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Dusty Hill, Frank Beard and Billy Gibbons: pumping new meaning into the bizarre but ongoing saga of ZZ Top.

7.7 Top: Hot, Blue And Righteous

By J-C Costa
ATLANTA—Genial, bespectacled,
with that smokey, basso-profundo
Texas drawl, Billy Gibbons is al-
ways looking for an extra little twist
to pump new meaning into the bi-
zarre but ongoing saga of ZZ Top. A
few months ago, during an interview
at Warner Brothers’ New York of-
fices, he casually inquired about the
cost of music videos, film versus vid-
eotape and what other bands were
doing with the medium. Lo and be-
hold, a few weeks later, Gibbons,
Dusty Hill and Frank Beard are on
MTYV swaying through a video ver-
sion of ZZ’s new single, “‘Gimme
All Your Loving,” playing headless
Fender guitars and generally enjoy-
ing a colorful local backdrop con-
sisting of some dusty southwest gas
station and the *33 Ford Coupe
“Eliminator” which inspired their
latest LP being driven by three out-
of-state dollies with miles of nylon
thigh showing.

“After we spoke in New York,”
Gibbons relates, ‘‘we all started
talking about how much fun it
might be. And now I'm broke.
Those things are not cheap. We
chose film to be transferred to video
later. It’s just a nicer medium to
work with at this point and I
thought what was pieced together
was okay. Warner Brothers has a
great video department and they can
help you. This is great. The Eighties!
The record company can help you!”

Gibbons is a wry old dog, and his
response to a question about ZZ Top
masking their neatly stereotyped
Texas-fried identity on the new LP,
Eliminator, in favor of a more com-
mercial, mainstream approach is de-
livered with a light toasting of
sarcasm: *‘We all talked about it.
This record safely ushers us out of

what we felt was a dead end. 1 don’t
want to be victimized by the ashes of
urban cowboy-ism. We had a lot to
do with that whole thing, which is

| fine, but we can also go somewhere

else. There’s an edge of ‘safety zone’
to the Eliminator tracks. When you
hear programmers say, ‘Thanks,
you’ve got a good pop record but it
still sounds like ZZ Top,’ I feel good
about it. There isn’t the esoteric
weirdness of something like E! Loco.
It’s definitely dead ahead but, hell,
you never heard us playing ‘Heaven,
Hell or Houston’ on stage anyway."”

What all of this adds up to is that
13 years, eight albums and a whole
bunch of nationwide tours down the
line, ZZ’s still full of surprises.
Eliminator focuses on more general
topics dear to all rock 'n’ roll hearts
such as Hot Rods (specifically, the
aforementioned Ford **Eliminator”
by Buffalo Motorcars of Para-
mount, California), Girls (specifi-
cally, “Legs™), Clothes, Sex, Surreal
Patio Parties and TV Dinners with
nary a whisper of mesquite, sage-
brush, Longhorns or any of the oth-
er popular Texas icons they’ve
steadfastly been associated with
since busting out of Houston back in
1970. “Gimme All Your Loving,”
for example, is chock full of ricochet
guitar hooks and smooth pop
choruses clearly intended for mass
consumption. The cavernous bass/
drum sound of Dusty Hill and
Frank Beard is still locked hard into
the groove and guitarist/vocalist
Gibbons’ soupy, lunatic growl and
pulverizing guitar are intact. But
anyone unfamiliar with ZZ Top
would be hard pressed to pinpoint
them as “‘that little ol' band from
Texas” based on Eliminator’s lyrics
or the edgy, modern sound of a se-
quencer bubbling up through the
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bottom of the mix on tracks like
“Legs” and “Dirty Dog.”

The dense, true grit sound
churned out by this supernaturally
tight, veteran three-piece unit, best
expressed on their remarkable 1973
LP, Tres Hombres, sounds even big-
ger and rawer on both the Elimina-
tor album and the current stage
show. After extensive multitrack ex-
perimentation on the 1979 and ’81
LPs El Loco and Deguello, ZZ has
gone back to the flat-out, open-bore
instrumental attack which helped
carve them a signature sound in a
decade filled with heavy rock ready-
mades.

According to Gibbons, Elimina-
tor “isn’t a signature piece for ZZ
Top,” but does recall the Tres Hom-
bres sound, a development that
grows out of the recording process
employed on the new LP. “For De-
guello and El Loco,” he explains,
“we’d jumped from Robin Hood
Bryant’s studio in Tyler, Texas to
Ardent in Memphis. We’d mixed
there before and then we started re-
cording there, too. We were thrust
into Studio C, they put us into dif-
ferent rooms and made us do all of
these recording techniques which
were supposedly better. Lots of
overdubbing, stuff like that. At one
point, Dusty, Frank and I couldn’t
even see each other. We were in dif-
ferent rooms with just headphone
communications. But the engineers
always have a better way. I kind of
liked some of the things on De-
guello. El Loco, as weird as that got,
was fun. But for this last one, we
were looking at less time, the engi-
neers were frantically scrambling
around trying to get some new kind
of process together and they finally
said, ‘Why don’t you guys try this,
we’re gonna put you all in the same

room together.” Hey! Like we’d nev-
er seen each other before.

“We went back to the old studio,”
he continues. “We could talk to each
other, we saw each other. Our equip-
ment was back to the same old stuff.
The amplifier was behind a padded
divider that they’d originally wanted
to throw away. And there was a great
clamor behind the glass when it start-
ed happening—everybody’s going,
‘don’t touch anything?’ ™

In keeping with their current
back-to-basics strategy, ZZ Top's
visual look onstage is also more
streamlined and high-tech. Drum-
mer Frank Beard, the only one in
ZZ who doesn’t have long, wispy fa-
cial hair and who also favors a dry,
understated delivery, describes the
stage setup as ‘‘real clean, two-levels
with a drum riser, ‘ego ramps’ and
the amplifiers tucked away on the
first level shooting through the
scrim.” Beard’s 12 X 12 drum riser
dominates a sleek black set with
nothing to remind us of ZZ’s Texas
origins except its wide open spaces.
Gibbons and Hill are wireless, with
the freedom to range far and wide
across the stage or to launch into
one of their famous choreographed
“two-steps” that have become sec-
ond nature to them after so many
years on the road.

True to the puckish sense of hu-
mor that keeps the band interesting,
ZZ has thrown in a few little asides
to move things along. All of the roa-
dies have stage outfits—white jump-
suits with nicknames like *‘Dr.
Sprainbrain” ostentatiously sten-
ciled on the back. For the encore, a
huge hanging portrait of the Elimi-
nator coupe, featuring three sets of
angry red eyes behind the wind-
shield and high-power headlights

Continued on page 29
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Twilight
Of The
Gods

By Jonathan Gross
TORONTO—The theme is priori-
ties; the name of the game, ambi-
tion. To illustrate: when once, in
adolescence, life itself hinged on
whether the New York Rangers
could at long last win a Stanley Cup,
it now doesn’t so completely domi-
nate the daily passions as much as
that peculiar filigree of pain and
pleasure known as “'the girlfriend.”
The Rangers are still close to the
heart but at some indeterminate
juncture were shuffled down a ways.
This is a story about that kind of ex-
perience as it relates to an entity
called the Police.
Once, not too long ago, it was ex-
tremely important to be the Police,
Continued on page 10

A New Boston
Album In Our
Lifetime?

BOSTON—We've heard it all be-
fore, but this time Boston bassist
Fran Sheehan insists that the multi-
platinum band’s long-awaited al-
bum will finally be released
“sometime later this summer, Au-
gust or so.” Tentatively titled Third
Stage, the album is *“definitely Bos-
ton” according to Sheehan. “The
Stones always sound like the Stones,
and the Who always sound like the
Who,” he says. “We have a signa-
ture sound ourselves, and it’s on the
new album. There are a lotta harmo-
nies and harmony guitar work. It’s
got all those fat sounds and textures
like the first two albums, and it’s a
rock production job, not like a Phil
Spector production. There’s a little
more keyboards in it. They’ve really
added a new dimension to the

band.”
The album was totally recorded in
lead guitarist Tom Scholz’s 24-track
Continued on page 9
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US Festival ’83: No More In ’84

By John Mendelssohn
THIS YEAR’S MEMORIAL Day weekend bash put it in perspective for our reporter: masoch-
ism and a love of live rock ’n’ roll aren’t inextricably linked.

The Record Interview: Smokey Robinson
By Dave Marsh ...
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Smokey Robinson.
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LETTERS

Marianne
Faithfull

AS WOMEN IN ROCK SEEMS
to be a big issue of interest in your
Letters page, please let me thank
Jim Farber for his June RECORD
feature story on Marianne Faithfull
(“I Got Here By The Skin Of My
Teeth”). How refreshing it was to
read an article which treated Faith-
full as the credible artist and musi-
cian she has proven herself to be,
instead of having to plow through
yet another retelling of the details of
her stormy personal life.

By treating Faithfull as such, you
have done both your readers and the
artist a service, and provided us with
an interesting and enlightening bit
of reading as well.

Thanks again for a job well done.

LYNNE FRANCEK URIAN
Media, PA.

Grandstand

IN RECORD’'S MAY ISSUE,
Dave Marsh criticized Neil Young's
“My, My, Hey, Hey"” (“it’s better to
burn out than to fade away’) for
allegedly espousing a lifestyle of
drug-induced violence and self-
destruction similar to the conven-
tional news media’s depiction of the
punk scene.

Marsh is in good company. In the
recent past, Don Henley (believe it
or not) also misinterpreted Young’s
message. I feel that the song’s lyric
does not embrace a lifestyle, but
rather addresses rock ’n’ roll as an
art form. Perhaps those “rock stars”
whose music has degenerated into
middle of the road pop should take
heed.

Young is simply telling us that it
is better to take chances forging new
musical styles than resting comfort-
ably on the laurels of what has be-

:

come commercially acceptable,
even if it means risking one’s career
(not one’s life). If more musicians
accepted this challenge, then maybe
today’s music wouldn’t continue to
bore us. TIM WHEELER

Manhattan Beach, CA.

IN REGARDS TO DAVE
Marsh’s American Grandstand col-
umn, “Of Lies And Great Artists,”
1 applaud the author’s open-minded
view on learning to appreciate a
wide spectrum of musical styles.
Just as all music lovers have favorite
artists and styles, we have a tenden-
cy to focus our interests towards
that most palatable to our personal
tastes, thereby stifling creative
growth in our listening habits. The
current debate over the content of
MTY videos, in which executives of-
fer an absurd “purist™ definition of
rock 'n’ roll, is a striking example of
such a near-sighted musical vision
taken to extreme.

Though 1 like both songs quoted
in the column (The Who'’s “My
Generation” and Neil Young's
“My, My, Hey, Hey"), I agree with
Marsh’s call for moderation in both
our lives and musings. While both
lines—*‘hope I die before I get old”
and “better to burn out than to fade
away"—are aesthetically intriguing
as illustrating the spontaneity of
youth, the fact that both are con-
sidered rock 'n’ roll anthems sug-
gests that the thrust may have gone
past an emphasis on creative
growth to the extreme of self-
destruction.

