't Love
Me!" The most unique message song of the year is shaking
up dance floors from coast to coast.

THE JAM. “THE BITTEREST PILL”
The new mini album from The Jam that features the
English smash, “The Bitterest Pill (| Ever Had To Swallow)”

and more gems from The Jam.

The Waitresses, Trio, and The Jam. New low-priced
stocking stuffers from PolyGram Records.
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Manutactured and Marketed by -
PolyGram Begords

© 1982 PolyGram Records, Inc.
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The Bus Boys Take A Chance
And Make Music A Priority

LOS ANGELES—The Bus Boys
believe in rock ’n’ roll, and they've
also learned a great lesson of his-
tory: that to rock without a sense of
humor is impossible. Yet on their
second album, American Worker,
the quintet’s retreated a bit from
the novelty act pose they assumed
on their debut in favor of a more
straightforward, purely musical ap-

proach. And, naturally enough, the
critics who hailed their coming are
now dumping on them because the
Bus Boys refuse to remain a come-
dy band.

Case in point: the first single
from American Worker, ““Last For-
ever,” is—horror of horrors!—a
love song written by keyboardist-
vocalist Brian O’Neal. ““A lot of
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people think that doing a love
song—something that might fit into
a top 40 radio format—is stepping
away from the challenge, that we’re
no longer hip or taking as provoca-

tive a stance,” O’Neal says. “What |

they don’t realize is that to present
those themes and ideas in the same
breath as our other material is very
much a challenge. The Bus Boys are
artists who are continually growing,
and I think people want that from
artists.”

Recognizing the visual appeal of
the band as well as the power of its
music, the producers of the film 48
Hrs., a cops-and-robbers comedy
starring Eddie Murphy and Nick
Nolte (scheduled for release on De-
cember 10), drafted the Bus Boys to
appear in a night club scene and
perform five songs on the sound-
track. “The Bus Boys have several
different points of appeal,” O’Neal
notes, “and I intend to exploit al! of
our potential—but I don’t want to
overdo it.” So when the band was
offered the starring roles in a week-
ly television series (O’Neal says it
would have been like ‘‘a 1980s
Monkees’’), the Bus Boys turned
thumbs down. “The money was
great, but the answer was no—and
an easy no, too,”’ O’Neal says.
“We're willing to sacrifice certain
financial things for what we believe
in.” —David Gans

Translator’s Modus Operandi:
‘A Human Approach to Music’

NEW YORK—So what can you say
about a band from San Francisco
that creates music brimming with
idealism and eclecticism and whose
principal songwriter wants their
record to escort listeners ““on a little
trip”’? That maybe they’re about fif-
teen years too late? Well, that’s not
the case with Translator, a quartet
aspiring to universal appeal with a
thoroughly modern approach.

“Maybe, after the ‘me’ decade,
people can open up and say, we
share things in common,’ pro-
claims guitarist and songwriter
Robert Darlington. “Despite all the
frustration, sadness and anxiety of
contemporary life, there are places
within it where we can find peace,
and some sort of strength, by work-
ing together.” This sense of com-
munity is apparent enough on
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LARRY CARLTON
and the GIBSON.TP-6

Precision Performers

Larry Carlton doesn't settle for anything less than the
very best. And you shouldn't either. The Gibson TP-6
fine tuning tailpiece gives you performance perfection,
in concert or in the studio, with fingertip ease.

For the first time, you can fine tune with one hand while
you're playing. And you don’t have to own a Gibson to
get the benefit of precision tuning at the touch of your
fingers as you play. Because Gibson designed it to fit
most instruments with a stop-bar tailpiece.

See your authorized Gibson dealer and check out the
Gibson TP-6. It's available in both Chrome and Gold.
For precision tuning and top performance—Gibson is
the only name in genuine Replacement Parts. And only
authorized Gibson parts dealers carry them.

Translator’s self-titled debut album,
a powerful, often compelling mix-
ture of New Wave drive and mid-
’60s instrumental and vocal
textures. The three-year-old band
was founded in Los Angeles by two
San Francisco natives, Dave Scheff
(drums) and Larry Decker (bass),
who promptly hired Steve Barton, a
native Angeleno who plays lead
| guitar and also writes songs. Dar-
lington was the last to come on
board. A move back to the Bay
Area paid off in a deal with local
| 415 Records, which, now that

they’re distributed by CBS, gives
’ Translator a larger platform than

any of the band members anticipat-
| ed—and that’s important to an out-

“The album is not a forced politi-
cal statement; there’s no proselytiz-
ing,” insists Darlington. “We just
feel we have to get back to a human
approach to things, and deal with
them on that level. We’ve been criti-
cized on the song ‘Sleeping
Snakes’ ”—a plea for disarmament
whose key line is “no more missile
building”—*for being morally na-

' ive. I don’t understand that; to me,
t there’s only one thing to do, and
that’s to stop building them. If
that’s naive, that’s fine with me.”
Translator’s music is as straight-
forward as Darlington makes it
seem, and the band’s been duly
praised for its efforts. Moreover, as
they prepare for their second album
(due next spring), the musicians are
certain they’ll justify the faith
placed in them by both critics and
fans. As drummer Scheff puts it,
“When one gets some support, one
feels more confident.”
—Wayne King

' fit that feels it has something to say.
|

' Pretenders
Regrouping?

Continued from page 1

panying the two Pretenders in the
studio were guitarist Billy Bremner,
late of Rockpile, and bassist Tony
Butler, who played on Pete Town-
shend’s Chinese Eyes LP.

A spokesman at Warner Bros.
Records indicates the single should
be released Stateside (on Sire) be-
fore the year is out. The B-side of
“Chain Gang” proves to be one of
Hynde’s more interesting composi-
tions. Titled “My City Was Gone,”
this autobiographical account of the
singer’s return to her native Ohio
finds Hynde surveying the overbuilt
and now-unfamiliar terrain while
weighing her memories with quiet,
revealing despair.

Tour plans are still uncertain
pending the selection of the new
Pretenders plus two more musi-
cians to augment the band’s musi-
cal lineup on the road.

—Susanne Whatley
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The Hughes-Thrall Marriage:
Hard-Rock Billing and Cooing

LOS ANGELES—When Glenn
Hughes calls Pat Thrall “a dream-
boat of a chap,” he’s perfectly seri-
ous. And Pat Thrall’s comments
about Glenn Hughes are even nicer
when his partner’s out of earshot.
When Thrall found out that a
Hughes bass line was a great place
on which to hang his guitar chords,
he says he discovered perfection:
“Glenn and I fill each other’s gaps,
and it’s getting better all the time.”

Clearly, while Hughes-Thrall
succeeds as a mutual admiration so-
ciety, it’s a lucky British/American
musical pairing as well, if their co-
gent, self-titled debut album is any
indication. The duo’s complemen-
tary execution of guitar and vocals
is based on the California tradition
of respecting the other guy’s space.
While Hughes’s bass creates a re-
verberant, distant landscape, Thrall
defines the dimensions of the songs
with guitar and guitar synthesizer,
using an attack-and-withdraw ap-
proach which aliows for the trade-
off of front and center with
Hughes’s vocals. The latter displays
a four-and-a-half octave range in al-
ternately laying down some amaz-
ing ultrasonic shrieks, then bringing
forth a full, throaty sound a /la Dan-
ny Joe Brown.

The LP’s nine songs were
skimmed off the top of an extensive
collection of tunes the prolific pair
have produced since getting togeth-
er last year. But then, Hughes came
into the arrangement well-
stocked—he was Deep Purple’s
bassist for three years and spent a
period of involuntary hibernation in
Los Angeles after quitting the

Amos Garrett:
A Back-Door
Guitar Hero

LOS ANGELES—Amos Garrett.
No, he is not a drawling, good ol’
boy deputy on The Dukes of Haz-
zard, or some southpaw pitcher in
the major leagues who farms tobac-
co during the off-season. Amos
Garrett is a guitar player, one of the
best to ever pick a string. But if
you’'ve never heard of him, well,
you’re not alone, because Amos is
something of a back-door man—in
other words, the fans don’t know,
but the musicians understand.

Garrett’s inimitable guitar
style—a combination of breathtak-
ing lyricism, a whimsical sense of
humor, a thoroughly unpredictable
string-bending technique and a tone
that alternately stings and caress-
es—has been displayed on record-
ings by Geoff and Maria Muldaur,
Paul Butterfield’s Better Days, Em-
mylou Harris, Rodney Crowell,
Jesse Winchester and Elvin Bishop,
among others. But when it comes
to renown, Garrett has a ways to
go before he’ll catch up to Ed-
die Van Halen, or even Frank
Marino.

That situation isn’t likely to
change soon, even though Garrett
has a new album out, Amos Beha-
vin’, the first to feature his band of
Bay Area musicians. The LP is
available only on Canada’s Stony
Plain label so far, although he’s
hoping for U.S. distribution as well.

The new band, Garrett explains,
“is a real flat-out R&B group, and
I’'m doing the kind of high-volume
soloing that I'm not really known
for. I'm in the business of selling
beer now, so we jump the joint—we
have to.”

“My following isn’t massive,” the
guitarist adds, “but in every city
I’ve ever been to, there’s always a
bunch of people at a show sitting at
tables in the front row, doing
strange-things with their left hands
and the tablecloth. T've got some
new ones for ’em, too—I’ve come
up with another oddity on the gui-
tar that I think those people will
like a lot.”

—Samuel Graham

group in 1976, waiting for his ten-
year contract with it to end and
writing “bags of songs.” During
that time, Thrall was earning his
stripes as a guitarist playing esoteric
rock fusion with Go and more con-
ventional rock with the Pat Travers
Band.

For a couple of years before
Hughes won his freedom, he and

ing a band; after finding common
ground, they then found an inter-
ested label—CBS-distributed Bou-
levard Records.

“I'm singing and playing better
than ever,” Hughes states, before
adding in humbler tones: “I'm just
fortunate to be back in, because not
many people get second chances.”

Adds Thrall: “There’s a lot of
sides to us musically, and we got to
show them off, but we kept the al-
bum very song-oriented. I may even
get flack because I was conservative
in my own guitar soloing. But that’s
not all I do.”

—Susanne Whatley

Glenn Hughes (left), Pat Thrall

Michael Stanley Gathers His
Resources for the Long Siege

NEW YORK—Being from Cleve-
land, Michael Stanley has become
an expert on surviving hard times.
So when he declares he’s “got a way
for the record business to get back
on its feet,” you listen, even if it’s
not E.F. Hutton speaking.

“If our new record (MSB on
EMI-America) can break out in a
huge way,” Stanley suggests, “‘every
label that has a Michael Stanley
Band: LP or one of my solo records
in its catalogue would be in terrific
shape.” Since that covers virtually
every label in the business, a mon-
ster hit might, indeed, have a salu-
tory trickle-down effect.

Though Stanley’s been in search
of just such an animal for 15 years,
he appears to have gathered his re-
sources for the long siege. It’s a life,
you know. “I’ll go on as long as the
music makes me very angry or very
happy,” he says of his raison d’etre.

On balance, MSB may not
change the band’s fortunes, but that
doesn’t seem to be the point this
time out. For Stanley it was an im-
portant project. “There are things
on this album that are just therapy
for .me,” he explains. “One cut, ‘In

Between The Lines,’ is basically an
angry letter to myself. I realized
I’'ve been accepting a lot of things in
my life without questioning. I had a
lot to.get off my chest.”

The seven-piece Michael Stanley
Band consists of five musicians
from Cleveland and two from near-
by Youngstown. While the irdustri-
al belt appears to be dying, Stanley
claims it retains a “‘vibrancy” off
which the band feeds.

“Overall, we see our audiences
becoming very cynical,” he ob-
serves, echoing similar statements
made about the area by J. Geils’s
Peter Wolf. “The spirit is definitely
damaged. And as chroniclers of our
time, rock ’n’ roll bands ought to
reflect the dark side. But we have to
give people a means of lightening
up for a couple of hours, too. To
some, the Michael Stanley band is
seven faceless guys; to us, we're sev-
en kids from Cleveland’s suburbs
who haven’t given up on our city,
our country or ourselves. We’re a
metaphor, like the Cleveland Indi-
ans. I’ve been rooting for 34 years,
and.-I still think they’ll be a win-
ner.” —Mark Mehler
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The Starship, Class of 82: (from left) new drummer Don Baldwin,Craig Chaquico,
Paul Kantner, Mickey Thomas, Grace Slick, David Freiberg, Pete Sears.
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Looking Back, Looking Ahead

PAUL KKANTNER ... GRACE

lake Stock of the Starship

By David Gans

Burbank,Ca.

WINDS OF CHANGE, THE TITLE OF THE NEWEST JEFFERSON
Starship album, would have been appropriate for most of the 21 albums

released under the Starship or Jefferson Airplane names. Since its forma-
tion in 1965, the Starship/Airplane has seen more comings and goings than Liz Tay-
lor’s nuptial bed—the latest being the departure of drummer Aynsley Dunbar after the
tracks for Winds of Change were completed in August. He has been replaced by Don
Baldwin, late of ex-Doobie Brother Tom Johnston’s band.

The only constant throughout the band’s Listory is rhythm guitarist and founding
folkie Paul Kantner. While he's never been the band’s mealticket, he has certainly been its
conscience. Artistically, Kantner’s songwriting has defied all trends, combining speculative fiction,
political commentary and wry social observations. His contributions to Starship albums add a
depth of character rarely encountered in the big-time rock world.

Kantner has been the principal architect of the Starship’s transformation from psychedelic folk-rock
iconoclasts into the mellow-metal hitmakers they are today. Though he disavows any claim to group
leadership, Kantner carries himself with a spacey, offhand kind of authority. Playing guitar in a rock
band, Earth-bound pursuit though it may be, affords him the freedom to develop his vision—but his
gaze often seems fixed in another dimension, as if he'd rather be commanding an inter-stellar cargo
vessel or smuggling forbidden texts into occupied solar systems.

After the Starship’s fall tour ends, Kantner will put the finishing touches on his second solo album,
Planet Earth Rock 'n’ Roll Orchestra. It’s the soundtrack to the novel of the same name, which he wrote
in longhand over the last two-and-a-half years, about a band whose friends develop some interesting and
powerful technology. Certain military and religious types try to gain coptrol of these devices for theis
own political uses, and the story takes off from there. It's the kind of book that you might expect from a
rock 'n’ roll science fiction freak who pays attention to politics and religion.

Grace Slick, Kantner’s partner in music (and, for a time, in life), joined the Jefferson Airplane in 1966.
She rose to prominence as the singer of ‘Somebody To Love™ and “White Rabbit,” and as an out-
spoken proponent of outrageous behavior during the Summer of Love. She also collaborated
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with Kantner on several projects
outside the Airplane, including
daughter China (now 11), and re-
leased a solo album in 1974. After
founding the Starship with
Kantner and David Freiberg in
early 1974, Slick embarked on a
solo career in 1978, only to return
on 1981’s Modern Times. Although
her tongue has become considera-
bly less sharp since she gave up
drinking a few years back, Slick re-
mains one of rock’s most challeng-
ing and charismatic characters.

The following interview took
place at the Hyatt on Sunset, “the
only hotel in L.A. with a view,” ac-
cording to Kantner, and later the
same day in the Burbank studio
where Winds of Change was being
mixed.

Have your reasons for making mu-
sic changed much since you started
in this business?

Paul Kantner: I don’t know why I
was doing it when 1 started. You
don’t know why you do it—you’re
drawn to it. There’s no reason to
do it: it’s not a secure job; it didn’t
even pay the rent for the first year,
and nobody expected it to. Why
were you doing it, then?

Grace Slick: Because it’s fun, and
we like the music.

Kantner: It’s like somebody comes
down and gives you a magic lan-
guage, and when you go [blithers
and blathers some nonsense sylla-
bles], this happens. You don’t
know what “[blither and blather]”
means, or why this happens, but it
does! And we’ve spent a lot of time
trying to figure out how a certain
song can bring a tear to your eye,
how *‘The Marseillaise’ can stir
the heart of a Frenchman to valor
and all that. Music is an unknown.
1t’s like electricity—nobody knows
what electricity does. They can
create it, control it and disperse it,
but they don’t know why it does
what it does, or from whence the
power comes. And we don’t know
why music does what it does

Is the subject matter you deal with
now as important as the subject
matter you dealt with then?

Kantner: Love songs?
Volunteers?

Kantner: That was one album.
Slick: An album has ten songs.
One song will say, “Fuck you, we
do what we want,” and the others
are talking about the only thing
you cannot go without, which is
love. No way around it. You can be
punk for five years and say ‘“fuck
everybody in the world,” and
you’ll either die or have to change.
Period. No question about it. The
only thing that sustains you is love,
so most of the songs are going to be
about that.

And you’ve got to have a little
humor. Without Paul’s songs, and
without—and this is patting myself
on the back—my attitude, I think
you're (makes snoring noise).
Love's important, but humor, to
me, is second to love and should be
combined with it.

The atmosphere in which music is
being made is radically different
now, When you guys came up, mu-
sic was a central force. The Beatles
said that we can change the world
and “All you need is love,” and it
motivated—

Kantner: It’s still very true.

Slick: It’s not as easy to operate on
that level as people thought.
Kantner: “All you need is love” ex-
tends a long way beyond anybody’s
capacity to function. That’s your
basic Jesus—a person who loves
everybody extremely well and lives
his life completely right.

You mean it looks good on paper
but it’s hard to do?

Kantner: Exactly.

Slick: People say, ‘“What went
wrong with the philosophy of the
'60s?”* The only thing that went
wrong—and it wasn't really
wrong—was naivete. We felt that it
was possible to make a change in

the attitudes of people so that they
would try to operate on that level.
Kantner: But naivete itself is one
stage that you go through as a per-
son, so it’s totally natural to me
that you enjoy it, appreciate it. For
a child, awareness of the world is a
beautiful thing at first, and then it
learns about all the shit in the
world and becomes an adult.
That’s the process that we sort of
revolted against and tried to hold
back. We wanted to keep some of
that naivete about trusting people.
Eventually, you get enough people
who fuck that trust around a little
too much that you get a little less
naive and a little more world-wea-
ry. But we don’t want to let that
overcome the naivete, and that’s
the struggle—to maintain the child
in ourselves.

