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AVID BOWIE HAS decided to stop experimenting. After a
dozen years of unpredictable musical strategy, his every
move giving rise to — as he has himself put it - “whole
schools of pretension”, he has returned, effectively, to
Earth. Perhaps even gone backin time alittle.

That'’s theimpression this month’s cover stargives when he
convenes a press conference to announce his forthcoming live dates.
Fatherhood, listening to jazz, new experiences in Australia... it's all left him
withanurgetohavehis music connectwith peopleinalessintellectual fashion,
tospeak more from the heart. His new music nownods to souland R&B.

It’'sanoble plan,and one inwhich Bowie, evenifheisahead of the curve, isnot
alone. Thisyear, thelikes of Paul Weller, U2, Black Flag, FelaKuti, REM and The
Smiths - strange bedfellows otherwise — are all united by a sense of mission,
even manifesto, in their music. Or as Henry Rollins from Black Flag puts it:
“puttingyour asson theline forabunch of people you don’tevenknow™.

Their talk is of revelation, personal truth and winning converts, and both
Bowie and the enduring Curtis Mayfield, a star for the past 25 years, imply how
itallmightbe achieved with acertain grace. Not thatlife skating on the surface
is all bad. In their different ways, New Order, Duran Duran, Eurythmics and
Frankie Goes To Hollywood all show how it might be done while having fun.

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

In the pages of this 19th edition, dedicated to 1983, you will find verbatim
articlesfrom frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever that
maybe.

It might mean visiting Nick Cave’s sickbed. It may involve talking gangs with
Afrika Bambaataa, or drink with Shane MacGowan. Even sharinga stately, old-
world jokewith David Bowie.

“You're part Swiss?” heenquires of an NMEwriter. “Which part?”

HISTORY OF ROCK 1983 | 3



983

NONTR®Y WONTH

6 Bowie'sback! RIP Billy Fury
and Karen Carpenter. Nomore
royalties for Paul McCartney.
Introducinganewband from
Scotland, the Cocteau Twins.

12 Thelrishband evangelically
preach the powerof music. Anti-
poseur, pro-God, anti-synthpop,
thebandareup foranything.
“Peoplearedisillusionedwith
pap,” says Bono.

18 The crazed Australian

bandin their Londonsquats.
Itinerantlivingtheycanstand;
comparison to Bauhausthey
cannot. Nowonder Nick Caveis
piningforhis mum.

24 Thel.Abandtouchdown

inLondontoexplaintheir
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revolutionary mission. MM has
troubleunderstandingaband
thatdoesn'tdrink.

28 Heloves LA. Honestly, he

does!Anobliquely revealingchat
withasongwriterwhokeeps
officehoursand tries— not too
successfully—nottobemean.

| 32 Adebut from Marillion,

andthedisastrousnewalbum
from Pink Floyd. New Order’s
“Blue Monday" doesn’timpress
Marc Almond.

34 The Leedsband explain

theirdarkand satiricalrock.
“The concertsarelike slapstick,”
saystheirguitarist.

38 Eurythmicsareshinybut

hollow. Soft Cell present the
edgierside of synthpop.

40 RIP Muddy

Waters, fatherofthe
Chicago blues. RIP
anotherformer
member ofthe
Pretenders, this
time Pete Farndon.
MalcolmMcLaren
turnsartiste. The
BirthdayPartysplit
up.AchatwithAfrika
Bambaataa.

46 Keckson'im!

Adriftfromthe

Teardrops, Copeis ‘)ﬂlfﬁ

THE ™

nowaman plottinghis
own eccentric course.
Sellingoutisnotan
option, heexplains.

50 At36,theartist

looksback onhis
career. Thoughtsoncinema,
Japanand thechallenges
thatremain tohimwith
his new, lessexperimental
but more emotionally
direct music.

58 Avisittotheband's

rehearsalstudio, todiscuss their
alarmingly musical newalbum.
“I'moffforashit,” says Lemmy.

62 Acloselook at Bowie's

Let’s Danceandat the newone
from Rip Rig+ Panic.

64 The “Shipbuilding” singer

opensup about politics, Paul
Weller and Eurovision.

B The Smiths . 202
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6 8 TheFall, Rushand Bad

Brainsare caughtinconcert.

71 Thepickofreaders’

correspondence from theyear
sofar. Paul Wellerloomslarge.

7 2 The Clash have sacked Mick
Jones. Testing coffee with Vaughn
Toulouse. Herbie Hancock’s
scratchrecord. Morrissey'’s
charmed possessions.

76 Whysoserious, world? The

formermembers of Joy Division hit
New York'sclubscenewith their
newdancesound. Includes:
pranks, badlanguage.

82 Theartistsinthe process

of becoming The Pogues confess
allaboutdrink, Dexysandthe
power of traditional song.

86 Adebut fromBilly Bragg

and Pictures At Eleven,anewone
from Robert Plant.
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88 Paul Weller and former

Merton Parka Mick Talbot
introduceanewactthatisvery
muchnot TheJam.

94 Astarsince 1958, Curtis

opensup onhiscareerwith
The Impressions, Super Fly,
his mysteriousretirement,

andalotmore.

102 DuranDuran, JoBoxers,

! andanunimpressivesighting of

TheSmiths...

104 With"“TheWalk”and

“Let’sGoToBed", TheCureare
inanexperimental phase. What

willcome next? “Another oddity,”

says Robert Smith.

1 08 Introducinganew club

phenomenon... Madonna. John
Lennon’slastrecordingstobe
released. Black Flag areinjail.
AmeetingwithSunRaand the
consumables of Billy Bragg.

114

GrantMcLennanexplainsthe
infuriating positioninwhichan
Australianband of talentcan
sometimes find itself.

118 Newones from the Rolling

Stonesand the Cocteau Twins.
TheCurehaveagreatnewsingle,
“TheLoveCats".

120 PiL,Lydonsays, isnow

“me". Nowafilmstar, Johnrevels

194

MEAT PUPPETS

. DICKS STAINB
6‘&1.1\,1: Vitus
e Suicidal Code of
inthelimelight Tendencies Henor
ataposh press LOS OLIVIDADOS
conference. Saturday July
GUATK: BARIK

BERKELEY

IRD & @A SANCROEY
Show Staric Ar Nean

138 Bearded Southern

three-piece ZZ Top, the casually
proficient New Orderand
apassionate American band
called REMreviewed live.

1 40 Theyear's steadily

building phenomenon explain
themselves and the concept

of “Smithdom”. Miss them at
yourperil...

1 45 Weller, Caveand more

from the autumnal mailbag.

Ameetingwith theLiverpool
band, whoraveaboutthe
S&M scene from which they
drawinspiration.

130 The persecuted Nigerian

stararrivesin Londontoexplain
somethingofhis politicsand tobe
challenged onhisview of women.

134 “Whathaveldone now?”

Heavyrock'sWildlifeEnemyNo 1
promotes hisnewalbum. Dwarf-
hangingornot,ishesecretlythe
voice of Everyman?
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‘A 36-year-old man in a
23-year-old mentality”

MM MARCH 26

thedetails of David Bowie's first

international tour since 1978
wererevealed ata press conference
heldatLondon’s prestigious
Claridge's hotel. In a sedate Georgian
lounge where muzak will never
usurp Vivaldi, agaggle of 70-odd
assorted hacks sipped nervously at
champagne and brandy cocktails
and waited to pay court to the world’s
most famous Renaissance man.

Some 10 minutes behind schedule,
Bowie stepped jauntilyinto theroom
-blond, sun-tanned and obscenely
well-preserved - perched himselfon
atableinordertoreachthe
microphones, rumpled hiselegant
wide-lapelled beige suit, flashed us
asneakof ankle-sock suspiciously
reminiscent of Marks & Sparks, coolly
declared he'd be playingdatesin
Germany, France, Belgium, lHolland,
Scandinavia, Britain, America,
AustraliaandJapan -90citiesinall
andtheninvited usto fire away.

Theroom fell hush inanticipation.
Why, asked a newshound anxious to
getinthefirstquestionfielded to
Bowieinrecentmemory,wasn'the
playingScotland?

Bowielookedstunned. Had he
flown 25 hours from Australia to have
hisintellectsoseverely tested? He
mumbled some platitude, recovered
composureand grinned.

Why, enquired aswarthy-looking
chapathis feet,wasn'the playing
Spain?Agroanrippled round the
room. One minutedown, 29 orsoto
goandhardlyofftoaflyingstart. But
rather thanrushstraightback into
retirement, Bowieencouraged us
withagenerousintimacy that
encouraged usto address him as
“David”. He was proud, Davidsaid,
toannounce thathis touringband
would comprisehis old sidekick
CarlosAlomaron guitar, Stevie Ray

A FTERWEEKS OF speculation,

|

Vaughanonlead guitar (“Hethinks
Jimmy Page isamodernist-Imean,
he stops ataboutAlbertKing”), Chic's
TonyThompsonondrums, Fred
Mandelon keyboards, Carmine Rojas
onbass, plusahornsection,andhe
even letslip that thestage showwould
be “elaboratelysimple, tasteful vet
trashy”, thatitwould coversomething
fromeveryperiod he'd worked in
since The Man \WWho Sold The World
andthat we shouldn’texpect too
muchintermsofacharactershow.

“This, by theway,” heannounced,
somewhatabashed, "is the first
concerttourl'vedonein fiveorsix
years, soformeit'smore than
exciting, it'skind of terrifyingatthe
same time and that, possibly, can help
theperformance.”

Theassembled hacks grew
animatedatthis, eagertolearn why
he'dquitandwhyhe'dreturned.
Davidsaid somethingaboutlost
enthusiasm regained andassuredus
theresultsofhis newlyrediscovered
musical zeal were evidentin his new
single “Let’s Dance” (“asort of
desperatelove song”) andanalbum
of thesamenametobereleasedon
April11. Bothare co-produced by
Chic's NileRodgers, who David
informed us, he'd metinaNew York
Clubaboutayearago and struckup
afriendship withbased ontheir
mutual affinity for rhythm&blues.

Revisiting “Cat People (Putting Qut
Fire)”,whichhe co-wrote with
Giorgio Moroder for Paul Schrader’s
film,and “"ChinaGirl", co-written
withiggy Pop for thelatter'salbum
Theldiot,David claims Let’s Dance
is “notsoicily spacious, it'salot
more immediate contact. It deals
with things, hopefully,onamore
humanistlevel thanI'vedealtwith
stuffbefore. It's not as detached or
asfalsely objective asmy stuffseems
tohavebeen.” »
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When our manon thespotquestioned the
validity of returningto the white soulstyleof
his Young Americansperiod, David said that
over thelast couple of yearshe'd found himself
listeningtotheAlan Freed BigBand, Elmore
Jamesand AlbertKingand thathe'd wanted to
tryandrecapture the enthusiasm of their
music. “Thopeit'snotexactlyareturn,” he
hedged diplomatically, “but I thinkit'sjusta
re-establishmentofwhat [wasdoinginterms
ofan easier, moreaccessible brand of music.”

Somewagchallenged him overhis
inference that he equates electronic music
withlackofemotion.

“No, it'snot so,” he countered, admirably
unflustered. “It'sadisplaced kind of
emotionalism insynthetic music, butitdoesn’t
workinlinear fashion-ittouchesrecesses that
areunusualand Ididn’twant to, again, touch
theunusual, becauseit’s too obvious to do that.

“At the moment, the unusual’s being touched
soprolifically thatlwanted toget backinto
something thatwas more grass-roots, down-
to-earth. I'dlike to do something positive with
whatI'mwriting, if'm gonna continue writing,
andifit'snotworkingafter twoorthreealbums,
I'llstop.”

Somesuave fellow from Fleet Street duly
remarked that David seemed morerelaxed
with his music these days.

“Yes,lam,” hereplied, “becausel know
whatIwantto dowithit.[wanttomakeit
worthwhileand somethingthat helps people,
touseacliche.”

Aripple of shock ranthrough the mob. Surely
his old musichad been worthwhile?

“Ithinkit's been helpfulin terms of
examiningwhatone candowith popular
music,” grinned theblond one dismissively.
“But I tried tovacillate backwards and forwards
between exerciseand emotional contentand,

! based in Switzeriand now, not

atthemoment, theemotional content’scoming |

outontop.”

8 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1983

Thiswas obviouslytoo
much foroneScandinavian
chappywho'dbeen
scratchinghisbeardin
bemusement for several
minutes. “Er,doyou
recognise yourselfinAngie
Bowie'sbook FreeSpirit?”
heenquired with
admirable tenacity.

“Uh...Anti-Whatti?”
asked David.

“FreeSpirit' —yer ex-wife’s
book-doyourecognise
yourselfin thatone?”

“Oh...Isee..." David
sighed, agitatedly. “Well,
listen, I got divorced
sevenyearsago. Let’s
notgointothat!”

Brief placatoryenquiries
were bouncedaround
concerninghisopinions
ofhisimitators (“Iusedto
imitateAnthonyNewley
and Syd Barrett-onedoes,
doesn’t one?”)-hislabel
changefrom RCAto EMI
(“Ididn'tlike RCA because
theydidn'tlike me.Ithink
Ireleased severalvery
interesting, intelligentandimportant albums
onRCAwhichtheydidn'tseem togive much
time for") and theusual nonsense about his
mostembarrassing work (“‘Laughing Gnome’
—except that mysonlikesitso muchthatI’'m
totallyambivalent about itnow”) before the
pressgangsettled backintoasemblanceof
inquisitiverhythm. Whatwas David's favourite
aspect of hiswork?

“Oh, conferenceslikethis!” hebeamed.
“It'sreally gear! Uh...Idunno-changing,
Isuppose.NowarrivingatastatewhereI've
given myselfthat much freedomthatlcan
easilymoveintoanykind of music that Iwant
tobeinvolved inwithout feelingas thoughI'm
lettinganybodydown.”

His presentchallenge, heexplained, wasto
counter “astrange, nihilistic, albeitromantic
quality tomusic that seems tobeovershadowing
everythingatthe moment-style over content -
andIthinkit'sbeing
accepted as the value of
musicat the moment; more
soin Europe thatAmerica.
ButIwanttogetmore into
thegutsofthelyrics.”

AtthispointanAmerican
helpfully asked if David
would be playing
Superbowlsinthe States.
Patiently placid, ourhero
endured acouplemore
minutesof mundane
nonsenseexplainingthathe was

Bowie,who's
“neverbeenfitter
orhealthierthan
lamnow”,on
Madison Avenue,
NYC,Jan27,1983

New York, thathe’s “never
been fitterorhealthier than
Iamnow”, thatheskisto

E
An

“l wanted to
get back into
something that was
more grass-roots,
down-to-earth”

I

considers he leads “atraveller’slife, but not
with thebaggageofrock’n’roll”, and that he felt
nonationalisticdrawtoreturnto Britain.

Whensome persistent inquisitor cornered
himwithanine-year-old quote to the effect that
the peopleofthis countryshould prepare for
civilwarand did he think Thatcher had brought
that closer, David squirmed good-naturedly.

“Uh... workingwith Oshimawasreallyquite
anexperience...” Heblatantlyavoided the
issue"...nextquestion.”

Noticeably morecomfortable discussing his
actingcareer, David madelight ofhisrolein
The Elephant Man (“Hewaskind of aneasy
role; I mean, there was so much emotional
attachment to that man, John Merrick, thatit
was very hard toscrewup on thatone uniess
youwere justacompleteidiot”), dismissed his
partintheforthcomingvampire movie The
Hunger, co-starring Catherine Deneuve and
SusanSarandon, as “sexy and bloody”, but
expressed his pride overhis partin Nagisa
Oshima’sPOW film Merry Christimas Mr
Lawrence, inwhich he co-starswith Tom Conti.

“I'veneverbeenoffered aroleasin Merry
Christmas... where Ihad the chanceto take
advantage of myinterestininterpretingthe
characterasmuch,”hebeamed. “Ihad alot of
freedominthat,and hopefully, I feel that’s the
best piece of work I'vedoneyet.”

Hedenied beingoffered aroleasFrank
Sinatra, confirmed his partas Abraham Lincoln
inapiececreated by Robert Wilsonandscored
by David Byrne and Philip Glassfor the opening
of the Olympic Games, admitted he, like
everyone else, wasup forworking with Scorsese,
onlyhe thoughthisItalianwas probablytoo
ropey, and expressed an activeinterestin
RobertAltman's The Easter Egg Hunt, should the
directoreverraise the production money.

Moreinterestedindirectingthanacting-he
wasresponsible for the Aboriginal video for
“Let's Dance” - David said hehad plans towork
onahaif-hour TVvideo early nextyearstarring
Iggy Pop andis currently paintingaportrait of
William Burroughsand exhibitinga collection
ofwoodcutsin Europe alongside Guiliermo
Deisler. What gave him the most pleasurein
life, wewanted toknow?

“Being with my sonand wakingupand
feelingas thoughI'vegotafutureasaperson
ratherthanjusta
commodity,” hereplied.

Ourmanonthespot
gentlyscoffed at David’s
implication thathe'd
somehowrecovered from
rock'n’rolland discovered
histrueself.

“Eh... maybe” came
thereply.

“Ifeela36-year-old man
hidingina23-year-old
mentality... possibly.”

And nowthe questionyou've
allbeenwaitingfor:He'sbeen
calledaninnovator, a
plagiaristandjustborn
lucky-whichisit, ourhack

keepfit, thathe’slost his ?:fi“ EA 152 demanded toknow?

fascination for Japan, .‘)’,.:‘;.,: —r “Um...no...um...

thathe getsupat6.30 i e yesum... notreally,”

everymorningand goes T | heanswered...

tobedat 10, thathe LET'S DANCE Steve Sutherland
DAVID BOWIE

Produced by David Bowie-Nila R,
lulmr lob Clea rmwnt-ll‘::v"“

‘.’LI SIJ D:'v‘l:.

m
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| He had undergone three major heart

Thentherewere

threeagam (1-r) \‘\ —

oo N
“I thought they were mad”

andMick Jones
NME FEB 19
he Clashissued astatement at the
I weekend -inresponse to rumours
circulatingin London, they said -
confirmingthatthey are toremainathree-
piece unit, following the departure of Terry
Chimes, who has been their guest drummer
since last May. Chimes himself said: " thought
they were mad when they phoned me up five

days before an American tour, but it worked
outreally well - we all had agreat time. Nowit’s

Star of the late '50s

NME FEB 5

B ILLY FURY, ONE of Britain's foremost rock

time to get back to my own plans, which have

| beenneglected for the last nine months.”

| JoeStrummer added: “Terry put up with
alot of pressure on the British and American
tours, but ! only saw him throw a tantrum once
-whichistruly remarkable.”

The band say they don’t yet know who their
next drummer will be, but intend to press
ahead with their planstorecord anew single
in Londonin the near future.

starsof the late '50s and early '60s, died last
I'riday after alonghistory of hearttrouble.

operations, includingopen heart surgery, but
he collapsed at his London flatand was found
tobedead on arrival at hospital. He was 41,

Althoughhehad 19Top 20 hits during the
period 1959-65, he neverquite madethe No1
spot, his mostsuccessfulsingle being “! talfway
ToParadise” (No2in1961). He undertook many
top-of-the-bill tours,and was aregularonthe
top 'I'Vshowsoftheera-including O/ Boy!,
Six-FiveSpecialand Ready Steady Go!.

Ill-health caused his premature retirement,
and heboughtasheep farmin\Vales. He had
been makingacomebackoverthelasttwo years
—partly to pay offdebts, butalso because hefelt
theurgetoreturn—andrecentlycompletedan
album, whichis scheduled for April release.

B 76 Paul McCartney will

4—year batﬂe not get additional royalties.

AULMcCARTNEY HAS lost his 14-year legal battle with music publishers
Northern Songs for additional royalties onsuch classic Beatles songs as “Let 1t Be”
and “Yesterday”.

McCartney and John Lennon started their action in 1969 and it was brought to an end
inthe High Court last week when Northern Songs succeededin their attempt to get the
action quashed. Northern Songs was soldto Lew Grade’s Associated Communications
Corporationin1969 and McCartney recently failed to buy it back for £20 million.

R T ———

Group
Culture Club and
FunBoy Three

Best new group
Wham!

Male singer
Boy Georgeand
TerryHall

Female singer
Tracey Thorn

Creep of the year
Toomany to
mention

Most wonderful
human being
Stuart Adamson
(forburning
passion)

Songwriter

Paul Barry/
JohnRobinson
(The Questions),
FunBoy Three

Single

“Do YouReally
Want To Hurt Me"/
Culture Club

Long-player
Friends/Shalamar

Liveact
Shalamar

Dancefloor
“Let it Whip"/
DazzBand
“InAnd Out”/
Willie Hutch

“Burning passion”

NME MAR 5

Best sleeve
“BeatSurrender’/
The Jam

Event of the year
Never happens

Best-dressed male
Vaughn Toulouse
andthe Boy Wonder

Best-dressed
female
Miss Price

Haircut
Frenchmen(over30)

Electronics
Me

Bass
| Level's bassist

Drums
Zeke Manyikaand
JonMoss

Miscellaneous
Mick Talbot

Radio show
Gary Crowley'’s
Tuesday Club

Video
“Friend Or Foe"/
Adam Ant

TVshow
Only Fools And

Horses
Film

ET
The Plague Dogs
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“Wepinchedthename about the Londonrecord

\ .:2'.’""3;:2::;"3';2‘.’"" companies. They told him

{ GuthrieandElizabeth to contact 4AD, and bingo, |

*! FraserofFalkirkband g |
unb. ned:
theCactemiTwine theunbelievable happened

they not only liked the
material, but offered to
releaseitaswell!

Now, six months after
Garlands, they're poised to
launch their third single
“Peppermint Pig” (available
onseven-and12-inch), which
shows a growing maturity, a
stronger confidenceintheir
material and, curiously, Alan
Rankine at the production
controls. How did that
strange partnership happen?

“He was cheap,” snorts
Will, rolling his eyes to the
heavens, in acontemptuous
gesture of disgust. “And
that's about allhe had going
for him -he was about as
muchuse tousasasandpit
inadesert.”

“He was totally apathetic,”
choruses Rob. “It was really

were superstars

MM 1 Intmducing, with help from o!aviousfromthe starttl:wt he
. g didnae care for our music, and
The Birthday Party... the Cocteau Twins. essentially we had to produce

itourselves. Och, he did help
with arrangements and

ASTSEPTEMBER A verystrangething | theirimpetusisforgedfromafardeeper | things,” he concedes. “But it was good that he
I I happened. Three unknown scruffy | sourcethan merestyle. was there,” reasons ragamuffin Liz, the
Scottishurchinstook theindiecharts |  Their curiously structured music, woven peacemaker, “evenif he didn't do very much.”
by stormwithadebutalbumcalled Garlands, | magically fromintricate guitar/bass/rhythm- “But what we reallyneeded wassomeone |
anunbelievably fluid chunk of sultry passion boxinteraction, is injected with the stamp of authoritative,” persists Will, not tobe |
and aspiralling frieze of images with alyrical, something extra special by therich, twisting appeased.“Someone who'd at least give us
haunting emotion that boldly and defiantly empathy of Liz's rising and ebbing vocals, their opinions on things - Alan was so vague
insinuated its way into the mind and heart. creating a flawless mirage of colour, and anddisinterested.”
Butwho on earthwerethese Cocteau Twins | proving that the ungainly nervousnessthey Strong stuff fromastill fledglingband,
and where had they come from? Were they display withstrangersbeliesastronger,more | butadded proof that they're not content
the willing puppets of yet another conniving decisive core. to be fobbed off with anythingless than
industry hype? And how Their story began when wholehearted enthusiasm - an attitude
else could they have sprung — schoolchums Rob and Will that's helped to spread their almost
from nowhere to the “we tried to break spotted Lizatalocal hotel underground popularity.
forefront of our attention? . bar “hop", andsingled her With little press and purposely muted
The curious enigma Into the GlangW/ out asthe only girlinthe promotion (apart from John Peel, whoin
that enveloped them was . - room who coulddance! arare moment of animation pronounced
further heightened and Edmblll'gh glg “We sort of assumedthat | themtobe “probably my favourite bandin the
propagated by an appalling N = ifshecoulddanceshe’dbe | world"), they'verapidly gained the respect
lack of media coverage, CIrCUIts When we abletosingaswell,"recalls and admiration of their musical colleagues
initiatingeven more ’ Robin, “so she got roped - OMD havejustinvited them onto their
rumours, speculation Started 0ff, intoit! She wasreally nine-week European tour, but the Cocteau
anddistortion. - shy at first, and }
The three individuals at the centre of would only sing if we left the room!”
this maelstrom were, infact, even more “We wanted something radically
bemusedthan the rest of us! Thoroughly different from the dreary cabaret
taken aback by their success and the sudden acts that played the local pubs,”
spotlight of interest, and totally naive about adds Will. “We pinched the name
the machinations of the music biz, they froman early Simple Minds song we
shrank gratefully into the wise and gently thought would be long forgotten-
cocooning arms of their record company, we're a bit cheesed off withitnow,
4AD, where, as Lizjokingly comments, butlguessit's toolate to change.”
“We hid our headin the sand and hoped the “Another reason we formed the
hullabaloo would disappear!” band,” volunteers Liz, “is that we
From Falkirk - a nowhere town between just didn't fit in with the people of
E Glasgow and Edinburgh - our three our age group. We used to take off
¢ reluctantheroes, LizFraser, Will Heggie allround the country tosee The
& andRobin Guthrie, are endearingly Birthday Party andblag our way
€ bumbling characters, who in no way could into every gig!”
E bepigeonholedwiththe new “hip"Scottish |  ltwasatone of these gigs that
g scene-awkward, self-conscious andshy, Rob asked the'Party for advice
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Twins, with unfeigned coyness, are still
bewildered by it all.

“They just rangus out of the blue,”
explains Will, arching his bushy eyebrows
in surprise. “l mean, we've never met them
oranything, and there were dozens of
bands after that slot, and we didnae have
to buy onto it or anything.”

They're stunned by the implication.
Entertainingly self-deprecating, they
genuinely believe their success hasbeen
precipitated by someinexplicable quirk of
fate and willbe snatched back fromthem
any moment. Trying to persuade themto
talk about themselves simplyinduces
embarrassed blushes and nervous hilarity.

“We're dead lazy,” Rob volunteers.
“Lazy and fat. We justsitaround all day
and play with the Atari.”

Do you associate with any other
Scottish bands or play muchlocally?

“Oh noo0000,” winces Will. “You see,
we're not sussed enough for all that.”He
says it with astrong hint of sarcasm.

“We tried to break into the Glasgow/
Edinburgh gig circuits when we started
off,” says Liz, “but we weren’ta part of any

| clique,sotheyjust wouldn’tletusin.”

Sowhat have you been doing since
“Lullabies” [the EP follow-up to Garlands]?
“Well, we did our second Peel session

recently,” enthuses Liz. “We'rereally
pleased withit,and the new songs came
upbetter thantheydoonthe EP-I
shouldn’t really say that, should 17" she
chuckles. “But Gordon Sharp, a friend of
ourswho usedto bein The Freeze,came
alongandadded some vocals,and it came
up really well. It’s not that we're unhappy
withthe record, it’s just that we're quite
apprehensive of thereactiontoit.

“I mean, it'salotmore beaty than
anything else we've done, an’ we've used
piano, an’vibes and things,” she explains,
waving her arms aboutinillustration.
“People will probably hateiit,” she adds
somewhat despondently,but [ reckonit’s
amisplaced pessimism.

The Cocteau Twins have, to their total
disbelief, made it bigin Holland - the
Januaryissue of Amsterdam'’s Vinyl
magazine evenattributes them with “cult”
status, while harping on what they term
“Liz Frazer's romantic death obsession!”,
which she finds a bit perturbing.

“Yeah, apparentlyin Holland we're
superstars,” Will shakes his headin
amazement. “We played there to packed
houses, and despite aseries of hilarious
mistakes (he grins pointedly at Liz), we
wentdown really well.”

It's a pity that accolades like this haven't
rubbed off on this side of the Channel, but
the 'Twins aren't too disgruntled about it.
They'vejustsigned to 4AD on a five-year

| contract, so their future seems alot

brighter than it did earlier in the year; and
they are, by their own admission, quite
happy to gradually pervade and enfold
public consciousness, rather than be
herdedinto acategory, pickedupon
some passing whim, andthendiscarded.

See, thesepeopleare wise as well as
clever. HelenFitzgerald

Anorexia
Nnervosa

NME FE2 12 RIP, Karen
Carpenter, aged 32.

he living-room-love lyrics
that sold over 60 million
LPsfor'70s songstress

Karen Carpenter takeona
bitterly ironic twist in view of her death last week at 32.

Last Friday night saw Karen’s name added to the growing list of
deaths-by-heart-attack suffered by age-30-ishmembers of the
music biz, after her parents discovered her “barely breathing” on
the floor of her bedroom in the family’s Downey, California, home.

Karen had recently moved to her own apartmentin Los Angeles,
following the dissolution of her 1980 marriage to 42-year-old
businessman Tom Burris, but was staying with her folks. The reason
given by Mrs Carpenter was her daughter'sinability to shed the
spectre of anorexia nervosa, the “slimmer’s disease”. It had
accounted for the cancellation of a British tour by Karenand her
brother/partner Richard as far back as 1975. After that cancellation,
Karen was bedridden with the disease for almost two months. The
heart attack which killed her was described as “massive”.

“duspended animation”

MM MAR 19

AIRCUT ONEHUNDRED have been put into
H “suspended animation” byaHigh Court
judge as aresult ofariftbetween 4
formerlead singer Nick Heywardand the |
other five membersofthe band. A

MrJustice Warnersaid thatas they could
notagree whatshouldbe
done pending the hearingoftheir
contractdispute, hewould impose
temporary injunctions to stop
eitherside enteringinto fresh
recording contract.

Thejudgesaid thatif Graham
Jones and his fourcolleaguesin
Haircut One Hundred, plus their
companies GriddlesideLtd and
Essex-Brooks Ltd, could “produce
apackage” whichwould enablethem
tocontinueworkinguntilan effective
hearing, hewould consider it.

Thejudge said thatuntil the case
washeard thebandwouldbein
“suspended animation”.

Thedispute between Heyward and
therestofthe Haircuts concernsa
recording contractlast Julybetween
the two Haircut One Hundred
companiesand AristaRecords.

Graham Jones allegesthatArista
Recordsrepudiated the contract
andinduced Nick Heyward to act
inbreach ofhis dutyto the Haircut
companies. Aristaand Heyward
denytheallegations.

Atpresstimethere’dbeenno
developmentinthedispute, butas
soonasthere’s any furthernewsit
willbereportedinthe MM.

» Wilson Pickett
hasblownouthis
projected UK tour,
whichwasdueto
openon Tuesday
thisweek. All of
Pickett's previous
UK tourplanshave
endedinsimilar
fashion. Dingwalls
chiefsHarvey
Goldsmithand
Peter Grosssay
theyare takinglegal
actionagainst him.
NME Jan29

» Dollarvocalist
David Van Day was
alloutof breath
whenhe wasasked
toinflatea
breathalyserbag.
Afterfailingtodoso
he was found guilty
onadrink-drive
charge andfined
£100byalondon
Magistrates Court.
Hewasalsobanned
fromdrivingfora
year. NME Jan22

» Paul Weller will
share anunusual
supportingrole with
Hazel O'Connor
whentheyhelp
CND chairwoman
JoanRuddock
launchtheappeal
forfundsthat
should make
possiblea”youth
music festival for
peace”. The festival,
scheduledfor May7
inLondon's
Brockwell Park,is
expectedtodraw
thousandsof young
people. Wellerhas
committed himself
toplaying, saying
that "untilwe
achieve nuclear
disarmament, we
arelivingon
borrowed time™.
NME Jan22

» Marchi3seesthe
firstnightofaclub
called ARevolving
PaintDream.lt’s
beingheldin
London’sManor
Houseat The Other
Clubandfirstband
onwillbeTV
Personalities.
Anyone wishingto
performshould
contact Creation
Cowboy,98
Beaconsfield Road,
Tottenham, London
Ni5,enclosinga
tape. MMMars
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“We

went
tothe
brink”

have just made a strong third
album, War, and meet to talk
about their convictions. “l want
U2 to be a band that takes risks,”
says The Edge. “We don’t do
drugs or smash up hotels or get
our willies out on stage. The rock
rebel thing is very phoney.”

NME

OMEWILLPROBABLY claimitwasan
epitaph for the New Pop. Some will even
herald the start of arock revival, although
therockers’ revenge seems more
appropriate. But whateveritsignalled,
something strange happened to the nation’s
singles chartlast month.
Firstcame Wah's “The Story of The Blues”; nextitwas
Echo & The Bunnymen’s “The Cutter”; then thehaunting
ol hues of “New Year's Day" took their placein the Top Ten,
V )' \DPITN andsuddenly thesingleschartswas beginningto
e = b 5 kl'. resemble an NMEReaders’ Poll. The Class Of ‘79
weresuddenly cominggood commercially.
= - Bono Vox, thelyricallead voice of U2, wisely refuses to
bedrawn into any sweepinggeneralisations, but permits
himselfawrysmileat thisslightlyunlikely turn of the tide.
“Itwould be stupid to start drawing up battlelines, but
Ithink the fact that ‘New Year's Day’ made the Top Ten
indicated adisillusionmentamongrecord buyers.Idon't »

- -
BN InShinjukuCentral Park,

i Tokyo, before the final
datesoftheyear-longWar
Touratthe NakanoSun
Plaza, November1983

KOH HASEBE / GETTY
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tougher with maturity rather
thanblandingoutas most of
their contemporarieshave
done. Waristhegroupat
their mostrhythmic. Their
soundisrootedindrummer
LarryMullen’sshuddering
tub-thumpingand bassist
Adam Clayton's bewildering
percussive patterns.
Guitarist The Edgeisless
dominant thanbefore, the
traditional solosof the axe
herosuperseded byintuitive
excursionsintonalityand
harmonicsthatputaneerie
veneer over therocksolid
foundations.