Please keep the good music re-
porting coming! Your diverse ap-
proach to reporting on new music
and artists, while profiling the more
tried and true, is a praiseworthy for-
mat. It's refreshing to have a publi-
cation like RECORD with an ap-
preciation for the positive aspects of

criticism, considering the cynical
attitude that is almost exclusive in
record reviews in other magazines
today. MICHAEL MUSTONEN

Detroit, MI.

U2

READING CHRISTOPHER
Hill’s review of U2’'s War (May
RECORD) made me a bit upset.
What he calls “a certain detached
coolness,” I choose to call U2's
sound. You’ll find the same
sound—coolness, if you like—on
their previous albums. And I see he
misses a matching between the
thoroughness of theme and music.
Must it match? Do all his favorite
bands have this matching? And
*“psychedelic angels”? What did we,
the kids born in the *60s, ever learn
about psychedelia? That it took
those people a while to grow up?
And lastly, he as an American
and I as a Norwegian, what do we
know what it’s like to live and grow
up in Ireland? To witness all that
trouble up close when you're a
child? Let them tell us. Anyway,
does he really think that the Clash,
for instance, know the complete
story of the Sandinistas and of the
troubles in Nicaragua? They're not
even living there! And as a citizen of
one of the most strategically placed
countries in Europe, I know how
the words *“atom bomb' scare peo-
ple. You’re pretty safe from the
consequences of a new war in
your country. We're not!
GROKIVLE
Norway
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Tears for Fears’ Smith (left) and Orzabal: P
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rimal pop for tomorrow people.

Tears For Fears’ Primal Pop

By Stuart Cohn

NEW YORK—"We never set out
to make a very angst-ridden al-
bum,” Curt Smith is saying. “The
thing never to ignore about us is
we're quite musical.”

Smith, his tightly-wound braids
falling to the nape of his neck, is one
half of the creative core of the con-
foundingly musical Tears for Fears.
Currently one of England’s top pop
groups, their debut album, The
Hurting (Mercury), sits comfort-
ably in the upper regions of the Brit-
ish charts and has just been released
over here.

British critics and fans have made
much of singer/songwriter/guitar-
ist Orzabal’s use of the primal the-
ory of psychologist Arthur Janov as
basis for his lyrics. But the reason
songs like *“Mad World,”
“Change,” and “Pale Shelter” have
sold about a million records among
them has little to do with the primal
scream (to borrow the title of Dr.
Janov’s most famous book). It has a
lot more to do with the group’s
buoyant melodies, subtle and sur-
prising arrangements, and The
Hurting’s stunning, neo-psychedelic
production.

“There’s two sides to us,” ex-
plains Smith, the group’s bassist and
lead vocalist on all their hit singles.
“We’re confusing to a lot of people.
People always accuse us of being a
pessimistic group. But they proba-
bly don’t listen to the record; I'm
sure they just look at the lyric sheet.
To me, we’re the opposite of pessi-
mistic. In fact, if those people were
to listen and understand the things
we put forward as wrong, maybe
they’d go about trying to change
them.”

The stuff of Orzabal’s lyrics is
childhood neglect and lack of com-
munication between people. While
neither Smith or Orzabal have been
in therapy, both are devoted readers
of Janov’s books.

Smith: “I don’t want to preach
about it. In fact, I find it hard to
even talk about it. All it is is that I

read The Primal Scream and it

opened my eyes to the way that [

feel.”

As practiced by Janov, primal
therapy attempts to uncover those
childhood (or Primal) experiences
which rendered reality too painful
to bear, and prompted a retreat into
an unreal world of neurosis. By re-
living the Primals, patients theoreti-
cally free themselves of much of
their psychological pain and are able
to cope with the real world.

Dr. Janov’s most famous patient
was John Lennon, who explored his
primal experiences most dramati-
cally on his first solo album, Plastic
Ono Band, a record still regarded by
many critics as the artist’s finest
hour as a musician.

The Hurting, though, is the flip
side of Plastic Ono Band. Where the
latter album is stark and relentless
in its emotional attack, the Tears’
LP is lush and sensual. Smith, Orza-
bal and producers Chris “Merrick”
Hughs and Ross Cullum luxuriate
in rich textures and unusual combi-
nations of instruments. The overall
effect is one of melodic ecstasy, de-
spite the songs’ subject matter.

Smith and Orzabal, both 21, have
been friends for eight years. They
grew up and still live in Bath, a city
in southwestern England. Both
came from broken homes and found
solace and release in music.

“The good thing about music,”
says Smith, “is that it’s an accept-

| able way of getting my feelings out.

If 1 went out on the street and just
talked about these things it wouldn’t
be accepted because you're not sup-
posed to show your emotions and
feelings. British people pride them-
selves on their stiff upper lip.”

After stints in various bands, the
duo got more serious about two
years ago. They spent six months in
an eight-track studio, where they
learned to use a synthesizer and
started writing and arranging their
own songs.

“At that time,” says Smith, “we
were listening to Peter Gabriel,

Talking Heads, David Bowie, peo-
ple like that and from them we
learned that there’s something more
to a song than just singing and play-
ing the guitar.”

On the basis of a two-song tape
from this woodshed period, Tears
got a record deal and, about a year
later, released The Hurting.

The LP’s ten songs share soaring,
hooky melodies and a unique emo-
tional honesty—*‘What’sdeft of me
or anyone/When we’ve denied the
hurting” may very well be Tears’
credo. The precise, almost fastidious
arrangements—the results of
months of studio perfectionism—
combine electronic and *‘natural”
sounds. For instance, the marimba
in ““Change’’ and *‘Start of the
Breakdown” is not a marimba at all,
but a Prophet 5 synthesizer. The cli-
max of “‘Pale Shelter” is a call-and-
response exchange between huge,
elongated acoustic guitar chords
and a layer of staccato, synthesized
handclaps.

Smith, however, feels Tears
*placed too much importance on
the lyrics,” and is setting out to cor-
rect this oversight.

*“Now we’re starting to work with
different backing tracks and rhy-
thms, and creating songs on top of
them. It’s proved to make the unit of
the song stronger. The music creates
a mood you can write a song
around.”

The point being, ultimately, to es-
tablish Tears for Fears'as a band
noted less for its interest in primal
therapy and hit tunes and more for
its ability to communicate in a thor-
oughly modern mode.

Says Smith: “I consider modern
music to be a combination of the
newest in technology with the oldest
in human feeling, a combination of
digita! synthesizers with an acoustic
guitar, with things that are natural
and earthy. The musicians I like are
the ones who’ve made music that
hasn’t been made before.”

Like the music of Tears for
Fears.
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American
Grandstand

By Dave Marsh

Sold American

or the past two years, the bulk of my time and attention has

been devoted to writing a book about the Who, which will be

published this fall as Before I Get Old. In the course of research,

I spent many weeks in England, immersed myself in British
rock in ways I had hitherto avoided (and will again in the future), and
observed and analyzed more closely than ever the development of the
Anglo side of rock’s equation. In retrospect, what’s most fascinating
from a personal perspective is that 1 emerged from the project with an
even greater interest in and thirst for information about indigenous
American music, even more firmly convinced that the idea of American
music is fascinating and unlikely. I mean all of it: what it is, where it
came from, why it wound up manifesting itself in such strange and glori-
ous ways as rock ’'n’ roll, jazz, gospel quartets and bluegrass, and why
those forms, disparate as they are, have something in common with one
another that they share with nothing else.

Much of this preoccupation has been poured into the second edition of
The Rolling Stone Record Guide, which is finally complete and will be
published this fall, too. But throughout that massive task—which in-
volved adding so much new material, much of it historical, that the jazz
segment is being spun off as a separate volume—I wished there was some
systematic overview of the development of our national musical culture.
Naturally, it wasn’t until my labors were nearly concluded that it ap-
peared. For me, however, Charles Hamm’s Music in the New World
(W.W. Norton, 722 pages, $25) has been an indispensable revelation.

Hamm is an academic, a musician and a historian; that means he can
be maddeningly objective, is usually only gingerly critical and devotes
what strikes me as a disproportionate amount of space to music created
in the narrowly “composed” European sense. But those are predictable
problems, and they are superseded by the scope of what Hamm has at-
tempted, which is nothing less than an annotated and exhaustive de-
scription of all the various styles of music that have been performed in
the United States since the early seventeenth century. Most refreshingly,
Hamm is not a snob. He understands perfectly how both certain kinds of
jazz and certain kinds of contemporary classical music have cooperated
in their own demise as widely heard genres; he respects the development
of modern forms out of the Twentieth Century clash between folk forms
and commercial ones; and one of the central thrusts of the book is what
happens in America as two or three or four different threads of heri-
tage—say, Scotch-Irish, African and German—meet and merge into
some new form of music.

Hamm misses a few tricks: he fails to see why American classical com-
posers of the Reconstruction era supported Native American influence
in music (because it was a wedge against Afro-American influence) and
he avoids some of the most obvious conclusions about the relationships
between classes in American music. For instance, it is illuminating to
read that the witch-hunt against vulgar popular taste did not begin with
ASCAP’s anti-rock ’n’ roll crusade in the *50s, but more than two hun-
dred years earlier, when Puritan ministers (including Cotton Mather)
took their parishioners to task for their barbaric voicings of psalms. This

“(Hamm'’s) stress on the mul-
tiracial development of our
music is especially important
at a time when one can read
assertions in publications
such as the New York Times
Sunday Magazine that Amer-
ican music has ‘always’ been
segregated.”

would be a stronger volume if he pursued such themes more avidly, but
then, this may be asking too much interdisciplinary latitude from a pro-
fessor. What's important is that.Hamm has constructed a readable,
workable book, in which one can encounter lucid, concise discussions of),
say, Edgard Varese that will clear up entire clouds of obfuscation by
others. And his stress on the multiracial development of our music is es-
pecially important at a time when one can read assertions in publications
such as The New York Times Sunday Magazine that American music
has “always” been segregated.

Hamm’s rather more sketchy about 20th century popular music here
than he is in his 1979 book, Yesterdays. But the next time somebody like
Joe Jackson calls for a return to the more “sophisticated” and cosmopol-
itan songwriting of the Cole Porter/Rodgers & Hart era, someone
should point him in the direction of either of these tomes, which will
convince anyone less bigoted than Sidney Zion that it was, in fact, the
genii of Tin Pan Alley who were repressive and narrow in their attitude
toward music that didn’t emanate from the few small blocks of turf in
Manbhattan that they controlled.

