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HE 20 YEARS so far covered by The History Of Rock have seen

action and reaction, financial successes and grassroots

revolution. This year, rock remains as engaged as it needs

tobe during the administration of Margaret Thatcher-with

its cold war, nuclear threat and high unemployment - but

the movement which takes place this year is actually not
aggressive in character.

More than ever, artists put their money where their mouth is to change the
world for the better. In September, Paul Weller — continuing a recent
philanthropic streak - and Wham! play a benefit concert for striking miners,
while at the end of the year the pairjoin Band Aid. A collective put together by
Bob Geldofand Midge Ure after viewinganewsreportonthe Ethiopian famine,
theirad hocgroup of popstarsroundsoff the year at the top of the charts, raising
millions for charity.

Musically, meanwhile, the aggressive commerciality signalled by the rise of
DuranDurannow meetsits characterfulreaction. Thelikes of REM, Lloyd Cole,
Prefab Sprout and our cover stars The Smiths celebrate a renewal of guitar
music. Under the radar, meanwhile, a kinship develops between Black Flag,
Nick Cave and The Fall-whose work is seen as much as transgressive writing as
itismusic. In the US, Prince and Michael Jackson engage with huge audiences in
different but noless dramatic ways.

This is the world of The History Of Rock, a monthly magazine which follows
each turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena,
passionate and stylish contemporary reporters were there to chronicle events.
This publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the reader
decades later, one year at a time. Missed one? You can find out how to rectify
thaton page 144.

In the pages of this 20th edition, dedicated to 1984, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
may be.

Inahotelroom with Morrissey. Hearing Dave Lee Roth explainwhyVan Halen
is like a tampon. And finding out that the way to George Michael’s heart is
throughanaggressiveinterview.

“We didn’t want to talk to Melody Maker, because your hypocrisy makes
us sick,” says George. “You use our name on the cover and then slag us off
inside. We're only talking to you because we fancied doing a juicy interview
forachange.”
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Scorched!

MM FEB 11

EDAY THEearth caught fire! Or
atleast the day Michael Jackson's
hair caught tire, whichamounts

tothesame thing. You'll have heard
by now of how the svelte 25-year-old
incendiarydevice was filminga TV
advertisement for Pepsi-Cola, along
with the rest of The Jackson Five,
whensuddenly a brace of special
effectscanisters exploded.

Before you couldsay “Grammy!
Michael had been transformedinto
ahideoushumantorch!

However, doctorsexaminingthe
scorched megastarwereable tocalm
ahysterical world by announcingthat
although Michael had sustained
second- and third-degree burns on his
scalp, he showed everysign of rapid
recoveryand will be able toappearat
theGrammyAwards ceremonyinLos
AngelesonFebruary28.

Buthowcould suchathinghappen?

Jackson himselfsaid later that he
wanted toshowtheactual filmofthe
incident fromignition to blast-off, so
his fanswould know “the truth” about
whathad happenedtohim.

Sureenough, footage of the spectacle
wasairedonNBC-TVon February 1.
Andsincethisstory concerns
Americans, thewhiffoflegal action
lingersintheair.

Accordingtosourcescloseto
theincident, thedirectorofthe
commercialactuallytold Jackson
tostand closer to the pyrotechnic
apparatusafterseveral earlier takes
had beenattempted.

Even moreastoundingly, some berk
apparently told Miketokeepdancing
evenafter thechaphad flamesleaping
around hisears.

KEVIN MAZUR / GETTY

Michael Jackson:
burntinafreakon-set
accident,butstill
expectedtoappear
attheFebruary1984
Grammy Awards.
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“No one pérson
an banit”

MM JAN 28

RANKIE GOES TO Hollywood’s
controversial hit, “Relax” (which last

week went to No1in the MM Top 50),

hasbeenunofficially banned by individual
BBC producers. They've decided not to
play itbecause of the sexually explicit

Bitterly

disappointed:
Framkinsinger
Holly Johnson

atthe BBC who canbanthis record,” said
the spokesperson. “Individual producers
make up their own minds. Top Of The Pops
featured the record asit cameinto the
chart, buttwo weeksago-whenitwas

at No 2 - there was so much new material

nature of thelyrics. inthe Top 40 that
e “There Wass0  omcnacre
Top Of The Pops show, much new material Whether the record
in the Top 40 that
there wasn’t space
toinclude it”

although they claim that
new entriesinthe Top 40
gave themnospaceto
feature therecord, while
Radio One DJ Mike Read
started the ballrolling
twoweeksagowhenhe
refusedto play therecord
on hisbreakfast show.
Many Radio One and
BBC TV producershave
now followed suit,
butaccording to
a Top Of The Pops
spokesperson, the
track has notreceived
acomplete BBCban.
“There’sno one person

8 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

willbe featured on Top
Of The Pops this week
isopentodebate. “Until
we get the official Gallup
chart we can’tsay,” said
the spokesperson.“We
don’t predict thingsin
this business.”
Frankie themselvesare
bitterly disappointed that
they didnot appear on Top
Of The Pops last week.
Theband were
unavailable for
commentas
we closed
for press.

International
controversy

MM FEB 4

atthe centre of an international

controversy over afake telephone
conversation between Margaret Thatcher
and Ronald Reagan. The group made atape
of the “conversation” by piecing together
excerpts from various broadcast speeches
by Thatcher and Reagan, then sent copies of
thetape toanumber of European newspapers
and agencies.

Crasssaythatwhile thetelephone
conversation was afake, its contents contained
certain truthsthatthegroupfeltshould be
investigated and publicised. In America,
newspaperssaid the tape was probably
manufactured by the KGB for propaganda
purposes—anidearepeated herein TheSunday
Timesthismonth.

Finally, TheObservertraced the tape
recordingbacktoCrass. And the group spent
severaldaysin Londonlastweek makinglive
broadcaststo American television, explaining
theirreasons for makingtherecording.

Thealleged conversation coversvarious
aspectsofFalklands warstrategy and nuclear
policy.Inan apparentdiscussionofthesinking
ofthe Belgrano, Mrs Thatcherisheard tosay:
“Argentinawastheinvader! Forcehasbeen
used. It'sheenused now, punishingthemas
quicklyaspossible.”

Towhich Reagan ostensibly replies: “Oh,
God, it'snotright. You caused the Sheffield to
have been hit. Those missiles we followed on
screens. You must have too, and notiet them
know. What doyouhope to gain?”

MrsThatcher: “WhatIsaid before- Andrew.”

Crasssay: “The Sheffield wasused asadecoy
forthe Exocet which wasreally going forthe
Invincible-and that’sbecausePrince Andrew
wasonboard.”

Laterinthetape, Reaganisheardtosay: “In
conflict, wewilllaunch missilesonallies for
effectivelimitation of the Soviet Union. Ifany
countryofours endangered the position, we
mightbomb the problemareaand correctthe
imbalance, itwill convince the Soviets tolisten.
Wedemonstrate ourstrength... the Soviets
havelittleincentivetolaunchanattack.”

Inastatement explaining theirmotives for
making thetape, Crasssay: “Inthewakeofthe
total press censorship of the national papers
duringthe Falklands War, and theresulting
surgeof rank nationalism cultivated and
carried through tothe general election, Crass
feltthattheordinary peoplewerebeing
hoodwinked aboutthe Government’s
behaviour before, duringand after thewar.”

ANARCHIST PUNKBANDCrass are

NK BAND MAKE A
CRASS STATEMEN

ANARCmST :unk band

spparant drscuzsion of thy _ Crans say “Tha Shoft n[d faunc hnn



“Excited by
destruction”

NME JAN 14

HE ICA,LONDON’S longest runninghome
Tfor performance extremists had its sympathies

for outré artseverely tested last week when
aspecial presentation by members of Berlin's
Einstiirzende Neubauten and London pop group The
Bic physically attacked the foundations of the building
and brought the audience to near riot.

The presentation, called Concerto For Machinery
And Voice, was a one-off arrangement for concrete
mixers, chainsaw, concrete pounders, cement breakers, pneumatic
drillsand Fad Gadget’s vocal. It crescendoed to a noisy climax which
featured various members attempting to drill or break their way
through the stage, the crowd throwing parts of the PA into the path of
destruction and ICA staff trying to maintain order. When the latter
broughtthe concerto to apremature close, ahard-core of 30 0rso
spectatorsrefused to leave the hall. To persuade the “band” to
continue they hurled debris at the back of the stage and staff clearing
the hall. Damage to bodies and the building was, surprisingly, minimal.

From the performers’ point of view things started to go wrong when
apounding machine malfunctioned, throwing the arrangement out,
says co-arranger and conductor Martin Scheiler, of The Bic.

“Onceit started to go wrong, rationale went out of the window. After
the breakdown we decided to try and get down below stage. We'd
heardthat there were tunnels from [nearby] Whitehall and the Palace
running underneath the stage and had half an aim of getting to them.
But the stage was reinforced. We decided to stop when it looked like
someone mightget hurt.”

“Without Alexis, no Stones’

MM JAN 14

INGER, BROADCASTERAND blues
Saulhority Alexis Korner, 55, died on New

Year's Day. He'd been suffering fromlung
cancer for some time, buthad continued to

Mann (allindirectly inspired by Korner’s

famousEaling R’'n’B Club) gained Alexis his

reputationas “thefather of BritishR'n’B".
Yet Korner himself, whoreadily

- o
. January3,1984:

Einstiirzende

Neubaten'sshowat

the ICAnLondon
~

For their part, the ICA expected a certain amount of damage.
“Nothingreally happened that we had not anticipated in booking a band
like this and providing them with the equipment that we did,” says ICA
music programmer Michael Morris. “The noise and smoke in fact made
the amount of damage seem agreat deal worse. It was quite small.”

About the performanceitself, he says: “Quite frankly, | was
disappointed; | hoped it wouldbe more structured. | feltitlacked
organisation. It struck me as being demolition without commitment.”

Didit ever look like things were getting out of hand?

“Well, I think human nature tends to be excited by destruction... the
audience would have liked to see the whole thing go a lot further. It left
the bandin an awkward position as | don't think they wanted to be seen
toback out of going the whole way. Onthe other hand they were liable
for any damage and | think they were rather relieved to get off.” The final
result; the band got paid, the ICA got theinsurance and the Big Brother
week carriedon
asannounced.
Adraw? ChrisBohn

AlexisKorner:
“the fatherof
BritishR'n'B”

present his weekly Radio One show on
Sunday evenings until being admitted to
hospital a couple of months ago.

Tributes to Korner-instantly identifiable by
his deep, growling voice - have floodedin,
includingone from Bill Wyman, whosaid that
“without Alexis there would have beenno
Rolling Stones”. ForKorner acted as catalyst for
many of thebandswho came to prominence
duringthe R&Bboomin theearly '60s,among
them the Stones.

He gave Mick Jagger his
firstjob, payinghim 30
shillingsaweektosingwith
hisband Blues Incorporated,
agroup thatalsofeatured
Charlie Watts, Brian Jones
andKeith Richards. When
Jagger linked up with Brian
Jonestoform the Rolling Stones, Korner gave
themabigbreakbygivingthemaspotatthe
Marquee where he had residency.

Hisinfluence on the Stones and other bands
like The Yardbirds, TheAnimalsand Manfred

His 50th birthday
party inspired a
famous jam session

acknowledged hisownlimitationsas asinger
and guitarist, neverachieved huge
commercial successinhisownright. Atone
timeheactively shunnedit, critical of the way
the music of people like Muddy Watersand
Sonny Boy Williamson was being watered
down for purely commercial purposes, though
healwaysremained abigsupporterofthe
Stones (he was widely tipped tojoin them when
Brian Jonesandlater Mick Taylor left).
HewasborninParisofan
Austrian fatherand a Greek-
Turkishmotherandthe
family moved to Londonin
the mid-'30s. Afterschool
hejoined Chris Barber’s
JazzBand. It was Barber
whoinitially fuelled his
obsession with blues, and
with harmonica player Cyril Davieshe formed
Blues Incorporated. His only real commercial
successin hisown rightdidn’t occur until 1970,
however, following an unlikely alliance with
Mickey Most. Most persuaded himto fronta

newstudio band, CCS, who enjoyed several
hits, most notably “Tap Turns OnThe Water".
Herarely appeared live, though, andlaterhis
distinctivegrowl was used more asa voiceover
forTVcommercialsthansinging theblues.
Graduallyheemergedasahighly respected
radio personality; hisextraordinarily diverse
musical tastesmade his Radio Oneshowan
unpredictable and ararealternativeto the
station’s unrelenting devotion to chart fodder.
Heremained alegend amonghis peers. His
50th birthday partyheld at Pinewood Studios
inspired afamousnightand ajam session that
involved EricClapton, Paul Jones, Zoot Money,
ChrisFarlowe, Ronnie Laneand John Surman.
Hislast major publicappearance wasatlast
summer’s Cambridge Folk Festival, when he
presided atsuchacelebratorysession of white
bluesthat hetalked enthusiastically of doing
more live work. Sadly, what should havebeen
arebirth turned outto beaswansong.
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NinaSimone:
threatened
withawritfrom
CharlyRecords

“Uninformed remarks”

NME JAN 28

AST FRIDAY WAS not a good day for
I- Miss Nina Simone. Havingarrived at
Ronnie Scott’s to conclude her two-week

engagement there—astint thathas proved
bothintriguingand successful -she was
handed aletter from Charly Records
threateningto sue her for slander.

Thetrouble stemmed from herappearance
onlast Tuesday’s Black On Black on Channel
4, whereduringaninterview with presenter
Pauline Black, Ninastated she had received
noroyalties from the
CharlyRecordsrecent
reissue of her 1957 classic
“My Baby Just Cares
ForMe" andits
accompanyingalbum.

Charlyresponded with
adetailed three-page
letter explaining that the
royaltiesowed her had
beenaccountedto
Internationaljazz
Emporium,whoare the
presentownersofthe
Bethlehem catalogue,
thecompany forwhom
Ninahadoriginally
recorded thematerial.

Offended by what
theytermedasNina’s
“ill-chosenand t
uninformed remarks”, ‘
Charlydemanded

]
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“The matteris
being dealt with
ina private and
affectionate
manner”
Nina Simone

My Baby just Cares For Me
. 3 gy ]

apublicapologywithin48 hourson
Channel 4 or they would be forced tosue
herand LWT forslander. Theyalsoinvited
the songstress toinspect their books.

ByMonday morning the dusthad settled.
Priortoleavingfor Paris,MissSimone’s
manager and brotherissued the following
statement: “As faras Miss Simoneand
myselfareconcerned thematteris
closedtothepublicandisbeingdealt
withinaprivateand affectionatemanner
between ourselves
and Charly Records.

“Aletter of apology
hasbeensentand
received cordially
byCharlyandwe
have nointentionof
embarrassingourselves
orCharly by making the
matter public.”

Charly fortheir part
were satisfied with the
letter they received and
were currently waiting
for Black On Blackto
confirm thepublic
apology they weredue
tomake.

Charlyrecordshave now
sold over 40,000 copies of
“MyBaby” andafurther
14,000 copiesofthe
correspondingLP.

“Not everybody is
a Dirg Straits fan”

MM JAN 7

compact discs to the UK, high street stores

haverevealed thatsales of the newsystem
areremarkably small. But the message from
theshopsisclear—the public will readily buy
CDiftheprices of the discsand playersare
reduced and if the availability and range of
titlesareincreased.

“Compared tonormal records, the sales of CD
arequiteinsignificant,” says DouglasCoates,
marketingmanager of HMVRecords. “They’re
only aboutone to three per cent of total record
sales. Untilthe playerscome downin price, the
discsthemselves won'tsell.”

“Availability is the worst problem,” says Liz
Farrow, assistant manageress at Virgin's
Megastore in Oxford Street. We get people
comingin every weekasking for Michael
Jackson'’s Thrilleron compact, andifi'd haditin
constantlysinceitsrelease, I could have sold
morecopiesofitthan myhighest seller: Love
Over Goldby DireStraits.’

Bothstoresfeel that thenew system
superior-quality five-inch encoded discs which
revolveathigh speedandare tracked by laser—
willbeadeveloping marketin 1984, provided
therangeisincreased. “We need morerock and
poptitles,” says Liz Farrow. “Not everybody s
aDire Straitsor Fleetwood Macfan.”

Atthe momentbothstoresreport that 50 per
centoftheirCD sales areclassical, probably
because earlybuyersofthe systemare hi-fi
buffs who traditionally leave pop forthe
youngsters. “Inthe pop field it'sthe AOR pop
stuffthat’sselling,” says Douglas Coates. “Dire
Straits, Roxy Musicand Genesis. Theseartists
sellmuchbetter than youngpopbandslike
Culture Club.” BothHMVand Virginfeel that
thiscould allchangeifthe pricescomedown.

Thelimited availability of thediscsandlack
oftitlesisdue toinsufficient production by the
pressing factories. “Manufacturingis so
limited,” says Tony Stratton-Smith, boss of
CharismaRecords, who have top-sellingCD
artistsGenesis and Peter Gabriel. “Ifiwanted
twoor three newtitles on CD Iwould have to
wait sixmonths for thefactorytime.”

There’s good news from Sony, however.
Production isbeingstepped up atall of their
five Japanese pressing plantsand two new
Britishfirms have signed dealstomanufacture
thediscs. Andthere’sa wholerange of new titles
promised fromvariouslabels—A&M and Arista
are toputoutCDs by The Police, JoeJackson,
Styxand Supertramp, new EMI offerings
include Bowie’s Let s Danceand Thomas
Dolby’s The Golden Age Of Wireless,and RCA
areabouttorelease 60 Elvis Presley trackson
aCDcompilation.

“Compactdiscisgoingtobe veryimportant,
says Tony Stratton-Smith. “Therealfan willuse
CDfirstand cassettes second. Thetraditional
12-inch 33rpm LPisdefinitely on the way out.”

N INEMONTHSAFTER the introduction of



The fastest

Hiisker Dii: (I-r}
GregNorton,
GrantHartand
BobMould

group

On Eal,th NME JAN 14

USKERDU,
SIGNED to Black
Flag's SST label,

areone of America'’s
mightiesthardcore trios.
From Minneapolis, aching
heart of the Midwest,
they've sentoutsome
powerful signals of distress.

There wasasingle,
“Statues/Amusement”,in
1980, described by some
as “Fallish”. Therewas a
completelycrazedlive
album (Land Speed
Record) which could've
been The Who Live At
Leeds fed through an
Inquisition mangle, then
chainsawed into ablurred
blizzard of splinters and
filings. (Noisereprise, pt
10). There was “Ina Free
Land",aninteresting mid-
'82 EP that balanced fast'n’
slow,hard’n’ soft, and there was an album last
year called Everything Falls Apart (title track a
solid-gold classic).

But the best of their hundred orso songs
seemtohave ended up on the current “Metal
Circus” EP, whichis simultaneously torrential
and harmonic. Three-part hardcore? Mat
Snow has already determined that “Diane” is
the year'sonly truelove song, and “Real
World"” reminds me a lot of Stiff Little Fingers,
although Bob Mouldand Greg Norton of the
three Dii's maintain the songis simply their
equivalent of “She Said, She Said".| dunno,
these lumberjack-shirted punk types...

The title Metal Circus would suggest
Duchamp or Glenn Branca or something, but
thisis gleamingly hard stuff. Bob Mould’s
guitaris like the best of Geordie and tracks
like “Out On A Limb" are metallic weldings of
Killing Joke and Sex Pistols.

But if Hiisker Dii - Swedish for “Do You
Remember?” and the name of afamousboard

“The longer we
played, the faster
it got. We just
couldn’t have taken
that any further”

game - are the Blue
Cheer of the fast lane,
theydon'tplanonbeing
justanotherthrashinthe
pan. That said, they once
clocked up 360bpm for
“Bricklayer” and could
justifiably have claimed
tobe the fastest group
onEarth.

“Four-and-a-half
yearsago, that was the
stuff we were writing,”
explains Mr Mould.
“We toured two-and-
a-half months, and the
onger we played, the
fasterit got. Wejust
couldn’t have taken that
any further.”

Today they see no harm
inadding alittle mellow
melody: “If your lyrics
areimportant to you,you
want them to be heard.
Also, it’s actually harder to play slow!”

Chimesinbassist Greg Norton: “Idon’t
tend to walk down the street whistling
hardcore.”

Bob: “We wannabe able to reach anyone
that'lllisten to us, as we feel we have
something to say to anybody, though people
who arereally into fashion might not like us.”

Hisker Di'slyrics are droll: the band is
pretty scepticalabout rock'n'roll being a force
for political change.“Movements aren’t the
solution,” says Mould; “no one’s come up with
anything that caught my attention or made
me want to doanything.”

Inhis spare time, Bob gives guitar lessons.
April promises another Diialbum, by the
name of Zen Arcade, and they may be
supporting Black Flag's forthcoming Euro-
jaunt. Inthe meantime you should check
this wildand melodic music. Inside the
metal circus, Hiisker Dii are iron tamers.
Barney Hoskyns

NME JAN 14

Human beings that have had

an effect on you

Andy Warhol, Irma Grese, KublaKhan,
The Wooden Top Manipulators, Mum and
Dad, the scriptwriters of Trumpton

Users of subliminal advertising

— beware
BBC1, NME, lanLevine
Those with soul

Stevie Wonder, George Clinton (Free
Your Mind, Your Ass Will Follow - The
Kingdom Of Heaven s Within), Etta
James, Lionel Richie even, Enid Blyton,
Ken Livingstone, Peter Tatchell

Body products

Roger & Galletjasmine soap rubbed on by
anyone athand with a natural sponge,
Crisco cookingoil, aselection of sexual
deviant toys - give 'em what they desire.

Music

Vangelis, Van Morrison, Jim Morrison,
Gwen Guthrie, Edith Piaf, Joni Mitchell,
Grace -she'sthe place - Jones, Peech
Boys, Buddy Mate,Motdrhead, Yma
Sumac, TRex

Writers off the wall

HATE: Jack Kerouac, Allen Ginsberg
LOVE: 2,000 AD and The Mighty Tharg.
Frank Herbert - The Dune Trilogy (but
it's a shame that Sting got stung first).
Jean Genet (of course), Salinger and
Barbara Cartland

Smells

Polo, Grey Flannel, Opium (ooops -
Mum's), Nasher's socks

Plebs

Anyone who moans constantly

Advice

If you think | know any
better than you - then
I surely do.

Quotes

“Lifeis forliving” - Anon
Exit line

Break down that
inhibition - certain
your positionis strong.
And flows along much
faster than the throng
of voices tryingto
bringthem down.
They're jokers and
clowns, clowns.
Livelife likea
diamond ring.

LISA HAUN / GETTY, KEITH HAMSHERE / GETTY

Grace Jones -
/ '
»
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“ltrytobe
positive”

A joker between songs, S
urgent social realismis a riposte to the
victory of style over substance. “| thought,
‘Is no one going to play what | want to
hear? It’s going to have to be me,’ he says.
“I thought there’d be people all over the
country saying this, but apparently not.”

NME

FTERNEARLY TWO years of playing therelentless
troubadour all around this curious, fragmented isle,
Billy Bragg and his guitararestarting to get noticed.

The firstweek of 1984 has underlined that, with his
showcase at the ICARock Week elicitingan enthusiastic
response, ashas his David Jensen session, and the dailies

arestartingto take aninterest (led by the unlikely Daily Telegraph).

Perhaps thisis partly due tothe success ofhisminialbum Life’sA Riot
With Spy Vs Spyin the end-of-year polls. A track thereof - “New England” -
reached No7in Peel’s Festive 50. But, as well as featuringin other music
presspolls,intheonethatreally matters, the onethat has publicistsand
press officersdishing out unthinkable gifts and bribes, he was up there with
Waitsand Costello at No 3. Twenty-five minutes of stuttering firepower and
comicbathos; songs oflove, longing and anger, roughshod soulpowerand
manicintensity.

So, MrBragg, are you thatimportant?

“No, I'm definitely not thatimportant, and alot of those records were LPs that
Ireallyadmireas well. Spy Vs Spywas threeafternoons’ work, and the purpose [
wanted it toserve whenitwas recorded wasto giveme somethingtosell at gigs.
AslongasI'mnotexpected tolive up tothatacclaim I'll be happy.

“Myreputation asfarasI'mconcerned is based on what i dolive. So aslong as
[keep playing I willknow at anygiven time howgood orhowcraplam-Idon’t
need pollsto tell me. The NME pollwas a very long list and looking down it was

= likelooking down from the top of ablock of flats—fuckin’ hell, y’know.” Billy Bragg,the
&  SpyVsSpyprovidedaglimpse of contemporaryBritain, a collection of sepia- ::;Id CifB:':;‘i"qt- ol
7 tinted postcardsfromthedecliningsuburbsoftheearly '80s. Aferventand Fimid.'80:Britain

earnestsortof white soul music.

BEN VS LITTLE BILLY

H Jghtes Butldor tiak to Sun reporters WE RA rrel of witand satire He's
IVE B! GG s abarrei Of sat!
Y. I I el tho futuse atzock 0 0l 07 arrything ltke s
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Braggin thestudio:
“I'm fa-| gmyguitar
percussi-elyand
relyingo
forthemelody™

“Bytheendofthethree dayswasreally exhausted. My fingers were
sore, my voice had gone and 1 was physically drained. It was from midday
to10each day continually playingthe songs as powerfully as I could,
recordingeverythingand pickingoutthebest.

“Speed?No, I never touch drugs, I getoffon adrenalin. That’s the most
importantthingtome.] playfast when Igethyped up.Istilldon't think
‘NewEngland'is particularlygood on the LP.1cancertainly play it better
now. It surprises me that people see so much in them actually, they're
onlysevensongs.”

ICAand heand] are seated at a Barratt table, in a Barratt bedsit,

whichis partofaBarratt block in a Barratt estate in Acton.
Although notactually his own place, lifelong friend Wiggy (and he’ll
show you pictures of them alongside each other in pramsin Barking
municipal park circa 1961 - just to prove that they really are “lifelong”
friends) allows him to use it when he's resting up between gigs.

Abitlike Bragg's music, the place issparse and functional-no TV or
record player, justa Walkmanwired up to two speakersand a collection
oftapesto play. There'safew booksand letters from friendly, enquiring
fanstobeanswered, but most of his possessionsare back in Barkingat his
mum’s place.

Steven William Bragg wasborn 26 yearsago in Barking, East London.
Afreewheeling, eligible Sagittarian, in conversation he'ssharpand
tothe point, modest to the point of self-deprecation, and when he gets
particularlyanimated jumps from one base to another without
prompting. From hisdistantyouth he can rememberacommunity
spiritin Barking, butitsoonfaded: “Those towns wereanice ideawhen
they werebuiltin 1900, but by the '60s they'd started puttingup all those
blocksofflats.

Braggleftschool at 16 for asuccession of poxy jobs and - just like it said
inthe song -time off would be spent upstairsin the bedroom annoying
the neighbours with his punk rock electric guitar.

“Atschooll used to knock around with the guys who had all the birds
andwonder about it, which is probably why, when theyall went offand
gotmarried, had kidsand bought Cortinas, I went offtolearn to play the
guitar. I wasabitofa joker at school - they’d put me on the coach totell
jokes withthefootballteamand ifIwaslucky I'd getamatch.

“Itdefinitely puts somethinginto you; you end up thinking, ‘Fuck you
lot, I'vegotsomethingto prove.’ It probably doesn’t mean that much
now, butiflthinkback towhat made mewant todo thisin the first place.
Thatwas thereason. 'CosI'vewanted todo this foryears, play gigs, do this
asaliving.”

Avariety ofgroups followed, the most notable being Riff Raff, born out
of“thecleansingfire” of punk.

IT ISTHE day after Bragg's appearance with The Redskins at the
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“Thespiritof’77 isabit ofacliche, but
it'snotjustthespiritof'77,it’s’84 and
'85,it’s'82and ‘83 aswell-youdon'tjust
gothroughitand forgetit. Seeing The
Clashat the Rainbow waslike-click!-
mywholeideaaboutrock’'n'rolland the
Rolling Stones changed overnight.
haven'tseenanythingsince to make me
gotheotherway. I maybeablind fool, but
Istill believeallthat.”

RiffRaffreached animpasse,
disintegrated and Braggwasleftata
loose end. Unable to musterthe bottle
tostart playingsolo, he did astrange
thing-hejoined thearmy. Now I know
that, aside from the usualbonehead
contingent, thereareguysin “the
professionals” whoare there out of sheer
desperation, but surely someone who'd
been involved with the headstrong
individualismand anti-militarism of
punkshould have known better?

“Itwasastrangethingtodo-Armed
Forceshasevengot ‘Don’tJoin’ on the
cover,and lloved thatrecord. I think felt
thatallthat had failed me, so fucki, let's
seewhattheothersidehastooffer, take it
totheotherextreme. ltwascertainly the
otherextreme; goingto Catterick was the otherextreme toanythingl'd
everlivedlike. I moreorlessdid the whole thingjustlookingat it. You get
90 daystomakeup yourmind. I knewin the back of my mind I'd never be
asoldier, but 1 wanted to find out moreabout it, find out what makes
peoplewanttodoit.”

Sureenough, there was thebonehead contingent.

“Theguysyougodownwithonthetrain are normal geezers, but aweek
lateryourealise that there’s somethingdifferent to thisguy than a new
haircut, somethingelse has happened to them. You talk to themat dinner
and (raps forehead) you wonder if there’sanybody in there. By the time
theriotscametheywerestrainingattheleash, goingspare, justdying to
gettoBrixtonand bust a fewskulls.

“Thewhole thingisbased on everythingyou hate most about rugby
clubs. There’sso many people above you and theyall tellyou you'reshit,
andyoubelieve them. At theend of it cameback and knew what I wanted
todo, it cleared my head. Before, | wasjust passing through time.”

Whilereadilyadmittingthat90days’ trainingdoesn’t give him the
righttopenan LP full of soldier songs, itisanexperience that helpedin
penningthe presentstandoutin hisset, the corrosive, anguished “Island
OfNoReturn”.

“Thatcame mostly from the stuffgot from newspapers about the
Falklands. Some ofit, like diggingin, well [ knowwhatit'sliketositina
foxholeallnight,anditmust be terrible to do it with people trying to kil
you, because it gets scary enough on exercise.

“Thelines I can takethekilling/I can take theslaughter/But I don’t talk to
Sun reporters” -welltohave gone out thereand beeninvolvedin the
sharpend ofitalland come hometofind T/ie Sun trivialising it to
‘Gotcha’... Tknow for afactit makesalot ofthe soldiersangry.”

Backfromthearmy, Bragggotajobin afriend’ssecond-handrecord
shop. Hearing music, starkly, dynamically played and presented, he
realised that perhaps the songs he’d been writingweren’tlost for good.

“Therearelimitations on every musical instrument, but theyarethe
limitations of the people that play them, not the instrument. Like two
guitar, bassanddrumscan’tonly ‘gosofar’, it'sjustacaseofrethinkingit.”

So, disillusioned by the predictability of punk, Braggdrew on other,
fundamentalsources.

“Ifyoulistento theold bluesstuff, they'rejust whackingout pure
rhythmontheguitar. I don'twanttogive the impression that I just
listened toheavy-dutybluesallday; I collected anythingand
consequently I'vegot loads of Beethoven albums, Lowell George-
anythinglcould getmyhandson.

“But there was somethingabout early Muddy Watersand John Lee
Hooker; itwasincredibly powerfulstuff, it was certainly influential. Not
thatI'minany wayabluessinger, but you hearthatsortof thingandyou
know thatthere must be somethingindoingitsolo. These guyshavealot




BILLY BRAGG

more hold over youremotions—you feel you havetolisten, it’sjust there
whackingyouonthebackofthehead. You're compelled tolisten.

“You must draw on the musical past, youcan’tjust spring out of
nowhere unlessyou're Einstiirzende Neubaten. Havingsaid that,
probably by the time this is printed someone willhaveappeared on the
music scene whowipeseverythingin thelast 30 yearsaway.”

rock’n’roll oranythinglike; his strengthisin his unaffected
repartee with the audience, his fallibility and shortcomings an
acceptable partofthe package.

From astarting position way back in the field he fires past the notion of
cheeky cockney agit-popperand musters an autonomous drive and
frenzy. He makes the bridge between rant and primal rock power, and
suddenly, in the middle of one of his songs of vehemence and insight, he
hasyouimpaled onadynamic burst, caughtinafrozen moment. Looked
atobjectively, it never ceases toamaze me howhedoesit.

“When you're playing you knowwhatlinesyouwant people to hear,
whenyou want the music tostop dead orbuild up toacertain pitch.
Basicallyl'm putting out the rhythmof the guitar-playing it percussively
and relyingon myvocalsforthe melody.Ithink alotabout the songs; lots
of bands playasongone way and play it that way no matter what or where
they're playing. Whenl gotoagigl tryand sussout the audience. By the
time you've done three songs you knowifthey're in the mood to be talked
toorwhetherthey'llgoforyour throat.”

In the present climate where pompous Kay catalogue neo-Tory
mannequins lord over what Morley hasalready pinpointed asthe
“drawn-out death of the pop group”, a portion of Bragg'sappeal mustbe
thatheisanormalbitingback - without the usualrecoursetodrudgery
and monotony.

“Ican remember seeing Spandau Ballet playing ‘Chant’ on TOTPand
thinking, ‘Isthisthe wayit'sgoingtobe?lt’s

LIVE, BRAGG ISabarrel of wit and satire. He's not the future of

‘Oh God, oh no, it'sthe end of the world. If the bomb goes off, then the
bomb goesoff, but aslong asthose women are at Greenham Common
Ifeel optimisticthatitwon't.

“ mean there was even a housewife the other day on Capital doing their
wacky ‘Spot The Record’ quizand she dedicated the whole thing tothem.
Ifyoucanbringtogether thatsortof thing atgigs, it's worth something.
Like what the fuck happened to Rock Against Racism? I remember going
totheirgigs.”

Braggthesongwriterisacunningwordsmith matchingcommonsense
socialismwith analmost incurable romanticism. Atitsbest—“New
England”, “This Guitar SaysSorry”, “Love Gets Dangerous” - he avoids
polemicand self-indulgences, butsometimesthelatterstrainrisesto the
foreand, as with his most recently aired song, “SaturdayBoy”, it canbe
slushyand embarrassing.

“That’s whyI failed all my O-levels—the MondayI started themIwas
madlyinlove, oh GodhowlIwasinlove. Thegirlstill turnsup inmy
dreams.Isupposethefurtherawayin timeitgets, the morebeautiful
she’llbecome to me. If met her today she’d probably beaterrible
disappointment. Thegirl Hoved probably doesn't existany more.”

AttheICAthe other nightIsawhim exchangeafew wordswithlongtime
fave rave Elvis Costello. Does hefeel ona parwith peoplelikethat?

“Tohaveto think of myselfin competition with Elviswouldn'tdo me
anygoodat all. Consequentlylspend allmyspare timesaying Elvis has
gonedownhill, trying to bringhim downto mysize. Butldon'teven think
about it because] saw him before Christmasand Ireally enjoyed it—two-
and-a-halfhours of that wasunbeatable.”

Soyou'restill conscious of your shortcomings, theneed toimprove
your voice?

“Yes, Ilistento tapesand I'm sureI'msingingflat onall thesongs.

Iwant tosinglikel talk, soI'm never goingtobeagreatsinger. I don't
thinkI havetosingin tuneallthe timeforthelyrics tocomeacross. It
would benice, butitcomesbehindafewother

gettinglate—is noone goingto play whatlwant
tohear?It'sgoingtohavetobe me.’ l always
thought there’d be peopleallover the country
sayingthis to themselves, butapparently not.
“Iremember the kiltsand everything, itwas
goingback thewayldidn't wantitto go.The
remystification of making music was settingin
aswell, that you could onlydoitinastudiowith
lots of money, lots of gadgets and abigname
producer.And thatisapatentlie.”
InBragg'sworld thereare girlswithunwanted
orunplanned pregnancies, boys whowere once
top of their class now top of thescrapheap,
wantonviolenceinthestreets, afutureonly

“Britain isn’t
all ‘Karma
Chameleony’
and happy

happy”

priorities. It'slike what you wearon stage—what
doesitfuckin’ matter?”

Plansfor the rest of theyear—hewantstogoto
Europe and eventuallyAmerica, “thenwe’ll see
howmuch Irelyonthe patter”. AnotherLPin
thesameveinasSpy Vs Spyisplanned;inthe
meantimeheurgeshungryfanstotapefrom
theradioand turnsablind eyeto bootleggers.
Not that Bragg and only his guitar for
accompanimentisapermanentthing.

“Idon’tknow how metaphysicallshould make
this, butonthe golfcourse of lifeit’s thefirsttee,
apositiontoprogress from. Idon’tknowwhat it
willdevelop to.I'lldo it until people expectit,

for “the chosen few”. The onlysolaceseemsto
beinasentimentalnotion oflovelost orunrequited. Hardlyan
encouragingpicture.

“Itry tobepositive. But thisis Britainand 'mafraid itisn'tall‘Karma
Chameleon’ and happy happy.1don't think people need reality slammed
down their throats, but itdoesn’thurt to remind people who, for whatever
reasons, are notaware we're livingin acountrywhere we'renotlooking
after everybody. Weall say our priority isthe welfare state, butit doesn’t
evenworkanymoreand thegovernmentistryingto pullitapart.

“Thesearethe things that matter tome; itdoesn’treally matterifthe
revolution comes or not. As faras!’'mconcerned there isarevolution
happeningrightnowandit’saright-
wingrevolution. Whateverlittlelcan
dotoslowthatdown, Iwill."

Doyouseeanythingto be optimistic
about?“Well, I thinkwe mightjust
qualifyfor the next World Cup... Nah,
Ido.1never meetanyone who'lladmit
tovotingfor Thatcher; 1 know theyall
did, butit’'sastart.Istill believe wecan
change the country throughtheballot
box-ifLabour canget the youth vote.
Ithinkit’safuckin’ crimethatmore
first-time voterswent for the Tories
ratherthanLabourlast time.

“Icertainlydon’tsitaround all day
readingthenewspapersand thinking,

andwhentheyexpectitI'llchange.”

Attheodd Bragg performance you may bumpinto his mother,
somewhere at theback of the hall.Ifyou ask her about herson she’ll
probablytellyou that despite all that racket he really is quite anintelligent
boy, thathedoesn’t have to be doing this, thathe could have a properjob.
She’s not the only personwho keeps her sonin check.

“I'mvery consciousof notbeingacomedian; that'swhytherapsare
varied, becauseIdon'twanttoturninto Lenny Henry. Alll want toget
overis that 'm nottakingittoo seriously.

“Some peoplesay playfunnysongs, butasfaras'm concerned they're
allveryserious. But thehumour s there, definitely. It'sa great weapon, like
avelvet-glove punch. People who
make great pronouncementsand
don'thaveasense of humourarethe
oneswhobelievethemselvestobe
Moses with thetablets.Ifyoucan'ttake
ajoke thenyoushouldn’'thavejoined
upinthefirst place, astheyusedtosay
tomewhentheythrewmeintheriver.

“Ifyoucan’tread the pressandlaugh
atwhatever they sayaboutyou,
whetherit'ssomeone announcing
that at the next gig Braggwillwalkon
water orsomeonesayingthebig-
nosed bastard can’tevensing. Ifyou
can'tlaughatall that, thenyoumayas
well forgetit.” Gavin Martin ®

BILLY BRAGG
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JuianCope:
“Maybe ljust

likethe ideaof
beingweird”
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JANUARY - NORCH

MELODY MAKER

ULIAN COPEWOKE up this morninga victim of having
been born. Questions crawled around his room, up the
walls, over the ceiling; thesanie questions as always,
wearingslightly different masks, tarnished or twisted or
moulded anew by alittle more time having passed.

Again he wondered what it was like when he wasborn. Was
itlikeatrip where separations didn’t exist, like a dog'seye viewofan
imageonaTVscreen? When did everythingstartmakingsense? When
did thefactlookingover the cradle going “goo, goo, goo” extricateits
identity from the sky? Did everyone think like this?

He decided hedidn'tcare. He had enough trouble keeping himself
together withoutworryingwhethersociety thought himinsane. But
maybe he'd overdoneit. He felt pleased with himselfthat he'd stopped

— ALBUMS —

acompanion to his present without there being enough perforations
toturnhimintojustanotheraddled rockcasualty.

Hereflected briefly on Club Zoo when he was having a bit of aproblem
with his personality, and something Bill Drummond said when the
Teardropsfirststarted set him offlaughingaloud. “Don’t ever takeacid,
Copey,” Drummond hadsaid. “You're quitelike that inany caseandit
would bejusthorrible!’

Copefeltonce more thethrill of thechallenge and knew that Bill had
beenright. Hischildhood had been good enough not tobe alearning
process, not to be somethingyouget through before you startliving. His

parents, forbetteror worse, had given himalife that
started atnought and ended at 70. Every memory
lived on, pregnant with experience, another
doortoanotherdoor. Like the model carhe'd
recently bought; when he'd opened the box,

takingacid ayear ago-there were just enough holes in hisshield to
allowflashbacks thatcomforted him withasense that his past was

Frozen postures

NME FEB 18

Julian Gope MERCURY

| fear we might shut our collective gob for
therest of time and we stillwouldn't geta
good Julian Cope album. | didn’t wannabe
the oneto spank the author of “Treason” -
of “Reward” - of the coolest ever paeanto
acid punk rock. It's just turned out that way.

Betwixt the loudideals and clowning
rhetoric of Julian Cope, and the dull, stale
polish of this rock record, there is, distinctly
and poignantly, achasm. Itis difficult to
reason how aman who preaches so
convincingly about Flipper or Scott Walker
or the 13th Floor Elevators can make such
apredictable drama out of “rock”.

For Cope now torevamp the old soulfu!
psychedelics to any happy effect requires
total abandon, not this tousle-headed
whimsy.t's astrange reversal of the days
whenthe Bunnymen couldn't getapawin
Top Of The Pops’ doors; where today
McCulloch’s emotions flow so forcefullyinto
classicalshapesand arrangements, Copeis
so conscious of what he wants the music to
doto you thatit never does anything.

World Shut Your Mouth takes some fun
ideals and assorted'60s knick-knacks -
oboes, sitars, moon-eyed lyrical nonsense -
andslaps over themthe clean sheen of '80s
rock production. It's characterless, not
quite the Hugh Jones of Heaven Up Here,
nor the Langer/Winstanley of Punch The
Clock, just smooth, functional, forgettable.

It would be adequate were the songs a
little better. Cope's never been able to write
alone, and there's no sign of constructive
collaboration from the technicians who fill
out this music. The “hard” songs of World...
areunconvincing, the neo-Teardrop
“Passionate Friend" is just silly. “People |
see/Just remind of me of mooing/Like a cow
onthe grass/Andthat's nottosay/ There’s
anything wrong/With being a cow anyway.”

“Bandy’s First Jump" might passif
McCulloch sangit,but (asI've been trying
hard not to say) we allknow Cope can'tsing,
ete. It'sabrightbut mundane rocker driven
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by trusty Gary Dwyer's over-busy snare
and Stephen Lovell’s, crude guitar filling.
Elsewhere Cope alters this formula with
some rather unnecessary organ or Kate St
John'squerulous oboe. Drug saga “Kolly
Kibber's Birthday” is amerciful exception,
where standard acoustic power chords,
setabove rapid-fire electro-bass drum
repeater, seize the earinarelative swirl

of excitement.

The problem with Cope is that he writes
everythingin major chords, so that there's
never the cancer-in-the-sugar sensation he
demands of music. Allis delivered with the
same orotund enthusiasm, be itthe soft,
Blondiesque pop of “Elegant Chaos”, the
forced, Matt Johnson-style funkiness of

| “Pussyface”, or the wistful Kevin Ayers of

“Lunatic And Fire-Pistol”. To this day, Cope
is singing “Baa-Baa-Baa” and meaningit.

Naturally, the main body of lyrical matter
concerns one Julian Cope - Cope-as-lover,
Cope-as-prophet, Cope-as-buffoon
maverick. “Someone caught me looking/
Dancing onmy fire escape/Oh, | couldshit
the past, yes..."; “Once I was Pride/Livedin
the sweetest dream of Foolishness"; “Nine
times I'm bleeding inmy purity”. Clearly he
hasllittle of pressingimportance to
communicate. If the songs aren’t directly
abouthimand his career, they're
about yetanother no-way love
affair, all frozen postures and
personifications, like sketches for
avideo.ldon't know why singers
don’tjust mumble random sounds
if they can’t think of respectable
themes for their songs. Anyone
who can pen the line “Allis lost/In
bright confusion” must seriously
consider calling it a day.

World Shut Your Mouthis that
sad and weary thing, another rock
album, anditwon't do Nitwit any
goodatall. Time he learned to
accept his award and split.

Barney Hoskyns

REVIEW

— 1984 —

hegot thesame feelinghe did when hefirst

hadacarlikeitin 1966. Likealineof

cocaine, he'd gone, “God!”

He thought of [ex-Teardrops manager/
producer/keyboards player David| Balfe;
howwhen they'd tripped together, Balfey'd

take three timesasmuch and neverget as far
outashedid. Balfey'd say, “Hey, let'sgo outand
getadrink,” and Copey'd go, “NOWAY!Ireally
likethis patch offloor over here. Let'sstayin.”

Hereflected, withsomerelief, that he'donly
everhad onebad trip, at Manchester Hacienda,
and thatwasonlybecause that girl, who'd
moved into hisflat when he'd moved out, had
toldhimshe'dread one of his mother’sletters
andithadbeensointense andsuddenly there
wasthisgirl, whohad nothingtodowithit,
stuckinalinebetweenhimandhismother.

Othersituations, he marvelled, were
probablyjustasheavy, buthehadn'trealised it
untilafterwards; likethe time thatguy threw
apintofbeeroverhimat The Venueand he'd
goneoverand said, “Look, you'regonna think
I'mreallystupid, but were you being heavyjust
then?lcan’'tworkitout ‘cosI'm tripping?”

Herememberedthelookontheguy'sfaceand
hesmiled. He could probably havebeenina
Berlin gaol right now forsome of the stuff that
wentdownand hesuddenly wondered whether
hewasgood orbad. Hethought he'd like to
think he was good because hehad astrong
senseof morality, but then again, morality
wasasociety thing, like insanity.

He mused over thenotion, introducedin
arecentinterview, that maybe theyouthof
today felt castrated and subconsciously
vearned forawar. He decided he wasn'tmuch
bothered, because he couldn’t see that much
worthsavinginhumanity. “l mean, if mankind
istheend ofthe chain,” he thought, “fuckin’
hell... wasitworthit?”

JULIAN COPE



JulianGop

Itdidn'tmuch mattertohimifhe died. Theidea of
living forever repulsed him and he felt againthe guilty
resentment forold people that alwayscameupon him
when he pictured oneof his mother’sfriends who'd
suddenly been converted to Catholicism asifsome
innervoice had told her, “OK, start repenting now.”

Herealised that you could neverimaginenot
existing, that toimagine itwas, in itself, toexist, but
he thought, “Wouldn’tit bebrilliant if you could

L~
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I MERISS

JULIAN GOPE
oG PERrECTON
OF LOVE

He wasn’tsure what, ifany, valueithadashe
remembered how he'd embarrass 90 per centof the
audienceandthink, “Well, whatother pointis
there?” Hissexrapin Nottingham haunted him.
Hadhe really taunted thegirlsatthefront with the
rhetorical come-on, “You're thinkingabout fucking
me, aren’tyou?”

He'dreallyfreaked themoutbuthe’d hadtodoit; he
couldn’'tdowhat Mac had beendoing foryears,

actuallydoit?” Hestarted thinkingabout
eternal blackness and thenthought, “Hold on,
itwouldn'tbe black”, so hestarted thinking
abouteternal colourlessness and cametothe
conclusion thatnothingwas an emptybox
without theboxroundit.
Recallingaconversation with Dorian, he
began toworryabout thetime thekids they
planned to have would find theirdadan
embarrassment or maybe they'd turnoutto be
neo-Nazisorsomethingand he'd haveto puthis
footdown. Hereminded himself, once again,
thathe had noideawhat his parents thought of
him, recallinghis father askingifhe ever met

“ITdont even
know if I like
me. But that’s
not really the

question”

takingitdownanddoing “Light My Fire” or “Sex
Machine”. Eighty percent of the timehewasn't
eveninthe mood forrhyming,sohisrapswere
lousy, althoughat leasthewas doingsomething.
Hethoughtofthe patternof recentinterviews
andsighed. Of course hisalbum was self-
examining, but whetherhewasinsearch of
salvation orjustafterattention he couldn't say.
Maybe both. He'd been askedifhewasreallya
nutter, or whether he just wanted people to
think he was, orwhetherhereallydidn’tknow,
and he'dreplied, “MaybeIjustliketheideaof
beingweird. Buthold on-anybodywholikes
theideamustbe quiteweird inanycase.”

peoplewho take drugs. Helaughed. It proved his
fatherknewabsolutely nothingand his mother was content nottoread his
interviewsin the papers because of the barrack-roomlanguage he used.

Hesuddenly felt angry, overcomebythe suspicion they'd deceived him as
achildbymakinghim believe that they wereabletohandlealot morethan
theyreally could, and herecalled howacoupleof years ago, he'd actually
despised hismotherbecause he'd wantedto tell her, “I dothis, | do that, I'm
unfaithfulto mywife,” and he couldn't. He resented that they'd actually
made himwhathe was, but now, he reminded himself, he accepted that
theywere justtwo unworldly people who thought they were worldly.
“lacceptit,” he whispered under hisbreath, “but it pisses me offnoend.

“Idon’teven knowif1like me,” he pondered. “But then, that's not really
the question. The fact is that someone’s made me with good bitsand
hang-upsand, for some reason, | want to project them.”

Herecalled beingtold recently thathetalked asifhe didn't much care
what people thought of himany more, and hefigured thatwastrue. He'd
hadtwo-and-a-halfyears with The Teardrop Explodes aiming for
something that hethoughthewanted, thinking (justlike everyone else)
thatwhen he got there he'd be theone who turned everyoneonand do
things abit differently, butwhen he got there it was allso much bullshit.

He'ddecided hedidn'twantto end up livingincomparative luxury
feelinglike atwat, buthe'd never worked out whether it was possible to be
famous, eveninfamous, and keep agrip onreality. Allhe knewwas that
hebelievedin music, initsincredible duality-like Shakespeare wasn’t
writinggreatartbut,becausehewasn't, itbecamegreatart.

Herecalled readingsomethingMac had said (“lama Shakespearean
characterand Julian Copeis a Beanocharacter”) and he thought, “Yeah,
that’s true; but what Mac fails torealise, because he's not aware of
Shakespeare, because hejustsees him as abigblock of learning but
doesn'tactually read him, is that Shakespeare’s characterswere what
Beanocharactersare now; charactersto entertainabawdy 16th-century
audiencewho'djust comeinoffthe streets.

Heworried, briefly, that he used too many Mac analogies. Itwas nothing
personal, it wasjust thathe was aware of Macand watched his
movementsand sawhim declaimingasifwhathe did wasincredibly
important. Cope hadseen Shakespeare performed at Stratfordand he
knew that Mac had gotitallwrong. lt wasn'tanimpressive, altogether-
now “Is This A Dagger1See Before Me?" routine; itwas morereal than that.

Copereflected thathe’dbeenshyingawayfrom thingsimportant
recently. Youcould missanirony by havingit thrustin your face. People
were always askingcould Cope cope? Some had decided he'd hadanervous
breakdown, others thought he'd faked it for the romanticglamour of
astrugglingcult figure. Someone evensuggested that he didn'tknow
whether Copecould betrusted ornotand Cope wasinclined to agree.

He'dsplit the Teardrops simplybecausehedidn'tthink there
wasanythingtobegainedin whatthey were doing. He'd been
uncomfortable with his publicimage and his attitude had changed
nightly onstage. Why washethere, what was he doing? There had
never beensuch aself-conscious performer. What wasthisstrange
compulsion tolay himselfbare in public?

Hepondered hisalbum. Hewas gladhe'd
settled forshortsongsratherthan Jesus Christ Meets Warhol, which
everybodyanticipated,and he'd tried tocut thetime between thoughtand
expression by recordingitalmostasit poured outof him. That Lou Reed
lyricwasthebest ever: “Between thought and expression liesalifetime.”

Butitshouldn’t have to be that way. It was driving himcrazy, the whole
idea that two people had to communicate insuch anantiquated way, the
syntaxand phrasingof any sentence gettingin theway of real meaning.
Thought-transference was what he was after; that way there'd be none of
theconfusioninherentinlanguage betweenseriousintentandirony.

Itwas, he sighed, animpossible dream, but atleaston World... he'd cut
through thesacred veneer of technique toget at expression.

Heanticipatedalotof things to be said. Like, in the wake of his NME
feature on psychedeliaand hisranting pressrelease condemning
modern popwhen he'd folded the Teardrops, accusations of kitsch
revivalism, even snobbery, were well on the cards. He decided he didn’t
care; hewasn'treallyinto defences and, inall honesty, thisalbumwas
him and the degree towhichother people liked itwas thedegree towhich
they would ever be able torespond tohim. It was genuine.

There wasnothingon World... thathe'd particularly change. There
were partsthat he found embarrassing, the twee parts, the trite parts, the
parts of real bravado, but they wereallhim, sosodit. He'd realised long
ago that pop couldn’taccept whole human beings, that ithad to shave off
numerous dimensions before it could marketany act, and hedidn’tmuch
careanymore.

Thealbumwasn'tsayinganythingreallyexcept, “Thisisme.” [twasn't
thatwhat heliked musically was better than anythinggoingon at the
moment;itwasjustthatthiswaswhat heliked. Hedidn'tevenreallywant
ittobesuccessful, but at the same time, he wanted everybodytothink,
“Thisisbrilliantmusic.”

Julian Cope’s mind muddled blank foramoment andthenhe
remembered readingin thismonth’s Playboyhow, when John Lennon
died, everybodystarted ripping off Yoko and he thought, “God, who
needsthat? Forallthe money inthe world youwouldn’t need that.”

Ultimately, he supposed, money could buyyou alittle bit of something
ifyou didn't have much asahumanbeing. He was more interested in
beingasuccessfulhuman beingthan asuccessful productofthe
capitalist society.

“lamastar.I'mastartome,” he thought, “andldon’tneedit confirmed
byotherpeople.”

Julian Cope woke up thismorningavictimofhaving been bornallover
again. SteveSutherland ®
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“It's a hard,
lonely life”

NINA SIMONE
— NME FEBRUARY 4 —

T4.30PM,awernand

dishevelled Nina Simone is

still tucked up in her plush

Park Lane hotel bed.

Thecurtainsaredrawn,

thelightingdiscreet-itsglare
directed away from hersullenorbssunkinlayers
of eyeshadow smudge and rolls of puffy flesh.

Acassette of Marvin Gaye's Midnight Loveand
aWalkmanlieonthedresser, but theonlysound
comes from this formidablysized middle-aged
woman-shoutingordersandripostes tohertall,
slimbrother, manager, organ playerand sometime
vocal accompanist Sam, who busieshimself with
sheafs and foldersontheotherside of theroom.

Assoonasweenter, she’sonthe offensive.

“No pictures!] won’t have nopictures!” she
thunders.

Thearrogantand cantankerousNinaSimone
pantomimeisunderway; at themoment
photographer Peter Andersonis playing Little Red
Riding Hood to her bigbad wolf, but Fllsoon be
takingover.

“Here he comesagain, areyoudeaf? I said NO
PHOTOGRAPHS!Sam!SAM! Telthim, Sam. Just give
himtheoneswehave.”

Inthe middleof this verbal crossfire-she’s facing
me but shoutingat Peter over my shoulder, Peteris

A F, 4 ‘ lookingat Sam, andSamis tellingmetositdown-

Itakeabedsideseat, turnontherecorder and wait
forthesweet, lustrousvoicetofillme, tofillusall,
e withworldlywisdom. Her attention roused, she
turnsround in bed. Aleft breast threatens to poke
out fromunderaloosely tied purplegown as shegets
tetchyagain.

“Whatdo youwant?” she scowls.

Itrysomesmalltalktobreak theice: How’s
London? Theshows? Theinterviews? Oh,Nina, Isee
youlike MarvinGaye... Butshedoesn'twantto »

DAVID REDFERN / GETTY
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know. Tired, suspiciousand inabad mood, she wantsthejob overwith
assoonas possible.
“Ohmy God!Whatkind of questions are these? Come on now, shoot!”
Theinterviewwasacertainkind of seduction. It lasted half an hour, she
started outhard andimpenetrable, became warm and friendly midway
through,andattheend she wastired but smiling. I was exhausted.

T . JUNICEWAYMON WAS bornin Tryon, North Carolina, on 21
February, 1933. Aresident of Paris, France, for the last four
- _Jyears, she’sin London to play a £12.50-a-head two-week
residency at Ronnie Scott’s. Coming near the end of her stint, she’s
starting to feel the strain ofher years and the hectic schedule.

“ldon’twant togoon stage at Ronnie Scott’s tonight. Sometimesitjust
getstobeareal bore, butlhavetogo. Itdidn't use to be a bore, but the
pressureofhavingtodoiteverynightisverygreat. Butl mustgo-1Ihave
tomake moneyandI'mfamous. Fame issomethingyoucan'tstop once
ithasstarted.”

Inthe hallowed echelons of black music the classically nurtured soul of
NinaSimoneholds asingularly unique position. Her route from rural
povertytoclassical academy, through '50sjazz cocktail bar, the activism
of civilrightsand college circuits of the '60s, into festivaland concert halls
inthe'70s, tothe present where she yearns for theirreproachable status
ofadiva (which, suitably, meansbeinga primadonna, aswellasagreat
singer) did not follow the normal course of mostblack female performers.

Thesheerenormity of herworkishardto putinacontext. It hasagrasp
bigenough toincorporate the sanctity of gospel, the rough-hewn folksy
“Gin House Blues” and “The Work Song”, impeccable jazzy quintet
reworkings of standardslike “MrBojangles” and “Just Like AWoman”.

DuringAmerica’s Depression of the '30s, the backwater of Tryon was
hardly theideal birthplace for a potential prodigy. But along with her
family - threesisters, four brothersand a very religious motherand father
~atfour, Ninabegan playing piano at gospel revival meetings.

Atoneperformance shecaughttheattention ofa well-heeled admirer
who offered to pay forher to have formal classical training. When the
patron’'ssupportwasdiscontinued, aEunice Waymon Fund wasset up.
Local folks gave so generously that, having graduated from high school in
North Carolina, Ninawas able to moveto aclassical academyin New York.

“Ihated thoserecitals. Atthefirstonein thewhitelibrary there was
abighassle about where my motherand father wouldsit. That hurt me.
MissMazzie [her teacher] never knew how tensel wasand how scared
thosewhite people made me.Thad to goacross the tracks. I was splitin
half.1loved Bach, but the music was neverajoy, neverapleasure.

“When Iwas younglwanted to be famous asa classical pianist. ButI've
achieveditasastarandit’saveryhard, verylonelylife. I would prefer to
haveachieveditasaclassical pianist.In America, in New York I gotturned
down from thefirstacademylwenttobecause of racial prejudice. And
thatwas somethingl nevergotover, because it
changed meintoashowbiz person. And, really,
Ineverwantedtodothat.”

SWESITtalkingin thisdimly it
Aroom, herfierce exteriorsoon
cracks and underneath liesasad

butresilient figure. Simone'staleis scarred
with the scourge of prejudice, the ugly
machinations of the business and two broken
marriages. Sometimes her voice breaks from
its matronlyboomand she sounds as frail and
helpless asasmallgirl. She’s lovesick, broke,
unableto create... it’s all quite tragic, actually.

Abouthalfway through theinterviewthe
room-service trolleyarrives and she breakfasts
quickly and voraciously on chicken consommé,
saladsandwiches and aglassoflager.1havea
mental picture ofher, her mouth filled with bread,
beerandsoup, andshe’s tryingtolook serious,
staringstraightahead and declaring, “I'mknown
asadivanow. That's the way!wantit. Doyouknow
whatadivais? Good.Iwantyoutoprint that.”

Andthat’skind of tragic too.

Fromanearly age the consummateartistry

“Fame is
something
you can’t stop
once it has
started”

I |
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BY NINA SIMONE
e s sruont n concear mssoommanoss | tODEGOrthemtoreleaseit.”

“Istarted offasachild prodigy. Youknow what thatis? A child prodigy
playsanythingthey hear. 1didn’tstart playing gospel; | started playing
bop, gospel, jazz, blues... anythingl heard... hymns.”

Althoughsheneverreally “madeit” asaclassical pianist, thestyleisa
base forallher playing. She used itto counterpoint melodies, to casthuge
spectresand gashes of melancholy toachinglove songslike “The Other
Man”, “IDon’tWant Him", or the present “If You Knew”. Orasacentrepiece
toatowering masterpiece like “Four Women”, placingthesongsona
settingthatissodeep anddark and troubied that it can genuinely frighten
thelistener. The ability todo thismustbe asource of gratification.

“Yes, itistremendously gratifying. The audience appreciate that, but
don’t thinkof itasclassical, theyjust think ofitasmy style. The fact is
Iplay African-rooted classical music. Iwould rather use two drummers
andnobodyelseifl could. 1don’tlike usingguitar... Ilike using
drummersbecause they can adopt themselves toballadsand not getin
theway witha wholelot of clappingand carryingon thathas nothingto
dowithballadsatall.”

Whenshe played to 2,000 people at the Barbican Centre 18 monthsago
shewasaccompanied only by adrummerand hergrand piano. It was
afascinatingperformance-obsessive, consumed with passion, anger,
sorrow, love, sex, death. Simone writhed and squirmed in front of the
audience. She seemed to belaying herselfbare, asifunable toseparate
whatever dramaorcrisis in her personallife had inspired the songs of f
thestage. She doesn'tagree.

“Hell, no. My personallife is just asimportant to me as my music, but
I keep the two completely separate. Thatstuffyou saw, I canturniton
and offlike afaucet.”

On stageor off, however, Simone can beaweird, disparaging character.
Performancesrangefrom thesublime to theridiculous. Barney Hoskyns
recallsashowsome months backin Los Angeleswhere sheregaled the
audiencewith tweeivorytinkling and went through the whole concert
speakingFrench.

Byallaccounts hershowsatRonnie’shave been similarly erratic. I
caughttwo nights. The first1 was seated about two feet from her. 1 should
havebeenrapt, butsomehowwasn’t. She came on stagelookingtired and
fragile; painted and besequinned, she stood surveying theaudience with
her huge shouldersarched, herhands on her hipsand an expression of
vaguedisdainon her face. While there were undeniable moments of
beauty, thesetas awhole had a hollow ring. She wasn’tenjoyingit (after
thethirdsongshe started to make regular timecheckswiththeguyatthe
sideofthestage).

“lItwasashock.Itwasverydifferenthavingto play nightclubs when
Ifirstwentto New York. I wentthere to study classical music, but1 was
brokeand I had to make money. Itwas veryhard to getacclimatised to
showbusiness; I hated itthenand Istilldo.] hate the hotel rooms, thelack
ofgood food, thelack ofanormallife.

“TheaudienceatRonnie Scott'sis wonderful.
ButI'd ratherbe playing the Royal Festival Hall.
Idon'tlike nightclubs, butlam gratefulit’s been
packed out everynight.”

SARECORDING artist, Simone’s
Acareer hasbeen fraughtwith

contractual and business problems.
Her major beef throughout the interview is
how 50 or so pirate companies owe her money
thatrunsinto “the millions”.

Shewas25when sherecorded her firstsession
for Bethlehem Records, the bulk of which can
be found onthe My Baby Just Cares For Me
Charlyreissue. She shottonationalacclaim
with the million-selling version of Gershwin’s

“ILoves You Porgy”, and herinterpretative powers
assinger, arranger and musician on thatand other
standards such as Duke Ellington’s “Mood Indigo” or
traditionalspiritualslike “t ie’s Got The W hole World
i) InHis Hands” reaped lavish critical acclaim, casting
@ herasasupper-club performer par excellence.
Wasitathrilltostartrecording?
“No,itwasveryhard, and whenitwasrecorded ! had

whichwastoinformherfuturerecordings
was formed.
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ofSimone'searly
appearancesat
RonnieScott'sjazz
clubinSoho,London

Simone And Friends (with guest appearance by Carmen McRae) followed,
butwith the turnof the decade Simone tired of her position and moved on
tointernationalstardom. In 1961 she married former police detective
Andrew Stroud, who alsobecame her manager. Her ownsongsbegan to
take prominence and they were spittingfire and blood, declarations of
black prideand determination.

In 1963, following achurch bombingin Alabamawhichkilledlittle girls,
andshortlyafter black rightsleader Medgar Evers was shot in front of his
homein Jackson, Mississippi, she wrotethememorable “Mississippi
Goddam”: “Alabama’s got me so upset/ Tennessee made me lose my rest/
And everybody knows about Mississippi-goddam!”

Itwas songslike “Young Gifted And Black” (turnedintoareggae pop
classic by Bob & Marcia) and her readingof militant black poet Langston
Hughes’ Backlash Blues that garnered her areputation as The High
Priestess Of Soul. When Phyl Garlandinterviewed Simone forher
book TheSound OfSoulin 1969, she asked herhow the change from
nightclub to protest singer came about. Shesmiled and said, “Now that
my people have decided to take over theworld... 'm going tohaveto do
mypart.”

Nowadaysit'ssomethingshe'd rather forget.

“Iworked for the...ummm... whatdoyou callit,Sam? Yes, thecivil
rights movementduring the '60s.”

Areyoustillinvolved withit?

“No,lamnot.Itgot meintoalotof trouble. It hurt my career. Maybe it
helped black people, butit hurt me. That’s whyI'm not making the money
Ishould beright now. Atleast50 pirate companiesare holdingouton me
becauseofthat.”

That’sbad, I say, because I thought you were at the height of your powers
inthosedays.

“Idotoo, dear. Butithurt my career in terms of money.l was playing
benefits but] wasn’'tgetting my money then or now. But nodoubtsome
of my best songs cameoutof that period. ‘Four Women' waswritten
overnight, butit took me four months beforel had the nerve to play it
to somebody because I thoughtit would be rejected. I played it for my
husband on anairplane oneday; 1 thoughthewasn’t goingtolikeit
becauseitwassodirectandblatant.

“‘Mississippi Goddam’ I wrote in aboutan hour. Butremember,
these things were written whenlwas stable,] wasmarriedand Iwas
livingathome.Idon’t write now. I'mstayingin hotels. I can’t; there's no
pianoshere.”

Doesn’t that make yousad?

NINA SIMONE

“Oh, honey, itsaddens me terribly. It makes me so depressed.
Idon’tknow what todo. Nottohavea pianoinhereand to be able
tocreateinhere. Itsaddens me more than anything.”

The second time I see Ninaat Ronnie Scott’ssheisinfull
command, fusingtogetherall her strengthsand talents-siding
agorgeousreadingof“Porgy” withthe parched pathosof the new
“FatherIn MyWings”, movingfromthe funkyrumble of “See
Line Woman” to amajestic “My BabyJust Cares For Me".