Is politics less important to the Star-
ship than it was to the Airplane?

anything. They hook you up to a
whole shitload of machines. The
machines all said I was okay.
“Hey, I'm in good shape—the ma-
chines said so!” So I've got a song.
The machines said I'm okay, and
I'm real glad about that. I don’t
give a shit what the doctor said,
you know, 'cause he has to
check to find out what the ma-
chines say before he can tell me
anything.

Kantner: Why didn’t you use that
on this album?

Slick: Because it’s a high-tech kind
of song, and it’s not even played by
anybody—it’s a/l machinery.
Kantner: My kind of stuff.

Is Winds of Change organic and
human, with ‘‘hands-on’’ musi-
cianship?

Slick: Two-thirds of it.

And what’s the other third?

Slick: The inside of Paul's brain.

Part of the song *I Came Back
from the Jaws of the Dragon”
deals with that. This isn’t paranoia,
but I think a lot of what happens is
orchestrated—allowed to happen,
in order to sort of soften people up.
A little “people tenderizer”?

Orchestrated by whom?

Kantner: The famous “they.” You
know, “them”? Whoever conceives
of themselves as running the huge
mass of a world. A lot of people are
trying to insert influences. Nobody
controls it, I hope (laughs). It
doesn’t appear (that anyone
does)—if they do, they’re real bad
at it. But I think there are people
who allow things to happen in or-
der to tenderize people.

In “Dragon,” they get you to the
point where they give you one little
thing—like lowering the interest
rates one point—and everybody
goes, **Oh, they're so wonderful!

Kantner: No. That’s what was go-
ing on in that period. Politics was a
real important thing to check out.
We found out what it was about
and that turned into the Vietnam
War, and Nixon eventually leaving
office, and a whole bunch of other
stuff, and we moved on.

Meaning music is more important
to the Starship.

Kantner: Music is more important
than any individual musician, I
think. Jefferson Starship makes
music, and hopefully moves some-
body to some end—one end being
just enjoyment of music. That
takes you to a place that . . . I don’t
know what it’s like. It’s something
you can’t explain, like the taste of
coffee.

On another level, we have an op-
portunity to move a lot of people.
Part of being in love is connecting
a song or two to that person. Fif-
teen years after you've broken up
with them, you hear that song and
you remember the good things that
went on rather than what stopped
it. It’s a privilege to zap into that
area, whether you make money on
it or not. I'm not going to give my
12-string guitar away if rock 'n’
roll goes away and Jesus music
takes over.

Leaving aside politics, where might
music go?

Kantner: You can’t ever tell. That’s
why it’s so interesting. Nobody
knows what the next big thing is
going to be. They've been trying to
figure that out since the Beatles,
and there hasn't been any Next Big
Thing since the Beatles.

Siick: There is the machinery,
though. A lot of people say that the
machines are too cold, but it de-
pends on who's using them. This
sounds weird, but there’s a tremen-
dous spirit drive or something—
you can damn near make things
operate for you. They become ani-
mated, almost, spiritually animat-
ed. I'm not talking about Jesus, I'm
talking about the spirit, just the hu-
man drive.

So maybe the '80s are about acquir-
ing a healthy relationship with
machines.

Slick: Oh, yeah. Get to know your
machines, friends. I went to have a
checkup, and the doctor didn’t do

That’s what makes it interesting:
the members of the band are totally
different. I don’t mean fighting—.
it's interesting to hear Paul’s “Out
of Control" on the same album
with Pete and Jeannette’s (Sears)
“I Will Stay,” two opposite ends of
the spectrum. Ordinarily you don’t
get that.

Kantner: It’s the “variety show”
approach. Rather than one person
doing everything and the band be-
ing backup people, it’s sort of like a
parade of people that weaves in.
Some people get taller here and
there, some people get louder—but
it’s all a variety show.

It’s not “This is Paul’s tune, so
Paul tells everybody what to do”?

Kantner: Some people will bring a
tune in and basically throw it into
the pit and some people exercise
more control. I like to think I do it
more like throwing it into the pit.
Craig Chaquico is getting more to
wanting everybody to play certain
things, up to a point.

Are you all comfortable with that?
Kantner: Not really.
“Fuck you, we do what we want”?

Kantner: (laughs) Right. When
they're not listening, you sneak in
little things live. Sometimes they
hear it, sometimes they don’t.
Playing the same part over and
over...you have to expand a little.

These times now that we're liv-
ing in are going through rapid
changes so fast that people are just
boggled—bad and good. There was
a novel called The Sheep Look Up, I
think, by John Brunner. It was a
follow-up to Stand on Zanzibar, in
which he theorized that the island
of Zanzibar could hold everybody
in the world. Once the population
of the world started trickling off
the island into the water, that’s
when things would start getting
crazy. In the novel, they had
reached that point. There were
something he called *‘Berserkers”’;
you'd just be walking down the
street and some guy’d go mad and
start hacking up people, or shoot-
ing people. It’s like that rat society:
when they start getting real crowd-
ed, they all stop drinking water
and will only drink alcohol, and
they go into these psychotic
phases.

Grace Slick: “On avariety of levels we
have all seen little signs on the road that

say ‘CLIFE; and have said, ‘Hey, that

looks like fun- accelerate!””

They're great! They're our sav-
iors!”” They’ve been beaten down
for four years, then they get one lit-
tle thing and they feel good. The
song says, ‘*‘And you become so
happy, you don’t send them to jail”
for all their other shit that you
found out that they’ve done.

Is it that somebody’s actively fuck-
ing with it?

Kantner: It’s not as active as send-
ing the troops into Chicago (the
1968 Demo convention), or Peo-
ple’s Park in Berkeley when they
were shotgunning people (from)
the roofs. They found that they
can’t get away with that—they
tried, and they sort of thought
maybe they could, but they
couldn’t, really. So I think it’s be-
come much subtler. The economic
times, if you’ll notice, turn a lot of
people back to Jesus, back to God
and country and the American
Way.

I’ve been following these reli-
gious programs a lot, because TV is
so bad. Some of these programs are
so bizarre that they’re amusing.
They’ve taken to mentioning us as
being Satanic. They're getting into
backward masking—putting stuff
in records backwards. I've heard
some of it myself, and some of it’s
quite real, like Black Oak Arkan-
sas and other groups saying ‘‘Satan
is Lord.”” And Led Zeppelin’s
“Stairway to Heaven™: if you listen
to things backwards, they may be
there and they may not. As I hear
them, they sound pretty much
there, though—‘‘Here’s to my
sweet Satan,” ““Satan is Lord,” and
stuff like that.

But I think of people in back
rooms all day listening to all the
rock records that ever existed in-
stead of going out and stumping
for Jesus and seeing that people get
fed and clothed. The Jesus people
have included us in it, and I'm get-
ting upset about that. I'm gonna go
talk to a couple of them and say,
“Hey, we do a lot of non-Satanic
things, like benefits-for the Viet-
nam veterans, retarded children,
and Cambodia. You’re gonna be
cutting off the money to all these
things if you destroy us as a
group.”

Have you done all these benefits at
the expense of the Starship’s finan-
cial security?

Kantner: We’ve never made very
good money, with a few occasional
exceptions, but even by our mini-
mal standards, we’re paid obscene-
ly for what we do.

Considering that you'd be doing it
anyway?

Kantner: That's not the point. Al-
most any movie or rock star is paid
too much money for what they do.
But I think it’s our duty—and it’s
almost a privilege—to run some of
that money back into the causes
that we think deserve it. To me, it’s
an obligation. I don’t know if it’s
my Catholic upbringing, where
you're taught to tithe your church.
I'm not a church person at all, but
I feel you have to tithe your planet.
If you're in the position that we
are, you're obligated to run a lot of
that back in, or it won't last.

Stephen King did a real interest-
ing thing recently, and some rock
stars—ourselves included, when
we get real rich—ought to take no-
tice of it: for his next novel, he took
a dollar and he told the publisher
to spend the rest of the million dol-
lars that they were offering and
spend it on encouraging new writ-
ers. That’s a real good gesture; put-
ting it on the publisher might give
them some responsibility.

It’s also handing the money over to
the robbers, in a sense.

Kantner: They’re not all robbers.
That’s like saying all record com-
pany executives are robbers.
They’re not; some people, some-
where in there (chuckling) are ac-
tually interested in doing a good
job. I've met some of them; I've
worked with some of them over the
years. A lot of them have gotten
fired and they’re not in this busi-
ness any more, but I've worked
with a lot of them.

Yeah, and you’ve worked with a lot
of musicians, too. In fact, you said
earlier, “Nothing is for keeps in
this band—ever.”

Kantner: This band is built on
change. Thomas Jefferson’s atti-
tude that there should be a revolu-
tion every five years hold true for
bands as well.

Slick: It's a symbiotic condition.
My solo albums don’t sell like Air-
plane and Starship stuff does, but |
make more money on solo albums
than I do in this band. But I can’t
leave; I'm too related to the Star-
ship. I belong here. Even if they
were a bunch of accountants it
might be that way. It’s frightening.
It scared me. I thought I was
strong enough to say, “Fuck this
shit! New chapter in my life.” It
didn't work.  You don’t have to
leave a band just ‘cause you want
to jerk off on a solo album. You
can go jerk off and also stay with
the band, wunless you hate
everybody.

This band has been through so
many disasters and changes it
seems as though you’ve spent your
nine lives, and maybe nine more.

Kantner: Personally, I've got 18 on
a list that I wrote, and I stopped
writing after a while. Everything,
including a motorcycle accident at
40 miles an hour headfirst into a
telephone pole. My skull was shat-
tered, but I was out of the hospital
in ten days.

We've had a guardian angel over
us all of our lives, somehow—uh,
knock on wood.

Having gone into many dragons’s
mouths and come out smiling, you
start to get a little cocky about it
after a while. Then eventually you
get humble, or thankful.

Slick: On a yariety of levels, we
have all seen little signs on the road
that say “CLIFF" and said, ‘‘Hey,
that looks like fun—accelerate!”
We've all done that to a certain ex-
tent, and each had his own way of
doing it.

Kantner: And not with the thought
that we were going to crash. We
thought we were going to fly.
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On Stage

“The Very

Definition

Of Soul Himself”’

James Brown/
Wilson Pickett
The Palladium
New York City
October 2, 1982

By Vince Aletti

n the way to the
recent James
Brown/Wilson
Pickett concert at
the Palladium,
I’d worried that
the performers had become arti-
facts—stale, aging, frozen in their
roles (Soul Brother Number One
and The Wicked Pickett, or as Pick-
ett now calls himself, The Last
Soulman), and fossilized some-
where in the past. What is that cli-
che?: *“‘mere shadows of their
former selves.” But, strutting and
sweating on the Palladium stage,

there were no shadows, no fossils.
These are no longer young men but
they crackle with a warmth and vi-
tality that many younger singers,
muffled in cynicism and conceit,
never get near. If there was weari-
ness here, neither man betrayed it
in his blitz across the stage, though
Brown seemed to be straining some
to live up to his reputation, invoked
in a repeated chant by his MC, as
the Hardest-Working Man in Show
Business. But he needn’t have
pushed it because his audience was
older too, and eagerly indulgent.
Nearly half the sell-out crowd was
black and middle-aged, people
who'd grown up with Pickett and
Brown, some with canes now, some
with grandchildren to hold on their
shoulders and offer up onstage.
They left the dancing in the aisles to
the kids, including an enthusiastic
contingent of white new wavers, but

they shouted and they waved and
they were not to be outdone by the
children among them: when Pickett
pulled a willing teenager onstage,
she was danced right off by a wom-
an twice her age who sprang up and
did a joyous, grinding bop. This was
not a night of musty memories, it
was a celebration of endurance and
endless, stubborn hope.

Women were already vaulting
onstage during Wilson Pickett’s
second song, dancing for a moment
in the reflected spotlight or rushing
in for a kiss before the bouncers
whisked them off. And no wonder:
Pickett was still wickedly hand-
some, a little beefy, perhaps, but ag-
ile and powerful—a boxer’s body in
a western-style tan suit with his ini-
tials sewn on the back pockets, an
enormous silver medallion, and a
coppery satin shirt ready to be
ripped open. He did an abbreviated
set with two built-in encores and no
real surprises, but if the songs—six
of his biggest hits, none less than
ten years old—were no longer fresh,
the delivery was. Pickett retained
his trademark stance—bent for-
ward from the waist, hand on hip,
propelled across the stage on tap-
ping feet—but he was animated by
something more than familiar
moves or rerun routines. If he was
glowing from the moment he strode

James Brown: “The definition of soul himself.”

centerstage and jumped into “Mid-
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a mic sound better?

The Audio-Technica ATM41
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midrange for increased clarity.
And although this can eliminate a
“muddy” sound, Beyer believes
you should decide if it adds up to

With the new Beyer M 300, 4
we’ve combined definition in
the upper midrange for greater
’ clarity with full-bodied response
throughout the frequency range.
The M 300 represents our design
philosophy that a good sound means
a well-balanced sound and no single
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expense of overall frequency

At Beyer Dynamic’s ultra-modern
manufacturing facility in West
Germany, we hand-build virtually
all of our microphones in the most
evolved state of fine German
engineering. For the first time, the
new Beyer M 300 offers you Beyer

excellence at an affordable price.

Why the Beyer M 300 could be a better choice
than the vocal mic you were going to buy.

How can a vocal mic claim
to have the “today” sound?
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With today’s constantly
evolving technology, we don’t

| doubt that newer entries into the
vocal mic market such as the
Electro-Voice PL80 represent
updated thinking in design and
manufacturing. But when some-
one claims to have designed a
‘ microphone based on the “complex
frequency components of the
human voice’s waveforms,”* we
must ask: Whose human voice?
And when someone tells you their
mic has the “today” sound, we must
also ask: What is the “today” sound?

At Beyer Dynamic, we believe
that you are the best judge of
what is the optimum mic for your
voice and your sound. In fact, we
encourage you to audition a variety
of competitive mics before making
afinal decision.

Trying a Beyer means you
care enough to bypass the easy
choice for the kind of mic that will
distinguish your vocals in live sound
and recording situations. The Beyer
M 300 comes equipped witha
high-quality cable with Neutrik

XLR connector.
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night Hour,” he was absolutely ra-
diant by the final encore, *“Land of
1000 Dances.” It wasn’t just that he
was basking in the heated screams
from the crowd, though he did
seem more moved and grateful than
his swaggering younger ego would
ever have allowed. Pickett’s exhila-
ration surged from a mixture of re-
lief and pride: there must have been
some scary times, low years, but
he'd gotten through, his voice re-
markably intact—rough, raspy
screams, and all his tough appeal
undiminished. Pickett is 41 and his
songs are not modern, but he’s as
vibrant and spirited as any 20-year-
old (he could get down with Grand-
master Flash anytime). and when
he ran off stage, the crowd gave him
up reluctantly.

For some time now, James
Brown has seemed a caricature of
himself. He looks neither young nor
old (though he’s now 54) because
his face appears mask-like, gleam-
ing and sculpted, iconic (like Mae
West) even when it’s mobile and
vivid. He was never the most subtle
of performers—he and his band
(now the JB’s International, but as
great as ever) gangbanged every
song, throbbing, pumping, thrust-
ing, etc. with a zesty lasciviousness,
never missing a step in their com-
plex, non-stop routines. Yet Brown
is utterly riveting and no matter
how many times he’s done exactly
this same sequence of songs (you
know the ones), he convinces you
he’s giving his all every time out.
His image remains bizarre, cartoon-
ish, especially when his long
straightened hair fluffs with sweat
and he looks like a rough prison
matron in a bright green pantsuit
(very Maude or Louise Jefferson;
my friend Judy said she’'d had the
identical outfit in high school). It’s
not really sexy any more, but he
works it for all it’s worth and he’s a
demon on stage: splits, twirls, quick
little dances in place, and that crazy
locomotion across the floor on one
vibrating leg. The performance is
breathless, with hardly a let-up ex-
cept for a minute when he spieled
out something rote and garbled
about being “that same shoeshine
boy who grew up in Augusta, Geor-
gia” (not in them clothes you ain’t)
or the countless unnecessary times
when his MC broke in to shout
“James Brown! James Brown! The
definition of soul himself?”” And
these same songs are of course nev-
er the 'same: he twists them and
shakes them and wrings them out
with impossible screams, yelps,
groans. Like Brown, the music is
neither young nor old; the show is
one pulsing continuum of timeless
beat. By the end, after nearly an
hour during which he’d left the
stage and rushed back a number of
times, Brown and the band and the
audience were frantic and still the
wildness wasn’t spent. He went off
beaming, gracious, still in manic
motion. Hit me! Hit me!

PHOTO: EBF' T ROBERTS
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Still, I don’t think it’s a low-key
performance. We've got heaps of
energy on stage.”

“The Australian pub scene is a
good proving ground for bands,”
Ham adds. “It’s great to play live.
It does get to be a grind for some,
but if you can cut it there you get so
used to playing in front of an audi-
ence that when you get a record
deal you’ll do well—as long as
you’ve got the tunes.”

The broad range of styles they
tackled in their club days proved to
be a problem for the Men when rec-
ord company people came by to see
what all those packed pubs were
about. “‘Record companies did
come along, because we were at-
tracting big crowds, but a typical
agent would stay maybe ten min-
utes. He'd hear one particular style
that we were doing at the moment
and say, ‘That’s not going to hap-
pen,’ and leave. If he’d stayed long-
er he would have heard us go
through a whole lot of different
styles, and we’d have gotten him at
some stage.”