I would not of course recommend Hamm’s rock chapter as anyone’s
sole source on the genre; anyone who quotes Albert Goldman with a
straight face obviously has severe limitations. But there are certain tasks
that are fundamental to getting the job done—the job in this case being
the education of more Americans to respect their own culture, along the
way to being able to fit it into a more rational, less jingoistic worldview.
In this struggle, Charles Hamm may not be a hero, but he certainly
deserves more respect and attention than he is currently receiving. De-
spite what you may read elsewhere, Music in the New World is the most
important book about American music that has been published in 1983.
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London Calling

A Chat With The Tartan Terror

ROD STEWART BREEZED into London to hold court with his wife
Alana Hamilton and impressed everyone with his new “adult” demean-
our and lack of flash. He held a reception at the tiny Canteen club in Co-
vent Garden to announce his 1983 “Body Wishes” tour of the world and
took the chance to swipe back at critics and gossip mongers. Though
Stewart is still simmering over his bust-up with manager Billy Gaff, he
seemed happy enough (he did come away from the imbroglio with all the
rights to his songs and performances) and said he was looking forward to
the long tour ahead—*‘I wanna carry on touring. I actually enjoy it more
now than I did ten years ago.” He’'ll be taking with him the huge “Pink
Lady” mascot on the giant touring stage and a special kinetic curtain, all
of which cost him around $200,000. ““It’s worth it because everybody ex-
pects me to have some sort of spectacle, apart from making a spectacle of

| myself,” says Stewart. “I haven’t decided what I’'m gonna wear yet—

maybe some of Elton John’s old dresses.”

After the tour which ends in Hawaii in December, Stewart will start
work on a new album. He'll tour America next year with Elton John
(*“We'll have two stages. I'll play one for twenty minutes and then Elton
comes on for his spot. It’ll be like a battle. It will finish with us both tak-
ing our trousers off.”") and the odd couple are also hoping to make a film
together. “It’ll be like one of the old Bob Hope-Bing Crosby ‘Road’ mov-

| ies—a light comedy. We haven't decided on who will be the leading lady.
! My wife knows the answer to that one.”

What does Rod think of Body Wishes? “It’s the best I can do,” he
replies. “It’s got a lot of fast songs and I've not gone overboard on syn-
thesizers like everybody else. I've kept to the two guitar sound. Sure I
listen to what’s in the chart. Boy George is the best white soul singer—
since me.”

Asked if he’s getting too old for rock *n’ roll, Stewart allows as to how
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Will Rod wear one of Elton’s dresses?

some days he wakes up “feeling 60 and other days I feel like I'm 16.”
But, he adds quickly, “I don’t get bored with rock music or I wouldn’t
still be touring. The only aspect I don’t like is the lies that are written
about me. I don’t want my two children to read about me supposedly
taking nude pictures of women on tour, because that's totally untrue.
My wife was on tour with me all the way through America last time.”
Perhaps Rod took nude pictures of Alana instead? Neither of them
looked in the mood for jokes. Said Alana: ““A lot of people who used to
work for Rod have generated a lot of hateful lies about us and we are
helpless. All we can do is speak back and hope that people will listen.
Basically we like a quiet life and we're not in the least outrageous.”
Opines Rod: “Criticism is okay and a lot of it I deserved, particularly
during 1976 when I believed in my own publicity. But it’s the lies that
hurt. I'm a terrible judge of character, but my wife has told me what she

thinks about people that surround me. These people ought to take their |

claws out of me and get on with their own lives. They are like women

scorned.”
Errata

THE CLASH HAVE found themselves a new drummer after so many
moons spent in trying to find a replacement for Terry Chimes (also
known as Tory Crimes), who in turn was a temporary replacement for
Topper Headon. The new boy is 23-year-old Peter Howard, formerly of
Cold Fish . . . Jimmy Page was arrested at his Windsor home recently
and driven to the town police station for several hours of questioning be-
fore being released on bail. The raid on his million pound Old Mill
House, which Jimmy bought from actor Michael Caine, also involved
customs officers. The police took away some unidentified substances for
analysis . . . Blues guitarist Dumpy Dunnell of Dumpy’s Rusty Nuts
fame was electrocuted when he touched an undergrounded microphone.
It happened while the band was playing a benefit at the Harefield Heart

| Hospital, and Dumpy was thrown across the stage. He suffered burns

and shock and had to cancel gigs, but is now recovering. Stone the
Crows guitarist Les Harvey, brother of the late Alex, died after being
electrocuted in 1972 while onstage, and singer Keith Relf of the Yard-
birds and Armaggedon also died while playing a badly-wired guitar in

By Mark Mehler

NEW YORK-—Ric Ocasek has a
hungry heart (RECORD, April
1983). Greg Hawkes has a wife who
thinks he goes into the studio to
screw around with his friends.

“Every time Elaine would call the
studio,” says the Cars’ keyboardist,
*““all she could hear in the back-
ground were the sounds of video
games and The 3 Stooges. She
thought it was all a ploy to get out of
the house and fool around.”

Thus Hawkes’ debut instrumen-
tal solo LP, Niagara Falls, became
the perfect vehicle for setting his
wife straight. “I brought her in to
lay down a few background flute
parts. She’s an amateur flutist, but
she’s quite good. We sometimes do
little classical duets at home just for
ourselves. Anyway, I think she
knows now that recording is a very
arduous process.”

Though the inspiration for Niag-
ara Falls was somewhat more pro-
found than mere spousal appease-
ment, it is safe to say that unlike his
colleague Ocasek, Hawkes had no
guilt to assuage, no great statement
to make, no fires to douse.

“As usual, Ric was the driving
force,” admits Hawkes, a youthful,
shy, but sprightly type.

“The Cars had gotten to the point
where we'd been together so much,
Ric said it was time for a change, he
wanted to work with other people.
He’s mild-mannered, it wasn’t him
saying, ‘I'm off, you guys do what
you want.’ But the point was made.”

Given this opportunity, Hawkes
snapped at the bait, indulging a
long-time dream to make a record
all by himself, hooking up assorted
drum machines, vocoders and other
electronic hardware in a one-man-
band ensemble. Other than Elaine
Hawkes’ appearance on “Voyage
Into Space,” the LP is all Greg.

“What I most enjoy is synching
up a lot of drum machines with a se-
quencer and triggering it all in the
control room. I set up almost noth-
ing in the studio. I brought all the
keyboards into the control room,
plugged them into the board and
sent it all through various effect de-
vices. A lot of it was composed on
tape. I'd listen for awhile, see what
kind of sounds I had. If I heard
something funny, I’d get an idea for
a repeat pattern, or sometimes a
melody might trigger a hunt for the
right sound to play itin . . .

Hawkes sees Niagara Falls as
nothing more than a *“lot of little
patterns interlocking.” As a com-
mercial property, he sees little po-
tential. “It’s instrumental, first of
all, and it doesn’t have the heavy hu-
man backbeat of Ric’s record. It’s
really a more personal record, but
not in the sense of meaningful lyrics.
What little lyrics there are are dis-
posable. I'm happiest when the ideas
in my head come out pure. But |
don’t think too many radio stations
are going to be clammering to play
it. It isn’t Cars material.”

Still, Niagara Falls does offer an
obliquely romantic posture and
Hawkes’ playful signature keyboard
sound, two key elements of the Cars.
Opening with a series of gentle
mood pieces, the album glides into a
dense King Crimson-like swirl of
melody and polyrhythm. Indeed,
Hawkes says his overall intent is to
build on simple pop structures, not
strip them down Eno-style. The up-
shot of making the solo LP has
quickened the keyboardist's desire
to play in a reunited Cars.

“These last 18 months apart have
been a period of uncertainty for all
of us. We all understood why it had
to be, but after that length of time,
it’s natural to ask, ‘What’s going on
here?” Anything can happen in a

Greg Hawkes on an Off Ramp;
Cars’ New Album in Progress

year and a half.”

So for Hawkes, it was particularly
heartening to get everybody togeth-
er the first week of June in the Cars-
owned Synchro Sound studios in
Boston’s Back Bay.

“There was real excitement among
everybody. We laid down four things
in various stages of composition. It’s
down on tape but we call it pre-pro-
duction. One cut is called ‘Shooting
For You,’ it’s a rocker, and there’s a
ballad ‘Who’s Gonna Drive You
Home.’ It’s Ric’s material, and it’s
good. Right now it’s 50-50 whether
we use an outside producer or do the
album ourselves.”

Release of the Cars’ fifth LP is ex-
pected by late summer, after which
a world tour is planned. Hawkes
hopes the public will receive the
coming album in the intended spirit.

*“l thought Shake It Up (the
fourth LP) was the lightest, the fun-
niest, but the people seemed to take
it as more cold and mechanical mu-
sic. It’s difficult to escape a calculat-
ing image.”

Hawkes says he rejoins the Cars
having learned a great deal about
studio technology and pop song
forms, noting he's happy to once
again be under the “broad umbrel-
la” of Ric Ocasek’s vision. (At press
time Ocasek was in Syncro Sound
producing an EP for Iggy Pop.)

“I’m not the outgoing type, I
don’t go to clubs, I stay home. I’'m
an introverted person. So I’ll just be
contributing what I always do, try-
ing to find nice little harmony parts
on background vocals, or a nice key-
board line somewhere.”

Yet, in the Cars, even in his non-
leadership role, Hawkes finds a cer-
tain ego gratification—in record
sales and airplay. *'I'll make another
solo record,” he says, “but not for
awhile. Too much obscurity isn’t
healthy.” O



Baby Sister June Pointer
Leaves the Fold for Solo LP

NEW YORK— Don’t tell June
Pointer that her solo debut on RCA,
Baby Sister, sounds like a Pointer
Sisters album. You might observe
that Richard Perry, the Sisters’ pro-
ducer, is behind the board here as
well (except on the sizzling opening
track, “Ready For Action,” which
was co-produced with Perry by ex-
Motown staff producer Norman
Whitfield) and gives the youngest
Pointer the same sort of taut, glossy,
high-energy production sheen char-
acteristic of the siblings’ albums.
You might also note with some in-
terest that two tracks, sprightly re-
makes of the Marvellettes’ “Don’t
Mess With Bill” and Martha and
the Vandellas’ “Ready For Love,”
feature June’s sisters singing
background vocals—making them
sound like, well, the Pointer
Sisters.

Pointer begs to differ. “I think my
album has more soulful tunes than
you’ll find on a Pointer Sisters rec-
ord,” she offers. “And I was just
learning how to use different parts
of my voice. To me, the whole sound
of the album is different from a
Pointer Sisters aibum.”

That said, Pointer goes on to re-
veal that Baby Sister *‘was harder
than any of the Pointer Sisters al-
bums” for her, because she often
found herself in the studio alone,
without the TLC (tender loving
care, for the uninitiated) that Anita
and Ruth often provide. “I was ner-

Naked Eyes:
Old Song,
New Hit

LOS ANGELES—*Always Some-
thing There To Remind Me.” Old
song, new hit.

Naked Eyes plugged the voltage
into this Burt Bacharach/Hal Da-
vid chestnut and gave it a bizarre,
synthesized grandeur. They did
something else that Sandie Shaw in
1964, Dionne Warwicke in 1968 and
R.B. Greaves in 1970 didn’t: they
turned it into a top ten hit.

