




For years you have been fed some 
pretty tall stories about cassette tape. 
Denon only makes one claim for 
DX-Series Cassettes. We don’t say they 
will play on the moon; we don't say they 
will survive being baked in ovens. We 
hope that they won’t tip over your chair 
or shatter your stemware. We only say 
that Denon DX-Series Cassette Tape will 
sound more like real music than any 
other brand on the market. 

“YOU DON’T LISTEN TO SPECIFICATIONS; 
YOU LISTEN TO MUSIC.” 

Most cassette tape advertising 
tries to impress you with specifications. 
The trouble is that specifications do not 

necessarily equate to musicality. 
Most manufacturers’ 

specifications are based on static 
measurements, the tape’s response to 
steady test tones. Denon DX-Series 
Cassette Tape goes one step further: it 
also minimizes Dynamic Distortion, the 
distortion created by actual musical 
signals. 

“DENON WILL BECOME 
THE AUDIOPHILES CASSETTE TAPE:” 

True audiophiles realize the A-B 
testing is not the real gauge of sound 
quality. Only extended listening can tell 
you if a component— or a tape— is 
superior. 

Perform this test for yourself. I> 
a recording on Denon DX-Cassette Té 
first listening to the source. Then 
playback your DX-Tape recording anc 
compare the two experiences. 

The message is in the music. 

DENON • DX7Z 

“YOU WILL DISCOVER A CASSETTE TAPE 
THAT SOUNDS LIKE REAL MUSIC!’ 



want to hear is on 
your records.. . 
you just 
haven’t 
heard it all. 
REVEAL makes records sound better. 
The first step is to 
hear the music, not the noise. 
You've probably bought hundreds of records .. .for the 
music. Why put up with ‘‘pops’’ and "crackles ”? 
REVEAL’S high technology formula deep-cleans and 
conditions your records so that all the dust and dirt par¬ 
ticles are completely removed along with other harmful 
deposits that cause surface noise. Try REVEAL first on 
one of your old records that you think is hopeless ... and 
you’ll re-discover why you bought it in the first place. .. for 
the music. 

ASK FOR REVEAL AT 
YOUR RECORD STORE 
OR STEREO DEALER 
COMPLETE KIT SHOWN ABOVE INCLUDES 
4 OUNCE REVEAL SOLUTION. APPLICATOR & PREENER 
©1983 IONIKON CORP. CONCORD. CA. 94520 

REVEAL makes old or new 
records sound better. 
That’s why we call it “REVEAL"...because REVEAL 
does a lot more than just clean dirty records. REVEAL con¬ 
ditions the record vinyl to improve the action of the stylus 
within the record groove itself by virtually eliminating 
stylus drag and friction... and that means even new 
records sound better. Clearer highs, smoother mid-range, 
and fuller bass... whether the record is old or new. in 
actual listening tests of old and new records, most peo¬ 
ple tell us they hear much greater detail and presence after 
treating the record with REVEAL, with more of a feeling 
of "being there" than they ever heard before. 

The music is on your records, you just 
haven’t heard it all. REVEAL it. 

re eal 
makes records sound better 
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Specifically, Rolling Stones 
music. In an exclusive inter¬ 
view, Keith Richards dis¬ 
cusses how the Stones operate 
under the weight of myth and 
how the band’s changed 
through the years. Along the 
way he offers some choice 
words on fashion and music, 
the songwriter’s responsibil¬ 
ity and the strange mecha¬ 
nism known as the music 
industry. 
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Cover photo of Keith Richards by Jean Pagliuso 

LETTERS. 4 
TOP 100 ALBUMS . 5 

MUSIC NEWS . 7-10 

AMERICAN GRANDSTAND 15 

RECORDS . 54 
J.D. Considine finds that while Elvis Cos¬ 
tello’s new album may contain the song 
that breaks him in a big way in America, it 
also raises some troubling questions about 
Costello’s artistic weight and musical 
strengths. Also reviewed: Aretha Franklin, 
Junior, John Fahey, Aztec Camera, Any 
Trouble, Graham Parker, Tin Angel, Bad 
Brains, Coconuts, Flesh tones, Love Trac¬ 
tor, Tim Scott, Wham, X-Teens, Sponge¬ 

MUSICVIDEO INSTRUMENTS & AUDIO 

tones, and others. 

CLASSIFIEDS . 62 

PERSPECTIVES . 64 

RECORD / OCTOBER 1983 

MUSICVIDEO INTERVIEW: 
BOB GIRALDI . 36 

Acclaimed commercial director Bob Gir¬ 
aldi moved off Madison Avenue this year 
to direct Michael Jackson in “Beat It” and 
Diana Ross in “Pieces of Ice.” In this ex¬ 
clusive interview, Giraldi discusses his first 
forays into rock video. 

THE TUBE GOES CLIP CRAZY. 40 
Spurred by MTV’s success, networks as 
well as cable franchises are juicing up their 
late-night weekend schedules with rock 
video and more rock video. What’s next? 

VIDEO TESTING . 42 
Sony Beta Hi-Fi, a home video break¬ 
through. 

REVIEWS CHARTS . 43 

NEIL YOUNG: THIS IS NOT 
THE TWILIGHT ZONE . 46 

An exclusive report on the sessions that 
produced Neil Young’s new album, Every¬ 
body's Rockin ’. 

DIGITAL DRUMS: THE BEAT 
GENERATION . 48 

In this month’s Musical Electronics col¬ 
umn, Craig Anderton takes a look at digi¬ 
tal drum machines, their limitations and 
the very real advantages they offer both to 
the professional and the teacher. 

AUDIO: CDs, TOYS THAT 
TEACH, AND MUSIC TO GET 
ZAPPED BY . 50 

NEW PRODUCTS . 52 

3 



4 

MANAGING EDITOR 

David McGee 
ASSOCIATE EDITORS 

Mark Mehler, David Gans (West Coast) 
ASSISTANT EDITOR 

Wayne King 
ART DIRECTOR 

Esther Draznin 
EDITORIAL ASSISTANT 

Helene Podziba 
CONTRIBUTING EDITORS 

Vince Aletti, Craig Anderton, Dan Forte, 
Jonathan Gross, Alan Hecht (video), 
John Hutchinson, Dave Marsh, Doc Pomus, 
Martin Porter (audio) 

PUBLISHER 

Thomas F. Braun 
VICE PRESIDENT 

Marty Ostrow 
ADVERTISING 

Jeffrey Babcock, Alan Stiles 
Patti Fiore (Classifieds) 
ADVERTISING COORDINATOR 

Karen M. Johnston 
ADVERTISING PRODUCTION 

Calvin Generette, Mary Driver 
CIRCULATION DIRECTOR 

John Skipper 
SUBSCRIPTIONS DIRECTOR 

Kim Shorb 
CIRCULATION MANAGERS 

Bill Coad, Tom Costello, John Lowe, 
James Jacobs, Nicky Roe, Ira Tattleman, 
Paula Madison, Solomon N’jie 
MANUFACTURING & DISTRIBUTION 

Dan Sullivan (Director) 
Linda M. Landes (Printing Manager) 
DIRECTOR RETAIL SALES & PUBLICITY 

Susan Ollinick 
CONTROLLER 

Judy Hemberger 
FINANCE DEPARTMENT 

Betty Jo Klune 
GENERAL STAFF 

Susan Brewster, Jonathan Gregg, 
Lisa Leavitt, Michael Roseman 

The Record is a special interest publication of 
Straight Arrow Publishers, Inc.: 
Chairman: Jann S. Wenner 
Sr. Vice President: Kent Brownridge 
Main Office: 745 Fifth Avenue, 
New York, N.Y. 10151 (212) PL8-38OO 
Branches: 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3740 
Los Angeles, CA 90067 (213) 553-2289 
333 North Michigan Avenue 
Chicago. IL 60601 (312)782-2366 

The entire contents of The Record are copyright 
©1983 by Straight Arrow Publishers, Inc., and may not be 
reproduced in any manner, either in whole or in part, without 
written permission from the publisher. All rights reserved. 
Publisher does not assume responsibility for any unsolicited 
materials and will return only those accompanied by a 
stamped self-addressed envelope. The Record is published 
monthly at the subscription price of $12.00 for one year by 
Straight Arrow Publishers, Inc., 745 Fifth Avenue, New 
York. New York 10151 Microform editions of RECORD 
are available through UMI. 300 North Zeeb Road. Ann Ar¬ 
bor. MI 48106, (800) 521-0600. Second-class postage paid at 
New York. NY and at additional mailing offices. Postmaster: 
Send address changes to Record. PO. Box 2985. Boulder. 
Colorado 80322. This edition published August 22 for news¬ 
stand sales from September 20 through October 18 . 

LETTERS 

VIDEO CLICHES 
PLEASE ADD THE FOLLOWING 
rock video cliches to Alan Hecht’s prelimi¬ 
nary listing: motorcycles and their acces¬ 
sories; film noir lighting; circus 
performers; White Voids; Black Voids; 
eyes with tears; stars and/or crosses; 
strange headgear; wet streets (see Film 
Noir)\ animals (particularly horses and 
cats); and anything pastel. Makes you look 
forward to the next six years, doesn’t it? 

Doesn’t broadening our video horizons 
really mean broadening the traditionally 
limited subject matter of the music itself? 
Is this still possible? 
And doesn’t this also portend a potential 

video backlash by those tired of sitting on 
their butts in front of the tube—and a sub¬ 
sequent “rebirth” of radio? 

ROBERT DUPREE 
Square Video Productions 

Vancouver. IVA. 

cycled a fifth of Jack Daniel’s on my lap?”; 
“Ooooh! Look at the wide screen video! 
It’s just like being home watching televi¬ 
sion!" Well, it is rather intimate to sleep 
overnight outside the stadium for a shot at 
a decent general admission seat. To see the 
Police? It’s worth it, I think. 

Surely there’s a medium between 2700 
seaters and 70,000 capacity arenas. I adore 
Sting, Andy and Stewart. They deserve all 
the acclamation they’ve received. But 
boys, remember what it was like to be on 
the other side of the music business? Like 
the general public? Never has such a ma¬ 
jority been so discriminated against. This 
love affair is desperately ill-fated. I leave 
the noble three with supplications for 
mercy. MICHELLE A. GAUVREAU 

Newton, MA. 

POLICE BLOTTER 
I WAS VERY DISAPPOINTED TO 
find that the Police have become a money-
first industry (“Twilight of the Gods,” Au¬ 
gust RECORD). What used to be a group 
full of talent is now three arrogant, egotis¬ 
tic, selfish jerks. 

I had hoped that their recent album 
would be as good as their first three, but 
found it the same as Ghost In The Ma¬ 
chine— in other words, Sting’s views on 
the world. Boring. EILEEN A. CRONIN 

Des Plaines, III. 

OKAY, SO YOU CAN'T BEGIN ONE 
of these letters without saying whether or 
not the article of your particular interest 
was good or bad. Both! The former being 
my opinion of the writer’s qualities as a 
journalist and the latter referring to the 
ambiguous statements of the interviewees. 
At the mere mention of an arena concert 
the realization of my mortality slides into 
home! Anyone who assumes they have the 
power within them to create an intimate 
atmosphere at such an event rides an eleva¬ 
tor that doesn’t go all the way up, or is 98 
cents short of a dollar. Stop me when I get 
too intimate: “Hey mom, I made 70,000 
new friends tonight!”; “The gentleman 
next to me is wielding a pocket-size ma¬ 
chete and there isn’t a security person 
within distance of a blood-curdling 
scream!”; “Will Tide remove the stain cre¬ 
ated by an inebriated 16-year-old who re¬ 

HERE, HERE! 
RE: LINDA HUMMELS’ (RHETOR-
ical) question in July Letters, “If Journey 
are such terrible musicians, why do so 
many people buy their albums?” I wish I 
had an answer to that question. But I 
don’t. What I do have is this admonition— 
oft repeated—for sloppy thinkers of Ms. 
Hummel’s ilk: popularity is unrelated to 
quality. Just because lots of people like it 
doesn’t make it any good. 40 million 
Americans can indeed be wrong. For ex¬ 
ample, Richard Nixon was elected Presi¬ 
dent— twice! What this means to Ms. 
Hummel is that Journey would be just as 
mediocre as a band if no one bought their 
records, only they would be less popular. 
Further, reference to their supposed Mes¬ 
sianic qualities does nothing to establish 
their musical merit, just as tasteless com¬ 
ments about reviewers’ names does noth¬ 
ing to disestablish theirs. 

Taste, incidentally, along with quality 
and sophistication in music, seem to me 
more central concerns of the listener than 
popularity (which is a consideration ap¬ 
propriate to the labels). Taste could be said 
to involve a discernment of different kinds 
of music; a taste for heavy metal is just as 
valid as a preference for Baroque (for, 
thankfully, taste is the one sublimely arbi¬ 
trary bastion of the listener)—but liking it 
does not make it good. Some tastes are 
more refined, or sophisticated, than oth¬ 
ers: true sophisticates breathe the rarefied 
air of Classical, while cavemen ritualize 
the primal disco beat. But even sophistica¬ 
tion does not equal quality, for there is bad 
Classical and good disco. Problem is, there 
is no real way to measure quality—and 
thus we run to the top 40 charts for an Em¬ 
pirical Sign from the Merchants. What we 
have got is hindsight and expertise, which 
develops through years of listening, aca¬ 
demic as well as leisure; mine proclaims 
Crispin Sartwell’s embattled review of 
Steve Perry’s singing voice as charitable. 

STEPHEN CAMPBELL 
Columbia, S.C. 
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I SYNCHRONICITY 
' Police ASM 

g THRILLER " 
Michael Jackson Epic 

g FLASHDANCE 
Soundtrack Polygram 

4 PYROMANIA_ 
Def Leppard Polygram 

5 THE WILD HEART " 
* Stevie Nicks Ateo 

g LET’S DANCE " 
David Bowie EMI/America 

J KEEP IT UP_ 
Loverboy Columbia 

g CARGO 
Men At Work Columbia 

g 1999 
Prince Warner Bros 

IQ FRONTIERS 
w Journey Columbia 

11 H2O ~ 
1 Daryl Hall & John Oates pca 

IN STATE OF CONFUSION* 
The Kinks Arista 

JO REACH THE BEACH ~ 
The Fixx MCA 

14 DURAN DURAN 
Duran Duran Capitol 

15 PIECE OF MIND "" 
” Iron Maiden Capitol 

1C SHE WORKS HARD FOR 
10 THE MONEY_ 

Donna Summer Mercury 

17 SPEAKING IN TONGUES 
The Talking Heads WamerBros. 

IQ CUTS LIKE A KNIFE 
Bryan Adams asm 

IQ KILLER ON 
13 THE RAMPAGE_ 

Eddy Grant epic 

Oil SWEET DREAMS 
LU ARE MADE OF THIS 

Eurythmies RCA 

21 ALBUM ~~~ 
' Joan Jett and the Blackhearts 

Blackheart/MCA 

22 KISSING TO BE CLEVER 
Culture Club Virgin/Epic 

2g STAYING ALIVE ~~ 
Soundtrack Polygram 

24 ELIMINATOR_ 
ZZ Top Warner Bros. 

25 FASCINATION 
The Human League am 

9ß THE PRINCIPLE OF 
MOMENTS_ 
Robert Plant Swan Song/Atco 

27 MENTAL HEALTH 
Quiet Riot Epic 

2g KILROY WAS HEPE 
Styx asm 

2Q ZEBRA 
Zebra Atlantic 

gQ LIVING IN OZ ~~ 
Rick Springfield pca 

g1 ¡N YOUR EYES 
George Benson WamerBros. 

g2 LISTEN 
A Flock of Seagulls jive/Arista 

gg visions ~ 
Gladys Knight and the 
Pips Columbia 

24 BETWEEN THE SHEETS 
The Isley Brothers Epic 

QC MURMUR 
33 R.E.M. ips_ 

gg ross_ 
Diana Ross pca 

g7 GIRL AT HER VOLCANO 
Ricki Lee Jones WamerBros. 

gg TAKE ANOTHER PICTURE 
Quarterflash Geffen 

gg BODY WISHES_ 
Rod Stewart Warner Bros 

4Q JUICY FRUIT 
Mtume Epic 

41 ALLIES 
Crosby, Stills, & Nash Atlantic 

42 SECRET MESSAGES 
ELO Jet/CBS 

4g FASTWAY ~ 
Fastway Columbia 

44 BUSINESS AS USUAL 
Men At Work Columbia 

45 OUTSIDE/INSIDE 
The Tubes Capitol 

4g HEAD HUNTER_ 
Krokus Arista 

A7 WAR 
U2 Island 

M  YOU BOUGHT IT, YOU 
w  NAME IT_ 

Joe Walsh Pull Moon/Warner Bros. 

4g FIELD DAY_ 
Marshall Crenshaw WamerBros. 

5Q PLAYS LIVE 
Peter Gabriel Geden 

51 CONFRONTATION 
Bob Marley & The Waiters island 

52 BILLY IDOL ~ 
Billy Idol Chrysalis 

5g WHITE FEATHERS 
Kajagoogoo EMI/America 

Mone night with a 
STRANGER_ 
Martin Briley Mercury 

55 ALL THIS LOVE ~ 
Debarge Motown 

5g MAMA AFRICA " 
Peter Tosh EMi/Americo 

57 JARREAU 
* Jarreau WamerBros. 

5g GET IT RIGHT 
Aretha Franklin Arista 

5g TOO LOW FOR ZERO 
Elton John Gelfen 

QQ TEXAS FLOOD 
Stevie Ray Vaughan Epic 

gi THE NET ~ 
Little River Band Capitol 

52 whammy" 
The B-52 S Warner Bros. 

gg HOLY DIVER 
Dio Warner Bros. 

Q4 TRAVELS ~~ 
Pat Metheny Group 
ECM/Warner Bros. 

g5 LIONEL RICHIE ~ 
Lionel Richie Motown 

gg MODERN HEART_ 
Champaign Columbia 

g7 MADNESS 
Madness Geffen 

gg MARY JANE GIRLS 
Mary Jane Girls Motown 

gg WE ARE ONE 
Maze Capitol 

7Q INFORMATION 
Dave Edmunds Columbia 

71 THE HURTING 
* Tears for Fears Mercury 

TV THE GOLDEN 
AGE OF WIRELESS 
Thomas Dolby Capitol 

7Q OLIVIA’S GREATEST HITS, 
13 VOL 2_ 

Olivia Newton-John mca 

LOST IN SPACE 
Jonzun Crew Tommy Boy 

75 GET LUCK~ 
Loverboy Columbia 

7Q 25 # 1 HITS FROM 
i0 25 YEARS_ 

Various Artists Motown 

TJ NO PARKING ON 
11 THE DANCE FLOOR 

Midnight Star Eiebra 

75 siogo 
Blackfoot aico 

jg TOTO IV " 
Toto Columbia 

gQ FAREWELL TOUR 
Doobie Brothers Warner Bros. 

Q1 A DECADE OF HITS 
Charlie Daniels Band Epic 

g2 KASHIF 
Kashif Aristo 

gg WHAT GOES AROUND 
The Hollies Atlantic 

g4 NAKED EYES 
Naked Eyes EMI/America 

gg HIGH & DRY_ 
Def Leppard Mercury 

gg BRANIGAN 2 
Laura Branigan Atlantic 

g7 BELLA DONNA 
Stevie Nicks Ateo 

gg STAY WITH ME TONIGHT 
Jeffrey Osborne asm 

gQRIO ~~ 
Duran Duran Capitol 

QQ RHYTHM OF YOUTH ~ 
Men Without Hats Bocbtreet/MCA 

QI THE DISTANCE_ 
' Bob Seger and the Silver 

Bullet Band Capitol 

gg Tow ride" 
Earl Klugh Capitol 

gg Tove for love 
Whispers EMtro 

Q4 I'M SO PROUD ~ 
Deniece Williams Columbia 

g5 YOUR MOVE " 
America Capitol 

gg ANTHOLOGY_ 
Diana Ross Motown 

g7 THE KEY 
Joan Armatrading asm 

gg THE GETAWAY 
Chris Deburgh asm 

gg GOOD AS GOLD 
Red Rockers Columbia 

1QQ THE LUXURY GAP 
Heaven 17 Arista 

PRESENTED 

BY MILLER 

HIGH LIFE 

BEER 
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The majestic Wild Turkey-a fitting symbol of our country's finest native whiskey-can be seen in the woods bordering our distillery. 

»? w 

■ 
Wild Turkey Hill. 

A place unlike any other. 

■ 
Austin Nichols 

« i 

' WILD ■ 
TURKEYj 
KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOUM® 

WHISKEY *• — MM M»* — 

The woods on Wild Turkey Hill slope down to the edge of the 
Kentucky River. On top of the hill, there’s been a distillery for nearly 
150 years. It’s a unique spot: gently running waters below and 
constant breezes above that cool our Wild Turkey whiskey naturally 
as it ages in the barrel. Wild Turkey Hill is a very special place. 
And it helps us make Wild Turkey very special. 
WILD TURKEY/101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD 



GOING WHERE THE MUSE LEADS 
Aztec Camera embraces the simple and intuitive 

NEW YORK—We’re all students of our 
intuition, but some of us learn better than 
others. Roddy Frame is a 19-year-old sing-
er-songwriter-guitarist who intends to fol¬ 
low his as far as it takes him. With his 
band, Aztec Camera, Frame performs a 
folky, refreshing band of pop that’s catch¬ 
ing on with fans and peers alike: asked in a 
recent interview who he considered his pri¬ 
mary competition today, Elvis Costello an¬ 
swered “Roddy Frame”—and then took 
Aztec Camera on the road with him. 

“I try to embrace the simple and intu¬ 
itive,” he says, slumped on a couch in a 
“lived-in” hotel room randomly decorated 
with empty Heineken and Budweiser bot¬ 
tles. “My music is really very traditional, 
based on classic singer-songwriters—Lou 
Reed, Paul Simon, Neil Young. I like 
wordplay, cliches, Jack Kerouac’s speed¬ 
raps, childish naivete. I don’t want to be 
too cynical.” 

That’s right. Aztec’s sound resonates 
with the flowered, youthful optimism of 
gentler ’60s psychedelia, more Love than 
the Doors. The band could loosely fit into a 
burgeoning neo-folk movement along with 
new guitar-based groups from both sides of 
the Atlantic: Big Country, the Go-
Betweens, Weekend, Violent Femmes, 
Dream Syndicate. 

For Frame, the folkie obsession began 

three years ago when he made his first 
child-prodigy singles for Postcard Re¬ 
cords, a willfully obscure label based in his 
hometown of Glasgow, Scotland. “Post¬ 
card was really against the whole British 
funk thing,” Frame recalls. “We were all 
into the Velvet Underground, Dylan, 
jangly guitars. Everyone took delight in 
having the weirdest guitar. If you had a 
guitar Lou Reed was seen with in a photo 
from 1969, that was great!” 
Frame soon fled the insularity of the 

Glasgow scene, though, and moved to 
London where, last year, the band record¬ 
ed their first album, High Land, Hard 
Rain (Sire). The album’s songs reflect 
Frame’s search for broader horizons. Lon¬ 
don, he says, has made him tougher, more 
aware of competition, of the need for writ¬ 
ing songs accessible to listeners. “The Bu¬ 
gle Sounds Again,” “Pillar to Post,” 
“Back on Board”—three of the album’s 
best tracks—put the first-grope feelings 
into words and music. 

Frame, however, declines to be made a 
spokesman for young men starting out in 
life. He doesn’t want to give anyone any 
advice. The songs, he says, are impres¬ 
sions, based on his own experience. 

“I think there’s more substance in per¬ 
sonal songs, love songs— I think they in¬ 
spire people more. Who wants to sit 

around unemployed in some awful indus¬ 
trial area like Birmingham and hear about 
how bad it is on the streets of London?” 
Not Roddy Frame, apparently. He’s 

getting ready to abandqn those streets for a 
cottage in the country. Before he does, 
though, he’ll realize a life-long dream and 

Frame: revolt into optimism. 

see America, at least through the windows 
of a tour bus, as Aztec Camera opens up 
Costello’s summer U.S. tour. He’ll be on 
the road, a little bit like Jack Kerouac, fol¬ 
lowing his feelings, going to where intu¬ 
ition leads him. —Stuart Cohn 

ALL THINGS IN THEIR PLACE 
New Order picks up the pieces _ _ 

NEW YORK—There’s a lot of life in New 
Order these days. The music on their new 
album, Power, Corruption and Lies, has 
spark, spirituality and soul; it’s so moving 
it verges on transcendence. Clearly 

New Order (from left: Gilbert, Albrecht, 
Hook, Morris): the band as missing link. 

Power ... is a step forward from the band’s 
previous LP, Movement, a murky, moody, 
unfocused affair that New Order’s Ber¬ 
nard Albrecht says is simply “very sad,” a 
reflection of the musicians’ frame of mind 

at the time. And that brings 
us to the legacy, hardly a 
trivial matter. 
The New Order story be¬ 

gins in 1980 with an over¬ 
whelming jolt— the end of 
Joy Division, the most pro¬ 
vocative and compelling of 
the English post-punk 
bands. On the eve of their 
first American tour, Joy Di¬ 
vision’s singer-songwriter 
Ian Curtis found the solution 
to nightmares he’d been de¬ 
tailing over the course of two 
startling albums: he took his 
own life. 

There was, Albrecht says, 
no chance of the three re¬ 
maining members not con¬ 
tinuing to play. They 
regrouped as New Order, 

adding synthist Gillian Gilbert to the core 
of Albrecht, bassist Peter Hook and per¬ 
cussionist Steve Morris, and began the 
scheduled American tour. But with Curtis 
gone, the steps taken, however quick, were 
tentative. It was a period of transition, 
where Albrecht hesitantly emerged as the 
new lead singer. “When we first came to 
America,” he recalls, “everyone had a go 
at singing. For quite a while I didn’t like 
singing at all, but I like it now. All I want¬ 
ed to do was play synthesizer and guitar.” 
New Order’s music contains—to bor¬ 

row a John Martyn album title—grace and 
danger. There are layers of seductive 
sound, whooshing synths, rippling elec¬ 
tronic and live percussion, jagged, mes¬ 
merizing guitar lines, penetrating vocal 
fragments sifting in and out. There are in¬ 
tertwining elements of fragility and 
strength. And just as Movement captured 
New Order at a low ebb, so does Power 
speak volumes about the band’s renewed 
sense of purpose. “When we started as 
New Order we thought it would be a con¬ 
tinuation,” says Albrecht. “But it was like 
starting over completely. Ian used to call 
the musical ideas; he was a catalyst. (When 
he was gone) it was like a piece missing in a 
jigsaw puzzle, something was wrong. 
Now, that extra piece comes from all of us: 
we’ve made up for it.” —Jim Sullivan 
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EMERGING FROM A GRIM PAST 
The Peech Boys take control of their destiny 

NEW YORK—When keyboardist Mi¬ 
chael de Benedictus of the n.y.c. Peech 
Boys declaims “We want to control our 
own destiny,” he ain’t just whistlin’ cliche. 
For the Peech Boys, in their four years of 

their prior incarnation as Snatch. 
“It’s our deep, dark secret,” mutters de 

Benedictus, as if discussing an old wart. 
“Management brought in somebody, and 
we just played our little parts and that was 

Peech Boys (de Benedictus, far right) 

marginal existence, have always ended up 
furthest behind the 8-ball when they’ve en¬ 
trusted their fate to strangers. 

Consider the most egregious example of 
ill-guidance: an obscure dance cover of 
Pink Floyd’s “Another Brick In The 
Wall,” which the Peech Boys recorded in 

it. It wasn’t music, really.” 
With their first bona-fide LP, Life Is 

Something Special, due in September on Is¬ 
land, and a major U.K. tour winding up, 
the band has finally put its shadowy past 
behind it. As a producer, de Benedictus 
claims to belong to the “Robert Altman, 

rather than the Francis Coppola, school of 
direction. Altman talks to his artists about 
emotion and feeling, Coppola takes your 
head in his hands and tells you how your 
eyeballs are supposed to be focused. The 
Peech Boys are based on the principle of 
giving everybody a chance to play, to 
write, to contribute.” 
The group, which meshes traditional 

guitar-heavy rock with elements of pro¬ 
gressive disco and funk, also prides itself 
on accepting challenges. Recently the inte¬ 
grated quintet played an all-white bar in 
New Jersey, and were at first met with con¬ 
siderable skepticism. 

“It worked out well,” de Benedictus 
says, “because we play easily identifiable 
beats and rock riffs, and anybody, white or 
black, who’s listened to pop music in the 
past 20 years is gonna relate to it.” 

de Benedictus himself is by no means 
easily identifiable. He studies organ in 
New York with a French priest who 
schools him in Bach. Nearly every Sunday 
for the last seven years, de Benedictus has 
performed at morning Mass at St. John the 
Baptist Church in midtown Manhattan. 
He calls his organ studies “coaching in 

life,” noting the French School stresses 
"inspiration, interpretation and improvi¬ 
sation, rather than strict fingering.” 
The Peech Boys, says the keyboardist, 

already have all those elements. 
“What we need to really solidify this 

band,” de Benedictus declares, “is a big 
tour where we can play live night after 
night and get our rhythm. That is, if we 
hold up.” —Mark Mehler 

WHAT'S IN A NAME? 
Kajagoogoo puts one over on us Yanks 

NEW YORK—Popular music in England 
is producing an alarming amount of teen 
pop confections these days. Duran Duran, 
Haircut 100, the Thompson Twins: they 
are all ’80’s versions of Frankie Avalon, 
Bobby Rydell or Paul Anka, with their wa¬ 
tered down and palatable syntheses of 
“electro-funk,” tentative rhythm experi¬ 
ments and synthesizer glitz. Only the hair¬ 
dressers have changed. 

Enter Kajagoogoo. 
Lead singer Limahl is bursting with ex¬ 

citement as he walks down a sun-drenched 
midtown Manhattan street. Within hours 
of his arrival in New York, he’s been recog¬ 
nized by at least a half dozen people, in¬ 
cluding a couple of construction workers 
who noticed him and bassist Nick Beggs 
from several stories up. With a passable 
American accent, Limahl imitates their 
salutations. It seems America is not im¬ 
mune to ga ga’s over Kajagoogoo, either. 

Despite being the whipping boys of the 
British music press, Kajagoogoo’s rise to 
the top of the pops has been nothing short of 
meteoric. Beggs, guitarist Steve Askew, 

keyboardist Stuart Croxford and drummer 
Jez Strobe were knocking around the local 
clubs in Leighton Buzzard, 40 miles north 
of London, playing anything from heavy 
metal to Steely Dan-style “weird” experi¬ 
ments. Limahl joined the band two years 
ago after placing an ad in Melody Maker 
describing himself as “good looking, talen¬ 
ted .. . and looking for four guys with the 
same qualifications.” The four guys from 
Leighton Buzzard felt up to that challenge 
and Limahl quickly joined forces with 
them. A chance meeting with Duran Duran 
keyboardist Nick Rhodes in a London 
nightclub led to a meeting with A&R men 
at his label, EMI, which in turn led to a con¬ 
tract in June of ’82. Rhodes, along with 
Duran Duran engineer/producer Colin 
Thurston, took the band into the studio last 
December; “Too Shy” was released early in 
January, and England tumbled. Next stop: 
America, and, if not exactly Googoomania, 
a surprising showing. 
One last thing, though, fellas—where did 

you get the name? Nick: “It’s like some¬ 
thing a child would say. When people say it, 

they can’t quite pronounce it but once they 
know it, they can never forget it.” 
Try me. —Debbie Geller 
(Ed. note: at press time it was learned 

that Limahl has left the band to pursue, yes, 
a solo career. Kajagoogoo—or “Kajagone-
gone,” as a New Musical Express headline 
put it— will continue as a quartet.) 

Kajagoogoo: What’s in a name? 
Nothing. 
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WHERE HELP SPRINGS ETERNAL 
Louisville organization doles out bucks for needy musicians 

LOUISVILLE—For 15 years Marvin 
Maxwell made his living drumming for 
various Louisville bands. Then, four years 
ago, his ankles were crushed in an acci¬ 
dent. In addition to having to find a new 
career, Maxwell had to pay off some stag¬ 
gering medical bills. 

Other musicians came to Maxwell’s res¬ 
cue, as musicians often do, performing a 
benefit concert. It was a stunning success, 
with Maxwell ending up with more money 
than he needed and a new job. 

He’s now the president of MERF—the 
Musician’s Emergency Relief Fund—an 
organization dedicated to helping musi¬ 
cians in need. Over the past two years, 
MERF has aided 10 musicians with prob¬ 
lems ranging from leukemia to a singing 
drummer’s need for false teeth (his real 
ones were knocked out in a car accident). 
At present, each case is limited to a 

$1000 award so that one musician with a 
catastrophic illness will not wipe out the 
fund. But in 1983, MERF has $20,000 in 
its bank account. 

It also has the 1RS to deal with, since 

that agency informed MERF in July that 
even though it is a non-profit corporation, 
it had not applied for the correct tax ex¬ 
emption. The 1RS’ Cincinnati office sug¬ 
gested applying under a different 
classification which would effectively 
make MERF a labor union, in competition 
with the Musicians Union Local 11-637. 
MERF, of course, could go other ways. 