Though their rise was swift, the
Men didn’t start out playing to
packed houses. They had a regular
Wednesday gig at a converted bowl-

ing alley in a seaside suburb of Mel-
bourne, generally drawing 150
people in a club that could handle
1500. “We didn’t have a record and
nobody knew us,” Ham explains.
“It was a little bit soul-destroying.” X
One frequent and enthusiastic
visitor was a man who told them he ‘

was with CBS Records and prom-
ised to get the bigwigs to come and
hear them. “After he left we'd say,
‘Yeah, sure. Just another sales rep
that goes around to the stores, and
he’s coming into a pub and knight-
ing himself,’ ”* says Ham.

That salesman disregarded the
empty seats and made it his mission
to get Men At Work signed by CBS.
He pulled a succession of stunts at
the label’s offices. ‘‘He really
worked hard for us,” says Ham.
*‘He once barricaded the Mel-
bourne branch’s car park with scaf-
folding and signs saying ‘Caution—
Men At Work.’ He got into the
Managing Director’s office and
bolted the receiver onto the body of
his telephone.

*Another time he walked into a
meeting wearing overalls, with a
saw and a ladder under his arm. He
set the ladder up in the middle of
the floor—I wasn’t there, but I've
heard the story corroborated by a
number of people who were—and
he climbed to the top and started
playing the saw—'pwoinnng!"—and
yelling, ‘MEN AT WORK! I don't
know what the story would have
been if he hadn’t done those things.”

When the CBS brass did start
paying attention to the Men, Hay |
recalls, “‘they didn't really like us all
that much. But we didn’t like them
all that much, either. They saw us
on a bad night and laid a few raves

The Blasters

Continued from page 4

Dave, however, understands the
ephemeral nature of fans’s tastes,
especially in this country. “‘Last
August in L.A. we headlined at the
Hollywood Palladium before about
4500 people. See, rockabilly’s real
hip this year. Next year, maybe
we'll be playing in front of just a
thousand people. But we'll be
playing.”

This, too, is a lesson taught by an
old master—T-Bone Walker, to be
precise—and it's proved to be the
most valuable one of all. *“I remem-
ber seeing T-Bone playing in some
martini bar in Englewood, Califor-
nia,” Dave recalls. “Twenty years
earlier he was wearing the best
suits, had a string of chart hits and
was being real slick. When you see
something like that, you realize that
the reason why you make music is
not for the rock star glamor and to
be cool and all that—you do it be-
cause you like to make music.
That’s where we come from.”
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on about how they weren’t pre-
pared to put money into us—not
that we'd asked them for any
money.”

They were finally signed by the
chief of A&R, a man Hay describes
as “‘just our sort of fan: good gram-
mar-school boy, middle class,
small, close-cropped beard—"

“Used to be a hippie, refuses to
admit it now,” Ham interjects. “Pe-
ter came along and saw a couple of
weeks’ worth of shows, and we
went to Sydney and did gigs up
there. We wined and dined and
skirted around the subject, y’know

commercial song,” says Ham. “On
‘Who Can It Be Now?’ he said,
‘We'll put the melody line as a hook
right at the start,” where it used to
have a two-minute intro. Peter’s
suss has been very important to us.

“When we put the album togeth-
er, we had no idea what we were do-
ing,” Ham continues. “No, that’s
selling ourselves short. But we nev-
er really planned anything, and we
certainly never tailored the music
towards a market. Everyone in the
band has different ideas about mu-
sic, and we all listen to different
things. The album has something

don’t think the other people would
| cope really well with that,” he says.
“I know I wouldn’t if somebody
was ramming things down my neck
all the time.”

Hay and fellow guitarist Ron
Strykert don’t divide their parts
into “lead” and “‘rhythm.” “Every-
thing is nice and intertwined. The
keyboards and the other sounds we
use are embellishments, so you
don’t have huge chordal organs and
loud, heavy guitars,” Hay asserts.
“Things don’t get in the way of
each other, which means that you
can go back and listen to it again

“We never really planned anything,” says Greg Ham,
“and we certainly never tailored the music towards
a market. The album has something for everybody.”

—nobody was actually talking
about signing. We were talking
about anything but! It was a bit like
a marriage proposal.” Band and la-
bel eventually did find their tongues
and agree to do business.

When it came time to translate
their club act into the concise and
more-or-less calculated format of a
record, producer Mclan didn’t
change the music as much as help
the Men focus it. “He gave us a bit
of insight into putting together a

;
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for everybody.”

“I don’t think there’s ever been a
song that came out sounding exact-
ly like I thought it would,” says
Hay, “but I've always been happy
with the way they come out. The
concept changes through dealing
with five people, and it always
changes for the better.”

Although Hay sings nine of the
ten songs on Business As Usual and
wrote or co-wrote eight of them, he
is not the leader of the band. “I

‘ and hear something else.”

Clean arrangements aren’t the
exclusive province of Oz bands, to
be sure, but the blend of styles in
Men At Work—and their emphasis
on forging a group character—is re-
freshing on the American airwaves,
which seem all too often to reward
a lack of originality when it’s time
to decide what gets heard. “There’s
a reggae feel that’s comfortable for
us, and it’s a groove that Colin
writes really well in, but we’re not a
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reggae band,” says Ham. “We'’re a
melodic band; Colin, particularly, is
strong on melody.” Add a lean and
muscular rhythm section (bassist
John Rees and drummer Jerry
Speiser), mix up the grooves and in-
strumentation so you don’t repeat
yourself too often, and you’ve got, it
seems, a future.

Throughout their admittedly
brief career, Men At Work have
shunned trendiness in favor of an
honest sound unrelated to the cur-
rent rage. ““We’ve never tied our-
selves to any particular fashion,”
says Ham. “In fact, I think we're a
very unfashionable band. As soon
as you tie yourself to a fashion,
you're sounding your own death
knell in a way, because they come
and go so fast. Unless you can
change credibly when the trends do,
you're fucked.”

Which is exactly what Men At
Work want to avoid. So while
bands go on repeating successful
formulas ad nauseam, Ham vows
he and his mates will “do what we
did this time and not think about it
at all” when sessions for the second
LP begin. “That’s all we can do,
and it’s all we’re likely to do,” he
adds. “If we sat down and said,
‘Guys, we're Old Romantics now,’
or whatever fashionable thing, we
couldn’t agree on it. There’s no way
we could be that organized.”
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so, of the Rolling Stones’ '81 U.S.
jaunt—they’ve even hired the
Stones’ publicist, Paul Wasserman.
Financially, the picture is just as at-
tractive: an estimated million fans
will see the Who, with gross re-
ceipts totaling $20 million, a good
chunk of which will end up in the
quartet’s pockets.

But what does it all mean, this
rather mercenary *“Retirement Sav-
ings Plan™? Is this really a dignified
exit? The Who were given up for
dead two years ago when it was
more dangerous being in the band
(due to the number of errant fists
flying about) than it was playing be-
fore throngs of fanatics. According
to Townshend, it’s simply a matter
of “knowing how to finish.”

THE NEXT

morning, Townshend is entertain-
ing individual members of the press
in his suite at the Dolly Madison in
downtown Washington. When the
Stones played here last year, they
wound up renting the entire hotel,
but the Who are considerably less
auspicious: the mood of the entou-
rage is polite but guarded.

The Who’s articulate, spiritual
leader is stationed on an overstuffed
couch which causes him to shift like
a restless child every five to ten
minutes. Actually, at 37, he looks
kind of “slip kid,” thanks to a new
tousled, boyish coif and a lean year
off booze and drugs. Rehabilitation
has soothed his complexion and
brought out the blue in his sad
hound-dog eyes.

He’s attempting to make some
definitive statement on the Who in
1982, but it’s a tough go. “What
we're doing is . . . what we’re saying
... what wemust dois. . . keep ev-
erything that we’ve done and every-
thing we represent and everything
we stand for alone and solid so that
it will remain a solid traditional pil-
lar in rock which will always be a
barometer,” he says slowly while
chain smoking a strong Indian ciga-
rette. “*Something that people can
kick against and react to, throw
things against. And, like the cover
of Who's Next, piss up against.”

But piss will never fell a pillar, al-
though Townshend seemed to be
asking for that to happen in 1978’s
death wish, Who Are You?, with its
resonant cry of ‘‘music must
change.” Townshend, who once
embraced the Jam as possible suc-
cessors to the Who's throne, ap-
pears to be contradicting himself.

Music must change? “Actually
we've departed from that way of
thinking,” he says matter-of-factly.
“We are an institution. Nobody can
argue with it. They may not like it.
They might sneer. But they cannot

argue with it. Neither can we. We
don’t like it any more than they do,
but we are an institution.

*“So our feeling at the moment is
that it would be best for rock music
and for the people who view society
and everything else through the ae-
gis of rock music, if we controlled
our closing chapter, as it were, so
that the pillar remains, rather than
let everything dwindle out or may-
be just keep working until one of us
does have a heart attack on the golf
course. Which I think would really
fuck up that image.

“You know, some of the greatest
images and some of the greatest pil-
lars of rock and roll are people who
have died, because it has cut short
their career at its zenith. But at
least it’s been a clean edge and
that’s important. I don’t want to go,
let’s say, the way of Buster Keaton,
who, had he not made terrible films
late in life, would have been remem-
bered for his great work.”

Pillars of rock 'n’ roll. Great
work. The Who are the former. As
for the latter, it’s been in short sup-
ply of late. In fact, most of the
Who’s great work—the monu-
ments—is more than a decade old
now. The enduring anthems, “My
Generation” and “The Kids are Al-
right,” date back 18 years to the
band’s Mod days. Aye, you
couldn’t ask for a noisier bunch of
snotnosed punters back then.
Townshend calls it “being more or-
dinary” and a “better example of a
rock 'n’ roll band than the Rolling
Stones.”” Whatever, they were a
great singles band and the first to
enunciate a young man’s primal in-
stincts with a passion that wouldn’t
be duplicated until John Lydon
turned Rotten.

Then it’s on to Tommy and Qua-
drophenia, ambitious and inspired
in both form and focus. Though
time hasn’t been especially kind to
its content, *‘Pinball Wizard”’
should re-emerge on this tour with
a new cachet among the Pac-Man
crowd. But their best album is
1972’s Who's Next, an epic set of di-
verse, eclectic proportions featuring
“Won't Get Fooled Again’ and
“Baba O'Riley,” both staples of the
current live set. Interestingly
enough, “My Generation’ has been
dropped from the repertoire.

The last four albums, Odds &
Sods through Face Dances, were
substandard, unaccountably dissi-
pated and propped up by the pathos
of their sycophants in the American
rock press. The Who came apart at
the seams in those years, both per-
sonally and professionally. Town-
shend owned up a few months back:
“We have been guilty. We put out a
record called ‘Squeeze Box’ that
was ds bad as”Ebony and-lvory.” *

And then there are the lesser
monuments of the Who's career.
Keith Moon dead in 1978 of some

bio-chemical failure; 11 fans tram-
pled to death at Riverfront Stadium
in Cincinnati in 1979; the death last
year of Kit Lambert—the Who's
manager in the '60s, and the one
credited with encouraging Town-
shend’s ambitious vision of rock ’n’
roll—from injuries sustained in a
fall down the stairs of his mother’s
home (he’d been beaten up in a
London club the previous night), al-
though rumors of suicide persist
among Who historians.

These blows have somehow been
internalized by Messrs. Town-
shend, Daltrey, Entwistle and
Jones. Townshend’s journeys to his
personal heart of darkness are now
reserved largely for solo efforts, but
It’s Hard has struck a common
enough chord to be comfortably en-
sconced in the top 10 as this is writ-
ten. When Townshend insists the
album’s “‘a fucking landmark for
us,” though, he’s not referring to
any musical breakthrough on the
group's part; rather, he's expressing
his astonishment over the Who hav-
ing actually made another record.

*“I had come back from Califor-
nia at the end of February and had
Jjust two songs when I went down to
the studio,” he recalls. *“The band
was working—they were active,
they were writing. Roger was play-
ing the guitar. If I had said right
then and there, ‘Listen chaps, I
don’t feel like making this record,’
they looked as if they would have
gone on and done something with-
out me.

*“And they weren’t making any
demonstrations to me, either. They
were just doing it because they
wanted to do it. It was really
strange. I thought I'd really like to
play with these guys. Do you know
what I mean? One of the big prob-
lems is that it’s been a long time
since I felt that way because I al-
ways thought, ‘Fuck, I've got to get
everybody animated in the studio
and try to fire 'em up, got to take
them in a masterpiece to play, which
they’d condescend to record with
their monolithic dinosaur group.

*“That’s always the way I'd
thought it. But this was just sort of
low key. Six weeks later the album
was finished and it was a natural,
unconsidered, spontaneous record,
the kind I would imagine a brand
new group could easily make. Per-
haps in the context of a lot of Who
records, particularly Who's Next or
Quadrophenia, it’s not quite such a
landmark, but from our point of
view it's a tremendous record.”

A question about the cover of I1’s
Hard, which juxtaposes the title
over a child playing a video game in
which the Who are getting zapped,
hits a tender nerve,

“f had Very fittle to'dfo with the
cover and the title,”” he answers
quickly. Puffing and fidgeting on the
couch, he goes on to explain how, in
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some areas, the Who's vaunted in-
ternal dissension can be counter-
productive. “‘One of the problems
with the band is that we very, very
rarely agree on policy. So where we
should have a terrific album cover,
we have a rather spineless cover be-
cause nobody works hard enough
for it. Nobody fights. Now that
we're all in our late 30s and we do
listen to what the other person has
to say, we’re even morz boring.”

So what now? Stay a boring old
solo sod until that fatal day on the
golf course? “I don’t really know,”
Townshend replies. Tkere might be
a European tour, most assuredly a
stadium date in London, maybe one
more Who album. All in all, he
seems more certain of what he
doesn’t want to get invclved in, most
notably more film projects, “because
of the cumbersome nature of the
film industry,” Townshend explains.
“I saw Nick Roeg work five projects
at the same time, trying to make five
deals. Now I know you're not sup-
posed to stand back and work and
use your own money (the Who
learned this costly lesson on The
Kids Are Alright), but if I was Nick

“Roeg I'd get 4 day job, make 10,000

quid and make a 16 millimeter film.
I'd go back to art. I don’t think I
could stand that kind of tension.”

This is Townshend reverting to
the impulsive brat, the punk of Ea-
ling Art School who learned that
self-expression could be as instant
as, yes, smashing a Rickenbacker. It
was one of his earliest roles. He
plays it less frequently these days,
preferring instead to temper his im-
pulsiveness with a wisdom born of
hard-won experience in the music
business—a business he readily ac-
knowledges offers him a degree of
artistic freedom he might not find
elsewhere. “For all the shit that’s
been tossed about the record indus-
try, it’s one of the most flexible areas
to work in and the only area you're
readily given money with no ques-
tions asked. You don’t even have to
have a hit. That’s why this fuss
about home taping is important. It’s
not depriving me of any money. I
get paid lots. It’s denying new talent
the money for development.”

INTWISILE

is roomed a couple of floors below
Townshend in a relatively austere
suite, although" the Dolly Madison
does not scale down to a Holiday
Inn mode of minimalism. Where
Townshend travels with a four-
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menl onstage; John Entwistle in full regalia; Keney Jones, one brick shy of a load.

PHOTOS JONATHAN GROSS, NEAL PRESTON, NEAL PRESTON

rack portable studio, Entwistle,
vho by his own admission “spends
noney as fast as I get it,” surrounds
simself with high-tech toys.

A graphite Steinberger bass rests
i a chair, a Toshiba portable ste-
'e0 in a specially-built travel case is
serched on a dining table, a JVC
video system, also in a custom case,
s on the floor. Entwistle is dressed
n his “uniform”—that is, a tacky
solyester shirt, vest, jeans and a
nost prominent accessory—a huge
‘Boris The Spider’ pendant,
tround his neck. Could the Who
urvive if this man hired a fashion
:onsultant? He's not trendy and he
:ouldn’t give a shit. He lives for the
‘oad, all else be damned.

Among the Who, Entwistle was
he most deeply affected by drum-
ner Keith Moon’s passing. Togeth-
:r they were the real rockers in the
sand, the punks, the borstal boys.
~hen the Who were off the road in
975, Entwistle went out and put
ogether a short-lived outfit called
)x; and when the sun finally sets on
he Who'’s empire, Entwistle, more
o than Daltrey or Townshend, is
wn odds-on favorite to pursue a reg-
dar schedule of touring. That the
¥ho pulled back so drastically on
oncerts as the *70s wore on is a
ontinuing source of frustration to

Entwistle. For one, he understands
how special the band is on a good
night in concert.

*I never really wanted it to
change, I wanted it to stay the
same,” says the grey-bearded bass-
ist. “For Keith and I, it seemed the
band had worked so hard doing
ballbusting tours in the early days,
and then once we started earning
money, we stopped the touring, cut
it all down. We had worked for ab-
solutely nothing.

*“I couldn’t care less if the Who
made another album. The thing I
care about is the stage shows. I be-
lieve the magic comes from playing
different every night and trying to
get ideas to work for something bet-
ter than it was the night before.”
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further downstairs in his suite.
Tanned, taut and sporting a modi-
fied ducktail, the diminutive singer,
with his square, almost surly fea-
tures, looks like he should be play-
ing wing for a soccer team. He
remains the “man” in the band, the
father figure to Townshend’s prodi-
gal son.

Townshend claims he had to con-

vince Daltrey to allow him back
into the Who before recording com-
menced on /t’s Hard, and his story
of this incident illustrates how
much influence Daltrey wields in a
band that is widely perceived to be-
gin and end with Pete.

Relates Townshend: “After the
English tour at the beginning of last
year (during which he and Daltrey
fought to the point of bloodletting),
I simply didn’t want to work with
them and cancelled a European
tour and basically goofed for the
rest of the year.

“Roger felt that that was it and |
was a lost soul; the band then start-
ed thinking seriously about splitting
up. At the end of last year I sudden-
ly realized I was in a real spiral and
I had to do something about it
starting with alcohol (cutting a bot-
tle-plus per day brandy habit, not to
mention heroin and cocaine). I then
had to put my family together.
Then I spoke to Roger and had to
convince him that I really wanted
to work with the band and wasn’t
going to goof off. Most of all I had
to convince Roger that it was going
to make me happy, because that
was the thing he was most dis-
tressed about. He'd hate to see me
go through a tour with the end re-
sult of it being a self-destructive
depression.”

