
September 1983 
Vol. 2 No. 11 

Robert 
Plant 
Into The 

By John Hutchinson 
In late 1968 Led Zeppelin re¬ 

leased its first album, and contained 
in the grooves were early signs of the 
unease that was beginning to under¬ 
mine a generation’s idealism. From 
the very outset the band blended 
over-the-top blues dramatics with 
songs of quiet sensitivity: their music 
ran through a gamut of pace changes 
and dynamics. What’s more, the ner¬ 
vous bravado of Jimmy Page s guitar 
coupled to Robert Plant's intense, 
high-pitched singing seemed to have 
a visceral effect on many people who 
had been too young to be part of the 
hippie movement, but who shared the 
counterculture’s aims and aspira¬ 
tions. Even if their elder brothers and 
sisters were growing weary and disil¬ 
lusioned, 16- and 17-year-olds were 
determined to have some more fun. 
Led Zeppelin was their band. Com¬ 
biningdreams with foreboding, bom¬ 
bast with reflection, and. above all, 
projecting their feelings with deliri¬ 
ous fervor, Jimmy Page, Roben 
Plant, John Paul Jones, and John 
Bonham constituted what was the 
world’s most popular rock act. 
On December 4th, 1980, two 

months after John "Bonzo" Bon-
Continued on page 10 

league (from ief: Phi! Oakey. Adrian Wright. Joanne Cather,!!. Susanne S-Uey, lan Burden. Jo « g 

Human League: Et Tu, Phil Oakey? 
By Jonathan Gross 
TORONTO—The troubled odys¬ 
sey culminating in this story started 
with a speculative schlep to London 
last December in hopes that the Hu¬ 
man League would grant an inter¬ 
view. "No” came the reply from an 
operative ensconced in the decep¬ 
tively squalid digs of Virgin Records 
off Portobello Road; the band was 
cloistered in the studio anguishing 
over an album for the new year and 
could not be disturbed. Besides, 
Christmas—when U.K. bands usu¬ 
ally cut off the press Scrooges—was 
closing in. 
Come January, however, there 

was no album, only a single in the 
form of the Motown derivative 
“Mirror Man,” a troubled seven-
incher of dubious inspiration that 
had the net effect of forcing League 
commissioner Phil Oakey out of hi¬ 
bernation and, reluctantly, back 
into the glare of publicity in an effort 
to explain the band’s modus operan¬ 
di. Our encounter proved a false 
start, the interview nagging at a 
larger malaise plaguing the League. 
Oal ey was as chilly as that wintry 

orning, lashing out with a mixture 
f slagging invective—“Yazoo is 

ripping us off. Blancmange is rip¬ 
ing us off. It’s only a matter of time 
mtil they add some girls. Wham? 
Don’t mention that name.”—to dis-
ressing self-deprecation—“I don’t 
ant to sing any more. I think the 

girls do a better job anyway.” 
Anyone familiar with Oakey 

would agree that those remarks 
were inconsistent with his “normal 
behavior pattern. Oakey had been 
an unspoiled spirited idealist prior 
to and during the American break¬ 
through of the League’s first Ameri¬ 
can release, Dare, in 1982. At 27, he 
was not ready to betray with bitter¬ 
ness his own dreams and it was diffi¬ 
cult to understand how the long 
overdue success the League had ex¬ 
perienced could put him so out of 
sorts, even temporarily. 

But by February and on into the 
spring it became clear that Oakey’s 
verbal tirade was a complication of 
creative constipation. The band had 
been in the studio on and off for 
nearly six months with producer 
Martin Rushent only to produce the 
one single followed by a burnt offer¬ 
ing of a mini-album, Fascination, re¬ 
leased in May, with only two new 
tracks, including the unspectacular 
“Fascination.” 

It was revealed then that Dare 
mentor Rushent, the man who 
would be Phil Spector, was gone and 
ace rocker Chris Thomas (Pretend¬ 
ers, Sex Pistols) was in. If there was 
no immediate cure to what was ail¬ 
ing the League, Thomas brought 
hope. And Oakey, lured out in the 
sunlight again for part three, had 
gotten a partial grip on himself and 
could at least contain whatever his 

disenchantment was with rock, the 
press and, in some ways, the League 
and his own persona. 

Rushent had inadvertently set up 
the final installment of the travel¬ 
ogue with a few background re¬ 
marks on the situation. He had been 
with Oakey and the League since 
late in 1980 when Virgin Records 
president Simon Draper was seeking 
help for the band, then a shaky part¬ 
nership disenfranchised from the 
mainstream. Oakey and visual di¬ 
rector Adrian Wright were piecing 
together the remains of a messy 
smashup that saw original members 
Craig Ian Marsh and Martyn Ware 
leave to form the British Electric 
Foundation and its subsidiary ven¬ 
ture, Heaven 17. Rough demos for 
“Love Action” and “Hard Times" 
were kicking around the office and 
Rushent was impressed enough 
with what he called “good ideas” to 
take them into his Genetic Studios 
where, in those dark prehistoric 
days before Synclaviers and Fair¬ 
lights, his MCA programmable stu¬ 
dio and Roland system were state of 
the art. They produced a single, 
“Sound Of The Crowd,” and quick¬ 
ly segued into the Dare sessions. The 
relationship between the League 
and Rushent was a variable itself. 
Key band members bassist Ian Bur¬ 
den and keyboard wiz Joe Callis, 
along with Oakey, would bring in 
rudimentary sketches from which 

Rushent and his programs would 
flesh out byte-sized songs. The most 
famous one was “Don’t You Want 
Me,” which he built from one riff 
and a vocal line. Post-Dare, though, 
the riffs stopped coming. 

“It got boring,” says Rushent, 
who also works with Pete Shelley 
and has worked with Altered Im¬ 
ages. “I didn’t enjoy waiting three 
months for the lyrics to Fascination. 
You don’t make records just for the 
money; you have to keep the cre¬ 
ative sensibilities intact. There was 
technique missing. We’re still great 
friends, Phil and I, but I had to 
move on.” 
Oakey corroborates Rushent s 

testimony: "Things weren't getting 
finished for some reason. It’s very 
difficult to say who’s responsibility 
that was. Everyone had decided that 
it was them who had caused it all to 
be wonderful and there was no one 
prepared to back down in any way. 
“We’d all become very arrogant,” 

he concludes. 
They had reason to be arrogant. 

Both Dare and “Don’t You Want 
Me” had not only topped the Bill¬ 
board and U.K. charts last year but 
also heralded the invasion of dance-
and synth-oriented U.K. bands like 
Duran Duran and the Thompson 
Twins. Though incorrectly per¬ 
ceived as a fashion band, the Human 
League was regarded as the symbol 

Continued on page 30 

To Our 
Readers 

This issue marks the last of REC¬ 
ORD’S quarterfold format; next 
month we will come to you as an 
8%"xll" glossy stock publication. 
For readers this means more pages, 
more color, more information re¬ 
garding the news and trends of the 
day. As to the last point, RECORD 
plans to consolidate in a single sec¬ 
tion reports on audio, musical 
instruments, and consumer elec¬ 
tronics; and in order to cover the lat¬ 
est revolution in popular music, 
we’ll introduce a first-of-its-kind 
MusicVideo section. In addition to 
sales and club charts, reviews and 
product tests, MusicVideo will ex¬ 
amine music-related issues develop¬ 
ing in its field and will also offer 
service features discussing the prac¬ 
tical home application of the new 
video technologies. Add to this our 
continuing broad-based coverage of 
both new and established artists, a 
wide-ranging and authoritative rec¬ 
ord review section, Dave Marsh s 
hard-hitting American Grandstand 
observations, plus a Letters page 
that’s developed into an important, 
unique readers’ forum—all in all, a 
magazine you can rely on for com¬ 
prehensive, detailed, definitive cov¬ 
erage of the contemporary music 
scene. The new format will offer us 
even greater opportunities to ensure 
that our readers remain the best in¬ 
formed of any music publications’. 
As always, if it’s music and if it’s 
news, you’ll read about it here. In 
the meantime, enjoy this month’s is¬ 
sue; we’re proud of it, too. 

DAVID McGEE 
Managing Editor 
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Silliness With A Cutting Edge j 
By Derk Richardson . 4 
AFTER A DISAPPOINTING venture with producer David Byrne on Mesopotamia. 
the B-52's have got back in the silly groove on their new Whammy! LP. But there’s more 
than just laughs to be had. 

Recreating The Kinks 
By Jim Sullivan . . 
DOWN AND NEARLY out at the end of the ’70s, the Kink/ 
’80s, playing to packed arenas and making hit records agai 
what we started out to do,” says Ray Davies. “We’re a dance b 
all that simple. 
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By Carol Cooper. _ 
WE CHFCK IN the MTV vee’Jay who has ,he most experience in the music industry (14 years) 
on the theory that, as the issue of racism in rock heats up, it might be instructive to learn what J. J. 
Jackson thinks of himself and his employer. 
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ILETTERS 
Jackson, just because they’re “cur¬ 

TELL MARK MEHLER TO GET 
ready to eat his review of the film 
Flashdance (“Much Dance, Little 
Flash," July RECORD) as prom¬ 
ised. I was a stunning, fiercely inde¬ 
pendent young girl who worked as a 
security guard in a factory, read 
Vogue and Variety on my lunch 
hour, lived in a musty old apartment 
with my trusty dog Mikie, yearned 
desperately to be an actress-singer, 
was a sexual dynamo, had a heart of 
gold, worked weekends with a rock 
’n’ roll band, and attended the 
American Academy of Dramatic 
Art. 

I would also say that when I gave 
up my dream, I did die. A spiritual 
death can be worse than a physical 
one. You can feel the decay. 

Care for some catsup with that, 
Mark? 

JULIANNE LEE 
Plantation, FLA. 

rent”? KEITH A YORDY 
Marietta. PA. 

Remembering 
Muddy 

Obviously 
Our Mistake 
I AM WRITING WHILE PON-
dering a question: if music is not 
newly-released, is it considered out 
of touch and not worth mentioning? 
I am referring to Uriah Heep. Don’t 
laugh. You have to give Mick Box 
credit. Remember “Salisbury”? 
Their album Abominog got no men¬ 
tion from you at all. I don’t under¬ 
stand. People still mention Brahms, 
Bach and Beethoven, and they are 
long gone. There must be a problem 
with modern music. If a band is ten 
years old, they just can't be any 
good. Do you follow me? Why do 
we forget quality and meaningful 
music, and then at the same time 
pender shit like Prince and Michael 

IF THE SUN STILL RISES A 
hundred years from now people 
who stop to look back at the phe¬ 
nomenon of rock ’n’ roll will indeed 
name Muddy Waters as a leading in¬ 
fluence. I’m proud to have lived 
during his lifetime. Dave Marsh’s 
piece on Muddy (American Grand¬ 
stand, July RECORD) was a warm 
and heartfelt tribute but I must cor¬ 
rect him on one minor point. He 
called Muddy Waters the last of the 
great Delta bluesmen. John Lee 
Hooker, who recently completed a 
tour of Englandy is only two years 
Muddy’s junior and made his way 
up that same Highway 61 from Mis¬ 
sissippi to points north in the 1940s. 
Although Hooker hasn’t accumu¬ 
lated the incredible list of accom¬ 
plishments Muddy had, his 
contribution to early electric Delta 
blues and its role in the conception 
of rock ’n’ roll certainly mark him as 
a great. STEVEN WOROWSKI 

Middlesex. NJ 

a woman diving into water (like in 
the Motels’ "Take The *L’ Out Of 
Lover” video) or a liquid-filled glass 
being tipped over in slow-mo onto a 
woman or a woman dropping an ol¬ 
ive into a martini in super-slo-mo, or 
anything like that—water and wom¬ 
en are all Russell needs. And Mulca-
hey’s video of Billy Joel’s “Pres¬ 
sure is simply the hysterical 
apotheosis of his water, water every¬ 
where fixation. And as far as influ¬ 
ential source material for this kind 
of aquatic imagery goes, I posit Aus¬ 
tralian director Peter Weir’s film 
The Last Wave. I wonder how many 
times Russell Mulcahey’s seen it? 

MICHAEL SHORE 
New York City 

Low Blow 

Video Clichés 
ALAN HECHT’S STORY ON 
rock video cliches in the August 
RECORD was well-taken, well-ob¬ 
served and well-written. But there’s 
one big rock video cliché he 
missed—and, as one might guess, 
it’s a Russell Mulcahey Rock Video 
Cliche: those incessant slow-motion 
shots of splashing water. It might be 

I WAS SUPRISED AND IRRI-
tated by Kenny Laguna’s remark in 
your Joan Jett article (“The Road 
Goes On Forever,” June RE¬ 
CORD) where, in reference to the 
possibility of Joan playing large are¬ 
nas, he says he’s “not sure you can 
lead a band on that level without a 
penis.” Surely a man in Mr. L’s posi¬ 
tion must be aware that Janis Joplin, 
Grace Slick, Tina Turner, Ann and 
Nancy Wilson and Pat Benatar have 
all given highly successful shows in 
large arenas. To the best of my 
knowledge, none of these ladies has 
a penis. It seems strange that the 
person who is supposed to be the 
guiding force behind Joan Jett’s ca¬ 
reer should be the one to have such a 
senseless and outdated attitude to-
wards her. JUDY MOODY 

Paterson. NJ 
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New Artist 

Grandstand 
By Dave Marsh 

The Electryfying Mojo 

The Alarm (from left: Peters, Sharp, Twist, MacDonald): 
Never mind fashion, get on with the music. 

The Alarm Rings For Freedom 
By Wayne King 
NEW YORK—It is a steami ig July 
Fourth weekend in New York. The 
dance floor at the Ritz, one of the 
city’s bigger dance/video c ubs, is 
packed with sweating bodi » cele¬ 
brating the long weekend narking 
the anniversary of their ccuntry’s 
independence. But tonight tas not 
drawn just the usual notoriously 
jaded crowd of clubgoers onight, 
people are staring transfixed at the 
sight and deafening sound coming 
from the stage. For there, four 
young men are delivering ringing 
proclamations of freedom, ¿nd sing¬ 
ing of the power that corr es from 
people joining together, arc of the 
foolishness of conflict. 
And now, one of these men has 

taken a guitar and lifted it over his 
head, and is holding it aloY while a 
martial drum beat plays be i.nd him. 
The precise meaning of his gesture is 
not apparent, but there can be no de¬ 
nying its symbolic force. A nd as the 
lights fade and the drums stand si¬ 
lent, the singer puts down lis guitar, 
reaches for his mike stand, and 
pounds out the beat for <:e band’s 
next number. “Come on down and 
meet your maker,” they cry in uni¬ 
son, “come on down anc make the 
stand.” 

That is the sound of tt>e Alarm, 
and theirs is a calling out that 
should not go unanswered. 
“We can’t expect things to change 

overnight with one song, so we’ve all 
got to keep writing songs and lend¬ 
ing our voice.” Mike ^eters, the 
front man for the Alam. , sits back¬ 
wards on a chair in his utel room, 
virtually confronting hiüinterviewer 
with an earnest, good-natured faith 
in the order of things. The Alarm, 
who hail from Wales, ire finishing 
up their first month m America 
opening shows for U2, but notice¬ 
able exhaustion doesn't slow the lo¬ 
quacious Peters from speaking up. 
“There is hope arounc the corner, 
and there always will be, because 
there’s always someoae out there 
with the ability to male something 
happen, to make things happen in 
their own sphere, in :heir chosen 

way of life, and that’s what we want 
to do, to encourage people to make 
things better for themselves.” 
The concept of self-help is some¬ 

thing the quartet knows by way of 
constant practice. Peters and guitar¬ 
ist Eddie MacDonald knew each 
other from childhood, as did lead 
guitarist Dave Sharp and drummer 
Nigel Twist; they eventually joined 
forces through the usual musical 
chairs process of falling in and out of 
neighborhood groups in their native 
Rhyl. After a self-run club for teens 
bit the dust, the four decided the 
time was right to make a go of it. Pe¬ 
ters, who had written a song that 
gave the outfit its name, says the 
idea was “to go back to find what 
first inspired us to pick up a guitar, 
the unlimited possibilities." Retain¬ 
ing the do-it-yourself feeling, the 
band pressed up a 45 which sold out 
its modest pressing, and convinced 
them to try their luck in London. 
They made their mark in Britain’s 

capital by knocking on doors, al¬ 
ways carrying acoustic guitars to 
give promoters a first hand listen at 
what they could do. One of those 
most impressed was U2’s agent (and 
current Alarm manager) Ian Wil¬ 
son, who took Bono and company to 
see the Alarm. The two bands hit it 
off tremendously, an important con¬ 
nection for the Welshmen. By the 
fall of *82, the Alarm had signed 
with 1RS and released the anthemic 
“Marching On.” Earlier this year, 
they came out with “The Stand,” 
their third and finest single to date. 
Plans were made to join U2 at the 
tail end of the War tour in America, 
and 1RS released a five-song EP, 
made up from their two records for 
the label plus one live track. 
The Alarm’s modus operandi, be¬ 

ing masterminded by Wilson, natu¬ 
rally follows the U2 ethos of hard 
work, and avoiding the here today-
gone tomorrow feel exuded by so 
many current singles bands. Peters 
reasons, “We wanted to build up the 
group in the way that traditional 
groups were built up—by working 
in sweaty clubs, in front of people, in 
live performances. We knew we 

were going to be a real group, with 
real values and real faith with our 
fans.” 
The faith is founded on the idea of 

one to one contact, centered on an 
instrument virtually extinct from to¬ 
day’s international pop scene: the 
acoustic guitar. The majority of 
their songs, presented live, feature 
two guitars. When asked about the 
origins of such an odd (for 1983) 
lineup, the assertive Dave Sharp de¬ 
clares: “We got a tremendous feel¬ 
ing from the songs we wrote on 
acoustic guitars, but when we took 
them into rehearsals and tried them 
out on a traditional electric setup 
they lost their original feeling. We 
thought, why don’t we take the gui¬ 
tar and find a way to make it sound 
bigger? Acoustic guitars are inti¬ 
mate instruments, and what we 
wanted to do was to create an inti¬ 
mate situation with them—not just 
one to one, but one to a thousand, or 
however many.” 
The stance of bands like U2 and 

the Alarm is one of firm and clear-
eyed optimism. It’s true that, as 
Steve Pond of Rolling Stone noted in 
his review of the EP, “this is the 
kind of record that could only come 
from a young band." But such hope 
should never be the exclusive prov¬ 
ince of the young, or even the foolish 
and the naive. If rock is now, after 
thirty years, approaching middle 
age, it still needs these bands’ call for 
unity. 

Smiling, Peters concludes, “I 
think young people are coming to¬ 
gether more and more, and all of the 
fashion possibilities of the last few 
years have been exhausted. Now, 
people are getting into it as: it’s mu¬ 
sic, let’s get on with it, let’s forget 
the clothes. I think young people are 
realizing that to love one another is 
alright; if you walk down the street 
and see a guy with his hair different 
from you, he’s still on the same side, 
part of the same race, the human 
race—let’s just go up and shake his 
hand. I think people want to feel 
that way; I don’t think people want 
to feel alienated.” 
Heed this Alarm. O 

Ihave resources you lack: a couple thousand records and a desk 
right next to ’em where I spend my days. So I listen to the radio 
only in the summertime, when I’m not home much. The rest of the 
year, of course, I hear radio in snatches, in shops and offices and 

from the front seat of taxis. But unless I am in an automobile, I don’t 
listen to it. Until summer, when it’s back behind the wheel, with one 
hand on the dial. 
At first, this always seems like a blessed return. A few records, com¬ 

pressed as they are, make more sense over the air than they do on the 
turntable or tape deck. Even suffering from Loverboy to Kajagoogoo, 
punching buttons to find something decent, has its.virtues. The sufferer 
feels connected to his fellow listeners in an immediate way that only 
broadcasting can provide. 

Soon enough, the bloom wears off. As a mere tourist in radioland, I 
seem to become frustrated more easily than most, disagreeing with the 
taste of the programmers, the deadness of the jocks. As a visitor, rather 
than a resident, the hypocrisy of the system—format—is too easily evi¬ 
dent. I get restless and start tossing the tape deck and gear in the passen¬ 
ger seat, and feel like hotrodding again, freed from the tyranny of 
punchcard deejays with their sombre tones and self-important blather. 

'Twas not always thus, despite what the liars who run the airwaves try 
to say. Anyone over 30 can remember a time in this country when disc 
jockeys had true personalities, when a major fraction of life centered on 
them and the records they played, when the radio was a web connecting 
every rocker in town. And the fact that you have to be over 30 to know 
what I’m talking about isn’t a symptom of what an old fogey I am—it 
measures how you’ve been cheated all your life. 
Those disc jockeys were not on the FM dial. They played hit singles— 

sometimes, they made hits—and they did not speak as though they were 
about to proclaim a funeral or cut a solemn fart. They screamed, shouted 
and harangued, thumped and pounded, were one with the beat. In De¬ 
troit, Martha Jean offered up the number just after 5 each afternoon; in 
Philly. Jerry Blavat shrieked yon teens into smooth cruising speed; in 
Nashville, John R. and Hoss Allen preached on into the night, trying to 
sell you every record they played (and most were worth buying); in Tul¬ 
sa, Scooter Seagraves and Jim Peters were the best sort of teachers, cou¬ 
pling reverence for the past to infectious enthusiasm for the present. And 
whether you were driving aimlessly or hiding in beds with the covers 
over your head, you were in touch. 

With the arrival of Boss Radio, the personalities began to die: they 
could no longer pick their own records, they were discouraged from 
speaking too much or doing any of the other things that made them 
stand out. When FM arrived, it was determined that shouting was not 
cool, and as the scene transformed from Little Richard to CSNY, the 
deejays also began to slow down and croon. I got bored, bought a bunch 
of records and hid out among them. Most fans weren’t that lucky. And 
as the solemnity grew, the community withered, and was fragmented, 
and it gave the liars room to maneuver, hardening their format and 
spreading their fictions: that white people didn’t want to hear black per¬ 
formers, that blacks didn’t want to hear white ones, that separate-but-
equal is an acceptable doctrine, that radio existed as a medium of 
entertainment and profit alone, not at all as a force in the world. Beaten 
and bored, the audience acquiesced. Those who knew better sometimes 
complained bitterly, but it served no particular purpose. Now the liars 
have moved into television, too. 

Every once in a while, something happens to make us see the lies for 
what they are, however. A few months ago, I began hearing about a disc 
jockey on WJLB-FM, in Detroit. He was called the Electryfying Mojo 
and though JLB is an “urban contemporary” station, he played J. Geils 
and the Rollin’ Stones (as he puts it) right alongside Prince and the Whis¬ 
pers. Mojo picked his own music, they told me, and he picked it for beat 
and movement. And he was a success. In a market where a rating of 4 
would be impressive, Mojo’s number in the spring ARB book was 17.9. 
My friend Frank Joyce recently interviewed Mojo for WBCN in Bos¬ 

ton. He was kind enough to send me a tape of their conversation and it is 
probably the most impressive statement on radio and its potential power I 
have heard in my lifetime. "Personally, I think radio has not lost the 
power to be a mental/theatrical agent—it’s just abandoned that particu¬ 
lar power,” Mojo said. And he makes it very clear that he means to re¬ 
claim that power: “I get people asking me, ’Why do you play white 
music?’ Then I get people asking me, ‘Why do you play black music?’ But 
there’s nothing wrong with people being curious. Nothing wrong with 
being curious at all. Because radio is serious to me. And I want people-

. .. When you look at my numbers, what you see is a combination of 
people.” Of course, the combination Mojo describes is what the liars can’t 
afford, because their power, as manipulators of bullshit demographics 
and other methods of fragmentation, are based upon dividing, separating, 
segregating, not combining, integrating, bringing us together. 

Mojo’s show is beyond format. As a result, there are nights when he is 
not very good. But then, I have tapes of Alan Freed on nights when he 
wasn’t very good, either. The point is that the show comes from some¬ 
where. As he told Joyce, “I put a lotta work into livin’. My show is 
probably a classic statement about my lifestyle, what I believe in, how I 
feel about things, what I think, what I’ve experienced, what I’ve seen on 
the news, schools I’ve spoken at, kids I’ve seen, the bagmen and bagwo¬ 
men I’ve seen walking down the streets at four o’clock in the morning 
with nowhere to go. It’s a combination of all those things.” 

That, in a nutshell, is the definition of great broadcasting. The Electr-
fying Mojo can afford some bad nights because his show is as alive as he 
is. He can afford to break the rules because he is a human being, and all 
of those have their bad days. If I lived in Detroit again, there's no way I 
would sell all my LPs and tapes and singles. But I know whose voice 
would be the last I heard every night before I switched off the light. And 
I know that when I rolled over and tried to sleep, I would feel that con¬ 
nection. And rest would come much easier, for sure. 
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London Calling 
By Chris Welch 

Yes. No. 
Yes are reforming. The shock news came after months of speculation 
about Cinema, a group being put together by bassist Chris Squire. At 
one stage it was rumored Jimmy Page would be part of the band. Now it 
seems Trevor Rabin will be on guitar with ex-Yes men Jon Anderson 
(vocals), Alan White (drums), and Rick Wakeman (curry, beer and or¬ 
gan). Word has it that Anderson would agree to join Cinema only if they 
changed their name to Yes, on the theory that the Yes name would help 
recoup the huge expense of recording their album, which is being pro¬ 
duced by the last Yes singer, Trevor Horn. Reaction to the plan from the 
remaining ex-Yes men has been a mixture of amusement and anger. Said 
their one-time manager, Brian Lane, who now handles the ultra-success¬ 
ful Asia: “It’s like Joe Bugner trying to make a comeback.” Steve Howe, 
still managed by Lane and now ensconsed in Asia was more forthright: 
“I knew all about this ages ago. I think they are jumping back into the 
frying pan. This isn’t a thoroughbred Yes project. They just looked up in 
their phone books for a lead singer and thought, ‘Oh yes, Jon Anderson.’ 
I think their coming back is one big ‘ugh.’ It started out as Cinema and 
then got into deep water for six months they went no further. They 
didn't have a singer so when they asked Jon he said he’d only do it if they 
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The B-52’s (front row: Cindy Wilson, Kate Pierson, Fred Schneider; back row: 
Keith Strickland, Ricky Wilson): having fun is serious business. 

Silliness With A Cutting Edge: 
The B-52’s Regain Their Stride 

Holdout Steve Howe: “This isn’t a thoroughbred 
Yes project.” 

called the band Yes. Now everybody is rubbing their hands thinking 
they’ll make a million dollars. But they’ve not checked it out. Why 
should I have to worry about Yes anymore? It was a big chunk of my life 
and now can it come back, when it was called Cinema only a few weeks 
ago? Yes was from a certain time in history and those first three LPs I 
did with them were the real golden days of Yes. That was the creative 
time for Yes when everybody was pulling together. That’s what’s good 
about Asia now. I’m not doing Asia for the money—it’s because I want 
to play in a good band.” 

Cable Music Comes To England 
Now the 24-hour music cable revolution is coming to Britain since the 
House of Commons gave the go ahead for cable licenses. Among the 
contenders to supply music are Thorn-EMI and Virgin Video. Says 
Richard Littleton of EMI: “This could be the most significant advance 
for rock music in this country.” Already EMI has been enjoying its big¬ 
gest records success since 1964 and the days of the Beatles with the help 
of Duran Duran and their powerful videos. And cable is changing the 
way British artists are presented. Culture Club and the dreadful Haysi 
Fantayzee are among those non-touring type artists who have achieved 
fame through video. Actually, Haysi Fantayzee have decided to risk 
public appearances by touring the UK to promote their new single “Sis¬ 
ter Friction.” But they’ll only be singing over backing tracks, and if this 
goes well they’ll put together “a real band.” Remember those? UK cable 
TV is due to start in November and a pilot scheme has already started in 
Swindon, believed to be a small town due west of London . . . David 
Bowie, charting high with “China Girl" and fresh from his exciting Lon¬ 
don concerts, is now confronted by tales of his past. His former manager, 
Kenneth Pitt, has published a book called David Bowie: The Pitt Report, 
which chronicles the years 1966 to 1970. Pitt was very hurt when Bowie 
moved on but, until now, has kept his peace and silence. Published by 
Design, the book tells of Bowie’s early goals and the artist’s frequent 
walks on the wild side. 

Errata 
The Yardbirds reunion at the Marquee was a great success, even 

though neither Clapton, Beck nor Page turned up. Original members 
Chris Dreja, Paul Samwell-Smith and Jim McCarty had fun blasting 
their way through “Over Under Sideways Down,” “Still I’m Sad” and 
“For Your Love” while reviving the odd R&B classic, including 
“Smokestack Lightning." With John Knightsbridge on guitar and Mark 
Feltham on harp, the band sounded better than they did the first time 
around, even if Samwell-Smith was a fat, elderly gent and no longer the 
fresh faced schoolboy of yesteryear . . . Often as I go about my daily 
duties, people stop me in the street and demand to know, “What’s gonna 
be the next big thing?” Usually I haven’t a clue. But now I speak out free¬ 
ly without fear about a Scottish group called Topango Afterglow. I saw 
them in Edinburgh and they are amazing—a Tartan punk-a-billy group, 
frantic, romantic and riddled with riffs. You will probably never hear of 
them again, so I cast their names into the void and wonder what will be¬ 
come of them. 

By Derk Richardson 
SAN FRANCISCO—The B-52’s 
do best when no one takes them too 
seriously. That includes the band¬ 
members themselves. By their own 
admission, their new, fourth LP, 
Whammy'., is perkier, brighter and 
funnier than their previous outing, 
the six-song mini-LP, Mesopotamia. 
Some may view Whammy'. as a re¬ 
turn to the danceable silliness which 
made their first two albums, The B-
52 ’s and Wild Planet, so loveable in 
a disposable sort of way. For the 
band, it’s been a change to have 
more fun. 
“We did hit a crisis point,” says 

singer Kate Pierson, sipping a bowl 
of miso soup in the coffee shop of a 
San Francisco hotel, “where we be¬ 
came pretty self-conscious, I guess 
when we did Mesopotamia.” 

“I think right before doing Meso¬ 
potamia,” explains Keith Strick¬ 
land, “we felt a little tension. We 
were having to write all new materi¬ 
al because everything else had all 
been recorded. We were sort of 
starting all over so we felt a little 
self-conscious about becoming a 
parody of ourselves.” 
Whether because of its denser in¬ 

strumentation, moodier tempos and 
more subdued humor or because 
fans and critics saw the collabora¬ 
tion with Talking Heads’ Byrne as a 
compromise with artfulness, Meso¬ 
potamia didn’t, in vocalist Fred 
Schneider’s words, “catch on.” 

“I guess the album was a reaction 
to what we read about ourselves,” 
Schneider elaborates. “We felt like 
we’re viewed as being, oh, just too 
silly, and this and that. Now we just 
don’t care. We know our fans want 
us to entertain them. So we feel 
more comfortable; we don’t try to 
put on any sort of act, we just do 
whatever we can to have a good time 
going. Granted, we look funny, but 
that’s what people want.” 
The B’s have been dealing with 

what people want for the past five 
years, ever since they moved from 
Athens, Georgia, the hub of the new 
wave South, to New York City. In 
Athens, home of the University of 
Georgia, the five band members, in¬ 

cluding Ricky Wilson and Cindy 
Wilson, were able to fall together in 
a most casual way. “Probably 
whoever’d been there at the restau¬ 
rant the night before we became a 
band would have been in the band if 
they’d stayed with it,” Schneider 
muses in a soft voice. “It just hap¬ 
pened that the five of us went to din¬ 
ner with a friend of Kate’s and he 
stayed upstairs and did homework 
and we went downstairs and 
jammed around.” 

Hardly aiming to become a com¬ 
mercial success, the group incubat¬ 
ed in the party atmosphere of 
Athens. Recalls Schneider: “We 
started playing to friends in their liv¬ 
ing rooms. It gives you a way of 
communicating on a one-to one lev¬ 
el rather than ‘We’re the entertain¬ 
ers, you’re the audience, you stay 
there and we’ll stay up here.’ ” 

But their quirky adaptations of 
R&B and funk rhythms, in contrast 
to the dominant Southern boogie of 
the ’70s, and their camp take on 
American pop culture, soon had 
record company representatives fly¬ 
ing down to Athens to woo this 
strange group sporting outlandish 
clothes and beehive hairdos. “We’d 
think, ‘Oh great! A free meal,’ ” 
Schneider remembers. And Pierson 
adds, “We’d just think ‘What res¬ 
taurant can they take us to?’ It was a 
good thing we didn’t take it too seri¬ 
ously; it was just too unreal, the 
thought that these record compa¬ 
nies were courting us, so we just 
looked at it like The Dating Game. ” 
New York City, however, was a 

different story. Playing before the 
ultra-sophisticated new wave 
crowds at CBGB’s, the band was 
put in a position where it had to pro¬ 
duce. Schneider says that after mov¬ 
ing to New York, “everything just 
changed to a situation where you 
had to be more creative in a shorter 
period of time. In Athens we had 
time on our side. We paid 25 dollars 
to rent a studio and paid a couple of 
bucks for electricity that we got 
from a restaurant, so we didn’t feel 
any pressure to create. Now there’s 
a little more pressure, but we try to 
keep it loose.” 

If Mesopotamia was a critical pe¬ 
riod in their development and self¬ 
assessment, the B’s worked through 
it by returning to their party-up 
roots. They started by changing pro¬ 
ducers. The band members agree 
that working with Byrne “changed 
the mood of the music” (Strick-
lands’s words) and lent an un-B52’s-
like seriousness to the music. New 
producer Steven Stanley, notes Pier¬ 
son, “brought us out a lot. We can’t 
help but scream and yell and dance 
when we’re around him. We’d be 
singing and we’d see his head just 
flying back and forth.” 

Yet the B-52’s are not just laughs. 
In conversation they are soft spoken 
and thoughtful, not at all as wiggy as 
their onstage personas. Moreover, 
they approach humor from several 
directions. “Some of our songs have 
more serious overtones,” Schneider 
argues. “ ‘Whammy Kiss’ isn’t 
downright silly or funny and a lot of 
our other songs have a sincere 
meaning behind them even though 
it comes out funny.” 
“A lot of people equate humor 

with meaning nothing,” Pierson 
opines. “ ‘It’s just drivel, it’s funny, 
it’s meaningless.’ I think the best hu¬ 
mor comes out of serious situations 
that you look at in a certain way and 
see the humor in, too.” 

So with their comic perceptions 
derived from the rural South, their 
funky rhythms borrowed from 
James Brown and their ecccentric 
vocals owing to Yma Sumac and 
Yoko Ono, where do the B-52’s 
place themselves in the scheme of 
contemporary music? “It keeps 
changing every time I look in the re¬ 
cord bins,” Schneider answers. Pier¬ 
son suggests filing the group’s 
records “under ‘D’ for ‘dance’,” 
while Schneider explains that “ ‘D’ 
stands for ‘dance’ and ‘depth’.” 

Depth? Are they taking them¬ 
selves too seriously again? Naw. 
“Just last night (in Denver),” says 
Schneider, “there was a radio sta¬ 
tion contest and the prize was to 
meet us and we were wondering, 
‘What kind of prize is that?’ We 
thought they ought to at least get T-
shirts or something!” O 
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The Red Rockers’ Democracy: 
Change Is The Only Constant 
NEW YORK—“We’re a very polit¬ 
ically oriented band, always have 
been, but we’re not Communists, 
says Red Rockers bassist Darren 
Hill, in answer to a question regard-

ter-of-factly. "We were looking for 
a way out; we didn’t want to fit into 
the 9 to 5 schedule our parents 
lived. And the radio was boring; all 
we were hearing was Yes, Genesis, 

band—after 198 1’s Condition Red 
for 415 Records, done with Jones 
still behind the kit—was ready to 
forge ahead. With 415 signing a dis¬ 
tribution deal with Columbia, the 
Rockers saw a chance to spread 
their message further, and so 
streamlined their sound to open up 
the airwaves. 