Thenew materialisnot
always successful, theband
occasionallytrippingover

theirownblusteryintensity,
butoneortwosongsare
quitedevastatingin their
ferocity. The bittersweet

“Rockmusiccanbea
very powerful
medium”:U2inTokyo,
November1983

KOH HASEBE / GETTY

think‘NewYear's Day’wasapopsingle,
certainly no.in theway that Mickie Most might
definea popsingleassomethingthatlaststhree
minutesand three weeksin thechart. Idon't
think we could have written thatkind of song.

“People are growingdisillusioned with pap,
with the wallpaper musicand thegloss. It’s asif
someone has eaten toomany Smartiesover the
lastcoupleofyears, and they're beginningto
feelillastheylookatall thewrappingpaper
strewnaround theroom.”

Distanced from thebustle of Britishpop by
thelrish Sea and by their own purityof purpose,
U2 havejustreleased theirthird album, War.
Produced, like thelast two, by Steve Lillywhite

andrecorded in theisolation of \WWindmill Lane studiosin theirnative
Dublin, thel.Pisavitalwatershedintheir growth. Bonodescribesitas
“aslapintheface”, and regardsitasthe mostimportantmove they have
evermade. The songs on their two previous albums, Boyand October,
showed ayoungband comingto terms with themselves—with the

journey from adolescence to afragilemanhood.

Thenewl.Pisdifferentinthat U2 are nowfacingoutratherthan
inwards; they are now comingtoterms with the outside world, and that
meanscomingtotermswith the horror of the Falklands, Beirut, Central
America, the nuclear threat and thestrife of theirownbattle-torn

backyardin Ulster-comingto terms with war.

Notallthesongsaredirectly about
war, butthosethatarerankamongthe
most powerful thebandhaveyet
recorded. Thereis a plaintive scream for
compassionin Ulster (*Sunday Bloody
Sunday”),anacknowledgementofthe
struggleof Sclidarity (“New Year's
Day”) andthe blackhumour ofasong
aboutthebomb (“Seconds”), which
featuresfragmented excerpts fromlast
year’schillinztelevision documentary
Soldier Girls. Even thelove songson War
arefierceanddirect,largelyshunning
the more delicatelyricismofthe
earlieralbunis.

Justas the words have becomemore
incisive, so the musicisnowmuch
morerobust. U2 arearockrarity-
abandwho haveactuallybecome
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“Calling the
album War,
were giving
people a slap
in the face”

“LikeA Song”, forexample,
is probably the finest
realisation of thethrash
ethicsince Wah!’sepic “Seven Minutes to
Midnight” single.

Anothersignificanttraiton Waristhemanner
inwhich U2 haveextended theirmusicalbaseto
include some outside assistance in the shape of
electricviolinist Steve Wickham, Coconuts
Cheryl Poirier, Adriana Kaegiand Taryn Hagey,
and Kid Creole trumpetplayer KennyFradleyon
acoupleoftracks. Thereare plans, too, tohave
theentirealbumremixed by New Yorkstudio
whizFrancois Kevorkian, themanbehind the
consoleonthe D Trainsinglesand the successful
AmericanremixofYazoo's “Situation”.

Further proofofU2’s emergence from their
cocoonwill comelaterintheyearwhenthey

beginwork on aballetscore fora Dublin theatre. For now, though, the
spotlightison U2 asoneof thecountry'stoplivebands-theystartaUK
tourshortly-and on the near-vocational passion of their new LP.

U2 have always been romantics. They areone of thefewbandsto
retaintheidealismof 1976, lookingon rock music asagreat quest rather

than acareer. Bono's punk-inspired ideals might appear quaintinthe

colder musical climate of 1983, but they remain essentialto any
understandingof U2.

“Peoplesee usas fourguyswhoare uprooted from their city of Dublinand
thrownacrossthe world,” hesays. “And weare winning. We arebeating the

businessmenat theirown gamebyconqueringthe USAonourown terms.

Wemightnotbethis week'sthing,
butthatwillneverbotherus.”

The followinginterview took place
atvariouslocationsone Sunday
afternooninDublin. Bono-the
aggressive pacifist—practicallyjumps
outofhisskinwhenhetalks, his spirit
and fireasharp contrastwith the
softerapproach of TheEdge, the
suaveassuranceofAdamandthe
watchfuldemeanourofLarry.
Bonowilltalkof “credibility” and
“commitment” and makeitringtrue,
hisconfidencenever crossingover
into conceit-hisbeliefin the U2 way
istotal, butitdoesn'tdenythevalue
of some of the other options. Being
amongthelast oftherockidealists
sometimesseemsagood placetobe.



U2 "

T
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- — ]
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S0mwmesta
Why War? Bloody Sunday” it was somethingthat we ourselves
Bono: Warseemedtobethe motiffor1982. ! had beensweepingunderthecarpet.
ﬁft(zjrdylwgereyog lSookt;S;?om tf;le Falklandstothe \ sth il hatThe Und had
iddle Eastand South Africa, therewaswar. By t'sthesamedilemma thatThe Undertoneshad to
callingthealbum Warwe'regiving peopleaslap e face before they wrote songs like “Crisis Of Mind”
inthefaceand at thesame time gettingaway = and “It's GonnaHappen”-coming to terms
fr(ci)m thecosyimagealot of peoplehave of U2. with sl(:me{)hing onyourown doorstl(:p.h
Edge:It'saheavytitle. It'sblunt. It’s not 1 It : 'b 1 * f Butwhatabout “NewYear’s Day”, whichis
somethingthat’s safe, soit could backfire.It's 1 S my e 1e about Poland? What qualified U2 tomake
thesortofsubject matter that people canreally R pronouncements about somethinglike that?
takeadislike to. But wewanted to take a more G d th t Adam:It’s notacommenton thesituation,
dangerous course, fly abitcloser to thewind, so 1n O a’ more an acknowledgementof Solidarity. At the

Ithinkthe titleis appropriate. Octoberand Boy

time we wrote the song, we didn’tknow that

bothhadakeyto thesongsinthetitleandthis enables I I |e to martiallaw was going to belifted on New

oneisnodifferent. Notallthe songs are about

Year’s Day. We were just saying that no matter

war, butit’sagood general heading. 1 howmuch people try to change thessituation,
; ; et up 1n tne s mo
p thingsarealways more orlessthe same at the

Theimagesconjured up by the songsareafar

cryfromwhatpeople mightexpectfrom U2, morn in g 2

On Boyand October, theimagery possessed an

startofeverynew year.

Alotofpeople havegrown tired of rockbands

almost spiritual purity, whereas the songs on
Warseem far moregruesomeand horrific.
Bono:Alotofthe songs on ourlast album were quite abstract, but War
isintentionally more direct, more specific. But you can still take the title
onalotof differentlevels. We're notonly interested in the physical
aspectsofwar. The emotional effects are justasimportant-“the
trenchesdug withinour hearts.”

People have become numb to violence. Watching the television, it’s
hardtotellthe difference betweenfactand fiction. One minute yousee
someone beingshoton The Professionals, and the nextyou see someone
fallingthrough awindowafter being shoton the news. Oneisfictionand
oneisreallife, butwe'rebecomingsoused tothe fiction that webecome
numb tothereal thing. War could be the story of a broken home, afamily
atwar. Instead of puttingtanks and gunsonthe cover, we've putachild's
face. Warcanalso beamental thing, an emotional thing betweenloves.

It doesn'thave tobea physical thing.

The most obvious context at themomentis the nuclear threat. You
dealwith thaton “Seconds”, but you'd also touched on it before on last
year’s“A Celebration” single: “I believe in the Third World War/l
believein theatomicbomb.” Wasthat apointer of sorts tosome of the
songsontheLP?

Bono: Alll wassayingwas that the realities of the bomb mustbe faced:
“Ibelieve in the powers that be/But they won't overpower me.”

Edge: People are starting to ask more questions about thebomb. In the
past, people have been more apathetic. They have become so caughtup
withtheirownlivesthattheyhaven'tlooked outside. Now theyare asking
what thehellisgoingon.

Adam:Ithink people areready to take amore militantstance to protect
theirfuture, astherise ofthe CND movement shows.

Bono: Before we can overcomethese thingswe have to face them. There
isalinein “Seconds” aboutafanaticassemblinganuclear deviceinan
apartmentin Times Square, New York, butitcould beanywhere. We are
now entering the age of nuclear terrorism where a group of fanatics could
havethe capabilities of bringing abomb into a city and holding millions
of people toransom.

“Sunday Bloody Sunday” - the obvious assumptionis thatitis about the
Troublesin Ulster.
Adam: Itisn'tso much aboutthe Troublesin the physical sense, but about
thehuman carnage offamilies beingwrecked.
Edge:Weallhad ahand in that song, becauseit’s probablythe heaviest
thingwe've ever done, lyrically. It'shardfor us tojustifyatitlelike
“Sunday BloodySunday”,and we are aware ofthat. Werealise the
potential for divisionin asonglikethat, so all we cansayis thatwe're
tryingtoconfrontthe subjectrather than sweepitunder thecarpet.
Wethoughtalotabout the song before we playeditin Belfastand Bono
told the audiencethatiftheydidn'tlike it then we'd never playitagain.
Outofthe3,000 peoplein the hallabout three walked out.Ithink that
saysalotaboutthcaudicnce'strustinus.
Adam:It’s notacomment on thesituation, but we've been questioned
aboutitalot, beingbased in Dublin, and we decided that it was morally
wrongthat we weren’tcoming to termswith itourselves. Before “Sunday

wearingtheirsocial conscience on their
sleeve.Isn’tit all abit self-righteous?

Edge: The position ofany band talking about the topics of their dayis
alwaysaverydelicateone. TheonlyjustificationIcangiveisthatweare
expressingourconvictions.  can see how it can appear patronising, but
itdependsonone’s motivations. Therearealot ofthings we could get
pulledupon.Ifpeopledon’tlikeit, then thatisunderstandable, but we
willbe standingby whatwe’'ve done.

Alotofthe songs on Warareinter-related. Arewewitnessing thereturn
ofthedreaded conceptalbum?

Edge: No, definitely not. That would imply thateverysongonthe album
ispartofajigsaw, whichisn't thecase. Thetitleis akey to some ofthe
songs, but not allof them areabout war: “Surrender” isinspired by New
York; “Two Hearts” is alove song; and “DrowningMan” is averyrestful,
peacefulsong.

Consideringtheseriousness of some of its subject matter, Warcould
havebeenaverygrim and pessimistic LP, but you also hold outacertain
amount ofhope.
Bono: You haveto have hope. Rock musiccanbea very powerfulmedium
andifyou use thatto offersomething positive thenitcan be very
uplifting. If you use yoursongs to convey bitternessand hate, ablackness
seems to descend over everything. Idon’tlike musicunlessithasa
healingeffect.1don’tlikeit when peopleleave concertsstill feelingedgy.
Iwantpeople toleave our concerts feeling positive, abit more free.
Things mightlook very gloomy, but thereis always hope. Ithink thereis
aneedto develop anew politicallanguage to getover whatishappening.
Unemploymentwill notdecrease. The new computer technology will
eventually wipe out the clerical classes, and office workerswillbe a thing
ofthe past. Millions of people are alreadyon the dolewith alot of leisure
time. Theyare goingto havetobere-educated inorderto make better use
of that time. A lot of people can’thandle these times and theyare turning
to thingslikeheavydruguse.Intheareaof Dublin wherellive thereare
15-year-old kidsusingheroin. They can buylittle 10-packsfor £10.Alot
of peoplejustcan'thandlethisage.

Areyou afraid?

Bono:I'mfrightened, yes,butI'm notcynical or pessimisticaboutthe
futureandalot of that must come down to my beliefs. It is my beliefin God
thatenables metogetupinthe morningandface the world. 1 believe that
thereisareasonandalogic to everything. IfIdidn’tbelieve thatand
thought thateverythingwassimply downtochance, thenI'd be really
afraid.1wouldn’tcross the road for fear of being run over.

Yousayyou aresustained by your Christianbeliefs. What about human
nature? Doyou haveanyfaithinthat?

Bono:Idon’'tknow. It's fine to think that everyoneis nice, man, and
peoplearereallyswell, but thereisstilithis capacityin man for terrible
violence.seethataggressioninmyselfsometimes, and!seeitinother
people. Thesecretis tocometo terms with it. Thecentury that we are
livinginis the mostbarbaric ever.In the past men committed atrocities
withoutbeing fullyaware of what they were doing. Nowmanhasbeen »
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educated, but the atrocities are still goingon. ButIstill have my beliefs,
notso much in people, butin whatlies behind people. That comes
across in themusic.

“Waris notanegative LP.I mean,I'minlove andthereisalotofloveon
thealbum.Asonglike “New Year’s Day” might be about war and struggle,
butitisalso aboutlove. Itis abouthaving the faithtobreak through and
surviveagainstallodds. Loveis avery powerful thing. There’s nothing
moreradicalthan two peoplelovingeach other.

When Italk aboutlovel'm thinkingofan unselfishlove. Emotions can
beboughtand soldjustlike anythingelse, butl think realloveis about
givingand notexpectinganythinginreturn.

So thealbum could justas easilyhave beencalled Love-loveasa
weapon against repression. You seemto besayingthatone can’t
appreciate the true valueofloveuntilitis set against thehatred and
lunacy of the outside world.

Bono: I think thatlovestands out when set againststruggle. That'’s
probablythe poweroftherecordinanutshell. The albumis about the
struggle forlove, notabout warinthenegativesense. I would befailingin
thisinterviewifl made Warsoundlike a gloomyalbum, because it's not.
Thopeit'sanupliftingrecord. Somelove songs devalue the meaning of
theword. Disco bandsturnitintoacliche by tearingitdown until it
means nothing. The power of love is always morestrikingwhen set
against realism than when setagainstescapism.

Therearethose whowillseizeon the fact that U2, Wah!and the
BunnymenwereallintheTop 10 afew weeks ago asasignal that
“rock” isback; worthyoldrock as 1983's alternative to the disposable
pop trash thatdominated the singleschartin’82.DoyouseeU2asa
“rock” group?

Adam:Ifyou were tofile us under anythingin arecord shop, I suppose it
would have to beunder “Rock”. ButI thinkitisavery false divide. “Rock”
and “pop” cross overin so many places that don't think you can start
puttingbandsinneatlittle boxeslike that. Lookatagrouplike the Doors
inthe '60s: they were verymucharockgroup, but they werealso having
pop hitslike “Light MyFire”.

U2exist within atraditional rock format in that yoursoundis
basically guitar, bass and drums. How would you counter the
currently fashionable claims that the formatisredundant after 25
yearsorso? Therewasaletter in Gasbag afortnight ago allegingthat
U2wereno more than a “chugging” progressiverockband with their
heartsin theearly’70s.

Edge:I think thatanyone who canreactin such asupetficial, instinctive
way would miss the pointof what we're doing anyway, evenif theyliked
it. They’re the sort of people who base theirtasteon fashion and whim.
Idon't think the people who go to ourconcertsare particularly interested
inwhatistrendy. Theyappreciate us onafarmore gutlevel. They're not
bothered thatwe'rejust playingguitar, bassanddrums.”

Bono: “We've chosen to work
withinthat format, even
thoughalotof people threw
it outthe window
acoupleofyearsago. Itsuits
what wewantto do. We want
ajoust. Theguitar, bassand
drumsetupisgoodfor
giving people agoodslap
intheface.

Yourinstruments areonly

lumps of wood anyway.
: THE NEW slu'eu They'rehardlythebest
NEW YEAR s n‘v criteriatojudgetheworth
SPECIAL UMWM ofaband.
DOUBLE Bono: Webelieve that passion
W'T" FREE S'NGLE ismoreimportantthan

technique. 1975 wasall about
styleand technique. Herbie
Hancockandjazz-rock,and
1982 was prettymuchthe
samewith groupslike Level
42.1believewe need thatslap

inthe face once more. The sort
of thingthatwe gotin 1976.
Theelitist thinghasgot to be
smashed downagain. It'slike
Orwell'sAnimal Farm: the pigs
have all become farmers!
Thebandsthatwere our
contemporaries, the garage
bands of 1976, areback on thebig
star trip. They're playing the part
of the peoplethat they pulled
down.It'seitherintellectual crap
or patronisinggloss.

Adam:To becandid, I would
haveliked to have been part of
thefashion scene thatwas going
oninLondontwoyearsago. It
would have been niceto dressup
andgo to Club For Heroes. Being
the weakest member of the band
emotionally,Iwanted todo that,
butlcouldn’t. It was the
forbidden fruit. Inretrospect,
there'sastrength through
havingturneditalldown. IfI'd
goneto London, itwould have
trivialised whatl was doingin
U2.Atthe time, though, there
wasa certain conflict because
whatwashappeningin London
didlook exciting.

But it was exciting. There was
excitement in the way that
London clubs were confronting
thedrabness of rock. What they
offered as an alternative might
have lacked substance, but that conflictinitselfdid produce
acertain tension.

Adam:Therewasnothinginitinretrospect, butatthetimeitdidseem
exciting. Watching fromthe sidelines, I felt thatIwanted tobeapartof
it, butsomehow |l justcouldn't.

Bono: Wesee London as outsiders and probably have more objectivity
throughthat. It'sgood to beable to go to London and then escape from
it, neverlettingitbecomeatrap.

Comeon, it’s not thatbad! You can’t write offacitylike that.
Bono: No.I'm notsayingthat.Ilovel.ondon, but that fact that we
arebased in Dublin,away fromall the activity, does give us our
own perspective.

Prior to War, U2grew up in almost totalisolation, oblivious to outside
trendsandinfluences. Nowyouseemtobebroadeningyourscope,
enlistingthe likes of the Coconuts, Kenny Fradley and Francois
Kevorkian toembellishyoursound. There’s even a 12-inch dance mix of
“Two Hearts” dueforsinglerelease!

Edge: Up tonow, we've defined our own terms, and if we'rebranchingout
intonewareasit'sbecause we need to. We're not pandering to anyoutside
demands. We arealways aware of whatis happening musically, but we're
not preparedtoletitdictate ourstyle.

IsbeingonIsland anadvantage? Theyseemtobealabel whowill
always allow aband to develop rather than expect some immediate
commercial return.

Edge: Thecriterion withIsland is quality, whereas with otherlabels it

is purelysales. They always hangonto agood act, evenifthatactis not
sellingrecords. Sometimes they have shied away fromsigninganactthat
would have made them moneysimply because Chris Blackwell wants
alabel thathecan be proud of, perhaps more thanhe wants the money.
Island is more orless an extension of his own musical taste, so heisalways
keen to prolong thelongevityofall his acts. Perhaps hewould haveliked
usto haveahitearlieron, buthe mustbe happy nowthat we'rehavinghits
withoutlosingourdignity.



Howdid theliaison with Kevorkian
comeabout?

Bono: Itcameabout through Chris Blackwell.
Kevorkian's biggestambition is toremixJimi
Hendrix, so Chris Blackwell gave him whathe
considered thenextbest thing-The Edge! The
goodthingaboutKevorkianis thathewon'tjust
dotheusual dance mixcliche. Hejust takes the
master tapes and plays around with the sounds
alreadyon them. Kevorkianis Martin Hannett
part two.He’s got the same Dr Whofeaturesand
heleadsyouintohisgardenofweedsinthesame
waythatHannettdoes.

Anotherdirectionin whichyou areextending

your interests is the forthcomingballet soundtrack. What

inspired that?

Edge:Itoriginallycame fromthe proprietor of the Royal Dublin Ballet.

He had thisidea of using contemporary music withhiscompany. He

gotintouchwithusandalsowith ArlenePhillips, whois the kind of

choreographer who has an understanding of workingwithrock music.
Thingsareatanearlystage at themoment, but we havedone some stuff

forit, using synths and drummachines. We're not scared tobroaden

our musicalbase. Maybe at one stage we’ll get sick of guitars, butat the

moment they are the best vehicle for what we want to say with U2.

They convey our emotionsbest.

Do you ever worry about appearing too earnest? Sometimes,
particularly onstage, you almost fall over your own two feet in therush
to projectyour own passion.

Bono:Sometimes we failand I'll be the first to ad mit that. Sometimes we
gooverthe topand miss the pointaltogether, butI know that our music
meansahell ofalottoouraudience from the letters thatwereceive;
notthefanletters, butletters thatactually gointo themusicand take
itseriously. 1 think partofthe funofbeinga U2 fanis seeingus fall flat
onourfeetand then getbackup again.

“Love is more
striking when
set against
realism than
escapism”

March16,1983:
Uzperforming
onThe Tube TV
show,Newcastle

Haveyou evergottothestage of not
wantingtogoon?

Bono: Yeah, about onceaweek! Whenwe
were making Warwe went practically tothe
brinkofbreaking theband. Whenwegointo
the studio we draw totally on our deepest
resources and stretchthem to thelimit. If the
band is goingto behhonestthey'vegottobring
outeverything, even thethings that might
frighten them.
Edge:IwantU2tobeabandthattakesrisks.
IThate thisideaof U2 asanice safe band.
Maybeit's because we don't play the
rock'n’rollgame. We don’tdodrugsor get
arrestedin America orsmashup hotelsor
getourwillies outonstage. All thatisjust conforming torock tradition.
Therockrebel thingis very phoney.

Adam:Idon'tthinkit'sverylikely that we'll give in now. Thelonger we
goon, the more interesting thingsbecome. I canseeus goingthroughan
awfullot of changes that Iwould never have imagined when wefirstgot
going. Atfirstitwasjustasimple case of playing for fun. Nowit's very
different. Perhapsit's maturity, perhapsit’s down to Bono getting
marriedlast yearand The Edge getting married this year, butas we
mature, the frantic teenageissues that we were concerned with early
onare changinginto somethingelse, something more complex.

So, thequest goeson...

Bono: Yeah, and I feel that we'rewinning at the moment. In some ways,
U2 areonlyreallybeingborn now. Right now, itfeels good. I think there
isacertaininsightin thisgroup, acertainability to seehuman emotions
and expose them honestly. Thereare alotof cliched songs around in the
chart. Thefiction factoryloves churning out superficial songs about the
same old subjects. That's justsomething werefuse todo. This might
sound egotistical, butl think we'll alwaysretain ourhonesty.

Adam: Basically, I think we're allnutters, butsomehowit works. Italways
comesoutinthewash. Adrian Thrills ®
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Interviewed in their London
dosses, NNE

dlscuss p”sons VOICEOVER: “Inconclusion, The Birth Pareinessenceaslug,

highbmw reading and their nomadic, and their journey is slow and painful and always

Jorward and theirtrailof slimeistheirartandsoonandthey

itinerant |if98ty| e, “It!s arebarely consciousofitsissue...” Nick Cave, writingin the NME

Xmas issue
L] L] , L]
really just Nick who’s in love NDECENT, YETIRIDESCENTinitsugliness The
with feeling alienated 1] says Birthday Party's slime marks the onerewarding
J

trail through the muck thatisrock.

Rowland s H oward “Itjust Post-punk’stoken standard bearers U2 and Echo
L]

(more pallbearersin theirsolemnity) have converted
makes me feel mtten ” thesamemuckintobrassy cleanliturgies, pseudo-
L literarydirges dredged up from high holy masses and Boy
Scout manuals; but The Birthday Party have continued to
churnemotionswithsickeningly obsessivelove notes and
fabulouslydetailed travel tales allied to a music at once
brilliantand luminously flawed.

Theviolence of a Birthday Partysongsprings not so much
from theurge tohurt, asaboldness, ahankeringafter danger,
which leads themup dark alleys and setsthemup inconflict
withthe night. Unsurprisingly, their combatreports come
backspotted withshreds of thatself-same night.

Ifthese lurid purples and deep reds disturb you, Its because
your senses have been dulled by Pop Art, whose
flat canvasses of car smashes masquerade as
accuratereportage while puttingyou atone
remove from the subject. Butwhen The Birthday
Partyreport “Dead Joe™s fatal accident on
Junkyard, they conveysomething of the
crunchingreality ofdeath, theshock of its
suddenness and the guilty excitement, the terrible
curiosityitsappearance brings.

It'snotall gloom anddespondency, because the
events theydescribeare extraordinary-meaning
that, despite their occasionallygrisly nature,
there’ssomething of the carnival about them. They
buzzwith gossip, sneers and asides, brim overwith
speculation, slyjokesand sick one-liners- “Tonight
wesleep in separateditches!” - aswould acrowd
gathered round a fresh corpse.

Theirnewsongs, asfeatured on “The Bad Seed”
12-inchand intheircurrentlive set, make the brave
leap into thefantasticand the surreal. What with
theaccusations of self-parody made against »
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“Weremainapart
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Junkyard,lesser souls would have retreated into something more ordered
and conventional.

Instead, The Birthday Party heaped more garish make-up onto the
grotesque mask they displayed to the world until, top-heavy, the make-
up started fallingoffin lumps, leavingbehind acorrespondinglylighter,
fascinating, inisshapenform.

Tracy Pew's bassis the one constantaround which ex-multi-
instrumentalist Mick ] Harvey (takingover from Phill Calvert, who was
forcibly ejected from thedrumsetlast June) places hisbizarredrum
figuresand at which Rowland S Howard's guitar nagsor, alternatively,
teases withdeliciouslyromanticcome-ons...

Farbeitfrom me, however, torescue The Birthday Partyfroma
philosophy of dirtand unhappiness-or even propose oneon their behalf
-byexplaining them away; for thelonger they remain untouchable, the
more potentand unassailable their position. Besides, the Birthday Party
neverentered thisgame to be figured as the good guys.

follow it down to Brighton and eventuallyback to theirhomes-or

atleast the places they hang their hats. So what’sinahome? What
canberead into the books on their shelves or the messes scattered
across the floor?

“See? You'rerightinthe home, there’s nothing tohide!” despairs Mick
JHarvey with atrace of mockery as I eye the French, German and
Spanish dictionaries he’susingin his spare-time study oflanguages,
actingasifl'd chanced uponsome guilty secret. Such is Mick’s modesty.
Suchis Mick’s application.

Incontrast with the tidiness of Mick's flat, the room Rowland S Howard
occupieswithhisgirlfriend Genevieve is strewn with the few possessions
allowed inanitinerantcouple, arrangedso as to makea home of sorts out
ofadesperately impoverished situation.

Thistrip, Tracy has walked into the tidy South London house of fellow
Australians, The Go Betweens, only tohave to walkout again afewdays
later when the Go Betweens give itup togo on tour. Imeet Tracyand his
girlfriend aweek later, carrying three heavysuitcasesinto theroomon
loanto Nick Caveinthe household of You've Got Foetus On Your Breath.

Thefirsttime [ visit, [ find Nick sickin bed, fully clothed beneath coarse
blankets, the sheets-ifany-ridden up somewhere deep beneaththe
covers. Abottle of mellow brownliquor buoysup his spirit, ashes are
strewnacross the pillowand thefloor. He has reduced his necessities to
thebare necessities thatwill nowfitinto asolitary plastic bag. Materially,

IPICKUPTHEtrail of The Birthday Partyslimeina Soho café,

thisisasfaras The Birthday Party have come sinceleaving Melbourne for
Britainthreeyearsago.

Nick hasbeenallocated theTVroominsomeoneelse’s house. “They’ll
probably pressure me toleave when theygetavideo,” he quips.

Aw, come on, Nick, surely you're the better entertainment value.

Rowland’s lament

“I'mreallynot terribly fond of this nomadic existence becauseIfindit’s
veryhard to do thingslike writingsongs whenlhaven'tgot somewhere
Ifeelismyhome, where I feel fairly secure.

“Forthelast threeyears our liveshavehad alimited amount of security,
which Nick really thrivesupon. Ifindit quitedisconcerting. I find it really
hard towrite on the road or on the move. But Nick can write anywhere. He
carries pieces of paper everywhere—-in people’s houses, onthe tube,in
people’'srooms. He's quite lucky.

“I'dliketolive somewhere, but thenagain I can’'tthink ofanywhereI'd
liketolivetoo long. I'dlike to go home, but thenIthink, ‘where’shome?’
Ithink Tracyand Mick bothlike to have somewhere fairly solid. It's really
justNickwho'sinlove with goingto new placesall thetime, continually
feelingalienated. It just makes mefeel rotten.”

Tracy’s wish
“It’s been a bitof a painin the ass sometimes, all this moving about, but
when I thinkofthelastthreeyears andhowit would have beeniflwasstill
inAustralia now Iwould be bloody miserable too. Allmy mateswho are
stillthere want to come over here because we makeit sound sogreatin
ourletters. Andit’scertainly been greatseeingall of these different
places. It's notsomething I want todo forthe rest of my life, but forthe
moment it’sfine.

“We'retouringalotthisyear, whichI'mlooking forward to. AsfarasI'm
concerned, | want to stay on the road almostsolidly thisyearsol don't
have toworryabout gettingaflat.”

Mick’s front room

“Iquitelike being settled to some degree, but that’savery hard one
because Nickis obviouslyverydifferentin thatrespect. There'salotof
desperation about his creation, which manifestsitselfin alot of fairly
obviousways. Hereally pusheshimselfto thelimits, ifyoulike. Me, Idon’t
reallycareiflcreateanythingor not. I'm quitehappytobe comfortable
andrelaxed forafewmonths. It'snotabigthingif[haven'twritten
anythingforawhile.”

NickCavewithThe
BirthdayPartyat
Ace,Brixton,London

\




THE BIRTHDAY PARTY

Nick’s wanderiust

“Ipersonallydon’tthink that any external
things—whetherit'sthe environment or
whetherit’smy situation - affect my writingin
particular.Thavethe samesortofideasif 'min
London, Berlin or Australia. Allittendstodois
makemylifemore miserable, ifI'm throwninto
aDickensiansituation, whichseemedtobe
whathappened when we gotto London.

“After afewshortmonthsherelstarted
feelingIwasbecoming partofthe city, that
Londonwassuckingup my personality and it
wasthenlknewIhadto moveout. It wasn't
untillgotto BerlinthatIrealised it’sthemoving

“I like not
having a home,
putting myself

in a state of
confusion”

Nick’s southern discomfort
“Amythical deep South?Iknow exactlywhat
youmean, thoughIdon’twantit to be that
particular.Ijustfindthatarea, that styleof
intelligence and so forth, which maybe
Faulknerwould have his characterssteepedin,
reallyfascinating. The wayin which they
would talk, which isdumb, butis areally
descriptivelydumblanguage. It’s just thatalot
ofthings aboutthe deep South interest me.
“The fanaticism, the blind beliefin all sorts of
totally ridiculous sorts of things, theirreally
quaint, mystical way of justifying the beliefs
theydedicate theirlives to, these superstitious

thatis theimportant part of the stimulus, not
livinginanyparticular place.

“I'malwaysreally conscious of forminghabits, and whenIfind them
formingItry tobreak them, no matter what they are, whether they’re
routine orlifestyle orwhatever. People who order theirlivesintoa
complete routine seem to be making aclaim for security. Unless they’re
reallyin control, they’re not secure.

“For that reason, I prefermylife to be totally insecure. Ilike notliving
anywhere, nothavinga home, movingaround, just putting myselfinto
states of confusion onaday to day basis.”

Rowiand reminisces

“WhenwefirstcametoLondon, Nickwaslivinginasquat in Maida Vale.
Ican'treally speak accuratelyfor himbutat the timehe wasreading things
like Samuel Beckett- Watt, thingslike that, depressed, sortofdirtyandthat,
Ithink, influenced himinto writing aboutthiswholesortofsqualor thing.”

Nick's aside
“Rowlandtold youthat? Judas! Well, hewas reading. .. Mervyn Peake!”

Rowland’s recall

“Mostlywewereinfluenced against whatall the English groups were
doing. We've said this often enough before, butanywaywe went to see
some bigthingat the Lyceum with Teardrop Explodes, Echo, A Certain
Ratio and The Psychedelic Furs-the cream of British rock. Butitwasjustso
bad, so unpowerful, so uninvolvingthat we instinctivelyreacted againstit.
Forawhilewe became more Americanised ina parodic sortof way.”

Fade...

up from the distance. Party songs are collaged, the voice of a

deranged evangelist preacher foldsin adeath litany... “Pilgrim
getson hacked daughter/All weget is 40 hack reporters... sweet hatchet
swinglowson/I'm feeling pretty lonesome...” The noise degenerates
into the curdling screams of the lynch mob. The ugly accent of bigots
suited only to articulatingjealousy and suspicion, the horror of
miscegenation and fear of strangers is expertly seized with perilous
glee... “HANDS UP WHO WANTS TO DIE!!! Have you heard how Sonny’s
burning?/ Like some exotic star/He lights up proceedings/Raise the
temp... Someday I'll cut him down!” The wagonrolls south, the
mockery doesn’trelent... “American heads will roll in Texas!”

Offscreen voice

Therealm of The Birthday Party imaginationisn't confined within
geographicalor political borders. It is populated with freaks and
frightening dimwits, heroicand broken-backedlovers, all subjected to
hotsticky climates or-their exact negative—damp cold climates, either
ofwhichreduce peopletoastateofinertia.

Subjected to the humid heat of Faulkner’s deep South, the steamy
golden showers of Genet's southern European ports or Greene’s
miserable, drizzling Brighton, BP charactersreact to the stifling
atmospheric pressures with violence or extreme acts of love, often
resultingin death sealed with hilarious kiss-offlines.

BPsongs are pages torn froma thief's journal writtenin flight from
Australia acrossEurope and America. They are—toputitin Tracy’s
colourfulvernacular-“arealhell'sbroth ofall these quite diverse
influences, things thathave just gotten into our mind, assimilated and
eventuallyspewed forth.”

T HE SOUND OF careening guitars and derailed rhythms swells

peopleofthe South. Livingeach day, through
everyhardship possible, with theirhands, not theirminds. Theirlives are
lived entirely in termsof punishment andreward.

“Andthattypeofthingisequally prevalent in our sophisticated society.
Itisjustsimplified and magnified with thesehillbilly type people. The
same concepts of people denyingthe things they wantstill apply,
denyingtheirbasic desires because they're afraid of what might happen
iftheyexpress whattheywant.

“Youcansitaround forhoursand make analogies of various aspects of
thatkind of society and this one. Thelynch mob, the crazed mob that has
no personality whatsoever, they lose their entire personalities for the
sake ofonecrazed idea, is exactly the same as goingtoaconcertbyAdam
And The Ants, wherethe focusing of attentionis somuchonone
particularfigure thatthey're justtradingin their personalities to become
apolyheadedblob...