From the crowd two guys presented her withred roses (just
likeareal diva!) and she madedateswith them for after the
show. Apart from the scathing “Stupid Dog” (“dedicated tothe
recordingindustry of North America”) most of her newsongs
areballads.

“Forme, lovesongsand ballads are the mostimportantkind of
songs. Why? Because 'mnotinlove, andllovelove,andI havea
child,and to me the mostimportant thingin the world isloveand
beingmarried.”

Thelast great Nina Simone LP toreach these shores was
Baltimorein 1978, andshestill plays Randy Newman'stitletrack,
begrudgingly.

“WhatI'mtryingtodo nowissingmyownsongs. It'llbe the
firsttime I've sungjust my ownsongs. I wantrecord companies
tobuythem.”

Did youneverhavealotof money?

“Yeah,1had plenty. Butl gotdivorced and Iwasswindled out of
itbyrecord companies, theatres, lawyersand bad management,”
sheclaims. “like the things moneycan buy, butlhaven’t gotany.
I'lltellyouagain-the piratecompanies are keeping my money
because of thecivilrights movement. TheonlymoneyI'm
earningis whatI'mworkingfor.”

Iftrue, Nina Simone must have had some dubious management
togetrippedoffby 50 record companies, but then the lady is not
unknown to exaggerate or make outbursts which subsequently have to
beretracted. Arecentdiatribe against Charly Records was one such
incident (NME Jan 28, 1984 -see news section p10),and she oncetoldan
interviewer that she had beenforced torecord Baltimorehavingbeen
kidnapped by fivemen and putinacellar for three dayswithout sleep or
water and released only when she had finished recording the LP.

Shenowlivesin Paris, visits Africaas often as possible with her best
friend Miriam Makeba, one-time wife of Stokely Carmichael and
originator of “click” singing. (“You've never heard of her. What age are you
anyway?Man, she’sworld famous.”) Shegoesto Americaaslittleas
possible-“Idon’tlikeit; that’s where theyripped off mysongs.I getreally
physicallysick everytimeI'm there” -and feelsathomein Paris.

“Therelam very, very famous. Did youknowhow big I was in Paris?
Ohman, it'seasy formetolivein Paris, everyoneknows mysongs. Inthe
street] getrecognised all the time-taxidrivers, meat cutters, flower
sellers. llike that. I need that.”

Ninasays she’s putting the finishing touches to an autobiography,
compiled from adiaryshe’skept throughouther30yearsin
showbusiness. Shehasarecurringdreamthat she mustfinish it, and the
projected title is Berween The Keysor Princess Noir. Herimmediate plans
aretogetasinglereleased, aduet withSamonaversion of Jerry Butler’s
“LetItBe Me”. And, like she’sbeensaying for the pastfive years, she wants
tosuetheassoffall thecompaniesthathaveripped her off.

Before1go, 1ask herifshe’saware of her reputation for notbeing the
easiestormostamicableinterviewinthebusiness.

Shegrins. “Sure I'mdifficult. Thave areputationlike thatbecause
people don’tknow me.I'musedtoitnow.It’sbetter tohaveareputation
forbeingtoodifficult thanitis for having one for beingkind of easy. Hell,
ifl wasany easierthey’dbewalkingalloverme.”

She’slookingforward to afew more hours curled up under the sheets
before alady comes togive hertired bonesarubdown before the concert.
Sam tellsmeit’stimetogo.

Hey Nina, have you ever heard of the Sex Pistols?

“Yes, butInever hear them.lhear ThePoliceandIlikethem.Idon't
thinkI'd like the SexPistols.”

Itell herone of the best things about hershow at the Barbican was
the way she unleashed so much wrath and force at theaudience. It
was the nearest they'd get to experiencing theshock of the Sex Pistols.
Iappreciated thewind-up.

Just poked above the sheets, herface cracksintoawide, sly beam. She
closes her eyesand sinks away. GavinMartin ®

DAVID CORIO / GETTY
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The Smiths
ROUGH TRADE

“And if youmust go to work
tomorrow.../Well, if I were you
Iwouldn't bother” (“Still 11I")

Without being pejorative,
there is something soporific
about the sound of The Smiths.
It's so easy tolapseinto their
languid dreams without stopping
to question where precisely this
man Morrissey shouldbe placed
intheinfinite space between
heavenand pillow.

Just how clinicaland how
innocent s this seducer of our
imaginations? How genuine his
successive (and often mutually
exclusive) stances as corrupted
and corruptor,reformed literary
libertine and celibate gay
bachelor? After contemplation
of his flamboyant advances, I've
arrived atno conclusion as to
what precisely he bearsbefore
him or what exactly he is after.
Whatremains at the core of
Morrissey’s artis amystique that

name suggests. Where
Morrisseyisawielder of the
archaicart of the word, his
cohorts are merely competent
workersin the grimy craft of pop.
Musically, The Smiths are little
more than mildly regressive.
What saves themis Morrissey's
rare grasp of the myriad
distortions of the pastel worlds
of nostalgia. Much of the intrigue
behind The Smiths is not what
they have to offer but the
seductive mannerinwhich
Morrissey offersit - his beguiling
invitation to forgetartand dance
inanotion of animated camp. At
this point we come to his enigma
- of the uncalculated versus the
contrived.

This has its opening in the cold,
quiveringreflections of the
plaintive epic “Reel Around The
Fountain”-apicture of virtual
classical proportions, with
Morrissey’s world-weary -
tones washingagrey tale
of innocencelost.“/t’s /
time the tale were /
told,” he opens,

The Smiths: evoking
avisionofthecity
“strainedthrough
early-'60sfilmsof
late-'50snovels”

|
|
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nothing of “the
tale” has actually
beenrevealed.
Throughout the LP, he captures
aset of fascinations that appeal
tothe current mood - the only
question is how many of them
areindeed his own and how
many the result of long years’
researchinarentedroomin
Whalley Range. Too frequently
his philosophy of pop seems all
tooneatly preparedto appeal
-the quaint campaign against
the synthesizer, for example.
The mass appeal lies
(unfortunately)inaform of
traditionalism - so Morrissey
offersthefictional tradition of
“greatpop” - complete this
sequenceinsixletters: the
Buzzcocks, Orange Juice, The...

Calculation, though, can
offeranaesthetic of its own,
and The Smiths, like Culture
Club, weave anintricate web
ofinsignia, delightful inits
diversity, intriguinginits
attention to detail, but
finallyimpenetrable.
Fromthe sexy male
cover to “Hand InGlove”,
Morrissey has proved
himself adept at the gender
identity game - another
tradition of long-standing
appeal. Throughout the LP,
he plucks at the same strings
of homoeroticism: “I'mnot
the manyouthinklam,” he
intimates coyly on“Pretty
Girls Make Graves”,
concluding, “/'ve lost my
faithinwomanhood” - both
of whichareinfact snippets
open to entirely opposite
interpretations.
When he breaks his
genderlessrule,itis
withaslyness we
might expect: “Into
the depths of the
criminal world |
followed her...",
callingupareference
to Cocteau’s Orpheus
films (a comparisonnot
so obscure when you
consider that their star, and
Cocteau’slover, Jean Marais,
was featured on the cover of
“This Charming Man"). Where
Cocteau’s Orpheusis left unable
tolook at his wife (perhaps he too
had lost his faithin womanhood),
Morrissey ends with “/ need
advice, because nobody ever
looks at me twice.”

Forevery tendencyin
Morrissey’s scheme of things,
though, there is the necessary
balance, for the heaving tragedy
of “And ‘love'is justa miserable
lie” there's the flippancy of
“l know that windswept
mystical air/ltmeans I'dlike
to see your underwear”.

It'smore thanjust a question of
balance, though;it's a problem of
plausibility, and Morrissey is very
believable.How convincing his

auraof deceptive simplicity,
how credible his imitation
of the wide-eyed village
boy adriftinthe big city.
Whenhe claimstobe

has sofar proved impenetrable “Of how you took N “acountrymile behind
-he affords the oddinsight, but achild/And you o’ Y theworld”,you
thereis never enough glimpsed made himold"” - \ @ RPM & believe him, largely
to dispel his fascination. youhave torouse - L becausehisview of
Consideration of The Smiths yourself from the i M ' thecityisone visibly
always ends up as attempted pleasant malaise . o 4 W strained through
penetration of Morrissey’s thatthe lazy 3 S 5 early-'60s films of
singular charms, primarily paceinduces to : RO.\’JGH ¢ ‘l late-’50s novels -
= because The Smithsin plural are recallthat, at the 5 e s § anotionofreality
S . a q A - Mﬂ' s R N
= asaverageastheiruncharismatic | endofthesong, : amonmp TR Kg wom threetimes removed.
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“Still 111", for example, isa
drama of flawed perfection,
flickering fading valuesin dusty
monochrome - Morrissey kissing
beneath theironbridge finds the
fictional Britishness of his
obsessionsslipping through his
fingers: “But we cannot cling to
the old dreams any more.”

What Morrissey captures
above allis a notion of despair
reflected perfectlyinthe
lacklustre sound of his cohorts,
adeath of the punkideals that
Morrissey is quite old enough to
have beencloselyinvolvedin.In
turn what distinguishes him from
aWeller is firstly his wit, and
secondly the sensitivity todeal
indespair without resortingto
preachingin desperation.

What does this suitor offer?

A calculated plan, perhaps, but

enough to haunt the imagination.

For the moment that’s enough.
DonWatson, NME Feb2s

The Gun Club

ABC

Blood, booze, and Host:
midway through a mess of
“Preachin’ The Blues” on this
sub-bootleg memento of pre-
Fire Of Love Gun Club, Jeffrey
Lee Pierce, sensinghe does
not have the Whisky A Go-Go's
fulland undivided attention,
ordersitssilence. “Fuck your
face!" heyells.“We're talking
'boutreligion!!”

Poor Jeffrey.How do you
preach the bluestoa pack of
Tinseltown trendhounds?
More to the point, why do you
preach the blues to apack of
Tinseltown trendhounds? Why,
because his mythic, swampy
America of damnationand
superstition, of rivers of blood
andalcohol,isone of the only
significant challenges to the
glam urban nihilism of 1980.

Pierce was Darby Crashin
anon-caninedogcollar,an
obsessive mythologist forging a
link between blues and punk. If
visually he suggested Meat Loaf

superimposedon
JimMorrison -
alldolled up like
apelvis from hell
-therewas ahurt
and amadness
inthe beached
whale's bleached
wail which that
Sunset Boulevard
shaman of
instant catharsis
Morrisonnever
reached.Kid
Congoleftfor
The Cramps,
butthere’s

no ghoulish kitsch here; this
black drug trainis going straight
to hell.

Pierce mightbe ignorableif he
hadn’t writtenthe odd great
song. Thebest-“CarryHome",
“Brother And Sister” -are on
Miami and suggest that he writes
best whenleast intoxicated by his
obsessions. But what canapoor
blues-crazed hulk do after being
produced by Chris Steinbesides
dredge up his very own Metallic
KO? Drunk on the blood of
ghosts, this half-dead-at-CBs-
style souveniris like aconscious
massacring of folk tradition.

“BoDiddley’s A Gunslinger”,
avisceral complement to Vega's
“Collision Drive”, or “Walking
With The Beast”,a“Mona"-style
skull-stomp, are simple enough.
But when he tries Mack Self’s
“Willie Brown" or the absurd,
unaccompanied cottonpicker’s
cry of “Field Holler”, Pierce’s
evangelismvergesonthe
grotesque. Attempting to
snare the fatalistic horror of
Robert Johnson or Charley
Pattoninasetting of trash punk,
he overloads and saturates myth
until the ghosts are as bloated
asheis.

Significantly, the coverisan
unholy blood-red marriage of
Munch’s Screamand Cave's
“Bad Seed" (minus the swastika).
Pierce and Cave: bothssick,
hard-drinking preachers of pop’s
lost highways, wrapping ring-
swollen fingers round crucifixes
infutile faithless agony.

A supreme posture. They are
post-punk's Waylon'n'Willie,
Pierce as Cave's Saint Huck
(Finn), the gangling one himself
awasted
Natty
Bumppo.
(Justa
suggestion.)

Do white
menget the
blooze?
Barney Hoskyns,
NME, Feb 25

CyndiLavper
ontheFus
Tour,Chisago,
April24,1984

SINGLES
Cyndi Lavper

PORTRAT/EPIC

lcansee the headlines

now: “Ray Lowry ‘Not Mad’
Shock! New Evidence!” Cyndi
Lauper used to sing with US
band Blue Angel, whom
nobody ever heard even
though our man Ray was
foreverrantingabout their
brilliance. It's just possible he
was right, after all. “Girls Just
Want ToHave Fun”isafrivolous
pop-dancedelight. MissLauper
poursaworld of authentic
convictionintothe song,and
its message, though simple, is
heartfell: “When the working
day is done/Girls just want to
have fun!” This is a provocative
new theory andlurge our top
sociologists to seek verification
forthwith. NMEJan2:

The Smiths

ROUGH TRADE

Not so good as “...Charming
Man" say some, but|'dsay
better. A wailing, wordless
hook from your man Morrissey
hovers, ghost-like, overa
rubbery rockabilly beat, not
marred one whit by Johnny
Guitar Marr's
spring-heeled
periphery
riffery. Andthe
lyrics cut you,
too.Perfectin
its détente of
toughand
tender, this
record, if that

——— SMOLES —

REVIEW

— 1984 —

makes any sense.

Give these men

abig, big hit. (By
the way, re. the
NME Readers Poll,

it's early days, but |

wouldn'tbe surprised if the
final results reveal something
to The Smiths’ advantage. Say
nomore.) NMEJan21

Echo & The Bunnymen

KOROVA

Stupendous. Well,
l would say that,
wouldn't 1? But
trust me: Mac
andthe
membersare
not lettingus
down.“The
Killing Moon”,

I think, introduces
new depth tothe
group'srecorded work.
Certainlyitplays onanote of
sadness, regret, sense of loss
that | don't recallin anything
they've previously done. Will
Sergeant’s acoustic guitar and
asombre, slowly building
chorusdo much to establish
this peculiar mood. Most of all,
perhaps, it's the words - they're
unusually direct and vulnerable
for the Bunnymen, and being
without that protective veil of
vagueness, McCulloch sounds
encouraged to ditch anamount
of hisownreserve, closer than
ever to the emotional bone.
|don't know. | knowit's their
most intriguing song since
“APromise”. Andl know the
group won'tbe around forever.
Treasure them now. NME Jan21

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY
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“WeTrenot

tryimg to

change
anything”

Yet have a powerful “worker” image to
go along with their robust synthpop. They’re also big
stars throughout Europe, where their melancholic beats
have found a sympathetic audience. “We’re just trying
to make people think,” says songwriter Martin Gore.

MELODY MAKER

PARKLERS. THAT'S HOW German audiences display affection and
appreciation. Sparklers, plus the odd lone klaxon crying out like awolf with
apegon its nose.

Totheirmost confirmed enemies, the piercing specks oflight whizzingaround
like Tinkerbellsin thismetal barn must be an enduringly appropriate symbol of the
group up on the stage.

Depeche Mode, remember, are supposed to play pretty music. Lightweight, harmless, mildly
attractive maybe, but fragile, decorousand twee. Atleast, that’'show the theory goes.

Butthentheoriescan alwaysbe proven wrong.

Whilethe company blandsmiths perfect their corporate grip on the nation’s pop pulse and
the public’s tasteslithers slug-like towards asquidgy, marshmallow centre, some
havebeenbusy figuringhow best to achieve a state of dissidence without sacrificing
popularappeal.

It might beahard balancingact, butin 1983 Depeche Mode managed the trick.
Acraftilyawkward and deceptivelyspiky presencein thecharts, theylearned that
kissingwasn’tclever oreveninterestingwhen you'd been doing it for at leasta couple

ofyearswithout progressingtoanything more daring. Takingstockof the g

overwhelming move towards amiddle-of-the-road consensus (are some people
afraid toadmitthey’re not especially moved orstimulated by the pleasantries of
Culture Club?), they found themselves movingsteadilyin the opposite direction. »

MICHAEL PUTLAND / GETTY
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Ofcourse, their music has hardly become raucous or truculently
rebellious, butifyouthink the Mode of “New Life" isthesame Mode as
“LoveInltself”, then you obviously haven’tbeen payingattention.

Accordingtothe chorusofthelatter, loveisnow “not enough in iself”,
and theirthird LP (from which the songwas taken as asingle),
Construction TimeAgain, confirms. Thereisn'tasingle lovesonghere, not
awordof romance or personal heartache. This fabricisstitched with the
thread of socialism and liberal concern-a mostunfashionable position
totakeupinthisageof conspicuousegotism.

Asfor the music, it'ssynthpop still, but fattened and given strength.
Thisisn’taparty,it'sawhole lotmore.

Watchingthegroupat ifammersmith Odeon a few weeks ago and more
recentlyin Cologne and Diisseldorf, it struck mejust how tawdry most
othersynthpop groups seem in comparison tothe sure-fingered touch
of Depeche.

Their pop glistens with modernitytosuchanextreme, futuristic degree
thatsometimesitseemsdifficult tocreditthat thisisactuallya popular
chartpopgroup onstage. Thisisa pop thatisrooted in the present, not
someretrogressive notion of what “perfect pop” should soundlike.

Perhaps some of you aren’t convinced. Like me you've watched them on
Top Of The Popson countless occasions and been, at most, moved to
twitch the odd toe while complainingthat theylooked like a collection of
plainyoungsters pressing buttons; school students dressed in pullovers
that seemjustthatlittle bit too neatand nice.

Inwhich caseyotineed tosee them live. When their synths mutate into
apulsatingdancebeatand David Gahanleapsacrossthestageasifhe’s
determinedto toppleoverinto the orchestra pit, Depeche Mode ignite,
their popspringingalive withan ebullientsenseof energy. Depeche can
be muscular-visceral even.

Notthatthings havealways been that way.

“We'vealwaysbeen concerned-liketherecordsalways soundeda
bit weak, butin thestudiowhenweactuallymade them theysounded
quite powerful.”

Andy Fletcheris quite aware of some of their past problems. Heand Alan
Wilder (the only non-Basildonian in the group-the replacement for
VinceClarke) arefacing thereporteracrossthe breakfast table the night
after6,000 people of both sexesand avariety of ages have gone bananas at
oneoftheir performances.

“Whenwe were going out playinglive,” continues Fletcher, “we were
quite powerful, butwhen we actually tried toreproduceitonrecord it just
sounded really weak and horrible. On thelast album, wereally tried to
toughenupthesound.”

Do people havethe wrongidea about Depeche Mode?

“I'venoticed that fromjustwalkingaround thestreets. Like where live,
inBasildon, I get quitealotof abuse. Alot of peoplesstill think we’re like
teeny wimps. Wimpsonsynths.”

“ButIthinkthat’sourfault,” admits Wilder. “It’s nobody else’s fault but
ourownthat people have got thatimpression, becauseit's obviously the
way we putourselves across. Youcan’tblame people forsummingyouup
wrong, becauseit’sdownto you toget theright impression.”

Wilderisbeingsurprisingly candid. Perhaps asarelative “newcomer”
(though hisstay with the group now exceeds that of Vince) he can place
themin perspective more astutely.

Whatever, Fletcher agrees: “Wesuffered alotfrom the beginning,
because wedidn't really know whatwe were doing. Ifsomebody took
apictureofus, wesmiled: wehadn'thad
any training. Whenwe met the public
andthat, weactedlike we would
normally. [One MM staff memberrecalls
that thefirst time hemetthe group they
wereplayinghide-and-seek!] We came
acrosstoalotof peopleassicklyand
reallybad.Itwasn’tanythingthatwas
planned oranything.”

Whatkind ofabuse did theyreceive?

“Thewhole cataloguereally. Just
walkingalong, peoplefrom cars,in
pubs, goingthrough the town centre.’

“But that’s Basildon foryou,”
observes Wilder.

“Yeah, it'sverylike whatwecalla‘Span
Town’-spanners, beer, boys. [ s’poseit’s
because we've alwayslived there—
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they'veseensomuch of us thatthey've turned against us. If we go
elsewhereweactually get praised by some people. [ thinkit'sagood
contrast, because we don'tlike the pop-star thing, we try to play it all
down. It’sgood gettingabit of abuse; it bringsyou downto earth.”

Whatwas(hatsentence? “Weactually get praised by some people.”
Fletcher seemsgenuinelywarmed by theidea that people could actually
want tocomeand praise them. Yet paradoxically their popularity was
achievedsoearlyintheircareerthat theyvirtually take it forgranted. I've
neverseenagrouplook socool and casualin the dressingroom beforea
large gig; walkingout of theroom and onto the stage in front of 6,000, they
look so unruffledit’sasifthey are wanderingdown the corridor to look for
thelavatory.l wonderif they feel anaesthetised onstage.

“Imeanitisanexcitingfeelingbeingon stage and playing, obviously. It
getsyou going,” says Wilder, “but you areright- personally, [do kind of
shutmyselfoffand gointoashelland go through the motions. And enjoy
it, but don’t quite feel the whole thing.”

“Thereasonitseemssocasual,”addsFletcher, “iswejust expect to
godownwell. Duringthetime I've been withtheband, 1 don’t think we've
evergonedownbadly. You expectthatreactionand itislike going
through themotions.”

So.Theyaregoingthrough the motions. At least sometimes.
Fortunately this “live performance” isfilled with much button-pushing.
Itdoesn’t matter. Part of the appeal of Depeche Mode is theirmechanical
insistence-the mathematical certainty oftheirbeat.

feeding the fans. Autographs, chitchat, strained smiles, all are
gratefully gobbled.

“Hi, Andy!” shoutsawanblond with spectacles; everyone looksupand
staresasifanoldfriend hasjust walked intothe room. The fanwants to
knowif Andy hasheard of “Ze Ze”. Andy hasn’t. “Don’t you mean ‘The
The?” askssomeone. “That’sright, Ze Ze", grins the gangly fan, unaware
of whysniggersarelightingup across the room.

MartinGore hastherightidea. Mode’schief composer, heissittingin
acornerknockingout the openingto EchoAnd the Bunnymen's “Rescue”
onanacoustic 12-stringguitar. Gore has been playingguitar for nine
years—heonlybegan toplaythe synthwhenhewas 18or 19. His
songwritingis done on the guitar, mostly. HeisaJonathan Richman
andIggyPop fan.

Thisisn't the most obviousthingpeople expect to hearbackstage after
aDepeche Modegig, even ifhe does use the instrument briefly on stage.
Modementorand (ifyouwillforgive the alliteration) Mute master Daniel
Millerismoochingaround with avideo camerarecordingthe extraneous
goings-onand minordiversions.

Also hereare Mark and Suzie. Theyhave comeall the way from England
toGermany justto seethe Cologneand Diisseldorf gigs. Mark hasa Young
Americanshairstyle. Suzieisvery quiet.

Thisisrock’n’roll-but-not-really. Theautographrituals, forsure, but it’s
notonlyintheireschewal ofthe traditional rock instrumentation that
Modeelbow old stereotypes sideways. Thereisnotahint of dope tobe
smelt, notasniffof cocaine to be snorted duringthe three daysIspent
with thegroup. Nohoursspent preeninginfrontof the mirror (though
Dave Gahansportsamightily impressiveflat-top barnet). The group
leave the hotel early toget to theirsoundcheck, hitthe stage bangon
scheduleatnineo'clock. Some people I know probably object (o all this.
But then some peoplel know thinkreal
mendon'teatquiche.

Bandswhosaytheyneeddrugsto
get through theboredom of a tour
aretalkingcrap, says Gahan. “Ithink
alotofthatwentoninthe'70s; at
thattime that waswhatbandswere
expected tobelike-totally out of it
allthetime. Nowbandsare generally
alotyounger. The average age ofa
group inthe’70s was about 35; now
it'sprobably about21.”

DepecheModeare currentlyriding
awaveof popularity in Germany,
havingsold 200,000 copies of
Construction Time Again and packed
outconcert hallswithout everhaving
had asingleintheir Top20-asituation

BACKSTAGEAFTERTHEIR Cologne show, Depeche Mode are




thatwould beunthinkablein the singles-dominated
market of Britain.

“Thesound we'vecome upwithrecentlyisslightly
reminiscentof someofthe earlier German electronic
groups, like DAF, possibly,” observes Wilder. This
may explainsomeofthelocal enthusiasm. Where
would Modebe without Kraftwerk?

Asiftoconfirmthe Teutonic twist, assoon as
thegroup’stourbusarrivesin the industrial
city of Diisseldorf, Martin Gore rushes off to the
HQoflocalindie label Ata Tak to complete his
collection of the label’s releases (which include
DerPlan, Pyrolator and Die Doraus).

Askthemwhy theymixed Construction. ..
inBerlin's HansaStudios (check thesmall
printon Theldiot and Low) and they'll tell
you it wassimply because of the mixing desk
there. And ask themwhyAlan Wilderbashes
apieceof corrugated metal onstage during
thesong“Pipeline” and the answers will be
less than totallystraightforward, slightly
defensive, asifthey’reaboutiobeattacked
forrippingoffGerman metal-drummers
Einstiirzende Neubauten,

“Actually, when we decided about thatwe hadn’t really cottoned on
toall those [metal-beating| bands, but sinceit came into fruition all
thosebandshave popped up aswell, so | suppose it looks like \ve're
climbingonsome sort ofbandwagon,” says Wilder. “We just thought
itwouldsuit the song.”

But Fletcherisalittle more openabout their relationship to
the “movement”.

“Ithinkwealltike theidea. When we actually made the album we did go
onasound-huntingexpedition. We went down Brick Laneandjust hit
everythingand thenrecordeditand tookitback to thestudio and then
putitintothekeyboard. That’show wemade the track ‘Pipeline’. We was,
like,smashingcorrugated iron and old cars. Thevocals wererecorded ina
railwayarchinShoreditch-you've got the train three-quarters oftheway
through and theaeroplaneup above. I'sreally interestingdoingthat.”

Whether theiradoption ofasymbol ofa worker-hero, hammer poised
above head, for theiralbumsleeveisdirectlyinfluenced by the similar
Stakhanoviteactionsofthelikes of Neubauten s, maybe, interesting but
ultimatelyirrelevant. Gahan tells me that thev chose the symbol of The
Worker simply because theyfeltit was a powerfulimage. Andasanecho
ofthesleeve of theirsecond 1.P, A Broken Frame, which depictsa peasant
atworkin cornfields, itis perfect—the hammerand thesickle. But though
they describe themselvesas “socialists withasmall‘s™, or perhaps
because ofit, theycanbe misinterpreted.

“Weknew thetiebetween thehammerand thesickleon the two
albums, obviously, but Idon't think thatwasathing we weretrying to
putacross,”says Gahan. Herelatesastoryabout thegroup turningupat
aBelgianTVstudioand heingasked tostand on top ofagiant haystack
whilebehind them peasants stood with hammers and sickles and
Russian flags flapped about insolently. They walked off the set until the
flags weretakendown.

Butthe choice of imageryis far from accidental - thesymbol of
“The Worker”, the traditional property of the left, isareflectionof
the political concerns taken up by Mode on Construction. .. - ecology,
nuclear war, multinational power, famine, and theideas of
politicsand socialismin themselves (“All of these
insurimountabletasks that lay before ime” —and that
from “LovelnItself”,ahitrecord!).

“We'renot tryingtochange anything,” says Gore, who
wrote thelyricsto most of thesongs (Wilder contributing
theremainingtwo). “l don’tthinkourmusic’s goingto
changeanythingatall; we'rejusttryingto make people
thinkalittlebit.”

“Before,” states Gahan, “they’'vebeenusedto Depeche
Mode with clevertunes, and alot ofearlier stuffwasvery
throwawaylyrics, whereas with thisthey canhumalongto
atune, besittingin theirbedroom, look at thelyric sheetand

maybetheymightactually agree with someofthe sub]gctg.

“Imean, none of thesubjects arereally heavy, rammingit
down people’sthroats. Someone mentioned Heaven 17to

“On the last
album, we
really tried
to toughen up
the sound”

me the other day, butsome oftheir lyricsare more
aggressive- ‘Crushed by The Wheels Of Industry'.”

I'stemptingtoread too muchinto thisapparently
sudden turn towards politics—to expect revelations
ofsome Damascus-like conversion to The Cause-
yetMode'sattitudes seem essentially low-key,
perhapsevenalittienaive. “Ler s take thewholeof the

world|Themountainsand thesand/Let all the
boys and thegirlsshape itin their hands”,Gahan
singsin‘And Then..." Would it wereso simple.

“Noneofusarereallyintoit heavily,” says
Gore, “noneofusbelongtoanyparties. | don't
think there'soneof us that’sinterested even
slightlyin politics.”

Gahanadds: “None of us have studied politics
oranythinglike that. Oh, Andy’sgot an A-level.
Haha!Andy’s probably moreinterested than
anyoneelse, butnoneof usarereally serious
about politics.”

AccordingtoAndy Fletcher, they havealways
had socialist sympathies-it'sjustthatthisis the
firstopportunity they'vehad toairthem. The
lyricson the first album were by Vince Clarke,

who “doesn’treally careaboutlyricsatall”,and many of Gore’swords on
-..Framewere written whenhewasonly 16 or 17, whichis “why they seem
likeblandlovesongs”. Like Jim Kerr, much of Gore’s writingsince then
had beeninfluenced by his experiencesof travellingaround the world.

Butwhy suchreticenceon the subject, havingdedicated awhole album
tosocial issues? Andy Fletcher comes nearest to explainingtheir position
whenhesays: “\We've got tobe careful thatwe don't become hypocrites.
It'sveryeasy to writeabout suchsubjectsas famine, but then peoplejust
turnaround and say, ‘You're hypocrites!’ I mean, we do earn quite a bit of
money. | think we're tooselfish to giveall our money away, although
that'swhatweshoulddo.”

Inthe widercontextof politics, the symbol of The Worker isno longera
potentone-inmany waysitservesasanalmostembarrassing reminder
oftheimage of theleft as nostalgic and back ward-looking, based on some
mythical, idealised vision of the past.

Iftheleftisto capture the popularimagination, it clearly must find new,
excitingimagesand approaches, learn how to vaultinto the video age,
play personality politics. But Depeche Mode are not “the left”. They are
apopgroup.Assuch, theyare not tryingtoattract votes, merely win some
attention, andhopefully asympathetic response.

Inthe contextof contemporary pop, The Worker does representa
powerfulimage, not least because 1t disrupts theapolitical complicity
andglossysurface of the industry.

Butitcanonlydo thisforamoment, and not much more. Popular music
hasaremarkable capacity for trivialising serious subject matter, for
reducingeven the most threateningimagesand stances tothe common
denominatorof entertainment -sharp contentweathered into blunt
style.Surely the punk experience hasshown ushow easily left-wing
politicsisincorporatedinto “rock mythology”, madesubservienttoit.

Still, even if Depeche Mode are not deeply committed to theirlyrical
concerns, thereisatleastarobust senseofsincerity behind their feelings.
DepecheModeareanindividualandincreasingly abrasive popgroupat
atimewhentheanodynereignssupreme.

Long may their pop-with-plugsspark. Lynden Barber ®

DEPECHE MODE
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adolescenceimaginable. Butall thingsbecomes quitelaughable.
Because | wasn’t handicappedinatraditional way. Ididn'thave any
severe physical disability; therefore the whole thing sounds like
pompous twaddle. Ijustaboutsurvivedit, let’s justsay that.”

Nevertheless, itseemed that even with all thisbehind himnow, he
remained asawriter clearly preoccupied with states of isolation, dreams
of transcendence through flurriesof pain; the notion that, in theend, the
weight of the world could not be shared, would have to beborne-andwhy
not proudly?-onlonelyshoulders.

“Yes,” he said firmly, without hesitation. “I'mvery interested inthe idea
of beingalone, and people beingisolated. Whichisthe way think most
people feelattheend of theday. It'sa general condition under whichmost
peoplelive,andloften feel thatithassomethingto dowithdeath.
Because oneis ultimately alone when one dies. Even though you might be
surrounded by people, nobody canunderstandhowyou're teeling.

“It’slike whenyou'recriticallyilland peopletry tonurse you to health
and assist you. They cannot possibly understand howyou feel. Andeven
ifsomebody kindof sitsin thebed and slaps a comforting handonyour
forchead andsays, ‘Yes, lunderstand... itdoesn’tmatter. You'restill
feelingtheillnessand youarestillonyourown.

“It seems thatin the very, very serious and critical thingsinlife, one is
absolutelyalone. People kindof trundlethroughlife with this very merry
idea that they're notalone. And because they havea partnerandbecause
theymarryorhave thesesupposedly concrete relationships, they arenot
alone, and there'sanother person withwhomthey canshareeverything,
that there are always these two people in thismystical communion.

“Butlthinkthatit'ssomewhat of alie,and 1 think thateven though
theworld isfreneticallyoverpopulated, peoplearestill quite
profoundlyisolated.”

Hehad more, of course, to say on the subject, andlike virtually
everythinghe had tosay onanything, itwas uncommonlysensible,
thoroughly engaging, often touchinginits persuasive sincerity.

But, as1say, thisalicamelater.

no evidence of the lives that had passed through it. Morrissey

wassittingon the bed, elbows on the pillow, waiting to deal
with still more questions about The Smiths and their recent, dramatic
ascendancy: 50 minutes had been clawed out of that evening'’s
predictably hectic scheduleto complete theinterview. Outside the
hotel roon, fat knuckles of rain rapped down onto Reading's shivering
head; The Smiths still had agig to play at the university, where thelocal
reporters, knee-deep in trailing coils of microphone wires and tape
spools, had huffily demanded exchanges of banter that Morrissey, on
his way from the soundcheck, had politely declined.

These days, everyonewants a partof The Smiths. These last months
since they appeared on the cover of MM, and lan Pye confidently
predicted the kind of success theyarecurrentlyenjoying, have been
exhilaratingand potentially exhausting for the group. Since December,
whenAndrew Catlin’sverdant MM covershotbeamed out from
magazinestands, The Smiths havebeen aubiquitous presencein
virtually everyone’s pages. And, last week, they had “What Difference
Does ItMake?" and “Hand In Glove” in the national Top 40; both those
singlesand “This CharmingMan"in the independent Top Five;anda
debutL.P, already praised to the hilt in these columns forits unassailable
emotional whack, apparently poisedto burst dramaticallyinto the
album chart, withadvance orders that Rough Tradeesti mate should
qualify forasilver disc.

Th('e Smiths, rather c'learly, aren’thangingaround for anyone’s blessing:
_they reout there making things happen for themselves. Which is the way
itshould be.

l’_redictably, Morrissey has taken most ofthisina

strideso confidentitcould quite probablystraddle
worlds, hisonly regret being that more people don't,
tousehis ownwords, thump through the attention
thatsurroundshimandsimplytalk to the rest of the
group; toJohnnyMarr, whoplays the guitarand
wrltes.all the musicfor thegroup’senormously
uffecl ingsongs, or Andy Rourke who plays bués, or
Mlke Joyce who plays drums with the unaffected
snmpli(;ilyofsomeone tunedinto the perfect beat.
Morrissey'sdemocratic concernis understandable

andhonourable; butaftertalkingto the rest of The

T HEHOTEL ROOM wassmall, harshlylit, anonymous; it bore
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Smiths for several hours following the Readinggig, it emerges thathe’s
their own reference point; they generously point to himas their qualified
spokesman, harbour noresentments that he’shecomea publicfocal
point for theirambitions. They are funny, brightand engaging
themselves—the provocative Marr, especially, could holdhisowninany
populardebatingarena-but Morrissey, somehow, forallofthem,isthe
elusivekey to The Smiths’arrestinghold on a popularimagination that
mightotherwiseelude them.

So, wereturn tothis hotel room, thisconversation, and Morrissey,
fingers dampeningsproutsofacrobatic quiffs, tellingthereporterthat
hehasn't been at allsurprised by any of the attention thatgroup has
recentlyattracted.

“I could neversay that,” he said, his deliciouslysoft northernaccent
rollingacross the bedspread. “Becauselhad absolutefaithand absolute
beliefin everythingwedidandlreally did expectwhat hashappenedto
ustohappen. [ was quite frighteningly confident. Because itscemed like
aconfidence thathad noreal place within the whole spherc of popular
music. And, ifitoccurredinany diluted form, it would have beenquite
dangerousand it would have beenspat upon.

“Therefore, ifour confidence had been diluted, Iwould've felt
somewhat like atarget for thecritics’ barbs asit were, andwhat Thad to
saywould have been construed asboringarrogance. Ifthe music was
weak and there were enormous blemishes on what wedid, I'dfeel very
sillyand1'd obviously feel very vuinerable. It would become aimost like
averydull pantomime. Butsincelactually believeinwhatlsay, Iwantto
sayitasloud as possible. Andif that fallson dangerous ground, well, that’s
the way of the world and it’sagreat tragedy, because it perhaps would halt
usinourtracks, and I believe that, attheend of the day, the records we
produce have atremendous value.

“I'think,” Morrissey elaborated, respondingto arequest to do exactly
that, “for the first timeintoolonga time, thisis real music played by real
people. The Smithsare absolutely real faces instead ofthefrillsand the
glossand the pantomime that popular music had become immersedin,
asa matter ofabsolute course. And thereisnohuman elementin
anythinganymore. And 1think The Smiths reintroduce that firmly.
There’s nofacade, and we're very open and we'resimply thereto be seen
asveryreal people.

“Also, I think thelyrics that useare verydirectand, as oftensay, 1 feel
the words haven't been heard before. It'snot the usualhumdrum
terminology. It'ssomethingquite different. [could never use wordsthat
rhymedinaverytraditional way. ltwould hecomeabsolutely pointless.
Soeverythinglwriteisterriblyimportant tome. Similarlythe musicis
terribly fundamental. But not inasheepish orunworthy way. It'svery
strong, infact. It’slike saying, ‘Look, youdon’t need all this fabrication,
youdon'tneed allthisquite, quite, phenomenalequipment.” It's the way
youuse the basic utensils, like talent.”

lwondered for just how long Morrissey had nurtured this enormousand
notatalldisagreeablefaithin hisownideaof The Smithsand their music.

“I'ortoolong!” hereplied withaflourish that nearlyset the curtainson
fire. “Andthisis why when people cometo me andsay, ‘Well, it’s
happened dramatically quickly for The Smiths, Thaveto disagree. | feel
asifl'vewaited averylongtimeforhis. Soit’sreally quite boring when
peoplesayit'shappened perhaps too quickly, because it hasn’t.”

Thereseemed no doubt tome, astheauthor of last week’s thoroughly
impressed review, that The Smiths deserved to be whatever they wanted
tobe.lThad afeeling, though, thatsome of Morrissey's bugle-blasting
announcementson therelative worth of The Smiths mightsomehow
detractfrom the qualitiesof the group’s music, which was eloquent
enough tospeak foritself.

Ofcourse, Morrissey had already thought thisthrough: “Ithink people
canspot fakes quite easily,” he said, unruffled. “And
thebigbores in the musicindustry, peoplelaugh at
themand chucklealong, butat the endoftheday, we
reallyknow where everybodystandsand we really
!(nowevcryl)ody'svalue. Everythinghastobetaken
intoaccount, notjust thefact that Istand on the
tableand say, 'YES! The Smiths areabsolutely

r\;'onderfull.' So,looking beyond the quotes, people
o A
é notjustdreamingoutloud.”
}lsegmet_j tomethatMorrisseystill rana distinct
riskofendingupsoundinglikeakind of interflora
Bob Geldof, allmouth and tulips.




“Of coursethat would be the worst passible
thing thatcould happen!” hesquirmed, visibly
aghastat such comparisons. “Butbecause I'm
interviewed so much and inso manyways1'm
almost always asked the same questions, when
these thingsemergein print, itconstantly seems
asthoughl'msayingthesamethingsallthe
time, and I could quite imagine thatboring
peopletodeath very quickly. Soit’sreallyjust
aharderjob forme, and I have to thinkabout
thingsalittle bit more. But, again, that’sjust one
of those wonderful dilemmas.

“Imean, Ican’tsee any benefit whatsoeverin
beingabsolutely mute or really having nothing
tosay or having no opinions whatsoever. And
regardless of what one says, there will always be someone in the shadows
ready to point and sneer and spit. And you could saysomething that
would appealenormously to one person, butanother person could see it
asabsolutely hysterical buffoonery.I feel quite comfortable, really, with
theway thingsare, and Istillhave some degree of confidence inthe
future. Nothing’schanged.”

ORRISSEY HAD BEEN written about so much recently,
| \ / | insuch avariety of contexts, that  wondered whether he’d
begun tolose sight of himself. Did he still recognise the
portraits drawn of him by so many inquisitive journalists, all of
whom must have thought they'd cut through the bluff to the tremor
ofbone?

“Perhapsinafewparagraphs,” hesaid, “but mostofitisjust peripheral
drivel, and amisquote simplyfloorsme.I really can’tsurvive being
misquoted. And thathappens so much, I sit down almost dailyand
wonder why ithappens. But the positive stuff, one always wants to
believe, and the insults one always wants not tobelieve. When one
reads of thismonster of arrogance, one doesn’t want to feel thatone is
that person.

“Because,” he continued, nosingahead, “in reality'mall of those very
boring things: shy, and retiring. But, simply, when one is questioned
aboutthe group, onebecomes terribly, terribly defensive and almost
loud. ButindailylifeI'm almost too retiring for comfort, really.”

“When youTe

detached and

sealed off, you
have a very
clear view”

\ w March16,1984:(l-r) Andy
Rourke, Mike Joyce,

Morrisseyand Johnny

° Marrperform“Handin
Glove","Stilllli" and
“BarbarismBegins At
Home"onChannels
musicshow The Tube

What do youdo when you're not working with
The Smiths?
“Ijustlead aterriblysolitarylife, withoutany

said. “And that to meis almostaperfect
situation. I don'tknowwhy, exactly... 'mjust
terriblyselfish, Isuppose. Privacy to meislike
theold life supportmachine. I reallyhate
mounds of people, simply boundinginto the
roomand takingover. So, when the workis

anddiveunder thebed.

“It's essential to me. Onemust, I find, in order
towork seriously, be detached. It's quitecrucial
tobe astepaway fromthethrongofdailybores
and thethrongofmordant dailylife.”

Thealoofness fromthespitand blood ofthe dailygrind, thisassumed
separateness from the graft ofliving, seemed at odds with the sense of
communionand compassion for thevictims oflife’s deadly
circumstances thathearticulated tosuch an unforgettable effectin
many of thesongson The Smiths.

“Butinaway,” Morrissey argued, withaweight of conviction] knew
would bedifficulttodeny, “the two are probably combined. I find that
peoplethatareknee-deepin emotionand physicalcommitmentwith
humanbeings, Ifind they're often totally empty of any real passion.
Simplybecause oneis closely involved with human beings doesn’t mean
thatyouunderstand thehumanraceinaserious, sensitive way.I find
thatit often takes people who are totally detached from much that is
considered commonplace toreally make strong commentsabout these
thingsand toreally say things that make peoplestopand think.1 mean, if
welook back on thehistory ofliterature, it's always thesereally creased,
repressed hysterics, if youlike, who areenchained in thesesqualor-
ridden rooms, who say the most poetic things about the humanrace.And
youoften findthat thelifeand soul of the party, the person withalithe
punchlines, had just nothingof any consequence tosay about anything.

“Solthinkittakesthat detachmentbecause, whenyou'redetached and
sealed off, youhaveavery clearview of what'sgoingon. Youcanstand
backand youcanlookand youcanassess.Andyoucan'tdothatwhen
you'retotallyimmersedin people.” »
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human beingsinvolved whatsoever,” Morrissey

finished, I just bolt the doorand draw the blinds
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MorrisseyandMarr:
respectively The
Smiths'lyricaland
musicallynchpins

Inthiscontext, itseemed that Morrissey’s self-
proclaimed celibacy, hisabstention fromsex, his
withdrawal from physical communication, was ’
moreintegral toageneral creative philosophy,asa
way of coping, perhaps, thanit mightappeartothe
kind of cynicaleye that would immediately equate anysuch admission
withatottingup of columninches, an eagerness, in itsway, for publicity.

Ormaybe Morrisseywas simply frightened by the kind of physical
involvement, frightened by sex, the sweat and tears, ecstasy beingmore
easilyimagined thanachieved byeffortortechnique, and celibacy was
astateof mind and bodythat evaded responsibility toanother person.

“It'snotreallyfear,” hereplied. “ justdon’treally have atremendously
strongbelief that relationships can work. I'mreally quite convinced that
thevdon't.And, if theydo, it'sreally quite terribly briefand sporadic. It's
justsomething, really, that I eradicated from mylife quiteafewyears ago
andIsawthingsmoreclearlyafterwards.

“lalways found it particularly unenjoyable,” Morrissey saysof sex. “But
thatagainis somethingthat’stotallyassociated with my pastand the
particularviews|have.lwouldn'tstand onaboxandsay, ‘Look, thisis the
way todoit, break offthat relationshipatonce.’

“But, for me, itwas theright decision. Andit'sone that Istand byand I'm
not ashamed orembarrassed by. It was simply provoked by aseriesof very
bluntand thankfully briefand horrendous experiences that made me
decideupon abstainingand it seems quite an easy natural decision.”

Thereare some records, some songs, some twists of lyricand melody
thatcan make you feel that the substance, the very fabric of your life, is
beingdisrupted, enlightened, touched by aninspiration that won't easily
beerased.

These are thekinds of music that most of us listen towhen, somehou,
forreasonsbestkept to ourselves, we feellike we're falling out of
windows, or simply spent, orrotten, or badly used, by loversor friends,
whenwe're crawling face downon the carpet, eatingshit butlooking for
romance, forataste of times that have passed us by and the people that
wentwith them.Andthebest of this music will remind us notonly of
whatitwaslike then but of what it will belikeagain. This kind of music
transcends time, contravenes even the most reasonable contexts.

Formy own part, the music that twistsmytailin these moods
includes... well,no names thistimearound, let's just say that, last year,
REM'’s Murmurijoined thelist. Thisyear, The Smiths’ TheSmithsis
alongside it, forsongslike “Pretty Girls Make Graves”, “Reel Around The
Fountain”, “SufferLittleChildren” and “The Hand That Rocks The
Cradle”, songsthatwill whistledowntheyears.
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Butthat week, the papershad been fullof
other people’sopinionsaboutthealbum. Since
Morrissey’slyrics and Morrissey's voice had
colouredanyinterpretation of the LP, whatdid
hethinkofit?

“I'mreallyready,” hesaid, “tobeburned at thestake in total defenceof
that record. It means so much to me that I could neverexplain, however
longyougaveme. [t becomes almost difficult and oneisjust simply
swamped in emotion about the whole thing. It's gettingto the point
wherelalmostcan’teventalkaboutit, which many people willseeasan
absolute blessing. It just seems absolutely perfect to me. From myown
personalstandpoint, it seems to convey exactly what I wantedit to.”

And why would youtell peopleto buyitin preferencetoanythingby
Duran Duran, say, or Culture Club or Simple Minds?

“Oh,Idunno,” Morrisseylaughed. “Idon’t think | should sayanything
else.Ithink I've been snottyenough already.” Allai Jones

MELODY MAKER

HEN THE WORLD looks these days at The Smiths, it seems

; / ; ; toonly have eyes for Morrissey. This doesn’t worry Johnny

Marr, even thoughit's the clear emotional flight of his
melodies, the haunting twang of his guitar, the subtle shapesand
cutting edges of hisarrangements thatsets thelucid gallop of
Morrissey'simagination in its most emphatic musical context.

“Theattention people pay to Morrissey is, afterall, justareflection of
the generalinterest people have in The Smiths,” he explains, admirably
patient. “Weall know what we contributeindividually to the group, we
know that The Smithsisthe fourof us—Morrissey, me, Mikeand Andy.
The Smiths, the ideaof The Smithsasagroup, is bigger, moreimportant
thananyoneofus.

“Justbecause Morrissey ends up on the covers of the music papers, that
doesn’t mean we're goingto be jealous of him, you know. Thatwould be
petty. That'sjustadisgusting trappingof old rock-star attitudes.
Honestly, The Smithsare beyond that.

“We'vealwayshated theideaof, like, rockstardom. It'ssuch a pathetic
wasteoftime, it's noteven worth thinkingabout. It'ssuch an old-
fashionedattitude-it shouldhave beenburied in the '70s along with alot
ofthe other crap that really soured music during that period. Imean, if
youbelieve inrock stars, you're justgoing tobe disappointed, you know.
It'slike when was 12 or 13,1 had allof these rebelidolslike the Stones, you
know, and atthatageyoureallyidolise them, youreally think they're



THE SMITHS

kickingauthorityin the teeth, justbyhaving the nerve to be the Stones.
Thenyou turnaround and you find Mick Jagger hangingaround with,
like, Princess Margaret.] mean, what's the point? You can'tidolise people
like that, it’sjust desperate.

“That'swhy, Ithink, peoplebelieve in The Smiths. Weare uniquein
thatwe're just fourindividuals and we're not afraid to say that we're
vulnerable, we're justfour human beings who go through the same daily
choresthat people who buy ourrecords go through. We don't put on any
act, wedon'tadopta personathatsays, ‘We are The Smiths.’ Wejust are.
Thisisus, there’snogreat mystique.

“That’swhylthink we'rereally getting back to the original inspiration
formaking music. Right back at the birth of this phenomenon called pop
music, music was away of bringing young people together and inspiring
them. That'sexactlywhat we're tryingto do: we'retryingto get back to old
valuesthathave beenlost.] don'twant tobe, like, arevivalist orsound
nostalgic, but thatkind of, 1 dunno, innocence, if youlike, hasbeen lost.
Toomany people, eventhese days, like seven years after punkis meant to
have destroyed all this, too many peoplestill want to be stars. All they can
thinkaboutishit recordsand money and beingfamous.

“They've justforgotten all the reasons for making musicin the first
place. They're just wreckingthe beauty of music, which is what The
Smithswantto getback.”

The musical clickbehind The Smith's recent, spectacular ascendancy,
Marrissmallbut perfectly garrulous, animated, like Morrissey, whose
giftofthe gab he so conspicuously shares, by asingle obsession: The
Smithsandtheirclaimto greatness.

“Isuppose,” hesays, “that people might get bored with Morrissey telling
everyone how good The Smithsare, butl feel exactly the same wayas he
does.IthinkThe Smithsare the most brilliant, phenomenal group there
isrightnow. Ireally do. AndI1don't see whyIshould hide the way feel.

“Idon’tthink we're second to anybody. Like, when we turned down this
tourwithThePolice, people couldn't understandit. But why should The
Smithssupport The Police? We're already more important than The
Policewilleverbe.”

HEN JOHNNY WAS 14 and an aspiring young guitarist
‘ ; ‘ ; whose ambition was already stretching the credibility of
most of his teenage contemporaries, he met these people,
acouple of older Manchester musicians, actually, and they knew
Morrissey. And these friends of Johnny's, who also knew Morrissey,
told Johnny that Morrissey wrote words to songs. Johnny remembers
reading some of Morrissey's lyrics; he won't talk much about them now,
though he will admit they made such an impression upon him that
four, maybe five years later, he could still remember them all vividly.
Bythen, Johnny's musical education was pretty much complete: he'd
beeninandout of various groups, had written moresongs than most of
these groups had incompetent fingers to count

timeisright forafantastic newsongwriting partnership...’ Theideathat
wewouldn'tgeton justdidn't enter my head. Before he even heard me
play guitar, we hadideasforabout four songs. 1 wasjustsinging melodies,
and hewasalready comingup with ideasfor lyrics.

“Whenlwalkedintohisroom, hejustsaid, ‘What music doyoulike?’
Andltoldhim, and after every single group 1 mentioned, he just went,
‘Yeah,yeah...'Icouldn'tbelieveit.] could have goneinthere with all this
spieland ifit hadn’t worked out1 would never have done it again with
anyoneelse, ‘cosIreally opened up and he did the same, I think. Hejust
got thisamazingvibe offme.

“From then on, wekeptin contactall thetime. We just had this
tremendousbeliefin ourselves, and since thatday mylife has totally
changed, and I know Morrissey's has, too. Right from the beginning we
knewitwasgoingtobebrilliant.”

Oneofthefirstlyrics Morrissey handed over to Marr was for “Suffer
LittleChildren”, achilling evocation of the Moors Murders, for which
Johnnysupplied oneofhis most elegantand compellingmelodies.

“Thatimpressed me massively,” he remembers, “whenIfirstread that
lyric... It's probably a self-indulgentlittle story, but the first time we ever
recorded oursongs, wewentintothislittlestudioin Manchester one
nightandstarted recordingatabout 11.30and wentstraight throughto
6.30 the nextmorning. Wedid ‘The Hand That Rocks The Cradle’ and
‘Suffer Little Children’in, like, two takes. played guitar and bass and this
drummer whowas afriend of ours just stumbled hisway through. But
whenwe played the tracks back, we werejust overwhelmed. ‘Suffer Little
Children’ especially. The more we played it back, the more touched we
were. It wasthefirsttime me and Morrissey realised what we could do
together. Like, all the time we'd been writing together we knewwe had the
convictionand confidence and the ability and the talent to put these
gems together, but thiswas the confirmation of it all. Listening to that
playback of ‘Suffer Little Children'I really heard for the first time the
beauty of Morrissey's voice. Since then we've never really looked back.

“Wewerealwaysreallyconfident,” Marr continues, recollections,
opinionsand fleetingasides spinningever faster. “When we first played
inManchester we supported Blue Rondo ALa Turk, and alot of people just
turned up toseeif we'dfall through the stage.1 knew the Blue Rondo
audiencewouldn’tgive us much ofachance, sowewent out theretobe
aggressive, I think. Ireally had this attitude of, ' know you people just
want tostand around the bar posing, but LISTEN to this, you're not going
tohearanythinglike it again.’ We werereally threatening. I think we had
tobeatthat particular time.

“Wewere aware ofour own excellence and we wanted to make everyone
elseawareofit.I thinktoacertain extent we've established that now, but
yeah, of course, that createsasort of pressure. People expect somuch of
usnow; we'veset certainstandardsand we obviously have tolive up to
them. It'sapressure, butit's not reallya problem, you know. I think we can
risetoany occasion, makeitan eventevery

themon. Frustrated, that'swhat hewas. Johnny
knewthathe needed apartner:someonewhose
imagination andscale of ambition matched his
own. Morrissey was the man he waslooking for,
sohetracked him down, walked up tohisfront
door, rangthe belland waited foran answer.
“Iwas pretty confident thathe'd like me,”
Marrrecalls, “but]l wasworried in case he
thoughtllooked too outrageous.1 had this
reallysilly haircut at the time-this quiff. It
lookedlikel had aFrenchloafsticking out of me
head.Iwasafraid he'd think1was some kind of
GeneVincentfreak. Alllknewabout him was
thathe'd writtenabook about the New York
Dolls,sol was quite prepared to spend abit of

time talkingabout them. But after about three minutes ah ItHE S\

ofbeingin hisflat, I realised that wouldbeirrelevant.
Wejust seemed to haveso much else in common, it
wasamazing.

“lrememberwhenheanswered thedoor, I just
laid this heavy jive on him. Ijust spoke even faster
thanlam now, like 300 wordsa second. Ijust said,
‘Thisishow Leiber and Stoller gottogether,’ and he
invitedmein. ! dare say he'd comeinto contactwith
people whowanted him to be in groups before, so1
wanted him to take meseriously, soIsaid, ‘Look, the

“We're
already more
important than

The Police will
ever be”

.

timewe play. It's not beyond usatall.
“Therehaven'tbeen that manygroups
who'vehad the samekind ofacclaim we've
hadinsuchashortperiod of time, buttobe
honest, Ithinkwereally deserveit.It'snot
arrogance that makes me saythat, it'sareal
beliefin The Smiths. Ilisten to oursongs more
thanllistentoanyoneelse’s. The musicwe
makereally pleases me. Whenlseeanewlyric
ofMorrissey’s, for instance, I feel really glad to
bepart of thisgroup. Thisis whatI've always
wantedtodo.It'stheonlythinglcantake
seriously, music.
— “Andlalwaysthinkifltakeit thatseriously
andI'm prepared to giveiteverythingl'vegot,
theaudiencewill seethat, they’llknow that wereally
meanwhat we sayand they'llbelieve in usjustas much
aswe believeinourselves. Andthat'svital, that the
audience feels part of what'’s happening. We're not
justout there on stage toamuse ourselves or to
be applaudedjust for turningup, youknow. The
audienceisareal partof everythingwe do,and we'll
neverlosesightofthat.
‘I'litellyousomething,” Johnny Marrsayswith
afinal flourish, “when the audience isreally behind
us, The Smiths playlike devils...” Allan jones o
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People don’t know what to make of
. To help explain his anti-ego, non-
dilettante mission for good music, Paul Weller
brings along his minister of information, The
Gappuccino Kid. “l grew sick of rock,” says
Weller. “The bands are just wankers.”

“Itryand
Involve
everybody”

MELODY MAKER

WAS READING THE Daily Mirrorwhen Paul Weller bounded
into the room, grinning. “'Ullo Adam, I've got a surprise for
you.” Ohyeah? Abucket of water, perhaps?

“No,” said Weller. “Youknowyou're alwaysslaggingoff The
CappuccinoKid?”

Um, yes.

“Wellhe'shere. Thingis, you're not allowed to see his face ‘coshe wants
topreserve hisanonymity. | thoughtitwouldbe quite funny foryoutwo to
confronteachother.”

Theever-changing Wellerwas obviously becomingcapriciousinhis old
age. Infact, thestaffof the Maker Motel hadn't expected him tospeak tous
atallafteranunpleasantincident at thestart
oftheyearwhen PW, incensed by frivolous
remarks abouthishaircutand himbeing
Spokesman For A Blah Blah, had seized a
telephoneand frightened halftheofficeto
deathwith threatsofreprisals.

Luckily the mood had passed, andherewe
were overat hisrecord company the day after
the opening night of The Style Council's mini-
tour. The CappuccinoKid (forit washe,orso »
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they say) wassittingbehind agiantcardboard
cut-out of SergeantBilko, hisbackto the room.

I pointed out that it would be difficult to confront
somebodywho was (a) invisibleand (b) had his
backto you, butthe Kid had been thinkingabout
thisone. “Paulhas tofacealotof bullshit, right,
he'sasuperstar, hehasallthat hassle.l want to

avoidthatiflcan. I thought I'djustcut throughthe

crap, youknow what Imean?!find by keeping my
identityasecreticandothat.”

TheKid clearlywasn’t Paolo Hewitt,asmanyof ushadsuspected. Infact
aglancebehind hisprotectivescreen suggested thatheresembled Clive
Gregson from Any Trouble, whichisn'ttoo flatiering [know, but thereit is.
TheKidsays “man” alotand has probably beenreconstructed fromold

Colin Maclnnesnovels.

Nobody seems to knowwhen Paul's beingserious nowadays, I told the
Kid, and yourwritings on hisrecord sleeves fall into thesame bracket. Are
peoplereadingitsupposed tosay “thisisa pretentiousload of shit” or...

“Iknow, but man, does that matteraslongas thekids thinkaboutit,

eh?” queried theunseen scribbler.

Conservative Gouncil

MM MAR 17

The Styte Council POLYDOR

Some pile of styles, this... It'simmensely ironic
that the man who did somuch to keep the
beaconofrock aliveinthe late '70s and early
'80s should now be so disgusted with the form
that he can barely mention its name without a
spitand asneer.

Actually, 'mnot so sure about “ironic” - it's
closerto outright hypocrisy. Thisis surely
agood example of psychological projection
-thetransfer of one's “crimes” to another
person. Why else would those who profess to
most hate rock music be the ones who have
previously been most hungup onit?

That aside, Paul Weller’s decision to come
clean,ownup to artistic stagnation and
ventureinto unsettled waters hasto be
welcomed. The question we have to tackle
nextis:just how adeptis he at his new job?

Onmyreckoning The Style Council have
made afairly mediocre though reasonably
agreeable entrance into the pop arena.
“Money-Go-Round”bounced aroundpretty |
neatly, thank you, butit was hardly asingle
many of us will want to remember inanother
12months as an example of some of the better
things happeningin1983. If there's anything
the new soulboy style of Weller has told us, it's
what we know already - the manis a dyed-in-
the-wooltraditionalist, even conservative
(small“c”, please note), whether he's dealing
inthe currency of rock, soul or evenjazz.

No, | haven't made a mistake, for jazzis clearly
thedirection Welleris steeringin onone side
of Café Bleu. My first instinct on hearing
three-quarters of this LP was tostand up
and applaud, for this is nothing but an unsafe
record, one likely to perplex yet more of the old
Jamfansstillin search of the lost power chord.

But s this as much dilettantism as
eclecticism? Just as the faithful get
accustomed to that softened-up Motown
pastiche, their hero switches direction again
and startslaying down some beatnik jive
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Butyoucanusethatargument tojustify
anything, even Sounds.

“Yeah but man, youinterviewSaxon, man, right,
yougetsomeband like Saxon-what have they
got to offer? Theirmusic and thatisit, rnaan. You
getalotof partswith The Style Council, right,and
thisisjust oneofthe manyfacetsofthecharacter
ofthegroup.”

Abrowse through the new Style Council LP
swiftlybearsout thisstatement, ifonlybecause the

thingis so chaoticallydiverseittakessome time toworkout which way is
up.And of course The CappuccinoKid hasfilled the accompanying
booklet with his meanderings (thoughin fact there'salittlebit about God
inthere whichisquite droll).

Thequestionis, what is The Style Council?

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

— 1984 —

about cafes and saxophones. Like, uh, dig
this, man... five instrumentals on the album,
three of themamongthe first four tracks;
only two Weller vocal performances on this
first side; ablack rapper taking over the
openeron Side Two. What next? An album full
of reggae? Country & western? Blues?

Well, let’s look at the good parts. Firstly, the
Café Bleusequence at least achieves what it
sets out to do - maintain a consistent smoochy,
late-night ambience. Strings? We've got 'em.
Languidjazz guitar? It'sthere. [t also contains
one of Weller's strongest ever ballads, “The
ParisMatch”, handled with an extraordinary
degree of sensitivity by Tracey Thorn.

Flip over and we find Weller has become the
20th-century schizoid man - “A Gospel” (which
ain't)is as good asany black New York dance
platter I've heard recently, the magnificent
“White Lines-style bassline cradlingamean
hot-dog rap by one Dizzy Hite (haw haw).

After this, Weller's usual Woking-soul vocal
style canonly come as alet-down. “Strength
Of Your Nature”is agood dance track, and
“You're The Best Thing” pleasing within the
limitations of his vocal, buthaving had the
appetite whetted by “A Gospel” thisisn’t
really good enough.

It'shere we getto the crux of the problem
-Weller's dreaded traditionalism
ensuresavision of soulanchored
solidly in the '60s. Atatime when
black popular musicis particularly
vital, thanks to the rap-electro-
break-dancing sceneinthe
Bronx, thisseems ridiculously
retrogressive,asif Weller has
decided to offload the challenge
of leading British pop into more
thrilling areas on to the likes of
Scrittiand Heaven 17 while he
plugs away happily at some
under-achieved variant of kitsch.
A mixedbag. LyndenBarber

Onstage, Paul Weller comes and goes from song to song, switching from
guitarto bass tokeyboards. Mick Talbot, meanwhile, isall over the music
with hispianoand Hammond organ. Everyone’s

demandingtoknowwho'sincharge here!

Onthe CaféBlew album,whatarewetomake
of theMichel Legrandstringsand smooch
guitar (by Paul) on “Blue Café” or the
moody balladry of “You're The Best
Thing", orthe explosive be-boppery of
“Dropping Bombs On The Whitehouse”?
Thenthere’sbitsof funkandaslabofrap.
Toputitanotherway,canyoulearntolove
acompilationalbum?

Wellersays: “Ijust wanna make music,
really. There's too much musicmade where
people push their egobefore their music,
and too many peopleconcentrateon the
imageortheartist’sego, rather than their
music. And Ijust find that really boring.

“I thinkit'sgood that The Style Council
showsaren'tjustall me, thatitisn't Paul
Weller and some backing musicians. I try
and involve everybody. The whole point
is, people should just comeandlisten to
good music, y'’know, notbecauseit’s me
orsomething.”

The Cappuccino Kidonall thatjazz:
“Well, firstlyit'slike presentingjazzasa
music whereyousitinarockingchairand
listen to it, which is fucking preposterous.
I meanthat’'sone aspect ofit.

“Andtheotherthingislikeonthealbum
and themusic theguysaredoingnow,
they’re not being precious, it'ssaying,
‘Thisisjust music, solisten toit. Wedon't
wantto becategorised, like, thisisjazz
youknowwhatImean?”

TheKid, sneakers everinsearch of cool,
takescaretoname-drop Miles (Davis)
and NinaSimonein the Café Bleu
booklets, butinsists that “kids need
references, man”. Paul,areyouhip tothe
sound ofjazz?




“Letpeoplewrite their
ownreviews":Style
Councillors Mick
Talbotand Weller scan
thepressfor further
“conservative witha

small'e"" calumnies

“Yeah,” said Weller, “lused to detest it, but
juststarted listening to ita couple of years ago. 1
don’t profess to knowanythingaboutit; I just
knowwhatl like. Some ofit, I think the actual
sound and feel of it’s really, really good. The
only thingldon’tlike about itis whenitstarts
becomingintellectual.”

showing distinctsigns of liberation.

Thehardest thing to come to terms
withis thatthis is the same guy who drove
quite awell-known three-piece band up the
charts with monotonousregularityand a

PAULWELLER, SPRING '84 model, is

“People should
come and just
listen to good

music, y' know,

not ‘cos it’s me”

Ireally don'tseehowyoucansayit’s
conservative.”
HowaboutJoe Strummerand his new-deal

todo, keeponfloggingaway in that old vein?
“WheneverI'veseen Joe Strummerhe’s
alwaysbeenveryfriendly to me,and I quitelike
him,” said Paul. “Ithink he's genuine, he’s either
abit naive or he forces himselfinto that position
ofbeingnaive. Butl thinkto myself, ‘Why
bother?’ really, 'cos whateverJoe callsitwith
the newlineup and new approachand that, it’s
stillrevivalwhicheverwayyoulookatit.1
rememberallthe punksused totakethe piss

locked-in, paid-up sense of mission. This boy

was obsessed. Now, he’s loose, cheerfuland confident. | wondered why
he’dlethimselfin for that exhaustive and entirely solemn
interrogation in NME the other week, with X Moore and Tony Parsons.

“Yeahlknow, itturned out to be everythingl didn'twantit to be,” Weller
sighed. “I predicted all of it— big black-and-white moodyshoton the
cover, the big confrontation thing, and inside we talk about punk rock,
politics andreligion. It's the same interview I've been doing for the last
seven fuckingyears.”

Mentions of the press are guaranteed to trigger an outburst from The
CappuccinoKid, whofindsthe papershatefully dull, peopled by hippies
withbald heads and moustaches who can’t dance. Not true! I saw Lynden
Barber dance once, and he maybeahippy buthecertainlyisn't bald.
Speakingof whom...

“Wasit Lynden'sreview of the album which mentioned that I'm very
traditionaland conservativewithasmall ‘c’?” asked Weller. “That
really gutted me, that, tobe thought of as beinga traditionalist. I can’t
seethat, really.

