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FOR THOSE IN THE FAST LANE. 

THE ONLY SOUND THAT’LL PASS. 
Clarion. With so many systems to choose from, 

the hardest part about buying one is deciding which 
system to buy. There’s a full line ofAM/FM stereo 
cassette receivers, power amps, equalizer/amplifiers 
and speakers. Hot-sounding audio units that'll put you 
miles ahead of the others. 

And advanced technology places control ol 
the sound where it belongs, at your finger tips. With 

features like Magi-tune liru electronic tuning, separate 
bass and treble equalization and Dolby® noise reduc¬ 
tion you can tailor the sound to the way you like 
it. Incredible sound quality and control. Thal's what 
makes Clarion the best sounding car system yet. 

Hear it at your Clarion dealer. 
Then you'll know. 
When it comes to traveling in the fast fane, nothing 

else passes. In fact, nothing else even comes close. 
Dolby is a registered trademark ol Dolby Laboratories 

©Clarion 
CAR AUDIO 

MOVING AT THE SPEED OF SOUND 
Clarion Corp ol America, 5500 Rosecrans Avenue. Lawndale. CA 90260 



Every Man Has a Woman 
ELVIS COSTELLO 

ROSANNE CASH 

co 
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IN THE MANY CENTURIES I MAT HAVE LIVEO OR MAT LIVE YOU ARE THE OHLV SOUL THAT HAO SO MUCH FAITH IN ME. THANK VOU. 10HN 

AN ALL Each of these artists has placed 

A vrir^-ir a --v a their signature on a truly memorable work __ ASSEMBLAGE of art. “Every Man Has A Woman,” a birthday I rpA y T^TKYnr’ tribute honoring the words and music of toko Ono. *W| 
CJjC I I ,hN I Featuring all new previously unreleased recordings by Elvis Costello, 

ATRUTICO UT Money Worry Nilsson, Rosanne Cash, Roberta Flack, Trio, 
VXlxX Il 1 rMlVi ̂11 J Spirit Choir, Alternating Boxes, Sean Ono Lennon and John Lennon. 

Every Man Has A Woman” a celebration in song. Featuring the first 
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Why get stuck with component sound 
that always gets stuck at home? 
Auto Reverse. Dolby.* Separate speakers. This 
Panasonic AM/FM stereo cassette recorder gives 
you sophisticated component features. You can 
enjoy at home. Or away. 

The Panasonic Platinum Plus'" RX-C52 gives you superb 
listening. Whether you're just sitting at home. Or out 
heading for a good time. 

stereo. And if you 
want to play your 
favorite song again 
and again, Sam. 
Just touch a special 
button called One 
Program Repeat. Or 
if you want to skip 

With special features that make home Hi-Fi so satis¬ 
fying. Like Dolby for serious sound. Lots more music. 
With lots less noise. And Auto Reverse. So you can listen 
to both sides of the tape. Without turning it over. And 
feather-touch controls. 

A two-way four-speaker system gives you super 

songs to find your other favorites. The Tape Program 
Sensor takes you where you want to go. 

We can squeeze all this performance into this beau¬ 
tifully compact space. Thanks to our technology called 
TriTex '“circuitry. In fact,we could keep talking about the 
features. But we'd like you to get this show on the road. 
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HEY, GOOBER! 
ONE OF MY GRADUATE 
students brought me a copy of 
RECORD to show me that in 
Anthony DeCurtis’ article 
about R.E.M. (“An Open Par¬ 
ty,” June), Peter Buck states 
that he is reading and discuss¬ 
ing with his friends Thomas 
Pynchon’s V and the story of 
The Andy Griffith Show. As 
the author of The Andy Grif¬ 
fith Show (John Blair Publish¬ 
er, Winston-Salem, N.C.), I 
wanted to let your readers 
know that if rock groups can 
enjoy Andy of Mayberry, then 
the world is not yet lost! 

I might add that Mayberry 
was a very musical place itself, 
and perhaps one day you will 
feature an essay on the Dil¬ 
lards, that wonderful blue¬ 
grass group who played the 
Darling Boys on Andy’s show. 
And you might also pass on to 
Buck and other Mayberry fans 
that a new and expanded ver¬ 
sion of my book will appear 
this fall. Say "Hey” to 
Goober! 

RICHARD KELLY 
Professor of English and 

Mayberry Freak 
University of Tennessee 

Knoxville. TN 

DEAR JOE 
“EVERY AMERICAN IS 
responsible for what their gov¬ 
ernment does. If it ain’t being 
done in your name, then whose 
name is it being done in?” Re¬ 
member that fatuous general¬ 
ization made by Joe Strummer 
in the June issue of RECORD 
(“The Mouth That Roared”)? 

I dare say that remark angered 
many Americans and rightly 
so. 
Any government that’s 

elected doesn’t get put there by 
a 100 percent vote of the popu¬ 
lace, so how can all of the peo¬ 
ple be blamed for its actions? I 
fail to understand how Strum¬ 
mer can comment on the 
American public when he 
doesn’t even understand his 
own countrymen. “People in 
England are asleep,” he says. 
“They don’t realize what a fas¬ 
cist, racist press and police and 
government we’ve got.” Is that 
so? Well, I know four million 
people on the dole who might 
disagree with Strummer on 
that point. I marked my X 
against Maggie at the last elec¬ 
tion (and the one before that) 
and so did many other work¬ 
ing class people. 
As for the British press, in¬ 

deed, one particular paper is 
racist and filled with war¬ 
mongering, anti-working class 
Tory piffle, but against that we 
also have a paper that is non¬ 
racist and pro-working class. 
As with any police force, there 
are a few rotten eggs, but many 
British policemen are not rac¬ 
ists and do a good job with lit¬ 
tle thanks. 

Politics is not Strummer’s 
forte. How can he comment on 
Nicaragua when the closest 
he’s probably been to that 
country is a visit to the local 
cinema, feet up, eating pop¬ 
corn while watching Under 
Fire“) If I want factual infor¬ 
mation on the politics in¬ 
volved, I’d rather listen to the 
common sense of someone like 
John Pilger, who’s risked his 
life on many occasions to bring 
home the truth, than to some 

jumped up little squirt who 
doesn’t know his arse from his 
elbow. 

TERENCE REEN 
Basingstoke, Hants, England 

MARTINIZING 
YOUR AUGUST ISSUE 
story about my first Anniver¬ 
sary party (“Party Heart,” 
Music Video Notes) contains 
the following: “Asked what 
the secret of his success is, Ka¬ 
han had a simple answer: 
‘Good looking women. I love 
to work with them and they’re 
all over my clips.’” 

Well, not only did I not 
make such a moronic remark, 
I was never even asked the 
question. Had I been asked, 
however, I would have provid¬ 
ed your writer with a very sim¬ 
ple answer. Any success I’ve 
had is due to the efforts of the 
people who work with me. Af¬ 
ter 21 videos, made on budgets 
averaging $45,000 and never 
exceeding $60,000. we remain 
a team and continue to work 
the 24-hour shoots for the 
modest financial rewards that 
those budgets entail. There is 
no way I could execute the am¬ 
bitious concepts I do without 
the support they provide. Not 
only is that the “secret” of my 
success, it is the reason why 
any piece of film is successful. 

MARTIN KAHAN 
New York, NY 

the top directors in the field, as 
of the printing of your article 
in the September issue of RE¬ 
CORD ("On the Set,” Music 
Video Notes), neither RCA 
Video Productions nor the El¬ 
vis Presley Estate had made a 
selection among several sub¬ 
missions for the Elvis Presley 
video on “Blue Suede Shoes.” 

CHARLES J MITCHELL 
Vice President, 

Program Production, 
RCA Video Productions. Inc. 

New York, NY 

CAR SICKNESS 

ELVIS VIDEO 
ALTHOUGH WE CONSID-
er Martin Kahan to be one of 
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AFTER READING THE 
article on the Cars in the Au¬ 
gust RECORD (“Chasing the 
Cars”), I was furious at Ric 
Ocasek for his blatant remarks 
about his fellow band mem¬ 
bers. It sounds like Ric be¬ 
lieves all the other Cars are 
inept musicians who are 
blessed by God to be in a band 
with the Supreme Ocasek and 
that they would be nothing if 
they did not have this great 
privilege. If Mr. Big Shot does 
“all the shit,” as he says, then 
why did he bother to bring the 
band along with him on tour? 
Being so multi-talented, Oca¬ 
sek should start the one-man 
band he is very capable of be¬ 
ing and let the Cars use Ben 
Orr on all the vocals. The Cars 
would be better off, and nei¬ 
ther they nor the fans would 
have to hear any more of Oca-
sek’s obnoxious insults. 

DAWN RACKLEY 
Nashville, NC 

See the October Letters for 
Ocasek ’s rebuttal—Ed. 
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Jettmania. any¬ 
one? Joan Jett. 
America's own am¬ 
bassador of rock 
’n’ roll, established 
a beachhead in an¬ 
other country re¬ 
cently. Jett and 
her Blackhearts, 
who a few years 
back became the 
first U.S rock band 
to play East Ger¬ 

many. recently 
took Panama by 
storm. When a TV 
station gave out 
the address of her 
hotel, both hotel 
and station found 
themselves be¬ 
sieged by an esti¬ 
mated 5000 
people. Jett and 
company escaped 
with the aid of the 

National Guard 
and later got their 
chance to rock the 
South American 
republic. She’s pic¬ 
tured above open¬ 
ing the locks to 
the Panama Canal 
(the equivalent of 
getting the key to 
the city here, one 
supposes), a rare 
honor for a for¬ 

eigner: the last 
American to be ac¬ 
corded the privi¬ 
lege was another 
JJ, Jesse Jackson. 
The high-flying 
Jett then came 
back to the States 
to play a secret 
gig for the Ameri¬ 
can athletes at the 
Los Angeles Olym¬ 
pic Village. 

BOOKS 
With so many of rock and roll's original prac¬ 
titioners going off to that big jukebox in the 
sky, the timing on three new book releases is 
merely exquisite. First up is Nick Tosches’ 
The Unsung Heroes of Rock 'N' Roll 
(Scribner’s. *8.95). If Tosches' stories about 
such delectably obscure perf omers as Wanda 
Jackson, Cecil Gant, Jimmy Logsdon, etc., 
along with the better known pioneers like 
Big Joe Turner, Screamin' Jay Hawkins. Roy 
Brown aren't 1 OO% accurate—and it's impos¬ 
sible to see how they could be—well, he's still 
captured the spirit, the stone cold craziness 
of rock that did a number, for better or worse, 
on everybody written about here...Add to this 
the oral history/biography. The Life And 
Times of Little Richard (Harmony. *15.95). 
compiled by Charles White. With quotes 
from many of Richard’s contemporaries and 
compatriots acting as a much needed reality 
factor, the currently Right Rev. Penniman 
lets us in on a life filled with enough sex and 
drugs and rock and roll to last the Enquirer s 
’til Doomsday...And Pantheon Books has : 

just issued an updated version of Charlie Gil- a 
lett’s The Sound of The City (»7.95). Gillett's 
massive research job into the earliest days of g 
American rock was the first full length ef- : 
fort to treat the music legitimately when it 
appeared in the late '60s, and it remains one 
of the more informative. 

I
 Veteran Roxies Phil Manzanera and Andy Mackay recently announced on British TV 
that they've irrevocably split with co-founder, lounge lizard Bryan Ferry. So all systems 
are go for their new project, the Explorers, and their LP with Liverpool newcomer 
James Waith on vocals. Ferry, on the other hand, is keeping a low profile in New York 
as work proceeds on his solo record. But, according to his London spokesman, Ferry 
has nothing to say on the band's alleged split because there is none. The representative 
claims the band members are working on solo projects, something they've always 
done in the past. 



WAXWORKS 
Head gendarme Sting goes to 
work on a solo record following 
his appearance in the remake of 
The Bride of Frankenstein cur¬ 
rently wrapping in Europe. The 
album, due after the first of the 
year, will be produced by I.R.S. 
recording act Torch Song 
(I.R.S., you'll recall, is the label 
run by Police manager Miles 
Copeland, hence the connec¬ 
tion)... Afrika Bambaataa, 
fresh off his remarkable collabo¬ 
ration with James Brown on 
"Unity," has teamed up with 
Public Image, Ltd.'s John Ly¬ 
don, on a record which will 
probably see the light of day un¬ 
der the name of Time Zone. 
Meanwhile, the status of Bam-
baataa's Soul Sonic Force is 
questionable at this time, fol¬ 
lowing the late August arraign¬ 
ments of members M.C. 

A recent issue, of 
Sovletskaya Kul-
tura. a weekly 
published by the 
Communist Party 
Central Commit¬ 
tee, noted that Mi¬ 
chael Jackson 
abstains from 
drugs, drink and 
meat, is apolitical, 
sentimental, a de¬ 
vout Jehovah's 
Witness, and 
adores children. 
They ask : "Is that 
somebody to be 
imitated?" As for 
Jackson's political 
stance, the paper 
asserts he ac¬ 
knowledges the 
need to be "an hon¬ 
est Negro (who) re¬ 
spects his true 
masters and 
serves them ador¬ 
ingly." And. say 
the Bolsheviks, by 
undergoing plastic 
surgery in order to 
appear "1OO% 

white," Jackson is 
better able to be¬ 
come "a fully enti¬ 
tled member of the 
consumer society." 
Meanwhile, many 
Jehovah's Wit¬ 
nesses are said to 
be less than 
thrilled with their 
fellow worship¬ 
per’s fame, since 
the seeking of per¬ 
sonal popularity is 
one of the reli¬ 
gion’s no-no’s. And 
while Michael re¬ 
nounced the 
Thriller video in a 
recent issue of 
Awake, a Witness¬ 
es’ publication, 
church elders are 
confronted by a 
newer problem: a 
growing belief, es¬ 
pecially among 
some younger fol¬ 
lowers, that Mi¬ 
chael is the 
Messiah returned. 

G.L.O.B.E. and Pow Wow on 
federal bank robbery charges 
stemming from a 1981 hold¬ 
up. ..In an apparently successful 
attempt to knock Chicago IV-
Live at Carnegie Hall off the 
record books, performance art¬ 

ist Laurie Anderson has a five-
disc recording of her USA 
performances this year due out 
momentarily. For those who 
didn't get a chance to see the 
shows, you can follow the pro¬ 
ceedings in USA (the book), 

published by Harper and Row 
for $19.95. Didn't realize how 
expensive it was to be an Ander¬ 
son afficionado...Five of Philly's 
finest, the Hooters, have been 
signed by Columbia, no doubt 
on the strength of their recent 

Antenna Records release, Amo¬ 
re (see Vinyl Exams, August 
RECORD)... In a nice bit of 
cross-cultural exchange, reggae 
artists Black Uhuru cover Little 
Steven's "Solidarity" on their 
new Island album, Anthem. 

John Cafferty and the Beaver Brown Band tried unsuccesfutly for years to beat a rap as Springsteen soundalikes. Since 
no label would touch them, they signed to do the music for a rock movie about a fictional band. Eddie and the Cruisers, but 
the picture stiffed upon release last year and dragged their soundtrack down with it. Then some cable channels showed 
the film this summer and the soundtrack took off. going gold as it reached the Top 20. It’s still so hot. in fact, that their 
first real record. Tough All Over, due back in July, won’t come out ’til ’85. Having beat the comparisons to Bruce. Cafferty 
and company will now only have to compete with the Cruisers, a group that’s never even existed. 



YOU NAME 
IT... 
The Del Fuegos 
call it rock ‘n ’ roll 
BOSTON—“Not too drunk. 
Not too sober. Just drunk 
enough.” That’s the way Del 
Fuegos guitarist and songwrit¬ 
er Dan Zanes described his 
quartet’s onstage success 
formula. 

For three years the Del Fue¬ 
gos have been playing every 
club, bar, party and benefit 
within a 25-mile radius of Bos¬ 
ton. Now that the band’s debut 
Slash album. The Longest Day, 
has been released, the Del Fue¬ 
gos are ready to take on the 
rest of the world. 
The Del Fuegos play 

sprawling, crawling, grinding 
rock ‘n* roll in the tradition of 
Chuck Berry, Bo Diddley and 
the early Stones. But there’s 
also a generous dollop of Pres¬ 
ley, rockabilly and Everly 
Brothers harmonies thrown in 
for good measure. “It’s rock 
‘n’ roll,” says Zanes. “That’s I 

all I can ever call it.” 
Zanes moved to Boston to 

form the band after he met 
bass player Tom Lloyd at 
breakfast during their first day 
at Oberlin College. College 
lasted one year: “Playing in a 
band is what I always wanted 

to do,” explains Zanes. “The 
only reason I went to college 
was to form a band.” The rest 
of the group consists of drum¬ 
mer Woody Geissman, and 
Zanes’ younger brother War¬ 
ren, on lead guitar. 
As for the larger meaning of 

their mission, Dan Zanes is < 
straightforward in announcing ; 
that “rock ‘n’ roll is not an art 5 
form. It’s just a good form of ‘ 
entertainment.” Some might 
disagree, but for the Del Fue¬ 
gos, that’s good enough. 

—Dean Johnson 

THE BIG COUNTRY... 
As sought by the Swimming Pool Q’s 

ATLANTA—“The struc¬ 
ture of a lot of our songs is 
really unorthodox for pop 
hits,” explains Swimming 
Pool Q’s guitarist/songwrit-
er Jeff Calder. “And the 
trick to making those things 
work is to do it with as much 
authority as possible.” 

Six years of stomping the 
Southeast club circuit with 
moving twin-guitar tales of 
breakdown and hope have 
earned the Q’s the right to 
authority. The Atlanta 
quintet’s just-released major 
label debut LP, The Swim¬ 
ming Pool Q’s, on A&M, 
roars with a Gothic rock as¬ 
piration suggestive of an 
American Big Country. 

Propelled by bassist J.E. 
Garnett and drummer Billy 
Burton and ornamented by 
guitarists Calder and Bob 
Elsey, the Q’s’ sound finds 
its purest expression in the 
fullness and bell-clarity of 
Anne Boston’s vocals. Cal¬ 
der, who studied with novel¬ 
ist Harry Crews and wrote 
fiction before forming the 

Q’s, finds challenge in put¬ 
ting “words in a woman’s 
mouth and making them 
seem convincing. It’s a dan¬ 
gerous subject because you 
get in a lot of hot water with 
women about this, but there 
are just songs that men can 
sing and songs women can 
sing.” 
A response to the “chops 

school of Southern rock,” 
the Q’s’ 1981 indie LP, The 
Deep End, brought the band 
attention as purveyors of 
what one wag termed “Flan¬ 
nery O’Connor rock”; 
charged, edgy, claustropho¬ 
bic explorations of redneck 
violence and redemption. 
On the new LP, Calder 
kicked down the door of his 
regionalism and saw new 
vistas: “When we started 
out, we toured the South a 
lot and tried to get a grass¬ 
roots populist thing going. 
Now it’s the big picture 
we’re struggling to get a grip 
on. We’ve got to establish a 
connection with America.” 

—Anthony DeCurtis 
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KEEPERS 
OF THE 
FLAME 
The Lyres tap into 
’60s energy_ 

BOSTON—Jeff Conolly has 
this rock star stuff all wrong. 
His band the Lyres released 
their debut album on Boston’s 
Ace of Hearts label this spring, 
and it became a critics’ favor¬ 
ite. But singer/songwriter/or-
ganist Conolly doesn’t want to 
talk about that. He’d rather 
discuss the Remains, show off 
his autographed Wilson Pick¬ 
ett album or spin a rare 45 by 
the Cobras. 

Conolly, you see, is a music 
junkie, and his drug is ’60s 
music, especially the British 
Invasion and American ga¬ 
rage band variety. The Lyres’ 
own album is testimony to 
Conolly’s fixation (in this 
town he’s known as “Mono 
Man”). Half of its 10 tunes are 
reworked covers, including a 
pair of Kinks tunes and an ob¬ 
scure Pete Best number (real¬ 
ly). Even Conolly’s originals, 
such as “Don’t Give It Up 
Now” and “Help You Ann,” 
have a ’60s feel to them. 

Lyres: Plugging into ‘60s energy 

Yet this isn’t any sort of re¬ 
vivalist trip. There are no 
granny glasses, Prince Valiant 
haircuts or dickies to be seen 
onstage. “We’re more interest¬ 
ed in the ’60s’ energy, not its 
sounds or looks,” Conolly as¬ 
serts. “I’m not trying to revive 
anything, but just trying to 
keep that energy flame alive. 

“We’re not elitists. What 
I’m trying to do is please the 
garage band purists as best I 
can and get played on the ra¬ 
dio. That’s the whole point of 
the Lyres.” 
The six-year-old quartet has 

experienced extensive person¬ 
nel reshufflings in its life, but 
Conolly remains the glue that 

holds everything together. He 
expects to begin work on new 
material once the Lyres finish 
their first real tour outside of 
New England. He’s in a hurry 
to record again. “I’ll be 29 
next year,” he says, laughing. 
“I still have two years left in 
me.” 

—Dean Johnson 

HOLDING 
OUT 
PROMISE 
The continuing 
saga of True West 

LOS ANGELES—So you’ve 
been annointed by the rock 
press as one of 1984’s Hot New 
Bands. Now put up or shut up. 
True West has at least lived 

up to its billing by delivering a 
solid debut album, Drifters 
(PVC Records). One of its key 
virtues is its range. Guitarists 
Richard McGrath and Russ 
Tolman soar past their influ¬ 
ences toward interplay that’s 
both fresh and forceful. Which 
isn’t to suggest for a moment 
that Drifters is likely to gener¬ 
ate a great deal of chart-climb¬ 
ing horsepower. "We’re not 
expecting much commercial 
airplay,” Tolman concedes. 
The Sacramento-based band 

hopes college radio will con¬ 
tinue to champion the True 

West cause. And a major tour, 
beginning this month, will 
surely win additional support¬ 
ers. At the Music Machine 
here recently, the group 
turned in a typically fiery, no¬ 

frills set, despite Tolman’s 
equipment troubles. 

In the next several months 
True West’s status could well 
shift. Between the keen mind 
and rock ‘n’ roll heart in Drift¬ 

ers' grooves, and the subtle 
power displayed onstage, it 
won’t be surprising if True 
West is declared one of 1985's 
Hot Not-So-New bands. 

—Duncan Strauss 
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NO QUEENLY POSTURING 
Roger Taylor gets topical 

Taylor: Temporal frontiers 

LOS ANGELES—Roger 
Taylor must have asked him¬ 
self how noted his anti-nuclear 
album would be, released this 
past summer to a world of na¬ 
tions giddy with post-Olym-
pics optimism. Must’ve been 
his drummer’s sense of tim¬ 
ing—as long as presidents of 
nuclear powers can joke that 
“we begin bombing in five 
minutes,” its timeliness would 
endure until we are disarmed 
or turned to dust. 

Taylor’s Strong Frontier 
(Capitol) is a temporal one 
where the consequences of our 
tap dance at the abyss are 
manifold. “It’s difficult to 
write about the nuclear threat, 
though, without being naive 
and stating the obvious,” he 
notes. Solo venture number 
two for the Queen drummer 
and co-founder and composer 
of that band’s chartbusting 
single, “Radio Ga Ga,” from 
The Works, comes between 
Queen’s The Works and the 
band’s fall tour of England 
and Europe, and at a point of 
optimum disgust in Taylor’s 

life. 
“Politicians are all basically 

criminals,” says Taylor. Judg¬ 
ing too from his slam at dubi¬ 
ous right-wing journalism 
(“It’s An Illusion,” co-written 
with Status Quo guitarist Rick 
Parfitt), he figures the mass 
media could use some more in¬ 
tegrity as well. “That’s how 
people have come to learn to 
live with the bomb. The ‘bal¬ 
ance of power’ and all that 
crap that’s been fed to peo¬ 
ple—they just come to believe 
it. It’s like a nice little pill.” 