“What makesussodifferent? Ireally do have quite a strongopinion
ofthe way people behave when they’re with other people. With us,
Iconsider we're makingan example of some kind of bid forindividuality
and atourbest, which we were the other night at the Lyceum, we remain
apartfrom the audience, we remained individuals with our ownvisions
and we weren't sucked into themob.

“SometimesIgetscaredinto feelingI should entertainthese people,
solforce myselfto fling my bodyround everywhere, because I knowit’s
entertaining, so eventuallyIlose andtheywin. ThenImight aswellbe
downthere with them, basically...”

Rowland’s reasoning

“When we went backto Australialastyear, we were greeted with such
acclaimand adulation itmade what we were doing pointless, because
thewholelife of the group had been based onreactingagainstwhat
wasaround usand turning it into somekind of positive force. Soonce
everythingwas positive toward usit defeated the purpose. Weloathed
it,forthemain part.

“For astart, most of it seemed unwarranted; people applauding wildly
when you come onstage, when youannounceasongthey've neverheard
before;itwas apparent they weren't thinking very much aboutwhatwas
going onand thatwe were well and truly absorbed into the whole
rock’n’rollschtick.

“We never had anyillusions thatwe were alaw unto ourselves, butwe've
always operated fairly well outside the normal rock’n’roll context.Imean,
we've never mixed with those sort of people socially. So itwas frightening
and disappointing to see how people werereacting. After two and ahalf
monthsinAustralia, Nick, Mick Harvey, Tracyand me, we were
determinedtobreak up the band because there didn’t seemtobe any
point to continuing.”

Tracy’s dogs

“Nobodywouldlike to think the audience is relating onsuch anarbitrary
level. We like to get to our audiences a bit more of what we're trying to
communicate rather thanreacttouson apurelymindlesslevel. The
comparisonwith Pavlov’sdogsdribblingwhen they hearabellring...
sometimesIthink they'renotlisteningatall. It’s prettybad when things
gettothat.

“The split-uplastJune... well, we set ourselves these goalsin the past,
‘cosit'sreally easy forustolose our patience whenyoucan’tsee
immediate achievements. It's been our way to say, fuckit, if wecan'tdo
suchandsuchbysuchatime. Butbythe timethat date comes it’s usually
forgotten. We'vebeensayingitasearly as 1980, soldon’t thinkthere'll be
too much of that mutinous talkin the future.” »
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Mick’s best-laid plans

“Likelast June Iwaslooking more and more forward to being completely
free,but when the designated break-up pointcame, there had beenalot
of odd things happeninginthe meantime, like Tracy being putinjail. And
werealised we hadn'tdonealot of the things we wanted to do. Butwe
knew somethinghad to happen. Wedidn’twant Phill (old BPdrummer)
around, sowhatwedidwaskick Phill out (Mick now plays drums full-
time, switchingfromhisrole asa multi-instrumentalist) and moved to
Berlinanddecided tocarryonasagroup.

“Ifounditverydifficult atfirst to be positive about it, because by that
time Iwaslooking forward to doing somethingelse. Butl couldn’tkeep
onbeingnegative about it, otherwise I would drageverythingelsedown,
solwent to the other extreme and became very positive. Sometimes,
though, Idon’tknow how much more thegroup can achieve, orwhat the
group hasachieved-Idon'tknowwhy the group should achieve
anything. Why should we put ourselves through this much agony?

“Butwhatis quitedifferent forourgroupisthatitis agreat thingforusto
playaninspiringgig.

Nick’s shock
“Breakup? We were goingto breakup? Nobody told me!”

Tracy’s bad break
“Basically I got nicked for my thirddrunkdrivingoffence, at least the
third one where Iwasactually caught doingit, which was silly of me. I also
had warrants out for two minor theft cases. One wasfor shopliftinga few
sausages when Iwas broke and hungry. The other time was when I nicked
somethingfromapartywhenIwasdrunk.lwasasincompetentathiefas
Iwasashoplifter. The copsfinally caughtup to me whenIwentoutand
diditagain.Ididn’tgointo courtwithavery goodlawyer, justone from
legalaid, so I left the court with afour-month sentence, ofwhich
Iservedthree. Thejailsin Victoriaaren't that bad. They're
worse, I shouldimagine, in New South Wales. I got sent to anice
little prison farm.

“Theband was due toleave forAmericaaboutaweek after
Iwaslockedup, whichwasalittleawkward. I often seem to be
doingthingslike this toinconvenience therestofthem. So they
gotBarryAdamsoninforthetour...

“It’s difficult forjail to have a positive effect on your mind,
becausetheonly thingonitis gettingout. Yourfriendsareon
the outside. My girlfriend came hundreds of milesto see me
everySunday, buteventhenl couldn’tsee enoughofher.
I'missed herlike hell. Iwasalso thinkingabout whatlwas
missing withthe band. That’s thebad part.

“Idon’tknow thatit did that much formymindatall. [ think
youwould have tospend alotlongerinjail for that to happen,
butitcertainly cleansed mybody. Iwas offthe piss for three
months, exercised alot, worked everyday pruning pinetrees,
did weightlifting; that way you could sleep really well so time
wentalot quicker.”

Nick’s way

“Thatarthas to benefitsocietyin some practical way?
Anythingbut that! Artiswhatanybodywantsit to be.Iwill not
be pressured into harbouringasocial conscience to write
aboutissues that will be forgottenin ayear’s time, giving my
opiniononsomethingwhen it's not worth morethan anyone
else’sbasically.

“My sense of aesthetic, mystyle of aesthetic, nowthat’s
something worth makingconcrete for the world! My basic
creativenessis exceptional, butl don’t think my particular
social or political opinions are worth a pinch ofshit. Sowhy
should artistic sensibilities go towaste because I'm not
opinionated?”

Rowland’s wrath

“Ireally find it amazing that people whoreview us have
sometimes come to thegrand conclusion thatwe're doingthe
exactsamethingasBauhaus!It'sincredibly frustrating when
people conclude we're the same asthem and theirilk. Evenif
they may think the musicis mindless, I think it's fairly clear the
lyrics areahell ofalotbetter than99 per cent of people writing
atthemoment.”
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Nick’s nightmare

“Itoftenworries methat our group could beaccused of deliberately
dwellingon the horrible thingsinlife: death, murderand thelike; that
we're totally skin-deep and nothingelse. Wedid thisinterviewin
Copenhagenand theinterviewerread us thisdaily newspaperarticle
thatsaid ourmusic could bestbe described as the sortof thing thatwould
gowithacheap B-grade horror movie, whichIfindreallyinsulting.”

Mick’s father

“Moral responsibility? That'satough one, the eternal question. Wewould
make what wewould construeasaveryirresponsible joke, meantina
particularway, maybe notseriously, and thatleaves the question ofus
knowingwhat we mean and the possibility of99 per cent of the people
takingitthe wrongway. So dowesay, fuck the people, theydon'’t
understand, they're stupid? Or dowejust doit, becauseit’s the way we
think about it, sowhyshouldn’t we?

“Onthewholel'dsayit's too bad if they’re misinterpreted, if the cover of
The Bad Seed is taken the wrong way. Why the swastika? Well, Idunno,
hahaha.Isupposeif people went, Oh, howdisgusting, thatwouldbea
veryblinkered view. People would misunderstand theway we useit...
Thatis, it'salmost a bit naughty. Thejokealmostbecomesthat peopleare
goingtogo ‘Argh!’ atsomething thatwas used that innocently.

“It's not to shock them. People whowould get upset are very farremoved
from the group so most ofthem would never seeit. Thatiswhatisso funny
about Drunk On The Pope’s Blood. Most of the people who would have
been offended by the title would never come acrossiit.

“You can'tsaywe setout to bedeliberatelyshocking, becauseifwe are it
doesn’twork. Wedothose things... they'redonetoberidiculous. They’re
meant forourselves, notasapublic offence. Ifindit really sillywhen people
accuseusof tryingtobe sensational, becauseifwe are, we're terribleatit.
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“ExceptinAustralia, they made a bigthing out of
Drunk On The Pope’s Blood, whichwas so stupid,
because itmadethe people who would have been
offended byitawareofit. And Idon’tthink we ever
wanted todo that. Once thathappened I wasreally
upsetaboutit. Well, my parents heard aboutit,and as
my father’sapriest (COfE) I gota bit of flak aboutit.

Nick unrepentant

“Mick alwaysused to say, 'l know why you write all this blasphemous stuff
—it'stogetback at mebecause of myfather, isn'tit?’ Butafter three years
herealised thejokehad been goingontoolong, so there mustbesome
seriousintentbehind it.”

Mick’s measured tone

“Metoo reasonable for The Birthday Party? No, [thinkI'm anelement the
othersrequire. Forone wehaven't got amanager, soitusuallyfallson me
togetthingsorganised, as [start worrying about them first. I think Ireally
createabalancethatis needed, otherwise Iwouldn’tbehere. They've
never complained about mybeingtoo reasonable orlevel-headed.

“Anyway, [canbeirresponsible, too. It wasme whogotdrunkat the first
gigin NewYorkandstarted yellingobscenities atthe audience, which
wasreallyoutof character...

“IthinkBirthday Partyrepresent elements of the individualsinvolved
thatotherwise wouldn'tcome to the fore. There are elements about me
thatcome outinsomethingsototallywild and untamed as The Birthday
Party, which otherwise would stay hidden.

“Icompletelyapprove ofiit, though sometimes I think it would be good if
peopledidn’tget completelydrunk outoftheir brains before goingon
stage. ThenIrealise thatif they didn't, thingswouldn’tbe the sane. Their
attitudewould be differentifthey were responsible.

A Nick caricature denied

“I'mean, 'mnot thesort of person whosits around inbars cryinginto my
beer, tryingto dwell on physical pain... Iwould probably consider myself
to beadestructive person, atleast destructive to myself, but I enjoyit...
Tjustdon'twrite songs whenI'mhappy. That's partlybecause whenI've
gotsomespiritI'm usually outsome place destroyingit.

“Not thatI'm sayingthat when I find myselfdepressed Icrawl overto the
desk, slideinto the seat, dip the quillin the potand startscratching this
really painful prose. EvenwhenIwasahappy-go-luckyladin Australia
Iwroteaboutdepressingthings.”

Rowland’s friends

“HowImetLydia Lunch, we were playingin New Yorkand I metherat the
Chaise Lounge.I'd been wanting torecord ‘Some Velvet Morning’ fora
while,anditstruck measagoodidea todo it with her. Not theleast
because she would be good for selling the project to companies with!
And theyjumped at the chance.

“Afterthat, the German companyasked Lydiatorecord analbum, so
shegot me, Mick, Genevieve (Rowland’s girlfriend) and Tracy overto
Berlintohelpherdoit... Inthe end the Germans couldn't pay the studio
bill, so the tapes are gatheringdust.

“Because ‘Some Velvet Morning’ sounded good -ithad this dreamlike
quality and some depth-Iformed this group These Immortal Souls with
BarryAdamson and Genevieve. There were planstorelease aseries of
12”s,eachwith a different theme, but nocompanyisterriblyinterested...”

Rowland’s sorrow...
“Alot of my favouritesongwriters are people who write when they're
obviously closcto theedge and the songsbetray this quality of weakness
andfragility...IguessI'mprimarilyinterestedin peopleratherthan
expressinganidea. I'minterestedinaffectingpeopleonan emotionallevel,
hitthemreally hard, so theyfeel thesame emotions youwere feelingwhen
youwrotethesong. Anyonewho canachievethatIthinkisvery great
“Iflcanmakearecord asgood as thethings [ waslisteningtoat 17
thinkingtheywerethebest, thenI'd besatisfied. I think The Bad Seed is
really aworkofart, strong, powerfuland capable.”

...And his frustration

“The songs Iused to write were really personal songs, and Nick said he
couldn'tsingthembecause it wastoo embarrassing, likereading
someoneelse’s diary. Soforalongtime Iwas writingimpersonal songs,

THE BIRTH DAY
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andit’stakenmeayeartorediscoverhowtowrite
self-expressive songs. NowIhave todecide which
ones are for The BirthdayParty and the otherones
Ikeep forme, Genevieveand BarryAdamson.”

Nick’s rejoinder

“To hisdisfavour, Rowland gives melyrics that
obviouslymeanalottohim,and hehastorelease
hisemotions by proxy, kind of, and at the same time
Ican'trelease myown. It'slike driving someoneelse’s car: you have to be
morecareful. And that’sthewayitiswithlyrics.”

Nick and Lydia

“Wewrote 50 One Page Playstogether, 50 plays made up from five
categories ofthingslike the speedway and filth. Lydiasuggested thatone.
‘Well, wehad tostart somewhere, so why notat the bottom?’”

Deutsch Australian freundschaft

“Crawling in misery/nothing s here/sluggish crippled cells/your spells
speak/hoer aufruhrithirstyanimal/set unquenchable fire/demise after the
firelthecellcores burst out/lava burst out/new islands/thirstyanimal”
(“Durstiges Tier” Words: Blixa Bargeld. Music: Einsturzende Neubauten)

Rowland: “Meand Nick are reallyinterested in workingwith as many
peopleas possible. It canonlyimprove what you're doing. It's fairly
limited working by yourselforwith onlyone other person. I've written
songswithabout 10 other peopleinthe pasttwoandahalfyears. It
teachesyousomething, inspiresyoualot more.”

Nick: “We're not misanthropic towards otherartistsinwhatever field-
I'm not so narrow-minded to reduce it to rock—who haveideas which
Ithink aregreat.

“Wedon'thaveanattitudein whichwedon’twanttohave anythingto
dowithanybodyelse, thatwe think we're the fucking greatest, though
Idoadmititmightsometimes comeacrosslike that. Welookto other
peopleto playwith, express ourselves with, exchange ideas with.

“Itonly happensveryrarely, butitdid in Berlinwith Einsturzende
Neubauten, and alsowith LydiaLunch. Even so, ourgroup is generally
totallyalienated fromthe scheme of things.”

Abedtime story to close: Nick’s swampland narrative
“Whatactuallyhappensin thisstoryis the death ofthis one centralfigure
whoissinkingintoquicksand, listeningtothe sound ofalynch mob hot
onhistrail. All the time he is reminiscing, fallingintofits of vision, having
unearthlyvisitations, while he’s gradually sinking deeperand deeper.
Finally, his executioners burstinto the clearing; they surround himbut
theycan'tgethim, because he’'stoo faraway. Onlyhishead isvisible
abovethequicksand.

“He’s beset by more visions and eventuallyhe’s visited byan angel of
some sort, who he thinks forgives him forthe murder of some orphan girl,
whichisthe finalhoaxofhislife. Justbefore he dieshe believesheis

| forgiven and that nothing further orworse could happen tohim.And

somehowit’s broughtinto the vision that the mob have poured gasoline
onto hishead, so hishead is now thislittle flameinthe middle of the
middle ofthemob...

“That’s puttingitinto alogical format, whichitwon’tbe whenit’s

| finished. Thewaythiswould be written, the wayIwantittobereadislike

someone... wakingupwithahangover, yourmind totallyblankbutin
painand then onebyonethesegrizzly memories comestaggering back
fromthe nightbefore. Justhalf-conscious, totally vague, conflictingsorts
ofimagesdriftingback...

“Forexample, thischaracterhas murdered the county’s tiny orphan girl
who the communityhastakenintotheirhearts,and eachtimeherelates
ittothereaderit'sslightly different, because he can’treally remember
howhedidit.

“Todrawthistothemusic... ‘She’sHit'isdonein thesamesort of style.
Lineshintatacatastropheofsorts, butnotenoughevidenceisgiventoallow
aclear picture of whatexactlyhashappened. But the person whohearsitis
giventounderstand thatsome violent catastrophehashappened...”

| Nick’s longing

“Ioften feel nostalgicfor Australia, but then Ithink there’s nothing there
forme any more exceptforafewfriendsand my family... butIreally
wouldliketogo andlive with my mother forawhile, to tellyou the truth.”

| ChrisBohn ®
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January16,1983:
HenryRollinsjoins
thecrowdatashowin
Torrance, California
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MELODY MAKER

TWAS EMBARRASSING. I'd never met them before. And they

didn'tknow London thatwell. SoIreckoned that the most

welcoming, most comforting place foran interview would be

thepub (well... any excuse).

What!didn'treckononwasthat1.A band BlackFlagmightbe

lessthanenthusiastic aboutdrinking. Theydidstayin theround,
mindyou. But forevery bottle of Guinness that passed my lips, they were
sendingoutfor freshsupplies of coffee! Bytheend of theinterview I was
feelinglikeEdnathelnebriate Woman.

Black Flagcertainlyaren’'t predictable. 1 knew it the minute Iwalked in
and found sirger Henry Rollins sittinghuddled by himself at the opposite
endofthepubtotheothers, staringdementedly at the number 13 orange-
striped pool ball he wasrollingaroundin hishand.

“Idid thatbecauseI'm lHenryand I wasdoingthe Henry trip,” he
explained later. This probably made perfect sensetohimselfand therest
ofthegroup, butitcertainly did worry the guvnor of the pub, who thought
hehadanimininenthospital caseonhis hands.

Ineverdid discover the significanceof the orangestripe. Meanwhile,
the Black Flag majority were maintainingan ominoussilenceat their
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! BlackFlagatthe Oporto
pubinHolborn,London,
1983 ()-r):DezCadena,
HenryRollins,Greg
S Ginn,BillStevenson,
J Chuck Dukowski

table, lookinglittlelike the over-the-top punkrockers of their musical
reputation. Dez (Cadena, rhythm guitarist) could've takenon the role of
Neil, The Young Ones’ hippy, quite successfully. Equally mild-mannered,
Chuck (Dukowski, bass), Greg (Ginn, guitar) and Bill (Stevenson, drums)
showed noimmediate visible signs of the maniacs they become when
theywalkonstage.

Thad asinkingfeeling that this conversation wasn'tgoingtobe as
easyas|'d imagined. Forthe price of abottle!'d have joined Harrigan
and hiscronies at the bar. And then Black Flag got talkative.
Unpredictable. [told you so.

Previously, I'd seen Black Flag twice, towards the end of 1981. They
remained in my memory for tworeasons.

Onewastheiroverwhelmingheaviness-like theweight of AC/DC
multiplied by 100. The otherwas that they had askinhead singer.
Askinhead from LosAngeles! Nowwhat's thatallabout?

“Inmyworld, hairisn'tsuchabigdeal,” responded llenry, now
apparently happy tositwith therest of the group butstill squeezing the
pool ball, “Over here, it’s like you joinacertain army if you have your
hairacertainway.ldidn’'thave my hair cropped for any reason, like
‘I'maskinhead’. 1haditthatway forthereasonlhaveitthis waynow...
because I feltlikeit.”



e

Hebrushed his free hand through thedark
tuftstosignifytheend of that particular topic,
andtalkturnedto Black Flagand theirmission |
inlife. Whichis plantingseeds, apparently?

“Ourideasareemotional and eachoneisa
seed,” explained Chuck, obligingly. “The degree
towhichwe'resuccessfulisthe degree towhich
we plantafertileseed insomebody’smind.”

“Whatwe're trying to do with our musicand
ourapproachistoreach people,” continued
Henry. “We'refive people going ‘lamIam’ and
wewant totouch everyemotionthatahuman
beingcould possibly feel, from joy to hate or
sadnessorreal disgust.

“Iwantto put myself, mymind, myheartand |
mybodyonthelineforthat.I'mdriventodoit.
It'smyform of self-expression. Iliketo seeaband
thatputs theirassesontheline forabunchof
peopletheydidn’tevenknow.Iknowhowhard
Itry,andif peopledon’tlikeit, there'sadoor.
Theycangooutandjointhe massof other
peoplewhodon'tlike Black Flag, and that'sall.

“Forme, alotofthesongswe playIneed to
play. That'swhat we write them for.” |

Thissoundsabitobsessive tome.

“Well,”said Henry, enjoying the drama of his
ownlanguage, “It'sasmuchan obsession as
breathingis. Doyouwantto live tomorrow?
Ineedtolive,and there'sasongin myheart.”

Wereturnto thesubject ofemotion. |

“Most peoplehave everything they need i
insidethem, and Black Flagjarstheemotions |
around andjiggies themoutof people,” said
Bill, the newest memberof theband. “We can
make youseewhat'sinside yourself.” ’

“Wejust wentto abigmuseum,” said Chuck
mysteriously. “Every topicin theredealt with
several real simple

feltanyentirerange ofinnerfeelingstested
asaresultofbeing there. Dotheband maybe
obscuretheirintentions bycrushingpeople
intosubmission, or-to bebluntaboutit-don't

| theyfeel thatinstead of regardingthemasa

unique emotionalstimulant, people might

| dismissthemasalotofnoise?

“Itmight bealotof noise,” said Chuck testily.
“But thenyou could say thatif youhavea dog
anditcomesup andbarksbecauseit's happy
toseeyou, that'salot of noise too. Orifhe
whimpersbecause he'sjustgothitbyacar
youcould say that’salot of noise. There may be
noise, but the dogisstill beingcommunicative.
That's the point.”

“Itdoesn’t matterif peoplelike usor not,” said
Des. “Anykind of reaction isareaction,
whetherit'sgood orbad.”

“There’sawholelotofthings thataperson
can'tface,” said Henry, giving the impression
that it was everyone’sduty toface Black Flag
atsome timeintheirlife.

Whatabout the people whodon'twant
to face them? Whatabout the people
whodon't feel the emotional
message? Whatabout the people
whodon't particularlywantto
havethese so-calledseeds
plantedintheirheads?Are
theydeficientin some way?

“Maybe there'sadeficiencyin
us,” said Des wisely, elicitinga
mutter of “You cansaythatagain”
fromHarriganatthebar, achuckling
fromhis matesand ageneral orderingup of
pintsfortheirguilt-free drinkingcompany.

Personally, I'd agree that Black Flagdo seem
slightlyonthe

things; the themes

eccentricside. Maybe

1%
were people’s BlaCk Flag that'swhatenables
insecurityand how them to performwith
theyfitintothe * h theintensity, the
cosmos, religionand J arS t e strength and the full
howtheyrelatetolife . commitment of their
anddeath... their emotlon S and gigat the 100 Club

insecurityabout
deathandfeeling
aboutlife. Then
there’sloveandallthe
ramifications of that.
“There’salotof
violentimagery
carried with the [
pictures.There's one picture, whichwas a
knightand he’'sgotashield and the woman'’s
there. Itwaslike ‘Thewoman of death’. You can
see thatallintellectualideas such aswe sawin
the museum are derived from moresimple
ideas: people’semotions.”
Iventure thatwhilea Black Flag gig could
certainly bedescribed asanexperience,  never

jiggles them
out of people”

twodayslater...and
equally caninspire
themto pullout
thehorrifyingly
overbearing tactics of
theirlast British visit
inthebiggerhalls.

“I keepajournal,”
said Henrybrightlyas the topic of Britain
presented itself. “l waswritinginitlast night that
Ineverfeel Americanuntil 'moverhere. That's
becausethe peoplearound me makeit painfuily
clearthatlam American.would like peopleto
relatetomeasapersonandahumanbeing.”

Hesqueezed thenumber 13 ball
eventighter.

“And whilewe’re here, we'd

BLACK .=
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like to mention Troublefunk
fromWashington, the
Descendants, Saint Vitus,

the Meat Puppetsfrom Arizona,
the Dicks from Austin, the Big
Boysand Red Kross.”

Withthat, Black Flaghadto
leave forrehearsals. Itwastime
foraproperdrink. And when
Ilooked up, Harrigan’s mob had
allgone. Carol Clerk ®

BLACK FLAG

e edge

of insanity

MM FEB 19

that the music business really does

protectits artists. Take Black Flag.
Now if these five weren’tinaband, they'd
have been certified years ago, wrapped
upinstraitjackets and committed to the
nearest asylum to rantinto the empty air
for evermore.

in daily life, they're peculiarenough.
Onstage, they'reright onthe edge of
insanity, teetering dangerously while
asoundtrack of screaming hell
shrieks and swoops roundthem.

Henry, the singer.He's the
psycho to end themall. His

eyes are the weapons of
apossessed epileptic. His
muscles strain constantly,
pushing the convulsing body
out toits shuddering physical
limit. His forehead bulges so
forcefully Ithought his brains were

about to come bursting out over the

pogoing punkstersinfront of him.

Andtherest of theband...anorgy of
flailinglimbs and psychiatric disorder,
physical chaos and mental havoc.

Youcan't say Black Flag don’t put
everythingthey've gotinto their shows.
Thisis punk rock gone mad.

Musically, the Flaggo more for
atmosphere than actual song content.
| couldn’t tell you what they played;
couldn’teven make out the lyrics.l can
tell you that they created an outrageously
powerful, compulsively unsettling
cacophony that aimed as muchfor gut
reactioninthe slower songs asinthe
morefamiliar, ferocious punknumbers.
Black Flag seized controland keptiit.
They deserved theresponse they got.

Tobe honest, lwasn’tmuch looking
forward to this gig.|'d seen Black Flag
before atthe Lyceumandthe Leeds
Queens Hall,and thought thempossibly
the worstband I'd ever encountered.
Their crushing volume, on those occasions,
seemedtheir only means of attack.

Maybe the band have improved since
then. Or maybe the smaller, more
intimate, grounds of the 100 Club allowed
the personal assault of the music to assert
itself properly while also permitting the
crowd toseetheband at closerange.

Whatever the reasons, and despite
aless-than-packed-out attendance (due
partly to aboycott by some punters after
the appalling scenes of violence at Infa-
Riot’s recent gig there), it turned out tobe
anevening wellspent. | reckon!was due
for anice surprise anyway... Carol Clerk

'|'H ERE ARE TIMES when yourealise
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RANDY NEWMAN

“ltryand
not bemean”

hits town to tell the
press nothing (and
everything) about
himself. Los Angeles,
talking woodblocks with
Springsteen, rewriting
Faust... all come into
his witty remit.
“Idon’t even have to
write the songs any
more,” he jests.

“Have the maid do it.”

RANDY N WMAN

MELODY MAKER

EIGHING WORDS FOR aliving, Randy Newman at some
timein his life made the decision to speak in penny-plain.
Judging by his work, heis probably also a moralistandan
intellectual, but, like the subject of himselfin his songs, he
would prefer all that good stuff to lie tacit. Back in 1978 when
I'was the rapacious sort of interviewer who couldn’t wait

to crowd Hitchcockinto a corner and make him spill about Notorious and the

Sacraments, [ gave Randy a hard time on these characteristics. He took the Fifth

Amendment. Quite right too.

Thistime around, we stuck with the text, and, aswith The Shroud at Turin, got some
ideaof theabsent figure. Afterall, thisis his own method in his songs, which impersonate
viewpointsthatheeitherdespises, pities or merely records. [used to think that his
personal nightmare was loss ofidentity - “You said, ‘Honey, can you tell me what your
nameis?’/Isaid, ‘You know what mynameis" (“LastNight Had A Dream”)-but [ now
thinkit's none of my damnbusiness.

Hislatestalbum, TroubleIn Paradise, isamarvellous piece of writing, and deserves
aconducted tourbythe writer. “Justaslongas I don'tlook asifI'm carried away by the
depthofitall,” says Randy, worriedly tearing my ticket as  board his Greyhound, MIAMI
-LA-CAPETOWN-THECHURCH OF BADFAITH. Earlierbuses at the depot haveleft
already for Louisiana, Dayton Ohio, Birmingham, Baltimore and Cleveland.

“Some of thebest songs I'vewritten about citieswere about places I'd neverbeen.
It’slike when Brecht or Kafka wrote about America before coming; it wassilly stuff,
inaccuratebut there was somethingimaginative and good aboutit.”

Like the queue ofblacksin “Christmas In Cape Town"” all carryinglunch pailswith
pictures of Star Warson theside?”

“Yeah, Iknowit’s not true, but [ like mixingitallup
with California. I couldseethatso well, allofthemlike
childrengoingtoschool with theirlunch pails, the guy
seeingitthatway. He sees themlikechildren. [like the
ideaoftheghettolisteningto ABBA. I knowitcan'tbe so,
butllike the ideaof getting things alittle wrong. It sheds
morelight.”

TheEnglishgirlin the songwho criticisesapartheid
whilejust passing through represents Randy’s
resentment of Britishsanctimony. »

RICHARD E. AARON / GETTY

HISTORY OF ROCK 1983 | 29



“They’vebeen veryunfairoveranumber of years. ThingsIsaw on
TVherein the '60s criticising the United States forracism. This
countryhasn’thandled it any better. Now you've gotriots. Now you've
gottarecognise your own problems, publicly. Hmm-Iguess
Ishouldn'tsaythis...

“There’smare racism amongsurprising peoplein the Statesright now
thanthere'sbeen forabit.In Californiayou hearitfrom people whodon't
like the factthat the statewill be 50 per cent Mexicansoon, Chicano. It’s
similar towhat you heard here about the Pakistanis, you know, the
populationincreasesso fast,allthat. That’snew.

“I'm not sympathetic to the guyinthe song's position, but[ am
sympathetic to hisreaction to someone coming from somewhereelse
and tellinghim howterribleitis.If they'reupset about mycriticismin
South Africa, they've gotagood case. I've neverbeen there. But [ did let
the guy makea case, thebest case he can. Well, he can't make one for
apartheid, but he can make a case for how truly difficultit will be for the
people downthere toadjustshould it ever change.

“It'stoo easytosay racismis horrible. Therearesongs that've doneit,
butit's not my way. I thinkit's moreinteresting forme tolet the guytryand
make his case. [ can'tkeep doingit orit becomes adevice-but this guy
isverydifferent from the guyin ‘Rednecks’ orthe
guyin ‘YellowMan’. Itmustbeastrange, charged
atmosphere there in South Africa. Well, that’s what
yougetwhenyouread Nadine Gordimer.”

From the new Randy Newman allxzm TROUBLE IN PARADISE

February26,1983:
performingon

SaturdayNightLive

s BAUL, SIMOP
THE

Mikey's too, though there are superficial similarities. Both

blame the blacks for theirownloss of youth, but the focus is
verydifferent. The guy at the barin Mikey’s centres on the hostility
of the jukebox.

“Itisn’tlike the oldsongs he'dlike to hearinhisfriend’s bar, but his
friend’s gotta play what the patrons want to hear. The music's very
threateningtoaguyin his forties who grew up in North Beach (“Mickey,
whatever happened to the fucking Duke of Earl?”). See, I like the music.
Theguyinthereldisagree with about the newstuff. The coldness of
synthesizers and techno-pop, nohumanity, nowarmth-he's notquite

T HEGUYINthebarin “Cape Town" isdifferent from the guy at

| wrongaboutsynthesizers being essentially cold.[usethemandlike

them forwhat I have todo, butI don’thave adeep affectionfor them.love
anorchestra,butlcan'tuseit verymuchonwhatIdo.”

Both the sad ballads aboutgirlsaredistorted by thelensof the narrator.
“Same Girl” is sungby a junkie, responsible for the wreck of his subject,
and tryingto pretend she’s still the same:adenial of his responsibility.
“Real Emotional Girl" sung with treacherousindiscretion by herlatest
disaster, has been aworry to the songwriter. He’s painstaking about
spacesand thereverse, puttingtoo muchin,and healsohasamoraland

aesthetic contempt for textualugliness. Sometimes,
inconsequence, the casualreader willmissthe
monitored drip-feed of character poisoning.

“He'sa bad guy! You're absolutely right. Yes! But
no-one gotit! There yougo, see. 'mglad. That'swhat
I meant; heshouldn'tbe givingthese confidences
away, you bet. [n my opinion, he shouldn’tsay any of
it. Most people thought, real smartones thatknow my
work verywell, that he was just tryingto figure thegirl
out, and thatitwasastraightlovesong.”

Hefiddled with thelines, refining “Every littlelieyou
tell her" to “Everylirtle thing”,and “Shecomesreal quick”
to “Sheturnsoneasy”-bothdistancing thevillainy of
thenarrator. “Yeah, laltered things,I gotscared. It'd
read nice; makeitabsolutelyclear, but too horrible.
You'reright.It'shappened toheragain. Ohgood.”

Heworried alot tooabout vulgarity in “There’s

APartyAt My House". The song crouchesintoaheavy
breather after the halfway point, followingacoupletabout
nipples with the injunction, “Bobby, get therope.”

“Ididn’tmean anything malignant about therope there.
[ tried togetrid of it.  tookitoutbecausel thoughtIhad a
waytofixit. [ was gonnasay, ‘Hey Bobby, get the goat’, but
thatwassomuch worse. Awful bestiality!”

AYBEIFYOU are gifted with Randy Newman’s

I \ / | eye, whichwill see through all lead obstacles,

pink panties and self-delusions, you do need
to make a conscious effort to think positive. The
sneering circle of the very smart would not sustain the
solitary haul of the songwriter.

“Iused to say, ‘Oh great—so what, sowhat, sowhat?I've
learned as I've got olderto tryand enjoythe good things
thathappen to mebecauseit’s tough. I get criticised for
beingcruel, and [watchit.I mean,I'm carefulabouta
mean streak, notshowingitin awork. Sometimesyousee
itin people's work and it makes you think bad people didit.

“Ididn'twatchitin ‘The Blues', and itsalittlerough. It's
justabout the suffering songwriter thing, thatsorta
stereotype. It'sinteresting that Paul Simonwould doit,
sortamake funofhimself, thoughhe’swaybeyond that.
Hissongs are genuinely personal. Asdippyasitsounds
and as muchas['vealways hated thesensitivekind of
poet-songwriter stereotype—that kid in Fameyouknow?-
Ishouldn’'t make fun ofitbecausethere are some people
legitimately thatway.”

It's not so much unkind asstartling that Paul Simon
would agree to Randy’s fit-up. He canhardly, in fact, get
morethan ahandful of poignantlines on the track for the
composer's mock-enthusiasticrecommendations: “He'’s
got the blues, this boy | He's got the blues.” What itis is very
funny, and justbelowthe sternmoral resolve, itwas
obviousthat Randy thoughtsotoo...



Nowm.nir;hil
backyard, 1983

Every time you use vocalunisons to endorse
aline, Imistrustyoudouble, I confide.