It could spend or give away all its money 
each year, for instance, and not owe any 
taxes. And spending might be the best idea, 
board member Mike Hutchinson thinks. 

“That way, we could buy a computer to 
use as a referral service—a gig line—for 
musicians looking for work. We’d have all 
the vital statistics on them—what they 
play, whether they sing, how much they 
want to work for—so that people could get 
an instant match-up from this area.” 
Another plan, if the bank account grows 

enough, is to buy a hall for musicians— 
something like one of the old cast iron 
buildings on Main St. where players could 
gather, jam, exchange ideas and contacts. 
As the board members talked, ideas 

were coming fast and furious. Plans for a 
benefit concert next year (one was held this 
year on the Fourth of July) involve adding 
more clubs around the city and across the 
Ohio River in Indiana, to be connected by 
a free city bus, rented by MERF for the 
occasion. 

If it works out, the funds collected 
should grow, which may allow for other 
kinds of help from MERF—things like 
money for food between gigs and equip¬ 
ment replacement after robberies. 
“We can’t help out with unemployment 

now or medical insurance,” Maxwell says, 
“but down the road, we might be able to 
get a good group rate for our members.” 
And the membership of 245, all within 

50 miles of Louisville, could be expanded. 
Already, Maxwell has had calls from out-
of-state players who’d like to join. 

He’s amazed by that, he says, but so far 
he hasn’t found evidence that anything like 
MERF exists elsewhere. But Marvin Max¬ 
well thinks it should, and he’s willing to 
help anyone interested in starting their 
own chapter. He can be reached by letter 
or phone at: Mom’s Music, 2920 Frankfort 
Ave., Louisville, Ky. 40206; (502) 897-
3304. —Laurice Niemtus 
Laurice Niemtus is music editor of the Lou¬ 
isville Times SCENE magazine. 

TALKING TRASH, SOTTO VOCE 
Carlene Carter gets a PG rating (well, maybe R) 

NEW YORK—Carlene Carter can talk; 
that much is established early on in an in¬ 
terview with her. Inside of ten minutes, 
she’s answered almost every question one 

for Warners), I decided to make an R&B 
record—I’d always wanted to. And it was 
really good, but it was also really raunchy; 
in fact, most of the songs, you couldn’t 

Carlene Carter: toiletmouth cleans up. 

might ask, and a few that maybe one 
wouldn’t. Now, not every response is deliv¬ 
ered in language suitable for reprint, but 
she’s been working on that language prob¬ 
lem. And with good reason, too. 

“After Musical Shapes (her 1980 record 

have played on the radio. I started looking 
at my lyrics and some of ’em get . . . too 
obscure, let’s just say. And I decided that I 
could keep all my humor in there, all my 
little twists, without actually saying T need 
a hit of something strong, something sweet 

and something long.’ ” 
When Warners passed on Blue Nun (as 

that record was titled upon its eventual re¬ 
lease in England), that ended Carter’s 
four-year association with the label (“I un¬ 
derstood; I didn’t know how I had gotten 
away with not selling records for so long, 
anyway”). Recruited for Epic by the now¬ 
departed Gregg Geller, Carter retreated to 
the confines of Rockfield Studios in Wales, 
legendary for some outstanding Dave Ed¬ 
munds productions in the mid-’70s. Set¬ 
tling in with some of husband Nick Lowe’s 
cronies (producer/keyboardist Roger Be-
chirian, guitarist Pete Marsh and bassist 
Andy Howell, collectively known as Blan¬ 
ket of Secrecy; also bassist/songwriting 
partner James Eller and drummer Terry 
Williams), she then moved as far away 
from her noted country roots as possible to 
deliver the fresh, modern-sounding C’est C 
Bon. The abrupt stylistic reversal was not 
pre-planned to take advantage of the cur¬ 
rently bullish new music market, she 
claims, but the natural result of working 
with so many pure popsters. And unlike 
too many synth-dominated records, “It 
sounds relaxed, but it doesn’t sound 
bored.” The reason? “There was a lot of 
collaboration on this album. I mean, if one 
of us didn’t like something, the others 
would say, ‘Go ahead, take it home and 
make it better! ” And after a few years 
spent in a musical and contractual limbo, 
Carlene Carter knows precisely what she’s 
going for with her next record: “We’re 
gonna make it the same as this one, only 
tougher.” —Wayne King 
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ADVERTORIAL 

» ON THE BEAT 
THEVINYL WORD 

Style Council, Paul Weller's post¬ 
Jam experimental troupe, recently re¬ 
leased an EP on British Polydor that was 
recorded in Paris. Wellerand company laid 
down the tracks in the City of Lights be¬ 
cause the four songs had a "blue" mood to 
them; there are tentative plans to record in 
other countries, soaking up atmosphere 
along the way . R.E.M.'s Michael 
Stipe, he of the incomprehensible vocaliz¬ 
ing, lent his voice and pen to two songs on 
Fervor, a mini-album on Praxis Records 
(P.O. Box 120235. Nashville. TN 3721 2) 
by Jason and the Nashville Scorch¬ 
ers. The Scorchers, a quartet who blend 
country and punk in a livelier manner than 
similar musical cross-breeders Rank and 
File, have opened up for R.E.M. on various 
occasions. ■ 

TRANSITION 

BITS& PIECES 

Solar Records artists Shalamar are back 
together, at least for now. After Jeffrey 
Daniel gave an interview to Britain's Mel¬ 
ody Maker suggesting the band had bro¬ 
ken up. the following statement was hastily 
pieced together: "After a hectic month¬ 
long promotional tour of Europe. Shalamar 
filmed a promotional video during which 
fatigue gave way to a slight rift among the 
members which has now been resolved. 
The rift should be regarded as little more 
than a family tiff." Still, there remains one 
ominous clue as to Daniel's future with the 
group: his name appears nowhere on the 
act's latest release. The Look. ■ 

_ BAD CINEMA 
Joan Jett, like any other new celebrity, is 
subject to having people make money off 
her based on past connections. After "I 
Love Rock ’N' Roll" 's success. Mercury 
Records, one-time home of the Runaways, 
issued a "greatest hits" package; more re¬ 
cently, the label put out a bad heavy metal 
record by fellow Runaway Lita Ford. And 
now a film that Jett made post-band, pre¬ 
solo entitled We're AH Crazy Now may well 
see the light of day. The available footage, 
approximately 60 minutes worth, will be 
used as the "film within a film” currently 
being spliced together by producer Alan 
Sacks (whose credits include the Welcome 
Back. Kotter TV series). The new concoc¬ 
tion is called du-BEA T-o: named for its lead 
character, the movie documents his at¬ 
tempts to get the Crazy film together. Fea-

Joan Jett: a star is born? 

Musicvideo prices plunge: "Historically, 
people are in the habit of buying their mu¬ 
sic, so we wanted to get musicvideos to 
the point where they were perceived as a 
'keeper' and not a 'renter,' " said Robert 
Blattner, president of RCA/Columbia Pic¬ 
tures in announcing the new pricing struc¬ 
tures for their new music videos. RCA/ 
Columbia releases at $29.95 are Fleet¬ 
wood Mac: The Mirage Tour. Bush In Con¬ 
cert. and all subsequent ’83 releases. At 
the same time. Warner Home Video has 
also dropped the price of their musicvi¬ 
deos to $29.95 and re-released their cata¬ 
logue at that price, including such popular 
titles as The Doors: Tribute To Jim Morri¬ 
son and Paul Simon In Concert. A compa¬ 
ny spokesperson said the move was simply 
to make musicvideos "more appetizing to 
more people," and to enhance the possibil¬ 
ity that people would "try videos that were 
not necessarily their favorites but were of 

tured in Jett's scenes are six unreleased 
songs and the talents (?) of Peter Noone 
and Arte Johnson. Jett's management's 
perhaps predictable response: the film is 
"garbage quality," and the entrepreneurs 
peddling it "vultures and whores,” ... See. 
there's this rocker. Eddie Wilson, who was 
way ahead of his time back in ’64. When 
an old fuddyduddy at his record label re¬ 
jects his experimental work, A Season In 
Hell (title courtesy of poet Arthur Rim¬ 
baud), Eddie jumps in his car and snuffs 
himself—or does he? Almost two decades 
later, Eddie and his band, the Cruisers, are 
experiencing a Morrison/Doors-like reviv¬ 
al, and people want to know—did Eddie 
really die? And what happened to the Sea¬ 
son In Hell tapes? And what if the college-
educated keyboard player had made it 
back then with the chick singer, Eddie's 
girlfriend? Answers to these and other 
burning questions can be found in the mov¬ 
ie Eddie and the Cruisers, as muddled and 
idiotic a rock movie as one could (n)ever 
hope to see. Decent performances by Tom 
Berenger, Helen Schneider. Mike Antunes 
and Michael Pare hardly transcend Eddie's 
dopey premise and banal dialogue, but the 
film is redeemed slightly by its soundtrack, 
out since early August on the Epic-distrib¬ 
uted Scotti Bros, label. John Cafferty. 
front man for Beaver Brown, a formida¬ 
ble sextet from Rhode Island, wrote the 
music, and he and the band strain mightily 
against this cinematic bomb. Buy the mu¬ 
sic, and skip the movie. ■ 

DO THE MONSTER MASH: Roeshire Records 
has released “Whatever Happened To Eddie?,” a 
45 by Eddie and the Monsters. The leader of this 
ghoulish group is none other than Butch Patrick, 
better known as Eddie Munster back during the 
mid-’60s heyday of The Munsters TV series. Can 
a composition for piano and one hand by the Ad¬ 
dams Family’s Thing be far behind? 



ADVERTORIAL 

After eleven years away, The Four Tops have returned to Motown, home of their greatest successes, 
and have an album due in late September. The Tons, nearing their thirtieth anniversary together, 
recently completed a tour with the Temptations, an idea borne of their spectacular vocal battle waged 
on Motown ’s Twenty-Fifth Anniversary TV special. 

interest to them." Lower the price to $ 1 5 
and we'll try them all ... Sorry, Girls, He's 
married: David Evans, known to one and 
all as The Edge. U2's splendid guitarist, fol¬ 
lowed the lead of singer Bono Vox and tied 
the knot to a young lass named Aislinn. in a 
July ceremony held in Dublin. Bono, you'll 
recall, was the first U2er to wed, late last 
year ... I Don't The Want To Spoil The Par¬ 
ty: October 1st is the last day for Soviet 
Union rock groups to get their act togeth¬ 
er, or else. Culture Ministers Gregory 
Ivanov and Yuri Melentyev, writing in the 
Party organ Sovietskaya Kultura. have ad¬ 
vocated the disbanding of those rockin' 
Russkies whose music doesn't attain "an 
adequately high ideological and artistic 
level." Their conclusions about the current 
state of the State's music:" The lack of dis-
cipline and low quality of the perfor¬ 
mances significantly damages the moral 
and aesthetic upbringing of the working 
people, especially the young." And tell 
Tchaikovsky the news . . Chris Wood, 
the excellent woodwind player for Traffic, 
died in a Birmingham, England, hospital of 
liver failure on July 1 2th. In recent years, 
both health and career had been running 
downhill, and plans for a solo record were 
never carried out. Wood, who joined up 
with Steve Winwood. Dave Mason and 
Jim Capaldi in 1967, played in Traffic 
throughout the band's existence, a career 
which spanned eight years and nine al¬ 
bums. Wood also lent his talents to records 
by Ginger Baker's Airforce, Crawler, John 
Martyn, Heavy Jelly. Jimi Hendrix and oth¬ 
ers .. . The Peace Museum, a non-profit in¬ 
stitution which opened its doors in 
Chicago in 1981, is mounting an exhibi-

ger and others. The purpose of Give Peace 
A Chance is to demonstrate the role music 
has played in the pursuit of peace in this 
century. ■ 

BOOKS 
Most interesting of the newest rock book 
releases is Jerry (Elvis. No One Here Gets 
Out Alive} Hopkins' bio of Jimi Hendrix, Hit 

and Run (Perigee). Hopkins' dry reportial 
style, just one step above a dull "just the 
facts, ma'am” recitation, serves well 
enough with Hendrix's story, so distorted 
in the 1 3 years since the guitarist's death. 
One sure page-turner: the dubious but in¬ 
triguing tale of Hendrix's kidnapping by 
some low-level Mafiosi ... May Pang and 
Henry Edwards' Loving John: The Untold 
Story (Warner) sheds no light on the cre¬ 
ative side of the smart Beatle: Pang's ro¬ 
mantic involvement with Lennon 
coincided with his driest artistic stretch in 
the mid-’70s, just prior to his self-imposed 
exile from rock. Any doubts as to the 
book's worthiness were confirmed upon 
noting co-author Henry Edwards’ name: 
his claims to fame (?) include writing the 
screenplay for the wretched Sgt. Pepper's 
film, and once postulating in the pages of 
The New York Times that "If There Wasn't 
A Bruce Springsteen, The Critics Would 
Have Invented Him." Great idea man, that 
Henry ... Avoid The Pages of Rock Histo-
ryby Sean Brickelland Rich Rothschild, the 
fourth January-December datebook or 
rock history available, and. along with Dan 
Formento's execrable Rock Chronicle, the 
worst of its ilk ... Highly recommended is 
John Swenson's Bill Haley: The Daddy of 
Rock and Roll (Stein and Day): revisionist 
history at its best. The most touching mo¬ 
ments in the well-researched bio occur at 
the beginning (an account of the funeral of 
Haley's eternal sideman. Rudy Pompilli) 
and the pathetic end (highlighted by a tran¬ 
script of a disjointed phone call made by 
Haley to a friend that graphically shows the 
extent of his decline). ■ 

tion of interest to all music fans. Entitled 
Give Peace A Chance, the show—sched¬ 
uled to run from September 11 through 
January 31, 1984—will feature instru¬ 
ments, awards, photos, manuscripts and 
memorabilia from stars as diverse as Yoko 
Ono, Randy Newman. Laurie Anderson, 
Joan Baez, Stevie Wonder, U2. Pete See-
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MEISTERKLASSE 
Hohner’s new Meisterklasse (My-ster-classa) harmonicas 
have been designed with the professional musician in 
mind. Heralded by such renowned harmonicists as 
Charlie McCoy, Phil Gazell, Peter"Mad Cat”Ruth, Steve 
Morrell and Kirk “Jelly Roll” Johnson, the Meisterklasse 
series is unequaled in tonal quality and air tightness. 
In the studio or on stage, the instruments’ bright sound, 
exceptional volume and fast action are sure to satisfy 
the most demanding musicians.The Meßterklasse series 
includes thelO-hole diatonic, available in all 12 keys, 

and the 14-hole chromatic. Each is designed so that 
reed plates may be easily changed. See both models 
at fine music stores everywhere. 
For information on Hohner’s full line of professional 
instruments, contact Hohner, Inc., P.O. Box 15035, 
Richmond, Virginia 23227. 

Hohner Canada Inc., Don Mills. Ontario hohner 



AMERICAN GRANDSTAND 

DAVE MARSH CONFIDENTIAL 
NOTES 

Ed. note: Dave Marsh is on vacation this 
month; he'll return in our November issue 
with a new American Grandstand column. 
We thought this would be a perfect opportu¬ 
nity to clue our readers in on Marsh 's other 
ongoing project, a monthly newsletter he co¬ 
edits with Lee Ballinger, a RECORD con¬ 
tributor and author of In Your Face: 
Sports for Love and Money, and Sandra 
Choron, who heads her own book producing 
and agenting firm in Manhattan. This 
month's Grandstand is drawn from Rock 
'N’ Roll Confidential, Vol. I, number 2. 

ALAN FREED WEPT 
AMERICAN RADIO IS A CESSPOOL 
that daily expounds racism, greed, vanity 
and contempt on a non-stop basis. Corrup¬ 
tion is rampant: obtaining a hit single costs 
$100,000 (and up!) in fees to “independent 
promo men,” many of whom are little 
more than payola bagmen, intermediaries 
for corporate graft. But Top 40 radio is 
only more overt in its sickness than the 
most villainous format of all: AOR (Al¬ 
bum—or Apartheid—Oriented Radio, de¬ 
pending upon whom you ask). At least 
payola doesn’t give a shit about skin color. 
At AOR, only white musicians are allowed 
airspace. The few token blacks are practi¬ 
cally forced to don whiteface and utter the 
WKRP version of “massuh” to gain their 
limited airtime. MTV’s racism is more diz¬ 
zying in its complexity and dimensions 
simply because the channel is nationwide. 
But MTV’s programmers, Bob Pittman, 
Les Garland and Lee Abrams, all learned 
their tricks at AOR, a true school for scan¬ 
dal. For example, one of the first concrete 
steps a station adopting Abrams’ “Super-
stars” format always takes is the elimina¬ 
tion of black acts. The ostensible purpose is 
to guarantee demographics: 18- to 34-year-
old white males allegedly don’t like black 
music. Instead, they want a nauseating and 
endless repetition of “hit” tracks. Today, 
these very men are proclaiming a revolu¬ 
tion. Abrams says that AOR must change 
in the wake of MTV; he is now promoting 
“Superstars 2,” a format that incorporates 
a few new names and eliminates a few old 
warhorses but which continues to pro¬ 
gram a moronically narrow spectrum of 
music. Out go the Who; in come the Po¬ 
lice. Even Yes, whose Chris Squire is 
Abrams’ erstwhile business partner, has 
been kicked out in favor of such putative 
progressives as Kajagoogoo, Duran 

Duran and Def Leppard. Abrams is hard¬ 
ly the only culprit, just the most notorious 
and most flexible. Consultant John Sebas¬ 
tian, whose bigotry extended to any wom¬ 
an who sang softer than Pat Benatar, has 
ducked out of sight these past few months, 
and others are on the run, driven by a 
“sudden” change in audience tastes and 
the so-called “new music” format devel¬ 
oped by Rick Carroll at KROQ in Los An¬ 
geles. “New music” is supposed to be 
AOR’s salvation, a next step that will 
draw in younger listeners, hang on to old 
ones, update a station’s image and power. 
In the long run, it won’t work. Sooner or 
later, “new music” is as doomed as “Su¬ 
perstars,” and the reason why is simple. 
The issue isn’t which records are picked, 
but the insistence on a rigid, dehumaniz¬ 
ing format. Despite the best efforts of pro¬ 
grammers and consultants, radio listeners 

American radio is 
a cesspool that 
daily expounds rac¬ 
ism, greed, vanity 
and contempt on a 
non-stop basis. 
aren’t zombies. As America develops 
more and more alternatives to listening to 
the radio, as more and more rock fans be¬ 
come aware that there are greater issues at 
stake in our culture than the latest hits 
plus time and temp and drug jokes, as lo¬ 
cal radio programmed by roving carpet¬ 
baggers remains unresponsive to the needs 
of the communities it “serves,” the days of 
the formatters become numbered. 

Is there an alternative? Of course. The 
key is local involvement, conscientious 
and inventive programming, personalities 
and policies that encourage the develop¬ 
ment of an intelligent audience rather 
than dividing and retarding the listener¬ 
ship. One dee-jay who has demonstrated 
the power of creative radio is the Electry-
fying Mojo of WJLP-FM in Detroit (see 
American Grandstand, September RE¬ 
CORD). Mojo’s show isn’t just built 
around records. He does fantastic produc¬ 
tion numbers and, most important, con¬ 

nects all that he does to the daily lives of 
his listeners. Perhaps what distinguishes 
Mojo from other radio programmers in 
the U.S. is that he has common sense— 
and uses it. 

TOKYO ROSE 
47 MILLION PEOPLE WATCHED 
the Motown 25th anniversary special on 
TV, an impressive rating by any standard 
and one that gives the lie to the formatters’ 
notion that white Americans aren’t inter¬ 
ested in black performers. Linda Ronstadt 
ignores this reality at her peril. Her futile 
attempt to sing with Smokey Robinson 
was a low point of the Motown special, 
which was by and large terrific. But the 
low point of her career was her five late-
May concerts in Sun City, South Africa. 
Her managers tried to imply that this indi¬ 
cated some progress in S.A. race relations 
and that they were supporting it. How 
much has South Africa changed? Last 
year two reggae musicians got six-year 
prison sentences for singing a song that 
displeased the regime in “South Africa 
proper.” Nor did Ronstadt’s visit have 
any liberalizing impact: two weeks later, 
the S.A. government hanged three mem¬ 
bers of the African National Congress. 
Why did Ronstadt violate the 15-year-old 
U.N. boycott of South Africa? The mil¬ 
lion-dollar fee that Sun City paid her may 
have played a role. Clearly, her violation 
of the boycott and tacit support of the rac¬ 
ist “homeland” concept was premeditat¬ 
ed. Not that Linda’s alone. One of her 
partners in crime is Rod Stewart, whose 
position seems to be, “If playing there is 
wrong, I don’t want to be right.” Added to 
his statements over the years in support of 
racist British politicians and his recent 
acknowledgement that he would vote for 
the dreaded Maggie Thatcher, it’s obvious 
that Stewart (whose style also derives 
from black Americans) has a lesson to 
learn. Maybe Rod and Linda could take 
their cue from Millie Jackson, who aban¬ 
doned her Sun City junkets because her 
concert tickets and recordings stopped 
selling in the States after fans found out 
about her betrayal. 

(Rock & Roll Confidential is published 
monthly and is available by subscription 
only for $15 a year. Send check or money 
order to Rock & Roll Confidential, Dept. N, 
Box 2060, Teaneck, New Jersey, 07666.) 
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NEW ARTIST 

JIM SULLIVAN 
BOSTON 

EURYTHMICS: 
SWEET DREAMS 
AND CONSTANT 
FRICTION 

w e are not your average rock ’n’ roll band,” says Annie 
Lennox very deliberately, 
very seriously. This is the 
first thing out of Lennox’s 

mouth after the introductory hello-how-
are-yous are exchanged. At the moment— 
the moment being in a car on the way to 
back to the hotel an hour or so after Eu¬ 
rythmies’ Boston performance—Annie, 
with short orange-red hair, wearing green 
military-style fatigues, is relatively 
unprepossessing. 

But, yes, average does not describe a 
band whose lead singer boasts a garish red 
blotch of makeup that makes her appear to 
have been socked repeatedly between the 
eyes, and high-contrast blush that makes it 
look like she’s been knocked about the 
cheeks as well; a singer who casts menac¬ 
ing ice goddess glares about the club, de¬ 
scribes her performance as sometimes 
“very alienating,” and asks ironic ques¬ 
tions in song such as “How can you be so 
cold with my arms to hold you?” 

Lennox is not talking makeup, however. 
She’s talking about Eurythmies’ current 
(and first) club tour of America and the 
sound system limitations of the small-to-
medium sized venues on the band’s 
itinerary. 

But she will talk makeup or, more accu¬ 
rately, makeup and modern society. Len¬ 
nox laughs slightly when the beaten-singer 
image is raised. “I don’t put the makeup on 
to beautify myself. But no, it’s not really 
meant to look like a black eye. The way I 
see the makeup, it sort of starts the trans¬ 
formation from normal life to stage projec¬ 
tion. I liken it to a very ancient ritual, a 
theatrical ritual, where you almost tran¬ 
scend what is happening. There’s some so¬ 
phistication in the makeup, but there’s also 
something very primitive in it. 

“I see pictures of New Guinea tribesmen 
who decorate themselves; yet they might 
have picked up an American T-shirt or a 
pair of sunglasses from some white trader. 
That really fascinates me. It’s a real state¬ 
ment about the state of the world. You 
have a very primitive man, very close to 
caveman, who has just touched on West¬ 
ern society, who doesn’t even know how 
much it’s touched him. I think that’s a very 

relevant statement about the world we live 
in today. There’s a culture clash. I evoke it, 
just the way I present myself. I rather want 
to evoke something tribal, because I think 
what we’re doing is tribal. But the audi¬ 
ence is not aware of it.” 

Befitting her appearance, Lennox likes 
the idea of constant friction in music; she 
talks about the world as a jungle, a panora¬ 
ma of side-by-side beauty and squalor, and 
Eurythmies’ music as a reflection of the 
clashing elements. When her shaggy-
haired songwriting partner, guitarist Dave 
Stewart, talks about the most fun he has as 
a composer he uses the words atmosphere, 
mystery and strangeness. “We like having 
blank bits of tape and putting collages on 
them,” he says. “We’ve never done any¬ 
thing really happy. We like to have some¬ 
thing that sounds really sweet and it’ll go 
really bitter. Or something that sounds 
really light and suddenly goes really dark.” 

“It’s not good time rock ’n’ roll,” Len¬ 
nox points out. 

Right. There's a bit of subversion at 
work. Take “Sweet Dreams (Are Made of 
This)”—and a lot of people have: as of this 
writing, the single is top five and rising, 
while the like-titled album is top 30 and 
bulleting. “Sweet Dreams,” a seductive, 
questioning, moody song, is stylistically 
representative of Eurythmies’ accessible 
approach to subtle pop. Or subtle ap¬ 
proach to accessible pop. Whatever it is, 
the swirling guitar and synth hooks sneak 
up on you, the rhythms put you in a trance-
and-dance haze, and Lennox’s voice acts 
like a Greek siren, drawing you in for the 
lyrical kill. “Everybody’s looking for 
something,” she sings. And what are those 
dreams? “Some of them want to use you/ 
Some of them want to get used by you/ 
Some of them want to abuse you/ Some of 
them want to be abused.” Not the prettiest 
of pop pictures. 

“Sometimes,” muses Lennox, the per¬ 
former, “I will draw people in and then cut 
them out.” 

“Sweet Dreams,” comments the soft-
spoken Stewart, “wasn’t even conceived as 
a song. What happened was Annie and I 
were having a row in the studio about what 
music we were making. So I said, Tm just 
gonna fiddle around, you can sulk or what¬ 

ever.’ And I got this (melody) and Annie 
said, ‘This is really good.’ She started get¬ 
ting interested again and she sang it 
straightaway, those words, ‘sweet dreams 
are made of this.’ It just came. Just taped it 
and that was it. Since we didn’t write it 
down, we had to think to ourselves what it 
was about. Something that’s just off the top 
of your head, it takes you a while to realize 
what you’re doing.” 
The video—and this duo considers vid¬ 

eo an artistic extension of their music, 
rather just a commercial for the song— 
goes a few more dimensions toward surre¬ 
alism. If you’ve seen it you’ll be struck by 
the Dali-esque interplay of computer, cow 
and corporate boardroom. “I just wanted 
to do the extreme thing,” explains Stewart. 
“It’s an extreme computer world and you 
can’t get further removed than a cow, 
which has nothing to do with that— it’s a 
basic, sacred thing. And I was mixing the 
two up. All the things, what dreams are— 
gathering all this stuff, getting TVs—and 
suddenly you see a cow munching who has 
none of these aims in life. No matter what 
we do, the cow is still happy eating the 
same grass in the same field.” 
Eurythmies are happy in their little pas¬ 

ture, a church not far from their North 
London flats that houses an audio/video 
production facility for and for other 
groups they take an interest in. Members 
of Eurythmies’ present backing unit, con¬ 
sisting of drummer Pete Phipps and key¬ 
boardist Vic Martin (both ex-Random 
Hold) and bassist Dean Garcia, have re¬ 
corded there. Clem Burke, ex of Blondie 
and an occasional contributor to live gigs, 
is planning to record there. Eurythmies’ 
umbrella company is called DNA. They 
have their own small record label. 

While both Lennox and Stewart are ex¬ 
acting perfectionists—Lennox: “We’re not 
intellectual about the way we approach 
music, but we are always striving for bet¬ 
ter”—they’re also quite forthcoming and 
friendly. On stage, Stewart, all sunglasses 
and flying hair, takes the role of backup 
foil. Off stage, he has an intent but easy¬ 
going manner, making eye contact 
through rose-tinted glasses. Lennox pre¬ 
sents a strong, sometimes foreboding, 
stage image and in interviews comes off as 
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a strong-minded person. But she discusses 
music in terms of depth and variety (a rep¬ 
resentation of her own diverse moods), not 
in terms of clinging to a Grace Jones style 
of machismo. “I am a very feminine per¬ 
son,” she asserts, “wholly feminine, and 
yet on the other hand, there’s something 
anachronistic about me. There’s a need to 
be sometimes very sweet and sometimes 
also be incredibly dangerous.” She laughs. 
“You know, allow the possibility of some¬ 
body being that way. It’s not necessarily a 
feminist stance but it does encompass all 
the vulnerability, the positivity, the aggres¬ 
sion, all the elements that exist within a 
person like myself.” 

Eurythmies came together in January of 
last year when Lennox and Stewart, ro¬ 
mantically involved for several years, de¬ 
cided to leave the Tourists, a group they 
had formed with songwriter-guitarist Peet 
Coombes. Two Tourists’ albums, includ¬ 
ing 1981’s superlative Luminous Base¬ 
ment, came to our shores via Epic 
Records, but the Tourists received, in 
Stewart’s estimation, zero promotion and 
were screwed by bad management. 

“It was basically a sort of breakdown of 
personal relationships,” says Lennox, dis¬ 
cussing the band’s demise. “David and I 
never wrote anything for the Tourists, 
really. Our reference points were different, 
there was a clash there.” She suffered a 
nervous breakdown at one point. 
The Tourists were a rock ’n’ roll band— 

not a simplistic good time band, but a me¬ 
lange of styles: jangling, 12-string folk¬ 
rock; hard, melodic new wave; 
harmonica-led blues jaunts. Lennox’s 
voice was magnificent—she got tagged as 
“the voice of the ’80s" in England—but the 
band was derided by certain critics for not 
being “punk” enough. Counters Lennox: 
“The Tourists’ energy was inspired 
through punk and yet in a way we didn’t 
conform to those values entirely. We felt a 
backlash because we were melodic.” They 
also were mistakenly tagged as ’60s reviv¬ 
alists because “I Only Want to Be With 
You,” their Dusty Springfield cover, be¬ 
came something of a hit. 

Stewart remembers the “great songs, 
brilliant words,” but says at the end, “you 
were on this conveyor belt of rock, and be¬ 
fore you know where you are, you’re doing 
all the things you never wanted to, singing 
songs about hotel rooms and all the cliched 
things. We said, ‘Screw all this’.” 
The Tourists dissolved at the end of ’81 

in a Bangkok hotel room. “The three of us 
[Dave, Peet and Annie] said ‘let’s pack it 
in.’ We never really argued. After that we 
said, ‘let's have a drink’.” 

Coombes, Stewart says, has become a 
total recluse, dropping hints of Syd Barrett 
Syndrome. “He stays in his flat and he 
writes lines and lines of unconnected 
prose—they’re really good—and he makes 
home tapes on a portable studio. But he 
doesn’t try and put them out. He was never 
interested in being famous or anything.” 

Eurythmies Dave Stewart and Annie Lennox: 
all sorts of activity under the surface. 

Eurythmies’ beginning also turned out 
to be the end of Annie and Dave’s relation¬ 
ship. “The first day I met Annie,” recalls 
Stewart, “we moved in together. After 
about two hours we were sort of living to¬ 
gether. We didn’t say anything about it, we 
just naturally assumed that’s the way it 
was. We were writing songs ’til four in the 
morning, tape recording things. But when 
two people are together all the time in an 
obsessive way with one particular subject, 
you start getting closed off from other peo¬ 
ple and getting into your own little world. 
It was getting more and more claustropho¬ 
bic. It’s much better now; we can come to 
each other with fresh ideas." 

Stewart and Lennox both hold to pro¬ 
gressive ideals, developed within the pop 
context. Stewart sings the praises of sly 
melodic hooks, but says the aim is “not to 
make it crass. I can’t stand the Kajagoogoo 
kind of things, which is the rotten end of 
synthesizers. They make everything sound 

like wallpaper, no kind of substance, real¬ 
ly. That’s our constant thing: to have a 
great melody, but a bit dark, a bit mysteri¬ 
ous. It’s difficult to do that.” 
The last time Eurythmies played En¬ 

glish television, they played “The Walk” 
and “This City Never Sleeps” with an in¬ 
strumental lineup that included a grand pi¬ 
ano, a dobro guitar and a 16-piece gospel 
choir. “Fantastic,” says Stewart. “Annie 
singing live, crossover gospel harmonies.” 

This sort of penchant for the experimen¬ 
tal is what Eurythmies point to as evidence 
that they’re neither a New Music band (“a 
convenient label by the media, rather mis¬ 
placed,” states Lennox) or a synth-pop 
band. “There’s all sorts of activity going on 
beneath the surface,” Lennox opines. “In 
my own personal experience that’s how I 
perceive the world. I don’t see it as some¬ 
thing black and white. I want people to 
understand there’s always friction 
happening.” O 

RECORD / OCTOBER I 9 8 J 17 



CARY BAKER 
CHICAGO 

BACK ON THE 
GOOD FOOT, 
SORT OF 

T
he issue is strength, or what it 
takes not only to endure but to 
thrive for nigh on to three decades 
in the notoriously fickle world of 
popular music. James Brown likes 

to talk about strength, and then walk it like 
he talks it. 

