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HESE ARE SUSPICIOUS times, and while the world of music
flourishes, it does so with alot on its mind. In the early part of
the year, New Order emerge from the ashes of Joy Division—but
what sinister preoccupations, some wonder, lie behind that
name? Interviewed extensively, the band Kraftwerk reveal how
their obsession with computersis arebellion against control.

Similarly, musicians are keener than ever to articulate which side they’re on.
When Oi!band The 4-Skins play a gigin an Asian community, the evening ends
inariot. Madnessissue a statement about where they stand. Later, Paul Weller
comes out against nuclear weapons. When “Ghost Town” by The Specials
reaches the top of the chart in the week of the royal wedding, it seems a
particularlyironic commenton the nation’s priorities.

Even through adversity, though, music still triumphs. From new and vibrant
electronic pop, to the lyrical new guitar bands from Scotland, the passionate
rock of U2 or our cover star Bruce Springsteen, there’s plenty tolift the spirits.

Thisis the world of The History Of Rock, amonthly magazine that follows each
turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena, passionate
andincreasingly stylish contemporaryreporters were there to chronicle events.
This publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the reader
decadeslater, oneyearatatime.

Missed one? You can find outhow to rectify that on page 144.

In the pages of this 16th edition, dedicated to 1981, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
may be. Witnesssing a taxiradio interrupta Black Sabbath guitar solo. Talking
criminal databases with Kraftwerk. Or hearing about the time Bruce
Springsteen vaulted the wallinto Gracelands, where he thought he saw Elvis at
thewindow.

Bruce wondersifpeople arelosing their ability to dream. It’s his job, he thinks,
tomakesure theydon’t.
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MONTH BY MONTH

ontents

6 New Order playlive.
Introducing... Bauhaus. RIP,
TimHardin. Arevealingchat
with Robert Wyatt.

1 2 Theband’s frontman, Paul
Hewson, explainstheband’s
commitment to passionaterock,
notoriginality for the sake ofit.

1 6 Aconversation about Bette

Midler, arcane fish and Francis
Ford Coppolawith the maker of
Heartattack And Vine.

2 0 TheunshowyBasildon

boysexplain their position atthe
dancey end of electronic pop.

24 Atanundisclosedlocation

inHolland, to see thestartofa
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Dexysspin-off,and in London with
Throbbing Gristle and Clock DVA.

2 6 Agigbroughthimto

London. Troubles of a personal
and professional kind have kept
thesoullegend here.

30 The professorial producer

shinesalightonhisrecentwork
with David Byrne.And, in other
news, enthuses aboutadance
troupehe’sdiscovered.

3 4 Thefirstsoloalbum

from Phil Collins displays
averydifferentsidetothe
Genesisdrummer.

3 6 After printinga cutting

review, the fearless MM go on
tourwith aslightlyangrybut

undeniably phenomenal
Black Sabbath. Watch out
for the taxiradios!

17 Outaber 1981

US $1.98 (by sin)

4 0 RIP,BobMarley.

Whatis Paul Weller up
to?Acatch-upwith
TheHuman League—
who arebroke but
strangely positive.

46

Arevealingchat
aboutthe past,
presentand future
plansofthis
intelligent, curious
highwayman.

52Robert Smith

and hisband flirt

with thebigleague,
debutingaspaceynew
sound-and Pink
Floyd’s PAsystem.
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GETTING IN TOUCH V_‘nf‘WH‘-

A DEAD KENNEDY

Jello Biafra summons up Hn spirit
By Gavin Martin

of punk

from down under
‘Lunﬁﬂu UsaA
By Barney Hoskyns

Y GODOO ® 1AM D,
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5 BBaCkstage andbackat

thehotelwithaleanand
engaged Bob,who’supfora
free-roaming chatabout politics
andfaith. “Satan’sworking
everywhere,” he confides.

64 OntourinEuropewiththe

Germanband. Leader RalfHiitter
talkswidelyand engagingly about
the controlling forcesbehind the
scenes of world democracy.

70 AnewreleasesbyThe

BirthdayParty,a compilation
from the Rolling Stones and alive
album by Motérhead.

72 Backstage with Brucein

Europe. Revealed: howthe singer
jumped thewall at Gracelands.

79 AgainstNew Order’s

appallingname, and other
pressingissues.

80An investigationinto

the Southall pubriot, and the
aftermath of Oi!. Introducing
anewstar of funk, Prince.

86 Meetingswith promising

newbandsin Scotland: the spiky
JosefK, spirited Fire Engines and
lyrical, tender Aztec Camera.

90 Iggy’sthoughtsonthe

Reagan presidency, and the pros
and consofhavingsexin thestreet.

94 Afollow-up albumfromthe

Pretenders. Also: grand singles
from Soft Cell and The Specials.

9 6 Inside the Wah!camp-

aplaceof strangeideas, mad ego
andthe occasionalbrilliance of
Pete Wylie.

RIRTHDAY PARTY




DepecheMode
-page20

1 0 0 Afterthe success of

“Ghost Town”, surely the future
mustbe bright for the 2-Tone
band. Asitturns out, Terry Hall
isn’tquitesosure.

1 0 4 Areconfigured Dexys

MidnightRunners present their
Projected Passion Revue.

1 0 6 Inthe tradition of bluff,

sense-talkingbands from
Northernartschools (seealso:
TheHuman League), NME
meets thiselectronic duo.

1 10 The Specials, after

much speculation, finally split.

Introducing Fun Boy Three, and
oneoftheyear’smoreinteresting
pop-artstars, Laurie Anderson.

114

“I'ma30year-old millionaire”.
Ontheroadwith theactually
surprisingly unchanged Sting
andhisband.

120 The San Franciscan

punkslandinthe UK, bringing
with them their own stage invasion
protocol and strong views on
nearlyeverything.

1 24 JoyDivision’s Still

compilation. The Human League
deliveragreatalbum, Dare.

126

Nowfilmstars,
theNorth London
banddoasterlingjob
under pressure: being “nutty”
ondemand, in Europe.

130 MartinFryandband

unveilaband theyfeeltobe
capable ofnearlyanything.

134

TheTeardrop Explodes, Aztec
Cameraand TheFall, caughtlive.

136

Paul Weller and band join forces

A
MANNESS
FILM

with The Beatforananti-nuclear
protest project.

14000
newest pop superstars

face down people stealing their

socks, fainting teenagers and other

hazards.

1 44 Lastthoughtsonlan

Curtisand more from the mailbag.

STARRING

MADNESS
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JANUARY — NARGH
U2, DEPECHE MODE,

MARVIN GAYE, ENO,
TOM WAITS AND MORE

TRANS EUROPE EXPRESS

Startling arrows of synth

MM FEB 14

MANGHESTER
IRST, THE PROBLEM. No excuses, no argument, however carefully ——POLYTECHNj—
Fconstructed, isgoing to getround the fact that the nameis ugly,
dangerous and highlyirresponsible. While the name Joy Division-a

reference to the prostitution corps in the Nazi concentration camps-was L I l E !

also distasteful, it could atleast be argued thatitimplied identification ——FEBRUARY §—__
with the victims of oppression.

New Order allowsno such let-out clause. To manyitwillimplyidentification
with the perpetrators, the guilty. For those unaware, “New Order” is thename
adapted byvarious Nazi movements, the French “Nouvelle Ordre” beingone
example, and whileIfeel 90 per centcertainthat the band have no sympathywith
fascism, that’sno excuse for flirtingwithitsimagery.

Thenameisridiculousbecause, like their formerincarnation asJoy Division, they
areadeeplyhumanisticband, reaffirmingand underlininghuman fearsand
frailties.Icouldn’'thearmany of theirlyrics (mostly sungbyBernard Albrecht, now
the central figure on stage) —but could feel their commitment to the soul. Three days
later, their opening pieceisstill floatingaround myhead - Albrechtstating a forlorn
butdignified theme on melodicawhile therest of the band dugin with anintensity
thatwas overwhelming.I'd been prepared for disappointment, butitwas
immediately clear thathere was an experience thatwould beremembered as
somethingspecialinmonths (years, even) to come.

Detailed comparisonsare pointless, butsuffice to saythat New Orderreached
thesameheights ofalmoststaggering emotional power thatmade Joy Division
suchauniqueband. With anew female memberalternatingbetween guitarand
synthesizer, they concentrated onbuilding familiarly darkand sombre moods,
butaddingand substituting new textures, Steve Morrisleavinghis drumkit for one
songtoinjectstartlingarrows ofsynthwhile an automaticrhythmbox took over his
usual function.

Attimestherhythmicforce generated by Peter Hook’s stillinnovative bass work
andMorris’ drumswas awesome, and even an audience of the deafwould have
sensed the commitment Albrechtapplied to his guitarasheflailed the instrumentin
bursts ofapparentanger. Alittle over halfan hour after takingthe stage, theyfinished.
Therewasnoneed for encores or pointlessrepetition. They'd said it. Lynden Barber




NewOrderperform
the JoyDivisionsong
“Ceremony” -which

theyre-recordedand
releasedastheirfirst
single-liveonITV’s
Celebration1981show
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“A struggle to get heard”

§ “ljust started
learningwhenl
joinedtheband”:
Bauhausfrontman
PeteMurphy

A meeting with Bauhaus, whose music, says one critic, is “like going to chapel”.

Abasicrule of promotionistosetup the

myth early on and hope the band will
eventually live up toit. The game can be fun
andit’s one especially enjoyed by the post-
Roxy Music school of former art students
who acknowledge that self-created larger-
than-life personae are an essential part of
alively pop package.

Bauhaus have always suggested that

they were willing, if not particularly adept

I FTHE TRUTH don'tfit,embroider it.

TONY MOTTRAM / GETTY

participants. Formed afew years back, at
the beginning of the currentresurgence of
interestin’20s Germany, their evocatively
chosenname -lifted from this century’s
most influential art school -irrevocably links
them with the period, making it easy for
y commentators
{ todraw
confusedly
expressionist
leanings from
- their shadowy

live shows.
Vocalist
Peter Murphy’s
melodramatic
onstage
demeanourand

MG
%

bleached face give the impression he wants
toplay Max Schreck’s Nosferatu to Dave
Vanian’s Bela Lugosi, and the band’s writhing,
cathartic soundtrack doeslittle to dispel it.

Bauhaus' true face is far removed from
Murphy’s pained mugging, and they go to
greatlengths to deny the German connections
when | meet them at bassist David Jay’s
pleasantly suburban Northampton home. The
troubleis that the mythis considerably more
interesting thanthe bandinreal life, likeable
though they are. Jay and drummer brother
Kevin Haskins timidly fend off criticisms and
offerinformation, while Peter Murphy more
spunkily reacts to my suggestions. Fourth
member Danny Ash, guitarist, is absent after
catchinganironfilingin his eye.

Admittedly, we haven’t metunder the best
circumstances. Haskins and Murphy are still
recovering from the nightbefore, spent at
New Order’s Londondebut.Soam|. We're
all somewhat drowsy, and our attentions
wander, mine with the horse-riders passing
by outside the window, theirs on private
thoughts of their own.

Bauhaus deserve their cult following;
they've worked hard to achieve oneina
relatively short time, but they haven'treally
proved themselves capable of reaching

vers Artschool rock!!

anything higher, though their recent shift
from 4AD records to parent company
Beggars Banquetindicated they're now
pushing for mass status.

Sofarthey've made two very good singles
intheir debut “Bela Lugosi’'s Dead”, and the
terse, cogent “Terror Couple Kills Colonel”,
afailed commercial gambitin their covering
“Telegram Sam” and one flop, “Dark Entries”.
Afairtrackrecord only marred by the release
of their debut album In The Flat Field, which
pointed up all the limitations of their approach.

The album talks alot about emotional edges
without ever actually convincing that the
players have been there. Murphy’s words get
inextricably tangledinintrospective journeys
through the terrors of a Catholic past; but
worse, his self-confessed classicist leaning
means he twists theminto needlessly inverted
sentences and forces unnecessary rhymes.

Matched as they are to tortuous hard
rock workouts grated over lurchingly
unevenrhythms,it’sarrived ata pomposity
almost equal to that attained by early-'70s
progressive bands, evenif from a completely
different direction.

Ex-Bauhaus student Gavin Martin says that
listening toitis like going to chapel. They
appear surprised, but Peter responds gamely.

“Really? Well,l was brought up
aCatholic,sol obviously feltit
was something to write about.
Onetrack, “Stigmata Martyr”,
was about total fixation with
Jesus Christ to the point of
bleeding from the same places
as Christbled. It seemed like
areally strong subject tome.”




He continues: “...Flat
Field'itself was like
searching for the spring,
searching for aguideline,
some sortof ethicor
moral...it wasn’treally
referring tomy religious
pathinlife, justmyrole...”

It's not the subject
matter somuchas the
treatment. Its angst-filled overtones create
astrongaurawhichdoesn’treally bear
investigating too deeply, | suggest.

Peterlooks alittle hurt, but remains
reasonable. They all do throughout our
meeting, whichisn’t so much exasperating
ashumbling. They make me feel like a cad
for suggesting anything’s wrong.

“Eh, yes,whenllisten to the albumnow I do
findit heavy going,” Peter responds. “Very
angsty, very horrible. But we really did go
through that, really, and now we have done,
Icanlook back onitalittle more objectively.
It'sheavy and angry, but | liked it then and | like
it now. It's just an expression of how we were.”

Where did all that anger come from?

“ldon’tknow, I really don’t. | think it had
something to do with us being thrown into
this creative whirlpool - this is personally
speaking -andfindingitastruggle to get
going, togetheard.”

Bauhaus music is better appreciated live.
I've only seenthemonce, butitleftastrong
impression. Their angst lends itself to Peter
Murphy’s overwrought drama; they highlight
it with stark white lights battened to the floor,
thus throwing up heavy shadows of the band
onto the wall. Again the effect s visibly
gothic. No, it’s not, contests Kevin Haskins:
“It seemed to uslike ano-nonsense thing that
contradicts that whole gothicromance thing.”

Unlessyouseeitinterms of old German
silent movies.

“We hadn’t seen any films like that then,”
points out David Jay.

“Anyway the filmmakers arrived at those
effectsby accident as they were using black-
and-white film.”

Rubbish! The sets of The Cabinet Of Dr

Caligariwere deliberately

helped thembreak
away from the
restrictive codes of
their mainstream-band
backgrounds.

Northamptonhasno
recognisable rock
tradition, therefore
mostofitsbands
tend to follow rather
thanlead. Bauhaus’ determination has
since served toopendoors -there’sa
couple of healthy independents settled
inthe town now.

However, leaving things to chance today
is more a matter of sloppyindulgence than
breaking down barriers. It might seem
experimental to the experimenters, but
tomore objective outside earsit follows
paths takenbefore by others-not to
mention their mistakes.

Diisseldorf’s Der Plan put it most succinctly
when they stated that experiment was all very
laudable, aslong as it resulted in something
worthwhile - experiment shouldn’tjust be
used as an excuse for half-finished songs.

“Idon’tagree with that at all,” contests
David Jay evenly, “because experimenting
supplies aspark to the performance. Anyway,
Idon’tthinkit’s possible to arrive at afinished
state.”

To me the album sounds half complete; its
potential remains unfulfilled.

“That’s a personal thing, though, isn’t it?”
argues Peter.

Yes, sayl.

No useinlabouring a point, but Bauhaus
don’treally live up to the spirit of their
namesakes. Where students of the original
school prided themselves on efficiency and
the ultimate utility value of their product,
Northampton’s Bauhaus are tooimmersedin
the processes of creation to see objectively
what’s coming out the other end.

Made up of former art school students and
an ex-printer (Murphy) who wishes he was one,
Bauhaus are laudably still open toideas, but
they've yet to show they're capable of using
them. After a brief description of art-school
life from Jay, Murphy rues

designed to emphasise the
eerie shadow effects. They
repeat they hadn’tseenthe
movie then.

But this statement’s
considerably undermined
whenthe hand me acopy
of the “Bela Lugosi”12-inch
featuringaback coverstill
from the Caligarimovie.

“Iwas brought up
a Catholic, so |
obviously felt it

was something to

write about”

his missed chance.
“lapplied forart college,
gotacceptedbutthenl
changed my mind, | was
too young, my ideas
weren'treally formed.
And limagined you had
tohave agoodidea of what
youwanted to do before
youenrolled.”

David Jay notices me
glancing at it suspiciously.

“Our guitarist Danny had torn it out of
abookand gave it to us without tellingus
where it came from,” he explains timidly. It’s
not much of an excuse, but there’s noreason
to disbelieve himin light of Bauhaus’ wilfully
haphazard approach.

They enjoy leaving things to chance; thus
their writing begins with rehearsal and jams
inthe hope that some idea will pop into their
heads. It served them well at the beginning,
not only because their meandering gave birth
tothe “BelaLugosi” single, but alsobecause it

“It's the opposite,” points
out Jay. “It opens yourideas to different levels
and ways of thinking.”

Murphy: “Yeah, | just started learning when
ljoined theband.”

Jay: “I notice youuse the band as away
of developmentin the same way that lused
artschool...”

Going by their singles, Bauhaus haveitin
themto pull off a masterpiece, but at the
moment they're still stuck at the sketchbook
stage. Asitis, hang onto those early sketches
-look what happened to Adam And The Ants.
Chris Bohn

ardin

v,-» photographed
[N in Amsterdam
in1974

"Personal problems’

NME RIP, songwriter Tim Hardin.

Hardin was found dead in his Los

Angeles apartment on Monday night.
Acting on an anonymous phonecall,
the Los Angeles police entered his home,
where they discovered his dead body.
Police said there appears to be no
evidence of foul play, which leads
observers to assume that Hardin, 40,
finally fell victim to those “personal
problems” which had plagued him
throughouthis career.

Thoughaproductofthe early’60s Boston
folkmovement, the intimacy of Hardin’s
intensely emotive style was decidedlyboth
jazzandbluesbased. Anative of Eugene,
Oregon, Hardin established his credentials
when, onthesstrength ofhisappearanceat
the 1966 Newport Folk Festival, Verve/
ForecastRecordsreleased his debut Tim
HardinI(Sept’66) and the follow-up, Tim
HardinII. Although never amajor concert
artist, these two albums established
Hardinasanintrospective songwriter
whose material was successfully covered
byother performers.

Hardin’s best-known composition, “If
IWereA Carpenter”, wasahitthree times
over.BobbyDarinwasfirsttorecognise the
song’scommercial quality, while Johnny
Cash &June Carterand later The Four Tops
affordeditchartstatus.

Anotherwidely covered Hardin original
was “ReasonTo Believe”, of which the best-
known interpretation is on Rod Stewart’s
Every Picture Tells A Story. Other Hardin
standardsinclude “Misty Roses”, “Black
Sheep Boy”, “The Lady Came From
Baltimore” and “HangOn ToA Dream” -
thelatter giving the composer his only UK
hitinJanuary 1967.

1974found TimHardinin Britainand
signed to the GM label, which produced
onealbum, Nine. Atthetimeitwas
Hardin’sintention to take up permanent
residencyhere, where he was optimistic
ofrevitalisingboth hishealthand
career.Itwasnottobe. Hemoved back
toAmericawherehehaslivedin semi-
obscuritythese pastfiveyears,
supportinghimselfon hisroyalties
and occasional gigs.

F OLK SINGER-SONGWRITER Tim

GJISBERT HANEKROOT / GETTY
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"My voice always co

MM JAN 24

UTSIDEIN THE garden, Robertand
0 Alfie’s dog Flossie and my dog Titch
challenge a clump of hollyhocks. Once
they get together, they become deeply
unknowable, and bucket about with their
ears streaming, bayingatimaginary postmen
and piddling on each other’s possessions.
Accordingto Robert Wyatt, Flossieis the
ringleader, apoodle of infinite inventiveness,
effortlesslyrecruitingmy suggestible hound to
hervision. Iwould not dispute this, since a few
hourswith her ownerhas much the same effect
uponme, brainboiling, nose dry, and earslike
pennantsand allmailmen’sanklesinjeopardy.
Aman ofravenousintellect, Roberthas
theories the way rectorieshave mice, and many
aWyattwig-bubble hasfounditswayinto the
field. Five years agoin Holland, Cecil Taylor
buttonholed me to contest Robert’s Theory of
Social Class & Avant-Garde Staying Power.
“Youdid theinterviewwith thatguyinthe
wheelchair?Iliked whathe said about
breathing, buthissocialideaswere shit. Butat
leasthehasideas.”
MelTorméreacted as
ifThad piddled onhis
possessionswhenIlaid
TheTheory OfThe
Limitations Of Scat-
Singingonhim, and
spenthalf-an-hourin
rebuttal, with oo-bla-
deeillustrations. Most
ofushave opinions,

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1981

es out

fewhaveideas, butRobert’s prolificity
embarrasses him. One New Year’s Eve
resolution featured incogitance: fatchance.

Hislatestsingle, aversion of Chic’s “At Last
IAmFree”,wasinpartabroadsideinadebate.

“OneofthereasonsIwanted todoitwas
because ofaremarkmade by apunditontelly.
Someone asked him what effect discos had,
and hesaid, ‘Well, of course, the black ballad
tradition’s gone down the drain. They'reall
tryingtoboogie now.

“Ithought, THATJUSTISN'TTRUE! There
issomuchblackboogiein the frontline of the
dancethingatthe moment-butthere’salsoas
much asever ofthe songandballad stuff. This
songisanexampleofthat.”

Humbugandbadideaswillnot passinto
the currencyunchallenged, andIhavean
evergreen memory of Robertcrouched over
theradio, teapot suspended inindignation at
theradical chicofadiscjockey. “RockAgainst
Sexism?He may as well propose Omelettes
Against Eggism!

“The otherreason why
Iwantedtodo ‘AtLastIAm
Free’isbecausellikethe
tune. There’sanice cycle
of chordswithacouple of
nicemelodicthings that
almostinevitably growout
ofit. Justwateritwithanice
bassline or something.

“I'mverybad atwords.
Idon’tvery oftenlisten to

Robert Wyatt: “Ifind
thecreationofthis
vastmonoculture
alarming...Itflattens
andbelittleseverything”

disappointed”

words. I tend tolisten to music from thebottom
upwards, rhythm section upwards.

“Inthis case, Ilistened toitand thought,
‘Whatonearthisthis?The chorus goes,
‘Nowat last I'm free’ —yes, well, that'sa great
feeling, that’sgood-buttheverseisabitterand
miserablelet-down. The gist of itis abetrayal,
and the chorusis, ‘Hooray, madeit!’ Ithought,
‘COR!-That’srightup mystreet!”

“Myvoice always comes outdisappointed, to
saytheleast.I've got thatsortofsound.It’stoo
lugubrioustobeahit. NothingIcould dowould
ever cheeranybodyup,andIdon’tevensound
fashionablydown. So, ifIsing ‘At LastIAm Free’
itwouldn’tsound asifImeantitanyway,and
thatwould suitthe sense.IgotFrankRoberts to
dothe piano, andIjustdid whatIliked aboutit,
andlefttherestout.”

Afteralongperiod of musicalinactivity,
Robertisbackrecordingagainwith aseries of
fascinatingsingles for Rough Trade.

“I'vehadadifficultyear. Maybe'ma
malcontent, butatleastwhen Iwasn'tworking
IknewwhatIwasdoing.Icould handlethat.I
cangraftallthe experiences and thoughts that
I'vehadsinceldropped the crafton towhatI
remember of the craft. Iknowlots of things
didn’tuse toknow, but theyre notspecifically
abouthowtomake betterrecords.

“Ifanyone told me they’d been doing
something for five yearsand feltreally
disillusioned and wanted to giveitabreakand
gooffand dosomethingelse, I'd saysomething
like DON'T. Stick to whateveritisyou cando,




becauseyouhave to growthrough whateverit
isthatyoudo...”

Tosaythathe haswatched the manipulations
of popular culture from hiswheelchairimplies
theloftiness of the umpire. Nothing could be
further from the truth, for Robert’sirreducible
ideas come byway ofgnawing concern, doubt
and guilttothe cuticle, and areinvariably
presented without wishingto presume.

“ThenewEnglishrockbandsthattook the
headlinesin’78struckme asanostalgia
movement for the dayswhenrockwas
dangerous music, or seen as adangerous
music. Ithasalways had thereputation of so
being, and that’s alwaysbeen one of the
assumptionsaboutit, thatyou canknockto
piecesifyoutry.

“Nevertheless, its part of the self-image of
peopleinrockthattheyre partoftherebel
culture, and theindustrylosesits bearings
whenit'stoo obvious thatthisisn’tthe case.
Iused tobelongto the consensus myth thatif
youplayed iconoclastic music, youwere being
iconoclastic.Thadn’t

million dollars. 'mnot
blamingElvisand I'm
notevensayingwhite
musiciansarenotequally
creative—I'mjustsaying
THAT’S the historyofit,
thenlookattherock
industry’s propaganda
forhowitseesitself.
Dangerous music!”
“I'sometimes think South Africais the only
reallyhonest Western country, because there
everybodysays, ‘Right, theblacks’jobhereis
to provide cheap raw material for our
sophisticated industries.” America hassome
sortofpretence thatthisisn'tso.IThearda
popularhistorian ontheradio thismorning
describing the five great stages of American
popular music, and itwent from AlJolson, Bing
Crosby, Frank Sinatra, Elvis Presley to The
Beatles. Well... come ON, youknow!Imean,
thosearethestagesatwhichitreached the
white, respectable, monied American public
-whenunderdog

realised the extentto which
thatjustisn’ttrue.
“Thewhole cultural set-up
absolutely caters for that,
andknowshowtoabsorbit
completely.It’s partofit, it’s
nothreattoanything-in
fact,it’spartofhowthe
cultural businesskeeps
churning. Therewas

“The idea that
these punks were
really gonna blow

the gaff... The

pathos of it!”

characteristicsbecame
acceptable. But thereal
underdogisstill playing
janitorsinthemovies.It’s
goingonunabated.”
Thisis oneof ourlong-
standingpoints of
agreement,and we
sometimes derivea
bilious satisfaction from

something charmingly
nostalgicabouttheidea thatthese punkswere
REALLY gonnadoit, REALLY gonnablowthe
gaff! The pathos of it!

“Alotofthe cultural things thatThave become
interested inremind me of the title of Mingus’
book, Beneath The Underdog. Very often when
thingsreachrock culture and become famous
underdogsymbols, they’ve already come up
from theunderdogtobecomeacceptable.In
thehistoryofrock'n’roll, thisisracist.

“InAmericayouhadall thisraging, raving
black musicright through the '40s, which was
infactrock'n’roll-the economysmall groups
thatcame outofthe bigbandswithatenorat
thefront, and acompere-cum-singer and two
rhythm. The history of
rock'n’rollisahistory
of Saturday-night
workingmen’s clubs
inblackAmerica,
andthe'40sisthe
rock’n’roll era.

“Itwasn’tabout
famous people or
eccentricsorheart-
throbsuntilit
coincidedwitha
staggering, uncertain,
ailing Hollywood
industrynotsurehow
itsnewstarshould
look. Itis always taken
forgranted as perfectly

acceptablethatSam

Phillips could say, ‘IfI

couldfindawhiteman

who had the Negro :4“"7 SEL
arleyonstagein

sound and theNegro Barcelonaduring

feel,Icouldmakea theUprising Tour

o

comparingthetimelag
between blackand white cultures-“Disco! Ten
years. Newwave! Twenty” —before bunging on
ajazzrecord. Thistime, however, Robert
ventures furtherinto the process.

“Averygood example ofall this—and it
spreads despairbecauseitseemsso endless
and historical-is the historyof the waltz.
Youhad the travelling gypsy musiciansin
Middle Europe gettingall theracistabuse,
thesettler’sfear of thenomad cominginto
thataswell-thisunacceptable group doing
thisnaughtymusic. Infact, they wereliving
deeplymoral and cautiouslives.

“Romanylawisfantasticallystrictin terms
of sexualhabits and relationships, very, very

formal, hastobeforthe
culturetosurvive.

“Anyway, to the
European outsider,
theylookedloose,
outrageousand
dangerousto civilisation.
Eventually, arespectable
light composer tookup
theirwaltz, and suddenly
itwasallrightfornice people to dance to. Does
this give the gypsiesrespectability?

“Nobody’d heard of the waltztillitwas put
onthemap byrespectable people, so that
moment of triumph of the culture was about
asusefultothegypsiesasalion’sheadisin
the trophyroom of the hunter. He’s got there,
but... THAT’S the process thatwe're dealing
withinrock’n’roll. It'swhathappens. Winner
takesall.”

“The Westhappenstorepresentan
amazinglypowerful forcein terms of
revolutionising other people’slives. In the
end, it’squite areliefto be able to say that my
positionisn'tamoral one, its aesthetic. That
istosay, Iactually LIKE theidea of this great
wealth and variety of ways there are for being
peoplein the world.

“Eventhough we pretend the colonial period
isover, we are steamrollering the whole world
into thinkingthatthe ONLYwaytobeis
somethinglike us. We in the West seem to know
whenwe NEED to assimilate somebodyelse’s
culture, and weareable to do thatand create
our pluralsociety, andleave people nothing.

“I'find the creation of thisvast monoculture
alarming. Everybodyintheworldistryingto
matchup to thisgreatimpregnable fortress
that Western civilisation has created with its
vasttechnologicaland militaryback-up,and
airof moraland spiritual superiority. It flattens
and belittles everything.

“There’sagreat Bulgarian poem called ‘The
Shot That Wounds But Does NotKill’. It'sabout
adecoyduck, aduckthatthe hunter clips, takes
tothemarshes whereit cries to its mates who
come downand getshot.I'mnottalkingabout
the West exterminating people or cultures, but
allowing them to survive with clipped wings.
Likerock’'n’roll.” Brian Case

Serious cancer
denied MM JAN 24

OBMARLEY, WHO has had extensive medical treatment
Bin New York and Germany over the last few months, is

reported to be well on the mend and preparing for his
musical comeback.

Continuing reports that Marley was suffering from a serious
cancer were denied by his record company, Island, butit is
understood that he was seriously ill with the disease, leading to
his move from aNew York hospital to the Issels cancer clinicin
Germany, where he was attending officially as an outpatient
recovering from exhaustion.

Island now say that Marley has recovered from his exhaustion,
and will travel to America early to start recording in the second
week of February. He is, according to Island, supervising plans
for an American tour that will follow in May.
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—and their

voluble frontman
Bono Vox — explain
their mission, a
tale of passion

and commitment.
“I don’t know what |
believe ultimately,
but | know it’s good
that we’re not
easily digested...”

NME



April12,1981:
BonofrontsU2
atPark Westin

Chicagoduring
theBoy Tour
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business.Iseenorealreason tosaywe're somethingelse, sowe’re going to
playonachandelier tonightand that makes us different. [t doesn’'t mean
you'redifferent; itmeansyou’re tryingto be different.”

E’RE TRAVELLING FROM Glasgow’s Strathclyde
; ; & ; University to asmall, ancient hotel in the city centre. U2
havejustplayed one of those rare performances where the
audience moves in empathy with the performer, gradually becoming
infatuated with the sways and currents running through the music.
Thesongs arelike a series of emotionallandslides - shifting from
doubt to hope and from loss to discovery, rising to a peak with “11
O’Clock Tick Tock” —a dazzlingif, by that stage, drainingrealisation.

Inside, the audience proves to be youngand demanding, creating the
sortofatmosphere thatthe grouprevelin. Enjoymentand acceptance
comesasanaturalrather thanaritualistic process and, somewhere near
theend, Bono thanks them for comingto see U2, not theimage created
bythe music press. Ashe explainslater, thiswasn’tajibe, but merely
anacknowledgement of the honesty created between the audience
and the performer.

“Idon’tfeelwe’ve been hyped by the music press, because [happento
agreewith the good things that theysay about U2. The music press
relationship with U2 has meant thatpeople have come alongexpectinga
lotand they’ve gotalot, sometimes maybe too much. Itisa pressure.

“Butifpeople come alongexpecting theworld from U2, then they're
gonnagetit.I'mnotscared wewon’tbeableto giveittothem.”

We're seated in atackylounge bar, myself, Bono and guitarist The Edge.
AsBonoreelsoffthe details ofhis early youth T have some trouble
equating the brash extrovertand charismatic performer beside me with
the maverickyouthwho grewup alienated and confused in Dublin
duringthe’70s.

“The Virgin Prunesand U2 both came out ofa place called ‘Lipton
Village’. It'sanimaginaryplace, something we developed in our
imaginationsto give usanalternativelifestyle askids.

“We grewup studying people on street corners; welaughed at the way
theytalked and atthe expressions they made. We mocked the adult world
and agreed we'd never growup, because allwe sawwassilliness.

“Irememberwatching Top Of The Pops and seeing this group called
Middle Of The Road singing ‘Chirpy Chirpy
Cheep Cheep’. Imusthavebeenabout 11 at &
thetime, andI thought, ‘Wow! Thisiswhat
pop musicisallabout. Youjustsinglike that
andyou getpaid forit.”

Driftingthroughhisteenageyears,

Bono shunned the pubs frequented by his
friends, remainedlargelyunaffected by
musicand became, ofall things, akeen,
expertchessplayer.

“Ifound Iwasbeingpressured into
organisingmy thoughts, and Iwanted to
beabletodothatbecauselhaveavery
competitiveinstinct. ButIwas going
throughavery problematic time; my mother
hadjustdiedandIcouldn’tstandan
educational system where IQ testsand value were based on
beinggoodataverylimited number of subjects.

“Icouldn’tputintheworkbecauselwastooerraticasa
persona, and so I found agamelike chess suited me because
Iwasableto puteverything from mymind and work with
somethingabstract.”

When Bono found himselfbackinschool afterbeing
chucked out of university for nothavinghis native Gaelic
language, he became close friendswith Adam Clayton, Larry
and Dave (The Edge). Theyformed U2 and Bono discovered
awayhe could expresshismethods and thoughts.

“Ourfirstconcertwas one of the greatest we ever played
anditwastwoyearsbefore we played another onelikeit.I
believe we built U2 around a spark; you've got toremember
atthatstage therewasstill the tradition of the musician,
therewasstill the tradition of Ritchie Blackmore.

“We couldn’t compete on thatlevel and yetin 1978 we
played this Guinnessand Harp talent contestwith all these
professional bands and heavyrockbands. We came down
and played after doing this thing called Paddy’s Punk Party
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June8,1981: The
Edge,Bonoand(right)
AdamClaytonatthe
PinkpopFestivalin
Geleen,Netherlands

andI'dlostmyvoice. We were ashambles. Butafter that gigwe had record
contracts offered tous.

“Tknewwe had something. Tknew the effectwehad over theaudience
compared to the other bands, with their tight musicand their pompous
playing. We made use of the fact thatwe were slightly fragile,and whenwe
recorded our early demosin afour-track studio we couldn’tgetabigsound
outofit,sowehad towork on the fragile sound. Now thatwe arein bigger
studios and we've got more experience, we're plumping for the bigger
sound, buttheimportantthingis we always worked around the spark.

“Whatever we were good at we worked around, not trying to be like
anyoneelse, justlooking forwhatwasbestin ourselves.

“Adamused to pretend he could playbass. He cameround and started
usingwordslikeactionand fretand hehad usbaffled. Hehad the only
amplifier, sowe never argued with him. We thought this guymustbe
amusician, heknowswhathe’s talkingabout. And then one daywe
discovered hewasn’t playing therightnotes, that’s what'swrong, y’know?

“Wewere stumblingin the dark, butwith the sparkand fanningit,
findingthatthe emotion we were generatingwas affectingpeople.Ican
crywhenI'msinging, literally.Icangetvery, veryintoit.”

The Boomtown Rats. Unrecognised and ignored in those

early days, there is something satisfactory and inevitable
about them havingreached a position where they can now produce
music much more original, imaginative and durable than those other
two. Theironyis that U2 knew nothing about rock, rock culture or what
waslooming around the corner.

“Iremember thinkingthefirstdaywewentintorehearsal thata
movementwas going to emerge thatwould be abreakdown between the
flower power and thebootboy.Ididn’treallyknowwhatIwassaying,
becauseitturned out to be punkrock.”

We'rejoined at ourricketylittle table by Adam Clayton, the group’s
bespectacled bass player with aseemingly misplaced shock of curly
blond thatch hangingdown onto hisforehead. He’s the cigar-smoking,
brandy-drinkingsophisticate of the group, with a certain Englishness
tohismannerandvoice. Hearticulateswhatis perhaps the main
motivation thatdrives U2.

“It'sverymuch a complete thing. [twasn’tsort of, ‘Lets
il formaband andlet’swrite greatsongs.’ [twas more to enjoy

U 2FORMED AT the same time as the Radiators From Space and



thewhole experience of beingaband of four people with the one cause;
acauseyou could develop and become emotionallyinvolved in. It was
much more thewhole experience anditstillis. Bands areverysecular
unto themselves. It’slike an extension ofaschool gang.”

Theystruggled through the cloistered Dublin scene as best they could,
withoutbecomingbogged downin theinevitable bitchiness and petty-
mindedness which surfacesin closely knit, inadequate provincial
scenes. U2leftIreland after aone-off dealwith CBS enabled them to
release theIrish chart-topper “Out Of Control” (an alternative version
waslater to surface on Boy).

Theirmovementinto the musicindustrywasn’t naively hopeful. Ona
smallscalein Dublin they’d already experienced the strain thatbusiness
andfinancialmatters can putonaband. Onthe eveningtheyleftIreland,
their publisherwithdrewhalfthe advance thathad been promised to
them.So U2 arrived in England unsureifthey’d be able tolast the whole
tourand tempted to accept the firstrecord contract that came their way.

Buttheyheld outand finally got the deal theywanted with Island. Boy
—acollection of the bestsongsin the group’s40-songrepertoire—was
released seven monthslater. Immediately theywere accused of
whimsicality,and panderingto adolescent sexuality (the Boysleeveis
aphoto ofayoungboywith naked shoulders!).

Such criticism undermines and misinterprets

onecan’thelpbutbe
concerned when Bono
wearsleather trousers
andThe Edge engagesin
guitartalkwith Stuart
Adamsonin Edinburghthe
followingnight.

U2’'smusichastaken
shape, coaxed thoughnot
inspired by the Pistols,
minglingthe sense of space and drama brought to rock structures by
JoyDivision, crystallisingits essence—adetermined sense of soul-
searching-alongside Dexys Midnight Runners. Unlike therestof those
bands, U2 havelasted and remain hungry, vigilantand ebullient. They’re
raringto go, to tackle theidiocyand dogmathatmakesrockaroutine
more thanameans of expression.

“I'wouldn’tsaythatwe're bitter aboutrock'n’roll; we didn'tenter this
inanaiveway. Therearealotofuntruthsinrock’n’roll; the word itself
conjures up certainstandards to conformtoand certainmorals. Butit'sall
superfluousimagery, itdoesn’tactually exist. Girlsdon’trun around trying
torapepeople; youcan’tgetdrunkeverynightand doloads ofdrugs.”

Bonorightlybelieves that the flimsy situation

thealbum’svalue:it’savoyage from
adolescence (which, afterall, is the stage when
Larry,Adam, Dave and Bono formed U2), into
manhood, and therichimagerypresentsa
tussle between wonder, awareness, strength
andacceptance. Boyis the group’s personality,
produced by the chemical interaction between
their charactersand theirmusicalstyles.
“Aband should have apersonality of its own,”
says Bono, “andifaband’s personalityis
dominated too much by one person thenit’s
bad fortheband. Onanotherlevel, abandlike
Spandau Balletistotally direct and pointed.
That'ssoboring, becauseyouseeitallinone

“We're a long-
term project
—were only

getting used to
our tools”

which McLaren used to tryand break openrock
music with the Pistols has turned sour, butitcan
now be transformed into something much more
real, somethingmuch more positive.

“There’salotofJohnnyRotten’sbastard
childrenrunninginthestreets. They'vebeen
soldintobondage anditfrightensmeto see
them, because they've been sold animage of
violence and they’ve turneditinto thereality
ofviolence.”

The Edge, who’s usuallyhappytolet Bono do
theexplaining, isso exasperated, heinterrupts.

“It'sincredible to see the followers ofaband
like Discharge are mostly 13 or 14. They've

go—clothes, fashion, hairand that’sit. There’s
nothingto discover, no mystique, no charm and no personality.”

Thedifference between U2’s personality and that of most otherrock
bandsisthatitisnatural. Theyreflectonandrevise orthodoxrock
techniques and presentation but totallyrelinquish its hopeless,
heartless mythology. Their own motives and desires always shine
through, purposeful andresilient. AsBono explains, thisisn’talways to
theiradvantage.

“Ourbiggest problem getting to a bigger audienceis thatwe don’tlook
acertainway, we don'tfitinto alittle box. We’re nota ska group or
somethingeasyto digest. But the fact thatwe're not easy to digest means
we'realumpinthethroat,and alumpinthethroathasfarmore gutstoit.
Ibelieve ultimately...Idon’tknowwhatIbelieve ultimately, but I know
it'sgood thatwe're not easily digested.”

certainly the peak of their career so far. It’s a crucial period for

them as they have to grow up now and present the new face of U2
asit’s developed over the past 18 months. Bono describes how he sees
this taking shape.

“We'realong-term project; we're only getting used to our tools, working
with peopleand thelearningwe’ve undergone.Isee the nextalbumas
beingaboutbattle, becauseIdon'tseelife asbeingan easyroad.Ithink
it’sabattle on manydifferentlevels, to express yourself, to keep your head
above the waves when problems and trouble come. I thinkit’sabattle not
to conform to the music business when you're 19.

“Boywas aretrospective of U2 over two years—the end of our
adolescence. Butnowwe’vebeen to the ends of the Earth, we've been
throughout Europe and America, and we've seen thatall cities are the
samewhenyou eventually getdown to theirheartand soul.

“We’veseenandlearnedalot-itcould eitherleave us cynical orwith
adetermination and spiritnottofall orgounder.”

Thepitfall that U2 must avoid —and something that they've been guilty
ofinthe past-is to mistake pure musical clout for substance and vigour.
Bonowilladmit that previously theyhave tried too hard, trying to throw
themselvesrightinto theaudience’sheartbutsucceedingonlyin flying
offthehandle. Nowtheyseem to have found therightbalance, although

I CATCH U2AT avery interesting stage in their development,

obviouslynever questioned theideabehind

whatthey celebrate butjustlookonitasanimageandwearitasabadge.
Like youwould support Chelsea orwear a Bay City Rollers scarf.

“Thebasicfeell gotfrom’76 was ofloud electric guitars, of singers with
asongwho sungwith everythingtheyhad and sweated alotand the
audiencealso sweated alot. The two became very close because you got
abuzzinyourspine-youfeltthatwhatever he wassinging about, he
meantit.IbelieveinwhatIsingand we play our hardest on stage. [ think
it’squiteasimple thing, butIbelieve thatinitselfisan embodiment of
what’76 wasallabout.”

boys who don’t smoke, drink or swear. Untrue! Two of them are

Protestants and all (except Larry) imbibe alcohol during my stay,
and profanities are muttered. Bono is nonetheless a deeply committed
Christian, although he doesn’tgo to church - “Ithink the Churchisa
bigproblem” —and feels that Christianityis grossly misinterpreted.

“It'snotall of our beliefs and noteveryone in the band believesin the
sameway. Thereare thingsIjustdon’twantto talkabout.I'll talk about
themin music; thewayIfeel aboutthings comes outon stage. There are
things thatdon’tgowell comingindirectlyfrom other people.”

Itseemed relevant to askwhat effect U2 wanted to have on the audience.

“Washed, I think, isagood word. It’slike you go along to a film where you
go through the emotions, you're broughtup, you're brought down, and
youfeelasortofreliefafterwards.

“IfyoulookatwhatAdam And The Ants are trying to express, by using
escapologyrather thanrealism, it’s dignity. He’susing theimageryofa
warrior to achieve it, butyoumightaswell go to adrive-in-movie.

“Ithink people should have dignityin themselves. They’re notnumbers,
buttheyrebeingbombarded bythe TVand theyfeelveryinsecurein
themselvesandinlookingin the mirror. If ourmusicmeansanythingon
thatlevel, it’s a celebration of just being me, ofjustbeingyou.”

U2haveintheirstride anewway oflookingat theideals ofrock music
andadifferentway of usingit. They're surging forward with one of the
moststrong-minded and radical soundsI've ever heard.

Wherever Bono Voxhas chosen to puthisheartand soul, there canbeno
doubt that, for the timebeing, it couldn’tbein abetter place. Gavin Martin ®

I T’'SALREADYBEEN reported that U2 are all good Catholic Irish
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stops in London, to talk

filmroles, support gigs, strange
fish and songwriting. “I've always
bitten off more than | can chew,
just so’s | can see how much it
takes to break my back,” he says.

MELODY MAKER —

Com@aits
zy cowon SRR Heartattack




March20,1981:
TomWaitson

stageatthe
VictoriaApollo
inLondon
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TomWaitsin
London:tempering
hisromanticstreak
withagrittyreality

array of one-liners thatwouldleave most
comediansopen-mouthed.

Whilenotclaimingthateverysongon each
ofhissevenalbumshasbeenindispensable,
Iwouldsaythathistrackrecord hasbeen more
impressive than most. Hisfirstalbumin 1973,
Closing Time, surprises people hearingitnow,
because of Waits’ voice; he can actually sing
-hold notes, change pitch, and all the other
technicalstuff. Thealbumalso contains one
ofhisbest-known songs, “Ol’ 55”, which was
memorably covered bylain Matthews, and not
somemorablybythe Eagles. “The only good
thingIcanthinkofsayingaboutanEagles
album,” Waitshasremarked, “is thatitkeeps the
dustoffyour turntable.” Subsequentalbums
like The Heart Of Saturday Night, Small Change,
and Blue Valentinehave confirmed himas
America’sleadingstreet poet, withastaunch
cultfollowinghehasnorealwish to expand.

Afterkillingtimewith the cappuccinos, we
agreed onavisitto St Catherine’s Dock to give
Toman opportunityto getaglimpse of London
colourandtalk. Tricky, butthensoisnursinga
hangoveryou'vebeen onnodding termswith
allweek, butImanaged. Whilesittinginan
Earl’s Courttrafficjam, Waits spoke ofhis
suspicion about President Reagan, and the
otherside of “the American dream” coin.

Itcameasnosurprise thathedistrusted the
whole Timemagazine coverand “Goodjob/
Money/Success” equation. His songs have,
onthewhole, concentrated on the victims of
asocietywhere “Success”is the only standard
tolerated; and his sympathies obviouslylay
with thosewhohavetried, and failed. Heis
aromanticwriter, buthisromanticstreakis
tempered withagrittyreality thatnoteven
Springsteen manages.

Waits seemed fascinated by theritual of the
forthcomingroyalwedding—“Shestillavirgin?
Theregonnabeacelebration oftheroyal
screwingon theirhoneymoon?” Boot [Adrian
Boot, photographer] and I thoughta21-gun
salute ontheir first night of nuptial blissmaybe
inorder. The Imperial War Museum was
pointed outasthesite of Bedlam, where the
aristocratsused to come and pay their sixpences
toseetheloonies. “This partoftown called

Thelast Tom Waits album, Heartattack And
Vine, contains asong—one of his finest—called
“OnTheNickel”,alingering drunkard’slullaby.
“TheNickel”, according to Waits, isthe Los
Angeles equivalent of New York’s Bowery; the
sortofplacewhere thedreamsain’tbroken,
they'rejustwalkingwith alimp; where the
winosand bums congregate. It’s the skids,
thelivingend. Nowthat’s the sortof place
Tom feelsathome.

Waitshasbeenrehearsinguntil3aminthe
EastEndwithhisband. Theideaofsimplya
stand-up bassaccompanying Waits and his
pianohadbeenditched, and hewas copingwith

“I write 20
songs and put
12 on a record.
'The process is
excruciating”

Bedlam?” queried Waits. Wellno, Lambeth,
actually Tom. “Oh, lasttimeIwashere, onthe
wayouttotheairportIsawasignthatsaid
‘Bedlam Steel’.” Well, thatwould be of interest to
him, asatone time Waits claimed torentan
apartmenton the corner of Chaosand Bedlam.
The Tower of London caused araised eyebrow.
Itold him the story of theravensin the Tower.
England would fallifthey departed, itis said,
whichiswhytheravens’ wingswere clippedin
1940. “Mm, superstitious people,” growled
Waits, who was fascinated by the proximity of
Spitalfields, said to be the home ofJack The
Ripper. We digressed onto mass murderers,

jetlag, Silk Cutand daylight when we met.

I'vebeenafanofthe mansinceIsawhimdeliverahaunting “Tom
Traubert’s Blues” on an otherwise forgettable Whistle Test some four
yearsago. Thatsongremains my favourite of his, with its stark, city
imagery, and the epitome of urban desolation— “Whereeverything's
broken, and no one speaks English’.

Muchashebaulksatthe description of “poet” (“When someone says
theyregoingtoread meapoem,Icanthinkofanynumber ofthingsI'd
ratherbedoing”), Tom Waitsundoubtedlyhas apoet’s acute eye for
imagery. Tobalance hisvivid, serious songs, he’s capable of musteringan
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until the subject of Bruce Springsteen came up.
“Niceguy,” said Waits, then remembered that his own London dates
clashed with Springsteen’sat Wembley. “Sure hope thatmine don’t
detractfrom histicketsales,” helaughed. Well, “laughed” is stretchingit;
morelike two strips of sandpaperrubbed together.

EMADE THE Charles Dickens without further mishap, and
; ; ‘ ; proceeded up to the restaurant. Fish was the order of the
day, all sorts of fish—the place was swimming in them. The
traditional English virtues of the pub and the docks were pointed out



TOM WAITS

to Waits, only somewhat belied by the high percentage of Filipino
waitresses. He scoured the menu like it was his last will and testament,
inordinately suspicious of any fish with bones in. Thorny problem that
—-swimmingfish are quite attached to their bones; but all was resolved
when the waitress promised to fillet some sole. “Knew a teacher once,”
commented Waits. “Choked to death onafish bone.”

Adishnamed]JohnDoryattracted hisattention. Now, asithappens, my
knowledge offishis prettyscant, once they’re outside newspaper, but I did
knowthatJohn Doryfishare famous for theirmarkings. The legend goes
thatwhenJesuswas preachingin Galilee, he tooka fish and cooked it for
thedisciples, and that everyJohn Dorynowbears the mark ofthe hands of
the Son Of God! “Mm,” muttered Waits, “So John Dory’ grilled inlemon
sauce...youreckonitwas ‘grilled’ by the Son Of God?” Dunno 'bout that,
Tom, but Hewasrenowned for his versatility.

workingonabookwithartist Guy Peellaert (whichhassincebeen
shelved),and an operaaboutaused carlot.

Hehasmanaged tofinish ascreenplayforthelatter, in collusion with
Paul Hampton, who used to be at Famous Musicin New York with Burt
Bacharach, and hopesthat Zoetrope will be interested.

“Tjustgot totally disenchanted with the music business. Imoved to New
Yorkand wasseriously considering other possible career alternatives...
Thewhole modusoperandi”—hemadeitsoundlike a particularly
militantbranch of the Cosa Nostra- “of sittingdown and writing, and
makinganalbum, going outon theroad with aband. Away for three
months, come backwith high blood pressure, adrinking problem,
tuberculosis, awarped sense ofhumour. Itjustbecame predictable.”

Earlydays for Tom Waits included alot of support dates with incongruous

acts.Iwonderediftherewasanyparticulardate

The conversation moved to marriage. Waits’
bride of seven monthswas overwith him,
takingtime offfrom herjob at20th Century
Fox. She originallywanted to be anun, but
abandoned thiswhen she married Waits. “You
couldsayI'vesaved herfromthe Lord.” The
wedding ceremonywasnotwithoutincident.
Waits found the Marriage Chapelin the Yellow
Pages, rightnextto “Massage”: “Theregistrar’s
name was Watermelon, and he kept callingme
MrWatts... MymotherlikeswhatIdo,Iguess
she’shappiernowthatI'mmarried.Ithinkshe
wasalittlebitworried about me forawhile.”

The projectwhich hasbeen occupying Waits

“People think
you do most of
your growth
before you
begin to record”

whichstood out from those days?

“lopenedashow once foraguy called Buffalo
Bob and the Howdy Doodyrevue. Hewaslike
anAmerican children’s programme host,
wentoutonatourof colleges, andI'd have to
do, like, three matinees for the children and
theirmothers. Heused to callme ‘Tommy’; 1
wanted to strangle the sonofabitch...Thoped
he’'ddie ofbone cancerthe entire week!”

Was thereaparticularalbum ofhisthathe
wasreally satisfied with?

“Notalbums, butsongs, individual songs.
People think thatyoudomostofyour growth
before youbegintorecord. It'sthe downbeat,

since April 1980 is the soundtrack for the new
Francis Ford Coppola film One From The Heart, which Waits called “the
mostrewardingexperience'vehadsinceIstarted working”.

Originallyintended asabitoflightreliefafter the fiscaland emotional
complexities of Apocalypse Now, the film, Coppolaand his Zoetrope
Studiosareintrouble again. The profits from The Godfather films have
beenswallowed, butWaitsisfascinated by the man. “He’s always
changinghismind whenhe getsinsideafilm, thenheeatshiswayout...
He’sacreative maverickwhoisdistrusted byall the cigar-smoking moguls.

“He keeps morale up. Like Orson Welles said, amovie studio is the best
trainsetyou could everwant. Coppolakeeps achild’s wonder atthe whole
process, evenafterabusiness meeting.”

Waits became involved in the Heartprojectafter Coppolaheard his
“INever Talk To Strangers” from the Foreign Affairsalbum, onwhich
Waits duetted with Bette Midler. Originally she was going to work with
him on the soundtrack, butbecause of her commitments Waits found
himselfin the unlikely company of Crystal Gale.

Thefilmisdueforreleaseinthe States onJuly4, and the soundtrack will
be the next Tom Waits album. Were there any problems, Iwondered,
workingonafilmsoundtrack as opposed to his own solo work?

“Inthe sense thatI'm writing for someone else’s approval, yeah. But
thereare specificmusical cues.Istarted with alotoftitles,and wrote
about 12 differentscenes, to be used wherever hewanted them, then
I'strungthemtogether, like an overture foramusical. Whathe wanted
waslike a glass of music, thatyou canaddinand take from.”

Asubjectclose to Waits’ heartwas Coppola’s proposed film of Jack
Kerouac's classic On The Road, which has been temporarily shelved.
Onenamebeingtouted as director wasJean Luc Godard, with Coppola
producingfor Zoetrope. What about future albums, then, Tom?

“After the soundtrack, I'm thinking of putting outanalbum called ‘My
Favourites’.” Oh, youmeanyou're singing your favourite songs? “Nah, I'm
justgonnatake 12 songsbyotherartistsand put them onarecord, stuff
like ‘Lady Of Spain’, ‘Tutti Frutti’and ‘Rudy My Dear’,and a picture of me
onthecoverlisteningto them.”

Hedid sayhe’d be goinginto the studioin thelate summertorecord a
new Tom Waits album, buthe does find writing difficult.

“Iwasaveryundisciplined writer untilI began to workwith Francis...
theseasons, whenyou'rerecording foramajor company, aren’t
necessarily the same seasons which coincide with your own creative
development. It'sallamatter of dangerous choices, where to take it,
whetherto keepit, whether to abandonit.

“Iwritemaybe 20 songs and put 12 onarecord. The processis
excruciating, it'shard work, butIlikeitwhenit’s finished.”

Therewas alongdelaybetween Blue Valentineand Heartattack And
Vine, when Waits appeared in Sylvester Stallone’s Paradise Alley, was

the drumroll, the fanfare,and boom! You're
baptised! Forme, ithappened during thewhole thing, soIfeltI'd snuckin
thebackway.Ihad asongwriting contract; 'msittingatabusstop on
SantaMonicaBoulevard, it's pouringwithrain,and I'mscared to death.
I'mmakingthree hundred dollarsamonth, and I didn’tfeel qualified. I've
alwaystaken on more thanIcanhandle, bitten off more thanIcan chew,
justso’sIcanseehowmuchittakes to breakmyback.

“Keepingyour anonymityisimportantasawriter, so thatyoucango
anywhere, any partoftown, sitina corner. Anytime you're swimming
around in the American public, ‘Well people just get uglier, and I have no
senseof time’,youknow?”

Hedid getrecognisedinIreland, though, afteraTVappearance,and
recently completed the US chatshow circuit: “It’'s the furthest thing from
arogue’s gallery. They'rejustlike fixtures; yougetonand talkabout
cooking, abouthowharditistogetacabintherain... The Devil’s

’n

Dictionarydescribed ‘famous’as ‘conspicuouslymiserable’.

forwhom the '70s mainly meant “living in a hotel for 10 years”,

the’50s still provide the most fascination. “It gave usJoe
McCarthy, the Korean War and Chuck Berry!” And Kerouac, that
“strange, solitary, crazy Catholic mystic”, who inspired a generation of
Americans to go off on theroad, to break away from the limitations of
the American Dream while pursuing their own. Waits’ debt to Kerouac
hasbeenwell documented.

“My own background wasverymiddle-class—Iwas desperately keen to
getaway. My parentswere divorced whenIwas 10 years old, my father’s
beenmarried about three times,and mymother finallyremarried a
privateinvestigator.Iwas athomewith these three women, my mother
andtwosisters, and although they were there,Iwasonmyownalot...

“Iloved KerouacsinceIfirstdiscovered him.Idiscovered him atthe time
Icould have ended up atLockheed Aircraft, ajewellerystore or agasstation,
married with three children, lyingonthebeach... Alotof Americans went
offontheroad, justgetintoacaranddrive, for 3,000 miles, East or West.”

Withahandshakeand agrowl, Waits disappeared into a tiny lift that
lookedlike acell on Death Row. He’san acquired taste, buta taste worth
acquiring. Try to judge for yourselveswhen he comes overagain at the
end ofthemonth.

Iwasonlysorrylhadn’tachancetotellhim aboutmyeffortsattryingto
emulate Dylan and Ginsbergand stand byJack Kerouac’s grave in Lowell,
Massachusetts, armed with my Penguin Modern Classics copy of On The
Road.Afriend andIspentmost of one Saturday afternoon tryingto find
the grave, but conspicuouslyfailed to do so, untilin exasperation one of
uscried, ‘Whycan'ttheyburytheminalphabetical order?””

I'think Tom Waits mighthaveliked that. Patrick Humphries ®

F ORSOMEONE WHO claims to have slept through the ’60s, and
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“We dont

pretend or
anything”

A new band from Basildon, , have plenty of
tunes, but no guile whatever. Under the wing of Mute’s
Daniel Miller, they explain their MO. “The beat is very
important. As long as people can dance to it it’s all right.”

NME

UTEMAESTRO DANIEL Miller has a notoriously sweet tooth—one that’s
balanced by a taste for bitter extremes. The opposite poles of the spectrum
arereflected on hislabel by Non’s noise at the one end and the insipidly
saccharine Silicon Teens at the other. No surprise, then, that he has helped
produce the fluffiest meringue of the momentin Depeche Mode’s “Dreaming
OfMe”.

“Dreaming” isone of those instant-airplayrecords thatare more a matter of intuition than
contrivance-like OMD’s debut “Electricity”. Aninfectious synth melody should guarantee it
playlisting, butit’s the earnest, clutching teen vocal that elevatest.

Ironically, writer Vince Clarke is the only one of the quartetwho’snolongerateen. Heis—ulp!-21.
“Twenty,” helies gracelesslywhen the othersreveal theirages duringashort
confrontationinabackroomatRough Trade.

Owingto their extremely shy natures, the four have chosen to be chaperoned
byproducer Miller, whom theyrefer to as Uncle Daniel. Onlynine months
De pec he Mode into a fruitful career, theyhaven'tdone manyinterviewsand geperally support

the picture ofa guileless butadventurous pop group that one might glean from
thesingle.

Depeche Mode come from Basildon (Sentence Of The Week—Ed). They are
basssynth player AndrewFletcher, aninsurance man; David Gahan, lead
vocalist, electronic percussionistand trainee window dresser; the silent
Martin Gore, synthesistand banker; and Vincent Clarke, writer, synthesist
and otherwise unemployed.

Their decision to switch from the more conventional guitar triotoanall-
electroniclineup was obviouslyinfluenced by the attractive pop of The »

SPEAK & SPELIL




June17,1981:Depeche
Mode outside Blackwing
Studios, South-East
London,wheretheyare

recordingdebutalbum

Speak&Spell-(I-r) Vince
Clark,MartinGore, Andy
FletcherandDave Gahan




1981

JANUARY —WORCH

DAVID CORIO / GETTY

Normaland OMD. Theyrecruited David, bought
synthson HP—“Costs £25amonth,” reveals
Andrew. Butwhythe switch?

“Wedidn’tgetinto themjustfor thefashion,”
insists David. “Itjusthappened that way. A few
of ourfriendswere into them and we justliked
thesounds.”

“And the sounds come easier thanwith the
guitars,” admits Andrew.

Meanwhile, the escalation ofinterestin electronic dance music meant
thathometown and nearbydiscoslike Rayleigh Crocs were giving over
theirbusiestnights to Le Beau Monde, mixing soul with the pop of
Numan, Human League, Normal, Ultravox, Visage, etc.

“It'sstrange,” reveals Vincent, “thatthe kids who went to soul clubsare
nowmovingover to this; we’re playingan old soul clubin Dartford soon
which Rusty Egan’sopeningas...”

“It’'sjustthatelectronic pop iscommercially viable now, whereas two
yearsagoitwasn't,” interrupts Andrew. Yeah, even Human League have
gotahitnowafterthreeyearsoftrying. And ahustling D] like Stevo
manages to convince Phonogram of the viability of an electronic pop
compilation, the misnamed Some Bizarre Album.

Probablymore attracted by the electroniclineup than the “normal”
pop Depeche Mode make, Stevo flattered them into contributing
“Photographic” -great tune, shame about thewords-to therecord.

“WemetStevo atCrocsand heasked ustodoatrackforthealbum,”
recalls Vincent. “At the time we had norecord company contractand we
werekind of interested in this sort of thing, so we did it. We kind of regret it
nowbecause of the ‘futurist’ connotations.”

Depeche Mode

marketingandhowbesttoapproachit.Ithink
we're atastagenowwhere we can makeareally
concerted effort—hopefully doing theright things
attherighttime.

“Inawayit’ssortofatestcase. Everybodyhere
[atRough Trade, Mute’s distributors], from
distribution through to the promotion sside of
things [RT do more promotion these daysand an
independentradio “plugger” ishired], haslearnt
alotinthe pastfewyears, and that'llhopefullybenefit thisrecord.

“Itwould beniceforittoreachitsnaturallevel-beitNo 1 orat74...”

The problemisthat “naturallevels” of mostchartsinglesare
unnaturally stimulated by the sort of gimmicks and incentives for DJs
andradio producersthatindependents can neither afford nor want
anythingto dowith. Butthat’sanotherstory... Chris Bohn

MELODY MAKER

OD WHAT Ayearit’sbeen. Nothalfover yet and every week
Gthey’re coming-greatnew bands bragging, bruising, begging

for attention. It’s getting so I can’t tell me Scars from me
Spandaus, butlisten to this and listen good.

DepecheMode, farfrom beingyet another seven-daywonder, are damn
near the mostperfect pop group these two lug'oles have sampled all
season.Acouple of cracking tracks—one anarcissistic boppin’ beauty of
asingle called “Dreaming OfMe” thatnudged the charts; the othera
moody, melodic pseudo-mechanical outing on the Some Bizarre Album
aptlytitled “Photographic” —were enough to put

“Andwe don’tlike to be tagged,” adds David.
“Whatisreallylooking forward is what’s going
onatCabaret Futura—-not Classix Nouveaux or
usreally.”

Martin: “Ourmusicdoesn’treallylookinto the
future orsayanythingabout the future.”

Apartfromthe subject matter of
“Photographic”, I'd agree, though the title
“Dreaming OfMe” and the band’s predilection
for dressing colourfullymightwrongfullylink
themwith Le Beau Monde. There appearsto be
atendencytowardsnarcissism (“Whatdoes
thatmean?” theyall chorus, nonplussed), but

“Thereisnt
a futurist
scene really, is
there? It’s only
aname”

meon thescent.

Several scorchinglive dates confirmedit. This
bandhasasetfull ofknowingbutnaive, intense
andyetidiotically simple two-minute gems,
thatstand quiffand earrings above the ever-
growingpile of synthi-pop fad followers. Suss
enough to playbytherules, butbrilliantenough
tobreak’em.