“Wheneveranybodytries to do something different, everyone
automatically thinksit’s gonnabe avant-garde, which to meisjust
bullshit. Why can’tyoustill do somethingdifferentin the normal kind
of structures and frameworks of pop music? Which is what I feel we've
donewith the LP, without havingtoresort tobeing really far out, y’know?

outof Teddy boys 'costhey were still
rock’n’rolling, and punkshave become abit like that now.”

Itraded afewinsults with The Cappuccino Chap (“You'rewritingaload
ofcrap,” “So’syours, maaan” and so forth) until Paul camebackin.I think
hewasalittledisappointed that the Kidand I had failed to come to blows,
butnomatter: “You've got to get pop music intoitsright perspective,” said
Paul. “I'vebeenthinking about this alot recently. I'm notsayingI'm
blamelessfor this, ‘cosI'm not atall, but you've got togetitinto perspective.

“Suchasmall percentage of the population listen to pop music, thatit’s
nothing, a pissinthe ocean. Andlagreewith theKid, I think the press do
take themselves too seriously. What are we all fucking talkingabout?
There's thingshappening in theworld. 'mnotjusttalkingabout the
music press, ‘cos think thebands, including myself, are equally to blame.

“Weshould be abit smarter and fuckingsee throughall that music-
business crap. I thinkifyou're enthusiastic about something, then you
should writeaboutit. Ifyou think something’s shit, then don’t write about
it. Ignoreituntil itgoesaway.”

Loveto, but unfortunately there aren’t enough people aroundworth
writingaboutonthatbasis. We do have apaperto publish, y’know.

“Idon’tknowwhyyou can'tleave itblankand let people write theirown
reviews,” said Weller craftily.

Perhapshe'd like to review Billy Bragg, currently appearingin The Style
Councillive shows twice nightly? »
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‘Ithinkha" really good,” said Paul. “- wasn't 100
parcentcoavinced whenlsawhimbe oreand
l.zard hisrecord, butl watchzd himlast night doing
h ssecond set and I was corapletely wcnover. |
thoughthewasreallygood Themain-hingthat
comesthroushis thathe’s <o honest. Pzople might
sneezeat tha: now, butl thinkit'sdeadfucking
impcertant.I-hink thatkind of warmtk he’sgotis
greataswell.’

Alotofpeople think hesingslike yow

“Well, he probably won’tlike this, bu-some of his
sangs remind me of mid-period Jam,1:ke All Mod
Cons.ButIreallylike’'imalot.”

The Kid was getting bored behind his cardboard cut-out. “He’s not my
cupoftea atall, man- he just Braggs toomuch for myliking.”

“Areyou sure you're notajournalist?” asked Weller. “That soundedlike
aMelody Makerpun.”

dilettantism which have been levelled at Weller, thanks to the

Q NYWAY, THE CONVERSATION turned to accusatians of
sunburst of styles available on Café Bleu. My own feeling is
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that the problem is merely one of pushingitthat
extrayard - the patchy nature of the albumis
eclipsed when you geta glimpse of the full scope
of which the project is cadable on agood nighton
stage.l think Weller’s gothis new framework
almostright, and now hejust need tc growinrto it.
Paulsays, “Thisdilettartism thingl thinkisso
much fuckingbullshit. It’s justridiculous tome.”
Butcan't yousee why people would say that?
“What, because of all thasedifferent styles? Can't
theyjusthearthebeauty in that, all those diZferent
things? Wedon't sit there and go, ‘Come on, let’sdo
abossa-novasongnow.’ Do youthinkwe'ddo
anythingascrass as that?Ifl comealongwithasongand westartplaying
it,itjustdepends how it develops, y'’know, simple as that.”

In pacticular, Weller has found working with boy-wonder drummer
Steve White (who's only 18) quite arevelation. From bop to funk, the boy
isalwaysathomeand hastheathlete’s gift oftime—henever soundslike
hehastohurry.

“It’s apened up awhole newworld, all these different things,” Weller
admitted. “’Cos I meanI've been brought up on pop music, y’know, and




i'squiteasheltered worldreally. lusedto
dismissjazzandclassical music, it wasall just
pop, butI've woken up to alot of different musics
inthelasttwoorthreeyears-apart fromrock
musicand heavymetal.

“IsawLynden’slittlebitchy thingabout how
I'dmadeallmythingout ofrock. I've never
denied I've played rock music, and The Jam were
arock band.ljust grewsickofit, just thesameas
youmight growsick of wearingthem trousers
oneday.ldon't thinkIneedtojustifythat.

“Iwillshyaway from rock now, because  don't
thinkit'sgot usanywhere. I don’twanna play
rock musicor beinvolvedin itanymore, because I don’t think it
progresses peopleanywhere. It'sjust aload of big fuckingempty words
and theatrical gestures that do fuckall when it comesdown to it. I think
alotofpeoplebehinditandinthebandsandthat arejust wankers.”

Weller stresses that he makes noclaims for The Style Council as social
commentatorsor political activists. But did he everreally believe inrock
music, andits powerto make thatkind ofimpact?

“We don't sit
there and go,
‘Let'sdoa
bossa nova”

THE STYLE COUNCIL

this, right?” the Kid began. “It’salittle story,
right? Acat goes intoa shop, right, and hebuys
a packet of Jelly Babies, right? So when you
open up the packet, what doyousee?”

Er...lotsof colours?

“Yeahright,yougetagreenonenexttoablack
onenexttoayellowone. Have youever noticed
anythingabout thosejelly-babies? Theydon’t
fight—theyjust fuckinggetongreat. One dayl'd
like tosee the world abit like that. Itsoundssilly,
but that’s thekind of thing thatkids pickupon.”

TheKidinsistsheisanaiveidealist, thoughl
suspect he maybe apractising cynicin disguise.
TheKidarguesthatithewereacyniche'dbeajournalist, abitterand
twistedattitudeifvouask me.

Anyway, here'sapartingshot from Weller. “I don'tknowwhat reason
thecrowd came forlast night, but theywerelistening, that's for sure. 1
thinkit'sjust aquestion ofus goingoutand doingit until everyone gets
theideaofit. Ijust thought therewas areal fairness in the audience
towardsus.” Soundslike a head start for happiness. Adam Sweeting o

“lusedto, yeah, of coursel did. Thewhole
reasonl started playing music when Iwas 12 or
13wasbecause of The Beatles. My impetus was
from them, solwasbroughtuponallthatandl
didbelieveinit. NowIdon't.”

Didittakealotofbottletoknock The Jamon
thehead?

“Yeah. lwaskind of tempted by thesecurity of
itaswell, itwasa very securesituation, butitwas
alsothatsecuritythat frightened me. To be that
secure, it'sfrightening-likesayingtosomeone,

Thisiswhat you do for therestofyourlife.’

“Iknowalot of peoplehave got to do that, alot
of people have got tostay in jobs they don’t
fuckinglike 'cos they’ve got 1o pay the bills, but
I'mnotin that position. I'mlucky enough to
have the choice, sol use mychoice.

“Wedid thingsinaverystraightforward way
with TheJam, and we do things differentlvith
TheStyle Council. Idon'tthink youcansay we
didn’tdothingsstraightin thelive show,
because we just wentout and played; it \wasn't
smugorsmartoranything.”

It'sbeen aslowand painful process, but out
of the apparent stumblings and often clumsy
attemptsathumourof The Style Council,
somethingisbeginningto emerge which
nobody could have foreseen. Recentinterviews
have suggested that Weller is happyjust to
make the music helikes, regardless of
anybody'sopinion, buthe’s quick to point out
that thisisn'tentirely true.

“It'snotreallylike that.Idon't meantobeas
arrogantas that,butallI'msayingislcan’tsee
the pointincatering forastes, which isequally
asbadasbeingconceited about everything. It's
socrass when people dothat; you'vegot to
followyourown instincts. Ifit feelsright tovou
andyouthinkit'sgood, thenvou'vegoi togo
withit. Ifpeopleagreewithitthengreat, andif
theydon'tit’soneof them things. Anythingless
thanthatisjust notworthit.”

but harmonious view ofthe

world, The CappuccinoKid
wished toinsertalittle homily
ofhisown,andwhoamIto
denyyou, the reader, the
opportunity tostudy the
Kid’'s godlike geniusat closer
quarters?ligoeslikethis...
“Iwonderifyou could print

INTOTHIS DETERMINED

GAUMONT
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ALFWAY UP THE M3 from
HSouthampton,'round midnight,

Ibumped into Billy Bragg and his
entourage in a squalid motorway services
-sandwiches andinstant coffee only at that
time of night. Bragg had just played his first
gig with The Style Council.

Andy Kershaw, from Sincere Management
(who handle Bragg), hadbeen watching
fromthe side of the stage when Paul Weller
came and sat next to him.

Kershaw had been amazed. “He was askin’
me, like, what did | think of the show and
the way there were no gaps betweenacts,
and had | enjoyed The Questions? He
seemed dead friendly,and | couldn’t believe
it - | thought, ‘Why is he asking me?"”

The Southampton show had been a bit of
ashamblesinsome respects.“Everyone
was brickingit,” Weller confessed
afterwards. “Inthefirstset | forgot all the
words to one song, | was just so nervous.
ljusthad amental block, it was terrible.
Andonanothersong | was supposed to
be playing bass and | walked off stage.

“I'was standing in the wings and the other
bassist [Anthony Hart] was off stage as well,
and he was going, ‘Shall | doit? Shouldn't
there be somebody out there playingbass?”’
It wasterrible. | settled downabitinthe
second half.”

There had stillbeen room fora few
surprises, like Weller's guitar-and-sax
treatment of “The Whole Point Of No
Return” and an ambitious but enjoyable

encore of “One NationUnder A Groove”.
Clearly, Weller had hired some very
plausible sidemen - the Billy
Chapman/Chris Lawrence/

Stewart Prosser hornsection

swung and punched with

commendable force, though

Steve White'sdrums were

strangely inaudible and Jaye
Williamson's vocals on “Paris

minute of it"

Match” were wooden and badly tuneless.
Frankly, there was plenty of room for
improvement.

A couple of nights later at the Dominion
inLondon, he proved much of this to be
correct. With Weller obviously much
more incommand and wisecracking about
the need tosay, “It’s greattobe backin
London”, the 10-piece Style Council turned
inaforceful “Ever Changing Moods”,
awonderfully gospelly “It Came To Pieces
InMy Hands", and a sharp but relaxed
“Dropping Bombs On The Whitehouse”,
complete with wristy fills from Steve White.
And that wasjust the first set.

By the end of the night, they'd added an
elastically rhumba-like “Me Ship Came In!",
with Weller on bass, plus amuch-improved
“One Nation...". For the first time, |
reckoned | had aclear view of what The
Style Council was supposedtobe about.

“I'm not saying I'm a great musician,”
Weller had told me, “but [ think I'm pretty
goodreally. Alot of that comes from the
punk thing, 'cos it was embarrassing to be
able to play well. The Jam usedto get alot of
stickinthe early days down the Roxy, alot of
the crowd usedto hate us'cos we playedin
tune and we took time to tune our guitars
andthings. And we had abit of acomplex
about that - well | did, any way, like, ‘That's
just fuckin’bullshit, | wannabe able to play,
Iwannaget better as amusician. | don't
wannabe crap, | wannabe the best.’

“I've got abit of that back. | think I'm a
really good guitarist, and | think I'm better
now.lgaveitabreakforayear,and|'ve got
so much better. Same with playing live. l just
didsomuchlive | got sick of it and | started
getting very jaded about playing and very
cynicaltowardsit,so I gave itabreak fora
year,andnow... last night | just enjoyed it so
much. | enjoyed every minute of it, y’know?
It'sjust great to get that feeling back, that
enthusiasm forit.” AdamSweeting
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D:zcember31,1983:
resynchronisedman

Stingtronts The Police

2t Wembley Arena
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ICHARD COOK'S
R EXTRAORDINARY vision of The
Police [NME,December 2] prompts
one toreconsider the profound difference
between The Police - those awful sing-along-
a-suicides “SoLonely” and “I Can't Abide Your
Infidelity” - and The Police - the resplendent
beauty of the last two albums.
Cook does overplay his hand, it must
be admitted. There's nothing very
“impenetrable” about The Police, and still
afew things that grate. Sting’s pinched roots
wailis oftenlittle more than amewlinghash
of Bonoand Jon Anderson
(like Bono, he goesinfor
alot of this “ey-yo-yo”
nonsense to sound that
note of messianic
exhortation) and hislonely-
man-in-search-of-truth act
canbeabitofadrag, too.
How much longer Sting
canplay this peroxide
Man Of Sorrowsit willbe
fascinating tosee.lcan
accept that if you're the biggest white
pop staron earth you're gonna
need alittle something to get
youthru' the night - atoss-up
between Jung and cocaine,
really - but 'm not sure | buy
Sting’s resynchronisation of
himself wholesale.
Thatsaid, The Police are in
pretty fine fettle.
Inperformance, the Sting of
“One World" and “O My God"”
does not entirely engage me, though
the latter almost turnsinto a soul stomp.
It could just be the Mad Max-goes-New
Romantic togs that fail to convince, but the
routine of performance has caught up with
him. His little-boy-blue antics and gestures
towards rock theatre look tired. A forced
affability ill-masks the gulf between the
man and his audience.He is so very serious
afellow,ishe not?
Tonight's audience does not observe this
distance. Ayoungerbunch, from the “Don’t
Stand So Close” days, might have sensed it,
but Nottingham's smoothly square young
adultsare here for the tunes they made out
tobeforethe first down-payment. Theyare
not here for “King Of Pain”.
| think Sting knew what he was doing when
he sacrificed the UK teenybop market, though
atiny, fierce clutch of girls is here tonight.
Frombeing asaucy schoolmaster, Sting was

NOTTINGHAM
— CITYHALL ——

LIVE!
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How much longer
Sting can play this
peroxide Man Of
Sorrows it will be
fascinating to see

LIVE

A little black sun
up in the spotlight

suddenly this angelic hunk who wanted to save
allyoubrimstone'n’treacle tarts from the pain
of false love. So that you should notend up as
Roxannes, youwererequired toread Modern
ManInSearch Of A Soul.

From this angle, Sting is the only romantic
stillprowling the global video network: hence
amass exodusinthe general direction of
DuranDuran. Adolescents aren’t terribly
romantic.

Sting's alittle like Bowie inthe ways he
avoids plunginginto the abyss of narcissism.
They both getinterestedinthe same things,
the same sortof filmparts,
inorder toclose up that
eternal gap betweenself
andimage. (Inthe old
days,itwould have been
personalised gurus.) The
difference between Sting
andBowie is that Sting does
appear to have suffered a
little.One only hopes he
won't Exit the Koestler way.

The music at Nottingham
is superb, natch. Three toy-drummer girlsin
tights fillup the spacesin The Police’s
marvellously free and fleet-footed songs,
fromthe jazz-funked Yes of “Synchronicity 1"
tothe macabre, twisted jazz of “Murder By
Numbers”. Stewart Copeland works his vast
panoply of surfaces as though guidingus on
atour. (lliked what he told Cook about feeling
more of an anthropologist than a participant.)
He frequently overdoes things, butevery
little one of themis magic. Thisone-mandub
machine is always beautiful to watch.

Andy Summers has alow-key night, but
there's agorgeously glassy passage in the
middle of “Tea In The Sahara” where he
really comes into his own; “Walkingin
Your Footsteps” he laces with flinty, glinting
runs thatrecall the Jerry Garciaof “China
Cat Sunflower”.

The lighting is consistently awesome:
aquaticneonbluesand greens, dryice
billowing through shafts of red and orange
like sunsetinarain forest.

For MrSumner, though, there's alwaysa
little black (almostinvisible) sunup in that
spotlight, an ethereal zone where he really is
afreespiritand we truly are immaterial. In
the classical grace of “Every Breath You Take”
(a “nasty little song” that sounds like ahymn to
the shades), he crowns himself king of pain
once again,and once again getsaway withiit.

But he has only come here seeking
knowledge. Barney Hoskyns

GRABBED “Soer

global video netv
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“WeTrea
luxury

Paddy McAloon’s
offer

an alternative to
“vague” and “mood™-
based rock. But
they’re realistic about
what they can do. “If
you want the whole
world to adjust to
accommodate your
record, you’re talking
out of your backside.”
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HEBOY’SAnatural-born charmer.
When, for example, I confess that
actuallyIquitelike thatgroup Echo & The
Bunnymen, he stops, vaguely puzzled.

“Oh, right, right.Isee. No, no, that’s
great.Fine...

Paddy McAloonisalsooneof thoserarebirdswhocan
string together wordsof morethan twosyllablesand at the
sametime part his hair or fill a glass of water.

Thus dowefind ourselvesina Newcastle hotel ontheeve
oftherelease of Swoon, the firstalbum from the group
Prefab Sprout. I don’t envyyoung Macaroon. Forawhileit’s
seemed asthoughtheentirefutureofcivilised songwriting
hingedon his pen-nib, andsomeofushavewatched asyet
anothergroup’sreputationis builtup towavering heights,
only tobe whisked from under their
feetjustasthey’ve gotsomethingto
showforit.

Alreadypeoplearestickingthe
knivesin,sayingit’sall too twee
and tuneful to meet whatever
challengeitis that pop is supposed
to posein March 1984. L havemy
ownreservations—-can’ttakethe
forced freshness of Paddy’s voice,
would'veliked asound as quirky
asthesongsthemselves—but
Swoonremainsafascinating,
highlyaccomplished work that
requires and repays several more
hearingsthanonegivestoan
averagefirstrelease. »

PENNIE SMITH




PrefabSprout'score
trioin1984:(l-r)
PaddyMcAloon,
Wendy Smithand
MartinMcAloon
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1P pesbany

PaddyMcAloon:“I'd
saythe emotionsare
betterservedby
RichardRodgers
thantheyareby
'Simple Minds"”

Ifyouhavetoworkalittle harder for Sprout than for U2 or Simple
Minds, is that such abad thing?

Swoon stirsup the whole question of The Song, arguingthat there
arefeelingsinlife which require more complex musical responses
thanmostrockand popcan offer.

Adapting musictolyricrather thantheother way round, McAloon'’s
songs push beyond thestraight supply-and-demand of emotion, the
inundating passion ofrock. Songs like “Elegance” and “Technique”
explorethe movement of feelings, observing changesin perceptionand
workingthe listener’'sownthought processes as great poems do.

and obtuse, but when it works, the risks are more than justified.

O FTENHE GOES too far, and the melodies become strained

McAloon knows that emotion cannot be reduced to repetitive
hook phrases. Because these songs steer away from the kind of chord
sequences thattrigger offreflex responses, because they refuseto
probe the pleasure dome, they make you think.

Miningthestrangeseambetween verbal meaningand textural
sensation withanewkind of precision, they not only reach back to
Sondheim and Steely Dan, but extend forward beyond Costelloand
Roddy Frame.
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Thebestexampleis undoubtedly “Cruel”,
aperfectvehicle of doubtand amodel of
restrained melancholy set to asoft jazzshuffle
ofbrushesand vibes, aboutaboywhosehead is
tellinghim not to feel jealous-he's anti-sexist
and “toocool for the macho ache” -but whose
hearthasjuststarted tobreak.
Usingtheframingdeviceof “LionsInMy
OwnGarden” -reference to theblues—the
songcompelsourdesolateherotoseethe
contradiction between thewayhefeelsand
the wayhe tries torationalise his pain: “IfI'm
troubled by everyfoldingofyourskirt/Am Iguilty
of every male-inflicted hurt?/But 1doin't know
howtodescribe the Modern Rose/ When Ican't
refer to her shape against herclothes/ With the
feverofpurpleprose.”

Thesimpleskill of “Cruel” is that it examines
whatemotionis.

It’sthis skill, too, which makes McAloon
asitting target for those closet rockists who
secretlywanteverythingtobethefirst Clash
albumoverand over fortherestof eternity. On
thebasis of Stoon, I'd defend Prefab Sprout’s
right not tobe The Clash to the death.
Paddyrecovers froma mild fit of coughing.
“Whatguides meintryingtowriteasongis
—whatis themostvaluable thing youcando
foryourselfand for people? Whatare the
things youcan write that aregonnalast?
Life'stooshort formetolistentoU2and Echo
& The Bunnymen, you've got to go where

it's best, where people are getting the closest
tosomething.

“Atoneend ofthespectrumisthe vague
school of rock, whereyou're tryingtoconjure
upa‘mood’, dealingwith atmospheres, like
JimKerr, and you know whattheymean, but
it'saltogethertoovague. Attheotherendis
Elvis Costello, whoselyricsyoucan trace back
tospecificsubjects.

“It'sverydifficult to describe what
liesin-between, but forme, you
alwaystrytocrystalliseamoment
thatyou had whenyouwereyoung,
listeningtoarecord beforeyou could
actuallyanalyseitscomponentsand
say whatmadeit good. Jimmy
Webb's ‘Wichita Lineman’ was one
suchsongfor me, because therewas
somethingaboutitwhichwent
beyond ‘Ohyes, that'sapretty tune
andI'mawareofiton theradio’.

“Now, whenyou writeasong,
you'retryingdothatandyou're
usingasetoftricksto doitwith.You
have to perhaps cheat yourselfevery
time, you have to trick yourself out of
self-consciousnessand find away of communicatingsome sort of
emotional content, awareall the time that ifyoustartwritingsongs that
go “Iloveyou/Doyou love me?”, you're playingwithamillionother ghosts,
they’rethereandyou'reembedded in them, and togive them freshnessis
thehardest thingofall.”

Especiallywith “thelovesong”.

“Yes. Nowadays when [ writealovesong, I tryand putlovein some other
context. I'vegotasongcalled ‘1Am A Plumber’, where I tried towriteabout
love from a plumber’s point of view. You have to, in asense, unglamorise
love, becauseit is the hardest thingtodescribe, which is the essence of
love. “[can’tuse these forms, because they’ve been used so many times
they'renowsothreadbareand meaningless. Asawriter you'reup against
40or50years ofeverycliche ofevery watered-downvariationonlove.

Curiously, forawriter whohas so obviouslyrefused rock’seasy options,
Paddy perceives no absoluterift between TheRiffand The Song. Jim
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Kerr's swirlingatmospherics derive from the same
genusashis own fragmented pieces.

“There’sabsolutelynodivide, that’sthe most
interestingthing. Youhave 11 shotsat it, at whatever
youwanttohaveagoat,and that’sthe same for
everyone. At thesametime, I don'timagine we share
thesamekind of constraintsas Simple Minds.

“Idon’twant tosound like the Luddite Morrissey,
and afterallwe havesynthesizers on Swoontoo, but
lwouldimaginethat Simple Minds find themselves morelimited by
theinstrumentstheyuse. Iliketo thinkyou cangoforthatatmospheric
thingand yet maybe more preciselyrically.”

hasled himin the past to sounding a mite fetishistic about yer

Sondheims and Hal Davids, as if writing pop songs were really
science and he himself were about to be elected to some pantheon of
geniusesin the great Brill Building in the sky.

“That’stherisk you runwhen you mention these characters, because it
thenbecomes, ‘Aha, withthis persontechniqueisall.’ IfI mention those
guys, it'sbecausetheyhad noneof the artisticbullshit that you're likely to
findinbandslike ourselves!Tuse Sondheim asanexample becausel
don’thear anywhere else the excellence, that sheer moment of naked
ability.I'mtalkingabout what makes it possible forone mantorun 20
timesfaster thananother.

“It'shard totalk about, because so many people aren'taware of it, they
don'thavetheantennaeforit, they don’thear the difference between
McCartney’s melodies and Elton John's.”

Lévi-Strauss said that melody was “thesupreme mystery in the sciences
ofman”.

“Yes, it'sanareayoucan’tgetclose towhenyou'redescribing how asong
isabout men without women, or about the Falklands or whatever, but 1
wouldstillsay the emotions are better served by Richard Rodgers than
theyare by Simple Minds or Tangerine Dream, or whatever kind of vague,
poeticrock music youwant togoto.

“IfIdwell on this picture of Richard Rodgers knockingout acouple of
songs beforelunchtime, I say thatout of sheerawe that the guy’sattitude
was purelybusinesslike, that he said he’d never once waited for
inspirationto strike.Imarvelatthe factthathewasafattyinasuitand
yethe wasagenius, he went way beyond any of these people with their
fabulousintentions. Butl alsothink alot of people maybe have this gift
andjustdon’ttryhard enough, andI’'msorryifthat makes mesoundlike
aschoolteacher.”

Prefab Sprout seem to have been built up as almost the ultimate post-
Postcard group, a bitofinadvertent hypethat Paddy wants to shake off.

“When Keith [Armstrong] started Kitchenware, he admitted straight
awaythat heliked Postcard bands and thathe'd
modelled himself onAlan Home, but he knew
where all the failings were. Myself, 1 reallydon’t
feelanythingincommonwith that. Someone
comes up tome andsays ‘Lions..."isa Postcard
record, butto meit’sa Beatlesrecord.

“Icomefrom atotally differentset of
references. It'sadifferent world, and I think
Swoon will blow thatwhole Postcard thing
away, justbecause oftherange of writingand
therangeofinstrumentation.”

Whatabout these people who accuse you
of playingintothe handsofour cosy student
contingent with their CND badges and their
little stash of pot?Isitimportantto care
wholistens to your music? Should you don
angryguitarstoalienate the safe people and make
themangry?

“Acertainwriterwastellingmeallthisand
somehow he neglected toinclude the bitwhere
Isaid, ‘But you're only describingyourown
problems.' Of coursel’'mawarethatourrecordis
lined up alongsideall the otherrecords; of course
I'm aware of thestudents and the Good Music
Society, butyou've gottogrowup. You've got tosee
thatit’s fantastic to be doing somethingyou enjoy
and getting paid for it.

IT'S THENOTION of precision that fascinates McAloon and which

“I believe one
has to get away
from writing
songs about
pop music”

“If Istop writing songs tomorrow, it's not really
goingto matterto many people, we're not the miners
orsomething. We’re aluxury thing, andyou'vegotto
have somesortof perspective onit. There’saYiddish
sayingthat Jonathan Cott once quoted to Bob Dylan
inaninterview, which went: having won something,
beprepared toforgetand winitall overagain. If you
want the wholeworld to adjust toaccommodateyour
record, you're talking out of your backside.

“That whole attitude issuch arocky, music critic’sattitude. There’s
nothingradicalor subversive aboutit, it’sjustimmature. Youdevalue
yourcurrency if you turn everything, every performance, every
interview, intoagesture.”

Whatis the main musical criticism that people will make of you?

“limagine there might be acriticism that we're pickingand choosing
fromdifferentstyles, butnowadaysIthink that’s the game.Ithink Top 40
radiois to thewhitekid what the blues was to Elvis Presley. There’s so
muchavailable, such avariety of things, thatit turnsinto this one massive
thingbehind you.

“Alsotoday, I believe one has to get away from writingsongs about pop
music. You can’t write soul records about passion, you have towrite about
bedspreads and coffeecups... passionately.”

Isn't Swoon quite an odd title for arecord whichissodryand cool?1It
reminds me of Sulk, arecord for which the title Swoon would have been
farmore appropriate.

“It’s the classical and romantic dichotomy. We fallon the classical
side. However, I've always thought the classical approachtobe the
mostswoonworthy.It'slike youcantalkabout The Staple Singers, and
of course thosevoices are far more passionate, far more direct. The point
is, white boys have to use different tricks, and oursisakind of elegance;
the problembeing that some people mightfind ittoo measured.”

Maybeyoushould havecalled it “Spoon”-spoonin June with
Prefab Sprout.

“Well, since youmentionit, our next LPiscalled ‘June Parade’”

Are thereany doubts about Swoon?

“lcould’ve envisaged abiggersound. Some of the things we did onit
wereslightly rushed, butl don't thinkit’s aboxed-inindependent sound.
I'm not saying, ‘Oh dear, we would have done itso much better’,but
maybe whenl puton Thrillerand hearhow they weren’tlimited toone
kind of synthesizer, maybe then1 hopethat onedaylcancompetewith
Michael Jacksononthatlevel.

“Also,and Iknowit’ssortofadamningthingtosayabout yourown
work, but compared with Michael Jackson or Brian Wilson, we'reall of us,
Elvisand Roddy and The Smiths and myself, so sensible, such moderate
people. With Jackson, everythingisso pure, so visionary, there’sso much
attention todetail. Nothinggetsin the way, his musicistotal. If Jackson or

WilsonorSpectorhad been makingthisLP,
they'dhavespentayearonit.”

Couldyougiveus onefinal quote, something
wecanstickinabox?

“Sure.] guess we're somewherebetween
Rickie Lee Jones and Einstiirzende
Whatsathingy.”

You could say PrefabSproutare outside the
Postcardlineage because they're soclearly not
influenced by The Velvet Underground. You
couldargue thatanyone whothinks Swoonis
toocleverhasalazyear. Oryoumightfind
yourselfback with our old model of depthand
shallowness: ie, Prefab Sprout are deeperthan
Simple Minds. Personally,] abhor that, and yet
Iknow thatinsome way Swoon plunges deeper

into me than does “Speed Your Love ToMe”.

Obviously onecan’t quantify whyitisthat Mozart
ismoreintelligentthan James Last. There’s no
empirical evidence. Butwhenyougetright downto
it, Paddy McAloonisdoing more inside your average
three minutesthantherestof the pack managesin
thespace ofwhole albums.

The devilmighthave all the best tunes, but
standing against the magnificent towersof Durham
Cathedral, thisbespectacled Catholic boylookslike
awinner. Barney Hoskyns ®
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“Some life in the
old bat yet”

MM APRIL 21

it’s former '60s barefoot girl Sandie Shaw alongside leading

Smith Morrissey. Shaw and Smiths have just emerged from
astudio collaboration clutching copies of Sandie’s version of
“Hand In Glove”, a highly improbable partnership, no?

“Ithought The Smiths were right nutters when they started
writingtome, I couldn't figureout what it wasthey wanted,”
Sandie confessed. “Then they sent me some tapesand my
husbandsaid [ought tomeetthem,soldid!”

Morrissey, it seems, kept pesteringSandie untilshe agreed to
acollaboration of somekind. “Ijustlovetheir songs, they're so
goodtosing,” shebubbled. “Isaid 'dgointothestudiowith
themontheproviso thatifl didn’t like theresult we’d scrapit

butwehad somuch funandIthinkthesingle'sgreat.”

Evidently the persuasive Morrissey helped Sandie overcome
thelegendaryshyness which has beenknowntolead hertobeg
interviewersin mid-conversation not to printanything. But
willshework with the Gladioli Kingagainin future?

“Mmmm... maybe,” she pondered. “Idon't like to plan things
inadvance and my motives nowarejust to enjoy myself.
There'stalk ofan album, so we'lisee. Knowing Morrissey, he
won'tgive meamoment's peace untilwe’reback in thestudio.”

Ofcourse, thingshave moved onabitsince Sandiewon the
Eurovision Song Contestin 1967 with “Puppet OnAString”.
Apart fromaguestsloton BEF’'s Music Of Quality And
Distinctionand afleetingstage appearancealongside Chrissie
Hynde, Sandie’s kept well away from the music biz. She’s
writtenacoupleofchildren’s books, is planningadocumentary
onwomeninmusicfortheBBCand nowhasa15-month-old
daughtertogowithateenageone from herprevious marriage.

“I'dlovetogeton Top Of The Pops, mainly to prove tomy
teenage daughterthatthere’ssomelifein the oldbatyet! We're
very close —weweareachother'sclothesandall that, butI
thinkshe'sstill faintly embarrassed when [ start boogieing
round thesupermarket.

Meanwhile, this ‘women in music’ TV thingsitsclose to
Sandie’s heart, thoughshewon't gointo details. “I'vealways
beeninterested in the role of women in musicand how they
cope,”Sandie explained. “I've gotsuch admiration
for people like Chrissie Hynde and Annie Lennox,
whodoitwithsuchstyle.

“Chrissie’sa friend of mine-shelives round
the corner, we were pregnant atthe same time.
Itwas funnyreally—sheseemedto thinkIwas
apregnancyexpert ‘cos I'd doneit before. I kept
telling herit wassolongago that I'd forgotten.

Meanwhile, nextstop TOTP? Much stranger
things have happened.

H AND IN GLOVE? Well, hand in hand, actually. Of course,

FARAIT ARAN
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“There'stalk
ofanalbum”:
Sandie Shaw
andMorrissey
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Gayeonstageatthe
HolidayStar Theatre,
Merrillville, Indiana,
June10,1983

1984
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RogerWaters'
soloshowat
Earls Courtin
Junet98y

/
2

A lavish production

MM APR 7

OGERWATERS - the founder
R member and driving force of Pink

Floyd-istoreleaseasolo single and
album during April.

Andhe’slined up a10-date European tour
to promote his new work, whichincludes two
appearances at London’s Earls Court and
Birmingham's NEC.

The single is entitled “The Pros And
Cons OfHitch Hiking” and it comes out on
EMl'sHarvestlabelon April9. A video,
shot onlocationin Europe and America
by film director Nic Roeg, willaccompany
the release.

The album, also entitled
The Pros And Cons Of Hitch
Hiking,isreleased by
Harveston April30.1t
featuresahost of guest
musicians, including Eric
Clapton (lead guitar), Andy
Bown(organandi2-string
guitar), Michael Kamen
(keyboards/orchestral
arrangements), Andy
Newmark (drums), David
Sanborn (sax), Madeline Bell, Doreen
Chanter and Katie Kissoon (backing vocals),
Raphael Ravenscroft, Kevin Flanagan and
Vic Sullivan (horns), plus the National
Philharmonic Orchestra.
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Waters has lined
up a 10-date
European tour
to promote his
new work

The album was produced by Roger Waters
and Michael Kamen. The live showskick offin
Stockholm on June16 and the English dates
are: London Earls Court (June 21,22) and
Birmingham NEC (26, 27).

The concerts will consist of two sections
- aselection of some of the best-known songs
written by Waters from the past 15 years,
followed by the whole of the new album.

Many of the musicians featured onthe LP
are expectedtoplay on the tour (including
Clapton), and other session playerslikely to
be involved include Mel Collins (horns) and
Tim Renwick (guitar).

Thelive showswillbe a
lavish production, requiring
six articulated lorries to
carry the equipment from
venue to venue. Gerald
Scarfe,Mark Fisher and
Jonathan Park - all of whom
helped Floyd with The Wall
show -are working on
Waters'solo project.

Tickets are available now
by post.Send a cheque or
postal order for £10.50 or £9.50 (including 50
pence booking fee) payable to Harvey
Goldsmith Entertainments Ltd, to RS Tickets,
PO Box 4RS, London W1A 4RS. Enclose an
sae and allow five weeks for delivery.

"An altercation
with his father”

MM APR 7

Angeles on Sunday, April 1. Gaye, one

oftheworld’s foremost soul singers,
waskilled duringa domestic argument at
his parents’ homeinasuburb of thecity.

Reports fromAmericahavegiven
differingaccountsoftheincident, butan
LA policespokesmansaid: “Allwe cantell
youisthat 12.30pm on Sunday, his father
andhehadanaltercation. His father
obtaineda .38 calibrerevolverand fired
twoshotsintothe uppertorso. Marvin
Gaye wastransported toCalifornia
hospital, where he was pronounced dead.”

The father, the Reverend Marvin Gaye Sr

described asa “retired Pentecostal
preacher” -wasunderarrestasthe MM
wentto press, and waslater charged with
the murder.

Newsbulletins havesuggested that Gaye
and hisfatherhad argued over money,
eventuallyresortingto physicalfighting
which ended with shotsbeing fired. Gaye’s
mother was reportedly present.

Hissisterissaid to have accompanied
himto hospitalin the ambulancebuthe
did notregain consciousness before his
deathanhourlater.

In NewYork, D] Frankie Crocker—an
oldfriend of Gaye’s-said: “We've losta
talented man who anytimecould write
musiclike ‘What’s GoingOn’ which could
touch everybody. He wasn’tjustasoul
singer; hewasaverytalented man,avery
talented writer.”

Gaye, whodied onthe eveofhis45th
birthday, became one of Tamla Motown’s
leadingvocalistsin the'60swithastring
ofhits, including the classic “I Heard it
ThroughTheGrapevine” and the
internationally acclaimed album What's
GoingOn. Hispopularity enjoyed arecent
revival with thesuccess of the single
“Sexual Healing".

M ARVIN GAYEWASshotdeadin Los



U2inAustraliafor
The Unforgettable
Fire Tour,Seot'84

“In the air for a while”

2 GO INTO the studio next monthtorecord
anew album-and, inanunlikely collaboration,

they've recruited Brian Eno
as their producer. Eno, who's
previously produced Talking Heads,
isknown for experimental interests
rather than mainstream rock
production, but U2, who've worked
until now with Steve Lillywhite
(producer for Big Country, Simple
Minds, Siouxsie and XTC) insist
there willbe no dramatic change in
their musical style.

The album willbe recorded
during May in Eire. Andit's
scheduled forrelease inthe
early autumn, although no release
dateshave been considered yet.

A spokesman for U2 said this week:

BrianEno,August
1984:helpingU2
“spreadthings

outalittlemore”

U2 to collaborate with Brian Eno on their fourth studio album.

“This collaboration has beeninthe air for alittle while,
butit’s just been officially decided. This has allbeen very

“Three 12-hour sessions’

MM MAY 25

AVID BOWIE IS currently at work

D onanewalbum-althoughhis
whereabouts remain secret.

Andthere’s also news this week of
more film projects for Bowie, as well

asanannouncement that he'sfinally

turneddownthechancetoplay
avillain opposite
Roger Mooreinthe
nextJames Bond
movie. Atonepoint,
itlookedcertain
he'daccept thepart.
Thoughmany of
hisfilmplansare
beingkeptunder

“Itwasdoneinl.Ainthree
12-hoursessions,” saida
spokesman. “And itwasall
overnight work-inkeepingwith
thetitleof thefilm. We'vegot no
detailsabouttherole.Allwecan
tellyouisthat David was sporting

He’s turned down
the chance to play
a Bond villain

amoustache.
Davidisalso
discussing
someother film
projects which we’'ll
beannouncing
shortly. Anditwas
becauseofthose
andhisother

much the band'sidea. | know they like
the work Eno has done over the years.
They've been big fans of his for
goodness knows how long.So they
decided to approach him.

“People might think, ‘That
won't work’, but the possibilities
areintriguing. I'm convinced the
mix'n’match will definitely work.

“I don’t think the sound of U2
will change radically by any means,
but | think they'ltmoveinwider
directions...spread things out
alittle more. Thisalbum willbe
veryinterestingindeed.”

U2 are currently “intransit”
inlreland.

Bowieatthepreview |
of theplay Hurlyburly
atNYC'sPromenade
Theatre,June4,1984 §

He'sbeingtried for manslaughter
followingthe deaths of Vic Morrow
and twogirlsduringfilmingof
Twilight Zonein 1982. They were
killed inahelicoptercrash. Among
celebrities who've offered to speak for

» LioydCole &The
Commotions,a
Glasgow-based
five-piece, release
their debutsingle,
“Perfect Skin" on
May11. Available on
Polydor, it'sbacked
with“TheSea And
TheSand”, andthe
12-inchversionalso
includes’ You Will
Never BeNo
Good".Thegroup
comprises Neil
Clark (guitar),
StephenIrvine
(drums), former
Bluebell Lawrence
Donegan (bass),
Blair Cowan
(keyboards)and
Lloyd Cole (guitar/
vocals). MMMay s

» Bruce
Springsteenis
about tomake his
long-awaited

comeback withthe
release of anew
single - hisfirst
since “Atlantic City”
inSeptember1982.
“DancingInThe
Dark” ¢/w “Pink
Cadillac” comesout
onMay14.Both
tracks were written
by Springsteenand
producedby himin
association with
JonLandau, Chuck
Plotkinand Steve
VanZandt.The
recordfeaturesthe
EStreetBand,
comprising
Springsteen, Roy
Bittan, Clarence
Clemons, Danny
Federici, Garry
Tallent, Steve Van
ZandtandMax
Weinberg. “Atlantic
City” was taken
fromSpringsteen’s
Nebraskaalbum.

REX FEATURES. RAY STEVENSON / REX FEATURES, RON GAELLA / GETTY. EBET ROBERTS / GETTY

wraps for the timebeing, it'sknown workingcommitmenisthat heturned Landisincourtare EddieMurphyand The E Street Band
that Bowiehasjust finished filming down the 007 movie. Dan Ackroyd-starsofthefilm Trading haven'trecorded
acameoroleforanewjon lLandis JonLandisiscurrentlyat thecentre Places—and Michael Jackson, whose forthree years.
moviecalled Into I'he Night. ofacourt controversyintheStates. Thrillervideowasdirected by Landis. MMMay 12
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Ettajamesat
the VineStreet
Bar &Grillin
Hollywood,
California,1984.

“oomething says keep on going”

NME APRIL 14

Hawkins-Ettato you-will, atthe

behest of Dingwalls boss Dave
Goodman, fly over to these shores, pick
up one of our most thick-skinned pick-up
bands,and jamondownreal mean at the
last stop of rivvum’n’booze.

Whichisall fineand dandy and more power
tothe Boss that heretains thesimple faithin
herpulltokeep bringingher over. But whenit’s
acaseof piledrivinginto “Security” or “Tell
Mama"” or “Baby What You WantMe To Do”
andyou're wonderingjust where those golden-
throated hornshavegot to,and allyougetin
theirplaceis some woodenstumpofguitar
beingtortured by abandana-adornedrelic
hailingfrom halcyon Roundhouse days when
Bees made Honevand Ducks were Deluxe, it’s
kindof... well, sad.

When there’sat least two dozen lamebrain
primadonnason the American soul circuit who
cantakeentirestringsectionsondaroad
whenso’er the whimgrips ‘em, it'salittlesick
thatEtta, surely the most powerful female voice

M OSTEVERY YEAR now, Ms Jamesetta

ofalltime, canbarelyafford toretainamanager.
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Butallofthiswould be areasonable cause for
concernonlyifitmade anydifferenceto the
mindblowing passion Ettaisstill capableof
generating. \W here most of these legend types
just politely pussy foot through medieysof
mouldingoldiesinthree-piecetuxesand
Uncle Tomsmiles, Etta
sings:I mean, really givesit
herall (whichis quitealot).

Ifyouwatch, youcansee
her thinking through every
line, everyturnofevery
phrase. Itdoesn’tseemto
matterthatthisisthe
thousand-and-tenth time
she’sdone “I'dRatherGo
Blind” (aka “Blind Girl”)
onceagainsheexhumesand
brings it back tolife, pushing
the pain, turningitaround, holdingoff the mic
tohitthat exact fadingmoment ofloss.

‘WhenIsing, it’sjustlike anewexperienceto
meeachtime. Fortheband, even; I neversing
thesongs the same way twice, so theycan't
depend on playingitin the same way.

“In America, see, if
they can’t put you
in a category, they
don’t know what to
think of you”

“Soeachtime, I'mdiscovering
new thingsinwhatever I'msingin’
about,and everythingI'msingin’
Iknowabout. Yousee, there’s never
atop, there’snever that thing where
yougottoget tothisplace, because
onceyougotthere, it’sonly
someplaceelse yougotto go. You
neverstop, so youshould never
thinkyougetsoin thatyougotit
made. [fyougetthere, youain't
creatin’no more.

Thustheempresson herart. She
granted me an audience that
permittedjustenoughtimetoask
herwhatherlifeis about.

“I'tellyou, Idon’tlike to answer
dumb questions. I don't like to feel
someoneisjusttryingtocheck me
outforbeingEttaJames;Ijus’liketo
havearapaboutwhat's happening.
Iguess that'swhy Ineverdid
become abigstar, 'cosasIwas
comingup, | nevertalked. My life
waslikeamystery. Ididn’'twantto
talk to nobody, [ didn’t wantno
film, Ididn’twant nothin’”

Brieflywe pointback (o Johnny
Otisand Modern Records, to Chess
and Muscle Shoals, toadecadeof
heroinaddiction, toAllen
Toussaintand Jerry Wexler. L:t1a
would beoneofthe undeposable
queensofsoulifshehadn’tdone
somuch, hadn'talsobeena
rock’n’rollingjazzy gospel blues
singer. They ain’t no bagbigenuff
forthe tuffestlover.

‘Well, you think that'sgreat 'cos
youlookatmeasanartist, but
that’sbeen my problem, because
there’sbeen no category. I mean,
canyousayl'mabluessinger?Can
yousayl'mapopsinger?Canyou
say I'mrock’n’roll?In America, see
iftheycan’tputyouinacategory, theydon't
knowwhatto thinkofyou.’

Maybeyou never did enough of that pure
deepstuff. Whatwas the mid-'60s Muscle
Shoalsperiod like?

“Well, Rick Hallwasakindofacat... [ had
neverbeendowntothatpartofthe South,and
itwasreallyarelaxed atmosphere. Hewascool,
aSoutherncat. Hedidn'ttellyou whattodo
exactly, he'djuststop youifyou overdid
somethingor just giveyou
anideaortwo.Hewasone
ofthe producerslIreally
enjoyed workingwith.

“I'dRather GoBlind’
would have never sounded
like thatifRick Hallhadn't-a
producedit, ‘cos hewasone
of those ex-alcoholic cats
who wason thebrinkof
losinghiswife. Therewas
justsomethinglliked
abouthim-hehad that
survivorkindofthing.

What about theJerry Wexleralbum, Deep In
TheNight?Only “Take It To The Limit” really
cameoffonthat.

“Jerry’sthekindaguythatwantsto produce
allhisfavourite people, and | thought he did



oneofthe bestalbums that he could do with
me. He took me intoanother area, another
phase; hekindatook meback to the phasel was
goin’forinthe’60s, whenI took Cole Porter
songsand defied everyone by singingthem
withabluesy feel.

“That’swhy Jerry picked country songs and
stuff. Ithinkitwas moreor
less meant to showmy
versatility, and he brought
meawhole new crowd. Sure,
heoverproducedonsome
things.I feel thesimpler
things are, the easier they
aretounderstand, the
clearerthewordsaresaid
and thestoryistold.

It'sbeen adecadesince
youcleaned up. What'’sit
beenlike?

“It’sbeen great, compared towhatitwas
before.Imean,Idon’thave no money, Idon’t
have as manyjivesurface things going, butI
think I'm happier, IthinkIbeendoin’ great.

“You know, to have come through that...
and I have been working myway all the way,
there’sbeen norest fortheweary.AndIdon’t
getnokindofcredit. Whentheyrunthe
rock’n’roll programmesin the USA, EttaJames
isnotmentioned, just as though someone
erased it from history.”

What'sseenyou through?

“Thereal deal isthe unseen, the unspoken. ..
faith. Inwhatldon'tknow, 1don’twanttosay
I'mthis, you're that, inreligion, but whatever it
isit’slike asupremespirit,and 1 do deal withit,

“Even after the
drugs thing, | was
starting to hear
voices talkin’ to me
at night in hotels”

and I know it works.It'slike,herelam,
30yearsworking,and [ have nothing
-Imean, what’shappening? Butsstill
there’'s somethinginside of me thatsays,
(whispers) ‘Keepongoing’... youknow,
like Mission Impossible, turnleft, pick up
theplans, keep going.

“Twoyearsago, even
after thedrugthing,Iwas
stillfreakin’, I wasstarting
tohearvoicestalkin’ tome
atnightin hotels,andI'm
talkin’ tothemoutloud,
andlIsaid, ‘Whatisthis?I'm
goin’ nuts.

“Andthenlhad areligious
experience, and [ knew
what]wasand] knew what]
hadtodo. WhatIfound was
thesame thingl had whenlwasalittle bitty
kid. IfI could bequietandlisten, everything
would be told tome. Ifind that] can ask this
thingaquestion,andiflreally want to know
the answer, it'll tell me insome kind of way.

“Itmightsound nuts, but everybody’s gotta
have something.’Cosifyouhad togoon
whatyou see, you'd have gaveupalongtime
ago, right?”

You'd beout onthestreetsagain.

“Right.”

What would youlike todo?

“One of my mainambitionsis to come over
onedaywith (whispers) agreatbigol’band,
abigol’ CountBasiesound, like Otis Redding,
and...bloweverybodyaway.”

Shesaidit. BarneyHoskyns ®

Jamesin Fame
Studios, Muscle
Shoals, Alabama,
withownerRick
Hall(right) and
amemberofthe
houseband,1967
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LABYRINTHS
Books i g
Labyrinths Jorge Luis Borges
Roads ToFreedom
Jean-Paul Sartre
ARebours JKHuysmans

Oxford English Dictionary
Life Extension: A Practical
And Scientific Approach
Durk Pearson & Sandy Shaw
Lecture Notes OnPathology
Thompson & Cotton

Mr Norris Changes Trains
Christopher Isherwood

Gold In The Kingdom Michael Murphy

Other reading matter

Scientific American, New Scientist,
Science Digest, Science, The Times
newspaper (the crossword only)

TV programmes

All natural history programmes,
Butterflies, Rod Hulland Emu, all quiz
shows except for Family Fortunes

Films

Harvey, One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s

Nest, Death In Venice, Rocky Horror
Picture Show, High Plains Drifter,
Young Frankenstein, all Jacques Tati
and most Woody Allen films, All Quiet
On The Western Front, Blue Murder
AtSt Trinian’s

Musicians

Paul Young, Tom Robinson, Sting, Billy
Joel, Ultravox, Klaus Voormann, John
Lennon, Jimmy Shand & his band

Actresses

Irene Handl, Margaret Rutherford,
Diana Quick, Beryl Reid, JessicaLange,
not Meryl Streep

Actors
Brando, Michael Hordern, Geoffrey
Palmer, Michael Elphick, Gerald
Campion, Peter Sellers, Burt
Lancaster, Geoffrey Bayldon
(Catweazle), Graham Crowden

Favourite scientists
Niels Bohr, WK Heisenberg,
Jimmy Watson & “Fran”
Crick, Linus Pauling,
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Max Planck, b
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“I'mconcernedaboutmy musiclivingway longer than Ivill. Hopefully I'llachieve thatimmortality
I'vebeenseeking. I'vealways wantedto beimmortal” -\ arvin Gaye, June'83

;" SAID MARVIN Gayeonce, “am unmanageable.”

( ( Itwas, perhaps, his onestatementofreal reliability, and there can be few whose
liveshe touchedduring his turbulent career whowouldn’t wholeheartedly agree
withit. Unpredictable, headstrong, fanaticallyindependent, single-minded,
occasionallybloody-minded, Gaye’sintransigence waslegend.

Itledhiminto allmanner of personal misery. Bitter public rows with hisrecord
label, Motown. Numerous painful contractual hassles. A coupleof marriage breakdownsand
expensivedivorcesettlements. Bankruptcy... Marvin Gaye hadit all. Some finger of doom seemed
totrackhimall the way, and there was abizarre inevitability about the macabre manner of his
eventualdemise-twobullets fromhis preacher father, the same man who'dinduced himinto
musicinthefirstplace, playingorganforthe church choir.

Theold clicheabout geniusis paincannever havebeen moreglibly proven thanby the unhappy
storyofMarvin Gaye. For, nake no mistake, Gaye indisputably carried the touch of genius.
Notjustthe acknowledged classics-“IHeard It Through The Grapevine”,“What’s Geing On”,

“Let'sGetItOn” and “Sexual Healing” -butin the manner thatthey were classics. Gaye was

responsiblefor breaking the Motown mould, the“factoryline syndrome” as he putit, and by doing

sochangedblackmusic soirrevocably that he mustbe considered one of theultimategreats.

Andthemost tragicfeature ofthe whole sordid affairis that, at 45, with his voiceingood shape,
hiswillanddetermination cast-iron, and the confidence of a masterpiece, Midnight Love, recently
under hisbelt, Marvin Gaye was strong again and vigorously capable of producingany number of
brilliantworks in the future. »

EUGENE ADFBARL/ REX FEATURES

54 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

e - - - - - - - @ = - e _—_ = _{aa&—h ___ -l _ "3




“Maybel'llbe
apopartist
someday":
MarvinGaye
in1983
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Marvin Pentz GayJrwasbornonApril 2, 1939, in Washington DC.
Hismusical initiation wasbased, ironically, almost entirely around his
father'schurch. Itwas therehe firstsangat theage ofthree, and itwas
there he learnedto play the organ, amusical education he took withhim
tohigh school, playingguitar, pianoand drumsin theschool orchestra.

Hehad ashort, unhappyspellinmilitaryservice betoregetting
involved in doo-wop groups, sometimes depping for Don Covayin
Washingtonvocal group the Rainbows, and eventually teamingup
withacouple of members of the Rainbows to form the Marquees. Bo
Diddley proved to bean unlikelyguidingspirit, engineeringthegroup's
signingto Okeh Records, asingle, “Wyatt Earp”, and getting them to
backhimon hisownsingles.

When thereasonably successful Moonglows splitupin 1958, their
leaderlarvey Fuqua arrived in Washington to putanew band toget her,
selected the Marqueesen bloc, and Marvin Gaye was on his way. With
the Moonglows, he plavedin Detroit, and was noticed by Berry Gordy,
thenintheprocessofsettingup hisownlabel. lle married Gordy’s sister
Anna, thussealing hisown involvementin theembryonic Motown, a
longrelationship that was to prove as productive for both parties asiit
wasstormy.

Gaye'searlycareerwith thelabel wasmodest enough: he wasa session
drummerand played and toured with, amongothers, Smokey Robinson
& TheMiracles. Gordv eventually gave hisbrother-in-law the go-ahead to
makehis ownrecords, and hisfirstsingle, “Let Your Conscience Be Your
Guide”, wasreleased in May '61. It bombed, as did the next twosingles,
butthefourth, “Stubborn Kind Of Fellow” (featuringMartha& The
Vandellasonbackingvocals) earned him hisfirstsuccess, doing wellin
boththeR'n'Band the popcharts.

Duringthenextcouple ofyears he worked with virtually every producer
and artiston Motown, launchingan amazingruninwhich his next47
singlesallchartedinsomemanner. in'63 helinked up with lolland,
Dozierand Holland for hisfirst British success—thegospel/blues epic
“CanlGetAWitness",and thefollowingyearscored ahugehit with the
storming “How Sweet It Is (To Be Loved By You)™.

He worked with Smokey Robinson for two big hitsin'65, “I'll Be
Doggone’™ and "Ain’t That Peculiar”, but it was with the production of
Norman Whitfield thatherecorded, in 1968, the epochal “I Heard It
ThroughTheGrapevine”, asongofsuch eerie majesty thatitseemed to
overpower anythingelseon Motown, orindeed
anyoftheothermaterial recognised underthe
burgeoningumbrellaof “soul”. The songhad
already been amajorhit the previousyear for
GladysKnight & The Pips, but the intensity Gaye
added tothesongwas extraordinary. Itwent to
No linBritainand America.

Gayewasnow anestablished hit-maker
and Motown had atready exploited his
commercialitytothefull by teaming himwith
asuccession of girl singers: Mary Wells, Kim
Weston, TammiTerrell and Diana Ross. His
duetwith Weston, “It Takes Two”, was aclassic
pieceofsoul, butitwashiswork with Terrell
that wasmost dear to him. Heavy orchestral
productions by Ashford and Simpson turned
“Your Precious Love” and “You're All I Need To Get By” into romantic
giants. Thiswas when Gaye wasstruck by the firstinaseries of traumatic
events. He wasonstage with Terreil whenshe collapsed in hisarms.

Whenshedied in 1970 from abrain tumour, Gaye's notoriously erratic
behaviour patternsbegan. Neveralover of livework, he now withdrew
completely from the public gaze, becomingalmost reclusive.

“Ithink therearemenandthereare MEN. There aremenwho'reborn
andarestrongenough tobesorcerers. Those who are strongenoughto
becomesorcerers can certainlyimply themselvesto becomewarriors.
Impeccablewarriors. Impeccablesorcerers.” (Oci '76)

“Therearealot of things I desire. 1 desire peaceand happinessandlove
andunderstanding. Thatsoundssoridiculoustoalot of people. ' Whois
thisguywantingall that? Another troublemaker.’” (Oc: '76)

“Idon’t think thesocial contentor the musical contentisethnicatall.

I'thinkitcanapply toanybody, theentirealbum. Any race. Any creed.
Anybody.” (0nWhat’s Going On, Oct '76)
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“I have only

scraped the

beginning. I
have a lot of
music in me”

“loncehadanalbumoutcalled WhenI'mAlonel Cry. I'mnotoutto
soundtoosloppy and sentimental, but that couldwell have beena
description of thewaylfeltivhen I firstarrived in Detroit. Lifewasn’t
goingtoogoodat thattime, andwhen Icameto Detroityou could say
Thwassearchingforsomethingtoeat.” (reb'67)

“Iremember, when lwasakid, 1 used to have tosinga song every time
therewascompanyaroundat home. Then the visitors would give me
apatontheheadandakiss. Man, I hated that.” (Fe) '67)

HEN HE RETURNED, his music had advanced tosuch

aradical degreethatitstartled those around him. He'd

changed, too, in his attitude towards Motown. He insisted
thathis work be treated as aspecial case and be accorded more than
the usualslick, quick Tamla format record. No more, he told them,
did he wantjust to make three-minute dance records - he wanted to
say something.

What hesaid was What'sGoing On, a courageously ambitious cycle
ofsongs thatbitterly challenged the statc of America. .. poverty, pollution,
drugaddiction, even Vietnam war veterans were all included in Gaye's
scythingsocial comment on theevilsof Americansociety. This, for
Motown, forblack music, for anything, was something new, and
What's Going Onbecameacrucial milestone for rock musicand for
black consciousness.

Italsosoured hisrelationswith Motown, who wereinitiallysceptical
aboutthe projectand werereportedlyreluctant toissue itin its original
form.Gayedughisheelsin, thealbum was released and becameone of
thebest-sellingalbumsin thelabel'shistory-also producingthree
million-sellingsingles, “What's Going On", “Mercy Mercy Me” and
“Inner City Blues”.

Gaye had now proved that hecould not only survive, but flourish
withoutallthe usuial Motown machineryaround him. Therecord also
proved hewas nowmuch, much more thanaregularsoulsinger,and
Gaye nowresolved towrite, produce and arrange allhisown work, and
operateasindependently as possible from Motown.

Hisnext project wasasuccessful film soundtrack forthe movie Trouble
Man-aterriblefilmbutagreatsoundtrack, and one that Marvin
declared himselffully satisfied with (a rare admission foraman who
frequently decried hisown work).

In 1973 he delivered another opus, and
anotherbravedeparture. Let's Ger It Onwas
acelebration of... well... sex, actually. A smoky,
steamy paradeofvinyl erotica that delighted
asmanyasitappalled, inspiringmany
accusationsof sexism. Surprisinglysensitive,
Gaye responded angrily tosuch criticisms,
becoming more and morewaryinhisdealings
with the press.

Further masscommercial successdid,
however, give him theconfidenceand the
impetusto overcome hisfearsandappearon
stageoncemore, breakingseveral vears of
silencetogoontourin'74... atourdocumented
byanexcellentalbum, Marvin Gaye Live,
recorded in frontofaboisterous 14,000 audience in Oakland.

Hisbehaviour, though, became increasingly idiosyncratic and there
followed anothercoupleofyearsofsilence, duringwhich time he was
plagued by rumours of drug problems and domestic disputes.

Itwas 1976 beforehisnextalbum, I'Want You, and thatwas mostly
written by Leon Ware, though hedid venture out on stage once again
to promote therecord, including his debutappearancesin Britain. ..
asuccessful tour which opened with twosell-out concertsat the Royal
AlbertHallin London. The UK concerts werealso featured asthreeparts
ofalive double album, thefourthside beingoccupied byalongdisco
extravaganza, “Got To Give [t Up”, which wastobecomeanother
transatlantichitforhim.

“Atthis point in my career, I feel I've achieved standing as a soul-pop
artist, which isgettingthere. Maybe I'll bea pop artistsomeday. On one
hand, Iwouldn’tlike that to happen, because it suggests tosome blacks
thatyou'veleft thosewho loved and supportedyou first. On the other
hand, I'dsurely loveto have the, oh, credibility ofa large pop audience so
thatIcanreachall theworld’speoples. IfIcan bringa mega-class tomy




division, souland R'n’B, which s lowon
thetotem pole, and ifl can become the
Frank Sinatra of soul, that would be
marvellous. Iwill haveachieved

thing for mypeople.” (June'83)

“Idon’tthink the music business has
treatedanybody black right unless they
become ‘white’. ‘White’black artists.
We’reresentful about it, but peacefudl.
Iamcertainlynotaggressivein that
responseatall.” (June'83)

ISPERSONAL LIFE grew ever
Hmore complex. His marriage

broke up in a welter of acrimony,
hisrelations with Motown were abysmal,
he wasin financial ruinsand wasup to
his neck in lawsuits (he owed $2m to his
former manager Steven Hill alone). Small
wonder he viewed the world with an
increasingly bitter vision, though those
around him who were willing to talk
abouthim at all insisted he brought many of the troubles on himself,
with hisdrug-taking and his general moodiness. A former Motown
PR called Elaine Jesmer blew the gaff on Gaye with a book called
Number One With A Bullet, which was ostensibly about a character
called “Daniel Stone”, who was evidently based on Gaye. A bigoted,
slightly pathetic, if misused character he was too.

April5,1984:Marvin
Gayeislaidtorest
atForestLawn
Memorial Parkin
Glendale, California

“I'vebeen trying to appealto other marketsasI'd liketo makeitasbigin
thisbusinessasIcan, butanegro R'n’Bsinger’s chancesareslimmer.
OnlyRayCharles has madeit, and Idon’t feelthat he’s held in thesame
esteemasFrankSinatraorSammy Davis]r. Although R'n’B, through
youngpeople, ismakinggreatstrides, theolder folk tendto stick to their
pop singers, and so their kind of music is moresuccessful.” (April '69)

“I'munmanageable. I'm my ownworstenemy. I refuse to bemanageable,
and itsometimesgetsmein trouble.” (Jan'79)

Anna Gordy and went into the studio with a bizarre divorce

- settlementhangingoverhim. The deal wasthatAnnacollected
alargeslice of the royalties (believed to be in the region of 80 per cent)
for the album. With a perverse sense of humour, Gaye made it adouble
and called it Here, My Dear. Gaye insisted that he put his heart and soul
intoitanyway, “for my fans”, but critical response was poorand the
album isashadow of his best work.

Hewas, by his own admission, promiscuous, butstillfelthurtand
betrayed by the splitwith AnnaGordy. Ifhe wasreckonedto be sourand
unsociable before allthishappened, thenhe wasdoublyso afterit. He
even publicly disowned hisnextLP, In Our Lifetime. He'd planned it as
anothermeisterwerk ala What's GoingOnor Let's Get It On, a concept
albumbuiltaround the spiritualstruggle between good and evil.

ButMotown’s patience with Gaye ran out. He used somuchtimeand
moneymakingtherecord that Motown simply stepped in, confiscated
the mastersand issued the record, incomplete as Gaye claimedit was.
Hewas furiousand announced that he would never record for thelabel
again, also commentingthat their general meanness withstudio time
andmoney had prevented him doinghis best work all along.

m D ISILLUSIONED AND LEGALLY bankrupt, he split with

“I have arespect for music that very few musicians have, and it’s difficult
to findmusicians generally who have thesamekind of respect for music.
Andifleverfind thosemusicians, wewill play musicthat the worldwill
never forgetaslongasthere’saworld. And Iwon’tdo my musicuntil
Ifindthem, andifI never find them mysonwilldo it for me. I knowthat.

“I haveonly scraped the beginning. I have alot of musicin me. I have
writtenalot of music that’s unpublished that I think is great. But
Icannotaffordtodoit.” (Oct'76)

failing to turnup to perform at a gala charity function at the

/_\: ROUND THESAME time, he confirmed his own lack of tact by
Lakeside Club, Camberley, attended by Princess Margaret.

Royalty was in place, but Marvin was in his hotel refusing to come out
onsome spurious grounds of “pride and dignity”. Berry Gordy, on the
phone from America, eventually managed to persuade him to putin
anappearance atthe club, but by thenitwastoolate-the dignitaries
and halfthe audience had already gone home.

About thisand numerousotherincidents, Gayewasunrepentant,
insisting thatgreat artists alwayslive by their emotions, and compared
himself with Bach and Beethoven, both great composers fired by their
uneven temperament.

Maybe there wassomethingin that. He made alot of enemies, but his
criticisms of Motown and theway they hassled him and financially
restricted hisart weretosome degree borne out by the totally unexpected
brilliance of his nextalbum. With all the wrangles, the bad reputation
and the break with Motown, most people assumedin 1982 thatMarvin
Gayewasallwashed up.

But CBSsigned himand herewarded them with thesuperb Midnight
Loveand “Sexual Healing", one of the biggest and one of the best singles
oftheyear. Buoyantagain and seemingly reasonablyin control ofhis
faculties, Gaye wasright slap backin the frontline, playingconcertsand
relatively at peace with himself. There was everyreason toexpect that his
nextalbumwould be every bit asgood as Midnight Love, and in hislast
MM interviewlast yearhespoke encouragingly of the future. He'd
written, hesaid withatwinkle, acouple of realhardcore newsongshe
wondered if he'd get past CBS, called “It’s My Duty To Spank Your Booty,
MyMasochistic Beauty” and “Sanctified Pussy”.

PaulYoung even had amassive hitwith one ofhisold B-sides,
“Wherever I Lay My Hat”, turning what had been another highly sexual
songintoa heart-rendingballad, displayingahitherto unseenangle
onGaye’s work. The Youngrecord somehow seemed symbolic of
Marvin'srebirth.

Marvininturnwasdelighted byitall. He'd got hissense of humour
back, he wasoptimistic and he was working. Marvin Gaye wasrocking
again.Andthenhisdad shothim.

Crazy old world, ain’tit?

“When I findthata mansupersedesintelligenceandtranscends to
wisdom, I'll read his book. I have a healthy disrespect forintellect; I have
alltherespectintheworld forwisdom.” (Feb'81)

“If myemotions or my feelings say Ishouldn’t do something because of
averystrongprincipled position that I must take, theninspiteofthe
consequences, in spiteofallthat is facingme from adetrimental point
of view, then I have to remain true to myartisticnature” (Feb '81)

“I'minvolvedinlawsuits becauseof myunswervingfaith in human
nature. Ineverlearn. Iwish I couldstop believingin people. 'maneasy
mark. I'mnoteven sure I'vegot the best legal counselin theworld.” (Jan '79)

“Ido everythinggood, but Ido musicbest.” (Oct '76)
Colin Irwin e

RON GALELLA / GETTY
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REMinChicago,
May26,1983:(l-r}

MichaelStipe,
MikeMills, Peter
BuckandBillBerry
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“Bucking for

4 sainthood”

g -y A friendly but mysterious band from
the American South arrive in London.

Though young, R already convey a

vernacular wisdom, perhaps due to

their operating inisolation. “We’re

net like Bruce Springsteen,” says

, “but, yeah, there’s

“a coneern for America the place.”

d
.