Onstage, for instance, the 55-year-old 
Godfather of Soul/Soul Brother Number 
One/Hardest Working Man In Show Busi¬ 
ness rips through nearly 30 years of classic 
songs with the same degree of agility he 
displayed way back in ’56 when he burst on 
the scene, fresh out of Augusta, Georgia, 

bus. I go in a plane. I want them to get the 
feel of where they’re going so that when 
they get there, they’re strong.” 
These days the Godfather himself is get¬ 

ting an object lesson in strength, owing to 
the reluctance of a number of black radio 
stations to play Brown’s new single, 
“Bring It On,” the title track from the art¬ 
ist’s first new album in nearly four years, 
recorded for his own Augusta label (dis¬ 
tributed by Churchill Records, about 
which more later). Apparently Brown’s 
been told that black radio, having turned 
largely “adult contemporary,” feels his 

James Brown: the common denominator is life. 

with “Please Please Please.” He screams 
and shouts and stops on a dime, all the 
while remaining in time with his eight¬ 
piece band, the JB’s. 

Strength. Would-be JB’s typically spend 
five years of internship before graduating 
to the front line. Even then, each instru¬ 
mentalist has a backup, the better to insure 
that James Brown never misses a single 
engagement. 
“By the time they’re with me,” says 

Brown, “they’ve been through the school 
of hard knocks and have a doctorin’ degree 
in feelings, timing, mathematics and 
voicing. 

“Also,” he points out, “I ride ’em on a 

music’s too close to the street for such 
formats. 
To which the Godfather succinctly re¬ 

torts: “My music is like water. And is there 
such a thing as adult and kid water? I 
wanna know. The common denominator is 
life.” 
Get down, James. But listen to what the 

man says. 
“Now I’m one of the staunchest James 

Brown fans I can think of,” says Graham 
Armstrong, music director at WGCI-FM, 
Chicago’s top-rated black station. “But I 
think he needs to find a contemporary pro¬ 
ducer and open up to what’s happening 
now. He needs to give us something ‘pock¬ 

et,’ like Gladys Knight and the Pips. I saw 
a couple of James’ concerts last year. May¬ 
be he can’t hit those high notes, but he 
dances and screams. We’re not so far from 
that now. Look at Prince—that’s James 
Brown reincarnated.” 
An independent promotion man con¬ 

tracted to work the record to his long¬ 
standing contacts in black radio and retail 
says that “for the most part there was a 
general negativity to ‘Bring It On.’ It was 
called too raw; some didn’t like the mix. 
One even told me he’d abstain because 
James Brown is no longer the spokesper¬ 
son for causes. Another groaned, ‘If it’d 
only been produced by Kashif!’ ” 

Yet this same promoter saw first-hand 
how the record was capable of striking a 
nerve right in the heart of the urban pan¬ 
orama: a record store at 47th Street and 
Martin Luther King Drive, in one of Chi¬ 
cago’s oldest black neighborhoods, blared 
the disc on its sidewalk bullhorn one sum¬ 
mer afternoon and dozens of passersby 
stopped to dance. “There’s still something 
about James Brown’s squeal that makes it 
sound like Friday payday,” the promoter 
observes of the scene that convinced him to 
keep pushing Brown’s album. 

If Bring It On should falter, though, 
Brown will be hard-pressed to claim his la¬ 
bel didn’t support him, seeing as how he is 
pretty much the label: his staff at Augusta 
Sound handles most of the promotion 
while distribution is the function of Chur¬ 
chill Records, based in Tulsa, Oklahoma. 

Churchill/Augusta seems an unlikely 
pairing. The former is part of the Jim Hal¬ 
sey Company, which has made its consid¬ 
erable reputation managing country acts 
such as Roy Clark, the Oak Ridge Boys 
and Don Williams. Brown, however, feels 
a kinship with Churchill that he hasn’t felt 
towards a label since his early days on 
King Records. 

“I met Mr. Martin (Churchill president 
Tommy Martin) at Charlie Daniels’ Vol¬ 
unteer Jam last year,” Brown relates, “and 
he seemed to be a real classy, decent man. 
And that’s something you just don’t find in 
the record business anymore. The man be¬ 
lieves in God; he’s a strong man. Every¬ 
thing we discussed in the contract was 
written the way we discussed it, and that 
ain’t happened before.” 
Which brings us around to the topic of 

Continued on page 61 
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SUSANNE WHATLEY 
LOS ANGELES 

NEW MUSIC'S 
LATEST 
FIXXATION 

T
his time last year, the Fixx couldn’t 
buy a date at the Club Lingerie. 

It wasn’t due to lack of public in¬ 
terest, though. “We had a lot of 
phone calls on them,” recalls a 

worker at the Hollywood cabaret. It was to 
avoid angry fans’ backlash that club man¬ 
agement placed a cancellation notice in the 
papers blaming the band’s record company 
for pulling them out of schedule appear¬ 
ances. MCA perceived the Fixx’s debut al¬ 
bum Shuttered Room as not sufficiently 
happening to warrant tour support beyond 
the East Coast. That was under a regime 
since replaced by one committed to break¬ 
ing the Fixx Stateside. 

Recently Fixx singer and lyricist Cy Cur-
nin has been carrying a film script around 
in his suitcase during the band’s three 
month U.S. tour as an opening act for A 
Flock Of Seagulls and the Police (they re¬ 
turn in November for more dates). The 
script’s titled Sixteen Candles and the Fixx 
has been asked to contribute to the 
soundtrack. 

It’s happening now for the Fixx; in fact, 
last year’s lapse in corporate interest actual¬ 
ly set up the serendipitous succession of 
events in 1983. The group went home to 
England where the new Reach The Beach 
album was recorded in time for a May re¬ 
lease. Via radio and the video for the single, 
“Saved By Zero,” plus their visibility on the 
road, America has taken the Fixx to heart 
enough to place Reach in the top 20. 

“The Seagulls supported the Go-Go’s 
and eventually grew from there,” Cumin 
explains happily. “We in turn supported 
the Seagulls, and grew from that basis. It’s 
like ‘one thing leads to another.’ ” 
Any guy who quotes from his latest sin¬ 

gle has to appreciate that a bit of self-par¬ 
ody goes with the self-promotion territory, 
no matter how serious one’s lyrics about 
nuclear conflagration and social degenera¬ 
tion might be. The band’s progression of ex¬ 
pression grew out of theatre; when 
drummer Adam Woods was in drama 
school with Cumin’s sister, the two men 
would rehearse scripts together. The rela¬ 
tionship quickly spilled over into their mu¬ 
tual love of music. The duo was joined by 
keyboard man Rupert Greenall, and the 
trio formed the Portraits, but with little im¬ 
mediate success. Two-and-a-half years ago 
guitarist Jamie West-Oram found them 
through an ad, and the Fixx was born. A 

single, “Lost Planes,” came out on the 101 
indie label and MCA grabbed them up in 
1981. 
“Concise without any limits” is how 

Woods defines their name, savoring the 
ambiguity. “A fix on something, perhaps.” 
Their compositions are sharply focused 
with coolly intelligent bites of social criti¬ 
cism; simple instrumental lines retain their 
clarity even when the mix roars. 

“It’s quite often what you leave out, not 
what you put in, that’s important,” asserts 
Cumin. 

Minimalism defines their lives as well; 
they spent two years of solid rehearsing in 
London, bumming cash from girlfriends 
and sleeping on friends’ floors. “No mon¬ 
ey,” Woods recalls. “We’d given up every¬ 
thing else. We used to get massively 
depressed because we thought we’d never 
get out of this rut. But we felt successful be¬ 
cause we’d just meet and write another 
song. That was the real sweet taste.” 

Until their first taste of commercial suc¬ 
cess with “Stand or Fall” last year, the Fixx 
members spent cheap recreation hours 
watching television, developing a disrespect 
for mass media abuse and the society which 
mandates its passive utility. Cumin, in fact, 
was so shocked at a televised nuclear debate 
based on casualty projections of a mock 
war zone called the “Euro theatre” that he 
wrote “Stand or Fall” in response. 

Through his terse lyrics Cumin clearly 
wants to wake up the world. “I think some¬ 
times when people put records out they pre¬ 
sume too little of the audience. They think 
T love you’ will suffice, when hidden be¬ 
hind a beat. But I tend to think that most 
people cover a lot of ground when listening 
to things, as I do myself. More than just the 
obvious emotions. If you listen closely, 
you’ll realize there’s a hell of a lot of other 
things going on.” 

Cumin’s emotional range broadens on 
Reach The Beach, a subtler work than 
Shuttered Room. The instruments are even 
more restrained, more powerful, delicate 
and self-distinguished while creating a 
more cohesive whole than you’d expect in a 
young band. 
The cleansing properties of the Fixx’s en-

hancement-by-reduction theory is epito¬ 
mized in “Saved By Zero.” The song’s 
engaging melodicism helped propel the LP 
into the chart’s upper reaches before “One 
Thing Leads to Another” took the Fixx 
higher still, but the lyrics speak of freeing 
the creative spirit from encumbrances. 
More specifically, the message is: don’t sell 
art for financial reward. 

Says Cumin: “There’s always compro¬ 
mise on the decision. You must remember 
that with a pen you can fantasize forever 
and a day, and that is the wonder of music. 
You can actually fly off with it.” O 

The Fixx (from left: Cumin, Woods, West-Oram, Greenall): 
minimalism, clarity, conscience. 
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E UPERNATURALEDWGRANT 
Tell Eddy Grant that he’s standing on his head, and he’ll 
investigate the possibility. Tell him he’s a smash in America-
after 15 years of trying—and he’ll shrug. This is your way, 
when the gods are with you. 

ANTHONY DECURTIS 
ATLANTA 

I
 HAVE A GREAT FEELING FOR WHAT PEOPLE CALL SUPERNATURAL 
things ... I am totally open-minded about everything. If somebody told me now, in 
fact. I’m not sitting but I’m really standing on my head, I would seriously investigate 
the possibility!” 
Near as I can tell, Guyana-born reggae rocker Eddy Grant is sitting comfortably in 

his suite at Atlanta’s Omni International Hotel, talking animatedly about the maiden U.S. 
tour he’s just kicked off behind his monster LP Killer on the Rampage and chart-busting 
single, “Electric Avenue.” 

But who’s to say? After more than 15 diligent years of trying to conquer America with 
the funky fusion of Latin, Afro, and Caribbean sounds that was steadily winning him a 
large international audience, this man has paid his note and is entitled to believe what he 
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wants. Besides, certain events can con¬ 
vince you that the supernatural’s helping 
to shape your fate. “I don’t know if you 
know the story with Killer on the Ram¬ 
page?" Grant tosses out, his resonant, 
mildly accented voice rising to turn a state¬ 
ment to a question. No, I don’t know it. He 
goes on: "Killer on the Rampage, as it is, is 
not the album that should have been.” 
Come again? “The album that should have 
been was lost in transit from London to 
Barbados. That’s right. I had to go back 
and write completely new songs because I 
didn’t even have my cassette with me. I 
think, everything gone. And I thought, oh 
boy, this is really rocking-out time, be¬ 
cause if I don’t come up with the goods 
now and I tell people that I’ve lost all my 
songs, they would say, ‘What a bloody liar! 
He just didn’t do the job, you know, and 
now he’s bullshitting!’ But, in fact, it came 
up, and it came up trumps. That’s got to be 
the greatest!” 

In many ways, Killer is the album “that 
should have been” a long time ago. Born in 
1948, Grant moved from Guyana to Lon¬ 
don when he was twelve, and made his first 
musical mark in the late ’60s with the 
Equals, the racially integrated soul-pop 
combo that cracked the American top 40 
in 1968 with “Baby Come Back.” But the 
English music scene would not be truly 
ready for politically savvy, musically eclec¬ 
tic interracial bands for another dozen 
years, and the Equals never attained the 
degree of success Grant fervently believed 
they deserved. 

Frustrated and emotionally wasted by 
the forces holding him back from the big 
time, Grant left the Equals in 1971 and 
launched a thorough analysis of how a cre¬ 
ative artist could control the means of pro¬ 
duction and distribution that make or 
break careers in the pop music field. All 
supernaturalism aside, he very literally be¬ 
gan taking care of business. 

Late in 1973 he bought a home in North 
London, and in the actual coach house es¬ 
tablished Coach House Studios with the 
help of his friend and eventual engineer, 
Frank Agarrat. In 1974 he founded the in¬ 
dependent record label, Ice Records, and 
in 1976 released his first solo LP, Message 
Man. Grant later even acquired his own 
pressing plant to ease the crunch of bills 
generated in part by Message Man's sales. 
The son of an impecunious, ace Guya¬ 

nese trumpeter, Eddy was not born to the 
business life. “It was a question of expedi¬ 
ency,” he explains, “because when I start¬ 
ed, I started like everybody else. I just 
wanted to make records, it was a fun thing 
to do, and so on, and so on. But then I real¬ 
ized that if I was going to be in this busi¬ 
ness for a career ... I should get to know 
what it is about this business that keeps 
artists, some artists, alive in it and sane, as 
opposed to the others that become rock ’n’ 
roll casualties. And I realized early on that 
it was a firm grasp of the business of the 
business. So I went around reading books 

and asking questions.” 
This entrepreneurial curiosity and drive 

on the part of a black immigrant hardly 
elicited approving smiles from the powers-
that-were. “I wasn’t a welcome sight to a 
lot of guys who were sharp operators in the 
business, who could have given me a hand 
but who wanted too much,” Grant recalls. 
“I didn’t want it that way. So it took me a 
little longer to get the recognition that I 
suppose was coming to me.” 
Through energetic marketing and distri¬ 

bution Grant solidified his multinational 
following in the mid-’70s, with the percus¬ 
sive “Hello Africa” from Message Man 
helping to put him over on that continent. 
His reputation spread with the 1979 Epic 
release, Walking on Sunshine. That LP’s 
opening side—consisting of the throbbing 
dance-tune title track, the emotional reg¬ 
gae protest, “Living on the Front Line,” 
and the elegant, powerful synthesizer fu¬ 
gue, “Front Line Symphony”—constitutes 
some of the strongest material Grant has 
done to date. 

Epic dropped Grant after 1980’s My 
Turn to Love You, on which the uneven¬ 
ness of the material—only “Preachin’ 
Genocide” and “Exiled (From the Love I 
Know)” are first rate—was aggravated by 
record company meddling in the mix and 
unnecessary strings. Grant released two 
more solo albums on Ice, Can’t Get 
Enough and the hot double-set, Live at 
Notting Hill, before CBS’s Portrait label 
picked him up for Killer. 
A couple of covers also set the stage for 

Grant’s breakthrough. A high point of the 
Clash’s three-record agitprop masterpiece, 
Sandinista!, was their siren-guitar version 
of “Police on my Back,” written by Grant 
in 1967. In 1982 the New York funk outfit 
Rockers Revenge fired up the internation¬ 
al dancefloor with Grant’s “Walking on 
Sunshine,” a cover Grant himself terms 
“superlative.” 
The commitment and discipline Grant 

drew on to forge his own path in the music 
industry are also evident in other aspects of 
his public and private lives. Despite his 
dreadlocks and bad-ass reggae rebel image, 
Grant is a married man with four kids who 
makes no move without gauging its impact 
on his extended family. He is not a Rasta¬ 
farian and consumes neither ganja nor to¬ 
bacco. Most remarkably, he has written, 
produced, and, with few exceptions, sung 
and played all parts on all his solo studio 
records, controlling the music he makes 
with a passionate obsessiveness. 

This urge for personal control also has 
its disadvantages. Grant’s whims occa¬ 
sionally go unchecked, and clunker lyrics 
or derivative material gets by that would 
never pass the scrutiny of a more collabo¬ 
rative effort. And while it dug a groove 
deep enough to unearth some gems, 
Grant’s Atlanta show, the fourth date on 
his American tour, was marred by his un¬ 
willingness to give up some of the funk to 
the band. He repeatedly introduced num¬ 

bers as “this next track,” a term more red¬ 
olent of the studio than the heat of the 
stage and suggestive of the environment in 
which he feels most comfortable. 

Grant, however, has no misgivings 
about his solitary working habits. “As the 
creator of the music, as the creator of the 
work, you have the original concept,” he 
details with a conviction that will brook no 
disagreement. “And ideally, in a perfect 
situation, you would take that concept to 
completion. If you were, for example, a 
painter or a writer, you understand, the 
concept would be taken through to com¬ 
pletion by you. It’s only a mechanical pro¬ 
cess that causes a breakdown of that 
normally, because the writer is not capable 
of articulating on the various instruments 
to make the composite sound. 
“Now I am able to do that. And so 

therefore I get exactly what it is that I en¬ 
visaged from the word go, give or take a 
little bit here or there. When I’ve ever 
played with musicians, all they’ve brought 
to me is their problems, and that becomes 
now a part of my music, which was not 
part of the original concept.” 
At its best, Grant’s music is an infec¬ 

tious blend of traditional and contempo¬ 
rary elements: reggae spiked with rock ’n’ 
roll kick; funked up calypso lilts and Afro 
rhythms; soul and pop melodies spiced 
with Latin inflections. Among the most 
distinctive components of Grant’s sound is 
his fondness for synthesizers, a taste he 
shares with the British technodisco bri¬ 
gade. But there, according to Grant, the 
similarity ends. 
“A lot of guys have not personalized 

synthesizers,” he asserts. “The synthesizer 
for Human League is the same as it is for 
Thomas Dolby and the same as it is for 
somebody else. You hear those same 
sounds. And I can use those same sounds. I 
can go and take the sound that they use for 
‘Don’t You Want Me’ and it’ll sound ex¬ 
actly like Eddy Grant. Like if Eric Clapton 
used a Rickenbacker guitar, it would 
sound like Eric Clapton playing a Ricken¬ 
backer guitar, because he injected his per¬ 
sonality and his love and emotion into this 
inert object and made it human. 

“Music now has something to do with 
androids. But music has to do with people. 
We’re not making music for androids, 
we’re making music for people, right? But 
because it looks good in print, people are 
saying different things, and it’s not real¬ 
ly .. . it’s not really true. And people are 
now behaving like androids as a result! You 
write about it, ‘android music,’ and people 
start to behave like it, you know? Cut their 
hair, walk like it (Grant laughs and makes 
mechanical man gestures). It’s ridiculous!” 
As he grew up in Guyana, Grant lis¬ 

tened primarily to South American music. 
His rock ’n’ roll schooling occurred after 
he moved with his family to London, with 
one band especially opening the door to a 
whole world of new sounds and visions. 
“The first real R&B that I heard, which we 
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called rock ’n’ roll in the ’60s in England,” 
he recounts, "was the Rolling Stones and 
the Yardbirds. But mainly the Rolling 
Stones. I had this great feeling towards 
them, you know, because there was some¬ 
thing quite different about their music. 
“And one day I was sitting talking with 

a guy, and I was telling him, I said, ’You 
know, I like this music from the Rolling 
Stones.’ I was out of a classical back¬ 
ground; I enjoyed playing traditional jazz 
on trumpet and so on at that time, but 1 
wasn’t really interested in pop music. To 
me, pop music was really the . .. the pits'. 
But I really liked the Rolling Stones. 
“And the guy says, ‘Well maybe you like 

it because there’s a black guy involved in 
it.’ I said, ‘No, there’s no black guy in the 
Rolling Stones!’ He says, ‘Yeah, but they 
play black people’s music.’ I said, ‘Oh, is 
that so? Well, maybe that’s a reason, too.’ I 
said, T like them because they have spirit. 
You know, there’s this guy jumping about 
on the stage and they’re carrying on and so 
on.’ 
“And from the Rolling Stones, I found 

out about Chuck Berry's music. I didn’t 
know who the hell Chuck Berry was, but 
all the time I would see on the labels of 
(Stones) records, ‘C. Berry.' And then I 
started to look for this ‘C. Berry.’ I 
thought. I’ve gotta go and see this guy 
when he comes into town. And so I found 
that he was a great performer.” 

Another writing credit on early Stones’ 
albums, “M. Morganfield,” produced fur¬ 
ther discoveries: “Through Muddy Waters 
I found Big Bill Broonzy, then I found 
Slim Harpo and I found Sonny Boy Wil¬ 
liamson, Little Walter, and on and on.” 
And if any of Grant’s grunting exclama¬ 

tions on “Electric Avenue” sound at all fa¬ 
miliar, check this out: “Then I found 
James Brown and that was the end, you 
know what I mean? When I saw James 
Brown I thought, Jeeee-sus God, could an 
artist be so dedicated to his craft? I have to 
be that good, it’s as simple as that.” 

Grant’s admiration for the Stones turns 
out to have been mutual. Around the time 
of Message Man, Bill Wyman visited 
Grant backstage after one of his shows. 
“Bill sent Todd Rundgren’s manager to 
talk to me first, because he’s shy and he 
thought I’d have a big head or something,” 
Grant remembers, smiling. “He said, ‘I’ve 
always loved your music, I’m a fan of 
yours.’ I said, ‘That’s ridiculous, I’m a fan 
of yours. You guys are my gods'.' He told 
me Keith had all my records. I couldn’t be¬ 
lieve it!” 
The range of Grant’s musical sources is 

matched by the array of interests that sur¬ 
face in his writing. Like Grant’s previous 
records, Killer on the Rampage intermin¬ 
gles tender love songs (“Too Young to 
Fall,” “Drop Baby Drop” and “Latin 
Love Affair”) with songs addressing social 
concerns (“War Party,” “Another Revo¬ 
lutionary,” and the street-political “Elec¬ 
tric Avenue”). This emotional and 

thematic breadth has encouraged compari¬ 
sons with the late Bob Marley. It may also 
have been another factor delaying Grant’s 
success. The love songs presented no prob¬ 
lems, but titles like “Black Skin Blue Eyed 
Boys,” “Cockney Black,” “Curfew,” “Liv¬ 
ing on the Front Line,” and "Preachin’ 
Genocide” raised complex, discomforting 
questions about minority rights in England 
and the use of political violence. This out¬ 
spoken willingness to take on the big issues 
again branded Grant an upstart and limit¬ 
ed his exposure. 

But while Grant sees “political song¬ 
writer" as another bag in which he’s been 
put in order to be labeled and dismissed, he 
still believes that songs about romance or 
individual sorrow don’t tell the whole sto-

“I make music 
that must disturb 
you in some way. 
Either it makes 
you dance, it 
makes you listen, 
it makes you 
laugh or it makes 
you ciy. All these 
human emotions, 
that’s what I make 
music for.” 
ry. “The lives that we live, whether artisti¬ 
cally or just on a human level, are so geared 
to political happenings, sociological hap¬ 
penings in our communities, wherever 
they are, that you can’t divorce one from 
the other,” he insists. “I write first of all as 
a man, and as a commentator on what I see 
from time to time. I’m not a man who 
writes bitter songs, or even bitter songs for 
the sake of writing bitter songs. I write 
songs that purely and simply comment on 
sociological conditions, political condi¬ 
tions, or whatever it is to do with people 
like myself. There should be nothing 
wrong with that. I shouldn’t be stigma¬ 
tized by that, because the converse is also 
true. I write love songs. I write songs of my 
own personal emotions and feelings. And I 
shouldn’t be stigmatized by that either. I 
only basically comment on situations as a 
writer, as I think writers should really, be¬ 
cause we are chroniclers of certain events 
in time.” 
When told that his response brings to 

mind the lyrics from “Living on the Front 
Line” (“What kind of man could I be/If I 

can’t talk about what I see?”) he nods 
agreement. “That’s right. When I wrote 
that song, I wasn't making millions of dol¬ 
lars or nothing, you know? I was writing 
purely and simply what I felt. And know¬ 
ing very clearly again that the radio sta¬ 
tions might not play it, but it was 
important that I put that down, because it 
is what I felt at the time.” 

But beyond commenting on conditions 
and chronicling impressions, does Grant 
believe that music itself can inspire social 
change? “About once every day or every 
other day I think about the lyrics of ‘Imag¬ 
ine,’ ” he says slowly, leaning forward to 
make his point as directly as possible. 
“Now it might be of no earth-shattering 
significance. It may not move President 
Reagan to making a certain decision on his 
policies in Central America. It may not af¬ 
fect Mr. Andropov in Russia. It may not 
do any of those things. But at least once a 
day I think about ‘Imagine,’ because it’s a 
song I wish I had written. It was very clear, 
concise, and still it left room for 
imagination. 

“Having said that, I think basically I’ve 
said everything about my approach to 
songs of this nature, because I believe that 
you write a song, it’s like you make a child. 
For better or for worse, you’ve made it, 
and you hope that the end result will be a 
pleasant one. If it stimulates some thought 
or brings about some social change, fine. 
But irrespective of that, you have made it. 
And it’s got to go out there and do its 
work.” 

Part of the work of Grant’s songs—po¬ 
litical or not—is to unsettle his listeners, 
provoking a response. “A lot of music, es¬ 
pecially nowadays, has become euphonic," 
he states, shaking his head in a combina¬ 
tion of amusement, disgust, and wonder. 
“Put it on and you can talk over it, you can 
kick ass over it, you could do anything 
over it, you know? Totally ignore it, you 
know what I’m saying? I don’t make music 
for that purpose. I don’t make muzak. I 
make music that must disturb you in some 
way. Either it makes you dance, it makes 
you listen, it makes you laugh or it makes 
you cry. All these human emotions, that’s 
what I make music for.” 

Grant now resides in St. Philip, Barba¬ 
dos, with his family, having moved there in 
the fateful lost-tape journey from London 
in 1981. He laughs off claims that he is 
based in Barbados for tax purposes, point¬ 
ing out that such rumors would never have 
arisen but for his huge sales this year. Hap¬ 
py to have finally escaped the cold, damp 
British winters, he is comfortably settled in 
a restored plantation house on the same 
grounds as his new Blue Wave Studios, 
where he recorded Killer on the Rampage. 

But Grant is hardly one to let the ease 
and beauty of his new environment lull 
him into quietude. Shortly after his arrival 
in Barbados, he learned that the govern¬ 
ment was harrassing local beach vendors 

Continued on page 61 
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'hese people were trying to have an intelligent discussion about new music until it became 
clear that the citizen above was bluffing... he hadn’t actually heard the new albums by 

Elvis Costello & The Attractions, WHAM ! U.K., Translator, Third World and 
Herbie Hancock. Let’s hope he learned his lesson. 

ON COLUMBIA RECORDS AND CASSETTES. 
"COLUMBIA" ARE 



The Record Interview 

RICHARDS 

Flowers & Thorns: 
Reflections of a 
Rolling Stone 

"Pause you who read this, and think 

for a moment of the long chain of iron 

or gold, of thorns or flowers, that 

would never have bound you, but for 

the formation of the first link on one 

memorable dav.” • Charles Dickens, 
Great Expectations 

And so it was that i came to interview keith 
Richards, Rolling Stone, carrying some heavy-duty emotional bag¬ 
gage accumulated over 19 years of following the band’s every 
move—the great (the 1972 tour), the good (the 1969 tour), the in-
different (the 1964 tour), the bad (the ’75 and ’78 tours) and the 
ugly many Stones fan measure the 
best years of my life against their records and concerts. 

Oddly enough, so does Keith Richards, Rolling Stone, who says he no longer thinks in terms of years, but in terms 
of “the ‘Some Girls’ tour, the summer of ‘Satisfaction, ’ and so on. ” Thus the point of this interview. 

Clearly, the problem in questioning Richards is to find a fresh avenue of thought. A mere bag of shells, you say? Not 
quite. But in poring over nearly two decades’ worth of press on the band, I found that the path least trod was the one of 
reassessment/reflection/perspective. Here, then, the focus was on matters of how the Stones function under the weight 
of myth, and where they stand historically, from Richards’ point of view, with certain necessary digressions into the 
realm of the extramusical as a means of getting a better fix on the man himself. 

PIIOTOGR 1PHS in 
JEAN PWLII SO 

It proved to be a fruitful line of questioning. Sometimes Richards would resort to stock answers, then pause and 
stare at the floor in deep concentration. After several seconds in which no words were spoken between us, he would 
begin again, picking up on a theme vaguely implicit in the original question or answer and running with it—witness 
his remarks on fashion and music— until he’d arrived at something approaching a definitive comment onthesubject. 

This interview was conducted on July 26 in Richards’ suite in an upper east side hotel in Manhattan. Tanned and 
trim and dressed in a pink shirt unbuttoned to the waist, black jeans and—horror of horrors!—argyle socks, Richards 
sat patiently for three hours, answering, thinking, answering, chain smoking, and drinking Jack Daniel’s mixed with 
ginger ale. He is a soft-spoken and articulate man, given to considering his words carefully before speaking, not as a 
means of censoring himself, but rather as a way of assuring some clarity of thought. The quality evident in his speech 
and in his attitude is one of enormous pride—pride certainly in himself, pride in the individual members of the Rolling 
Stones, pride in the band’s achievements. 

Richards’ fiancee , Patti Hansen, ventured into the room twice, both times to ply me with another bottle of Coke 
and Keith with more ginger ale. Once when she came in, Keith took the opportunity to sprint off to the bathroom. Af¬ 
ter he was gone, Patti turned to me and said,“He’s a good egg, isn’t 
he?” I replied as to how, yes, he seemed like a regular joe having a 
good time in New York City. It got a laugh. But if the truth be known, 
the man was a perfect gentleman. Is that a legend or what? 

By David McGee 
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How do the Stones handle the mythical 
status they’ve been elevated to by their 
fans? Maybe the better question is, how 
does this limit you as a band? 

I suppose in the broadest sense it prevents 
us from doing as much as we want to or 
would like to; it makes us work in fits and 
starts. When you get to that semi-mythical 
stage, it takes so long to organize, especial¬ 
ly touring, going on the road. Recording 
stays pretty much the same. But your life 
goes on . . . you don’t count years any¬ 
more. You think in terms of tours: you 
know, the “Some Girls” tour. So things go 
in fits and starts, but we’ve learned to cope 
with that over the years. 
The band certainly doesn’t view itself as 

mythical, though. We’ll just get up there 
and do our job. But it affects us in that it 
limits the amount of things we can do and 
the way we can do them, as far as playing 
certain places or just gettin’ out and doing 
a week of cabaret houses or clubs. 

When you plan a set, do the fans’ expecta¬ 
tions ever enter into your discussions of 
what you will or won’t play? 

We know very well that there’s certain 
songs we can’t omit. Our first criterion in 
choosing what we’re going to play live is 
usually how well we’re playing it. If the 
band is enjoying playing it, getting off on 
the song, nine times out of ten that works 
for the audience as well. If it’s an old one or 
one we haven’t done in ages, we’ll find 
some little different way of playing it that 
we all get off on that might not even be no¬ 
ticeable to anybody else. But we’ll sense 
something’s going on there. As long as 
we’re not bored with a song— that’s the 
worst thing. That’s why “Midnight Ram¬ 
bler” had to go (laughs). I mean, it was a 
great song for years and years, but after 
awhile you start saying, “Oh no, now he’s 
gonna get the whip out.” And you see 
Mick going (groans softly). You get to that 
point and you know it’s time to drop it. 

One frequently hears musicians claim they 
got into rock because it was a good way to 
meet girls—and Eric Burdon is on record 
as claiming that’s the reason everybody in 
England started playing. But at some point 
it had to change for you, if that was even 
the reason you started in the first place. 
When did the reasons for playing change? 

The reason the band started playing is not 
actually Eric’s definition. There were no 
birds hanging around—well, very few, and 
not the sort to perk your interest. If it’d 
been for chicks, we’d have gone straight on 
to the ballroom circuit and played early 
’60s pop music. That was the way to get 
girls. There wasn’t much of a demand for 
weird-looking rhythm and blues bands. 
We were on this burning mission to spread 
rhythm and blues; we were very young, 
you know. It wasn’t until the band had 
been together for a year or so and had actu¬ 
ally left the club circuit and made the first 
record that these other advantages became 

apparent to us. Because in a matter of two 
months we went from a small London club 
band to a contender for the charts and then 
Stone-mania started. Beatlemania was 
there, so it was mania-this, mania-that, 
mania, mania. Suddenly all those things 
dawned on us. That was where the sense of 
mission left us as far as spreading rhythm 
and blues through London (laughs). There 
was suddenly so much more to take care 
of; it was totally mind-blowing, especially 
when one day you’re playing by yourself in 
the back room of a pub and the next you’re 
on a major tour with Little Richard and 
the Everly Brothers and Bo Diddley. It’s 
like being plucked out of reality and 
plunked down in one of your favorite 
dreams. Then the whole thing started with 
records. Andrew Oldham sat Mick and me 
down and said “write songs,” which had 
never crossed our minds. It was always 
somebody else’s job. But he was quite right 
to do it, because without new sources of 
material we would have dried up after we’d 
gone through our Jimmy Reed, Chuck 
Berry, Bo Diddley and Muddy Waters re¬ 
cords. It was absolutely essential, but at 
the time we said, “You’ve got to be kid¬ 
ding,” you know, “writing songs is a song¬ 
writer’s job. I’m a guitar player.” But 
Andrew shut us up in a kitchen for a week¬ 
end. “Where are we gonna pee, Andrew?” 
“Out the window.” Yeah, he said, “Come 
out with a song,” and we came out with 
“As Tears Go By” for Marianne Faithfull. 
And Andrew said, “See, you can do it.” 
After that Mick and I started to get inter¬ 
ested in writing. I didn’t think we were ca¬ 
pable of doing it, and to actually find out in 
that manner is like finding out that not 
only am I blessed with this talent to play 
music, but I can also build sheds. You 
know what I mean? You suddenly get 
turned on to something inside yourself that 
you didn’t know was there. I’m eternally 
grateful to Andrew, because without him 
pushing us maybe Mick and I would never 
have actually got down to it. It would cer¬ 
tainly have been a lot different. 