“There have been five versions of
that song in America,” Rob Fisher
says with some shy grinning. “A lot
of people say it should’ve been the
original.”

Fisher and singer/lyricist Pete
Byrne have been paired as Naked
Eyes for some three-and-a-half
years now. The former’s lithesome
voice is the honey glaze on his part-
ner’s Linn drums and keyboards en-
semble, and Byrne’s discovery that
he could *‘sing a bit” saved him from
a career in photography. When the
two met, Fisher was an electronics
student at the University of Bath
and was grateful when in 1980 their
first music publishing deal commut-
ed his sentence at British Aerospace,
where he’d spent six months as a de-
sign engineer. They signed with
EMI/UK, hitched up with produc-
er Tony Mansfield of New Musik
and soon found themselves record-
ing their debut album at Abbey
Road.

It was there, during a lull in working
on their co-written tracks, that record-
ing “Always Something” suddenly
seemed like a fun thing to do.

“We were looking for something
by somebody else, just to get a bit of
relief from our own stuff,” recalls
Byrne. “We did it from memory. I
had to ring up a friend and get the
lyrics because he had the record.”

For now, Naked Eyes isn’t plan-
ning a similar assault with other
covers. Nor are they looking to add
personnel beyond the guitarist,
drummer, bassist and second key-
board player needed for their U.S.
tour in October. Both say they’ve
spent enough time in bands to get
sick of working and arguing with
other people.

Pete Byrne shoots a smile at the
other half of Naked Eyes. “It’s easi-
er with just us two,” he says. “Much
easier.” —Susanne Whatley

vous. Then when Norman Whitfield
came in, there were two producers,
two heavies, and one had this arm,
and the other had this arm. But it
was very educational, and I learned
to try things that I would have
blown if just one of them had been
there.”

Baby Sister was conceived, if you
will, five years ago, shortly after
Bonnie Pointer left the group to go
solo. It was another three years be-
fore June cut any tracks on her own.
The LP was delayed further, at
June’s insistence, while the Pointers
got their career in gear with the
Black and White and So Excited al-
bums. The result, she says, was
worth the wait. “I like what I hear.
You get a good almost 45 minutes of
music, and it’s not like there’s four
cuts and one side’s all instrumental.
And there’s a lot of variety in the
material.”

As for the future, it’s back to
work on another Pointer Sisters al-
bum, followed by a tour which June
hopes will incorporate some of her
solo material. And if, like the cow-
ardly lion, she can find some cour-
age, she may even try a few dates on
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June Pointer: Steppin’ out

her own. But, she advises, I still get
nervous when I go onstage with the
Pointer Sisters. I may need a barf
bag someplace close before I go out
there by myself.”

—David McGee
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Songs Of Romantic Conflict
Fuel Jules Shear’s Comeback

NEW YORK—Returning to action
after three years in a contractually-
imposed limbo, Jules Shear asserts:
“I’m not sure I’ve ever been in synch
with anything, and I've never done
anything because it happened to be
popular.” Fitting in is the least of
the man’s concerns; he feels fortu-
nate just to have a new record
(Watch Dog, produced by Todd
Rundgren) out.

When two critically-lauded al-
bums for Columbia made with his
former outfit, the Polar Bears,
didn’t sell beans, Shear and band fell
victim to some label in-fighting. Af-
ter finishing some tracks that were
rejected, and jettisoning the other
Bears (except for long-time cohort
Stephen Hague), Shear says Colum-
bia finally saw how “absurd” the sit-
uation had become and let him go.
He hooked up with Rundgren, and
hunkered down to do some real
work, finally.

Rundgren made the song selec-
tions (the prolific Shear had quite a
backlog since last reaching vinyl),
and let Shear choose the musicians:
pal Hague on keyboards, Tony Lev-
in and Car Elliot Easton (whom

Shear has co-written with for an‘up-
coming solo record) on guitars and
noted session drummer Rick Mar-
otta. And the results are impressive:
Watch Dog resounds with con-
trolled power and rolls with fluid
dynamics, and successfully evokes
many moods and feelings. From the
third-party involvement tensely
confessed to in the love triangle sto-
ry of “Whispering Your Name,”
through the hopeful pleas of “Love
Will Come Again,” romantic con-
flict is at the heart of Shear’s songs.
“Conflict is always more interesting
to write about, and a lot of the songs
focus on the spaces between people.
But I think the record has optimism
in the face of that.” Maintaining and
expressing such optimism is, after
all the business-related problems
that dragged him down, what keeps
Shear going. ‘““You never have to
say, after listening to a song, That
made me feel good because —; you
never have to name those things.
When you put on a record, it should
make a noise that will inspire you,
will make you feel good. That’s the
beauty of music.”

—Wayne King

IF YOU'VE GOT THE WATTS
WE'VE GOT THE TAPE.

ifications.
Unlike ordinary tape, Maxell can handle sudden bursts of power with-
out any distortion. And it can deliver the extreme
highs and lows that sometimes get left behind.
Soif youd like to get the most out of your sound
system, try Maxell.
But a word of caution. Always keep your
seat belt securely fastened.

To get the most out of today’s high performance stereos, you need a ’
high performance tape.
aybe thats why so many manufacturers of top-rated tape decks
recommend Maxell. Our tape is designed to help good equipment live up
toits spec
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Starship Prepares for New LP;
Three Solo Flights in Works

SAN FRANCISCO—While the
Jefferson Starship enters *“‘writing
mode’ in preparation for a late-
summer tour of outdoor venues
across America followed by sessions
for a new studio album, band mem-
bers Paul Kantner, Grace Slick and
Mickey Thomas are all pursuing in-
dividual projects.

Kantner’s second solo album,
Planet Earth Rock and Roll Orches-
tra, is finished and set for late-sum-
mer release. Kantner characterizes
it as **a soundtrack, almost,” for his
recently-completed science fiction
adventure novel of the same name.
*The music on this record is what
the band in the book plays.™

Musically, Kantner says, the al-
bum is more or less a continuation
of the ideas he set forth on Blows

Against the Empire, his 1970 solo al-
bum. “It’s that piano- and guitar-
based folk music, but with a little
more propulsion this time,” the
drive being provided by former Star-
ship drummer Aynsley Dunbar and
ex-Airplane bassist Jack Casady.
Ron Nagle and Scott Matthews,
who co-produced the album with
Kantner, added synthesizer over-
dubs and coined the name “‘folk-
rocket’ to describe the sound;
Starship guitarist Craig Chaquico
played lead on most of the songs,
with Ronnie Montrose stepping in
on **(She Is a) Telepath.” Kantner,
Slick and LA session legends How-
ard Kaylan and Mark Volman (aka
Flo and Eddie) sang backgrounds.
Meanwhile, Grace Slick is at

lito, laying down tracks for a new
solo album being produced by Ron
Nevison, who helmed the Starship’s
Modern Times and Slick’s Dreams.
Sessions should be completed by
mid-July, but no release date has
been set. Most of the songs consist of
Slick’s lyrics set to music by Austri-
an keyboardist Peter Wolf, formerly
of Group 87. Wolf has also pro-
grammed a Linn Drum Computer
to take the place of a live drummer.
Other humans playing on the pro-
ject include bassist Bret Bloomfield
and guitarist Peter Maunu, another
Group 87 alumnus.

Mickey Thomas has been playing
Northern California clubs with a
group he calls Little Gadget and the
Soulful Twilites. Personnel include
bassist Bloomfield, Starship drum-
mer Don Baldwin and other local
players. Although the response to
the Gadget gigs has been enthusias-
tic, Starship spokespeople say they
have no plans to record or tour.
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Mark Volman, Grace Slick and Howard Ka

work in the Record Plant in Sausa-
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ylan join Paul Ktner in the studio.

—David Gans
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Shriekback’s Wildlife Park:
Draw Your Own Conclusions

BOSTON—The idea at first was not
to play out; Shriekback, like the first
edition of Public Image, Ltd., would
simply be a studio group. Dave Al-
len, Shriekback bassist, had had it
with life on the road, leaving Gang
of Four in the midst of an American
tour. For Allen, it was too much of
everything: too much drugs, too
much drink, too much pressure.

Allen, who cheerfully says he is
*on the wagon—permanently,”
considered gigs dehumanizing: *We
said gigs are awful and they can’t
work.” This was in early '81. A year
and a half later, they played their
first gig. ‘It was gonna be hard
work. It was a matter of transferring
all this [studio] stuff to the stage,”
notes Allen, talking about the deci-
sion to make it live. “‘It was a matter
of fucking blind fear too,” chips in
keyboardist Barry Andrews.

So Shriekback—which in addi-
tion to Allen and Andrews includes

N

guitarist/singer Carl Marsh and
touring percussionists Pedro Ortiz
and Martin Barker—now has it
both ways: they released their debut
EP, Tench, on Y Records last year,
have a new LP, Care, out on Warner
Bros., and they're enthusiastic
about roadwork. What makes these
gigs work?

“A willingness to communicate,”
says Allen. “Tonight, for instance,
was a good example of accepting
that the audience wants to join in. A
lot of gigs I've been to you're left
out. The other night in New York I
went to Simple Minds and there was
no attempt whatsoever to get me to
join in.”

“There’s some sort of interaction
between us and the people,” adds
Andrews. “It’s surprising how few
bands do that.”

Shriekback is not the most obvi-
ous lot, not the latest happy-time
English white funk dance band.

<

(From le) Shriekback’s Allen, Ortiz, Andrews, Marsh.

Songs are written around a drum
track. Allen adds the bass lines and
the songs grow from there. Vocals—
*“anti-vocals™ Marsh calls them—
are often mixed into the middle, not
over the top. ““There is a rule of
thumb that all lead vocals have to be
treated in a certain way because
they're vocals,” says Marsh wryly.
“Not like a little wanky percussion
part that you can do what you want
with. Voices have to be treated with
some respect.”

‘“Lined Up'" is Shriekback’s
catchiest tune (from melodic stand-
point), but like New Order’s
“Temptation,” it’s involved as
much with mood as it is with hooks.
The rest of Care is even more
moody. Shriekback favors sharp,
heavy bass lines, chantlike vocals,
the occasional textural synth or gui-
tar swirl. Restrained, but tense; spa-
cious. Shadowplay you can dance to.

“I’d kind of like it to be like a
wildlife park,” offers Marsh. “You
wander around and there are all
these things there that are diverse
and beautiful and grotesque some-
times. You can draw the conclu-
sions you like.” —Jim Sullivan
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Hurt By The Stones, Peter
Tosh Finds Solace In Africa

NEW YORK—Standing on the pile
carpet of EMI-America Records,
Peter Tosh says he can still feel the
African sand in his shoes.

*Just to walk on the earth, to in-
hale the air, you feel a different
thing comin’ out of you,™ says Tosh,
describing his first trip to Africa last
year in language common to all who
have made a pilgrimage to a spiritu-
al homeland.