APRIL 21

\ G
K HI RIS TWOSCHOOLS of
(( musicianm,” argues guitarist Peter
Burk. “Onejastdigs playingandis
init for fun, the other wants toget
ricvand famous and thinks it
R deserves to he seen by the public.”

RENM ,wﬂi'vchc(-nsil(in;,:n'mnul A&M's London offices
for two days talking to peoplelike me fallinto the former
camp. Genuinelyat theirnsost conterted slummingitin
vedneckbarsontheoutskirtsof dying Midwesterneities,
you'd'hink fromtheway they talked hat the word “avt”
held man meaning for them.

REM play because theydiz that morentonstage when
tourli‘elinescrass and fuseand someelectricspirvitseems
tosciathemintooneflowmg motior. They've proud of
their ecords butinsist that the group’ssoutonly comes
outatnight, preferably not nfrontof 110,000 Police fans
(asupportslottheyrate as“the mostwretched and abysmal
experience ofour lives™).

“Webestill basically atouring band *, says Buck. “That’s
whit wedo. The recordsare anintegral partofthat, but
they'realso just one week ont of the yeaur when wesound
like that. We don’tsound like that on stage; we're real fluid,
and that’s howwe should be judged.”

Theaecords arestill pretty sublime, From theoriginal T Eib-
Tone&H ol “Radio Free Burape” to the just-released album
Reckeaing, the group have used electvic-folk harmonies to
weaveriveting websofoffheat pop that mingleclements of
The Ba rds, The Undertonesand The Velvet Underground.
The 1982 EP“Chronic Towr” was the year's most auspicious
debug five masterworks thatvipped atong at Undertones
pace b atwithanobsessiveiitroversicn-the ehorusof
“Wolves, Lower”is just the sound ofaman melodically
bursting intotears. The Mumnralburm (1983) expanded  »
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therangeofmoodstoinstilayetmorecoarseand
powerfulbeauty. Thesuperb productionofMitch
Easterand DonDixonwasoneof interleaving, at once
simpleand unpredictable,inwhichatreated snare
beat could suddenly thrustout ofthesound’scentre or
aswarmofdouble-tracked vocalsscatterlike birds.

Thenewalbumismorefaithfultoitstraditions,
almostemptyofthelumpsandjoltsofits
predecessors. Here asimple harmonic strength stands
onitsown terms, whetherinsuch yearningblasts as “Second Guessing”
and “7 ChineseBrothers”, orin the Loaded Lou Reed of “Camera”, the “We
Three” Patti Smith of “Time AfterTime”". Strangesoundsstillintrude - the
bellsand wind chimes of “Camera” - but the dominant frame ofthe record
isold-fashioned. Thisisanalbumofbackwater USA.

“There'slesstextural overdubbingon thisrecord,” says bassist Mike
Mills. “Murmurwasarecord with alotof depth in the sound, whereasthis
oneis more song-oriented -each onehasitsownsoundanditsownstyle.”

Advancewarningof REM'sgenial good humournotwithstanding,
Ihadn’texpected quite such unassuming friendliness. What I thought
REM mightbewasaSunbelt Bunnymen, withawhole burden of
inarticulate passionsin their hearts. Theirmusicissosimple, sosupple,
andyet there'sarecalcitrance, amystification, atitscore. Whatare these
songsabout? What aretheydoing? Isthisgroup hidingsomething?

“Hey, Imean, we're just four guys,” pleads Buck. “We’re marvelling that
we'vebeen flownall thewayto Englandand peoplearelininguptotalk to
us,andwe'regonnatalkaboutourselves.”

Howcomeyou're so polite? Aren’t you bored stupid by these interviews?

“lamalmost neverrudetoanyone.Iflam,it'sinajustcause.It’slike,
where we'refrom, if people curse oneanother publicly, then they punch
itout, whereasin New York people stand toe-to-toeand scream at each
other for five minutesand then walkaway. I dunno, maybeit’sartificial,
butintheSouththere’sareal politeness, justbecauseifyoustep over that
linesomeone’lltake yououtsideand bashyourheadin.”

Where REM are from is Athens, Georgia, the university town 70 miles
north-east of Atlanta, which spawned Pylonand The B-52'sand fora
year transformed America's independent music scene.

Our four guysstill residein Athens, though theydon't do much there
besides wait for the next tour. Mike Mills will drop in on Peter Buck,
they’lldrink beerand watch Tlie A-Team . Singer Michael Stipe will sit
athome painting, or cuppingan ear to Psvchic TVrecords. Drummer
Bill Berry Ican’taccount for. I suspect he
partiesalittle harder than theother guys. All
fourdropped outofthecurriculumatthe
University Of Georgia.

“Beinga student gave me some kind of
rationale forexisting,” says Buck. “Allthetime
Iwassupposed tobein classes justmeant1had
freetime.”

Artstudent Stipe wastheonlyoneinany
danger ofacademicsuccess. “Yeah, I wasas
goodasManet,” heshrugs, hisfacelostin curls
andscarves.

Stipeisshyand claimsto findinterviews hard.
Harderstillisit to pickup thelow, muffled blur
ofhis voice—scarcelyamurmur. Sometimes
he’smilesaway, “withdrawn”,an
ex-problem child. Othertimeshe’ll say
things that suggest latent psychosis.
Apropos of his mystical/mystifyinglyrics,
forinstance, heannouncesthat, “Youcan’t
justtakeahuge pair of scissorsand chop
thebudsoffthetop ofatree”, asymbol
greeted witha notinconsiderable amount
of mirth from hiscolleagues.

“Thatmust berightup there with the
humanity/sea-cow metaphor,” exclaims
Buck. “Michaelreallylikesto use
metaphorsthatdon'tmake anysense.”

Clearly thissort ofhumouringisaregular
occurrencein the REM household.

Stipesmirks. “1 used the sea-cowone for
ayearand finallysomepoorjerkin Florida
printedit.
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“I try to move
1N ON one
moment and
describe what
happened”

How didit go?

“Well, the music business wasagiant sea-cow,
andallthe youngnewbandsweretheleeches
suckingitsblood. Theguy printed thishundred-
word metaphor. Also, heasked me what music we
listened to, and I said The Inkspots, so therest of
thearticle wasabout how greatly we had been
influenced by The Inkspots.”

“Really, youcanget hored with interviews,”
admitted Buck. “Provincial American papers ask you the mostboring
things, like what is your music about? So you tend to make up thingslike,
‘I dunno, our musicisa conscious creatingof the myth of modern man
againstthat of the penile mother.’

“OK, so we're making fun of these guys, butwe're alsomaking fun of
ourselves. Thisisa prettysilly wayto makealiving.”

NETHING REM hadn’treckoned with was Reckoningbeing
thetitle of a Grateful Dead album. Peter Buck doesn’t wish to be
mistaken forarevivalist.

“ComparisonstoThe Byrdsare, asfaras!’'mconcerned,ablot on our
career. [ liked The Soft Boys a whole bunch more than The Byrds. The
only thingl everliked about psychedelic music was those people doing
dumb pop with, like, fake eastern stuff. I really like that absolute
garbage trash shit-Ilaughall the way throughit, but Idon’t think it has
much to dowith us.”

“Thereal, realtitleof therecord,” explains Stipe, “is File Under Water.
InAmerica, both titiesare on thespine, with nothingon thecover. Here,
theyinsisted on Reckoningbeingon thecover.”

File Under Waterindicates the futility of attemptingto pigeonhole this
group. Do they feel far from the madding pop crowd?

Stipe: “Notin theromanticsense ofsomeone, y’know, hangin’ outon
theedge. ! thinkinaperipheralwaywe dotrytoavoid the ugliersideofthe
music business. The whole game of rockisaboutself-promotion, so yout
caneasily seehowsomeonewhodidn’thavethe heartin thefirst place
might becomean egomaniac.”

Buck: “Idon’tthinkanythingthat’s goingoninrock'n'roll, in the scene
orwhatever, hasmuch todo with us-not because we're so unicque or
special, butjust because we never really thought about it much.”

“We're just not serious enough about it, basically,” suggestslugubrious
drummerboy Bill. “Well, I'm not,” he adds after aslight silence.

Mills: “We don’t have any mode of dress
oranything...”

Stipe: “Hey, notthat any of usare bucking
forsainthood!”

Buck: “Soundslike the next REM album.”

Stipe: “Thethingthatbothersmeaboutalot of
newerbandsistheway theygointo thestudio
withaname producerand comeout with this
amazingly plush and overproduced sound,
which they thentrytorecreate onstageand that
seemstorob themofanyspontaneity. 'mnot
sayingthat we have more correlation between
therecordsand theshowsthananyoneelse,
becauseldon’tthinkthetwosoundalikeatall,
butitseemsto meimportanttostartwith the
liveshowand then gointothestudio,
rather than the otherwayaround.”

Howhas thisveryclose, organic
stylecomeabout?

“Idon’tknow, I thinkweallhave
prettygoodtaste,sonoone'sgonna
violently disagree with anything.
When we havearguments, they're
alwaysfriendlyones,andIthinkthat
reallvaffectsthe music.

“I'mnot sure that withoutareal
melodicbassandbackground vocals
andPeter’sguitar, Iwouldbeavery
goodvocalist. [ thinkiftheband didn’t
sound the way it does1 would probably
singinadifferentway. Thevocal
sound cameout of there beinga
necessity foravocal sound like that.”
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‘'dsay thesame,” adds Mills. “lwouldn’tbe able
toplay thisreally melodic-typebassifit wasn't for
Peter’sguitar. What Peter does, except for a few songs
where hestrums, is play aconstantsolo, so rather
than have athumpingkind of bass, 'mjust as free
toworkaround themelodyas heis.

What goesintoyourlyrics, Michael?

“Alot of things. 1 watch peoplealot. Three-quarters
of mylyrics probably come from overheard
conversations, though it'sgetting harder tosteal
fromconversation, because Ican’tgo to parties any more without
peoplewantingtotalk about theband.

“It’sbeen pointed out to me that manyof thesongsare about particular
timesinthelifeoftheband. It 'skind of nice tohave asetof words which
aresointensely personal that theybecomeuniversalatthesametime.
[trytomovein onone momentand describe what happened.”

Buck: “Thesesongs arelike takinga picture of yourbedroom. [t maynot
make muchsensetoanyoneelse, buttoyouit’sall the thingsinyourlife.
We'recertainly not setting out to be deliberately obscure, but you have
toshort-circuit thewholeidea thatliteral language is what thingsare,
becauseliteral languageisjust codes for what happens. Without wanting
tosoundtooartyaboutit,to bypassactionsand gostraight to theresults
iswhat we're trying to do, tomake people feel moved by something
withoutthemevenbeingsure of what we're writingabout.

Songslike “West Of The Fields” and “Don’t Go Back To Rockville”
suggestsomelove forthe American heartland.

“Ilike colloquialismawholelot, whichisone of theadvantages of being
atouringband. Yougetto see different pockets of very weird and very
interesting things. We’renot singing songslike Bruce Springsteen or John
Cougar Mellencamp, ‘cos they have atendency to get verysmarmy, but
yeah, there’saconcern for America the place. I'd hope peoplein Parisand
London couldgetalaugh outofit.”

“The thing that bothers me aboutso much rock’n’roll,” says Buck,

“is thatit'sso consciously mythologising. Inrock'n’roll, simple things
don’tseem to happen. There arenostorieswithoutdefinitebeginnings
andends.

Stipe: “It’slike PattiSmith sangin thatsong [“Citizen Ship”], ‘Gitnme
yourtired, yourpoor...

June22,1984:
REMperform
atthePalladium
inHollywood

Does pop/rock have asocial or political meaning
any more?

Buck: “Idon’tthinkso. The people wholisten to
TheClash eitheralready agree with The Clash or
don’tpayany actention totheirlyricsatall. I thinkit’s
prettysymptomatic that all The Clash’s hitshave
been, y’know, Rock the Casbah’ and ‘Should 1 Stay
OrShould1Go.1don’t thinkwe'regonnaget another
figurelike Dylen who’sgonnabringpoliticalideas
intoa pop format, maybe because there’s no one of
Dylan’stalentaround, orjustbecause people don’t wantitany more.

“Pop music’s too fragmented. Maybein 10 years whenit'sall wound
downandit'sjustabunchofboring Fabian typesin funnyhaircuts,
someone’ll dragitout ofthedoldrums. Thereisn’t one person who
couldappeal toall of pop’s fans now. Dylan could get away with the
UsAgainst Themthing, because thatwasthefirsttimeithad been
brought to America’s attention that the world wasn’t a perfect place.
Now everyone knows that.’

Dotheyfeelstronglyaboutanythingbesides music?

Stipe: “Not really. I thinkifl wasn’inaband'dbeamonk, orI'draise
monkeys.Ijustlove musicandrelated art forms.

Buck: “It sounds sappy as hell, butthe older 1 get, themoreI'd liketodo
somethingtomake the world abetter place.l mean, sometimes | feel
vaguely guilty about doingthis. 1 feel I should join the Peace Corps ordo
volunteer workat the weekends.”

Stipe: “We'vealways kind of said that on the ladder ofimportant
things, beinginarock’n’roll band is probably the lowest rung, but then
whenyou thinkabout beingSecretary Of State tothe United States
Of America, itisn’tmuchsillier. And if Peter was Secretary Of State,
Iwouldn'tbe here today.”

REM arerock’s student dreamers—just fourguys makingsomeofthe
loveliest music around. At the forefront of America's underground
renaissance, theyarebusysavinga:l themostvaluable things in their
nation’s pop tradition. Stipe tells me there are 37 other hard-working
bandsinAthens, including hissister’s acclaimed Oh OK, and more than
afew ofthemwillbe followingin REM's pioneering steps.

Whatwilltheband be doingin [0vears?

“We'llbeat the forefront of thea cappellacraze.” Barney Hoskyns ®
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“We've
been SO
insular”

A PR man, a journalist and a sound engineer
from Scotland are now . Made
in seclusion, their debut is now the subject of
intense scrutiny. “All we seem to be doing is
running about shaking hands,” they confess.

MELODY MAKER

ASHIONED WITH CAREand presented with style. That

justabout sums up The Blue Nile’s music. I could use a lot

of florid descriptions-dignified, spacious, emotional,

exciting - to try to convey its feeling, but nothing could doit

justice. Quitesimply, A Walk Across The Rooftops, their debut

LP, movesthe receptive listener more than any music
should be allowed to.

Thelong-suffering MM staff will testify (vociferously, | shouldn’t wonder)
thatsince thedemotape of thealbum fellinto myhands they’ve had to suffer
my wild enthusingfrom morn till night! But so completely does this music
bewitch themind, so mesmerisingareitsintricacies, thatit becomesa
compulsion. SoifI'mturninginto a Blue Nile bore | plead guilty, sir,and
damn the consequences!

Whoarethis magic band of men whosespellscancapture and entice? How
canTheBlueNile have come from literally nowhere and presume to wield
suchinfluenceoverthe emotions? Whatgameare they playing
andjust whataretheirintentions? Anexplanationis demanded.

Three characterssit beforeme on the wicker couch of abright
andairyhotel bar nearVirgin’s Portobello headquarters. But the
trendybarwithits wall-to-wall mirrors and pot plantsis clearly
nottheir native habitat. Norock’n’roll warriors these, with their
chunkyhand-knitsand tweeds.

Theylook outof placein thesesurroundings, uncomfortable in
thissituationtoo-thisistheir first-everinterview and they're
understandablynervous. They've been travellingupand down »

PAUL RIDER
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PAUL RIDER

PaulBuchanan
(right):“I'm
justastounded
it'stakenoff”

fromtheir native Glasgow quitealotrecently, and that’snot atask that
gives them much pleasureeither.

“We're not cut out forall thiswheelingand dealing; we’d much rather
beat home working,” says Paul Buchanan, themanbehind theamazing
voice,abitabashed at thesuddenattention they’veattracted. “This whole
scenario isvery foreign towhat we're used to.”

Iftheyseem incredulousat theirnewstatusit’s not surprising. The
whole Blue Nile storyis one of coincidence and chance. Not that there’s
anythingaccidental about their music, but behind its publicationliesan
interesting tale.

The threemet at Glasgow University where Buchanan wasstudying
English Lit, Paul Moorewas tacklingelectronicsand fineart (a curious
combination!) and Robert Bell was deeplyembedded inamathematics
course. Aftergraduating they each moved into a professional career,
Mooreasasound engineer for Scottish Television, Bellasafreelance
journalistand Buchanan becomingthe publicrelations manfor the well-
respected 7:84 Theatre Company.

Atthisstage theywereplaying togetherbut theirmusicwas secondary
totheirdaytimecareers. Gradually, though, itbecame more important,
andtheyreleased an excellentsingle called “I Love This Life” initially
through alabel theysetup themselves,
Peppermint Records-later tobe picked up by
theLondon-based RSO label.

“Noonewasmoresurprised thanuswhen
RSO expressed aninterest,” smiles Robert.
“Uptillthen we’'d seenvhat we were doingas
beingquiteaprivatething-releasing thesingle
ourselves wasjust apersonal thing; we never
expectedanythingtocomeofit.

“When RSO pickeditupand westarted
hearingitontheradioit wasquiteunreal. But
that wastheturningpoint; after that wedecided
tothink about writing music in the longterm.

“Our connection with RSO wasabsurd,
though,” says Paul Buchananwryly. “Itwaslike
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“It had been
frustrating
- we had
ideas but not
enough skills”

amail-orderrecord company, we never actually metanyone
fromthelabel; we used to deal with them over the phoneand
bypost!”

Absurd indeed-butbefore the situation could berectified
orbefore the band could reap any benefit from the ripples of
attention thesinglehad attracted, RSO went downthe
plughole, absorbed without traceinto the Polydor corporation.
“That,” grins Robert, “left us somewhat up the creek!”

Butundauntedby thisironicturnoffate, theyfaced the
inevitable decisions. Theycouldeithercontinuein theirjobs,
tackle themusicasa part-time interest and hope thatanother
record company would eventually comealong, orthey could
abandonotherconcernsand concentrate full-timeon
developing their musical prowess. Paul Buchananexplains,
“Wehadavery definite ideasabout the music we wanted to
createandwerealised that it couldn’tbedoneinhalf
meastire, so we quit out jobsand knuckled downtoa whole
year of concentrated rehearsingand demo-ing.

“Weneeded toworknotonly on developingour
musicianshipskillsbut wealso wanted time to work onthe
songs. Uptillthenithad been frustrating- we had ideas but
not enough skill towork them through.

“Thatyearoftoil was gruelling, noneofus had any money,
and Imeananymoney, but it was worth the effort. Wecould
have decided to be more high-profileafter the RSOsingle, to
hassle other record companies on thestrength of it maybe,
butweallknew the timewasn’t right.”

FTERTHIS INTENSIVE period of work, they
Areckoned they’d worked on the songs enough to

warrant goinginto Castlesound Studios, near
Edinburgh, to demoanalbum. Thisis where fate, which had
played tricks on them before, stepped inagain - this time
with more encouraging results. Linn Products, aScottish
company renowned for its high-quality hi-fisystems (no
relation, incidentally, to the reviled LinnDrum) were opening
arecord-cutting plant and asked Castlesound for some tapes
to practise cuttingon. In the pile was the Blue Nile demo.

“Theycontacted us out of the blue and asked usif we'd considersigning
totheirlabel,” says Paul Moore withan incredulous shrugofthe
shoulders. “Theyhad onlyeverreleased specialist-interest stuffup to
then, folkand classical mainly.

“But they were so enthusiasticabout our work and apparentlyso excited
byitthatwedecided to go with them. Theyrereal quality buffs; they
concentrate onimprovingthe quality of thesound and thatappealed tous
aswell. Alsotheyweren’t an overtly commerciallabel,and weknewwe’d
notbehassled intodeadlines and marketing pitchesandall thatstuff.”

SowithLinnbravely backingtheenterprise, The Blue Nile (aname that
Robertjokingly describes as “a desperate attempt to associate with the
exotic”) returned to Castlesound to make thealbum. The unhurried
approach wasagainvitallyimportant.

“Wewanted towalk before wecouldgallop,” Robertexplains. “Wedidn’t
wanttodotheusualkind offirst album. Youknow-one ortwo half-
decentsongsandtherest padding. We wanted to takeitslowlyandhave
aresultworthlisteningto.”

Infact it took five monthstorecord, sixmonths to release after
completion, and with theband havingspentaivholeyearrehearsing the
songs, it’'s takenalmost two years tosurface. The result, thought, is
magnificent. Steve Lillywhiteheardit when
workingatCastlesound with BigCountry, and
described itasthebest debut album ofthe past
fiveyears.

Thesongs, written by Belland Buchanan,
haveagrandeur magnified byintricate
arrangementsand aneloquencecarried by
Paul'sdistinctly personal vocal style.I'rom the
sweeping passionof “Tinseltown In TheRain”
tothehauntingeleganceof“Easter Parade”, the
albumcatchesyouoffguard, itsunashamed
emotional exploration acomfortingfeast for
thebattered senses.

Thediligence ofits productionisevidentin
everynote-even itssilencescarryimport.



Between them the three play guitar, bass, keyboards
andanassortment of percussioninstruments. But, as
theyexplain, “wedon’thaveset musical roles. The
wholeideaistobeas versatileaswecan.”

Ontherecordtheyrejoined by Nigel Thomas (of
TheLondon Philharmonic Orchestra) ondrums,
astringsection, and Calum Malcolm, who
engineered thealbum, onoccasional keyboards.

“Everyonegotvery involved intherecord,” Buchanansays. “Likewith
Nigel it wasn’t aconventionalsessionsituation where he would just play
whathewastold. l{egotinvolvedinthesongsand intheideas—which
wasobviously better for usboth.”

Sowithallthistoil finally behind them, are they pleased with the
reactionto the album?Virgin, through whom Linn havesigneda
distributiondeal, arereally getting theirknickersinatwist overit.
They'vejust been given agolden gooseand theyknowit.

“Isuppose we are pleased,” says Paul, alittlereluctantly perhaps. “The
problemis that wehardly know where weareany more. | mean we've
beenso insularfor the past two years, sosingle-minded in what we were
doing, and nowsuddenlyall we seem to bedoingisrunningabout
shakinghands.”

“When we were doingthealbum wehonestlyweren't thinkingabout
whatthereaction toitmight be,” adds Paul Moore. “Wejust couldn’t think
thatfarahead. We werealot more worried about when we might getsome
sleepthanabout record contracts and publishingdealsandall that.”

Butreluctant asthey may betoenterthe circus, The Blue Nilecan't give
ussuchanenticing masterpiece and then runaway. Such powerful songs
demandsomeexplanation.

“I'mjust astoundedit’staken off,” says Buchanan. “Ifit goeson for
anotheryear I'llbesurprised,” headds with
disarminghonesty. “l mean, we wereall
thinkingofgoing back toourjobsoncethe
LPwas finished. We really don’thave grand
plansfor TheBlueNite. I'mfrightenedbythe
implicationsofwhat'shappening.

Heart-stopping open spaces

With therapid pop beat of thesingle, “Stay”, the
envelopingwarmth of “Tinseltown”, thesparse
balladryof“Easter Parade” and theinventive
shapesof “Heatwave”, “From Rags ToRiches” and
“Automobile Noise”, they explore the formofsound
anditsemotionaleffect. There’sno thought for
personal gainbeyond thesatisfaction of ajob well
done. Buchanan’s voiceis a hypnotic that I defyyou
toresist. Yetit'sgoingtobeafrustratingly longtime before wesee The
Blue Nileplaying-ifever. “We'll probably do anotheralbum before we
even think ofdoinglive work,” explains Robert. They're aware that this
stepisunusual butare clearly determined to follow their owninstincts.
“We've never played live-oh, we messed aboutabit to finance the first
single...” Hewon'treallyclarify except tosay it was “abit offbeat”.

“Thethingis that we'renot knownat all, notevenin Scotland,” says
Paul. “We werewrapped up inour own work when the whole Scottish
‘scene’ waserupting. Noone'sever heard of usand now that we've
finished thisalbum, come out of ourcocoon forawhile, we'requite eager
togetbacktowhatweconsiderisnormal.”

it’sobviousthat The Blue Nilearen'tabout tosubject
themselves to the pressures that asuccessful
record could bring. It’s not even certain that
their splendid records will be successful,
thoughsurelyonlyblind ignorancecould
ignore such delicious music. They
themselvesdon’tseemto mind eitherway-
they've done their partknowingthat they'll
reach the people who matter. Thatinitselfis
arareand wonderfulthing. Helen Fitzgerald e
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THE BLUE NILE

“Idon’twant to have todefine things, to make
itseem asifwe’reconstructinga philosophyto
gowitha‘career’. Wehonestly justwantto
make the kind of music welike,inourown
environment, inourown time. We're not
competitive oroverambitious,and wedon't
wantthat tochange.

“We're just making thekind of records we
wantto hear,” Robertaffirms, gently but firmty
for the benefit of anyone who might have
designsoniheband’s poiential. “Wewant (o
takeour timeand haveagood timedoingit,
that’sall.”

expression rather thancalculated

r )RAWING FROM PERSONAL
designisimportantto this trio of

gentle, stubborn, idealistic men. Theirlyrics
aretinged with sadness, romanticism,
elationand a perception of the passions
oflove that makes otherlove songs pathetic
incomparison.

MM MAY 5

The Blue Nile LINN

Good music can always complement the
mood you're in, but youknow you're onto
somethingreally special when songs can
create and influence these moods of their
own volition. The Blue Nile’s stunning debut
album seduces the emotions aswell as the
senses, andinstead of fighting its effect,
the sensible thing to dois relax and enjoy it.
Seduced initially by the intoxicating width
of the title track, withits heart-stopping
openspaces and sensuous basslines, you'll
recognise straight off that you've hiton a
veinof hedonistic luxury. There's amesmeric
quality in this music that
makes youwant to savour
every track withthe
respectful appreciation of
aconnoisseur. Likeagood
book youdon’t wantitto
end,butwhenitdoes
that thrilling potency
loses nothingin
reputation.
“Tinseltown InThe
Rain" stands out as
the sweetest flavour, lush strings and
adynamic beat formingabackdrop
for the incisive clarity of Paul
Buchanan’svocals. Lesser mortals
have compared his mellow tones to
Tom Waits, John Cale (on“Easter
Parade”)and even Nils Lofgren, but
that's all preposterous nonsense.
Rich and smooth, his tones have no
sharp edges, nounpleasant gravel.

——

The tracks
weave patterns
that leave traces
of spectacular
emotions

His styleis distinctive and these way-out
comparisons are clutching at straws.

The seventracks here are diverse but
never gratingly extreme. There are some
concessions to commercial suss -the single
“Stay”is cleverly attuned to pop sensibility
butstill retains adignity thatis the
backbone of these remarkable songs.

Experimenting with texture is obviously
aBlue Nile fascination, from the sparse
piano/vocal simplicity of the ballad “Easter
Parade” to the more complex constructions
of “Heatwave” and “Tinseltown”. The
authorsare bent on moody intricacy without
beingartificially clever.

Individually, the tracks
weave patterns that leave
traces of spectacular
emotions. Nostalgia,
romance, elation and
reflectionare woveninto
their fabric with
gossamer-fine delicacy.

Their spacious
arrangements are
deceptively fluid. Listen
to “From Rags To Riches” and “Automobile
Noise" (the instrumental version, “Saddle
The Horses”, is the single’s B-side) on
headphonesand you'llsee that their
simplicity is a carefully craftedillusion.

A Walk Across The Rooftops generates
ararefied atmosphere that’s a comfort to
thesoul. if thisisjusta sampler of The Blue
Nile's catalogue, then we're instore fora
whole new chapterin delight. Helen Fitzgerald
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Heaven Up Here, itsaid everythingMacdidn’tlike about the Bunnymen
but didn’t remedy it, never making that crucial transitioninto whathe
thought thegroup shouldbe.

{twasa valuableexorcism and agood record for that, butif Porcupine
wasMacinachrysalis, turningdownrolesin afit of introversion-

“Look what'shappened! Why?” —then Ocean Rainis the re-flowering,
abutterflyborn of optimism, of talentsrediscovered. It says, “Look! This
iswhatcanhappen.

Ineflect, Ocean Rain meansthat Macdoesn't play songsto peopleany
more. Henow plays with songs that play with people. Hiecanalterthe
emphasis, impact, evenimportof the newsongsatwill. It'sasifthey were
createdspecifically tobe performed, written with astrong awareness of
their protagonist.

“I{’sthe difference between dramaand melodrama,” he decides.
“Thisalbum isdramatic without gettinginto the melodramatic ways
that Isuppose we’ve been prone toin the past —although not willingly.”

HE SONGS ON Ocea: Rain can come alive with each unique

interpretation, whereas, he admits, Bunnymen favourites

such as “Over the Wall” and “Rescue” were one-dimensional
and played easily “blindfold”. Deciding this was initiallyasimple
matter of mechanics, butwhen it wasrectified, it led toacathartic
discovery. The Bunnymen were playingtooloud for Mac, too intensely
in block chords instead of chord progressions, in the wrongstructures,
inthe wrongkey.

He wasn't singing, he was straining,and howcould heblame folkslike
me for missingout onhishumour when the wholeauraof the songs was
overwhelmingly, ifunintentionally, self-important?

Porcupinesweated the rock-messiah role out of Mac'ssystem and then
the four Bunnymen tookalong, hard look at themselves and decided to
easeup. Altowing more space allowed more
character. Willgotintothe Violent Femmes, Pete '-, ;
took to brushes, Leswent abit hazy and Mac found
he was nolonger Mr Emotional. He had, in fact, b’ ¥ :
arrivedataplace hecalls“NoAttitude”.

This“NoAttitude” situation evolved instinctively
but, forwantofanythingbetter, hepurloined the
titleand much of thearticulation of its philosophy
from my review of last winter’sBunnyshowsin
Stratford-Upon-Avon. He'sbeen expandingand
expoundingit eversince.

The notion, quitesimply, isthis: ifthe performercompletely
relinquishesall preconceptionsabout how the songshould be delivered
1o the passing whims, desiresand necessities ofthemoment, the
audiencecan’t takeanythingforgranted and, inbeingforced to question
every nuance and gesture, we partakeofastimulatinggame of
interpretation capableof changing moment to moment, night to night.
Inasituation pregnantwith such uncertainty,anythingcould beironic,
asenseof mystery prevailsandinanity assumes the power of enigma.

“Abandlike uswithout asense of mysteryis nothing,” Mac proclaims.

“Lyrically, it workslike this: | have avision of lyrical beauty and1don’t
thinkIneed tosayanythingthat can necessarilymean anythingbig.
Idon’t think I'm particularly clever - Elvis Costelloand Roddy Frameare
cleverand I think they destroythe beauty by working with words from
anideaofwhatthey’resupposedtodo.

‘I mean, in normal conversation somebody cansaysomethingthat,
say,shocks you butisn’t premeditated - that's the only way I canwrite.
Iplace moreimportance on natural intelligence thancleverness,
becausel think clevernessjustleadsyou up somestupidalley.

‘I getalot of criticism for writingin that way, butit’slikecriticisingan
impressionist painter for painting impressionistically. I thinkit’safairly
weird criticism—you canonlycriticise somethingon thelevel thatit’sat,
andifit'’sbadinthatway, thenit'sbad.

“We've always written thesame way; it'sjust that the spectrum of how
we write is that much bigger now. Shakespearewroteinthe same way as
me. Hewrotecomedyand tragedy but the tragedy always had comedy
and thecomedy had tragedy.’

Thisisn’tasdaftasitsounds. What Macissayingis thatart can touchon
truth. Justasthe Bard delighted in confounding convention, so does Mac.
In Hamlet (arole Mac often readily assumes), the princewon’taccept his
partintheold scheme ofthe revenge tragedy and spends most of the play
moaningabout havingtoavengehis father’s
murder. Hisactions (orinactions) don’t makethe
play true, but they dothe nextbest thing, creating
alive friction with the mechanical conventions
andrevealingthemasfalse. Macdoes thesame
in pop. Hewon't preachand won't takeany
responsibility forour interpretation of hissongs.

Ashesingsin “MyKingdom”, one of the more
casually jocular songson Ocean Rain: “You suck
thefoor that kicksyou/Andyou kissthe hand that
hitsyou.”

Fouronthefloor(l-r):
Pete deFreitas, Will
Sergeant,LesPattinson
andlanMcCulloch



I take that to mean hewon’t play thefame game by
anyoneelse’srules. He's notlettingon, obviously,
buthedoesn’tdenyit.

“First ofalland finally, there'sno wayyoucan
recreate true life,and nobodywantsthatinasong
because it would be boring. Greatsongs havealways
gotto have some other inter pretation to them-not
necessarily different, but your own.”

ECHO & THE BUNNYMEN

“Yeah, you'vegot to... especially if you canwalk
around with bad eyesightall your life.” Mac’s
myopic, unfocused stare apparently unnerves
people. “Peoplethink, ‘God, whatareyouon
tonight, Mac?' People used tosay thatwhenl was
13 atschool - ‘Youondrugs?’ Ididn’tknowwhat
drugswere! Bad eyesight—it’s OK!

“No, it'sapityreally,becausel don’twantany

falsecharismaattached tome;ldon’twant
itbydefault.1thinkI'veenough natural

TSTRATFORD, MAC delivered the 7
f 5 lines of “Thorn Of Crowns” with as I -‘ N T charismawithout that."
much passion (“Oh, more, 1 think”) anna t’ry What?Like that prayingmantisdance?

ashedid “Rescue”, one of his more famous

“Oh, that'sjusthowIdance.Ifreak outabit

emotional numbers. They went: “C-c-c and re duce and alot of peoplesay, ‘Hey, your dancing’s

cucumber/C-c-c cabbage/ C-c-c-c-cauliflower.”

great’,butit’snotdancingtome, it's just

What was the audience to make of this? Was h d = articulating bodilywhat1would have done
Mac taking the piss out of passion or what? t e 1Stanc e vocally. Youcandance toanythingifyou

“It'sreally easy without all that weight of

developyourown thing.”

meaningthatgetsattached toitandthatyou b etwe en actin g It'sasmuch acrowd-teaser asacrowd-pleaser.

attach toyourself,” helaughs. “Isit there
sometimes thinking, ‘God, thishasgottobe

“Yeah, that'sfairly deliberate. You haveto
destroyand confirmat the same time. You

J »
about...'and itcan neverbeabout...itcan a.;nd re allty can’tbetrapped withastereotype.John Hurt

neverbeaboutanythingasbigas thebiggest

on Film Nightsaid there’stwovariationsof

thingintheworld, butif you write ‘C-c-c-c-
cucumber',itcould be open toallinterpretations which, added together,
canbeasbigasthat.”

Andoncethe seeds of doubt are sown, the old songs too, sosetin their

ways, sosetin our minds, areripe for reconstruction. It'sarole herelishes.

It’'sacting.

“Ifind myselfin aweird position now that, of all the pop personalities,
I'mtheone that discerning people seem to either make moreof orless of.
I mean, itcanbeenviableand unenviable, butl dorealise theimportance
of my position...Ithink...

“Likealot of ourfansare Big Countryand U2 fansaswell,and I can't
understand why, because to me they rejust whatever anthems they
choosetowriteabout. They associate themselves withanthems they
choose towriteabout. They associate themselves withanthems, but
Idon'tsuitthatroleandI1don’tthink StuartAdamson doeseither.
Y’know, he’snot exactly a Bob Dylan ‘Don’t Follow Leaders’ type, and
yetall these people are needingto attach themselves to thisanthemic
gibberish thatdoesn't meananything.1don’t thinkyou canbe that
sincereabout anthems thatare about stock attitudes.”

“APromise” wasanthemic. “Yeah, butit'salot morefragile than ‘In
ABigCountry’. Tome, ‘A Promise’ wastrue, itwasn’taslogan. There'sthe
difference. With U2 and Big Countrythere’sa needtocollect the mass.
‘InABigCountry’isn’t StuartAdamson, it'’shimonbehalfof amass, but
‘APromise’ was about me, and if it could be interpreted by other people
asrelatingto them, then thataswell.

“I'd rather notslagoffbands, but Iwish they'd slag themselves off a bit.
Imean, wereassessourselves constantly, but to me all these other bands
arejustlooking how torecapturethat great moment they had. We've
never tried to do that. With thisalbum, I think, all I've tried todois
recapture howtowritesongs.”

self-consciousness—beingseen and heard to analyse the
performance in motion - Mac sent reverberations around that
hallin Stratford that, frankly, had many Bunny-fans flummoxed.

“It'sgoodthatI'minterpreted inalot of ways. mean, Bonois Bono,
butldon’twant tobe ‘Mac' McCulloch. I'm Steve McCulloch - that's
important. Thefactis that]haveaparticularvoicethat’s morecredible
than Bono'sor StuartAdamson’s, becauseif singout of tune —which
I have been knownto-itdoesn't matter.

“Dave McCullough [ex-Sounds|, when he reviewed Crocodileswhenit
firstcameout, said, ‘lan McCulloch’s got the voice of the '80sand the
unfortunate thingisthatheknowsit.’

“Well, I have. I have thekind of voice thatlendsitselfto being dramatic
and,onthisalbum,I've wantedtoexpose measavoice morethanonany
otheralbum.On allthe otheralbums, I'dsingwith the reverbonand
bland itoutabit, buton thisit soundslike not the greatest singerin the
world but thevoice,and1 think that's more important.”

Such blatantexposure suggests Mac'slearned tocope with and express
embarrassment of performance.

REALISING THAT PART of the art of great performance is

characteractor-there’sthetypethattakesthe
parttohimand thetypethatgoes tothepart.

Hedescribed himselfas one who goes to the partandIthink that’s what
Iam.It’s the onlyway to retain yourself. Bono and Stuart Adamson let the
partgotothem.

“It'slikesomething Lorrainesaid the other night. Iwas talkingabout
some particularsingerandlsaid, ‘Oh, hesoundsjustlike he’s pretending’,
and shesaid, ‘Well, that’s what singing’s about, isn’tit?’ And it’s true, but
you'vegot tobalanceit out between pretence and honesty.

“Oneof thethings I worry aboutisthat the great modern pop songs
areallactuallyacts. Like ‘She Loves You'-you can'tactually say thatJohn
Lennon's singingabout himself. That’saworry to me because, in that
respect, maybe ‘Karma Chameleon’ is up therealongside it when, from
wherel listen, it’sjusta pile of crap like Olivia Newton-Johnor someone.

“Itryand change the rulesofthatstandard ‘great pop song’ intobeing
abletobereallyemotional;1wanna try and reducethedistance between
actingand reality as much as possible and still create that great pop-ness,
butsofar the gap’s quite bigbetween, say, whatJim Morrison really felt
and his public persona. LouReed wasalot closer.”

Thisattitude worries me. Itsounds as if Mac'slosing patience,
outgrowingthe perimeter of pop'scapability. It can’t contain hisirony
because that's neither whatit’sabout noreven what it wantstobe about.

“ agree totally, but what can 1do? Lyrically I'mfighting alosing battle.
It’sthesameasrapebeingon the increaseand crimeand lack of brain
power. That may sound pompous, likesomethingthe school swot would
say, butit'strue.

“Theattitude today is you've gottabe average, that's the noble thing,
and it’s the most disgustingattitude that prevails throughout the world.
There’sjust somuch scum throughoutevery classin every country,and
I'maccused of beingright-wingand pompous and self-opinionated
becausel thinkthatcertain things matter.”

shouldn'tgivein to easy options, that it should do what it damn
well likes. It was, inevitably, self-produced.

“Ithad tobe, otherwise itwould have been like Shakespeare giving his
playstoaneditor saying, ‘Ponce 'emup abitand make 'em commercial.’
That doesn't work for me. If what you want is to be bigin America, then
Steve Lillywhite or somebody of thatilkis obviously the person, but that’s
justanexcuse for beingsecond-rate.

“Imean, when Bowie went Ziggy, it was annoying. Old-age pensioners
didn'tlike David Bowie, but Boy George isthe OAP’s favourite-that says
alot for the death of pop and yet he’s being hailed as the new pop brigade!
1 knowwhen people interview me they’re expecting metocome up with
some littlecontroversial thingnow and again. Well, Ijust wish there were
afewmore potent people.”

I tellhim that, of the hundreds of interviews I've ever done, only about
halfadozen people had anythingto say.

Heshoots me that wicked smirk: “Who arethe other five?”
SteveSutherland ®

O CEAN RAINIS Mac’s insistence that pop should matter, that it
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ITHAPRESENCE as powerfulasThe

Birthday Party, it’s often temptingto

assigm them their own fictional

personality. | always thought of them

as Wermer Herzog’s most r.otable

saintlyidiot, Kaspar Hauser, who,
raisec in a dark cellar, develuped a way of seeing end thinking
thatwasmost disparate, morealivethan those around himin
theoutside world.

But then, Nick Cave hasbeer even less complimentaryabout
themhimself.
Forhis personainThe BirthdayParty, he began withtheimage
oftheconsumptive hag fromdh=grotesquebirthday party
sequencein Dostoevsky’s
CrimeAnd Punisiment, sitting
inthecornercoughingintoa
handkerchiefand displayingthe
spotstothe assembied company.
Hewasasordidexhibitionist,an
attention-seeker.
Bythelaterdaysoftheband,
hisimage had metamorphosed
intoaslug, whoseartwasits
slime and whose movements
were slow and painful.
Slithering betw=enironyand
tragedy, lastyear I'he Birthday
Partyslugfinallysliceditself
openonthatrazor'sedge, but
instead ofthe unsightly mess
youmight have expected, it left
behind the finestexamplesof
itsartin“The Bac Seed” and
“Mutiny”-two four-track EPs
thatshonethroughthe
amorphous massoftransparent
mediocrityreleasedin 1983. »

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY
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With bothrecords, there's afeelingof somethingintangible, ofaband
reachingwhere they ought not to go- they provokeimagination and
inspirehyperbole. Both aretestamentsof romantic daringand sick
obsessiveness, full of feverishimages of guilt, picturesof murder thatare
simultaneously horrendousand secretlyattractive.

Itwasat thatpointthatitfirstbecameclear that Nick'ssongwritingwas
departingfromevery modeknown torock musicand developinginto
somenew, iridescent form, inturnstrenchantand direct, epicand
overblown. Meanwhile, the band’s musicwas hurlingitselfinto astate of
wild, epilepticdisorder thatseemed tobe driven byastate of frenzy, even
initsmostdangerouslyrestrained moments.

With The Birthday Partyliterally fallingapart - Rowland S 1 ioward
had already goneand Blixa Bargeld from Einstiirzende Neubauten
wasdeputisingonguitar-they made theirgloriousexiton “Mutiny!”,
smashing themselves spectacularly against theirown reflections. And
vetinthemidst of thecrash, Nickcaptured the mood of modern Britain
withanacuteperception that the desperate, depressingworthiness of
aWellercould never have approached.

“Atnight mybody blushed o the whistleofthebirch,” heraved. “With a
littlepractisellearned o use iton myself.”

With thatline, ostensiblyreferring toreligion, heencapsulated the
masochismofanation that seemsto be yieldingany notion of individual
power toa higherauthority. It was astingingcondemnation of asystem
controlled by punishmentand reward -both determined from above.

Itwasarigorous statement of theindividual'srevolt against the
utopiaasanopiumofthe people, areaction againstany dullingagent
oftheimagination. Itended The BirthdayParty in theonly way possible
—violently.

From the wreckage of “Mutiny!”, Cave has now
emerged withasoloLP, Froim Her To Eternity.
Recorded with thequietand underestimated
drumming forceof The Birthday Party’s Mick
Harvey, Blixa Bargeld crushesan unearthly
soundfromaguitarheld together withnails,
Hugo Race (previouslyof Melbourneband Plays
With Marionettes) arhythmguitarbackground
and BarryAdamson’s bass holdsan axissolid
enoughtolink thestrainingelementstogether.
Released from allcontrols, Cave’s songwriting
hasspiralledintoawildand wheelingpoetryof
cruelty, pursuing the most nightmarish strands
of The Birthday Party’s fascinations.

Itbeginswithanassaulton theforbidden
territory of Leonard Cohen’s “Avalanche”, with
Nick athis most supremelyarrogant.In Cohen’s words, he discovers
anattitude that'sremarkably close to hisown philosophy of ugliness as
aplatform forindividuality. “Iamon a pedestal,” comes the grinding
vocal, “Youdid not place me there/ Your laiwsdo not compel ine now to
kneelgrotesqueand bare.” Insuchasettingitcomesasastatement of
messianic self-justification.

Instark contrast, “Cabin Fever” isavivid evocation of chaos with
Caveplaying Charles Laughton’s Captain Bligh ona metaphorical Ship
OfFools,setonablind course for disaster. “Well Of Misery” plumbs
thedepthsofpersonal irresponsibility,
with the narrator usinghisown
dissatisfaction as the meanstomurder
theone-time lover hesees asits cause.
Itsvengefulnessrunsagainstanother
contrastin theself-directed anguish of
“From Her To Eternity”.

Thesecondside, originallyintended
tocomprisethe second partofadouble
EP package, furtherpursues Nick’s
fascination with the American Deep
South, inthestoryof “Saint Huck”, the
corrupted innocent who “tradesin theold
manoftheriver/Forthedirtyold man of the
latrine”. "Wings Off Flies” is the nearest
the LP comestolightrelief, abizarrelittle
joke thathasthelead characterplaying
the oldgame of she-loves-me, she-loves-
me-not, usinginsect wingsinstead of
flower petals. Inevitably, in the lack of
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“My songs
require you to
listen to and
understand
each line”

aninsectwithan odd numberof wings, sheloveshim not. Finally, “Box
For Black Paul” beginsasa WhoKilled Cock Robin-styleelegy for the
destructionof The Birthday Party, and developsintoa hugeand bloated
dirgethat aches with ayearningbeauty, the voice dredgingtheloss o
produce theloneliest sound you've ever heard.

Ofcourseit'snot constructed withoutacertain humour, but even by
thestandards of The Birthday Party, it'sadark varietyindeed - there’s
notalot tolaugh about. It'sa work more contemplative than Marc
Almond’s Torment And Toreros, but one that sharesits total ambition.
From Her To Ereriiityisastatement of romanticirrationalism, stretching
totheverylimits.

ALKTONICK Caveandyou'retalkingto avariety of characters.

Like ]G Ballard, heviews externalreality asasinister novel, and

heseeks to play more parts: theirresponsible artist, the wounded
romantic, the hunched grotesque, the Nietzschean individualist. He
plays with the cartoon personae of Nick Cave in the same manner that
he manipulatestheimages of Elvis Presley or Iggy Pop.

Rightnowhe's playingacharacterveryclose tothe hagdisplaying her
bloodspots, asheindicates the crampedsurroundings of hiscurrent
livingconditions. Look at my squalor!

“Nice,isn'tit?” heaskswithironicrelishasweenter thesingleroomhe
shareswith Blixaand Hugo. At the moment, though, Blixahasfled to
Berlin and Hugo to Oxford, leaving Nick to share theroom with ahandful
of telephone messages, a copy of Moby Dickand a treasured portrait of GI
period Elvis Presley.

Staringfrom thewall, Elvisstandslegs astride, facingforward with
agrin, framed byyellow, peeling Sellotape. Nick stands framed by the
yellow, peeling paint ofthe door thatconnects
tothetinybathroom, longskinnylegsastride,
thetoesof his pointed bootsleaving the floor
tocurlback, pixie-fashion. Thebackof his
blacksatinjacketisturned to reveal “Korea”
embroideredonitinlarge,luridletters.

Herunsnicotine-stained fingers through
the backcombed nest of hair,anamused
glancereflected in thebathroom mirroras
hewatchesthelatest voyeurs stumbling
aroundinsearchofstandingspaceamidst the
dirtylaundry, sniffing the stalesweatof the
artist’'satmosphere.

“lalwaysthinkit’simportant toshow people
whereyoulive,” hecontinues.

Whatwasthatline from the Elvis Costello
song? “This proposition for invasion ofyour privacy! Giveyourself away
and find thetakeinine.” Sowhararethechances that Nick Cave will give
himselfaway? Showusthebleedingheart he delights insettingagainst
theswastika?

Well, first we'd have to perform theimpossibie task of distinguishingjust
whichoneofthe manyfaces on show, both here and elsewhere, precisely
is Nick Cave. WhatCave's critics have often missed is that his artis one of
dramatic fakery, executed withawicked delight in defyingexpectation.

Ofcourse there's the usual Wild Man Of Rock/ThinkingMan Of The
Modern Age dichotomybetween the most
readily recognisable Nick Cave stage
personaand thecalmand contemplative
demeanourofNickCavetheinterviewee.
Buthisgalleryof masks containsless
easily classifiable charactersthanthat
-some borrowed from history, some
from classical fiction, or from the most
hallowed museumsof rock’n’roll.

Inhissongs, fiction mergesintoreality,
the shadow of Raskolnikovmingles with
IHamlet; Cave'sown creations—Gun, King
Ink, The DimLocator-mixwith hybrids
likeSaintuck. Allof them are partly, but
never entirely, Cave himself. His latest
fascinationstaresatusfromthewall.

“I'vejustjoined the Elvis Presley I'an
Club,” hegrins. “They'resendingmesome
more posters;can’timaginel’llgo tomany
of themeetings, though.”



The Preslevinfatuationisreflecied inavocal
inflection at theend of “Box For Black Paul”
Morespecifically there’s thenextsingle,a
versionof “InThe Ghetto” honed downtotones
ofsemi-seriousness from the original scoured
version thatappeared in hiscontributionto
The lmmaculate Consumptives shows

There'sverylitileinitiosuggest thatit's
recorded withanythingotherthanthegreatest
respectand admiration,” hesayswithacertain
bemusement. “llove it becauseit’sasong!'ve
lived with for the last sixmonths—butIcan
imagineaBirthdayParty fan might havesome
difficultyknowingwhat tomake of it.

Aswith mostof Cave’sfascinations, his
interestin Preslevisnotin hisgreatnessbutin
hisdecline, intheartificeratherthan theart.

I'heinfluencethatlget fromanyfictional
character,” hesays, “isfrom theircartoon
selves, the pointatwhich they themselves
becomecliches.nthatsense, allofmyown
charactersarecartoonsof themselves aswell,
inthat theybegin withastock cliche that
peoplecan latchonto, thatwill triggeroffthe
desired initial impression.

Iremember beingderided for comparing
Mark E Smith’'ssongwritingtoa Buster Keaton
sketch, butlstillmaintain that both Smithand
Nick, whobelongtoamutualadmiration
society, take thesamesurrealistic delightin
buildingup expectations toshatter them. But
would hesay that hisartistic progress hasheen
amatterofavoidingbecominga cliche himself?

“No, [wouldsay thatifanything! have done
mybest to embrace beingaclichemyself,” he
argues.“Theway that [ writeand the way that
famasapersonisinvolvedin the useof
aclicheinanenvironmentwhereit
would not usually be found, such that -
thenewsettingrestoresit toitsoriginal oA
potency. You have torememberwhat
aclicheis-whichissomethingthat
was formerly powerful, but through
overuse hasbecomemeaningless. You
canrestoreits meaningby puttingitin
adifferentsetting.”

Musically, From Her To Eternityis
asparsesound, snaggedwithBlixa NickCave:“The
Bargeld's corruption of the blues guitar. Influencalget

3 . o fromany fictional
Asalong-standing friend of Nick’s, \ characterisfrom

ix ) i -~ & e i v theircartoonselves”
et INSEHIEGEAK
. ,

inaccord withCave's “search fora would if youdecided tovisitthe toiletinthe
simpler, more directly violent” formof 14 | |he Wa finalscenesof Taxi Driverand expectto know
expression, butbecause asanon-musicianhe = , & what thefilmisabout.
likeKasparllauser-isincapableofseeing . As he proclaims, he hasabandonedany
thingsinaconventional manner. I aln 181 |Ot careerist notions that he mightat onetime
“Asfaras]canworkout, Blixacan'tactually haveentertained. It'sa braveattempt toescape
blay theguitarin theconventional format the tyrannies ofcommercial punishmentand
ol uthe < ue to the ' |
all, but he hassome method of tuning the reward, whichhasitsrootsinhisphilosophy
instrument that can produce the most oftheindividual.

amazingnoiseswithoutthe useofanyeftects lnfluenc e Of “Iwouldlike toescape definingmyown

whatsoever. Hewould regard using footpedals realityintermsof punishmentandreward, in
orwhateverasahopelessly middle-class, preference to what I consider tobegoodandbad.

public-schoolformof playing. I | ly I) a,rents Thoselinesin ‘Mutiny’, referringto punishment

Where the musicissimpleanddirect, though, andreward, wereintended to point the tfingerat

thelyrics havedeveloped toanew formof religion, and why people believedinthe
complexity. Theimages are directand violent, but there'salways conventional conceptsofgood and baa, which are based ongreed and fear.
something deeperand darkerthanthesurfaceindicates. It makesa “'mveryinterested in discoveringsomethingwithinmyselfthatisnot 5
demandon thelistener that Nick describeswith atypical arrogance. affected by other forces. I have verystrongfeelings that the way lamis not 3
‘[seeitinsamethewayasatight, tensedramain thecinema-mysongs duetotheinfluenceof myparentsor the environment thatIwasbrought £
require vou tolisten to thestoryline from beginningtoend, tolistento upin-any externalfactorsare basically quite superficial. Fwould like =
and understand eachline. Otherwiseyou getlost in the samevayasyou toconsider myself totallyalone and above those influences, whichisto » £
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do with developingacharacterthatissufficientlystrong not tobe
influenced by thevay thatother people think, but to develop amoral
codethatisnotunder theinfluence of ordinarylawsand religiouslaws
andbeable toliveunder thatithoutanaggingconscience.

“Ihave waysofthinking philosophicallythat are notalways soeasy o
putinto practice; themainonebeingthatthelaws thatare madeupto
governeverybodyshouldn’tapply tome. Theyshouldn’tapply to
anybody, but not everybody has thebeliefin themselves torealise that
thevaredifferent.”

['samannerofthinkingthat willbe familiar toanyone who has
read Dostoevsky’s CrimeAnd Punishiment.
Raskolnikov, thecharacter whose face Cave is
assuminghere, isunder thebelief that thereare
moral absolutesof good and evil that transcend
thelaw. To be trulygreat, hereasons, a person
should be capableofcommittingmurderinthe
causeofgood -likeNapoleon. In theend
Raskolnikovisstrangled by the very “nagging
conscience” that Caverefers to.

Murder, of course, loomslargein Cave’s
schemeofthings: in “Well Of Misery” and
“Black Paul” and back to “She's Hit”, “Gold
Blade”, or moststrikinglyin “Sonny’s Burning”,
whereaguiltyaestheticis drawn from the
comparison ofaburningbodyto “a bright
eroticstar’.

“My particularsongsare fairly harmlessvehicles for expressingihat
Imightentertainwithinmymind,” heargues, assumingtheroleof
irresponsible artist, “ormightfind it desirable or interesting to do, were
itnot for the obviouslyimpractical lengths you would have togo 1o to
committhesethings. Thethingsthatlriteaboutarethingsthat,
outside of theobviousdifficulties, Iwwouldlike to witness.

“Iwouldn’t writeaboutthesethingsif1didn't feel someattraction
towardsthem.Idon’tdwellon these themesin order to be controversial.
Thereare thingsthatI dofor thosereasons, but theyrevery deliberate
andobvious things thataremakingacommenton theideaof being
controversial, and howridiculousand shallowsuch awayoflifeis.”

Youmean thevacuity of the good old-fashioned shock value?

“Well... for puttingthis age-old bone of contention the swastika, using
thisasasymbolandassociatingyourselfiithit, never havel considered
what theinference of havingthis particular symbolis; ratherit has
alwaysconstituted partofmysense ofhumourasregardswhatis
controversialand whatisn't. It's still tempting for me to use that
particular device.

“Inthe caseoftheswastika, I'vealwaysuseditin the most deliberately
moronic fashion.I'llalsodo thatin the writing, by insertingaline thatis
deliberatelyshockingorirresponsible. It's findingthosesymbolsand
thoughtsthatare far more shockingin
certainenvironmentsthanthey arein
others. AsI'vesaid, certainclichesin
theright contextcanstillbe reasonably
effective. Theswastika, asI've used it, is
effective-I'vealsouseditincontexts
thatcertain people that| find totally
intolerableill be repulsed by.”

Nick'sirresponsibility takes him
totheedgesof thoughts that may
beburied in themost self-consciously
moralofminds. It mayalsobe
argued thatittakeshimtotheedge
ofwhatmight beconventionally
definedassanity.

“Ithink that mightbeafairly extreme
way ofsayingsomethingthat might be
true, but-forwantofabetter word-it's
acontroversialway of sayingit...

“Ifindithardto talkabout thingslike
thisbecausel'mawareof theway thatl
would previously have thought of them.
I'mveryconscious of my thought
developingindirectionsthat1would
previously have thought ofasfunny,
somethingtotovaroundwith.”

LLOYD COLE

DOWN IN 1
THE SEWE
A FUNERAL IS SWINGING!
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“Certain
clichesin the
right context

can still be
effective”

What doyoumean specifically by that?

“Well... it'sdifficultto talkabout it specifically, but... whenl wrote ‘Deep
InThe Woods', which I considerafairly pompous and overblownsong,
Iwasdealingwithasubject that! felt uncomfortable about dealingwith
and Iwasnervousabout showing that to thegroup. I felt they would think
itwastoounreasonable, ortoooverthe top, toproduceanodetoa
murdered woman, aseverely murdered woman. Now I find ithard not to
writeaboutthingslike that,because theimagery excites meinaway that
theimages of religion excited me.

“Eveninthatsense, ] had never thoughtoftossingoverin mymindthe
worthofreligion, lalways assumed thatit was
ablindalleyand notworth thinkingabout,
althoughlIplunderedit foritsimagery. These
dayslfind myself more and more considering
itasaviablealternative. IfI thoughtanything
washeadingtowardsinsanityitwould have
been tostart feelingreligiousaboutthings.”

Soyounowfind the beliefin God areasonable
alternative?

“Well, I cansay now, quitefirmly, thatI do
believein God.Notthat | believein the Bible or
Christianity, butamoreconvenientword to
expresssomethingthat predesiinesihatweare
tobewhen weareborn, some force that made
medifferent fromother people, in termsofhat
weare talkingabout, about theindividual;some
coreinsidemyself,impenetrabletoanyoneelse and unableto be affected
bvanybodyelse. I'm not talkingaboutan old man with abeard, or about
retribution, thatafter thislife something willhappen to me, that I'm
really goingtogotoheavenifI'magoodboyorhellifI'mbad. It'sjustsome
force that mayaswell be called God asanythingelse.

“Isthatascoop?”

Isitintended tobe?

“No, notatall, it's notaswastika.

STHE CONVERSATION continuesin alocal pub, an old man
leans across toour table, and fixes Nick with astare. “You'rean
arrogantfellow,” he accuses.

“I'vegotaright tobe, I'mafamous person,” Nick replies, “I'vejust done a
Europeantour.”

“Ohyeah,what’syourname?”

“I'm Napoleon,” answers Nick, withatwinkle.

Yes, theroleof theirresponsibleartist as provocateur, asenemy ofthe
tidy world ofliberal moralists, has been in existence for some time now,
longenough nowto qualify forclichestatus.

Allthesame, someof usare grateful that therich tapestry ofrock’nroll
hasbeensplattered with the pusand gore of The Velvet Undergrounds, the
IggvPops, the Foetuses, the Marc
Almondsand the Nick Caves, figureswho
willplaywith fire and seek toscorch the
glossy package of the shiny pop fantasy.

Nick Caveisanardentirrationalist,
toocomplexacreatureto plodthe
straightlineof theliberal path. I1is
images-in conversationasin his
songwriting—-areaperpetual
provocation contrived to throweven
hisadmirersintoastateofcrisis.

irrationalismas the ultimate

principleofinfinity inourart,
theindissoluble, the homesickness,
the yearning for meaning in madness. .
Thecontinuation of life by other means,
including the issues of guilt, cerernonies
ofexpunging guilt, thework of inourning
as the reflection of this loneliness of
infinity. At its start suffering; and at its
end morality.” - Hans-Jurgen Syberberg,
from theintroductionto Iitler: A Film
From Germany
Do Watson ®

< I WOULD LIKE TOdefine this



November9,1984:
NickCave andBad
SeedsbassistBarry
Adamsononstage

atthe Meervaart

Theatre, Amsterdam |~ .
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Autwmnal:Bruce
Sgrimgsteemenhis
BornflaThe J5A
TourFhi'sssphia,
Sept=mber1=gy

ALBUMS

Bruce Springsteen
Borm ba The U84 cas

Allover Bruce Springsteen'’s
America, thelights are goingout,
inthe bars, inthe factories,inthe
frame houses. On BornIn The
USA,Springsteenis older, even
more claustrophobic and
increasingly desperate.

It seems astonishing that
Springsteen’s morbid obsessions
- prison, busted marriages and
the futility of good times - should
have made himsuch alegendin
the American heartlands. The
man’s a walking museum piece,
conceived andformedinthe
primeval daysbefore MTV, still
adhering to the simple, robust
formulae of the rock'n’roll music
he grew up with.He hasmore in
commonwith Henry Fondathan
with Boy George.

Armedonly with some corroded
blue-collar dreamscapes (Blue
Collardirector Paul Schrader
getsathank-you on the sleeve,
coincidentally) and the mighty

76 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

REVIEW

E StreetBand, Bruce

hasforgeda collection

of songs here that ranks

with anything he's done, and
indeed Born/n The USA mightbe
his bestrecord. Nevertheless,
thelast mythic rocker paints
pictures of unremitting gloom.

| find this rather odd.

With successive releases,
Springsteen’s version of “rock”
has moved further and further
from any remaining vestiges
of whatit might
feelliketobe
adelinquent
underage
beer-drinker.
Thestately,
ponderousbut
devastatingly
powerful
E Street
contingent
haverefined
the primitive
rock beast
remorselessly, to
the point where
ithas become

aform of classical
music, complete
withitsownrange
of referencesand
allusions. Except,
instead of being
acelebrationand
ayellof defiance,
Springsteenhas
turneditintoa
death-knell for
thingsonce
helddear.
“Wejustsit
around talking
about the old times/
She says whenshe
feelslikecrying
she starts laughing
thinking about/
Glorydays...”
(“Glory Days’).
Thereisasortof
doleful poetryin
Springsteen’s
Rockwell-bleak
scenarios, not
always apparent
fromreadingthe
lyricsheet,and an
undercurrent of
bitter pride running
through his plain
man's narratives.
By the end of Side
Two, though, you
beginto wonder
why the guy
doesn'tjust
string himself
upandhave
done withit.
If youwereto
boil downthe
subject matter
of BornInThe
USA,you'dendup
with death, either literal
or metaphorical. Dead
relationships, ruined lives, dead-
endjobsanddeadpeople. The
fifth word Springsteen sings on
therecordis “dead”. The opener,
the title track, blasts off with
Bruce accompanied by funereal
snaredrum. It's a veteran lament

(“Had a brother at Khe Sanh

| fighting offthe Viet Cong/

They're still there, he's all gone™), |
asaga of aman whochose the

army over prison and ended up
with nothing. Springsteen sings

it like awoundedbull, while the
band sound like an avalanche.

Amongthe toweringrock
structures, youcan detect some
explicit quotes fromtime to time

| -there’sthe Spector-meets-
Motown throb of “Bobby Jean”,
the Cochran/Holly twang of
“Working On The Highway”
andthe Dylanish “No Surrender”.

| Notforgetting the unpleasant
similarity between “Dancing In
The Dark” and New Musik’s
“Living By Numbers”, an
unfortunate coincidence. |

It's the earthy comradeship
between Springsteenand his
group which prevents this from

| beinga cultural suicide note.

| Ontheinnersleeve the band
are pictured inmonochrome in
ashadowy unfinished house, so
de-glamorised that Clarence
Clemonslookslike a plumber,

‘ while therest could be detectives
fromthe 38th Precinct. Age has
withered them, but they endure.

It's not quite as natural as it
looks, of course. The very format
of this music demands a certain
melodrama, andina songlike the
nostalgic “My Home Town” you
might spot the kind of working-
class attitudes suggested
cosmeticallyin Silkwood, and
inthe last verse, the kind of
bittersweet relationship
marketed so successfullyin
Terms Of Endearment.

To that extent, this musicis
working-man's soap opera, hard
facts squeezedintoformulae and | |
consequently rubbing shoulder |
with cliche. “My Hometown”,
for example, manages to cram
racial violence, unemployment
andapproaching middle age
tidily into four-and-a-half
minutes, while Bruce never tires
of using penal servitude as the
core of asong. “Made it, Ma- top
of thecharts...”

But despite the
familiarity of

' themesandforms,

BorninThe USA

makes astandin

the teeth of history
andstirsafew
unfashionable
emotions. You

may prefer your

entertainmenta

trifle less autumnal, |
but then again,

it's not just ‘

entertainment. \

Adam Sweeting,

MM July 28 \




The Cure

FICTION

Trying to get to the bottom of
The Topisabitlike trying to
decide whether ahappy lunatic
would be better off sane. It's silly
and sinister, like Syd Barrett. It's
selfish, irresponsible, perfectly
amoral and completely
incompatible with anythingelse
happening now, orindeed,
anything that’s probably ever
happened. It's playing practical
jokes where the victim dies. It's
Vincent Price in Theatre Of Blood
-plotting, delighting to saw the
head off another nice song.

Inaway,it’sas carefree and
cocky as The Beatles' “White
Album”, but it never sounds
wilfully disorganised. Its logic
is strict, just unhinged that's all.
We shudder but sympathise,
giggling. The Topispsychedelia
thatcan'tbe dated, the sounds
and shapes of somebody
revellingin anidentity crisis.
It'sa pose on purpose, as
preposterous asitwantstobe.
There'sno way | could criticise it
evenif | wanted to, becauseit
didn'tsetouttodoor prove
anything, soit couldn't fall short,
now couldit? It recognises no
values butits ownexistence;
norules, no precedents,no
preconceptions, nothing. The
Topisperfectfreedom.

I've yet to meet anyone who can
tellme why The Cure are having
hits just now of all times - it's one
of those brilliant things that
confounds allthose theories
about only clones of clones
surviving. Have we discovered
something in Smith's busy
lethargy (two bands and still
dreaming all day!), andif so, in
heaven's name what? Or has
Smith uncovered some twitching
nerve near our funny bone that
reactsinstinctively to his
whimsicaltortures? Whatever's
goingon, Smith's kept his sulk to
himself and done whatall the
Wellers have been bleatingon
about; he's escaped his past and
wriggled out of the cul-de-sac
that we knew and loved to death

as The Cure.
He's stomached
the violent
monotony of
the wretched
Pornography
andthrownitall
up.Hedoesn't
carewhatwe
think any more
-he'snotthe
guitar heroin
black with a
head stuffed
with Camus, but
he couldbe next
Wednesdayifhe feltlikeit.He
justdoesn’tgivetwo hoots, he
howls when he wants to.

