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incidentally about the world in general. “If I want to read
about CND or unemployment, I'll buy the Times.”
The Motorhead frontman is right and he’s wrong. Things
have certainly got serious. In addition to the suspicion there
willbe animminent nuclear attack, British Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher
now offers the young people of the UK some more concrete worries: high
unemploymentand awarin thesouth Atlantic.

Dulysome of the music 0of 1982 is serious too. Records by the Clash and Robert
Wyatt address specifically the violent dramas unfolding at home and on the
global stage. The explosive music made by our cover star Nick Cave, and his
group the Birthday Party, meanwhile, offers adramaticand catharticrelease to
the dissatisfaction of the time.

Perversely, it is also a time for a flowering of glossy “new pop”, which seems
actively to represent the Conservative Party’s policy of putting yourself first.
DuranDuranareintheirimperial phase. Onahappiernote, TheJam, avibrant
force since punk, decide — at the peak of their powers - to quit before they
become as complacent. Norare UKartists the onlyactive ones. Writers meet US
superstarslike RickJames, rejoice in newwork by Marvin Gaye and impressive
shows by Neil Youngand Talking Heads.

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

In the pages of this seventeenth edition, dedicated to 1982, you will find
verbatim articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action,
whereveritmaybe.

Thatmight mean talkingwith Paul Weller about “artschoolwankers”. Having
acup ofteawith Kevin Rowland and Van Morrison. Even discussing drugs, (and
The Slits) with William S Burroughs and Brion Gysin.

Perhaps, in such stimulating company, there’s reason to be optimistic, after
all. Even an old hand canignore some of the bad stuff.

“You might get rid of some of that,” Lemmy tells NME’s Gavin Martin. “You
looklike afun-lovinglad...”

T’S GOT Abit straitlaced of late,” says Lemmy, speaking about
his interviewer’s employer, the New Musical Express, but also
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ontents

6 Bowieis Baal. Ozzybitesabat.
RickJamesexplainshis
remarkable rise. IntroducingFelt
and Monsoon.

1 2 “Webuiltthisband abouta
spark,” says Bono, as the singer

explainshis take on God, “Zeppo”
and themagicofbeinginaband.

1 8 New Order develop their
technological and emotional
new music.

20 Anaudiencewith the singer

(and hisdwarf) inthebar, at the
Alamo, injailand then, finally,
onstage.

26 TheunassumingBasildon

band ponder life withoutVince

-
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Clarke. Newalbum A Broken Frame
mightnotplease the critics, butit
shows apossible wayforward.

32 RobertWyatt’s Nothing Can
Stop Us.Alongwith new ones from
IronMaiden, Richard & Linda
Thompson, and Jimmy Page.

3 4 Thenew post-Specials

formation. Lynval Golding
recounts hishorrificrecent attack,
“Ghost Town” and the demise of
their formerband.

40 Joe Strummeris missing!

Introducing...Yazoo and taking
anAmerican politicslessonwith
GilScott-Heron.

46 Immediately before they

joinforces,

H STEREO
33 RPM

DEAD JOE (3.08)

¢ OfamgLTufw

BenWattand Tracey Thorn
explaintheir present
musicand whatthey
hopetoachieve.

50 ThenewRoxy

Musicalbum. The
Clash’s Combat Rock
lines upagainstDuran
Duran’s Rio.

22

BillyMackenzie
andAlanRankine
explaintheirunique,
operatic, potentially
world-beating
sound.

56 Green Gartside

talks political theory
andsoul. Scritti, he
says, areactually
aone-manband.

60....

Davis comesto
Hammersmithwith
abandfeaturingguitarist
Mike Stern.

62 Joeisback! But

now Topper’s gone! Theband
accountfortheirstrangerecent
developments—notleastthefact
they'reinthecharts.

66 Apromising, slightly

paranoid youngmusician called
MattJohnson talksnightmares,
sell-outs, and hisunique
one-manband.
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71 The Cure, wronged by MM -
twice! TheJamvs The Clash! These
and more from the mailbag.
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72 RobertWyattreleases

anewsingle, “Shipbuilding”.
Introducing Eurythmics.
Lemmy givesastate of therock
world address.

78 Nick Caveand hisband

takeaviolentrampage across
Europe. “Eeech,” hesays, “I've got
blood onthe end of myboot.”

84 It’'s Hardby The Who.

The Party’s Overby Talk Talk.
Meanwhile, look outbands: Paul
Weller reviews the singles!

86 Asearchinginterviewwith

KevinRowland, nowpursuing
anewsound andanewlook. “You
thinkmy clothesare scruffy?”

94 TalkingHeads and the Tom

Tom Club storm WembleyArena.

9 6 Afteryearsinopposition,

The Stranglersfind themselvesin
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theheartofthe mainstream, and
enjoyingsuccesswith “Golden

Brown”.It’s “notabout heroin”.

Adebutalbum from PsychicTV. Theband
1 0 0 Onimport, Prince’snew one 1999. defend themselves
Thenation’snewestTV againsttheir critics.
channellaunches anew pop show: 11 6 It’'salldown to Roxy, !st )
The Tube.Jimmy Pagein court. TheFinal Academy they confess. HA ”A.&E,’fﬁf"g'ﬂ{ _.,OD EON

MMvsBauhaus. Introducing...
Wham!

1 0 6 Edwyn Collinsunleashes

vitriolonthe “newpop”. Anew
member, Zeke Manyika, brings
aninterestingbackstory.

1 1 0 From the Blondie fan club

totheblues...Jeffrey Lee Pierce’s
lifehasbeenastrangetrip.
Ajourneythrough Americanroots.

3

1 14 Marvin Gaye’s electronic,

sensual newwork, Midnight Love.

brings Burroughs to Britain,
accompanied byhis pal Brion
Gysin. Theinfluential pairtalk
drugs, control, and The Slits.

120 Neil Youngreturnsto

the UKwithabandfeaturing
Nils Lofgren.

12 2 Afry-upwith the new

kingofclubland. Boy George wryly
enjoys thelimelight.

Y

130 Thesingingdrummer

revealshowhis marriage cameto
anend, and howhissolo career
cametobe.Andyes, hecanstillbe
the drummerin Genesis, thanks!

1 3 4 Frontman Robert Smith

pondersthe nature ofhisband,
and insists that people who think
The Curearemiserable have
simply missed thejoke.

TICKETS ON SALE NOW CHECK BOX OFFICES #¢

1 3 8 Paul Wellerand band

quitwhilethey’reahead, before
countryhouses and complacency
setin. Their triumphantfinal
showsarereviewed.

1 45 Whatwillwe dowithout

TheJam? Genesis drummer
throws down epistolary gauntlet,
and more from the mailbag.
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0ZZY 0SBOURNE, U2,

DEPECHE MODE, FUN
BOY THREE AND MORE

A tramp with an
gar for a song

MM FEB 13

for buying Mari Wilson singles at the Virgin
Megastore, David Bowie returns to the public eye
atthebeginning of March.
HemakeshisBBCTVdramadebutonMarch2in
Bertold Brecht’s Baal, an hourlong production, which
isterriblymeaningful and full of Brechtian social
comment. Bowie playshisless thanurbaneself,
appearingasatrampwith anearforasong.
Tomarktheoccasion, RCAarereleasingan EP of
songs from the play on February 26. Bowie sings five
Brechtcompositions, “Baal’s Hymn”, “Ballad Of The
Adventurers”, “RememberingMarieA”, “The
Drowned Girl” and “Dirty Songs”.
Bowie, meanwhile, isreported to be goinginto the
studiosinthe springtorecord hisfirstalbum of new
material since Scary Monsters.

AFTERALENGTHYperiod of inactivity, except

F ROCK 1982



DavidBowieinthe
titlerole of director
AlanClarke’s1982

adaptationof Baal
fortheBBC
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“MeandNeil

[Young]werelike
studentsinlife”:
RickJamesin1982

“I’'m not your usual
American performer”

MM JAN 23

LASHBACK TO THE tail end of '81.
Asacrificial policeman gets kicked
around the stage of the LA Forumby

super vixens. The Stone City Band - tall blacks
instacked heels - pumpithard and tight. And

what do the kids do? They go apeshit, of course.

Inthe centre of this cartoon freak show,
Rick James stands between two pillar-sized
plastic joints which glow in the dark. The
real prince of punk funkis wearing asee-
everything spray-on space suitand a cool
smile that silently says: “I've arrived and
nothingbut a full-blown earthquake can
shake me down now.”

It's true. After six months of hard touring,
Americais his...and he knowsit.

Aslick package of sex, drugs and rebel chic
theatricals set to asoundtrack based around
the double-platinum Street Songs has made
the bad boy from Buffalo a starin teenage wet
dreams from coast to coast.

Yet just one album back Rick was down
and very nearly out. Too much of thisand
alot of that gave him hepatitis. For a while
his spectacular successin bringing funk to
the masseslooked finished.

8 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1982

Tired and introspective, herecorded
Garden Of Love, amove towards soul and lush
ballads that even his most devoted fans found
hard to stomach. Today he reckons the record
still has its merits, but through this failure he
rediscovered the goldenrule of showbiz: give
people what they want.

“When | did Garden Of Love | was sick, my
body was through, my mind was through. It all
caughtup with me.lwas doing alottadrugs,
like cocaine and everything. But the master
(that’s God, not Berry Gordy) has a way of
showing youwhen you're out of pocket and
it'sup to you to bring yourself back. He put
that hepatitis on me. You know, | had to get
my act straight or die. But | survived.”

Naturally -he always does. Like it saysin
“Below The Funk (Pass The J)”,he wasraisedin
aNew York ghetto along with seven brothers
and sisters by amother who helped runthe
Mafia’s chain of illegal gambling to pay the bills.

Ashelounged nonchalantlyin the air-
conditioned cocoon of an LA hotel, sipping
lemon teaforaravagedthroat, the cruel
realities of those mean streets seemalong
way off. The fake stage lamp-posts and black

hoodlum scenarios may have brought
the bucksrollinginbut he maintains
thereality is only round the corner.

“Y'see,I'mastreet person,” he
declaresinafinal, I-take-no-shit tone.
“My roots are from the street.| know
the street.lknow the people onthe
street - the pimps, the dope dealers,
the prostitutes, the junkies, the thieves
-andllove’em,y’know. And I relate to
them, y’know.”

Rick has apretty low opinion of
politicians and spliced between his
high-camp stage antics are heartfelt
raps and chants against everything
from Ronald Reagan to the Ku
KluxKlan.

“l know that’s unusual,” he admits,
“butI'mnot your usual American
performer.I'mwilling to discuss the
Klan.Y’see, I really don’t like them at all.
And Reagan, | don’t have much love for
him either, so | just expressit.”

Whether any of these stands are
carried further than the mega stadiums
is another matter entirely. It'shard to
suppress the nagging doubt that these
days American kids buy their hip radical
pose with a10-dollar ticket. Not only
willthe revolution be televised, it’ll be
beamed round the world by satellite.

Saying he always expected toreach
avastaudience, Rick shrugs off the old
“responsibility to the fans” number.

“I'think kids, schmids, y’know.
They’ve got minds and | think they know
what’s right and what’s wrong. I don’t
do that stuff for someone to follow or
emulate, but | hope people appreciate
the fact that I'm free of the bullshit,
y’know.

“Idon’texpect everybody to smoke
grass, but | think people pick up onme
‘cos they realise where I'm coming from.
They've had so much bullshit; I thinkit’s nice
they've got someone they canreally relate to
without any of that glitter and glamour. | do
shitand fuck and cuss, y’know, and they do.I'm
not Donny Osmond or Michael Jackson.I'm
me. Plain or dirty - that’s honest.

“Troubleis, kids here today got everything:
the money, the drugs. They're spoilt, they're
soft, they got nothing to holler about. There
could never be anything like a’60s movement
now, 'cos these kids are just too stoned out!”

After being kicked out of one too many
schools - “I never felt Thad aneed for them”
-Rickjoined the US Naval Reserve. Being
underage didn’tbother him, but a trip on
Uncle Sam to see foreign places and kill the
inhabitants did. He went AWOL, fled to
Canadaand metup with Neil Young. Together
they formed the Mynah Birds, taught each
other afew tricks and then went their
separate ways. “It was great, because me and
Neil were like studentsinlife.l was ablack
beatnik. We were learning and starving to
death at the same time.”

Backin the States, after visiting Indiaand
South America, he began torealise his
“predestined” path tofame and glory.

“I'knew | could funk'n’ roll better than
anyone. Like Bootsy [Collins] can’t write -he
can’treally sing either.| mean, who wants to




hear ‘yabba dabbadoo’all the time,and
George Clinton and the Funkadelics write
about spaceships andbop guns all the time.
The world was ready for me, y’know.”

He wasright. It was. Come And Get It and
Bustin’ Out Of L Seven, his first solo albums for
Motown, both sold more than a million copies.

Asmoretealubricate his throat and the
morning moves into afternoon, the
ostentatious Rick James ego seems to take
over from the quieter James Johnson, a
homely figure who likes to breed horses on his
ranch andlisten to classical music.

Like ayoungMuhammad Alj, his talents run
deep. Aswell as producing he sings and writes
all his material, plays numerousinstruments,
manages his own career and still finds time to
churnout hits for his protégé, Teena Marie.

Combine these elements with anincredible
crossover appeal and you cansee that James
has more in common with Marley (he even
braids his hair to look like locks after the Masai
warrior tribe of Africa) than a piece of soul
beefcake like Teddy Pendergrass. A point he
readily agrees with: “l do feel | had something
incommon with Bob, because he was astreet
persontoo. Andhebelieved in the ganjaand
Ibelievein Mary Jane.He was also very much
involved with the politics of suppressed
people, which I'minto also. I'm outspoken, |
say what’s on my mind, y’know.”

Now that he’s back on top following the
relative failure of Garden Of Love, and fully

Anti-rabies shots

MM JAN 30

Some unfortunate soul decided to lob a bat

concertin Des Moines, lowa, last week.
The Ozz, knowingagood snackwhenhesees

one, instantlybit the head off the batand lobbed
the corpsebackinto the audience. Whathe didn’t

realise was thatbatshappentobeamongthe
champion carriers of rabies on the planet.

Ozzy (didyouknowhisrealnamewasJohn?)is
currentlyreelingunder theimpactofseveral tons

ofanti-rabies shots and the thought thatthis
particulardisease takes about 14 days forits

symptoms to showup. Also, the American copsare
desperately attemptingto find the kid who brought

thebatbecause he toois probablyinfected.

SITAbird?Isitaplane?Isitabat? Well, yesitis.

(fledermaustoyou German operafans) at Ozzy
“Bites The Head Off Doves” Osbourne during a

recovered from his brush with the reaper,
Iwonder if he feels he could ever fall from
grace again.

“Well, if you start thinkingyouarea
god thenyou're onthe verge of being
taken out,” he replies without hesitation.
“Jimi Hendrix thought he was a voodoo child
from space who could drop 90 pounds of acid,
take all the heroin he wanted, smoke all the
week, snort10 pounds of cocaine and go
outside naked and not catcha cold.

“He was a crazy nigger for thinking some
shit like this. He was nothing but anigger who
playedreal good guitar, real good. And
he shouldaunderstand that, know what
I'msaying?”

Whether we'll ever
see thegoldenassof Mr
Jameswavingaround
onaBritishstageis still
uncertain. He sayshe'd
love to come to England,
but thenagainsodid
Elvis. For the time being
he’s written amusical for
TeenaMarie and a semi-
autobiographical book.

“We hope to film that,”
he announces witha
lascivious grin.“It'sa
greatlovesstory:
sex,drugsand funk’'n’roll! It'llbe hot to trot,
| promise you that!” lanPye

May29,1982:
Ozatthe Alpine
ValleyMusic
Theatre,East
Troy, Wisconsin

GOin, AWAY uw R Lightnin’ Hoplins

guitarists, has died ina Houston hospital of cancer. He was 69.

SAM “LIGHTNIN’” HOPKINS, one of the greatest of traditional blues singer-

Lightnin’ was born on afarm near Centerville, Texas, and raised in Texas bluegrass
country. He learned from his two guitar-playing brothers and also came under the influence

of his cousin, Texas Alexander. But his principal early inspiration was Blind Lemon
Jefferson. He also picked up on the guitar work of Lonnie Johnson, who often worked with
Alexander. Hopkins was already making a living on the streets and in the joints of Houston’s
black section during his teens. And Texas remained hishome base for the rest of his life,
although he travelled quite a lotin later life - reaching Britain with the American Negro
Blues Festival showin1964.

SPARKY'S MAGIC PIANO

NME FEB 20

Books

The | Ching

The Picture Of Dorian Gray Oscar Wilde
Les Chants De Maldoror Isidore Ducasse
Narziss And Goldmund Hermann Hesse
The Prophet Kahlil Gibran

AutoDaFé Elias Canetti
Demian Herman Hesse
Psycho Cybernetics
Arthur Rimbaud

The VaticanCellars
André Gide

Films

Salo (20 Days InSodom)
Pasolini
CasanovaFellini
The Grid Joanne
Woodward
Midnight Express
Alan Parker
LaCage AuxFolles

LesEnfants DuParadis

CabaretBob Fosse

L’Age D’Or Salvador Dali, Luis BuAuel
Jaws Stephen Spielberg

Mr Smith (a B-movie)
OrpheusInThe Underworld

Jean Cocteau

Records

The Troggs Tape Venom Engineers
The Royal Wedding Service
Humpty Dumpty Various Artists
Sparky And The Magic Piano S and the
Magic Piano

Swan Lake Tchaikovsky

David Jay and René Halkett
DesertShore Nico

Theme from Coronation Street
Theme from Crossroads

Theme from Stingray

TV programmes
The Royal Wedding
Soap

Venom Snipers
InThe Altogether

Pastime
Stalking the Caperecaillie

CGar
Reliant Robin (Plastic Pig)

Golour
White

People

The Princeand
Princess of Wales
Dorian Gray
Quentin Crisp

GlendaJackson
Oscar Wilde

BNIRY OF ROCK.i982i

MARK WEISS / GETTY, PAUL NATKIN / GETTY




DAVID CORIO / GETTY

;i v P P

1982 7 1

JANUARY —NORCH

p— '.':

February19,1982:
Lawrence (left)and
GaryAingeinGolden
Square,London

“If it tingles, it's In”

MM FEB 6

HE FIRST TIME | talked to Felt, we sat
T around tense and tongue-tied. Soon

after, their secondsingle, “Something
SendsMe To Sleep”, bombed without trace,
their bassist and guitarist upped and left and
my feature never appeared.

Thelast time | saw Felt, they died a million
deaths. Two scruffy boys strummed shyly on
stage to some 8,000 of Stafford’s great
unimpressed; they earned themselves £150
and bought anew set of

eyed on the eve of Futuramallll and that crucial
tonand a half. “It was disgusting,” muses
Lawrence, embarrassed. “We knew it would
beterrible...but I thought,in the back of my
mind, that itjust might work out. But it didn’t...”

The album, fortunately, did. Crumbling The
Antiseptic Beauty is a six-track exploration of
one person’s vision. Recorded last summer,
Lawrence considers it “one of the best albums
I've ever heard”.

“We werejust like four

bongos. They lost face,
pride and reputation.
Looked, sounded -
literally were - half the
band they usedtobe.
Funny that... they still
are.Felttodayare
Lawrence, their small,
cocky creator, and Gary,
their secretive drummer.

“I was going round
going, ‘It’ll appeal
to everybody -
it’s like Simon
& Garfunkel’”

fans, really,and thisis the
record we always wanted
but couldn’tbuy anywhere;
everything we wished from
our favourite records.
“lwannamentionsome
bands, but if you print’em
it'll sound like we're jumping
onabandwagon - which
we're not - but anyway, | was

An album, their debut, is
released this week by Cherry Red Records
and features Felt -a quartet! Yesterday's Felt.

Time to explain. Felt Mk 1was Lawrence
cobbling together asingle called “Index” in
his Birmingham bedroom. Corny, eh? Felt Mk 2
was Lawrence and Maurice jamming together
for something to do. Felt Mk 3 actually took to
the stage, withamate called Nick-“a
complete musical novice” learning bass,
writing a fan letter to The Fall, cadging the
boys three supportslots on tour and then
playing drums - “like Moe Tucker - badly!”

Felt Mk 4 found Nick back onbass and Gary
inondrums - “He saw the ad we putinashop
window.” Gigs and assorted accolades followed,
astudiobooked, the album underway and
then...there were two. Something to do with
conflicting dress sense and “nylon pockets”.

Felt Mk 5 were under-rehearsed, sad and
songless, left not-so-high and scarcely dry-
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listening to Television and
The Byrds, mainly American bands, but
everyone had something wrong with them.
“I'd think, ‘God, the cymbals are awful, or ‘If
only they hadn’tused abass onthat.’| couldn’t
buy a complete album that was perfection, so
we putinall the things that we really liked
listening to and came up with this.”
Thisis, in fact, a hypnotic, cymbal-and-
hi-hat-less evocation of atmospheres
with vocals mixed so low that, evenif
they meant anything, all meaning
wouldbe lost. It’s also brilliant.
Atthe time of recording, it was out
onalimb, as far from James Brown as
it was from James Taylor. A million
miles from the dancefloor. Unique.
Now, of course, what with all this
summer of love stuff floating about,
it’s almost uncannily in vogue. And
Felt, of course, want no part of it.

“The only good thingabout
psychedelia,” says Gary smugly,
“was Brian Jones’ hair.”

But, denyit or not, Feltare
psychedelic. They take for granted
their listeners’ active imaginations,
exhibitshock and surprise if
their motives and methods are
questioned. “There’sno message
inthe wordsatall. ljustlook onitas
poetry, really -imagery.”

Lawrenceis unsure towhat end,
if any. “l dunno...ljustlook onit as
putting words together to sound...
Idunno...youjustlook at the lines
and think, ‘That’s good!’ You don’t
have to understand them. That'’s
what|do; | read stuffand | don’t
understand it. | just think, ‘Phew!
That sounds brilliant!"”

Feltcanalsobe classified
psychedelicbecause they're naive,
self-obsessed andintellectually
lazy, prone toacting onimpulse and
expecting otherstocomprehend
why. Their musicis amoving mosaic,
anostalgic mantra. Their extended solos are
nothing to do with versatility or expertise; their
songs embellish their solosinstead of the other
way round. Their songs are, in fact, their solos,
and they're haunting, not hackneyed.

“‘Birdman’is like a dream or something,”
says Lawrence, “itjust goesonandon.
‘Fortune’is just Radio 2 stuff and ‘Evergreen
Dazed'’-theinstrumental one -is so easy
listeningit’suntrue!” Last year he was
convinced that Antiseptic Beauty would
conquer the world. He was wrong and now he
knows it. “l was going round going, ‘It’ll appeal
to everybody - notjust the young but your
granny as well. It's like Simon & Garfunkel!””

His future plans veer more towards easily
accessible three-minute pop songs because,
he says, “the British best-selling album of all
time was Bridge Over Troubled Water.He
grins. “The music that people are buying most
is stuff you cansit down and listen to athome.”

Felt Mk 6 willbe atrio. They’ll never attempt
toreplace Maurice - “He was our favourite; we
were working with our hero” - nor his cheap
guitar with the wonky pick-up that “made a
sound like pins poppingin your head” and was
stolen by amohicanin - of all places - Malvern.

“Ifl ever catch up with that bastard,” says
Gary, “he’llbe the last of the mohicans.”

Future Felt will live up to their names: a dull
mixture of amorphousinsulation and vivid
emotionreflectedin tranquillity. “l don’t have
any technical termsforit,” says Lawrence. “If
ittingles, it’sin.”

The last time | heard Felt, | dreamed
amilliondreams. Steve Sutherland

FELT CRUMBLING THE ANTISEFTIC BEALTY



SheilaChandra:
“Thisrecordmight

proveacommon
denominator”

"A whole new attitude

NME MAR 13

HEARA SWEET naive voice of reason and it flows from
thelips ofa 16-year-old Asian girl.

Don’tworry, thisisn'tanintroductionto thelatestina
longline of child gurus,leading the way to Nirvana from the
backofanarmouredlimousine. This voice more modestly
belongs to Sheila Chandra, ex-pupil of Grange Hilland
presently singer with Monsoon.

MonsoonareanAnglo-Indian fusionled by one-time
Status Quo arranger Steve Coe and their first major single
—“Ever So Lonely”/ “Sunset Over The Ganges” -looks set
tochart,ifsales eventuallymatchits currentairplay. An
exoticblend of the oriental —sitarand tablas—and the
accidental-guitarand keyboards-itisimmediately
appealing, persistent withoutbeingtoo pushy.

It'salongwayfrom the corny cultural crossoverslike
thosewell-meant George Harrison instigations ofadecade
ago, whichinevitably onlyreached Western ears. The
more obvious participation of Indians makes “Ever So
Lonely” the most positive Anglo/Indian pop formyetand
onethatmightthistimebelistened to byboth English and
Asian communities.

Stepshave been taken to bridge the wide cultural gap
before, by the provocative Alien Kulture and the muddy
gloom-mongers Safe House, but Monsoon’sis the first to slip
straightinto the mainstream-well, since the insipid Biddu.
However, Sheilais sussed enough to know the record’s most
immediate attractionisits noveltyvalue.

“Steve had alotof Indian friends, which obviouslyhad an
influence on hiswriting, and he wanted an Asian singer,”
says Sheila. “He heard some demosImade for Hansa
Records [which came to nothing] and arranged ameeting.”

The closeness of the Indian communityhas always
mitigated againstacross-fertilisation ofideas, especiallyin
pop androck. Pop musicasitis often represented is quite
oftenalientoAsianideals of familialloyaltyand stricter
morality. Sheila herselfhas suffered slightlybecause of
differentstandards.

“Therewas onceamentioninJawsin Soundswithall
these punsaboutsarisand that’sfine,” sherecalls. “They
mentioned tandooriand after that theyneeded aword
startingwith ‘T’ to continue the alliteration that meant
prettygirl. Itread ‘tandoori temptress’, though temptress
wasn't perhaps the bestword to use.

“Irealiseitwasn’tmeantliterally,” shelaughs, “but
obviouslyyouhavetobeabitcareful becausean Asian
might takeitthe wrongway.Iwasabittaken abackwhen
Isawit. Whatpeople have torealiseis thatwith thistype
of [mixed] musicthey’llneed awhole newattitude to deal
withit.”

Herswasonlyaslightcase of misunderstanding; other
Indiankids’ embracing of Western culture couldlead to
greater, more disruptive tensions. “Ever So Lonely”, hopes
Sheila, mighthave some soothingeffect.
“YoungAsianshave alwayssaid thatit

“Peopleareboundtotakeitfirstofall
asanovelty,” sheasserts, “something
different, that theyhaven’theard before,
and they’llcompareittosomethingthey
know, like George Harrison. ButThope
they’llgo further than the comparison
andrealise there’s something more to
beexploredinIndian culturethan
George Harrison.”

“Young Asians say
it would be easier
for their parents to
accept if there were
an Indian singer”

would be easier for their parents to accept
popiftherewereanIndiansinger.”
Conscious ofherrole as community
representative, she thinks her presence
might counter the media myth of
dissolution, thusfacilitating easier
communication.
“Ifthisrecordissuccessfulitcouldadd
another more moderatinginfluence,”

Gettingthrough to the Indian
communitymighthave proved more
problematicif Sheilawasn’tIndian herself. Born ofan
Indian father and half-English/half-Indian mother, she’s
grownup with the two culturesand hasaprettygood grasp
ofthedifficultiesIndian kids haverelating to both. Shehas
had the advantage ofamotherwho encouraged herto attend
stage school, whichled to herwinningapartin Grange Hill's
second series and her eventual meetingwith Coe.

she conjectures. “Itcould become a
talking pointin the Indian community.
Before, Indians often got their music from Indian-language
film soundtracks, so theywould always have different topics
of conversation from English youth. Thisrecord might
provideacommon denominator.”

Oritmight turnouttobejustanothernoveltyhit. Time
willtellif “Ever So Lonely” hasamorelastingimpact. Wait
andsee. ChrisBohn
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» The forthcoming
Jamalbum, The
Gift,issetfor
releaseonMarch12
anditcomesina
special candy-
striped bag with
what Polydor
describesas “an
extraspecial picture
label”.Produced by
Peter Wilson, with
artdirectionand
designby Paul
Weller, the album
features Steve
Nichol ontrumpet
and Keith Thomas
onsaxes. Track
listing: “Happy
Together”,
“Ghosts”,
“Precious”, “Just
WholsThes
O'ClockHero?”,
“Trans-Global
Express”, “Running
OnTheSpot”,
“Circus”,“The
Planner’sDream
GoesWrong”,
“Carnation”,“Town
CalledMalice”,“The
Gift”. MMFeb27

» John Cooper
Clarke hasthree
tracksonanalbum
recordedat the
Poetry Olympicsat
London'’s Young Vic
theatrelastyear.
Thealbumwillbe
released onthe new
AllRound Records
labelonFebruary
19. Alsofeatured
are contributions
frompoetslike
RogerMcGough,
Heathcote
Williams, Michael
Horowitz, the
wonderfully
named AtillaThe
Stockbroker, but
no Paul Weller.

MMJan23

» DepecheMode
have anewsingle
outonMuteon
January 29.“See
You”and “Now This
IsFun”isreleased to
coincide withthe
group's British tour.
MMJan23

FIN COSTELLO / GETTY
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July 31,1982:U2 play
asetatGateshead
Stadiumbefore

headlinersThe
Policetake thestage




U2

“Wewant
a gut-level
reaction”

An encounter with

as they continue

to convert hearts and
minds on the road.

Frontman helps MELODY MAKER
toarticulate their OWNTHELIFFEY rom the
rey of Trinity College, the
values' l!2 Is”nOt %v}gdwiistlézgowngth; ear.
ahout fashion,” he o el

says ke I can te“ Wh en greet U2'ssingerwithaflash ofteeth. They've
|} . .

spent£20 each on getting the train down from

a s|“ger Is s“]glng Belf.astfortonight’sconcertatthepralDublin

SocietyHalland have been wanderingaround

wh at’s in his he art the centre of the citylooking for members of
y

thegroup.

or if he is“’t » The three of them chatlike old friends,

" though Robbie has onlymetBono once before—
backstage atagig, when
he swappedshirtswith Adam,
U2’sbassplayer. He’'swearing the
prize paisley trophyready for
tonight’s bigevent.

Justfive hourslater, Robbie’s
pricelessshirtissoakedin
perspiration, caughtin the tangle of
grins, hair, flesh, smilesandlimbs
thateruptasthefirstreverberated
shiversof The Edge’s guitararch
acrossthe ceilingand splinter.
There’ssomeveryspecial magicin »

REX FEATURES
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theairtonight... The concertisasymbolichomecomingfor U2, thelocal
heroesreturningto their city of birth afterayearspentseducingheartsin
foreign parts, butthat doesn’teven begin to explain what’s goingonin
here. The way U2 transform this massive cattle hall of several thousand
peopleinto an uninhibited expression of massjoyhasto be experienced
tobebelieved.

It'simpossible to talk solelyin terms of the group’s “performance” or
theelectrifyingatmosphere, asifthe two can be taken separately
andanalysed; U2 and theiraudience arerealisinganintimate,
two-way celebration.

“Your knees goweak, youradrenaline starts to go crazy, your bonesjust
seem torattle and blood shootsup yourveins.” Bonois tryingto describe
whatitfeelslike when the group trigger thatkind of reaction. “You think,
‘Right, thereis somethingabout thisband!’

“Yousee, webuiltthisband around aspark—-we could only play three
chordswhenwestarted, butwe knew there was an excitementwithin just
the four people, and even when playing tojust 10 people we seemed to
communicate that. We put our lives on theline

something?I'vebeenwatchinghim forayearnow,andIdoiteveryday,
andIcan’tfigure out.Idon'tknowwhathe doesorhowhedoesit!””

HowaboutLarry, U2’s thunderous drummer? Does he go around
throwing TVsinto the hotel swimming pool or crashing Cadillacs
through plate glass?

Larryis, infact, the group’s quiet guy. Blessed with boyish good looks,
adisarmingsmileand anapparentfear ofthe camera-hetriestohide
behind the others—he’s shy, rarely sayingaword. Larryspends alot of
timewith his girlfriend.

Inthe threedaysIspend with U2, Adam, the oldest member, is the only
onewho goesout for the traditional post-gigwind-down; outto adisco
afteraconcertat Cork City Hall. The manager—also the gig promoter—is
amiddle-aged manwho fusses around, taking souvenir photosand
advising the DJ to playan endless stream of U2 records (which are totally
undanceable, itwould seem).

Adamsits and signs for the inevitable autograph hunters—no chance of
anonymityhere. Hehas an air of refinementand maturity,amanwho

savours good Guinness and oysters.

andjustkind of wentforit... and whenyousee
thereactionyoujustfeel... phew!It'sveryhard
totalkaboutit, really.”

Bono continues, almostatalossforwords,
scarcelyabletobelieve thathe’sall part of this.
“OnethingI'mintoisthetypeofpeoplewhoare
intous. They're prepared to give, they'rea
reaction-orientated audience.

“It’severything thatwe wanted when we were
agarageband. Wejustwanted that total thing,
peoplejustup.”

Afewyearsago, when U2 werejustbeginning
tobuild up afollowingin Dublin, they found
theirfansweren’tgettingin to see them when

“We built this
band around
a spark — we

could only play
three chords”

Butwhere doesall thisleave thesinger, the
onewho addressesthe audience asifhe knows
eachmember personally?

Voxmeans “voice”. Bono Voxtalks...and
some.Buthe’snotagab-merchantoridle
attention seeker... it’'sjustthathe’s got somuch
bubblingawayinside him thathe’s got to getit
outsomehow. Asafully-paid-up over-the-top
person, Bono has fewrivals.

“Pete Wylieis the only personIknowthatcan
out-talkme,” he says abouthis Wah!-mate. “He
fillsinthe gaps whereIhave to take breaths!”

Ifthe othermembersare the special
ingredients of U2, Isuspect Bonoisthe catalyst,

theyplayed pubs because theywereallunder-
age. “Theywere thesameageasus!” says Bono, incredulously.

The group obliged by playingagigin thelocal car-park, and atthe RDS
Bonodedicates asongto everyonewhowasthere.

Thestrangest thingis thatdespite the forbiddingsize of this cold hall it
stillseemsasiftheycould be playingin that car-park—the communication
isthatclose, the excitement thatfeverish, the message thatdirect. The
followingday theIrish government falls.

biggest ever—and hot propertyin Britain and
America. U2 are also all between 20 and 22 years old
and live athome with their parentsin Dublin.

Thegroup’scomparative youthis essential to their character;
theirsisanatural enthusiasm, adeep beliefin the positive side of
humannature. U2 playmusicthatisrichlyrewarding, spiritually
uplifting, solackingin cynicism thatitborders on naivety.

The defences are down, everythingis offered, everyinner
emotion bared—and that’s some bigrisk; it makes them
vulnerable to doubters (and there are plenty). Italso paysrich
dividends to those prepared to invest their trust.

Andhowhave these four coped with the pressure of being
acclaimed asIreland’s finest? Has fame gone to theirheads?

Mercurial guitarist The Edge (theyreallydo callhim that
ineveryday conversation; hisreal nameis Dave) seems so
unaffected thatit’salmost uncanny. When Pete Townshend
hungaroundwith the group lastyear, he said he feltlike giving
up guitarwhenheheard his playing... yetwatch The Edge on
stage; there’snone of the usual strutting antics and immodest
manoeuvres associated with guitar “heroes”, justaslight
shuffle of the hipsand a cascade of sound that can send sparks.

The Edge meets the fans after the shows (andlooks exhausted
afterwards), talks quietly and exudes unforced, natural charm
and good humour. The storyis thathe onlytakes his guitar out
onformaloccasions... never practises, never rehearses, never
thinks about the instrument too much, butjustlets it flow.

“I'tried to do the soundtrack for his guitar once” saysa popular
Irishvocalist. “I plugged the guitarin the wayhe does, setup the
machinesthewayhe does and got the same plectrum and
played the same chordshe does. And after Iwas makingthis
pitiful noise one of the engineers came up and said, ‘Youknow

U 2 ARE CURRENTLY the biggest group in Ireland — possibly the
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thematch thatlights the fuse. “Lifeis the
permanent possibility of sensation,” is one ofhis favourite quotations
(though he can’'trememberwho saidit), and he seems to spend all ofhis
time putting the dictuminto practice.

“Withoutsoundingatotalidiot,I can’trememberbeingbored over the
last10years,” heliltsin soft Gaelic tones. “An hour on my ownisjust
specialtome;ljustdon’tgetbored;there’stoo much happening.”

U2’stour of Ireland is actually only three dates, Galway, Corkand
Dublin (Belfasthasbeen cancelled owingto afloor collapse at the hall);
theycanonlyplaythelargestvenues. Inalisteners’ pollrun by Dave

July 3,1982:U2play
afestivaldatein
Torhout,Belgium




“Therearetoomany
peoplehidingbehind
thehaircuts”:U2(l-r)
TheEdge,Bono,Larry
Mullen, Adam Clayton

Fanning’slate-nightrockshowonRTE,
Ireland’s nationalradio, U2 tooksix places out
ofthe 50 top classic tracks ofall time, capturing
thefirst place with “11 O’Clock Tick Tock”.
Travellingbetween Corkand Dublin,
the group use twomodest estate carsand
Bono spends mostofhistime engagedin
conversation. He’snotvery excited by much
contemporarymusic, hesays, though he goes
wildwhen played atape of The Associatesand
lovesElvis Costello—and is moreinterested in
peoplelike Lennon, Dylan, classic punk (Clash,
SLF) and earlyWho (“Live At Leedswas avery
importantrecordinmylife”).

“I want music
with the
X factor, with
that heart

and soul”

“Atthesametime 'msure therearesome great
pop songs, butIwant more out of music than
justthat. Iwantmusic with the X factor, music
with thatheartandsoul.Idon’twanttosound
pretentious, butto me truthislike a two-edged
sword, it cuts deep.Icantellwhenasingeris
singingwhat’sinhisheart, orifheisn’t. There’s
abigdifference, and there’s alotof glossy pop
songsthatcan maybe makeus cry, butit’sabit
likewatching Lassieor The Little House On the
Prairie,youknow; it'snotreal emotion.

“Thetrustiswhen thatsingerissaying
somethingthatcomesfromrightdownwithin
him, anditaffectsyourightdownwithinyou...

It'snotthatBono doesn’twantto keep up with
the currenttrends... it'smore thathehateswhat theyimply.

“There’s too many people hidingbehind their haircuts,” he opines, and
hiseyeslightup when the phrase “cocktailmentality” ismentioned.

“The cocktailmentality,” herepeats, savouring the phrase. “Yes, Ilike
that... the cocktail mentality!

“Thestar-tripis morein vogue now, with thekind of wallpaperbands,
thanitwaswith ELO and Zeppo and all those,” he complains. “It seems
thewhole gloss thingis so strongnow, and in 76 we maybe naively at 16
had thebelief that musicis more than that. We wanted a gut-level
reaction, anaggression, aheartbeat.

“U2isnotaboutfashion. We don’twant to beinfashion, because being
infashionis going out offashion, youknow?”

and agitated. I get the feeling he’s been waiting to say this to
. somebody from the press for along time, anxious to out across
hisideas and reassert some sanity.

“If peoplelike thatsort of atmosphere in music, fine, but whatI'd like to
seeis peopleburningtherulebooks... therulebooks thatsay theyhave to
like this type of musicand nothingelse. I think people should broaden
theirvision... There’s some great music happening on ethnicfronts, like
Africanmusic, and I'm particularlyinterested in traditional Irish music.

I BONO GETS EXCITED, stresses his words, becomes animated

andthat’swhenyoustarttalkingaboutgreat
music, asdistinctfromnice music.

“Like the word ‘nice’ isahorribleword... music forlifts, music for
supermarkets. I think that’s fineifyou're into shopping or goingup and
down, butIwantmore than that.Is thatwrong?Isitwrongto wantmore
outofmusic? 'm notsuggesting U2 are Wagner, butwhen it comesto it
we'rejustfour people playing music the way we seeit.”

U2don’tjustignore the conventions ofa25-year-oldrock’n’roll
tradition, theydeliberately push them aside and breathe their ownnew
lifeinto the body. It’'snothing weird or radical -justvoice, bass, guitar,
drums-butit’'s thebeliefand imagination that counts. And U2’s music
can’thelp beinginfluenced by theIrish tradition—it'slaced with a
lyricism and melodic sense that’s missing from so much English rock.

“Thelrish aren’tinto much bullshit, really,” says Bono. “They’re not
into designerjeans, youknow? They're amore down-to-earth race, and
Ithinktheysee through thefashion angle pretty quick. ThelIrish arealso
averyaggressiverace, which makes for goodrock’'n’roll.”

The audiences at Corkand Dublin are aged predominantlybetween
14and 20, butit’snotage—atleastin theliteral sense—that’s the defining
characteristic, it’s the attitude. U2 fans are open, accepting, enthusiastic,
emotional -they've notyet given themselves up the cause of cynicism or
world-weariness. Youcanbe40yearsold and be youngenough for U2...
orl5andtooold. »
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Cynicismis “the city sickness”, thinks Bono,
aprotective veneer developed asareaction tolife
insmall spaces on top of people.

Buthow canyouhaverock'nrollwithoutan
accompanyingsneer? Tradition states thatrockis
rebellious; common practice assumesit’simplacably
athreat. Grease backyourhair, bareyourteethand
thrustoutyour groin and the captains ofindustrywill
be quakinginfearonthetop floorof Harrods... orisit
oftenjustanexcusefornotrebelling, fornotdoinganything that
genuinelythreatens the structure of society? Who is more subversive—a
BarryManilowfanwho’samilitantshop steward oramember of The Fall?

“Thatold cliche ofrock’n’rollrebellionis ajoke at thisstage,” says Bono.
“It'sso conservative you could actuallywrite arulebook, you know, on
howtobehaveasarock'n’rollrebel... andIthinkrebellion starts within
yourown heart.Ithinkgoing outand getting pissed and shoutingand
dyeingyour hairredisnotnecessarilyanyindication ofamenaceatall.”

Unquestioning conformity doesn’tseem quite the angle either.

“WhenIwas16andcouldn’tcopewith theideaofgettingajob, getting
married up, growingup and dying—Iwanted more and almost fought to
break outofthatrut.Inthe'60syouhad thislove-and-peace movement
where people wererebellingagainst the standards and hypocrisy of their

Awkwardly naive e

parents’lives, and theybroke out of that. And I think
rebellion... it'sjustthat therebellion was diluted by
escapism, through drugs.

“That’show, ifyoulike, theworld dealtwithit, it
calmeditdown. Andwith punkit’sthe same thing,
butwhatdoesitturninto? Tribalism, another form
ofescapism.Ilike to think of ourmusicasa
celebration, justbreaking down those barriers.

“This countryhasbeen cutin two for toolong, you
canseethescarsonpeople’slives, and nowwith mass unemploymentin
Britainyou canseescars theretoo. Great music should be able to break
downthosebarriers, class barriers or whatever.”

Canmusicchange people’slives?

“Well, in ‘Rejoice’ Isaid, ‘Ican’tchange the world, butIcan changeaworld
inme. Music can possibly directyouand change youasaperson.

“Ithink the ultimaterevolutionis the one thatgoes
oninaman.'mnotsaying, ‘Join therevolution,
belikeus’... whereyougois
yourdecision.”

ButU2’s desireis to communicate seems
soextremeit’salmostlikeakind of crusade,
isn’tit?

LYCEUM
— LONDON ——

LIVE!

— DECEMBER6 ——

action of The Edge’s guitar makes for
aspellbinding exhibition, so the presence
of hamis tragic. Casting the youth-bound
parent-baiting of countless predecessors
to the wind, U2managed to breathe life
into the crusty old carcass of rock’'n’roll by
paradoxically celebrating some of its oldest
traditions when they burst into public view
two-and-a-half years ago.

Their denial of rock’s useless fake outlaw
mythology - surrogate rebellion for those too
chicken to operate more subversive schemes -
stoodinstark contrast to the yahoo nastiness
of those who surrounded them (Killing Joke et
al),and if their glorification of the crowd and
remarkable lack of spite seemed sometimes
overly forced and awkwardly naive, it somehow
didn’treally seem to matter too much.

U2 put themselves on the line and played
with anintelligently sculpted force that
could, amazingly, sweep away all nagging
doubtsandsceptical
world-weariness.

AGLASS SPIRESHATTERING, the

their attitude becomingincreasingly
conservative. That now they emerge from
ayear spenthidden from the public gaze
(having completed a third album) and then
play aset based overwhelmingly on their first
LP, Boy, is not only an act of cowardice but an
inversion of the spirit of dynamism that gave
the group theirinitial thrust.

The obvious conclusion must be that U2
don’tfeel that their new songs come up to
scratch, and though musically nothing to be
ashamed of, the material on

shaped like the stern of a galley, the viewer
couldbe forgiven for expecting Bono toslap
thighsindeference to Crusoe.

Anyone else who had the nerve tosing “We
Wish You A Merry Christmas” to an audience
would at least be covered by the saving grace
ofirony, but when Bono getsinvolvedinsuch
adodgy venture the most frightening thing is
that hereally does meanit.

This embarrassing hokumill-becomes U2.
To callfor “surrender” at the end of this most
depressing, disheartening

view suggested a static
demeanour, the
presentationavulgar
sentimentality.
“Surrender”,one song,
was a cue for white flags to
be runup poles (the album
is called War) where they
flutteredin anartificial
breeze, and with the stage

“Surren

a cue for white
flags to be run up,
fluttering in an
artificial breeze

of yearsis notonly toinvite
ridicule from the hard-
bitten but to flounder
hopelesslyinthe eyes

of their sympathetic
periphery. The answer to
the “war” between “good”
and “evil” was never that
simple,and to suggest
otherwise is tantamount

der” was

to mystification.
Irespect honestly

Avyearago came the

heldreligious views

revelations of religious

when they're keptin

fervour, and hints that
this might penetrate
their musictoadeeper,
less ambiguous level
during the subsequent
periodin hibernation
gave cause for concern.
The group’s
performance at the
Lyceum on Sunday
confirmed these fears;
U2are emphasising the
crasser aspects of their
appeal, their anthems
tothejoysof youth

At & St by W s, s .

There’s one thing

[

gradually being taken From Ireland

over by something that
seemstoresemble
aspiritual crusade,
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Aband that's different, smart manic, ha
b . idunting, intense
And one of the most electrifying live acts in longer than you can remember
. U2. Featuring the Green Tornado, Bono, on vocals
he Edge, the man of a thousang Quitars. Adam Clayton, bass Larry, drums
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¥e T e R
Novemoer 13 Amany Ny November 13 Potsseon, FvasCA  Decen
Noremoer 16 Boston Uik November 20.22 New Yo Ny
iovernder 15 NewHaven O November 24 X

Asdory NJ

U2 0CTOBER

Produced by Steve Lillywhite
On Island Records

theinside pocket, or
evenflashed about
occasionally, but
object tothe use of
thedrip-feed. As
for pantomime, the
last one | saw was
Dick Whittington
at Golders Green
Hippodrome.ltclosed
about15yearsago.
Remember what
the converted used
toshoutastheyran
up the aisle of Billy
Graham's marquee?
Well here’s news.
Idonotsurrender.
LyndenBarber

& Tapes




“Thatoldcliche of
rock'n’rollrebellion
isajokeatthisstage”:
Bonoclambersup
thestgescaffolding

Bonoseemsalittle defensive.

“It'snotaplan. Wedon'tsay, ‘Let’sbe aggressive,
let’sreally communicate and be passionate.’
Sometimes to thinkaboutitis to destroyit. U2
isnatural, we'rereallyjust four people—within
ourselveswehaveavery strongrelationship,
likealove between the band, which spreads
into the crew, our sound engineer, to the
management, and even to therecord company,
and then spreadsinto theaudience.”

AndwhataboutBono’sreligious beliefs, I
venture tentatively? It'sasubject that’sso easy
tolatch on to and blow up out of proportion. Do
people haveastereotypedideaofhisviews?

“Ithink people understand now thatI'm not
religious, theyunderstand thatI'm nearly anti-
religion... WhenItalk ofreligion I'mtalking
abouttheforce that’s cut this countryintwo.I'm
notreligiousatall, butIdobelievein God very
strongly, and I don’tbelieve thatwe justkind of
exploded outofthinair, I can’tbelieve t.

“Ithinkit’s thespiritual strength that’s essential
totheband. People have got to find their own way;
I'mnotintostandingup and saying, ‘Hey, you
shouldbeinto God!” My ownlifeis exhilarating
through anexperiencelfeel, andIfeelthere’sno
pointintalkingaboutsomethingwhich should
bethereinyourlife anyway. Youdon’'thave to
preachaboutit.”

Hashealways felt the same way?

“No,whenIwas161reallyhad ahunger,Iwasn’t
goingtoaccept...'m quiteviolent, actually. ‘T
ThrewABrick’isan attempt to use thatkind of
violentimage. It'slike seeingareflection of
yourselfin thewindowand seeingwho you are
justforasplitsecond, andyourealisingyoudon'’t

likewhatyousee.”

Has U2 changed him?

“I'vechanged asit’sgone through. Whenit
startedIwasverydrunkonbeinginaband, very
confident, itwas everything.Icouldn’tsee the
wood for the trees. You get bitter, you knock other
bands...Thadalotofhate.

“That’schanged inmylife. U2 hasbroadened
myexperience and allowed me torealise that
whereveryou gointheworld, people arestill flesh
andblood, andiftheywould onlyrealise and stop
hittingeach other overthehead.”

Butwishingorsingingaboutitisn’tgoingto
makeitstop, isit?

“I'm not
religous at all,
but I do
believe in God
very strongly”

“Alotofpeople found Octoberhard toaccept
atfirst,” says Bono. “Imean, Iused the word
‘rejoice’ preciselybecause I knewthatpeople
haveamentalblockagainstit. It'sa powerful
word, it’slovely to say. It'simplying more than
‘getup and dance, baby’.

“Ithink October goesinto areas thatmost
rock'n’rollbandsignore. WhenIlisten tothe
album, somethinglike ‘Tomorrow’, itactually
movesme.”

NDNEXT?THEY’VE already
completed anewsingle, asyet

untitled, and have tried out

“No, youcanonlymakeitstopinyour ownlife.
U2hashelped merealise that wherever yougo people are being cheated.”
Andwhataboutviewsintherestofthe group?Isthereahigh degree of

concurrence, or theusual tensions?

“Thereisanaturalfriction, wonderfulfriction,” says Bono. “Idon’t
think ouregosare self-egos; we’ve aband ego.Icansayto The Edge,
‘Tdon’tlike thatthingyou'vejustplayed, and he doesn’tgo, AndIdon’t
likewhatyou'vejustdone’; he goes, ‘Youmustberight, otherwise you
wouldn’'thavesaidit.”

Bonoiskeentotalkabout October, the group’s second album. When it
wasreleasedlastautumn they deliberately kept clear of the press. Bono
sayshedidn’tfullyunderstanditatthe time.

“I'mmuch happier talking to younow, because Octobernowis clearer
inmyhead.Ilistened toitlastweek for thefirsttimeinagesandIcouldn’t
believeIwaspartofit.It'sahugerecord, I couldn’t cope withit!

“Iremember the pressureitwas made under; Irememberwritinglyrics
onthemicrophone,andat£50anhour that’s quite a pressure. Lillywhite
was pacingup and down the studio... he copedreallywell. And theironic
thingabout Octoberisthatthere’sasortof peace about the album, even
thoughitwasrecorded under thatpressure.”

Like Bono, it’s taken me several months to fully come to grips with the
record. InitiallyIfound that some of its spiritual side grated; the word
“rejoice” usedrepeatedlyin two songs, forinstance...

controversial Blue Oyster Cult producer
Sandy Pearlmanin the studio. Bono says they wantless ofa “cinematic
sound” and denies that their interestin Pearlman contradicts this aim.

“He produced the second Clash album, and it’'sraw, and Ilike that
aggressive sound. And also he putshimselfout... In Americahewas
flyingaround to every citywe playedjustasafan.Ilike him”

The onlyresultofthe studio
trialis “asortof psychobilly”
trackwhich theycouldn’t
complete because “weneed
48tracksforit”. One possibility
isthatthey’llusethree
different producers for the
nextalbum.Inthemeantime
I'llstayathome and playthe
records; bathein theirlush
romanticism, revelin their
bluntaggression, dream of
anothertime, anotherplace...
like thatspecialnightat
DublinRDS. Anybody can fall
inlovewith U2 iftheywantto.
You, too... Lynden Barber ®

of
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GARY LORNIE

NORTH LONDON
— POLYTEGHNIC —

Divinely $#8473
physical “
dance music

MM JAN 30

IRST THERESOUNDING echo of the cumbersome
methology surrounding this group, then the subsequent,

inevitable dismissals and sneers. Now, perhaps for the
firsttime, it’s possible to listen to New Order freely, untainted by
excessive fears or prejudices.

Not that they don’t share responsibility for some of the more
unfortunate aspects of theirimage. Nobody can control the
stupid dead-pop-star religion, for sure, but New Order seemed
tookeento encourage the growth of some special aura, quite
happy to be shrouded in mystique on some sacred pedestal of
musical greatness.

There was the reluctance to speak to the press, of course, and
those portentous lyrics and self-important song titles - “The
Him”, “Truth”, etc, but it didn’t stop there - these tendencies
found anatural reflection in the music, too. When does passion
stray into pomp and dignity into posturing? Their first album
seemed to suggest they weren't even sure themselves.

Tojudge New Order properly the myth needs to be shattered
-they’re ordinary, down-to-earth people who happen to
have abent for music, right? - and at tonight’s gig,in asmall,
high-ceilinged student hall, they oblige perfectly.

Humanity, frailty? At first things look like becoming a disaster.
On “Denial”, the second number of the set, Bernard Albrecht
seems totally out of touch with what the others are playing, his
guitar cuttingin and out atinappropriate junctures. Whetherit’s
incompetence or justatechnical fault (bad monitors?) doesn’t
seem to matter though; from here on New Order launchinto
aselection of some of the
most divinely physical

Stand watchingin  (ohcormiicyesreliely
toomuchaweand  Livethevaren'talldark

andgloomatall. Those

you,“ miss 0ut 0“ negative tintsare there to

add emotional shadings,

some Ofthﬂ pure not to dazzle; stand

. . . . watchingintoomuch
jﬂy in thﬂll’ music awe and you'll miss out
onsome of the pure joy
involvedin their music.

New Order provide amuch-needed slug of passion tonight,
reviving nerve endings that have grown tired fromunder-use.
Too many groups at the moment are content with just playing,
making sure they’ve got the notes right; New Order are more
concerned with the way they play, pushing themselves to the
limits on every song, forcing the pressure at all available points.

There’s two responses to all this - stand and gawp (as most of
the audience did, still obsessed by the myth, no doubt) or throw
yourself into the music with the spirit it demands.

General preconceptions of what kind of rhythms constitute
“dance music” are still so narrow - too many people assume that
“white rock” ain’t for dancin’ and “black funk” ain’t for listenin’.

New Order are proving that’s not necessarily so; their last
piece, anirresistible application of Giorgio Moroder’s
electrodanceideas (in much the same style as “Everything’s
Gone Green”, excluded from the set), hit a gloriously punishing
level of intensity from the first note and never let up. New Order
may only have just begun. Lynden Barber
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NewOrder’s
Bernard Albrecht:it’s

the wayheplaysit
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It’s been a very
strange couple
of months for

His arena shows

are all selling out,
but what with the
bats, the doves and,
now, the Alamo, it’s
been a chaotic ride.
Here, he spills all:

on prison, abattoirs
and the correct way
to hang a dwarf.



OzzyOsbourne
in1982:“I'ma

clown,aterrible
oldshowbizham.
I'mnotasinger”
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April5,1982:afterthe death

of guitaristRandyRhoadsina
planeaccidentonMarch18and
thesubsequentcancellationof
eightdates, theDiary Of A
MadmanTourarrivesatNYC'’s
MadisonSquare Garden

MELODY MAKER

NTHEOTHER hand, there’s afist; and on the
fingersin greatbigletters, he’s tattooed his
name: OZZY.
“Which one ofyew’s AllinJownz?” he asked,
bleary-eyed beneath agreasy sheep-dogfringe.
“Him,” [photographer Tom “the Chief”] Sheehan
grassed, aportlyJudasin CAFC colours.

“Yewr the one Tony lommiwhacked, intcher?” Oz continued, tail up for
bar. Thiswas true: fouryears ago in Glasgow, Tone settled an old score by
beatingme senselessinahotel car park.

“Thelasttimelsawyew,” Ozsaid, tryingto attracta cocktail waitress,
“yewwere flyin’ across the bonnetofa car, coveredinblood... Isthatthe
scar? Nasty.”

Thewaitress arrived to take our order; the Chiefand I went for the
Heineken; Oz asked forwater, said he’d had arough old night: “I'd’'ad afew
drinks, slapped theband aboutabitand ended upinthe canal.”

Thewaitressreturned with our drinks. Ozzylooked at the glass of water.
“Fuckit,” hesaid. “Bringme a Heineken and alarge brandy... Yew know,”
he continued, turningto the hack, “what Tonydid to yew, thatwasreally
offside. Yewwasjustascrap ofathing. Real skinnylittle punkinaleather
jacketan’ chains, asIrecall. An’ hejustwentwhackwhackwhack. Hewas
amonster, lommi.”

Thistalk of Black Sabbath’s guitarist was making me nervous; I asked
Ozzyhowthe old tour was going...

“Grayyyt!” heexclaimed, brightening. “The dwarfgothitbyalump of
frozenliver the othernight.”

The dwarf?

“Yeah...we'vegotadwarfontheroad withus.”

Exchangingworriedlooks with Sheehan, Iasked Ozzywhattheydid
with the dwarf.

“Wehanghim,” Ozzysaid. “Duringtheballad.”

Ozzysaiditwasthatkind of tour: crazy. The othernight, the copshad
found somekids trying to smuggle acow’s head into one of the concerts.

“It'sbeenhappenin’ ever sincelbitthe head offthatbloodybat,” he said.

Oh, yes: thebat, Ozzy’s mostrecent cannibal outrage.

“Thonestly didnotknowitwasabat,” Ozzy claimed innocently. “Yew
know, thesekids're always throwin’, like, plastictoys... soIjustgrabbed
thisthing, bitthe head and thought, ‘Fuckme!’ And it was flappin’...”
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Oppositeme, the Chiefwas turning queasy and muttering something
underhisbreath aboutvoodoo;Iasked Ozzywhatrawbattasted like.

“Itwaslike eatinga Crunchiewrapped in chamoisleather,” hereplied
informatively. “Ithad realleatheryskin and the bones went crraaack...
Itellyou, though, Isuffered foritlater. Thad to have these rabies shots.
Realbad news, man.

Terrible. Imagine someoneinjectinga golfballinto yourleg. Imean,
it'ssuchathicksolution, itdoesn’tdisperse. Agony. The syringe was like
abicycle pump. The nurse told me towalkaround. Itwould've been easier
tofly.Itold’emIdidn'twantanymore...”

But, Oz: whatifyou actually contract rabies?

“Buymeamuzzle,” hesaid, whipping back the brandy, reaching for
the Heineken.

shrine of Texasliberty; a cherished national monument to the

American spirit. Akind of adobe John Wayne, the Alamo is an
old fortin the middle of San Antonio where 200 Texan heroes died
holding off a Mexican army of thousands to win independence for
the Lone Star State.

Thisseemed colourful enough, but Oz said he’d have to go offand
change. He cameback dressed asawoman, inabaggyblouse and ill-
fitting culottes with white socks that stopped short ofhis knees; and on
theknees were two tattooed, smilingfaces, whose eyes blinked when the
skinaround them wrinkled.

“Younevertold mehewasaroarer,” the Chiefhissed.

“I'thoughtyou’d know,” Isaid, negotiating Ozzy toward the nearest taxi.

Anditallseemed tobe goingso smoothly...

The Chiefwas a-snapping, Ozwas a-posing, the sunwas a-shiningin
abrightbluesky.

Then Ozzydecided he needed to take a piss; so he pulled down his
trousersand wentwhere he stood, pissingall over the front of the shrine
of Texas Libertyitself.

“That’s the man, officer, that’shim!” cried the redneck vigilante with
bulgingeyes.

Ozzyhadjustclamberedinto analcove halfwayup thefrontofthe
Alamo; helooked down on the Texas Rangerslike a transvestite gargoyle.

“Getdown, boy,” thelead Ranger glowered, hand on his pistol hip.

TheRangers surrounded Ozzy, who now had the brim of his cowboyhat
danglingaround his neck. The bulb-eyed redneck put the finger on Oz:

SHEEHAN WANTED TO take the snaps outside the Alamo, the
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he’dbeenseenurinatingon the Alamo. The Rangersflinched at the
sacrilege, lookedreadytolynch the hapless Ozzy.

“Itwasthemostterrible, terrible thingah'veseeninmahlahf,” the
swollen-eyed vigilante bleated, close to tears ofagonised disbeliefand
untinted fury.

“Thistrue, boy?” the Rangerasked, almostafraid to believeit.

“There’sthe STAIN!” yelled one of the gatheringhanging party.

The San Antonio Police Department arrived; theyweren'tlistening to
anyarguments: theywerebookingthisbeanointheweirdo drag. Ozzy
stillcouldn’tseewhatall the fusswasabout.

“Mister,” thelead Ranger simmered, “whenyou piss over the Alamo,
youpiss over the state of Texas.”

“Oh,” said Ozzy, impressed.

“Uhhbh... bytheway, whyhave some of your bullets gotyellowtips?”

TheRanger’sface purpled uplike an excited bruise.

“Boy,” hesaid through clenched teeth, “ifyou hadn’ta got off that wall,
I'dashowed youwhut theywhuzfor.”

“Name,” barked the SAPD patrolman.

“John Osbourne,” Ozzy answered. “Butme mates callme Ozzy.”

The cop tookoffhishat, looked at Ozzy.

“Youain'tthe guywho eatsbats, are you?” he asked and Oznodded
lustily. “Fourteenyears on theforcean’Iain't missed asingle freak,” the
cop continued. “Mister, we are takingyouin.”

And offtheywentin the wagon.

thewalls, waiting for their men to bereleased; it was abusy
- afternoon at the San Antonio lock-up. The floor waslittered
with cigarette ends, the chewed up butts of peoples’ lives. Behind the
wireand the mesh and the bars, the guards looked like they knew
they’d never get out either.
Clangclanggo thejail guitar doors! With asingle bound, Ozis free.
“Theyputmeina cell withamurderer,” he gushed aswe escorted him
totheelevator.
“He’djustbitten outhiswife’s throat. Hewas covered in shitand blood.”
“Lucky,” Sheehansaid, “theydidn’t puthimin with the Birdman
ofAlcatraz.”

n DARK—EYED SENORITAS WITH bulging bellies hung around

“Nothing,” Ozzyinsisted. “Itellyou, when they sent me down, it
frightened the shit out of me. Whenyou goin there, itjust degraded
you. It’'slikeyou're nolongerhuman. They give youanumber and that’s
yourlife. That'syour onlyidentity. You're notamananymore, you're
prisoner 1237486.

“Iexperienced somewild thingsin there. WhenIgotout, [satdown
and cried myeyes out. That place waslike asewer.Idon’tbelieve people
shouldbe putinluxury cellswith colour tellies and maids, but there’sa
pointwhere youhave to draw theline. To be locked away from yourloved
onesisonething; tobeforced tolivein absolutefilth another.

“And most ofthe peoplein there had been sent down for thingslike
non-payment of maintenance or driving offences. We used tohave an
hour’s exercise adayandImet this guywho'd worked in the meat market
withme, and he said he wasin for fouryears. I thoughthe must've robbed
abank.Isaid whatdid they getyou for?

“AboxofMarsbarsand 40 Park Drive,” he said.

Recently,hewasbemoaningthe severity of English taxlaws; someone
told him the moneywentto agood cause: the state. Ozzy exploded.

“Isaid, ‘What’s thestate ever givenme?’ Three monthsin Winson
Green. That’sall the state’s done forme: put meinjailand caused my
motherandfather countless years of misery. You know, Iwatched my
father die of cancerattheage of63. AndIlooked athim and I thought,
‘Youpoorbastard. Whathave you seen of thisworld? You've seen awar.
You've seen poverty. You've scrimped and saved through your tiny little
life, tobe putinafuckin’ closetin the deathward ofahospital...’ I thought
I'dratherdie ofafuckin’ overdose than end up like that. Atleast that’llbe
thewayIwantto go.

“Afterbeingin prison, IknewIwouldn’tgo back, and Iknew thatI
wouldn’tbe told howtolive, what to do, when to work, when to have me
teabreak.Isawmefather goingthroughall that. The mannever missed
aday’sworkinhislife,and he diesin this closet. There’sno dignityinit.
Andthere’s millionslike him. Youknow, why don’t theyhave a state
funeralfor somebodylike that, instead of some arsehole who’s probably
ripped the countryoffandled usintowar...”

Iwondered whetherrock'n’rolland prison had been the two
alternativesinhislife.

“Actually,” hesaid, throwing me again, “Ineverreally thoughtabout
becomingasinger.Ialwayswanted tojoin

ZZYWAS 16, growingup in Aston,
O agrim Birmingham suburb; his only
ambition was to become a Beatle,
preferably Paul McCartney.
Helivedinatwo-bedroomedhouse withhis
father, hismother and five other children. Itwas
asurprisingly musical background.
“Memotherwasalways entering talent
competitions,” he chuckled, “and me dad was
alwaysdrunksinginginbars.”
Ozzycouldn’tkeep aregularjob, driftedin
and outof employmentand eventuallyinto
pettycrime. “Itwasjustaway of gettingalong,
youknow.Thad awholeracket going, awhole

“T'hey put me
in a cell with a
mur derer’ He)d '3ACKSTAGEATSANAnt0nio's

bitten out his A
wife’s throat”

themerchantnavyorthearmyorsomething.
Iwenttojointhearmyonce. Theywouldn't
have me. The guyturned around and said
theywanted subjects, notobjects.Ididn’t get
through the door.Ithought, ‘Great. If they call
me up for the nextwar, I'll tell them to fuck off.”

cavernous Convention Hall, Ozzy
and his band were preparing for that
night’s extravaganza.

Thinner than Sutherland’s disappearing
thatch, guitarist Randy Rhoads was slipping
into pipe-cleanerleather trousers; bass player

bigunderground thing.Thad this -
hideoutplaceinanold cricket
pavilion. Itwaslikeabloody
departmentstore.Thad everything
there. Cigars, booze, thelot.Iwas
only 13,” he sighed nostalgically.