Will Queen’s music take a 
similar issue-oriented turn in 
the future? Taylor demurs. 
“We don’t want to be too po¬ 
litical as a band,” he replies. 
“One, because there’s four of 
us and we all have different 
views. Two, we’ve always 
wanted to make music to en¬ 
tertain people, for people to 
enjoy. I believe that’s why 
we’ve had such tremendous 
international success. But that 
allows me to say a few things I 
want to say on my own al¬ 
bums.” —Susanne Whatley 
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LOW-KEY 
BEE GEE 
Robin Gibb, 
after the tumult 
NEW YORK—“I’m not sell¬ 
ing the Bee Gees. I’m selling 
Robin Gibb as an urban street 
musician, a singer who makes 
dance music for kids. No over¬ 
dressing, no having my face on 
the side of a lunchbox, no 
more high-power hype. I’ve 
had quite enough of that.” 

Indeed, he has. Whether or 
not the public ultimately ac¬ 
cepts Robin Gibb as the next 
big thing on Beat Street, at 
least this member of the Bee 
Gees will sleep at night. 

“I guess a lot of people think 
it’s great to be, say, Michael 
Jackson,” says Gibb. “Frank¬ 
ly, I feel sorry for him. How do 
you maintain street sense 
when you can’t walk on the 
street? Everybody expects you 
to be something you may not 
want to be all the time. It isn’t 
very nice when you become an 
image instead of an artist.” 
The overwhelming success 

of Saturday Night Fever made 
Gibb a richer man but it cost 

him peace of mind and con¬ 
tributed to the breakup of his 
family. “It’s a simple story,” 
he observes. “My wife ran off 
with another guy. I don’t real¬ 
ly have any answers for the 
way things are. You just have 
to stay in touch with 
yourself.” 
With his debut Mirage solo 

album, Secret Agent, and sin¬ 
gle “Boys Do Fall In Love,” 
Gibb says he’s fulfilled his de¬ 
sire to “take a refreshing 
stance.” He rejects out of hand 
the suggestion that sections of 
the solo LP are anchored in 
’60s-like harmony. “I’m very 
much in the ’80s,” he declares. 
Indeed, on Secret Agent Gibb 
displays a far gutsier vocal 
style than one would have ex¬ 
pected given the Gibb broth¬ 
ers’ MOR bent of late. 
And finally, he rejects the 

notion that he is competing 
with the solo efforts of brother 
Barry, who’s more of a mid-
dle-of-the-roader. “It’s not a 
competition, and even if it was 
a race, I wouldn’t mind not 
winning as long as I could be 
in the running. 

“After all,” he advises, “I’m 
a bloody good runner.” 

—Mark Mehler Gibb: No more hype 
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SIMPLICITY ÄS 
A WAY OF LIFE 

ONE OF THE GREAT THINGS ABOUT ROCK 
star Lindsey Buckingham isthat heads no¬ 
thing at all like a rock star. A member of 
Fleetwood Mac for the past decade, the 
singer-songwriter-guitarist is a rock *n’ roll 
curveball: 
—In conversation, rock stars tend to 

rely too heavily on a certain word (“man”) 
or phrase (“you know”). Buckingham 
overuses the word microcosm. 
—For a lot of handsome rock stars, “ro¬ 

mance” means never having to wake up 
with the same woman. Buckingham has 
been involved in two lengthy romances: 
five years with Fleetwood Mac’s celestial 
caped crusader Stevie Nicks, and six with a 
woman named Carol Ann Harris—a rela¬ 
tionship that unravels before your very 
ears on his impressive new album, Go 
insane. 
Although in the world of rock the pre¬ 

vailing attitude is “nothing succeeds like 
excess,” the low-key Buckingham says “I 
don’t go out a lot; I like to stay home. I 
read, see films, do laps in the pools.” He 
thought flying over to England so producer 
Roy Thomas Baker could hear rough tapes 
of Insane was “overly theatrical.” 
—As part of the Big Mac operation, he 

played a major role in crafting Rumours, 
one of pop’s biggest-selling albums in the 
pre-Thrillerera. Yet he maintains “I didn’t 
get the sense that I achieved that much” 

Well, in a manner of speaking, Lindsey 
Buckingham did indeed go insane. His in¬ 
sanity was the kind that accompanies the 
shattering of a serious relationship, that 
disquieting emotional blackout that is al¬ 
ways more crippling for an avowed roman¬ 
tic like Buckingham. 

In a display of the most admirable heavy 
mettle, he exorcised those emotional de¬ 
mons by meeting them head on and trans¬ 
ferring them onto Insane, which takes 
some basic pop conventions—both lyrical 
and musical—and neatly turns them over, 
under, sideways, down. 
Two things, then, are clear and signifi¬ 

cant upon meeting Buckingham in the 
cozy cottage attached to his manager’s 
Hollywood office. First, he went through 
hell before, during and after the split from 
Harris. (Nationally inquiring minds want¬ 
ing to know exactly what happened to the 
relationship will no doubt latch onto such 
lines as “surprised to find someone willing 
to lose/Just to keep herself from falling 
apart” and "I just can’t seem to get 
through/Hey little girl leave that little 
drug alone” and decide they understand 
the roles and twisted plots in this drama.) 

Second, it’s clear that Lindsey is fine 
now, or at least much better. Dressed in 
grey t-shirt, jeans and boots, he looks fit 
and relaxed. He also appears to be quite 
pleased. Please with his life. Pleased with 
his album. Pleased with his emergence as a 

with Rumours, adding “the reason to cre¬ 
ate isn’t necessarily to sell albums—on a 
philosophical level, the reason to create is 
to experience the process of creating.” 
At this point it wouldn’t be too surpris¬ 

ing if Dave Lee Hedonism wanted to grab 
Buckingham by the lapels, give him the 
Moe Howard treatment across the chops 
and scream “Lindsey, Lindsey! What are 
you trying to do, give rock ‘n’ roll a good 
name?! I mean, ‘the reason to create is to 
experience the process of creating.’ Come 
on, man—have you gone insane?” 

songwriting and studio maestro a la long¬ 
time hero Brian Wilson. 

Comfortable and recovered as he is now, 
Buckingham knows that his personal cri¬ 
ses supplied Insane's emotional core. “A 
lot of the album was derived from things 
that were going on in my personal life,” he 
explains. “My girlfriend moved out several 
months ago, so I’m a bachelor for the first 
time in six years. Without getting into spe¬ 
cifics, I experienced some situations where 
everything became grey—the blacks and 
whites totally dropped out. My sense of re-

Lindsey Buckingham seeks peace of mind 
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of the album is that if you make a commit¬ 
ment to a relationship, and one side of that 
relationship goes haywire, you’re going to 
go haywire with it. At some point, altruism 
can become a form of self-destruction.” 
Of course, Buckingham doesn’t think he 

has the corner on the temporary insanity 
market. “I think everyone goes insane 
from time to time,” he observes, “but usu¬ 
ally you can reel yourself back in, usually 
you have a handle on what the context is. 
In other words, insanity is pretty relative: 
the acceptable or even expected behavior 
for people in a rock band or that kind of 
microcosm would, I imagine, probably be 
grounds for committal (sic) if you were 
working in a bank.” 

It was yet another kind of “insanity” 
within the rock microcosm that prompted 
Buckingham to co-produce Go Insane with 
an engineer he’d never met rather than 
with Richard Dashut. Dashut shared pro¬ 
duction credit with Lindsey on such Mac 
albums as Rumours, Tusk, and Mirage, 
and co-produced his 1981 solo debut Law 
and Order. Originally, Buckingham had 
every intention of continuing the 
association. 
He had assembled some rough tracks at 

L.B.’s Garage, his 24-track home studio, 
then stopped working on them and waited 
for Dashut to complete Mick Fleetwood’s 
I'm Not Me LP. Work on that project 
“drew out interminably,” and finally when 
it was finished, so was Dashut, who told 
close friend “I am so burned that I just 
cannot bring myself to go back into the 
studio.” 

So, at his manager’s suggestion, Buck¬ 
ingham called Roy Thomas Baker, who 
seemed like a logical solution to the dilem¬ 
ma, as much for his connection to Lind¬ 
sey’s label (Elektra, where Baker serves as 
senior VP of worldwide production) as for 
his production credits (Queen, Cars, etc.). 
At the time, Baker was in England up to 
his eyeballs in projects, which required 
Buckingham to make the “overly theatri¬ 
cal” move of flying overseas with his tapes. 
Of the 12 tunes presented to Baker, he 

tossed out eight, leaving “Play in the 
Rain” (probably Insane’s most experimen¬ 
tal track) and “Go Insane” (the first single 
and, not surprisingly, the most accessible, 
dressed-up tune), as well as “I Want You” 
and “I Must Go” (which land somewhere 
in between). Now acting as executive pro¬ 
ducer, Baker paired Buckingham (who, as 
on Law and Order, played all the instru¬ 
ments on almost every cut) with engineer 
Gordon Fordyce to complete the record. 
Buckingham and Fordyce hit it off, and 

the artist soon locked into a new creative 
groove. The upshot? Buckingham began 
developing a sense of excitement about the 
w ork he could do entirely outside the Mac 
machine. “I punched my way out of the 
microcosm that I had been locked into for 
10 years, which was quite an accomplish¬ 
ment, because for whatever talent I have, it 
was very difficult to separate what I was 

from what everyone else in the 
band was. So it was a very con¬ 
structive transition to have 
made. 
“Working on the album,” he 

continues, “was one of those 
fateful things where you’re be¬ 
ing pulled alone without really 
having control over it—which 
are the times when the best 
work is done. I can remember 
feeling that way toward the end 
of Rumours, sort of ‘God, 
something is going on here.’ 
Which isn’t to suggest the end 
result will be similar in any 
way. But the feeling is there.” 
That feeling stands in sharp 

contrast to his attitude about 
Fleetwood Mac, an ambiva¬ 
lence surely influenced by In¬ 
sane heralding his arrival as a 
pop innovator. Of course, it’s 
possible to advance a convinc¬ 
ing argument that Bucking¬ 
ham’s arrival came much 
earlier: say, in ’79, when he al¬ 
most singlehandedly construct¬ 
ed Tusk, Fleetwood Mac’s most 
adventurous, least saccharine 
offering; or in ’81, when his id¬ 
iosyncratic Law and Orde, LP 
had critics comparing him to 
Harry Nilsson, John Lennon 
and the early Beach Boys. 
The difference now is that, 

without being arrogant or 
smug, Buckingham himself 
knows he’s arrived. The obvi¬ 
ous question, then, is what hap¬ 
pens to Fleetwood Mac? Does 
Lindsey Buckingham need 
’em? In the course of a two-
hour interview, the response 
shifted considerably. 
As the conversation periodi¬ 

cally drifted back to Fleetwood 
Mac, his comments moved 
from “speaking hypothetically, 
if there were no more Fleet¬ 
wood Mac, the ideal thing 

RECORD / NOVEMBER 1984 

Buckingham: ‘Altruism can become 
a form of self-destruction* 

would be to go right back in the studio and 
start another record,” to “all the magic is 
gone” to (laughing in response to a rather 
flip question) “I don’t know if I want to go 
on record as saying we’re ‘beating a semi¬ 
dead horse,’ but in a sense that would seem 
to be the case.” 

Just the same, when Buckingham dis¬ 
cusses his plans, both short- and long¬ 
term, nearly every possibility hinges on 
what becomes of the nebulous Fleetwood 
Mac game plan. At the moment, he’s most 
certain of things he won 't do. He’s opting 
not to tour behind Go Insane, feeling he’s 
probably one album shy of enough solo 
material to make both a strong statement 
and a well-defined musical departure 
from the band. And he probably won’t 
contribute individual songs to movie 
soundtracks. He’s more interested in 

composing an entire film score, and In¬ 
sane may well thrust him into demand as a 
jack-of-all-musical-trades, particularly in 
the studio. 

In the meantime, he’s waiting to see 
what happens with Fleetwood Mac, and 
indulging in those noted rock star pur¬ 
suits like reading a lot, seeing films, swim¬ 
ming laps in the pool. He simply wants to 
keep matters simple. And solitary. 

“Things are simplified right now, part¬ 
ly because I’m a bachelor again. And I 
don’t even want to see anyone in the sense 
that if you make a decision to be alone, 
and sort of bind your heart up, I think it 
allows your spirit a few more liberties. 

“That’s not necessarily an answer to 
anything,” Buckingham smiles, “but for 
the time being that kind of simplicity is 
quite attractive.” O 
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DERK RICHARDSON A TIME 
FOR RENEWAL 

On the 
rebound with 
Romeo Void 

The revitalized Voids: Energy, intensity, maturity 

A band in trouble is a temporary 
thing. That’s not to say that Ro¬ 
meo Void, San Francisco’s pre¬ 
mier post-punk rock ‘n’ roll 
band, has been in dire straits for 

the past two years. But the quartet, led by 
lyricist/lead vocalist Debora lyall, did suf¬ 
fer something of a sophomore slump when 
its second album, Benefactor, failed to live 
up to the promise of either its independent 
415 label debut, It’s A Condition, or the 
jolting followup LP, Never Say Never, 
whose dance club hit title track turned on 
the provocative and memorable line, “I 
might like you better if we slept together.” 
The initial flood of critical acclaim ebbed 
considerably and the group stalled mo¬ 
mentarily while reassessing its direction. 
Now, with a new album, Instincts, 

marked by a reunion with Romeo Void’s 
first producer, David Kahne, and a seduc¬ 
tive single in “A Girl In Trouble,” comple¬ 
mented by a visually stunning video 

produced and directed by Julia “Burning 
Down The House” Hayward, the band has 
renewed its collective self-confidence. Sit¬ 
ting in her small, modest apartment in San 
Francisco’s upper Mission District with 
saxophonist Benjamin Bossi, lyall looks 
back on Romeo Void’s recent history as 
“all these different stages when you start 
out, you’re like a gangly colt and don’t 
know what you’re doing and you keep fall¬ 
ing down. Then you get to be a little studly 
and, after awhile, that doesn’t last and then 
there's a lot of self-doubt.” 

Translating her metaphor in Romeo 
specifics, lyall explains how on Condition 
"we didn’t know if we could be satisfied or 
not because it was such a new thing. Then 
Never Say Never came out per—”—she in¬ 
terrupts herself, biting on a forbidden ad¬ 
jective—“the way we wanted it, sort of 
perfect in a way. I don’t think any of us had 
any second thoughts about it; it was hap¬ 
pening for us. And then Benefactor—we 

were all just a little disappointed that we 
hadn’t gotten what we really wanted out of 
making a whole album.” 

Rather than follow Gang of Four into 
post-punk, pseudo-funk oblivion, Romeo 
Void took three months off after touring in 
support of Benefactor, seeing each other 
only occasionally in social situations. lyall 
explains: “I think the reason for that, al¬ 
though maybe not articulated at the time, 
was so we could become the people again 
that had something to give to the band— 
which you do lose after being on the road a 
long, long time.” 
When they were ready to record their 

third album, the four Romeos, joined by 
drummer Aaron Smith, approached the 
project with new aims. “We wanted to go 
back to writing songs again,” lyall says, and 
they chose producer David Kahne “be¬ 
cause that’s really his forte—helping you 
with your arrangments and dynamics.” 

Indeed, where Romeo Void once 
seemed pressed to keep up with its own ur¬ 
gency, Instincts has an easier feel, starting 
with lyall’s warm vocals and Bossi’s more 
musical horn solos, sifting down through 
echoey keyboard touches, the lush har¬ 
monic interplay of Woods' perpetual mo¬ 
tion guitar and Zincavage’s sonorous bass, 
to Smith’s restrained, even spacious drum¬ 
ming. “That’s the thing about this record,” 
Bossi offers, “it’s got a real calmness. 
There’s energy and intensity there, but 
there’s not an adrenaline rush of playing 
out of fear. It’s very mature, if that’s the 
word. When you’re back in the studio, it’s 
like none of that other stuff ever happened. 
You’re in there for the first time, in one 
sense, and you’re naked. It’s a constant 
renewal.” 
At the core of Romeo Void’s confident 

outlook is lyall’s strong self-image and her 
hard-nosed point of view about appear¬ 
ances, relationships and romance. Her lyr¬ 
ics on Instincts bristle with observations on 
the transitory nature of images, feelings 
and words themselves, shaped by lyall’s 
deep-seated concerns with fundamental 
truths and by her perception of her ample 
self in a world of slinky, glamorous and 
vacuous female rock singers. “I’ve always 
been proud of myself,” she says. “I know 
that the people who are just attractive nev¬ 
er had to develop a lot of their other skills. 
I’m proud of my other skills and yet I feel 
like I have my own atttractiveness. I have a 
confidence that is kind of like, ‘Well, get 
this, this is it!’ And,” she laughs, “I don’t 
have too many apologies about myself.” 

Nor, with instincts intact and worry be¬ 
hind, does Romeo Void. 
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MARK MEHLER THROUGH A 
CHILD’S EYES 

Patrice Rushen 
breaks down 
barriers the 
easy way 

I’m black, I’m a woman and I’m short,” says five-foot-tall Patrice Ru¬ 
shen, delivering strikes like Nolan 
Ryan. “I’d say it was a disadvantage.” 

Indeed, just substitute Jewish for 
woman, and you’ve got Sammy Davis Jr., 
who hasn’t been a pop star since Richard 
Nixon left the White House. Still, after 11 
years as a recording artist—half of those as 
a jazz pianist—Rushen may be on the 
verge of a substantial R&B/pop crossover, 
in the manner of Lionel Richie or Jeffrey 
Osborne. Her latest album, Now, is a major 

fusion at the label. “Nobody at Elektra 
really understood who or what I was as a 
black artist, and they had their own inter¬ 
nal struggles with that, so what it meant 
was I was left alone to develop my own 
skills as a songwriter, arranger and pro¬ 
ducer, without any business interference.” 
—As a 15-year-old female playing mu¬ 

sic with a group of all-male peers, Rushen 
could easily have been relegated early on to 
a secondary role, but instead found within 
that group a safe place for her talent to 
grow. “I’m no dummy, I knew that to be 

Rushen: Making the most of all 12 notes 

protected and pam¬ 
pered wasn’t going to 
help me develop musi¬ 
cally, but the way it 
worked out, the boys at 
that age hadn’t really 
gotten into the heavy 
male ego trip yet, and 
because I could play 
the parts as well as a 
man, I just got sort of 
adopted into this group 
and kind of eased slow¬ 
ly into a competitive 
situation.” 
Out of this early 

band of cohorts came 
Charles Mims, Jr., co¬ 
producer of Rushen’s 
last four albums and 
still a close friend. 
“Somehow,” Rushen 
reflects, “I manage to 
land on my feet.” 
Born nearly 30 years 

ago in Los Angeles, 
Rushen, daughter of a 
computer systems ana¬ 
lyst father and govern¬ 
ment worker mother, 
was enrolled in a music 
preparatory program 
at the University of 
Southern California at 

I biack pop effort, similar in some respects 
= to Jeffrey Osborne’s Stay With Me Tonight 
I in that it comes complete with memorable 
; songs, lively playing (not the least being 
< Rushen’s own keyboard contributions) 
Í and a brightness to the performances that’s 
5 positively engaging. She attributes her re-
| cent success and staying power, oddly 
* enough, to good old-fashioned American 

karma. 
A couple of examples: 
—Signed as one of the first three R&B 

artists at Elektra in 1978 (Donald Byrd 
and Lenny White were the others), Rushen 
was the surprised beneficiary of mass con-

the age of three and was playing classical 
recitals only three years later. But as an ad¬ 
olescent, “every record I bought said Mo¬ 
town and Tamla and Beatles and Stones. 

“We were also members of the Colum¬ 
bia Record Club,” she recalls. “In our 
house, James Brown might be the first on 
the turntable, but Bach could be the last. 
Look, there are only 12 notes, and every 
piece of music’s got them, so I learned 
there was no such thing as a jazz chord or a 
pop chord or a classical chord. It was one 
big feeling.” 

When she signed her first recording con¬ 
tract with Prestige Records at the age of 

19, Rushen discovered she had been 
wrong. Suddenly it was all neatly broken 
down into categories and she was JAZZ. 

She accepted it, but began to bristle. “It 
was never my intention to get pigeonholed 
that way,” says Rushen, who has worked 
with Donald Byrd, Jean-Luc Ponty, Harvey 
Mason and Hubert Laws, among others. 
“What I originally set out to do was be a ses¬ 
sion player, to do every kind of music. You 
know that wasn’t the way it was in this busi¬ 
ness in the '70s. For a long time, the question 
was, what radio station will play it, what 
chart does it go on and what color is the per¬ 
son who comes in and buys it? But people 
don’t buy because of what you are, they buy 
because they like your music. What is ‘cross¬ 
ing over’? What they used to call crossover is 
really nothing, having to get to a certain 
point on the black chart before making your 
way to pop. I don’t want to have to go back 
on my next record and go through the same 
climb all over again. I don’t want a situation 
where there’s two marketing strategies. To 
me, a real crossover is a black record that’s 
pop out of the box. 

“If I didn’t continue to look at music in 
the same way I did when I was a child,” she 
sighs, “I would have become jaded and bitter 
a long time ago.” 

Rushen’s first bona-fide “crossover” hit 
was “Forget Me Nots,” off 1982’s Straight 
From The Heart. Now follows an almost 
year-long recording period at her new 24-
track facility, the Crib (“it’s on the same 
property as my house. When I can't sleep at 
night because there’s a synthesizer sound in 
my head that I can't make a notation for, I 
can walk to the studio in my bathrobe and 
lay it down.”). 

“I’d been on the road nearly all of 1982 
with Straight From The Heart and I needed 
time to myself,” explains Rushen, who’s 
now on an extensive tour with Jeffrey Os¬ 
borne in support of her new LP. 

Since taking up singing several years ago 
at the urging of Charles Mims and long-time 
tutor Reggie Andrews, Rushen has gained 
enough confidence to tackle just about any¬ 
thing. She co-writes all of her material, plays 
most of the instruments (including guitar, 
keyboards and drums), does all rhythm, syn¬ 
thesizer and vocal arrangements, co-pro¬ 
duces and co-manages herself. As satisfying 
as these achievements are, though, it’s some¬ 
thing else that keeps the artist running. To 
wit: “I got two Grammy nominations a cou¬ 
ple of years ago, one for R&B vocal and one 
for R&B instrumental, I knew people were 
finally seeing me as I was. That was a thrill.” 
Not bad for a musician who’s young, gift¬ 

ed, black and short. And lucky. O 
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Uis a Real 
Human 
Experience’ 
Bruce Springsteen and the Greatest 

HE SCENE IN 
the parking lots of New Jersey’s Meadow¬ 
lands Sports Complex is not an unfamiliar 
one: hundreds of tailgate parties going full 
tilt, impromptu friendships being struck 
up over cold six-packs. The tableau is usu¬ 
ally witnessed in autumn, when the hapless 
New York Giants stumble through anoth¬ 
er losing NFL campaign. But it’s only mid¬ 
August, and the people gathering this 
evening are here for a different ritual of 
faith, one less painful than rooting for a 
mediocre football team and distinctly 
more profound. Bruce Springsteen and the 
E Street Band are about to play the final 
night of a mammoth 10-show homecom¬ 
ing stand at the Brendan Byrne Arena, a 

venue they had inaugurated in 1981. 
The Fan is there, but he’s not alone— 

he’s brought The Critic along with him. He 
hadn’t wanted to, but this is business. And 
The Critic, despite the evidence of the Born 
In The U.S.A, album and shows in Sarato¬ 
ga and Detroit, is getting tough now. 

It’s been three years, he says, since 
Springsteen has been out there, and much 
has changed. The shape of the entire mar¬ 
ket, for one, and the prevailing musical cli¬ 
mate for another. The people making 
music, listening to it, living it, they’re all 
much younger now. Pop and dance now 
dominate like never before, and rock is not 
the sound of young America anymore. The 
mixture of black and white—musically, at 
least—was the spark that set off the latest 
music explosion. Rock’s response has been 
as predictable as the ostrich’s: it’s run off 
and stuck its head in the sand, retreating 

Show on Earth • By Wayne King 

"I don't worry 

about too sad, or 

too happy, I just 

worry about real, 

authentic emo¬ 

tion. If some¬ 

thing's real sad, 

and it's real, then 

it's good. I meet a 

lot of of people 

who say Nebraska's 

their favorite re¬ 

cord. I think if you 

listen to it, it's the 

kind of thing 

where it really 

rang true to me; 

it's kind of the 

way I made it, real 

casual. It just 

sounded real true 

to me, and that 

was my basic take 

on it, why it was 

sad. There was al¬ 

ways hope. It's 

not copping out 

for a kind of false 

hope, it's seeing 

the cards the way 

they're dealt. If 

it's real, it's never 

depressing, be¬ 

cause that com¬ 

munication you 

establish with 

whoever the lis¬ 

tener is, that's 

really the thing 

that's important. 