Up to that point, then, you had no vision of 
what the Rolling Stones would be a few 
years down the road. 

Right. The general length of a rock ’n’ roll 
recording act in the early ’60s was about 
eighteen months to two years. So when we 
finally got to make records and they be¬ 
came hits, we said, “Oh well, it’s a drag in a 
way. We’re just starting to enjoy this and 
it’s the beginning of the end.” There was 
no reason for us to expect it to last more 
than any other band from that period. 
Then the '60s took over didn’t they? 
Things changed as they went along, and I 
suppose we got better at what we were 
doing. 

We’ve always had a very loyal following 
of fans no matter what stage we were in; 
even when there were just a few hundred 
kids in London, there was still very much of 
a strong feeling among the fans—sometimes 

“Yeah, sometimes we’re 
sloppy—who isn’t? There is 
a certain amount of unstruc¬ 
turedness about the Stones, 
especially on the road. 
We’re not the kind of band 
that goes ‘one, two, three, 
four,’ you know, and segues 
into another number. That’s 
not the way the guys are; 
you can’t make an SS regi¬ 
ment out of the Stones. And 
rock ’n’ roll doesn’t lend it¬ 
self to being cleaned up to 
the point of perfection. In 
the process of perfecting 
something you lose sponta¬ 
neity. We might stand 
around the stage going 
(scratches head), ‘Well, 
what should we do next?’ 
‘Do you feel like doing it?’ 
‘No, I don’t feel like doing 
that.’ In that respect, yes, 
we’re sloppy. But if we’re 
having this slight conference 
on stage and seem to be 
wasting time, it’s because 
we’re trying to do the best 
thing for everybody. I don’t 
think there’s any way you 
can accuse the Stones of not 
caring about what they 
do, or of trying to shuck it 
off.” 

more than we had. In a way that kind of 
keeps you going. It certainly helped us out 
later on through the ups and downs. You 
begin to take it for granted after so many 
years, but at times of trouble they can 
amaze you with how much they need the 
Stones in their lives. It took us a long time to 
realize that. Sometimes it’s quite touching. 

You’ve known Mick most of your life. 
How has your relationship with him 
changed over the years? 

Obviously there’s some difference in a rela¬ 
tionship between people from the time 
they’re four years old together to the time 
they’re 40—there’s another zero for start¬ 
ers. It really hasn’t changed that much, 
though, in actual fact, considering the 
things we have to go through and the deci¬ 
sions we have to make about records and 
what the Stones are going to do next. 
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The long view: 

"Songwriting is 

something that's 

been handed down 

from year one, and 

we’re here as the re' 

cipients of every¬ 

thing that’s gone 

before. Our finest 

moment comes with 

our dying breath 

when each of us can 

say, 'Ah, at least I 

passed it on.' Just 

something that in¬ 

spires somebody else 

to carry on doing 



Do you and Mick see each other outside of 
the band much anymore? 

Oh yeah, yeah. Quite a lot lately, as a mat¬ 
ter of fact. 

Because you’re working on a record. 

Yeah, a lot of what we see each other for is 
that, the work. But it’s remarkably the 
same in lots of ways. Probably if we were 
just friends we wouldn’t see as much of 
each other as we do because we’re working 
together. And we probably wouldn’t argue 
as much as we do if we were just friends 
and not involved in the same thing. He’s 
one of the guys I can argue with to the 
death. If I get into an argument with some¬ 
body I don’t know in a nightclub or some¬ 
thing, they’re drunk and I’m drunk, you 
know, it can get nasty. With Mick and I, 
it’s civilized. After all, we’ve known each 
other for so long it’s almost like we’re in 
the same family. Brothers also have the 
worst arguments in the world. You can do 
that. 

Would you say Mick still has the same 
passion for music as you do? 

When it comes down to actually doing it, 
absolutely. He’s one-hundred percent with 
it. The hard thing with the Stones is getting 
into it; it’s very easy to get lazy and lethar¬ 
gic because you have such a long layoff be¬ 
tween things. It’s such a big deal to get 
everything together. The idea of doing 
things sometimes doesn’t appeal to 
Mick—to Charlie even less. He’s a real 
homebody. The road is another problem, 
because sometimes the thought of doing 
it . . . “Oh God, twenty years." 

Did you find it amusing that Mick got so 
much press when he turned 40? 

How amusing is it? I’ve got five months to 
go before I catch up with him. 

You said that in the beginning the band 
was trying to promote rhythm and blues in 
London, but left that mission behind after 
getting caught up in the frenzy of the time. 
Did you acquire a new sense of mission 
somewhere along the line? 

We realized that if we were no longer play¬ 
ing to the small audience in London that 
was into the Stones and that we wanted to 
carry on with us, what we had to do was 
grow out and broaden the whole spectrum 
of our music. We listen to all kinds of mu¬ 
sic. Mick and I have always been great 
cornball rock ’n’ roll fans, too, you know, 
Dick and Dee Dee, Paul and Paula. We 
used to listen to everything. Big doo-wop 
fans, too. 

That’s one of the most significant points to 
be made about you and Mick as songwrit¬ 
ers: during your formative years as musi¬ 
cians you were absorbing all kinds of 
musical influences and taking those inspi¬ 
rations and transforming them so that they 
came out as Roiling Stones songs, some¬ 
thing that wasn’t here before. Do you de¬ 

tect that sort of originality in con¬ 
temporary songwriting? 

Yeah, I hear possibilities for it. There’s al¬ 
ways been a tendency to say this guy’s got 
it and this guy ain’t, but you can’t always 
tell on the spot. But if I were to say there 
aren’t any good newcomers, then I haven’t 
done my job, because my job is to pass it 
on. Right now there’s a lot of checking out 
what’s gone before, and I find that very in¬ 
teresting and unexpected. I wasn’t particu¬ 
larly hopeful in the late '70s that kids wanted 
to learn where it came from. In the early ’60s, 
when we were becoming musicians, we start¬ 
ed thinking, “Where did these guys get it 
from?” Over the years we tracked it down as 
much as you can, through recorded music, 
through blues, through jazz, through popu¬ 
lar music, etcetera, etcetera. I’m wondering 
if anybody else now ever thinks, “Where did 
these guys find it? I like the beat, 1 love the 
Stones, but where did they get it from?” That 
was one of the things we arrived at ourselves: 
a burning desire to find out—“hey, if these 
guys can play like this they must have heard 
somebody in their time who was shit-hot. 
Let’s find out who he was." Then you go 
back to that guy and you find out who he was 
listening to, then you find somebody before 
him who played, and you can trace the influ¬ 
ences to a certain extent, the main ones any¬ 
way. Chuck Berry to Muddy Waters, 
Muddy Waters to Robert Johnson, Robert 
Johnson to Charlie Patton, etcetera. There 
seems to be a lot more of that, which for me 
is very hopeful, because that’s what I was 
missing in what was coming out in the late 
’70s, which was real negative “na-na-na”-
sounding crap, badly written, badly per¬ 
formed, it just looked interesting. 

There’s still considerable emphasis on 
fashion over musical expertise. 

Always. That’s pop music. I think in popu¬ 
lar music you’ve got to allow that 70 or 80 
percent of it is crap. That’s the music busi¬ 
ness, the record business. 70 or 80 percent 
of the movies that come out are crap, too. 
One exists on the 20 or 15 or, if you’re un¬ 
lucky, the 10 percent that isn’t; if you’ve 
got any aspirations and you know what 
you’re about, you’ll gravitate towards the 
good stuff. After all, if it was all fantastic, 
nobody would know it. Like with albums, 
you can only tell if you’ve got a good al¬ 
bum by realizing that the one before wasn’t 
that great. The good stuff might not be par¬ 
ticularly successful when it comes out, but 
it will have its day through other people 
and the influence it exerts long after it’s a 
viable commercial proposition. The trou¬ 
ble with making music and records is that 
not only do you have to be good at what 
you do, but you have to be able to go 
through the process of selling it as well, 
making it commercial. And there’s your 
biggest limitation. I mean, we could all at¬ 
tempt to write symphonies if we really 
wanted to go down in the history books as 
Beethoven or Bach or whatever—roll 
over—but . . . which I would never say 

On The Beatles 

“I think the only reason the 
Beatles didn’t get back to¬ 
gether again was the fear of 
the anticlimax. I have no 
doubt really that if it was 
left up to those four guys 
themselves, they might have 
just taken a vacation for a 
year or two then carried on 
again. Sometimes people 
take the most drastic steps 
when they’re totally unnec¬ 
essary. Witness Mick Tay¬ 
lor. Not that he didn’t want 
to play with the Stones, just 
that he wanted to do other 
things. But in the Stones 
there’s enough free time to 
do anything you want to do. 
In actual fact, Mick Taylor 
did virtually nothing. And 
that same situation really 
applies to the Beatles. There 
was no need for them to 
break up. They could’ve tak¬ 
en a couple of years off, re¬ 
solved their problems and 
still carried on. It would 
have been an intriguing 
thing, and probably better 
for music all around, if 
they’d stuck it out.” 

personally to Ludwig. Ah, roll over, Lud¬ 
wig, will ya? You have to be able to make it 
commercial, which means not only mak¬ 
ing it acceptable to the public, who are far 
more willing to listen to loads of different 
things than the people are who play it to 
the public, but also going through the me¬ 
chanics of the business, through the disc 
jockeys, through the record companies; 
you have to convince them. You have to be 
willing to go through a certain whoring 
process of flogging it—selling it is part and 
parcel of the business. Being a successful 
record maker is equal amounts of talent for 
making music, putting up with loads of 
crap, being able to take it on the nose, hav¬ 
ing doors slammed in your face, being will¬ 
ing to go through the process, which you 
may not be at all interested in, of actually 
finding out how records are made, how 
they’re sold, what distribution means. The 
only reason you make a record is for other 
people to hear it. If you don’t know how the 
hell to get it to other people once you've 
made it, then you’ve just wasted tape. 
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See, the record business is a fascinating 
process; it has very little to do with making 
records. These guys come from A&P, half 
of them, you know; they just happen to be 
up there on the executive ladder, which is a 
whole business of its own, the executive 
shuffle. Except this is different from selling 
more baked beans than anybody else: 
you’re picking stars up at the airport, 
there’s Lear Jets, limousines, “hey, you 
wanna blow, baby,” you know, weird 
chicks. These guys can’t go back to A&P 
after that, so they get very, very tenacious 
about their jobs, because they know there’s 
nothing quite as much fun as this. But at 
the same time it’s got very little to do with 
selling records. These guys talk in units— 
it’s not a baked bean, it’s not a record, it’s a 
unit. That's what rules their lives, and it 
has very little to do with the actual thing. 
You know, a baked bean isn’t particularly 
interested in whether it’s being sold or not 
or whether it’s presented in the right way. 
But obviously recording artistes are. And if 
you don’t have some comprehension of 
that and aren’t willing to learn it, then 
you’re a schnook. 

How long did it take the Stones to learn all 
these truths about the industry? 

Andrew Oldham sat me down on the first 
day and told me all about it (laughs). 

Do you have any sense of the Stones hav¬ 
ing had an impact comparable to the Bea¬ 
tles’ not only on music but on the way a lot 
of people live their lives? 

Ummm, yeah, yeah. We’re fairly con¬ 
scious of the fact. The Beatles we got to use 
as door openers. In England there were 
plenty of people around who looked like 
us, but at that time it wasn’t the music you 
were doing that was considered to be inter¬ 
esting, especially in America—it was the 
image. And there’s no way we could’ve 
made the impact we did without the Bea¬ 
tles. You can remember, the Beatles were 
the first act for many, many years to come 
from England and mean a thing in Ameri¬ 
ca. It was total one-way traffic. In fact, 
with all that traffic, you’d send us so much 
good stuff, as well as a load of garbage— 
like I said, the music business is 80 percent 
garbage, 20 percent good. In that 20 per¬ 
cent were some gems which the English 
kids picked up on because they weren't 
subjected to the pressures of American 
kids, who were told they couldn’t listen to 
the black stations. We didn’t know what 
color these people were. It was just a re¬ 
cord, you know what I mean? Also, color 
at that time was a minimal problem, it 
didn’t come into our life; our life wasn’t 
structured in the American way where you 
had to cross the tracks. So you had in your 
very own back yard stuff going down that 
we were listening to and getting interested 
in because there was not this same empha¬ 
sis on color in England; it didn’t matter. 
The basic thing those days in America, 

as I remember from when I first came, was 

that people kept their radio tuned to their 
favorite acceptable station and very rarely 
flipped the dials. And even if they did they 
flipped it between the number one big 
white station and the number two big 
white station. And they only got to hear 
the spades that managed to break through, 
like Chuck Berry, Fats Domino, Little 
Richard, because they were so good they 
couldn’t be denied. So really, when we 
came out we were playing music that had 
somehow circumvented the mass of white 
America—the main thing we did was give 
America back some of the things it had ig¬ 
nored, for one reason or another. 

But in the mid-’70s radio decided it could 
deny even the most talented black artists. 
So you got all-white stations, with black 
music summarily dismissed from the 
playlists. 

It’s like that on MTV now; it’s not that 
much different. I mean anybody would 
think the music business is run by Gover¬ 
nor Wallace, and even he’s changed his 
mind a bit lately. Yeah, first thing I said 
after I watched a bit of MTV, you’re lucky 
to see one black act every two hours, if 
that. Michael Jackson gets played; I heard 
MTV was playing the Bus Boys a few 
months ago, but it’s real tokenism. When 
you consider the contribution black people 
have made to American music, it’s 
disgraceful. 

Keith, if you feel so strongly about this, 
why don’t you pull the Stones’ videos off 
MTV? Why don’t you and the rest of the 
band stop making promotional appear¬ 
ances for MTV? Why don’t the Stones 
make a stand? 

When we did all that stuff it wasn’t appar¬ 
ent to us what was going on. We weren’t in 
the country and we weren’t really aware of 
what MTV was up to. It hasn’t entered the 
mainstream of our consciousness until 
lately. MTV’s not something I watch all 
the time, but over the last couple of months 
I’ve been watching it and saying, well, it’s a 
little bit one-sided. 

Isn’t it worth making a stand on that as a 
band? 

I don’t know. The answer to that is that the 
answer’s not formulated. First, if we were 
gonna do something, would it have any ef¬ 
fect? Our portion of MTV’s time is very 
small; to pull it off is no big deal. It requires 
a concerted effort on the part of a lot of 
bands, which isn’t in the wind. 

Did you hear how “Beat It” made it on to 
MTV? CBS allegedly threatened to pull 
the Journey and Billy Joel videos if MTV 
didn’t play Michael Jackson. 

It is amazing. That’s what I mean about the 
short-sightedness of the record business. 
It’s run to a certain extent by people who 
have no idea really what they’re doing. 
Anybody who’s studied American music 
and realizes what they’re involved in has I 

The Who 

“The loss of Keith Moon 
was a real body blow in that 
there’s never going to be a 
drummer quite like Moonie. 
If you asked Moonie to 
play, he probably couldn’t 
find the off beat, but he 
could play with Pete Town¬ 
shend better than any drum¬ 
mer in the world. Kenney 
Jones is a great drummer, 
but he knows too much 
about drumming to be any¬ 
thing like Moon. Moonie’s 
beauty was that except with 
Pete Townshend he wasn’t 
really a drummer at all; he 
was just fantastic, sticking it 
into Pete, anticipating his 
moves and giving them 
great percussive accompani¬ 
ment. You got drums like 
that, it makes a lot of differ¬ 
ence. Pete’s problem now is 
in translating what he wants 
through the instrument that 
is the Who, when he can ac¬ 
tually do it better himself. 
But he needs a band; he 
needs those guys as much as 
the Stones need each other.” 

got to be a dummy to not understand that 
black music is the number one ingredient in 
American popular music; it’s the one thing 
America’s contributed to the world. Music 
itself is a bigger weapon than the cruise mis¬ 
sile; it’s something that can’t be regulated. 
Government officials and authorities are at 
a loss over how to deal with popular music, 
because you can’t say “this isn’t a weapon; 
it’s a bunch of kids playing guitars.” At the 
same time, I’ve always felt that if the Stones 
are gonna ever go down, first I gotta play 
Russia. Because how can you not lay it on 
them? You know, we did it to you guys, 
why can’t we do it to them? What are they 
so scared of? Let us in. From their point of 
view they’re probably right. I think they’ve 
sussed it, too. But at the same time, if it 
doesn’t come from us it’s going to come 
from somewhere else. If the will to be sub¬ 
verted is there, subversion will out. Might 
as well let us come and do a clean job. 

If music can be such a force for change, 
exactly how do you view your responsibil¬ 
ity as a songwriter? Are you influenced at 
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So crucify me: “I’ve not hidden nothin’. Everybody knows what I did, everybody 
knows everything about me. There’s no trash in my garbage can.” 

all by, say, Bruce Springsteen and U2, 
whose music is very socially- and political-
ly-conscious? 

I listened to politically-conscious song¬ 
writers for many years, from Woody 
Guthrie and way before, and obviously 
Dylan. It doesn’t interest me that much in 
respect to songwriting. I’m not saying you 
can’t do it, or you shouldn’t do it. If you 
can do it well, then that’s fine. I don’t think 
songwriting’s real strength is in stating ob¬ 
vious political stances. To me, a good song 
works 200 years after it’s written, five 
years after it’s written, and it can be played 
by virtually anybody and sound like it’s al¬ 
most their song. A good song is one any¬ 
body can get their teeth into and feel 
comfortable with and be able to add some¬ 
thing to. Most songs that are heavily opin¬ 
ionated in a political way tend to just sort 

of be some standard for a particular period 
in time and have no relevance when that 
viewpoint is proved invalid or unneces¬ 
sary. I’m not saying there’s anything 
wrong with it; some songs have enormous 
effects on society and on people, but it’s 
not one of the things I consider to be im¬ 
portant about songwriting necessarily. 
First off, is it a good song? Songwriting is 
something that’s been handed down from 
year one, from balladeers, troubadours, 
court jesters and the whole lot; and we’re 
here as the recipients of everything that’s 
gone before. Our finest moment comes 
with our last dying breath when we can 
say, “Ah, at least I passed it on.” Just 
something that inspires somebody else to 
carry on doing it. It’s all no doubt been 
written before, and if you can make it rele¬ 
vant to your time and it lives on after you, 
then I think that’s all a musician or writer 

can really hope for. In the long run, never 
mind the money or the success; when it’s 
all over and done, it’s what lasts. Are peo¬ 
ple still singing it when you’re molding, or 
whatever you’re doing? 

The Stones’ legacy, though, raises some in¬ 
teresting questions. So much attention has 
focused on the negative aspects of songs 
such as “Sympathy for the Devil,” “When 
The Whip Comes Down,” “Under My 
Thumb,” while moments of great tender¬ 
ness and compassion in your work have 
been almost ignored. Off the top I think of 
“Wild Horses,” “Empty Heart,” “Wait¬ 
ing For A Friend.” 

That’s more the work of the journalists 
than anybody else, because they’re the 
ones who focus on a particular aspect of 
what we do and make mileage out of it. As 
you say, there’s two sides of the coin. But 
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because we write a song that expresses a 
certain point of view or opinion doesn’t 
necessarily mean it’s ours. Of course, it’s 
easy to say, “You wrote it, you sang it, it’s 
what you mean.” But at the same time 
we’re just presenting a point of view, just 
highlighting a particular aspect of it. 
Seems that’s what people find interesting 
and make a big deal of; doesn’t mean we go 
off and say, “All right, now we’re gonna 
write chauvinist pig and devil worship 
songs.” You know, we carry on doing what 
we do, and whatever gets highlighted by 
the press or by the public is obviously what 
interests them most. There’s percentage in 
pushing that angle. It’s not us pushing it; 
those particular things are picked up on by 
the media and they get more mileage out of 
that than they do out of “Wild Horses” or 
“Angie” or “Empty Heart,” the other side 
of the coin that we present. Those things go 
along with it. I mean, what would Mae 
West be without tits? 

Were you taken aback by certain women’s 
groups’ criticism of the way the Stones' 
write about females in their songs? 

No, I thought it was a fairly feeble effort, 
really; we didn’t feel the sting of it at all. I 
appreciate their point of view, but if they 
were dumb enough to think that we’re like 
this and expressing this point of view and 
meaning it ... we were just trying to help 
them by highlighting their point of view. 
And if they didn’t realize that, then, you 
know, maybe they deserve the whip to 
come down. 

You've lived in the States for awhile, and 
you’ve been touring the country on and off 
since 1964. In what ways has America 
changed, from your viewpoint, since you 
first arrived here? 

What I like about America and what I’ve 
always admired about it—(affects a Cag¬ 
ney growl) and I’m not buttering you guys 
up or anything—is America’s ability to 
change. In Europe it’s difficult to change 
things because of the traditions. And Eu¬ 
rope’s less capable of dealing with change. 
Outwardly at least, America can change. 
When I got here, being in the south was 
almost like being in South Africa today. 
But in a matter of a few years people had 
changed their attitude considerably to¬ 
wards the problem. The good thing about 
America is its ability to accept changes 
fairly fluidly; not saying the problem’s dis¬ 
appeared because there are these changes, 
but there is this great capacity for riding it 
out and going through it, which I’m sure 
wouldn’t happen in Europe and certainly 
hasn’t happened in South Africa—if any¬ 
thing it’s worse there in terms of the racial 
problem. And I don’t think the world can 
afford that anymore. 

Most of your life has been spent in the pub¬ 
lic eye—almost everything you’ve done 
has been news—and at the same time 
you’ve grown older, you’ve fathered chil¬ 
dren (a son, Marlon, now 14; and a daugh¬ 

ter, Angela, now 11), you’ve taken on 
certain responsibilities outside the Stones. 
How do you balance the public and private 
in your life? At what point do you quit be¬ 
ing a Rolling Stone and start being a 
father? 

When I see Marlon I’m a father. When 
we’re together and we’re talking, he knows 
that. It’s probably a better question to ask 
him because he’s grown up with both of 
me. Both of my kids have been around 
when they want to be around. They’ve 
been on the road with me. I find it hard to 
understand too. Growing up like that 
. .. it’s like the old show business thing of 
being born in a trunk way out in Peoria. As 
far as I’m concerned, though, I couldn’t be 
happier with the way my kids are growing 
up and my relationship with them. Apart 
from wishing I could see them more often, 
I’m extremely happy with the way they are 
and the way I am and the way we are 
together. 

After you have a child you have to examine 
your own life in light of theirs. How has 
being a parent changed you? 

Obviously being a parent and being the fa¬ 
ther of things like babies does change you, 
certainly. It’s more of a two-way thing if 
it’s a good relationship, because they re¬ 
mind you so much of what you’ve forgot¬ 
ten, of what you should’ve remembered. 
Through kids you get a second chance to 
remember some of the things that, because 
you’ve been so busy for so many years, 
you’d forgotten. It’s like a re-education in 
a way, if you spend time with them when 
they’re young and actually bring them up 
yourself. Because while they’re learning 
just to grow up you’re also learning to re¬ 
member what it was like. Through them 
you get another view of it; it’s like a little 
mirror and a little jolt in the head, too. 

Do you steer your children away from get¬ 
ting involved in drugs and going through 
all you went through? Do you use yourself 
as an example in that way? 

My example is enough to put them off all 
that for life (laughs). I’m hoping they grow 
up to be accountants so they can take care 
of my money—and their money. 

Bill Wyman has spoken very eloquently on 
the subject of the Stones’ responsibility as 
role models for their fans. How do you feel 
about it? Knowing how your actions influ¬ 
ence others outside the band, how great a 
responsibility do you feel you have to your 
public? 

I continue to do the things that have made 
the Rolling Stones and myself something 
that people would want to listen to and 
want to know about. Before they were even 
interested in what I did when I was off¬ 
stage or out of the studio, (music’s) what 
brought us to the public’s attention. And 
that’s what I continue to do. It’s not so 
much the public as the media that’s re¬ 
sponsible for that, and obviously at times 

Who’s In Charge? 

“Bill and Charlie are very 
much involved in Stones 
records when we’re cutting 
the tracks; they also know 
that if there’s five of us 
standing around the control 
board when we’re starting to 
overdub and mix that all 
you’ll get is five people say¬ 
ing, ‘I think this,’ ‘I think 
that’—I mean, if they don’t 
like something, Mick and I 
will talk to them about it. 
And sometimes we might 
even listen to them.” 

the authorities. I could stand out there and 
say, “Well, if you don’t bust me nobody’ll 
know.” So who’s moral responsibility is 
that? Especially when you’re planted. So I 
don’t give a damn, quite honestly. I don’t 
think I have a public responsibility in that 
sense, and I hope that even if I screw up 
and it becomes public, that what I do and 
how I handle it is still figured out the right 
way. Okay, so I did all that and I went 
through all that, but there’s no trash in my 
garbage can. There’s nothing to find, it’s 
all out there anyway. I’ve not hidden 
nothin’; everybody knows what I did, ev¬ 
erybody knows everything about me and 
how I’ve handled it. I don’t care what any¬ 
body knows about what I do. Hopefully I’ll 
deal with everything in a righteous way, 
and everybody will know it. Maybe that’s a 
better example than pretending to be Mr. 
Goodbar. 

What’s happening with the Keith Richards 
solo album we’ve been hearing about for 
several years now? Will it ever see the light 
of day? 

Other people have been talking about it. I 
have no plans to do one. Not saying I ain’t 
got loads of stuff I’ve done over the years 
when nobody else turns up at a session, or 
when I turn up too late and everybody else 
is gone. I always say I’m not interested in 
that. I can’t put myself in that position, 
and neither will Mick, ever. What do you 
say when you write a song? “Do I give this 
to the Stones, or do I keep it for myself?” 
To put yourself in that position versus the 
group is dumb, as far as I see it. If I’ve got 
anything to do by myself, this is not the 
time to do it. If I’m really any good at it 
and it’s still in the can, maybe I can do it 
better later anyway. I’m interested in do¬ 
ing it—I love doing things by myself; ev¬ 
erybody does and we all do it. Witness 
Ronald Wood: four bloody albums. But 
it’s not a position I would want to get into 
in the foreseeable future. O 
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MUSIC VIDE# I nterview 

By Alan Hecht 

BOB aRAL(H:SHiniNG GEARS 
Observations on rock video by 111171 I ^1 OT Ik I 

nil n UlollNbllUrl w ▼ TITH a client list 
that includes McDonald’s, Dr. Pepper, 
General Electric and others, 44-year-old 
Bob Giraldi ranks as one of the top com¬ 
mercial directors working in the broadcast 
medium today. Born in Paterson, New Jer¬ 
sey and educated at Pratt Institute in 
Brooklyn, Giraldi’s early work on Madi¬ 
son Avenue brought street smarts to the 
slick advertising commu¬ 
nity. By the time he and 
his partner, Phil Suarez, 
formed Giraldi Produc¬ 
tions in 1973, he had long 
since established a reputa¬ 
tion as an original talent 
in a field littered with cre¬ 
ative copycats. And dar¬ 
ing, too: in the mid-’70s 
Giraldi ventured into pre-
viously-uncharted terri¬ 
tory by directing spots for 
several Broadway shows, 
including A Chorus Line 
and Evita, that were sub¬ 
sequently credited with 
helping to revive the gen¬ 
eral public’s interest in 
the theatre. 

His most acclaimed 
achievements are his most 
recent ones, starting with 
the Miller Lite Beer com¬ 
mercials featuring male 
luminaries from the 
sports and entertainment 
fields. Here he demon¬ 
strated an uncanny ability 

more possibilities for the man who claims 
to have a tin ear and “no rhythm.” 
The following interview took place at 

Giraldi’s Chappaqua, New York estate. 
Though his work allows him to remain 
“rich, thin and tanned,” Giraldi’s concern 
for rock video’s future bespeaks a man of 
substance as well as style. Also present 
were Giraldi’s producer, Antony Payne, 

Bob Giraldi: “Professionals are going to ruin MTV.” 

on the same side. I’m just a fanatic about 
not doing the same thing over and over. 
The only things I keep constant in my life 
are my wife, my family, my partner—the 
things that really go beyond superficial. 

How did you land the Michael Jackson 
“Beat It” project? 

I had listened to his record and 
wanted to do the "Billie 
Jean” video, but his 
managers had already 
lined up a British direc¬ 
tor for it. After that they 
decided that “Beat It” 
would be done by some¬ 
body else! So I was in 
Santo Domingo with my 
family, Antony was in 
New York, Michael was 
in California, and we 
kept trying to call each 
other. Did you ever try 
to call anybody in Santo 
Domingo? One day my 
wife picked up the phone 
and she hears (speaks in 
a falsetto voice) “Hello, 
is Bob there?” It was Mi¬ 
chael Jackson. She puts 
the phone down and 
says, “Bob, Michael 
Jackson sounds like a 
girl!” I said, “Well, he 
certainly doesn’t dance 
like one.” Anyway we 
talked, and he told me it 
was a go. He said the 

to draw warm, natural performances out 
of non-actors such as Mickey Spillane, 
Boog Powell and Marv Throneberry. This 
year Giraldi shifted gears again, venturing 
into the burgeoning musicvideo field to di¬ 
rect Michael Jackson in “Beat It” and Di¬ 
ana Ross in “Pieces of Ice” (the former, 
incidentally, was named the most popular 
musicvideo of all time—?—on the debut 
show of NBC’s Friday Night Videos). Be¬ 
ing in demand is a condition Giraldi’s be¬ 
come accustomed to, but his work with 
Jackson and Ross has opened up even 

and his agent, Andy Howard, who runs 
Giraldi’s new musicvideo production com¬ 
pany, Gotham Entertainment. 

You’ve been enormously successful as a 
commercial director and now you’re mov¬ 
ing into musicvideo. Why? 

Change. The normal next thing to do. No 
strategy, no pre-planning; just change for 
the sake of change. A lot of times that’s 
wrong and a lot of times it doesn’t do any 
good, but sometimes I hit on something. 
For instance, I won’t shave every morning 

song to him was nothing more than turn¬ 
ing the other cheek. Michael Jackson’s 
never been in a gang war; Michael Jack-
son’s probably never been out of that 
house. I think the world knows he’s been 
watched and protected all his life. He 
just said, “Let’s do something street.” 

Who brought the street gangs to you? 

They were brought to us by a combination 
of the Los Angeles police department, my 
production company and (Jackson’s for¬ 
mer manager) Ron Weisner. The police 
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warned us to be very careful. We were, and 
I’ve never had a more wonderful experi¬ 
ence in my life as a director than watching 
these tough gangs. They were taking my 
direction, but they were skeptical, dubious. 
Watching the dance sequence start to hap¬ 
pen, they looked at each other as if to say, 
“Holy shit, now there’s some of our broth¬ 
ers doing something that none of us will 
ever be able to do.” And they found from 
the piece another kind of macho. From 
that point on we were home free. 

In both “Beat It” and the “Pieces of Ice” 
video you did with Diana Ross there’s 
overtones of violence. As a director do you 
find violence appealing in some way? 

I dream about making love much more 
than I do about fighting. No, I think that’s 
really a result of the two songs I picked. 

Do you approve of violence in music¬ 
videos? 

I think violence sucks. The whole beauty of 
“Beat It” is how it shows that the macho 
trip is bullshit. I had peace come through 
in this magical, mystical creature named 
Michael Jackson. Obviously, if anybody 
ever analyzes it properly they will see that 
it’s anti-violence, not pro-violence. In Di¬ 
ana’s case, I think “Pieces of Ice” is about a 
figment of her imagination and dreams. 
The visions and illusions turn out to be fine 
with dance and all. 

What sort of moral and/or aesthetic obli¬ 
gation do directors have to their audience 
when handling violent themes? 

Any director who uses violence simply for 
the sake of kids getting off on it is a director 
who doesn’t understand his craft or is a 
poor writer. I won’t name names, but 
there’s plenty of pieces on MTV that are 
violent just for the sake of violence. That’s 
silly. But you know what? They’re infan¬ 
tile, because those directors don’t really 
know how to portray violence. 

I have far greater problems in two other 
areas. One is horror films. When you do a 
piece like the original version of The Thing 
you’ve done a beautiful and interesting 
movie that has some thought to it. But 
when you turn out Halloween . . . you can 
take John Carpenter and take that movie 
and stick it up his ass. Number two, vio¬ 
lence on television is worse than all of it, 
because for many young people there is no 
option. That’s all a lot of people in this 
country have. And look what’s selling: The 
A-Team. To me it’s just sub-creative peo¬ 
ple unable to be inventive. 

How important is the song in your creation 
of concepts for musicvideo? 

Totally important. That’s one of the rea¬ 
sons my work has been considered clear 
and to the point. I believe the script is what 
it’s about, unlike my English brothers who 
seem to get off on surreal images and mak¬ 
ing you fill in your own idea of what the 
piece is. The closest I come to that is 

Michael Jackson in a scene from “Beat It.” 