Eventuallynicked for attempting to
stealacolourtelevision set thatwas
simply tooheavy tohaulfromthe
sceneofthe crime (Oztried to get it
overawall;itfellon him, pinning
himto theground), dearold Ozzy
was sentdown: three monthsin
Winson Green prison.

“Inactualfact,” hesaid, “this tattoo
was donebyaguywhowasinthere
forthreemurders. Hebeat three
prostitutes todeath...”

Apartfrom the convenient
tattooingfacilities, whatelse did
prisonhave to offer?

Ozzyandwife-
to-be/manager
SharonArden,
| daughterofthe

notoriousDon

Rudiwasback-combinghis hair;
drummer TommyAldridge was
bouncingheavyweightsticks offhis
biceps; former Rainbow keyboards
player Don Aireywas tellingme how
much Ritchie Blackmore had enjoyed
my piece on Castle Donington two
yearsback.

“I'mthrilled,” I'said. “Inever
realisedhewasafan.”

Sheehan, meanwhile, was
chattingupJohn, the tour dwarf.
Johnlooked pleased thathe'd finally
found someone onthetourthathe
could talktowithouthavingtostand
onachair. Acrosstheroom, Ozzy
wassqueezinghimselfintoapink
chain-mailleotard fronted by agreat
big codpiece.

“Theyputmeinacellwitha
murderer,” hewastellingsomeone »
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whohadn’theard about the afternoon’s adventure outside the
Alamo. “He'djustkilled his entire family. With an axe.”
Oztried tomake himself comfortablein the codpiece, and
noticed]John.
“’Ere, John,” he said, “whenwe hangyou tonight, don’t forget
towriggle...”

softkind of person; he was one of those guys who watched a
daftold movie on the television and ended up with a Kleenex
overdraft. His reputation for outrage was accurate, he confessed; but
he was usually provoked.
“I'thinkin thisworld you have to shock people,” he said.
“Especiallyinrock’n’roll. It's expected of you. But it has go to the point
nowwhereifI'msitting quietly, people come up tome and askme if 'mill.
If’'mnotscreamingoffthe chandelier or throwing members of the band
against thewall or pissing over the Alamo, people think, ‘Oh, he’sill. Best
getthedoctor.’ Sometimes, Ijustwant to sitdown, have asmoke, think
aboutthe day. Butit’'simpossible.”
Andwereallthese outrages committed onimpulse?
“Honestly, Idon’teven knowwhatI've done

O ZZY SWIGGED HIS beer and said that he’d always been a very

“It'sanoccupationalhazard. It does worryme, butIcan’tletitstop me
doingthis. Becauseifit’s goingto happen, ifsomebody’s out to do you,
they’lldoyou.AndIthinkthere’salotof people out there capable of
doingit. Actually, Ido believe that 90 per cent of the audience is sicker
thanI'malleged tobe. Listen, there’s a pointin the showwhere we throw
liver and offal at the audience and the kids’ll be clamouring to getapiece
intheface.

“I'failtounderstandit, really,” he continued, touched by agenuine
bewilderment.

“Whyin thisdayand age do peoplelike to see somuch gore and disgust?
Imean,'llgiveitto ’emifthat’swhat theywant. Theyre payingmoney to
seeme, so'lldowhatever theywantmetodo.

“Butloftensaytomyself, Iflwasin the frontrowofashowand some
prickonstage threwagreatbigpiece of shitall over me, I'd get up there
and punch the guy out.’ That'swhyIgotthe dwarfto throwtheliver. He’s
toosmalltohit.”

Thisseemedlike an honest enough definition of commercial cynicism;
butwasthere alinewhere he putan amen to exploitation?

“Idunno, there’sjustapointwhere youknowyou've gone far enough.
Like, atthe beginning of this tour, we were going to sell tour humps

instead of tour T-shirts. T-shirts with HUMPS!

usually. WhenIgotnicked atthe Alamo, Ididn'’t
evenknowwhatI'd been done for. ‘Pissing over
thestate of Texas’. Fuckme...”

Bitingthehead offadoveatarecord company
reception seemed rather more premeditated
thanshowering the Alamo; adamned sight
more grisly, too.

“You've met these people,” hesaid, pleading
mitigating circumstances. “Theserecord
company executivesin their satin tourjackets.
Theyreapaininthearse.It’sall, ‘Hi, Oz, really
greattoseeyou. Lovethealbum. And they
don’tgiveashitreally. Aslongasthey're
sellingenoughrecordsso theycangoto these
conventionsonceayearinthe Bahamasandgo
ravingmad and partyitup atmy expense.

“The originalideawas to get these two dovesand
throwthemupintheair, cause abit ofastir. Then
Ithought, ‘Fuckit.” AndIbit thehead off one of them.
I'thought, ‘Right, I'll give thislot something to think
about.” And thenIdidit. And theyfreaked out.Ijust
wanted to make those people situp and say, ‘Hey!
Thisguyisforreal. Heisnuts...”

Doyoureallythinkyouarenuts, 0z?

“Nah,” hegrinned, takingaboard therest ofhis beer,
“IthinkI'mabitofan eccentric.IthinkI'mabitover the
top.Ijustdon’tcare. That'swhatfrightens people.”

We'vealreadyheard about thekids turningup withacow’s
head athis gig; justasbizarre were the rumours currently hoton
thewire spreading the word on Ozzy’s pre-gig pastime of sacrificing
puppies, blowingup goats. Justto gethimin therightframe ofmind, you
understand, for the musical holocaust ofhis performance.

Peoplewere beginningtobelieveall this. Baton Rouge wasalready
makingthreatening noises aboutbanninghim. Surely the oldlegend was
gettingatad outofhand.

“Itisgettingheavy,” he agreed. “Especially herein the States. Anything
sensational, youknow, theyjustgo forit. 'm desperately frightened that
some guy’s going to blow me away. Itjust frightens me, 'cos some of these
guysarenuts, theywantto takeittoofar.

“Allitis, youknow, I'maclown.Aterrible old showbizham.'m not
asinger. You've heard the show, youknowthat. Sowhydo they take it
allsoseriously?

“Ijustgetpeople off. I'm theirjoint, ifyoulike. They smoke me and
theygethigh. Peoplesay, ‘Don’t yourealise what effectyou're havingon
people’sminds?’ And Isay, ‘Look, go home and watch the television news.
There’smuch worse thingshappening. Don’tgive me ahard time. Go
backtoyourtelevision station andlook at the news, and you'll see six
peoplebeingblastedinabankraid, and they’llshowyou the blood and
theguts. Whateffectis thatgoingtohave? Theydon'tgive ashitover here,
they'llshowyou everything. Murder’sawayoflife here...”

Lennonwas gunned down, he said—who could’ve predicted that? Of
courseitcouldhappentohim.
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“That’s why I
got the dwarf
to thI‘OW the “Where the ell ‘ave youbeen?’

liver — he’s too
small to hit”

And clubfeet!” Chuckles consumed him at the
verymemory.

“ButthenIsaidtoSharon [Arden: manager/
constantcompanion], ‘Whatifwe’ad asonand
he came home fromaconcert covered in shit
withahumponhisbackandaclubfoot?’ It'dbe
abitbizarre.

“T’see Ozzy Osbourne!’
“‘Gerrup thosebloodystairs!”

Iwasn’tsure thatIwasn’t suffering
some violent Heineken-withdrawal
hallucination. The taped overture had reached
aclimaxofapocalyptic frenzy; the entire audience was
onits feet, Zippos aloft, Ozzy’s name on theirlips; a
10,000-strong chorus, baying for their hero, the froth
already foamingat the corners of their mouths.
Andonthestage, the curtains were slowly parting
andIwasblinkinghard, cursingthe morning’s
Heineken binge. Sheehanlookedjustasamazed;

Iknewthen thatitwasforreal. The stage was

dwarfed byatoweringsetthatlookedlike anightmare
vision of some diseased Camelot. Torches blazed high
above towers and battlements, arches and turrets; there
wasadrawbridge, aportcullis; chains a-dangling, thick,
heavy, coveredindankmoss.

Anemptythronestoodimperiously atthe head of a flight of stairs
thatsweptdown to the frontand centre of the stage.

POW!An explosion shook the auditorium, probably poppingzitsin the
furthest gantries, miles awayfrom the stage. There was awhirl of smoke,
aflash.And Ozzywas suddenly on the throne, apparentlybeamed in
fromnowhere. Hewas holdingaloft amassive, neon-fronted crucifix.

Ashewaddled down the stairs, bellywobbling under the pink chain
mail, themascaraalreadyrunningtearfully down his chubbed-out
cheeks, thedrums pounded through the PA.

Tommy Aldridge, surrounded by more drums than a popularwitch
doctoratapublicexorcism, wasrising slowly on another dais, behind
the throne. Behind Tommystood hisdrumroadie, dressed like a
medieval executioner.

Randyand Rudiromped on from thewings, amps cranked up well
pastthelegallimit, thrashingaway as Oz carried theminto “Over The
Mountain”. The audience knewthe words better than Ozzy, butloved
him anyway; and heresponded by turning on the fireworks, hanging the
dwarf, setting thebandloose on pyrotechnicsolos thatburned off the
earsand madenonsense of the average digestive system.

The cheers from the audience drowning even Randy’sjet-fuelled riffs,
Iretired back to the stage, earsringinglike alarmbells, myheart trying
toargueitsway out of my chest. From the high arch above Tommy, John
the dwarfwashangingfromascaffold, littlelegs kickingbeneath his
monk’shabit. Foramoment, helookedlike Sheehan andIfeared—that

IHAD TOLOOK twice and even then




theroadieshadlynched thewronglittle chapinthe
backstage pandemonium...
Then the Chiefwas at my shoulder, muttering
darklyaboutvoodoo, and we watched the finale,
with Ozzyadvancing outinto the audience ona giant
hand;andwewinced to ourverysoulsasthehand
exploded withaforce thatwould'vereduced the
Alamo torubbleand Oz tumbled into another
spotlightand flunghimselfintoahoarse,
dangerouslyberserkbody-checkversion of “Paranoid”.
Ifirstheard that songwhenIwas makingmydebuton acid; it still
sounded terrifying.

sharpenerin the bar of the Fairmounthotel. That weekend,
- the Fairmount was hosting a beauty convention; we were
surrounded by decaying Southern belles with skins like stretched
Formica. Their eyes glistened with an artificial sheen; their teeth
clearly sleptin separate beds; their mouths were greedy, their tongues
rattled; their perfumes clungin the air, like stains on a sheet; they
believed that they’d never get old, were mostly already dead.

Wewere talkingabouthis currentsuccessin America (Diary OfA
Madman, hissecond solo LP sinceleaving Sabbath, was shifting units
onthe Billboard chartatarate thatwas exhausting hisaccountants);
wemoved on to the present tour, and Iwondered whether after nearly
15yearshehadn’tseen enough of the world’s hotel rooms. He'd go on
forever, hesaid; rightnow, hefeltlike the Bing Crosby of HM, with three
generations offans comingtohis concerts, buthe’d go on until they
stayed away.

Wasthere anywhere that dulled his enthusiasm for touring?

“Germany!” heyelled with some conviction, attacking anotherlotion.
“Hate the place.Thate theirarrogance. And they don’tknowwhen to
laugh. The onlytime theylaughiswhenthey’restartingwars. The war
hasn’tfinished for those bastards. They still hate everyone in the world.
Germany, it’s gotthis cloud of doom and depression hanging overit.

“Themosthappeningplace Iwenttoin Germanywas Dachau. There
wasmorelife there than on the Reeperbahn. Belgium'’s the same. If you
wantto getdepressed, go to Belgium. The worse thing that could ever
happen toanyonewould be to have been bornin Belgium. Itshouldn’t
evenhappentoaBelgian. Belgium’s probablyjustagood place todie...”

AlexHarveyjustdid; ofaheartattack,Itold him.

Ozzywasimmediately contrite.

“Whorrabummer,” hesaid.

“Well, thereyou go... Isuppose the same thing’s going to happen to me
oneday. The priceyoupay, Isuppose. The deathrateinrock'n’rollis
phenomenal. Youlive at 100 miles an hour, 24 hoursaday: and your body
canonlytakesomuchstress.”

Sowhatdoyoudo towind down
afteratour, Ozzy?

“DoyouknowwhatIreallylike
doing?” he declared, almost
overtaken byhisown gush of
enthusiasm.

“Fishingandshooting,” he
beamed. “Enjoyingthe
countryside.”

Uh, whatexactly did helike
shooting?

“Rabbits. Pigeons. Pheasants.
Vans. Policemen.”

Givenhis previously expressed
concern for the way the world was
runningdown (we'd been talking
aboutasongofhiscalled
“Revelation (Mother Earth)”, all
thishuntingandkillingseemed
contradictory.

“Notatall!” heinsisted eagerly,
between gulps ofalcohol. “Ieat
whatIshoot.Idon’tjustgobang!
Idon’tleave thebodies theretorot.
Igohuntingforfood.Idon’tjust
kill, thereisapurpose.Imean, if

n ) ALLAS:0ZZYAND Iwere enjoying an early-afternoon

April5,1982:(I-r)Bob
Daisley, RudySarzo,Ozzy
Osbourne, Tommy Aldridge
andBernie Tormé (Randy
Rhoads’replacement)at
MadisonSquare Garden
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there’sacrisis, afood shortage orawar, I'll know
howto survive. Most people wouldn’t. ‘Oh, the
butcher’s closed, whereamIgoingto getsome
meat?’ Youwon'thear mewhingeing.I'll be out
withmegun.

There’ssomuch hypocrisyaboutall this,”
he complained bitterly. “Like there’s this guy
interviewing me once and he’s got this big fat greasy
steakinfrontofhimonhisplate. And he says, ‘Don’t
youthinkbitingadove’shead offis cruel?’ And he’s tucking into hisrump
steak.SoIsaid, ‘Listen, mate, you're the one who'’s eatinga cow’s arse on
aplate.’ I'said, ‘Don'tyourealise whatyou're eating?’ He says, ‘Food.’
‘Don’tyourealise thatfood used tohop around a field, mooing. Minding
itsownbusiness. And nowyou're eatingits arse offa plate.

Hecouldn'taccepttheideathatImight've bitten the head off thatdove
toshowup allthese hypocrites... That'swhyIdo these things.”

Wasthere astunthe’'d committed, an outrage he'd caused, that
heactuallyregretted; or could hejustifyeverythingwith such
persuasive humour?

“I've done some terrible things to animals,” he finally confessed, after
some deliberation. “WhenIworked atthe slaughter house, Iused todo
some grotesque things whichIreally don’twantto talkabout.”

Turningpale, Iwasfranklyrelieved. Ozzywenton.

“Iwasjustakid then,” he mused reflectively. “Iwasjustscrewing
around.I'msureeveryone’sdone somethingtheyregret...lonce sawed
asheep’sheadinhalf.”

Itwasdead, T hoped.

“No,” hesaid. “Itwasalive. [twouldn’thave been any funifit'd
beendead.”

Ipresumed thathe’d used ahigh-powered chainsaw, to getthe job over
with quickly, ifnotwithouta considerable mess.

“Itwas ahacksaw, actually,” Ozzyremembered, and his elbow
automaticallywentinto asawing motion: aslow, deliberate momentum.

Iwasfeeling thoroughlynauseous.

“Thelookonyourface!” heroared, laughter doublinghim over onto his
knees. “It’sakiller!”

Isuspected awind-up; Ozzyinsisted thatthe storywas true. Hewas
stilllaughing;Tjoinedin, clockingin at chuckle central, thoughIdidn’t
knowwhy.

“Onething’sforsure,” Ozzybellowed, guffawinginto hisdrinkaswe
bothhowled, “the sheep weren'tlaughin’...”

One ofthe convention’sbeauticians came over and asked Ozzyifhe'd
havehis picture taken with agroup ofher friends; they were all fans; had
luuuuuuuurvedthe showin Houston. Ozzy agreed; the beautician went
offto organiseher chums.

“Oldwitch,” Ozzy said, watching her fuss. And then he was away,
pulling faces for someone’s Polaroid memories. Allanjones ®
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Tough times for
. Vince Glarke has
left, and their second
album has been panned.
The Basildon boys have
the support of local
mums, and urge fans to
stick with them for the
long haul. “l mean we’ve
only just started having
to shave every day!”
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PART FROM HIS clothes, which are meticulously
modish, Martin Gore’s baby blond curls, bashful
expression and exceptionally sweet smile make him
looklike the boy in Bubbles, Millais’ famous
Victorian advert for Pears soap.

His group mate Andrew Fletcherlooks
comparativelyharsh by Depeche pop standards: sandyhair sticks up
straightfrom hishead and hismanner, although chatty, tends toward
dry.It'sadarkDave Gahan, the singer with the softface and sunnysmile,
who opensthe door ofhis parents’ semi-detached house in the satellite
suburb of Basildon.

There seemsto be somethingin theairwhich encourages clear
complexions, wholesome electro-pop, clean-cut teen culture and
untroubled eyes. The taxi from the station bowls along the wide, smooth
roads between thelow, greyrows of modern estate housing, pastbroad
sweeps of springgreen. Onthesurfaceit’s

(Daniel Miller of Mute) has done so much for us, you can’tget stroppy
withhim. Allthe peoplein the office reallywork hard for us, youcan’t
upsetthem. The main thingis, we've been so lucky, you feel, why should
webe arguing? We've got somewhere and we should work.”

Depeche Modearen’tarock ‘n’rollband, theytellme,and theydon’t
enjoythe traditional tour trappings. At their Hammersmith Odeon
concerts, which theyfilled twicein afortnight, their showwas
remarkable forits fetching simplicity and lack of spectacle, its narrowing
ofdistance andrejection of elitism, its guileless involvement and
unselfconsciousinnocence.

Yethere theyare between tour and LP, still bubblybutworryingalittle
aboutbecomingblasé over continents and countries, jetsand
helicopters, videoand TV. Dave Gahan’s gotaswelling stye on one eye
frominfected waterin a Spanish shower.

“If’'mwearingsunglassesin the pictures, you'llhave to explainitwasn’t
tryingtobecool, 'm embarrassed aboutmy eye.”

Isthereanywayinwhich theycan avoid steppinginto the spiralling

restrictive trap of success?

aclosedworld of comforting order, easy
affluence, unchallenged conformityand
modestdomesticity. Depeche Mode
—alittleflushed from the drowsyafternoon
combination of sunshine, central heatingand
aflaringfire-sitinthe small, square cosyliving
roomofahouseidentical to the onestheyall
sharewith theirrespective parents.

Abright, neatgirlsitsat the end of the settee,
quietlyflicking through amagazine. Dave
Gahanmakes coffee, although he drinks hot
chocolate himself. Audible through the
wafer-thin walls, nownearer, now farther,
come the thin tones of Dave’s younger brother,

“Our ambition
isto buy a
house or
something

like that”

“Wedon’twantanything,” says Andrew.
“Wejustcarryon from dayto day. We haven’t
gotanyambitions. Ourambitionistobuya
house or somethinglike that.”

“Obviously to be more successfulwould be
agoodthing,” adds Dave. “Ortojuststayaswe
arenowandkeep releasing good material.”

“Things don’thappenso fastthatyoudon’t
reallyknowwhat’s going to happen,” says
Martinsoftly.

“To gobacknowwouldbereallyhard,”
Andrew continues. “There’s so many people we
haveto pay. It’s the album-tour-album-tour
trap that’s the worst thing. That'swhy Vince

asquatter, pudgier version of Dave himself, ashe
wanders through the house with asmall Casio keyboard.

“Heusuallyplaysitintheloo,” says Dave, “becauseit’s gotgood reverb
inthere.”

Allover Basildon, Andrewtells me, young synthesizer bands are
startingup, despite thelack ofrehearsal rooms or places to play. For
Depeche Mode, who smile andreminisce their way through an afternoon
athome, itdoesn’tseemsolongago that they were playinghouse-gigs
themselves to asmallaudience in pyjamaswith additional soft toys and
teddybears.

Timehasflown, theythink, since they caught the commuter train to
thebank, theinsurance office and college every morning. Because
Depeche Mode signed to anindependentlabel forno advance, theywere
stilldoingdayjobs when “New Life” was at Number 20in the charts, and
aweekafter theyfinished workon TOTP. Four months ago Andrew
Fletcher had never flown, nowhefindsair travelno more orless exciting
thancatchingthe 7 o'clock traininto town.

Thisisthefirstday off Depeche Mode have had in months, sandwiched
betweenatrip to Spainand aspellin the studio. And although theywere
lookingforward to anuninterrupted reunion with old friends and family,
they'veamiablyagreed to do one more interview. Depeche Mode are just
toonicetosayno.

“Every daythere seemstobesomething,” says Daveresignedly. “Up
untila certain pointyoudo begintowonderwhatgooditactuallydoes.”

Doesbeingnice comenaturally?

“Notanymoreitdoesn't,” saysAndrew, whose
ironyisin counterpoint to Dave’sready chatterand
Martin’s shy, attentive silence. (“He’s gotalotto say, &
butheneversaysit,” explains Andrew. “He’s not S
verygood atinterviews.”)

“You're thrownintosomethingand youact
naturallyand that’swhatcomes out. Thenyou're
knownasbeingnice and cute all the time, and
whenyou've been touring for three months, you
justwantto explode. Butwhen you're surrounded
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(Clarke) left, he probablyfelt thathe was getting
trapped because that’'swhathe sawin frontofhim. Helooked atit with
abiggerscope thanwedid, I think. Helooked ahead more.

“Theonlypointofbitternessis thefact thatwe'rereallyworkinghard
and promotinghismaterialand he’s doingwhatwe wantto dobutcan’t.”

“Vince has gotall the time in the world now,” adds Dave. “He’sdone
afewadverts, afewjingles. Peter Powell’s gotanewprogramme outand
hewrote the theme tune for that. We were offered a Tizer advertbut we
justcouldn’tdoit. [twould bereallygood ifwe had the time to do things
like that, justlookatitin abigger way, different ways of earning money.”

Farfromfallingflatontheirfresh faces, assomefeared theywould do
when primarywriter Clarke left, Depeche Mode have recruited new
member Alan Wilder (not present today since he’s only temporary), and
gathered newstrength since “See You” has takenits proper placein the
most exhilarating chartformonths.

Whydo theythinksome peoplerelate to them so well?

“I'supposeit’sbecause theysee usastheboynextdoor,” says Dave.

“Theblokesseeuslikelads, electronic versions of the Angelic Upstarts,”
addsAndrew. “You get those sort of people outside the dressingroom
door going, ‘Oi, Andy!” You have to speak to them in your best Cockney
accent. You go, ‘Yer, alright, ‘angon.’ You get thelittle girls thatyou have
tobereallynicetobecause they’relike your little sister.”

Andrewblushesjustabit.

“It'safunnysortofaudience,” says Dave. “I think theyjustsee usonthe
samelevel asthemreally.It’'sgood inaway, ‘cos
they'renotembarrassed. Iremember goingto gigs
and beingembarrassed to move ‘cosit’snotcool to
dance.Iremember goingtosee Gary Numanat
Hammersmith and justsitting through the whole
gig. Yourereallyenjoyingitbutyou can’tgetup
and go HUURRAAY!Atour gigs theyaren't
embarrassed aboutanything.”

Depeche Mode mayjokinglyfantasise about
runningonstage and doingscissorjumps,
detailingaroadie to pull themacross thestage on

bynice peoplewho are so friendly, you trust them, L j ago-kartattached toapiece of stringand feel
iftheysaysomethingthenitishardtosayno.Dan # o\ e e gentlyaggrieved by Paul Weller whiningly calling
h - — = themwimps;
oA . . .
’-b @ = "b # = butinreality
theirartless
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oftenseeninstead asanonymity. “There wasathingin The Sun
reviewingoursingle anditsaid ‘anotherrecord by afaceless group’.
Ithink people who read music papers mightknowaboutus, but the
general public couldn’t putaface to thename,” says Andrew. “People
say, what'sitlike to be famous? But there’s no difference. When I'walk
alonginBasildon theymightrecognise me, butifIgoup to Londonand
walkalongtheKing’s Road, Iwouldn’tberecognised.”

“Ithinkit’sbetter notto behip, it’s definitely safer,” says Dave.

“Iremember whenwe first described ourselves as a pop band and
Andywentwild!” adds Martinslyly. “He said we've had itnow! How can
youbearock ‘n’rollstarand walkinto the house and see your mum...”

“...haveafightwithyourbrothersinthelivingroom...” adds Andrew,

“...andyou've gotallyoursistersin thehouse,” continues Martin.

“Wedon’tgo clubbingitin London oranything,” adds Dave. “Idon’t
knowhowbands candothat. They're touring the world and they've got
records outevery week. Theymustbesotired.”

“We don’tget massive guestlists with stars on them,” says Andrew.
“Ithink that’swhy peoplerelate tous. We don’tattract thatsort of
audience. We're notaliggers’ band. Backstage there’s justaload of our
friends from Essex.”

Are Depeche Mode puppets of Mute maestro Daniel Miller, the
pretty faces frontingan electro-pop masterplan? Somehowitdoesn’t
seem thatsimple.

“Daniel’sboys,” smiles Dave. “Daniel’slike afriend really. “It’snotlike
abusinessrelationship. He comes everywhere with us. In the studio he
doesn’tactuallytake partin therecordingapartfrom the producing.I'd
sayalotofother producers take more partthan Daniel does.”

Theydon'tfeel they're beingmanipulated?

“It’shard to say,” replies Andrew equably. “He advises us what to do, but
wefindithard tosayno,soinawayhedoes.”

Bythosewho don’tunderstand the placein pop forsuch asweetand
optimistic celebration of potential, Depeche Mode are often crudely
dismissed aslightweight. Would theylike to be taken more seriously?

“I'thinkwhatwe doisveryeasy, that’swhyit’s good,” says Andrew. “But
we'reonanindependentlabel. We've never been hyped, we never
advertise. That's onereason whywe never getinto the top five.
They can’tafford to give us thatfinal push toNo 1. When you
sellasmanyrecordsasagroup thatgetstoNo3orNo4,and
youonlygettoNo 8, youstarttowonder why.”

“Noneofusareonanego trip. Wedo things asthey
comealong,” says Dave. “It'sajob, we moan aboutit, but
Icouldn’tseeusdoinganythingelse. Inthreeyears’
time, Martinmightbe a producer or ageneral writer.
Andymightbe makingsynthesizers. We've done
somethinginadifferentway.”

Depeche Mode are the fastway forward to the future. Lynn Hanna

HEMIDDLE-AGED MUM on the Basildon train greeted Dave
| like a son, long presumed lost, safely home from the Falklands.
“Likeyournewone,” shebeamed, juggling her shopping. “Good
one...thebestoneyet.” Dave blushed hard, acceptingaccolades shyly.

“Depeche Mode attempting to twist pin-up appeal into nursery
neurosisislike asking the Banshees to play ‘Little Deuce Coupe’.”

I'dwritten these words two days before, summingup myattack of their
new LP, A Broken Frame. Dave flushed hard, takinginsultto heart.

“Ofallthebadreviews, yourswas the one thathurt most,” he insists
overafast-diminishingpint. (Yes, it'strue; these Basildon boys don’t
drink Babycham!)

“Butatleastitreadlike you'd actuallylistened to therecord!”

Stillsimmering from the half-expected criticallashingadministered
by the weeklybig four, Depeche Mode are holed up inrehearsals, taking
deepbreaths, turning the other cheeks and thanking the Lord for the
mums of thisworld.

It'sayearnowsince Speak & Spelllaunched theirridiculously simple
synthesised translations of established pop clichésinto the charts;a
year, thatis, since Vince Clarke builthisreputation asastylish pop writer
onlyto quitthefold and touthis talentswith Yazoo, ayearthat’s
inevitably twisted the cowardly critical acquiescence thataccompanies
anynew cultridingthe crestofawave into frowning familiarity.

LastDecember, Depeche Mode could donowrong.

“Nowwe can’tdoanythingright,” moans singer Dave Gahan.

Flossybarnets:
Dave Gahanand
MartinGore

PARIS STUDIOS,
—— LONDON ——
LIVE!
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oigns of extra variety
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HAT AWAY tosstart. Alan
W Wilder dancesin Vince
Clarke’s shoes and his first
Depeche Dayinthe home
country involves knocking out
a Top Of The Pops
performance then
dashingdownto
Paris Studios for
anInConcert
with Talk Talk.
There heis...

hair red (neat), suit
wellpressedand
fingers tumbling
over the favourites.
Notastartling 40
minutes from the Mode. They
have been harder, tighter and
better practised - still, this is
the first UK appearance for
awhileand there’s plenty to

brought afew moments of
head scratchingand Depeche
Mode arestillinapensive
mood. It’sdone them good as
there are signs of extra variety
andssilkier twist winding round
the familiar TEAC drum track.
Eventhat’sbeen shaken
around by new sounds and
rhythms which feint for the
headthenfall atyour feet.

A handful of gigs will pull the
fresh stuff as taut as favourites
such as “Puppets” and “What's
Your Name”; they're not there
yet.In Concert never saw
the light of oldies such as
“Photographic”, “Dreaming
OfMe” and “lce Machine”,
but there was time to air “See
You”, “This Is Real Fun” (even

stronger than the record) and

worry about. anewcomer
Willthe new which was
b k the bullet of
b e Thesongs wrestle [peniete
did.) Will the “Meaning Of
new numbers you to Love”. Thisis
stand up? the ground and heavy metal,
(Theydo.) isn'tit?
Let'stalk keepafooton  weni
talk about H something.
songs.Martin your braln Whata
Goreisa chorus,
romantic soul crashing
under his flossy barnet. All around the ears asif the band
those twirling lines that spin had giventhe PAapushand

through “See You” have mates
inthe rest of his efforts. Maybe
they don’tpunchyououtas
fastasold Depeche, but they
wrestle you to the ground and
keep afoot onyour brain.
Vince's departure must have

sentitreelinginto the crowd.

I wish could chat chatabout
Talk Talk, but there’s not alot
to say. The coast of poppy
emulsionisn’t thick enough
to hide the stubby rock ‘n’roll
wall behind it. Paul Colbert
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Marks the end of
a beautiful dream Rdagivy
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Depeche Mode
MUTE

What a difference ayear
makes. The Depeche Mode of
‘81's Speak & Spellseduced
their way into our hearts
andinto the charts with
unblemishedinnocence; the
synthesized soul brothers of
cartoon punks, the Ramones.
Therole and execution were
essentially simple: perfect pop
with no pretensions. Such
(a)cute timing could scarcely
be dismissed as contrived, such
sublime straightforwardness
blossomed beyondall
critical sniping.

gossamer sleight of hand, the
ponderous “Monument” may
sound positively ugly
compared to the wry “Boys Say
Go"but A Broken Frameiis
closerto Speak & Spellthanits
tricky veneer might suggest.
The lyrics have matured from
wide-eyed fun to wild-eyed
frustration, but the weary
words of “Leave In Silence”,
justlike the glib ones of
“Just Can’t Get Enough”,
are words and nothing more.
In attempting the balance
Yazoo get away with, the new
Depeche Mode overstep
the mark. Vinceis adept at

But, though

conjuring

inmany ways musical
ambitiousand sounds S?dly moodsand
ontnrrame  MaKEd, deprived of - 2roverer
-asitsname the formUIa,s huma\nh
suggests- enoughto
marks the end HOVEIty conusthere’s
of abeautiful emotion

dream.Now Vince Clarke’s
(selfishly?) split the market,
A Broken Frame sounds sadly
naked, rudely deprived of the
formula’s novelty.

Whereas past pilferings
were overlooked as
springboards towards an
emergingidentity, the
larcenies of A Broken Frame
sound like puerile infatuations
papering over anonymity.
Whatitalsoillustratesis that
growing upin publicis much
the same asitwasinthe ‘60s
-thatonce establishedas a
commerecial viability, pressure,
pride or self-opinionation
invariably pushesaband
beyond compounding
their capabilities and fuels
daft aspirationstoart.

To be fair, the one factor
infavour of Depeche
Mode’s commercial
decline, the sole grace
that saves A Broken Frame
from embarrassment, is
that theirincreasing
complexity sounds less
theresult of exterior
persuasion thanan
understandable, natural
development.

It may lack Vince's
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behind their candyfloss,
but the Mode remain
essentially vacuous.
“Shouldn’t Have Done That”,
the album’s most ambitious
departure, proves beyond
doubt that Depeche
attempting to twist pin-up
appealinto nursery neurosis
is like asking the Banshees to
play “Little Deuce Coupe”.
The boys’ pluck shouldbe
applauded and we should
be grateful that they refuse
totread water.
But the plain factis, they're
drowning. SteveSutherland

— ALBUMS —

“I'suppose, atthe beginning, we were flavour of the month, the
new, young, fresh ... y’know. Everyone’s gone through that.
HaircutOne Hundred, ABC... we'vewatched themallget the
sameaswe got—‘Oh, they’rewonderful!” and thensuddenly,
‘Oh, they’rebad! Ithinkit’s disgusting. Youspend three
monthsinthestudioworkingashard as fuck to putoutagood
albumand...”

“It'slikeayearatwork,” Andrew Fletcher intrudes, obviously
agitated, “and you getyour appraisal at the end of it from

someone who doesn’treallybother.”
“Idon’tthinkitdoesyouanygreatharm,” reasons sole songwriter,
Martin Gore, through hislop-sided grin. “Imean, youcan'tsayitdoesn’t
concernyoubecauseitdoesbutldon’tthink people decide whetherto
buyarecord ornotonthestrength ofareview.”

“Theworstthingis,” badgers Andy, bitterlyunassuaged, “sayyou'rein
apuborsomethingand people shout ‘You've ‘adit!’~when thatstarts to
‘appen, once you've become an established band, it puts so many
pressures on you. We shouldn’thave to putup with that.

“We produce our musicand we get criticised by peoplewho are....
nothingreally, peoplewho've never done anythinglike we have, football
hooliganswho don’tdeserve tobe on earthreally. See whatImean?”

Thisverbal venting of bottled-up bad feelingis occasioned, notsomuch
bythe factthatA Broken Frame has been panned inconsistently
asoverambitious, underambitious, senseless and pretentious, as the fact
thattheband feel they've been wilfully misunderstood.

“Thethingyou’ve gottaremember,” Andyinsists, letting the skeleton
outofthe closet, “is thateight out of the ten songs on thelastalbum were
Vince’sand Martin doesn’twritelike Vince.

“Thenewalbumisdifferent notbecause we've deliberately changed
butbecause Martin wrote the songs, not Vince.”

“We’dbeen playing the songs on that firstalbum forayearand ahalf,”
Davereveals. “Wewentin and whacked them down-we knew exactly
whatwewas gonna do.Itwould have beenso easytogoinand do
thatalbumagain butyou can playsafe or experimentabitmore,
and we experimented.

“Idon’tplay Speak & Spellathome any more. At the time it was our
album butlookingback, itwasjustacollection of songsand I'msure
Vince would agree that what he’s doingnow and what we're doing now
arerealalbums.

“It'snotfalse,it'snotoverproduced, it’s justus—howwe were feeling at
thattime, howwe're feelingnow. Whatwe’ve doneis natural and if
people can’taccept that—well, that’sthe wayit goes—there’snothing you
candoaboutit.

“Ithinkthe worst thingis ifyou do things to please other people, if you
give them the obvious and make moneyfromit.Idon’tthinkany ofus
wantto bebigstarsand have ten Rolls-Roycesand all that crap. Allwe
wantis to be asuccessful band and for people to buy ourrecords and
appreciate whatwe’re doing.”

“Ithink people have gotover the fact thatVince hasleftnow,” adds
Martin, pensively, “and we have, too. At the time it put pressure on me
becauseI'veneverbeenaprolificsongwriterand, when Vince was
writing, Ijustdidn'tfeel theneed, Iwaslazyaboutit.

“That’sdying offnow. Atthe beginning, when “Only You” came out
and Vince was on every front cover, ‘Vinceand Alf’, ‘Alfand Vince’, ‘Alf’s
voice’ and everything-even goinginto the Mute office, everythingwas
Yazoo this, Yazoo that—itwashard. Butwe've faced the fact that they’re
massivenow!” Martinlaughs. “And obviously
we're takingabigriskwith thisalbum-our
popularity might suffer because of it.”

“Butwe’reinareallyweird position,” Andy
insists. “We'reaveryyoungband, we're only
about 20... 19 whenwe made thefirstalbum, and
we'restillgrowingupin certainaspects.

“We'renotlike most30-year-old musiciansina
band set-up-we're seeing things we've never
seen before, listening to different musicall the
time and, aswe grow, we're sounding different.

“Imeanwe've onlyjuststarted havingto shave
everyday!”

Fairenough. No one’sasking Depeche Mode to
jogonthespot-veryglad theyaren’t,infact—but
whatprecisely these changes are thatsoured the
sweet simplicity of Speak & Spellinto the clumsy
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poetics of A Broken Frame, and whether these changes work, are different
issuesaltogether.

“Ithink theywork,” Dave Gahan frowns. “Imean, when we started out,
wedidn’tintend to doanything, we didn’t plan out ten years and say
‘we're goingto do this’. We justwrote songs and went outand played them
and gotour deal through that.

“Imean, alotofbands get credit for what they do and where theygo-to
theBahamastorecord theiralbum, to Sri Lanka torecord three videos
—butsowhat?Who caresaboutthat? Whatit'saboutisrecording music
andselling music to the public and if peoplelike the music, then they’re
gonnabuyit. That’sallitis...”

“Andwenever take the publicforaride,”
Andy claims, pointing out that the Mode

.

“Wedon’tlead thatsortoflife!” Dave howls at my accusation.
“Wedon't!Ineverrodeinalimousine-Idon’tthinkI've even been
inaRolls-Royce.”

“Wedidn’taskforthe screaminggirls,” Andyinsists. “We wanted to
keep away from that. We justbelieved in what we were doing.”

“Weneverreallyaimed for our music to be fashionable dance music,”
Dave continues. “We're not telling people what to do orwhat towear.”

“Whatit’salldowntois the music. Punkwas alllook-people sayit
broughtback the gritbutitwasalook, itmade people dressin thatway.
Idon’'tthinkyou canwrite aboutbanning thebomb or politics —it might
dosomethingforthebandbutitdoesn’tdo anything for the public.”

“Allthe bigpunkbandsarejustsell-outgroups anyway,” says Andy.
“Take The Clash, right, they go about politics ‘0’

have neverreleased money-spinning remixes
orpicturediscs.

“People don’tgive us enough creditfor the
things we’ve done. Like, we manage ourselves,
we've stayed on anindependentlabel, we've
alwaysrefused to be tempted by thelarge sums
of money and we’ve had five top 20 singles on
the trotwith no hype—juston our musicalone!

“Imean,itseemstobethethingatthe
moment to slagoffelectronicbandsbutI think
that’sabitofafallacybecause there’s onlyabout
threerealelectronicbandsand there’sabout
three million that playguitars.”

“Soreally, we're doing something different,”

“People don’t
give us
enough credit
for the things
we've done”

everythingyetthey’re on the mostcapitalist
labelin theworld!”

“Wejusttryto please ourselves,” says Martin
simmering down.

“Aslongasasong’s expressing tomewhatI
wantit to express tome, that’swhat’simportant.
T[justsitdown and writethem-Idon'treally
intend themto say anythingin particular.”

It'sexactly thisdenigration of the potential of
pop to move people, this forgettable matrix of
patronisinglittlein-jokes thatallows Martin to
claimthat “The Meaning Of Love” was
“intended to be sickly”.

“Thethingis,” says Andy, cynicallyhonest,

Dave claims. “Justbecause we're notgettingup
there and gettingdown on our knees and givingit
allwe canwith our guitars orwhackingaway at
drumsdoesn’tmeanwe’renotagoodband.”

“Atthe momentit’'sback towhatitwasbefore
punk-punkhasn’tchanged anything. It'sall back
tobiglimousinesand all thatcrap,” mourns Andy.
Surprisingreally, since manywould cite Depeche
asinstrumentalin the establishment of ournew
shallowpop.

“Idon’tthink A Broken Frameis the tester, really.
Imean,Thopealotofpeoplewill go outand buyit
becauseit’'susandit’s gotthreehitsingles onit.
Ithinkthenextalbumwillbe therealteller...”

“That’sit,” enthuses Dave, grasping the wrong
end of the stick. “It’s always the next thing. We
haven’tlostany of the excitementforit. Like the
nextsingle—who knowswhatit’s gonnabelike?”

And timewill tellwho cares.

Steve Sutherland ®

DAVID CORIO / GETTY
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IronMaiden:Bruce
Dickinson&Co come
0 upwiththegoodies

ALBUMS

Iron Maiden
EMI

For some unknownreason
-personality defect | suppose -

I keep expecting Iron Maiden to
fall flat on their faces. God knows
why, because they've come up
withsome sterling recordsin the
pastand|suppose there’sno
reason why they shouldn’t
continue todo so.

Perhapsit’sbecause they lack
distinction that| don’t take them
seriously enough. They don’t
have the single-mindedness of
Motorhead, the sure feel for
music, the breadth or delicacy of
Rush, nor the sheer instrumental
skill of, say, Sammy Hagar.

Despite this, they keep on
coming up with the goods and
admittedly, they have surpassed
themselves with
The Number Of
The Beast. There
are twomainreasons
for the success of
thisalbum.

Firstand most
obviousislead
singer Bruce
Dickinson. I never

MICHAEL PUTLAND/GETTY
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really rated him with Samson
and | thought Maidenhad made
afundamental errorinselecting
him to replace Paul Di’ Anno.
Instead both sides benefitted -
Bruce Dickinsonimproved
considerably and so did the band.
On this album Dickinson lays
claimto being one of the best
hardrocksingers around.(Sure
about this Harrigan? - Ed.)

The other great strength of
thisalbumis the standard of
songwriting. Steve Harris, who's
written five of the eight songs
here and composed two of the
others, has finally fulfilled the
potential he's previously only
suggested. “Children Of The
Damned”isaSabbath-influenced
song which Ronnie Dio and Co
would have been proud to write,
while “Run To The Hills”, their
currentsingle,isapunchy

THE ORIGINAL SOUNDTRACK - MUSIC BY JIMMY PAGE

stormer performed with
immense passion.

Thankfully the band as
awhole hasmanagedto
cutdownabitontheold
harmonised twinlead
guitars, whichwere
getting tobe abit of
apain,andthey’re
ringing the musical
changes more. Clive Burr
is getting away from his
occasional ‘everything
including the kitchen
sink’ drumming style and
guitarist Dave Murray
and Adrian Smith are
playing with alot of class
-mostnoticeable on
“22 Acacia Avenue” and
“The Prisoner”.

Well done, Maiden.
You've come up with
a goodie. BrianHarrigan,
MMMar27

Jimmy Page
SWANSONG
Inthe days when
“Stairway To Heaven”
was always number
oneinthe Peelpoll,
Jimmy Pagelosing
his plectrum was
frontpage news.

But fashions

change;ifyoublink
you'll miss one

disappearing.
Disappearing as quickly
as Jimmy Page’s reputation.
It's pathetic that Page should
allow his first solo album to
be associated with such
aprovocatively unpleasant film.

You know the story anyway -
Charles Bronson as the world’s
unluckiest householder gets
duffed up, learns his daughter
diesatthe lusty hands of LA
muggers, and goes around
topping everyone under 25.

Thejustification, of course, is
that the punks would only go to
prison, and the pistol is mightier
thanthe parole.

Justbecause Page happensto
be director Michael Winner's
next door neighbourisscant
reason tobeinvolved with such
adubious project. Bronson’s
wooden actingis matched by
Page’sdrearyscore. It's pretty
much your standard Hollywood
soundtrack, with
synthsreplacing
plucked strings to
indicate suspense.

There’s sufficient
gut-wrenching guitar
tokeepardent Zep
freaks happy, notably
on“Who's ToBlame”,
which also has a vocal

from Chris Farlowe. Eight years
on from the original Death Wish
soundtrack (which was scored
by Herbie Hancock) thisis a very
questionable album, morally
and musically.

What does1990hold? An
ageing Bronson as the Toxteth
Vigilante with a soundtrack from
Jimmy Pursey? Patrick Humphries,
MMFeb20

Robert Wyatt

ROUGH TRADE

Inquisitive, worried, sometimes
probably depressed, Robert
Wyatt looks at the world and its
bloody history of oppression,
mourns for the victims of
injustice, but refuses tobebullied
into total despair.

Nothing Can Stop Usiis
acelebration of the ability to
survive inaworld that mostly
resemblesacrossbetweena
madhouse and a carnage factory;
it'samoving testament to the
stubborn determination of
ordinary people to battle
through the messy frustrations
that daily afflict them, the
courage with which they stand
up toignorance, prejudice, and
the threat of violence.

Aligningitself withan
international struggle for
freedomandindependence,
Nothing Can Stop Usis apolitical
record. Wyatt, however, avoids
the familiar, shallow, romantic
associationbetweenrock ‘n’roll
andrebellion (Sandinista! by
The Clash servesasaperfect
example). There are nofalse
heroics here, no cheap clarion
callsto manthebarricades.

When Wyatt sings the socialist
anthem “RedFlag”, it's withan
almostforlornregret that the
struggle for class equality will
never be won. Again, though, he
refuses to surrender to grief or
helplessness; the idealis still
worth fighting for.

Scanning the flashpoints
of global conflict, Wyatt
simultaneously attempts to
illustrate the spirit of
international resistance by
assuming the most appropriate
musical settings at his disposal.

To the extent thatitrecreates
avariety of potent folk /ethnic
styles, Nothing Can Stop Us
is something of a musical
travelogue; butit’s never content
with superficial atmospheres.
Itlooks beyond local colour
towards a greater understanding
of theimportance of musicand
song, especially in Third World
societies. With “Caimanera”
and “Arauco”, Wyatt feeds the
original South American rhythms




B k. -

and melodies through the filter
of his own musical imagination
without losing the rebellious
fervour thatinitially inspired
their composition.

“Caimanera” (better known as
“Guantanamera”)is especially
striking, with Wyatt’s vocals
swirling high above Harry
Beckett’s warm flugelhorn.

Asimilar vocal technique
(familiar to Wyatt aficionados) is
applied to “Born Again Cretin”.
Abitterlyironic,angry song
about theimprisonmentin South
Africaof Nelson Mandela,
“Cretin” remindsus thatrage
isn’'t the exclusive property of
inarticulate youth, canbe
expressed without the howl of
guitarsandalotofill-tempered
bellowing. Wyatt'srage has
adignity, asolemn poise,
apoignant edge.

More blatantly ironic, Wyatt's
version of “Stalin Wasn't Stallin™
hasathrillingmomentum that
evokes the original’s stirring
patriotism and still manages to
expose the frightening banality
of its sentiments.

With telling force, Peter
Blackman closes the LP with
areading of his poem,
“Stalingrad”, which evokes the
heroicbattle for that city withan
affecting gravity. Amore
intimate, emotional violenceis
approachedfromdiverse angles
onthe versions of Chic’s “At Last
| Am Free” and Ivor Cutler’s
“Green”.The Chicsongis
alonely, elegant evocation of
personal heartbreak eventually
overcome, while Cutler’s morbid
Celtic obsessions are brilliantly
setagainstanarrangement that
features tablas and shehnai
courtesy of Disharhi.

Perhaps the most memorable
performanceisreservedfor
Wyatt's reading of “Strange
Fruit”; originally recordedin the
'40s by Billie Holliday, it deals
with a gruesome clarity with
lynchinginthe Deep South.
Wyatt sings the lyriclike he’s
exhausted by the horror of the
violence the song so vividly
documents. It’s typical of akind
of sadness thatinfiltrates much

3

of this LP;a melancholy
belief, maybe, that this
isthe natural order:
abelief that we must
learn to live with our
suffering, the infliction
of grief; abelief,

too, that whatever

the betrayals, the
tragedies, life will
goon. Wyatt has
compiled animportant
LP. Allan Jones, MM Mar 20

Richard and Linda Thompson
HANNIBAL

It’slike there’sasort of rock ‘n’
roll wilderness, where cults are
consigned to rot amid the dead
flowers. It'salong way from
brightly lit twin cities of Fame
and Fortune.

Richard Thompson has
perversely shunned those
blandishments. Instead, over
the pasttenyears,heand
Linda have concentrated
onaseries of brilliantly
constructed, emotionally
searing albums.

Shoot Out The
Lightsis their
firstalbumsince
the patchy
Sunnyvista
threeyears
ago.Let’snotpull
any punches, it’s
astunner, their most
consistent work since
the classic/ Want To See
The Bright Lights Tonight.

Like all great albums, theriches
arerevealed with each play.
Thettitle track smacks of vintage
Thompsoninitsbrooding,
sustained intensity. “Wall Of
Death” sees Richard returning to
his fairground fascination and is
sensitively sung by Linda, withan
irresistible chorus. Typically,
Thompson sees the “Wall Of
Death” as asymbol of hope, but
only by risking everything.

“Walking On The Wire” dwells
onasimilar themes, but takes it
into deeper, darker areas. “Did
She Jump, Or Was She Pushed?”
is a chilling, remote observation.

It's not an album of unremitting
gloom, because burning atits
heartisabright light of optimism.
The songs are so tightly
disciplined there’snoneed for
flamboyant instrumentation.
Thompson’s eloquent guitar sees
tothe colouringandLinda’s
singing extracts every ounce of
emotion fromthelyrics.Itisan
album of textures, finely wrought
by acraftsmanwho'sbeenin
the wilderness fortoolong.
Welcome back. Patrick Humphries,
MMMari3

AlexeiSayle:
Liverpoolcomedian
isnoBennyHill

SINGLES

Classix Nouveaux
LIBERTY

Funny old worldisn’tit? There
they were, every pundit’s tip
toflourishin’81,but Saland

the nose brigade somehow
missed out. On the basis of

this hilariously mannered,
sickeningly contrived mess, the
public for onceis provedright.
MMFeb27

David Bowie
RCA

Bowie's fascination
forBertolt Brecht
isn’t so surprising.
Allthat drama,
angst, brutal
descriptiveness and
vividseediness...
plus the fact that Brecht
wound upin Berlin. Thisis
afive-track EP, taken from
aforthcomingtelevision
adaptation of Brecht’s first play
in which Bowie plays Baal,
areprobate poet-singer who
bags off with alot of women,
murders his best mate, and
dies of pneumonia. Only the
morbid “Drowned Girl”
features the music of Kurt
Weill, the others are all set to
music by Dominic Muldowney.
Inthe circumstances critical
analysis is pointless - Bowie’s
back to sounding like Anthony
Newley and appears to bleed
agreatdealinthe process.
MMFeb27

Monsoon
PHONOGRAM

I've often wondered why the
charts have always beenrather
short on Indian music, but

I think this little pop gem will
change all that. Monsoon’s
16-year-old singer
SheilaChandrahas ¥
alovely voice and
coupled with il
Steve Coe’s
sensitive

pop
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production -
reminiscent of
Dammers’side
of “The Boiler”
-lseeafine
future for this.
MMMar20

Felt

CHERRY RED

So, Sutherland wasn’tlying.
Thisis sparse, insistentand
ultimately gripping. It's been
outbefore and Steve reckons
they’re capable of better, but
it'snevertheless a confident,
powerful introduction. MMFeb 27

Bauhaus
BEGGARS BANQUET

The Bauhaus boys don’t seem
to like me. Pity because I really
like this. Mind you, it's the only
half (in)decent thing they've
ever plonked out, and a certain
Mr Bowie could have more than
amite to do with that. “Kick”
hasactually been out walkies
before onamuchtighter leash
and, as the Northamptondracs
don’tseem to be gaining the
notoriety | expected of them
last year, | doubt this one will
creak openthe ol’ coffinlidand
swoop up the chartsany more
thanit did last time round.
MMFeb20

Alexei Sayle
SPRINGTIME

Fact of life: good comedians
make lousy singles (exception
is Benny Hill's “Ernie”). And
lousy comedians are even
worse. Sayle appears to have
gained some dodgy credibility
with ‘new wave comedy’, but
being socially aware and not
telling racist jokes doesn’t
automatically make him
funny. This sends up
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TAIN'TWHAT you wear... it’s the way that you wearit. Inabald
flash of bold fashion, the Fun Boy Three lope languidly into the
foyer of Coventry’s Belgrade Theatre like a team of modern
pentathleteslimbering up for an afternoon’s training.
Cladintheir craggykit—dread-plaits and sweatshirts, moccasins
and tracksuits—the threeinterlopers cutastarkand imposing
spectacle for the city-centre shoppers and some startled schoolgirls.

“I'thinkImight come 'ere and see a playsomeday,” muses the mischievous
Neville Staple, oblivious to the turningheads of the baffled bystanders.

“Aplay?You'd 'ave culture shock!” retorts the droll Terry Hall.

The third Fun Boy, Lynval Golding, meanwhile, shies away from the
horseplay and concentratesinstead on the entrance to Shades discotheque,
notfardown theroad. Itwasthere thathewasviciouslyassaulted, beaten
and almostkilled in amindless, totallyunprovoked attack five weeks ago.

Thescarsand sstitches that Lynvalreceived thatnightremainin the deep,
surly furrows thatmark therightside ofhis face and neck, makingit
difficult for him to move hishead more than a couple ofinches. He still
allows himselfawitheringglanceinthe direction of the pub doorway.

“I'llneversetfootin that placeagain,” he murmurs before heading back
tojoin Neville and Terry for the photo session.

Lynvalspentaweekin hospital, the firstnightinintensive care, andis due
toseeaspecialistshortlyto determine whether hissighthas suffered any
lastingdamage. Three white men, meanwhile, have
beenarrestedinrelation to theattack.

Onthesurface, Lynvalhasbeenrecoveringwell.
Hemeetsthe photographerandIoffthe trainwith
agrinandacanofHeinekenand hedealswith the
numerous well-wisherskeen to remind him of
somethinghe’'d soonerforget. The mental bruises,
though, cutdeeperthanhisfacialscars. He was
consciousall theway throughit.

“Irememberjuststaggeringaround. Itwaslike
dancingacrossatightrope, tryingto balance myself.
Icouldfeel myselfgoing... falling... butIjustkept »

THE

After the demise of
The Specials, three
members form the
.Terry
Hall, Lynval Golding
and Neville Staple
talk urban violence,
explain the Specials
split, the surprising
truth behind “Ghost
Town”, even the
appeal of “punk”
band Bananarama.

FUN BOY THREE




Thelunaticstake
overNew YorkCity:
(I-r)Neville Staple,

Lynval Golding
andTerryHall
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thinkingthatIhadtokeep myselftogether. The worst thingI have ever
experienced was thinking thatIwas goingto die.

“Theeveningafteritall, Icouldn’tgettosleep becauseI had areal fear of
dying. Evenat3aminthe morning, afterI'd beenstitched upandIwas
starting to nod off, Ijusthad to pull myselftogether and stay awake. It was
justawful.

“I'dneverbeeninhospital before and itjust totally freaked me out.
Whentheystarted to talkabout myreligion and next ofkinand
everything,Ibegantothink, BLOODY ELL,'M GOINGTODIE. I'd never
experienced anythinglike thatbefore.Iwasin theintensive care unitand
allIcould hearwasthe guyinthenextbed coughingallnightlong.

“AtfirstIdidn’trealisehowbadlyI'd been cutup.Itwasn’tuntilItried
togetaglassof water and couldn’thold the glass thatithitme. My nerves
were all dead down thatside of mybody. I couldn’tdo athing. Iwaslike
alittlebaby.Isuddenlyrealised thatIwas prettybadlyhurt.”

have good reason to be guardedly optimistic about their future.
Their debutsingle, “The Lunatics (Have Taken Over The Asylum)”
was asizeable charthit, giving the trio an early confidence boostin the
wake of their departure from The Specialsin the autumn.
Theirsecond single—a cocksure cover of Jimmie Lunceford’s '30s swing
standard “ItAin'tWhat You Do (It’s The Way

I N SPITE OF the horror of the attack on Lynval, the Fun Boy Three

Itisabrave debut, the group’srough-and-readyattitude to therecording
studio producingsome challenging, untutored pop noise: each songis
builtup fromarhythmboxbase and thenrecorded and mixed by
producer DaveJordaninjustone take formaximum spontaneity.

Thesongsare usuallystarkand straightforward, respecting one
traditionin the use of classicJamaican three-partvocalharmoniesand
toastsbutchallenginganotherin therejection of therigid instrumental
roles of The Rock Band.

Suchafree-and-easyapproach sometimesresultsin sprawling, heavily
percussive excuses for songs and rambling, indulgentinstrumental
excesses. At their best, however, the Fun Boy Three make music thatis
active and enticing, music thatsays things thatneed saying without
being grey and worthy, music thatis strongand vitalbecause of the
simplicity ofits statements—a set of sounds that make amockeryofthe
divide between rebel music and the new pop.

The FunBoyThreeare asstraightforward in conversation astheyare
onrecord. Theyarealsoamotleycrew, the extreme differencesin their
personalities givingthem their greatest strength asa group.

FunBoyOne Neville Staplehasan excess of natural energyand is
the most ebullient member of the trio. In the space of one afternoon,
hemanagesto try hisluckgood-naturedly chattingup almostevery
youngwoman he comesinto contactwith. Whenitcomesto the
interview, perversely, heis the quietest of

ThatYouDolt)” -sawthem teamupwitha
tough and torrid Bananarama, London’s all-girl
vocaltriplets, and thatnowlooks set to emulate
thesuccess ofits predecessor.
Thenthereisthetrinity’sdebutalbum, The
Fun Boy Three, dueforrelease by Chrysalis at
thebeginningofMarch. The two sides of the
LPshowcase the twomainlyrical concerns
ofthe Fun Boys: Side One deals ambitiously
with global problemsviatrackssuchas “The
Lunatics...” and “Life In General”, while Side
Two takes things down to amore personallevel
insongslike “Ain’t What You Do” and “The
TelephoneAlwaysRings”.

“I felt really
sad for the
people that did
this to me...
theyre sick”

thethree, areticence he putsdownto his
recent throat operation.

FunBoyTwo Terry Hall, he of the deep-set
Vulcan eyes and shavensideburns—“Once
aweekatmylocal Coventrybarbershop”-is
dryandlaconic. Hewill occasionally grin to
himselfattherealisation of some deepironyin
the conversation, butitwillbe somethinghe
usuallykeepsto himself.In The Specials, he
saidlittle. Nowhewill talk openlyand
intelligently, relishing the comparative
freedom he enjoysin the Fun Boy set-up.

FunBoyThree Lynval Goldingis the most
thoughtful, reflective member ofthe band.

AT rm]..iﬁn;l “‘LH “_;;'.::3“;";,.;; o)
collaborators:(l-r)Sara b
Dallin,SiobhanFahey

FB3withBananarama
' andKerenWoodward
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E‘EJN BOY THREE

wiTH BANANARAMA.

One ofthe mosthumble musiciansIhave yetmet,
heisalso the group’s mostloquacious spokesman.
The plaintive sadness ofhisbest Specials songs—
“Why?” and “Do Nothing” -isinsharp contrastwith
the courage and optimism of the man attacked and
nearlykilledin a Coventrynightclub lastmonth.

Somewhere between the two, lies theheartand
hope of the Fun Boy Three.

Yourreaction to the attackwas verynoble. Most people would feel
onlyanger, or maybe a thirst for revenge, but you were humble and
forgiving. Itmust have taken alot ofinner courage given the state that
youwereinphysically.

Lynval: The thingis that'm notthe sort of person who likes people
fussingaround afterme.I'd ratherkeepittomyself.I'llgo throughthe
painandIwon’ttellanyone thatI'm going through the pain, evenifit
means goingthrough hell. I'd never beeninahospital before and I felt
embarrassed aboutringingthe bedsidebell to bring the nursesrunning.
I'dratherkeepitwithin myself.

The other day, though, Igotreallyannoyed. Iwas feelingreallylow,
reallydown, and Ijust thoughtto myself, ‘WhyamIgoing through this
agonywhen the personthatdid thistomeissufferingnopain?'IThada
reallyhard time over that... butIstill think that drawingblood from that
personisn’tgoingtosolve anyproblem. That’s notgoing to makeitbetter.

Thebest thing to dois show the other side. Show that the onlyway
forwardisnottobeasviolentandsillyastheyare.Idon'tbelievein
revengelike that.Idon’tbelievein drawingsomeone else’s blood.

Atthetime, Ifeltreallysad for the people thatdid this to me. Someone
thatgoes outwith theintention ofkillingsomeone hastobeinneed of
help. Theyneed tobe putin hospitaland looked at. Peoplelike thatare
sickpeople. Itwould be wicked of me to go outand attack such sickmen.
These peoplearedisturbed!It’slike the person that shotJohn Lennon...
thesemenareill.

Areyouany the wiser now as to the exact circumstances, or the
motives for theattack?

Lynval: Itwasjustweird. Ijustwalked into something thatI didn’tknow
anythingabout. It'snotasifIwentoutto getintoafight.Ididn’t throw
apunch...Iwasn'tprepared foranything. It came asatotal shock, justas
if’dwalked intoabrickwall. NowI'mjustasking myselfwhy?Ijustcan’t
workitoutreally.

Doyoulookonitasaraciallymotivated thing, or wasitjustsome
personal dispute thatyou gotinnocently caughtupin?
Lynval:Ithinkitwasapersonal thingin that these white guys were
lookingforrevenge over something thathad happened to them afew
weeks ago. Butitwasalsoaracial thingin that the white guys thatdid it
wentinto the clubwith the soleintention of gettingas manyblack guysas
possiblejust’cos theywere annoyed with one black guy.

Neville: Onetried tohave ago atmeandIjustjumped outof the way
becauseithad nothingto dowithme, butifI'd known thatLynvalwas
goingtobeattacked, I'd have beenin there too.

It'sbitterlyironic thatyoushould be the victim of suchamindless act
afterwritingasong, “Why?”, that condemns just thatsort of thing.
Lynval: “Why?” waswritten aboutwhathappened to me aboutayear
agoinLondonwhenIwasbeaten up outside the Moonlight Club, but the
songseems to have even more meaningnow.It’sallin thatsong. After
this, Idon’tknowwhatIshould say next, really. You just get confused.

AllTwassayingin thatsongwas, “Whydo youhave to do thingslike
that?” anditstillhappens. WhatdoIsay next? The greatest thing would
betoactuallyget through to the people thatdid this to me. You've gotto
keep on.I'mnotthesortof person who gives up. IfIbelieve in something,
I'll carryonregardless. Imight gethammered and god knows what, but
Iwon’tshutup. I'llkeep onsinging songs like that.

TheFunBoyThree’sbreakfrom The Specialslastyearseems to have
been planned well in advance. Your debut single was in the charts only
acouple of weeks after the splitand thefact that Lynvaland Terrydid all
theinterviews around the time of “Ghost Town” hinted at the various
factions thatwere pulling theband apart.
Terry:Itwasplannedinadvance, buttherewasnoreal pointin telling the
otherswhenwefirststarted thinkingaboutbreaking away. Itwould only

T AINT WHAT YOUDO....

have caused friction. Some of them probably knew
itwasonthe cardsanyway...

Wasn’tit deceitful to form the FunBoyThree
behind thebackoftherestof The Specials?
Terry:Itwasn’tdeceitful. They knewitwas coming.
Originally ourlastgigwas going to be the Campaign
ForJobsatthe Rainbow. But the three of us decided
tostay onfor “Ghost Town” and an American tour justto seeiftherewas
anyway thatwe could hold on. By the time we got back from that tour
therewasnoway. The Specialshad become onebigjoke. Jerrywas
draftingpeopleinto the band and the firstwe’d know aboutitwaswhen
they turned up onstage! And then you'd have people walking off stage
duringsets!I'd be doingmy compere bit, introducing the members of the
band, and whenTlooked around halfof them weren’t there!

Lynval: We all tried veryhard to keep the band together, but the politics
within the group justweren’t right. We just couldn’t communicate with
eachotheranymore. We couldn’'twork together anymore. Thatwas the
worst thing, the thingthatannoyed me the most.

Neville: It got to the stage wherewe didn’tallhave asayinwhat The
Specialswere doing. Butwe’re notkids, sowe should have asay. People
can'tbeyes-menall thetime.

Just after the second album, More Specials, you took asixmonth break
from touringand recordingas aband. Was that the trial separation that
preceded your divorce from therest of The Specials?

Lynval:Ithink thatperiod really helped us. It showed the three of us that
we could work together. The three of us wentinto TW StudioslastJanuary
and putdown some demos. Whatwe did then was the Fun Boy Threein
itsoriginal form, well over ayearago. There were alot of rumours of
unrestin The Specials around the time of “Ghost Town”.

Terryand Lynval were said tobeunhappywith the way their solo
compositions turned out on the “Ghost Town” EP.

Lynval: Iwas far from happywith the way “Why?” turned out. The
productionwaslousy, particularly aswe'd done demos of the same song
asthe Fun Boy Three which were much better.

Terry: The trouble with those songs was thatwe alwayshad tohavea
guitar partandabassline and so onjustto accommodate The Specials
asaband.Iwanted the song “Friday Night Saturday Morning” tobe
recorded with justapianoandvocals, asifitwere beingsungbyabloke
inapub,notbyaband.

Whatabout the “zoot” image that you were pushing on Top Of The Pops
atthetime?Itseemed veryforced.Itlooked asifyou’d nicked it from
BlueRondoALaTurk.

Terry:Iwasn’tverykeenonitatthe time.Itwasasifthe skinheadimage
had gone out offashion and we had to find the nextbig thingand ended
upinzootsuits.

Neville: Thated the waywelooked in the “Ghost Town” video.Ilooked a
rightstuffed pratin me double-breasted jacket! It was asifwehad noideas
of ourown and had to follow somebody else. We had to copy someone and
atthetimeitwasBlue bloodyRondo!

Youmusthavebeen happywith “Ghost Town”, though.

Neville: We were happy enough with the songitself, butwe didn’t getany
creditfor our partin writingit. Iwrote most of thelyrics to “Ghost Town”,
Jerry did most of the music.

Lynval: Thelyrics of “Ghost Town” came from a trip me and Neville
tooktoJamaica.Kingstonisareal ghosttown. The placeisacomplete
wreckand thatwaswhatgave us theideafor “Ghost Town”. Itwas the
firsttime'dbeentoJamaicain20years and itwasfrightening! Yougo
downtown and you get people begging you for adollar, beggingyou for
theshoesonyourfeet!

“Ghost Town” wasinspired byJamaica, butit’s about Britain too.
We're going through asimilar thing over here. Coventryis supposed to
beanindustrial town, butnow thatall theindustryis closingdown, it’s
becominglike a ghost town.

Ithought that “Ghost Town” worked particularlywellasan EP,
acomplete package. The three tracks went togetherreallywell,
including Terry’s “Friday Night SaturdayMorning”, the one that
peopletend tooverlook. »
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THE
FUN BOY THREE

Terry: The thingabout thatwas thatitshowed the
two sides of Coventry. On one hand you have
unemployment, the youth gettingangryand fighting,
and onthe otheryouhave the typical Friday-night
sceneinthetaxiqueue, the vomitingand pissing.