There's not astraitjacket
designed by the critical canon
that couldrestrain The Top. It
couldbe ajoke or anything.
Smith's voiceis all over the place,
play-acting, mock passionate,
whining, daft as Steve Harley,
devious as Devoto. Where his
head'sat’s something else. Most
of the lyrics on The Top - “Dust
my lemonlies”..."Oh, I should feel
like apolar bear”...“Shapesinthe
drink like Christ” - sound like
video cues to egg on Tim Pope to
weirder excesses. They circle
their subjectslike vultures,
swoopingto peck at some sense,
squabbling over morsels, then
flutteringaway again, glutted
with their ownbeing.Everyline
on The Top is asonginitself.

Coulditbe drugs? “The Wailing
Wall” could be an acid tripin
Israel. Coulditbe the Banshees?
The Top itself worms around
similar tunnels. Could Smith be
ahippy? “DressingUp”isa
gorgeous acoustic ditty yawning
and stretching like vintage String
Band. Could it be cunning? Oh,
very. Justas “Love Cats" teased
cocktail jazz like a cat with a
moth, so there are cluesin
The Top of Smith's inspiration.
The flutey feedback of
“Wailing Wall” is Hendrix's
“If Six Were Nine"; the “Give
Me lt" vocals echo Nick Cave's
“Mutiny InHeaven”. Smith's
agreat taxidermist.

Still, attempting to account for
The Topisliketryingto account
forsomeone’s dreams; youadd
up allthereactions and reasons
and there's still something
missing. The more | think
aboutit,the more |
reckon either Smith's
gone mad or we

-
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Kajagoogoo

¥ sansLimahl:
“pathetically
tameandmeek”

B SNGLE T

REVIEW

SINGLES - so caringlyand
. 1984 — confidently
Kajagoogoo ’ \ deliveredthat|
rushed out and
EMI

If hearts of goild made
greatgroups,then'msurethe
Kajachapswouldbe up there
with the best. Butas youwell
know, the devil has all the best
bands and Kajagoogoo try very
hard and achieve verylittle. For
all their attempts at providing
avigorous funky base for their
well-scrubbed pop, the sound
is pathetically tame and meek,
while the limitations of Nick
Beggs'little-boy-lost voice are
painfully evident.He tries to
compensate by plunging into
falsetto at every available
opportunity, but Frank Ifield
yodels much better. MMAprag

Bruce Springsteen
CBS

Great commotionin the office
with rumours of a new Brucie
single. Well, sorry to disappoint
you, Mr Sweeting, but this
missive fromthe hero’'s camp
is frankly aload of old twaddle.
It sounds more like Meat Loaf
on an off day than the mighty
Springsteenat his best. A
flat-footed beat carriesno
momentum, and the vocals
sound like the death throes of
astrangled wino.| meanis this
retrogressive or what? File
alongside Johnny Cougar and
let's forgetit. MM,May19

Modern Romance
RCA

This lot seem to date back tothe
Eisenhower era, and possibly
have atie-in with Bravington
engagementrings. They are
very good at it, though. “Sucha
lucky guy...soonwe'llbe
marriedandraise a
familee... two
children,maybe

have. Maybe three...every
:oth? th}: r;(ight onmy
nows? Who nees/
cares? Loveit! pray.” Thisis
Steve Sutherland, Doris Day
MMMays material, but
EN
BRUCE SPRINGSTEE

; E DAR
DANCING IN ™

P

O Pk A Yo T

bought a packet-of-

three. The orchestration
sways along seductively, with
dabs of falsetto and wafts of
string. Very romantic, but could
form plaque. MM, Mays

Everything But The Girl

BLANCOYNEGRO

Reminiscent of those old Getz-
Gilberto-banked-downbossa
novas, thisis gently pleasant.
Tracey Thorn's vocalis pitched
low and confidential, but

the number only achieves
memorability with the entry

of Dick Pearce's flugelhorn.
Pretty playing, humdrum song.
MMMays

Jason And The Scorchers

EMIAMERICA

Sadstoriesof the
death of rock’n’
rollabound,

but havelittle
bearingon

the saga of
Jason and his
Scorchers.
Soundinglike
something they may "'\ g
once have tested at e
Edwards Air Force Base;

the Scorchers are
incandescent like asilver
streamliner. “To live outside
the law, youmust be honest...
darlin}” snarls Jason, lashing
his Palomino with his Stetson
andatonce converting one of
Bob Dylan's finest bons mots
from drugged warinessinto
bluntinstrument. In the midst
of a guitar comeback, the
Scorchers clock in with an
unprecedented number of
points- thishas guitars
absolutely everywhere,
ripping, tearing and burning.
The Scorchers appeartobe
unhinged Tennessee rednecks,
so the public are urges not to
“have ago” unless fully tanked
onRebel Yell. MMMay12
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“Ralding't
Oth century”

A black group? Not a group at all? — the music/
information wing of Trevor Horn’s ZTT, home of Frankie — are
explaining nothing. “‘In America,” says ZTT board member Paul
Morley, “it’s just a noise — and they responded to it naturally.”

T e — e o
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UESTION: [FTREVOR Horn isthe heart of The Avt Of % =

Noise, who are the nose, ears, brain, ne OWS,

legsand big toes? Answer: J] Jeczalik, Gary Langan’

and AnnDudley, the production teamwho worked

with Trevor Hornon Malcolm McLaren’s Duck Rock.

TheArtOfNoise wereresponsiblefor the opening

shotinthe ZangTumbTuumlabel'scampaignofaction:a
voluptuous and frequently vociferous offering thatsimultaneously
(a) avoided thesingle/12-inchsingle/album format, (b)instituteda
re-ordering of sound quiteunlike anyother, and (c) reachedNo I in
theUSdancecharts.

InEngland some would callitacrockof crap, but me, likedit.
Severalmonths afteritsinception, “IntoBattle” anditsrecent
sibling “Beatbox” stand as two of the most appealing visionary
recordsofthe past sixmonths. Abom-bomdancebeat fabricated
from the human veice, carignition motors performing
paradiddles, blown across milk bottles (asonataofsour cream?)
and thescarcely noticed incidents of domesticlife became part
of pop, thefabricofanewrock’n'roll... oryoucould point tothe
funkandsayitwas soul.

Who cares? Whatthemusicisdoesn’t matter somuchaswhat the
musicisn’t. There is always ajoy to be had from the uncovering of
the new, theglimpse oftheunseen, and while TheArt Of Noise, like
most developmentsin popular music,donotspringfromnothing, »

TONY BARRATT
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One oftheenigmatic

blicity shots -takenat
BirlingGap,between
BrightonandNewhaven in
EastSussex-accompanying
therelease ofthe second
AONsingle, “Close(ToThe
Edit)",inMay1984
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it'stheirfresh way of dealingwith
materials,ideasand evencliches
we already know backwards from
someothercontext that givesthem
their dynamicthrust.

AON toywith sounds, tossthem back
andforthacrossthestudio, indulge
themselvesin thewondersof studio
technology for the puresake of
discovery.It'samusic that takesitself
seriouslyand wearsasmileat thesame
time, wandering through the blurred
border regionsbetween parodyand
tribute to throw forward anintriguing
senseof ambiguity.

AlbertGoldmanhadanastute
insightinto theworkingsofinnovationinpop
culture when he wrote the followingabout the
earlySun-period Elvis Presley: “Duringthese
yearsheused histalentto createa music that
wasessentially playfuland parodic.
Approachingthe popsonginthisspirit, he
established the basicaesthetic forrock'nroll.
Rockis notsimplyanamalgam ofblues, country
pop, etc. Thisisto defineit byitssourcesand
substances instead of its soul. The music's
essenceliesinitsattitude.

“Theattitude first comestoexpressionin
Elvis, theninLittle Richard,and thenin The
Beatles. All of thesesingersareat bottom
parodists. They assume theidentity provided
byaparticularstyle; then, working behind thismask, they achieve the
exhilarating freedom of the ventriloguist talking through hiszany
dummy. Inevitably theytend towardsfalsettoand caricature... The
important thingistorecognise that theroot of rock isthe put-onand
thetake-off.”

InSarm West, the West London recordingstudio owned by Trevor Horn
and hiswife/business partnerJill Sinclair, appointed presshandler Paul
Morley leansforward toconsider the words. To ensure objectivityhe
hasn’t been told whowrote them orwho theyareabout. He's simply been
asked iftheycould fruitfullybeappliedto the AON.

“Yeah, 'd certainlyagree with the put-on and the take-offbit. That’s
beenaveryimportantelementof whatwedoin thisbluebuilding.
Parody... yousee, people alwaysaccuse what we doof beingserious. This
isadistinctionItrytomake. I never quite pullitoff, but those people who
accuseyouof beingserioussimplybecause you tryand doitwithan
attention to detailand try todo it well, they're usually people that do
thingssoseriously, they’reso inhibited and rigid.

“The people who accuseyouof beingintellectualare usually the ones
whoaretakingyouseriously and don't seewhat you'retryingtodo is put-
onandtake-off. And there’sacertain thingopposedto theword ‘art’or
the word 'intelligent’. It's strange, actually, because from intelligence
surelywillcomeall theradicalismandallthe discoveryandinnovation
peoplealwaysseem tobethirstingforintheirwhiningabout blandness.”

Thisis not tobe the usual “band interview”, asthe presence of Morley
obviouslysignifies. Jeczalik turns up towards the end, butby then the
most interestingground'salready been covered. Farfromreflecting
someawkwardnessorcasual perversity, the AON’s “anonymous’
imageisadeliberately plannedstyleof presentation. Thestyleof their
photographs (no faces shown, often nobodies shown) mirrorsaprofile
kept carefullyin the shadows.

Morley, former petenfantterrible on the NMEand nowamember of the
ZTTboard, assumes therole of thinker,schemer. If Hornis the heart of
The Art Of Noise, Morley's the dreamer. Asawriter whose prose finally
degeneratedintoatediously obscureform of self-indulgence, it's
interesting tofind thatin person he'slucidanddirect. He virtually
interviews himself, gabbling through hisideasat afuriousnumberof
words per minute.

“There’s a
certain thing
opposed to the
word ‘art’ or
‘intelligent

INTO
BATTLE

WITH THE

ART OF
NOISE

The Art Of Noise came together
duringthetimewhenMcLaren
wasn'tin thestudio for the recording

gt of Duck Rock, heexplains. Horn,
BEAT 60K FFairlight operator Jeczalik, engineer

RMY NO g a
e Langanand classically trained

MOWERTS A LOVE musician Dudley would messaround
e RMOUS inthestudio,comeupwith odd
COMES ARD GOES combinationsofsound.
f [LRT ]
“Andthen, becausewewantedto
developtheunit, thefifth part

became... notnecessarily me,butthe
record label,in away. They became
the frameso that the AON didn'’t
become ananonymous, nonsensical
thing.Instead of McLarenitwasZTT
whogaveitshape and content.

“lhated thestereotypical notionof the
popgroup, andwhat we'vetried todowith
everythingwe'vesigned—thoughitwasn't
soobviouswith I'rankie—wasaunit of
communication that wasn’t ‘the pop group’
or‘therock group’, because itseemed the
veryformat wasstiflingthe amount of
creativityorinventionthatcould come
through. Sothe AON wasset upasakind of
innovativeideato thegroup.

“Atthe moment there’sademand for the
instant hit—Nik Kershaw, Sade, Fiction Factory,
it'sall‘Gottahaveahit’-and weputthemona
thingcalled ‘The Incidental Series’, as opposed
toour ‘Action Series’, which was mainstream tocompeteinthecharts
withtheSpandausand Nik Kershaws, because wewanted to tryand
generate the kind of patience there used to be onceupon atime wherea
record label wasinterested enough inthe musicofthe group, asbanalas
that sounds—toencourage themtofind out themselves. So we wanted to
seehow patient wecould be, how far we could take it without people
actually knowing what wasgoingon. In England, especially, people got
veryself-consciousabout that.”

Isthis because people have been conditioned to bespoon-fed?

“Theyarebeingspoon-fed, and that’swhy they respond with complete
batflement toAON, ifatall. The responsein England was classic
indifference. That was (uite enjoyable tooneextent, becauseit wasavery
interesting musicand people who'dbeen decryingtheblandness of last
year, when somethingdid comealongthat wastryingto experimentinan
accessible sense —asopposed toanonsensical German messingaround
with noise-there wascompleteindifference toit.”

Was itanygreatsurprisethat the record had been so well received
inAmerica?

“No,inawayitwasinevitable, simplybecause there’sa naturalness
there that we don’t have here any more; ie, theydidn't wonder why it was
done, whatlabel it was on, what it meant—forthemit wasjustanoise, and
theyresponded toitnaturally. InAmerica, New York especially, AON are
thoughtofasbeingablackgroup, and that'sinteresting as well. Whereas
overherethe Fuce/i-Dtrendsetterswere actuallyrespondingtosub-
standard AON music, but that wastrendy.”

Morley speaks of “dredgingup” the European traditionand applying
itto“a popcontext”. Perhapsthisisn'tsosurprising; thestyleolZ1T’s
press handouts and sleevenotesis obviously inspired by theltalian
futuristmanifestos, and've always suspected he'd defend the more
outrageous excessesof his pickled prosewith reterences to theabsurdism
and desiretoshock of the dadaists. Aninklingthat turnsout tobenotso
farfromthe truth.

The European-ness of ZTT's Propagandais obvious, the Teutonic
flavourof their “DrMabuse” underlined by the echoes of German
expressionismin thevideo. But whatabout AON?

“Inaway, theyareraidingthe 20th century, intermsofitbeingan
incrediblecenturyintermsofwhat’shappened, in termsofdiscovery,
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go Lynden Barber's art-strings as he meets
pop cryptographers ART OF NOISE.

Loud photography by Tony Barratt
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andcombat, thefuryofthecentury, the tension ofit. Rock groups just
seemtoborrow fromwithinaveryspecific era for theirstuff, soit gets
weaker and weaker until it just disappears into a puffof Howard Jones.

“WhatIwanted to dowas toreconnect to that timein the 1910sand the
1920s of surrealism and dadaism and futurism thatjust seemed to be
completely lost—the warjust destroyedit. To me, there was agreat sense
ofplaygoingonthere, and also provocation, and| felt that rock inits
knowntypes of provocation had died adeath. Punk wasthelast kick of
provocation withinrock. Solwanted to dredge up some of thisidea of
playand applyittothis context.

“Sothat'sthe European tradition I'm talkingabout, that sense of classic
idealsand verymuchasenseofcomedy, in fact, ZT Tisa very funnylabel.
Notmany people get the jokebutinfactitis, it's meant to be hilarious.
Those thatdoget the joke haveagood laff, because it's meant to be funny.
Trevor Hornisa master comedian, y’know.

“Becauseofcertain aspectsof our post-Factory presentation, or
whateveryou want to callit, peoplethinkit’sover-intellectual, too
serious; ‘ArtAttack’, assome teenybop mags have called it. What it
usually isissimple intelligence, simple creative energy. It'salways
misinterpreted assomethingasdullasart.”

I'dgobeyond characterising the AON as European to see themas part
ofacurrent processof internationalism of music that transcends not just
statelinesbutalso crosses the Atlantic, ablurring of boundaries to form
amusic thatowesallegiance to nosingle nation or narrowlydefined
cultural tradition.

Thatin New York “Into Battle” isseen aspartofelectrofunk is
instructive, for the electro/hip hop sceneisaship adriftoninternational
waters. Recorded mostly in New York, its sources are primarily black
Americanvocal traditions and Germanelectronic music. But Kraftwerk
drawon funkrhythms from black Americaandrepetitive patterns
inspired by the systems composers, themselves
fired by the music of the Third World.

It’snot atall surprising that New Order should
record with Arthur Baker, or that the most belly-
rumblingelectrorecord aroundshould bea
collaboration between German punks Die
Toten Hosen and New York rapper Freddy Love.
Neither should itcome asashock that aBritish
record should provide the model for the latest
Bill Laswell project. Matrixis essentially
Laswell'sanswertothe AON, evenborrowing
the 12-inch/45rpm format of “Into Battle”.
Maybe the onlysurprising thingisthat, given
theextentofthe internationalisation of the
world’s economy, music scenes have previously
beenso parochial.

“Whatlfind interestingabout AON,” says Morley, “is that it fulfilsa
certainplan-thatin Europe they re acknowledged asan avant-garde
group, likeKing Crimson maybe, and in New York they're acknowledged
asadancegroup.I mean, theonlyareawhere they're completelvignored
isEngland. ButIfinditinteresting that the Europeans haveresponded to
acertain partofit-maybethecut-up technique of Faust, orsomething,
orthesheerbombastic-ness of Van Der Graaf Generator that occasionally
creepsin,andin New York people just respond to thedance feel.”

HATIFIND interestingand, curiously, paradoxical about

Morley’s despair at the self-consciousness of response in

Britain s the very self-consciousness with which he speaks
of AON and its place within ZTT, the self-consciousness of its
presentation and style. He admits that part of his motivation is to get
people “puzzled”, to present “achallenge”. Given Morley's

imaginatively-thought-out propaganda offensive, it’s easy o
to assume thatasimilarself-consciousnesswas at work a4 ., qera® %

in the studio. But when I comment that “Beatbox”
seemed to have added quite deliberate references to

“Rock in its
known types
of provocation
had died
a death”

THE ART OF NOISE

Theydon'tcareabout whatitmeansorwhatitisoranytrend oranything,
sothatintroducesaninterestingfreshnesstoit.”

Whatcomesacross with greatstrength from the AON is the sense of
breeziness, of curiosity. Some of thegreatest music arises not froma
pre-planned scheme orgenius-like vision, but from the natural instinct
ofinquisitiveness. [say “natural”, but frequently wonderifeverybody
possesses this quality, often getdisappointed and annoyed when people
aregiven theresourcesto produce a brain-teasing music and then fail to
use them, oreven begin to explore what theirequipment can do.

Modernsstudio technology possesses a mind-boggling capacity for
creationif putinto the hands of those who hunger for exploration,
inventionand justsimple fun. Anyone who's ever tinkered around on
asynthesizerknowsthatit’s capable of throwingup fascinatingsounds.

Sowhyaresynthesizers so frequently under-used?

“That'sthe point,” says Morley. “There’sno need togoinwithany plan,
itjustcomes up. I'sanaccidental music. [ agreewith vou. [can’t
understand how, when you review thesingles, youget 90 singles, and
why89aresoawful... because that beautiful roomin there (he poinzs
towards the studio) is gorgeous.

“Anyonewhohasany dedication to what they do, any creative energy,
cannotgointoaroomlike thatand comeoutwithsomeawful record.
Idow'tknow whathappens. AON recordssound like they've been made
inthatkindofroom, whereas you hearHoward Jonesor Nik Kershaw or
the Thompson Twins, itsoundslike it wasmadein a mentai hospital or
something. It'salmostasiftheyrescared of thatroom.”

Hearingsuch wonderfully wicked vitriol, I could almost forgive Morley
formakinglHaircut 100respectable. I've always felt that Morley’ssloppily
defined new-pop ethic helped pave the way for the new-MOR, in the
sameway that Callaghan's social-service-cutting Labour government
softened people up for the Tory onslaught. Those who sowshould reap,
voumightsay.

Me?OK, I forgive. Bitching betweenwritersis
likeacouplearguing over who didn’t put thecat
outinfrontoftheirfriends. And quite frankly,
thatwasthenbutthisisnow. Thesubjectof this
featureis: The ArtOf Noise.

LetushearwhatJJ hastosay. “Theonly thing
TheArtOf Noise hasislife, joy, fun. That’s what
we'realldoingit for, we're havinga good time.
Hopefullyother people canbuy therecords and
enjoy someof thelunacy.”

Doesittake verylongtocreatean AON track?

“Itvaries. Some are veryimmediate. ‘The
ArmyNow washalfan hour'swork. Weleftit
because ithad something that reworking would
havelost. ‘Beatbox’ hasbeenreworked several
times, sotherearenohard-and-fastrules.”

Much musicseemsto have lostasense of diulectic, asenseof struggling
againstsomething. Doyouthink there are other musics, maybe very
differenttoAON, thatwillencourage a healthier climate thatwill enable
you toflourish, or do you have an essentially pessimistic view?

“No,itcanonly getbetter, becauselsee the AON as not really ridiculing
thesituationatthe momentbut challengingit.”

Tellme about therelationship between AON and ZTT.

“Theirview of AON is contraryto the way conventional record
companiessign bandsthese days. It’slike Paul said, artistsnowadaysdo
recordsandthe turnoverrateofbandsisfrightening, and thereare very
fewbands who actually havealong-term plan. Record companies are not
prepared for somethingthatmay startto turn over a profitin X monthsor
Yvears;it'sgenerallysinglesdealsand ‘If we makea bit of money on this

we'lldoanalbum’. It'sa uniquesituation... it canonly get better.”
Thefinal word goestoMorley: “It'sajazzmusic { though Jj
disagrees| and 90 per centof itisimprovised. And it'sgoing
back toa very old-fashioned idea of enjoying music for
‘. thesakeofit. Nowyou'renotallowed todo that these
* daysveryoften.Sowe incorporateacertainkind of

rock'n’roll, asifthey were slvlygiving theirown ;/‘ L ® . : s A
rebirth of the form, he shatters anillusion. ':‘1“ Sfnojse o s, . uét - calculation, thekind youneed tocompetewith

“ . . o . . " " "

No, that'ssimplyhowitcame. I mean Gary peat BOX i 27 oo TR biggieslike EMland CBS.Ouridea is that wewantto
Langanisarock'n'rollguitar player,AnnDudleyisa . %g,’:“w ,:»;-:';‘;‘.M- calculate and manipulate, but based on inspiration,
greatclassically trained pianist. They're not young ) aedIT e« .. basedonsomethingwithimagination and delight

> i ic, to« : ] foet 1T - ‘e for people. 1don’tknow why.
people making pop music, to appeal to a Smash Hits B HRN orpeople.ldor owwhy.
market, they'rejustold-fashioned blowers-theyjust ~ ° * ' el * sOADCASTHG “The'70s was dominated by ageing hippies; maybe

. cilae " ’ £, ‘ne . " )
gointoastudioandblow, theygetoniwithit. Naturally.  ® . N_Lm,;‘m:&&gg-gg" 2 I'mjustanageingpunk.” Lynden Barber ®
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“Thenext
Mt Miserable™

From Derby, LLOYD GOLE might be the Morrissey of

Americana, a postmodern poet of the heartiand

“I like to have something that mocks the selé-
importance of it all,” he says. “I mean, | don’Lw; HiL

people to think of me as a self-important prick.”

| MICHELLINSSEN/GETTY
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MELODY MAKER

FTER 10 YEARS, the dream is about to unfold. Ever
since Lloyd Cole was 3 he’s wanted tobe a pop star,
and now the fantasy hasreached that mysterious
cusp which separates the imagination from reality.
He'sfinally on the edge, the threshold, and his
discomfortat the prospect s tangible.

Squintingat the fierce sunlight reflected from the Serpentine’s
diamond-flecked surface, he wonders which strategyto take, which facts
toleaveinand leave out, who he should be today and what hemightbe
tomorrow. At23 he'salreadytoooldto play thisrolestraight.

Hismind isburdened with spectres from the past and present - Marc
Bolan, Bob Dylan, Tom Waits, Edwyn Collins, Morrissey... “Howwould
they handlethis?” he ponders, anxiousall thetimeto conceal his
hesitation. Butit'stoolateinthedaytobenaive and there’snonatural
eccentricityto fallback on. Norcan he accept the coolly mannered style
oftheself-regarding. His preference has alwaysbeen for those who
pursue the maverickdignity of thecynical outsider, the young Paul
Newman as Hud findingmuch approval.

Yet there's another avenuethat’s closed —not much call these days for
rebels withoutacause. So, for the time being, the nagging worry that eats
awayat Lloyd Cole is forgotten, pushed toone sideand heldatarm’s
length asthe needs of the moment are uneasily confronted. The myth will
comelater, he concludes, and right now bluffand bravado mustssuffice.

Likethegoalkeeper’sfear ofthe penalty, with the passingoftime
Lloyd Cole hasacquired thewriter’sfear of himself. 1 le maybesitting in
abeautiful parkonabeautiful day, but tobejust plainold Lloyd he feels
isnotenough. He wants to be thestuffoflegend, but waslegend ever that
contrived, that preconceived?

Hislyrics consciously strivetobe great as well, and frequently they
dohaveaspecial ringto them, astudied wit. And then musically helooks
back to the days when it was so mucheasier tobeapop star,and groups
had wonderfully honest names like Lloyd Cole And The Commotions.
Ithink Elvis Costello (And The Attractions) have played
thisgame before, butsowhat? It'sagood game-why not
playitagain? ||“

TheCommotions
appearonChannelq

pop show The Tube:
{l-r)BlairCowan,
NeilClark, Steve
Irwin{drums),
Lawrence Donegan
andLloydCole
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It has to be said that Lloyd Cole’s music is not spectacularly original, but
strangely it is excitingand discreetly magnetic.

Rhythmically, hemixes countrywithsoul, which turns outtobe more
ofadivineaccident thananythingelse, and lyrically heshowsallthe
jagged uncertaintyof the mid-'80s menopause. He has akeen sense of
melodyand each songemploysacarefully paced dynamicstructure that
evokesafineillusionofdepth, butmoreimportantly I should mention
that voice.

It's the kind of voice that can make the most simple phrasesound
special. Against the scheming, acid lyricsit offers warmth and passion,
aschizophrenic counterpoint to aself-effacingverve. It’s not justastudio
voiceeither, and live, as they proved so convincingly at their London
debutat The MeanFiddler, The Commotionsreally are very impressive.
AnobservationwhichisalsosharedbyLloyd: “Yeah, we were good that
night, but then again weare good -l wouldn’tbe doingthisifididn’t
think that!”

Hisaccent isablunt Derbyshire brogue and he’squite capable of
summoningthe tenacity to match. “Becomingpublicis pretty
inevitable,” he predicts, “because Polydorwill buyit forusifthey have to.
So, Iknow that we're going to be splashed everywhere.”

Thenwhat’s left?

“Well, the music, of course, and what I do withthisfame when I get it. By
thenIthink I'llonly do interviewsoncertain subjects—Imean, what'sthe
pointinjust talkingaboutanything? If somebody doesn’t come up with
somethinginteresting, I'mnotgoingtodoit.”

aportable Sonytaperecorder. “I need this now to make anote of

ideas for songs, because you lose somuch time in hotels. Livingin
Glasgow you spend an awfullot of time at home, and so youend up
writing quite alot of songs - in the Columbia Hotel you write none!It’s
quite worrying, so [ went outand bought a tape machine and now
insist that I have an acoustic guitar in my hotel room.”

The first Commotionssingleis “Perfect Skin”, atingling pop songthat
was written typically fromthetitleoutand
showsa playfulloveoflanguageand paradox.
Aslystoryofunrequitedloveandloathing.

“Funnily, alotof people havestarted with
atitle,” says Lloyd authoritatively. “Burt
Bacharachdid that. Thephrases or verses
‘ justcome after that. ‘Perfect Skin’ took about

aweek tocomplete, butthat wasmostly tying
¥ upthelooseends.”

- A “Forest Fire” waswritteninthe same

o i > manner, but moresignificantlyitappearsto

beoneofthefewstraightlovesongsinthe

Colerepertoire. Thatisuntilyougetto the

line“it’sjustasimple metaphor”, yeteven this

[ can’tundermine thesong’ssenseof
broodingdesire.

“It'sverydifficult formetodo things
straight,” headmits. ‘Forest Fire’ obviouslyisjust
asimple metaphor, so that'smylittle joke, but
thatsongisactually quiteseriousand I don’t
writemanyserioussongs.

“There’sanawfullotmoreimportantthingsin
people'slivesthanaffairstheymighthavehad,
but Imust add thatthissongisn’tevenaboutan
affairl'vehad. My personal lovelifeis hardlythe
mostimportant thingin theworld, isit?

“Soifldoasonglikethatlliketohave
somethingthat mocks the self-importance of it
all.Imean, Idon’t want people tothinkof meas
aself-important prick.”

Lloydlooks worried againand pusheshishand
awkwardly into his thickmop ofblack hair. His
determination to reveal next to nothingabout
himselfwhile at the same timecourtingthe
publiceyeremainsaconstanttheme.

Wasn't “Perfect Skin” saying somethingabout
his feelings towards Cosmopolitan chic, though?
“Mmm... Iwouldsay that ‘Perfect Skin’ is just
afewideaslinkedbyatitle. It'sjustlike ‘Michelle,

IN HIS PREPARATION for pop stardom, Lloyd has bought himself




LLOYDCOLEAND THECOMMOTIONS

mabelle... Youknow, weeverses that1thought
sound good-theliteral meaningofthe wordsdidn't
have alot to dowith it.It wasa whole atmosphere.

“It'snot the song thatwill probably be our biggest
hit, butit’s the songl want to dowhen peoplesee us
onTVforthefirst time. Itcapturesalot ofaspects
thatare sometimes only touched uponin different
songs. I thinkitsumsup thegroup fairly well.”

Iremark thatitreminds me of classic mid-'60s
Dylan. “Well, that'swhen he wassaying, ‘l don't
writesongs, I just stringwords together.’ ' Perfect
Skin’isalmostasongaboutsongs.

“Doyouknow anyRabelais? He used language
inmuch thesame wayasI'mtryingto do, except
Ican'twrite long pieces. ‘Perfect Skin’ isabout
thelongest thingl've ever written in mylife—
whichis probably why I'm in pop music more
thananythingelse!”

Atschool, kidssaid Lloyd wasa “poof” because
heliked Marc Bolan and David Bowie while
everybody else liked Slade. “I tended to prefer
more effeminate things,” heconfesses. “That’s
whyltendtodismissall these effeminate
youngsters around nowadays; because, tobe quite honest, I'vebeen
throughallthat.”

Wasn't Lou Reed’s version of glam so much more provocativeand
interesting than the new wave of pretty boys, though? “Yes, that's
basicallywhyMarilynand Boy George areso boring. People whoare that
interestedinthe way theylook, who spend so much time puttingon
makeupwhentheycould bereadingabook, are not very interesting.

“Marilyn’s personalityissofull of shitand his taste in clothesisn't so
goodeither. Real transvestitesare quiteinteresting people—I mean, I've
beeninsomeseedysituationsin Parisand Iwasscared!”

For therecord, Lloyd favoursdressing down in Beat-generation style,
from polo-necked jumpers to cowboy shirts.

When his parents moved to Glasgow to manage agolf club, Lloyd went
withthemand latertook up a place at Glasgow University to study
English. He never finished the course. The call of Top Of The Pops proved
toostrongfor themorereserved pleasure of Samuel Johnson.

Cowan (organ), Neil Clark (guitar), and Lloyd (vocals and

guitar). Later they added ex-Bluebell Lawrence Donegan (bass)
and ex-Fruits Of Passion Steve Irvin (drums) in the wake of a failed
experiment with an eight-piece soul band, inspired vocally by one of
Lloyd’s perennial favourites, The Staples Singers.

Armedwithhisremarkably varied songsand an empathythatgave
themadistinct live presence, they quickly established acultfollowingin
Glasgowand the subsequent deal with amajorwas as inevitable as Lloyd
wouldhave youbelieve. Whether they can scale thereal peaksremainsto
beseen, butsuccess issomething they deserve more than most.

Lloyd’s photogenic features will hardlybe a hindrance. He's got that
supremely contemporarylook-halfbabyface, half moody introvert. Sort
of Matt Dilllonwith aguitar and brain. How does it feel tobe a future teen
idol, then?

“Well, there'steen idols and there'steenidols,” he repliessharply.
“Christalmighty, Simon LeBon’sa teen idol and he'sa fuckingugly
bastard!Kajagoogooareteenidolsand they're allabout 30 and look
disgusting!

“Isuppose this career mightenhance my sexlife, though. But
personally,I think Matt Dillonishorrible-but then again, I think
I'mhorrible most of the time. The thing isI'm workingonit; 1 doubt if
theyare.”

IfLloyd Cole is unwillingtocommit himselfin the search for the perfect
enigma, he doesadmitto harbouringafascination forthe brash energy of
Americana. The sleeve of thesingle, which he co-designed, reinforces
thisambience, witha picture of agleaming '50s auto pluslegsand high
heelson the back seat.

“Ido have this feel for America,” hesays, nodding his head inemphasis.
“Somebody like Morrissey can beincredibly English because that suits
hischaracter.I mean, The Smithsare the Rolling Stones with Oscar
Wilde, aren’tthey? But they do it so well they overcome it all-Morrissey’s
gotthisincrediblecharm, whichissomethingl envy, tobefrank.

T HE COMMOTIONS CAME together round a nucleus of Blair

“Tthink
Bowie just
wanted to be

a pop star,
and sodo I”

. “I'vealreadybeen portrayed as the next Mr
Miserable, whichissofaroffthemark.Iwant to
makeitclearthatI’'mnotinanyhurry to commit
suicide.1don't think of myselfas atorturedartist.
I play golfand have fun, youknow?Myjobis
tobecome somekind ofindividual character
whichwillserveasareasonable front man for
thisgroupI'min, ‘coswe'vegottohavea
character,haven't we?

Theproblemis, ifyou aren’t that character
bybirthandalltheguiseshave beenused up,
where doesapoor boy turn? Can he seehimself
asthenextsaviourof pop? “No, I think we’ll
finallykillit off,” he splutters. “I think we're too
conceptual to be pure pop even though we do
usealineupwhichisveryR'n'B.”

Ahyes, thereturnofthe guitar,andin Neil
they have aguitaristof greatsubtletyand craft.
Could thatbethebanner to wave?

“It'salot of nonsense!” says Coleloudly.
“Theverybest LP foragood fewyearsis
Swordfishtrombones and Tom Waitsis playinga
synthesizeronthatalbum!And itsoundsgreat!

“Butllikethefeel of countryguitar-it's thythmic and almost quite
flash but notinashow-offy way. It'sreally lively guitar playing. And
countrysolosarealwaysapart of the songand notsome ego.”

Balanced against theircountryleaningsis arootssense of rhythm that
reflectsthe group’sinterest asawholein black music. Only recently, says
Lloyd, has herediscovered any white artists worth his time, and gospel
musicremainsoneofhistrueloves.

“Singingisareallyweird thing,” he muses. “Thereissomething very
physical and spiritualabout it. Even thoughItryashard aslcan to
distance myselffrom lyrics. In fact,Idon’tdoany songs thatare about
mepersonally.

“Idon’'twanttobeasoul singer bleeding hisheartout onstage. But the
minute you actuallystartsingingyoudoget carried away. And it’s not
emotion, becausealot of my songs have no emotion in them! To me that
would be terriblyself-indulgent.1 would never singabout an experience
thataffected me incredibly unless it was genuinely interesting—and even
then, Iwould neverletonthatitwas melwassingingabout.”

although he pointedlyshuns any kind of melodrama. “The
world’s not heard a better voice,” he notes, “it's quite depressing
tosomeone like myself.”

He used torate Kirk Brandon aswell. “He has got avoice-but he
definitelyhas not gotabrain!Idon’tlike to be pompous and say this guy is
amoron, butheis,andIdon'thavealot of room for morons—there’san
awfullot of moronsin the musicbusiness. ‘Moron’ isareally cruel word,
butI'veonlystarted usingit since I started meeting these morons.

“I'mean, this girl from Geffen came over from the States tosee us. 1 said
‘Howdo youimagine us pitched in America!’ Shesaid, ‘Well, the AOR
market with The Fixxand Dire Straits.’ I said, ‘I hate those groups!’ And
shesaid, ‘Well, you dowritelyrics thataremaybe asgood as BillyJoel.”

Thishealthydisregard for the predictable music establishment is
thelikely response fromanyonewith adiscerningattitude, butstill
Lloydseemsintenton fashioning this mythicfigure tolead The
Commotionsontogreater glories. Given the sophistication of his music,
hisambitions appearstrangely outofline, and ironically, he spends
some time telling me how his early hero, David Bowie, revealed himself
tobeafraud precisely because he adopted characters as one would a new
suitofclothes.

“Ithinkhe justwantedtobea pop star,” hesays of Bowie, “and sodo],
actually.I've written songs thatwill help merealiseit, too.Infact, most of
thesongslwrotebetween the agesof 14 and 16 were written because
that'salllwanted tobe.

“I'mean, youdo get to the point where you justdo t, instead of doing it
forsome ulterior notice. But oneofthe reasons 1 wrote these songs was to
be apopstar-I'mgoingtobe quite honestabout that.1didn’tbuyaguitar
becausel wanted tobeasongwriter!I've always wanted tobeon Top Of
ThePops-it'sachildishwhim!AndIstillwanttobe!”

Somethingtellsmeit won't be longbefore thisis anambition fulfilled.
lan Pye ®

S COTTWALKERIS high on Lloyd Cole’slist of favourite singers,
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“Iwill kill

you like
e g, dog!”

- APRIL 14—

ASABSENCEMADE the heartgrow
fonder? Hasitbeen banished solong
thatits cliches seem fresh? Maybe

DAVID I_EE ROTH there’s awhole new generation

uninitiated initsrituals and ethics?
EDDIE VAN H ALEN Maybeit’s just that there’s more
vitalityinitsinherent humour thaninanythingour
new pristine pop can master?

Whatever, old father rockis back infavour. Loud
guitarsandheroic poses. For somefolks, in some places,
ofcourse, it never went away. One such placeis Buffalo,
atownresemblingthe Birmingham bypass snowbound
upnorthinNew York State.

“Halen!Halen!” 16,000 teenage good-old-boys and
buxom girls-all blond hair, blue eyes, beards (the
boys!), faded jeans and checkedshirts—arehollering
for their heroes. “Halen! Halen!” BurningBiclighters
illuminate the Memorial Auditorium, 19,000light-
bulbsflashabove the stage and Michael Anthonydrags
his basssoloto aclose. The crowd screams. He presents
his basstothefrontthree rows. Itis shaped likeaJack
Daniel'sbottle. Yee-ha!

Later,Alex Van Halen willignite
agongsimplybystrikingitand
banksoflightswilldescendlike
spaceshipsaround his brother
Eddie.Rightnow, though, there’s
someseriousrabble-rousing
goingon. FlouncinglikeJagger,
wearingaT-shirt picturing »

WARING ABBOTT / GETTY
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April3,1984:David
LeeRothfronts
VYanHalenatthe
Meadowlands Arena,
EastRutherford,
New Jersey
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himselfand makingeyeslikeAlJolson, David Lee Roth, singer, sword-
dancerand womaniser, isaddressing his audience:

“Soundslike we'restarting theweekend alittle bit early here tonight.

I’sThursday. The crowd cheers.

“Ain’t nobody makesanoise bigger 'n Buffalodoes!” Morecheers.

‘[ propose to toast to the great, great Stateof New York!"” More cheers.

“I propose to toast to the beautiful ladies of Buffalo!” MORE cheers.

“I propose atoast toallyouunderthisroofhere, ‘cosyou'reabunch
0’loud-mouthed motherfuckers!” Mayhem.

Hepicksonagirl: “Don’t youstick yourgod-damned tongueoutat me
unlessyouintend touseit!”

Screams.

“We've got ajournalistand photographeroverhere from England
tonight!”1get pummelled on the shoulders by well-meaningoafs.

“Theylike to comeoverhere once inawhile to the home of rock’n’roll!”
Thecrowd bays. “I'lltell you what - it soundslike fuckin’ Buffalo invented
rock'n’roll, man!” Howls.

“Andtheytellme theguywhoinventedsexand drugs comes
from Buffalo, isthatright?” Anaffirmativeroar.

Asfortheshow... well, it'snotthat VanHalen are bad at what
theydo, it'sjust that what they dois dreadful. One number’s

lh
March30,1984: p
Eddie YanHalenon A
stageatMadison I
Square Garden, ~
New YorkCity

y
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funny, two'sstretchingit, three’sboring, though ladmitididn’tteil Lee
Roththatlater. He's bigger 'n me (chieers). And 1 didn't tell Eddie Van
Halenthathe’s the best guitaristin the world either (boos), nor that he's
wasting himself (carcalls).

OK, sol'mchicken.

again;alaugh soinfectious, so throaty, it carriesas much
danger as humour. That's the sound David Lee Roth makes
laughing at his own verbal inventions. He constantly surprises and
delights himself, holding court, plucking theories from God-knows-
where. Little jokes and conceits just appear on his tongue.

Hisfaceisaboutsixinchesfrommine, leering, loominglarger thanlife.
Hiseyesareglazed, hisreasonrunningever moreriotous asvarious post-
gigintoxicantsrattle round hissystem. Hetalksand talksand talks,
mostlysense, always flamboyantly.

Andhelaughsthatlaugh, fromnowon
denoted by (1). Try toimagineit, butyou
" -
s bt \\

¢¢ T D ON'TWRITE THAT or I kill you like a dog!” Then that noise

—

stillwon’t beclose:

“Onethingl don’tseeisalotof
personality in pop music, particularlyin
sturm-und-drangrock’'n’roll. WhatIdo
seeisalotofstrain (L), alot of neck
muscles with the veinscomingoutand
alotofangryposturing.Idon’t think
they'reangry; they'resellingenough
recordsthat theyshouldn’tbe (L).”

David Lee Roth shifts mental gears:
“It'sbecome asort of cartoon character.
- There wasatime whenleather and
studs meant somethingtaboo; now it
means Métal llurlant comic book. It
becomesa parody of itself - well, once everybody
doesit, how could it not?

“And, granted, Van Halenhasalot ofcliches, butit’s
somethingthat wefeel. Yousee alot of musicians,
artists inanyfield of entertainment, mimicking,
tryingto copy something else specific, it's not
heartfelt. They want moneyor they want record
salesortheywantgroupiesorallofthem... Hey!
lwantittoo, but mimicryis not the way [ go about
it. 'drather please myselfand thefellowsin theband,
and thenifVan Halen is lucky, we'reluckyin that
whatpleases us seems to be pleasing therest of the
uncivilised world (L)."

David Lee Rothisadisconcerting, down-to-earth
spacecase, abusinessman whoclaims, “I view my
wholelifeasonebigart project...admittedlyattimes
it'sfinger-painting, but nonetheless, art. | createmy
ownworldand stay intouch withreality. It'snot
necessary, it's not obligatory, but (1) beneficialat times.

“Peoplesaytomeall the time, ‘Dave, youliveinyour
ownlittleworld.’ I tell them, ‘Well, at least youknow me
there!” (L)”

Oneofhisfavourite subjectsis girls: “It'san
aberrationin the big, hardrockfield. You don'tseealot
of girls present for avariety ofreasons, the wayIseeit.
Areyouinterested?!'m glad youasked (L). First off,
there’salotofanti-femalelyricsinbigrock, alot of
bitterness, alot of put-down, alot of victimisation: ‘I'm
gonnadothistoyal/And then in themornin’ I'mgonna
doitagain (L)/And then I'm gonnatake mycaranddo it
toyaagain (moreL)/And then I'mgonnado it tomycar
(chokingwithL)...”

HHecalmsdown. “Also the posture onstageis hyper-
macho, without any sense of humourattached or
withoutcastingawaywardeye atanyofthe
proceedings. Y'know, itall becomes one big Marlboro
cigarettecommercial (L). It'sall muscleand gripand
men’smagazines (1).

“I've never written thatkind of lyric. My overall tone
is extremely aggressive, but then sois my personality,
that's thewaylam. Thestrongest lyricI've ever

b



writteninthatveinis ‘House Of Pain’ on 1984. It goes, ‘You say you're
gonna!...er...'Yousayyou'regonnaleavemel! 'Coslonlytieyouup/Itried
toloveyou tender/But youonlylike it rough. (L) It's completely fromthe
opposite end of the spectrum; there's asense of humourtoit. There
hastobe!”

Iwonder whethersuch songsare written from personal experience
(well, wouldn'tyou?) or whether he just makes them up?

“Themusicisalways completed first. Edward comes upwithsixor
eightdifferent partsand we band 'em together in different ways—"Oh,

thatsoundslikea verse, playit twice. That'sagreatchorus. We'llusethat...

No!No!Thatshouldbeaverse... Fuck you! Nah! Nah!’ We pounditout.

“Thenltakeatapehomeandcall Larry-Larry’s myroadie; he takes
careofthe towelsand drinksand swordsand microphones, etc. He
comesdown the next day, rightafterlunch, wegetinto the 1951 low-rider
Mercury paintedbright orange and red withawhite pin-stripedown the
middle, Larrydrivesand Isitinthe backand wedrive around the
HollywoodHillsand up and down the coastand I write the songs.

“Weplay the tape over and over againonthe stereo and aboutevery
hour-and-a-halfllean over the frontseat and go, ‘Say Larry, whatd'you
thinkofthis?’ (L) And, aftera couple of dayslike that, we'llhave
something. Wejustdrivearoundin thesunand makeitup, soinessence,
IguessLarryis primarily responsible forwhatyou hear (L). There are
fewerlyricson the 1984 album, though-wehad a cold spellin California
and Icouldn’twrite any more..." Hedelays his punchline perfectly. *...It’s
aconvertible! (L) WhatamIgonnado? 'mnot
responsible fortheweather!”

Heclaimshe'swrittenall hissongs that way
exceptone, “I'll Wait", which wasinspired by
CalvinKlein’sunderwear forwomen. Ilwonder
whether thisisallbullshit-what he thinks
Iwanttohearor, more pertinently, what he
thinkshisaudiencewantstohear?

“Not at all,” he growls. “I feel absolutely no
responsibility whatsoever to the fansof Van
Halen.” And he goes ontocatalogue the fickle
natureof fandom. “Idon’tsee whytheyshould
feelanydifferently about our group. Youstart
tryingtoplease everybody, you please noone.
We canonlybeourselves. Granted, thereare

“Don’t stick
your tongue
out unless
you intend
to use it!”

VanHalenatthe1984
Monsters OfRock
festival,Donington
Park:{c/wise fromlcft)
Eddie VanHalen, Alex
VanHalen,Michael
Anthony, DavidLee Roth

some placesthatwon't see thesense of humour. Some people’ll writeit off
asobnoxiousverbosityand,inasense, itis. Others’ll write it off as free-
formanarchicart...”

He'slaughingso much nowthat 1 don’'tknowwhatat. He'slosinghis
track. “I'm not changingshit! It's me! Next to football and religion, this
kind of musichasgot to be thesingle most therapeutic, primal (L} sort of
excursion available tous. I really geta chargeout of theroad. I doitupjust
fine textbookrock-starstyle—y'know, playin the Learjet. We have our
share of excessesand wantonness...(L)!"

exists because it exists, that's all.

“Well, ifyou meanit's something contrived, it is something you
havetolearn. Fred Astaire didn't do too badly by that. It's got to look and
actlikeitsounds. Y'’know, people come over sometimesandsay, ‘It's
choreographed. You guyslearned that move, youdoitevery night.

“Tellitto Gene Kelly, baby! (L) The world’s Top 40 islike anaudio shot
inthearm for everybody. It's aeuphoric;it'sa whole lotta caffeine and
sugar (L). It'san upper, makes you drivefaster, getsyou outtabed.

“It'sthe same aswhen yougo down tothe Alphabetdistrictin New
York and try and score some heroin: ‘Oh, here’s some Iranian Green. Ah,
here'ssome Peruvian Brown’' - ‘Here's some Donna Summer, here’s
some Boy George, here’ssomeVanHalen'... we're all differentand we're
allbeing consumed by the radio for no otherreason thanwe're all 128
beatsa minute and damn good-looking (L).”

Suddenly he’s back to Europe - Van Halen
are topping the bill at thissummer's Castle
Donington. (Theyrecently played an
American festival forone-and-a-half million
dollars-incidentally, that’s 16,000 dollars
aminute!)

“We can take this parade intoadifferent
climate. We're waterproof (L). Youcantake us
underwater. You can take usin the shower (L).
You can gowaterskiingor mountain-climbing
withus... even horse-riding, Steve (1).” 2

He'sgonecompletely.

“We'relikea... (L)...likeaTampax..."

Ah,butiflwrite thathe'llkillmelikeadog. »

IDOUBT THAT SUCH rock’'n’roll means anything any more; it

SETTY
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¢ W!” EDDIE VAN l1alen tears ascab and blood seeps
through his fistinto his palm. His head is bowed, hisspeech
slurred and that infamous schoolboy smile’s rather more
desperate than cheeky. Next door wecan hear Lee Rothand the
hangers-on redecorating the dressingroom with afood fight. Here,
though, in his bare locker-room, Eddie speaksslowly and softly.

“Ihitwallswhenlgetmad. Youcan tellwhichhand ! use,” heraises his
lacerated fist. “No knuckles!”

I'here’s nothingconspiratorial in hisconfession. Onlysadness. I wish
Icould scuttle away instead of prisingopen thisman’s misery, but I try
tomakelightofit. Uh... notthegreatest ideaever, foraguitarist to
punchwalls.

“Well, mywife, Valerie, she talked meinto usingmyfeet.” Hegrins
sheepishly. He’stalking to himself. “I broke threetoes, so Iwent back to
myhand... atleastuntilmyfoot heals.Iget, y'’know, frustrated. [t’snot
mad really,it’sjustlike... yeaaargh!”

lwonderwhatonearthcould frustratethemanihohaseverything.

“Imobsessed with music,” he mumbles, “and sometimesthingsdon’t
goright. We grade each show. Tonight'swasonlysixinstead of 10-plus. ..
I'msorry,what werewetalkingabout?”

I'msorrytoo. What wewere talkingabout was “Jump”sittingon top of
thechartsforfiveweeksand 1984 hitting Number 2 in the Billboard
albumchartwithabullet. What weweretalkingaboutwasVan Halen,
thebiggestband inAmerica, theband that bearshisname, afact thatI'm
fast finding out meansverylittle.

“Jump’ waswritten two, maybe threeyearsago,” heinforms me.

Why, then, hasit taken thislongtorecord?

"Because I'm supposed to beguitar-hero Joe Bitch,” Eddiemutters.

“l was told that people wouldn't like seeing me playing keyboards.
Idisagreedwith that, so thistimeroundIjustdidit.”

He'spleased with hisindependent stand but he’snot gloating. Infact,
there'sasuggestion that, priorto thesingle’s success, there's heen serious
arguments within the VanHalen camp about the music Eddie wrote for
thealbum-somethingalongthelinesofitnot fittinginwith the band’s
establishedimage. Hedoesn't wanttotalkabout it.

“Idon’twanttocauseanymoretrouble thanlalready havebywriting
music, that’swhat it boilsdown to. 1 getfrustrated because [ haveso many
things thatlwannadothatljust wannaget out. I don’tgiveafuckif they
sell,if peoplelike it ornot, [just wannagoddamn getitoutof me. It’slike
takinga piss—mybladder’shurting, Ijust wantitout, d’you understand?”

Indeed 1 do. Afterall, there’s supposed to be anovel or something
equallyepicstrugglingtoescape everyspottyhack, isn't there?

“Therearesidesof' me that people don’tknow. They thinkI'm Joe
Guitarist. I don’tgivea fuck about that. 'masmuchofageck asanyone
else.I'minsecure, | cry, [ gethappy, | get horny, everything. I mean, 1 hate
toblow anyone’sfantasy, but I'mjust normal.”

l1didn’t think normal people got to meet MichaelJackson, letalone play
withhim.'mreferringto Eddie’scontribution to “Beat It ", aspiralling
solothat broughthimto theattention ofanaudience previously put offby
hisalbumcovers. He’sembarrassed bvallthe
fuss"BeatIt” caused, claimshedidn’teven
knowwho Quincy Joneswasuntil his dad told
him,and letsonthat he’sglad he didn’tknowor
elsehe'd have gottentoonervousto play. Seems
Quincyjust called himup and asked himand
Eddiesaid yes. Lee Roth washolidayingin Haiti,
soEddiehad theexcuse thathecouldn’treach
him toaskwhetheritwascooltogoahead.

Was)ackson therein thestudio?

“Yeah, hewasthere. HHe wasacross the hall
doing ETor whatever. | started playing, hecame
inand went, quote unquote, (ina Mickey Mouse
voice) ‘Iteallylike that high, fast stuffyoudo’
He’sagreatguy, buttheguysintheband get
uptight when I dooutside things.

“Idon’tsee any way itcould have hurt; ifanythingithelped us, butl
didn’tdoit forthatreasoneither. ljust did it out of the goddamn fun!1like
toplayandit’ssickeningto have noone to playwith.”

ETRAVELSWITH a portable studio, setting up in each hotel

room. “I'mobsessed with the shit. [ love playing with anyone

who'lllet me, and if noone will, I'llsitinaroom by myself and
play. It sounds avery selfish attitude, but that piece of wood will never
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“It’s like
there’sanother
me and I trip
on myself
while playing”

fuck mein the ass, d'you know what I mean? The wife
gets uptight. She goes, ‘You love that more than you do
me’,and [ go, ‘Well, inaway, yes.' Y’know,  can’t fuck my
guitar, the three-quarter-inch holesarealittle too small,
but... 'mrambling, I'msorry.

“Certain people, not me, but certain peoplethink I was
afoolto play onanalbum that sold so manyand not ask for
pavment.ldidn’t want paying. | know that I helped him,
thatitwasn’tuntil‘Beat It’ wasreleased asasingle with
allthe pressabout me playingthesolo, that theystarted
playing Michael Jackson on FM stations [soineareso racist
that theyonly played thesolo at first).

“I'mglad I hadsomethingtodowithit. ley, whoknows,
onedayl mightwantsome dancelessons—he owesmeone!

“What the fuck?1don'tdo anythingforareason,
especiallynot money.Imean, Alexand I were brought up
torealise that you gottaeat shit before you know what
asteak tasteslike. My fatherwas42yearsold when he
left Holland and cameto Pasadena, California, with 15
dollarsand a piano-a professional, cookin’, smokin’,
fuckin’ clarinet-sax player—and he had towalksix miles
every morning o wash dishes to pavtherent. He didn't
evenknow thelanguage!

“That taught me that no matter what happens, if you got
thewillyoucandoanythingyouwant, anything. People
say, ‘Oh, you'resotalented, you'reso gitted.’

“D’'vouknow whatthegiftortalentis? The will to focus
ononesomething. Anybodycandowhatldoifthey're
obsessed in the exact mannerthat
lam.Y'know, Ididn't pop outtamy
momwithapianoorakeyboardor
aguitar...I'mramblingagain...
I'msorry.”

Vanilalen'stour manager tells
melater that Eddie’sheen up three
nightssolid, just playing. Right now
I'mgetting hislifestory. Hisfamily
left Amsterdam for Californiawhen
he wassix, encouraged byletters
fromrelatives about picking
orangesoffthetrees. “Acrock of
shit,” Eddiesays.

Hismotherinsisted thatheand
brotherAlextake pianolessons, but
bothrebelled. Eddie, inspired by The Dave Clark Five, borrowed 25
dollarsoffhisparentsandboughtaJapanesedrumset;Alexstarted
learning Segoviaonanylon-stringguitar,but while Ed wasout on his
paperround payingback his parents’loan, Alexwasbashinghisdrums.
“l gotalittlebummed out, because he played better than1did,” Eddie
says. So hestoleAlex’sguitarand that wasthat.

I’srumoured that the brothersstilifight
frequently, although Eddie’sfull of praise for
Alex’sdrumming.

“I believe he does on drumswhatIdoon
guitar,” hesays. “Idon’'t mean tosound holier-
than-thou oregoed-out, but the wayhe plays,
heinspires me. Hewasinspired by Ginger
Bakerand, 1 mean,comeon, | don’tcareif
thatguywasajunkieoraspeed freak orcame
from hell orheaven orwhatever, thatguy
changed drumming.

“Y’know, there’s not anotherguitaristin the
world that Ilike besides Clapton.Ijustgot the
pleasure of meeting himabout two months ago
atthe Forum, where he wasdoing that Ronnie
Lanething, and [wassonervousandscaredthatIgotsodrunkijustblew
it...Ithinkhe understood.” lle doesn’t soundsuire.

Eddie tells me how he used to play Goodbyeand {Vheels Of Fireat 16rpmto
study thesolos. “If there’sanybody on Earth that 'dlove tositdownand just
spend fiveminutestalkingor playingwith, it would be Clapton,” hesays,
and getsangrywhenlsuggesthishero’sbeenunder-achievingforyears.

“That’snot true. People cansay the same about me. People change. I'm
nobetternowthaniwas l0yearsago, I'mdifferent.”



- —

"‘T"“r‘
- =
' <«

ETALKABOUT his solos and I wonder whether they’re

g } g ; expressive exercises or virtuoso showcases?

“I'm notshowing offanything,” heinsists. “I feel it'smy
chancetodo whatever thehelll wanna do, and everynightit'sdifferent.
It’s the most euphoric feeling. It's better... nah, not better, butit'slike
coming, it'slikesex except different. Itdoesn't even matter whetherthere
are people out there or not, becausel actuallyget off morewhenI'm
sittingon the floorin myhotel room, totally drunk, smoking acigarette
andgettingin that stateof mind where it's like you're meditating. It 's like
there’sanother me and! tripon myself whileI'm playing.

“OK, thisisalittle deep, don’tthinkI'm weird [his studio in California
iscalled 5150 after the police code for an escaped mental case], butl feel
there’sapartofthe brain that deals with problemsinrealityand
meditating and yoga or drugs orwhatever numb that partandlet the
other parthappen and flow. Justsitting there for hours playing, I start
floatingand things come out.

“Imean, I thinkI'm unique asaguitarist.1doweird, twistedshitona
guitarthathasn'tbeendonebefore. Itgets megoing-that’sthe point:I'm
stillakidintheplayground, and that’sthe way l approach music.

“Musicisnothingbutafeeling, an emotion, an expression. I'mnot
tryingto proveshit; Ijusthope people feel something. Everythingl write
isapartofme,itreallyis. I read reviewsof ‘Jump’ or peopletell me, ‘Hey,
that’sagreat pop tune!’Kissmyass!Itain'ta pop tune, it'sjustgoddamn,
downright music. I hate categorisinganything.”

Isuggestit's probably the lyrics thatlead to the categorising.

“This may sound fucked, but to tell you the honest God truth, I don't
even know alot of thelyrics to our songs. Dave writes 'em and I'mjust not
intoit.1hatebooks.Idon’t read, I barely made it through school.

“I'mserious,  hate books, I hate being told, ‘Thisis the way you gottado
it. lwouldn’tbe playing astwisted asl doifl went by the book; that’s not
gonnainspire anyone to beinnovative.”

Theroad managerreturnsto tellme time's up, but Eddiesayshe's
enjoying himselfand is thereanyboozeleft to take back to the hotel with
him?The road manager goes offto see and Eddie wants toknowif

"Davewritesthelyrics
andl'mjustnotthat
intoit":Eddie Van
HalenandDavidLee
Rothsticktotheir
specialisms,USA 1984

Englandlikes “Jump”.1tellhimwedo. “Canlask youaquestion,” he
enquires, characteristically humble. “Why doyou think they never liked
usbefore?”

Iexplain about Top Of The Pops, how the video wentdown welland how
awholenewaudience was exposed to Van Halen for thefirst time, notjust
themetallot...

Hegrabsmyhand and shakesitheartily, hisblood staining my
palm. “That'sthewayweare!” He rejoices, “We're notheavy metal.I'm
amusician.”

He confessesa bemused interestin the European fixation with fads.
“They change styleslike I change my underwear,” he marvels. “It'salmost
like they don'treally getinto the music, they getinto the trip of it, what it
standsfor, whatitmeans.”

Iexplainthatattitude’sof utmostimportance.

“Tomeit’s not. Classical music. What are you gonna call Beethovenor
Tchaikovsky? One’s punk? One’s heavy metal? It's music!”

Iventurethatthefad fixation serves twoimperativefunctions that
Americalacks-itperpetuallyflushesoutthe clonesthat clogup the
chartsafteranyoriginalartist makes animpact, thus allowing the
industryto endlessly exploit novelty, anditalso provides thefans with
asemblance of motion and mattering, afuniffake revoltagainst
yesterday’s fashion.It’san enforced credibility gap.

“That'swhat makes mesick,” he says. “I haven'tchanged myhairinthe
last 10years.Isee noreasonto. Thewaylamasapersonand thewayl play
and themusicl makeshouldn’tcome across by thewayllook... I don’t
knowwhat he fuckI'mtalkingabout.”

Theroad manager returns with bottlesof brandyand vodka.

“I'lltake thatone.” Eddiereachesfor thebrandy. “Uh, I'lltake both.”

The manager frowns athimlongand hard. Naughty Eddie.

“Uh...I'lltake that.” He grabs thevodka. “It'sabiggerbottle,” hegrins.

“lguessI'm mentally and physically healthier nowthanI'veeverbeen,”
hesays, and staggers out the door. I notice the dry drops of blood on the
floor.Hedidn'tconvince me.Idon’tthink he even convinced himself.
Steve Sutherland ®
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“[imeless, |
think, would
bea Word”
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CocteauTwins
singerElizabeth

Fraserand
guitaristRobin
Guthrie, formerly
ofGrangemouth
inScotland
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MELODY MAKER

THINKIT’S ONCEin a blue moon that youread
(( somethinginterestingin a music paper.”

OKthen, what’s interesting?

“Idon’tknow. It’'sbeen alongtimesince there was

abluemoon.” Watch theskies....

Everyinterview I'veeverread with the CocteauTwins
hasbeen,inonewayoranother, abouthowthey don’tlike doing
interviews.’'m determined this one won’t be.

“Youcanonlyaskthesame questions,” says Liz.

“It’sdifficult, weget seen as awkward people whodon’thave anything
tosay... sortofbigots,” says Simon.

“Ttalwayscomesover thatit’s notacase of we don’thaveanythingto
saybut thatwedon't wanttosayit, like we're being rude orobscure or
something. We're not,” says Robin. “What you're asking us is the same as
ifyouweretoask ustoanalysegoingtothe
toilet. It’snatural. It'snotsomethingthat’s sat
downandplanned and thoughtabout.

“What makesitso difficult, probably foryou as
much asforus, isthat wereallyfindithardto talk
about, y’know, ourselves, because we're private
andbeinginagroup putsyouina position
whereit’sdifficultto be private, difficult to
forgetaboutallthehoo-hathat’sgoingonand
justtrytoretain thekind of personyouwantto
beand not what other people want you tolook
like orwantyoutosound like,” says Simon,

“It’sreallystupid,” Lizsighs, agitated, doing
worried thingswith her hands. “It’sgonnabe
like thiseveryinterview. Wewon’t have thought
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“Our music
doesn’t go
well in places
with plastic
palm trees”

aboutitbecause, if wedidn’tstart thinking about those things, we'd get
really fucked up.”

“Thetroublewith journalists,” Robindecides, “is that they think
music’sa competition, oneband against the others.”

He’sright.

Thereare three Cocteau Twins herein theirmanagerIvo’s flat—-Robin
Guthrieand LizFrazer, twolovers from Grangemouth (she sitson his
lap), and Simon Raymonde, arecent addition to thefamily followingthe
abruptand traumatic departureoforiginal bassist Will Heggie.

Robin wears winklepickerboots, fadeddenim and abootlacetie and
hasred hairand bad asthma. He’s overweight and speaksin asoft,
congested Scots whimper that’s often (I think deliberately) hard to
decipher. He'sannoyed thatIonce suggested inareview that his guitar
playinghadn’t gone much beyond the Banshees. He calls melazy. He’s
rightagain.

Lizistiny, likeadoll, warm and distant. She wearsastud through her
nose and compulsively tidies things, putting
magazinesinto neat piles, washingup teacups,
pickinghairs offthe sofa; she’s effervescent
with nervesand when shelaughsshesounds
frightened, though Isuspectshe’sonlylikethis
withstrangers.[ alsosuspectthatit takesalong,
longtimenottobeastranger with Liz.

Whenshetalksit's to herselfasmuchas
anythingand sherepeats herselfoften, quietly,
asifasshesaysthemshe’sdiscoveringher
words have alife of their own. Sheonce knewa
kitten thatdied of leukaemiaandshesingsin
away that makes mewanttoweep withjoy.

Simonisbrightand funnyand watches
Brooksideand thesnooker. He found a Dinky
ToyLondon taxiatthe busstop theother
morningandis pleased totellmeaboutit. The
outsider-insider.

Ithinkthese Cocteaus would be happyjust
making records, no publicity, nonothing. “In
anidealworld, yes,” Simon agrees.

“Gottaeat,” says Robin, “Youcan'twin
anyway. Ifyoukeep alow profile, peoplestart
sayingyou'reenigmaticand all thatsort of
thing, whichistotallyfalseaswell.”

“There’salways the possibility,” Simon
decides, “thatone timeyoumay dosomething
and peoplewillseeyouforwhat youreally
areinstead of justimagining whatyou'relike.

Ibelieve, in myblind infatuation, that[ was
struckbysuchamomentthefirst timeIsaw
the “Pearly Dewdrops’ Drops” video-stained-
glass windows, waterfall, anavenueoftrees

simplicityitself, anewlight, serene Gothic.
Wrong, twice.

Theyshot the videoin Virginia Water, at
HollowayAsylum, aVictorian establishment
forcorrectionand experimentation. Now,
mercifully, closed butavailable for filming for
50quid aday. AdamAntdid “Prince Charming”
here, though youwouldn’thave noticed. The
Cocteausshiver.

Thereare 2,000 roomsin this Dachau, too
many foranybody to bebothered to clear out.
The Cocteaus found the mortuary-still, they
say, bloody. They found the lobotomy chair, the
dungeons, theweird room where eventhe
guard dogswon’t go. They found awheelchair
to push Simonaroundinand theyfound the
recordsroom where huge dusty books say stuff
like“Miss Maryso-and-so, admitted June 1,
1840followingfive suicide attempts. April4,
1842, terminated.’

Asecurityguard told them that when the
place was closed down, they found an old
woman coweringinthe shrubbery. Shedidn’t
know why shewasthere, sothey checked and

Guthrieand
Fraserwith Simon
Raymonde,
replacingoriginal
Cocteausbassist
WillHeggie



discovered she'd been committed for beingan unmarried
mother 50 years before. Alifetime. Noonewas sure what
happenedtothechild.

I choke on myserene Gothic.And. ..

“Thatvideowasterrible,” whispersLiz. “Adisaster.”

Itwas supposed to be asurrealist film, not what they
consider “acheap promo, cheap and trashy”.

“People seesomethinglikethatand make up theirminds,”
says Simon. “All this Pre-Raphaelitebusiness, it’sallmade up,
it doesn’'t mean anything. Justbecause we had some stained-
glasswindowsinit... thatkind ofimagerywasn’tintentional.
We didn't say, ‘Look, we wantalot of churchwindowsand
angelsflyingaroundit.’

“Maybeone shot would have been nice, butitdominated it.
Itwasallsortof religious. We wanted something that wasn’t
‘the Cocteau Twinsin 1984 togo along with thatsingle’. It 'slike
puttingalabelonthings,itisn’t very healthy.”

Nonetheless...

ACocteauTwinssongislike one of those leopardskin-
patternshellsyou buyinshopsat theseaside. It’s polished, its
contoursaresmooth but wildand perfectly formed, it once
served a functionbutitsinhabitants havesincemovedonand
it'sornamental now, sittingin my room reminding me of when
Ifoundit. [t'san emotional souvenir, somethingsmallto the
touch and massive to feel. It’saprivate thing, something
sacred toyourself.