Whether you find 

this, this brother¬ 

hood, what you 

find through com¬ 

mon sad experi¬ 

ence or common 

happy experi¬ 

ence—the main 

thing is that it's a 

real human 

experience." 

—Bruca Springsteen, 

backstage at the 

Philadelphia 

Spectrum, 1984 
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behind the comic book excesses of heavy 
metal and a mainstream mouthing cliches 
it has no feeling for anymore. Where does 
all this leave a man whose only output pri¬ 
or to the newest record had been a folkie 
album that sounds like some Library of 
Congress field recording c. 1938, and who 
had purged his music of the time-honored 
elements of black music that once domi¬ 
nated his style? Sure, Born In The U.S.A, is 
a great sounding record, and it hit Number 
One. But so had retro-rockers Huey Lewis 
and the News, so what the hell did any of 
this mean? 

Besides, maybe it’s about time for 
Springsteen to own up to some of the hu¬ 
manistic politics evoked by the stories of 
lost souls on Nebraska and come out of the 
closet politically. After all, The Critic 
chided, there is at least one New Jersey mu¬ 
sician willing to take a stand in the most 
divisive election year since 1964, and it’s 
indirectly led to his no longer being with 
the E Street Band: Little Steven, formerly 
Miami Steve Van Zandt. Sure, Van 
Zandt’s bludgeoning call to arms called 
Voice of America died an unnatural death 
on the charts, but wasn’t it still worth the 
effort? Could Springsteen present a similar 
challenge to his audience, or were both he 
and they beyond it? 
The Fan is no longer listening; he’s 

heard all this before, and is getting more 
than a little tired of it. Still, he admits, even 
with the underrated Nils Lofgren filling in 
admirably for Van Zandt, there is some¬ 
thing missing. It’s right there on the rec¬ 
ord—both “No Surrender” and “Bobby 
Jean" are about Steve’s departure, and 
there seems an emptiness, an exhaustion at 
the bottom of those songs somewhere 
that’s not present on any other Springsteen 
record. In fact, the whole thing is shot 
through with an air of loss both puzzling 
and worrisome. More than ever before, the 
songs on Born In The U.S.A, seem to be 
about Springsteen, so just what is this 
sadness? 

‘Right now I feel the deepest connection with my band, my 
audience that I ever felt— I think I can see things in a way that < 
makes what I do useful, not Just to me but to other people’ 

dim, and the concussive thunder of a soli¬ 
tary drum beat fills the hall. Twenty thou¬ 
sand rise to meet the sight and sound of 
“Born In The U.S.A.” The opening num¬ 
ber at any Springsteen concert has always 
been crucial; it serves as statement of pur¬ 
pose, an expression of the man’s faith that 
says, simply, there’s good rockin’ tonight. 
The first song at the opening show of The 
River tour in 1980 was “Born To Run”; 
when nerves caused him to forget the 
words, the crowd sang them to him. 

There’s no chance Bruce will forget the 
words tonight; it’s obvious that after a 
month and a half on the road, he and the 
band are in mid-tour form. Max Wein-

berg’s drumming rings out through the 
Byrne, and the vocal rips through the trou¬ 
bled tale of a Vietnam vet unable to find 
peace in his own country. If the dark un¬ 
derside of the number gets lost amidst the 
post-Olympics flag-waving and general air 
of celebration that greets any opening 
song, so be it, The Critic figures. Surely 
some of the pain and isolation felt by the 
“cool rockin’ daddy in the U.S.A.” must 
filter through, or so many in the audience 
couldn’t sing along so fervently. Anyway, 
along with “Out In The Street” and “Spirit 
In The Night,” it’s a good place to start, 
The Fan contends. All three songs are 
about different ways of fitting in, or at least 
trying to, and what better way to begin 
again the process of constructing and re¬ 
newing a community that will exist for the 
next four hours (and a lot longer)? 

Perhaps, ultimately, the opening selec¬ 
tions are there because they belong to the 
audience, and afterwards Springsteen can 
settle down to brass tacks and have his say 
for awhile. At least, that’s the way it seems 
as the commotion dies down and he com¬ 
mences a Nebraska trilogy with “Atlantic 
City.” “The Nebraska record,” Spring¬ 
steen confesses in the Philadelphia inter¬ 
view, “sounds a lot like me, in the sense of 
the feeling. I don’t mean in the particular 
details of the stories, but the emotional 
feeling feels a lot like my childhood felt to 
me, a lot of the people I grew up with, the 
tone ... The whole thing is, when you tell 
a story, a story is only good if it’s your sto¬ 
ry in some fashion. Even Nebraska, which 
is extreme emotionally, the thing that 
makes it real is knowing what that feels 
like. In a funny way I feel it’s my most per¬ 
sonal album.” 
The reason for the homemade album’s 

existence in the first place was that its 
songs couldn’t be translated from their 
old-fashioned stylings to fit the full-bore 
power of the E Street Band. Well, it doesn’t 
show in the metallic backing given “Atlan¬ 

tic City” onstage that transforms the loser 
in that Jersey resort town from a down-on-
his-luck character to a man possessed with 
rage at a world that’s done him wrong. His 
anger makes him step over a line that the 
next guy we hear from, “Johnny 99,” 
jumps clear across. Both men have “debts 
that no honest man could pay,” and that 
motivation spurs these songs for the new 
depression. In fact, the final voice heard 
from belongs to Joe Roberts, a highway pa¬ 
trolman, and the moral choices faced by 
the others also stare him in the face. For 
Roberts, being on the “right” side of the 
law means no more than when Jimmy Cag¬ 
ney switched over from playing hoods to 
portraying G-men. Cagney’s persona 
shone through clearly in either role, and 
the movie-going audience, faced with the 
grimmest reality the 20th Century has 
handed this country of dreams, under¬ 
stood that the lines were becoming more 
indistinct as decent people did what was 
necessary to survive. Which is precisely 
what renders Nebraska the timeliest “40-
year-old” record maybe ever made. 

MAN, I 
hear all that, The Fan sputters, but it looks 
like the natives are getting a little restless, 
know what I mean? Well, points out The 
Critic, looks like your man heard you. 
Now it’s Born In The U.S.A.’s turn. 

First up is “I’m Going Down,” which sets 
two records: it’s one of the most resigned 
tunes anyone’s ever cut without putting a 
bullet through their head, and the LP ver¬ 
sion wipes the floor with the live one, 
something Springsteen fans have been 
waiting on for years. That tune cuts into 
“Darlington County,” probably the worst 
thing on the album, and rendered com-
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pletely redundant by its ’60s-rockin’ soun-
dalike, “Glory Days,” appearing right 
after it. If “Going Down” and “Darling¬ 
ton” transfer the futility of Nebraska's 
folks to Springsteen’s own persona, “Glory 
Days” shows that just maybe the guy 
knows the absurd upside of his own situa¬ 
tion. 34-years-old and still rockin’ out? I 
mean, Elvis was already popping the pills 
that put him under, John Lennon was re¬ 
tiring, Pete Townshend ready to disinte¬ 
grate, Mick Jagger was black and blue and 
washed up—you get the picture. But here’s 
this purported nostalgist dedicating the 
number to “everybody who hated high 
school,” while acknowledging that even 
he’ll sit around talking about the “good old 
days” that never did exist. At the end of 
what has to be just about the bounciest 
damn song anybody ever’s come up with, 
Bruce hears the clock tickin’ off those 
years: “30.. .31. ..32.. .33... 34.. .30.. .30...” 
and he just laughs off the inevitable. 
There’s a joke somewhere and he knows 
it’s on him. Even The Critic cackles at that 
one; it looks like it’s on all of us. 

someone can still take the purest rock vi¬ 
sion and try to live it out, even knowing 
that death and decay are never more than 
two steps behind. 

G STRAIGHT 
through “The Promised Land,” take a 
right past “My Hometown,” and you may 
end up near the “Darkness on the Edge of 
Town.” The title cut from Springsteen’s 
least appreciated record sums up the atti¬ 
tude of his 1978 primer of idealism with 
the promise to “Be on that hill ’cause I 
can’t stop/Be on that hill with everything 
that I got/Lives on the line where dreams 
are found and lost/I’ll be there on time and 
I’ll pay the cost.” As the last note fades, 
The Fan witnesses a marvelous feat. The 
band kicks into “Badlands,” Darkness' 
opening song, and it becomes clear how the 
entire progress of the characters on the al¬ 
bum comes full circle. The guy who makes 
that covenant at the end of “Darkness” is 
now the same joe who’s “Gotta go out to-
night/Gotta find out what I got.” The Fan 
had noticed this what-goes-’round-comes-
’round effect first at one of the Detroit 
shows, when “My Hometown” was fol¬ 
lowed by “Born In The U.S.A.,” and sud¬ 
denly that record seemed to be made 
whole. 

(Springsteen admits: “I haven’t exactly 
been able to get my fingers on what it is— 
but the songs probably feel more personal 
than they ever have. I think that if you look 
at (“Born To Run”), it really contains all 
the elements right through Nebraska, like 
it’s a song that can open up and let all those 
things inside it—it can contain those kind 
of complexities real naturally.”) 
Maybe this is why Springsteen takes so 

damn long on those records. Maybe it real¬ 
ly is all one story, and only a fool can’t see 
how good that is, how right, that somehow 

H KNOWS IT’S 
coming, but there’s nothing he can do 
about it. The Critic used the half-hour 
break to catch his second wind, and is set 
to start taking shots again. And even The 
Fan has to admit that the second set gives 
him ample opportunity. 
The operative word, The Critic pontifi¬ 

cates, is schtick. We’ll roughly define it as a 
tried-and-true piece of stage business, gen¬ 
erally comedic, used to milk an audience. 
And just like the other shows we saw on 
the road, there’s too much of it here. It 
starts right at the beginning with “Hungry 
Heart.” Sure, it’s a good song, but what’s 
this bit of having the audience sing the first 
verse by itself, just like on The River tour? 
Made some sense then, you know, it was a 
Top Ten hit. But this is four years later, 
and it seems a little, uh, conceited, to do it 
again. And then there’s the bit during 
“Cadillac Ranch,” where everybody 
swings their bodies back and forth in uni¬ 
son and does the Cadillac walk up to the 
front of the stage. I mean, it sure looks 
good, and some of the goofier movements 
show a self-deprecating humor that’s re¬ 
freshing. But why are we getting four-year-
old schtick? Not to mention the nights 
with “Sherry Darling” and “Fire” and 
their old hat routines. 

Yeah, enough already. The Fan turns 
away; it’s all true, but damn it, it’s just 
good clean American fun. You’d ha veta be 
a damn Commie or something, not to enjoy 
the stuff. Still, the second set is hardly a 
complete washout. How could it be with 
the great biblical rap which introduces 
“Dancing’”s B-side, “Pink Cadillac,” and 
takes in the creation of the world, the 
cheeseburger, Caddies and rock ’n’ roll it¬ 
self? Or a tall tale in the middle of 
“Growin’ Up” straight from the old days 
of impoverishment, one where (an other¬ 
wise rather neglected) Clarence Clemons 
and Bruce are driving in the middle of a 
forest on a spooky night, get a flat, meet a 
bear and discover the instruments by 
which their lives will be forever trans¬ 
formed (two guesses only as to what those 
instruments are)? 
The indisputable highlight of the set 

comes immediately after the cornball rock¬ 
ers. Bruce is left alone on the stage, and he 
slips on a harmonica rack and picks up an 
acoustic guitar. With a brief introduction, 
he slides into “No Surrender,” the Born In 
The U.S.A, song clearly about Van Zandt. 
The spare acoustic rendering emphasizes 
the words more than the full band version 
does, and even though he changes a few 

lines near the end, the emotion etched in 
his vocal reaches to the upper tier of the 
structure: “Blood brothers in the stormy 
night/With a vow to defend/No retreat, 
baby, no surrender.” Its effect on Spring¬ 
steen, however, does not appear cathartic; 
“Bobby Jean, ” the other ode to his depart¬ 
ed friend, shows up soon after, and the 
middle portion of “Backstreets” sounds 
like more commentary on that relation¬ 
ship. For The Fan, this emotional residue 
puts a damper on the high-spirited hi-jinx 
of “Rosalita,” and the traditional appear¬ 
ance of “Jungleland” in the encore doesn’t 
stir him much further, despite the always 
astonishing Clemons sax solo. 

“I do the job I love,” Springsteen ob¬ 
serves. “The people that I’m fortunate 
enough to have around me have been there 
since I was young, they’re the same guys, 
and that makes me happy, seeing them on 
stage makes me happy . .. It’s hard to last. 
Not even thinking about the record busi¬ 
ness, but just holding onto relationships. 

“But being happy is a mixture of a lot of 
emotions—there can be a big sadness in¬ 
side of happiness, and that’s fine, that’s 
life. If you grow older with your eyes open, 
and you’re interested in seeing who’s 
around, and what’s around, and the way 
the world is, there’s no way you can escape 
a certain amount of sorrow.” 

thing happening here. In the second half, 
the old Asbury Jukes/Disciples of Soul 
horn section, the Miami Horns, comes out 
for “10th Avenue Freezeout.” recalling 
their stint with the E Streeters on a couple 
of tours back in ’76 and ’77. This type of 
“reclaiming” of old relationships is not 
something new to this Jersey homecom¬ 
ing—earlier in the lengthy stand, Gary 
U.S. Bonds had shown up, and another 
night Southside Johnny was coaxed out of 
the audience to duet with Bruce on “Hav¬ 
in’ A Party.” And there is a definite buzz 
in the place tonight that Critic and Fan as¬ 
cribe to closing night hysteria. 
And then the group walks out for the 

second encore, and Springsteen is intro¬ 
ducing Little Steven to the crowd. He and 
Bruce hug, and Van Zandt responds to the 
crowd’s cheers and each band member’s 
greeting. Going over to plug in his guitar, 
he makes sure to embrace Lofgren, his re¬ 
placement, acknowledging the change in 
status between them. But the first selection 
thrusts Little Steven front and center. It’s 
“Two Hearts,” a duet between he and 
Bruce from The River whose words go a 
long way toward filling up that empty 
space in The Fan’s heart: “Once I spent my 
time/Playing tough guy scenes/But I was 
living in a world of childish dreams/Some-

Continued on page 51 
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YOU’VE GOT TO KNOW WHAT MUSIC SOUNDS LIKE. 

Think about it. What other tape manufacturer also builds professional 
recording equipment including 24-track and digital studio tape 
recorders? What other tape manufacturer has 72 years of experience as a 
major record company? Other tape manufacturers may talk about “digital 
ready,” but do you know Denon developed the digital recording process 
in 1972? 

It is this unique combination of technical and musical expertise that 
led Denon to use Dynamic Distortion Testing to optimize DX cassette 
tape performance in the presence of real musical signals, not mere 
laboratory test tones. The result is the most musical of all cassette tape. 
Denon DX-Cassette tape. When we claim it's better, we say it with 

music. 



Confessions of a 



Rock 'rí Roll Nerd 



The ever-industrious Phil Collins and true love Jill 
Tavelman finally tied the knot August 4th at the 
Church of St. Mary the Virgin in Shalford, England. 
Among those renting tuxedos for the occasion: 
Genesis mates Michael Rutherford and Tony 
Banks, Peter Gabriel, Atlantic Records boss Ahmet 
Ertegun, Steven Bishop, Robert Plant, and Eric 
Clapton. At the post-nuptuals reception at Phil and 
Jill’s house (where the guest list was further swelled 
by the arrival of Beatles’ producer George Martin 
and Julian Lennon), an impromptu jam session 
erupted before night’s end with the groom on 
drums. Plant on vocals, and Clapton on guitar. Ru¬ 
mors that Phil booked studio time for the honey¬ 
moon night were apparently unfounded. 

_ MISCELLANIA 
During the shooting for Gary U.S. Bonds' 
"Standing in the Line of Fire"video in New 
York's Washington Square Park, one of the 
thousands who'd gathered to ogle suddenly 
emerged from the mob, whipped out a 
switchblade—and asked the singer to auto¬ 
graph the knife's business end. Said Mr. 
Bonds, very politely, "Couldn't you find 
something else? My pen won't write on this." 
... If you're a musician thinking of hocking all 
your synths, biting the bullet, and investing in 
a shag haircut and studs-and -leather after all, 
hold on. In another of their ongoing surveys, 
the Street Pulse Group has found that interest 
in music loosely described as "new wave" is 
skyrocketing, while the much-vaunted heavy 

metal explosion is showing signs of tapering 
off. For those into statistics, over thirty per¬ 
cent of record buyers surveyed recently said 
that new wave was their "favorite form of 
music" (a ten percent increase over a year 
ago). Infatuation with heavy metal, mean¬ 
while, has dropped from roughly nineteen 
percent of those surveyed to seventeen per¬ 
cent. On the visual end of things, meanwhile, 
Street Pulse has found that— contrary to ini¬ 
tial skepticism on the part of many critics— 
people are actually forking over the bucks in a 
major way for rock videos. Nearly forty per¬ 
cent of the nation's record buyers have 
VCRs, and over a quarter of them buy com¬ 
mercially produced tapes by their faves, 
while more than half claim to rent pre-re¬ 
corded music programming. It's estimated 
that by 1988 over a billion dollars' worth of 
music videos will be sold each year—though 
exactly how many times the Average Ameri¬ 
can can sit and watch the same Motley Crue 
tape is, of course, still open for scientific 
study. .. From the same survey, Street Pulse 
has also compiled a standard profile of the 
heavy record buyer—/.e., someone who 
buys at least 1 2 records and tapes per year. 
Contrary to popular myth, it's neither the 14-
year-old with the well-worn Scott Baio poster 
on her wall, nor the heavy metal Neanderthal 
who was barely a twinkle in his parents' eyes 
when the Beatles blew the socks off Ed Sul¬ 
livan. Supposedly, the really dedicated vinyl 
aficionado is older (between 19 and 30), 
male, primarily a fan of New Wave 
and sundry forms of New Music—and prone 
to reach casually for the plastic when the 
cashier says, "Cash or charge?" . Berlin is 
used to setting the house on fire in the figura¬ 
tive sense, but the figurative became reality 
during a recent gig in Memphis. The band 
was serving up an encore of "Dancing in 
Berlin" when they got a whiff of smoke, then 
saw that a lighting cable alongside the stage 
had burst into six-foot-high flames, setting 
the wooden stage ablaze. Berlin, troupers all 
(but no fools), cut the tune in mid-chorus and 
exited from the smoke-filled scene, while the 
road crew phoned the fire department and 
the local power company. It took over a dozen 
Tennessee firefighters and technicians two 
hours to set things straight so that the next 
band on the bill, The Romantics, could take 
the stage ... In the Truth Is Stranger Than Fic¬ 
tion department, John Denver recently 
joined Chuck Berry on stage in St. Louis for a 
stint of impromptu rocking out. The duo fol¬ 
lowed up "Maybelline" with an instrumental 
version of "Roll Over Beethoven." When 
asked how he felt afterwards, Denver replied, 
"Proud." Next stop, Jerry Lee Lewis... Also 

The Canadian band Helix, while not yet household 
names, had at least a preliminary Brush With Great¬ 
ness a while back. During the band's show-opening 
set for Heart in Louisville, Kentucky, spotlit guitar¬ 
ist Brent Doerner was riffing up a storm of a solo in 
front of the packed arena crowd, when a grinning 
Eddie Van Halen suddenly jumped on stage from 
out of nowhere, played air guitar for a few seconds, 
then jumped off again. Doerner, so wrapped up in 
his solo that he apparently didn’t notice the guitar 
hero’s surprise appearance, lit up like a Christmas 
tree when the crowd went berserk—obviously sure 
his moment had finally arrived. 

on the strange side, Britain's Iron Maiden re¬ 
cently became the first heavy metal band to 
play in Poland. Maidenhas recently opted for 
an Egyptian motif in its stage presentation. 
However, with a PA. rig loud enough to wake 
the dead and an eight-foot rotting corpse 
named "Eddie" as the cornerstones of Maid¬ 
en's show, there's a suspicion that the Polish 
authorities didn't know quite what they were 
letting themselves in for when they rubber-
stamped the necessary visas. As the band 
strutted and roared on stage, sweating pro¬ 
fusely over the first ten rows of fans, the col¬ 
lective expression on the faces of the 
middle-aged Communist officials in attend¬ 
ance is said to have been summed up in a 
word: "horrified." While we're still on the 
Iron Maiden beat, cynics who are under the 
impression that true rock ‘andom is a dying 
art can take heart, perhaps, from the activi¬ 
ties of Iron Maiden's number one fan. Not 
content with buying the occasional T-shirt 
and shelling out 15 bucks for a concert ticket 
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once a year, one Scott McGuire went the cre¬ 
ative route, constructing a 20-foot-tall replica 
of "Eddie" on the roof of his parents' house in 
suburban Mt. Prospect, Illinois. ■ 

GARAGE BANDS 

and will supply bands with marketplace pro¬ 
files (club, radio station, and local record 
store contacts) in areas where airplay is 
heavy. While there's no guarantee of cruising 
around in a Ferrari by year's end, Street Vi¬ 

nyl-performing the same promotional serv¬ 
ice that Thirsty Ear provides for many of the 
country's major labels— up the chances of 
actually getting played. Contact Street Vinyl 
via Thirsty Ear at the above address. ■ 

As every garage band with platinum day¬ 
dreams knows, getting your stuff heard by 
persons other than the next-door neighbors 
or your high school senior class is easier said 
than done. The major labels continue to cut 
artist rosters. A local band billed as the best 
thing since the Fa b Four can be a big deal in its 
home town, yet totally unknown 50 miles up 
the Interstate. Journeying to New York or 
L.A. with demo tape in hand worked once-
upon-a-time, but nowadays you'll never 
make it past the record company's reception¬ 
ist. Even if your tape gets in the door, chances 
are slim it'll be listened to all the way through, 
let alone be your passport to a million dollar 
deal and an arena full of enraptured fans. 
Many bands go the independent route— re¬ 
cording, pressing, and distributing their own 
discs in hopes of attracting big label inter¬ 
est— but that has drawbacks. It's not cheap. 
And getting your record onto the turntables of 
people other than friends and relatives is no 
mean trick. With that in mind, former Trouser 
Press publisher Ira Robbins and the New 
York-based promotion firm, Thirsty Ear Com¬ 
munications, have come up with SCREAM 
(Sampler Containing Really Exciting Ameri¬ 
can Music). The concept is simple: every six 
weeks, they put together an album contain¬ 
ing one track each from 10 independent U.e., 
unsigned) American bands. The album is 
shipped to nearly 200 college and commer¬ 
cial new music radio stations across the 
country, as well as big labels and select inde¬ 
pendents both here and in Europe, music 
publishers, managers, venues, and denizens 
of the music press. The recipients are asked 
to return a survey form and com ment on each 
tune, and they often request more informa¬ 
tion on some of the bands. Getting your band 
included on SCREAM isn't free, but the total 
fee of $350 is far less than it costs in many 
places to press and distribute your own sin¬ 
gle, and SCREAM goes directly to the People 
Who Matter. With hundreds of tapes arriving 
at Thirsty Ear's office each month, Robbins 
and Company admit that an epic (and diffi¬ 
cult) "weeding out" process takes place to 
whittling it down to 10 bands. But SCREAM 
increases the chances of unknown musicians 
getting through to people in a position to ac¬ 
tually do something for them. For details, 
contact Thirsty Ear Communications, 310 
Madison Avenue, Suite 1506, New York, NY 
10017, (212) 697-7800 ... Bands who have 
already put their money where their mouths 
are, pressed their own independent discs, 
and don't know how to move them out of the 
garage might check out another service of¬ 
fered by Thirsty Ear. Called Street Vinyl, the 
service is tailor-made for performers who are 
all dressed, know where they want to go, but 
don't know how to get there. Street Vinyl 
mails your album to 200 college radio sta¬ 
tions across the country, keeps after the sta¬ 
tions to play it, supplies you with a tracking 
report so you know how well you're doing, 

80s funk connoisseurs who’d like to find out just who is copying their riffs from whom should check out 
PolyGram’s two re-issues of rare James Brown classics.The first. Ain’t That a Groove, spotlights tracks the 
Godfather laid down between 1966 and 1970, while Doing It To Death covers 1970 to 1973. Neither LP du¬ 
plicates any of the cuts appearing on the numerous Brown reissues that have appeared over the last few 
years. 