It'saveryvivid portrayal of the traditional working-
classweekend binge, the Locarno drinks, thehen
partyand theirleatherbags, the pieand chips atthe
taxirankandsoon. Butyoulookon thatsort oflife
with disdain, almost contempt, justas The Specials did in the past
insongslike “Nite Klub” and “Stereotype”.

Terry: “FridayNight” isabout me.Iwas saying, what’s the pointinme
goingoutand doingall that? ButIwasn'tknockingit. That’swhatIused
todo everyweekend. Iwas always getting turfed out of clubs and chased
andbeatenup.

ThenIgotto21 and beganto think, “Fuckit,Idon’twantto getbeaten up
anymore.” Thatlifestylewas greatat the time, butyou getenough of it
afterawhile. It'samundane songaboutamundanelifestyle.
Neville:Idon’tgo outand get pissed up. Imighthave adrinkbutIalways
like toknowwhatI'm doing, soIdon’tgetdrunk. When you get pissed,
you'renotin control of that.

Lynval: Then again, 'm the complete opposite... I'llstillgo outand get
absolutely paralytic!It'll probably be about sixmonths beforeIget to the
stagewherelcandothatagain, though.Iusedtofeelreallyfree and easy
in clubs. NowI'm goingtobereally paranoid. LastweekIwent to London
forthefirsttimesinceIwasbeatenup.IwentintoapubandIjustcouldn’t
handleit! There wasaload of people around and Ijuststarted shaking.
Icouldn’tfeel comfortable; I'm going through the same thing thatIwent
throughafterbeginbeatenupin London. Ittookmealongtimetobeable
torelaxinaclub after that.

The Fun Boy Three seem to be afar more democraticgroup thanThe
Specials ever werein terms of songwritingandrecording.Isthatan
intentionalreaction against the frustrations you felt towards the end
of The Specials?
Lynval: Because thereare only three of us, we tend tobe alot closer than
wewerein The Specials. In The Specials, we werereally close at first
because we had one thingin mind - to get the 2-Tone thing across to
people. We were close then, although we were neverreally friends. Itwas
more of aworkingrelationship.
Thegreatthingaboutthe group
nowisthatwehaveno fixed
instrumentalroles.Ienjoy
playingmorenow, becauseI'm
notjustconfinedto the guitar.
Icanplaythedrums, bass,
piano...it'satotally differentball
gamenow!Iused to enjoy playing
inThe Specials, butlalsohada
longingtoplayotherinstruments
aswell. The Specialsnever gave
methe chancetodothat. We've
gotalotmore freedomnow.

Thelink-up with Bananarama
lookslike a prettysharp move.
Howdid that come about?
Lynval: We justheard their
singleand thatwas that. We
knewimmediately that they
were therightlotforus.
Terry: Welike theidea ofhaving
sidekicks and weliked the way
Bananaramalookedin their
pictures. Wewanted people that
we could nickideas off, people
thatcould nickideas offus. It
was obvious when we saw
Bananarama-threegirls doing
moreorlessthesameasus.

We enjoyworkingwith
Bananarama’cos theydon'thave
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anystudio experience. Thatsuits ourway of
recordingfine.It’smore natural. They don’tknow
allthetricks of therecordingstudio, so theyjust
wentinandsang. Theydidn'tknowwhat “cans”
were. They called them headphones. Itwaslike
beinginapunkbandagain.

THE FPELEPHONE
ALWAYS RINGS,

Your method of working, recordingand
mixingeachsonginjustone take mustleave
alotto chance. Wouldn’tjustalittlediscipline
beagood thingin therecordingstudio?

Terry: Butrecording the waywe doismore disciplined than the
conventionalway!Ifyoudon’trehearse everything beforehand, youhave
togiveityourfull concentration whenyou actuallyrecord asong! You
don’thave four weeks or whatever to come up with a certain song. You just
havetogoinanddoit.

That’sthebestwayto doit.In The Specials there was always thisreally
intense pressurein the studio. Everyrecord had tolive up to thelastone.
Sometimes we had to followaNo 1like “Too Much Too Young”, and that
doesputalotofpressure onyou.

FB3

Iwould have thought thatsort of pressure could also actas anincentive,
akind of creative tension.

Terry:Itcanalsorestrictyou, ‘cosyouthinkyoualways have towrite
absolutelywonderful songs. Butsince weleft The Specials ourattitude to
recording has completely changed.

Thesortoflibertiesyou allowyourselves now canalsoresultin thekind
ofindulgentgarbage that PiL sometimes serve up.Areyouaware of the
dangersinsuchananarchicattitude to therecordingstudio?

Terry: Inaway, yeah, butit’s morelike ahobbywith us. It's something
thatreallymatters to us. We justwant to go against the whole process of
writing, rehearsingandrecordingasongthe waywe did in The Specials.
Werecord for ourselves, but wereleaserecords for other people. If we
record somethingunlistenable, then naturallywe don’trelease it.

TheSpecials hitanew peak-artisticallyand commercially-with the
success of “Ghost Town”. Wasn’titsomething of agambleleaving the
group whenyoudid, amatter of weeks after their biggest hit?
Terry:Isupposeitwasagambleleavingwhenwe did. We'd have beena
reallaughingstockifwe’d fallenflaton ourfaces. Thefact that people have
takentousprettywellhasbeen great.
Ifwehadn’tleft The Specials when we
did, we'd probably have been stuck
therefortherestofourlives.

Lynval: I'd hate to see the British
musicscene becomelikethe
Americanscene where everybody
playssafe and sounds exactly the
sameaseveryotherband.I'mglad
thatthere’saplaceforgroupslike
us.InEngland, whenitcomesto
newideas, our young musicians
canbethemostcreativeand
originalin theworld.

Did The Specialsachievewhat they
setouttodo?

Lynval: By the time we split, yeah,
Ithinkwehad. We achieved one of
ouraims, whichwastomakethe
youth abitmore aware of things
around them.

Terry:Ithink that’sallyoucanhope
todo-make peopleaware. Imean
“GhostTown”wasNo linthechart
and there were stillriots and fights
longafterthat, soitdidn’tachieve
anythingasfarasstoppingthat. It
justhighlightedit.It’s the same with
theanti-racistsongs. It might help
make some kids more aware, butit
doesn’tstop racism.

TerryHall:“ltwas
agambleleaving
The Specials
whenwedid”



“Sevenyearsago
we'dhavebeen
throwingbricksat
eachother”:FunBoys
inthestudio, 1982

Sowhere do the Funboys stand in the current
scheme of things? Post-punkrebels?

Neville: Mearebel! We've alwaysbeenrebels!
It's the waywe grewup, sowe don’t need to talk
aboutnostreet credibility ornothin’like that.
It'snotsomething thatwe thinkabout. We're not
middle class. We're from the street, always been
streetboys. We knowwhatwe're singingabout
‘coswe’re from the samelevel.

Terry:It’slike racism. We don’tneed to talk
aboutit,becausewe’'veallbeen throughit.It’s
prettyironichowthe three of usare together
nowwhen sevenyearsagowe'd have been
throwingbricksateach other!Icanremember
beinginthe same gangfightsasthese two

guys, onlywe were on different sides! We were the kids we sang about

in The Specials.

Neville: We don’tneed to go onaboutall that street credibility shit, ‘cos
that’'swhere we come from.I'll tellyou this. Everybodythat’son the
streetwants to better themselves. They're all sick of the streets! They

have ambition.

My dadsaid one thingto me and thatwas, “Tryand make something of
yourlife.” That’swhatI'm doing! Yourroots are always with you anyway.
Istillgetup to things thatIshouldn’t.Idon’tnick thingslike I used to, but
I'llstillmixwith people thatIshouldn’t mixwith. That’s just something
that’swithinyou, something thatyou can’'tbreakaway from.
Lynval:Istillsee Coventryas myhome.I'dlike to travel, maybe spend
some more timeinJamaica, but that’s not myhome the way that Coventry
is.PeopleinJamaicathinkthatme and Neville are foreigners. To them,
weweren'tJamaicans, even though we wereborn there. We talked

differentlyand welived a differentlifestyle.

Homeiswhereyoulayyourhead, notwhereyour
parents’ rootsare. Alot of Rastas think that their
homeisEthiopiaand theywantto go back there.
Buttome, homeiswhereyouarehappiest,andI'm
happyhere.

Doyoufeel partofanyblackBritish culture?

Lynval: Insome waysIdo, butto me togetherness
ismoreimportantthanbeingpartofthat culture.
IwenttoseeBlack Uhuruplayin Birminghamlast

yearanditwas theheaviestatmosphere thatI'd ever
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“I adjusted cos
I know there’s
good and bad
in all races
in the world”

tobeoneofhope.

encountered. Just 'cosIdon’t smoke gangalwas
gettinghassle fromall the dreads. Those guys
took the piss out of me just 'cosIdidn’t smoke.
ButifIsmoke thatstuffIjustend up flatonme
back!It’'snotme.

IthinkthatalotoftheblackandIndiankids
inEngland arereally confused. Theyhave
rejected their family’sway oflifeand they
don’twant toknowabout their ethnic cultural
background. They consider themselves British,
whichiswhattheyare. Theyweren'tbrought
upinJamaicaorIndia, and theywouldn’'tbe
abletolive thereiftheywentback. Englandis
theirhome.

Alotofthosekidsfeel disenchanted. Theyare

thefirsttobe denied the material rewards that the British educational
system promises them. ButI knowall that, ‘cosI've experienced it. When
Ifirstcame overhere fromJamaicalwas 11 years oldandIhad to go
throughallthatdiscrimination atschool.

Iwentthroughhell trying to adjust. Itwasverydifficult, butIadjusted
‘cosIknowthatthere’sgood andbadinallracesin the world. Aslongas
yourealise that, youcan'tgowrong.

Despite all thatyou’ve been through, your message seems basically

Lynval:Ithastobe. You've gotasmall band of people preaching
hatred, but they’re onlyasmall minority. It'simportant torealise

that. Most people are notracist. If the majority of people were, there
would have been alotmore bloodshed in this countrythanwe've seen
sofar.Ifeel that people arebeginningto come together more, even the

Indian and Pakistanikids.

They'reall partofthe same culture, really;
they'veallbeenbroughtupin the same country.
Idon’tthinkwe should tryand separate ourselves.
Togethernessis moreimportant.

People have had threeyears ofbandstelling
them that thereisno future. Atthatrate, they're
goingtostartbelievingit, whichisjustplain
stupid. Istill thinkthereis plenty ofhope.

It'salldown to the wayyou use yourself.

There’salwayshope. Adrian Thrills ®

HISTORY OF ROCK 1982 | 39

J VAN HOUTEN / REX FEATURES



APRIL— SN
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"A serious rethink”

NME MAY 1

“Know Your Rights” UK tour thisweek—at Aberdeen
(Monday) and Inverness (Tuesday) —because lead singer
Joe Strummer has gone missing. And the remaining
18 datesin their schedule are in jeopardy, unless he shows
up without further delay.

Hewaslastseen on Wednesday oflast week, when he
completed a phone interviewwith a Scottishnewspaper.
Hethenwalked out of the Clash office—and at press time on
Tuesday therewas stillno sign of the elusive Strummer. So
nowtheband’s manager Bernard Rhodesisappealing for
helpinfindinghim.

Rhodestold NME: “Joe’s personal conflictis—where does
thesocially concernedrockartiststand in the bubblegum
environmentoftoday?Ifeel he’s probably gone away for
aseriousrethink. The first two dates have been postponed,
butwe musthave him backWednesday (28) at Edinburgh.
Please canyouhelp usfind him?

“Weare concerned aboutit, butIthinkhe willbe back once
he getswind ofhowimportantitis. At the moment we’ve got
everythingonhold andit’s costingus alot of money. If Iknew
where he was today then we would be playing tonight.

“IthinkJoehasjust gone awayto examine whatitisall
about. He’snot gonereligious or taken drugs or anythinglike
that. Hewasfeelingreally positive about thingsbutI thinkhe
feels someresentmentaboutthefact thathe was aboutto go
slogginghis guts outjust for people to slaghim off, sayinghe’s
wearingthewrongtrousers. Itisabitofadrag. Hejustgot the
feeling people were beingbelligerent about things.

“Alotof people want to destroy the group, but thatwon’t
happenbecauseweare aninternational group. But they could
stilldestroy The Clash in this country—which we don’twantto
happen. Everyoneismakingoutthat punkisold-fashioned,
butitdoesn’tlookasifanythingimportanthastaken over
fromit. Joe was one of the people who came up with punkand
he’sbeen through thewhole thing, soifpeople are going to
turnaround and blow him out they’d better make sure there’s
someone betterto take hisplace.

“Thekids are going to have the opportunity to get their
money back for the postponed shows. They can eithersave it
tobuyanewticketwhen the gigs arerearranged or they can go
outand spenditonanew pairoftrousers.

“Butwe’ve got to find this bloke. He'll getabollocking when
he getsback, butit’sstill better thathe comesback.”

Anyonewithinformationabout Strummer’s whereabouts
should contact Sheila at the Clash office (01-4858113).

Stop press

AT PRESSTIME NMEreceived areportfrom The Face

'|'HE CLASHPOSTPONED the first two dates in their

journalist Steve Taylor, who had shared a compartment

with Strummer on last Thursday’s boat train to Paris.
Strummer was travelling with a girlfriend and was “looking
tired, wearing shades, travellinglight and consulting a
cheap paperback guide to Paris. Itlooked like he was
planningto stayin the city.”



JoeStrummer:
sociallyconcerned

rockartistgoes
AWOL




“l didn’t have any particular plans,
other than staying at home to think. But

Yazoo:Alison
‘Alf’ Moyetand
Vince Clarke

EBET ROBERTS / GETTY

“You've got to
have freedom”

NME APRIL 17

NLY AYEAR ago Mutewasa
Opioneering cottageindustry operating

out of front rooms and cupboards.
Today, three Depeche Mode hits on, they have
aWest End office and animproved cash flow
that supports an expanding, diverse roster,
which now embraces two German groups
and...Yazoo.

Who?

Let meintroduce you. Yazoo are two, one of
whom youshould already know and the other
being the surprise element that makes them
an even more unlikely combination.

Yazoo are Vince Clarke and Alf. Alf is
female and tall. Vince floated to the top of the
popspileinthe Depeche Mode bubble, while
Alf barely survived the gruellingbars ‘n’ grime
circuit of Southend and Canvey Island blues
clubsandbars.

Though both come from Basildon and have
known each other for years, theirs still sounds
like animpossible match - something like
Kraftwerk fronted by Maggie Bell. But their
debutsingle “Only You” argues otherwise. It
addsanew dimension to the passing electro
dance, the novel element of emotion coming
notonlyinthe deep swell of Alf’s voice, but
alsointhe heartfelt sentiment of Vince’s
words and more sombre arrangement.

Best of all,it’s not a clumsy hybrid of two
incongruous forms so much as a crafty use of
two highly distinctive voices - his electronics
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and her singing.
It couldn’t have
worked any
other way, as Alf’s too much of a purist to even
consider messing up the blues with asynth!

“Yeah, I'm atraditionalist,” she asserts.
“lcan’taccept the fact of blues with
synthesisers atall-you can’tbend the strings
of asynthesiser canya?”

“Anyway,” points out Vince, “we’re not
setting out to do anythingin

after aweek | gotfed up of doing
nothing, and so | decided I'd like to do
‘Only You'...”

Alf, on the other hand, had all the time
inthe world. Her blues band couldn’t get
work and thus eventually fell apart.

“We were too rootsy tobe
commercial,” she says. When she got
acallfrom Vince she swallowed her
distaste for all things poppy and
frivolousand gaveitatry.

“Atthe time, Depeche Mode never
impressed me,” she giggles. “I never
listened to chart musicatall, Iwasn’t
even exposed toit before | was with
Vince, letalone impressed! The only
chartstufflreally like is Chas and Dave!”

How does Vince feel about the blues?
His face assumes aslightly embarrassed
diplomatic expression, until Alf nipsin.

“He hatesit,don’t ya Vince? Yousay
it'sreally boring.”

“Ilike, erm, goodtime R&B,” he
stutters. “l canlisten to about three
minutes of it, Dr Feelgood, what with its
beat ‘n’ that, but actual Muddy Waters,
naah, it's not got enough textures for
my tastes.”

Alfbegs to differ. Vince holds his
ground. How on earthdo they get
oninthe studio? That’s no problem,
they point out, as eachis aware of
the other’s abilities.

“I think Alf now accepts the
synthesiser as aninstrumentinits
ownright, not just something that
makes funny noises...” says Vince.

Though Alf and Vince have
approached music from opposite
extremes -he the flighty and
ephemeral, she the traditional and
enduring - Yazoo doesn’t really
compromise either. Armed witha

battery of new instruments, including a micro
composer bought on Vince’s Depeche
earnings, each studio venture is as much a trial
for him as Alf. He’s excited by the possibilities
opened up by new technology, talks of
experimenting with subliminal low
frequencies to create odd intangible
atmospheres, but all that

particular, like blending
blues and pop. The stuff
we're doingin the studio,
neither of us would've done
anythinglikeitayearago.”
Neither of them would've
crossed pathsayearago.
Then, Vince was writing the
Depeche Mode hits, which
eventually alienated him

Theirs sounds an

impossible match

— like Kraftwerk
fronted by
Maggie Bell

isstillupinthe air.

More concreteis Alf’s
voice, which has given him
greaterincentive to value
words for their meaning as
wellas theirsound.“It’s
nice to have a vocalist who
sings with feeling,” says
Vince. “It’'s something you
don’tget with most

from the grind that goes
with success. He left during the charting of
“Just Can’'t Get Enough”.

“It wasn't that | was unhappy, I needed a
change from the whole atmosphere,” he says
simply. “The recording, tours and interviews -
it was all too concentrated, heavy, getting like
ajobreally. You've got to have the freedom to
move around, but it was too businesslike.
There was noroom for doing anything other
than that which people expect of you.

electronicbands. Those
feelings add awhole new texture. | think the
voice is the mostimportantinstrument.”
Because the combination hasbeensucha
success, what began as a one-off now looks
like becoming a more permanent proposition.
“Yeah, thisis a group,” grins Vince. “Thisis
not Vince Clarke, ex-Depeche Mode.....”
“And Alfis not a project,” adds Alf witha
defiant smile.
I’'m not about to argue. Chris Bohn




Inequitable and
inflationary

NME APR 10

HE MUSIC BUSINESS finally gotits
TParIiamentary debate onthe proposed new

copyrightlaws. It came last week when Labour
Lord Lloyd of Hampstead - expressing the precise
sentiments of the industry - initiated an attack on last
year’s Government Green Paper on copyright.

He baulked, in particular, at the handling of the
home-taping question, accusing the Government of
being laxinits support of copyright owners. He was
endorsed by Labour Lord Willis - author of Dixon Of
Dock Green-who suggested the Government “didn’t
careatinker'sdamn...”

The Government’s answer to all this was that it was
still officially in a period of consultation, but nothing
was said to suggestithad changedits view thatalevy
onblank tapes was anything butinequitable,
inflationary and unlikely to get to those with the
greatest claim.

ExileonOxfordStreet:
morethanathousand
Stonesfansviedfor£s
ticketstothe100Club

More surprises
on the way...
NME JUN 5

HE ROLLING STONES played a surprise gig at
TLondon's 100 Club on Bank Holiday Monday. At

4pm, posters went up around the West End and the
350 tickets, priced £5, were snapped up as crowds
estimated at over 1,000 besieged the ticket outlet.

The Stones played atwo-hourset; and their
appearance laystorestrumours that theywould be
playingthe Venue or Brixton’s Fair Deal. “Neither of
those placeswere ever under consideration,” said a
spokesperson, though more surpriseappearancesare
planned throughout the country.

Ratherless than gruntled byall thiswere The Lydia
D’ustebyn Swing Orchestrawhose gigwas scrapped at
thelastmomentto accommodate the Stones. “Fancy
cancellingusfor thatbunch of clapped out creeps,” said
Miffed Ms D’Ustebyn. “Ofall the lousyjointsin the
world, theyhad to pick on the one we were playingin.”

Orwordsto thateffect.

A bizarre flying acmdent

MM 0zzy Oshourne’s guitarist Randy Rhoads is killed

abizarre flying accidentin Americalast week. Rhoads, who was 25,

OZZY OSBOURNE'’S LEAD guitarist, Randy Rhoads, was killed in

was killedin Orlando, Florida, along with the Ozzy tour bus driver,

Andy Aycock, and the band’s wardrobe mistress.

Aycock, who held a pilot’s licence, was flying the plane and, according to a
spokesman for Osbourne, he was going through a series of stuntsinit. During
one manoeuvre, the plane’s wingtip smashed into the back of the tour bus,
causing extensive damage to both. The plane flew out of control, crashedinto

ahouseandburstinto flames.

The future plans of the rest of the band are unknown. The remainder of the

US tourisin doubt butit seems likely that they will find areplacement for
Rhoads, who was discovered by Ozzy two years ago when the guitarist was

playinginan LA band called Quiet Riot.

RandyRhoads: y
deadat2s
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» Rumoursare
growingthatformer
LedZeppelin
vocalist Robert
Plantwillshortly be
returningtolive
work,and
speculationhas
intensified this
week with the news
thathisdebutsolo
albumisbeing
released by Atlantic
onJune 25-titled
Pictures AtEleven.
Producedandpart-
writtenby Plant, the
LPalsofeatures Phil
Collinsand Cozy
Powell (drums), Jezz
Woodroffe
(synthesisers), Paul
Martinez (bass)and
Robbie Blunt
(guitar). NME Juns

» Funboy Three's
Neville Stapleis
snapping his Shack
labelbackinto
action.The
upcomingsingleis
“It's ABrand New
Day” by Coventry
band Splashdown,
andit’s producedby
Neville with former
Special Lynval
Golding.Release
dateis June 25.NME

Junei2

» DavidBowieis
poisedforareturn
totheconcert
platform later this
year, after histhree-
yearincursioninto
films, TVand
theatre. NME
understands that
heisplanning
astringof London
concertsinlate
summeror early
autumn, probably at
Wembley Arena-
thoughit’snot
certain they will
materialise, as
Bowie's penchant
for changing his
mindiswellknown.
Butoursources
indicate thathe’s
determined-atthe
moment.NME Jun5s
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GilScott-Heron:
g ~ beyondthecool
. "+l andnobody’sfool

% Killing is old

MM APRIL 17

IGHTDESCENDS AS the sun’slight
N ends, andblack comes back to blend

again. The last poet of the apocalypse
isontheloose, threatening tosinganewsong
from Evita: “Don’t Laugh At Me Argentina!”

For12years now, from Johannesburg to
Montego Bay, the precious words of Gil Scott-
Heron have rained down on us like gold dust.
A searing storm of invective whichbegan with
his first novels The Vulture and The Nigger
Factory,raged oninverse, Small Talk At 125th
And Lennox andfinally curled around a series
of crucial albums tracing the painand
absurdity of contemporary oppression.

His running commentary on the black
experienceis unrivalled. His perceptions
transcendrace and his observations - “The
Revolution Will Not Be Televised”-haunt the
radical consciousness.

Stillangry at 33-check the latest bulletin,
“Reflections”, for a withering commentary on
Ronald Raygun (his spelling), the poor man’s
John Wayne - hefillsany room with alean
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six-foot-plus
frame and
apersonality
to match.

Beyond the cool and nobody’s fool, he
speaks inthe deep, honey-textured voice that
has grown to enrich his music and sports
abadge on which awell-known B movie actor
saysinabubble: “Give Me Your Social
Security By Sundown!”

The son of a Jamaican professional
soccer player, he grew up to see the
American dream as a cruel nightmare
andturned back to rootslongbefore
that questbecame one more
TV serial. While the focus may
point to the west, the source of ideas
isinternational.

“That’s one of the big problems
with America today,” he says. “They
think the rest of the planet revolves
around them. They don’t have any
consideration for other people and

other cultures. Inthat respect, while
Idealin Americanterms,lamvery
against trying to overwhelm people
with what Americais orisnot.”

Today helivesin Virginia-“because
there’s less distraction soiit’s easier to
work” -butbackinthe ‘60s he helped
spearhead the black revolutionary
movementin New York and, until
recently, hisrecordsall carried alogo
that seemed to epitomise the street
romanticism of the day.

Thatlogo -amean-eyed gorilla
wearing combat gear,ammunition
belts and totinga Communist AK47
rifle and a Mexican joint - has
vanished, but according to Gil his
spiritlives on.

“See, | didn’t drop himbecause
Idon’tbelievein violence anymore
-Ineverdid.I'm sorta against people
killing each other - killingis old-
fashioned!l guess we'd just used him
‘bout as much as we could.

“Like we always saw this armed
gorillaas non-violent anyway.
Gorillas are vegetarians, they're
monogamous, they're family-
orientated and yet they're hard to
deal withwhen they're provoked.
Andin our community we're
often provoked.

“The reasonwe do the song
‘Gun’ (on Reflections) is not because
the people have gunsbutbecause
the police do. And one out of five
black men shotin the community is
shotby apoliceman.So we feel
we have every right to defend

ourselves. Butyouwill never

see us goinginto someone

else’s neighbourhood and doing

something to offend them.”

Gil's gorillarecalls the time the
Black Panthers stalked the streets
armedto the teeth, both for
propagandaand protection.

“Theideathere was thatsome
people thought it was necessary
forustobe armedto defend
ourselves and make astand.
Y’know, the police walk down the
streetlike armed desperados.
They got the gunshere, the

nightclubs there, they got the dog and the
riot-sticks and the shotguns and therifles
inthe car. You're supposed to feel athome
inyour neighbourhoodyetyou'rereally
undersiege.”

The fact that so many community leaders,




many of them ministers, were killed,
attacked, beaten and shot caused the
emergence of The Panthers. “It
became symbolic of our struggle and
determination to survive and defend
ourselves at whatever cost.”

But ultimately the activistarm of
the black movement failed, not just
through establishment repression, but
becauseitlacked the depth of support
needed to sustain any long-term
survival, he feels.

“People who couldn’t be bought
were incarcerated by interminable
legal proceedings or simply murdered.
These were the three alternatives of
repression. However, the Panthers also
realised they didn’t have the full
understanding of the community as to
where they stood and why.”

Cue for Gil Scott-Heron, “See, | feel
my chief potential not only lies in my
ability to perfectmy artbut to
disseminate ideas. Before people can
be organised they have to be informed,
andalot of people try and skip that step
onthe way to activism. In other words
activismis further down theroad. If
there’s no grassroots education you
can’torganise the people.”

He seesthe overblown superfly
leaders of the movement aslargely
irrelevant now,

politics and radio airplay in
America mix like oiland water
and not much better elsewhere.

Americamay be waiting...
but not to hear about the
problems of black South Africans.
It’satribute to the man who after
yearsonthe frontline can shrug this of f
with a philosophicalindifference.

“l don’t suffer from not getting
airplay,” he says. “They suffer from
not hearingme!l never equate
alack of Americanisation with
suffering.ldon’t
suffer fromalack
of anything as far
as America’s

concerned. Thething  ponTLIVE
is they didn’t want HERE
to know about South ANYMORE

Africa, just like they
didn’t want to know
aboutslavery
or the genocide
committed against
native tribes of
their country.”
They didn’t want
to know about rap, either. He's been
using those hard-nosed street
rhythms for years, and then suddenly
New York and London discover

rapping.

suggesting future
tacticswillhave tobe
more painstaking
and less outlandish.
He cites Eldridge
Cleaver, for
example, author

of the celebrated
SoulOnlce.

“There'sawork

“Before you can
change the world
you need to get
your house
straight”

Maybe it had
somethingtodo
with the fact that
all the cowboys and
gangstersin
Gil's songs hung
around the White
House and not
Studio54.
Whatever, he

thinginvolvedin

organising people. lthas more todo
thanjuststandingonthe corner
popping off. There's actually some
organisation to be done. And as far as
that’s concerned, alot of people who've
beenknown asblackleaders neverled
anybody as far as here to that door!

“Before youcangoandchange
the world youneedto get your house
straight. Then you need to deal with
the nexthouse and then the
neighbourhood and then the
community. A lot of people jump
straight to changing the world before
they've done any of the elementary
steps that would lead to that possibility.

“Alot of folks were mesmerised
by the chance of making statements
that would bring the media running.
That’s why | did ‘The Revolution Will
Not Be Televised'. It seemed that more
than changing the community they
wanted to enhance theirimage as
blackleaders.”

In1975 Aristareleased asingle called
“Johannesburg”. Thoughit’s probably
his best known number in Britain, in the
Statesit’s an obscurity, asis the album
it'slifted from. And the reason doesn’t
require alot of imagination to guess:

remains open but
critical of the latest line in street jive.

“Y’know, if | turned in some of that
stuff when I wasin the seventh grade
they would have kicked my ass. But
you can’t chastise young people
for beingyoung. You can’tjump
on folks who want to dance. The
black movement is about that too
-letting young people be young.

“Andbeyond that, alot of
young people are now
seeing that it was a mistake
to put Raygunin power.

He got 26 percent of
the registered vote, but
only 59 percent of the
registered voters
bothered to vote.
There was no choice.

It was either this jackass
orthatjackass.”

The real question now then
iswhatare you goingtodo
about your B-movie president?

“Well, I'll tell you what we're
gonnado-we're gonnalearn
to do without him! We're
gonnastop being extras in his
features, right?”
lanPye

NME FEB 20

Songs

Hopelessly Without You Carroll Thompson
YouBring The SunOut JanetKay

Love Don’tLive Here Any More Rose Royce

Every Little Bit Hurts Brenda
Holloway

IPut A Spell On You Nina Simone
Love Me Tonight Trevor Walters

Tune
Peace Ornette Coleman (from
The Shape Of Jazz To Come LP)

Recent LP

Wynton Marsalis

Drummers

Max Roach, Connie Kay and
Brian Abrahams.

i @

Arrangers

Melba Liston (“A trombonist who's worked with
Dizzy Gillespie, Charles Mingus, Quincy Jones

and -aparticular favourite - on Randy Weston'’s
TanjahLP.")

Fela Kuti (“lknow he’s only got one arrangement, but
it'ssogoodit doesn’t matter.”)

Philip Loutev (“A Bulgarian choir arranger, akind

of Bulgarian folk version of what Gil Evans did for
Miles Davis.”)

Soviet musicians

AlexeiKoslov -jazzreeds player and arranger

Igor Brill -jazzkeyboards

Folk andjazz from the Southern USSR

(“llike Soviet jazz very much. It'sunusual in that the
musicians are often highly trained formally, but they
also play very fiercely, avoiding formal straitjackets.”)

Films

Ceddo Ousmane Sembene (Senegal, 1976)

Death Of ACameraman Faliero Rosati (Italy,1978)
The Outsiders Mrinal Sen (India, 1977)

IndiaSong Marguerite Duras (France,1976)

Some authors | like

Jean Rhys, Frantz Fanon, Jack Santa Maria

Radio programme

Alex Pascall on BBC Radio London

(“He does the Black London programme,

which is acommunity show that actually
responds to what people want to talk about
-abreakthroughinradio. He also plays records
nobody else plays: soca, calypso and music for
older black people in England - Nat King Cole

and suchlike - which | like because I'm old, too.”)

: Political commentators

Noam Chomsky
John Pilger
Jonathan (as opposed to David) Dimbleby

Newspaper
Morning Star

WARING ABBOTT / GETTY
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“Butbandslike Joy Division have to play offbands like Haircut One
Hundred, because at the same time, we need an examination of ourselves
and apointing outofhowawful we are and we need to have our spirits
lifted, tobe shown howmarvellouswe are or canbe.

“Ifwewere continuallybashing ourheads against the wall sayinghow
weakand frailwe areand whatfailuresweall are, we’'d probablyend up
toppingourselves, as some people have done. Sowe need bandslike
Haircut One Hundred and Orange Juice and fizzy pop bands, to prove we
aremarvellousand canjustdanceandforgetand be entertained...”

BenWattpausedtolighta cigarette. “Ohdear,” hesaid, “I'm afraid 'm
notfeelingterriblyarticulate today.”

Benwaslisteningto alotof music, butverylittle of it was actually saying
anything. Theimmediateimpulse was to form aband, buthe didn’tknow
anymusicians. No problem; he’d play on his own; justa guitar, voice and
maybe somebackingtapes. Hehustledagigata clubin Richmond, runat
the time by Mike Alway of CherryRed, theindependentrecord label. This
wasin October, 1980.

Alwaywasimpressed butnot convinced by Ben Watt’s performance at
the Richmond club; he asked him torecord a demo for CherryRed. Ben
wenthome and wrote 10 songsin 10 days, wentinto Alaska studiosin
Waterloo to getthem down on tape. “Tomyamazement, CherryRed
actuallyliked them. Theysaid they wanted to sign me; I thought they
weremad. Really, Imean, those songs were justawful. I couldn’tlisten to
themnow. Theywere drearyand tuneless. Joy Division was the big thing
atthetime; theykind of defined the prevailing atmosphere.

“Listeningbackto the original demo tape, Ithink, would be
excruciating. 'msureitsounds diabolical. Inowrealise that those songs
werewrittenfrom thehead, notthe heart.Irememberatthe time, lwasn’t
completely convinced by them; nowIknowwhy. Idon’tknowhowIwrote
thoselyrics. Theywereso ponderous, so serious. Boring, really.

“Youtrytobereallyseriousat 17, try to make out that you're older than
youare.Itwasn'tuntillastsummer thatIrealised thatyou can getacross
alotmoreifyou’re prepared to write aboutyourself. Ifyou can write
aboutyour own emotionsit’salotmore effective thanalotof vague
philosophisingabout the state of the world. I'mjustrelieved thatI
realised thatintime.”

talentisa 12-inch EP on CherryRed. It’s called “Summer Into

Winter”, and as its title suggests, its mood is generally
autumnal; poignant and reflective, the songs reach out for fading
innocence, declare affections for passingloves.

“Walter And John”, with Robert Wyatt supplying a touching vocal
counterpointto Watt'syearninglead, evokes a childhood friendship,
regrets the eventual separation with adrifting, melancholy elegance.
Moresensual, “Aquamarine” isadeep-seaboom of echoing guitarsand
voices thatanticipatestherich acoustic grace of

T HEMOST RECENT recorded example of Ben Watt’s confident

“FinallyIsaid, ‘Right, I'lljustgo and seehim. I just wanted to get
somethingsorted out. I phoned him and he invited me around and by the
end oftheafternoonitwasallsettledand he said he’dreallylike todoit.”

Whatwerehisimpressions of Wyatt?

“I'wasrathershocked, actually,” he said, “byhis melancholy.Idon'’t
know, perhapshestillhasn’t come to termswith the fact thathe was once
agreatdrummerand he’snowinawheelchair. Andit’sbeen, like, eight
yearssince hisaccident, butIgottheimpression thathestill findsithard
tocometo termswith thefactthathe’'llnever doagainwhathereally
wanted todo:beagreatdrummer.

“Iremember talkingto him afterwe’d done his session for the 12-inch.
Weweresittingin the doorway of Alvic studios waiting for his cab, and it
wasverysad.lasked himifhewas ever goingtodoanotheralbumandhe
saidhedidn’tthinkso, hehad noreal aspirations. He didn'tknowwhat to
donext, buthereallyfelt there was somethingelse he should be doingat
thistimeinhislife, buthereally didn'tknowwhatitwas. He felthe was
justdrifting from dayto day.

“One ofthemain things that seemed to engage him was politics. His
political convictions have become very, verystrong. Like, he’s got El
Salvador stickers on thewheels ofhiswheelchair.Ijusthope he feels
encouraged by thereviews of Nothing Can Stop Us.Imean, he should be
recording, he’sso talented.”

Another, perhaps more curious, focus for Ben Watt’s admiration turns
outtobePaul Weller.

“I'haveamassiveregard for Weller. Which is quite strange. If someone
listened to my 12-inch, theywouldn’tthink thatI'd be into Paul Weller.
ButlIreallydoadmirehim.Ithinkit's perhapsthe earnestnessofhislyrics
thatIlike. The bitterness with which he sings them. The total conviction.

“SometimesIgetthefeelingthathe’snotparticularlywellinformed
and thathe tendsto generalise, but thatmaybebecause he’s sellingto
ayoungmarket,andIdon’tthinkespecially subtleimagerywould mean
verymuch to them.”

Don'tturnover the pageyet: there’salittle more. Who should be waiting
forBenwhenhe turned up to enrolat college in Hull? Why, Tracey Marine
Girl!Since Cherry Red had just signed that sheerlywonderful combo,
theysuggested that Ben and Tracey might get together to while away
thoselonelyhours on Humberside. They did, workingunder thename
Everything But The Girl. They've cutaforthcomingsingle, abeautifully
hauntingversion of Cole Porter’s “Night And Day”.

“She’sagreatsingerandI'ma competentguitarist,” Bensaid, “and
the common ground wasjazz. She’sreallyinto great singers like Billie
Holidayand EllaFitzgerald. We've rubbed off on each otherin the sense
thatshe’sintroduced me to alot of contemporary pop music thatI'd never
listened to before, like Aztec Cameraand Orange Juice, and I've shown
heralotofthings thatIwasinto, like The Doorsand John Martyn.

“Idon’tknowifwe’lldo anymore work together, though. There’sbeen

talkofanalbum and Thomas Leer hassaid that

“Slipping Slowly” and “A Girl In Winter”, which
find Wattlocatedin the kind of territorymost
recently occupied byJohn Martyn. There are
intimations here, too, of Tim Buckley (Blue
Afternoonand Lorca) and Dino Valente.

“Ithink the gentleness and the swirliness
ofthe songsthatwentonto therecord were
complemented perfectlybyRobert,” Ben Wyatt
said, explaining Wyatt’s presence on the
12-inch. “Tjustknewhe’d be perfect. The
softness ofhisapproach, the trickling, watery
pianostyle hehas, his voice, theywereall so
rightfor themood of the songs.”

Tooyoungto clock the original releases of

“T'here are
difficultiesin
being an
all-girl band
these days”

he'dliketo produceit, butI'mnotreallysure.
Whatlreallywanttodoisanalbumofmyown.
CherryRed have given me the go-ahead for that,
andI'mverygrateful. Asafewpeople there have
commented, theyre very possibly the only
companywhowould’ve signed me. Because my
musicisveryunfashionable, Isuppose.
“Whichisn’ttosay thatIcutmyselfofffrom
whatisfashionable.Imean, Idon’tsitathome
alldaylisteningtoJohn Martyn, Kevin Coyne or
Robert Wyatt. Ilisten to them as muchasIlisten
to Haircut One Hundred, Orange Juice or the
Marine Girls or Scritti Politti. It justhappens
thatwhenitcomes tomymusic, Iwriteina

Wyatt's formidable solo LPs, Rock Bottom and
Ruth Is Stranger Than Richard, Ben picked up
onWyatt throughhis Rough Tradesingles,
notably “Strange Fruit”. Thatled him back
through Wyatt’s previous work and eventually
intohislivingroom.

Wyatthad been approached by CherryRed to
appearon “Summer Into Winter”, he'd expressed
someinterest, buta definite commitmentwas slow
in coming. Benwasaboutto startauniversity course
inEnglishand Dramain Hull, and was becoming
increasinglyimpatientwith Wyatt’s prevarication.

certainway. And I thinkitwould be foolish to go
outand trydeliberately towrite afashionable pop
songifit’snotinyou.
Actually, Ithinkitwould be quite nice if fashion
cametome.I'mcertainlynotgoingto chaseit.”

Allan jones
NME

TWASBY the shore of the modestboating
Ilake in London’s Regent’s Park that I first

encountered the Marine Girls, three young
women who appear to have an unnatural
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fascination with all things maritime. The Marine Girls don’t
singsolely about the seaside. It just seems that way sometimes
—their two cassette albums have been called A Day By The Sea
and Beach Party, the latter distinguishingitself with the tracks
like “Holiday Song” and the murky “20,000 Leagues”, while
their distinctive home-made handbills are liberally sprinkled
with sand-shufflingsloganslike “Go Dolphin Go” and “Catch
The Cod”.

Butthereissomethingmore than the merelyfishy goingon
here. The Marine Girls are crafting some of the most memorable,
melancholylove-pop since the post-punkheyday of Buzzcocks
and Undertones.

The Marine Girls singwhat guitarist Tracey Thorn calls
“drippylove songs”. And she should know, for most of
thosewhimsical and occasionallyironic songs come
from her perceptive pen—vignettes thatarein turn
vulnerable andvitriolic, capturing the joy, the
uncertainty and the bitterness ofan affairwith
conversational ease and unpretentious honesty.

Like mostgood bands, the Marine Girls beganas
ahobby. Tracey, thenin the sixth form at Hatfield
Girls School, had quitas guitaristinlocal group The
Stern Bops and waslooking fornewmusicians. She
found themin her classmates GinaandJane, the
latter’syounger sister Alicelaterjoiningasan
additionalvocalist.

Early performanceswere confined tobedrooms,
parties, shedsand garages, one of these surfacingonthe
C30 cassette A Day By The Sea, to be followed by the more
ambitious Beach Party,now available onvinyl on the TV Personalities’
Whaam!label. Other than this, the girls contribute one track to the Naive
compilation Rupert Preaching At A Picnicand recentlyreleased their
debut45 “OnMyMind”, an NME Single Of The Week.

Like On My Mind, the Beach Party cassette wasreleased on the small
EssexindependentInPhaze and produced by thelabel supremo Patrick
Birmingham. Despiteitslow-budgetlo-fiapproach-the 16 tracks were
recorded and mixed injusttwo days—thealbum contains some stunning
music, Traceyand Alice sharingvocalswith Jane bossingthe bass and
Gina, who hassinceleftthe group, contributing the chiming guitars.

Likemanyfemale groups, the Marine Girls’ musicis completely
devoid of the cack-handed bluster often associated with your average
malerockband. Thetrio don’teven possess adrummer, although Alice
occasionally chipsinwith some hand percussion. Thismorenatural
approach to the propensities of sound gives them a deftness of touch that
getstheirwittywords across with the minimum of fuss—even the more
epicoftheir tunesrarely exceed two minutesinlength.

the Marine Girls’ story in their own wordsin the Saturday

afternoon of Regent’s Park. The sunis shining, so I decide to get
my feet wet and we hire a couple of rowing boats, head well away from
the shore and hear Tracey explain her songs.

“Atfirstthey mightjustsound like wimpylittle love songs, buttheyare
allabout things thathave actuallyhappened tome. They’reallabout
someone, butwenever saywho each oneisactuallyabout. Sometimes
ifsomethinghappens, I'llwriteitin mydiaryasasong.Icouldn’tjust
sitdown and say, ‘Right,I'm going to write asongaboutunrequited love,
‘cos thatwould bereally crappy!

“Idon’tknowifpeoplewilllookatitastypical girlish stuff. Thereare
difficultiesinbeinganall-girlband these days. There are pressures
onyouto beeither thiswonderfully glamorous trio of femaleslike
Bananarama or to go completely the otherway and do somethinglike
TheRaincoats and come across as strong feminists or whatever. It’s
difficultto tryand do somethingin-between and also showintelligence
and some perception ofwhatitistobeyoung.”

Tracey, Jane and Alice will probably shortlybe accused of coming on too
winsome and childlike for their own good, although their persons are
verymuch their own and not some contrived exploitation of their obvious
teenappeal. And the sweetsurface of their songs should nothide whatis
basicallyahard and honest, realisticand unromantic approach to affairs
oftheheart. Ofthe 16 songs on Beach Party, thereishardly one that
portraysacompletely happyand harmoniousrelationship, thelove-lines
always containingasubtle twist of bittersweet vitrioland irony.

S OWHEREDO we go from here? Down to the lakeIfear, to hear

April 3,1982:(l-r)
Marine Girls Tracey
Thorn,Jane Fox
andAlice Fox
boatinginRegent’s
Park,London

“Quitealotofpeople think thatwe’rejustcute
little girls singing aboutlovey-dovey things,”
saysJane. “Buttheyjustcan’thavelistened to the
words of the songs. And nobodywould be able to call Alice ‘sweet’ to her
faceandbeableto getawaywithit!”

The Marine Girls’ refreshingand original approach to theirmusicand
thefactthattheyarefemale mightjustbe coincidence, althoughIcan’t
help butfeel thattheyhave benefitted in somerespects from never being
partoftheschoolboyrocktradition, takingup theirinstrumentsata
slightlylater age and with awonderfully untutored individuality.

“Insomewaysitislimitingnotbeingable to play yourinstrumentvery
well,” saysJane. “Butitalso gives youmore scopein thatyou'll find anew
wayinwhichyoucan playit. You playitinan unconventional way 'cos you
are desperate to getsome sort of noise out ofit. It'san advantage in some
waysand asetbackinothers.”

Their currentsoundsislightand melodic and probablyall the better for
that. Butwould they ever consider tightening up towards something a bit
morerobust?

“SometimesIthinkoursoundisjustgreatasitis,” says Tracey. “Itis
cleanand brightand thereisnothing there clutteringit. On the other
hand, itisalsoverytinny.Icanneverdecide-itmightbe anideatohave
apercussionistoranother guitarist, butnotadrummer. Thatwould
destroyit, 'cos we put most of the emphasis on the singingrather than the
playing-the harmonies and backingvocals.”

Rather than starthunting foramajorrecord deal, the Marine Girls are
reasonably happywith thingsastheyare at the moment. With Alice still
atschool, Jane hopingto go onto study printmakingat college after her
foundationyearin StAlbansand Tracey atuniversityin Hull, the
looseness of theindependent world suits them fine for the timebeing.

With the Easter holidays nowapproaching, theyare hoping toresume
live work for the first time sincelast summerand have arranged alocal
dateat Warein Hertfordshire and one furtherafield in Birminghamin
the comingweeks. Theirleisurely, fluid attitude to the band, however,
does presentits problems, particularly with Traceyresidentin Hull for
mostoftheyear, where sheisalsoworkingonasingle under thename
Everything But The Girl.

“Sometimesitmeansthatwe don’t practise for 10 weeks and we haven’t
written any new Marine Girls songs forawhile,” shereflects as we head
backfortheshore. “Ifyou'reinaband ithelps to see the other people and
bounceideas offoneanother.

“Obviouslywe’ve had torethink thingslately, 'cos somany thingshave
come up atonce with the single and exams and my solo stuff. It never
occurred tome thatI'd have to think so seriously about the group before.
Whenwedid our first cassette, we only pressed up copies so that our
friends could hearus. We never actually expected people towant to buyit.

“Weusedtotreatthingsasarealjoke. Theinterest people have been
showinglatelyhas givenusarealincentive.” Adrian Thrills ®
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RoxyMusic:
invadingyour
emotionswith
deadlyprecision

ALBUMS

Duran Duran Rio emi

When Duran Duran’s debut
album started sneaking up the
charts, the taste-arbiters tutted
dumbfounded and hastily
rewrote the rock ‘n’roll rule book.
Pre-DDithad been customary
to chastise any old thing,
irrespective of emotional or
musical merit, if it didn’t attempt
to express some environmental
opinion. [t was expected, at the
very least, that pop should try to
change the world.

Duran Duran put the kibosh on
that, shoved agood half decade
of hysterical angst and squat
mentality backin the closet, and
snipped the purse strings from
alegion of hypocritical breast-
beaters using punk and its
protest as ashabby short-cut to
gluttonous stardom. Along with
Spandau, the Human League,
even Altered Images, DD
couldn’t care less about changing
theworld...but they changed the
face of popregardless.

Prideintheart, theimageand
especially the SONG ousted
cheap dole-queue patronisation
and had the temerity to suggest,
by active example, that tobe
youngand poor and unemployed
needn’tnecessarily lead to
the morgue.

Now, though, there's only
Duran Duranleft. Spandau tried
todictate termsthree or four
times too often and the trick
wore thin before skill could take
over. Altered Images actually
altered theirimage, leaping
scared from Siouxsie Sioux’s
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coat-tailsand re-emerging
pathetically paedophiliac...and
Duran Duran? Well, Duran Duran
toured, gave people tunes fit to
singalong to againand then, to
top all, they made Rio.

Riois the true culmination
of the much misunderstood
New Romanticism - energetic,
proud, enthusiastic, joyous;
something to escape FULLY into.
It cultivates the class that makes
Roxy great, it encompasses
almost every trend and rhythm
going, embraces everything
from funk to Thin Lizzy and still
sounds unmistakeably like Duran
Duran;anunashamed new breed
of rock band, the unrivalled
masters of melody.

Specifics? Where to start? Rio
scurries off like aspeeded-up
film of a Saturday shoplifting
spreeinacrowded store full of
musical clichés. The hitsingle,
“My Own Way”, gets areworking
that shapesupintoa full
re-definition with aright bruiser
bass-drum muscling through
gaggles of gossiping guitars to
thatlonely beauty on the edge of
the dancefloor, and effectively
Sweeney Todds those Haircut
wimps with one savage belch
fromthebass.

“Last Chance On
The Stairway” boasts
whathastobe the
ultimate catchy
chorus, “Save
APrayer”issmooth
andslinky and
seductive assilk,
while “Lonely In Your
Nightmare”isaHIT.

Ifthere'saduff‘un

——ALBUps __

REVIEW

1989 —

here, it's “The Chauffeur”, which
is abit too ponderous forits
immediate company. If there’sa
catch, it's that- honestto God -
Rioisso good, and defines such
an exuberant majesty, where the
hell do they go from here? Steve
Sutherland, MM, May 15

Roxy Music POLYDOR

Immaculate, out of reach,
pristine and contemptuous,
Roxy Music have simply sailed
away. Out of the blue and
comprehensively (as their
accountants would probably tell
youif pushed)into the black.

Fromshock troops of the
avant-garde to gossip columns
and household names, afaultless
progression. “But where’s your
soul-you've athousandfaces/
I'llnever know,” writes Bryan
Ferryin“True To Life". It doesn’t
matter, actually. Technology
seestothat.

Writing about Avalonis very
similar to reviewing an Eagles
album. Both parties have
everything sewn up, from
artwork toinside leg
measurement. | should tell you
thatI'm notimmune to Roxy’s
sensuous blandishments.

Everythingabout
Avalon hasbeen
precision-honed
and upholstered
with velvet

specifically to

seekout those
most-intimate little
placesinside your Total
Exclusion Zone.Once
they've got this far, there’s
nothingyoucandoaboutit.
Roxyinvade your most
fatuous, potent emotions
with deadly precision. Y’know
thatold saying about every
good cliché containing a
kernel of truth? Well Bryan
Ferry knowsit, too. Ask
anybody what they think
about “More Than This”, for
example, and they'll either
tell youit’s a classic pop song
orthey’llsneer.If they sneer,
they'relying.
“More Than This” has
been equipped with just
enough pace tolaunch
surprise attacks from jukeboxes
andradios everywhere, and is of
course armed with one of Ferry’s
most exquisitely haunting
melodies. Not to mention those
immaculate little stings of guitar.
Elsewhere here, the Roxy
personnel exhibit considerable
cunningin their ability to filter
almost anythinginto their lush
soundscapes. In“The Space
Between”, genteel suggestions
of funk are topped off with some
discreet saxophone from Andy
Mackay. In “India” (never waste
asingle B-side), the guitar
suggests remote whispers of
the Rajin aninstrumental which
never strays far enough from
AOR s safety to upset anybody.
But throughout all this, from
the unambitious mid-tempos of
“The Main Thing” or the achingly
delicate chord changes of “To
Turn You On”, the thing | miss
most is the humour which Ferry
used to wield. Behind the weary
man-who-has-known-sorrow
image thereusedtobe anacid
and self-mocking wit. Perhaps
their new listeners frown upon
suchindulgences. After all, if
you've got to the stage where
youneed coffee-table albums
like this, humouris the
one luxuryyoucan’t
afford. AdamSweeting
MM, May 29

The Clash

CBS

With macabreirony,
The Clash present
their would-be
assassins with the first
round without ashot




beingfired. Asthereal blood
washes up on the stony beaches
of the Falklands, The Clash come
crawling from the bunker in their
best wasted-guerrillatogsand
deliver arecord called Combat
Rock.You almost have to laugh.

But, as usual, there’s more to
the new Clash LP than the
packaging (whichis especially
unpleasant this time).

Combat Rockis a fairly logical
successor to Sandinista!,

18 months on, butit’sleaner

and more concentrated - still
eclectic, not very electric. Lots
of layers. Because of their
sloppiness, The Clash frequently
manage to persuade the listener
that they can’t write tunes
anymore and don’t give a toss.
Thisisn'ttrue -the musichereis
varied and mostly works. Their
attitude and subject matter
remains ambiguous, though,
often delivering attractive
imagery butleaving you with
doubts about its motivation.

They give you the worst first
with the tedious “Know Your
Rights”,anon-singleif ever
lheard one. “Murderis acrime!
Unless it was done by apoliceman
oraristocrat.” How quaint.

The Clash wish they’d been
borntenyearsearlier. They're
steepedin’60s ‘radical’
sensibility, preoccupied with
Vietnam vets, street poetry,
guerrillas, death-as-film noir.

So, you have Allen Ginsberg
delivering afew lines about
urban angstasa preface to
“Ghetto Defendant”,asong that
could easily have been writtenin
Chicagoin1968.“Ghetto
defendant/it is heroin pity/not
tear gas nor baton charge/that
stops you taking the city.”

Eldridge Cleaver Joins The
Clash Shock.

It's strange that the blood and
broken heads and napalmed
children can seem so romantic
now. There’sadarkness here,
yes, butit’s distanced,azoom
shot from alow-flying helicopter.
Like editors of old documentary
film, The Clashre-process
imagery through the shifting
lenses of their music -reggae,
some funk, hints of salsa, scene
painting, abit of rock.

But is voyeurism valid? You
could argue that “Guns Of
Brixton” was prophetic, but you
didn’'tevenhave togothereto
knowthat.It’sallon TV, innit?

Similarly, “Red Angel Dragnet”
here finds Paul Simonon
changing the scenario but
singing the same song, this time
about New York’s Guardian
Angel vigilante subway patrols.

“Just freedom to move, to live, for
women to take awalk inthe park
atmidnight.” It'sintercut with
quotes from Paul Schrader’s
script for Taxi Driver - “Thank
Godfortherainto washthe trash
offthe sidewalk...” The subjectis
serious, but the inspirationis
someone else’s. The songisn’t
really about the people’s fight
against street violence;it’s about
aMartin Scorsese movie.

With “Sean Flynn”, same again.
It's ostensibly inspired by the
Vietnam journalist and son of
Errol, but doubtless The Clash
have nicked theideafrom
Michael Herr’s
Dispatches or
Apocalypse Now.
“Youknow he heard
the drums of war,
eachmanknows
what he’s looking
for.” Strummer
singsitoverslow
drips of percussion,
with afew splashes of
guitar and a minimal bass
anddrum pulse. It’s eerily
effective, alingering piece of
atmosphere....don"tlook for
anythingmore.

Seen this way, Combat Rock is
merely showbiz; ademonstration
of theboundariesrock ‘n’roll
cannever cross. Butit'sarecord,
not abook, and the musicis
increasingly effective the more
youlistentoit. The Clash have
alwaysbeen able to throwin
afew surprisestokeep you
guessing, though the hard, dry
mix means you have to work at it.

But anyway, the tough, ragged
dance beat of “Overpowered By
Funk” is swiftly effective. “Car
Jamming” has a persuasive
jerking motion fired up with hard
rhythm guitar,and “Rock The
Casbah”isaseductive Latin
shuffle driven by chunky piano
chords. “Straight ToHell”is
plaintive, quietly desperate.

Andto finish the LP, there's the
off-the-wall “Death Is A Star”. It’s
adarklittle vignette of love and
death, sung breathlessly by
Mick and Joe with alittle spoken
narrative from rap-man Futura
2000. Cocktail piano tinkles
atango over anacoustic guitar
strum. It's strange and moody
and|llikeitalot.

Result: | like the record, hate
the title.[have doubts about the
more exploitative aspects of The
Clash and the way they milk
death and repression until they
become meaningless,but!'llbe
listening to Combat Rock for a
while yet. Does thisreview tell
you anything you didn’t know
a|ready? Adam Sweeting, MMMay 15

Anti-Nowhere
League:beento

Hastings,been
toBrighton...

SINGLES

Bananarama &
Fun Boy Three

DERAM

The Funboy
Three’sradical mask
sure has slipped some.
Physical appearance must
be the sole cause for hiring
them, ‘cosit’s becoming
increasingly obvious that the
Bananas CANNOT SINGFOR
TOFFEE. Three voices get
boring without a hint of
harmony, whatever the quality
of the vocal chords (and here
it's low, so low); this version of
asong by Motown'’s Velvelettes
suffers accordingly.
Great tune, gels,
butrememberit %
ain'twhatyou

do;it’s the ¥ \\&’@

abreast (c.f.
“StartMe Up”,
Black And Blue
funk) they'll
periodically trip
themselvesup
by nostalgically
invoking their past,
thereby spoilingit.
NME Juni2

David Bowie
MCA

Judged by name, the latest
Bowie associate this time
round should have ensured
better results. The music has
been written by Giorgio
Moroder for Paul Schrader’s
new film, Cat People. So why
does this song conjure up
images of long-
haired rock

y "\, bandswearing
& “ tightsatin

way that f AN % trousers?
: { N X :
youdoit. 3 %@ ¢ Eno,your
Justto ! peR 10 i catalysing
save this , g RSB0 i talent
§owoue ced B §
record . b sstisee | wasmore
st Twi
frombeing % o b essential
apurely '\_' s Sone BY o 60 thanyou
naked GOING 10 5,?.,,»“.'-» have been
exercisein “"’““"a&.:\&ra\é‘&'é?ﬂ%ﬂ“ W credited for.
capitalist ot U Comeback,
marketing techniques, immediately. MMApr3
the Bside saves the day,
The Clash CcBS

aFunboy instrumental swathed
in heaps of atmosphere, the
Fungirls wisely kept downin
the mix. MMApr3

The Rolling Stones

ROLLING STONES
The trouble with the Rolling
Stonesis they neverlet go of
anything. Despite their quite
extraordinary ability to keep

The Clash’s faithinrock as

(in this case corrupting)
catalyst for social changeis
asunshakeable as the Muslim
faith they've inanely chosen to
mock. Clash-bah! NME Jun12

Anti-Nowhere League
WXYZ

“Seriousness thatasserts
itself. Never believe init. Never
confuseit with gravity.” Jean
Cocteausaid that. The Anti-
Nowhere League are not
serious. They are nothing to
get offended about. NME Jun12

ANDRE CSILLAG / REX
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January30,1981:arare
liveappearanceby
Associates AlanRankine
(left) and Billy Mackenzie
atthe University Of
LondonUnion




have a

low opinion of pop. Rather
than play the game (or
indeed play live), they’re
doing completely their own
thing — which well fits the
Scottish band’s uniquely
eerie and dramatic sound.
“We’ve never really got

on with anyone in the
music business,” says
singer Billy Mackenzie.

NME




1982

APRIL - JONE

atanyloosebones theymightfind under the marble headstones, while
Alanwryly surveysthe shoppers up on nearby Princes Street.

Mackenzie—who sings soulwith ascope and grandeur thatshames
mostofhis contemporaries—is dressedimpeccablyin anavymohair
suit, thejacketdraped casually over one shoulder and the trousers
tapered to thekneetoresemble a pair ofjodhpurs. Hisunrulyblack hair
flopsover his craggy Celticfeatures, but there’safirein his deep-brown
eyes, asparkle that seems to gentlyridicule everyone around him. His
manner is casual to the pointofbeing almost offhand. Thissuave
assuranceisshared by Alan Rankine.

Afterspending most oflastyearbased in London, the pairhave now
drifted backto Scotland; Billyback to hisnative Dundee and Alan to
Linlithgow, asmall town between Edinburgh and Glasgow. They
claim the move awayfrom the capital means theylead a healthier, less
hedonisticlifestyle—one which allows them to concentrate more on
theirwork.

Billy: “Thebetter shape 'min physically, the betterIfeellam musically.
I'vegottobe dead straightto give mybest.Idon’tneed anydrugs to
influence my thoughtsandIdon’tdrink much these days. If1do, Ijustgo
off myhead and get upset, start crying, walkaboutthe house and start
kickingthings.It'sbasicallydownto the factthatIcan’tstand
hangovers... the pain offeeling someone stickingsandin your eyes.

“AsI'vesaid before, Irelate music and emotion to athleticism.
Athleticismisreallyimportant. The cover of our first LP, The Affectionate
Punch, wasaway of saying that, with the two ofus hunched together at
thestartofarunningtrack.

“That’s one of thereasonsI've got these twowee dogs. WhenIwas
livingin LondonIwasjustdrinking myselfsilly to tryandrelieve the
boredom and ended up feelingrotten all the time. That’swhyI've moved
backuptoScotland and started to exercise myself; Ijusthate feeling
under the weather.

“Actually, sometimesIget thishorrible feeling thatI'm growingup.
Myvoiceisstartingtolowerand I'mstartingtoactmorelikeanadultto
peoplelike thisweeniece of mine. Ikeep her away from the puppies and
littlethingslike that. I'm getting a bitworried about myself.”

The Associates are notagroup to stick to the simple formulae beloved
ofthemajorrecordlabels. As alegion of other bands theorised about
subverting the numbing cycles of the music business while slipping
languidly ontorock’s eternal treadmill of albums

Billy: “Wejustputaload of singles out for alaugh. We sometimes do all
these daft things justfor the sake ofit, justto try out different approaches.
The good thingis thatwe never have anyone on our backs, norecord
company to botherus. Even Warnersleave us prettymuch alone. They
knowwe've gotalotof good pop songs, so theyjustleave us prettymuch to
ourowndevicesand onagood dayweletthem hear whatwe’ve done.

“We’veneverreally got on withanyone in the musicbusiness. I'veyet to
comeacross anyoneinaninfluential positioninarecord companywho
hasanyidea. Basically, they’realljuststupid and theirideas arerotten,
justcompletely tasteless. Justlook at the work that they do!All those
disgustingrecords and horrible artworks. Most of it is just horrendous.

“Basically, therewasno one thatwe could trust, no one thatwe could
putour faithin, sowejusthad to stop working their way. We had to just
stopand putour faithin ourweeselves.”

Before movingto Situation 2, The Associates had been signed to Chris
Parry’s Polydor-affiliated Fictionlabel, but found the set-up too limited
for their expansive aims. The flexibility they enjoyed on anindependent
label allowed them to nurture andrefine their telling talents, so that
theyarenowmuch better equipped, both musically and mentally, to
handle the massive pop success thatwill surely come theirwayin the
comingmonths.

So, does signing to Warner Brothers signify amove towardsamore
populist, mainstream approach—acomingin offalimb?

Billy: “Ithinkit’saquite natural wayto go. Doingall those singleslast
yearhasgivenusthe confidence, the ability to talk back to people and get
our ownway, even with someone like Warner Brothers. Isuppose we are
gettingmore mainstream musically, but notin awackyway. Our next
single, “Club Country”, is stillareal cross-pollination ofideas. It’s quite
cinematic.Ithink quite alot of our songs are quite cinematic, but with
more ofasteady dance beatand more ofastoryline to them.”

Would they considerusinga “name” producer—aRushent or Horn—
tosharpenfurtherthe sound? Their five Situation 2 singles were all self-
produced, with the help of engineer Mike Hedges, but better production
facilities are surelynowalso available to them.

Alan: “Totell the truth, I thinkif we went for a Trevor Horn production,
peoplewould get fed up with seeingusin the charts. Iknowthatwehave
songs to achieve thatsortof success. It probably willhappen thatwe
have afewmorehits this year, butIwouldn’twant it to happen too

quickly.Idon’twanttoslagoffpeoplelike

and tours, The Associateslet theiractions speak
louder than theirwords.

Lastyearthebandreleased seven singles, most
ofthem on the Londonindependent Situation 2,
asubsidiary of Beggars Banquet. Theyrefused to
makeanalbum orplaylive.

Itwasanobliquestrategy but one which brought
itsdividendswhen-aftersigning to Warner
Brothersatthe end oflastyear—theirstately single
“PartyFears Two” brought them the wider chart
success thattheir persistence deserved.

Five of those seven singles—“Tell Me Easter’s On
Friday”, “QQuarters”, “Kitchen Person”, “Message
Oblique Speech” and “White CarIn Germany”

“T’he themes
on Sulk start
off quite
moody but end
up very elated”

ABC, butitdoes seem thattheyare doing
everythingtoo quickly.”

BillyMackenzie hasbeensingingforaslong
ashe canremember-since abouttheage of
four-entertainingaunties and uncles and
ladies across the street with thatdulcet,
dignified voice. His childhood days were hard
buthappy; hishome was on the Catholicside
of Dundee, and hisfamilyis half-Scottish and
half-Irish, with ashotofgypsyblood.

Billy: “We always used to be veryopen
aboutthingsin ourfamily. Iwasalways
allowed todowhatIwanted.Ihadall the
freedom in theworld from the age of five

—arenowavailable, with various B-sides,
ona S Situation 2 Germanimportalbum,
Fourth Drawer Down.
Asadocumentofthe quizzical,
haunting pop music created lastyear by
Mackenzie and Rankine, the LPisan
essential compilation. Itwould have
been evenstrongeriftheirother two
"81 singles, “Kites” and “Bounceback”,
werealsoincluded.
That, of course, would have been
too simple and straightforward for
TheAssociates: theyrelease their
records withawonderfully spasmodic
irregularityand the tworemaining
singlesinfactsurfaced ondifferent
labels; “Kites”, a cover of the Simon
Dupreestandard, under the guise
of39 Lyon Streeton RSO, and
“Bounceback” on Polydor.
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onwards.'dgetuptoalltheseterrible
thingsand never get touched forit.
ThenImightnickabiscuitor
somethingandI'd getdonein!
“TalwaysknewthatIcouldsing.
Iusedtobeinschool choirsand
everythingandIgotinthe cubscouts
whenIwasaweeboyjustbecausel
could sing ‘The Sound Of Music’ for
theirannualmusical. On thelrish
side of myfamily, the musical
tradition hasalwaysbeenreally
strong, justasdancingalwaysis,and
TIjustabsorbeditallup.”
Afterleavingschoolat 15 and biding
histimeasanapprentice electrician,
Mackenzie worked sellingwhiskyin
aLondon Scotchhouseand travelled
toAmericaand NewZealand, before
returningto Dundee to open hisown



ASSOCI1E

second-hand clothes shop, an enterprisenowrun
byhisbrother. Thisinterestin styleisstill
reflectedin his own quirkilyoriginal dress,
assorted hatsandberets beingaspeciality. Ina
recent NMEPortrait Of AnArtist, hehad the
impetuosity tolistItalian casualwear 1952—'59 as
afascinatingfashionfetish.