Nevertheless, for Tosh, whose
three-week visit to Nigeria is vividly
and hauntingly recalled on his latest
LP, Mama Africa, the experience
proved to be especially profound.

“My passport,” he explains, *'is
marked ‘Alien.” Only Africa is home
to me, not Jamaica, not United
States, not those who do not want
me. Only Africa have meaning . . .
it is my inspiration, yes, man, every-
where I go it is in back of my
thoughts.”

Tosh says Africa, which “yearns
for the music so bad,” is a place
where reggae ‘‘get respected, not
like here where they not respect the
music.” He reserves a few choicer
words for the Rolling Stones, who
took him under their wing some
years ago, and, according to Tosh,
abandoned him and his music to

| commercial anonymity.

“I'm angry,” he confesses. “Plen-
ty more could be done. The Stones
never appreciate reggae. They set
me back ten years. Now the Police
and everybody play and everybody
sell, but fundamental reggae get no
credit. You know the reggae work
on formulas. Now they mix the for-
mulas, and it has no standard reg-
gae-ability. Radio not respect the
difference.”

Despite a continuing commit-
ment to roots reggae, however, Tosh

Peter Tosh: A pass-
port stamped “Alien.”

was persuaded to include a cover of
Chuck Berry’s “Johnny B. Goode™
on the new album. He was reluctant,
noting *'I don’t like the lyrics, but I
do it to be commercial.”” What
emerged is an innovative melding of
reggae power and Berry’s timeless
ode to rock 'n’ roll. Even on such an
American classic, Tosh insists his
inspiration was Africa.

“The music is theirs, it was taken
away . . .someday I go back and
play. I was always afraid because so
many crooks and pirates busy work-
ing the streets, take you around and
leave you stranded. This time I go
secret and private, and that’s the
best way to see everything happen. I
get my country back again.”

—Mark Mehler

How Good Is Chris DeBurgh?
Ask Poland, Or Africa, Or...

NEW YORK—The bus driver try-
ing to smuggle a stack of Chris De-
Burgh records into Poland last year
was met by a rotund female customs
agent who studied the lyric sheet
with a practiced eye. Searching for
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subversion, she read the words to
“Light A Fire”: **“We must send the
word to all the people in the land/
Go to every hill and mountain/For
the time is now at hand/To light a
fire.” The smuggler was expecting
the worst. “This is fantastic,” said
the instrument of the state. “These
are fine words.” Thus the smuggler,
a friend of DeBurgh’s, proceeded
through customs clutching the
contraband.

*The last I heard,”’ says De-
Burgh, in New York to promote his
sixth LP, The Getaway, *‘the album
was number eight in Poland. Don’t
ask how they do the charts, but it's
interesting how there's something
for everyone. The freedom fighters
see their revolution, the fascists see

| theirs.”
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Meanwhile, from other points of
the globe comes further news of De-
Burgh's progress. In Beirut, mem-
bers of the Irish Embassy staff slip
into the basement to listen to The
Getaway during the Israeli bombing
missions. In Africa, where the artist
played a benefit to preserve the ele-
phant population, six baby ele-
phants named Chris DeBurgh roam
the countryside. And, in America,
where stardom continues to elude
the singer/songwriter, there is final-
ly a glint of commercial hope. The
single, *“Don’t Pay The Ferryman,”
is in the Top 50, as is the LP.

DeBurgh sees some measure of
poetic justice in this. “*Originally I
was going to make the record with
Gus Dudgeon, which was the ‘smart
record,’ the one you know what it’s
going to sound like. I wanted a suc-
cess here, but I also know you don’t
just go out and tailor an album for
the American market.”

Instead, DeBurgh and producer
Rupert Hine anchored the record
with gentle, searching narrative bal-
lads, bringing up the tempo and the
bass drum on “Ferryman” for AOR
radio. If DeBurgh is to go through
life compared with Julio Iglesias, he
would at least like to be a Julio Igle-
sias with some chops.

DeBurgh says The Getaway, an
album about trying to escape one's
destiny, follows a fallow period of
some 18 months, “when I didn’t
think I had anything to say...1
was like Bjorn Borg, a good player
who’d lost his will.” Eventually he
found the purpose again, and he
does not intend to lose it.

“We're not going to sap our ener-
gy by doing what we did last time
here,” he vows. *“We headlined a
show for 38,000 in Canada, crossed
over to Portland, Oregon and played
a seedy bar for about 40 people and
went back to Vancouver the next

| day and played for 60,000. People

may hate me, but they’ll see the
show with all the drama intact or
they won't see it at all.”

—Mark Mehler
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By John Mendelssohn

fter punk, audiences
weren't supposed to pay
large amounts of money
anymore for the privilege of
watching superstars from
the length of a football field

away, shouting “Yeah!" whenever
those exalted beings deigned to de-
mand, “Everybody having a good
time?"”

Over the Memorial Day weekend,
between 375,000 and 700,000 rock
fans attended the 1983 US Festival

Sublime Chrissie Hynde

in Devore, California. Each of them
paid Unuson, the purportedly non-
profit corporation that staged the
festival, at least $20 a day to endure
scorching heat and dangerous levels
of air pollution by day, dampness
and cold by night, to get done dirt at
the concession stands, and to try to
make their heroes out on Diamond
Vision. Behold again the extent to
which punk failed.

The US Festival's 400,000-watt
sound system was excellent. Howev-
er high the ozone sulfate level, no
one was asphyxiated. Wall of Voo-
doo, Men at Work, Stray Cats, Ozzy
Osbourne, U2 and The Pretenders
all performed fine to sublime sets.
Stevie Nicks and the Thin Bronzed
Duke both looked supremely video-
genic on the gigantic monitors that
flanked the stage. And the little Hit-
lers of The Clash and Unuson fight-
ing it out until neither did the
other’s will proved fab soap opera.

But for every good thing that
might be said about the 1983 US
Festival, at least 75,000 bad ones
flock to mind, especially if one had
attended on a magazine’s behalf.

They'd seen fit to give everything
from Newsweek to The B'nai B'rith
Biannual Bugle equal credence. So
whenever a writer bemoaned his
lack of access to an area from which

ACHMAN
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he might watch the festival's musi-
cal performances live, rather than
on Diamond Vision, without having
to claw his way through 25,000
sweating, squirt-bottle-wielding,
ozone-sulfate-stupefied rock fans,
the good folks of Unuson were able
to gasp with incredulity and sputter,
“*Let 1200 members of the press up
on stage? No way!”

Once having achieved admission
to the bleachers on either side of the
stage, one was so loathe to quit them
that he vented his bladder in empty
soft drink or beer cups. Early in the
evening of Heavy Metal Sunday,
when the inhabitants of the bleach-
ers ran out of empty cups, a group of
photographers waiting below to be
led to the demilitarized zone in front
of the stage found themselves
doused with golden fluids from on
high.

But no indignity to which the me-
dia were subjected compared to be-
ing placed in the care of Sid Silver.
“If dis [a good turnout] continues,”
this (relentlessly) self-described
“*former member of the working
press” announced with what he un-
mistakably fancied to be vast wit
and infinite portentousness at least
half a dozen times during the after-
noon of the first day. “dere will be
more in "84.

By about noon on Heavy Metal
Sunday, Sid had grown weary of be-
ing snarled at about the press’s lack
of backstage access. He removed his
red, white, and blue polyester cap
and looked grave. With what he un-
mistakably imagined would be per-
ceived as Great Candor, he
cautioned that he was about to
speak not as the voice of Unuson,
but as plain Sid Silver, Former
Member of the Working Press.
**You made dese groups,” he indig-
nantly intoned, his voice all a-trem-
ble. It's up to you to tell your
readers how dey treat you."

Knowing no better, the corre-
spondent for the B'nai B'rith Bian-

| nual Bugle applauded. Whereupon,

Sid took to snatching his cap off and
delivering the same valiant oration
approximately every hour on the
hour, until everyone got sick to
death of it and not even the Bnai
B'rith Biannual Bugle applauded
anymore.

But it wasn’t until Memorial Day
that Sid really hit his stride. Intro-
ducing the local fuzz at one of the
last of the press's periodic crime up-
dates, he noted, **“We were just hav-
ing a rap, not about law enforce-
ment, but just a gentle rap ... and |
think the people of San Bernardino
did a wonderful thing electing Floyd
Tidwell sheriff.”

(They should be relieved that they
didn’t elect him to teach their chil-
dren the alphabet. “There's lots of
acid out there,” Tidwell kept assur-
ing the press. In fact, what there was
lots of Out There wasn't LSD, but
PCP, in sufficient abundance to
keep the security gorillas at the edge
of the stage very busy indeed. In his

determination to join Judas Priest in
their finest hour, one obvious young
user got himself punched uncon-
scious and hurled back into the
crowd no fewer than three times,
only to reappear minutes later, spit-
ting out his own features and shriek-
ing in a language he alone could
understand.)

Resembling the patron of one of
those Urban Cowboy-inspired sin-
gles bars jammed with accountants
in Stetsons and moustaches, Unu-
son president Dr. Peter Ellis proved
even more mealy-mouthedly disin-
genuous than the ludicrous Sid. *I
really respect the way the press
doesn’t let bullshit slide,” he said
with one-time Sunnyvale (Silicon
Valley, California) Jaycees’ “*Out-
standing Young Man of the Year”

earnestness when the press asked |

htm why Unuson was treating it so
woefully.

This, apparently, was one hunk of
bullshit he hoped the press would
make an exception for, since he said
no more on the subject until pressed,
and pressed hard. " You're not the
casiest guys in the world to deal
with,” he finally chuckled nervous-
ly. And of course the number one
person we want to serve are the fans
out there.”

Behold some of the ways in which
Unuson served The Fans Out There.
If one wanted to eat at the Us Festi-
val, one ate what a Unuson-licensed
concession stand sold him. No food
could be brought in—that is, no
food. Guards were seen confiscating
even the milk a young mother had
brought in to feed her infant child.
The staff of a first-aid station was
overheard advising a frightfully
scartet young woman where she
could buy the sunburn ointment
she’d come to the station imagining
she'd be given. Nor did their friends

Videogenic Stevie Nicks
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at Unuson squander a single oppor-
tunity to coax The Fans Out There
to buy an official program or T-shirt
bearing the slogan “Today. Tomor-
row. Together,” or the logo of par-
ticular brand of beer.

Having been appalled by Van Ha-
len’s David Lee Roth, Ellis claimed
that Unuson would henceforth have
nothing more to do with heavy met-
al—but only until his Outstanding
Young Man of the Year political in-
stincts kicked in. Whereupon he
rhapsodized about what Terrific
Entertainers Judas Priest, Tri-
umph, and Motley Crue (they of
the dimestore Satanism) had all
proved, and lauded Eddie Van Ha-
len’s Great Contributions to the mu-
sic business. Of which business he'd

- A
The Thin Bronzed Duke

only milliseconds before professed
total ignorance.