Take myadvice-name-drop themlike crazy,
turnonyourradio and wait. Watch them storm
up the charts, sitbackand feel smugas your
friendsallscramble to followyourlead. Be the
firstonyourblockto sportaDM T-shirtand

that’s countered by their guileless enthusiasm.
What'll they dowhen the
innocenceis gone?
“Growinto somethingelse,
Isuppose.ldunno,” puzzles
Vincent. Theyhaven't
contrived anyparticular
image for themselves, he
adds. “Ifpeople drawany
conclusionfromthelyrics
it’sup tothem. We don'tset
outto portrayanyparticular
image ofinnocence; we
don’tpretend oranything.”
Innocenceisn’tsomething
thatcanbe convincingly
manufactured-asThe
Human League’svery
belated breakthrough
confirms-andifyouneed
proofofthatcheckthe wholly
natural “Dreaming OfMe”.
It'sobviouslyahit-though
onewondersifitbeingonthe
independent Mute will
hamperits progress.
“Alllcansayisthatwe’re
makingeverysortoflegal
efforttomakeitahit,” states
Daniel Miller. “We have had
some experiencewith The
Silicon Teensin terms of
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allowyourselfasnickerashoards ofnouveau
newromantics and grubby
electronic garage bands put
downtheiricyfrownsandbid to
getthe drop of Mode magic.
They’llbelucky-Thad trouble.
Priortopartakinginthe
Mute Night Silent Night
extravaganzaatthe Lyceum
Ballroom, huffingand puffed
fromendless games of tagand
run-outs, bloated byabatch of
greasy McDonald’s, slightly
upsetbyaskimpysoundcheck
and surrounded by agaggle of
giggling girlfriends, the four
Mode musicmakers crammed
into the support-band dressing
roomand effortlesslyenhanced
theirreputationasan
“awkward” interview.
It'snotthat they’re standoffish
—theyblush andbluster their
way through my clumsy
enquirieswithanadmirably
artless evasion, neveronce
suggesting the smugsmoke-
screen that Spandaubuild
around discussions. It’'sno
rehearsed conspiracy-theyjust
feeltheyhavelittle to say other
thanwhat their music offers.



September25,1981: "’;:'
theModeonstage
attheMarkthallein
Hamburg, Germany

Anexample: halfway through the proceedingIrealiselead synther
Martin Gore hasremained stonysilent throughout. laskwhyand
beanpole, carrot-quiffed bass synth player Andrew Fletcher tellsme he
has strongviews on music.

“Haveyou?”Task.

Heshrugs.

Ipersevere: Whydon'tyouaskhimaquestion, Andy?

“OK.Haveyou gotyour lurexpantson?”

“No.”

Quickly, quickly. Back to basics. Depeche Mode were formed “nine
or 10 monthsago” asathree-piece, two-guitar-and-synth outfit, who
accordingto songwriter, thythm synth player, old manat21 and chief
spokesperson Vince Clarke, “justabout played live, butunder a different
name. Wewon'tgo into thatnow.”

“Ohgoon,beadevil,” Turge.

“No,” hereplies.

The nextstep was to audition avocalist—enter snappy dresser David
Gahan-and then, suddenly, the big swap as the Basildon boys packed up
string-picking for good and plumped for total electronics “because we
simplylike the sound of synthesizers”.

The change madelittle difference to their musical outlook-“Some
numberswe did with guitarswestilldonow,” claims Vince-but the
drasticupheaval ofimage worked wonders.

Suddenly finding gigs far easier to come by, they earned themselves
somethingofaresidencyat Canning Town’s Bridge House supporting
Fad Gadget, and itwas here, in these inauspicious surroundings, that
theywere discovered by “Uncle” Daniel Miller, the maestro behind
Britain’s zaniestelectroniclabel, Mute Records.

Itwaslove atfirstsight; Daniel took the boys under hiswingand
produced the aforementioned fab single “Dreaming Of Me” without
inkingany contract. Now, after suitably encouragingsales, he’s produced
theirmagnificent follow-up, “NewLife”,and
formallysigned themup.

“Daniel'shelpedusalot,” says Vince, laughing
off mysuggestion that the Mute man sounds
somethingofa Svengalifigure.

“He’sbeenreallygood.”

Butwhy, [wondered, with farbigger and more
influentiallabels hot on their trail, did they choose
Mute?

“Well, we trusted Daniel,” admits Dave.

“Wewent to see various majors and we were
impressed at firstwithwhat they’d got to offer, butit

was the same every time, y’know. Daniel seemed alot more honest.
Anythingthatamajorcando, Daniel cando.”

Soall'shunkydoryatMute. The Some Bizarre connectionrankles,
however. Spotted by the opportunist Bizarre founder Stevo supporting
SoftCellat Crocs, he approached them to contribute to his compilation
and theynaively agreed—adecision which theynowunanimouslyregret.

“Wedidn’tplay the Bizarre eveninghere at the Lyceum,” elaborates
Dave. “We were never even approached to playit. [t was onlywhen we
were advertised thatwe knewanythingaboutit. We had no intention of
doingitatall.”

Whynot?

“We'renotbizarre,” claims Vince. “It’sthe whole sort of thingabout
beinga futuristband and all thatcrap. Thereisn’ta futurist scenereally, is
there?It’sonlyaname.”

Sohowwouldyoudescribeyourselves?

“Adanceypopband,” says Dave.

Sowhat’sinaname? Depeche Mode means somethinglike “fastfashion”
inFrench;akeenreflection of the currentscenewithits constantly shifting
styles, butalso, perhaps, a perilous prediction thatsynthi-pop, likemod,
punkand 2-Tonebeforeit, is subject to the fickle whims of fashion?

“No, wejustfounditinamagazineandlike the sound ofit,” claims Dave.
“There wasnoreasonwhywe choseit. We didn’teven know whatitmeant
upuntil...”

“Westilldon'’t,” quips Andy.

Vince writes hisirresistibly catchy songs this way too. Aheavyweight
talentsearchingoutlightweight commercial sounds and then thinking
up cutelyrics tosuit, he miraculously turns out the sort of preciouslittle
trash classics that Phil Oakey would have given his whole fringe to come
up with; the sortthat GazzaNuman could have created ithe’d only
cracked asmile.

Theironlypeers, infact, are early Orchestral Manoeuvres.

“You're thefirst person to mention that,” says
Vince semi-sarcastically. “Itdoesn’t sound nothing
likeittous. Orchestral Manoeuvres use flowing
keyboards and poppytunes, Isuppose, butwelike
different things, y’know-lots of music, no one
particular thing. Imean, mostof our songsare
danceable. Thebeatis veryimportant—aslongas
peoplecandancetoit,it’sallright.

“Youknow, ifyouwannaputus anywhere,”
headds, “Ithinkthere’s amarket for pop music
and alwayswillbe. That’s the bracket wefitinto.”
Steve Sutherland ®

GETTY
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Confused. drained, dazzled

NME FEB 14

FETISHNIGHT OUT! A visit to the
A new school of modern music - art,

avant-garde and all those words. No
doubt fancy terms and theories will be wasted
onboyswhobandaroundindarkbroom
cupboards, going blind and making everyone
else deaf. But that's not to say there aren’t
some interesting activities being pursuedin
the freedom of the new halls of learning. From
left toright:in the lab mixing up the medicine,

themselves and the audience we have
Cabaret Voltaire.Inthe workshop we have
Throbbing Gristle performing musical
electrolysis, and in the gymnasium doing
supple cultural somersaults are Clock DVA.

Gristle are amurky mistin my memory.
Sanitary towels preservedinjars. Auschwitz.
Arecord that sounded like a dentist’s drill.
Afunny name. Gristle are four - an electrical
pulse operator, abassist/tape modulator,
aguitaristand a synthesizer player.
They wire things up as they go, they
stuff the audience with their wares
anditis wearing stuff.

They can’tkeep their attention
inone place forlong enough. When
they produce one of theirinfrequent
splays of exciting sound it seems to
be a mistake; most of the time they
are disengagingly trite. Their new
single “Discipline” sees people

LONDON
LYCEUM

 LIVE!

—— FEBRUARY S ——
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scurrying to the bar with its shunted
staccato’d operatic vocals. “Discipline” is
anindustrial, electro-robotic “Respect”.
Genesis P-Orridge becomes aKevin
Rowlandin another time, another place -
screaming demonstratively onbended knee.
Butinstead of bringing the song toiits
appropriate pitch and stopping, he lets it
degenerate into pure comedy, taking a big
tambourine and banging it with a drumstick
while heintones, ‘| want some discipline, ya
hear?’ over and over again. TG revertback to
their slapdash electro-collages.
Somethingsaresenttotestus.Z'EV, with
his five minutes or so of child’s play percussion,
is definitely one. He battles with aluminium
sheeting and metal boxes and | try banging my
notebook off my knuckle but nobody takes any
notice of me. Butthen Z’EV is from America.
The revelation of the evening, possibly
alifetime, are Clock DVA: they are going to




| Megson) of Throbbing
| Gristleonstageatthe
& Veterans Auditoriumin
- Culver City, California

be the best group inthe world. They
arefashionable, feckless and flirty;
smeared with blood, held together with
muscle, set off on course withaclear
insight on history.

They are hip, tight and extraordinary,
solidly based onasplinteringhard back
funk, and are mesmerising cabaret.
JamesBrown

PGYCHIC YOUTH RALLY AT THEE LYCEUM- STRAND WCZ
TIMEFIX: BTH FEBRUARY 1081 7.30PM

3 TRE BOOKINGS
TICKETS FROM: LYCEUM BOX OFFICE (B36-3715) § LONDON THEA

3371); PREMIER BOX OFFICE (240-2245); ROCK ON

SHAFTESBURY AVENUE (430—

RECORDS, 3 KENTISH TOWN RD Nwi (485-5088)- PRICESS £3.000

RALLY PARTICIPANTS: THROBBING GRISTLE _ CLOCK DVA

_uw VOLTAIRE = ZEV (FROM USA)
MPORTANT NOTICE; THROBBING GRISTLE WILL PLAY FIRST ON THIS NIGHT

Wusec s ag wlate =
.

INFORMATION 1SSUED BY MINISTRY OF PROPAGANDA FOR_PSYCHIC YOUTH

RALLY CO-ORDINATION BY FETISH RECORDS | 7.6.4.0.6.6. ]

music since early Pop Group, or
vintage Beefheart. They take care

of themselves, their history and

their emotional discrepancies. In
their wake they leave a trail of broken
minds, bleeding hearts and memories
of anight somewhere.

Anight that never was?

Atthe end they're sowracked and
tormented that the last songisso
tatteredit’s almost excruciating.
Forgive them? No, | thanked them
-itwasjusthow | felt,just how they
should have felt: confused, drained
and dazzled by their own brilliance.
Clock DVA don'tfitinto the fetish
category - they are super rather than
abnormal stimulus.

Cabaret Voltaire “top” the bill.

But they suffer from the exhausting
nature of the preceding acts.
Afatigued audience is not what CV are suited
to. The first song hits with persistent and
insistent riffs, butitis quite simply too long.
Thereis abare sensuality to their sound, but
therigorous standards under which they
operate tends to keep it hidden. The confines
and constraints placed on them by excessive
dependence ontapesare abigproblemhere.
The songs are mainly

meets The Velvet
Underground. They are
possessed withasense
of mystery worthy of
Edgar Allan Poe -
splattered, frayed but
fighting; they standin
the middles of the new
decadence tryingto
assertthemselves.

Glock DVA are
possessed with a
sense of mystery
worthy of Edgar

Allan Poe

musical scrapings put
together to formalimited
but effective skeleton;
they needtoslide and
shimmer alittle and allow
themselvestobecome
embossed withsome
flavours, to throw some
shadow over their

Asmooth,smooching
swell somewhere in the middle of all this
bruising and excoriating, they always
stickin the throat, in the ribs and the
heart. What a funked-up, shacked-up,
het-up charge they generate! Whenl|
wasn’'tdancing | was gnawing the skin off
my thumb. The best, most exotic dance

starknessandanger.
lenjoyed the
evening; it tested my preconceptions
and put mein animpressionistic
position. | hope that doesn’t mean
Iwas lulled into a position where
I could beirrationally reverent
towards aninanimate object. The
true meaning of “fetish”. GavinMartin

CHURCH HALL,
APELDOORN,
—— HOLLAND ——

LIVE!

—— MARCH —

LIVE REVIEWS

Musical muscle

NME MAR 14

T COULD ONLY happen in Holland -
buried in a cosy countryvillagelies an
old schoolhall that thelocal hippies have
taken over and transformed into a small
concerthall; what the travel brochures
would call “Dutch incongruity”, I think.

Anyway, as the young Dutch contingent
locked up theirbicycles outside, The
Bureauprepared to play their firstever
performance. The Bureau are the splinter
group from Dexys Midnight Runners: (Jeff
Blythe: tenorsax, Pete Williams: bass,
Steve Spooner: saxand Stoker: drums),
with Rob Jones (guitar) and Archie Brown
(vocals) recruited from little-known soul
outfit The Upset, Mick Talbot (piano) —
one ofthe musicians to have escaped the
shipwreckof mod-hauledinfrom The
Merton Parkas, and trombonist Paul
Taylorrescued from the obscurity of
traditional brassbands.

The obvious critical preconception
towards The Bureauisthatwithout
Rowland’sguidinghand and inspiration
they’llbenothingmore than agroup of
stuffy soulhackmerchants, buteach time
I'veseen them perform, the opposite
seemed tobe the case. Forwhatever
reasons—laziness, personal weakness or
convenience—itwould seem thatafair
portion of Dexys allowed themselvestobe
stifled under the gifted, inspirational
guidinglight of Kevin Rowland (the only
new hero 0f1980). The Bureau areless
regimented and sombre than Dexys, but
theystilldevelop a tension and exert
considerable musical muscle.

After only three weeks of writingand
rehearsing they’ve emerged with aset of
eightsongs, wellbalanced and constructed
with flairand poise. The openingshotis
franticallyathletic—afreshly pulverised
version of “The Horse”, with Brown
doubling on the drumswith Stoker.

Archie Brownisavaluablefindand,
when he eradicates the overlyhoarse and
grittytexturesin hisvoice, he’sinline for
future greatness. Onataut punchynumber
like “Bigger Prize”, he gets caughtin the
movementofthe music, theheatand the
zip ofthehorns. Onabroodingballadlike
“Find AWay”, hisrich, throaty vocalmoves
with the group to create amasterful song.

Of course, The Bureauhaven’tgotitquite
rightyet, butyou can’thelp smilingwhen
yousee thewaytheyre heading—confident
and dynamic, theyallowshrewd balances
between finger-popping Motown and
manicjazzblowing, forinstance.
Thebestwaytolookatthe
Dexysdisintegrationisthat
theyhadtosplitup to

continue. Nowyou canhave
two good groups for the
price of one. Progression
and compromise can go
handinhand. GavinMartin
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“I'mgoingtobeone
of thesurvivorsin
thenewerabecause
lknowwheretobe
andwhattodo:
Marvin Gayein1981
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Marvinjustsatserenely byaglasstable, patiently awaiting the first
interview of the day dressed in awhite dressinggown and large brown
sandals. Inasurprisingly quiet voice he told Lydiahe would look forward
toseeingherlater. Thenthebellrang.

Enter the man from Record Mirror, on time for his three o’clock
interview. Panicstarted to setin. “Well what are you goingto do?” Marvin
softly asked his press officer, when herealised who all these people
clutteringhissittingroomwere. “It'syourjob, love.'monlytheartist...”

Luckily the man from Record Mirrorknewwhathewas goingto do. He
was going to comebacklater aswell, and Gloriadamnnearhugged him
onthespottoo.

He’d graciously gone when Glorialeantdown and whispered inmy ear:
“Youwon't mention this delay, willyou?”

“Of coursenot, Gloria,” I'said, settingup mytape machine. “Oh good,”
shesaid, and thenwalked out of theroomleaving myselfand Marvin.

began with hisreasons for stayingin London after lastyear’s
triumphant concerts.

“Nootherreason,” hestates, “exceptIwas here,and I decided to be here
forawhile. AlsoIfeltan extrameasure of energyand peace ofmind, and
thefactthatitis more expedient for me to be on thisside ofthe ocean than
inAmerica.”

Could he expand on that?

“I'would prefer thatmylegal people deal with myfinancialand
personal problemsin Americaatthis time, and I be free of the
responsibility,” he says.

Thisturnsouttobeatypical Gaye trait-the ability to make outrageous
statements seem as normal as everyday conversation, purely by dint
ofhisrestrained, measured voice. His presence, too, is quiet,and
commanding, his eyes complementing theillusion by maintaining

An honest joy and delight

MM JUN 27

T HEINTERVIEW THAT followed, I can still hardly believe. It

asteady, piercinggaze. You can’'timagine himangry orviolent, though if
youcan believe the stories over thelast 22 years, then you'd have to.

His stormyrelationship with Motown could alonefill volumes, and
indeed a trashnovel, written by aformer Motown press agent, called
Number One With A Bullet, is purportedlybased on Marvin’s career there.

What concernsus here today, however, is Marvin'snew album; an
albumthatgoesalongwayinrecapturinghisformer glories. In Our
Lifetime?was originally to be titled “Love Man”, butthatwas changed at
thelastmoment.

Don’tbother congratulating Marvin onit, though.

“WellwhatIwanted to do conceptually,” he says, “was showthe
contrastbetween two very powerful forces thatare veryeminenthere on
Earth. These two forces are good and evil, positive and negative, lightand
dark... howeveryouwant to putit.

“Iwanted to showwithmusicand theillustration on the cover that this
istheareawe should be concerned withmost. Theideawas thatIwould
followup on this conceptand explainin detail howitworks exactly, in
depth, and whatitisIThave discovered aboutlife, its purpose, whatin fact
weareaboutand whyweare here.

“Ididn’tgetachanceto clearlyillustrate thatwith thiswork,” he
continues, “becausewasstopped about three-quarters of theway
through, conceptually speaking.”

He stops and waits patiently for the next question, actingas though he’s
said nothing. Stopped? Bywhom?

“The pressureisfrom Motown,” he says, “andit’snotreallya pressure.
Theysimply confiscated the masters before Ifinished with the workand
theyreleaseditasyouhearitnow.”

There’sabriefsilence. Whatreason did they give?
Iasknaively. Gayelaughsbriefly. “In order to
makemoney.”

Becauseyou'drecorded for toolong?

“Probably.” Oh. Anothersilence.

Later on Gayewillreveal that the new
albumwas conceived from the top ofhis
head and thatnotone note waswritten
downwhilerecordingit. Afactthat

makeshim extremely proud and probably
made Motown veryanxious, whenitcame
tostudiobills.

VICTORIAAPOLLO
—— LONDON

LIVE!

—— JUNE®® —

Vegas, alittle hammed-up stage

behaviour, and a constant projection
of distracting holiday snaps of our hero
onascreen behind him, Marvin Gaye,
Thursday night, was a pure revelation.

Bearingin mind the, er, eccentric
reputation that this man carriesbefore
him (areputation, incidentally, that has
in all probability been blown up out of
proportion —when did you last stand up
royalty?), few could have expected his
show to be soriveting.

He came onstage and sensed the
enormous warmth and respect the
audience was eager to give. To them the
onlyimportant thing was the quality of his
songs...and Marvin didn’tlet them down.

Assured and confident, he drew on that
rich heritage to take us onajourney through
his career.

There was early Motown, with Marvin as
adashing Errol Flynn, evoked by “Ain’t That
Peculiar”. And amedley dedicated to Tammi
Terrell, with her picture blown up on the
screen while Marvin crooned beautifullyin
front ofit.

There was the social commentin the
head-spinning music of “Inner City Blues”
and “Mercy Mercy”. And he broke every
heartinthe house with asensuous “Let’s
Get It On";senta flutter round the hall
witha“Heard It Through The Grapevine”
which bordered on the raunchy; and finally

APART FROMTHE odd dash of Las
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headed off for the '80s with
the fine “Praise”.

Little material was played off his last
album - not surprisingin view of the
acerbic comments he has made about it;
but the obvious relish and commitment
that Marvin putinto his performance was
the crucial ingredient.

He exuded confidence and strength,
intuitively knowing when to hold back or
burst forward. Tackling his material with
such apositive attitude, his performance
was soul itself, stunning in its execution and
hypnoticin variety. Atany one moment you
sensed that his unique vocal powers could
send shivers up your spine just as easily as
filling you with an honest joy and delight.

Even when his microphone broke down
justas he was about to show off the full
potential voice during “Let’s Get [t On”,
Marvin was able to laugh gracefully, crack
alittle joke and maintain the momentum.

His band, too, proved impressive. From
the disturbing reports about short
rehearsals aday before the tour, they've
grown enormously, tackling with ease
everything from gospelinfluences, short
and sweet R&B, and Marvin's own unique
brand of soul.

But the show belonged toMarvin. Tobe
honest, | never dreamthe’d be this good. All
Iwant now is another Marvin Gaye concert.
And after Thursday that definitely ain't
peculiar. Paolo Hewitt

“WellI'm fond of the new piece,” Gaye will say,
“because of thewayitwas created, without
writingand musicforit.Ifeelagreat
satisfactionin hearingitfinished. Asmuch of
whatIdidIcanhear, becausetheliberties that
were taken by Motown were appalling.”

Thenhedelivers the thunderbolt.

“Ican’treallyclaim this piece asmywork or
my production. InfactIdisavow publicly this
asbeingmywork.”

AcrossfromtheglasstableIcan’treally
believeI'm hearingall this, its toneis so quiet,
so peaceful. Infact, it’sa continuation of the
war between Gaye and Motown, which started
waybackin’72whenMarvin created the
trailblazing What'’s Going On album, one of the
blackmusicalbums.

Marvin’s crimewas to take asmuch time and
moneyaswasneeded to create thealbum,
directlygoingagainst Motown’s policy of
factory-linehitswhich mustbe produced on
thespotbytheartist.

Since then, even though Marvin was proved
spectacularlyrightinmakingsuchamove-not
onlybythealbum’ssales, butbyitsastounding
quality—Motown USA and Marvin have not
exactlybeen the bestofassociations.

“Idoubtifanyartist,” Marvinreplies tomy
question aboutwhyhehas stayed solongwith
Motown, “hasaperfectrelationship with his
record company. Butifoneisanartist, one will
never have agood relationship with the other
side. Thereisahorrible conflict. Ifone’s artistic
natureistrue, thenhe orsheismorelikely to



runinto tremendous difficulties
with thosewho are concerned with
(adoptsbored tone) deadlines, and
commercialityand controland all
thosenastylittlewords which make
usveryill.”

Hewearilyshrugshisshoulders,
goingonto furtherillustrate the
dichotomyasheseesitofbeingan
artistandyetalsohavingto
promote and concern himselfwith
thebusinessside of things.

Could this, then, behislast
recordingwith Motown? “Yes it
will,” heanswers gently.

“Ican’timaginehowT'llever
record anotheralbumwith Motown
unless amiracle happens.I'mnot
bitter oranythinglike that.It’s
expedienceandit’sastep upwards
forme, actually.

“Ifeel thatifI canfind another
record companythat’smore, let’s
say, moreinterested in my qualities
asanartist, ratherthanasinger...
IfIcanfind acompanythatis
interested morein me asanentity,
acomplete entity-producer, artist,
arranger, musician—and who
recognises those qualitiesin me, and who feels that these qualities are
essentially good, and thatIshould berespected, and that one should be
treated specialifoneisspecial, then thatis the companyI'll sign for.”

Whatamazes me mostis Marvin'swearyacceptance of Motown, and
theirdealings. With ... Lifetimehe claims he deliberately steered away
from the “Motown sound”, which givesyousomeindication, he says,
whenyoulisten to the albumnow, howmuch they changedit. He also
claims, straight-faced: “Ihave never given more than three-quarters of
mytalent to Motown atany time in my career.I've always held back.”

Hisreasonsaresimple.Ifyou treatmeright, hesays, I'll treat youright.

Touché!

HATMOTOWN COULDN’T get at, however, was the, uh,

& ; & ; concept behind thisnew album; the eternal battle
between good and evil, and

Marvin’s conviction that Armageddon Time

MARVIN GAYE

healthy disrespectforintellect;I
haveall therespectinthe world for
wisdom.”

Similarly, Marvin eschews
conventional behaviourtolive by
hisinstincts alone. Therefore his
ability tostand up to people such
asPrincess Margaret, lastyearat
adinnerattheLakeside Clubin
Camberley, Surrey.

“I'm controlled by my emotions
and myfeelings,” he says softly.

“Andifmyemotions ormy
feelings sayIshouldn’tdo
somethingbecauseofavery
strong principled position that
Imusttake, theninspite of the
consequences, inspite ofall thatis
facingme from a detrimental point
ofview, thenIhavetoremain true
tomyartisticnature.

“Thatwasadecisionlhad tomake
involving my pride and my dignity
andithad nothingtodowiththe

Gayewithhis Royal Family. 'm dreadfullysorryl

;h'ld'.e" JTEEEnE hadtomakesuchadecision.Idon’t
rankie Christian N

atanindustry knowwhatelsetosay.

eventini9al Apparentlyonlyafire-and-

brimstone callfrom Berry Gordy,

head of Motown, whose office is supposedly plastered with pictures of
himselfandroyalty, “persuaded” Marvin to appearat the club. When
Marvinarrived, Princess Margaret, plus halfthe guests, had gone home
anyway. Still, asMarvinis quick to point out, Bach and Beethoven
suffered byliving by their emotions, so he’snot the first orlast. No, what
concerns Marvin even more is theimpending disaster facing the world.

Food shortage, economic collapse, dryingup of naturalresources and,
eventually, anuclearwar. All thisinformation canbe gleaned from the
coverofhisnewalbum. Marvinisalready prepared for the disaster.

“I'mgoingtobeoneofthesurvivorsin the newerabecauselknow
where tobeand whattodo.”

Asforlettingyouorlinto the secret, Marvin keeps tight-lipped.

“Thatis for people to find out. Myjobis to predict, and tell the people
whatlIfeelthetruthisasfaraslhaveascertainedit.Iftheycareto
make their own checks, then they’llfind
outwheretobe...”

isfastapproaching.

Andwith that statementIwasinvited to

19 B
“WhatIwastryingto convey primarily,” he I I I I C Ont r 01 le d terminate the interview. Iwas wheeled out

says, “isthatifwe’renot concerned with survival

and anotherwheeledin, to face this complex

andunderstanding... thatthese two forces by my characterwhose timeis so heavilybooked.

[good and evil] are definitelyin control ofusand
thatitisn’timportantwhat these two forces do

Concerning future plans, Marvinhasa
tour of Africaloomingup, of which he says:

reallybecause somethingis watchingus,and e l l | Otions and “Iexpecttoenjoy total spiritual rejuvenation.”

something, whetherwewould like to admititor

RightnowIcan'tdecidewhetherthat’sagood

not, isin control of usand s probably playing f 1 . 2 orbad thing.
aneatlittlegame of chesswithusall.” my e e 1I1gS

Hegoesontoassertthattheseforcesare
battlingover us to satisfy theiregosand
there’snothingwe candoaboutit.

“That’sthebottomlineasIcansee
itfrom myyears of studying, years
of searchingfor thetruth, and the
realreason for things.”

Askhim exactlywho he’s studied,
though,and Marvinisreluctantto
name names, only dropping
Nostradamus, the French prophet,
into the conversation.

“I'wouldn’tlike tolist publications, but
manybooks, manyvolumes of books
writtenbythoseI'vebeenrecommended
who arewise,and whenIfind thataman
supersedesintelligence and transcends
towisdom, I'llread hisbook.Thavea

FCOURSE, WHAT you didn’t
O know was that while we were

talkinganimportant phone call
came through for Marvin. Itwas Berry
Gordy, head of Motown.

Marvin calmlytookthe phone, asked
after Gordy’swelfare and said: “Ijust
wanted to talktoyou after thelasttime
wespoke, becausel feltwelefteach other,
uh, unsatisfactorily.”

Eventuallyit’sdecided that Marvin
willsend Gordy a detailedlistofallhe
expectsfromhis contract. Butasthe
conversation continues, [can only think
of Marvin’s conviction thatweareall
controlled by one power.

“Justpawnsinagame,” Marvinsaid.
Howrightheis. Paolo Hewitt ®

GETTY
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“Listeningtoahighly
ampedworldis
extrordinary,like
lookingatthingsunder
ahugemicroscope™
BrianEnoin1981

t¢ last
of the
pinten-
pur yet

and-an-

rdian of
pair of -
vorld -
rview he
c of the |c
lectronic
ly equi- e | e ctr
, do you |

4, Eno has
vian Ena explains “My Life In

daydreuns
wrough his
Throw him
ling, bome
d he'll toss
 nosing Lhe

eory about



NISSUE OF NMElatelastyear contained one of the most lung-
bursting yet unintentional pieces of rockhumour yet created. The
feature was a question-and-answer interview with the guardian of
one of the most formidable pair of frontallobes in the rock world —
Brian Eno. Earlyin the interview he expounded atlength on one
ofthe many topics close to his electronic heart, and ended with
slightly equivocal answer.
Oh;came the next question, doyouhavea theoryon that? Dear God, Eno has theories
eotherpeoplehave daydreams or dandruff. Theories curl through his poreslike
pentalperspiration. Throwhim asubject, like under-arm bowling, home tapingor the
uitronbomb, and he’ll toss up areasoned debatelike aseal nosing the balance of aball.
hat,atanyrate, isthe theory about Brian Eno.
ireality, and aphone call to New York must count, he exudes areassuring practicality,
leven the discreetunbuttoningofaself-contained conceptlike “primitive futurism”
ainsitselfin the context ofhis conversation.
ontextwas, unsurprisingly, his recentworkwith David Byrne thatled to the
gHeads Remain In Lightalbum and the Eno/Byrne album My Life In The Bush
yreleased thismonth The album isinterestingnot onlyforitself, an experiment
gof “found” voices, taken from theradio or otherrecords, withEnoand »

DEBORAH FEINGOLD / GETTY
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January20,1981:
EnoandDavidByrne
experimentwith
videoequipmentin
New York Cityshortly
beforetherelease

of theirfirstalbum
collaboration, MyLife
InThe BushOf Ghosts

Byrne’smusic, butalso asabridgingwork thatstraddles therelease
of Remain In Light.

The Eno/Byrne albumwasrecorded before theywent to work on
theHeads’, but partswerere-recorded after alegal problem over the
use ofa “found” voice, allowing the record to be substantially altered
after Remain In Lightwasfinished.

So Bush Of Ghostsisboth a prologue and epilogue to Remain In Light?

“Certainly, itwas planned as aforerunner, and aversion was finished,
butwe had to suspend it forlegalreasons, which turned outto be
fortunate. Some parts of the original were weak, and when we worked
ontheTalkingHeadsalbumitbecame possible to solve some of the
problemswehad faced.

“My perspectives on mywork are always distorted by my proximity to
themin time—first excitement, then extreme doubt, which if powerful
enoughwilllead me toscrapit-thelegal problem with the originalis very
handyasanexcuse—and thenIgettoastage oflikingit, generally.

“With Remain In Light, 1 think at the moment that the experiments that
particularlyinterested me worked, butIfeel we didn’t take them far
enough. Forinstance, theidea ofthelayered vocals. IwishThad gonealot
furtherwith that.Itisanideal'vebeenfascinated by for someyears, and

32 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1981

. willexplore furtherin the future, butwe
onlyreallygrasped theideanear the end of
recording, and as the songs on thatalbum
developedverylatein therecordingprocess,
therewasn’tthe time to extend the layered

4 vocalsideaasfarasIwanted.

“Oneofthe othermain thingswestarted
developingthat pleased me was the
interlockinginstrumentsidea—instead
ofhavingafewinstrumentsplaying
complexpieces, you getlots ofinstruments
allplayingverysimple parts thatmesh
together to create acomplex track. For
example, there were five or sixbasses on
“Born Under Punches”, each doing simple
bits thattie together.

“There’sonetrackon thatalbum,
‘ListeningWind’, thathasalovelyfeeling
andis closesttomycurrentmood-ithas
amysterious, dark, slightlylost quality,
and thereissome ofthefeeling on Bush
Of Ghosts. The most obviously different
ideaaboutthatalbumistheuse offound
voices, althoughIdon’tfeelittobeunique
anymore.”

T JNOANDBYRNE'S technique on
...Bush Of Ghostsis to use anumber
- of voices they came across—a
Lebanese mountain singer, anindignant
San Franciscoradio host, an exorcist, a
radio evangelist and others—and sew them
into the fabric of the tracks aslead vocals
rather than background sound effects.

Theyalso usedvarious “found”
instruments—ashtrays, garbage cans and
so on-to supplement the meagre supply
ofregularinstruments theyhad with them
inLosAngeles, and the tracks were builtup
withacarefulregard to the creative
possibilities of arbitrary, rather than
random, chances.

Enoand Byrnestarted collecting
interestingvoices before
recording, and began combing
through theirnew-foundlibrary
toselect theirrecordings from
radio or otherrecordsto enhance
or create musical moods.

“Weareboth fairly
disenchanted with ordinarysong
structures—thevoiceyourecord
isinvested with your own
personality. Whatwewanted
was to create something more
mysterious, and by takingvoices,
outof context, butfeaturing them
dominantlyasthemainvocal
performance, youcangoonto
create meaning by surrounding the voice with amusical mood.

“Inawayitwasanexperimentto seeifyou can create fairly
sophisticated moods with voices outside theirlinguistic meaning.
Basically,I'msofed upwithreadingreviews ofrecords that concentrate
onthelyrics, quoting them asiftheyhad somerelevance, butignoring
the music.

Howthey’llgetonwith...Bush Of Ghostswith some unintelligible
andsomeforeignvocalsand nolyricsheet, I don’tknow!

“The two tracks thatwork reallywell for me are ‘MoonlightIn Glory’
[abrawny, percussive trackwith vocals from the Moving Star Hall
Singersfrom Sealsland, Georgia, whose declamatory styleis close to
Byrne’s] and ‘Regiment’ [an open, lopingdrum pattern overlaid bya
vocalfromthe Lebanese mountain singer thatsoundslike an early call
forthe Ayatollah].

THE JEZ



BRIAN ENO

“Ithinkthosearethe tworealachievements of thealbum, andIthink
mysynthsolo on ‘Regiment’ is possibly the bestI've ever played. People
thinkit’saFripp guitarrip-off [theycertainlydo], butitreallyisme on
synthesizer.Infact, Iremember Fripp once sayingsomethinglikeIwas
thebestguitar playerhe’d heard, andIdidn’teven play guitar.”

Thebroad, rolling style of drumming that typifies the first side of the
newalbummakesadirectlinkwith the “beatier” tracks on Eno’s Before
And After Science, butitwas not, said Eno, a consciouslink.

“WhenImakearecord, italways seems fairlyunrelated to everything
I'veeverdone. Butlookingatitretrospectively, I canseeapiece’s
antecedents. You'reright that Before And After Scienceis an antecedent
intherhythmicsense, and at the same time, on ‘Kurt’sRejoinder’, Tused
afound voicefor thefirsttime.

“Followingantecedents, ifyoulook over the Talking Heads’ albums,
David’s singing stylehas become more and more preacher, more
declamatory, and we found we both have abackgroundin theideas
behind that-the use of single phrases, often apparently oractually
unrelated, toreplace a conventionallyric—and thatled us to ourwork
withvoicesonthealbum.

“Also, we are both keen on blackmusic and its thythms, which comes
outstronglyonthealbum. That’sanotheringredient—amovement
towards the spiritual thatyou can sense around. I don't mean spiritual
intheback-to-Jesussense,Imeanin the wayit’s used in African music.

“Thereisnodistinction between the music you can dance to and music
thatmovesyouonaspirituallevel. We particularlywanted to be working
inthis strange area of mood and spiritaswell asaction or dance.”

Lookingfor clues to currentintentionsin pastachievementsis always
atreacherousbusiness, but Enoresponded agreeably to theidea that
theuse of “normal” sounds like radio voices or other people’srecorded
voicessitsatno greatdistance from his previousworkintherealm
ofambient music—music to surround and unobtrusively support
everydayactivities.

“Thadn’tthoughtofthatparticular connection, butit’sright.I'm
particularly fascinated by radio, especially in America. It’s extraordinary
justhow out of controlitis. In Britain or Europe the presenters are picked
for their qualities of calmness and obviousrationality—overhereit’s the
ranting fringe thatseems to geton theairwaves.

“Itsounds such amess compared to the ordered deliveryyou getin
Britain. Here you get the nuttiest people in charge of the airwaves—it’s
fascinating. Itseems to me thatradioin Americastates theboundary
conditions of madness—youhave a constantsource of extreme points of
viewontap!”

Rundgrenway of taking the mostadvanced computer techniques to
create devastatingvisual psychedelia-thatisn’'t goinganywhere either.

“It’slike fireworks—astonishingeffects thatwill please you for a few
minutes, buttheyarejusteffectsand notbonded to adeeperstructure.
Ihavebeen doingalotofworkathome on thisrecently, filmingalot
of different things, and observing myreactions to them, and tryingto
work outwhatheld my attention.

“There are, I have decided, two worthwhile areas. Oneis to think of
video asastatic, rather than anactive thing; regardingitratherlikea
painting. Youlookatitwhereitis for whatitis, notwaiting for the next
episode or piece ofaction.

“Thave beenworkingwith the screenvertically, and filmingland and
skyscapes thatchange and evolve very slowly, then puttingmusic to
themasanideaforavideodisc. Theyareinterestingnotfor whatis going
tohappenbutwhatis there-likelooking out of awindow.

“ThesecondapproachIhave beenworkingonistheideaofdance.
think the greatrevolution thatwill comewith videodiscsis thattheywill
make dance amassform, asrecords did for popular music.

“Dancesand dancers can be watched endlesslyand have theirown
musical form, andI thinkin afewyearsyou'llhave dance groups whojust
play-obviouslyitwill haveits Pan’s People side, the MOR end, but there
canbesomeincredibly exciting things on the fringe between dance and
performanceart.

“AthomeThaveavideoofal0-manblackdance groupwhojustget
togetherand danceintheirspare time. Theyhave developed an
extraordinary dance called Electric Boogaloo, which is exciting, very
intricate and includes some unique moves and steps I've never seen
anywhere before.

“It’salousily filmed video with shaky camerawork and poor sound,
buteachtimeIwatchthevideolam moreand moreamazed byit—itis
totally engaging.”

Ontop ofhisvideowork, Enoisrecordingand developingvarious
musicalideas thatwill probably end up split onto differentalbums.

“Onedirectionisformingthatisatanawkward, clumsy early stage.
Themaininfluence onitwasaMiles Davistrackcalled ‘He Loved Him
Madly’, on Get Up With It, which has avery strange atmosphere, asifyou
arestandinginaclearinghearingdifferentinstruments at different
distances fromyou. Itwas mixed with thatfeeling of distance, and that
interestsmeagreatdeal.

“WhileIwasin Ghana,Ispentalotofthe timewithastereo micand
ataperecorderwith asetofthose tinyheadphones.Iwould just sit outside
atnight, often forhours, listeningto the

With thatradiobabble onendlessstream,
Enohasfound America, and particularly New
York, anidealworkplace.

“I'vebeenlivinginthe US for some time now,
butlegallylam avisitor,and my psychological
statusisthatofavisitoraswell. Ifyouare
working, New Yorkis agreat city, butifyou're
tryingto think, it's the worst place in the world.

“Thewhole accentis onaction; go go go, rather
than contemplation. Atthe moment I havean
apartmentin Maida Vale, butI'mlooking for
ahouseover there. Inthe futureIshalldomy
workin New Yorkand my thinkingin England!”

“I'm so fed up
reading
reviews that
concentrate
on the lyrics”

environmentaround me amplified and through
theheadphones. Listeningto a highlyamped
worldis extraordinary, likelooking at things
under ahuge microscope,andIamtryingto
work outways of making musicwith thatfeeling
ofrelatedness and un-relatedness.”

andvisuals—and, mostofall, ideas—

brings mail and other communications
to Eno in doormat measure. Just before we
spoke, Eno had finished a day athis office
answering the regular flow ofletters from
interested listeners and viewers.

SUCH EXTENSIVE WORKwith music

Anintegral partofthat thoughtand workat
themomentatEno’sinvolvementin
video development, atechnical craft g
seenasalife-saving, profit-giving
miracleayearago byamusicbusiness
thathad bloated itselfinto financial
panic. Thevideodisc wasto comewith
the calland thunder of the Seventh
Cavalrytosaveandreviveaflagging
market—andthere, itseemed, the
thinkingstopped.

“Themassive problemisfinding
somethingthatpeople willwantto
watchhundreds of times over, the way
youlisten to music. Blondie’s Eat To The
Beatwayis exactlywrong—adead end.
Thestrictlyillustrational approachjust
isn’tgoing towork. Neitheris the Todd

MY LIFE IN THE BUSH OF GHOSTS 8

“Ihad onetodaythatparticularly
pleased me fromapsychotherapistin
Chicago, whowrote to tellme howshe
hadbeenusingambient musicwith the
childrenshelooks after.

“One child who everyone thought
completelydeafstarted respondingto
Discreet Music, and foralong time only
appeared to hear that, butis now slowly
respondingto other things.

“Another child she wrote about
hadn’tsleptfortwoyears. Theytried
everythingbutnothingworked. The
firsttime thatchild sleptafter twoyears
waswhen the played Discreet Music,”
saidacontented Eno. “Ithink that’s
acompliment.” John Orme
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Phil Collins:running
riotthroughavariety
ofmoodsandstyles

ALBUMS

Phil Collins VIRGIN

Let’s have the facts up front: Face
Value is Phil Collins’ first solo
album. Phil Collinsis, of course,
the drummer/vocalist with
Genesis, the notoriously soporific
pomp-rockmegastars. The
equationinsists that this mucker’s
solo excursion must surely trace
the same vapid contours that
band have been running their
fingersaroundforsolong.

Preconceptions tend, however,
toblur theimage, distort the
outline; predict only confusion;
it would be easier forusbothif
youleftyours at the door.

Face Value delightsin
confounding the familiar
parameters of thatband’s style:
listening to this albumislike
meeting someone you thought
youknew and disliked and
discovering that they've got far
more going for themselves than
you everimagined. A cursory
glance atthe credits he’s
accumulated for his work outside
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Genesis should've
suggested that
Collins had more up
his sleeve than his elbow. He'’s
continually put himself about
with a promiscuousrelish,
turning up on albums by Brian
Eno, Robert Fripp, Peter Gabriel
and, mostrecently, John Martyn.
Reflecting his eclectic outlook,
Face Value confirms Collins
as something of amusical
cosmopolitan; amore suburban
imagination would probably
have selected one style and
disciplinedits repertoire to fit,
Collinsrunsriot through avariety
of settings, committing himself
to the disparate moods and styles
with genuine zeal. His enthusiasm
lifts his encounters with black
music convincingly above mere
flirtation, and the inclusion of the
joyous Earth, Wind & Fire horns
gives the album an authentic
clout wherever they appear.
“InThe Air Tonight” opens
the album, its discreet tension
by now familiar though hardly
diminished. Thisis aslightly
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different
versionto the
single. The “Intruder”
drum pattern enters far later; but
whenitdoes crashin, the effectis
startling. Youfeel like someone’s
justburgledyour heart.

Theimmaculate standard set
hereis continued through to the
final grooves of Side One.
Opening with awarm wash of
sound thatrecalls the kind of
textures contrived by Enoon
Another Green World, “This
Must Be Love” isadelicate
ballad, Collins” husky vocal and
slightly slurred phrasing evoking
JohnMartyn. Stephen Bishop's
backing vocals are maybe alittle
too glossy and threaten to take
the sting out of the cut, but the
interplay between Alphonso
Johnson’s dextrous basslines
and Daryl Stuermer’s glistening
guitaris engrossing.

“Behind The Lines” snapsinto
focus with an exuberant pop! The

EW&F horns explodeina
flurry of celebration, over
swirling voices, finger-clickin’
rhythms and chattering
percussion, giving your soul
heelstodanceon.ldon’t
have aclue about the way
this tune sounded when
Genesisfirstrecordediton
Duke, but | suspectit pales
comprehensively besides
this version.

“The Roof Is Leaking”
follows. A dramatic contrast,
the arrangementis
unnervingly bleak, Collins’
vocal setagainst stark piano,
banjo and slide guitar.
Lyrically,“Roof” isin the
tradition of Dylan’s “Hollis
Brown” and Paul Siebel’s
“Jack-Knife Gypsy”; a
brooding evocation of rural
poverty.In Collins’ song
the narrator, watching
~ his family sufferand
die, finally despairs
forany relief.

Writtenand sung
by someone witha
mansionin Weybridge
andnoshortage of the
folding, this might've
stretched the listener’s
credulity to the limit.
But Collins’imaginative
leap finds himlanding
surely onhis feet
ratherthanflaton
his face. His concern

isauthentically
conveyed, the musical
detail deployed with
crucialaccuracy.
Collins dives again
into the territory of
Another Green World
with the Enoesque
“Droned”. A skittering piano
phraseisrepeated with
increasing momentum over
Shankar’s flamboyant violin
slashes and pattering percussion;
the final frenetic rush has the
giddy drive of somethinglike
Tim Buckey's “I Never Asked To
Be Your Mountain”.

Side One plays out to the
elegiacstrains of “Hand InHand".
Gentle, lapping percussion, piano
and airy synthesizer introduce
adriftingtheme; the mood'’s
picked up by alow, rumbling bass,
given emphasis by Collins’ halting
druminterpolations, enhanced
firstby achoirand thenthe
wondrous EW&F horns, back
fromlunchbutashungryasever.

“Hand InHand" is rousing,
probably sentimental; but your
heart would have tobe built like a
brick shithouse not to feel stirred
by it. After scaling some pretty

-




impressive heights on Side One,
Collinsrelaxes his grip and begins
to coast on Side Two. “I Missed
Again” and “Thunder And
Lightning” both feature the
grooving smack and whistle of the
EW&F horn section (augmented
by Ronnie Scott’s tenoron“...
Again”),but neither matches the
robust exchanges of “Behind The
Lines”. “You Know What | Mean”
isthe album’s Big Ballad. The
effectively starkintroductionis
quickly overwhelmed by Arif
Mardin’s elaborate string
arrangement: to the song’s cost,
Mardin edges Collins from
mellow drama to melodrama.

“I'm Not Moving” is lightweight,
sub-McCartney; anovelty that
doesn’t know quite what to make
ofitself. Introduced by alovely
smoky midnight sax and mellow
flugelhorns, “If Leaving Mels
Easy” is the side’s standout track.
Collins sounds like aman who's
justreached the bottom of the
bottle; the poignancy of his
performanceisslightly
undermined, however, by the
intrusive falsetto backing vocals
and the strings tugging too hard
for our sympathy.

Face Value goes out witha
brave assault on “Tomorrow
Never Knows”, which hasa
swirling cauldron of synths,
hornsand voices held together
by growlingbass and elbow-
shapping drumming. Collins’
version doesn’t have the white-
knuckledintensity of the
radical Manzanera/Eno/801
interpretation, butits very
inclusion hereis evidence of
Collins’ determination to take on
asmuchas possible.

It's also afinal confirmation that
while Genesis may have their
headsinthe clouds, Phil Collins
has got his feet on the ground.
AllanJones, MMFeb7

Fire Engines
POP: AURAL
A piece of plastic flyinginto
the ointment, battering the
stodgy trends, breaking down
the walls of eternal heartache
andscaring the pants off of the
complacently dejected.
Whatistobe
done? Somany
think they know
the answer - take
asuperficial look
atthe deeply felt
and masterfully
expressed
emotions of Joy
Division and lift off
the gloomy gloss.
Paintasoundtrack

for Armageddon. Or laughinits
face, gallivantin gladrags and
pretend that’s some big deal.

Fire Engines have ananswer,
and they probably haven't even
thought aboutit. Leap out of
your chair, ring the bell, scream
the klaxon and go chasingin the
street. There’slifeinthere-alot
of big noise and notall of it
pleasant; spiky, angular guitars
jabbering and brawling, and filled
with enough energy tolight a
whole town.

David Hendersonand
Murray Slade are the guitarists
responsible for this cockfight of
asound, flashing their plumes,
peckingand squawkinginan
insane dervish dance, asif
every performance couldbe
their last. It's an exhilarating
show, drenched with blood
and feathers, the pair egged
on continuously by drummer
Russell Burn, denting cowbells
and kit to death, and bassist
Graham Main, riffing until his
fingerpadsare torn.

Inevitably, perhaps, the stamina
begins torundown,and by
the time they've begunto
work their way through
Side Two they're
staggering around with
what soundslike alate-
'60s blues-boom riff
andthenengagingin
minimal primitivism
which quickly losesits
initial charm.

Atarecommended price
of £2.49,aslightlet-upin
adrenalin shouldn’t worry
you too much, though.
Fire Enginesare crude
(with aproductionto
match) and compelling,
rough stuffindeed that
leaps up, down andinside
out, nagging your mind
with its worryingly unusual
riffs for hours afterwards.

Comingin cheap paper
sleeve and plastic bag
(presumably the
brainwave of Pop: Aural
supremo Bob Last), thisis
music for the depression
thatdoesn'tgiveintoit.
LyndenBarber, MMJan24
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= Plastic Gift
Get up and use me
athetic Anaas_thet!c

‘,,53 thing in cartons
ungry Beat

SINGLES

Rainbow
POLYDOR

Absolute mayhem! Rainbow
grabanold Freeriff and hack
away at its contours withnone
of thatband'sbelligerent
passion. Not quite as
blundering and hopelessly
boorish as Whitesnake or
Gillan, Rainbow are stillan
unsightly blemish. And Ritchie
Blackmore’s solo here should
convince everyone thathe
doesn’tknow his axe from his
elbow. MMJan31

Landscape
RCA

Landscape are the
responsibility of Richard
Burgess, whose various
associations with the likes of
SpandauBallet and Buggles
is explained elsewherein
thisissue. Thisis fleetingly
beguiling; a disco-tronic pulse
interrupted by eccentric
twinges and deadpan asides.
Incidental music
without much
incident.
MMJan31

1)

Kim Wilde

RAK
The Wilde, the

Innocentand the
Meymott Street shuffle.
Daughter of Marty, Kim turnsin
an ebullient piece of plastic
pop, with more synthesizers
than Tangerine Dream. “A hit
with abullet,” says discerning
features editor Irwin. MMFeb7

Robert Wyatt
ROUGH TRADE

Hold the front page, late arrival
snatches coveted Single Of
The Week spot. Anirresistible
account of the fall of the Third
Reich. Impossible toimagine,
butifyoucanyou’llhear
Operation Barbarossaset to
doo-wop surfing sounds with
Wyatt’s multi-tracked vocals
causing simultaneous mirth
and angst. Shouldbe heard on
allfour BBC radio networks for
two hours every day, or at least
until Reaganretires. MMFeb7

Duran Duran EMI
As empty as aMarcel Marceau
soundtrack. Lacking soul and
originality. MMFeb7

REX FEATURES

KimWilde:
ebullient
plasticpop
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Blighted by critics, the police and taxi radios,

4 s continue to be a massive concern.
“What | resent is people who put down our fans

as dummies,” says Geezer Butler. “You get

some real intellectual people into what

we’re trying to say.”

|
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BlackSabbathonstage
duringthe extensive,
incident-filledHeaven
AndHell Tourof1980-81:

(I-r) GeezerButler, Vinny
Appice,Ronnie James
Dioand Tony lommi
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MELODY MAKER

“It comes back toyour basic kid, really. The kids don’t have to read in the
press to know what to like, or turn on Radio 1 and say, ‘Well that’s what I've
got to be into at the moment, I'vegot to follow that sort of fashion.’ The kids
rejectall that, so there’snot much music, apartfrom the heavy metal stuff,
forthemto choose from. Even then there’s never been that many bands
playingour sortof stuff. I mean, we took it one step further and made it
really heavy.” Geezer Butler, Leeds hotel room

YSIXO’CLOCK that night, Bridlington-on-Sea, a small

Yorkshire seaside town, was dead. Nothingbutsilence.

Down the stone high street, Audrey had finished dishing

out her authentichome-made fish and chips in yesterday’s

papers, and retired to the cosy upstairs of her shop.

Alittle further down, GypsyRose Lee, “as patronised by

Royalty”, hadlikewise closed and vanished mysticallyinto the night,
leaving behind her quiet, empty streets.

Briefly the townlapsedinto asilence, broken only by the sound of the
North Sea’s dark, gentle waterslappingagainstthe dock’s stone walls.
Through the darkness, fishingshipssilentlyslid out to sea, theirhuge
outlines eerilyfloatinginto the distance.

Apoignantsilence held, hovered, sawwhatwas coming, and then got
thehell outasthefirstmotorbike roared in. To be followed by another,
thenanotherand then cars screechinground the corners, musicblaring
outofthe openwindows. Deep Purple mixingwith the sound of the
seagull'ssquawks. Sullenyouths, inleatherjackets and enormously
flared, frayed jeans, suddenlyappeared onstreet corners, ahuge variety
of scarves, stickers, patches and badges draped around them.

Winebottlesinhand, theyinformed the citizens of Bridlington they
thoughtitwasnotFriday, but the day of thelord.

Gomically corny

MM JAN 24

LIVE!

—— JANUARY 18 —

“Sabbath!Sabbath!Sabbath!”

Onthe corner bya Wimpy Bar, twolocal girls crossed the road to avoid
agroup of males stuffing themselves with chips and cider.

“Oi!” theone with thebeard and tattoos shouted.

“Wantto see the showtonight?”

The girls quickened their pace.

“Stupid cows,” shouted thebearded one, as the girls vanished out of
sight,and then stuffed another handful of grease into hismouth.

TheBlackSabbath concertwas duetostartinanhour.

began the chantfor Sabbath. Backstage Ronnie Dio was saying his
firstwords to me. “Hello. You got Steve Sutherland with you?” he
askedin his distinctive American accent.

Hewasreferring to the not-so-complimentaryreviewofthe band the
innocent Sutherland had written in MM the previous week. I told him no.

“Doyouknow Stevewell?” heinquired. “Because you better get to know
himwellinashorttime. He maynotbe around muchlonger.”

Oh God, herewe go again, Ithought. Another step in therightdirection
for the ever-worseningrelations between Sabbath and this paper.

There was the occasion when Tonylommimetup with AllanJones for
thefirsttime sinceJoneshad penned anotwildly enthusiastic critique of
Tony’s lifestyle and musical ability. Tony did the only thing possible. He
beatthehell outofhim.

“No, onlyjoking,” said Dio, assuredly patting my shoulder as Iommi, big
andlargeinhisall-leathersuit,loomed into the dressingroom. Ronnie
introducesus. “Hello Tony,” Isay. “Allan sends hisregards.” Agrin appears
onhisface. Andhewalksoutto tunehis guitar.

Dio hears the crowd shoutingtheband’s
name. “Whyare theyshouting for Saxon and
notus?” hesayswithagrin.

I NSIDETHE HALL both supportbands had finished and the crowd

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
——LONDON ——
“Basically, the press have never understood
us, and stilldon’tnow. Iused to love the
Creamand The Yardbirds and all them sort of
bands, so it was natural for me, becauseIlove
this sortof music, to go on and play it. Those
bands never got much critical acclaim either.
But they always had the biggest followings

bad, really it wasn’t. Well, OK, that lommi

bloke’s guitar solo went on a bit, clocking
in at precisely 10 minutes and 53 seconds of
pretty standard, yawn-inducing, grease-
fingered fret-work padded out with a clever-
dick time change or two.

Ohyeah,and|s’poseol’ Vinny Appice’s
six-minute drum spot can hardly be said to
have broadened the scope of superior
sticksmanship, but count your blessings: at
least the bassist, Geezer Butler, had the
good sense to keep his shortcomings well
andtruly buried beneath the overall barrage.
So what if Ronnie James Dio did sound like

he was having big trouble digesting a brick?
His complete ineptitude as
aforceful frontmanmade
awelcome change from the
excessive ranting s of that
well-known nutter

Stop laughing and listen. It wasn’t that

Ozzy
Osbourne’s
replacement,
Ronnie James

Ozzzzz22y Osbourne. pio:Chetage
ontheHeaven
Sothe ghost of Crowley AndHell Tour

and Wheatley don’t stalk the
songs like they used to, and
so the new ones [sic], “Lady
Evil” and “Sweet Leaf” [from
1971], are dire, directionless
dirges: atleast there were
lots of audience singalongs,
asuper-snazzy light show,
aglossy fact-filled
programme, dry-ice
a-plenty,and anote-perfect
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“Paranoid” to compensate
for the abysmal dross drawn from the latest,
lamentable Heaven And Hell album which
dominated the set. It was opening night, the
first of four, the Sabs on the Sabbath, sold
outinadvance, an outright successand an
excellent opportunity toindulgeinallittle
bangin’ of de’ead.

Let'snot getbogged downin thatold
argument about the mindlessness or
otherwise of heavy metal. Suffice to say
when the Sabs were good, they were
comically corny, but more often than not,
they were turgid, tedious and not half loud
enough. Itreally wasn’t that bad - just
bloody dull, that’s all. Steve Sutherland

around England.” Geezer Butler, Leeds hotelroom

ALFWAYTHROUGH THE set
H a60-amp fuse decided enough

was enough and blew itselfup. It
stopped Sabbath justas they were beginning
to climb to an awesome climax of screaming
vocals, wild guitars and battering drums.

Forasecond therewassilence, and then
Sabbath, professionals to thelast, grinned
and Dio cracked afewjokes while theamp
wasbeingreplaced.

Five minuteslater theywere backatitagain.
Theirnewshownow consists ofalarge
segment of Heaven And Hell (theirlastalbum),
interspersed with such all-time “classics” as




BLACK SABBATH

“WarPigs” (written about Vietnambackin those alternativelifestyle
days) and, inevitably, “Paranoid”.

Toboostitfurther, Tony lommi treats us to a20-minute guitar solo
(thanks Tone) and Vinny Appice, depping for theill Bill Ward, manages
aboutseven minutes on his own. Lights flash constantly, smoke bombs
explode, dryice smothers everyoneinsight, andfireis exploded on stage
bytwojets either side of Dio.

Iwatchitall from the mixing deskwith Dio’s wife Wendy, aformer
actresswho endears herselftomebyrevealingsheactedin, among
others, Lords Of The Flatbush, one of the all-time great B-movies
starring Sylvester Stallone and Henry Winkler before he got morals.

Halfway through, I'slip offto thebarand ask

increasing both the volume and velocity of his playing tolead up to
ashattering finishing of screeching notes and tortured expressions.

Asthesololightshone down upon him, lommi, sweating, dramatically,
crashed out the chords and notes, and with agreatflourish stopped
suddenly. The nextnoise myselfand seven-and-a-halfthousand other
peopleheard was from hisamp.

Itwent: “Car 51, please proceed to Neville Street.”

Iommi, much to his credit, threwa quick grinand then hurled himself
backinto thesolo pronto. BackstageIwished that the taxihad been forhim.

“I'monly giving people options, they can takeit this way or that way,
butthebasicidea s still there. LikeHeaven And

anervous 14-year-old justexactlywhathe sees
inBlackSabbath and not, say, in The Jam.
“Well, there’snolights orlasers. It'stoo
serious,” hestammersout. “Ithasn’tgotany...”
Glamour?Iprompt...
“No,itjusthasn’tgotany...eh... glamour.”
Ireturnto the deskand watch the youth of
Bridlington go stark, raving crazy.

“We'vesaiditourselves. Why a20-minutesolo?
Whya 10-minute guitar solo? Why a five-minute

“T'he press
have never
understood us,
and still dont”

Hell to mewas all about injustices, especially
toyoungpeople. Theline whichIthink tiesin
thewholealbum—thewhole concept of what
Twanted to writeabout—is, “Theworld s full
ofKings and Queens/Who blind your eyes
andstealyourdreams.”

“I've seen, Geezer's seen, Tony's seen and Billy's
seen so many peoplewho don'’t have the talent to
createthemselves, but have the money to get
insideyour pocket, insideyour soul, and takeyour
artistic talent and turn it into financial benefit.

guitar solo? Everyonedoes guitar solos. Fair
enough. Butafter allit’s really the onechance that
Tony gets to do his improvisation, other than guitar solos in ‘Sweet Leaf’, or
whatever other songs. I think hedeservesto do that, it’s his decision, and if he
wantstodoithe’lldoit. Perhaps it does go on abit, and we have talked about
cuttingthesolo down, and that was Tony's suggestion.” Ronnie Dio.

“We've never been into fashion anyway. Allyou've got to do is look at every
concertwe'veever donein Britain, which have always been sold out from day
one. Sowe never went out of style because we've had such a good following.

“You thinkyou'rereally representing what the kids of today want, and we
wereto acertain amount of kids. Even when punk got bigin '76, like before
that, when there was nothing coming out between 74 and 76, completely
stalein England, we always had that following. Wealways stuck to our
music, and our fans have always stuck to us.

“You'd beamazed at how many people come to us who have the same
feelings about theworld as us. They'reso into the subjects we've covered,
and they look to us for more information aboutit. That's what I resent about
people who put down our fans as dummies. You get somereal intellectual
peopleinto whatwe're tryingto say.” Geezer Butler.

already gathered, waitingand hoping for a glimpse, oran
autograph, or something to justify their long wait in the cold.

Huw, tour manager, and [ have travelled on ahead of the band with the
luggage and can’thelp them.I'vejustbeen car sick everywhere, soI'min
nomood to help.Igo up to myroom and await the football results.

NextthingI knowthe gigislikelytobe cancelled. Theband’s crewhave
setup thegearand lommi’sampis pickingup alocal taxifirm’sradio.
Alongwith his breathtaking guitarwork, thisampisalsobroadcasting
thetaxifirm’s orders for the day.

Aslightpanicsetsin. The band consider cancelling the gig. No way, say
the police. Ifthe gig’s cancelled the kids will riot, and Sabbath will be
charged with provokingariot. They’llhave to play.

The taxifirmstepsin. Giveus £500—no, agrand, no, £1,500—no, let’s say
yougiveus £2,000—and we’ll go offair for the duration of your show.

Getlost, theband tell them. In the end the band will playand prayit
works out. The gigisin the Queenshall. Itholds 5,000 people. Tonightan
extratwo-and-a-halfthousand fanswill squeeze into the hall.

Ain’tnodoubtaboutit. Thisband is massive.

NEXT DAY WE go to Leeds. Outside the band’s hotel, fans have

“Wed liketo beable to touch everyone physically in the audience, and not
justtheonesdown the frontwho you can really relate to because you can see
theirexpressions and incredible enthusiasm. But there’s nothingyou can do.
That's thewayitis.” Ronnie Dio

everybody had cleared themselves off the stage, lommi the lone
figure launched into his 20-minute epic. Slowly he built up the
solo, beginningin “classic” fashion with soft, melodic chording, before

T HATNIGHT IN Leeds, the band suffered just one hitch. When

“Thosearethe kings and queens who blindyour
eyesand stealyour dreams, and theydoitto
everyone. So perhaps what I'm tryingto do isto keep up thestring of social
comment. We'remiddle-class peoplewho believe that the middle-class
peopleare the structure upon which this world is built, and we're trying to
say for them: Look!King and queen... sod them!Don't let them blind your
eyesand stealyour dreams.” Ronnie Dio

his thick Brummie accent, confessed: “God, all I could think of

I 3ACKAT THE hotel, Geezer Butler satin the reception areaand, in
up on stage tonight was a pint of John Smith’s Yorkshire bitter.”

“I'vethought about that, whether I could do somethingelse. I've been in it
for 12years now, and just to go and open a shop somewhere or open a pub.
When we madeHeaven And Hell, I fook two months offthen because I
didn’tknowwhatdirection Iwas goingin.Ihadalotof hassles at thetime,
personal ones, and in theend I just couldn’t stay in one place.

“Icouldn’twait to start playing. The music on the radio was driving me nuts;
Icouldn’thear anythingl liked. Just wanted to go out and play. Ijust had to
goanddoit, andthisistheonlyband that can doitfor me.” Geezer Butler

OfRocktobejustaspopularasitundoubtedlyis. On Saturday

afternoonIheard Richard Strange on the radio talk about the “death
ofrock”, and then witnessed queues about a quarter of amile long within
the Queens Hall waiting to buy Sabbath badges, T-shirts and all the
merchandising they could get theirhands on.

Theyalsostood there, herded aboutlike cattle, shoutingand chanting
onename-“Sabbath! Sabbath!Sabbath!” -likeitwasareligion or
something. Infactitmustbe.

Sabbath, to their credit, rode it well, down-to-earth guys, experienced
enough toknowhowtohandlesuccess and allitsimplications. Andif
everIquestioned their old-fashioned motives and way of working, all
theyhad todowastofall back on their pastrecord. Four nights sold out
here, a couple of million albums sold there.

Of course, itdidn’t convince me. Sheena Easton can boastthe same
thing, and tobe honestI'd ratherhave been stuckin myhotel room with
Dallasthan Sabbath. Butthen, as Dio says himself, “that’s the wayitis”.

Forhowlongisanybody’s guess.

I NEVEREXPECTED HEAVY metal, Black Sabbath or the Old Way

“Who else can we think of that writes the way we write? Judas Priest were
meantto besome kind of successor to a band like Black Sabbath, and they
stillwriteabout ‘let’s go out at midnight baby and do whatever'. It still boils
down to the fact that they're taking what their idea of heavy metal is, which
isthemoreclassicend of it, and that's not ourend of itat all.

“They'restill talking about love in someway—love between a man and a
woman in whatever perverted way they speak about it. And we don’t do that.
We have our own piece to speak and it’s not what anybody else does. So I think
we'reabsolutely original.” Ronnie Dio
Paolo Hewitt ®
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THE CURE, BOB DYLAN,
ADAM AND THE ANTS,
KRAFTWERK AND MORE

“Wake up and live”

NME MAY 16

HOUGH THE SHOCK is less than thataccompanying
Tthe tragic slaughter of John Lennon lastyear, the sense

ofloss brought on by the untimely death of Bob Marley
isscarcelyless.