Billy: “UpinDundeeit’s easy to gethold of good
clothes quite cheaply. Ijustreallylike the feel of
goodmaterials. TheItaliansin the ’50s werereally good at that. It wasall
’50s suits and trousers, the sort of stuffthat placeslike Robot are doingnow.

“Therewas abigmarketforitinaplacelike Dundeebecause there were
alotofsoulboy types who would bereallyinto all those cuts. We used to
beableto get£20 or £30 for a pair of trousers backin 1976.

“Thisallhappened whenIwasabout19.Itwasjustagreatopportunity.
lalreadyknewthatIwasabletosing, and this gave me the opportunity
todo somethingelse—design clothesand dowindow dressing. It gave me
achanceto pursuethose differentangles. Forme, itwasaverysimilar
thingto the songwriting. It’sjust the thing of making strong decisions,
puttingthishere and thatover there.”

backto 1976. Billyhad been fronting a blue-eyed soul band in

Dundee for two years— “asort of cross between Harold Melvin
and the Average White Band” -when he metAlan atan audition for a
cabaret group in Edinburgh.

Alan: “Wejustclicked. Hitit off straightaway, partlybecause we shared
aninterestin film music. Musically, our partnership has alwaysworked
reallywell because we have the same interests. Ona personal level, we
haven’'talwaysseen eyeto eye, butin the main things go OK.”

Unhappywithwhattheywereboth doingat the time, the pair pooled
resources and formed their own combo, playing the Scottish cabaret-
club circuitfor 18 monthsand earningover £100 aweek apiece for
their dedication.

Alan: “Itwas great training, because you could play basicallywhat you
wanted to play. Itwasn’tjustamatter ofrehashingall the standards. We
could playwhatever weliked aslongasitsounded classy and wasn’tas
loud as the club jukebox. We did abossa-nova version of ‘The Fool On The
Hill', stufflike that!”

Billy: “Wewere dead naive aboutitall,and we started writingourown
songs for the set, all thesereally stupid cabaret-type songs. Theywere
alldead humorous. The mostfamous one was ‘The Shadow Of Your
Lung’, whichwasbasically ‘The Shadow Of Your Smile’ with added corny
lyrics and asaxophone. Iwould be playing that and the people would be
goingloony!”

Onthehorizon, meanwhile, amusical watershed thatwas to have
aprofound effect on their future direction wasloomingloudly.

Billy: “Wewere doingall these daftsongs about the same time as punk
was beginningto emerge, and it seemed to fitin quite wellwith ourideas.
One of the songs we were playing pre-punkwas called ‘20,000 Years Of
Mental Torture’, which had punkylyrics and areal Batman-type theme
tune, allrealramalamastuff. Sowhen punk came along, we could
immediatelyrelate to it. Musically, punkwas based around Batman iffs.

“Idon’tthink of our songsasbeingunusual, butIsuppose theyare to
alotofpeople, because therearealotof odd soundsinthem.I'd hate
anyone to think that our musicwas ‘weird’, becauseIjustcan’t stand that
sortofthing.”

Acolleague, whenItold him thatIwas tointerview Mackenzie, told me
tofind outjustwhat the hellhe was on aboutin those vague, intuitive
songs ofhis.

Billy: “Ifyoulisten to everyday conversation, people don’talways talkin
straightlines anyway. Conversation can
sometimes getreallyabstract, sowhycan’t
asongbelike that? People don’'talways talk
fact. Youhave to have awee bit of nonsense
inyourlife.

“Mylyricsareabitlike thekind of people
Ilike.Ican'tstand down-to-earth, normal
peopleallthetime.Igetnauseated after
aboutanhour.Ineed tobearound people
who have strange personality quirks.

“Sometimes mylyrics starttonauseate
meabittoo,solstarttoslipinsomething

T HEPARTNERSHIP BETWEEN Mackenzie and Rankine dates

abitdafttokeepmyselfinterested.

“Idon’treallylike doinginterviews thatmuch,
because therearenoreallystrongtangents with
thisgroup, other than talkingaboutthe songs. And
I'dratherjustdothe songsthan talkaboutthem
really. Youeitherlike them or dislike them.

“Peoplelike David Byrnereally getup mynose,
theorisingaboutthingsall the time. AsfarasI'm
concerned, youdoitand peopletakeitorleaveit.
Withus, thesongs either hit the button or theydon’t.”

they’ll break their ties with Situation 2, who are set to release the

German Fourth Drawer Down compilation and are also planning
tomake the band’s early sessions for The John Peel Show available as
another set of singles.

Theband’s nextsingle forWarners, “Club Country”, isreleased next
week, tobe followed by an album of new songs, Sulk, on May 14. Asifthat
isnotenough, their debutalbum TheAffectionate Punchhasbeen
remixed and recut by Fiction, with the band’s consent, and is to be
reissued shortly. Mackenzie and Rankine, meanwhile, are due backinto
thestudiosinJune to begin work on songs for whatwill be their fourth LP!

Such proliferation seems to come naturally to the pair. Theyreckon to
haveatleast 60 more songs down on demo tape, including two, “18 Carat
LoveAffair” and “Waiting For The Loveboat”, thatare already earmarked
asfuture singles.Iwondered whether havingsuch alibrary of songs on
file took some of the spontaneity out of recording?

Billy: “Idon’tthink so, because once we start work on them again, itall
sounds fresh and we startto change them around. Theriff of ‘PartyFears’
was fiveyears old, butwe changed bits here and there to make it sound
fresh. Butwelike demo songs for futurereference, just to have some
basicstoreferbackto... orgobackandlaughat!”

Thereisalso Billy’sinvolvement with the British Electric Foundation
project Music Of Quality And Distinction, an album on which he covers
two songs, Bowie’s “Secret Life Of Arabia” and Roy Orbison’s “It’s Over”.

Billy: “They asked me to do those two.Idon’t thinkIwould have
chosentodo ‘It’s Over’,butI was able to bend the melody to find my
ownway ofsingingit. Itwas the samewith ‘Secret Life’. I twisted the
songtosuitmyself.”

Sulk, the forthcoming Warner Brothers LP, should be afairindication
of whether the group are able to maintain and build on the momentum
oftheir five Situation 2 singles oflastyear. Sowhat are we to expect
from Sulk?

Billy: “The themes onitstart off quite moodybutend up very elated.
Idon’twantittosound like some greatconcept, but that’s theway it
progresses. But, tobe honest, Ithink thatthere’sonly onereally great
songonit, whichis one called ‘Skipping’. That’s the only song thatwe've
everrecorded thatIcanjustsitbackandgo ‘aaaaah’ andreallyrelaxto.
It'sgotareallygood vocalsound... notjustmyusual screechinghysterics!
Tjustfeel thatI'm using myvoice inamuch more suave manner.”

Andatthatheburstsintoafitof mockinglaughterandlolls back onto
thelawnbeneath the castleand starts to chide Tonto and Thor, asif
negatingany pompous statements he mayhave made in the interview,
leaving me to ponderjust what preciselydrives this singularly odd couple
intheir pursuit of pop class and excellence.

AlanRankinebestsumsitupinwhatItake tobeareference to Chris
Parry, theirformer producer and label manager at Fiction Records.

“Letmetellyou,” smilesAlan. “There’s thisinanelittle New Zealander
who once came outwith theline, ‘Whatwe're dealingwith hereis
acouple oftalented and uncompromising megalomaniacs!”

Adrian Thrills ®

S IGNING WITH WARNERS at the end of last year doesn’t mean

HE SECRET LIFE O
THE ASSOCIATES

Adrian Thrills uncovers the inner :(hog'ghts
" of two “‘uncompromising maniacs’ .

THE ASSOCIATES



“A one-man

Introducing a new
version of

,a “sort of

production company”

for the works of Green

Gartside. Now less

about the politics

of his early work,

his debut album

will be “something

like a milestone

in British pop” -

although it should

have been out a year

ago. “I'mjust very

confident,” he says.
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LAWRENCE LAWRY / PHOTOSHOT

ASYLUMS IN
JERUSALEM

show;, it
you like

MELODY MAKER

HO ARE SCRITTI Politti? If most of the pranksters
gaining spoonfuls of praise from a hyperbole-fixated
music press turn out on close inspection to be so much
stagnant pondweed, then Scritti are thelilies floating
serenely over the scum.

Ifthe currentdemand forabright, gleaming pop in our
pubsand clubs meansthatbuilt-in-obsolescenceis therule, the music of Scrittiis
anexception, anirresistiblyattractive brand of songinfused with sumptuous
depthandkeenintelligence.

Butwho are the purveyors of this seductive blend of sublime new textures,
velvetsouland heart-moving pop? Who takes the credit for the mellifluous flood
of melody, upliftingrhythm and bounce and fibres of funk-and-think being
pouredinto honeyed moulds underacollective Scritti Polittibanner?

Once Scrittiwere tinyin fame, an almostarchetypal Rough Traderecording
group—politics upfront, image intellectual, musiclike chicken wire. Now Politti
arebulgingwithreputation and drenched with promise, collecting wildly
enthusiasticaccolades from press and arapidly growingband of cognoscenti
bythecartload.

Lastyear’s “The ‘Sweetest Girl” single announced the transformation.

The currentsingle “Faithless”, asponge of gospel-flavouredliquid, is the
confirmation; thelong-awaited album Songs To Remember (due for release
any momentnow on Rough Trade) is the blossoming of the style.

When interviewed for the MM justafter therelease of “The ‘Sweetest Girl”

several months ago, the name Scritti Politti

20

referred officially to singer and songwriter
Green Strohmeyer-Gartside, thythm person
Tom Morleyand organiser Matthew Kay, though
the ever-voluble Green completely dominated
the conversation.

Thistime, though, everything’s gone Green;
hisisthesoleface for the photo session, hisis

* * . . .
e the chosenvoice for theinterview-though »

DOUBLE A

SCRITTI
POLITTI

s ¢ B



GreenGartsidein
1982:“Nowayaml|

preparedtoendup
anotherlostcause
inBritishpop”
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*
Greeninperformance: )

“lwasinterestedin
allsortsof post-punk
deconstructionalist
twangingandbanging”

aphotograph, 40 peoplestandinginakitchen
makingtea—inretrospectalotofitwasalotofhotair.
Allthathasgone and thisis where we are now, just
downtome. Whichitalwayswas.”

Butwho are Scritti Politti? Matthew stumbles
whenasked-itreferstoa “collectivetoadegree”
—and Greensoundsvague.

“We existnominallyasagroup, and thereare
apoolof people who make therecords—they might
change, depending on whatsortofrecordsIwould
like tomake.”

A conclusion: Scrittiisa “kind of production
company”.

titled in view of new albums from Vic Godard

and the Gang Of Four (respectively called
Songs For Sale and Songs Of The Free), butit’sa
name thatisatleastapt.

Green hasturned his musical concerns away
from the scratchy experimentalism of post-punk
independence-he doesn’tdeny those days were
anecessary partofhismusicallearningprocess,
incidentally—and hasfocused on pop.

Butthisisnotthe pop thatsnaps, cracksand fizzles
brightlyand thendies. Scritti pop is multi-layered,
immediateand accessible enough forinstant
consumption and superficiallistening, and
constructed with enough care, intuitive feeling
andlyricalinterestto ensure awider and longer-
lastingsetofresponses.

Scrittimusicis fresh and airy, mixing black
influenceslikeloversrock (also the title of one of
thealbum tracks), soul, funk, gospelandjazzwith
thekind of natural melodic sensibilityinherentin
thebestpop.

Though there are noimmediately obvious musical
parallels, Songs To Remember could turn out to
occupyasimilar positionatthehelmofthe’80sas
Stevie Wonder’s Music Of My Mind didin the '70s—an
inspirationalinjection of vision into the pop and soul
mainstream, turning traditional virtues into sharply
contemporarystyle.

Musingagreeably onthe Wonder analogy, Green
sayshedidlistentotheman’sworkatthetime,
thoughit'snotacomparisonhe’sreally thought
about. He takesitasahuge compliment,
nevertheless, and confesses thathe caneasily

foresee Scritti Politti selling vast quantities

S ONGS TO REMEMBERmay be unfortunately

Matthew turns up to keep a generallysilent
watch onthe proceedings.

“Itjustcameabout quite naturallyasaresult
ofthe factthat Tom neveractually said anything
ininterviews,” explains Green as first pints sink
tostomachsin the opulentsurroundings ofa
Mayfair publichouse.

“Itjustbecameincreasingly apparentthatit
was sortofaone-manshow, ifyoulike. There’s
mewhowrites, arranges and makes all the
decisions abouteverything, and Mattwho puts
theminto practice. Tomdidn’t playon ‘The
Sweetest Girl’ or ‘Faithless’.Thaven’'tseen
hardlyanythingofhimsince.

“I've got
40 songs
stockpiled that
[think are
wonderful”

ofrecords. Green notonly possesses heaps
oftalent, butknowsit.

“Ithink the LPissomethinglike a bit of
amilestonein British pop, quite honestly,”
he opinesunselfconsciously.

“Idothinkthat.I'm pretty proud of it; Ido
thinkit’s quite aremarkablerecord, and Iwill
beextraordinarilyangryifitdoesn’tgetthe
exposureand thesalesitdeserves. Youlearnas
youcarryonthatthingsinthisindustryaren’t
always earntbymerit.

“I'mgladtosee ‘Faithless’isstarting to pick
up thekind of reviews it deserves. Did you see
Martin Fry’s thingin Smash Hits? He'd made it

“Imean, hereallydoesn'tdoanythingatall.

It'sverynice for him, consideringhe gets awage, butabitridiculous.”
(Aphone callto Tom later establishes thathe did, infact, programme all
thedrum machines and computers.)

Hold on-aren’twe heading for a sticky, blubbery me-situation here?
Aren'tjournalists the oneswho are supposed to throwaround first-
personsingularslike confettiand indulgein the practised artof the
slag-offwithoutasecond thought? More clarification.

“Allthe old claimsto this pseudo-collectivism that went on, that
were enormous backin theveryearly days—Irememberwe posed for
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hissingle-of-the-month orsomething, heraved
overit, whichwasnice. Thingslike thatmean alot to me, particularly
othermusiciansreallyrespectingit.

“It'sveryimportant that the machinery of theindustrylocksin behind
you-thatiswhyMatt’simportant. NowayamIprepared to end up
anotherlost causein British pop, one of those greats aboutwhom people
end up saying, ‘Whydidn’tithappen?’ Idon’t think that’s verylikely now,
becausewerewisetoit.”

When askedifhe thinksitlikely thatwithin ayearhewillbe “astar”,
Greenrepliesin the affirmative withoutamoment’shesitation. And does
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helook forward to that situation?

Itended with five classicwords:

“Iguessso.Ishouldn’'timagineit’llbe
awfullydifferentfrom thewaythingsare
atthemoment. 'mjustvery confident,
I've got40songsstockpiled thatIthink
arewonderfuland 'mjustwaitingto
record them, and record them well. We,
atleast, arean unstoppable machine; it’s
justaquestion of dealingwithitall
concertedlyand sensitively.”

Consideringthe contemporary
ambiguity ofthe conceptof “pop”, it
mayseemasifScritti Politti simply
knowagood bandwagon when they
seeit. Notso.

Recorded with bass player Nial Jinks
(who’ssince departed), keyboard player
Mike McAvory, backingsingers May;,
Jackieand Lorenza, Robert Wyattadding keyboards on “Sweetest Girl”,
“Asylums (InJerusalem)” and “Lovers Rock”, the album dates back to
1980, precedingthe current pop boombya considerable period of time
—“It'sashame thealbumdidn’tcome outwhenitwasmade, in the spring
of 81 itwould have been quite remarkable,” comments Green.

The decision to optfor pop fame came about duringalongillness
(psychosomatic—nothepatitis, asreported inlast week’s paper) when
Greenindulged inlarge amounts ofreading, bringing pop to the centre of
theintellectual stage. The resultant change was dramatic: notonlyhad
therebeen a conscious decision to shift musical emphasis, theresults
reeked ofan unmistakable maturity. Had the switch been difficult?

“No, it’saquestion of simplymaking the decision that there are now
standards thatyouwantto attain and justsimply do whatever’s
necessaryto getthem,” says Green. “Ihave afairlygoodidea ofthe
elementsIwantinsomething;Italkitoverwith Adam Kidron [Scritti’s
producer], getthenecessaryhardware andindividualsand goand doit.

“Ithinkit’'sthewritingand arranging thatreally matters;Itend to
havefairly firmideas abouthowthose might go and they come tome
quiteeasily.”

Was there any pointwhere herealised he had the capacity to write
strongmelodies and arrangements thatheld the possibility of
commercialsuccess?

“Yes, well, I thinkI always knewit, but fought against it very often for
thefirsthowevermanyyearsbecauseitdidn’tseem the proper thingto
do.AtthetimeIwasfairlyanti-pop and Iwasinterested inall sorts of
post-punkdeconstructuralist twangingand banging, whereasIused to
sitdown and writealot ofthe songsthat then weren’trecorded, thatwere
nice, verysimple, verylovely tunes.”

CRITTIINTERVIEWS, AT their worst, can degenerate into
unwieldy, impenetrablelanguage as Green lights the blue
touchpaper under the didactic

“Doesthatmake things clearer?”
Anyattempttomake theoretical sense
outofthejungle-world of music mustbe
ofiinterest; Green’s seemed especially
pertinent—he celebrated the primacy
of popinterms ofits positionasa
channel of mass communication—
butseemed unnecessarily dogmatic.
Hewas, for example, prepared to
dismissless popular forms of music—
jazz,inparticular—as “marginal”, and
thereforenotreally of greatimportance.
Henowadmitstoachangeinattitude
since thatearlier interview, mentioning
aninterestin doing “jazz-based things”
inthefuture.
“I'veeasedup abitonallthe broadsides
Iwasfiringateveryfaction other than burgeoning pop,” he comments.
“Ithinkyou canrelaxabit. It comeswith gaining confidence as well, you
don’tfeelitnecessaryto carveuphistoryin quite asrigid away. At the
timeIwas quite scared by the trap of marginality and justhow stultifying
thediscoursearounditis. Listeningbackto the LP, there are definitely
somejazzinfluencesinit.”

HewaxeslyricalaboutJamie, the saxplayer heard to particularly good
effecton the 12-inch version of “Faithless”.

“Ittakes mybreath awayto hearhim play,” he enthuses, adding that
heusedtolistento “blackloftimportjazz” atabout the same timeas
hewasbuyingrecords by Sparks, Rod Stewartand traditional English
folk singers.

Though currentsongsarelyricallyless “Big-P Political” than those of
yore, Greenstill sees Scritti Polittias “a profoundlypolitical undertaking”.

“Onalmostany politicalmap you'd have to acknowledge that pop
music, initshistory, inits entirety, was asignificant political phenomenon
—andthat’slookingatthingsinaverytraditional political way.”

Aformer left-wingactivist, Green nowrejects the theoretical approach
ofthe organised leftasbeing “reductionist” (ie, oversimplifying complex
phenomena). The political influence of pop “would have tobe
subversive”, hesays, citing the fact thatin some placesit’sbanned as
evidence. “InVietnam and Chinathey’re hysterically afraid of it.”

Green doesn'tsee Scritti’s musicas beingin anyway “propaganda”
inthe crudestsense of the terms. “The stuffI'm puttingoutatthe
momentisalotmoreintuitive after years offairly heavily theorised
stuff; it’smorelikely to be appreciated a bit more intuitively, do you
knowwhatImean?

“ButlIcould quite easily be polemical again and useit to those ends,
oralotmoreliteralagain. Songslike ‘Sweetest Girl’and ‘Faithless’ were
inawayaboutnothavinganybeliefina cast-iron guarantee toyour
ownbeliefs. It'saboutbaseless, shiftingideology, with no anchors of

animmutable truth.”

fireworks spilling out of his brain.

Anillustration: afterinterviewing them
severalmonthsagoIrang Greento askfora
translation of one of the more oblique passages
inhisstructuralisttheory of pop. He was out,
solleftamessage.

Late onaSundaynight, thearticle written
and typedup, Ireceived aphonecall from
Green fromwhatsounded like a crowded pub.
He'dreceived the message and had “taken
somenotes”, hesaid, beforelaunchinginto
astream of theoretical consciousnesslasting
two orthree minutes and expressed in weighty

was, In

“Faithless’

about baseless,
shifting
ideology”

such astrongbeliefin his own ability
thatitcan border on arrogance, but
there’s afrail side to hisnature too-he
refers to some of his past experiences oflive
performance as “nightmarish”, which partly
accounts for Scritti’s current reluctance to
undertake any gigs.

Possible alternativesinclude singingto
backingtapesalaHeaven 17 and concentrating
onvideo promotion.

Butfirstthingsfirst. Songs To Rememberare

FAITHLESS, GREEN SEEMS to have

a way,

academicjargon.

songsyouwillremember. Lynden Barber ®
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MILES DAVIS

Spellbound

MM APRIL 22

ILESHAS CERTAINLY worked on hisband
M since he unveiled it for hismuch heralded
return atlast year’s Kool Festivalin New
York.Bothitand the leader seemed certainand
committed at Hammersmith, andif it wasn’t the new
direction that everybody anticipates with Miles, it was
agood cleansynthesis of several past directions,
andnot anote of narcissismin evidence.
HAMMERSMITH lll-health may have left him limping and as
—— ODEON — confinedin movement as amaninstitches,
but his chops are ferocious. Miles spitting
LI ‘ ’ E' spaced singles canindicate the speed and
® mood of a piece like nobody else, but his
economy tends to turn therest of the team
into windbags. Ex-Blood, Sweat & Tears
guitarist Mike Stern, in particular, detailed to
wring out the climaxes, came over asrepetitive
and emptily grandiose as a Heavy Metal hero.

Sternis the link with Miles’ Fillmore period, using
those Hendrix techniques that fascinated Miles
and Gil Evans, and have proved so tricky to house.
Jazzers, not averse to abit of loose-washer rhetoric
on otherinstruments, will find the acid sound of it
on guitar plainunpleasant, while the density of
volume makes a poor equivalent for the layersin
anorchestral ensemble.

There were times when the rub-a-dub drumming
and jerking guitar created brutal obstacle courses for
the horns, cancelling all possibility of lift, float, soar,
swoop or cadence. Bill Evans’ tenor, which candrive
like Wayne Shorter, often sounded asifit were
shaking the barsin frustration.

Like Ornette’s Prime Time concept, it’s a pretty
chewy prospect for the listener, but it certainly ain’t
facile, cash-in or bad-ass. Two drummers, electric
bass and electric guitar doesn’t give youmuch of
amiddle shot to orient.

The first half finally threw out some clear compass
bearings from the past as the amplitude sank in the
West, casting a purplish muted mood for Miles’
ruminations around a “Summertime” theme. This
was magic.

Evans churnedin, Stern strummed arelevantjazz
solo, and Miles grabbed back the action, bipping and
chirruping with savage accuracy. Mino Cinelu did
some wet-finger stuff on the hand-drums with Miles
breathing afew hairline cracks on the eggshells.

After theinterval, the old Gil Evans palette reigned
supreme, Spanish tinge and all. Miles established the
hush with afew dabs of keyboard, and Evans sighed
flute over Al Foster’s bells and chimes. Trumpetslidin,
choked tone, a quiet drizzling of intense beauty. Every
note was precisely placed on the subtly tugging and
building groundswell of rhythm.

This cast the spell of great musicianship, and
righton cue came cries of “Gerronwivit!” from the
traditionally discerning Odeon audience, starving for
afew volts of guitaristics. Stern obliged, Foster
dished out abackbeat, and Miles cut loose with the
fullrange, before monitoring the mood back down.

Lovely duets and unisons between Miles and
Evans over aforlorn funk preserved the feel of
“Saeta”, padding and circling and swatting together,
interacting like the great days of Miles and Shorter.
Miles Davisis back all right, not peddling yesterday’s
fish, not perhaps quite what you want, but delivering
some profound goods none the less. Brian Case

—— APRIL22——

DAVID REDFERN / GETTY

HISTORY OF ROCK 1982 | 61



“A real shock™

In spite of setbacks —
going

AWOL; Topper leaving —
things are going better
than ever for .
Never mind the Falklands,
Combat Rockis

in the Top Ten!
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ALF-PAST ONE ON Portobello Road.
Past the chippy, opposite the bookshop,
within earshotofamanwithan
amplified mouth-harp honking

and scything through Little Walter’s
greatesthits.

The suncomes down hard on the castofthe street parade,
onthebikesand push-chairsandthestalls,acrowded
pavementwhere money changeshands, timeis passed
and everybody seems to be waiting for something different
tohappen.

Anditdoes: onebyone, The Clash appear. First Paul
Simonon, dressed in his usual black, then Mick Jonesin
khakipants, bleached denimjacketand huge Rasta cap,
thenJoe Strummer, greasy, stubbled and buttoned into
histrench-coat.

“OKAY'HEREWE GO!JOE’SBACKAND TOPPER’S GONE!
WHATELSEDO YOU WANT TO KNOW?”

That’s approximately what Kosmo Vinyl had said a couple
ofhoursearlier on the phone, sowe deal with that.

Thisis Saturday, while the FA Cup Finalis going on, and the
previous Thursday, The Clash reunited in Amsterdam to
play thelast-ever gigwith Topper Headon. Strummer had
returned after weeks of rumours—workingasanavvyin
Marseilles, fished up out of the river in Glasgow, whatdid
youhear? Did youbelieve it?—from a sojournin Paris, during
which time an entire British Clash tourwas cancelled
andrearranged, and Combat Rock
hadreached numbertwointhe
albumcharts.

Obviously, there are afewthings
todiscuss.

First, Topper. Why'd he go?

“Ttwashisdecision,” Strummer
replies. We're squeezed into abooth
inthe corner caff: Strummer
hunchedinthe corner, Simonon
andJones opposite, Kosmo Vinyl at
anadjoiningtableand Bernard
Rhodesleaningover Strummer’s
shoulder anxious to answer the
questionsfirst. »




Andthenthere
werethree: (I-r)
JoeStrummer,

MickJonesand
PaulSimonon
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“I'thinkhefelt...it'snot too easytobein The Clash.It’snotas simple as
beinginacomfortable, we're-just-entertainers group, and he justwanted
todothat, just playmusic. He’s a brilliant multi-instrumentalist—what
usedtobecalled that-andit’sabitweird tobein The Clash atthe
moment. Well, itwas. Hehas to sort of strike outin another direction,
becauseIdon’tthinkhe wantsto come alongwith us. Thereare things
thatweallwanttodo...”

“Weallfeel the same,” Jones chipsin, “and he don't, really.”

“We're goingto continueasatrio,” resumes Strummer.

“I'mgoingto play the drums,” announces Simonon brightly. “We're
gonnagetsome guestdrummersin, and they’re gonna playwith us
whenever we wantto make arecord or playsome shows.”

OK.Why’'dyouvanish, Joe?

“Me?It’salongstory.”

Gonnatellit?

Strummer sighs. “Well...itwas somethingIwanted to prove to myself:
thatIwasalive. It's verymuch like being arobot, beingin a group. You
keep comingalongandkeep deliveringand keep beingan entertainer
and keep showingup andkeep the whole thing going. Rather than go
barmyand gomad, I thinkit's better to dowhatIdid, even foramonth.

“Ijustgotup and Iwent to Paris... withouteven thinking aboutit. Imight
have gone abitbarmy, youknow? Butanyway, [ went to Paris, and I knew
thatthere’dbealotofpeople.. the fanswere disappointed, theroad crew
hadsold theirmotors to pay therent fuckingaround with thislot. Iknew
alotofpeople were goingto be disappointed, butIhad to go, and I went,
andI'drecommend anybodyelse to do thatiftheyhave to.

“And oncelgotthere...Ionlyintended to stay for afewdays, but the more
daysIstayed, theharderitwasto comebackbecause of the moreaggro
IwascausingthatI'd have toface there.”

Whatabout the agreements thatyou'd broken
by going? Were you thinking of them?

“Yeah! We’d never blown out other gigs except
forthe time that Topper gotstabbed in the hand
withapairofscissors. Evenwhen the gear
doesn’tarriveand we'reinaforeign cityand the

“lwantedto
provetomyself
thatlwasalive™:
JoeStrummer
explainshis
‘disappearance’

~LHE CLASHY

trucksare held up at the border, we’ll still play the showbyborrowing
stuffoffthe supportband or whoever we can get it from. We've got some
prideinthatdirection-the showmustgoonblahblah-thanto cutout
permanently, youknow?”

Sowhatwould have happenedifyouhadn’tgone?

“IthinkIwould have started drinkingalot on the tour, maybe. Started
becomingpetulantwith theaudience, whichisn'tthesortofthing
thatyoushould do... butit’sverydifferent nowthat Topper’sleft. It'sback
totheold trionow,” he concludes withwhat can onlybe described as
anticipatoryglee.

Sowhatdid Paul Simonon and MickJones feel about the wandering
Joe’spilgrimage?

“Well, Ifeltthatanythinghe doesisallright,” repliesJones, staring out
from under his cap. “Obviouslywe were disappointed that we weren’t
goingoffon tourand everything, and we were disappointed thatsome
ofour fanswould be disappointed, but-Isaid this before while Joe was
away-Ifeltsure thatwhateverhehad wasagoodreason. And he’ssuch
anextraordinary person thatitwasfine: we could handleit. Hold the fort
waswhatwedid.”

Wereyouin contactwhile Joeywas away?

“No,” volunteers Simonon. “Weknewhe wasallrightbecause he
phoned hismum. He'd told her to keep schtum butI think Kosmo wore
herdown.”

While youwere away, did you consider not comingbackatall, doingthe
fullvanish?

“Idon’tthinkIhadthe...it's prettyhard to do that, to disappear forever.”

“Berniewassaying,” saysJones,indicatingin the general direction of
Rhodes’ manicgrinand impenetrable shades, ““Now thisislike Brian
Jones or Syd Barrett or something, nowyou're one of these
groups’ soitis possible tovanish forever. OK!We're The
PinkFloyd now!And,” he continues, warmingto his
theme, “Joewas Syd Barrett.”

Yeah, buthe didn’tvanish physically.

Jones considers this. “Ah no, thatwas Vince Taylor,
wasn'tit?”

Was]Joe thinkingwhile he was away aboutwhatwas
goingtohavetobedifferentwhen he gotback?

“No, notreally, Iwasjustpleased tohavean...escape.
It'sgreatbunking offwork, really great—asyouwell know
—anditwasabitofthat.Iwasjustenjoyingbeingalive.
Ijustwanted to prove to myselfthatIwasalive... that
Iexisted, thatitwasn’tover. [twas OK. We're doing this
firstlyforourselves...”

“Andithelpscleartheair,anyway” - Simonon-“The
factthathewentjustcleared theairand madeyourealise more of
where youstood individually as well as to two other people, three
otherpeople, orwhatever.Iknewhewas comingback.”

Strummer picks up the thread again. “Iwassayingthatwe’re
supposed to be doing this for ourselves,and when youlose sight of
that, you'reintrouble, because youstart to think, ‘Those people
outtheredon’treally care’—that’s the people who come and see
youand buyyourrecords. It'sbeen abit ofa desert for uslately, but
we're Number Two thisweekwith the album-whichisareal
shock,Icantellyou...”

Obviously! While the sheerfactofarecord’s presencein the
chartsisnotnecessarilyarelevant signifier, Combat Rockis the
mostextreme and direct Clash album since the first, and itsready
acceptance and acknowledgementby the purchasing public
indicatesthatthere’sfarmore supportthanis often supposed
bothfor The Clash themselves and for the militancy that they
onceagainrepresent.

See, The Clash had becomefirstaccepted, then absorbed, then
declared quaint, obsolete, nulland void. Assoon asitbecame
‘safe’ tolike themand they started touring the States, it then
became ‘safer’ not to. [twas ashort step from American pundits
hailingthem asthenewgreatestrockbandin the world—the new
Stones! The newWho!-to British True Punks and post-rock
hipstersalike toregard them asjustanother Anglo-American
success story, like Costello before he withdrew, or The Pretenders.
Nothard enough for the Oi Polloi, too rockist for the dancetariat.

AndImean theyreally showtheirroots: there’sgood old Greasy
Joewithhisrockabillyfetish,and Ranking Paul skanking with the
system, and Mick’s suchaposer, always playing tooloud... Plusall
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thisromanticrebel guerilla chic, all the ethnic
snippets...hopeless, boys. Hopeless.

Thetroubleis that-in the wake of Combat Rock—
none ofthatwashes anymore. Listen to the way
Strummer sings “Straight To Hell” or “Ghetto
Defendant”. Whatyou're hearingisnot
apresumptuous orimpertinentattempt to
associatewiththealleged glamour of

THE CLASH

Thiswould appearto be the case.

Anothernewfactorinthe existence of The Clash s
theremoval ofone of the all-time great millstones:
theirfinancialdebtto CBSRecords. Thisliberation
isdueto the much-abused and admittedly
unwieldy Sandinista!,which has quietlyand
unsensationally contrived to be purchased by

approximately 197,000 peoplein this country

revolutionarywar or urbanrepression, but
genuine compassion for the victims of
organised human stupidityand greed;
anexpression ofadesire to draw attention
tointolerable circumstances and to mobilise
publicopinion towards eradicating
them.Idon'tknowaboutyou, butIrespect
thatcompassion.

Combat Rockwas—asis obvious to anyone
with anyknowledge of thelogistics of record-
making-written, recorded and designed and
packagedlongbefore the Falkland Islands
represented anythingto anybodywhodidn'’t
haverelatives there, butsynchronicityisnot

“Maybe they’ll
just think
were Van

Halen with
short hair”

alone. Theyare now outofhock for thefirst
time, astate of affairswhich theyfind highly
satisfactory.Itis, afterall, atleastasvaluablein
terms ofindependence as cash.

Kosmo Vinylrecounts thatnearly every
American college the band had visited last time
round had featured abulletin-board offer to
tape anybody’s choice ofan hour’s worth of
Sandinista!foraround $3. Americanrelease
of Combat Rockhasbeen delayed so that the
sleeve canbereprinted without the ‘Home
TapingIsKillingMusic’ healthwarning. “We
don’tcare howmany people tape ourrecords,”
hedeclares proudly.

amythandthisalbumisn’tjustsellingbecause

it’sgood productfromapopularband.Ithinkit’ssellingbecause alarge
andsignificantnumber of people want to hearwhatitsays. There’san
edgeonthealbumand there’sanedge on The Clashagain.

Sowhatdo The Clashwantto do?

“Wewantto consolidate something-like us,” replies Jones. “Coming
together and then exploding out. Out of captivity, the captivity of people’s
expectationsofus...and of being contained by the musicindustry, that
situation of notbeingable to getout.”

Sohow doyou getwhatyouwant out ofthem without them gettingwhat
theywantoutofyou?

“Simple!” snorts Strummer. “Make sure thatyou'reinapositiontobe
able to saywhatyouwant, make sure thatyou'reahead. Butassoonas
you'renotinaposition to do that, ifyou'renotindependent enough to do
that, ifwe couldn’tkeep this thing going to theright pitch, thenwe'd be...
CBSwere comingaround to us saying, ‘Right, we've got these suits here
andwe’ve gotanicelittlenumberwritten by Andrew Lloyd Webber...”

“Andaniceideaforanewhaircut,” interruptsJones.

“...and thatwould become whatwe were putting out. Itwouldn’tbe
anythingto dowithus. Youhave tobeindependent enough toremember
whatyouwere there to doin thefirstplace, oryou'refucked. They’veall
gottheirlawyersand theirlegal scene well worked out before we were
evenborn. It'sveryhard togoin there and not gounder.Imean, the whole
gameisto getyouso thatyouowe them somuchmoneyso thatyoucan’t
say, ‘No,Idon'twannado that’ withoutthem saying, ‘Sohoware you
gonnapaythis?”

Bernard Rhodesat this pointlaunches a high-velocity dissertation
onthesubject of Control In The Media and the fact that The Clash don’t
seem toreap the benefits of the airplay shop-window. (Thisis, afterall,
onlyrightand proper. I, for one, don’twantaload of depressing rubbish
aboutknowingyourrightsand notheedingthe call-up on myshiny
yellowairwaves.)

“..Infact,” Jonessumsup. “We've written asongaboutit. It’s called
‘Complete Control’ and we hope to have it out for the summer.”

Well, you canbypass theradioifpeople will buyyour singleswhether
theygetairplayornot.

“We cando thatbecause we've always put singles out whether they got
played or not. People have said thatwe should just do albums, but welike
singlestoo!Butsince ‘Capital Radio’ we haven’tbeen played on Capital
Radio.” Mickdoesn’tsound too surprised about that, asithappens.

“Inever thoughtwe'd be Number Two in Britain. Ireallydidn’t,”
Strummer muses. Rhodes quietly tips aslug of brandyinto Joe’s cup of
black coffee. “Therereallyseemstobe somethingagainstushere... over
thelastfewyears, sincewestarted goinground the world.”

“Peopledon’tunderstand,” Simonon interposes fiercely, “what ‘Bored
With The USA’ was about. They haven't got a fucking clue. If people say
‘Oh, The Clash did ‘Bored With The USA’ and they re always going over
there’...theydon’tunderstand the bloody songin thefirst place!”

“IthinkBritainisreallyinsular”—Strummer—“Theydon’trealise that
thereisaworld outthere. Peoplewho spend anyamountoftimein
London can’tbelieve anything outside London exists. Ilike to travel...”

WhatThe Clash arein the process of
becomingis—inspite of CBS Records—agenuinely underground band
(I'am choosing, thoroughly arbitrarily, to define an ‘underground band’
asonewhichisdenied accesstoradioand TVexposure forreasons other
thanunpopularity). Thismeans that theirmusicactuallyhas tobe
sought out. To see The Clash you have to go to their gigs (whenever they
happentobe),andtohear The Clash youhave to buytheirrecord (or tape
itoffsomeone elsewho’sboughtit). Embarkingon this course meansan
awfullotofhard work: it means that theband have to stay in touch with
theiraudiencesand keep theirinterest—and in the case of The Clash, that
alsomeansretainingtheir trust—in order to make sure that theirwork
continues tobe soughtout. Especiallyin the current climate, oneis
unlikely to hear “Know Your Rights” or any of the vital album tracks on
daytimeradio or down the pub.

Likewise The Clash are almost messianicin theirintensity when it
comesto ‘providingan alternative’ on the USlive circuit. “Maybe they’ll
justthinkwe’re Van Halen with shorthair,” Strummerwill surmise
grimly. “Maybe they’lljustbe grunging outon the bassand drumsand
guitar.”

“Maybe we could puton false beards and stovepipe hats and stick
pillowsup our T-shirts,” suggest MickJones helpfully, “and putoutanice
countryand western songto geton theradio there...thenwe could do
some dance stuffforthe hipperareas...”

Three thehard way.Imean, up thehillbackwardsisn’thalfofit.In
terms of conventional careerism, The Clash are nuts. They are a gang of
loonies. Theyare outof their fuckingminds. Theyhave created an
objective which-virtuallyby definition—debars them from utilising
crucial meansnecessaryto achieveit. Ifthey doubt their ability to get
successfulwithoutgettingsuckedin, then they’ll setitup so that they
won’tsucceed. In otherwords, not getting sucked inis moreimportant
thansucceedingon anybutthe moststringently prescribed terms.

The Clasharetotallyunreasonable. They work on the principal that the
distinction between method and objectiveisartificialand spurious, and
thattherefore compromise mustbe keptto aminimum (noises off: rising
murmur of “CBS! CBS!‘TrainIn Vain'!” etc). The thingis that the amount
of compromise necessaryto getasingleashardas “Ghost Town” or
“GoingUnderground” on the air doesnotappear tohave been crippling.

However, Iadmire The Clash’sintransigence, and the best of Combat
Rockisaspowerfulasanythinganybody’s done forawhile. Longmay
they continue to piss everybody off.

ontheradio, and the sound was almost too neatly set off by

apolice siren outside. Right now everybody’s supposed to be
jacked up to the back teeth with war fever, butjust the same there’s that
dippysongabout peace from the Eurovision Song Contest as Number
Onesingle lastweek and Combat Rock mashing up the album chart.

Therewasasonglwanted tohearjustthen, butitwasn'ton theradio.

Itwent:“It could be anywhere/ Any frontier/ Any hemisphere/ Noman's
land|Thereain’tno asylum here/ Go straightto hell, boys.”
Charles Shaar Murray ®

]’ USTNOW THERE was almost a minute of uninterrupted gunfire
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“] see myself
becoming

more cynical”

Introducing
project of an amiable |f
rather paranoid new talent,
. “Pve been
having weird dreams, almost
nightmares lately,” he
whispers. “I started dreaming
I’d sold myself to the devil!”’

MELODY MAKER

ATTJOHNSON KNEW hell was a mistake in judgement
—he couldn’tavoid it. For reasons unknown he was
condemned to skirt the abyss and wrestle with a cruel
crisiswhich could never be solved.

Adolescentbedroom angstseemedlikeaparty
compared to this tortuous misery. Nosleep, body cramps,

athreateningsense of futility... “Ifindithard to comealive,” he wrote to anyone

whowouldlisten, “

whenI'mhollowed out from theinside.”

Thatline eventually drifted into asong, “Time (Again) For The Golden Sunset”,

BIG MATT'S

USED
RECORDS

and the songbecame partofacollection, and as Matt
patentlyhad no particular place to go the whole experience
was encapsulated forever onan album called Burning

Blue Soul.

Onthisheexplored thejoys of melancholywitha
nakedness thatcould have onlybeenequalled byJohn
Lennononagigantic existential downer. And although
youmaybe thinkingthatthisisjustanother chapter from
BeingAnd Nothingness complete with mind-shattering
profundities—life asameaningless commain the sentence
oftime—youharbour those doubtsinacrock ofbad faith.

Beyond the teenage torpor thatfillslong greymacs and
humourlessindierecordsis thereal thing, and Matt
Johnsonissoreal, youdon’'tknowwhethertolaughorcry.
See, heknows hismusicis close toan openwound buthe »

JANETTE BECKMAN / GETTY



“Alotofthenew
electronicgroupshave
justsubstitutedthe

electricguitarfora
synth”:MattJohnson
photographedin1981
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canstill chuckle to himselfwhen he sings:
“A hundred thousand people today were
burned/Ifelta pangofconcern/Whatare

Pope?/Ithink hegotshot... ASWELL!!”

Burning Blue Soulwasreleased atthe
end oflastyearon4AD and almost
universallyignored. Astoundingly,
because Ralph Steadman (the well-
knownillustrator of weird and dubious
events) declareditto be one ofhisall-time
faves, the powers thatbe have decided to
reissue Matt’s masterpiece on this slight
bubble of publicity.

It'sjustnotgood enough, though.
Arecordascrucialas thisneeds pushing

BURNING B
MATY JDLNWE Souk

toget£18aweek, 10 wenton traveland
five to me mum, soyou canseelhadit
toughwhenIwaslittle!”
Aftermeetingafew people “who got
meinto older groupslike The Velvet
Underground”, he started messing
aboutinthestudioinamisguided
attemptatbecomingthe next Throbbing
Gristle. “IthoughtIwasbeingveryarty,
youknow, verymeaningful.”
Inthewake ofa couple of non-starter
groups he formed the confusingly
named The The, notawell-known
typingerrorbutaloose collection of
friendsand associates. “See, I always
thought that people seem to be put off

ifit'sgoingto surface through the slurry of
popular product. The brilliant Thomas Leer,
hisonlycontemporaryin new-age electronics,
suffered asimilarfate in the uncommitted but
well-intentioned hand of CherryRed. Asa
resultbothhave made devastatingrecords and
beenrewarded with cultcredibilityand sales
thatensure onlyabountiful future ofbaked
beansontoast.

AtleastRalph Steadman gotitright, because
Burning Blue Soulisabonafide 22-carat Desert
Island Disc.Itbeginswith anear-classical
storm of sound on “Red Cinders In The Sand”,
establishes avastbreadth ofrange and vision

“When I feel
really, really
depressed, it’s
my most
creative period”

bytheideaofasoloartist. Theyseem to prefer
agroupidentity, solinvented thename The
The even thoughit’sreally onlyme most of
thetime.”

TheThereleased asingleon4AD and asingle
onSome Bizarreaswellasasongon their
sampler and asimilar contribution for Cherry
Red. Meanwhile, to complicate things, Matt
alsoformed The Gadgets (notto be confused
with Frank Tovey’s Fad Gadget), who have
theirthird albumoutsoon.

Didn’the thinksuch diverse projects would
diffusehis energies and widen the focusjust
whenitneeded narrowingdown? “Wellyeah,

and pulls thisbig pictureinto Side One’s

salvation, “IcingUp”.It'sasong thatbegins with bulging droplets of
electronicrain which slowlybeat out the rhythm of welcomereliefat the
end ofaharrowingjourney.

Side Twoisnolessimpressive, openingon the uplifting “(Like A) Sun
Rising Through My Garden” and finishing on one of his best pieces, the
delirious “Another Boy Drowning”, which passionatelyaches with a
worldlyresignation and ends with a defiant discharge of bottled-up
tension. Itwouldn’tbe going over the top to say thisrecord stands
altogetheralone.

Butitcan'thave escaped yournotice that the self-importantdrama of
popisdrenchedin casual hyperbole, sowhenitcomestodescribing
something of genuine quality there’sbarely anythingleft toreach for. You
certainly can’texpect the man himselfto singhis own praises. Amore
modestandlikableyoungdreamerwould be hard to find.

Byfusingthe tradition of literary songwritingwith a far-reaching feel
for 21st-century electronic wizardry, MattJohnsonis playing Jim Kirk
toLeer’s Spock. Where thelatter is menthol cool, Matt comes on all hot
and emotional; burningsoulindeed. Mostsignificantly, both, like
Germany’s DAF, have understood the implications and possibilities of
themodern synth, its power and glory. And to top itall both play every
instrument themselves.

Maybe MattJohnsonissorefreshingly down-to-earth because he
knows thatnotevenJim Kirkcan beam himselfout ofan anxietyattack.
Withacrew-cutandtattydenimshelookslike hejustwalked offa
buildingsite and nothis second home, the recording studio.

Anoutwardly chirpy Londoner, he says hismumand dad, whoruna
pub, wantedhimtobeacook, “butasI'dalwaysbeeningroupssincelwas
11,TknewIhad to do somethingin music.

“SoIboughtthisbookbyTony Hatch called So You Want To Work In The
Music Business.Itsaid ifyouwanted to be arecording engineer you could
firstworkasateaboy.Ilooked in theindexand applied toall the studios.
De Wolfein Wardour Streetwere the only ones toreply, soIwentup there
andIgotthejob!

“Istarted asthe teaboybutImade suchterrible tea that they promoted
me. Bythenallmemateshad become electricians or greengrocers. [used

THEDEFINITIVE ARTICLE

THE DEFi

THE THE? An agitated

]

stutter? No, the definitive

& a o a el o o ek 2

actuallyIthinkthat'sagood pointandin
futureI'll probably concentrate on MattJohnson. 'msstillnot sure about
thename, though. Somebody oncesaiditsoundslike acrossbetweena
cowboyandacarsalesman! Can'tyouseeit, BigMatt’s Cars!”

To date Burning Blue Soulhas sold around 3,000 copies, a paltry
amount, absurdlyout ofbalance with therecord’sworth. Itsrelative
commercialfailurehasatleast taught Matt one or twolessons about the
vagaries of the pop process.

“Some ofthereviews were encouragingto adegree,” hesays, “but
Ineverreally gotbehinditand did anygigs or promotion. Mind you,
neither did 4ADreally. IsupposeIwasnaive enough to think thatbecause
thealbumwasthere and becauseitwasagood oneitwould do
something, butof course things don’tworklike that, do they.”

Rather than gettingbitter about the record’s obscurity, he sees the
whole experience as aform of apprenticeship. “IreckonI've done my
timebeing the boy—y’know, the trainee—'cos that’swhatit’slikeonan
independentto some extent.It’sall verywell and idealistic—you dowhat
youwantand have afree say—but youdowhatyouwantaslongasyou
don’tspend anymoney. That’s thekind of philosophy involved. These
outfitssiton thingswhether they're brilliant or not. Quite honestly, it
makes mesick.”

Talking ofwhich, had herecovered from the dip he tookwhen he made
...Soul? “Well, lastyear when1did thatalbum Iwas nearly suicidal most of
thetimeandIsupposeI'madepressive basically.Igetthatalot. My life’s
alwaysbeen downs and ups, butwhenIfeelreally, really depressedit’s my
most creative period. AtleastIcan turnsomethinglike thattoan
advantage and create something, though; alotofpeoplecan’t.”

Grey, earnestapocalypse merchantsis one thingMattcan'tstand, so
don’tdrop himinthatblackhole. Where exactlyhe doesfallishard to say,
though. “I'vebeenlurkingbetween electronic things and songs, really,”
hemuses. “Ilove contrasts, and that’'swhatIwasafteron thealbum.”

Hisnextmovesinclude asingle—“I'lltryand makeitabitmore
accessiblemaybe”—and ajointsingle with Soft Cell’sMarc Almond.
Despite hisroller-coaster psyche, he appearsresilientand irrepressibly
confident, dismissing most of the opposition.

“Let’sfaceit, OMD songs could have been done by Adam Faith. Alot of
thenewelectronic groups
havejustsubstituted the
electricguitarforasynth.
Theyhaven'treallymade
anyheadwayatall.I
realisenowthatIwantto
besuccessful. Iwas green

\f at first they sound familiar,
they are not quite what they
seem. His forthcoming 12-inch



THE THE

enoughbefore to think thatitdidn’t matter. But to bringwhatIdo to
people’sattention is my definition of success. Iwant people to hear my
music.Iwon’tcompromise and I thinkany changeshave beennatural,
notforced. Besides, I'm so brokeit’s disgusting!”

Ashesayson “Another Boy Drowning”: “Twanted to be like Bob Dylan,
untilldiscovered Moses.” Let MattJohnson lead you out of the wilderness
and pray for hisnextdepression! lan Pye

NME

HETHE? AN agitated stutter? No, the definitive article, boasts
| The one and only The Matt Johnson with a cheekyifnone-too-
convincing grin.

Though The The-founded asaduo, expanded into a four-piece and
finallyshrunktoits presentsingular state—is Mattalone, the group still
suffersfrominternal conflict.Indeed, it—he-iswracked by self-doubts,
evennow, when things couldn’tbebetter. But then, ifthe had any more
confidencein himselfhe would have settled forjust MattJohnson, the
signature he putto one oflastyear’smore neglected LPs Burning Blue Soul.

“ThereasonIre-adopted thename The The,” clarifies Matt, “wassoI'd
beable toputabarrier between people and myself. I dunno why, butIjust
liketohaveitthere. Partlybecause people tend to be put off when they see
thename ofasoloartist, Isuppose. Itkind of weakens the impression.
Alsoby callingme The The, itallows me more flexibility, styles will
constantly change, anything canactuallyhappen. The The-the ultimate
thing. The definitive...”

Whichisn’ttosayhe’stryingto hideanything. Onthe contrary, his
songsare almostintimately confessional -withoutbeing excessively self-
indulgent or particularly purgative. Instead,

“Iwouldlike to do music which has that uplifting effect, but which at
thesametime people canbe drawninto and think, ‘Oh thisis great!””

Though the LPhe’s currentlyrecording continues the self-
explorations of Burning Blue Soul-“It’s probably more introverted
inaway, becauseit’sanalysingthe thingsIdid on the firstoneand
slagging them off!” -its buoyancyindicates that morbid introspection
isn'tMatt’snatural condition.

“It'll probablybe the conclusion of that phase,” he assures. “Basically,
onceyou've found outaboutyourself, youstartlookingaround at
everythingelse.It'sanatural development. You can only harp onabout
athemesolong-youcan’tkeep singing, “Well, [woke up this morning...’,
whichiswhatI'vebeen doingin away.Isee myselfchangingalot,
becomingalotmorecynical.”

Is “Uncertain Smile” and the whole CBS/Some Bizarre episode a first
step? Notreally. Confused and intimidated by bigmoney matters, Matt
simply left Bizzaro Stevo to handle the business side, which he did with
his customarybafflinglogic. Through someinexplicable dealinghe
landed Deccawith “Uncertain Smile”’s £8,000 recording costs, and after
amidnightrendezvousinvolving CBS’ Maurice Oberstein and a pair of
policewomen atop alionin Trafalgar Square, he clinched a contract
worth £40,000to The The.

“Stevo’sagenius, in hisownway,” marvels Matt. “He can turnrecord
companies upside down. Hisappearance immediately unsettles
them!Andhe’snotblasé. He could have made a fortune signingup
reproductions of Soft Cell, butinstead he’s always pushing forward,
looking for new things.”

Afterthreeyearsonthedoleand another three spentreleasing
recordsinto obscurity—three LPs with The Gadgets, Burning Blue

Soul, three singles and various compilation

theyregister hisnaive capacitytobeamazed

contributions, all before his 21stbirthday—

by the world and his struggle to make sense of « P e O 1 e t en d he’sreadytoacceptthebreaks Stevo’s giving
it. The musicis correspondinglyinquisitive, p him. Predictably, his conscience hasn’tlet
thirstyfornew-atleastto him-textures, which histormented soul enjoy the anticipatory
hediscovers through fresh, brash fusions of t O b e put Off thrillofahitfor free.

acousticand electronicinstruments. “I'vebeenhavingweird dreams, almost

Ifatfirsttheysound familiar, theyare not quite h h nightmareslately,” he whispers, “nowthat
whattheyseem. His forthcoming 12-inch \/ \/ en t ey S e e everything’sstarted goingreallywelland all.

“Uncertain Smile”, released by Stevo’s Some

The other nightIwasin mebedroom, which

Bizzarevia CBS, exemplifies his approach. the n ame Of a islikealittle coffin anyway, and Istarted

Adisconsolate, unrequited love song, Matt’s
brittle blue tenor describes his melancholy

dreamingI'd sold myselfto the devil!
“IwasthinkingIwasgoingto die, likeall

° 2
condition, unashamedlyinviting thelistener to SOlO a,rtlst these otherpeoplewho’d died youngand

dwellinitwhileluxuriatingin the music’slazy

they'dsold themselvesto the devil too! Then

flow; yet thelistenerleavesitat the otherend
perverselybrightandrefreshed.

MattJohnson’s presenceis similarlyinvigorating. Despite the
introspective nature ofhis songs, Johnsonisacheerfullygarrulous
talker, whose nervous, non-stop banter begins from the momentwe
enter hisfewNorth Londonrooms and spin dizzily through countless
anecdotes, quips andideas, converting fretinto self-effacing comic
monologue. Should I have expected anything different?

“Well, yearsago I used to bore myselfan’ everyone else worrying about
things,” he confides, “but people don'treallywanna know. Theygo offto
thetoiletand never comeback!SoIgotto
thinking people don’twannaputon
musicand think, ‘Ohno, thisis terrible.’
Butontheotherhandyougetsome
reassurances throughrecognition. Like
Tused to getsome fromreading Sylvia
Plath, whose stuffisalot more extreme
thanme. Like The Bell Jar, even though it
had ahappyending-exceptingshekilled
herselfafter that—well, Ithoughtitwas
great. Becausel could reallyrelate to that,
Ifelt more comfortable...

“Thadthisreallyterriblefluonce,” he
continues. “Ithought, ‘Fuckinghell, I've
gotconsumption. Iwasinbed sweating,
myhead movingso fast, and forsome
reasonIpicked up NauseabyJeanPaul
Sartre, and again becauseIcouldrelate to
itsagitated state, Ifelt consoled.”

The pointbeing?

the ceilingwas comingdown andIdidn'’t
knowwhattodo!”
Mattisneither Catholic, norisheadruguser. “Idon’tbelieve in them,”

heasserts. “Iwas thinking, ‘God, isthiswhatIwant?’ ThenIremembered
thisline on the newalbum, which goes, ‘I'm becoming trappedin a tomb of
myown making'.So evenatthis preliminarystageIcansee things getting

outof control, decisions beingmade withoutyou...”
Iftheindustryis the devil, who mightbe his conscience?

“Idon’tknowwhetheryou'veheard him, actually, buthisname’s Foetus.

Foetus! Youmean You've Got Foetus On Your Breath! Phillip And His
Foetus Vibrations? Foetus Over Frisco?
Foetusthe self-appointed scourge of
themusicbusiness, thatextraordinary
masked avenger behind the
underground hits “TellMe WhatIs
TheBane Of Your Life?” and “Custom
Built For Capitalism”?-Idon’tlisten
toanythingelse!

“Yeah?Innee great!Itold Foetus once:

you'resayingall the thingsIwishIcould
say,butI'mnot... He’sa 10 times more
extreme version ofhowIfeel. And he’s
gotthegutstodoit, whereasme,'mone
footin one camp oneinthe other, afraid
tojeopardise things.”

Noneed toworry, Matt. The The
mightnotbeafully formed Foetus, but
it'smore thanthe germofagreatidea.
ChrisBohn ®

”

‘Fuckinghell, youreally putme to shame,
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Gure evil

Steve Sutherland’s review of

The CureatHammersmith
Odeon (May3) wasafarce.

Heis, of course, entitled to his
ownopinions, butareportwhich
devotesno space whatsoever to
dealingdirectlywith thelive
musicatthegigin question
isunlikely tocommand any
greatrespect.

Instead of giving details about
the concert, Mr Sutherland chose
tochurn out the depressingly
familiarlistof critics’
generalisations, whether or not
theywererelevanttothe
particularevent.Asaresulthe
assertsthat the songswere,
“toointimately miserable to
communicate anythingother
thanboredom” while admitting,
almostinthesamebreath, that
“theaudience, strangely, gets off”
onThe Cure’sset.

My suspicions thatthereview
hadbeenwrittenseveralhours
before the gigbeganwere
confirmedin Mr Sutherland’s
disconcertinglyblasé admission
thathe “sneaked off without
somuchastheslightesttwinge
ofguilt.”

Ihadalwaysimaginedreviews
were for criticisingbands on
current evidence, notfor
reproducingatired catalogue
of preconceived biases. It seems
Iwaswrong.

CHRIS GOODBRE, address not
supplied (MM May 29)

Porn under a bad sign
We'rewritingaboutAdam
Sweeting’sreview of The Cure’s
Pornography (MM, May 1).

Didheactuallyhavehisears
openwhen helistenedtoit,
because theline “Isitalways like
this” comes from “Siamese Twins”
andnot “The Hanging Garden”
asstated.

Itseemstousthathemadeuphis
mind hewould hate this LP before
evenputtingitonthe turntable:
there’snothingbut criticismall the
waythrough.

The member of staffwho
commented “miserablebuggers”
hasobviouslyneverbothered to go
backstageafteragigtotalktothe
group. They're the friendliest
group we'vemet.

Ifyou,Adam, actuallywenttoa
gigand witnessed these songslive,
apartfromjustjudging themby
onelisten onvinyl, then maybe

you'd actually feel some of the
warmth, and not the coldnessyou
writeabout. Would youlike them
tosoundlike Duran Duranorany
othergroupswho arefloodingthe
chartsatthemomentwith their
meaningless quick-selling
commerciallyricsand popimage?
SARAH AND JANE, Park Road,
Didcot, Oxon (MM May15)

Adam Sweetingreplies: Sorryforthe
stupid mistake, butitdoesn’talter
myopinion.Idon’tdislike The Cure,
justPornography.

You Jam fools

Afterseeing TheJamatthe Apollo
thisweek, walking off stage after
anhour (theydid comebackforan
encore), itseemed to me that Paul
Weller may have his principles
mixed up. IfThe Clash can play for
two-and-a-halfhoursat£3ashow
(theJamwas £4.50) thenwhydon't
theJam give abitmore?

PAUL GORDON, Wyndway,
Carrickfergus, NI (MM Apr24)
It’squitesimple, Paul. What takes
JoeStrummer two-and-a-half
hours to say, Weller's got overin the
first half-hour and with far more
literacy and power—Paolo Hewitt

IfTheJam aresolely concerned
withmessage, why do they tour? If
Weller can make all his statements
in30 minutes, whyhashemade so
manyalbums?Perhapshe’spartly
motivated by adesire for easy
wealth. (AndnowTheJamare
established, wealth doescome
easily). Oooops, sacrilege...
C.J.STEVENS, HuntsRoad,
Stratford On Avon (MMMay 8)

Yes, it's Bash Paul Weller week. Well
meand Paolo think he's fab. God, at
least hetries.

Stolid air

DearJohnMartyn, Thavejust
listened to Glorious Foolagainand
amnotquite clear whether thisis
aJohnMartynrecord oraPhil
Collinsvehicle. Afteryour

beautifully sensitive and
technicallyperfectlyproduced
GraceAnd Dangerthisisthe
biggestload of shitI have ever
heard fromyou. Of course, [know
thatbothyourselfand Philare
capable ofknockinganyone’s
socksoff, so can only thinkthisis
alldowntothelabelchangeand
the quest for commercial
recognition. Youdon'tneedit.
Please,John, getback towhere
you'rereallyat.

JOHNWINCH, Nurnburg

(MM Jan16)

Mortal synths
Irecentlyheard acommentabout
the growinguse ofsynthesizersin
‘Pop Music’. While manyyoung
misguided pop fans couldn’tcare
less, highlytrained musicians
could becomeredundant.
Manypop starsfrom the past
knewthevalue of usinglive
orchestralaccompaniment; Frank
Sinatraand NelsonRiddleare
greatexamples. Itwillbeasad day
formusiciffuture generations are
connedwith electronicsounds
produced by computers orrobots.
Please encourage yourreaders to
vote for live music, and not to
acceptthiselectronicnoiseasa
substitute forthe REALTHING.
ALANS.GOTTS, Parkview Road,
Croydon (MM, Mar 27)
Nah mate, keep musicdigital.

You're fired!

Thenexttime that Lynden Barber
isabouttowrite one ofhis
offensivearticlesmightIsuggest
thathebearinmind two
important points. First, there’sa
well-knownsaying: “The
customerisalwaysright.” Second:
the customer also pays hiswages.
Ifor one have had enough,and
Ishallnolongerbehelpingto pay
thewages ofany ofyou.
NEILMARTIN, Rockside Avenue,
Downend, Bristol (MM, March 6)

Gan't cope
Iwouldlike tomakeitquite clear
thatJulian Copehasneverbeen
nearmybedroom, although
judgingbyhisrecent photographs
heno doubtwouldliketobe. ~
Also, anyfoolknowsyoudon’t
putLPsnearradiators (which
Ineverhad wherellived when
I'’knew’ Cope). Hemusthave
imagineditduringone ofhis
flying-jacket fantasies.
MARKE.SMITH, The Fall (MM Jan9)
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BANANARAMA
BENEATH THE SKIN

78 ROBERT WYATT, LEMMY,
\ ‘31 S| ADAMANT, EURYTHMICS,
_ WS STONES AND MORE

Plaintive but
appealing

MM SEP 4

Wyatt applies his plaintive but

appealing pipes to an Elvis
Costello-Clive Langer song
“Shipbuilding”, which gains a Rough
Trade singles release this Friday (3).
Back-ups are handled by Steve Nieve of
The Attractions (piano), Mark Bedders
of Madness (bass), Martin
Hughes (drums), Clive
Langer (organ) and Elvis
himselfjoining Wyatt on
harmonyvocals. The B-side
is “Memories Of You”, an
evergreen ballad penned by
originalragtime pianist
Eubie Blake.

'|'HE EVER-WONDERFULROBERT
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Robert Wyatt:

all-starlineupon
latestsingl
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Publicity-shy:
Motédrhead’s
Lemmy

“T'm living out
my fantasies”

NME SEPT 18

queen of American punklobotomy and

the clown prince of terminal gross-out
home-made heavy metal. Wendy O. Williams
of The Plasmatics, with her sellotaped tits and
Mohican haircut,and Lemmy of Motérhead
with his gnarled rabid vocals and years of
conscientious drugabuse, decimating the
sacred cow of country musicand the paeanto
servile femininity “Stand By Your Man”.

Fromthe other end of the transatlantic

blower Ms O. Williams tells how this made-in-
hell’skitchen hit-bound

IT'S AMARRIAGE of extremes - the

Wallace for
re-electionas
governor of Alabamaand Wallaceis one

of the biggest lunatics Americahas ever
produced, he’s for segregation and all that
shit. ‘Stand By Your Man’ hasbeen Wynette's
theme song for yearsand she’sbeen married
four or five times, so what the hell’s she
talking about?”

Before hanging up, O. Williams said that
athird Plasmatics LP recorded in Germany
with The Scorpions’ producer was ready for

release,and there should

sound came about.

“l always liked
Motérhead because
forthem nothing was
sacred and that’show The
Plasmatics feel as well. We
metlastyearin New York
and decided to do the most
outrageous thing we could
think of and this wasiit.

“People seem
to have forgotten
rock’n’roll is
supposed to
be fun”

be achancetoseethe
group and her not-so-
endearing old charms when
they come to Europe early
nextyear.

Meanwhile, backin his
Londonrecord company
office chasing vodka with
small cans of Special Brew
(very effective), Lemmy

“The original was such a
sexist song, but Lemmy improved it by writing
new lyrics. Country music has always been
symbolic of conservative lunacy, especially
with the roles guys and girls have. To me,
people should have the freedom to do what
they want.

“Tammy Wynette is backing George
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intimates that the

partnership may be renewed at alater date.
He and Wendy may go out to Nashville to
record an LP -although the likelihood of them
ever getting out alive seems to make that
pretty unlikely.

“I don’tknow what NME are making of all
this. What do they reckon up there?”

Desperate publicity stunt are words
not far from people’s mouths with
regards to this.

“Really? I'msorry to hear that.(So are
we!-NME staff.) | figured we were
getting enough publicity - if anything
Motorhead have been over-publicised.
Soyou can put that one under the fuckin
carpetrightaway.”

Whether he needs the publicity or
not, broach any topicand Lemmy’s likely
to have something to say aboutit.

On the single:

“We did it for funand to turn people’s
heads around. | think the punks and
Motorhead’s fans are pretty polarised
-us coming together should shake them
up a bit. We wanted to destroy afew
misconceptions about Motérhead and
about The Plasmatics. Richie Stotts, the
guitarist with The Plasmatics, isareally
innovative guitarist and the solo he plays
ontherecordisone of the bestsolosI've
ever heard on thattype of record.”

On NME:

“ltake it for granted thatit’'s not the
NME's cup of teabecause it’s got abit
straitlaced of late. You look like you
might getrid of some of that, you
look like a fun-lovin’lad. It’s getting
tobe aninteresting as the Financial
Times; | can’t believe it's so boring.
It devotesalot of time to things
that have nothing to do with music.
IfIwanttoread about CND or
unemployment I'll buy The Times,

it reports on that stuff awhole lot
better. The NME seems to thinkit’s
the conscience of the nation’s kids.”