Listening to festival creator Steve
Wozniak, it was difficult to imagine
him getting his own running shoes
tied, let alone having invented a ma-

| chine (the Apple microcomputer)

that changed the world. “The mail I
got from the kids who came to last
year’s festival was so incredibly pos-
itive.” he gee-whizzed in his breath-
less, rapid-fire way during his first
visit to Press Island, where the me-
dia were treated to free pretzels and
dollar beers as a sort of bribe to
make themselves scarce. “that I just
had to give them that enjoyment
again, like another Star Wars
movie.”

A faraway look appeared in his
eyes. “They come from every state
in the Union,” he marveled. ““They
park their cars and vans and camp-
ers and RVs in the parking lot, and
they stay up all night listening to the
biggest, loudest radios . . ." Here his
voice trailed off, as though to embel-
lish so sublime a vision might be
somehow to diminish it.

To their credit. The Clash weren't
buying a syllable of Unuson’s utopi-
an rhetoric. Fully a week before the
festival was to begin, they took to
agonizing in public over the ques-
tion of should they stay or should
they go. By and by, they decided
that they'd escape the taint of the ex-
traordinarily huge amount of filthy
lucre—3$500,000—they'd been of-
fered only if Unuson and their fel-
low performers made donations to
charity. Two hours before they were
due on stage, it was later alleged.
they'd phoned Unuson’s attorney
and told him that. unless The Cor-
poration acceded 10 their latest de-
mands. they'd be on a flight east at
the time they were meant to take the
stage, and wholesale mayhem would
inexorably ensue.

Once on stage, the first thing Joe
Strummer did was insult his audi-
ence, in a way that demonstrated
that his mastery of geography is just
about equivalent to his sociopoliti-
cal acumen. “"We're here,” he
croaked biliously, in the capital of
the decadent U.S. of A.” This must
have been exciting news for Devore,
California.
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Between the conclusion of their
performance proper and what might
have been their encore, Kosmo Vi-
nyl, the loudmouth The Clash keep
on their payroll to rile things up
when their own energies flag, re-
portedly blindsided the festival's in-
sufferable master of ceremonies for
seeming to impugn the boys’ mo-
tives. A punch-up between the band
and Unuson stage workers purport-
edly ensued. Unfortunately, no one
was hurt.

The deep irony of Heavy Metal
Sunday’s predominantly young
male audience—by far the festival's
largest—was that, even while it ex-
uded we-don’t-take-no-shit-from-
nobody machismo, it was also
supremely acquiescent. No matter
how many times vainglorious ass-
hole lead singers dared to shriek, *'I
can’t hear you,” after the crowd had
roared assent to the rhetorical ques-
tion, *Are you having a good time?”
the long-haired tens of thousands
never refused to roar back more
loudly yet.

And when, at the conclusion of
the long, hot day, Van Halen kept
them waiting two hours in the
dampness, did they storm the stage
and pull the boys limb from limb?
No. While their heroes—who'd
needed no less than 22 limousines to

| transport the 130 bodyguards, tech-

nicians, and sycophants they'd
brought with them—readied them-
selves to party hearty. the long-
haired tens of thousands huddled
patiently near bonfires and emitted
the only genuinely communal vibes
of the whole festival.

And when the group finally did
arrive on stage, and David Lee Roth
was seen to have partied so hard al-
ready that he couldn’t sing even as
well as he usually does, nor remem-
ber lyrics, nor even remain upright
in the early going, did they storm
the stage then? No. Instead they
roared their approval so as to make
all of Devore quake, and raised their
fists high in tribute to their heroes.
And showed the world that as much
as was dished out, they would take,
and more.

There turned out to be lots more
to take. A third of the shuttle buses
that were supposed to carry the au-
dience from the concert back to
their cars in the vast unmarked
parking lot didn't show up at show's
end, and tens of thousands remained
stranded on the site at 5:30 a.m.

‘ Two of them were later found to

have been killed in car crashes after
falling asleep at the wheel. And a 12-
year-old girl was run over while

| dozing in a sleeping bag on the edge

of the parking lot.

For them, and for one doddering
old fool who remembered being able
to see the performers on stage with-
out Diamond Vision from where he
sat—yes, sut, comfortably—in the
third row tfrom the back at Monte-
rey in 1967; for one doddering old
fool who remained convinced, a

Cool Cat Brian Setzer

young heavy metal fan’s lifetime lat-
er, that masochism and a love of live
rock and roll aren’t inextricably
linked, there will be no more in
1984. O
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Mitch Ryder’s Rolling Again
With Help From John Cougar

By Wayne King

NEW YORK—Two years ago,
Bruce Springsteen and Steve Van
Zandt rescued (albeit briefly) Gary
U.S. Bonds from the throes of ob-
scurity; also in 1981, Tom Petty un-
successfully attempted to salvage
the faded career of Del Shannon.
1983's version of Modern Star Pro-
duces '60s Rocker is brought to us
by John Cougar, that American
Fool with one of 1982°s biggest LPs
to his credit, and Mitch Ryder, best
known for his R&B shouters with
the Detroit Wheels. Such pigeon-
holing is neat, sweet and probably
even precise, but don’t expect Ryder
to sit still for it.

**I can see why people would
make that comparison (with Bonds
and Shannon), but I think it’s irrele-
vant. Polygram is presenting me as a
new artist. I am a rock and roll per-
forming artist—I've been making
records, selling records, whereas |
don't think those other two gentle-
men have.” True enough. although
American audiences may not have
heard Ryder’s voice since Detroit in
1971. He has released five albums
since 1977; the first two, How [
Spent My Vacation and Naked But
Not Dead, actually were released in
the U.S., but on the obscure Seeds
and Stems label, after being rejected
by the major record companies. Af-
ter that, Ryder didn’t even try to sell
his work here. Until one John Mel-
lencamp entered the picture.

*“John was playing at Pine Knob
(a theatre outside Detroit), opening
for Heart, and he went down to
WLLZ to do some on air promot-
ing, and he saw one of my concert
posters on the wall, and he seized on
it as a subject, and I guess did a little
raving about me. The disc jockey,
Jerry Lubin, asked if he could give
me John's number, so I could thank
him for the comments, and John
said, go right ahead.” When Ryder
gave Cougar a call, the latter in-
quired as to his present plans; when
Ryder mentioned his intention to
make another record for Europe,

§Ost0n

Continued from page 1

basement studio. “‘There are still
two songs left to finish,” Sheehan
says from his home on Massachu-
setts’ North Shore. **But every-
thing else is already done and
mixed. Even the art work is done.
Seventy-five percent of the album is
completed.”

For five years the band has been
releasing semi-annual announce-
ments, it seems, promising the im-
pending release of the mythical
third album. It’s been delayed for a
variety of reasons, according to
Sheehan. He admits that Scholz’
meticulous nature in the studio s
one of them and is a cause of con-
stant frustration to the others.

There were also some legal entan-
glements. Though Shechan refuses
to delve into specifics, some in-
volved management, ‘‘contracts
among ourselves, restructuring
within the band, all kinds of stuff.”
The band also needed time to write
new songs. “We never like to whip
albums out,” Sheehan adds in what
may rank as one of the greatest un-
derstatements of the decade.

But all is tranquil now in the Bos-
ton camp, and if the album comes
out as predicted look for the band to
do an abbreviated tour of major
markets and make their first-ever
appearance on network television,
probably in a late-night one-hour
program.

“The record should be out this
fall,” Sheehan states with a certain
amount of conviction. "It really
should. I can’t see anything holding
up the songs that still have to be
done.” In less than an hour’s time,
the release date has been pushed
back another season. Uh-oh. Here
we go again . . .. —Dean Johnson

| John offered some songs to the pro-
| ject.*I called back to tell him what 1

thought of the tunes, and he pro-
posed that we do the album togeth-
er. And he got me the contract; I'd
like to emphasize that. He got me
the contract.”

The result of their collaboration,
Never Kick a Sleeping Dog, trumpets
its arrival in no uncertain terms.
The word *‘understated™ will not
appear in print anywhere in connec-
tion with Dog, but no one’s ever ac-
cused John Cougar of being a subtle
fellow. And Mitch Ryder, like so
many other Detroit performers,
loves what fellow Motor City rocker
Bob Seger dubbed **heavy music.”

Ryder credits Cougar for every
decision made on Never Kick A
Sleeping Dog. **Everything hap-
pened on this album because John
wanted it to. It was John's decision
to use Marianne Faithfull on ‘A
Thrill's A Thrill’ (the Long John
Baldry number that finds the two
veterans blending their strained
voices together). He found a line of
consistency with the production: for

)

instance, the Keith Sykes tune,
‘B.I.G.T.I.LM.E," is like nothing I've
ever done, the Baldry tune the same
thing. And yet, when you play the
record, you'll find they all have
something in common. John's a
very good producer; I think he has a
career in it, if he wants to pursue it.”

As for Ryder, all he ever wanted
was another chance. “I could hear
the contemporary audience in
America,” he says, “but I couldn’t
reach them.” Thanks to Cougar,
he’s got a new shot at the brass ring,
and he’s anxious to grab it, but not
at the cost of losing a perspective on
the music business that he's spent

| half of his life acquiring. The most

precious cornerstones of that out-
look are his family life and retaining
his real name, Billy LeVise. “*If John
Mellencamp ever starts believing
he’s John Cougar, he’s in trouble.
The same for me: I've never wanted
to change my name legally, it’s the
last thing I have that music hasn’t

| taken away. I've given it everything

else, I've sacrificed everything I've

| had for music, because I love it.” O
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Being an account of how three
musicians and two entrepreneurs
turned the music business upside
down, and aninquiry into why
the Police wont give up the ghost.

Continued from page 1

to be the Police On Tour, to be the
Police On Record, just as it was im-
portant to document their activities,
just as it was important to see, hear
and read about the Police. And that
might still hold true, especially
when considering the alternatives.

No, we’re not going to give up
Sting, Stew and Andy for, say, the
charisma of Steve Wozniak. Or
Nina Blackwood. But the band can
only be as pressing to the world as it
is to itself. And when Stewart Cope-
land whines, a little more than half-
seriously, that this current North
American tour is dragging him
away from the meat of the English
polo season, or when manager Miles
Copeland can produce no suitable
explanation for such distasteful,
mercenary, unimaginative moves as
a Shea Stadium date, or when
Sting’s general level of enthusiasm
evokes images of some of the great
contractual holdouts in baseball his-
tory, you gotta start thinking.

Oh, and that was polo we were
talking about back there. Stew has
been playing the sport of landed
gentry and Town & Country trust
fund twerps and Jerzy Kosinski
since he was in school.

“It’s an addiction, especially if
you can afford the ponies,” says
Copeland Stew from his home in
Bledlowridge. “I can’t believe I’'m
being dragged out to tour, right in
the middle of the season.”