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 

17 mg. "tar”, 
1.3 mg. nicotine 
av. per cigarette 
by FTC method. 
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POWERSLAVE 
The undeniable new album from the band that will not be denied. 



brow has neither read nor seen the play. 
“I’m just a typical semi-intelligent rock 
star,” he states without shame. “I can use 
my brain, but all I read is my own notices.” 

In New York to do some promotion for 
Condition Critical, Dubrow was tireless in 
his pursuit of both press and prurience. He 
seemed to find ample amounts of both. 
Here he speaks of his enduring passions— 
Quiet Riot and Loud Sex—his benighted 
childhood as a rock ’n’ roll nerd, his days 
of wine and cirrhosis, and his firm belief 
that everything bad ever written about 
heavy metal is merely a nightmare in 
search of a reality. 

In short, Kevin Dubrow might not bite 
the head off a bird, but he’d hype it to 
death. 

The song “Party All Night” on the new al¬ 
bum contains the lyrics “Driving right way 
on the wrong side/A bit too much to 
drink/women in the back seat/They don’t 
know what to think.” Could those and oth¬ 
er lyrics on the LP be construed as encour¬ 
aging dangerous and stupid behavior? 

I’ll tell you why we put the lyrics on the 
inner sleeve in the first place: to give you 
people ammunition. If we hadn’t, nobody 
could have understood the words. We 
knew by putting them on we were leaving 
ourselves wide open for you to say, “What 
the hell’s the matter with you guys, don’t 
you have any social responsibility?” It’s 
really funny you should ask, because it was 
done for you. Now I’ll tell you the differ¬ 
ence between how journalists see it and 
how Quiet Riot sees it. I wrote “Party All 
Night” as a joke, totally tongue-in-cheek; 
we’re very funny people, you know, that’s 
how we’ve lasted so long. Maybe parents 
could interpret the lyrics as serious, but it’s 
not written for parents. I can’t be responsi¬ 
ble for all that goes on in this world. Be¬ 
cause if I was that careful it wouldn’t be 
rock ‘n’ roll. Rock isn’t about being care¬ 
ful. My responsibility is to entertain an 
audience. 
You seem to be assuming a strong anti¬ 
Quiet Riot bias on the part of the media. 

Of course. We put the lyrics on this album 
for the same reason we did “Mama Weer 
All Crazee Now”: because the media says, 
“You guys are under all this pressure to do 
something big, you can’t possibly do anoth¬ 
er Slade song.” And we say, “Why? You’re 
going to trash us anyway, you want some 
trash, here’s some ammunition, so shove it 
up your ass.” That’s why the lyrics and the 
Slade covers and the whole thing. Anyway, 
it doesn’t matter, because nothing we say 
will make a difference. Hell, if I tell a kid 
not to do something, man, he’ll really go 
for it. When they throw things on stage 
and we ask them not to, all hell breaks 
loose. We make music our audience can re¬ 
late to, music that is close to our lives. 
“Party All Night” is nothing but a true sto¬ 
ry of my life. 
A recent story? 
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‘Who’s left? Us and Van Halen! Leather studs are history.* 
Very recent. This year, actually. I’ve got a 
friend, Peter, people think we go out to¬ 
gether, we’re gonna kill ourselves. I had 
just come off the last tour, 220 dates, and 
when I get off the road and have no more 
work, no more having to entertain people 
who paid $12.50 for the privilege, it’s time 
to party. There’s a place called the Rain¬ 
bow Bar & Grill in L.A., and we go there 
and announce a party at Kevin Dubrow’s 
house. Kevin Dubrow’s got 10 imaginary 
houses all over town, because I don’t want 
my home broken up. So we pile women in 
the back, but I never drink and drive. I 
won’t screw up everything I’ve worked for 
all these years, but Peter is driving and he’s 
fucked out of his brain, and, well, it was a 
typical rock ‘n’ roll story from then on. 
Is all this in answer to the critic who once 
dubbed Quiet Riot the milk and cookies 
band of heavy metal? 
That’s a load of bullshit. But there are dif¬ 
ferences between us and other (heavy met¬ 
al) groups. We’re more talented than your 
average headbanger, and we’re energetic, 
not guys who get up and say, ‘Look at me, 
I’m a sexy drone rocker!” Also, we don’t 
abuse women, we don’t worship the devil 
and we never trashed a hotel room. We 
manage to get publicity anyway, without 
raping and pillaging. 

When were you first attracted to the music 
and the lifestyle? 

Seeing the Beatles on Ed Sullivan was my 
first exposure of any kind to rock music. I 
was, maybe, seven- or eight-years-old and I 
had a tennis racket long before I had a gui¬ 
tar. I started out wanting to be Paul 
McCartney, a Beatle; then I moved on to 
wanting to be Rod Stewart, a superstar; 
then Steve Marriott, the greatest singer 
ever. I was a kid and I had the same fanta¬ 
sies as everyone else: that rock stars stay in 
bed all day and party all night, do a show 
for an hour-and-a-half, get mobbed by 
beautiful women and have a great time. But 
I had one thing nobody else in school had: I 
had the hunger. In elementary school I 
came in with boots and long hair like the 
Beatles, and they thought I was a fairy. In 
high school, I dressed and acted like Rod 
Stewart. We had two other rock stars come 
out of my high school, Grant High in Los 
Angeles, Steve Lukather and Jeff Porcaro 
of Toto. They were great musicians, real 
musicians, and they dressed like normal 
guys. Me, I dressed like Rod Stewart and 
couldn’t do shit. I was completely ostra¬ 
cized. I was an asshole by choice. 

When did you cease being an asshole by 
choice? 

When I finally started getting laid, in 10th 
grade or thereabouts. Then they started 
leaving me alone. 

How did that come about, so to speak? 
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DuBrow: ‘I started rebelling in school, and I’m still rebelling 
because there’s a cause. And the cause is entertainment.’ 

You mean my first? I was maybe 15, it was 
on the floor of somebody’s house, not 
mine. It was a party, three of us. You could 
say two very nice ladies, local neighbor¬ 
hood, you know, loose girls, they gave me 
my introduction. 

You were de-flowered in a menage-a-trois? 

Well, no, not exactly. It was one at a time, 
of course. I only have one thing to use, af¬ 
ter all. I guess that night could have a lot to 
do with why I have such interesting desires 
now, appetites for that sort of thing. But 
we’re getting pretty far away from Quiet 
Riot, aren’t we? 

You seem to enjoy discussing the subject. 

Yeah, but I don’t want to brag. When we 
go on the road, women who I might sleep 
with, well, I don’t want them to think I’ll 
just go ahead and talk about them. You 
know no woman wants to hear that you go 
to bed with other women. It’s a little thing 
in their heads, they know it’s bullshit. 

They also don’t like to be hustled. 

Couldn’t your self-described actions be 
considered hustling? 

No way—I don’t hustle women anymore. 
In the past year, my life in that regard has 
changed a lot. I was getting laid very nice¬ 
ly, thank you, before I was ever in a real 
rock band, so I know if I’m successful with 
women now, it’s not just because I’m a 
star. If I go to bed with somebody, she has 
to be very good looking and very nice, be¬ 
cause I don’t have to do it anymore. I’m 
not some ugly mug who’s been on a desert 
island for five years. My appetites haven’t 
mellowed at all, though; it’s just that I’ve 
reached the point where the only thing I’ll 
hustle for is Quiet Riot. 

Okay, let’s move away from sex for 
awhile. Quiet Riot may be taking a critical 
slagging but your vocals are starting to get 
some praise. Have you any idea why? 

I’ve heard myself compared to Robert 

Plant, and that’s very nice. Meeting Randy 
Rhoads made me want to be a real musi¬ 
cian. I wanted to be able to know enough to 
talk to musicians about their music, be¬ 
cause singers aren’t usually considered 
musicians. Now I think, with the exception 
of myself, only David Coverdale and Ron¬ 
nie Dio are good singers from the new 
heavy metal school. Paul Rodgers and 
Robert Plant are great also, from the old 
guard. 

You mentioned Randy Rhoads. His spec¬ 
tre does seem to follow, if not haunt, the 
group. 

I just read somewhere that a writer said 
Quiet Riot is still living off Randy. Hey, 
the guy was great, why not remember him? 
He was also my best friend. You know the 
night we met I was coming home from a 
Rod Stewart concert. It was fate. The in¬ 
credible thing was here was this real musi¬ 
cian, and here was I, who only looked like a 
rock star but couldn’t sing worth shit, and 
he wanted to play with me, maybe because 
every other rock singer in town was a pain 
in the ass. At least I wasn’t a total pain in 
the ass all the time. What I had was the 
hunger and Randy must have recognized 
that early on. 

How did his death affect you? 

How would you feel if your best friend 
died? For one thing, I detest flying more 
than I used to. And it showed me some¬ 
thing about priorities. Before Randy’s 
death, rock was everything to me. My 
mom and brother and friends, you finally 
realize their lives mean more than any¬ 
thing else. I would hope every other rock 
‘n* roller in the world feels the same way, 
or he or she’s really messed up. 

At what point in working with Randy 
Rhoads did you find yourself metamor¬ 
phosing from nerd to singer? 

When I began playing clubs at 19, and I 
found myself on stage with nothing but my 
dick hanging out. Before that, you put the 
radio on to Rod Stewart and preened in 
front of the mirror, and hey, what do you 
know, you sound just like Rod. Then you 
come home after playing a club, turn on 
the recorder and the tape sounds like shit, 
and you just can’t tell yourself, like a lot of 
singers do, that the recorder’s broken. In 
1981, when I met Spencer Proffer, that’s 
when I started sounding really good. 
When Randy went off to join Ozzy and 
Quiet Riot-1 ended and I formed my own 
band, DuBrow, that was sink or swim 
time. I didn’t have Randy to hide behind 
anymore, so I started working a lot harder 
at my singing and at everything else. 

How would you rate Quiet Riot-1 against 
Dubrow and its successor, Quiet Riot-2? 

Well, as I said, as DuBrow from 1980 to 
1982 we existed as a shifting group of peo¬ 
ple, with me having to go it alone, hiring 
and firing. The band had my name, I need-
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ed people who liked to work with me and 
could see things my way, and if not, screw 
it, they were gone. I was paying the bills, I 
had the responsibility, it was my name and 
my music, if they didn’t like it they needn’t 
stay. Quiet Riot-1 was mainly a lot of pos¬ 
ing. Randy played tasty guitar, nobody 
was out-and-out masturbating on his in¬ 
strument, but the musicianship was only 
fair. With DuBrow and the current Quiet 
Riot, I knew we had to go further than put¬ 
ting me up in a leopard suit and having me 
jump around for two hours like an idiot. 

With the zebra stripes and mask and the 
heavy acrobatic thrust, you tried to im¬ 
print a fresh image on the band. But 
doesn’t it, in the end, come back to a very 
basic thing—that kids with big rock 
dreams and few skills feel closer to a group 
whose act is not that far above their own 
garage shenanigans? 

Obviously there’s a lot of that. We play the 
three basic chords—E, D, A or E, D, G or 
whatever, and the kids all do that too. 
Sure, we’re very basic; it’s a little like look¬ 
ing in a mirror for a lot of kids. But I still 
see a world of difference between what 
we’re doing and the rest of heavy metal. 
Listen, the whole hard rock thing is histo¬ 
ry. Look around. There’s no Bad Compa¬ 
ny, no Led Zeppelin, no Humble Pie, Deep 
Purple’s only just coming back. What’s 
left? Us and Van Halen! Leather studs are 
history. I can’t even listen to Ozzy and 
Motley Crue. Maybe the same people lis¬ 
ten to all of us, but I won’t accept that 
we’re the same basic thing. 

Other than entertaining people, having a 
great time and occasionally mouthing off 
about the state of rock music, is there any 
genuine rebelliousness to be found in Qui¬ 
et Riot? 

We wrote a song—unfortunately it didn’t 
make it to this album—called “Rebels 
With A Cause,” which, I think, summed it 
all up. Yes, I’m still a rebel, but I say if 
you’re gonna get up and fight, make it for 
something. To rise up and throw an M-80 
at a concert is not rebellion, it’s a release, a 
stupid form of release, and it’s not going to 
get you anywhere. I started rebelling in 
school because they (teachers, classmates, 
parents, etc.) wouldn’t let me do what I 
wanted, which is to be a rock ‘n’ roller. 
Later I rebelled because the record compa¬ 
nies wouldn’t give me a contract. And I’m 
still rebelling because there’s a cause, and 
the cause is entertainment, and the vehicle 
is Quiet Riot. 

It sounds like you’ve carefully thought out 
this rebellion motif. 

Yeah, I’ve been thinking about it all my 
life. I never wanted to be a heavy metal 
Bob Dylan or anything, never believed in 
any great message, just work hard and sing 
your heart out. And be the biggest damn 
hustler in the world for my band. If I sound 
callous, well, okay ... O 

If you're a friend of Jack Daniel s. drop us a line We'd like to get to know you. 

IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO PHOTOGRAPH our 
charcoal mellowing process. But this is a 
charcoal mellowing vat. 

Into this vat we tamp finely ground charcoal. 
Then we seep our just-distilled whiskey slowly 
through the charcoal to mellow 
its taste before aging. Once the J 
whiskey drips into the vat, 
there’s no way to photograph 
what’s happening. But when 
you compare Jack Daniel’s 
to any other whiskey, you’ll 
begin to get the picture. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

Ô 
DROP 

Ô 
BY DROP 
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Tennessee Whiskey • 90 Proof • Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Motlow, Prop., Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop. 361) Tennessee 37352 

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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FILM 

JONATHAN GROSS BUT 
WHY? 

The Talking Heads’ 
I concert film lays an egg 

I
magine you’re in an art gallery, stand¬ 
ing dumbfounded before a big whack 
of liquid laughter and, knowing full 
well the work was hung correctly, tilt¬ 
ing your head hoping it might make 

more sense from a different perspective. So 
it is with the Talking Heads-Jonathan 
Demme collaboration, Stop Making Sense, 
a work that never really answers the musi¬ 
cal question “Why?” 

Yet this dry, self-contained concert film 
is being championed as a piece of art, much 
like Robert Rauschenberg’s limited edition 
cover for the Heads’ Speaking In Tongues 
LP. And like that record it is less an experi¬ 
ence than a collectible, a piece for the man¬ 
tle like that guitar in the arsenal of Spinal 
Tap’s Nigel Tufnel that can never be 
touched, let alone played. 

Shot in near-laboratory conditions at 
the Pantages Theatre in Hollywood last 
year, Stop Making Sense is technically ex¬ 
quisite. The sound is great, every Dolby di-
rect-to-digital byte of it. The lighting 
textures are as serene as the six-camera 
shoot is crisp. So pristine is the overall feel 
that director Demme (Swing Shift, Melvin 
and Howard) could use a reel to pitch for 
the next Royal Wedding assignment. But 
his reverence for the Heads practically suf¬ 
focates with false significance a pop group 
that was remembered as being a heck of a 
lot of fun on its ’83 tour. 
The live show was a keeper. In building 

the set and band piece-by-piece, musician-
by-musician, starting with David Byrne’s 
stark solo raveup of “Psycho Killer,” the 
Heads traced its own evolution while func¬ 
tioning as its own opening act. Contained 
within the two-part, two-hour spectacle 
were several climaxes including side excur¬ 
sions into the world of the Tom Tom Club 
and Byrne’s solo work. 

But Demme fails to capture the intima¬ 
cy of the evening. Byrne plays neither to 
the cameras nor to the audience, which is 

Stop Making Sense: A collectible, a piece for the mantle 

cast as a mere prop cluttering Demme’s 
smooth pans. The natural pulse of a live 
concert is broken by the tight sequencing 
and the complete lack of banter. There just 
isn’t enough visual information and in¬ 
sight; and although Stop Making Sense has 
been lauded for eschewing offstage and 
backstage footage, it is surprising that the 

FILM NOTES 
Will Michael Jackson play Peter Pan in Steven Spielberg's upcoming production of 
that Disney cartoon? Everybody knows Jackson sees Pan as the ultimate fantasy, but 
Spielberg has stated publicly that he’d like to use someone very young in the lead 
role . . . David Byrne is reportedly planning a dramatic film project to follow Stop 
Making Sense . . . Kevin Godley and Lol Creme, the hot video producers, follow video 
director Steve Barron (“Billie Jean” to Electric Dreams) into the feature ring with a 
property called Hooverville, a story set during Depression-era America . . . Every¬ 
body’s favorite cleaning lady. Madonna, is going to star as a housewife who becomes a 
rock star at night in the film Desperately Seeking Susan directed by Susan Seidelman, 
who made her mark a couple of years ago with the downscale punk tragedy Smither¬ 
eens . . . Madonna’s boyfriend, John “Jellybean” Benitez, was to have been the sub¬ 
ject of a feature on a deejay, but that project is now on hold. 

Heads, one of the more creative groups in 
America, would deliver such a one-dimen¬ 
sional package. 

Perhaps there’s more to it. The film is 
described by critic Michael Sragow of Film 
Comment as "a call to rock and roll faith.” 
For the serious Talking Heads fan this just 
might be the revelation to be enshrined for 
eternity in midnight repertory houses 
across the country. But for the casual au¬ 
teur, Stop Making Sense is an experience 
teetering on the edge of boredom. If any¬ 
thing, Demme’s closeups amplify the 
band’s shaky musicianship and uneasiness 
before large audiences. The smiles are 
forced and the movements wooden, like 
those of children squirming in front of the 
folks’ Betamovie. 
And maybe it’s just conditioning, but 

this movie lacks the context of most theat¬ 
rical releases. The Beatles met a demand, 
the Sex Pistols met their maker. For 
$800,000 the Talking Heads got a very fan¬ 
cy HBO special. O 

38 RECORD / NOVEMBER 1984 



$149.50 $169.50 $199.50 

Whatever’s your bag, 
Casio makes it easier to tote 

Punk, Funk, Rock or Country 
—whatever your brand of music, 
Casio’s your brand of keyboard. 
They’re the lightweights that even 
heavyweights can love. But they're 
so easy to play that beginners can’t 
keep their hands off them. 

Our PT-80, with its ROM pack 
technology, is the world’s smallest— 
and undoubtedly least expensive-
music teacher. Simply snap in a 
ROM pack and it'll play itself—and 
teach you how to play it by leading 
your fingers across its keys with the 
blinking lights of Casio’s exclusive 

Melody Guide system. 
Our MT-35 is a virtual one hand 

band—only 17” long, yet with a 
44-key polyphonic keyboard, and a 
one key auto accompaniment and 
demo feature which turns it into a 
one finger band. 

On a larger scale, our MT-46 
gives you a 49 key, 8 note poly¬ 
phonic keyboard with built-in 
bass lines, sustain, arpeggio and 
drum fills. The MT-68 adds to this 
even more instrument sounds 
and a special accom¬ 
paniment section 

that gives 768 rhythm variations. 
All these keyboards are 

equipped with a built-in speaker, as 
well as an output jack, so you can 
hook it up to your earphones or your 
own sound equipment. 

No matter how different the 
drummer you march to, there’s a 
Casio keyboard that'll accompany 
you for less. 

CASIO 
Where miracles never cease 

Casio, Inc. Electronic Musical Instrument Division: 15 Gardner Road, Fairfield, N J. 07006 New Jersey (201 ) 575-7400, Los Angeles (213) 803-3411 . 





nixont&a 
Lost amidst all the hubub over 
the various challenges to MTV 
cropping up has been the ad¬ 
mirable stand against sex and 
violence in video programming 
being taken by representatives 
of Atlanta media monster Ted 
Turner’s new national music 
channel. 
“Some of it is as bad as Play¬ 

boy,” says TBS vice-president 
Robert Wussler, referring to 
the proliferation of erotica and 
bloodlust in many videos, par¬ 
ticularly those aimed at North 
American hard rock audi¬ 
ences. “I’m not going to name 
names, but that kind of video 
will not be seen on our chan¬ 
nel. That’s not what we’re 
about.” 
To be sure, Turner’s service 

is not actually confronting the 
issue but merely adopting a for¬ 
mat similar to Contemporary 
Hit Radio for a 25-49-year-old 
audience: Laura Branigan over 
Lords of the New Church. 
MTV, no longer an AOR win¬ 
dow, sees its eclectic format 
reaching a 12-34-year-old de¬ 
mographic. And Turner’s sell¬ 
ing point to the cable operators 
across the country is not his 
righteous programming but his 
right-on price point: he’s offer¬ 
ing the service for free . as 
opposed to MTV’s per -sub¬ 
scriber fee. 

Predictably, Turner’s 
brinksmanship drew an imme¬ 
diate response from MTV, 
which quickly announced 
plans for a second all-music 
channel starting January 1. 
Like Turner’s, the new MTV 
(it has no name yet) will be 
aimed at an older demographic 
and will be offered free to oper¬ 
ators already taking MTV. 
This small token of MTV’s ar¬ 
rogance stems in part from the 
exclusivity contracts (see Music 
Video Notes, October RE¬ 
CORD) that are designed to 
cripple competition from 24-
hour music channels. 
So the real issue is who can 

get there firstest with the mos¬ 
test. Most of the truly offensive 
material is produced by a small 
group of desperadoes and bit 
players like Canadian heavy 

A Turner Broadcasting exec says the company's new all-music channel won't press the flesh 

metal heathens Helix who took 
an extra few thousand dollars 
from the Playboy Channel to 
whip out an R-rated version of 
“Rock You.” Nothing to lose, 
a little to gain. Same goes for 
Cheap Trick and its three ver¬ 
sions—G, PG, R—of the title 
song from Up The Creek. An 
increasingly competitive home 
video market is not going to 
drive these people out of busi¬ 
ness—that’s why artists like 
the Cars have cut special fleshy 
versions of their popular clips 
for cassette compilations. 
Can Turner’s music chan¬ 

nel, a low budget affair sans 
veejays, survive on a mellow 
note? And how mellow will 
that note be? As always, the 
watchword (no pun intended) 
is Stay Tuned. 

to the edited version of Fran¬ 
kie’s “Relax” that received 
substantial MTV airplay after 
the all-music channel request¬ 

ed it be toned down. The origi¬ 
nal, shot by Bernard Rose in a 
gay leather bar, was banned ev¬ 
erywhere and fueled the Fran¬ 
kie sensation, which threatens 
to eclipse Beatlemania in Eu¬ 
rope. “This is what happens 
when things slip out of your 

out of 
control 
“1 can’t believe this country’s 
first impression of Frankie 
Goes To Hollywood is that 
piece of crap,” complains for¬ 
mer arch-critic Paul Morley, 
now a partner with Trevor 
Horn and his wife Jill Sinclair 
in Z1 1, England’s hottest re¬ 
cord label. Morley is referring 

Frankie Goes to Hollywood in “Re¬ 

lax" and label chief Morley (insetl: 

M TV backs off 



Everybody's favorite polka parodists, Stan and Yosh Shmenge, are dosing a 

deal for their own HBO special. Look for Stan and Yosh in their real-life guises 

as John Candy and Eugene Levy, along with other SCTV alumni, in HBO's 25th 

_ Anniversary of Second City special, due to air in late '84._ 

control,” adds Morley, whose 
disgust with the presentation 
of ZTT’s acts to the American 
public extends to the widely-ac¬ 
claimed video for the Art of 
Noise’s “Close to the Edit,” di¬ 
rected by Oscar-winning Polish 
director Zbigniew Rybezynski 
at the request of ZTT’s U.S. 
distributor, Island Records. 
“For one thing, there’s people 
in it, which makes it dated,” 
says the visionary Morley, him¬ 
self a member of the faceless 

who has laid on the narration 
thick and heavy for NFL Films 
since time immemorial. Imag¬ 
ine Facenda doing voice-over 
for a rock video: “Against the 
icy backdrop of a steel-gray De¬ 
cember day at Three Rivers 
Stadium, the Steel Curtain 
came down on Billy Squier’s 
tour . ” . . . John McEnroe 
and his old buddies The Pre¬ 
tenders have teamed up for a 
new wave tennis instructional 
video. Using music by Hynde 

& Co. plus other rock notables 
(e.g. the Police) as a sound¬ 
track, Big Mac and arch-rival 
Ivan Lendl strut their stuff in 
super-slo-mo.Close-up shot for 
$750,000 under optimum con¬ 
ditions at New York’s Kauf¬ 
man Astoria Studios, the tape 
will be released to the home 
market late this year. 

comedy 
copers 
Ex-Monkee Mike Nesmith 
(maybe it’s time to drop that 
prefix) is taking the spirit of his 
Grammy-winning Elephant 
Parts video to network televi¬ 
sion this fall with Television 
Parts, a comedy clip show that 
NBC says will be the ’84-’85 
season’s first replacement se¬ 
ries. Nesmith is keeping quiet 
on the project, but the concept 
allows stars and hopefuls to de¬ 
velop their own video shorts. 
Could be a savior in the prime¬ 
time wasteland... everybody’s 
favorite polka parodists, Stan 
and Yosh Shmenge of SCTV 
(John Candy and Eugene 
Levy), are said to be closing a 
deal for their own HBO spe¬ 
cial, which could include more 
stuff like their hilarious “Power 
to the Punk People.” Levy, 
Candy and other SCTV greats 
will appear later this year in an¬ 
other special, HBO’s 25th 
Anniversary of Second 
City. . .released by Embassy 

Home Video this month on 
home video is a special version 
of This Is Spinal Tap, the rock 
event of 1984. The tape in¬ 
cludes a video for “Hellhole” 
and “Heavy Metal Memories,” 
a greatest hits commercial fea¬ 
turing the band in full flower. 

noted_ 
RECORD columnist Craig 
Anderton is host of Summer 
‘84 NAMM-On-Video, a one-
hour VHS videotape of high¬ 
lights from the largest music 
convention in the United 
States. In addition to demon¬ 
strations of the latest musical 
devices (including the highly-
touted MIDI and SMPTE syn¬ 
chronization units), the tape 
includes interviews with prom¬ 
inent music industry figures 
and analysis of how changes in 
the industry will affect musi¬ 
cians. In addition to penning 
this magazine’s Musical Elec¬ 
tronics column, Anderton ed¬ 
its Polyphony magazine, 
contributes to several other 
publications and has written 
three books on musical elec¬ 
tronics (Electronic Projects for 
Musicians, Home Recording for 
Musicians, and Guitar Gad¬ 
gets). The tape in question is 
available in VHS-format only 
for $49.95 (plus $2.50 postage 
and handling) from Notch Pro¬ 
ductions, P.O. Box 580, 
Langhorne, PA 19047-0580. 