“Well, youcan'tbelieve mynarratorseither,”
hereplies, amused. “They’reuntrustworthy
inalmostevery case. Maybe when I seek to
reinforce something, it'sabiggerlie.”

Iconfessthatlhadn'tknownwhathisattitude
wason “ILovel.A". Helives there, and he had
told mein the past thathe couldn’twrite about
itbecauseitwastoo close, too familiar.

“Idoloveit. It'signorant, sortaasimplistic
paeanbecause theattacksI'veheardon LAare
sosimplistic. Thestreets [ chose (“Century
Boulevard, welove it/Victory Boulevard, we love

“T'he narrator
in ‘My Life Is
Good’ is a
horrible
version of me”

moviesabout Heaven, youknow, where they
have angelsand the Devilinit, thatsorta
anthropomorphising Heaven.

“Green Pastures—did you eversee that?It’s
ablackkid’s version and God smokes five-cent
cigars. Thisstuffcanbeadisaster! Theidea of
doing Faustis almostacliche and ajoke, but
IthinkIcandoit.Iwrotefirstdraftand I have
maybe threesongs.Isortawrote ‘I'm
Different’ for that.I'm gonnahave Faustbe
thiskid who goes to Notre Dame, and that’s
whathe'd belike.”

Sowhatwould the Devil offer him?

“That'sthething, see. He'sakid. His wishes

it/Santa Monica Boulevard, we love it/Sixth
Street, welove it, weloveit”) areundistinguished, to putitkindly.
AnLAjokeinaway, butinasenseit’sabitofadefence.”

AndMiami?

“Verystrange atmosphere.['ve onlybeen there once. Thewind blows
fromadifferentplace, anditfeelslikeanykind of nastinessis possible.
Loungetown. The characterisjustaspongerandit’sareal good town
forspongers.”

Iwondered aloud whether this sponger would have a word like ‘impure’
(“And thewomen down here/ Areso impure”) in his vocabulary. Randy shot
across the desk to peruse mylyric sheet. “I don'tlike to make mistakeslike
that, but Ido. Maybe. It’sclose, | agree. [ think about thatkinda thing,
whether the guyin ‘Rednecks’ would've known all those ghettos. Hmm...
he’s not that dumb, this guy. Hard to say.”

Thesong reminded me of Nathanael West's A Cool Million in its
reversal of the Horatio Alger myth. The composerlooked far from
pleasedatthat.

“Yeah, they want to make amusical of that and theycalled me todoiit.
It’s too mean for me. Too nasty. So is Day Of The Locust. Boy, that's some
mean-spirited stuff, I'lltellya. Itryand notbemean, I don’twantto be.
Iturneditdownforthatreason.”

Randy Newman’ssad, small characters have atleast self-justification
going for them. West’shad none. Pessimism, emptiness, without
compensation ofthe possibility ofredemption is the overall message of
West's masterpiece, Miss Lonelyhearts. More to our subject’s taste at the
momentis Goethe.

“Goethewas smart. I justread Faust recentlyand I loved it.1love those

|

aresototallyjuvenilehe'd wanttosee
somebody naked or something. His teacher. He's as tiresome to the
Devilas Goethe's Faust. The Devil asks him, well what do youwant?And
thekid says, ah...Idunno. Toughto corrupt. I got a 14-year-old boy, and
they canbe pretty fuckin’ infuriating, you know. Don’t seem towant
anything. My musical willbe a total trashing of the story, but I'm afraid
tolookatitagain.”

EREACH “MY Life Is Good” without me comingon incisive
about his personallife.

Married, kids, Hollywood antecedents (those Newmans),
works inan officewithapiano, bench and tableinabad industrial
(“I'm theonlysissyin the neighbourhood”) area of LA. He volunteers
alittlemore.

“The narrator in thatisa horrible versionofme. This guyisjust tryingto
browbeat this poor little teacher with how magnificent he is. Offend her;
impress her, everything, Meand Bruce Springsteen ‘talking about some
kind of woodblock or something?’ It's to impress her. Meand The Boss
talkshop. That’s what we talk about. Nothing you would even
comprehend. Oh, he’sloathsome! [like all thatstuff the Mexican maid
doesforhim.

“She cleansthehallway, she cleans thestairs-shedoeseverything.
Idon’teven havetowrite the songsanymore. Have the maid doit. Very
privileged existence. It’slikethe oldlegend that Irving Berlin didn’t write
hisownsongs. Hehad alittle blackkid tied up tohis pianowhowas doing
all the stuff.”

Hey, Juanita!Keep 'em comin’. (Unison) BrianCase ®
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ALBUMS

Marillion
EMI

How easy it wouldbe to wax
perverse over Marillion; to take
up their cause just because they
get up so many hacks’ noses.
But such astrategy wouldbe
incestuous, not to say pointless
so'll simply state my case: the
idea of Marillionis a fantasy I've
long entertained, theideaof a
bandbrave enough not to tell the
plebs what they should want but
to steamrightinthere where
Cabaret Voltaire fear to tread,
give them what they want and
then do something.

Toacertain extent, the reality
of Marillion does just that.

Despite singer Fish's grease
paint and mime, they're less of
anovelty than most other new
bands | can think of, pandering
less to the fickle one-upmanship
of the fashion-conscious than
playing with the rules of the
faceless mass of musiclovers
that the media generally either
ignoresorinsults.

Marillion could be more ideal,
could warp more, subvert more,
could try harder tobringsome
sense, some reason,some reality
toanaudience alltoo willing to
escapeinto hero-worship. But my
perception is patronising - | say
they should be revolutionaries
first and foremost and musicians
by consequence, and Script For

their world, orchestrated
crescendos easily assimilate
symbolic passion, and pseudo-
classical passages act as
conveniently accepted
substitutes for introversion.

The scope of any one number-
“Garden Party" for example -
shouldbe applauded forits
attempts to accommodate
somany emotions, but
unfortunately the overall scope
within which the album works
hasn’t progressed - or regressed
-muchsince 1974.Pomprock
sure...but with pompous
intentions?

Here we have it - Script For
A Jester's Tearis almost the wolf
insheep's clothing I'd hoped.
Wearingitsinfluence, literally,
onits sleeve, every songis
amini-drama scriptedinthe
floridlanguage expected
by its audience, but refusing
to say cosmic nothings.

They're dirt dressed up
asangel dust, and Fishis an
accomplished actor, almost
as precociousas the young
Gabriel but also almost as
vicious as vintage Alex Harvey.
Without him, Script would be
the bollocks you probably think
itis, but with himit’s probably as
sharp as aform so often wrongly
assumedtobe
archaic can be.

“He Knows Your
Know" deals with
drugs, “Forgotten

So Script will
do nothing to
convince pop's
worthy theorists
that “progressive” rockisn’t dead-
but-not-gone, though it may well
affectthousands of faithfulfans
ina way they might not otherwise
have been affected. It doesn't
need my excuses;itwill sell not
for what it says but for the way it
sounds.Onecanbut hope that
some, at least, will wake up and
listen. Steve Sutherland, MM Mar19

Pink Floyd

EMI

If there's anythingmore
undignified than adrunkard
pestering the pub’s customers
foranother gin, it's the grim
spectacle of anamethat has
known fameinyouthrefusingto
grow old with good grace. Like
the withering, decrepit former
glamour queenplayedby Gloria
Swansonin Billy Wilder's Sunset
Boulevard, Roger Watersisasad
example of one of those people
who cannot bringthemselves to
admit that their days of glory have
gone forever, who just can’t resist
the temptationto prop up their
public personasandpersonal
sense of pride withiill-conceived
and myopic acts of vanity.

Mini-dramas:
Fishof Marillion

The Final Cut is Waters feeble
attempt to come to terms with
The State Of The World, ahand-
wringing address to the nation
thatarrogantly and laughably
tries to comment “meaningfully”
onthetroubles andfoibles of the
entire humanraceinthe latter
stages of the 20th Centuryin
the space of amere 40 minutes
without the aid of anything
remotely resemblingan
analytical, poetic or probing
imagination. And oh boy, is
that some disadvantage!

Eventakinginto account the
witless torpor that Pink Floyd
fellinto more than adecade ago,
evenremembering the pointless
indolence and brain-numbing
complacency of the likes of
“Welcome To The Machine”, the
scale of thisrecord’s failureis
quite stupefying, its sense of
pretension and self-satisfaction
wholly nauseating. Compared
to thismonstrous endeavour,
“Another Brick In The Wall”
is an undiluted masterpiece.

So,Roger Waters, you have
poked your head outside of your
residence and decided youdon't
uh,digEarth1982-83.
Funnily enough, the rest
ofusdidn’trealise things
weren'trosyinthe
English countrygarden

pink
floyd

andshould gain
enlightenment from this
rock operetta.|mean,
this one sounds heavy:
“Brezhnev took

Sons” with war,
“GardenParty”
with class...uh...the
rest, I'lladmit, are
anyone's guess.

A Jester's Tear works the other
way round.

Tojudge it musically then,
Script doesno more, nor lessthan
hasbeen done before. Within

the
final
cut

PETE CRONIN / GETTY
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| thislevel, aseries of vacuous and

Afghanistan, Begintook Beirut,
Galtieritook the Union Jack, and
Maggie overlunchoneday took |
acruiser to make him give it
back.” Like, words of genius.
Waters' views never rise above

simplistic conceits, deliveredas |
if he's doing us all one great big
favour.“Oh Maggie, what have
wedone?” he asks to cringe- '
inducing effect onthe LP’s
firsttrack, asif toset the tone,
oblivious of the fact that anybody |
whoreally despisesthe woman |
calls her “Thatcher”, “Maggie” of
course being the phrase beloved
of the fawning press.

No-one's denying thatiit’s
possible for artists to tackle “big”
issues, but it takes both political
literacy and artistic sensibility
tobe able to comment onsuch
vitalissues as the Falklands and
the decline of Britain.

Waters possesses neither.
Robert Wyatt's delivery of
Costello’s line “We could be

| diving for pearls” or just one

drama Boys From The Blackstuff
say more about our current
predicament than any of the
soft-headed, intelligence-
insultingdoggerel onshow here.
Andit’s notasifit’s possible
toignore thelyrical content.
Waters' colourless voiceisfixed |
permanently at alevel that leaps |
out of the mix, his enunciation
and emphasis on certainwords

|
|
minute of Alan Bleasdale's TV !
|
|

| indicating the presence of

“significance”. The adjective that
most accurately describes his |
mood throughoutis concern—
notthe genuine article, but the
kind of exaggerated bleeding-
heart concernyouwill hear from
SDP politicians.
“Wasters of life and limb,”

| hebarks,inafalse, accusing |

manner. “The final cut”, he spits,
sounconvincingly that it has
me in fits!

Musically, you know what to
expect,onlyit’sworse. The f
“important” —orshould that be
impotent, ho ho! - parts sound
suspiciously like outtakes from
an Alan Price album, these
being brokenup by crashing
thunderstorms of quasi-
orchestral melodrama at this

| type of guitar playing that

is usually accompanied by
contortedfacial gestures. Truly, |
amilestonein the history of |
awfulness. Expect the usual
sycophantic reviewin the pages

of Rolling Stone. Lynden Barber,
MMMari9 |

Dexys Midnight Runners
Or,EMl'srevenge. Thisisa

EMI |

| collection of singles (AandB

sides) which Kevin Rowland and
his original Dexys boysreleased
throughthe Manchester Square
monolith before the band
disintegrated and Kevinlegged

| it to Phonogram, looking for

new musicians and anew sound.
A cash-injob? Maybe, but
Genois also afine guided tour
of the raging soulful power which
the surly Rowland used to exude
consistently back then.
“Geno” itselfis wellenough
known, of course, but there’s

| asatisfyingassortment of other
| gems here too. For example,

there's“Dance Stance”, which
later reappeared asthe epic
“Burn it Down”.It’s alittle slower
thanthe later edition, with the
lads belting out the list of Irish
authors behind the leader’s
remarkably vocal aerobatics.

It’s clear, listening to “Plan B”
again, that the tune was severely
underrated whenitcameout -it’s
afierce, driving assertion of the
willto move onup, and deserves
another hearing.

This collection also makes
it clear what the present-day
Dexys lack. The first incarnation
of the band somehow felt much
more like agroup, notjust
acarefully-drilled context
in which Kevin could throw
any shapes he felt like.

Check the barely repressed
fury of “I'm Just Looking”, or the

| tinglingrush of “There There My

Dear”. This was aband witha

| greatdealtoprove,andindoing

so they comprehensively trashed
any accusations of rip-off, cash-in

" orrecycle withbrutal exercises

in controlled power.

Whichisn't to say that
instrumentals like “Soul Finger”
or “The Horse” were any more
thantoken gestures. For some
reason they've been plonked at
the ends of sides one and two,
andbringthe albumbackto earth
with a dull thud on each occasion.

But their version of “Breakin’
Down The Walls Of Heartache”
demonstrates that they
understoodenough about
their sourcestoinvest them
with greatly increased strike
capability without losing sight
of what made them worthwhile
inthe first place. Inall, auseful
collection evenif you already
have acopy of Searching For The
Young Soul Rebels. It contains
some great songs and showcases
one of the best hornsectionsin
recent memory at full tilt. Most
of all, it shows you what Kevin
Rowland was capable of when he
had aband which pushed himto
his limits. Adam Sweeting, MM Mar19

“Very,very
dated": Almond
pullsnopunches

SINGLES

...reviewed by MARC ALMOND
David Bowie
Afterbeingup all night
watching Batman videos, | was
hopingto be wildly excitedand
livenedup, and everyone pricks
up their ears - if you'llexcuse
the expression - at the thought
of anew Bowierecord. But this
reminds me of one of the many
faceless funkrecords that come
outand go nowhere. He did this
on Young Americans and again
on Station To Stationmuch
better, sowhy doit again?

Ithink Bowie, like all good
legends, should either
disappear ordie or, atleast,
becomearecluse, give up
andbe remembered for what
hewas goodat.|t'sbeen
alongtimesince I've been
enamoured of anythinghe’s
done-I1thinkhe’s slowly
slipped away into tedium and
now he's ruined his chances of
becomingagoodlegendoran
enigma. MMMar19

New Order

FACTORY

Ifithad Divine bellowing over the
top, youmight be able tolook at
itinadifferentlight, but thisis
aboringoldstandardelectro-
discoriff withafew standard

EMI

|

|

electronic

effectsthrown

in, put over awet, weary, soufless
vocaltotally devoid of any
passion whatsoever and
wrapped in asuitably annoying
Factory package.

They're doing something
new for thembutit’s very, very
dated. [t wouldbe preferable
tohave your headrunoverby a
steamroller -both give you a
headache but atleast the
steamroller endsit quickly. This
justseems togoonand onand
on. MMMar19

Duran Duran
EMI

The thing about Duran Duran
is thatthey always put out
reallyinfectious pop records
and, whether youlove ‘em or
hate ‘em, youend up going
round singing them all the time.
Youjustcan't stop, they stick
inyour mind -l think they're
very clever at the crafted pop
record and | really liked Rio,
but thisisthem at their most
unmemorable. Whether you
like or hate a Duran Duran
record, you can always
recognise it as being them, but
this could have been anybody -
it reminds me of the Beatles’
harmoniesin the '60s.
If people aregonnamake a
deliberate effortto get away
fromthe soundthey had
before-andldon'tactually
know if Duranare - they
should go and do something
extremely different as
opposedto somethinglike
this where people will say,
“Well, maybe they're trying to
dosomethingbut maybe they
aren’t.” This hasendedup
beingabit nowhere. MMMarig

LISAHAUN/GETTY
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JNARY - WA

“Itsavery,
very dry
JOke))

come
. “We like a loud
noise, we like a good

. Lo
tune,” says ironic MELODY MAKER

linguist ( ( URPROBLEMIS that
66 = talkingusually endsup
. we Ilke asavery serious affair,
whichisn’ta true
the releﬂtlessﬂess Of reflection ofthebandas

. H aphenomenon,” said
claSSIG I‘OGI( mlISIG Andy, singer with The Sisters of Mercy. “It's very
1) hard to convey the non-intellectual aspects of
= heavy metal- anyband through talking.”

What the hell, we talked anyway. We talked in
Andy’sfrontroomin Leeds, alifourSistersand me.
ThenItalked toAndyand guitarist Gary Marxin
aChineserestaurant. Thenbackto thefrontroom.
Ivetoed the fullali-nighteraround 3.30am.Andy
probablyspenttherest of the night talking to
himself, because he'd finally got warmed up, the
night creature pacing in hislair.

Before he found himselfin the spotlightwith
TheSisters Of Mercy. Andystudied languages.
Where,Iqueried? »

THE DEVILS
tTOORSHOW

KEVIN CUMMINS / GETTY




Thefirstfour-piece
SistersOfMercy
lineup:(l-r) Gary
Marx,Craig Adams,
AndrewEldritchand
BenGunnin1982
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Jinuagy - WA

“Oh, all over the place,” he said guardedly. “I never

finished a course because I kept finding more
excitingthingstodo,like pettyvandalism.

“I'vedone Frenchand Germanand Italianand
Latinand Chinese and a smattering of Russian
andasmatteringof Dutchin my time. Chinese
was thebest. Latinhelped me noend-Idon't
knowwhetherithelped mybrainany, butas
alinguistitwascertainlyvital. AndIcando
crosswordsinazillionth of thetimeit takes
anybodyelse. [ can'tdo ordinaryones, butthe
crypticonesareadoddle.”

The day of our meeting found The Sisters Of
Mercy unaccountably quiet, possibly the result
ofasordid andthinlyattended gigin Bradford
the night before. Consider these men: guitarist
GaryMarxistall, lanky, thickwhite socks of the
sortfavoured by mountaineers pulledup over
thebottumofhisjeans. Hewatchesthe
proceedingswith apparentindifference,
occasionallythrowinginan oblique comment.
On stage, he wreaks violence on his guitar.

Bassman CraigAdams crimps himselfinto the cornerofthesofaand
reads an old Batman annual from cover to cover, pausing only to light
another cigarette. He onlyuses three strings on his bass because one of
the machineheads is broken. Hischeerful exterior seemsquite at
oddswith thegrinding, warlike attack ofhis playing. Craigis the

Hideous raw power §AR%a%
and black humour

MM MAR 12

HEEVENING BEGAN with
Tthe ghastly wailings of Ritual,

agraceless quintet who took
huge pridein their sheer unrelenting
awfulness. Next, something called
Baba Luma, who seem to think they're
The Doors. The Doors were usually
awful, but Baba Lumawere worse.

Luckily The Sisters Of Mercy came

next,and | cannot speak too highly of

“Floorshow” and of course the rib-
crushing “BodyElectric”. Already, the
Sisters have coined some of the most
malevolent riffs known to man, galvanic
lacerations of noise driven firmly into
the stomach by mercilessdrum
machines. The appropriate physical
response to The Sisters Of Mercyisn't
adance exactly, more a sort of horrible
writhing motion. Digit!

beer-drinkerofthe group. Guitarist Ben Gunnsits

quietlyinanarmchair, boyish and suspiciously

innocent, the classroom swot who goeshome

atnightand makes explosivesinashedinthe

backgarden.

Thenthere'sAndy, frontman, writerof all

—— thematerialsofar,dominanttheoristand
mouthpiece.Andylikeslogic, order,
Motérhead, cats, industrial design, The
BirthdayParty, The PsychedelicFurs,
aeroplanesand TS Eliot. Andy hates Bauhaus,
Kid Creole, falsespiritualism, numerous
groups from the Leeds/Bradford area, fashion,
eatingand alcohol.

TheSisters’ use ofadrummachineinstead of
adrummer makesexcellentsense-Andycan
growlandroarandtheotherscantormentand
punish theirinstruments, but the beat will not
slacken orsurrender.

Andy, ifyoudoall the writing, howimportant
istherest of the group?

“It’s vital. The personal chemistry is veryimportant. Craig’sresponse
isjust to play thebass like he does, the sort of awesome noise, and that
saysalottome.

“Sometimes at soundchecks, maybeafterwe'vebeenin the
vanall day, hejust plugsinand wham!Itjustknocks me out.
Mark providesthe morelunaticside of things. And Ben’s
gotamuch more open mind on things. The balance of
allthese fouriswhatmakesitwork.

“Even minordecisionsareludicrously democratic.
That’s oneofthereasonswhywe nevergota
drummer, because drummers justdon'tfitinto
anybody's personal chemistry.”

You talk alot about the humourin your music, but

doesitcommunicate to the audience?

“Well, basicallyitinvolves the dialecticsof cynicism,
whichissomethingthat takes alongtime to explain,”
saysAndy."It'savery, very,verydryjoke.”

Gary: “Ithinkthegigsare pureslapstick.”

Because youmake them that way or because of the
placesyouhaveto playin?

Andy: “Itstarts off OK butby the end of the gig Gary’s
justnotin controlany more, he’s justdestroying things.
Anditisveryslapstick.

“Butevery band’s got thatanyway.It's just that most
ofthem don'trealiseit. And of course the fact that you're
beingseriousabout it onlymakesitmoreironic,andthe
whole thingabout ironyis thatitcompoundsitselfat
everystage.”

Ofcourse, ajoke’s nolongerajoke once you've picked

“You can

frighten
people and
amuse them at
the same time”

— LONDON
==

——— MARGH3 ——

thisexcellent group. | have already Wewere itapartand
spoken highly of them several times, | treatedtoan explainedit.Ican
and will continue to do so until you | airing of the Sistersguitarist onlysaythatthe
bastards (Steady on there Wah - Ed) | next single, Sﬁ.'.mf;’;:..e firsttime Isaw
start paying attention. “Anaconda”, not pureslapstick” them something

The Sisters’ macabre fusion perhaps vintage clicked atonce.
of hideous raw power with black Sisters but Perhapsit'sa

and twisted humour may wellbe
unmatchedin the annals of rock.

serviceable
enough, plus the

littlelike that
horrific thrill of

Certainly, they tread this wickedrazor’s | slow, gruesome drivingfastona
edge with malicious deadpan glee, slitherings of motorwayinthe
and|find the keen blade of theirirony “Valentine”, rainandthecar
asplendid thing. anasty piece suddenlystarts
Tonight, the only clues they offered of work. toaquaplane, or
to aratherwitlessaudience were | TheSisters Of realisingthat
guitarist Gary Marx's irrepressible Mercy command you've gone over
smirks. How the entire band managed ashrewd grasp of thelinethistime
to keep a straight face while Andy their objectives butwasn'titworth
negotiated the higher registersof their | plusthe ability itfortherush?
preposterous cover of “Jolene” will to projectit. Gamesmanship
probably have to go unexplained. Thisis arare gift, par excellence.
More easily assimilable for the bozo sotreasureit. Check, for

inthe street were such masterpieces as
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THE SISTERS OF MERCY

verification, available Sisters
vinyl on their own Merciful
Releaselabel: thefierce,
teeth-clenchingbobsleigh
runsof “Adrenochrome” and
“Body Electric”, the
relentless "Alice”.
AtthemomentI'mfixated
bythe suspended torment
of “Floorshow”, aroaring
electrictarantella, the
kill-or-curedance of death.
It'shard rock without the

Readingsome of hislyrics
on paper, Iwassurprised by
the formal attention to detail
whichhasgoneinto them.
Generally the voiceis used
asastrandinthegroups'’s
overallsound.

“Oursound saysalot
about me,” Andy explained.
“Peoplesaythingslike,
‘What’syourattitude to
nuclearwar?’ and Isay, ‘Just
listen to the sound-what

pomp (thoughAndycan thefuckdoyouthinkour
andwill poselikeagood 'un), attitude tonuclearwaris?’
heavymetalwithkeen “Thevoiceis much
critical faculties. more personalthanthe
Whatdoyoulove instruments, soit’sbetter
about rock? tomixitdown,because

Andy: “Welikealoud noise,
welikeagood tune. Welike
therelentlessnessofclassic
rock music-heavy metal.”

you're veryvulnerable.
Ithinkwith ‘Anaconda’we
mightincludealyricsheet.

2 1‘ ST We'd never printthelyricson

WhatdotheSistersdo thesleeve, ‘costhat would
that'sanymorethanaloud T spoilmyartwork.”
physical noise? APR |L Andy does the Sisters’

“Well, our attitude towards
parodyisdesigned toshow
peoplehowthisloud noiseis
ideallyto betaken.Youcan
frighten people and amuse
thematthesametime,and
excitethemandinspire
them. Because that'swhatit
doestous, it does all those things."

Areyou offeringyour audience some kind of faith?

“Yeah,Imeantouscynicismisverycloselinked to
faith orbeliefor holding somethingdear. It's thesort
of cynicism that comes out of disappointmentwith
one’senvironment rather thandespair of it, and that’s
avery precious thing, its theonlythingwhich separates
usfrombozos.”

Doyouadvocateself-destruction?

Andy: “Under certain circumstances, yes. Nietzsche

artwork himself, and

g typicallyit’scold and neat,
R icedwithsharp detail,
hnv . & usinglividmonochrometo

indexthestark polarities

containedinside.

“Anaconda”isaboutthe

hipgames people playwith
heroinaddiction, now worryingly backin vogue
at prices too many people can afford.

“There’s far toomanysmack songswhichare
abittoo callouslyirresponsible. Junkie chicis
notwhereit'sat. Wedo 'Sister Ray’ becauseitis
justan orgy of self-destruction every time we do
it. That'swhatitallabout.

“Allthelyricsaredesignedtobetakenaway
and used. It's notjust purgingmyself. [couldn’t
goand performitor makerecord of itif Ididn't

once said thataman's greatest power isthe power to think it was generaiiy usefui. Besides, the band

decide the time of hisown death, and thatseems perfectly reasonable. wouldn'tletme, and whyshould they?”

Iwouldn’thold that suicide is necessarilya symptom of unsoundness of l Isthereanythingyou'd die for?

mind, or being notin possession of all one’s faculties.” | (Long pause) “Imightdie for someone. Not formy cause. Dyingwhen
Gary: “...whichisoneof the connotations of youdon'tintendtois notmyideaofan

the name of thegroup. It was picked because it « intelligent act.”

hadseveral strongimages, not just one.” All t he Whatwouldyoubedoingifyouweren’'tin
“Thename’sniceandironic,” said Andy The Sisters Of Mercy?

withathingrin, “very corporate. A nice 50-50 1 . “I'dliketodo all sorts of things—whether

balance between nunsand prostitution, which yr 1CS a,f e anybody'd give me thechanceisanother

seemslikeaverysuitable metaphorforarock thing.Iwouldn’t mind beingyourregular

band. All this pseudo-faith businessand high de Sig ned tO be Renaissance Man, butwho's gonnaemploy me

ritual, and yet - prostitution.” todo that? Not many vacanciesfor theminthe
And Merciful Release? Exchange& Mart."

“Suitably pompous,” chortled Gary. ta,ken a,‘/\/ a,y Howabout you, Gary?

“VincentPricedelivered thelinevery “WorkingClass Hero.It's true, that’s what my

wellonce,” said Andy. “Andit’s anicely self- and u S e d” nameis, it'sjust sendingitup.I'mjustaborn
deprecatingway of releasingstuff. When you Working Class Ilero- deprived background,
make aMerciful Releaseit's like, ‘Well, that's out almost afootballer.”

"m

oftheway, theagonyisnow over. Andy: “You could say, ‘Welllook, four million

peoplecan’tbewrongand that'showmanywe’ve
sold,' anditwouldn'tjustifyit. You couldsay,
‘Well, it stopped one person jumpingoffabridge,’
andthatwouldn'tjustifyit. Whateverjustification
youhadwouldn't provethe point; youcanonly
offeran opinion.

“Thatquestion notonlyasks ‘What doyoudo?’ but
also ‘Doyouregarditas worthwhile?’,and obviously
onedoesoronewouldn’tdoit.” AdamSweeting ®

embryonic, but plans have beenlaid for 1983.
- Dependingon triviallittle factorslike money,
they should have asingle called “Anaconda” outin
February, and an EPisalso highonthe agenda.An
LPisnot envisaged before 1984. They’re currently
enteringa “slower and heavier” phase, which Andy
feels he has to work out of his system forthwith.

n BYANDY’S OWN admission, the Sisters are still
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MM MAR19

WEET SUCCESS IS made of this:
SGrace Jones' style, Ziggy's makeup, an

Ultravoxian name, Pink Floyd guitar,
The Specials’brass,aLouReed cover, Hazel
O'Connor's mime, some Shakin’ Stevens clap-
along and a popular anthem nicked lock, stock
and lyric from The Human League’s “The
Things That Dreams Are Made Of".

More by accident than design - they don’t
seem sharp enoughto have deliberately
contrived the whole con - the painstakingly
proficient but exasperatingly likeable old
musos who work as Eurythmics have
connected with the public beyond thought
and fashion. They've plagiarised with suchan
honestignorance of hip etiquette that they're
immune from accusations of deceit,and one
doesn’t know quite what to marvel at most -
the band’s dumb nerve, or public gullibility.

Everyone loves an underdog and
Eurythmics are asynthesis so gauche, so
unsubtle that it makes you wonder what took
thern so long. Actually, it was probably us who
did some catching up - first we fellinto buying
pasthitsrehashed, then videos which pulled
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Pedantic normality

‘ LIVE' |

—— RN ——

the pastup alongside the present

and confused any sense of visual
contemporaneity, and now we allow
Eurythmics to manufacture our future forus
fromall our most obviousinheritedimages.

There's acliche somewhere that says
classic poprecordsall
sound alike you've heard
thembefore; Eurythmics
take the point to the
precipice - you have heard
alltheir stuff before. It's
noidle coincidence that
Lennox and Stewart
bowdlerised Dusty
Springfieldin The Tourists
(something every other
outfithad more taste than
to do) before growingup and pretending to
gounderground.

They obviouslylearned one valuable
lesson - that novelty has nothing to do with
being new, but rather involves a comforting
semblance of freshness presented with
practised verve and based firmly in collective

Eurythmics haven’t
one original idea
between them,
never take risks
and fit in so neatly

Eurythmics'Dave
Stewartand Annie
Lennoxflaunttheir
“dumbnerve”in
London,1983
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nostalgia. It makes me
sick - Eurythmics haven't
one originalideabetween
them, they never take risks and
they fitin so neatly. They're heroes for
reasons hitherto unimagined; not because
they do great things that it wouldn’t even
cross our minds to do.

They work on alow denominator, or
afrigidjoy, and their appealis their pedantic
normality. How else would they pack the
Lyceum more full than |'ve ever seenit
before other thanby
stealing somuch they now
know means something
toeveryone?

I mean, what more proof
doyouneedthatpopis
growing thinontop and
contented to pander to the
moneyed, middle-aged
“original” teenagers than
aTop1otouringbandin
1983 comprising two
ex-Tourists, a Blockhead (Mickey Gallagher)
and a Blondie (Clem Burke) digitally
dissecting “Satellite Of Love”? They may
be showeredinlights, but they offer no
illumination - Eurythmics are apressing case
for compulsory career euthanasia. Sweet FA
is made of this. Steve Sutherland ®



Calcified
kookdom

| NME FEB 12

great Casting Director in the sky limited

women to afew suffocating rolesin
American popular culture: the mother and
the whore, the hard-hearted and the hurt,
the soft-boiled and the soiled, the confessor
and the kook.

Givensuch alimited choice, the kook has
invariably served as the best disguise for
the mostintelligent and fiery because, under
the beaten brim of atugged-down hat and
inside shapeless raggedy clothes, they could
shelterall or none of these types.

But how quickly does kookdom calcifyinto
concrete personae under klieglighting. List
allthose lovable kooks who started off so
strong and unclassifiable only toend up so
dismally and dismissively stereotyped: Laura
Nyro, Laurie Anderson, Patti Smith, Joplin
and...Rickie Lee Jones?

Rickie Lee's entrance into kookdom
konkretisthe saddest, partly because it's not
her own fault. That melting voice of her two
LPsis stillintact, puzzling and negotiating its
way through the maze of hurtsand hold-me’s
of tenement roof affairs, which, if this movie
were any cornier, would end withabulletin
the back. Her group, blowing blowsy
soundtracksin place of the blues - that s, a
white, beery-eyed uptown bar version of the
same - are what destroys herlive. Though
they still sound like they're auditioning for
that partin Altman’s The Long Goodbye, they
look and behave like they want the support
spot to the Rolling Stones at Madison Square
Garden. No use closing your eyes either - you
canfeelthe ugly exertion. Where they ought
] to suggestand nudge you towards Rickie Lee,

they bludgeon yourudely, shoving youright
upagainst her.

Rickie Lee, correspondingly, has developed
abrassier frontto cope. That same hat is
tuggeddown over her eyes, the dressiis
classier than expected, though not
particularly suited, and the voice... The voice
has meltedinto amilk'n'cookies yelp, an
entirely inappropriate Peanuts caricature of
the “l only wanted to be loved” confessor,
whichis totally at odds with her scenarios.

There are few transcendentally quiet
moments, when an audience conditioned to

| shititself at the leap of an octave, restrains

its enthusiasm long enough for
Rickie Lee to project your
imagination backinto
the private sphere
where she has the
space to move.

In other words,
Rickie Lee Jonesis
best heard andseen
inthe comfort of your
own dream. ChrisBohn

| IT'S ALREADY WELL known how the

Marc Almond:

pouringouthis
quirks, phobias
andobsessions

MMMAR19

ONIGHT SOFT CELL are the finely
Thoned technicians of barely suppressed
hysteria, artful masters of split-second
suspense, the objects of amillion
anguished, unrequited dreams.,
Flagrantlyrevellingin the waves oflong-
pent-upadulationthathitsthemina
deafeningchorusastheydescend the
dimlylitstairs tothestage, theybriefly |
acknowledge the massed throngs of front-
rowdoeeyes whostrainand scream forone
briefglance from theirheroes. (Irecall the |
feelingwell-thelumpin the throat, the
absolute conviction thatthiswaslove! Those
werethe days!)
Anddoesn't Marc thrive
onit-giggling, mincing
and preeninglikea mutant
Shirley Basseyon heat. No,
that’scruel, Marc's
everyone'sdarling, loved
becausehe’ssoaccessible,
sochummy, sodear,
sharinghissecretsand
excitement, pouringout
his quirks, phobias and
obsessions forustosympathisewithand
share.Overthetopinthegrandtraditionof |
Bible Belt evangelical mass hypnosis, Marc's
thehalf-touched preachermanbearinghis
tortured soul to the Hallelujah Chorus,
needing therisinghysteria tojustifyhis
off-beatflirtationsand self-flagellation. |
Aquartetofgyratingbacking singers
and araunchysaxwaillift the spotlight
from Dave Ball, who's desperatelytrying
tomaintainhiscustomarybe-leathered
aloofness, butevenold stone-face breaks
intoinvoluntarygrins tothe rapturous

Resonant emotion

Marc Almond lets
himself be fondled
and cherished by
the writhing
phantom hands

applause forthe celebratoryanthem of

“Youth” which marks theend of the first “act”,

and gives metime towobble offtothebar.