Word hasbeen goingaround reggae circles formonths that
Bobwaslosinghisfightagainst cancer, buttheman’sown
resilience and confidence carried us onwards and upwardsin
hope.Itissignificant that, right to the end, Marleyrefused to
think “thatnegative way”. He was, above all else, asymbol of
hope and optimism for millions of fellowhumansaround the
world, who sawin the diminutive singer from Trenchtown some
aspectoftheir own sufferings or torments, someresilience and
militancy that theylacked oraspired to.

For,ifMarley’sappealand hisfame waslessthan

— - 15w oas 6363 thatofhisfellowspirit Lennon, then the nature ofhis
ozt successand hisappeal were more remarkable than
thatof The Beatles, and certainlyin the 70s, more

ROBERT NESTA MARLEY

Sth April 1945 - Tith May 1981

“soul Rebel - Natural Mystic”

immediateand morerelevantto the times, to our
sense of beingplacedintime.

WhileJohn tooktime outand offto discovera
personaland domesticidentity thatfamehad denied
him, Marleymoved progressively nearerthe heart of
thesocialand political activity ofhistime.In 1976 he
became thefirstmusicstar tobe subjected toan
assassination attempt—when gunmen burstinto his
Jamaican home and sprayed it with bullets, his offence
apparentlybeingtolend support to the campaignby
Jamaican PM Michael Manleyto winre-election.

Hesurvived the attempt, justashehad survived the
iniquities and injustices of social deprivation and
racialand class stigmatobecome one of the truly
visionaryartists of modern times.

Though therelevance and validity ofhisreligious
convictionswere frequently called into doubt byhis
detractors—glib, faintheartsandjaded cynics for the
mostpart-Marleyremained for many the apotheosis
ofrebel pride and sunny outgoingness, of warmth and
militancyinunlikely fusion. The paradoxwas quickly
apparentto anyone who met, interviewed orworked »




May13,1977:BobMarley
onstage with The Wailers

atHoutrustHalleninThe
Hague,Netherlands,
duringthe Exodus Tour
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inassociation with Bob Marley. Aman of
livelyintelligence, insatiable curiosity,
profuse humourand unwaveringfaith and
commitment, hewasalsoendowedin great
measure with the musicaland performing
talentsto conquer the hearts of millions to
whom his Rastafarianbeliefs were
indecipherable atbestand offensive atworst.

Hewasmadetosufferininterviews for his
adherenceto Rastadogma, though fewofhis
attackers possessed the underlying spirituality
thatanimated hisbeliefs. The present writer
remembersseeing Marley under attackina
German hotel from prosaic Germanradio
interviewers pressinghome questions about
Haile Selassie’sbankaccount.

“Whyyouno checktheheartthatbeatinstead
ofthebankaccount?” heanswered, and it
seemed then thatwhatever hisfailing, Marley
wasmore on theside oflife than the grey
rationalistswho pursued him.

Ithinkitwasatthe same meetingthatI
realised the enormity of the pressure bearing
downonhim-spokesman for Rasta, forreggae,
forJamaica, for black people everywhere, for
any people concerned with the advancement
toacompassionate world community...

Therewasanother paradoxthere, in the
conflictbetween Bob’s compassionand his
beliefthat mankind would in some way
receive thewrath of God’sjudgement for
the unendingwickedness of theirways, and
hisadmonitionsthat “Ifafire, letit burn, if
ablood, letitrun,” werenoidle Sunday-school
chatter, butintimations ofthe Apocalypse

thatreverberated
throughouthiswork.
Perhapstherewas
aconflicttoobetween
hisidentityasablack
spokesman and the fact
thathisfather waswhite;
notthatMarleywasin
anywayracist, simply
thathismixed blood
made him checkthe
absurdities of racism that
much more profoundly
within himself.
RobertNestaMarley
wasbornthesonofan
Englisharmycaptain
from Liverpoolwho had
leftJamaicabythe time
hissonwasbornto
CedellaBookerinthe
parishof StAnn’s. Bob
Marleynever knewhis
white father, but
throughouthislifehe
enjoyedaclose
relationship with his
mother, who survives
him. There was always

Marley:“a manof
livelyintelligence,

insatiable curiosity, uncertainty about the
profusehumourand A
unwaveringfaith exactdate ofhisbirth,
andcommitmentt and though April 6is
shownon his passport,

Marley onceinformed this writer that the true
datewasinmid-February.

He spentmuch ofhis childhoodinthe
country, andretained a greatlove ofnatureand
the outdoors, sometimesinlateryearstalking
ofreturningto theland and becomingafarmer.

Hisfamilywere poor-Jamaican poor, which
meansverypoorindeed. Theymoved to West
Kingston and Marley spenthis adolescence
learningsurvival onthelawless streets of the
Trenchtown ghetto, where
he quickly teamed up with

aseries of classichitsinglesfor Dodd, varying
inapproachbetweenslowballadsinthe
Americansoulstyle—“I'm Still Waiting”, “It
Hurts To Be Alone” —and furious uptempo ska
tuneslike “Love And Affection” and “One Love”.

Therecord thatsealed the trio’sreputation as
the toughest, mostpopular combo on theisland
was “Rude Boy”, apaean to the exploits of the
freewheeling delinquent youthwho hungout,
bored andreckless, onthestreets of the capital.
Thedisctriggered acraze for “Rudie” records
whichsweptthecharts, relatingepisodesin the
daredevilway oftherudies and their endless
confrontations with authority. The group also
started tosingribald sexual celebrationslike
“Bend DownLow” and “PutItOn”.

Ever pioneers, The Wailers decided to start
theirownlabel, Wailin’ Souls, but this venture
soon foundered when Bunnywasrailroaded
into prison on charges of possessingJamaica’s
national drug, marijuana.

Tosh and Marley cooled theirheels. Marley
spentsome timein America, workingata car
factoryin Delaware, where hismotherhad
settled. Hereturned toJamaicatosignadeal
with soul singerJohnnyNash, resultingina
single, “Reggae On Broadway”, on CBS. Later
Nash would have hits with Marley tunes “Stir It
Up” and “GuavaJelly”, one of manyartists to
prosper from Marley’s prodigious and song-
writing talents.

Theturnofthe decade found The Wailers
reunited and on better form than ever, working
with producer Lee Perry—the startofalong
association between The Upsetter and Marley
—onmaterial theyreleased on their own newly
foundedlabel Tuff Gong. With Perry pioneering
new sounds and rhythms, brilliantly assisted
bytheresidentrhythmsection of the Barrett
brothers, and the group, particularly Marley,
penningsongswhose spiritand insight
resound to the present day, theresults were
trulymagical. Songslike “Trenchtown Rock”,

“Duppy Conqueror”, “Small

Axe”, “MrBrown” and “Soul

schoolmates Peter McIntosh
and Neville “Bunny” O'Riley
toform The Wailers, avocal
triomuchinthestyle ofthe
soul outfitstobeheard on

“If you knew what
life was worth, you
would look for

Rebel” were Jamaican
smashesand beganto
attracttheattention of
otherslessdirectlyinvolved
inthestill tinyJamaican

the Miamiradio shows— T musicbusiness.

the purehigh-falsetto your S on Ear th - Acutelysensingthe
harmonies of Curtis 11 tL potential of the group to
Mayfield’s Impressions were Get u p Stand U p reachanewaudience
aparticularinspiration for untutored and ignorant
the teenage group. ofJamaicanroots music

AtfirstThe Wailers were joined by two further
schoolmates, Beverley Kelso and Junior
Braithwaite, buttheseleft soon after the group
had cutitsfirstsingle, “Simmer Down”, for
producerand patriarch Coxsone Doddin 1964.

Marleyhad already cutasolo single-“One
Cup Of Coffee” —twoyears earlier, when atthe
ageof16hehad beenintroduced to producer
Leslie Kongby up-and-comingsinger Jimmy
Cliff, but the record flopped.

The Wailers, however, were aninstant
success, and over the next threeyears cut

A Man For All Reasoning
Obituary By Neil Spencer

—“reggae” was currently enjoyingaboom
asdisposable chart music; theidea thatit
could have anything to communicate of the
weightandimportofrockandsoul orjazzwas
alien-Island Recordsfoundingfather Chris
Blackwell signed the group and put them into
a24-trackstudio withunlimited time; the
kind of procedure enjoyed by even the most
mediocre of rock talents.

With Blackwell’s considerable
entrepreneurial talents atthe helm, and
unlimited studio time (and session players)

attheir disposalfor the first
timeintheir career, The
Wailers’ dazzling, innovatory
Catch AFireLPinevitably
made the group acultwithin




arockcommunitylargely drained of the revolutionary
fervour ofthe '60s.

Most, however, couldn’t cope with thelanguid
rhythmicintricacies of the musicand its
uncompromisingspiritualand social message, and even
tours by the group failed to activate more than aminority
of either the media (journalists Carl Gayle and Richard
Williams were notable exceptions) or the publicatlarge.
CatchAFireserved as theblueprintforall Marley’s
albumsonIsland over the nexteightorsoyears.

Peter Tosh and Bunnyboth left the group—notwithout
acrimony-after the second album, Burnin’,leaving
hardcore fansbemoaning the demise of the group and
mostothersheraldingthe solo Marley on Natty Dread,
thealbum thatwasto propelbothhim andJamaican
musicasawholeinto thelimelight.

Histour of the UK the summer of itsrelease was one of
themostdeliriousand thrillingshows that many ofus
have everwitnessed, and peoplestill talkin reverend
gaspsofthe Lyceum show that constituted his Live!album
ofthatyear. Hissubsequent recordings—and indeed the
live showitself, with theI Threereplacingthe harmonies
supplied by Tosh and Bunny, and a progressively greater
instrumentation—have beenlargelyrefinementsand
variations of the formulahe evolved in the mid-"70s, its
appealspreadingsteadily furtherround the globe.

He’shad massive Top 10 and disco hits—“No Woman
No Cry”, “Jamming”, “Would You Be Loved” —and single-
handed hehasmade the concepts of “Dread” and “Rasta”
meansomethingto people who otherwise would
scarcelyhaveheard ofJamaica. Heinspired theisland’s
musicbusiness tolook outside its own tiny market, and
ifthe culturalexchange has at times seemslopsided
(ie, reggaelost out), then times are still early.

He gave the popular press somethingto get excited
aboutwhen theydiscovered that the Jamaican Miss
World had aboyfriend who smoked a pound of marijuana
aweek, had dreadlocks onhisshoulders, and nonchalantly
talked ofhisnine children, the majority of themnotbyhis
legalwife Rita, who hasbeenwith himsince the earliest days
of The Wailersand whose supportand concern have been
increasinglyapparentsince theannouncementofhisillness.

ManyofBob’sdreamsin thislifewererealised in his
lifetime. He travelled to Ethiopia; he saw Zimbabwe
“liberated”, and the Zimbabwe government’sinvitation to
playatthe country’sindependence celebrationslastyear
was for Marley one of the mostimportantand moving events
ofhislifeand career.

Until cancer struckhim down, hewasin fact on the brink
ofanotherstageinhis career. He planned to finally conquer
America, aided by Stevie Wonder, with whom he had stuck
upafriendship and who had written the international best-
seller “Master Blaster” about the wiryJamaican hero. Better
would have come.

ForMarleyand hisfellowRastafarians, there can belittle
comfortintheideaofthe peace and tranquillity of the grave.
Marleydid notbelieve in an afterlife... “Ifyou knew what life
was worth, youwould look for yours on Earth,” he sangin “Get
Up Stand Up”, and he meantit.

lalsorecallhavinganintense
conversationwith the man and his friends
ontheoccasionoftheJamaicanPeace
Concertin1978. We were saton the steps
ofhis Hope Road headquarters, engaged
inmetaphysicalramblings. “Whenyou're
deadyouredead,” chuckled Marley, over
and over, and appreciative laughter came
from his cohorts.

The corollaryto thatis: whenyou'realive,
bealive fully: “Wakeup andlive”, as Bob
said. We could doworse than to follow his
inspiration. NeilSpencer ®

2. DECEMBER-CHILD

PaulWellerin
1981:protestor,

publisherand
bonfirestarter

Poetry of Weller

MM MAY 2

O COINCIDEWITH the
Trelease of their newsingle
“Funeral Pyre”/“Disguises”,

The Jam -who will be touring abroad
onitsrelease date, May 22 -shota
video downin the woods of Woking
(the posh end) to accompany their
brand-new effort.

Thefilmalsoinvolved hundreds
of eager extrasindulginginrites
over bonfires for the benefit of the
camera. The woodland bop goeson.

Further news from the Woking
Wizards is that their Liverpool gig
for the unemployed on Monday was
setupinresponse to The Specials’
Mayday
Londongig. “As
The Specials
areplaying
Londonwhen
the march
finishes,” said
Weller, “we
thoughtwe'd
play Liverpool
for the start of
the march.”

Weller has
just published

the secondissue of December Child,
his own fanzine. It’s aninteresting
exercise, taking in essays on George
Orwelland the state of TV from
various contributors, to the poetry of
both Weller and “friends”. In fact, this
summer Weller hasbeen givenone
edition of BBC2's Something Else to
presentapoetry programme, which
willbe filmedin either June or July.

Should be alot more interesting
than the latest book on The Jam to hit
the stalls. Published by Omnibus and
written by Miles, it contains such
rivetinginfo as: “Paul hasaregular
girlfriend, Jill, who accompanies him
ontour.” Wow! It’s only value lies in
the quotes taken from early fanzines;
therest of the superficial copy s all
drawn frominterviews.

Incidentally, Miles, | could have
sworn that Patrick Humphries
worked for us when writing his album
review of Sound Affects. But then
Miles obviously knows alot better,
remarking on hisreview in the, er,
NME, plus Dave McCullough’sin
RecordMirror when he writes (or so
we're told that’s whatiitis) for Sounds.
Paolo Hewitt
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“We have a hig
problem: no money”

NME MAY 2

“Watching them (The Human League) s like
watching 1980!” David Bowie, 1979

are drinking champagne out of coffee

mugs to celebrate the success of along-
playing record by someone named Gillian,
while gravenimages of Richard Jobson stare
lugubriously from the walls.

Inan enclosed space some distance
removed from these festivities, The Human
League -thelabel's classic underachievers -
are engaged in a crisis meeting with senior
personnel, the outcome of which will finally
andirrevocably redefine the relationship
between artists and company, or at the very
least the prevailing assumptions concerning
life on this planet as we understand it.

“We've givenin! We've conceded
everything!” declaims Philip Oakey,
emerging fromthe conferenceroom.He
presents afaintly extraordinary spectacle.
More arrogantly lopsided than ever, his
asymmetrical haircut frames afaced coatedin
sufficient quantities of cosmetics to give even
members of Japan athree-week headache.
Incongruously, heiscladin a plain black jacket
andshirtandblue jeans.

IT 1S1981. At Virgin Records, employees
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Heis accompanied by Adrian Wright,
originally the League’s visual person but now
actively involvedin the construction of noises
asan additional responsibility, and by lan
Burden, the group’s new keyboard player.
Adrianisinthe middle of a day of rapid and
drastic mood swings;

)

The HumanLeague MkiI,
priortoexpansion:(l-r)
Joanne Catherall, Phil
Oakey,SusanAnnSulley
and Adrian Wright

and their synthesizer pop and techno-glam

visuals have been co-opted by a great many
people who were playing orthodox pop and
punk when “Being Boiled” first came out on
Fast Product.

“They diditbetter,” responds Oakey to
this latter point with no small degree of
magnanimity. He is eating chocolate, which
alwaysrenders him considerably mellower if
not significantly healthier. “They've only got
the money and the hitrecords, but we've got
the satisfaction of knowing that we started it.

“The satisfaction and the overdraft,”
interpolates Wright.

We begin to discuss the differences made
to Life In The League by the BEF defection.

“When Martyn and lan left,” confesses
Adrian, “we realised that we had nobody left

who could actually play.”

”

Burden merely looks tall
and confused.

To the average rock
voyeur -assuming that such
aperson exists and would
admit to existing evenif he
did -the current Human
League arenotinthebest
of positions. With those
members of the original

“Rehearsal was
totally alien to the
old Human League.

We never even
rehearsed for live”

How did this affect you?

“Drastically! We had to
start playing. | started
playing every day and so
did he [Oakey] and we did
‘Boys And Girls'...”

Oakey: “Youwentinto
playingand I wentinto
quality control. That's the
difference. The old Human

band popularly credited
with the musical brains of the operation
occupying themselves with their British
Electric Foundation and Heaven 17 projects to
considerable critical acclaim (even though
their stuffis actually dead boring apart from
the brilliant single), it would seem that Oakey
and Wright have been left aslittle more than
custodians of aname and a haircut. Afterall,
their first post-Marsh and Ware single was not
alotto write home -or anywhere else -about,

League -and presumably
BEF -work on a high level of ‘inspiration’. No
matter what nasties we'd say about them,
they are certainly very inspired about what
goesonintheirheadsand that’s why their
recordscanbe solovely.

“We workin a different way -we do loads
andloads of different things and pick out the
good onesanddon’tlet them go through
unless they arereally good; get everything to
its absolute boptimum. We rehearse, in other




words. Rehearsal was totally alien to the old
Human League. We never evenrehearsed for
live.lwould rehearse by singing to tapes...”

Ahyes, tapes. What’s all this about Martyn
and lan erasing all the old backing tapes that
youused touse?

Adrian: “We wouldn’t use their tapes
againanyway.”

Oakey: “It really surprised me. We went out
onthistourand we had to get three peoplein
two weeks and teach them what to do. Two of
them were atschool and lan we gotin quite a
deal later and didn’t have much time to work
out hislines. We still did absolutely new
backing tapes for four new tracks. So we went
to Londonand Bob [Last, founder of Fast and
Pop: Aural and manager of both BEF and the
League]said, ‘Listen, lads, you've only got
one copy of these backing tapes, soyou'd
better get’em copied.’

“So we made two copies of each: perfect,
wonderful, studio copies which | took home.
Thenwereadinthe paper,‘Oh, haha, we've
taken the tapes off'em. And thereally sad
thingis that we were using them ourselves to
record other things over the tracks because
we needed the tape...”

Oh what atangled web!

“We'd only be doing the big hits from the
old set anyway - ‘Empire State’roaredinat53
-butwhen we tour next we'llhave so much
new stuff todo...”

Material is not, however, the commodity in
short supply. Instead...

“We have abigproblem:no
money. | don’tunderstand why.
Imean, we haven’t had any hit
records, but we have nomoney
andit’sareal problem,being on
ashoestringand trying to do
something that looks amazing.

I mean, it’sridiculous.”

So,MrBurden. What's it like
beingin The Human League?

“I'mnotsure.'mnotinyet.”

Philip: “Yesyouare!”

lan: “I'm not!”

Philip: “You are! It said soin
the papers!”

lan: “I should believe that
then, shouldn’t1? | don’t know
what’s goingon.l'vebeenona
retainer for two months and at
the end of the two months we
decide what I'm supposed tobe
doing. And we haven't.”

Well,do youwanttobein The
Human League?

lan: “Yeah, I'd like to carry on.”

Isit OKif he carries on, Philip?

Philip: (expansively) “I'd love
himto carry on!”

Inthat case, Mr Burden,
welcome to The Human League.

Burdenis,infact, the
composer of the current League
single “The Sound Of The
Crowd” (a considerable
improvement over “Boys And
Girls”), though the songis
co-credited to Oakey, who
explains this seeming
incongruity by stating that
he earned his credit by “telling

lan to write the song and then changing it
once he’'d writtenit”.

Oakey'’s current function would seem to be
totidy up and finish off theimmense backlog
of songs originated by Burden and Wright,
the latter having blossomed as a vocalist,
composer and instrumentalist.

Wright hints darkly that it was his desire
to participate in the music that precipitated
the break-up of the original League. This
participation was prompted by his “getting
wellbored between tours while the others
were writingand me having nothing to do but
buy moresslides”.

Oakey, forone, is
heartilyimpressed by
these displays of talent
and determination
from one who'dbeen
little more thanband
scapegoat and fall guy
since the beginning
of the League.

Inthe meantime, BEF
and The Human League
-now once againon
speaking terms -
continue toworkin
weekly shiftsin their old
studioin Sheffield. Both
the studioitself and the
oldHuman League
synthesizersand
gadgetsarejointly

owned, so both factions takeitin turnstogoin
and work. Despite all the bitching from the
BEF side, Oakey contents himself by
remarking that “they’re not as tidy as they
mightbe”.

“Besides,” he argues, “if lan[Marsh] and
Martyn getto be as bigas Abba, thenwe can
sell our stories to the News Of The World and
make a fortune. We've got pictures...”

Wright (gleefully): “Pictures!”

Philip: “...and I've got my story writtenupin
manuscript form, all the dirt...”

Adrian: “My Life With Martyn!”

And that leaves the haircut (Number 4 last
year), once thought to
be theirsole asset...
even thatistemporary.
Philipis threatening
to get his hair cut
totally different for the
single after next. The
consequences of that
bodeill for the security
of Western civilisation.
Even moresignificant,
Burdenisthreatening to
make the League “really
danceable”.How does
this affect Philip?

“Notatall.lcan’t
dance.Notasingle step.
The girls tried to show
me, but...notasingle
step.” Charles Shaar Murray

PETER STILL / GETTY

Decemberé,1981:
the nowsix-piece
HumanLeague
appearatLondon’s
Rainbow Theatre, the
dayafter“Don’t You
WantMe"beginsa
five-weekrunatNo1
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The26-year-old
StuartLeslie
Goddard-AKA
AdamAnt-onstage
inLondon,1981




areat
their peak. Between sell-out

shows and meeting royalty,
Adam expounds on art, punk
and the new pop aristocracy.

“They’ve all got their own MELODY MAKER
style, they all take care of
business. They’re all looking
and sounding good.”

ThenewMersevheat four- nauelnvernggf.notlig side

April 4, 1981
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flungprotectivelyaround hishead asherunsthrough the screaming
gauntlet ofarms grasping for that one moment, or onekiss, or one touch,
oroneanything, toremind them ofthe day they came into hislife.

Urgently Adamis propelled along, helped by the desperate pullingarms
ofbouncers and manager, until he finally steps on to the coach, astrange
delirious smile stretchingacross his face.

The crowd gatherround the coach window and tap urgently, waving
and shriekingathim. Adamwavesback and the coach slowlypushesits
way through the crowd. Adam settles backinto hisseatas the coach picks
up speed and laughs outloud. Thelaugh of relief.

Godonlyknowswhathe’s thinking.

AllthetimelIspentwithAdamAnt,Ihad arecurringfeeling: déjavu.
AtfirstIthoughtitwasadreamI'dhad and leftitat that. Butthe feeling
persisted. Somuch so, infact, thatitwas onlyon the train comingback
thatIsuddenlyrealised whatitwas.

ThenIknewthatIhad beenherebefore. Tenyearsago, infact, when
MarcBolan, David Bowie, Slade and GaryGlitter started inciting the kind
offanworship thatAdam Antis presently experiencing.

Everybitofthe atmosphere thatsurrounded Adam Ant’s Newcastle gig,
thefacesontheaudience, the dressingup, the
screaming, bitingand pinching, the devotionsand

theworship, reminded me of whenIfirstfellinlove ¥ «ANT RAP

AdamAnt:“I'm
moreinvolved
withshowbiz
thanrock'n'roll”
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aAN AND

with music. Bolanwas my firsthero, Bowie mysecond.Iwasafan then
and sowas Adam Ant. Onlynowhehas five singlesin the charts.

Asyouread thishewill probablyjustbe touchingdownin America for
thestartofatourthathasalreadysold out withouthim even playing one
preliminarygig. Hisalbum has already sold a hundred thousand copies.
He’sNo 1inAustralia, Sweden and Germany, and in countries thathe has
never played.

Hissuccessisnotonly confined to Britain. Allaround the world this
manisabouttodominateand stomp oneverychart. That’shisjob.
Because Adam Antisthefirst truepop star of the ’80s. Nowonder 'dbeen
here before.

writerinroom412.
“Yes,” replies the pop star. And then begins to explain.
“BecausewhenIwasakidIused tostudyalotand allmymates would
be goingdown the clubandlisteningto... ltwaswhen the second-
generation skinheads were aboutandIgotinto thatfashion, becauseit
was great fashion whenit’s doneright. It wasn’tjustapairofboots. It was
Royals, Crombies, socksuspenders, Perrys... Red

¢¢ ) ID YOU ALWAYS have a catholic taste in music?” asks the

—

back pocket, hairhad tobe semi-crop with side
partingfromaguynear FinchleyRoad, aguycalled
RayRaymonds,Ithink.IthadtobeanItalian
haircut, youknow.

Iwasatgrammarschool and allmymates went to
the comprehensive, which kind of separated usa
bit. Tused tositup there doing my Latin homework,
whichIwasawfulat, andlisteningto ‘Band Of Gold’
comingoutoftheyouth club everynight. Itused to
beallthe Tamlastuff.”

“Thad an old Dansette player or something.
Ididn’thave muchmusicbecauseIdidn’treally
have one of my own, butIstarted collectingrecords.
ThefirstrecordIthinkIboughtwas... Eh, IthinkI
hadtwo...IthinkIhadthe ‘1812 Overture’, thatwas
thefirstthingleverhad, thenThad the Magical Mystery Tour.
“ThenIstarted tobuy Tiny Tim, because the first thing
Iwaseverintowas Tiny Tim. Purelybecause hewas amazing.
Ijustloved hisstuff. Stufflike ‘Have You Seen My Little Sue?’
and the 78sthinghe did. AndIjustloved him because he was
real showbiz.”

Loving Tiny Tim and going to grammar school at the same
time must have clashed quite a bit, says thewriter, fillingin
thesilence.

“Itwas quitedisciplined,” agrees Adam. “Inawayit taught
me towork, because they give yousuch alot of workto do at
nightthatIbuiltup averyhighworkrate.Ithinkthatin order
tositdownwillingly seven nightsaweekand...”
Atwhichpointthereisasharpknockonthedoor.
It'sroomservice with teafor two. He entersin awhite shirt
and smarttrousers, puts the traydown and asks Adam for
three autographs. Adam graciously agrees, signs the paper
androomservice disappears. Adam settleshimselfagain on
thebed, hisluggage scattered around him.
Onthedressing-room table cassettes he haswith him for
thetourlieamongthebottlesand tubes of makeup. They
include Theldiotbylggy, LowbyBowie, the Dexys Midnight
Runners debutalbum, Triumphby The Jacksons, a self-made
compilationtape of the Stray Cats, Human League, Madness,
TheJam, Heaven 17’s “We Don’t Need This Fascist Groove
Thang” (which Adamis crazy about) and various others. There
isalso “Rise” by Herb Alpert.

Elsewhere clothes arescattered about with books and other
bits of bric-a-brac. “I thinkwith homework,” saysAdam,
pickingup the conversation again, “you either doitbecause
youseethat thereis goingtobesomethinginitforyouatthe
end of it. Oryoudon’t.

“Well, Iwas capable of doingitand inawayall theworkI've
ever done, havingbeenlike an only child, did enable me to
entertain myself. Thad in mind going on to further education,
butwhenIgottherelrealisedIwasbetterattheartsandithad
tobeartschool.Thad to dosomethinginvolved with painting,

THE ALR , 3 Flashor GreenFlash... turn-upsjustright, comb



becauselwastheonlyartstudentatschool,”
hesayslaughing.
“I'wasthe onlyone who did A-level! Towards
theend ofit, because the art masterleft, Tused
tomoreorless teach thewhole school’sart
classes.Iused tostandinbecauseIwasthe only
A-levelstudent. And thatwas quite good,
because there were some quite heavy classes
and there were some quite hooligan-styled kids
andyouhad to earntheirrespect. Ifthey gave
youanylip you'd haveto dealwithitinaway
theywould understand rather than come on
with theheadmaster stuffwhich wasnonsense.
Butthatwasalright.
“Therewasno help thereatall,” he continues.
“Therewasnoinformation available at that
school [Marylebone Grammar, by the way],
intohigher education.Iremember talking
with theheadmasterin the corridorand he
said tome, ‘Right, you're doing History, French
and English’.
“Isaid, Twanttodo History, Englishand Art’,
andhesaid, ‘Artisn’tasubject. Art’sjusta
hobby.’ SoIsaid, T've gotnointention of going
touniversityatall.’ Hesaid, ‘Butyou'd getinto
university. Isaid, Tdon’twanttogo’,and he
never spoke tome from thatdayon. Never. That
wastheend, butthatwasallright.” Adam shrugs
hisshoulders. “Tused to playalot of sport.
Rugby, cricket, thingslike that...gymnastics
Tusedtodoalot.Iliked gymnastics.”
Herubshiseyeswithafingerandyoucan’t
helpnoticinghowtired he’slooking these days.
Besidehim are theleather trousers thathe will
wear on stage tonight. Hewasup till
sixthe previous morning sewing
studsonthem.
“Idon’tthinkanythingI've
learned in mylife, 'vewasted,” he
muses. “IthinkthateverythingI've
learntorbeentoldI've catalogued
somewhere. It doesn’'t matter what
itis. Like evenabad experienceis
reallyvaluable.Ibelieve thatif
somebodyhasbeenbeatenup
reallybadly, theykind of spend the
restoftheirlives tryingnotto getin
thesame position. And thatin away
makesyouthinkaboutyour mouth

> =
AGAM AND THE ANTS{"
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April1981:(clockwise
frombottom) Adam
Ant, TerryLeeMiall,
MarcoPirroni, Chris
“Merrick” Hughesand
(bassistKevinMooney’s
replacement) Gary Tibbs

whenyoushoutitoff.

“Also everythingyousay, everythingyousay
isaproductofwhatyou've beentold. Likel
maintainstill thatthere’sno original thought.
Ihaven'tgotanoriginal thought. The originality
comesinhowIclashtheideastogetherand
presentthem. That’salliteveris,” he admits.

I'smiletomyself,and remember the time
Melody Maker calledhim a “loquacious”
individual. Istill stand by thattwoyears on.

“Ididinfactform myfirstgroup atschoolin
thesixthform,” reveals Adam. “Iforgetwhatit
was called. Somethinguseless, but...”

Thesharpringofthe phone cuts him off.

“I styled
myself on
McCartney,
learnt his first
solo albums”

Tjust, more orless, listened to bass playersI
likedin ordertolearn. Thatwas myfirstgroup.
Wejustdid covers; justdid old rock’n’roll songs.
We did some Cream songs, Wishbone Ash
songs, nutty thingslike that.

“Blues songsaswell, because whenIwas
playingthebassIalso taughtmyselfatthe same
time honky-tonk guitar, Sonny Terryand
Brownie McGhee, andreallybeganto getinto
that. Branched offinto thatand just gotinto Big
BillBroonzy and Bessie Smith and all thatkind
of stuff. Iwasreallyinto thatfor two or three
years,andIreallydid alotofresearch.”

Infact,ineverythingthatAdaminvolves

“Excuseme,” he saysandreaches over to pickit
up. It'stwo fans thathave been waiting for Adam outside the hotel. They
haven’tgot the tickets for tonight’s show. Canhe meet them?

“Well, 'mabitbusyatthe moment,” says Adam. Buthe agrees to come
downinhalfanhour’stime.Iglance atthe miserable day outside the
window and remember how luckyIamnotto be standing outside
Newcastle City Hall.

“Wherearewe?” asks Adam. “Ah, yes, well Iwas playingbass and
singing.Istyled myselfon Paul McCartney.Ilearnthis solo albums, his

firstthree solo albums. AndJack Bruce was quite ahot player at the time.

himselfhe does “alotofresearch”. “Because
Ithinkthere’sso muchtolisten toinyourlifetime thatyou'rein danger
ofactuallylosingoutonit.

“There’ssomethingin everything. Somethingin everykind of music,
everytype of music, and to be quite honest the leastinfluential musicI've
listened toisrock'n’roll, really. The mostinfluential whenIwas at college
were Roxy. Iwasreallyinto Roxyand that’swhenIwrotealetter to Ferry.

“I'wasatartschooland Iwasgivenaprojectto doonanartistfrom the
20th century, and Iwanted to do FerrybecauseIfelthewasalittle
unusual. Hewrote me aletter back on Roxy paper anditreallywasgood »

HISTORY OF ROCK 1981 | 49

GETTY



becauselbegantorealise thattherewasa
so-called pop starwhowasanartisttoo. Up
until thattime therewas T Rexand all the glam
bands, whichwas great, but there was Ferry still
havingthe time towrite that. And Ibegan to get
veryinvolved with artistssuchasAllen]Jones...”

FTERLEAVING SCHOOLAdam went
Ato HornseyArt College and joined
aband called BazookaJoe. Their
leaderwas a guy called DannyKleinman.
Adam stillremains firm friends with him -
Danny designed the American Indian logo for
thelast tour.
Dannyand Adamregularly played

Hampstead Town Hallin BazookaJoe, and hereagain all those familiar
facesstartturningup once more. “Duryin the Kilburns and Strummerin
the 101’ers—you better believe it theywere great. Therest of the band you
didn’tlookat, buthewas great. And Iremember seeinghim down the
Nashvilleand you could see it then. Somebodyasked him to sing “Route
66” andyou could seeitin him, theanger. He said, “You can take ‘Route

66’ and shoveitrightup yourbackside.”

50 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1981

“Avast,mehearties!”:
Adamheadsoffin
pursuitofbootyona
firstNorth American
tour,March/April1981

“I never said
that Adam
And The Ants
would never
goon TOTP”

Adamfeltthe same excitementwhenaband
called the SexPistols supported BazookaJoeat
StMartins College Of Artin November 1975.
“Because theyhad thearrogance, youknew
theywere goingtodoitandIleftBazookaJoe
overit.Isaid theyregreat.”

Adamthenformedaband called The
B-Sides, “who never got out of South Clapham
bedrooms”, and also made alotof money
sellinghome-madejewellery at Hornsey Art
College. He made enough moneyto buy
equipment to record with, and when the first
AdamAnd TheAntslineup came together,
therewasAdamhandingoutthetapes ofthe
songshe’drecorded for theband tolearn.

Forthenextthreeyearsthe Ants,invarious
lineups, builtup asteady punkfollowing,
gaininganotoriousreputationasAdam
utilised his pastartstudent career to design
badges andlogos around the work of such
eroticpopartistsasAllenJones. Adam’s stage
showtoo, with hisleather and makeup, wasjust
assensational. Hisview of punkwas thatitwas
simply entertainment.

“Istillmaintain thatnobody knewwhat
the fuckJohn Rotten was singing about for
alongtime. Tomeitwasalwaysarevoltinstyle.
Youknow ‘AnarchyIn The UK’,sowhat?
‘SchmanarchyInThe UK’,Imeanwho cares?
The only personwho thoughtitwas political
wasMalcolm...”

Indeed McLaren wasto makea crucial
reappearancein Adam’slife threeyearson
from thatfirst punkexplosion. After therelease
of Dirk Wears White Sox, Adam’s debutalbum
for Do ItRecords, after a briefsojourn with
Decca, McLaren took control of the Ants, who
were bynowsellingout every time they
breathed without the supportofanybodybut
thekids, andintroduced themto theidea of
usingAfrican drumsason the Burundialbum.

Adamtooktheidea, left Malcolm, signed to
CBSand effectivelyblocked any chance Bow
Wow Wow ever had ofhuge success. Dogeat
dog? Antsmash dogmorelikeit.

Anthasbeen doing some strange

things. Like appearing on Jim'll Fix It.
Like meeting Princess Margaret and playing
the Royal Variety Show. Like reissuing old
singles. Like he used to be a punk, man. Our
leader. And nowlook athim. A bloody pop star!
He’s sold outwell and truly good. Bastard.

You're getting slagged off these days, Isay to

Adam. “Of course!” hereplies. “ButImean Iwill
do.T'llbemoreslagged offbecauselfind that
with thehits comes the writs. Let’s putit this
way. Ifin 1977 someone gave me asandwich one
coldmorningand arenowsuingfor... TfThadn’t
givenyouthatbaconsandwichyouwouldn’t
havelived and then youwouldn’thave gone
onto thissuccess, so giveme 15-20 grand’
andbelieveit, thenit’s crazy. Youcanbecome
verybitter,” he concedes. “ButIdon’twantto.
Ibelieve thatI'mrightand they’rewrong.”

S INCE HISASCENSION to status, Adam

He shrugshisshoulders once more. So why play the Variety Show?

“Because (a) itwas for charity and foraverygood cause. And (b) I offered
myservices to the Royal Variety Club Of Great Britain. Basically, there’s
nomiddlemen, andIam moreinvolved in showbizthanrockn’roll. I
don’tthinkrock’n’rollisshowbiz. Ithinkrock'nrollis rock’n’rolland
showbizis showbiz, and doing the showwas greatbecause Imetalot of
reallynice people and there’sno threatto them.



“Youknowinrock'n'roll there’s thiskind of dog-
eat-dogshit, therereallyis.I've got to hate everybody
becauseI'mAdamAnd The Antsand they're the
Stray Catsand they’re The Human League. 'm just
tellingyounow,” he says, gettingalittle stroppy,
“thatoneofthenicestthingsabout thissuccessis
thatI'vebeen able to meetandbefriend peoplelike
Brian Setzer, Gary Numan, Paul Weller... people like Kevin Rowland -
Thaven'tmethimyetbutIhopeto-becauseladmire them.Icansitback
andnotfeel threatened, notfeel competitive, butjustfeel great.

“AndifyoulookatthebandsI've mentioned, plus Madness, they'veall
gotanidea. They'veallgotasound. The Nutty Sound, the Cat Sound,
Intense Emotion Revue... they'veall got their ownlogos, they’'veall got
theirownstyle, theyall take care of business, they’re allinto lookingand
soundinggood. Thelookhas gottobe as good as the sound, and neither
hastobeoverwhelminglyimportant.”

ClearlyAdamisaware of where the Antsfitinto things. And he’s soright.
Thebandsjustmentioned are to the'80s, albeitin different shapesand
sizes, what Slade, the glam bands, Bowie and Bolan were to their era.
Fine.Butdoesn'titsound cosyup there. All pop stars together.Ibet you
were sneeringat thisayearago, Adam-Top Of The Popsand all.

“No, becauseIneversaid thatAdam And The Ants would never go on
Top Of The Pops, Inever limited myself, althoughIdidn’t think that there
would ever be asituation where we would be asked, purelybecause I felt
thatthere wasnowayIwas going to compromise musically orideal-
wise.” [Betyouloved thatlastsentence, punk...]

“AndThaven’t!” heshoutsfromacross thebed.

“Whenmeand Marcowentinandrecorded ‘Kings Of The Wild
Frontier’, thatwas allwe had. We financed our own tour with the
publishing deal we'd got on the strength of ‘Cartrouble’,and ifanybody
tellsme that ‘Kings..."isacop-out, thenIwillstand corrected. Because
thereisnowaythatsongwasacceptable eight months ago.Itwasaheavy-
dutysong. We went foritand itwasn’t No 2 then and we stillwent forit.
Then ‘Dog’ came. Then ‘Antmusic’, blah, blah, blah.

“Butall those songs werewritten so farbeyond and recorded thatIwas
goingoutand doingthekind ofthings thatI'd always done. The difference
nowisthatlamable to fulfil promises Imade to myself.I've always
wanted good merchandise. I've alwayswanted to playaclassjoint,and
I'vealwayswanted tohavefun.”

That’s notwhat the punks say, though, Adam. Theysayyouwere the
leaderand youbetrayed them. You could have

U THE ANTS

.

J tnee

Chaiming

TheMilkman orsomething?’ It'sreally funny;
Ireallyliked that, thatwas a greatbit ofhumour.
I'mverypleased with thelyricand I'mvery pleased
with thesound. That’sfroman album thatwe’ve
written; Marco and I have written the nextalbum
andIthinkpeoplearegoingtobeabitsurprised
withwhatwe're going to do. The video with this
singleisveryimportant.It’s the first video single for me. Iworked with
Mike Mansfieldand he’s great.

“Itreallyillustrates thelyrics, which areaboutnotbeingintimidated by
anyfashion. Reallyit’san Errol Flynnvideo!Tjustwanted todoall the
thingsIlike seeinginmoviesinathree-minutevideo.It'slikeathree-
minute Hollywood movie anditinvolved hiringahorseand areal
16th-centurycarriage and goingin awood in the freezing cold, jumping
throughaplate-glasswindow, doingall these kind of nutty things. And
youreallydid endanger yourlife jumping out of trees. There’snoway1
could fake that, andIlike theideaofactuallymakingthe effort.”

Soit’'shighwaymennow, isit, I cynicallyask.

“No” saysAdam firmly. “We’re not going from anything to anything
else. We'rejustgoingtoincorporate everythingI've done. Thislookisthe
incorporation of four different makeupsI've doneinthelastthreeyears.”

Histoneiscalmand cool, hisvision clear. Whatever you think ofhim,
Adamknows exactlywhathe’s doing. “It’salways pandemonium,” he
saysabouthisnewlifestyleasan’80s pop star, “and Iknowartistically
thatIwouldn’tfeel as calmifThadn’twritten the nextalbumwith Marco
already.I'malwaystryingtothinkahead.”

Ifthat’strue, thenwhere Adam sees hismusicheadingwill dismayalot
of people. “IfI can pushitabitmoreinto showbizI'llbe averyhappyman,
becauseitwillbe averysad daywhen showbizisadirtyword. Atthe
momentit'sjust ‘ifyou’ve gotthe time, you've got the money’. And there
youhaveit,” Adamsays smiling. “Twonewlyrics.”

Talking of which, whatdoyou dowithyour money, Adam?

“Apartfromspendingitonlawsuits, Thaven’tseenityet.” He pauses.
“I'msure other people willask me foritbeforeIgetit.”

It'stime for the show.

Tibbs on bass for the first time, was sheer pandemonium.

The sell-out crowd went bananas every time he moved. The
band putonareal spectacleand Adam got more cheers for taking off
his shirt than foranysong.

/_\ DAMAND THE Ants’ first gigin three months, with Gary

beenareal contender, Adam, instead of what
youarenow...apopstar.
“Icandenythatmostsincerely,” repliesAdam
onthe question ofbeinga punkfigurehead.
“Maybelwas, butifldon’tsetouttobe, there’s
noreason whyIshould acknowledge the fact
andgoalongwithit.I'msorryifIoffend people
bynotgoingoutthereand painting the bigAon
myjacket [populist punksign denoting
anarchy], orhangingoutandsigningwith
Backstreet Records or some crazy company.
BecauseI'vedoneit!I'vedonethatanditdoesn’t
work. Orratheritdoesworkbutyoudon’tget
paidforit. It’snotwhatIwant. 'mnotbeing

“I've always
wanted good
merchandise,
to play a class

joint, have fun”

Clearlyhe’sasexsymbolfirstand amusician
second. For some. For others, the Ants sound
isone of the most provocative around. For
Lynn, areceptionistat the hotel Adamwas
stayingin,itwashislooksandbodyfirst,
musicsecond.

For Dexys Midnight Runners standingat
thebackofthehall, who knows?Ishould have
asked them butgotlostin the crowd. Infact
Inearlygottrampled onin thatcrowd. But
that’sonly tobe expected. AtpresentAdam
Antisthehottest thingin showbizanywhere.
Afulfilment ofathousand fantasies.

Afterwards, on the coach, slumpedinhis

honestwith myself. ButIwould stick by
everysong, everynote and everyword
thatleversaid. Andstill say.”
It'snotjustAdam, however,whois
stickingtohis past. BothDeccaand Do It
arebusyscrubbingaround for old Adam
material. Deccaare goingto have to go to
courtfortheirtroubles and fight Adam
forit. The problemswith DoIt,Adam
hopes, canberesolved amicably out
of court. CBS meanwhile, aswellas
reissuing “Kings” owing to public
demand, and with Adam’s blessing, are
preparingfor therelease nextmonth of
the...gasp...swoon...faint... newAdam
Antsingle entitled “Stand And Deliver”.
“WhenJoe Strummer heardit,” laughs
Adam, “hesaid, ‘What’she doingnow?

seatand the greasepaintrunningdown
hisface, he declared the giga draw.
Halfwaythrough the showhe could
feelhislegs goingand consequently
couldn’'tmove thatwell.

Heletoutagroanand the German
reportersitingbehind himsaid, “There
vasnotmuchleapingaround tonight,
Adam.Ja?”

Adamjustgrinned and tookanother
swig of Pepsi-Cola.

Oversteakand chips,Adam Ant
looked up from hisfood and said tome,
‘Did you ever get that feeling of Ttold
youso’?Thereyouare, mate —Iknew
Iwasright.”

Hepopsinanother chip. Adam Antis
homeanddry. Paolo Hewitr ®
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THAPPENED TWO nights running. The Cure
were about four numbers into their set. As they
paused for breath between songs, yells wentup
round the hall-“Forest!” “Primary!”, “10.15
Saturday Night!” We’ve paid our money and we
want hits, dammit.

Singer and guitarist Robert Smith stepped to the
microphone andsaid: “This one’s called ‘The Funeral
Party’.” IthoughtIsawahintofasmile. Backstageatthe
New Theatrein Oxford, drummer Lol (or Lawrence)
Tolhurstisrecuperating from abrisk conveyor-belt stint
ofautograph signingwith the aid of abottle of vodka. His
disciplined, lucid percussionbears an equal share of the
weightin Cure’s sound, joining Simon Gallup’s sharp-
edgedbass and RobertSmith’s open-ended guitar and
synthwork to complete afinelybalanced equation. With
theband’s third album, Faith, vaulting up the charts, and
anewsingle “Primary” they’d just played on Top Of Pops, »




RobertSmith:“The
Cure’slikeareflection

of ourlives,it'snotthe
otherwayround”




PETER MAZEL / REX FEATURES

The Cure’sdressingroomhasbeen
besieged byautograph hunters. The
majorityareshygirlsaged about 14, the
restare serious youngmen. Some of them

had mettheband earlierin the daywhen
theyvisited the Music Marketrecord shop. Drummer Tolhurst treatsitall
withamicable detachment.

“Wealways sign autographs, because we think, ‘Well, itdoesn’t costus
anything, andifitgives someone pleasure for a couple of days, whynot?””
Heapologises for talking too much. There’slittle orno artifice about
The Cure. They'vereceived a certain amount of flak for their aura of
seriousness and lack of dedication to the things which supposedly make
rock’n’rolla “celebration” -sex&drugs & drinks & stomach ulcers &
inhalation of vomit.

There’sno denying thatmuch of theirmusicis sombre, butI'm
surprised atjusthow friendly and uncomplicated the three musicians
are—even the enigmatic Smith. His problemis thathe delivers hisjokes so
quietly thatit’s easy to miss them.

The previousnightfound The Curein Brighton-more orlessahome-
town gig, since the band come from Crawley.

“It’slikebeingmarried”:
Smithwithdrummer
andCure co-founder
Lol Tollhurst(left)and
thegroup’ssecond
bassist, SimonGallup

managerialrole. Parry, in collusion with engineer Mike Hedges, did
asmartbutmisleadingjobon...Boys. Thealbum’s 12 tracks were sparse,
twitchingpop, all chicken-wire guitar, neurotic bass and post-punk
vocals. Ilovedit, but when the follow-up, Seventeen Seconds, appeared,
itcame asashock. Gone were the succinctand snappysongs, replaced by
longer and less-defined pieces. The prevailingmood was brown bleeding
intogrey.Ididn’tlikeitatall.

Now there’s Faith, very much a progression from “Seventeen Seconds”
butintroducingasense of measured power and completeness. Both
albums saw Mike Hedges steppinginto the producer’s shoes, firstin
tandemwith Robert Smith, and mostrecentlywith all three Curists.

“Ilike Seventeen Seconds,” says Smith, strugglingto be heard over the
protestingwhine of theband’s hired Transitvan. “Imuch preferredit to
Three Imaginary Boys. There were only so many songs on the firstalbum
because theywere drawn from the two years before werecorded it. The
songs we always preferred were “Three Imaginary Boys” itself,
“Accuracy” and “10.15 Saturday Night”. Ifthey’d been expanded, any of
those songs could have fitted on Seventeen Seconds.

“Asitwas, mostof the songs on Imaginary... werereally embryonic, they

werejust putdown. Theywere verynaive. It

Smithwas disappointed that the crowd had
apparently come expectinga greatest-hits
package (though theband’s current setincludes
mostoftheyelled-fornumbers anyway).

Smith points out that The Cure always play
some of their older material to give audiences
aframe ofreference, buthe’satalossto
understand why new songs are often treated
asfillertobe endured before the old favourites
attheend oftheset.

“Youshouldreally goandseeagroup
expectingsomethingdifferent. Otherwise you
mayaswelllisten to ourrecords, cos thesound’s
alotbetter generally thanitisonstageand we

“It would be
impossible for
someone else
to fit into The

Cure now”

worked in thatway, but the whole thingwas too
muchlike a compilationalbum.”

Ifthatsoundsfar-fetched, tryto catch the
bandlive, because the proofis there. Songs
fromthefirstalbumlike “Grinding Halt”,
“FireIn Cairo” and thetitle track are fleshed
out, theiroriginal diagrammatic form shaped
into something smoother and more fluid.
“Accuracy” pivotsround an elastically
swingingpulse, while thebandrip openthe
tense throb of “10.15” to unleash fierce chunks
of controlled energy.

Thoughhefeelsthat Chris Parryexerted far
toomuchinfluence over the sound and shape

playalotbetter.”

Simon Gallup adds: “People don’tgo and buybooks they’ve already
read, orbuyrecords they’'vealready got.”

Butofcourse The Cure aren’t the onlyband to feel burdened by
audience expectation. [twould be surprisingiftheyweren’t. In their case,
the problem has been compounded by their abrupt change of musical
stylesince their 1979 debutalbum, Three Imaginary Boys.

Itwas produced by Chris Parry, to whose Fiction Records theband are
stillsigned, and who continues to work with The Cure ina more-or-less
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of Three Imaginary Boys, Robert Smithisn’ttoo
unhappyaboutitinretrospect.

“Ifwe’d produced it ourselvesitwould've sounded completely different.
Itwould have been amuch softer album, and maybe itwouldn’thave had
asmuchimpact. Soitwas goodinaway that Chris did produceit, because
itthrewaperspective on the songs thatwe’'d never seen before, and sowe
could always see howwe wanted to develop.”

Since those days, bothband and sound have changed. Original bassist
Michael Dempsey quit following The Cure’s traumatic tour with Siouxsie



THE CURE

& The Banshees, when two Banshees went AWOL and Smith ended up
playingguitarwith both Siouxsie and The Cure. Dempsey, nowwith The
Associates, wasreplaced by Simon Gallup, with keyboard player
MatthieuHartleyjoiningatthe same time. Hartley cashed in his chips
afterrecording Seventeen Secondsand touring Australasia, leaving The
Cureasatrioagain. [tworksbestthatway.

“It’slikerealising that thereisn’tgonnabe anyonetofill the fourth
positionanyway,” says Smith. “It would be impossible for someone else
tofitinto The Cure now, really, becauseit’ssoinsularit’suntrue. Itwould
take somebodyabout 10yearstobeaccepted, I think, on the samelevel
thatweaccepteachother.

“Andit’sso openbetween the three of us—there arenosecrets. It’slike
being marriedinaway. It's thattype of intensity that you have to build up.
'CosI've known Lol since Iwas five and I've known Simon for about six
yearsnow.

“Isometimes thinkafourth instrumentwould be nice, butonly
becauseI'm playingthe guitar and singing, and sometimesIjustwish
Icouldstop playing the guitar forasongoracouplasongsand nothave to
doanythingexceptsing.

“Butwhenit’sbalanced up, that’s the only advantage to havingafourth
member-the disadvantagesrollinto thehundreds.”

Matthieu Hartley, it seems, had trouble acceptingarolewhich at times
couldbestbe described as “peripheral”. Simon Gallup also had to
undergoarethinkwhenhejoined theband.

“Inawaylhad toun-learnalotofthings, becauseIusedtolike playing
eightnotes asecond or something. ButnowIdon’treally care anymore—
Iplayonenoteaminutenow.”

structure—creative inputis split three ways, though Smith

feedsinthebulk of the originalideas—The Cure are now
looking for different ways of presenting themselves. The current tour is
called “Picture Tour” because, instead of a supportband, The Cure are
showingahalf-hour film called Carnage Visitors every night,
accompanied by a specially written soundtrack. The film is a chunk of
black-and-white animation, made by Simon Gallup’s brother Ric, who’s
amodel maker. Unsurprisingly, the film features Ric’s own models.

“He’slikeamad person outofafairytale, “explains Smith. Simon
Gallup doesn’tpunch himin the mouth. “Hessitsin his garage making
strangemodels. Theidea to have afilm was there when we were making
Seventeen Seconds. People often think you're being
self-indulgentwhen groups talkabout making
films, but there’s alot ofideas that spill over from
makingrecords. It'snotlike you can justmake
music, because it doesn’tworklike that, there’slots
of other things.

“The Cure’slike areflection of ourlives, it'snot the
otherwayround, sowe're nottrappedinagroup. It
seems stupid tolimititjust to music.”

Butthough Smith claimstolike the film because
it’snaive, theaccompanying music carriesit.It'sa
single piece, builton a gradually evolving rhythmic
patternwhich soundsalittle too much like Pink
Floyd for comfort (ifyou buya copy of Faith
oncassette, yougeta cassette of the film
musicthrowninfree).

Smith explainsthatitwascomposedin
onenight, usingarhythmboxand abass
guitarwhich had gone outoftune. “We’re
notpsychedelic,” hesays. “We don't take

HAVING RE-ESTABLISHED A coherent and intimate group

“Butthetroubleisifwearrivelate forasoundcheck or somethinggoes
wrong, we've got to make the choice -either the supportband gets
asoundcheckandyougethalfaslongasyouneed, soyoursound’s
awfuland the audienceis disappointed and theymaynotevenlike the
supportgroup. Or the supportgroup doesn’t getasoundcheck and you
getagood oneand theaudienceis pissed offall the way through the
supportactbecause they can'thearanything.

“And then we were worrying about why there should be such things as
supportgroups anyway, and amain band, and how can youjustifywhois
better thanwho...”

Sogoodbye supportbands, atleastfor the time being. Having taken
the decision thata Cure gigwill be The Cure, the complete Cureand
nothingbut The Cure, are the band equipped to handle thatamount of
responsibility? Isupposeit’saforegone conclusion that the answeris yes,
and thereason for thatis essentially Robert Smith’s determination.

purpose which has already seen the band through its changes

of style and personnel. Since they started, The Cure have always
taken the longview—-no dizzyingrecord company advances, no efforts
to cash in with quick commercial singles and even arefusal to putin
extended periods of time as a supportact to other bands. They've
pursued their own track with dogged single-mindedness.

“Idon’tthinkit’s generallyagoodideatobeasupportband,” says Smith
matter-of-factly, “because you can getlocked into that feeling ofbeing
inferior. Also, audiences are generally lukewarm towards support
groups, unlessit’sawhole packagelike the Final Solution things where
theaudienceis probably equally divided between wanting to see one of
four or five bands.

“Untilthe Banshees tourwe’d neverreallybeenasupportact,and on
thatone wewere morelike special guests. There were usually three bands
on,andwedidn’twannabe, like, the Banshees’ supportgroup.”

Atthesametime, theband haven'tbeen afraid to steer away from the
relatively commercial feel of their firstalbumin pursuit ofasound which
owes nothingto any of the more bankable musical tangents which are
currently doing therounds.

Asthemusicallandscape becomesincreasingly fragmented into sub-
groups tryingto grab a piece of the ever-diminishing commercial action,
The Cure have veered offin the opposite direction. Their music has
becomeincreasinglymoodyand atmospheric. Theydon'thurry.

Smith: “That’s something somebody criticised us
foraboutaweekago, saying thatmaybe we were
gettingflabbyin thatthe songs were gettinglonger.
ButIdon'tseewhy, ifyoudon’teven claimtobe
workingwithinapop format, youshould have to
conformto theideaofathree-minute song.

“Peoplesay, ‘Oh, you can putdown anything
within three minutes, any emotion’, whichis
probablytrue. Youcan probably putdownany
emotionin 15secondsifyoujustsayit, y'’know,
‘Ifeelsad’ withatribaldrumbeatbehindit. Butit’s
justdevelopinganidea-it’snotrevolutionary, it’s
been goingon for hundreds ofyears—butIthinkif »

THOUGH HE’SONLY 22, Smith possesses a steely intensity of

psychedelicdrugs...”
Thoughit’'shardlyarevolutionaryideato
usefilm, itworks becauseitlets The Cure
shape themood of thewhole evening.
Smith explores the topic of support bands.
“Therewerelots ofreasons fornothaving
supportbands. Onthelasttourwedid,
we putathingin the music paperssaying
thatanylocalbandsthatwould like to play
withusshouldsendatapein,and we chose
alocalband from each town we playedin.
Some of em werereally good and itworked
reallywell.
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you've gotanideawhichyouthinkis good, youshould allowit to develop
itself. Andyoualsolose theidea of verse/chorus/middle eight/chorus/
endinasong,and gettingaway from thatisreallyimportanttous.”
It'senough to make Mickie Most optfor voluntary euthanasia. But The
Cure dowhat theymustdo and they doitwell. Evenif Smith protests with
mockdisgustthatall Lol Tolhurst ever doesis eatand smoke Marlboros,
The Cure have booked themselves an open-ended ticket on the train out
of Crawleyand nobody getsleftbehind.
“We'renotanunfriendlygroupreally, arewe?” Robert Smith asks me,
onlyhalfrhetorically. “Ithink we're quite friendly.”
AndTthinkitmatterstohim. Adam Sweeting

NME

T’SAPERFECT day for brooding along with The Cure, amuggy
Ilimbo neither too hotnor too cold, the sky’s overcast but not grey

enough forrain and anyway the three Cures and this NME quack
arealready sheltered inside the group’s shoddy white tour bus.

Parked nextto the dank canal behind Chelmsford Odeon, the busis
dwarfed bythe giant purple and yellowarticulated truck thathauls the
PA equipmentthey’ve hired-so drummer Lol Tolhurstblithelyreveals—
from Pink Floyd.

“We're using possibly the best PAin England,” states Robert Smith, their
quietly confident guitarist, forreasons thatwillbecome apparentina
moment. Bearingin mind thefirsttime we met—threeyearsagoina
Surreyhotellounge where The Cure were playing with a skeleton set-up
thatwould make the buskin’ Shakin’ Pyramids appear overdressed—
we'rebothaware ofthe changein the trio’s material circumstances.
Smith obviously more so, thanks to the stream of malicious comparisons
some have drawn between their moody new music and the bloated Pig
Floatersfrom whom they’ve hired a PA.

These comparisonsinvariably come from those who nurtured The
Cureasatrio ofloveable whackoswho composed skimpy oddball
nuggetslike “KillingAn Arab” —awonderful three-minute résumé of
Albert Camus’ The Outsider—“Plastic Passion”, “Boys Don’t Cry” and
“FireIn Cairo”. Justout of schooland good-looking too, they were every
jaded cynic’sdream combo: witty, bright and trashy enough to epitomise
the over-lauded garage-band ethic.

Butnone oftheirsingleshitand after 18 months of tryingitlooked
like The Cure were destined for obscure cult status. Sowhen they
disappeared everybody assumed them to be aspent force. Wrongly, it
turned out, as The Cure returned with ahit LP, Seventeen Seconds, and
single, “AForest”, which on the surface were farless commercial than
their debut LP, Three Imaginary Boys.

Seventeen Secondswas more an extended 12-inch singlethananLP;
itwas one melancholicmood sustained through aseries of songs by
aspecificdrumsound. The vitality
andlikeable mistakes of the first LP
hadbeenreplaced by something
equally, thoughlessnoticeably
youthful: brokenlove. The mood, it
seems, continues through to their
latestLP, Faith. Even sadder and
gloomier, it concernsitselfwith
ageing, lossofinnocence and death.

Theirfansargue that The Cure have
matured, their critics that they’ve
“progressed”. Predictablyfor this trio,
theyprovide easier and cheaper fuel
fortheir detractors than their
champions. Thenewmood music
demands greater precision, thereis
lessmarginforerror. Thusthe
expensive PA, acutely conscious
thoughthetrioarehowtheleapin
size and quality ofhardware would
betaken.

Let’sreturn to the backofthebus
andseeksomekind ofassurance
from Smith.

“We're careful to avoid [sounding
emptyl,” he cautiously says, “though
itwouldn’tseem thatway from the
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pomprock-style trucks. Afterwe hired the PAwe had adayat Shepperton
toseehowitwouldlookall setup. Itwasreallyabsurd seeingitall, 10
times bigger than the equipmentwe usually use. But then we got to
thinkingwe’ve always gone on tour with equipmentbreaking down.
Andatthe momentit’sreliability we want.”

Earlier, noticingmyeyeslatching onto the giantarticulated truck,
drummer Tolhurstgleefully anticipated aheadline: “From punk to
pomp,” hejoked.Ilaughed. When were The Cure ever punks?

amorphous mass thathasreplaced the traditional middle class

and now stretches to include the swelling ranks of young
unemployed, the children of shopfloor workers, office workers,
executives, teachers and middle-grade civil servants. It’'s massive and
still on therise, yetit’s one that pop groups—The Kinks and Fad Gadget
excepted —are mostreluctant to align themselves with.

Despiteits size and scope, fewhave successfully explored it, finding it
much easier toreinforce the stereotypes using the ready-to-wear
language of Sun headlines. The Cure, however, simply sidestep the
dogmastheyfeelno affinitywith and touch instead upon the habits and
emotions of this anonymous majority. Though they make no attemptto
disguise theirroots, theynever getmaudlin or soppy about them. They
maintainasufficientdetachment to write accurately enough to involve
them, going by the size and makeup of their audience. Evidently their
schoolboyreadings of Camus have stood themin good stead.

DoesSmithstillfeelas, er, alienated asthe murdererin “KillingAn Arab”?

No, hereplies, but “sincewe don’tlivein London we haven’tgot drawn
into thatwholerock’'n’rollmyth. Soforusitisstillnormaland that’s the
whole point. It’s justlike normalitywith a detached view, because it’s not
likewe're trapped there. We travel alot and when we return we’re almost
like observersin ourownhome, whichis whatgives our songs the air of
detachment.It’'snotlike we're saying, ‘Oh, we're alienated, or thingslike
that, because wejustdon'tfeellike that.”

Detached though they feel-livingin suburban Crawley, West Sussex—
there’sadreamy qualityabout their music thatfalls short of the troubling
introspection of Joy Division copyists, therefore dispelling another
popular convention: thatof the troubled, starvingartist. Smith exudes
apositiveairthatisimplied by choosing Faith as the title of theirnew LP.

“Yeah, I'm confident-to the degree of nausea sometimes,” Smith
smiles. “It’sjustsecond nature to me. Confidenceis usually frowned
upon, butI don’tknowwhy. It’s like the stereotype of the cowering
Kafkaesquefigure, forever nervous.Imean, youcanfeel those emotions,
butstill feel confident thatyou’llwin through. Ifyou thinkyou're not
goingto, thenwhybother?”

Smith doesn’tdenythathe’shad it easier than some. When he left
school he chose to stay unemployed for eight months before the
release of “KillingAn Arab” and was
fortunate that, unlike manyofhis
contemporaries, his parentsdidn’t
pressurise himinto acomplexabout
itbyinsistingheworked orlefthome.

“Itcameto the pointwhere I'd
ratherhavekilled myselfthan get
ajob,” heasserts. “Itold Social
Securitytogive thejobstothose that
wantthem, thatI'dratherstayat
homelistening to music, butthey’d
tellmeIhadtoworkandI'djustask,
‘Why?’ Whichis the pointmost
peopledon’tget.”

Hedoesrealise thatsuch adecision
isn’tso easyfor others, buthecan’t
seethe pointofwallowingin misery,
whenunemploymentshouldbe
—asBowWowWowand othersare
discovering—farmore enjoyable than
workingindulljobs, providingyou
canstretch those Social Security
chequesto coveryourneeds.

Smithjokes: “Ibrewed homemade
lagersoIwouldn’thave to spend alot
of moneydrinking, whichisagood
hintforallyou out-of-work people.”

T HE CURE BELONG to that comprehensively educated

July23,1981:
precededbyashort
animatedfilm,
Carnage Visors,
The Cureplaytheir
setat TheRitzin
New York City



complacency.Itoftenis and often causes resentment. Because

The Cure have never fitted into any tribe or attempted to follow
anyfad, critics find them difficult to pin down. Their clothes don’t
help, being an odd mixture of nothingand everything thathas gone
downin the pastfewyears.

Today, Robert Smithiswearingaleatherjacket thatmakeshisarms
hanglike Yogi Bear’sand baggy trousers, while hishair’s pushed backinto
anever-witnessed-before porcupine spray. Lol Tolhurst’s outrageously
voluminoustrousersand mismatched, smartjacketenhancehis
reputation as Cure fall guyand comic. “The Cure confident?” asks Smith.
“Lol'snotconfident, butthen he uses the wrongbrand of toothpaste.”

Bassist Simon Gallup’s cowboy punk clothingis offset by cutely
made-up doe eyes.

Theaudience that turnup to Chelmsford are similarly difficult to
categorise. Hardcore punks mingle with peacocks attracted to the
synthetic strands of their music and the High Street teens whose concept
offashion stretchesto thelatestlines at

THE CUREAURA of comfort shouldn’t be mistaken for

July5,1981: The
Cureappearat
theRock Torhout
festivalinBelgium

latter to thelikes of the gloomy “The Funeral Party”. More pointedly,
The Cure have dispensed with support groups in order to diminish the
odds of the mood being shattered by inapposite outfits.