But add to his ponies the impend-
ing birth of Copeland's first child by
his wife Sonya Kristina and his re-
cent adoption of her teenaged son,
his work on two films (Francis Ford
Coppola’s Rumblefish and his own
16 mm punk epic titled So What!),
and rock’s most well-regarded
drummer can be excused. His prior-
ities are changing.

Sting was caught in Mexico City,
fulfilling yet another villainous obli-
gation on Dino De Laurentiis’ $50
million epic production of Frank

Herbert’s Dune. At that point, two
weeks prior to rehearsals, he had no
real idea what the band would be do-
ing on stage other than a substantial
block of new material from Synch-
ronicity, the album hailed as the
greatest interim work of all time.
Sting (aka Gordon Sumner), recent-
ly separated from his wife, British
actress Frances Tommelty, was
spending a lot of time in L.A. and
had dabbled in some serious jet set-
ting. He too was playing a new set of
cards.

Guitarist Andy Summers was in-
communicado in Japan and unavail-
able even for a proxy. But his outlets
are opening up too, from last year’s /
Advance Masked collaboration with
Robert Fripp to his burgeoning ca-
reer as a photographer.

There’s also manager Miles, the
oldest of the Copeland triumvirate
that also includes Ian, the head of
the powerful FBI (Frontier Booking
International) agency. When he's
not talking TV and movie deals, he’s
saying *No” to offers for the Police.

He is the stopper, perhaps, for
this whole argument.

“*How many times do I have to
say it? Sting goes out and does a
movie and everybody thinks the
band is breaking up. Sting did more
movies when the Police were noth-
ing (the eponymous roles in Quadro-
phenia and Radio On). Myself, I was
running four labels, not just one,
when the Police started. Now, when
we're able to go out and do other
things, we can bring those new ideas
back into the Police.”

But what do they keep for them-
selves? Copeland, 38 and possibly
the most dynamic figure in the busi-
ness, talks fast and to the point. De-
tails blur, respect and fear tremble
simultaneously before his barrage.

*Five years ago nobody gave a
shit about their arguments. But
now, somebody says something and
everybody goes crazy because a mil-
lion people depend on it. The band

doesn’t get along any better or any
worse than they ever did. At their
first date at CBGB five years ago
Sting was at Stewart’s throat. |
thought I was going to have to tear
them apart.”

TO FOLLOW MILES, THERE IS
little doubt their priorities have
changed for better or worse, both as
individuals, as musicians, and col-
lectively. Yet the Police from Day
One offered us an alternative set of
formulas. Back in 1978 they moved
in decidedly strange ways compared
to the fat, dying dinosaurs of album-
rock. They were a band built out of
convenience, not out of necessity.

You know the genesis: Stewart
Copeland, college dropout and
drummer, moved to England in
1975 and joined the last gasp of
Curved Air, then managed by Miles.
Early in 1977 he heard the now-cli-
ched raw, seething sound of punk in
London—that he heard something
rather than felt it is crucial to the
story. He liked the lean, low-rent
ambience and formed a band with a
guitarist named Henry Padovani
and Sting, found playing in a New-
castle jazz outfit.

Dates followed while Miles di-
vested himself of paleozoic tortoises
like Curved Air and Wishbone Ash
to get into *“New Wave” and coined
a few nickle and dime basement la-
bels. He started making low-budget
money instantly. The Police re-
leased a cheapie punko imitator ti-
tled “‘Fallout™ that sold a few copies
on Miles’ Illegal Records label, but
that whole *“‘aggro™ thing had no
long-range potential. Copeland, the
well-travelled son of an original
CIA operative, was far too middle-
class to compete with the borstal
boys. Padovani, the Pete Best of the
Police, was soon turfed for the more
capable Summers, who had met
Sting and Copeland at a Gong festi-
val jam in Paris, and had played in

the Animals, Soft Machine and with
Kevin Coyne.

And then, the future Fab Three
came through with the two strokes
that altered their course in an up-
ward direction forevermore; spe-
cifically, the famous peroxide
employed for a chewing gum com-
mercial, and a song called Roxanne,
to which radio finally gave in after
much soul-searching. (To this day
Sting still lives to play their signa-
ture reggae-rock ode to a Parisian
hooker: “I love that song, I never
tire of it. Of hearing it, either.”)

Then, late in 1978, came that tour.
Enter Ian Copeland, then working
at the Paragon Agency in Macon,
Georgia, booking southern boogie
acts. *He was working with Jack
Daniels, or was that Charlie Dan-
iels,” chuckles Stew. Get a picture
of the times: Bob Seger was breaking
big, people were still paying to see
things called Boston and Starcastle,
bellbottoms were wide, limos were
long, Armageddon was on its way.

The Pistols had been out on their
death march. Blondie was stijl play-
ing clubs, mainly on the east coast.
The Police, therefore, had to build
their own circuit with the now leg-
endary station wagon and a few
tickets on Laker Airways (before
the airline went bust last year, the
band offered to help ﬁnancialry).

According to Stewart, ‘Miles
booked the dates by calling record
stores in cities and finding out who
owned the “‘most anti-social club in
town.” The aesthetic was sweat, the
ethic was work. Incredible as it
seems, this was all very new to a
business that dictated one didn’t
tour without a hit record and/or
vast sums in record company sup-
port advances.

New priorities again. Action over
words. Do what you can whenever
you can.

“When we first released our rec-
ord it was necessary to be as visible
as possible which meant doing as
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STEWART GOPELAND AND STING: CHANGING PRIORITIES, MAKING
COMPROMISES, RETAINING THE MYSTERY.

many interviews as we could and as
many appearances as we could,”
says Sting. “Without visibility there
could be no sales, no credibility.”

Although credit should go to
Squeeze, which was the real Lewis &
Clark on the route charted by Ian,
then just starting FBI, the Police
carved a trail that would eventually
be followed by XTC, Ultravox, Joan
Jett and others. The newness of it all
was part of the excitement for every-
body involved. Thus, when measur-
ing the impact of the Police on
America, one must take into ac-
count the achievements of most of
the bands on the FBI roster, all of
which live by the same creed. At
FBI, founded on $13,000 the Police
earned for Ian on their second
North American tour, bands some-
times get off the plane at JFK, are
handed a roadmap, a set of keys to a
van—with or without license
plates—and told to make a living.

Third, consider the strength of
IRS (International Record Syndi-
cate), a label headed by Miles Cope-
land. Thank their royalties for
groups like the Go-Go’s, Wall Of
Voodoo and R.E.M.

“Once you had a success like the
Police, you automatically opened
ears to other projects,” states Miles.
“Success is contagious.”

A story that best symbolizes the
hunger of the Copelands and the pe-
riod goes back to the winter of 1979
when Miles found himself on the
road with the underclass punk band
Chelsea. Pulling into Toronto in the
wee hours of the morning prior to a
gig at The Edge, Copeland got out
the van and immediately headed for
the club’s bathroom to thaw with
hot water a frozen bucket of paste so
he could plaster the city with post-
ers. The Clash were playing in town
the same night and Copeland want-
ed to steal some of their thunder.

If Copeland would slug it out for
Chelsea, imagine the lengths he
went to for the Police. To this day

Copeland is all-work, little play and
anti-drug—a lifestyle that, if not
completely willed on his charges,
has at least trickled down. Sting’s
regimen, by his own estimation, is a
“fairly frugal one.”

With that kind of no-nonsense
discipline, it’s no wonder the Police
rose to the top like a heat-seeking
missile. Albums were cut in weeks;
videos, prior to the relatively lavish
production for “Every Breath You
Take,” were shot in mere minutes.
Though they’re resigned to certain
inevitable compromises attendant to
stardom, a reasonably healthy atti-
tude remains and pretension is kept
pretty much in check. The band’s
continual disregard for flashy stag-
ing and lighting as befits their lofty
position has become a trademark as
charming as the fraying elbows on
your dad’s favorite tweed jacket.

And they remain accessible, al-
though sometimes their patience un-
ravels. I remember a day in
Winnipeg watching Andy Summers
hold a phone receiver at arm’s
length because some farmer/rock
critic was boring him to tears.

“I don’t really like doing inter-
views, but I think they’re a neces-
sary evil,” offers Sting. “There are a
lot of things over which I have no
control. But I'm not ashamed of
selling my time or body for some-
thing I believe in.”

In that instance, Sting was refer-
ring to the film Brimstone & Trea-
cle, or, as he puts it, “my first film
role.” But later, from the Dune set,
Sting seems tired of the whole mess,
and more concerned with reassert-
ing an element of privacy in a life
that had come under too much pub-
lic scrutiny and for all the wrong
reasons. “The Face,” his face, was
getting in the way.

“I enjoy playing bad guys much
more,” he says of his various roles.
*I find it much more challenging
and more interesting. It’s a good foil
for that boyishness and innocence

with which I somehow have been as-
sociated . . . but 1 don’t want to be
an actor. It’s like being a coat hang-
er. What I'm trying to do is learn a
craft so maybe I can use it in another
field.”

“The Face” has things to answer
for too, like that much ballyhooed
party earlier this year thrown by
Saudi Arabian arms dealer Adnan
Kashoggi. Sting was flown there on
Kashoggi’s jet. That'’s uncharacter-
istically decadent turf for a guy who
writes such impassioned pleas like
“Driven To Tears” and “Invisible
Sun.”

*“I didn’t know who the man
was,” pleads the ersatz Aryan pop
god. *“It was an awful party. I'm
rich, but never have I seen a scene
like that. But I have no regrets about
going. I enjoy being what I am. Peo-
ple can think what they like. It has
nothing to do with my life. It was
really an education and I'd go
again.”

The realization quickly dawns
that this kind of shit is not high on
Sting’s priorities and to pursue this
line of questioning would ensure
that Sting will vanish, which is
something of an ambition for him.

We get back into the Police. The
point about the stadiums is made—
that when the Police first hit North
America, the “attitude” eschewed
that kind of overtly obvious
“payday.”

But that was then and this is now.
Today, compromises are made be-
cause, Sting points out, “‘the more
popular you get the more people
want to see you. Of course it’s better
to play Massey Hall (the 2700 seater
in Toronto where the Police will
tape their TV special) than CNE
Stadium (a ballpark). But how
many nights do you have to play
Massey Hall to reach the same num-
ber of people? And when people are
outside scalping tickets for $300
that kind of abuse is the direct result
of playing places that are too small.

“Anyways, I think part of my job
is creating the illusion of intimacy of
a club atmosphere in some place
that’s massive. Working against the
atmosphere is a challenge. Some-
times it can’t work. Our secret is
that we can entertain a lot of people
without being condescending, with-
out lowering ourselves to a common
denominator that everybody can
understand. I think we can be infor-
mative and fun at the same time.”

For years, however, the Police
show has been automatic, too often
a given. However great they may be
as a trio, the hits sometimes rolled
down in jukebox fashion. This time
out they've added Synchronicity as a
whole section of their show and
Sting has programmed some syn-
thetic backing.