Bynow wellstocked with Bacardis, the
second stageadopts the distantfeatures of
awildsurrealmovie, and gives methe
courage towade through the hordes of
pimply adolescents, to the front.

Screamingand wavingwith the best of
them, I pressinto thespeakerstoletthe
hauntingstrainsof “Torch” fold comfortably
around me and getdeep inside the resonant
emotion thatinstils Marc's voice witha
powerand depthtoo frighteningforone

smallman.

—  Andthereheis,
touching, lettinghimself
befondled and cherished
bythewrithingphantom
hands-notteasing
any more, butalmost
bashfullyrecognising
thewelter ofheartfelt
concern forthisstrangely
vulnerablefigure.

Loathtoleave us,
reluctant to end the jointexpurgation of
passion, he calls old friend Foetus to the
stage. Foetus, a cohortin worlds ofjaundiced
angles and things notbeingquitewhat they
seem, makes my nightwithagrazing,
throatycover of Suicide’s “Ghost Rider”.

Theamassed teen element wouldn'tknow

Suicide from Bucks Fizz, but theyappreciate

the superbinterplay of voices—Marcloud

and mellow, Foetusrasping, gravellyand
harsh-anditfills mewithabursting
optimism forthem.

There’s hope yet! Helen Fitzgerald
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The main inspiration

NME MAY 7

and —along with Chuck Berry—-the main inspiration of the

Rolling Stones (who took their name from one of his songs)
and all thewhite R&B bands who followed in theirwake, died
thisweek after aheart attack. He was 70.

BornMcKinley Morganfieldin Rolling Fork, Mississippi, on
April4, 1913, Waters later joined the massive migration of rural
blacks to the great northern citiesand settled in Chicago, where
hisrumbustious, broodingelectrification of Mississippi Delta
bluesstylingvirtuallycreated the Chicago urban blues idiom.

M UDDY WATERS, THE godfather of the Chicagobluesscene

DAVID REDFEKN / GETTY




PeteFarndon:
bassplayer’s
wifefoundhim
deadinbath

“We're all really upset”

MM APR 25

HEPRETENDERS SUFFERED
T asecond tragedy withinayear when

their former bass player Pete Farndon
was found dead from a suspected heroin
overdose at his London home last Thursday.

Less than ayear ago, Farndonwas sacked
by the group on the same day their lead
guitarist, James Honeyman-Scott, died from
drug-related causes.

Pclice from Notting Hill station rushed to
Farndon’shomein Oxford Gardens, West
London, after analert from Farndon's wife.
The zouple had left home separately that
morning and when she returned at around
8pm, she found his body inthe bath.

At the time of his death, Farndon, afounder
member of The Pretenders, was said to
be happy and optimistic about the band he
was inthe process of forming with ex-Clash
drummer Topper Headon.

Recently, they had beenrehearsing at
Hammersmith Studios with guitarist Henri
Padovani, former Blockheads keyboards

A spokesman for Notting Hill police said
this week: “Peter Farndon was foundin the
bath, believed to have taken an overdose of
heroin. There willbe aninquest, although we
don'thave a date yet. We certified death by
calling our own doctor because the musician's
local doctor wasn't available. We believe no
one had seen Peter Farndon all day.”

Neither Chrissie Hynde, who formed
The Pretenders with Farndon, nor
drummer Martin Chambers, now
the only survivingmembers of the
original lineup, was available for
comment at the time of going to
press, but MM did speak to the
group’s manager, Dave Hill.

“We'reallreallyupset,” he said.“He
hadn't been with us for 10 months, and
I'd only seen himtwo or three times
since then,butwe'dheardhe was very
excited about his new band.”

Nick Pedgrift, solicitor for Farndon's
new group, said: “l canonly confirm

rw founddeadon

Duckingand
diving:Malcolm
McLarenlaunches
ownalbum

"Magical instincts

NME MAY 21

album Duck Rockreleased by
Charismaon May 27, featuring

12 tracks inspired by musical cultures
from around the world - places as diver
as Botswana, the Peruvian Andes, Cuba,
Tennessee and the South Bronx.

Charismasay the LPisdistinctly nota
conventional collection ofsongs, butan
attempt to getcloser to the pop sensibility
by takingthelistenersonanadventure to
other cultures. And to complement this
aim, thealbum package contains dance
routines to follow, accordingto the
appropriate track. Allthe material was
written byMcLarenand Trevor Horn, wit
thelatter also producing.

AsfortheLP’stitle, McLarenissueda
statementexplaining (and thelack of
punctuationis his): “A Duck Rockeriswh
might be applied to someone who takes
theirdancingseriously tothe point of
revivingtheirmagicalinstincts
customisingtheir lifestyles thatshow
tradition neverdies only thebusinessdo
-ifyouseewhathe means.

M ALCOLM MCLAREN HAS his debut

|
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!
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to be great”

“It's going

MM APR 16

Sabbath as their new lead singer.

The news was revealed last week at
apress conference at Le Beat Route
Club in Soho, thus ending months of
speculation about the future of both
bandand singer.

Itwasalsorevealed thatoriginal
drummer Bill Ward isrejoining the
band, havingspentthelasttwo-and-a-
halfyearsinsemi-retirement following
musical and personal problems.

Gillan’s move will no doubtbe welcomedin
heavy metalcircles, butit'sbound to cause
repercussions with his ex-colleaguesfromthe
now-defunctband Gillan. That wassplitupa
fewmonthsago, ostensibly because the singer
was reported tobe sufferingserious problems
withhis voice. It was said then thathe would
have to spend around ayear offthe road and
out of the recording studio.

However, at the pressconference he told MM:
“I'mfeelingalot better now thanIhave for some
time. The onlythingI'm concerned about is
gettingbackinto action with Sabbath. We've
gotanalbum to get downand we'refinalising
plansforalongAmerican tour.

“It'sgoing to be great working with Geezer
and Tony-they're old matesand so when they
firstsuggested thatIjoin theband, after Ronnie
Diohadleft,I1didn’thave anysecond thoughts
atall. Itwasjustaquestionof sortingout
varijouscontractual thingsbefore being able to
announce thatlwasgoingtojointheband.”

At odds

MM JUN 4

EITHLEVENE, ONE of the founder
K members of Public Image Limited,
has quit, reducing the group to two,
John Lydon and drummer Martin Atkins. PiL
will remain a working unit, however. They're
nearing completion of their first album since
Flowers Of Romance, released two years ago.
The group have been playing concertsin
Americarecently and they're due to travel to
Japanto fulfillive commitments there. It now
seems certain, however, that Levene will not
be onthese date. Levene, Lydonand Atkins all
livein New York and sources
close to the group say that
Levene wasincreasingly at
odds, musically and
“corporately”, withthe
othersanddecided to
leave before the next series
of dates.

I ANGILLANHAS joined Black

COLLAPSING N

TheBirthday
Partyatthe Ace
Cinema, Brixton, /
Nov25,1982

“It has been
decided to end”

NME JUN 4

HE BIRTHDAY PARTY have announced that they will

T definitely be breakingup in the near future. They are

currentlyin Australia, and will be returning to the UK
very shortly to finish recording an EP for Mute Records, after
which the group will split to pursue individual projects.

The group haveissued their own statement which, in
somewhat obscure terms, explains their decision: “In view of
events this year, it has become obvious that new challenges are
needed to sustain our creative vitality. Rather than continue
regardless of our better judgement (ie, for money or through
lack of daring) and diminishing the impact of our work to date, it
has been decided to end The Birthday Party. Individual plans
are not definite at this time, but we hope this decision will prove
asproductive asisitsintent.”

Man with power drill

NME ) Gig ditched as German “avowed

non-musician” Andrew UN Ruh is seriously ill.

noise—suffered a setback last Sunday eve when punters

pulled up to London’s Brixton Ace anticipating a bill of So
Alone and The March Violets topped by the Bohn-endorsed
steel-bashers. They found the venue locked and anxious
spokesfolk hovering about to assure them that “money would
be refunded come Monday".

Thereason for thisabrupt cancellation occurred on Friday
whenAndrew UN Ruh (the band’s most avowed non-musician)
was rushed to hospital just beforeleaving Berlin. Andy -
memorable to London audiencesas the man with moustache
and power drill-underwentemergency surgery fora particularly
unpleasant condition which blocked his upperintestines,
preventinghis body from dispersingits own waste.

Although UN Ruhis nowrecovering, the incident dealtanother
severe blow to the Neubauten plan foran American assault; due
todepart theday after their Ace engagement, they had already
fallen prey to permit hassles.

E INSTURZENDE NEUBAUTEN-THE leaders of Teutonic

EW DRUMMERS .

PR JUNE
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» Elvis Costello &
The Attractionsare
toplayaseriesof UK
datesnextmonth,
tiedinwiththe
release of new
material by F-Beat
Records. Full details
are expected next
week, butit’s
already known that
their Londonshow
willbe atthe
Hammersmith
PalaisonJune19.
Ticketsare £5,plus
bookingfeeif
purchasedfroman
agency. NMEMay7

» Bruce Foxton,
clearly determined
nottobe
overshadowedby
hisex-Jam
colleague Paul
Weller,isaboutto
launchasolocareer
of hisown.NME
understandsthat
heissigningasolo
deal with Arista.
Thelabelweren't
preparedtoconfirm
that officially this
week, butitseems
theplanisfor
Foxton's debut
singletobe
releasedinthe
summer, followed
byanalbum laterin
the year. NMEApr3o

» TheResidents,
the “anonymous”
American band with
acultfollowing, are
coming to Britain
inJuneaspartof
aEuropeantour.
Datesareexpected
toinclude amajor
Londonshowat
Hammersmith
Odeon. Despite the
novelty of their lack
ofidentity, with the
membersalways
wearing masks,
their musical ability
hasbeenwidely
acclaimed. Part of
their mystiqueis
thatnoone knowsif
theyare well-known
musicians operating
underanalias-or
nonentities witha
gimmick. NMEMay7

» VirginRecords
arereleasingthe
Sex Pistolssingle
“AnarchyInThe
UK"nextweekto
coincide withthe
General Election.
MM, June 4
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Bambaataa. The original turntable ace;
founder of the self-styled Zulu Nation;
the man who took you to “Planet Rock” and
then went “Looking For The Perfect Beat™;
Bambaataaisacornerstone
of blackstreet culture.

ABronxhero, hisemergence in the
community dates back to the '60s, and
through his various roles as gangleader,
disciple of roots culture, DJ andrecording
star, he's earned arespect that places him as
akind of elder statesman of ghetto affairs.

People don’tjust listen to hisrecords and
dance to hisinspired cross-cut disco mixes,
they go for advice. Meeting himit’s nothard
to see why. A giant bear of aman, he ambles
into the Tommy Boy offices and quietlyissues
his greetings in aslow, reassuring drawl that
has the winning charisma of Muhammad Ali
when he'shumble.

Underlining the Aliconnection(both are
Muslims), Bambaataa homesinonthe hard
electro-funkboomingacross the tiny
basement crammed with desks and hi-figear,
and starts moving his feet like they were
walking aninvisible conveyor. Treading air he
really does float like abutterfly, and though
it's history now, he cansting like abee, too.

While overblown characters like the
absurdly macho Prince Charles have made
much mileage from their colourful
reminiscences of New York street life,
Bambaataa prefers to play down this part of
his background.

This reluctancetobe seen as the archetypal
pimp-hustleris refreshing at a time when
every would-be punk funkeris pushing his
street cred’ personadown the throats ofan
eager and easily awed white press. It'sironical
too, because you sense that Bambaataa’s

I fany DJ ever saveda life it was Afrika
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Former gang member turned music pioneer
Afrika Bambaataa offers a guide round the Zulu Nation.

recollections have the ring of authenticity.
They haven'tbeen given the same outlandish
embellishment. His world seems altogether
more real,and mostimportantly more human,
than the cartoon posturing favoured by funk’s
musclebound youngbloods.

“l was into the street gangscenebackin
'69 through to '75,” he says matter of factly.
“But | got out of it,and 1 learnt fromit. | still
associate with some of those people now,”
he adds, “though things are more positive
these days.

“lusedto be inthe Black Spades- the
largestblack gangin New York City. There
were divisions everywhere. My patch was the
south-east Bronx. It wasn't just about
fighting, though. We had chants and war cries
which were taken from people like James
Brown and Sly Stone.”

Eventually the gangs died out, but kids
came together again, this time as crews.

“A crewisalmost like agang,” Bambaataa
explains, “butit’'smore neat, yaknow? A crew
has asymbol orthe same sharp clothes - it’s
much more creative.”

As the Bronx crews turned to expressing
their collective identity through pop
mediums like dress style, graffitiand
dancing, so Bambaataa moved further into
music, developing a unique backdrop for
crew “performances”.

Fed on ahealthy multicultural diet -
everything from early funk, to Caribbeanand
African music - by amother with the biggest
record collection on the block, he already had
aheadstart over most DJs.

He got his first system togetherin’76.
Billed as Afrika Bambaataa AndHis Zulu
Nation, he made his debut with atribute to
James Brown and Sly Stone. Since then the
ZuluNation has gone fromstrength to

{
{

AfrikaBambaataa
performsat The Venue,
London,Nov23,1982

strength, stretching right across the States.
A symbol of black pride and dignity, the
notion of anew Zulu tribe was suggested not
by a serious piece of rootsliterature,buta
Hollywood-style epic that made Michael
Caine astar.

“l thought Zulu was a great movie,”
Bambaataa enthuses, “because foronce |
the black man was portrayed as brave and
sensitive. The Zulus fought like warriors,
but they also spared the British even though
they could have wiped them out. |

“Sol decided to use the Zulunamein the
future.Once | started asa DJ, | formed
adance group, The Zulu Kings And Queens.
Andthey became part of the whole Zulu
Nation, which really grew out of alot of

| different street gangs.

Then it started getting out of hand...so
many people wantedtobeinvolved. It spread |
from one part of the Bronx to the next, then
Manhattan, Queens, Brooklyn and upstate
New York. We even met some “Zulus”in
Cleveland, Ohio, when we toured there!”

Bambaataa sees the Zulu Nation asa way
of elevatingblack consciousnessand links
the phenomenon with the ‘60s radical
movement.

“See, we need to know who we are, where
we came from and where we are going. We
have to shape our own destiny. The black
Americans need this ‘cos they've been blind,
deaf and dumb for too long. I guess it began
inthe '60s. That’s whenwe started to find

| ourculture.

“Thenthe'70s seemedto put everyone to
sleep. People forgot what had happened and
turned their backs on the problems. Whereas
inthe’80syou seethemreviving the'60s
again. Militant groups coming back again,
people marchingin the streets. People

|



| standing up and saying they don’t want no

more war! You have to believe in something
that’s gonna push you on!”

Not surprisingly Afrika Bambaataa's
first single was called “Zulu Nation”, but it
was really “Planet Rock” that made him |
asteady feature in the dance charts onboth
sides of the Atlantic.
Released on New York’s
promisingindie funk label,
Tommy Boy (through
Polydor here), it brought
together the combined
talents of Bambaataa, synth
wizard John Robie and
producer of the moment
Arthur Baker.

Its eerie blend of
Kraftwerk electronics and
fierce, programmed funk-
rockrepresented achange
indirection for Bambaataa.
Back in his old stomping
grounds, the Bronx River

iy

“We need to know
who we are,
where we came
from and where
we are going”

Ty
BYY

These wildly eclectic mixes were
frequently laid down on what
amounted to demo discs to be played
onlyat the clubs,soitwasnobigleap
for Bambaataa to gointo the studio and
come up with amassrelease. However,
he’s quick to praise Baker's contribution

and feels they work
together well asateam-
all 400 pounds of them!

They've been accused

by some of simply turning
outanotherlineinboogie
music, but Bambaataa
feelshislyricshave a
universal appeal and
agenuine message to
communicate.

“Like the Koran, it helps
if youhave atranslator to
understand what the Soul

Sonic Force means. ‘Planet

Rock’issaying it's timeto

chase yourdream-let

Community Centre and _-.-’-o %’: oursoul lead the way.”
the “T” Connection o nce And “The Perfect
Discotheque,healready ~ &2™ wemomenta:  Beat”?
had areputation for “Thebeat couldbe
playing head-spinning drugs, love, peace. All the
mixes of all things funky, SOUL'SONIC FORCE worldislooking for that
but thi: was Tltogether \ W PLANET ROCK J‘/ Thbezat,l b:lt you cou(lid sfaykthat
somethingelse. » Ly - SEPS e ZuluNation and Afrika
Areflection of hismoveinto the e Bambaataa has found it.”

whiter new wave clubsin Manhattan

such as The Peppermint Lounge, The Ritz and
The Mud Club, “Planet Rock” embraced the
cooler tones of European futurism and, just as
significantly, ahard-rock element; two strands
of influence that would subsequently make |
evenmore impact on the new black music.

“l was the only DJ that would play rock with
funk,” Bambaataa points out. “l would play
slices from the Rolling Stones, Mountain,
Grand Funk Railroad and mix it up with all
kind of things: rap, new wave, funk, sometimes
TVjingles!”

Planetrocker:
AfrikaBambaataa
inLondon,1983

“The Perfect Beat” as the first
metaphysical funk record? Whatever, it’s
preferable, he says, tothe ghetto cliches
thathave become the currency of the
contemporary rap artists. Though he’s
pleased to see outfits like Grandmaster Flash
and The Furious Five enjoying commercial
success, he points to Gil Scott-Heronand The
Last Poets as examples of more intelligent
black commentators.

“When people think of the ghetto, they
think of burned-out buildings, dirty streets
and desperate people. Youknow, that's
such ajoke. Downinmy areathere'sa
fewbad places, but there’s good ones
too; housing development projects
and stuff. | could show you places
where white people are hanging out
with black and together they're
making all kinds of art.

“And movies like The Bronx
Warriors [recently releasedin the
States] don'thelp either. Itjust ain’t all
gangs and vigilantes. | tellyoul ain’t
got no plans to move out of the Bronx -
I don’t care how much money I make.”

So, looking to the future, did he
think we'd allbe aroundlong enough
tofind our perfect beat?

“Mmmm...that’s hard to say. |
mean, is the Creator playing some
kind of game here? The prophecies
say it willend, but | don’t know. Maybe
inthe future they'll have wars over
the dimensions. Y’know | am the king
of time! To me it's just one big ball of
confusion. Ireckon the only way the
whole planet would pull togetheris
if somebody from outer space
threatened us. Then we really will
see star wars!” lanPye

Books

ADance To The Music Of Time by
Anthony Powell

A gloomybook my motherhas about
medieval medicine

Anythingby JB Morton (Beachcomber)
Histories rather than fictions

The Pepys Diaries

Boy’s Own annuals from the '50s

Records

Changes hourly

Mainly...

Teenage Kicks The Undertones

Live At The CounterEurovision Misty
InRoots

Age Of Consent New Order

Zadok The Priest Handel

Fave places

Liverpool
Norwich

sein . THE
wiiss  UNDERTONE

PaulKlee

Films
Anything with
Margaret
Rutherfordin
or Alastair Sim
Brief
Encounter
The Fatal
Glass Of Beer
Eraserhead
Gregory’s Girl

Fave quotes

“It ain't afit night out for man or
beast” wcFields
“Afriendinpowerisafriend
lost” Henry Adams

Fave drink o

Primitive red wines

Least fave drink . s

Fennings’ Fever Cure

TEENAGE
KICKS

Actors

George C Scott
Sebastian
Shaw

Actresses

Edith Massey

Fave monarch

George VI

Fave teams

The Champions
Meadowbank Thistle

§ Geo;geCScott
) in The Yellow
Rolls-Royce
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| onstage,1983
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Seems
\f\\\cool to
sell out™

That’s not JULIAN COPE, though. Post-
Teardrop Explodes, he remains an
enthusiast for great music —and a

waspish critic of his contemporaries.
« “I really believe | should slag Blancmange
off,” he says, “because they hae no

. redeemmgfeat 6s. e




NME

AMWHITE, AND blond and male, and that’s a very
safe position. That's why I've got no time for things
like Tears For Fears. Youwatch One Day In The Life Of
Ivan Denisovich and yourealise your problems are
very petty, and very few.”

I He seems so muchmore philosophical whenhe's not

wearingjodhpurs. The Teardrops-to adapt one of the more perennial

pop press headlines-finallyExploded for the last time towardstheend of |

lastyear, after an erratic but occasionally brilliant career. Theyleft
behind two albums, Kilimanjaro and Wilder, and a brace of singles of
varying quality.

Andtherestwassilence-apartfromone exceptional blast of polemic,
which Cope wrote forour Christmas issue.

Phonogramhavejust released the last Teardroprecord,an EP of
leftovers topped by “You Disappear From View”. We can safely say it was
donewithouttheactive encouragement of Cope, and leave it at that.

Julian has splitfrom hislong-time associates Bill Drummond and
Dave Balfe of Zoo-he’s currently sharingmanagement with Tears For
Fears, ironically enough. Balfe islookingafter Scottish group
Strawberry Switchblade. But Gary Dwyer,drummer and stalwart
sidekick, remains with the singer, part oftheline-up Copeis usingashe
embarks on anew solo career. Asolo John Peel session has already gone
out,and adebutsingle, “Strasbourg”, is due soon, to be followed by an
LP and somelive work.

Despite his well-publicised loathing formuch modern pop (you might
recall some unseemlystoriesabout him defacinga Blancmangerecordin
disgust) Julian Copeisstillone of the biggest fans you'lleverfind on the
farend ofamicrophone.

Duringourtalk, he throws admiring name-
checksinthegeneral directionof John Cale,
Television, MC5, Tim Buckley, Glenn Branca,
Honeybus’ “ICan’t Let Maggie Go”, Captain
Beefheart, The Doors, Laughing Clowns, The
Beat, New Order (though not “Blue Monday"),
Manicured Noise and D.A F.I'veleft those bits
outbecause what hehas tosayaboutlan
McCullochis probably funnier.

TheearliestCope I ever knew was adiffident,
ratherawkward frontman witha Ken Barlow
haircut. The next Cope was afully-blown teen-
scream pin-up, occasionally pilloried for his
wide-eyed personaand Scott Walker fetish.

And the newest Julian Cope? Well, let’s
findout...

Teardrop’s historywaslittered with fallingsout.
Areyousohardtogetalongwith?

Itmust be hard to feel you've got alot out of working
with me. [ know Balfey found thatalot. Oftenitwas
my faultbecause my expectations were utterly
different towhat the others were gonnaputover.
Alllknewwhenwesplitupwas thatwereally
needed to splitup.

Julian Cope

Did that feeling grow on you, or were youstill keen
rightup tothedaybefore thelast?
Itgrewon me. We did Wilderand 'dwrittenitall,
and putsomuchintoit. Butby the nextalbum,
Balfeyfeltthatbecause he could write songsthathe
should beallowed to. AndIcouldn’treallyargue
with that, becauseof courseit'sreasonable,and hehas got that ability.
Butas a songwriter, I'm not verygood any more at writing songs for other
people’smusic. They've become far more narrative and wordy.

Itried tomake the end of the Teardropsas cleanand simple as possible.
It's pretty good, we haven'tlingered around too long. And Wilderis thelast
album, whichisgood.

Iwassurprised by the note of embittered idealism youstruckinyour
NMEXmasarticle-aboutthe decayofpunkand theriseofthe

don’tevensee the need, either. There’s no questioninganymore. It’s all
watered down. Itupset me because wewere very much fromthat '77
thing. And clichéd asitis, I really believe in that, and that the music didn’t
have togo the way that itdid.

Everything'sjust ‘nice’ now. I'vereallyslagged people off, and people
come up to me andsay, “You've slagged so-and-so off, buthe's areally
niceguy”. Ha! The average personisa“really niceguy”. lamareallynice
guy-butat the same timeI'm notaboringdickhead!

The Blancmangestuff-why should I slag them off? Well, Ireally believe
Ishould slag Blancmange off, because theyhave no redeemingfeatures.
They offend me noend. I'msure I've offended people, but Idon'tbelieve
I'veeveroffendedthemlikethat.

Onethingthat I think put people offwas when you seemed so gushyin
your enthusiasms.

ButIfind the onlyway for me to makea point that wantto makeis to
make itlikean expressionist versionof thatpoint....

Did you ever feel you'd invented a character for yourself, a‘Julian Cope’
ininverted commas?
Mmm, yes. That was anotherimpromptuthing. I thoughtI'dbeso

l natural, [wouldn'tthink aboutanythingand I'd saywhat wasin myhead.

“I'ma real—lf !
nice guy, but at
the same time,

not a boring
dickhead!”

Bunshine Playroom

And thatbackfiredonme. I'ddoaninterviewand I'dmiss out what [
didn’tlike for the next interview. Tommy Smothers, of the Smothers
Brothers, had agreat quote: You're on TV every week, you watchyourself
on the playback, you iron outall the things you don'tlike, and inno time
you'rean edited version of yourself.

Thereare timeswhenI've beenveryunsureof whatI'mdoing, and I've
thought, right, if I'm goingto takeit in any one direction, atleastit'sgonna
be powerfulin thatdirection.

Imean, Bono-he's overthetopin his
direction.Imean, Ithinkit's the crappest thing
intheworld, but Iwouldn'tknock the fact that
it'soverthetopinhisowndirection.

It'sthe one thing I've got against what the
Bunnymenaredoingin away. Theystill set
greatstorebythe fact that they're aware of U2
being crap.Andonceuponatime itwas enough
toknow that U2 are crap. Butnotany more. Now
you've gottoknowwhythey're crap.

Iwasdisappointed with the Bunnymen’s new
album, because I knowthat theyreally can
write songs—unlike Orchestral Manoeuvres,
whoarejust crap. Howevermuch MacandI
don'tgeton, Ireally believe he knows what'’s
good and whatisn’t. And to know, and still not

doit,isreallybad...Thingslike [“MyWhite Devil”
lyric) “The Duchess OfMalfi-a...", Ijustcouldn’t
believe.lwasgonnahave aT-shirt made with
“Malfia, Malfia, whatfor art thou Malfia?”

Firsttime hesaid that, I thought, oh.And then
herepeatsit,sol thought, oh,soit’s not some
ironic Liverpool way of sayingit; he just doesn’t
know.Allsomeone needed to say was, Mac, it’s
called The Duchess Of Malfi. It'sbad. Literatureis
quitespecial; more special than pop music.

Whatliteratureis mostspecialtoyou?
Ilove metaphysical poetry. Andrew Marvell, John
Donne.And [love T.S.Eliot. Ithink I love stuffthat
isn'tsolely based inreality. There's like a twilight
zone betweenreality and purestrangeness.
Iwent througha period of being pissed off when people said mylyrics
didn'tmean anything any more. Mylyrics always mean something.
Iwouldn'tbesocallousastowritealyric thatdidn't mean anything.
Justbecauseit's pop music, doesn’t meanyoushouldn’t take alittle
moretimeoverit...
I neverwanted to putlyricsin with ourrecords, and Pete Wylie said

i agoodthing-one ofthe few things Pete Wylie eversaid that was good -

namely, before Kilimanjarocame outl was asking him, “D’you thinkit’s
pretentious puttingalyric sheetin?”



lalwaysloved doing B-sides, aswell. 1like the fact that our biggest
single, “Reward”, had “Strange House In The Snow” on the B-side, ‘cos
you couldn’tbe prepared for that. It’s areally repulsive song. Garysaid
how the scallies used to putitonin pubsin places like Norris Green (an
un-chic Liverpool suburb) and theold men'd be freakingout cosit’s
sodisgusting!

Do youlisten to whatother people are doing nowadays? Imean from the
mainstream of pop music?

Imakean effort. ButIdon'tfind itfascinating... Imean, it even seems cool
tosell out nowadays, doesn'tit?

Yes, if you can present it as aclever commercialstrategy, saying, ‘Well,
Iwassittingroundin Rough Trade two yearsago and I thought sodit,
let'sgoinfiltrate Top Of The Pops’-presentitasagrandscheme.

The most annoyingthing, I found, werethose apostrophesaround
‘Sweetest’in “The ‘Sweetest’ Girl” (by Scritti Politti). That'ssuch aclever-
cleverthing, that’s one of the biggest cop-outsI'veeverseen.Icouldn’t
believe that.

Ithinkhewassort of playing off one audienceagainst the other, having
hiscakeandeatingit.

Yeah, thatwas too smug, wasn'tit? I think things should belaid quitebare.
That'swhy/stilllike “When1 Dream”.I'm notsinging “WhenIdream, I
dreamaboutyou” withawrysmile on myface. I'mreallysingingit!

Were you atall calculatingabout yourimage, visually?
No, I'lltell you the story of that. Bill [Drummond] and Dave [Balfe] said
tome, “We'llhavetodo
somethingabout the way
youlook, because Macis
going tobe massive”. They
alwayssaid this. Ijusthad
my hairabitshort,andwas
abitspaz-probablystill
am, but [was overtspaz at
thetime. lusedtotry
movingonstage, butit was
reallycrap.
ThenIwasinthistiny

ngered around 100 long. And”
l album, whech s good

Ywas surprised

Pre-explosion:Cope
withalatter-day
lineup of The Teardrop
Explodes,USA, 1982

townin SouthWales wherelwasborn, and I wastrying on these pants
intheArmy & Navy shop, and in the stock room where you changed they
had all these old leather pantsfor 15quid, so I gotsome. ThenlIgota
flyingjacketinLiverpool, andimmediately [ had this outfit that nobody
had everhad!Bizarre!

And Irememberwalking down Princes Road, past thisgirl with her
friend and shewent, “Keckson‘im...” -and Ithought, well, this is quite
weird actually. AndI started growingmyhairand dyingit.

And itwassofaroutofthe picture atthat time, the idea of me makingit
asaface, thatThadn’teventhoughtaboutit. I neverused to get come-
ons from anybody, never got girls looking at me onstage. And suddenly
itallhappened. AndIgotwellintoit-the total surprise ofit. And Alan
Gillhad beeninthe group,so my mind was alittle distorted at the time.

Itwas averyjoyous period. And I wasreally pleased cos I could piss
Mac off as well, cos Macwas allready tobe this massive star. And it's
taken him 'til now!

Soyou’vebeen through the pop idol bit now, and enjoyed it. Did you
learnanythingfromit?
I'velearnedthatitwasOK, and it wasinteresting, butI didn’'t need it. Very

soon after, “Colours FlyAway" asasingledidn'treallydoanything.And

Ithought, “Oh, that’sit, it's allfinished.” And though thissoundslike
bravado, there wasareal senseofrelief.I thought,  canstartgettingon
with things again now. It was quitenice.

Ialways knewthat the 14-year-old girlswould move onat some
point—veryrapidly, asithappened - and it took the pressure off.
'CosI'mquiteaslob, really. Thereis thatdickhead factor still there.
Paul DuNoyer ®

Wikder' sthe last

the note of embittered
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It’s precisely what DAVID
BOWIE doesn’t want to be.
Not presently interested
in experimentation, he has
made a more traditional
album, Let’s Dance. He’s
also — at 36 — more
mindful of his status as

a role model. “It’s
interesting to look at
someone really fucked up
writing music,” he says,
“but it’s not very helpful.”

“The
grandiather
f new wave”

— NME APRIL16 —

I: The Missing Years

David Bowie's new film, The Hunger, opens not with
the focus fixed firmly on the star but withacameo
sequenceof Baithaus live in Heaven.

HE SONG, ARCHLY enough, is
“Bela Lugosi’s Dead”. Thestriking
faceis Peter Murphy’s. The
gestures areall David Bowie’s.
Adecade’stics, contortions and
conceits, culminating prematurely
withThomas Newton’sgun-toting passage from
TheMan Who Fell To Earth, are summarised in a
matter of minutes. It'squite a performance but,
alas, we don’t get to hear how David Bowie feels
about seeinghis past flashbefore hiseyes. His
attentioniselsewhere. r
PlayingJohn, a 200-year-old English gentle
companion to ageless vampire Catherine
Deneuve, he’scasing the heavenly audience, not
thegroup, forasuitablevictim, ablood sacrifice
tohiseternal bloom.
Though thisisfiction, theopening might have
been wittilycomposed with itsstarinmind.
David Bowiecomingfacetofacewitha
fragmentof hislegacy and lookingright past
itatsomeoneelse. Or, alternatively, the
vampirical Bowie prowlingtheclubsin
search ofnew talent, new ideasto play off
againsthisown.
Bowie hasalwaysbeenthefirsttoadmitthe
bloodflow hasneverbeen oneway.Asisonly »
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.
Electricblue:David
Bowieontheglobe-
\ straddling Serious
MoonlightTour,wBJ
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properinsuchaninterdependent relationship, he has aright totake back
whathe has putin, evenifthis means withdrawingwhat amountsto his
original deposit. Butwhere can helook these days without seeing Ziggy's
children mutated intoresplendent orgarish beings?

ForeveryBowie phasethereisamovementinitswake.Asheonce
quipped, he haslaunched whole schools of pretension singlehandedly.
Eveninhisabsence, then, David Bowieis somehow present.

It'sbeenalongstrange trip from Scary
Monstersto Let's Dance, lasting two movies and
threeyears, plugged by threebizarressingle
collaborations.