They’vereplaced itwith Carnage Visors,ashortanimated film made by
Simon Gallup’sbrother Ric. It'snot verygood, justaseries of evolving
shapesfor people tolook at, while Smith’s austere soundtrack further
imposes the correct conditions for The Cure’s entrance. Isn’tall this talk
of pre-conditioning disturbing? Notreally, asit’s basically motivated by
theurgetoprovideacoherentevening’s entertainment.

“Atleastwe’ve gotsome say over whatkind of mood the audience are
in, sowe canstart offfrom the same pointeverynightand go offona
tangent from there,” explains Smith. “On previous tours we would go on
into a pre-conditioned environment, but one created by the support
band, notus.”

The Cure’s delicately forceful music deserves thatearly break, meaning
newsongs aren'tlostearly on while winning over the audience. Songslike
“Primary”, which might pinpoint The Cure’s coming ofage, are far

removed from the naivety of their earlier songs.

Marks & Spencer. It’sa cross section that

The Cure cherish, one arrived at without
overtwooingor compromise. There’sno
Cure-lookfor them to emulateandindeed few
new tunesin the currentrepertoire that they
cangohomehumming.

The combination of The Cure’s own cosy
backgrounds and anon-aligned, apparently
uncommitted audience upsets some, whose
sneershavenotonlybeen stupidly dismissive,
butdownrightcondescending.

“Somebodywho didareviewofusatLondon’s
Dominionsaidall the audiencelooked like Noel
Edmonds,” recalls Smith. “He’s supposedly the

“Yeah, I'm
confident -
to the degree
of nausea
sometimes”

Aslikeable as those favourites are, theydon’t
reallyfitinto The Cure’s currentset, but
unfortunately they’reinterspersed with newer
songs, somehow shattering the moods the
group have so conscientiously established.
Whydo theydo them?
“Ithinkit’snicerememberingthings,”
says Smith. “Having old songsislike having
old photographs, you canlook back on how
youusedtofeel.Icanremember what we felt
thefirsttime we played them, and that helps
preventme from getting out of control.”
Andself-control, evendiscipline, is very
importantto The Cure, especially their music.

stereotype of the people who go and see The

Cure. It’sjustnottrue, butanywayit’s only fashion that made him say
that. It’sreally frustrating trying to get through that initial wariness of
peoplesaying, ‘Oh, whatdo theylooklike and where do they come from?’
It’sirrelevant.Idon’tknow the backgrounds of any of the groupsIlike.
Theirsongs affect me and that’senough.”

enter the auditorium they’re taken in hand by taped music
guaranteed to create the rightambience. The musicranges
from Jimi Hendrix to Gregorian chants—spot the importance of the

C URE CONCERTS LEAVE very little to chance. As soon as people

Their playingis excellent, their skills always
subordinated to the simple demands of the songs. A pop sensibility
and thatpervasive beatrenders all comparisons with the pomp of
previous generations absurd.

Abitprecious, perhaps? Onlyifviewed from the suffocatingnarrow
confines of nouveau punk.

“The preciousness doesn'tworryme,” says Smith, puffing his chest
outaggressively and pulling his fists backready for action. “WHO’S
BEINGPRECIOUSNOW, PAL?” he snarls.

Youreallyshouldn’tallowyourselves tobe threatened by The Cure.
ChrisBohn ®
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“Ithinkthateverything
that'shappenedislikea
previewof what'sgoingto
happen”:BobDylan
photographedatKentucky
Dam Village State Park,1981
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ARMONICAS PLAY THE skeleton keys of the rain
thatdrapes Munichin grey drizzle for Bob Dylan’s
two-day stayin the city.

Our Mercedes taxisplashesits way through sodden
streets toward the muzzled grey modernist shapes of
the Olympic complexbuiltto house the 74 games and

where tonight’s showwillbe staged, in the splendid indoor sports arena,
toanaudience of several thousand.

Munichisthe 11th stop onaEuropean tour thatwill take in eight
countries and 23 shows, around a third of themin Britain. Beingin the
business ofa ceaseless quest fora Bob Dylan interview (one of several
score, ifnothundred), 1get to see shows in Paris, London and Munich
where the questwill, toan extent, berealised; abriefbackstagerencontre
being promised by Dylan’s management.

Thiswas Dylan’s sixth or seventh visit to Europein his 20-year career
and thistimerounditwas different. Alothas changed since Dylanlast
trod Albion’s shores, notleast the social and cultural fabric of Britainitself.

The expected mediafanfare came, butitwas muted in comparison to
thatafforded the 78 trip, when Dylan was seen as the consensus of the
ongoing “rock” tradition handed down
from the '60s; still the enigmaticand
unrepentantrebel carryingthe
standards ofalienation, protestand
emotional and spiritual exploration
forwardinto the future.

ThistimeitwasBruce Springsteen’s
turntobeféted asavisitingAmerican
superstar supreme, likewise setat the
heartofarocktradition whose myths
are, foragrowingnumber of young
Europeans, nowdespoiled, overtaken
byeverydayreality or the new myths of
punkand post-punk.

Thenational press, radioand TVdidn't
seem toknow quite howtorespond to the
new, Christian Bob Dylan; and for them itwas
acaseofbetter the cosy fantasy scenarios of
last-chance power drives down endless
American highways than the uncomfortable
moralimperatives of Dylan’snewkingdom.

Dylan’srefusal to bow to the myths ofrock
—he'd always keptan ambiguous, openrelation
with “rock” anyway, whatwith his folkroots, the
frequentdiversionsinto country, bluesand
anythingelse thattookhisfancy-andhis
insistence on his personal salvation had cost
himheavywithcriticsandfans.

Tosome of them, any type of born-again
Christianity smacked of US president Ronald
Reagan’s “moral majority”, even though Dylan’s
new songs have consistently spelt outan anti-
establishment stance, the protest erarekindled
ifanything. There again, any spiritual values
smack ofhumbugto asometimes desensitised
youth culture, more caughtup with the
materialistand consumer valuesit professes to
despise than perhapsitrealises or cares to admit.

Christian ornot, in the grittybusiness of
attracting paying customers, there are fewartists
ableto command the allegiance that Dylan still
does, and ugly rumours of unsold tickets finally
gave way to near-capacity audiences. Around
120,000 saw the British shows.

AsatEarls Court,ahardlookatthe Munich
crowdreveals plenty of original Dylan fans,
many contemporaries nowadvancinginto
affluentmiddle age. Manymore, no doubt,
couldn’tmeetthe commitment of tickets,
transportand babysitters. The younger fans
thatDylanhasalways attracted seem more
prominentat the Continental shows, whererock

HEART OF MINE

60 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1981

tradition and contemporary protest—the German peace and eco
movementsand theirequivalentsin France, Beneluxand Scandinavia
—havenotdiverged thewaytheyhaveinlittle ol post-industrial UK.

Ithasn’tallbeen “watching the scenery go past the windows”, though,
asDylandescribes the touring process. ADanish daily paperranafront-
pagestoryattacking Dylan, accusinghim of paranoiaand claiming he
keptaveritable squad of Israeli bodyguards on hand to assuage his fear
ofassassination. Dylanwas soincensed by the story, he called an
impromptu press conferencein north Germanywhere he denied that
JohnLennon’sslayinghad provoked any panicinhim.

“Imightaseasilyberunoverbyatruckorsomething,” wentthe tone of
hisreply.Inever did see more than acouple of security chaps, backstage
orfront.

Otherwise, Dylan’s European jaunt can be safelyjudged a success. It
didn’tevenrainatthe sometimes optimistically staged open-airshows—
aides speak ofthewayit’s,ahem, miraculously stoppedrainingan hour
orso before showtime, recallingsome of the talkI'd heard around Marley
tours. (“Hehad avoice that couldreally touch you,” Dylan says to melater
when he cropsupin conversation. The two never actuallymet, however.)

Dylan’sstrategy onthistourhasbeen to presentaset thatstraddles
almosthisentire career, harkingbackto his coffeehouse days on

numberslike “BarbaraAllen”, “Girl From The North Country”,
featuringahealthyslugof’60s hits— “Like ARolling Stone”,
“Tambourine Man”, “It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue” —and

“It'ssoimmediate, it
changesthewhole
conceptofarttome™:
Dylanonthesignificance
ofliveperformance,1981



BOB DYLAN

reserving pride of place for his post-conversion
songs, towhichhe seemsto bringan extra
vocal commitment.

Hissingingthis time round was quite
astonishing, clearly superiorto allhismany
paststyles, fromall of which he borrows for
the present. With the hornsection of 78 now
thankfullynudged out—the presentgroupis
more supple and understated —the harmonica
hasfound newfavour.Indeed, the acousticand
harp spotswere among the most affecting of the
show. You could almosthear the audience gasp
unbelievingjoyevery time he picked up his
acoustic guitar, feel them tingle whenever Bob

“I feel very
strongly about
this show. It
has something
to offer”

Iremark that “Maggie’s Farm” isapopular
songin Britain these days, and Dylan and the
bassman, who’salso present, exchange blank
looks before the bassie mumbles “Maggie
Thatcher” and theybreakintolaughter, me
wonderingabout the slowassociation after
aweek playingdown on thefarmitself.

He'd heard about The Specials’ version but
wasn’t familiarwithit. He mumbles something
about “punkwaves and newwaves” ashe packs
hisstuff, before offering, “Ilike George’ssong.”

“George?”

“Boy, George’ssongis great.”

Oh, George Harrison. (It transpires the two

whippedamouth-harp fromapocketand piped
thatcrazy, angular, plaintive harmonica music ofhisround the hall.

Atatimewhen conventionalrock performanceisincreasingly derided
bymanymusicians and fans, to Dylanitseemsthat the performanceis
thecrucibleofhisart, anall-important testing point.

“It'ssoimmediate, it changes the whole concept of artto me,” he tells
melater.

Hearinghim drawfrom thatawesome vault of material he’s stockpiled
over thelast two-scoreyears, itwasimpossible notto marvel at the sheer
volume and quality ofhiswriting. Never did “Masters Of War” sound more
aptthanin the precipitous war-mongering climate of the present. Other
songs— “Like ARolling Stone” being the obvious one—seemed likewise to
acquireanewresonancein thelightof Dylan’s Christian beliefs.

Dylan’snewmaterial continues toreflecthis Christianity, though the
songs of thenew LP, Shot Of Love, areless directly devotionalin their
approach, takingthe Christian code as the bedrock ofhis observations
rather than merely preaching, as Savedtoo often did. Dylan’s enthusiasm
forhisnewrecordis onlyintermittently contagious, but certainly the
albumboastssome ofhis finestworkinyears, particularly the touching
melancholic “Grain Of Sand”, where Dylan’sretrospection over hislife
leads him to state “No inclination to look back on any mistake/As I hold this
chainofeventsthatImustbreak.”

Thenewsongs—whichmayormaynotbe called “Angelina” (atitle
alreadyfabled amongfans) and “Caribbean Wind” —he mentioned in
myinterviewsound exciting, promisinga fusion ofhis '60s sound of the
Blonde On Blondeeraand his’80s sensibilities. One aide spoke of the new
songs “beingas propheticin theirwayas the old ones... Maybe theirreal
timewillbe somewayaheadin the future.”

Whatever one may feel about Dylan’s conversion-and theridiculeand
depth ofscorntowhich he hasbeen subjected forhis beliefsisunfair-it’s
obvious thatwe willneed somekind of spiritual dimension to our credo if
wereallyare tobuild the NewJerusalem among the dark, satanic mills.

Forallthat, Iwasalittle taken abackwhen the man took exception to
havinga “Christianlabel” attached to him when he hasso virulently
informed everyone ofhisreligious beliefs. People don’t constantly refer to
Pete Townshend asa Meher Baba follower, because he’s always kepthis
beliefsin context. End of sermon.

aDutch Dylanologist from Oormagazine, and I arelined up for our
briefaudience with Dylan.

“OhGod,” comes the unmistakeable voice through the open door of the
dressingroomasanaidereminds him of ourimpending presence and we
catchaglimpse of Dylan pullingonasock.

Aminutelaterand we're shakinghandswith the maestro, who seems
asnervousasweare, with theairofaman slowly exhalingthe potent
adrenalin charge of twohours onstage at the hub of 7,000 people’s
attention. His stage threads—black trousers, the satinbomberjacket
withits curious golden design-lielimply acrossachair, Dylannow
wearingasloppywhite sweatshirt, jeansand trainingshoes.

Helooksbeefierand stronger than all those “wiry little cat” descriptions
ofhistorysuggest, more sporty; the scene seemsalmost collegiate. The
eyesarelarge, washed-outelectricblue, andriveting, still topped by the
greatburstoflocks.

We chatabout the show, which Dylan didn’tlike-“Youcouldn’thear
anythingand theaudience waskindastrange; youshould have been at
lastnight’s show” —and about pressreaction to the show. Dylan seems to
feelthe papers gave himahard time whatever he does with the old songs:
“Youjustcan’twin.”

IN THEEMPTY lot backstage in the athlete’s changing area, Bert,

spentsome time together on Dylan’s stay,
inspiringhimto play “Here Comes The Sun” atone Earls Courtgig. One
wonderswhether they discussed Monty Python’s Life Of Brian, which
Harrisonfinanced.) Imumble somethingaboutwhetherhe thinksthe
oldsongs seem to getnewmeaningin thelight of changing timesandhis
new beliefs, and Dylan fixes me with a piercinglook.

“I'mdifferent,” hesays. “Thesongs are the same.

“Thesongs don’'tmean thatmuch to me, actually,” he continues.
“IwrotethemandIsingthem...”

There’snothing from Desireor Street Legal, though.

“We could do acompletely different setwith completely different songs.
They'reall old songs, even the ones from Slow Train. .. are old now.

“I'tellyou, though, Ifeel verystrongly about this show.Ifeelithas
somethingto offer. No one else does this show, not Bruce Springsteen
oranyone.”

Washesurprised at theamountofhostility the conversion to
Christianityhad brought?

“Notsurprised atall. 'mjustsurprisedto hearapplause every
timeIplay.Iappreciate that. You canfeel everything that comes off
anaudience...littleindividual things thatare goingon.It’'savery
instant thing.”

Outside, the tour busisticking over and filling up with musicians and
road crew, and one of the gospel quartetis doingasoft-shoe shufflein
therain. Tomorrow, comes the word, isa proper interview, at the hotel.
Maybe.

Iwenttoseethe gypsy, stayinginabighotelin the centre of the town,
where the occasional appearance ofadenim-clad roadie provides
colourful contrast to the assembled greyranks of German businessmen.

Pre-matchnervesvanishasItrotoutonto the turfof Dylan’s fourth-
floor suite. To one side, a TV flickers without sound. Dylan wanders in
wearingablackleatherjacketand whitejeans, and we start committing
words to tape. He talks slowly, his speaking voice deeper thanyou'd
expectfromhissinging, and notatalllike sand and glue. Thereplies
come carefully considered and usually as evasive and noncommittal as
we've come to expectover theyears.

NS:Someone told me you’d been working with SmokeyRobinson. Is
thatright?

BD:No...wewere doingasession, alongwith Ringo and Willy, ashe was
rehearsingacrossthe streetwith hisnewband, anewshow.I'd seen him
onthestreetgoingin, sowe wentout onabreakand said hello.

Youdidn’tworkwith him?

No.

Areyoupleasedwith thenewalbum?

ThelasttimeIhearditIwas.Ihaven'thearditsincelleftfor Chicago.
Whichwasatthe beginning ofJune. Iwassatisfied enough toleave town.

Thesoundisalotrawer. A muchloosersound.

Well, Thad more control over thisrecord... That’s the type of record I like
tomake.Ijusthaven’tbeenable to make them.

Why’s that?

Well, usually, I've been working quicklyin the studio, and for one reason
oranotherIjustgetlockedinto whoever’s producing, theirsound, and I
justwannagetitoverwith.

Who produced this one?

Chuck [Plotkin] and myself produced it. Bumps Blackwell did Shot Of
Lovewithme, whichhe helped with agreat deal. Youremember him?

No,who’s that?

Bumpsdid allthe earlyLittle Richard records and Don & Dewey
records; hehandled all the Specialityrecords. »
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June21,1981:Dylanwith
bassist TimDrummond
inToulouse,France,
onthefirstdateof

the Europeantourto
promote ShotOfLove

That’s therockiest track, right? Therestis bluesy, or some of it has
areggaelilt. Doyoustilllikereggae?

There’snotmuch difference between countryand reggae whenyou
take away the bassand the drums; they’re very similar.

You've always seemed to have one footinrock’'n’roll, Little Richard
and all that, and the other in blues, folk, country, traditions...

Well, Iloveitall, whatever mightbe popularat the moment.

Doyoustilldo everythinginacouple of takes?

Onthisalbumwedid.

I'dheard youlike toworkin averyspontaneous way.

With thisnewband we can usuallywork very quickly with anewtune.

Isitneareryour “mercurial sound” with thisband?

Yeah...it’salittlehard to produce that on stage of course. The only time
wewere able to do thatwas with The Band on those Bob Dylan & The
Band toursinthe’60s. Because the sound back then was sorawand
primitive, the sound systems wouldn’t give usanythingelse. And when
The Beatles played, you could never hear The Beatles. Even the Stones’
peoplewere screamingand therewasn’'t much sound. You could never
hearwhatyouwere doing.

Ihaveto askyouaboutthe Lenny Bruce

longsongs. Like there was one we did—do youremember “Visions
OfJohanna”?

Sure.

Well, therewas onelike that.I'd never done anythinglikeit before.
It'sgotthe samekind of thingtoit. [t seems to be very sensitive and
gentle on onelevel; then, on anotherlevel, thelyrics aren’t sensitive and
gentleatall. Weleftthatoffthealbum.

We leftanother thing offthe album which is quite different to anything
Iwrote, thatIthinkinjustamusicalkind ofwayyou'dlike to hear.Andin
alyric-contentwayit’sinteresting. The way the storyline changes from
third personto first person and that person becomesyou, then these
peoplearethereand theyrenotthere. And then the time goes wayback
and thenit’'sbroughtup to the present. AndIthoughtitwasreally
effective, butthatagainisalongsongand whenitcameto putting the
songs on thealbumwe had to cut some, so we cut those. Nowwhatwe
haveleftisanalbum which seems tomakeitskind of general statement,
butit’stoosoon tosaywhatthatgeneral statementis.

There’s areference to “the politics of sin” on “Dead Man”.

Yeah, well, that’swhatsinis, politics. It just came to me when Iwas

writing, that’s the wayitis... the diplomacy of

song (“LennyBruceIs Dead”). Yousaid itwas
veryspontaneous.

Thatwasareally quicksongfor me towrite.
Iwrote thatinaboutfiveminutes...Ididn’t
evenknowwhyIwaswritingit, itjustnaturally
came out. [wasn’t, youknow, meditatingon
Lenny BrucebeforeIwroteit.

It’'savery compassionate song.

Itis.

It’sin the tradition of your songs about folk
heroeslike “Hurricane”, “George Jackson”...

I'thought “Joey’” was agood song. [knowno
onesaid much aboutit.Ithoughtitwas one of
thosesongs thatcame offand youdidn’thear

“I don't really
want to walk
around with a
sign on saying
‘Christian™

sin. Thewaythey take sin, and putitinfront of
people... theway that theysay thisis good and
that’sbad, youcando thisandyoucan’tdothat,
thewaysinistaken and splitup and categorised
and puton differentlevels soitbecomes more of
astructure of sin, or, “These sins are bigones,
thesearelittle ones, these can hurt this person,
thesecanhurtyou, thisisbad for thisreason,
and thatisbad foranotherreason.” The politics
of sin; that’swhatIthinkofit.

Doyoustillfeel politicsis part of theillusion?

I'veneverreallybeeninto politics, mostly
Iguessbecause ofthe world of politics. The
peoplewho areinto politics as a profession, you

thatmuch aboutit.

Lookingatthe other songs on the album, therearealot of criticisms
of peopleinhigh places. Would you say that’s true?

(Laughs) Yeah, that’s always true, I guess...Idon’treally know, y’know.
I'mnotsure howithangs togetherasaconcept, because there were
somereallongsongsonthisalbum thatwerecorded, acouple ofreally
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know, it’s... theartof politics hasn’t changed
much over theyears. Were there politicsin Roman times? And are there
politicsin communist countries? 'msure there are.
You feel what the world is facing is more of aspiritual crisis?
Ohyeah, definitely. Definitely. People don’tknowwho the enemyis.
They think the enemyis something theycansee, and thereality of the
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enemyisaspiritualbeingtheycan'tsee, anditinfluencesall theycan
seeand theydon’'tgoto the top, the endline of the real enemy-like the
enemywho’s controllingwho you thinkis your enemy.

Who’s that?

What, whoyou thinkyour enemyis?

Yes.

Youwould think the enemyis someoneyou could strike atand that
would solve the problem, but thereal enemyisthe Devil. That’s the real
enemy, buthetendstoshade himselfand hide himselfand putitinto
people’smindsthathe’sreallynotthere and he’sreallynotsobad, and
thathe’sgotalotofgood things to offer, too. So there’s this conflict going,
toblind theminds of men.

Aconflictinall ofus?

Yeah, he puts the conflict there; without him there’d be no conflict.

Maybethatstruggleisnecessary?

Well, that’sawhole other subject... Yes, I've heard that said too.

When you said “Strengthen thethings thatremain” (from “When You
GonnaWake Up”), whatwere you thinking of?

Well, the things thatremain would be the basic qualities thatdon’t
change, the values that dosstill exist. It says in the Bible, “Resistnot evil,
butovercomeevilwithgood.” And thevalues that can overcome evilare
the ones to strengthen.

Peoplefeel that fighting oppression is moreimportant than
spiritualinterests.

That’swrong. The struggle against oppression and injustice is always
goingto be there, but the Devil himselfis the one who createsit. Youcan
come to knowyourself, butyouneed helpin doingit.

The only onewho can overcomeall thatis the great creator himself.
Ifyou can gethishelp, you can overcomeit. To do thatyou mustknow
somethingaboutthenature of the creator. WhatJesus does foran
ignorantmanlike myselfis to make the qualities and characteristics
of God morebelievable to me, 'cosI can’tbeat the Devil. Only God can.
Healreadyhas. Satan’s working everywhere. You're faced with him
constantly. Ifyou can’tsee him, he’sinside youmakingyou feel a
certainway. He’s feeding you envy and jealousy; he’s feedingyou
oppression, hatred...

Do youfeel the onlyway to know the creator is through Christ?

Ifeel the onlyway...letme see. Of course you canlook on the desertand
wakeup to the sunand the sand and the beauty of the stars and know
thereisahigherbeing, and worship that creator.

Butbeing thrown into the cities, you're faced more with man than with
God.We're dealinghere with man, y’know, and in order to knowwhere
man’satyou have to knowwhat
Godwoulddoifhewasman.
I'mtryingto explaintoyouin
intellectualmental terms, when
itactuallyismore ofaspiritual
understanding thansomething
whichisopentodebate.

You can’tteach people
things they don’texperience
for themselves...

Mostpeople thinkthatif God
becameamanhewouldgoupona
mountainandraise hisswordand
showhisangerand hiswrath orhis
love and compassion in one blow.
And that’swhat people expected
the Messiah tobe-someone with
similar characteristics, someoneto
setthingsstraight,and here comes
aMessiah who doesn’t measure up
tothose characteristics and causes
alotofproblems.

Someonewho put the
responsibilitybackon us?

Right.

Fromyoursongslike “Dead
Man” and “When He Returns”, it’s
obviousyoubelieve the Second
Comingislikelyin ourlifetimes.

Possibly. Possibly atany moment.
Itcould bein ourlifetimes. It could
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bealongtime. This Earth supposedlyhasacertainnumber ofyears,
whichIthinkis 7,000 years—7,000 or6,000.

We'rein thelastcycle ofitnow. Going back to the first century, there’s
like 3,000 years before thatand 4,000 afterit, one of the two, thelast
thousand would be the millenniumyears.Ithinkthateverythingthat’s
happenedislike a preview of what’s going to happen.

Howstrictisyourinterpretation of Christianity? The original
Christianseems to have adifferent faith and belief that gotlost.

I'mnotthatmuchofahistorian about Christianity. Iknowit’sbeen
changed over theyears, butIgostrictlyaccordingto the gospels.

Haveyouseen the Gnostic Gospels?

Some placelhave.Idon’trecall too much about them, butI've
seen them.

Areyou goingto make any more movies?

Ifwe can getastoryoutline, we will... I'd like to.

RenaldoAnd Clarawasverysymbolist, and your songs on Street Legal
were full of Tarotimagery. Have those interests left you now?

Thoseparticularinterests have, yes.

Doyouthinkthat “occult” interestslike the Tarot are misleading?
Idon’tknow.Ididn’tgetinto the Tarot cardsall thatdeeply.Ido think
they're misleadingfor people, though. You're fixed on somethingwhich
keepsahold onyou. Ifyoucan’tor don'tunderstand whyyou're feeling

thisway atthat moment, with those cards you come up witha
comfortable feelingthatdoesn’'thave anynecessaryvalue.

Youwerealsointerested in Judaism atone point. You visited Israel
and theWailingWallin Jerusalem. Do you feel that your interests at
thattime are compatible with your present beliefs?

There’sreallyno difference between any of itin my mind. Some people
say they’reJewsand theynever goto asynagogue or anything. [know
some gangsters who say they'reJews.Idon’'tknowwhat that’s gottodo
withanything. Judaismisreally thelaws of Moses. If you follow the laws
of Mosesyou're automaticallyaJew, Iwould think.

You'vealwayshad astrongreligious theme in your songs even
beforeyoubecameaChristian.

(Angrily) Idon'treallywantto walkaround with asign on me
saying “Christian”.

Itmightappear thatwaytoalotofpeople...

Yeah, butalotof people want to hanga sign onyou for whatever. It’s like
MickJaggersaid, “Theywannahangasignonyou.”

Ina Playboyinterview three years ago yousaid you agreed with
HenryMiller’s saying that “The purpose of the artistis toinoculate the
worldwithdisillusionment.” Doyoustill agree with that?

(Laughs) That’s pretty good for
HenryMiller... maybe thatwould
be good forwhathewanted to do.
Maybe that’s the purpose ofhisart.

Notyours?

Well, whatIdoismoreofan
immediate thing; to stand up on
stage and sing—you getitback
immediately. It'snotlike writing
abookorevenmakingarecord.
Andwithamovie-it’sso difficult
to getanythingbackworkingon
amovie; younever knowwhat
you're doingand theresults
never come inuntilusually
yearsafterwards.

WhatIdoissoimmediate, it
changesthenature, the concept,
ofarttome.Idon’'tknowwhatitis.
It'stooimmediate. It’slike the man
who madethatpainting there
(points to painting on wall of hotel
room) hasnoideawe’resittinghere
nowlookingatitornotlookingat
itoranything... Performingis
more like a stage play.

Youhaven’tpainted your
masterpieceyet, then?

No.Idon'tknowifIeverwill.I've
given up thinkingaboutit, though.
Neil Spencer ®
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On tour with . Having recently rebuilt
their studio, the band now embrace the computer
age. Ralf Hiitter talks German humour, Goca-Cola and
“vertically organised” music. “We have nobody
tolisten to,” he says. “We have to impose every
question, and try to find the correct answer.”

NME



A computer date with
a showroom dummy

And we'll fahr'n, fahr'n, fahr'n auf der
Autobahn — until big daddy takes our
Volkswagen away. Chris Bohn and Anton
Corbijn do the Spanish hustle with Kraftwerk
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resortslikeIbiza. Besides, he doesn’tenjoy the touristrole, preferring
instead amore constructive purpose for travelling, like work.

ConsequentlyKraftwerk’s European tour satisfies both their
wanderlustand theirneed for communication/feedback. Despite their
modernity, afear offlyingmeans theyare drivingthemselves across the
Continent-sofardown from Diisseldorfthrough Bavariaand the Alpsto
Italy, acrossto the South of France and down again, through the Pyrenees,
toBarcelona. From cityto city, concertto concert, disco to disco.

Yetthere’snone of the whiningrock “road goes on forever” auraabout
their tour. It's more a dignified, inquisitive jaunt across countries, its
moods, pleasures and languors so beautifully evoked already by their
seven-year-old hit “Autobahn”. Thatgreat, compellingly endless tune
was Kraftwerk’s stunning entrance into a gleaming chromium world.
Theyhad made earlierrecords thatfiddled about with more extreme
noises which theylater smoothed outinto sweet melodies, like the
“Pineapple Symphony”.

“Autobahn” was, however, thefirstreal stirring of theirinnovative pop
sensibility—awitty synthetic delight concocted from mock traffic noises
and awide, open-spaced tune, motored by thenintriguingnew
electronic percussion and amechanical rhythm. It, suggested aharmony
between the aggressive, awe-inspiring Autobahn network crisscrossing
Germanyand thelushlandscapesittraverses. And ever since Kraftwerk
havereconciled the spiritof Mother Nature with modern technology,
recognising thatreal progress mustembrace themboth.

Acknowledgingthe futility of simplyretreating to the country, they
haveinstead achieved animmense understanding of computers and
machines, which theyhave placed at theirservice. Theirsisn'tadumb
worship ofinanimate objects, butasensible relationship with them;
theydon'tmake anidiotic cultof speed and modernity, as did the Italian
Futurists. Theyhave too muchrespect for the accomplishments of the
pastforthat, be theythose of the Bauhaus or the architectsbehind
Viennaor Versailles.

Take a Trans Europe Expresstrip with Kraftwerk and see how theyrecall
the grandeurand decay of old Europe through fabulous futuristic noises.
Go toworkwith The Man Machineand discover aproper working
relationship between man and his urban environment, perhaps
recognisingfor the first time the splendid brittle beauties of new cities
andindustrial scenery. Tunein to Radio-Activityandlearnjusthow
romantic Kraftwerk can get, howwell they drain conceivably maudlin
melodies of sentimentality, thus adjusting the spirit of the old to the new.

GoseeKraftwerkin concertand marvel atthereconstructed working
environment of their studio—all of which accompanies them on this tour
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Projectionsillustrate
thetrack“Autobahn”
asKraftwerktourthe
USAinsummer1981

—and atthevideos projected onto screensbehind each member thatso
wonderfullyillustrate what they’re doing. And, finally, puzzle over and
absorb Kraftwerk’s extraordinary harnessing of somuch technology to
create acomplete word-sound-vision entertainment thatis assimple asit
isspectacular, as provocative asitis plain, ascomical asitisearnestand -
mostimportantly—asspiritual asitis temporal.

Predictably,intheirrush toride afashion, too many of the new
electronic poppas have been too busyto burrowbeneath Kraftwerk’s
surfacesheen. Andin theirsearch foracomfortable niche they’ve even
gotthatmuch wrong. Robotic gestures are just the final topping for
Kraftwerk, notaraisond’étre, and similarly their descriptive postcard
viewsare the culmination of penetratinganalysis and thought.
Kraftwerk’s finished workis simple, stylish and on the button-that of
the futuristsisfaddish, foppish and simple-minded.

old Barcelonais asnearto a perfect-ie, contradictory-setting
asyou can get for Kraftwerk.

They're stayingin animposingly haughtyregencyhotel thatatfirst
appearsatoddswith their austere monochromaticimage. Offstage,
Florian Schneider (the other halfof Kraftwerk’s production team) fits,
dressed asheisinaneutral-coloured windcheater with alittle knapsack
onhisbackforhiswanderings. Forreasons of privacy theyhave
requested that Anton Corbijnand me should stayin adifferenthotel - fair
enough-buttheyare unfailingly polite and friendlywhen we meet.

Kraftwerklike to observe the formalities, sensibly concealing theirreal
personalities from publicscrutiny. However, theimpassive gaze of their
showroom dummy stageselves—pitched somewhere between Buster
Keatonand William Burroughs—becomes animated in conversation.
Rumourhasitthat Wolfgang Fliirand Karl Bartos—the glamorousrhythm
halfofKraftwerk—can'tspeak English, ifthey can speakatall, and this too
turnsouttobeafallacy. Abrief meeting with the group before theyrush
offtoasoundcheckisresumedin the dressingroom after the concert. The
reaction had been good; thus they’re morerelaxed and communicative.

Bearingin mind theflourishingofelectronic popin Britain, Karlis
eager to knowhowwell they might be received on theirvisit. No
competition, Iassure him. Magazine have splitup. Simple Minds are
inactive. Heaven 17 hidden away up north, Numanretired, and therest
arebutpoor, directionless imitations of Kraftwerk.

Butmost forward of the Kraftwerk entourage islong-time offstage
collaborator Emil Schult, whoselong curly blond hair pulled backinto
aponytail, tanned bronze features and tightblack satin pants make him
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anunlikely component. After passingafew good-natured comments
aboutmydresssense, helaunchesinto atirade againstcities. “Cities are
dirty, filthy places,” he observes. “Five daysin Barcelonaarelike five years
offmylife. Are there anyback-to-the-country movementsin England?”

No, theywere discredited by hippyfailures. At the moment thereis
nothing tomatch thestrength of the European ecological movements
thatarewillingtobattle against police and paramilitaryriot officers to
preventnuclear power stations appearingon their doorsteps. Or the
strong eco-partylobbies-like Germany’s Green Party—thatwin votes
andrespectfromthe mainstream.

He smilesknowingly and then continues: “It'samuch betterlifein the
country.It’sgood thatthereisanew consciousnessinsongslike thatone
from Talking Heads aboutbreathing good air. In some ways thatis what
Kraftwerkareabouttoo.”

Thisisthe manwho co-writes Kraftwerk songs and works on their
graphics. He spends eight monthsayearonanislandin the Bahamas
whereheisbuildingaone-roomed house, and he’s critical that the
natives have been corrupted by Western ways. “Once they were strong
and healthy; now they eat too much sweets and sugar, so they have
becomefatandsoft. Butyou can’ttellthemit’'sbad,” he despairs.

Schultfitsinto the Kraftwerk operation along with the computer
techniciansand mathematicians. Theirsisamultifaceted, all-embracing
corporation that preaches throughits
practices. Itsideals come close to thatof Das
Bauhaus, the '20s school of thoughtwith
whom theyshareagreataffinity.

“Iseeusasthemusical Bauhaus,” concurs
RalfHiitter. “In their time they could workin
theatre, architecture, photographyand
shortfilms, butthey did notreallyhave the
technologyto apply theirideas to music;
wenow have it. We see ourselves as studio
technicians ormusical workers—notas
musicalartists.”

Butit’snotallwork. Wolfgangand Ralfare
habitual disco-goers, so after the concert,
while Florian and Karl golooking for
somethingto eat, the dancing duo visit
Barcelona’s Studio 54. Theylook great,
twitchinglikeanimated versions of the
figures theybring on stage during
“Showroom Dummies” amongthebizarre
mixofhalf-naked go-go dancers, Travoltas
and touristslookingforagoodtime.

They're totally engrossed in theirown
movements, seemingly oblivious toall
around them. Yet, aswith all the
environments theychoose, theybecome

NME:WhenIsawthetitles of your newrecord were to be “Computer
World” and “Pocket Calculator”, my firstimpressions were that
Kraftwerkhadslipped into self-parody.

RalfHiitter: Why did you thinkself-parody?

The pursuitof newage themes from showroom dummies through
robots to computers...

Well, Ithinkthatforusitwas the only thingwe could do atthat moment,
becausewehadspentthreeyearsbreakingup our studio and rebuilding
itwith computers. Justbylooking around us—around our studio and
outside—itmade us see that we were surrounded by computers, that our
wholesocietyis computerised. And as we were working on the
connection between numbers and notes, computers seemed the closest
subjectforusto do.Itwasnotintended in a parodicway. To usitseemed
like the nextstep, fromrobots/physical automation to programming of
thoughtswithin Kraftwerk and within society. Within Kraftwerk
because everybodyis programmed sociologically. And by working over
theyearswithreproductions on machines, tapes, photos and videos we
found outso much about our own programmingofalong time ago, atime
when we were not aware of ourselves being programmed—in education,
byparents, or those other things.

The combination of studying computers
andbuildingtheminstudiowas
almostacleansingprocess of

previous programming?

Yes, “processing” isthe word to describe
thething. Everythingin our studioisnow
interconnected through the computers,
sowehadtorethinkthewhole system

and program ourselvesinto that. Now
everythingisautomatic, butwe can
alwaysinterfereaswehaveaccesstothe
programming. Itmeans thatwe cannow
playanything, and that completely changes
ourrelationship with physical music. You
cannolongersay, “That’s good music, butwe
need three more trumpets”, because ifwe
wantsounds we obviouslyjustmake the
sounds ourselves. It’s going to create new
tensions and possibilities for us.

Doesthatfrighten or exciteyou?
Weare, uh, nervous, butwe are also fatalistic.

Whyfatalistic?
Becausewe are Germanand thereisa
fatalistic German quality ofgoingall the

verymuch partofit. Somuchso thatI'm

way. Thereisneveraquestion of maybe

surprised RalfHiitterisup in time-I'm « ‘ 7‘ ; e’ d S e nt usingalittle computer here and pluggingitinto
surprised 'mup in time-for the scheduled p thesynthesizer there and keepingtherestofthe

interview only afewhours after weleave the

group asitwas before. We close the door for

disco forbed. thre e ye ars threeyearsand don’topenit. Wetrytodoitall

Hebetraysnosignsoftirednessfromthe

theway,imposingthe processasadiscipline on

previous night or exhaustion from the tour. In b k ° ourselves, really takingall thewayand then
close-up hisyouthfullooksarebelied by the Pe a) 1ﬂg up goingoutoftheroomto see where thattakesus.

streaks ofgreyin hishair. Heis composed, yet

good-humoured, his softvoice willing to answer OuIﬁ Studio and

any questions, his English vocabularyseldom
failinghim. What’s more, his confidencein

Ithinkthatisvery Germanic.

Broadening the subjectslightly, the title track
“Computer World” hints atinternational

° ° ° ))
whathe’sdoingmeans thereisnone of the self- r ebu 1 1d 1 ng 1t conspiracyinitslines “Interpoland Deutsche

conscious stuttering that many English groups

Bank, FBland Scotland Yard”.

lapseintowhen they discuss theirwork.

PARTII: “Whosedetails and history are in the government computers—the
security forcealone has records of more than two million citizens—a person
affected has no means of discovering, any more than they can check the
combinations possible with this information and that from other
computers... To produce acomplete ‘inventory’ of the population thereis
at present being developed in the Federal Republic an information system
andregistration law which recalls the frightening visions of Orwell’s 1984:
Thereisaplan forwhat are known as personal numbers.” Sebastian Cobler:
Law, Order And Politics In West Germany

Well, nowthatithasbeen penetrated by micro-
electronics, ourwhole societyis computerised, and each one of usis
stored into some point ofinformation by some company or organization,
allstored bynumbers. Whenyou getinto Germany ataborder, theyplace
your passportinto amachine connected to the Bundeskriminalamtin
Wiesbaden so they can checkwhetheryou can enter orleave, for various
reasons other than whetheryour passportis correct. Itgoesmuch further
thanthat, there’sawhole philosophy of, er—it’s our 1981.

Butthewillingness of the people to accept somethinglike the
Wiesbaden police computer complexseems toindicate thatamajority »
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ofthe German peoplewants order or atleast aregulated lifestyle.
Ifyouareinsecure aboutbasicinstincts of yourself, then you have tolook
and maybelisten to outside impulses to tell youwhat to do. Whichisnot
exactlywhatweareabout, but certainlywhatalotof Germanyisabout,
andbyliving there, working there, we can’tdissociate ourselves fromiit
completely. We have certainly discovered that those things are partof our
programming. And workingwith computersall the time youbecome very
much aware ofhow the control thingworks and could be done-especially
in Germany, where computerisation of control organisationsis verybig.
Thereare stores and societies which control your financial situation, so
thewhole computerisation gets more like a 1984

Wiesbaden arejust puttingtheirminds on the table.Imean, theyhave
thatintheirheadsforalongtime, soifitwere the Baader Meinhof Gangor
theweather thatgave them the excuse theywould have doneit, because
thatis the only thing theywould thinkabout doing. The people involved
werebroughtupin Nazikindergartens; theyalwayssee thingsin terms of
punishment, guilt, restrictions, everybodyinarole. And they can never
find outwhat theyarelike and they can’tgo that farbackinto the
programming process to change their modules of behaviour. The guy
responsible for Wiesbadenis retired now, buthe probablyimposes the
same system of orderin hishouse-it’sso much partofhis system.

vision. Ourideaisto take computers out of
contextofthose controlfunctionsand use them
creativelyinanareawhere people donotexpect
tofind them. Like using pocket calculatorsto
make music, forinstance. Nobodyknewyou
could do that. Wealways try to do things to break
thenormal order—and knowingitsowellfrom
Germany, we knowhowto breakit... possibly (a
slightsmile).It’sabout time technologywas used
inresistance;itshouldn’tbe shunned, reviled or
glorified. Yes, we created asofter attitude, going

“It’s about time
technology
was used in
resistance”

Your generation had two choices-identify
with the foreign cultures of occupying powers
orgobacktothe’20s?
Ithinkweareveryanti-Americaninaway
because we were feeling so much how they
cameto Germanywith Coca-Colaand chewing
gum.Aschildren weatfirstthoughtitwas
great, youknow, biguncle comingdown the
streetwith Coca-Cola.Icanstillremember
whenIwasveryyounghowtheycame through
the streetson tanks givingit out. We tookitat

much moreinto the human behaviour ofthose
typeofthings. Whatwe alwaystryto doisto plug
ourselvesinandstealalittleaway from those companies, using guerilla
tacticstosteal from therich conglomerates. .. like we got this
mathematicianinto doingsomethinghewouldn’tnormally do—help
make music. And we communicate data to him by computer, avoiding
then the postoffice telephone monopoly on communications.

It’sironic that Kraftwerk have areputation for beingso distinctly
German-indress, observation of formalities, eating cakesin cafes—
whenyou obviouslydon’tlike some aspects of modern Germany.

Ja, that’s the war; we have to go through this whole processbecausein
England, orin America, youhave aliving culture, butin Germanywe
don’thave that. In the war Germanywas finished, everythingwiped out
physicallyand also mentally. We were nowhere. The only people we could
relate towe had to goback50yearsinto the '20s. On the otherhand, we
werebroughtupin the British sector and that’snothing we could relate to.
There’snolivingmusical thing other than the 50-years-old musical thing
orsemi-academic electronic music, meaning psychologicallywe had to
getourselves going. And thathas onlybeen possible with our generation.
Youcansee the generation before ours thatis 10years olderand they
couldnotdoit. The only thing they could dowas getfatand drink. There
was so muchaccumulated guilt thatit physically took another generation
tobe productive, tobewilling to say, “OK,I'm doingasongcalled “Trans-
EuropaExpress” orsomething. That’swhywe don’thave any contactwith
peopleolderthanus.It’sjustimpossible—it’sareal break. Butnowwith
our generationithasbegunagain, with the films of Fassbinder, Herzog
and Wenders or the writing of Peter Handke, for instance. Our music was
usedinthelastsection of Alexanderplatz [the '20s novel of Alfred D6blin,
recently subjected to acontroversial TV serialisation by Fassbinder]. There
was about20 minutes of visions and horror sequences with our music.

Howaboutrelationswithyour parents?

It'sdifficult, but theyare severalyears older, even pre-Nazi... we certainly
represent the generation with no fathers. Wehave nobodytolisten to, no
old wise men or anything. We have toimpose every question on ourselves
andtrytofindthe correctanswer. Thatwe were completely alonewasvery
hardtoacceptatfirst, butafterafewyearswefind thatitisalsoinsome
ways encouraging, because it gives you possibilities of doingnew things.

InEngland we’re partlyencumbered
byuseless, decayingtraditions thatare
nevertheless difficult to cast off...
Ithinkso, butthatwill crumble away...

Gettingback toyour generation,
weren’tthe RAF/Baader Meinhof Gang
cited asreasonsfor theincreased
surveillance thatresultedin the
Wiesbaden centre?

Maybe, butthe people who created
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thetime, butover the years youmore and more
doubtwhat’shappeningand whereyoustand.

Ithasnothingto dowith nationalistic feelings, it'smore a cultural thing;

ithasto dowith more spiritual feelings, continental feelings...

Wereyouworried thatyour identification with Germanywould be
misinterpreted abroad?

No.Forusitwasmore anidentity thing. It was the process offinding
outwhowewere. The whole thing of Kraftwerk going through those
different LPs...like Autobahn, everybodyin Germanysaid thatsinging
Germanlyricswas crazy. Can youimagine that 75 per centof ourradio
programmes were in English. Naturallywe don’twantitalltobein
German, butsuchahigh percentage?Itisbecomingbetternow-I'm
reallycomplainingaboutafewyearsago.

Havingtalked toyounger German groups, like D.A.F. and Der Plan, 'm
alwaysimpressed by their sense of purpose and theirwillingness to talk
about their music-an areawhich English groups often hedge around.
Well, it’sso hard in Germanyto be productive that you have to discipline
yourselfverymuch and putyourselfthrough alotofeffortto getanywhere.
Whenwefirststarted it wasimpossible to find anywhere to play. We built
ourown equipment, telephoned and arranged anything ourselves... it
wasjustlittle guerillatacticsin order to getanywhere. And once you have
decided todoit, thenyouhave adopteditasalifestyle. Butfinallyithas
broken here and thereis much activityin German now. Itisnolonger the
caseof people denying theiridentityand having to singin English.

Theintellectual process thathas obviouslygoneinto the construction
of your LPs manifestsitselfin asimple pop form. Doyou thinkit’s
gettingso simple that people are missing the point?

No.We consider our music minimalistto a pointand thatagain maybe has
somethingto dowith ourso-called classical upbringing, where one of the
highestgoalsisto playvery complicated pieces. Wewould rather go for the
meaning. [fwe wanted to play complicated things with our equipment it
would bejustamatter of pressing one or two more buttons. Besides, I

never like practisingbecause thatis again partof the system of order—you
putthenotesinorder. The system imposesitselfin everyaspectofhuman
life; notjust passports, butmusic, too. This created some very strange
feelingsinmyselfatthe time. Ourmusicis very primitive—the German
word is geradeaus [straightahead] and
thatis thebestword forit. Simple meansa
little stupid, minimalistic means
reduced, but gerade aus meansyouknow
whereyouaregoingandyoutrytoget
thereasfastaspossible. We once called
ourmusic Industrielle Volksmusik.Ithink
that’swhatwe stand for. We're verymuch
involved with environment. Diisseldorfis
called “The Office of the Riihr” (the heavy
industrialbelt of Germany)—itisall glass
andsteeland concrete and blocks...



Manyso-called futurist groups took The Man Machine
ideathewrongway, taking asimplistic view of extolling
machinerywhen they should have justused it.

TheMan Machineis morelike establishingabalance
between manand the machine, more a friendship,
otherwisewewould have called the album “Machine”.
Also, inthe’70s everybodywas calling theiralbums
somethinglike “Man”, everybody simplistically talked so much
abouthuman qualities—“I loveyou baby, forever”, for example. But
wewanted to talkabout the relationship between man and
machinesand the Russian context of Rabotnik, meaning worker.
We always thought of ourselves as workersin sound—not musicians
ormusical artists, butas musical workers, goinginto the studio to
work. And the whole thingwas to develop that. We had so many
problemsinthe’70sbecause nobodywas attuned toit.

Comingbackfromlastnight’s concert, your collaborator Emil
Schultspoke of back-to-the-land movements and ahealthier, more
naturallifestyle. Hesaid that Kraftwerkin awayrepresented this.
Thathasto dowith the second electronicrevolution. We went
through the mechanicalside threeyearsagoand nowit’s the

electronicdataand processing—we are getting more into software
and organisms, how organisms come about. There’s atendency to
read bio-rhythmswithin the group of people wholive in our home.
Forusthere’snolongeradifference betweenall those things—
they'veallbeenpartofthe programmingprocess. One time we
called ourKlingKlang Studio the “Electronic Garden” —we have
bridged the gap between music and technology.

Kraftwerk’srelationship to computersis more ambivalent, then?
Ambivalenceisright-werenotglorifyinganything. It’smorelike by
livingin West Germanyyou can see howsociety can be manoeuvred
with these electronic computers. Whatweare tryingto doisfirstly
make thattransparentand then maybe try to expose howyoucan
do other things, because computersarelike blank tapes: youcan
cover themwith bits or change their direction even though they, too,
canchange-theydid change-ourattitudes towards music... It’s
really hard to express thisinwords because Computer Worldis still
soclosethatIhaven'treflected uponeverythinginit.

Don’tyou get the urge to make more of thisin yourlyrics, which
aremainlyplainlydescriptive?

Wealways tryto plantlyricslike clues, use themas codes, because
otherwise lyrics tend to catch youintellectuallyand only that. That
would disturb our Ganzheit [wholeness] principle. Also, it’s part of our
Germanic thing, thelittle symphonic thing, where words are there, but
voices aren’'tmixed veryhigh. Ourmain thingwas mainly sound and the
wordsjustslipped into our music.

The musicwas asystem of contrasts once-loud/quiet, soft/hard,
melodic/cacophonous. It’'sbecome more unified, easier on the ear.
Yes, butwe have gone more radikal synthetic. Everything we donowis
completely produced by computerising the whole thing. Even the
rhythmsarehorizontallyand vertically organised.

TheKraftwerk personnel seem stronglyintegrated into the Kraftwerk
persona;is thereadifferencebetween your stage and private persona?
Ourpersonallifeis ourstagelife; sometimeswe get confused and
sometimesIget mixed up. It'sjustalevel of awareness, a feeling for the
moment. Thereisreallynothing else we do apartfrom Kraftwerkand
related things. We have no other choice than going totallyinto that thing.

It'sstrange that you haunt the discos, enjoying the physical activity of
dancing, perhaps?

Yes (withaslygrin), butwe are dancingverymechanical. Tousit’sall part
of... wearesituationists. It'shard to express—maybe we should write
some more songs aboutit. Like “Showroom Dummies”, which says “It’s
two o’clock, westartto dance, we are showroom dummies”, comingto life.
Wearealsolivinginthestreets, inthe cities, everywhere. We can’t
separate thislife fromthat.It'sall onelife and at the end we are dead.

DoyouseeKraftwerkasacomedy of manners?
That’sbehaviour? Certainly there’s some degree of blackhumourinus

“There’ssome
degreeofblack
humourinus”:

| Kraftwerkin Tokyo,
September1981

—wearemostlywearingblack! There’sa certain tradition ofhumour
wherewelive, thathasbecome partofus.

There seems tobe agleeful happiness about you duringthe
performance of “Pocket Calculator” when you allleave your keyboards
toperformadanceroutine at thefront of the stage.

Yes, because mostlywe are physicallybound to elaborate equipment.
Florian boughta [musical] pocket calculatorlast Christmasin the
departmentstore, broughtitto the studio where we started playing
around withit. [twasanewthingforus. It wasaminimalisticliberation
forus.Ithinkthatminielectronics are veryinteresting.

Beingsointerested invideo and automated beings, why have you taken
totheroadinstead of sending out visual/mechanical aids as stand-ins?
Wedid thatbefore, a couple of years ago. In New York we played a press
showwith dummies. And one timein Paris to launch The Man Machine.
Whatwe wanted to do this time was put ourselves through the whole new
situation of going out with our entire studio, because we had beenlocked
infor threeyears to make thisnewalbumand concept; for the first time
wewouldbe able to go out, walkaround and come back the other way. It’s
areallyopenthing, because we don’tknowhowit'll turn out. Itwill reflect
inourmusic, because we always draw ourideas from the work we do,
putting our music and machinery through thiswhole process.

Doyoutakeafatalisticinterestin things at the point of crisis, when
thingsareinthebalance?

(After alongpause) Maybe, because that’s the pointwhere changes come
aboutand maybe, subconsciously atleast, we are very easilybored by a
stablesituation. Electronic musicis averyliquid situation, notlike
rock'n’roll, whichisaverystable format. We'renotin aboxlike that,
we'renotafraid, we'reattracted by certain thingsinmotion... ChrisBohn
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Motérhead:
maraudingassaults
onthesenses

ALBUMS

Motorhead

BRONZE

They're not joking. In the
rock’n’roll gross-out stakes,
Motérhead take the fur-lined
biscuit. I've seenthem around
adozentimes, including their
monumental Heavy Metal Barn
Dancein Stafford last year.
lused to think that Overkill was
aheavy album, that Bomber
was over the top and that Ace
Of Spades was louder than an
atombombinafoundry.

But this... thisis ridiculous. How
producer Vic Maile managed to
piece this together without his
very brain liquefying and making
abreak for the studio exit, via his
ears, I'llnever know.

The facts. No Sleep 'Til
Hammersmithis a live album
recorded ata variety of British
gigs during the band’s tour
earlier this year - with the
exception of “Iron Horse”,
which I suspectis taken from
the aforementioned Barn Dance
of1980.Lemmy’sintroduction
to that track, by the way, should
godowninhistory. “Thisone,”
he mumbles “is dedicated to all
the Angelsinhere-and everyone
else, really.”

And the music? Just about what
you'd expect -but more so. The
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Motérhead
classicsareall
there, naturally
-“Motérhead”,
“Bomber”, “Overkill”,
“Stay Clean”, “No Class”,
etc,and, while it may seem like
areviewer'scliche, it’s true to say
thatthey sound fresher than ever.

It's no easy task to make alive
album. Few artists have ever
managed to pullit off.

Somehow, after repeated
listenings, the attractionbegins
to pall. You find yourself picking
justselected tracks. You get
irritated by the bum notes, the
flagging tempos, the voices that
justfail to hitthe expected notes.
Offhand, | can only think of
Jerry Lee Lewis’ Greatest Live
Show OnEarthfrom1964as
being a completely successful
setrecordedin concert.

However, | have afeeling that
Motérhead may have equalled
Jerry Lee’s achievement with
No Sleep.... A curious comparison
tobe sure, butthen Motorhead,
like Jerry Lee, are simple,
straightforward rock’n’rollers
who put the most colossal
physical effortinto their
performance.

That, I think, is the reason for
the success of both Motérhead
and No Sleep.... All the tracks are
full-tilt, marauding assaults on

REVIEW

1981 —

the senses.
There'sno
dangerthat
Motérhead
would every
attemptaballad or
indeed anything that

doesn’trequire the shedding of
acouple of gallons of sweat.

It would be hard to putup
acase for Motérhead being
great musicians, although
guitarist Eddie Clarke does
show aremarkable facility for
speedy runsup and down his
fretboard and aninnate ability
to sustain notes almostbeyond
the endurance of either player
orlistener.

But then virtuosity is scarcely
what Motérhead are all about.
Thisis gut musicto be
experiencedrather thanbe
listened to. “Bomber” is the
perfect example. Philthy Animal
Taylor pounds
his drumslike
ajack-hammer
gone berserk,
Lemmy coaxes
gargantuan
groans from
both his bass
and hislarynx,
and Fast Eddie
stabs his guitar
through the
wall of sound

with the dexterity and facility
of achampion fencer.

The pacingis perfect,
from the opening notes of
“Ace Of Spades” to the vast
cheer that greets the final
chords of “Motérhead”.
Perfectbecauseitis
unchanging and unrelenting.
Motérhead know only one
speed,and that’s flat out.

Isitgood? lhappento
thinkit’'s magnificent -
adisplay of brute force and
power which most other
heavy metal bands would
find hard to even approach
letalone emulate.lonce
hearditsaid,byarecord
company A&R man, that
Overkill was the most
important heavy metal album
to come along since Black
Sabbath’s debut.

Following the sameline
of thought, I'd suggest
that No Sleep... has set the
standard for heavy metalin
the’80s. It'sayardstick by
which everything else will
be measured. BrianHarrigan,
MMJuné

The Birthday Party
4AD

One night several months
ago the eyelids were growing
heavy and the mind was
wanderingidly into another
dimension as the John Peel show
demonstrated yet againits
inability to hold my attention for
more thana couple of minutes.
Preparingtoflickonarecord,
ahand suddenly froze over the
turntable, an ear turned, and
the brain was held by a sonic blitz
that snapped out of the speakers.
Ihadjustbeen exposed to The
Birthday Party for the first time.
Without protective clothing.
Let’s get the jokes about Frank
Ifield and Rolf Harris out of the
way firstand just say that The
Birthday Party are the hottest
thing to emerge from Australia
since...well...since whatever.
Formerly known as The Boys
Next Door, they recorded an
albumunder the name, became
The Birthday Party, visited

IAE BRTHDAY FrkTy
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Britain last year and returned
to Australia to record this
album. They're now backin
Britainindefinitely.

People who take Beefheart as
aprimeinspiration usually end
up looking like five-year-old kids
trying to copy Rembrandt - just
listen to early Pop Group or
Clock DVA to see the pitfalls
-but The Birthday Party’s
achievementisinusing Van
Vliet'sinfluence with intuition
and understanding, simply using
some of hisideas asabase camp
for the expedition.

The endresultisasound that
isuniquely personal, angular,
thick and fleshy. It’s spat out with
demonicferocity that’s enough
toscare the Y-Fronts off even
the most blasé of listeners and
recordedin what sounds more
like aninferno thanastudio.

Ifyou're one of the few people
who live near ashop that will
actually play records onrequest,
andthen ask to hear “King Ink”,
Side Two's opening track. It's
acauterising assault built
around amonster of abassline,
with guitars jabbing cruelly and
singer Nick Cave crying out
with manicintensity. If not, take
achance andbuy.

I could rabbit on for pages,
but can’t help feeling that words
are pretty inadequate when
faced with this kind of burning
commitment. Hear therecord,
forgive them for the Brecht
and Weill-inspired overkill that
ends Side Two, and see them.
LyndenBarber, MM Apr 25

Rolling Stones
ROLLING STONES

Strange really, if you bother to
think about it. All that talk from
the Stones camp about the
quantity of songs whichwere

left off their last two albums.

The delay between Some Girls
and Emotional Rescue was
attributed -if memory serves
-to the material the band had
accumulated, the surfeit of which
hadleft the Glimmer Twins spoilt
for choice.

Ironic, then, that the second
Rolling Stones album of the
decadeisacompilation. Not
thatthe Stoneshaven’tbeen
wellserved by compilations
throughout their career. Decca
have wrung about every possible
permutation from their Stones’
catalogue, and their spell with
WEA resultedinthe 1975 Made
In The Shade and the 1978 Time
Waits For No One collections.

EMlaren’tslow off the mark
with Sucking In The Seventies,
and apretty paltry collectionitis.

Only two unreleased tracks and
alive version of a1978 song. The
remaining tracks are culled from
earlier albums: two from Some
Girls (“Shattered” and
“Beast Of Burden”), one
from Love YoulLive
(“Mannish Boy”), three
from Black And Blue
(“CrazyMama”, “Hot
Stuff” and “Fool To Cry”)
and one from It’s Only
Rock’n’Roll (“Time Waits For
No One”).

The motliness of this current
complicationis compounded by
the fact that two of the songs -
“Time Waits For No One” and
“Fool To Cry” - were available on
the last compilation.

The only realinterest,
therefore, on this albumliesin
the three “new” tracks. The live
version of “When The Whip
ComesDown” is the Stones
going through their well-
practised paces at some
unknown arena; the familiar
chugging guitars and rock-
solidrhythmsection state
emphatically thatitis the Stones
live and hard at work on one of
the raunchier songs from Some
Girls. Fine, but itadds little to the
studio version.

“If | Was A Dancer (Part Two)”
comes from the Emotional
Rescue sessions,and as the
subtitle indicates, it'sin the
same disco vein as “Dance”
fromthatalbum.lt’sa
competent, unremarkable
outtake, punctuated by some
sweet brass sounds.

The onereal point of interest
comes with “Everythingls
Turning To Gold”; vintage Stones
from the Some Girls sessions,
acrashingrocker, with good
Jagger vocals and some
relentless percussion from Watts.

And there you go, amaxi-
single’s worth of new material for
the price of analbum!

Idon’tbelieve this sorry state of
affairsis entirely the Stones’ fault
(except that they take sobloody
long making analbum, there’sa
necessity for some “product” to
fillthe gaps between albums).
The album was geared for the
American market, but obviously
any Stones fan worth their salt
wants everything with the band’s
name on, however unreasonably
thealbumis compiled.

The album’s cover, withits drab
black lettering on a plain white
background, reflects the paucity
of its contents. On this evidence,
if thisis the Rolling Stones
suckinginthe '70s, it’s only to
gobrightinthe eye of the '80s.
Patrick Humphries, MM Apr 25

SINGLES

The Human League
VIRGIN

The verseis merely aretread
of “Crow And A Baby”, the
League’s very worst song,
but the chorusis enough to
make your mother tap her
fingerslightly onherknee

as she magnanimously
offers, “Hmmm, catchy little
number...” | can’treally make
up my mind about this one,
which probably means thatit’s
not that great. MMApr2s

Kraftwerk
EMI

The great-granddaddies of
Teutonic techno-bop return
from retirement, their
reputation unexpectedly
enhancedin their absence,
and deliver one humdinger of
adancetrack destined not to
be betteredin aeons. Blip-and-
beep perfect for the nouveau
robot manoeuvres currently
invogue at the discos, it takes
mechanical minimalism one
step nearer nonexistence

with deadpan vocals,
meaninglesslyricsanda
sparse, basicbeat. The B-side'’s
(surprise, surprise!) the same
in Japanese. Right time, right
place.Right place & No1!
MMMay9

The Glash

CBS

No bones about this one, Jack:
it'sagreatrecord. Their best
shot from Sandinista!, this 45
is The Clash’s answer to disco
and Sugarhill rapping. It
featuresasuperb bassline and
sound, anintelligent lyric,

and succeedsbeautifully
because Joe Strummer
understands that the

rhythm of his words are just
asimportant as Mick Jones’
careful funk guitar. The

Great Work Rapisupon us.

A compulsive dance number
andyoucanlistentoitas

well. Giveit ashot. MMAprn

—-'Springsteen:

exposingour
hopesandfears

Bruce Springsteen
CBS

It's an odd choice for asingle,
butnevertheless an example
of Springsteen at his finest,
the hopesandfearsof the
man-and-woman-in-the-
street expressed with stark
melancholy.

The same goes for
“Independence Day” on the
otherside, one of Springsteen’s
most moving songs ever, asong
that crawls under your skinand
makes you want to weep.

If you've been put off by
the excessive mawkishness
and grimace-inducing sexism
onsome of The River (the
album), if you hate the car
imagery which makes
Springsteen sound like a
send-up of himself, orif you
simply think he’s an overblown
hype, then this package should
be enough to make you see
why thousands of people are
prepared to go to almost
fanatical lengths to get to
see the man live.Now go and
buy Darkness On The Edge
Of Town. MMApr2s

The Teen Idles

DISCHORD

Ever wondered where the real
punks go now that the Subs and
Ruts are prancing and posing
aroundin their poncy new
hairstyles? To the States, that’s
where. America’s TeenIdles
aresocliched, crassand cross,
they're cute; playing so fast,
loud and lousy, they make The
Dead Kennedys sound like
Queen. Frantic, fabulous,
futile fun. Try it. MMMay9
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June9,1981:thedayafter
thelastUKdateof The
River TourattheNEC
ArenainBirmingham,

BruceSpringsteenvisits
U2backstageaftertheir
concertat Hammersmith
Palais, WestLondon




grants an informal
audience from the
dizzy heights of
success. Still, he
remains earnest,
hﬁlpflll and utterly MELODY MAKER
grounded. “The sell-
out doesn’t occur
when you take your
first limousine ride,”
he explains. “It
happens in here...”

MAYS T M WEEKLTUSA B2

Bruce
_HSnringstee
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BytheendofthehourIfeltasthoughI'd madeanewfriend. That and husband of tour manager Barbara Carr. “Us guys are going out to
intimacy comes through onrecord, and more soin his current three- havealookaround the townright now, butwe’llbe backlater. Catch you
hour show, where the songs range from the deep emotion of “Darkness then.” And offhe went to catch up with Bruce.
OnTheEdge Of Town” to the vibrancy of “Rosalita”. Six-thirty, and stillno sign of the tickets for tonight’s show, soThead for

Onthelatter, Bruce, GaryTallent, Clarence Clemons and Miami Steve thebar. Two bearded, muscular technicians wearing Springsteen
jump downinto the audience to heighten the communication; performer | T-shirtsaresittingthere.
andlistenerlook each otherstraightin the eye. “Whattime’s the show tonight?” Iask.

The samewas true offstage; with the tape whirring, the conversation “Thereain’tone,” says one of the guys. “Leastwe ain’t going to be there if
wehad couldneverhavehappened. SohowdoIknowIhaven'tmisquoted | thereis.” Andtheyburstintolaughter.
him?That’sjust the price youpay. “Whatdoyoumean?Iwastold tonight.”

“Likewe said, no show. It's tomorrow. The president’s got the hall tonight
B ECAUSEIT’S BEEN six years since he last played here, and the tomakean electionspeech orsomethin’. Gig’s cancelled. It's tomorrow.”
3 aura that surrounds him, Bruce Springsteen Igetthatsinkingfeelingin the pit of mystomach.