Toothersitalso meanssomething, it stirs theirown
indulgent memories. The Cocteau Twins are thefirst noisel've
ever heard that 1 don’t want to rush out and share. I'm happy
keepingthemtomyselfandI'll never forget }lead Over }eels
for the first time, over and over while Valentino’s Blood And
Sandflickered onthevideo. That'smine. When I play it now,
it'salwaysthefirst time.

But putaCocteatsong toyourearand youcan heartideslike
thesea, ragingorcalm, thecryingof gullswindswept over
cliffs, thecrying of soulsdrowned orabout to be.
Pictures, fears, lives, livelihoods, way backand
forward through theages. [t'safriend, a provider,an
enemy. ltsoothes, it kills, an existing energy that
intoxicatesand letsyouknowyou'realive. It tackles
thingsknown but unspoken, wells ofemotion. Liz's
voicecan be forebodingasadistantfogwarning,
shatteringas crashingwaves, gentleas thebackwash
scurryingacrossthe same. Alwaysbeautiful...

“Iimeless, [ think, would be aword,” says Simon.

But then, pinitdownto todayand, | suggest, witha

VICTORIA PALAGE
———LONDON ——

LIVE!

——FEB26 ——

COCTEAU TWINS

Melodies undreamt of

MM MAR 3

ANY STILLENCOUNTER the
M Cocteau Twins and hearonly

Siouxsie. Othershearonly The
Cure or starkest New Order, but
such conclusions draw like veils
where they shouldletinlight. The
Cocteausstart here.

Head OverHeels, their latest LP,
could be what everyone'slooking fer,
astep further on. Butit's so guileless,
sobereft of gimmicks, that many -
eventhose paid tointuitalittleinth=
clever pop comics - are incapable of
rising above firstimpressions. But
fall, really fall, for Head Over Heels
and it takes that sound and takes off.

Robin Guthrie’simagination may
not yetstretch far enough further
than A Kiss In The Dreamhouse, but
Elizabeth Fraser’s voice moves
beyond lyrical articulation and
instrumental texture to a state of
rapturous emotion. At the peak of,
say, “Sugar Hiccough”, she alights on
jazz, dipsinto pop andservesinto
melodies so pure they've that
eternal quality - unheard, undreamt
of, but instantly and forever familiar.

Between them RobinandLiz are
achieving something
moving and new
although this was
barely evident
tonight. Indeed, I'd

havebeensorely
temptedto consider
thisperformance a

conspiracy of revenge, a
premeditated suicide, if Lizhadn’t
beendrivento tears of frustration.
The voice that can swoop and soar
like ahawk, protecting atune by
evasive acrobatics, drawingusup,on
and over again and again, was strained
to the point of agony. Whensshebeat
her chest for release, the voice
fluttered andfell, brave but broken.
It's possible that the luxuriant vocal
isolation of their ironically successful
alter ego This Mortal Coil misled our
expectations. It's even possible that
Robindecided to take it upon himself
toshedthe Coil beforeit took wing
and cast astifling shadow over the
Cocteaus. Whatever; | hope I never
witness another callous display of
gratuitous volume such as tonight'’s.
It was tragically compelling to
witness Liz tortured and raw-lunged
asRobinrefusedtoturnitall down
andthe songs, spawned from some
reflected angst, gained new brutal
dimensions through this theatre of
cruelty. Inmany ways tonight was a
disaster, through | don’t believe
there'sacrisis brewing. It's just that
the nerves, embarrassment and
uncertainty overwhelmed their
confidence, poise and desire. | think
this struggle is what Cocteau Twins
songs are often about, so next time
the outcome may well be different.
Andevenifitisn't, I'll still gladly be
there. Steve Sutherland

It'sespecially hard for Liz: “ get nervousand my throat tightens
andican’tbreathe,solcan’tdoanything.”

perverse twist ofunderstatement, that the Cocteau Twinsare

reluctant performers. Robinand Simon lurkin theshadows, heads
bowed in concentration while Lizswitches, exposed in the spotlight,
gazingintothemiddle distanceasiftransported by stage fright from this
world to the next, halfscared todeath, the way they present themselves. ..

“We’re not presentingourselves,” Simon corrects me. “We're just doing
the music for people wholike it. We're not three individualsstanding
thereflauntingourwares.”

“We'renoactors,” Robinadds, tersely.

Iwonderif Lizreally feels asshelooks, desperatetoescapeany
awarenessofanaudiencebylosingherselfin the songs.

Shesighs: “When youfinishasongand yougetready to dothe nextone,
then youremember the crowd'sthereagain. Or... itcanbedifferent. If
I've gotawhackingbiglightshiningin myface, [can’tseeanythingand
Ican forget, but sometimes it’s difficult to.1try, I haveto,” shelaughs.

Do theatmospheresofthe piecesvaryaccording
totheoccasion?

“Never trustaplacewith palm trees,” Robinstates
withsomesolemnity. “Our musicdoesn’tgowellin
placeswith plastic palmtrees.

Inmanyways, performingis like going through
pacesfor the CocteauTiwins.It’'sachore. Because of
the way theyrecord-“Wejust doit. We justseem to
doeverything; we makeitupaswegoalong,asonga
day” -they're oftenstrangers totheirowncreations,
painfullyretracing theirsteps toreacquaint
themselves with their compositions note by note.

“We'vegotta play these longish sets now, doingabout threeor four more
songs than we feel happywith. Och, she’sjust alittlegirl,isn’tshe? She
getstired,” says Robin.

Lizlaughs. Can shearticulate what she feels nervous about?

“Well... um... right, theaudience, what theyexpect.”

“They'vecome toexpect much more now, Robin explains. “Ayearago,
we could walk onstage and be quitecomfortable, play ourbit and that
wasit, but now people havestarted payingtocomeand see us. It'snot us
that’schangedin thatrespect, it’speople’s expectations. Theyjust want
moreand more.”

Itdoesn’t help, either, that Liz's vocal techniqueisn’tatechniqueatatl.
It’'simpulsive, its strength wrenched from the threshold of pain, its
ecstasy (orn fromtorture. Nooneelsesingsthiswayand Lizhas started to
realise that, inorder to preserve her gift, she must sacrificecertain songs
toorthodoxy. Reworking "SugarHiccough”, singingitsweetand straight,
helps ease herthroat fromruin. She'salsostarted
taking vocallessons with Tona De Bret, tutor tothe
stars (well, JohnnyRotten anyway).

“Ithinkshe’sangrywithme,” saysLiz. “She’s
gettingreally frustrated becauselsing fromhere”

-she shocks me by punchingher precious throat -
“andyou're supposed tosing from your stomach.
But that'sjust the waysing, even if [hurt myself.”

Thelessonsaren't wasted, though. Tona taught
Liztobreathe properly, and thatinitseifisa
confidence booster. | wonder how she started
singingatall? »
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“I'asked her,” says Robin.

“Yeah, butwhydidIdoit? Why? Whydid I think that might be able to
doit? “Lizponders.

Howdid itfeel todiscover the voice?

“Iwasembarrassed, of course.Ican'tunderstandit.] haven't
thought aboutit. 'm thinkingaboutitnow and I'm baffled. i wasn't
pleased.Iwasn'tdisappointed; | wasn't over themoon...”

“Itwaswonderful,” Robinrecollects.

“It'sfunny how things can take shape and you just never know what
they'regonnasound like,” says Simon. “When werecorded earlierin
theyear, Robinand I would finish and we'd just be so excited about
whatitwould sound like three hourslater with the
vocalsonit. Itwasalwaysacompletesurprise.”

When I enquireafter the Cocteaus’ standards,
Robin'sreplyis nosurprise: “If it pleases us.”

They're thankful,inaway, thatthevideowasonly
shown once, on Whistle Test. Not too much damage
done. One more week with “Dewdrops” climbing
thechartsand it would have had tohavebeen on
Top Of The Pops.

“Uh...we'd have been out of thecountry,” laughs
Robin. “You've gotto be sort of diplomatic. I don't
believe we’vegotanythingincommonwith
balloonsand flashinglights. Assoon asyou're on

there, youjustbring yourselfdown tothelevel of that programme.”

“Canyouimaginewhatit'slikemimingtoyourown fuckin'record?” Liz
whispers. “With thoseballoonsflyingabout and all those people who've
never fuckin’ heard ofyouintheirlivesand they regivingit the Sandie
Shawsand everything... Oh dear!Andit'ssupposedtobefilthyin that
studioand it’s supposed to be sofuckin’small and every fuckin’ band’s
justhangingaround waitingto do theirthing-there mustbe some
bitchinggoesonaswell.”

The Cocteau Twins explained this toTommyVancelive on theradio the
otherafternoon. He played theirsingle. He’sbeen playingitall week. The
wrongside. Theyhadto tell him on the air!

“Helitabout70cigarettes
and his face suddenlybecame
likeflannel,” laughs Simon.

“And after we'd actually
finished theinterview, hewas
reallyembarrassed. Hesaid,
‘You'll neverbelievethis, but
Ididn't evenknow youwere
ThisMortal Coil." Ha!Stupid
Inglese!Oh dear!Ohdear!” Liz
issobbingwith laughter.

Butit'snolaughingmatter.
Mostofourwonderful Djs were

Ghostly traces

NME NOV 3

Cocteau Twins 4AD

Oh sure, the music’s alright - but look at the
songtitles! Side One:“Ivo”, “Lorelei”,
“Beatrix”, “Persephone”, “Pandora”. Side
Two: “Amelia”, “Aloysius”, “Cicely”,
“Otterley”, “Donimo” (sic). It sounds like
the whole of Hampstead breaking outinan
orgy of kitchen-christening.
Thereisindeed an air of tweeness about
these Cocteau Twins, which wouldbe
cloying except that their music canrise
aboveit,sometimes torealms of genuine
magnificence. Giventhe delicate precision
of their sound, and the extraordinary
qualities of Elizabeth Frazer's singing, they
get away with things.
What could seem sickly
and preciousinthe hands
of lesser practitioners s
hereredeemed by simple
beauty. Aninnocent magic.
It'staken me three
albums to feel sure on this
point. Treasureissurely
their best collection yet:
it's softer, more vague than before, but
somehow evencloser to the purity at their
core. Where Garlands was a tentative
reconnaissance of ‘82's rocky landscape,
heavily Banshee-shadowed, and Head
Over Heels showed a group onthe verge of
self-discovery, thisthird LPisaprocess
completed. The Cocteau Twinshave never
soundedlesslikeanyoneelse. If I'm
reminded of anyone it's the nicer bits of
Kate Bush. Youmay have your ownidea as
to whatthe nicest bits of Kate Bush are, but
for meit's a certain way of woven melody, a
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TREASURE

feminine spellthat's
suggestively mystical and,
strangely, peculiarly English.
(Except, of course, the
CocteauTwinsare actually
Scottish, which nixes any
potential Grand Theory.)

What you've got onthese songsis,
mostly, that stately-slow processional
beat, Robin Guthrie's chiming guitar, Liz's
impenetrable, abstract lyrics. It’s the old
voice-as-instrument touch, albeitan
exceptionally evocative one. And the
sleeve artis elegant and mysterious as ever:
the photos are like those competitions you
sometimes see, where
they show youaclose-up
of, say, ashirt button
and you've got to guess
it.Isit amicrochip? Or
a caterpillar's head?
What fun!

Yes, itis all a bit hippy-
drippy. Andyes, itisreal
student music, destined
to waft along hall-of-residence corridors
from Keele to Kent-at-Canterbury. No,
there's nothing here that’s quite as glorious
as “Song To The Siren” (performed by the
Cocteausin their part-time guise of This
Mortal Coil), nor anything so instant as that
recent single “Pearly Dewdrops’ Drops”.

Butit's a pretty thing, this Treasure. For all
its enchanted-garden Laura Ashley-ness,
there's something more than most music
doesnow. Like asepia-tinted Victorian
print of someplace youknow today. I like
those ghostly traces. PaulDuNoyer

(20
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undertheimpressionthatlast
year’sindependent success,
This Mortal Coil, were the
forerunnersofthe Cocteaus,
notasideline nurtured by Ivo.
Thehit “Song To TheSiren”, Liz
and Robin’sreworkingofthe
Tim Buckleysong,isnow
somethingofanalbatross,
reluctantlysuckingtheminto
themainstream. Theywerelosing
control. Everythingabout the
CocteauTwinsisirredeemably
separate. They’resoobviouslyan
entityapart.Isitpossible, withno
gaugebut themselves, todiscernany
change, progression, direction?
“Idon’tthink we’vegotone,”
saysRobin.
Ittranspiresthey work instinctively, Robin
and Simon putting things downinthestudio
without premeditation, buildingup layers,
breakingthem down.

“Basically, you just feel that something
complementssomethingelse,” says Robin.
“Ifitdoesn’t,youjusttrysomethingelse.”

“Italltiesin withwhat peoplearelike,” says
Simon. “Other people that think about what
they doandhave plansabouttheirlife, bands
thatareinthechartswritesongs for that reason.
Isuppose becauseofthe people weare, doing
thingswhen we feel like doingthemin normal
life, wedoexactly thesamein thestudio.”

Thestudio’s ajoy tothe Cocteaus. It'shere
that, rather than expressingemotion, they
escapeintheactofplaying. A guitarcan
change Robin's mood.

“llow doyouknow whyyou played whatyou
played?[ couldn’tsit here and say, ‘Such and
suchisasadsongbecausemylegfell offthat
day.”” Robin’s beingserious.

What's Lizdoing while the boys are playing?

“I'mwriting. I'm upstairs. They're
downstairs.”

D'youknow what they’re doing?

“Just...through thewalls.”

Lizonlywrites atsuch times, with no
thought whatsoever for the tone or tension of
what the othersare doing. Her mind s totally
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enraptured by words, notjustthe
senses but the sounds, everything
about them. Herwords are playful,
pure, astonished and, mostly,
indecipherable.

“That'sjustlikeitis!” Shecries.
“It can be the print, actually seeing
the word itself, the way itlooks, the
shapeit’smakingonthepaper...
allthose things."

Shesays the words whileshereads
them, luxuriatesintheshapethey
makeinhermouthand thesounds
theyconjureupinherthroat.

“The songsjust write
themselves,” says Robin. “It'slike
we'regettingmanipulated or
somethingsometimes.”

Lizagrees: “Iwas gonnasay that
it'slike... who's thatwoman? e
There'sthiswoman...and who's
thatbloke? Oh, it's Bach or someone. She’ll suddenly sit down at the
pianoand..."

“Isthisajokeorsomething?” Robin snaps, cruelly.

“Noitisn't,” she snapsback. “She'lljust sitdownand come upwith
these...Ican’trememberwhoitis? Whoisit? Gilbert O’Sullivan? He's not
dead,ishe?"”

Weall laugh and agree thatit's possible he’sbeen dead from the neck up
sincethe day he wasborn, but knowwhat she means. Liz feels possessed
ofanother’stalents, anagent for another's gift. Doesshe knowwhere the
words come from?

“Iflknowwe'regonnabewriting, I startreading. ] have read, that’s
wherel geteverythingfrom.I have tosee thewords.'mneverlounging
abouton thesofaandthefilmcomeson...1don’tread somuch now."

Whatsortof stuffwhen youdo?

“Ithelpsifthebook’sgood. Uh... whatamI reading?I can’tremember
thelastbooklbought.”

“Fungus The Bogeyman,” says Simon.

“Oh, the Plop-Up Book-that’s dead good,” shelaughs.

Liz gave Simon a copy of Fungusfor hisbirthday and Ivo gave Lizacopy
of The Magus for Christmas. This explains alot. Presumably the songs
meansomethingtoLiz?

“Ohyeah, of course.”

There mustbea certainpleasure, then, in the meanings being secret?

“Yeah. You're not thinking you'rereally smart oranything, butyou're
pleased when other people think about them. That'swhat they're
supposed todo. It'ssupposed to happen for them, not for me.”

“It'sgreat to see people mouthingwords that you know are totally alien
towhat theyreallyare. It'sgood because people

Treasureseoker:
“Och, we'lljustge
adealinAmerica
andwe'llhave
loadso'money™

o5 4

amillion. Evenso, they'restaying put. TheytrustIvo, consider him
afriend, and that's the way they work. Althoughright now, they are
paying themselves aweekly wage, their fundsareinvested inanew
studio and Lizand Robin are homeless, crashingat Ivo’shaving been
kicked outoftheir rented flatin Muswell Hill. If they signed to EM],
Iventure, theycould all afford mansions.

“Och, we'lljustgetadealin America and we'll haveloads o’ money,”
says Robin. “That'swhat Americansare for, tobe used.”

Robin always suspected that Americans were daft butnow he knows
—the Cocteaus played in New York last winter.

“They’refuckin’ nutsoverthere,” Lizreckons. “Theyreallylaugh at
Robin. He wasareal sort of curio-they couldn’tbelieve his pointed
shoes, they thought he was a freak—and yet everybody, everybody there,
wasgoingabout with earmuffson... Notsubtle-theywerebig teddy bear
earmuffs, fuckin’ crocodile earmuffs. They're over-the-top, those
people.lcan’tgetovertheirclothes.”

“Crimplene,” Robinsnorts.

“No one ever woreanythingthatfitted them. Honestly, honestly. The
things you buyin the shops over there are either too big for you or too
smallforyou-theydon’tfitanyone.It’sincredible!”

“They've gotincredibly bad taste,” adds Robin. “You always get thecab
driver'slife story, his marital problems, everything.”

“They'reso talkative, it's unbelievable,” says Liz. “It's like a tape loop or
something.” Sheshivers. “I'm fuckin’ freezinginhere.”

loffer my jacket, which she wisely declines, and ] enquireabout her
dress—usually whiteand long, not exactly LauraAshleybut, y'know, not
punk. Lizsays thelast two dresses she wore were made by someonelvo

knowsin Richmond who makes clothesout of

arejust fantasisingand enjoying themselves,”
saysSimon.

Whatwasn’tquiteso great was when their
debutalbum, Garlands, wasreleased inJapan
withalyricsheet compiled by someonewho'd
tried todiscernthewords fromlistening to
thealbum.

“There's not onelinecorrect,” Robin gloats.
“There’'sonlyabout, maybe, four or five words
thatareactually correct.”

“It'ssoembarrassing,” saysLiz. “ mean, that's
what people must have thoughtIfuckin’ wrote!
Never mind... nevermind...” Shesighs.

Ilike the Cocteau Twins—theywon’tlet Smash

“If I know
were gonna
be writing,
I start
reading”

oldmaterial.

“She’s got some things thatshe can’t wash
oranything. They’rebeautiful. They'rejust
incredible. When you're surrounded by things
like thatitmakesyou feel really good.” I suggest
that the notion of fashionisananathematothe
Cocteaus.Simonhad earlierdismissed the
latest Cure stuffas “fashionable”.

“Can’tbe fatand fashionable,” Robin tells me.
Twodayslater I catchhimstaringintoamirror
in the dressingroomat the photostudio.
“Who's that fatbloke?” heasksand prods
himself. “Idon’t feellike thatinside!”

“People whobuythe newestclothesandall

Hitsprint their songwords. Communication, for
them, isatenuous thing. Theyrecently met Eno todiscussworkingona
newalbum, talked alotaboutsequencersand he left thinking theydidn't
reallywanthimto produce them. He wasright, they didn’t. They were after
acollaborator, so the projectremainsuncertaininthat Cocteau-likeway.

“Iwonder how much we'd getif wesigned toa major?” Robininquires,
mischievously.

“Oh, aboutamillion,” Simonreplies.

He knows. His brother’s been hawking round arumour that the
Cocteausareplanningtoleave 4AD, just for fun. Noonebaulked at

thatkind of thing probably need to because
they haven'tgot any other way of expressing themselves,” says Simon.

I'mabout to ask Lizwhether she always wears cardigans becauseshe’s
ashamed of hertattoos-one oneacharm, “SiouxsieAnd The Banshees”
andIcouldn’tcatch the other-but Robinbuttsin.

“Lizwearsapretty dressbecause it makes her feel more comfortable
when she walks onstage. She could hide behind thatalmost... thisis
gettingabit Smash Hitsis it not? We should be talking about the music.”

Itell them that, inaway, we areand theyallretreatinto their quiet
smiles. Again. SteveSutherland o

ALAMY
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Thumb deal

lamwritingto complainabout
the recent spateofadvertisements
forthe new Roger Waters single
andforthcomingtour. These
adverts—in Time Out, City Limits,
Melody Maker, New Musical
Express,mostunderground
stations, any hoardingspace
available-areoffensive tolookat
andread.Theadvert, youmustbe
aware, consistsofaback viewota
naked womanhitchhikerwiththe
artist'snameand the motif The
ProsAnd Cons Of Hitch Hiking!
Thisisobviouscommenton
therecentcourtcaseinwhich
atemalehikerwastoldshe
deservedtoberapedasshehad
beenhiichingalone.Ifind this
typeofinferencedoubly offensive.
Notonlyistheadvertblatantly
usingawoman'sbodyinorderto
make the wares more interesting,
the messagealsoimplies that
femalehitchersare “askingforit”
anddeserveall theyget.
lamforced intothe position
of complainingabout this
kindofluridadvertising
thoughianragainst censorship.
Iwould advocate moresex,
lesssexism, but thistypeof
misogynisticadvertisingleaves
metotallynonplussed.
lamwellaware thatl,asan
individual,amunabletochange
theattitudeswhichproducethis
kind ofdross. 1 wouldstill rather
not haveitshoved downmy throat
everytimelopenanewspaperor
goforawalk. Afterall, 1grewup
intheswinging'60s;lamstill
encumbered by the belief that
evervoneisentitled o dotheir
ownthingsolongasitdoesn’t
harmanyone else. (Righton—Ed.)
However, thisadverthurts me,
[findit personallyoffensive. lam
awomanandahitchhiker.
Irecognisethiedeep-seated
inhibitionsand{rustrationswhich
liebehiind thiskind ofattitude.
Thaveknownalotofinadequate
men, I seethemevery day, I work
withrafew,and nowagain they
havetheirsetof unformed
prejudicesandinhibitions
verified by thiscrummy piece of
second-rateadvertising!
POLLY GREEN, Barnes,
London SW12 (NME May 26)

What difference does it make?
TheSmithsareasplainasapacket
of crisps. Morrissey’s momentary
stardoim owes tarmore to music-

Readers’ letters

presshype thanitdoestogenuine
talent. He claimshe’sagenius.
Perhapsheis,butonlyat
manipulating the media.
TheSmiths onlyrealstrength
liesinMorrissey'scarefully
cultivatedimage. The eccentric
celibaterecluse withthebaggy
jeans, Nationalllealth specsand
Interflora-endorsed back pocket
oozesmocksinceritvandinvites
troubled soulstosharehis pain.
Could thisbeanother Johnny Ray?
Whenthepropaganda’sdies
down, the press have backlashed
and thetrendiesdisappeared,
TheSmiths musical vapidity
willbeexposedtothefulland
theembalming manwill sink
withouttrace.
TERRY, VillaParadiso, Torquay,
Devon (MMMay5)

Thisquestion maysound terribly
naive, and I'msureit will elicit
somesmartremark, butI'llask
anyway. IsMorrissey gay?What
about therest of the band? You
see, livinginthe US, wedon'tget
muchinformationabout new
bands,andI'vejustrecentlybeen
abletofindashop thatsells MM,
Now that ['vetotallyembarrassed
myself, I'llend here.

PATTY GIARRUSSO, Cranston,
Rhodeisland, USA (MMMay 5)

"10s- st¥le outrage
back in fashion

Help!lsittrue that they're going
toscrap the John Peel showor
moveit to weekends? Pleasetell
me how wecanstopthis. Maybe
itRadio One received hundreds
ofletterssupportingjohninthe
10-to-midnightslot they'd pay
someattention? If thereareany
otherfansout there, whynotwrite
and tell RadioOnewhat we want.
CLAIRE,Harrogate (MMFeb 25)

Thecrypio-fascist, capitalistic,
materialistic, militaristic,
nationalistic, NF short-back-n’-

sides mentality of yoursecond-
rate brandof toilet papermakes
meviolentlyilloncontact.Thav
norecourseivliatsoever except o
putaveryheavy curseuponyour
existence. Bewarned-lam
preparingahexthatwillbring
aplagueofboilsupon vourstatf,
ridiculeto vourestablishment
andanendtoyourdays. There,
I'vesaid mybit, nowgo backta the
void and stay there, yousenseless
bunchofbastards.

HAPPY THE HIPPY, Pink Fairies
for Glastonbury CND Festival,
Shakin’ Street, Now (MMFeb 25}

Prejudice won't keep you warm
WhydoyouEnglishall hate Duran
Duranorlike Culture Club, orlike
DuranbDuranandhateCulture
Club?Personally, [ prefer Culture
Club, butthat’s nareasontohate
Duran Duran.

I'mnotexactlyaDuran Duran
fan, butatleast 'mnotinterested
inslaggingthemotfiotell
someone how much flike
CultureClub.

Suppose they'vebeen playing
thisbeautiful record allday
longontheradio(andyou're
aDuranDuranfanand Culture
Clubhater),andevery timethey
announce that record you torget
tolisten?

And, ohdear,itturnsoutiobe
CultureClub’snewsingle! Would
vougo and buyitthen? Even
though youknowyou'vealways
hated that “pool” Boy George
andco?idon’t think vouwould...
you'resoawfully prejudiced.

Idon'tcarewhetherthe
recardsllikearesungbyCulture
CluborDuran Duran. Up tonow
I'veboughtmore Culture Club
records than Duran Duran
records. I'hat’s probablywhyl
prefer Culture Club.

SIGRID CLUAES(?),Belgium
(MM Jan 21)

And finally

Please, please heip me. [ metthis
wonderfulgirlat the Genesis
concertonSaturday. Wedidn't
exchangenamesoraddresses,
buthwanttocontact her.She
waswearingablue Wind And

Wutheringsweatshirt,and we both

boughttickets from toutsandsat
by theside of thestage. AllTknow
aboutherisshe’s 17. Please, please
printthisletter,
RAYMEADS,Malthouse Square,
Beaconsfield, Bucks (MMMarch17)
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Emphasis on
wife-beating

MM JULY 28

enjoying his first British hit with “When

Doves Cry”, is backin deep water. Already
subjected toalifetime’s worth of outraged
audiences andrighteousindignation as
aresult of his provocative manner on stage,
Prince has enraged critics with his new movie,
Purple Ruin.

AtaNew York press screeningof the movie,
thehacks wereoutinforce, loudlyand bitterly
bemoaning the gutterlanguageand theundue
emphasison wife-beating.

Prince, of course, is unlikely to be fazed by such
offence: themanis obviously acomplete loony
whonevercomesoutindaylight andisnotof this
world. He basically playshimselfin the
film, andalthough hedidn’tactually
write thescript, muchofthefilmisa
refracted image ofhisown troubled
childhood in Minneapolis.

It’sambitiouslydramatic, with some
whiplasheditingand someelectrifying
concertsequences.

Inaddition tothe Purple Rain
soundtrack, there are songs from the
filmwhich appearonthe newTime
andApollonia6records. And tofurther
appease amateurshrinks there’sapiano
pieceinit, whichissupposed toillustrate
Prince’s oddrelationship with hisscreen
fatherand wasactuallywritten by his
real-life father.

MrSigmund Freud will be delivering
hisown verdict on Prince’s sanity in next
week’s MM.

P RINCE OFWAILS: That nice Prince,




Prince onstage
duringthe 98-date
PurpleRainTour,
whichsawthelive
debutofhisband
TheRevolution

L o . g '
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REX FEATURES

MM SEPT 15

ECORD STORESNATIONWIDE
R have withdrawn copies of The Smiths’

firstalbum as well as their last single,
“Heaven Knows I'm Miserable Now".

The Boots and Woolworths chains have
refused to continue selling either record owing
to thelyrical content of asong called “Suffer
Little Children”. Featured on both the album
andthe B-side of the single,it'sbeen deemed
offensive torelatives of the children who died
inthe infamous Moors Murders of the '60s.

Although there'sbeen controversyinthe
past about the lyrical content of the song,
which deals with the killings, it's only recently
that official complaints have been made by
relatives of the murdered children - Lesley
Ann Downey (aged10) and John Kilbride (12).

Boots said: “We had acomplaint from the
Kilbride family, and as aresult we decided to
withdraw both the album and single because
there were words that tended to be offensive
to the family.” And a Woolworths spokesman
said: “The Manchester Evening News
telephoned us tosay that one of therelatives
of one of the Moors murdered children had
complained that we and other stores were
selling these records by The Smiths. We
played the song and we had a discussion.
There was aninvestigation and we decided to
take the records off sale altogether.”

"Tota

B IGCOUNTRY, THE Style Council, Tom

Robinson, Marilyn, Madness and Feargal

Sharkey are among many top pop names
who've promised support to anew campaign
designed tofight heroin use in Britain.

The Anti-Heroin Campaign-launched by
photographer Simon Gargette and designed by
MacSullivan-isan ambitious project designed
to warnyoungsters of the danger of thedrug.

Alreadyanumberofleading pop
personalities have agreed to wear anti-heroin
T-shirtsontourand plansare being made for
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y against heroin” wisers-

However, the ban has not been taken up
by other major record chains. At Virgina
spokesmansaid: “It hasn’t been withdrawn
as faras we know,” andatHMV Records the
word was that “we're looking into it first”.

A spokesman for the group said this week:
“The Smiths stand behind100 per cent of the
lyrics to all of their songs and ‘Suffer Little
Children’is no exception. The song was written
out of aprofound emotion by Morrissey,
aMancunianwhofeels that
the particularly horrendous
crime it describes mustbe
borne by the conscience of
Manchester and that it must
neverhappenagain. ltwas
written out of deep respect
for the victims and their kin
and The Smiths feltit was
animportant enough
song to put on their last
single eventhoughithad
already beenreleased
ontheir LP.

“Inaword, itisa
memorial to the children
andalllike them who
have suffered such
afate. The Smiths
are acknowledged as

amajor “star-studded ball” in Londontoraise
money for thecampaign. Inaddition, a
nationwide poster campaign-with the slogan
“Heroinisalifesentence”-hasjuststarted.
“Essentially, we want toshow young people
that pop starsand others!ike sportsmen and
women, politiciansand TV personalitiesare
totally against heroin,” said organiser Mac
Sullivan. “It'sgreat that peoplelike Tom
Robinson, Jerry Dammers, Madnessand Big
Countryhaveallagreedtohelpinwhatever
waytheycan." The T-shirtsand poster

“It was written
out of deep respect
for the victims and

their kin”

_ :
Smithslyricist
Morrisseyhad“a
lengthy conversation”
withthemotherof
MoorsMurdersvictim
Lesley AnnDowney

writing with sensitivity, depth and intelligence,
and the suggestion that they are cashinginon
atragedy at the expense of causing grief to

the relatives of its victims is absolutely untrue.

“Morrissey hashad alengthy conversation
with the mother of Lesley Ann Downey, Mrs
West,and she understands that the intentions
of the songare completely honourable.
Furthermore, he's willing to speak to any
immediate members of the familiesinvolved
so there willbe no misunderstanding.

“As for the photograph on the record
sleeve whichbearsa
resemblance to Myra
Hindley, itis, of course, Viv
Nicholson, whose picture
was chosentoillustrate the
record ‘Heaven Knows I'm
Miserable Now’. The photo
was takenin1961and was

first published in the News
Of The Worldyearbefore
the tragic eventoccurred.
“The decision to put
‘Suffer Little Children’
on the B-side was made
well after the choice of
Ms Nicholson’s photo
had beenmade, and
althoughitisachilling
coincidence, thereisno
further connection.”

campaigns will be followed by stickers, cards
and balloons, and cartoonist Ralph Steadman
hasdrawntwo colourillustrations forthe AHC.
Tom Robinsonhasalreadyexpressedan
interestin playingliveat the London ball.
It'sestimated that therearemore than
150,000 heroin addictsin Britainand that
£200m worth of it enters the countryeach year.
Fears have been growing forsometimeover
thesafetyofschoolchildrenand other young
peoplewhoinhale thedrug, knowingitonly
as“skag” withoutrealisingit’sheroin.
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Jagger:soloalbum
beingproducedby
BillLaswell,not
TrevorHorn

“Totally mystified

MM JuLy 28

reacted furiously to “inaccurate
codswallop” written about themin the

press. Onestoryin the London Evening
Standard suggested that the group were about
tosplit; that Keith Richards, Bill Wyman and
Ron Wood were angry about Mick Jagger's solo
album; that Jagger and Richards hadn't spoken
for weeks; that the cracks were highlighted
when none of thegroup
turned up for the christening
ofJagger’s baby daughter.

The Daily Expressreported
thatJagger wasworkingon
asolo project with Trevor
Horn as producer.

“Thegrouparetotally
mystified byallthis,” saida
spokesman for the Stones’ office. “There’s
absolutely notruth in therumour about
‘cracks’ intheband. They’rerecordinglater this
year. They’re going to have averybusycoupleof
yearsahead of them, and they’reas far away
fromany splitastheycould get.

“I’salinonsense. Mickand Billare
particularlychummy at the moment, and Keith

'|' HEROLLING STONES have this week

“They’re as far
away from any split
as they could get”

and Mickhaven'tspoken for weeksbecause
they’reliving 5,000 miles apart withan
eight-hourtime difference thrownin. The
christening was for theimmediate familyand
nobodyoutsideitwasinvited.

“Foranyof theband to be annoyed with Mick
recordingasoloalbumisinconceivable. There's
along-standingarrangementin thegroup that
whenthey're notrecordingortouring, they
candowhattheylikeas
individuals. That’s precisely
whythegroup haven't split
upoverall theseyears.
Theirsolo projectshave
been countless.

“Thewholestoryin the
Standardisbased on
hearsay... The Expressstory
isjustasbad. Mickisrecordingasoloalbum that
willbereleased thisautumn, and the producer
isBill Laswell. Mick met Trevor Horn foradrink,
butthat was purelyasocial meeting.”

Jagger'ssoloalbumissaid tobe “amixtureof
allsortsofthings... some rocksongs, some
funkytypesongs”. It'sscheduled for releaseon
CBSinOctober.

Yeats, Rimbaud, Jerry Lee Lewis

Books and authors

Dion Fortune

CSlLewis

George MacDonald

The GirlIn A Swing Richard Adams
The Awakening Earth Peter Russell
The Misfits Of Avalon Marlon Bradley

Drinks
Vodka and coke
Chocolate milk

Places
Edinburgh
The Portobello Road

The sea
Politician

Tony Benn

Soul music
Easter Patti Smith
Dirt The Stooges

Summertime In England
VanMorrison

Philosophers
Sitting Bull
lggy Pop

Colours
Green
Black
White

Poet:Jerry
Leelewis

“So trendy you even have pickets”

NME AUG 4

POLOGIES TO ALL our readers for
our non-appearance over the last

outside the nation’s coking plants, although
the stalwart NME pickets ensured there
were NO coal deliveries to these offices

the NME/Capital Six Day Wonder -a fab
week of new bands organised by NMEin

nine weeks. We hope you've missed

NME as much as we have.

Ourabsenceisoneresultof adispute
between the National Union of Journalists
and IPC, who own NME. Action by the NUJ in
pursuit of a12 per cent pay claimresultedin
our non-appearance and the subsequent
suspension of publication by IPC until the
resolution of the dispute. This came with the
union's acceptance of management’s 7 per
cent offer, withimproved conditions. Many
otherIPC titles were similarly affected.

What did we do during our two months
away? Well, the Carnaby Street picket lines
(“NME's so trendy you even have pickets,”
quipped Billy Bragg, one of the performers
tooffer us abenefitgig, or atleasta round
of beers)weren't reruns of the scenes

conjunction with Capital Radio.

Qur absence from the newsstands meant
thatthe 18 groups didn’t get the crowds they
deserved; our thanks to them all, as to Capital,
and all you faithfuls who showed up anyway.

Otherwise we watched the evolution of the
“Frankie Say” T-shirts along Carnaby Street,
and we still can’t figure out just what Frankie
saybeyond “Relax”, “Gotoit” and “Work for
the fat cats”; rest assured, chaps, we're doing
allthree already. NeilSpencer

during the dispute.
What did we miss, besides pay? Some
of the greatest gigs of the summer season
- Stevie Wonder, alternating between
singalongatedium and inspired splendour; and
analmost too successful Glastonbury Festival
with El Costello outstanding and Morrissey
swapping his flowers for tree limbs. The event
continues to be the single largest fundraiser
for CND aswell as attracting a far more diverse
crowd that the customary
“hippy" sneers suggest.
Therewere acouple of rare
concertsfrom Dylan, asnear to
routine as Dylan shows can get;
ascorcher of adebut for the
British Reggae Sunsplash, and

GENESHAW / GETTY, DAVID MAGNUS / REX FEATURES
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“Playingthe
POp game”

GEORGE MICHAEL

WHAMI g Yn




Hittingpeak
bouffant, Andrew
RidgeleyandGeorge
Michaelof Wham!
pose foraphoto
shootinFrance
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MELODY MAKER

EORGEMICHAELAND Andrew Ridgeley are sexist,
fascist, stroppy, untalented, arrogant, mercenary,
manipulative, elitist, despicably commercial, and
wholly egocentric.
Orsothe paperssay, andit’s not been unknown
foryourstrulytocastamaliciousstoneor 10in
their direction. And before you accuse us of wantonvictimisation,
let'sfacethe facts.

Wham!are such obvious targets for derision in their sun-sand-sea-
and-sexutopia. If they had set themselves up solely as fodder for vitriotic
adjectivestheycouldn’thave doneabetterjob. From theswaggering
bravadoof“Wham!Rap” and “Bad Boys” to the permanent 18-30 holiday
posingof “Club Tropicana”, they wear theiregos on theirsleeve, their
assetsdown theirFilashortsand irritatingsmirkson those perma-
bronzed complexions.

As the glossy fan mags clamoured to deify the dubious duo, we
possessors of more (ahem) critical faculties searched for chinksin their
apparently untarnished armour.

Circulating rumourswere pounced upon with bloodlust glee—they
were bothgay, theydidn'treallywrite theirownsongs, Andrew was
merely astooge for George’s convenience, he couldn’teven play theguitar
he touted on stage, he was only there for his pulling power, twopretty
facesbetterthanone-orsothestories went. Factandfiction blurredso
much thateachludicrous episode added fuel to the fire.

Fourweeks before “Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go” wasreleased,
George wasloudly boastingthatitwouldgostraightinatNo 1.
Afewweeksafter thatweheard the absurdly convoluted saga
surrounding’s Andrew’s nose-job. The preposterousice-bucket-flinging
story had been concocted not asanalibi forAndrew’s plasters, butasa
publicitystuntfor their mate David Austinwho (bysheer coincidence of
course) happened to have arecord released that same week.

All this, coupled with their ruthless marketingtactics, hardlydispelled
thewrathofunrelentingcynics. It wasn’t just the press that made Wham!
the butt-end of vicious send-ups, either.

JustasThe Smiths’ rapidrise brought scorn fromrivals, soMichaeland
Ridgeley's popularityattracted acid rain. “Wemight be commercial but
atleast we'renotastackyasWham!”isalinethat'srecurredinmany
recentinterviews.

Wham!seemed to haverisen to the top on empty merit ofa few glibly
constructedsingles. Adoptingatactic thathad successfully plucked
Duran Duran from flaggingsalesfiguresand transformed theminto
darlingsoftheinternationalglitterati, Wham! plunged vigorouslyinto
afewsub-tropicalvideosand then hit thejackpot with the pantomime of
theClub FantasticTour.

Those shows, once seen, wereeasilyandrapidly forgotten. Myreview
wasscathingintheextreme. IfGeorgehad farted into themic the fans
wouldstill havescreamed.

Wham!'sarse-wigglingand crotch-thrusting
cuedripplesofcollective teenage orgasmand
the wideboy casualsstood behind the girls,
nudgingeachother with copied bravado.

Wham!wereeverythingthey'd beenaccused
ofand more. Lackingin contentand almost
sinisterin design, their facile anticsmightbe
narcotic to the massesbut they weren’t for me.

Andthenastrangethinghappened.

Aslwaded through thereviewsinglesone
week, “Wake Me Up..." hit the deckand Wham!
Bitstwitched thathad nevertwitched before.
WasthisParkinson'sdisease or the DTs? It
couldn’tmeanlliked it,couldit?

“Youmakingitsingle of the week was the best
review wecould have had,” Georgelaughsmockingly
atmeinhismanager's office, thescene of ourdebut
encounter. Andrewloungeslazily nearby, gazing
disdainfullyat theaggressor. They look exactly how
youthinkthey'dlook, faded l.evi'sand pale1-shirts
accentuatingtheir peak offitnessand deep Miami-
burnttans.

“Afavourablereview from someonewho hates you
means farmore than another paton the back. \We
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“We want to be
huge. We're
doing it in the
same way as
everybody else”

onlyagreed todo thisinterview out of curiosity. Wewanted togive you
theonce-over. And we wanted you tosee that wehaven'tgot nine heads.”
Hegrinsat Andrew, whoironicallyresponds.

“Afterthat livereview you did we'd never havetalked toyou, but then
youmade ussingle of the week, butonlyaftersayingin thesamebreath
howmuchyouhated us.mean, whydid youfeel you had toapologise for
likingthessingle? That'swhatnarked us; we had to meet you after that.”

“Wedidn'twanttotalk to Melody Maker because yourhypocrisy makes
ussick,” Georgestatesflatly. “You useournameon the covertohelpyou
sellmoreissuesand thenslagus offinside. And then you have the nerve to
criticise our marketingstrategies. Oneissuelast year slagged usoff four
times, and yet used aglossy picture of us forthe freecalendarinside.

“We're only talkingto youout of curiosity and because we fancied doing
ajuicyinterviewforachange.”

Herubshishandstogethergleefully.

“We'resick to death of those boring, repetitious questions about our
holidaysand haircutsand videos. Ask us somethingnasty,” he hackles,
“butfirst tellmewhyyouhad toslagusoffpersonallyin thatsingle review.
Whydidyouropinion ofusas peoplehavetoenterintoitatall?”

Because, George, asyouastutely recognised from thestart, nowadays
it'simpossible todivorceasingle oralbum fromaband’s persona. Videos,
TV,PAsand interviewscollectively reinforceachosenimage, what
advertisingexecutives would call corporate identity. Onlyunknown
bandscanhavetheirrecordsreviewed without assorted mentalimages
springing tomind. It'sinsanely naiveif youexpectrigid objectivity.It's
impossible whenimage and productaresoincestuously entwinedina
relentlessaudiovisual package.

And fromthefaded denim dolechicof “Wham!Rap” through to the
sequinned Number One T-shirts for “Wake Me Up”, Wham!have courted
that bi-sensory blending more than most.

“Butit’sstillunjust to make personal assessments of our motives before
you'dmet us,” Georgeargues, unconvinced by theargument that if we
hadtoreservejudgement unlesswe'd met the particularartist there'dbe
astockpileof unreviewed recordsstretching from High Holbornto
Shanghai. Leaningforwardeye to eye,he demandsmycondensed
opinion of Wham!, which hewants tochallenge point for point. OK then.

Howdo theycometo termswith thefact that theirlive showsare geared
tomilk thebasest form of entertainment - cheap titillation? Andrew
leaps out of hischair, explodingintoa diatribe about “missing the point”
and “givingpeople what they want”.

Georgeismorerelianton his powersofreasoningand hissincerity, even
ifhisargumentis notconvincing.

“Whydo peopleaccuseusoftalkingdown toouraudience? And why
dotheyfind usoffensive?1thinkwhat we doisfarlessinsultingtotheir
intelligence thansomeonelike Duran Duranstandingaloofand
impassiveand tryinghardtolooklike arockband.

“Alright,sowe comeonto thecrowd, show themvideosof ourfamilies,
ofuswithhangoversin the morning. But through what you call
pantomime wesend people home feeling that
they know usabit better than before. Ifyou'd
takenagood lookat those crowdsyou'd have
seen nearly asmany boysasgirls, and most of
themwereolderthan the 14-16 age bracket that
you thinkisour market.

“Thegirlswere theretobe flirted with, sowe
did-theblokesjustwanted tolaughwithus
‘cosifthey werein our position they’d love it.
Butthere wasmoresingingand dancingthan
screaming. Sure, whenwelark about up there
it looksridiculous toyou, but that’s because
youdon'tsee thehumourinit.

“Ourwholeimage ishumorous, we're playing
atpop, playingthegameverywell,and the
videosinSpainandFloridaareapartofthat.
ForGod’ssake, whatdoyouexpectustodoonstage--
sitinacorner andrecite the Gormenghast trilogy?

“The reason weattractso much hostility isbecause
we'requiteblatant, quite open aboutsubjectsthat
most bandswon'ttalk about. We want to be huge”
-hestretchessmooth-haired forearms from wall
towall-“that'snosecret. We're doingit thesame
way aseveryoneelse, but because we're frank about
ourmovesand motives we're blowingeveryone



FREEDOM

else’scover. It's like we've broken some unspoken
codeofbehaviour.”

Andinasense he'sright. Wham!are possibly the
quintessential popband, the culmination of atwo-
decadeevolutionthat's turned short cuts, dodges
andformulaeintoanartform. It’sasifthey tooka
demographicsurvey of whatkids wouldlook forin
theirultimate pop band and then turneditintoreality.

Wham!songsare transient, disposable, and vitally mobile. So far
they'veflirted on the fringesof Latin American, Motown, rap, soul,
jitterbug, funk and disco. Yet no onequestions theirlack of originality or
whimsical changesofimage, because this is Pop, Pop whose capital ‘P’
stands for payolanot purism and whoseonly tabooisaflopsingle.

“What we're increasingly becoming aware of is that because we mainly
doverysuperficialinterviews, people think we're thick,” George mutters
withagrimace. “Theyask thesame things overand over till it makes you
feellike screaming. Sometimes tocombat the boredom we playup and
throwinsome arrogant statementin the hopes of livening things up, but
theynever respond. They justgo backand printeverythingwesay, like
‘Wham!saidtheythink they'rethebest pop bandever'... Theycan'teven
pickuponthesarcasm.”

convey is that Wham! aren't given enough credit for their

songs. “Here lam, 21 years old, right! I've written six Top 10
singles, written, sung, produced and arranged a No 1, I've just released
asolosingle and what do people want to ask me? Where I buy my
shirts and what my favourite food is!  know our fans want to know
the triviabut we'd like to be given more credit for the thing we're best
at-makinghit records. And there’s a knack to writing hits that people
oftendon’trealise.”

Soundslike George hasbeen hoisted by his own petard. In defence of
Wham!'srelentless pursuit of basic-ingredient pop, heis quick to quote
otherbelatedlyrecognised talents.

“Remember Motown was despised when it firstcame out, forall the
samereasonswe're beingslagged off now.

“Look at ABBA -by the time people had realised how good they wereit
wastoo late. ABBAjustkeptreleasing aregularstream of faultless, catchy
melodiesand very clever pop songs. There was nothing fantastically
originalabout themeither. They triumphed bybeingconsistently good,
and that'swhat wewant for Wham!”

Thefutureseemstohold nofear for George-he's already making
plansadecadeinadvance. “Unless somethingdreadful happenstome
orlgetbored with thebusiness, I'llstillbe writing derivative, catchy,
huge-sellingrecordsin 10 years’ time. My songwritingis gettingbetter
allthetime. The songs I'm writing now have afar wider appeal than our
earlierones.

“We're notlike Duran, whoserecord sales are propped up by ahuge and
loyalfan club following. We sold 64,000 copies of‘Wake Me Up’ in one day
andwe worked out that 90 percent of the people whosentit to No 1 would
never have boughtaWham!record before. Which proves that they
boughtitjustbecause theyliked it, which has nothingto dowith our
imageorvideosoranythingelse.”

Articulate, directand unbelievably clever at bringing you round to his
point of view by devious circularreasoning, George is fun tocross swords
with. Worsestill, you end up liking him for hisaudacity. Prod him with
the fact thatsince “Wham!Rap” (its life-on-the-dolelyricseen as Britain's
equivalentto GrandmasterFlash’s “The Message”) hislyrics haven't
strayed far beyond thereflected glamour ofapopstarlifestyle and he
smartsvisibly.

“Whatyou'rereallysayingis that we did asudden turnaboutfrom
aggressive to soft, which we can’tdeny. The aggressionin ‘Wham!Rap’

T HE OTHERVITAL factor that George is almost over-eager to

WHAM!

and 'Young Guns' was real enough, but Isuccumbed
tothe pressure of sticking to formulawith ‘Bad Boys’
andlhatedthatsingle. It wasn't me. So after that1
decided to writefrominstinctrather thandemand
and that'swhy thesongs changed.

= “Since then we'vebeen called fascists, which

Ican'tunderstand. We both vote Labour, we're not

sexist, racist, bigotedin any way-oh, and we're notgay either,” he smiles.
“Weeventried totake partina CND benefit at Wembley this year, and
wewant to dosomething that wouldn't look too naffto support the
miners. Theonly thing I'm worried aboutiskeeping the musicand
politicsseparate.”

Obviouslyto protect the auraandidentity Wham!have built around
themselves. The potential fragility of Wham!'s newsuccessisalso afactor
inreleasing George’s solo work as acompletely separate project.

“Careless Whisper” wasreleased on Monday, and if George's
buoyant predictionsare matched, it'll hit single-digit chartfigures
within theweek.

“Basically, mysolo stuffis very different to what people have come to
expect fromWham!;itcouldn’t havebeen incorporated intowhatwedo.
Iwantedtoreleaseit, so thave. 'm notexpandingmy horizonsin case
Andrewand I'splitup, which isanother one of those rumoursyou'll have
heard. There's no question of that. Butas Wham! the only constant
identitywehaveisthat we're uptempo, lightweight pop. I love writing
Wham!songs, but I've enjoyed doing my ownstufftoo.”

“CarelessWhisper”isacaressingsoul ballad that far outstripsthe
mixed charms of Wham!releases. Thisisso obviously the natural
etementfor Michael'srichly toned vocals thatit’s a pity his solowork will
bedictated by Wham!'s schedule. Over the nextsix months they have to
recordanalbum (in the south of France fortaxreasons!), tourwhenit's
released inlate autumn/early winter, release anothersinglein the
meantime-and thenit'll be Christmas.

Georgeiskeepinghisbestsonginreserve for the Christmas
competition.

“It's the mostcommercial and melodic single I've ever written.”

Morecommercial than “WakeMe Up"? Impossible. The new Wham!
LP promises tobe more of a pop-and-soulalbum thanadiscoalbum.
Georgeplanstorelease another solosingle nextyear-thoughif“Careless
Whisper” justifies its author’sconfidence, it'll be interestingto seejust
howmuch timehe’llborrowfrom Wham! to bolster its success.

ITH GEORGE DIVERGING on a solo tangent, the specifics

; / ; ; of Andrew’srolein Wham!will again be under scrutiny.

Georgeis adamant that Andrew’sis not a secondary role.
“He plays guitar, is half theimage, co-wrote ‘Careless Whisper’
with me, and ifit wasn't for him Wham!songs wouldn't be what
theyare. Wham!is an equal, democratic partnership and it’s going
to stay that way.”

Andrew, who'sdonelittlemorein theinterview than nod, scowls
moodilyandrises to thebait. “Just because I'm happy tolet George do
most of the talkingdoesn't mean I don’thaveopinions. It'sjust that I'm
not as patientasheis about constantly having tojustify our existence to
journalists who never listen anyway.”

Georgeinevitably concludes thissurprisingly educational joust with
achallenge. “Well, you've satand talked to us now, you've heard Wham!
from Wham!. We're not saying that we have no egos-of course we're
enjoyingthissuccess, that'sbeenourtargetfromthestart. We're not
coveringanything up and we're probablyadamnsight more honest in
ourintentions than someotherbands. Having met us, can youstillgo
away feeling that we're con artists who prey mercilessly on other people’s
vulnerability to pave ourway tothe top?”

Andthe answerof courseisno. llelen Fitzgerald ®
ek ki e
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Intotal command:
MichaelJacksonon
stageinBuffalo,New
York, August 27,1984

AUG 11...but it’s Michael’s songs that the crowd want (and get) to hear.

CARCELY HAD ltouched down
S Stateside last week when | found

myselfboundin abusfor
Meadowlands, ina humid pocket of endless,
endlesslyirrelevant New Jersey. Dislocated
asonly an exhausted English rock-critcan
feel, lwas sped off from CBS midtown
Manhattanina coachthat nosed under the
rivertosurface inthat nebulous nowhere-
land, in tow with the man from the Sunday
Times and the boy from Smash Hits.

The joke of Noo Joizy unfolded along my
portside as, in the distance, the sun's bloody
ball slid over a gigantic spaceship called Giants
Stadium (which hosts football). Here The
Jacksonsproposed to hold the night's court.

Once we'dmadeit past the thousand
varieties of memento, including a programme
that retailed at $10, dolls, gloves, a guy selling
battery-operated geese, things started to
happeninside and over the stadium (which
looked like the end of Close Encounters).
Choppersdancedinthe sky like insects,
planesrerouted to geta quick glimpse, kids
shadow-boxed jewelled Michael gloves.

At one point, when the popcorn-fuelled
anticipation had reached proportions of
hysteria, a frightening wave effect started
on one side of the stadium (how | know not),
whereby each sectionrose and fellindomino
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sequence, until itreached me. Each time it
did, Ifelt like | was suffocating. Finally it
ceased, leaving only the sound of Noo
Joizyites, like crickets, talkingbaseball.

The stage wasnot small, nor were the
various control towers. Nor were
the screenson either side of the
stage, which can only have been
blown-up backdrops from
Bambior Snow White. These
folded away after anoisy and
laser-slashed tableauin which
abunch of rather sad-looking
ogrescalled Cretons were
vanquished by valiant, armour-
plated Randy.

Synthetic thunderrockedthe
Arthurian meadowlands, while acombination
of magnesiumand dry ice gradually revealed
the five noble knights of the San Fernando
Valley. They descendedto the sputtering
pulse of “Wanna Be Startin’ Something”.

Start something they of course did. The
sight of Michael’s white socksblownup a
thousand times onthe holographscreen
propelled countless teenage women into
a state of near delirium. My own thought was,
yes, thatis Michael Jackson, not three
hundred yards away, the most famous person
onEarth.I'dknow him anywhere.

EAST RUTHERFORD,
= NEW JERSEY ——

LIVE!

—JULY29 ——

The planes continued to reroute above.
Jacksons worked the stage inevery
conceivable direction. Tito was going this
way, Marlon thataway, Jermaine was jammed

into his bass. They dodged and dummied
and decoyed like American
footballers."Heartbreak Hotel”
was an electric shock of colour
andjerking movement,
“Human Nature” was layered
silk, waves of love, and Michael
wasin total command. Facing
us, he was anevangelist
preacher on hot coals; facing
his kin, he was adrill sergeant.
My favourite Michael pose is
where he'sasports coach trying to
explain a difficult manoeuvre with the flat of
hishand.He'll stop, in mid-hop, to pick
something out of the night air, to size us up. At
Meadowlands, too, he was singing beautifully,
swooning on his back for “She’s Out Of My
Life”, long fingers stretching out at the dark
but the voice not breaking. Jermaine, in
contrast, was pitiably flat on an otherwise
hard-cooking “Let’s Get Serious”.

Oneincidental point: as Michael gets ever
sleeker and more stalk-like, so his brudders
seem toget butcher and meatier. Randy is
particularly keen on flexing his buttocks, as



AndrewRidgeley
andGeorgeMichael:
“posturingfarcically”

would Jackie be had he not beennobbled
before the tour began. (Jackie hobbled onin
aWorldwide Nuclear Ban T-shirt, leading one
tosuppose thathe must have tripped over a
silo somewhere.) One of the group portraits
inthe ripoff programme shows Michael,
surrounded by his butch brothersin boxing
togs, splitting the image of that beautiful fey
boy in Visconti's Death In Venice.

Allthe tour’s preceding hype had no doubt
overworkedus, but the clamour for more was
nottheloudest dinyour correspondent has
ever heard. Backin a salmon-pink space suit,
Michaeljumped through “Beat It", “Billie
Jean”, “Shake Your Body", lay prostrate as
giant Meccano triffids with purple eyeballs
triedto eathim, twirledlike aspinning top a few
more times, and generally carried on making
spontaneously choreographed love to himself.

Fireworks closed the proceedingsas|
wandered through the squashed franks and
spilt colato the sanctuary of the pressbus. By
now too creased to formajudgement of the
spectaclejust witnessed, images of Michael
and more Michael swam over the film of my
eyesuntil, with ajolt, | was walking the Sunday
Times man and the Smash Hits boy back to
their suites at the Algonquin Hotel. And last
night | dreamed Michael Jackson all the way
home to London. Barney Hoskyns

MMSEPT 15

SILURKED round theback of the hall
Atrying togetin,asmall entourage swept

pastled by ashort, greyingman,
curiously familiar... ArthurScargill! The
teenage girls hovering round the door paid
no attention. They were preoccupied with
the serious business of waiting for Wham!

Afaintauraofculture shocklingered over
the eveninglike a whiff of cordite. The boxes
and decorum of the Festival Hall seem more
Midland Bankthan NUM, butitwasfuliof
determined expressionsand akeennessto
applaud therightsentimentshowever they
were expressed. Thecriticdid not feel
welcome, though the event was presumably
asmuch about publicityasanything.

Alexei Saylekicked off, resemblingabad-
tempered grizzlywho's wokenup tofind
himselfinexplicably sewnintoanill-fitting
suit. On TV, Sayleisachore. Tonight, he was
belligerent and very funny, “political” only by
inference but scourgingly provocative.

Icouldn’thearmuchof Mike Harding
because myseat wasin theacoustic dead
zone. Still, 1 heard himsay that the miners
couldn’tbe beatenbecause they had nothing
tolose, and thisearned atumultofapplause.

Rik Mayallas “Kevin Turvey” was
almost exactlyasyou'd expect, withsome
convoluted sagaabout something happening
tohimon theway to theauditorium. It ended
withmuchtalkof
“pricks”, ratherrudein
my view. Typecastingin
acomedianisevenworse
thanitisfor pop stars, who
canatleast pretendtobe
actorswhen peoplestop
buyingtheirrecords.

The Style Council took
thestage forapacked,
purposefulset which lifted offnicely witha
rhumba-styled “Speak Like A Child”. Weller
sensiblyletthe musicdo thetalking, apart
from dedicatingalithe “Move On Up" to “all
the miners” (hardly necessary, onewould
have thought). For “Mick’s Up”, Weller played
bassastheadmirable Mick Talbotrippled
round hiskeyboards without visible effort.
StyleCouncil seem to be shakingdownintoa

0dd but eventfu

George apologised
to anyone thinking
Wham! would be
playing live

versatile unit, with tonight's short display
showingawelcomelack of pop-starego.
Weller and Talbotreturned to the stage for
alow-key encore of “MyEver Changing
Moods” and pottered offintothe wings.

Stillunable to hear much of what people
weresaying,l wasatfirstunder the
impression thatthe manin the darksuit
who'd stepped to the mic wassome sortof
stand-up comedian. However, I realised my
errorwhen [ caught thebitabout “thismanis
oneofthefinest TUCleadersthiscountryhas
everseen”. Heavens, he wasArthurScargill’s
warm-up man. Thereupon, Arthur (looking
nervous) strode on stage and deliveredan
impassioned speech, evidently much shorter
than hisusual workout, thankingthe artists
and predictingvictoryforthe NUM. Nothing
new here, but he brought the house down.

Aftertheinterval we had theawful Nigel
“Neil” Planer, mercifully brief, thenitwas
Wham!AllofWham!, thatis—backinggirls,
brasssection, keyboards, guitars-all
miming. Georgethought everybody had
come tosee themalone, and apologised to
anyone who'dboughtaticketunderthe
impressionthat Wham!would be playing
live. Hedid add that thiswasn’tthe point of
the evening, butobviously Wham!were out
tomilk their 15 minutes forall it was worth.

We had “Wake Me Up Before YouGo-Go”,
thegrim “Careless
Whisper”,anew song
called “Everything She
Wants" and the new
single, “Freedom”. Dressed
inwhiteand posturing
farcically, Wham!greatly
pleased thethreerows of
younggirlsat the back of
thehalland lefteverybody
elsestone-faced and baffled.

Working Week, dependablejazzerswho've
seenathingortwo, closed the proceedings
with therightair ofrewardingapplication.
BenWattand Tracey Thornsangthewordsto
“Venceremos” withastoundingineptitude,
thenthebandlitupfor the longinstrumental
passageand leftussizzling. Ithadbeenan
oddbut eventful night. Adam Sweeting
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((The

ntention
wasto be
a, hero”

An unexpected kind of meeting with

. What begins as a junket
for his new single with
becomes an insight into how a major
star succeeds, prospers and endures.
“P'd love to record with Streisand,” says
JB. “That would definitely be good for
humanity and for artistic merit.”

$EX MACHINE TODAY

| Godfather?
Funky President? Sou
.t arremmn Renihlican JAMES BROWN lays the '80srapona




Kingofhiphop Afrika
Bambaataaand
godfatherof funk
JamesBrown,
collaboratorsonthe
TommyBoysingle
“Unity”,summer1984

JOESTEVENS
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NME

HAT DO YOU think
of when you think of
James Brown?
Astretcher caseraddled
withemotional pain
dragginghimselfback
from endless encores of “Please Please Please”?
Theself-proclaimed, undisputed Godfather
OfSoul rovingacross hiskingdomin his robes
andfinerygivingstrengthand supplication to
the weak and wearymasses? Themanwho
stopped araceriot? Apompadour quiff dripping
asheen of sweat over hisface? Rubber-limbed
kneejerks, full-length splits and heel swivels?
Oneofthefinest musical brainsof the past 25
years? Alarger-than-life presence. The speed.
Thegrace. Theglory?
Lavdeezand gennelmen-thestarofthe
show, hard-working, Mr Dynamite. ..
Jaaaaaymes Brown.
Or, areyouready for this James Brown
wrapped inabathrobe, coolly appraising
himselfin front of hisbedroom mirror with his hairwrapped in pink
rollers. Would you believe it? The Man's Man SexMachine Brother Rapp
Minister Of The New Super Heavy Funk with huge plasticcombstogive
his nylon-textured locks that permed flounce and parting!

of his three-day assault on The New Music Seminar in New York’s

Hilton Hotel, you'd see how therollers are just part of his elaborate
and well-established process of readying himself to meet the press and
public. Inside their bedroom, his wife Alfie busies herselfwith the
various makeups, toners and highlighters that willimprove his features
without making him look like one of those over-painted honkys who
seemed to have colonised the charts while James hasbeen elsewhere.

Then there is the extensive wardrobe of clothes designed to make this
small, corpulent 56-year-old looksolid and imposing rather than the
glutinous overweight massthatonesuspects liesunder thecarefully
tailored cloth. Heis also on a diet specially planned by Gertrude Stein, his
wardrobe mistressand weight-watcher for the past 20 years.

Obviously nospringchicken herself, Ms Stein, atall, quiet lady ina white
crimplenefrock withamild case of varicose veins, had quite a hard task.
Because while Mister Brown, aseveryonein hisselect entourage refersto
him, nibbleson cornflakesandsliced
bananasat breakfastand delicatelittle
canapesforalunchtime snackashe
plays Funky President-in-waiting,
whenathomein hisAugusta, Georgia,
mansion, heisnostrangertothejoysof
Southern-stylehome cooking.

Theextrafleshistheretoproveit, but
the careful preparation pays offand
MrBrown lookssmart,cooland, yes,
imposing. It'sstillabitdisconcerting
when you seehim swaggeracrossthe
floorofhishotelsuiteorstrutting
downtown New York with thebutt
wrigglingand that rolling cowboy gait
infull swing. Still, pinkrollers! That
wasn'tgoingtobe too easy toforget.
Thatwasareal shocker.

OntheHilton's44thflooristhe
Presidential Suite. Richard Nixon
stayed herewith hiswife Patinthe
middle ofsomeofhis corruptdealings.
Themainroom hasoak-panelled
bookshelveswithaveritablelibrary
of Americanliterature, various items
ofengraved antique furnitureand
aswish polished-ballroom floor.
Windows thesizeof asmallfootball

I FYOU WERE around his hotel room the morning before the start

US 81.98 (by ski
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“T'hey want
me to work
with Aretha,
but I chose
Bambaataa”

RENEGADE
GODFATHER

pitch look overthe broad sweep of the Manhattan
skyline,and beside the windowssitsalarge Steinway.

Various people from Tommy BoyRecords and the
James Brown entourage millaround the main room
andkitchen (wherethere’'sabar withanextensive
supplvofPerrierwater). Atthe top of thespiral
staircase, James finishes off his preparations.

Aslwaitforhisarrival, thegirl from Tommy Boy

introduces metoAlfie, the fourth or fifth Mrs
Brown, who's nowbusyingherselfwith some
knitting. Agood fewyearsJB's junior, she’s
fairly plump andsquat, with abouffant of
back-combedblack hairand awell-powdered
whiteface. Laterin the day, somebodytells
hershelooks like Joan Collins and she’s not
amused, atall.
Also there throughout the three daysis Mr
HenryStallings, hardest workingmanager
of the hardest-working man in show business,
and Willie Glenn, a friend of James since
schooldays, now employed asageneral
assistant. Hischieffunction seemstobeto
give wholehearted support and agreement
to thecraziest statements and conjectures
made byhis friend and keeper. Some of Brown's male offspring by
previous marriages and his newest collaborator-Overlord Of The Zulu
Nation, self-proclaimed, undisputed King Of Hip Hop, Afrika Bambaataa
—arealso present.

It'sonlyafterflying3,000 miles from London and about three minutes
before the interview that I'm taken aside by the girlfrom Tommy Boyand
told there are three areas to avoid - politics, religion and colour. A James
Browninterview without politics or religion wasn’t exactly thesortof
interview I'd been preparingfor. The thought thatI'dhad when the trip
was first proposed began to niggle. It was that Brownhad only decided
todointerviews as part of the deal struck with Tommy Boy for his
collaboration with Bambaataa on the megamix*“Unity” (it was rumoured
he was given an unconditional payment of $30,000 forhis partin the
recording) and notto delveinto thebrilliance and complexity of one of
the mostamazingsuccess stories and catalogues of recorded work in the
wholeofhistory.

Suddenlythere heis descendingthestairsinawideflappingcasino
hustler suit, aviatorshades, and aruffled red shirt. Patentleather shoes
clickon the floorashestrides over to the piano to run throughanold
songthat he nevergotround to recording. Tunecalled “Honeydripping”,
andit'safineversion.

“Boogie-woogie!” yells James
ashegoesforanextendedrun
between verses.

“IwishIcouldseehis eyes; hiseyes
sayitall,” sighs Alfie.

Helooksin mydirection. “You
wouldn’tknow 'bout thingslikethat,
recorded beforeyouwasevenborn,”
hesaysremovinghis shadesand
comingdowntosit beside me. Afrika
Bambaataa takesastoolonmyother
side, but remains mute while Brown is
speaking. Although it was hisideato
approach Brown to make “Unity”and
he’s followed him foryears, it soon
becomesclear that thereareseveral
issueson which Bamis prepared tobe
more forthright than The Godfather.
Hissilence seems only toavoid
contradictionandensuresthecourtly
respect flowssmoothly.