Jonathan Gross 
group. “Second, it’s too de¬ 
structive, which is not what the 
band is about.” Morley plans 
to have animation added to 
soften the clip’s abrasive edges. 

pun* 
NFL Films, the football high¬ 
light factory, is blitzing the mu¬ 
sic video industry with a new 
$10 million production facility 
and enough clients for a rock 
pro bowl. In quick order, the 
company moved this year from 
the production of Fastway’s 
“All Fired Up” to a clutch of 
promos for Billy Squier’s new 
album and plans for long-form 
takes of Hall & Oates and 
Squier. There’s also talk of a 
new Scandal video, for those 
who enjoy painful experiences. 
Says Al Saperstein, head of 
NFL Films’ entertainment divi¬ 
sion: “We’re here to stay. Ev¬ 
erybody here is full time, which 
keeps costs in order. For the 
groups I think our crews, par¬ 
ticularly our camera people, 
have the advantage of knowing 
how to anticipate and capture 
action.” This may finally be the 
big break for John Facenda, 
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MUSICVIDEe Reviews 

Graham Parker 
UVE CONCERT (D: Joy Dubin)_ 

Sony Video Softwore/60 min./$29.95 

Some boost other than the usual failed in¬ dustry cliches is needed to give Graham 
Parker a one-way ticket out of obscurity, 
but rest assured, this videotape ain’t it. Al¬ 
though Parker is often a riveting performer 
in concert, you’d never know it from this 
show recorded in Chicago for MTV in 
1982. It’s not director Jay Dubin’s fault; 
the man does what he can with the stan¬ 
dard camera setups that plague most live 
videos. And it’s not just that Parker has 
given livelier performances, although he 
most definitely has, or that the band, his 
first post-Rumour never really takes off. 
Almost half the material is from just one 
LP, '%2's Another Grey Area, which makes 
this an unbalanced set for someone’s first 
full-length video. The sound is typically 
flat and one-dimensional, and at one point 
laughably redone: during “Jolie Jolie,” the 
camera shows the drummer playing a sim¬ 

ple fill while we hear some complex 
bashing. 
The problem with this and so much oth¬ 

er live video is that there’s no sense of being 
there, of the event which a live rock show 
can be. At least half the fun of going to see 
a performer is the anticipation, that gut 
feeling that, yeah, tonight we’ll see some¬ 
one who’s gonna rock. And the camarade¬ 
rie, the close feelings you share with your 
friends and the other people at the show, 
can’t be captured by watching a television 
re-creation. But without trying to sound 
1984-paranoid about it, the thing that vid¬ 
eo takes away most is perspective, your fo¬ 
cus on the show. If you choose to keep an 
eye on, say, the lunatic drummer all eve¬ 
ning, you can’t do it if the camera won’t 
allow you, and that’s necessary to feel the 
heat of the performance. For an artist like 
Graham Parker, whose visual appeal is 
slight but whose presence is a fierce, un¬ 
tamable entity, that's the crucial element 
lost in the transfer to tape. Maybe next 
time, buddy. —Wayne King 
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MÜSICVIDEOTOPTEN VIDEO CLIP TOP TEN 
1 A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN* 
CULTURE CLUB 
CBS/Fox Home Video 

2 MAKING MICHAEL JACKSON'S 
THRILLER 
MICHAEL JACKSON 
Vestron Video 

3 PRIME CUTS* 
VARIOUS ARTISTS 
CBS/Fox Video 

4 DURAN DURAN 
DURAN DURAN 
Thorn-EMI Home Video 

5 PAT BENATAR—HIT VIDEOS 
PAT BENATAR 
RCA/Columbia Pictures Home Video 

6 LINDA RONSTADT: WHAT'S NEW 
LINDA RONSTADT 
Vestron Video 

7 DAVID BOWIE: SERIOUS MOONLIGHT 
DAVID BOWIE 
Media Music 

8 RICK SPRINGFIELD PLATINUM 
VIDEOS 
RICK SPRINGFIELD 
RCA/Columbia Pictures Home Video 

9 MUSICVIDEO FROM STREETS OF FIRE 
VARIOUS ARTISTS 
MCA Home Video 

10 JOURNEY: FRONTIERS AND BEYOND 
JOURNEY 
Media Music 

‘Denotes new entry 
The MusicVideo Top Ten indicates the 
fastest-moving sales and rentals titles in 
music product as reported by the country's 
leading video retail outlets. 

1 WHEN DOVES CRY 
PRINCE 
(WB) D: Larry Williams 

2 JUMP 
POINTER SISTERS 
(RCA) D: Richard Perry 

3 GHOSTBUSTERS 
RAY PARKER JR. 
(Arista) D: Ivan Reitman 

4 LET’S GO CRAZY* 
PRINCE 
(WB) D: Albert Magnoli 

5 THE GLAMOROUS LIFE* 
SHEILA E. 
(WB) D: Mary Lambert 

6 WHAT'S LOVE GOT TO DO WITH IT* 
TINA TURNER 
(Capitol) D: Mark Robinson 

7 LUCKY STAR* 
MADONNA 
(Sire) D: Arthur Pierson 

8 INFATUATION 
ROD STEWART 
(WB) D: Jonathan Kaplan 

9 LEGS 
ZZ TOP 
(WB) D: Tim Newman 

10 PANAMA* 
VAN HALEN 
(WB) D: Van Halen 

Compiled by RockAmerica (27 E. 21st 
Street, N.Y., N.Y. 10003), the Video Clip 
Top Ten indicates the most popular rock 
video clips being played in over 250 clubs, 
colleges and record stores. In addition to 
title, artist and label, each entry contains 
the name of the clip's director. These charts 
reflect video play for the month of August. 

Pirk Springfield 
RICK SPRINGFIELD PLATINUM VIDEOS D: Rick Springfield 
("Jessie's Girl"), Poul Justman ("Don't Talk to 
Strangers," "What Kind of Fool Am I"), Doug Dowdle 
("Affair of the Heart," "Human Touch," "Souls") 

RCA/Columbia Pictures Home Video/24 minutes/S 19.95 

Ever feel like jumping around in the streets, alleyways and parking lots, wav¬ 
ing your electric guitar at a bevy of lost 
loves? Pretty dynamite idea, huh? These 
and other pseudo-anarchistic rock fanta¬ 
sies are played out over the course of this 
six-clip compilation from teer, heartthrob 
Rick Springfield, whose favorre color may 
well be black (for mourning, if you get 
where I’m coming from). 
The self-directed clip for “Jessie’s Girl,” 

an MTV favorite (kiss of death, anyone?), 
remains Springfield’s most effective work. 
Here Springfield and his band’s alleyway 
performance is intercut with a few choice 
romantic vignettes. One of these includes a 
classic rock video cliche—a frustrated 
singer smashes a mirror with his guitar. 
Hey, take a cigarette break, Rick! Still, 
“Jessie’s Girl” has a raw feeling about it 
that works; unfortunately, this same quali¬ 
ty decreases exponentially as the other five 
videos rumble across the screen with all 
the subtlety of a Sherman tank. 

Collaborating with director Paul Just-
man (J. Geils’ “Freeze Frame”) on two 
clips, Springfield manages to expand his 
video pose. “Don’t Talk To Strangers” 
finds him rocking out in front of a police 
car, while “What Kind of Fool Am I” puts 
him square in the middle of a drive-in the¬ 
atre. Both scripts cast Springfield as a voy¬ 
eur singing his song while spying on the 
women he desires and/or has lost. There is 
no empirical evidence to prove, however, 
that voyeurs sing, or even whistle, while 
they work. I know I don’t. Anyway, “Hu¬ 
man Touch” ditches the titillation in favor 
of a science fiction scenario in which 
Springfield awakes from a state of sus¬ 
pended animation and bounces straight 
into the obligatory rock dance number. 
Now this I believe. Many’s the time in my 
life when I’ve been completely zoned out 
for days on end—not knowing who I am, 
what I do for a living, or who that strange 
woman is in my house—only to wake up 
cutting a mean rug on the floor of the Para¬ 
dise Garage or some other Godforsaken 
venue in Manhattan. “Human Touch” has 
credibility. I tell ya, when that Rick 
Springfield finds a groove, he plays it for 
all it’s worth. Hell of an artist; hell of an 
artist!—Alan Hecht 

Pepo Man 
D; Alex Cox_ 

MCA Home Video/93 min./$59.95 

In the lingo, a repo man is one who repos¬ sesses cars from those who fail to pay 
their bills. As some sage once said of oral 
sex, it’s a dark and lonely job, but some-
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one’s got to do it. Critics have waxed en¬ 
thusiastic over this odd little film written 
and directed by Alex Cox, himself a former 
repo man; and for the most part, the kudos 
are deserved. Ace character actor Harry 
Dean Stanton gives the performance of his 
life as the chief repo man, and Emilio Este¬ 
vez (son of Ramon Estevez, better known 
as Martin Sheen) checks in with a solid 
portrayal of a young punk who is a reluc¬ 
tant initiate into the repo world. This all 
sounds fairly straightforward, but be ad¬ 
vised that Repo Man is one of the more biz-
zare movies around. In the course of his 
work, Estevez encounters all manner of 
ne’er-do-wells, including, most prominent¬ 
ly, a lobotomized nuclear scientist who’s 
driving a sought-after 1964 Chevy bearing 
in its trunk this film’s version of 2001's 
monolith. The secret won’t be revealed 
here, though—suffice it to say that a cou¬ 
ple of unfortunate Joes are liquidated upon 
attempting to examine the source from 
which all energy flows. Is it a comedy or 
tragedy, this Repo Man! There’s enough 
evidence to support both sides; let’s say the 
characters are all unforgettable and bent in 
peculiar ways, and that the dialogue is rich 
in off-the-wall one-liners—but you have to 
listen hard. The soundtrack (available on 
San Andreas Records, distributed by 
MCA) that plays quietly in the back¬ 
ground features music by Black Flag, the 
Circle Jerks, the Plugz and other Los An¬ 
geles-based bands. The title track is by 
Iggy Pop. —David McGee 

Siarahip 
(D: Stanley Dorfman)_ 

RCA-Columbia Home Video/90 min./$29.95 

The ’Ship hits the fans pretty low to the ground here, interspersing live footage 
shot at Vancouver’s Queen Elizabeth The¬ 
atre with idiotic visits to a “pirate” studio 
where a character called Shortwave Mike 
yammers about the “Copyright Police” 
shutting him down before the end of his 
broadcast. He’s lucky the Art Police didn’t 
get there first. 

All of the Starship’s recent hits are cov¬ 
ered here, as well as the Airplane’s great 
“White Rabbit” and “Someone To 
Love”—performed, alas, without the wild 
abandon of the originals. The band’s ap¬ 
peal, apparently, is defined by the heavy 
metal excesses of guitarist Craig Chaquico 
and the sweet, if only marginally thrilling, 
vocals of Mickey Thomas. Grace Slick, 
still a charismatic performer and one of 
rock’s all-time great characters, is under¬ 
utilized in the current lineup. And Paul 
Kantner, the father figure of the space hip¬ 
pies, has virtually no part of the Starship’s 
sonic flavor, stage presentation and—most 
important of all—its personality. The 
Shortwave Mike stuff in this video is a to¬ 
ken nod to Kantner’s sci-fi sensibility; No 
wonder he recently left the band for a “sab¬ 
batical” of undetermined length. 

—David Gans 

When you pick up the "Eddie And The 
Cruisers” soundtrack album, you are really 
picking up the recording debut of John 
Cafferty And The Beaver Brown Band. 
They are the real group who played and 
sang “On The Dark Side” and all the rest of 
the great music in the film. 

Best of all, being a real band, and not just a movie invention, (John 
Cafferty And The Beaver Brown Band have been together for 10 years, 
slamming rock up and down the Eastern seaboard from their Rhode 
Island base), you'll be hearing a lot more from Cafferty and friends. 

A lot more. And soon. 

The real John Cafferty And The Beaver Brown Band. 
On Scotti Brothers Records and Cassettes. A CBS Associated Label. 
Produced by Kenny Vance. Management: Arnold Freedman for Oasis 
Productions. Inc. “CBS" is a trademark of CBS Inc. i 1984 CBS Inc. 

RECORD /NOVEMBER 1984 45 



MARTIN PORTER WHEN SIZE 
COUNTS 

Components 
for a cramped 
room 

BOTTOMS UP 

REAL ESTATE IS GETTING 
expensive. The more room you give 
up to your stereo the more rent 
you’ll have to shell out to the land¬ 
lord. In light of these economic re¬ 
alities, the selection of a stereo has 
as much to do with the amount of 
room you can spare as it does with 
what you can spend. Let’s say all 
you can allow is some shelf space 

four inches smaller than an LP. 
And what should you look for 

when budget and floor space is 
hard to spare? JVC has put togeth¬ 
er the “dream” system of the 
month with its model XM-900AV 
“Crossmedia” component system 
that marries all your home enter¬ 
tainment needs into a couple of 
convenient racks. 
The center of attraction here is a 

video component—the 19-inch, 

Sony's top-of-the-line microcomponent system, the FH-7mKII, offers 
flexibility and decent specifications in a compact package ($600) 

next to your school yearbook and 
your swimming trophies—how 
much of a stereo can you fit there? 

Quite a lot, thanks to Sony. Its 
top-of-the-line microcomponent 
system, the FH-7mKII (approx. 
$600), offers flexibility and decent 
specifications in a micropackage 
that can easily be bundled under 
your arms for an audio change of 
scenery. The system is built around 
the TA-78II integrated amplifier, 
which has its own five-band graph¬ 
ic equalizer and can pump 22 watts 
to both channels. An auto-reverse 
cassette deck with both Dolby B 
and C and a quartz synthesis tuner 
with five presets for both the AM 
and FM bands comes with the 
package. Speakers are a two-way 
pair that can be stacked on a shelf 
or hung on the wall. But it’s the op¬ 
tional turntable (approx. $ 150) that 
documents the unit’s down-scaled 
size (8 1/2 inches wide). This fully 
automatic record spinner leaves 
most of the LP exposed outside 
the dust cover while it’s in opera¬ 
tion—but that’s a common prob¬ 
lem with a turntable that’s nearly 

134-channel, cable-ready remote 
control TV that will handle three 
input sources as well as its own ex¬ 
ternal speaker terminals. Comple¬ 
menting the video portion of the 
Crossmedia system is JVC’s VHS 
Hi-Fi unit with its near-digital dy¬ 
namic range of over 80 dB, 139-
channel tuner, 14-day/8 event 
programmability, and 12-function 
infrared remote control. Also in¬ 
cluded is the VP-100B Digital Au-

dio Processor, which turns that 
video unit into a digital tape re¬ 
corder, giving you eight hours 
worth of the “highest-fi” music on 
a single cassette. 

Making the audio-video connec¬ 
tion is the Super Dynamic A-G90B, 
an 80-watt integrated amplifier 
with inputs for a turntable, tuner, 
CD player, and two inputs each for 
tape and auxiliary (video) sources. 
Otherwise a quick rundown of the 
system’s audio inventory finds: a 
programmable digital synthesized 
tuner that is capable of automati¬ 
cally turning the entire system on 
and off 16 times per week with 16 
programmable AM/FM presets; a 
linear-tracking turntable with ran¬ 
dom programming for a maximum 
of eight tracks for up to 15 plays in 
any order, plus “SKIP” and “IN¬ 
DEX” (which plays the first 10 sec¬ 
onds of each cut); a front-loading 
CD player with 12-track program¬ 
mability; a double-sided (dubbing) 
cassette deck with auto-reverse, 
automatic tape type selection, and 

JVCs XM-900AV Crossmedia 
component system features: 19-
inch, 134-channel, cable ready, 

remote control TV; JVC's VHS Hi-
Fi unit; VP-100B Digital Audio 
Processor; Super Dynamic A-
G90B, 80-watt integrated 

amplifier; programmable digital 
synthesized tuner; linear-tracking 
turntable; front-loading Compact 

Disc player; double-sided 
(dubbing) cassette deck; a sound 

effect amplifier/graphic 
equalizer; magnetically shielded, 
three-way bass reflex speakers; 

an audio/video graphic 
synthesizer. The system shown 
here goes for $6000 complete. 
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We believe Memorex High Bias H will deliver the finest 
true-to-life reproduction you’ll ever hear on any high bias cassette. . IS IT LIVE, 
;. And thanks to Permapass, our unique oxide bonding process, HD IC Ip? 
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Coupled to a quality cassette deck, Sanyo’s UlTRX R-100 digital synthesizer receiver will 
double the high fidelity of most recordings with high calibre signal-to-noise^atiosj$600) 

Dolby B and C; and a sound effect amplifi-
er/graphic equalizer that provides 12 fre¬ 
quency controls per channel and three 
deck connections with dubbing, four line 
outputs and LED indicators that form an 
illuminated equalization curve. Rounding 
out the system’s audio hardware is a pair of 
magnetically shielded, three-way bass re¬ 
flex speakers with a maximum peak input 
level of 220 watts. 

There’s more—particularly the Cross¬ 
media's audio/video graphic synthesizer, 
model VS-1B, which, when connected to a 
TV or monitor, turns your melodies into 
pictures. It is capable of displaying various 
audio display patterns (e.g., VU levels, 
spectrum analysis) and will even produce 
on-screen musical scaling—which displays 
the notes in a melody line on a simulated 
music sheet, while a keyboard display 
shows each note as it is played. There’s also 
the optional JX-AV1B ($200), which is 
recommended for routing the system’s var¬ 
ious connections. 

It’s a lot of equipment to take in (let 
alone connect) in one shot, but some of it is 
sold separately as well—so it’s possible to 
piece together a dream system of your 
own. Besides, what do you expect for 
$6000? 

UTTERLY ULTRA 
WHILE SANYO HAS BUILT ITS 
reputation upon its readily affordable 
equipment, it has recently spawned a high-
tech offspring—the ULTRX line of high-
performance audio gear, which made its 
shelf debut in late summer. 

Included in the new line are home audio 
receivers, cassette decks, a Compact Disc 
player and car cassette decks with AM/ 
FM receivers. The equipment’s specifica¬ 
tions are standard quality component fare; 
but instead of trying to blow people away 
with “the numbers,” the engineering em¬ 
phasis has gone after user-friendly features 
and overall convenience. 
A major component in the line is the 

R100 digital synthesizer receiver (approx. 
$600), a 100-watt per channel unit that has 
a built-in dbx chip with both encoding and 
decoding capabilities. Together with a 
quality cassette deck, this unit claims to 
double the high fidelity of most recordings 
with high caliber signal-to-noise ratio. 
The receiver has other sound-enhance¬ 

ment features that cover all the important 
audio convenience bases. A stereo synthe¬ 

sizer circuit converts TV and VCR signals 
into near-stereo quality sound; a switch¬ 
able subsonic filter removes rumble and re¬ 
cord warp noises in the low frequencies; 
and Sanyo’s own dynamic noise reduction 
(DNR) system improves the sound of old, 
noisy or worn LPs. 
The unit’s operation is overseen and 

controlled by an on-board microcomputer 
that lets you automatically scan the radio 
dial, as well as select 20 AM/FM station 
presets. The receiver is a lazy man’s spe¬ 
cial—featuring an infrared wireless remote 
control that controls volume, scanning 
functions, accesses any radio station pre¬ 
set, and turns the unit on or off. 

HI-FI ANXIETY 
EVEN HARD-CORE AUDIOPHILES 
have been known to crack under the strain 
of the audio component mix *n* match pro¬ 
cess—not to mention the hard-sell of 
pushy salespersons. 
So where is someone to go? Linn Prod¬ 

ucts Ltd., the renowned U.K.-based manu¬ 
facturer of audiophile turntables, 
cartridges and tonearms, is noted for its 
component-picking tips; Their stuff 
sounds pretty legit to me. 
The company’s keynote theory: “The 

Hi-Fi Hierarchy” maintains that quality 
sound reproduction is determined at the 
source (i.e., turntable and related parts). 

High-end speakers, meanwhile (which 
Linn also manufactures), will not improve 
the sound of just any system; but they will 
amplify the shortcomings of a lousy one. 
They say that audio equipment buys 
should follow in this pecking order: (1) 
turntable; (2) tonearm; (3) cartridge; (4) 
preamplifier; (5) power amp; (6) speakers. 
Where does that leave you if you can’t 

afford audiophile equipment? These rules 
hold true for any budget buy even if the 
music-playing essentials are packed into 
one package (e.g. preamp and power amp; 
turntable and tonearm). Here are a few 
more tips to keep in mind: 
Only buy from a reputable dealer and 

manufacturer who will be around to ser¬ 
vice your equipment in later years. Let 
your ears be the judge of a component’s 
quality—and don’t be afraid to disagree 
with the “experts.” Once you're ready to 
set up your equipment, remember to put 
the amplifier as far away from the turnta¬ 
ble as possible to minimize hum and feed¬ 
back. Don’t jam your speakers into 
corners, either—give them at least a little 
room on all sides, and be sure to connect 
them to the amp with quality heavy-gauge 
copper wire. 