“Pieces of Ice,” because it’s that kind of 
song. “Beat It” is more literal; “Pieces of 
Ice” is more abstract, dream-like. 

I’m sure you know MTV’s played “Beat 
It” but not “Pieces of Ice.” 

They haven’t so far, the racist bastards. 
MTV makes a big mistake by not playing a 
very tasteful, exotic video featuring a song 
by a major American artist who really does 
appeal to a large white population. What 
can I say? MTV can say all they want 
about over the line, across the line—they 
are obviously racist and there’s nothing 
else to say about it. 

You have a “no frills” approach to cutting 
and producing pieces. To date, music¬ 
videos have been very special effects ori¬ 
ented— 

But nobody would have done musicvideos 
in the professional arena if you didn’t have 
the kids, the young filmmakers, doing 
those special effects. I think we profession¬ 
als are going to ruin MTV because we’ll 
make it another wonderful media commu¬ 
nication form. Last year and the year be¬ 
fore and maybe for another year it’s still 
very special and very much a kids medium. 
The reason it’s successful is that kids say, 
“Enough of your commercials, enough of 
your movies that make a lot of money, 
enough of your slick TV shows, enough of 
all the shit I see on billboards and in maga¬ 
zines. We have our own station and we can 
do anything—we can piss on it, we can do 
special effects. We can do things that are 
amateurish and silly. And you know what? 
The more amateurish it is the more it’s 
ours and the more it’s not yours.” It’s very 
important for the professional artist to un¬ 
derstand this. I was scared to death that 
“Beat It” was too professional, too slick, 
that kids would say they didn’t want it. Put 
it on another station, put it in a commer¬ 
cial, do a Dr. Pepper commercial, do a 
commercial for Dreamgirls, but leave us 

alone. But it didn’t happen. 

Do you feel musicvideos require viewers to 
re-train their eyes in order to understand 
the very nature of the art form itself, spe¬ 
cifically the conceptual productions which 
predetermine the images for you instead of 
allowing you to free-associate with the 
lyrics? 

I do think adult viewers have to re-train 
their eyes. I’ve heard more negative com¬ 
ments from adults to the effect that “that 
stuff is such crap.” They’re not really 
trained to see it as being very interesting. 
All you have to do is spend one day watch¬ 
ing their soaps to realize what real crap is. 
It does take re-training of either one’s eyes 
or one’s attitude regarding what television 
really is. 

What do you see in the future for 
musicvideo? 

One trend you’ll see is less experimental 
artists in it and more people like Steven 
Spielberg, Francis Ford Coppola and writ¬ 
ers of the magnitude of Bill Goldman get¬ 
ting involved. More and more of the 
professional people are going to want a 
piece of the action because it’s a hot item. 
Another trend you’ll see is kids, instead of 
carrying big boxes and listening to music, 
they’ll be carrying those big boxes and 
watching music. 

And what’s in the future for you? 

My only goals are to stay healthy, be happy 
with my family and do things differently 
than I did the day before. Sometimes I 
wish I had a goal, but I don’t have one. 

You don’t have a vision of Bob Giraldi, 
say, 30 years from now? 

He’ll be very rich, thin, tan and be eating 
pasta. He won’t be pumping gas. He’ll be 
eating pasta; believe me, he’ll be eating pas¬ 
ta. Somewhere he’ll be traveling to eat 
pasta. O 
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MINOR DETAIL 
THE FINER POINTS OF NEW 

The debut album from Minor Detail 
featuring, “Canvas Of Life,” “Hold On” 

and “Take It Again.” 

New Music finely crafted right down to the MINOR DETAIL. 

Give the «lift 
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MUSICVIDE# 

THE TUBE GOES 
By Michael Shore Video may kill the radio 

star, but it’s breathing life 
into late-night television. 
Stay tuned for shakeout 

CLIP » 
and overkill. 

Remember the ancient 
days, oh, three or four years ago, when the 
only rock music on TV was scarce and 
lousy? You remember, those late-night, 
unhip MOR showcases hosted by the likes 
of Don Kirshner and Wolfman Jack? 

Well, things have changed. A lot. Rock 
video may not have killed the radio star— 
not yet, anyway—but it’s created a mon¬ 
ster of its own. In the wake of an intense 
media barrage equating rock-video with 
Warner-Amex’s revolutionary 24-hour ca¬ 
ble video-clip channel MTV, the whole 
tube seems to have gone clip-crazy. To wit: 
On the night of Friday, July 29, 1983, 

music buffs with access to a cable-
equipped TV set had the following options: 
MTV, with its AOR/new music mix of 
promo video clips; Night Flight, ATI Vid¬ 
eo’s eclectic weekend musicvideo show¬ 
case for a wide range of long-form 
feature-oriented music video on the USA 
cable network; FM-TV, ATI’s repackaging 
of Night Flight material for network syndi¬ 
cation channels; WABC-TV New York’s 
N Y. Hot Tracks, with local DJ/VJ Carlos 
De Jesus playing urban-contemporary 
funk, rock, rap and reggae vidclips; Video 
Soul, another urban-contemporary show¬ 
case for promo clips on the Black Enter¬ 
tainment TV cable network; NBC-TV’s 
premiere of its super-slick, we’ve-got-our-
MTV Friday Night Videos-, cable supersta¬ 
tion WTBS’s hyper-eclectic clips showcase 
Night Tracks,- America’s Top 10, the syndi¬ 
cated video version of Casey Kasem’s 
“American Top 40” radio countdown; and 
the venerable Soul Train. 
And for once, New York is not ahead of 

the rest of the country. These rock-video 
shows are everywhere. Aside from the 
ever-proliferating nationwide network, ca¬ 
ble, and cable- or broadcast-syndicated 
shows, most impressive is the preponder¬ 
ance of local and regional rock-video 
shows on broadcast, cable-access, UHF 
and low-power-TV channels. At last 
count, there were roughly 125 such local/ 
regional shows around the country, and 
that number may have increased by the 
time you read this. There are prime-time 
and late-night clips shows spun off of (and 

simulcast on) local radio stations, using 
the stations’ playlist format and its DJs as 
VJs; there are independent vidclip shows, 
with or without on-camera VJs, in a vari¬ 
ety of music-mix formats; there are after¬ 
noon new wave American Bandstand 
spinoffs like L.A.’s MV3 and San Francis¬ 
co’s TV20 Dance Party, and more. L.A. 
has about a half-dozen such local shows; 
Detroit has four; Boston has three; Tulsa 
and Oklahoma City have ’em, as do Den¬ 
ver and Aspen, Seattle and San Diego, 
Phoenix and Tucson, Minneapolis and 
Wausau, Wisconsin, Tallahassee and Sa¬ 
vannah and Charleston. Ft. Smith, Arkan¬ 
sas has its own vidclip show, Rock Image, 
and in Mobile, Alabama low-power-TV 
channel 69 has Video Music Box, showing 
clips for 20 hours a day. 
Get the picture? All across the nation, 

there are clips in heavy rotation. And start¬ 
ing this fall, there’s more to come: follow¬ 
ing NBC’s lead, CBS-TV just debuted the 
late-night half-hour music-video 
Haughton/Worth Show; Showtime will 
unveil the new music concert show Rock 
Of The 80s, co-produced by KROQ guru 

Rick Carroll (and “definitely inspired by 
the success of MTV,” says a Showtime 
source); pay-cable service Cinemax will 
premiere Album Flash, a half-hour of in¬ 
terviews, clips and performances by major 
rock artists timed with their new record re¬ 
leases; two of America’s first cable-syndi¬ 
cated vidclip networks, Atlanta’s Video 
Music Channel and Video Concert Hall, 
both of which have been gearing up in self¬ 
imposed non-syndication recently, will be 
relaunched into national syndication; The 
Playboy Channel will show the raciest, un¬ 
censored promo clips on Playboy Hot 
Rocks,- and broadcast syndication will see 
MCA-TV’s rock game show The Pop ’n’ 
Rocker Show, and The Music Guide, rock’s 
answer to Sneak Previews—with record 
and vidclip reviews by rock critics Robert 
Christgau (Village Voice), Steve Pond 
(Rolling Stone), and Mikal Gilmore (L.A. 
Herald Examiner), and interviews by the 
L.A. Times' Robert Hilburn. 
For now, never mind where it’ll all 

end—why did it all start? Simple. As tech¬ 
nology, art and commerce have marched 
on, the music-video industry has exploded 
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in (pardon the pun) record time, and its 
growth has been matched—or enhanced— 
by the expansion of new media technol¬ 
ogies like satellite-cable and low-power-
TV. There are more and more channels 
with more and more programming time to 
fill, and rock video clips provide a dirt 
cheap—as in free (except NBC’s, but more 
on that later)—source of programming. 
This material ostensibly being promotion¬ 
al in nature, record labels investing up¬ 
wards of $25,000 on a typical clip give 
them away to whoever will play them, in 
hopes of recouping their investment 
through record sales generated by the 
clips. Like them or not, promo clips are 
something to be dealt with—so naturally 
everyone in TV is dealing in them, and re¬ 
porting tremendous audience response. 
Though NBC has been criticized for 

dumping the highly-regarded but low-rat¬ 
ed SCTV, programming czar Brandon 
Tartikoff says SCTV’s replacement, Friday 
Night Videos, proved itself a viable com¬ 
modity (financially if not aesthetically) 
from day one. “First of all,” Tartikoff 
points out, “the price was right. Secondly, 
last fall we had SCTV in the Friday-late 
12:30-to-2 A.M. time slot, and as great a 
show as it was, it just cost too much to pro¬ 
duce and wasn’t pulling in the 12-to-17-
year-old audience we needed for 
advertisers. We were losing about $2 mil¬ 
lion annually on SCTV. We needed some¬ 
thing to replace it, and we figured some 
sort of music show would be a good try. At 
the same time, Saturday Night Live pro¬ 
ducer Dick Ebersol came to me with a 
typewritten proposal for a rock-video 
show; what you see now on Friday Night 
Videos is more or less what was in Dick’s 
proposal. The ratings for the first FNV 
showing were phenomenal, way beyond 
our wildest expectations. SCTV had al¬ 
ways had a 3 rating and a 16 audience 
share. We were hoping for maybe a 4 rat¬ 
ing and a 20 share for FNV. Based on the 
overnights, we got a 5.6 rating and a 24 
share. In Chicago, which has very little ca¬ 
ble penetration and hence almost no MTV, 
we had a 12.3 rating and a 50 share. We’re 
off to a very promising start.” 
“NBC’s show will help rather than hurt 

us,” says WTBS Night Tracks executive 
producer Scott Sassa, “because not only 
will it help prove the viability of such a 
show to advertisers, but if it stays hot, it 
will bring more people to their sets. WTBS 
has an audience of about 22 million people, 
which is about twice MTV’s audience; 
there are very few markets we don’t reach. 
And in this instant-gratification genera¬ 
tion, people will be channel-punching. 
We’ll get seen by more people. That’s why 
we consciously try to program as broad a 
range of clips as possible—so you might 
see, say, a New Edition clip followed by a 
Ronnie Milsap clip, and so on.” 
FNV, on the other hand, is programmed 

to attract big numbers of viewers with big¬ 
name artists and big-budget clips; never 

mind that most of the clips it showed have 
been played to death on other already-ex¬ 
isting rock-video outlets, and that its “au¬ 
thorized premiere video” of Elton John’s 
“That’s Why They Call It The Blues” was 
actually shown by Night Tracks three 
weeks prior to FNVs debuts—for now, it 
seems to have worked. And that only 
means the rock-on-TV race will heat up 
even more. 

But the most intriguing aspect of Friday 
Night Videos, and the area of rock-on-TV 
that will heat up the most, is the money 
angle. FVKis the first clips-show to offer to 
pay record labels for their clips; in fact, 
NBC has to pay for clips to fulfill its own 
network-programming administrative ob¬ 
ligations, whereas cable is unregulated in 

The pay-for-play 
issue, along with 
the inevitable 
overkill resulting 
from everyone 
jumping on the 
rock-video band¬ 
wagon, is sure to 
result in a major 
shakeout some¬ 
where down 
the line. 
this regard. Now, NBC pays only about 
$1,000 per clip (actually $2,000 counting 
repeat broadcasts, and $3,000 for “pre¬ 
miere videos”), a mere pittance both for 
the network (thus Tartikoffs “price-is-
right” quip) and to the record labels. But 
it’s already become something of the prece¬ 
dent-setting gesture: some local shows 
claim certain labels, especially Warner 
Brothers, have already begun badgering 
them to pay for clips (Warners has no com¬ 
ment on this). Says producer David Kel¬ 
logg of Los Angeles’s late-night-weekend 
clips show Goodnight L.A. : “If the labels 
begin charging low-budget local shows like 
ours, we’ll just have to close shop. We can’t 
afford it. Then the labels would be losing 
the promotional value for the clips. They’d 
be cutting off their noses to spite their 
faces, wouldn’t they?” 

Perhaps. And it wouldn’t be the first 
time. But on the other hand, Robin Wil¬ 
liams, producer and host of Ft. Smith’s 
Rock Image, says, “Record companies 
have been totally cooperative—but that 
could be because aside from NBC now, 

we’re the only outlet in our area for rock 
videos. We don’t have any MTV here.” 
Night Tracks's, Scott Sassa puts it best: 
“With all the outlets for rock video prolif¬ 
erating out there, record labels are going to 
have to be selective in giving out clips and/ 
or charging certain places for them. You’ll 
probably see some sort of priority system 
developing soon.” 
The pay-for-play issue, along with the 

inevitable overkill resulting from everyone 
jumping on the rock-video bandwagon, is 
sure to result in a major shakeout some¬ 
where down the line. In the meantime, the 
scramble to keep pace ought to make for 
fascinating viewing. Early on, MTV began 
anticipatory counter-programming: three 
weeks before FNV first aired, MTV coun¬ 
tered FNVs “Video Vote” with its own 
“Friday Night Video Fights”—as of this 
writing, Def Leppards’ “Photograph” 
rules, and in fact just as FNVs off-camera 
announcer intro’d Michael Jackson’s 
“Beat It” by calling it “possibly the most 
popular video ever,” Leppard was trounc¬ 
ing it on MTV. And to fight the growing 
number of urban-contemporary music¬ 
video shows, the latest adds to MTV’s ro¬ 
tation include Grandmaster Flash’s “The 
Message,” Tom Tom Club’s “Genius of 
Love,” and least likely of all, Shalamar’s 
“Dead Giveaway.” Finally, MTV is ac¬ 
knowledging that rock history goes back 
before 1980 with its new MTV “Archives” 
show (FNVs debut had “Hall of Fame” 
footage of The Beatles ’64 and a “Where 
Are They Now?” segment on Ray Man¬ 
zarek). MTV, however, should be the last 
to come under the pay-for-play gun, due to 
its 24-hour rotation and its unique position 
as a nationwide video-radio network. In 
fact, MTV’s Bob Pittman had the gump¬ 
tion, in a recent cabletrade publication in¬ 
terview, to insinuate that the channel may 
even charge record companies for the priv¬ 
ilege of having clips put into 24-hour 
rotation. 

It could be that rock video will go the 
way of rock radio: big-time video show¬ 
cases will get all the big-money wide-ap-
peal acts, and newer music video will have 
to be broken through an “underground” 
network of smaller-scale outlets (video re¬ 
creates the radio star?). History does, after 
all, repeat itself. Len Epand, head of Poly¬ 
gram’s newly-formed musicvideo division 
says battles among television stations for 
the rights to world-premiere videos are 
“amazing. It’s just like what FM radio sta¬ 
tions used to do over a new Led Zeppelin 
album.” 

Between the pay-for-play boondoggle 
and Sony’s release of video 45s, the clips 
themselves are steadily evolving from 
purely promotional items to saleable com¬ 
modities in their own right. That, and the 
overkill/shakeout factor, will strongly af¬ 
fect what and how much rock video will be 
on the tube. For now, though, the hoariest 
of TV cliches remains the most appropri¬ 
ate: stay tuned. O 

40 RECORD / OCTOBER 1983 



NEW FOR FALL FROM JEM 

Three Dog Night (PB 5001) 

from 
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Introducing WEA International, 
the newest line from JEM Records. 
Continuing in the JEM tradition of 
exposing new talent in America. 
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The Beat (PB 5002) 

The Paul Collins Beat, LA's 
most popular band, are 
back with more pop/rock 
classics to thrill you. A spe¬ 
cially priced five track mini-
LP. 

Invisible Men (PB 6023) 

A new group and a new 
direction for Anthony Phil¬ 
lips, founding member and 
original guitarist of Genesis. 

M MS 

Three Dog Night have re¬ 
grouped around their orig¬ 
inal three lead singers and 
original band. Their new 
mini-album features the sin¬ 
gle "It's A Jungle Out There" 
(PS 7921), produced by 
Richard Podolor. 

Moving Hearts (WEA 1802) 

The only band to have an 
album debut at *1 in the 
charts in Ireland, Moving 
Hearts create a passionate 
fusion of rock, folk, tradi¬ 
tional, and jazz. Featuring 
Jackson Browne's "After 
The Deluge." 

Bodine (WEA 1801) 

Holland could not contain 
them! Bodine 's metal mania 
is hard and polished and 
ready to assault the U.SA. 

wea 
International 

Rick Derringer ( PB 6025) 

Rick Derringer, the guitar 
genius, makes his debut on 
Passport Records, deliver¬ 
ing what he does best. It's 
hot, it's power packed, it's 
rockin’ and rollin'... it's 
"Good Dirty Fun!" 

Killing Joke (EGMD 5) 

You've done the "War¬ 
dance," then it was time for 
a "Change.” Now Killing 
Joke takes you to the "Fire 
Dances" featuring the title 
track (watch for the video!) 
and "Dominator." 

All also available on cassette. 

Marketed by JrecorO Inc.. South Plainfield. NJ 07080. Reseda. CA 91335. 

Brian Eno (ENO 5) 

Eno's latest LP is a sound¬ 
track to accompany the 
forthcoming movie Apollo, 
a documentary from NASA 
film footage of the classic 
space flights. 
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MUSKVIDE* Testing 

By John and 
Joellen Tierney SONY BETA HI-FI: A 

HOME VIDEO BREAKTHROUGH 
until now, televi-

sion audio has always taken a back seat to 
video. And it might have remained that 
way for quite some time had a phenome¬ 
non known as musicvideo not made its de¬ 
but. Sony’s new Beta Hi-Fi video recorder 
(SL-2700; list price, $1500) touts audio in¬ 
novation as its primary selling point, and 
indeed, it is. 
The SL-2700’s audio recording system is 

capable of providing superior sound— 
through both ordinary television speakers 
where the audio is noticeably improved, 
and stereo systems, where the improve¬ 
ment is dramatic. 
The Beta Hi-Fi’s secret to good sound 

reproduction is a new recording design. 
Unlike all previous VCR’s, which record 
audio along one edge of the one-half inch 
wide tape, the Beta Hi-Fi has taken advan¬ 
tage of the existing technology (a spinning 
cylindrical head) used to record and play¬ 
back video. The SL-2700 FM encodes the 
stereo audio signal onto the video wave¬ 

tracks onto existing video. 
Music video was also meant for the eyes. 

The Beta II and Beta III modes both pro¬ 
duce relatively crisp video, with Beta II, 
the faster tape speed, affording sharper im¬ 
ages. Overall video quality was good, but 
not exceptional. 
The physical design of this sleek front 

loader is well laid out and attractive. All 
the transport controls lie just beneath the 
cassette slot. To the right is an LED clock 
displaying either time of day or, when a 
tape is loaded, cassette running time. This 
is a welcome replacement for the near use¬ 
less counters found on other VCRs. The 
machine also has a valuable indexing fea¬ 
ture which electronically marks the tape 
when a recording begins. These marks can 
be located automatically in fast forward 
and rewind. 
Another feature of this VCR is Swing 

Search, which enables freeze frames and 
step searching free of video breakup in the 
forward modes only. However, the Swing 

ron ron . . . now, 
see The Suprêmes, The 
Ronettes, The Shangri-Las, 
all the great dreamgirls 
from rock and roll’s 
happiest era. In a feature 
film made exclusively by 
us, for you, on home video. 
Watch original footage 

as they sing more than 
twenty of their greatest 
hits. And thrill to intimate 
video interviews as they 
tell their story today. 

Sony’s Beta Hi-Fi: a home video breakthrough 

The 
Greatest Film Studio of Them All 

brings it home to you. 

HOME VIDEO 
1350 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10019 

form and records the combined signal us¬ 
ing the spinning head, creating a slant 
track across the tape. This effectively in¬ 
creases the tape to head speed. 

Using this design, high end frequency 
response jumps from the normal 7,500hz. 
to a respectable 20,000hz. Other machines, 
even with Dolby, claim only 15,000hz. 
Wow and flutter are virtually unmeasur¬ 
able, and the dynamic range is rated at 
more than 80 db. Stereo separation and sig¬ 
nal to noise ratio were judged to be very 
good. In fact, Beta Hi-Fi sound is close to 
the quality that a Walkman delivers. 

In order to maintain compatibility with 
older Beta systems, the audio is also re¬ 
corded, in mono, on the standard track. If 
the SL-2700 does not detect the Hi-Fi sig¬ 
nal it automatically switches to the tradi¬ 
tional audio track. The only inherent 
limitation is the inability to dub audio 

Search buttons are grouped in two small 
rows, flush with the front of the machine, 
and are poorly defined. It’s very easy to hit 
the wrong button. We found the remote 
control layout more comfortable to use. 
The Hi-Fi controls allow recording au¬ 

dio from a stereo tuner which is useful for 
stereo simulcasts or MTV stereo hook-up. 
And twin LED bar type VU meters hold 
peak levels for about a second, which fa¬ 
cilitates level settings in the manual mode. 
Once again Sony has made a break¬ 

through in the home video field. With 
smart marketing and extensive software 
support, in video 45’s and feature films, the 
SL-2700 may revitalize the Beta format. O 

John Tierney is the senior videotape edi¬ 
tor and director of post-production at Unite! 
Video, New York. Joellen Tierney is an 
Emmy-award winning videotape editor for 
WABC-TV New York. 
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MUSICVIDEe Reviews 
derappreciated artists. A must for rock 
historians, to be sure, but essential viewing 
for anyone remotely interested in the roots 
of a sound very much alive in contempo¬ 
rary music. Director: Steve Alpert 60 min. 
MGM/UA Home Video. $59.95 (Beta, 

GIRL GROUPS: 
THE STORY OF A SOUND (1983) 

Mingling vintage video clips, historical 
stills, voice-over narration and on-

camera interviews, the musicvideo docu¬ 
mentary has developed into a curious 
subgenre (apparently inspired in equal 
parts by 60 Minutes investigative reports 
and the voyeuristic lure of coffee table pic¬ 
ture books) that’s yet to be effectively ex¬ 
ploited. MGM/UA came close with The 
Compleat Beatles, but weren’t thorough 
enough to successfully pull off the title 
conceit. The company’s second entry in 
the field, Girl Groups: The Story of a Sound 
(an adaptation of the like-titled Alan Be¬ 
trock book) is considerably more success¬ 
ful in tracing this evolution from the 
Chantels through the Suprêmes. 
To his credit, director Steve Alpert for¬ 

sakes innovative production techniques 
that might have detracted from the con¬ 
tent, and goes instead for substance. 
Breezy but personal interviews with Dar¬ 
lene Love, Mary Wilson, Ellie Greenwich 
and Ronnie Spector reveal not only the 
thrill of the times but also the dark side of 
the business, where talented artists were 
totally controlled and manipulated ac¬ 
cording to the needs of the marketplace. 
The discussion of the enigmatic Phil Spec¬ 
tor is especially eerie: when Ronnie Spec¬ 
tor laments, “All of a sudden I married 
him and everything went dark,” you get a 
life-size picture, in that one brief comment, 
of the high price of fame. In this way, Al¬ 
pert’s straightforward approach serves to 
both underscore and embellish the power 
of the music. 
The video’s real bonus is its wealth of 

historical performance footage, featuring 
the Ronnettes, Martha and the Vandellas, 
the Shirelles and the Suprêmes. There’s 
even a segment from one of the earliest 
conceptual music clips, “Tell Him,” a 
1963 production of the Exciters’ hit where¬ 
in the group is seen prancing through a 
zoo, singing to the animals. 

Be advised: Girl Groups is more than 
nostalgia. Along with Betrock’s book, it 
goes far towards doing justice to the im¬ 
portant contributions made by these un¬ 

FLEETWOOD MAC IN CONCERT: 
MIRAGE TOUR ’82 

Fleet wood Mac’s 1982 Home Box Office special taped at the Los Angeles Forum 

2 DURAN DURAN 
DURAN DURAN 
Thorn-EMI Home Video 

3 WHO ROCKS AMERICA 
1982 AMERICAN TOUR 
The WHO 
CBS/Fox Video 

4 THE COMPLEAT BEATLES 
THE BEATLES 
MGM/UA Home Video 

5 FLEETWOOD MAC: 
MIRAGE TOUR '82 
FLEETWOOD MAC 
RCA/Columbia Pictures Home Video 

6 STEVIE NICKS IN CONCERT 
STEVIE NICKS 
CBS/Fox Video 

7 ABBA 
ABBA 
Monterey Home Video 

8 CROSBY, STILLS & NASH: 
DAYLIGHT AGAIN 
CROSBY, STILLS & NASH 
MCA Home Video 

9 WORD OF MOUTH 
TONI BASIL 
Chrysalis Home Video 
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scores a big zero in the hit-and-miss realm 
of concert videos. Predictable and unin¬ 
spired, this outing finds the band perform¬ 
ing a collection of jukebox hits—“Gypsy,” 
“Rhiannon,” “Go Your Own Way,” 
“Tusk,” etc.—in a somewhat rote and un¬ 
inspired manner (Stevie Nicks and Lind¬ 
sey Buckingham never do connect here). 
Toss in Marty Callner’s flat, lifeless direc¬ 
tion, “set ’em and forget ’em” camera an¬ 
gles and stock coverage and you’ll find that 
a TV test pattern makes for more interest¬ 
ing viewing. No effects have been added 
for the videodisc version, and there’s only a 
couple of dissolves; transitional changes 
consist of a band shot, cut to a wide shot of 
the audience, cut back to the band begin¬ 
ning a new song. Save for Christine 
McVie’s eloquent rendition of “Songbird,” 
Fleetwood Mac would have done them¬ 
selves and their fans a great service by re¬ 
leasing a collection of the superior Mirage 
videos rather than this stillborn concert 
video. Director: Marty Câliner. 89 minutes. 
RCA Selectavision VideoDisc (CED). 
$24.98. (Stereo) —A.H. 

2 SAFETY DANCE 
MEN WITHOUT HATS 
(Backstreet) D: Tim Pope 

3 EVERY BREATH YOU TAKE 
POLICE 
(A&M) D: Godley-Creme 

4 I’LL TUMBLE 4 YA 
CULTURE CLUB 
(Epic) D: Zelda Barron 

5 SWEET DREAMS 
EURYTHMICS 
(RCA) D: Dave Stewart, Annie Lennox, 
Jon Roseman 

6 FASCINATION 
HUMAN LEAGUE 
(A&M) D: Steve Barron 

7 BILLIE JEAN 
MICHAEL JACKSON 
(Epic) D: Steve Barron 

8 SHE WORKS HARD FOR THE MONEY 
DONNA SUMMER 
(Mercury) D: Brian Grant 

9 CHANGE 
TEARS FOR FEARS 
(Mercury) D: Tony Hazel 

10 I LOVE YOU 
YELLO 
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NEIL YOUNG 
A report on the Everybody's 
Rockin’ sessions, and how Neil 
chases the muse (or how the 
muse chases Neil), plus the sto¬ 
ry on the technical side, cour¬ 
tesy Young’s pro- > 
ducer, Elliot Mazer. 

DIGITAL DRUMS 
Musical Electronics digs into 
the history of digital drum 
machines, analyzes their limi¬ 
tations and 
their very real 
vantages. 

AUDIO 
What’s in a compact disc if 
you’re a rock fan? Not much at 
the moment. Also surveyed are 
some musical electronic toys 
that teach you how to play. All 
this, plus a report on the next 
big trend—video-
game "soundtracks.” • I’ F 



SOUND SIGNATURE ! 

DAVID GANS 
OAKLAND 

NEIL YOUNG: 
THIS IS NOT 
THE TWILIGHT 
ZONE 

R
espectfully submitted for your 
perusal—one Neil Young. 
Height: around six feet. Weight: 
variable, generally on the skinny 
side. Origin: Canada. Motives? 

Therein hangs the tale, for in just a mo¬ 
ment he’s going to ask you to shake hands, 
figuratively, with a rock ’n’ roll musician 
from another time, another dimension. 
This is not the Twilight Zone. 
He is in a room in a house on a peninsula 

in northern California. Visible from a win¬ 
dow, down a gently winding road, past a 
few cows and a couple of piles of rusty auto 
parts, is another house. This house con¬ 
tains recording equipment and some up-to-
date musical instruments—including 
computer-controlled drum machines and 
digital synthesizers—as well as some very 
old but reliable and pleasant-sounding 
gear. 

Neil Young is just about finished record¬ 
ing an album using the tools of the future, 
and he is talking about the puzzling nature 
of the wandering muse that sends him his 

inspirations. “I can’t control it,” he says. 
"Here I am thinking computers, doing all 
this with my machines, and I write a three-
chord rhythm and blues song. I don’t 
know what the hell is going on. 

“I’ll be driving along, and all of a sudden 
I’m thinking a melody. Then some words 
are coming.” He will stop what he’s doing, 
if he can, and think it through for a few 
minutes so he can remember it later. “I 
have to remember that what I am is a song¬ 
writer,” he says. “I feel that if I close the 
door too many times and ignore a song 
when I feel like writing, then pretty soon 
they won't come any more and that’ll be 
it.” The muse, he seems to be saying, can¬ 
not be ignored—nor, however, can she be 
summoned. 
A quick cut to that other house, the one 

with the computers and recording equip¬ 
ment. Unlike that hit-and-run muse, em¬ 
ployees and production associates can be 
made to come when invited. “Neil might 
be in Florida or Hawaii on vacation, or in 
LA or someplace, and he’s capable of writ¬ 

ing ten or twelve songs, full-blown, in one 
sitting. And wherever he is, the call comes: 
‘The songs are done—play ball!’ ” The 
voice you’re hearing now is that of David 
Briggs, who knows all too well that when 
the inspiration comes, soon thereafter ar¬ 
rive the producers and engineers. He’s 
been one of them since the Neil Young LP 
was recorded in 1968. 
Tim Mulligan, another soul who has 

crossed the time warp in Young’s employ 
several times—including the music of the 
future (Trans) and the music of the past 
(Everybody’s Rockin'), offers this testimo¬ 
ny: “When he calls, we go into whatever 
studio happens to be available and we 
make the most out of it. We walk in the 
door, press “Record” on the multitrack, 
and then start shoving up faders on the 
console.” 
Be great or be gone is an unofficial mot¬ 

to, but it’s more a matter of pride than of 
pressure. "It’s what we do for a living,” 
Briggs explains. “You’re supposed to show 
up and be great right then and there—not a 
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week later, not five hours later. I’ve been in 
studios with Ray Charles and Little Rich¬ 
ard, and that’s how they work: ‘Here I am 
playing and singing great. Catch it, guys, 
’cause that’s why you’re here.’ ” 

Flashback to Neil Young’s home, some 
foggy night a few years back. Wood is 
crackling in the fireplace, a cassette re¬ 
corder is rolling, and he is playing an 
acoustic guitar. The song he is singing is 
one nobody has ever heard before, not even 
Neil Young himself. It will be called “Will 
to Love,” and it will appear on American 
Stars ’n Bars a few months later, fireplace 
pops and all. 
The Neil Young people called a studio 

owner and booked some time, planning 
to work on “Will to Love.” They request¬ 
ed drums, bass, keyboards and guitars. 
The owner is expecting a full band, but 
there is only Neil Young with a cassette 
in hand. “He played the drums where he 
wanted them—‘That’s good. Now let’s do 
the bass,’ ” Briggs recalls. Writing, then 
immediately recording, Young played 
whatever the muse told him to add to the 
song. 
“To me, my creation is not from a logi¬ 

cal thought pattern,” says Young. “It’s 
from a sub-dominant hemisphere of the 
brain. When I’m really writing, really 
playing, I’m not thinking at all. I’m just 
there, feeling it—and in it. That’s what I 
want; I’ll do anything to get that.” 
Fade to black. Fade in on Prune Music, 

a guitar shop in Mill Valley, California. In 
the rear is a small repair shop, wherein la¬ 
bor Sal Trentino and Larry Cragg, who 
handle Neil Young’s amplifiers and gui¬ 
tars, respectively. Sal Trentino points out 
that working for Young is a pleasure in 
that he is not only allowed, but required to 
design and construct the highest quality 
electronic tools. 
“He wanted to be able to change the vol¬ 

ume of his amplifier from a distance,” 
Trentino explains. “Changing the guitar 
level changes the sound as well as the re¬ 
sponse of any effects you’re using, and a 
foot pedal volume control also radically 
changes the sound.” What Neil Young 
wanted Sal Trentino to do was make it so 
he could actually spin the knob between 
rhythm and lead settings by remote 
control. 