There was Bowie and Brechtonthe excellent
five song Baal EP, featuring Bowie havinga ball
whooping through young Brechtat his
lebenslustful best. “Baal can spot the vulturesin
the stormysky/As they wait up theretosee if Baal
willdie/Sometimes Baal pretends he's dead, the
vultures swoop/Baal in silencedines on vulture
soup!”; Bowieand Moroder on “Cat People”, the
overblown melodrama that makes perfect
sense whenheard over the closing credits of the
film, beingboth a description and sensual
suggestion of Cat People's barely contained
sexuality; and finally, the oddest of themall. Bowieand Queenon
“Under Pressure”.

“YesIfoundthatquiteodd,” smiles Bowie. “'mnot quite sure how I got
involvedinthatreally. They turned up in Montreux, whichis not far from
where [live in Switzerland. Needless to say, when groups come to record,
theyfind out wherellive... sothisishowlItendtoseealotofbands,haha,
under theinfluenceof Switzerland.

“Soljustwentdownto thestudioand wejuststarted one of those
inevitablejams, which lead to askeleton of a song.I thoughtitwas quite
anice tune, sowefinishedit off. It sort of half came off, butI think it could
havebeen alotbetter. It wasarush thing, oneof those things that took
placeover24 hours. I thinkitstandsupbettcrasademo.”

Oncetheshock of Bowie workingwith Queen passes, itstandsup
surprisinglywell, and Bowie's words—"“Theywere not afinished lyric,” he
insists, “it was done so quickly that some of it makes me cringe a bit, but
theideaIlike” -are consistent withboththe sentiments of Scary Monsters
and the positive Bowie to come-hisnewLP, Let’s Dance.

D he has always been remarkably constant in those matters he
. cares most about. His concern for the young datesright back to
Ziggy Stardust, when he wasfirst alerted to the awesome responsibility
thatgoes with mass popularity. His
“inconsistent” taking and shedding
of masks, his culturalleaps, areall
ways of keeping that responsibility
fresh and his audience on theirtoes.
Imean, can’tamanchange his
mind without being hauled over hot
coals fordoingso?

Ifrock criticshave generallybeen
loathto acknowledge his integrity,
preferringinstead toseeonlythe
chameleonfigureintenton
protecting his privacy from public
scrutiny, the Japanese director
Nagisa Oshima chose Bowieto play
the godlike prisonerof warJack
Celliersinhisupcomingfilm Merry
Christmas Mr Lawrenceprecisely
because hesawinhimsuchadquality.

“PeopleaskmewhyIcastactors
from the world of rock,” remarks
Oshimainthefilm’s publicity notes.
“Itisbecause they are sensitive to
what peoplewantnow; theyare
performers; theirantennasare
screwedontightand they don't mind
gettingrightinthereandhavingago
atthetruth,

tire

-

ESPITETHE PERSISTENT line about Bowie’sinconsistency,

Bowie playing
vampire John
Blaylock in
The Hunger

¥

“I think ’'m
just a little

experimenting
Now

“WhenIsaw David Bowieactin Elephant Manin New York [ knew
{ immediatelythat thiswastheperfectactorto play Celliers. Hehad an
immense passion, somethingthat supersededreason.Ifthe character
Celliers had only his Western rationalism to counter Haraand Yonoi (his
twoJapanese protagonists) he would have been destroyed veryrapidly.
“Butitis Celliers’ spirituality, his personal nobility, hisinner peace and
| indestructiblecharismathattheJapanese captors cannotcometoterms
with. David Bowiehas all these qualities.”
Afterthe BBC production of Baal, this ought
tobethefirstactingrole toreally test Bowie.
Unlike the alien of The Man Who Fell To Earth,
the200-year-old man of The Hungerand the
hideously deformed Elephant Man, Celliers
hasno “emotionallimp” forBowietohide
behind. Maybe somethingof the characterhas
rubbed off, for Bowie's new positivism, as
testified by the clear-blue narrative of Let’s
Danceand hisrecentspate of public
appearances, suggeststhathe hasdispensed
with the need formasks... “and it is necessary
onlyfora man toask for his seed to bechosen and
to pray for the sower within to sow it through the
deed and act of himself, and then the harvest will
begoldenandgreat.” (From The Seed And The Sower, by Laurens Van Der
I Post, on which Merry Christmas Mr Lawrenceisbased.)
The David Bowie sittingopposite is charmingand chatty; far more
| relaxed thanhis TVself, smilingand laughingfrequentlytorelieve the
tension. Suffering terribly from nerves, however, Imiss hisfirst tension-
relievingjoke: “You're part Swiss? Which part? Haha.”
Now aged 36, he has neverlooked healthier. His sunbleached hairis
anaturalstraw colour, his face tanned an ochrebrownbyhis recent
| workingsojournsinAustraliaand the South Seas. Heisspritely dressed
| inanolive-green khakiblouse thatemphasises hisboyishness.
I Within theconfines ofa50-minuteinterview withacomplete stranger
heis extraordinarily forthcomingabout his work, revising opinions of his
pastinlightofhis presentattitudes. Quite naturally, he onlylets slipso

d of

2

| muchofhimselfasisrelevanttowhatheis doing. Dare we expect more

fromour public figures?

| II: Theinterview

| BOWIE:I'mtalking moreingeneralisations because I think they
probably serveabetter purpose than honingdown toonedirect point. It’s
easierto make a stronger statementwith ageneralisation, to makesucha
strongimpression withapopularsonglyric.

NME:Thestrongestimpression left
byyour press conferencewasyour
concern about the worthwhile nature
of popularmusic.
Forme, personally, my businessis my
businessanditjuststrikesme...er,I
don'treally have theurgeto continue
asasongwriterand a performerin
terms of experimentation - at this
moment. I feel that atthemoment I'm
ofanage-and agehasanawfullot to
dowithit-I'mjuststartingtoenjoy
growingup.I'menjoyingbeingmy
age, 36,and whatcomeswithitin
termsofthebody. [tactually physically
changes. Mentally andemotionally
there are big changes, 'speciallyifyou
havebeenthrustinthefrontof
popularand mass observation.

Ifyou've been observed, as I have for
thelast 12 years, well, you have to
contend with thatonewayoranother.
Youeither care aboutit, oryoudon’t
any more. You think, well, asI have
this platform, there'ssomethingcan
dowithit.

And franklyldon’tthink Iwould
want tocontinue performingany



moreifldidn'tthinkIcoulddo
something hopefuland helpful with
my music, both for myselfand my
audience.

Howdo youdefine musicthatis
hopeful and helpful? What evidence
we have fromyou at the momentisa
celebratorydancerecord asopposed
tosomething that pointsanywhere.
Yes.Ithinkitwillhavealottodowith
(adoptinga mock preachytone)
peopleshouldn'tfighteachother.
Peopleshouldn’tkilleach otherand
peopleshouldtrytolive together.

Isn’tthatalittlesimplistic?
Yes, itissimple.

Your positivismseems to parallel
thatofJackCelliers, the character
youplayin Nagisa Oshima’s Merry
ChristmasMr Lawrence, leadingbyaction and deed.
Instead ofintimating change, tryanddo somethingabout it.

Youidentified pretty closelywiththe character, then?
Yeah, Ithink [immediatelyidentified with himbecause ofhisown
personal turmoils, hisand minestemmingfrom differentsources. With
Celliers, he'sridden with guilt most of hislifebecause of hisrelationship
withhisyoungerbrother, which caused him toembrace that particular
wartimesituation, and gavehim thatkind of particularstrength. Thatis
pointedupalot morein Oshima'’s screenplay thanitprobablyisinthebook.
And forme, personally, I guessit’s the idea of through allmy
experimentations I have learned alot;and theremustbe somethingl can
dowithitonaverysimplisticlevel now. [don’thave theurgeto play
around withmusicalideas. At the moment. Any more. ,

The presentlossof urge to experiment... is thatanindictment of

the Low/ Heroes/ Lodgerperiod? Can’thumanityand technology
sittogether?

It'sjustanotherway of using my songs. I thinkI'mjustalittle tired of
experimentation now. Butelectronics arerewarding in termsof playing
around with atmosphere and trying to reach different parts of themind,
funnycornersofthemind...

BowiewithMerry
ChristmasMr
Lawrencedirector
NagisaOshimaat
Cannes,May1983

.

Previouslyyou'vesaid you're not worried about your experiments
losingyour old audience, that you werecontent to pick up new
audiencesasyougoalong.

Hmm.

Areyoueffectingareconciliation withyourold audience?

Idon't think so. I think the music Fmwritingatthe momentis probably
goingtoreachaneweraudience for me. Butiflamgoingtoreachanew
audience, thenI'mgoingto tryand reach it with something tosay, which
isonaveryobviousandsimplisticlevel. don't wanttobethe grandfather
of newwavebyanymeans... that’s quite an easy one for me toslip into.
IthinkI'llcome onas thesimple countryboy, haha, and gocompletely
againstthat.

Laurie Andersonsaid shewanted tobalancethe tendency towards
horrorimagerywithimagerynice, humanisticand warm. But the
problemis makingsuchimageryequallyascompellingashorror.
Areyoupresentlybeingconfronted withasimilar problem?

That particular balance hashad notasmall partinalot of thematerial
I'vewritten, butl think funderstand what she'ssaying. Idon'tknow
enough of herwork, butit’s certainly thecasein “O Superman” That’s
averydelicatebalance, amarvellous piece of work. Didyouseeherin

| concert?[thought shewas dynamic, reallywasimpressed.

Butthereis aproliferation of syntheticinstrumentsbeingusedin that
kindof, er, “Megeneration”,icy-cold vein.

It's suchawide sweeping statement thatatthe momentIfeelit's veryhard
tousethose instruments withoutakind of preconditioning already
there. Thatifyouuse the synthesizerit means this particular thing; that
I'm partofthisangularsociety.

Sothat'swhyI'veused a very organic, basic instruinentationon this
new album. Such instrumentation doesn't sayanythingother thanit
comes froma hybrid of white and black culture. Thatistheonly
underlyingsubtextithasreally...

Aslsay, experimentation can be rewarding forfinding awkward
stances musically. Butitjustisn'tsatisfying afterawhile. Andit’snot
satisfyingbecause it's not very useful, except—as Brian Eno would say-
forsettingup anewkind of vocabulary. Now I've got the vocabulary, I'm
supposed todosomethingwithit!Haha.

Ontheotherhand, thesubliminal aspect ofelectronics allowsoneto
speak more through themusic thandoesrock’n’roll, where the
vocabularyis so well-known ithaslostits efficacy.

That'’s the premise, surely, yeah. Itdoes speakin those terms, butI think
alsotoreachalargeaudience, they're not willing tolisten to the music,
orplaytherecords, if they’re couched in terms they're not really
familiarwith.

Imean, they’re notgoingtositandlistento thatkind of musicand accept
it.It'slikeAmericantelevision; the record-buying public of Americais still
verymuchinthe television formatmentallyand itisimpossible forthemto
listentosomethingthatdoesn't make its point in thefirst30or 40 seconds.
AndI'mstartingtosubscribeto that at the moment.

Forme, 'mwritingsomethingthat I've neverreally touched before,
which is aone-to-one situation. mean an emotionalsituation between
two people... Suchasituation seems totake up atleast five trackson the
album. The lovesituation, the emotional situation between two people,
seemsto have escaped me-or['veavoideditis probably nearer the truth—
sincelstartedwriting. Usually, it'sbeen themaninisolationandall that.

Whether I'mbecomingeither, one, comfortable or, two, complacent
withmyself-1dunnowhichitis—butitis somethingIcanfeell can now

| getinvolved withas awriter.

Isupposethe obvious question to thatis:isitaresponsetoyour

| personalsituation?

Very much so.Are you married? Soyou don’t have children? Iwould never

have thought it possible, but for me the one most enjoyableand hope-

giving quality of my life over the past fouror five years is my son.
Whenthesongetstotheageofnine, 10,11 and 12 and starts asking

. thosereallyinquisitive, curiousand unanswerable questions, well, my

response hasbeen to consider howimportantlife is, and howimportant
itisforhim.

And as itbecame moreimportant forhim through meIfounditbecame
moreimportant forme aswell;and ourfuture collectively started taking
precedenceover everythingelse. It’'samazing what asonoradaughter
doesforachap.Hahaha.

That'shad a very positive and strong bearingon whatever lintend todo
inthefuture. Ifeel haveto make acommitment to something more
altruistic to thatwhich I'vebeen concerned with before.

Ifthat soundslikeaturnaround, thenit'saturnaround,andithastobe
andIwould have tofacethatcharge. Butldon’tthinkitwillquellmy »
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naturalinclination towant to experiment with music, thoughlI think it
willmodifyitgreatly.

Insofarasyouwouldn’twantanythingyoudotoupsetyourson?
Itwould make mereflect on anything thatwould produce thekind of
nihilisticquality which wasso much partof myearly music. Hopefully
Iwas fallingout of thatanyway. That period had alot to do with my
problemsasahumanbeing. To producethatkind of music, thoughit’s
interesting tolook atsomeonereally fucked up writing music, it's not
very helpful.

Because it provides too much ofarolemodel?

Exactly, ves, and I wouldliketo playdownall that stuffabitand make

the subject matter, give that morerelevance. It'ssuch acomplicated,
confused time, and my onlyreaction to thatwould be to make the subject
matter verysimple.

Theverysimple problemisthatwe'reonaterrifyingvoyageand the
effects thathave been brought about by thosecauses arereally quite
transparentand obvious: the needtobelongto small tribalunitswhen [
there seemsto be too many other people about; the mistrustof somebody
whois notfromone’sownorigins. Thosekindsof thingsaresoobvious
thatI guessmaybeit's quiteagoodidea towrite about theminavery
obviousway. AndIwant to utilise videos to the same extent.

It'seasy enough toglamorise a pop song. I've done thatoften enoughin
the past! Youknow, giveitasurrealqualityand akind of detached...
That'sfineifyou've got timetowatch promos at that level, but these
videosreachtoomany people and, anyway, there'stoomany of those
kindsofvideos. Video hasbecomea partofthe packaging.
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Soitoccursto methatitwould be averygoodideato utilise those four
minutes of space and try to make them say somethingsimpleand as
hard-hittingand as hard-sellingasacommercial, butinterms of human
qualityandhumanlifeasopposedto, thisisthe kind of outfit, thisthe
wayyouwearitand thisisthekind of cool youhavetohavetobeableto
carryitoff. Asyou said before, the whole idea of the role model.

Soit’samatter of playinginvisibleman, moving behind the camera,
projectingnormality?

Yes! Aside from the fact thisisamarvellous chance formetopractise
beingadirector-onecan’tgetawayfrom that!-it'salsoachanceto
incorporate people other than myvselfas the fronts for the promos.I've
had enough of that side; and it's much more fun to use actors, oreven
non-actors, ifI'm goingto deal with thatkind of subject matter...

WhyAustraliafor the“Let’'sDance” promo?
Because it'ssuch anew country, yetit's already gotsuchawell-
established, progressive and technologicalaspecttoitssociety. And
because theindigenous peoples of that country have welland trulybeen
putontheoutside faster thaninanyother nation in the world.
It'sreallyso polarisedto the extent thatitcan berelated to South Africa
quite easily. Notso muchin New SouthWales, butin Queensland it might
aswell be South Africa. Aborigines have to buy theirdrinksin the backs of
bars-they're forced to use what is called the dog hatch inthe back of the
bar. Thenthey mustn’tdrink themon thesamesideof the street, they
mustgoovertotheothersideand drink them on the grass verge.
Thewholethingisruledlikethat. There’sabsolutely noway theytake
partin modernsociety. Theireducation programmes are almost



non-existent. Since the beginning
they'vebeen putinaghettosituation.
It'sveryhard for them to fightback
atthemoment.

Alsothey'reverywary—and quiterightlyso—ofbeingseen as thelast
ofthe prehistoric tribes. They've done thatbit, dressed upin warpaint,
spearand whatever forcameramen and it'skind of backfired on them.
Ithasn'tdefined theirculture asbeingincredibly interestingand
important; intheireyesithasjustmade them specimens.

People wanttoseetheaboriginesonly in that context (adopting touristy
toneofastonishment): "Aah, they'regreat the aborigines! They still eat

witchettygrubs!” Thatkind of thing.

Andtheboyand girlin “Let's Dance”, Terry and Jolene, they've never

seenawitchettygrubintheirlives. They haveno
need toseeoneand theydon'twanttobe
portrayedlikethat. Whatlverymuchwantedto
dowasto portray them as modern people not
beingallowed to take partinmodernsociety.
Butlfound out withthe promoyouhavetodo
everythinginfourminutes. So, obviously, you
quickly getintostereotypes.

Whatever, Terryand Jolene were great,
absolutely marvellous. They'vehad no
experienceinfilm, buttheyknewexactlyhowto
respond to thesituation we talked about, so they
weren'tat allworried whensaid, “Jolene, [ want
youtoscrub the streets of Sydney!” Haha.She
said, “Fine, yes, yes, that'show | feel!”

2 July1,1983: the first
ofthreehuge open-
airshowsatMilton

eynesBowl

1

DAVID BOWIE

Did you choose Australiabecauseit mighthavebeentoo
inflammatory to filmasimilarsituationin Britain?

No. Ifitwasdonein England it would have been too much about
the Englishsituation. The otheraspect!liked aboutdoingitin

3 Australiawas thatl founditintriguingtolookat.liked the

‘ 1 slightly surrealquality of Australiaitself. I purposelyleftout

S MAN LG

kangaroos, wallabies and boomerangsandallthat. There's
nothingstrictly aboriginal. Thecity doesn'tshriek Sydney.
Theyarejustobviously someindigenous people insome
moderncountry.Soitbecomesan internationalsituation.

People arenotusedtoseeingAustraliaonageneralbasis.
Inablack-and-whitesituation theyare more used to seeing the
streets of London or New York. So already it's asituation they're
awareof,and thentheydon't take quite somuch notice of it.
They go, “Ohyeah, black-and-white situation, New York, fine,
Iknow about that.”

What’sthe nextvideo?
Butshootingthe samesituation in adifferent place, itdoesn’t

look the same asanything you'veseenbefore for
thatsituation: modern black peopleinamodern
whitesociety. It'snotquiteanywhere you
recognise, soitpoints up thesituation more, soit
could applytoanycountry-South America,
South Africa, England, America-without
identifyingthose obvioustargets. It’s going back
to thatold thingaboutjuxtaposition.

You're willingtotackle such adifficultsubject
visually, so people haven’tgotwordstheycan
immediately turnintoslogans, thereby
damagingthe “message”?

Exactly,yeah. That'sanotherthing.Aslogan
cankillacause farquickerthananythingelse,
becauseit's soeasy to package it. Onceyou put
aboxaroundanythingit'sover.

I'mtrying to keep things simplewithout
sloganising. It'seasy tosay “Give Peace A
Chance”, butoncesaid it's wrapped up insuch
aninsularlittle ball, itonly appliestocertain
people. Tokeepit free of that, [ guessit'sdown
topure statement.

It'sveryhard toattemptsuchathingandI'm
havingalotoftrouble. There'sonly acouple of
thingsonthealbum thathave therightfeeling,
butthatis definitelyadirectionthatintrigues me
moreand more.

Isiteasierto deal withthose complexities

through themedium offilm thanitiswithinasong?

Thatisthe problemI'mhaving,dealing with itinsongformat. Sumetimes

youcanendupsoundingneo-Dylanorsomething, and thatisalready

stylishand part ofa particularcliquey kind of songwriting. I'm not very

goodatityet. 'mstill working on the one-to-onerelationship, and from

within thatsituationtryingtocreate an overallhumanist feeling.
Itishard. I think Jim - Iggy Pop’s much better at it than me. [fhe could be

manoeuvred into thatkind of situation he could produce some stunning

“I'm trying to
keep things
simple
without
sloganising”

social observations. 1'd like to covermore of Jim'ssongs, because stillhave

apenchantforexposingtalentsthatIthinkare
validand important.Jim'ssongsare sogood, his
lyricssofine, hereallyisawonderfulAmerican
poet. He's absolutely great!
Soit'sgreattobeable totakeadvantage of
whatlcandoandinclude some of hissongs.

“ChinaGirl” (byPopand Bowie) isanother
trackonthealbum. That’sacommitted piece
ofwriting. Whereas, forinstance, the subject
matterof“Let’sDance” isnebulous. Thereis
anundercurrentofcommitment, butit’s not
quitesostraightforward...
It'saone-to-onething, yes, butthe danger, the
terrifying conclusion, isonlyintimatedinthe »
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piece. Itisnotapparent what exactly thefearis that they're runningfrom.
There's an ominous quality about it, quite definitely. That wasthe dance
songthathasall the trappingsofold disco music, butit’salmostlike the
lastdance.

Thelastdance? Aren’tweindangerof comingback tothe apocalypse?
Weareindeed (laughs). That's whatwe areindangerofdoing,indeed,
yes. Well, interms of writing I've got abackground to shake off which is
veryhardtogetoutof, becauselfindit veryeasyto... (mimesstriking
keyboards) weurgh! Ha ha, I find itvery easy to hit therightchordsand
bringitallabout... whoargh, that'sgreat, that'sreally horrible!Ha ha.
Andit’s difficult for me to sort of saylet’s turnthecornerhere and makeit
gosomewhereelse. It'sanaturalentrapment of my ownthatThavetobe
careful of infuture.

How do you feel aboutyourlegacyofsongsinlight of your present
positiveattitudes? Can youstill singthem?

Oh, quiteeasily, yes. No problem atall. I'vestarted listening toalot of my
oldstuff, goneback tofind outwhat I was writing then and why. [ guess
theykind of stand up in their own placein time. Not many ofthem carry
through; Idon'tthink of themlike “that's agreat old chestnut, sounding
goodyearafteryear”,but they'reallinteresting.

It'sapersonal bias, but with every song I've written lidentify somuch
withthetimeand placeit waswrittenin. It'shard for meto shake offthe
particularyearorparticulartraumal was going through atthe time.

It's much easier for the audience to do that. There's the Duchamp thing
about the point wheretheartist really hasnothingmoretodo with this
work.] canonly see mine interms of, yeah, November 1975, and go,
“Phew"” (mimesshuddering). Haha.

Butfor me tobeabletocarryoninterpretingthem, it’senough that Ifind
them all verystrong pieces of writing.

Doyou ever get theurgeto follow Duchampintosilence?

Frequently, yeah. [toccurred to me over the past coupleofyearsthat
iflwas goingto continue writingithasto be somethinglcandowith
conviction.Ican’tjust playaboutatit, pretend thatI'm enjoyingit, sort
of continuinga career, somethinglike that. If Iwas going to continue,
thenwhy?Well, lwanted to continue, because I wanted to do something
positive withitand that'stheonlywayI'llbe
abletocontinuetoday.

Therecurringstatement through your'70s
interviewswasabout tryingtoshakeoffthat
middle-classballand chain.

I'mlumbered with that problem. ImeanI'll
haveit fortherest of mylife. Haha.

Succumbingtoit?
Ithinkso,yeah.thinkI'veaccepted that
situation. There’s nowaylcan make myself
other than whatlam (Bowie pausesand bursts
outlaughing). Now that’safunnythingformeto
say, isn'tit? (Laughter) What aludicrous thingto
say, David! Butitis somewhereinthere,
yes.Onefacesuptoall thesethings.
I'marmedwithall these things, my
problems with myown background,
myown personal problemsor
whatever. I'm notsodetached from
myselfanymore. I feelintouch (mimes
peacesign, laughing). Hey, I feelin
touch with myself!

Iguessyoucanthinkofeverycliche
inthe book and that's probably how
Ifeel. Thenagain, acliche probably
developslife because it comesfrom
apointoftruth.

Howdo youthinkyour 17-year-old self
would feel ifhe were confronted with
your present 36-year-old self?

My 17-year-old selfwould think,er,
especially regardingthedrifttowhere
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I'm presumably going, thatself would probably think, “Ah, what a waste
ofhow tobe exciting orradical,” orwhatever. [know my 17-year-old self
would think, “Aw, whatawaste, hahaha. It'sgoingtobereallyboring!”
Haha.AndI'dsay, “Youwait tillyou're 36!” Ha ha. Youwon't think it’s
quitesoexcitingjust workingindarkareas, ha ha.

Lastyear Lou Reed said he was quite prepared to writerock’'n’roll

| songs foradults. On Scary Monstersyouseemed to be addressing

the youngstill.

Didit reallyfeellikethat? That'sinteresting. You could probably answer
thatbetteryourself, butl would imagineit seemed like that because the
instrumentation, the actual effects of the instruments and quality of
production... well, they were incorporating all the sounds thatare
radically part of the youth-culture music. The epitome of the new-
wave sound at the time, frombubbling synthesizerstoerraticand
unconventional guitar playing, ithad alithose elements thatareby
definition the young wayof playing music.

Songs like “Because You're Young” and “Teenage Wildlife” reminded
meofthe Hagakure [Samuraiethics] authorJocho’sdangerous advice
for the young: Human life lasts but aninstant. One should spend it
doingwhat one pleases.

Well, that would apply to Oshima as well as Mishima [who popularised
thecodewithhis moderncommentariesin On Hagakure|. Thefunny

| thingwasthatbefore Mishimadied, heand Oshimadid aninterviewon

“I've started
listening to
my old songs.
Not many
carry through”

television, separately, but as representatives of the radical right and left,
respectively. Oshimawas furious withthe thing afterwards, because
theyagreed onjustabout everything! Hesaid hewas completely floored
bythatanditwasoneofthereasons whyhe started to modify his own
politicalideas, because hefelt that kind of polarity just produced the
same end result.

Hewasveryconcerned about that,because hedidn'tlike being the
sameas Mishimaatall! Thereagain, | qualify that by sayingthatthe
Japaneseleftandrightare quite different from Western ideas of leftand
right, where itisestranged leftand estranged right. In Japan both would
have probablyhaverootsin the same source, more than they mighthave
over here. Theyboth say, “Let’s stay Japanese.” And whenyou've got that
you're almost cancelling out everythingelse!

Thenitjustbecomes amatter ofhowyou
doit?

Yeah, they do have that problem, the Japanese.
(Smiles) Oshima, of course, was very much part
ofthatunrestin the '60s...

Oshimais primarily concerned with
exploringJapanese moralityand thewayit
hidesitself, thereal position of it. The etiquette
againstthereallife ofthe Japaneseis very
importanttohim, the closestrepressed
thing they have about them, where there's
aturmoil of emotional conflictgoingon
hidden by this veneer of the perfect style, the
perfectlife, whichissuch afront. Which
suppose, asan Englishman, isthe
perfect thing forme towrite about.
Haha. Actually, his process of
working is more interesting tome
than the subject matter.

There mighthave been pressure
onOshimato moderatehisviews
because hejustcouldn’tworkany
more. There were five yearswhen he
wasalmostcompletely ostracised
from the film communityafter In The
Realm Of The Senses. Theyreally came
downonhimlikeaton of bricks after
thatmovie.

Idunno, this one’sgoingtoupsetthe
applecartagainasfarasjapanis
concerned, so itmightbe another five
yearsbeforehe makes another one!
(Laughs) Buthe will say these things
abouthisown people! Haha.



But you avoid saying thelike about your
ownpeople? That’sinteresting- jumping
fromcultureto culture mightbe
interpreted asanothersetof masks.
Yeah, you know (thoughtfully) 1 suppose
it's [that] Idon't think have enough
experience of England to be able towrite
objectively aboutit, which seems a pretty
poor thing foran English chap to say! But
Ireallydon’t. Notthat [ know more about
anywhereelse, butatleast!'m there. Inthe
other places, becauseI'vebeenjustabout
everywhere else other than England.
Imean, onegetsleft-behind newsor
secondhandreportsfromwhat
newspapersareworthtryingtoglean
anythingfrom, anyway. I pick up most of
my news from the Christian Science
Monitor. That's the only one I canfind that
reallydoesn’thaveabiasonit.
Ithink“ChinaGirl”isthenearest thing,
especiallyin thevideoI'vemade forit
[againinAustralia], welll think the
interpretation of that putsabit of that right.
It'saveryheavysong. I thinkI'vedealtwith
imperialisminthatvideo toacertain extent
(pauses)... hesays.llaha.

Inafour-minute popvideo?
Exactly! “Right, that’sgotimperialism
done..." Haha.

Itdoesstart togetlikethat, but
well, OK, that'salright. I workin
pop songs, and that's whatit will
havetobe...

Whenyoupurged yourselfof the
Victoriaincident [you'll recall
thetime Bowiearrived backin
BritainatVictoriaStationina
Mercedeslimowithatheatrical
flourish of outriders, salutes and
loaded statements), youwere
sayingitwassome people of
Berlin’s farleft thatswayed you.
Howdid theyapproachyouon
theincident?
The most illuminating conversation about that was with a couple of
guyswhoreally took me to task about the things | said about fascismin
1976, and they made me very aware of how much thought one should
putintowhatonedoes and says. Because whatone doeshasalottodo
with whatone says. They weren'tresponsible formaking me finish with
thatwholedrugperiod oranyrhing, but they setme up and caught me
onaverybadday, youknow, haha. (/n a heavy teutonic tone) "Soyou're
stilla Nazi, David?” Oh dear! Crumbs! They gave me areal ticking off
and thatput mestraight, [ think.

Itreally sorted that outin my mind about notbeingquite so flippant or
fragmented or stupid or stoned outof my gourd to let myselfget involved
with thosekinds ofjusthideousreflections.

Theway fascism entwinesitself withaspects of nationalitymakesitvery
difficult toreferback to nationality without appearing nationalistic.
Yes, that'savery hard balancingtrick, it reallyis. At the time thatwhole
thingwas verymuchin theair. Ijust feltithappening, and I wasn’teven
inEngland. In 1976, the time when I was spoutingall that stuff, the
National Frontstillhadn’tbeen publicly acclaimed to any greatextent,
asfaraslIcanremember, because when I cameto England 1 got all these
pamphlets and things (loud laugh) from Mosleyites, askingmeif | was
joiningup! Ohfuck, haha.

Anditwasthat hideousthingwhere, asanartist, youkind of felt that
there’ssomethinginthe air, | can’teven putitanother way, butyoucan
justfeelit, youcanjustsenseasituation oranatmosphereandthatcango
intoyourwriting. My problem s that after I've written something, or

May17,1983:
SeriousMoonlight
warm-upgig, Forest
National,Brussels

when I'vestarted writingsomething, I thentry tointellectualise what
I'm doing. And that's when the problems usually begin. Especially
when youtryandintellectualise when you'vejust done agramof
cocaine, haha, and the offcoming statementis usually something that
onedoesn’twant torefer back toafew yearslater.

Are drugs completelyoutnow?

Oh absolutely! Drugs are no partof mywritingor recording or

anything. It'simpossible toconsider your life worthwhile, or thelife of

those around you worthwhile, if you're just fracturedlike that. Imean,
God knowswhat would have happened to my sonif 1 was continually
stoned over thelast 10 years. I probably wouldn’thave him. He certainly
wouldn't have wanted me. Quite sure about that.

Heseemsquiteasober character, from what you were saying atthe
press conference abouthislovefor maths.

Yeah, buthelikes Madness, though. Loves them. I thought he was guing
tostartliking Flock Of Seagulls, which worried mealot. Haha. Buthe saw
themon televisionon I11 Concert and fortunately decided they weren'tfor
him.Haha.

econdsto go. Panic! David Bowieis modifying his reappraisal

ofhislegacy, rightly claiminghis pastwork can be played as

photojournalist snaps ofthemood and atmosphere of the time they
were written, when hispublicistarrives tobringthe interviewtoaclose.

BOWIE: If you want to conjure up the atmosphereof any particular
period. well, formel can doit quite easily by putting on one of those
albums. Ifyou puton Station to Station it couldn’tbe fromany other
period than whenit was written.

So, Diamond Dogsis still a vision 0f 1984 from 1974, not from one
yearoff?

Exactly, ohyeah.Itdoesn’t carry through. I don’tknow howthe songs
feel on stage, notbeing an audience for my ownwork in thatway. I don't
know if people take them asreflectionsoriftheycanstilltreatthem as
contemporary pieces... ChrisBohn e
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MELODY MAKER

OHOWCOME Soundsget the VIP treatment? mean, an
afternoon out with Motérhead at a sewage plantin
Rickmansworth-luxury. The Maker, howeverhad tobe
satisfied withthe deep-pile corridors of the Nomisrehearsal
complex dahn in Olympia, where the handsome threesome
were supposed to berehearsing for their forthcoming tour.

Rehearsingcan mean manythingstodifferent people. Tothe

markable Lemmy, the originalrenaissance manwith aheartof pure

oise, it meansastiffvodkaalwayswithin easy reach, a heap ofMarshall

acksand apileof 10 pees to shovel down the greedy throat of the Nomis

nkey Kongmachine.

Ourstory beginswith His Lemship preoccupied with thelatter pastime.
“Christ!” said Lemmy, failing once again torescue the digital Fay
rayand watchingthedistressingearthward plunge of the

otagonist, “canyou play thisbloody thing?”

Lemmy entertains you

M 28 MAY

fotiirhead BRONZE

ere’s beensome frantic speculation that
nother Perfect Day would mark a startling

hange indirection for the mighty ones. |

hat with Fast Eddie doinghis runner and
obbo (as his many chums at the Maker

ow him) reaching the climax of his [
| I'mreliablyinformedit’s called a piano.
mperson, | was pretty agog myself. |
Well, youlittle mallet-heads, you canrest ,
syinyourbeds-the goodnews s that ‘

anderlust at the right hand of the great

otérheadare just as violent, vehement,
‘brant and vicious as they ever were. Yes
‘ttens, Motdrhead still make youbleed from
eears, they stillbeat you to the floorand
ve you aquivering wreck, they still take
naxe toyourskullanddon'thangaround
mop up the blood. Life’s not sobad, eh?
The recent, very excellent interview with
eboysinthese pages came up with the
velation that Robbo s classically trained
dusesi3 guitars on this album.He seems to
e playing most of them at the same time too,
hile Lem stomps around, driftingin and out
the actionlike amadrodeorider, launching
imself from onerage to another. The finer
ints of hisinspiredrants are alittle tricky to
ecipher, but the gist is mostly self-evident.
“Marching Off To War”, for example,
rrives amid a volley of machine gun guitars
nd drums, and talks about things like
slaughter”, “hell” and “fighting for the
ation”.l canthink of no better backdrop for
ehorrors of war than Motérhead at fulltilt. |
That, however, is for wimps compared to
e full,blinding fury of “Dancing On Your
rave” and the epic, celebratory “Tales Of
lory”.Climaxing the whole thing, though, ‘
the charmingly titled “Die You Bastard!”,
hich opens with an abrupt belch and swiftly
orchesinto asort of fighting man’s version
Dylan’s “Positively Fourth Street”. Voice
ke a chainsaw, Lem preaches hate and
isgust from what sounds like the back of
naircraft hangar. I've often wondered why
M albums always have the vocalist at the
ack of the mix, but Lemmy’s caseit’s
robably done for reasons of compassion.
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| Champion.