ROLLING IN STYLE 
IF YOU’RE TIRED OF HEARING 
the “Interface Blues” every time you 
switch on your autosound system, there’s 
good news: Sparkomatic has added three 
noise filters to its car stereo lineup; all are 
designed to suppress radio frequency noise 
caused by the gadgets under the hood, and 
elsewhere in the car. The NF-100 (approx. 
$ 17) and NF-22 (approx. $20) both operate 
with any system up to 10 amps: the deluxe, 
high-current NF-500 (approx. $38) com¬ 
bines filtering action with high-power han¬ 
dling for 12-20 amps. Happy—and quiet— 
motoring. O 

Sparkomatic's new line of noise filters can help take the anguish out of car stereo. The 
NF-100 (left, $17) and the NF-200 (right, $20) both operate with any system up to 10 
amps; the deluxe, high-current NF-500 (top center, $38) combines filtering action with 

high-power handling for 12-20 amps. 
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Plus a case of Monte Alban’ 

100-3rd Prizes: 
Case of Monte Alban-

Here’s your invitation to a party 
with Monte Alban, the imported 
mezcal with the authentic Mexi¬ 
can agave worm in every bottle. 
Tear out the instant-winner 
game card or write for a game 
card and official rules. (See 
below.) You could win $50,000 
and a case of the perfect party 
drink —Monte Alban Mezcal? 
So come on. Let’s paaarty! 

‘Or cash equivalent where liquor prizes are 
prohibited. No purchase necessary to enter. 
Void where prohibited by law. 

If you wish to receive an OFFICIAL INVITA 
TION via the mail, you may do so. WHILE 
SUPPLIES LAST, by mailing a self-
addressed. stamped envelope (stamp not 
required for Washington State residents 
only). Send request to OFFICIAL INVITA 
TION. P.O. Box 1518. Young America. 
MN 55399. Limit one Invitation request 
per person per day. All requests must be 
received by January 15. 1985. 
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MUSICAL ELECTRONICS 

CRAIG ANDERTON TAPS FOR 
TAPE? 

Phasing out 
tape recorders 

J
ust as the industrial revolution 
changed the entire fabric of society 
from within, computers are now radi¬ 
cally re-shaping society in a similarly 
dramatic manner. The most striking 

aspect of all this, though, is that the com¬ 
puter revolution is just beginning. And if 
the music industry’s Summer ’84 NAMM 
(National Association of Music Merchants) 
trade show is any indication, computeriza¬ 
tion is about to spur some drastic changes in 
music in the years ahead. 

For example, some musicians are using 
computers to cut the cost of studio time 
through a technique called "pyramiding.” 
Suppose someone wants to record a 24-
track album, but only has a limited budget 
and an 8-track at home. Pyramiding in¬ 
volves putting a SMPTE (Society of Mo¬ 
tion Picture and Television Engineers) 
synchronization track on one track of the 
8-track recorder, then filling up the re¬ 
maining seven tracks at home. The next 
step is to take the tape to a 24-track studio, 
put a synchronization track on the 24-
track machine, and lock the two recorders 
together. The audio tracks could then be 
transferred from the 8-track to the 24-
track, where they would be temporarily 
mixed back on to one of the 8-track’s chan¬ 
nels as a rough mono premix. 

After that the musician returns home, 
works out other parts on the 8-track while 
listening to the track containing the pre¬ 
mix of the previously recorded tracks, then 
books some more studio time to transfer 
additional parts from the 8-track to the 24-
track machine. Using this technique fills 
up a 24-track recorder without taking up 
much studio time at all, thus leaving mix¬ 
down as the only major studio expense. 

Other techniques may actually elimi¬ 
nate the tape recorder as we know it today, 
or at least make it a far less important part 
of the recording process. This is because of 
the development of “virtual track,” a rela¬ 
tively recent concept combining comput¬ 
ers and a new type of recording. 
A “virtual track” is a track of music or 

sound that has all the characteristics of an 
audio tape track—yet is not recorded on 
tape but instead in computer memory. For 
example, if you program a drum part on a 
rhythm box and synchronize this part to a 
tape’s sync track, the drums will play in 
time with whatever else is recorded on the 
tape—just as if it were another tape track. 
But note that this track does not need to be 
recorded on tape, since it plays along in 
perfect sync with the other tracks anyway. 

Synchronous Technologies’ SMPL System: 
Computerizing the standard analog tape recorder 

So, during mixdown or playback, the drum 
unit (or any other unit capable of sync) can 
be synched to tape and mixed down direct¬ 
ly into the stereo master. Going directly to 
the master from the instrument gives ex¬ 
tremely high sound quality by preserving 
“punch" and cutting out one generation of 
tape hiss. As a bonus, since many electron¬ 
ic units provide for programmable volume, 
the virtual track can sometimes do its own 
pseudo-automated mixdown. 

But what if you want to record virtual 
tracks of acoustic, not electronic, instru¬ 
ments? With sampling keyboards like the 
Emulator II, these acoustic sounds can be 
“sampled” (recorded) in the instrument’s 
memory and played back via the instru¬ 
ment’s built-in sequencer. Some instru¬ 
ment sequencers are quite complex, and 
can provide eight or sometimes more virtu¬ 
al tracks of sound. Synching an eight-voice 
sequencer to an 8-track recorder produces 
the equivalent of 15 tracks to work with 
(eight tape tracks and eight virtual tracks, 
less one tape synchronization track). 

Meanwhile, other companies are work¬ 
ing on computerizing existing analog tape 
recorders, still the dominant recording me¬ 
dium. Akai showed its “Micro Studio Sys¬ 
tem” for the first time in the USA at the 
Summer ’84 NAMM show. This combina¬ 
tion recorder/mixer computerizes punch¬ 
in and punch-out, provides programmable 

mute, and includes memory search (auto¬ 
location) functions as well. It uses 1/2” 
tape cartridges (not standard VCR car¬ 
tridges, however) and provides 12 usable 
channels for audio with two other tracks 
used for control and sync purposes. An¬ 
other company, Synchronous Technol¬ 
ogies, makes a hardware/software package 
called the SMPL System. SMPL records a 
SMPTE time code track on one track of a 
multi-track recorder, then reads that data 
during playback to perform such functions 
as automatic punch-in, punch-out, search-
to-cue, autolocation and the like. It also 
provides a programmable metronome and 
sync track (for driving virtual track gener¬ 
ators such as electronic drums, sequencers, 
and similar programmable devices), as 
well as programmable logic outputs suit¬ 
able for automatic channel muting or step¬ 
ping programmable synthesizers through 
programs. SMPL works with virtually any 
existing tape deck since it feeds signals 
from the computer into the machine’s re¬ 
mote control port to control fast forward, 
rewind, play, record, etc. 

Recording has already gone through a 
number of upheavals in the past few years, 
but it seems that the rate of change we’ve 
experienced over the last 10 years will 
seem gradual compared to what’s coming 
in the next 10. Strap on your headphones; 
there’s a revolution in progress. 
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day these childish dreams must end/To be¬ 
come a man and grow up to dream 
again. ..Two hearts are better than one/ 
Two hearts get the job done.” 

After the song and the tumultuous ap¬ 
plause end, the Miami Horns reappear. 
Van Zandt cues them, and they take off on 
an uplifting riff. He heads back to the front 
of the stage, and Bruce starts in on Dobie 
Gray’s classic “Drift Away.” He trades off 
verses with Steve, but it is the chorus, 
which everyone in the place is now adding 
their voice to, that ties up all the loose 
ends, all those ties that bind: “Give me the 
beat, boy/And free my soul/I wanna get 
lost/In your rock ’n’ roll/And drift away.” 
It’s possible, thinks The Critic, that there is 
no finer way of putting into words the 
sheer joy of the music. 

again, four years later: “When I walk off 
the stage, I feel a real sense of satisfaction, 
a real sense of pride. I’m proud of my band 
that we set off to do something a long time 
ago, when we were eighteen, nineteen, and 
a lot of it we did. Not just the fact that, 
Gee, we wanna be like the Beatles, we 
wanna be like the Rolling Stones, or Elvis, 
that we wanted hit records—it was an idea 
that you can have these things and not lose 
the connections with your audience or 
band members or friends. 
“You don’t lose the sense of continu¬ 

ity—it’s a promise you make to yourself.” 
The determination evident onstage rises 
again, filling the deserted locker room. “It 
doesn’t mean you won’t change—you 
change all the time. I think one of the 

worst things somebody could say is you 
didn't change (laughs). Hopefully you did 
change. But right now, I feel the deepest 
connection with my band, my audience, 
that I ever felt—I think I got a sense of 
things, I think I can see things in a way that 
makes what I do useful and valuable, not 
only to myself but to other people too. And 
that’s all I want to do. So the whole happy 
thing, that’s what it is, it’s a question of an 
overall balance of emotions. I’m happy— 
but I don’t define happiness as feeling good 
or feeling real up all the time. That’s not 
being happy. When I was doing Nebraska, 
people would come up to me and say, 
‘Don’t be so bummed out!’ Sometimes I’d 
start thinking maybe I was, but I realized I 
was just growing up.” O 

1 T IS THEN 
that he and The Fan share the same 
thought. This is what it’s all about, they re¬ 
alize. The music is big enough to handle 
the apparent contradictions in Spring¬ 
steen’s and Van Zandt’s perspectives, or in 
their own, or in anyone’s—it is, in fact, big 
enough to swallow up just about anything, 
to free the soul. It can handle the sadness in 
Rudy Lewis’ voice in “Up On The Roof,” 
and the anger and despair and hope of 
Born In The U.S.A, and Voice of America, 
and anything else anyone throws into it. 
Because, ultimately, there are no real con¬ 
tradictions. No reconciliation is beyond 
the music’s limits, simply because there are 
no limits. And it is that understanding that 
bonds Springsteen and Van Zandt together 
for all time, and brings together anyone 
fortunate enough to be present when that 
realization occurs. 
“Born To Run,” which sounds more 

like Springsteen’s best song each time it’s 
played, follows after “Drift Away,” and 
then the grab-bag “Detroit Medley,” 
which closes out things with a nice slow 
groove on “Twist And Shout.” Because of 
this last choice, both Fan and Critic are re¬ 
minded of Springsteen’s response that dark 
night in Philadelphia four years ago when 
we were all trying to cope with the incom¬ 
prehensible loss of John Lennon the night 
before. “If it wasn’t for John Lennon,” he 
said from the stage, “a lot of us would be in 
some place much different tonight. It’s a 
hard world that makes you live with a lot 
of things that are unlivable. And it’s hard 
to come out here and play tonight, but 
there’s nothing else to do.” 

UT TO PHILLY 
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A— ense, Wg'aj 
detailed, po- Jmi * 
etic and insis-
tently trans- __ÍJ 
cendent, U2’s fourth LP, The Unforgetta¬ 
ble Fire, may well be the most stunning 
outing to date by these always ambitious 
Celtic soul brothers. And while the band’s 
songs bear their full share of the weight, 
Brian Eno’s inspired production creates a 
significant part of this album’s 
achievement. 

Assured enough about the distinctive¬ 
ness of their sound to be open to direction, 

U2 has always worked with 
auteur producers. Both Steve 
Lillywhite (Boy, October and 
War), and Jimmy Iovine, who 
handled the board for last 
year’s live mini-LP, Under a 
Blood Red Sky, played to U2’s 
obvious strengths: drama, 
fury, urgency, force. These re¬ 
cords whammed home with a 
sonic power that obscured the 
openendedness—less sympa¬ 
thetic critics might say vague¬ 
ness or imprecision—of the 
group’s songs, making them 
seem more pointed and direct 
than their lyrics ever war¬ 
ranted. 

Eno’s production is charac¬ 
teristically more subversive, 
and to these ears, more satis¬ 
fying. He encourages melodic 
variety, shifts rhythmic em¬ 
phases, and in general liber¬ 
ates the tunes’ arrangements, 
smoothing out the jagged 
edges of the band’s careening 
guitar-charged assaults and 

loosening the rhythm sec¬ 
tion’s grip on the musical mo¬ 
mentum. “If I could, I would 
let it go,” vocalist Bono Vox 
declaims on one of Fire's cuts, 
and Eno frees the band to do 
just that. 

Eno’s layering of sound 
here—including some evoca¬ 
tive synthesizer parts—is si¬ 
multaneously more playful 
and exact than Lillywhite’s 
murky storm of sound. Identi¬ 
fiable, if almost arbitrary, in¬ 
strumental and vocal touches 
scurry in and out of the care¬ 
fully ordered but ever perme¬ 
able mix. 

Still, Eno’s aim isn’t always 
true; Fire's hokiest moment 
belongs exclusively to him. 
Masters of atmospherics, U2 
attempts a drifting, Enoesque, 
ambient instrumental called 
“Fourth of July,” and the re¬ 
sult is laughable. Portentous 
haunted-house guitar echo ef¬ 
fects and other off-the-shelf 
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ON MAXELL, ROCK’N’ROLL 
IS REALLY HERE IO STAY. 

Every Maxell cassette is destined to become a golden oldie. 
Because at Maxell we build cassettes to standards that are 

60% higher than the industry calls for. 
Durable cassettes you can shake, rattle yet they keep on 

rolling. 
Precision engineered tape that even after 500 plays still 

delivers high fidelity. 
So when we say, on Maxell, rock ’n’ roll 

is really here to stay... Be-Bop-A-Lu-La... 
we don’t mean maybe. 

© 1983 Maxell Corporation of America, 60 Oxford Drive, Moonachie, N.J. 07074 IT’S WORTH IT 



weirdnesses make the tune sound like the 
background for a high school anti-drug 
flick rather than the resonantly indirect 
political statement it’s appparently meant 
to be. 

Despite its failure, “Fourth of July” is 
part of this record’s moving American 
suite—along with “In The Name of Love 
(Pride),” “Elvis Presley and America,” 
and “M.L.K.” In fact, the spirit of the 
slain Martin Luther King—whose staunch 
political idealism, passivism, and Christian 
aspirations make him a highly suitable idol 
for Bono Vox—informs the heart and soul 
of Fire. 

King is first evoked when Bono howls 
over the Edge’s scratch chord surge in “In 
The Name of Love (Pride),” “April 4th, a 
shot rings out in the Memphis sky/Free at 
last/They took your life, they could not 
take your pride.” Then, on “M.L.K,” the 
record's soothing, discreetly brief closing 
track, Bono intones a gospelish prayer for 
his song’s martyred subject amid an omi¬ 
nous, otherworldy instrumental drone: 
“Sleep, sleep tonight/ and may your 
dreams be realized/If the thundercloud 
passes rain/So let it rain, rain on he.” 

Rain signals spiritual replenishment and 
serves as a heartening answer to the images 
of dryness, sterility and aridity that per¬ 
vade the record. Such images summon 
both the Bible and T.S. Eliot’s The Waste 
Land, and express Bono’s ongoing obses¬ 
sion with human deliverance, renewal and 
salvation. All this fits in nicely with Eno, 
who’s gone on his own quest for the fertil¬ 
ity of another green world, and who helped 
put Talking Heads in contact with regener¬ 
ative visions of nature on tracks like “The 
Great Curve ” and “Once in A Lifetime.” 

Eno’s ancient/modern willingness to let 
things float lends a shaping joy to The Un¬ 
forgettable Fire’s “dream landscape,” to 
cop a phrase from the album’s opener, “A 
Sort of Homecoming.” But this roaring, 
metal-crazed U2 combo harbors some ner¬ 
vous boys, as Bono makes clear when he 
rips himself from the shimmering lyricism 
of “Bad” to scream, “I’m wide awake, I’m 
not sleeping!” Dreams and visions give us 
hope, but there’s still a war going on in the 
real world—and U2 is still there to help us 
fight and win it. 

CATS WITHOUT 
CLAWS 
Donna Summer 
Geffen 

been going through a rebirth, both spiri¬ 
tually and musically. Generally it’s beeen 
very interesting to witness, especially in 
light of her status eight years ago as a 
breathy-voiced studio creation making 
sonic sketches of male sexual daydreams. 
Now she’s a real live singer, ranking with 
the best that popular music offers. And in¬ 
stead of portraits of pleasure, she’s show¬ 
ing us a married woman and mother 
working to fulfill the precepts of funda¬ 
mentalist Christianity. Musically, Cats 
Without Claws is excellent and fully real¬ 
ized. As for the religious text one might ex¬ 
pect, nine of the ten tracks are almost 
completely secular; somehow that seems 
strange. 
Not that Cats' lyrics are prurient in the 

slightest—all are devoid of anything ap¬ 
proaching sex, drugs or violence. Then 
again, so are the songs on Air Supply al¬ 
bums. But it would seem after the religious 
rhetoric which dominates She Works Hard 
For The Money that Summer would want 
to reveal that much more of how one lives 
and grows in such a demanding belief sys¬ 
tem. In interviews and onstage Summer’s 
made no bones about her strong disap¬ 
proval of gaysand “liberated women,” two 
groups which indisputably made her ca¬ 
reer. Most of those people are probably 
still listening, and Summer is probably 
quite conscious of that. So why the silence 
on Cats! Is she respecting their right to be¬ 
lieve in something else? Is she simply ex¬ 
pressing a different part of herself? Is she 
just trying to sell records? 

As for this last consideration: she should 
sell a lot of records with Cats—it’s one of 
the most beautiful and seamless meldings 
of dance music and pop/rock to come 
along since those genres started keeping 
company. Producer Michael Omartian, 
drummer Michael Baird and famed per¬ 
cussionist Paulinho da Costa have con¬ 
jured up real dance music, galvanized at 
the bottom by a huge Syndrum sound and 
finished off nearly at the top with crystal¬ 
clear detailing from da Costa. On top of 
that, Omartian lays on two other major 
components: fat, inviting keyboard chords 
with harmonic voicings far more adventur¬ 
ous than those on the last LP; and Michael 
Landau’s gristly, intense rock guitar. True 
enough that the sum total is fairly generic 
high-gloss dance pop, but it’s the best that 
generic could probably be. More impor¬ 
tantly, the sound serves Summer’s voice 
very well indeed. 
Ah, that voice—on Cats it’s just begin¬ 

ning to unfurl an incredible wing span. 
Summer shows its dusky lower register 
and melodic agility on "It’s Not The 
Way”; its gospel intensity on “There Goes 
My Baby” and “Forgive Me”; its newly 
found texture on "Eyes,” "Suzanna” and 
the title track; and its soprano high-note 
superpower on the emotional abandon of 
“Oh Billy Please.” She also avoids the pit¬ 
falls of contemporary pop singers in any 
genre, managing the expression of full vol¬ 

ume passion without full volume singing. 
All this skill doubles the gut level force of 
the melodies, some of the best Summer’s 
ever worked with. 

So it’s the lyrics, then, that represent the 
lapse of faith on Cats. The writing simply 
doesn’t support the parables and lessons 
that lurk in a line here or a word there. In 
“Eyes” is seems Summer is warning us not 
to let our minds be “poisoned” by TV, yet 
that isn't clear until a final verse that only 
appears on the lyric sheet. “I’m Free” 
might well be a paean to the jubilance of 
believers, but Summer calls the song’s ob¬ 
ject “baby” in one verse and muddles the 
message. “Suzanna” has some kind of 
problem with a foul mouth, but it’s too 
hard to tell what Summer is trying to say 
about the character or what she’s supposed 
to do to change. The cats that don’t have 
claws are ostensibly lost soul non-believ¬ 
ers, but we get almost no sense of their pain 
nor the route they might take to its end. 
What we’ve got, then, are ordinary pop 

lyrics about romantic pain. Nothing very 
wrong with that, but nothing riveting, and 
certainly nothing very revealing. The gen¬ 
tle plea of “Forgive Me” closes the album 
where, perhaps, it should have been cut 
one, side one—with an explicit and incen¬ 
diary moment coming from the source¬ 
point of what Summer believes and the 
passion she feels about it. No matter what 
her listeners believe themselves, how could 
they help but be challenged or moved by 
that kind of disclosure? Summer may 
think that fundamentalist Christians are 
the only people that will get to heaven. But 
when writing the next album, she might do 
well to remember that almost everyone is 
trying to get there one way or another. 

STOP MAKING SENSE 
Talking Heads 
Sire 

By 
Craig 
Zeller 

^^^^.nd so 
you may ask 
yourself: why 
are the Talk¬ 
ing Heads releasing another souvenir con¬ 
cert album a mere two years and one studio 
album after The Name of This Band Is 
Talking Heads? I’ll tell you why (you knew 
I would)—because this one’s also funcion-
ing as a celluloid soundtrack. Matter of 
fact, Stop Making Sense (the film) will 
probably be enjoying midnight movie sta¬ 
tus as you read this unenthusiastic review. 

Now don’t get me wrong. I’m a stand-up 
Talking Heads fan and have been ever 
since they startled me out of my seat at 
CBGB’s some nine years ago. Since then 

54 RECORD / NOVEMBER I 9 8 4 



COREU H fi R T 

f I R S T O f f E H S E 

S U H G L ft S S E S ft T h I G H T o 

"IT ft I h ' T E. H O U G H ” 

fí n d 
L ft n p ft T n i d n i T e ■ 

PRODUCED BY JON ASTLEY AND PHIL CHAPMAN 

AVAILABLE ON EMI AMERICA RECORDS 

AND HIGH-QUALITY X D R® CASSETTES 
S I9S4 EMI AMERICA RECORDS. A DIVISION OF CAPITOL RECORDS. INC ALL RIGHTS RESERVED PRINTED IN USA 

AMERICA ‘ 



WHAT YOU HAVE HERE IS AN INAUGURAL EXPERIMENT IN COVERING 

that most voluminous and fast-moving of American pop rackets: the singles 
market. If you’re at all into black pop you know that’s where the action is and 
always has been, Thriller and Purple Rain notwithstanding. Hiphop of course 
can't be covered without covering 12-inches and seeing as how the beatbox 

ethic is beginning to dominate the remixing of yer name stars for the club 
circuit (e.g. Bruce Springsteen, Billy Squier, Eurythmies), yon editors and I fig¬ 
ure we'll take a stab at staying on top of all the action moving up and down the 
charts these days. Not to mention as well whatever thrash, rap and other inde¬ 
pendently released singles come this way. Though the focus will primarily be on 
black pop, given my own predilections that way, the coverage will probably 

end up being as broad as modern pop itself: I’ve got ears for anything that 

sounds good, dig? Nevertheless for this first column I thought I'd stay close to 
home and review a slew of varied tracks from the world of the beat box, 

namely hiphop, plus a few other eccentricities much to my liking. - Greg Tate 

GRANDMASTER MELLE MEL 
AND THE FURIOUS FIVE 
“We Work For The Money” (SUGAR hiuj 

Taken from their upcoming and, ac¬ 
cording to scuttlebutt, surprisingly 
poppy next album, this track is so 
Princely you might think it's a throw¬ 
away number from Purple Rain. 
Where Melle Mel just sorta happens 
to pop up every other chorus or so, I 
don’t know who’s doing the crooning 
otherwise, but whoever it be got His 
Royal Badness' mess down to a P— 
by which I mean his girlgroup bomp 
and Little Richard falsetto routines. 
Always the savviest rap act around 
when it came to having a versatility 
thang happening (in no small mea¬ 
sure thanx to the killer Sugar Hill 
band) Mel and crew only reaffirm 
that here— albeit a bit bizarrely, as 
you might imagine would occur on 
any track that attempts to bed down 
Bronx B-boys and Minnesota 
androgynes. 

JAMES BROWN AND 
AFRIKA BAMBAATAA 
"Unity" (TOMMYBOY) 

In which the Godfather of Soul and 
the Godfather of hiphop team up 
with the Sugar Hill band (well, part 
of it) to celebrate soul brother num¬ 
ber one and contribute some positive 
vibes to the cause of world peace, 
love and understanding, with Bam¬ 
baataa playing Bobby Byrd to J.B.'s 
J.B. and the band reprising every 
Godfather groove you've been do¬ 
ing to death since funk began. And 
on that note I’ll add that this isn’t so 
much a great record as a friendly 
handshake between two generations 
of funkateers, whose next teamup 
oughta find them coming out their re¬ 
spective corners bobbing and weav¬ 
ing with something a bit more fresh. 

CHUCK BROWN AND THE 
SOUL SEARCHERS 
"We Got To Have Money" (T.T.E.D.) 

If Bambaataa is the Godfather of 
hiphop, then Chuck Brown is the soul 
papa of hiphop's Chocolate City 
counterpart, D.C. go-go style, which 
burst into nationwide prominence 
with Trouble Funk’s Sugar Hill debut 
of two years ago. Back in 1980 

search-and-destroy synth sweeps, 
staggered percussion, party-hearty 
rapattack vocals and the post-Ma-
ceo tenor of a blood who on every 
record Chuck Brown has ever cut an¬ 
swers to the call of "Hey, Leroy, 
gimme summa that horn now!" Like 
all great antipoverty go-go records, 
this one is for those dancing fools in 
your circle who find no contradiction 
between getting on the good foot 
and de big payoff. 