On rock ‘n’ roll:

“People seem to have forgottenrock
‘n’rollis supposed tobe fun. It's all so
serious - artistic licence and all that bullshit
nowadays. Allitis, is the stuff your parents
would never listen to.”

On stardom:

“The best thingisbeingable to cash cheques
withoutacheque card.lwanted tobeinarock
‘n’roll group since Iwas13.I'mjust living out
my fantasies - it's wonderful stuff. You can’t
gowrong, canyou?”

On country music:

“Yeah, | like alot of country music. | like alot
of different stuff - Joni Mitchellis a fuckin’
genius, ABBA make perfect pop singles. I like
Dolly Parton, she doesn’t give ashit.”

On the Nolans:.

“We're mates, have beenfor years. The
Nolans are very funny, actually. No one ever
gives them credit for being human beings; to
most people they're just four pretty faces who
sing all these sweet songs. | supposeit’s the
same with me, people getanimage of you
through the mediaand thinkit’s the reality.
Butif the truth were known, The Nolans are
really four feisty little fuckers.Our manager
was talking to Linda Nolan at the bar and he
dropped some money on the floor and bent

’




down to pickitup and she goes, ‘While
you're down there..’ and hisbrain nearly
came out of his ear. Because The Nolans
aren’t supposed to say things like that.”

On Belfast:

“We used to go there quitealotevenin
the mid-60s whenlwasinagroup called
The Rockin’ Vicars. We got banned
because we wore clerical collars onstage.
We gotall these lettersin the papers-‘I
invite your prayers to stop this heathen
mob coming over here debasing our religion.’
“Every time Motérhead do a tour we play
Belfast. There’s so many groups don’tand |
can’tunderstandit. It’s fucking phenomenal -
Belfast’s crowds are the bestin the world.|
think people are shitheads for not playing
there -apart from the reception you should
doitanyway. It's only over the bloody water.’

On Van Morrison:

“lused to know him for awhile after he’d left
Them.lremember himsittingonabedinour
hotel roomreally downin the dumps. ‘Times
arebad, he said, ‘times are very hard having
towork with abloody showband, | can’tgeta
giganywhere. Thenintwoyearshe put out
Astral Weeks. He's areally dirty singer, one of
the great old shouters. Abastard though.”

EMMY ADMITS TO being “fed up to
I Ithe teeth” answering questions about
Fast Eddie, who departed Motsrhead

after the recording of “Stand By Your Man”.
He's made friends with Eddie again, and they
jammed together at Reading. Lemmy has now
enlisted Bryan Robertson - formerly of Thin
Lizzy - as his permanent
replacement.Butis there
notadanger that die-hard
Motérhead fans will feel
betrayed by Lemmy’s
collaboration with Wendy
andlook elsewhere for their
enjoyment, just like Eddie?
“They don’t have to buyitif
theydon'tlikeit,it’sjusta
one-off. There'll be plenty
more Motorhead records
which won’thave changed
much from the old ones.
Then again, who knows?
Maybe I've just ruined my
entire career by releasing thisrecord.”

He opens his mouth, revealing two rows of
cracked brown and yellow teeth, gaping holes
andbrokenfillings, and gives along, loud
cackle. GavinMartin

”

Shocker:
WendyO.

Williams 5 ﬁ 1
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AdamAnt:urges
hisfanstoshun
roguesingle

dong ‘a favour’ to
Derek Jarman

NME JUL 3

from his wife Eve after seven years, has

issued a statement denouncing the release
of the single “Nine To Five” by The Maneaters
on EG/Polydor Records.

Heexplains thatin 1977 he was asked to put
some Toyah Willcoxlyrics to music for the
soundtrack ofthefilm, Jubilee,in whichitwas
performed byafictitious group called The
Maneaters—with Toyah as their singer. He
agreedasafavourtoDerekJarman, even
thoughitwasalow-budgetsession—and, he
claims, itwas agreed thathisname should
appearonlyasaco-writerandinnoway
associatedwithAdam & The Ants orAdam Ant.

Adamnow claimsthattherecordisbeing
released in acompletely different capacity,
implyingthathe’s
playingamajorrole on
it,thoughheactually
tookpartonlyasa
sessionmusician. He
believesittobeasub-
standardrecord, and
adviseshisfansnotto
buyit-andashedoesn’t
wish to profit personally
from ‘inferior product’,
he’llbe donatingallhis
=1 royaltiesto charity.

Worth £30

NME JUL 10

ORMER CLASHDRUMMER Nicky
F‘Topper' Headonistobe sent for trial

onacharge of stealingalLondon
Transportbus stop. Topper, 26, was granted
bail at Horseferry Road court last week after
being accused of taking the bus stop -worth
£30-inFulham Road, London,in March.He
was also charged, along with 23-year-old
Donna Gardner, with receivingastolen
Technics amplifier,and a cassette and record
deck.Headon and Gardner, both of Fulham
Road, were committed to trial at the Inner
London Crown Court.Both were granted
unconditional bail.

ADAMANT, WHO was last week divorced
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“A tough number”

NME

“ T HIS TIME,” SAYS Dave Stewart,
with a determined airand aginger
beard, “we want everythingtobe

exactly aswe wantittobe. We feel like we're

coming out, really,coming out the closet.

Andwhenyou come out the closet, you've

got to have your clothes on, you know what

Imean? With ‘nay tatties onyer plate’ as they

sayinSunderland.”

Right, right. But what the hellishe on
about? He's onabout Eurythmics, whichis
himself and partner-in-vinyl Annie Lennox,
and he’sonabout the lessons they've learnt
from their old group The Tourists and the
masterplans the duo are hatching for the
future.Nowadays, Stewart and Lennox
amount to the very definition of a small mobile
unit - they’ve even been known to turn up for
radio sessions pulling their entire equipment
inatrolley behind them.Fleeing the pressure
of the band-format and of hits-at-all-costs,
Eurythmics now pursue ascheme and
adream of flexibility, self-determination
and job satisfaction. Artistically, if not yet
commerecially, the approachis showing
signs of paying off.

Torecap briefly: Annie and Dave emerged
gratefully from the ruins of the disbanded
Tourists (aband once popular, but not much
missed) and pointed themselves at producer
Conny Plank and his studio in Germany.
Fruitful goings-on ensued; helped out by
musician pals like Holger Czukay, and a debut
Eurythmics LP In The Garden appeared last
year. A promising beginning it was: all
sensuous electro-mood, melody and
mystery...and decent tunes. Asingle, “This|s
The House” followed a while ago.

Butit was Eurythmics'recent 45“The
Walk” that suggested they'd finally cracked
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Introducing, from the ashes of The Tourists...Eurythmics

the combination - especiallyinregard to
Annie’s singing. The firstalbum was intricate
but definitely low key, areaction against The
Tourists’ strident ‘60s pop, and the vocals
“were like awoman ssinging to herself as she
did the washing-up,” says the woman herself.
“But my voice was denyingitself. It was an
experiment to singin that unaffected way, but
it was like | was just using one colour from the
whole paintbox of choices.”

The unleashed soulfulness of “The Walk”
saw her finding a way forward from that: “It
was anemergence. It reallyis alandmark for
us -in our development as writers,inmine as
asinger. We've put our flag down there with
“The Walk”,and the next steps forward will
follow onfromthere.”

Eurythmics was financed by anRCA
advance to start with, and
now the group function
courtesy of abank
overdraft. It’s lucky, then,
thatthey're “rediscovering
the joys of doing things
simply,” hidden away in
asmall self-built studio,
with limited butingenious
equipment. Friends guest
onrecordingandhelp out
forlive dates, but
increasingly it's down to
the two of them. They've
evenshrugged off
management.

Plans for the future
performance are wide-
open:they could takein
afull-blown line-up, plus
backingsingers, or get
stripped back to acoustic

“Anybody has a
right to change and
grow and develop.
And not be put
down for it”

Q Partnersinvinyl:
Eurythmics
DaveStewartand

AnnieLennox

essentials. Freedom of option is everything.

The Tourists’ history, as they tell it, was one
of squabbles -“the relationships were such
thatif looks could kill, we'd all have been
casualties” -and of compromise. Now, the
guiding principle is that both should like all
that's putoutin their name: “Andthat’sa
tough number. There’s no excuse then, you're
responsible for what'sreleased.”

Annie Lennox: “Inthe old group, I feltlike
aprisoner, chained to something, like some
silly dancing doll...In Eurythmics, we
expected the music we were going to make
tobe the opposite of what people who came
to see The Tourists would like. And we wanted
it that way; we wanted the danger of that.
People would just see me as that figurehead
I'dbecome -but they're only seeing one
tiny aspect of you that's
been blown out of
all proportion.

“It’s like amonster
following you around, even
inthe streets,andlhad to
getrid of that. This was one
of thereasons|changed
the way llooked, or why
Iwore awig. It was to say,
‘That person from the past

doesn’texistany more. |
have aright -anybody has
aright-tochangeand
grow and develop. And
notbe putdownforit.’
Onethingllearned about
compromising yourself to
any degreeisthatthe only
personwhoreally pays for
that,inthe end,isyou.”
PaulDuNoyer




MickJagger:just
callhimLucifer.
Italiansconfused
astothenature
ofhisgame.

“A danger to [talian youth®

EITALIANS SEEM to have lost their marbles over the prospect
-F)-)fan imminent tour by pop group The Rolling Stones. Like the
group themselves thereis a beliefinItalian political circles that
theyearisstill 1969 or thereabouts and that Rolling Stones group
equals drug-taking, anarchy, devilworship, and smelly feet.

Thebiggestrowhas occurredin the Tuscan city of Florence where a
council decision to ban the band was followed by street demos by
thousands of youth. The Florence council seems to have splitroughly
inthreedirections: those on theright who soughtto outdo each other
with scare-raisingstories on the nature of British pop groups; and
those ontheleft, particularly the Communistand Socialists, who saw
theissueasachance towooyoung (youngish?) voters.

Amongthevery coolest contributions was that by Mario Cristina
Fiochi, president of the right-wing Anti-Drug Coalition, who claims to
have discovered involvementby ‘Rolling Stone group’ in devil
worship, Mafia drugcircles, the CIAand MI5. “Theyare agrave
dangertoItalian youth,” she concludes.

Lead singer MickJagger,amember of the MCC and former dance
partner of HRH Princess Margaret, has so far declined to dirty himself
enteringthe debate.

Sofarthere seems tobeno threatto concerts planned forJuly 11 and
12inTurin.And thisisjustaswell, says ourItalian correspondent,
“since 32,000 tickets wentin two dayslike hot cakes.”

Aswellashot cakes, thereare planstorelease 15,000 coloured
balloons during the shows and the president of the Turinregional
council, farfrom crabbing at the expense, has praised the Stones for
“bringing culture to anindustrial city”.

MickJaggeris 107.

JUL3 3

HOMETAPING MIGHT be killingmusic, but ISl
the Rolling Stones weren’t too proud to beg lawsuit
blank tape manufacturers TDK to sponsor

their German concerts. The group’s choice of
tour underwriter has caused their record
company EMI considerable embarrassment,
as they’re prime movers in the record
industry’s campaign against cassettes. EMI
are quick to point out, though, that the
sponsorship didn’tsignify the group’s
endorsement of either TDK product or home
tapingin general. Just why a group who made
acool eightmillion dollars from American
T-shirt concessions should need ‘sponsoring’
is perhaps amore pertinent question.

Suing his
manager

NME SEPT 4

OY ORBISON, THE ‘Big O’ of Top 20
Rhits during the ‘60s, including three

number ones, is suing his manager
Wesley Rose for a not-so-cool $50 million.

The mismanagement suit, filed in Nashville,
claims $25 millionin compensation for lost
songwriting royalties, excessive foreign
administration fees and tour gross
commissions, while the other $25 millionis
logged against ‘punitive damages’.

According to Orbison, Rose, one of the
mostrespected businessmeninNashville and
the son of Fred Rose, Hank Williams’ co-writer
and manager, has been on the make since
1958 when Acuff-Rose publishing -a company
operated by Rose and country legend Roy
Acuff -first obtained the rights to Orbison’s
“Claudette”,asong thatbecame an
international hit for the Everly Brothers.

Orbison, whose life has been somewhat
grief-stricken - his first wife, Claudette, died
inamotorcycle accident and two of his sons
diedinafire - claims that one contract heavily
weightedin Rose’s favour was obtained while
the singer was ‘severely depressed’. Itis also
claimed that half of
certainroyalties
were never
forwarded and that
Orbison’s current
wife, Barbara, was
misled when
signinga1969
agreement
regarding her
futureinterestin
copyrightrenewals.

The suit follows
anaudit of the
Acuff-Rose books,
instigated by
Orbison last year.

PRETENDERS

./ULY—SH’TEMBEH

1982

> BBC's QED
Guide To
Armageddon,
featuringex-TV
Smith Explorer Eric
Russell spending
twoweeksina
fall-out shelter, has
beenrescheduled
for nextMonday
and Friday showings
respectively.
Originally settorun
duringthe Falklands
crisis,itwas then
postponedsoasnot
toupset sensitive
viewers.NME Jul24

» Remaining
Pretenders Chrissie
Hyndeand
drummerMartin
Chambersare
presentlyrecording
anewsingle “Back
OnThe Chain
Gang", their first
since the death of
JamesHoneyman-
Scottandthe
departure of Pete
Farndon. Bassist
Tony Butlerand
ex-Rockpile
guitaristBilly
Bremnerdep for
thedepartedand
Chris Thomasis
producing. They
pointoutthisis not
apermanentlineup.
NME Jul24

» PattiSmith has
announced thatshe
willbegintorelease
some of the work
she hastaped with
husband Fred
‘Sonic’ Smithsince
herretirementto
domesticityinthe
Detroit suburbstwo
yearsago. Most of
theworkwasdone
with Fred’s Sonic
RendezvousBand.
The SRB,who
appearedin Britain
severalyearsagoas
lggy Pop’sbacking
group,incorporated
veteransofthe
same Detroitscene
whichmade Smith
famousasoneofthe
MCs.NME Juli7

DAVID REDFERN / GETTY, GETTY
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crash land into Europe.
Their violent — sorry,
“passionate” — shows
are a feast of fists, fire
and noise. “Eeeech!”
says singer .
“There’s blood on the
end of my boot.”

DAVID CORIO / GETTY

MELODY MAKER

INGO HAD FELT on the outside most all hislife.
Atschool, he avoided the grossest HM, even in the
crackmarineshe’d styled his hairlongunder his
beretand turned on afterlights out to the Pistols
and Patti. When he fled his privileged postas a
helicopter captain’s batman, quit the wife and kid
in Plymouth and set his sights on self-discovery, he had little to
show for his 21 years beyond numerous tapes of the John Peel show,
memories of Rotten live, two nerve-steeling stints on the Belfast
estates and the sort of physique only a certified psycho would think
of tangling with.

Driftingfromjobtojob,flattoflat, hefeltinaimless command ofhis
desired free destiny, but somehow missing his spiritual goal. Then,
onefateful nightlastyear, he hitupon The Birthday Party, and neither
Bingonorband were ever the same.

“I'dread thisinterviewwhere this bloke Nick Cave was saying that
allEnglish audiences were stupid, like sheep, so[wentalongto the
Rock Gardento prove himwrong,” Bingo said.

Whathe sawandheard thatnight were hisroad to Damascus;
whathestarted to do shocked even him. Stunned by their power,
command and commitment, obsessed by the way their bold
confrontations turned his bottled-up tensionsinto fierce self-
expression, Bingo became astage-front familiar, regularlyroughing
Cave up, becoming more and more embroiled in an escalatingritual
of machismo and pride. He’d force Nick to beg forrelease from
frequentvice-tight grapples. He'd bite through drumsticks and
microphoneleads. He'd even been bruised and scarred by Tracy
Pew’sbass for pinning Cave to the floor ofastage at the North London
Poly. Asaudience expectationwarped and waned with the band’s
notoriousreputation, so Bingo’s role became more perverse.

“Ihadtoforceitfurtherandfurther,” he explained. “The Birthday
Partylostmeloads of girlfriends, butIjusthad to doit, had to push
furtheruntil, at Hammersmith Palais, I blew fire atthem from the
crowd.I'dnever doneitbefore, practised acouple ofdaysinadvance »



November25,1982: Nick
Cavewith TheBirthday

Partyatthe Ace Cinema
inBrixton,SouthLondon
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with methsbutstillburned mymouthbadly
—lostawholelayer of skininside, butitwas
worthit!”

Backstage, Cave demanded to meethis
maniacfanand theblistered Bingo became the
band’snewminder. Loveand hateareso often
thesame. Fear, of course, isanother dimension,
sowhen he stalksin the roomwith a furrowed
brow, shakes hishead and mutters: “Uh oh!
They'rereallymad out there!” youknowhe’s not
talking’boutshowtimeatButlin’s...

Cologne’s Stollwerck Club makes the set of
Escape From New Yorklooklike some neatly
designed suburbanretreat. Adisused chocolate
factory crumblingbehind two 12-footwire

fences, gutted of anythingremotely plunderable, vandalised windowless

and wantonlygraffitied, the harsh concrete corridorsstinklike urinals.
Many cornersare puddled with vomitand auniquely psychotic breed of

Euro-punk-hippywanders aroundinstraggling tribes, begging, gobbing

andscratchingtheirasses.

Thelasttime The Birthday Party played here there was trouble. Subtly
billed as “the mostviolentbandin Britain”, they’d drawn amangy crowd
of mutants so intenton upholding the image of outrage that one of their
glue gaga-edrabblehad clambered onstage and pissed down Tracy’sleg.
Strangely enough, hishead wound up splitopen by the machine heads on

Tracy’s bass.

Tonightlookslikeit’s going to be even worse. Awelcoming posse of
nazipunks, anti-nazi punksand good ol’ unaffiliated hell'sangels are
scrappingoutsidein therefuse tip ofayard. Ascarcelyless volatile
cocktail of motivelessrebels are sardined inside the sweat-fungied walls,
andasoneofthewearyPartyaccurately complains: “Itlookslikeagas

chamberout there!”

Rowland SHoward, the Party’s tubercular poet, is pacingthe backstage
cellinagitated anticipation ofahostile reception for his openingslot,

"One fine damn mess'

NME APR 4

“It’s definitely
a clash of'ideas
rather than
a cohabitation
of ideas”

“Yeah.”

NICK GAVE ROWLAND S HOWARD
Best Things Things That Make Life Anaesthetics
Anita Worth Living Lee Hazlewood (“Some
Wise Blood (book/film) Hypnosis Velvet Morning” - put manic
Cyrano De Bergerac Carolyn Jones(asanalcoholic | surrealismandreversed
(book/film) and Morticia Addams) country & western guitars
The Stooges Night Of The Hunter (book/ inthe American Top 40)
Carolyn Jones film, L.O.V.E/H.A.T.E across Manhattanlsland (loud
TheFall the knuckles of Robert volley of jazz drum fire)
Evel Knievel Mitchum/The Preacher) “Gloomy Sunday” (A song.
Brad Dourif “The Story Of Love” Americanradio promotes
Johnny Cash (original song - The Saints) the practice of suicide)
Samuel Beckett Raymond Chandler The Bark Tree (book by
George Jones Raymond Queneau)
Tanya Tucker (“San “After The Fireworks”
Francisco”) (song by The Tuff
Robert Mitchum Monks/Emotion/Dirt/
Ed “BigDaddy” One fine damn mess)
Roth Chuckle busters
(anything - writing,
Deathlist dra);ving,getc) d
Supertramp Klaus Kinski (and
(“Dreamer”, all other practising
“Bloody Well vampires)
Right”) “Walk OnBy” (Song.
Crucial 3 Pain and anaesthetic)
Stevie Wonder Adulterers Anonymous
(“Sunshine Of (book by Lydia Lunch)
My Life”, “Isn’t ctressCaronn “The End” (song by
SheLovely”) Jones (1930-1983) The Doors. End of

Dave McCullough
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asMorticiaAddams

T

thislist)

slashingfeedback guitar overindustrial tapes
while his sweetheart, New York punk-poetess
LydiaLunch, screamsherindecipherables.

“Twominutesatmost, Lydia.”

She gestures theatrically, brushes her auburn
hairoffherring-punctured nose and cooslike
some spoiled movie queen: “ButI've absolutely
nothingtosay.”

“Wellsay that!” he snaps back halfwayout the
door. “I've gotnothingto play!”

“Well play that!” she sarcasticallyscreams,
flouncingafter him, momentarily turningto
shrugalong-sufferingsigh. “Honey, sometimes
yougetsouninspired...”

Within amatter of minutes she’s back through

the door, flushed and soaked butbeaming. Ecstatic. Whata pit, eh, Lydia?

Won'tbe comingbackhereinahurry?

“No, butIliketo tryeverything once-theyseldom askmebackanyway.
Didyousee? Boys touched me tonight!Ilike that! Usually theydon'’t,
they'rescaredI'm gonnakick them or something. Rowland!Boys
touched me! Onefinger first, just to seeif I'd bite!”

Lydia’s briefnightly performance consists of a totallyimprovised 10
minutes orso ear-bashingan audience who don’tunderstand one word
ofherbabbleand a franticrendition of IggyPop’s “Funhouse” at the end
of The BirthdayParty’s set.

“Inever getpsyched up,” she drawls, “Ijustcharge outonstage and say
thefirstthingthatcomesintomyhead.”

Tonighton stage, thisiswhat she came up with: “It would be so much
easier towalk out and go home/Don'tjust stand there/ Rip it up/You're so
uninspired/Does it hurt?/ What did you do to deserve this?” Tomorrow
inFrankfurtshe’llsay: “Don’tjust stand there,

stoopid!/ Don'tyouloveme?/Idoubtit!”
Profound?Profane?Piffle? Lastnightin
Hamburgwas astunningsuccess. One
punter clapped.

HE ORGANISERDELIVERS
| abreathless bulletin: “There
ismuch fightingin front of
the stage.”

“Good,” Nick Cave sneers. “Thope the
pigskilloneanother.” The organiser
flees. Lydiastarted to explain that 10
minutesisnotonlyenoughbut
“perfectly toomuch” for her to express
herself, and that she’d like towrite a
bookcalled “101 Concepts Of Art” for
other people toimplementso she
wouldn’thave to putherselfout turning
theoryinto practice. Bingo wanders by
justintimeto catchherdecadent
swansong...

“Honey, 'mthelaziestgirlintown.”

“Butyou’realways mentallyactive,”
hechides.

“Yeah, mybrain’salwaysworking
butmybodywouldratherdo
somethingelse, likelyingdown.
Tenminutesistoomuch-Ithink
Iknowwhen enoughisenough.”

The organiserrushes back, flushed
with panic: “Would you go on stage now
PLEASE! They'reall going totally wild!”

“OK, OK,” Nick snarls, annoyed.
“Maybe they’llall piss on us tonight
like thescum thatwe are. Hey! We can'’t
goonyet—there’stoo many punkgirls
licking the microphones.”

Nomatterwhatthe obvious
associations and dubious attractions of
the TeenageJesus, 8-Eyed Spyand 13.13
founder touringwith The Birthday



Party,nomatterhowdeeply theyshare thesame
macabre fascination for death and self-indulgence, no
matter howlittle theiraudience seems tomeanto
them, the crucial difference between Lydia Lunchand
Australia’s mostintoxicating exportsince Foster’sis
thatThe Birthday Partydon'tgive ahootaboutenough
beingenough.

The gnarled and brooding “Kiss Me Black” is barely
beginningtounfoldits dark paranoiawhen Cave
whiplasheshisbootinto the crowd and agirlreels
back, nosebleeding. Ashe cowers beneath a shower
offistsand attempts to make his apologies, abarely
humanlump of muscleand mange slips a clawinside
itscoat. Bingo’suncoiled; up and on himlike astartled
cat. Hestruggles back stage left, momentslater,
brandishingan eight-inch piece of metal pipe.

Meanwhile, Tracy’s gettingriled. Three dope-
smoking Mexican girlsare gobbing on the ex-con’s
fresh-polished slacks, tarnishing his brand-new
spurs. “Beer, beer. Give usbeer,” they demand.

Suddenly, his patience snapsand aflurryofkicks
catchesoneofthegirlsin the thigh. Hewincesashis
privates grind against the penknife he keepsinhis
front-trouser pocket to make his meat-hustling
swaggerlookbetterequipped. She gobs back, unhurt
butvisiblyshaken thatasimulated performance should
break the bounds ofritual and explodeintoreal pain.

AndthePartyplayablinder. Nick collapsesand
writhesin epilepticfury. Tracystruts and sweats, never
smiles. Rowland glowerslikean animate death’shead.
Thespittin’image ofa deranged door-to-door bible-
sellerwho sleepsinhissuit, Mick Harveyplays with
onehandinhispocket, carves outvicious chords with
theother. Phil Calvertsmiles and drumslike a butcher.

interview that turnsinto a squabble. Where
theyagree, they sound weary.

“I'mafraidyou’refloggingahorse that’sverylongin
thetooth on this tour,” Nickbegins.

“Tobehonest, I didn’twant to do this tour. Most
nightsIgetsomethingoutofit, though—evenifit’s
onlyexorcisingmyanger.” Thisis from Rowland.

“I'msurprised you're still together” —this from
thehack.

“Soaml,” Rowland concludes.
Asecondinterviewrequested the nextday, to clear
up the carnage from thefirst, only contributes further
tothe publicmisinterpretation ofawidely

misunderstood band.

“Ourpublicimageisinaccuratein thatittakesthe very obvious
aspects of the group—whichIsupposeisinevitable—and makesitseem
like that’s the only thing to it.” What Rowland is talking aboutis violence
and, more specifically, the way Nickand Tracy say and do things for effect
thattheothers oftenregret. “Personally, I thinkourbandisarealbattle
of personalities,” he says.

“It’'sdefinitelyaclash ofideasrather thanacohabitation ofideas,”
Nickagrees.

“Theband’sjustalittlemonsterwe've created thatwe don’t seem to
haveany control overanymore,” Tracy sneers.

“It’slike thenervereaction whenyou pull offaspider’sleganditkeeps
onkicking...”

Ithinkbackto the morningwhen Rowland, Mickand Tracy exchanged
punches overwho shouldsitin the front of the van and wonder if
there’sanypointin The BirthdayParty doinginterviewsatall.

“Notalot,” muses Phil.

“They’re so often misinterpreted either by thereader
orthewriter... justlike when we play. It’sinevitable for
any group thathasn’tgotareallyformulatedidea of
whatthey'resupposedtobe...”

The confusion and conflict, the inter-band
bickeringthatbrings this group to thebrinkand
givesitthatedge, will eventuallyblowitapart.

BACKAT THE hotel, they demand alate-night

=

Masterbag
BAG 005

DEAD JOE (3.08)

August5,1982:
onstageatThe
Venue,London

Here’sthe drunken bones of the first night’s confrontation.
Nick: “Personally, I think there’s still far too much humourin our music
andI'dlike to make the stuffiest, stiflingest, depressingest record out.”
Tracy: “Wouldyou?... Wellyou can getyourselfanewbass player...
Iwishyou'd told mein private.”
Hack: “Doesworking with Lydia alter the way youwork?”
Lydia: “Well, theyalwayswear my makeup.”
Nick: “There maybe someinfluence... that'syettobeseen.”
Lydia: “Yettobe obscene.”
Hack: “What’syourlink?”
Lydia: “Brilliance... No,Ididn’tsay that... Extreme passion.”
Hack: “Thearyou're going to be doinganalbum with The Birthday Party
aswellaswritingabook of 50 one-act plays with Nick?”
Tracy: “That’sforus toknowandyouto find out, buster.”
Hack: “OK, tellme about your new album then, Tracy.”
Lydia: “Ithink Junkyardis the bestalbum everrecordedin
thehistoryoftheworld.”
Bingo: “Isecond that.”
Nick: “Itmakes astand forviolence forits own sake
andviolence asaprofession... It’sirresponsibly
violent. Eeeech! There’sblood on the end of myboot.
Tjustthink, occasionally, maybe tonight, we canbe
irresponsiblyviolent... sothere!”
Hack: “Doyoufeelanswerableforit?” »
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s TheBirthdayPartybackstage
atThe Venue,May15,1981:
(c/wisefromleft)MickHarvey,
PhillCalvert, Tracy Pew,
RowlandSHoward, NickCave

‘Every record happens to be really bad”

MM NOV 27

PROLOGUE: Consider the
written word struggles to convey
sarcasm. Peruse accordingly.

Garly Simon WEA
TRACY PEW: What was that?
The Church

CARRERE

NICK CAVE: We're basically
proud to be Australian, but that’s
totally embarrassing tous. We're
desperatelyinsearch of some
other groups who canhelp us -
notthat we're here to promote
Australia or anything - butit
wouldbe nice if some other
Australian groups came up with

LeneLovich:
responsible for
a“trail of slime”
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something that was interesting.
Apart from the fabulous
Go-Betweens and the equally
fabulous Laughing Clowns, | hate
themall. The Church are just
helping to promoteill-feeling
towards Australia.

ROWLAND HOWARD: This
record does have the remarkable
honour of being about the worst
written song I've ever heardin my
life, particularly as the singer,
Steve Kilbey or whatever he's
called, considers himself to be
the best songwriterin Australia.
Ha! They're just an offensively
smug Tinkertoy group!

TRACY PEW: Australiareally
loves them and thinks they're
gonna pull Australian rock out of
its ditch. What a fallacy! This
sounds like a high school garage
band’s composition played by
session musicians.

The Damned BRONZE

TP: The self-appointed original
punk-rock group have produced
another gem, totally worthless
and completely piss-weak.
NC:Puerile drivel. They'rea
bunch of squirtsand we'll fight
themany day!No, don’t put that...
TP: We'llbe in a hell of a pickle

if you run your mouth off.
RH: | think you

should put all that
inthe review.
TP:We'll
arm-wrestle
them
anyway!

Lene Lovich
STIFF

TP: Thoroughly unoriginal.
RH:That’s not entirely true,
because thisis the sort of thing
that she came up within the first
place.It’sjust that everyone else
hasripped her offin the two
years she hasn’t done anything.
NC:ladmit she did come up with
thistrashinthefirstplace, so
she’s responsible for the trail of
slime, butinany case, thisisa
no-punches-pulled, enthusiastic,
energetic piece of bullshit.

Anomy INNERLANDSCAPES
RH:Musically, the equivalent
of someone scraping their
fingernails onablackboard.
NC: We hope they have ahead-
onwithabus.

Bananarama
LONDON

TP: A very amateurish singing
group who should getlessons
from...what’s her name? That
woman who taught the Sex
Pistols to sing. Musically it
sounds like Visage, whichis
aterrible thing.

RH:Midge hasgot alot toanswer
for, hasn’the?

Trevor Herion
IMPERIAL
Screaming Dead
SKULL

RH: Trevor Herion doesn’tlive up
to hisname!

TP: But this Glaswegian punk-
rock group with very strange

haircuts make a very astute
social observation.
NC:They're veryscary,
anyway!

Vietnamese Rose
LUNA

NC:Single of the week, nine
out of 10. A delightful and
beautiful song. The guitar riff
refersback to certain country
things|like...

RH:It's also the only vaguely
positive recordin the bunch;
alltherest of themare justso
incredibly morose.

NC: Yes, itseemstobe
reasonably unpretentious
where the halitosis of British
rock, which accounts for the
majority of what we've heard
today, is the fact that it totally
lacks three things that make
agreatrecord: a)asense of
humourb) asense ofirreverence
towards music and c) that the
performers have, if not their
brains, then atleast their hearts
intheirrecords. Thissongseems
tohave all those things.

TP: We threw our panties and
hotel keys at the record player!

Panther Burns
ROUGH TRADE

RH: Groups like thisreally don’t
live up to their reputation for
being vaguely exciting and
supposedly wild. For Christ’s
sake, it's so predictable;itjust
has abit of feedback at the start,
thenit’sareal let-down. Alex
Chiltonisn’t on this, which would
probably account forit. Alex
Chiltonisone of the very best
peoplealive.

Kid Creole & The Goconuts

ISLAND

TP: Arepulsively packaged
Christmas cash-in. If you ever
gettosee Kid Creole perform,
they're sorancidly stinking dull...
RH: The mostrepulsive thing
aboutitis thatit’s supposedtobe
clever, hip trashand it’s really just
badtrash. It offends me that they
impress other people.
NC:|personally have never
thought they’ve done anything
worthwhile. They're ashitty
group. Kill Coati Mundi.

The Beat GOFEET

RH: It sounds like they've tried to
be adult, whichis ashame.
NC:Whatsingle are we up to
now? The 24th or so? | mean, we
have areputation for our
negativism, but itjust seems to
me that we're being forced tobe
negative about every single we
hear.How canwe help it when we



have 24 pieces of
total shitplacedin
front of us? How
doyoucomeup
with anything
positive? This
record’sjust
rubbish. |
wouldn’t buyitin
afit.No, I mean, go outand buy all
these singles, kids, and then listen to
themandseeif youdon'tagree with
me and my backing group!

Boney M

NC: Abominable.
RH:Not nearly as good as “Rasputin”
or “MaBaker”.It’s one of their
horrible acoustic hymns.

ATLANTIC

Siouxsie And The Banshees
POLYDOR

NC:I'd like to point out that whover
didthe cover... Gil Thompson... has
plagiarised one of Gustav Klimt’s
better paintings. On the cover of
“Slow Dive” he's rather clumsily
stuck Siouxsie’s head on top of the
torsoand...

TP:...replaced theinnocent face with
Siouxsie’s eerie monster head.
NC:Lookinyour Gombrich -you'll
see the pictureintact. The “Melt”
coverisasimilarliberation.l admire
her taste, because | quite like the
painter myself, although this
version's rather cheap, supermarket
artnouveau, chocolate box...I'm
particularly upset about the “Slow
Dive” cover because, whenlhadn’t
developed properly, | did a painting
of this for my matriculation.Imean,
ladmit to plagiarising the same
painting, but | put my ownscary
monster head onit.|'djust like to
say, | didit much better than Gil
Thompson -infact,it got mean “A”.
Thisis not to say | have anything
against Siouxsie, because | think she’s
probably quite a nice person.

RH: ljust wish she’d stop reading
Stephen King books.

MM: What about the record?

NC: What about it? | think that was
areally goodreview!

Criminal Class
HELL

NC: We lost as many braincells
listening toitasthey possess
collectively.

Rock Goddess

(A&M) (B-SIDE)

TP: Possibly the only British
new-wave heavy metal group

worth listening to. This s the first
piece of good ballsy rock from the
movement foralongtime. It’s funny
andit’sactually loud.

NC: Jesus Christ! | know whatit’s
like! They're obviously talking about
sexual encounters and, personally,

lunderstand that
title. “Satisfied
Then Crucified”
-lunderstand
these girls!
RH:Youcan
relate to girls
with pimpleson
their wrists.

Dr Hook

MERCURY

RH: Interesting how all Dr Hook
records are about fucking, basically.
TP: Yeah, they seem to have hit upon
aformulaof soft-porn, middle-of-the-
road music for promiscuous adults.
NC: We would like to say right now,
that we're totally in favour, total
advocates of this new movement in
American soft-porn music. We're
totally interested in providing
healthy sexual attitudes, basically
-inparticular amongst the young,
because they've definitely gone off
therails!

The Cure FICTION

RH:It’s just the vocal track off any
Curesongover adance beat.Robert
Smith only writes one song these
days anyway. It's sadder than | would
have imagined. Thisisstarting to
depress me now.

NC:|can't believe thisrecord.
Perhapswe're getting old or
something, but | just can’t cope,
ljust can’trelate toitatall. | think

I'd better hangup my larynx.ldon’t
know why groups do this sort of
thing. Maybe, after five years of
beinginaband, one gets a bit sick

of livingin bedsits and so forth.
TP:It’s called crossing over.

EPILOGUE
NC: Personally, it doesn’t surprise me
that everyrecord here happenstobe
really bad, apart from the two we've
pointed out. Really, for the last two
years, the only British group that I've
thought arereally worth anything are
The Fall, because they seem to have
akind of mystery about their music,
asense of humour and a healthy
attitude. They obviously care so
much about their music that it
doesn’toccur tothemtorelease
anything thatisn’t true to
themselves. They justseem to have
so much charm and personality,
whereas everything else seems to
be made by people who haven't got
much personality of their ownorare
sodeeply rootedin British new-wave
traditions that they can’t escape.
This pile of bullshit doesn’t upset
me. Infact, I'm elevated by this
session; it only makes me feel more
comfortableinknowing what The
Birthday Party is doingisright.
RH: | haven'tboughtarecord for two
years, and | have nointention of
buyingarecord ever again at thisrate.

THE BIRTHDAY PARTY

Nick: “Personally?No... People getkilled quite often at
concertsbypeoplelike the Rolling Stones.”

Hack: “So one more person gettingkilled doesn’t matter,
isthatwhatyou'resaying?”

Tracy: “Well, if people come to our concerts and fight, it’s
nothingto dowithus, stupid! We haven'tmade them fight.”

Hack: “Yes, youhave. Bybehaving the wayyoudo and
playingmusicthat’sirresponsiblyviolent, youincite them.”

Tracy: “Who’sirresponsiblyviolent, youfuckin’ asshole?”

Hack: “Nicksaid youwere.”

Rowland: “Nickwas beingirresponsible.”

Nick (wearily): “OK, I takeitallback.Ididn't meanit.”

Hack: “Ithinkyoudid.”

Tracy: “Youfucking crud!” (He ups and storms out.)

Lydia, in attempting to articulate the soiled ins and
outs ofherlatestrelease, 13.13, her formidable and
volatile output and why she never develops a project, puts

apainted finger on the pulse of the Party’s problem.

“Justbecause youmake a piece of work thattakesacertain
stancedoesn’tmeanyou’readvocatingit. Imean, whenI'm
up therewailing, Idon’texpect other people to start howling
inthebackground.Ithink The Birthday Partyare passionate
asopposed tonasty. True passion may or may notbe
somethingyou've experienced, butitcan getso exceptionally
heated thatit turnsalmostinto anactofviolence.

“Inever takeinto consideration how people are gonna
reacttowhatIwrite; ifpeople can’tgetinto the joke, then
fuck’em!IdowhatIwanttodoandhopeit’llupsetallthe
peoplewho think they know me from therecordings before.
I'mnotlike the Banshees—doing the same thing for five
yearsto please other people.Iexpress myself, sowhy should
Irepeatmyself?Igetbored todeath.”

“EverythingIdois exceptionallymomentary.Idon'tfeel
I'veeverneeded anyband formore than 10songsand, if
peoplethinkmyideasaren’'tdeveloped fully enough, they
should reform theband and doitthemselves.Iplease myself.”

Sowhyexternalise your stuffatall?

“It'snice to thinkabout fucking, butisn’titbetter to
reallyfuck?”

Nickechoeshersentiments a couple ofhourslater: “Ithink
there’sacertainirresponsibility about the group in thatwe
caninciteaviolentreaction orincite an energyinto a crowd
andjustleaveitatthatwithoutgivingthe crowd anyaim or
purpose or channel tofocus their energy and violence upon.
See, you're assuming our main objective’s stimulation—it’s
not. Our main objectiveis torecord for ourselves.”

Theartistically fortuitous, morally fascinating, mutually
appreciative and musically stunning marriage of Lydia
Lunchand The BirthdayPartylurched toahaltat
Frankfurt’s Batschkapp and headed back to Berlin—the
band’snewbase—to finish Lydia’s next quickfire projectand
complementher duo single with Rowland -inyour shops
now!Abrutalversion of Nancy Sinatraand Lee Hazlewood’s
“Some Velvet Morning”, it typically strips even the most
fancifulinnuendo down to sordid reality.

Backstage, Rowland slaps a punk for throwingbeerinhis
faceand Tracyfloors the same punter outside for harassing
Minnou, the tour manager.

“See!Meand Tracyknewhewasabad sort,” Rowland grins
inthebackofthevan. Mick turns to me somewhat sheepish
andsighs.

“Personally, Ifind it offensive and embarrassingifeither
theaudience orthe band starts throwing punches orkicking
—andIfind theideabehind it offensiveaswell...”

IrememberTracy’s earlier commentthatbands whose
members are prepared to sacrifice their personalidentities
totoeacorporatelineare “disgusting spinelessfish” and it
occurs tome that, for The Birthday Party, artandlife are one
and the same. Theymean the noise theymake and the noise
theymake meansbusiness. Welivein dangerous times.

Steve Sutherland ®

]: NFRANKFURT, A cooler explanation is forthcoming.
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The Who: stodgy
onslaughtfrom
thedogged
oldwarhorse

THEWHO

POLYDOR

What's hard? Life? Being
Townshend? Or breathinglife
into The Who - an old institution
withnoidea of its placein the
currentscheme of things?

Whatever the title’s portent,
this album sounds likeit’s
struggling through avariety of
difficulties and overcomes none
of them.

I could say The Who'snew LP
improves on the previous one -
Face Dances - although, frankly,
that’s not saying an awfullot.
Where the previous effort wasan
aimless, random scrapbook of
vague and half-realised musings,
the present collectionis at least
consistentin addressing itself
more or lesstoasingle theme:
how to live now, in the teeth of
horror, without comfortable
illusions or self-deceit. Trouble s,
suchis the material’s scrupulous
attention to honesty that
youwonder why they don’t
acknowledge the final facade,
and admit that The Who have
become the band out of time.

With the exception of acouple
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of tracks -
significantly, the
oneswhere The
Who aren’t playing
like The Who -
Townshend’s songsare all
but thrown away, tethered to
aformulathey've plainly
outgrown. The groupisadogged
oldwarhorse, loyally serving out
itstimeinharnesstoablinkered
determination: rock will stand,
right up to the day it keels over
backwards. Or else they're
amonument, grand and proud,
but now caked in pigeon-shitand
ignored by the new generation
who populate the public square.
Either way (for Pete’s sake, and
Roger’s, and everyone's), there
must be other avenues found.
There are three John Entwistle
songs, all sturdy enough, but
doomed tosecond-rate-hoodin
contrast to their company -even
though (especially as) they make
awkward attempts to blend with
it. The bass-man should go off
andrelax and jam with Joe Walsh
to his heart’s content. Drummer
Kenney Jones couldlook
elsewhere, too; he'll not starve.

Roger Daltrey
must have
enough career
options open, as
well. The one thing
he shouldn’tbe doing is
mischief to the stuff that
Townshend’s turning out
nowadays. The songwriter’s
preoccupations now are nuclear
oblivion (“Why Did | Fall For
That”, “I've Known No War”),and
reconciling public faces with
private truths (“Eminence
Front”). Where the lyricsare
subtle, all their
supplenessis
crushed by the
needtotie each
syllable to this
lumbering
tumbril of trad-
rock. Where the
messageis
sensitive and
self-doubting,
it’s demolished
by the demands
of one of the
“greatrock
voices”, whichis
more suited

T A
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(strait-jacketed?) to bronzed,
brazen chest-beating.

For all know, Daltrey may
be genuinely aggrieved that
“People are suffering... hungry...
lonely...” (“Cook’s County”); he
may sincerely be worried by the
destructive aspects of macho
role-playing (“AMan s AMan”).
Butishe the mantosayit? It's not
just him: the whole group, Pete
included, feel obliged to playin
away that pulls the carpet from
under them. Only the neat
melodicinventionof “AManls A
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Man”, and the odd moment of
sexual tenderness (“One Life's
Enough”) offer respite froman
otherwise stodgy onslaught.
Evenif Townshend’srecent
solo LP hasits duffer music
(the numbersunerringly chosen
assingles), onthe whole it
suggested amore productive
course for him to take: namely
his own, his very own.Sod
democracy foralark, Pete. | like
youbetter playing Hitler.
PaulDuNoyer,NME Sep 4

Talk Talk

EMI

A couple of OK 45s aside (and
you'll find them both included
here) The Party’s Over marks
the debut proper of Talk Talk,
ayoung quartet formed around
the songwriting of singing
Southender Mark Hollis. It's
adecentstab at classic modern
pop - very orthodox in structure
andvery’82insound-andit’s
nothing that TTneedtobe
ashamed of. It's a frustrating
record, just the same, because
for all their ambition, the group
aren’treally there, notyet.

Talk Talk’s strongest attribute
is the way they've got of knocking
out goodtunes. Thereisn'tone
of these nine tracks without
aclassmelody line toits name,
the “Talk Talk” number itself
being agood example. And that
ability suggests that the band
will give agood account of
themselvesbefore they make or
break.Onthe other hand...

Theline-up dispenses with
guitar, relying on voice and
washes of synth to carry each
song. Butinstrumentally, the
resultis slightly mushy and grey,
badly lacking some hard edge or
backbone. In other worlds: lush,
but limp.Mark’s vocals fit into
this problematic picture all too
well,being smooth and soft and
lostinside the mix. He's also got
this technique of croaking
“Ooergh-Ooergh”at moments
of emotional climax, sounding
more like he's being strangled.

There’sanimpression of
whinginess about this stuff,
borne out by lyrics that are
generally earnest and
depressed, and sometimes give
toE.J. Thribb-style poetry. If
there was some tougheningup
doneallaround, more aggression
and drive, andif the range of
moods to be tackled could be
wider, then it seems entirely
feasible that Talk Talk might
produce work with a genuinely
epicstamp toit. Asitis, the torch
songs flicker but dimly. There’s
beauty here, butl'dlove toseeit
blazing. PaulDuNoyer, NME Jul24

“Nice song’

MM SEPT 4

ESEDAYS, IT’S notso much
T;cking outtheclassicsfrom
the goodrecords, asmore
tryingtofind justone good
record. I feelsorryforjournalists
aftersortingthrough thisweek’s
releases; nowonder most of
themhate music. Sowould
ifThad tolisten to this shit
weekafterweek.
Theseareonlyasmall
proportion ofrecordsI
listened to, there were
othersbutIcouldn’tface
them. The sleeveslooked
like 1968 was back, the group
names confirmed it. The music
isn’tworth mentioning. Why not
talkaboutsomethingelse?
Weekinweekout, yearinetc
thesameold cuntsrelease their
noise upon us, the papers have
tofillanother pageandsoitgoes
on.And thisisthe Golden Age
OfPop?Do meafavour. Still next
weekloomslarge, thank God.

SINGLES
Rip, Rig And Panic

VIRGIN

Can | take this opportunity to
say how underrated the Pop
Group were/are? They were
doing the funk fing years ago
andalootimesbetter than the
new breed (heh heh!). Anyway
thisis nice -thebeatdon’tdrop
and the hornsare good.I'mabit
fedup with12-inchrecordsat
the moment, but fortunately
thisisnotarecord. Oh good.

Grandmaster Flash
SUGARHILL

For me the Sugarhill label
(along with Greensleeves) has
been the most consistently
good music makerinrecent
years, and this carries on the
fine tradition. The words will
stop it getting daytime airplay,
but The Message couldstill give
G.Flashacharthit; | hope so.
Thisis the firstrecord I've heard
for awhile with some gutsand
meaning (without being
meaningful). Single of the
week, definitely.

The Laughing Apple
AUTONOMY
From Scotland, yetanother
ridiculous name. But the
record’s good, “Fight For

___GINGLES —

REVIEW

) R y

Right” the
singersings.

I think they're
from Scotland, anyway.

The Cars
WEA

WAAYHAAY! A new wave
group! Glad to see the lads still
wear skinny ties. Thisis the
group OGWTraved over and
the music papers gave apage
or two to a couple of years back.
The advertising slogan says
“Shit music for cunts!” Got
aniceringtoit, actually.

Simple Minds

VIRGIN
Modern hippy music; if they
wore cheesecloth and clogs you
lot wouldn’tlook twice at’'em.
I still prefer Johnny and the Self
Abusers. Now there was aband,
what? Oh sorry, not to mention
them, right, right.

Depeche Mode

MUTE
Anotherinthelongline of the
new wave of hippy music. I've
heard more melody coming out
of Kenny Wheeler'sarsehole.

UB40

DEP.INT

Sounds like Stevie Wonder.
Ihadto check the sleeve again.
More ‘funky’ than anything
they've done before, the
singer’s quite good.

| The publicgets
whatthepublic
wants...

Squire

HI-LO
The original mod group, we
were very influenced by Squire,
great, great. Yeh, tellitlikeitis.
Actually they're just another
waste of good spunk.

Men Without Hats
STRATIK

OhI'msorobotic-Itickand
tock-and | stare - etc, etc.

Sweet Pea Atkinson
ZE

“Usual thing, swirling synth
opensinto a pulsating handclap
bass drumand away yougo”...
courtesy of Wish You Were
Here.Ohsorry that was the B
side. The A side is much nicer;
llike this, nice song. | hopeit’s
ahit, really.

Black Slate

TOPRANKING

Very underrated
group. | think
they're great. This
oneisastandard
workout, but pisses
over most that don't
evenreach that.

Sex Gang Children

ILLUMINATED

Ohvery mad -1 meanreeaally
outonthe edge baby. Funny
old name innit?

Rockers Revenge
LONDON

MM’s very own soul brother
Paolo Hewitt raved about this,
butI've also noticed he drinks
alot-isthereaconnection?
Thisis the UK release of very
inoffensive US disco (D Train,
etc). The Londonsleeveis
beautiful, though.

ERICA ECHENBERG / GETTY

HISTORY OF ROCK 1982 | 85



1982

JuLy - SEPTRMBER

October10,1982:
KevinRowland
frontsDexys

Midnight Runners
attheShaftesbury
Theatre,London




Kevin Rowland explains the sound
(and the look) of the new

. “People say
that to us — they tell me that | overdo
things, that | go over the top. | don’t
fucking care, because that’s how it
is, that’s how | want it to be.”

NME




BRIAN COOKE / GETTY

back to before the recording of Dexys Midnight
Runners’ debut LP Searching For The YoungSoul
Rebels.Rowland wanted him to produce therecord,
anditgotasfarasVancomingtoseethegroupin
rehearsals, makinghisapologies andleaving.

Recently, Rowland again made contactand sent
himademo of two tracks from Dexys’ second LP
Too Rye Ay; theywere “Celtic Soul Brothers” and
“Jackie Wilson Says”, the latter one of Morrison’s
ownsongs.

“Celtics” aroused the man’sinterest, and he’s
nowveryattracted to the freshness of the new
string-based acoustic Dexys format, somuch so
thatit’s possible Rowland and Morrison will work
together.Indeed duringthe course of our brief
encounter, tentative arrangements were made
forVan tovisitastudio where Dexys are demoing
some new material.

Althoughheneveractuallyasked, Inevertold
himIwasajournalist. Morrison doesn’tdo
interviewsunless heretainsthe copyrightonthe
finishedarticle, soit’s fair to assume he’s suspicious
ofwriters’ motives. And Imustadmit thatIstill
have doubts aboutwhether ornotitwasethically
correcttostartthearticle thewayljusthave.

But, hell! Van Morrison!Icouldn’tbelieve it.

Aswell asmaking music-live or onrecord-that
blowsnearly everything else around far far away,
Rowland hasinthepastshared Morrison’s
suspicion of the press. The conversation
hehaswithmeishisfirstofficial
interview (with the dreaded British
music press atanyrate) foralmosttwo
years. Why? 3 b

“Simply to promote myrecords. Iwant | |
publicityformyrecords,” hesayscalmly || |
butbluntly. “Two years ago was B
different. I've changed quite abitsince ‘
then. Itwasimportantto meatthattime
notto dointerviews;itwasimportant to
whatIdidthen.It'sagoodjobIdidall
those things orI think the musicwould
have suffered. But there waslots of
disadvantages aswell (laughs), because
theysortofgotanopenhandand could
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pissingabout, thingslike dedication and craftsmanship were
more than welcome. Butthey were qualities to be worked with,
nottalked about.

Thevindication came in Novemberwhen the group
presented the astonishing Projected Passion Revue over three
nightsatLondon’s Old Vic Theatre; ashowwhich, according to
Dexysaficionado Adam Ant, should have been seen “in every
towninthe country”.

The PPRwasariveting evening of entertainment. Itwas
structuredinatraditional showbiz (as opposed to “rock”)
style, butwithacontent thatwasat times frighteningly

[

presentus thewaytheywanted.

“Idon’tthinkofitasabigdeal; thefact
thatI'm doingthisinterviewnowisn’timportant. Anyone who thinks
thatiskidding themselves;it'sfuckallreally.”

From therawpunch and incision of their firstsingle “Dance Stance” to
thelustycelebration of theirlatest single “Come On Eileen”, Rowland’s
DexysMidnight Runnershave seldom made anythingless than GREAT
music, and regardless of the frowns, the essays, theimage-associations
and characterassasinations, that’swhatreallymatters.

There’sa passion and force thatruns through musiclike “I'm Only
Looking” and “Let’s Make This Precious” which stabs and pounds and lifts
youup the waymusic, trulylife-affirming music, should, but seldom does.

Following therelease of Searching For The Young Soul Rebelsin the
summer of 1980, the firstlot of Dexys did arunner, Rowlandreleased
“KeepIt (Part Two)” -his favourite Dexys single—and putanew group
together. “Plan B” —afurious gale of positivityand determination; one
part “Come Round Here (I'm The One That YouNeed)”, one part “Lean On
Me” andfive parts sheerresolution and inspiration—was unleashed but
failed to chartbecause EMIRecords withdrew supportwhen the new
groupwalked out of the label the same week it wasreleased. The success
“PlanB” should have had went to the inferior “ShowMe”: the group’s
debutfor Phonogram and theirfirsthitinayear.

Inmanycircles, Dexysbecamescorned, and itwas easyfor even the
mostdiehard fan toscratch hishead and wonder justwhat the hell they
were up to.

They could seem pompous, evenridiculous attimes. Notbecause the
qualities thatthey, and particularly Rowland, based their faithin were
irksome; far fromit. At a time when most modern music was simply
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dynamic. Perhaps its only remote precedent was almost 20

years previously with James Brown & The Famous Flames’
revues at New York’s Appollo Theatre. Butreally thereareno
comparisonsto the near-cinematic force and phenomenomranging
from frustration to tenderness, fromlust to passionate resolve.

features the Emerald Express fiddlers and a body of songs
written over the past two years.

Surprisingly, considering the group’s separatistapproach, the LPis
produced by Clive Langer and Alan Winstanley—who also produce
Madness—butthenthat’sbecause “theywere the only oneswho said
they'ddoit”. Personally, I'll be surprised tohearabetter LPall year (apart
from the onereleased by that smallmanwith the Belfastaccent thatImet
onarainydayinNottingHill)...

KevinRowlandisnow 28; he didn’t start making music (with his
brother’s C&W group) untilhe was 21. Bornin Harrow, he lefthome at 17,
travelling extensively and workingin such places as Clacton, Glasgow,
Aviemoreand Liverpool.

“Itwasn’tlike a student going on a summer holiday, Ijustreally enjoyed
theideaof wanderingaround. Itsoundslikeaterrible cliche, butyou
don’thalfgetagoodfeelingjustwanderingaround and notknowing
where you're going. Youdon'tknowwhatlies ahead of you—itcould be an
adventure orsomething, it'sareally good feeling.

“Likein LiverpoolIwent from one extreme to the other. AtfirstIwas
livingwith this group of people who were sort of like hippies. Well, they
weren'tanythingelse, dirtyand droppingacid and listening to Hendrix
allday. Actually, I quitelike Hendrix, butI enjoyed winding them up. So

n ) EXYSARE]JUST about torelease the new LP Too Rye Ay, which

—
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they’d putonaStatus Quorecord or somethingand say, ‘Yeah Quo, man
they'rereally,y’know.’ AndI'd sit there and nod and say, ‘Yeah, but Kenny
arereallygood aswell’, and thatfreaked them out. They couldn’tseeit
wasallthesamething.

“Anyway thatcameto anend and afewmonthslater[waswearingasuit
and managingashoeshopinthecitycentre.”

Rightnow, Rowlandiswearing dungarees, drinking tea, smilingalot
and he’d admithe’s much easierto geton with than he’sever been. Two
yearsisalongtime, sowe’ve both got plentyto talkabout.

It’staken along time for the LP to come out and there are four singles
onit.Isitfrustratingnot to get the songs outalotsooner, and are you
selling thelistener short?

We fullyintended torecord therecord this timelastyear, but the biggest
problemwe had was findinga producer.I'm such anincredibly slow
writeranyway; I could neverjust pickup aguitarand writeasong. Each
one takes aboutamonth ortwo monthstowrite.Thave one of theselittle
recordersandIgo around withit, tapingideasintoitall the timeand
writingideasinalittlenotebook... It'sall partofa continuous process.

ButIcertainlydon'tthinkthey’reinstantand theyhave to be outright
away; Inever getthatfeeling.

AndImustadmitIhave absolutelyno conscience atallaboutbringing
singles off LPs.Ithink those songs areright for that LP; theyall go
together, with the pasttwoyearsand what’s gone on.

Therecord companydidn’twantto put “Liars” on the LP, becauseit
makesitover46 minutes. Butit’s on there becauseitfitsin. We spent
agesonthingslike therunningorderand the space between tracks. It’s
importantwhen the mood changes thatitchangesin therightway;
thingslike thathave to bereallyright foritto sound good.

TheLPiscredited to Kevin Rowland and Dexys Midnight Runners.
Goingbyrecent publicity pictures, BigJimmyand Brian haveleft
thegroup...

It'smoreaquestion of workingwith asmallnucleus of people, andithas
been forsome time. Jimmyand Brian will probablyworkwith us again,
butitwillbemore onasession basis, asitwill be with most of the people
weworkwith. Ithink theidea of groupsis almost old-fashioned now.
There’sbeen too many ofthem. Theyalljust go the same wayand
becomereallyshallow, useless things.Ijust thinkitwould be better
tofind adifferentway of working.

We should have done thisalongtime ago; it’s better to have a small
nucleus, and not have toworry about organising eight people.It’sa
burden financially paying outwages andit’s unfair to thembecause
they'resittingaround halfthe year while 'm writing songs. They’'ve never
even tried to getsession work, whichiswhat theyare going to do now.
Theirloyaltyhasamazed me, because they stayed around withoutany
realsuccesstospeakof.

justisn’tworking”, y’know. Goinground those Tiffany’s places, itwas
nogoodatall. Itwasjustarguingall the time. Iwas driving the audience
away atthatpoint, totally.

Ifyou're playing Tiffany’s or the Lyceum or placeslike that, the audience
arepayinginand getting shoved around bybouncersand you can’t get
adrinkatthebaroranything. Thenyougetthrownintoyourseats, if
thereareany. Youjustgettreatedlikea prick. Who wants to go to those
placesanyway?

It'sareallyhorrible atmosphere as well; before you go into those places
theyalreadyhave their own atmosphere setand there’snothingyou can
dotochangeit.Ithinkifthere was a group with astrong personality, they
wouldn’thave any chance of puttingitover because theyalreadyhave the
horrible personality of the place fixed before yougoin.

AlsoIdowantto puton good shows, really good shows. Notbullshit, but
somethingreallygood.

WhenlIinterviewed you twoyears ago you talked of changing the face
of rockmusic. Hardly due to Dexys, but the mode (an apt word) of the
musichas changed. Whatdo you think of itnow?

What’schanged aboutit?Ithinkit'sworse thanitsever been. It’sjustshit,
y’know. People saywe’ve got the best goingnowand everything’s great
and this country-ooooh, ain’titfantastic, the way everythinghere
moves so quickly?Ithinkitmoves incredibly fucking slowly. Theysay
we'reyearsahead in England; there’salways somethinghappeningand
thensixmonthslater... there’ssomethingelse.

Andit’sjustshit.Imean thatsynthesizer thinghasbeen done to death.
It'stime somebody putup something different. That’s allyou geton the
radio; Ijustdon’tlikeit-it’sincredibly fuckingboring.

Youread the music press—well, [ try to; Ibuy one everyweek, usually
the NME-andIleafthroughitandItrytoreadit, butwhenIgethalfway
throughanarticleIjusthave to putitdown. The way musicians go on
about their music makes me sick.

Andthewayit’swritten! Youjustget the same thing overand overand
overagain, andyou gettheidea thatthewriter doesn’tactuallybelieve
what theyarewriting. And when you go to see the group or you hear them
and youwaitfor this great swirling sound or whatever to overtake youand
sweep you offyour feet, then youknowit’sinsincere. Too many people are
justwritingaboutnothing, Isuppose.

I'mjustfed up with people comingup tome and tellingme thelikes of
ABCareagood group.

Martin Fry’sgotsome goodideas.
Theymightbeagood comedy group or something; maybe they should
develop thatangle ofit,Idunno.

Doyouspendalotoftime thinking about your group?
Nah, notthatmuch, no more than anything

Howdid youmeetThe Emerald Express?

Isaw Helen one morningatabusstop justdown
theroad from whereIlive. Shewas carryinga
violin case, soIstarted talking to her.I'd wanted
tousestringsasfarbackas thelastgroup, butit
never reallyworked out. Anyway she and Steve
camedown torehearsalsand started playing,
assimpleas that. Herbackgroundisbasically
music college.

Whatinspired the threeProjected Passion
Revuesat the Old Viclastyear?
Well, there’slots ofreasons.Ican’tjustsay one

“I'm just fed
with people
telling me the
likes of ABC

are good”

else.I've got other things more important tome.

Dexys Midnight Runners have gone through
threedifferent “looks” -howhave theyall
comeabout?

I'thoughtitwasreallyfunnyat the time,
because the mediaand lots of people sortof
looked atusas Yorkshire miners ornavvies or
something. Whenin factwhatitwas, wasnotso
much The Deer Hunteras Mean Streets.Itwas
averyspiffylook, veryItalian with thelittle
"tachesand... (clicksfingers)... thathot, sweaty
thingthatsurrounded the musicat thattime.
Ifeltitwasaverysmokyimage.

thingthatgave metheidea. TherewasThe
Intense Emotion Revue which we did with
theoriginallineup in 1980. Y’know, those six
weeks ofhell on theroad, justgoinground
playingeverywhere.

Oh, likea tour?

Yeah, fuck, well what else wasit? Thatgave
mesome oftheideas, because Iwassofed up
—Ireallywanted to putonagood show.Iwas
gettingideasbuton theroad theyjustget
scrambled and I thought, “Fuckinghell, this

s

Andthenextone,Ithoughtitlooked greatbut
wherethehell didit come from?
AgainIthinkitwasjustright for the music.Ithad
aphysicallookaboutitaswell with the boxing
bootsand thosesortoftrousers. There wasalso
areligious feel to some of the music, so the hoods
looked abitsortof monastic. And the ponytailshad
thatsortofdiscipline that came over withit.

You placed alot of emphasis on the physical
aspectofthegrouplastyear. Wasitsimilarto »
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usingdexedrinewhen the group began, that samesortofalertness
and clearheaded feeling?
(Laughs) Yeah, itwas actually, thoughIthinkit’'s better to doitwithout
any, y'’know. Butitwasveryimportantlastyear,runningandall that. It
definitely helped the spirit of the group. The togetherness of running
alongtogetherjustgetsyouinvolved. It gets thatfighting spirit going.
Weused to comeinto therehearsalroomsin Birminghamstill sweating
fromrunning, and there was all these other groups there and itjust put us
amillion miles awayfrom them. Yourealise youhave absolutelynothing
in commonwith them. Itisolated us abitmore, which is whatwe wanted
atthatpoint.

Isitimportantforyou tolive thelifestyle outside the group?

Yeah, thoughwe all falter sometimes. That’s the only problem, we're all
onlyhuman (laughs). Butyeah, itis veryimportantbecause 'm notjust
interestedin one thing, I'minterested in things thatgorightacross the
board, everythingshould projectsomething. Everything fromthe
clothestothemusicshouldalltiein. And thatlook did suitlastyear,
those Projected Passion Revues and everything. And this...(indicates
semi-gypsygarb) ...suits thisyear.

How doyou explain this Celticbusiness. Isit part of your background?
Well, itis from alongwayback, butnotinanygreatway. WhenIsay it
suitsthisyearImeanus;Idon’tmeanitsuits everybodyelse, though
Thopeitdoes.

I've alwaysliked songslike “Believe Me IfAll Those Endearing Young
Charms”; mymumused to singitwhenIwasakid and she’dhad adrinkor
something. AndImustadmitIquitelike theidea ofbeing opposite to
what’s goingon at the time.Ithinkit’sagood place tobe and whatwe're
doingisveryopposite to what’s going on.

Ialsofeelit’sanatural thing forusnowto go totally acoustic, no
electricalinstruments whatsoever. I don'tlike to use words like puritan
music, becauseI've gone onaboutthatalready. Butthese are the
instrumentsforit, y’know-apure sound. Ifeel alotmore confidentnow
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thanldid twoyearsago, about
mymusicand about everything.
IalmostknowwhereIstand
whereasbeforeIwasreallywary
ofeveryone, drawingup
ridiculousbarriers.

Iremember the sleeve notes of
“There, ThereMyDear” read,
“Oldclothesdonotatortured
artistmalke.” Is the newlook
notslummingitabit?
These are mybest clothes. You
think theylookscruffy, doyou?
Nah, I'monlyjoking. Againit
justfeelsrightfor the music.
Theseare great clothes, they
feel great. Yougo onstagein
theseanditjustfeelsrightto
beplaying “BurnItDown” in
thatnewway.
Alsothere’saslightly comical
edgeto these, with the trousers
beingbaggy,andIreallylike
that. Everybodyelseis dressing
upsortofstrait-laced and we
comeinwearingtheseandit’s
like, y’know, herewe are, abit
ofhoedowningiseven
possible.
ButIdon’twanttomaketoo
much play outofthisbeing
our Celticthing. IthinkIdid
thatbeforewith “soul” and
peoplesay, “Oh they’rejust
ripping off OtisReddingand
getittotallyfuckingwrong.”
Idon’treallythinkthisisa

)
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You'vealways had astrategy
forthegroup?
Yeah, butthingshavehadto
bechanged.Ithinkwe’ve made alot of mistakes and alot of things could
havebeen donebetter. The plan for this year was torelease “Celtics”, have
ahitwithitand quicklyfollowitup with “Eileen”, but the first partof the
plandidn’twork.Thope “Eileen” isa hit—Ireallywantourrecordsin the
chart, otherwiseit’sawaste of time. Iwouldn’tkeep doing this forever; I'd
find another way of makingaliving.

Y’see, I fuckingknow ourrecordsare good, Idon’t need encouragement
orreassurance. [ knowthattheyarebetter than the otherstuffthatis
around and Iwant everyone to knowit, notjustasmall clique of people.

ETS MAKE THis

Clous

Doyouthink peoplehave to come round toyour way of thinking?
Idon’t,y’see.Iknowwhatyou'resaying, butl thinkwe'rereally
commercialand veryaccessible, Ireally do. Nowmore than ever, though
Ineverreallyaccepted the criticism that Dexys Midnight Runners were
abunch of gloomy twats who madereally depressingmusic. I thinkalot
of whatwe’ve done hasbeenreallystrongand uplifting.