138N 0020 8382
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| START COUNTING

Inthe pastyou'vebeencritical of new
funkgroups. Why haveyoudecided to
work withBambaataa?

No, I'mnot critical. It'sanextension of
what we've doneand it'sanotherway
togettoit.I'm nevercriticalofnoone.



s

“He'sgotareputation for
helping theyoung, and
that'swhat!'maboutalso™: |8
BrownonBambaataa

Onethingwe are critical of, Bambaataaand « sameplace-survival. [Baffled, I repeat the
myself, is peoplekillingeach other. Now youlive L 1 J d question.] No, wasn't. I was conscious about
aslongasyoucananddiewhenyou can'tyhelp it, Ou IS Or aJn eatingandsleeping. I wanted tolive. All that
but we don’twantyouto plan nobody’s death. o cameafter. Butonce youget what you wantyou
lnfluenc e d shouldn’tbesohungup onyourselfthat you
But youmust have had offers from won'thelp other people. That’s whyIlove him,
becausehe’sconcerned about people other

people before? I h
Yeah, I have;Iwon’tcall theirnames, they're me. t W aJS t e than himself.

good pe;)ple, good faith.dl thinkoneofthe N
RollingStones wantsto doan album with me h X VA X VA 11 Weren'tyouinfluencedby people? 1 hear
now, Nona llendryxalso. They want me to work S O a"S e youlike the bluessinger LittleWillieJohn?
with Aretha, but I choose Bambaataa. When| No, hedidn’tinfluence me. I likesome of

. )Q
firsttalked to him, I knewitwas what Iwanted to a_,S the I | |uS]_C thethingshe wasdoingbuthedidn’t

beinvolvedin. He'sabout peoplelookingout for influenceme. LouisJordaninfluenced me,

theunderdogandlookingout for thesmall man. Lew-issJordan. Itwastheshowaswellasthe

That'swhatI get from him, that'swhat he toldme; any thing else music-veryvibrant, very entertaining.

he’sthinkingI don’tknow about, but that’swhat he told me. He’s got

areputation for helping the young, and that’swhat I'mabout also. Yourshowwasverystylised—howdid you go about puttingit together?
Ithinkorganisationisthekey toeverything. Organise-that’s what

Thesound of inner-city hip hop is an extension of the sound of Bambaataa'stalking about. Organise people’s minds toward peace.

Americangeography. When you began making music, the various Organisation. What's wrong with the entertainers today is that they

regions had clearlydefined “sounds”. Were you conscious of wanting walk onstageand they'renot organised, then theyask theaudience "

tointegrateall these elements? whichoneshall we play. Weknow which one we’re going to play when &

It'slike travelling—some takes the autobahn, some takes the service wegetup there. Entertainment, that's whatitsabout-E-N-T-E-R-T-A-I-N- &

road, some takeatrain, some takea plane. Everybody'sgoing the M-E-N-T,entertainment. » g
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Wasitimportant that your showwasvery
rootsy;itcame from localcommunities and
ordinaryfolkscouldrelate toit?
Idon’tunderstand yourterms ofwords, soI'm
not goingtoagreewithyou.

FTERAWHILE it becomes clear that
A]ames Brownisn’tsomuchinterested

inansweringquestions as usingthe
spaces in the conversationas an opportunity
to propagate hisflaccid, ecumenical cliches.
Hetellsmelater that I'm too young, got no
wisdom, that I'm dragging down the horizons
of theinterview. Well, excuse me.

I'mnotquite used to adjusting to the neo-

mystical rarefied verse required by Ye Gods of
entertainment. Ohsure, wecouldgetintoone
of those dopey religious flip-top dialogues, but
itwould getusnowhere fast. Thisis]AMES
BROWN forgodsakes, areal bleedinghero.
want to grapple with thereality of the manwho
had me motivated and fortitied by hismusic for
aslongasIremember. Aman whose music has
travelled furtherand stayed sharper than
anyoneinvolved in the (r)evolution of modern
music, whose gut-bottom pained shriek on
“Cold Sweat", “Please Please Please”, “Bring It
On” (fillinyour favourite) is the epitome of
soul music’ssonic powerdrive. Aman whose
esteemseemstodiminisheverytimeheopens
hismouthtodoanythingotherthanuse The
Steinway. I decidel might have moresuccess
withareverential pitch.

Youwent through alot of hard timestouring
the South, recordinggreat musicthat never
charted, gettingripped off. Did you always
feel that youw’d be popular?

IthoughtIwould get to thetop. IknewIhad
somethingtoofferand thatwasasgoodasany
man that wantedtodosomethingandawhole
lotbetter than thosethatdidn’twanttodo
nothing. Heh heh heh. Youunderstand?

Youbecameareal herotomany, like young
Bam here. Was that the intention?
Imusthave donesomethingheliked. 1 hope
Ibecameahero tohim.lhopelbecameahero
tohisfamilyand that he’saherotome.The
intention wastobeahero, to makeeveryone
like me. In the beginningitwas for me, thenl
gotmineand lstarted to thinkof other people.
Anyman whodoesn’t thinkof himselffirstis not
very intelligent. When you eat food, doyou eat
foryourselforsomeoneelse? Irestmycase.

Youdeveloped at thesame time as
ElvisPresley...
Ididn'tdevelopanythingElvisdid.l wassinging
before Imet Elvis. Wewasn’tallowed to play
togetherduringthat time, therewasa
separation thingcalled prejudice. Elvisand | got
togetherwhen we weren’tworking, we were
good friends, we was religious brothers. Both
sunggospel.

Were you toblack folkswhat Elviswas to
white folks?

Septemberio,
1984:Brownon
stageattheFirst
Avenuenightclub
inMinneapolis,
Minnesota

token, when he'd get off work, Elvis would be

“Th 1 1 peepinginthewindowwatchingBB Kingand
e lnt entlon T BoneWalkerlikel used towatch Tommy
aS to b e aJ Dorsey, BingCrosbyand Frank Sinatra.
Youmet them as well?
h t k Yeah, I metSinatra. Sinatra'saverygood friend
efO, O ma.: e ofmine. Ilikealotofthingshedid. Ilike the way
hestood up forhimselfand defended himself

everyone whenhewas publicly attacked.

0 » Would youlike to haverecorded with Elvis?
]_lke me Ithinkitwould have madeagoodrecord-me
doingwhatl feltand Elvis doing what hefelt.
[ thinkitwould have been good forhumanity
like Bambaataaand me togetheris good forhumanity. I'dlove to

Wewasequivalent to people, but the system wouldn’tallow ustobe record with Streisand, that would definitely be good for humanityand
together-notas white and black people. But we had tosay what we said forartistic merit. 1 would still like torecord with Sinatraand hopefully,
during thosetimes, even though people don’treally have acolour. But lwish, he would liketorecord with me, because I think we could bring
since theyseparated us, we dealt with what we had. But, by thesame alotofthingstogether.
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You created agreatshowman thatyou seem to have
tobe24 hoursaday-isthat easy to livewith?
JamesBrownis forever because he do as God tells him
to. Yesit'sgreat tolive with, allyou got todois think of
thetimebefore. Tobesoimportantiseasy tolive with.

Doestheworld need heroes today?
Sure, everybodyneedsheroes. Heroes are
rolemodels.

Aretheheroesoftodaythesortthe

world needs?

The world needswhatit has; theworld don’t
produce nothingitdon't need.

It produces famines, nuclear waste, wars,
Wars?lguessitneedswars. Warsisaway of
debating. Killing—they don’t need that. But
theyhave wars, the whole of the Olympicsiswar.
Awarofart. Hehheh heh.

“I'm not going
to get off on
black and
white. Don'’t
ask me”

JAMES BROWN

andonthebox, butit’sonlyasmall partofiit that
islikethat.”

Foraguysoyoungandsomuch in demand,
Bambaataa seemsincontrol and not afraid to let his
tonguelooseonissueslikeSouth Africa, when these days
TheGodfather would ratherkeep schtum. I decideto gofor
broke with Brown and ignore the guidelines.

You've met nearlyevery president since
Kennedy-whateffectdid thathave onyou?
TherearethingsI'dliketodoand!see things
they'refightingand help to make theirlife
easier. Every president wants to do good,

see. Everyone wantto do whatthe otherone’s
doing, theyallwantto do good. Theyjust have
adifferent wayofgoingabout it.  met Johnson,
Vice President Humphrey, Mr Nixon, President
Carterand MrReagan. Mr Nixon ismy number-
one president because he wasthe president, the
boss. Most people become presidentand listen

Haveyouseen The Jacksons’ show?

Ididn’tgetachance, though I wasinvited there. But Michael is doingvery
good and well enough without me not to bother seeinghim.Idon’twant
todistractattention away from him. Kids need tolook at Michael, not me.
We got Michael going, nowwe got towork on Prince and Bambaataa.

Jacksonregularly checksyou as amajor influence, but the elements of
sexualambiguityand childlike wondermentinhisactseem at odds
with the masculine tradition that you celebrated. Would you agreewith
blackMuslims who've said hisimageis “sissified”?
Thaven'tanythingtodo with that. P'mnot hereto talk about that. I think
you've runout of questions, haven’t you? Don't get freshwhen youcome
back to me.Idon’t wantto talk about other people. Don’t ask me those
sortofquestions. 'mhere totalk about this thing (pointsara copyof
“Unity”). Youtalk to Bambaataa now.

HOOPS, THINK 1 just blew the James Brown story. The
& / & ; greatman ups and walks off to complain to Mister
Stallings. AsIshoot the breeze with Bambaataa -a sweet
guywith hisown story totell- I can hear Willie Glenn shouting, “Yeah,
youright, youright, you damnright.”

Bambaataa had met James Brownseveraltimes in the '60s and '70s
whenhecame up to the Bronx, sometimes makinganappearance atone
ofthespecial annual Brown tribute nights that Bam DJ'd. Just as James
Brownstoppedarace riot by goingon 24-hour TV in the late '60s, so when
thecalmofhisclubwasonenightdisturbed by ashootingincident
outside, Bambaataa quelled the crowd by playing nonstopJB.

The Godfatherrecorded whatis probablythe first raprecord-"America
IsMyHome” -and later, when the '70s scene took off, made one of his
greatestrecordsinyearswith “Rapp Payback” -semi-taunt, semi-tribute
totheyoungbloods. While he'd obviously been keepingtabsonthe New
Yorkscene-he'd beensnapped hangingout with Kurtis Blowduringthe
early days of The Roxy-itwasn'tuntil theyoungmanwhohe
remembered from way back (Brown'’s photographic memoryis
legendary) made himanoffer that he decided tojoin forces.

Butit’s notall that Bambaataa's been involved with or planstobe
involved with. Alist of hisventures criss-cross the cornucopia of modern
music. Firstly he has his own groupsonavariety oflabels-Shango, Soul
SonicForce, Time Zone -and then the peoplewho areinterested in using
hisbeatadvisoryservice-JohnLydon, Thomas Dolby, GeorgeClinton,
Germanrapper Falco, Yellowman, Nona Hendryx.

Hehasn'tactually metLydon, butin preparation he was watching
allavailable videos of the PiLlynchman and reading
asmuch ashecould about him. Whatever love
heoncehad for Lydon's former managerwas
washed awayby McLaren’scommentsonarecent
hip-hop documentary.

“Anybody asks me about Malcolmand1 alwaysstart
talkingabout Malcolm X. McLarenisaliar. He met me
inahousingprojectin South East Bronx—it wasn't
burntoutorlookingraggedy or nothing. They show
thesamepieceofthe Bronxallthetimein the movies

tosomeoneelse, but he was the president in his
head and MrReaganis presidentin the same way.

Therelationship we have with Chinaisonly because Mr Nixon knew
whathewastalking about with Watergate. If he'd have waited to see what
they were doingthen we'd have had toforget about China and the whole
new frontier forcommunications, the relationship and brotherhood. He
donetheright thing.

The person thatisthepresident of the United Statesis the president of
theworld, because the United Statessets all the presidents uplike that
whether they likeitor not. So youshould have youract togetherifyou
wanttobe presidentof the United States.

lldidn’t need toask this manifhe wasvoting for Jesse Jackson.)
Afewyearsagoyouplayedin SanQuentin prisonand became
quiteemotional at thesight ofa prison filled with black men. You

said nothinghad changed forblack peoplein this country. Isit
stillthesame?

I'mnotgoingtoget offon black and white. Don't ask me about that.
Thingshave changed inAmerica for everybody. You can dowhat you
wanttodo; most people don’t wantto do anything. Idon’t want nobodyto
give meno welfare. Don't want no welfarecheque, that stagnatesme.

Whathappened to the James Brown of militant pride, the James Brown
whowasn’tafraid to point fingers and diagnose ills?

Whenwerecorded “Say It Loud I'm Black And ’'m Proud” itwas necessary
toget people to come forward, but to me it was a comedown. I didn’t want
tohavetorecordthat, because it separatesthem.  had to separatethem
andgivethem anidentity atone pointand join them together later. That’s
why “Unity” issoimportant.

Sowas“SexMachine” areaction againstbeing politically pigeonholed?
“SexMachine” had nothingtodowithit, ithas many meanings. Thereis
sexineverything, sexisunderstanding, alsosexissomethingelse. Come
hereand I'llshow you how towrite “Sex Machine”.

EGATHER ROUND the greatsage as he prepares to go
& ; & ; through one of his weird little games. Doubtless Willie will
be humbled with wonderment at the end of

itall. On asheet of paper Brown writes “Sex Machine”.

“That toyou means getting it off, makinglove. But have youever
listened to the message on ‘SexMachine’?"

Well, I've always thought it was about more-motivation, excellence,
disciplined pleasure.

“That’sright. Nowwhatisit?” (He makes the 'S’ into
adollar sign.)

“Money," says thegirl from Tommy Boy.

“That’sright. YouknowI doalittle bit where I slide
acrossthestage. That'slikea typewriter, the return.
Igobackandforth. Change things. AndIstartin
lotsof different places, so ‘Sex Machine’ becomes
the musical cleft (drawsanother 'S’ and alters it
accordingly).Itcanalso be two people makinglove.
Thatsame'S"” »

(l(“'“'?‘:? 1Z MOSES?)
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“Howoldareyou?lcantelt
byyourquestionsthat
you'reveryyoung”: Brown
withindecfatigable NME
inquisitor GavinMartinin
New York, summer1984

Soyou thought aboutall those things whenyou werewritingthesong,
didyou?

No,God gavemeanideaand he knew'd develop all those thoughts from
thatone thing.

'70s, and he says, “ljust do as God tells me.
And what of his collaboration with Slyand Robbie?

“Iwanted to go inonedirection and they wanted to go inanother. Buthe
andldid somethingtogether because we went in the same direction. Heh
heh heh. Ain't that funny, Bam? Hehh heh heh heh, that'sreally funny...

“lain’t metcher mam yet, Bam, got to meet your mam.

“Thatllbeatrip for her,” says Bambaataa.

“Itll be atrip for me, too, losee whereafine young manlike youcome
from. You come from aspecial breed of people togo throughall the things
youwent through andstilldraw a happy medium. Butyou'restillinto
thatblack thingreal strong, aren't you, Bam?

“Icheck forall world things. I'm lookingout
foreverybody. But especially for them that are
where!come from.

‘Butyou gottotake everythinginyourstride.
You'llseealot of things butyoudon’twantto
limit your conversation when yousay you're
black, white, German or Jewish; you're goingto
turnoffothernationalitiesand limitit. Yourrap
will begin to change and modifyitself, but you'll
still betalkingaboutthe same things.

“I'mnot tellingyou what tosay, but1 will give
you both pointsof view and let youmake your
owndecision, because you're goingto make
both decisionslateranyway. Youmakeone
decision now, what’sknownasaright

IASKWHYHE recorded so many of hisold songs againin thelate

“One thing -
we don’t want
pictures with

cigarettes
in them”

AsJoe [Stevens, photographer] decides to 1ake somesnaps, Brown
pushesaway the packet of Kool cigarettesrestingon the table beside him.

“One thing, wedon't want pictures withcigarettesin them.

Still, throughout the course of the day heregularly filches afew fags
from Alfie’s packet. Evensoulgiantshave theirvices, | guess. He also
tells Bambaataatohide hiswallet: “Youdon’t want toassociate
yourselfwith money.

Laterthe nextday!see him talking to Tommy Boylabel bossand
‘Unity” executive producer Tom Silverman. They arecomparing
handsand Silvermancommentson Brown'slack ofjewellery. “That’s
good, that’sright,”says)B. “Wedon'twant toalienate the poor, don’t
want to show our wealth.

Onethingthat hasalways come through in the mercurial fuse
of Brown’s music is the way he combines gospel traditionsand
spiritual thoughtswith themostvisceral, the dirtiest of desires.
Unhindered bycontradiction and compromise, his swaggerand
buzz phrasesand hisfinger-popping funk
throttleweregivenfullreignand became
multi-applicable—good for thebodyand
atonictothespirit.

Neverwas he haunted by thecrisis of
consciencethat drew Little Richardand Al
Green tothepathof preachin’ purity, nor has
he beenshadowed with the dark foreboding
that hangsoverthe legacy of gospel brothers
Sam Cookeand MarvinGaye.

Brown pointsatAlfie, “She’s firstinmylife.
Well, Godisfirstin mylife, butinworldly things
she'sfirstin my life. God gave me a message for
allmysongs. God found out man was lonely so

hegavehimawoman.
“Howold are you?Ican tellby your

decision; lateronyou’'ll makealeft decision. & DNN questionsthatyou're very young. Ifyou
Lateronyou'llmakeonethat’sright down p o4 - J QME were five years older you'd ask different
themiddle. That will come from experience, L Q FIRST AUENLE questions, young Gavin. You'lldo nothing
nobody canteachyou that.” R s 701 FIRST AUVENLE HORTH beforeyourtime, heh heh heh.
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ITHTHE PHOTO
session finished, the
entire Brown posse

retire to the dining room for lunch.
The girl from Tommy Boy asks
meifl'vegotenoughandl give
her abefuddled look. She nods
knowingly and agrees to Stevens’
suggestion that weaccompany
them to their next assignment with
MTV afewblocks across town.
Therehe and Bambaataa willbe
interviewed and thevideo for
“Unity” willbe previewed.

When Brownstrides purposefully
through the hotellobby or across

JAMES BROWN

himself. Along the way he forged
R'n’B, gospel and self-respect into
S-0-U-L,becameasymbolof pride
andresilience, drilled some of
tightest, moststunninggroups ever
recorded, and producedatornado
ofalive show, the sheerblinding
intensity of which will probably
never beequalled.

Nowthe trajectory ofthe man
who gave his all to showbusinessin
asearchforhisplaceinAmericais
complete. Hemayhave had to prune
down hismassive businessempire
when theincome taxmanarrived
in the mid-'70s~the chauffeurs,

New York streets, many elbows are nudged,
eyebrowsraised and tracksstoppedin. Young
guyshave that quizzical “Isitreally him?” look;
olderfolks hollerand cheer, “JB, mah main
man!” “Whoo, Godfather,” yells aconstruction
workeratop several stories of scaffolding,

InthegreenroomatMTV, Alfie preens Brown
forhisappearance-fixinghisshirtcollar,
removingdust flecks from the back of hisjacket
and flicking his hair curlsinto perfectshape.
Jamesand Williedecide to try theirhandsat
thepooltable inthe middle of the room. “Well
Idunno, lused to be pretty good butl ain’t shot
forsome time,” says Willie.

“At first I
fought on the
streets, then
I wasa
professional”

thevalets, the hairdressers, theradiostations
and the mansions-but nowhe’sback ontop,
on parade.

Hehobnobs with presidents, kids whoweren't
aroundtohearhisgoldeneracatchupwithan
exhaustive seriesof compilations, and
alegion of performers-black and white- bear
witness to hisinfluence. The recognition and
acceptancehehaslusted afterisnowhisand
hecanlook over the New York skyline and far
beyond andssay, truly, “James Brown is forever.”

This picture of asoul survivor, asoul
champion, isbrilliantly etched by Gerri
Hirshey in her magnificent book Nowhere

“Weren' I bad, Willie, weren' I bad?”
says Brown.

“Yousure wasbad, James. You surewas,” says Willie.

“WhenJames and me get together we'rethebaddest team there is.
Ain'tthatright, baby?” saysAlfie onthe sidelines.

“That'sright, baby, that'sright,” says James.

James getsbeaten on the game of nine balland as Willie walks awayhe
playfully muttersunder hisbreath, “Yajive-ass mutha-fuggin’ nigger.”
Bambaataahad disappearedinto thekitchenonarrival but asthey'd
rodetheshortdistance from the hotel to the TV station Brown had
continued to give him advice on presentation.

“Youspeakkind oflow, Bam, I don’t want to undercut you. When you
say thewords ‘LOVE','PEACE’ and ‘UNITY’, say them loudlike a D}.”

Butjust before they are due to make their appearance, there's a hitch
whichisfinally resolved when MTV agree to draw up aspecially worded
contract.Jamesobjects to the wording thatsays MTV permits him to
appearontheirchannel. “I'm notsigning that-1didn’t ask to beon this
show. There might be some kids beggingtogo on theshow, butit's not me,
not JamesBrown. Rick James may have begged togo onit, but whereishe
now?Iflgoon, theirratingsgo up and they get millionsof viewers. I'm
doingthemafavour...”

Everythingiseventually completed toeveryone's satisfaction. “1 told
you, things can’t go wrongwith Alfie there. Everythinggoes wellwhen
she'saround,” confides James. He helps his wife into the van, pushing
herexpansive rump. “Atways let me help you, honey. Because you always
help me,” he coos.

Asthevan makes its way back to the hotel he slaps his palmonthe
upholsteryintimeto the funkybackbeat provided bytheradio. Although
henever rollsup histrousers to reveal the scars and smashes caused by20
yearsofonstage knee drops, up close you cansee his marked, flattened
knuckles bearthescars of his previous career.

“Iwasa prizefighter, y’know, southpaw. At firstI fought in the streets,
then Iwasaprofessional. Fought three fights professionally, won them
all, 138 poundslwasthen. They wanted to take me around thecountry,
butlcouldntgobecauseinthosedaysiwasajuvenile delinquent.

“Meand Sugar Ray Robinsonsparred together once. We knocked each
otherdownatexactly the same time. Ain't that something? Have you ever
beenknocked down?It'slike you've stumbled over aboxor something.
Everythingseems togoslowand you'relookingforsomethingthatyou
trippedover butyoujustkeepfalling.”

Unlikesome, however, James Brown didn't keep falling, risingfrom
thelowliest of stations (borninto Southern povertyandracial hatred,
ajailbird by the age of 16) to become the massive alter ego he made for

To Run. But there are those who would say that,
togetwhereheis, Jameshashadtoturn hishead round so many times
thathe’s nowamassof contradictions, that the monolith of the American
industryandthe politicalstraightjacketitimposesonall itslynchpins
haseatenaway at theresonance and strength of hisdeepest, most
adamant declarations. And they've got a point, too.

Onthefinaldayofthe New Music Seminar, James Brown dominates
the panelwhich includes Peter Wolf, Bambaataa, GeorgeClinton,a
coquettishMadonnaandastarstruck Lou Reed. The whole seminar has
been hallmarked by the serious, servingattitude of the indust ry,andas
azealousimage protector, James Brown isnot about to upset the trend.

Brown performswellin front of acrowd even though most of what he
saysisbackslappingindustry twaddle. However, while outlininghis
plansto pegpriceson his forthcoming tour, he defends The Jacksons'
ticket fiasco. “Bullshit,” criesavoice from the audience.

Itwasachargethatcould quite easily have been applied to an earlier
commentwhen he told the audience he played to 1.3 million peoplein
France. “That's more people thanliveinAtlanta, Georgia,” he enthused.
Actually, the populationof Atlantaisnearly double that figure. Some
people don’tknow where to quell their egomania.

Fieldingaquestionaboutvoting preference in the forthcoming US
election-which, predictably, no one wanted to answer-the panel
chairman Howie Montaugsaid he would certainly not bevotingfor
Reagan. Brown interjected, sayingifthat wasthecase then he would be
votingforhim.

TomSilverman (aseminarorganiseras well as Tommy Boy chief-
afact that led several to believe the whole seminar had been designed
aroundan elaborate pufffor “Unity”, and certainly James Brown,
thetotalshowman, seestoit that the single is publicised at every
available turn) reportedly later chided Montaug for allowingthe
question to be posed.

‘Too confusing, too off-puttingwhen he gets on his react ionary high
horse (sure, JBsays he’sagainst nuclear war, butso does Reagan), but
what he doesbest, what everyone wants tosee, isJames Brown, the
JAMES BROWN. Inevitably they get their chance at the close. Someone
asksforaJBscreamand he obliges. Then his old pal GeorgeClinton
goads, “Dothesplits, James. Do the splitsaswell.” Sure enough, he gets
onthepodium and he doesameanlittle shuffleand two full-length
splits. The crowd rise in thunderous applause-all those that came tosee
James Brown be the guv’nor, The Godfather, are satisfied.

Andall those who expected him to be less cosy, more challenging?
Well, maybe we shouldn’t expect so much from someone who'sfound
acomfortable placeat the coreof the American dream. Gavin Martin ®
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“The future
looksironed” ggviEW.

e

SINGLES

The Woodentops FOOD

Anyone sane living in this world
will realise on hearing “Plenty”
that The Woodentops bring
withthem anew age of
enlightenment. This, their prize
exhibit,isarecord that youwant
to cuddle and keep forever. A
proud, dramatic, earthy romp, it
is apersonable celebration amid
the pallid hoo-ha of false pop-
ness. The Woodentops, with
Easterhouse, have theinsight
that all young groups ache for,
asense of knowingthatarecord
should never be made unlessitis
aphysical necessity onbehalf of
the artist. Here, a voice of fine
pitch sails with explosive
honesty. Similarly, the B-side

stands as anunqualified triumph.

Please God, make this a hit.

Flying Lizards STATIK

Heaving asthmatically inthe
name of high sexuality, Sally
Lizard emerges as bloodless as
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Morrissey reviews the week’s 49s.

aprune. WithMichael
Lizard,she recounts James
Brown's grand romanceless
seduction with churchlike
sobriety. The pace s snail-slow,
the passion almost programmed,
andthe good-fellow jollity is fun
inmuch the same way that death
by leprosyis fun.

Howard Jones
WEA

Pop rajah Howard concretely
illustrates how afinely crafted
“pop” record can almost hint at
humancruelty. Itis by sheer
miscalculation of nature that
toothsome Howard finds
himself making records.
Howard's success could last
forever, but his songs will
never be mistaken for serious
art. Onthis single,one can
listento it for hours and hear
nothing, which must be a craft
initself. Ina world of “in-ness”
and“out-ness”,Howard stands
as anidentification figure for
all prepubescent horseback

___SINGLES T

riders. Onthesleeve of this
record, he cuts a stunningly
forgettable figure inhe-man
trench coat, and the future
looks ironed. To predict that
this willnot be a hit seems
wishful. Inalltruth,
Howardisasweet

“Momento Mori"is Brighton's
“The Gift", and it's all surely the
beginning of a string of vital discs.

Virgin Dance
SPARTAN

Typically Now, VD are, youknow,
Gothic and Mysterious. As the
record hits the turntable, the
mystique is magically exhausted.
Edwin Hindis a modern spiritual
son, and the mechanics of sexare
his lyrical concern. Effortlessly
handsome, Edwin's machismo
crucifixion glamour pose is the
dreamrealised; curious how the

other four members are
almost entirely

man.Buta blacked out by
steady diet . anobviously
of sweets sensible
sickens. RAK 372 1 GO sleeve artist,
) YRy forfearthat
Nat'(!'"" g Tarzanbe
Pastime QUATRO upstaged.
But alas, one
E has forgotten
SPELLBOUND e the song
Musically ——— e e before the
derailed, = recordends.
National Pastime R
spur on, by nature of Suzi Quatro RAK

their boyish charm, to
become household
irritants. One does not
wishtobe
deliberately cruel
to quite obviously
dedicated
musicians, butin
theinterest of
general public
health, cruelty
becomes necessary.
For all the sizzlingly
dull “romance”, the
urgings sound flattened, the
cravings sound embalmed.
National Pastime are fourboys
for whoma well-buttered scone
would satisfy all fleshly cravings.

Venus In Furs

MOVEMENT

Grantedly grim, VIF etch on their
run-off “Next stop Auschwitz”,
which sounds moderately self-
deprecating. Timesis the little
coddled treasure controlling this
project. Ready instead of rough,
his voice is not dissimilar to Bid of
the Monochrome Set.

| EXTENDED
PLAY

Atyour age? Isincerely doubt
it. Onthissleeve,bearinga
bloodcurdling resemblance

to the Witch Of Capri, the
seemingly deathless Suzirevs
up yet again with a musical plot
which remains unaltered since
1973.“I'manalley cat,” she
growls, sentiments which,
adecade ago, were mildly
forgivable, but which,in1984,
seem almost unhealthy. Quatro
is worthless because of her
absolute inability to convey any
emotion other than pre-teen
hysteria. A “Rocker” she claims,
anda“Rocker” sheis.Rocking,
infact, into oblivion.

Troy Tate SIRE

The numerous associations of
Troy Tate must now be put firmly
behind him. This is the best
record he has ever appeared on.
Lyrically,“Thomas” isbrave
becauseitbulldozes over
delicate ice. Male friendships
viewed sensitively risks ridicule,
and Troy survives through deep
sincerity. Withholding nothing,
the overstretched guitarslead
poignantly to a fatal gunshot
and the death of Thomas. This
record shouldbe a sizeable hit,
should justice prevail. However,
we know that it very rarely does.

Gina X STATIK

Frightfully modernrehash of
Beatles cutie which makes no
immediate sense.Ginalooks
smug onthessleeve, forreasons



The Go-Betweens

Part Company

that canonly be other than
musical. Sexy, yes, stylish, yes,
butalsoa little silly.

The Go-Betweens

SIRE
ltisamad, indescribablejoy to
listen to words with depth,
scope and thought. The
Go-Betweens' mood hereiis
tremendously sad,anditis
their best record. Produced
carefully by JohnBrand, The
Go-Betweenshave waited
some considerable time for
national acclaim. Their time has
come. Listenandlearn.

Kid Creole & \
The Coconuts

ISLAND

Whenyou've
beenup, the
onlywayis
down, and
KidCreole
must concede
defeat
gracefully. The
undistinguished
ho-hum hokum of
“Coconuts” has plots of old
diluted, soiling the always
pleasant memory of their
earlier hits. But their

hasty eclipse becomes easily
understood. The locker-room
giggles, the ragbag of rhumba
and wares of old are never
re-peddled. The punchline
neverarrives, and Kid Creole
stands humourless like a

Halloween tricksterinmid-April.

The March Violets

REBIRTH
Encasedin adoring cover, the
Violets march hard-faced and
independent. Like suchas
Killing Joke, their spirit and
guts aspeopleis oftenmore
alluringand appealing than
anything they put on vinyl.

Mark King

POLYDOR
Who, inanaudience, could feel
the remotest empathy with
such sterile, clean, efficient,
non-human music? Thankfully
theunusable voice is not used
persistently, and semi-disabled

2

musicalinterludes could
not, by any stretch of the
imagination, be considered
particularly vital. The lyric
isimpoverished.

The Adventures
CHRYSALIS

Many major record companies

have mastered the knack of
presenting new groupsin ways
that make us believe that they
arenot, in fact, new. Without
signalling revolution, The
Adventures’ disclooms in
glamorous gatefold sleeve. |
wanted to like this record, but
ljust couldn’t. It does not have
apaper label, whichisa thing
Ilike to rely upon as amatter of
course.The Adventures are not
evenvaguely repellent (despite
being on Chrysalis) and | wish
themwell.

East Of Java RCA

Where well-coiffed hairdos tell
the whole story. It would
£ be criminally unfair
.'/ to dismiss EOJ as
v »* amadly dated

S ! Japan, but
thisis how

cardinalsin,
tactor common
isn"tmuch to work with. They
thattheirrecord couldneverbe

#” recognised,
whichisno
\
’Q\:‘ but hardly
‘ enmeshedin
.
sense. Their effort
isbrave, but clearly there
willspend all their RCA advance
onarazzle-dazzle video, but
construedasagothicartisa
fact clearer thanday.

Diana Ross

TAMLAMOTOWN

Re-releasedold
befuddled chestnut
which sadly does not
turnouttobea
mirage. ltwas dullin
1970, and remains so.
The warmthis paper-
thin, the soulless
moanis murderous.
Eluding the grasp of
time, “Reach Out”
has deliberately
phoney Diana
emitting the
chillingly flat, pale
humanity for which
she inexplicably
achieved global
fame.One canonly
pray loudly forits
final deletion.

ALBUMS =

Prince k
WARNERBROS

Theproblemwith '35
major-league soul
isnotalack of

“good” music.
Whathasbeen ¢
lostis the ability,
possibly the
desire,tomake
records thatrelate

to the aspirations

and needsof
community. Inthe
past, Mayfield,
Wonder and James Brown fulfille da purpose by
communicating on a social as well as an emotional
level. Nowadays Michael Jackson and Prince set
themselvesinaselect firmament and nurture the cult of celebrity for
its own sake, lighting our lives with ablessed gift to entertain.

That's not to say their entertainment is not often brilliant and
enthralling; to these ears “When Doves Cry”isOne Of The Greatest
Records Ever Made. So why, you might ask, should Prince, who's never
sethimselfup asasage oraconscience, be expected tobe anything
butthe perfect composite of black superdude stars? No particular
reason, except | find it unsatisfying that the Minneapolis wunderkind
withlooks, youth, talent and the world at this feet can find nothing
more to sing about than himself and the many marvellous chicks that
undoubtedly come his way.

That said, | can’t help but be washed away by the bulk of the goods
ondisplay onthis, the fifth LP by the boy. The beauteous mix of guitar
snarls, synth stabs and melodic elegy that make up “When Doves Cry”
couldhave come from no one but him, and this uncanny knack for mix-
matching dynamic raunch and epic balladry is borne out elsewhere on
the record. Comparedto the inferior tracks from 1999, too many small
ideas stretchedinto brittle dirges, these songs are full bodied and
deep enough to show off the Prince's treasures to best advantage.

“Let’s Go Crazy” opens with the self-deflating manifesto established
onpast outings: the end of the world is nigh, so liberate your underwear
andyour ass will follow. It's a hot and juicy all-out rocker with an
automated Antbeat and it sets me in mind of a pre-conversion electro-
age Little Richard, thoughit's obvious from the way he wields his guitar
and cocks his titfer that Prince would rather be compared to Hendrix.

The main ode to sex here is “Darling Nikki", but its HM guitargrind
and lyricto matchisn’t really a patch onthe dual-edged popsical treats
of Dirty Mind. Where this slutty sylph-like imp comes into his ownis
whenhe's easingromance out of bruised desire, when he takes his
voice fromempty sorrow to exquisite pain. When he pleas, cajoles
and, yup, even climaxes on record he does it with a mix of the elemental
and the technical (dig if you will the volcanic screech, the vocoded
sexualnemesis of “Purple Rain”).

The final crowning
glory, the monstrous
title track, is spoiled by
overindulgence:it drags
onjustalittle toolong.
It's some sort of proof
that if you choose to
merely use your fame
tofurther yourself-
mythology (as one
imagines the biopic
to which this album
provides the soundtrack
will do) yourrisk not
only being flippant
andderisive of the
possibilities your role
could contain, but also
watching the whole
thing swallow you up.
Gavin Martin, NME, Aug 4

July 26,1985:P-ince
promoteshisfim
Purple Rainatthe
HollywoodPalace
-
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Black Flag frontman
HenryRollinsonstage
atTheGalleryin
Manchester,May1984
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“I crayve
remes’

BLACK FLAG

— NIt SEPTEMBER 15 —

UN!THIS CAN'T be happening! Theheadlights of the car baaringdown
onGreg Ginnand Bill Stevenson capwure twoslack-jawed fades, stark with
astonishment, witha hint of terrorlenkinginto their eyes.

They've just come from another Black Flag practice sessiomdown in the
LongBeachdump they call theirbase-but they could be heading for
purgatory forrealunless theymovein the nextsixth of asecond.

Gregalwayssaid thatanyonewho thought LAwasjust palmtreesandla rd-assed, nut-brown
businessmenin lightsuitsand matchinglimos oughtsopayavisitdown here. Hz"d haveliked
totakeoneofthose English skinheadswho rant aboutimiddle-class, cossetedCalifornia,
bring him out here andintroduce himto one of the Samoans, the bald-headed, black-leather,
barn-door sizebrigados, gangmembers. You get alot12ss Samoans to the ton than youdo
Britishskinheads.

OneofthemissionsofBlack Flagistolift the LArock and draw attention to tzescuttling
creaturesunderneath-togivethelieto the well-groomed, preppy publicface o>fCalifornia.
Buttherearesome extremes GregGinnwillnotgoto te prove howmuch violence and psychosis
seeps through the LA smogs, andlandingupasa gangland casualty statisticistop of thelist of
thingstobeavoided. »

MARTIN O'NEILL { GETTY
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Buthereheis, playingtheroleof the hunted in oneof thosecat-and-
mouse, car-and-person, “le’s seehow much Icanscare you before |
smash thelivingdaylightsoutof you” games. In the moviesit'sOK, but...

Thisisreallyhappening!

AsGregand Billwrench themselvesover thewall, the car scrapes past,
leavingasmear ofblack painton the buffstone. Before he dropsinto the
pileof garbage on the otherside, Bill catchessightof asymbol on theback
windscreen.

White supremacists! There'saslight andillogicalreliefinanattack with
amotivearound here. Thisis theland of the “serialkiller” - lone prowlers
gunningforanyone game foraslaughter - thecity where overfilled
mental hospitalsspill registered psychopaths ontothesstreets.

Allthe same, it seemsyoujustcan'twininLongBeach. Black Flaghave
gained the respect of the Mexican and black gangs, which qualifies them
astargetsforcruisingracists. It'sinsane, that’swhatitis. Insane.

chilling scenarios from some steamy clime where tempers fray

within astrand of snapping. It's something that comes to them
naturally, as natural as the mordant humour that oozes through their
every track. These are the images of modern America. Perhaps these
days, when Americais tranquilised up to the eyeballsinanattempt to
escape back into the Dream, ithashecome a country solackingin self-
identity thatit can only be seen by outsiders. After all, the best American
film of the year, Paris Texas, was made by a German, Wim Wenders.

Theaestheticterroristsofthe American hardcoreareoutsiders within.
1t'sfrom Black Flag, Hiisker Dii, the Meat Puppets, the Swansand Sonic
Youth that the most resonantimages of Modern America have come.
Where theAmerican mainstream has plummeted furtherand further
intothe heartofthe rock'n’roll cliche, the hardcore fringe have remained
dedicatedlyoutside. “Swimminginthe mainstreamissuchalame
dream,” Black Flagannouncedto an internalcheer from thislistener.
Fromthissniping point they've emerged assatirists, ironists, parodists,
musicaljournalists of the real.

“Art that doesn’t tellyou anythingabout reality isn’t worth alick of shit,”
rejoined another musical terrorist, Jim Foetus. Welcome to the reality
show-ingenuinesensurround scumerama!

Beginningwith acue morefrom the Ramonesthanfromthe English
punk explosion, the American hardcore has
adepthanddiversity absent fromthe
stereotyped idea of nonconformity foisted by
the many English punk merchants. “Punk”
meanslittle to Black Flag—in fact on their visits
to thiscountry theyrevelin pokingfunat the
conformity of our Pavlov's punks.

“Backin’79 when punkfirststarted,
Iwascool,” says vocalist Henry Rollins to
abarrackingcrowd of regulationspiky tops
whobalkathisshoulder-lengthhair. “Ihad
askinhead cutand everything!”

“1976!” bellow back the young punky types,
whoknow their history well.

“79wastheyear,” Rollinsrepeatsin definite
tones, and Paviov's punksare confused.
Thisband ringsbells, butatthewrong
time-should theyslobber or not?

“Where’s the punkrock?” demands
aconfused onlooker.

“Anarchy,” bellows another carrot-
topped Turvey punk.

“Anarchy?” asks Henry. “We play an
instrumental wherethewholeband
plays percussionand that’s not
anarchisticenoughforyou. Seems
pretty fuckin’ anarchistictome.”

Abuse they thriveon; theonlything
theycan'tcope withisapathy.

“Therewas thisguyinRetford,”
says Henry, “justlyingon thefloorin
apuddleofbeer, givingmea V-sign.
Ijustthought, ‘Bringon the 16-ton
rake.' Imeanatleasthecould have
tried tobiteme orsomething.”

O NTHEIRLAST LP, My War, Black Flag freeze-framed aset of
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“Twant the
darkness,
the horror,
because I want
everything”

Thisisa form far removed from English punk. The germ that Black Flag
implanted in the West Coasthassincespread, with similarstrains
sproutingupinirritatingrash-spotsacross the conformistface of
America. Thetravellinecould be plotted down from LAto Phoenix,
Arizona, where the Meat Puppets produce asound of scorched and
screaming, sand-whipped guitar setagainst poetry ofloneliness and
fear. Theshadow that flits across Mear Puppers Ilisalone figure, walking
single-minded and dedicated through thedesert.

Theninthemid-Americanheartland there's Hiisker Dii, delivering
with Zen Arcade an evocativeselection of postcards from Nowheresville.
And onto New York City, way over on the East Coast, where Black Flag's
ethicofnoiseand dedication hasbeen picked up by theanti-rockist,
radical artfringe represented by the Swans and Sonic Youth, who have
taken thissound to thelimitsof belligerence.

Meanwhile, moreinfluences have been fed into Black Flag through
HenryRollins’ connections withsuch literary-minded sick menas Nick
Caveand his diarist Jim Foetus. It may seem, on these pages ifnowhere
else, that these names aresplashed about with wilful abandon, butit
would be foolish toignore justhow wide Chris Bohn's “nervoussystem” of
Immaculate Consumptivesisstretchingitsneurones.

Whatwe have hereisnota “scene” —one of those fragilelittle
happeningscentredinasingle city, readytobepicked upand exploited,
copied, destroyed -buta genuinesystem thatspansagloriousarcacross
theatlas: LA, Phoenix, Minneapolis, New York, London, Zurich, Berlin
and rightacross toMelbourne, Australia, starting pointfor The Birthday
Partyand Foetus. It’sasystem ofresistance, actively mobilising against
the forcesofbanality condemned in NME’s “War On Pop” issue.

GregGinn, founder member and only survivor of the first Black Flag,
isaman ofsingle-minded dedication, now eightyears onfrom the
beginning, when Black Flagbegan in isolation in the basement of
HermosaBeach Bath House. He'sstill pushing the unit through the
boundaries of claustrophobia and further, on tonew planes. It'sa painful
process, butthe pain isall partofthediscovery.

Eyesstaringblankly forward, he drones monotonously.

“Alotof people... thinkwe'rejust... themost... miserable... depressed
peopleall the time. But tomeit’sthe most fun... thatThave.”

Gazestillfixed atapointon the wall behind my left shoulder, he pauses
longenough for me to contemplate whether hisshirthad everseenan
iron, then continues. The eyesstill showno
signsofexpression. “I reallyam partying.
Eventheslowersongsare... well that’smy
kind of party song.” Helooks at me for the first
time, thecorners ofhismouth turndown
slowlyand al.urch-like chuckle creepsout.
“Huh... Huh... Huh!” Helaughs on thesame
singlenoteashespeaks.

Rollins meanwhile hides behind hisfringe,
hismouth twitchingeverynowandagainashe
squeezes the poolballinhishand. Hecarries
thisaround everywhere-hesqueezesitand
occasionally spinsiton the table. This does not
increase my feelingsof comfortand security.

What, I begin, isyourreactionto people
whosay thatBlack Flagareaband
stuckin time?

Rollins slamsthe poolballdownon
thetable. “Who cares about other
people,” hesays with dangerous
emphasis, “Fuck what they think-let’s
hearwhatyouthink.”

Ithinkyou usecliched forms, but
withan awareness that they'recliches
andwithirony.

“Youreally think that?”

Yeah, I think that (foolish bravado,
ireflect, asIwatch thehandtightenits
griponthe poolball).

“Man,” Rollinsspits, “youmust just
have such contempt forwhat wedo.”

I'm watchingthe lettersof the
“SEARCHAND DESTROY” tattooon
hisarmcontractashismusclesflex,
when Gregpipesup.
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“Idon’tthinkso. 1 think that’s totallycorrect.”

Ibreathein forthefirst (imein30seconds.

“Idolike ousealot of cliches,” Gregcontinues, “and that’swhy I don't
think thatwe’re reactionarylike alot of the post-punk bands that we’re
putinacategory with. Theyjust want (o react to everythingand staystatic
themselves. But what we doisactuallyusetheclichesinan activesense.

“It’sreally funny, though, when people takeit literally. We get loads of
idiotsrelatingus o Led Zep - it'sjust reacting to thesurfaceand totally
missing thesubstance.”

Iholddiscourse forsome minutes on the wonders of thecliche, making
many references to The Birthday Party. Rollinsgrins."Oh yeah! You gotta
have humour.” Now that he’s discovered that we share an obsession I
begin tothinkhemay notwish to disembowel me after the interview.

“Noteverythingislikeatotal joke. Butifyousitthereandarejust
totallyseriousaboutitallthen it’s just not believable. Everyone laughs
atthemselves-and everyone who doesn’thas their head stuck way up
theirass.

“The humour makes the heaviness so much more effective,” adds Greg.
“Before Henry joined, Black Flag were just sohilarious, but Henry’s real ly
heavy. The first timeIsawhimsingljust wentblaaaaaaaaagh!”

Henryagain: “When I write thestuffldon’tthink, ‘Hey! Where'm 1
gonnaput thelittle punch?’, butyou can usually get a bit ofa chuckleout
ofit. 'mapretty funny guy.” Hecrushes the pool ballalittle tighterand
flingsamaniclookat the coatstand in the corner.

Iprofessafondnessoflienry’s“SwingingMan”. Now that punon
swingingasinswinging dudeand swingingasinstrungup by the neck,
that’s what Imean aboutinvertingcliches.

Bynow Henryisbeginningtolook notonlyasifhe mayspare mylife, but
asifhemaylikemejustalittlebit. “Yeah, but the things that you find
funny, like Nick [Cave] and me, theyaren't thesort of things that people
feel are exactly fairgame for humour- people hanging themselves.

“Butlreallylike thoseimages-Ijusttook thiscompletelygross, pathetic
imageand made himintoareally happeningguy. limagined him just
hangingaround therefor threeor fourdays, and he'sjust like bloated,
the Rollins grin gets wider as he contemplates thisimage, “and yet all the
women arecheckinghimout!” he bursts into guffaws of laughter. “And he
just takes his pick-he hasn’tgotacarein the world.

Isthereanyone moregrossthanyou, Henry?

“Yeah!That'swhat bustsmeup-thingslike U2and the Thompson Twins,
allthatmiserable, forced music; it justoccurred to me theotherday, those
peopleareactually grosserthanme, they’re grosser than Henry Rollins.
Thatreally balls meout - I've got to figure out a way 1o out-gross them.”

Thereisnothinggrosser thanovertcleanliness.

“I'mnotintosave-the-worldbands,” Rollins replies emphatically.

Someofusdon’twantiobesaved, and you can putme down on the list.
Asfaras!'mconcerned, Bono Voxneedn’thave formed aband on my
behalf; he could have found alike-mindedsort and formed a brassiere.

Allthesame, thereisan ethic to Black Flag, and afairly puritan oneat
that. Noneofthe banddrinkorsmoke, any “wasteoftime” is frowned on.
Imean, whatis this? Some perverted breed of the American Dream?

BLACK FLAG

Mays,1984:Henry
Rollinsduringa
BlackFlagconcert
atPerkinsPark,
Pasadena,California

“No,” says Greg, “notatall. Wejust believe
thatifsomethingisn’thappeningthenyou
doityourself, likewe did withstarting our
ownrecord label, which hassincegivenan
outlettothe Meat Puppets, Hiisker Diiand
¥ 4 plentyofotherpeople.

) “Then peopleaccuse usof preachingsome

‘ » kind of Americanism, but what they’re
*  ignoringisthat Americahasn’t worked too
wellfor us. We've been totally fucked overby
thelegal system, the illegal system, the
police, justabout every form of American
control.So we'renot preaching
Americanism, butindividualism, sure!”
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LACKFLAG'SINTENTIONisto

pusheverythingto the edge,

physicallyand mentally. Not that
they subscribe to the manifesto of physical
destruction. What they pursueis the
extremes ofemotion, the extremesofthe
capability of the human body - Rollins
pours halfapint of swearout of each
sneaker atthe end of a performance.

Theirresources areimplicitly directed against thestultifyingforce of
Americanism. It'sin thiswaythat they identify with Charles Manson-
assomeonewhosoughttobreak thesecurity of the tidy organisation of
therichside of LA society. (By murdering people?- Ed.)

Infacttheynowplan toreleasea Manson record on their SST label-an
LPofacousticguitarandvoicerecorded in prison.

“We'replanningto pay theroyalties real fast,” quips Greg.

“Allthese people can wearall theirlittle Charles Manson T-shirts and
feelreallybad,” Henry glories, “butwe're putting out the vinyl.”

Sowhy does Manson’s perspective interest you?

“He’s thisfive-foot-four guy, sittingup behind bars somewherein
California, and he terrifies people,” says Henry.

Butisn’tmurderjust an easy way for anonentity to attainacertain
amountofnotoriety?

“Therewas more toit than that, though,” says Greg, “alot of emotion
toit. Fmnotintokilling people, butl can look at it asa phenomenonand
finditinteresting.”

Alotof whatBlack Flagis about,” says Henry, “islookingat the evil
thatlies within human nature. You watchus playand you blow the
whistleon yourself.”

Ofcourse that's somethingclaimed by many-Theatre of Hate, for
example, havemade thelaughableclaim to penetrate humanevil. With
BlackFlag, though, thereis atangible sense of danger - due mainly to
FHenryRollins, who exertssuch franticenergy in performance thatthe
chuckleatBlack Flag'sobvioushumourcan getstuckin thethroat.

“Idocravetheveryextreme oftheextremes,” he says withadark
calmness. “I'veseen Apocalypse Now 11 times, and lactuallyget into
depressions, thinkingthatwhat I doisn' shit, because 'mnot in
classified Cambodia, with chopped-offheads all over the place. I'm only
pullinguptoacluband playing.

“Peopleaskifbeingonstageishectic.I'mstillalive, itcan’t be that
hectic.I'mobsessed with thatideaofthe Heart Of Darkness. Ifeel if1
couldfind theopeningto that heart, | would throw myselfin. I want the
darkness, Lwantthe horror, because [ want everything. Not everythingin
the world, but everyexperience.”

Sohowwould youdescribe the Black Flagexperience?

“It’slike drinkingblack coffeeallnight,” says drummer Stevenson.

“Someonesaid our new LPwasan electrified aerobics record,” rejoins
bassist Kira.

“Yeah,” says Rollins, “youget a Walkman, and yougointoanall-girls
schoolandgetabigknife,and thenyoustartdoing your aerobics.”

“Yeaaaaaaaagh!” Stevenson makes inhuman screaming noises while
makingstabbing motions.

“Onlykidding,” Rollinsemphasises.

Butlwas (akingyouseriously. [ was just wondering where | could get
abigknife from.

“Oh,wehavealotofthemin thevan,” sayRollins helpfully. “Black Flag
knivesare goingtobe partof our merchandise - big 16-inch blades.

“Nohandle,” adds Stevenson, “you have (o hold theblade.” Don Warson ®

IRIS SCHNEIDER / GETTY
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November 25,1984: some of the hastily
corralledstarscomprisingBandAid
recordthe backingtrackfor“Do They
Knowit's Christmas?” at Sarm West
Studios,Notting Hill, London: (I-r)
JohnnieFingers(inhat),George
Michael,Pete Briquette,SaraDallin,
GaryKemp, Steve Norman, Keren
Woodward, Nick Rhodes,Martyn
Ware, Roger Taylor, Jody Watley,
JohnTaylor,Paul Young, Glenn
Gregory,RickParfitt, Tony Hadley
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‘Momentous

MM DEC 1

Ballet, Duran Duranand U2, have joined forces

torecord onesingle—in abid to raise money for
Ethiopian famine vict ms. Thesingle, described as
“the most momentous “ecordingin the histary of
vinyl”, also features Sting, Phil Collins, Paul Young,
Paul Weller, Heaven 17 ind Bob Geldof - whc
organised theentire venture.

Othersinclude JonMossof Culture Club, Kool & The
Gang, Bananaramaand Status Quo. The 38s-ars are
callingthemselves Band Aid for thesingle, expected
tobetopofthechartsbyChristmas.

T'herecord, “Do TheyKnow It's Christmas?”,isto
be co-produced by Trevor Hornand Midge U-e, who
wrotethe track with Ge dof. The B-side contains
personal messages from David Bowie, Paul
McCartneyand Frankie GoesTo I lollywood. There
wasa possibility, as the \/Mwent (o press, of Frankie
joiningalltheotherartists on the A-side,but no
confirmationwas available.

Everyone involvedin therecordinghasgiven their
services forfree, from V rgin (who manufactured it
fornothing) tothe T-shirt manufacturers, an.even
motorcycle messengerswho were hired inthecourse
of the operation.

Big record-storechainslike WH Smith, Boo's,
Woolworths, HMV,, Virginand Our Price have agreed

to take no profit fromsales: they’re

Domeme"ItS Qﬂ’l s buyingandsellingthe record for£1.35

PRI including\AT.
T ‘g
.

A HOSTOF POP stars, including Wham!, Spandau

: : Allproceedswillgointoa trust fund.
1‘ And British Caledonian have already
\ expressediiterestinco-operatingwith
the project tofly food supplies out to
Ethiopia. Recordingstarted on Sunday,
andit’shopadthat thesinglewillbeout
withindays.

STEVE HURRELL / GETTY
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November 6,1984:
Mike Scottbackstage
asThe Waterboys

\ supportU2at
Barrowlands,Glasgow

“A sense of adventure”

MM NOV 24

IKESCOTT IS aman with amission,
though exactly what this missionis
he findsithardto say. At 25, he’s

ahandsome fellow, though “striking” might
be a better word. While people around him
desperately cultivate the ragged, angular
poise that associates itself with artistic
endeavour, to Scottit comes as naturally as
the fluency that permeates his work.

“Wild"is aword he says alot with afaraway
lookin his eyes. His heroesare Bob Dylan, Patti
Smith, Van Morrison and Bruce Springsteen.
Heis, to say the least, enamoured with theidea
of himself onstage, singing songs of poignant,
though often raunchy beauty, to a wildly
receptive audience who'llgo “wow” at
every nuance of hislyrics. His songs are
gift-wrapped and stamped “deep and
meaningful”,and sometimesthey really are.

The Waterboys’ music perpetuates the
ethic of thatera, and is tinged with just
enough raggedy arrogance (the Patti Smith
connection)to sway the modernarena. The
band, very much a Mike Scott-controlled
affair, play rock’n’roll, of that there’s no doubt.

Somehow, though, they’re misfits. They're
not part of the “pomp 'n’ glory” boys (U2, The
Alarm, etc), but they’ve been shunted in that
direction forthe want of any other
association. They don’t really wanttobe
mainstream either. Right now, they’re
supportingU2in Glasgow. And, taking apre-
soundcheck breather, Mike Scott is kneading
his hands over the
failing heater in his
dingy hotelroom.

“l quite admire
some of those
bands,” he drawls,
“but |don’treally
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think we're like them. We're much wilder,
more open toimprovisation, and the
instruments we use are more diverse.”

Herolls his eyes disarmingly.

“We have anunquenchable sense of
adventure, and that to me is more important
thananythingelse.ldon’t think about success
and selling records. | just want to make the
best musiclcan.ldon’t
have goals or plan what
want to be doingin two
years' time. | guess that will
look pretty trite in printbut
that'’s how I feel.”

He grewupinAyrand
Edinburgh, hated “the
parochial, small-town
attitudes”, andin1977 he
started his own fanzine,
interviewing The Clash and
The RichKids and whoever else came to town.
“Iknew evenbefore then that | wanted my
own band, wanted to write and perform
music, but up untilthen i didn’t have the
confidencetotry.”

His first band, Another Pretty Face, had
two marginally successful singles but seemed
plagued by contractual hassles and unsettling
problems. Funhouse was the next incarnation,
thenafter that The Red And The Black, all
the time with Mike Scott trying to get the
componentsjust right. Disheartened by his
failures, he wentto New York to work with

“I’m not as naive
about the business
as | pretend, but it

can be useful to
fake ignorance”

Lenny Kaye (from Patti
Smith’sband) buteven
that didn'tliveupto
his expectations.

“After allthe farting
around I'dbeen doingit was
like amiracle,being offered
work with someone you've
calledaheroforsolong. My
managerhadsent Lenny a
tape and he liked it, so | flew
over to New York. The whole
thing was fucked up from the
start.| wantedtowork asa
collaborative effort with
both of usplaying, butin the
endit was with Lenny as
producer and me as artist.

Ireally don't work well
with producers,|don’tneed
to be told things. | hear the
final songin my own head,
soldon’t need the guidance.
So here | wasinasituation
with thisman | loved and | just
couldn'tacceptthe way we
were working. It was great
tomeet him,” Scott shrugs
with angular grace, “butit’s one of those
thingsbest forgotten.”

Before | have time to comment on his
naivety and stubbornidealism, he’s whisked
offto the soundcheck. Barrowlands is like
alurid aircraft hangar.

Police guard the stage door asif the PM
herself were about to graceits portals. Uz are
mobbed climbinginto their coach to returnto
the comforts of the Holiday Inn. Mike Scott,
meanwhile, is leading his band through the
soundcheck asthoughtheir lives depended
onit.Opening for U2 can’tbe fun at the best
of times, butin Glasgow the pressureis twice
asintense.

But,inthe event, The
Waterboys won their
audience as cleverly as I've
seenitdone. Scott didn’t
flinch whenthey chanted
for U2in disturbing unison.
“OK,they’llbe onlater,” he
laughed, crashingintothe
nextintro.“Sohow about
alittle of this for starters?”
In two minutes the crowd
were stomping and clapping, swept
unwillingly under Mike Scott'sinfluence,
liking his songs despite themselves.

“l suppose there’s alot of amateur
psychologyinvolved,” says Scott afterwards.
Upstairs U2 have taken the stage, floor and
walls vibrate and the sound of a football
terrace singalongmimics Bono's every
utterance. Jim Kerr stands at the sound desk
and mimes his own peculiar routine to the
strains of this allied band. Both menlook
like marionettes conducting alunatic chorus
-aclear case of the blind leading the blind.




“Irespect their fervour,” Scott
hedges as | ask him what he thinks
of U2’s manipulation of the crowd's
hysteria. “I think they have only the
best of motives. But | think you're
right to say that most of the crowd
up there aren’treally listening to
the music, they're hearing it, and
that'sdifferent. FormyselfI'd
rather have 20 people who were
really takingitin, thanawhole
stadium full of moronic lemmings.”

When asked about his songs, he's less
specific. Some of them are moralistic in
astorytelling kind of way - like “Red
ArmyBlues” and “Savage Earth Heart”.
They all harbour that stoic kind of
wisdom that Dylanhoned to anart form.

“What I'minterestedinbasically is
life,” Scott explains with a curious
glance that asks how | hadn’t picked this
up for myself. “When I was a kid | was
obsessed by the American Indians, by
the power of their mythology, how their
philosophy is based on principles of
making the best from what you have.

“They prayed to The Great Spirit
because they'dbeen given life and they
wanted to make themselves worthy of
that gift. | think that's the best any of us
cantry toachieve. CS Lewis once said
that nothingis truly yours until you give
itaway, and | believe that aswell.”

If you're thinking that Mike Scott is
apuritanical sourpuss you're wrong;
he'sjust deeply entrenched in his own
convictions. There’s no po-faced
proselytizinginthe Waterboys camp,
but Scott takes himself damnably
seriously despite the horseplay. He
writes songs about pagan mythology
and the good withinus all, but he always
manages toavoid sounding twee.

“I'mnot asnaive about the business
and related practicalitiesas | pretend,”
he grins, “but sometimesit's usefulto
fakeignorance;it’s my way of dealing
with the everyday problems. The
problems we've had with interviewers
before hasbeen that we never put on
anact.|can'tsithere andreel off glib
answers to queries about my songs.
Ican't present myselfin any particular
way, ljustam.

“ldon’t like talking about my lyrics,
because they're such anintuitive thing.
Youeither understand them or you
don’t.Like ‘The Church Not Made
WithHands’is about the religions
that existedin this country before
Christianity and how they didn’t need
four walls of a church to worship within.

“l' suppose you could say that
intuition andinstinct are things that
interest me alot. | love watching the
way humansbehave.”

He pauses. “I want The Waterboys to
be the most talked about band of the
'80s. Andthat's notas unrealistic as it
sounds,” he laughs, curling alip over the
jagged edges of his teeth.

Mike Scottis animpossible dreamer,
but his heart'sinthe right place.
HelenFitzgerald
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“Imploring
demands

MM CC7 27 The Smiths release
an “affordable” compilation LP.

'I' HESMITHSARE about torzlease an

“interim album”-a 16-track

compilation that combines cld, rare
materigl with a selection of hizsingles and
extra tracks from 12-inch versions. The
group, currentlyrecording ne>vsongs that
will emerge in someshape or fermin
February, release the album, Fatful Of
Hollow,on November 2 on Rough Trade.

The old materialhas been chesen from
Radio Onesessions for the John 2eeland
David Jensenshows. And theremaining
tracks comprise “HandIn Glov=",“Heaven
KnowsT'mMiserable Now” and ‘William, It
WasReallyNothing” aswellas’ dowSoonls
Now?”‘GirlAfraid” and “PleaszMease
Please LetMe Get WhatI Want”

Thealbum, 55 minuteslongardpackaged
inagatefoldsleeve, goesoutinshops forno
more than £3.99. Morrisseysaic thisweek:
“Agood dortion ofourmail contains
imploringdemandsthatwerelmse versions
of oursangs thatwe recorded fcr Radio One
sessions, and theband and I suddenly
realisedthatwe hadn’t even preper-
soundirgtapes of them ourselves, except for
afewdivebootlegs
thatwe boughtatour concerts.

“Asfaraswe're concerned, these werethe
sessionsthatgotusexcitedin thefirstplace,
and apparently, it was howalotzfather
peoplediscoveredusalso. Wedacided to
includetheextratracks fromourI2-inch
singlesfor people who didn’thaveall of
those and to make itcompletely affordable.”

“A cruel system

Reading matter
Sue Townshend: The Secret Diary
Of Adrian Mole

Various: Oscar Wilde - Impressions
and Interviews
Electricity bill
StephenKing:
The Stand

T Coraghessan
Boyle:Budding
Prospects

Records

Sister Sledge:
“LostInMusic”
Prince: “When
DovesCry”
Kraftwerk Tour
DeFrance
RobertWyatt
Work InProgress
Turkey Bones & The Wild Dogs:
“Raymond”

Tina Turner: “What’s Love Got To Do
With It”

Films
The Hit
The Wall (Yilmaz Giiney)
ReubenReuben
Greystoke
48Hours

The LongGoodbye

Likes

Money

Listening to theradio
Cokeandice cream
Trivial Pursuit

My Porsche 911 SC
Targa(with sports kit)
A goodbook

Hates

George Michael's

“Careless Whisper”
Madness (especially
their manager)

TinaTurner

%% MMNOV 17

charges.He was last week found guilty of attempting to smuggle money worth £1,600

out of Nigeria enroute to the States, where he was set to play concerts. He was
arrested at customs onthat occasion, and subsequently arrested again when he held a press
conference at his home. That charge has since been dropped.

He appeared at the Foreign Exchange Anti-Sabotage Tribunal - amilitary court without any
judge orjury - and was sentenced to five years in jail witha further term suspended. There's no
right of appeal, only a “theoretical but unlikely possibility of remission”.

A spokesman for Kutisaid: “The authorities in Nigeria just wanted him away, and they've doneit
now. It's such a cruel system out there.” Kuti was known for his attacks on the Nigerian authorities

ininterviews. His brother is holdinga
e ——

N IGERIANSINGERFELA Kuti has been sent to prison for five years on smuggling

UNITED ARTISTS / GETTY

conference in London this week.
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Novemberigq,1984: - - ——
Bonoralliesthefaithful

atWembley Arena

duringU2'syear-long
UnforgettableFire Tour
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“Webuild
the positive”




REX FEATURES

NME

ARLIERTHISYEAR one of rock’s

newest messiahs, U2's Bono,

appeared on stage alongside one of

itsoldest, Bob Dvlan, atan outdoor

Dublin festival in front of some

40,000 people. And Bono's
influence over a new generation was officially
confirmed at about the same time when Premier
Garret FitzGeraldinvited him to join acommitteeset up to look at the
problems of youth unemploymentin Eire.

Astheirnative citybecame avery bleak place withrampant heroin
abuse, unemployment, even child prostitution, U2 had risen from their
lowlygarage band beginnings tobecomeaninternationalsuccess—one
of thecountry'sleading exports, its four most celebrated ambassadors.

Evenafter travellingthe time-honoured course of rock behemoths from
thelast decade—from beingrock'sbright new hopes to becomingits most
prominent, bombastic banner-wavers—U2 signalled somesortof hope
and optimism foraDublin beleaguered by the new depression. inacity
where the music scenestagnates around the tradition of Irish
showbands, U2 had gone outside and reaped the fruitsof world success
and brought them home. Theyarenowinaposition where they can
quietly begin to financeoneor two community ventures.

“Thereare ways we cando things,” explains guitarist The Edge, “butwe
must never be seenascharity, thenoble hoys dolingout slops. Just keep
our mouthsshutandget thingsdone.”

Seenin thecontextof Dublin, even now the purpose, concernand
compassion thatshonein theearly U2 remainsstill. Even now.

withthe view of an outsider, assomeone whowasswept up on theirfirst
LP, Boy, what U2 have come torepresent looks
radicallydifferent.intheaftermath of punk,
Boywithitsfurious mixture ofimplosion and
celebration -thefears, aspirations and
adrenalinof fouryoungmensteppingout into
the world -seemed to herald anewrock dream
andaswirl of possibilities.

They may have come fromDublinbutinrock’s
tapestry U2seemed tohave noobvioushomeor
destination. Butall toosoon their crucial desire
tocommunicate and theirrelentless energywas
directedin thewrongchannels. While
applaudingtheirmoralresilienceand
commitment, it was sadly predictable tosee
themembark onendlesscontinentaland
Americantreks.

U2 developedalongthe
traditional linesofall rock

“With Eno we
rediscovered
the spirit
of our music,
a confidence”

blaringbombast, these shape-throwingsessions
weren't what I wanted to beassociated with. Where
oncetheyhadrepresented Life, Fireand Action, the
new rock hopeswerelooking every bitascrudeand
vulgarasthisgeneration’s Led Zeppelin.