. hasbecome alegend, an untouchable I've only gotenough moneyto stay tonight.

saviour even. The mystique is perpetuated by
stories of mammoth concerts thatbecome
celebrations, Bruce climbing billboards to deface
his posters, opening shows with “Badlands” on
the day of Ronald Reagan’s election.

Andhere, coming down the lobby of the hotel
Sofitelin Lyon, France, is Bruce with girlfriend Joyce.
“Goingoutto play golf?” jokes one of theroad crew. B meintohisdressingroom.

Along comes Dave Marsh, Springsteen biographer e e ¥ Bruceiswearingatastefullyembroidered shirtand

W ‘ : smells faintly of embrocation; 'm abundle of nerves.
( Dyl . Istallfor timeand askhimaboutRobertDe Niro.

Then [journalistand Springsteen intimate]
Dave Marshwalksinto thelobby.Iexplainmy
predicament. “Don’tworry,” said Dave. “Bruce will
lookafteryou.”

Andthenextnighthedid. Aftermyfirst
Springsteen concert, still suffering from “the first
timeyousee Bruce glow”, as they callit, he welcomes

REX FEATURES

" i h Somewhere alongthelineI'd heard theywere old
- Wy drinkingbuddies. Legend even hasitthat Bruce gave
RobertDe Niro theimmortal “Areyoutalkingto
me?” line from Taxi Driver.

“Nah,” says Bruce. “Imethim afew times, but Clarence knows
himbetter. Youshould ask Clarence abouthim.”

It’stimeto start talking seriously. How does he feelin
retrospectabouthis earlyalbums?

Hegrimaces. “Ah,Iwaskindaloose whenImade those
albums,” he says dismissively. “The other day, in fact, [was
drivinghome and ‘Blinded By The Light’ came on theradio
and...” Heflicksanimaginary switch offin mid-air.

We move on to theinfamous hype period that CBS
instigated for his dramatic Born To Run album. An album
thatsimultaneously nearlykilled him, butinstead sethim up
asthe Great White Hope.

“Well, one of the bad things aboutall thathypebusiness,” says
Bruceinalmostawhisper, “was thatitmade uslookas though
we'd come up from nowhere, when we'd been playing the bars
foryearsbefore that.”

To getaway from the intense pressure that followed, Bruce
packed hisbags and headed forhome: NewJersey, where he was
broughtup. There, he says, he discovered himself. Asakid he
never bothered withreadingbooks oranyofthatstyle. Backin
Jerseyhestarted reading.

Could he give anytitles? Bruce motions to the bags thathave
been packed and ready to goback to the hotel.

“Imadealist, actually, ofallthe booksThad read and were
importanttome, butIguessit’ssomewhereinthere.” Currently
he’sengrossedin The History Of The United States.

AlsoinJerseyhediscovered movies. “Istarted goingto see
films for somethingelse other than enjoyment.”

Itwasfrom this period of self-awareness that Darkness On
The Edge Of Townwas created. Bruce had not only discovered
himself, buthe’d also seen thelives of thosearound him. The
forces thathad affected them.

Heagrees now that Born To Run, his previous album to this
period of discoveryaboutlife and himself, did have “alotof
overblownromance. Butitstill contained the seeds of
realism.” Bruce points to thelastverse of “Jungleland” as
proofofthisassertion.

Theseseeds of realism flowered on Darkness.... His toughest
albumand mostrealistic, whenitappearedin’78itlockedin
perfectlywith themood thatpunkhad created in England. But
whereas punkwas onlystarting to address the problems of
identityand purpose, Bruce nailed the problemin one.

“Yeah, it'sfunnythat,” says Bruce, “becausein Americal
looked around and no one was writingabout thiskind of stuff.”

Springsteenonstage
withE StreetBand
tenorsaxophoneplayer
Clarence Clemons,1981
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» BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN
SHERRY DARLIN

b/w BE TRUE

Lateron, Brucedescribes Darkness... as “aguytrying
todiscoverwho heisand where he’s goingto”.

Did he think Darkness... was optimistic? “Yeah, I
thinkso,” heaffirms. “Badlands’—that’s optimistic,
raisingyourselfaboveitall.” We move on to The River.
Hetellsme that out ofhis five albums, this oneis

Helooksupatthe ceilingwhenhe’s sayingall this
andItellhimthat’sexactlywhyIstayinbedon
Sundaysnow. Youshouldn'thave tolookup to
anything. “That’sit!” he shouts, grabbingmyarm.
“Itshould belike this,” and we're face to face.

Timenow, though, isrunningout. People

hisfavourite.

Itellhim thatitseemstobeabalancebetween
theromance and gloryof Born To Runand the
gritty,hardrealism of Darkness....

Eagerlyheagrees. To him, it'ssoimportantto
have the two. “That’swhyput TWannaMarry
You’' nextto ‘TheRiver’. 1 WannaMarry You' is
aguywho sees someonefromacornerandas
soonashedoesit’s...” Hemotionswith hishands
totryandarticulate thatfirstrush of bloodand
love. “It’s...” herepeats, both of uslaughing.

“But ‘TheRiver’itselfbalances thatout,” he
says, getting serious again. “Soyouhave the two
ofthem.And that’simportant.” He goes on to

“Darkness...
was the first
album where
I saw myself

asaman’

keep entering the dressingroom to take things
outto thetruckand theykeep giving Bruce
lightningglances.

Sensingthis, laskhim whatelseis good about
theband and the musiche’s playing. Putting
outhishands, hestresseshowmusichas
becomefartoodivided.

“It’'sstupid,” he says, “ifyoulike this music
and can'tlike thatmusic. And ifyoulike that
musicyou can’tlike this music. That’showit’s
gottenand we aim tosmash all that. Transcend
thosebarriers.

“Wegetallkinds ofages atour gigsand that’s
great.” Atthis point Dave Marsh enters the

explain further. Tohim, duringthe 70s, because
ofthe thingsthathaverocked the nations—“thingslike Watergate” —
people havejustlostthe abilityto dream.

“It'sbeenknocked out of people,” he sayswistfully. Whatapartofhis
musicdoesistrytore-establish that quality.

Oneofthereasonshelovesrock’n’rollso muchisbecauseitgives people
suchavitalityand sense of beingalive. From “Anarchy In The UK” to
“BornTo Run”, anyone can testify to thatvitality. Dreamingisapartof
thatsense ofbeingalive, hence Bruce’sinterest and stress onit.

Simultaneously, though, herealises thatsongslike “CadillacRanch” and
“Fun, Fun, Fun” mustbebalanced by the kind of realism to be found on
Darkness.... “That’sjustasimportant.”

There are other matters, too. Bruce sees himselfand fellow E Streeters
presentingandrepresentingsomekind ofidea. Partof thatideaisto
remainasaccessibleas ever. ThisisaVeryImportant Thing.

Buthow, Iwonder, did Springsteen (who mayfinallybe themanto
replaceall those pathetic wasted songwriting teams of Plantand Page,
Richardsand Jagger), balance thataccessibilitywith the enormous
success heisnow enjoying? On every single date ofhis European tour he
hassold out consistently. In Britain, 250,000 people wanted to see him at
Wembley. In Amsterdam theywanted to give him platinum records for
The River. He explains carefullyand with great deliberation.

“Ihaven’tchanged myway ofliving all that much, youknow.” He’s
alwaysbeen lucky enough to eschew the trappings that come with
success. It’'ssomethinghehasn’tfound hardtodo.

“Idon’tknowifIcanarticulate this properly,” he says, frowning. “But
thisroom (he gestures to the quite large place we're sitting in) and money,
it’stherebutit’snotimportant. It’snot the end.

“Yousee, the sell-outdoesn’t occur when you take your firstlimousine
ride.Ithappensinhere,” thumpinghisheart. “And somewhere private.”
Thereasonithadn’'thappenedtohimwasbecausehewasn’tbuiltina
way thathe could besuckedintoit.

“Alotofgood peoplewith somethingtosayhave falleninto thattrap,”
hesays quietly. “It'swhen you getfatand lose your hunger,” he stresses.
“Thatiswhenyouknow thesell-outhashappened.”

That’swhythattrip back toJerseywas soimportant for him round about
the time of Born To Run, when he firstwalked into enormous success.
Becauseheknewwhohewas, wherehewas comingfromand whathe
waswritingabout, he could see the dangersinherentin succumbing
tothe temptations. “Darkness... wasthefirstalbumwhere, afterwards,
Isawmyselfasamanatlastandnotakid anymore.”

Anotherreason for his ability to be trueis the people he surrounds
himselfwith. Good people who guided him and protected him, butnotin
acotton-wool manner. Honest people.

Bruce’swritinghas changed a greatdealnow, afacthereadilyadmits.
“I'mnotwritingfor the peopleI grewupwith asakid,” hesnorts, “because
they’reallmarried withadogandkidsnow.”

Hewritesabouthimselfand the wayhe sees thingsnow. Asaman. He
hopesthatthe peoplewho cometo see the showare able to feel a two-way
thingwith theband. Each party canlookinto each other’s eyes.

Didreligion ever affecthim, Iwonder? He shakes hishead and tells of
how, atanearlyage, herealised that the people teachingitrelied onfearto
instilitinhim.

dressingroomto tellushe’s goingand clearly,
though we've only touched the tip of theiceberg, enoughis enough.
WhenJoyce comesinaminutelateritreallyistimeto go.

Aswe packup our stufflask Bruce alast question aboutastoryhehad
told onstage thatnight. Ithad been told as anintroduction to Bruce’s
version of Woody Guthrie’s “This Land Is Your Land”, and concerned the
time Bruce and Miami Steve had played agigin Memphis and afterwards
decided tovisit Elvis’ house atabout threein the morning.

“Wasthattrue?” ITasked.

“Ohyeah,” smiles Bruce. “Actually, me and Steve were hungryand we
asked this taxidriver where the best place to eatwas. He said Gracelands
andIsaid, ‘Forgetthefood,let’s go see Elvis.”

Whichiswhattheboysdid. The taxidriverwasn'ttookeen ontheidea,
however, and keptwarning them about the dogs and guards that
surrounded the house. Bruce tookno notice and justtold him to keep
driving. When theyall got there, Bruce scaled up the wall to Elvis’ house
and started up the driveway. Ashe got nearer he could see that there was
onlyonelightonintheentire house.

Suddenly from out thewoods, out stepped aguard.

“Whatdoyouwant?” heasked, his gunhanging from his hip. “Icome
toseeElvis,” Bruce said innocently.

“Heain’there,” the guardreplied. “He’sin Lake Tahoe.”

Figuring thatthe guard waslying, and glancing once more at that
windowwithitslight shiningbright, Bruce explained hewasinaband.
They’d played Memphis thatnight. They were quite apopularband.

Infact, Brucehad been on the cover of Newsweek (“AndInever tell
anyonethat,” laughs Bruce, “which showswhata cheap shotitwas.”).

The guardremained unimpressed. “Well, canyoutellhimIcalled?”
asked Bruce. The guard said he would and Bruce walked back down
thedrive, glancing over his shoulderat thatoneroom.

“Andyouknow,” says Bruce, “thatlightin thatroom...itjusthad to
beElvis.”

Aslongashekeepsthinkingthat, then the Promised Landis still only
round the corner.

HAT’'SHE REALLY like? On myreturn to England I heard
; ; ‘ ; that phrase more times thanIcare to mention. And the
answer was always the same.

Bruce Springsteenisrare. Rarein thatheis totallyunlike anyrockstar
—orwhatever the phraseis—thatI've comeacross. He actuallyis himself,
notanimage. There’s no falseness, no show, no pretensions.

Heknowswhoheisand heisn'tashamed, nordoeshetrytohide
himself. And he’sintelligent,immenselylikeable, alittle vulnerable,
moral, strong. Andaboveall, alive.

Herefuses to go under, come Watergate or Reagan. Two incidentsin
Rotterdamlastweek showthekind of manheis.

Afterthefirstgig, apartywasheld to give Bruce some platinumrecords.
DickAsher,whoisaveryimportant person within hisrecord company’s
scheme of things, had flownin to make the presentation.

OnlyBrucedidn’tmakeit. Hefeltill. And hisfirstresponsibilityis to his
audience, notto bigshots. Earlier thatnighthe had stood up and sung
“ThisLandIs Your Land”. He'd changed one of thelastlines to “From
Californiato thestreets of Brixton”. Paolo Hewitt ®
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Gut force
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RYING TO WRITE about
Ta Bruce Springsteen
concert without
reinforcing the man’sreputation
for scarcely believable stage
performancesislike trying to
cross the Atlanticinapaper
yacht.Doitand you're sunk.

The simple factis, whenyou
see Springsteen for the first time
any lingering doubts about the
yards of superlatives that have
beenheaped onhimoverthe
years evaporate like ether. When
Springsteen’s up there onstage
alifetime’s hopes, passions and
frustrations explodeinan

earlier songs like “Badlands” and
“The Promised Land".

But the songsare only partof
the story. The recordings only
hint at the power that the
E Street Band achieve on
stage; they begin with the
kind of gut force that most
bands only begin to
achieve at the end of set.

And of course there’s
Bruce'sfamed athletic
achievementson the
floorboards, though the
most surprising thingabout
watching himis how he refuses
tofit the traditional mould of

uninhibited cry rock superstar
matched only . as demigod,
bythesense o Occasionally the butrather
exhilaration melts down
andfreedom hﬁartfelt honesty the barrier
. b .

e Strayedtoonearto .rocie:
e thesentimentality S

Andif of hardcore C&W  doesntlook
attimes like arock star

Springsteen

strays too near the edge and
stumbles down the slopes
towards sentimentality, it's a slip
that's dwarfed by the magnitude
of his overall achievement.

I must confess my biases.
When Born To Runcame outin
1975 lused to literally rush home
toplayit,andlstillregarditas my
favourite rock album of all time.
Sowhenlheard the E Street
band playing “Backstreets” - my
favouriterock track of all time
-atBrighton with aforce that
matched and even surpassed the
intensity of the original, | was
sweptalongonatidal wave of
overwhelming emotion.

With The River, Springsteen
seemed to have lost his touch,
often descendinginto banality;
most of the “rockers” appeared
tobe different versions of the
same song, and tracks like
“Sherry Darling” and “Hungry
Heart” seemed lightweightin
comparison with much of his
earlier work.

Since the concert I'verealised
that The Riveris not An Albumin
the same sense as Born To Runor
Darkness On The Edge Of Town,
but shouldbe seenasarecord
that closely follows the dynamics
of alive Springsteen show; an
epic that balances the hedonistic
joy of rock with the more complex
exploration of the human
emotions that characterised
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-shortand
almost stocky, with none of the
exaggerated sexuality of a Sting
oraJagger-andhewasn'’t
perfect. Sometimes the clowning
and hamming went too far, such
aswhentwo “doctors” tried to
force him off stage on astretcher
near the end of the set (ashort
one by his standards, two-and-a-
halfhoursincluding two encores).

Occasionally the heartfelt
honesty strayedinto slush
territory, going too near to the
over-the-top sentimentality of
hardcore country & westernin
the newsong “Johnny Bye Bye”
(about Elvis Presley’s death), and
sounding uncomfortably close to
the sickly John Denver on Woody
Guthrie’s “This Land Is Your
Land” (although Denver would
neverinclude aline about “the
streets of Brixton”).

But complaining too much
about points like that would
be like winning a Rolls-Royce
inaKellogg's competition
and moaning because the
windscreen washers don’t work.

The scepticsamongyouare
probably going to write this off
asyetanother predictable
“over the top” Bruce Springsteen
review, but the power of Bruce
and the E Street Band on stage
is enough to move even the
emotionally crippled.

Disbelieve at your own cost.
LyndenBarber

BRIGHTON GENTRE
— BRIGHTON ——

LIVE!

— MAY2T ——

Springsteenon
stageinBrighton:
hisrecordsonly
hintatthe EStreet
Band’slivepower
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Readers’ letters

MM/NME JAN-JUN

Order of business
“Thename ‘New Order’ has
nothingtodowith Nazis” -
Alan Erasmus, FactoryRecords
(Gasbag, February21).

Doyouneedanymore
convincing?

Incidentally,Iseem toremember
anAmericaband called New
Order whichincluded ex-Stooges.
Dominic,London W2 (NME Feb 28)

OurAmerican correspondent
writes: “Guitarist Ron Asheton, who
wasindeed aStooge, formed aband
called TheNew Orderin 1975in LA
and their’77 LP sleeve featured
Naziuniformsandassortedregalia.
Ron (nowawaiter in avegetarian
restaurant-fact!) is famousin the
Midwest for his huge collection of
Nazigearandheworesomeofitas
farbackas 1969, when with The
Stooges. Hewentonto formthe
pathetic Destroy All Monsters and
isan all-round helluva niceguy.”

So Factory's New Order are
certainly keeping nicecompany.
Don'tyou thinkit’sabout time they
changed their stupid name?—Ed

RIP Tim Hardin

Many thanks for Colin Irwin’s
honesttribute to Tim Hardinjust
whenitseemed his deathwas
goingtowarrantscarcely any
attentionatall. Unlike Lennonwe
won'thave threelovelysongsin
the Top 10tolisten to. Infact, his
records werenever easy to getand
will probably beimpossible to find
now.Justimaginea TOTPwith
“HangOnToADream”, “Misty
Rose” and “IfIWere A Carpenter”
on-whatadream.

GRAHAM VARNEY, Spring Bank
West, Hull (MM Jan 24)

Bruce talk costs lives

OnreadingPaolo Hewitt’s
Springsteeninterviewlwas
amazed to see thewords “those
pathetic, wasted songwriting
teams of Plantand Page, Richards
andJagger”. Where has thisguy
beenforthelast 15years?
Doeshereally think thatpeople
who canwritesuch classicsas
“MobyDick”, “Whole Lotta Love”
and the powerful “StairwayTo
Heaven” (deemed by millionsto
bethegreatesteverrocksong) are
pathetic? Or that Their Satanic
Majesties Requestis awasted
album?Itmakes mewonderifhe
haseverevenheard of the Rolling
StonesorLedZep.lamafirm

believerin everyoneholding their
ownopinion, and this character
Hewittmaynotlike thesebands
or thistype of music, butto call
them patheticand wastedisto
insulttheintelligence of millions
ofdedicated fans.

Bymakingsuchastatementhe
hasdonehisownreputationas
arockcritic (sic) no greatservice
and], for one, willread his future
offeringswith apinch ofsalt.
TONY MURCOTT, Wolfscastle,
Dyfed (MM May 30)

0ff colour remarks

Afterreadingyour May9issue,
Ifeelyouhave gonetoo far. First—
youimplied on April 25 thatfrom
then on MM was goingtobe
filled with superb colour photos.
Theywere dreadful; the one of
Bruce Springsteenwas blurred.
Compare those with the quality
ofagood photo.

Youalsomakeno prior
announcementor explanation
aboutthepriceincrease. The
priceincrease would havebeen
worthwhileifallyourissues were
64 pageslong, butin the following
week’sissue there were only 48
pagesinblackand white andfilled
withverypoor qualityjournalism.

Asusual, therewasanarticle
making outsome obscure group
tobethe mostimportant
contributiontorockmusicinthe
decade (Depeche Mode). What
angered me evenmorewasa
directtranscription ofaRadio 1
interviewwith Randy California
byJohn Tobler. Admittedly, he did
theinterviewforRadio 1, but there
isstillno excuse; thisisamusic
mag, notthe Radio Times.

Pleasereturntothestandards
youhadbackinthe good old days
0f1978, whenIfirst started
reading MM and allissues were
filled withatleast 64 pages of
goodjournalism.
ALISTAIRMcAULAY, Sandyford,
CoDublin, Ireland (MMMay 30)

Heavy words

Ifyoucan’tfind anythinggood to
write about Black Sabbath, please
don’tbotheryourselveswriting
anything. Inarecentlivereview
youagain hammered them
ruthlesslyinto the ground. I'mnot
justanotherheadbanger, butI

haveagreatinterestinotherrock

forms, such asTull, Floyd, Kansas,
Crawler. I also support Genesis.

The criticresponsible for the
reviewalmoststated that Sabbath
isacombination of fourvery
undesirable persons, whose
unsurpassedlackoftalentserves
asalessontoall. Iflommican’t
playlead guitarand Geezer can’t
playbassandso on, howcome
theysell outall their concerts?
Howisitthatnine outoftheirnine
studio albumsare peaches?

Sabs canstillboogiewith the
bestofthem-Saxon, Iron Maiden,
whoeveryou care to mention.

Also, pleaseletLed Zeppelinrest
inpeace.Inarecentreview of
UFO’slatestalbum, Isaw the word
Zeppelinesque.Iwonderisita
caseof Led Zeppelinare dead but
won’tliedown.Thopenot.

I'mproud of Sabbath. They may
beoldand creakingin places, but
that’spartoftheirappeal; thatand
greatmusic.

BILL PERRY, Belfast, Northern
Ireland (MMFeb7)

Haley! Haley!
Rock'n'roll

Itmusthavebeen

about1957.Iwas
abouteightyearsoldatthe time.
Weused tohave one of those old
accumulatorradioshighup on
ashelfin thekitchen.Ivaguely
recallenjoyingthesongsTheard on
thatradio: “TeaFor Two”, “Swedish
Rhapsody”, “Love And Marriage”,
and then one daythisrecord came
outoftheradioandtookoverthe
wholeroom. The songwas “Rock
Around The Clock”. BillHaleywas
thebeginning.
ALAN GRIFFEY, ThurlowRoad,
Torquay (MM Apr 4)

New music, please
WhyisitthatRadio 1 insistsupon
churningout 10 or 15-year-old
classicrecords?Itissad thattoday,
when thereisso muchnewtalent
(notably U2, ComsatAngels, etc),
wearestillinundated with Presley,
Haley, Lennon and thelike.
MARKHURST, Brook Street,
Macclesfield (MM Apr 4)
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IGGY POP, THE SPEGIALS,
WAH!, SCOTTISH BANDS,
SOFT CELL AND MORE

We never had
trouble there”

NME JUL T

the Hambrough Tavern in the West London
suburb of Southallwas a smouldering,
blackened shell.

Onlyanend-wallbearing the forlornsign “A
Traditional English Pub” remained toremind the
curious crowds of onlookers ofits formeridentity.

The previous evening, Friday, the Hambrough
had played hosttoitslast-everliveattraction—
The4-Skins, The LastResortand The Business
—and to thehundreds of skinheadswho
descended onthe areafrom outside. By 11pm, the
pubwasinflamesandthestreets surroundingit
were the scene of pitched battles between the
policeand youngAsians, whose community
makesup the majority of Southall’s population.

Itwasafullyfledgedraceriot, asseriousasthe
disturbance which gripped the St Paul’s area of
Bristollastyearand Brixtonin London earlier
thisyear. Within 24 hours, the Toxteth district of
Liverpoolwas ablaze aswell-violent clashes and
looting culminating, on Sundaynight, with the
police’suse of CSgas for thefirsttime onthe
Britishmainland.

Thescale oftheriotingwasto eclipse anything
thathad gonebefore. Butcertain thingsmake »

'|'HE MORNINGAFTER the night before,

i

AR T T
here
PUNG aftor AUL DU NOYER reports from the town w
bf‘fg'e‘ i FB’ritain's first inter-racial riot erupted into flames
gh Tavern

E BURNING OF SOUTHALL *

immigrants in the past

Caught physically in the
middle, the police’s role the
night before was u ndeniably
difficult and dangerous, butto
the Asians, their action was
seen as a defence of t:re

Rt el o



July 3,1981:in
Southall,onthe
westernfringe
ofLondon, the

Hambrough
Tavernburns
afteragigby
EastEndOi!
bandThe 4-Skins
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| Cars,vansand thename The Cavern,
) :t‘:z:‘;’i:;et::r"t for promotinglocalacts
Southallriot —helped outonone
occasionbyRutsDC,
= themselves from the same
‘ partof Middlesex.

Ex-promoter Marc Hall,
however,whoranthe gigs
under his “Not So Famous
Music” logo, wasrecently
toldbythe ownersthat The
Cavernhadtoclose.Inits
place, the pubwould run
live music upstairs, and
look for biggernamesto
pullinthe crowds.

The4-Skinsbookingwas
oneofthefirstundertaken
onthebasisofthisnew
policy. Otheractswere to
include Cock Sparrerand
TheByromBand. “Idon’t
think they knowwhat
they're doingthere,” says
Hall. “The Cavernwasa
completely peaceful place.
Wenever had trouble
there.” Landlord Paul
McInverwas away atthe
time of theincident.

For their part, thelocal
policesaythe onlyprior
indication theyhad of
possible trouble wasatip-
offthatsomethingmight
happenin Greenford, afew

Southall different. Unlike

milesaway. Consequently

.the other t.r(.)uble spots, for Trouble bega“ i“ the theyturnedupinthe
instance, itisnotatough A . wrongplace, and therewas
andrun-downinner-city early evenlng WIth nosignificant police
ghetto, butanormally " presencein thevicinity of
quietresidential area, Sklﬂhead attaGkS the Hambroughwhen
notablyfree ofracial A H h : violence did break out.
tension. Butbecause of on Asians ops n Troublebeganinthe

its dense concentration i earlyeveningwith
ofimmigrants,ithasa the hlgh StreEt skinhead attacks on Asian
symbolicsignificance for shopsinthehighstreet,

bothsides oftheraceissue. Itwas this that
made Southallaflashpointin 1979 whena
National Front meetingin the Town Hallled to
aclashwith Anti-Nazidemonstrators, inthe
course of which Blair Peach, aNew Zealand
teacher, losthislife.

Whatalso sets the Southallriot apart from
theothersisthe clear suggestion thatitflared
up asaresultof provocation from outside—in
the form of two coachloads ofallegedlyfascist
skinheadsarrivingfromthe EastEndinbuses
laidonbyThe LastResort’smanager—as
opposed to the spontaneous eruption of
tensionswithin theareaitself.

Andthatposesacouple of questions which
havenot, asyet, been entirely answered.

One curiousaspectoftheaffairmustbe
the decision of the Hambrough Tavern to
bookagrouplike The 4-Skinswho, regardless
oftheirown motives and beliefs, have atleast
thereputation ofattracting militantright-
wingsupporters. Todosoatapopularlocal
gatheringplaceinapredominantlyAsian high
streetseems unusuallyinsensitive.

Untilthree weeks ago the downstairs room of
the Tavernwasregularlyused asaclub, under
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causinga400-strong crowd of Asian youths
tolaysiege to the pubwhere the skinheads
later went towatch The 4-Skins’ set.

When policereinforcementsdid arrive,
their priority was to formacordon

around the puband getthe skinhead
faction away. But they couldn’t prevent
theAsians from venting theirrage on
thebuildingitselfby destroyingitwith

11 Juby 1987

for theyouths’ massive turn-out the night
before, and asanindication of theirresolve to
abandon the passive stance associated with
Asianimmigrantsin the past.

Caughtphysicallyin the middle, the police’s
role the nightbefore was undeniably difficult
and dangerous, butto the Asians, theiraction
wasseenasadefence of the fascists’ rightto
“invade” apeacefularea. Whatis beyond doubt
isthatAsian confidencein the authorities’
ability/willingness to defend them hashitan
all-timelow.

Thepoliceare, as ever, reluctanttoascribea
racialistmotive to the whiteyouths’ arrivalin
Southall. But this contrasts with the statements
of Asianwitnesses. Theysay that the skinheads
—generallyheld to have numbered 200—turned
upinvans, taxisand coaches, thelastbedecked
withracistslogansand symbols, and went
downthehighstreetto the pub causingdamage
and shoutingracistabuse. Whenskinheads
smashed the windows of the Maharajah Stores,
agrocery,and abused the owner’s wife, Mrs
NirmalKalhan, her daughter phoned friends
for help, and soon the youths of the entire
communitywere galvanised into action.

Andleaflets promotinga “white nationalistic
crusade” werein evidence atthe pubitself,
where thebar staffbarricaded themselvesinto
abackroomwhen theattackbegan. Of course,
it'shighlyunlikely thatanyone could have
foreseen the ferocitywith which Southall
exploded on Fridaynight-althoughinan
age ofrisingracist violence, much of itwell
documented, and againstabackground of
economicdecay, fewcan claimto have been
altogethersurprised.

Ifthe Hambrough Tavern was unwise to
acceptthebooking, then they’'ve certainly
paidaheavy price for their mistake. Whether
the police could be morealertto the dangers
presented by extremist provocationis another
question, now the subjectofan officialinquiry.
Twenty-four people willappearin courtonJuly
16, on charges connected with theriot.

Perhapstheleast thatanyoneinvolvedinrock
musiccandoistoensurethatneveragainare
theiractionssuspected ofhelpingtofanthe
flames. Paul Du Noyer
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paraffinbombs.

InSouthall on Saturdaymorning,
Asianyouthswere to be found giving
impromptu press briefingsalongthe
pavement to the hordes of white
journalists. Those Ispoke to were
bitterly dismissive of police claims that
thetrouble came asasurprise. “They
musthaveknown,” said one. “They’re
not thatstupid.”

Accordingtoanother, somesortof
confrontation was taken for granted as
soonas The4-Skins’ appearance was
announced, some days previously.
Indeed, the word to be heard most
frequentlyonlocals’lips on Saturday
was “protection” —both asajustification

THE GIG THAT SPARKED
A RACE RIOT

UTHALL, London, July 1981. The
Sgnmhrough Tavern stands burnt out after

a concert by The 4-Skins hpd ended with a
night of rioting by local Asians.

ide, NME examines the background and
:azida:trmath of the gig that ended in flames.




4 The 4-Skins’
vocalistGary

Hodges:alleges
“tampering”

CCWe canﬂt get gigs” MM AUG 29

HE 4-SKINS’FIRST appearance since their ill-
Tfated Southall gig broke up in confusion on Friday

amid allegations of sabotage. The band were
forcedtoleave the stage after amysterious series of
power cuts which they believe were made deliberately.

Ironically, they’d set out that night to prove that their
gigs could run smoothly asanyone else’s. They'd
arranged the booking at a small pub in Mottingham,
South-East London, under the name
of The Skans, with supportband The
Business going out as Bollyguns.
They'dinvited only friends and press,
including a BBC film crew. And
everyone was on good behaviour,
band and fans alike.

“Since Southall, we can’'t get gigs
under our own name, and not as
many shops as we'd like are taking
our single,” said Gary Hitchcock,
4-Skins’ manager, before the gig.

“No one believed aword we said
about Southall. As far as they were
concerned, we went down there for
trouble and that was it. Hopefully,

And so to the 4-Skins, whose setbegan encouragingly
enough. They were playing strongly and well without
giving or getting any provocation and there wasn’ta
“Sieg Heil” in sight. But then came the power cuts, first
in one number, and then another, and another. With
them came the worry that the growing frustration might
boil over into something unpleasant.

It didn’t. Half the crowd eventually got up on stage
and helped the bandfinish
singing anumber without any
power at all. A potentially angry
situation was defused, and the
group went off.

It was at this point, though,
that several characters decided
to continue the show themselves,
bellowing out choruses of “Rule
Britannia” and the National
Anthem with a defiance that
was notably out of keeping with
the general atmosphere of the
evening. They did the band an
enormous disservice.

Afterwards, vocalist Gary Hodges

we're going to use tonight’s gig to
show that we can play without any
aggravation... to say to people, ‘Come
on, giveusachance.

“We've had to keep it quiet because
you do get morons who thinkiit’s the
thing to do to go to a 4-Skins concert,
go ‘SiegHeil!" and smash 13-year-old

“Pm well sick. We

had the makings

of a good gig and
it got spoilt”

commented: “That singing would
never have happenedif we'dbeen
able to play the full set. | suppose it
was areaction. Most people were
happy just singing along with us when
the power went.

“I think someone was tampering

with the power on purpose. I'm well

kidsinthe mouth.Butit’s not like that.
We've played some right rough places without any
trouble. And if we got another Southall, we’d have to call
itaday. So tonight we want to set the right example.”

Things started off smoothly enough. The Business
finished their set withoutincident, referring to the Oi!
controversy before their own version of Sham 69’s “Tell
Us The Truth”: “Thisis for the media who didn’t want to
know the truth...”

sick. We had the makings of agood
giganditgotspoilt.”

A spokesman for the pub said the power cut off
automatically when the music reached a certainlevel.
But no one could explain why this hadn’t happened
during the soundcheck or The Business' set.

Despite this latest setback, The 4-Skins look likely
to persevere with their comeback campaign, and
more secret gigs are expected. CarolClerk
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» Atlast-thefull
details of the
upcoming Stones
album, whichis
intriguingly, titled
Rolling Stones
Tattoo You.ltcomes
outontheband'’s
Rolling Stoneslabel
onAugust31.1t'sto
getasimultaneous
release throughout
theworld-theidea
beingto cutoutthe
possibility of sales
ofimportalbums.
Theninewtracks
featuredare: “Start
1tUp”, “HangFire”,
“Slave”, “Bulldog
(Little T&A)",
“Black Limousine”.
“Neighbours”,
“Worried About
You”,“Tops”,
“Heaven”,“Ain'tNo
Use”and “Waiting
OnAFriend”.
“Slave” features
Pete Townshendon
guitarandback-up
vocals. MMAug1

» Despite his
withdrawal fromlive
performances, Gary
Numanreleasesa
newstudioalbum
onSeptember 4.
Thealbum, Dance,
isNuman's first
studioalbumsince
Telekonlastyear,
andfeaturesiinew
Numantunes,
including the single
“She’s Got Claws”.
MMAug29

» Withtherelease
of Bob Dylan’snew
album Shot Of Love
onCBS, Dylanfans
mightbeinterested
toknow thatDylan’s
recordingdebuthas
recentlybeenmade
available onthe
RCA International
budgetlabel. The
Harry Belafonte
album The Midnight
Specialisnow
available for

around three quid,
featuring Dylanon
harmonicaonthe
title track. MMAug 29
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February15,1980:
Princeperforming
atTheBottomLine
inNew York City

“It’'s not outrageous”

MM Introducing... Prince. “I don’t try to do anything to
shock people or to make money — that would make me a hooker.”

-

Presley, Jimi Hendrix and Mick Jagger.”

r & 4
&

gy

HE QUIET LITTLE man with bovine,
Tbrown eyesand awhisperofa’tache

stares absent-mindedly out of the hotel
window across London'’s rain-swept rooftops.

“Actually,” he decides finally with
pronounced hesitation, “I thinkit’s much
more embarrassing talking about these
things than doing them.| mean, I finditalot
easier to sing swear words than to say them.
Andwhenlfirsthad agirl, | foundit really hard
to tell my mother, but Lord knows, | didn’t feel
embarrassed while | was doing it to her.”

The man shiftsin his seat, fidgets with his
fingers and smiles uneasily. He’s nervous - so
nervous he gives me thejitters. I remember
the quote from the New York Times: “With his
sassy grace and precocious musicality he is
heir to the defiant rock'n’roll tradition of Elvis
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llook again at the slightly dishevelled figure
sitting before me and figure I mustbe in the
wrongroom. Just to check, | ask for his history
and, yep, believe it or not, this is definitely
Prince. Christened by his father -ajazz
musician - from his fictitious stage name,
Princeisthe fairytale story
of ajuvenile runaway who
really made good. At only
20 he has two platinum
albums behind himin the
States and a third, Dirty
Mind, rapidly approaching
the mark despite a total
airplay ban owing to the
risqué sexual overtones
ofitslyrics. Already a

“My problem is
that my attitude’s
so0 sexual that it
overshadows
everything else”

critically lauded
star back home, and
accompanied by
awild reputation,
he’s now making his
first tentative foray
into the foreign
market withaone-
off show at the Lyceum.

The first thing | was burning to
know was what made amanreferred
toasthe “solo Bee Gees of the libido”
by Rolling Stone on account of his
falsetto vocals and naughty-naughty
songs, take to the stage, with his five-
piece band, dressedinastudded
leather coat, Y-fronts and black thigh-
length tights?

“Tomeit’s not outrageous, it’s
comfortable,” hereplies, trying to
force asmile.“I've always dressed the
way I've wanted to, and if it goes with
the musicit’s only because the music
ispart of me and sois the way | dress.
Idon’t try to do anything to shock
people or to make money -that would
make me ahooker.”

Princeis nota pratbut neitheris he
the wunderkind America desperately
tries to make him out tobe.He'’s
accomplished -he’s master of 26
instruments, composes and plays
virtually everything on all hisalbums
andis the youngest personever to
self-produce for Warner Brothers -
he’s flash, intelligent, a bit too self-
obsessed for easy conversation, a
little bit silly and kinda strange too.

Things like his father leaving home,
his brother flitting in and out of slam
and aperiod lodging with his sister all
seem to hold afathomless fascination
for him and he constantly calls upon
his past, almost endowing it with
some spiritual significance, ashe
struggles to explain the motives
behind his music.

“I saw an analyst once because |
was wondering why | was so sexual-
minded and why | wanted to go
against the grain so much, because
itgotmeintoalottatrouble alotta
times,” hereluctantly confides. “He
asked me to talk about my childhood
-y’know, ‘when you first experienced
thisand first experienced that’. |
realised that, when | was young, lused toread
my mother’s dirty novels and | was more taken
with them than anything -it was alot better
than comic books.”

This apparent self-discovery has, he claims,
not only enabled him to develop asamore full,
unfettered personality, but has given him new
confidencein his work.

“lt was arevelation
recording this last album,”
he explains more excitedly.
“Irealised that | could write
just what was on my mind
and things thatI'd
encountered,and | didn't
have to hide anything. The
lyriconthe new albumis
straight from the heart,




whereas the other albums were more
feelings, more dreams and fantasies, and
they stuck to the more basic formulas that1'd
learned through playing Top 40 materialin
old bands. That’s probably why they were so
big, but that'sreally upsetting for me
because yousay to yourself, ‘Well, do | just
wannabe real big or do | wanna do something
I'llbe proud of and really enjoy playing?’

“‘Wanna Be Your Lover’, was a big hit off
the second album,” he continues, “butit was
hard for me to play that song after a while.I'll
never get sick of playing the stuff from the
Dirty Mind album, because I'll always
remember what state of mind I was enduring
thetimeitwasrecorded.”

The frankness of the third album, dealing
with strictly taboo subjects likeincest and
lesbianism, was bound to keep it off the radio
despite its seductive disco settings, but the
subsequent notoriety ensured the sales, and
anyway, according to Prince: “The sales
weren’timportant. There were points, | must
admit, on the first two albums where | was
writing to get a hit, but that was too easy.
Idon’tlike to do things that are easy -it’s
more of achallenge for me to write exactly
what happened, exactly what | feel at that
particular time. If I think a certain thought and
I putit down on paper exactly like | hearitin
my head, that’s achallenge to me as a writer.

“More than my songs have to do with sex,”
he says, “they have to do with one human's
love for another, which goes deeper than
anything political that anybody could
possibly write about. The need for love, the
need for sexuality, basic freedom, equality...
I'm afraid these things don’t necessarily come
out. | think my problemis that my attitude’s so
sexual that it overshadows anything else, that
I might not be mature enough as a writer to
bringitallout yet...

“I'm gonnastop this soon,” he suddenly
spurts. “l don’t expect to make many more
records for the simple reason that | wanna
see my life change. | wannabe there wheniit
changes.ldon’twannajustbe doing what's
expected of me. | just wannalive... until it’s
timetodie...”

He trails off and that’s the end of the
interview. I rise; reach the door and turnto
say goodbye, but he's already back there,
gazing out the window. I rememberaline
from one of his songs - “Sex-related fantasy is
allthat my mind cansee” -and ponder on the
dark, mysterious beauty turning tricks in the
private bedroom of his mind. Steve Sutherland

The Controversy Daily

President Signs
Gun Control Act

Madness:taking
stepstoprevent
thesaleofNF
pamphletsatgigs

Policy statement

MM AUG 15

ADNESS HAVEISSUED a policy statement on racism,
M following claims that neo-Nazi organisations have been
recruiting at their concerts. The allegations, which refer to
Madness, Bad Manners and other bands, are made in areport
by the Centre For Contemporary Studies.
Madnesssay:
® Theydo notsupportany political group which hasracist policies.
® Their careerhasbeeninspired by musicianslike the Jamaican
Prince Buster; theirsingle “The Prince” came out on alabel belonging
to The Specials—amultiracial group—and theyfail to see howanyone
could assume thattheysupported anyracistgroup.
® Theyjoined forces with the promoters of their Hammersmith
Odeon concertstotryto prevent the sale of National Frontliterature
outside.
@ Theydo notsupportracist policies, and they urge their fanstojoin
theminspeakingoutagainstracism.

“A few tracks...” e

MM AUG 8

UMOURS OF A collaboration between Robert Plant,
RJohn Paul Jones and Cozy Powell were fuelled this week

by confirmation that the intrepid trio have been recording
together at Rockfield Studios.

Speculationbegan when Robert Plant’s occasionalband The
Honeydrippers pulled out of arecent Dingwalls gig, with the former
Zeppelin vocalist said to be restructuring the group.

A spokesman close to Cozy Powell said: “Cozy was recording
afewtracksfor RobertPlant,butldon’tknow what it was they
recorded. He was booked for a session, but then he's done sessions
for Graham Bonnet, Jeff Beck, Bernie Marsden...youname them
and he’s done sessions for them.”

AtSwan Song, Zeppelin's old company, a pressperson said: “I've
passed your enquiry on to Robert’s manager Peter Grant, and if he
hasn’trung you back, then they haven’t got anything to say.”

./ULY—S&\“EMBER

1981

» Ahighcourt
judgehasordered
thatthe one existing
copy of theworld’s
rarestBeatlessingle
shouldbe handed
overtoPaul
McCartney's
solicitors. Owner of
thesingleis John
Lowe;aformer
occasionalmember
of The Quarrymen,
under whichnameit
wasrecordedin
1958.Tracksare
Lennon’srendition
of “That'llBe The
Day”andaHarrison/
McCartneysong
entitled “In Spite

Of AllThe Danger”.
MM Aug1

» Atlast,aNeil
Youngfilmyoucan
actually see. Rust
Never Sleeps
opensatthe Screen
OnTheGreen,
Islington, on August
27forthree weeks.
The108-minutefilm
was shotduring
Young's1979 US
tourwith Crazy
Horse.The Neil
Young Appreciation
Societyare
considering
petitioning Young
totouroverhere,
andamagazine-
BrokenArrow- is
beingprepared.
MMAug22

Marleyalbum,
ChancesAre,
containing eight
previously
unreleasedtracksis
tobereleased by
WEA International
onSeptember 25.
Six of thesongs
were written by
Marley,and the
wholesetspansa
10-year period of his
recording career.
Hiswidow, Rita, is
featuredonbacking
vocals. Asingle,
“Reggae On
Broadway”,isdue.
MMAug29

FIN COSTELLO / GETTY
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JULy - SERTRMBER

“Unique,
thatsthe

word youre
looking for”

A trip to Scotland
MELODY MAKER toinvestigate new
HEMYTH OF London as the cradle of Britain’s rock culture musu:al Stlrrlngs fI'Om

has crumbled dramatically inrecent years. Itbegan with

Birmingham’s 2-Tone label, then Factory emerged from ’
Manchester, and Zoo and Inevitable from Liverpool. And a" d
ifany confirmation was needed that London no longer "
dominated the industry, it’s come this month with a fierce H H
onslaught on the big city from a surge of genuinely exciting new talent Thl ngs are ce rtalnly
from Scotland. H (13
The Scotsresurgence has been engineered by the fierce independence of IOOkIng up' I used to

boy genius (and world musical authority) Alan Horne, who founded Postcard h ave a bl e ak outl ook

Recordsin Glasgow, while Fast Product supremo Bob Last gave Edinburgha
second David to attack Goliath—Pop: Aural. H S L

Whilesomebands, like the Scars, stilllooked to London for their fortune, the on Ilfe! say s ROddy
bandsfostered by Horne and Last determinedlymade their records north of 1
theborder, and left the kilts to Spandau Ballet. Theresultisanewbeliefand Frame' BUt then the
commitmentin Scotsrock, and anewincentive forlocalbands who suddenly L]
saw that they could flourish beyond the jaded circuits and played-outrituals sun came OUt' .
ofthe Southern metropolis.

Yet, unlike 2-Tone and Factory, thenew Scottishlabels are notin
pursuitofsome specialand ultimatelyinhibiting “sound” of their own,
asthismonth’sinvasion by Pop: Aural’s Fire Engines and Postcard’s
OrangeJuice, Aztec Camera, and Josef Khas so clearly proved.

Sowhatofthe others?IsAztec’sRoddy Framereally Stevie Wonder
and Paul McCartneyrolled into one? Do the Fire Engines dressup in

sillyuniforms? And how existentialist can JosefK get?
Youmaynotfindalltheanswershere, butit’llbeasnearasdammit. »

KERSTIN RODGERS / GETTY
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AztecCamera’s
RoddyFrame:

“Allthe early
stufflwrote
wasverypunk”
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JULy — SERTRMBER

AZTEC CAMERA

T JASTKILBRIDE, GLASGOW’S overspill satellite, is the home of
Scotland’s brightest pearl, Aztec Camera. Down ts cold, grey
A__Istreetslivesan unassuming trio whose music will break the
meanestheart of stone. Armed with only their hopes and songs, they
came to London for the first time ever this month to play just their
third show of the year, and held The Venue’s normally blasé audience
inraptattention for over an hour.

Theywerehauled back for a triumphantencore, and were paid one of the
largestfeesintheirshortcareer—£125!As 17-year-old Roddy Frame, the
group’s singer, writer and guitarist, said afterwards: “Itwas a greatgig—we
don’tusuallyreactwith an audiencelike that. We'reusually very shy!”

Havingonlyheard, andloved, their firstsingle,

theywould particularly prefer tolive. Goinginto town with their mates
on Saturday afternoon and sipping the occasional carry-outathome are
high spotsintheirdizzysociallife.

Atfirstthishelped give Roddya “bleak outlook onlife”, but this, he adds,
faded. Sowhathappened? “Aw, the sun came out,” was his smirkingreply.

Small gigslike theirrecentstintinthe Glasgow Spaghetti Factoryare
theirlife-blood, withintimacyhigh on thelist of priorities. “Ijustcouldn’t
believe howmany people were at The Venue,” Campbellrecallsin awe.
“Therewere 957! Tknowbecause I counted theirlegs and divided by two!”

Likewise, the thought of signingwith amajor record company terrifies
them.Roddy: “I'd hate to be with abigcompany.I don’twantanyone
pressurisingusto come up withmaterialortodoitinacertainway.I'd
rathertakethreeyearstodoanalbumthatIreallylike—everysonghasto
beagoodone.Idon’twantan LPwith anyfillers

“TustLike Gold”/“We Could Send Letters”,
thedepth andrelaxed confidence of their
performance camelikearevelation, giving
credence totheravings of Postcard’s Alan Horne.
Persuaded byJosefK’s Malcolm Ross to see
the Aztecs support The Rezillos, Horne was
sufficientlymoved towrite later: “Itwaslike
stumblinginto Max's to find The Velvet
Underground, but this LouReed was 16 and the
audiencewere 61. Wehad allbeen proven

“Intensity —
that’s what
I think we

achieve”

onitlikesomanyothers.”

Infacttheyaren’tfarshortofhavingenough
original songs (leaving out the singles,
includingthelatest, “Mattress Of Wire”) foran
album thatwillhopefullyberecordedin the
autumn, which goes under the provisional title
of “GreenJacket Grey”.

Even for thistheydon'tintend to expand their
lineup, preferring to push to the frontiers of their
presentpossibilities. “I thinkit’sinteresting to

wrong; there was another group in Glasgow
apartfrom OrangeJuice.” J o s

Apartfrom theiryouthful charm, Aztec
Cameraaredistinguished by Roddy Frame’s
giftforsingingand writingsongs thatare driven by
the mostexquisite, twistingmelodies, and sculpted
intodynamics subtle enough tobe called serene.

Itwasbackin 1979 that Roddyformed the group
withdrummer Dave Mulholland and bassistAlan
Welsh, since departed and replaced by Campbell
Owens. “David and Iwerein agroup called Neutral
Blue,” Roddytold me. “Iwasthelead guitaristand we
used to do stufflike ‘White Riot".”

Propheticstuff, perhaps, though today they choose
oneof The Clash’s milder statements of earlyintent,
“Garageland”, as one of the two coverversionsin
theirset-the otherbeing the Parkinson theme tune! Howsuch a catholic
tasteinmaterialisrendered into a cogentwhole remains amystery.

Asthetropical stormragingin North London competesagainst the
group’s soft, musical voices, Campbell explains how the inclusion of
“Garageland” ismore ahappy coincidence than arediscovered paeanto
forgotten principles.

“Wewere practisingin afriend’s garage and someone suggested we do it
asajoke.Isupposeweareabitofagarageband, though, butthat’sbecause
wehaven'tgotanywhere else to practise, soifanybody’s got any offers!”

Theunaffected maturityin Roddy’s latest songs could not be further
fromthe three-chord thrash thatwould later mutate into the wonders of
Oi, butin the beginning things were quite different.

“Allthe early stuffIwrote was very punk,” Roddy admits, nervously
glancingatthefloor. “Itryand concentrate more on melody and chords
now-there’shardlyanylead guitarin the songs either.”

Two characteristics seemto be especially outstandingin hiswork: the
unusual, almostjazzy chord progressions exemplified by anew gem
called “The Spirit Shows”, and the searingly poignant, emotionallyrics,
asample of whichrun: “You said you'refree, for methat saysitall/ You're
freeto push meandI'mfreeto falll Soifwe weaken wecan call it stress/
You'vegot my trust; I've gotyour home address/And now the only chance
that we can take/Is the chance that someone else won't make it allcome
true” (“We Could Send Letters”).

Itmakes sense to discover, then, thatRoddy’s currentheroes are more
likelyto be Wes Montgomery and Django Rheinhardt than Magazine or
The Clash, and thatinstead oflyricallyaping The Damned’s “New Rose”
hesayshisapproachis “much more upfront these days”.

“Icanonlydosongsthatreallymean something tome these days,” he
says. “Itryand capture the feelingThad whenIwrote the songwhenI'm
singingitaswell. Thatwayitalwaysworksbetter.”

Livingin EastKilbride, atown equivalent to England’s Milton Keynes,
seems to have nurtured the group’s endearingsense of survivalhumour,
andwhile theyallseeitas “ratherdulland drab”, theysay there’snowhere
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seewhatwe candoasathree-piece,” says
Roddy, who hasonlyrecentlyacquired a proper
semi-acousticjazzguitar. “Ithinkwecandoa
lotwithin the frameworkwe've got.”

Onthispointnobody’sarguing, and whenIurge
them to summarise their style, the effervescent
Campbell comesto therescue: “Unique, that's the
wordyou'relookingfor.”

Magic? Youbetter believeit.

THE FIRE ENGINES

n REAKUP,NOT down! Their musicis made
3 of shattered surfaces, broken moods and
shredded images. Such linear agility allows
spiritual appearances by Beefheartand T Rexin
any typically segmented composition.

FACTS: The Fire Engines are (from Scotland): David Henderson on
guitarandvocals; Russell Burn on drums; Murray Slade on guitar.
Records, released on Bob Last’s Pop: Aurallabel, based in the group’s
home town of Edinburgh, are: Singles: “Get Up And Use Me”, “Candy
Skin”. LPs: Lubricate Your Living Room. Speakers for the group are David
and Murray. Subjectsare:

VENUES. Prior to their Heaven show, with first-timelive backing
singersand strings, thelargest London date was the Lyceum.

David: “Most people missed us at the Lyceum because we were on first.
Heavenwas much more exciting, veryfast. ltwas quite interesting,
becausethat’s thefirsttime we've played in front of anaudience for about
threemonths—wehad abigbreakwhile Murray was atcollege.”

PACKAGING: With Fast Product, Bob Last made pure packages
available thatcontained little except more packages. The Engines’ new
compilation LP for the American marketbears the message “Ready
Packed For Action Fun”.

David: “Ithinkit’simportant thatthingshavealabelassuchbutthe
people concerned should get the chance tolabel themselves. We
designed the cover of ouralbum, butIfeelwe’re justagroup. We never
sawourselves as an Edinburgh group.”

Byshowingmultiple aspects atonce, The Fire Engines establish
themselves as the true futurists. Uninterrupted motion is conveyed
throughagrand musical transparency of overlappingstyles.

INDIES: Though “Candy Skin” came near to making the national charts,
theirrealsuccesshasbeen mainlyvisiblein the so-called independent
charts, withboth singlesand album enjoyinglongstays atthe top.

David: “The Rough Trade attitude makes me puke. Thatindependent
bullshit! Theydon’twantanystars or superstars—that’s disgusting. We
wantto getacrosstoasmany people as possible, sowewilluseall the
aspects of thebusiness around us to our own advantage.”

It’'scommon knowledge among the cognoscenti that The Fire Engines
only came down to playat Heaven so they could see the royal wedding on
the cheap.

=



MEDIA: Their contributions to other popular
expressionsinclude writing the music forafringe
play called Why Won't The Pope Come To Glasgow,
which theydescribe as “very Brechtian”,and a
cowboyfilm made on Super 8.

David: “The printed word is dead. It’s so outmoded
now. Journalists are generally veryirresponsible. Imean, mostofthe
music press is notworth gettingyour fingers dirty for.

“Iadmitthe build-up hashelped alot. There probably wouldn'thave
beensomanypeopleat Heavenifitwasn’t for the coverage we've got. It’s
givenusalotofaccessto thingswe needed—ithasits good points.

“Generally, though, Idon’tlike the music press. They’re solimited and
sterile. Thelayouts are so old-fashioned forastart. Theynever change
fromweek toweek. The only thing that makes them change iswhen new
groups come alongand do things themselves. Ilove television, but there’s
no control overit. We should have more access.”

THENEWPOP. Murray: “Ithinkit’s just coincidence, any similarity
to TheFall, though thereis thatkind of Northern thingin our musicas
well. There’s somethingancient there—something to dowith King
Arthur.Idinnae kenwhatitis though. On the otherhand, I quite like
listeningto some disco stuft.”

David: “Wealllisten to so many different things, butI don’thearmuch
thatisreallynew. Firstitwasrockabilly, nowit’s funk. People are falling
backon old stylesto cover theirlack ofideas andrelaxin the security of
thepast.”

SCOTLAND. David: “Most people who workin the music businessin
Scotland are assholes. They're all cokeheads totallyinterested in making
moneyandnothingelse.”

Murray: “We’ve known Bob Last for years nowand he’s one of the few
peoplewho arealright. Hejust showed aninterest. He’s out to make
money alright, butnotatour expense.”

Listen to The Fire Engines. They could jar youinto REACTING,
THINKING, MOVING! Theirdanceis Break Up! The message to Wake Up!

JOSEF K

7 ON’T STOP.DON’T even pause. Go head over heels to Josef K

D on their staccatorush, theirburningiridescence, above all

their terrible urgency demands immediate attention.

Forgive anunpredictability thatsprings from untamed spirits. Ignore
diversionary productiondiatribesin misleadingreviews, theyhave made
one of thisyear’smosthaunting LPs—suitablynamed and lovingly
played, The Only Fun In Town.

Atimeless collection ofimmaculate songs, Fun... represents the
group’s second attemptat 33 rpm perfection. Guitarist Malcolm Ross
explains: “Wescrapped the first LP because we simply didn’tlike the
results.Ithinkwerushedintoitreally. Alan [Horne] had juststarted
Postcard and he decided it ought to make some money, so he suggested
wemakean LPjustbecause heknewif Orange Juice made one they
wouldn’'tbe happywithit, buthe thought we would be satisfied with
whatwe coulddo atthe time.

“Lookingback, Idon’tthinkwereally
gaveitenough thought. Wejustwent,
‘Ohwe've got enough songs, we can do
anLP.” Recorded atthe 24-track Castle
Sound Studios on the fringes of their
native Edinburgh, the final results
camenowherenear the sound and feel
theyhopedto capture.

“Imustadmititturned outreallybad.
We putin too many things—too many
gimmicky things: slammingdoorsand
background shouts, thatsort of thing.”

Stillonthedole, yetrealisingstarting
afreshmeantastraightloss oftwo grand,
theyunanimously agreed to gobackto
square one-dedication, asyoucansee,
sometimes costs more than blood, sweat
and tears.

Brushingaside this setback, JosefKhave
anunshakeable confidence in their music
which hasnothingto dowith shallow
bravado, and theystarted the ominous
year of 81 playingon the samebill as

=

January4,1981:
JosefKplaya
showcaseat
London’sICA

SCOTTISH ROCK

OrangeJuicein Brussels’ Plan K, avast converted
sugarrefinery splitinto five floors of freaks, films
and transvestites.

The force behind Les Disques Du Crepusculeand
FactoryBenelux, the enigmatic Annik and Michel,
suggested the group recorded asingle (“Sorry For
Laughing”/“Revelation”) ata tiny garage studio before departing.
Vindicating their earlier decision, itwas happilyrealised thatatlast
aplacehadbeen found which allowed their energyto come through.

Imagine their chagrinin discovering thatnearly every reviewer saw the
resulting unorthodox production (agroup effort) as sadlymisconceived.
Cracklingwith arough exuberance, the treble-high guitarsand
unusually delicate bass-drums axis proved too much of a culture shock,
while the mixed-downvocals were decidedly out of order for those
unfortunate soulsaddicted to the sterility ofhigh-tech attack.

It'snotasifthey camenear to theneo-Luddite style of the early Fall.
Never slippinginto the excessive opulence of newpsychedelia, they
achieveasatisfyingclaritywithoutsacrificing the subtle tensions and
fierce exigencythatisso close to the soul of Josef K.

Thereare, it seems, noregrets from the group. “We’re all very happy
with the LP,” Malcolm saysin whisperyScottish tones. “Wewanted to
sound hard and aggressive butnotheavy. Infactwe used tobealotmore
trebly—we’ve mellowed a bit!”

“Besides,” adds bassist David Weddel, “I'm notsure what differenceall
thereviewsand hype make anyway.Imean, The Fire Engines album sold
11,000 while the Scars, who had ahuge promo campaign behind them
compared to The Engines, sold 12,000. We've alreadysold 10,000,” he
announcestriumphantly, “and thatwasjustin the first two days!”

the group’s singer, lyricistand second guitarist, started the

nucleus with his then next-door neighbour, drummer Ronnie
Torrance. Later, joined by Malcolm, they made their first stage
appearance as TVArtat the Pollock Halls in Edinburgh.

Thiswasaround the beginning of '78. “Wewere very influence by
Television and Talking Heads at the time,” Malcolmrecalled, “exceptwe
were a bit poppier—in fact we were dubbed a power-pop band, although
wenever claimed tobe.”

Thedeparture of their bass player Gary McCormackleft a space for
David, who gave up hisrole asroadie/manager, marking the beginning of
aharsherand more personal group style thatwould eventually evolve
into their special mix of oblique melodies over brittle, angular guitars.

Duringthose formative days their inspirations were closer to the
surface,and TVArtwere seemas akind of mutant crossbetween Lou
Reed, Television and The Only Ones. Wunderkind Alan Horneremembers
themasbeing “veryhalf-baked. Malcolm was playing Steve Cropper’s
partfrom ‘Dock Of The Bay’ atthe soundcheckandIthought, ‘Ohgreat.

“Thenthey’d doaRoxyMusicsongandIthought, ‘Oh God. Theydid
have onesongthatstood outthough, called ‘Chance Meeting’.”

Thiswastobecome thefirstJosefKsingle on Absolute records. Only
1,000 were pressed, backed byasong
called “Romance”.

Dippinginto Subway Sect, they
continued tomove on, releasing three
furthersingles, “Radio Drill Time”,
“It'sKindaFunny” and “SorryFor
Laughing” aswell asrecordingthe
lostLP, 10 copies of which were
retained for posterity.

Alongthewaytheycollecteda
reputation for erraticbutsometimes
electric stage shows—animage
unbrokenbytheirrecentappearance
atLondon’s Venue, where they failed to
realise their full potential.

Imagineanunholy cross between
LouReedand Frank Sinatrasinging
“sometimesIknowit’s crazyto exist”
againstawall of shrill, razory guitars
andyouhave the sound ofJosefK.
This, asPaulwould say, is “intensity
—that’swhatIthinkweachieve,
intensity”. IanPye ®

J OSEFKALLmeteach other atschoolin Edinburgh. Paul Haig,

DAVID CORIO / GETTY
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IGGY POP







MELODY MAKER

ITTLEJIMMY OSTERBERG cuthis slicein the

immortality stakes on his instincts. Unleashing the

floodgates of amanickid spirit, he railed into the night

—adeep, primalroar from the soul - publicly abused

himself, cut some giganticrecords and seized his time.

Rawpower! Overtlymale and veryrock. The energywas

channelled through a tight sinewybody, the emotions expressed viaa
gloriouslyrichvoice thatmatured sofaritbecamearuse to disguise the
emptiness ofhis contemporary material.

The debts ofhislife-affirmative thrash are countless. Nobody ever
really celebrated the benignindifference of the universe better than the
Ig. Inaperfectrock’n’rollworld he should have died some mysteriously
confused deathand closed thelegend. Hedidn'tof course,and at 34 he’s
gotanewalbumto tout.

Thethirdinadecliningseries thatbegan with New Values (see any?),
slipped to Soldier and finally plummeted on Party, itshows aman
revellinginabrashand unashamed ego through material thathas
acquired the stained and second-hand air ofanincreasingly malodorous
youth culture.

Flatandrarely profitable, Iggy’s Partyisaverydull affairand comes
nowhere near doingjustice to anintelligent survivorwho, on current
evidence, equals (in person atleast) the vibrancy ofhis best work.

Aspartofthe promotion campaign for the new product, Aristahave
booked himinto asmall but comfortable hotel (itsmodesty dictated
bythe poor sales of the previous Soldier) for a gruelling session of
interviews with assorted hacks. Takingmy place on the treadmill,
Ieventuallyfind Iggyin hisfavourite place of

assaultme, youknow.I'minecstasyuntilabout8.30in the morning
and then they drop me offwherever 'm staying.

“Thingslike thatI've found an affection for—bits of Americana (he
calls thenew album his American album) that got dropped for afew
years. We're the Wild West again—things are gettingreally great.”

on aflorid chapterin the recent history of the hottest libido

this side of Prince. Down in the French quarter of New
Orleans, Iggy fellinlove, but the encounter was hardly akin to
the firstembraces of our Charles and Di.

“Shewasareal chick.Ifellinlovewith here forabout30seconds.
Ihaven'tbeeninloveforyearsandyears... butfor30secondsIwas
trulyinlove.

“Wewerewalkingdown the streetand itwas Mardi Gras, right?
Thenwesaw this enormoussign: AMYLNITRATESOLD HERE'.
Canyou picture that?! AndI'm goinglike...” (Exaggerated double
take).“SoThavethisinstantdualreaction. Oneside of meissaying,
‘Hey, dat’sillegal, bettago an doit!’,and the other sideis saying, ‘But
Idon'treallylikeitalot. YouknowwhatI'm saying, right?

“SoldecidedI'd goand doit, becauseitmightbe abetter quality or
something. So theyputthismaskonyouinthisplace. Theykeptthe
stuffin gasforminthereplica ofahuman skullmade out of
transparent plasticwith a tube that comes down to your mouth.

“Thenyouputthemaskonandinhaleit. For 30 secondsIcried on
hershoulder, youknow.Ijustcried. She’saverybeautiful girlanyway
andIloved herin myownway,in myown fashionforadayortwo—
I'dlovetoseeheragain butshe’smarried. Sheliveswith adental

assistantin St Petersburg—that’swhyIsay

I TTRANSPIRES THAT “Pumpin’ For Jill”, for example, is based

themoment: thebar!

Asmall, stillwell-defined figure dressedin
jeans, ared, ribbed sweater and black pointed
shoesishunched over what turns outtobe one
of many drinks of Swamp Mud-Pernod mixed
with coke andice. Turningto greet me, the eyes
glareinfearsome penetration butthe delicate
handshakeiswarmand open.

“Icanseerightthroughyouclothes,” hetells
me. “Iseewhat’s there.”

PrayingI'mwearingmybestunderwear, we
beginbydiscussinghisvisit to Marley’s funeral,
which obviouslyleftagreatimpressionand a
goodsuntan. Hisfaceislined, butnotblatantly

“I believe in
everything
Reagan
does.I'm a
lot like him”

inthesong ‘Twonderifyou’ll hearit'.
“Afterwetook thenitrate she wassaying
things thatwerereallybeautiful, thenwe
thought, ‘Wellit’s Mardi Gras—let’slay
downinthestreetand go.’ Sowe did. We
justlaydowninthestreetandstarted
makinglove aspeople do, youknow.
“Andwesstripped off our clothes and
were screwing. We didn’trealise what
was goingonaround us, butacrowd of
aboutahundred had gathered, right,and
they'reallgoing, ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah, do this,
dothat,’ and everything, andIstarted
getting more pissed off. I said, ‘Betyou

soforhisage, andlike somany “hip” Americans
onlytheshapeofhisnosehasreallychanged over the years.

The once proud Roman bridge has been slowly eroded - the one visible
legacy of theinfamous drughabits. 've been given strictinstructions not
todwelltoomuch on the past, asthishasbeen covered exhaustively
elsewhere. I getstraightto the pointand askifhe thinks thenewalbumis
asgood ashisworkwith the Stooges or Bowie.