Y’see, Inever had to sitdown and think, “This group’s going to be
commercial orit’snotgoingtobe commercial”; Inever thoughtthat.
Because themusicIlikeis good tunes and words that get something over.

Whatsortofmusicdoyoulisten to?

Idon’tlisten to much music. Nina Simone alittle bit, Ray Charles vaguely
—thepredictable onesreally, [suppose. Van Morrison... Van Morrison
more thananyone.

Whatdid you think ofJames Brown in Birmingham earlier thisyear?
Therewassome moments there, I enjoyed it, butsome of it was too noisy.
Butwhenhewasonhiskneessinging “Prisoner Of Love” and theywere
allattheside egginghim on,Ithoughtthatwasreally greatbecauseitwas
getting through to people.
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Peoplesay that tous, they tell me thatI overdo things, thatIgo over the
topand overplaythings onstage. [ don’t fucking care because that’showit
is, that’'showIwantittobe.

Would yousay as aperformeryourinterestisin humanbeings—how
much they canbehurt, howmuch theycan feel elated?
That’sanacademicway of puttingit.Idunno aboutanalysingitin that
way.Ijustknowthatitfeelsright to put over feelings.Idon’tlike touse the
word emotion, butthatsortof expressionisimportant. And takingit to
extremes, becauselIfeel those extremes.

controlhim.” Thatmakes mesick.Ithink thatit’sgood to frighten people,
totake themup, thenreallyknock them and take them down softly and
getthem everywayyoucan.

DoyouthinkDexys are misunderstood?

Yeah, definitely. LikewhenIsay thatit’snotanygreatthing—likewe’re

reallymisunderstood, you pricks.I'mnotsayingthat, it’sjustafact-we

aremisunderstood. Like, they thinkit's bullshit, that I'm tellinglies.

Y’know, what'’sall this projected bollocks?Ithinkalotofit’s anger, but
Idon'treallyblame people for getting that

It'slike when we go on stage, the first couple of
songsarealwaysfaked abit.Ithinkyouhave to
dothatto getyourselfreally going. Then after
awhileitbecomesabsolutelyreal. AssoonasI
play “Tell Me When My Light Turns Green” Ilook
upandIdon’thavetothinkaboutanythingelse.
Ijustknowthatit’s there. And it takes off from
thereandthere’snofakinginit. There maybe
certainsetthings thatyougo through, butitjust
becomesreal.

Ithinkthere’slots of things we've nicked off
entertainers, because there’smore thanacasual
approach towhatwe do. We've taken thewhole
showandtheidea of presentingashow,and

“I quite like
the idea of
being opposite
to what’s
going on”

impression. ButIdolike the things that go
with the music; thewholeidea ofagroup and
theirmusicisabitboring, youhave tohave
somethingbuiltaroundit.

And those essaysin the musicpress, did they
helpyou getunderstood?
Probablynot.'mnotgoingtojustifyit. That
waswhatseemedrightatthetimeandIenjoyed
itthewaythatpeoplereacted toitall. Butwe
wouldn’tdo thesame thingnow.Thad plans at
thetimetodoalotmore, butthe group splitup
and thatputaspannerintheworks.

Isupposeljustjudgeitby myself.Isay, “IfIwas

sittingin the audience, whatwould Iwantto see in there? Howwould
IfeelifIsawsomeone doingthat?” Ithinkyouhave to pleaseyourself,
becauseifyoutried to please everyoneyou'd end up not pleasing anyone.
TIjustthinkthatifyou've got peopleinatheatre the chancesare there and
you can present them with somethingabitdifferent.

What'syourrelationship with theaudience?
Well, to compare the two things, that’swhat
was so horribleaboutthelastgroup. Like,
when thefirstgroup started we used to get
allthese Madness and Specialsfansand
they’dbe there Sieg Heil-ingand shouting
for “Geno”, and itwas so fucking useless,
I'djustend up arguingwith them.

ButnowIreallyrespectouraudience,
Ireallydo.Ithinkwe've gotavery
intelligentaudience.

I'veneverbeeninterested inbreaking
down thebarriers between the audience
and the group thing. They’'ve comeintosee
and that'swhatwe sayto them-comein,
payyour money and we’ll entertainyou.

There’satendencywhen playingin
abighallforagroup to playto thefirst200
kids, and we've always tried not to do that.
We've always wanted to get the people at
thebackaswell, geteverybodyand just
pullthemin. Rather thantakeitto them,
havethemcomein.

Ilike to think ofitasa celebration, butabit
inspiringaswell. Ilike to move them, really
move them. Grip them, really grip them—
theyshould come outfeeling quite tired.
Likewhenyougo toseeagoodfilmyou get
reallyinvolved withitand you come out
feelingdrained afterwards.

(back,l-r)HelenO’Hara,
JohnEdwards,Seb Shelton,
KevinRowland,Mickey

Adams, Steve Brennan

Youdon’tplayacharacter onstage—do
youthink thatthreatens the audience?
Again, it'shard tosaynotbeinginthe
audience.IthinkI'd probablyfinditabit
threateningifIwasintheaudience,andI
thinkthat’s good. For one thingit’sawhole
lotmore honest.Ican’tstand the shit people
talkabout thelikes of Ziggy Stardust. You
know- (mock reverential tones) “Bowie
invented Ziggy and then Ziggy nearly took
him over, became sobigthathe couldn’t

The post-Too-Rye-Aylineup:

Billingham; (front, I-r) “Billy”

Whydid thefirstgroup splitup?
IthinkIwasasking them to performimpossible feats, Iwanted the
pinnacles ofachievement. Itwas a stupid situation, becauseI'd feel
frustratedifthey didn’tcome up withwhatIwanted and they'd feel
stupidiftheycouldn’tgetthere. Before, [think the problem waswe'd
kickoutinalotofdifferentdirectionsand people would justgetthe force
ofonething. Ithinknowtheideas and the musicare more concise and
more clearlystated. »
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Right through the group, youseem tohavebased itonideas and
attitudes whichmarkwhatI'd take to be your ownlifestyle or
worldview.

Yeah, butdifferentlynowbecause that’s one of the reasons the first group
splitup, becauseI'd based itaround mylifestyleandI'd alreadybeen
livinginitbefore Imetthe group.Iwasreallyhated around Birmingham
andIused torevelinit. F'rinstance, take your friends The AuPairs. Well,
Tused towrite on their posters, things thatwould get them reallyannoyed
like “Jane’s gotbigtits” or “Ifucked Lesleylastnight, signed Kevin
Rowland”. And they'd come alongand go, “That’sjustwhatI'd expect.”

Iwasjustplayingupto theirstereotype of me.Idon’t thinkI'm ahardnut
atall, buttheythinkI'm aworking-class thickie, soIwas onlytoo happyto
playup theimage for them.Ijustused to think of the mostdisgusting
thingsIcouldtogetthemreallyannoyed.

Becausethosepeople, theyjustcan’'tsee. Theygo onabout the British
Movementand the National Frontand how everyonewhojoinsitis evil,
buttheyjustcan’tsee for one second why anybodywould want to join
somethinglike that, because theyre so farremoved.

There arerumours about whatwent on at EMIwhileyouwere there.

Didyougo throughalotofhard times?

Idon’tmindallthat. AnythingIdid was the thingto do at the time. 'mnot

sayingwhatI did was always right.Ididloads of stupid things, like the

waylused toarguewith EMIRecords.
Ijustlookbackto the time nowand wonder how

Iwould havereacted to some prick cominginto my

McLarenhad said acouple of things aboutus, and personallyI have
norespectforwhathe does, butwe were just usinghim to get our feelings
across to EMIanditworked.

Ialways thought “ShowMe” was an odd song for you to have written,
but “I'llShowYou” on the newLP setsitin perspective. Amuchmore
honestwayoflookingat “thekids” than most modern music.

Those songswere meantto be all one songatone point. “I'll Show You”
was goingto be the B-side of “ShowMe”, butI thought the tune of “Show
Me” wasfuckinguseless. I hateit.

Butthewordsarejustfrom personal experience. Iwentback to see how
the peopleI'dwentto schoolwith had grownup-thekidsIthoughtwere
great. Youprobablyhad theminyourschool-realflash characters who
hadallthe clothesand all the girlswould always be after them. Theywere
alwaysthe oneswho'd have thefirstsexand they'd tell youaboutit. And
youdsee theirfags, theirlighters and theirwatches and you'd think, “Well,
when these blokes growup they’re goingtoreally do something great.”

Thenyouseethemafewyearslaterand they’reice-cream men or
something, oralotofthem have had real problemsbecause they were
such bigstarsinthe environment of the playground thatwhen you take
them outofitthey don’tknowwhatto do.

And theonesyou thinkwould sinkare making something
for themselves?

office shoutingand kickingthingsover,andIcan’t
reallyblame them.I'd probably have a different
attitude ifIwas there now, butatthe timeitwas
fuckingpandemonium. ItwaslikeIknewthatIwas

KevinRowland
holdingacopyof
Dexys'second
album, Too-Rye-
Ay,inJuly1982
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good andIcouldn’tunderstand why theyweren’t more
interested, why they couldn’t seewhatIwas doingwas \
betterthan the otherstufftheyhad around.

Y’see, we came up with The Specials and thatwhole
thingand people thought, “Ohyeah, herewe go—it’s
time for the soulrevival. We've had The Specials doing
skaandhere they comewithanotherload of old songs”,
and theywanted us towear suits, whenin factitwas
nothinglike that.

Talsowanted to doitadifferentway, anditwaslike
those thingswith the press—Ireally enjoyed watching
people’sreactions. Whenwe started in’79, The Specials
would comeinto ourrehearsalroomsin Birmingham
andreallywanted us to sign for theirlabel, butIdidn’t
liketheideaatall-Ijusttold them tofuckoff.

Thenatthe other side of townyouhad The Beatand
UB40learningasfastastheycould to get on 2-Tone.
Whenallthese groups came through, Ithinkitmight
evenhavelooked asifwewere copying them.

Anyway, with EMIatthe end we justreallywanted
to getout. Paul, ourmanager, stayed up everynight for
two weekslooking through a copyofthe contractuntil
he came across an option thattheyliterallyforgotto
takeup.Ifitwasn’tforhim we’'d have never got out ofit...
But, Idon’tknow, we pulled a few stunts thathad made
usrealunpopular.

Westole the tapes of the LP, but that was much earlier
—thatwasreally fucking crazy, stealing the tapes of the
LP.ButwhatI'mreally talkingaboutis Paul grabbing
hold of McLaren, because he was their golden boyat the
time, and saying, “Hello, Malcolm”, and thenjust
crackinghimin front ofall the EMIblokes. Thatreally
putusdownintheiresteem.

KEVIN ROWLAND




It'sfunny, isn’'tit? ButIalways think that thatlotdon’t
reallyknow. They always get somewhere, butit’s
probablymore through determination and things
like that.Isuppose theydo creep up later and they get
wiser. ButI've always had a soft spot for the guysin . ;
thesong, because they’vestill gotitin themandit’s LR ¥
therenaturally.

Thenewversiononof“Liars” onthe LPismuch
better—who arethesingers on that?
That'’s the Sisters Of Scarlet. We just phoned up an agencyand they sent
them. One of themis Katie Kissoon-youremember Mac and Katie
Kissoon?And one of themis Joe Brown’s daughter

Itwas funnygettingthemtosing “Liars”, because they didn’treally know
whattheyweresinging, buttheyreallyputeverythingtheyhadintoit.I
wastellingthem tosingharder, because atfirst they wereabitlike foxy...
black... chicks, singingverysoft.Isaid, “C’'mon, you've gotta give it some of
thatold Southernstuff.” AndIdon’tknowiftheywere taking the piss, but
theystarted towave theirarms aboutand shimmyabit. Itworked, anyway.

Your musicand stage show are a celebration of human qualities, but
it'sacelebration which seemsrootedinadisciplineand beliefin the
power of the human will.

Definitely, thatdiscipline and self-will thingisimportant, butitcomes
overindifferentways. Itmaybe morerelaxed now, butthere’sstillavery
fierceattitude. It'salmostlike areligious thing, that’s the connection for
memore thananything. Notreligion, whatitis, buttheideas that come
fromit. The way they go about gospel music and that, Iloveit. The way
theygetsoinvolved with it.

Working themselves up to astatewhere somethingelse takes over?
Yeah, definitely. Iwent to an Adventist church, I thinkitwas, one Sunday
inWest Bromwich. [justmetthe blokewalking

‘ ‘.

! KEvin ROWLAND & DEXYS mpNiGHT & 5
‘LETS GET. THIS STRAIGHT rmunmmrf{'rr;g«ug & ~or

DEXYS MIDNIGHT RUNNERS

havesaid thatthatsongsounds dead phoney. Butthe
truth ofitis, thatwas definitely genuine. Other times
itmayhave been phoneytoacertain extent, but
peoplesay theywantreal, raw passionand whenyou
presentittothem they don’treallywantit.

Thatwasbornoutofalot of trouble with the old
group, thathorrible tourand acombination of other
WEE things—someofitwaswritten aboutasimilar period

earlierinmylife. Itwas definitelyrecorded at the
righttime, because lhadn’tspoken to anyone in the group for three or
four datesand when it getslike that, it gets sort of tense. So when we went
intotherecordingstudioIpoureditall outto the microphone, Iwas
talkingtoit. People have said the vocal styleis exaggerated, butitwas
definitely genuine.

Ithinktheworstthingwe've ever donewas “Love Part Two” on the B-side
of “Celtics”. We had some studio timebooked, and althoughIwasreally
fucked because we’d done the demo for “Eileen” the day before, Isaid I'd go
inanddoit.Iforgotthe notebook thatThad withall theideasinitandItried
toremember what theywere, butitjustcame outreallyembarrassing.

Youspoke about the audience earlier and theirimportance to the
group. Where does the intense emotion circle comeinto all this?

Well, that’sadifferent thing. It’sjustanidea to makeitbetterthanan
ordinaryfan club. Everyonewhoisinithaseverybodyelse’saddress,
sotheycanwrite to each other orjustmake friends, meet somewhere
perhaps. People may have somethingin common... Well, they have one
thingin common because theyalllike the group.

I'mnotinitmyself, butin one ofthe newslettersyoureferred toitas

ThelIntense Knitting Circle.

Youget the problem that people thinkit’s music to commitsuicide to

and thatwe're allreallydepressed, whichisjustnottrue.Igetletters
from people tellingme notto commitsuicide

downtheroad, a40-year-old Jamaican fella.
Hegrabbed mebythe arm and said, “I'm going
tochurch, whereareyougoing?” Itwaslike
something outofadream (laughs). He said it
was one of those churcheswhere youdo alot
of singingand dancingand clappingandI
thought, “Yeah, great, I'llgo.”

Sowe gotthere and there was onlyabout 20
peopleinareallytinyroomand they're all going
bananas. Theydid the Lord’s Prayeranditwas
justloads of spontaneityand singing.

Lastyear, [thinkthatwasin ourmusicalot.
Asortofreligiousfervour, thereal proud sort of
staunchness ofit. That’swhatIlike aboutit.

“That was
really fucking
crazy, stealing

the tapes of
the LP”

orlettersthatare sortof dead sympatheticto
me.Ijustthink... well, some of them are just
fuckingnutters.

When the group started you locked yourselves
awayand listened to old Stax music and stuff
like that. The material you’re demoing now
hasamuchmore “folk” instrumentation. Is
thereasimilar process goingon?
Atthetimeof thefirstgroupitwas definitely
necessarytolisten toall those old records, like
afuckingbrainwashing process almost, but
now]thinkit’samorenatural developing
thing.Igotafewfolkalbumsasareference, but

Isitbased onabeliefin God?
Well, no. WhatIthinkitwas, was more a beliefin what we were doing. Ido
believein God, though, butthat’sadifferent thing.

Thatfeeling of religion does carry through;like “Until I Believe In My
Soul” definitelyhasit. It'sabasic fucking beliefin God, butwhatI'mreally
talkingaboutisafeelingyouget. Imean, [ haven'treally gotanyreligion—
Iwasoriginallya Catholic, butI'm far from that now.

It’'snotsomething you can bringdown to one thing, it’smore an
instinctive knowledge.Ican’tsaywhyIbelievein God, Ijustdo.Andit’s
notthatIwasbroughtup thatway, because thatstopped alongtime ago.
Therealisation of the soul-that’swhat’simporant, that you have soul
anditcanbeused positively.

Likeyou candolots of different things but eventuallyyourealise there
mustbesomethingelse?

Absolutely (smiles). And that’swhat “UntilI Believe In My Soul” is about.
Aboutgrowingup and looking up to brothers or older people and thinking
thatthey’re sussed and wanting to belike them. Then when you get there
youfind there’snothingthere, fuckall. So the back-up singers go, “That’s
allthereeveris?” And1go, “Yeah, yeah, yeah”,becauselbelieve there hasto
besomethingelse. And therealisation thatyouhave tofind itfor yourself.

Doyouhave afavourite track out ofall the songsyou’ve recorded?
Well, itvaries.Iliked “Keep It (Part Two)”. Lyrically I thoughtitwas my
finesthour, although the productionleavesalot tobe desired. People

theyweren’treally thatmuch good tome.

Ilike theidea of putting strictboundaries around whatyou're doing.
Likethere’sloads of groups and they'd rather have a free run. ButI thinkit
stretches youalot morewhen youdecide you're onlygonnado thatand
build up the walls, because working within that doesreally stretch you.

Whatareyour other interests apartfrom music?

Various. Like everyone else, Iwatch abit of telly. There’s some good
stuffon TV, despite what people say—some of the plays. And the comedy
programmes are good, like Bilko, and I reallylike Mind Your Language,
thoughno oneelselknowdoes, butthen myfriend plays the caretakerin
it.Ilike towatch athletics on TV; I'd rather watch athletes runninground
thetrackthanwatch afuckinggroup, becauseatleasttheathletesare
stretchingthemselves. Feats of determination are definitely aninterest.

Isitimportantfor you thatyour musicshould keep changing?
Ithinkithasto changeeveryyear;Iwantitto be ever-changingand ever-
challenging. Notjust the music but the group, the whole fucking thing,
always challengingand alittle bit threateningattimes aswell, tokick
thingsup onceinawhile, andjustbe... good, always good.

What’s the value of Dexys music for you?

Well, it’s only fucking music; wejusttry todo thebestwe canand useas
much careas possible. It'sno great world-shattering experience. Like I've
said before, it’slike abricklayerlaying bricks; youjustuseall the skilland
carethatyoucanandtrytobethebestatyourtrade. Gavin Martin ®
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ofthelate-'70supsurge. Theystarted older, alreadyinto their maturity,
and with amusic thatwas cited ashavingmorein commonwith The
Doors’’60s expeditions than the nouvelle vague of the time. “We never
considered ourselvesreally part of whatwas goingon,” said Burnel, “nor
outofit.” Infact, the mainstreamrock traditions of most of their output
havehelped maintain The Stranglers’ momentum and appeal-never
reallyinfashion, and therefore neverreally out of fashion either.

No one talks much of the Doors connection these days, long since
displaced by the group’slater musical wanderings, but the acoustic
leanings of “Cruel Garden” and “Sweet Little Girl” maywell have been
inspired byare-examination ofanother West Coast ’60s phenomenon,
Love-oratleast,asmuchisintimated to me by their publicist. “Actually,”
says Cornwell, “most of the music thatinterests me goesback 300 years—
Vivaldiand stufflike that.”

Both Cornwell and Burnel ascribe good relations between the foursome
asonereason for theirlongevity. “Alot ofbands start offas matesat
school,” says Cornwell.

“Thenthe egosstartcomingoutand theyfind they’re not suchmates
afterall. With usitwas the otherwayround-we didn’tknow each other
atallwhenwestarted playingand then we became friends.”

Haveyoualsohandled the business better than some of your
contemporaries?

“No, itwasbecause we didn’thandle our business better that drewus
closertogether. We had this terrible period around the Men In Black LP
when we had so manymisfortunes, disasters, over aperiod of 18 months
thatwe came to the conclusion the only people we could trust were
eachother.”

NTHEIRENCOUNTERS with the gentlemen and ladies Y
]: of the press, The Stranglers have variously abducted

them, left them stranded in the midst of foreign
wastelands, taped them to le Tour Eiffel, and otherwise
berated and insulted them. To speak personally, I have
always found Hugh Cornwell, the group’s talland somewhat
angular guitarist and singer, an acerbic but agreeable
quantity, possessed of a certain English diffidence and
understatement. Nowin hisnotso early thirties, he still
looks like an eccentric chemistry teacher.

JeanJacques Burnel, though, stilllookslike trouble. Not that
heisanythingbuturbaneandintelligentat our encounter
(Imeetthe duo separately) —but there’s alithe, alertassurance
tohisphysical presence—aswell as a proven ability to take out
hostile Australian policemen with a fewwell-aimed karate
blows-thatindicatesamanunlikelytobe daunted by the
aggression of others.

Bothmenareinaconfident frame of mind, optimisticabout The
Stranglers’ future, which at presentincludes anew contractwith
CBSRecords, pursuanton their departure from EMI. Cornwell:
“Webothrealiseditwasn'tworkingand we came to an agreement
toleave. Theyreally got us by mistake, when theytook over United
Artists, our originallabel.”

While EMIplanan autumnrelease for a Greatest Hits
compilation, the group are currently ensconced in West Country
studios for their CBS debut. Cornwell will alsobemakingastage
debutastheraconteurand presenter of adramatisation of
Hollywood Babylon, magician and filmmaker Kenneth Anger’s dirt-
dishingtome on the Californian entertainmentsindustry. Burnel’s
ownsolo career remains muted since hissolitary Euroman Cometh
venture stiffed out. More pressingly, he’sbeen banned fromriding
hisbeloved Triumph Bonneville, theresultof drivingthewrong
way down aone-way street, on the pavement, duringabombscare.

“AndItold these two motorbike cops that they’d stabbed the
British motorcycleindustryin the backwhen theybought BMWs,”
herecallsfondly.

Taskhim abouthisreputation for trouble.

“Guilty, your honour.”

Andviolence?

“I'vealwayshad a compulsion to fight,” he admits. “Not so much
now. I've cooled down. Sometimesit’sa question of honour,
though; there are occasionsImayhave done the wrong thing.”

Now 29, he’sstill committed to the martial arts he took up 10
yearsago: “I'dlike to take up Hapkido, becauseit’s more artistic.
Karateis more macho, it’snotsosubtle untilyougethigherup.”

\
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Whathaveyougotfromit?

“It'shelped me from becomingadown-and-outlush. It'seasyto get
aflabbybodyandaflabbymind...”

Like mostmusicians?

“They’reamess.And they're amess mentally. They pack up theirideas
andtheirbodies.”

These dayshespendsalotoftimein France. His parentslive there and
he goes outwithaFrench girl.

“WhenIgrewuplinsisted onbeingcalledJohn’cosIwasashamed
ofbeingFrenchand of mymum speakinginabroad French accentand
beingkissed in front of the school gates. Inevitablykidswantto havea
goatyou.”

He’sbeenable to draw on his French heritage musically, notablyon “La
Folie”, his personal tour-de-force on the album of the samettitle, asombre
pieceof Gallicangst, intoned inimpeccable Francais.

“Iworked onthatabitto getthe accentperfect. There’ssomekind of
intellectual snobberyin New Yorkarts circles about people wantingto do
thingsin French anditcansound hammy.”

The French musicsceneislookingup, he tellsme-he produced Taxi
Girl, one of the top groupsin France. In general, though, “the French
arestillinsecure aboutmodern music... atleast there’sasituation
where alot of people want to make music, probably for differentreasons
thanpeoplein England. It’srelatively easy here to have ahit, tobea
bandwagon jumper. You canbe totallyobscure and stillbe thisweek’s
alternative chartbuster. Alot of peoplein this countrywant to make
moneyfirstofall.”

JeanJacques
Burnel:“The
ideaofthe
nationstatehas
runitscourse”



THE STRANGLERS

Doesthe Euroman conceptstill beatstronglyin yourheart?

“Yes, even though it gets alot ofknocks because peopleidentify the EEC
asEuropeand can’tdistinguish agrandideal from the price of butter
tomorrow. Theidea ofthe nation statehasrunits courseand I think
continentalismisthe nextgreatstep forward.”

He’sin favour ofa United States Of Europe, and remains unmoved by
protestations thatwe are already surrendering our cultural and political
identityto acentralised Euro-monolith.

“Mindyou,” hesays, “theideaofacountry

Kevin Sparrowdied on Christmas Eve, victim of drugand alcohol abuse.
The group’smanagement splitwith them. A tour manager died aged 24,
of cancer. The quartetwerelocked in thejail of the southern French
burgh of Nice forthebest partofaweek. All their gearwas stolen as they
entered Americaforatour. Crucial tapesvanished, thingsfellapart...

Burnel wrote up the whole catalogue of misfortunes for Strangled
magazine, the group’sown publication, and of which theyare
rather proud.

“Alotofitisto dowith theoccult,” says

lackingsuch confidence or self-respect that
itseeksto emulate another culture—that’s
appalling.IToncesaid ‘Americanshaveno
brains’ justasawind-up job, anditworked
wonders. Our A&M contractwasripped up just
like that. Americanrecord companies have this
trip of ‘gettinginvolved artistically’ and
interferingall the time.”

The conversation drifts to the subject of
politicsand The Stranglers’, uh, political
profile. Though they’ve been consistentin
theirsupportof CND, the Prisoners’ Rights
movementand other pressure groups, they’'ve
always avoided anyrigid commitments to

“T'here was
a secret
message on
Black And
White”

Cornwell when the subject of the Men In Black is
raised, “with theunfathomableand
inexplicable, and ifyou're not careful you
become peoplewho dabbleinit, like akid
playingwith ared-hot poker and notknowing
it'sred-hotand, um... well, werestillinterested.
The moreyouread aboutit, the more yourealise
theimplicationsareincredible, the way events
happen, thewaythe planet’s going.
“Uspoorbuggers doingwhatever we're doing,
wedon'treallyhave agrasp ofwho’s pulling
thesstrings. We thinkit’s the politicians or
whoeverwe'retold on TV. Allourinformation
comes to us third hand anyway. Most folks

ideology. Sure, they’ve eulogised Trotsky, but
equallyBurnelhasalso evinced his passion for Japanese authorand
extremeright-winger Yukio Mishima.

“Ifind theidea ofleftandrightratherabsurd, that particular division.
Alotofpeople thinkwe're fascists ‘cos directaction-like hitting someone
—ismeanttobefascistbecauseit’snotdone by committee. Action seems
tohavebeensewnupbytheright.

“Then there’susdiggingMishima. Hewas an ultra-right-winger, buthe
personified action, and will.”

Adazzlingwriter, certainly, buthowcanyouhold an outright fascist
likehim as somekind of hero? All that worship of the Emperor, the
militarism...

Burnelis quite prepared to admit thatmany of the Japanese author’s
ideaswere frightful, “buthe wasn’tjustan old jingoist, he had guts, he
actuallysethimselfstandards andlived up to them. He did what he
said hewas goingto doand committed hara-kiri [ritual suicide by
disembowelment] afterhe’dreached whathe considered his peak, after
hisbodyhad passedits prime... Anotherreason why people thinkwe're
fascistis because we wear black, which meansrightwingto mostpeople.”

colours? He shrugs and looks thoughtful. “Well, I do have a white

jacket.” Task Hugh Cornwell the same question. Whathad he got
against colours? He looks slightly nonplussed, raises a white plimsoll
above the table and, on reflection, pulls the waistband of a pair of
bright blue underpants above his beltand laughs.

“Well, youknowwe did that documentary film on the colour black.
How, for example, the authorities useit to create fear orawareness. Look
atthewayit’sused byreligions, those women who have to wear complete
blackoutfits...”

Youdoitvoluntarily.

“It'saloteasiertokeep clean.”

Andyouuseittocreate this austere, sinisterimage...

“Welookonitasacolour of neutrality; nothingis given away.”

And the Men In Black? Most people seem to believe that the Men In Black
are The Stranglers themselves—being an excusable misapprehension but
amere spin-offallusion accordingto the group. Infact, or so the theory
goes, the MenIn Black are the minions of darkforces, supernatural
powersthatseek to have dominion over Planet Earth. They tend to show
up around inexplicable, paranormal events and manifestations. UFO
contactees frequently have brushes with them, for example.

And... and the fullTlluminati-style conspiracy theory of Ultraterrestrial
dominationisavailable for the curiousinbooks suchasJohnKeel’s
Operation Trojan Horseand Geoff Gilbertson and AnthonyRoberts’ The
Dark Gods...

Crackpotstuff, of course. Of course. And yet there’sno dispute that
around the time The Stranglers firstbecameinterested in the MIB during
1979, arelentless sequence of troubles and misfortunes began to befall
the group. Cornwell wasjailed for three months onacharge of cocaine
and heroin possession. Finances faltered. The group’s artist/designer

S OWHYDOyou always wear black? What has he got against

would say this only showsyourinability to
acceptthe mundanity of political processes, akind of paranoia...”

“Well, there’sno doubt that throughout thelast 2,000 years there are
certainrunningsystemsin civilisation thatarestillaround now. If
they've existed for solongitwould be naive to suppose theyre not well
organised and that theyleave everything to chance. Beingaware of their
existenceishalfofthesolution.

“Ithinkthe waypeoplelive theirlives... we're creatures ofhabit, we
adoptsystems ofbehaviour. With thatin mind, people aren’treally aware
oftheforces operatingonthem...”

Cornwell talks of therole of “coincidence”, random accidents of fate
thataren’treallyaccidentsatall (of Arthur Koestler’s The Roots Of
Coincidence, for example, or Jung’s theory of synchronicity). What,
then, did thatideamake ofhis own timein prison? Did he feel that was
somethingthathad tohappen?

“Nowit’s over, yes,inawayl do feel that. [twasavery goodlearning
experience. My attitude to certainillegal substances was flippantand
actuallyrathersilly. Itbrought home to me the dependence othershad on
me.Inagroup,ifyou’re outofactionyou're affectingthem...”

How canyou go from thatrealisation to making “Golden Brown”?

“Contrarytowhatissometimessaid, it’snotaboutheroin. There’s alot
of different thingsit could be about. People used to do this with old
Beatlessongs, finding cryptic messages.

“OneDutchjournalist even thought ‘Golden Brown’ was aboutthe
white slave trade—youknow, ‘Howlonghave The Stranglers beeninto
whiteslavery?’ Unbelievable...

“There wasasecret message on ‘Have You Got Enough Time’ on Black
And White,aMorse code message thatsaid, ‘SOS Thisis Planet Earth. We
arefucked.’ Oneguywroteinand told us.”

We enteraprotracted and tortuous dialogue about The Stranglers’
Euro-ideals. He thinks myhostility quaint; Ifind his enthusiasm
disconcerting.

“The EEC thingseemsto have gonewrong, alot of people are writing
itoffalready, buthowlonghasitbeeninexistence? Onlyafewyears,
butit’ssomething thatmusthappen. Youcanseeits growth among
youngpeople, the emergence of French and German music sungin
theirownlanguages—and these feelings and passions can existinside
aEuropean framework.

“Oneareawhere the Euro-idealism s getting screwed up iswith the
no-nukes thing, whichisavery positive and strong force. We played a No
Nukes gigin Utrecht-Ithinkitwas thebiggestindooreventin Holland
ever, around 30,000 people. Theyweren’tjust Dutch, theywere French,
Belgian, German, Swiss—allyouhave to dois find anissue like thatwhich
goesrightacrosstheboard.

“There’snothingwronginbeing proud of being English, French or
whateveraslongasyourealise thatthere are people who have therightto
be proud of what theyare. One thingI was very pissed off about was that
the anti-nuke compilation album, Life In The European Theatre, wasn't
amillionseller. None of the audienceIspoke to on our European tour had
evenheard ofit.” NeilSpencer ®
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Novembers,1982:
Heaven17appearonthe
firstepisode of The Tube,

mimingto“Height Of
TheFighting”, “Who Will
Stop TheRain”and“Let
MeGo" inthestudio




"A tremendous coup”

MM NOV 13

apparently pondering the meaning ofitall, Scritti Politti’s boy

wonder breathed alcohol breath in a teetotal zone, Paul Weller
looked as pensive as only he can and Pete Townshend’s blearyred
eyes gazed forlornly at a trailer for Woodstock.It’samazing what you
cangetinatube these days.

Sittinground alongrectangular table in the mysteriouslynamed
GreenRoom at Tyne Tees Television’s Newcastle studios, this unlikely
assembly of old, new, borrowed and blue waited for their slot on
Channel4’s debut pop show.

TheWhowerefirstscheduled tofill The Tube’s opening celebrations,
buttheir American tourand Tyne Tees’ deliberate lack of geriatric
facilitiesmeantajob for the group’s spiritual heirs. However, as
alinkwith the monochrome days of real mods and Ready, Steady, Go!,
plusaname amongothers to drop, Townshend had been specially
flownin.

Hisentrance and subsequent placingat the head of the table
completed an unfortunate picture: awearyman sittingawkwardly
asthereluctantmessiahin the centre ofrock’n’roll’slast supper.

Butiftheatmospherein the Green Room was peculiarlyrepressed
—everybodywanted to stare and nobodywanted to admit it—down
onthestudio floor thebuzz of expectation was pleasingly infectious.

AsTheJamsetup for theirlast television appearance and the first
ofthe show’s weeklyhour-longspots featuringalive group, the head
of stills glanced theirwayand asked when “The Animals” would
bereadytoplay. Then, corrected, demonstrated the crew’s eager
willingness to familiarise themselves with the vagaries of pop...
“Allright, TheJam Animals.”

Meanwhile, the hordes of technicians required to produce such an
ambitious programme (aswell asthe corelive performance there will
be 45 minutes of interviews, videos, recorded features and morelive
appearances) rush towards the5.15pm deadline ata pace which
suggests somebody’s putspeed in the coffee machine.

Ignoringthetinsel-town pretence of Top Of The Pops and the
uninspired drabness of The Old Grey Whistle Test, The Tubeboasts
amulti-levelled high-tech studio which visually represents its worthy
intentions. Designed as halfdisco, half TVstudio, the placeisliterally
onetoseeandbeseenin.

Divided by catwalks and adaptable stage areas, guests can either
dance to the music, watch the numerous video screens or for thosewho
want their 15seconds of fame, posein front of the hand-held cameras
chosentoadd to the programme’slive atmosphere.

Again, unlike TOTPthere willbeno “professional” dancers throwing
themselves around with mock enthusiasm; justthose who have been
abletobuyticketsand transportthemselves to the heart of Newcastle.

Countdownin the Green Roomis ticked offas the assorted pop
peoplegradually disappear to their dressingrooms and the Street Of
Shame newshounds grumble to each other about their delirium
tremens and the completelack ofanyalcoholicbeverage. Looking at
theirfaces, themeaning of the Green Roomis suddenly apparent.

The dodgy theme musicstartsup and eyesare drawn to the room’s
two TVscreens. Local group The Toy Dolls are playingin the studio’s
long perspexentrance tunnel thatgives the showitsname, butwe see
hardlyanythingofthe planned rush to gain entry. No, the cameramen
weren'ttrampled to death, welearn later, the fans were “so fast theyjust
missed them”. Such are thehazards oflive TV. »

B EHIND THE GREEN door, Sting rubbed his half-grown beard,



GETTY

Aspartofafuturepolicy, there’saninterview
with the entirestaffofafanzine thatspecialises
inTheJam, scooter adverts and perversely
denying theirmod connections.

Pete Townshend getshisvideo thrownin
before the cominginterviewand upfrontin
theproceedings there’sadash of tokenism—
ablack Birmingham dance troupe that would
havebeen better suited to Blue Peter than this
supposedlybrash, irreverent pop blitz.

Linkman MarkMiwurdz, spelt Minurdz on
the posters, tellsusabouthis soul revue called
Don’t Cry For MelkeAnd Tina, and wins amixed
reaction and honorarymembership to the John
Cooper Clarke fan club.

ADuranDuranvideo passesbywithless
impactthanaBountyadvertand the jewel
ofthe show-Paula Yates—prepares to
“interview” aface called Sting. Together
with ex-Squeeze keyboards playerJools
Holland, shehasbeen chosen tobringatouch
of classand experience to an otherwise fresh
castofpresenters.

Anybodywhoreadsher columnin The Screws
Of The Worldwill probably already appreciate
Paula’s penetrating observations on the pop
scene, and her showing on The Tube proved
onceagain herunfailingability to pinpoint
anartist’ssignificant talents.

Followingateasereference to Elvis Costello’s
remarkthatStingneeded agood clipround the
earforsingingwith thatsilly fake Jamaican
accent, Paulamoved ontotackleadazzling
myriad of subjects. She explained her footwas
strategically placed behind the Sting posterior
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incaseheneeded “agood poke”, madea
mind-splitting connection with the follow-up
enquiryabout the currentvisibility of Sting’s
sought-afterbum (he takes his clothes offin the
film Brimstone And Treacle), and floored us all
withafrankrecollection of theinfamousRitz
interviewwhen ol’ Stingo, ashe’sknown to his
mates, admitted helikes doingit doggy style on
thekitchentable.

Ontopofallthis, thehandsome one had to
putup with the first of manywearyallusions to
Paula’s expandingtum (pregnancy, nudge,
nudge, knoworramean!) and
whenhe managedalook

showed some promise. For producers
Malcolm Gerrie and Paul Corleyitwasa
vindication of Channel4’sfaithin their ability
to createapop programme that would help
spearhead the newnetwork’s shinyimage.
Theywere chosenin preference to LWT and
Thameslargelybecause of Gerrie’sdeserved
reputation gained producing teeny shows like
Razzamatazzand Alright Now.
Thestorygoesthat Gerrie came up with the
ideasfor 10 half-hour programmes and then
leftforaholiday. When they phoned him on
vacation he gotthe bad
newsfirst: his suggestion

thatsuggested he'drather
belockedinapadded cell
with Richard Branson than

“ltwas a
tremendous coup,

hadbeenrejected;instead
theywanted 20 105-minute
shows to run for five months

dallyingwith our Paula, withoutabreak, including
his actiqg credibilityrose not on Iy for Tyne Christmasand New Year!
by10points. “Itwasatremendous

Gettingas pinkandruffled
asher preposterous sugar
plum fairydress, Paula

Tees but for the
North-East”

coup,” Paul enthuses, “not
only for Tyne Tees but for the
North-Eastof England. We

stumbled backonariveting
questionabout the
commercial potential of Stingo’s original

name (Gordon) and finally asked the sex
maniacofher dreams (dashing Bob Geldof

was too busy adjustinghis cap to notice the
swoons ofhis better half) ifhe was pleased to
bebackinhishome town.

Of course, was Stingo’sreply, “it’sareally
spunky place”. Sting, spunk!Itwas all too much
for pouting Paula, who wasnowsniggeringred-
faced and searchingfor something even more

mundanetosay.
Butthe producers
had otherideasand
aswewere whisked
intoaclip from
Brimstone...an
indignant off-
screenvoicewitha
Jamaicanaccent
couldbeheard
saying, “Spunky’s
allright, isn’tit?...”

Fromtheridiculous
tothesublime:
Heaven 17 brought
thingsbackfromthe
brinkandwho cares
iftheywere miming?
Theyinvested the
proceedings with the
sparkthathad sofar
eludedaclearly
treacherous format.
Andwhile Paul
Wellerwas spikey,
asinineandnervous
ininterview, The
Jam’s contribution
really got things
going, especially
their tastyversion
of Curtis Mayfield’s
“Move OnUp”.

Onehourand 45
minutes had passed
pleasantlyand, with
afewexceptions,

The Tubeactually

PresentersPaulaYates
andJoolsHollandinthe
perspextunnelleading
totheofficesof Tyne
TeesTVthatinspired
The Tube'stitle

werevery conscious of the
need tomovebroadcasting
outof London, which canbesoincestuous. If
we canmake thisasuccessit’llbelike Kevin
Keegan playing for Newcastle!”

Bypassingwhatthey call “the London
attitude”, they’ve already put together material
from the country’s other major towns and
cities, placingaspecial emphasis on unsigned
bands. “Ourresearchis gettingso good,”
Malcolmboastsinbest Geordie, “thatthe A&R
men are starting to follow us whereverwe go!”

Aimingforanatmospherethat’'sasliveas
possible, they feel future shows should start
withmore studioaction—Heaven 17, they
agree, shouldreallyhave opened Number One
—fleshed out with comingfeatures thatinclude
Clare Grogan, CaptainKirk, MickJaggerand
athlete Steve Cram.

Both cite the ’60s show Ready, Steady, Go!as
their guidinglight.

Paul: “Yousee, RSGwent outat peak time,
and thisinitselfgivesashowimportance. It
caused kidsto question the values of their
parentsbecause itwas so provocative. The
BBCandITVgowrongbecause theyputtheir
shows outatobscure times. Theyalmosthide
them away!”

Yettheyalsomaintaintheiraimisto
complementrather than competewith the
institution everybodyslags and stillwatches
—Top Of The Pops.

“Ashowlike thatcan’tfail,” Malcolm points
out. “Whatwe want to dois showthe groups
thattheycan’t,because of the nature of their
rigidapproach, and doitin away that’s not
ivorytowerish.”

Ultimately theywouldlike to see The Tube
becomeaforum foryouth culture and maybe
even changeafewthings, too.

“The thingabout RSG,” says Malcolm, “was
thatyousawanewband on Fridaynightand
onSaturdaymorningyouwentoutand
boughtit.Itactuallyhelpedalter the chemistry
ofthemusicscene.Ifwe cando thatthenwe’ll
havesucceeded.”

It’sobviously too early tojudge justwhat
impact The Tubewillmake, butrightnowin
Newcastle theweekend startsat5.15, on Friday
night, goingdown The Tube. Ian Pye




Takingitalltoo
far:Bauhausatthe
Barbican,London,
March1982

NME NOV 13

Labels Female vox
Tamla Motown Dusty Springfield
Stax Aretha Franklin
Atlantic Millie Jackson
Trojan Nina Simone
(14 b Verve Madeline Bell
ose over purpose”’
e Invictus Dionne Warwick
- o - - Blue Note
MM Bauhaus take issue with an MM journalist. Sue/lsland Male vox
Skabeat/Bluebeat Smokey Robinson
Greensleeves Otis Redding
HEY SAY EVERY hack’s afrustrated audience, “we shall attempt to follow up Charly Wilson Pickett
Tperformer, but when Steve “Sticks” with original compositions.” Sugarhill Stevie Wonder
Sutherlandjacked in his schoolband Launchinginto anunprovokedrant, Sticks Stevie Marriott
to take up the humble position of Maker pen summed up 20 very odd minutes of verbal Coolest cats Reggie King
pusher, little did he ever dream thathe’d sparring: “l wrote those articles about you, Steve Marriott LeviStubbs
find himself before ahostile packedhouseat | right,becauseinmy ownsmalland, sadly, Jimmy Smith General Johnson

London’s Lyceum. The boys from Bauhaus -a

obviously ineffectual way, | hoped it would

Vaughn Toulouse

Michael Jackson

pop band from Northampton -invited Sticks | do somethingtoactually stop youinyour Muddy Waters

onstage to conduct a “publicinterview” tracks because what I felt was happening No Style Howlin’ Wolf

before their sell-out gig last Thursday. was you were pioneering a push for pose Dirty rock’n’roll Terry Hall
Seems the boys had abone or two to pick over purpose [see, he evenspeaksinan “Rock”

about particularly snide past comments alliterative fashion!], pushing forward the “Outofit” | want

concerning their likeness

ideathat almostanybody

to acertain MrBowie and
sosetthehackup for
public humiliation.

Armed with a Fosters,
our man came out

“I'hoped it would do
something to stop

reasonably good-
looking, tall and thin with
amoderate yentowards
theatricity would make it
by saying nothing!”

Music papers

Style & hip

Keepingstraight
Cappuccino
Spawater with

Ablue-and-orange
tonik suit
Animitation
sheepskin three-
quarter-length coat
To geton with people

H b
fighting, introduced the you I“ your tracks The crowd reacted aslice of lime To produce more
boys to their partisan inthe only way sane Mr Byrites records
crowd as “Ziggy Stardust human beings could: Roberto Toownaclothes

and The Spiders From Mars” and ducked they bellowed, booed and threw things. __ Carlos shop and coffee bar
ahail of plastic mugs. “Why,” the Stickboy Bauhaus, on the other hand, tookit the Europe .
wanted to know, “did Bauhaus take such only way a seasoned “pop group” ‘ Jazzand | believe
exception to hiscommentsand thengoon could. They staged awonderfully A modern in Greek gods
torelease ‘Ziggy Stardust’?” spontaneous walk-off. PN Classical and godesses

“Ah,” said the popular boysin black, Drunk on fame, Sticks refused A Symmetry | (I'veseensomein

“because we've beenknocking at the door
of acceptability and it just seemed that it
needed afuckin’ good kicking. Once
inside,” they adamantly assured the

toleave and made onefinal,
largely inaudible speech, before
stumbling off into well-deserved
obscurity. BelaLugosi

winning
Weller's
respect

Soul
Clean

Oxford Street)
In Orwell’s politics
InCommon Sense

InL.O.V.E.
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P

Gocaine “found on mantlepigce™ Mesr

dive at the Inner London Crown Court

lastweek when he faced a possible gaol
sentence after admitting possession of
cocaine. ButJohn Matthews, his QC, argued
that Page was launching a new group which
was to tour America and Japan early next year.
“Ttwould,” he claimed, “resultin the loss of not
thousands butliterally millions of poundsin
the nextfewyears.”

Notonlythat, the ex-Zepperranked alongside
AnnieandJulieAndrewsin terms ofinnocence
and purity. Hehad neverrelied ondrugsand
never became addicted, even though he’d
admitted to taking small quantities forashort
time during the ’60s. And Page, who was found

J IMMY PAGE’S CAREER neared anose-

with the cocainein his pocketduringasaunter
down Chelsea’sKing’s Road inlate 1980, had
notactually purchased the offending
substance. Itseemshehadfound thedrugona
mantelpiece afterapartyathishomein Clewer
village, nearWindsor. “Heremoveditso
nobodyelse would find it,” Matthews told the
court. “Especially hissmall daughter.”
Herefrained from mentioning thatitwas
Pagey’smusic thathad helped Charles Bronson
wipe outadope pusherin Death Wish 2,buteven
withoutthatfinalnudge, thejudge glimpsed
thehaloformingaround the Pagehead and
grantedaconditional
discharge, leaving

music buffs to ponder

Page escapes with scolding

abouttheidentity of theband the guitaristwas
toformin orderto payoffthe national debt.
Rumourhaditthat Page might figureamong
theplansforarevitalised Whitesnake.
Unlikely, we felt, but nevertheless we posed the
question toaSnake-person. “Unlikely,” he said.
Nextcameaphone callto Swan Song, Page’s
management company headed by Peter Grant.
“Canyouthrowanylightonthelineup ofthe
mysteryband?” we asked politely.
“MrGrantwill callyoubackifhe hasany
informationtoimpart,” came the equally
politereply. The callnever came. Fred Zeppelin

0ld farts run free
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ESPITE APPEARANCES, THE
Dsuccess story of Andrew Ridgeley and

George Michaelis nosimple triumph
of charmedinnocence. A strong streak of
native cunning and a shrewd commercial
instinct have combined with the more slap-
happy element of luckin paving the way for
two new conquering pop heroes.

Onthe morning that | meet them,

George and Andrew are pretty pleased with
themselves, as well they might be with their
first Top10singles - “Wham Rap” and “Young
Guns” - confirming them as the latest chart
darlings of anation’syoung hearts. And at 19,
George and Andrew are stillyoung enough to
be part of ageneration whose expectations of
life after education are totally different from
anyone who approached adult life before the
presentgovernment was elected.

Onapersonallevel,it’sabout the choice
between enjoying what you do or disappearing
into depression. Wham! appear to speak
simply from their own experience.Sucha
direct, enthusiastic appeal was bound to link up
with anew wave of young consumers distanced
fromthe pop processby anincreasingly dreary
parade of the calculated and artificial.

Wham! come from Watford, atown on the
edge of North London’surban sprawl, where
they went to the same school until Andrew
left for college while George stayed in the
sixth form.

Both are boys who take their pleasure-
seeking extremely seriously,and it wasin’78,
asthey remember somewhat solemnly, that
they became involved with a suburban soul
scene, moving on to affiliate themselves with
the skaand 2-Tone musical movement when
the discos slippedinto a more limpid jazz-funk.
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GeorgeMichaeland
AndrewRidgeleyof
Wham!make their first
USTVappearanceon
theshow SolidGold

~We knew we were
. going to be massive”

NME

“Ska has that energy. That’s what we've
always listened to, the stuff that’s got the
energy at the moment,” says George.

While Wham! expended their adolescent
energy in dancing and drinking, school not
surprisingly took second place and their
results suffered correspondingly.

“Andrew didn’t get our exams because he
wasbeinga college trendy. | was a sixth-form
rebel -which didn’t take much,” George adds.
“I think we both stayed on at school sowe’d
have an excuse to stay athome beinglazy and
wouldn’t have to go out to work. We both
knew that all we wanted to be was pop stars.

“We're both the types that should have got
our A-levels with flying colours, but we were
really lazy, so we didn’t. We spent most of the
time round at Andrew’s house, mucking about
oninstruments and writing songs.”

Inevitably they gathered up a group -aska
band to start with. When they left school they
signed on the dole and carried on composing.
Avyear later their second single entered the
chartsandinretrospect made their short
career look almost like a masterplan.

“We were both convinced that once the
songs were heard by the right people we were
going to makeiit. [t was just
convincing other people
of that - like parents, that
was the hard job.

“You're surrounded by
people who are trying
hard and failing dismally,
andyou've got to convince
your parents that you're
notone of those people.
They don’t realise the
difference between ahit

Introduging... nev*chart stars with soul on the dole, Wham!.

song and abad song, they just thinkiit’s totally
amatter of luck. | always told them, obviously
it'samatter of luck, butit’s not all luck. If you
write good songs for long enough, someone’s
going to want to make money out of them.”

Inthe event their record contract came just
intime, since George’s long-suffering father,
incensed by his apparent lack of activity, was
onthe brink of throwing him out of house and
home. “Now he just keeps asking when the
money’s comingin,” he laughs.

Aswetalkinabarafewyardsaway from
their tiny record company offices in the debby
mecca of London’s South Molton Street, you
can'thelp feeling that these pleasure-loving,
smooth-talking teenagers are the owners of
two very hard young heads.

Wham! are inclined to bandy the jargon
of markets, promotion andsales witha
commercial candour that’s worthy of an
experience ad man or asatin-jacketed rock
executive. In part thisis no doubt due to
the necessities of understanding the rock
rigmarole when you don’thave amanager.

“That’s been an advantage, definitely,”
explains George. “We've had alot closer
contactwithalot of the areas.”

“We know the
machinations alot more,”
adds Andrew.

Less charitably, it’s
possible to speculate
justhow fine theline
between arefreshingly
realistic attitude to the
entertainmentindustry
and the dismally limited
vision that characterises

TheBiz.




For the moment, however, the one
debatable financial error Wham! have made
sofarissigning a contract so speedily - to
Innervision, a small subsidiary of CBS, for
a£500 advance each.

“We knew we were going to be massive, so
we didn’t wantabigadvance,” claims George.

“It was the usual job of panicking and
signingwhen you shouldn’t really have doneiit,
butit’s got us where we are now, soit’s nothing
really to complain about. Any mistakes that
we may have made, we'dstilldoitagaintobe
Number10 this week. Every company hasits
advantages and disadvantages, there's not
much difference.”

After they'd signed to Innervision, they
recorded ademo tape which had, says
George, seven or eight major publishing
companies chasing the rights on the strength
of what he calls one “killer single” that they’ll
release atan appropriate time. “A worldwide
No1,” explains Andrew, “Julio will be green.”

“Iknow it all sounds really over-confident,”
George expands, “butit’s just like we've been
able tojudge our next steps all the way so far,
sowhy notjust keep hoping that you're right?
We know we'reright.”

Their firstrecord, “Wham Rap”, now due to
bereintroduced to the shops on the strength
of “Young Guns”’ success, coincided witha
wider realisation of the huge implications of
ayoungdole-queue generation. A spirited
fist shakeninthe face of adult apathy and
suspicious disapproval, “Wham Rap” is a
refusal to be denied the

“We've done grotty
jobs,sowe weren't talking
off the tops of our heads.
We've done all kinds of
things -labouring, cinema
ushers, warehouse work,
cleaning, washing-up. We
realised after awhile it was
better tostayathome.”

“Young Guns” - a witty condemnation of
adreary domesticity which can prove
permanently crushing when undertaken at
too early anage - has also metits critics who
see anunpleasant male braggadocio beneath
the sparringrepartee of those crackling love-
hate lyrics.

“What happened was that the lyric wasn’t
as well written asit could have been, because
George had to doitin the studio,” says
Andrew. “The sentiment wasn’t truly
expressed. It didn’t really come across.”

“At the same time, | didn’t think there was
any harminthelyric,” adds George. “It’s
worked sowellin every other way.

“Theidea when we wentin the studio was
antiyoung marriage - of either sex. It didn’t
mean to be antiyoung girls. It just seemed to
us that the funniest thing we could think of
relating to it was the way you get the boys up
the pub saying, ‘Where’s so-and-so? Oh, he’s
athome, she’s kept himin again. It might not
berightor true of all situations, but it does
happen alotand we're just commenting oniit.
Thatis what people listen to, and they think

they know that situation.

good thingsinlife, its slick
sloganeeringslicedintoan
exhilarating funk setting;
aspontaneous emotional
response rather than a stiff
political cliche.

“We were writing about
what was happening at the
time that wasreally typical
of mostpeople,” George

“You work towards
getting as wide a
market as possible
without making
crappy records”

“For peopleinthat
situation, the girlis the one
tofeelsorryfor.Inalot of
casesshe’snotbeen
brought up to expect
anything more than to feel
supported and secure. We
were just looking atitasit
happens. We weren't
taking sides. It was a comic

explains. “Obviously more
with peopleinthe North, they didn’t want to
gooutand do grotty jobs and yet there was
nothing else.

“Where we were, Watford wasn’t that bad
for opportunities, we managed to do decent
part-time jobs. Butinalot of places there’s
absolutely nothing. Somebody told me the
other day, ‘Your record cheered up alot of my
friends - whichis brilliant!” We didn’t write it
thinking let’s help kids or anything. We just
thoughtlet’s write about what we're doing at
the moment and make it funny.

“Theidea of actually cheering someone
up was great, because we were told that of
the limited salesit did, 70 per cent of them
wereinthe North. There were people who
were throwing accusations at us for being
irresponsible and talking about enjoying the
dole when so many people can’t. At the same
time, ahuge amount can and we're writing for
them. They obviously got the joke.

“Some people are going to take any lyric
seriously, however funny. We were thinking
about doing one onadriving test,and you can
justimagine people slagging you off for that.
You know -don’t you think about all those
people who have failed six times?

observation.”

What Wham! achieved on their TOTPslot
isanabrupt electric shock that jolts the
programme’s flaccid systeminto instant
chargedaction.Helped by Dee C Lee and
with Andrew’s real-life girlfriend, blonde
Shirlie Holliman, adding poignancy by posing
ashisscreen partner, George and Andrew
glide through a cut-and-thrust vocal comedy
with flashy, fluid funk choreography that
shames much of TOTP’s stodgy staple
dietinto comparative sleepy senility.

It'syoung, fetching and funny, and
with typical opportunism, Wham!have
achieved the best of both worlds by
using the skilled resources of
professional session-men for the
music, while ensuring their visual
lineupisinstantly attractive.

“When we firstapproached arecord
company, their first thought was we'll
getyouabandtogether to move these
songs. We said we didn’t really want a
band. It'sbetter just to have ourselves
asafront.

“What we've foundis thatsofar
we've had two songs that have been
completely different and appealed to
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different markets,”
George continues.
“Eventually we'llhave
acertainsound that
we'llkeep to, for awhile
anyway. You just work
towards getting as wide
amarket as possible
without making crappy
records. If we can keep up the spirit of the
lyrics and the attitude in the record, thenit'll
always sound like us, no matter who we have
behindus. Theideais to keep up the attitude
of therecords, keep them sounding young
and freshand fun.”

Their sparkling crystallisation of that vital,
optimistic attitude has to be central to their
suddensuccess. “I think people definitely
identified with us on TOTP,” says George,
“that’s why the sales shot up. On ‘Wham Rap’
we were playing and singing in terms kids
couldrelate to. It's not manipulated, it’s just
that we're trying torelate to as many people
aswe can, because theredon’tseemtobe
many people doingiit.”

Especially at atime when the people making
pop music seemincreasingly divorced fromits
audience. “It’s drifted back off againinto all
the big producers like your ABC jobs, your
Dollars and Bucks Fizz,” George agrees. “And
although some of those records are brilliant,
they're across the boards. There's nothing
really directingitself at the youngsters.
Madness are the closest thing that so many
peoplerelate to,and even they, | think, are
beginning to getabitbored with what they're
doing. The music’s not as funasit was.”

The biggest future problem Wham! will
face is keeping that shiny bright sense of
unspoiltingenuity. “It must be very, very
difficult. That’s one of the things we're going
tohave to fight for, trying to keep a fresh
sound,” George muses.

Inthe meantime they're abouttoadda
whole new meaning to their hallowed maxim
of enjoying what you do. “We're just about to
have to work hard for the first time in our lives,
I think,” admits George with the rueful
reluctance of adedicated hedonist. “We've
managed to avoid it so far, but if we want to
get further than this, we've got to work hard.
Thisisjust the beginning,” he sighs. “We're
aiming at youth, saying enjoy what time you've
got, becauseit’s the best time of your life.”

“So far, anyway,” adds Andrew. Adrian Thrills
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have been hailed as fathers

of the pristine “new pop”, but Edwyn Gollins
doesn’t accept his offspring. “l hate them
the same way | hated progressive groupsin
’I1,” he says. Gan the reconfigured group
recapture some of their early magic?

NME




January20,1982:
EdwynCollins

frontsOrange Juice
atThe Venuein
London’s Victoria




woreloud checks and warm smiles, coveringup
fortheirinadequacieswith aheap ofsilly grins
andbadjokes.

With the passing of time, though, amateurism
becomesshamateurism. Live oronrecord, there
wasno audibleimprovementin Orange Juice.
Where the bemused expression of those
wonderful, ifrough, Postcard singlesrang
genuine enough, itbegan to sound forced after
itwas cleaned up with Polydor money; and
Edwyn’svoice cracking up on their biggest chart
shot—acoverof AlGreen’s “L.O.V.E. Love” —was
more careless than cute.

Anyway, nobodyneeded to tolerate sloppiness
inthisnewage of qualityand distinction
heralded by the ABC/Trevor Horn and Human
League/Martin Rushent axis. What’smore,
Nicky Heyward has a goofier, more comfortable
grin. His Haircut 100, Altered Images and the
rest capitalised on the pop consciousness
OrangeJuice helped cultivate.

Hate? Orjustbitter aboutbeingleftbehind,
Edwyn?

“It’snotacaseof sourgrapes,” he counters
caustically, “becauseldon’tenvy them, these
groupswho've putthe ‘a’ backinto pop music.
Haha.Ireallydon't.Iknowthereare certain
factionswhoinsistthat Orange Juice propagated
thiswonderful, golden age of pop, but quite
franklyifIthoughtwe'dbeeninanyway
responsible, I'dfeel we’dhave ahell ofalotto
answer for. BecauseI think most ofitis shit.

“That’swhyIfeel we've been misrepresented
bythe press, who've taken the more superficial and crass elements of
whatwe did and amplified them, so theybecome twee. And because we
haven’tdelivered, which to some extentIadmit, we'vebecome the
scapegoat for this horrible saccharine movement.

“It’snot thatI'm bitter, it's justthat T hate them,” he continues. “Ihate
them the same wayIhated progressive groupsin’77; hate was the good
thingabout punk.Ithinkhate canbeverypositiveifitisdirected in the
rightway...”

of purpose that followed their virtual demise on the release of

theirlong-delayed, out-of-date debut LP You Can't Hide Your
Love Forever on Polydor. They dumped on Alan Horne, fell out with
each otherand fell apart, only to regroup around Edwyn and bassist
Dave McClymont. The presentlineup is now completed by guitarist
Malcolm Ross, from JosefK, and drummer Zeke Manyika, from
Zimbabwe -the nation, nota group.

Theymeetmeinpairs during therecordingof their second LP, Dave
and Malcolm outlining the schisms of the past,and Zeke and Edwyn
mappingoutthefuture. Alan, the first pair say, had to go, after planting
the preconceptionsinthe presstheylater found difficult tolive up to,and
fortheholdhehad on Edwyn.

“Itwas Alanwho said Orange Juice were going to be a pop group,”
accuses Dave, “thatwe would be on Top Of The Pops and have huge hits for
Postcard. ButIalways thoughtwe werelike Pere Ubu! That’s whyIjoined
thegroup!

THE POSITIVE SIDE of Orange Juice’s hate is the renewed sense

ThesecondOrange Juice [Becc=

lineup:(c/wisefromleft)
MalcolmRoss,Dave
McClymont,Zeke
Manyika, Edwyn Collins

“Jameswas always dizzy-eyed, playing novel things on
guitarand wanting to write stupid twee comedy songs,
like thoseyou getin musicals,” sneers Dave. “Alot of people came to see us
especially for James, because he would always do somethingwacky, like
fallover.”

Malcolm, the gawky shy boy fromJosefK, entered the fray only tobe
repulsed byall the bitching. “All thisbackstabbing,” herecalls with
horror. “Itwas ahorrible atmosphere. [justwanted toleave...”

Astheirmostdisciplined and composed member, Edwyn and Dave
hungonto himand sacked the other two. Malcolm’s splendid, terse style,
which defined JosefK’s series of excellent singles, isn’t the only stabilising
influence. Thereisalso drummer Zeke. ..

Zeke, theyrightly claim, is their mostinterestingmember. An affable,
easy-going 27-year-old veteran of various Glaswegian funk/reggae/
whatever groups, hearrivedin Scotland eightyearsago asapolitical
refugee from pre-Zimbabwe Rhodesia, where he was drawing too much
attention through the black-youth-consciousness plays he was writing
with other teenagersin the smallhometown communityin Rhodesia’s
heartland. His autobiography goes somethinglike this:

“Itwasacrazysituation,” herecalls. “Iwasworking with other
teenagers during the schoolholidays, writing plays and staging them.

We used to invite our white counterparts over to see them, but they never
came, exceptonce, and then theyallleft earlybecause they thoughtitwas
toopolitical.

“Thetitle ofthatplay, haha, soundsreally grand and pretentious now,
butitwas called Search For Human Dignity.Itwasjustabout people
comingoutofschool, reflecting exactlywhatwashappeningtous.
Wedidn'tthinkour parentsunderstood the

“Besides,” herelatesfurther, “Iused tobevery
closeto Edwyn, butonceAlancameinIdidn’t
speakto Edwynagain foraboutsixmonths.
IthoughtAlanwastakingover the group, and
rather than making somerash statementlike,
‘Alan!You're taking over the group’, I crawled
backtotheflatandjustwhimpered.”

Earlierdrummer Steven Dalywas purged
simplybecause “Iwouldn’ttalktohimatall,
wedidn’tgeton, sotherhythmsectionwas
rubbish. And we would justlaugh atJames...”

...Kirk, their previous guitarist, that is, who,
intherevised view ofthings, carries the can for
OrangeJuice’sshambolicreputation.

“It was a
horrible
atmosphere.
I just wanted
to leave”

situation. Most of us thought thatour parents
were justweak foracceptingall thisnonsense
foryears. Sowe were alienated from our parents
justasmuch aswewere from the white people.
“Thealternative was to do music, write plays,
thingslike thatto tryand showthem whatwe
were goingthrough. Butthisisthe funnypart
-Ididn’tquiteknowwhatwashappeningat
thetime. My dad, whowasaheadmasterthen,
wassecretlyworking for the Zanu Party [the
then outlawed national partyfighting for
independence], hisbrotherwasin Mozambique,
ayoungcommanderin the guerillaforce. Sohe
hadgoodreasontobescared, because maybel
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of myplays and encouraged me,
though he told metobe careful. Allthe
whilehewas smugglingbooks to Mugabe,
duringthat 10 years Mugabe spentin
detention, and Isuspecthewas passingon
lettersbetween people, actingasalink.

“Afterawhileitstarted gettingdead
uncomfortable; the police started to followus
around, kept movingus on, preventing us from
groupingtogether. We were becoming quite a
noticeable group in the community. Somy
parents, who had some Scottish friends,
suggested me going to Glasgow.”

Didn’thewanttoreturn once Zimbabwe was
declaredindependent?

“No, myparentswanted me to, butIwasreally
settledin Glasgow,” he answers. “Ijustfelta
solidaritywith the people here, I've never felt
any conflicthere. Ijustfittedin.”

Inthe meantime, hisfatherisnowworking
from the Zimbabwe embassyin Yugoslavia.

Zekehasn'texactlyawakened anewpolitical
consciousnessin OrangeJuice, buthe’san
undeniably important presence, helping check
theirdescentinto self-parodyandalerting
themto theworld outside the concerns of their
love songs, acute though Edwyn’s observations
generallyare.

“People always askus about politics, because
they thinkwe’re vacuous and thatwe don’t
knowanythingaboutthe heavierside oflife,”
despairs Edwyn. “Butit’snotreally the case.
Ihatebeingportrayed asbeingnaive about
vices, sexand drugs, thinglike that. Whichisn't
tosayweareseriousand thisistheheavy
political angle of Orange Juice; it’s just when
Iread the NME Quotes Of The Year which had
mesaying, ‘Idohaveideasabout
politicsand the world butI've forgotten
them for the minute’, [thought, ‘Aw
fuck, that’sreallyaskingforit. What
Imeanis, [am quite naive about
conventional politics, because 'mnot
thatinterested... butIthinkthelyrics
are ‘meaningful’ ininverted commas.
I'dliketothink they're stimulating,
inthatwe say things quite simply,
communicatingideassuccinctly. And
some of them are quite accurate.”

Therewasn’tmuchnoticeable
differencein thenew group’sfirst
recorded collaboration, “Two Hearts
Together”, the sleeve of which had Dave
and Edwynstaringdewy-eyed at
prospective buyers. Furthermore, their
new production companytitled Holden
Caulfield Universal suggested they
were grimlyhanging onto theiryouth
bymakinganeasyassociation with the
hero of JD Salinger’s Catcher In The Rye.