NEWCLEUS 
"Jam On It" (SUNNYVIEWj 

Nobody’s made a record as unaba¬ 
shedly juvenile as this rap satire 
since Bootsy. Parodying every sucker 
M.C. conceit that’s come down the 
tubes since the Sugarhill Gang, this 
beatbox permutation is a cartoon for 
the ears— featuring as it does a re¬ 
count of the day Superman battled 
Cozmo D on the wheels of steel and 
a chorus of hiphop munchkins who 
chant "wikki-wikki-wikki” before 
losing track of their friend Merga-
troid. All over a metallic lockstep of a 
beatbox track that just might make 
Kraftwerk realize that the ghost in 
the machine can sometimes be Ca¬ 
sper instead of the Gestapo. 

TLA ROCK/JAZZY JAY 
"It’s Yours" (DEF JAM) 

Complete with yer radio mix, yer in¬ 
strumental mix, yer instrumental par¬ 
ty mix and yer scratch party death 
mix, this epic EP is a textbook exer¬ 
cise in what you must do to be a 
scratch deejay, demonstrated by 
Run-D.M.C.'s wheels of steel driving 
man Jazzy Jay and rapmaster TLA 
Rock whose delivery reminds me one 
helluva lot of The Last Poets' Jilal 
Naruddin, though you may find his 
content lacking in as high degree of 
black nationalist consciousness if 
you don't consider scratch and rap 
cultural treasures of the Afro-Ameri¬ 
can masses. 

LIGHTNIN’ ROD/ 
JIMI HENDRIX 
"Doriella du Fontaine" (CELLULOID) 

Speaking of The Last Poets (nice tie-
in, huh?), this legendary studio jam 

Bambaataa: The Godfather of Hiphop meets the Godfather of Soul. 

between Jimi and Jilal (under a 
pseudonym here probably so as to 
absolve him of morals charges at the 
Mosque) is in the tradition of those 
black jailhouse toasts that serve as 
the precedent for rap in the Afro-
American oral tradition. Such schol¬ 
arly considerations aside, what we 
get is Jilal's sardonic tale of a 
doomed love between a pimp and 
his number one girl, and Jimi's funky 
guitar and bass riffing. All in all it 
simmers with a vibe not unlike what 
you'd imagine goes down nightly in 
the organ dives of Harlem U.S.A. 

DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE 
"Fast Lane” b/w "AM-PM" (profile) 

Jekyll and Hyde are a two-man crew 
I remember for a crass, trashy and 
funny rap version of Tom Tom Club’s 
"Genius of Love.” The first cut here 
is a bid in the socially relevant rap 
sweepstakes put in for them by com¬ 
posers Kurtis Blow and producer Rus¬ 
sel Simmons. These guys, however, 
got such a brash, tacky way of deliv¬ 

Brown cut a jam called "Bustin’ 

ering their lines that you kinda get 
the feeling their hearts just ain't in 
this cautionary message for all those 
youths in the ghetto on their way to 

an early grave. “AM-PM," though, 
is a rambling goof over a leftover 
Linndrum track wherein these two 
clowns doofusly boast, toast and ca¬ 
jole each other with a nutty comrad-
ery that, if nothing else, explains 
why they keep each other's 
company. 

THE WORLD FAMOUS 
SUPREME TEAM 
“Hey DJ" (island) 

An easygoing, singalong, praise¬ 
song to the guys and gals who keep 
the party rocking, brought to you by 
the same crew that brought you 
“Buffalo Gals." Probably my rave¬ 
fave rap jam of the year (though it 
vies for that title with Double Trou¬ 
ble's number on the Wild Style 
soundtrack and the Furious Five's 
“Beat Street Breakdown”) it also 
has one of this year’s best videos out 
on it, in which the connections be-

Loose" that inspired a new wave of 
self-contained funk bands in the na¬ 
tion's capital. Go-go style is epito-
mized by this 
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tween graffiti, rapping, scratch dee-
jaying, B-boys, breaking and fresh 
fashions are so graphically literal-
ized it could be used in schools as a 
hiphop primer. 



I've stayed in their corner and followed 
them through their various musical direct-
tions knowing full well that they have yet 
to make a truly great record (despite many 
memorable moments, every Heads album 
has been flawed in one way or another). 

Stop Making Sense (the soundtrack) is 
flawed in too many ways. The most crucial 
hitch in the proceedings is the inescapable 
fact that the band neither surpasses nor 
equals the original studio versions of any of 
these numbers. The most interesting inter¬ 
pretation is a bare-boned take of “Psycho 
Killer" where David Byrne opts for shift¬ 
ing about in the straitjacket when he 
should be shredding it. 

Another big drawback is the inclusion of 
too much predictable, overly familiar ma¬ 
terial. Half the choices come from their lat¬ 
est LP, Speaking In Tongues. And we 
don’t need any more versions of “Psycho 
Killer,” “Life During Wartime” and most 
especially “Take Me To The River,” which 
here sounds like a parody of pseudo-gospel 
histrionics. (It would have been a lot more 
adventurous of them to tackle a cover from 
their early days like the Tymes’ “So Much 
In Love” or the Troggs’ “I Can’t Control 
Myself.”) 
Maybe this stuff comes off more inter¬ 

esting in conjunction with what takes place 
on the screen, but spinning there on the 
turntable it’s blatantly so-so. Time for an¬ 
other new direction. 

learned how to write real songs, self-con¬ 
tained pieces with distinct identities rich 
enough to bear others’ interpretations. 
Costello’s TKO Horns find a place in 
“Walking On Thin Ice” for a hot, chop¬ 
ping groove; Trio’s distorted organ figure 
in “Wake Up” lends a tart conviction to 
the happy-face lyrics. 

But despite the music being unexpected¬ 
ly interesting, the songs never quite sustain 
interest. Yoko is describing real feelings, 
but she doesn’t have a real songwriter’s gift 
of phrasing them so that they may be im¬ 
mediately felt. 

I’ve never doubted that Yoko Ono is an 
extraordinary woman. But I now believe 
that, in the end, her greatest creation is 
simply her own career. 

JUST THE WAY 
YOU LIKE IT 
S.O.S. Band 
Tabu/CBS 

By 
Crispin 
Sartwell 

i don’t de¬ 
mand that 
pop artists 
jump the 
Snake River Canyon on a moped, or ex¬ 
plore Jupiter with a hang glider, but a band 
that wants to take no risks at all should 

By 
Christopher 
Hill 

EVERY MAN 
HAS A WOMAN 
Various Artists 
Polydor 

a t 
Yoko Ono 
has more of 
a talent for 
self-expression than most people is evident 
by now. But talent of what sort, to what 
degree? That’s still the question. She’s 
shown that she can be clever in many dif¬ 
ferent roles—avant-garde artist, poet, pop 
songstress, interviewee, businesswoman— 
but she’s never shown beyond doubt that 
she could carry off any really weighty and 
consistent bit of artistry. 

It’s Yoko as songstress that we’re con¬ 
cerned with here. John Lennon must have 
begun this project—a collection of her 
songs interpreted by various artists—with 
the thought of making a solid case for the 
talent that he had proclaimed for so long. 
That almost every member of this odd 
troupe—including Elvis Costello, Eddie 
Money, Rosanne Cash, Trio, Lennon him¬ 
self—finds something to sink their teeth 
into argues in itself that Yoko has at least 

“DANCIN’ ON THE EDGE,” the power-driven new album that’s thrusting a 
major new artist out into the forefront of rock and roll. Featuring the killer tracks, 
“Gotta Let Go” and “Dressed To Kill.” Produced by Lance Quinn 
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stay out of the recording studio. After all, 
with all that sophisticated circuitry, there’s 
always a possibility that the smiling star of 
today could be the charred husk of 
tomorrow. 
The S.O.S. Band’s new album is offen¬ 

sively inoffensive, nocuously innocuous. In 
truth, Just The Way You Like It is by no 
means unpleasant, but it adheres to its title 
a mite too closely: it appears to have been 
constructed by slavish application of a 
formula. 
Over the past five years, S.O.S. has con¬ 

sistently produced fine songs that placed 
them high on the black charts. Never pre¬ 
cisely distinctive, they at least conveyed a 
discernible personality. Here, the person¬ 
ality is gone, and the charts seem to occupy 
the entire horizon. This record is perfectly 
tailored for radio play, but is so safe as to 
be insipid. 

Songs dominating black charts today 
are heavily syncopated, slightly jazzy, 
mid-tempo, static structures aimed at dan¬ 
cefloor and drivetime. That’s precisely the 
formula S.O.S. delivers six times on this al¬ 
bum. On the seventh and last song, “Body 
Break,” they attempt—like everyone 
else—to cash in on breakdancing, but the 
tune is so repetitive that it inflicts genuine 
pain. 
The title cut is the album’s best; it typi¬ 

fies S.O.S., and thus black pop at the mo¬ 
ment. But typicality is simply not a 
valuable commodity. Maybe their next 

outing won’t find them gliding over Jupi¬ 
ter, but with luck it will find them doing 
something more exciting than this. 

STREET BEATS 
Various Artists 
Sugar Hill Records 

By 
Anthony 
DeCurtis 

E JL-V xact-
ly how and 
why politics 
kicked in the 
door of street music’s non-stop party and 
made rap the most socially conscious 
sound of the ’80s escapes easy theorizing. 
As even large segments of the oppressed 
scurry to the right, mutterings about the 
“Age of Reagan” explain nothing. Yet, as 
this excellent Sugarhill compilation testi¬ 
fies, very few raps worth a breath these 
days don’t at least allude to unemploy¬ 
ment, street violence, drug abuse, and the 
destruction of black youth. 

The definitive work in the diatribe rap 
mode—a genre that owes more to the Last 
Poets and Gil Scott-Heron than often gets 
acknowledged—is, of course. Grandmas¬ 
ter Flash and the Furious Five’s “The 

Message.” Strangely, this track does not 
appear on Street Beats, but its riveting 
union of haunting synth riffs, throbbing 
bottom and staccato vocal waves of surreal 
urban nightmare imagery is approximated 
on nearly half of this double LP’s twelve 
cuts. 

But half the cuts only tell half the tale. 
No apparent political concerns blunt 
Kevie Kev’s “Touch it, why doncha” urg-
ings or his warm-hearted invitation to 
“Meet me at the waterbed tonight” on the 
hilariously sexy “All Night Long.” Simi¬ 
larly, the updated ghetto corner harmonies 
of Crash Crew’s “We Are Known As Em¬ 
cees (We Turn The Party’s Out),” the inex¬ 
orable rhythmic rush of the scratch 
masterpiece “The Adventures of Grand¬ 
master Flash on the Wheels of Steel,” the 
groove-grinding funk of the Sugar Hill 
Gang’s “Kick It Live From Nine To 
Five,” and the seductive discc swirl of Fine 
Quality’s "Aah Dance” express nothing 
more (and nothing less) than the politics of 
dancing. 

Still, despite their fire-eyed realism and 
generally right on lines, Streets Beats' 
heavyweight sociological raps fall far short 
of ideological purity. The stunning 
counter-Sinatra netherworld of Flash and 
the Five’s “New York, New York” accom¬ 
modates child support whines (after all, 
“The bitch left him without a second 
thought. ..So much for women’s lib”) along 
with sneers at gays because “You can’t tell 

AUGHAH HYES UPTO HIHKEIID! 
"(Hill HI SO TH I WHHir 

"...raw, alive, flesh and bone... in the astringent pop music environ¬ 
ment, Stevie Ray Vaughan's Texas electric blues is a welcome breath of 
hot, sweaty barroom air.” -BEST OF THE MONTH, STEREO REVIEW 

", . .the hottest thing to come out of Dallas since J.R. Ewing. . .the most 
in-the-f lesh exciting blues-based electric guitarist to come along since 
Jimi Hendrix passed.” -GUITAR WORLD 

"This Austin Stratocaster whiz has E-strings growing out of his fingers. 
You'd be hard pressed to find another musician on the scene today with 
such total control, mastery and love of theblues/rock idiom as 
Vaughan.” -BILLBOARD 

“The new American guitar hero reaches 
into his blues/ rock grab bag and pulls 
out an inspired bunch of low-down dirty 
noodlin’ and stuff.” —US 

Stevie Ray Vaughan And Double Trouble's 
“Couldn’t Stand The Weather?’ 
Baby, it's hot inside! 
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AVAILABLE ON COMPACT DISC. 

"EPIC ARE TRADEMARKS OF CBS INC. © 1984 CBS INC. 

STEVIE RAY VAUGHAN 
AND DOUBLE TROUBLE 
COULDN’T STAND THE WEATHER 

including: 
Cold Shot/Voodoo Chile (Slight Return) 

Tin Pan Alley/Honey Bee 

EXECUTIVE PRODUCER: JOHN HAMMOND. PRODUCED BY STEVIE RAY VAUGHAN. 
CHRIS LAYTON. TOMMY SHANNON, RICHARD MULLEN AND JIM CAREER 



the women from the men sometimes.” Be¬ 
nighted folk who “Believe in everything 
but God” take knocks in Melle Mel and 
Duke Bootee’s “Message II,” and even 
Grandmaster and Melle Mel’s harrowing 
anti-coke epic, “White Lines (Don’t Do 
It),” comes perilously close to further 
glamorizing its subject. 

These complaints, however, touch noth¬ 
ing essential about what the political rap¬ 
pers are striving for. Perhaps because of 
the music’s inevitably limited range—tip it 
this way, it beomes funk; that way, it be¬ 
comes disco; turn the music down, you’ve 
got folk poetry—rap has grabbed the 
whole wide social whirl of protest, sex and 
fun for its word bag. Until more popsters 
get half as bold, let the street beats go on. 

LEARN MUSIC THE WAY 
QUINCY JONES DID. 

AT BERKLEE. 

WORLD BEAT 
Dan Del Santo 
Pleasure 

TEN FROM TEXAS: 
HERD IT THROUGH 
THE GRAPEVINE 
Various Artists 
Elektra 

By 
Jody 
Denberg 

^^^essir-
ree, folks, 
Texas does 
have plenty 
of barroom bluesers and honky-tonk he¬ 
roes. But throw a quarter into the Lone 
Star jukebox these days, and you’re likely 
to hear sounds influenced by the musical 
communities of Africa, London and the 
Bronx, as well as Lubbock and Austin. Hot 
damn—global village, here we come! 
Take this here band leader and guitarist 

Dan Del Santo, f r instance. Sure you can 
hear traces of Texas pickers like Albert 
Collins and Freddie King during his solos 
on World Beat. More than likely, though, 
attuned ears will notice a global grab bag of 
goodies: Del Santo tunes like “Why Don’t 
You Open Your Eyes?” and “It Don't 
Matter Where You Run” incorporate the 
Soukous sound of Zaire and the Congo 
(criss-crossing percussive grooves, horns, 
blunted guitar lines and Cuban, Latin and 
Brazilian rhythms), as well as touches of 
reggae and jazz. And since Del Santo and 
his nine-piece Professors of Pleasure en¬ 
case his exotic musical blend within stan¬ 
dard verse/chorus/verse song structures, 
pop-oriented listeners will be able to get a 
handle on his world beat. 

That is, if the vocals don’t scare them 
away. Del Santo’s husky, bellowing voice 
seems at home on the aforementioned 
tunes, bitter diatribes that recall Frank 

Berklee students walk right out of 
school into Quincy Jones sessions with no stops in between 
... Ernie Watts, Harvey Mason, Neil Stubenhaus, Abe 
Laboriel, John Robinson are Berklee students who are 
instrumental in the music I make. Berklee College of 
Music trains you for the big leagues. Take it from me.” 

—Quincy Jones 

Berklee has helped produce thousands of pro¬ 
fessionals who now enjoy successful careers in all 
aspects of today’s music business. For a current 
catalog, contact the Berklee Admissions Office. Call 
toll-free: 1-800-421-0084 (9 am to 5 pm EST). In Mas¬ 
sachusetts call: 617-266-1400. Or write: BERKLEE, 
Admissions Office, Dept. R2, 1140 Boylston Street, 
Boston, MA 02215. 

Berklee 
College of Music 

Where careers in music begin. 
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Zappa at his hipper-than-thouest. But on 
tender ballads like “Marianne” and “Love 
So Sweet,” a lighter touch is called for, and 
Del Santo can’t deliver. 
Two World Beat songs also appear on 

Ten From Texas: Herd It Through The 
Grapevine, a compilation of Texas bands 
assembled by Liam Sternberg, who put to¬ 
gether a similar sampler of Akron artists, 
including Rachel Sweet and the Waitress¬ 
es, for Stiff Records in 1977. Although 
Grapevine does acknowledge, albeit brief¬ 
ly, traditional Texas fare—there are nods 
to Buddy Holly, rhythm and blues, and 
country—most of the tracks here are off 
the beaten, armadillo-strewn path. 
David Bean, formerly a member of 

Houston cult favorites the Judys, contrib¬ 
utes “My Imagination,” a dance-pop song 
that recalls Jonathan Richman in its inno¬ 
cence. And Random Culture jump into the 
hip-hop sweepstakes with “Fame,” a com¬ 
position with lyrical concerns that have 
been heard before, but never in this con¬ 
text. The duo’s synthesized framework in¬ 
cludes scratching and drum machines 
enlivened by the contrast of acoustic piano 
and electric guitar. What’s next, break 
dancing at Gilley’s? 
Or maybe no dancing at all. “No More 

Weekends In Warsaw,” a dramatically ex¬ 
ecuted tale by Austin’s Secret Six about the 
effects of oppression on the social lives of 
Polish citizens, almost steals the show 
here. With its bright acoustic 12-string gui¬ 

tar work, booming bass and swaying vo¬ 
cals, “Weekends” is a political statement 
made in human terms. No sloganeering or 
pity here—just the facts, ma’am. 
And the facts are: Judging from these re¬ 

cords, there’s a lot of inventive, modern 
music being made in Texas these days, and 
these good old boys just can’t keep it under 
their cowboy hats any longer. (Pleasure 
Records, 10607 FM RD 969, Austin, TX 
78724.) 

TECHNO-BUSH 
Hugh Masekela 
Jive Africa/Arista 

60 

By 
Laurice 
Niemtus 

I ^.f you re 
old enough 
to remember 
the fascinat¬ 
ing summer of 1968, you may recall a 
catchy hit called “Grazing In The Grass,” 
which sailed to Number One in the wake of 
Afro-Americanism and black pride. It was 
the work of South African Hugh Mase¬ 
kela, then protege of Harry Belafonte and 
husband to folk singer Miriam Makeba. 

Well, that song is back this year on a 

Lear^th^ 

new Masekela album called Techno-Bush, 
but it’s vastly overshadowed by the 
chunky, tight musical world tour offered 
on the rest of the album. You get bottom¬ 
less talking drums, West African guitar 
leads that sound a lot like King Sunny 
Ade’s Juju and lofty, wondrous washes of 
voices, singing (mostly) African syllables 
in lush layers. 

It’s a thick slice, this “Africa’s Greatest 
Hits” package, which the titles alone tell 
us. I mean, how epic must a piece be to be 
called “The Seven Riffs of Africa,” incor¬ 
porating the Tokens’ “The Lion Sleeps To¬ 
night” (which sounds uncannily like 
something Malcolm McLaren might have 
copped for Duck Rock), with a mechani¬ 
cal, disco-perfect version of “Grazing"? 

Yet the hit “Don’t Go Lose It Baby” has 
easily nestled up to the Earons' gritty 
“Land of Hunger” and Grandmaster 
Melle Mel’s angry rap on black radio this 
summer. And side two offers even better 
stuff—specifically "Pula Ea Na (It’s Rain¬ 
ing),” which is exotic yet hypnotic enough 
to be a mainstream AM hit. 

All of which says, more emphatically 
than ever, that Africa is at least as diverse 
as America when it comes to musical roots 
and directions. Furthermore, it says that 
there’s a lot of stuff we have yet to learn 
about what’s pop and what’s not. For my 
money, having Masekela back in the fore¬ 
front of Afro-fusion music is good news for 
American music (and listeners), which is 
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historically the best there is because of its 
inclusiveness and diversity. And there is 
certainly a lot to include here. 

THE SCREAM 
JOIN HANDS 
KALEIDOSCOPE 
JUJU 
A KISS IN THE 
DREAMHOUSE 
NOCTURE 
ONCE UPON TIME/ 
THE SINGLES 
HYAENA 
Siouxsie and the 
Banshees 

By 
Nick 
Burton 

Ü^^aving 
recently re¬ 
leased the en¬ 
tire XTC 
catalog, Geffen Records has now per¬ 
formed the same admirable service for En¬ 
gland’s Siouxsie and the Banshees. While 
half the band’s albums prior to Hyaena 
(the Banshee’s first LP for Geffen) were re¬ 
leased domestically, their previous label, 

PVC/Polydor, did little to promote the 
band on these shores. With luck, Geffen’s 
major league distribution and the relative 
popularity of Hyaena will provide a broad¬ 
er audience for Siouxsie and the Banshees’ 
wildly creative (if maddeningly inconsis¬ 
tent) music. 
With the initial lineup of vocalist Sioux¬ 

sie Sioux, bassist Steve Severin, drummer 
Kenny Morris and guitarist John McKay, 
Siouxsie and the Banshees had their begin¬ 
nings in the British punk movement. On 
their first two albums—1978’s The Scream 
and Join Hands—the group’s sound was 
raw and undeveloped, marked by Sioux¬ 
sie’s monotone singing and McKay’s neo¬ 
metal guitar work. While both records 
come off now as punk curios (Join Hands 
featured a wicked version of "The Lord’s 
Prayer”), the band did show signs of 
strength and intelligence, particularly on 
The Scream's “Hong Kong Garden,” a 
wonderful blend of punk and pop 
sensibilities. 

After Join Hands, Morris and McKay 
split from the group. A new drummer, 
Budgie, joined in, and for Kaleidoscope, 
Magazine’s John McGeoch and ex-Sex 
Pistol Steve Jones filled McKay’s spot. Ka¬ 
leidoscope found the band in a pivotal state 
of transition: Budgie and McGeoch added 
a more precise musicality, while Siouxsie 
and Severin’s songwriting turned from 
punk towards a terse psychedelia. “Happy 
House” and “Christine” displayed their 

penchant for macabre lyrical imagery, 
which found full flowering on 198 1 's 
nightmarish JuJu, one of the great shock 
rock albums of all time. 
With 1982’s A Kiss in the Dreamhouse, 

Siouxsie’s vocals began to take on a new 
expressiveness, and the group continued to 
expand and refine their musical resources 
by adding strings and keyboards, resulting 
in their most cohesive and musically chal¬ 
lenging record thus far. Tracks like 
“Green Fingers,” “She’s A Carnival" and 
“Circle” pointed the band in a more so¬ 
phisticated direction. 

Continuing the Banshees’ constant per¬ 
sonnel shuffling, McGeoch was replaced 
by Robert Smith (moonlighting from the 
Cure), and the new lineup was represented 
by Nocturne, a double live set featuring ex¬ 
cellent performances of their best material 
from the Kaleidoscope/JuJu period. 

Unfortunately, Hyaena, the Banshees’ 
latest, fails to deliver the goods as prom¬ 
ised by Dreamhouse. It’s an ambitious, ex¬ 
perimental album, but it ultimately has 
more to offer in its stylish, other-worldly 
production than its incoherent songwrit¬ 
ing. “Dazzle,” “Belladonna” and “Take 
Me Back" are somewhat satisfying exten¬ 
sions of the Dreamhouse sound, but most 
of the album is rambling and disappoint¬ 
ingly confused in its execution. “Pointing 
Bone,” “Blow The House Down” and a 
plodding cover of the Beatles’ “Dear Pru¬ 
dence” are the most pointless tracks the 
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band has put to vinyl. 
While Siouxsie and the Banshees’ body 

of work shows a marked inconsistency, it 
also reveals a tremendous musical evolu¬ 
tion. Perhaps the best place to start for the 
uninitiated is the compilation, Once Upon 
A Time/The Singles. In the meantime, 
Banshees fans will have to hope that the 
group’s next move is represented by some¬ 
thing more compelling than Hyaena. 

enough to come along for the ride. Drone-
meister guitarist Keith Levene is long gone 
but he did co-write five of these yammer¬ 
ing ditties. He knew when to desert a sink¬ 
ing ship. Lydon’s going down for the third 
time and he’s too numbskulled to know it. 