“It’'sadifficultmachine, that,” l assured him, rememberingwith
suppressed mirth the sight of suave John Barton cashing cheques over

Wefollowed.

These tracks are all typical, vintage
Motérhead at their fearsome best without
any evidence of the much-vaunted new
melodic edge. But “Back At The Funny
Farm” does have a smattering of quirkiness
and an extremely odd soundinterrupts
the debilitating progress of “Rock It".

Thesingle, “| Got Mine”, is alsorelatively
tuneful, while “One Track Mind” eases the
pace toamere 9omph. Youcantellby the
way Phil Taylor includes atoken cymbalinhis

| regularroute of the skins that thisis the ballad.

They duly deliver it with their customary
sensitivity, building to climax after climax
until youand presumably they are too
exhausted to take any more. My favourite
track, though,is “Shine”...blistering,
exhilarating, and genuinely exciting. Thisis

| Motérhead at their very finest, playing with

total command and authority, andblazing
away any reservations with the sheer single-
minded belief of it all. f HM was always
performedas consummately as this, then

| I'dbe queueing now for Castle Donington.

Motérhead, of course, transcend HM these
days. If,ashas been claimed, HM is to rock
what country music is to MOR -fanatically
followedinthe provinces, reviledin the big
city-thenLemmyisits Dolly Parton. He's now
fastapproachinglegend, and his exploitsare
now moving his status from grudgingrespect
to outright hero. The People’s Championis
also becoming
Public

Giveitten
yearsand he'll
be Prime
Minister. This
splendidly
buoyant,
exciting,
intimidating
tirade willdo
thatmarchno
harmatall.
Colinirwin

the bar to pay foranother couple of hundred trial runs.

Lemmygave up. “Thisway,” hesaid tersely, motioning the Makerfaction
downthecorridorwithaflick ofhisleoninelocksand abrief glimpse of
teeth eroded byyears of corrosivesound and, well, “hardliving.”

Marillionwere hard at it next door, discernible by aseries ofdull thuds
comingthroughthewall. Motérhead, unwithered by age,had huddled
around apileofflightcasesand unfriendly plastic chairsnearthe door, a
faras possiblefrom the forbidding walls of amplification at the far end of
theroom. They meant work.

Thesedays, of course, Motérhead are Lemmy, the
redoubtable Phil Taylorondrums, andrelatively ne
boy Brian “Robbo” Robertsonon massed guitars.
I'm notsure why, butl always had thisimpressi -
of Robertson as ademented Scotsmanrarely ou

ofearshotofabottle of Scotchand the sort of
chap liabletogreetone of these effete journali
typeswithacrisprighthook followed closely
alow-flyingknee.

Thad the firstbitright, butin fact Robertson
onthisoccasionturned outtobepositively
garrulous, readyand willingtoexpoundonall
manner of strange topics. Thesorry plight of
the South MoluccanswholiveinHolland, for
example, ormemoirsofa Thin Lizzy guitarist (a
hewasthen) tryingtoreachanunderstanding
with thedruggygangsof Amsterdam.

“Igrabbed thisguyby thelapels, right,”
Robbo explainedinswiftScottish, “thenlgave
himaslap round themouth, stuckmyhandin
his pocketand tookallthemoneyhehad. Isaid
‘this ismine, see?’ His mates werejuststandi
there dumbstruck.

“ThenIsaysto thisguywithme-hewasthere
to give me support,right?-Isaid, ‘do somethin
Hewenttohit thisotherguyand thegeezerjust
punchedhimand he hitthe deck.Ithought, ‘Oh
that's fuckinggreat, this guy'ssupposed tobe
protectingmeandhe’s justdeckedit...”

AsRobbogotdeeperinto the saga, Phil Taylo
curled up on thesmall, uncomfortable sofa.
“Ask Philhowhefeels,” Lemmy ordered.

“Howdoyoufeel, Phil?” I asked.

“Full ofgale forcewinds and gases,” said
Taylor, belchingmagnificently. Had the
interviewbegun,Iwondered? Perhaps it
was alreadyover. Better pressonanyhow.

IthoughtI'd better ask Motérhead about the’
new LP Another Perfect Day,due forreleasein
acouple of weeks. It'sthefirstone they've do
with Robertson tackling guitar duties; Eddie
Clarke havingdeemed Lemmy's single with
Wendy O Williamstobethelaststrawand
walking out to form Fastway.

Another Perfect Daymightcomeasasurprise
tosome. It’sdifferent - for Motérhead, anyway.
Whererecords
like Ace Of Spad
or Iron Fist were
abitlike being
struck by one of
thosethingsthe_
usetoknock
downbuildings,
Dayissortof
spacier, kind of
wider-ranging.
Much of thismus
beattributed to
Robertson, aone



MOTORHEAD

manguitararmywho loves nothingbetterthantoholeupinastudioand
pileonlayerafterlayerofguitars.

“Before, our records were like being punched in the teeth,” said Taylor,
probably awakened by the sound ofloud sniffing sounds from the
direction of his fellowmusicians. “Now it's likebeing punchedin the
teethwithan apology afterwards.” He lita Silk Cutand rubbed his
eyes laboriously.

Motdrhead sound than met the ear. “Iwas classically trained

to start with,” hesaid. “Even with thisalbum. Istructuredit as
Iwoulddoiflwasstructuringa string section. That’s why you use all
the different guitars with the different sounds. You might use this
guitarbecause it sounds thinnerand leavesa gap, and it'sdown tolight
andshade -that's the way I like to work.” He says he used 13 guitars
onthealbum, though Lemmy reckonsitwasonly 12.

“Thefirstandlastsongson thealbum arelike the old Motorhead,” said
Lemmywithrelish, “thenin the middleit'sall gone curly. A lot of it's more
orless the sameas we would have done, but the great thingwith Brian
ishecancarryasolooraslightlylongersolo than Eddie could ordid.

“He alsoplays rhythmalotdifferent than Eddie did. Eddiewas agood
rhythmguitarist, buthe couldn’t swap over atamoment’s notice. Like
Brianwilldoacouple of chordsintheriff, thenstickabitofleadin and
comebacktoit.” Philburped sympathetically.

Could this be amore commercial record for Motérhead? Of course,
titleslike “Die You Bastard!” or “Dancing On Your Grave” probably
won't make Peter Powell’s 5.45 slot, but there can be no denying that
there'sasortofterrible majesty about things like “I Got Mine” or
“One TrackMind".

lused to dismiss Motorhead as preposterous subhumans who'd think
themselves lucky if they found sawdust dribbling outof their ears (“hey,
thereissomethinginhereafterall!”).

Thesedays, [haveasortofquaking admiration for their complete
absence ofqualmsanddeterminationto seeitthrough tothelogicallimit
orbeyond. People who livelike this and make this noise mustknow
somethingldon’t.

Lemmy offered his Marlborosround. “Put that thing out,” he said
scornfully, indicating my soggy roll-up. He flame-throwed his cigarette
and pondered. “We'vehad all this bitchingforyears, right, about being
Neanderthal fuckingrock'n’rollers posingaround with bullet belts and
allthis. Now that we've changed ita bitand itis more melodic, let's just
see what theysay now. They'll think of something.”

Soyou expect therecord togetakickingin the

ROBBO ASSURED ME that there was more to constructing the

bands have got the same thingbut withadifferent sort of slant-each
band hastheslantin the way they're written about. I'm sure Marillion

! . . . .
aresick ofbeingcompared to Genesis. I've only seen three articles

about them and everyonetalks about Genesis and the new wave
of psychedelia.”

There's alotoftalk about “rock” beingredundant these days, Isaid, but
Ireckonthere’s nothingwrongwithrock, it's just the rock groups.

“Yeah,” said Lemmy, addingalittle orange juicetoa glass of vodka
purely for cosmetic purposes. “There’sa lot of tales about people getting
bland, but that'srubbish. Thekids don’t say that—when theywrite tothe
papersthey'realways slaggingoff the writers forsaying that. They go out
and haveagood time at the gigs while the writer’s there getting paidforit.
Hegoesin forthefirst number, goes to the bar, maybe staggers out for the
encore and thenwritesabad review.”

Lemmyrosewith difficulty to his feet. “If you'll excuse me fora
moment I'm going forashit.” He picked up abiker magazine and
tucked itunderhisarm.

“Thereistoilet paperinthere, youknow,” Taylor pointed out.

“Butit’snotglossy,isit?” snapped Lemmy.

seemed the time had arrived for the boys to do a little work. Huge

roadieswith beardsand beer guts had begunto wanderinto the
room, fiddling with leads and switching on mixers. Lemmy picked up
abassand plugged itinto the nearest phalanx of Marshalls, then let rip
onaterrible grinding riff.

Obviouslyhewasn’tsatisfied, sincehe soon putdownthebassand
punched hisamplifier with aheavilyringed fist. “Seemto be losing a bit of
topon this,” he said to the nearest crewperson. “Better getit sorted out
before the tour.”

Meanwhile Robbowasmakinginfinitesimal adjustments ofthearray
ofknobsonhisguitar synthesizer. He scratched his copper-dyed hair,
walked over to his quadruple band of amps, turned a couple of knobsand
played aresounding E major.

Lemmysidled up to me, leering. “Silly bastard'schangedallthe
settings,” hesaid. “That’s what you get for working with musicians.”
Hethumpeda couple of violent bass chords. Meanwhile, Taylorread a
magazinebehind hisdrumkit.

Finally they wereready. Robbolashed intotheintro of “Marching Off To
War”,and swiftlystruck the firstof many guitarhero poses, eyes glazed
andhis mouth compressed intoabloodless grin.

AsTaylor's sticks madea tour of his enormouskit, Lemmyadvancedto
anearby microphone, feet planted aggressively

LEMMYWAS GONE forsome time. When he cameback, it

papers, then?

“Oh, probably,” said Lem.

“Weexpect to getakickinganyway-we're
used tothem.

“They'velostalltheirfire’, that’s whatit'll
be now.”

Well, youneverknow, I suggested—-NMEeven
wrote quite asympathetic piece about Twisted
Sisterthis week (they're Lemmy’s mates). “1
thinkthey're finally seeingthesighposts,” he
said. “Imean, the NMEhas becomelikeacross
between The Financial Timesand the Whole
Earth Catalog.1t's all‘Doyou knowwhat they're
doingin Devon? They're poisoningsheepwith

“Bands lose
their sense of
humour once

they get in
the charts”

astridethestand and hishead craningup, like
hewasaboutto takeahugebite out of
somethingwarm-blooded. Inthisabsurdly
low-ceilinged room, it was impossible to hear
anythingexceptavast crushingroar, which
hammered sickeninglyinto yourstomachlike
agiantpiston.

Motérhead had awhole night of thisahead
of them, so wedecidedtocallit quits.
Robertson, seeingusabouttodepart,
hurried over to shake hands, muchmorethe
professional rock celebrity than the other two
willeverbe. To oursurprise, it wasstill daylight
outside. Adam Sweeting ®

chemicals!' I don’twannaread aboutthatina
music paper!

Thebest thingabout us is thatwe'relaughingall the
timeatitall. All thesebands seemtolose their sense of
humouronce theygetabove numberseven in the charts.
They trytosayrelevant things and be cool. I'm not cool.
I'mreally uncool, me.Ireally enjoyit. We'realittle slack,
compared to most people.”

“Lifewould bealot easierifyoudidn'thavetorehearse,”
groaned Taylor, lighting another Silk Cut.

Doyougetsick ofthe Kerrang!approach to Motorhead,
Iqueried -y'know:where theband always get
approachedfrom thesame angle of attack?

“The Kerrang! boyshavealwaysbeenalrighttous,” said
Lemmyloyally. “But [ know whatyou mean, the same
slant. You get bored withit. But what can you do?A lot of

ANOTHER PERFECT
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M Rip Rigs Paniesa

manically executed | %+
arrayofideas -

ALBUMS

Rip Rig + Panic VIRGIN
Let’s get to the point: Attitude is
marvellous - the sound of Rip Rig
+Panic kicking up aruckus with
typically mercurial wit and speed,
yetnever allowing their anarchic
spirit to tip over into the kind of
nagging self-indulgence that
made “/Am So Cold" so
intermittently wearisome.

Whatever their occasional
failings,no matter how deep the
cheek, RipRig standoutasa
living, breathing organism
among the dead sludge of
modern pop, a piercing yell of
idiosyncrasyinawasteland
of anonymous product.

Naturally there are those who
can'tstandto see this happening,
but thank God for that; the
moment Rip Rig fail to mortally
offend across-section of critics
fromthe pop andjazzspheres
alikeis the moment they cease to
carry any weight atall.

Not only do the group not
conform, they don’t conform
loudly, andin this sense there’s
astrong feeling of ‘punk’about
their stance. Rip Rig's ‘attitude’is
thelove of overturningapple-
carts, their refusal to approach
music with the po-faced concern
and premeditated restraint of so
many of their mediocre peers.
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| unusualangle,

Moreprecisely, their
approachisrootedin
the smearing of elements
from differing musical
traditions - most notably pop,
soul and jazz - and doingit with
such pep and energetic style that |
the question of comparison with
the original sources of inspiration
rarely reaches the agenda.
Inaveryreal sense the group
are visionary - they've created
their own musical category that
owes little, if nothing, to the
trends and tendencies going on
around them. Rip Rigare a‘pop
group’ that stalk the popular
music marketplace, yet one
whose personality is boundup
with styles that exist both
outside and within the
mainstream.
On Attitude, as on their debut,
God, it'sthe saline freshness
of their
juxtapositions
that surprises,
the willingness
to examinea
musicalidea
fromawildly

thenmove on
to tackle the
next project
with equally
determined
vigour. We

know there'llbe

explosions,canbe
certain there'llbe
calm, but can never predict

from which directionthe
splinters willbe showeringus, or
tell when they'll stop.

Onemoment, Rip Rig can take
usback to the noise and hellish
excitement of early rock ‘n’roll -
“Beat The Beast" (also the
currentsingle) sounds like wild
animals tearing into the flesh of
“Rock Around The Clock” and
spitting the blood back in our
faces-andthe nextsteaminto
frenzied gallop that couldbe one
of the manicforays fromDon
Cherry’s Brown Rice LP cut up by
Mark Springer’s tempestuously
hammering piano.

All cuts are comparatively
short; the statementsare dense
yet succinct, aseries of taut,

inspired conceptions performed
with affirmative dash, spittle and
verve. There'smuch of the
accessible, colourful discipline of
their singleshere; Neneh Cherry
hasbecome one of the most
important beastsintheir bear-
garden, hervocals providinga
central focus to the bouts of
romping andraging.

On“Do The Tightrope” and
especially “Viva X Dreams” her
voice sounds remarkably close to
Annabella’s, yet the ferocious
musical surrounds - snorting
sax and thundering, relentless
drums - make Bow Wow Wow
seemlame.Gowildinthe
countryindeed!

Other thana couple of weaker
tracks - “Sunken Love” is alittle
pedestrian,and “Rip Open...”
too close to stolid punk-jazz-

| Attitudeis arecordthat begs

exploration, aclosely
worked and manically
executedarray of
ideasthat proves Rip
Rig+Panicnot

only have sublime
musical taste but the
ability to actually do
something withit.
Thoughnot as
immediately appealing
as God - we have
adjusted ourselves
toexpect the




unexpected- it possesses amulti- .

layered makeup that becomes
more and more exciting on each
successive spin. Liberating stuff.
LyndenBarber, MMApr9

David Bowie

| EMIAMERICA

A recent late-night session with
some Bowie-loving friends
yielded some unexpected
conclusions about the Master’s
past. Hunky Dory soundedlike

| aschool poetry magazine
hurriedly convertedinto
makeshift MOR, while it seemed
inconceivable that anybody
could ever have taken the
clumsy soap-operettas of Ziggy
Stardust seriously.

But history has already decided
that these were seminal records,
for whateverreasons. Perhapsit
was simple lack of opposition.
Perhaps it was mass hysteria.
There was no denying that Bowie
looked the business, but when
yougottoo close he was just
| anothercard-sharper who
couldn’tlookyouinthe eye.

Andsoto Let’s Dance, in which
this very clever bad actor enlists
the help of Nile Rodgers (a man
' badlyinneed of some Bowie-
style sleight of hand) to whip up
athick, tactile funk-rock. This
albumis frequently persuasive,
attimes has every appearance of
being threatening and would
make agoodsoundtrack for
| some fairly expensive thrills.
Don'tblame meif you feel badin
the morning -it was agood time
while it lasted, no?

Most of the meatis on the first
side of the record. Giving no even
| breaksto suckers or smart-asses
alike, Bowie fixes thejugular
squarely in his sights with the
{ opening “Modern Love", arowdy
portion of acrid rock-gospel.

It's loaded with percussive
muscle, hung with blowzy brass
and spearheaded by raucous
massed voices.

Suddenly you're swilling
around inthe narcotic undertow
of “China Girl", and even though
it'slittle more than a thunderous
funkoidre-tread of “Moonage
Daydream” (and the song was
pennedin’'77 by Bowie and
Iggy Pop)it'shard to deny the
pained (melo)drama of Bowie's
voice or the rabid catcalls of
Stevie Ray Vaughan's lead
guitar. You'llknow about “Let’s
Dance” itself by now, thenit’s
onward! To the outdoors with
“Without You", aseductive cat’s
cradle of chords, mammoth
drums and a glutinous, terrain-
hugging bassline.

Side Twoismuchless

impressive, despite the Peter
Gabriel-like “Ricochet” withiits
snappy hornarrangement and

| aguitar-overkill reworking of
| “CatPeople”.

| Godwin,Duncan

| inobscurity),and

. master of disguise

“Shake It"is a horrible, flimsy
morsel of synthi-funk, while
“Criminal World" is the album’s
solitary cover version and makes
astrong plea forbulk erasure.
Fortherecord (forthose
of youwho keep one)
it'scredited to Peter

Browne and Sean
Lyons (may they rot

it's difficult to
believe that the
normally sure-footed

couldreallyhave been
drawnto this laughable
minestrone of violence and
sexual ambivalence.
“You've gotavery heavy

| reputation/But no one knows

about your low-life” -youmay be
able to get away with this sort of
thing as scriptwriter for CHiPs,
but not here.

Not that any of Bowie's own
songs tell you anything, but
years of deception have taught
him all about the potential
elegance of sheer vacuousness.
Let's Danceisaworkable
compromise - some inspiring
moments, some cleverly devised
camouflage and all papered over
with a gambler's flair for the
dramatic (empty) gesture.

Like most of David Bowie's
records, this one says absolutely
nothing while recognising
precisely the time, date and
circumstances of its creation. It
saddens me slightly that it took
me so longto appreciate the full
extent of Bowie's unerring,
instinctive duplicity, but that's
why he gets the back page of
Smash Hits and | just get cheek
from JohnBarton.

The gentleman cat-burglar of
pop surfaces still has a useful
trick or twoinhand tokeep the
new generation of artful dodgers
atbay, andhe can hardly
complainif the entire music

| industry has stolen his notion of

changing styles once aweek.
Andfinally, evenif David Bowie

| is only anew paint job with
| aheartof pure

trash,nobody's
been abletocall
his bluff.He
knows only too
wellthat the
only crimeis
being caught.
Adam Sweeting,

MM Apri6

SINGLES
The Police

A&M

Remember The
Police,do you?
Absence makes the heart
grow fondue, or perhaps thisis
how thereasoning goes.
Unfortunately thisis devoid
of those sleights-of-hand that
used to make Miles’ wonder-
boys so hypnotic, andinstead
relies onawell-worn soft-pop
throb and some truly comical

cliches from the almighty Sting.

“Ohcan’t yousee youbelong to
me?" queries the beautifully
proportioned hunk, before
delivering miracles of metre
like “Every smile you fake/
Every claim yousstake.”
Probably bashed out during
abreak inrehearsals for King
Lear. MMMay21

Motirhead
BRONZE

Suicidally reckless and
monumentally un-chic, the
disgustingly loud Motdrhead
come roaring out of the traps
with a mission to cauterize.
Every clicheinthe book, of
course -Robbo’s massed
Marshallthunder, Lemuel’s
last-gasp croak and Philthy's
skull-warping percussion. All
of which adds up to the only
single of the week which has
the bottle to proclaimits
independence and take onall
comers.Beyond good and evil
and eclipsing any tokenist
‘heavy metal’ shrink-wrapping,
these oddly civilised savages
stakeitall onasingle throw
of the dice and achieve an
improbable
nobility.
MMMay21

ws a Fine Doy

Jane

AVAILABLE
FROMOWAIN
BARTON, 514
CHARLES

| acceptable of the two.

1
’
ThePolice:relying
onthatwell-worn
soft-popthrob

BARRY CRESCENT,HULME.
MANCHESTER

I first heard John Peel play this
acouple of weeks ago, and
I was very struck by it because
it's very different from most
records you hear on the radio.
It's not amillion miles from the
Marine Girls and Tracey Thorn,
thoughiin this case you hear
Jane’s voice - “standing naked
inthe wind”, as some Islamic
prophet once said, since she
singsitunaccompanied.
Sandie Shaw, Annie
Nightingale and
Alf from Yazoo
reviewediton
Round Table
and greeted
itwithgreat
cackles
oflaughter.
lwas
disappointed
becausel
thinkit'savery
brave attempt.
It'sone of those
records that could
turninto a totally
unexpected hit if someone like
Mike Read started playingit.
MMMay14

David Bowie
EMIAMERICA
First: “Let’s Dance” was the
summer single of the spring.
Second: “China Girl”isn't.
Third: The original was one
of the less memorabletracks
onlggy Pop's The Idiot.
Fourth: Itis constructedin
such away as toencourage
the worst melodramatic
tendencies of bothsingers.
Bowie sinks into adistressingly
overwrought routine here, and
Ican’t help thinking of Rod
Stewarton Python Lee
Jackson’s “In A Broken Dream”.
Fifth: Conclusion-Iggy Pop's
version was the more

Sixth: But whatdoyoucare
since you've already bought
the Let’s Dance album and
played it to death? MMJung

RICHARD YOUNG / REX
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ITV /REX FEATURES

Theoriginalranterand
enemy of papgroups:
TheFall'sMark E Smith

More compelling than ever

MM APR 2

NEHAND SLAPPED carelessly into
0 hispocket, the faintesttrace of

asneerflickering across his face,
Mark E Smith slouches acrossthe stage inthat
peculiar ganglingfashion of his and gingerly
approaches the microphone.

“Good evening...we're The Fall,” he says
inhollow, unemotional tones. It's the only
time he speaks to the audience during the
entire night.

A blast of double drums, aninsidious
menacingbass-line and Mark howls on - the
original ranter - subjecting his audience to
the relentless yet paradoxically exhilarating
barrage that makes The Fall like noband
onearth.

Isitarrogance? Masochism? Perversity? Or
isthere calculation in the manic rush?Is there
genuine guile behindthe fierce intimidation?
Yes, all of them.

The Fall are the direct antithesis of the
televisiongeneration. Mark clearly despises
society’s obsession with luxury, softness and
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easy-listening; a society that brings you
remote control buttons so youdon’'teven
have to shift in your armchair to organise the
evening entertainment. The musical
reflection of thisis the current deluge of
pap bands who are dominatingthe charts
and getting all the press,
and they're drivingMark
E Smith even furtherinto
his own manic world of
random thoughts and
snatched images.
Tonight The Fall are more
intense, more compelling
thanever. The recent
departure of MarcRiley,
generally reckoned to be Smith'’s chief
lieutenant (if dictators have lieutenants) and
the man who added nuance tomadness,
posed many theoriesand queries about the
band'’s future direction. They haven't
replaced him, they've gone headlongintoa
yet darker,more deranged area that opens at

They’ve gone
headlong into
a darker, more
deranged area

fulltilt and gathers momentum from there on.

Itfigures. Wheneverybody else is getting
drummachines, The Fall opt for two
drummers. Wheneverybody else reckons
that touringis for circuses and R&B bands,
The Fall hitthe road with avengeance. When
everyone knows thatno
band canaffordto makeit
through a gig without
playing at least something
recognisable, The Fall
dispense with old ‘hits’ like
“Elastic Man” and “Hip
Priest” and play almost
entirely new material.

They pullit offbrilliantly.
Afew people walk out of course, like they
always do, but brace yourself, force yourself
into the ruck rightin front of Mark’s nose, and
the pounding percussive battalion and the
hellish unruliness of Mark's wild outpourings
dragyouinand take your head clean off.
Thank God we've got them. ColinIrwin




| unexpected-itpossessesamulti-
layered makeup that becomes
more and more exciting on each
successive spin. Liberating stuff.
LyndenBarber, MM Apr9

David Bowie

EMIAMERICA

Arecent late-night session with

some Bowie-loving friends

| yielded some unexpected

conclusions about the Master’s

past. Hunky Dory sounded like
aschool poetry magazine
hurriedly convertedinto
makeshift MOR, while it seemed
inconceivable that anybody
could ever have taken the
clumsy soap-operettas of Ziggy

Stardust seriously.

But history has already decided
that these were seminal records,
for whateverreasons. Perhapsiit
was simple lack of opposition.
Perhaps it was mass hysteria.
| There was no denying that Bowie
| looked the business, but when

yougot too close he was just

another card-sharper who
couldn’tlookyouinthe eye.

|  Andsotolet's Dance, in which
this very cleverbadactor enlists

| the help of Nile Rodgers (aman

badly inneed of some Bowie-

style sleight of hand) to whip up
athick, tactile funk-rock. This
albumis frequently persuasive,
at times has every appearance of
being threateningand would
make agood soundtrack for
some fairly expensive thrills.

Don't blame me if youfeelbadin

the morning -it wasagoodtime

while it lasted, no?

Most of the meatis onthe first
side of therecord. Givingno even
breaks to suckers or smart-asses
alike, Bowie fixes the jugular
squarely in his sights with the

opening “Modern Love”, arowdy
| portionof acrid rock-gospel.

It'sloaded with percussive

muscle, hung withblowzy brass

and spearheaded by raucous
massed voices.

. Suddenly you're swilling
around in the narcoticundertow
of “China Girl”,and eventhough
it's little more thana thunderous

| funkoidre-tread of “Moonage

Daydream” (and the song was

pennedin’'77 by Bowie and

Iggy Pop)it'shard to deny the

pained (melo)drama of Bowie's

voice or the rabid catcalls of

Stevie Ray Vaughan's lead

guitar. You'll know about “Let's

Dance” itself by now, thenit's

onward! To the outdoors with

“Without You", aseductive cat’s

cradle of chords, mammoth

drums and a glutinous, terrain-
huggingbassline.
Side Twois muchless

impressive, despite the Peter
Gabriel-like “Ricochet” withiits
snappy hornarrangement and

| aguitar-overkill reworking of

| inobscurity),and

“Cat People”.
“Shake It"is ahorrible, flimsy
morsel of synthi-funk, while
“Criminal World" is the album’s
solitary cover version and makes
astrongpleaforbulkerasure.
Fortherecord (forthose
of youwho keep one)
it'scredited to Peter
Godwin, Duncan
Browne and Sean
Lyons (may theyrot

it'sdifficult to

believe that the
normally sure-footed
master of disguise
couldreally have been
drawnto this laughable
minestrone of violence and
sexual ambivalence.

“You've gota very heavy
reputation/But no one knows
about your low-life” - you may be
able to get away with this sort of
thing as scriptwriter for CHiPs,
but not here.

Not that any of Bowie's own
songs tell you anything, but
years of deception have taught
him all about the potential
elegance of sheer vacuousness.
Let's Danceis aworkable
compromise - some inspiring
moments, some cleverly devised
camouflage and all papered over
with agambler’s flair for the

| dramatic (empty) gesture.

Like most of David Bowie's

| records, this one saysabsolutely

nothing while recognising
precisely the time, date and

| circumstances of its creation. It

saddens messlightly that it took
me so long to appreciate the full
extent of Bowie'sunerring,

| instinctive duplicity, but that's

why he gets the back page of
Smash Hits and | just get cheek
from John Barton.

The gentlemancat-burglar of
pop surfaces still has auseful
trick or twoinhand to keep the
new generation of artful dodgers
atbay,and he can hardly
complainif the entire music
industry has stolen his notion of
changingstyles once a week.

Andfinally, evenif David Bowie
is only anew paint job with
aheart of pure
trash, nobody's
been ableto call
his bluff.He
knows only too
well that the
only crimeis
being caught.
Adam Sweeting,
MMAprié

SINGLES
The Police

A&M

Remember The
Police, do you?
Absence makes the heart
grow fondue, or perhaps this is
how thereasoning goes.
Unfortunately thisis devoid
of those sleights-of-hand that
used to make Miles’ wonder-
boys so hypnotic, and instead
relies onawell-worn soft-pop
throb and some truly comical

cliches from the almighty Sting.

“Ohcan’t yousee youbelong to
me?” queries the beautifully
proportioned hunk, before
delivering miracles of metre
like “Every smile you fake/
Every claimyoustake.”
Probably bashed out during
abreakinrehearsals for King
Lear.MMMay 21

Motdrhead

BRONZE

Suicidally reckless and
monumentally un-chic, the
disgustingly loud Motérhead
come roaring out of the traps
with amission to cauterize.
Everyclicheinthe book, of
course - Robbo’s massed
Marshallthunder, Lemuel's
last-gasp croak and Philthy's
skull-warping percussion. All
of which addsupto the only
single of the week which has
thebottle to proclaimits
independence and take on all
comers. Beyond good and evil
and eclipsing any tokenist
‘heavy metal’ shrink-wrapping,
these oddly civilised savages
stakeitall onasingle throw
of the dice and achieve an
improbable
nobility.
MMMay 21
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ThePolice:relying
onthatwell-worn
soft-pop throb

BARRY CRESCENT, HULME,
MANCHESTER

| first heard John Peel play this
acouple of weeks ago,and
Iwas very struck by it because
it's very different from most
records you hear onthe radio.
It's not amillion miles from the
Marine Girls and Tracey Thorn,
though in this case you hear
Jane’s voice - “standing naked
inthe wind", assome Islamic
prophet once said, since she
sings it unaccompanied.
Sandie Shaw, Annie
Nightingale and
Alf from Yazoo
reviewediton
Round Table
and greeted
itwithgreat
cackles
of laughter.
lwas
disappointed
becausel
thinkit'savery
brave attempt.
It'sone of those
records that could
turninto a totally
unexpected hitif someone like
Mike Read started playingiit.
MMMay14

David Bowie

EMIAMERICA

First: “Let's Dance"” was the
summer single of the spring.

Second: “China Girl"isn’t.

Third: The original was one
of the less memorable tracks
onlggy Pop's The Idiot.

Fourth:ltis constructedin
such a way as to encourage
the worst melodramatic
tendencies of both singers.
Bowie sinks into a distressingly
overwrought routine here, and
I can't help thinking of Rod
Stewart on Python Lee
Jackson's “In A Broken Dream”.

Fifth: Conclusion-iggy Pop’s
versionwas the more
acceptable of the two.

Sixth: But whatdo you care
since you've already bought
the Let's Dance album and
playeditto death? MMJung
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“Iwouldn't
shy from
political
sippiingnne VV O1 dS

within
aninch of Top Of The
Pops. In its place, he MELODY MAKER

holds benignly forth on TRANGE THINGS HAPPEN, and one'sjust happened

to Robert Wyatt. He'd been living in Spain for the

eve"ything from wol‘ld last six months, wellaway from the vertiginous

roundabout of British music, British chartsand

politics to pottery and British fashion, when, unknown to him, BogghTrade

re-released his hauntingsingle “Shipbuilding”.

Paul we“er. “Why Next thingyou know, the record had begun to scale the singles

chartsatahealthy enoughrate for Wyatt to be whisked back to

a EUNViSion song England toready himselffor a possible appearance on Top Of

The Pops. The single rose to 35 onthe BBC's chartlast week,
contest?“ he aSks_ butwith TOTPbeingshortened in favour of football, Wyatt’s
services were not required. So nowhe’s stayingover here to
see whathappens thisweek.

“Shipbuilding” would bean unlikely enough candidate for
pop payability atanytime, featuringasitdoesElvis Costello’s
mordantslant on the Falklandscataclysm, lit by the sortof
luminousironies few other writersare capable of. Add Clive
Langer's sweet-and-sour melodyand Wyatt's tragically crucified
vocal, and you're probably as close asyou'lleverget to the

subversiveness “pop”
musicis supposedly

capableof.
Wemeetathisflatin
Twickenham. Wyatt
isfriendlyand quite
cheerful, butlfeel »

JON BLACKMORE



Ithought,'Hmmm,
P cwuldyoudoapop
song?'":Robert Wyatt
¥ tfrote “Diving”badge)
photographedathome
in Twickenham,South-
WestLondon,May 1983 ¥
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oppressed by the desperation thatall histhinkingand readingand
listening seem tohaveled him to discover. Most people have toolittle
time. [suspect Wyatt would gladly give them some of his.

Anyway, here are some edited highlights.

Shipbuilding

“Clive Langerand Elvis Costellohad asked me to do the song, and itwas
sortoftailor-made for me really. My only worry was whether! could do
itastheyhoped. Thatwas really thebeginningand the end of myworry.
I'm notgoing to gooutand buyathousand copies oranythinglikethat.

“Iwasreallypleased and amazed when Elvis offered me thesong -
Iwasreallysurprised, becausethelast thingl saw of himwas the TV
programme abouthimin Nashville, whichwasverybrave ofhim,
chuckinghimselfinat the deep end there. What
amazesmeishiseclecticrange ofinterests,
because although my ownis eclectic, it's very
bitty. Whereas talkingto Elvis,heseems to have
anencyclopaedicinterestin pop musicitself. 1
wassurprised heknewenough about metoask
metodothe song.