Despite the great differences be¬ 
tween Condition Red and Good As 

Explosives: A Retro Image, 
A Current Sound, A Future 
BERKELEY, Ca.—The horn¬ 
rimmed glasses favored by Explo¬ 
sives bassist Waller Collie would 
have suited Buddy Holly to a T. But 
this is 1983, and when you connect 
today’s music with Collie's appear¬ 
ance, you find yourself wondering if 
you’re in for nothing more than a lit¬ 
tle retro-rock. Not to worry. As 
their album. Restless Natives (on 
Ready Go Records, P.O. Box 9405, 
Berkeley, Ca., 94709), shows, the 
Explosives' music is a punchy, tune¬ 
ful amalgam of three decades of 
rock music, including rockabilly, 
British Invasion pop, the hard-
edged country-rock of the early 
Poco, Byrds-ish harmonies and mel-
odies, a taste of the heavier guitars 
of the '70s—all presented in that 

Red Rockers (from left: Singletary, Reilly, Griffith, Hill): Changing all along. 

ing his band’s name. “We just want¬ 
ed something that would catch 
people’s attention.” 

Certainly, this New Orleans band 
is doing just that, with a debut al¬ 
bum, Good As Gold, bulleting up the 
charts and a single, “China,” follow¬ 
ing suit. One could be forgiven, 
though, for presuming Marxist ori¬ 
gins for the Rockers; in their previ¬ 
ous incarnation, they were a 
hardcore outfit spewing out charged 
political polemics against a backdrop 
of amps draped with hammer and-
sickle banners. How did life in the 
Crescent City lead them to emulate 
the British punk viewpoint, c. 1977? 
“Boredom," Hill responds mat-

Led Zeppelin." But seeing punk 
godheads the Sex Pistols (“it was 
like a religious experience”) and the 
Ramones was all the inspiration 
they needed, and they eventually 
left the suffocating confines of Lou¬ 
isiana for the promised land: 
California. 
Not overnight successes (“we had 

a year of sleeping on floors"), their 
youthful dreams of making some 
noise were set back by losing Green¬ 
berg—“he got chicken”—and re¬ 
placement Patrick Jones—“he got 
married." A steadying hand, in mu¬ 
sic and general know-how, came in 
the form of ex-Stiff Little Fingers 
drummer Jim Reilly, and the 

Gold, Hill insists there was no overt 
calculation involved in the change-
over. “The difference between the 
records is that (producer) David 
Kahne only heard us three days be¬ 
fore we recorded the first one, while 
for Gold we had a solid month of re¬ 
hearsals beforehand." Besides, there 
is one dialectic these angry young 
men do adhere to, and that’s the 
idea of constant change. “I think 
some people will say we’re selling 
out, but we’re not. We stopped play¬ 
ing most of the songs from Condi¬ 
tion Red a while ago; we’ve been 
changing all along. That’s our goal: 
to always aim for something 
new.” —Wayne King 

Motivated By Abject Failure, 
The Plimsouls Find A Sound 
ANGELS CAMP, Ca.—If you buy 
Peter Case's claim that the Plim¬ 
souls never once considered dis¬ 
banding after being dropped by 
Planet Records shortly after the re¬ 
lease of their debut LPin 198 —and 
his assertion that they wrote their 
best material during that period— 
then you’ll see the truth behind the 
vocalist/guitarist’s charact eristic 
flippancy when he states that "fail¬ 
ure was the best thing that ever hap¬ 
pened to us.” 

Signed in the post-Knacc flurry 
that swept up Los Angeles’ most 
popular bands at the end of the '70s, 
the Plimsouls made an album which 
was, in Case’s assessment, an imma¬ 
ture work. “The influences were 
coming through in lumps,” he says, 
instead of blending the band’s ’60s 
rock, R&B and folk styles into 
something of their own. The Plim¬ 
souls didn’t make Planet any happi¬ 
er than it made the band, and it 
wasn’t long before the two outfits 

parted company. 
"We’d always had a really strong 

live thing to lay back on, so we lived 
off that," says Case from behind cig¬ 
arette, shades and endearingly 
curled lip. “We moved into this re¬ 
hearsal space behind a strip joint—a 
really sleazy place, with guys living 
in boxes out front. It was the winter 
after the first album came out, and 
we were without a record deal. 
"We played there all day, and ev¬ 

ery weekend we’d go out and play 
some strange place." When bassist 
“David-O” Pahoa broke his hand, 
Jeff Eyrich filled in—and stayed on 
as producer when Pahoa was 
reactivated. 

“Jeff just leapt in and took over,” 
Case enthuses. “He'd been a fan of 
the band, and he contributed a lot to 
"our sound.” Working in the wee 
hours after paying sessions were 
over, the Plimsouls cadged enough 
studio time to complete “A Million 
Miles Away" and “I’ll Get Lucky,” 

which they released on their own 
Shaky City label. “It was the first 
time we’d gotten anything on tape 
that really sounded like what we 
wanted.” 
The 12” single “sold more copies 

than any of our stuff on Planet did,” 
says Case, and “got that sort of im¬ 
mediate response you get from 
things when they're happening.” 
Geffen Records' people proved the 
most persuasive, so "we pulled the 
plug on Shaky City and left our ex¬ 
ecutive roles behind." 

Everywhere At Once, produced by 
Eyrich, includes the two Shaky City 
sides. It resounds with the soul, 
British Invasion and folk-rock influ¬ 
ences that brought Case, Pahoa, 
drummer Lou Ramirez and lead 
guitarist Eddie Munoz together, but 
it's got a point of view all its own— 
along with a fearless power and a fi¬ 
ery instrumental sound behind 
Case’s impassioned lead vocals. 

So Case wasn’t kidding about the 
opportunities presented by the Plim¬ 
souls’ early "failure," and the band’s 
determination not to lose energy: 
“Under the pressure of being nou¬ 
veau washed-up, we pulled our whole 
sound together.” —David Gans 

The Plimsouls: Failure was a great motivator. 

“might come up with anything." 
The Explosives—Collie, guitarist 

Cam King and drummer Donnie 
Ray Fischer (who replaced group 
founder "Ready” Freddie Krc early 
this year)—are veterans of the “pro¬ 
gressive country blowup” that put 
Austin on the map a decade ago, 
and have, in Collie’s words, "done 
our share of backup work with Jerry 
Jeff Walker, B.W. Stevenson, and a 
lot of people nobody outside of Tex¬ 
as ever heard of.” When the Explo¬ 
sives were formed in 1979, "punk 
was happening and new wave was 
real new. It gave us an environment 
in which we could try a lot of differ¬ 
ent things." 
The interest generated by Restless 

Natives has attracted the attention 

Explosives Collie, Fischer, King: 
Fusing the finest elements of rock ’n’ roll styles. 

“modern” production style that’s 
really a throwback to the openness 
of the first rock ’n’ roll records. 

“Being from Texas gives us a lot 
of freedom,” explains Collie, noting 
that the state that produced Janis 
Joplin, Willie Nelson, Bob Wills, 
Buddy Holly and Boz Scaggs 

of several major labels, and in be¬ 
tween gigs they’ve been in a Rich¬ 
mond (California) studio with Cook 
recording additional material. 
“What Restless Natives is is a real 
fancy demo,” Collie asserts. “We’re 
ready to move up now.” 

—David Gans 

Echo & The Bunnymen: Harsh 
Words And High Standards 
BOSTON—If you want to have a 
little fun, ask Echo & the Bunnymen 
lead vocalist Ian McCulloch what 
he thinks of U2. “They became hits 
in this country by doing it the Amer¬ 
ican way,” he protests, “getting the 
audience to sing along, waving a 
flag, glossy showmanship, and all 
that embarrassing stuff. I saw them 
and they were really powerful and 
tight and impressive, except they 
were crap. It was like watching Lyn-
yrd Skynyrd or something." 

Yet the night before U2’s third 
album had gone gold in the U.S. 
while Echo & the Bunnymen’s third 
release, Porcupine, remained a cult 
item. “If we get the right record out 
there,” McCulloch muses, “and it 
gets played then maybe we will be in 
a position to show that the reason 
we’re not playing that game is be¬ 
cause the game’s a ball of crap. The 
people might listen to us then, but 
at the level we’re at now no one 
will.” 

That right record, McCulloch 
feels, is not Porcupine-. “The album’s 
difficult to listen to, especially side 
two. It’s real heavy and there’s not 
enough space in it.” 

Ever since Echo & the Bunnymen 
formed in 1978 featuring McCul¬ 
loch, Will Sergeant on lead guitar, 
and Les Pattinson on bass, the Liv¬ 
erpool band has made music as un¬ 
compromising as its members’ 
opinions. Dubbed “post-psychedel¬ 
ic” by some critics, Echo & the Bun¬ 
nymen’s sound (the name was made 
up by a friend and Echo was a drum 
machine that was replaced by Pete 
de Freitas in 1979) features dense, 
atmospheric arrangements, urgent 
vocals, and Sergeant’s buzzsaw lead 
guitar slicing through the din. It’s 
heady stuff that is exhilarating at 
times and downright dreary at 
others. 

“Because we do not come across 

Ian McCulloch 

as stupid,” McCulloch continues, 
“people think that everything I sing 
about has got to be depressing just 
because it’s serious. We have that 
brittle, jangly Telecaster sound. But 
our music has a lighter side to it. It’s 
about some intelligent life in rock.” 
Though the group is a strong act 

in Britain, it has not yet made a con¬ 
certed effort to establish a following 
on these shores. Their recent tour 
here consisted of two New York 
dates and a Boston show, period. 
Sergeant explains the band is in no 
hurry to make a name in the U.S. 
"We’ve got enough money to buy a 
crust at home, so why worry?” 

Besides, McCulloch observes, 
"There are real hardcore people out 
there who just love us because we 
can make the spine shiver.” 

—Dean Johnson 
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Just A Man And His Machines: 
Joe Ely In The Modern World 
By Jody Denberg 
AUSTIN—Joe Ely is sweating. In a 
small, musty shack beside his ranch 
home just minutes from Austin, Ely 
has his T-shirt sleeves rolled up in 
the classic outcast style. He is 
hunched over his brand new cus-

— tom-made guitar embellished with 
small pool ball replicas inlaid along 
the frets. Today, like every day for 
the past six months, Ely has spent 
his hours getting acquainted with 
the synthesizers, mixing board and 
computer he recently purchased in 
the do-it-yourself spirit of the '80s. 

Miles from the nearest honky-
tonk and removed from the pres-

, sures of recording in professional 
studios with his band, Ely is prepar¬ 
ing to foist upon the public a stylisti¬ 
cally-updated version of his 
aggressive mixture of rockabilly, 
country and Jerry Lee Lewis-styled 
rock and roll. The question is, will 
the public be ready, willing or able 
to accept it? 
Two years ago, it looked like Ely, 

Texas’ rockin’ rebel, was riding 
high. His fourth studio collection, 
Musta Notta Gotta Lotta, was 
named one of the year’s best albums 
by Time magazine, while his ac¬ 
claimed Live Shots album, recorded 
in England during a tour with the 
Clash and initially available here 

* only as an import, was finally re¬ 
leased Stateside. Ely's combination 
of hard-driving music and hard-liv¬ 
ing lyrics had won him the respect of 
his peers, but his lack of sales and 
airplay reflected the inability of his 
record label (MCA) and radio pro¬ 
grammers to pigeonhole his eclectic 
mix of rock’s roots. 

Then, two years ago, Ely disap¬ 
peared. By his own account he had 
played every bar in North America, 
and was ready for a change. “I felt 
like I was spinnin’ my wheels out 
there on the road,” he quips meta¬ 
phorically, “so I just laid everything 
aside and sat down to write an al¬ 
bum or two. I had all this stuff ratt¬ 
lin’ around in my head and I had to 
write it down.” 

Ely came off the road with stacks 
of tattered pages, each with unfin¬ 
ished songs that he didn’t have the 
time to work on. After choosing the 
songs which merited immediate at¬ 
tention, it became apparent to Ely 
that his band—a dynamic assem¬ 
blage of musicians who are the 
southern equivalent of the E Street 
Band—couldn’t be involved in piec¬ 
ing together the compositions. “Ev¬ 
erything just kind of snowballed and 
I heard something different in my 
head that I wanted to try—no mat¬ 
ter what,” relates Ely. “So I tried 
working out the rhythms myself 
with an imbecile drummer, then 
adding the bass part, guitar and har¬ 
monies, just building a song like 
that, trying to get it like I heard it.” 
Ely’s speech, like his songs, is punc¬ 
tuated by long, dark, reflective 
pauses and rhythmic outbursts of 
enlightenment, though sometimes 
the singer ruminates deeply before 
speaking, as if the emotions so clear 
in his head could never be transmit¬ 
ted by mere words. 

Still, with his career building mo¬ 
mentum, Ely’s decision to slam on 
the brakes continues to puzzle—un¬ 
til you consider that he has been on 
the road for close to half of his 36 
years. 

Ely left his home town of Lub¬ 
bock—where he attended the same 
junior high school as Buddy Holly 
and took guitar lessons from Holly’s 
teacher—after deciding that high 
school wasn’t helping him achieve 
his goals. From there his wanderlust 
led him to Dallas and Houston, 
stints with several bands and hard 
lessons in the rigors of the road. “I 
got literally run out of Houston at 
gunpoint by a club owner,” he re¬ 
calls with the sort of laugh one has 
only in retrospect. “I said ‘give me 
to the count of three to hit the door 
and I’ll be gone.’ I didn’t look back 
and I didn’t get paid for anything I'd 
done.” 
From there Ely headed for Cali¬ 

fornia, commuting back and forth to 
Lubbock and playing with the Flat¬ 

landers—a bluegrass-tinged coun¬ 
try band that included Jimmie 
Gilmore and Butch Hancock, for¬ 
midable songwriters with a knack 
for detail and melody. Both now live 
in Austin and front their own bands, 
and Ely frequently records their 
compositions. 
New York was the next stop, a 

time Ely remembers as “sweet ro¬ 
mantic misery” spent singing on 
street corners and the Staten Island 
Ferry before he hooked up with a 
multi-media troupe and departed 
for Europe. It was in Munich, Ger¬ 
many that opera conductor Ebber-
hardt Schoner, who had the first 
moog synthesizer in Europe, ex¬ 
posed Ely to the new technology. 
The two composed a white noise 
piece for a museum of modern art, 
and Ely decided he’d heard enough 
synthesizers for a while—before 
most of us had even heard of the 
monsters. 

With the songs he’d written over¬ 
seas in tow, Ely headed back to Lub¬ 
bock and, after forming the first Joe 
Ely band, recorded his self-titled de¬ 
but and the masterful Honky Tonk 
Masquerade, which still stands as 
one of the his best works. The music 
was rooted in country, but featured 
a rock ’n’ roll urgency made doubly 
potent by pedal steel player Lloyd 
Maines’ tendency to wail instead of 
weep. The records were recorded in 
Nashville, but Ely never was able to 
crack the city’s tightly knit musical 
establishment. 

“I came in there with both guns 
blazing, feeling like I had songs that 
could be played on the radio, and I 
just found that Nashville is a whole 
different animal.” A trace of disgust 
crosses his face, though there’s no 
bitterness in his voice. “I didn’t get 
discouraged, I just kept putting to¬ 
gether things that I felt like putting 
together.” 

Maines departed in 1978, but 
with the addition of sax player 
Smokey Joe, accordion master 
Ponty Bone and rip-snortin’ lead 
guitarist Jesse Taylor, the band 

Joe Ely: “I heard something different in my 
head that I wanted to try.” 

picked up more of a rock 'n' roll feel 
while maintaining the organic Tex-
Mex underpinnings that made the 
Joe Ely band unique among its 
southern rocking peers. The band 
members splintered into numerous 
aggregations upon Ely’s decision to 
go it alone for a while, though Ely 
plans to use them where he sees fit 
when he enters the studio to lay 
down the final tracks for his upcom¬ 
ing album, which he hopes will be 
released early this fall. 
Though Ely’s relationship with 

MCA has been strained, he is under 
contract for at least two more al¬ 
bums. His manager, Chet Hanson, 
says that new MCA president Irving 
AzofFs commitment to revamping 
the company's record division has 
given him “more reason to hope for 
success with MCA than ever be¬ 
fore.” Which is a good thing, be¬ 
cause promoting Ely’s new music 
will be a formidable task. 
Even though his forthcoming al¬ 

bum will feature synthesizers and 

drum machines, it would still be 
hard to categorize it as synth-pop. 
New tunes like “Cool Rockin' Lo¬ 
retta,” with its Chuck Berry riffs 
and Ely’s intense vocals set to hand¬ 
claps and a drum machine, and 
"Locked In A Boxcar With The 
Queen of Spain," replete with imag¬ 
ery from the Jimmie Rodgers school 
of Americana, acoustic guitar and 
synthesizer, rock with the same 
abandon as Ely’s older material; yet 
Ely’s departure from his standard 
form is as startling as Neil Young’s 
on Trans and Bruce Springsteen’s 
on Nebraska. 

“I’m sure it will shock a lot of 
people who'll say, ‘what’s this, diga-
billy or something?’,” says Ely. “Ba¬ 
sically I’m doing the same things, 
working in similar ways. (A synthe¬ 
sizer) is something that I should 
have had a few years ago, but it’d 
probably be in a hock shop in De¬ 
troit if I’d had it then. When I start 
doing sci-fi music, then hit the 
foxhole!” O 

The Romance of Queen Beehive 
By Mark Mehler 
NEW YORK—Remember how it 
used to be? He came gingerly to the 
door to pick her up, but first they 
shared a glass of wine with mum and 
dad. Then it was off to a movie and 
home before midnight, for a night¬ 
cap cup of tea and a tender kiss on 
the front porch. And when she went 
back in the house all aglow, there 
were mum and dad sitting arm-in-
arm on the couch watching televi¬ 
sion. Mari Wilson remembers, be¬ 
cause that’s exactly how it happened 
last week. 
"Romance is what I’m all about,” 

says she of the foot-high beehive 
hairdo. "My date did kiss me at the 
door, and it was lovely. I think the 
’80s can be pretty crude. There isn’t 
anything wrong with reviving some 
of the good things of the ’50s.” 
Which is, in part, what the British 

Mari (pronounced Mary) Wilson is 
doing with her unusual hairdo, ’60s-
style pop vocals and campy stage 
show, featuring the 11-piece Wilsa-
tions, who sport monikers like Hank 
B Hive, Wilbur Force, Kurt 
L’Amour and Cinderella. Wilson’s 
debut LP, Show People, has recently 
been released by London in the 
U.S. and for her and her combo to 
continue on their merry way 
through the contemporary pop 
world, record buyers here will have 
to not only share the fantasy, but 
buy it as well. Luv & kisses won’t 
keep an 11-piece band in champagne 
and chocolates forever. 
“We’d still rather do it this way 

than make money,” says Wilson of 
her big-band approach, which she 

* describes as a combination of James 
Brown, Bette Midler and the 
Waltons. 
“We want to dispel forever the 

Mari Wilson: “The ’80s can be pretty crude.' 

notion of ‘cabaret.’ It sounds like 
cheap bar mitzvah, wedding things. 
There’s a rock club in England, 
Dingwalls, where the audience nev¬ 
er claps because that would be un¬ 
cool. We wanted to play there, des¬ 

pite the risks. So on I come in my 
sequined gown—you know we’re a 
bit tongue-in-cheek—and they’re 
wondering, ‘Who the hell is this?’ 
But after awhile they figured out 
they didn’t have to stand there and 

be hip anymore, they could enjoy 
themselves. We’re finally going to 
eliminate the idea that if something 
isn’t serious, it must be trivial.” 

Keeping the group together for a 
year without big record sales, how¬ 
ever, has necessitated such adjust¬ 
ments as sleeping five to a room, do¬ 
ing their own packing and crating, 
and appropriating promoters’ wine 
for in-transit parties. The only ap¬ 
parent luxury item is Peter Cannon, 
a hulking hairdresser who travels 
full-time with the band to keep Wil¬ 
son’s beehive straight and strong. 

Wilson herself, at age 26, contin¬ 
ues to live in her parents’ home, 
both to save money and to "keep me 
down to earth. I still have to do my 
own washing up; my parents don’t 
treat me like a star. I also enjoy my 
own company, and my mum and 
dad respect that.” 

In her native land, where as 
Queen Beehive she has become 
something of a cult figure, if not a 
recording star, Wilson has been 
walking a fine line between the frig¬ 
id strictures of camp—“I preach 
Tupperware”—and the genuine de¬ 
sire to be recognized as a first-rate 
pop singer. In her private life there is 
a similar dichotomy: maintaining 
the glib persona to support the hair¬ 
do, while living as a responsible 
adult. 

“I’m really a neat, tidy, well-
brought-up girl,” she claims, adding 
that her strong practical streak 
stems largely from a diabetic condi¬ 
tion that precludes the potential for 
much excess. Professionally, too, 
the diabetes causes Wilson to walk 
the straight and narrow, for fear of 
the consequences should she be at 
all lax in treating the disease. “I’m 
not a prima donna,” she explains, 
“but sometimes, because of the dia¬ 
betes, I get tired easily, and in En¬ 
gland, if you throw one minor tan¬ 
trum in front of the wrong people, 

that’s it. I have to always get enough 
sleep and be sensible. This is the 
wrong business for a diabetic.” 

Born in London, Wilson grew up 
listening to pop standards (“ ‘You 
Made Me Love You’ will be around 
when I'm 60”) and later moved 
from Sinatra to Dusty Springfield 
and the vintage '60s girl groups. 
When she visited the U.S. in the ear¬ 
ly '70s, she became enamored of the 
Philadelphia and Motown sounds. 

Returning to England, she 
worked as a sales coordinator for 
Global Van Lines, handling myriad 
clerical tasks with aplomb, and 
moonlighting as a background sing¬ 
er in the evenings. A single she re¬ 
corded with Tot Taylor (now Teddy 
Johns, who wrote all but two of the 
tracks on Wilson’s LP), “Dance 
Card," got some notice and shortly 
thereafter she hit on the idea of the 
Wilsations, a “wild and wacky 
group” whose minions include a 
Woody Allen-lookalike, a “boy with 
nice teeth" and assorted other jest¬ 
ers and cutups. The Wilsations have 
since toured incessantly across the 
European continent and hope to do 
the same here if the LP catches on. 
Wilson says the group will tackle 
any venue. “This is a live show. The 
bad reviews we’ve had are people 
who’ve never seen us perform.” 

Meanwhile, the singer is collabo¬ 
rating with trumpeter Chris Smith 
on her first songwriting, and has just 
completed demos for another LP, 
described as “a little more soul and 
uptempo dance music. I don’t want 
too many ballads. When I’m 35 I 
can be Peggy Lee, not now.” 
“You know there’s so much talk 

about glamour, about my hairdo, 
but, when you come right to the 
point, the song is what’s important. 
How do you bring a song across to 
people? Certainly we have a gim¬ 
mick, but I think there’s something 
backing it up.” O 
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Soul Survivor William Bell 
Gets Ready For The Future 
ATLANTA—As soul veteran V 1-
liam Bell tells it, twenty-one years n 
the music business don’t quite con¬ 
vey the full meaning behind the r il le 
of his new Kat Family LP, Surviver. 
“I walked in on a robbery in my of¬ 
fice,” he explains, gesturing to she w 
that we’re sitting in the very r«m 
he’s talking about, “and I surv ved 
that. I was just beginning to work in 
the album and we had not come ip 
with a total concept for it. ... I sa d, 
jeez, this title could have far-reai h-
ing implications. It pertains to b/e, 
to life, to career, to everything.’ 
The man who wrote “Born Under 

a Bad Sign" and the Otis Red J ng 
memorial, “A Tribute to a Kia»,” 
obviously understands survi~al 
well. With his album, a new sm§le 
(“Playing Hard to Get”), and plans 
to launch his own record Gael 
(Wilbe Records) in the fall, Bell tas 
good reason to want to be arat nd 
when the future rolls in. 
Not that his past exactly lacked 

thrills. During the ’60s halcyon <fays 
of Memphis-based Stax Records, 
Bell scored hits with “Every tody 
Loves a Winner,” “You Don’t Miss 
Your Water,” and, in a spirited c uet 
with Judy Clay, “Private Numter” 
(“a beach music classic,” he pants 
out smiling, rerecorded on Su -uvor 
with Margie Alexander). Bell ilso 

went gold in 1976 with the Mercury 
release, “Trying to Love Two.” 

His Stax days singing, composing 
and producing with the likes of Otis 
Redding, Booker T. Jones, and 
Isaac Hayes were a high point for 
Bell both personally and profession¬ 
ally: “Everybody was family. 
. . . All of the artists that had writ¬ 
ing capability, if we knew another 
artist was coming in for a session, 
especially if they needed a hit re¬ 
cord, God, we’d stay up all night 
writing a song for them because we 
wanted everybody to have a hit. We 
wanted everybody to be on the 
charts.” 

Leading the line-up on Bell’s new 
label will be fellow Stax stalwart Ed¬ 
die Floyd (“Knock On Wood,” 
“Raise Your Hand”). Also planned 
is a “Hooked on Booker T.-type” 
tribute to keyboardist Booker T. 
Jones by the Atlanta musicians who 
back Bell on Survivor. 
Tour plans and writing and pro¬ 

duction chores for both his own rec¬ 
ords and Wilbe’s artist roster leave 
Bell with no shortage of projects to 
keep him occupied. “I’m always 
reaching for a little higher plane,” 

William Bell 
he says philosophically, striking just 
the attitude you might expect from 
an artist determined to be a soul sur¬ 
vivor. —Anthony DeCurtis 

Stix’ Exit Puts Damper On 
Crusaders’ 30th Anniversary 
NEW YORK—This was supposed 
to be a year of celebration—the 30th 
anniversary of the Crusaders, pio¬ 
neers of jazz/R&B fusion. It turned 
out more like a wake. 

“I don’t know why it happened,” 
says Joe Sample, still registering a 
mild form of shock. “I’m confused. I 
just never dreamed that Stix Hooper 
would leave the band.” 

Hooper, a founding member, 
went off earlier this year to pursue 
an acting career, leaving the Cru¬ 
saders as a duo—Sample on key¬ 
boards and Wilton Felder on sax. 
Though the two will retain the Cru¬ 
saders name for joint projects, the 
spirit of the genuine article is gone. 

Sample, who has recently re¬ 
leased a solo LP, The Hunter 
(Felder also has a new solo LP, Gen¬ 
tle Fire), says the Crusaders “have 
been fighting since we were 12 years 
old. That wasn’t it. I can only talk 
for myself. Everything I’ve done or 
ever wanted to do is music-related. I 
never wanted to be an actor or a 
baseball player or anything else. It’s 
my whole life.” 

Thus, Sample and Felder plan to 
keep busy with various solo and 

Crusader recording projects, tours, 
soundtracks and the like. Among 
the upcoming events: a Sample-
penned score for an ABC-TV movie 
highlighting the antics of Laurel and 
Hardy; a Crusaders LP, Ghetto 
Blaster, featuring vocals by Larry 
Graham (“the ghetto blaster is the 
ultimate urban symbol for a love of 
music,” says Sample); a tour of Asia 
and Australia (through mid-Au¬ 
gust) and a series of U.S. college 
dates in the fall. 

Sample and Felder have been pri¬ 
marily dipping into the Los Angeles 
pool for session help on their LP, 
and though Sample notes, “I’m 
compatible with them to a point,” 
there is the clear implication that 30 
years of togetherness produces more 
beautiful music. 

“I admit it’s all kind of sad, like a 
divorce in a sense,” Sample sighs. 
“But everybody’s still good friends, 
and it isn’t like we didn’t have to 
make musical compromises before. 
“You know,” he concludes, “you 

can talk about 30 years, but birth¬ 
days, anniversaries aren’t very im¬ 
portant. I try not to think about 
them anymore.” —Mark Mehler 

Rubinoos: 
Back In The 
Big Leagues 
WOODSTOCK, N.Y —“The last 
time we made a record,” says geitar-
ist songwriter Tom Dunbar □’ the 
Rubinoos, “the songs were or the 
level of ‘Your momma’s gor ra be 
pissed if I spend the night. Teen 
stuff. I’m not saying we’ve beecme a 
heavy AOR group, but we’re well 
into our 20s now, and the material's 
got to be a little more growi up. I 
can’t relate to what we did tn m. It 
was another era.” 
The Rubinoos—Dunbcr and 

singer Jon Rubin—have just 
launched a new era with a fire-song 
mini-LP for Warner Bros, under the 
production guidance of Todd Eund-
gren and Utopia. The reco'o, the 
Rubinoos’ first in four year- (the 
band cut two LPs for Berse’kley, 
The Rubinoos and Back The 
Drawing Board), is scheduled for 
mid-September release. 
Though they had initially sought 

the working partnership wüL Uto¬ 
pia, Rubin says he and Dunotr had 
some reservations. 

“I didn’t see how the menders of 
Utopia (Rundgren’s role a; jxecu-
tive producer involved only nixing 
and generally overseeing the pro¬ 
ject) were going to mesh rvo one 
unit. I thought there migh se dis¬ 
agreement and confusion in the stu¬ 
dio, but right from the sta't it was 
obvious they’ve been tog.‘lier so 
long they’re like one, with • he same 
set of personal tastes. An 1 as our 
backup band, they grooved so heavi¬ 
ly together that our job wa; easy.” 
Among the five original Dunbar 

compositions on the new record are 
dance tunes (“Faded Dream”), a 
Beach Boys-style ballad ( ‘Crash 
Landing”) and other pop-iœk con¬ 
fections, all with vocals nixed far 
out front, a Rubinoos trac emark. 
Rubin says the new mater á differs 
from previous efforts in its extensive 
use of keyboards and overdibs. 

Since co-founding the greup as a 
couple of 13-year-olds in c 70, Ru¬ 
bin and Dunbar have hing tough 
amid a series of label and cirtributor 
problems, ill-timed band defections 
and shifts in popular tastes that in¬ 
variably left the group in lit cold. 
“We got pretty disgus ed,” says 

Dunbar, noting that unti he Uto¬ 
pia connection was made, “we be¬ 
gan to think it would never 
happen.” Though he reel zes that 
success is by no means g taranteed, 
“It’s nice to be back in thj studio.” 

— Mir i Mehler 
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NTO THE LICHT 
Continued from page 1 
ham 's unexpected death, Led Zeppe¬ 
lin announced their breakup. 
Zeppelin fans had speculated end¬ 
lessly about who might be drafted in 
as a substitute, but in vain. The three 
remaining members believed that 
Bonham was irreplaceable, and rath¬ 
er than limp along without him, they 
decided to call it a day. 

The end of Led Zeppelin had a 
profound impact on Robert Plant. 
He had been friendly with Bonham 
for years, and it was he who had put 
forward Bonzo’s name to Jimmy 
Page as a suitable drummer for the 

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll 

◄ Led Zeppelin now a fond but dis¬ tant memory, Robert Plant turns 
his attention towards a new solo album, 
a new band and a world tour - all part 
of a mission, he says," to exude an air of 
positivity rather than one of darkness 
and pondering.” 

group—they had played together in 
the Birmingham-based Band of Joy. 
Bonham ’s death was a personal loss, 
and probably served to remind Plant 
further of the transience of life, be¬ 
cause it was only three years earlier 
that he had lost his young son 
through illness. 

Besides the distress Bonham ’s 
death caused Plant, the band's de¬ 
mise left him musically adrift. Led 
Zeppelin had always been a tightly 
knit group, its members seldom 
straying far beyond the confines of 
their joint activities, so after twelve 
years of musical introversion, Plant 
found himself having to face up to 
the challenge of starting over, with¬ 
out the benefit of support from his 
friends. And, as he is quick to point 
out, he was a singer, not an instru¬ 
mentalist. 
As Plant describes it, the task be¬ 

fore him was imposing, but less than 
two years later his first solo album, 
Pictures at Eleven, was moving rap¬ 
idly up the charts. Though he was en¬ 
couraged by the record's sales (it 
reached number three in the States 
and number two in Britain), and by 
its critical reception, Plant was par¬ 
ticularly delighted with his own per¬ 
sonal achievement in bringing the 
project to fruition. Almost immedi¬ 
ately he began work on a second al¬ 
bum, The Principle of Moments, 
which has just been released on his 
own new label. Es Paradar, distribut¬ 
ed in the States by Atlantic. 
On June 7th I met Plant in a Lon¬ 

don hotel. It wasn ’t difficult to spot 
him there, because among the brisk, 
neatly suited businessmen who 
passed to and fro in the marbled foy¬ 
er, Robert Plant was something of an 
outsider. He is almost 35, tall, well 
built, and lightly tanned; on that oc¬ 
casion he was wearing a faded black 
jumpsuit, with white espadrilles on 
his bare feet. He looked as though he 
would be more at home on a Greek 
island than in the bustle of urban 
London. 

Plant is a gentle and courteous 
man, who acts with firm composure. 
He’s extroverted, but you can see that 
life has mellowed him, and there is a 
fundamental seriousness in his char¬ 
acter that regularly comes to the sur¬ 
face in conversation. He's humorous, 
but he is also a private person; while 

he’s prepared to talk about almost ev¬ 
ery issue that touches on his music, 
he is guarded about anything that 
concerns his friends and family. For 
instance, at one point during the in¬ 
terview he mentioned that he is now 
separated from his wife, Maureen, 
but it was clear that he wished there 
to be no further reference to the mat¬ 
ter. The abiding impression I was left 
with after talking to Plant—our sec¬ 
ond meeting within a few months— 
was of a highly sensitive man, devot¬ 
ed to his music. 

Do you feel you have more freedom 
now than you had with Led 
Zeppelin? 

Most definitely. But freedom is 
something that I wouldn’t have con¬ 
sidered with Zeppelin, because I was 
quite happy. Now that I’m finding 
my own feet, I can see that my ap¬ 
proach and my whole ideology have 
changed tremendously. 

What is that ideology? What are 
your goals and visions? 

I would say that my goal is to con¬ 
tinue making music that is as varied 
as I can imagine, and, in my travels, 
to meet people who might come 
along with me for perhaps a few 
months. Their appearance will 
probably leave an indelible mark on 
my musical knowledge, which 
means that in five years’ time my 
voice may well have the same quali¬ 
ties, I may have the same style, but I 
will be surrounding myself with 
ideas that are quite different from 
what’s going on now. 

You’ve said that with Zeppelin you 
felt ostracized from other musi¬ 
cians. Was that a consequence of 
your popularity? 

Well, we were kind of a family, and 
when we worked we didn’t have 
support bands, so we never got to 
know the young musicians on the 
way up. Nor was I much of a club¬ 
goer, so I didn’t get much of a 
chance to have a look around. Now, 
though, I meet at least one or two 
new people every day, and I get ap¬ 
proaches from the most remarkable 
angles and directions. 

You seem very open to change. 

I was talking to a drummer friend of 
mine recently and we both agreed 
that the only reason why he and I 
are really going for it now is because 
we possess the quality that a lot of 
people tend to lose, either out of 
choice or out of neglect, and that is 
“keenness.” It’s a really corny word, 
but it’s apt. And it seems great that, 
providing you are good at what you 
do, you can draw in people from all 
over the place and do anything— 
anything at all. 

Do you have much company pres¬ 
sure regarding what you do? 

No. There was never any pressure 
on Zeppelin, so there should never 
be any pressure on me. I’m the art¬ 
ist, and if I don’t want to go out on 
tour, or feel uncomfortable about 
doing so, there’s absolutely no pres¬ 
sure that they can exert on me—or 
anybody, for that matter. You make 
your own rules, and you should only 
go where you want to go. Who wags 
the dog’s tail, after all? I really be¬ 
lieve the artist can’t just turn it on if 
the well’s dry. You can only turn it 
on when the soul is so full that it’s 
just going to pour out. I think you’ll 
find that on the new album there are 
some dramatic moments that are 
strange, and maybe a little uncom¬ 
fortable for the listener, but at the 
same time they transfix you. You 
see, although people say that I’ve 
got a good voice, and that I express 
myself well, they also say that I’ve 
been something of a “hero.” But I 
don’t play any roles, and I don’t 
really care who wants what—the 
only time it’s worth giving is when 
you’re full of feeling and you can’t 
suppress it any longer. Then you 
might manage to induce the same 
emotion in people around you. 