I repeat: this record is dead, stinking 
I garbage—the most worthless album I’ve 
I heard all year. Screw John Lydon. Long 
I live Johnny Rotten. 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

By 
Craig 
Zeller 

nee 
upon a time 
there was a 
young lad 

THIS IS WHAT YOU 
WANT... THIS IS 
WHAT YOU GET 
Public Image Ltd. 
Elektra 

BOX OF FROGS 
Box Of Frogs 
Epic 

By 
Steve 
Futterman 

1 been a 
nostalgic 
year for for-
m e r Y a r d-

named John Lydon. Upon reaching man¬ 
hood, he changed his name to Johnny Rot¬ 
ten and fronted a musical combo known as 
the Sex Pistols. They were raw, unnerving, 
pissed-off, fed up, and brutally frank. They 
were a great rock ‘n’ roll band. Their debut 
LP was one of the landmark albums of the 
last decade, a staggering onslaught of bril¬ 
liantly enraged fury from start to finish. 
When the Pistols blew apart, Rotten 

went back to being Lydon and formed 
Public Image Ltd. In the ensuing six years 
only one PIL recording (“Public Image,” 
their debut single) has come within shout¬ 
ing distance of the Pistols’ magnificence. 
Their second album (Second Edition) was 
hailed as a masterpiece in many critical cir¬ 
cles; while I appreciate its convincing, de-
scent-into-unholy-hell atmosphere, I 
rarely feel the need to play it. After that 
came the Flowers of Romance (which no¬ 
body, to my knowledge, hailed as a master¬ 
piece) and a pair of import-only live 
releases that sounded pretty tired. 
And now at long last, we have a new PIL 

studio LP. Or rather, the stores have it. I 
just threw mine out a fourth-story window 
and watched it shatter ona Volkswagen. 

This Is What You Want . . . This Is 
What You Get is garbage. It’s not punk, it’s 
not new wave, it’s not avant-punk, it’s not 
a blazing descent into hell . .. it’s just gar¬ 
bage. PIL is finished. Through. Washed 
up. John Lydon is a has-been. An also-ran. 
A pitiful pathetic poseur who once sound¬ 
ed righteously angry and now sounds pa¬ 
thetically drained. On every one of these 
miserably conceived eight “songs,” Lydon 
whimpers, whines and wanks off at great 
boring lengths. 

I don’t know why I ever referred to this 
band in the plural. It’s really John Lydon 
Ltd. and whoever else is unfortunate 

birds members. First there was the onstage 
get-together of Eric Clapton, Jeff Beck and 
Jimmy Page at the ARMS benefits for 
Ronnie Lane. Now we have Box of Frogs, 
the decidedly less prestigious reunion of 
the band’s original rhythm section: guitar¬ 
ist Chris Dreja, bassist Paul Samwell-
Smith and drummer Jim McCarty. While 
this sounds like a perverse insider’s joke— 
the Yardbirds’ lasting contributions owing 
almost exclusively to their legendary tri¬ 
umvirate of lead guitarists and the late 
Keith Relf—Box of Frogs seems to be tak¬ 
ing itself quite seriously. They’ve enlisted 
the help of singer John Fiddler, and sum¬ 
moned Beck, Rory Gallagher and a chap 
by the name of Dzal to add the appropriate 
guitar noises. 

To their credit, Box of Frogs don’t res¬ 
urrect anything from the Yardbirds’ repor-
toire, but that doesn’t make them sound 
any less dated. Instead of opting for a pre¬ 
dictable mid-’60s first wave British blues 
feel, Box of Frogs aims for a third wave 
British blues feel, c. 1972. This is just what 
the rock ’n’ roll doctor didn’t order; a few 
minutes of Box of Frogs is enough to con¬ 
vince anyone that workman-like British 
Blooze sounds far more antiquated than 
the brash explosiveness of the Yardbirds 
ever could. 

Dreja, Samwell-Smith and McCarty are 
still a quite respectable team, but Fiddler 
and the Frogs’ original material are both 
lackluster. The hot shot guest spots aren’t 
much to write home about, either; if Dzal 
is either Clapton or Page, one can under¬ 
stand their hiding behind a pseudonym. 
Only Beck with his gargantuan tone and 
“look ma, four hands” technique can 
breathe life into the band’s best tunes, 
“Two Steps Ahead” and “Poor Boy.” It’s 
typical of this out-of-step project to fade 
Beck out on the latter cut just as he’s begin¬ 
ning to really crank it up and wail. 
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Looking To Advertise By Mail? 
THEN PLACE YOUR CLASSIFIED AD in RECORD 
and reach 350,000 rock hungry readers. Regular classi¬ 
fied ads cost $1.75 per word, 15-word minimum. Illus¬ 
trated classified space is $130 per column inch, one inch 
minimum. The column inch width has increased 29% to 
2V*'. 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. 

ART 
ARTWORK: ORIGINAL PORTRAITS CREATED 
of groups/entertainers etc. Send $1 for information. Por¬ 
traits, Box 202, Marlboro, MD 20772. 

BOOKS «.PUBLICATIONS 
BACKSTREETS: THE ALL BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN 
magazine. Subscriptions: $10 year; current issue $3. Box 
51225-P, Seattle WA 981 15. 

BUTTONS 
BUTTONS’ ANYTHING YOU WANT! SEND 
$1.00 for list and sample. P. Musson, Box 1548, Merced, 
CA 95341. Send no coins! 

CLOTHING 
Dr. Gonzo/Wild Turkey T’s 

DR. GONZO/WILD TURKEY 101 T-SHIRTS NOW 
available! Famous Steadman 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. $9.50 postpaid. Allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. Send check or money order to: Mile 
High Shirt Factory, Box 4031, Boulder, CO 80301. 

T-SHIRTS FROM ENGLAND: U2, DURAN DURAN, 
Frankie Goes/Hollywood, Culture Club, Alarm, Sex 
Pistols, Simple Minds, Big Country, Bowie, Police, 
Clash, Psychedelic Furs, Echo/Bunnymen, Joy Division, 
Siouxsie, Madness, Cure, Bauhaus, Beatles, Jam, Sid Vi¬ 
cious, Beat (Girl), Spandau Ballet, UB40, Thompson 
Twins, Doors—$9.50 PPD. (Catalog $1.00—Official 
merchandise from England: Shirts, buttons, books, pho¬ 
tos, records). Burning Airlines, Box 7309, W. Trenton, 
NJ 08628._ 

_ 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. 1 buy memorabilia! 

COLLEGES 
TERM PAPER CATALOG—306 PAGES— 
15,278 paper available. Rush $1.00. RESEARCH, 
11322, Idaho, #206RC, Los Angeles, CA 90025. (213) 
477-8226. 

FAN CLUBS 
HENDRIX DEVOTEES: SASE FOR DETAILS TO: 
South Wordens, West Putford, Holsworthy, Devon 
EX22 7UZ, ENGLAND. 
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THE WHO CLUB FOR DETAILS AND MER-
chandise send S.A.S.E. to: The Who Club Box 731, 
Princeton Jet., NJ 08550. 

GENESIS INFORMATION, FOR DETAILS AND 
information send S.A.S.E. to: Genesis Information, Box 
253, Princeton Jet, NJ 08550. 

U2 INFORMATION, FOR DETAILS SEND S.A.S.E. 
to U2 Information, Box 156, Princeton Junction, NJ 
08550. 

GIFTS AND MERCHANDISE 
ZZ Top Keychain 

SEEN ON THE ZZ TOP VIDEOS, CHROME-
plated. Send $10 (money order) plus $1 shipping and 
handling to: ZZ Top International Fan Club, Dept R, 
Box 19744, Houston, Tx 77224. 

DURAN DURAN QUIZ BOOK, ABC FACT BOOK 
$5.00 each. Michael Jackson full-color photobook from 
Japan. DURAN COLLECTOR’S PACK, $10.00 each. 
Catalog available for $1.00. Lists thousands of records & 
books. Send order or catalog request to: PARADOX 
MAILORDER, 20445 Grammercy Place, Torrance, CA 
90501. MC/VISA, phone orders welcome. (213) 320-
1331. 

ALBUM ART IS THE IDEAL WAY TO FRAME 
your album covers. The clear plastic pictue frame is the 
same size as an album cover. Available in 2-pack set for 
$10.95 or 4-pack set for $15.95. Album Art, Box 39426, 
Cleveland, OH 44139. 

INSTRUCTION 
BE A RECORDING ENGINEER! NEW CLASSES 
quarterly. Institute of Audio/Video Engineering. (213) 
666-3003/1831 Hyperion, Dept. A., Hollywood, CA 
90027. 

RADIO/TV JOBS AVAILABLE. PROFES-
sionals prepare you. Aptitude test. Professional Broad¬ 
casters, Box 3614-X, Center Line, MI 48015. 

MISCELLANY 
ORIENTAL LADIES WANT TO WRITE YOU. Cher¬ 
ry Blossoms, Box 1021RD, Honokaa, Hawaii 96727. 

US/CANADA/EUROPE: SINGLES, ALL AGES, 
seek correspondence/sincere friendships. SASE. 
SCANNA, Box 4, Pittsford, NY 14534. 

INVENTIONS, IDEAS, NEW PRODUCTS WANT-
ed! Industry presentation/national exposition. Call free 
1-8OO-528-6O5O. Arizona, 1-800-352-4058. X831. 

MUSICAL EQUIPMENT 
FREE CATALOG . . . GREAT PRICES ON 
instruments, strings, and accessories. Fast service! Free 
gift with first order. Discount Music Mart, 416 Larkfield 
Rd., East Northport, NY 11731. 

MUSICIANS 
1985 MUSIC BUSINESS DIRECTORY! 1000 + 
listings—producers, record companies, publishers, man¬ 
agers, booking agents. Send $12.95: Top Ten, #111, 130 
W. 72 St., New York, NY 10023. 

MANAGERS, PROMOTERS, INVESTORS—PROFES-
sional band currently working S.F. Bay Area 3-4 nights a 
week. Playing commercial, original material. Tapes & 
records available. 408-247-6821. 

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

PEYOTE CULT. BOOK: THE SUPERNATURAL 
Cult. Free membership application. Send $10.00 dona¬ 
tion to: Native American Church of America, Withers 
Rd., Maiden, NC 28650. 

POSTERS & PHOTOS 
ORIGINAL MOVIE POSTERS! FAST SERVICE. 
Catalog $2.00 (refundable). Poster Gallery, Dept. 18, 
Box 2745, Ann Arbor, MI 48106. 

COLOR CONCERT PHOTOS. HUGE SELECTION, 
hundreds of performers including rock, country, south¬ 
ern bands. Send $1 for beautiful illustrated catalog. Men¬ 
tion favorite. “Smile”, Box 15293-RD, Chesapeake, VA 
23320-0293. 

PHOTOS: DURAN, IDOL, U-2, SPRINGFIELD, 
C. Club and more! Send S.A.S.E. to: Box 2794, Des 
Plaines, IL. 60018. 

CONCERT PHOTOS & BUTTONS!!! D. DURAN, C. 
Club, B. Idol, S. Nicks, Motley C., Stray Cats, Motels & 
thousands more!! Catalog $1 (refundable w/purchase). 
Specify favorites. V’Kriengkai, Box 657-R, Lenox Hill 
Station, New York, NY 10021. 

1984 HEART, CAREY, DURAN, GOGOS, MIDLER, 
Jett, Lauper, Nicks, Quiet Riot, Roth, Leppard, Lover¬ 
boy. Others. Sample $1.50. Welander Photos, Box 2521, 
Minneapolis, MN 55402. 

RECORDS AND TAPES 
Make A Date With Prince ... 
DURAN DURAN, ADAM, IRON MAIDEN,THE 
Eurythmies or Police with our deluxe 1985 U.K. calen¬ 
dars only $8.99 postpaid. Or send $1 (refundable) for our 
hot import record and goodies catalog. Intergalactic Ga¬ 
rage, Dept. 10-R, Box 7323, Washington, DC 20044. 

New LP’s, $2.50 Or Less 
ALL TYPES. FREE INFORMATION: BARRY PUB-
lications, 477 82nd St., Brooklyn, NY 11209. 

Huge 73 Page Catalog! 
EVERY AVAILABLE TITLE! IMMEDIATE 
service. Low prices. $2.00. National Music Sales, 
23115(RE), Ostronic, Woodland Hills, CA 91367. 

1,000,000 SOUNDTRACKS/BROADWAY/NOS-
talgia LP’s/videotapes (G-X). Catalog $1. RTSRC, Box 
1829, Novato, CA 94948. 

RECORDS, CASSETTES, OLDIE 45s, IMPORTS, 
cutouts, picture disks, catalogs $2; Nert, Box 268-R, 
Lawrence MA 01842. 

ROCK/PUNK: WORLD’S LARGEST SELECTION. 
Rare imported records, collectibles. Gigantic illustrated 
catalog $1. Rockaway, Box 1508-R, Woodbridge, VA 
22193._ 

IMPORTED RECORDS, BOOKS, MAGAZINES 
and posters. Two 20c stamps for catalogs. List favorite 
groups. SPIN DIZZY, Dept. A, Box 21723, Milwaukee, 
WI 53221. 

$6.99 FOR ALL $8.98 LIST ALBUMS. 
C.O.D. orders accepted. Lucky Records, 3100 E. Lake 
Mead Blvd., North Las Vegas, NV 89030. 

RARE LIVE CASSETTES! AC/DC, DIO, BILLY 
Idol, Motley Crue, Priest, Rush, Scorpions, Van Halen, 
Zeppelin .. . more! Catalog $2.00. Coliecassettes, Suite 
263, 7305 Woodbine, Markham, Ontario, CANADA 
L3R 3V7,_ 

SONGWRITERS 
FAME AND FORTUNE WRITING SONGS. 
Free details. Write: Moms, Box 5358-A, Port Arthur, TX 
77640. 
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Captain /Morgan 
ORIGINAL SPICED RUM 
FREE RECIPE BOOK! 

I A variety of better tasting 
I rum drinks, dishes and 
I desserts to spice up your 

life. 
I Simply send your name and address 
I to: Captain Morgan Recipe Book. 
J PO Box 1624, Drawer RS. FD R 

Station, New York, NY 10150. 

REGGAE REGGAE REGGAE 
Latest Reggae releases from Jamaica. U.S., 
England and Canada: This Week's Top Ten: 

1. Waiting in Vain—Bob Marley 12'45 

2. Across The Border— 

Freddie McGregor LP 

3. Rub-A-Dub Soldier-Paul Blake 12’45 

4. Best of The Skatalites— LP 

5. Slice Of The Cake— Sugar Minott LP 

6. Legend— Bob Marley LP 

7. Reggae Ska— 

Michigan & Smiley 12’ 45 

8. Best of The Wailing Souls LP 

9. Natural Mystic— Bob Made y 12’45 

10. Assassinator — Eek-A-Mouse LP 

RAS Records 
P.O. Box 40804 

Washington, DC 20016 

(301)564-1295 

$800k)r LPs 12~dOCOS$4 50 
and r prerelease $200 
pnces mojde shçpng Free 
24 page catalog e first pur¬ 
chase 

COLOR ROCK PHOTOS!! 
DURAN, NICKS, ADAM, BENATAR. CULTURE CLUB, WHO, 
VAN HALEN, OZZY. POLICE, BOWIE. STONES, PRIEST, 
ZEP, MAIDEN, MOTLEY, JOURNEY, OLIVIA, LEPPARD. 

hundreds morel New Full-color catalog 
and 2 samples - $2. 5 samples - only $51 

FRONT ROW PHOTOS 
BOX 484-R NESCONSET. NY 11767 

WWE 
<L^E 9 

Rock ’n Roll Wear for Men and Women 
Send for catalog— #1 

955 M Ferry Blvd.. Stratford, CTt 06497 

★ EARRINGS* 
spiders, reapers, skulls, handcuffs, 
grenades, daggers, razor blades, 
etc. Send $1.00 for complete 
catalog Centaurus Co. 
P.O. Box 312, Morgan Hill, 
CA 95037 

Get a FREE issue ... 
of GOLDMINE the world's largest record collector's 
publication! Thousands of records for sale in each issue 
from all eras and all music areas. 45 s. 78's. LP’s and 
EP's. Rock 'n' Roll. jazz, country & western, rhythm & 
blues, new wave, folk — you name it GOLDMINE covers 
it! Published every two weeks! Sample free 13 issues 
$22.00 GOLDMINE, Circulation Department AJU. 700 
E. State Street. Iola, WI 54990 

TRAVEL 
ESCAPE TO THE ISLANDS, STAY AT MAHO BAY. 
NY Times says: "An ecological showplace . . . first class. 
$40 double for tent-styled canvas cottages in US Virgin 
Islands National Park on St. John.’’ Call now! Toll free 
800-392-9004 or in NY 212-472-9454 for brochure, reser¬ 
vations, and special airfares. A beautiful playground for 
hiking, snorkeling, sailing, and just plain relaxing. 
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CALLING MR. DYNAMITE 
By J.D. Considine 

When James Brown 
first took to being 
called The Godfa¬ 

ther of Soul, it was more to 
play upon the faddish success 
of Francis Ford Coppola’s hit 
film than anything else. But 
the appropriateness of the tag 
went well beyond its novelty 
value, especially in the era af¬ 
ter disco, for as funk became 
the rhythmic standard by 
which dance music, black or 
white, was judged, Brown’s 

though his hitmaking powers 
waned in the mid-’70s, the fact 
that George Clinton’s Parlia-
ment/Funkadelic made its 
charge up the charts with the 
assistance of Brown vets 
Bootsy Collins, Maceo Parker 
and Fred Wesley suggests that 
Brown’s success was almost 
continued by proxy. 

In and of itself, that would 
be enough to guarantee James 
Brown a sizable niche in rock 
history. As it happens, 
though, “Papa’s Got A Brand 
New Bag" was released nine 

James Brown: Cold sweat 
and groovemanship par excellence 

contribution was unmistak¬ 
able. Indeed, it’s arguable that 
funk as we know it simply 
wouldn’t exist had James 
Brown not been on hand to act 
as its musical midwife. 

Brown pioneered the mono¬ 
lithic, single-chord groove 
with “Papa’s Got A Brand 
New Bag" in 1965; “Brother 
Rapp” anticipated much of 
the rap revolution by almost a 
decade. Brown wasn’t simply 
ahead of his time, either, for 
he turned out R&B chart-top¬ 
pers throughout the ’60s, and 
still holds the record for hav¬ 
ing charted more singles than 
any other act in history. And 

years into a career that had al¬ 
ready substantially expanded 
upon the gospel-based harmo¬ 
ny of Brown’s million-selling 
debut single, “Please, Please, 
Please." Yet for all that, find¬ 
ing the recordings with which 
Brown made musical history 
has been absurdly difficult 
since the early ’70s. His early 
recordings for the King label 
slipped out of print without a 
trace, and his work for Poly-
dor was remaindered almost 
as quickly as it fell off the 
charts. Although Brown has 
recorded and released over 60 
albums since 1961, as little as 
a year ago there were only I 

three of his albums available 
in this country, none of them 
on a major label. 

That’s beginning to change. 
Although a fan desperate for 
Sex Machine or The Popcorn 
is still doomed to prowl the lo¬ 
cal used record shops, a re¬ 
spectable amount of classic 
Brown has become available 
in recent months, both 
through domestic releases and 
easily-obtainable imports. 
Still, the hard-core is bound to 
be at least a little frustrated 
until the vaults at Polydor 
have been thoroughly rifled. 

Well, maybe that’s over¬ 
stating it a bit. Certainly, 
those who hanker for the best 
of Brown’s pre-“Brand New 
Bag" days (his old bag?) have 
little to complain about. Not 
only did Solid Smoke, a San 
Francisco-based oldies label, 
make the heroic gesture of re¬ 
issuing the 1962 Live at the 
Apollo classic three years ago, 
but now they’ve gone a step 
further by unleashing the two-
volume The Federal Years, a 
compendium of Brown's best 
with the Famous Flames. 

This was a crucial period, 
not only for Brown but also 
for the evolution of R&B. Al¬ 
though “Please, Please, 
Please" offered an electrifying 
recapitulation of gospel’s 
transformation to pop, it 
made its point more through 
the mighty power of Brown's 
screaming, pleading lead vo¬ 
cal. But as time went on and 
Brown sharpened his ideas, he 
restructured his influences 
into something new and strik¬ 
ingly fresh. Even in something 
as early as “I’ll Go Crazy,” 
Brown had already managed 
to reshuffle the components of 
"Please, Please, Please” so 
that they applied the vocal 
and the beat to maximum 
impact. 

While both volumes of The 
Federal Years provide enough 
diversity to demonstrate this 
evolution, compilers Rico Tee 
and Marty Arbunich seem 
more interested in the harmo¬ 
ny numbers than the groove 
tunes. Fair enough. But the 
uninitiated may question their 
insistence on omitting 
“Please, Please, Please” be¬ 
cause it’s already available on 
Can Your Heart Stand It!, the 
label’s version of Brown’s 
greatest hits. And it does seem 
odd to include “Think” with¬ 

out “Night Train.” 
But rather than complain, 

perhaps it would be better 
simply to mention that Poly¬ 
gram Special Imports, the for¬ 
eign product division of 
Polygram, has made an eight¬ 
volume series of King re-is-
sues available Stateside. Not 
only are these albums—Mr. 
Dynamite; Prisoner of Love; 
The Unbeatable James 
Brown; Please, Please, 
Please; Papa’s Got A Brand 
New Bag; I Got You; It’s a 
Man’s Man’s Man’s World; 
and Cold Sweat—available 
with original covers and track 
order, but they’re as afford¬ 
able as imports get. 
Of course, they’d be even 

more affordable if Polydor re¬ 
leased them over here, but in 
lieu of that, the label has be¬ 
gun a small-scale reissue pro¬ 
gram of its own, The James 
Brown Story. Although the 
first two volumes, Ain 't That a 
Groove and Doing It to Death, 
avoid the hits in favor of less¬ 
er-known efforts, they man¬ 
age to convey a vivid sense of 
what the Godfather’s music 
was about during the late ’60s 
and early ’70s. Not only is 
there groovemanship par ex¬ 
cellence, but there’s Brown’s 
political input, too, from “I 
Don’t Want Nobody to Give 
Me Nothing (Open the Door, 
I’ll Get It Myself)” to the 
“Watergate Interlude" from 
Reality. Not for nothing was 
Brown the only R&B artist in 
history to have liner notes 
written by Hubert Humphrey. 

Lest all this leave you with 
the impression that Brown 
has become merely a denizen 
of the archives, there’s “Uni¬ 
ty, Pts. I-VI,” a new Tommy 
Boy single featuring Brown 
with Afrika Bambaataa, 
which handily proves that 
Brown is still making history. 
Despite some canny nods to 
the Godfather’s back cata¬ 
logue, this single is solidly 
contemporary, and one of the 
hottest performances of either 
performer’s career. Should it 
earn the sales it deserves, we 
may be on the verge of seeing 
James Brown enter yet anoth¬ 
er era in his prodigious career. 

Personally, I can’t wait. 
(Solid Smoke, P.O. Box 
22372, San Francisco, CA 
94122; Tommy Boy, 1747 
First Avenue, New York, NY 
10128.) 
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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. 

Wild Turkey Hill. 
A place unlike any other. 

Austin Nichols 

WILD^ 
TURKEYT 
ffiiTUCKÏ STRAIGHT BOU»® I 

WHISKEY 

’»OOF 

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 TURKEYVIOl PROOF/8 YEARS OLD 
AUSTIN. NlCHO-S DISriLLING CO . LAWRENCEBURG. KENTUCKY* 1983 



Come up to Kool. 
■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■I 
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Kool gives you extra coolness 
for the most refreshing sensation in smoking. 

A sensation beyond the ordinary. 

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 

©1964BAWTCO. 

Milds Kings, 11 mg. "tar", 0.8 mg. nicotine; Filter Kings, 17 mg. "tar”, 
1.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Mar. '84. 
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