“I designed a little electronic servo de¬ 
vice that allows him to set the upper and 
lower volume settings; at the tap of a foot¬ 
switch the knob is mechanically turned by 
a motor. It’s very accurate; he’s been using 
it since 1974.” After Young approved the 
prototype Trentino set out to build anoth¬ 
er. “I had all these uptown ideas, like vari¬ 
able speeds—up speed controlled 
separately from down speed; he wanted it 
adaptable to any amplifier, so I made a 
holder with adjustable legs that would fit 
over any amplifier . . .” But Young used 
that one only once. “He likes the prototype 
in its plain, funky box without any frills,” 
says Trentino. “It’s called ‘The Wizzer,’ 

because it makes a slight mechanical whiz¬ 
zing sound.” 

That second Wizzer did find gainful em¬ 
ployment, during the making of Every¬ 
body’s Rockin’. “Neil records in the 
equipment barn, which is separate from 
the recording studio,” Trentino explains. 
“There was no way for the musicians to 
know when the tape was actually rolling, 
so I attached the Wizzer to a railroad 
semaphore. When they hit the “Record” 

button, at the same time they hit another 
button that raised the arm; we never got 
around to doing it, but we were planning to 
attach a rubber chicken to the semaphore 
arm so it would go up and down to show 
when we were recording. Even though the 
chicken never got mounted, we still used 
the phrase to indicate whether it was okay 
to start the song—‘chicken up’ meant ‘tape 
is rolling,’ and ‘chicken down’ meant it 
wasn’t.” O 

OLP WAYS, NEW MEDIUM 
“DIGITUBE” IS THE NAME COINED TO DESCRIBE THE HYBRID TECHNIQUE USED TO 
record Neil Young's new album, Everybody's Rockin'. According to Elliot Mazer, who co¬ 
produced with Young, it was Young's intention to recreate the sound of the first rock 'n' roll 
and rockabilly records— but to do so in the most sonically accurate way possible. 

“Digital recording is a brand-new technique, and it’s totally neutral— it always sounds 
exactly like what you put in it," Mazer explains. “The old mixing console and the micro¬ 
phones we used are typical of the equipment found in recording studios in the south" in the 
'50s and early '60s, the period recreated on Everybody’s Rockin'. 

"We were going for a spontaneous, live-sounding record rooted in the theme of Ameri¬ 
can music. Neil and the band worked very quickly, and in fact the album was recorded 
live — meaning all instruments and vocals done at once, mixed and recorded in stereo in 
one roll of the tape. Whereas most albums begin with “basic tracks"—a whole album’s 
worth of bass, drums and rhythm instruments recorded before vocals or other overdubs are 
added to any songs— Mazer notes that each song on Everybody's Rockin' was worked from 
start to finish in one sitting. “Neil would casually teach a song to the band just before we 
recorded it, and while they ran over it once or twice and each player worked up something 
he felt was appropriate, I worked on getting the sounds. Then we'd roll the tape right away. 
Each song was learned, recorded, and remixed, in a period of one and a half to two hours." 

Everybody's Rockin' is the first pop album to be recorded in America with Sony's new 24-

track digital machine, designed to allow experienced recording engineers to take advan¬ 

tage of the new technology but still use the instinctive moves they’ve learned over the years 
of working with analog tape. “It operates just like a regular tape recorder— but better," 
says Mazer. "And it sounds phenomenal." 

In pursuit of that 1954 sound— rendered in a manner consistent with 1983 ears and ste¬ 

reos— the production team chose the best of both worlds. Several microphones from the 
'50s were used, including an RCA 77 ribbon mic for Neil’s voice (processed through an ADR 

vocal stressor), Neumann U47 tube mies over the drum kit and for the background vocals, 

Beyer M360s for the bass drum and electric guitar (an authentic Gretsch hollow-body, 

played by Ben Keith), and a Sony C37 for Tim Drummond’s standup bass. The most modern 
of microphones, the PZM (pressure zone microphone), was chosen for the white Steinway 

grand piano and the “ambience”— mies hung on the walls at opposite sides of the studio to 
capture the total sound of the band as heard in the room. 

The recording console itself is “an old Urei tube board that Neil bought from Wally 

Heider's about ten years ago," says Mazer. “Before that it was used to record Cheap 
Thrills [Big Brother and the Holding Company, produced by Mazer], the live portions of 

Elliot Mazer 

Cream’s Goodbye, parts of Neil’s 
Harvest [also produced by Mazer], and 
other stuff. A mixer like that has some 
character of its own; many, many R&B 
and early rock 'n' roll records were 
made with boards just like that one.” 

The "slapback” echo that charac¬ 
terizes the Sun Records sound of the 
original "Mystery Train” was created 
with tape back then. Today it's done 
with digital delays (in this case, a Lexi¬ 
con PCM-42), which allow more accu¬ 
rate and musical delay times and keep 
the sound considerably cleaner. 

It varies slightly from song to song, 
but that authentic '50s sound is the di¬ 
rect result of different combinations of 
ambiences created or captured with some 
decidedly '80s tools. —David Gans 
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MUSICAL ELECTRONICS 

CRAIG ANDERTON 

DIGITAL DRUM 
MACHINES: 
THE BEAT 
GENERATION 

T
he drum parts on the Human 
League’s Dare album weren’t 
played by a drummer: they were 
programmed on a device, about 
the size of a snare drum, which 

represents the latest in computer/music 
digital technology. Ditto the drums on 
some Olivia Newton-John tracks. Or 
check out Peter Gabriel’s new al¬ 
bum . . . the “second drummer” behind 
Jerry Marotta isn’t a human, but a ma¬ 
chine. Digital drum machines are every¬ 
where, and manufacturers can’t make 
them fast enough to satisfy the demand. 

Before finding out how digital drums 
tick, consider the forces that led to their 
development. In the ’70s, rhythm became 
as important as melody and harmony. Not 
only was there disco—the ultimate in 
rhythm for rhythm’s sake—but also an in¬ 
creased awareness of reggae and other 
rhythmically-based music. Even tradition¬ 
al rock rhythms were redefined; unlike re¬ 
cords from the ’50s and ’60s, where the 
drums were almost always supportive, the 
drum sounds of the ’70s were recorded su¬ 
perbly and mixed prominently. 
Another major upheaval of the ’70s was 

punk, which inspired a do-it-yourself, any¬ 
body-can-play ethic that crossed over into 
a number of musical styles. Synthesizers, 
due to their low cost and flexibility, be¬ 
came ubiquitous. And if you couldn’t find 
a drummer, no big deal—groups from 
Echo and the Bunnymen to Kraftwerk 
found that synthesized percussion not only 
sounded perfectly acceptable, but was also 
easier to use, set up, and play than tradi¬ 
tional drums. 

Couple these trends with the computer 
revolution (another product of the ’70s) 
and digital drums are the logical result. In¬ 
spired by increased rhythmic awareness, 
sold to people such as composers who 
craved musical self-sufficiency, and taking 
advantage of technological advances, digi¬ 
tal drum machines are an almost perfect 
marriage of art, technology, and conve¬ 
nience. They allow musicians to experi¬ 
ment rhythmically with a precision and 
quality of sound unheard of only a few 
years ago. 
The first thing you notice is that the 

drums sound like real drums; unlike early 

units which attempted to synthesize drum 
sounds using scaled-down analog synthe¬ 
sizer technology, digital drums use com¬ 
puter technology to “record” real drum 
sounds. This process is not simple. First, 
the drum machine’s manufacturer records 
a drum sound in a conventional studio. 
Next, a computer analyzes this audio sig¬ 
nal and converts it into a computer-com¬ 
patible digital code; this code is then 
permanently stored in computer memory 
chips. When you ask the drum unit to play, 
say, a tom sound, it pulls the data for the 
tom out of memory and converts it back 
into an audio signal, thus producing a rep¬ 
lica of the original tom sound. 
There are some limitations, however. 

The more complex a sound you’re trying to 
record, the more memory you need to store 
these complexities (recording a cymbal, for 
instance, requires far more memory than 
storing a single clave sound). Since more 
memory means higher costs, in order to 
keep prices reasonable the sustain of a 
crash cymbal might be cut a little short, 
and the high-hat might sound a bit grainy. 
But for recording simpler sounds (toms, 
bass drums, and such), present-day tech¬ 
nology is more than adequate for high-
quality emulation. 
The real power of the computer comes 

into play when composing a drum part. 
Most drum machines split the program¬ 
ming process into “pattern” (also called 
“segment”) mode and “song” mode. Since 
songs often contain identical patterns 
which repeat in predictable ways, segment 
mode lets you program these individual 
patterns (with virtually no constraints on 
time signature or measure length), while 
song mode lets you string various patterns 
together in specific ways to form songs. 
Programming a pattern is simple: as you 
listen to the unit’s click track, you tap a 
button corresponding to a drum sound 
wherever you want that sound to occur. 
Digital drums usually hold enough data 
for an entire set of music, but if not, you 
can always store the data on cassette (just 
like a home computer) for later retrieval. 

Interestingly, digital drums represent 
one instance where American technology 
is still way ahead. The first digital drum 
was invented in Southern California by 

Roger Linn; Oberheim Electronics, a 
prominent American synthesizer manu¬ 
facturer, came out with a competing unit 
(the DMX) and a while later, E-mu Sys¬ 
tems introduced the “Drumulator” (which 
listed for under $1000 but nonetheless in¬ 
cluded many features not found on the 
higher priced models). The latest entry is 
MXR’s Drum Computer, and Oberheim 
now also makes the DX, a lower cost ver¬ 
sion of the DMX. 
As to whether these machines will put 

drummers out of business, drummers are 
actually some of the biggest users. For one 
thing, they know how to think in terms of 

Oberheim’s DX digital drum 
machine: a savior and a teacher 

realistic drum patterns (non-drummers of¬ 
ten program parts which are too complex). 
Also, they can program back-up drums— 
literally becoming a second drummer— 
over which they can then add their own 
accents. 
And for composers, the digital drum 

machine is a savior. When recording demo 
tapes, the hassles of finding a drummer 
and spending all day getting a “good drum 
sound” in the studio are over. Besides, 
learning to program drums can often in¬ 
spire new songs or riffs; and non-drum-
mers who have learned more about the 
intricacies of percussion by programming 
these devices find it easier to work with 
“real” drummers. 

Digital drums are here to stay. The di¬ 
rection in which they will take music is not 
entirely clear, but what is clear is that the 
results will be far-reaching. 
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In the beginning, Before Man made music, 
there were Animals 

ERIC BURDON • CHAS CHANDLER • ALAN PRICE • JOHN STEEL • HILTON VALENTINE 

The British Invasion of 1964 brought The Beatles, Rolling Stones, The Kinks, The Hollies, 
and THE ANIMALS. With 15 top 50 U.S. singles, including “House of the Rising Sun” 
“I’m Crying,” “Don’t Let Me be Misunderstood” “We Gotta Get Out of this Place,” 
“It’s My Life” and “Don’t Bring Me Down,” the Animals return in their original form 

with all the fervor that made them so popular in the first place. 
And now the “ARK” has arrived with a menagerie of new Animals songs 

that are sure to be classics for all time. Why wait? Buy now. 

Ark 
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AUDIO 

MARTIN PORTER 

CDs, TOYS THAT 
TEACH, AND 
MUSK TO GET 
ZAPPED BY 

AT HOME WITH 
THE COMPACT DISK 

THE COMPACT DISC PLAYER 
joined my family of audio components 
during the same period as I was listening 
regularly to several new rock releases, 
among them the Police’s Synchronicity, El¬ 
vis Costello’s Punch The Clock and Fun 
Boy Three’s Waiting—all released on the 
standard 12-inch vinyl platters that have 
served man so well for so long. 
The new technology was irresistible, 

however. It’s convenience, impeccable 
specifications ( + 90 dB, 20 Hz-20kHz) 
and those cute, manageable laserdiscs that 
look like miniature frisbees all combined to 
make a gadget-freak’s holiday. Over the 
course of several hours’ tinkering the play¬ 
er went through its routine of tricks, elicit¬ 
ed several audible exclamations of audio 
excitement and did its job without a slip. 

But the paucity of non-classical product 
is a real problem. Though the CD has ev¬ 
erything over the turntable—bright lights, 
programmable buttons, shiny aluminum 
finish—it’s missing one important ele¬ 
ment, at least from the rock fan’s view¬ 
point: the music. 
From a CBS/Sony representative I se¬ 

cured CDs of Billy Joel’s 52nd Street, Si¬ 
mon and Garfunkel’s Bridge Over 
Troubled Water and Kenny Loggins’ High 
Adventure. Two samplers I was able to ac¬ 
quire from Polygram and Magnavox con¬ 
tained little better selection of new 
listening. A run through New York record 
stores days before the official Polygram 
shipments found a veritable wasteland of 
CD rock and pop product. 

So after a week of audiophile tinkering 
and gadget madness, I returned to the vi¬ 
nyl. My neighbors had stopped coming 
around to gawk; the myriad features re¬ 
tained their attraction but lost their novel¬ 
ty. I wanted to listen to Elvis’ new record, 
not Kenny Loggins’. 
The Compact Disc’s many selling points 

make its replacing the LP all but inevita¬ 
ble. Programmability and sound quality 
are a mere bonus. Despite reports that you 
can destroy the discs with mishandling (a 

two-hour torture test performed largely by 
my two-year-old son failed to substantiate 
these claims), the CDs are easy to handle 
and comparatively indestructible next to 
the nick- and scratch-happy LP. These ad¬ 
vantages become an even greater draw 
once there’s more good rock releases and 
after prices take a serious fall. 

There’s also the issue of sound quality to 
contend with since, even though all avail¬ 
able disc players boast blue blood specifi¬ 
cations, the technology is far from perfect. 
A friend recently offered the following 
pearl of wisdom: “Those who buy the first 
generation Compact Disc player will pay 
for the R&D (research and development) 
on the next generation.” 
Any serious audiophile will admit that 

the filters that make analog-to-digital-to-
analog conversion possible still need devel¬ 
opment. Though the signals are crystal 
clear and the dynamic range impeccable, 
trained ears can detect the Achilles Heel 
responsible for making high frequencies 
sound brittle. That almost all the pop offer¬ 
ings were first recorded analog and then 
mastered to a digital format ensures that 
this high-end will sound edgy when played 
with CD perfection. 

Classical music is tailor-made to demon¬ 
strate digital’s real promise, anyway. The 
command for absolute silence and the 
sound of concert hall ambience are usually 
recorded with breathtaking accuracy. 
Many of these recordings were originally 
taped digitally, which may account for the 
difference. The amount of “air” that is of¬ 
ten mixed in with classical and jazz perfor¬ 
mances may also make the difference— 
previously these blank passages were dirt¬ 
ied with surface noise and distortion, 
pointing up all the weaknesses of your 
turntable and stereo system. 

But these problems shall pass. The A/ 
D-D/A converters will be perfected. The 
CD production process will get into gear; 
and the record labels will have to drop the 
prices and release current rock product si¬ 
multaneously in analog and digital for¬ 
mats. The programmability of the players 
will then apply perfectly to selective record 
listening—no more wading through those 
throwaway cuts in between the gems on 
Elvis Costello’s albums. 

“SO YOU WANNA BE A 
ROCK AND ROLL STAR” 

. . . YOU NO LONGER PICK UP AN 
electric guitar. While today’s music hasn’t 
exactly eliminated the six-string celebrity, 
it has enhanced the attraction of the key¬ 
board via new electronic sounds. 

Keyboard wizardry and musical elec¬ 
tronics have moved from the studio and 
stage into the living room as a result of new 
digital instruments that create new options 
for the amateur player and also serve as ef¬ 
fective teaching tools. 
CASIO was one of the first electronics 

manufacturers to tap this market via the 
sale of their popular VL-Tone, a lap-sized 

Casio's MT-70 with “Bar Code” music 
and scanner 

keyboard that contained everything from 
ten basic rhythms (including rock 1, rock 
2), six voices including one that allowed 
you to create your own sounds, and even a 
calculator (for figuring out royalties, I 
guess). 
From these roots have emerged an entire 

line of Casio keyboards for rank amateur 
and pro alike, and a recent entry (the MT-
70) combines high-end synth features (ten 
auto-rhythms, 20 preset sounds) with mu¬ 
sic training programs. The unit contains a 
melody guide which instructs your fingers 
via adjacent LED indicators. The synthe¬ 
sizer is also equipped with the MS-1 Bar 
Code reader which can read and store 
tunes without sacrificing pitch or duration. 
Once the musical bar codes are stored in 
the unit’s memory, it can either play the 
tune back by itself or serve as a back-up for 
rhythm or bass accompaniment. 
YAMAHA has also aimed its keyboard 

products at the Keith Emerson hopefuls 
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throughout the world. Its PC-1000 key¬ 
board contains a Card Reader feature ca¬ 
pable of storing songs contained on 

Yamaha's Portatone PC-1000 

cardboard song sheets that are passed 
through its reader. The music lesson be¬ 
gins when the memory lights feed your fin¬ 
gers their chord cues one at a time until the 

entire score is through. The keyboard fea¬ 
tures 49 keys and a choice of 24 musical 
voices. There are about 500 song cards cur¬ 
rently available for use. Meanwhile, to drill 
all musical neophytes in sight-reading, the 
company has introduced the MP-1 mini¬ 
printer which prints out your melody lines 
on 21/," wide paper. The ballpoint stylus 
even draws the staffs, time signatures and 
up to three sharps and flats. 
The personal computer itself can serve 

as a music training device and MATTEL has 
offered a keyboard option for its Intellivi-
sion home computing system. This 49-key 
synth connects with the appropriate adap¬ 
tors to become a six-note polyphonic key¬ 
board. The music training comes from the 

tor,” which teaches you how to read mu¬ 
sic, and “Song Writer,” which serves as a 
word processor for composers. 

Mattel hasn’t forgotten those whose 
hyper-activity demands a release on the 
drums. The SYNSONICS DRUM is an elec¬ 
tronic practice pad that lets you practice 
your paradiddles without disturbing your 
neighbors. You get a big and controllable 
electronic percussion via a pair of light¬ 
weight headphones. And with four drum 
pads you can tune an entire drum kit, com¬ 
pose, record and play back over 4,000 
drum patterns. The company has designed 
another model, “the Rhythm Maker,” to 
let you beat the skins along with your fa¬ 
vorite LP since the unit plugs into any mu¬ 
sic source (including a portable radio). The 
unit has finger pads the size of a quarter 
and with its battery pack it can easily go 
with you on the road when you play the 
neighborhood concert circuit. 

For those with a lingering affection for 
hugging a guitar and strumming their fin¬ 
ger blisters bloody, SUZUKI has intro¬ 
duced the OMNICHORD MODEL OM27 
which is shaped like a guitar, designed like 
a guitar and even features a series of “sonic 
string” buttons which can simulate the 
strum of a guitar. Actually the Omni¬ 
Chord is a complete synthesizer with a 
variable series of rhythm patterns, walking 
bass lines, 27 chords and a built-in speaker 
and internal amp. 

VIDEOGAME 
SOUNDTRACKS? 

LONDON IS PLASTERED WITH 
posters for the new Pete Shelley LP and 
cassette release, XL-1. What’s interesting 
about the product is how Shelley and pro¬ 
ducer Martin Rushent (of Human League 

renown) took the music into the computer 
age. 
The two programmed a series of audio 

sub-tones that were mastered into an extra 
cut on the LP, and underneath the mix of 
the cassette version, so that when it’s con¬ 
nected to your stereo and your micro-com¬ 
puter you can listen to the tunes and watch 
a series of routine computer graphics dance 
across your monitor along with the music. 
The program was designed to interface 

with the Sinclair Research ZX81 four-col¬ 
or computer, a popular item in the U.K. at 
present, but currently unavailable in the 
States. Its forerunner, distributed here by 
Timex as the TS 1000 (retailing for under 
$30), was unable to satisfy the technical re¬ 
quirements of the more powerful four-col¬ 
or unit. As a result, Arista’s release of the 
Genetic Records product was pressed on 
vinyl without the additional/digital in¬ 
struction cut. However, Timex has since 
scheduled a fall introduction of its ZX8 1 
equivalent, the TS 2000. 

According to a Genetic Records repre¬ 
sentative, there was an attempt—nixed by 
Warner Communications—to convince 
Atari to co-sponsor the project Stateside 
along with a rewritten program for the 
Atari 800 home computer/game system. 
Genetic will be prepared for the launch of 
the TS 2000, since it promises a special re¬ 
turn program which will allow XL-1 buy¬ 
ers to obtain the needed computer 
instructions via the mail. 
With 750,000 ZX81 owners in the U.K. 

alone, it’s believed that this music/com-
puter tie-in might have some commercial 
value, giving videogames the audio boost 
they need and new music another market¬ 
place. EMI Records has already taken the 
next step and hired a programmer (musi¬ 
cian Chris Sievey) to develop videogames 
to accompany songs recorded by label art¬ 
ists. The concept may catch on yet. O 

Mattel’s Synsonics Drums 

Intellivision software. A game—“Melody 
Blaster”—is a musical take-off on the com¬ 
pany’s “Astro Smash” and demands that 
you press the appropriate ebony or ivory to 
avoid being smashed by a dive-bombing 
quarter note. Also available is “Music Tu¬ 

Pete Shelley: spearheading a new trend 
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NEW PRODUCTS 

FENDER'S 
NAMM SPLASH 

F
ender used the Summer NAMM 
show in Chicago as an opportunity to 
unveil a multifarious product-line up¬ 
grade, including an all-new venture 
into professional sound reinforce¬ 

ment gear, a second entry in the Chroma 
synthesizer line, and an all-new line of gui¬ 
tars and basses called the Elite Series. 
The Pro Sound products division intro¬ 

duced three mixers, five powered mixers, 

models3208. 3212 and 3216offer eight, 12 
and 16 inputs, respectively, with four 
graphic EQs and stereo outputs. Stereo 
(non-powered) mixers are available in 8-, 
12- and 16-channel models with signal in¬ 
sertion patch points on each input, four 
auxiliary inputs (two with panning), two 
monitor mixes, headphone amp, etc. 
Key features of the ELITE series of instru¬ 

ments include active preamps designed to 
retain the warmth of passive designs; a new 
noise-canceling pickup using Alnico II 
magnets for longer sustain and truer into¬ 
nation; new tone-control circuitry; jumbo 
frets, wider nut and 12" radius fretboards 
and a new “Biflex” truss rod, plus a new 
neck pitch adjuster; a simplified string¬ 
loading system that eliminates “through 

loudspeakers with the standby E SERIES. 
What they’d done was set up six speaker 
cabinets in a row, with 10", 12" and 15" 
speakers of each series and a switch box that 
allowed for instant comparisons to be made 
between them. There was a small Gibson 

Fender's Chroma Polaris six-voice pro¬ 
grammable polyphonic synthesizer 

two stereo power amps, three varieties of 
microphones, and three loudspeaker sys¬ 
tems. In addition to some subtle improve¬ 
ments in the internal design of their 
mixers, some obvious features include 
“signal present” lights as well as the usual 
“peak” indicator, and knobs with molded 
pointers to settings can be sensed with the 

Fender’s Elite Series (from left): Elite 
Telecaster, Elite Stratocaster, Elite I Pre¬ 
cision Bass, Elite II Precision Bass 

hands when the eyes are busy elsewhere or 
the lighting is weak at the mixing position. 
Powered mixers include model 3106, a 6-
channel mono unit with a 200-watt power 
amp, separate monitor and effects busses 
and patchable 9-band graphic equalizer; 
model 3206, with six inputs, stereo out¬ 
puts, two independent monitor circuits 
and two patchable graphic equalizers; 

the body” stringing; on/off pushbuttons 
on the Stratocaster,' allowing seven pickup 
combinations instead of the old five; im¬ 
proved tuning machines; positive locking 
strap buttons; etc. 
The CHROMA POLARIS is a six-voice 

programmable polyphonic synthesizer 
with a 61-note, velocity-sensitive key¬ 
board, a built-in sequencer and a computer 
interface bus which enables connection to 
a computer for expanded capabilities. 
Each voice has two oscillators, a voltage-
controlled filter, two envelope generators 
and a low-frequency sweep generator. The 
instrument also features a ring modulator 
and a noise generator; the non-volatile 
memory stores 132 presets, including key¬ 
board splits. In addition to the usual se¬ 
quencer functions, the Polaris remembers 
pitch bend, modulation and velocity infor¬ 
mation from the keyboard; up to 12 se¬ 
quences can be chained together. The 
built-in microcomputer greatly reduces 
the number of pushbuttons and sliders on 
the front panel while increasing the power 
of the instrument. 

Fender has handsome printed matter on 
all these new products (there are others not 
mentioned here), available now at your 
dealer or by writing to Fender/Rogers/ 
Rhodes, 1300 East Valencia Drive, Fuller¬ 
ton, CA., 92634. 
One of the most enjoyable moments of 

the four-day Summer NAMM show in Chi¬ 
cago was the time I spent in a soundproof 
room comparing JBL’s new Ml SERIES 

amplifier connected to the array, and a sol-
id-body electric guitar as well as an Ovation 
acoustic with a built-in pickup. 
The MI Series is, as advertised, a little less 

sizzly in the high end than the E drivers; this 
is where JBL’s ad campaign, “Some like it 
hot .. . Some like it cool .. comes from. 
An A/B comparison of the 12" speakers us¬ 
ing the electric guitar, for example, indicat¬ 
ed strong bass response in both, while the E 
version had a little more sibilance and bite 
with the treble knob wide open. The overall 
output seemed pretty much the same be¬ 
tween the two. 
There was quite a revelation when I 

plugged in the Ovation and switched in the 
15" speakers. What bottom! There was 
plenty of chest-thumping bass, no mud in 
the middle, and even the MI speaker deliv¬ 
ered handsome amounts of treble. Still, 
12" speakers seem better suited to the 
broadband needs of acoustic guitars. 

JBL’s Ml Series musical instrument speakers 

MI Series loudspeakers can handle 150 
watts RMS with their 5%-pound magnets 
and 2" voice coils. Die-cast frames provide 
better heat-sinking than stamped ones, in¬ 
creasing their power handling capacity 
and—because heavy cast frames don’t flex 
as much as their stamped counterparts— 
reducing the resonances that adversely af¬ 
fect frequency response. —David Gans 
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We Separate the Walkmen 
From the Walkboys. 

Why an Equalizer? Most audio¬ 
phile sound systems already use 
an equalizer to selectively 
ennance the sound of music. If 
you use one with your stereo, 
you know what a difference it 
makes You pick the frequencies 
you want to enhance You can 
boost the low bass at lOOhz 
without disturbing the lead 
guitar You can cut tape-hiss. 
You can even (within limits) com¬ 
pensate for the difference be¬ 
tween the noise-reduction tech¬ 
nique your tape has. but your 
tape-deck hasn't. (For a full¬ 
blown noise-reduction, try our 
brand-new dbx PPA-1!) And you 
can play with the controls, make 
the music sound new and dif¬ 
ferent every time you hear it. 

Prosound Boosts Walkman ™. 
■Personal Stereos" such as 

Walkmen™ etc. need an 
equalizer even more Many of 
them have just a dinky little 
sound-control with a choice of 
very muddy or very shrill or 
somewhere in-between Some 
have no sound-control at all. Pro¬ 
sound DEQ-60 to the rescue It is 
a masterpiece of miniaturization 
It's just 27» inches wide. 4 inch¬ 
es high and less than a mere 5/8 
inch slim And yet it comes with 
the power of a machine which 
used to be big and bulky It really 
separates the Walkmen™ from 
the Walkboys The Prosound 
Equalizer brings your new 
lightweight headsets to the life 
they were built for It has five 
slide-controls for 100hz, 300hz. 
1000hz, 3000hz and lOOOOhz It 
boosts or cuts up to 10db. that 
is. a range of 20db In addition to 

this, it has two volume controls, 
one for each stereo-channel. It 
has a signal to noise ratio of 
more than 60db' And a THD of 
less than 0.2%. It runs off two 
AAA-size batteries (not included) 
without running you out of 
money Dry batteries should give 
you approx 35 hours of fun and 
control, with alkaline batteries, 
the Pro-sound is rated at approx 
70 hours' Try that with your 
“Personal Stereo' " 

Yes. It Will Work. The Prosound 
DEQ-60 Stereo Graphic Equal¬ 
izer will work with just about 
anything with a 3.5 Stereo Jack. 
It plugs in between your head¬ 
phones and your Walkman™, 
the cable is included Do you 
have active speakers for your 
Walkman™-type stereo? You 
can use your Prosound with 

those, too It even comes with a 
lightweight carrying-pouch. 
Nope, No Risk. The Prosound 
DEQ-60 carries a 90 days limited 
warranty And if you aren't satis¬ 
fied with it for any reason, simply 
return it to Blue Angel within 20 
days in its original box for a quick 
refund, no questions asked 
Save 10 Dollars! The Prosound 
DEQ-60 has a list price of $34 95 
and you probably can t even get 
it for that, because it's a brand-
new device Blue Angel bought 
LOTS, and we pass our discount 
on to you: We sell it for just 
$24 95. that's a savings of 10 
Dollars' Prosound Stereo 
Graphic Equalizer. Item# 
50101. Not $34.95, only 

$24.95 

Kiss the Hissssssssssssss 
Goodbye! 
Let's perform a simple test 
together We take our personal 
portable cassette player We put 
on our headphones We switch 
on What do we hear if the music 
is not really blasting away9 
Hisssssssssss Most Walkman™ 
■type cassette players don't 
have DOLBY™ And nearly none 
of them have dbx We tried, but 
we never really got used to it: 
We record a cassette on our big 
cassette-deck with DOLBY™ It 
sounds great at home Then we 
take it on the run: Ouch! For a 
while we try having two versions. 
One with DOLBY™ One with¬ 
out Even greater confusion. 
Finally we give up and forget 
about DOLBY™ completely 
Welcome back to the Stone Age 

Can't someone invent an add¬ 
on DOLBY for Walkmen™? 

dbx just did. The inventor of the 
famous professional dynamic 
expansion and compression 
units just came out with a tiny lit¬ 
tle accessory, about the size of a 
candy bar And yet it contains 
enough electronic circuitry to 
make the sound of your Walk-
man™-type stereo explode And 
the hiss shut up It plugs in be¬ 
tween your headset and your 
cassette player It gives you the 
fancy dbx Type II noise reduc¬ 
tion. And it works with the 
popular DOLBY™ Type B noise 
reduction (dbx calls it coyly 

"dbx Type B . as if they don't 
want to confess that there's 
another type of noise reduction 
besides theirs oh well ) It 
runs on 2 AAA batteries (not 
incl.) and it runs, and runs, and 
runs. It runs even if the batteries 
are down to 1.8 V! The unit has a 
dynamic range and a signal-to-
noise-ratio of a whopping 90db' 
It has two separate volume con¬ 
trols for left and right, and a clip 
for your belt or carrying-pouch It 
even has a bypass-switch for no¬ 
stalgic reasons 

Only $48. — It takes just $48 to 
make the nasty hissssss shut up 
For only $48. the dbx PPA-1 
brings even the lowest-budget 
personal cassette player up to 
professional specs. It gives your 
dbx-encoded tapes a dynamic 
range comparable with those 
new digital compact discs And. 
mind you. a personal cassette 
player with built-in DOLBY™ B 
and dbx costs several hundred 
dollars — if you can find one 
The dbx PPA-1 is built to the rigid 
dbx-standards and it comes with 
a limited, factory-backed 90-day 
warranty And if you aren't satis 
tied with it for any reason, simply 
return it to Blue Angel within 20 
days in its original box for a quick 
refund, no questions asked dbx 
PPA-1. Item# 50103. Just 

$48.00 

Now 
You Do! 
Flip Out Sound! When I first 
heard about the Prosound 
AP-2S. I didn't think much of it 
Who would, with a name like 
this9 Then I saw it A compact lit¬ 
tle mean looking tape-machine, 
just a little bit larger than a 
cassette Two words on it "Auto 
Reverse " Not bad And two fun¬ 
ny little hinged black things, 
flush with its cream-colored 
housing I flipped them out 
Speakers' The room was sud¬ 
denly filled with stereo-sound 
My beautiful wife Winn loved the 
lightweight foldable headphones 
(included) even better We loved 
the machine so much, we im¬ 
mediately bought two One for 

her. one for me So much for 
sharing We had so much fun 
with our little AP-2S's that I 
decided to sell them 
The Facts. The Prosound AP-2S 
is a portable auto-reverse stereo 
cassette player This means that 
you don't have to stop the 
aerobic action to turn the 
cassette The Prosound AP-2S 
switches to the other side, 
automatically It has 2 built-in 
stereo speakers This means 
that you don't have to buy and 
lug around heavy and expensive 
extension speakers It plays nor 
mal and metal tape, which gives 
it a frequency response from 40 
to 12000 hz. It runs off 2 stan¬ 
dard "AA" size batteries (not in¬ 
cluded) And it sounds great 

The Price. Not $110, Only $89. 
The Prosound AP 2S has a list 
price of $1 10. which is already a 
bargain This is a top-of-the-line 
machine, with auto-reverse and 
metal capability And it has its 

unique built-in. flip-out speakers, 
which would cost you dearly if 
you could buy them as an acces¬ 
sory But we are Blue Angel And 
we hate list prices So we went in 
on a healthy quantity of those 
nifty machines Which brings 
your price down to just $89 95. a 
savings of more than $20' 

Nope, No Risk Either. The Pro¬ 
sound AP-2S carries a 90 days 
limited warranty And if you 
aren't satisfied with it for any 
reason, simply return it to Blue 
Angel within 20 days in its 
original box for a quick refund, 
no questions asked. Even if 
you've never ordered through 
the mail, now you are perfectly 
safe to buy your Prosound 
AP-2S Auto-Reverse Stereo 
Cassette Player With Built-In 
Speakers. Item# 50102. Not 
$110, only 

$89.95 

I Call Toll Free: (800)446-7964 

I Virginians, please call (8041293-5197 We 
- are here from 9-5 EST Ask for Rockm Rick 
I or leave a message Speedy- Gonzalez 
I service by good old UPS 

I Ok. let s make the connection. 