Withouthesitation he was off: “I think there’s things on thisalbum that
cutmy classics. 'mreally pleased with it. NowIonlywantto go furtherin
asimilardirection forafewyearsmore.”

Isthisself-delusion or blind faith? Considering the record’s major
statementruns thus: “Rock isrock/ Giveitashot/Rock is rock/ Whether
youlikeitornot”, itseems prudent to move on to pondering the worth
ofhislatentobsession with superficial buddyrelationships and
frantic pleasureseeking. Iggy, however, isreluctant to digbeneath
thewine and streamers, preferringinstead tojustify his songsasaural
cinémavérité.

“Yousee, I tried tomake sure thateach songhad asetting. Like
‘Sincerity’isin The Lucky Number Bar—thatplacereallyexists—Ihang
outthere.Itdoesstay opentill four, youknow. And uh... whenever 'min
Chicago, whenIgo to the Lucky Number there'd be these two big six-foot
girls thatwould showup.

“They’d say, ‘Heylggy, listen, we wannatake youhome and do a couple
ofthingstoya’. And they tookme to this Lithuanian suburbandjust,
andjust... theyIMPRESSED ME!And nowIgo backthere and theyjust

_—

attie of a simple man

guysnevergetany!’

“Thenapoliceman camealongandsaid, ‘Youassholes bettermove
alongrightnoworI'llbustyou.’ Sowefinallyhad to go to the financial
zone to consummate the act. Wedid itin the bushes.Iruined agood
pairoftrousers fromJohnsons, actually. [twasright next to the
International Trade Centre. She was abeautiful woman, youknow.”

Aswellassexand partying, thenewrecord also pays tribute to therise
oftherich Southern Americanstates and theirunbridledlicentiousness.

“Theyhaveasociety there where there’sacertain understanding,” Iggy
offersinan effortto explain his conversion to the gospel according toJR.

“Youremember those old concepts of rightand wrong-remember that?
Thatwasbefore trade unions, right? They have a simple understanding of
rightand wrong, and in Texas they've managed to make anarchywork.
Lifethereiswide open. There’snotalotof charityin Texas, but then again
whoneeds charity?

“I'msorry, Irealisewe'rein the country thathas traditionally expressed
the greatestsentiment for dogs and cats while being cruel toits lower
classes, butin Texasit’swonderful.”

desperately grubbing around for to solve the nation’s malaise:

“You should restore power to the monarchy. Until then all
your great minds are going to become pop stars [obviously a veiled
reference to Adam Ant] and move outta the country anyway. Imean,
whattaya goin’ to do—go socialistlike France? America’s becoming the
last bastion of capitalism.
We're becoming the last
bastion ofliberty!”

YoumeanReagan

represents the traditional

/_\ TWHICH POINT he reveals the solution we've allbeen
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Popshowat
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inLondon’s
FinsburyPark

Americanideal toyou?

“Listen,I'masimple guy,” hereplies
gravely, “and I knowaliarfrom someone
who’stelling the truth, and he’sagood
man. Hehashis countrymenatheart.

“Hehashispeopleatheart. He’s the best
thingthat’shappened to our country
sincesliced bread. The guy prayed for that
guythatshothim-Ithinkhe’saverygood
man, verysincere.”

Was Reagan anythingto dowith
Iggy’sreturn fromself-imposed exile
inBerlin, then?

“Hewas almostthe primereason. Ireturned to AmericawhenIdecided
Reaganhadagood chance.Ibasicallybelieve in everythinghe does. I'm
alotlike him, youknow.I'minterestedinlibertyand earned equality.
EARNED equality!

“SoIwantedto go backand tell people at mygigs who they should vote
for.Itwas myway of campaigning forhim-he’s a helluva guy.”

Onhis ownadmission, Iggyworks to a peak under some form of solid
partnership, or better still, directorship. Consequently the quality ofhis
workrelies heavily on the chosen guide oraccomplice.

Bowieand the mosttalented of the Stooges, James Williamson, both
managed to provide therequired discipline, and from theirinspired
stability he produced his mostsatisfyingand substantial work. These
daysIvanKrdl, PattiSmith’s ex-sidekick, has taken their place, bringing

withhim the sloppy, outmoded Stones-style
raunch onwhich hebasedhis career. Instead
ofgiving the Igamuch-neededjolt, Kralhas
provided asoft, easy chairin which the singer
canrollaroundlanguidly, cocktailin hand.

Furtherworkwith Bowie seemslikely, buton
mention of James Williamson, withwhomIggy
issaid to have come to blows, he merely frowns,
rushes to the bathroom and mutters: “Twill
never workwith Jamesagain. [found his
attitude tomusicsortalikeabetrayal. Asfaras
Iknowhe’s doing computerresearchandhe’s
probablyveryhappyatit.

“Ilike thebandI've gotnowso much,” he
continues, refreshed. “They're MEN!AndI
wanted to workwithsome MEN!Idon’t make
any more moneythan them. We got together
andwe’ve developed afunnylittle vision of our
own, youknow.” Double, perhaps?

Isitrightyou prefertobe called Iggyand not
Jimthese days?

“WellIggy’skinda taken over. Reallyit’san
implodingkind ofname. It'sreally pretty
offensive, it’slike yuk! ButI've gotten to the
pointwherelactuallyrelishit.Ienjoyit.I
rememberJagger shouted at me the other day
inhisusual unpleasant manner, ‘Whatshall
Icallyou?’Isaid, ‘Youcancallmelggy.”

Thereseemtobedistinct parallels between
himselfandJaggerthese days, Isuggest, as
bothbecome entertainers or performersrather
thancreators.

“WellIthinkJaggerhasdisplayed a consistent
sincerityinhislyricsand songwritingthat
shouldbe abeacon forourtimes.”

Idon’tbelieve this!

“Ithinkhe’sagreatman.Idon’tlike
himandhedon’tlike me, buthe’sshowed
greatstamina.”

Inconversation and throughouthis
lyrics, Iggyrattles off contradictions
like therewasno such thing. Onthe one
handheromanticises the enforced
camaraderie found in barsand rock
bands, onthe otherhe complains:
“Ifound myselfwith theusualbums.” In
fact, manyofhisemotional observations
swingwiththewild zigzagofalush.

Likeamodern]John Wayne, he makes
hymnsto the male egowhile at the same
timeindulginginnaive Hollywood
sentimentality of the worstsort. “Icried
when NancyReagansaid sheatebananas
instead ofapples so shewouldn’twake up
the President,” he proudly stated atone
stage. He should have beenlurching over
abottle of whiskywhen he said this, but
hewas comingbackfrom thebathroom.

“The pleasuresinmylifehave been
men, women, wine, beerand bourbon—

butmen and women comefirst.” Awshucks, Ig.

“I'venever known anaudienceletme down,” he suddenly announces.
Doesthatinclude thoselucky enough to witness the early Stooges? The
ignorantwho pelted him with abuse and everyavailable missile?

“Well that'swhyThurt myself; Iwanted to let them knowhow much they
were hurtin’ me.Iwassaying, ‘Thisiswhatis goin’ to happen to youifyou
don’tloosen up, you pricks. You'llget cuttoo.”

WhenIfocused, Iggywassharp, andin the hourIspentwith himhewas
always polite and considerate. Itwould be so easy towrite him offasa
ravaged and wrinkled has-been, but thiswould not onlybe mindlessly
glibbutwellwide ofthe mark. Ifanything, he’sjustfallenin with the
wrongcompany.

Iggy’stime hasn’'tgone—it’sjustslipped sideways. Ian Pye ®
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ThePretenders:
. morestarkand
A

stridentsecond
timearound

ALBUMS

The Pretenders
REAL

Beitice hockey internationals,
royal weddings or lovemaking,
there’s acloud that’s constant -
the curse of the brilliant debut.
The better the first effort, the
more urgentitbecomes to
improve and/or surprise; even
tomatchthe first effortis
inevitably deemed insufficient.

It's afact of life the Pretenders
must now be bitterly ruing.
Eighteen months ago they
offered a defiantly determined
clarion call for the
launch of the '80s with
astunning album of
raging beauty that
quickly percheditself
arrogantly ontop of
thealbumchartsin
tandem with the
missionary single from
it, “Brass In Pocket”.

Itand they were
deservedlylauded
foramalgamating the
angry, aggressive
tradition of rock with
achingtendernessand
pain. These qualities
remainintact on the

STEVE MORLEY / GETTY
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second album-there’s
vulnerability about Chrissie
Hynde’s vocals and lyrics, for
example, that frequently rips
openyourheart. And a couple of
tracks - “Birds Of Paradise” and
“Waste Not Want Not” - outstrip
anything on the first.

Yet...an air of disappointment
hovers each time Ireach the
end of Side Two (despite the
exuberant, triumphantblaze
of the “Louie Louie” finale). It's
the feeling of deflation that
invariably comes from extreme
anticipation; the relentless
harshness that occupies so much
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of thisrecord
(particularly

Side Two)and

the unremittingly
desperate, twisted
nature of so much of
the material.

“We're all of us in the gutter...
we fall but we keep getting up,”
sings Chrissie on “Message Of
Love”, and it evokes the mood of
the entire album. Cold, harsh,
and desolate, every time she
opens her mouth you expect
the earthtoshudder.

The band surround her with
grim-faced stridency: stark and
brutal. Charged,
emotive and
intensively
effective, butlight
entertainment
itain't.

Openingtrack
“The Adulteress”,
a quirky backdrop,
setsaharrowing
mood that'’s
cemented by
“Bad Boys
Get Spanked”,
araucous
diatribe against
regimentationand
preconditioning,

full of sexy
undertones. Both
are fearsomely
powerful, butlater
onwe'reinto tracks
like “Day After Day” and
“Jealous Dogs”, which continue
the furious ardour without
their attendant depth, and
the patience begins to snap.

It's frustrating, for when
the anguishis unforced, with
every nerve end exposed as
on the softer, reflective “Birds
Of Paradise”, thenthey are
more compelling (and
appealing) thanever.

It works well, too, on the
expected Ray Davies song,
“lGo To Sleep”, whichis given
apained serenity, while you
already know all about “Message
Of Love” (which still sounds like
aclassic)and “Talk Of The Town”.

“Pack It Up”is alternatively
intimidating and wry, offering
arare glint of humour withits
opening McEnroe cry of “You
guys are the pits of the world”,
and spitting throughits own
jaundice... “I don’t like your
trousers... your appalling taste
inwomen... your insipidrecord
collection,” roars Chrissie at
some anonymous makeweight




with cruel scorn. The whole
terse collection suddenly,
unexpectedly explodeson
the final track, “Louie, Louie”,
whichisn’t the song you think,
butanewHynde number set
to atune approximating
“Midnight Hour”. It brazenly
flauntsits own derivativeness
asifin parody of the whole
rock’n’roll charade (perhaps
alsoreflectedinthesleeve’s
imitation of the first Rolling
Stonesalbum cover).
Whatever the motives,it’s a
welcome show of joy ina hard,
depressingwork. Thisisn’t the
backlash, butit’s not easy to
love an album that strains so
hardtobe overtly unattractive.
Colinlrwin,MMAug 8

New Age Steppers

STATIK

If, as Dennis Bovell suggests,

The Slits are makingreggae
foramodern Sound Of Music,
then New Age Steppers (MkI)
featuring theirrepressible AriUp
onvocals, etc, do apretty fair
Doctor Zhivago.

Painfully overlong, ruefully
lovesick, Action Battlefield
boasts moments of beautyin
miles of stodge. A feast of front-
room fun(k) andritzy reggae, it’s
full of flash effects, false starts
and stops and (what we used to
call) jamming, but fails because
it falls for too many gimmicks
andtoofewrealideas. Asastab
atadance-stanceit’sareal
party pooper -it plods where
itshould prance.

As an experimental
productionjob on
sevenreggae
standards, it's
ofteninteresting,
occasionally amusing
but never essential.
Asapaeantoexcess
itonly goesto prove
thatmoderationand
matriculation are,
1timesout of 10, the
best pop policy.

Steve Sutherland, MM Aug 8
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Wire

ROUGH TRADE

It was a dilemma; at the
Lyceum, Joy Division
were scheduled to play
(we didn’tknow, but it
was to be their last major
appearancein London).
Overat Camden’s
Electric Ballroom the
same night, Wire were
billed to appear (as it
turned out, their last gig, period).
After much ditheringl chose
the former, and this recorded
document of the Wire gig
vindicates the decision.
Featuring 21tracks, 17 of them
previously unrecorded, thisisa
reminder of the hard-edged
starkness suggested by the
group’s name, aseries of grating
furrow-diggersasroughasa
nightinaBronx gutter.
It'saharrowing experience
-andnotone easily
recommended. Late Wire,
stripped down to the metal,
connect like asocketinthe anus
-Colin Newman’s vocal hysterics
frequently painfulinstead of
pained, Gotobed’s drummingas
lumpy as school rice cremola.
Around the time these tracks
wererecorded the groups were
experimenting with various
audiovisual presentations on
stage, which may explain the
baffling nature of much of the
Electric Ballroom LP.On display
are suchscintillating offerings as
directionless tin-canbashing
(Woodstock raindance, bad-acid-
a-go-go), smug haranguing of the
audience, and unintelligent
stabs at minimalism and
constant whining, and if that
doesn’t putyou off, then
the sleeve descriptions
(“vocalist attacks gas
stove,” “12 percussionists
with newspaper head-
dresses”, etc) should do the
trick. A thoroughly shoddy
package. LyndenBarber, MMAug8
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SINGLES

Siouxsie & The Banshees
POLYDOR

More menacing childhood
memories dredged up and
dressed upintired oldriffs
and jaded Banshee dynamics.
Siouxsie sounds jaded,
disinterested; McGeochis
typically vague, wrenching
out the standard guitar
atmospherics. Thin, brittle,
forgettable; no push, no magic;
keep away from this voodoo.
MM July 25

Shakin’ Stevens CBS

Shakin’ Stevens’recent records
have anincreasing air of
novelty about them;it’s difficult
to take themseriously even as
fun.Thisreally needed Dave
Edmunds at the desk to bring
itinto focus. Stuart Coleman’s
productionis adequate, lacks
colour; pursuing no particular
direction, Stevens’ vocal is
awkwardly stilted, hurried

and badly mannered: still
somehow likeable through

the confusion,
though.

MM July 25

REVIEWS

Soft Cell

PHONOGRAM

Soft Cell are bouncing on the
sprays shooting out from our
basic doubt. “Tainted Love”

- twist the vowels up as they do,
feel the forces behind the
simplicity of love. Don’t take
them for granted, don’t
underestimate thembecause
of the sound -ithas nothing to
do with nonsensicals like Duran
Duran or Depeche Mode -it
hasreal anguish. MMAug1

The Specials 2-TONE

Informed sources tellme that
when Chrysalis first heard this
they nearly refused toissue it
asa45.Somuchfor2-Tone
independence.But|see the
problem. First hearing left me
baffled, too.Second hearing
left me shrugging my
shoulders. Third hearing,

Iwas hooked. “Ghost Town”

is magnificent. Written by
Dammers, the lyrics are typical
and topical, the imagery chilling
and the whole thing reeks of
Dammers at his cheekiest best.
Suddenly The Specials have
gotafuture again,and what
afuture. MMJune1s

Tenpole Tudor

Music from the ultimate
madhouse, “Wunderbar” is
insanely raucous, a crashing
barrage of lunaticriffs,
demented percussionand
whacked-out vocal contortions.
Eddie sounds like the stitches
areburstinginhislarynxand
the absurd bierkeller chorus
arrivesjustintime torescue
him. Mindless, daft, loveably
loonoid; a hit of monstrous
proportions, surely. MMJul2s

STIFF

GETTY

Siouxsie:
losingher
voodoo?
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“1'he first

| classic
in years!”

Introducing and the brains behind it,
. He’s a disaster live, and wants to rap, but
believes himself a genius: “If Wah! is any good,
people won’t just become fans, they’ll be inspired
by it to do things, and not just to be in groups.”

MELODY MAKER

N A SCRUFFY, but spacious third-floor office, just where Liverpool’s Bold
Street meets Renshaw Street, a telephone rings. The man at the desk sighs
like a steam train, drops the thousand-and-one things he’s trying to do
simultaneously, and lifts the offendingreceiver.
“Hello. Pete Fulwell?” enquires the voice at the other end.
“Speaking,” says the man sharply.

“Oh, hi. Steve Sutherland, Melody Maker. Howya doing?”

“Awful,” comes the curtreply.

“Really?” enquires thevoice, betrayingequal degrees of
instinctive intrigue and honest concern. “Wassamatter?”

“Look,” replies the man bluntly, “ifyou'd been stuckin an office
with Wylie for three months, you'd feel bloodyawful...”

Pete Wylie, founder, guitarist, singer and sage atthe centre
ofafast-mushrooming phenomenon widelyknowasWah!,
iseverythingyou've everheard, read orimagined himtobe...
andmore!

Somuchmore, infact, thatwhen the man from MM arrives on the
doorstep of this self-same Liverpool office five days later, naively
believing that Wylie mightbe able to help him with afewenquiries
concerningacertain superb record with the rather unusualttitle of
Nah Poo = The Art Of Bluff, his manager, Mr Fulwell, has just thrown
analmightywobbler.

Heslagged off the scouser’s girlfriend and brother, called them
Wylie’slackeys, and accused the man himselfof outrightarrogance
before taking off-accordingto theinjured party—-to the sanctuary
ofthenearestseedybar. »

PENNIE SMITH
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“lwantWah!tobe
somethingthat
peoplecanlove,but

notjustblindly”:Pete
Wylieatarehearsal
spaceinLiverpool




PETER ANDERSON

Wylie’sunperturbed. He’sbeen through all thisamillion times before.
It'sjust the price you payforbeingborn hyperactive; endowed with
masses morevision than any mere mortal has any God-givenrightto;
possessed ofamouth that often chooses to adoptamind of itsown at the
mostinopportune moments; and gifted with a talentso bold and blatant
thatitactuallyseemstotread that cliched thinline betweenreal genius
and completeinsanity.

Seated around him are his usual audience: Washington, Wah!’s bassist
—athug-likebeingwith aheart ofgold; Loafer-Go-Go, alias Stephen
Johnson, Wah!’snew(est) guitarist; Wylie’s girlfriend Sharon who, he
fondlyreckons, resembles boss BunnymanIan McCulloch (“Hey! Maybe
it'sFreudian”); Wah!’s Scotsroadie, Wylie’s brother, and a gaggle of
giggling Rastafriends.

Hearnowthe mightywords of Wah!.

“Where shall we start?” asks the writer.

“Let’sstartattheverybeginning. It'saverygood placetostart...” sings
Wylie. “Was thatright? Julie Andrews? Yeah! Julie Andrews! Number-one
formativeinfluence.”

“And number two?” enquires the writer, somewhat sheepishly.

“Number two? Washington-biginfluence. Number three? Equal third,
BurtBacharachand Loafer-Go-Go. Psychedelicinterviewnumber 647...”

“Right, well,” says thewriter, initial panic over. “Wah!used tobe
Wah!Heat. NowWah!Heatare Wah!. Why?

“Longstory, this,” says Wylie, winking. “Gottathinkaboutthis...
Washington! Saywhatyousaid the other day!”

Washy pullshimselfupinto a cross-legged posture on the desk,
unwittingly comingtoresemble a garden gnome, and enigmatically
offers: “Thave forgotten.”

“Wah!Heatwas oldand Wah!isnew,” rescues Wylie.

“That’swhathesaid and that’saboutthe truth ofit. It’s a different group.
Partlybecause of thatand partlybecause, er... Wah!was the onlybit that
counted...”

“Andit’suniversal!” shouts Washy.

“Andit’suniversal! Exactly!” echoes Wylie. “Youdon’tneed to knowany
English toknowwhatWah!is. Itjustgoes W-A-A-A-A-H!... except more

QUICK, SOMEBODY! STRAITJACKET the bastard!

soulful thanthat.I'vejusthad achillicon carne,andIcan’tbesoulful
after chilliconcarne.”

“OK, I'llletyou offthis time,” offers the writermagnanimously. “So now
thealbum’sout...”

“No!” chidesWylie. “The LPis out!”

“Oh, sorreee,” whistles the writer. “Explain yourself, sir.”

“Well,” says Wylie, “when musicwasrock’n’roll music” -hesaysit
hesitantly, because you have to be hesitantwhen you say ‘rock’n’roll’
musicthese days—“whenitwasavibrant, excitin’ thing thatwasnottoo
full ofitselfand not too much of anintellectual exercise, people made
LPs.And then, when the mid-to-late '60s started, things started getting
intellectualand people started taking drugs and musicbecame...er...
thebigthing, y’know,an ART FORM.”

There’svenomin hisvoice.

“Itspoiled alotofit, took alot of the guts out of it. The Moody Blues
madealbumsand...Idunno...letmethink... whomadeLPs... the
earlyStones...”

“BoDiddley,” offeres Washy.

“BoDiddley! Yeah! Bo Diddleymade LPs and we feel more affinity with
BoDiddleythan The MoodyBlues and alot of the groups these days
sound morelike The Moody Blues than The Moody Blues did!”

“C'mon. What'sinaword?” teases the writer.

“Well,Imean, I’atesayin’ ‘album’,” confesses Wylie. “Ifeellike some
kindaprannet.Ifeellike cringin’. It'slike when people call girls ‘chicks’
—notbecause'm anti-sexist or pro-sexist or whatever; besides me
feelings on that subject-Tjust ate thatword ‘CHICK’,” he spits.

“Itreallymakes mewince, y’know? SoIdon’tsay ‘album’,Isay ‘LP’. But
thereisamarkeddifference, y’know. Wejustwannagetback toathing...
thatpartlyfitsinwith us changin’ thename aswell,'cosWah!is justlike
ashout, likeabigscream...a‘BETTER SCREAM’,” he cries, delighted at
introducing the group’sfirstsingleinto the conversation.

“It'saprimeval scream,” says Washy.

“Primeval! Yeah!” shrieks Wylie, overjoyed. “Somethingyoudon't
thinkabout too much. Youknow, you can be offyour’ead drunk oryou
canbeinfuckin’ total painandyou canstillshout Wah!.

“But,” headds mischievously, “you can'’tsit there going, ‘Well, I think
therelationship between the diameter ofthe LPand the... eh...

“Hopefullytwo
showswon’teverbe
interchangeable”:
Wyliewithhisband’s
earlierincarnation
asWah!Heat




circumference could wellmean

the metaphysical pyramid forming.’
KnowwhatI mean?Itjustcomesout
asaslobber.

“’Alfthe timethe LPwasaccidents
anyway. Sometimes the bestrecords
havebeenmadebyaccident. Like, if
The Velvet Underground had had decent
equipmentand decentstudios they
wouldn’thavesounded anythinglike as
goodastheydo.”

WAH!

andamazedbyit,” hesays, blushing.
“Butifpeoplethinkthe nextLP’s gonna
belikethisone, they're dead wrong.
We'’re changingall the time. We just
treatthe LPasalmostanindication
ofthingsto come.”

“No.It'smuchmore thanthat,”
demandsWashy. “It’s the eye of
thestorm.”

Wylie goes off torelieve himselfand
thewriter takes the opportunityto ask
Washhowthehellhe canstand towork
with the guy?

¢¢ T ALKING OF ACCIDENTS,”
the writer wickedly
interrupts, “your live shows
are often bloody disasters. I've seen you
twiceand...”

“I'veseenusallthetime,” bellows Wylie, “and
it’salwaysadisaster! No, some nightswe’d be
thebestbandin the world. Really! And then
anothernight... well, wehad to cutcornersall
thetime. Like one nightI'd borrowa different
onewhichwasnotasreliable orsomething.

“Wesetourselves standards butnot
precedents; I think that’'swhatitis.

“Wedon’twantittobeatamething,
and hopefully two showswon’teverbe

“We draw the
line between
Jimmy
Tarbuck and
Kafka, y’know”

“Sallright. Youjustgottaknowhowto
tackle'im.ITknowwherehisAchillesheelis...”
Hesignsoffin frustratingsilence.

Butdoesn’the ever feel mad thatpeople
always tend to treat Wah!as the Wylie show
whenhe’salsobeeninvolved since the outset?

“No.Notatall.Ienjoyit...”

“Enjoywhat?” says Wylie, stridingbackin,
fumbling with his zipper.

“Youbeingthestar,” says the writer.

“He’sthestar!” heroars, pointingatthe
grinning Washy.

“Iwish peoplewould sortthis out. His sort
come over here, take ourhomes, take our

interchangeable. Theywill be different,
becauseltend towanttotalk during the songs, thoughThaven’tlearned
torapyet.It'scoming, y’know!”

“Dear God: the Wylierap.Icanjusthearitnow,” thinks the writer, and
hurriedly changes the subject. Howmuch of the idea of Wah!, of the
essence of Wah!, canyouactuallyeverachieve?

“Idunno, because 'mstillnotsurewhatthatidealis,” admits Wylie.
“I'mchangin’ me mind. Yousee, one of the things thatIdon’tlike about
the music pressisthatitperpetuates somebadideas, y’know. And so
peoplereadacertain thingand they think that there canbeno change
fromthat.

“Likewhenwefirststarted, IThad mysetofideals, the sortyougetin
the shopround the corner, y’know, and Iset myself some standards
and thenIfoundthat’alfthe time theideals werejustridiculous, things
weren'tlike that.

“It’'slike youwatch an old Brando filmlike On The Waterfrontand you
think, ‘Whatafuckin’ incredible guy’, y’know. Butifyou ever met’im
I'msurehe’dbeaprat. Peoplejustsee theimageand theymiss outalotof
thetruth ofthings, soI'vebeenwilling toletmeidealschangeandIdon’t
mindsayingthatthey’'ve changed.”

Thewriter mentions WEA-the majorlabel towhich Wah!have signed
theirown Eternallabel-makingalotof moneyandretaining
unprecedented artistic controlin the process.

“I'veneversaid thatI didn'twantmoney,” counters Wylie. “People think
thatifyousigntoarecord companyitstarts weakeningyou.Ithasn’t
weakened us, youknow. It'smade us more determined not to let it slip.

“Theideaof sellingoutisaridiculous thing. It’snot to dowith record
companies;it’sto dowith the charactersinvolved, the strength of
character.Itdoesn't mean thatI'm compromisin’ meselfor anything.
None ofusarewilling to do that!

“Wewannamake Wah!our favourite group, basically, and notjustin
terms of entertainmentbutin terms of inspiring people, making people
wannado things.IfWah!isanygood, peoplewon’tjustbecome fans;
they’llbeinspired byitto do things, and notjustto bein groups.”

Nah =Pooh completes the hat trick started by Boy and Searching
For The Young Soul Rebels?
“Yeah!Iloveit!Ithinkit’sagreatLP.Ithinkit’saclassic. It's the first
classicLPtobereleasedinyears, y’know,” he saysmodestly. “There have
beensome good LPs, everybody makes good records now butnobody
makesgreatrecords,andIthinkthisisagreatrecord.”
“Butnowit’sout,” asks the writer, “haven’'tyoulost that certain cultish
element of mysteryand surprise?”
“Wah!arealotofpeople’sfavourite group,” hereplies, “and that’s on the
strength of two singles. But the LP—people will be floored and stunned

T HEWRITERNOW commits the unforgiveable and asks Wylie if

jobs, take ourwomen, take your place onthe
coverofthe NME...” he grinsback.

“This cover’smine, yamother.”

“Wah!have beenaround along timein one form or another, atleastas
longasthe Bunnymen,” thewriterintercedes, attempting to reimpose
some semblance of normality. “Butit’staken youalotlongerto getthis
alb...sorry, LP out. Don’tyouworryyou've missed your time?”

for once deadly serious. “Thisis timeless. Everything

we’ve done has been justified, I'd say, and I reckon we
could stop after this LP for sixyears and come back and just wipe it out
again... startagain andstill be better than most.

“Tjustcan’tbelieveit—there’s fuckall stufflike ‘Anarchy In The UK’
around now. WhenIfirst 'eard that I got butterfliesin me stomach, and
whenIfirst’eard The Clashitwassuchanelectric thrill. Iwantus to have
the same effect, to have the power, the passion, make records people care
about, love...IwantWah!to be something that people canlove, butnot
justblindly.

“IwantWah!to be sexmusic for ant people—that’sa-u-n-t. Thisis the
truth coming outnow. Therealreason we’re moving away from
intellectual stuffand into more honestnatural thingsis because we never
used to get girls at the concerts, sonowwe've gone for the matinee idol
approach; we draw theline between Jimmy Tarbuckand Kafka, y’know.
JustcallmeJimmy Kafka.

“Noreally. All this stuff, all this talkingnow, I dunnoifit counts atall,”
hesighs, genuinely puzzled. “Alot of the time, I'll say somethinglike
ahalf-thoughtwhichisn’treallywellformed, and I'll sayitnowandT’ll
thinklater, ‘WhatIreallymeantwas THIS!

“Butpeoplearejustsolazywhen theyreadit; theyjustread thewords
andtheydon’tuse theirinstincts, so... it’slike the monster with seven
letters... rockism... justanotherlazy man’sword, y’know.

“It’'sreally funny, 'cos when we talked to Adam Sweetinglastyear, we
mentioneditthen, itwasjustlikeajoke—‘Oh, theraceagainstrockism’,
y’know-butitsummed up alot of the feelings we had about bad habits,
doingthingswithoutthinkingabout them, lazyways out. The word
would've died then, butbecause we mentioned itin NMEaswell,
everyone went, ‘Phew! Greatnewword’, and thatwas exactlylike
asymptom of whatever we were talkingabout, y’know.”

“Sorryyoueversaidit?” asks the writer.

“The BANE of mylife—in capital letters,” says Wylie. “Oh no, I've just
mentioneditagain! Nowwe'rereallyfocked.”

“WYLIERETRACTSROCKISM, I canjustsee theheadlinenow,” laughs
thewriter.

Wylie grins, walks over to the window and shouts for the world to hear:
“Ihaveseen the error of my ways! W-A-A-A-A-H!!” SteveSutherland ®

¢¢ YOU DON’T MISS the boat with stufflike this,” says Wylie,
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What is going on with
?The
best British band
has just scored a
major No 1with
“Ghost Town”. Still,
during the group’s
recent break,
uncertainty has NME
grown. “It’s not a
‘break’ like sit down
and do nothing,”
they explain.



July 4,1981:following
amarchfromLeeds
citycentre, TerryHall

andTheSpecials
headlinethe Rock
AgainstRacismevent
inPotternewtonPark
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especiallyironicthattheyshould be uncertainabouttheir plansjustat
thetime when theirreputation has never been higher.

“Ghost Town”, byuncommonly common agreement, was a classicNo 1
single. Apartfrom its musical merits—showing once again howsskilfully
theband can expand and develop on their early ska-based pop fusion—it
was asongofthe moment. Like the Pistols’ “God Save The Queen” being
topinJubilee week, “Ghost Town” was evidence of pop’s sporadic knack
offingering the pulse ofreality. Top Of The Pops celebrated its 900th
anniversaryinagushingmush of nostalgia and trivia, while the streets
outside exploded with the pent-up pressures of dead-end adolescence.

Andthere, crowningitall, The Specials matched fun and humourwith
thathypnotically sombre warning: “Why must theyouth fight against
themselves?/ Government leaving theyouth on the shelf.”

Justoveramonth ago, The Specials sealed theirreturn to live working
byheadingaFestival Against Racism atastadiumin theirhome town of
Coventry—thescene, notlongbefore, ofaracial murder, plusacontinuing
catalogue of bigotryand violence. Shortly after, the group re-emphasised
their commitmentto the original 2-Toneideal of harmony by playing the
Northern CarnivalAgainstRacismat Leeds. Another benefit, at London’s
RainbowTheatre, lent their support to the Campaign ForJobs. These
occasionswere peaceful and positive. It'sin the nature of things,
therefore, that they passed by almost without commentand publicity.

the state of The Specials. If ever there was a group you could

describe as “important”, then it’s this one, particularly in the UK,
1981. As explained, myinterviewees Terry and Lynval were,
apologetically, unable to throw much light on the topic of Where To
Next?-butit’sno secret that their stance on crucial issues hasn’t
faltered one bit.

Lynval Golding-“the envy of the group” justnow, by virtue of three
splendid suits he’sliberated from his father’swardrobe-regrets the
period ofidleness thatfollowed theirlast proper tourin late 1980.

“Iwould have preferred to do alot more, butunfortunately I haven’t
done enough. Ilikeworking. 'm bored whenI'm

IT’S MORETHAN idle curiosity, then, thatleads us to speculate on

Bradisdoinglikewise with Race Records. Jerryhasjustcompleted a
single, “The Boiler”, with Rhoda, Specials-friend and ex-Bodysnatcher.
Horace has done somerecording ofhis own, while Roddy Radiation has
his “skabilly” group The Tearjerkers.

TH: “Individually, yeah. Butasaband... we’llfind out. It’s
helped ustoworkon ourownideas.Imean, [haven'tbeen doing
nothingforthelastsixmonths-I've been working on newsongs, new
fashions, everything.”

LG: “Ithinkwhat these sixmonth have done for the individualsis help
them getout of themselves more. It’s given them time to write songs,
whichisgood.It’sgood tohave abreak.It'snota ‘break’likein justsit
downand donothing.It'sabreak to think of newdirections and workon
newideas, whichIthinkwasagoodthing.”

TH: “Alotof material’'s come out of it. We've never been able to write as
The Specials anyway, never as seven people. Every song thatwe’ve done
hascomefromonehead, oratmostthree heads, and thenyoutakeitto
therestoftheband.”

Yes, the “Ghost Town” EP, forinstance; the three songs on thatare
writtenbythree different people. Would you like to see that trend
continue, spread the writingaround the group more?

LG: (cautiously) “Ipersonallywouldlike to see more, instead of one.
Two, three or four people writing together, ‘cosIalways think two heads
isbetterthan one.Ipersonallylike to work thatway.”

I'thinkitwasalways astrength of The Specials that-live, anyway-not
toomuch attention was ever focused on one person, itkept switching.

TH: “Yeah, thatwas theideaofit, nottohaveastar. And I thinkithas
worked. No one’s thatbig-headed.”

LG: “IftherewasastarinthebandIdon’t thinkitwould have worked. It
workswell when people can contribute to the band, y’know? There’s
sevenintheband, anditworksalotbetter thatway.”

Therewasastory, though, thatyouwere bothunhappywith the way
your two songs turned out on the EP, thatyouwant tore-record them.
(Dismissive laughter) “Thatwas shit-stirring,”

HAS THE GROUP, Iwonder, been strengthened by this lay-off?

notdoinganything.”

TerryHall,lookingrelaxed and dapperasever,
addsthatthelay-offwasagroup decision, not
imposed onanybody. He’skepta pretty low
profile thisyear, too, butinsistsithasn’tbeen
time wasted.

Therewas, of course, the 2-Tone film
Dance Craze, whichkepttheballrollingin
terms of public exposure. Thatwas aslight
disappointment, [thought, in thatitwasn’t
much more thanstraightforwardlivefootage,
recordingthe first phase of the 2-Tone
phenomenon-Lynval and Terry can’'twork up
alotofenthusiasm foriteither. Neither will

“You can't
not allow
people from
the NF to get
into gigs”

says Terry Hall of the rumour. “People are just
tryingtosplitusup again.”

Lynval agrees thathe’snothappywith “Why”
asitended up, butrulesoutare-recording.
Terry, for his part, drylydescribeshimselfas
“overthe moon” with his contribution “Friday
Night, Saturday Morning”.Ilet the matter drop.

[understand you're stillhaving meetings to
decide the group’s plans for the future.

LG: (sniggering) “We have meetings every
fourdays.”

LG: “Neverdecide onanything!”

TH: “Idon’tknowwhatwe’re doing. Eitherit’ll

cometousoritwon’tcometous...”

ownup to havingseenitright through.

Butaccordingto Terry, asimplelive
document “wasallitwas meantto be. We
wouldn’tdress up as Arabs or something,
tomakeastory.”

Headds thatafollow-up film ventureis
unlikely-“unlessit’sacomedy”, hesays, L
withjustatinge of crypticirony.

Inviewoftherecentinactivity, and the
solo activities (which havelargelybeen
outside of the 2-Tone umbrellaas well),
does2-Tonestillrepresentanything more
thanThe Specials’labelname?

TerryHall: “Atthe start, itwas black-
and-white clothes, and itjusttied into
everything: the ‘skarevival’ orwhateverit
was called. Asanything now, obviouslyit’s
notasbignowasitwas, because therearen’t
manybandsonitanymore. It'sjustalabel.
We always preferred it to be on 2-Tone to
beingon Chrysalisorwhatever.”

Atthis point, it'sworth recappingbriefly
onwhatthe other five have been up to:
Nevilleisrunninghis own Shacklabel,

“berr
W Ry NARKERS
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S K7ER
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TH: “We’ll carry on meeting for
anothersixyears, everyweek, and
neveragreeonanything.”

(Theresigned, listless tone of their
voicesdoesn’tsuggestagroup that’sin
ahealthystate, internally.Solask...)

Isthe group healthy? Orareyou
thinkingof packingitin?

TH: “Not thisweek, anyway (laughs).
We'realright up until Sundaynight. Every
week’s completely different.”

LG: “Youjustcan't... (giggles). You've
justgottawaitand see, y’know?”

TH: “Ifitcarries on, itcarrieson.”

Ohwell. Time to change the subject,
Isuppose.

“GhostTown” topped the nation’s charts
ataveryappropriate time, I thought.

LG: “It’'sstrange, y’know? I never
expected thatsongtobeNo 1.

TH: “Somebody asked meifthe Socialist
Workers Party putusup toit—haha!-if
they'd plannedit, iftheywroteit. No, it’s
justacoincidence, abad coincidence.”
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TheSpecials in
the19812-Tone
concert-footage
documentary
Dance Craze

LG: “It’sterriblewhen you have asonglike thatand
youseethat, gradually,it’sall comingtrue. Like, that
kid gotkilled the other dayupin Liverpool, y’know?
[David Moore, the crippled boyrun overbyapolice
vanduringariotin Toxteth onthe eve of theroyal
wedding.]It’sabit frighteningwhen you predict
something’s gonnahappen;it’s always horrible when
youactuallyseeit’scomingtrue.”

Youtwostilllivein Coventry. Whatare thingslike there at the moment?

TH: “It's quietened down again.”

LG: “Ithink thatsince we done that gigin Coventry [the Festival Against
Racism], althoughwelostalot of money, I thinkitwaswellworthlosing
thatmoney for whatit’sactuallyachieved. Imean, like before you used to
getthetensionintown, itused to be terrible. Butnow, it’s like what we’ve
donehasactually got through. Theresidents round outside expected
trouble, the police were outin force, theyexpected a bigfight, arunning
battle—anditneverhappened. Soit’s proved that this concertdid
somethingintheend, coswhat people was expectingwas a fight, and
therewasn’tanyfight.

“Evenfor me, walkingin this town on Saturdayafternoon, itwasreally
frightening, and police everywhere. Butnowit’salot different, alot
better. SoI'm convinced thatwhat we’ve done has actually helped to calm
thewholethingdownalot.”

Itmustbe good to feel thatyou're getting somewhere, then, thatyou're
notbangingyourheadagainst the wall.

LG: “It'sgreat.Ithinkthat’s one of the best things thatwe've actually
achieved, to get through to the publicin thatway. And evenifit costs us
alotof money, sowhat? Itwould be good if there was more bands trying
todothingslikethat.’Coslet’s faceit, Iknowit’slike saying to thekids,
‘OK, we hope that things’ll getbetter.’ [tshope-Iknowit’s not enough. But
atleastyou're tryingto calm things downabit.”

Buthaven’'tyouhad apolicyinthe pastofnotplaying to NF-type
audiences, of stopping the showiftheytrythaton?

TH: “Yeah, thatwaslike preachingto the converted 'cos we don't want
themthere, but...”

LG: “Ithinkthat’s stupid, really, becauseifyou're gonna get through to
—it’sbestto getthe people who've got different views completely, and talk
tothemaboutit. You can’tgo and talk to people who believe in what
you're doinganyway. Tome, that’slike knockingyourhead on abrick
wall. You've got to try and get through to those who've actuallybeen
brainwashed tobelieveitsrightto takealife. Those are the people thatI
thinkweshould tryand getto the concerts, sowe can talk to them atleast.

“Cosifyoutryand push them to oneside they’ll only getworse. Because
yougetthose atthe top who arejustusing them for their ownlittle game
and theygetagoodlaugh outofit. It'salright for them, but the kids there -
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itwould be stupid ifwe saywe don’twant ’em there.
Theyshould be there so we can show them what
they're doingwrong.

“Like, I'vebeen attacked by thisracistlotalready
anyway, soyou'd probablythinkIshouldbeall T1l
killthebastard’. ButIthinkit’sbetter to—likewe did
this gigin Plymouth and Iwas talkingto this guy
thereand hewasin the NF. And by the end of the conversationhewas
completelydifferent. And to me that’'swhat'sneeded.

“You've gotto be able to do that. It’s notlike you're going out to preach to
people, butit’san opinion:I've got myown opinion andIshould be able to
talkto people. And he’s gothis own, and we can sitdown and come to
some sensible agreement. Why the hell should youwant to go outand
murder somebody; whatthehell are you goingto achieve?”

Soyoudon’twantto drawup battlelines. Butyoustillrun therisk of
troubleatgigs, don'tyou, whenallfactions are allowed in?

LG: “Iknowsometimesitcan getoutofhand. Butasyousay, why should
youdrawalineandsay, ‘Youlotstayover there, and youstay there,’ and
haveapitched battle. That’s stupid.”

TH: “Wedid ashowat Liverpool the other week, and we did ‘Why’, and
asNevillewasdoinghistoasting ‘...with a Nazi saluteand a steel-cap boot’
there were afew people goinglike that (giving Nazi salutes) toit. So the
second time around we said, ‘You've gotitwrong.’ So theywentlike that
(giving peacesigns) toit. Imean, that’snot converting them, butitshows
ahealthiersign. You can’'tnot allow people from the NF to getinto gigs,
becauseiftheywantto getinthere theywill; all they've gotto dois take
their UnionJacks off. Butwe’ll tryand get them out the hall if they sieg heil
orshoutoutabuse because of people’s skin colour.”

Why?
Friday Night Saturday Morning

Specials’ records and their commitment to playing benefits,

thisisagroup that’s never been afraid to address the more
serious issues of the day. Escapist they’re not. Yet at the same time
they’ve never conformed to the boring old “political band” stereotype.
Iasked Terry how they’ve managed to keep up that militant approach
butremained, above all, supremely entertaining and enjoyable. How
come they’ve avoided the dull-and-worthy trap?

TH: “’Coswe'renotfrom Leeds! No. Perhaps 'cos we don’t go completely
overboard withit.Imean,Idon’tknowabout Marxism or communism or
socialism orwhatever;Ijustdon’'tunderstand it. Thaven'tbeen educated
tounderstand about politics. ButallThaveis my own beliefs, and when
Isee peoplefightingaboutskin colour,and whenIsee poverty,itannoys
me. [tupsets me. AndI canonlycommentonthat,onwhatIbelieve...”

Allthatremains nowisto seeif The Specials can hold on to the most
importantbeliefofall: beliefin themselves as The Specials. Adrian Thrills e

/_\ STHESE COMMENTS demonstrate, not to mention The

REX FEATURES
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THE PLAYHOUSE

——NOTTINGHAM —

LIVE!

—— AUGUST 16 ——

S.GLYN-JONES / ADRIAN BOOT

LOT OF PEOPLE laugh at Dexys
AMidnight Runners. They say they're

stupid. Conceited. Arrogant. They
scorn the clothes they wear and the image
they project. They believe the music tobe
apale parody of soul. Theband are abunch
of clowns.

Cheap humour, my friend, cheap humour.
No one, but no one, could be as dedicated to
their craft as Dexys Midnight Runners. Under
Kevin Rowland’s undisputed leadership the
band have grown away from their former
aggressive incarnation into something far
moreintrospective, but somethinginturn
with far more depth.

These new Dexys seem more united now,
with aclear common purpose. They project
aunique spiritandin turnawhole lot of soul.
Musically, judging by the new material,
they've now mastered the art of creating
instantly memorable songs that carry adepth
of feeling. “Show Me” is the classic example -
asuperb hookline punched home by blazing
horns, the sturdy rhythm section and
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Rowland’s beautifully phrased vocalsimbue it
with amassive strength and lasting power.

Similarly, anew epic called “Until | Believe
In My Soul” is five minutes’ worth of awesome
emotion, translated through a deft melody
that's punctuated by horns and Rowland’s
superb falsetto vocals,

back up again, falling again ashe begins
shouting throughout this heartfelt workout,
“I will punish my body until | believe in my soul,
punishit! Punishit!”
Onpaper it may read like a cheap stunt.
On stage Sunday night it was positively
frightening. Only aband

stopping only for a quick
burst of be-bop music
halfway through. “Until |
Believe...” is the positive
proof of Dexys’ progress.
Before, Rowland only
hinted at the versatility
he possessesin his voice,
but this no one could
have expected.

They’re now
creating instantly
memorable songs
that carry a depth

of feeling

asstrong as Dexys are now
could have attempted such
athing. Further proof of
their new-found maturity
was in the way the band
structured their set.

After opening withan
unnamed instrumental,
thebandranthrougha
dramatic “TellMe When

His voice flickers with
emotional fire as he reachesinside himself,
constantly searching to transmit his obvious
internal struggle. The music builds slowly and
dramatically and then stops suddenly. The
audience is hushed and spellbound as
Rowland falls to his knees and then jumps

My Light Turns Green”
before hitting the fragile beauty of “Soon”.
Transfixed, the crowd watched Rowland as he
sang his tale of promise andintent, letting
Micky Billingham hang onto the song’s fading
organ notes as the band positioned
themselves to tearinto the heart-rushing




AltosaxplayerBrian
Mauriceonstage

withfrontmanKevin

Rowlandinthe
DexysMklllineup

“PlanB”.Withasongasheadyas
this, its power could be so easily
lostinlesser hands. But Dexys
aretightand disciplined. Each
member concentratessolely on
the song, before “PlanB” is taken
downtojustbass and drums and the band
begin chanting.

Aslight pause and a gloriousintro of horns
signals the arrival of “Dance Stance”, a classic
song that ranks with anything you care to
mention. Beauty and strength mixed to
match; you could feel the audience gasp as
the shiversranup their spine.

Ain'tno doubt aboutit, for all the sneers
and cheap cracks that Dexys get every time
they dare mention soul, they are unmatched
in projecting that very quality. No one comes
near them.

By training, working and relaxing together
they've become asingle-minded force. Able
todeliver anunequalled emotional power,
their brave shows grip an audience like no
other. From the forceful attack of Paul

BEETHOVEN TALKS!
FIRE ENGINES|JOSEF KIAZTEC L‘MIM

Speare’s and Brian Maurice’s saxophones, to
the concise power of Seb Shelton’s drumming
and Rowland’s emotive vocals, there are no
weak links.

Each cogworks on an emotional power and
intent, and at the end of a Dexys show you feel
emotionally drained like never before. It pays
norespect to traditional rock show values, but
instead demands attention and respect. Both
foryourself and the band. It deals with the
heart and soul and tries to clarify confusionin
the minds of its audience.

Rowland thankfully doesn’t set himself up
asaleader,butacts the catalyst.

That quality of constant striving led to the
introduction of the Projected Passion Revue.
A show that (in the words of the programme)
presents “three physically different, though

AUGUST 22, 1981 30p WEEKLY/USA §2

FormerSecret Affair
drummerSebShelton
andguitaristBilly
AdamshelpDexys
achieve “moredepth”

spiritually in tune, acts coming together
to make one complete show”.

Therefore the show opened with only
one half of the comedy duo The Outer
Limits. With his partner missing, Nigel
Planer struggled through on his own,
occasionally witty and quite alot of the time
not. Eventually he conceded defeat on his
heavy metal epic joke asimpersonation of two
characters proved far too much for him,and
he made way for Torque, a dance group.

Far more interesting than the contrived
eroticism of Hot Gossip, Torque are four
females and two guys who dance with grace
andimagination to an equally thoughtful
soundtrack. Always mesmerising, they
provided a welcome alternative to nearly
everything that movesin current music.
Intense emotions and passion of this quality
hasbeen fading from music for years now.
Dexys arereinstating it with verve, strength
andintelligence.

No wonder people don’t like them.

Paolo Hewitt
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SoftCell'sMarc
Almond,1981:

“Wewantedto
putemotioninto
electronicmusic”




From art school,
have made their
beds with synthesizers,
Northern soul and
intimations of a life of
vice. And now they’re in
the charts! “If we wanted
tobe pop stars,” says
Mark Almond, “we
could’ve been really
obvious and shallow”

NME
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FIN COSTELLO / GETTY

Meanwhileabunch of office boys have strayed onto the set—oh my God,
it's OMD aftera colour supplement primer in American preppiness.

Sittinginthe middle of this fanciful costumeball, thisweek’s No 1 unit
SoftCellappear to be cinderellas—and that’s despite singer Marc
Almond’swristloads of bracelets and studs and the brassy gold necklaces
dangled around his neck. Bemused by their chartbedfellows, Soft Cell
scan thisevening’sroll call.

“JohnFoxx, Gary Numan, Teardrop Explodes, Orchestral Manoeuvres,
us—it'llbedryicea-go-gotonight,” predicts Marcwith agiggleand a groan.

Actually, Numan couldn’tmakeit, buthe has senthis video. So, apart
from The Human League, who weren'tinvited although “Love Action”
hadyo-yoed up toNo 3, tonight’s TOTPis avaluable survey of the ever-
evolvingelectro-disco beat—-from pioneerJohn (Ultra) Foxx, through
popularisers Numan and OMD to former pupils Soft Cell.

Soft Cell have absorbed theirlessons well. “Tainted Love” —oncea
Northerndiscohitfor Marc Bolan’s partner GloriaJones—is one of the
mostassured and stunningsyn-fuldance

up against Spandausvengali Steve Dagger, or even Blue Rondo’s Chris
Sullivan, Stevo appeared aslittle more than acourtjester.

However, as Spandau and Blue Rondo’s attempts to stay ahead have
resultedinincreasingly absurd fads, the unforced emergence of one-
time bizzaro groups Depeche Mode and Soft Cell sets the whole
operationinafarbetterlight. Compare, forinstance, Spandau Ballet’s
degeneration fromkitschyvisionariesinto hackfunkplagiarists with
Soft Cell’srise from therather trashy aesthetes behind the Bizzare song
“The Girl With The Patent Leather Face” to dancehall favouritesand
decide foryourselveswho's created the New Soul Version. And suddenly
itbecomes apparent that Stevowas closerto the pulse than the rest.

“Stevohasbeenknocked anawfullot,” states Marc. “He’sbeen called
allsorts of things. Paul Morley said, which wasreally untrue, that Some
Bizzarewasanice sortofhome for all theselittle groups thatnobody
wanted. Well, nobody knewwhether towant them ornot then because
theywere unknown.Iadmire Stevo for going out to be untrendy, for
turning down groups who were prepared to be

singlesreleased thisyear.Inits combination
of streamline software simplicityand sensual
throbitreinforces NYheroes Suicide’s
experimentsin emotion-tuggingelectronics
withoutrepeating them directly, as theyhad
donepreviouslywith the earlier “Memorabilia”.
They’ve taken thewhole thingastep further
onthe 12-inch version, which effortlessly
merges with the B-side version of The
Supremes’ “Where Did Our Love Go” viaan
extremelyinventive, coolmelodicburndown.
Naturallittle toucheslike that contribute to
“Tainted Love”’s transcendence of genre
prejudices. Theyelevateit,and by

“Kraftwerk
are the
innovators of
this electonic
dance music”

onthealbum, acceptingthe futuristtagandall.”

Whatever, Some Bizzare Albumjustwasn’t
verygood. Groupslike themselves and Depeche
Mode have improved upon the original
premise, and B-Movie promise to do the same.
Otherwise Some Bizzarewas aplainly
uninspired collection of groups grappling
gamely with the blueprints of originalslike
Kraftwerkand Suicide. Beingsomething of
apurist, Davidislesstolerantthanhis partner
ofthe electro-boppers who've slavishly
followed the patterns of the masters.

“Allthe originals getleftbehind,” he mutters
ruefully. “Kraftwerk should have got much

implication the whole electro-bop,
above thefickle clutches of the fad
fiendsandplaceitinthe publicarena
whereitbelongs.

Nobodyshould be surprised, hurtor
disappointed that Soft Cell are sitting
prettyatthe top ofthe BBC charts.

LONE, LATIN-TINGED
Atrumpet sounds through

the corridors and seeps all
askew and off-key into Soft Cell’s
dressingroom. The duo make an
odd couple-“Itwasn’t planned that
way,” they assure me.

Singer Marc Almond, from
Southport, issmall, effervescentand
giggly; and musician David Ball, from
Blackpool, istall, laconic, almost morose
and more conscientiouslyartisan than
artist. Unsurprisingly, Marc dominates
the conversation.

“There,” hesighs, “I've gone and hogged
theinterviewagain.”

Marc plays frontmanwith relish—all
Liberace gesturesand varyingvoice
pitches—-while David is the natural
straight manwhoisstillwonderingwhat
allthefussisabout. Whatwith the
former’s flutterings and thelatter’s
refusal to participatein the creation of
the Soft Cellmyth, the duo were atfirst
comfortablydismissed asvagueand
flightyfuturists prepared toride
whatever bandwagon was available.

Thefirstonetohappenalongwasthe
Some Bizzare Album compilation put
together by East End futurist DJ and
lovable pest Stevo. Whenitcame out, the
Some Bizzare boys were seen as poor
relations to the more stylish publicists of
the Spandau Ballet/Rusty Eganset. Stood

“Welikepeople
tothinkthere’s
somethingseedyin
ourbackgrounds”:
DaveBall(left)and
MarcAlmond
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higherinthe charts. They're the
innovators of this electronicdance
musicand they’re somuch
betterthanall these shitty
little things...”
Marccollapsesinto shrill,
slightlyembarrassed giggles, but
David continuesundeterred.
“...thatgetintothe charts.It’strue,”
heasserts. “I'mjustsayingwhatI
think, youknow. It makes mesick to
seeall these stupidlittlekids with
scarvestied around theirheads
playingwhat Kraftwerk were doing
fouryearsago.Itjustirritatesme.”
Davidis painfullyaware of the fact that
detractors-like myself—once used to
dismiss Soft Cell with similardisdain.

“Idon’tconsider ourselves as partof
that,” hebaldlystates. “Wedon’t
emphasise thatwe’rean electronic

orsynthesizer group.It’sjustan
instrument thatwe use—it’s versatile
andwelikeit.”

Soft Cell have gone beyond the stage of
infatuation with all things mechanical.
They’vesoakedupideasandforms,
which they’ve since subordinated to
theirownneeds, asopposed tolapsing
into the dumb, cliched worshipping of
machinery. Because they don'twear
theirartlikeabadge they’'ve
sometimesbeen considered
superficial dilettantes.

“We'renotdilettanteatall,”
responds Marcreasonably. “Ifwe
werelike that, we could have made
easy, safemovesallalong. Butwe
wanted to putemotioninto
electronic music. We were sick
of people sayingthatelectronic
musicwas to suckyour cheeksin




SOFT GELL

to, orto pose against the Berlin Wall to. On the otherhand, if we wanted to
bepopstars, whichin awaynauseates me, we could have beenreally
obvious and shallow. We could’'ve made ‘Everybody Salsa’, youknow.”

Hepauses; alook offear clouds hisface: “There, now they’llnever speak
tomeagain.”

College and Northern soul. Though first

Warehouse, MarcAlmondis fullyaware ofallitsinnovationsand
fluctuations. But these daysits appealiswearing thin—the music’s either
toodistressingly uniform or too unconvincinginits fickleness.

“You can’tgo on forever on the dancefloor,” admits Mark ruefully.
“Thereisstill some great disco comingout, butit’s comingtowearalittle
thinonme. I hatethisnewLatin music, though thereal Latin musicis
great.Imean, howcan people whohavenorootsin Puerto Rico bring out

thiskind ofreal personal music?

S OFT CELLEMERGED from the twin backgrounds of Leeds Art

and foremost soulboys, they didn't meet
onthedancefloor butina classroomatthe
aforementioned college, where Marc was
studying performance art-on the same
course, incidentally, as Indian rubber man
Fad Gadget—and David was just “fiddling
aboutwith synthesizers”.

Theirperformance trainingisn'timmediately
apparent from their TOTP “Tainted Love” show
—David does the standingstill quite well, while
Marctwitches engagingly through aclumsyset
of extravagant gestures barelyin syncwith the
words—butitwasavaluable grounding.

“Itinstilledinus theneed to beindependent,”

“We've said
what needs to
be said about
going out and
having fun”

“Ithinkit’sreally depressing,” hesighs
wistfully. “Ifthat’s going to be played at the
disco thenI'mstayingathome.Thopethefad
doesn’tlast, then the people who genuinelylike
itcanstaywithitandleave behind the people
whojustlikewearing Spanish hats.”

He pauses forbreath, then continues the
assault: “It’sthe samewith funkaswell. There’s
some good stuff, butmost ofitishorrible. The
onlyfunkthatis differentand excitingisJames
Chance & The Contortions.”

Dave concurs, griping: “There’salot ofrehash,
nothingnew...”...untilMarcinterrupts with
loud handclaps and absurd chant (number 3?):

recalls Marc, “because the course we were doing
consisted ofbeing putinto abigstudiowithall these
facilitiesand then being told, ‘Right, whatever you do,
goahead anddoit.It'sallup to youand you've got
threeyearstomakesomethingoutofit.”

Marcperformed; David produced the soundtrack.
Whattheydid thenisn’trelevant now, says David.
Marcmore helpfullyexpands.

“Forme, my performance-artbackgroundisonly
importantbecause it gave me the confidence to get
outthereonstage. ltwasjust, like, exercisingmyself
ingettingup onstage and not caringifImakeafool
of myself. After that, it's justa case oflooking back on
thingsyoudid threeyearsagoandfeelingalittlered-
facedaboutthem, ifonlybecauseyourideasimprove
alotinthemeantime.”

More tellingis theirapprenticeship in Northern teen disco—-NOT the
sophisticated clubswhere the D] plays anever-ending stream of jazz-
funkimports from New York thatnobodyrecognises orindeed would
bothertakinghomewith them. Theirrootsareinapoppier dance, inthe
tunes thatoccasionallymake the charts; “Tainted Love” is their tribute to
theteendance.

“Webothlike Northernsoul, '60s musicand the 12-inchrecord,”
explains Marc. “We thought we would try to bring that ’60s sound and
style of songinto the '80s, but the problem was ofhowto doa 12 inch of
‘Tainted Love’ without doing the boring, verystandard thing of stripping
italldownto thebassand drumsandre-editing the sound, whichis
puttingme off 12 inchesin away.

“Thenwehadtheideaof doinganinstrumental bitin the middleand
goinginto anothersongat the end, almostlike amedley tribute to where
we come from, those songs that made an impression on us. Itwas
originallyjustgoingtoinclude afewbars of ‘Where Did Our Love Go?’,
butwelike the wayit turned outandincluded the whole song.

“Andwe even had aslighttongue-in-cheekdrumbreakin the middle
—that’sthe crashingof dustbinlids and Syndrums.”

Before talking to Soft Cell, itwas easy to think thattheradicalleap in
qualityfrom the earlier “Memorabilia”s’ Suicide-made-painlessto the
distinctive torchreading of “Tainted Love” was more down to producer
Mike Thorne thanthe duo. The wonderful segue, forinstance, isadisco
producer’strademark. However, itbecomes apparent that it was the duo
whowentinwith theideasand Mike Thorne made them work. Itwasn’t
the production of “Memorabilia” thatwas at fault, but the songitself. The
duostill quitelikeit, though theyacknowledge the sound improvements
oftheirhit.

“Wehadliked Mike Thorne’s production of Wire,” says Marc, “and
anywayheisaless obvious choice of producer than Daniel Miller [the
Mute manwho produced “Memorabilia”] for electronic music. We're very
pleased the way thingshave turned with Mike and we’re going to New
Yorksoontorecordanewsingleand LPwithhim.”

“Tainted Love” could mark the beginning of the end of theirlong-
standinglove affairwith disco. Beinga Friday-nightDJ at Leeds

&

“Getondown to those dancingfeet/ Geton down
tothatLatin beat!”

“Ifthisisthenewinnovatory funk,” he sneers,
“thenI'msorry—where haveIbeen for the pastfew
years? Therealnewfunkisn'tSpandauBallet’s
‘ChantNumber One’, it’s peoplelike Cabaret
Voltaire. Some things on their Voice OfAmericahave
averyJames Brownfeel.”

Disillusioned with the dancefloor, where do you
turntofromhere, Marc?

“Tothebedroom,Ithink,” he giggles. “It's getting
to the stage where we've said what needs to be said
aboutthat, aboutgoingoutand having fun... and
thencomethetears.

“Ourwritingis gettingmore personal, abitdeeper
andalotsadder. It'saboutreachinginto the stuff
and writing things thatyouhave tofeel about. Sad, so-called serious
music canbe entertaining, too. The Walker Brothers, for example, made
real emotional music thatmade you feel allfunnyinside, afterwhich you
felthappy.”

@
T

/:zw

the new cabaret, even if theirsis as much Batley Variety Club as

the Berlinkind. Their entertainment is effusively emotional in
the showbiz tradition, ridiculously expressive, mildly satirical/
comical and hilariously self-indulgent.

“Ifnobody elseis goingto dance, I certainlyam,” boasts Marc.

Andinthebesttradition of Northernvarietyit’s also alittle grubby. For
reasons known onlyto themselves, they’ve taken to having publicity
shotsdonein sexshopswith peculiar props. Offensive? Sexist? Notreally,
justdaft.

David: “Welike peopleto think that thereis somethingshady or seedy
in ourbackgrounds thatnobodyknows anythingabout.”

Haveyou?

“We'renotsaying!”

“We'renotinterested in being clean and goody-goody,” explains Marc.

“Welike writing songs about sexand trash. We did that consciously to
getadirtierimage, really. The LPwill be called Non-Stop Erotic Cabaret.”

“We gotonesongfroma News Of The Worldheadline, ‘SexDwarfLures
A100Disco Dollies To A Life Of Vice’,” helaughs. “Wefeltitjusthad to be
putdownandimmortalised.”

To the peoplewho have to sell them, Soft Cell are depressingly difficult
to pindown. Neither angstvollnor mechanical, theymatch cool
electronics with body-heated emotion.

“People tellus thatwe're directionless,” admits Marc. “Well, ifThad
aplanandknewwhatIwould be doingin threeyearsIwouldn’tbother.
It'smore exciting to be directionless—thisis the perfection thatwe're
aimingtowards. Wewant to be aware of everything-people’s feelings,
themedia, trivia, deepness, everything! Andifthat’sbeing dilettante
anddirectionless, thenIam dilettante and directionlessand GLAD!”
Chris Bohn ®

S OFT CELLARE one of the few units who have a genuine claim on
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ABG, DURAN DURAN,
DEAD KENNEDYS,
THE POLICE AND MORE

“I'm disappointed”

MM OCT 10

have splitup. Well actually, to be totally accurate,
The Specials as we know them have come to an end.

Aswesaid, Lynval Golding, Terry Halland Neville
Staples have quit to form anewband.

They're calling themselves the Fun Boy Three and have
asinglereleased under thisname on October 30, titled
“The Lunatics (Have Taken Over The Asylum)” with
“Faith, Hope and Charity” on the B-side. The three are
stayingwith Chrysalis.

Why the three have decided toleave, what precisely the
other four are doingand generallywhat the hellis goingon
remainsuncertain.

Chrysalis press person Chris Poole said thathe wasn’t
inany position to make anyfurther comments about the
future of The Specials. He said itwaslikely that the Fun
BoyThree would do analbumand would tour eventually
butwasunableto elucidate further.

Accordingto ourstory,Jerry Dammers and Sir Horace
Gentlemanare sticking together, while Brad Bradbury

'|'HE SPECIALS, AS we exclusively predicted last week,

isconcentratinghis efforts on his commitments P
withRace Records and Roddy Radiationis % THELUNATICS %,
. . . . " (HAVETAKEN OVER %,
» saidtobeworkingwitharockabillyband. 4 JHE ASYLUM) . )
(Golding/ Hall /Staples)

&  Stoppress: Lateon Monday, Jerry, i Dirsced by - Tﬁio?fz"e g‘gx THREE %
z whowithSirHoraceand Bradis fi Made n Time ‘-.;
= . . s 1w i, el 8 )
g gc.scomp?nylcrllg R1€o, seil(il. 111 m 4 f. IHE |
Z disappointe utI'mgladt eysta‘ye R E08 cHs zssa!
g in thebandlongenoughtorecord THREE » SHIZDOMA
= GhostTown"” \Gathdiaie. . ak oo il —_
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SplittingfromThe
Specialsbutstayingwith
recordlabel Chysalis:

(I-r)Neville Staples,
Lynval Goldingand Terry
HallasFunBoy Three
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LESLEY EVANS
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& ThisHeat'sCharles
s Hayward (right)and
™ Gareth Williams,who
" lefttostudydancein
Indiaaftertherelease
of punningly titled
secondalbumDeceit

“It’s time people saw reality”

Introducing, in their subterranean lair: This Heat. “We play for long hours most days each week.”