You must find it very different from 
working with Zeppelin, when you 
could share responsibility with the 
others. Now the buck stops with 
you. 

Yeah. If Jimmy and I had disagree¬ 
ments we would curse each other to 
everyone else, but be very polite to 
one another. We knew what we were 
talking about, because we were very 
close. With these new people it’s ex¬ 
tremely difficult, especially because 

my track record is a little daunting 
for anyone who is going to step into 
the situation with me. The fact that 
Pictures at Eleven actually exists at 
all is a major milestone in my life—I 
fought to put it out when I did be¬ 
cause I couldn’t sit on it any longer. 
It was very respectable in the way it 
was received rather than in the way 
it sold: whatever commercial suc¬ 
cess it had was greatly outweighed 
by the fact that it was reviewed seri¬ 
ously. I imagine that a lot of critics 
approached it with the attitude of 
“Oh, here we go, here are the death 
throes of another hero of the Sixties 
and Seventies,” so it was wonderful 
to see that people actually listened 
to it and analyzed it, rather than just 
wrote it off. 

The last time we met you said your 
new album, The Principle of Mo¬ 
ments, was going to be quite differ¬ 
ent from Pictures at Eleven. How do 
you feel about it now that it’s done? 

It’s a departure. On this album there 
has been a distinct effort—no, effort 
is the wrong word—there’s been a 
movement towards the creation of 
more space and light within the 
whole thing. There is still a lot of in¬ 
tensity, but the delivery is different. 
Also, strangely enough, there are 
more tunes for tunes’ sake. I used 
the same band and we recorded it in 
stages again: like the last time, we 
used two drummers, Phil Collins 
and a guy called Barriemore Barlow 
(former Jethro Tull drummer). The 
two tracks that Barry played on are 
very stark, so for me and for the peo¬ 
ple who are accustomed to listening 
to what I do, they add a really pleas¬ 
ing alternative to conventional 
drumming. 

I would say that it is probably, 
and pleasantly, the most fragmented 
piece of work I’ve had anything to 
do with since Physical Graffiti. For 
that reason, if anyone were to ana¬ 
lyze the emotion in it, or its musical 
direction, there is nothing they can 
get a grip on. And that’s very 
healthy. On one track one person’s 
influence might be stronger, and on 
another somebody else’s, so the al¬ 
bum swings from one intention to 
the other. I’ve had a part in every¬ 
thing, though, and in that way it’s 

getting easier and easier. 

How long are you going to tour? 

I would think that there’s a distinct 
possibility I’ll tour for at least a 
year. The musicians themselves 
have become far more comfortable 
and at ease with the situation. Usu¬ 
ally when you talk to a journalist 
you can smooth over any rough 
edges by saying, “Yeah, it’s coming 
along nicely,” and all the rest of the 
bullshit that goes with it, but I don’t 
need to do that. It actually has 
gelled now, and in every respect we 
are a working unit. 

We’re playing together every day. 
We finished recording the album in 
the middle of May, and I took a little 
time off because I think the studio 
had got to me a bit. Because of our 
intention to make the album differ¬ 
ent, we took great pains to make 
sure we didn’t overdo anything. It’s 
harder to understate than to flood a 
track; when you try to take every¬ 
thing away and just leave the bare 
essentials and the occasional dy¬ 
namic effect, it can take that much 
longer. 

Has working with new musicans 
changed your style at all, or are you 
very much the dominant musical 
personality? 

Sometimes it changes a bit. I’m only 
dominant when I don’t like what’s 
going on. 

Who have you been listening to re¬ 
cently that might have influenced 
your music? 

No one consciously. I listen to Gus¬ 
tav Mahler occasionally; Ry 
Cooder, the Beat—I go from one ex¬ 
treme to another. I’ve also been lis¬ 
tening to the Cocteau Twins: they’re 
very spacey, like a modern-day ver¬ 
sion of Kaleidoscope. Incidentally, 
it seems as if a lot of music has gone 
right ’round and is knocking at the 
door of Clear Light and bands like 
that. I was talking to Echo and the 
Bunnymen the other day, and from 
what they were saying it appears 
that there is a resurgence of interest 
in all that sort of early psychedelia. 

I know you used to listen to folk mu¬ 
sic, to groups like the Incredible 
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The mellow Robert Plant: from the dark fury of Led Zeppelin to an album full of space and light. 
String Band. Were you influenced 
at all by their vocal style? 

I always admired Mike Herai and 
Robin Williamson’s voctl ap¬ 
proach, just as I liked Dave Swar¬ 
brick (of Fairport Convention and 
Richard Thompson. That lend of 
Eastern European folk intonation is 
beautiful—I don’t think I can do it, 
but it is very lovely. If I manage oc¬ 
casionally to touch it for a second, 
then that’s all well and gocd, and 
I’m pleased to know I listened to the 
music closely enough to hit it just 
like that. It’s not easy, especelly be¬ 
cause I have a vocal style that isn’t 
very changeable—or rather, which I 
have no wish to change. As long as 
everything underneath is mcving all 
the time, then my voice should be 
the characteristic across the top. 

Who did you listen to in tie early 
days who influenced your singing 
style? 

I used to listen to what wen. in En¬ 
gland, the more obscure American 
hits—a lot of New Orleans rock, 
what you might call R&B for 

whites. It was mostly remarkable 
one-off records that set the whole 
imagination tingling. It was really 
“roots” music—the vocals were 
very plaintive. Although it wasn’t 
Robert Johnson or Blind Willie 
McTell, it was still very poignant, 
and had a remarkable effect on how 
I wanted to sing. I realized that im¬ 
mersing myself in country blues on a 
folk-club circuit was perhaps too 
well-mannered and predictable. 
There was just polite feedback com¬ 
ing from the audience. I wanted to 
get some balls, some shrieking, into 
my music, so that took me vocally 
more into the guttural American ap¬ 
proach to singing, which I suppose 
people like myself, Robert Palmer to 
an extent, and definitely Lennon 
and McCartney got into. We all had 
a kind of edge on our voices which 
comes from American R&B. Steve 
Stills had that kind of voice too, as 
he had been tuning into that kind of 
stuff, as had Ry Cooder. We’re all 
from the same school. 

Since we’re talking about influ¬ 
ences, I’d like to ask if Jimmy 

Page’s interest in the occult was 
really serious? 

I don’t think that Jimmy was partic¬ 
ularly interested in the occult, but 
only in Aleister Crowley, as a great 
British eccentric. All eccentrics are 
interesting, but Crowley was a very 
clever man. Jimmy had an innocent 
interest in him, just as many people 
have fixations on individuals at one 
level or another. 

I seem to remember reading that 
you blamed his dabbling in the oc¬ 
cult for some tragic events in your 
life. 

No, that’s bullshit. I never said that; 
it’s absolute poppycock. It wouldn’t 
have made any difference who lis¬ 
tened to one thing, or who did an¬ 
other. You can be anything, or do 
anything, and you don’t have to af¬ 
fect your friends by what you do. At 
least not in your leanings and 
desires. 

In retrospect, how do you assess 
your contribution to Led Zeppelin? 

Zeppelin is still very wonderful and 

always will be. The tension in some 
of the tracks can’t be touched by 
what I’m doing now. It’s far superi¬ 
or in many respects—not in the 
quality of the music, but in the 
amazing moments. There are times 
of magic on every record. 

What were the highlights? 

Things like “The Wanton Song.” I 
remember recording it, the whole 
session—it was so electric, so quick 
and so fruitful. “Trampled Under¬ 
foot” was another one. The more 
impromptu numbers are the ones 
that really come to mind, rather 
than the time-consuming things that 
were worked out and constructed. 

In a previous interview you told me 
that your singing in Led Zeppelin 
was a form of “counterwork” with 
Jimmy Page. Exactly how did the 
two of you work out your parts? 

There were so many elongated and 
freeform guitar sections, and at cer¬ 
tain points in the proceedings there 
were anchor points, like junctions, 
which I knew were coming. Maybe 

four bars beforehand there would be 
a musical signal, and after a while I 
felt the natural need to express my¬ 
self at the same time, so at these sig¬ 
nals we developed instrumentally 
and vocally into the next pattern. I’d 
been listening to scat singing along 
the way, and maybe that was in the 
back of my mind. But the more 
flowing, searing notes that were 
shared between guitar and voice 
were very eerie and dramatic—and 
a hell of a risk too, because whenev¬ 
er it happened they were usually 
pretty high notes. I couldn't do it to¬ 
day, that’s for sure—not right now, 
anyway! The fact that I didn’t stop 
singing when the lyrics finished be¬ 
came one of my trademarks. 

Besides the emphasis on the bottom 
end, there was a good deal of echo 
and reverb in Zeppelin productions. 
Was that the key to the band’s “big” 
sound? 

I suppose what you say is correct, 
but the combinations are infinite, 
really. The echo and the use of the 
voice in that style also made the mu¬ 
sic spacey and ethereal. 

You didn’t use quite as much echo 
on Pictures At Eleven. 

Not in that way, no. But I’m sure 
that if I hit the road again I've got to 
throw it in because I enjoy it and it's 
me. It’s nice to be able to play 
against the echo: you can get multi¬ 
ple vocal things going by just phras¬ 
ing the voice at the right time, 
hitting a note, letting the echo do its 
bit and then compounding harmo¬ 
nizing with yourself until you've got 
a block of sound. I can get 32 voices 
in a matter of 15 seconds through 
that sort of compounding. Just to 
have something in the middle of no¬ 
where taking off like that ... 

What would you regard as your ma¬ 
jor triumphs? And at what points in 
your life have you felt most 
fulfilled? 

I felt most fulfilled upon the arrival 
of my children, because they don’t 
really change. Obviously they have 
their own changes, but our relation¬ 
ship doesn’t alter that much. Every¬ 
thing else has its fluctuations. I 
suppose I would have fluctuations 
with my kids too if I weren’t a rea¬ 
sonable father to them. Besides that, 
I can’t recall any particular tri¬ 
umphs, other than the fact that I've 
got very close to touching base a 
couple of times with some of Zeppe¬ 
lin's early success, and coming out 
of one or two situations when I 
thought “This is it . . . .no more,” 
then picking myself up and starting 
again. To that extent Pictures At 
Eleven will always remain a major 
part of my life, symbolically, if noth¬ 
ing else. One thing about being a 
member of a very close-knit family 
is that you can never ever imagine 
you’re going to be without them; so 
when you have to re-evaluate your 
position and what it takes to make 
you function as a reasonable human 
being, you find that one of the most 
important things is to express your¬ 
self with whatever the gods have 
given you. Then you ask yourself, 
how on earth do I begin? You have 
to take it from the point where you 
realize that you do have to start, 
rather than sit around in the stately 
home or wherever, and get to the po¬ 
sition where there is a piece of vinyl 
in front of you. The fact that people 
buy it is secondary—it sounds easy 
to say that, but I’ve had to go from 
fourteen years of insulation, away 
from everybody, pick my way 
through everything, and come up 
with a record that some people actu¬ 
ally enjoy. Every step of the way was 
an experiment, dealing with each in¬ 
dividual, dealing with the moments 
of frustration. 

Being one of heavy metal’s elder 
statesmen, how do you feel about 
the bands that have sprung up in the 
years since Zeppelin’s formation? 

Zeppelin emerged from the embers 
Continued on page 30 
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Down and almost out at the end of the 70s, their music, values and perceptions 

seemingly passé, the Kinks have been riding a hot streak in the ’80s. Why? 

“Because we recreated what we started out doing,” says head Kink Ray Davies, 

(SOMETHING 
MIGHT BE 
GAINING 
ONYOUI 

who then adds: “I’m amazed that people come out to see us play.” 

Paranoia, too, is part of the story. 
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BY JIM SULLIVAN 

A pensive Ray Davies: “I’m a very nervous person.” 

Ray Davies is sitting in his hotel 
room, talking about his first time in 
America. It was 1964, he was 19, 
and the British Invasion was begin¬ 
ning to take America by storm. The 
Kinks were riding the waves, fresh 
over from London to do a TV show 
and a few West Coast dates. They 
were on the launching pad of 
success. 
And Ray Davies was scared out 

of his mind. “I would barricade my¬ 
self in the room,” the Kinks’ lead 
singer, songwriter and occasional 
rhythm guitarist recalls. “I didn’t 
know much about America. I didn’t 
want to go out there. I thought I was 
gonna get shot.” 
“Now,” says Davies, “I’ve grown 

to kind of love America.” He keeps 
a flat in London, where he spent 
most of last year writing songs for 
an upcoming English TV special 
and for the Kinks’ new album, State 
of Confusion, and one in New York. 
He’s in New York now, at the tail 
end of the Kinks June jaunt. “I get 
into the swing of America,” Davies 
says. “It makes me work faster, New 
York. The general atmosphere is 
very aggressive. It draws me out, be¬ 
cause I’m a recluse, really. I still 
lock meself in. I don’t mix at all.” 
And so, it seems, in two decades 

Ray Davies’ American perspective 
has moved from guarded paranoia 
to guarded appreciation. Definite 
progress. Yet, when he’s got the 

choice, Davies implies, he’d just as 
soon watch it all go on from the side¬ 
lines. A 20th century man who 
doesn’t want to be here, as he sang 
back in 197 1 ’s “20th Century Man,” 
“a paranoid, schizoid product of the 
20th century.” Growth and pro¬ 
gress? “A mechanical nightmare.” 
Modern art? “You keep all your 
smart modern writers, give me Wil¬ 
liam Shakespeare. You keep all your 
smart modern painters, I’ll take 
Rembrandt, Titian, Da Vinci and 
Gainsborough.” 

Davies has spent most of his per¬ 
sonal life reluctantly living in the 
world of modern convenience and a 
fair share of his professional life 
writing about it. One of rock ’n’ 
roll’s first and most socially con¬ 
scious songwriters, Davies is the 
quintessential participant-as-ob-
server. In it, but away from it. He’s 
an ingratiating performer, a won¬ 
derfully adept showman—and yet 
he’ll talk about “what rock ’n’ roll 
people do” as if he’s an alien peering 
in at some odd, foreign spectacle. 
The Kinks were outside the main¬ 

stream for years and years. They 
were in danger of breaking up 
throughout the ’70s (remember the 
quaint, desperate rallying cry “God 
Save the Kinks!”?), and toward the 
end of the decade seriously running 
out of cash. Their kind of music, val¬ 
ues and perceptions had faded from 
the popular front. Now, in a most 
interesting twist of fate, the Kinks 
are back on top. They’re riding a hit 
single (“Come Dancing”) and pack¬ 
ing arenas across the country. 
Which makes them, clearly, not just 
one of the survivors. 
“We’ve recreated what we started 

out doing,” Davies says insistently. 
“We’re a dance band with good lyr¬ 
ics.” We is very much a fresh-sound¬ 
ing quintet—Ray, brother Dave, 
and drummer Mick Avory from the 
original unit; and the latest addi¬ 
tions, bassist Jim Rodford and key¬ 
boardist Ian Gibbons. 
What about that renewed popu¬ 

larity? “I don’t think we’re very 
popular. I’m amazed that people 
come to see us play,” says Davies. 
He pauses. “Bullshit. We’re the best 
rock ’n’ roll band in the world to¬ 
day,” he claims with a sly, gap-
toothed grin. 
Dave Davies, lead guitarist, is lat¬ 

er asked the same question. He 
laughs tentatively. “I suppose we’re 
more popular now,” he answers. 
“For all the good and bad that is.” 

Let’s ponder good and bad for a 
moment. Good: The Kinks are stars 
to a generation that may have first 
heard them when older siblings 
played “Lola” on the stereo; or 
maybe when they heard “Around 
the Dial” blast out of AOR radio in 
1981. Which means the Kinks’ audi¬ 
ence has broadened beyond the cult¬ 
ists and they haven’t been shunted 
off to the slag heap of nostalgia. The 
Kinks remain, by and large, a cre¬ 
ative, potent, provocative force. 
Bad: There’s been a loss of intimacy 
and idiosyncrasy. On ’81’s Give the 
People What They Want (a title that 
was less ironic than truthful) the 
Kinks pulled out the arena rock 
guns. (State of Confusion, although 
it begins and ends with power chord 
roars, is much less bombastic.) Con¬ 
certs don’t have quite the same feel¬ 
ing. They’re not the parties-with-
close-friends they were in the '70s. 
The Kinks are playing more to the 
far corners. 

“I hope we don’t lose our Kink-
ness, our individualness," says Dave 
Davies softly when some of this is 
brought up. “There’s a certain kind 
of atmosphere about those old songs 
that’s very special.” 
Ray Davies says making set lists 

—trying to balance the old and the 
new—is the one thing that bothers 
him most about the modern day 
Kinks. “There are songs I don’t 
want to abandon. I like playing 
‘20th Century Man,' but by the time 
we get around to it on stage, it’s dif¬ 
ficult to get the balance. It’s very dif-
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ficult for the people that work with 
us, the sound people and the lighting 
people, to keep up with too many 
changes. There’s always somebocy 
that’s disappointed. We must be the 
only band that people go [to see] ar d 
when they leave the show they’re 
over the moon with enjoyment ar c 
they’re still disappointed." 

o 
Over the course of several talks 

between late 1981 and this pa?t 
June, Ray Davies described, hbr-
self, variously, as: “a son o ' a 
bitch”—for not giving Rasa, his fir .t 
wife and “great inspiration” any 
credit for singing on numerous 
Kinks’ songs; “a nutter”—for whe t, 
at 12, he was placed in a school for 
maladjusted children; “a jumpu g 
jack flash”—“people kind of ds-
trust me, they can’t believe that I’m 
the same person that wrote ‘Water¬ 
loo Sunset’ ”; and “really insig tü-
cant”—“I’m not that much to Lark 
at.” 

Eminently affable—don’t thi tk 
I’ve ever seen anyone so grac cus 
with autograph seekers and star-y-
eyed fans—Davies nevertheless con¬ 
siders himself, basically, a scaal 
misfit. “I’m a very nervous person,” 
he says. “Very quiet. I think it 
makes people even more nervoa .. I 
wish I could make people feel more 
comfortable with me.” 
Ray Davies doesn’t talk like rost 

rock stars. And quite plainly the 
Kinks have never been like rest 
rock bands. 

In the early ’60s, Ray Davies, 
who grew up as a “sheltered sikur-
ban kid," was living away from his 
home, with his sister Rose and u tele 
Arthur, attending Hornsey Ar Col¬ 
lege by day and playing tradi i mal 
jazz and blues with a band in Soho 
clubs at night. Davies says he was a 
good art student, but trapped by the 
educational process, by the dead¬ 
end “career opportunities” ofcred 
him. “I wanted to be an artist, a mu¬ 
sician and [a youth employmer t of¬ 
ficer] said, ‘Well, we’ve got a few 
good jobs here. Do you like silk¬ 
screen printing? There’s a gooc fac¬ 
tory job, you can get an appr :»tice-
ship.’ I said ‘Fuck you, I’m not gon¬ 
na do that. I’m good at art, I’m good 
at music.’ All that optimism after 
the war ... I was one of the bulge, 
the baby boom of the late 'O. and 
early '50s. I was walking aroatd the 
streets talking to meself, ‘I’ve jot to 
be better than all this.’ ” 
He was hearing about ths band, 

the Beatles, making hits; he it w the 
Rolling Stones do a fill-in gig at a 
club and said, “I think this is what I 
want to do. This is the most inciting 
thing I’ve ever seen.” Ray ciscov¬ 
ered that his brother, Dave, i eng at 
home, was playing rock ’n’ roll gui¬ 
tar with groups. 
Dave was equally boted and 

pissed off. “When I first pic <ed up a 
guitar,” says Dave, about tw ) years 
Ray’s junior, “and listened to Bud¬ 
dy Holly and those people, it made 
me want to do something otter than 
just go to school and learn a load of 
information I probably wouldn’t 
use. I felt really liberated I was 
thrown out of school when I was 15. 
I didn’t have to make a decision 
’cause they made it for me I was 
chucked out ’cause I never went. 
Hooky, you call it.” 
Ray dropped out of college, 

linked up with Dave, frie ids Mick 
Avory and (bassist) Pete Ç caife and 
the Kinks were formed, Fining the 
London scene as a hard rocking pop 
band. Dave was in the process of in¬ 
venting the slashing, mane guitar 
style that would be lattr termed 
heavy metal. Ray was wnhng exu¬ 
berant glad-to-be-alive-ar c-in-love-
and-lust songs like “You Really Got 
Me” and “All Day and All of the 
Night.” 

With ‘State ot Contusion’, Ray Davies and company retain their Kinkness. 
Soon, however, Ray was asking 

the question, “Where Have All the 
Good Times Gone?,” making state¬ 
ments like “It’s Too Late” and 
“You Can’t Win.” Essentially, 
starting to develop a questioning, 
probing perspective that went be¬ 
yond the usual rock ’n’ roll con¬ 
cerns. What happened? 

“I read a book by Noel Coward 
called Future Indefinite," remarks 
Davies. “And I think he said, ‘The 
greatest power I have is in my writ¬ 
ing and I can say the most devastat¬ 
ing things in a joke.’ I think he learnt 
that from Shakespeare.” 
Hence was born “A Well Re¬ 

spected Man," where our self-cen¬ 
tered objet de respect gets little of 
Ray's (new Kinks converts can meet 
similar characters in State of Confu¬ 
sion's “Young Conservatives”) and 
“Dedicated Follower of Fashion,” a 
sharp poke at trendies. The path 
went on from there—“House in the 
Country,” “Tin Soldier Man,” 
"Two Sisters.” But as late-’60s rock 
mutated one way—psychedelia, 
long guitar solos, drum solos—the 
Kinks steered their own idiosynch-
ratic course. Albums from that peri¬ 
od, Face to Face, Something Else, 
Arthur, Village Green Preservation 
Society, are mentioned by Ray as his 
favorites. It’s a period he’ll drift 
back to frequently in conversation 
and it wouldn’t be far-reaching to 
term it their artistic heyday. It also 

coincided with a time, 1965 to 1969 
to be precise, when the Kinks were 
banned from touring the States due 
to a dispute the band’s management 
had with the U.S. Musicians Union. 
“I was really frustrated,” says Da¬ 
vies. “I knew I had communication 
with kids. Fortunately, I kept writ¬ 
ing songs.” 
When asked if there’s a strand 

that runs through his songwriting, 
he replies, “All my work has an ele¬ 
ment of weakness in it. There’s a du¬ 
ality in what I do. There’s an ele¬ 
ment of weakness and an element of 
violence within me.” 

Violence? Consider this all-too-
Kinksian tale of hotel trashing: “It 
got as pathetic as this. I threw a 
Guinness bottle against the wall 
once to smash up the room and it 
bounced back and hit me on the 
head and knocked me out.” He 
laughs. “It’s the humorous side that 
I like—which is always close to 
tragedy. That’s where I get a lot of 
my input and energy from.” 

Songs from that period—such as 
“Afternoon Tea,” “Victoria,” “Peo¬ 
ple Take Pictures of Each Other,” 
“Waterloo Sunset”-—teetered on 
fine lines, half sendup, half celebra¬ 
tion of English mores, customs and 
traditions. They were personal 
songs of everyday people, pop songs 
of understated complexity, elegance 
and wit. The Village Voice's Robert 
Christgau calls “Waterloo Sunset,” 

where two lovers find solace amidst 
squalor, “the most beautiful song in 
the English language.” With the ex¬ 
ception of Arthur, in its own odd 
way a determined anti-war album, 
the songs seemed to exist in another, 
more genteel time, an England long 
past. Did that world exist? 

“It existed for me,” Davies 
answers. 

But at the time, it was certainly 
out of step with . . . 

.. rock ’n’ roll,” Davies finish¬ 
es, laughing slightly. “Certainly out 
of step with Led Zeppelin. The cru¬ 
cial period, with the war and the 
flag, the greatest but the silliest.” 
Davies does a vocal take on Jimi 
Hendrix’s “Star Spangled Banner,” 
wailing off into his hotel room. 

“I was going into my own form of 
escapism. I became like a recluse. I 
could see it happening and I was 
frustrated ’cause I wanted to come 
over and do something about it. Go¬ 
ing out and doing concerts is doing 
something for people. I wanna see 
the waitresses, I wanna see the guys 
who work in factories. 

“I’ll never be able to make rec¬ 
ords like that again,” he says later. 
Why? 
“Times are different. A lot of 

Face to Face, it’s to do with the era, 
the times, where you live ... I don’t 
think you can do anything unless 
you’re affected by the world. I don’t 
feel I’ve done meself any good or 

done any justice unless I’ve made a 
statement about something I feel an¬ 
gry about. In that case. I’m just a 
cabaret entertainer.” 
And yet Davies, who, in concert, 

will interrupt any of the Kinks’ 
songs for a call-and-response of 
“Day-O,” incorporates elements of 
cabaret in the Kinks act. 
“A sendup," says Davies. “Some¬ 

times it’s just a parody of what rock 
’n’ roll people do, a parody of For¬ 
eigner or something like that. Jim 
and I will get together, heavy metal 
pose, the guitar hero.” 
“The greatest thing that ever hap¬ 

pened,” Davies says, “is I saw a film 
of a Bill Haley concert in London 
and when Bill Haley left the stage, 
the kids got up on the stage and 
started playing the instruments. The 
kids could do it! That’s why kids 
come to see gigs, certain groups, the 
Clash, the Pretenders, the Kinks 
. . . they say, ‘You said something in 
a song I wanted to say.’ I felt in the 
’70s that was being lost. It was tech¬ 
nical rock, bands standing up there, 
you know, trying to look like gods. 
It was becoming an industry ... In 
1976 I started making Misfits. 
That’s why I made it; I didn’t fit in 
with anything. I hated my contem¬ 
poraries—I hated the lifestyle of 
Paul McCartney. I didn’t want to be 
like Elton John or Rod Stewart, 
most of all Rod Stewart who I grew 
up with” 
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Kinks 
The Kinks have never been the 

steadiest of bands. Ray and/or 
Dave, off-and-on vegetarians, but 
never teetotalers, were always 
threatening to break it up in the 
'70s. Tales of disharmony are leg¬ 
endary. Years back, Ray and Dave 
got into a drunken fight on the 
morning of a Boston press confer¬ 
ence and thrown out of the hotel. 
The press conference was moved to 
another hotel. One Davies brother 
boasted a black eye. During the Bos¬ 
ton stop on the "Preservation" tour, 
Dave Davies stalked off stage early 
in the show and played his guitar 
from behind the curtain rather than 
share the stage with Ray. John Men-

- delssohn dredges up this Ray Davies 
quote in his liner notes to The Kink 
Kronikles: “I tried to stab Dave last 
week. Stab him. With a knife. We 
were having eggs and chips after a 
gig and he reached over with his 
fork and took one of my chips and 
I . . . could have killed him.” 

“It's something to do with being 
brothers,” Ray Davies says after a 
couple of incidents are recalled. “It 
really has calmed down. It’s much 
easier.” 

Dave agrees. There are still fights, 
but, he says, they’re “subtler. We get 

on quite well now. We talk to each 
other. We didn’t talk to each other 
for years." 

Jim Rodford says it’s the creative 
tension between Ray and Dave that 
propels the Kinks. "Dave’s very 
rock ’n’ roll," says Rodford. Ray, 
says Rodford, sees the Kinks in a 
broader context. 

‘T’ve never seen myself as a guitar 
hero,” says Dave. "But when I’m in 
front of an audience something very 

satires, Preservation Act I and Pres¬ 
ervation Act II. then went on to tales 
of domestic misery and fantasy 
(Soap Opera) and humorous, cut¬ 
ting swipes at the educational sys¬ 
tem (Schoolboys in Disgrace). The 
Kinks troupe—horn players, female 
backup singers, etc.—numbered up 
to 20 at one point. Shows encom¬ 
passed film and music, rock ’n’ roll 
and boozy cabaret. Artistically, the 
Kinks were often very good. Com-

In 1977, when they signed to 
Arista, the Kinks shifted course 
and, slowly, began the commercial 
renaissance that bore fruit around 
1980. No more involved concepts. 
Songs were more direct, generally 
more hard rock-oriented, more con¬ 
temporary (no arcane English 
themes) in lyrical content. 
When we talked in 1981, Ray Da¬ 

vies had promised the next album 
would contain some of the best 

Ray Davies’ road follies: “I threw a Guinness bottle 
against the wall once to smash up the room 
and it bounced back and hit me on the head 

and knocked me out.” 
different happens. At times, when 
I’ve come off stage, I’ve not been 
really sure of what has happened. 
You lose your identity; you become 
totally different.” 

Just as in 1965 Ray Davies' ambi¬ 
tions were growing beyond simplis¬ 
tic rock ’n’ roll concerns, in the 
early-to-mid-70s he, like the Who’s 
Pete Townshend, was moving be¬ 
yond the confines of pop songs 
themselves. Arthur and Muswell 
Hillbillies set the stage. The concept 
period hit full tilt with the political 

mercially, well . . . 
“From 1970 to 1978 we sold 

zero," Davies says bluntly. “I had it 
in my head that I wanted to write 
musicals—which was bad for the 
band. People who I love, around me, 
in the band, were losing self-esteem 
simply because of my creativity. So I 
had to find a way that I could be cre¬ 
ative and still give them some pride 
and dignity. I wanted to retain, re¬ 
gain, that spirit that I got when I 
heard ‘You Really Got Me’ for the 
first time on the radio.” 

songwriting of his career. 
Give the People What They Want, 

was, he admitted, somewhat rushed. 
State of Confusion does contain 
some middling power chord rockers, 
but there's a better sense of balance. 
Three of the songs, “Come Danc¬ 
ing,” “Don't Forget to Dance” and 
“Property,” brimming with lyrical 
and musical twists and turns, rank 
with any of the Kinks’ classics. 
"On stage, it's still very much a 

rock ’n’ roll band,” says Ray, “but 
on record I wanted to work on the 
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guitar textures a bit better than I did 
on Give the People What They Want. 
I wanted to give it more depth. 
There is more attention to bringing 
out the lyrics.” 
Although he's suspended the 

grand concept approach, Davies is 
still linking songs. “Come Dancing" 
and "Don't Forget to Dance" both 
use dance as a central motif. “It’s 
really kind of a basic ingredient in 
music,” Davies notes. In certain 
ways, both are sad songs. “Come 
Dancing" boasts a lilting, carnival¬ 
like organ riff, has a bouncy acoustic 
rhythm guitar, and at the end incor¬ 
porates a touch of big band brass. 
But the song is of memories and 
change, fond recollections of a past 
gone by. The lyrics are drawn from 
real life, his sister’s evolution from 
freewheeling teenager to stay-at-
home mother. “My sister’s married 
and she lives on an estate,” sings 
Ray. "Her daughters go out, now 
it's her turn to wait.” Davies im¬ 
plores his sister, still, to come 
dancing. 

In “Don’t Forget to Dance" Da¬ 
vies sings of a woman who looks out 
her window, watching the world 
pass by. Her friends are gone, her 
daughter has moved away. Davies 
wants, somehow, to rescue her as he 
watches. 

“I was walking around the streets 
of London one day," he says. “It 
was about eight at night and I saw 
this woman looking down, a neigh¬ 
bor. She just waved at me and she 
looked kind of lonely up there. That 
gave me the first couple of lines, 
started off with that image and it 
went on from there and built up into 
more of a fantasy.” 

“Property” is the coup de grace, a 
gorgeous, aching, minutely detailed 
song of a marriage busted apart. The 
details come tumbling out: "You 
take the photographs, the ones of 
you and me, when we both posed 
and laughed, to please a family/No-
body noticed then we wanted to be 
free, and now there’s no more love, 
there’s just the property—you take 
the property.” In ’81, Davies’ mar¬ 
riage to his second wife, Yvonne, 
broke up. "Property” is not entirely 
autobiographical, Davies says— 
“not wholly. I think every relation¬ 
ship that goes through that sort of 
thing has the same sort of debris left 
behind . . . but, yeah, taking the 
photographs, yeah, it was based on 
that experience.” 

Davies is now, of course, in a pub¬ 
licized new relationship, a marriage 
to the Pretenders’ Chrissie Hynde, 
mother of Natalie, Ray’s third 
daughter. Davies would just as soon 
keep the media spotlight on the mu¬ 
sic and away from Ray and Chrissie 
details. 

Are there songs about their rela¬ 
tionship on the record? 

“Well, it’s in the record,” Davies 
says. “Not in a whole song, maybe 
in a verse or two. I felt it wrong to 
devote a whole song to it. There’s 
something in me that rebels against 
that.” 

Overobviousness? 
"Yeah. If you listen to a few 

songs, there are a few lines that give 
it away, really.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 
The man who wrote “People 

Take Pictures of Each Other” has, 
over the years, become something of 
a shutterbug. At the conclusion of 
the Kinks’ spring tour, in Worces¬ 
ter, Mass., Davies wants to get the 
road crew assembled for parting 
shot hotel room photos. Alas, the 
hotel room is packed with various 
hangers on and groupies. “There 
would be more girls in the picture,” 
Davies sighs. 
So Davies, accompanied by his 

constant attendant, the genial Big 
Bob, walks to the elevator, on his 
way to a local diner for a late night 
bite to eat. He’s trailed by a dozen or 
so women. Is it always like this? 
“Pied piper,” he says, smiling wanly. 
Out in the street, we pass by the 

hotel balcony where Ray spies mem¬ 
ber of the road crew involved with a 
woman on the balcony. Cat-like, 
Ray Davies springs into action. Big 
Bob assumes the crouch position 
and in a flash Ray is up on his shoul¬ 
ders. Teetering precariously, Ray 
points his hopelessly ineffective 
camera lens over the hedge, shoot¬ 
ing into the darkness, laughing 
hysterically. O 
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Confronting Marley’s Legacy 
By Carol Cooper 
NEW YORK—King Tut .»as 

playing Munich when I arrived in 
January of 1981 to pay my last re¬ 
spects to Bob Marley. I remember 
well because I passed the muse rm 
on the way to Dr. Issels’s cancer 
clinic. The synchronicity was m-
pressive: the sarcophagus and g< Id¬ 
en relics of an Egyptian king (vho 
also died young) being in Germ my 
while the King of Reggae was strug¬ 
gling against his own mortality 
The original reason for my rip 

was more personal than journalistic. 
Knowing the man was terminally 
ill, and aware of certain plans he had 
made to firmly establish his music 
and message in North and Scuth 
America, I had wanted to see for 
myself whether Marley’s death 
would be the death of these ambi¬ 
tions. Since 1979 1 and a growing 
number of journalists had teen 
watching Bob Marley spearheac. the 
evolution of reggae music, ar d it 
had rapidly become much more 
than charting the course of one 
more sexy pop star. Those of us who 
had goals and concerns larger than 
our individual well-being fouid a 
leader—or if you will, a catalys —in 
Marley. Those of us privileged to 
spend time among his entourage 
were astonished at the ease with 
which he brought out the best in 
people: career gangsters and college 
graduates, groupies, ingenue» and 
daughters of the people wou d go 
about whatever errands he sent 
them on, cooperating to an extent 
that would not have been possible 
had they not been obedient to the 
strength and warmth of Marley's 
own personality. 
The various Marley biographies 

now appearing come close K> de¬ 
scribing this minor miracle; but just 
as no one has taken the time to ana¬ 
lyze the music and lyrics Marley 
gave us in any comprehensiv : way, 
no one has really discussed tlx con¬ 
structive one-worldism that was an 
everyday part of Wailer tou 's and 
the Wailer ethos. 
The Isseis clinic is in a part of Ba¬ 

varia particularly beautiful ri win¬ 
ter, and as one who had nev :r seen 
the Alps before, I couldn’t ndp but 
compare their austere grandeur 
with the riotous fertility of tie Ca¬ 
ribbean. At the office of TuF Gong 
Records in Jamaica, Marley kept 
several world maps with flag . mark¬ 
ing the routes of various toirs and 

sojourns. Italy and Germany were 
no stranger to him than the U.S. or 
Canada. Once you knew him better 
you might engage in a conversation 
which unveiled a formidable knowl¬ 
edge of ancient and modern world 
history, edged with a sardonic hu¬ 
mor that could appreciate the fact 
that Isseis’ clinic was mere miles 
away from the route Hannibal used 
to descend on Rome. 