Daltrey, as someone on the tour
put it, doesn’t believe he’s a good
interview and therefore keeps his
distance from the press. Yet at the
odd moment you can get a word or
two out of him; enough, anyway, to
learn that his attitude towards
Townshend in the past year grew
out of a deep, and not altogether
unrealistic concern for what the
Who were becoming.

“I’m the one who wanted to stop
touring,” he claims. ““I thought it
was important to stop before we
started going downhill, which was
in the cards. We are approaching
our 40s and I, for one, find it hard
identifying with being a rock 'n’ roll
singer sometimes. [ mean, my son is
18 years old: He should be the sing-

er. I should just be the dad.

“I didn’t always think this way,”
he adds. “But when Pete went out
on his binge, something happened to
me. I was deeply hurt. And I no
longer felt about the Who the way I
had. I feel we are still going to do
something truly great. But it’s over.”

THERE I3

no sign of greatness in the back-
stage atmosphere in the Capital
Centre. Out front in the hall, Wash-
ington’s royalist minions have come
out of the closet with their Union
Jacks, and their noise indicates they
are ready for some form of rock in-
surrection. Occasionally, the crowd
comes together for a surging call of
“*Who0000000™ not unlike that for
*“Bruuuuuuucccce.”

But behind the curtain, this
might just be another Journey mer-
chandising meeting. It’s definitely
not an event of Stonesian propor-
tions, and for visiting celebrities we
must make do with one very star-
struck Joan Jett, who came down to
the show as part of her birthday
party. The Schlitz cameras are here
too, documenting nothing more
than the ticking of the clock. Town-
shend appears in the same clothes
he wore during the interview. It’s
all very run of the mill.

But the Who, as Entwistle indi-
cated, haven’t really made an indel-
ible live statement, since Wood-
stock and Live At Leeds. You do
“Summertime Blues,” don’t you?
Stones tours are built to last, even
the lesser exercises; but broach the
subject of the Who's last decade on
the road and most can remember
only Cincinnati or the time in San
Francisco when Moon collapsed on
stage and a young drummer in the
audience came up and lived out ev-
eryone’s fantasy. The rest is just a
blur of twirling microphone cords.

Is it anyone’s fault but the
band’s? From 1975 to this tour,
they played virtually the same set,

adding a few cuts from Who Are
You? for the 1979 and '80 jaunts. In
a face-to-face interview a couple of
years ago in Melody Maker, the
Jam’s Paul Weller scolded Town-
shend: “‘If you plan to go on,
change your set.”

Townshend says his hands are no
less bound today than they were
then: *“One of the things is that you
play what works best on stage; and
what you play, most of it, has to fit
into a level of dynamic energy
which is there as soon as all four of
us get out there. It would be impos-
sible for Roger and I to walk out on
stage and go into ‘Lay Down Sally.
The material has to fit in with the
atmosphere that is already out
there.” And indeed there are mo-
ments in the show when the desire,
drive and urgency of the Who com-
bine into something truly resonant.
But for the most part, the boys use
this indoor date as a warmup, hav-
ing had only a Birmingham, En-
gland date coming in. A pointed
pastiche, focussing on Quadro-
phenia and It’s Hard— distant
cousins in their ‘“individual-and-
collective™ spirit—goes down well,
although the middle section
slumps. Response becomes polite
and Townshend waves his arms try-
ing to get the crowd going through
the bog of “5:15"

They close with the exultant
strains of ““Won’t Get Fooled
Again,” with Townshend offering
some of his most graceful leaps of
the night. Still, no big deal this one,
and the Who pack it up after one
encore, which includes the set’s
most enjoyable tune, “Twist and
Shout,” with a vocal by Entwistle.

For one brief moment, it appears
Townshend is going to smash his
guitar for this next-to-last D.C.-
area audience (they played two
shows here). Alas, he pauses at the
top of his backswing and slices in-
stead through a convenient micro-
phone stand.

Maybe later for a Fender splinter
bomb. Control, Townshend says, is
the operative word this year.
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Mick Fleetwood’s Easy Beats

By Fred Schruers playing, a sound that is direct yet | drumming to me—that ease of
hen Lindsey | propulsive, and thankfully free of | movement, you know?”
Buckingham | the ornate hot licks most drummers His key signpost has always been

first entered | feel compelled to interject. He plays | to follow the lead of his guitarists
a recording | with the spare, deliberate snap and | and singers—to accentuate their

studio with | flow of groove-masters like legend- | statements. “I'm eternally grateful

Mick Fleet- | ary Memphis/Stax sessionman Al | to Peter Green for something he
wood and the revamped, Califor- | Jackson, or Chicago bluesmen Fred | made me aware of, which was never
nian edition of Fleetwood Mac in Bellow and Sam Lay—moving peo- | to worry about being clever, but to
1975, he was a bit overawed about | ple through musical sensitivity rath- | emote. A lot of African music is
playing with his heroes—until he | er than displays of calisthenic 1 shit-complicated if you pick it
gave Mick some instructions that prowess. From the martial pummel- | apart, but they put it across with |
the drummer couldn’t immediately | ing of “Go Your Own Way” to the | emotion and wonderful move-
translate. “Lindsey was used to | ever-so-delicate hesitations of ' ment—that is rhythm to me. The
playing music with jigsaw parts, al- | “Dreams,” Fleetwood has estab- | African players make it all very
most like some sort of musical sci- | lished a distinctive sound signa- ' easy to listen to; you're not con-

entist,” Mick recalls. “He asked me | ture—but don’t try telling im that. | fronted with this uneasy feeling of
to play some relatively simple thing, | “That ‘Dreams’ bit probably came | stopping and starting. I don’t per- 1
and I told him I'd have to work it about ‘cause John (McVie) and [ sonally like music which has no

out first. That blew him away. ‘But didn’t know what we were doing,” | flow, and I think a lot of very talent- w
I’ve been listening to you for all | he laughs. “I do any number of ’ ed musicians make that mistake, of g
these . . .’ And that was his first ex- | things I could never repeat again.” not realizing what the essence is. z
cursion into realizing you can do Fleetwood initially identified “I play to the song, trying to be %
something without planning it out.” | with *blues players, New Orleans | supportive. I hope I'm sensitive to z

People are always embarrassing | bands—music with a feel to it. the dynamics that I got from those =
Mick Fleetwood by telling him | Those guys may not be great techni- | basic blues structures, where you N ‘g

what a great drummer he is. There’s | cians, but they swing like the clap- | get a rapport going with the lead

an easy, instinctual swing to his | pers, which is the whole point of | player through the drums. You

Mick Fleetwood: “Never worry about being clever—emote.”

| have to have that give and take, and
| a lot of drummers I don’t particu-
larly enjoy are more occupied with
playing their drums, rather than be-
ing a person relating to someone
they’re meant to be playing in har-
mony with—they’re not bloody lis-
tening! I'd much rather be known
for holding down a good 2/4, than
| ruffling my feathers and rampaging
around the drums anytime someone
leaves an empty space.”
Fleetwood’s approach to equip-
ment is equally straightforward.
| His basic set-up is comprised of
Tama drums and Paiste cymbals,
i with an oversized kit for the arenas
and a much smaller set for the stu-
dio. *““Yeah, they’re just big and
‘ healthy,” he smiles, referring to his
stage kit, with its odd-sized power
' toms, 20" floor tom and (gasp!) 28"
bass drum. “It’s like a cannon, that
one—it works, like WOOOF, this
big gust of air. You need that in
those enormous halls, because they
just swallow up the low frequen-
cies.” And in tuning his kit, Fleet-
wood admits that he unwittingly
mirrors the slightly out-of-tune vo-
cal harmonies of Buckingham-
McVie-Nicks. ““That interplay
creates a tension within itself, so it
pulls, but it's still harmonious—it
m E w mm draws you in. I tune to the sound of
m w s the room, using your basic frosted

Ambassador heads. I've tried other

when you get turned up. Also, |

For many years musicians T-20® is designed for comfort never tune the resonances out. I like
have yvonted a superbly crafted and has a large cutaway the drums to have some life in
American bass guitar but have allowing complete access to the them—TI like an open sound, tuning
had only a limited number of a upper frets. The T-20® full range L5 '}‘l" Solf”h]fikr um 'Shsy.mpjathe"c
expensive choices. In 1976, -. and high output single coil long as 1 hasn't gat sorae weird Lt
Peavey made great steps toward I pickup has been “hormonicollz" e Farmonic cong]ing off it into the
solving this problem with the v laced at a precise point on the ics i .

b A ] > mics. God, I hate a kit that’s all
int ction of the versatile and N to enhance the covered in gaffer’s tape—it’s li

! D 3 . pe—it’s like
highly acclaimed T-40® bass. fundamentals and harmonics of playing practice pads.”
Now Peavey takes o'nother the bass guitar and employs a Then, of course, there’s Fleet-
“giant step forward™ by proudly - unique thumb rest/mounting ring | wood's use of the African talking
introducing the T-20® bass combination for maximum right drum, a concert highlight. Still, his
guitar. - hand comfort. The T-20® also | recent trip to Ghana was not in-

Working musicians and : features a tone compensatin ‘Te}':de’?. to '"Ve:“hh‘m’ eLIE dm;] '}’
beginners alike will be omazed : volume control and o specia rican music. “T'm not Mz, Poly.
when they compare, feature to . tone circuit for incredibly wide | S0, crrd [ et ar tyo

¥ our.Amgncon tonal variations. make a connoisseur’s album. But if
croftsmanshap with the other ige The extraordinary features people felt that at no point was
choices on the market. The T-20® ¢ and craftsmanship of the T-20®, | there a meshing of things, I'd be
is made to exacting . - topped off with a double walled disappointed—I'd have failed.”
specifications using Peavey's (B < and molded hard shell case Fleetwood is now hoping to steal
innovative and remarkable e won't create a recession in your | time to head out on another musical

. ! . ' . ok i

technology and craftsmanship. \ <% 3 economy either! (It's priced under IO LLH SIS JE )
Technology and craftsmanship, in I ' $300.001) * haps Brazil, yet even for someone
fOCf i Sotbinicr ribud ond 4 with his commercial credentials, it's
b ' "‘OS'L 4 g e o To learn more about !he T- an uphill battle to get support from
v |gl|er ndar fm musica g 20®, or other instruments in our a label—or radio programmers—
instrument manufacturing that k. e fine Technology™ Series, see your for such projects. *“I don't know if
the competmon 1S franﬂcally :‘hﬂgug B o authorized Peavey dealer or people are scared of new things, but
attempting to follow. A contact Peavey Electronics the people in control of getting the

The T-20® features a full 34" TR 5 Corporation at 711 “A’" Street, music out there may be scared—
scalke Ienhgth, a rock hard maple Meridian, Miss. 39301. g;‘;‘(’)'i ’"f:t "‘t" i“’e" 2 C‘(’.’“f"r“‘!"‘f

. . . 2 ; j rtunity to hear €xotic music.
g fw't 2]n'Cke| sulv_ef frets *Optional colors slightly higher When they see me in concert with
ond our lﬂledUOl tumng Prices and specifications are a
S < & U.S. Potent #4,237,944 subject 10 change without the African drum, they probably
machines with a 24:1 gear ratio. Other patents applied for notice : ink it
Tha Bhe hardwood £ th mm just think it’s some tall madman up
ne ood body of the there hitting a block of wood or

something. I would like to think
otherwise, but . ..”
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Billy Zoom’s Chainsaw Guitar

By Dan Forte
enise, my wife, lis-
tens to the new
stuff, but my rec-
ord collection
stops at about
1963, admits Bil-
ly Zoom. *Depending on my mood,
I listen to Hank Williams, or old
’60s R&B, Ronnie Hawkins,
Django Reinhardt, or Lambert,
Hendricks & Ross.”

Although his band, X, is quite
possibly the premier musical aggre-
gation among American ‘‘new
stuff,” and he is obviously one of
new wave’s most accomplished gui-
tarists, Billy Zoom is in many ways
an anachronism. From his blonde
pompadour and baby face to his Sil-
ver Jet metal-fleck Gretsch guitar,
Zoom looks (and sometimes
sounds) more *50s than "80s. But
when he teamed with bassist John
Doe, drummer D.J. Bonebrake, and
lead singer Exene Cervenka in
1977, it was clear that X had stum-
bled onto something very different,
and very new.

Billy began playing *“‘cowboy gui-
tar” at age six in his hometown of
Davenport, Iowa and studied saxo-
phone, clarinet, flute, piano, violin
and accordion. He played in a vari-
ety of R&B and lounge groups, but
his true love was the rockabilly
sounds made by guitarists such as
Carl Perkins, Eddie Cochran,
Scotty More, Cliff Gallup, and
James Burton. *‘I studied them
pretty thoroughly,” he says. After
recording several sides for Rollin’
Rock Records, Zoom broke up his
rockabilly band after seeing the Ra-
mones perform live. “l read a re-
view of a Ramones show in *76," he
recounts, ‘‘and the reviewer was
just trashing them. He said they
played everything too fast. their
songs didn't have enough changes,
the guitar player never took a solo.
I thought, ‘Gee, 1 bet that sounds
great.” So I went to see them next
time they came to town, and they
were the first band I'd enjoyed see-
ing live in about eight years. To me,
it just sounded like rockabilly
turned up to 10.”

Through a newspaper ad Billy
met John Doe, who soon brought
his girlfriend, Exene, to a rehearsal
and asked her to sing. “Up to that
time,” according to Zoom, “‘we had
a lot of good ideas, but we sounded
like a lot of other people. With Ex-
ene it started sounding like some-
thing different. We had a couple of
different drummers, and I had this
running joke that I wanted a drum-
mer with just a parade snare who
just hit it on 2 and 4 real hard. John
called me about 1:30 one morning
and said, ‘Hey, I'm over at the
Masque, there’s this band called the
Eyes, and they got this drummer
with a parade snare—just beating
the shit out of it on 2 and 4.’ [ said,
‘Okay, ask him what he wants to
join our band. Promise him any-
thing.’ So D.J. said he wanted a life-
time supply of Coca-Cola and
bubblegum.”

Rockabilly, surf, and Chuck Ber-
ry influences crop up in much of
Zoom’s work with X, though his
distorted guitar sound is often any-
thing but reverential, sounding
more like a McCulloch chainsaw.
“When I first started playing with
X,” he recalls, *I knew I had to
play real loud to get that crunchy
heavy metal tone. And that was
probably the only kind of music I'd
never played. I just turned my amp
up all the way and tried to imitate
the stuff I'd heard on the radio but
never really listened to. ‘Don’t all
those guys do something like this a
lot?” But I didn’t actually know any
of the heavy metal riffs, so I sort of
played fractured rockabilly riffs,
trying to sound sort of like a heavy
metal guitar player kind of. That
developed into the way I play now.”

Billy Zoom is one of the few rock
guitarists since George Harrison
with an affection for Gretsch hol-
low-body electrics. “Gretsches are

the best guitars there are,” he
states. ‘‘They sound good and
they’re real versatile. My 'S8 Strat
isn’t near as versatile as my
Gretsch. You can play heavy metal
or jazz or anything on it. I play a
’55 Silver Jet with X; got it for
$35.00 from a guy at the Masque.
Then I paid $600.00 for another one
to have as a spare. And I have a "58
Chet Atkins model. They’re all stock
except for the tune-o-matic bridges I
put on. The only repair guy who
will ever touch my Gretsches is
a guy named Steve Soest at Main
Street Music in Anaheim.”

Zoom isn’t quite as particular
when it comes to his amplifier. *‘As
long as it’s a Fender,” he feels, “it’s
okay. My favorite's the old brown

[ Concert amp or the 4 x 10 Bass-

man. Onstage 1 just take a Quad
Reverb— it’s a Twin with four 12’s
instead of two. In the studio [ use a
50-watt Traynor bass amp with a
homemade 4 x 10 cabinet. It's one
of the most terrible sounding amps
I ever heard; anything past 2% or 3

is just total distortion.”

Over the course of X's three al-
bums—Los Angeles and Wild Gift
for Slash and Under The Big Black
Sun on Elektra—Billy’s romantic
respect for the past has often been
at odds with the high technology of
the present. “Everybody’s forgotten
how to make good records,” he
sighs. “The hardest thing to do in
the studio today is to get something
to sound natural. The multi-track
aspect has made it too easy on engi-
neers. Most new engineers never
had to learn anything about acous-
tics and miking things properly. |
They just separate everything total-
ly and put everything on its own
track. This time, at Cherokee Stu-
dios with Brad Gilderman, it was a
’ lot better. He came up with the idea
of putting me in a really dead room '
| miked up close, like Van Halen, and
[ damned if he wasn’t right. But to
me, taking advanrage of the tech-
nology is just struggling with the .

studio to get things to sound the l

way they did twenty years ago.” Billy Zoom: At odds with today’s high technology.
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Gibson’s New Gold Standard

By Chip Stern
fter years of ill-
conceived ‘“‘new”
models (the How-
ard Roberts Fu-
sion and Chet
Atkins Electric
Classical being innovative excep-
tions), Gibson appears ready to re-
claim some of its mystique with a
limited edition re-think of what many
consider to be the ultimate rock and
roll guitar—the Les Paul Standard.
This limited edition isn’t merely a
“vintage” clone, but rather a summa-
tion of Gibson’s most important de-
velopments on the Les Paul since its
introduction in 1952, and a belated
response to the demands of players
for the ultimate Les Paul of old.