OPAST THE solitary townhouse,
Gdown thelongvalley, underneath

the glass and wrought-iron canopy,
through the door on the left, past the gallery,
andyoufind yourself at the heart of a half-
concealed labyrinth of artists’ studios not far
from the centre of world-famous showcase
for monetarism, Brixton. Behind the vault-
like door of what appears tobe ameat
refrigeration unit lies Cold Storage studio,
where This Heat are melting atmospheres
into shapes of awesome proportions.

Let’s make one thing clear, in case their
recently released second album Deceit
getslostin the flood of vinyl trash. This Heat
have made arecord crammed with daring
imagination and disturbing intensity, an album
that'sbeen one of my most frequently played
in’81.Forgedinafoundry of pre-apocalyptic
tension, Deceit is music that mirrors the fears
of themodern age,remembers the past,and
actsasifthey’ve neverbeenapart.

And this dowdy workshop is where the
alchemy works; where they made part of the
album and recorded their forthcoming Rough
Trade single “Greenfingers”. This Heat -
currently just the two, Charles Hayward and
Charles Bullen, following the departure of
Gareth Williams - work in here with the single-
minded determination of artisans, the walls
asymbolic shit-filer for keeping out what they
see as the impurities of conveyor-belt pop.

Not that they’d agree with such symbolism.
“People see thingsinsymbolsall the time,” says
Hayward the “drummer” (though they're both
multi-instrumentalists). “The symbols are
empty. It seems to me the whole of Europe’s
livinginside symbols andit’s time people saw
reality. The division between people because
of how old they are or what clothes they wear is
justasymbolic division, anintellectual game.”

Hayward looks strangely English and
almost old-fashioned when he walks into the
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studio wearing his grey suit and bicycle clips,
astriking contrast to Bullen, a dark, towering
figure who displays a vaguely '60s-ish air of
dishevelment -anappearance no doubt
encouraged by the fact thathe’sbeenupall
night working at the mixing desk.

Bullen, a quietly intense character, doesn’t
listen to much of the music produced by his
contemporariesin the wacky world of rock 'n’
pop,and the only radio station he listens tois
the BBC World Service - he likes to compare
the news to the information given out here.

This Heat have been together for about six
years, yet Deceitis only their second album,
and oftenitappearsasif they don’t exist at all.
They admit that - at least in the past - they've
beenisolated and confined. “We don’t
normally talk much about our history, but time
moved very slowly in some ways,” explains
Bullen. “My personal clock moved very slowly
for the first three years that I wasin This Heat.
We do gigs veryrarely - once every three
months sometimes. We

Stripes; the backis a similarly composed
display, including cut-outs from government
“survival” leaflets.

Besides the obvious pun of the title,
there’'samore seriousintent. This Heat see
the world as aseries of deceptions, and their
lyrics address themselves to different
manifestations of what they see asideological
deceit, like consumerism, and the idea of
continual social progress. Bullenand Hayward
see theirrole asremovers of the mask.

“Let’s not pull the wool over our own eyes,”
says Hayward. “Let’sunderstand that thisis
what’s happening, because only when we know
can we make moves. Us stumbling alongin the
dark, the Great Deceiver’s perfectly aware of
what’s happening.

“The Firstand Second World Wars are
interrelated inextricably, and the Third World
War’s going to be part of the same thing. I was
reading somereview of aplay at the ICA... all
thisis done so that they can wear cleanly
pressed shirts and drink

play forlonghours most
days eachweek.”

They have, they feel,
changedthough, especially
when they toured in Europe
some time ago. Hayward
now sees the relationship
between musicandlifeas

“For meit’s been
a question of
investigating a lot
of old music”

goodbrandy’. And that'’s
what's happening - there
are people whowant to
ensure they can have
cleanly pressedshirtand
goodbrandy.”

Suspicions that there’s a
whiff of crudish conspiracy

amajor area of concern.
“Thatis the problem. Just people together
inaroom making music, how that reflects
outwards to everything, how muchyou're
livingina cloud cuckooland when you enter
thisreally fantastic [musical] world. Deceitis a
consciously social record. I thinkit's very Now.”
The record’s preoccupation with
contemporary political concerns screams
out from the cover - the frontis a death mask,
acollage made fromblurredimages of money,
blood,amushroom cloud and the Stars &

theoryintheair-thoughl

have no quarrel with many of their basic
assumptions - grow stronger when Bullen
says he thinksit can't belongbefore Crassare
putinjail. When I mention the fragmentation
of youth subculture into various warring
tribes, Hayward says this is “intentional”.

“Once you have amass of people who
are completely at each other’s throats then
they're the easiest thingin the world to
control, manipulate, especially when they
think they'reinafreesociety.”




Ifit’s “intentional”, who has the intention?

“Ireally don’t thinkit's a question of ‘they’,
it's a question of organisation, structures
perpetuating themselves. There are people
who profit from all these things, but they're
people who areriding on the crest of that
structure. Maybe they've inherited that
position, they're inside a dynamic they're not
really in control of, but they profit fromit, and
so they perpetuate and accentuate certain
aspectsofit.”

The ending of Deceit - an instrumental track
called “HiBaku Shyo”, a Japanese phrase
literally translated as “Suffer Bomb Disease” -
puts across This Heat’s message in dramatic
terms, but their newssingle “Greenfingers”
shows a different side of their concern for the
humanrace’srelationship to its environment.

“It basically says ‘grow food’,” says Bullen.
“We're not saying ‘go and live on a farm’, you
can’tdothat. The food that | was given as a kid
-I’'m sure me mamloved me and all that, but
there was no awareness of where it comes
from. You can getinto specific details - buying
stuff from South Africa or stuff like that.”

This Heat produce music that defies glib
categorisation, that splintersinto avariety of
moods, from ultra-violence to calm serenity,
and welds seemingly incongruous elements
like noise, sound collage, fierce splays of
electric guitar and traditional English folk
singinginto ahomogenous unity. Some will see
themas part of the “avant-garde” -amistaken
assumption. “The avant-garde, for me,isa
self-conscious thing,” explains Hayward.

“Onceyou're self-consciously trying to go
where noman’s gone before, wilfully trying to
develop avocabulary, thenyou're notreally
understanding where music standsinacultural
flow. You're force-feeding something.”

Bullen: “AndI'd say I've been guilty of that in
the past.”

Hayward: “All of us have been guilty; there’s
beenalot of that.t’sa question of being
yourself, which opens up such a personal
sound that some people
wouldsayit’sinaccessible and
avant-garde.Formeit'sbeen
aquestion of investigatinga
lot of old music, a desire to
reconnectto aseamthat was
suddenly broken. It was the
result of industrialisation, and
I'dsayitreachedits fruition
with the Firstand Second
World Wars.”

Traditional English folk
singingisn’t the only ethnic
influence on This Heat,
though. Both are fascinated
by music fromall over the
world, whether Irish and Swedish folk, Grecian
music, or rootsreggae. “| found the interesting
thing about listening to music from other parts
of the worldiis finding the similarities, because
they'reindications of where musicrelates
immediately to the body,” says Hayward.

“If we're dealing with a totally smashed
culture -where we are now - then to rebuild
we have to find the universal truths, find what
rhythms work, why they work, what tonalities
workin a certain position... to understand how
music affects directly.” LyndenBarber

"I've gotten
some criticism”

MM OCT 17

ANDERSON’S eight-minute

single of extraordinary
evocation/irritation, quality/
deficiency,invention/

b ﬁO SUPERMAN”, LAURIE

decentralisation |

monotonylooks, single-
handedly, set to challenge
all our glib, pat notions of
performanceartassome

“llike Gaptain
Beefheart — he’s

fantasiesare aboutyour

sense of place.”
Howspecificisit? “Well,

I'vegottensomecriticism

Beckett gone barmy. = 5y forthepolitical perse
Lovinglypatronised by my favo u rlte ideasin Section II-"know,
Radio One, and selling ‘How comeyou're using

fasterthan WEA can press

upmore copies, “O Superman”isasmall
segmentofafour-part, eight-hour (!)
multimedia show called United States
PtsI-1V; an affectionate critique ofmodern
Statesidesociety: “Thefirstpartisabout
transportation, the second is politics, the
third moneyand thelastlove. Whattheyare
are combinations of film and slidesand
talkingand gestures, alotofelectronicsand
music. Therearemaybe 12 or 15songsin each
part-I'mstillworking on PartIlIrightnow...”

Anderson, an alarminglyfragile, punk-
cropped 34-year-old withasoft Chicago
accent, firsthad thebrainwave/storm after
graduating from Columbia University
withasculpture MA and norealistic means
of makingaliving. Combiningherartistic
education, tale-telling talents, musical
background and flair for pureinvention,
shestarted performingall over Americato
ecstaticreviews; lauded by punksand
professorsalike.

Butdoesittranslate/
appealtoaBritish
audience? “Ohyes.The
structureisbuilttodescribe
acountry, to describe the
decentralisation of where
Iliveand whatitmeans
toliveinahighly
technologicalsociety
—the United States. But,
generally, it'saboutthe
bottom falling out ofthe
centre of whatever your

Tour tensions

MM DEC 12

player and main songwriter Vince Clarke hasleft.

He'll continue providing material for the band but
won'tbe touring or recording. Tensions have been building
in Depeche Mode for some months. Vince wasreportedly
unhappy about the touring aspect of their work and has quit

D EPECHE MODE ARE now a three-piece -keyboard

to concentrate onsongwriting.

these politicalideasand
notreallyresolvingthem?’ Icouldn’tbelieve
thatsortofreaction, becausefirstofallIdon’t
knowwhatto do about them; secondly, asan
artist, Ifeel free touse thatinformation; and
third, 'mjustnotrunningforpolitical office.”

Sowhat’s “Superman” about? “Well, one of
themostimportantthingstomeisnottobe
didacticand to createasituation thatis
special enough for people to make up their
ownmindsasmuchaspossible... Tobe
honest, Ididn’treally think thatthese songs
would translate onto record—Ithought they'd
justbetooblankwithout the picturesbut
now I thinkitcould be possible, sothe planis
totrysome of the songs from thisseries.”

If, as she says, the hypnotic “O Superman”
was written unspecific, other parts of
Anderson’svision are crucially accessible.
Forinstance, the story of William F Buckley;
amanwho, whileleafletting the public to
preserve private property, isbundled from
ashoppingcentre (the centre of civilisation
—initselfastab atconsumerism) because
he’sfoundtobe trespassing.

Where do theseideas comefrom?

“Idunno, myinfluences?Ilike Captain
Beefheart—he’s myfavourite. ButI probably
havenotaste—Ilike almostanything. I'd sit
throughanymoviejust’cosIthinkit’sso
amazing—thatlight, justshimmeringup
there—tssst! And the bestis that people are
alleatingin the dark together, y’know,
popcornand drinking cokes—it’snotas
lonelyasTV.One ofthereasonsIlike being
withpeople...” Steve Sutherland

REX FEATURES, GETTY

Clarke:

disliked
touringand
interviews
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“I'ma
30-year-old

Y))

mi ionaire.

jots,” he says, “but | can see why the
jappen. It couldn’t be worse fo

— MELODY MAKER 1 08ER 10—

AWINDinM
Summers, “that makes pec
Ohyeah?
“Itblows at certain times of they
who aresusceptible can...y’know...”
his eyes around the dressingroomand
arlies- “lose control. It’slike the effect afullmoon has. Y¢
eme,doyou?”
,sinceit’s comingfromsomebodywho’s taken theartoftheg
J-up further than aSwiss clocksmith, it does, perhaps, require
eoldsodium chloride for an easy passage. It might make sense,
sincelandingin this beautiful but mixed-up kind of city things
...well... odd.
at canyousayofanairportthatdoesn’tbelieveinflashingligh
ping-pongbats to guide your planeinto position. Butinstead!
aring thewords “FollowMe” onitsbackin two-foot-highle
heroad leading to the Munich Hilton should beawashi
sreception hallin about eight species of dogare twe
p ponderin quieter moments.
gone’s certain... “The Police? Ohno, thebus
nd thesoundcheck’s atsix, so they I
: romthetourmanager p




StingbythepoolatAIR
StudiosMontserratinthe
Caribbean,where The

Policerecordedtheir
fourthstudioalbum,
GhostInThe Machine
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OutsidetheMarquee
% ClubinLondon’sSoho,
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7 Sting,AndySummers
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andStewartCopeland

Actually, the Police have arrived. Aknot of
relaxed butbusinesslike guests bustle through
the mirror-ceilinged lobby and rapidly vanish
totheirrooms. Noteverybodyhasjourneyed on
the coach. Andy Summers (whyamIalready
certain he’s goingtobecome awayward
influence?) likes trainsand eschewed the
video-equipped luxuries of the bus to chug
hiswayfromthelasttown. “Thisisn’tright,”
hesurmises.

“I'msupposed to behere earlywaiting smugly
forthem, and theybeatmeby30seconds.”

Guitarsand suitcasesspillinto thelobby, fans
ragtaggle around the band, some clutching
pens, others cameras; afewhave bothand want
the chapstosign the Polaroid pictures they’vejusttaken. Thisis
efficiency. And thisis The Police back on theroad.

gigmini-tour designed to put the buzz backinto playinglive.
From the barrage of smiles it’s apparently been going very well.
Tomorrowwill be the start of their first true holiday almost since
theband began—no albums to record, no rehearsals to attend, no
appearances to make until December. These are happy boys.
Wishthe same could besaid ofthe drinks machinein the hotel room.
Multilingualinstructions obtuselyhint that each of the eightbuttons
will propelaparticularbeverage into a tray underneath the fridge.
Number twoisacan of Coke. Pressnumber two,
“clank, bong”, open drawer, nothing. Pressitagain,
“clank, clank, bong”, stillnothing. Give up.
Decide onanorangejuice, number three. “Clank,
clank, clank... thud”, open drawer. Insideis acan of
Coke.Whatwasthataboutawind?
Time tomove, and Sting, in blackjeansand
asheepskinjacket, unusually thick for the
surprisinglywarm clime, isalreadyin the back of

IT’S FRIDAY OCTOBER 9 in Munich, thelast date of a slim seven-

thelobbyandintroductions are made. His first
remarks prove him tobeaman-ahem, like myself—
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“At least the
riots have
got the
government
out of its sleep”

"“POLICE

of questingobservation. “Lotofdogsinhere,
aren'tthere?”

Afairpride ofautograph hunters, too,
includingone withabrokenleg.

“Inour countryit’straditional to sign the
plaster,” points out Sting to the hobbling Kraut
who hadinitially proffered asheet of paper.
Alegispresented and aballpoint wielded which
immediatelysinksnib firstinto the soft outer
material. Medical advance, itseems, hasno
place for the autograph collector.

More autographs on the bus fromwithin the
ranks. This tour obviouslyincludes material
from Ghost In The Machinewhich features Sting
playingsaxophone. The third matter of equally
apparentnoteisthatyoucan’'tsingand blowbrassatthe sameinstant.
Ahornsectionwasrequired. New]Jersey trio The Chopsareit—Darryl
Dixon, David Watson and Marvin Daniels.

They do an excellentjob, butat the moment they’re doingsome superb
blagging. Intruth they wanta couple of signed pictures of theband as
keepsakes, butare abitembarrassed aboutadmittingit. “Thisis for the
familyalbum?” quizzes Stewart Copeland asheinksacrosshisimage.
“Fuckno,I'mgonnasellit,” says Dave.

Asthe contorted profile of the Olympiahalle crests the Munich traffic
jams, Stewartwonders about the architectural completion. “Are they
still puttingitup or something?” That'show tonight’s venue appears.
Itlookslike a huge metal tentbarely supported bya posse of erratic
cranes, themselves totteringdrunkenly around
theperimeter.

Inside, the overwhelmingimpression is of
alargemattress abouttofall. Foramomenthe’s
marginallydistracted and comforted by the fact
that Genesis havejustfinished playing the place,
andinfacthad booked out ofthe Hilton not many
minutes before The Police tumbled in. Phil Collins
leftaletteratreception: “Justbought the albumand
Iloveit,love Phil”.

“HeBOUGHT it,” says someone.




THE POLICE

belting through a Police track. “Just the roadies brushingup on

afewofoursongs,” reveals Mr Copeland, who, overtaken by the
location’s Olympic urge, sprints away down the stairs. I've never
known aman disappear so quickly. He runs everywhere, and this from
someone who later claims to belazy: “IfThappened to be a guitar
playerI'd be areal wimp; it’s justas well I play drums.”

Heevensucceeded inrunningaround adisco thatnight. Flailing
throughanundergrowth of Germanlimbs and drinks, Itried to keep up
withhimashemadeacircuitofthe place. Hopeless. Wedged tight
between apillarand a Teutonicboozer, alongnight of short breaths and
immobilearms (panic... can’treach moneyto purchasealcohol) pressed
closeonthehorizon. Suddenlyavoice boomedin oneear: “Well that’s it,
shallwe split?” We walked out two minutes after walkingin.

Backatthehotel, Stinghad offered aslyly grinninginvitation... “Come
andseemearoundseven.I'llbeonthefloor.” Andhewas. Bootsand
socks off, sheepskin jacketrolled up as a pillow, he stared at the dressing
room ceiling. This, itunfolded, was the Alexander Method, a system of
relaxation developed by an Australian actor to prevent pre-performance
tension.Thad toadmitthatit closelyresembled the northern hemisphere
practice of “lyingdown”, or “fallingdown” asitis occasionally known.
Butaccordingto Sting, ahard surface coupled with massaging of the big
toehashelpedrelieve afewthroatproblems.

Lastweekenditwashisbirthday: “We always
seem towork on mybirthday.Igotverydrunk, there
waslots of cake flyingaround and the support
group had the whole hall singing ‘Happybirthday
toSting’.I'm30.”

Feels different, doesit?

“Yesitdoes, actually. It'saninteresting time to
reassessand plan ahead and think of yourselfat the
end of the nextdecade.Ialsolooked backonthelast
10years—anabortive university career, acareeras
ateacher,nowI'ma30-year-old millionaire, hah!”

Ofcourse, T haven'treached that august
milestone myself.

“Hahaha... oh, fuckoff,” laughs theman. Onenil.

Theyarealldistinctly “up” right now-a
combination ofanidyllicbout ofrecordingand ashortburst of
highlysuccessful gigs.

“Montserrat, where we did Ghost In the Machine, worked out
reallywell,” says Andy “Munich Wind” Summers. “On thelast
album atHilversum we didn’tfeel asifwe’d got far enough away
and therewasalotof pressurefromus.”

Stingwas more specific: “Itrained for fourweeksandIhada
cold.” Butthe sunny atmosphere of Montserrat was conducive
toabright, spontaneous album, two ofthe tracks, “Demolition
Man” and “One World”, being one-trackwonders.

Harkingbacktoless ecstatic times, Andy opines that
depression usually setsin when they've been on the road for too
long. “That’'swhen you startlosing perspective, everybody wants
toleave the group and suddenlyyou can’trememberwhatyou
were like before the group happened.”

Howdoyoucopewithit?

“Well...Iread the Bibleand prayalot. Let'skneel brother...”

Yousod, Ishould havelearnt by now.

“Omegaman” describes away of getting through those
moments, awaywhich he finds tougher to explainin person.
“There are times when you can break through depression and
recognise, almostasiffrom the past, a positive feeling. [t snaps
yououtofit, likeamemory...it'shard... whenyou feellonely...
andIthinkeverybodydoes...it’snothingtobeashamedof...”

Areyougrinningagain, Summers?

Onealertingdiscoveryis thatbeneath the cheeryexterior they
allshareameasured fatalism, thoughindifferentareasand at
variantstrengths. While the world tours and the viewed misery
have given them a determination to change matters, or atleast
pointoutthattheymustbealtered, it’salsoimprinted an
inevitability on theirreasoning.

Perhaps continued existence in aworld where gigs always go
downwell (eveniftheband are dissatisfied with them) and
albumsalwayssell by themillions (evenifthe band think they're
patchy) contributes to that. So as Stewart Copeland argues that

INSIDE THEHALL there already seems to be aband on stage

——
L

mostpeoplemissed the point of “Invisible Sun”-andit’sin factasong of
inner strength and determination—maybe the hope theyhaveis born of
desperationratherthaninspiration.IlaughlestIcry.

fromthe floor, “that one day, whether by accident or design,
theywillbe dropped, and they have to be gotrid of either by
peaceful means or not.”

The conversationin this caseisrunningdown the frighteningalleys
ofnuclearwarand warheads. But of the whole sentenceit’s thelast word
—“not” - thatworries me the most. What doeshe mean, and realising
he’sjustargued himselfintoamomentof truth, Sting pauses before
takingaleap.

“Well...Ithinkriotingisastart. Genuinejustified angerasappearedin
England thisyear. Yeah,” he continues, warmingto the conviction, “burn
itdown. You've everyrightto.Idon'twantriots,I don’t wantburning, but
Icanseewhytheyhappen.Itcouldn’tbe worse for thekids, society’s done
fuckallforthem, and atleasttheriots have beensuccessfulsince they’'ve
gotthe governmentoutofitssleep.”

The Policeinsist the “Invisible Sun” promo film shotaround Belfast
andrejected by the BBCwasnotamessage buta statement of fact.
Sting’swife, who comes from the city, satin during the editing, balancing
everyCatholicand Protestantimage, ensuringit
wasnon-sectarian.

Stewart Copeland refuses to draw theboundaries
even thattightly: “It could be Kabul, Addis Ababa or
any city, maybenotevenacity. Therearealot of
placesin the world wherelifeis unbelievable butit
goeson. It'snotafilm about the problems of Ireland,
butaboutpeoplelivingtheirlivesin spite of them.” »

44 T HEREISNO shadow of doubtin my mind,” says Sting, again

Faircop:Stingon
stageatMadison
Square Garden,

NYC,Jan’81
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Hesaythatfarmore gruesome scenes appearonTVnews
throughout the weekbutbecause of theirregularity and slot
they ceasetosinkin. Howeverloud the alarm clockrings, you
caneventually stop hearingit. Shiftfocus to Top Of The Pops
and there’snoresistance.

“Icanseewhythe BBCturneditdown,” says Sting, “but
disagree, Ithinkitshould be shown forexactly thosereasons.
Itisachillingfilm, it sendstingles up myspine every timeIsee
it. Therewasachance oftalkingaboutrealissuesin pop
music, butthe BBCwouldn’tletus. Theinferenceis thatall
pop music should be meaningless, banal and stupid...”

Thisisn’tthe solefocus for their fatalism. Their own fame
haslatelybeen gettinga considerable dose of abjection;
notleastfrom Andy Summers. “Thereisaconscious
move towards alower profile and tolose the threelaughing
blond heads; there are other groupsin England who cando
thatnow.”

Manager Miles Copeland putsitmore bluntly. “Thank
ChristforAdam.”

Thefaceshave vanished from the cover of Ghost In The
Machine...sortof. The three digital hieroglyphicsaren’t the
title spelt outin runes but computerised mushes for each of
theband. The onein the middleis Sting, the top three arrows
representing his stand-up hair.

“It'sbeen funbeingfamous,” ventures Stewart Copeland.
Excuse the mild cough, Stewart, but you're hardly good copy
for Anonymity Weekly. “Yeah. Buttheimageisnotso
importantanymore,it'’sdoneitsjobanditcanbe
relinquished. There are problems: like buying
underwear at Woolworths and disappointing
thegirlbehind the counterbecause youdidn’t
getextralarge.”

Oneofthe questions posed at Stingis whether he
wants The Police tobe the biggestgroupinthe
worldinfive years. “I'd like the world tobe herein
fiveyears. Basically,Idon’tneed another No 1, it
doesn’tgive meanymore ego massage thanI've
already got, it's justagamenow. It’'snicetobe No 1,
butI'mnot goingto commitsuicide ifwe're not. It
wasmoreimportantto produce something of
integrity. There will be ahit, the game will be played
tothehiltnextmonth, butitwasn’tvital that
‘Invisible Sun’ should be No 1,just thatitshould be
released. Ghost In the Machinewas animportantstep, because everyone
was expectingasequel to thelastthree, which didn’'thappen.

“Asforthe nextdirection, who knows?Idon’t careright now.Idon’t care
whetherwe go on, orare successful asa group, itdoesn’tworryme. I'm
genuinely more worried about mykids havingreasonablelives, living
tillthey’re atleast20. Being the biggest group in the world doesn’t matter
afuckcomparedto that.”

Honestly, theyreallyareinagood mood. The mattress-shaped venue
hasn’tcollapsedyet.Ifitdid, around 8,000 kids would be going to bed early
—thoughjudgingbyspirited examples of limb-tanglinghappeningin the
gloom, the thoughtofan earlynightisn’tfarfrom certain minds.

ismore intent on alittlerole reversal, spieling forth with alecture
on Polish Solidarity. “There must have been somethingwrong
with his tape recorder, everything we said

S TILLBACKSTAGE, A German reporter has cornered Stewart but

- |-
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August22,1981: The
PoliceatLibertyBell
Parkracetrackin
Philadelphia, third
date of the GhostIn
TheMachine Tour

Close ToMe” and “Walking On The Moon” has
more to dowith castiron than cottonwool. There’s
no sparring; thisisbodyblowafterbodyblowfrom
afast, ardentpolice force. The Olympiahalle has
probablywitnessedlimbs moved inamore
gracefulmannerbutnever so many shifted atonce.

Halfwaythrough, girlsaresittingdownand
dancing, wavingarmsin place oflegs thatnolonger support them. Miles
Copeland hadreckoned thatatthe biggest, wildest Police gigs one person
faintsevery30seconds.Idon’tknowwho this personisbutI'mgladit’s
notme-I'd hate tohave missedit.

The Chopsarestillfeeling theirwayin, and though they frequently
embellish Sting’slines they never departfrom the spirit-hard rhythm,
notgooeymelody, like the heartbeat spikes onan ECG. Theyslipinas
neatlyasaspooninsoup and come up brimming.

The oneslowmomentis “Invisible Sun”. The German audiences are
less familiarwithitsince their singlewas “Every Little Thing She Does
IsMagic”, also shared by the States. In comparison, “ShadowsInthe
Rain” functions atasimilar pace butnever seems to touch the ground,
suspendingitselfonachime of guitarharmonics. Sadlyabsentis the
final trio from GhostIn The Machine-“Omegaman”, “SecretJourney”
and “Darkness”. Fully attendantare “Roxanne”, “Can’t Stand Losing
You” and “So Lonely”, all delivered wearing

INVISIBLE SUN

came out of the speaker. [twaslike being
interviewed overaPA.”

Somewherein the audience is Mike Oldfield.
He’dmadeasilentappearanceatthe
soundcheckandwouldlater putinan even
brieferand quieter one backstage. Also reported
tobehoveringin thevicinityare KirstyMacColl,
Matchbox, Soft Celland Leif Garrett,and
they'reallapparently takinglodgings atthe
Hilton. Was there any way of warning them
aboutthe drinks machine or the dogs? Some
things youjusthave to find outyourself, I guess.

Thisgigisnovelvetglove. Anyset thatstarts
with “MessageInABottle”, “Don’t Stand So

“The image
has done its
job now and
it can be
relinquished”

steeljackets.

Theybouncedbackto one of Sting’s earlier
comments: “I consider songwritingas my
mainjobandIthinkI'm genuinelygood atit.
Beingamusician, singerand performerare
merelyside effects.” Side effects? That’slike
saying Robin Hood approved of archery
becauseitgothimoutofdoors.

Munichwould seem peculiarly short of
backstage adulation orlunacy, though Andy
Summers doesinform The Chops that before
the English gigs commence they’ll be expected
to getsome blond wigs. “That’snothing. Sting
wanted us to dresslike SCHOOLGIRLS...” Yes,
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theyhave enjoyed themselves, no they don’t usually do much live stuff,
yup, there surewere aLOT of people out there.

The coachride backto the hotelis uneventful, the pursuance ofan after-
gigmeallessso. The hotel restaurantis closed. Undoubtedly the cookhas
beenstandinginabreeze, butdown theroad apieceis a Greek place that
Andyknows and swears by. Someone phones and books a table for 15
people. Wemarch to the door: “Howmanyare coming?” - “Four” - “Oh”.

Thefirst taxi driver hasneverheard of the place. The second knows it
intimatelyand declares his colleague in frontto be “stupid”, byan
evaluationborn outby the number plate “MAD 4335".

Soherewe are—Andy, Miles, photographer Tashiand myselfsittingin
themiddle ofatablefor 15-asortof budgetlastsupper. Fortunately the
rest,includingband, crewand promoters, pilein five minuteslater—steak
and aremarkablysmall quantity ofalcoholare consumed.

Stewartdoesn’tindulgein the stuff, reckoningitunsafe for the system.
This heinforms me on the plane home the following day, about 30
seconds before upendinga cup of British Airways coffee down his
trousers. With greatface, he calls the stewardess. “Could T have another
coffee? Mostof thelastoneisinmylap.”

“Certainly, sir.'ll bringyou asoda
water... [whatfor,anunderpants
cocktail?] toremove the stains.” Afine
example oflateral thinking.

The steamingdiversion had interrupted
adiscussion of Police alternatives—
projects outside the band.

Therewas Sting’sacting:he’d departed
at6.30 thatmorningto meetadirectorin
London andwould shortlybegin filming
Brimstone And Treacleat Shepperton.

“It’sdefinitelyagood move forme,” he'd
confided. “Areal coup, arealactingpart.
The thingaboutfilmsistheyre other
people’sdreams, they’reasflimsyasthat.”

Therewas Andy’s albumwith Robert
Fripp. “Itwasso different, just Robert, me
and an engineer. It will probably come out

THFpoLlcE

inlate springwith maybea tourin autumn. Half ofitis two
guitarsand therestwebuiltup between us. Several of the
songshavea Chinese pastoral effect... very pretty.”

PlusthefactthatMr Summersisalsoanaccomplished
photographer (havingimpressed Tom “Chief” Sheehan at
anearlier meeting), is currently assemblingabook of works
andiswatchinghismaterialappearingin The Face, Sunday
Express colour magazine, Hot Shoeand Creative Camera.

“Tjustwantto go back to London, whereThaven’tspentany
time for twoyears, take photographs—and go across the
road tobuyapacketofcornflakes... thatsort of thing.”

The Copeland targets are morelong term. “Filmmaking.
We'reallinterested in it from some angle, but there’s not
room for each other. There’sno partformein Sting’s film,
and forme to makeamovie... well...

“Sting gets 10 offersaweek, and I could never afford him
anyway. Besides, myidea of the mediumis different.I'd like
todirect Star Wars. The thingis, Iwon'tknowifI'm anygood
atitforyears; therearealot oftechniquestobelearnt.
Knowinghowto expressyourselfin anymedium is what
beinganartistwithan ‘e’attheendisallabout.Idohavean
‘e’ there, justasmallone.”

Andoneextraschemebobsalongin the surf.In Augustthe
band wentto Canadato puttogethertapesforadoublelive
albumrecorded around the world over the last two years.
Officiallyit’s finished, butitmayyethave an’81 appendix of
GhostIn TheMachinematerial.

Youmightalso count the projected arrival of Sting’s
second child, aneventhe’svowed to attend. “Iwas gigging
forthelastoneandIstillhaven’tbeenforgiven, even though
itdid paytherent thatweek.”

Butthedisparity of exteriorintention doesn’thave asimile
within the music. Though Stingis most often quoted about
thelyrics’ political tone, it’snotaunilateral declaration.

Andy Summers: “Stewartand Iwilllisten to thelyricsand
endorse them before they goonthealbumtoseeifthey
make sense to our lives. We've been round the world two or three times
talkingto each other, and if Sting’s going to write something, we know
whathe’stalkingabout.”

Sting: “Somelyrics arereallybanal, justasignature; othersare very
important. 'm gettingbetter at writing songs of objectivity. Originally
theywere verysubjective, aboutanindividual-alienation, feelinglonely,
depressed, love affairs. I think the developmenthas come about through
travellingand I'm gettingbetter atwriting about theworld. I've stopped
caringaboutme.”

Stewart Copeland: “Myinterpretations of thelyrics are my own and the
value of thelyrics to meis of manyinterpretations. People who play music
often have this form of expression thrust upon them.Thappentobe
highlyopinionated, butwheneveryougo into details my opinions are
onlyoperable to my perspective, and for that purposeIdistrust that form.
It'swhythesongsarekindavague, umbrella-like.”

Andso, bringon thenight.

Darryl, David and Martin heed for sleep since their USflightleaves
around nine the next morning. The promoters hand theband thank-you
mementoes—wallets. “Youdon’tthink they’re trying to make a point, do
you?” whispers the chap Summers, who
notwishingtoseemeleftoutearnestly
passesasmall package acrossthetable.
“Iwantyoutohavethis.”

It'sachocolate. Thanks, Andy; 'llkeep it
tillitgoes mouldy.

Stinghad already gothis partingshotin.
Withanevenmorealarming5.30am call
inprospect, he took the early elevator to
bed. “Iused to have abeardlike that,” he
nodsatmy chin. “Igrewout ofitthough.”
Oh, yeah: funny thing, Thad myhair cut
the otherdayand the girlwith the scissors
askedifIwastryingtolooklike Sting.

“No, mate. Notgood-looking enough,”
heshootsastheliftdoorscloseona
million-pound, 30-year-old smile.
Oneall. PaulColbert ®
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January,1981:Dead
Kennedysfrontman
JelloBiafraandguitarist
EastBayRayataclubin
Sacramento, California
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We enjoy
NNOy1Ng
. people”

DEAD KENNEDYS

— /- OCTOBER 17 —

ILMS LIKE DIARY OfA Nymphomaniacand

Swedish Virginstake abackseat tonight as

Birmingham’s Imperial cinema plays host to

what the gutter press, city fathers and the Mecca

Organisation would have you believe is awhole

lot more harmful and perverted than fifth-rate
skin flicks.

Laydeezand Gentleman, your attention please—they’vebeen
scornedin San Francisco, treatedlikelepersinLA, dreadedin
Dundee. Letmehear it for theloudest, the brashest, the cleverest
and the funniest punkband in captivity.Igiveyou the Dead
Kennedys!!

For thefirstfewsongs Biafra’s mightyvoice carries the group and
their absurdly knuckle-bound sound - mesmeric gutsy guitar,
punchedbassrivets and crude slamming drums-rightinto the
heartofthe crowd. Then, justwhen itseemed like nothing could
stop the Dead Kennedys’ crazy psycho-dramafromreachingits
high-pressure peak theyhit overload and, bang, East BayRay’s
guitaramp gives up for thefifth and last time on their whistle-stop
British tour. The next 15 minutes see the stage filled with squatters
rather thaninvaders, mostly drunkenberks and publicity seekers
withnothingto offer exceptapathy,indolence and ignorance.
Biafrahandles the hecklerswith tactand abrave cuttingedge.

“Lookatthislazysod,” hesays, indicatingarotund idiot who'’s
deposited himselfathisfeet, “hesits on themiddle of the stage and
passesoutasifhewasataPinkFloyd concert.”

There’salotofidiots tryingtograb his microphone. Jello gives as
good ashegets: “It’'s funny how everybodywants anarchy, but they
alsowant torule at thesame time,” he smirks meaningfully. »
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Eventually the amplifierisreplaced and the stage cleared after the group
hastreated the audience to aminimalist (bass, drumsand vocals) version
ofthe epilepticallymimednarcoticsatire “DrugMe”. The songs are half
oldand halfnew, notthe sortofthingI'd wanttolisten to every day, but
“Landlord”, “Too Drunk To Fuck” and “HolidayIn Cambodia” are classics
oftheirkind, and newsongslike the commendablystraightforward “Nazi
Punks-Fuck Off” and “IAm The Owl” areright up there with them.

Whatsets the Kennedys apart from other punkbands s the intelligence
oftheir songs, which, while neverlosing sight ofabasic punkmotto—think
fast, react—are crafted to go beyond the obvious, gobbling up factsand
attitudesto see things through to theirlogical, often macabre conclusion.

“Inthe States there’salotmore of whatis called ‘slam, dance and crash’
fromsstageinvaders. Theygetup onstage and quickly dive off, rather than
justsitting therelike abunch ofbozos. You do getabunch who tryto jump
onotherpeoplewhentheyaren'tlooking, butgenerallyit’salotoffun.”

Biafraistogged outin hiswinter wear, happily exchangingnews and
viewswith a collection of fans, some of whom have been following the
group forthe pastthree evenings, sleepingin the bus stations and eating
verylittle to keep expenseslow. Everyoneis on their way to the second gig
ofthe evening, acrossto the city-centre Cedar Clubwhere Discharge are
playing. Biafraisanavidrecord collector and rightnowhe’s overawed by
the outpourings of numerous US and British third-wave punkbands.

Ontheonehandhe’sjustreleased Let Them Eat Jellybeans, a
compilation of groups thatwould otherwise never be heard of outside
theirhome town, on the Dead Kennedys’ own Alternative Tentacleslabel,
and ontheother... well, thereheisrightatthe front of the stage for the
Discharge performance, pushing, pogoingand grapplingwith the best of
themastheangry cleansingspirit of Discharge fires through their mini
meisterwerk “Does This System Work?”.

he changed it—moved to San Francisco from Colorado about

five years ago. Before forming the Dead Kennedys he’d been an
insurance salesman, an actor and ajournalist. The latter he did for
enjoyment, and I imagine he was very good at it. He gave it up because
“itbecame abittoo much like school. I ended up doing allmy copy the
nightbefore the deadline.” Since joining the Dead Kennedys he has
made a marked impression in an election for the mayor of San
Francisco, partof his manifesto being thatall businessmen would be
made to wear clown suits. He’s also had his group banned from all the
predictable places. That’s undoubtedly because in the great bigworld
of Americanrock 'n’ youth culture (notso much of the great) the crazy,
jabbering, mad-eyed anger ofJello Biafrais something to be thankful
for amid the witless bluster of the Ramones, Springsteen, Blondie et al.
The Dead Kennedys are one of the few American groups that give any
clue towards the mass disaffection which the young people of the
country mustbe feelingin the
wake of Reagan’s war-mongering.

Thegroup aren’tafraid toattack
idiocyintheirownrankseither;
with thesuperb, subtle-as-a-flying-
malletrant “NaziPunks...” they
shame many of their English
counterparts. Inview of recent
events, aren’t they waryabout
playingthe songin Britain?

“No, notatall. Ifsomething
needstobesaid, we'renotgoing
toshirkfromit.”

DoyougetNazirabbleinyour
gigsinthe USA?

“Many of them don’tknowwhat
itmeans. Theyjustthink swastikas
shocktheir parents because
they've been brought up by
abunch of right-wingassholes
who've told them thatit’s cool to
bearacist. We figure thatifthey're
goingtobepunksandlistento
punkmusic then they mightaswell
reallylistentoitand understand it
andrealise thatit’snotjustabunch
ofracistcrap.”

J ELLO BIAFRA-no one could ever pronounce hisreal name, so
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“Whatabout Oi, though? That’sracist, isn'tit?” asks afan from London.

“Someofitisand some ofitisn’t.Thaven'tseen an OigigoverhereandI
haven'tmetanyofthebands. Onthe Oi’albumIliked Peter And The Test
TubeBabiesand GarryJohnsonbecause theyseemed tobebringing other
influencesinto playbesides HM punk. I thinkwe’re probably closerin
ourthinkingand where we're comingfromto Crass,and maybe even
Discharge, thanweareto theso-called Oibands. We arenotafraid, nor
areweashamed of beingpolitical. Even ‘Too Drunk To Fuck’ turnsinto
apoliticalsongbecause ofall the self-proclaimed moralistsand church
groupswho tried to getthe songbanned over here. Incidentally they gave us
free publicityand ourfirsthitsingle, which I thoughtwas funnier thanhell.”

“Too Drunk To Fuck” is the Dead Kennedys’ onlysinglerelease this
year, alongwith “Bleed ForMe” on Urgh!A Music Warand “NaziPunks...”
—their contribution to the Jellybeans compilation, the onlynewmusic
from them thisyear. It's perhaps the most powerful record they've made,
aspecialmixof Molotov guitar cocktail and sterling production which
certainlysees offthe most celebrated moments of the Stooges. Itis also
averyfunnyrecord.

Biafrasmilesslyly from behind the brim ofhis pint glass.

“Farfrom being offensive, I thinkitwas an educational song. It’s exactly
thesortofthing thatyour mammy or Sundayschoolwon'ttellyouabout.
Ithinkthe peoplebanningtherecordare the people thatit’shappeningto.

“WhatIfind really funnyishowwe candistress peoplewhohaven't
evenmetus. Oneofthe things thatkeepsus goingisthatwe'rereally
antisocial people, and though we do have bigaudienceshereand we're
considered mainstream, we do enjoy annoying people, gettingunder
theirskinand forcingthemto think.”

EP (asyetuntitled), which will provide the link between their
rushed and mis-produced firstalbum and their second album
and will continue the psychedelic strain of “Holidays In Cambodia”.

“Americahasall theseright-wing church groups at the minute that put
Reaganin office. They’re called the Moral Majority and they rerun by
Jerry Falwell, who’s a television evangelist who rakes in 50 million dollars
ayear. He’sgoingpolitical atthe same time and he’s gothishooksinto
Reaganandallthese conservative money organisations whorunads
againstliberal politiciansall over the country. When George McGovern
wasrunningagainst Nixon they put posters saying George McGovernis
ababy-killerbecause he wasforlegalised abortion.

“Thisisthewaythe MM thinks. Theyaren’tnearlyamajoritynorare
theyinanywaymoral, buttheyareaforce thatmustbe crushed. They're
asscaryinour countryasthe NFisinyours; probablymore sobecause
itisall older people who have puttheir moneybehind it. Insurance
companies have putmoneyintoitbecauseifwomen don’tgetequal
rights then theydon’thave to pay them full premiums. Thisiswhathas
helped create whatisknownas
The NewRight.

“The Moral Majoritywantto
force Christian prayerinschool,
bringapolicestateinto play, with
unlimited surveillance by the FBI
and there-introduction ofthe
treasonlaws, meaningguesswho'd
bethefirsttogo?Theywantto
make abortionsillegal, so that
you'dhave to goto Mexicowith
rustyknivesin thebasementto get
rid of unwanted children.

“WehaveasongonourEP called
‘Moral Majority’, butwe playedin
Glasgowand no one understood it.
It'ssomethingthatpeople have to
watch, becausel'veneverseena
‘Christian’ Bible-totingreligious
cultturnsoblatantlyfascistin
America. Theydon’'tuse swastikas;
theyuse crosses and Bibles, so that
alotofpeoplehaven’'tcaughtonto
themyet.”

Justlike the ‘Reverend’ Ian
Paisley, Jello and guitar player East
BayRaywererecentlyordained at

THE NEXT DEAD Kennedysrelease isan eight track “anti-church”
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acollegein Americawhere theymore orlesssell the
certificates overa counter. The good thingabout this
isthatasmen ofthe cloth theycan’tbe considered
fordrafting. While Biafra’s interestin politics far
outweighs hisinterestinreligion, the former
stretchingbacktowhenhewasaboutfiveyears

I'mallfor cultural terrorism, trying to create change
throughartrather than physical violence.”
This “art” youtalkof, isitmisunderstood?
“Peoplewhodon’twantto useartasaweapon
aren'tartistsatall. You've gottowanttoinflict
somethingonsomeone, beitpositive or

oldandbegan passingup onthe cartoonssohe
couldwatch the news, hehasflirted with certain
spiritual phenomena.
“WhenIwasindramaschoolThad somereally
goodinstructorsand directorswho thought
nothingofgivingkids parts thatwere difficult
for Broadway adults. Thad mostly ‘method’
directors, whereyoubuild the character from
withinand find outwhatmakes them tick,
ratherthana ‘technique’ director who makes
youtake so manysteps, breathe, step backand

“You've got to

want to inflict

something on
someone”

negative. Rather thanjusttryingto entertain,
topleaseandtosell. Innowayisthatart.”

Biafraeschewsall form of drugs, mainly
becausehe’s seen so manymusicians throw
away their talentonstimulants.

“Asamusicfan, thatbugsmealot.
Coincidentally ornot, one thingI've noticed
since Reagan cameto poweristhatthere’salot
more speed and alot more heroinand alotmore
ofeverything dangerousavailableand being
fed to the punks. Inthe suburbsthere’s

speak, etc. Idon’trelateto thatatall.

“Method acting comesinto playwith our
performance and sometimesitreallysinksinand we're totally demonic
and possessed, like our Liverpool show this time. In the ‘hahatoAdam
Ant’ department, I went to aSiouxwar-dance where there are definite
forces goingonthatare notscientificallyexplained. Icouldn’t put my
finger on whatitwas exactly, butitwas definitelyaveryuplifting
experience forme.

“TalsodorelaxationsthatIlearnedintheatre classes and tryto apply
themtomedicineand to getrid of colds.Igotrid of akneeinjurythat
way whichIgotdivingoffstage and goingkneecap firstinto amonitor.
It'ssomething've barely touched on, but'm keen to explore when
time permits.”

enough proposition. The other members might not say much,

- buttheyare accommodating and keen-eyed observers. Three
of the group wear Clark Kent glasses offstage —guitar players East Bay
Ray and Micro Wave along with Klaus Flouride, who looks like a
younger, healthier Elvis Costello. The band’s latest recruitis drummer
Darren, who comes from Chicago and previously played with The
Aliens, backingband to famous acid casualty Roky Erickson, and
Darrenstill keeps his “armin” playing with The Speedboys, alocal San
Francisco group, when the Dead Kennedys aren’tin action. The group
emphasise the fact that theyare allreclusive and separate characters
andit’s afusion of all their outside interests which brings about the
Dead Kennedys' ravaged vision of America.

Inaddition to Darren’sdrummingoutside theband, East Bay Ray
producesacouple oflocalbands and experiments with synthesizers. He’s
abigfan ofvarious German electronic musicians andis on the lookout for
asuitable synth player for the Kennedys.

Biafrarunsthe American end of Alternative Tentacles’ operationsand a
localradio show, while coyKlaus (hewon'ttell his age) keeps a travelogue
oftapesfrom each town the group visitfor an as-yet-unrevealed purpose.
Hehashis ownverystrongviews on the Dead Kennedys, asI found out
whenIaskediftheywere outtoshocktheirlisteners.

Klaus: “We don'twant to shock people for the sake of shocking people.
We're notlike the Plasmatics; we want to shock peopleinto thinking. The
Dead Kennedys are nothere to cashin on the Kennedys’ name orto cause
them more grief-they’ve had enough griefalready. Whatthe name
representsisthe downfall of theidea thateverythingis gettingbigger
and better. Youjusthave tolookat the difference between peoplelike
Eisenhower and Haig; Eisenhowerwas genuinely elected presidentand
hislaststatementto the publicwas, ‘Beware of the militaryindustrial
complex.’ Haigwill ask people to embraceit.”

Thelasttime an American musicianwas asked forareaction tothe
shooting of President Reaganinthese pages, he claimed tohavebeenin
tearson hearing the news. Sowas]Jello Biafra, though for different reasons.

“I'wasstayingwith friendsin Orange CountyandI'djustfallen asleep
when there was abanging on the door and someone was shouting,
‘Biafra, Biafra, getup, Reagan hasjust gotshot. Myinitial reaction was,
‘Letmesleep’, buteventuallyI gotup and we satin frontofthe TVand
laughed likeitwasaMarx Brothers movie.”

Doyousupportterrorism?

“Peoplewho don’twantto obeyanarmysergeantand justwantto have
funwith gunsarenobetter than anyone else, much worse probably. But

n 3 EING ON THE road with the Dead Kennedysis an amicable

suddenlyall these people takingacid; I thinkit
istotally plannedin order to torpedo another
youth cultbeforeitstarts, justlike acid and pot torpedoed the hippies
before they could overthrow Nixon.”

Of coursethere are far more subtle and widespread ways of controlling
andinfluencingyouth so thattheybecome fodder for the state’s
insatiable cravings.

“Itonlydawned onmeaboutayearago thateveryonelknowhadareal
bitch forasecond grade teacher.Ithink that’s theyear they tryand break
your spiritand make you conformandlearn therulesto obeyratherthan
ways to create. I think thefact that they emphasise planningand
de-emphasise creativity explains notonlywhyidiots who go through art
schooladding crudenessto childishness getlabelled as geniuses butalso
why they’ve managed to produce arace ofidiots. The American school
systemisaveryviciousinstrumentofcorporate control.”

maybe hejustsees things as they are and ploughs onregardless.

There can be no doubting the validity and good sense of the
Dead Kennedys as asubversive thorn in the flesh to both American
society and its behemoth-fuelled rockindustry. They aren’t strangled
by guilt complexes, but their accomplished comic-stripped, razor-
edged dynamics make no secret of past crimes.

Aboveallelse theysay: GET UP, DON'T BE STUPID. THINKFOR
YOURSELE.

“IAmThe Owl!’is about Watergate criminals who come out of
retirement. It's sort ofa composite of several dirty tricks thathave gone on
overtheyears, by the FBland the CIA. There’saline about LSD -it’sabout
thisguywho was theleader ofagang of semi-thugs. They fed him full of
acidandlethimloose onafreeway, where he justwandered around until
hewasknocked down. Theytried to hushup and pretend itwasagreat
mystery, butafriend of minehasafatherin the policeand we got tohear
abouthowtheysataround drinkingafter hours, congratulatingeach
otherongettingrid of thislocalannoyance.”

“Keyhole Factory’isabout this chemicalfactory owned by Allied
Chemicalsin Virginiaand how they've manufactured toxic chemical
sprayand dumped the waste in Chesapeake Bay, whichisnow closed
tofishing. The people who worked there were given no masks, so they
breathed allthisshitinto theirlungs and started to get double vision,
becomeimpotentand getallgnarled and spastic. The company offered
themallspectacular HotRod carsifthey didn’tsay anything, butby that
time everyone was too gnarled and spasticto even drive.”

Aren’ttherelobbies and outrages about thissort of thing?

“Therearelobbiesagainstit, but thelobbies of the chemicalindustries
are much stronger because they have much more money. The US
governmentis pushed around bylobbying groups on the farright.”

Inthe Weimar Republicalot of bigcompanies financed Hitler’srise to
power and alotofthemarestill verysuccessful today.

“Somethingthat’sveryscaryisthat General Motors sued the American
government after World War Il forbombing some of their factories in Nazi
Germanywhichhad beenkeptopen duringthe war. And theywon.”

Don’tyou thinkit’sultimately futile strainingagainst the powerand
cut-throattactics of thesebodies?

“Ittakestime.Ijusthope,unlike the ’60s—where people made a definite
dentand then gave up, turningoutto be almostas conservative as their
parents—thateveryone keeps pushingthis time.” Gavin Martin ®

J ELLO BIAFRAMAY sound like one oflife’s great paranoids —
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TheHumanLeague:
showingupthe
patheticfarce of
popmythology

ALBUMS

The Human League VIRGIN

The story readssoironically...
remember that “band” from
sunny Sheffield, stuffed with
self-esteembut starved of
success, scrabbling around
with desperate gimmicks like
complete anonymity?

Remember those slide shows,
that wizard-jape-that-never-was
when machines were supposed
tohold the stage while the
“band” (sometimes) deigned to
jointhe audience? Remember
how no promoterintheland
wanted toknow?

Remember the split-the
so-called theory, talent and taste
of the “band” allgoing Heaven-
wards while the turkeys and tarts
were left to tour the name, pick
up the tabsonaruined career
and (surprise, surprise) turf out/
tearup the charts?

Onefringe, two girlsand the
world’s at their feet.’81Human
League are the weird reverse of
theirtechno-dreamroots; they
look (even sound) like the
ultimate front personality over
performance, style over
substance - one bigbold boast.

No more messing - The
Human League.

And Dare is no bluff, more a
hide-and-seek game of malleable
manifestos and hollow (self-)
claims. A tease...and why not?
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What a subversive

——ALBUps __

Dare unashamedly
flaunts the age-old
notion of the follow-
up, the formula,
fame... magnificently
mocking theidea of
progression-as-
achievement.

Listen, yougot
“Love Action” -that's
your lot. Dareis
almostaparody -the
second-best track,
“Seconds”,is “LA”in
reverse. Polished,
perfectlyimprecise,
itfinds The Human
League flush,
(artistically) finished
but the show must go
on. Alllet’s-pretend-
pompous, it’s cornily
consistent, cultured,
crude, elegant,
cheap...anythingyou
wantittobe.

Me? I thinkit'sa
masterpiece. Sure to
upsetsome, sell to
millions more and so
itshould the way it
tramps all over
rock traditions.

Atritesound, a
retarded glam

standfroma RE imageanda
synthetic sham! v IEW mock respect.
Pioneers, Allthe appeal
potential...be — 198 inthe world.
damned!No one, T— The songs,
but no one, since ifyou must

The Monkees, then
the Pistols, has been this
conventionally “bad” and so
gloriously gotten away withiit.
Non-musicians, a non-singer,
tacky performers,a Crossroads
mentality (Phil’s divorce in the
dailies!), appallingly crass
lyricists, ponderous melodies
(with the odd flash of flair) but -
the crux - one magnificentsingle.
So“The Sound Of The Crowd”
(included here) was the clue -
the politics of fashionsettoa
metronome beat and bleating
back vocals -but “Hard Times"/
“Love Action” (the12-inch,
of course) was
sublime. (One
of) the greatest
singlesever
made. No bull!
No accident:
calculatedly
bland and
bouncy, it still
getsme up-and-
at-'emattwoin
the morning
when (would be)
funkier things
leave me deadin
the bar. And

DARE

know, are like the

Banshees, Orange Juice,
latter-day Skids - the only ones
that commitunabashed
megalomania to vinyland sound
justhow you'd expectthemto
sound (fabulous fence-sitters
saying sod allin authoritative
tones). The slowones (“| Am The
Law”)areboring; the fast ones
(“Do Or Die”) are fun.

Dare should show up the
pathetic farce of pop mythology
onceandforall.

The Human League (bless’em!)
arelettingus down, I'mloving it
and they're presumably

TEFa= N AN

LEAGU

(hopefully) laughing fit to split up
nextweek. The “band” are, at
last, the most terrific trash; Dare
is one deliciously, definitively
daftalbum and “Love Action”
remainsageminavoid.

Phil Oakey inspires one thought
these days: nomore heroes.
Thanks to Dare | can honestly say
my badge-wearing days are well
and truly over? Andlisten; you've
noidea how happy that makes me
feel. Steve Sutherland, MMOctiz

Joy Division 5till FacTory

It shouldn’thave happened, but
asitdidlet’s take consolationin
the fact that lan Curtis’ death on
May 18,1980 didn’t so much bring
Joy Division’s journey to the
heart of darkness to an abrupt
haltasfreezeitfor all eternity at
the brink of discovery. Atleast we
canstill travel that far with them,
and though they of all groups had
positioned themselves well for
afinal breakthrough, who knows
if they'd have been able to cope
onthe otherside?

Asitstands, their quest remains
just that, its purity unspoilt by
repetition,bad moves or false
conclusions, and as a pointeritis
none the less valuable today. Joy
Division’s progress from the
blind thrashing of the prototype
Warsaw towards the closeness
of their second and last LP
proper, Closer, was astonishingly
fast.Best of all, it was founded
ina courageous analysis of
their own condition, whichis
presented on Stillas astruggle
towards anew, more complete
consciousness far removed from
the generalised and unhelpful
street squabbling of the punk
that spawnedit.

Instead of moaning about the
mess they were in, Joy Division
confrontedithead-onand
discovered the causes of the
current depression tobe deeply
rootedin spiritual rather than
material impoverishment.
Theyregistered a profound
estrangement from the ugly
environment they were living

inand shock at the
callousness of the age
they were living through.
Yetrecognitionwasn’t
enough, especially as
they were perversely
fascinated by that which
repelled them. Their
music’s tension often
emanated from their
approximating the
characteristics of the
very things they found
oppressive, eitherin
undeniably attractive
abstractions of




cityscapesorin
superbly drilled
militaristic marches.

Unlike the dumb
futurists, pastand
present, they neither
embraced nor
glorified the speed
of modernlife, but
presenteditasa
symptom of their malaise. The
better and more experienced
they got, their contrast of
uglinessand beauty became
more asophisticated blend,
which accurately encompassed
Joy Division'’s confusion with the
horror occurring all around them.

Justastheyrefusedto
disguise the ambivalence for
expediency’s sake, they wouldn't
shy away from pain either. On the
contrary, they seemed to view
exposing themselves to painas
one (personal) way of breaking
the auraof insensitivity,
suggesting that through
brutality or self-abasement they
might achieve those elusive
moments of true feeling. Not for
nothing did they encore with The
Velvet Underground'’s “Sister
Ray” (“You should hear our
version of ‘Louie Louie’. Wow,”
deadpanned Curtis).

Joy Divisionrealised they were
playing adangerous game, but
obviously they feltitanecessary
one or why else would Curtis
have sung suchrevealingand
immensely moving lines as:
“I'llwalk you through the
hardbreaks/Show youall the
outtakes/l cansee it getting
higher/Systematically degraded/
Emotionally ascapegoat/Ican
seeitgetting better”,and the
ecstatic affirmation: “LOVE!
LIFE! Makes you feel! Higher.
Higher. Higher! HIGHER!”

Thesong—“The Sound Of
Music” —is one of the previously
unreleased nuggets that make
Still so essential. While Curtis
seemed to be singing asmuch to
convince himself as the listener,
the group composed a matching
disturbed accompaniment built
onabrooding rhythm, around
which guitarist Albrecht neatly
tacked notes accumulatingin
intensity to match the swelling
passion of the voice.

Attheir best, Joy Division
were awesome, frightening and
beautiful —never more so than
on “Dead Souls”, made widely
available here for the first time.
“Dead Souls” featured Joy
Division at their most majestic
and metallic, it encompassed
their virtues of discipline and
self-control, and somehow
embodied the tragedy of their

vision —their grasping after
the unattainable and the
inevitable disillusionment
that would come with
realisation of the futility

of the quest.

Attheir formative, Joy
Division were more literal
andlessincisive, relyingon
their favourite authorsforideas.
“TheKill”, forinstance, was as
close asummary as you could
getintwo or so minutes of
Dostoyevsky’s Crime And
Punishment, though it was
rescued by the persuasive
see-saw rhythm.

Joy Divisionnever resorted
to faking emotions. Their
concerts seemed to be purgative
experiences, especially for
Curtis, who found releasein
intense, brief bursts of butterfly
movement. To watch him was like
witnessing the last just man
accepting the sins of the world as
his personal burden. His voice
would often strain and crack, and
atthe Birmingham concertit
sometimes got lost altogetherin
the shoddy mix. Nevertheless,
thetwolive sidesworkasa
patchy retrospective, despite
the fact the synths went horribly
awry on most of the Closer
material. It’s highlighted by
“New Dawn Fades” for obvious
reasons: “Different colours/
Different shades/Overeach/
Mistakes were made/l took the
blame/Directionless/It’s plain to
see /A loaded gun/Won't set you
free/So theysay.”

Bearingin mind how quickly
anaudience grows accustomed
to emotional shocks toits
ordered system, expressing
such naked feelings must have
gotharder every time. But Joy
Division presented them with
that hardest thing to swallow:
reality. Theirs was allthe more
indigestible asitjuggled
together the commonplace
with the taboo, brutality with
sensuality and stark horror with
simple, appealing melody.

Joy Division might not have
equated making themselves
felt with hurting the listener
alittle, but they never spared
themselvesin their pursuit of
experience and truth. You can
feelitstill. ChrisBohn, NMEOCt17

__ GINGLES —

SINGLES
Haircut 100

ARISTA

True confessions. Live, |
thought they sounded too
much like Talking Heads circa
Fear Of Music;isolated on this
single, they’re magnificent.
Incorporating touches of salsa
andrapinto one gloriously
cohesive whole, the Haircuts
deliver adancefloor beauty of
furious frenetic funk belied by
the singer’sinnocent vocals.

There’ssome greathorn
work around the middle,
followed by asteamy sax solo.
Christ, it even translates on
the radio, and you know that
can’tbe bad. Justanother
example of how rock’s main
centre hasbeentotally
destroyed, leaving space for
everything to come through.

Whichis why this will make
the Old Guard throw up their
hands in despair, while the
coollistener willhead for the
dancefloor where boy always
meetsgirl.

And excuse me. Butcanlhave
the next dance? What did you
say your name was? Oh, do you
live round here? MMOctio

Laurie Anderson

ONETEN
About to be picked up by WEA
for major distribution, this
sickly little recordis apparently
ingreatdemand.|can’t
imagine why. Unbearably coy,
Miss Anderson discovers
studio effects and breathes out
an eight-minute little ditty to
Superman through her phone
answering machine. All

Haircut100:
freneticfunk
withtouchesof
salsaandrap

N
) \\.

and shove itdown our necks
every hourandloandbehold...
ahitsingle. Actually, it does
have acertaincharm.Butin
such hardtimes charmis
never enough. MMOctio

U2 ISLAND

Always aiming to be different,
U2are fast becoming masters
at creating classic pop
material. Still gloriously epic,
U2 divide opinion faster that
Steve Ovettcanrun.

Personally, | can’tresist them.
I can’t resist Bono'sincredibly
rich voice. | can’tresist The
Edge’s unique guitar. And |
can’tresist the way in which
their music constantly aims for
the emotional heights, pushed
alongby Adam’s heartbeat
bassand Larry’s subtle drums.

“Gloria”, however, differs
alot from old material. Not
particularly musically, but
more intone and mood.

The mainriffandintroisa
swashbuckling affair, creating
apurerush of excitement as
Bono's choirboy voice collides
with The Edge’s slightly
psychedelic guitar.

But without warning the
song suddenly hits aweird
patch of stray pianos and
guitars, gagged bass and
drums, before heading offinto
its wonderful finale. Alot
darker thanbefore -we're
abouttoseeanewside toU2.

Drummer Larry thinks it

.
it will take is one of L e willdivide theirfans £
. o
those wimpy RIA sharply.lknow =
little jockeys GLQ whichsideI'm &
ik From the m-&u:)u:.:‘.:;:mur Larero q £ 2
topickupon votingtor. @
thisrecord MMOctio g
K-8510
MX-58733
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But being is

not without its problems.
Now movie stars, they’re
still prisoners of public
expectation, worldwide.
“You feel like a puppet. And
you’re not a puppet, you’re
a musician” says Woody.



Madnessshootthe cover
fortheirthirdalbum,7,in
London,1981:(l-r)Lee
Thompson,MarkBedford,

ChasSmash,MikeBarson,
Suggs, ChrisForeman,
Daniel “Woody” Woodgate

A crash course in
European Madness



MELODY MAKER

NE: THE CONCERNED campaigner in the neatly

creased suit cottoned on quick that these chaps—

thekilts, the crew cuts, the cases—must be celebs.

Kitchen staffand kiosk attendants converged and

chattered over signed paper napkins-extraordinary

animation from a species hitherto deemed devoid of
allhumanresponse. The bar had been opened especially, the private
planes were fuelling... aVIP buzz.

Heapproached, cautiouslyat first, then more boldlywith the gait of
amanwithrightonhissideand-justincase-afresh-faced snapper
beforehim.

“Excuse me, I'mfrom thelocal press, petitioning signatures for blah
deblahdeblah.” Polite, if strained, compliance. Slowrecognition on
hispart...

“Er... beforeyou go, would you, um, do something nutty for my
photographer?” Seven scowls, amock-up scuffle, Lee darts forward and
theintruder exits, chuffed with success.

Astheautomatic doors glide shutbehind him, Ijustspot the sticker,
there, undetected, smack between his shoulder blades forall the world to
see.Noone, butno one, messes with the Maddy boys.

inpre-tourrehearsal-to promote their new single/album/film
and accept awards for past achievements.

Carl Smyth (Chas Smash toyou) isdressed inarmour, brandishinga
sword and chargingamiserable stuffed tiger with frightened glass eyes
andatackyold tail. Lee (Mr Sax) isbeating pots full ofbamboo bushes
with the buttofarifle. Woody (Mr Skin) is togged outlike the Artful
Dodgerhittingonalarge cigar.

Bedders (Mr Bass) is collecting sink-plungers into a Habitat bag. Suggs
(“seven-foot-four blond Apollo”) isflaton hisback tokingfagsand
chanting: “Om!” Chris (“King Of The Sydney Mods”) is bellowing mild
obscenities downamegaphone and chalkinggrossinanitiesonasnazzy
revolvingblackboard.

Meanwhile, oblivious to all, bespectacled, besuited Barso (ivory-tickler
andflashbastard) isdeepin page 12 ofhis paperbacknovel.

Suddenly the cry goesup: “Bring On The Wimpy Walker!”

Photographer Tom “The Chief”
Sheehan, obligingwith
shamefullylittle encouragement
foramanofhisage, staggers
before the camerasinarerun
oflastnight’s dancefloor
triumph, attemptingsomething
painfullyreminiscentofa
baldingbell-dancer doinga
vertical backstroke. He promptly
pullsamuscle.

The presenter, atwo-legged
powder-puffwith vaselined hair,
lookssuitablyterrified as 10
minutes of “freeform nuttiness”
hadjustputpaid tohisfact-
findinginterview. The Belgian
producer’slappingitup, loving
every minute.

Cut. Theboysstopdead and
silently knock offforlunch.