I took a hotel room within walk¬ 
ing distance of the clinic, and spent 
some part of the next seven days vis¬ 
iting the ailing master. This is why I 
am sure that the many decisions that 
Island, Rita Marley and some of the 
Wailers have made since Bob’s 
death are partially predicated on his 
instructions. Although noticeably 
frail, Marley continued to receive 
visitors, emissaries, intercontinental 
phone calls, as well as compose and 
conduct business during his last 
months in Germany. His people, for 
the most part friends of long stand¬ 
ing, were well-drilled as soldiers, 
and did much to create an atmo¬ 
sphere of normal activity around 
Marley on those days he was well 
enough to bear it. There were sever¬ 
al cassette tapes around full of songs 
and scraps of songs that Marley had 
been fooling with in hotel rooms 
from Miami to New York to Lon¬ 
don that year, and hearing them I 
was aware of a distinctly more 
acoustic turn in his songwriting, a 
trend well reflected in the songs 
collected on the artist’s first post¬ 
humous LP, Confrontation. I re¬ 
member a particularly haunting 
tape with just Marley on guitar sing¬ 
ing “Can’t Take Your Slogans No 
More,” a refrain that captured all 
his increasing delusion with the sy¬ 
cophants and arm-chair revolution¬ 
aries that had descended on the 
lucrative Wailers camp in the last 
few years. 

Both Rita Marley and Tuff 
Gong’s art director, Neville Gar¬ 
rick, confirmed that the title Con¬ 
frontation was Bob’s own choice for 
the album to follow Uprising, and if 
there is nothing on Confrontation to 
equal the unique harmonies of “For¬ 
ever Loving Jah" or the unexpected 
instrumentation of “Bad Card," it is 
only because there was not enough 
time to fine tune these little details. 

Rita and Chris Blackwell, 
founder of Island records, spent 
much time in private conference 
with Marley from the time a sched¬ 

uled American tour was officially 
cancelled to the day Marley died 
some eight months later. Bob's re¬ 
fusal to give in to the severity of his 
condition prevented certain busi¬ 
ness decisions from being made— 
for instance, he refused to complete 
a will, owing to the document's neg¬ 
ative connotations, and later was 
unable to because the disease had 
robbed him of his lucidity and im¬ 
partiality. But when one considers 
the extent of the mini-empire of peo¬ 
ple and projects Bob Marley was in¬ 
volved with (aside from a huge 
extended family, there were sub¬ 
corporations, real estate in several 
countries, and outstanding con¬ 
tracts to settle up) it’s a wonder that 
any of it remains intact. Diane Job-
son, the lawyer and personal friend 
who helped Marley run his Jamaica¬ 
based business and studios, was 
shuttling between Kingston, Miami, 
and Issels’s clinic almost as much as 
Bob’s wife and mother. None of this 
inner circle actually entertained the 
idea of Marley’s imminent death, 
which is part of the reason it has tak¬ 
en two years for the Wailers to de¬ 
cide to reform, and personality rifts 
caused by guilt and loss to start 
healing. 

I spoke to Chris Blackwell last 
year at Island’s New York offices 
and touched on the issue of Island’s 
continued involvement with the 
Marley legacy via Island Pictures. A 
documentary then in post-produc¬ 
tion compiled hundreds of reels of 
footage on Marley culled from dis¬ 
parate sources all over the world. 
Blackwell was and is sensitive to the 
issue of exploitation, and strove to 
make clear that Marley, the docu¬ 
mentary, did not pretend to be a bi¬ 
ography. Rather, it was a part of 
Blackwell’s own perceived responsi¬ 
bility to retrieve for posterity the 
many bits and pieces of Marley’s 
history tucked away in radio, televi¬ 
sion and university archives. Studio, 
performance and interview tapes 
even now continue to trickle into Is¬ 
land. But Blackwell does foresee a 
larger project some eight-to-10 
years down the line—a genuine bio¬ 
pic based on the full, as yet untold, 
story, on which he expects the coop¬ 
eration of the Marley family. 

August should find the Wailers 
preparing for a European tour with 
the I-Three’s fronting and the prob¬ 
able inclusion of Tyrone Downie on 
lead male vocals. This is less odd 

... Marley foresaw his work continuing in ever¬ 
changing configurations with or without him. 

Mtume: A Little Night Music 
By Mark Mehler 
NEW YORK—In the matter of 
percussionist/producer." writer 
James Mtume—“my friend-- call me 
Mtume, the James is ’or the 
I.R.S.”—you can prett^ much 
throw away the book. Virtially any 
Mtume tune fits neatly into one of 
two simple categories: ( 1 ) songs that 
make you want to jump oct of bed, 

(2) songs that make you want to 
jump back in bed. Anybody sense a 
common thread here? 

“Yeah, I guess it all does seem to 
revolve around the bed, doesn’t it?” 
says Mtume (pronounced em-too-
may) with a mile-wide grin. Like the 
Victor Hugo character whose face 
was carved into a permanent smile, 
the 35-year-old Mtume appears in 

Terminal gaiety and boudoir sonatas: vocalist Tawatha 
and James Mtume (minus shades) in the neighborhood. 

marked danger of terminal gaiety. 
Things are that good. 

His three-month-old album, 
Juicy Fruit, is a major crossover hit, 
with sales approaching a half-mil-
lion units, while the single of the 
same name was the number one 
R&B record for a month-and-a-half 
and has recently surpassed a million 
in sales. Mtume has completed a 
television script based on the life of 
Bessie Smith, starring Roberta 
Flack as the legendary blues singer. 
And he’s currently negotiating to 
produce a new album by Liza Min¬ 
nelli. All this is in addition to a doz¬ 
en other projects in the works, 
including a couple of feature films 
(Mtume as the writer), more outside 
record production, and, of course, 
an ongoing concert tour in support 
of Juicy Fruit. 

Caught working out on a corned 
beef sandwich at New York’s noted 
Stage Deli, the loquacious Mtume 
readily admits to being one calm, 
happy man. But his serenity was 
hard-won. The last few years, which 
saw Mtume write, produce and ar¬ 
range some 16 LPs, left the artist a 
classic burnout case. 
“Man, I was doing about five al¬ 

bums a year of MOR, everything 
from Lou Rawls to Phyllis Hyman, 
the Spinners, the O’Jays, Stephanie 
Mills, Roberta Flack. I got a couple 
of Grammies (for Mills and Flack), 
but producing and writing put in¬ 
credible double pressure on me ev¬ 
ery time out of the box. Nobody was 
handing me any hits. I never had 

than it might seem, because Downie 
had long been cultivating such 
skills, encouraged and coached by 
Marley himself. In ’81 a Japanese 
import album appeared in the states 
called Pecker Power featuring some 
members of Yellow Magic Orches¬ 
tra teamed up with the Wailers, Sly 
Dunbar and Robbie Shakespeare. 
On one side (that delegated to the 
Wailers), Downie, backed by the 
Wailers and the I-Threes on a 
techno-pop version of “Jamming,” 
bears an uncanny resemblance to 
Marley. That same year several of 
the Wailers were commenting on 
the progress of Ziggy, Marley’s son, 
as a singer, and mentioned that the 
boy did not copy his father so much 
as he copied Downie's version of his 
father's style. There is every indica¬ 
tion that Marley foresaw his work 
continuing in ever-changing config¬ 
urations with or without him. The 
Survival album is notable for the use 
of a male chorus and horns instead 
of the usual emphasis on the I-
Threes’ harmonies; and from talk¬ 
ing to the band during that tour I 
found that the I-Threes had been pe¬ 
titioning for time to develop their 
solo careers, and were probably go¬ 
ing to open as a trio for the Wailers 
during their next European tour. By 

diminishing his reliance on the I-
Threes sound, Marley was prepar¬ 
ing for their independence from his 
own grueling schedules. 

In Germany, two years ago, all of 
this was eclipsed by the deteriorat¬ 
ing condition of the man who was 
still the focus and inspiration of 
these plans. Several white roadies 
who'd worked on the European tour 
dropped by while I was there to hail 
“the skipper,” as did a steady, re¬ 
spectful trickle of concerned "oth¬ 
ers” who couldn't stay away. Bob 
would joke with us, tease us, if we 
were being unforgivably maudlin 
and foolish, even berate us—just as 
he always did. It took some courage 
for me to finally express my worst 
fears—that without him all that he’s 
built would fall into chaos. “Then 
put it together again,” he chal¬ 
lenged. “The future is now. 
"The only light I have is the one 

my father gave me,” he said, stress¬ 
ing once and for all that Jah Rasta¬ 
fari was the source of anything we 
might continue to find special and 
necessary about Bob Marley. And 
so the mystery of his talent deep¬ 
ened, at the same time that it some¬ 
how dispersed and rested like a 
benediction on all of us who had 
known him. O 

time for me, for what I really like to 
do.” 
What Mtume really likes to do is 

funk, intermingled with bursts of 
be-bop, soul and pop. Two previous 
solo albums, consisting mainly of 
hard-core funk, were sandwiched 
tightly between other assignments. 
As far as Mtume’s concerned, Juicy 
Fruit is a debut record. 

“I finally decided I was gonna treat 
myself as well as I treat my other acts. 
This time I gave myself four whole 
months to record, not six weeks, and 
I went out and got quality players, 
guys like Bernie Worrell (late of Fun-
kadelic), David Frank and Gary 
Bartz. I think this record really 
shows the other half of me, the funky 
half, the thing that makes me go.” 
An astute observer of popular 

taste, Mtume wisely tapped into a 
vein that lately has yielded some big 
dividends to R&B acts—sex. That 
is, sex as more than a fact of street 
life; sex as a healing balm, soothing 
and consuming at the same time. In 
short, the stuff that puts you back in 
bed (“Candy rain coming down/ 
Taste you in my mind/And spread 
you all around”). 

“Sure, sex is part of the success of 
the single,” Mtume admits, “but 

’Juicy Fruit’ is more; it’s a statement 
of female sexual liberation. Most of 
the songs you’re hearing are written 
strictly from the male perspective, 
overly aggressive, y’know, ‘come 
here, baby,’ or ‘give it to me, baby,’ 
but women don’t think that way, 
don’t relate to that. I wrote from the 
woman’s point of view—sex is sweet 
candy, a giant fantasy ...” 

Born and raised in Philadelphia 
(“music’s like air and water there”), 
James Mtume is the son of Jimmy 
Heath and the nephew of Percy 
Heath, members of the seminal 
Modern Jazz Quartet. Yet their in¬ 
fluence on young James seems to 
have been limited to providing his 
family’s household with a musical 
ambience. 

“I’m self-taught,” Mtume points 
out, “but in my house be-bop was 
everywhere and I grew up right 
along with it. I didn’t hang out with 
my dad or uncle Percy. My dad’s a 
quiet, introspective man, like any¬ 
body would be who spends 12 hours 
a day writing music. He left me 
alone to do my thing." 

While in his teens, Mtume began 
listening to Miles Davis, James 
Brown and Sly Stone, sifting it all — 

Continued on page 30 
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On Stage 

Willie’s American Spectacle 
The Willie Nelson 
4th of July Picnic 
Atlanta International 
Raceway 
Hampton, Georgia 
July 4, 1983 

By Anthony DeCurtis 

W
illie Nelson 
may have the 
broadest iw-
dience n 
show biz, on 
you woulcr ’t 

know it from the 30,000 or so howu-
geneous devotees who baked in tie 
infield of Atlanta International 
Raceway to catch the Georgia sw i«g 
of Nelson’s movable holiday fea:t. 
These were not habitues of Caesar’s 
Palace—where the red-headed 
stranger to no one entertained sone 
rea/ outlaws on July 4, 1981—ortie 
condo cowboys and Stetson-ha lad 
executives who know a great deal 
more about the good life than t ne 
night life. 
No, this crowd of long-hair;d 

showcase himself, some fellow rene¬ 
gades from Nashville’s studio steril¬ 
ity, and a host of indigenous Austin 
players. The next seven years saw 
the outlaw movement gain increas¬ 
ing acceptance, and at the last Texas 
picnic in 1980, noted pickers Dyan 
Cannon and Slim Pickens joined 
Willie on stage and everyone limoed 
to the world premiere of Honeysuck¬ 
le Rose. 

This year’s country ’n’ northern 
Picnic was booked in three loca¬ 
tions—the Carrier Dome in Syra¬ 
cuse, New York, Giants Stadium in 
East Rutherford, New Jersey, and 
Atlanta International Raceway— 
between July 2nd and 4th. The At¬ 
lanta bill featured David Allan Coe, 
Merle Haggard, Hank Williams, Jr., 
Wayion Jennings, Willie Nelson, 
and, for demographics, the Stray 
Cats and Linda Ronstadt. With 
enough gold records, movies, and 
books among them to stock a good-
sized library, these media profes¬ 
sionals may be outlaws somewhere 
these days, but not in any country 
that celebrates its birth on July 4th. 

land itself. In addition to their own 
original material, the seven-act line 
up performed compositions by Bob 
Dylan, Mel Tillis, Robbie Robert¬ 
son, Chuck Berry, Hank Williams, 
Holland-Dozier-Holland, Buddy 
Holly, Chips Moman, Jagger-Rich¬ 
ards, Kris Kristofferson, Elvis Cos¬ 
tello, Bo Diddley, Lowell George, 
Little Richard, Warren Zevon and 
Hoagy Carmichael, among others. 
As for the performances them¬ 

selves, the retrorockabilly Stray 
Cats had the toughest time, unde¬ 
servedly but understandably. Amid 
this world of halters and cut-offs, 
the Cats’ fancy ’dos and duds (not to 
mention the apparition of lacey 
Britt Ekland, drummer Slim Jim 
Phantom’s fiancee, loitering in the 
wings) suggested that they had 
shown up for the wrong party on the 
wrong holiday. Their energetic 10-
song set drew a polite, but hardly en¬ 
thusiastic, response. 

Linda Ronstadt went over a bit 
better with a sexy, professional per¬ 
formance of 16 greatest hits. The set 
worked best when it rocked (“Tum-

Then Bocephus dropped the 
bomb. As the Barna Band rocked a 
welcome with "Hank Williams Ju¬ 
nior-Junior,” the eternal son bar¬ 
reled out, grabbed his axe, and 
ignited “Dixie on My Mind" with a 
fervor that would have exploded 
any roof lower than the Georgia sky 
smiling above. Williams worked the 
crowd to fever pitch with a ram¬ 
bling, sloppy, wildly inspired turn 
that, with true Oedipal fury, simul¬ 
taneously betrayed and fulfilled the 
ambiguous legacy he inherited both 
from his father and the staunchly 
traditional/rebel-rousing culture of 
the South. The crowd answered his 
enactment of the rebel son’s New/ 
Old South identity crisis by a howl¬ 
ing send-off after he closed with 
(natch) Hank Sr.’s “Kaw-Liga." 
A hoarse, apparently tired Way-

Ion Jennings rocked competently 
through 18 numbers, highlighted by 
duets with Willie on “Good Hearted 
Woman,” “Mammas Don’t Let 
Your Babies Grow Up to be Cow¬ 
boys,” and “I Can Get Off on You,” 

and set the stage for Willie to bring 
down the Lone Star curtain. For his 
part, Willie delivered the assured, 
intelligent, graceful balance of coun¬ 
try standards. Tin Pan Alley bal¬ 
lads, polkas, rockers and spirituals 
that have kept his earliest followers 
with him while putting his records 
in all the best homes. Haggard 
joined him for “Poncho and Lefty,” 
and Coe came on for “Will the Cir¬ 
cle Be Unbroken?” and “Amazing 
Grace.” Coe also stuck around for 
the four-song encore, which at least 
half the crowd did not. 
The transformation of Willie’s 

Picnic from a traditional event root¬ 
ed within a specific local culture in¬ 
to a marketing device to draw 
crowds to festivals in Anywhere, 
USA, was perhaps the most Ameri¬ 
can aspect of this shindig. But peo¬ 
ple’s ability to make beer, fun, sun 
and good sounds triumph over cal¬ 
lous marketing is the virtue of a bet¬ 
ter America, one that was fully evi¬ 
dent on July 4th in Hampton, 
Georgia. O 

Return of 
The Twangy 
Guitar 
Duane Eddy 
The Catalyst 
Santa Cruz, CA. 
June 22, 1983 

By Dan Forte 
or anyone of the pre¬ 
Beatles generation 
who ever took up the 
guitar, Duane Eddy 
was more than likely 
the inspiration. Prior 

to the British Invasion, Eddy’s 
“Twangy Guitar” accounted for 
more airplay and record sales than 
any rock instrumentalist; his esti¬ 
mated 60,000,000 units sold world¬ 
wide still place him at the top of the 
heap. 

From 1958’s “Movin’ & Groo¬ 
vin’ ” to 1963’s “Boss Guitar”— 
with classics like "Rebel Rouser” 
and “Forty Miles Of Bad Road” 
along the way—Eddy scored hit af¬ 
ter hit, 20-some charted singles in 
all. But the Beatles rendered Eddy 
and most other rock instrumental¬ 
ists all but obsolete, and the Twangy 
Guitar was stowed away. Prior to 
this year, Duane Eddy’s last concert 
appearance was at a 1970 rock ’n’ 
roll revival in Los Angeles. But in 
May, Eddy’s signature model Guild 
electric was dusted off, after studio 
keyboardist Don Randi put together 

an all star band to back Eddy at his 
jazz club, the Baked Potato, in L.A. 
The following month the 45-year-

old Eddy came to the Bay Area for 
the first time in over twenty years. 
The 800-seat Catalyst started turn¬ 
ing people away after 905 tickets 
were sold. Those who were lucky 
enough to get in under the wire were 
treated to some of the most satisfy¬ 
ing, upbeat rock in recent memory, 
played by a dream band of veter¬ 
ans—Randi on keyboards; Eddy’s 
old partner, Steve Douglas, on sax; 
Ry Cooder on second guitar; John 
Gamache, from Ry’s recent touring 
band, on bass; and the most record¬ 
ed drummer of all time, Hal Blaine. 
One might have expected (and 

been satisfied with) a sentimental 
trip down memory lane played at 
lounge-level intensity by a group of 
rock has-beens and studio robots, 
but that was hardly the case. From 
the opening of “Peter Gunn,” and 
on tunes like the slow “3:30 Blues” 
and the rocking “Ramrod,” Eddy 
threatened to bring the rafters 
down. Smiling, sweating, and at¬ 
tacking every note, the guitar virtu¬ 
oso not only lived up to but 
outplayed his old records—no small 
feat. The only other group I can 
think of that has outdone them¬ 
selves in similar fashion was the re¬ 
vived Ventures. But with the 
Ventures, it’s the familiar songs that 
stick in your mind; with Duane 
Eddy, it’s the sound—that immedi¬ 
ately identifiable sound—and the 
mood it creates. You might not even 
remember the song's title, but you’ll 
instantly recall the way you felt the 
first time you heard that guitar over 
the radio. O 

V/illie Nelson: music for a better America 

rednecks and wiry honky-tont an¬ 
gels was the authentic article They 
bathed each other in Bud, whcoped 
proudly at the mention of stales be¬ 
low the Mason-Dixon line, ccpted 
into fights with alarming regel irity, 
clogged to fiddle breakdowns and 
belted out the entire 39-word Aorus 
of Hank Williams, Jr.’s “Ftmily 
Tradition” unprompted after star¬ 
ing blankly as Stray Cat Bria» Set¬ 
zer vainly urged them to sheet the 
title of Eddie Cochran’s “C’rr cn Ev¬ 
erybody” on cue. 

But if the crowd wasn’t mo ruling 
upward, the Picnic itself cer ainly 
has been. Nelson threw the first of 
his Independence Day bas! es in 
Dripping Springt, Texas, in 1973 to 

Still, upward mobility has its ad¬ 
vantages. Among them are relative¬ 
ly prompt starting times and set 
changes; a decent sound system; 
enough concession stands, parking, 
and rest areas; and performers who 
know they’re being paid to work. If 
the Picnic abandoned cultural reso¬ 
nance in favor of profit, it at least 
provided 12 hours of quality music 
and reasonable comfort without a 
major hitch. 

Between David Allan Coe’s row¬ 
dy blend of country and folk-rock 
that kicked off the day and Nelson’s 
reprise near midnight of “Whiskey 
River,” the crowd was treated to a 
survey of American (and American-
influenced music) as full as the big 

blin’ Dice,” “Livin’ in the USA”), 
and rolled (“Silver Threads and 
Golden Needles,” “Blue Bayou”), 
but sagged during the more modu¬ 
lated material (“Party Girl,” 
“That’s Easy for You to Say”) not 
well suited to the keg-party context. 
The crowd first roused from the 

95-degree heat three quarters 
through Merle Haggard’s set, when 
a beaming Willie Nelson strolled out 
and joined the Hag for a tasteful jam 
on “Going Where the Lonely Go.” 
A tender reading of “Reasons to 
Quit” followed, after which Nelson 
left Haggard to close with “C.C. 
Waterbatk,” “Okie from Musko¬ 
gee,” “Rainbow Stew” and a stun¬ 
ning “Sing Me Back Home.” Duane Eddy: It’s the sound that sticks in your mind. 

P
H
O
T
O
 J
O
N
 S
I
E
V
E
R
T
 



18 RECORD / SEPTEMBER 1983 

Video 

J. J. Jackson: A Life In Video 
By Carol Cooper 
NEW YORK—The problem in 
confronting racism on MTV is in 
trying to point to a competitor of 
similar clout—14 million homes, at 
last estimate—with more enlight¬ 
ened and egalitarian programming 
policies. But while MTV executives 
deflect all criticism of the Warner-
Amex channel’s programming poli¬ 
cies with talk of “target audience” 
and "demographics," MTV’s most 
visible representatives, those curi¬ 
ous amalgams of disc jockeys and 
talking heads known as vee-jays, re¬ 
main conspicuous by their silence. 
On the theory that it might be in¬ 

structive to find out what the oldest 
and most music industry-experi¬ 
enced vee-jay thinks of himself, the 
music he touts and his employer, I 
spoke with J. J. Jackson earlier this 
year when MTV became available in 
New York and the racism issue was 
just heating up. At that point, 1999 
had yet to be released, and Prince, 
Michael Jackson, Eddy Grant and 
Musical Youth were a ways from 
even making the channel's light ro¬ 
tation list. 
Now in his early 40s, Jackson is a 

music. I pointed out that having 
someone who’s knowledgeable 
about the music would make all the 
difference in the world to that audú 
ence as well as to the performers 
themselves. They thought it was a 
good idea and agreed to try one 
piece, with a promise to do more if 
the ratings were good. 
Rod Stewart was someone I’d 

known since the ’60s who was tour¬ 
ing at this time, so I asked him to let 
me do the piece on him. I had a tal¬ 
ented young crew, and we did a per¬ 
fect piece. We got about six minutes 
on the air, and I think it was the first 
time concert and interview footage 
had been edited together like that. 
Similarly, my crew got the first TV 
interview Bruce Springsteen ever 
did, and everyone was pleased. 
The station asked me after the 

second piece if I'd like to do one ev¬ 
ery week, but I knew I’d never be 
able to maintain the same standards 
of quality with such frequency. If I 
had to fill in with any and every¬ 
body, it might discourage the bigger 
names. How could I follow, say, a 
Shaun Cassady piece with Bowie? 
So we did about one a month, all 

phasize the 2/4 or the more tradi¬ 
tional, simpler 4/4 blues base. 

No, I think that’s the way you want 
to see it. The difference has to do 
with lyrical content, presentation 
and everything else. Because Prince 
puts on an outfit that might remind 
you of an outfit Freddy Mercury 
wears doesn't mean he’s rock ’n’ 
roll. Prince is very good at what he 
does, but it’s rhythm and blues. His 
songs all sound pretty much the 
same, they use pretty much the same 
backbeat. I’ve not heard a long gui¬ 
tar run on any one of his albums 
ever, which is like the heartbeat of 
rock ’n" roll. Take the guitar out of 
rock ’n" roll and you've got no rock 
'n' roll. It's like taking the rhythm 
out of rhythm and blues. 

But in terms of how all these musics 
borrow from one another, the bot¬ 
tom line is that the roots of white 
rock are in black music, so there 
shouldn’t be such a big deal made 
over the various cross-pollinations 
occurring, especially with all the Af¬ 
rican and Caribbean-based New Ro¬ 
mantic stuff. J. J. Jackson: ready to call his shots. 

14-year veteran of radio. He began 
his career as a progressive rock disc 
jockey at Boston’s highly-regarded 
WBCN, and moved to Los Angeles’ 
KLOS in 1970. In 1977, while still 
employed by KLOS, he began doing 
a series of rock star interviews for 
the local ABC-TV affiliates' Eyewit¬ 
ness News program. It was during 
this period that Jackson refined al¬ 
most a decade of intimate involve¬ 
ment with—for lack of a 
euphemism—white rock into two 
years’ worth of video encounters 
with Rod Stewart, David Bowie, 
Bruce Springsteen, Queen and 
others. 

It’s not surprising, then, that 
Jackson’s maturity and profession¬ 
alism are most apparent on MTV's 
interview and live concert segments: 
a production format in which he 
considers himself a pioneer. While 
his view of the rock world is too of¬ 
ten shaped by the industry itself 
rather than by his gut reaction to an 
event, Jackson remains a man whose 
experience in his field sets him apart 
not only from his fellow vee-jays, 
but from most everyone else in the 
fledgling musicvideo genre. Being a 
token black in a situation that has 
little use for blacks at all is a conun¬ 
drum that Jackson handles with un¬ 
common grace. His sense of humor 
derives from pragmatic cynicism, 
perhaps the only rational response 
possible for one who is a cog in the 
wheels of institutionalized racism. 

How did you land an audition for 
your position at MTV? 

From what I understand it came 
about through Queen. I’d done two 
Eyewitness News pieces on the group 
which they liked well enough so that 
later, when they were making their 
own movie, they invited me to inter¬ 
view them in that. Subsequently, 
Queen’s business manager, Jim 
Beech, was speaking with Bob Pitt¬ 
man, who runs MTV, and said, 
“There’s this guy on the west coast 
who’s been doing rock ’n’ roll for a 
very long time, has the respect of a 
lot of big-name people, and has tele¬ 
vision experience as well. You might 
want to audition him.” And that’s 
how I got the call. 

How did you move from radio into 
doing rock mini-specials for Eyewit¬ 
ness News! 

In ’77 Led Zeppelin came to town to 
do six nights at the Forum. Nobody 
had ever done that before, and I 
turned on the TV and no one was 
covering this. It turned out that a 
station had sent a crew down, think¬ 
ing the band would just usher them 
in for the free publicity, and of 
course that’s not what happened. So 

very strong. The only time I almost 
had a problem was when we did 
Ringo Starr, and we had no current 
concert footage. Production wanted 
to graft some old footage of John 
Lennon saying the Beatles were big¬ 
ger than Christ, and of course this 
had nothing to do with the current 
material. I told them that if they 
screwed my credibility like that I’d 
have to quit. Fortunately they saw it 
my way, and we ran the piece as I'd 
planned it. 

What brought you into the interview 
side of things as opposed to just rid¬ 
ing the music? 

It’s something most progressive 
rock jocks had to do when I started, 
and in Boston at that time we had a 
club called the Boston Tea Party, 
where all the bands who used to play 
the Fillmore East and West would 
come. We'd get to meet these peo¬ 
ple, and talk to them, as a normal 
adjunct to the music we were play¬ 
ing. Interviews were my forte; I en¬ 
joyed bringing an artist out in that 
way. And I never tried to exploit an 
artist, just get to another side of 
them. 
Now that you’re associated with 
MTV, do you have any misgivings 
about the lack of variety in the art¬ 
ists you present? Rock ’n’ roll to me 
is the whole spectrum of white and 
black artists who work within a cer¬ 
tain rhythmic framework, and with 
specific instrumentation. I’ve al¬ 
ways been reluctant to restrict the 
term to a specific color or cultural 
orientation. 

That’s not fair. If that were true, 
then a black station like WBLS 
should be playing Led Zeppelin, be¬ 
cause that band has a very mean, 
blues-based backbeat. 

But they play the Police. And Blon¬ 
die, going back as far as “Heart of 
Glass.” 
But that’s Frankie Crocker, and 
very atypical. I don’t think you'd 
find that at a black station in Bos¬ 
ton, Detroit or Los Angeles, where 
black stations play black music. 
They might play Hall & Oates, but 
that is black music. On MTV we’ve 
played Pauline Black with the Se-
lecter, and Phil Lynott because 
they’re rock ’n’ rollers. When the 
Bus Boys put out a video, we’ll play 
that. We’re a rock ’n’ roll station, 
and people never point out that we 
don’t play Christopher Cross. We 
played Olivia Newton-John at one 
point, and there was a big backlash 
from the vee-jays and everyone else, 
because that's not rock ’n’ roll. You 
think Donna Summer, Rick James 
and Prince are rock ’n’ roll? I don’t. 

Yeah, maybe philosophically there 
shouldn't be, but the fact of the mat¬ 
ter is there is. I rarely will go into 
any black household and find a Pink 
Floyd record. And I've heard too 
many blacks say to me, “What’s 
that shit you're listening to?” 

If you listen to my interviews, 
from David Gilmour of Pink Floyd 
to Robert Plant, you’ll hear me get¬ 
ting them to reach back and say, 
“Yeah, my roots are in black mu¬ 
sic.” But the kind of black music 
they're pulling from is not the kind 
you're talking about. Even blacks 
don't go back that far, to the blues 
roots of their own music. 
When I was on radio there was a 

song on Led Zeppelin's second al¬ 
bum called "The Lemon Song” 
which was very controversial be¬ 
cause of the line “Squeeze my lemon 
'till the juice runs down my leg,” 
which was borrowed from an old 
Robert Johnson blues. Back then, 
before all this heavy formatting, I 
was able to play them back-to-back. 
So not only was the kid who is crazy 
about Robert Plant entertained, but 
he was educated as well. When is the 
last time you heard a Howlin’ Wolf 
record on WBLS? And nowadays, if 
you’re a progressive rock station 
and there's a minute when John 

Cougar's not on the air, the kid who 
loves John Cougar is gone. 
What I’m trying to say is that if a 

rock ’n’ roll channel or a radio sta¬ 
tion decides it wants to be rock ’n’ 
roll—or R&B or country—fine. 
And it’s up to someone to decide 
what the cutoff point is going to be. 
And people who don’t agree with 
that particular cutoff" point are go¬ 
ing to be a little angry. 

Okay, sure, it might get ridiculous if 
every idiom were thrown together 
with no continuity for the sole rea¬ 
son that they’re all music and they 
all want to be sold. But in the same 
way that you used a Robert Johnson 
tune on radio to illuminate some¬ 
thing by Led Zeppelin, you might be 
able to take a video that juxtaposes 
certain performance and musical 
dynamics against the “white rock” 
idiom. And thereby entertain and 
edify your audience. 

I agree, and maybe that's something 
that I personally would like to do. 
MTV is not necessarily being done 
the way I would do it. But I’m not 
the one who decides how it gets pro¬ 
grammed. If I were, it would be sub¬ 
stantially different, but you still 
might not agree with it. I don't agree 
with all of MTV’s policies, but I 

think it’s a wonderful opportunity, 
an incredible thing to see, and a way 
that perhaps one day I’ll get my own 
show. 

But none of the vee-jays are privy 
to management decisions, so we 
can’t defend or criticize policy, 
which is one of our gripes. But to tell 
you my position, as far as being 
black, there’s no way in hell that I’m 
gonna make if to the top in an execu¬ 
tive position. Because they don’t do 
it that way, not in this company or 
any other. I spent 14 years at top ra¬ 
dio stations and never got offered a 
position as program director. And 
not because I wasn’t qualified. Sure 
there’s prejudice in rock ’n’ roll. So 
the only way I’ll get where I want to 
go is by a Dick Clark sort of route. 
Regardless of my race, if I’m known 
on television, and I’ve established 
that I can bring in money, then 
when I walk into a company with a 
solid idea, they’ll listen to me. But I 
don’t like to kiss ass, and here at 
MTV I don’t have to do that. Like a 
ball player, all I have to do is deliver 
on air. And if I become a big enough 
ball player, then I can call my own 
shots. If not here, then maybe at one 
of the other channels that will be 
opening up. And that's what I want, 
personally, out of MTV. 

I went tp ABC and made a pra^n 
to them, pointing out that ther 
a wjiole new market opt tjiere in 
est^dF in rock events and not being 
gratified oy TV’s cöve'rage" of the 

hack, and his high-impact style is a 
perfect match for the volatile 
Turner. He covers the artist and her 
backup singers with enough camera 
angles to catch all the sweat and skin 
you could ask for. 
Nice 'n’ Rough has all the ele¬ 

ments necessary for an excellent 
concert video: an all-out performer, 
a stimulating supporting cast and a 
director who understands the spon¬ 
taneity of rock ’n’ roll. Director: Da¬ 
vid Mallet. Thorn-EM I Home 
Video. 55 minutes. $39.95 (Stereo) 

—Alan Hecht 

Tina Turner Live: 
Nice ’n’ Rough 
A go-go concert tape propelled by 

the exotic Tina Turner, who can still 
turn it on, and the quick-on-the-eye 
direction of David Mallet (techni¬ 
cally enhanced by editor Tim Wad¬ 
dell of "Rio” fame). Backed by a 
raucous rock band and two devilish 
dancing partners, Turner works at a 
breakneck pace through 13 num¬ 
bers, many of them familiar to any¬ 
one who’s seen her perform in the 
last 10 years (“River Deep, Moun¬ 
tain High," "Proud Mary,” “Acid 

CAROLE KING 
ONE TO ONE 

u( all sounding , 
feverish context.$ 
Bowie’s collabora-

„ "o Ashes’’^ ij a mu-j 
sicviaeo affector, not a television 

standard musicvideo mixes concert 
and at-home footage to draw a sym¬ 
pathetic portrait of one of pop’s ma¬ 
jor artists. Sitting in the living room 
of her Idaho home, King discusses 
her musical roots, her philosophy 
(“The ’60s aren’t dead for me”) and 
the price of success. Tinkling away 
at the piano, she punctuates her 
thoughts with performances of some 
of her classic songs, such as “Loco¬ 
motion,” “Hey Giri” and “Up On 
The Roof.” 

Director Scott Garen’s transi¬ 
tions between this intimate setting 
and the concert stage are well-exe¬ 
cuted. He avoids the predictable by 
cutting away during a song rather 
than at the end of each number. Yet, 
with the exception of the clean ste¬ 
reo sound, the video has zero pro¬ 
duction values. While King delivers 
exciting performances of "Jazz¬ 
man,” “Smackwater Jack” and “I 
Feel The Earth Move,” the concert 
stage is flooded with white light. 
The mood shifts only once, during 
“So Far Away,” when King appears 
in a white wedding gown, a sea of 
candles highlighting the twinkle in 
her eyes. 