“Well, Tjust thoughtthe novel was so

evocative ofadolescence, we'd take alittle digat ourselves,” counters
Edwyn. “Itwas meant to be self-demeaning; it was meant to be quite

wry.Haha.”

The overriding preoccupation of the brashly honest, painfully funny
Holdenwasthe deceit thatseemed to go with adulthood compromise,
which he sawblossomingin his “youngadult” contemporaries.

Againsthisharshingenuousness, mosteverybodywas exposed as
phoney.Isuspect “Two Hearts Together” would shrivel before his stern

I've been waiting on this for avery
long time and, believe me, it's only
because | canalready hear some other
dumb hacks tutting and tittering and
scratching their beer-bellies in perverse
preparation to pick this bright beauty to
pieces that I'm about to make some attempt
to anticipate most of their idiotic
objections. And thenI’ll get down to the real
businessinhand and tell you why thisis
possibly the greatest record ever made.

Orange Juice can't play. Dubious but,
admittedly, not groundless. Here and there
aguitar will wander away in rapt excitement,
oradrumbeat may pursueit’s own pleasant
path. But Orange Juice don’t need
tightening up.

Onthe contrary, its exactly this
lackadaisical bent that constantly tricks and
surprises. There’s much more to Orange
Juice than will everreach the average
muso’s ear anyway. Like, did you know that
former member James wasbamboozled
into wearing a square pair of McGuinn’s
because the othersinformed himit would
make him play better? It worked. He did.
Orange Juice magic.

Edwin Collins can’t sing. Technically true.
Our Ed does seem to have amite more
trouble than most keeping those eager
young tonsils in tune. So what does that
prove? Didn’t Rotten sound like Albert
Steptoe, Lennon like Jimmy Tarbuck, Bolan
like Larry The Lamb?

Since when has pop’s odd stray note
meant anything other than the finest point

Jou Con't Hide Your Love Forever
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of expression, the bit where personality
punctures arigid song formulaandreally
rejoices or hurts?

Orange Juice do this all the time and
Edwin Collinsis one fine fruity singer.

OJhave nothing whatsoever to do with
rock’s sordid history. They deal in songs, not
poses. Life, not artifice. Thisrecord deals
with humanrelationships and the games
lovers play better than any other album
ever made; it canbe more cynical than
Kraftwerk, more sexy than Oakey, more
cuddly than the Mode and more crucial than
Joy Division, purely and simply because it all
comes so naturally.

Orange Juice eschew the whoop-de-doo,
get-on-up, get-on-down myth of rock’n’roll
ecstasy, see through transparent “chic cold
misery” and refuse to pander to extreme
expectations.

Orange Juice look,sound and want tobe
normal - want to love and laugh and sulk and
cry and not make some melodramatic fuss
all aboutit. Want, as Edwyn said “to take the
pleasure with the pain”.

So eachand every songon thisalbum
isabrave potpourriof puns and romance,
the busting giggle of abunch of bright lads
who are happy and healthy and absolutely
convinced that there’s more to a girl than
athree-minute grope and then off down
the pub.

Orange Juice, asithappens, drink orange
juice. They say -and they'reright - thatit’s
good for you. You Can'’t Hide Your Love
Foreveris good for you too, makes you feel
like flinging your hat high in the air, like
skipping down the street when you think no

one’s looking, like you did when the

postman delivered that Valentine.

Funny how it’s always the records out
onalimb that end up defining anera.
Orange Juice ain’t Status Quo nor some
new salsabig band. Orange Juice are
Orange Juice and they’ll mix folk with
funkifand when they please becauseit'’s
there and they hate all these unwritten
laws against it.

They understand entirely that having to
catch thelastbus home or the untimely
arrival of apre-date spot canbe the
greatest disastersinthe world. And that
tragedies gojust like they come. Daily.

Orange Juice know these things
because they're young and unwise and
haven'tyet learned to dull all their senses.
Iknow by now that you've all guessed the
end, so how could | possibly disappoint
you?...Love Forever Is my album of the
year. Yes, already! Steve Sutherland

gaze, buttheflip’s “Hokoyo” —written by Zeke—and the forthcoming
single “I Can’t Help Myself” are agile and intuitive enough tolook Holden
straightin the eye withoutflinching.

“Idofeel there’sasortofstrength backin the group,” enthuses Edwyn.
“Some of the songs on the new LP are the best we've done—a post-post-
Postcard feel bothin timescale and sound.”

UnlikeJD Salinger, Orange Juice mightjustsurvive the precocity of their
early creations tobecome more than a one-shotwonder. ChrisBohn ®
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From LA:
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vibrant new music from
deep US traditions, his
patron Debbie Harry
wonders why he’s

so depressed. “I’'m
deteriorating right
here in front of you
now,” says Jeffrey.
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06T0pER-DERENBER

justto fight offthe crushing, soul-destroying emptiness oflifein that
town, and so he could getinto clubs for free. He thought they’d play
maybe sixshows and then explode backinto nowhere.

Butsomewhere along theline The Gun Club came good. Lastyear they
cutagreatfirstalbum, Fire Of Love, for Slash Records. (Pierce, in his time,
did somerockwriting for Slash magazine, too.) Whatmost people
noticedfirstabout the music wasits deranged mutation of countryblues
(theLPevenincluded aRobertJohnson song) howlingoutthrough araw
punkattackthatraged and crashed like some awful pain-maddened
monster, blundering out of the swampland undergrowth. Piercerode
thatmonster’s back, mouthing savage incantations and spine-chilling
images of death, vengeance, sexand voodoo magic.

Hehadlostallinterestin modern music by 1979. He went back to Marc
Bolan, Creedence, old R&B, then kept on “regressing”. What drives him
nowis therediscovery of pre-warwhite music-most ofit forgotten,
despised as hillbilly trash, much of itas spooky and potent as the black
man’s blues.

Butforallthat, he keptafondnessfor Blondie; he met Debbie Harry
when he presented her with an old Standells single atarecord-store
autograph session. Hemoved up to New Yorkand helped run the

2.TheFireOfLove

all these songs and put so much into it, and someone says, ‘OK,

whatareyou gonna callit?’ It’s so hard, Imean, figure outa title
for all this shit, all this work? Title it? Twish it could just be blank... I'm
alothappier with this title, Miami, because it encompasses everything
that’sin there, in therecord.”

How’sthat?Itjustsoundslike a placename to me.

“Itbasically has to dowith myabsolute conviction that Miamiis the
biggestdeath housein the world. The East Coastjustsendsallits
unwanted old people down there to die. Isaw people droppingdead in
thestreets. Itwas one of the most morbid thingsI've ever seen, like an
elephant’s graveyard. Decorated tolooklike a tropical resort! The whole
ideathatthe Americanshave created somethinglike thatseemed tobe
simultaneously the mostamazing thingI could thinkof, and one of the
saddest. Disgustingin one way, and ingeniousin another!

“There’salotofyoungkids go down there too, and they’ve got nothing

todo. There’s probablymore drugsinthat townthan
anywhere elsein America; tons of junkies. And all

44 I DIDN’'T KNOWWHAT I wanted to callit. After you've written

group’sfan club. And Debbie and Chris Stein helped Gun Club make

anotherLP.

Miami, released the otherweek, is on Stein’s Animallabel and he
producesit. Debbie Harry even sings onit. And Miamiis another great
album-smoother, more professional thanits predecessor, butlacking

none of The Gun Club’s violent virtue.

ohambolic but memorable

MM OCT 16

OOKING ALARMINGLY LIKE Debbie
I_Harry with afearful weight problem and

sounding like Jim Morrison with Iggy Pop
stuckin his throat, Jeffrey Lee Pierce
waddled to the front of the stage, waved
abottle of plonk at the packed house and
confronted it with a pulpy frown.

“Whaddyawant?” Jeffrey scowled, his
brow rippling like the folds of skinon a
squatting porker. “How 'bout amedley
of Rodgers & Hammerstein?”

The audience thought about this like they
would think about a great deal else that
would follow during The Gun Club’s set:
silently, with an almost static sense of
enquiry. “No!” shouted some wag
eventually, adelay of some length makingiit
impossible to describe hisresponse as
anything approaching immediate.

This kind of hesitancy characterised the
response of both the audience and this hack
throughout The Gun Club’s shambolic but
naggingly memorable London debut.
Whatever lingering doubts and irritation
were provoked by the senseless perversions
they inflicted upon their occasionally
cleaving material, it should be noted that
they nevertheless maintained akind of
diseased authority; remained compelling
evenindisintegration and mucky confusion.

Responsible so far for two albums of
confused standard, the one rough but
stinging, the other by comparison timid and
posturing, The Gun Club proved tobe no
more consistent live. Slippingin an early
highlight, they featured “Texas Serenade”
from the new LP upfront.

Musically, the Gun Clubresembled a
chorusline of exclamation marks. Ward
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Dotson’slead guitar was a continuous shriek,
ahysterically pitched counter to Pierce’s
brooding yowls and hyena screeching.

For the first 20 minutes, this was a potent
combination: “Texas Serenade”, “Run
Through The Jungle” and “Fire Of Love”
were all despatched with ablood-curdling
venom absent from Chris Stein’s production
of the same songs on Miami.

“Like Calling Up Thunder” possessed the
same black momentum: unfortunatelyitran
away completely with the group. Fromhere
onto Jeffrey's apparently frustrated and
ill-tempered exit (to the sound of his own
footsteps, it might be added), virtually
everything was thrown away at aridiculously
frenetic pitch that obscured the spirit and
drama of the group’s songs.

Staggering fatly around the stage like a
peroxide Meat Loaf, Jeffrey Lee did little to
restore anyone’s confidence. As the music
twitched convulsively from one frantic climax
toanother, old Jeff hammed it up something
dreadful, posing excessively around the mic
stand and trying desperately to establish
himself as a psychotic rock’n’roll bandit: this
was all unnecessarily melodramatic and
dreadfully boorish of Jeffrey who clearly
needsa clip around the ear for his behaviour.

Ironically, the spectacle of Pierce groaning
on his knees and making the sign of the
cross while the spotlight blazed around him
like bristling halos extracted one of the few
positive reactions of the evening. Shortly
afterwards, seemingly miffed by a distinct
lack of adulation, Jeffrey led his disgruntled
troopsinto the wings. “All the best then,
Jeff,” we thought, scribbling our farewellsin
the margin of abeer mat. Allan Jones

— LONDON ——

LIVE!

—— OCTOBERS ——

the WestIndians, practisinglots of magic.Ijust
thinkthattownalone seemstobethe sum
total of everythingIwrote onthatrecord.

It'slike,ifIever did somethingand they

putmeontrial,and had to dosomething

withme, well, theyshould justsend me

to Miami!

“Iguessatthetimelreallyfelt pretty
hopeless. Chris and Debbie were saying,
‘Jesus, theworld’snotgonnaend, whatare you
sodepressed about?’ Somebodysaid tome the
difference between the firstrecord and this one
was thefirstwasfieryand crazy, but thisone’s
morelikeadirge. That’s exactlywhatitis,a
dirge. Atthe timeIwas goingbackwardsand
forwards tohospital, Thad abourbon drinking
problem, swollenliver, been on tour for about
eightmonths. Itwas all these things comingto
aheaduntilyoureachapointwhereyou'rejust
completelyburntoutand wasted.

“Thealbum probablysounds clearer 'coswe
had moneyto produceit correctly. And Chris
and Debbie tookall this dirgey, self-centred
neurosisand madeitsound like anicerecord.

‘“I'minabettermood now, butlastJuneIwas
justtoodamnedself-destructive, too
depressed about the friendsI'd lost, the home
I'dlost, the completeloss ofidentity when you
don’tliveanywhere, justjumpingfrom one
townto another. All personal identity goes out
thewindow. Youdon'thave amotherora
girlfriend, ‘cos they’re wayback, like a 100 years
agobeforeall thisshitstarted. That'swhenyou
getreal morbid, like Hank Williams did. You
gottabe careful, there’ssomany casualties.”

3.Thekeytothe highway

developing the country strain

exemplified by thelast track of Miami,
the darkand morose “Mother Of Earth”.
Beyond thatnotion, he’s chronically vague
aboutwhat happens next.

“Whoknows? That’s so longfrom now. Maybe
I'llbearavingnazibythen, or convertto the
Jewishreligion. MaybeI'llhaveno control over
whatI'mdoing. It'stoobad all thisdidn’thappen
afewyearsago, becauselwasprettymucha
well-controlled kid. NowI'mtoofargone...

“I've gottwo opposite directions Iwanna go
in.Ikindalike thatchimingpsychedelic sound,
andontheotherhandIlike thatreal country &

F ORTHEFUTURE, Pierce sees himself



western thing. ButIcouldn’tdo thatwith The
Gun Club.I'd have tostartsomethingnew-the
firstdrugged-out countrysinger or something.
Iwouldlove torunaround justwriting slow
E-minor countrysongs—everyone aboutheroin
anddeath!Play 'emall on the Grand Ol Opry!

“But,” hereflects, suddenlywistful, “they
would probablyneverallowthat. They don’t
have muchofasense ofhumour.”

Imention theresistance to country music
whichstill exists, maybe as the best old stuff
hasbeenburied, overlaid by three decades of
saccharinerubbish.

“That’sthedamn Yankees. The northerners
always take Southern thingsandslick’emup for

the major market. By the time they get over here you getaverydiluted
version. Whereas the Southernerslive down therein thatdamned heat,
and there’sno money down there, it's economically destitute. A placelike

“Id love to

run around
writing slow
E-minor
country songs”

Mississippiisas badly offas ElSalvador. And all those people down there

are completely out of their minds. Absolutely. Alot of those people aren’t

5.TheEnd

controllable...I'vestarted up all these bands now. I decided I gotsick of

doingjustoneband.”

Hewakes up outof maudlinreverie to tell me abouthis new projects.
There’sagroup he plays guitar for, TexAnd The Horse Head.

“Weplayallstandardslike ‘BigBoss Man’, make 'em all sound like
‘Sister Ray’.It’s likewhere Gun Club’s set ends, this one begins.”

Thenthere’sagroup with Dee Pop of The
Bush Tetras, and more work with Stein
andHarry. And thenthere’saplanforan
actcalled Led Zeppelin, ATribute To The
Doors, theideabeingthey'd allwearblond
wigsand notplayasingle Doorstune, or
elsedo themskiffle-style... Theytried,
unsuccessfully, toenlistRayManzarek—
“butIdon’tthinkhefoundittoofunny”.

4.Good ol’boys
guts. He gotsobad in hislater

years, this dreadful symbol
of America. Typical Southerner,

¢¢ I HATEELVIS PRESLEY’S

November11,1982:
JeffreyLeePierceand
PatricaMorrison, The
GunClub’sthirdbass
player,atthe Peppermint
LoungeinNew York City

everybodyin the South deteriorates. Imean,
I'mdeterioratingright here in front of you
now! Everybody eventually becomes a big
burnt-out, wasted alcoholic.

“It'sjustthestylein thatpartofthe world.
Theyjustcan’tseemtodoitanyotherway.
It'snotaveryhealthypartofthe country for
metobein.

“BythetimeIgottoNew YorkIwasaraving
maniac. Debbie got real worried about me.
Butallthose countrysingers, the Texas people,
they destroy themselves. Unless theymake
alotofmoney, like Willie [Nelson] or Waylon
[Jennings], or theyhookup withareally good
woman to straighten them out. ButElvisis

ridiculous, and people are so reverent about him.
“I'thinknothing’sreverent.IguessI'mveryblasphemous.Ithink
everythingshould be made fun of.”

instorage.Iwasin New York fora month that was the longest

Ispentin one place forayear. Friends start to become
important to you, because you never see them atall. You're always
arriving in towns like Norfolk, Virginia, or some shit, and youdon’t

44 I DON'TREALLY LIVE anywhere any more. All my stuft’s

know anybody, and youlook funny,

and theyall hate you, and thinkyou’re
gay ‘cosyoure wearingaleatherjacket...
Soyoujuststay in your hotel room and
watchTVand...

“Uh...It'sallgonna cometogether
eventually. [justwish they’d have agreat
bigwar or something. Justso people had
somethingtodo.”

Relax, hedoesn’tmeanit, he’snot that
fargone. Notyet. WhatI'dlike to seeJeffrey
LeePierce do nowis make one, two more
LPslike Miami. Then find some good
woman to straighten him out. Then
maybe take thatjob with the Library Of
Congress. PaulDuNoyer ®
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Marvin Gaye:
keepingthesoul
loversatisfied

ALBUMS

Marvin Gaye
CBS

Nothing to equal the brilliant
“(Sexual) Healing” here, but
unquestionably the best LP
Marvin Gaye has producedin
alongtime.Of course, over the
years we've come to expect too
much from Gaye, especially after
the ground-breaking successes
of What'’s Going Onand Let’s
Get It On.Infact, the albums
that came later - Here, Here,

My Dear and In Our Lifetime -
although not classics, have had
to stand unfair comparisons with
these seminal works and have
suffered accordingly.

Gaye, too, seems to have
suffered. Effectively ostracised
from hishomeland, America, for
reasons of a dubious nature, last
year found himholed up in
London, depressed, miserable
and unsure of his career. This
year it'sadifferent matter.
Freed of his Motown contract
(he effectively disowned his last
LP because of what he called
“Motown’s interference”), he’s
teamed up with his old song-
writing companion Harvey
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Fuqua. Together
they’'ve managedto
produce material using
electronic backing that finds
Gaye in one of his most musically
creative moods.

The songs heredon’trest
onlaurels, but try to push
forward, Gaye trying his hand at
everything; drums, synthesizers,
organ, vibes, glockenspiel, even
finger-popping. Gaye has
written, arranged and produced
everything, except foracouple
of songs, and done it with
masterful ease and confidence.
Onelisten to “(Sexual) Healing”
confirms this. Both sensuous and
relaxed, it's the best excuse, if
ever one was needed, for sex.
Most of the LP,
dammit all of the
LP, concernsitself
with matters of the
flesh and soul,
whetheritbe the
sinuous funk of
“Rockin’ After
Midnight” or the
lush surroundings
of “Til Tomorrow”.
What makes these,
andtherest of the
songs work, apart

from the brilliant
combination of stilted
electronicrhythms
layered beautifully with drums,
effective hornwork, and discreet
guitars, is Gaye's voice.
Amilliontimes ayear the word

“love” is used and thrown away
insongs. Marvin Gaye’s voice is
one of the few that actually make
youbelieve in the power of it.
This voice can’thelpit. Every
insinuation, every word
caressed, everylittle shout,
spells sex. Gaye moves from
one extreme to another, his
voice contrastingin afascinating
manner with the electronics
behind him, never one-
dimensional, always intimate

and always human.He can
pull youinto his world
without you noticing and, like
the start of aninfatuation,
you're totally hypnotised.
On Midnight Love, Gaye
hasproven that he’s not
only more than capable of
reclaiminglost ground but
actually able to create
pasturesnew. ThisLPisnota
comebackbut a continuation
of avery special talent.
Essential to all soul
merchantsandlovers.
Paolo Hewitt, MMNov13

Prince
WARNERBROS (US IMPORT)

Whether Prince has ditched
theideals which made his
previous four albums so
provocative for the lucrative
lure of compromise, or
whether, despite what the
sales figures say, his
influence hasinfiltrated
mainstream pop to the point
where his imitators go
virtually unnoticed, the fact
is that much of 1999 sounds
disappointingly familiar.
Perhaps plagiarists such as
The Time and Vanity 6 have
forced hishand, perhaps the
danger of self-parody called
for adramatic shift of
emphasis but, whatever the
motivation, 1999 sounds like
acollection of crudely
calculated manoeuvres towards
popularingratiation. Gone is the
essentially wide-eyed naif
eulogising the joys of sexual
self-discovery; the Prince of
1999 is a stud without balls,
paranoically obsessed with his
position as first minister of sexual
politics, strutting mucho macho
bravado and sacrificing tender
intimacy to boasting prowess.
Whereas the breathtakingly
explicit “Do Me Baby” from last
year’s Controversy album
unashamedly celebrated carnal
ecstasy and, in context with
“Ronnie, Talk To Russia”,
proposed love as analternative
toman’s self-destruction, much
of 1999is hackneyed, bop-
against-the-bomb,
outrage-for-outrage’s
sake. Theimagery has
grown self-consciously
horny; the automobile-
humping equation of
“Little Red Corvette”,
the jet-setting clichés of
“International Lover” and
nudge-nudge, wink-wink
innuendo of “Let’s
Pretend We're Married”
touting for cheap thrills
andself-aggrandisement.




PSYCHIC TV

I suppose,inall
honesty, it was
commerecially
inevitable that
Prince would
become acartoon
of hisformer
sensitivities,
betraying precious
insistence thatany
actofloveis natural
for anantithetical
freak appeal. But
when the fourth
side of this, his first
double album, boasts climaxes
like the preposterously sensuous
“Lady Cab Driver” and the
wickedly self-deflating “All The
Critics Love U InNew York”,
Ican’'thelp but wish that the rest
of the album’s public exposures
had remained his private

force the Aand, ﬂ// harce

illustrated with many rare
photographsonthe history
andideas of The Temple'. Is this
new-age hippy crap or what?
Some of the music onboth
of theserecordsisn’t that far
removed from the awful chanting
of the Hare Krishna brigade that
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indiscretions. Steve Sutherland, hasturned many arocker’s head

Japan: return
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The personnel are half of the were made with 23 Tibetan getting aprivate
defunct Throbbing Gristle, human thigh bones, bicycle Japan bed fromthe

Genesis P. Orridge and Sleazy
Peter Christopherson, plus
ex-Alternative TV man Alex
Fergusson, but the aims and
motives behind the project
remain shadowy. Sleazy and
Genesis, the masterminds to
Alex the musician, made this

album after outside pressure to painful way imaginable. What this should give the band’s Blancmange

record again. Theirlong-term sounds like a million flies buzz critics alittle food for thought. T,

objective of breaking down the over the corpse before the Its affecting musical lilt actually | LONDON e @(if

control systems that govern our funeral proper; thenthere’s reminds me of Kate Bush’s The K-Tel answer %"::'

lives remains their central tinkling bells and other ersatz “Army Dreamers”. to Simple Minds, ;';{Z’

concern, and thisisbut one Easternnonsense. MMNov13 therevoltingly l’;

expression of that desire. Butthereal surprisesareon i named : &
There’s something else going the Chance album. Thisincludes The Higsons Blancmange '

onhere, too. Whenlinterviewed vocals by Marc Almond, strings have found

them they were distinctly by Andrew Poppy from MM 2-TONE themselves [/”0 %4%

guarded on the subject of favourites The Lost Jockey, and Thanks, one would assume, amouldand, of '?“fﬂ /3

cultism, even going so far as to the Beggar and Co hornsection. tothekeen ear of producer course, ashape P e,

suggest that thiswas an areathey The mind-expandinglyrics are JerryDammers, The Higsons follows. Pink, soft »""’&?ﬁ;ﬁ“‘;

werenolonger interestedin. by Genesis. The music? Well have produced arecord and powdery to taste, T

Perhaps sensing my scepticism,
they avoided all mention of The
Temple Ov Psychick Youth.
Aswell asthe Force The Hand
Of Chancerecord, this package
included ‘Psychick Themes’
made by ‘initiates of The Temple’
that willaccompany portions of
afour-hour PTV video.
Accordingto theliterature,
many of the instruments have
‘ritual or psychic properties’ and
the music was also designed ‘for
subsequent use by initiates of
The Templein theirrituals.’
On top of this, asmall poster-
pamphlet gives you the option of
sending money to The Temple to
enable merchandising and the
purchase of a‘limited edition
booklet, clothbound and

wheelsand aNew Guinea head-
hunter’s pipe willbe enough to
ensure your undivided attention.
It begins with aslow Harold
Budd/Eno-ish piano exercise,
wandersinto anunidentified
wind instrument which proceeds
todieonitsfeetinthe most

imagine a dose of maudlin strings
and simpering guitars spliced
with canyons of the mind poetry

and Ennio Morricone high drama.

OrJimMorrison as the Lizard
King with no tail and half abrain.
Andifyoudon’t get the message
there'salways the “Message
From The Temple” (previously
titled more appropriately “The
Sermon”)and American-style
monologue that could be
aperfectsendup of the fake
religious tone thatinfests this
whole concept.

I conclude: The Temple Ov
Psychick Youthisless than
atwinklein the eye of evolution
and abunch of bad spellers to
boot.Beam me up, Scotty.
lanPye, MMNov20

VIRGIN

Anarrestingand
unexpectedsinglein the wake
of their TinDrum LP. Shaped
round some elegant piano and
with Dave Sylvian’s vocals
returning to theimpressive
emotional depths of “Ghosts”,

which at times sounds lovely

- particularly the Stax-tinged
horns. It slightly spoilsiit,
though, whenyou've got
some bloke whining away who
hasnot the foggiestidea of
how to sing. MMNov13

The Undertones
ARDECK

Feargal Sharkey’s tremulous
vocals are shaking so much
these days they will surely do
himaninjury. If that’s the case

=,

ARPLLK
EUNDERTONES

- —

ARDS 11

proceeds of this one.
“Love Parade” is their most
disappointingsingle for ages
and arrives at atime when they
really needed somethingmore
rejuvenating to make up for
lost ground. MMOct23

this will remind you of
school dinners and other
things too unpleasant to
mention here. MMOct23

Yoko Ono

POLYDOR

For somereasonwe are not
allowed to actually say what we
think of the efforts of dear old
Yoko. “Always-loved-you; well-
some-of-your-stuff, but-this-
isn’t-my-cup-of-tea” is what
getsinto print, though “For-
God’s-sake-someone-have-a-
word-with-her, dissuade-her-
tell-a-lie-do-anything-but-
don’t-please-don’t-let-her-put-
out-any-more-records” is
usually what is on the mind.
MMDec4
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cut-up”

In London for The Final Academy, a musical
celebration of his influence,

is joined by for an
interview. “Dentists use music as a painkiller,”
says Burroughs. “They always ask me if | want
novocalm or music and | tell ’em novocalm.”

NME

HISMIGHT NOT be the Garden Of Eden, but God strike

me down ifthe sunshine don’tbring it somewhere close.

Breakfasting out on the patio - Chelsea Arts Club,

September 30, 1982 —basking in the delayed summer

heatare William Seward Burroughs and Brion Gysin,

venerable serpentsifever there were a pair, whose
forbidden fruit has been the most nourishing food for thought and
savage amusement these past 23 years.

Nibbled atby everysubsequent generation and taken upin earnestby
TheFinal Academy students Psychic TV, Cabaret Voltaire, 23 Skidoo and
Z’EV,itisstill subjected to hystericalhowls of moralindignation or ardent
admiration, the polarisationitself confirming the pair’s position at the
forefront of what Jon Savage describes as “the informationwar” —or “the
war between knowledge and anti-knowledge” (Genesis P-Orridge).

Burroughsentereditin earnestin 1959 with the publication of The
Naked Lunch (his second novel after 1953s Junky), which described
aphantasmagoricaljourneyback from The Fallfrom God’s gracetoa
hellishheaven of man’s own dreamingviaaddiction, arousingsexfantasies
and unsettling caricature of stereotypes—all pointing away to violent
sheddingof conditioning.

Though the controversial campaigning, litigation and literary debate,
which finallysecured therightto publicationin Britain, belongs very
much to thelingering post-war puritanism ofthe early’60s, itsimpact on

anindividual pickingitup for thefirsttime todayis probably as greatnow “Thehistory ofthis
asithaseverbeen planetisthehistory
v e : . . . . . . ofwar”:William$
Sothesignificance ofits publication victoryrightly pales besides the more BurroughsinChicago,
lastinginfluence Burroughshas exerted in thatsame informationwar. He » March25,1981
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was given the most effective weapon by hislong-time friend and
collaborator Brion Gysin—aBritish-born, Swiss national, American-by-
choice painter and writer—who accidentally chanced upon the cut-up
techniques—amechanical method ofintroducingspontaneity by cutting
passagesinto stripsand permutating them, folding them into other texts
—inParisin’59.

The cut-upis theirmost potentlegacy, but they’ve also amassed
and exchanged an extraordinaryamountof usable information and
experiences. While Burroughsfilled Gysinin on the details ofhis heroin
addictionand his explorations of South America-his experiments with
thetelepathicdrugyage, his studies of Mayan mythologyand symbol
languages—Gysinshared with him his 23 yearsin Morocco, introducing
himto the trance pipe music ofJoujoukaand the work of Hassan1Sabbah.
Sabbah, thelegendary Old Man Of The Mountain, led a fanatical
12th-centurysect of Moslems whose hitsquad gave us the word
“assassin”. From Hassan Burroughs picked up the credo “Nothingis
true; everythingis permitted”.

Between them, Burroughs and Gysin have merged magic and science
withliteratureandart. Theirwritingis effective becauseitis so accurately
informed and notalittlemad, in thatitresists conventionallogic. They
have made available allmanner of mysteries, demythologised the
workings of control organisms, and provided anindex of endless
possibilities via permutation, the methods of which are helpfully
describedintheir collaboration The Third Mind, in Burroughs’ The Job
and Ah Pook Is Hereand the Gysin book of interviews Here To Go Planet
R-101.Theirpracticeis the freedom of information, not the usual selfish
guardingofsecrets.

“That’stheidea,” enthuses Brion Gysininarich, youthful tenor that
belieshis66years, “puttinganidea out thatspreads byitself. We called
that ‘theopenbank’, asamatter offact. Give awayyourideas! Give away
yourstock!” He pauses, smiling. “Idon’t thinkitwassuchagoodidea...”

Neither Burroughs nor Gysinare particularlyrich, though since the
formerreturned to Americain the early'70s, he hasupped hisincome
with publicreadings and theincreased royalties that go with long-
overduerecognition. As Gysinstilllivesin Paris, the pairrarely see each
other, except for the occasional conference or somethinglike The Final
Academy, an event, prompted by Genesis P-Orridge’s admiration, which
finally united the two mentors with the groups who've updated and
adapted the cut-up tomodern technology.

“Iwouldn’tbe here except for thesereadings,” intones Burroughsreadily,
“becauseldon’ttravel atallunless someoneelseis pickingup thetab...”

Thathetravelsstillis some feat. If, when seated onstage behind adesk
with two microphones, readingin thatlovely parched faintly aristocratic
crackle ofavoice, heresembles an ageless, dementedly enthusiastic
newscaster, face tofacehis 68 yearsare more telling.

Hisfaceis deeply engraved with therigours his thinbodyhasbeen
through these pastfive decades. Hishead topped byabecomingcap, he
swaysbackand forth onacanelikeasporting country gentleman, butI
havenodoubtthathe canwielditas the deadlyanti-mugging devicehe
describesina RE/Search4/5interview. He and Gysinasusualare

e
BrionGysin(left)and
WilliamBurroughs
reunitedatoneoffour
nightsofreadingatthe
Ritzy cinemainBrixton,
SouthLondon,during
TheFinal Academyin
late September1982

forthcomingwithinformation, triggering offeach other’sarcane
anecdotes, odd theories and reminiscences. Yetwithin thehour’sallotted
timeit’snoteasyto pursuelines sowell documented in the plethora of
extensiveinterviewhandbooksalreadyavailable—mentioned earlier.
Whatfollows, then, is more a series of codas and witty postulations on
the pair’s favourite themes. (Bold type crossheads are gleaned from
Burroughs’ readings and recordings, unless otherwise stated.)

New tunes for old words (Brion Gysin)

BG:...That'swhyIusedthe cut-up thingback there [he was supported at
TheFinal Academy for some routines by three musiciansincluding Tessa
of The Slits]. New tunes to fairly old words, which is one of the things
aboutthe convention, which isabout the subject of cutting-up material.
Idon’tuseitanymore, even thoughIdiscoveredit, firstputtheideaacross
andeverything. Like William I thoughtitwas somethingyou could go on
from-ithad more applicationsin otherfields...

WSB: Remember, the cut-up principle ofintroducingrandomitywas
actually thebasis of strategyin World WarII. Read Dr Neumann’s book
Theory Of Games And Economic Behaviour. Suppose you got three
alternative flight paths. Ifthe enemyfind out which one you're gonna
use, they’re gonnainterceptyou, right? Sominimise! Youassume the
worsthashappened, that they knowyou're going to select one, but that
information would be of utterlynouse to them, becauseitwould be
athrowofthe dice! We don’tknow ourselves which one we're going to
useuntil thedicefalls...

BG:Thisisabigstep beyond thewholeidea of codes—codes which
could bebroken. Here youhave no coded way of doingit.

WSB: (postulating) Well, of course, life is a cut-up. The consciousness
iscutbyrandom factors as soon asyoumove; the only place wherelife
wouldnotbeacut-upisinasensorywithdrawal chamber! Ohyeah, I've
beeninone. They've got themall over the place now, sixdollars an hour
togolieinthesetanks. Ohwell, it’sjustrestful, justlike beingin a quiet
place, that’sall.Icannotbutfeelit’sratherinsanitary...

QUESTION: You mean they don’t changethe water?
WSB: Presumably they do, heh heh, buthow canIbe sure of that? This
water I'mfloatingaroundin...

WSB: The Place Of Dead Roadsis straighter narrative more or less,
because narrativeis more applicable to the material 'm using. The cut-
up, like anytechnique, isusefulin certain areas and notin others. People
seemtothinkthatoneisobligated touse somethingbecauseyouhave
useditbefore, butit’snotlike thatatall...

Though The Final Academywasin manywaysacelebration of The Cut-
Up, Burroughshas for the momentdispensed with the technique he
hasapplied sorelentlesslyinwritingand, to alesser extent, the short
filmshe made with thelate AnthonyBalch, infavour ofamore
straightforward structure.

Thisisn’tto say his mostrecentnovels Cities Of The Red Night and the
asyetunpublished Dead Roadsare anyless adventurous.
Bothnarrativesleap backand forth through time, folding
scientificfictioninto hilarious genre parodies, the former
of Graham Greene, pulp detective, thelatter—fromthe
extractsheard orread so far—of Western dime novelsand
movies. Bothreturnto decisive pointsin historywhere,
butforaspecificincident, things could have gone either
way. Cities... hinges on the hanging of a pirate, Captain
Mission, who had setup ashort-lived control-free utopia.
Whatif?

Stay out of churches, son. All theygotis thekeyto
theshithouse. And swear to me you'llnever wear
apoliceman’sbadge.

WSB: Place Of Dead Roadsis asequelto Cities Of The Red
Night.Whathappened therewas, like, commandos were
parachuted behind enemylinesin time and theysort of
cleaned up and drasticallyaltered South and Central
America. ...Dead Roadsis the same sortof thing applied
to North America.

Theydid South and Central Americaand the Catholic
Church; nowthey’re doing North Americaand the



WILLIAM BURROUGHS

protestantethicand the Bible Belt... There’s drastically fewer sexual
scenesin...Dead Roadsthan Cities Of The Red Night.

There’sreallynotthatmanyatall. It'sreally concerned with weaponry
more thananythingelse. Weaponryonalllevels. The whole theory of
weaponryandwar. The history of this planetis the history ofwar; the
only thingthatgetsaHomo sapienup offhis dead assisafootup!And that
footiswar!

Now, there are more advancesin medical sciences, say, in one year of
warthantherearein20or30yearsof stagnant peace. That’swhereall
thebigadvances come from.In World WarII, of course, there were
antibiotics, and theyreallyfound drugs thatwould cure malaria, where
quininewould onlykeep itdown. Thereareall sorts of othervital,
importantdiscoveries. People need pressure to getanything done.

BG:And everyone gets more practice, that’sall. Asfaras doctorsare
concerned, war’safield day!

Allarguments, allnonsensical condemnations as towhat people
“should do”, areirrelevant. Ultimately thereis onlyonefactonall
levels, and the more one argues, verbalises, moralises, theless he will
seeand feel of fact. Needless to sayI will not write any formal statement
onthesubject. (WSBletter to Allen Ginsberg)

QUESTION: Now that censorship hasrelaxed, aretargets harder
topinpoint?

BG:Idon’tthink censorship hasrelaxed;itwasbeaten down quitelegally!
That'’s quite different. Idon’t think Mary Whitehouse, or whatever her
nameis, hasrelaxed foraminute!

WSB:Itdidn’trelaxvoluntarily. These things never do. The French kings
did not abdicate voluntarily (hefeints a chopping motion). THWOCK!
Heh, heh. Notveryrelaxed... Censorship wasneveranissue. Youdon’t
have tohave somethingthatis presumably

BG: That'sright. The hideous trap of the waitingwombis continually
spoken aboutin The Tibetan Book Of The Dead.

WSB: Absolutely! Say, ifthat’snota good pop song: “Closing that old
womb door” (pause/whirr/ chuckle) “Don’t wanna come back no more...”

BG:Haha.Idon'tthink The Slitswould play that.

WSB: Well, there are whole batches of spells for closing the womb door
inthe Bardo Hotel; because youwant to be sure you're going to make it!
Youdon'twantto close the womb doorifyou can’t makeit.

Likeaprisoner whokilled his guard, he stepslightly throughan
opendoor.

Sex,inanEasternscheme of things studied by Gysin and Burroughs, is
justonerite of passage. Other modes of transcendence include trance
musicsuchas thatpractised by the pipers of Joujouka, who Gysin
incidentally brought to western ears—firstlyattherestaurantheran
inMorocco, and secondlybyleading thelate BrianJonesup the
mountaintorecord them,

Whatwith thevillager westernised, the sons of the pipersreluctant to
continue the tradition, the music festivals of Joujouka are almosta thing
ofthe past.Justwhen western scientists had begun to explore the
medicinal properties of such music, too.

BG...Somethingenormouslyimportanthasbeenlost, yes...Ithasbeen
absorbed into smallmovements of medical therapy, actually. What the
musicians ofJoujoukadid, they cured mentalillness by music. There are
institutes of musical therapynowin France. I don’t suppose they know
exactlywhat they're doing, but they know something canbe doneand
they’re trying things out, gettingnews aboutitwhere theycan...

WSB: Of course, dentists have been usingmusic asa painkiller for quite
alongtimenow. Theyalways askmeifIwantnovocalm or musicandItell

‘'emnovocalm. Hehheh. Yousee, ifthere’salull

forbidden or difficult, thatisn’t
atallimportant.

Arunningsub-theme through Burroughs’
fourreadings traced together his contempt
forthe “do-rights”, those who for the sake of
expediencywill eitherwork for the control
organism or meeklysubmittoit.

“Junky: ‘Doctor, whenIdieIwanttobeburied
rightin the same coffinasyou’... T'm putting
youdown for additional medication, son.

Or, from Roosevelt After Inauguration:
“Hopkins, unable to control himself, rolled on the
floorinsycophantic convulsions, sayingoverand

“You don'’t
want to close
the womb

door if you
can’t make it”

inthe music, WHAM! There the pain comes
back!Ithastobepretty constantandloud. It
doesn’t matter whatkind of music theyuse, it’s
simplyvolume, which will tell us the function of
thescreamistokill pain.

BG:Alotofmusical groupshaverealised this
too, thatit’sjustvolume thatcounts...

WSB: It's just volume. One popstar said to
theother, “Be good. Andifyoucan’tbe good,
beloud!”

The other mode of transportislessfanciful
—ie, spacetravel. Gysin and Burroughs have
looked backatthe ecologicalnightmare of

over, ‘You'rekillin’ me, Chief. You'rekillin’ me.”

Betterto “scan the horizons for new frontiers of depravity. Thisis the
Space Age; weare here to go. We can float out ofhere on afoam runway of
sheervileness.”

ToDestroy enemies and, quite literally, makefriends...

Brion Gysin’s Academyreadings came from either hisbook of
interviews, conducted by theyoung Englishman TerryWilson, or
aforthcomingnovel -thelatterread better.

QUESTION: Tellme aboutyour novelin progress, Brion.
BG:’S called Bardo Hotel... Beat Museum—Bardo Hotel, somethinglike
that. Pieceshave been published here and there... Theideais thatmy
hero dies and finds the old beat hotel [in Rue Git Le Coeur, Paris, where
Burroughsand Gysinlived awhile, playing host to beatvisitors], because
hewasveryinterestedin the beats and he intended to buy this place and
takeitto thismuseumin California.
That'swherehefindshimselfwhenheisdead. It's turned into asort of
Tibetan bardo to him: seven floors, seven rooms on each floor,and he has
togothroughallthefloorsofthe hotel.
WSB:Ithinkit'saverygoodformat-betweenworlds yousee the people
waitingtobereborn, whether they’re gonnamakeitbackasacowornot...
BG: Yes. Alsounlikely people meet there... each flooris asexual
situation;levels of the hotel are sexuallevels going rightup to
abnormalityand then out—orbackagain!
WSB: Because, as youknow, one of the great dangers oflivingbetween
worldslike thatis sex. Thatiswhatlures them backintoreincarnation.

thisplanet, and have concluded that the only
placeleftto goisspace. Whathasbeendoneto this Earthinthename
ofits peopleand also toits people, of course, explains their obsession
with controland the need to breakits hold. Butwillman ever get off
this planet?

Burroughssuggeststheblackhole as a possible exit. “How do you
getfrom the surface of the water to the bottom without gettingwet?”
Burroughsasks. “Verysimple. Whirlpool... Well, it can be compared.”

Timeandresources, though, are perhaps running out too fast.

Any controlmachineneedstime...

“Interpoland Deutsche Bank/FBland Scotland Yard” (Kraftwerk:
“Computer World”)

BG:Miniaturisationin time has occurred simultaneously with the
miniaturisationinelectronic equipment. The whole chip system has
beenbroughtaboutbypeople dealingwith tinyfractions of the second;
smaller quantities of time are continually beingbrokenin on... William
said, “Timeis thatwhich ends.” Presumably thisis the operation of using
up very small particles. Detecting the various small movements of matter
isusingitallup,and once the thingis observed whereisitgoingto go?

Brion Gysinhasabedtimestory. It seems thattrillions of yearsago a
giantflicked grease from his fingers. One of these gobs of grease is our

universe onitswayto the floor.

QUESTION: Haveweleftittoo lateto leave this planet?
WSB: Who knows? Asthe French say, who lives will see. Chris Bohn ®
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Uncommon beau

OCTOBER 2 Neil Young and Nils Lofgren jam again

through this past decade? Whatever itis, he comes perilously
close todissolvingit every time he shows his face in public.

Thankfully thatis none too often. After the morbid preoccupation
of1975’s turning point Tonight'’s The Night - inspired by the OD
deaths of two friends - he withdrew from the distracting media
glare, retreated to hisranch and released a succession of
bewildered, funny, curious and intensely inquisitive records,
whose contemporaneity transcended trends and their own
roughshod cross-cutting of styles.

They at once fuelled -and were fuelled by - the legend of
eccentricity crystallising around his silence, whichiinitself has
proved invaluable in preventing him from succumbing to the
dissipating repetition and numb acceptance affecting his
contemporaries. Where theirresponses have been
deadt?ned by the passing of years, his capacity tobe BIRMINGHAM
surprised, amused or moved has only deepened.
Justasyou get a greater feeling of what it might be
like tobe American from maverick films such as E'
Melvin And Howard than you would from °
aSpielberg or Coppola picture, so you are better
off turning to Neil Young than the blockbuster — SEPTEMBER24 —
rock and disco dominating the US charts.

His songs might be crudely drawn and vaguely
incomplete, hisrecords sometimes alarmingly inconsistent,
but at least they have the sense of moving forward and taking things
in. Live though - be itin Birmingham last week or on earlier tours,
such as the one filmed as Rust Never Sleeps - it's all looking back,
déja vu. Less putting his history in some panoramic order than
simply setting out to please by giving the people what they want.

Inevitably this means the slight-sounding butimmensely more
satisfying and entertaining work of these past seven yearsisignored
infavour of guitar rock staples extending from the comparatively
recent “Like A Hurricane” back through to “Southern Man™.

Of course, his choice of songiis partly dictated by the
circumstance of venue, but sticking with stadium rock standards is
too easy, not to mention unworthy. Specially as they only serve to
expose the one areawhere he has not made much advance. That s,
his guitar playing. In case this sort of thing still interests you, I'll
report that his soloing and duetting with old buddy Nils Lofgren
(sadly behaving like a performing monkey these days) follow the
same cautious progressions they always have done and always will,
given his peculiarly lumpen rhythms.

There are afew moments, though, where the two guitars knot
together with uncommon beauty - something like the two snakes
fuckingon TV the night before, all slithering coils and rapture.
Otherwise it’s just so much shedding of dead skin.

It's a pity he feels such astrong need to please, as the excellent
sound quality quickly does away with the distance and the
disappointment of not being able to see anything, making the whole
event far more personal than | expected. Theimmediacy of the now
threadbare “OldMan” and “Needle And The Damage Done” have
me yearning for the better “Thrasher” or, Lord preserve us,
something new. On the other hand, songs from his forthcoming LP
don’tinduce love onfirst hearing. Almost all those he showcases are
undeniably playful, featuring him and/or Lofgren talking through
their guitars, but the resultinghomogenous sweep of soundis
more Peter Frampton than a disconcerting Devo or Kraftwerk.

Anunfortunate concession to modernity or genuine thirst
for experiment? Even allowing him the benefit of doubt, he still
-likeably - comes across as a delighted boy with a new toy. | wish
I could share his joy. For the moment there is more pleasure to be
hadlying with the old snakes. Chris Bohn

J UST WHAT ISit that has preserved the mystery of Neil Young

NEC —

HULTON ARCHIVE / GETTY
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Neil Youngand
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“No fairy
= story”

a feisty character
from Gamden nightlife
became a huge star, NME
to the cﬂnfUSiﬂn of T'S GEORGE’S BIRTHDAY - no biological

landmark but a time of transition for

bu ilders eve rywhereI aboyabout town with bigambitions.

Todayis Tuesday, and Culture Club have

“I_ook’ don’t fucki ng asuccessfulsingle that’sjust climbed

the chartstoNo 3.

b} : e
slag me off’ he sayS, This same week has seen therelease of their first

cie LP. Tonightthere’saconcertfor London’s Capital

cos ifyou do I’“ Radio tobebroadcastfrom Camden Palace. And,

almostovernight, Boy George hasbecome abona

pu“ch you. I’m always fide popstar, apublicfigure withafamousface.

The Boy’s full of beans, but not completely
going to be Iike tha .’ ’ bowled over. Helooks back on alife that’sbeen
crammed with fun, and turns towards the future
withatrace of trepidation. Foraboywho has
always seemed accessible, unselfconscious
andalmosteverywhere atonce—whether
workingin a clothes shop off Carnaby Street
orunostentatiously enjoyinghimselfin the
thickof Londonnightlife, there’saninkling
of other considerations
soontobe confronted...

“The otherdayIwent
intoahamburger place on
Oxford Street. Iwas dressed
upandIforgot.Imean,
Idon'tfeel there’sanything
toforget.Iwashungry
andIthoughtI'd better get
somethingto eat. These
littlekids gotround mein
acircle, poking me.

“Itwas quite amusing,
because theywere going,
‘Areyouthegirlfrom
Culture Club?’ AndIsaid
tothem, ‘Well, actually,
I'mnotagirl’. »

LISAHAUN / GETTY




BoyGeorge:
“Idon’tthinkl
looklike agirl,I'm

justa bloke with
anegoproblem.”

CULTURE GLUB
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“It’'sgreat, all that, because youdon'tdeliberately set out to do anything,
andIreallyhaven’t.Idon’tthinkIlooklike a girl, 'mjustabloke with a bit
ofan ego problem, [suppose.”

hislonghair fallingin a profusion of plaits from under a high
hat, his face perfectly painted, the bone structure delicately
shaded and his eyes emphasised with

GEORGE ARRIVESAT the Virgin offices immaculately attired,

loneliestI've ever felt. People are being nice to youbecause...I'm cynical
andifpeople come up to me and say, ‘Congratulations’, I'lljust say, ‘Fuck
off’. NotbecauseI'm tryingto be an anarchisticlittle popstar, butbecause
Idon'tthinkI'msomeone specialand 'm notdoingit for thatreason. I
don’tneed people comingup to me and saying, ‘Nowyou're OK, now
you'reacceptable’. Idon’twantthem involved with mylife.
“I'mnotfrightened of notbeingsuccessful; I'mfrightened of notbeing
successfulasaperson.I'd muchratherthat

discreet shades oflilac.

Spend afewminutesinhis companyand
George’sappearance and personality blend
into ahappy, lively, harmonious whole. But
whenwe walk through West London tolook for
some lunch, strollers stop to gape and double-
take. The Boyisasbold asbrassand hasthe
cheekofthedevil. Whenaworkmanleaning
from some scaffoldingrudelyattractshis
attention, notsureatthe distance whetherhe’s
oglingan objectofridicule orarousal, George
looksup sharply.

“Jump, wanker!” he shouts.

BoyGeorgedrinksteaand eatssteakand

“I'm just
a normal
Hello John
from down
the road”

peoplethink, ‘Oh, he’sahappy person’, rather
than, ‘Wow, isn’the clever'? Because 'mnot.It’s
allluckand whatyoumake of it.
“Theonlynicethingis thatifahousewife
comesuptoyouinthestreetandsays, Tlike
yourrecord’. Youfeel much better thanif
someonewith areallysicklysneer on theirface
says, ‘Ooh, congratulations, it'ssoooo good'.
Youjustreallywant to punch them.
“Iknowwhy people hate me. The thingis,
ifyougo to the Palace, those people are very
normal. 'mnotsayingthey’reidiots because
theydressup ortheydon’tdressup, buttheir
reasons fordoingitareverysilly. Theyreally

baked potatoes. He’s an anti-elitistwho
squashes pretension and pounces on pomposity. George is shrewd and
candid, occasionally spiteful and well attuned to the sheer absurdity of
his own situation. Warm and witty, with one of those faces that explode
intoasmile, The Boy’snofooland you'll occasionally catch him shooting
youanappraisinglookfromunder hislonglashes. Justas Culture Club
aremakingsome of the mostlogical and delightful pop of the present,

so Georgeisallsettobecome one of the best of modern musicstars.
Saneintheright placesand humanewhereitmatters most, with
sufficient self-respectnot to take himselftoo seriously, George is
garrulous and fizzy—butnottoo dizzy.

Pointhiminthe general direction ofaquestionandhe’s offon
aquicksilver catalogue ofloves, hates, fears, desires and furies......

Origins

“ITISN’T GEORGE and Culture Club, it’s Culture Club-and that’s how
it'llalwaysbe.Ireallylike the band... well, personally there’s afew
thingsIdislike about them, because I'm a difficult person to get on
with. 'm very temperamental and quite selfish in my opinions.

Therewasthatbigthingin NMEabouthowIwasn’tin Bow Wow Wow
anymore and howIshould getmyownband. IfoundJon through Kirk
Brandon from Theatre Of Hate. Jon’sbeeninahell ofalot of bands and
IknewIwasn’tcapable of organisingone. Imet Michaelin anight club.
Wewanted aguitaristwho wasjusta competent guitar player, never
heard of me, never been to any of the clubs, just someone who wasreally
enthusiastic. Ireallyliked RoyassoonasImethim. Hewas quiet, didn’t
haveabigmouth.

“That’showitstarted. No fairystory; basicallylikealot ofbands.
Iwanted to getpeoplewho didn’tagree with me. It’s quite good thatwe
gotpeoplewhoweren’tinvolved in thatcliqueyrockandroll thing. Thate
the sortof people who come up to you afterwards and say, ‘Hey man the
bassstackwasabitcrackly’. Thatartistic crap. Youthink, oh God
almightyhelp me, getme out ofhere. We'llallend up like that, 'm sure.
Ihopenotthough.

“Ibelievein doingwhatyou’re good at. Ifyou're good at copying
pictures, youshould do that; ifyou're good at creating things, you should
create them. There’sno Flash Harrysin thisband. That’s the most
importantthingabout Culture Club, thatwe’re fluid about whatwe’re
doing. Ifyoubreakup the single, it'sabitlike ‘White
Christmas’and ‘All YouNeedIs Love’. Ifyou can
reallylistentoit,and thinkwhat doesitsound like?
—thatmakesagoodsongtome.”

The norm, fear and fashion

“IMJUST Anormal person.'mnotan Andy
Warhol, 'm nota concept. I'm justanormal Hello
John from down theroad. I've got beliefs, but
Idon’t mean that’sit, blackand white, and that’s
allyou should believe from me. Confidence
comes and goes, it’sahuman thing.
“LastnightIwas so pissed off; I think thatwas the
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wanttobenormaland theyactuallyfitinto
thatenvironment perfectlybecause theywantsomuchtobelike
everyone else.Isuppose'm the sort of person who spends most of their
time tryingnotto belike everyone else, which is probablywhyI'm so
ordinary.IfeelsonaturalinwhatI'mdoing.

“It’'squite sad, thatbigfear ofalienation. You getitatschool, because
you're taught not to have a personality, it’s better for themifyoudon'’t.
I'mnotsayinglhateschool, butIthinkitcould be done abitbetter.Ithink
there’salotofthingsabout this country that could be done better.

“It'safear of notbeingaccepted by other people. Iwent through that
atschool, butithardened meup.Itmade me more secure because
Isuddenlyrealised why people were doingit.Imean, Ilookat peopleand
think, ‘Idiot!’ ButifImeetthem I'm prepared to back down. Unless people
meetyouonyourlevel, they're never going to knowwhat you'relike, are
they?They’re going to say, Idon’tlike him because he wears make-up. If
they project theiruprightness onyou, that’s their problem.

““White Boy’ isnotaboutwhite people; it’sabout people who are
shallow, see-through. Atthe timeIstarted therewerealotof cynical
people around me, who I don’t mixwith anymore. Bow Wow Wowites and
verytrendy people. Theywere saying tome, ‘Ooh, yourband’sreally
white, youshouldbe tribal’. Ijustkeptsaying, ‘We'rearockband, we're
goingtodoallthethings other people don’'t' The song’sabout this guy
who keptsaying, ‘You'rereallywhite’. Iwas supposed to be upset by that.”

Optimism
GEORGE HAILS THE waiter with a grin and a polite holler. “I'm leaving
the mushrooms. Ididn’t think they’d belike that. I'm optimistic.”

Gender

“ALLTHE OTHER countries arereally frightened about the LP cover,
because alotof people just think I'm a girl. Of course I enjoy that, [ love
it!It’'sgreatbecause I've got a certain female element to my character.
ButI'mnotapoof.I'm effeminate in the way Ilook, but'mnotan
effeminate person.Idon’tlike effeminate people. It’s like when you
meet gay people and they say, ‘Oh hello’. Thatis put on, because I've
done it, puton avery camp voice.

“Youdoneed gay clubs, because ifyou're gayand youwalk up to
someoneinaclub and theyre notgay, they're going to punchyouinthe
teeth, aren’tthey, ifyou tryand chatthemup?But
Idon’tbelievein the gayidentity, thatyouhave to
benoted andrecognised asagay.

“Inthealbum there’salot ofreferences to
gender. When we firststarted [lwasn’t aware ofit,
butwhen we did ‘White Boy’ everyone was saying,
‘Who’s the girl’? That’s whyI called myself
BoyGeorge.

“Ireallylike symbols, soIdecided tousethe
sexsymbols onthe cover. The picture wasreally
androgynous. It’s aheterosexual symbol, butit
doesn’thavetobe. Thingsaren'tasblackand white
astheylook, whichisthewholeidea.”



Instinct and aggression

“THEREIS AN element of you which wants success, but
you follow your instincts really, don’t you? You want to have
ahitbecause that’s the whole idea of signing arecord deal.
Butifyou start worryingwhat other people think, you're
useless to yourself.

“It’sbestifyoudon’tlie toyourself.Idon't mind aboutlying
tootherpeople-Idoitall thetime!Ifyoucanadmityou're
acreep toyourself, you're halfway to solving your problems.
IalwaysdowhatIfeelisrightatthe time. Sometimesitisn’t,
butit’smuch better to take the chance. I believe in actinghow
youfeel, 'mverylike that.

“Ofcourse,Igetannoyed, 'm ahumanbeing, 'mnotastar.
It'snotall this, ‘Ohyou can’tembarrassyourself’. I'd just go up
tothemandsay, ‘Look, don’t fucking slagme off, ‘cosifyoudo
I'llpunchyou’.I'malways goingtobelike that,itdoesn’t
matter howsuccessfullam.Ifthey're going to slagme off,
they'regoingto getitback.”

Character and stardom

“CHARACTER’S SOMETHING YOU have to create; you
can’tgetitby dressingup.Ilike old women thatyou meetat
bus stops. They're characters, it’s not someone who comes
up toyou andsays, ‘Iwasapunkin’76’. Remember that old
rigmarole? I hated all that, such aload of shit.

“I've gotasnottynose. Sorry. It's veryun-star-like, isn’tit?”

Culture Club at Camden Palace for Gary Crowley’s Capital
birthdayare shrill girlish screams and ashower of confetti.
There’ssomethingwholesomelynaturalaboutastage full of
blacks and whites, males and females. Culture Clublook good
and aresomethingworth watching, but there’snosly gloss or
nastyattention-grabbing—two girl singers, one wearing
glasses, have been chosen formore enduring qualities than
mere appearance.

Culture Club make alovely music that’s
clearandsheerand sunnyand there’s
apleasure takeninits communication
thatdefies distance.In the middle of
thismusicalmelee, Georgeisawarm,
coquettish presence. Handing out
posters, listening to smallrequests or
dedicatingasongtohissister,hehas
the gracious glow ofa cherished but
slightly snappish maiden aunt after two
glasses of Christmassherry. Something
abouttheeasyjoyof Culture Club’s
performance turns ahalf-hour
recordingintoashortcelebration.

Unity
“IU'VE GOT FIVE brothers and one
sister. It’'sarealIrish family. You don’thave to accept someone’s culture
tolike them. It’s like beingIrish, all this Catholic and Protestant thing.
You don'’thave to dislike someone for being Protestant just because
someone else does. That was theidea of usingall the symbols on the
clothes, so thatitwaslike an everyman culture rather than one-sided.
“We've dropped the Star Of David now, because I've no intention of
hurting people’sfeelings, andit’snotavery good time for that symbol. I'm
notanti-Arab and I'm notanti-Jew, butIdon’tlike the idea of provoking
people, sticking things down their throat.”

Love, sex and marriage

“OF COURSEIfancy people, butIdon’tusuallysleep with people
Ifancy.Isleep with peopleIfancyand thenIreallylike them.Idon’t
like people who are physically everything and psychologically
nothing. People who've just got their sexuality are pretty sad.
“I'mnotasexyperson. That's one thingabout peoplewho areinto the
band, it'snotlike, Phwoooaaar, I'dlike to go to bed with George’. It's more
theylikewhatIsayand theidea of me. Youarewhatyougive outto people.
“There’salotof thoughtless people around. Idon’tbelieve in getting
whatyou can outof people, whetheritbein
arelationship or business.Idislike decadence alot, whetherit’s
decadence on Top Of The Pops, with the mini-skirts and girlsmaking

BoyGeorge:thegracious
glowofaslightly snappish
maidenauntaftertwo
glassesof Christmassherry

themselveslooklike theyre nothing. It’slike the whole pop
scene.Icanlookatsomethingandthink, ‘Ohno,it’sawful,
pleasedon’tdoit’. It'sreally hideous and false. Thewhole idea
of calling the album Kissing To Be Cleverislike the kiss of
death, thekiss oflife. The whole of thatalbumislike a cynical
love song.It’sallabout the newboygender, it’sallabout pop.
It'saverypopalbum. Thesongsarevery personal, butalso
they canapplyto other people. It'salmostlike saying, ‘Think aboutwhat
you'redoing, don’tnotdoitbecauseit’sright orwrong, butthinkaboutit’.

“Thebestsongsinthe world are love songs. Butlove applies to everyone.
Itdoesn'tjustapply to afewpeoplein theroom with pinkeyebrows and
stilettos on. Everybodyfallsinlove and everybodywants somebodyto
love atthe end of the day.I've been inlove with somebodyfor aboutayear
now, butit’sabiton therocksatthe moment.Idon’t play gameswith
people.Idon’tnotlove them because theydon'tlove me. It upsets me, but
Idon'tbelieveinactingadifferentway. I'mintorelationshipsratherthan
sexual encounters. Also, I'd never sleep with fans. None of the band would
dothat.Idon’tbelievein abusing the position.

“Idon’tbelievein marriage. Ifyoulove someone youdon’thave to prove
it. The thingis, [ can go two ways on that subject, becauseifyoulove
someoneyou're going to wantto keep them forever, aren’'tyou? You can’t
bedogmaticaboutlove;it’ssuchaheart-rending thing. 'msurel'd get
marriedifIloved someone.”

Hypocrisy
“IMLIKETHAT -ahypocrite.”

Honesty
“ANHONEST HYPOCRITE, [ hope.” IynnHanna ®
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“Hive very
ambitious

From the top of the
pop tree, “small
commando unit”
take

time to answer their
critics. Chiefly: are
they all style and no
substance? “What’s
wrong with beinga
careerist?” asks

“People should b(;.
rewarded for ability
not need.”

DURAN DURAN

SHINKO MUSIC / GETTY

people”

MELODY MAKER

STHE STRAINING cordon of policemen
splits under the frantic pressure of budding
femininity, the coach swerves away from
Glasgow Apollo and speeds through the
dark, wet backstreets.

Fourhundred teenage girls screamingas
one, weep, wave and stampede, gradually straggling offinto
pockets of damp, puffed disappointment. Soon thelastgang
of pursuers stumble backinto the distance and asolitaryfigure
keepsabreastofthe coach, runningasifitslifeisatstake.

The coachjustclips through anamberlightandstill the figure
keeps coming, dodgingcars, barelyavoidingabus, madly
ignoringthe green cross code.

“Pullup!Stop!” yells Roger Taylor and the coach jerks twice and
coaststoahalt. The automatic doors purr open and young Mark
Duffy, heaving with exhaustion and excitement, staggers up the
stepstorapturousapplause.

“Pleasewillyouput Twasinyourcoach’?” heasks Nick Rhodes
asthelipstickblond signshis programme.

“Please...otherwise myfriendswon'tbelieve me...”

Okay, though theincident’s true, you'veread it many times
before, Duran Duran, pop stars, teenidols, candyflossgodstoa
new generation of gullible adolescents with more pocket money
thansense. Ifonlythe stupid sheepwould scream and lend
financial supportto the worthylikes of the Gang Of Four, the
worldwould beabetter place. Well... er... wouldn’tit?

I, for one, quite honestly doubtitand have caughtafair
amountofflakin the pastforbeingstupid enough to sayso.
Here, at Maker Central, myrapturousreview ofthe Rio
albumisstill the subject of sniggeringridicule and
considered anunbalancedlapse of common ssense.

Butjustwhy do the press find Duran Duran unacceptable?
Dotheyposesomethreattojealously guarded traditional
standards?Isitbecause theywear make-up? Justwhydo
they offend mature sensibilities? And why do they sell so
manyrecords? Only onewayto find out....

Yours trulynipped up north of the border with the express
purpose of confronting Duran with their ownreputation
and givingthem arareright ofreply. Theinterviews were
conductedindribsanddrabs, usuallyindividual, »



Five-headedbeast:Duran
Duran(clockwise from
left)SimonLeBon, Andy

Taylor, John Taylor, Nick
RhodesandRoger Taylor
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butsometimesin groups overahectic three-day period. Nick Rhodes
provided the mostapt preamble:

“Weare probably, in Britain over the pastfive years, the onlyband that’s
knownasfiveindividuals—thereisno onereally major personinthe
bandwho has the personalitywhich carries the entire band. We are five
verydifferent personalities as The Beatles were four.

“Thepressfindithard to cope with thefact thatImightsaysomething
and then Andymight contradict me.It’snevera case of Duran Duran says
‘that’,because each memberis a fifth of Duran Duran and our opinions
areindividual.

“There canbeup to five contradictions atanyone point.Ithink this
interviewisimportantbecause nobody’s ever asked us this before—we’ve
never ever been able to level outhowwe felt exactly about all those
things...Ithinkit'sreallyinteresting... about thereasonswhy...”

Appetitewhetted? Here goes...

Duran Duranareallimage and no content.

flamboyancyin the initial stages, alot of people thought we

were irresponsible and naive and didn’t deserve the instant
success we seemed to be having because we were only getting that
success due to ourimage and beingin the right place at the right time.

“However, what theyfail torealiseis thatJohn andThad been working
ontheideaof crossing Chicand the SexPistols two and ahalfyears before
DuranDuran. Bothhadrecordsinthe chartsand weliked them both for
differentreasons sowe thought: ‘Whynotmake somethingdanceable
with more energy plus some sort of Giorgio Moroder-type synths?’ We
wanted to be strikinglike Iremember Roxy Music were the firsttime they
were on the Old Grey Whistle Test.Iwas what? Ten or eleven, and
everybodyatschool the nextdaywastalkingabout them. That’s the way
wewanted itto be, brightand powerful.

“Ilookbackat our pictures nowfrom the ‘romantic’ eraandIsort of
chuckleatthem. ThenI think: ‘Well, itwas very striking’ and thenIthink
‘whatbandsare enormous? The Beatles, Pink Floyd, The Rolling Stones. ..
whatdid theylooklike when they came out?” And Iremember thoselittle
blacksuitsand flowery shirts and thinking, Tmage shouldn’tbe taken so
seriously, it’ssomethingyou can have alot of funwith’.

“Imean, nowourimageisasweare—fiveindividuals, butIthink, ifwe
hadn’thad thatinitialimage, we wouldn’thave had such abigimpactthe
first time wewere on Top Of The Pops.

“Iseenodifference between us and Edwyn Collins of Orange Juice
wearinga pair of Oxford bags with braces—it’sallimage. Take Kevin
Rowland-whatamaster ofimage heis!Justbecause he happenstowear
ananorakandboxingbootsinstead of afrillyshirtand a pair ofleather
trousers, he’sageniusto certain political sectors of the music press.”

AndyTaylor: “How fuckin’ thick of the press to base theirwhole concept
ofaband onimage and noton music.”

I J‘ICK RHODES: “BECAUSE we came over with a certain

Duran Duranareasickly confection.

relevance to society and until they feel we're giving them a raw

deal, Idon’tthink we have to answer to anybody. [don’t see why
we should have to satisfy what I consider to be petty semi-graduate
university thinking. I've never liked soap-box rock —it’s just totally
irrelevanttous.

“Ifyouwannaknowifwe’reany good to anybodyand on whatlevel, ask
thekidsatthe Apollo tonightand they’ll say: ‘While the showwas on
Iloved everyminute,Idanced around anIwasn’'treminded howbadly
myfather’sgonnatreatmewhenIgetback tomytwo-feetsquareflatin
the Gorbals’. Who the hellwants toremember?”

NickRhodes: “Weneverintended tobe
uncompromising-that’s the thing. We never
intended tobe on Factory Records. We aren't
looking for pity; we'relooking for hit songs. We play
aroleinthe entertainmentbusiness which has
beennecessaryforalongtimebecauseitgives
people enjoyment. Istilllovelisteningto other
people’salbums, Ilike going tolive gigs.