■ Quantities are limited Add $3 for postage'S 
J handling (UPS delivery) Va residents add 
I 4% sales tax 20 day money back guarantee 

g Foreign Orders Visa/MC Inti money order 
— or cashier 's check in U S funds only Add 
I 10%forpSh $7 50 minimum These 
■ charges apply to foreign orders only 

■ Here's how I'm paying: 
I Please charge my MC V sa ( Fast Delivery ) 

I Card No _ __ 
I Exp Date _ Sign -

Oo'Dy is a registered trademark ot Dolby labo-atones licensing Corp 

□ I am enclosing a check or money order for R 10 | 
$_ (Allow 3 weeks for personal checks) | 

□ Send it C O D I will pay add postage and handling. g 
and here's $10 as a deposit (No PO Box ) 

□ I have ordered from you before : I haven t 

Walkman is a registered trademark ot Sc 
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PUNCH IN, 
PUNCH OUT 

PUNCH THE CLOCK 
Elvis Costello and the 
Attractions 
Columbia 

By 
J.D. 
Considine 

T A his much 
is certain: 
Elvis Costello 
is at a surpris¬ 
ingly awkward stage in his career. After 
five years of being a critic’s pet without 
managing much in the way of popular suc¬ 
cess, he’s finally come out with a single 
that should break him once and for all in 
America, the irresistibly tuneful “Every 
Day I Write the Book.” That ought to 
make his new album something to cheer 
about, but instead of being a long-sought 

vindication. Punch the Clock raises some 
troubling questions about Costello’s artis¬ 
tic weight and musical strengths. 
To begin with, there’s the problem of 

Costello’s growth as a writer. The best ma¬ 
terial on Punch the Clock continues the 
musical development that has been Costel¬ 
lo’s hallmark from the first. Rather than 
radically changing style, as he did with 
each new album from This Year’s Model 
through Imperial Bedroom. Clock takes a 
sort of scattershot approach, suggesting 
that Costello is ready to apply the lessons 
he learned from his genre exercises. There 
is an occasional echo of earlier work, such 
as the Armed Forces-style arrangement to 
“Love Went Mad” or in the way “The 
Greatest Thing" applies the same Bo 
Diddley-beat pulse that powered Trust's 
"Lover's Walk.” But the overall effect is 
one of total command. From the stark pi-
ano-and-claptrack treatment of “Pills and 
Soap" to the rich, supple rhythm arrange¬ 
ment of “Everyday I Write the Book,” and 
from the cool pastels of “Shipbuilding” to 
the bright colors and harmonies of "King 
of Thieves,” it’s clear that Costello is work¬ 
ing with a full palette, and working well. 

Until you get to the heart of the music, 
that is. For beneath the glossy musical sur¬ 

faces and stylistic mastery of this album 
lies appallingly little. 

Start with the lyrics. Costello’s verbal 
agility and knife-twisting puns have long 
been one of his most consistent strengths, 
from the vicious intensity of “Alison" on. 
And though he does get off some good ones 
throughout Punch the Clock, often as not 
they serve no purpose other than demon¬ 
strating Costello’s cleverness. “With these 
vulgar fractions of the treble clef,” he sings 
in “Love Went Mad,” “I wish you luck 
with a capital ‘F’.” Or then there’s 
“T.K.O.,” which applies an elaborate pun 
on Boxing Day (in Britain, the holiday cel¬ 
ebrated the day after Christmas), and 
closes with the lines, “Now you don’t look 
so glamorous/Whenever I feel so amo-
rous/I can count you out." But too many 
of these nifties are practically non-sequi-
turs, leaving several tunes—“Charm 
School,” "The World and his Wife," 
“T.K.O.,” “Love Went Mad"—reading 
less like songs than a string of one-liners. 

Is it just a case of obsessive cleverness? It 
would be easier to answer no if the music 
were less obviously aware of its own facili¬ 
ty, but here, too, Costello seems to be 
showing off, with a good bit of help from 
the Attractions. Steve Nieve’s keyboards 
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can be stunningly effective, as on the un¬ 
derstated “Pills and Soap,” but Nieve is 
equally adept at hot-dogging, and without 
a second guitar to fill out the sound (as 
there was on Trust) or a cushion of orches¬ 
tration (as through Imperial Bedroom and 
this album’s "King of Thieves”), Nieve 
consistently overplays. Similarly, bassist 
Bruce Thomas can hit a complex groove as 
effectively as James Jamerson in his hey¬ 
day (“Everyday I Write the Book” is a 
good example), but just as frequently he is 
simply too busy a player. Even producers 
Clive Langer and Alan Winstanley find it 
difficult to resist a bit of flash, and apply 
needless echo to blur part of Chet Baker’s 
wistful trumpet solo in “Shipbuilding." 

Enough of Punch the Clock, works, how¬ 
ever, to suggest that this is just a symptom, 
not the disease. “King of Thieves," “Every 
Day I Write the Book” and even the lyri¬ 
cally insipid “T.K.O.” are wonderfully-
played marvels of musical ingenuity and 
cooperation. Unfortunately, they’re also 
utterly hollow—brilliant exercises that ul¬ 
timately express next-to-nothing. Only 
“Shipbuilding” and “Pills and Soap" man¬ 
age to rise above mere mechanics to actual¬ 
ly leave the listener feeling as if he or she 
has come into contact with the emotional 
power that is supposed to lie at the heart of 
great rock and roll. 
And that's what is most worrisome 

about the Elvis Costello of Punch the 
Clock—that his immense musical ability 
and lyrical prowess have become not a 
means of expression but a sort of camou¬ 
flage for his emotional limitations. Costel¬ 
lo may be eager to move beyond his early 
reputation as new wave’s angry young 
man, but if this album is any indication, 
anger remains the only emotion he can ad¬ 
equately express. Perhaps another per¬ 
former, one with greater depth of feeling 
and a better-rounded emotional make-up, 
would be able to do these songs justice. But 
for Elvis Costello, it's time to stop pushing 
technical development and get to work on 
growing emotionally. 

GET IT RIGHT 
Aretha Franklin 
Arista 

which turn stale by the obligatory second 
go-round, Get It Right, the second collabo¬ 
ration of Aretha Franklin and producer/ 
writer/singer Luther Vandross, finds the 
pair digging deeper into Franklin’s range 
of moods. The results are even more inter¬ 

esting, and possibly inadvertent. 
There’s a bit more fight, more ambiva¬ 

lence and more conflict in the new materi¬ 
al, again written largely by Vandross and 
bassist Marcus Miller, and this becomes 
more apparent as the first side progresses, 
following “Get It Right,” a slightly more 
adult version of “Jump To It.” 

Three truly outstanding cuts make up 
that side: “Pretender,” with its slow-beat¬ 
ing bass tug and languid, erotically lush 
background singing, sounds impossibly 
intense, hypnotic and heated-up. Franklin 
sounds as if she’ll start moaning at any 
second. Britain’s outrageously sensual 
balladeers Imagination are the only peo¬ 
ple I can think of who’ve come up with 
such sly suggestiveness lately. “When 
You Love Me Like That,” the side’s clos¬ 
er, also turns out more aggressive than 
one might have expected from a Vandross 
production. 
Then there’s “Every Girl (Wants My 

Guy),” the real successor to “Jump To It,” 
elaborating the note of carefree confidence 
with which she talked about herself and 
her man in the earlier song: “I’m a rough 
and tough and ready girl,” she grins at her 
many competitors—“So don’t you even 
try it.” This, Vandross’ strongest song 
since his own “Never Too Much," is the 
stuff of intense pleasure, and it’s even more 
his own stylistically than the heavily Chic-
influenced “Jump To It.” 
And there’s the rub. What sounded last 

year like a Vandross approach (when he re¬ 
leased highly divergent albums by Frank¬ 
lin and by Cheryl Lynn), now sounds 
dangerously like a sound. The second side 
of Get It Right returns to the dreamy ro¬ 
mance of the previous album, and while 
Franklin is very perceptibly shaping songs 
more, pushing and pulling instead of 
stretching out luxuriantly on top of 
them—the last third of “I Got Your 
Love," for instance—Vandross isn’t pro¬ 
viding much of anything different in sup¬ 
port. This album's classic remake also falls 
short of the producer’s peak moments: “I 
Wish It Would Rain” finds Franklin shak¬ 
ing her fist at the sky, in a swirl of voices, 
but what was meant to be dazzling comes 
off as just a bit overworked. 
Of the many things Vandross has done 

with distinction as producer and artist, the 
one he hasn’t tried yet with Franklin is the 
simple, solo-voice treatment, without copi¬ 
ous choral vocals, which worked so mov¬ 
ingly on his own “A House is Not a Home" 
and his duet with Cheryl Lynn of “If This 
World Were Mine.” 

Franklin’s work on Get It Right contin¬ 
ues to fascinate, and re-evokes the awe the 
listener experiences in realizing that 
Aretha still has ideas and approaches to 
try out. For all intents and purposes, even 
song-for-song quality, it’s a stronger album 
than Jump To It. 

But Vandross, since his own second 
album, and with the exception of the 
first side of Get It Right, has been working 

too close to the middle of the road. His 
sounds are, as ever, flawless and tasteful, 
but one hopes that his next visit to a re¬ 
cording studio will find him concentrating 
more on the sort of things that turned out 
harder, softer, jazzier, poppier or bluesier 
on this album. 

INSIDE LOOKIN’ OUT 
Junior 
Mercury 
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By 
Derk 
Richardson 

ear¬ 
ing the sounds 
of American 
soul steam 
across the Atlantic from Great Britain 
hasn’t seemed strange since Hot Chocolate 
growled onto the radio in the 1970s. Now, 
what with Linx and especially Imagination 
exporting the funk back to the colonies, 
country of origin is less an issue than ever. 
Junior Giscombe fits right into the nou¬ 
veau limey soul thang with a raft of synthe¬ 
sized effects, a knack for the ambiguous 
romantic lyric and a voice to challenge the 
best Stateside high-note warblers. 

Junior owes much of the success of In¬ 
side Lookin’ Out to producer Bob Carter 
(also responsible for Linx) who co-wrote 
seven out of nine songs, played the all-im¬ 
portant keyboards on every cut and, de¬ 
spite a stunning array of swooshes and 
snaps, and the cluttered accompaniment 
on the opening tune, “Communication 
Breakdown,” refrained from making Ju¬ 
nior’s second LP a producer’s album. 
Horns and heavily-textured background 
vocals don’t detract from Junior’s extraor¬ 
dinary Michael Jackson cum Prince voice. 

Touches of twangy guitar, often in call-
and-response with a keyboard or synth riff, 
and straightforward funk rhythms set 
firmly in a dance groove accent the kid’s 
puzzled (or puzzling) inquiries into love 
and modern life. Just what “Woman Say 
It” means—men get it up, women lay 
down, men can’t understand but women 
don’t either—remains as abstruse as the 
object of “Story Teller" which seems to be 
some sort of veiled political comment. 
"F.B. Eye" is the only explicit social tale, 
describing a sweeping arrest of suspects 
based on skin color—as trans-national a 
story as the love songs which dominate the 
rest of the record. 

With his voice and Carter's production 
savvy, Junior doesn’t have to worry too 
much about song content although he does 
just fine addressing domestic affairs and 
broken hearts. He already has more than a 
“sexy thing” and "body talk” conscious¬ 
ness and as it grows he should be a soul 
contender on both sides of the Atlantic. 
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RAILROAD I 
John Fahey 
Takoma 

By 
J-C 
Costa 

many 
of us tend to 
file John Fa¬ 
hey away as 
an authentic American curio, an icono-
clastic presence whose extended acoustic 
guitar improvisations can be called upon 
occasionally to provide pastoral Delta 
blues “trance music” for citified listeners 
reeling from electronic aftershock. 

But Fahey, whose prodigious output of 
albums on Vanguard, Reprise and his own 
Takoma label has pioneered a fiercely in¬ 
dependent style of instrumental guitar mu¬ 
sic rooted in the genius of Delta bluesmen 
like Bukka White and Charlie Patton, has 
resolutely followed his own path for a rea¬ 
son: his playing captures the most finite 
nuances of specific time and place while 
accurately transducing a state of mind. 
The shimmering brilliance of his six- and 
twelve-string guitars bespeak the few re¬ 
maining basic truths of the American 
experience. 

Yes, his improvisations do ramble from 
time to time and he’s given to dense, witty 
and somewhat elliptical liner notes that 
wear thin when Fahey decides to revel in 
his unique world view. But albums like 
Railroad I. his latest offering on Takoma, 
continue to reaffirm the need for his gui-
taristic vision of the spiritual topography 
of Americana. 

Railroad I (the first in a series?) benefits 
immediately from a more cogent thematic 
approach: every composition evokes a par¬ 
ticular train (from rapidly disappearing 
lines like the Chesapeake & Ohio, Norfolk 
& Western and Southern Pacific) or train 
man. These spring from a lifetime’s preoc¬ 
cupation with the rhythmic lure of the rail¬ 
roads and love of the myths surrounding 
them. Tracks like “Frisco Leaving Birm¬ 
ingham” and “Summer Cat By My Door” 
recall specific memories of a train coincid¬ 
ing with Fahey’s peripatetic existence: the 
former with a propulsive twelve string mo¬ 
tif steadily building steam, the latter using 
a delicate melody and fingerpicking coun¬ 
terpoint to create a sense of warmth and 
dappled sunlight. Fahey juxtaposes stark 
chords on “Oneonta” to convey the “ee¬ 
rie” feeling he has about the valley the Del¬ 
aware & Hudson ran through along the 
Susquehanna between Albany and Bing¬ 
hamton. His three-finger picking blues¬ 
based inventions tumble out on “Steve Tal¬ 
bot on the Keddie Wye,” based on the 
hair-raising exploits of railroad’s forgotten 
times. Railroad I ends with “Delta Dog 
Through The Book of Revelation,” a beau-
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tifully phrased and languid treatment of 
the old Yazoo-Delta line plowing through 
Northwest Mississippi bottom land with a 
fiery sunset as backdrop. 

For all of his uncompromising bril¬ 
liance, John Fahey will probably continue 
to plow on as a highly revered cult figure 
whose acerbic personality and lack of edit¬ 
ing prevents him access to a larger audi¬ 
ence. And that’s too bad because, at his 
best, Fahey’s startling clarity and focus on 
the guitar can be a wonder to behold. 

TIN ANGEL 
Tin Angel 
Atlantic 

By 
Dan 
Hedges 

to ret 
that w 
the Go-
took their featherweight Looney Tunes to 
number one (and made the long-gone Run¬ 
aways, by comparison, sound like post¬ 
grads from Juilliard), the major labels 
would have been falling over their check¬ 
books to sign every “all-girl" garage band 
who cared to unload a demo tape at the re¬ 
ception desk. 

That didn’t happen. Possibly because 
the bozo-esque success of les Go-Go’s was 
perceived as a freakish shot-in-the-dark; 
probably because all-women bands—even 
good ones—are still viewed as having zero 
long-term sales potential in a market 
geared to seventeen-year-old guys. Lady 
frontpersons like Pat Benatar are one 
thing, but how can you polish up your 
struts and poses in front of the bedroom 
mirror against a backbeat from a drummer 
named Sherri? 
With a little luck, Tin Angel will be able 

to skate around the obstacles. A five-wom¬ 
an band working out of New York, they’ve 
come up with a debut album that’s (to cop 
from Atlantic’s bio) “infectious”: a mid¬ 
dleweight, multi-textured sound built 
around Lori Zee’s clear, pop vocal style 
and guitarist/vocalist/main songwriter 
Karen Atta’s strong, melodic tunes. 

There’s nothing cute, calculated or pre¬ 
tentious about Tin Angel. Filled with 
hooks, choruses and resonating guitar that 
stays in the room even after the record’s 
over, a good two-thirds of the songs are in¬ 
stant playlist naturals, ranging from the 
gliding airiness and interwoven four-part 
vocal lines of “Rearrange,” to the bound¬ 
ing, handclapping rhythms of “Itchin’ to 
Win” and “Round Round,” to the soaring, 
almost Byrds-like drive of “Imagination.” 
Now and then, Zee, Atta, drummer Sherri 
(Sherri!) Waggoner, bassist Cindy Dell and 
keyboardist Julie Last are joined by vari¬ 

ous friends (like guitarist Randy Jackson 
of Zebra, who co-wrote and sings on 
“Ain’t Worth a Dime”), but the band has 
an obvious aural unity that shines through 
on every track. 

Producer Jack Douglas (John Lennon, 
Aerosmith, et al.) might have been wiser to 
aim for a grander, wide-screen ambience in 
the mix to better assure radio interest, but 
it’s still a good start, a great cruising sound 
that (unlike that of the Copeland brothers’ 
one-and-a-half hit wonders) has potential 
for expansion, particularly in the case of 
those vocal harmonies, where the possibili¬ 
ties are only hinted at. Who knows? Tin 
Angel might even stand a front row chance 
of moving the case for all-women bands 
out of the pajama party and into a space 
that commands some genuine respect— 
not because they’re “a bunch of girls” and 
look real swell in those short little dresses, 
but simply because they’re good at what 
they do. 

THE REAL MACAW 
Graham Parker 
Arista 

By 
J.D. 
Considine 

M. 
riage seems 
to have done 
well by Gra¬ 
ham Parker. On this, his first album since 
wedding his “Jolie Jolie,” he sounds confi¬ 
dent and assured—in better form, in fact, 
than on either Squeezing Out Sparks or 
Heat Treatment. It isn’t that domestic bliss 
has mellowed him; “Just Like a Man” 
starts the album with the same biting deliv¬ 
ery we’ve come to expect from Parker, 
while both “You Can’t Take Love for 
Granted” and “Anniversary” suggest that 
Parker’s married life hasn’t been entirely 
blissful. Instead, what marks this album is 
a sense of artistic assuredness, that Parker 
no longer feels obliged to scoff and growl 
and is ready to expand his musical 
persona. 
The most obvious changes can be heard 

in “Life Gets Better” and “You Can’t 
Take Love for Granted,” where Parker’s 
melodies could almost be described as 
pretty (just try saying that about “Discov¬ 
ering Japan” or “Stupefaction”). The lat¬ 
ter is particularly striking, in part because 
it features Parker using a falsetto voice 
that, up until this album, was kept well un¬ 
der wraps, but also because it finds Parker 
lending a poignance to his singing that has 
surfaced but rarely in the past (“You Can’t 
Be Too Strong” from Squeezing Out 
Sparks was the closest he’d come before 
this). Not only do such new developments 
leave Parker sounding wonderfully re-
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freshed, they give his older mannerisms a 
new life, because Parker’s mode of expres¬ 
sion has been so significantly broadened. 
Thus, when Parker goes from the under¬ 
stated anger of “Passive Resistance” to the 
fiery passion of “Sounds Like Chains," it’s 
hard not to be impressed by the shift in 
intensity. 

Although there are touches of the Ru¬ 
mour-era Parker—“Last Couple On the 
Dance Floor” could as easily have been on 
The Up Escalator—the overall sound is 
equally varied. George Small’s keyboards 
are as likely to dominate the sound as 
Brinsley Schwartz’s guitar, and the light, 
lyrical approach he takes gives the album 
an unexpected gentleness at times (not to 
mention a better shot at making it onto the 
American airwaves). Of course, the album 
does get down and dirty when needed, 
from the sweaty funk of “(Too Late) The 
Smart Bomb” to the rocking middle sec¬ 
tion of “Anniversary,” but the general 
sense of the album is that Parker has found 
a musical voice that doesn’t lean on the 
ghost of the Rumour the way Another Grey 
Area unfortunately did. 

In short, The Real Macaw is the begin¬ 
ning of Graham Parker’s artistic maturity, 
finding him addressing both his topics and 
his music in a strikingly adult way. And if 
this is just the beginning, it’s a sure bet that 
his best is yet to come. 

and the roles of Steve Guri and Andy Ebs-
worth are clearly dictated by Gregson’s 
overall design.) He then dresses up his for¬ 
merly simple pop-rock structures with lilt¬ 
ing synthesizer riffs (approximating 
everything from strings to concertinas), 
chimes, bells, and the shimmering produc¬ 
tion of David Kershenbaum. 

Gregson’s music bears the same rela¬ 
tionship to the post-pub rock of Costello, 
Jackson, Nick Lowe and Squeeze as the 
syntho-poppers do to R & B and funk—the 
same as polyester to wool and cotton. It 
bubbles with hooks, harmonies and quirky 
changes over rolling bass lines and con¬ 
cerns itself with romance and disillusion 
but it lacks the wit, passion and self-depre¬ 
cation which makes the other cats’ cool 
contrivance so contagious. 

But pop-addicted Anglophiles take their 
minor pleasures where they find them. Al¬ 
though Gregson’s chameleon voice carries 
minimal conviction whether breathy, mel¬ 
lifluous or torn, and his claim to be “shak¬ 
ing the foundations” is a transparent 
pretense, and he will never be the “Man of 
the Moment” he longs to be, it is possible 
to forgive him his overdressing and indulge 
in the superficial appeal of Any Trouble 
without much difficulty at all. 

ist and composer. 
Thematically, Frame’s songs cover fa¬ 

miliar ground—youthful confusion (“Pil¬ 
lar To Post”), romantic uncertainty (“We 
Could Send Letters”), quests for maturity 
(“Walk Into Winter”). His approach, 
though, shows above-average wit and 
craftsmanship. “Release,” for example, 
depicts bohemians and would-be revolu¬ 
tionaries in an affectionate but sobered 
light (“I wanted the world/And all I could 
get was a gun or a girl ...”). 

Frame’s skills at tune-writing are 
strong, though he does fall prey at times to 
over-sweetness. Scattered comparisons are 
suggested: “Oblivious” is Nick Lowe-ish 
pub rock, “Back On Board” brings to 
mind early-’70s Rod Stewart, “Walk Out 
To Winter” has the lilt of a (sorry, Roddy) 
old Osmonds number. These disparate ele¬ 
ments add up to an individual whole. High 
Land, Hard Rain presents a still-growing 
artist—there’s every reason to expect even 
better from Roddy Frame in the future. 

AROUND THE BEND 
Love Tractor 
DB Rees 

ANY TROUBLE 
Any Trouble 
EMI America 

HIGH LAND, HARD 
RAIN 
Aztec Camera 
Sire 

X-TEENS 
X-Teens 
Dolphin Records 

By 
Anthony 
DeCurtis 

By 
Barry 
Alfonso 

K-Jouthern-
based inde¬ 
pendent rec¬ 
ord labels 

signed to England’s Stiff Records, the skin-
ny-tie pop movement so tunefully epito¬ 
mized on their first LP, Where Are All the 
Nice Girls?, has grown up into smoking 
jackets and tuxedos. Elvis Costello, who 
could once pass for a punk in a melodicist’s 
clothes, has evolved through boozy C & W 
into a satin-robed bedroom crooner. Joe 
Jackson aspires to Noel Coward and Cole 
Porter although he wears his uptown so¬ 
phistication with an engagingly gangly 
awkwardness. Clive Gregson may be just 
another dedicated follower of fashion but 
this year’s model of Any Trouble is a styl¬ 
ish, easy-on-the-ears respite from the mo¬ 
notonous whir and whack of the British 
techno-pop onslaught. 
On their second U.S. release, the band 

strips down to the bare fact that singer-
songwriter-keyboardist-guiding ego Greg¬ 
son is Any Trouble. (Only bassist Phil 
Barnes is held over from the 1979 quartet 

ago, A 
Camei 
Roddy F 
would’ve been hyped as one of those “sen¬ 
sitive singer/songwriters” so abundant in 
those days. Pop fashion being what it is 
right now, this 19-year-old Scotsman’s 
best chance of reaching the public is as part 
of a band (with a suitably odd name). But 
make no mistake: Aztec Camera’s debut 
LP is very much Frame’s affair, and he 
makes it an impressive one. 

It’s been awhile since a genuinely excep¬ 
tional composer/artist has emerged from 
Britain—no one comes to mind after Elvis 
Costello and Mark Knopfler first began re¬ 
cording. While it’s too early to place lau¬ 
rels on Frame’s still-teenage head, his 
work on High Land, Hard Rain is promis¬ 
ing indeed. Literate but rarely precious, 
gifted with an obvious melodic talent, his 
strengths as a writer compensate for a 
rather unspectacular voice (suggestive of a 
less-harsh Joe Strummer). His group is ad¬ 
equate, but could probably be dispensed 
with: the key to Aztec Camera’s folkishly 
rocking sound is Frame the singer, guitar¬ 

have a double-shot of problems. Not only 
do they suffer from the difficulties with 
promotion, distribution, and collection 
that plague independents everywhere, but 
their local support often isn’t strong 
enough to ensure a consistent baseline of 
success. Because independents tend to be 
progressive and Southern audiences are 
relatively conservative, these labels must 
continually appeal to the bicoastal avant 
crowd to generate sufficient sales to meet 
the bills. 

Given this less than ideal situation, very 
fine records sometimes slip through the 
cracks. Last year this undeserved fate be¬ 
fell the eponymous instrumental debut al¬ 
bum by the Athens, Georgia, quartet, Love 
Tractor. On that record, Love Tractor de¬ 
fined a melodic Ventures-meet-Verlaine 
guitar sound composed of equal parts up¬ 
lift, yearning, and danceability. 
Around the Bend (DB Rees, 432 More¬ 

land Ave. NE, Atlanta, Georgia 30307) is 
Love Tractor's worthy successor. In addi¬ 
tion to incorporating some rather abstract 
vocals, the band’s instrumental sound now 
embraces country elements. But this is 
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country as it might be experienced in a 
druggy rural afternoon reverie, not a 
sweaty honky-tonk. “Spin your partner 
’round and ’round/When she stops. I’ll be 
cornin’ around the bend” all four band 
members drone-sing in the delightful 
“Spin Your Partner.” The country expres¬ 
sions are there, but the country evoked is 
dreamland. Around the Bend is music suit¬ 
able for a hoedown on any farm that plows 
its fields with love tractors. 
The X-Teens’ debut album is on Dol¬ 

phin Records (P.O. Box 8744, Durham, 
North Carolina 27707), the independent 
that has a unique advantage over other 
small labels: Dolphin is owned by Record 
Bar, the second largest chain of rec¬ 
ord outlets in the country, with stores in 30 
states. This arrangement guarantees Dol¬ 
phin an impressive degree of national dis¬ 
tribution and gives the label some leverage 
in getting other distributors to pay their 
bills, a chronic problem for independents. 
The X-Teens were among the 10 bands 

featured on the well-regarded North Caro¬ 
lina compilation, Mondo Montage, put out 
by Dolphin earlier this year. Of those 10 
bands, Let’s Active (led by R.E.M. pro¬ 
ducer, Mitch Easter) has been snatched by 
I.R.S. and will have an EP out soon, and 
Dolphin will be releasing LPs by The Snap 
and The Accelerators (formerly Moon 
Pie). Justice will not truly be served, how¬ 
ever, until someone signs the fabulous 
Rick Rock, whose "Buddha Buddha” and 
“Sputnik” were among Mondo Montage's 
brightest. 

X-Teens, produced by Easter sidekick 
Don Dixon at Mitch’s Drive In Studio in 
Winston-Salem, North Carolina, is a 
spunky, energetic debut. It includes the ap¬ 
pealing, reggae-tinged “Heaven in Your 
Eyes” from Mondo Montage and other 
strong tunes like “Hard Is a Love Depart¬ 
ing” and “Cold War.” 
The X-Teens got some of their strongest 

material, however, by confusing cleverness 
with intelligence and technique with com¬ 
plexity. Perfectly good songs are sabotaged 
by Yes-style time changes, lame instru¬ 
mental pyrotechnics, and absurd vocal ex¬ 
cesses. Less would definitely be more from 
these talented popsters, who apparently 
are not content "merely” playing pop. 

the entree and never let up, spotting 
snatches of “Mr. Moonlight” or “Match¬ 
box”—or was that just a whole section of 
“You’re Gonna Lose That Girl” that just 
shot by? Non-hipsters will play the same 
parlor game, but more in the spirit of de¬ 
light and delirium in which this little ripple 
of weirdness was made. 

In an era crammed with musicians and 
fans who’d rather sleep on nails than loos¬ 
en up and get goofy, here come (according 
to the back cover) Pud, Stiff, Rocko and 
Jumpy. Their sole purpose, apparently, is 
to rewrite songs and riffs from early and 
mid-period Beatles, and have a wonderful 
time doing so. To that end, there’s a cheesy 
cover, cheesy production and some amaz¬ 
ingly smart songwriting. 

Don’t think for a minute that the Spon¬ 
getones are satirists like the Rutles or dim¬ 
wit, dead-serious copycats. No kidding— 
whole sections of songs are reheated verba¬ 
tim, but it’s not necrophilia, either. Tracks 
like “She Goes Out With Everybody” or 
“Every Night Is A Holiday” are gentle, in¬ 
telligent meditations on riches in the pop 
treasure chest that lots of ’83 bands use 
carelessly and never say thank you for. 
Beat Music, hat in hand and heart on 
sleeve, says thank you. 

ROCK FOR LIGHT 
Bad Brains 

BEAT MUSIC 
Spongetones 
Ripete 

By 
Laura 
Fissinger 

having hip 
people over 
for dinner, 
hide this record. They’d probably start at 

rock ’n’ roll. Defined by the brutal simplic¬ 
ity of its guitarists and the screeching ato-
nality of its vocalists, it slices rock to the 
bone that lends it form. In the hands of 
bands like Flipper, who have no desire to 
tune their instruments or craft their songs, 
hardcore is some of the most noisome gar¬ 
bage ever dumped onto vinyl. But played 
by folks like Fear and Bad Brains—the 
fundamental west coast and east coast 
thrash bands, respectively—hardcore al¬ 
lows the listener to achieve a catharsis 
that’s rarely engendered by any musical 
form. Both bands possess the intelligence 
and sense of humor to channel their fury in 
constructive directions. 
The BB’s were the first and, with Minor 

Threat, the most important of the Wash¬ 
ington, D.C. hardcore (or harDCore) 
bands, who represent the angry underside 
of life for the rich kids of the nation’s capi¬ 
tol. HarDCore is designed for a form of 
dance that is, to say the least, physically 
demanding. The idea is to jump up onto 
the stage, garbed in leather and heavy 
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boots, and then leap back into the swarm¬ 
ing crowd with a twist or a flip. Amazing¬ 
ly, the incidence of serious injury is 
relatively low. The HarDCore bands play 
songs—many of them less than a minute 
long—that possess a pile-driving rhythm 
and virtually no tune. 

That’s the formula that the Bad Brains 
apply on much of Rock For Light, and it’s 
never been applied more precisely or effec¬ 
tively. There’s enough raw power on this 
record to light a major urban center for 
several decades. But what’s surprising 
about this record is that the BB’s are also a 
reggae band, playing everything from basic 
reggae-rock to more contemporary dub 
styles. They’re certainly one of the best 
American reggae outfits, and just when 
you think you couldn’t stand another 60-
second kamikaze punk song, they offer up 
a mellow, four-minute skank that provides 
blessed relief. 
And if that isn’t unique enough for you, 

the BB’s also have the distinction of being 
the world’s only all-black hardcore band. 
On “Sailin’ On” they create the first syn¬ 
thesis of thrash and r&b. Produced by Ric 
Ocasek, Rock For Light possesses the most 
transparent sound of any hardcore album 
thus far released. 

Listening to Rock for Light is, in short, a 
pleasurable and intensely odd experience. 

DON’T TAKE MY 
COCONUTS 
The Coconuts 
EMI America 

By 
Nick 
Burton 

l^^-id Cre¬ 
ole and The 
Co c onu t s’ 
Wise Guy 
was one of last year’s best albums, a 
smooth mixture of Latin rhythms, calypso 
and funk, the product of August “Kid Cre¬ 
ole” Darnell’s fertile musical imagination. 
And although Don't Take My Coconuts is 
for all intents and purposes the first solo 
album from the three female vocalists 
known as The Coconuts, Darnell plays 
such a major role on this record (he pro¬ 
duced as well as wrote or co-wrote six of 
the nine tracks here) that it could well bear 
the subtitle Wise Guy II. 