Despite some endearing mo¬ 
ments, One To One’s flat, workman¬ 
like visuals are too harsh, and 
ultimately conflict with the artist’s 
gentle nature and sublime music. 
Director: Scott Garen. 60 minutes. 
MGM/UA Home Video. Stereo. 
$59.95 (Beta. VHS), $29.95 (CED 
disc). —A.H. 
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Wynton Marsalis Under Fire: 
‘It’s Like I’m The Enemy Now’ 
By Steve Bloom 

I
t takes a rare kind of chutz¬ 
pah to tell Johnny Carson 
where to go. Wynton Mar¬ 
salis, Downbeat's “Musi¬ 
cian of the Year" in 1982, 
did just that earlier this year 

when his group appeared on The To¬ 
night Show. Instead of playing the 
standard “Who Can I Turn To” as 
was originally planned, the 21 -year-
old trumpeter switched, at the last 
moment, to “Hesitation,” a terse, 
original composition with a bebop 
arrangement. Halfway into the song 
the group received, and duly ig¬ 
nored, the “cut” sign. Says Marsa¬ 
lis’ saxophone-playing brother, 
Branford: “Wynton can be pretty 
stubborn, man. But it was cool. We 
said what we had to say.” 

Affected to some degree by whal 
he has accomplished in the last twc 
years, yet humbled by the constam 
comparisons to Miles Davis and 
other jazzmen whose efforts révolu 
tionized the music at one time or an 
other, Marsalis has reached the firs 
crossroad in his young career. Lav 
ished with praise since his first ap 
pearances with Art Blakey & the 
Jazz Messengers in 1981, he is sud-
denly being criticized by some mem¬ 
bers of the jazz press, who claim his 
songs are overarranged, his execu¬ 
tion of ballads is slipshod and his re¬ 
spect for the jazz tradition is 
somehow lacking. 

“It’s like I’m the enemy now, ’ 
Marsalis bristles in a Columbia Re¬ 
cords conference room the day aftŒ 
his Kool Jazz Festival concert n 
New York. “What am I supposed ta 
be doing, playing ‘Well, You 
Needn’t’ (the Thelonious Monk 
tune) like they did in the ’50s? It s 
like I’m supposed to be Bird (Cha--
lie Parker). There’s no way I’ll te 
able to play like that, ’cause I didn’t 
grow up in that era. And I’m not g > 
ing to go through that,” he says dei-
antly, “so my music’ll be different ” 

Marsalis’ music, which can Ue 
heard on his two solo albums, Thir k 
of One and Wynton Marsalis, is, n 
fact, a challenging blend of bebcp, 
hard bop and post-bop, the predom¬ 
inant jazz idioms from the ’40s :o 
the ’60s, but stops short of embrac¬ 
ing fusion, funk and the other elec¬ 
tronic fads that diluted jazz in tie 
’70s. Even in the best of times, this is 
not exactly a formula for success in 
the music business. Jazz records 
generally sell well below 50,0)0 
copies, yet Marsalis’ self-titled ce-
but has sold in the neighborhood of 
100,000, according to Columba. 
Boasts the artist: “I’m young, m ir-
ketable, and I came along at lie 
right time. I was just lucky, man. ’ 

There’s an even more unuswal 
twist to this story, however. The 
New Orleans-born trumpeter per¬ 
formed the Haydn Trumpet Conaer-
to when he was just 14 and, two 
years later, the Brandenburg Con¬ 
certo No. 2 in F Major, both with :he 
local Philharmonic. At 18, after 
spending the summer at the BaL-
shire Music Center at Tanglewad, 
Marsalis entered Julliard. This fast 
summer saw the simultaneous re¬ 
lease of his second jazz album md 
his first classical recording, Hay in/ 
Hummel/L. Mozart Trumpet Con¬ 
certos (with the National Philhar¬ 
monic), on CBS Masterwoiks. 
That’s no simple feat. 

“I can do something,” Marsalis 
observes while carefully dividing a 
strawberry on the lunch platter hat 
has been provided for him, “nobody 
else can do right now—I can ,lay 
classical music and jazz eq telly 
well. That’s not a statement of erro-
gance; it’s just saying I know I can 
do that. Which means I’ll »ever 
have to play funk to make mcney. 
Classical is my ace-in-the-hole. ’ 

But jazz is, without ques ion, 
Marsalis’ first love. His father. 31is, 
a jazz pianist who worked regularly 
with Al Hirt when Wynton was 

growing up, was a major influence, 
as were the recordings of John Col¬ 
trane and Miles Davis, which he 
first encountered at age 12. 

Interestingly, in 1977, when the 
first edition of Herbie Hancock’s 
V.S.O.P. group made the rounds, 
Marsalis didn't know that Hancock, 
Ron Carter and Tony Williams, the 
superstar trio he’s subsequently 
toured with in two of the last three 
summers, had ever played with 
Miles Davis. “When I heard that 
first V.S.O.P. record, I never lis¬ 
tened to the jazz side,” he laughs. “I 
only listened to the funk side.” 

But Marsalis, who was only 15 
then, has had the last laugh on those 
who predicted he would never be 
able to handle the pressure of tour¬ 
ing with musicians of the V.S.O.P. 
caliber (who happened to be twice 
his age), much less the group’s ’60s-
based repertoire. “Sure, I was 

scared,” he says of the 1981 con¬ 
certs. "The first few nights I didn’t 
have any idea what was going on. 
But they made me comfortable. Ron 
kept telling me, ‘It’s cool, man.’ 
Now I know more. I love it; it’s chal¬ 
lenging on your brain.” 

Both in concert and in the record¬ 
ing studio, Marsalis employs a me¬ 
dium-large Bach trumpet with a 
72-sized bell. His mouthpiece is a 
1 '/2 B-cup Bach with a 25 throw. “I 
like Bach trumpets," he explains, 
“because they’re real heavy trum¬ 
pets and the sound doesn’t spread 
too much. The only problem is 
they’re better for classical music 
than jazz.” Marsalis is hoping to 
have a custom trumpet made to his 
own specifications in the near fu¬ 
ture. “I want a real big trumpet and 
a real big mouthpiece so I can get 
the maximum of everything. With a 
bigger bell I think my sound would 

is at the crossroads: “My music will be different.' 

be more open.” 
And what’s next on the recording 

agenda for Wynton Marsalis? He 
pauses to give the subject sufficient 
thought. "Maybe I’ll do a string rec¬ 

ord. Orchestrated, you know, with 
ballads. They say I can’t play bal¬ 
lads,” he smiles. “I’ll show them.” 

Just like he showed Johnny 
Carson. O 
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Loftech’s TS-1: Three Tools 
In One Affordable Package 
By Stan Cotey and 
David Gans 

he lines between 
“professional audio,” 
“consumer electron¬ 
ics,” “musical instru¬ 
ments,” "broadcast” 
and other classifica¬ 

tions of recorders, amplifiers, signal 
processors, etc., are becoming in¬ 
creasingly blurred. Equipment 
which was once prohibitively expen¬ 
sive is now finding its way into home 
studios; sophisticated rack-mounted 
gear is being used where once a 
Fender amp was the state of the art; 
and the “techno" in techno-pop re¬ 
fers both to the sophisticated pro¬ 
duction methods (synchronizing 
several machines so a two-person 
band can sound like a dozen) and the 
advanced digital synthesizers and 
drum machines currently in vogue. 

The interfacing of these diverse 
devices, many of which operate at 
different internal levels because of 
the design traditions from which 
they sprung and the needs which 
they were meant to meet, is more 
critical—and user maintenance and 
calibration more common—than 
ever before. A tool such as Loftech’s 
TS-1 test set can be handy for musi¬ 
cians, recording engineers, equip¬ 
ment handlers and even audiophiles, 
since it combines three essential test¬ 
ing tools (audio oscillator, frequency 
counter and decibel meter) in one 
small and well-documented package. 

“Well-documented” is an impor¬ 
tant feature, especially in a piece of 
equipment intended for use other 
than exclusively by professional tech¬ 
nicians. A great tool can be rendered 
virtually useless by poor instructions; 
such is definitely not the case with 
the TS-1. The manual furnished with 
the test set. Audio Measurements/ 

book explains such elusive (but basic) 
concepts as relative decibel values 
(dBv, dBV and dBM and how they 
refer to specific voltages—and how 
they relate to the “O VU" reference 
common to all genera of gear and dif¬ 
ferent in each), RIAA equalization 
curves, etc. 

There's a discussion of the impor¬ 
tance of measuring frequency re¬ 
sponse—not just to verify published 
specs, but as a periodic check on the 
state of your equipment. For the 

systems, etc.; even without any 
moving parts, electronic devices are 
subject to their own version of wear 
and tear as capacitors and other 
parts age and deteriorate.The degra¬ 
dation in performance is often too 
gradual to be noticed; comparing 
test results against specifications, 
however, will show it immediately. 

Measuring signal-to-noise ratios 
can be educational as well as practi¬ 
cal for home-recording enthusiasts, 
rack-minded musicians, and others. 

component’s S/N ratio relative to 
nominal output level, “O VU” and 
maximum output can teach an ob¬ 
servant do-it-yourselfer a great deal 
about local and system-wide perfor¬ 
mance, especially when real-world 
behavior can be compared with the¬ 
oretical expectations. 
Audio Measurements even de¬ 

scribes a method for testing a micro¬ 
phone’s performance while in use, as 
an aid for troubleshooting of mixers 
as well as determining the condition 
of the mike itself. There’s a method 
for determining the input and out¬ 
put impedances of various devices 
(except microphones), including a 
chart which maps impedance values 
into dB readings on the meter. Oth¬ 
er information is provided relating 
the TS-1 to crossover alignment, 
tape deck bias and azimuth adjust¬ 
ment, speaker-system troubleshoot¬ 
ing, measurement of frequency 
response in all kinds of devices, and 
more. It wouldn’t be at all surpris-

grounding three separate pieces of 
test gear. 
The audio oscillator produces a 

sine wave sweepable in frequency 
from 15 Hz to 30 KHz and adjust¬ 
able in level from -70 to 4-18 dB 
(referenced to 0.775 volts; the man¬ 
ual explains how to adjust the TS-1 
so that its nominal “0” corresponds 
to the different operating levels of 
broadcast, pro audio, home multi¬ 
track and musical instrument sys¬ 
tems). Our tests showed that the 
factory specifications are accurate, 
and in some cases understated. The 
oscillator's frequency and ampli¬ 
tude ranges were found to be satis¬ 
factory for most situations—and a 
nice touch is that the response is 
even across the entire frequency 
range, meaning that you don’t have 
to realign every time you change 
frequencies. 
The frequency counter section 

measures from 1 Hz to 99.99 KHz, 
with 1 Hz resolution from 1 to 9999 
Hz and 10 Hz resolution above 10 
KHz. The display is a large, four¬ 
digit, seven-segment LED with two 
discrete LEDs to indicate whether 
the reading is in Hz or KHz. The 
counter is capable of giving accurate 
readings with input levels from -40 
to 4-24 dB (again, as with all our 
measurements, referenced to 0.775 
volts). 
The dB meter measures from -50 

to 4- 24 dB, with accuracy of +1 dB 
from 20 Hz to 20 KHz; the fact that 

Loftech’s TS-1: pro testing at the right price. 

Their Importance and How To 
Make Them, by Larry Blakely and 
John H. Roberts, is informative well 
beyond the basic demands of a user’s 
manual. In addition to step-by-step 
instructions for many operations, the 

same reason a craftsman cleans and 
lubricates his power tools and shar¬ 
pens his saw blades, it is necessary to 
observe the frequency response of 
tape decks, mixers, noise-reduction 

This is one realm where the cross¬ 
breeding of pro audio, musical in¬ 
strument and home stereo gear has 
created a huge potential for trouble¬ 
some interfaces. Measuring one 

The Well-Tempered Equalizer: 
Shaping And Sculpting Sound 
By Craig Anderton 

J
ust about every hi-fi amp 
includes tone controls. 
That way, whether you 
like a booming bass that 
will bring down walls, or 
prefer a bright, trebly 

sound, you can change your stereo’s 
tone to suit your personal tastes. 
Tone controls can also help over¬ 
come acoustical problems. For ex¬ 
ample, if your listening room 
contains sofas, drapes, and other 
furnishings that tend to absorb high 
frequencies, you can turn up the tre¬ 
ble to compensate. 
The tone controls you find on a 

typical hi-fi, however, are primitive 
compared to the tone controls used 
in modern recording studios and PA 
consoles. In fact, much of the pol¬ 
ished sound of today’s music owes a 
lot to selective control of tone. 
Tone control is actually some¬ 

what of a “pop" term; recording en¬ 
gineers refer to tone-altering devices 
as “equalizers,” a holdover from the 
days when tone controls were in¬ 
tended to “equalize" frequency re¬ 
sponse in order to give a more 
accurate sound. But these days 
equalizers do a lot more than help 
recreate the most accurate version 
of reality—they can also tailor and 
modify sounds to create larger-than-
life effects. 
No öne equalizer covers all possi-

blè applications, so many different 

types have been developed. The sim¬ 
plest type is the shelving equalizer, 
which is the bass/treble, boost/cut 
circuit you’ll find on hi-fi and guitar 
amps. These create broad changes at 
the high and low ends of the audio 
spectrum and are extremely com¬ 
mon, probably because different 
people’s ears respond very different¬ 
ly at these higher and lower frequen¬ 
cies. (For example, the older you 
get, the less highs you hear; and at 
softer volumes, the ear is less sensi¬ 
tive to both high and low frequen¬ 
cies. Shelving equalizers can help 
compensate for these situations.) 
While shelving equalizers are effec¬ 
tive for broad sound-shaping, 
though, they are not really suitable 
for precision applications. 
The graphic equalizer represents 

one improvement. Instead of boost¬ 
ing or cutting response in only two 
or three areas (“bands”) of the audio 
spectrum, a graphic splits the spec¬ 
trum up into anywhere from five to 
thirty-one bands. Each band has a 
control which lets you boost or cut 
the response within that band. So, if 
you had a graphic with nine bands at 
60, 120, 250, 500, 1000, 2000, 4000, 
8000, and 16000 Hz (note that these 
are all spaced an octave apart), you 
could cut the response at 60 Hz to 
reduce hum, boost at 120 and 250 
Hz to increase the bass, boost again 
at 2000 or 4000 Hz to make a vocal¬ 
ist môre intelligible, and trim back I 

at 16000 Hz to reduce hiss. Of 
course, this is just one application; 
you might instead want to cut the 
bass, boost the upper midrange, and 
leave the treble flat. 
The graphic equalizer, while far 

more flexible than a simple shelving 
equalizer, still has certain limita¬ 
tions. Suppose with the equalizer 
given above, you wanted to boost 
the response at 3200 Hz? Since there 
is no control for that frequency, 
you’re out of luck; the best you 
could do is boost a bit at 4000 Hz, 
which is the closest frequency band. 
One solution would be a graphic 
that lets you change the frequency 
of each band over a limited range, 
but these are relatively rare and ex¬ 
pensive. A more prevalent way to 
deal with “problem” equalization is 
the parametric equalizer. 

Unlike the graphic, which has 
multiple bands, a parametric will 
typically offer only two to four 
bands (also called “stages”). How¬ 
ever, the parametric gives you a 
much greater degree of control over 
each band. Not only can you boost 
or cut, you can dial in the precise 
frequency at which you want to alter 
the response, and even alter the in¬ 
tensity of the boosting or cutting 
action. 
A parametric can be a real prob¬ 

lem solver. What if a drum sound is 
perfect, but one of the drums is 
slightly too prominent? With a para- I 

ing to learn that Phoenix Audio 
Laboratory is selling the book sepa¬ 
rately (it does sport a $2.00 cover 
price—quite a bargain), since it 
would very likely promote the sales 
of TS-1 s while it advanced the gen¬ 
eral awareness of audio testing on 
the end-user level. 
Now, to the Loftech TS-1 itself. It 

is a combination audio oscillator, 
frequency counter and decibel meter 
contained in a plastic cabinet and 
weighing less than five pounds. The 
combining of these three basic tools 
in one convenient and compact unit 
is of great value to the working tech¬ 
nician as well as to the conscientious 
musician, hobbyist or explorer, sav¬ 
ing a lot of time and hassle com¬ 
pared to setting up and correctly 

metric, you can dial in the frequency 
of the offending drum and cut the 
response at the drum’s resonant fre¬ 
quency, thereby placing the overly 
prominent drum further back in the 
mix. Or how about a bass with a 
“dead spot” on the neck, where the 
response is weaker than at other 
places on the neck? You could dial 
in that dead spot, and add a judi¬ 
cious amount of boost. Other uses 
for parametrics include cutting out 
hum, making effects units less noisy, 
and even eliminating mechanical 
noises such as squeaking chairs and 
air conditioning rumble. 
The more bands available in a 

parametric, the more places in the 
spectrum where you may alter the 
response. While a one-stage para¬ 
metric would be ideal for adding a 
slight midrange peak to a voice to 
increase intelligibility, if you wanted 
to boost the bass as well to make the 
voice a little deeper you would need 
another stage. The more complex 
the response-altering requirements, 
the more stages you would need in 
your parametric. 
While shelving, graphic, and 

parametric equalizers dominate the 
world of equalization, new technol¬ 

it reads out in dB instead of volts is 
extremely practical for most appli¬ 
cations since it saves the extra step 
of converting the value. The input 
impedance of the meter section is 
high enough not to load down most 
applicable audio outputs (which 
would result in inaccurate read¬ 
ings). Its settling time (how long it 
takes to stabilize and read accurate¬ 
ly after a signal is applied) is satis¬ 
factory in both frequency and dB 
modes. 

Ease of operation is the key 
phrase here; the TS-1 is a good idea, 
well-executed and well-document¬ 
ed. With a list price under $300, it 
puts sophisticated test equipment in 
the price range of just about 
everybody. 

ogies are creating new types of tone 
controls. Some recording engineers 
run instruments through the filters 
found in keyboard synthesizers. 
Others use delay lines (see April 
RECORD), phase shifters, and oth¬ 
er special effects used by musicians 
to alter tone. And for a taste of 
things to come, it’s worth noting 
that the Commodore 64 computer 
lets you run sounds through a built-
in filter which can be programmed 
under computer control for a vari¬ 
ety of responses. 

Equalization can brighten dull 
sounds, increase the fullness of thin 
voices by boosting low frequency re¬ 
sponse, improve intelligibility by 
boosting those vocal frequencies 
where sibilants and consonants oc¬ 
cur, turn a dark Les Paul sound into 
a bright Stratocaster sound (or vice-
versa), and perform lots of other 
miracles. In fact, equalizers are so 
useful that they span the range from 
low-cost, consumer oriented devices 
to elaborately engineered, high-end 
equipment for recording studios. 
But whatever the hardware, the goal 
is the same: to shape and sculpt 
sound to end up with something that 
is subjectively .pleasing. O 
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New Products 

The Re vex B261 Tuner, with infrared remote control capability 

The 200 Series from Revox in¬ 
cludes the B261 tuner, which can te 
programmed with 20 frequencies 
plus their call letters and reception 
modes such as stereo/mono, mutir g 
and high blend. Presets are protecs-
ed against power failure or accidei-
tal disconnection of power by vinxe 
of EAROM (Erasable Read-On y 
Memory), a non-volatile memory 
chip which requires no battery back¬ 
up and will retain programmed in¬ 
formation until it is reprogrammed. 
A liquid crystal display shows tie 
frequency and call letters—7 num¬ 
bers for frequency and four letton 
or numbers for the station 
name. 
The B261 has an optional second 

antenna input with the ability to as¬ 
sign either antenna to a given pre -et 

a 5*/2" mid-woofer and a 1" soft-
dome tweeter in the satellites, and a 
12" dual-coil downfiring woofer in 
the bass module. All three cabinets 
are finished in mar-resistant real 
walnut veneers, and the subwoofers 
has casters to make it easy to 
move. 

Sharp's Music Processor in¬ 
cludes a compact keyboard-like de¬ 
vice with a microprocessor memory 
capable of storing up to 340 notes 
and chords so that a song can be 
programmed and then played back 
at the touch of a button. The input 
melody can be recorded onto cas¬ 
sette as either digital or analog infor¬ 
mation—which is to say that the 
program can be recorded as music 
for playback on this or other sys¬ 
tems or stored on cassette in its com-

tures two-way speakers, AM/FM 
tuner, Automatic Program Search 
System, and more. 

After a four-year absence from 
the market, the AR Turntable is 
back sporting new design from top 
to bottom. A universal tone arm 

■ 

The newly-designed AR Turntable 

The R- 100’s other features in¬ 
clude a Dynamic Noise Canceller 
circuit, which increases signal-to-
noise ratio in music from tape, disc 
or tuner without the need for encod¬ 
ing and decoding systems such as 
Dolby or dbx; an “auto phono” cir¬ 
cuit switches the unit’s input to Pho¬ 
no whenever the turntable is activat¬ 
ed; Zero Distortion Rule power am¬ 
plification; Computer Servo Lock 

Sharp s Music Processor with microprocessor memory 

vrfrfc 

Infinity Systems' Reference Standard A693 Automotive Speaker 

for optimum reception. Other ea-
tures include a built-in 400 Hz test 
tone, used to set levels on a tepe 
deck when recording from the un-
er; headphone jack with its own lev¬ 
el control; variable output level; 
adjustable muting threshold forste-

puter-code form. The latter method 
requires only 20 seconds of tape, so a 
single cassette can hold dozens of 
compositions. The Music Processor 
has four rhythm patterns (waltz, 
swing, rock ’n’ roll and beguine) and 
three tones (xylophone, piano and 

mounting platform will accommo¬ 
date most audiophile tone arms, or 
the turntable may be purchased 
with its own ultra low-mass tone 
arm. The platter rides a three-point 
spring hung suspension which iso¬ 
lates the system from the wood ve¬ 
neer top and base. Wow and flutter 
specifications are 0.03%, with rum¬ 
ble less than or equal to -65 dB (DIN 
B weighted). The AR Turntable is 
available in either walnut or oak ve¬ 
neer finish. 
Yamaha’s new home receivers in¬ 

corporate microprocessor control 
for added flexibility of operation 
and sound. The R-100, with 100 
watts per channel, features Yama¬ 
ha’s new Computer Control Sound 
System (CCSS), a five-band equaliz¬ 
er that replaces conventional tone 
controls, loudness controls and fil¬ 
ters and permits one-touch selection 
of parameters. Three different re¬ 
sponse curves for different listening 
situations can be preset in the R-

Synthesizer tuning for optimum 
performance under varying recep¬ 
tion conditions; a Spatial Expander 
Control which extends the stereo 
field beyond the physical location of 
the speakers; a 10-station Random 
Access Station Status Memory 
which stores frequency and tuning 

functions; the 32K EPROM memo¬ 
ry, programmed by Tandberg, can 
be updated at a later date to add 
functions. The TCD 3014 also in¬ 
cludes an infrared remote control, 
Dolby B and C noise reduction, 
fixed as well as variable outputs on 
the back panel, etc. 
The B&W DM17 Limited is a 

compact loudspeaker system de¬ 
signed to provide high-grade perfor¬ 
mance in smaller listening rooms. 
The bass/midrange driver features a 
150-millimeter Bextrene thermo¬ 
plastic cone heavily damped with 
polyvinyl acetate compounds, and a 
26-mm high-temperature voice coil, 
phenolic resin impregnated on a 
foil-lined former. The high-frequen¬ 
cy driver’s diaphragm is a 26-mm 
multi-filament polyester weave 
dome with a 26-mm voice coil and a 
high-energy nickel cobalt center 
pole in the magnet system. The 
high-frequency driver is time-
aligned in relation to the bass/mid-
range driver; along with a 
computer-optimized crossover net¬ 
work, the system puts out a coher¬ 
ent, symmetrical wavefront. 
The speaker pairs are computer-

matched to within -[-0.5 dB for opti¬ 
mum performance; B&W’s “audio 
powered overload circuit” cuts out 
the drive unit if the preset safety 
power level is exceeded, then re-

Interlink's high resolution bandwidth balanced interconnect cables 
reo and for station. 
The Revox 200 Series include: the 

B201 infrared remote control, wtich 
will operate the B261 as well as ether 
200 Series items and other R«vox 
products. The B201 controls ar the 
functions of the tuner, tape tran^-ort 
and integrated amplifier—including 
source selection, balance, tone-con¬ 
trol presets, etc.—all in one hand-
-held, wireless unit which con ains 
two microprocessors. 

Infinity Systems’ Reference 
Standard Automotive Specters 
are equipped with polypropylene 
woofers, Infinity’s exclusive EMIT 
tweeter, reinforced grilled, heavy-
duty steel frames and rugged criver 
materials. There are four models, 
designed to fit “almost anywh« re in 
any vehicle.” 
The A693, the top of the line, is a 

three-way system with a polycarbon¬ 
ate midrange driver mounted in a 
module with the tweeter to mirimize 
interference from the woofer; the 
A63 is another three-way system, de¬ 
signed for smaller locations, with a 
smaller woofer than the A69L the 
A62 is a two-way design in a 6‘/2" 
round configuration; the A42, 4" in 
diameter, can be placed in situations 
where the mounting depth i: only 
3/4." Its polypropylene woefer is 
linked to a separate polymer cone 
through a mechanical crossov :r. 
The PS-30 loudspeaker system 

from Design Acoustics applies 
point-source technology to ax earli¬ 
er design, as well as improvi ig effi¬ 
ciency. The two satellite speakers 
are arranged in a mirror-image 
asymmetrical configuration or op¬ 
timum imaging, with a variable 
tweeter adjustment to compensate 
for room acoustics. Drivers nclude 

organ), as well as a variable tempo 
control. The double cassette feature 
enables the user to make “sound on 
sound” recordings as well as editing 
and duplicating tapes. It also fea-

100’s memory, recalled at the touch 
of a button, and adjusted with an 
up/down control bar within a range 
of ± 12 dB; the curve is displayed on 
an LED graph. 

Design Acoustics’ PS-30 Loudspeaker System 

mode data for ten presets; two tape 
monitors with dubbing; Infra-red 
remote control; and more. 

There are four other models in 
this line, ranging down to 25 watts 
per channel and with different com¬ 
binations of these advanced 
features. 

Tandberg’s new TCD 3014 cas¬ 
sette recorder was designed to ad¬ 
vance the state of the tape-deck art 
while maintaining a “user-friendly” 
front panel design. The audio cir¬ 
cuitry uses up-to-date design tech¬ 
niques including direct coupling 
throughout the signal path, discrete 
transistors instead of integrated cir¬ 
cuits (except in the Dolby B and C 
chips), phase compensated ultra-
wideband amplifiers, high-grade re¬ 
sistors and capacitors, a subsonic 
filter, etc. Two built-in tone genera¬ 
tors enable the user to adjust bias, 
sensitivity and record head azimuth; 
equalized peak-reading meters with 
rapid attack and slow release 
achieve response to 2-millisecond 
peaks (plenty quick enough for most 
musical transients) within 1 dB. 

Tandberg’s patented “Dyneq” 
system varies the high-frequency 
record equalization to optimize 
high-frequency information; the 
new Actilinear II transconductance 
amplifier increases the headroom of 
the record amplifier to a level 20 dB 
beyond the signal current require¬ 
ments of any currently-available 
tape. The transport uses four servo¬ 
controlled DC motors in a closed-
loop dual-capstan drive, with sever¬ 
al features incorporated to protect 
the tape against spillage, stretching, 
etc. An 8-bit microprocessor con¬ 
trols all transport operations, in¬ 
cluding scan, search and memory 

stores operation automatically 
when the overload condition is re¬ 
moved. An LED at the base of the 
cabinet gives a visual indication of 
the overload condition. Cabinets are 
available in veneers of walnut or 
black ash. 

Interlink High Resolution “Band¬ 
width Balanced’’ Cables are de¬ 
signed to increase clarity, dynamic 
range and imaging while lowering 
distortion in audio component sys¬ 
tems. These cables feature a bal¬ 
anced-lined configuration of two 
identical litz wires inside a densely 
braided copper shield. The litz wires 
are made of many gauges for accu¬ 
rate response throughout the audi¬ 
ble range; balanced lines reduce 
phase disturbances and interference 
from outside. Interlink Reference 
Cable, also from Monster Cable of 
San Francisco, uses a sophisticated 
three-wire multiple-gauge network 
for each conductor, providing “ab¬ 
solute coherency of frequency and 
phase response” over the entire mu¬ 
sical spectrum. A thick core wire 
handles information from subsonic 
to 300 Hz; four intermediate-sized 
conductors handle the midrange; 
and hair-thin strands transmit fre¬ 
quencies over 700 Hz. 
The new Paper Thin Crash Cym¬ 

bal from Avedis Zildjian is de¬ 
signed for fast response and rapid 
decay—“a precise, bright crash that 
cuts out quickly,” according to 
company president Armand Zild¬ 
jian. The cymbal is exceptionally 
thin, almost flat in profile, and given 
a smooth, lustrous finish. It’s avail¬ 
able in 14", 15", 16", and 17" diam¬ 
eters. Avedis Zildjian Company, 
Longwater Drive, Norwell MA 
02061. 
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Country 
That 
Counts 

Delia Bell 
Delia Bell 
Warner Bros. 

Old Familiar Feeling 
The Whites 
Warner Bros. 

By Crispin Sartwell 

As these two breathtaking al¬ 
bums demonstrate, country 

music has been busily, and joyfully, 
rediscovering its past. As a result, 
the form is as rich and vital now as 
at any time in its history. 

In the late ’70s, success for coun¬ 
try stars meant crossing over to the 
pop charts. Established performers 
like Dolly Parton and Willie Nelson 
recorded light soul and old-time 
jazz, respectively, and relative new¬ 
comers like Kenny Rogers, Crystal 
Gayle and Ronnie Milsap estab¬ 
lished their careers with syrupy 
crossover hits. 

Crossing over to pop brought 
country music high sales and high 
visibility, but it also eroded coun¬ 
try’s distinctive sound and emotion¬ 
al impact. After merging with the 
mainstream, it seemed that country 
music might disappear completely. 
Great singers like Tammy Wynette 
and Merle Haggard, who didn’t try 
very hard to change their sound, be¬ 
gan to seem anachronistic, and they 
receded from the forefront of the 
genre. Southern drawls and twang¬ 
ing pedal-steel guitars, formerly 
country’s signatures, were out of 
fashion. 

But about three years ago, the pop 
charts, by and large, stopped accept¬ 
ing country songs. Radio stations 
tightened their playlists and record 
companies stopped promoting 
country artists to pop audiences. 
Country acts (and black acts as well) 
were thrown back on their own re¬ 
sources, on their original audiences. 
As a result, 1980 and ’81 produced 
such pleasant phenomena as the re¬ 
discovery of George Jones, one of 
Conway Twitty’s finest albums, Mr. 
T. Barbara Mandrell’s huge hit “I 
Was Country When Country 
Wasn’t Cool,” and the emergence of 
bluesy new stars like Lacy J. Dalton 
and John Anderson, all of which 
served to codify the country audi¬ 
ence’s pride in the music it loved. 
Drawls and twangs were back in 
fashion. 

It was only a matter of time before 
country proceeded backwards to¬ 
ward its origins in mountain music 
and bluegrass. Largely under the ae¬ 
gis of Emmylou Harris and former 
Hot Band member Ricky Skaggs, 
1982 and ’83 have been years in 
which it has done just that. Both 
Harris and Skaggs, particularly the 
latter, have had hits in an acoustic, 
semi-bluegrass vein, but with Delia 
Bell and Old Familiar Feeling. 
they’ve diversified into A&R and 
production. 

Produced by Harris, Delia Bell is 
pure, perfect country music. Bell 
sings with absolutely no ornamenta¬ 
tion or affectation; she weaves her 
raw ruralism over extremely simple 
instrumental tracks. Songs of the 
Carter Family close both sides, and 
they’re performed with simulta¬ 

neous freshness and veneration of 
tradition. 
The album’s all-star lineup in¬ 

cludes Byron Berline and Carl Jack-
son; Harris and Holly Tashian 
provide beautiful harmonies on 
many of the songs, and John Ander¬ 
son performs a duet with Bell on 
“Flame In My Heart.” Still, it’s 
Bell’s uncut gem of a voice that’s the 
center of this album; her singing is 
both rough-edged and radiant. 
The rough edges, in fact, may 

keep Delia Bell from producing any 
hit songs; it’s perhaps too old-fash¬ 
ioned for substantial airplay. Not so 
the music of the Whites; Old Famil¬ 
iar Feeling has already produced 
three lovely hits: “You Put the Blue 
In Me,” “Hangin’ Around,” and “I 
Wonder Who’s Holdin’ My Baby 
Tonight.” On these and other songs, 
the Whites steer a deft course be¬ 
tween the traditional and the com¬ 
mercial viable. 
There are three Whites on this al¬ 

bum; Buck, a longtime journeyman 
pianist, mandolin player, and sing¬ 
er, and two of his daughters, Sharon 
White and Cheryl White Warren. 
Sharon is married to Ricky Skaggs, 
who produced this album with the 
sumptuous understatement of his 
own recent work. 
The Whites specialize in gentle 

songs that are carried by the daugh¬ 
ters’ sweet harmonies and Jerry 
Douglas’ distinctive dobro. Dad 
adds swing flourishes on piano and 
vocals. This is music that’s as simply 

enjoyable as anything current coun¬ 
try has to offer. 
Those who forget the past may be 

condemned to repeat it, but as these 
albums indicate, country music, in 
recalling its past, is creating a mar¬ 
velous future. 

The Best of Slim Harpo— 
The Original King Bee 
Slim Harpo 
Rhino 

The Okeh Sessions 
Big Maybelle 
Epic 

By Derk Richardson 

Sometimes history bears repeat¬ 
ing. Just ask the Rolling Stones, 

Van Morrison, The Kinks and Dave 
Edmunds. They are among the 
many who spotted the genius of 
Louisiana bluesman James Isaac 

Moore and reworked his sound into 
their own. Moore, who became 
known as Slim Harpo in the late 
1950s, is best remembered for his 
1966 hit, “Baby, Scratch My Back.” 
But without the precedent of his 
thick, swampy blues style and the 
raw material of his songwriting, a 
1980s’ blues band like the Fabulous 
Thunderbirds wouldn’t be half so 
fabulous. 
Harpo might have become more 

than a fascinating minor figure in 
the history of the blues if he’d had 
time to capitalize on the success of 
“Baby, Scratch My Back,” but he 
died of a heart attack in 1970, leav¬ 
ing his laconic legacy to the likes of 
the T-Birds and Rhino Records, the 
cockeyed L. A. indie which collected 
this invaluable selection of nuggets. 

“Baby, Scratch My Back,” with 
its lazy beat, simple, echoey guitar 
line, down home harp and quietly 
evil vocal, opens the LP. It’s any¬ 
thing but downhill from the hit. In¬ 
cluded are “I’m a King Bee” and 
“Shake Your Hips” (both covered 
by the Stones), “Tip On In,” (re¬ 
vived by the Thunderbirds), the 
classic “Mohair Sam,” and a touch¬ 
ing, Fats Domino-styled “Raining 
in My Heart.” 

Like other bluesmen recorded at 
J.D. Miller’s Crowley, Louisiana, 
studio in the late ’50s and early 
’60s—such as Lazy Lester and 
Rocket Morgan—Harpo played 
and sang with a unique tension 
somewhere between smouldering 

passion and an “I don’t give a 
damn” off-handedness. The results 
are sultry and dark—hot enough to 
give off steam, eerie enough to give 
you the willies. 

Mabel Smith’s story was as hard-
lucked and star-crossed as any that 
the blues ever laid on a woman. 
Earning her stage name, by weigh¬ 
ing in at over 250, Big Maybelle was 
never able to savor the success that 
her enormous talent as a blues, 
R & B and jazz singer might have 
brought. The heroin habit which fi¬ 
nally brought her down in 1972 de¬ 
voured a large part of her career as 
well. It took awhile to get to her 
voice. 