Nowon theirdrive 1o big fame, wemeet for the first
timeinthreeyears,inanannexeof Island Records.
They'vejust returned from Australia viaDublin, and
in London theywill rehearse at Brixton's Academy
for the European legof theirworid 1our. Although
theystrike me asbeingjust asaffableas whenwelastmetontheirfirst
British tour, travelling across Scotland inaminivan, they hold acertain
warinesstowardsinterviews. Theyaren'taskeen tobedrawnon pointsof
strategy and idealism asbefore, preferring to let the music speak for itself.

Thatsaid, Bonoisagem-immediately exudingthesamenatural
ebullienceason ourlastencounter. Guitarist The Edge s the calming
influence, arational counterbalance to Bono’ssometimes exasperated
passion, and at theend of theinterviewhe voicesconcern that we've
concentrated too much on topicsother than what reallymatters-the
musicitsell. Addam Clayton, with his English tonesand scholarly
disposition, can come over assurlyand cynical, theguy mostlikely to
pick holesin my questions. Drummer Larry Mullen, the group’s youngest
member, is absent as he's decided he's sick of the whole interview process.

With their massive world tour, “Pride” their first Top Five Britishsingle
andtheirlatest LP The Unforgettable Fire, thisyear U2 are perched on the
edge of megasuccess. Theykeep theactual figures under wraps, but
suffice tosay theamountof money they grossed last year madesense of
theslim returnsoftheirfirst three years. While noone dares whisperit, it
seemstheir plans to makeitbig, first by playing America’ssmaller Midwest
venuesand gradually easinginto the largefestivalsand stadiums, has
been quitecarefully orchestrated by manager
Paul McGuinnessand theirrecordcompany.

Butitisthisendlessslogoftouringthat!feel
hasdrained U2's vigour, amisplaced trustin
whatitcanachieveforthegroup's music. At this
suggestion, Bono'svoicecracksintogear.

“Weallleft school completely uneducated;
touringhasbeen our way oflearning. It upsets
mewhen1see U2 portrayedin the pressas
touring, the pressure, the penance. I enjoy
lookingout of thecoachand seeing Denver,
Colorado,ortherunfrom Edinburghto
Glasgow.I mean, talk to Echo And The
Bunnymen, to Simple Minds... thesearethe
bandsthataretouring, we'renot bored byit.
Thisisnotapenance.”

But non-stop touringcan make
youloseyourbearings; there'sa

groups, and perhapsitwasnaive
toexpect otherwise. Inanearly
NMEreviewPaul Rambalihad
suggested, “They might lose their
subtletyastheylearntouse
effect... mightonedayharden
intoahollow, grandioseand
massivelysuccessfulstyle.

Indeed, consistent touring
drewout thebombast, the
anthemicrallyingcries, the
symbolicgestures. Theirrecords
had theirmoments-certainly
thevibrant, pulsing“New Years's
Day”stood uptothebest
momentsof Boy—butin themain
theylacked thesensibility to fulfil
thatdebut’s promise.

One Saturday nightlturnedon
theboxtosee Bonoclamberover
astack of speakers, thenunfurla
large whiteflagin their“Under A
Blood Red Sky” video. It was the
finalirony, this preposterous
mishmash ofgrandeurand
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“We'renotbored
bytouring.Thisis
notapenance™
Bonodownunder,
September1984 £

dangerofbeingsuckedintothe
Americanway, unabletoassess
what'shappeningtotheband.
TheEdge: “Touringhasabad
effecton us whenwe’re notbeing
stimulated byitany more. Butwith
thisnewLPit'sachallengeto
reproduceandiwe’re finding the
wholeideaof beingon theroad
artisticallydemandingagain.
Bono: “Thethingaboutbeing
ontheproduction line, going
throughthemotions-andit’s
agreatcriticismofmeasa
performer-isthat wheneverthe
performanceissaggingl'd throw
the proverbialstick of gelignite
intotheaudience anditwould
completely freak theband.
“I'vehad toface firing squads
from therest oftheband on late-
night phonecalls. I would wish not
todo that, butitwas myfrustration
withthe onstageenvironment, my
feelingthata performance should




InAustralia, & F'
September1984: /4

(I-r)AdamClayton,
LarryMullenJdr,
TheEdgeandBono

neverbeboring, thatled metodothat.”

Helikensthebannerwaving,
the speaker-stack clambering, to
anartist'sbold strokes. [justsawit
aspompous, signifyingdelusions
ofgrandeur.

“Itcamefrom theopposite emotion;
itwasdoneoutofinsecurity. Afear that
themusic would notstand onitsown.

There must beamore honest way of
expressing that emotion.

“Yes, that's what we've gotto find;
I'm notsticking up for myself. We were
coming from Dublin, hardly therock’n’roll capital of the world. We were
puttingourshoulder to the doorand wedeveloped this muscle, this
aggression. Eventually thedooropened, but we werestill there going
bang! Wallop!'

Later he will correct himself.

“By the way, I'm notgivingthis awhole ‘father, forgive mefor I have
sinned’ vibe. There was aside to U2 on stage that I liked, that I'll stand by.
I’saspiritofabandonment thatnoneofour contemporaries would allow
themselves. [ believe conservatism and thestiff upperlip of the English
music press reacted against the sweat, thetears, the total thingof the
group onstage.

‘You think of the ’50s and the '60s in the USand the white bands of the
time, the Buddy Hollys with theirshirts and smiles,and compare them to
theblack groups of the time, groups that yourespond to. The very reason
theywererejected by the establishment was because of thespirituality
and thesexualityofitall.

“U2were the same—-itwasall too much. The western way s to pick at
things, to openlittle packages and gothrough theintellect.”

and remorseless grind of the business - first in the ghostly,

cavernous ballroom of Dublin's Slane Castle and then in the
local Windmill Studios —in a cautious way bespeaks a rebirth for U2.
Ditching the dullard sameness of Steve Lillywhite at the controls, the
group enlisted ex-Roxy wizard, ethnic charlatan and Paris reciuse
Brian Eno and his partner Danny Lanois to produce the album. The
pairing has reaped benefits, away from the dull litanies of October and

T HE UNFORGETTABLEFIRE, recorded away from the glare

the routine agitpop of War, thegroup’s
introspective approach hasled them
to impressionistic landscapes, vast
heartlands that their frantic rush into
therock’n’roll quagmire meant they
had bypassed. Nothingis cutand
dried on this LP. They've stepped
back from the slamminglambast

of Warand touched the spiritand
celestial wonder at the core of their
music once more.

Butthereisan underlyingsuspicion
thatitamounts tolittle more thanan
experimental diversion, that the big, bold rock sound willsoon surge
forthagain. Bonodismissesthesuggestion.

“Ifyou think there’sa period where OD-ingonrock’n’roll hasdamaged
the newrecord, then you'rewrong. Thatis arecord totally devoid of the
tracksand techniques of rock’n’roll -which iswhy it's foxing half the USA
evenaswespeak.

AccordingtoAdam, over the pastfive years “every bandin thiscountry
hadbeen an the phone to Brian Eno”, but U2 was the only offerhe accepted.

Bono: “All he’dlistened to for three years was gospel music. [t was the
spiritinwhich it was made that attracted him to the group’s music, the
sense ofabandonment.

Adam getstetchy: “Thequestion shouldn’t be whywe wanted to work
with Enobut why he wanted towork with us, this patheticlittlerock’n’roll
band from Dublin who hadn't made a good record since Boy. Hemust
haveseensomethingthere.

Thesoul/gospel parallel wasn't somethingl could seein U2.

Bono: “Icould relate toit. People talk about the spirituality of U2, and [
realised thatwas part of everyday lifein black music. Indeed Jimi Hendrix
was the wildest rock’n’roll performer,and Janis Joplin would love to have
been black.Irealised though we weren't rooted in black music, there was
somethinginthespiritthat wassimilar.

‘With Eno we rediscovered the spirit of ourmusicand aconfidencein
ourselves The emphasis was onthe momentin this recording, onthe
spontaneity. It'slike that Irish tradition, theJoyce thing-when you're
relaxedyou're not inhibited. The recordingatmosphere was very relaxed.

“Like ‘Elvis Presiey And America’ wasrecorded infiveminutes. Enojust
handed me amicrophoneand told metosingover this piece of music »
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thathadbeen slowed down, played backwards,
whatever. Isaid, ‘What, justlike that, now?’ He
said, "Yes, thisis what you'reabout.’ Sol did it
andwhenitwasfinishedthere wasallthese
beautifullinesand melodies comingout ofiit.
Isaid, ‘I can’twaittofinish this.' He said, ‘What
doyoumean “finishit”?Itisfinished.”

I'hetitle Unforgettable Firecomes froman
exhibition of paintings by the survivors of
Nagasakiand Hiroshima, aJapaneseart
treasure which thegroup aretryingtoget
shownin Dublin. Italsoappliesto theuglyall-
consumingforce of heroin thatwasresponsible
fordestroyinga couple of Bono’s friends.

“Itinformsthe LP alot more than people
realise. Ithad agreat effect on me. Whenyour friend becomesajunkie he
ceasestobeyour friend; he'll steal fromyou, he'll fight you.”

Another undoubted influenceisalasting passion for the great Martin
LutherKing, firstby wayof the LP’s lucid closing requiem “M1.K”
(perhapsthe most moving vocal Bono has everrecorded) and secondlyin
thegroup’scurrent hitsingle.

Bono: “l originally wrote ‘Pride’ about Ronald Reagan and the
ambivalentattitudein America. It wasoriginally meant as the sort of
pridethatwon’t back down, that wants to build nuclear arsenals. But that
wasn’tworking. | remembered a wise old man whosaid tome, ‘Don’t try
andfightdarknesswithlight,just make thelight shine brighter.’ I was
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“I would like
to see a united
Ireland;

I believe it is
an island”

June22,1985: withjust
fivemoredatesof The
UnforgettableFire Tour
aheadofthem,U2play
theMiltonKeynesBowl

givingReagan too muchimportance; then
Ithought, ‘Martin Luther King, there’saman.’
Webuild thepositiverather than fighting with
thefinger.”

“Pride” and “MLK” arealso the most obvious
representationsof Bono'sheartfelt Christianity
ontherecord. Though The Unforgettable Fire
reliesmore onatmospheric texturesand
fragmented images for itsappeal, I wondered
ifagroupwith their professed beliefs, and
havingspent timein Americaand seen how
Christianityisdistorted and used by
warmongers likeReagan, would like toshow
thealternative interpretationdirectly.

Bono: “lfeel more secure and therefore notas
defensiveaslwasaboutthat. Againit'sthe
western thing-the English bottleitup;onthe
Continentspirituality ismuch more open.

“Thebest thing I'velearned about the aspect
istoshut upaboutit. I'msotired of words,
havingbeen toAmericaand seen thefaith
industry. The three-piece polyestersuits—
those peoplefrighten me.

“Wherever youlook-in the Catholic church
and Protestant church-yousee flaws. Youcan't
ever find purity or perfection,and wefind
ourselves becoming more and more distanced.
Wegetflakfromallsides, really heavy letters
from people saying how can you believe this
anddothis.

TheEdge: “Wordsareaverylimiting medium.
Idon’tthinkit’sessential forustosayanything;
these things come out best through the music.”

Afewyearsago,inoneofhishigh-minded
manifestos, Kevin Rowland declared
something about Dexys’ Projected Passion
Review “flauntinginsecurities”. U2 have
always made the point that theirmusicisa
resultof thespecial chemistry between the four
personalitiesin theband. Whatilike about The
Unforgettable Fireisthat ithas room for doubt
and humanfrailtyinitsbroad sweep.

Away from thestudio, however, they seem to
hanker afteramonolithic sound. The faceless,
emotionlessrock noisebeloved of Simple
Minds, Big Countryand Echo And The
Bunnymen. Theyrefuse to confrontor
question thisresponsibility, or the group’s
music, seeingit asalaw untoitself.

Bono: “Sometimes when we're creating we get
thefeelingthatwe're actually channels for
somecreative thingthat'shappening. It’slike
writerssometimessayit'sin theair, they
literallyjust pull thingsdown.”

TheEdge: “There’sawholebackdrop to the
momentofcreationandwe'rejust thelastlink
inthechain. Whatit meansiswedon’t
arrogantlybelieve we areresponsible for this
wonderfulsound oranything,

Bono: “Istarted reading the music pressagain
recently. Forawhileldidn’t,and I've noticed
thereare two definite types of musician who
talktothe press. Thereare those whosay, ‘Listen to this wonderful music,
aren’tigreat?’ Andthose thatsay, ‘Listen (o thiswonderful music, isn’t it
great?’ Weare definitelyin thelatter.”

AsU2have grown, expanded with corporation-like efficiency, so too
has their presentation and packagingof the music becomeinflated into
portentous symbolism. Even the magnificent photography by Anton
Corbijnon thenew LP cover wearsheavy on the product ofamere rock
band. Again it callsforth images of past behemoths. The song remains
thesame?

The Edge: “Theburnt-outcastleis the end of aperiod. Think of the
British Empire, think of the west. The golden hourisover, the thing that



interestsusabout that s the faded gloryand the
creepers, thefactthat thereis newlife gettingin there.”

Bono: “Itwasthe antithesisofthat Olympian thing
youseem to be suggesting.”

Butyoudogoin forgrand symbolism.

Bono: “Butwe don'tuseitinadestructiveway.John
Lennon’stheonethatstarted all that. Itwasayear
listening to him that brought that out. He had
awaywithwords, simple catchphrases, and
making them meansomethingtoalotof people.

U2

stagnation is the worst possible disease. You've got

tobethreatened and challenged to have an opinion.

Wedidn't want to play the Marquee every night for

therestofourlives, because we knew that would

damageour creativityand our music.”

Bono: “Therearealot of easierways of beingbig.

Onlynow, afterfive pieces of plastic, are we having
ourfirsthitsingle. Had we wanted tobethe
new Beatlesor whatever, youwould haveseen
usfarmore in those papers. It annoyed me to

XA | P
“With Boyand October 1 gotflak because they e re not see Paul DuNoyer, though Ilikedhimand

wereso abstract. Sowith Warl decided tostripit

liked hisreview ofthealbum, saying that Under

rightdown.1listened to it for thefirsttime the going to take The Blood Red Skywas moppingup in the

other day and there was some greatsongs there
that youoverlooked in your lousy review. For the

marketplace. We took our royalties right down
sowecould sell thatrecord atcut price. Surely

firsttime I could seeastridentquality inthere Our trou S ers theonethingthat'sclearisthat we'renotgoing

thatlet me down. I couldsee howitmighthave

totakeour trousersoffto geton the cover. We're

sounded like a finger pointing, and of course ff notgoingtobringoutamusicwedon’tlike tobe
we've never pointed afingeratanyone, apart O t O get On biginAmerica.”

from ourselves. That voice wasveryangry;

It'strue tosay that U2 areagroup withoutany

2
Ididn'trealise thatIwassotense.” the Cover directtradition. It was a topic Bono broached in

The Waralbum, whichfocused moreor less
onlreland’s troubles, wasinspired by playingin
America. I castigated itat that time for not doinganything that Stiff Little
Fingershad not already done - repeatedly, and shoddily.

Bono: “Itwas onlygoing to America thatmade us thinkabout Ireland.
Youjustdon'tthinkaboutituntilyou have people throwingmoneyon
stage during Bobby Sands’ whole hunger strike thing. I thought that guy
mustbeso brave, but why? Why be so brave? Whydie? There’ssomething
notrightabout this. People were going, ‘Yeah! You'reIrish!’

“But these people wereseeingeverythingin the black-and-whiteabout
Ireland and they didn't realiseit was all in the grey. ‘Idon’t know, I don't
know whatside'mon!Idon’t know myright from myleftor myright from
mywrong',aslhaditin “TwoHearts BeatAsOne’. But they know better
now, I think, having met people since the LP.1 think we've contributed to
thatunderstanding.

“lwould like tosee aunited Ireland; I believe itisanisland. People then
say, ‘Doyou believe inacause enoughtodieforit?’ [ believeinacause
enough tolive forit. These people believein takingothers' livesaway. I
justcan'tagree with thiswhole ‘If youdon’tagree withme['ll putagun
toyourhead’ vibe. Havinghad a Protestant father and aCatholic mother,
lknowhowgreyitis. There arenosides.”

Apart from speakingfor CNDin Ireland and playingoneortwo
benefits (the money from their New York Christmas show will go
to Amnesty International), the group are cagey about more direct
politicalinvolvement.

Adam: “Although we canlend oursupport tothingslike CND, these
things areallinherently flawed. The way we can best contribute toour
timeand our generation isjust gettingdown towhat we do, which is
makingrecords.”

Bono: “That'swhy theidea of The Unforgettable Fireappealed to me,
becauseitisacreativething.

“Thereisadangerin beinga spokesman for your generationifyou have
nothingtosay other than‘help’. That's
allwe sayin our music. It's neversort of,
‘Yes folks, here we go, here'sthe plan.’
It'salways, ‘Where'stheplan?™”

HILETHEVIRTUES, even
the possible triumphs, of
thegroup and the War

album are notindoubt, I'still find its
forced expression, the flexing of the
rock music Bono talked about earlier,
indicative of U2’s steady route to...
gulp... world domination. Perhaps
The Unforgettable Fireisan LP
unlikely to reap the fullcommercial
success that could be theirs, but as
another mammoth world tour
stretches before them I wonderifthe
lure of acrusade is what entices them.
Adam: “Ithink we acknowledge that

arecent edition of Dublin’s Hot Presswhen he

interviewed/had a protracted conversationin
printwith Bob Dylan. The punk explosion had notonly freed themofthe
stiflinglegacy of '70s Who, Stones, Zeppelinetal, buthad also cut them
off from the valuable heritage of the '50s and '60s which only now are they
becomingattunedto.

“We'relostinspacein that respect. We became interested in areas of
music- Irish, country, folk. The track on the LP ‘A Sort Of Homecoming' is
geographical, butldon’'tknowwhereit'sbased. When ook atVan
Morrisonor Bob Dylan 'min awe of their tradition, I'm jealous. We
haven'tgot that, wearen’t pluggedintoit.”

still,  counter, they have spawned a tradition of theirown. When Ifirst
interviewed Bono he was decrying the number of “Johnny Rotten’s
bastard children roaming the streets”, and though he nowblanches
when I throwthe old quote at him, itwasavalid point in the wake of
punk’sfagend of The Exploited, the UK Subs.

ltwould seem that now, fouryearslater, with The Alarm, Big Country
and awholeslewof Irish surrogates, that thereis alot of U2'sbastard
children roaming the streets-oratleast therecordingstudios.

“Ifthey’ve just gone out and copied U2 then they've missed thewhole
pointofthe group-we are about theindividualand individuals,” says
TheEdge.

Bono isemphatic. “Don’tanswer the question, youshouldn't. Basically,
Gavinissayingwhat is thedifference between U2and Led Zeppelin?Ifwe
aretositdown hereand try tosell him the answer to that question we
becomesalesmen, and we're not salesmen, we make music.

“I believe there isarare spirit to this group, but I can't tellyou why, that
would bewrong. If you don'tsee that rare spirit then we'vefailedasa
groupasfarasyou’reconcerned.”

Idoseeaspiritin U2, but | seeit falling between twostools, the
enlightenment and resource of Unforgettable Fire, and the possibility that
another plungeinto the endless touringcycle will drain it, smotherit. So
I must pressthe point.

“Ifyou'llexcuse me,and withalldue
respect, thatis the sort of question that
Idon’tthink we should answer. Thisis
whatwe'retrying to getaway from. We're
tryingto makeafewsongs, make the
recordsdeep and getaway from this
whole cosmic takingon the world and the
musicindustryand our placeinit. Whyis
musicsocompetitive, Gavin? Just
because there'saTop 10and peopleseeit
everyweek, it'sasthoughit'sbecomeabig
competition. Whycan peoplenotjustsee
our musicas part ofsomethingelse?

“I'mscared of theresponsibility of
standingin that space,” said Bonoin the
daysbefore he wasfeted by cheering
crowdsall overtheglobe.

Sometimesalittle fearinmusicis not
suchabadthing. Gavin Martin e
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hot of Rough Trade and “flappy mong”
ERiley, are on their way back.
§ew album even displays a poppy side.
thave been trying to connect it with
#s Mark Smith of his new wife/guitarist.
gre songs we had anyway.”




MELODY MAKER

WENTTOSEEThe Fallin Chicago
andthey werejust... the best
bandI eversaw. Really good

musicians and no fashion or

image. Nothingto getin the

way of the music. It wasreally
hard. And so much stamina. And even though
ldidn’tknow the songs, it waslike... the best
show | ever saw.

“Iwentwithagirlfriend... wewereinaband
together. Duringthe concer( my girlfriend met
some man and leftme, sol was there by myself
and [ was wanderingaround like alittle waif
andlraninto Mark at thisbardownstairsand
wejuststarted... talking.”

“Arguing,” correctsMark.

Arguing?

“Well, made some comment to himlikeit was
thebest gigleversawbut thelyricsirritated me.
Theyweresogood, butlcouldn’tunderstand themn. I couldn’tunderstand
the accent. And the words going together were such non sequiturs for me
atthetime. ltwasbrilliantbutit was driving mecrazy tryingtofigure it
out... whichissomethingyoushouldnt trytodo anyway.”

very Americanand engagingly sociable, with aslightly offbeat
humour-CyndiLauper with brains. Brix plays guitar and
composes songs with The Fall.

Mark i Smithis theoriginal perverse northernsod: givehimakeyand
he'llwind youup. Mark issingerand bosscatwith TheFalland writes
lyricsthat comesspittingoutat youlike the desperatelast stand of a
Thompson gunnerand never fail to intrigue audiences and give
reviewersheadaches.

Markand Brix got married firstand pitted their artistic talents later.
Thiswassometimeafterguitarist Marc Riley had been ejected from the
bandand wasn’tamove designed to make way for MrsSmith. It doesn’t
stop peopiedrawing their own conclusions, however... There is, afterall,
abad traditionof wivesingroups.

“Nepotism, yeah,” saysMark. “Prejudices are gonnahappen. It’s
alreadyhappened. Allthe time. But basicallyit's nobody’s fucking
business, beingmarried, knowwhat I mean? Basically, she’saguitarist
andthat’sallthereistoit.”

Wasthereanyresentment from audiencesabout the departure of
Marc Riley?

“No. Don’t thinkanyonenoticed.
Exceptit wasaloteasierontheears
oncehe went.

“Youjustdidn’tseethis big flappy
mongwalkingaround thestage
distractingeverybody’sattention.
Savedalotof money onequipment
aswell.

“Oh, he wasreally nice tome,” says
Brix.“Nohard feelingsandall that. The
twocampsshould justdeclare peace
andgetonwith theirbusiness.’

“I'haven’tdeclared war.”

Well, someonedeclared war. The
bombs were sure flying afew months
ago.Markinsiststhat The Fall were
changing. Mark, whose dictatorial
approach toTheFallis well known,
now has someone notonly prepared
toarguewith him, butrelishesit.
Goaded on, Mark hasreacted with
anunprecedented burst ofartistic
passion and energy thathasrevived
himcompletelyfollowingadepressing
yearin 1983, when headmits hecame
close tofolding the band. Forasecond
there, forGodsake, it looked like they

THEY MAKEA charmingcouple. Brix Smith is small, blonde,

Know your Enemy:

3. The ke ';aécr/?ulwn 1970-?
Pepetrbel by §reps
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“We were in
a bad way.
No money, no
support, huge
debts...”

creep.:.. ...
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Baluws; CPECP (singulav, maers) ab tha zeits

mighthavea hitsingle with thequirkily
sardonic‘C.R.E.E.P".

“C.R.LE.E.P’issmart, brainy,” concedes Mark
graciously. “Alot of people said they thought it
would beahit, butInever did. Tome it wasjust arant.

Ineverconsideranythingwedo potential hits.”

It'sfairlybright, though...

“Yeah, butit’sgotalot of bigwordsinit. That
makesadifference nowadays. Theimportant
thingwas thatitgot the name of the group flung
aboutabit.”

I'heburningquestion of the day, however, is
whois “C.R.E.I3.P.” about?

“It'sbitsof things. A lot of people thinkit’s
about them. They played it on Round Tableand
Richard Skinnergoes, ‘Thisisabout The
Smiths.’ Irangup RadioOne, me.1savs, ‘Where
d'yougetthisfrom?’[said, ‘Youbloody saya
retraction.” AND he had tosayit.”

Whydid they think it was about The Smiths?

Brix: “Wenever found out. 1 thinkit’s

Morrissey’s paranoia that perpetuated the rumour. On ‘Kicker
Conspiracy’ they thought Mark wassaying, ‘Kick out, kick out Morrissey.’
Butwe'venothingagainsthim. Nothingwhatsoever.”

Soyouknowhim?

Mark: “Usedto.”

Notagoodfriend, then?

“Notanenemyeither.”

outoftheir deal with Rough Trade. Mark found he couldn’t
writeany more, they were broke and their support seemed to
be diminishing.

“Mewriting was gettingso dense and complex when we were with
RoughTrade...1started gettingawriter’s block towards the end of last
year. They werescrewing us upso much. .. so weleft Rough Trade and
ambledabout. ltwaslike, I'd rather retire than stay with Rough Trade.”

Thatbad, eh?

“Inanartisticsense, yeah. When you're skint and dealing with aload
ofbleedin’ dickheads, what can you do? We were inabad way. No money,
nosupport, nonothing... hugedebts, blahblah.

Suddenlyand dramatically hedumpsthe terse northern accent and
launchesintoawholly unexpected bout ofItalianese.

“That'swhywhenlsee ‘C.R.E.E.P. I could keess thesong. I see
‘C.R.E.E.P/ 1keesseel.”

Heoffersnoexplanation for this extraordinaryoutburst, other than the
fact that thegroupinstinctively knew it
wasasongtheyhad instorageforarainy
day (itwaswrittenat thetime of the
Perverted By Languagealbum) and could
pluckitout torestore them to public
favour whenthe need arose. The need
hadclearlyarisen.

“People have been tryingtoconnect
itwith Brix, but ‘Oh Brother’ and
‘C.R.E.E.P’ weresongs wehad anyway.
Believeitornot, weused todo‘Oh
Brother’in 1978; used to do that before
weevenbroughtarecordout. Itwasabit
different then, though; it wasabit Bo
Diddleyish. It’'sonly on this LP that Brix
hasreallycomeintoit withtheguitarand
stuff. Brixisagreat guitar player, but the
guitarisn't even on those twosingles.

Atonepointitlooked asthoughthey
mightsign withMotown. Theidea of
TheFallon Motownisscarcelycredible,
but Markand Brixswearit’strueand
were talking about £46,000 advances.
In theend aMotown bigbossin
America turned themdown, saying,
“Wesee no commercial potentialin
thisband whatsoever.”

IN JANUARY THE Fall were at their lowest ebb. They walked

rand12- The Fall
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“Prejudicesaregonna
happen™:Mark ESmith }
onthe appointment of
hiswifeBrixas The
Fall'snew guitarist

“Thefunny thingwas this guy at Motown asked for some of our old
stuffhe couldlisten toand the only thing 1 had was Hex Enduction Hour
andthefirstlineon thatis, ‘Wherearetlieobligarory niggers?' f thought,
‘When they hear that, we'vehad it'... we were preparedjust to packitin.
We weren'tgonnago around pleading... bleedin’ ell. We’ve never done
that. Neverwill.”

Happily, Beggars Banquetcameinwith an offer they couldn’trefuse
(orsomething) and MrandMrs Smith clearly seeitasabrave new
dawn forthe band. InMark’s estimation the newalbum s “bleedin’
great” and “five timesbetter than Perverted By L.anguage.1like the way
thetracksarearranged.All therocksongsononeside...and thereston
the...other..

Sure, Mark.

Brixiscertainly enjoyingherself with The Fall. She’sovercome her
nervousness and worry that the rest of the band would resent her (they
don't, theyall think sheisfab) andiscontributingalot of material
(“Godbox” wasoneofhersongs). Andshe's still drooling over Mark'slyrics.

“When Istudied Mark'slyricsit blew mymind. Great poetry, let alone
lyrics. Youcanjust dig, dig, digintoitratherthanjust‘Shelovesyou, yeah
yeah yeal'.} heard ‘Slates’ and it didn’tleave my turntable for two weeks."

Ah, butwhat about theobliqueness, Mark? The fact that most people
haven'taclue whatyou'reon aboutmuchofthetime...

“Oh, [ don'tknow... whatcanyousay?”

1don'tknow, I'm askingyou.

“It'sall there. It'sjust amatter of bringingitout.It’snotamatterof me
producingitbetterortakingelocution lessons-it'sjustamatter of
bringingit out. You probably hearthelyrics better live than onrecords
anyway. It'sthe atmosphere, isn’tit?

“It’'sfunny, ‘cosin thelast two daysI'vebeen sat downwith thisbloke
from Berlin who's gonnawrite abook... collateabookof Fall lyrics. ..
and some of the things he thought I was sayingwas quitedifferent to
what [wasreallysaying. But you never think about thatwhenyou're
singing. Youjustthink, ‘Don’tmakeit too obvious.’

“Andanyof ourlinesisworth 10 ofanybodyelse’s. There's 10 times
morewordsin there. Thisis part of the problem. It's notdueto thefact
that Ican'ctalk properly.

“Ithink peoplepickupon theatmosphere... it'snobigdeal. Alot of the
stuffisabout nowt. Some of theinterpretations thisbloke had on these
songs were great—-much betterthan what [ wrote.”

Itdoesn't matter that people draw all sorts of weird and wonderful
conclusionsfromwhatyou write?

“No.Itmakes melaugh.”
Perverse bugger. ColinIrwin ®

The Fall

BEGGARS BANQUET

Hardly The Fallgo
pop -but almost.
By their own
distinguished
standards this
isprobably
theirmost
“commercial”
record to date;
though, of course,
The Fall will never be
an easy band to decipher.
Many in this office willargue
thatthey'll always sound like a
'78 garage-punk band demoing
sessions for the John Peel
show, butreally they deserve
afar higher rating than that.
OK,soaFallalbumof'84
mightn't soundtoo far removed
from some of their first recorcs,
butitalso seesthem moving
into dreamier, less abrasive
territory. Mark Smithis stilla
madmanwhose fractured
visions of life are often
coloured by paranoiaand
delusion, and sometimes he can
be too obtuse for his owngood,
butit's clear that things have
changed radically in The Fall
camp since our last encounter.
Thoseinthe know single out
Brix (Mrs) Smith asbeing
responsible for their new,
lighter countenance,andit’s
certainshe'salotmore
convinced of pop's value than
herspouse.Sharinglead and

— ABUMS
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rhythm guitar with
Craig Scanlon, she

adds zest to their rumbling,
repetitive guitar chords,
intrigueinto this erstwhile
bastion of masculinity.

Songs like “2x 4" and the new
single “Slang King" are still
characterised by traditional
dagger-sharp Fall drumbeats
and dissonantbass chords,
but they've been spiked with
Brixa's subtle infiltrations.
Gavin Friday of The Virgin
Prunes contributes another
dose of newblood, guesting
onthe vocals of “Copped It”
and “Stephen’s Song”, and
with all titles boasting band
co-authorship, it's clear that
The Fallisworkingmoreasa
democraticunit thanithasin
the not-too-distant past.

It's still Mark E's show, but with
Brixa's mellowinginfluence he's
loosened his grasp of the reins
andthe results are stunning. The
Fallare an acquiredtaste, but
that's no excuse forignorance.
HelenFitzgerald, MM Oct13
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Eurythmics:
Orwell,itcould
havebeenworse

ALBUMS

Eurythmics VIRGIN

WarlsPeace,Freedom IsSlavery,
Ignorance Is Strength, and this
soundtrack LP with the logo of
Radford’s 1984 onits cover is not
the soundtrack of the film. Not
the new Eurythmics LP,and not
the film's music. So what is it?

Well,it’s not another disaster in
the veinof the last not-the-new
EurythmicsLP-(Don't) Touch
(With A Barge Pole) Dance - but
neither is it the masterpiece that
Dave and Annie seemto think on
the evidence of last week’s cover
story. But then the soundtrack
project hasalwaysbeen most
dear toany artist's heart.

The perils of interpreting
Orwell’snovel has already been
just about successfully
negotiated by David Bowie on
Diamond Dogs, so breaking new
ground thisisn’t.Second, partly
to dowiththat veryLP,1984isa
gooddeal further down the road
to clichedom these days -in fact,
last seenit had broken through
the wall at the bottom and was
stillgoing.Maybe at one time
you could have got away with
avocoder coda chanting “1984”
incold mechanical tones, nowit’s
definitively CORNY.

With only two actual songs,
“Sexcrime (1984)", the one with
the offending vocoder, and “For
The Love Of Big Brother”, it
comes down to mood music.
There'stwomoods here; take
your pick, epic or plaintive, mate.
Problem number threeisthat
the line between being epic and
sounding septicis thinner than

138 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1984

alayer of celluloid. There s,
I'm afraid, more than one
moment when all this sounds
alittle Jeff Wayne, especially
on “Doubleplusgood”, where
aclippednewsreader voice is
countered against stirring
themes andachorus of
“Plusgood, Doubleplusgood/
Plusgood, Doubleplusgood”.

Somemoments, agreat
arrangement on the discordant
piano andstrangled scat of
“IDid It Just The Same”, but
doubleplusgood? Not exactly.
Don Watson, NMENov17

Alison Moyet cBsS

Asthe blue dawn poursinthrough
the shutters, Alison Moyet stares
fromthe cover of her first solo LP
with alook thatimmediately
signals somethingis wrong.
There's a suspicious glintinthose
irregular hazel eyes that the
grainless perfection of the
airbrush finish can’t quite
sandblast smooth. The last
defiant flash before the gloss
closes over her face says: “Are you
sure I'm doing the right thing?”
“Alf”-signed by CBS, sealed in
quotation marks
anddelivered by
Alison Moyet.
Signed, sealed,
delivered, but
who? There
seems tobesome
uncertainty here
astotheidentity
of this “Alf”,
now that she’s
encasedin the
inverted commas
of the product.

WHAM!

Back when Alf and Alison were
one and the same and half of
Yazoo, she sang of heartbreak
and doubt, but with asound that
sprang fromaninner conviction.
It was this, more than anything,
which distinguished Yazoo. At
atime whenelectronics were
associated increasingly by fragile
boys paddlingin piddling
traumas, Yazoo's hooks were
slung by thislumbering figure of
awoman, who seemedtobreathe
alife of paininto the most
elemental romantic scenarios.

If she recognised weakness,
her sound was one of strength,
bleeding towards cruelty.

Now, despite the bluster of
“Love Resurrection” and “All
Cried Out”, the high profile and
herpicture onthe coverof her
own LP, she sounds allthe more
introverted - ready to huddle up
inside the warm soul/funk of
Swain and Jolley’sarrangements.
Fromthe outside there'sa
promise thatin “Twisting The
Knife” or “Where Hides Sleep”
something mightbreak through
the gloss, but at the core there’sa
hollow. Thisis Alison pretending

MAK

tobe “Alf". For any
interpretive singer,
the song'sgrainisthe
texture of its singer's
personality. Sade will
never sound convincing
because hersongsare
projected against the
countless Face spreads that
we saw before we heard her
voice. She cansing “hungry
but we won't give in” with the
best will in the world, but all
she'llcallupis the image of
agaggle of modelsina
small Parisian hotel room,
grumbling about their
starvation diets and
despairing of ever attaining
that anorexiclook.Helen
Terry, well, she stilljust
sounds like the born sidekick.
Ofthe current female
singers, Alisonwas the
only one with the strength
of character to sound
convincing. Here it sounds
like too many record company
questions and marketing
suggestions have shakenher
idea of herself. She looks out from
behindthe cover.She'snot sure -
and it shows. DonWatson, NMENovio

WHAM! EPIC

Let's start with Barry White. Now
there was amanthat | loathed. At
the height of his success, lused
towatch his videos inmounting
disbelief as he, drippingin
extravagance, lumbered around
grunting his trite love songs to
skimpily dressed women lying
around amassive swimming pool.
To me, Barry White personified
crass with acapital C.

Tenyears later, |now know what
some of my friends at the time
were trying to persuade me:
Barry White created some
brilliant records. Devoid of all
those clichedimages, he now
stands on his music, and his music
alone, asa great songwriter.

So how will we, in time, judge
the pop music being made
today? Without their crass
statements and shallow
credibility, will Spandau Ballet
suddenly berecognised asa
major talent?
Duran Duran
as masterful
composers? And
what, then, of
Wham!, currently
Britain's most
popular group
andpossibly the
most reviled?

ltremainsto
be seen, but
somehow | doubt
if this music will



last. Itis too synthetic and
transparent. It rings hollow,
withoutinvention or mystery. This
new Wham! LP does nothing but
reinforce the ideathat George
and Andy are simply producing
music that will sell, not writing
music that is naturally its own.
Justasthey clumsily appeared
with their early white-boy raps to
fillagap, sonow they ditch that
for what they think will sustain
their success. They should have
calledit“The Art Of Pandering”.

Onthat level, then, they have
succeededbrilliantly. The music
isloud, simplistic and vulgar. It has
no foundation. If you stripped
away one part, the whole song
would come crumbling down,
around their ears.

Of course, Wham! have now
moved away from writing their
“socially aware” songs. And it
would be stupid to condemn them
for that. They weren't exactly
novelideas, and writing songs
about the working classes doesn't
automatically make you talented.
Justlook athow Springsteen can
release the weakest LP of his
career and get away with itsimply
because he writesabout the lot of
the working man.

George Michael now writes
songs about love. Either being
inlove or wishingyouwere.He
seems to have afunny attitude
toit. Women are either the
harbingers of eternal happiness
(“WakeMeUp...” and “Freedom”)
or callous cruel bitches who steal
allyour money (“Everything She
Wants” and the cringeful “Credit
CardBaby"). It's all surface stuff,
boy meets girl, etc; reflections on
adolescent emotions written and
performedinthe mock style.

"Alllknowis alllsee,” hesingsin
“CreditCard Baby”,and George
Michael knows an awfullot. For
many people, Wham! are
despicable because of the way
they project themselves, itself
agreatclue to their naturesand
way of music making. Smug,
arrogantand withoutacarein
the world. I'm past the point of
being offended by this conceit.
Atleastitisn'tas hypocritical as
Gary Kemp's Labour-card policy
when his group and theirimage is
so obviously Tory-minded.

What springs to mind is how
boring and predictable the
Wham! operationis. They actas
pop stars did whenthey were
growingup, and the annoying
thingisthat the generation who
willcome up behind Wham! will
actin exactly the same way.

Thankfully, I'll stillhave my
Barry White records. Paolo Hewitt
NME, Nov10

Insanely catchy:Prince

atthe Spectrumin
Philadelphia,
November24,1984 Y -

SINGLES

Prince And The Revolution
WEA

Princeis a scream, of course;
his every gesture perfectly
manicured, designedto
enhance hislegend as some
exotic creation, beyond
conventional emotional
intercourse, a sensibility so
rarefied, so elevated, it remains
beyond the graspingembrace
of mere mortals.

Inthis he reminds me oddly,
butincreasingly vividly, of
BryanFerry.Like Ferry, he has
an acute understanding of the
vocabulary and mechanics of
pop andsoul and how they
might best be manipulatedto
enhance their ownimages.
Bowie has done thistoo, of
course, butnever without
sounding convincingly phoney,
which has bothered himless
thanFerry -an eternal worrier
-and, | suspect, Prince.

The latter, despite his cartoon
narcissism, is delighted by his
perceived public personaand,
like Ferry - and unlike Bowie -
hasnosense of humour about
himself; he's unintentionally a
parody of his ownimagination.
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catchy, .
you'dbe “#.,‘
mad not to : .
fallforit, \‘ =
while the e
arrangement
fizzesbrightly,

settingwhirling synth lines
against brazen rhythm guitar,
with Prince's voice waltzing
through the spacesbetween
the nudging musical climaxes.
Probably the nearest thing this
week to arecord thatI'llbe
listening to again. MMDec?

Band Aid
MERCURY

The reaction of defiant cynics
to this all-star Band Aid
extravaganzahasbeen
predictable. They've already
churlishly dismissed “Do They
Know It's Christmas?"”asan
opportunist trick, turned by
Bob Geldofin an attempt to
revive a spectacularly flagging
career, acrass exploitation of
aterrible natural catastrophe
by afading star desperate for
publicity. In the circumstances,
this verdictis simplycruel.
Geldof hasinevitably found
himselfbackin the headlines
(see our own cover this week),

None of this vague — but syrups off to the
theorising, of - .. chap:itwashis
course, makes ~ . initiative, after
“| Would Die \ all, that pulled
4U" anything . thisambitious
lessthan ] project
awinning ! FEED 1 } together,
record. The ! Baxpaint  andhis
chorusis 3 e | ubiquitous
soinsanely ' DoTugy KNOW ITSCHRISTMAS 7 / media
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presence
over the
last seven
dayshasn’t
obscuredor
deflected
fromthe plight
of the people this
record was designedto
help. He's entitled to
some congratulation,
andif he gets his face
allover the papers, it’s
for acause thatnoone
could seriously claim
isn't worthwhile.
Inevitably, after such
massive publicity, the
recorditselfis
something of an anti-
climax, eventhough
Geldof’s sense of
universal
melodramais
perfectly suited
to this kind of
epic musical
manifesto.
Midge Ure’s
large-screen
production and
the emotional
AN I
N\ vocal deliveries
of the various
celebrities match the
demonstrative sweep of
Geldof'slyric, which veers
occasionally toward an
uncomfortably generalised
sentimentality that threatens
to turnrighteous pleading
into pompousindignation.
On the other hand, I'm sure
it'simpossible to write
flippantly about something
as fundamentally dreadful as
the Ethiopian famine. MMDec1
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John Lennon/ Sean Ono Lennon

POLYDOR

Paul McCartney With
The Frog Chorus

PARLOPHONE

Johntendstosound
abit house-trained
ontrite pronounce-
ments like this. Most
likely he composedit
while baking one of
the famed Dakota
loaves. Little Sean’s B-side
isanunbearably cute appeal to
tousledsleepyheads the world
over to wake up, “’cos every-
thing's gonna be alright”. Listen
carefully and you'll just hear his
mum threatening no pocket
money in the background.
John'sold art-school buddy,
meanwhile, sinksinto aswamp
to promote the animation
biopic of Rupert Bear. NMENovi7
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“Real weirdos”

Meet , ablues
band for the video age.
Two-thirds good of’ boys,
guitarist Billy Gibbons is
ananomaly: an arts
patron and electronic
musician not always at
home in the band’s world
of neon and beer. “So few
bands are aware of what
American culture is
about,” he says, en route
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to a topless place.

PAUL NATKIN /GETTY

NME

OUSTON, OCTOBER: THE monsoon season in this

blandly corporate hoomtown. I descend through hot

storms over achrome metropolisbuilton flatsand and

oil deposits, all hopes of snaring the bearded boogiemen

of ZZTop in their appropriate Texan climate rent apart

by vicious cracks of lightning. Visions of boiler suits and
souped-up stock cars with mad whale-tail fins against deep-blue skyare
washed away inthe relentless rain. ZZTop will be indoors, watching TV,
thawing out frozen tacos.

Whoknowswhat to expect of these genial loonson theirhome turf? I'm
looking to them tosubvert rock’n'roll America, but they mayjust be part of
Houston’sboom:slick businessmen withaneat line in self-merchandising.
(There must beZZ Top dolls by now.) Doubtless they'll wish to be photographed
intheboardroom of ZZT Enterprises.

“Lord, get meout of Houston toum,” wailed soul man Ted Taylor. Everyhing was
goingwrongfor Ted, but not for ourgood friends ofthe chin-blisters. ZZ Top have
dweltinthe East Texancity for 15 good yearsand show nosignsofhotfootingit
out.Inmany waysit'sanideal place for them, acity quite removed from the
entertainment empires on the coasts and free of specificrock traditions.

Houstonhasgrown, butgrownso fast that thingsarestill loose enough for
acartoon celebritylike Billy Gibbons to have served twoyearson the trustees’
boardofthecity’s Contemporary Arts Museum. The money is new, soa
generationor two can elapse before aclassstructuresetsinhard.

Thelatestissueof Vaniry Fair,akind ofhighbrow American Tuiler, takes
agossipy peekat this trendy new meccawithits Philip Johnson 'scrapers,
itsoutdoor Dubuffetsculptures, andits subsidised ballet. Inamongst the
heiresses, the oilmenand the galleryownersisthevoice ofone BGibbons
(“RockStar”)...

“Despiteitssize, the feeling, the thread that bindsthe whole of it together, is
blue-collar. Thisisnot a purelysophisticated city by any means. You'vegot the
ship channel and the dockworkers and the refineries. The business community
isfirmly planted with bothfeet in that territory. You neverreally get away from
anearthierkind of feeling.”

Theideaistoobserve ZZ Iop-alongwith Motérhead and the Blue Oyster Cult,
oneofmetal’smoreengaginganomalies—in theirownbackyard. Theiratbum
Eliminator, ahi-tech, rocket-ignition overhaul of their bastard hard blues, has
beensittingseemingly immovable inournational Top 10 for two months. No
oneseemsquitesure what propelledit up there; without ahitsingle, it looks
positively freakish. »



February8,1984:ZZ Topat
theMetroCentre,Rockford,
lllinois -(I-r) DustyHill, Frank

Beard,BillyGibbons
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I’saremarkablygood record, of course, containing the mighty “Gimme
AllYour Lovin™, whichachieved in three minutesand 59 seconds what
dearold Status Quo have been striving to dofor20 whole years. Other
spiffingrifisboasted by thisfinediscinclude thevideo masterworks
“Legs” and “Sharp Dressed Man”, plus the mirthsome “TV Dinners” and
“GotMe Under Pressure” (withitsunbeatableline “Shelikes cocaine/And
flippingoutwithgreardanes”).

I'sstillrainingthe nextday as!climbaboard alimoand head for the
“health spa” which ZZ Top have recentlyacquired in order tolimber up
betweentours. Anin-car TVboxreportsfloodingin the north-west of the
city. Weglide past new housingsettlements with nameslike Pecan Grove
and White Oak Bayou on long, flat roadsstretchingoffthe highway, past
Pentecostal churchesand cowboy surplus stores. Asign for Humble
Mobile Homes comes up: humble indeed, though it was Humble Oil that
laterbecame thegiant Exxon corporation. ZZ Top's outrageously funky
“CheapSunglasses” booms from the tape deck. “That dude pick theshit
outtathebass,” remarks I'red the black driver.

TheZZTop “spa” turnsout tobe fairtyhumble itself, though decorated in
garish bordello wallpaper. Aplasticimitation set of MrT’sexcessive gold
neckwearadorns one wall. It must be said that aswe enter the spa the fellas
arenot exactlyutilising theimpressive
array of Nautilusequipmentondisplay.
Nordotheyexactlyresemble three Arnie
Schiwarzeneggers. But then old Conan's
pectoralswould doubtlessinterfere
withthesubtlelickingactionwhich
characterises Top'sgrooviest platters.

Elprimolicksman Gibbonslooksabout «
asunlikeabeefy 10-gallon Texanas
anyone could. Inhisblue pinstripe suit
andwhite-shirted paunch heismorelike
aHasidicJewinabaseball cap;atiny
pigtailticklesthe napeofhis neck.

Bassman and bearded double Dusty Hill
iscontinually grinningaset of jagged

little teeth and stroking his prodigious

facial hair. Hiscombination of Nike

sweatpants, motorcycle bootsandyellow
sou’wester morethan bearsout his useful
definitionof “sharpdressed” as “anythingI'm
notwearing”, and hestrikes the eye asajumble of
carmechanic, hillbilly farmerand oneof Snow
White’sseven dwarfs.

Gibbonsand Hill havealwaysstruckmeas
the Morecambe & Wise ofrock’n’roll, or least
Morecambe & Wise crossed with the false-
bearded Marx Brothersof Duck Soup,andinthe
flesh thisis preciselywhat theyare. Asfor fresh
faceddrummer Frank Beard, hislittle leather
legsare theonething note about thisnatty,
reformed-wildcat golfer person. (“Rod Stewart by
way of \inerican Gigolo” is how Billy Gibbons
once appraised him.)

Almostimmediately, werepairtoanalmost
inevitably Mexican restaurant, just two doors
downonthesameshoppinglot,and whilethe
culinaryscene whichensuesis notquiteonthe
scaledepictedin the gatefold sleeve of Tres
Hombres-lashingsof greasy cheese over
guacamole and enchiladas-it’squite enough to
nullify any strenuous exertions they may have
managed in thespa. “Thisis purr-fect fer Zee Zee
Tarp,” drawls thelaconic Beard, whose Southern
acksintissimplytotal. “Work out for two hours
andthendestroyitall.” tle promptly digsinto
alargeround ofnachos.

Threeiced teasare ordered for the Topsand
conversation turns briefly to the subject of
tolerable Mexican restaurantsin London (Cafe
Pacificoin Covent Garden earnstheirhighest
rating). Fromthereit windsintomore general
feelingsabout the band'srelationship with
Britain. Gibbons speaks inalow, quiet voice.

TV. Dinners
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“It'sfunny, because we waited solongtogotothe UK. It wasactually
10years beforeour first appearance. Having found anicelittle cult
following, it wasaverywarmreception inthebeginning, and yet somany
things had changed in music that we were very uncertainabout howaZz
Top typeband would godown in the UK, especiallysince the wave of new
stuffinthelate'70s. We werelucky tohititjust whenaheavy metal thing
wascomingback-therewasaslotwecould sneakinto.

Iremark that Eliminatorisamore metallic record than Deguiello or
ElLoco. Theguitarsarerevved uplike the Corvetieenginein thealbum
cover’s 1932 Coupe.

“We'vealwaysheen car freaks,” says Billy. “A guy cameinto Houston
andrecommended thatwego with him toCalifornia forthe National
Drag Racing Championships, and nothavingbeen tooneinawhile,
Ireally wasn’tquite prepared for the magnitude and dynamics ofa
2,500-HP nitroburningbomb. [t wasjustlikea rocket with wheels, it was
soawesome. Ifthere was justa waytoget thatsound and that feelingon
stageandrecord, well...”

“Hotcarsandrock’n’roll have alwaysbeen synonymous,” putsin Dusty
ratherprosaically. “They’re already tied together. ..

“Although Frank,” counters Billy, “is suggesting that the next album
feature the ZZ Top boat.”

Hasanythingchanged inthese three over thecourseof15
years? Were they thesamemerry prankstersin 1969?

“Ah'dswear they're wilder thantheywastinyearsago.”

Will you never grow a beard, Beard?

“Ahcain’t!Ah'mjistso farbehand!Ah used tosay | was too
yerng, butafier 12 years that stopped working. Thenah said it

February 7,1984:
ZZToponstagein
Rockford, lllinois




was doo tofemale thigh-burn, butl got married and
ahcain’tsay that no more! So now1say ah’mjist too
farouttatherace.”

Gibbonsand Hill are quick to point how much
money their hirsutenesssaves themtie-wise, though
Billysometimesinvestsregardless. “There’s areal
hiplittleshopin CoventGarden called Robot, and
theyhad the greatest stringties with skull-and-
crossbones, whichyoujustwon't find in Texas. 1 said, T'lltake 10." The
guysaid, ‘Why?""

Billy Gibbons’ grandparents were English, which part-way explains his
abidingaffectionforour fairisle,and his old man was Freddy Gibbons, a
pianistandsocietyorchestraleader who cameto Texas from New York on
account of his wife's poor health. “I'mreal glad he did, becausebeinghere
we'veallhad tofigure out whatit is that makes Texas such a great place to
putdown musical roots. 1 suppose one of the reasons was that up until the
"70s none of thisconvenient modern city livingwas available. Growing up
in Texas, therejust seemed to be so much time on your hands, and that
wasafactor-that plustheold tradition of the Texas gunslinger. Inother
words, ifyou didn't have asix-shooter you usedsix strings.”

“Therewasalsoabigrhythm'n’blues thinghere and in Dallas,” says
DustyHill, “and you couldn’t help buthave thatseepinto you.” Dallas, 300
milesnorth-west of Houston, is hometown to Dusty and Frank. Well before
Billy had gotten hisfirst Gibson Melody Maker and FenderChampamp, a
14-year-old Dusty was playingsome very primitive bass there with such
blues heavyweightsofR-villeas Freddie Kingand Lightnin’ Hopkins.

HAT FIRST UNITED ZZ Top, unbeknownst to each of them,

& ; & ; wasa late-night blues station operating out of Mexico on

which, 300 miles apart, they discovered the likes of Jimmy
Reed, Howlin’ Wolf and T-Bone Walker. “Because he was from that
high-society background,” recalls Billy, “my dad didn't care for that
jive stuff. It was the old story of the kid who wants to play rock’n’roll,
y'know, and Dad says, ‘Why are you playin’ thatstuff?’ So the kid does
it twiceas heavy.”

In Dallas, Dustyand Frank wound up togetherina dubious combo
known as Lady Wild & The Warlocks, thelady in question beingascouse
siren ofuncertain talents. On herladyship’sdeparture the Warlocks
metamorphosed into the sub-psychedelic American Blues, noteworthy
ifonly for the shocking-blue hair they sported as they gamely toured
through theredneck wilds of Texas. (One of their showstoppers was
called “Chocolate Ego”.) In Houston, meantimes, Billy Gibbons had
assembled theamazing MovingSidewalks, anacid-garage band who
todayrank alongside ? & The Mysterians and the 13th Floor Elevators in
the Texan enclave of punk ancestry. The Sidewalks’ “99th Floor”, a
collision of Them's “Gloria” and the Elevators’ “You're Gonna Miss Me”,
remainsa pinnacle of '60s garage punk, astabbingriff of Vox fuzz organ
andtinny, needlingguitar.

Itwaswhilethe Sidewalks were touringwith the Jimi Hendrix
Experience in 1968 that JH blessed Billy Gibbons as “America’s most
promisingyoungguitarist”. The bigger influence, of course, was Cream,
the original powerbluestrio. The irony of
Texansrediscovering theirownblues heritage
viaabunch oflimeysreared in desperately
unsoulfulplaceslike Twickenhamhasbeen
remarked on before; Top have inany case
taken more than two steps from the blues
sincethen.Iftheirfirstalbum, releasedin
1970, was orthodoxenough, the patented
humourwasalready sneaking through on
Rio Grande Mud (1972),insuch unbluesy odes
toAmericanaas “Chevrolet”, “Bar-B-Q",and
“Whiskey'n'Mama”.

The subsequent twentyyearshave produced
averitable cornucopiaof High Trash anthems:

“Beer Drinkers And Hell Raisers”, “Nasty Dogs
and FunkyKings", “Cheap Sunglasses”,
“Groovy Little Hippy Pad” and many more. Along with The Cramps and
The B-52's, ZZ Top have crafted some of the wittiest pop statements ever
madeabout America.

It's here thatacurious tensiondevelops in the conversation. For while
Billyisclearly desirous of minor pontification on musical/cultural

generalities, the othersequally clearlyaren’t. Whenlask (seriously)

“I hate to draw
lines, but where
does Muddy
Waters meet
Brian Eno?”

17170P

about ZZ Top’s humour, Frank and Dusty get good-
ol'-boy humorous-“hey, humour'sjisthumour” -
but Billy (the only really witty one) looks serious. So
serious thatheleavesthetable. SomehowIsustain
theline ofenquiry.

Inaway you're akind of pop-art group, aren't you?

“Youmean artsy-fartsy? Heh heh !!!" bawls Frank.

“Heh heh heh!!!” concurs Dusty.

Istarelongand hard at the remnants of my guacamole.

“Dusty, you goin’ to that party Saturday?” inquires Frank.

“lgottago to my mother'sbirthday, soI'mgonnabe outta town. But
I need togita costumefor Hallowe'en next week.”

“Ahwantedtogoasy'all,” cackles Frank.

Mercifully, Billy Gibbons drifts back into the room. I repeat my
pop-artquestion. “I think that’sacompliment,” hesays. “Idon’t think
we'veever setout topresent ourselves as the Talking Headsoranything, yet
there are so fewbandswho areaware of what Americancultureisabout.”

“An’we'recertainly notone of 'em!!” bellows Frank.

“Heh heh heh!!” Dusty bellows back.

Billyignoresthem. “There'ssolittleregionalism. There's thiskind of
glaze which has made the East Coastlike the West Coast and Texas like
Wyomingand everywhereelse. It'shard to pinpoint littlesegments or
sections that have some oddball thingyou canplay off.”

1guessZZ Topisakind of oddballinstitution initself.

“Theentertainment level here in Houstonisatsuchan ebb thatwe're
real weirdos. Houston isnot ashowbiz town. 1kind of enjoy the oddball
attitudethatisthrustonus. Itkeeps'em guessing.”

Itisalittle-knownfact thatamongthe projects Billy Gibbons undertook
duringZZ Top'ssabbatical of 1976-1979 was acommission to compose
and record some ambientelectronic musicforanartgalleryinParis.

Alittlewhileafter Frank and Dusty have taken off in theirrespective
automobiles, Billy Gibbons proposesavisit toRick’s Cabaret, a “high-
classtittyjoint” housed inakind of neo-Vegas Palladianvilla, sort of
halfway between The Best Little Whorehouse In Texas and the Houston
“encounter booth” where Harry Dean Stanton finds NastassjaKinskiin
Paris, Texas.Since heisbynostretch of theimaginationa priapic
rock’n’roll pig, Billylooks distinctly out of place at Rick’s: at worst, framed
by clustersof G-strings and nipples, heis Benny Hill rather than David
Lee Roth. Feeling theacute discomfort thatonly a25-year-old English
introvert could feel insuch a temple of hedonism, I watch Gibbons being
greeted by fellow Houston bigwigs, gorillasinsuits and ostrich cowboy
boots. 1 cannot decide whether to believe in this good ol’ boy alter ego.

Backinside hislimo, Billy turnsand confesses his anger at Dustyand
Frank: “Youwereaskingaserious question and they werebeingreal
tiresome.” Billylovestotalk, evenifheloseshimselfinhisownabstractions
andhas astrangelyawkward way of searchingout theright word. He's
chuffed that peopleget farenough totake his humourseriously, and 1 think
relishesthedisparity between hisownwide-ranginginterestsand the Top
audience's narrower infatuationwithboozyboogie. “I hate todraw
dividinglines”, hesays, “butwhere does Muddy Waters meet BrianEno?”

Bythetimewe've arrived at the Gibbons abode, I'vestoppedlistening
toBilly’sruminations. Instead I'mstaringin
disbeliefat theinterior decoration. The house
isconstructed around one outsize room
overlooking the swampy-looking Buffalo
BayouRiverand isfilled withartefacts of
seriously advanced kitsch: blueneon cacti,
amannequinmummy, apairofchrome
sheep. Everythingelseis merely tasteless.

Billyisreadingmymind, oratleast my
expression. “Americans invent things that
arefun, things thatgo fromright-field
conservative to theseediest left-field
expressionyou candream up, yet most of them
arereactionaryratherthanvisionary.” Heis
about tosay more when thedoorbellrings.

Alawyer friend hasshownupwith therest of
an Elvis-styleinnerechelon of palsandit'stime to play good ol' boy again.
Thelawyer chides him for taking me toRick'sand everyoneisslapping
himon theback, chucklinglike kids. Time to make excuses and bid
farewell, pausingonly to glance back at thissingularly odd fellow in his
pinstripe suit, surrounded by urban cowboys.

TheBennyHillgrinisalittlecrooked. Barney Hoskyns o
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Industrial inaction

Thesunshine thatfiltered
through mywindow wasasempty
asahead waiter'ssmile. 1 tapped
mybadlybittenbiroon topofmy
desk. The factsstood upinmy
mind bigasboulders: the
subscription had been paid over
sixweeks ago; confirmationhad
beenreceived, yet the morning
mailbagbroughtonlyair, dustand
anold mustysmell of canvas.

[ tapped my biroagain. [ looked
atmywatch. llooked at thewall.
ilooked at nothing.
PHILIPMARLOW (Stephenson),
Kaptagat, Kenya (NME Aug 4)

Last week I was inastateof
depression because the VNVME
wasnot printed. Inaweek’s tiine,
TwillstartmyA-levelsand I need
somejovial sustenance. Whilst
bypassingthe Mayfairs,
Economistsand Private Eyes,

1 noticed a vacantgap where this
paper should have been.Ileft
immediately, cursingeveryone.
Stilldownhearted, Iwatched
High Band with Thomas Dolby.
He played “Windpower”, and
whatdid lhearbut “Thereis no
NME" repeated anumberof
times. Whatacruel blow!
PETERKOUKOULAIDES alias
Peter Koukoulaides, Catford,
London(NME Aug 4)

Lastweek I had tobuy Snouds-
thefirstandlasttime. Let'shope
all'swell thisweek.

RICHARD SCOTT, aworried man
fromLeeds (NME Aug 4)

Peel the noize
Inote that the rumblingulcerof
anti-John Peel mail hasrearedits
uglyheadagain. Tosee Peclasa
“disillusioned hippy",orto
castigate him because he doesn’t
play U2, The Wombles orwhoever,
issurely tomiss the point. Peel’s
programmeisasafetynetfor
RadioOne; headoptsaneclectic
approach, encompassingsoul,
jazz, African, punk, reggae and
other“minority” forms, aswell
aspromoting thelesser-known
mainstreamartists.
TheSmithsand CocteauTwins
arejust thelatestinalonglineof
bandswhobenefited from his
benign enthusiasm. ould think
thatregularlistenersarequite
happywith thiscatch-allstance.
Personally, 1 welcome his rejection
of the noxious tribalismwhich has

infected musicover the past few
years; it'ssurelyworthsuffering
the current rash of Ovalteenies,
GoWest handsor Birthday Party
clonesheseemstofavour.

Anyway, thisletterisn’tany
different. Whatreally gotup my
nose was the two “critics” of John
Peelinyourlastissue. Iseveryone
at Cardinal College, Oxford, as
muchofawankerasyou,
“Arkansaw Traveller"?

Does NrPeelreallydeserveall

those nasty remarks about his hair

just because he doesn't quitelike
U2asmuchasyoudo, Selmaof
Middlesex.1mean, Ilike U2very
much, but Iwouldn'tknock
someone whodidn't. Peoplelike
Selmaseemtolosetheir tempers
fartooeasilywhenotherstailto
showthesameadorationfor their
favouritepop groups.
Allinall,Ithink[Pisa
decentsort whoshould keep
broadcastinguntil hedropsinto
hiscoftin, whilst vou, Selma,
should plug your narrow mind
intoanendless U2 tapeloopand
gojumpintoavatofyourown
faeces, whereyou will probably
bump intothatarsewipingfrom
CardinalCollege, Oxford.
HUGE (WILLY) WILLIAMS,
Noctorum, Birkenhead, Merseyside
(NME Aug 4)

Wham! bad rap
let'sstartwith PaololHewitt.
In 10years' time, the Paolo
whatsitsol theworld will open
predictably derogatoryreviews
ofalbumsbythebigpopstarsof
thedaywithcommentslike:
“Let'sstartwithWham!. Now
therewasapairoflads...”
CRKYME,Forest Gate, London
That'sjust the problen, Liwon't be.
PH (NMEDec1)

1984 and all that

Arthurl.ee(Gasbag, 24 November)
isright. Nineteen Lighty-lourwas
notaprophecy. The book was

Readers’ letters

written by Orwellasawarning.
TknowI'mbeingboring, but that
wasthevhole point of the book
and thereforethe movie. Why was
themovie released in 19842
Because that's how Sonia-wife
of thelate George—wantedit.
Besides, it'sanattyidea for Virgin
toreleaseitin 1981. Butitdoesn't
matterwhenitwasreleased. The
warningisstill there. Ifyoudon™t
think Orwell'svisioniswithus,
justtake alookat security
surveillancecameras, thenever-
endingMiddle Easternwarsand
Doublethink (whowantstostay
warminwinterandsupportthe
miners’strikeatthesametime?).
JOHNTINGWELL, LondonSW5
But wheredoestheNML come
intoall this? The MinistryOf Truth?
(NME,Dec1)

Full of broadsheet

Atleast | have proof thatworking
for NAEcan damageyour health,
ortobemoreprecise,canturn
yourbrainsinto friggin’
scrambled eggs. Aslwasbrowsing
through the Guardianthe other
day, I cameacrossashort “rock”
piece writtenbynoneotherthan
vourveryown Barmyloskyns.
Thefollowingisa quote from
theaforementioned passage:
“ThisAmerican quartetisfunky
successors (sic) toLedZep's
thronewhosesuperb Who
pastiche wasrecentlyasmash hit.
ThiswasareferencetoVan
Halen and theirsingle “Jump”
wouldyoubelieve. What the
flipping heck he means by
sayingthey “isfunkysuccessors
tolLed Zep'sthrone,” whoknows?
Icertaindon’t.
BERNIE ‘CATALOGUE’' TROUSERS,
Liverpool 9 (NME Sept 8)

Miner disagreements
Justifyyourexistence, Joe
Strummer. Even Wham!are doing
abenefitconcertfor the miners.
Yourmusic may now be boring,
clichedand meaningless, but

The Clashcanstillfill concert
hallsand make moneyfor the
miners, notAmericantours.
IANMACGREGOR (NME Sept15)

Frankly..

is \WelcomeTo The
Pleasurecdomethis decade’s
Frampton Comes Alive?
MWHITE, LondonN19

MoreThe Dark Side Of Mooning,
Lwould suspect...(NMEDec1)
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Coming next...

in 1985

OTHAT WAS 1984. [t wasreally nothing.

Certainly, that’s not it from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NMEand Melody Makerenjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythmsofadiversifyingscene; as the times changed, sodid
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories

that have come to assumemythical status.

That’sverymuch the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rock will be bringing you verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsin pop culture, oneyearamonth, oneyearatatime. Next up, 1985!

NEIL YOUNG

ASEARCHING ENCOUNTER with the ungovernable songwriter. Who
is waiting for David Crosby to clean up his act before playingwith CSNY
again. “Theway Ilookat it, either he’s going to OD and die or we’re going
to play together sometime. It’s pretty simple. They all know how I feel.”

REM

THE BAND RELEASE Fables Of The Reconstruction, and their enigma
persists. “Michael gets criticised because people say they can't
understand what it is he's singing,” says drummer Bill Berry. “I'm glad
we made the decision never to include a lyric sheet with the albums.
That would be like going to the moviesand getting the script to the film
withyourticket.”

KATE BUSH

NOW WITH A different dance teacher, Kate is ready for the new
direction of Hounds Of Love. “I've never seen any point in repeating
things you've already done before. Too many people sit and think, ‘It’l]
justcome to me,’ instead of getting offtheir arses and goingforit.”

PLUS...

JESUS AND MARY CHAIN!
LIVEAID!

TOMWAITS!
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Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1984.
“Whenyousayit’sgoingto happennow/Wellwhen exactly doyoumean?...”

THE SMITHSMADE AMAGNIFICENTDEBUT

GEORGEMICHAEL AND PAULWELLER
SUPPORTED THEMINERS

MICHAEL JACKSONBROUGHT THRILLERTOLIFE,
WITHHISBROTHERSINTOW

...and U2,JAMES BROWN, THE FALL, ZZ TOP,
NICK CAVE, VAN HALEN and many more shared
everything with NME and MELODY MAKER
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