In the 1930s and '40s, Mr. Les
Paul was a top jazz and recording
artist. Before he perfected his design
for an 8-track tape recorder and
concepts of multitracking, overdub-
bing and ambient effects such as
echo (paving the way for modern
rock albums), he was experimenting

with guitar designs—trying to mini-
mize feedback and extend the dura-
tion of a note. As an experiment he
mounted tuners, pickups and bridge
on a solid block of wood, later add-
ing solid side-pieces to make it look
more like a guitar. The people at
Gibson were offended by the con-
cept and suggested he attach straw
to “The Log” as he’d dubbed it, and
make a broom. As it so happens,
among Les’s Californian neighbors
were guitarist Merle Travis and a
machinist named Leo Fender, so,
literally over the back fence, there
was an exchange of ideas that led to
Fender introducing the first com-
mercially successful solid-body elec-
tric, the Broadcaster (later
re-named, the Telecaster) in 1948.
Gibson responded by designing
what they thought would be a real
jazz snob’s guitar. But with its lumi-
nous greenish-gold finish, massive
mahogany body (for warmth and
sustain), carved “‘deep-dish”” maple
top (for attack and brilliance), one-
piece mahogany set neck (with a 24

3/," scale length as opposed to the
traditional 25'/,", for reduced
string tension and softer action),
rosewood fretboard, two single-coil
pickups and a trapeze-type tailpiece
(which Les Paul used to palm
chords, pedal-steel style), the Les
Paul Standard was instead adopted
by the blues and rock crowd. Some-
what confused by this initial re-
sponse, Gibson refined the
instrument by replacing the trapeze
tailpiece with an innovative tune-o-
matic bridge and stop bar tailpiece
combination (allowing individual in-
tonation adjustments for each string,
and user-adjustment of down-pres-
sure along the neck). In 1957 engi-
neers Seth Lover and Walter Fuller
applied for a patent on the concept
of a double-coil, humbucking pickup
(the PAFs); in 1958 they introduced
the cherry sunburst Standard, and
those models, with their book-
matched, flame-maple tops, became
the most prized Les Pauls among
players and collectors—because in
1960 Gibson discontinued the Les

The new advanced design CE20 combo ensemble.
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Paul in favor of a double-cutaway,
all-mahogany model—the SG.

Re-introduced in 1968, modern
Les Pauls were criticized mainly on
the basis of sound (too midrangey,
not enough bite) and feel (slippery,
somehow 00 easy to play). By re-
turning to the old headstock pitch
of 17° (instead of the more recent
14°) on the LP-30, there's much
more down-pressure on the nut;
this yields a much firmer action,
which while still agreeably low,
provides much truer intonation,
particularly when holding notes,
and hammering off on others. Ad-
ditional benefits are increased sus-
tain and tuning stability—even with
the pearloid Kluson-type tuning
machines—plus more string and at-
tack sound, not just the hyped up
output of the pickups. Also, by
tweaking with the resonant peaks,
they’ve allowed more highs to pass
through, so these PAFs don’t over-
emphasize the dark character of the
LP-30’s massive body. The bridge
pickup has a terrific squawk, just
like the *50s Les Pauls, and wonder-
ful harmonics for split-tone, Jeff
Beck-Tele effects, while the neck
pickup produces a pearly “jazz” to-
nality, with just enough edge to
maintain definition, even when roll-
ing off volume. Nothing anony-
mous about the sound of this
guitar—plenty of volume and sus-
tain without becoming overbearing,
and lots of character.

The one-piece mahogany neck is
very sleek and velvety ("50s necks
were much chunkier, to accommo-
date heavier string tension); three-
piece maple neck models seem to
provide a sharper, snappier attack.
The deep-dish top lets your arm
rest comfortably just in the center-
spot between the pickups, so you
can easily mute notes with your
palm for funky rhythmatic effects.
And the gold finish is just pure,
1950s, souped-up-T-Bird cool; in
fact, the numerous stages of lacquer
and buffing add considerably to the
price, but when you open the case
the guitar smells sweet; that wood is
still alive and breathing—it will age
and mellow, take on the personality
of the player, unlike many excep-
tional Japanese instruments fin-
ished with polyurethane (you’d
better love the way they initially
sound, because the character of the
wood is literally frozen). If Gibson
ever abandons their classic finish
they should simply pack it in.

In short, the Les Paul 30th Anni-
versary model is everything it’s
cracked up to be—an instrument
worth selling your first-born for
(well, almost), at $1199 for the ma-
ple neck, $1299 for the mahogany
neck, and $129.50 for the vintage
case. The plan is to introduce the
key features of the LP-30 to the rest
of the Les Paul line in 1983, so you
no longer have to fantasize about
what it must have been like to play
a '50s Les Paul—now you can own
one.

PHOTO DEBORAH FEINGOLD
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Zapp: New Funk, Old Feeling

By Chip Stern
kaleidoscope of col-
ors comes pouring
out of the monitors
in Warner Broth-
ers's New York
conference room,
a funky mardi gras of sound, some-
how ultra-modern and ancient at
the same time. I'm listening to Zapp
II with the songwriting/arranging
Troutman brothers, percussionist
Larry and multi-instrumentalist/
co-producer Roger, both decked
out in serious eye-talian style suits
right out of a “Man from Glad”
commercial. Their brothers (bass-
ist-keyboardist/co-producer Zapp
and drummer Lester) are nowhere
to be seen, but I can feel them kick-
ing me in the chest, while a vocal di-
alogue between rhythmatic guitars,
keyboards, horns and singers pulses
left-right, right-left in the stereo
mix. There’s a swimming sensation
to “Dance Floor,” a kind of futuris-
tic hambone rave-up, as I find my-
self backstroking through waves of
synthesized vocals (like a chorus of
Jews Harps), cleverly voiced in
spread harmonies. Vocorders?

The taciturn Roger eyes me
through his shades, as brother
Larry speaks up. **No, that’s a
Voice Box, and it’s difficult to play.
Like with a Vocorder, if you spoke
into it and pressed a key you’d
come out sounding like Donald
Duck and wouldn’t have to do a
damn thing. But if you put a Voice
Box in your mouth and wanted it to
vibrate, you’d have to sing—really
sing.” Hmmm, very interesting I
think, as my mind flashes on B.B.
King, Wes Montgomery and Jimi
Hendrix during the course of Rog-
er’s sundry guitar breaks, when
suddenly “Doo Wa Ditty (Blow
That Thing)™ takes me back to the
days of doo wopp, street-corner
harmonizing and harmonica skiffle.
Roger lights up. “Yeah, we wanted
to use an instrument that’s univer-
sal, and harmonica’s in music from
Switzerland, country & western,
disgusting, hard, broke-down blues,
even in jazz. That’ll catch the ear of
every listener. Right? So using that
and some 1982, electronic, slap-
pery-type funk as a bedding, we
tried to incorporate lyric content
from the 1950s—that is, if you're
going to say nothing, then say some-
thing as you say nothing . ..”

Larry falls out with laughter.
“Right,” he adds, “there’s some-
thin’ wrong with sayin’ nothin’ and
still bein’ offensive. Why say
nothin’ and then say fuck? If you’re
going to say nothin’ at least make it
a pleasure to listen to and sing
along with.”

Zapp is a road band that made
good, a hard-working, home-grown
product of Dayton, Ohio, and the
vision of their father, Rufus Trout-
man Sr.; a slick, progressive band
animated by technology, but in no
way dependent on it. “You see,”
Larry explains, “‘my father and
mother realized at an early age that

cause when we tear songs apart
electronically and piece "em back, it
still sounds like old Motown—
songs that were done one shot, one
deal, one mic, one room, hit it and
bam. And that sound is achieved
not in the mixdown or mastering,
but in the inception.”

Though Roger and Larry take
pride in Troutman Enterprises’s 24-
track, fully automated studio,
they’re secure in the knowledge that
they could achieve similar results
without any sophisticated gear. “If
you don’t use the stuff right, it di-
minishes your capabilities. I mean,
Ray Charles would go to all these
places with horrible pianos, with
maybe one register in tune, and he’d
keep peckin’ until he got an octave
together, and he would just come
up with all these weird sounds. The
delight of it all for him was that he
was going to play it right and make
it happen on anything. And instead
of making him an inferior performer,
it made him a superior performer.”

Nevertheless, Zapp eventually

got to the better goods, and Roger’s
guitar arsenal is imposing: a Gibson
L-S, Flying V and Les Paul Cus-
tom; a G&L 500 Strat-type guitar; a
double-neck Rickenbacker, bass
and guitar; three Ovation six-string
acoustic-electrics and one 12-string;
and a Roland Guitar Synthesizer.
“For mellow, progressive, Wes-
George Benson, fat, mature licks, I
lean towards the L-5, mainly be-
cause of the richness of the body
sound, while the G&L is very effec-
tive for rhythmatic things. And the
hell with all the sound coming from
your amp. If you’re going to make
the sound, make it mechanically.
The guitar is like a percussion in-
strument, anyway—you can feel it.
When you're stroking with a big
pick and big strings, there’s a cer-
tain amount of pain, but you don’t
want to stop because it feels so
good—you have to play. So you
tend to artack it with that aggres-
siveness, just like the skin on a
drum. And that’s what makes the
sound really happen, for me.”
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are no instruments he can’t play—
s0 in order to recoup some of that,
as the record companies say, it was
necessary for us to have a band.”
And unlike so many groups sit-
ting around, praying for a Big Dad-
dy, Zapp took to the road and built
a following. “You see,” Larry says,
“waiting is a habit, and that means
youwll just wait more—and nothing
ever happens. We’d go to a town,
advertise ourselves, build a base and
work—all the way from Tacoma,
Washington, to Hialeah, Florida.”
“And when you listen to our mu-
sic,” Roger adds, “you’ll get a sense
of having heard pieces before—
you'll identify with it—because I'm
always drawing on popular roots. I
mean, who’s so damn creative, any-
way? It’s like pieces of a puzzle,
broken down, put through a ma-
chine and put back together. But we
keep technology in perspective be-
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s DISTIPLES OF S6K

Men Without Women
Little Steven and
The Disciples of Soul

EMI-America

By Wayne King

f you happen to be one of the

lucky few aware of Southside
Johnny and the Asbury Jukes' 1978
masterpiece Hearts Of Stone, then
get ready, because Men Without
Women is the record you’ve been
waiting for ever since. The premier
release by Little Steven (aka Sugar
Miami Steve Van Zandt, rhythm
guitarist for the E Street Band and
one of rock’s true Renaissance men)
and his Disciples of Soul is so per-
fectly constructed and performed
that it just about defines what rock
can still be in this day and age.

The legendary status of Hearts of
Stone stems from the unified sound
producer Van Zandt elicited from
the Jukes in which emotion was im-
parted by a pure and vital structure
that almost re-invented white R&B.
Where Men Without Women im-
presses is in its diversity, both in the
music’s pacing and in its texture.
Unlike Hearts, which alternated
from ballad to rocker, Men’s se-
quence is varied, and depends great-
ly on the unique sonic coloring—
congas, maracas, chimes, flute, ac-
cordion—that Van Zandt adds
where necessary. The only hint of
formula comes on the numbers
most like Hearts’ uptempo tracks:
“Inside Of Me,” *“Angel Eyes,”
“Forever.” The presence of Hearts’
sit-in drummer, E Streeter Max
Weinberg, and the former Miami
Horns (now called La Bamba's
Mambo Men) probably accounts
for the similarities, but these are ir-
relevant in light of how fresh the
old formula is rendered. Perhaps
not so coincidentally, the aforemen-
tioned songs, along with “Princess
of Little Italy,” also feature the
most deeply-ingrained lyrical cli-
chés. The primary topic of discus-
sion is a man’s need for a woman,
but Van Zandt’s observations often
start out on a certain macho level
that can appear patronizing. Like
much of Bruce Spingsteen’s recent
writing, Van Zandt’s compositions
use a common relationship as a ref-
erence point, but whether or not
they succeed in conjuring up arche-
type or stereotype is all a matter of
perspective. Given rock’s misogy-
nist history, Miami Steve actually
comes out fairly clean. It's impor-
tant to note that soul, the man’s
consuming passion, often dealt with
deeper questions by way of the asso-
ciation between men and women,
and that one would hardly expect
enlightenment from seeing the
words printed to, let’s say, a Wilson
Pickett song.

On the other hand, the positive
qualities offered by Miami Steve’s
on-again, off-again small-time hood
persona are loyalty and a rigorous
push for independence; “I've
worked hard so nobody owns me,”
he asserts. Both his devotion to
form and his willingness to pay off
obligations are demonstrated here.
By means of a vocal which evokes
the nasal pitch of Keith Richards,
Van Zandst, in the title song, makes
good on a stylistic debt owed the
most valuable Rolling Stone. And
the followup, “Under The Gun,”
offers a step-by-step lesson in how
the World’s Greatest Rock 'n’ Roll
Band staked its claim to that title.
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Consumed By Soul’s Passion,
Miami Steve Makes His Stand

From an opening tinged with East-
em-influenced horn playing that
would have done Brian Jones
proud, layers of instrumental
work—slicing rhythm guitar, solid
off-the-beat drumming, heavy ma-
racas—pile up with such relentless
precision that the effect is not one
of skilled re-creation but of knowl-
edge gained firsthand. Unlike most
records and bands relying on rock’s
older forms, none of the music in
Men Without Women ever hints at
mere replication or revivalism.

Van Zandt’s assimilation of
many of rock’s classic urges is so
rich, so complete, that any number
of moments stand out as examples
of how well he’s succeeded on every
level. For me, one such instance,
buried deep in the lovely ballad
“Until The Good Is Gone,” reveals
the extent of the artist’s lifetime
passion. The most poignant line in
the song remembers: “It was some-
thing on the radio saying . . .”—the
singing now drops to a beckoning
whisper—*come on, come on.”
Only after repeated listenings to
that recollection of rock’s siren call
did I realize those words form not
only the title to the Chuck Berry

tune that launched the Stones’ re-
cording career, but that “Come
On” is also the same number which
Steve quoted from on guitar when
being introduced in his initial tour
with Springsteen.

For the Who or the Stones,
who’ve come to epitomize both the
powerful traditions and distanced
decadence of the old wave that
punk tried vainly to shatter, the op-
tion of dissipation was always open.
To Van Zandt, such an option is
unthinkable; it is no accident that
the name of his band suggests disci-
pline and religion. Only by a con-
certed effort can rock’s will be
maintained, and only by such an
abiding faith in the music’s redemp-
tive qualities can its power be sum-
moned; he claims on “Inside Of
Me” that “it never died, it’s still
alive inside of me.” On the album’s
closer, “I've Been Waiting,” Van
Zandt sings “Don’t you tell me the
dream is over” as an organ hums
solemnly in the background, thus
arousing a remembrance of the mu-
sic’s gospel roots and its message of
salvation. At its best, Men Without
Women is a profound, deeply-felt
statement of belief in the transcen-

dent capacity of rock 'n’ roll; its
joyful noise should inspire those
who listen as greatly as it does those
who create.

Forever, For Always, For Love

Luther Vandross
Epic

Don’t Walk Away
Sweet Pea Atkinsen

Ze/Island

By Vince Aletti

t may have been his debut album,
last year’s unexpectedly accom-

PHOTO STEVEN MARK NEEDHAM

plished and immensely successful
Never Too Much, that sent Luther
Vandross shooting into sudden,
dazzling ascendancy as the bright-
est new star of soul, but it’s his
work since then as a producer/
songwriter—notably on Aretha
Franklin’s stunning Jump To It al-
bum—that confirms and consoli-
dates that position. If Luther’s own
record raised impossibly high hopes
for a follow-up, his sensitive, gener-
ous and intelligent work with others
only intensified those expectations.
It’s not so surprising, then, that the
second Vandross album, rather
than playing to this inflated antici-
pation, opts for something rather
less spectacular. Forever, For Al-
ways, For Love is a modest, charm-
ing, comfortable collection of love
songs—all but one originals—that
feels like a sigh of relief and quiet
satisfaction, as if Luther had
worked through (and realized) his
most compelling ambitions on the
production projects and just wanted
to relax here.

As a result, the album shimmers
with intimacy and sweet delight but
it’s far from gripping. Without a
passionate peak like “Never Too
Much” or a dramatic tour de force
like “A House Is Not A Home,”
Forever, For Always, For Love falls
back on more delicate shadings of
emotion; rich, creamy vocals; and
an infinitely stylish, classically re-
strained production. The album is
cozy, a pillow of pleasure, but after
a while one longs for a jolt of juici-
er, fiercer feelings. Working with
this more subdued emotional pal-
ette, however, Vandross proves to
be endlessly expressive, a master of
nuance and phrasing, sighs and
whispers. He fills his songs with
moments of hushed intensity,
surges of joy, rapturous, rippiing
scat work—all sustained and ac-
cented by understated but grandly
orchestral arrangements of instru-
ments and voices. It’s all perfection,
subtlety, exquisite polish—and yet
the material never seems smothered
in technique or choked with con-
trol; Vandross lets it breathe, pulse
and glow from within.

But after a while all this splendor
makes me squirm. Vandross is so
refined here he’s nearly stripped his
songs of tension, drama, dark
edges, and surprise. His style is so
relentlessly smooth that it offers
very little to grab hold of; if you
can’t sink into this lovely romantic
haze, you slide right off. When Lu-
ther calls for everybody to roll back
the rugs for a house party in “Bad
Boy,” the album’s first single re-
lease, you're more than ready to
break loose (especially when he
brings in tasty bits of Sam Cooke’s
“Having a Party” for spice). Yet in
spite of a lively scenario and all the
right ingredients, the party never
quite takes off; it bubbles but
doesn’t boil. The album, unfortu-
nately, suffers a similar fate.

Perhaps Luther should listen to
Sweet Pea Atkinson, who advises,
“Dig deep. Like a knife/Get your-
self a slice of life/Dig deep. Don’t
be so nice/If it hurts, you’re doing
it right.” That’s from Atkinson’s
debut album, Don’t Walk Away,
produced by the decidedly left-field
Detroit duo known as David and
Don Was or Was (Not Was). Sweet
Pea doesn’t consistently dig deep
here—in fact, given the Was’s ag-
gressively avant posture in their
work (“Wheel Me Out,” “Tell Me
That I'm Dreaming”), this is a sur-
prisingly accessible, mainstream al-
bum—but he has the sort of grit
and energy I miss on Luther’s rec-
ord, and he’s not afraid to take a lot
of risks his first time out.