HREE:HEY WOODY!
| Ireckon the newalbum’s
theheaviest thingyou've
ever done. Is it gonna harm
your... um... nutty image?
“It’sgotto, cosit’stiringme out.
Everytimewe go to Europeit’s
Nutty... You putonyour ska
suits...yes?”
D’youregretyouever
manufactured theideainthe
firstplace?

TWO: MADNESSARE in aBelgian TV studio—a two-daybreach

: A \
/ MADNESS
FILM
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MADNESS

“No,notatall. We’ad agreatsense of naivetyin the early days of what
the musicbusiness and theworld in generalwasallabout, and on stage it
didn’tmatter. It was exciting for usall to getup and enjoy the music with
everyone dancingtheirbollocks offand 'avin’agood time. That’s what
‘Nutty’ wasallabout....

“Nowwe'vejustdoneareally good classic example of nuttiness—all
theseinterviews. Wejustactstupid and take the piss out of people
becauseit’ssoridiculous-thewhole pose and smile and look this way
anddo thisand do that. You feellike a puppet. And youre nota puppet,
you'reamusician.”

Butthe moreyou doit, the more you encourageit:

“Well, we've gottalive, we've gottaearn moneyand we'rein the
rock’n’rollbusiness.”

Didyoueverdreamitwould turn outlike this?

“Noway. Never ever. But'mbeginning torealise the more moneyyou
get, the more you have to sacrifice yourself. None of thisband likes to be
trapped atall-we're all quiterebellious-that’swhyIthinkwe act nutty—
it'sjustawayoutofitreally.”

Doyoufeel trapped, then?

“Notrecently—no.Imean, in the earlydaysIthoughtitwasthe thingto
do, like 'ave theimage, wear the clothes and say what I was supposed to
say, butIdiscovered afterawhile thatIwas onlylying to myselfand to the
band aswell, although the medialovedit.

“I'thoughtifIturned up thewayIwanted tolook, theband would say,
‘Oi!Youscruffy-lookin’ twit—wear this! Wear that!’ But they didn’t. They
respectpeople forbeing themselves.

“We'reallindividuals atheart. It's only the music thatkeeps us together
really-Imean thereare obviously friendships, butitjust shows thatyou
can’tputalabel onus. That’swhywe decided on ‘Nutty’ ourselves; we put
ourselvesinit, really, by callingour music ‘The Nutty Sound’,'coswe
couldn’tstand people saying, ‘Areyouaskaband orareyouarock'n’roll
bandorareyouajazzband...?”

tams, kiltsand Doc Martens. The dope dealers don’t know what to

make of it, but the boys in the gay bar are more than delighted. We
should be in Brussels right now, but threat of an out-and-out mutiny
secured a night offin Europe’s sin city.

Monday, though. The lucky sevenluck out. The Paradiso’s closed, The
MilkyWay (“The clubyoucan
sup between barswithout
ruiningyour appetite...”-Tom
Sheehan) is shut-no action.

Beddersisworried hismum
wouldkillhimifshe could see the
clubhe’saboutto enter.

Chrissie Boy tries to deposit
meinthepathofaspeeding
tram; we eventually get
horrendouslydrunk, hail
acabandheadhotel-wardsto
bed-adisappointment.

Chas: “Youfly, you've 'ad some
crapontheplaneandallyou
wannadois’avealookround,
send afewpostcards’ome... but
yougetpushedintoastudioand
someonesays, “‘Eeer, de nutty
skanks, nuttydis, zany, zany,
nutty, great!” andyou think,
‘Fuckin’hell, can’'twait to get
‘'ome. KnowwhatImean?”

Barso: “Theydon't’aveaclue
whatit’sallabout.”

Chas: “It'sbeyond ajoke,
becausewhenyou're abroad
people don’tactuallyknowwhat
you're doing. Tome, Madnessin
Londonis MADNESS madness.
There’sloads of ways of madness,
right? But to themit’sjustalaugh
andagiggle, butthatain’twhat
it'sallabout...”

F OUR:MADNESS STORM Amsterdam in extraordinary style—

STARRING




IVE: THE INTERVIEWER looks
E nervous. Virginia or Vanessa or
someone from Radio Veronica has
met thislotbefore. Here, in the empty
cinema, five rows from the front after
afarcical platinum disc presentation
(“Dowehave tolook surprised?”), she
tries to eke alittle sense out a desperately
stupid situation.
“Voteesyourf...” Thescriptdisappears
from herhand and reappears two rows

downandtravellingfuriously. “Vot!...” MA DNE S s @

Sheshrieks assomethinggrabs herankle

MADNESS

more—we've passed that pointnow.”

Whatkeeps you going?

Chas: ““Coswe geton.Icouldn’tstickit
withabandthatwasone personleading,
whohadall theideas, didallthe writing,
andyouwerejustsortoflikeanimage for
him.Wedogeton,andIdon’tthink there’s
many peopleIcangetonwith.”

Suggs: “...Andwetryan’ ‘avealaugh,I
think, onthewhole...”

up another roll of film, Kelloggs -

and tickles her ear simultaneously.

“Vot,” she composes herself, “is your
feelingabout?”

“It'sabout’owwestarted... it’sabout 'owwe
started...it'sabout’owwestarted...”

Onevoicebuilds toseven, toachant, toaroar,
tothe premature end of the interview.

“Great,” grinsthe cameraman. “Cut.”

TakelIt Or Leaveltis abouthowMadness
started. Eachband memberinvested
“somethinglike a thousand quid”, Stiff
mettheotherhalfofthebill,and theymade
themovie.

Why?

“T'he buzz is

different now

—you've done

it for a couple
of years”™

S IX: WHILE THE cameraman loads

theband’s manager-grimaces,
embarrassed thathis boys have to be put
through this degrading rigmarole. Just
then Chas appears from the costume
department dressed as GI Joe and launches
into a hilarious Jimmy Cagney routine.
Thosewhounderstandliterallyfall about
laughing; therestjustgapein awe and panic.
Madnessisinfectiousandin their movie,
theirnewLP and their presentattitude, they
displayahearteningnewmaturity. That Take
ItOr Leaveltand thenewalbum arereleased
roughlyin tandem maybe coincidental
(except, of course, commercially), butboth

Chris: “Cosit’sbetter thanavinaRolls,
innit?”

Suggs: “Well, we 'ad two albums of music from the early days but
nothingrecordedvisually, anditwasimportantto us. The visual side of
Madnesswas important to our success, to the position we stand in now.
Oneofthereasonswe diditwas because no one else had doneit. Most
rockfilmsareabouthowyou’re on theroad, y’know, andit’sall success,
success, success...”

Bedders: “Wejustdecided to show people whatitwaslike before we got
anyrecordsoutatall. Actually, I thinkifyoulookatthe movie, at the very
beginningwhen the band started up and hardly any ofuskneweach
other, you'llfind itwill reflect the most recentalbum now.”

Exactly—-adistinctdropinnuttinessin favour ofwhat? Social
conscience? Realism? Honesty?

Bedders: “Honesty. It'svery honest. I think that’s the main thingabout
thefilm...”

Woody: “It’s so true. When Ifirst sawit—when it was justbeing put
together-Iwasreallyworried itwould be the mostboring film thatwas
ever putonthis planet-Icouldn’timagine anyone would wannaseeit.
Butit’sourlives...”

Bedders: “Yeah, itgot to the stage whereyou started rememberingwhat
itwaslike, started getting those feelings.”

Woody: “Itreallywas an uncanny experience. [walked onto the set
where there was Mike, Chris—y’know, thereal old band-andIfelt
completelyout of place. Ifeltas thoughIwasatraveller from the future
cominginto the past. [twasreallyweird even saying hello to everyone...”

Suggs: “Whenyoulookbackat things, theyalways seem better, so
obviouslyeverythingwe did in the film I thought, ‘God, thatwas brilliant
inthosedays.’ Butthenyourealise things change and thatinfive years
you'lllookbackonthis—aTVshowinHolland, doingfuckall-and think,
‘Thatwasreallygood fun.

“Makingthefilm, Irealised we had areally good time, butitwasn’t
reallyallthatgreat playing the Nashvilleand Dublin Castle [pubin
Camden Town] onthe same night, orbeingscared byaload of skins at
AcklamHall...”

Barso: “It’'sadifferent thing, right?’Coswhenyou’re startin’ out, it’sa
whole different vibe about the group-youthinkyou're doing something
rightdifferent, it'syouagainst...”

Chas: “Whenyou'restartingout, you're the bollocks, y’know, and you
doit, playit, proveit to people, show’em what you can do.

“You've gotthe buzz, there’sno one else like you. Butnowit’s harder, the
buzzis different-you've doneitforacoupleofyears.”

Suggs: “Word soon getsaround, y’know. ‘Madness aren’tasinteresting
astheywere, theyused tobe nuttier and funnier.”

Barso: “Tused to getrightsickaboutit, reallyworryaboutit. Tused to
think, ‘We're allwashed up, we're pastit’, butIdon’t reallyworryany

take great pains to perpetrate diversityand
individualism over strait-jacketed image.

Barsoreckonsthe newie’s different “’cos everyone can play better
now”, and Suggs putsitdown to moreideas kickingaround and being
followed up.

Bedders claims: “There ain’tmuch funny goin’ on these days towrite
aboutandI thinkeveryone’sbecoming more and more aware now
thatmaybe we have to comment on things. At the start we wanted to
steer clear of commenting on anythingreally, butIthinknowwe’re
beingdrawnintoitmoreand the peoplein theband are getting
more opinionated.”

Whatever, Madness songs are suddenly the bestabout; bouncy,
unpretentious dance tunes set to “sneering” (Bedders) lyrics. “It’slike
Motownsongs,” says Suggs. “They’rereallyhappybut thelyricsareall
‘Oi,you'reanonlychild, you'reanillegitimate...”

Anexample ofnewMadness Motownis “Day On The Town”. Here’show
itworks:

Suggs: “WhenIwrote thelyrics to thatIjustwrote allaboutwhen you
bunkoffschool n’ that-the emptiness, y’know? The main objective of
the dayistonotpaythe fareand anythingelse that ’appensisabonus. You
getonbuses; you go to Hyde Park, the West End...”

Chas: “And there’sfuckall there. You gotta pay to sitdown-—there’sno
seatsnowhere. Youwannasitdown, you gotta goand buya cuppatea
somewhere. Whenyou're akid, youjustgo down there and play the tube,
bunkbuses... it’s depressing, the West End. Any city centre is just for
touristsand that'swhatit’sallabout.”

Suggs: “Itwasjustmeant to be empty, just memories of me goin’ round
Hyde Parkand Oxford Street, gettin’ on buses, gettin’ offbuses, walkin’
up and down, people nicking things, tourists... that’sit.”

Chas: “Imean, Ibunked into see The Stingfive nights out of seven
down the Muswell’illOdeon 'cos we 'ad nothin’ else to do. IfIwrote
asongaboutthatitwould be prettyborin’, because itwas pretty borin’.
Reallyborin’”

Suggs: “We tryand find ahappy medium between everything, y’know.
Trynottobetoobanaland notjustdoitforthe sake of the humourand not
justdoitforthesake of the seriousness and notjustdoitfor the sake of the
moneyandnotjustdoitforthe sake of trying to prove yourself.

“Wedo everythingwith a certain amountofgoodintention, a certain
amountoftrying to make some money, and a certainamount of trying to
enjoyitwhilewe’re doin’it.”

Hey Suggs. Do something nutty for my photographer!

Answerunprintable.

Itisthisyear’s finest. BUY!

S EVENIS THE name of the Madness album.
Steve Sutherland ®
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06T0BER-DEVENBER

formed in 1980,

in opposition to

“false philosophising,
intellectual arguments,
fake tortured souls...”
Since then they’ve
made glamorous
appearances and a
great single, “Tears Are
Not Enough”. “l don’t
feel any pressure,”
says Martin Fry. “We
know we’re good.”

MELODY MAKER




July1,1981:Martin
Fryfronts ABCat

new-romantic
hangoutLegends
nightclubinLondon




DAVID CORIO / GETTY

AtpresentABCarelittlemorethana
reputation. Does that create pressure?

No, Idon'tfeel any pressure because we know
we're goodreally; the publicity’snotsomething
we've engineered in some mystical sort of way.

Butit’snoteverydayanunknownbandstarts
gettingafront-cover exposure...

Yeah, Iguess peopleare gonnabe cynical -
Icanunderstand that. ButI thinkwhen they
seeusplayliveand have heard therecord it will
sortofacquitus to some extent. Iknowwhatyou
mean, butit’simportantto setridiculously high
standards foryourself, otherwise youcan’t

“From the
sublime to the
cor-blimey in
three-and-a-
half minutes”

examples, likefood onamenu, and tryand
worksomething new out of them, butsince
thenalotofpeopleseem tohave been working
alongthatline. Tobefair, we formed this group
on...IthinkitwasJuly1, 1980, and atthat time
itseemedlikearadicalideaforfive white
Caucasianyouthsintheirlate teens, early
twenties, to be playing disco music, trying to
radicaliseit.

Whydidithappen? Whydo/did ABCneed
toexist?

Ithinkit’s partofthe old dissatisfaction.
Whatwas therein thatperiod? Alot offalse

meetyourownideals.

Youdon'twannameet’em, youwannabe searching for themand
striving for them. That’s part of the waywe operate and will continue to
operate—justcreatingbold, stupid plansifyoulike, and then tryingtolive
up to them.

Partofthis campaigninvolves the sporadicrelease of self-produced
postcards and leaflets-little manifestos of intent from the nerve-
centre of their own Neutron label.

Thewhole proseside of itisasimportantasbeinginaband, singing or
playing-that’ssomething thatseems tobe forgotten. Theideaistouse
yourimaginationand then putall theseideasinto practice through
visual things—though the media IS the message. Actually doit, notjust
talkaboutit.

Sowhatare ABCsaying?

Fromthestartit’sjust the basic manifesto; that you canbeintelligentand
kindamobile; you canbe sussand youdon'thave tobe mindless. It's part
ofthewhole eclecticism, the bag, the soup—justthrowingeverythingin.

Forall their chameleonyearning, ABC are, at present, the best of our
new home-grown funkbands.

Yeah, that'sbeen said. When we first toyed with the

idea of trying to make music thatapproached aRose

Royceor Chicor...Idunno... George Benson or

Ronnie Laws, theinitialideawas to take these

“Youcanpresent
somethingsharp,
literateanddanceable”:
FryandguitaristMark
WhiteatLegends
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philosophising, alotof over-intellectual
arguments, like afake sortof madness, fake tortured souls.... d’'youknow
whatImean? Therewas thatsortofartfeeling, artinvolvement, and
Ithinkpeoplejustrealised whata cul-de-sac thatwasand justwanted
tomove and dance and create somethingabitmore vibrant.

Before ABC, Mark, Martin and Stephen were Vice Versa, asynthesizer
band attempting to create “electro-violence, attemptingtomakea
synthesizer sound excitingand dangerous and soulful”.

Thefool'serrand folded after severalunsuccessful singles and they
started thesearch for “agroup thatwas powerful and passionate and
arhythmsection that could answer any question”.
Thenitwasn'taquestion of dashingdown to an A&R department or
goingcrazy to play the Marquee or the Moonlight. Itwas a question of
cataloguingsongs, to showpeople whatwe could do. To write something
alongthelines of ‘Tears OfA Clown’.

Aprettytall order!

Yeah, butIthinktheseare the sortof things youshould aspire to-say,
“AnarchyInThe UK” OR “WhatBecomes Of The Broken-Hearted?”... the
masters. Atallorder... yeah!ButIthink that’swhat makes musicvital.

anxious thattheir gigs become “events”
rather thanjustanother night out watching

LIKE SPANDAU AND Blue Rondo, ABC are
L aband. Theirlatest ploy, opening the A-Z Clubin




A-ZCLyg, BAYFGSWATER

———LON

the basement of Queensway’s Plaza Hotel, H e | | | n th e m ar‘ ketl n LI w E'
was amagnificent miscalculation.

Aconcrete cell thatmade the Marquee look ——0CTOBER 18—
like Madison Square Garden, thelegal capacity
stretched to 300 and someone said there were N ME OGT 24
150 onthe guestlist.

ABCdon'tneed thisincest; despite thelights olamleftalone toberational.So, coarse tides of expectation and rumour
failing, the PA packingin and Martin’s garish Sthings, like...lust; the inopportune (the wreckers of many a good Truth).
compere’s glitter suit, the set was a25-minute coupling of ABC and the A-Z Club. For the real time, ABC are sexmachine,
blinder. The promise performed. Wannasee Aone-nightstand that should never desiring machine, pop machine, verb
‘'em? Youshould! have been and certainly notseen. The machine and any one of them verve

A-Zis amiss-place, acoal bunker from1977, machine, tongue machine, perspiring
Wherenext? still pokey, abundle of wet leaves soggy machine, success machine. In “Tears Are
Idon’tthinkit’snecessaryto playagreat underfoot, awet weekday wallin the Not Enough” and other asyet unreleased
number of gigs. We don'twannabe a studio Marquee, trying to, dying to...be a place poisons, ABC have alinguistic and catalytic
bandlike a Hot Chocolate, but morelike tofling, to clingin, to...morrow. hold onrendering pleasurable many of the
Linxor SheenaEaston... selective. You owe Sosorrowful an event. The A-Z boasts Lover’smore lamentable discursive
ittoyourselfto keep thatcontrol. Idon’tlike video cocktails and other code works but, positions (but primarily melancholy, in
readingabout groupswhosay, “Oh, the sneeryme, |T DOESN'THAVE A CLOAK- completeness and disrespectful vigilance).
record companyfucked up onitor...”;like, ROOM. Justaplace to These SONGS are as
anybodybut themselves. I take responsibility faintontoafagend.ls surely surface-tough yet
for ABC.It'sunder my control. You plan your this the sleep end of this Thesa SONGS are yielding and adoptable as
owndestiny, Ibelieve that. You choreograph year’s club craze? Blac alevel42“Love Games” or
mass stardom. and smelly, cramped and su I‘ely Slll’face- aCostello “[Good Year For

SELLME? Show me. = = The] Roses”. Isn’tit obvious
Yousound confident. But the other. Always tough yet yleldlng and marvellous that so
Iam confident. Sometimes we've been blowing other. Just...the sort of as a Level 42 much diversity can co-exist?
ourown trumpetsininterviews orwhatever, questions ABC are Andifthey can...ohmy.
butI'm not massively egotistical - justrealistic. baskingin. Questions “I_ove Games“ Inother ABCs: art of
We're good, we HAVE to be good. like: can we step outside giving, kindness, distress,

Whenwerecord analbumI'dlikeittobeour history by slippinginto laughter, loneliness,
Volume 1 Greatest Hits album. Before that we one another’sarms? And if not... patience, physical appearance, the physical
wannarecord three or four singles—theidea ...Die untying the knot? ABC, of course, gestures, self-probing, solitariness, love of
thatrevolutions occurat45rpm, theidea that are so upset by the errors of the Lover’s speech, love (fatal) of truths.
you canberadical within the framework of Discourse, whichis of course acrash course Exc-use:agame with truthis always
makingsingles, theidea of making four-minute in Truth (and therefore in self-deception). agame with life. ABC know this and
symphonies, from the ridiculous to the cor- The A-Zblackened and blighted ABC’sspry | demonstrate it craftilyin the fusing of
blimeyin three-and-a-halfminutes.” rage. ABC (say, see, flee) rattle the symbols | “I”and”d”inthe whispers of “Tears Are

of conventionally condensed bitterness. Not Enough”.Martin Fry scared the
What's theradical message? Thereisno pointinlabouring the lost loving daylights out of us with his obvious
Justthatyou can presentsomethingsharp, opportunity - that the A-Zwasadisgraceat | feeling,andfeelforthe obviousand
literate and danceable. acritical pointinthe ABC career course. compact aphorism; eg, that true Love is

They hated it. They went through (with) it. only found at the end of ajourney through
Thatseems so narrow-pop about making Love's declineinto mere ceremonyis as misery and filth.
pop, makingarecord about makingarecord. close to the “truth” of the A-Z appearance A-Z.Andback again.
Isn’tyourscopebroader than that? as|needto get.| could be descriptive, but (Itisinteresting to note thatin the
Yeah. Love. Comingback to human situations where would that take us? Back. | could alphabet of Love Martin Fry s, at some
time and time again; somethingassimpleas deny, but then, you have your spies.I'd pointor other, m/f.)
that. Abouthow people treat one another. rather destroy, move on and enjoy. ABC: capability to seduce technology.
“Tears Are Not Enough” isbasicallyabout that, ABC:thaw. ABC: culpability to surrender to
aboutdirectstatement. [think that’s essential. ABC: oh, you! vocabulary.
Italwayswasanditalwayswill be. ABC:don'tdie. ABC:|ONLY HAVE YOURWORDS

But while we're on the subject: why does FORIT.
But pop’sbecomingso convoluted and self- Martin Fry keep repeating himself? Does Don'’tspecify -hum the hints of the
obsessed at exactly thetimeitshouldn’tbe.It’s he wanttobe hit? Hashe alreadybeenhurt? | coming hypnosis, tear up the blueprint;
becomingalmost ajoke to make astatement... Has his quest for true love -and therefore don’tfrequentthe A-Z.Let our singersdo
No, notajoke. Thewayto doitis to makea for Truthitself-evenbegunyet? Hehasthe | thetalking,let ABCdo the nightshift. My
statement that’s attractive. The mass audience ragged tempestuous nerve of one who has fundamental disagreement with Martin Fry
isn’tinterested in the sort of Scritti Politti yet toresolve promises and problems. (tears canbe enough, conditionally) does
politicalway. Ifyou put things on a plate people For the timebeing: one hell of a not halt my adoring feelings.
justaren’tinterested, buttobeable towritea performer; one hell of a Starin the making, Anyone who raves about POWER the
songaboutboy-meets-girland have theideas if youlike. If you like, one personal Hellin way...anyone with ajacket like that. ABC
evolveround that-that’san achievement. the making and marketing. have “it” and | shall savour the waiting. For
Fears are quite enough. Itis quiet thatisall, really, that there ever is to savour.

SomassacceptanceisimportanttoABC? enoughtoberoughly caressed by the Afterall. lanPenman

Yeah.Asasignofrespectinaway. I'mtotally

againsttheideaof workinginaminority cul-de-

sac.Ithinkit’s pitiful when groups have to do that.I'd like to think that our ( ;‘ ONFUSED?YOU WON'T be. ABC say what they mean. Mean
contemporaries, atsome point, will be thingslike Kellogg's and Heinz. whatthey say. Are starting to go. T hold in my hands three
Ilike theidea ofimpermanence, of selling ourrecordsin supermarkets badges from the Phonogram press office: “ABC”, “Neutron

with a “sell-by” date and a pizza on the back. Things don’thave to be Records” and “Tears Are Not Enough”. The record hasn'tleft my
permanentlike fastfood, theideathateverythinghasashelf-life. Our turntable in two solid days.
records should have durability and disposability. ABC:thisisjustthebeginning. SteveSutherland
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0CTOBER—DECEBER

JulianCope:
adoptingamore

“solid-sounding”
stagename,
KevinStapleton

Thenthere’sarepertoire
of newsongs, from the
forthcoming Wilder album,
which the group are using

PAUL COX

Loose but focused

NMENOV 21

HERE AREMAYBE three dozen souls
T inthe whole club and The Teardrop

Explodes are five of them. Julian
Copeisonstage, performing adramaticsong
about LeilaKhaled, his head and face entirely
covered by adishcloth.

The rendition ends. “Wow. That was
emotional, man,” drawls aloud, sarcastic
voice in the crowd. Cloth off, Cope is down
onthe dancefloorin aninstant - wrestling his
adversary to the death.

“Scrap!” pant the excited onlookers.
“I'mwarningyer, Julian, I'll tellme mam!”
warns the tormentor (a gap-toothed
rockabilly named Box Head) his head lodged
somewhere between the singer’s hip and
elbow. The Teardrop Explodes are home
and back among friends.

They're back and they’re opening anew
venture called Club Zoo, Zoo being their
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originallabel and present management
company. For three weeks from tonight,
Club Zooishousedina Liverpool city centre
niterie: for three nights aweek, Teardrop
will play two sets. In early December they’ll
move it to Dublin.In early January it’llbein
the Hammersmith Palais. So far, the project’s
unpublicised, accounting for the uniquely low
turnout. But word will spread, and the crowds
will come. And Club Zoo aims to offer them
lots of surprises.

| stayed for nights one and two - four
Teardrop sets-and surprises there were.
There'sanew lineup for a start: Julian,
guitarist Troy Tate and drummer Gary Dwyer
remain, rejoined by their keyboardist of yore,
Dave Balfe (looking happy as asand boy,
despite his past differences with the
frontman), and abrand-new bass man, Ronnie
Francois. Then there’s Cope’s new haircut.

LIVERpg,
CI.UBZOgL -

LIVEy

~— NOVEMpgp

these “low-key” appearances
tobreakin gently.

“D’youlikeithere?Isitall
right like this?” Cope keeps
asking.Club Zooisapet
project of hisand manager
Bill Drummond,and he’s
anxious that the peculiar
circumstances shouldn’t
alienate the sparse audience.

“There'snoMarlborosin the
ciggie machine,” objects
somebody near the front.
“Ooareyer?” enquires
another. Perhaps Julian
shouldn’t have introduced
himself as “twee Edwyn from
Orange Juice”.

(As amatter of fact, Julian
Copehaschangedhisname to
Kevin Stapleton. “I'm supposed
to be championing, like,
ordinary people,” he explained
tome. “And Julian’ just seems
too wimpy. | thought ‘Kevin
Stapleton’had anice solid,
down-to earthsound toit.”)

“OK, what shall we do now?”

The crowd requested
“Geno”. What they did do, with
slight variations from one set
to another, was a handful of
faveson 45-“Treason”,
“Reward”, “Passionate Friend”
-and lots of unfamiliar stuff.

The presentation’s loose,
lots of playing around, song
selections made onthe spur
of the moment. But
thankfully it's more than
amererehearsalinfront
of apaying public. Teardrop,
ultimately, give agood, and
enjoyable, account of
themselves. Black bassist
Ronnie Francois (former
employmentincludes The Sinceros
and Lene Lovich’sband)is especially useful,
his playing adding a hard and spunky edge.
What with Cope beingin good voice too,
the new soundis more direct than they've
seemedinages.

Although the newest songs like “Colours
Fly Away” and “Falling Down Around Me”
come with a full complement of weirdness,
the overallimpressionis of alessindulgent
and more focused group.

The oldie “Sleeping Gas” sees Julian
revert to the bass awhile - more generally,
hessits astride abackwards chair or on astool
(the way that a torch singer should do). Like
“Leila Khaled Said” and “Seven Views Of
Jerusalem” suggest a vaguely Arabic flavour
- pity | chose tonight to unveil my Swinging
Rabbilook for Winter,’81-but attractively,
rather than pretentiously. In Liverpool’ Club
Zoo -before ahyper-critical, ego-deflating
crowd of old mates, rivals and all-purpose
piss artists - pretension wouldn’t have stood
achance. PaulDuNoyer




Keeping promises

MMOCT 31

persuasion—anight of extremes. Blue

Orchids, atlast, are more than sporadically
brilliant. Surpassing any pseudo-psychedelic
tendencies and those tense Television
comparisons, they're finally out on their own,
functioning on the brink between creativity and
chaos. A soaring Mancunian maelstrom of brittle
guitar, carousel organ, showband bass and jazz-
heavy drums, the Orchids are now! Watch, wait
and listen; there’s magic in the making. The
twilight world is theirs. And, after such intensity,
comes... the soothingbalm.

Aztec Camera’s manicured sound of preppy
suburbiainfiltrates againstbetter judgement;
seducesthebile that, thanks to McCartney,
instinctivelybaulks at pop ballads. With a soft-
smooch shuffle, amaudlin grasp ofmelodyand
bitter-sweetvocals, Camera effortlessly create what
only theinfamous Edwynand elusive Vic Godard
aspireto:anunembarrassed, white, loversrock.
“We CanSend Letters” and “Mattress Of Wire” are
already firm crowd favourites, and there’s plenty
more where they came from.

Both Cameraand the Orchids may delveinthe
pastto push for the future, butboth are currently
confounding expectations, growinginstature,
keepingtheir promises. At this stage, wecan't,
shouldn’t, but probablywill, ask for more. Well,
askaway... they’reready. SteveSutherland

P ASSIONAND POETRY, power and
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MarkE Smith:
staring, slumping,
seemingtoenjoyit
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Blue Orchids’
MartinBramah,
ex-Fall,delivers
“amaelstromof
brittle guitar”

CHNIC —

| Callous charisma

MMOCT 31

'|'HE ABSOLUTE BEAUTY of a deliberately planned

unprofessionalismis the potential it affords for compete

unpredictability. The Fall, more than any other surviving
contemporary outfit, have cheekily cultivated this fine art.
Theirunpredictability is their only predictability... or, to putit
more plainly, The Fall are still crap.

Mark Smith and his merrymercenaries attack entertainment
likeashoplifting spree, grab all the notes the audience needs
andkeep stuffing themselves, pilingitup untilitall tumbles out
inaheap onthe dancefloor. Two drummers now!-suchan
unruly megalomania, such acallous, comic charisma.

TheFall turn anti-entertainmentinto entertainment, ifyou
seewhatImean.Imean, IwishIcould seewhat THEY mean!
Markblathers on, works up asweat, works himselfinto alather,
doeshisQuasimodo slump and amphetaminestare... why? He
seems to enjoyit (I think).Ienjoyedittoo—atleast, Iremember
dancinguntilIgotbored. Perhaps thisis the protestagainst
rock’sreligion? Perhaps thisis the point?

I'venoideawhatsongstheyplayed—the sound wasso bad it
wasimpossible to distinguish one from another. Deliberate?
Look, I don’tunderstand The Fallany more than you do, but
Ireckon they're fun, and after over three years ofantagonistic
existence, that's one mightybig compliment. SteveSutherland

KISHI YAMAMOTO, JUSTIN THOMAS

THE FALL,
North London Polytechnic.
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“Worth
taking a.
chanceon”

THEJAM  THEBEAT

PAUL WELLER

—  DECEMBER 12—

|HERE’S A GREAT poster out now. It’s done old-movie style, titled Gone With The
nd, and it shows Margaret (Scarlett O’Hara) Thatcher in a passionate clinch with
ed actor Ronald (Rhett Butler) Reagan. The captionreads somethinglike: “She
dto follow him to the end of the Earth... He promised to organiseit.”
utlet’s forget thelunatics who’ve taken over the asylum, and look atsome
gtheirmodestbit to organise the planet’s survival -viamusic.

ganised acompilation LP entitled Life In The European Theatre.

one of the strongestlineups of British acts you could imagine
the album go to four causes— CND, Friends O

A TURBETT / GETTY

The most EXPLOSIVE

ove story ever

MILTON FRIEDMAN
In axsacistion with PENTAGON PRODUCTIONS presents

"GONE WITH
THE WIND®

She promised tofollow himto the end of the earth,
o s g He promised to oranise jt! 2, ®



raisefunds, getsome sort of message across and demonstrate the strength
offeeling on the nuclearissue among musicians of this generation.

Chasleft The Beattowork full-time on the project. Months of planning,
negotiation and arm-twistinglater, therecord’sready-to be put out
worldwide, through WEA, with sleevenotes by EP Thompson (the great
writer/campaigner) and musical contributions from such as The
Undertones, the Bunnymen, Stranglers, AuPairs, Clash, XTC, Duryand
Gabriel. Theirrecord companiesall co-operated, in the end, but the
groups’ enthusiasmwas total. (Linxwere keen too, but found outjust too
late.) SoImet Chas Mervyn to talkaboutitall.

Madness, Terry Hall of The Specials/Fun Boy Three and Bad Manners
—whoareallonthe LP-hoped to come along, but TOTPcommitments
wouldn’t allow. But The Jam—Rick Butler, Paul Weller, Bruce Foxton —
were there, takingabreather fromrecording, and sowas The Beat's Dave
Wakeling (fresh off the Birmingham InterCityand amarried man ofjust
24hours’ standing).

So...thisiswhatwe satround and said. Except that mybits have been
rewritten to make me seem witty, pithyand articulate.

ChasMervyn:Allalongit’sbeen the groups pushing. Iftheyhadn’tbeen
sokeenitwouldnever have happened, because we're asking people to
giveaway something for free. Thebands’ response has amazed meright
fromthestart.

NME:TheBeatwereinon theideaat thebeginning, weren’t
they, Dave?

Dave Wakeling: Yeah, we met people from the various organisations
whenwedid “Stand Down Margaret” (proceeds of which wentto the
anti-nuclear movement). When they saw there was money to be shared
out, theylosttheir differences, whereas before theynever trusted each
other. Sowe thoughtit'dbeagoodideato extendit.

Chas, howdid you decide who to approach?
CM:Itwas obvious that certain groups were concerned, justby the
material theywere writing, and then musicians would suggest others.
DW: There was hardly anyone who said no.
Paul Weller: (sharply) Who was the ones thatdid? Give us the names.
CM: (diplomatically) Later.

Whatwas The Jam’sreaction, Paul?
PW:We’d obviously doit. Itwas the first time we'd gotinvolved with
anythinglike this—notbecausewe’relazy, but, dunno, itwasonlythe
otherweekthatlactually evensentofffora CND membership. There
mustbe thousands of peoplewho are againstitbut don’t knowhowto get
involved. Samewithus.

DW:It’safearofjoiningorganisations. Assoon asthey getwell
organised they end up in-fighting, overwho’s gonnabessocial secretary
orsomething. Buthere, the thingwe're talkingaboutissoimportant,
evenifthatbickeringdoes goon, it’sstillworth takingachance onit.

PW:It's the thoughtofhavinga card aswell-it’slike joining the Boy
Scouts. Butit’swhatitachievesin the end, that’'swhatreally counts...
Thefollow-on fromall thiswould be getting peoplelike Sheena Easton
and The Nolansinvolved.

DW:Yeah, MORAgainst The Bomb. Probably

youngpeople beingwillingto protestin England. Whereasbeforeitused
tobejust Europewhere they’d have bigdemonstrations and England
would be apathetic.

RickBuckler: Young people have putitoutof theirmindsin this
countryforalongtime.

PW:But thatapplies to Britain politically anyway. Whereas you talk to
peopleinItalyor France, they’ve got definite political views.

Also theydon’thave thislong-standing, complex emotional tangle that
wehavewith America.

PW:ButIthinkthatfeelingischangingin England nowthatwe're only
like America’s sublet.

DW: We'rejust the fender on the front of the car: notanallyatall, just
acushion. One danger, though, now that people are thinking differently
aboutAmerica, you could easily fallinto the trap of thinking Brezhnev’s
great—andhe’sjustasuncaringasReagan.

PW:That'swhatIliked in Tony Benn’s speech attherally-thatyou've
gottoresistAmerican generalsand Russian generals.

DW:Yeah, hedidagoodspeech, reallygood.

Thisisthestigma, isn’tit, thatyou’re playinginto the Russians’
hand, that the Kremlinisrubbingitshandswith glee at the demosin
Western Europe?

DW:Thatyou're not even consciously communist, thatyou're being
duped. Buteverytime America stands up for South Africa or whatever,
the Kremlinrubsitshandswith glee. Theydon'tneed a marketingbudget
oftheirown, justkeep letting Americamake mistakes for them...

Troubleis, neither systemisworking at the moment. Anyonein power
canthink, iftheycan expand that'llmakeitlookbetter: all ofasudden
you've gotplentyof coal, plenty of steel, plenty of uniforms. Puthalfthe
unemployedinanarmyand getthemkilled, put the other halfin factories
makingweapons.

It'saquick, simple answer. Everyone can getaflagoutand feel proud
‘costhey’ve gotsomethingto fightforagain... We have to pretend thatall
thekidsonthe otherside of thelinereally hate us, so we've got to get them
orthey’llgetusfirst.

RB:Assoonasthelevel of understanding comes up, the better. And
obviouslyoneway of doingitis through theyouth.

DW: The main way of communication amongyoung people is music at
themoment. There ain’'tanewspaperyou canbuyeverydayand find out
what’shappening. Alot of young people rely on music, notjustasaway of
formingopinions, but ofkeepingtheir spirits up...We're trying to organise
afestivalin Austrianextyear-three-day event, 50,000 people—halffrom
the Eastand halffrom the West, with some bands from the Eastaswell.

That'dbe good:justtositinafield for three days with somebodyfrom
Poland. Areal education.

PW:Thatistheonlybarrier, propaganda.It’snotevenlanguage; you
canalways overcome that.

(ChasMervynexplainshowthe LP’s sleevenotes will be translated for
each countryofrelease, and all thevital contactaddresseswillalsovary.
Both Weller and Wakeling emphasise how travellingin groups hasmade
them aware ofwhat'shappeningaround the world, and ofhowmuch we
allhaveincommon.)

the majority of people who like groups on this
LPalreadyhold that viewanyway...The Nolans
were quiteinto doingit, butIdon’tknowifthey’d
beallowed to.
CM:It’snotasifit’sapoliticalissue, it’s
somethingthataffects everyone’slives.It’sjust
immoral tokillmillions of people.
PW:It'saquestion ofyour future. At theroot
ofiteveryone’sinterested in their own future,
sothat’llgetacross tomostpeople.
DW:It'sfunny:Ithinkitishavingan effect,
‘cosIdon’tusually think that pop musicdoes
haveanyeffect. Butthefactthatgroupsare

“It’s
embarrassing
to think we
could destroy
ourselves”

ThisLP contrasts with the American No Nukes
release. Thisisdirectlypolitical, and
specificallyanti-war, where thatone was more
narrowly environmental, rich West Coast
dodos, an extension of Me Generation politics.

DW: We definitelylearned somelessons from
that.Itmade thewhole thingreallyrespectable
and comfortable, somethingto stickon your
coffeetable and youdon'thave to thinkabout
itanymore. Inthe end there wasloads of
American groupsjustdashingto geton that
LP,whentheirrecord companies were saying,
‘Doyourealiseyour two biggest competitors are
onthisrecord?’

involved has somethingto dowith so many

DOWN IN THE FALLOUT

CM:ButIthinkall
thebandswho’vebeen
involved with thishave
madeitvery clear from
thebeginninghow
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TheBeatin1981:
(back,l-r) Andy Cox,
RankingRoger, David
Steele,Everett
Morton;(front) Dave
WakelingandSaxa

theyfeel. Andinstead ofbeingsomelimp LP that
happensto haveits proceeds goingto a cause, ithas
some points to make, with areal strength offeeling.

DW:Probablythebestwaytosellitin America
would betheideathatifthere’sanuclearwar, record
saleswould plummet...

BAD MANNERED PHONECALL from
ALouis Alphonso.
Directfrom the Top Of The Pops studio,
Bad Manners’ guitarist Louisrangmeto explain
theirinvolvement (namely offering the album’s one
previouslyunreleased cut, “Psychedelic Eric”). When theywere
approached, hesaid, theyaccepted right away.

Although “...Eric” itselfisnot especially anti-nuclearin content, the
move’sabitsurprisingfrom a group thatlikes to avoid politics.

“Wehavebasicpolitical beliefs,” Louisreplies. “But we don’tlike to
preach them.”

Much asherespects groupslike The Clash and Specials, Bad Manners
justdon’tfeelit’sthemto gettoo seriousinsong. Thatsaid, they’'lluse an
opportunitylike this LP to make a gesture of support for something
important. And then the pips went.

PW:Thebiggestenemyisthemedia, especially the daily papers. Like
the Right To Work march from Liverpool, thatwas putdownin the papers
asmore communistinfiltration and all this crap.

DW:Ithinkthis causeisgood, becauseit’s harderto discredit. Youdon't
have tomake ahuge political decision to decide youdon’twantto be
blownup. It’s fairly common sense. Butyeah, itis dangerous when the
mediahave avestedinterestin the news and what people are meantto
think. Asthesituationbecomes more extreme, then music becomes
more and more importantasameans of communication.

PW:Well, at the presenttimeit’s the only form of media without some
sortofcensorship.

DW:Yes, ‘cos the peoplein control thinkit'sallableedingracket
anyway. Soyou can getaway with some fairly serious thingsin yoursongs
and theypass totallyunnoticed.

PW: Musicisacommunication system for young people, butfor people
ingeneralit’sthe daily papers. Whatever yousee splashed on the front
page of The Sun, that’s your topic for the day.

DW:Andeveniftheydon’ttotallybelieveitall, it’sstill depriving them
ofrealinformation, soitworksjustaswell. Alotof people go, “Nay, I don'’t

believe whatIreadin the papers”, butit’swhat they don’tread there as well.

THE JAM

PW:Attherootofit,whatIfind the most
frustratingis thatit’s the same thingit’s
alwaysbeen: the majority, whichisus, is
ruled by aminority.

CM:Andyetthat minorityare the only ones
whoaresafeifthereisanuclearwar.

DW:Ido sometimes think thatit'sawhole
con, and the Americans and Russians know
whattheplanisforthenext10years, and
theyneedtokeep theirpopulationsinastate
offearto maintain theirrespective positions.
Andifitisthat, thenit’san evenbiggerwaste
ofmoney...

It'simportant that the LP’s musicis fairly
different, ‘cosit’s dangerous to have afashion
thingwhereit’s “in” thisweek toweara CND
badge. Thenall ofasudden, ifthat type of
group goes outoffashion, the people don’t

wanttowearaCND badge,
AD MANNERS becauseit’s musicallywhat
L-MADN ESS was happeninglastweek.

It'simportant toshowthe
issueasbeingbigger than
its constituentparts. In
alotofwaysit’safairly
fickle situation, the pop
world. And stufflike
wanting tosurvive should
bemoreimportant...

Itisembarrassingto think
thatwe could destroy
ourselves, y'knowwhatI
mean? Youjustfeel aprat, for
beingpartofasystem that
can’'tdoanybetter than that.

RB:It’slike knowing
something’sgonnafallon
youand notbotheringto get
outtheway.

DW: We certainly feel
capable of more than that.
Anyoneyoutalktoinapub
feelsinfinitely capable of better than that... And thisnonsense of, “Give
usafuture.” They don'townyour future; it'syour future, just takeit. The
questionis, are weresponsible enough to take our own futures?

(A pregnant pause. We slurp our tea. Paul Weller criticises the insensitivity
of all centralised authority. Chas Mervyn relates theyear’sriots to that same
dogmaticlack of official imagination.)

DW:That’s the problem with the system at the moment. They’re trying
tomake this early-1950s suit fit somebodywho’sliving in the 1980s. So
theykeep havingto puttucksinit,and hemsand darts to makeitfit,
rather than saying perhaps we should have anewjacket for the '80s.

IthinkMargaret Thatcher was genuinely shocked when theriots
happened, really surprised that people were thatangry.Iused to think
shewasdead callous, butIthinkshe’s just dead out of touch as well! Not
aclue, andyetshe’smakingdecisions on our behalf.

NNYMEN-THE BEAT
THE BLOCKHEADS
ERTOMNES- AU PAIRS

UROPEAN THEATRE

NME:Itmusthave been embarrassing for her, ifnothing else, when she
meetsall the other heads of state. Like going to a posh partywhen your
ownkids have justcrapped on the frontlawn...

case of the man who spent thousands on a nuclear shelter for
hisback garden. When he went out to checkit, it was flooded:
itwaslettingtherainin.
“Soundslike anIrishbomb shelter,” said Bruce Foxton. “Onewith
asunroof.”
“Great!” laughed Dave Wakeling. “‘Bomb Shelter With A Sunroof’. Ifyou
lotdon’tusethatforalyric, thenwe will.”
And, given The Beat’sdedication to this album projectsince theword
go, maybeit’sright the lastword should go to Dave... Dave?
“Yeah, well, ifitall goeswrong, could we justsayitwas TheJam’'sidea?”
Paul DuNoyer ®

M EANWHILEABSURDITIES MOUNT up. I mentioned the

FIN COSTELLO / GETTY
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“WeTe
almost like
Pink Floyd”

In the eye of the new

romantic pop-star storm
with ] MELODY MAKER

= = ICK: “I'VEJUST ked h
Rlvals WIth spandau Bﬁ“ﬂt. many more blokZifreio%ﬁlZétiiﬁlr
u igs this ti d...” Why’s that?
Besieged by teenage fans. ecause they ve heard that somany
Can they keep their ® Shetteld, Manchester. D
y p Duran... acollection 0? “(llzreyleszlls/ferflsgfires”}.l .r:(rnl this
headbands whenallabout  iomance.

Sandraturned up in Southampton, screamed out front,

them al’e IOSI “g thﬂl I‘S? blagged herwaybackstage and made demands. Poorlittle
11 L) L) L] rich girl; alreadyhad everything daddy could buy. Wanted
I “ be mad bﬂfﬂl'e I m 20, somethingmore. Andy offered an old pair of socks; she
= rabbed them, hoppedinthe Rollsand was gone.
says keys man N Ick Rhﬂdﬁs. & AtelephoneringsinaBirmingham suburS: “Hello.It’s
Sandra. CanIspeaktoAndy, please? Oh, Andy; I got your
numberfrom Simon Le Bon’sdad. Iranghim pretending to
beanoldfriend.I'msorry.Thopeyoudon'tmind... but,
look, I've still gotyour socks. Theyrein a plasticbagon my
bedroomwall. OhAndy! Canlcomeand seeyou?
Click.Sothisisseduction...
Inthe corridor’shalf-light, the chambermaid fumbles
thekeyin thelock, pushes open myhotelroom door
(number 642... themanin325diedlastnight!), turnsand
brazenlywinks.

“You'rewiththeband, aren’tyou? Well, aren’tyou the

lucky one? You've got the doublebed...”

Well, Ialways considered myself slow, often downright
stupid, butnowIreckonImustbe prematurely
senile. Honest, the wordsjust formed by
themselves: “Ta. OK, love, I'llraffleitlater.
Bye...” Sothisissuccess...

10 yards of Sheffield City Hall’s stage

door. A three-second sprint should
see the boys safely out, in the back and away.
Twenty minutes later they’re still stuckin »

T HEMERCEDES DRAWS up within

ANDRE CSILLAG / REX FEATURES
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DuranDuranintheir
hometown, Birmingham,in

May1981:(l-r) JohnTaylor,
SimonLeBon,NickRhodes,
Roger Taylorand Andy Taylor
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the froston thelimoroof, scratched, mauled, buffeted, bruised,
surrounded by dozens of small screaming girls who're just desperate
tolove themto death...

Sothisismyinsanity...

“MyGod!Whatastupid question! Thatgirl’s just said, ‘Do you know
you'revery good-looking?’ Imean, what sortof questionis that?”

Johnshoveshis champers, steakand chips across the table at
Manchester’s flashy Legend nightclub and resigns himselfto increased
interruptionand acute indigestion.

“Idon’tmind, really.Imean, therewasatime when Simon gotreally
pissed offand started acting a bit cocky, saying—y’know-‘Tdon’twant to
knowaboutthislot’, andit’sreallyhard forme to go down the Rum Runner,
becauseall the girls bitch atmy girlfriend and all the blokes go, ‘Coo,look!
He’swearingthe same clothes he wore twoweeks ago—whatatramp!’

“Butthenagain, I'dreallyhateitiflwentoutand nobodynoticed me at
all-thenI'dstartgettingreallyworried...”

Nicksighs: “I'thinkI'llbe mad before I'm 20. Imean, I go out shoppingor
somethingand firstthere’s three orfour people and then afewmore and
thenafewmore, juststandingstaringatme and
then, suddenly, 'm surrounded...”

Asifbydivineintervention, littlemiss sweet 16in
frillyblouse, decorative headband -y’know, the full
newromanticregalia—chooses thismomentto cease
her doe-eyeing, take adeep breath and stumble
forward. Herarmsslap around Nick’s shoulders,
pulling his painted head towards herand theirlips

“Hedoesputon
weightveryeasily”:
SimonLeBonfronts
DuranDuranat
Birmingham Odeon,
December21-23,1981
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meet forabriefmoment. Shereels, swoons, her eyesrollbackand she hits
thefloorinadead faint, justlike so much meat. “Oh Christ,” groans Nick.
“That’sneverhappened before...”

Sothisisroutine...

The call cameinahurry. The Stray Cats have blown out The Oxford
Roadshow, will Duran fillinand mime “My Own Way?” But of course, all
good publicity. Themanbehind the camerasays: “Plenty of time—you're
notdueontillathird of theway through the show.”

Mandy starts to administer makeup, the door burstsopenanda
breathlessgirl tangled in wires and clamped inside headphones shrieks
hysterically: “Come!Please! Quick! You're on NOW!”

makes for the dressing-room door and smirks: “Hey Steve, look
atNick. He’s overdone the eyeliner again. Hey Nick! Youlook like
ableedin’ pandabear!”

Thefirstverseisalreadyhalfoveras thelast Duranie (theirword,
notmine)-that’sdrummer Roger-finally makesitonto the set, still
applyingmascara. Theboys crackup-such
adelightful disaster...

“We'vebecomeveryrelaxed these days,”
Nickinformsmelater. “We're almostlike Pink
Floyd or something.Imean, atthe beginningwe
used toworryallthe time. [remember when
Spandaustarted gettingall that publicity, [went
tocheckthem outat the Botanical Gardensjust
toseewhethertheyreallywere corneringthe
disco-rhythm market. Of course, thank God,
theywere useless...

“See, when we started, we werejust five men
inaboatrowingouttosea, but Spandaugot
amotorboatandroared pastusoutintothe
middle. Now they'verun out of petroland we've
gotouroars, we'rerowingpastthemalland
they'rejustsinking. Hey!I think that’s a pretty
goodanalogy, don’tyou?

“I'lltellyouwhat-that tour we did supporting Hazel
O’Connor did us somuch good. It meant we played
everywhere from Manchester Apollo to the Marquee,
tested them out, learned howto win an audience.

“Like Chris Speddingsaid to me, Ifyourehearse
nine days aweek, youbecome verygood atrehearsing;
ifyouplaynine dates aweek, youbecome every good at
playinglive.”

Johnagrees: “Wereallywanted to playliveand it paid
off. Thekidswho come to see us—-Iknowwho theylike.
Icanseetheirbadges;it’sus, The HumanLeague,
OrchestralManoeuvres... andIaskthem, ‘Whatabout
Spandau?’ and theysay, ‘Oh, theynever play, they’ve
becomeallsnobby’...”

Suddenly the chauffeurbuttsin: “You'llnever guess
what, Nick-some old girl justasked me averypersonal
question aboutyou.”

“What’s that?”

“Sheaskedifyou’rebisexual.”

“Andwhatdid yousay?”

“Yes, heisn’t...”

“That’sagood answer.”

Sothisisstardom...

ICKHATES LEAVING the fansin vain outin
| \ | the cold; can stillremember hanging around
waiting to pester his own personal heroes.
Andy agrees: “Ifyou're not gonnasee them, atleast you
should let them knowwhen you're gone.”
Notsolongback, Andywasin the samesortof crowd
himself-helping demolish David Bowie’s Roller outside
Newcastle City Hall.
The transition from hunters to hunted was swiftand
surprising. Howhasitchanged you, John?
“Well, we’ve become alot more confident now. We
don’tseek other people’s opinions so much; we feel we're

S IMON NONCHALANTLY ADJUSTS his silly red-towel headband,

EARTH



A weighty lifelessness

NME JUL 4

Duran Duran EMI

Everybody’s already talked far too much
aboutit, this modern dance, this new romance
that has thrown out the old and usheredin
the few. This fancifully dressed elite has
dazzled New Yorkinto thinking that London
swings again. NY’s all-embracing acceptance
of the peacocks has endowed their vain
strutting with animportanceit previously
lacked, possibly convincing them that London
really could be overrun with pirates,
highwaymen Elizabethans and gringos.
However, they better keep talking as notall
of usare convinced.

Not that convictionis at allimportant -
talkingitselfis what this new breed is best at:
they entertain through the gossip columns,
colour supplements and, when luck will have
it, chat shows, selling the image first with the
products to follow shortly. In such amedia-
preoccupied scene Duran Duran thus
begin atadisadvantage, beingbased so
far away in Birmingham. They've also
eschewed the elitist games of the Blitz
crowd by quite honestly and accurately
professing theirhome-grownscene tobe
rootsier and more fun-orientated inits
pursuit of finery. Their less nonsensical
utterings haven’thampered themso far,
but their dourly earthy qualities
undeniably dim theirimpact. Bettera
delicately embroidered white lie than the
rather plain truthin this particular arena.

SpandauBalletand Visage have
understood this only too well. They and
their gaggle of publicists and pariahs have

capable ofjudging for ourselves.Idon’t
reallytakeanynotice ofthe pressthese
days.Imean, 'm moreinterested in what
mymum thinks of ourrecords than what

the paperssayaboutthem. Sure, you take
notice sometimes, because sometimesit
hurts-likewhen theystarted saying Simon was
fat. We'd say, ‘Well, yeah, Sime, you'll have to
watchit’,because he does puton weightvery
easily. Butifwestarted to bereally swayed by
pressopinion, I thinkthatwould betheend...”

That'snotwhatIwasgettingat...

“OK, Tknow. Theworst thing that could have
happened touswould have been the ego thing.
LikeJulian Cope-hehasn’tgotanyone to
intervene; hisbandjustsays, ‘Yes,Julian,
anythingyousay.’ Butwithusthere’snoone
person; there’s always four other pairs ofboots
readyto goin, four other pairs ofhandsreadyto
pullyoudown.It’savery democratic outfit.
Copecan’tdecide whetherhewantstobeapop
staroranintellectual...

“Youspeakforyourself-I'minto pure pop.I'd muchratherbeapop star.
We've been gettingalot of slagging for attemptingnothing more than
pure entertainment, y’know, all that ‘let them eat smoked salmon’
business. Butthat’s so hypocritical, because whatabout Adam? What
about Funkapolitan? They're no different but they don’t get slagged
becausethat’sallfun forthe feetnot the head, soit’ssupposedtobe OK...”

“People are always slaggingus offfor being contrived” continues Nick.
“Ithinkoursisoneoftheleastcontrived albumsin thelast 10 years.

bundled together ajumble of chic, theatrical
wardrobe and delighted, self-satisfied
squealsinto aboldly appealing manifesto
powerful enough tointimidate outsidersinto
believing they’re missing out on something,
whereas Duran Duran can only conjure up
about as much mystique as the early, ham-
fisted Japan. They make all the “right” moves,
but they make them too tentatively. They're
tootied to the accepted steps to surprise us
and they're too knowing to pass as naive
explorers. Worse, they refuse to acknowledge
that to this new breed of tasteful consumers
the appearance of disposability, of transience,
is essential - even if, like Spandau Ballet, they
want to make a career out of it. For their debut
LP they've sought proper guidance by
commissioning a Malcolm Garret/Assorted
Imagessleeve and a Colin Thurston (ex Bowie
and Magazine) production.

DURAN ——
DurAN

“Ithink ours
is one of the
least contrived
albums in the
last 10 years”

around, too.

DURAN DURAN

Theresultisasensibly packaged,
respectably safe and self-consciously worthy
record thatbelies the promised glamour of
their two earlier singles - bothincidentally
included here.

These two songs established their
individuality, where most of the rest
contentedly rearranges stock scenery -and
then none too skilfully. Possessed with their
ownimportance, Duran Duran haven’t got
the wit or lightness to play around with the
scene’s key words and phrases, as do
Depeche Mode. Instead, like Ultravox, they
attempt to create magnificent artifices from
swirls of synths and guitars overimposing
disco-rock foundations. Duran Duran’s
collapse through their weighty lifelessness,
though thisis partly the fault of Colin
Thurston'’s lacklustre production, which
reduces stridently colourful highlights to fit
the densely homogenous whole.

Theirsongsroll gracelessly and inexorably
forward with all the ponderousness and
implied artfulness of ayoung Barclay James
Harvest. The best, surprisingly, sounds most
like those old hacks. Called “Friends Of
Mine”, it twists and spins its mass of
sounds into an engaging chorus with
awitty panache lacking elsewhere -
the twosingles excepted.

Musically, the laborious Duran
Durandon’treally conformto the new
breed of self-described stylists’
hedonistic ethics; that they cropupin
their playlists alongside electro-disco,
funk andjazzislessinrecognition of
Duran Duran’s class than the fact that
they're one of the few groups to have
been produced by the ranks.

Duran Duran only confirm that, for
the moment, this breed makes better
consumers than creators. ChrisBohn

Imean, Spandauare contrivedin every
way, heavymetal’s contrived with all the
tighttrousers and guitarsolos, Rondo
are contrivingall that brass thing, but
wejustdidn’tcarewhen we did that
album; wejustdid whatwe wanted to do.
“See, people never seemto getusright; they
either thinkwe’re a stupid conlike thenewBay
CityRollersor theytake ustoo seriously—
y’know, good musicians, good image, all that.
We'reneither, really, we'rein-between.”
Sothisisbonvoyage...

atfourin the morningover the tour
programme error which lists his favourite
musicians as “Bowie and ELO” instead of
“Bowie and Eno”.
“Look, yousod, whydon'tyou come to
Leicester tomorrow?”
Ican’tifyouwantto make our Christmasissue.

I "M STILLTAKING the piss out of Nick

“Ohwell. It'sbeen nice havingyou around anyway.”
Nowthere’san apposite phrase—it’snice havingDuran Duran

At10the nextmorningI'm creeping out of thelift on mywayhome. The
foyeris crawlingwith girls.

“Areyouthedrummer?” asksone.

“No, helooks morelike John’sbrother,” says another.

“Areyoureallyhisbrother?” she gasps.

Imustadmitit-Itoldalie. SteveSutherland ®
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Readers’ letters

MM/NME JUL-DEC

Stoned while

trying to keep seat

Havingbeenan

ardentbelieverin
theintegrity of Mr Robert Dylan
forsome considerable time now,
Ifeltitnecessarytovoicemy
discontentatthe apparent
disarray over tickets for his
forthcomingconcertsatthe NEC
inBirmingham. After obeyingall
therulesspecified for purchase of
threeticketsand duly sending off
mypostal orderat £8.50 per ticket
(plus 30p ticketbooking charge)
for Saturday, July 4, Isubsequently
received three tickets for Sunday,
July5,all£7.50 seats.

Firstly,Icanlive with the fact
thatThaveto organise alternative
arrangements to make the Sunday
date, bearinginmind therare
opportunityofseeingthe guyin
concertonceagain.
Secondly, Iam prepared to put

upwithbumseatsasatthevery

least I have tickets, despite the fact
thattheywere applied forassoon
asdateswere announced.
Butthethird and finalannoying
little factorIcannotacceptishow
Iambeingripped offfor three
miserable quid withoutany
mention ofarefund for the sum
when tickets were sent.
Icanvisualise the mammoth
task of distributing tickets, but
Iamsure Harvey Goldsmith etal
willbewell taken care of when
the euphoriaisover. Money
doesn’ttalk, itswears!
GARY GROVE, TennysonRd,
Coventry (MM Jul 4)

Nice Bob if you can get it
Asaninveterate Dylan Fanwho
hasfollowed withaninsatiable
appetite theman, hismusicand
psyche formoreyearsthanIcare
tostate, Iwouldlike tosay thatthe
Earls Courtconcertlattended was
ajoytocradle.

The criticswho philosophise
with their pens can cutall they

wish, but to the 140,000 disciples
who paidtoseehim, everything
inthegarden, ifnotlovely,isfar
better cultivated than the
wilderness thathas grown
around himinthe past20years.

COLINBRINTON, ColchesterRoad,

Wix, Essex (MM Jul18)

Atlantic crossing
Whendidyoulastcallyour
girlfriend “baby”? Cananyone
tellme why so many British
bandsand performerssstill find it
necessary to Americanise their
songs? Many English vocalists
seem toadoptafalse American
accentwhen theysing—justlisten
to their pronunciation of words
like “dance” or “chance”.

Bandsendlesslysingabout their
“baby”, whichisnotonly the most
overusedword in pop butjustisn’t
inanywayanEnglish expression.

Theworstcasesarewhenyougo
andseesomelocalband who have
never been outside of Bromley
passionatelyscreeching cliched
lineslike: “Twas cruisin’ down the
high way with mybaby”, “I've been
runnin’onempty fortoo long” or
“Iain’tgotadimeforthe phone”.

It'snotthatIdon’tlike
American material, butI prefer
tohearitsungbygenuine US
artistswho can performitwith
abitofcredibility.

Fortunately, thingshave been
gettingbetterrecently. Peoplelike
Squeeze, lan Duryand Madness
arewritingsongs aboutthereal
world and aren’tfrightened of
singing themin Englishaccents.

Butbeware!Keep yourears
open!Therearestill plenty of
otherswhosebrains cruise
down Sunset Boulevard while
theirbodiesare cruisingdown
Penge High Street.
MELVINRUTTER, CroftRoad,
Norbury, London (MM Sept19)

Hard rock and a hard place
Thursday 12th November,
Newcastle—Gillan

Friday 13th November,
Newcastle—Gillan

Saturday 14th November,
Newcastle-Gillan

Sunday 15th November,
Newcastle—Gillan

Monday 16th November,
Newcastle—Judas Priest

Tuesday 17th November,
Newcastle—JudasPriest

Andthosepratsonthetelly
wonderwhy there’saglue sniffin’

andalcoholprobleminthearea.
CHRISMOISER, Fenman,
Newcastle (NME Nov 28)

Last words on lan Curtis

Ithinkit'stime some essential
thingsweresaid aboutIan Curtis
and theway criticsromanticise
and sentimentalise his suicide.
Whywon'ttheyaccept thefact
thathewasaFAILURE?
ChrisBohnwrites: “Let’s take
consolationinthefactthatlan
Curtis’sdeath didn’tso much
bringJoyDivision’sjourneyto the
heartofdarknesstoanabrupthalt
asfreezeitforalleternityatthe
brinkofdiscovery.”Igetthe
feelingthat ChrisBohndoesn’t
haveacluewhatIan Curtiswas
writingabout; hisjourneytothe
heartofdarknesswasn’tleading
anywhere exceptsixfeetunder.
Criticsseemto believe thathis
deathwasincidental to the music.
Wrong. Ian Curtis’ state of mind,
asportrayedinthelaterlyrics
especially, clearlyneeds some
drasticalteration.
Hiswaywasalittle too drastic.
Ninety per centof the Closerlyrics
presentthe distressing picture of
IanCurtisfallingapartatthe
seams. For example, the guiltin
“Mother I tried, please believeme/
I'mdoingthebestthatIcan/I'm
ashamed of the things I've been put
through/I'm ashamed of the person
Iam”;thetotal disenchantment
withlifeitself-“Existence, well
whatdoesitmatter?”
Hesawloveashis destiny. No
onetookhisdreamsaway. Things
becamesounbearable thathe
killed himself. Cop-out. It seems
stupid to glorify anyone’sinability
to copewithlife, no matter how
well theyarticulateit.Itseemsat
times thatcertain critics’ thinkwe
shouldaimtoattain the status of
anlan Curtisbefore he died.
Personally, I'd rathernotgo on the
road tonowhere.
PS:1doactuallylikeJoy Division
ahellofalotbutresentwhatI
thinkis the distorted, pompous
imageyougive them.
JBINGHAM, London SW15
(NMEDec12)

And finally

Wake up, NME! Your trousers
arearound yourankles!

CRose, Bradford-on-Avon,
Wiltshire (NMEDec5)

Thanks. We wondered where the
draught was comingfrom-Ed.
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RA: THE MAN FROM SK

SY SWITCHBLADE CONAN 1N COLOUR i

Coming next...
in 1082!

OTHAT WAS 1981. Broooce!

Certainly, that’snotit from ourreporters on the beat. The
staffers of NME and Melody Maker enjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythms ofadiversifyingscene; as the times changed, so did
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories

thathave come to assume mythical status.

That’s very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rockwill be bringing you verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsinpop culture, oneyearamonth, oneyearatatime. Nextup, 1982!

U2

ON THE ROAD to world domination with the Irish band. “That old
cliche of rock'n’roll rebellion is a joke at this stage,” says Bono. “It’s so
conservative, you could actually write a rulebook, you know, on how to
behave as arock’n’roll rebel... and I think rebellion starts within your
own heart. Dyeing your hair red is not necessarily any indication of a
menaceatall.”

THE BIRTHDAY PARTY

ON THE ROAD with Nick Cave and his demented post-punkband. “The
band’sjustalittle monster we've created that we don’t seem to have any
control over any more,” says bass player Tracy Pew. “It’s like the nerve
reaction when you pull offaspider’slegand itkeeps on kicking...”

DEXYS MIDNIGHT RUNNERS

“I BUY ONE music paper every week, usually the NME,” says Kevin
Rowland, returning to the interview fray. “Ileaf through itand I try to
read it, but when I get halfway through an article I just have to put it
down. The way musicians go on about their music makes mesick...”

PLUS...

SCRITTI POLITTI!
THE ASSOCIATES!
0ZZY 0SBOURNE!
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Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1981.
“Thosememories comeback to hauntme/They hauntmelike a curse”

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN REMINDED
THEWORLD HOW TO DREAM

THE CUREUNVEILED ADRAMATICNEW SOUND
BOBDYLANGRANTED ARARE AUDIENCE

...and THE SPECIALS, U2, PAULWELLER,
BLACKSABBATH, ADAM ANT and many more shared
everythingwith NME and MELODY MAKER

More from UNCUT...

il

o
.

INK EMOY D

| WWW.UNCUT.CO.UK |