“Yeah, it was automatic,” Sting
retorts, “‘but if [ have 24 hours in my
day it’s the only joy in my life, the 90
minutes I'm on stage. Automatic or
not, it’s my only release, my only
happiness. The rest of it is awful,
pure loathing.”

Eventually, you’d like to get
down to the music and the various
heaviosities and profundities that
the critical press have attached to
Sting’s ditties. Just what was gnaw-
ing at the band when they put to-
gether Synchronicity? Jung?
Existential philosophy? Atavistic
art direction? Broach Miles with the
subject and you get berated. Again:
“Uh, the album is uh . .. Look, we
don’t really analyze these things.
The process is a lot more natural
than you guys (the press) think it
is.”

Stewart says the motive for the
change away from the overt reggae
and funk influences was that a
“whole generation of bands had de-
cided to do what we were doing. We
had to move just to stay ahead. It’s
not important to make hit records
anymore.”

Sting disagrees: “Hit records are
everything. I love making hit rec-
ords. They’re what drive the band.
But making this album was a pretty
painful process because we knew we
had a real challenge on our hands, to
change the way we play and our atti-
tude. For in order for a band to stay
vital you have to change, which is
very hard.”

For Sting, this meant spending
the past year deliberately avoiding
radio, records and MTYV in order to
cut out outside influence and re-fo-
cus his art. Back to himself: “All my
songs are about me. You are all you
can write about really. It’s all you
can know.”

Knowing this, one can only shrug
at Stewart’s suggestion that the Po-
lice are still his band or even the
qualifying remark that “if you ask
Andy, he’d say it was his band too.”
And that feeds speculation on
changing priorities because Sting’s
control over the band—Summers’
contribution to Synchronicity,
““Mother,”’ is unlistenable, and
Copeland’s “Miss Gradenko” is al-
most as silly—is such that the gui-
tarist and drummer are not
maturing within the boundaries of
the Police precinct.

*Ideas do come out in the ses-
sions, but ultimately there isn’t
enough space in the sessions to use
them,” says Copeland. “There were
a few things I started to work with
during the Synchronicity sessions
that I developed more fully for the
Rumblefish soundtrack.”

The enthusiasm in Stewart’s voice
jumps noticeably when Rumblefish
is mentioned. Perhaps this film, this
project over which he has control, is
that “whole new reason for strug-
gling” he said he was looking for a
couple of years ago. Not that there's
anything wrong with any of this.
Stewart Copeland, like everybody
else in the band, would like the
world to know that looking at his
work in the Police represents only a
fraction of the source of his pride.

So it’s ironic that when you talk
about the Police, and what keeps the
band going, you're talking about
Sting, who, of the three, seems to be

divesting himself of responsibility.
*“The mechanics of how the group
works are really our business and
what’s important is that the mystery
remains, not for my ego but for the
sake of the mystery itself,” he says,
defensively. “It’s a struggle for me,
but I love the struggle.”

The album prepares you for the
death of the band, for death itself,
for possible extinction of the entire
race with “Walking In Your Foot-
steps” and “‘Synchronicity I1.”

“I take it absolutely seriously,”
asserts Sting. *“Extinction is around
the corner. Dinosaurs thought they
were immortal too, probably. The
songs are primal as hell, but it’s a re-
alization that we all have to come to.
It’s a very real threat. No sense in
beating around the bush.

“But it shouldn’t stop you. I'm
not cowed by the idea. I think peo-
ple should be aware of it although
they tend to put it in the back of
their minds. All generations have
been threatened by it. Through tax
we are paying for our own destruc-
tion. The human condition, there-
fore, is one of paradox.”

Though he agrees that this album
is perhaps more political than Ghost
In The Machine, but in broader,
more ecological strokes, Sting pro-
fesses to be apolitical on the whole.

“I have no faith whatever in poli-
tics, revolutionary or reactionary. I
loathe people who get up on boxes
and say ‘Vote for me.” Political par-
ties are solely for the marshalling of
stupidity and fear. I will vote for no
one.

*“Call it existential alienation but I
can’t understand bands like the
Clash with their constant posing
with the red flag and glorifying his-
torical revolutionary figures like the
Red Brigades. Why do they asso-
ciate themselves with this crap? It’s
basically little boys playing with
guns . . . looks childish to
me . . . the whole business.”

A lesson in common sense from a
former schoolteacher. Sting also
agrees with the opinion that “Every
Breath You Take” is the antithesis
of “Every Little Thing She Does Is
Magic” from Ghost In The Machine.

“It’s about transference, about
projecting your ideas onto another
person,” he states. “That’s what
love is all about. Nine times out of
ten you’re disappointed because you
can’t transfer your ideals about life
onto another person. That’s why we
have love and that’s why we have
breakups. It’s both natural and
vital.”

Lord, Sting can be so worldly, his
thoughts so quoteable, so linear.
There’s never the obligation in an
interview to keep the focus on the
Police. If I had been up on my Gurd-
jieff we could have engaged in some
witty geophilosophical repartee. As
a matter of fact Sting, somewhat
tired of being under the microscope,
would probably have preferred it to
another vivisection of the De-Do-
Do-Da. Prognosticating about what
lies ahead for the Police is simply
not in the cards anymore.

“Really, it’s not up to us to decide
whether rock has a future,” Sting
says in his best verbal shrug. “Four-
teen-year-olds have to decide that.
For them, I'm sure I have a future.”

But as a rock star? Who knows?
You can pick out his conflicts just
by mixing and matching his contri-
butions to this story. There’s a giant
tug of war within him, a push that
will not be denied, stemming from
the beckoning, easy narcissism of
stardom: “When someone waves a
million dollars in front of your face
to do something you consider fun,
what do you say? You say ‘yeah.’

“The pull is the attraction of the
unknown, that nagging ambition for
some kind of pure productive peace
away from Sunset Boulevard and
the running lackeys of the publicity
mills. I don’t want to be an idol. I
don’t want to be famous. It's a
means to an end, I hope.”

What end?
“I change my mind about it every
day.” O
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decades of popular music.

B Cruisin With

Smokey

In an exclusive interview, the master of the
romantic vignette-in-song gets into some

nuts-and-bolts talk about the creative
process and gets down with some vintage

tales from a career spanning nearly three

By Dave Marsh

HE FIRST THING
you notice about Smokey Robinson
is how little he has changed. His hair
is worn in wet look curls, rather
than the bushier style he has pre-
ferred for the past few years, but at
43, he remains as slim and dapper in
sweater, shirt and slacks as he was a
decade ago.

Robinson was in New York pro-
moting the Motown 25th Anniver-
sary television special when I caught
up with him. However, he’d agreed
to speak on a broader range of sub-
Jects for this interview. In fact, even
though he was on a tightly booked
schedule of interviews that week in
early May, he was relaxed and more
loquacious than ever as we spoke.

What’s most striking about listen-
ing to Robinson, in the long run, is
the musicality of his speech. He
elongates syllables, snaps words
short, stretches lines, uses silence in
a way that is beyond reproduction
on the page. He mixes this with an
absolute delicacy of diction and
phrasing that is punctuated just of-
ten enough with street locutions,
profanity and almost sing-song reit-
erations of phrases (“‘that thing like
that” is the best of these, because it
harkens to so many Robinson lyrics
over the years). In short, even
though he claims here not to think
of himself as one, William *“Smok-
ey’ Robinson certainly talks like a
singer.

But then, when the interview was

over, and I had a chance to check
out his idea of himself against his
work, he seemed half correct, at
least. For 26 years, from “Got a
Job” and “Bad Girl” to *“Being with
You” and “Touch the Sky,” Smok-
ey Robinson has been a feeler and a
singer, both. As the following con-
versation shows, he has also been an
active, thoughtful pop music artist,
working not only as writer, produc-
er and performer, but also as an ex-
ecutive. To these ears, he sounds like
a man who will continue to be
around for somedime to come.

In the *60s, when almost nobody else
wrote or produced their own materi-
al, you did almost all of yours. Then
there was a time when everybody
else started to, and you stopped.
Now you’ve come back to that.

There have been like two times in
my solo career when I haven’t done
that. One time when I was involved
in making the one film that I have
produced, Big Time. I got so busy
that I could not fulfill my commit-
ment to do my albums with Mo-
town, so Berry had a lot of the guys
who were producing for us at that
time do an album on me, which was
Deep In My Soul.

Then, after the Warm Thoughts
album, I happened to be driving in
my car one day, when I first heard
“More Love” by Kim Carnes. I con-
tacted George Tobin, who had pro-
duced her album, and I told him I
had some songs 1 wanted him to
hear for Kim’s next album project.
And I went over and I played the pi-
ano and sang the songs for him and
one of the tunes was “Being With
You.” When I played that song, he
just flipped out. He said, “You

should sing that song, I love the
way you sing that.” So I said, “No,
George, I wrote this song for Kim
and it was very inspired by what you
did with her on ‘More Love.” ” And
he said, “Wow, I think you’re mak-
ing a mistake, I think you should
sing that song.” So we went back
and forth on that for about an hour,
I guess. Finally he said, “Hey, I've
got my own studio downstairs and
I'd like for you to come over tonight.
We’ll just make a demo for Kim but
we'll do it in your key.” And when I
heard what he had done with the
song production-wise, I absolutely
loved it. It blew me away. So I said,
“Well, hey, yeah, we'll just put this
out.” That’s how my relationship
with George Tobin kinda like began,
and he produced my next two al-
bums, which were Being With You
and Yes, It's You Lady. 1 only wrote
about four songs on those albums.

On this album, Touch The Sky, 1
Just had these songs, some of them
I'd had around for a long time. And
I felt a certain way about them, and
I wanted to do my own production
on them. So I got together with Son-
ny Burke, who is my pianist any-
way—he’s like my band conductor
when I'm on the road; he’s a very
talented man. He had been talking
to me for a couple of years about us
doing an album together, and I felt
like this was the proper time. So we
did.

Did you see the review of Touch The
Sky in the Village Voice? It says,
“At the end, Smokey’s singing
‘touch it, touch it,” and I wonder if
he just means the sky.”

(Laughs) Well, touch it has a double”
connotation as far as I’'m concerned.

I know when Berry (Gordy Jr., Mo-
town chairman) heard the song
when I was working on it, he said,
“Well, what do you mean by ‘touch
it, touch it’?”

It means touch the sky, but actu-
ally “touch the sky” doesn’t literally
mean “touch the sky”; it means, if
you come with me, and we love, and
you and I are together there we're
gonna love, and we’re gonna be so
high on this love until we’re touchin’
the sky, not with our fingers but
with ourselves. So that’s what that
means.

But there used to be a commercial
on television where the chicks
would say, “C’mon, touch it, touch
it.” And they were talking about,
whatever it was—shaving cream.
But it’s a very sexy thing. “C’mon,
touch it.”

So when I was in the studio sing-
ing that song, that just happened
automatically: “touch it, touch it,
touch it.” And then I thought about
it, you know, that’s a kinda sexy
connotation there. So I left it in, be-
cause it is like a sexy kinda thing,
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