Atkinson’s voice is big, husky
and tough—he sounds like Wilson
Pickett without the shouting—so
he’s absolutely convincing on the
slashing “Dig Deep,” the teasing,
boastful “Girls Fall for Me”—both
chugging dance numbers—and on a
scorching version of Eddie Rab-
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bitt’s rocker, “Someone Could Lose
a Heart Tonight.” But what makes
this album work is Atkinson’s will-
ingness to turn this bruising growl
into raw honey and the Was boys’s
ability to come up with just the
right songs to make this transfor-
mation worthwhile. Immediately
after the Rabbitt song, they slip into
a wonderful, respectful version of
the Tymes classic, “So Much in
Love,” with a quirky twist: the
backing vocal is provided by a Vo-
corder synthesizer to subvert the
romance but not the charm. Else-
where, there’s a fine duet (with Car-
ol Hall) on “Anyone Who Had a
Heart” that would not be out of
place on a Luther Vandross album,
save for its tangy metallic edge. But
the highlight here is a torchy ballad
called “Should I Wait” that has
Sweet Pea agonizing almost Billy
Stewart-style over a lost love,
sweeping strings and all. Beyond in-
troducing a superb singer and a ter-
rifically tight, stimulating studio
band, Don’t Walk Away (whose title
track, a welcome revival of a Gen-
eral Johnson song, is another stand-
out) is remarkable both for its
adventurous range of material and
for the strength of the sensibility
that holds these selections together.
Was, Was, co-producer Jack Tann,
and Sweet Pea Atkinson have
pulled off an eclectic coup of sorts,
a balanced blend of old wave and
new, rock and R&B—exactly the
right thing to showcase this year’s
shooting star.

BILLY
JOEL
THE;
NYLON

CGURTAIN

The Nylon Curtain
Billy Joel

Columbia

By J.D. Considine

ny artist trying to demonstrate

his depth runs the risk of suc-
ceeding only too well. Consider this
most recent effort of Billy Joel. A
gifted melodicist capable of turning
out the sort of songs that quickly
become standards, and a lyricist
whose often biting observations
come in the form of a well-turned
phrase or two, Joel offers some of
his most finely-worked melodies
and vivid lyrics on The Nylon Cur-
tain—truly an achievement in
terms of realized potential. Yet for
all that, he hasn’t assembled the
benchmark songs he was obviously
going after; the pieces are there, but
they never seem to set right. As a
result, Joel’s very good ideas don’t
add up to great songs, and the al-
bum finds him distinctly out of his
depth.

That’s not to say that the LP is
without its gems. ‘““Goodnight Sai-
gon,” for example, may well be
one of the best songs ever written
about the Vietnam War. Playing
against a lexicon of camaraderie
native to the Armed Forces, Joel
sketches out the passage from Ma-
rine bootcamp to active duty in
South Vietnam; through snippets
of shared struggle and communal
pleasures; building up to the glori-
ous chorus of brotherhood, ‘“And
we would all go down together.”
Taken at a purposeful plod and
backed by thundering chords, Joel
attains a stately, hymn-like quality
that underscores the fraternal so-
lemnity and hope of their vow.
Then, just a verse later, he turns
that majesty in on itself as he de-
scribes how those same Marines
moved in to try to take a Viet
Cong position in the highlands. As
the fat assault copters carried the
Marines in, the Cong *“counted the
rotors/And waited for us to ar-
rive/And we would all go down
together. . .”

It’s a stunning ending, because
Joel has set the stage for it with the
lyrics and the music. By building

the first part of the song around
that transformation from bonds of
friendship to an identification with
the grand call to fate that accompa-
nies a soldier’s destiny, he makes
the inevitable pay-off all the more
horrible. More importantly, he
matches the progression of the lyr-
ics with an escalating intensity in
the music, so the effect is organic.
By the end of the song, you needn’t
have heard all the lyrics to fully
grasp the pointless tragedy of delu-
sion it depicts.

Not so the rest of the album, I'm
afraid. “Allentown,” for example,
does a fine job depicting the re-
signed bitterness and diminished
expectations in the depressed indus-
trial northeast. The lyrical perspec-
tive is perfect, taking the view of a
child facing adulthood with the
knowledge that he’ll probably be
unable to even equal his parents’
standard of living, much less pro-
gress beyond it the way they moved
beyond that of their parents—but
the music leaves much to be de-
sired. Joel sets his recitation of bro-
ken dreams against a melody so
buoyantly poppish that it overpow-
ers the lyrical message, undercut-
ting the images of industrial decay
with hummable suburban compla-
cency. Unlike Steely Dan’s “Barry-
town,” which also coupled biting
lyrics to a seemingly innocuous

melody, Joel doesn’t flavor his song
with the tang of sarcasm. While it’s
not entirely inconceivable that the
dichotomy between his razor-sharp
lyrics and cotton-candy melody was
meant as irony, it doesn’t come off
as such, and we’re left with the im-
pression that Joel’s music doesn’t
always know what his words are
doing.

Or maybe it’s just that Billy Joel
can’t pass up the opportunity to
write a good pop tune. Certainly the
most consistent failure on The Ny-
lon Curtain is his inability to match
his angry lyrics with a suitably ven-
omous verse or chorus, and the
most obvious reason is that his
songs are frequently just too tuneful
and appealing to sting the way they
should. Joel seems to realize this,
and attempts to compensate by
dressing up the arrangements, ei-
ther with the dreamy strings of
“Scandanavian Skies” or the hyper-
active synthesizers and reverberat-
ing guitars of *Pressure,” but
dressing up the songs in suitable in-
strumental finery just doesn’t
bridge the gap the way sufficient
content would.

None of which should be taken to
mean that The Nylon Curtain is a
bad album. It isn’t. In fact, it’s one
of the better pop albums of the sea-
son. But take it as a statement on
the quality of life today, on the con-

volutions of American morality, on
anything beyond the lure of a good
melody, and it comes up wanting. [
suppose if you’re out to prove that
you're a great artist—not merely a
talented tunesmith—that’s un-

doubtedly some kind of failure, but I
hope it’s nothing Billy Joel will take
to heart. After all, artistic depth
may be a rare thing, but tunesmiths
of his calibre aren’t exactly com-
mon, either, and we’d do well with
more of both.

R.EM.

LR.S.

By Nick Burton

f you can imagine a cross be-
tween the Strawberry Alarm

produced by PETER ASHER

RECORDED & MIXED BY
GEORGE MASSENBURG & VAL GARAY

Her New Album on Asylum Records & Cassettes

(v}

Clock and the Jam, you’ll have a
good idea of R.E.M.’s strange but
effective hybrid approach. Chronic
Town, a five-track EP, was pro-
duced on a garage band budget, and
the resulting trashy sound makes
for a striking aural backdrop. All
five tracks here are commendable,
thanks in large part to each musi-
cian’s technical prowess. On
“Stumble” and -“Gardening At
Night,” Pete Buck’s 12-string gui-
tar lines come floating in from an-
other era—remember flower pow-
er?—yet sound right on the mark
in this context; “1,000,000” and
“Wolves, Lower” finds the band
employing a harsher, more con-
temporary attack built on repeti-
tive chorus and refrain sections
punctuated by Mike Mills’ steady
bass and Bill Berry’s rock-solid
drums and percussion.

It would be nice to add that
R.E.M.’s lyrics match their musical
sparkle, but Michael Stipe’s vocals
are pushed so far back in the mix
that it’s difficult to understand ex-
actly what he’s singing about. I've
listened to this record countless
times, and I still don’t know if the
songs deal with moody introspec-
tion or disco roller skating. But
Chronic Town is worth checking
out, if only for the music. Unlike so
many EPs, this one’s consistently
fascinating.
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Love Over Gold
Dire Straits

Warner Bros.

By Chip Stern

Mark Knopfler is an evocative
guitarist with an almost sur-
real sensitivity for nuance, shading
and dramatic emphasis; a cinema-
tographer’s eye for atmospheric
contrasts of color and light; and a
bluesman’s ear for confessional tone
and subdued menace. So why, with
all that going for him, does this ex-
English teacher turned rock star as-
pire instead to make a grand poetic
statement? Knopfler doesn’t really
consider himself to be an improvis-
er, nor does he choose to emphasize
the instrumental aspects of his
craft—everything is subsumed to
the dictates of the song. And there’s

the rub, because for all the promise
of Dire Straits’s gripping debut
(and the underrated moodiness of
Communique), Knopfler is suffer-
ing from a profound case of linguis-
tic constipation brought on by years
of incessant touring. There is a pal-
pable sense of:strain to Love Over
Gold which constantly threatens to
engulf Dire Straits, and it is a testa-
ment to the band’s instrumental sig-
nature that this album stands up at
all to repeated listenings.

Why has Knopfler’s persona
stuck in his throat? Clearly words
are not his strong suit . . . but then,
how does one account for such
poignant songs as “In The Gal-
lery,” “The Wild West End,” “The
Lion,” “News” and “Follow Me
Home”? Beginner’s luck? On those
songs the balance between the sub-
liminal frontier imagery of the mu-
sic and the romantic longing and
bitterness of Knopfler’s narratives
created a deceptively understated
tension.

The tension in Knopfler’s music
through Making Movies and Love
Over Gold is between the realization
of his ensemble sound, and the
failed ambition of his lyrics. As a
writer he’s too literal; as an instru-
mentalist, he’s slippery and allegor-
ical. Knopfler leaves more notes to
the imagination than he plays, so
there is a sense of the unexpected—

the sound can mean many things,
but in the dismal B-movie romanti-
cism of Knopfler’s stories, half-di-
gested ideas rummage through
back-lots and tin pan alleys full of
lazy cliches. Even such potentially
powerful songs as the acoustic title
tune and the concluding “It Never
Rains” (with its riveting wah-wah
solo) seem half-finished. There’s
enough of a presence in his gruff,
flirting, slightly wounded voice to
almost pull off the unarticulated
feelings behind the words, but the
myth he draws on seems learned—
not earned. When he emerges from
the frontier past and comes out on
Springsteen’s stretch of U.S. Inter-
state 287 on the “epic” “Telegraph
Road,” Knopfler mitigates the
power of the musical imagery; and
on “Industrial Disease” he sounds
downright silly.

Usually I can ignore the words
on rock ’n’ roll records, or else get
into their subliminal effect, as im-
ages accumulate gradually, but
Knopfler’s sing-song cadences
dominate the mix, and in cultivat-
ing an artistic persona, the expecta-
tion is that you better deliver the
goods. If the songs disappoint, the
band doesn’t. Occupying a nether-
world between the Band, Spring-
steen and Steely Dan, their per-
formances are sweet and stinging,
although ex-drummer Pick Withers

sounds like he was being paid to,
like,.uh, lay back, man. Knopfler’s
Stratocaster playing has grown big-
ger and bolder even as his songwrit-
ing has stiffened, his arranging
(employing classical and flamencan
elements) growing more deft and
imaginative. One has to wonder if
this talented musician hasa’t bitten
off more than he can chew, and if
he’ll be able to merge his twin aspi-
rations in some coherent form any-
time soon.

Security
Peter Gabriel
Geffen

By Deborah Frost

Despite spewing out a good
amount of cosmic gibberish,

It's the 80s. And you're going back to the
basics — more emphasis on the rhythm and
tight, detailed solos with extra punch and
intensity shaping every note. The way you use
effects changes too. Hot and dramatically
charged effects with more extreme sound
shaping to match the knife-edged intensity of
your performance.

These seven little boxes aren't just sound
modifiers, they're sound expanders designed
to open a new universe of tonal possibilities.
MXR is the acknowledged effects leader
because our design expertise in music tech-

nology is constantly evolving and redefining
the art of effects. Our products have always
survived the test of time and Commande

effects in super-tough Lexarfcases are also
designed to keep up with you as you move

through the eighties.

Start your music off with the effects of the
future today. Each Commande effect is both
the cleanest and most intense sound effect for

Musical
Products Group

the money. If your ears are
ready for hundreds of new
sounds, see your MXR
dealer for Commande.

MXR Innovations, Inc. 740 Driving Park Avenue, Rochester, New York 14613 (716) 254-2910

Lexan® is a registered trademark of the General Electric Company.

the original Genesis often suggested
that their genre was a choice, not a
last resort. The players were accom-
plished, even awesome, technicians.
And like a somewhat less sexual
(and less glamourous) Bowie—
whose groggy midrange he shares—
frontman Peter Gabriel evinced a
grand, theatrical imagination. The
irony: it took the departure of Ga-
briel, the band’s visual and spiritual
center, to establish Genesis as a
huge, if faceless, A.O.R. success.
The pay-off: Peter Gabriel’s fourth
solo effort, Security, is one of the
most exhilarating (if occasionally
infuriating) experiences of the year.

On Security, Gabriel’s instinc-
tive, unorthodox matchmaking pits
LA time-machine Jerry Marotta
(and a Linn Drum Computer)
against the elastic bass and nimble
Chapman Sticking of King Crim-
son’s Tony Levin. The result (along
with a dash of Larry Fast’s synth
and a taste of Peter Hammill's de-
mentia) is ‘“‘Shock The Monkey,”
5:23 of R&B neuron fibrillation to
which words are an entirely inap-
propriate response. Or, as Gabriel
blurts at the peak of another pro-
gressive Afro-pump, “The rhythm
has control.” And during “Shock
The Monkey,” “Kiss of Life,” and
*“I Have the Touch,” the rhythm
rarely loses control. It is less com-
pulsively guitar driven than King
Crimson and less obsessively dense
than Talking Heads, but just as fast
and just as serious. And when a fire
is raging, there isn’t much time for
words. Or much need, either. Per-
haps that’s why Gabriel becomes
“self-conscious, uncertain” when
he tries to articulate how “The
Rhythm of the Heat’ feels. He
doesn’t have to tell us: the drums
have already made sure we know.

Gabriel is also reaching for some-
thing else on Security. Throughout
his career, he’s hidden behind elab-
orate costumes, elaborate charac-
ters and elaborate bad poetry. On
Security, the man is emerging. Un-
fortunately, there’s bad poetry, too.
Both “Lay Your Hands On Me”
and the help-you’re-a-prisoner-
in-a-nuthouse dirge, “Wallflower,”
might have made better insrumen-
tals—or outtakes. But instead of de-
vising new roles to play, Gabriel’s
beginning to struggle with his own
humanity. In “Kiss of Life” and
“The Family and the Fishing Net,”
he’s trying, if awkwardly, to distin-
guish the dancer from the dance.
Only on “Shock the Monkey” has
he created a vocabulary as succinct
and complete as his sound. But I'm
grateful for small pleasures. For a
few moments, Peter Gabriel’s given
us pop without frontiers, art rock
with real discipline.

The Che

Muddy & The Wolf
Muddy Waters & Howlin’
Wolf

Wizards From The Southside
Various Artists

Reissue Series:

Aretha Gospel
Aretha Franklin

The Dells
The Dells

The Great Twenty-Eight
Chuck Berry

Blowin’ Gold
John Klemmer

By Cary Baker

o quickly recapitulate: Chess
Records, a dominant force in
rhythm and blues music in the *50s
and ’60s, was sold in 1969 by co-
founder Leonard Chess to the
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now-defunct GRT Corporation.
Subsequently, the label almost van-
ished save for the release of a few
credible, abominably marketed reis-
sues, largely “twofer” reworkings
of the Chess Corp’s own pre-1969
Vintage series. Following the bank-
ruptcy of GRT, Joe Robinson,
then-president of GRT subsidiary
All-Platinum Records, and current-
ly major domo of Sugar Hill, re-
tained control of Chess and found a
resource he hadn’t counted on in
Leonard Chess’s son, Marshall.

Marshall Chess spent the past
year listening, researching, compil-
ing and otherwise overseeing the
new six-album “Chess Is Back” se-
ries. The first batch of four single-
and two double-pocket compila-
tions demonstrates a sufficiently
mixed bag of music that should
gratify a long-starved cult of collec-
tors and, perhaps more important-
ly, provide young rock fans—or
older ones who may have missed
out on this in their youth—an im-
portant primer in the roots of rock
’n’ roll. It’s not an entirely success-
ful endeavor, as is noted below, but
it does help demonstate the breadth
and depth of Chess’s legacy to pop-
ular music.

The most overtly ‘“‘commercial”
endeavor in the set is the gatefold-
packaged, single LP, Muddy & the
Wolf, whose front cover touts a few
super-sidemen’s names (Steve Win-
wood, Eric Clapton and two Roll-
ing Stones, among many). Therein
lies the miscalculation, though, be-
cause both Muddy Waters and
Howlin’ Wolf cut most of their im-
portant work between 1948 and
1959, and an overview of that peri-
od could have been invaluable.
What's here is fair-to-middling, but
hardly essential. Waters’s side is
composed of highlights of the live
Father & Sons album, recorded in
Chicago in 1969, coupling reverent
“sons” Mike Bloomfield, Paul But-
terfield and Donald “Duck” Dunn
with bluesdom’s patriarchal “man-
nish boy” and his half-brother and
long-time pianist, Otis Spann; all
are in fine, furious form on crowd-
reinforced renditions of “I'm
Ready,” “Walking Through The
Park” and “Long Distance Call.”
The Wolf side, culled from The
London Howlin' Wolf Sessions, por-
trays a waning but still-determined
shouter surrounded by over-zealous
backing from Clapton, Winwood,
Charlie Watts and Bill Wyman.

The early works of Waters, Wolf
and Chess stablemates Sonny Boy
Williamson II, Bo Diddley, Little
Walter and John Lee Hooker ap-
pear on the intriguing Wizards
From The Southside LP, reminis-
cent of Chess’s early Blues Volume
and Heavy Heads anthology series,
but with greater discographical in-
formation (a virtue of the Chess re-
issue series). Highlights include
Waters’s 1950 “Rollin’ & Tumb-
lin”* as a duet with bassist Big
Crawford, and John Lee Hooker’s
timeless opus for guitar, vocal and
foot, “Walkin’ The Boogie” (in
which he recalls the night his par-
ents, thinking he was asleep, were
heard to say: “Let that boy boogie
woogie! It’s in him and it’s gotta
come out.”). The Howlin® Wolf se-
lections, “I Ain’t Superstitious”
and “Evil,” have been anthologized
to death. The real surprise in this
smattering of South Side wizardry
is “‘She’s Fine, She’s Mine,” a prim-
itive, pre-7/4, 1955 blues number
by Bo Diddley, flanked by a mini-
mal ensemble of harpist Billy Boy
Arnold, drummer Frank Kirkland
and maracas demon (‘“Take It To")
Jerome Green.