This double LP chronicles the 
sides she cut for the Okeh label from 
1952 to 1955. From “Just Want 
Your Love” through "Whole Lotta 
Shakin’ Goin’ On,” Maybelle is a 
tower of strength, seizing and some¬ 
times overpowering the songs with 
her giant voice. Although the ar¬ 
rangements, performed by such ace 
R & B and jazz musicians as trum¬ 
peter Joe Wilder, tenor saxophonist 
Sam “The Man” Taylor and drum¬ 
mer Panama Francis, are ripe with 
intrigue, these are performances less 
likely to seduce you than to bowl 
you over. 
The down and dirty humor of her 

legendary live shows and the jazz 
stylings of her later sessions for Sa¬ 
voy (available on the Roots of Rock 
’n ’ Roll series) are secondary here to 
Maybelle’s terrifying hurricane of a 
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voice. Bessie Smith before her and 
very few after unleashed similar 
furies upon a song. Hers is the wal 
of a willful woman whose heart may 
have been broken and whose bocy 
may have been possessed by jurk 
but who would take no guff fron 
anyone—a woman trying to gam 
some control in the world by eri-
bracing it with a song. 

The Pursuit of Accidents 
Level 42 
Polydor 

By Bill Flanagan 

Level 42 are a British funk bald 
who . .. No! Wait, come back 

here! These guys are okay. 
The English have a remarka ile 

gift for absorbing American musi :al 
forms and feeding them back to us 
with fresh enthusiasm. A quartet ed 
by singer/bassist Mark King, Level 
42 play light, melodic funk of a sjrt 
Americans have become too sop! is-
ticated to produce. It’s a little 1 ke 
middle period Steely Dan (without 
the black humor and irony) and a 
little like the Police (without a ftot 
in new wave). Level 42 aren’t equal 
to those two bands, but they h ive 
the sort of youthful enthusiasm he 
old pros have left behind. 
When American rockers get so¬ 

phisticated they move toward jizz 
(we created fusion) while Brittns 
tend toward Europe’s classical ra-
dition (they created art ro«-k). 
Though Level 42’s U.S. roots e :ho 
throughout the LP, the vocal m do-
dies occasionally drift toward ifes 
territory. The fairy dust singing on 
“Eyes Waterfalling” draws at en-
tion to the silly lyrics (“Take me out 
to play, let me find a way to be/Let 
me feel the sun, life has just be^un 
for me”). 

Yet starry-eyed innocence can 
also be charming. The instrumeital 
“Shapeshifter” sounds for all the 
world like Herbie Hancock plaping 
one of Vince Gauraldi’s Che rlie 
Brown scores; funky, technically 
precise, and at the same time fesh 
and opened. 
“Are You Hearing” and “ .ast 

Chance” are fine mainstream dence 
numbers that demonstrate the 
group’s greatest asset: in this ee of 
disco-synth bands Level 42 scund 
like breathing, sweating hu nan 
beings. 

wards explaining the full realization 
he achieves here. He combines the 
churchy bravado of the great ’60s 
soul shouters with the smoother, 
more urbane approach of contem¬ 
porary crooners. 
The album opens with an old-

time bubblegum soul number, “Su¬ 
per Love.” Gill’s producer, Freddie 
Perren, probably expected this kid 
to sound like early Michael Jackson, 
but that implies a serious misjudg¬ 
ment of Gill’s abilities. He throws 
down too hard to be talking about 
puppy love. 

It’s no coincidence that Perren, 
who also co-wrote most of the al¬ 
bum’s songs, produced the J5 in 
their early years. Most of Johnny 
Gill, however, owes more to another 
recent Perren product: the Spinners’ 
Grand Slam. It’s light funk with 
synthesizer as its basic instrument. 

But Gill has the potential to han¬ 
dle songs of much more emotional 
depth and breadth. He’s at his most 
convincing belting out the old Sam 
and Dave song, “When Something 
is Wrong With My Baby.” And 
while the original arrangement is 
still the best, Gill does manage to 
uncover some heretofore-unnoticed 
nuances in the Hayes/Porter tune. 

Gill drew the attention of record 
companies through his acquaint¬ 
ance with another D.C. teen phe¬ 
nom, Stacy Lattisaw; both went to 
Sousa Jr. High. Narada Michael 
Walden has produced Lattisaw with 
breezy wit, playing up her girlish¬ 
ness and sense of humor. Perren 
takes a somewhat more serious ap¬ 
proach here, and provides several 
fine frames for Gill’s range and pow¬ 
er. “Thank You” is a particularly 
moving composition; on it, Gill cre¬ 
ates a bittersweet minor-key 
ambience. 

Gill slides perfectly into the groove 
on two gospel-oriented funk songs, 
“Guilty” and “Half Steppin’,” on 
which he bids fair to become the next 
James Brown. And even “I’m Sor¬ 
ry,” a maundering apology for a 
song, is redeemed by the artist’s intu¬ 
itive mastery of melody. 

Everywhere At Once 
The Plimsouls 
Geffen 

The Key 
Joan Armatrading 
A&M 

By Jim Toler 

Perhaps The Key’s most audible 
sound is the collective mutter¬ 

ings of long-time Joan Armatrad¬ 
ing fans. For although the wattage 
has gradually increased on her past 
few albums. The Key is Armatrad-
ing’s free-fall into taut, bristling 
rock. The album’s opener, “(I Love 
It When You) Call Me Names,” 
with its ominous, growling/sput-
tering bass line and thick, industri¬ 
al strength beat, defiantly stakes 
out a new, aggressive musical turf 
for Armatrading. At first it’s as dis¬ 

concerting as, say, encountering 
Kate and Anna McGarrigle doing 
“Cat Scratch Fever,” but Arma-
trading’s confidence has never 
seemed so solid, nor her musical 
skills so finely honed. 

Produced by Steve Lillywhite 
and, for two tracks, Vai Garay (the 
ophthalmologist for “Bette Davis 
Eyes”), The Key frames Armatrad-
ing’s straightforward, melodic 
songs with dense instrumental tex¬ 
ture. However, her voice (she is 
certainly one of rock’s most power¬ 
ful and expressive singers) more 
than stands up to the production. 
Moreover, she has that rarest of vo¬ 
cal qualities: the ability to convey 
the excitement and urgency funda¬ 
mental to the best rock without re¬ 
sorting to melodrama or stridency. 
The album contains 11 of the 

most direct songs Armatrading has 
ever written. Less idiosyncratic and 
lyrical than her earlier efforts, they 
nonetheless avoid formula. And for 
the first time one can discern out¬ 
side influences: “What Do Boys 
Dream” is Go-Go’s style pop, but 
smarter; with its lilting melody, 
great brass charts and early ’60s sen¬ 
sibility, “Foolish Pride” is the clos¬ 
est Armatrading’s ever come to the 
perfect radio single. "Bad Habits” 

wears its Rolling Stones badge of 
approval proudly—and justifiably, 
since it beats anything Mick and 
Keith have come up with in years. 

“I want the key to your heart,” 
Armatrading sings in the title track, 
and certainly The Key is her most 
overt attempt to gain America’s ac¬ 
ceptance. She’s long overdue, but 
with music this compelling she 
shouldn’t have to ask anymore. 
Jim Toler's review has been select¬ 

ed as the winning entry in the Joan 
Armatrading Key Contest an¬ 
nounced in the June RECORD. His 
prize is an expenses-paid trip to see 
Armatrading in concert in either 
New York City or Vancouver. Toler, 
30 years old. lives in Superior, Michi¬ 
gan, where he attends Washtenaw 
Community College and owns a 
blueberry farm. When notified of the 
editors’ decision, Toler replied: 
“You’re kidding. I wanted to win 
fourth place; I wanted the 50 al¬ 
bums. " Sorry, Jim. Second prize 
(keys to a Honda Aero 50) went to 
Dan McMillan of Oregon City, Ore¬ 
gon. Third prize (a Casiotone 501 
keyboard) went to Michael Roberts 
of Grand Junction, Colorado. Fourth 
prize (choice of 50 albums from the 
A&M Records library) went to Tim 
Gioe of Hanover Park, Illinois. 

Johnny Gill 
Johnny Gill 
Cotillion 

By Crispin Sartwell 

Johnny Gill, a sixteen-yeaj-old vocal prodigy from Washington, 
D.C., is an astonishingly matu e tal¬ 
ent. His debut album fails in nany 
ways to provide an ideal showcase 
for that talent, but his raw tbility 
and intelligence cannot be con¬ 
cealed even by relatively meiiocre 
material. 

Saying that Gill is mature coesn’t 
mean his voice has changed (tiough 
it has), but that he’s a self assured 
interpreter with a well-developed 
sense of timbre, phrasing a«d dy¬ 
namics. He’s spent most of us life 
singing in a choir, which goes far to¬ 

By J.D. Considine 

After their debut album, The 
Plimsouls, sank without a trace 

two years ago, it looked as if the 
Plimsouls were doomed to join the 
Romantics, 20/20 and the Brains in 
the ranks of great regional bands 
that got screwed in a major label 
deal. Yet here they are again, back 
in the big time with an album that 
not only successfully adapts the 
Plimsouls sound to AOR dimen¬ 
sions, but does so without sacrific¬ 
ing their garage band grittiness. In 
short, Everywhere At Once lets them 
have their cake and eat it, too. 

There have been some changes 
made, the most obvious being the re¬ 
think of “A Million Miles Away,” 
which hard-core fans no doubt re¬ 
member as last year’s hit-that-nev-
er-was. But even as producer Jeff 
Eyrich smoothed the band’s materi¬ 
al for general market consumption, 
he merely emphasized their pop in¬ 
stincts; none of the band’s snap or 
crackle was dropped in favor of the 
pop. In fact, Greg Ladanyi’s mix 
gives the Plimsouls a hot and sweaty 
sound that would do any rec room 
proud. 

Still, the bulk of the credit belongs 
where you’d expect—with the band. 
Pete Case is equally adept at sophis¬ 
ticated chord changes, as with the 
spring-tense verse structure to 
“Shaky City,” and refitting old 
chestnuts, the way "Lie, Beg, Bor¬ 
row and Steal” winks at “Dirty Wa¬ 
ter.” But what he knows best is how 

to make a guitar roar like an orches¬ 
tra and how to get the most out of a 
battered voice, and between them he 
gives the Plimsouls the sort of gutsy 
drive that’s hard to find outside the 
oldies bin. Not that these guys are 
locked in the past—Lou Ramirez is 
as contemporary a drummer as any¬ 
body could want, and Eddie Mu¬ 
noz’s arsenal of lead licks is pretty 
much state of the art—just that they 
understand what made those old 
records work, and what still makes 
records work. And if you need 
proof, well, it’s waiting for you right 
on this record. Do yourself a favor, 
and check it out soon. 

Power, Corruption, and Lies 
New Order 
Factory/Rough Trade 

By Stuart Cohn 

lV[ew Order is three-fourths of 
is Joy Division, the missing quar¬ 
ter being Ian Curtis, one of the few 
post-’60s rock singers ever to be¬ 
come a legend in his own time. Cur¬ 
tis, though, didn’t live to see much 
of his own time. He hung himself in 
1980 at the age of 23, victim of a love 
triangle he couldn’t resolve. 
The reason I mention this is be¬ 

cause Curtis’ death, coming on the 
eve of Joy Division’s first American 
tour, prevented that group from 
gaining the household-word status 
that seemed assured them. One of 
the most influential of the late-sev-
enties post-punk Brits, their music 
spawned at least three trends—the 
new Romantics, the psychedelic re¬ 
vival, the synthesizer revolution— 
and an almost unbearably avid and 
loyal cult. A Joy Division fan wor¬ 
ships Curtis’ suicide as the ultimate 
gesture of the romantic and alienat¬ 
ed adolescent. But however uplift¬ 
ing their music got—and their final 
single, “Love Will Tear Us Apart,” 
is about as richly joyous as rock can 
get—Joy Division’s overall mood 
was one of desolation; they spoke for 
a young man who could not fit him¬ 
self into this world. 
New Order has to bear Curtis’ 

legacy, but their mood is something 
different. Their voice represents a 
disaffected spirit, too, but one which 
avoids self-dramatization, says its 
piece and gets on with it. The voice 
belongs to guitarist Bernard Al¬ 
brecht, and when he sings, “For 
these last few days/Leave me 
alone,” I think of a person dying a 

natural death, not a suicide. 
There’s warmth, humor and a 

self-deprecating ambiguity amidst 
the high seriousness on this album, 
the group’s second (the Movement 
LP, a five-song EP, and the dance¬ 
hit 12-inch “Blue Monday”/“The 
Beach” are their other U.S. wax¬ 
ings). On the record’s best song, 
“Your Silent Face,” the singer lam¬ 
poons and dismisses a person ob¬ 
sessed with silence and nothing¬ 
ness—“The thought that never 
changes/remains a stupid lie”—yet 
feels a bit incommunicado himself 
(“You caught me at a bad time/So 
why don’t you piss off”). The 
group embodies these conflicting 
attitudes with church organ synths, 
twangy guitar, and a jaunty, insou¬ 
ciant rhythm box to make a gor¬ 
geous yet gently mocking hymn to 
alienation. 
New Order, though, is not an “at¬ 

titude” group. Albrecht’s shy, stran¬ 
gulated singing style turns your 
attention away from the words and 
back to the music. And the music is 
rewarding for its texture and nu¬ 
ance. “Ecstasy” ’s glistening voco-
dered voices; the stately tempo and 
meditative jazz chording of "We All 
Stand”; the early-'70s-Miles static 
funk bass bridging the two wry elec¬ 
tro-disco sections of “The Vil¬ 
lage” . . . it’s a new kind of ear 
candy which penetrates the emo¬ 
tions and the pleasure center. 

Joy Division was a glacial wind, 
but New Order is more alive. When 
the expansive, chiming guitars meet 
the almost garroted vocals of 
“Leave Me Alone,” the tension is 
warming, pleasant. The lyrics turn 
away from issues of entrapment and 
transcendance and instead focus on 
simple images: “On a thousand is¬ 
lands in the sea/I see a thousand 
people just like me/A hundred 
unions in the snow/I watch them 
walking, falling in a row.” In the 
background, the group exults in the 
formalistic interplay of sound and 
texture, thereby finding beauty 
which one can live with and, in their 
own way, getting to where Ian Cur¬ 
tis wanted to go. 

Body Wishes 
Rod Stewart 
Warner Bros. 

By Dan Hedges 

Ever since he divorced Ron 
Wood and set sail for Beverly 

Hills back around ’75, Rod Stewart 
has been sounding more and more 
like the right guest stranded at the 
wrong party. Make no mistake 
about it, the man can sing; the pipes 
that once fronted the Faces and 
strolled down Gasoline Alley have, 
if anything, improved with the pas-
ing years. 

But by repeatedly striking his 
poses against the shopping mall 
backdrop of L.A. disco-schlock/ 
Cuisinart rock that’s characterized 
so much of his West Coast output, 
the poor guy’s only succeeded in 
cutting his own throat for the sake 
of a few hit singles, sadly turning his 
career into something akin to a sit¬ 
com. Over the past eight years, 
Stewart’s Saturday night, nod-is-as-
good-as-a-wink recklessness has 
given way to a strangely humorless 
brand of cartoon parody: Rod Stew¬ 
art impersonating Rod Stewart. 
Over the course of seven albums, 
there's been a feeling that during his 
journey from London’s Wardour 
Street to Rodeo Drive, our Roderick 
made a pit stop at Hanna-Barbera 
and somehow forgot to get back on 
the bus. 
Body Wishes doesn’t do a whole 

lot toward rectifying the problem. 
To repeat: the man can sing, and on 
“Move Me” and the Chuck Berry-
esque “Dancin’ Alone,” Stewart, 
long-time guitarist Jim Cregan and 
the rest of the band manage to stoke 
the boilers up to an almcst-full head 
of steam. But there’s something 
forced about it. At his best, the Rod 
Stewart of the ’80s can’t seem to 
move beyond parody: a pre-pack¬ 
aged, fast food echo of the Faces, 
with little trace of the Faces’ almost 
legendary joy. Then again, on 
“Baby Jane,” “What Am I Gonna 
Do,” “Ready Now,” and “Ghetto 
Blaster,” he’s still firmly plugged 
into that same blandly homogenized 
dance beat, the same connect-the-
dots riffs that made so much of his 
late ’70s work so painful to listen to. 
And while slower tunes such as 
“Strangers Again” and the majestic 
“Satisfied” prove, once again, that 
Stewart’s one of the few out-and-out 
rockers who can step into a ballad 
without sounding like a wimp, the 
Malibu sunset production job (at¬ 
tributable, it seems, to Tom Dowd), 
only waters down what’s always 
been the man’s ace-in-the-hole: his 
inherent warmth, his "have another 
drink” accessibility. 
Rod Stewart just doesn’t sound 

like he’s having a good time any¬ 
more. On the photos that grace the 
outer and inner sleeves of Body 
Wishes, both he and his band look 
bored stiff—and maybe this is the 
key. Blame it on growing up. Blame 
it on L.A. But then. Rod always 
seemed like a fish out of water from 
the moment he kissed England 
goodbye. If recent reports of a per¬ 
manent return to his home turf are 
true, there might still be some hope 
left. Now if somebody will only 
book the boy a few Saturday nights’ 
worth of studio time at Olympic. ... 
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Girl at Her Volcano 
Rickie Lee Jones 
Warner Bros. 

By Bill Flanagan 

Rickie Lee Jones is a great talent 
who thinks too much. This sev¬ 

en-song EP has clearly been sweated 
over; with a bit less effort it could 
have been perfect. 

Jones spent much of 1982 tour¬ 
ing. In concert she supplemented 
material from her two albums with 
interpretations of classic oldies and 
a couple of torch songs. Issuing a 
live EP of Rickie’s best covers 
seemed a wise and easy thing to do. 

But no, RLJ had to complicate 
matters by going into the studio to 
re-think, re-arrange and re-record 
all but two of the tracks. The result 
is a slightly schizophrenic record, 

too polished to be just a souvenir, 
yet self-consciously refusing to con¬ 
sider itself an album. 

In concert Jones performed “Walk 
Away Renee” alone at the piano with 
heartbreaking simplicity. In the stu¬ 
dio she’s added a swelling Maha-
vishnu gongs-and-wind chimes sec¬ 
tion that pops up as an intro (no 
problem), again as a middle eight 
(breaking the poignant mood) and fi¬ 
nally as a coda that tags an unneces¬ 
sary cloud of pomp onto what should 
have been a simple, touching finish. 
An infectious sing-along of “Un¬ 

der the Boardwalk” comes off better 
in the studio than it did on stage, 
and the one new RLJ original, 
“Hey, Bub,” is a blue reverie in the 
bittersweet tradition of "After 
Hours” and “A Lucky Guy.” It’s 
good enough to make up for the in¬ 
explicable absence of “Trouble 
Man,” a highlight of the '82 tour. 

Still live are the saloon songs, 
“Lush Life” and “My Funny Valen¬ 
tine.” Jones has the chops and intel¬ 
ligence to do both numbers proud, 
though the cheers of a worshipping 
audience distract from the singer’s 
subtle shifts from humor (“But I 
was wrong") to world-weariness. 
The cassette version of the EP 

contains a live version of “Some¬ 
thing Cool”—another old stan¬ 
dard—taped from the soundboard 
at one of Jones’ 1979 shows. Not 

conscious of recording at all, the 
singer displays special charm and 
spontaneity. This is how Rickie Lee 
should always be captured: being 
herself. When she doesn’t know 
she’s making a record Jones can re¬ 
lax and be magnificent. 

/ Bay The One 
Elvis Presley 
RCA 

By Christopher Hill 

During his lifetime, too few peo¬ 
ple ever showed an interest in 

abetting any desire of Elvis’ to make 
a consistent presentation of his tal¬ 
ent. Even after his death, no one has 
seemed willing to work with Elvis, to 
lend a little collaborative art that 
might show his recorded work as 

the coherent whole it could be. But 
with the release of I Was The One, 
RCA has at last shown a willingness 
to edit and present some of the vast 
Presley treasure trove in a thought¬ 
ful, conscientious manner. The re¬ 
sult is a tour de force display of 
Elvis’ mastery that only hints at 
what might be done to this end. 

Ostensibly, the big news here is 
that certain instrumental parts and 
backup vocals have been re-record-
ed to compensate for archaic ’50s 
technology. But the renovators have 
taken great pains to make their 
work almost unnecessary. The mu¬ 
sic—transcribed down to the mis¬ 
takes and re-recorded in most cases 
by the original musicians—is all but 
undistinguishable from the original 
tracks. The real distinction of this 
set lies in the care that co-producer 
David Briggs has taken in the selec¬ 
tion and sequencing of these songs. 
Spanning the years from the first 
Sun sessions to the early ’60s, Briggs 
has avoided the obvious, stereotypi¬ 
cal hits. The result is a feeling of 
new-release freshness as we hear the 
jubilant pop of “Wear My Ring 
Around Your Neck” or the down 
and dirty barrage of guitars that 
opens “Little Sister.” Hearing a 
song like “Paralyzed" for the first 
time—as many will do—is a revela¬ 
tion. It’s sung in the smooth, easy-
rocking style that singers like Pat 

Boone would eventually appropri¬ 
ate. Yet the reserves of pleasure in 
Elvis’ vocal seem to echo out of the 
deep shade of some ancient country 
lane rather than from the floor of 
the senior prom; the singing com¬ 
bines complete relaxation with a 
certain effortless urgency that pulls 
this ambling tune straight through 
from start to finish. 

Even the cover art on / Was The 
One—with its cartoon-like style and 
lurid colors—speaks of an energy 
and dedication missing from previ¬ 
ous packagings of Elvis material. 
While the technical effort here is 
(perhaps predictably) redundant, 
the selection of top quality, lesser-
known Elvis material works bril¬ 
liantly. Given the dubious nature of 
most of the posthumous Elvis re¬ 
leases, the care that’s demonstrated 
on I Was The One is in and of itself 
cause for celebration. 

enjoy your records 
with 

Imagine... enjoying your records on a 
camping trip. Or a picnic. In a school 
dorm or at your friend’s house. In the 
(shhh!) library. Even in a study hall (tell 
them you’re doing music appreciation 
homework)! And especially holed up 
in your own room for a quiet evening. 
Music goes everywhere with 
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Luxury Gap 
Heaven 17 
Virgin/Arista 

With Sympathy 
Ministry 
Arista 

XL 1 
Pete Shelley 
Genetic/Arista 

By Jim Green 

It’s been clear for some time that brave new dancepop’s due for a 
vigorous rethink to avoid complete¬ 
ly disappearing up its ass; these 
three discs by synthesizer-based art¬ 
ists (all on the same U.S. label, no 
less) provide contrasts moderately 
edifying as to the state of the (non-) 
art. 
Heaven 17 are fairly exemplary, 

in their way. Luxury Gap shows 
how two non-musicians, having 
looked to synths as a viable avenue 
for the expression of artistic ideas 
more musically ambitious than two-
chord garage guitar primitivism 
would allow, have arrived at the 
juncture at which the credibility 
they’d previously earned (more or 
less) and the financial access now 
available to them lets them formu¬ 
late musical goals which exceed 
their abilities—or inclinations?—to 
manipulate the machines alone. The 
result? They (ex-Human Leaguers 
Ian Marsh and Martyn Ware; vocal¬ 
ist Glenn Gregory completes the 
trio) take credit for playing noth¬ 
ing—instead, they programmed the 
synthesizers, and where that wasn’t 
enough they enlisted Earth, Wind & 
Fire’s Phenix Horns, an orchestra, 
and a handful of other musicians to 
play it for them. The Alan Parsonses 
of electro-rock? 

For all that, the electronics do set 
the tone and dominate the character 
of the music, for better or worse. 
Luxury Gap is mainly trebly, brittle 
clang ’n’ smack in the plugged-in 
disco mode, and quite bloodless. 
They lack the sensitivity to bring off 
a potentially poignant portrait of in-
tergenerational romance like 
“Come Live With Me,” and for the 
most part their half-baked mixture 
of indirect or incongruously literate 
lyrics with intentionally obtuse 
catchphrases is best ignored. 
(“Crushed by the Wheels of Indus¬ 
try” and the title track are misguid¬ 
ed attempts at adding to the canon 
of dancey sociopoliticisms which in¬ 
cludes “Ball of Confusion” and 
“War,” yet lack the panache of the 
former and the delightfully ham-
handed earnestness of the latter.) 
The best moments: the harsh percus¬ 
siveness of lounge lizard anthems 
like “Temptation” (though I can’t 
tolerate those shrill female backing 
vocals) and “We Live So Fast,” but 
the excitement is as artificial and 
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hollow as an amphetamine high. 
That’s not soin the case of Min s-

try, though there appears to be mere 
talent than maturity at work he e. 
After multiple listenings I worxjd 
up a grudging admiration for :kis 
white Chicago duo’s adaptation of 
black dance-funk, "Work for Love” 
(a dance-club staple for a while), but 
it’s an unrepresentative sample of 
With Sympathy, much of it in tie 
vein of new romantic rock, à la A 
Flock of Seagulls, though with mere 
emphasis on keyboards atop a 
dancebeat. The songs are mcsly 
tuneful, with clear, full product on 
(courtesy Roy Thomas Baker prote¬ 
ge Ian Taylor and ex-Psyched< lie 
Furs drummer Vince Ely), and will-
performed, mostly by writer-vocal¬ 
ist Al Jourgensen, who also pliys 
many of the keyboard and guiar 
parts. (Stephen George, the drum¬ 
mer, is the other half of the pair, end 
there are a few guests lending a 
hand.) 

Despite the occasionally g 4m 
subject matter (most of the wards 
aren’t immediately discernible, out 
the titles include “I’m Not an Effi¬ 
gy" and “Revenge”), With Sympa¬ 
thy's lightweight, au courant en oy-
ment, like Jourgensen’s stagey vo¬ 
cals, is pleasing to the ear but dis-
missible as show-bizzy rather tian 
heartfelt (do Chicagoans really lave 
English accents?). There’s no substi¬ 
tution for having your own musical 
identity, but Jourgensen’s ab lity 
and elan are almost enough tc let 
him beg that question the first ime 
around, and arouse great hope; for 
Ministry’s sophomore effort. 
Ex-Buzzcock Pete Shelley s at 

once the most mature and the 
youngest at heart of the bunch, still 
full of beans and a sense of romance 
in the world which, as he admits in 
song, hasn't ceased to amaze lim. 
His influences (the Beatles, B iwie 
minus the theatrics, even Gnnd-
master Flash) may at time, be 
clearly on display, yet he uses <iem 
as foundations on which to build 
his own edifice; his sensibility s all 
his own. 

So, it would seem, is his ech-
nique; aside from guitar, aiment all 
of the instrumentation is syntl esiz¬ 
ers, yet at times you don’t eve i no¬ 
tice. On other occasions, suc h as 
“Many A Mile,” the near-symphon¬ 
ic intertwining of guitars and svnths 
harnessed to the relentless Tmce-
pulse sounds as if it’s being played 
by a real, vibrant, finely-reshed 
band, not a box of micro-chips. On 
certain cuts he did get input from an 
actual bassist and drummer, but as 
programmers, enabling Shelby to 
retain ultimate control. 

Except for one painlessly forget¬ 
table number, the tracks rang« from 
quite good to brilliant, blendirg—or 
shifting effortlessly between—dance 
beats and funk syncopations and 
pop touches and hard rock, some¬ 
times all on the same numbe . And 
Shelley’s lyrics are cute but nd cute¬ 
sy, clever but not smartass or artsy, 
heartfelt—even hokey—-bu not 
cloying or shitkicking. Who else 
could get away with “I don’t want to 
play the same old roles/I lice you 
too much/It would be grex if we 
could relate this way” (’cause “I 
Just Wanna Touch”)? 
Homo ex—or via—machirc? Just 

goes to show ya, it ain’t the machine, 
it’s the motion. 

have reason enough to tolerate her 
excesses. But in this case talent must 
war constantly with the artist’s most 
sophomoric inclinations, in order to 
break through the cloying atmo¬ 
sphere of her conventionalized, 
quaintly girlish romanticism, and 
worse, an almost mystical fascina¬ 
tion with her own emotions. And so 
it’s not that Wild Heart is bad— 
some of it, in fact, is quite good; but 
a crucial degree of discipline has 
slipped, producing an album that 
sounds pleased with itself all out of 
proportion to its virtues. 

Interesting ideas and nice melo¬ 
dies are scattered throughout this 
record, but they only occasionally 
organize themselves into good 
songs. In “Stand Back," she’s creat¬ 
ed one of the summer’s best radio 
songs, injecting Anglo-style "dance 
music” with rock 'n’ roll urgency. 
“Enchanted" begins like a typical 
L.A. session player’s idea of a rock¬ 
er—plodding %, the keyboards 
graceiessly hammering away—but 
takes on a life of its own with spunky 
ensemble singing and Nick’s wired-
up monotonai lyric spew. 

But soon the walls of her private 
velvet underground close in. The 
cloud of sighs that opens "Sable 
and Blonde” is eerily reminiscent 
of the kind of background music 
used in TV commercials in ads 
for pantyhose or hygiene sprays. 
"Wild Heart” is fitfully engaging, 
but meanders unconscionably, as 
if to underscore the moral shift¬ 
lessness of the lyrics—“Don't 
blame it on me, blame it on my 
wild heart” is as thoroughly bull¬ 
shit a sentiment as any you'll find 
in pop music. “Beauty and the Beast” 
seeks to evoke timeless longing 
but sinks under the weight of syrupy 

synthesizer washes. 
One line from the end of “Beauty 

and the Beast,” when Nicks obses¬ 
sively asks, “Where is my beast?”, 
has a special ironic resonance. The 
answer to that is that he lives in oth¬ 
er Stevie Nicks songs—such as “An¬ 
gel,” "Edge of Seventeen,” “Silver 
Springs”— where the rough beast 
that is the Other, the external world, 
breaks through the spun sugar walls 
of Nicks’ dream house. You can 
play with crystal visions all you like, 
Stevie, but only at the risk of having 
your beast tire of the inattention and 
wander off for good. 

Think of One 
Wynton Marsalis 
Columbia 

Haydn/Huntmel/L. Mozart 
Trumpet Concertos: National 
Philharmonic Orchestra. 
Raymond Leppard, Dir. 
Wynton Marsalis 
Columbia Masterworks 

By Derk Richardson 

The only threat to Wynton Mar¬ 
salis’ skyrocketing career is that 

the 21 -year-old trumpeter will in¬ 
spire expectations which could be 
met by no one less than a superman. 
With the simultaneous release of his 
second solo jazz album and his de¬ 
but solo classical LP, Marsalis dem¬ 
onstrates that his talents are indeed 
heroic, if not yet otherworldly. 
The New Orleans-bred horn man 

has already garnered more critical 
and popular attention than most 
straight-ahead jazz musicians could 
hope to generate in a lifetime. Com¬ 
parisons to Clifford Brown, Freddie 
Hubbard and even Miles Davis 
stoked the fires of hype and his tours 
and recording with Herbie Han¬ 
cock, Ron Carter and Tony Wil¬ 
liams introduced Marsalis to some 
of the largest audiences in jazz. 

In the face of such overwhelming 
notoriety, Marsalis maintains a dig¬ 
nity and an integrity uncommon in 
these days of the fast fusion buck. 
His jazz is acoustic, post-bebop and 
unabashedly mainstream, and the 
strength of his concept and execu¬ 
tion make him not only one of the 
best young players but one of the 
most valuable of all players in jazz 
today. 
From the opening cut, “Knozz-

Moe-King," through the final brief 
but touching version of Ellington's 
“Melancholia,” all of Marsalis’ val¬ 
ues are splendidly in evidence: his 
love for the mid-1960s Miles Davis 
quintets; his broad historical reach 
taking in Louis Armstrong, Elling¬ 
ton, Monk and Don Cherry; his 
commitment to the group ethic 
which insures that his firm sense of 
command is balanced by a cohesive 
and empathetic band working as a 
single unit. 

Sometimes it is difficult to hear 
beyond Marsalis’ staggering techni¬ 

cal virtuosity. But beneath the wry 
humor of his quirky phrases and 
greasy smears, the wistful tone of his 
balladry and the unfettered blowing 
of his hard-bop, is a smart and intu¬ 
itive attention to mood and feeling. 
Brother Branford Marsalis, on ten¬ 
or and soprano saxophones, remains 
the gutsier player, never rendering 
emotions into thoughts before cata¬ 
pulting them out into the air. Pianist 
Kenny Kirkland, drummer Jeffrey 
Watts and bassists Phil Bowler and 
Ray Drummond brilliantly tran¬ 
scend the typical “rhythmn section” 
role with assertive personal state¬ 
ments throughout the album’s eight 
tracks. 

Think of One is not a milestone in 
the development of modern jazz but,' 
given Marsalis’ high visibility, it 
could well become a seminal record 
in the education of a new jazz audi¬ 
ence. Marsalis is already the source 
of renewed excitement about the 
trumpet (although other players 
such as Lester Bowie and Olu Dara 
are taking it further). Is it too much 
to think that he might be revitaliz¬ 
ing straightforward acoustic jazz as 
a whole? 
The Marsalis name alone will put 

the Trumpet Concertos into a lot of 
record collections alongside Think 
of One. Still, Marsalis’ date with the 
National Philharmonic Orchestra 
will probably remain unplayed until 
(a) you want to prove to your friends 
that you have sophisticated and cos¬ 
mopolitan tastes, (b) you want to 
impress them with evidence that 
jazz musicians can “really” play, or 
(c) you want to indulge in the pur¬ 
est, and most silvery trumpet tones 
you’ve ever heard. And that’s not a 
bad string section he’s working 
with either. 

THIS IS 
ADVERTISING? 

Intrigue, Adventure And Low-Cost Thrills 
From The Home Of Warner Bros. Records 

HE’S A ROCK POET. . .No... he’s a new wave 
advocate. No ... he’s a techno-rocker. No... he’s 
Neil Young. The versatile Mr. Young has been 
at the forefront of more musical innovation that 
you can shake a Telecaster at. On his latest 
Geffen album, Everybody’s Rockin,’ Neil 

takes on rock & roll—the powerful 1950’s 
variety. His versions of such stan¬ 
dards as "Betty Lou’s Got A New 
Pair Of Shoes” and "Mystery 
Train” along with original tunes 
like "Wonderin’” and "Cry, Cry, 
Cry” make Everybody's Rockin' 

one of the most refreshing and honest 
albums to come down the pike in quite 

some time. And with a back-up band called 
the Shocking Pinks, how can you lose? 

"Danceable”) rock. Production duties were undertaken by Richard 
Gottehrer, whose other debut credits include Blondie, The Go-Go’s 
and Marshall Crenshaw. Listen for the title cut, "Swear,” and watch 
for Tim’s videos and live shows— he’s in the midst of a two-month tour. 
Great Scott!! 

THE AZTECS USED GOLD, and Kodak uses silver (emulsions), 
but Aztec Camera may be looking at Platinum. And considering the 
support this Scottish quartet has been receiving in the English press, 
we wouldn’t think of metaling in its affairs. Melody Maker says the 
group’s first LP is "one of the best records to come out this year,” 
combining "sophisticated emotional irony” with "rock’s simple drive” 
and "punk’s honest vitality.” High Land, Hard Rain is the title of 
Aztec Camera’s Sire debut; the songs are written by 19-year-old 
Roddy Frame; the production is sparse and frequently acoustic; the 
lead cut is "Oblivious.” 

ALL THAT YAZ... How do you follow a 
debut album which included the hits 
"Situation,” "Don’t Go” and "Only You”? 
With You and Me Both, the latest LP 

from Yaz. The soulful vocals of Alison 
Moyet and the synthesized sorcery of Vince 

Clark once again combine to produce what New 
Musical Express calls "the only viable electro-pop.” Depending upon 
which side of the Atlantic you call home, the hit single is either 
"Nobody’s Diary” or "State Farm”—the songs appear back-to-back on 
7" and 12" singles. Videos are appearing on the tube of your choice... 