This is not to imply that The Coconuts— 
Adriana Kaegi, Cheryl Poirier, and Taryn 
Hagey—don’t deserve any of the artistic 
credit. The trio harmonizes beautifully, 
and Poirier, who handles most of the lead 
vocals, has a sweet, sexy style. On tracks 
like “Maladie D’amour,” “Ticket To The 
Tropics” (a dead ringer for Wise Guy's 
"I’m Not Your Daddy”), and “The Glory 
That Was Eden,” Poirier’s vocals convey 
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RECORD, the fastest growing music 
monthly around. 

Earn extra profits at no risk, by sell¬ 
ing ROLLING STONE and the RECORD 
in your store. We can supply you with 
the copies, and helpyou display them 
with free customized counter racks. 

Call us collect at 212/350-1203... 
Ask for Jim Jacobs... he 'I I give you 
the details and start your copies 
coming. 

Darnell’s tropical island atmosphere in a 
lovely way. With the samba/calypso musi¬ 
cal backing, the overall effect is akin to a 
cool breeze on a hot summer’s day. 

Like everything Darnell has had a hand 
in (from Dr. Buzzard to Kid Creole), this 
album follows a scenario. Here, Darnell in¬ 
troduces the girls by way of the title track 
(a rather evil-sounding voodoo-reggae 
cut), and what follows is a Coconuts “ben¬ 
efit concert,” complete with song intro¬ 
ductions and thank-yous from the girls 
amidst canned applause. But don’t let that 
throw you off; the music here is what 
counts, and fine music it is. It’s eccentric, 
refreshing, and about as up-beat as pop 
ever gets. I mean, anyone who can take 
Harold Arlen and E.Y. Harburg’s “If 
I Only Had a Brain” from The ¡Vizard of 
Oz and turn it into a cool, sexy samba 
rather than pop kitsch deserves praise 
indeed. 

Like ¡Vise Guy, Don ’t Take My Coconuts 
is extremely effective in its meshing of eth¬ 
nic musical styles (or to use Darnell’s own 
term, “race music") and The Coconuts 
themselves are a joy to listen to. 

HEXBREAKER 
The Fleshtones 
1RS. 

By 
Craig 
Zeller 

YOURS A he Flesh¬ 
tones are 
proud prac¬ 
titioners of 

clings. (The closest thing to an element of 
surprise on this album is the demented dis¬ 
co falsetto that pierces the chorus of 
“Right Side Of A Good Thing.”) On some¬ 
thing like “Deep In My Heart,” the sly or¬ 
gan break is the one part of the song where 
I wasn’t moved to mutter, “Come on, boys, 
let’s get the hell on with it.” Which pretty 
much sums up my attitude on the ten cuts 
that follow it. 
The ’Tones do try to liven up the medi¬ 

ocrity from time to time. They pitch in all 
sorts of little bits to spruce things up, like 
scuzzy fuzztone leads and back-up vocals 
that shout “HEY!” or "Whoa-oh!” and 
fade-in carousing (the title cut) and anx¬ 
ious harmonicas and Revere’s Raiders 
rhythm ("Want!”), and painfully embar¬ 
rassing dialogue (like “We reject your false 
values” from “New Scene”). 

But it all adds up to nada because the 
songs are so stupefyingly average that no 
matter how many twists you give them, 
you’re still left with the sad truth: this stuff 
is strictly Xerox City. The Fleshtones may 
have willing spirits (the better part of the 
title cut) and strong flesh (“Screamin’ 
Skull” is a halfway decent pounder) but 
their minds are weary and they’re far too 
ready to settle for being second best. They 
need to put something in their originals be¬ 
sides pilfered afterthoughts inspired by 
Nuggets. 
And please God (or whoever’s up there), 

could we have a 10-year moratorium on 
bleached-out token LP instrumentals like 
“Legend Of A Wheelman”? I swear by all 
that’s holy—if I hear one more this year. 
I'm locking myself in a closet with Red 
Prysock’s “Hand Clappin’ ” for a week. 

The world's most 
unique book catalog 

for music fans!! 
It you like to read about music and the people 
who make it. send for your free copy of our 

catalog! Over 500 titles listed • from best-sellers 
to hard-to-find imports and out-of-prints! All in 

stock and available right now! We ve been sell¬ 
ing music-oriented books by mail for over six 
years, why not join our list of satisfied 

customers? Send tor our catalog now! 

house party rock ’n’ roll with generous 
doses of garage band earnestness thrown 
in. At their best they sound like a distilla¬ 
tion of a dozen AM ’60’s punk-rock outfits 
trying to barrel their way past one hit-won¬ 
der status. On their first official LP release, 
Roman Gods, they were right on the beam 
for the most part. It was a rollicking affair 
with all the borrowings and influences 
neatly absorbed, freshly squeezed and 
amusingly rendered. It was the sort of rec¬ 
ord where you could imagine band mem¬ 
bers using rolled up Shadows of Knight 
posters to bat out the beat, loving every 
minute of it. 

WHAM 
Wham 
Columbia 

By 
Laura 
Fissinger 

j f this band 
was smart 
it would 
have named 

Send for your copy now 

GOLDMINE BOOKSHELF 
BOX 187-Z. FRASER. Ml. 48026 
Yes! Please send me your free catalog! 

Name 

Address _ 

City _ 

State_ Zip 

Unfortunately, no such visions come to 
mind on the very unimpressive Hex¬ 
breaker. By no means a disaster, it’s still a 
distinct letdown with plenty of dead air 
and tossed-off filler. Sure, this band still 
makes with the enthusiasm and they’re 
miles away from the dreaded jade-out. But 
all the high spirits in the world can’t 
save—or excuse— material as relentlessly 
ordinary as this. 
The songs on Hexbreaker are generally 

eager beaver mixtures of done-to-death cli¬ 
chés and we’ve-heard-it-all-before recy¬ 

itself something silly like, say, Flock of 
Spinners, or Earth Wind and Fire and the 
Furious Five. But silliness on this debut is 
not deliberate; these Brits are toothless 
tourists gawking at American soul, their 
songs blurry Polaroids at best. “Bad 
Boys” crawled up the charts in their 
homeland anyway, a really silly thing con¬ 
sidering all the decent dance music to pick 
from. 

This division of dance pop is remedial 
synth-soul, with that last word used very 
loosely indeed. So clumsy is the thievery 
that one wonders why they bothered to 
put their own names on it. In a gaffe-track 
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called “Wham Rap" alone, you’ve got the 
horn arrangements of EWF, the chat scat 
of Grandmaster Flash, the rhythm and 
bass guitar lines of Chic, and the harmo¬ 
nies of MORs like the Commodores. In 
the mood and scope of its misfire, “Bass 
Line” is the Cowsills doing Sylvester; 
“Club Tropicana” might well be Freddie 
Mercury jamming with Peter Allen (if you 
can picture such a thing). 
The bliss of ignorance might have made 

Wham into perverse pleasure, but no such 
luck, not with passable cocktail jazz piano 
and the kinky rhythmic wisecracks from 
the bass and drums. Was this actually 
somebody’s final project in a modern mu¬ 
sic class? They probably got an A for neat¬ 
ness, a B for effort and a happy return to a 
dentistry major. 

SWEAR 
Tim Scott 
Sire Records 

EDDY 
GRANT 
Continued from page 24 
for hawking their goods to tourists. In 
short order there appeared a soul-calypso 
protest hit, “Jack (Dah Beach Is Mine),” 
by Barbadian recording artist The Mighty 
Gabby, co-written and produced by Grant 
at Blue Wave Studios and released on Ice 
Records. 
Grant has already completed all but the 

final editing of the tracks for his next al¬ 
bum, tentatively titled Going for Broke (an 
early ’84 release is expected), and plans are 
being made for a feature-length movie, 
with concert footage to be filmed in Caesa¬ 
rea, Israel. 
With these two projects in the works, his 

first American tour in full swing, and Kill¬ 
er on the Rampage and “Electric Avenue” 
still riding high on the charts, these are 
heady times for Grant. Asked if, after so 

many years of struggle, it’s penetrated that 
he’s finally hit, he answers by first describ¬ 
ing his response at learning how Killer was 
beginning to take off, and then displaying 
an equanimity and openness appropriate 
to a man willing to question whether he’s 
sitting down or standing on his head: “I 
thought, this is crazy. These people have 
never bought one record of mine before. 
I’ve been an underground artist for so 
long—in New York, in places like Chicago 
and Washington, lots of little ghetto areas 
in other parts of country—trying to pump 
this music out, and the radio would not 
play it. 
“Now all of sudden they’re playing it. 

And then all of the sudden it’s successful. 
So now I say, all right, fine. I’ll just contin¬ 
ue in the way that I’ve been doing. I mean. 
I’ve never bowed to format or whatever it 
is, because, I don’t understand it. I under¬ 
stand only one thing: how to make music. 
And I make the music, and if people like it 
at the radio, or the TV, or wherever, fine. If 
they don’t, well that’s fine too. Because I’m 
used to it both ways.” 

JAMES 
BROWN 

conditions. “I’ve recorded and produced 
myself from jump street,” proclaims the 
Godfather. “I went to all the labels with 
the tapes and told them all I need is total 
contentment and to be left alone. There 

ehrer’s penchant for the platinum “new 
music” hook is not foolproof, along comes 
this OK but virtually unremarkable EP 
from newcomer Tim Scott. Gottehrer may 
have played a significant role in getting 
the careers of Blondie and the Go-Go’s 
off the ground, but, based on this outing, 
his perception of Scott as “something 
unique, a really fresh talent” escapes these 
ears. 

Scott has impeccable credentials as a 
musician, culminating with a three-year 
tenure as a member of the Rockats, a popu¬ 
lar regional rockabilly band. His guitar 
playing is tough and occasionally perverse 
(intro to title track), his synthesizer tex¬ 
tures colorful and discrete. But even Got-
tehrer’s full-bore production sound can’t 
obscure the fact that Scott’s material has 
yet to crystallize and his singing can’t sup¬ 
port the gusto dunk soul-shouter style he’s 
writing in. 

In fact, Scott has the maddening talent 
to nearly succeed at everything: the guitar 
hook on the single “Swear” is almost com¬ 
pelling, the ominous sounding vocal on 
“Uncommitted,” the closest thing to a 
standout track on the EP, almost con¬ 
vinces. When Scott tries to inject some 
message mojo into lightweight vehicles like 
“Good As Gold,” things get really painful. 
There is definitely some promise here, but 
at this point, Scott seems like nothing more 
than just another high-tech guy destined to 
fall into the cracks between significant 
music. 

Continued from page 18 
Island Records and the reason why James 
Brown is releasing a new LP this year rath¬ 
er than last. In mid-’82 word came that 
Brown had signed with Island and would 
be recording in the Bahamas with the re¬ 
doubtable Sly Dunbar and Robbie Shake¬ 
speare. But what appeared to be a 
collaboration made in Heaven turned out 
to be an idea whose time had not yet come. 
After a few sessions Brown returned to his 
home in Augusta. 

“Island and I did sign a contract,” he ex¬ 
plains, “but they decided they didn’t want 
to be changed. If I couldn’t deliver a mes¬ 
sage that was true and sincere, I didn’t 
want to deliver no message. I haven’t any¬ 
thing harsh to say against them—just that 
I had different thoughts and they had dif¬ 
ferent thoughts.” 

Left to his own devices, Brown came up 
with a six-cut LP on which no one track 
sounds like another. Bring It On's song se¬ 
lection is diverse enough to include a 
bluesy remake of Ray Charles’ “The Right 
Time” and a soulful reading of Roy 
Acuff’s “Tennessee Waltz,” as well as an 
urgent new original entitled “You Can’t 
Keep A Good Man Down” and, in the tra¬ 
dition of some of Brown’s old King sides, a 
Bill Doggett-style organ instrumental 
(with JB at the Hammond B-3) ideal for 
skating. 

Still, it comes out pure James Brown, 
programmers be damned. And once again, 
the issue is strength, having a code and 
holding fast to it under the most trying 

“I’ve recorded 
and produced 
myself from jump 
street,” proclaims 
the Godfather. 
“There ain’t no 
King Records no 
more. But I’ve 
stayed true to 
James Brown. 
And what you’re 
hearing—what ra¬ 
dio’s hearing—is 
at least faithful to 
that vision.” 
ain’t no King Records no more. But I’ve 
stayed true to James Brown. And what 
you’re hearing—what radio’s hearing—is 
at least faithful to that vision.” O 
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 
ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Looking To Advertise By Mail? 
THEN YOU SHOULD PLACE A CLASSIFIED AD 
in RECORD. Beginning with the October issue RE¬ 
CORD will be newly designed to a glossy-style format. 
Regular classified ads cost $1.75 per word, 15-word mini¬ 
mum. Illustrated classified space is $130 per column 
inch, one inch minimum. The column inch width will in¬ 
crease 29% to 2K'. RECORD, Classified, 745 Fifth 
Ave., NY, NY 10151. For further info., call Patti Fiore at 
(212) 350-1297._ 

Free Promotional Albums 
CONCERT TICKETS, STEREOS, ETC. INFORMA-
tion, Barry Publications, 477 82nd St., Brooklyn, NY 
11209._ 

RECORD CONVENTIONS NOW HELD ALL OVER 
the U.S.A.’ Zillions of records, incredible bargins! Send 
for our FREE schedule! Recordvention, Suite 114-R, 
19777 W. 12 Mile, Southfield, MI 48076. 

ART 
ORIGINAL PORTRAITS CREATED OF YOUR 
band, favorite singer/group. Individual, composite, on¬ 
stage; most media. Portraits Etc., Box 202, Marlboro, 
MD 20772. 

BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 
SPRINGSTEEN FANS DISCOVER • BACK¬ 
STREETS," the best Springsteen magazine. Subscrip¬ 
tions $10 year; current issue $3 ppd. Box 51225-D, Seat¬ 
tle, WA 98115. 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 
WANT TO EARN FAST MONEY? IT’S SO SIMPLE 
you’ll be surprised someone hasn’t thought of it yet. For 
information send $1.50 to: V.L. Swain, Suite 80, 112 Tu¬ 
lane S.E., Albq., N.M. 87106. We guarantee satisfactory 
results. 

CLOTHING 
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 Colum¬ 
bia, Glendale, CA 91205. 

COLLECTOR’S ITEMS 
BEATLES CATALOG - ORIGINAL MEMORABILIA, 
model, dolls. Yellow Submarine items, lots more! Send 
$1. Schreiber, Box 2704 (186 RD), Huntington Beach, 
CA 92649. I buy memorabilia! 

OUR NEW 100-PAGE ROCK, NEW WAVE & TEEN-
magazine catalog is now available ($1.25—cash), con¬ 
taining complete listings (1949 to present) of thousands 
of magazines, tabloids, zines, books & memorabilia 
(Stones, Who, Monkees, Joplin, Beatles, Blondie, etc.) 
Back Issues, 28 Orchard St., Ridgefield Park, NJ 07660. 

DURAN DURAN COLLECTORS ITEMS, OTHER 
new and old wave records. Write for free catalog. Tony 
Sachs, 25 East 86 Street, New York, NY 10028. 

COLLEGES 
COLLEGIATE RESEARCH CATALOG—306 
pages—15,278 topics! Rush $2. Research, 1 1322 Idaho, 
#2O6RA, Los Angeles, CA 90025. (213) 477-8226. 

HOME VIDEO 
$$$ TURN YOUR RECORDS INTO PROFIT $$$. 
Videotape reveals insider’s secrets on buying/selling 
valuable rock records. Start making money now!! Satis¬ 
faction guaranteed. VHS/BETA. $29.95 4- $3 postage. 
Video, 5278 N. Augusta, Fresno, CA 93710. 

FAN CLUBS 
Genesis Information 
T-SHIRTS, SWEATSHIRTS, BOOKS, TOUR PRO-
grams, 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, Lon¬ 
don 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. 

GIFTS & MERCHANDISE 
GET IT ALL NOW! EVERTHING AVAILABLE IN 
rock related items! Heavy on heavy metal and new wave! 
FREE catalog. Musicade, Suite 114R, 19777 W. 12 Mile, 
Southfield, MI 48076. 

INSTRUCTION 
The Music Business Institute 
A CAREER PROGRAM IN MUSIC: COURSE IN-
eludes recording, studio, concert and video production; 
artist representation and management; retailing and 
wholesaling; record promotion and marketing; copyright 
and music industry law; songwriters and music publish¬ 
ing; & more. Employment assistance. Write for free bro¬ 
chure & career guide. MBI, Suite 400-RD, 2970 
Peachtree Rd., N.W., Atlanta, GA 30305. (404) 231-3303. 

PLAY ORGAN—PIANO! QUICKLY PROFES-
sionally! No memorizing, studying! Free sample: Nicmar, 
Box 17-RC1, Port Jervis, NY 12771. 

MESSAGES 
WAKE UP MUSIC WORLD TO SHEENA EASTON 
a very beautiful, charming lady and great music artist. 

MISCELLANY 
Credit Problems? 
GUARANTEED VISA, MASTERCARD WITH NO 
credit check. Plus other credit secrets. Free details! Send 
SASE to National Credit Company, Box 15114, Cleve¬ 
land, OH 441 15. 

INVENTIONS, IDEAS, NEW PRODUCTS WANTED! 
Industry presentation/national exposition. Call free 1-
800-528-6050. Arizona, 1-8OO-352-O458. X83I. 

PEN FRIENDS—ENGLAND—U.S.A. MAKE LAST-
ing friendship through correspondence. Send age, inter¬ 
est. Free reply: Harmony, Box 89RR, Brooklyn, NY 
11235. 

PERSONALIZED PHOTO ID IN COLOR SEND 
$5.50 (2 for $10) plus photo, description. Moneyback-
guarantee. Capricorn, Box 2130-RD, Industry, CA 
91746. 

MUSICIANS 
Musicians—get with it! 
WHY WAIT FOR THE RIGHT GROUP OR RIGHT 
musicians to find you? You can find them! Call us—the 
music industry’s largest nationwide referral & get things 
rolling now. 
Professional Musicians’ Referral TM 
Toll Free 800-328-8660 (612) 825-6848 
Or Call East Coast Ofc. (609) 547-7096 
Or Call West Coast Ofc. (714) 527-5611 

Musicians, free classified 
FREE SPACE IS PROVIDED TO RECORD 
subscribers who are musicians. If you need a gig, or addi¬ 
tional band members, send us your ad (25 word maxi¬ 
mum). All listings are subject to space availability. If you 
have something to buy or sell, you pay only $1.00 per 
word. Send your ad to: RECORD, Musicians’ Classified, 
745 Fifth Ave., N.Y., NY 10151. Attn: Patti Fiore. 

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

PLAY HOT LEAD GUITAR IN ONE WEEK GUAR-
anteed! Without reading music. Booklet includes over 70 
rock licks, plus tricks, scales, theory, techniques, more. 
$7.95. Hotlicks, Box I609-R-1, San Anselmo, CA 94960. 

FEMALE VOCALIST—21 YEARS OLD WANTS TO 
start or join rock band. No experience but willing to 
learn. Influenced by Def Leppard. Call Debbie: 913-782-
6916. 

WANTED: STRINGS, FLUTE, ETC. . . . NEED A 
few rockers leaning toward medieval sound. Collaborate, 
perform with songwriter. This music moves! Martin 
Walker, (in Virginia) 1-804-596-5421. 

RHYTHM GUITARIST LOOKING FOR WORK-
ing rock ’n roll band. Jake, R.R. 2, Box 47, Arcola, IL 
61910, 217-543-2516. 

OCCULT 
WITCHCRAFT’S POWER SECRETS! GAVIN & 
Yvonne Frost, world’s foremost Witches, teach you. De¬ 
tails. Box 1502-X, Newbern NC 28560. 

POSTERS & PHOTOS 
Color Concert Photos 
HUGE SELECTION. HUNDREDS OF PERFORMERS 
including rock, country, southern bands. Send $1 for 
beautiful illustrated catalog. Mention favorite. 
“Smile” 
Box 15293-RD 
Chesapeake, VA 23320-0293 

$1 Color Rock Concert Photos! 
PRIEST, POLICE, VAN HALEN, STONES. WHO. 
Adam, Benatar, Maiden, Clash, Zeppelin, Heart, Bea¬ 
tles, Fleetwood Mac, Olivia, Bowie, Loverboy, Rush, 
hundreds more! Best quality, absolute lowest pri¬ 
ces . . . Newest giant full-color catalog + 2 samples—$2, 
5 samples—$5. Front Row Photos, Box 484-RR, Nes¬ 
conset, NY 11767. 

The US Festival ’83 Lives 
THROUGH CLOSE-UP ROCK PHOTOGRAPHY. 3 
high quality 22’ X 28' photo-collages preserve each his¬ 
toric day. Each collage $5.00 plus $1.00 postage & han¬ 
dling. Specify: New Wave; Heavy Metal, Superstar 
Monday. Or all 3 on huge 5'6" X 2'4" wall hanging. 
$15.00. Satisfaction Guaranteed, 9071 Loehmanns Pla¬ 
za, Suite 180E-RC, Overland Park, KS 66212. Free rock 
memorabilia catalog with order. 

CONCERT PHOTOS—BEAUTIFUL COLOR PHO-
tos! Bob Seger, E-Street Band, Pat Benatar, Go-Go’s, 
Juice Newton, Olivia Newton-John, Neil Diamond, Ala¬ 
bama, Emmy Lou Harris, Hank, Jr., Willie Nelson. Send 
$1 for sample/catalog: Concert Photos, Box 15155-TR, 
Panama City, FL 32406. 

ORIGINAL MOVIE POSTERS! CATALOG $2 (RE-
fundable). Movie Poster Gallery, Dept. 18, Box 2745. 
Ann Arbor, MI 48106. (313) 665-3151. 

RECORDS & TAPES 
AUDIOPHILE RECORD GALLERY DISCOUNTS 
ultra sound directdisc, half mastered, digital, DBX, Japa¬ 
nese Imports, more! We specialize, only the finest fidelity 
recordings. Catalog $1. Box 1073, Vienna, VA 22180. 

JUKEBOX FANS! RECORDS AVAILABLE FROM 
1950-1983. Specials monthly. Send your want list and 
SASE for quote. Jukebox Friday Night, Box 471, Mariet¬ 
ta, GA 3OO6I. 

OPEN REEL TAPE—MOSTLY AMPEX 641/671. 
Used once, unspliced, unboxed 7" 1800' or 2400' Reels; 
25 for $39.00. Sample: $2. Ten 3600' 107/ Reels $32.00. 
Sample: $3.50. New, premium cassettes/8TRK; Sample: 
$1 each. Audio Tapes, Box 9584-F, Alexandria, VA 
22304. (703) 892-8722. Visa/MC. 
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 
YOU CAN T BUY THESE RECORDS! NY DOLLS, 
Buzzcocks, Television, BadBrains, Johnny Thunders, 
Dictators, BushTetras, Malaria, MC5, Germs, Nico, 
Fleshtones, 8 Eyed Spy, Suicide, many more! They exist 
only as authorized album length cassettes—top quality, 
professional liner notes, band photos, colorful graphics. 
Be amazed by our free catalog. Write: 
Roir Cassettes 
611 Broadway, Suite 214RM 
New York, NY 10012 

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

Rare Rock Specialist! 
LARGEST 50’s & 60-s SELECTION, ROCKABILLY 
& Psychedelia; reissues & originals—Latest French 
pressings of your fave 80’s artists: Springsteen, E. John, 
Police, K. Bush, O.N.J. etc.—Many are French only! 
Specify interests - Send stamp for list - Retail & wholesale 
(212) 675-2768. Midnight Reds., Box 390 R, N.Y., N.Y. 
10011. Visit our store: 255 West 23rd St., N.Y., N.Y. 
10011. 

DR. GONZO / 

WILD TURKEY 101 

T-SHIRTS 

I low ovailatfei Famous drawing of the Doctor 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: 
Mile High Shirt Factory , Box 4031, Boulder, CO 80301 

EXCLUSIVE!!! FROM BLOOM COUNTY— 
AMERICA'S HOTTEST CARTOON STRIP 

50,000 Records For Sale. .. 
EACH MONTH IN GOLDMINE, WORLD S 
Largest Record Collectors Magazine. All types of music, 
all eras, all labels. From common to rare records. Plus 
interviews with past and present recording stars. Sample 
$2.50. 12 issues $20.00. Goldmine, Dept AB4, Iola, WI 
54990. 

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

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

The world of Opus and Friends 
appears for the first time 
on T-Shirts and in a book 

Single Copy 5.95 

Opus-T 
5446 Highway 290 West 
Suite 301 
Austin, Texas 78735 

Penguin Lust T-Shirt 8.95 
Penguin lersey 9.95 

MORE MUSIC FOR YOUR MONEY! NEW RE-
leases, imports, cut-outs, and out-of-print records. All 
specially priced. VISA-Mastercard accepted. Catalogs $1 
(refundable). Spin Dizzy, Dept. A, Box 21723, Milwau¬ 
kee, WI 53221. 

RUBBER STAMPS 
3 Stooges Rubber Stamp 

SEND $4.95 PLUS 50c POSTAGE TO: LOVELAND 
Rubber Stamp, 1402 W. Eisenhower, Loveland, CO 
80537. Allow 10 days. 

SONGWRITERS 
SONGWRITERS RESOURCES AND SERVICES IS 
a non-profit organization dedicated to the education and 
protection of songwriters. For free information, write or 
call: SRS, 6772 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, CA 90028. 
(213) 463-7178. 

WANTED 
Wanted: Rock Interviews 
FOR ROLLING STONE MAGAZINE S "CONTINU¬ 
OUS History of Rock and Roll” radio program. Original 
material only. Must be air quality. Payment upon accep¬ 
tance. Not responsible for unsolicited tapes! Call or write 
ROLLING STONE c/o Jimmy Fink, 15 Baraud Rd., 
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Bloom County T-Shirt 8.95 
Bloom County lersey 9.95 

Full-color design ! 
Send Check or Money Order Plus Î1 Postage & Handling Per Item 

OLDIE BUT GOOD T’s 
RECORD LABEL TRANSFERS 

Third in a 
series of 
collectible 
iron on transfers 
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 Hts., OH 44137 

Add $2.00 for order» outside U.S.A. 

Twe KoíLING Situes 

is coming 1
For advance information on this 

comprehensive illustrated 
encyclopedia (more than 3,000 
entries!) of Stonedom, write to: 

^ock-^\t-Klome8 
150 East 35 Street 

Suite G3 
New York. NY 10016 

Rock Read, where rock ’n’ roll is 
more than meets the ear, announces 
its latest collection of more than 100 
import books, new books, old books, 
songbooks and hard-to-find books 

on rock music, from AC/DC through 
Zappa with all stops in between! 

Call or write for our FREE CATALOG! 

Rock Read Dept . RD 799 Broadway 
New York. N.Y. 10003 (212) 533-9700 

APPROVED 

wwn photo 
I n íâ® jw?» —r 

GUARANTEED BEST QUALITY I.D. 'ÍXizJ 
"LET US SEND YOU THE PROOF" 
100% SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK 
•FULL-COLOR ONE PIECE PLASTIC CARD* 
- (no glued-on photo) -
SENDtHOO NAME ADDRESS SE* HEIGHT WEIGHT EYES 
COl OR HAIR BIRTHDATE SMALL PHOTO (booth type . ► . 
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PERSPECTIVES 

DEBORAH FROST 
NEW YORK 

DO YOU KNOW 
WHERE YOU'RE 
GOING TO? 

D
iana Ross’s two-night stand in 
Central Park in late July empha¬ 
sized some sad truths about the 
artist and about free shows, black 
shows, perhaps any popular en¬ 

tertainment aimed at American youth in 
general. You take your chances when you 
go to a rock concert held in an arena or sta¬ 
dium. You also get searched at the door— 
something that didn’t (and probably 
couldn’t) happen in Central Park. But what 
does it say about the music being made in 
the arenas when you’ve got to be drunk, 
stoned and/or stupid in order to appreciate 
it? Still, if you’ve worked hard for the mon¬ 
ey (or just worked hard conning your folks 
out of the money) some acts are charging 
these days, you’ve got an investment in the 
proceedings. If you’ve paid for it, you’re 
less likely to let some jerk mess it up. The 
people who flock to free concerts have no 
such stake. Elton John’s Central Park con¬ 
cert a few years back was typical: packs of 
young white males in altered mental states 
committed minor acts of vandalism and 
abuse (the latter being mostly verbal and di¬ 
rected primarily at women). 

But black concerts attract a slightly dif¬ 
ferent element. After the Jacksons’ and 
Rick James’ shows at Madison Square 
Garden in 1981, there were numerous 
chain snatchings and muggings—a prob¬ 
lem that occurs at many shows that attract 
black teenagers in urban areas. The kids 
who hurt, hassled and robbed after both of 
Diana Ross’ shows (although the violence 
of the first night went virtually unreported 
by the press, which chose instead to make 
front page news out of the lady singing in 
the rain) were just taking care of business. 
You can chalk it up to unemployment, 

bad schools, teenage welfare mothers, lack 
of stable home environment. The fact is, 
they pull these stunts every day, anywhere 
they can get away with it. They not only 
prey regularly on white people, but on 
their own communities, which in the end 
suffer most. The result is not only an addi¬ 
tional log on the racist fire that’s smolder¬ 
ing beneath every American city, but 
something more immediate. There will 
simply be fewer cheap mass events that en¬ 
able black and white people to celebrate 
our mutual culture. So what are we going 
to do about it, short of arming ourselves, 
which is the solution too many people I 
know have not only suggested but adopt¬ 
ed? Maybe more important, what are black 

performers, who provide some of their 
communities’ few role models, going to 
do? Isn’t it about time someone like Rick 
James, instead of moaning about not get¬ 
ting on MTV and being deprived of the 
bucks white boys are making, ought to ac¬ 
cept some responsibility for the behavior 
he encourages? On the other hand, his 
complaints draw some fire away from his 
real problem: not only is his stoned super-

I wonder how the 
events of July 21 
and 22 will af¬ 
fect the conscious¬ 
ness of Diana Ross, 
a woman whose 
entire career has 
been devoted to 
getting as far away 
from her roots as 
possible? 
stud act a dated exploitation of the basest 
black stereotypes, but he can’t come up 
with a new riff. And I wonder how the 
events of July 21 and 22 will affect the con¬ 
sciousness of Diana Ross, a woman whose 
entire career has been devoted to getting as 
far away from her roots as possible? 

In one of the greatest publicity stunts in 
pop history, Ross got herself booked on the 
pretense of providing a new playground 
(named after her, naturally) for the park. If 
this great humanitarian were really so con¬ 
cerned about the condition of the city’s 
swingsets, why didn’t she just write a 
check? Likewise, if she really wants to per¬ 
form for the people who can’t afford her 
regular shows (as Parks Commissioner 
Henry Stern claimed—too bad Ross could 
barely remember her staunch defender’s 
name when the credits rolled on her TV 
special) why doesn’t she just lower her tick¬ 
et prices? Because they wouldn’t pay the 
upkeep on her Connecticut weekend place, 

which is where her kids likely do most of 
their playing, contrary to the pre-concert 
hype she fed eager interviewers. And isn’t 
the $60,(XX) the city was supposedly getting 
rather piddling in comparison to the mil-
lion-dollar fee Ross purportedly received 
from the cable satellite hookup that beamed 
her ego trip around the world? 

In a way, though, Diana Ross was 
lucky. She’s too MOR to suffer the stigma 
attached to the Stones after Altamont. 
And the acts of God and the mob that 
marred her shows helped mask another 
fact: put bluntly, her performance sucked. 
What was this tacky production, com¬ 

plete with hula-skirted chorus line, doing 
anywhere beyond Las Vegas city limits? 
Stop! In the name of taste. The band? It 
remained offstage like a group of servants, 
precluding any genuine musical interac¬ 
tion. Not that there would have been 
any—these musicians were a dull, pre-fab 
bunch best suited to the wedding and bar 
mitzvah circuit. Which is where most of 
Ross’s current material belongs, too. 
Where are the Motown bosses who provid¬ 
ed her with good songs, and taught her 
how to move onstage and how to relate to 
an audience? Left to her own devices, she 
communicates nothing, save a love of mon¬ 
ey and a willingness to do anything to get it 
(such as stripping to her underwear in the 
middle of Central Park to display her 
“Muscles,” or lack thereof). And in a tell¬ 
ing moment, she demonstrated her love for 
the songs that established her by perform¬ 
ing a superficial, one-verse medley of three 
Suprêmes hits. No wonder that on the cov¬ 
er of Ross she presents herself as a glassy¬ 
eyed mannequin, perfectly matching the 
disembodied voice within. 

I escaped from the park during an endless 
version of “Endless Love.” My editor didn’t 
make me go back the next night. He’d run 
into the mob on Central Park West and de¬ 
cided to re-assign the story to Mr. T. Any¬ 
way, I figured I could always stay home and 
watch it on the tube. As if it mattered. Rain 
or no rain, Diana Ross is a washout. O 
Deborah Frost is a freelance writer living in 
New York City. 

Perspectives is an open forum for anyone wishing 
to express an opinion on an issue relevant to con¬ 
temporary music. Manuscripts should be no 
more than 1000 words in length, typed, double¬ 
spaced and accompanied by a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope. Send to RECORD/Perspec-
tives, 745 Fifth Avenue, New York. N. Y. 10151. 
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