Aretha Gospel, originally issued
on Chess’s sister label, Checker,
captures the artist performing live
in her father’s church at age 14.
These raw, unexpurgated songs of
faith and testimony, with Aretha
accompanying herself on piano and
responding in kind to the fervency
of the worshippers in the Rev. C. L.
Franklin’s New Bethel Baptist
Church in Detroit in 1956, offer a
revealing glimpse of how much the
church gave to Aretha and how
much she took from it in developing
her profoundly influential vocal style.

Now celebrating their thirtieth
anniversary (with only one person-
nel change in that time), The Dells
are represented by a splendid retro-

spective of sides cut following the
group’s late *60s exodus from Vee-
Jay Records to Chess. Singles such
as “There Is,” “Oh What A Night”
and “Stay In My Corner,” fueled by
the impassioned delivery of bari-
tone lead singer Marvin Junior, hit
both the pop and soul airwaves, and
remain outstanding examples of
soul music in its most urgent, most
affecting, most potent form.

Dancing, juking and cruising
more closely formed the topical life-
blood of Chess’s biggest star, Chuck
Berry, whose twice-issued, hit-stud-
ded Golden Decade album is virtu-
ally repackaged here a third time as
The Great Twenty-Eight, a chrono-
logical layout (1955-65) that docu-
ments Berry’s early, influential
recordings and then traces his grad-
ual decline which, while heralding a
close to the golden decade, never-
theless found him producing the
likes of ‘“No Particular Place To
Go” and “Back In The U.S.A.”
One curiosity is 1965’s “I Want To
Be Your Driver;” it was Berry's
hardest-rocking track in nearly
three years up to that point, and
one wonders whether the pillaging
British invasion and its open idola-
try of Berry didn’t perhaps provide
some stray spark of revitalization
before the decade passed on.

The Chess repackage one might
not have predicted is the double-LP

Blowin’ Gold by saxophonist John
Klemmer. For a label whose rich
jazz bulwark on the Cadet label in-
cludes the formative catalogues of
Ramsey Lewis, (perhaps their big-
gest moneymaker after Berry’s star
faded), Ahmad Jamal, James
Moody, Yuseff Lateef, Kenny Bur-
rell, Gene Ammons, Sonny Stitt
and Oliver Nelson, the choice of
Klemmer seems at first out-of-char-
acter. Sides three and four (a con-
densation of the artist’s 1969-70
LPs, All The Children Cried and
Eruptions), however, are indicative
of the lucidity and far-reaching pa-
rameters of Marshall Chess’s reis-
sue program.

Blowin’ Gold, the first disc of
which was produced by Marshall
Chess and Gene “Daddy G” Barge,
fuses simple jazz melody to com-
plex, airborne odysseys like “Gar-
den of Uranus™ and “A Mon Frere
Africain.” Interestingly enough,
these albums were originally re-
leased prior to Miles Davis’s Bitches
Brew, yet are far more in sync with
Muhal Richard Abrams than with
the better-known Cadet jazz sound

typified by “The In Crowd.”

Klemmer, who’s since gone on to
record with Elektra, ABC, MCA
and a handful of audiophile labels,
weaves his Coltrane orientation
into the earliest fusion fabric. Start-
ing with “Excursion No. 2,” with

its echoplexed blizzard of early
electronic horn effects (a Klemmer
trademark), the three LPs con-
densed in Blowin’ Gold display
more growth in a single year than
most artists achieve in an entire
career.

Call Of The West

Wall of Voodoo
IRS

By Barry Alfonso

t’s momentarily tempting to de-

clare Call Of The West, Wall of |

Voodoo’s second album, a grand
statement about America, a sort of
oddball successor to The Band or

| Darkness On The Edge Of Town.

But to do so would be both an over-
sell (it’s not all that profound) and

an undersell (it’s quite likeable and
funny on its own terms). Let’s leave
it that it has something to say, goofy
as it may be.

Though a product of the Los An-
geles punk scene, Wall of Voodoo is
only partially a rock band—the
quintet draws much of its inspira-
tion from spaghetti western film
scores and other somewhat cheesy
sources in constructing. a sound
built on the beat of a rhythm ma-
chine, clattering percussion, fraz-
zled surf guitar stylings and
harmonic wails. Musically, Call Of
The West offers nothing new, but
does find the group working cre-
atively within its limits. Case in
point: the instrumental “On Inter-
state 15,” which manages to invoke
Lorne Green, Vince Guaraldi and
the Ventures all at once.

As in the past, lyricist/singer
Stanard Ridgway gives wry 'n’ sly
looks at trod-upon losers (“Lost
Weekend™) and working class ba-
nality (“Factory™), but with a sym-
pathy for his subjects that the likes
of Devo ought to take note of.
Though he strains for the Big Myth
on the title song, an exploration of
the *go west young man” mentality
that gets too ambitious for its own
good, Ridgway and his bandmates
never lose their sense of humor.
That’s Wall of Voodoo’s saving
grace.
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So ask for Maxell cassettes. And the next
time you're recording new wave you wont
get stuck with a punk tape.

NEW WAVE SHOULDN'T BE
NPUNKTAPE.

A cassette tape is the perfect place to hide punk workmanship.
Something you wont find in a Maxell tape.
Because at Maxell we build cassettes to standards that are 60%
higher than the industry
Unlike ordinary cassettes, Maxell tapes are made with special
antijamming ribs to prevent sticking, stretching maxell
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Masell Corpomsmon of Amenca 60 Oxlord Drve. Moonocke N | 07074
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Highways & Heartaches
Ricky Skaggs
Epic

By Geoffrey Himes

Ricky Skaggs is in the paradoxi-
cal position of a young rebel
who’s teaching the country estab-
lishment how to sound old-fash-
ioned. He's educating his elders to
the undiminished power of hillbilly
bluegrass picking and unhip honky
tonk emoting. His lessons acquired
commercial clout when his first ma-
jor label album yielded four top 20
country singles last year. On High-
ways & Hearlaches, his second Epic
album (fourth overall), Skaggs
turns from traditional classics to
new songs in the old tradition writ-
ten by his young colleagues.

The key to Skaggs’ sound is his

ability to underlay a bluegrass top-
ping with country-rock kick. As a
producer, Skaggs gets a fat electric
bass sound and a subtle drum sound
that carries the rhythm without
pounding piano or crunching guitar
chords. Thus there’s plenty of room
on top for Bobby Hicks’ sweet,
lonely fiddle lines and Skaggs’ own
sterling guitar and mandolin solos.
Skaggs’ wife, Sharon White, adds
gospel choir harmony vocals, and
her father, Buck White, adds sparse
piano fills.

The album’s first single is Guy
Clark’s clever “Heartbroke,” which
gathers a contagious momentum
atop the biggest rock beat Skaggs
has ever used. The rest of the album
is more traditional. There’s one
well-preserved bluegrass classic,
Bill Monroe’s “Can’t You Hear Me
Callin’,” but the other songs are un-
familiar. Wayland Patton contrib-
utes two new heart-tugging
confessionals, and Skaggs’ plaintive
voice makes them credible without
slipping into melodrama.

The album’s highlights, though,
are Larry Cordle’s *“Highway 40
Blues” and Rodney Crowell’s “One
Way Rider.” These two ‘‘going-
down-the-road™ romps are greased
by Bruce Bouton's slippery steel
guitar and the finest ensemble pick-
ing to be found on any country rec-
ord this year.

Versions
Robby Krieger

Passport Records

I Advance Masked

Andy Summers/Robert Fripp
A&M

By Chip Stern

hough all guitar instrumental
albums are created equal, some

are more equal than others. Usually
the difference is that between ‘‘gui-
tar music” and music in general;
one owing its existence to the ver-
nacular of the instrument, the other
trying to transcend the guitar’s
built-in passwords and catch-
phrases. Often these distinctions
mark good albums from great ones.
Robby Krieger’'s mysterioso
blues signature with the Doors is

gaining new converts every day,
and Versions would seem ready
made for the new generation of fans
and FM programmers, being a vig-
orous, chopsmanlike workout that
owes more to Jeff Beck’s Blow By
Blow than to Jim Morrison’s memo-
ry. Krieger’s sleek, lucid phrasing,
silvery distortion tone ard jazzy
momentum (not to mention the
first-rate musicianship of Arthur
Barrow, Bruce Gary, John Dens-
more and Ray Manzarek) give this
album a very agreeable flow; the
doubling of lead and slide guitar in
parallel harmonies on *“Tatooed
Love Boys,” “Her Majesty” and
“I’'m Gonna Tell On You” adds a
nice Allmanish-western swing fla-
vor to the proceedings. “Gavin Leg-
gitt” is the most fulminating
original, and of the covers, ‘Crystal
Ship” is the most charming (sound-
ing at times like Wes Montgomery
and the Wailers). But “Street Fight-
ing Man” loses it in the bridge after
a grinding good intro, and “Reach
Out I'll Be There” is stiltad; ulti-
mately there is something limiting
about trying to make a great vocal
melody lay on the guitar—that and
an absence of memorable melodies
mitigates Versions’ overall zppeal.
I Advance Masked is another
matter. Andy Summers probably
spent a decade trying to un.earn all
the cool devices Krieger still em-

STATE OF THE INSTRUMENT

THE STEINBERGER BASS
STEINE

63 TIFFANY PLACE « BROOKLYN « NY 11231 USA - (212) 447-7500
Send for free brochure

ploys, while Fripp couldn’t play a
blues if his life depended on it.
What Summers lacks in pure chops
he makes up for in taste, harmonic
sophistication and wily restraint;
while Fripp turned a lack of apti-
tude for rote guitar gymnastics and
phrasing into a formidable, distinc-
tive style. Summers the melodist
and colorist, and Fripp the polyme-
tric empiricist: together they’ve re-
solved their considerable stylistic
differences to create a seamless web
of electric counterpoint and string
quartet intricacy. In fact, it’s often
impossible to tell who’s who, so
sympatico are their improvisations.
Conceptually it’s Summers’ date,
and I Advance Masked depicts his
interest in oriental music (the sub-
lime *“China-Yellow Leader™), jazz
(the Pat Methenyesque melodies on
“Still Point” and “New Marim-
ba”), raga-like textures and meters
(“Hardy Country” and ‘“‘Under
Bridges of Silence””) and Bartok
(“Painting & Dance™). Fripp is felt
most deeply as a rhythmic under-
pinning, spinning out his swiftly
picked counterpoint to create a
surging momentum (his big solo
splash being the heavy metal ballad
“In The Cloud Forest™), as Sum-
mers flanges, choruses, delays and
compresses a spatial chordal embel-
lishment, with occasional touches
of percussion, guitar synthesizer, si-
tar and acoustic guitar filling out
the songs. Rarely have electric gui-
tars been heard with so much deli-
cacy, integrity and force—let alone
beauty—as on I Advance Masked.

Raw Magic
Magic Slim
Alligator

By Cary Baker

here’s an adage stating that a

great blues record is yet to be
cut on foreign soil. That adage,
however, is getting up in years, and
the debut American LP by Chicago
bluesman Magic Slim—recorded in
France by Isabel Records and
leased for Stateside issue by Alliga-
tor—presents evidence that its ve-
racity has passed.

As is obvious from the opening
bars, the former Morris Holt
doesn’t play or sing much like Mag-
ic Sam, the late guitar pantheon in
whose band Holt interned during
the *50s. His playing is far more
raucous and undisciplined, begging
closer analogy to that of Hound
Dog Taylor. His singing is deeper
and darker, too. Neither, for that
matter, is he particularly slim these
days. Yet for the guarantee of a gid-
dily rockin’ blues set, Magic Slim is
practically in a class by himself.

Seven long, extemporaneous stu-
dio cuts form a fitting composite of
Slim’s blues. His long, linear guitar
lines are alternately declarative and
punch-drunk, malleable enough to
simmer their way through Wilson
Pickett’s “Mustang Sally,” and
evoke echoes of Hound Dog in
“Ain’t Doing Too Bad.” There’s
even a hint of Slim’s Magic mentor
in “Gravel Road.” If a Magic Slim
trademark emerges, however, it’s
his penchant for improvising a bot-
tleneck guitar sound by repeatedly
shaking his immense fingers against
the strings as if with a metal slide,
reinforcing his blues with a throb-
bing urgency.

Holding no apparent delusions of
becoming a marketplace barrier-
breaker (like many of his' Alligator
stablemates), Slim’s Raw Magic ful-
fills the promise of its title. In pre-
serving that juke-jumping Blue
Monday sound and properly com-
mitting it to wax—whether in Tou-
louse or on Chicago’s South Side—
he has few peers among his contem-
poraries.
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Announcements
Smoking Accessories
IT IS FINALLY HERE! OUR CATALOG
of fine pipes, papers, smoking and snuff acces-
sories at the best prices. Catalog $2. You must
be 18.
High Class
4009 Pacific Coast Hwy.
Torrance, CA 90505

Moving Sidewalk

VISION—YOU CAN GO—ETHICS
Moving Sidewalk Moving Sidewalk Moving
Sidewalk Moving Sidewalk Moving Sidewalk
Moving Sidewalk Moving Sidewalk Moving
Sidewalk Moving Sidewalk Moving Sidewaik.

Looking to advertise by mail?
THEN YOU SHOULD PLACE A
classified ad in THE RECORD. Regular clas-
sified ads cost 75¢ per word, 16-word min. Il-
lustrated classified space is $40 per col. inch,
2-inch min. THE RECORD, Classified, 745
Fifth Avenue, NY, NY 10151. For further
info., call Patti Fiore at (212) PL8- 3800

Free Promotional Albums
CONCERT TICKETS, STEREOS, ETC.
Information, Barry Publications, 477 82nd
St., Brooklyn, NY 11209.

R S AR S S E

Ant

CAPTURE YOUR FAVORITE SINGER/
group in an original portrait, (most media).
Individual, composites, onstage. Other
artwork available. Portraits Etc., Box 202,
Marlboro, MD 20772.

JIM MORRISON. LIMITED EDITION
Morrison print 18" x 24", signed and num-
bered. Send $8.95 postpaid. Free catalog.
Rock Art, Box 244, American Fork, UT
84003.

JESUS FICTIONAL! POSITIVE lNCON-
trovertible proof Flavius Josephus created Je-
sus, Gospels. Booklet: $3—Vector, Box
6215X, Bellevue, WA 98007.

Bumperstickers

“ROCK AND ROLL FOREVER!" BUMP-
erstickers! Tell the world for only $2 . .. 2 for
$3! Workbooks, Dept. 2, Box 8504, Atlanta,
GA 30306.

Clothing
Get a “Head” Start!!

SPUNKY SPERM ON FRONT OF T—
shirt, factual nutritional information (per
swallow) on the back . . . you'll be surprised!!!
Women's V-neck S-M-L in lavender, It. blue,
fushia, and white. Men's crew-neck M-L-XL
in bone, It. blue, and yellow. $9.95. In Spurts,
1964/, Garnet Ave., Suite i1, San Diego, CA
92109.

Santa’s Happy Hohdays

\ .
dappylolidays
HANDSCREENED ON QUALITY 50/50
jersey. White shirt, red sleeves & red print,
with or without Happy Holidays, please spec-
ify. Sizes S,M,L,XL. Enclose check or money
order for $9 p.p. to Ray Larason Screenprint-
ing, 15224 Laguna Ave., Lake Elsinore, CA
92330.

American Muslc Madness!

Feel the music...

America'sTop 40’s

AMERICA'S MOST TALKED ABOUT
radio station can now be your favorite t-shirt.
Black/red print tan shirt. Adult sizes. $7.95
each postpaid, check/money order. Bumper
stickers 2/$1. Richmond Marketing, Box
24664, Tampa, FL 33623. 813- 886-6537.

“This Bud’s For Me'©~
SINSEMILLA BUD SILK-
screened in greens with red
lettering on 100% cotton
mellow yellow t-shirt. Out-
standing artwork, $-M-L-
XL. 38.95 postpaid. Free cat-
alog. Locomotive, Box 8301, Prairie Village,
KS 66208.

“Cocaine is God’s Way

OF SAYING YOU HAVE TOO
much money.” Need we say more? High qual-
ity t-shirts distinctively tailored, professional-
ly silk-screened. Red t-shirt w/wht, navy;
navy t-shirt w/wht. $,M,L,XL. Specify quan-
tity, size, color scheme. $7.95 delivered. Dare
to be outrageous with Rocky Mountain High-
Jinx!

Rocky Mountain High-Jinx

930 S. Monaco Blvd., Box #157

Denver, CO 80224

FANTASTIC T-SHIRTS $6.50 PPD, JER-
seys $8.50 ppd. Led Zeppelin, Doors, Police,
Go-Go's, Stones, Beatles, B. Sabbath, Lynyrd
Skynyrd, J. Hendrix, Joan Jett, AC/DC, Har-
ley Davidson, Heavy Metal, Ozzy Ozbourne,
Rush, The Who, Iron Maiden, P. Benatar,
Asia, Bruce Lee, E. Presley and many more.
Send $1 for huge illustrated catalog of post-
ers, t-shirts, pins. Rock House, Box 54, Dept.
R Oakland Gardens, NY 11364.

SINCERE LEAD VOCALIST: NYC,
Seattle, Minneapolis pro-experience; seeks
original, progressive group aka Quarterflash/
Motels/Stevie Nicks; studio background,
published lyricist; (715) 466-4576, days,
Tracy.