LIGHTFOOT SCORES A PERFECT 10. Gordon Lightfoot went 
into the studio with 10 new songs and producer Dean Parks. He came 
out with Salute. And everyone was happy. Because Gordon and Dean 
didn’t just make another great Gordon Lightfoot album—they made 
what some Burbank devotees consider the best Gordon Lightfoot 
album. The academic explanation offered is that Gordon’s mature sing¬ 
ing and songwriting skills meshed perfectly with the studio technology 
of the ’80s. Listen for the cuts "Salute (A Lot More Livin’ To Do)” and 
"Someone To Believe In,” and judge for yourself. An interesting fact: 
Gordon’s album Sundown achieved Platinum status (sales of 1,000,000 
units) before the record industry gave awards for that sort of thing. 

WE’VE FINALLY FLIPPED. 
For every "A” side of a single, 
there’s an equally interesting— if 
not equally popular—" B” side. 
And it occurred to us that some of 
our most popular artists have 
released important "B” sides that 
haven’t been included on their 
albums. Add to this a few rare 
gems culled from our vaults, and 
you get.Attack Of The Killer B's. 
It’s a collection of 12 tunes that 
you won’t find on domestic LPs— 
tunes by Marshall Crenshaw, Pre¬ 
tenders, The Blasters, Ramones, 
John Hiatt, Roxy Music, Peter 
Gabriel, The Time, Talking 
Heads, Gang of Four, T-Bone 
Burnett and Laurie Anderson. 4 Hacfc Of The Killer B's. Get the buzz. 

Wild Heart 
Stevie Nicks 
Modern 

By Christopher Hill 

Consider the weird authority Ste¬ 
vie Nicks can comrrand, her 

sense of drama, her knack br hooks, 
her willingness to experirkent with 
new and different styles and you 

THEY FOUND THE CURE, so "Let’s Go To Bed.” A touch of romance 
has crept into the hearts of a band known for its rather brooding 
posture, resulting in The Walk, the latest from The Cure. This spe¬ 
cially-priced Sire mini album features the group’s "brightest sounding 
music” to date, according to the L.A. Times. The hit "Let’s Go To Bed” 
and the title track are among the disc’s more contagious offerings. 

NEXT STOP, SCOTT LAND. . Quick, look out the window! It’s a 
singer/songwriter! Tim Scott’s debut appearance on Sire obliterates 
those annoying rumors about the death of the singer/songwriter; 
entitled Swear, it’s a specially-priced mini album of danceable (read 

THEY SHALL BE RELEASED. .Paul Simon and Art Garfunkel 
recently completed work in the studio on Think Too Much, the new 
(read "New”) Simon and Garfunkel recording. . .Other artists with 
forthcoming projects include Asia, T-Bone Burnett, Carrera, Dave 
Davies (Ray’s brother), Jennifer Holliday, Serge Ponsar, Rufus & Chaka 
Khan (live), Carly Simon and Tom Tom Club. . .We’ll keep you posted. 
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Waiting 
Fun Boy Three 
Chrysalis 

By Craig Zeller 

I can remember witnessing the Spe¬ cials at a glorified dive in NYC a 
few years back and getting a huge 
kick out of all the joyful harebrained 
mania that Neville Staples and Lyn-
val Golding churned up with such 
dizzy abandon. When they and Ter¬ 
ry Hall split from the Specials to 
form a new group I figured the re¬ 
sultant aggregation would be well 
worth savoring, joyful harebrained 
mania being the rare commodity 
that it is these days. 
And it’s getting scarcer by the 

minute because Fun Boy Three, 
contrary to the first part of their 
name, turns out to be one of the dull¬ 
est trios to come down the pike since 
Winken, Blinken and Nod. Their 
debut was as dull a thud as I've ever 
heard and with this new one they’ve 
proven that consistency is in their 

blood: Waiting is a major disaster. 
Where to begin? How about Da¬ 

vid Byrne’s will o’ the wisp produc¬ 
tion? It’s thinned out beyond belief, 
even more tired than the mucking 
about he did on the B-52’s' Mesopo¬ 
tamia. Of course you can't blame 
the guy for nodding out when he's 
got material as somnambulistic as 
this coupled to a group that sounds 
so dead on their feet you’d think 
they cut the damn thing in a 
morgue. 
The worst moment occurs right at 

the outset when they do their ver¬ 
sion of "Our Lips Are Sealed" (co¬ 
written by Terry Hall and Go-Go 
Jane Wiedlin). It's the one memora¬ 
ble melody on the record and they 
give it the same treatment as all the 
debris that follows: they shuffle 
around in dispirited fashion, casual¬ 
ly deaden the energy level, and just 
generally sap the life out of it. 

Stuff like "The Tunnel Of Love" 
and “We're Having All The Fun” 
comes off like Madness on downs at 
best. At worst—well, I don't even 
wanna think about it. I’ll just be 
kind and say that they're two of the 
less miserable compositions. 

If you want the dregs then get into 
such essential filler items as "Mur¬ 
der She Said” (a dipsy doodle instru¬ 
mental), "Well Fancy That!” (a 
weak-kneed conclusion with the 
most unwarranted exclamation 
point of the year) and "Things We 
Do" (painfully bad pop cabaret that 
asks philosopher-dolt questions like, 
“If you swallow your food, would 
you swallow your pride?”). I mean, 

the heaviness of it all is crushing me. 
Why go on? You get the picture. 

Fun Boy Three have revealed them¬ 
selves to be time wasters of the first 
magnitude and Waiting is in no dan¬ 
ger of being chosen as a cornerstone 
of anyone's collection. 

Travels 
Pat Metheny Group 
ECM 

By Samuel Graham 

Live albums are usually an excuse 
to tread water. You play a 

cross-section of tunes from your en¬ 
tire career, focusing on the newer 
stuff; you re-arrange or extend some 
familiar material, and maybe you 
throw in a couple of unexpected 
cover versions. Make it a double al¬ 
bum, and chances are the custo¬ 
mers'll be satisfied until you get 
around to writing some new music. 
With Travels. Pat Metheny, the 

guitarist with a jazzman’s chops and 

mind but a rocker’s heart, follows 
the examples of Jackson Browne 
and Neil Young and makes a live al¬ 
bum that defies the tried and true 
formula. Yes, there are some popu¬ 
lar favorites on Travels. But of the 
12 tunes here, fully eight are brand 
new. And if no startling new ground 
is broken, there are still four sides of 
classy, original music—a bargain 
any way you slice the vinyl. 
Metheny devotees will hear ech¬ 

oes of several of his specialties in the 
new material: reflective, near-acous¬ 
tic ballads (“Farmer’s Trust,” 
“Travels”); spicy helpings of guitar 
synthesizer ("Extradition," "Song 
for Bilbao’’); soaring flights of lyri¬ 
cal improvisation (“The Fields, The 
Sky," “Straight on Red"). But there 
is more to Travels than filling new 
bottles with old wine, so to speak. 
For one thing, there is the presence 
of Nana Vasconcelos, a Brazilian 
wizard whose use of voice and ber¬ 
imbau (a single-string instrument 
played with a bow), as well as the 
usual battery of percussion, gives 
the music more rhythmic and me¬ 
lodic richness than the basic guitar-
keyboards-bass-drums quartet 
could supply. Vasconcelos, who 
toured regularly with Metheny in a 
"special guest" capacity and ap¬ 
peared on the As Falls Wichita. So 
Falls Wichita Falls and Offramp al¬ 
bums, has since departed for other 
projects—but he obviously made his 
mark, as Metheny has hired a full-
time replacement. 
The four previously-recorded 

pieces are among the Metheny 

group's best and most durable 
works. "As Falls Wichita . . . 
Metheny and Mays' soundtrack for 
the apocalypse, is somewhat trun¬ 
cated here, but it remains their most 
adventurous composition to date. 
"Are You Going With Me?", a 
lengthy excursion for guitar and 
keyboard synths, is nearly identical 
to the Offramp version, while "San 
Lorenzo" and “Phase Dance" are 
also very similar to the studio ver¬ 
sions on 1978's Pat Metheny Group. 
Little matter—the latter two tunes 
are still breathtaking, with a majes¬ 
tic sweep and a sense of purpose just 
about unmatched in the so-called fu¬ 
sion arena. Like all of Metheny’s al¬ 
bums, Travels is refreshing evidence 
that music of substance can be deliv¬ 
ered with no strings attached. These 
boys don't have time to pose— 
they're too busy playing. 

Texas Flood 
Stevie Ray Vaughan & 
Double Trouble 
Epic 

“JAZZ IN ALL STAGES OF ITS 
DEVELOPMENT HAD TO DO WITH FREEDOM. 
OTHERWISE IT WOULDN’T BE JAZZ,”,. 

60198 60261 

GRIFFITH PARK U 
The Concert 

PED RODNEY and 
IRA SULUVAN Quartet 

SPRINT 

ERIC GALE—Island Breeze 
Master guitarist Erk Gale with a broadly appealing 

album fusing contemporary musical influences from 

Jazz to Caribbean to R&B. Featuring an all-star cast 

including Bob James, Buddy Williams, Gary King, 

George Young, Ralph McDonald and stunning vocal¬ 

ist Sandy Barker. Compositions include “Boardwalk" 
and “Dark Romance" by Bob James, and “Island 

Breeze," “My Mama Told Me So," and more. 

60264 

THE GRIFFITH PARK II COLLECTION 
—The Concert 
When Chick Corea, Stanley Clarke, Lenny White, 

Freddie Hubbard and Joe Henderson collaborated as 

a straight-ahead acoustic band, they created one of 

1982's most important Jazz albums. When they 

went out on a limited 5 city tour, they reached ama¬ 

zingly inspired improvisational heights and it’s cap¬ 

tured here on 2 records. “I Mean You," “Why Wait,” 

“My One And Only love,” “Guernica” and more. 

60168 

RECORDED LIVE at the JAZZ FORUM 

RED RODNEY & IRA SULLIVAN- Sprint 
An exceptional 'live' performance at the Jazz Forum 

of two legendary giants leading the most exciting 

quintet on the Jazz scene today. Featuring Red on 

trumpet and flugelhorn and Ira on Alto, soprano and 

flute with Gary Dial— piano, Jay Anderson— bass 

and Jeff Hirshfield— drums. Brilliant performances 

of Gary Dial compositions “My Son The Minstrel,” 
“How Do You Know,” and “Sprint” and classic read¬ 

ings of “As Time Goes By," and “Speak Like A Child." 

LENNIE TRISTANO—Manhattan Studio 
Recently discovered tapes from Tristano’s New York 

studio of the visionary pianist in a set of extraor¬ 

dinary improvisations on “Lover Man,” “There Will 

Never Be Another You,” “Mean To Me,” “I’ll Remem¬ 

ber April,” “I’ll See You In My Dreams," and more. 

With Peter Ind and Tom Wayburn. A rare master¬ 

piece that provides new insight into the work of a 

brilliant musical thinker 

STEPS AHEAD 
Virtuosity and musical synergy abound on the debut 

American release of a true susperband, STEPS 

AHEAD, featuring Michael Brecker, Mike Mainieri, 

Eddie Gomez, Peter Erskine and stunning Brazilian 

pianist, Eliane Elias, “Pools," “Islands” & “Skyward 

Bound” lead the way; 

Our Summer Release On ELEKTRA/MUSICIAN. “FREEDOM AT AFFORDABLE PRICES” 
Musically, Bruce Lundvall 
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By Jody Denberg 

Stevie Ray Vaughan has master¬ 
fully blended the finest blues gui¬ 

tar styles into an aggressive, biting 
sound of his own on his debut al¬ 
bum, Texas Flood. Echoes of Albert 
King’s high-tone attack and Buddy 
Guy’s physical approach ring 
through Vaughan’s Stratocaster on 
the record’s ten tracks, but the end 
result is a driving, passionate guitar 
blitz that Vaughan has been brewing 
for years in Texas’ finest dives. 
Though he first reached the pub¬ 

lic's ears on the forceful fills he pro¬ 
vided for David Bowie's Let's 
Dance, Vaughan has been plying his 
trade for years—first in the Triple 
Threat Review, which featured vo¬ 
calist Lou Ann Barton, and more re¬ 
cently with his own trio, Double 
Trouble, including former Johnny 
Winter bassist Tommy Shannon 
and drummer Chris Layton. Paying 
dues has obviously paid off in better 
blues for Vaughan, because Texas 
Flood is an assured, professional 
outing more becoming of a veteran 
than a young upstart. The guitarist 
renders lead breaks with the fury of 
a dying man let loose for the last 
time, while solos maintain a furious 
intensity without foregoing explor¬ 
atory spontaneity. 
The pacing of Texas Flood is as ex¬ 

emplary as the structure of one of 
Vaughan’s well-considered solos. 
Each side kicks off with an uptempo 
boogie—the Fabulous Thunder-
birds-influenced “Lovestruck Baby" 
(T-Birds guitarist Jimmie Vaughan 
is Stevie’s brother) begins round 
one, and the nasty shuffle of “Rude 
Mood" begins round two. On the 
latter, Vaughan’s fingers nimbly 
prance around the lower strings, al¬ 
ternating between clear-toned wails 
and muffled trails of notes. Both 
tracks are Vaughan originals, 
though he pays homage to his roots 
by briefly quoting from Freddie 
King’s "Hideaway" and by hanging 
on the IV chord a la Lightnin’ Hop¬ 
kins during "Rude Mood.” 
On the middle songs of each side, 

Vaughan stretches out. His singing 
and guitar playing on the title track 
share a harsh, amelodic tonality. 
The haunting, minor-key “Dirty 
Pool,” a brooding tale of betrayal, 
finds Vaughan fighting his way up 
from a series of triplets at the low 
end of the neck, then erupting in a 
fusillade of notes that would make 
even Magic Sam drool. 

Closing both ends of Texas 
Flood are tunes that owe a great 
deal to Hendrix—the accelerating 
drive of "Testify" and the breezy 
"Lenny," which sounds as if it 
was passed down from the heav¬ 
ens as a gift from Jimi to Stevie. 
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Here, and throughout the whole 
LP, Double Trouble’s rhythm sec¬ 
tion operates with an anticipation 
for Vaughan’s moves that borderi¬ 
on telepathy. Without their ac¬ 
companiment, it is doubtful tha 
Vaughan could play with the rau 
cous bravado he displays on even 
groove. 

Never Kick a Sleeping Dog 
Mitch Ryder 
Riva/PolyGram 

By Anthony DeCurtis 

Mitch Ryder’s first major label 
LP in more than a dozen yesrs 

never quite achieves the redemptive 
blast of his mid-’60s’ r(ock)&b class¬ 
ics or the unnerving fascination, cf 
How I Spent My Summer Vacatitn, 
his 1978 concept record about the jcys 
and pains of boffing fellow males. T us 
reservation stated, however, Rye er 
fans should take heart: our 38-year-
old, leather-lunged boy has weigled 
in with a set that should ensere 
his visibility for some time to corae. 

Produced by John Cougar (bil ed 
here with characteristic “wit” as 
"Little Bastard”), Never Kick out¬ 
fits Ryder with a tough guitar Jjcnd 
that rollicks along as he musdes 
through numbers like the Ed lie 
Cochranish “B.I.G.T.I.M.E.,” an 
atmospheric duet with whiskjy-
throated Marianne Faithfull on 
John Baldry’s “A Thrill’s a Thril,” 
the erotically urgent “Code Daic-
ing,” and two solid rockers to which 
Cougar lent his pen, “Rue De Tra-
hir” and “Come Again.” 
A passionate though hardly sub¬ 

tle singer, Ryder has never allo-ved 
the black music he loves to intimi¬ 
date him. To his mind, kicking ass 
compensates for a world of 
squashed nuances. Thus, he stalks 
Prince’s “When You Were Mue” 
on Never Kick with the same win¬ 
ning bravado he brought to tuns by 
the Suprêmes, James Brown, Sam 
Cooke, and Little Richard on his 
1965 debut LP. A reading of Solo¬ 
mon Burke’s “Cry to Me” that bor¬ 
rows its rhythmic theme from the 
Stones’ “Tumbling Dice” pro’ ides 
another highlight. 

In his personal encouragement 
and able production of this record, 
Cougar admirably absolves the 
debt that he (along with B-uce 
Springsteen) owes the heartfelt, 
gravel-voiced Ryder. And the 
earned inspiration of Ryder’s per¬ 
formance proves that Cougars al¬ 
legiance was not misplaced. Many 
listeners will now encounter a i im¬ 
pressive, influential talent they 
would otherwise have only experi¬ 
enced second-hand, probably x-ith-
out even knowing it. 

soul music, simple restatement of 
the basic moves is bound to lead to a 
sense of sameness. That’s one of the 
reasons When Will I See You Again 
is such a pleasure; though it doesn’t 
stray far from the O’Jays’ modus 
operandi, it nonetheless manages to 
work new life into the old sound. 

Because the O’Jays have never 
given in to a set lead-and-backup ap¬ 
proach, When Will I See You Again 
is able to take advantage of the give 
and take between the three voices. 
On “House of Fire,” the slippery 
funk pulse is abetted by careful over¬ 
dubbing that has the three voices 
electronically multiplied and over¬ 
lapped in giddy polyphony. “Ain’t 
Nothin’ Wrong With Good Lov¬ 
in’ ” strikes off in the opposite direc¬ 
tion, opening with some frisky 
doo-wop before settling into a more 
typical groove, and “Nice and 
Easy” uses a jive-talking routine to 
set up the story line while giving an 
added dimension of playfulness to 
the vocals. 
On the whole, though, When Will 

I See You Again really needs such 
diversions, because the writing on 
the album simply isn’t up to the 
standard set by My Favorite Person 
and In the Year 2000. Although “I 
Can’t Stand the Pain” is a sturdy 
ballad and “House of Fire” stands 
as their best dance number in years, 
most of the good stuff on this album 

comes by way of the performance, 
not the material. Frankly, that's one 
part of the formula that deserves a 
little tinkering. 

Plays Live 
Peter Gabriel 
Geffen 

By Derk Richardson 

When Peter Gabriel left Genesis 
and began making music that 

was trimmer and more intense, he 
abandoned neither art nor drama. 
Plays Live, in the classic “as he per¬ 
forms them in concert!” double-LP 
format, contains enough of the best 
songs from Gabriel’s solo career to 
satisfy his more recent fans (and in¬ 
troduce his repertoire to new ones) 
and enough pomp and grandeur to 

please those who still cling to the 
Arthurian pretensions of the 
mothergroup. 

After a long, menacing intro on 
the opening cut, "The Rhythm of 
the Heat,” Gabriel describes the 
force that impelled him into starker, 
musical territory where he would 
flirt with Frippertronics and Afri¬ 
can drumming when he screams, 
"The rhythm has my soul!" Indeed, 
Jerry Marotta’s thundering cross¬ 
rhythms and the added percussion 
and accents generated by synthesis! 
Larry Fast and guitarist David 
Rhodes give Gabriel’s live rendi¬ 
tions a constant visceral thrust un¬ 
common in most rock that aspires to 
art as well. 
The art is still there, however, 

wafting over the dominant thud of 
Marotta’s drums and Tony Levin's 
bass and Chapman Stick. Deep, ex¬ 
pansive textures of synthesizers, pi¬ 
anos and echoey guitar shift around 
and through the beat, creating a 
moving backdrop for Gabriel's vo¬ 
cals. But through four sides, the in¬ 
strumental tracks, however individ¬ 
ually lush or evocative, come off like 
a sonic equivalent of the old movie 
trick of running stock film footage 
of the countryside whizzing by be¬ 
hind a car which was in fact 
stationary. 

Gabriel, now the lone gladiator, is 
squarely in the driver’s seat. The 

monochromatic background high¬ 
lights the color of Gabriel’s voice. In 
the end, the success of the project 
hinges on Gabriel’s ability to pro¬ 
gram the textures and the order of 
songs to show off his anxious vocals. 
Sixteen songs in a row (10 taken 
from his last two studio albums) 
might be too much for one listening 
as his attractive, reedy voice, strain¬ 
ing to communicate the middle¬ 
class angst of the worldly 
intellectual rocker, implies more 
than it actually delivers. By the 
third side, the implications of lonely 
moody blueness wear thin. 

Skip to side four, though, and the 
project builds to a strong theatrical 
climax. Starting with last year's hit, 
“Shock the Monkey," then stalling 
through the overwrought and, well, 
he named it, “Humdrum," Gabriel 
and crew sweep through an orches¬ 
tral rendition of “On the Air" and 
peak with his most moving song, 
"Biko," pumping as much passion 
into the piece as electronics and a 
modest, vulnerable singer can pro¬ 
duce. Despite the flagging “double 
record set” syndrome and the omis¬ 
sion of some of Gabriel’s most im¬ 
pressive and important composi¬ 
tions, such as “And Through the 
Wire” and "Games Without Fron¬ 
tiers,” Plays Live works to sum up 
five years of new wave-art rock from 
someone worth caring about. 

AFTER 500 PLAYS OUR HIGH FIDELITY 
TAPE STILL DELIVERS HIGH FIDELITY. 

If your old favorites don’t sound as good as they used to, the problem 
could be your recording tape. 
Some tapes show their age more than others. And when a tape ages 

prematurely, the music on it does too. 
What can happen is, the oxide particles that are bound onto tape 

loosen and fall off, taking some of your music with them. 
At Maxell, we’ve developed a binding process that helps to prevent 

this. When oxide particles are bound onto our tape, they stay put. And 
When Will I See You Again 
The O’Jays 
Epic 

so does your music. 
So even after a Maxell recording is 500 plays 

old, you’ll swear it’s not a play over five. 
maxell 

By J.D. Considine 

The trouble with a succès: ful for¬ 
mula is that nobody wants to 

mess with it. The O’Jays h^e been 
operating in the same basx vocal 
style since the late Sixties. Even 
though there is still a lot of mileage 
left in their harmony appKach to 

Maxell Corporation of America, 60 Oxford Drive. Moonachie. N J 07074 
ITS TORTHIT 
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Take These Blues And Shove 'em! 
A.C. Reed And His Spark Plugs 
Ice Cube 

By Crispin Sartwell 

A central theme of the blues is go¬ ing broke, and it’s a subject on 
which the typical blues musician is 
singularly qualified to comment. On 
“I Am Fed Up With This Music,” 
A.C. Reed sings: "I done played a 
long time and I’m broke as I can 
be . . ./That’s why I’m fed up with 
music/Want to make a living any 
way I can.” He ends by observing 
“Many, many years I done played 
my saxophone with class/You can 
take these blues and you can shove 
’em up your ass.” 
The irony is that Reed’s lyric re¬ 

nunciation of the form is sung over 
some of the hottest Chicago blues 

tracks of the last several years. This 
record gets right up and stomps. As 
a sax player for Willie Mabon, Earl 
Hooker, Buddy Guy, and Bonnie 
Raitt, among many others, Reed’s 
proven himself to be the master of 
blues vamp, and on occasional ef¬ 
forts as a frontman (four of his songs 
appeared on Alligator’s Living Chi¬ 
cago Blues Vol. 4), he has distin¬ 
guished himself both as a singer and 
as a writer. But nothing he’s record¬ 
ed before is as juicy and nasty as 
Take These Blues. 
He wrote all the songs on the rec¬ 

ord, with the exception of his 
scorching version of Howlin’ Wolfs 
“Howlin’ for my Darling,” and all 
are extraordinary for their raw me¬ 
lodic power and lyric inventiveness. 
His band, the Spark Plugs, includes 
such Chicago stalwarts as Phil Guy, 
Lurrie Bell and Billy Branch. Their 
sound is far simpler and more down¬ 
home than that of most of the major 
Chicago bands. 
From the evil grooves of “My 

Baby is Fine” and “Things That Get 
Me Off” to the self-deprecatory 
clowning of “I Stay Mad” and “I’m 
a Jealous Man,” he proves himself 
to be a tremendously self-possessed 
vocal interpreter who provides in¬ 
stant melodic focus with his sax 
solos. 

So while A.C. Reed may hate the 
blues for putting him in the poor 

house, he has such intuitive mastery 
of the idiom that he can’t, thankful¬ 
ly, bring himself to stop playing 
them. 

(Ice Cube Records is distributed 
by Rooster Blues, 2615 N. Wilton 
Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60614.) 

Star People 
Miles Davis 
Columbia 

By Derk Richardson 

After a lost half-decade and two 
overreaching comeback al¬ 

bums, Miles Davis has finally 
brought together two of his greatest 
contributions to jazz, specifically, 
and modern music in general. Com¬ 
bining Davis’ eccentrically brooding 
and wistful approach to the blues. 

epitomized by his 1958 recording. 
Kind of Blue, with the jazz-rock fu¬ 
sion he pioneered at the close of the 
1960s, Star People is Davis’ most 
thoroughly rewarding LP since his 
best-selling fusion landmark, 
Bitches’ Brew ( 1970). 

Perhaps most important in the 
successful mix of elements on the 
new album is the trumpeter’s confi¬ 
dent reassertion of his powers as a 
bandleader. From his earliest Birth 
of the Cool days through the groups 
with Coltrane and Cannonball Ad¬ 
derly, the magical quintets with 
Herbie Hancock and Wayne Short¬ 
er to the rock fusion experiments, 
Davis was one of the giant forces in 
jazz, molding musicians as well as 
sound. But when he returned to ac¬ 
tive playing in 1981 after five years 
of injury, illness and isolation, the 
results, The Man with the Horn and 
We Want Miles, were forced at¬ 
tempts to regain lost ground. 

During his absence Miles had 
been outflanked on the fusion fron¬ 
tier by Ornette Coleman and his stu¬ 
dents of “harmolodic funk.” With 
Star People, however, he redefines 
his own turf, and instead of sound¬ 
ing like a band doing battle with a 
concept, the musicians unite around 
Davis into a genuine outfit. Cued by 
their leader’s buoyant attitude, the 
players, including guitarists John 
Scofield and Mike Stern, Saxophon-

ist Bill Evans and drummer Al Fos¬ 
ter, congeal into a fluid yet forceful 
mass. 

Side one contains the most blus¬ 
tery fusion efforts, as Stern and es¬ 
pecially Scofield sear through the 
churning brew. But side two, led off 
by the nearly 19-minute title cut, a 
long, discursive and brilliant blues, 
yields the proof of Miles’ new mood. 
Whether employing the Oberheim 
synthesizer, skittering delicately 
with a muted horn or bleating and 
squealing perfectly wrought open 
trumpet tones, Miles sounds happy. 
The assisting hand of arranger-com¬ 
poser and noted Davis band alum 
Gil Evans may have helped pull 
things together, and the rhythmic 
certainty and intriguing mix of Fos¬ 
ter’s drums provide an immense 
foundation, but it is surely Miles’ 
domestic relationship with Cicely 
Tyson, alluded to on the upbeat “U 
’n I” and “Star on Cicely,” which 
has made his complete comeback 
possible. This renewed commitment 
and self-assured projection have 
produced Davis’ best work in a de¬ 
cade, and that’s among the best in 
any artistic field. Best of all, it won’t 
stop here. 

The new advanced design CE20 combo ensemble. 

DIGITAL DEXTERITY 
Introducing the true sound of a trumpet, clarinet, oboe, electric piano, cello, piccolo, and 16 other instrument 

voices (six 8-note polyphonic and 14 monophonic!. All in a remarkably compact electronic keyboard the Yamaha 
CE20 combo ensemble. 

The reason for all the voice authenticity is simple: FM digital technology. The same as found in our renowned 
GS1 and GS2 synthesizers. 

Of course, the technology itself is not simple. But getting the voice you want is. Just press a button. No 
complicated control settings, no hassles. Just true acoustic sound. 

You also get true acoustic piano feel with the velocity-sensitive keyboard, as well as the added dimension of 
after- touch response. 

And enough user-controlled expression features to personalize the sound. But just enough to make the music 
without getting in the way of the music-making. 

Apply your digital dexterity to the new CE20 Its at your Yamaha dealer now. Or write for more information: 
Yamaha Combo Products, Box 6600, Buena Park, CA 90622. In Canada, Yamaha Canada Music Ltd., 135 Milner 

What Goes Around 
Comes Around 
Hollies 
Atlantic 

By Dave Schulps 

Now entering their third decade. 
The Hollies’ unflagging com¬ 

mitment to and unquestioned mas¬ 
tery of ethereal pop harmonizing 
has kept them in the charts through 
every musical fad of the past twenty 
years. Withstanding the defection of 
Graham Nash and his helium har¬ 
monies to the Woodstock genera¬ 
tion fifteen years ago and lead singer 
Alan Clarke’s various flirtations 
with a solo career during the ’70s, 
the Hollies always seem to have the 
knack for rising Phoenix-like from 
the ashes whenever it seems like 
time to write them off once and 
for all. 

This latest chapter in the group’s 
remarkably resilient career comes 
about as the result of the British suc¬ 
cess of a “Stars on 45”-type medley 
of old Hollies hits called “Holly 
Days,” which insired some BBC-TV 
producer to attempt to reunite the 
original group for a one-shot on the 
venerable pop music institution Top 
of the Pops. The reunion of Nash 
with Clarke, guitarist Tony Hicks 
and drummer Bobby Elliott (origi¬ 
nal bassist Eric Haydock is long 
gone and his replacement, Bernie 
Calvert, and Terry Sylvester, who 
took over for Nash, split a few years 
back) prompted the making of What 
Goes Around ..., billed as the re¬ 
turn of the original Hollies. 

In its best moments, the reunion 
is a joyous one. They take the Hol-
land-Dozier-Holland Suprêmes’ 
classic “Stop! In the Name of Love” 
and remold it into yet another quint¬ 
essential Hollies single: buoyant, 
frothy, kinetic pop. Nash, despite 
his superstar status, slides comfort¬ 
ably back into his former role as the 
high harmony voice and leaves the 
lead singing to Clarke on every 
track. At times the group does its 
thing so well you barely notice that 
the songs themselves (most of which 
are written by the band’s non-fea-
tured keyboard player Paul Bliss) 
are basically lackluster and forgetta¬ 
ble. Besides “Stop . .. a peppy 
love song for the nuclear holocaust 
called “If the Lights Go Out” and 
the almost-funky “Take My Love 
and Run,” there’s not a song here 
that stands up to repeated listenings. 
And the remake of the Hollies’ own 
first U.S. hit, Doris Troy’s “Just 
One Look,” is embarrassingly 
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wishy-washy MOR fare. Still, it’s 
hard to get too down on this record 
because when sung by the Hollies, 
even the lamest material offers its 
share of exhilarating moments. True 
fans of the group will want the LP, 
no doubt; the less rabid are still ad¬ 
vised to pick up the single. 

Fascination! 
The Human League 
A&M 

By Crispin Sartwell 

When the Human League hit 
the beach last year, their fresh 

sound provided the budding synth 
pop genre with its most fully real 
ized and commercially viabl« 
expression. It was hard not to like 
the League's ingenuous approach t» 
rock, though it was certainly possi¬ 
ble to tire of it after hearing “Don': 
You Want Me” materialize out cf 
your radio for the nth time. 

I, for one, am a bit tired. Fascinc-
tion is bright-eyed and infectiou ., 
but it’s also just the slightest bit bo -
ing. This EP is largely a compilation 
of singles that the League has re¬ 
leased since Love and Dancing, th e 
sparkling dub version of their tint 
album. Dare. 

Fascination's got a couple of fab i-
lously listenable and danceable cuts, 
“Hard Times” and “I Love Yeu 
Too Much,” which will definitdy 
get you up for getting down. These 
songs feature producer Martin Ru-
shent’s patented metronomic 
rhythm tracks and tiny, repeating 
synth figures, and they are ccn-
structed around melodic hooks tLat 
stand up well to anything on Dan. 

But on other cuts, the formula 
wears thin. “Mirror Man,” for :x-
ample, which met with a disappoint¬ 
ing reception as a single, is ti _ed 
soul. Singer Phil Oakey is beWer 
with more basic tunes, and :he 
synths fail utterly to create the prnp-
er atmosphere for a song that de¬ 
mands horns. That goes double for 
“You Remind Me Of Gold,” a 
brooding R&B number that only 
picks up steam on the instrumental 
breaks, where Rushent repeats the 
riff from “Don’t You Want Me. ’ 
Only intermittently enjoyable, 

Fascination fails, finally, to deiver 
on the League’s pop promise. 

cessor’s consistency, but it’s a more-
than-adequate showcase for Banks’ 
talents as a songwriter and a key¬ 
boardist with uncommon taste in his 
use of electronics. 
On The Fugitive, Banks is more in 

step with the current Genesis sound. 
A few cuts, such as the reggae of 
“This Is Love” and the progressive 
pop of “Moving Under,” sound as if 
they were written for Genesis, and 
would have fit comfortably on Duke 
or abacab. Banks’ breathy Rod Ar-
gent-meets-Colin Blunstone vocal 
style gives the tunes a lighter touch, 
though, and a kind of breeziness 
that’s absent from Phil Collins’ 
style. It’s refreshing to hear Banks’ 
voice for the first time (Kim Beacon 
did the vocals on A Curious Feeling), 
and makes one wonder, after hear¬ 
ing his performances of “By You” 
and “And The Wheels Keep Turn¬ 
ing,” why he hasn’t sung more dur¬ 
ing his years with Genesis. 
The two instrumentals here 

(“Thirty-Threes” and “Charm”) are 
disappointing and uninspired, and 
the harder-edged tunes (particularly 
“At The Edge Of Night”) are rather 
clumsy. But despite some weak spots. 
The Fugitive has its share of genuine¬ 
ly creative moments. Banks is an ap¬ 
pealing artist, and if you’ve ever been 
curious as to what Genesis would 
sound like without Phil Collins, this 
is your chance to find out. 

Niagara Falls 
Greg Hawkes 
Passport 

By Jonathan Gregg 

If there is a revelation on this al¬ bum it is how much more than 
one fifth of the Cars’ sound Greg 
Hawkes’ subtle presence accounts 
for. Whether it be the majestic cas¬ 
cades of “Bye Bye Love” or the mi¬ 
cro-chip Gothic of “All Mixed Up,” 
it was Hawkes’ keyboards that pro¬ 
vided the future shock to the Cars’ 
ground-breaking music. His role in 
defining their weird/pop duality 
echoes throughout Niagara Falls. 
An echo it remains, however, and 

in the context of solo synth perform¬ 
ers such as Thomas Dolby who have 
managed to pump a good deal of 
warmth into their machines, 

Hawkes’ remote and unfunky proj¬ 
ect seems a little rigid and one¬ 
dimensional. 

This is essentially an album of 
rhythm tracks, and as such some are 
quite good (“Missing Link,” “Block 
Party”) but as finished pieces, most 
of them fairly cry out for a melody 
or a hook to justify their existence. 
Hawkes handles all instruments, in¬ 
cluding lead guitar, competently but 
never daringly, and much of the al¬ 
bum occupies a compromising lim¬ 
bo: too conservative in sound and 
structure to be experimental but not 
melodically coherent enough to be 
called a collection of songs. Only on 
the last cut, “Let There Be Lights,” 
does Hawkes deliver a lovely under¬ 
stated melody on a treated piano 
which recalls vintage Frank Zappa. 
As a whole, however, Niagara Falls 
neither provokes nor cajoles us 
enough to make a lasting impres¬ 
sion. Save up for another car. 

Q-Feel 
Q-Feel 
Jive/Arista 

By Laura Fissinger 

Many are called but few are cho¬ 
sen applies to rock ’n’ roll, too. 

Since the late '70s, rock has been un¬ 
dergoing a major transformation as 

the incredibly broad vocabulary of 
synthesizers is integrated into pop’s 
basic musical language. Nobody 
needs to tell you how many one-(or 
none) hit wonders crowded into re¬ 
cord racks during the British Inva¬ 
sion, folk-goes-electric, disco or 
punk. There are that many now, 
turning knobs and looking for the 
satisfaction of playing pioneer, too. 
This is all by way of telling you the 
most pertinent fact about Q-Feel: if 
they’d been around in the ’60s, they 
might have become the Bucking¬ 
hams. 