“Ilike seeingmusic on television and Ilike
listeningto theradio occasionally. Ifweand all the
otherbandsweren’tthere, itwould beso drab.

J OHNTAYLOR: “THE sort of people we sell to, do not question our
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URAN DURAIN

Ithinkwe'rea catalystfor good environmentalkarma.”

AndyTaylor: “Idon’teven knowwhat catalyst means... Ineverdid get
myEnglish ‘O’level...but thatsounds exactly perfect.”

SimonLeBon: “Idon’tseeitthatwayatall-that’slike an opium of the
peoplekind of thing. We have got somethingto offer people—anideology
thatcomesoverinthe songs.I'mtryingto pickon somethingpositive,
give overapositive attituderather than anegative one. “Assoonasaband
starts complainingaboutsociety, everybodysays, ‘Oh, that'savery
valuable band-they’re pointing outall that’s goingwrong’, butall they're
doingisrepeatingwhat comes on the news, whichisstating the obvious.

“Whatwe're tryingto offeris an alternative point of view, a point of view
whichsays, ‘Okay, so thisis goingwrong, and thisis goingwrong’, but
don’tjustsitthereand moanaboutit-ifanything’sgonnahappen,it’s
onlyyouthat’s gonna changeit, youasanindividual, doingwhatyou have
todo, having confidence inyourself, in your own ambitions and ideas.
Youshould go outand doit, rather than voting for some partywho you
think’s gonnadoitforyou.

“Theonlythingthat’s gonnamake anythingbetterisif people work for
themselves. Justbecause people have need doesn’t mean they should
havewhattheyneed. Things don’tworklike that. Imean, people should
berewarded for abilitynotneed.”

John Taylor: “We’ve always tried to impress upon people asort of
individual positivism.Imean, 'mnot God.Ican’tsay: ‘Yesmyson,
anybodywhowantstodoitcan’,butI'msaying, ‘You're never gonnaget
therewithouttrying, that'sforsure’. I think we’ve made something out of
nothingpretty quickly, we haven’'thaditalllaid on a plate, regardless of
whatsome peoplesay. Our successis an example, we’re notencouraging
peopletogangup and throwbricks at the Houses Of Parliament because
that’snotgonnagetanybodyanywhere.

“That’swhatannoys me somuch about those half-baked journalists
who accuse us—Iwas on the dole for two years!I've done thatand I know
it'snofunbut, by the same token, it's no use sitting there moaningabout
it,regardless of whether youwannajob on the shopfloorat Leyland or
whetheryouwannabeapopstar.”

Simon Le Bon: “That’s exactly thewhole crux of it. Iwas in university,
institutionalised to the extreme. There were times when I spent four
weeks on campuswithouteven venturing offit! Thad myfood there;
Icould moan aboutpolitics and have deep political conversationsand
thingslike thatbutnotactually do anything.

“NowI'vesplitoffinto asmall commando unitof veryactive people—
everybodydoingas muchastheycan, notdoingalittle bitin a big
machinebutdoingalotinasmallmachine, and thatis the basisbehind
myideologyandIthink, subconsciously, behind theband’s: that people
arerealising thatpolitics aren’t the answer to any problems and are
lookingtodoitthemselves.”

Duran Duran areself-obsessed careerists who look to satisfy themselves
withina capitalist system without so much as apassingthought for
broadersocial welfare.

comprise five very ambitious people who take alot of care over
their artistic values and work hard to tryand get through to as
many people as possible.”

John Taylor: “We are careerists. I see music as my career, butit’salsomy
dreamandwhatIdobestsoI'mveryluckyinthatrespect. We have had to
planand too manypeople equate thatwith beinga calculating concern
and notwith being professionals and perfectionists...or tryingtobe.

“We're notnaive. We've grown up with our success.Idon’t thinkit’s
grownup ahead of us. Ifyoulike, we've had five years of successin two
yearsandIthinkwe've probably agedfive yearsin those twoyears, so
we've grown parallel to our success. Lookatall our
contemporaries of two years ago—the Stray Cats,
Visage, Spandau, Adam... they'veallfallen by the
wayside. All of them!We canlearn from that—
there’stwoways oflookingatit: we can either go,
‘Nah!Nah!’, or, ‘It proveshow easyitis toslip’.”

Simon Le Bon: “What’swrongwith being
acareerist?Ontheotherhand, Iagree with what
Pete Townshend said, ifyouhaven'tgotanaxeto
grind, thenyoushould bein cabaret. We have got
somethingtosay—justbecauseit’snotscreaming
inagony doesn’tmeanit’snotastatement. It'shard

NICK RHODES: “Idon’t thinkit’s such a crime foraband to



“Wehavefargreater
poweroverouraudience
thanPaulWellerwillever
have withhis”

toexplain, butwe'reinterested in thewhole scheme of things rather than
justpeopleamongpeople.It’stodowithlivingand dying.

“Tjustdon’tthinkyou can destroy thelivingforce, theliving energy,
bydeath.'mveryinterested in genetics, which makes me soundlike
afascist, butIseethehumanraceasananimal comingtoacrucial stage
initsdevelopment.Idon’t believe that this force within people will allow
thebomb tobe dropped because there’s alittle bit of everybodyin
everybodyelseand thebombis thefirstthinginhistorythat’sever
threatened the survival ofthe whole humanrace. Ifyoulookat people as
genetic carriers, it cannotbe allowed to happen.

“Forme, thatawareness changes the whole aspect of the world, it
broadensyourviewoflookingat things-instead of just being
prepossessed with havingfast carsand women and thingslike that, it
broadensyourmind. We'relike adventurers, [ suppose. I see us,in away,
venturinginto the subconscious, into the mind which, forme, isthe
largestuncharted territory.”

Duran Duran exploitthe fantasies of teenage girls and laugh all the way
tothebank.

then there’s averylarge danger of thathappening. But we’re not
initfor the money; we'rein it to prove what can be done.”

John Taylor: “Ithinkwe die an artistic death everynight on stage. We
almostbecome what ouraudience wants. For somereason we make fairly
austererecords... well, no grandiose, finely crafted and musical, and yet,
when ouraudience come tosee us, theywant us to dance on stage.

“Atthe moment, luckily, ithappensnaturally, as partof our
personalities. Imean, I'vebeenafan.Icanrelate to themon thatleveland
Idon'tlikeitwhen peoplerunitdown.Ithinkalotof people go through
thatperiod of fan worship orwhatever before they find themselves.”

Simon Le Bon: “Ithinkit’s crazy. I feellike saying to them when they're
standingoutside the hotelin therain, ‘C'mon, you're gonna catch acold.
Gohomeand haveacuppatea’,butI'vetriedtotell ‘embeforeand they
won’tgoaway.”

John Taylor: “Youareresponsible for them. We have far greater power
overouraudience than Paul Weller will ever have with his because we
really could stand on stage and say ‘Go outand break the walls of
Babylon! NOW!” And theywould!”

Simon Le Bon: “Icould think ‘Great, all that power!’ ButIdon’t
particularlywant todo that.Idon’thave therightto do that.Ithinkwe’ve
given ourselves aresponsibilityto be honest.”

John Taylor: “Nowis the pitfall time. There’s amillion traps waiting to
besprung-trapswe could so easily spring ourselves.”

Simon Le Bon: “The more successyouachieve, the more hands come
outeithertryingto dragyousidewaysinto some unreal world of drugs
and perversion, or there’shands trying to dragyoudown to the ground,
backdownto theirlevel because they don’tlike to see youup there.

“Ifyou’vebuiltyoursuccess onatissueladder ofliesand deceptions and
images, thenit’s particularly easy to be pulled down, butifyou’re honest-

S IMON LE BON: “If you value money more than communication,

andwearehonest-you canstand on the ground thatyou've created with
your honesty.”

JohnTaylor: “The bigger you get, the more honestyou have to be
becauseyou'relivingin the publiceye andit’sso easytobe tripped up.
Imean, itwould be very easy for me to say we were brought up onjazzand
funkbutthen, ifyou started talking to us deeply aboutit, I'd trip myself
up. Nowifyoustarttalking deeply to me about RoxyMusic, Iknow
everythingthey'veeverdone...”

NickRhodes: “As the Rolling Stones maywell have been to Bo Diddley
and ChuckBerry, sowe are to Roxy Music.”

Duran Duranaretoo damn perfect!

came out, [ haven’thad enough time to house-train my dog
properlysoitshits on the carpet...”
NickRhodes: “Ilost mywallet the other day, Ilosta cameraamonth
before andIlostabagtwo monthsbefore that...”
AndyTaylor: “Tused tosnap strings.”
NickRhodes: “MyOwn Way”, the single version released in Britain, was
diabolical.Thatedit.”
Simon LeBon: “Idon’ttalkabout mistakes, Ilearn from them.”

/_\ NDYTAYLOR: “Iforgot to send my dad a copy of Riowhen it

Duran Duran arearrogantlittle oiks.

JohnTaylor: “Aslongas the five of us keep it together mentally,
there’snobody to move where we canmove. There’snobodyto
move into the supergroup, megadrome status. The Human League may
sellalotofrecords, but they’llnever playMadison Square Gardens.
Ithinkwewill...”
Simon Le Bon: “Idon’tknow. I'm nota prophet, 'masinger.”
John Taylor: “Ifyoulookat mostof ourinterviews, one after anotheris
ajustification of our own existence. We've had toleap to our defence.”

N ICKRHODES: “IT’S not arrogance, it’s confidence!”

confrontations over my priorities, not theirs. It was, at best,

astartto understanding that Duran Duran’s five-way
fragmented philosophy takes no heed of the traditional, patently
ridiculous notion that pop should be naive, overtly rebellious and
prone to expressingliberal conscience. Theiridea of freedom within
the commercial medium of pop is the only mature, unhypocritical,
honest option that they consider still open.

DuranDuransay pop shouldn’thavetobeanythingatalland,
therefore, canbe anything. Irecognised this conclusion toolatein my
limited time to tackle them on their terms. That comes next time.

Butit’snottoolate for youto back off, tear off your blinkers, lay your
preconceptionsaside and listen to Duran Duran forwhat theyare, not
forwhatyour puritanical expectations demand they should be.
SteveSutherland ®

MY STRATEGEM WAS, of necessity, the wrong tack; forcing

PETER STILL / GETTY
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Phil Collins: “People
sayI’'mwhingingon,
butlwritesongsas

aresultofwhat
happenedtome.”




A year after his breakthrough solo album, the
down-to-earth talks Genesis, breadbins,
the Nolans and — of course — love and marriage.

“She doesn’t like being alone,” he says of his ex-wife.
“So she went off with a decorator.”

MELODY MAKER

YOU CAN'T
HURRY LOVE
PHIL COLLINS
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projectsbutwon'tentertain theidea ofleaving the band. In one sentence:
“lamnowatthe centre ofanythingIdo.”

Howdoesfronting your ownshow comparewith playingin Genesis?
Itfeelsverydifferent. Suddenlyit’s two hours of my musicinstead of
Genesismaterial that goes backalongway, people come to see bits of this
period orbits of that period. With the band, newmaterial always goes
downlesswell than old stuff, butThaven’'t got any old stuff.
It'slesstiringbecause 'msinginginarangeI've written for, instead ofin
Genesis where Mike or Tonywill comein with songs written as they were
written, reallyhigh.Iget pissed off notbeingable to singthem night after
nightbecauseyoucan'treach the notesyoudid asa one-offin the studio.

Areyouaperfectionist?
Yeah, butarealistic perfectionist. We spent three weeksrehearsing
justtryingto geteveryone playing together.Ido getabitfrustrated,
because tome there’s onlyoneway
ofdoingitand that’s the wayit
should be done. Any deviations
downwards aren’tright.

PHIL COLLINS
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Doyougetannoyed with peopleif
theydon’tdoitthe wayyouwant?
Veryannoyed, yeah.

Youalways seem to be working, do
you panicifyouhavenothingtodo?
Yeah, butI quite enjoywhatIdo.
Idon’tstruggle to getaway fromiit.

Whyareyoulike that?
Idon’tknow.I'veneverreally done
anythingelse. That’showmy
marriage broke up.Iwasalways doing something, ifit
wasn’t GenesisitwasBrand X, ifitwasn’t Brand X it
wasasession.

Sowhydidn’t thatexperiencescareyouinto
relaxing?

Well fortunately thelady 'm with nowknows what to
expect.I'msure my ex-Mrs viewed musicas the other
woman.Idosay ‘no’ tomore thingsnow, L have to.
Tusedtosay ‘yes’to everything.I'vehadlots of
interesting production offers for people such as the
Nolans, Manhattan Transfer, Air Supply, ClimaxBlues
Band, NinaHagen-anamazingcross-section—butall
interestingtodo... the Nolans, that'd be fascinating.

Isn’tthereadanger of stretchingyourselftoo thin?
IknowwheneverIdo anythingIgive 100 percent.
Peoplesayyoumustbe savingmaterial from one
group foranother, butthat’snottrue, it'sanaive
enjoymentof thewhole thing. Idon’tdo anythingelse
apartfrom occasionallywatch Rangers or go tomy
local pub...andI'm gonnabuy a pub. We'll probably
haveamusiclicence.Idon’tdo anythingwith my
money;apubseemed agoodidea.

Areyourich?

Idon’tknow. AsfarasI'm concerned I'm onlyworth
whatI'vegotinmybankaccount.Iwaslookingatit
and thinking, that’snotreally theresultof 12 years
with Genesis.Isupposeit’sallin theory-theygive you
goldand platinumalbumsinstead of money.

Areyouhappy?

Ohyeah, happier. Thatsituation two years ago when
Iwentthrough mydivorce...insomerespectsI'm
loathe tokeep talkingaboutitbecause people sayI'm
whingingon, butIwrite songs as aresultof what
happened to me. Iwrite happysongs now. WhenIwas
miserable and my kidsweren'twithmeandIThad ason
thatIworshipped and hewasn'tthere, I gotdepressed.
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Doesn’titseemironic thatif music caused the break-up of your
marriage, youshould immerse yourselfin asolo album while the
divorcewasgoingon?

Ididn’tsee musicas causingit.In 1977 on New Year’s Eve I said to my wife,
‘Tvegottogoontheroad nextyear, Genesishasto crack America’. And
shesaid, ‘Thenwe'renotgoingto be togetherin 12 months’ time.

IthoughtIhadtodoit,Ican’tlettheboysdown, notrealisingl was one
oftheboysandIcould saysomethingaboutit.[justasked hertobearwith
meforoneyear.It'llbeallright.

Butshewas one ofthose people who didn’tlike beingalone.Inthe same
wayasyou find someone who hates spiders and you puttheminaroom
full, youcan'tsay, ‘They’re onlyspiders, theywon'thurtyou’, you can’ttell
themthat.Iwassaying, Justanother month’, butshe doesn’tlike being
alone so she went offwith adecorator.

Face Valueworked because you obviouslyhad alot to say and strong
emotions to express. Hello, I Must Be Going, on the other hand,
smacks of “Let’s make another solo album”. Haven’t you just done
retreads of that earlier material?

No, Idon’tthinkthat.Thadadistinctlackofjudgement on “Through
These Walls” whenIused the same drum fillas “InTheAir”, but to
me that’swhere the comparison ends. It's my voice, 'm writing about
the same sortofemotions.Istill pull on that area twoyears ago.

" - Manatthe

centreof
Genesis: (l-r)
TonyBanks, Phil
CollinsandMike
Rutherford

THRULTHESE WALLS '



Althoughitwasadepressingtime,
Igotstimulated byit, itwas great tobe
thatdepressed.

It'sahumantraitthat people feeling
sad don’tputonahappyalbum;they
putonasad oneandwallowinit.
Iwould have done anythingtohave
gotoutofthe depression, foritalltobe
right, butithad very positive aspects.
ItwasthefirsttimeI'd everfinished
asong. Before, with Genesis, I always
hadbitsbecauseIwastoobusyto
complete them. ThenIhadallthe
timein theworld.

Asinspirationit’s fine, buthaven’tyou
dragged too much of your personallife

B iy
Hello, | Must Be qsugf

obvious question to ask—ifyour
albumsare more successful than
Genesisalbums, whyhangaround.
ThepointisIdo genuinely enjoy
playingintheband.

Thevibe for Abacabwas great; we
were backwritingstuffasagroup,
whichwe do best. Left to our own
deviceswe getsomethingwhichis
maybe too pompous. In Abacabwe
questioned alot of whatwe were doing.

One of my stockanswers towhyIstay
with Genesisis, Tllstay until we getit
right’. There are still areas of the music
Idon’tfeel athome with. With Genesis,
it'snotsecret, Tonyknows I'mless
enamoured with some ofhis stuff. It’s

into the second album-all the pictures of kids
andfriendsin the centrefold?
Thereareacouple ofreasons for that. Thereis
definitely afeeling of guiltaboutwhat
happened tomymarriage and, to be purely
sentimental aboutit, Iloved mydad; Thad adad,
butmysonisn’tgoingtohaveadadbecause my
wife doesn’tlive with meanymore. They're
goingto CanadatoliveandI'll see them twice
ayearforholidays. Itwas something forhimand
alsoabitdifferent, maybe... oh...Idunno.
Isupposeitdoesn’thelp,ifyou'resittingon the
fencethinkingthisis goingtobeanothergoat
thesolo album thatwould probably convince

“Breadbin’
was in one
song, what the

fuck do you do
with that?”

weird because he’s probably going toread this;
he’schanged anawfullotin thelastyear, he’s
alotlooserasaperson. Tonyand Mike come
from publicschools and they've beenfighting
thatupbringingeversince.

I'mthesingerin the group;Thavetosingthose
lyrics. If someone’s not asinger, they comein
withlyrics thatlookgood butaren’teasytosing.
I'vehadallsortofthingsto cope with,Imean
‘breadbin’ wasin one song, what the fuck doyou
dowith that? One greatthingabout them
singingon their own albumsis they’llknow
whatit’s like.

you. ButIwas criticised on the firstalbum for

putting ‘Me—-piano’ instead of ‘Phil Collins—piano’; itwas ‘too
egotistical’. Imean, Christ, you can’twin.Ithoughtitwouldbean
informal way of doing things. [tookwhat I thought were humorous
photosfortheinside sleeve.

Humorous to you, maybe, but to outsiders?

Isupposeso, that’swhatI'm finding. 'mnotembarrassed to have
apictureof mysoninaSuperman costumebutIcanseewhyit’s
misinterpreted by some people.

Perhaps peopleare suspicious of someonein your position prepared to
opentheirhearts?

Probably,andIthinkthat’ssad.It'sadragpeople are embarrassed about
thatkind of sentimentality being shown.Iwanted Face Valueand Hello,
IMust Be Goingto be amatchingset, something that feltlike it was from
thesamebloke. There’salot of preconceptions aboutwhatI mustbe

like, becauseI'min Genesis, the sort ofbackground Imusthave. Like all
theseletters page thingsIkeep gettingin MM about the egotistical rock
star.Ireallydidread thaton the tube and Ithought, ‘Fuckin’hell, ifthey
couldseeme’.

Whatsortofaudiencedoyou thinkyouhave?

It'sdifferentfrom a Genesis audience, slightly older. Obviouslyin
Londonyou'llgetafewdiehard Genesis fans butit’s notautomatic.
Lastnightwas classic,Iwassinging “If LeavingMe IsEasy” and there’sa
couplein thefrontrowand thebloke’s gothisarmround his girlfriend’s
shoulderalmostasifhe’ssaying, ‘Darling, don’tletthathappentous’
SometimesIthink: ‘Oh God, not BarryManilow, please’.Iwassaying
toMike [Rutherford] howgoodI thoughthisalbumwas,and
commiseratingbecause everyone criticised itas being exactlywhat
theyexpected.Ithoughtthatwasthefurthestthingfrom the truth, itwas
soatypical of Mike.

I'mfortunateinthatI've donelots ofthingsall the time, people don'’t
knowwhatto expect, but Mike and Tony are only associated with
Genesis. In MM, Mike’slastsingle wasreviewed alongside Supertramp’s
crap single, reallywimpish, everything people thinkwe are, and that
reallyangersme.

But there mustbe fans ofyour solo material who askwhyyoustillhang
around with those creeps?
Iknow, thereare friends of mine who don’tlike Genesis albums. It’s the

Howlongcanitgoon?
Idon'tseewhyitcan’tgo onforawhile. Weall geton better thanwe’ve
ever done. Welaugh alot. There’salot ofhumourin Genesis thatis
overlooked. Like for thelast single we did a take-off of the Beatles
“TwistAnd Shout” cover—the letteringwas the same, we jumped offthe
wallin the same positions, we asked for the sleeve notes tobe hammed
upinthesame pompouswayas the original. Then someone in NME
reviewed itwho probablywasn't ALIVE when “Twist And Shout” was
released, and tookitseriously.

Areyou conscious of getting old, growing further from your audience?
No, Istillhave the same ‘youthful energy’. I get the same buzz out of
whatI'm doing.

Doyouthinktherest of Genesis arejealous about yourindividual
success?

Idon’tthinkso.I'dlike to thinkit’s the doing ofit, the playing the game
rather than thewinning.Ifeel... sorryis thewrongword,Iguess
frustrated for Tonyand Mike that they can’tbe seen outside of what
peoplethinktheyare.IfMike’salbum had been outunderanothername,
I'msureitwouldhave gotbetterreviews.

Igot MMthe other dayand read about Marillion, who were being
compared to early Genesis. I feltreally sorryfor them, not onlywere they
being criticised for copying, but theywere being compared toaband no
onelikes.

Whatwould youlike to happen next?
I'dlike to spendlesstime on theroad with Genesis... becauseI'd like to
spend more time on theroad with my own stuff. There are other things
I'dlike to do butIfeel everythingItouchnow, 'mgoingtoruin!
Peoplesaid, whenItookoverJohn Martyn’s album, itwas all
smoothed out.John gotslagged off; there was this ultimate culthero
havingbeen a guitariston his own, who befriends Phil Collins and Phil
Collins brings these other musiciansin and, fuckin’ hell, bang goes the
artisticintegrity.
Johnsaid tome, “I'vebeen playingon myown for 12 years,Idon’twant
todoitanymore, Iwantto playwithaband,” soitwasn'tmy decision.
Ihad thesame thingwith Fridafrom Abba. There wasaclassicletterin
Record Mirrorthatsaid, “Thatfuckin’ Phil Collins, he fucked up John
Martyn, he fucked up Genesis, nowhe’s gonna fuckup Frida.”
Y’know, I feelI'llhave to bereally careful about whatIdonext...
I'll probablyfuckup the Nolans. Paul Colbert
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discusses a momentous
year for in the
wake of Pornography.

Do the band matter? MELODY MAKER
Does anything? “We get
hundreds of letters
from people about what
we’ve done,” he says.
“It’s like a soundtrack
to their crises.”




June1982:Robert Smith
onstagewithThe Cure
inEuropeduringthe

Pornography Tour,which
concludedwithbassist
Simon Gallup quitting




don’tyou? Whatever happens, itwon'tbeme,
Laurence and Simon together as The Cure
anymore. [ knowthat. Astowhatwillhappen,
I'venoidea.”

Iwonderifyoueverhave anyideawhat The
Curewere doing?

“Idon’tknow. ThelastinterviewIdid, earlier
thisyear,waswith areallyavid Cure fanand
hehadthisideaofwhatThe Curewaslike
thatwas completely alien tome. Whenitfirst
started, [didn’'thave any objectives or ulterior
motives other thannotto have towork, but,
obviously, as time goes on, you develop certain
ideas and follow them through in the hope that

die’ —t
that’s a
funny

“It doesn’t
matter if we all

Irealisenow that thatwas probablyabig
mistake, notestablishingourselves as
personalities earlier on.”

The Cure always seemed tome to
promote awoolly, unvaried imprecision;
likelisteningto onelongsongrefusingto
entertain any conclusions.

“Yeah, butitwasn’t through choice, itwas
through apathymore than anythingelse. It
wasn’taconscious decision tonurture that
image;itwasapathyin the sense of not
consciouslytryingtoadoptanother. All that
side of thingsneverreallybothered me, because
the criterion thatwasinvolved in whatwe did

ome
really
line”

you'regonnameansomethingtoacertain
section of the population.

“Idon’tthinkwe everreally achieved it.IfI'd watched The Cure or
bought Curerecords, [know, beinghonest, thattheywouldn'tmean what
Iwashopingtheywould mean...”

Whichwas?

“It'simpossible toarticulatereally, otherwiseI could justhave written
abookcalled The Cure. Itsoundsreally horrible, butit’s more than just
words and music. I've always aspired to belike the way certain bands
affected me—JoyDivision, New Order, the Banshees, EchoAnd The
Bunnymen; there’savery few-butIthink they'vekeptasortofintensity.

“That’swhatIwas always striving for with The Cure, but there were far
toomany thingsworkingagainstit, really; things of our own makinglike
theanti-imageand all thatrubbish. Instead of trying to getrid of that
atanearlystage, we flirted with it so there was nothingtolatch onto.

Ever-darkening shadow

MM MAY 1
1

SIT ALWAYS like this?” shrieks Robert
Smithinasong called “The Hanging
Garden”, as though gagging as the
realisation dawns on him. Andindeed, this
may prove to be his personal damnation.

The Cure’s depressivist tendencies have
become asort of standing joke.

“Miserable buggers,” muttered one
MM staffer as Pornography made its
debut on the office turntable. | found
last year’s Faithimpressive in places,
managing to summon a certain amount
of majesty toliftit out of its self-imposed
parameters of gloom and almost uniformly
funereal tempos.

This time around, I'm hard pressed to find
anyredeemingfeatures. It was possible
to view Faith as The Cure working single-
mindedly to stake out some territory of
their own, refusing to be hurried by
new romantics or cult vendors of any stripe.
And at least they threw in “Doubt” and
“Primary” asbreaks in the clouds.

But Pornography refuses to move on,
replaces self-sufficiency with arefusal
to peek through the curtainsinto the
street once inawhile, and finally
plummets like aleaking submarine
into depths unfathomable by man.

Frankly it's unhealthy.

There's precious little melody to speak
of. The opener, “One Hundred Years”, is
perhaps the least depressing track and
ismerely intensely gloomy. Drummer Lol
Tolhurstis aided by abusy drum machine

ashe deploys mighty

evidence. Thefirstline sun

, 4

die...” Andthenthere
death blow”.

relationships are merely “c
intherain”, greaticebergs

the Reaper’sontime.
“Iwillnever be clean

again,” Smithsingsin“The

Figurehead”, before the

the dark shriekings of “Col

stasis of “Pornography”

chilly marbled archways to
the final rendezvous with
the cold comfort of the
slab. Not this time, thanks.
Adam Sweeting
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drumbeats alongside menacing synths
and Smith’s already desperate vocal.
Inisolationit’s notabad song. Taken
as part of Pornography as awhole, it’s
merely another shred of incriminating

is something like “Does it matter if we all
s “walil

It's downhill all the way, into ever-
darkening shadows. It’s like a ghastly,
inexorable submission. For The Cure
(towhom all songs are credited),

of ice off each other as they passin the
smallest, darkest hours of the night.
Occasionally Robert Smith

checks his watch to make sure

group decline inevitably to
theninto the hideous wailing

itself. Finally it's as silent as
the grave, passing through

always came from me-aslongasIwould have
boughtstuffthatwewere producing, then thatwasreason enough for
releasingtherecords.

“Therewasnever anyidea of coveringacertain section of the market
orbroadeningoutand appealing to more people, which we could have
done.Imean, over theyears, alot ofrecord company people advised us
whatwe should do, butIalways thought thatifitwasforced, thenit
wouldn'tbeworthit, becauseI've neverhad any ambition to aspire to
these heights offame or of meaning something.

“I'veneverbeenapublicface; Iwouldn’tever dare to presume that people
hold meup assomekind offigure, andifthey did, they’d bereally stupid

becauseI'mtoohorrible to be amodel foranybody-I
knowthat; I'mnotjustbeingself-effacing. Iwould
neverholdanyonelivingtobeamodel;I'dnever
aspiretobelikeanybodythat’salive, because
everybody’s flawed-you can'tgearyourlife
around presentingyourselfassomethingto
be consumedbythe people.
“I'mean, peoplelike Culture Club do—for
abriefperiod oftime, everythingtheydois
geared to public consumption-but going
backtowhatwe were tryingto achieve, we
were trying toreach beyond thatfacade,
beyond currentfashiontoactuallydo
somethingthatwasgonnalast.”

Whatvirtuesand values should suchlasting
music exhibit?

“Ican’tsay...Ican’tsaywhyllikeapiece of
music. It'simpossible to verbalise. Everything
we’'vedonehasbeeninstinctive—that’s
probably the mainreasonwhyit’sbeenso
muddled or, asyou say, woolly-becauseit’sall
instinctive, becauseyounever... well, hardly
everhave pureinsight. There’sreallyno
answers or solutions to anythingwe’ve done.”

That’sacop-out. Your music hardlyinspires
frivolity—it’s presented insuchamannerasto
suggestsignificance.

“Butthefirstline on Pornographyis ‘It doesn’t
matterifwealldie’. There could be nothing
more throwaway than that. Tome that’sareally
funnyline...”
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Orapretentious one?

“No, it’snot pretentious—Ireally think that!
I'masconvinced byarguments for the end of
theworld asIamforsavingwhales—it'sa
completelytheoretical area. If[sawsomeone
jumpingon ababy, I'd probably go overand try
tostop them, butatthesametime, Icansithere
andgliblysaythatitdoesn’t matterifweall die.
It'saparadoxthat’sinherentin everyone.

“It’snotsixth-formangstorimmaturity-it’s
unimportantwhetheryoutakeitseriously or
not.It'saparadoxin thatwhatwe were doing, to
mostpeople, seemedreallydoomyand
depressingandyet, asaband, wewere almost
absurdlyhappy.

“Iknowit’sstrange, but people areinterested
inusthesamewayasI'minterestedinthe
confusion of other people. Imean, someone can
stand up and say, ‘I believein God’,someone
elsecansay, Tdon'tbelievein God, and
someoneelse cansay, Tdon'treallyknow,’
andallthreestatementsare the same.
Some peopleareattractedto
belief, some peopleare
attracted to the oppositeand
someareattracted tothe
centre, themiddle-ground
whichis, Isuppose, where
westood-notinrelationto
religionbutin general. Idon’t
knowwhether we were ever
successfulin conveyingthat.”

Isthatwhatmotivatesyou
to continue?

“Idon’tknow...I'veneverreally
considered thatI'vehad anything of
importance tosay to peopleonrecord
andyetIsometimes underestimate The
Cure’sachievements—asI'm doingnow
—because we gethundreds ofletters
from people thatare veryconcerned
aboutwhatwe’ve done;it’salmostbeen
likeasoundtrackto their crises.”

Exactly, The Cure werenota Cure;
theywereanailment, panderingto the
emotional afflictions of theirlisteners.

“No, it’snotlike beingan incentive for
someone to wallowin their own despair.
You're criticisingus for notuplifting
people, butI'd farrathernotattemptto
write musiclike that, because IknowI'd
fail.Ican’teveninspire myselfhalfthe
time, soIdon’tseehowIcould hopeto
inspire other people. It'simpossible for
me tojustifywhatwe’ve done, because
itonlyreallymirrored our experiences,
itneverreallysoughttodo anything
more thanthat.

“And, as towhether people should be
interested insomebody else’s problems
orrevelations, that’s debatable, butit’s
apparent that theyare, because people
buyrecordsandbooks. Peopleare

—— LONDON

interested inwhat other people think—that’sjustatraitofhuman nature.
“Iseetheabsurdity of makingrecords more than mostpeople and what’s
been considered myapathyhasn’treally come from despairatwhatThe
Cure’sbeen doingsomuch asdespairat the futility of the whole thing.”
Nevertheless, Fiction have justreleased anewsingle, “Let’s Go To Bed”,
perversely credited to The Cure butreallyrecorded by Robertand
Laurence Tolhurstasadisco experiment; Laurence has packedin
drummingandislearningkeyboards; Simon Gallup has formed his
ownbandand Roberthasrecorded a “pop” single with Steve Severin due
forspringrelease. Meanwhile, the guitaristrelaxes out of thelimelight on
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THE CURE

Whimpering and wallowing

MM MAY 8

touching a core of humanity beneath

their fraught facade is, unwittingly,
through the inherent, though probably
accidental, humour that mocks their very
name. Seldom have amodern showband
saddled themselves with such aself-
consciously stark and inappropriate
misnomer;seldom have three young people
in pursuit of a clutch of aimless atmospheres
achieved solittle with such panache.

The Cure -that’sajoke. More like a
symptom. Where contemporaries like The
Clash play-act toy soldiers, point fingers,
stick their necks out and look stupid

advocating simplistic slogans, where
Killing Joke share and shoulder
despondency, offer no glib solutions
butrally round nonethelessin
blind, bitter anger, The Cure

are content to whimper slightly
and wallow, mirroring the
meaningless mess of our lives
-are, tobe over-generously
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wanton obscurity.”

quite successfully.

TAILS

positive, perfectly pedestrian. Here, in

the Hammersmith Odeon, they’d dearly

like to make anart-rock crossover and
abdicate into stylish gothic performersala
bigbuddies the Banshees. But the placeis
too vast, the sound too thinand spineless,
the light show too spartan and the songs
themselves toointimately miserable to
communicate anything other thanboredom.

The audience, strangely, gets off on this
image of three updated Al Stewartbed-
sitter boy students squeezing their pimples
and translating Camus prose into Shelleyan
stanzas. Titles like “The Drowning Man”
evoke O-level angst, melancholy musings
like “Siamese Twins” and “The Funeral
Party” beg motheringinstincts from doe-
eyed girlfans. The Cure need a goodclip
round the ear.

Not extreme enough to stretch to
exorcism nor even to elicit widespread
sympathy, they only ever urge participation
when they wrap their moaningin Bunnymen
melodramaand a half-decent tune and
churn out their biggest hit, “Primary”.

As|sneaked out without somuch as
the slightest twinge of guilt or regret,
Robert Smith was still demanding of
noonein particular: “Is It Always Like
This?” | wish some wag had shouted
back: “Itneedn’tbe!”

What The Cureignore in their
stifling, senselessly cyclical self-
examination is that rock music may
never provide effective sociological
answers, but through joy, release and
arare sense of community, it may act
as preventive medicine.

And, as any doctor of words,
tunes or potions will eagerly testify,
prevention almost always pre-empts
The Cure. Steve Sutherland

tour with the Bansheesasasubstitute
forJohn McGeogh. Rumours abound
thatthereplacementmayprove
permanent. How 'boutit, Robert?

“AsfarasI'mconcerned, 'mjustdoing
thistour. Never believe rumours.”

Whataboutasfarasthe Banshees
areconcerned?

“Idon’tknow, we haven'treally
discusseditthatmuch.Ithought
itwould be very presumptuous to
saysomethinglike that, but... well,

onceaBanshee, alwaysaBanshee.Idon’tthinkI'vesaidanythingin
thisinterview, haveI?It’sall so ambiguous. Itjust perpetrates the

Iwonder how much moreyouknowthanyou'relettingon?
“Well, that’s the secret, isn'tit2”
Ta.You'vemanaged tonotclear up the Cure and the Banshees mysteries

“Yeah.It'sjustastate of fluxat the moment. AsfarasI'm concerned
there’snothingclear-cutto say except...
Christmas, Melody Makerreaders—ahologramkit.” SteveSutherland ®

IknowwhatIwant for
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“We were
O1Ng to
end up like
the rest
of them™

As it wasin the
beginning, so it is at
the end of .

Rather than fade
away, Paul Weller
wants to go out
before the band
becomes routine.

“Where do you

end up? You end

up like arseholes,”
he says. Perhaps
anew “English soul
label”, might point
the way ahead...
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MELODY MAKER

OWWE’RENO longer as thick as thieves...

Lastweek,

after 15 singles, sixalbums and innumerable tours both
here and abroad, Paul Weller split The Jam. Arguably
Britain’s most successful group during the last fewyears,
certainly one of the most talented, the announcement

was premature.

Although Weller had come to his decisionlastJune, hehad originallyintended
tobroadcastthe news from the forthcoming TVspecial The Jam are doingwith
Channel 4’s The Tube. Rumours, however, started circulatingand Weller

thoughtitbetter to come cleanimmediately.

Justwhyhe’s doingitis another matter. Tomost people, breaking up aband

attheheightofits career mustseem
incomprehensible; butthen Weller, unlike
somanyofhis contemporaries, issomeone
whoactuallybelievesinstanding by his
word, whatever the consequences.
It'sexactly thisbeliefin qualitieslike
dignityand honour thathasled tohis
portrayalin certain quartersasadour,
paranoid, miserable songwriter, incapable
ofraisingasmile. What these peoplefail
to comprehend is the enormous faith Weller
hasinmusicasapositive forceand his
breakingup ofthe groupis perhapsthe »
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PaulWelleronthe
roof of AIRStudios
on OxfordStreet,

centralLondon,
whilerecordingThe
Jam'ssixthandfinal
album, The Gift
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Notfadeaway:
TheJam atthe
AragonBallroomin
Chicago,May1982

L

finestexample of this belief. Feeling threatened by
complacency, Weller would rather give it allup now
thancheapeninanywaythereputation TheJam
havebuiltup over theyears.

Howmany otherswould do the same?

We met Monday nightat Polygram Studios, where
Paul, with producer Pete Wilson, was putting the final touches to The
Jam’sfinalsingle, “Beat Surrender”. This will be followed by alive album
containingabout 14 songs, and theband’s farewell concerts. Already the
newswasoutas papersreported that “close friends” of the group had
spilled the beans.

TheJamnever knewtheyhad somany “close friends”. We adjourned to
afavouriteItalianrestaurantand talked about the split; Weller calm, but
anxious to gethisviewacross. Only thingwas mytape recorder
malfunctioned and everythingsaid went to waste.

Afterabitofcharacteristicmoaning (“Callyourselfa fucking
journalist?”), we metthe next morninginalocal cafe, Wellerinacool,
relaxed manner, hip to talking. Here then is Paul Weller’s version of The
Jam'sbeatsurrender.

PaulWeller: The main thingis thatsecurity thingI was going on about
lastnight. Itreally dawned on me howsecure the situation was, the fact
thatwe could go on for the next 10years makingrecords, gettinghit
records, getting bigger and bigger and all the rest ofit. That frightened me,
becauselIrealised we were going to end up the samelike the rest of them.

Surelyone of the perks of successis thesecurityitbrings with it?
Idon'tthinkthat.Ithinkyou've gottobuilditup and tryand be successful
otherwise there’sno pointin doingit. ButIdon’tknowaboutbeing
secure, becauseIthinkifyouwanttobesecure youshouldn'tbother
gettinginto music. That’s the wholereason whyIgotintoit. Iflwanted to
besecureIwould have gotanotherjob; Iwould have beenabankclerkor
something. Notknockingit, butthat’snot the reason whyyou getintoit.

Yougetinto music-welll did anyway-becauseit’sdifferentand Ijust
thoughtthat’swherewe are. The fact that for the next 10yearsitwould be
anendless cycle oftours, LPs, tours, LP, singlesand where do youend up?
Youenduplikearseholes.

Irememberyousaying thatyouwere quite disappointed with The Gift.
Did thesituation startround about then?
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Well, it’'snotjustthat.Idon’tthinkwe can take it
any further, knowwhatImean? Ifitwentonany
furtherIthink, forme, itwouldjustbeforthesake
ofit. Idon’tthinkwe could achieve any more
musically, whichis the mostimportant thingasfar
asI'mconcerned. Ifwe carried onjust for the sake of
it, itwould justbringourname down.

=

BUAT SORRENSER
SHOPPING

Inyour time together, whatdo youfeel TheJam have achieved?
It'slikeIsaidlastnight, it’s going to sound pompous anyway, butI think
thatwe’ve shown thatyou canbe successful, hugelysuccessful, which
weare, do thatandstillremain decent, stillremain caringand honest.
Ithinkifwe’ve donenothingelse we've done that,and I thinkwe're the
firstgroupto everdo that.Idon’tthinkanyone has stuckto their
principles more than we have apartfrom smaller groups, the
independentgroups, butI mean for someone to be commercially
popularaswe have, Ithinkit's thefirsttime.

Areyoutalkingabout thestandard of star lifestyleand The Jam’s
avoidance of it?

Yeah, exactly. We could do all those things ifwe wanted to. We could have
massive greathousesin the country, flash carsand everything, butit’s
notjustthe material things. It’s the whole mentality, it'sbelievinginit the
waysome people do. All these stars, all these wankers, youstill get them
nowand we'venever bowed down to that. We've always tried to remain
whatweare, soIthinkit'simportantto keepitasitis.Ifwehad carried on,
thewhole thingwould have dissipated just from the sheer factof carrying
on;it’sgottoloseitsimpetus sometime.

DoBruceandRickfeel the sameway?
I'thinkso, yeah.Ithinktheydo.'m probablyabit more dogmatic, but
Istillthink theydo believeinit, actually.

Youwere talkinglast night about the strain ofbeing the songwriter,
mainsongwriter.

Well, notsomuch that, justthatIthink there’sbeen so much shitwritten
aboutme, whichisallrightforyouregobutIdon’tthinkitreally helps
towardsyou asasongwriter, because sometimes I can stand outside of
myselfand see this Paul Weller because he’sbeen builtup assuch an
established songwriter orwhateverheis.
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Iwantto getbacktojustsittingdown and writing songs becausel enjoy
it, notbecause I've gotanystandardstolive up to. There’sloads of
differentfacets of whyIwantto do this, butthe main one, the oneIreally
wantto getacross, is thatIthinkwe’ve achieved allwe can.

When did you stop enjoying songwriting?

I'thinkit’swhenyoudo constant LPs and you've got to get 12 songs, 14
songs, and it goes on year afteryearlike that. It'snot particularly the
pressure, it’sjustboring.

Was there anyparticular LP youwrotebecause youhad to?

Ithink Setting SonswaswhenIstarted doingthat, it'sjustadrag. The Gift
was abitmore enjoyable because we had thatyearwhenwedidn'tdoan
LP,sothatwasabitbetter. Butalsoitwas the thought of the next 10 years,
keep doingthatforthenext 10years.Ijustwantto getoffthe roundabout
forawhile.

Over theyearsyou’vebranched outalot musicallyintosouland jazz,
forinstance.
Intastes, yeah.

Doyoufeelyou could have pulled TheJaminto those areas?
I'mnotsure, really. I thinkyou could have done, but then itwould stop
becomingagroup, becauseitwould becomelike avehicle formywhims.
Anygroup that’s only got one songwriteris always going to be pushed in
the direction of whatever songs he’swriting. And that’s fair enough.

Butthat’'swhatwould have happened with The Jam ifyouhad
pursued that.

Yeah, butIthinkwe would lose somethingifwe did thatanyway.
Ithinkifyou’'re goingto do somethinglike that, then the whole group
hasgottobeintothat, it’sall gotto experienceitand feelit. 'm notsure
ifitworks otherwise.

There’salot of thesereally.

fuckingcarryonjustforthe moneythenI'djustcarryondoingthisforthe
next 10years. ButIwantto beagoodwriterandI don’'twant to do itjust for
thesake ofit. AlsoIwantto enjoy some of it. Thaven'thad the chance to
enjoythelastsixyears.I'veneverreallyhad the chancetositbackand
thinkaboutwhatI'veachieved and whatI've done.

Allthe timeI'm thinking andlooking for songs for the next LP or
something for the next tour. 'mnotwhiningaboutit, butif people want to
know thesituation, well that’sit.

Butifyoustayinmusic that’s howit’s always going to be.

Notreally, becauseIdon’t thinkyou have the same amount of pressure.
Idon’tthinkanyonereallyunderstands the enormous amount of pressure
beinginareallybiggroup. If some of them experienced it forawhile, then
Ithinkalotofthem would change theirminds, beless cynical aboutit.
Especiallyifyou're awriter.Ifthingsare goingwell and everybodylikesit,
thenyougetthe perks, butif people don'tlikeit, then yougetall the stick.

Shouldn’tmatterifyoubelieveinityourself.
You can’t, because however much youbelieve inityourself, thingslike
thatalways get to yousomehow or otherin a pressurisingway.

Whatkind of relationshipwasitwith Rickand Bruce?

We used to hangaboutwith each other, go outwith each othersocially.
Butobviouslyasyougetolderand you're meetinggirlfriends and that,
yousplitup and go separate ways. So that’sjustlife, isn’tit? ButI think
youtend to growapartalittle bit.

Asyougrowolder?
Yeah, butifyoulive separatelives, then you're closer. But we've always got
onreallywell, probablybetter aswe’ve gotolder, actually.

When did you actually decide to split theband?
Isupposeaboutayearago orsoit’sbeen on mymind.Iactuallymade
mymind up whenwe gotbackfromJapan, Isuppose. Butthe other thing
Iwantto getacrossis thatIwanted to break

Idon’tlike the thought ofimagining The Jam
whenwe're 30 and old and embarrassing. All
those things we've done and stood for. Like I said
lastnight, I thinkwe’ve always stood foryouth.
Thosefirstpunkbands, allthe others always
used tolieabout their age and we were the only
bandthatneverhad tobecausewe actuallywere
young, and I always thought that came across.

Evennow, mostofthenewgroupsthatare
comingupareintheirearly twenties, and I
thinkalotofpeopleforget thatI'm only 24.
I'mnotexactlyateenager, butI'mstillonlya
young man (laughs), onlyaboyreally, butI think
people forgotthatbecausewestarted

“We’ve shown
that you can
be successful
and remain

decent”

theband upbecauseldo careaboutit.It’snot
becauseIwanttoembarkonasoloventureand
Idon’tneed Bruce or Rickoranyofthat old
bollocks-like Bryan Ferry or Rod Stewart shit
—it’sjustthatIdo careabouttheband.Iwant
it-I'mnotso much talkingaboutimmortality
—butIwantwhatwe’vebuild toremain.

Likeyouoncesaid tome thatyoushouldlead
byexample; well, that'showIthink The Jam
shouldbe. Like a guideline, an example for
younggroups comingup.Idon’tthink there
were anyinthe '70s; there were only peoplelike
thePistolsand The Clash.

soyoung.
That’sthe other thing, the thought
ofbeingsecureat?24;itjustseemsto
be goingagainstmysortofprinciple.
It'slikehavingasecurejob or
something. Ithinkifyou're goingto
beawriter,and I take myself quite
seriouslyasawriter, Idon’tthinkyou
canaffordtobeinthatsituation. A
certainamountisnice, like financial
security, becauseI'd hate tohave to
worry aboutwhere my nextwageis
comingfrom. Thatwould beadrag.

Alotofpeopleare probably
wondering howyou cangiveup
suchagoldmine, like The Jam.
Well, that’s it. Some other people
havesaid that, butthey’ve obviously
missed the pointor otherwise
thoughtthatIneverreallymeant
allthe thingsIsaid.

It'slikewhen people say thatyou're
onlyinitfor the money.IfIwanted to

“Iwantwhatwe’ve
builttoremain”:(l-r)
RickBuckler,Paul
Weller, Bruce Foxton

Whatwas thereaction of most people
whenyoutold them?
Well, Rickand Bruce were abitshocked
really, butIthinkafterawhile they’ll
seethatwhatI'msayingisright.It'sall
rightsayingthatwe cancarryon,do
anotherLP orasingle, butthelonger
thatgoeson, themore thatsecurity
thinggetsyou, because thelongerit
goeson, the moreyouworryabout it
ever stoppinganditgetsworse and
worse. Doesyouin-doesmein,
anyway-anditsunnecessary pressure,
anunnecessarysituationtobein.
Sotheyobviouslyweren't
particularlyhappyaboutit. Ithink
everyonewasabitshocked. That’s
becausewe’vebecomesuchan
institution, such an establishment.
What’s the point of doinganother
LP for the sake of it?It’slike The Clash,
they’llbearoundin20years’ time,
they’llbe celebrating theirbirthdays.
Theywill. »
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WEMBLEY ARENA
—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

—— DECEMBER1 —

Going down with all guns blazing

NME DEC 11

abang, instead of awhimper, asquabble
oranoverdose.

The manner of The Jam'sleaving carries a
stamp of style and self-discipline, of honesty
and suss -just the type of dignified exit, in
fact, that their career deserves. It's so often
spouted, this ideal of quitting at the top (and
The Jam are, quite obviously, still at the top)
yetit's sorarely done. Assuming Weller's got
the resolve to make this break stay clean, then
it seems he’s chosen the best moment.I'm
watching them go with a nice balance of
feelings: half regret and half relief. Just right.

Onthefirstnight of the final five shows at
Wembley, they start with “Start!” and the
crowd barriers are rushed, and the event soars
toalevel ofinstantintensity from whichit
never descends until the very end. How do
they hope to maintain suchimpact, such
energy, over all the farewell dates to come?

I can only wonder. What's clearest, though,
isthat the fact of The Jam playing Wembley
means this thinghas got asbig as it should ever
be allowed to get. While The Clash might make
something valid of stadiumrock, The Jam
demand something more direct and personal.
They don’t make mega-band music; they're
notabout grand gestures and heroic poses,
dimly viewed from a seat two miles away.

It's only the unique nature of this event,
with allits attendant emotional charge, that
saves the band’s onstage graft from getting
lostinspace. Andthen “It's Too Bad” (“It’s too
bad we had to break up”). And then “Beat
Surrender”: not surrender in the sense of
defeat, butasin giving yourself, as a positive

AT LAST, Arock career which ends with
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act, up to arushing force of excitement. “Away
FromThe Numbers” next, and “Ghosts”, which
momentarily lets the pressure drop from
premature suffocation point. “In The Crowd”,
“Boy About Town”,“So Sad About Us”...

It's not an obvious set, since the numbers
played tonight don’tinclude several Jam
classics (“Going Underground”, for instance).
Butit's good to hear amassive splash of the All
Mod Cons album: when they gointoiits first two
tracks you suddenly recall what arevelation
that vital third LP turned out to be at the time.
Fromthetitle cut, with huge

December3,1982:
afaninvadesthe
stageduringnight
threeof The Jam’s
five-dateresidency
atWembleyArena

though they'veresolved to cram another eight
years’ energy into as many single concerts.

“Precious” expands the sound - the trio are
augmented by the full range of keyboard
players, horns and back-up vocalists. “Move
OnUp”, the Curtis Mayfield standard, gives
anobjectlessoninhow to do asoul cover
properly: notan exercise in forging some
other man’s emotion, but a feat of capturing
some spark of inspiration in the original, and
matchingits rhythm to your own pulse.

Vocal cords take arest for the instrumental
“Circus”, but the Mod Cons erablasts back
with “Tube Station” and “David Watts”.
“Pretty Green” and “Trans Global Express”
send the set screeching up to abrink: the
band withdraws, and there’s along, long wait
foranencore.

Oncethey're backand we've had “A Town
Called Malice” revisited,

cheersfor Foxton'surgent
little bassrun, it's straight
into “ToBe Someone”, an
early stirring of Paul’s
broader writing abilities.
And later there’s “Mr
Clean” -maybe more
predictable, lyrically,

History is turned
full circle with
their first release,
“In The City”

historyis turnedfull circle
with The Jam’s first-ever
release-“InThe City".It's
one of the few explicit
reminders Weller makes
inrespect of this special
occasion.He’dcome on
atthe evening's start with

butstillboasting one
of hisfiner guitarlines,
andadash of melody
tosweetenthe
bitterness.In-between:
“Great Depression”,
“Smithers-Jones”. Like
Rick Buckler, Bruce
might be facing the
group’sretirement
with somereluctance;
butboth of them

play with blatant
determinationtogo
down with allmusical
gunsblazing -almost as

aclipped “Helloand
welcome tothe Red Cow”,
andsigns off with typically
awkward gruffness: “Don’t
wanna get too sentimental
or anything...but thanks for
thelastsixyears.” Hardly
anything else was said. But
much, muchmore wasfelt...

...including the beginning
of asmalllumpin this
spectator’s throat as they
took their final bow after
the closing “Gift”.

“Think of the future and

make itgrow." Paul DuNoyer



Andallthese fuckinggroups, they're disgusting,
alotofthem;Ithinkthey’re obscene. Whatsickens
memostofallisthatTused tobelieveinalotof
them.Ibelievedinall the stufftheyused tocome
outwith. Nowyoufind outthatthey’reaload of
frauds, justaload ofart-school wankers who want
toberockstarsand that’sall they’lleverbe.I'mno

=4
partofthatatall. Idon’'twant toknowaboutany .

o=

Comeon. Somethinglike “Trans Global Express”...
ButIthinkthat’s gotagreatfeelingaboutit, anyway.
I'mnotgoingto go outand startwritingsongs about
tractorsand chocolate (grins). Istillwant to write
intelligentlyrics, butfirstand foremostyou have to
putfeelfirst, otherwiseitdoesn'tmean anything.
Youmightaswellwriteabook. Ifyou're playing
music, thendoit.Ithinkwe’ve always done that,

me=rnd Smernt X

ofthat. That’swhyIthink TheJamhave always
been different. That’swhyIthinkendingitnow
willkeep that. Like the sharp peoplewillbe able
to perceive thatand understandit.

Overtheyearsyou’vereallygrown disgusted
atthatrock-star trip...
Ireallywanttobringitdown.I'dlike toreally do
awaywithitorhelp towards pullingitdown. A
lotofthe groupsinthelastfewyears—starting
with PiL, Isuppose-have said aboutdoing that,
buttheyallturn out the same. Either theyend up
doped out of their heads or otherwise, because
theircompaniesaren’tsellingrecords, theyhave

“Rock’s like
the emperor’s
new clothes -

it’s got nothing

at all”

anyway. Our songs have always had really good
melodies; it'sneverbeenagreatbarrage of
political slogans, they’ve always been songs as
well. Evenifyou did take away some of the heavy
lyrics, put ‘Tloveyou’lyricsin, theywould still
soundreallygood as pop songs.

Lastnightyoumentionedbeingina
straitjacket, or The Jam beingin one.

Well, getting categorised is another thing, as
a“political” writer.Ithinkit’sbetterifyou try
and appeal to people’s emotions, get the better
oftheir emotions.

togooutontheroad and prostitute themselves.

No, that’sa stupid thing to say, cutthat one out, but theyhave to go out
ontheroadintheend, sotheyallend up doingit. Like you see these
groups, groupsthatsay theyreallyhate therockscene and rock culture,
butyousee themin clubs outoftheirbrains. Could be 1967 -all that’s
differentis thattheirhairisabitshorter.

Youwent through that, though.
Ofcourse,and maybe I'm beingabit self-righteous aboutitbecauseI've
finished withit, butI thinkI'mrightreallyand Iregretit.[regretbeingso
predictable to even getintoit.
MainlyI'mjustboredwithitbecauseljustfinditsosquareand straight.
These peoplemustthink they'rereallyhip and they're not. It’slike the
wholerockmythaboutrockstandingforrebellion, the NMEmentality.
Howlonghasitbeen goingon?Whatisit? Thirtyyears!It’s sick, really sick,
and they're still putting people up. Everynowand thenyou getanewface
whobecomes The New Face Of Rock Rebellion... Ah, itjust pisses me off.

Rockmusichasno power, then?
Nabh, it’stotallyredundant. It’sjust abigempty fucking vehicle for
nothing. It’slike the emperor’s new clothes—it’s gotnothingatall.

ButTheJamstood forit!
Yeah, Isupposewehave donesoinourtime.Ithinkweallused tobelievein
rockwhenwe started off. Like punkrock.
OverthelastfewyearsI'verealised what
alotofshititallis. All thisrebel stance.

Youstill believe in music, presumably?
Yeah, Istill believe in music. I thinkyou
have tohitpeoplewith feelings. It’slike
whenIthinkofallthe greatestsongs,
myfavourite songs—and most people
arethesame-they're always these
melancholyballads, aSmokeyRobinson
songor The Four Tops, and yourealise
it'sbecause theyhaven’tgot any politics
atall,youdon'teventhinkaboutthe
lyrics.Idon’tsuppose thathalfthe
people know thelyrics to these songs,
it'sjustthefeelingthatgetsyou.Ithink
that’smissingin musicatthe moment
and that'swhatI'dlike to setabout doing.
Tryandbringthatback.

You'rereally turningyourbackon
alotofpreviousworkhere.Imean
your-crassdescription, Iknow-
political songs.

Idon’tthinkIam, really. They're not
politicallyrics, anyway.

February18,1982:
PaulWellerat
PolygramStudiosin
London,wherehehas
beenputtingthefinal
touchesto The Gift

Soundsasifyou’rebeginning to mellow...
Idon'tfeelmellowaboutitatall. Ifeeljustasangry;infactmoreangry
aboutalotofthingsI'mtalkingabout. All those poxy groups—I'mstill
more angry about that than everbefore. It’sjust that I find the whole
AngryYoungManstance... Howlongcanitgo onfor? CouldIstilldoit
whenI'm32?

Lookat The Who. Canyouthinkofanything more obscene? Or the
Stones, who are even more obscene. Look atJagger—hestill believeshe’s
arebel, and what’s even worseis all them young people do as well. People
stillbelieve theyrerebels.

Idon’teverwanttobeapartofthat, becauseIbelievedinit. Everything
I'veeversaidinsongsI'vealways meant, andI think thatshould stand.
Idon’teverwantto see thatwatered down, don’'t want to make amockery
ofeverything. Ithinkifyoucarryonlongenough, that'swhathappens.
It’sinevitable, really.

Seemsashameit’sgot toend at WembleyArena of all places.

Well, the thingwas aswe’re doing ourlast major concerts we wantas
many people as possible to getand see us.Idon’t really like Wembley, but
Icanseeitfrom thatpointofview.

Lookingback, The Jam have probably had the mostloyal following of
anygroup over thelastfewyears.

Yeah, and thisisusbeingloyal to them.Idon’thonestly feel thatIcould
carryonany furtherwithitand still put
thesame 100 per centintoitasIhave
done, because there are too many
doubts aboutitafterawhile. Once you
startgettingafewdoubts, Ithinkyou
have toreallylookatthings. Ifyou've got
anyguts, youshouldlookat things and
thinkabout them.

See, the thingis, anyone whoreally
isintousand understands uswill
understand whatI'm saying. Because
Iknow thatmostofour fans, ourreal
fanswouldn’twantusto carryoneither,
watchusbecome embarrassing.

Whataboutyour other projects

like the Respond and Jamming

record companies?

Yeah, Ireallywant to build Respond up.
Iwantto tryand makeitinto an English
soullabel. Iwantto develop that English
soul thing. It'snotaparticularly original
idea.Loadsof people have tried todoit,
butIwanttotryit. AndIdon'tmean
aTamla Motown, nota “Town Called
Malice”-type thing, butan’80sversion.
Ithinkitis possible. Paolo Hewirt ®
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Readers’ letters

NME/MM JUL-DEC

Haus of fun

Istillcan’tsee the ‘meaning’
behind the Sutherland interview
with Bauhauseither!It’s
“journalists” like Steve Sutherland
who have continually knocked
Bauhaus that “Ziggy” was brought
outfor. Steve keptinsulting
Bauhaus, callingthem Bowie
copiesetc, so they turned round
anddid thethingleast expected of
them-reincarnated Ziggy. So
what, there’snobig thingaboutit,
and truefansareglad that
Bauhausaregettingtobe
recognised as amajor musical
forceinBritain today. If people
like S.S. continue to bite for the
bait, then Bauhauswill carryon
throwingit-theyarejustproving
theydon’tneed thissortof
unnecessaryabuse.

GILL, Aldershot Road, Fleet, Hants
(MM, Nov13)

Tosettherecord straight, the
pointofthe Lyceuminterviewwas
toamplify (notsimplify) and
therefore make abundantlyclear,
theabsurdityof theinterview
situation. Furthermore, theretort
“fuck off” mayhavebeenusedin
answer to one of Sutherland’s
pathetic ‘questions’,butmay
IpointoutthatitwasNOTissued
frommylips. Not, mystyle atall
Steve. (PutTHAT down to the heat
ofthe momentand someoneelse’s
temperament.) Predictably, the
final write-up turned out to be the
inaccurate, scrambled reportage
thatusuallysucceedsthe event,
and, inthe case of the Lyceum, at
leastitwasanevent.

DAVID JAY,BAUHAUS (MM Nov13)

Genesis to MM: fuck off

DearAdam Sweeting, Iread with
interestyour shortreplyto the
recentletter praising Elvis
Costello’s concert.Iwouldlike to
pointouthowever that Elvis did
notsupportusonanyAmerican
tour, and merely played with

Blondie and ourselves onavaried
andinterestingbillin
Philadelphia. Knowingpeople
closetoandinthe Costello camp,
Iwouldlike to pointout thathe
himselfdid not consider this
combination ‘debasing’. Sowhy
don’tyou fuckoffand get offour
fuckingbacks, leaving your
tasteless digsat the door?

Yours, PHIL COLLINS, Genesis
(MMOct23)

Adam Sweetingreplies: Dear Phil,
bollocks.

Reader to Genesis:
you're great
Isympathise with Phil Collins
(Backlash, October 23), buthe can
consolehimselfin the factthat
thereare manypeople ofallages
andbackgroundswho appreciate
the music of Genesis (anyone who
wentto Milton Keyneswillrealise
this), includingmostofthe
musical critics in this country.
The only questionneedingto
beansweredis this: whydo critics
persistentlybuild up talented
musicians, onlytoknock them
downagain once those musicians
have established themselves?
Perhapsthe answeris thatthe
music press canonlyflourish (i.e.
sellalotof papers, thus making
more money forits critics) if the
popularmusicsceneis constantly
changing. Or perhapsitreallyis
their personal opinion (towhich
theyareentitled) whichIrespect.
Butisittoo muchtoaskofyour
criticstoshowasimilarrespectto
the personal opinions of myself
and thousandswho like Genesis
inthis country, and notto stoop to
the pathetically disgustingsortof
abusehanded outinreference to
Elvis Costello the otherweek? The
answer, Ifear, maybeyes. Evenif
your critics don'tlike them, they
mustsurelyadmitthattheyare
verygoodindeed.
Andiftheyadmitthat, theymay
aswellstop abusingthem.If,
however, they donot, then they
mustbefools/liarsnot torealise/
admit theirworth. Take your pick.
A.G.LOVER, address supplied
(MM, Nov 6)

More heavy metal please
Ihavebeenreadingyour mag for
sixweeks, [don’treallyknowwhy
IchoseitwhenIdecidedIneeded
amusic paper tokeep me up to
date, butitwas probablybecause
everyonearound meread

Soundsand NME, and Ifancied
somethingdifferent.
EXCELLENT!Ireallydobelieve
thatyourmagisthebestonthe
market. Congratulations on
producingamusic paperwitha
touch of class. But PLEASE can we
see abitmore on Heavy Metal?
GORDONLIVESEY, Chaffers
Mead, Ashtead, Surrey (MMDec12)
You obviously received the cheque.
IfIsend another one, will you stop
blatheringon about heavy metal?

1963 writes...

I'ma17-year-old girl, who would
love to correspond with boysand
girlsin England.Ilike swimming,
listening to music, dancing, going
tomoviesand writingletters.T'll
answer everyletter (if[getany).
JAANAKANANEN, Odensalavagen,
19500 Marsta, Sweden (MM, Dec12)

No surrender!

Well, The Jam may have split but
theyhaven’'tbroken “the solid
bondinourhearts”.

What TheJam have done for
British music cannotbe putinto
words, but they provided forus
Jamfanshonesty, passion, energy
and, aboveallelse, symbolised
youthandnewideas. The Jam
were one of the fewbandswho
could generate the atmosphere of
shared motivationatgigsandon
record. Theyprovided uswith
‘Trans-Global Unity’. If TheJam
didn’tget through toyou thenyou
couldn’thavebeenlistening!
EMY, The Ace Face of Stirling!
(NMENov 20)

Channel 4 pleases hippy
MayIbethefirstto,like,
congratulate the guys at Channel
4for,like, screening the film
Woodstock.Itreally, like, blew my
cosmicmind, like conveyingthe
whole spiritofpeaceina, like,
reallyvivid way, maannn.
Sometimeswe getlike, reallybad
receptioninthetepee, butthis
time we justmanaged toimmerse
ourselves in thewhole vibrant
scene. Thanksalotmaaaannnn.
FRANCIS COSMOS, The
Commune, Himalayas (NME Nov 27)

What's this Channel 4 all
about? Is it any good?

Apparentlywein thispartofthe
worldwon’tbe able to getituntil
late 1984. Am I missinganything?
The Dyin’ Scotsman, Oban (NME
Nov 27)
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HONTH BY WONTH

Coming next...

in 1083

O THATWAS 1982. C'mon boys. Cmon girls...

Because that’s not it from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NMEand Melody Makerenjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythms of adiversifying scene; as the times changed, so did
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories

thathave come to assume mythicalsstatus.

That’s very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rockwillbe bringing you verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsinpop culture, oneyearamonth, oneyearatatime. Nextup, 1983!

DAVID BOWIE

AFTERA BREAK for film commitments, the artist returns to reconsider
his pastwork, and —at 36 —what the future holds. “I don’t think Iwould
want to continue performing anymore if I didn’t think I could do
something hopeful and helpful with my music, both for myselfand my
audience.”

NEW ORDER

NO LONGER ARE New Order the refugees from Joy Division. A
conversion to dance culture and immersion in the Puerto Rican
nightlife of New York has set them off on a new tack. A single, “Blue
Monday” isits impressive fruit. But can they take their fans with them?
“Preachingto the converted isn’tany funisit?”

THE SMITHS

MORRISSEY AND HIS band make a flamboyant debut. “You see they
understand that I really do mean it when I shower people in flowers,”
the singer says. “They appreciate the honesty in that act. It was
something I felt compelled to do because the whole popular music
scene had become so grey and black, so dull!”

PLUS...

FELAKUTI!

SUN RA!

EINSTURZENDE NEUBATEN!
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| FROM THE MAKERS OF UNCUT |

THE HISTORY OF

SEK

Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1982.
“Ilamthekingl/l amthe king!”

NICKCAVE LED THE BIRTHDAY PARTY
ONDANGEROUSMANOEUVRES

THE CLASHWERE EVERYWHERE,
BUT JOESTRUMMERWENT MISSING

EVERY UNBELIEVABLE OZZY OSBOURNE STORY
YOU'VEEVERHEARD ACTUALLY HAPPENED

...and PAULWELLER, DEXYS MIDNIGHT RUNNERS, PHIL COLLINS,

DURAN DURAN, WILLIAM BURROUGHS and many more shared
everythingwith NME and MELODY MAKER

More from UNCUT...

;l()‘gwmh‘ulm:"ﬁ‘ﬁ:ﬁ: THE ULTIMATE MUSIC GUIDE THE HISTORY OF
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