SOLO ACT AVAILABLE. OVER 15
years experience as vocalist, guitarist, com-
poser, entertainer. Concerts, supper clubs,
and banq Tommy Stewart, Box 626, Tu-

DOES ROCK 'N' ROLL ANIMAL FIT
you to a tee? Find out free. Animal Ink, Box
77, Oneonta, NY 13820.

LEATHER, ROCKERS SLIP INTO SOME
black leather. Pants $159, motorcycle jacket
$159, 5" leather stud wristband $26. Send size
with money order to: Iron Horse Leather, 775
19th St., SW, Vero Beach, FL 32960.
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Beatles Amer. Tour w/Ed Rudy
INTERVIEW ALBUM—RARE—AUTO-
graphed on request—3$12 postpaid.

Ed Rudy (American Tour LP)

G.P.O. Box 1981 Dept. R

New York, NY 10001

VAN HALEN, RUSH, LOVERBOY,
Judas Priest, officially licensed bumper-
stickers $2 each plus SASE. Or send stamped
envelope for free catalog. Collectors Items,
Box 76D, North Hackensack Station, River
Edge, NJ 07661.

ROCK AND TEEN MAGAZINES (1950
to present): Cream, Hullabaloo, Rolling
Stone, Melody Maker, *'16", etc. Catalog $1
cash. Back Issues, 28 Orchard St., Ridgefield
Park, NJ 07660.

Fan Clubs

The Who Club

T-SHIRTS, SWEATSHIRTS, BOOKS,
buttons, tour programs, stickers, imported al-
bums, quarterly magazine, etc. Send self-ad-
dressed, stamped envelope to: the Who Club
(Dept. RD), Box 731, Princeton Junction, NJ
08550 or Box 107A, London, N6 5RU,
England.

Gifts & Mercllandlse

X-Rated Hookah!

PERVERTS ONLY. HANDCRAFTED
imitation ivory (black or white). Fill one bub-
ble with water, one with herb and blow your
head. Can be used for freaky purposes. Fits
pocket or purse. $19.95 to:

Zylexx Enterprises

Box 4458

Long Beach, CA 90804

“Maui Wowie” Fertilizer

FINEST YOUR MONEY CAN BUY,
satisfaction guaranteed, $12.88 pt., “Hawai-
ian Bud”, Box 1307, Kihei, Maui, HI 96753

Smoking & Snuff Accessories
FOR YOUR FREE CATALOG, SEND $1,
refundable with first order, to: Mary Jane's
Products, Inc., Box 121054, Dept. R, Nash-
ville, TN 37212.

The Music Business Institute

A CAREER PROGRAM IN MUSIC:
course includes recording, studio, concert and
video production; artist representation and
management; retailing and wholesaling; re-
cord promotion and marketing; copyright
and music industry law; songwriters and mu-
sic publishing; & more. Employment assis-
tance. Write for free brochure & career guide.
MBI, Suite 400-RD, 2970 Peachtree Rd.,
N.W., Atlanta, GA 30305. (404) 231-3303.

BE A RECORDING ENGINEER! NEW
classes quarterly. Institute of Audio/Video
Engineering. (213) 666-3003/1831 Hyperion,
Dept. G, Hollywood, CA 90027.
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PERSONALIZED PHOTO IDENTIFICA-
tion card. Any name, age, state. Free birth
certificate. Send $5.50 plus photo, descrip-
tion. Details 25¢. Capricorn, Box 2130-RD,
Industry, CA 91746.
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Musicians—get with it!
WHY WAIT FOR THE RIGHT GROUP
or right musicians to find you? You can find
them! Call us - the music industry’s largest
nationwide referral & get things rolling now.
Professional Musicians’ Referral TM

Toll Free 800-328-8660 (612) 825-6848

Or Call East Coast Ofc. (609) 547-7096

Or Call West Coast Ofc. (714) 527-5611

Musnclans, free classified

FREE SPACE IS PROVIDED IN THE
RECORD for hungry musicians. If you need
a gig, or additional band members, send us
your ad (25 word maximum). All listings are
subject to space availability. If you have
something to buy or sell, you pay only 50¢ per
word. Send your ad to: THE RECORD, Mu-
sicians’ Classified, 745 Fifth Ave., New York,
NY 10151,

DRUMMER SEEKING ESTABLISHED
commercial rock act. Call (201) 427-0304.

RECORD LIKE THE PRO’ S—LEARN
the Professional Recording Techniques! $2
and SASE to Rival Talents, Box 9662, Madi-
son, WI 53715.

PUNK ROCK, NEW WAVE, souL
group needs keyboard, bass and lead guitar
and drummer. Houston, Tex. Call André
713-649-8400 or Rock 713-649-0022,

lia, TX 79088.

ROCKABILLY SINGER WANTED: TO
sing in professional rockabilly band. Must
look the part. Instrument not necessary.
Write Markie Most, 414 Dunbar Dr., Pgh.,
PA 15235.

Posters and Photes

~Exclusive Ot;fgr

from the original painting by Mark Chambers
of the stoned age. Send $6.99 plus $2 postage
and handling to: MAC Posters, Box 533,
Greenwood TX 76246.

Color Concert Photos!

HUGE SELECTION, HUNDREDS OF
performers including rock, country, southern
bands. Send $1 for beautiful illustrated cata-
log. Mention favorite.

“Smile”

Box 15293-RD

Chmpeake. VA 23320-0293

50¢ Color Rock Photos'
STONES, BENATAR, POLICE, ZEPPE-
lin, Who, Heart, Cars, Bowie, Cheap Trick,
Fleetwood, Queen, Clash, Kiss, Blondie and
more! 17 photos—$10; 30 photos—$15! Full-
color catalog—31. Front Row Photos, Box
484-L, chonscl NY 11767.

SMALL CLUB CONCERT PHOTOS
All excellent front row glossy color shots,
Joan Jett, Billy Idol, Costello, Johansen, Ra-
mones, Shirts, Plasmatics, Nina Hagen, many
more. Send S.A.S.E. for list. C.Y., 2903 Sun-
set Ave., Asbury Park, NJ 07712.

HOLD ON ... A RECORD WITHOUT A
record contract? Solution: Independent cus-
tom pressing at low Canadian currency price.
For our full information pagkage and price
list please enclose $2. Write: PMR Distribu-
tion, 8 45th Ave., Suite 10, Lachine, Quebec,
CANADA HST 2L7.

Records & Tapes

Imported Records
HIGH-QUALITY ROCK, NEW MUSIC
audiophile pressings from Japan, Australia,
Canada, England, Europe, Mexico. Large se-
lection, 24-hour service. Free catalog.
Scheherazade Records

Box 607-RD

Carrboro, NC 27510

Shane’s Record Finding Service
FROM ROCK TO FOLK, PUNK TO
jazz, industrial to easy listening, we can find
just about anything ever made! Give us a try!
We aim to please! Send request plus 3-20¢
stamps for catalog. Box 6314, San Rafael, CA
94903.

Rare Rock Specialist!

LARGEST 50's & 60's SELECTION,
rockabilly & Psychedelia; reissues & origi-
nals—Latest French pressings of your fave
80’s artists: Springsteen, E. John, Police, K.
Bush, O.N.J. etc.—Many are French only!
Specify interests - Send stamp for list - Retail
& wholesale (212) 675-2768. Midnight Rcds.,
Box 390 R, N.Y,, N.Y. 10011.

Rock 'n’ Roll Party Tapes!

ALL GROUPS—LOW PRICES—FREE
catalog: Angel Products, Box 119-RC, Haup-
pauge, NY 11788.

RARE ROCK TAPES FROM 1960s, 1970s,
1980s. Send for free catalog. Acme, Box
14438, Dept. RD, Minneapolis, MN 55414,
JAPANESE IMPORTED RECORDS EX-
clusively. 10,000 + title mail order catalog.
$3 postpaid. YSL Records, Box 8330-X, Van
Nuys, CA 91409.

RARE ROCK RECORDS AND TAPES.
Send requests. Ask for catalog. Robert Doyle,
Box 152 Pearl Rlvcr, NY 10965.

WORLD S RECORDS, FEATURING
Rhythm & Blues/Western Swing/Blues/Ear-
ly Rock and more. For a free copy of our sup-
plement please write: World's Records, Box
2613, Dept. Q, San Rafael, CA ‘)4912

METAL MAYHEM STRIKES! FREE
catalog of the best heavy metal from around
the world. Write: Metal Mayhem, Box 190,
Dept. R, Erlanger, KY 41018,

GOLDEN OLDIES, THOUSANDS OF 45
records, oldies cassettes, rock & roll t-shirts.
Send $2 for catalog. Stewart Estep Records,
Box 10243, Alexandria, VA 22310.

FREE! HOTTEST AUCTION LIST ANY-
where! 4 times yearly. Finest Record Stores,
2400 8th Ave., Greeley, CO 80631.

COLLECTIBLE ROCK RARITIES—
1962 through 1982. Huge selection! Free cata-
log! Sounds, Box 37603, Dept. RD, Phoenix,
AZ 85069.

Talkin’ ’bout their
generation!

You can read for miles... with the latest
Who books from Rock Read, where
rock’n’roll is more than meets the ear

The Who: An lllustrated Biography
by Chris Charlesworth Import $12.95
The first major Who biography, taking an in-depth
chronological look at the band, its members, music, and
movies, 1959-1982. Beautiful volume featuring many
rare and full color photos.

Also available:

The Who: An Illustrated Discography
compiled by Ed Hanel Import $5.95
Essential handbook listing the Who's singles
and albums intemationally, the Tommys:
solo efforts: soundtracks: bootlegs:

tapes: radio/TV: and all else related.

The Who File
Import  $12.95
Detailed fact sheets (including Police Records}
on Pete. Roger, John, Keith and Kenney, fun
pics, and words/music to 19 of the Who's finest.
The Who in Their Own Words
a]a;'npged l":yl géeve Clarke lS'.95 -

0 Says! pages worth of chosen words I
from the masters’ mouths, with 60 photos best books an rock’nroll!!!
spanning the band's career. Free Rock Read button with order!

Rock Read 799 Broadway New York. N.Y. 10003
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Or ask for our FREE catalog of over 100

0§ Enclosed is my check/m.o. to Rock Read. Please send the Who books checked below. | am ]
: adding S} shipping cost for one book; 50¢ for each additional book. (N.Y. residents please add  §
sales tax 1
1
g Total § ___ Name R § S :
1
8 —Bio ____Discography Address R S :
[
_ File _Words ____ catalog | City. State Zip. :

Please allow up to 3 weeks for delivery. Rock Read|799 Broadway|New York, N.Y. 10003 ¢ :

GIANT TAFFETA WALL HANGINGS
Don't hideit, hangit. Each design
18 silk screened onto a 45" x 56
cloth wall hanging. Available in
the following 35 designs.

¢
kﬂt Tatfeta Wall Hangings

To w0 Cruan & Daswe
All Taffetas $12.00/each
Postage/Handling $3.00/per order
Mail To: Paramail ns s D Send me your free
P.O. Box 15457 Catalogue Today!
SLC, UT 84115

CALL

To. 800-453-4100

FREE M/C-VISA ONLY!

Personal checks allow 4 additional weeks to clear

Retail inquire on y letterhead

COLOR PHOTOS o
FRONT ROW AND OFF STAGE [

AC/DC, ANTS, BENATAR, BOWIE, CARS, |
CLASH, DEVO, F. MAC, GO-GO'S, DEAD,
HAIRCUT, HENDRIX, JAM, JETT, JOURNEY, |
LED ZEP, LOVERBOY, 0ZZY, PETTY, POLICE, |
PIL, QUEEN, REO, STONES, SPRINGFIELD,
VAN HALEN, WHO, AND OVER 400 OTHER | |
ROCK, POP, METAL AND NEW WAVE ARTISTS. ‘, |
LONGEST IN THE BUSINESS. MENEST QUALITY.
LARGEST SELECTION

SEND $2 FOR CATALOG/2 SAMPLES $3 GETS 3
SAMPLES (LIST 3 ARTISTS) $4 GETS 4 (LIST 4).
LIMIT 85 FOR 5 (LIST 5) LIST FAVES AND
ALTERNATES FOR SAMPLES

PINES/ELLIOT PHOTOS, LTD. P.O. Box 1122
DEPT.D MADISON SQ. STA. RY, NY 10159

CARVIN

Catalog

Box 548 Dept R
Elmra, N Y

Hand Crafts —

1982
Pro-Line Guide

|

l nique holiday Em — 2 genune

white (photo

knit warmer' Royal blGe
Xmas — red with green wreath & tassle S-#

« Before you buy a Guitar, Amplifier, Mix-
er, Speaker or P.A. System, get the
FREE 80 page CARVIN Color Catalog!

plain red, $7. "Tiny Tim~ 4" red $4
entine's Day — white with red hearts &

$9 St Pat's Day — green with sha

tassle. $9 Check. MO VisaMC (nc! ¢

& exp date) At your request we'll

card from you or mail your gift anony J
MO or Cred Card orders sent immed Post
Shandl - 1.2, 81, 3-5 $2 Money back guar

» Compare Carvin's exceptional values
and see the latest pro equipment. Buy
DIRECT at Pro-Net prices — saving you
hundreds of dollars

» Components include JBL, Renkus-
Heinz, Electro-Voice, Celestion, etc
Also, a complete line of replacement
parts for your guitar. Find out about
Carvin's new Tri-Amped Sound
Systems

RECORD CLEANING CLOTH RE-
moves dust, static-electricity. 2/$3.00" Hyl-
tons, B17082, W. Palm Beach, FL 33406.

A RECORD STORE IN YOUR MAILBOX!
Discount new releases, 350+ independent la-
bels, rarities & hard to find. Bargain & cutout
LPs and tapes from $1.49. Free information
on our 450+ page catalogs. Square Deal Rec-
ords, Box 1002 Dept. RR, San Luis Obispo,
CA 93406.

FREE GIANT LP & TAPE CATALOG
discount LP's, cassettes, blank tapes, current,

Write or Call now!

CARYVIN, Dept. RC 80, 1155 Industrial Ave.
Escondido, CA 92025. PH 714-747-1710
eewsaaCARVIN FREE CATALOGe=oass
O Enclosed $1 for Rush First Class Mail.

budget, out of print, collectors’ items. Super- Name _ -
market of Music, Box 1635, Reseda, CA
91335. Address -
Wanted o
-~ State _______Zp B RC80

Wanted: Rock Interviews

FOR ROLLING STONE MAGAZINE'S
“Continuous History of Rock & Roll" radio
program. Original material only. Must be air
quality. Payment upon acceptance. Not re-
sponsible for unsolicited tapes! Call or write
John McGhan at ROLLING STONE, 745
Fifth Ave., New York NY 10151. 212-758-
3800

Wanted: Music Lovers

FREE ALBUMS IN EXCHANGE FOR
your opinion. Choose your own type of mu-
sic, build a huge album collection, small
membership fee. Write, Music Man, Box
135(R), Cudahy, W1 53110

WANTED: CASSETTE OR 8 TRACK o e k) o e
tapes from 70’s to 80's. $6 a tape each. 4 week :!:m!::ﬁt:um R

wait. Write to: Christopher Burk, Box 271, )

Altamont, KS 67330.

1983 ROCK
CALENDARS

Sesttie. WA 98108




OF THE CHART

FOR ALL HIS MYTHOLOGIZ-
ing about the highways of our collec-
tive dreams, one had to wonder what
happened on the off-ramps of Bruce
Springsteen’s romantic vision? What
of the modern day Tom Joads in this
land of limited expectations and ran-
dom violence? Where do they run
now that the American frontier is
closed? Who would speak for those
without money or hope? Couldn’t
anybody articulate their seething
resignation—this slow suicide of the
spirit?

Well, Bruce Springsteen did, and
against all odds, Nebraska has
emerged not only as his most coura-
geous statement, but as 1982’s sur-
prise chart-topper. Does this infer
that reality can be commercial in the
’80’s? Perhaps. Certainly there’s
something re-assuring, yet unsettling
about these home-grown tales of or-
dinary folk, rendered in a voice
somehow more ancient than rock 'n’
roll. Recorded on a Tascam 4-track
cassette recorder in his bedroom,
Nebraska is a chilling, compelling
portrait of who we are, and what we
yet might be. &

IN “WANDERING SONG,”
one of the pivotal selections from
his debut album as a solo artist,
Lionel Richie sings, ‘I must keep
moving ’til I find me.” It’s a power-
ful moment—Richie caresses the
lyric, and the effect is of the singer
speaking intimately to the listener.
That’s typical of an album notable
for its rich emotional heart and mu-
sical scope.

Produced by Richie and the Com-
modores’ long-time co-producer
James Carmichael, Lionel Richie
moves from the assertive R&B-pop
of “It Serves You Right” and “You
Are,” to the classically-influenced
ballads *‘Truly’’ and *“You Mean
More To Me,” to the subtle country
stylings of “My Love.”

Clearly, Richie’s solo debut
marks a new beginning for the
composer of ‘““Easy,” “Three Times
A Lady,” *‘Sail On,” *‘Still”’ and
other Commodores hits. Says the
artist: ““This record pretty much
paints the whole picture and cap-
tures what I'm about—it’s got my
insides all over it and it’s not dilut-

ed in any way.” S

DEBUT ALBUM

MEN AT WORK MADE IT OUT
of Melbourne, Australia’s inner
city because they did not join in
the noise, but rather fashioned a
pop sound unlike anything being
exported from Down Under. The
key ingredients? Dry, witty writ-
ing; haunting melodies; and some
inventive use of saxophone and
flute to create mood. Business As
Usual is an extremely impressive
debut by a band in only its third
year of existence.

Among the highlights are
“Down Under,” a reggaeish rock-
er featuring Greg Ham’s playful
flute work; ““Down By The Sea,” a
rock chanty which tugs at the
heart via Ham’s sax; and “People
Just Love To Play With Words,”
a children’s song with a subtext
out of Elvis Costello’s library of
pain.

Colin Hay (vocalist and chief
writer), guitarist Ron Strykert,
and Ham are those most responsi-
ble for bringing this Tasmanian
experience to America. Finally,
an Australian band whose sensi-
bility is not measuredin decibels. ©
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