We’re into the second wave of 
synth bands now, where the project 
is heating up recalcitrant and leg¬ 
endary synth cool. To that end, this 
debut does little that you could ap¬ 
preciate without an audio version of 
a magnifying glass. But bosses Mar¬ 
tin Page and Brian Fairweather 
make one outsized contribution, 
with the club hit “Dancing In Heav¬ 
en (Orbital Be-Bop).” Synth bands 
far more substantive than Q-Feel 
consistently lose their heat to the 
lure of screwing around with the 
new toys. “Dancing In Heaven” 
shows what can happen when the 
song dictates the synthesizers’ role, 
and not vice versa. It’s worth hoping-
that Page and Fairweather can do 
another masterstroke next time. At 
least they know that machines can’t 
think. 

SPECIAL 
INTRODUCTORY o™ too 
CURSCRiBE lw" ¿ JUDhowsave _ 
Subscribe to Record today and, for 
only $9.95, you'll get a full year (12 
issues) of the best music coverage 
anywhere. This special rate saves 
you over $2 off the regular sub¬ 
scription price (or buying it at the 
newsstand) and guarantees that 
you won't miss a single issue in the 
next year. _ 

The Fugitive 
Tony Banks 
Atlantic 

By Nick Burton 

Although it went largely ignored, 
Tony Banks’ 1979 album, A 

Curious Feeling, was (and scill is)* 
one of the most satisfying so o out¬ 
ings to come from the ranks cf Gen¬ 
esis. In addition to display ng an 
almost nostalgic concern for in ear¬ 
ly Genesis sound, Bank . also 
showed his hand at writing beauti¬ 
fully understated pop melocies and 
delivered some keyboard instru¬ 
mentals full of sweeping, najestic 
chord changes that evoked the 
Nursery Cryme/Foxtrot per-od (one 
of those, “From The Uncertow," 
was used as the theme music for 
Jerzy Skolimowski’s film The 
Shout). The Fugitive lacks i s prede¬ 

RexenS.« 

Detach and mail today to: 

Cash Bonus! 
Send payment with your 
order and we’ll add an 
extra issue FREE to your sub¬ 
scription. That’s13 issues in 
all— still just $9.95! 
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P.O. Box 2985 
Boulder, Colorado 80322 
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□ Payment enclosed. I get1 FREE issue! □ Bill me later. 
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Human 
League 
Continued from page 1 
of the new spirit and methodology 
in pop music. 

Speculation by Rushent: “I think 
some of Phil’s problems stem from 
the fact that he went from being to¬ 
tally and utterly broke (30 quid a 
week not too long ago) to being very 
wealthy (royalties due from sales of 
several million records). He has yet 
to come to terms with it. Also he 
had to realize that people were going 
to copy him. I had to tell him that he 
couldn’t stop that from happening.” 

Slagging off Yazoo in the press 
could do Oakey more damage than 
good. So why the change and the re¬ 
turn to diplomacy? For one, Oakey 
has taken some of the pressure off 
himself and relieved his guilt for be¬ 
ing who and what he is. On their 
North American tour of '82, he had 
struggled to keep the Human 
League's name in front of his own, 
to perpetuate the notion that these 
four boys and two girls were really a 
band. 
Now Oakey admits he’s “just 

about ready to give that up. I was 
making very big efforts, like refusing 
to have my picture taken on my 
own, refusing to have my pictures 
taken with the girls and things. We 
kept doing interviews, but finally 
the only people who bothered to 
participate were me and the girls, 
largely because when the rest of the 
band got there everybody ignored 
them. I don’t really believe in pop 
stars. I think it’s silly. 
“We were in AIR Studios and 

met Paul McCartney, a talented guy 
and probably the foremost pop 
songwriter in the world at the mo¬ 
ment. But he’s the same as everyone 
else, a very nice bloke. And if Paul 
McCartney can’t be a star I don’t 
understand how anyone else can.” 

Oakey’s simple anti-glamour log¬ 
ic (listen to “Mirror Man”) has the 
winning innocence of the child who 
tugs at his indolent father’s sleeve 
and asks, “Daddy, why do you 
watch TV when it’s sunny outside?” 
Return with us now to those thrill¬ 
ing days of yesteryear when Oakey, 
a former plastic surgery theatre por¬ 
ter, walked into a disco in his home 
town of Sheffield shortly after the 
old Human League had divided, 
saw two 17-year old girls on the 
dance floor and, not worrying for a 
minute if they could sing, asked 
them to join the band. Two weeks 
later Joanne Catherall and Susanne 
Sulley were performing at a concert 
they had originally planned to at¬ 

tend as members of the audience. 
Oakey and Sulley went on to be¬ 
come a famous couple but have yet 
to announce marriage plans. 

Call him irresponsible but re¬ 
cruiting those teenagers was a mar¬ 
velous gamble on Oakey’s part and a 
nifty, if not quite intentional, com¬ 
mentary on the “shake and bake” 
nature of modern pop: that is, any¬ 
body can do it. Oakey’s candor on 
this subject extends to the way he 
discusses his music. “Mirror Man,” 
he admits, was “too Motown,” but 
allegations that “Fascination” 
catches him with hands in Sly 
Stone’s and/or Rick James’ cookie 
jar (Rushent favors the latter con¬ 
nection and says one of the reasons 
he bowed out was because he didn’t 
understand what the song was 
about. Oakey says it’s about writing 
songs in the Human League) arouse 
his ire. 

“I’ve never ever heard any rec¬ 

leadership at this point and infers 
that problems within the band stem 
from Oakey’s co-habitation with 
Sulley. Oakey, laughing, says he 
hopes those problems turn out to be 
as successful “as they were for Fleet¬ 
wood Mac.” He prefers the now-
communal spirit and the pressure of 
working with Thomas. He has also 
stopped worrying about what every¬ 
body else is doing and has even 
found it in himself to comment fa¬ 
vorably upon Heaven 17’s new sin¬ 
gle, “Come Live With Me”—a 
change of face from both parties' old 
mudslinging days. In January Oa¬ 
key hoped aloud that he could put 
out two albums in the course of the 
year instead of eating up a few 
months touring. Yet by July the 
band had laid down only six backing 
tracks on an album tentatively titled 
Right. Some were “empty Jacksons 
stuff,” some harder and Oakey had 
only vague ideas of what the actual 

“Why am I doing this?” Oakey 
wonders. “I’m 27 and all I ever 
seem to do is work. But it’s 

very difficult for any of the Hu¬ 
man League to have casual fun. 
If the girls go into the pubs for 
a drink, people throw beer 

mugs at them.” 
ords by Rick James,” contends Oa¬ 
key. "There are ripoffs in there, but 
that’s the one that it’s not ripped off 
from. We rip a lot of things off all 
the time. So far nobody’s worked 
out exactly who we’re ripping off, 
but there is a lot of Temptations and 
Four Tops. I just bought a Motown 
compilation album because I vague¬ 
ly remember those things. I’m 
gonna have to work out exactly why 
they were so good and then we'll rip 
them off a lot better in the future. 

“But I don’t think we would actu¬ 
ally take a record and rip it off. Say 
we’re doing a record and that week 
we really like KC & The Sunshine 
Band, we’d perhaps ask each other, 
’What would KC do here?’ We try 
to put ourselves in their places.” 

However, whether the band is to¬ 
gether enough to assemble enough 
material for another album is anoth¬ 
er question. It’s a difficult situation. 
Oakey claims he could “never write 
a decent song on his own” and quips 
that the people who produce the ma¬ 
terial “never do interviews.” Ru¬ 
shent says the band is lacking firm 

lyrics would be. Callis came into the 
studio with a working title The Leb¬ 
anon, but foreign politics scare 
Oakey. 

“Chris is making us do things 
ourselves a lot more than Martin 
did,” says Oakey. “We got a bit lazy 
because Martin is very, very good at 
what he does and we would tend to 
say, if we got a song two-thirds fin¬ 
ished, ‘That’s alright, because the 
things we’ve not bothered to do 
Martin will do,’ which made life too 
easy for us. Chris is refusing to be 
anything but a producer, so we’re 
becoming a bit more educated at the 
very difficult end of our job, which is 
finishing things off.” 

There is another force pulling at 
Oakey, the circumstances of which 
are typical of the absurdity of the 
rock life cycle. Last winter he told 
The Face he was not interested “in 
luxury. I'm only really interested in 
hard work.” Today, he’s not so sure, 
after investing so much—maybe too 
much—time in what he calls “this 
mythical second album,” but really 
the fourth release going back to the 

first edition of the band. The regi¬ 
mented rhythm of album-tour-al-
bum designed so as not- to give the 
public a moment’s rest from a 
band’s name is wearing on Oakey. 
He lapses into a reverie: “I was in a 
funny mood last night. I watched 
the first episode of Brideshead Re¬ 
visited. Just watching it and seeing 
people having fun it made me think 
‘Why am I doing this? I don’t ever 
have any fun.’ I’m 27 and all I ever 
seem to do is work which got me in a 
really strange mood. 

“I haven’t had a vacation since 
the group started five years ago. I 
thought it might be nice to have a 
couple of weeks wandering around 
the English countryside, drinking 
champagne and falling out of cars. 
But it’s very difficult for any of us to 
have casual fun. If the girls go into 
the pubs with their mums for a 
drink, people throw beer mugs at 
them. We’re not allowed to have ca¬ 
sual fun.” 
One cannot help but be attracted 

to Oakey’s fundamentalist sensibil¬ 
ity. He is something of a revisionist 
and an impossible purist combined. 
He is handsome enough to be a mov¬ 
ie star but too modest perhaps—“I 
don’t think I’m good looking”—to 
allow himself the stroke a la Sting. 
He thinks going into film would be 
“a conceit, a way of getting out of 
our job which is doing another good 
LP. Talk of making all kinds of 
money pertains to this because sud¬ 
denly we’ve reached a target and 
have to think about what’s worth 
doing and what’s not worth doing.” 
And the envelope, please . . . 
“I feel very sure that what is 

worth doing is making music, which 
is a really good thing. People like it; 
it actually does them good.” 
That he says this with a certain 

amount of gee-whiz leavening his 
straightforwardness is a telling sign. 
For what ails him in this period of 
alternately great and diminished ex¬ 
pectations there is no cure save the 
hope that seems buried deep inside, 
always battling more destructive 
impulses. Yes, music does people 
good. Whether it does Phil Oakey 
any good remains an open question. 
And thus may ever be. 

Mtume 

Classified Advertising 

Announcements 

Looking To Advertise By Mail? 
THEN YOU SHOULD PLACE A CLASS-
ified ad in RECORD. Beginning with the Oc¬ 
tober issue RECORD will be newly designed 
to a glossy-style format. Regular classified ads 
cost $1.75 per word, 15-word minimum. Illus¬ 
trated classified space is $ 130 per column inch, 
one inch minimum. The column inch width 
will increase 29% to 214’. RECORD, Classi¬ 
fied, 745 Fifth Ave., NY, NY 10151. For fur¬ 
ther info., call Patti Fiore at (212) 350-1297. 

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

Art 
ORIGINAL PORTRAITS CREATED OF 
your band, favorite singer/group. Individual, 
composite, onstage; most media. Portraits 
Etc., Box 202, Marlboro, MD 20772. 

Books and Publications 
You Don’t Have To Be Ordinary. 
THE BOOKLET THAT REVEALS HOW TO 
develop your personality to its fullest. You are 
exceptional! Order now. Send $2.50 to Katlaw 
Enterprises, Dept. 301, 6401 Antares N.E., 
Albuquerque, NM 87111. 

SPRINGSTEEN FANS: DISCOVER 
"BACKSTREETS,” the best Springsteen 
magazine. Subscriptions $10 year; current is¬ 
sue $3 ppd. Box 51225-D, Seattle, WA 98115. 

ROCK QUOTES OF THE 80 s: VAN 
Halen, Queen, Stevie Nicks, Def Leppard, 
Petty, Squier & more! $5. Raspberry Rock, 
Box 2204, Mesa, AZ 85204. 

ANOTHER SPRINGSTEEN FANZINE?! 
Bruceness—The E Street Press doesn't claim 
to be the best, but we is the funkiest! Definitive 
rare record listing, interviews, 1982 New Jer¬ 
sey Tour report, and loads more fun. 40 pages 
of blatant hero worship $3 cash. Box 2778, 
Winnipeg, Canada R3C 4B4 

Clothing 
Japanese T-Shirts 

Robert Plant 
Continued from page 11 
of the Yardbirds, and had all sorts of 
influences, such as blues and west 
coast American music. We had a 
certain ability to extend our music, 
which gave it drama, dynamics, 
emotion, and space. At one moment 
it could be Wagnerian, and at the 
next like Eddie Cochran. That was 
“heavy,” in the sense that it was 
sometimes a little hard to take, not 
because it was a mass of uncon¬ 
trolled crescendoes. And now, the 
remnants of that era’s imitators— 
and there are only imitators left, or 
tired exponents from the first time 
’round who are still flogging it— 
have all lost their way. The subtlety 
that was in Led Zeppelin was never 
shared by much of the music that 
was around—Blue Cheer was as 
“heavy metal” as Iron Maiden. I’m 
afraid it’s all become very profes¬ 
sional, as in Def Leppard and people 
like that—just pretty songs with the 
odd scream, and a guitarist who 
leans back and bursts into a great 
flurry of notes. Whatever was there 
in 1969 and 1970 has become dilut¬ 
ed or lost in translation. 

Did you ever feel a sense of respon¬ 
sibility as, in your words, a “hero”? 
Only to exude an air of positivity, 
rather than one of pondering and 
darkness. At the time even the sym¬ 

bolic actions of guys like Alice Coo¬ 
per made me a little sick, because I 
thought there was not enough 
light—there never is. 

Apart from Zeppelin you’ve kept a 
fairly low profile. But I understand 
now that you’re getting ready to 
close up your farm and move to Lon¬ 
don. Why the change? 

I think I could do with a few years of 
total immersion in music and stage, 
and a whole change of stimuli: I’d 
like to get dug in to the next few 
years in every respect. I’ll always 
keep at least a toe in the country, but 
maybe there is peace in the city—ac¬ 
tually I think it’s possible to find 
peace anywhere if you’ve got the 
right state of mind. The way I am 
now, I feel very content artistically, 
barring my musical frustrations. Be¬ 
yond that, it’s all settling down. I do 
take my drives in the country, and 
do the things I’ve always done, but 
really I haven’t a great deal of time. 
What time I have I spend playing 
tennis: it’s a great leveller after 
hours and hours of concentration. 

Do you feel you have peace of mind 
now? 

I don’t know. Because I’m a singer 
and not a musician there’s always a 
level of frustration that I carry with 
me—there’s a lot of emotion that I 
can’t express, which I have up there 
in my head. But I feel I have as 
much peace as I’ve ever had, which 
is a fair smattering, really. 

What would you like to have been if 
you hadn’t been a singer? 

A whore! No, maybe a forester, or 
one of those nineteenth century bot¬ 
anists who went abroad and gath¬ 
ered incredible species of plants 
from China, Japan or wherever. 
Some kind of traveler, perhaps, at 
the turn of the century, or even as 
late as the ’30s. A while ago I was 
reading books by Peter Fleming and 
Bruce Chatwin, and found that be¬ 
ing a foreign correspondent for a 
major newspaper seems to give you 
carte blanche to take six months and 
the right calling-cards and travel 
from Cathay to Kashmir. I’d like to 
have had the eloquence and skill to 
write down the escapades, as well as 
the breeding and the ways of the 
gentle so I could handle all the dif¬ 
ferent situations. The idea of that 
kind of exploration, where you don’t 
have to be a geologist or an excep¬ 
tionally daring character, appeals to 
me very much. 

Any regrets musically? 

No. I don’t think I’ve ever had any 
regrets, musically, about anything 
I’ve ever done. With Zeppelin it was 
so homey and comfortable that I 
never even had a thought beyond 
the record or tour we were involved 
in—I was totally consumed by it. I 
suppose that socially it might have 
been better for me to have met more 
people earlier on, but I’ve got plenty 
of time to catch up. O 

Continued from page 15 
through his mind until it came out 
as one. 

After a time in college, where he 
quit piano and took up percussion, 
Mtume joined Davis’ band. After 
three years of playing experimental 
jazz/funk, Mtume took a year off, 
then went into business for himself. 
His vision of same has since evolved 
into something akin to a one-man 
conglomerate, capable of writing, 
producing, arranging and recording 
in any idiom, at any time, with 
anybody. 

“I’m a complete hybrid, a true 
product of Philadelphia—the whole 
thing, from the early syncopation of 
James Brown, to Sly’s pop, to 
George Clinton’s merger of the two. 
I can do all of that, but only if I re¬ 
member the source material. 
“For me, funk is urban black ritu¬ 

al, like Dervish dances, the ability to 
use repetition to your advantage. 
And any record that’s gonna have a 
chance of success has to start out 
there, on the urban street. I saw it 
with Juicy Fruit. That record got 
street credibility before all the so-
called hip types went into it.” 
Mtume’s decision to renew his ef¬ 

forts in main-stream adult pop, be¬ 
ginning with Liza and perhaps 
extending someday to Frank Sinatra 
and beyond, is, he says, by no means 
an abrogation of the street, but 
merely a desire to get back to some¬ 
thing he does well. 
“Not many guys can write and re¬ 

cord funk and an MOR ballad. If I 
can do it, I will. Whatever it is, I 
think I can build my way from the 
street on up the pyramid.” 

Finishing a beer, Mtume adds 
that he’s off to a late-night business 
meeting with yet another pop singer 
who’s coming back and needs a 
guiding hand. 

Paying his check, Mtume is still 
smiling. O 

AS SEEN IN ROCK VIDEOS 
L) Samurai Spirit of Japan. R) Shogun. In 
black or white, S,M,L,XL. Kamikaze head¬ 
bands $5, shirts $10 ea. plus $1 P&H. New 
Catalog $1. Nippon Bros, Box 22282, Oklaho¬ 
ma City, OK 73123. 

Personalized Tees $7.95 
SILKSCREENED 17, LETTERS. SMALL, 
medium, large, XL. Any combination of red, 
white, navy, green, orange, yellow, purple. 
Yip’s 
Box 144 
Annandale, VA 22003 

We Have Them! 
KALSO® EARTH» SHOES. BOOTS, 
sandals! $25 to $45. Catalog 25* Shoeworks, 
3930-R Troost, Tulsa, OK 74105. (918) 663-
9818. 

HEAVY METAL AND NEW WAVE 
T-Shirts $6.50. Send SASE for free catalog to 
Hot, 1357 Columbia, Glendale, CA 91205. 

SATIN PANTS, ETC. FOR ENTERTAIN-
ers etc. Write/call for catalog. Enclose $1 re¬ 
fundable. Satin Sales, Dept. 4A, 7 South 5th 
St., Minneapolis, MN 55402. (612) 333-5045. 

ROCK T-SHIRTS—DOUBLE SIDED T-
shirts $10.50 ppd., Jersey $12.50 available in 
Van Halen '82, '81, '80; Number of Beast, 
Beast on Road, Killers; Signals; Screaming for 
Vengeance; Triumph; Loverboy; One sided T-
Shirts $9 ppd., Jersey (indicated by •) $11 
ppd., available in Iron Maiden—Piece of 
Mind; Motley Crew; Styx-Double Robot; 
Stray Cats*; Who*; Squire*; Asia*; Foreign¬ 
er*; Queen*; ABC; Men at Work; Sabbath-
Live Evil, Hand Cross; Mob Rules*, World 
Tour*; Krokus; Journey-Frontiers; Pink 
Floyd*; Aerosmith; Zeppelin; Petty; Tri¬ 
umph; 38 Special; Ozzy-Devil Bat, Speak of 
Devil, Diary*, Blizzard; AC/DC*; Benatar; 
Scorpions; also Posters, Caps, Programs, 
Stickers, Tapestries, Buttons, Key Chains. 
Catalog 50*—Rock Tops, Dept. R-9, Main 
St., Bloomington, NY 12411, or call (914) 
338-3344. 

Fan Clubs 
Genesis Information 
T-SHIRTS, SWEATSHIRTS, BOOKS, 
tour programs. Posters, buttons, stickers, 
quarterly magazine, imported albums, etc. 
For further information send self-addressed 
envelope to: Genesis Information, Dept RD, 
Box 253, Princeton Junction, NJ 08550, or 
Box 107, London N6 5RU, England. 

The Who Club 
T-SHIRTS, SWEATSHIRTS, BOOKS, 
buttons, stickers, imported albums, quarterly 
magazines, etc. Send SASE to: The Who Club 
(Dept RD). Box 731, Princeton Junction, NJ 
08550, or Box 107A, London. N6 5RU, 
England. 
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Collector’s Items 
COLLECTORS, OLIVIA, BEATLES, 
Blondie, Elton, Bee Gee’s, promo's, m ports, 
memorabilia, more. Layaway plan. Cal Jog SI 
refundable. Wynnco, 27A Maxie, Gre» nville, 
SC 29611. 

OUR NEW 100-PAGE ROCK NEW 
wave & teen-magazine catalog is now avail¬ 
able ($1.25—cash), containing compte list¬ 
ings (1949 to present) of thousands of 
magazines, tabloids, zines, books & n ?mora-
bilia (Stones, Who, Monkees, Joplin, I eitles, 
Blondie, etc.) Back Issues, 28 Orchard St., 
Ridgefield Park, NJ 07660. 

LED ZEPPELIN—’77 TOUR BACK-
stage sticker—limited quantity—S. . Tri¬ 
umph, Maiden, Priest, Scorpions, Hei cats— 
$2 plus S.A.S.E. Send S.A.S.E. for free cata¬ 
log: Collector’s Items, Box 4O76S, R: vredge, 
NJ 07661. 

Gifts & Merchandise 
ROCK MERCHANDISE. GET IT ALL 
now! Everything in rock related items—every 
group! Also receive a free listing of naii mwide 
record conventions! Send $1 to Mj.icade, 
Suite 114R, 19777 West Twelve Mik, SDUth-
field, MI 48076. 

Home Video 
$$$ TURN YOUR RECORDS INTO 
profit $$$ Videotape shows many rocl ecords 
which are valuable (you may already have 
some!), where to find them cheaply, tow to 
turn them into cash. Also tips on cum nt rec¬ 
ords with investment potential. Star: niking 
money now!! Satisfaction guaranteed. VHS/ 
BETA $29.95 + $3 postage. Video. 278 N. 
Augusta, Fresno, CA 93710. 

MUSIC ON VIDEO—STONES, BEA-
ties, Who, Utopia, more! Send 25? fcr huge 
catalog. VHI Video Heaven Inc., Box 144C-R, 
Holland, MI 49423. 
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Instruction 
The Music Business Instit ite 
A CAREER PROGRAM IN MUSIC: 
course includes recording, studio, concept and 
video production; artist represen tar in and 
management; retailing and wholesaling; rec¬ 
ord promotion and marketing; copyright and 
music industry law; songwriters arc music 
publishing; & more. Employment ass stance. 
Write for free brochure & career guid MBI, 
Suite 400-RD, 2970 Peachtree Rd., N.W., At¬ 
lanta, GA 30305. (404) 231-3303. 

BE A DJ! PROGRAMMER S NEW 
mini-course includes job finding tips. I lustrat¬ 
ed. $6 complete! Gateway Productifs, Box 
1060-B, Nipomo, CA 93444. 

Miscellany 
INVENTIONS, IDEAS, NEW PRO )UCTS 
wanted! Industry presentation/nati(«al expo¬ 
sition. Call free 1-8OO-528-6O5O. Arixna, 1-
800-352-0458. X831. 

Musicians 
Musicians—get with it! 
WHY WAIT FOR THE RIGHT GROUP 
or right musicians to find you? Yol ;an find 
them! Call us—the music industry*? largest 
nationwide referral & get things roll rg now. 
Professional Musicians’ Referral TV 
Toll Free 800-328-8660 (612) 825-f M8 
Or Call East Coast Ofc. (609 ) 547 7)96 
Or Call West Coast Ofc. (714) 527-611 

Occult 
WITCHCRAFT’S POWER SECRETS! 
Gavin & Yvonne Frost, world’s foremost 
Witches, teach you Details. Box I5O2-X, 
Newbern NC 28560. 

Posters and Photos 
The U.S. Festival ’83 Lives 
THROUGH CLOSE-UP ROCK FHOTO-
graphy. 3 high quality 22" x 28" phot»collages 
preserve each historic day. Each collage $5.00 
plus $1.00 postage & handling. Spec fy: New 
Wave; Heavy Metal, Superstar Mwbday. Or 
all 3 on huge 5’6" x 2'4" wall hangirg. $ 15.00. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed, 9071 Lothmanns 
Plaza, Suite 180 E RC, Overland I ark, KS 
66212. Free rock memorabilia cata og with 
order. 

Color Concert Photos 
HUGE SELECTION. HUNDREDS OF 
performers including rock, country, southern 
bands. Send $1 for beautiful illustrated cata¬ 
log. Mention favorite. 
“Smile” 
Box 15293-RI) 
Chesapeake, VA 23320-0293 

SI Color Rock Concert Photos! 
PRIEST, POLICE. VAN ¿ALEN, 
Stones. Who, Adam. Benatar, Maid, n, Clash. 
Zeppelin, Heart. Beatles, Fleetwood Mac. Oli¬ 
via, Bowie, Loverboy, Rush, hundreds more! 
Best quality, absolute lowest pri¬ 
ces . . . Newest giant full-color catling 4- 2 
samples—$2, 5 samples—$5. Fron: Low Pho¬ 
tos, Box 484-RR, Nesconset. NY ! 7757. 

Collectors color photo sets! 
Set of 4 color photo buttons it set of 2 

mounted color 5' x T* ’s. Cougar. Sinngfield. 
Trick, Police, Heart sets available! send only 
$7 per set to Rock Stills. Box 279 Toughton 
Lake. MI 48629. 

Classified Advertising 

Led Zep Like You’ve 
Never Seen Them! 
Led Zeppelin: 

Portraits 
by Neal Preston 

The Tour Photographs 1970-79 
Introduction by Cameron Crowe 

IIDZEITO 

l’omis 
Rock-At-Home! - bringing rock ’n’ roll to your doorstep - is proud to 
announce the exclusive October 1983 release of the ultimate Led Zep 
collector's item, the limited edition, bound portfolio collection of Neal 
Preston's historic photographs of Led Zeppelin. Over two years in the 
making, the stunning Led Zeppelin: Portraits is a jumbo 11x14 
inch book, printed on the highest quality photo-reproduction paper. 
It features more than 72 beautiful black and white pictures of Page. 
Plant. Jones, and Bonham, most of which have never been seen before, 
and many whose negatives were printed especially for this volume. It 
will be published in a limited edition of 5,000 copies numbered and 
signed by Mr. Preston, and costs $25. 
Neal Preston served as Led Zep's official tour photographer, travelling with the 
band from 1973 through their final major performance at Knebworth. England. 
August 1979. The photos contained in his book range from that legendary concert 
to early press conference shots. People magazine portraits, and the picture used 
on Jimmy Page's passport! 

Lad Zeppelin: Portraits, a once in a-
lifetlme souvenir, will not be available in 
record or book stores or through any other 
mail-order company. 

Order today for a reserved numbered and 
signed copy and guaranteed shipment 
on the book's release date. Friday. October 
28. 1983. 

Rock-At-Hom«l 150 East 35 St. Suite G3 New York. N.Y. 10016 

TES. please reserve _ copyties) of Led Zeppelin: Portraits. I ve 
enclosed a check/m.o. to Rock-At-Home! for 825.00. I am adding 82.50 shipping 
per book. (N.Y. residents please add sales tax.) 

Amount enclosed S_ 

Name_ 

Address_ 

City/State/Zip_ 

I know that Led 
Zeppelin : Portraits 
will ship on October 28. 
1983. 
Please ship my copy 
B First Class 

United Parcel 

Rock-Ät-Home! 150 East 35 St. Suite G3 New York. N.Y. 10016 C1 

DR. HUNTER THOMPSON / WILD TURKEY 101° 
T-SHIRTS 

HUNTER THOMPSON on front and FLYING WILD TURKEY 
on back reproduced in 4-Color silkscreen process Top quality 
white 50/50 t-shirt Specify size: S. M, L. XL $950 postpaid Allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery Send check or money order to T-Shirts International. 
2554 Lincoln Blvd . Suite 400. Venice. CA 90291. Attn: Wild Turkey T-Shirt 

Rubber Stamps 
3 Stooges Rubber Stamp 

SEND $4.95 PLUS 50? POSTAGE TO: 
Loveland Rubber Stamp. 1402 W. Eisenhow¬ 
er, Loveland, CO 80537. Allow 10 days. 

Records & Tapes 
Giant Goldies Catalog 
THOUSANDS OF 45 s IN NEW UP-
dated 35-page catalog—from 40s to 80s—Bea¬ 
tles, Jolson, Crystals, Queen, Motown. We 
also stock current 45s/albums. Shop at home. 
Credit cards welcome. Send $2 for catalog to: 
Aardvark Music 
Box 69441, Dept. RI) 
Los Angeles, CA 90069 

R. Stevie Moore 
DISCOVER AMERICA S LAST AU-
thentic eccentric pop genius. Free catalog, or 
30-minute cassette sampler for $1. 
R. Stevie Moore 
429 Valley Road 
Upper Montclair, NJ 07043 

Shane’s Record Finding Service 
FROM ROCK TO FOLK, PUNK TO 
jazz, industrial to easy listening, we can find 
just about anything ever made! Send want 
lists, requests plus 3-20c stamps for our huge 
catalog. Box 6314, San Rafael, CA 94903. 

RARE RECORDINGS BY ERIC CLAP-
ton & The Yardbirds, Bob Marley, Willie Nel¬ 
son, Ian North, Django Reinhart, George 
Jones. Mail $1 for catalog to: Alliance Rec¬ 
ords, 92 Horatio St.. Suite 2C, New York, NY 
10014. 

JUKEBOX FANS! RECORDS AVAIL-
able from 1950-1983. Specials monthly. Send 
your want list and SASE for quote. Jukebox 
Friday Night, Box 471, Marietta, GA 30061. 

ROCK DISCOVERY PHOTOS & BUT-
tonsü R Rhoads, J. Beck, E. Clapton, AC/ 
DC. A Ants. D Duran. P Benatar. B. Squier, 
J. Jett, Triumph, Kiss, H League, Who, P 
Gabriel, K. Crimson, E. Costello, L. Zeppelin, 
& thousands more. Can’t find anywhere? Try 
us!! Superior quality, fastest service. 46-page 
catalog $1 (refundable w/purchase). Specify 
favorites V’Kriengkai, Box 657-R, Lenox Hill 
Station, New York, NY 10021. 

OLDIE BUTGOODTs 

First in a series of 
collectable T-shirt 
transfers you iron on yourself. 
7 In. in diameter-original in color. 
Send check or money order for $3.95 
plus $.50 handling to: 
HARMONYWEAR PRODUCTIONS 
P.O. Box 379086. Maple Ht».. OH 44137 

EXCLUSIVE: 
DOWN UNDER IS 
NOW ON TOP! 

Brillant red and blue 

Australian map combined 

with flag design on top quality 

50/50 white T-Shirts. 

$9.95 Postpaid. 

AUSTRALIA 

Hk tond down under 

Specify quantity and size. Adult: S M L XL 

Send check or money order to: 

ALTER EGO 

DEPT B 

P.O. BOX 27344 

SEATTLE. WA 98125 

CONCEPT T SHIRTS 
Hand-screened in 
3 colors White T 
w navy trim or 
all-white T. $7 50 
ea White worn 
fashion Tor base 
ball jersey (blue, 
red . or gold 
sleeves) $9 50 In 
Ca add 6v»<7r tax 
• $1 50 per order 
postage A hand¬ 
ling « 1983 B T 

Send for free brochure w more designs 
from CYCLONE, Box 7465 R, 
Santa Cruz, Ca 95061 7465 

GOLDEN OLDIES, THOUSANDS OF 45 
records available. Send $2 for catalog. Stewart 
Estep Records, Box 10243, Alexandria, VA 
22310. 

AUDIOPHILE RECORD GALLERY 
discounts ultra sound directdisc, half mas¬ 
tered, digital, DBX, Japanese Imports, more! 
We specialize, only the finest fidelity record¬ 
ings. Catalog $1. Box 1073, Vienna, VA 
22180. 

Songwriters 
SONGWRITERS. WE'VE GOT NEWS 
for you! Songwriter’s Monthly Newsletter, 
•1626 N Wilcox, #940, Hollywood, CA 
90028 For latest issue send $2. 

She was the 
woman who 
shared 
John's love 

loving John 
The Untold Story 

by May Pang and Henry Edwards 

She was the Lennons’ personal assistant before she be 
came Johns longtime lover. Now. for the first time, she is 
telling her story. Loving John is May Pang’s never before 
published intimate account of her life with John and 
Yoko, of John Lennon's tempestuous relationship with 
his wife, of the powerful influence Yoko had on Johns life 
and music, of their stormy eighteen-month separa 
tion...all from the point of view of the woman Yoko 
personally chose to begin Loving John 

“The hottest thing around... a weird love triangle for 
our times...’” 
It will shock you as it shows you Lennon at both his best 
and worst: the flashes of genius, the all-night recording 
sessions, the drugs, the chaos, the bouts of violence, the 
intimate details of John and Yoko at the Dakota. The 
Lennons' whims were May Pang's commands, and no 
matter how strange the orders. May followed them. 

Loving John captures Lennon's hectic day to day life 
from his paranoid isolation inside the Dakota to his and 

JYlay’s cash-poor months in California to the love affair 
that, until now. was the rock world's biggest secret—a first 
hand account that every rock 
fan must read. It includes 
over forty private photos 
taken by May Pang. 

’ “Sizzling... Beatles fans 
will love the details 
...[the] friendships 
with other Beatles, 
Elton John. Mick 
Jagger. David Bowie, 
Phil Spector. Harry 
Nilsson, etc.” 
—Liz Smith, syndicated columnist 

The Most Revealing Book on John Lennon Ever Written 
To order, send check or money order for $ 10.20 in USA 
or $1200 in Canada (includes postage and handling) to 
Dept PAA( RE ). Warner Books. 666 Fifth Avenue. New 
York. NY 10103. Please specify title of book and *R37916-6. 
Mease allow four to six weeks for delivery 

A 
Quality 

Paperback 

NEW! From AMERITECH INDUSTRIES 
Tired of plastic or piles of unoganized tapes around your stereo? 

NOW THERE IS A REAL CHOICE 

MAY HI WALI MOI STED 

THE AMERITECH REDWOOD 
CASSETTE ORGANIZER 
Available in three models 

Model No. 25 holding 25 cassettes -21.99 
Model No. 50 holding 50 cassettes - 38.99 
Model No. 75 holding 75 cassettes -54.99 

DEALER INQUIRES IN V1TED 
For rush Mastercharge or Visa orders call: 
(904) 526-2262 or send check or moneyorder 
To: AMERITECH INDUSTRIES INC. 

RT. 3 BOX 711 
MARIANNA, Fl. 32446 

<Al LOW 4 6 WEEK FOR DELIVERY! 

ONLY YOU 

COULD BE 

SO 

BOLD! 

OPUS 
OF BLOOM COUNTY 

T-SHIRT $7.95 
BASEBALL IERSEY 

$9.95 

Congress Sucks' hand silk-screened on 
a soft grey polycotton punksweat, a 
quality pullover with reinforced 
oversized sleeves &. neck Guaranteed 
to offend. S.M.L.XL. $ 12.95 plus $ 1.00 
postage per shirt Free catalog. 
LOCOMOTIVE. Track 4. P.O. Box 8301 

Prairie Village, KS 66208 

Adult Sizes 

S M L XL 

S12-I27-S1S0 

Send (her I or money order lo: 
OPUS-T; MS0 Bee C„et Rd.. 1D: Anitin. IX 78746 



Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 

LIGHTS: 10 mg. "tar", 0.8 mg. nicotine. KING: 17 mg. "tar", 1.3 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette by FTC method. 

_ 

Robert 
Plant 
Into The Light: 
The Record 
Interview 

Rolling Stone 
Publication 