“Inthis particular case, Clive Langer wrote
thetune and thought thiswas the sort of thing
Robert Wyatt could do, and Elvis put some
wordson. Theycertainlyrealised | wouldn'tshy
away from singing political words. I find that
things thathappenlike this out ofthe blue work
better than me tryinglaboriously to construct
projects on myown, veryoften. Sothere’s no
particularincentivefor me to construct things
of myown. I putmostof my energyinto the sortof passive pursuitof
following thethings 'minterested in, culturallyand musically,and I'm
neversurewhat's going to comeout of them.

“Alotofveryinteresting things thathave happened to me. I'vefound
absolutely no way of expressing them or dealing with them at all, whichis
veryfrustrating. Alotof the thingsthathappen toyoujustdon’ttranslate
intosongs, and I'mnotreallycutoutto beajournalistasfaraslcansee.
I've doneabitof writing occasionally, but nobody ever seems to pay you
forit, so lknocked that onthehead. The only people who pay youseemto
bethe ones on thevergeof going bust.”

Entertaining

“Idon't believe in thisideathat music’s ‘just entertainment’ —asif
there wasanysuchthingas ‘justentertainment’. I think people who
are apparently just singing somethingthat’s totally self-indulgentor
apparently meaninglessare making a very serious statement, and
thatseriousstatementis: ‘I exist; Iwantyoualltolike me.' That's a very
urgent message.

“Ifsomebody tries to dress nicely, that's what they're saying, and forall
youknow their survival, psychologically, dependsuponasympathetic
response to that. Soit'sterribly serious. I think everything that people
doisserious, whether it'sdancingto attractsomebody theylike orjust
tohave agoodtime,and I getveryimpatient with people who say you
shouldn’ttryto be seriousinescapist culture. It’sall pretty desperate
ifyoulookatit.

“Ithink of flowers. People say, ‘Oh, alovelyrelaxed flower garden there’
—infactit's not. Ifyou think about whataflower'sdoing, he's saying, ‘If
abeedoesn’tnotice me withinabout 24 hoursI'mnotgonnabe able to
carryon. EverythingdependsonabeethinkingI'mareally sexy flower
and gettinghold of my stamens, orwhateveritis theydo.”

Paul Weller

“Heknows more thanldid athisage. Fortherecord, 'm38.I'mveryslow;
it'staken mealongtime to seethings thewayl do now.Isawaninterview
with Paul Wellerand he was talking about the people he was conscious
of who werearound. Not that they’ve been through more, but you sort
of benefitfrom previous generations’ experience. He'swatched The Who
andhe'sseen thisand that,and he's capableofavoiding the pitfalls that
someofus older people may havefalleninto. It'squiteinspiringreally.
“But on the otherhand, I'm very consciousthat there isan unspoken
ideology, whichis much stronger than conscious politicsinrock'n’roll,
andthat’sage. There is an assumption therethat the youngstandingon
theshouldersoftheoldisinfactalawinrock’n’roll, and itfits everything,
itfits the marketingofit... so I'mvery conscious thatyounger musicians
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“We're all
saying, “T'his
is what I do,

my act, I hope
~youli hke it

wouldbe uncomfortable that older ones would ike them, ‘coseach
generationseemstoncedtofeel it's got asort of wutonomous culture.

“There’salwaysgoingto beagap, because thestuffIwasinterestedin
when I was a teenager wasstuffthat was going« nbefore those people
wereborn, really. lwouldn'thave missed it fort 1e world. And thestuff
yougetinto asateenagerstayswith youlonger- hananything, [ think.
Solrespect peoplelike Weller, butit's fromquite adistance, because
I'mjust notinthat world.

“But there are times whenyou think, ‘Christ I'vegotthis voice, I've
got this constituency ifyoulike, an informal ¢ anstituencyof what I do,
Imust feel responsible.’ I thinkit's perfectly re asonable that Paul Weller
should think, ‘I've got aresponsibility here, tt erefore thave achoice
between whether I say somethinguseful orw 1ether Isay something
useless’, so hegives!.imselfthe responsibility
of sayingsomething useful. He's notclaiming
to have any power, h2'sjust saying,'If thave,
anditseemsasthouzhImayhave some,I'd
betteruseitaswelleslcan.' That'sfairenough.
Because we don't re 1lly know what influence
wehave, ithasn'tbe 2n worked out.”

Motivation

“Isuppose whatset neoffis whatkeeps me
going, and whatset ne off wasnot politicsor
popmusic, butbeingbroughtupasateenager to
deal with peoplewt ocalled themselves avant-
gardeatthattime,i1paintingand musicandso
on.Somethingvery strangehappenstoavant-
garde, whichis that themoment you've saidit or

220

‘ doneitit’snotavant—gardeanymore.Andif,t)rexample,youcallyourself
| aperformanceartistyou'regivingthe game:way, and you're nolongera

performanceartist. The person to watchforis somebody who's notsaying
who theyare-things aren’tjust what they're called.

“I'd have toqualify thatby saying thatI'mv >ryrarelyhappywith the
results. That's because think beingbrough up notjustwiththeavant-
gardeingeneral butwith theideas ofthe Daclaerain particular, therewas
thisideathat manifested itselfover and over againinrock music, that
there was no pointin doinganything propeily, because when you sketch
outanideait’stheideathat'sinteresting, so'’oudon'thangaboutandfill
itallinanddotall the‘i's.I'm not saying I shc uld have tidied all my songs
up, butthefactis thereisn't muchI've donethat’squitefinishedin the
sensethatsome people’sworkisfinished.”

Pop

“Thereasonldid some sort of conventional pop songs was partly tomove
outsidethe consensus of peoplel was working with at that time, which
would have said that pop musicisa dullanc dead-end medium. And
Ithought,‘Hmmm, couldyoudoapop sony?’ Sol thought, ‘Well, let’s
have alookatasuccessful pop song, see how it works.’

“Ifyoutalk to people who dealinlong and really developed music,
they’ll say thatone of thereasons that popis bound to beaminor form
isthatyoucan'tdo muchintwoorthreeminutes. lfound aninteresting
thing, thatifyou'retryingto writeagoodtu neit'sveryhard to makeitlast
longer thanone minute, andin fact three niinutesisan incrediblylong
time. Almostwithout exceptionit's quite lc ngenough.

“Bythe time three minutesisup you've heard each ideain the record
probablyatleast three times, and farfromr beingrestricted, Ifound
itjustasintimidatingto try to create threcinteresting minutesas
anythinglonger.

“Ididn’ttryand write one myself, lwasjustinterestedin taking
apartafew good or successful pop songs {romtheinsideand then
reassembling themin thelight of whatI could do, just to see what made
them work.And I ended up with what I suspected  would have, which
is alotof respect for the craft. People say, Well, it'ssolimited’, butsois
makingpots. Making pottery is not making Rodin's sculpture, you're
looking for the wrongthing, but thereis a difference between good
potteryand crummy pottery.”

Africa

“All this century, Africa hasbeen supplyingour culturewithits
revitalisingjuices.1 don'tthink musicians should feel guilty aboutit;
Ithink musicians arerelativelyinnocentand soaretheiraudiences,
they're justlookingfor adifferent stimulus.



“Withinthiscentury, Picasso’s revolutionising of the world of painting
canbeattributedin parttohis discovery of African sculptureand wood-
carving. He's celebrated as this innovative genius, whilesculptorsin
Mozambique and Tanzaniaarestill struggling away to sell theirwork to
tourists. Picasso might have wanted to transferthe status of the world
he'dinherited, of Europe, onto the Africans who'd inspired him, but
artistsdon’thave that much power.

“Ithinkwhat’ssad forartists... ifweliveinacountrywhich hasgotrich
by crippling the potential of some other country, then even though
weourselves are personallyinnocentof this economic, politicaland
militaryfact, we can’thelp but participatein anunfairsituation whenwe
continue touseothers. InEngland, westill inheritasituation wherewe
cangetmore outof other people than theycangetoutofus. Idon’texpect
anybodyelse to take thatonif theydon’t want to, but personally it worries
meto the pointof not really being sure thatanythingl doisreallyanyuse
toanybodywhatsoever.

“But thenIfall back on myold standby of saying, ‘Well, Inevertried todo
anygood anyway, I'mjustanavant-gardeartist.' Because afterall, we're
allselfishfirst—-we'reallsaying, ‘Thisiswhat1do, thisis my act; 1hope you
likeit,becauseifyoudon’t'm done for. That’swhat we'reall doingand
I'm no differentfromanybodyelsein that,I'm notany morealtruistic.”

The Eurovision Song Gontest

“Whenitcomesdown toit,I'm more interested in politicsunder
particularsituations. 1 don’t actuallystartoffand end up withsome sort
of overview. Sometimes you get the politics in avery specific situation,
like the Eurovision Song Contest. Where you really think aboutitiswhere
nobody’s overtly talking about politics atall. 1think Eurovisionis just
bristling with politicalimplications, on all kinds oflayers.

“First ofall, whyaEurovision Song Contest?It'sslightly broader than
thatridiculously tinyand unrepresentative group of countries called the
EEC, which excludes Austria, Scandinavia, Spain, Portugaland allthe
countries further east, but not much. Then why is there this tradition that
everybodysendsrubbish thatnobodyintheirown countryoforigin
knowsanythingabout? Who arethe selection committee? Who are
thejuries? What's goingon there?

“ThereasonImention the Eurovision Song Contest is that Spaindid
somethingthisyearthatasfaraslknownobody's ever done before - they
sentagreatsingerwithagreatsong. Theysentagirl called Remedios
Amayasinging‘Quien Maneja MiBarca’. Poorold naive Spain, trying
desperatelytoimpress the Europeansand trying desperately to getinto
the EEC, send agood singer and good song-abit of electronic skabacking
and her gypsy vocals, and we're away. And of courseit got no points
atall, none whatsoever. Veryunusual thing to happen.

“There’saverytouching naivety inSpainand theyreally were
hurt, theystarted blaming themselves, and you wouldn’tbelieve
the debates that wenton in the press about
‘we shouldn'thave sent agypsy, all Spaniards
aren’t gypsies’, or 'she was barefoot, she
should have worn good shoes’ - oh, awful
stuff. They were blaming themselves instead
ofsaying, ‘Whatacloth-eared bunch of
gherkinswe’ve gothere.’

“But therewereall kinds of other things going
onthere. Countries gave spectacularlybad
markingtothe countries where their
immigrantworkers come from. This may
be coincidental, butit'samazing that West
Germany, who presumably30yearsago, had
theopportunityarisen, would perhaps have
given Israel no pointsatall, would nowgive
Turkey, Spainand anywhere withgypsiesinit
no points atall-because the currentxenophobiain
West Germany is about Spanishand Turkish
immigrant workers.

“Thenyou think, ‘Well, maybe the Israeliswill
appreciate thissong, becauseit’s partofthe
southern Mediterranean tradition that Remedios
Amayais comingfrom’-youcouldrecognise
Middle Easternfolk influencesin what she does.
But nothingfromIsrael, becauseIsraelistrying
tobe more northern European than thenorthern
Europeans. Theydon'twant to knowabout

“I'm not really
sure anything
I doisreally
any use to
anybody”

ROBERT WYATT

anythingthatsoundslikegypsies, asfaraslcansee.
“And then Yugoslavia got nothingfrom Austria, and Yugoslavia is where
Austria'sguest workers come from. Not thatit'sall political, it'sjust that

| that'sanelementinitthat’stotallyignored, becauseit’sjust ‘fun, fun,

fun’. Andaslsay,it'snotfun, fun, fun, it'sRemedios Amayacryingon
behalfof Spain for help. There's no such thingaslightentertainment,
it's allmuch more desperate.”

Killing people for an ideology

“l don’tthinkkilling's the worst thing you can do to people. The usual
slogan of liberation movements goes somethinglike ‘Betterto die on your
feetthantoliveonyourknees’, andreallywhatldois... Iwill support
certain people who havecome to that conclusionifI've read their history

i andlagreewiththemthat theyhave noalternative.

“The second question is whether that's necessarily effective-it’sa
moot point. Means become ends in politics, and that's always a danger.
Butreallywhat'ssounfairabout theimage given to variousliberation
movements]lsympathisewithis thatviolence wasn'ttalked about
until theyreacted to it—then they're called the violentones. It's
extraordinary theamountof perhaps hopeless, perhaps hopeful
violence our Empirehascausedas areaction, and it seems to me that
basicallywe mustlook for the cause of thatin what we were doing there
inthefirst place.

“To take some very obvious examples, if you remember that according
tosomeNamibianliberation fighters, when the English took over the
concentration camps from the Germans they got worse, thenyou begin
tosee what we'reup against. 1 don’t thinkanybodywould seriously say
that the French Resistance werewrongto keep up the armed sabotage
against the Nazioccupation of France. In fact the people who get
despised tend tobe the collaborators, people who said, ‘Well, let’stry
and make itwork undera Vichy government.’ And I think certainly
that peoplelivingin Namibia and El Salvador find themselves
inthatposition.”

The Bible or Marx?

“Most of us, whether we admit it or not, are probably brought up with the
New Testamentdrummed into us at one stage or another. There'salot
of very clear moral advice in that, which I find very few defenders of
Christianity takingany notice of,and oneof those pieces of advice is
taking the mote out of yourown eye. And I think that ourresponsibility
istowardsthe casualtiesand deficiencies caused byhowwe ourselves

| operate, howourcountries operate.

“To me, what seem to be the most unreasonable and totallyunpalatable
aspects of theso-called Socialist alternative that exist, the worst thing
aboutthemiswhentheytrytoimitate Western imperialism-technically,

. when theyimitate the British Empire’s global sort of spiderweb, or

ideologically when youget peopleusing
Marxismasasortofglobalidea... The
precedent for thatis Christianity-the Pope
douesexactlythe sameaboutwhathebelieves.
ThePopeisvery compassionateaboutall the
Indians beingslaughteredin South Americaat
themoment, butthefactisthattheideas that
herepresentsareideologically totalitarian.
“It'sthe Mediterranean religions of Islam,
Judaismand Christianitywhich first suggested
thisabsolutely terrifyingly revolutionaryidea of
asingle mono-God thatwastotaliyrunningthe
whole show, towhom we must allbeservile.
That’s totalitarianism, thatis. Ithink that
havingset these precedents, the Bibleinone
hand and theswordinthe other,and becoming
sosuccessfulatit, it’sincrediblyhypocritical the
way we sortof wagourfingersatpeoplewho, in
tryingtobesuccessful, useelements of these
approachestoget theirplacein thesun. Ifwereally
thinkthose ideasarebad, then we must debunk
themhere, because then we won'tinspire other
people toemulateus.”

Parting shot
“Somebodyoncesaid tome that I'm very easyto
talk to, butveryhard tointerview.” Adam Sweeting ®
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Theofiginalranter and
of pap groups:

More compelling than ever

MM APR 2

NEHAND SLAPPED carelesslyinto
O his pocket, the faintest trace of

asneer flickering across his face,
Mark E Smith slouches across the stagein that
peculiar gangling fashion of his and gingerly
approaches the microphone.

“Good evening...we're The Fall,” he says
in hollow, unemotional tones. It's the only
time he speaks to the audience during the
entirenight.

A blast of double drums, aninsidious
menacing bass-line and Mark howlson - the
original ranter - subjecting his audience to
therelentless yet paradoxically exhilarating
barrage that makes The Fall like no band
on earth.

Isit arrogance? Masochism? Perversity? Or
is there calculation in the manic rush? Isthere
genuine guile behind the fierce intimidation?
Yes, all of them.

TheFall are the direct antithesis of the
television generation.Mark clearly despises
society’s obsession with luxury, softness and
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easy-listening; asociety that bringsyou
remote control buttons soyoudon'teven
have to shift in your armchair to organise the
evening entertainment. The musical
reflection of thisis the current deluge of
pap bands who are dominatingthe charts
and getting all the press,
and they're driving Mark
E Smith even furtherinto
his own manic world of
random thoughts and
snatchedimages.

Tonight The Fall are more
intense, more compelling
thanever. The recent
departure of Marc Riley,
generally reckoned to be Smith’s chief
lieutenant (if dictators have lieutenants) and
the man who added nuance to madness,
posed many theories and queries about the
band's future direction. They haven't
replaced him, they've gone headlongintoa
yet darker,more deranged area that opens at

They’ve gone
headlong into
a darker, more
deranged area

fulltilt and gathers momentum from there on.

ltfigures. When everybodyelseis getting
drum machines, The Fall opt for two
drummers. When everybody else reckons
thattouringisfor circuses and R&B bands,
The Fall hit the road witha vengeance. When
everyone knows that no
band can afford to make it
through agig without
playing at least something
recognisable, The Fall
dispense with oldhits’ like
“ElasticMan" and “Hip
Priest” and play almost
entirely new material.

They pull it off brilliantly.
Afew people walk out of course, like they
alwaysdo, but brace yourself, force yourself
into the ruckright in front of Mark’s nose, and
the pounding percussive battalion and the
hellish unruliness of Mark’s wild outpourings
dragyouin and take your head clean off.
Thank God we've got them. ColinIrwin




opeed, volume
and excess

- MM MAY 21

Rasta-punk band Bad Brainsif you
happened to belisteningto their set
| through the toilet window, but watch as
| wellanditall fallsinto place.
Thisisanaudio-visual
showthatdepends
onoutrageous

Y OU WOULDN'TMAKE much sense of

BRIXTON ACE speed, volume
— LONDON —— and excess.
Andwhile
LI ‘ ’ EY your head’s
] spinningwith
MAY 12 the sheer
intensityofthe

sound, youwatch
the figureswhirling
round the stagelike
speedballs and yourealise Bad Brains
aren’tplayingthesesongsassongsatall.
They're exorcising themselves of every
emotion, everyounce of energy, every
laststrengthintheirbodies. Their
concentration, commitment,
obsessiveness, is total.
Andthen, justwhenyouthinkthat
| thesinger, arealstar, islikelyto work
himselfintoafit, oralternatively
passoutwiththeeffort, the
visiblestrainofhis movement,
thebandwillslowright down
foratouch of reggae, flute
windingcarefullyroundthe
rhythmsaswe catchbreathin
time for the nextonslaught.
Asanexperience, if nothing
else, Bad Brains were excellent,
leaving UK Subs with apretty
tough jobon theirhands.
| Thiswasnottobethe
| Subs’greatest night. Sound
problems robbed them of
their customaryrumbustious
vigour, although more
importantly, thenewlineup
hasyettocarveoutanidentity
ofitsown.
It'sokaygoingbackintime
| tofavourites “Emotional
Blackmail”, “Warhead” and
“CID".Everybodylovesto
hearthose.AndIsupposean
| UrbanDogsnumberhere
andthereisacceptableif not
advisable. Butwhat's needed
nowisalotmorenew
material, astatement of
intentandasenseofpurpose
sothatwecan expect
somethingmoreinthe
futurethanacollection
of greatest hits. CarolClerk

A hopeful vision of the future

MM MAY 21

T'S COMPLETELY APPROPRIATE that Rush
| have secured film of the American Space
Shuttle programme as the centrepiece of
their massive 1983 stage show. Rush are
aband who gloryin high technology-they

effective wayofclosing ashowitwasn't

{ exactlywhatyouwould callanupper.

ButnowRush’svision of the futureis
ahopefulone, asillustrated bythevideoclip
ofthe Shuttle. Man, they appeared to be saying,

useitonstageandthey . . doeshaveafutureand
celebrateitin theirsongs hecanusetechnologyto
-andastheSpace Shuttle R llSh pI‘OVEd th ey his advantage.
Columbia shuddered Asaresultofthisnew

skyward onthe giant video
screen behind theband, the
music of “Countdown”
echoed its epic voyageand
sent the 8,000 worshippers
into asimilar orbit.

It'saround 18 months since
Rushwerelasthereand
duringthattime they'veentirely restructured
theirset, ditchingmostoftheirold stuffand
concentratingmainly on material from
Hemispheresonwards.

The change in choice of material reinforces
whatstrikesmeasarethinkintheband’s
philosophy. Until this two-hour show
onSaturdayithadn’treally
occurred tome justhow doom-
laden theirmessage usedto be.
I'veformerly emerged from the
concerthallwiththe taped
voicesofthe priests of The
Temple Of Syrinxechoingin my
headandwhileitwasan

have the ability to
move with the

times and not get
stuck i ina rut

feeling, evenold classics
“Xanadu” and “Closer
ToTheHeart” takeon
afresh newmeaning.
Theonlyoddoneoutin
thesetis “The Trees”,
whose anti-socialist
naturestilljarsalittle.

“The AnalogueKid” showed guitarist
AlexLifeson athis finest, demonstrating his
enormousrange of skill, versatility and control.
Geddy Lee’s vocals, particularlyon “Xanadu”,
showed new depth and maturity, while
Neil Peartisshowinggreatrestraintas
apercussionistintheband.

Quite simply, Thaven't enjoyed
ashowasmuch foryears—Rush
provedtheyhave the abilityto
move and tomovegracefully
withthetimesand not get
stuckinanykind of musicalrut.
Amagnificent performance.
Brian Harrigan

Versalityand
depth: Alex
Lifesonand
GeddylLee

LIVE
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MM JAN-JUN

- Left? It's not right

Leaving musicaside foramoment
(let'shave more Tracey Thorn!),
Iwonder whetheryou'reinterested
inthefactthatlfind yourleft-wing
biasutterlyboring, too. Youknow

| thatoldadage ‘If you're not socialist

bythetimeyou're20you'vegot no
heartandifyou’re not Conservative
bythetimeyou're30 thenyou've got
nohead’?Itisn’t true. The majority
ofmyfriends,includingthoseon
my Politicsand Government
degree courseat Polytechnic, are
notLaboursupportersand many
are Conservative -notbecause
we'reblind, selfish, bigotedor
stupid,simplybecause we've
arrivedat certainpolitical
viewpointsthroughthought,
experienceand instinct.

Whyisit thatnearlyall the NME
journalists whoeverexpress
apolitical preference takea
unilateralistandsocialiststance,
whileany nationwide surveyof
‘youngpeople’ wouldindicate
awiderangeofviews? [don’tmind
reading things which Idisagree
with(Ibuythe Guardianand The
Sun) butl much prefertoread
aspread of opinion, and I'm sure
most people do, too.

Ifyou'regoingtoinclude party
politicsamongyour (excellent)
music coverageyou've got tohave
some spread of opinion, otherwise
youlose credibility.

Your coverage of themusicscene
catersforarangeofintelligentand
interestingtastes, justas the music
industryasawholedoes. The
political contentof NMEis
concentratedinoneareaofthe
political spectrum, andit’sboring.
JEREMYHYE,LondonE9
Boring? Adoctorwrites: “Youare
suffering from terminalexposureto
PartlySatirical Broadcasts from the
CONservative Party.”

Must have been on drugs..
Forthose of youwhotried toread
my London Drugs Report (in NME)
lastweekand wound up witha
headache, don'tblameyourself-or
me.Thelast third ofthe piece
(starting“City Roadistheonly...”,
andending “... Alotofthemare
goingto need someserioushelp”)
gottransportedintothe middle
and madegarbage of the totality.
Isupposelshould comeupwith
aquip about “someone musthave
beenon drugs orsomething”-but
I'mnotinthe mood.

ANDREW TYLER, London

War and peace

Thavebeen enjoined byvarious
fecklessboobiestodispatchan
epistletoyourorgancontaining
remarksofaderisory nature
concerninga collective of
Hibernianupstartswhocall
themselves U2. Ever since the sad
defection of MontySmithto the
TVTimesyourorganhasbeen
unabletounearthacinemawriter
ofsimilarilk. Were Monty stillin
theland ofthelivinghe would have
pointed out that “New Year’s Day”
bearsmorethanafaint
resemblance to the theme music
Carpenterwrote for Assault On
Precinct 13.Asitis thatshower of
1977 reprobates have escaped
unscathed from thesortof
criticism that The Jamreceived
whentheyreleased “Start”.Thope
thiswillredress thebalance.
WALLY TOMPKINS, Edinburgh
(NMEMarchs)
Ican'timagine Monty botheringto
listen to U2 in the first place. But
worrynotfeckless boobies, consider
thebalanceredressed.

Havingjustlistened to U2's War for
thefirsttimel turnedto RadioOne
forsomelightrelief. On tuningin
Iwasconvinced thatIwashearing
the polished tones of Dollar’s
“Mirror Mirror”. However, further
listeningrevealedittobenone
otherthanOMD's “Genetic
Engineering”.

Isthisimportant?
TREVOR, York (NME Mar12)

Go Respond-ents course
PaulWellerand Respond Records
askyoutotryTracieand decide.
Half the nation’syoungstylists
convergeon Basildon. Tracie's
motheris horror-stricken. Tracie
isambivalent:shewelcomes
theexperience and attention,
butwonders whethershe has
thestamina.

MARCUS CRASH, Stockwell
(NME Apr16)

Readers’ letters

Ilike TheJam, Paul Weller and, yes,
even The Style Council's single.
Butifyouprintone moreletter
from either mod-bashing New
Barnet hipsters, orevenoutraged
anddefensive members of the New
Breed, thenT'll...I'llstamponmy
PaulWellerdoll (with accessories).
Sothere.

LOVE, TRACIE

Isthis theend of a beautiful
friendship? And what'sthisabout
‘New Barnet hipsters'? Theonly New
Barnetan weknowis John Connolly,
and he's moregluteus maximus
than hip. (NME Apr16)

Earboxing

To the matey whowasslagging off
JoBoxers. Foronceweareonthe
side of Adrian Thrills. Wetoo
believe that the “Boxer Boys”
deserve to makeit big. Ifyou have
everseen themlive, youwould
realise that thereis nofucking
pose about them, their clothes or
theirmusic. Can't people foronce
stop beingcynicaland recognisea
goodthingwhenithappens? The
JoBoxersare friggin’ A!

Max, Jax, Ver and Ger, Reading
(NMEMar12)

Hirting with disaster

How cometherehhasalways been
someone oranotherfrom NME
accusingcertain Factory groups of
“flirting withfascism” whenno
onehasevencommentedonthe
coverof The Birthday Party’s “The
BadSeed” EP,whichisdesigned
around a bloudyswastika?
M.S.STODDART, Liverpool
{NMEMarch12)

Okay, the sleeve sucks. Satisfied?

China churls
NMEEXCLUSIVE!Popstarin
naked sexromp. Outrageous pop
star David Bowie hasfilmed a
videowhichrecreates the lurid sex
scene from the film From Here To
Eternity. Nextweek: NMEBINGO.
R.SHELDON(NME Jun 4)
Wrongagain-BINGOison page 69
as we'vetoldyou before.

JustthoughtI'ddropyoualineto
tell youthatcontraryto
expectationsI'mallinfavourof
David Bowiehavingitoffonthe
beach!Ifhegetsreally
adventurous he’lldrown himselif!
CHIPHAMER, Herne Bay, Kent
Justthekind of sensationalist trivia
weneed. Feelfree to write again.
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YWHO'S THES GIRL”

JULY -

THE STYLE GOUNCIL,
CURTIS MAYFIELD,
NEW ORDER AND MORE

“There was
no discussion”

NME SEP 10

ICKJONES HAS been sacked from The Clash.
M Inatersestatement released by The Clash

officelast week, the remaining members of
theband claimed: “Joe Strummer and Paul
Simonon have decided that Mick Jones should
leave the group. Itisfelt thatJones hasdrifted
apartfromthe original idea of The Clash. In the
future, it will allow Joe and Paul to get on with the
jobThe Clash setoutto do from the beginning.”

Rumourshadbeencirculatinginrecentweeks
that]Jones and Strummer hadreached a point
wherethey could nolonger work together, though
asimilar dispute occurredin 1981, when Jones
headed for the States with Ellen Foley, while
Strummer talked about reachingthe end of the
line-thetwosomeresolvingtheir differences
onthatoccasionafterwhatStrummer termed
“asimple common-or-garden punch-up.”

Lastyear, Strummer disappeared forawhile,
causinga UKtourtobe canceiled. Hisreappearance
signalled themoment for drummerTopper Headon
tosplitfrom theranks. Now theinevitable has
happenedand Jonesisout, though theexact
reason for hisleavingislikely toremainsomething
ofamystery.

“Iwouldlike tostate that the official press
statementis untrue,” Joneslaterstated. “Iwouldlike
tomakeitclearthattherewasnodiscussion with

Strummerand Simonon
prior to beingsacked.

n Icertainlydonotfeel
thatlhavedrifted apart
. from the originalidea of
' TheClash,andin future
. I'llbecarryingonin
thesamedirectionas

) inthebeginning.”
Meanwhile, The Clash
office continuestoward
offallfurther queries with
7F aseriesof “No comment.”

GETTY

LARRY HULST




PaulSimonon on stagein
Sacramento, California
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HerbieHancock:
veteranjazzeris
uptoscratch

could happen”

NME

Why has Herbie Hancock

made a scratch record?

LOTHES ARESCATTERED
Ceverywhere. Wet towels lie crumpled

onthebed.Scraps of paper containing
phone numbers and quickly jotted downnotes
arelittered all over the room. The phonerings
constantly, breakfast was a weird mixture
of orange juice and curry,and amid all the
chaos Herbie Hancock has just managed to
complete his daily Buddhist chant.

Suitably refreshed spiritually, he now sits
onachair rubbing his eyes and smoking
Marlboros, talking about a friend of his who
made him a tape of all the new records that
were happening Stateswise.

“l like his taste,” explains Hancock, “and the
thing that really caught my ear was ‘Buffalo
Gals’ by Malcolm McLaren. I said, ‘What s
that??? | want to do something like that!™”

While Herbie’s
imagination was running
overtime, inspired by
The Talcy One’s excursion
into scratching, Material
-aflexible ensemble that
revolves around Bill Laswell
and Michael Beinhorn
-werepreparing, at the
request of Hancock’s
associate producer and
manager, atape containing
ideasand tunes for
Herbie's new solo endeavour.

Whentheysentitover
from New York, one of
the songs featured
aslice of scratching...
Herbie flipped.

“lt was exactly what
Iwaslooking for,” he

|
|
|
1

enthuses. “They didn’t
know it at the time, but
soonas| played thattape
Isaid, ‘That'sit, that's
theone.”

So Herbie Hancock
-amanwho cuthisjazz
chops with Miles Davis
and Donald Byrdin the
‘60s, penned the theme
music for the classic Antonioni flick Blow Up,
virtuallyinvented a whole area of jazz funkin
the "70s with his solo work, has recently
maintained his jazz links with the much-
acclaimed VSOP Quartet featuring

' wunderkid Wynton Marsalis -made an’80s

“I don't get people
walking up tome in
the streets saying,
“Oh, | think you're
selling out™

scratchrecord called “Rockit”, veering off
again onto another musical path.

Like jazz,scratchingand
—— rappingisaboutabreaking
down of conventional

head and emerging with
aformandsoundthat
ischallenging and
unpredictable. Scratching,
goodscratching (and
believe me there are some
grating efforts around),
— thrivesonbrash
arrangements and relies
ontheinventiveness of
the manin charge. It'smore
about sound than melody,
and “Rockit”, while no
“Buffalo Gals”,isa
positive contribution.
What attracted Herbie
tothe genreinthe first

]

limits, turning them on their :

place was the music’s possibilities.

“Iheardalooseness and amixture of
different sounds that contributed to the
rhythms. Some things only appeared
maybe once or twice, things that didn’t have
areal obvious structure. There's structure
ingeneral, andthenthere are other things
which are more like happenings of the
moment. And | like that kind of freedom,
thatuse of sound.”

It sounds like anything couldhappen at
any minute on “Rockit”.

“Yeah! As amatter of fact,because of the
dance today that's actually what’s going on
inthe clubs: improvisation. The DJs are
doingit, mixing and remixing, whichiis
great.|saw and heard some incredible stuff
at The Roxy in New York. Really exciting,
greatdancers, some wild stuff.”

However, it seems strange that Hancock,
muso tag surrounding him, should be
checking out New York's clubscene. A
commercial move ortrue interest, Herbie?

“Nolfeltitright away,” he states.“In
obvious waysit'snew tome because it'sa
new kind of music, sort of. Butin ways that
aren’t so obvious| couldrelate toit.l even
gotasense of the avant-gardeinjazz, notin
the sound of the music but the approach.”
For purists who recall Hancock’s jazz
playing or dig his electronic
doodlings, such aneclectic
approachisbad news,
tantamount to asell-out.
But MrHancockjust goes
withthe flow.

“I do what | want to do.
I'minterestedin people, I'm
interested inmusic, I'm
interestedinlearning about
music and learning about
myself. | get that criticism
allthe time, but primarily
from publications. | don’t
get people walkingupto
mein the streets saying, ‘Oh, | think you're
selling out.’ It seems alittle strange that the
people who the records are made for seemto
have more of an open mind than the people
who are paid to have an open mind, the
reviewers and the critics. | think being a purist
is limiting myself. Imay choose to be a purist
onacertain occasion or ina certain setting...”

Like the VSOP work?

“Yeah, because that’s what | want to do, but
itdoesn’t mean that | myself have decided I'm
going to totally limit myself to just doing that.”

He rubs hiseyes again - “I did the clubs last
night, Palace and the Embassy” -andreaches
for the coffee.

Outside, the car to whisk him off to the
video set has been waiting for half an hour.
There’s a plane to catch for Spainand an
appearance withthe VSOP that eveningin
SanSebastian. Thenit's back to London -
orisit New York?-for more promotional
work and the room’s stillina mess and the
bags aren’t packed yetand did my visa
come through? And the phoneisringing
and, “damn, I'minabit of astate at
themoment”.

Then he laughs at the absurdity of his
schedule and youjust know that Herbie will
ride again. Paolo Hewitt
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} Barclayo Cafe, Beak Street

VAUGHN: “It's my favourite in summer ‘cos
it'scool, there's neveranyonein here and the
coffeeisreally nice.It’sgood nothavingalotof
peoplein here, because when you've only got

| athree-hourlunchbreakand you havetospend
anhourwaitingaround for someone tofinish
offtheir spaghettibolognese, it becomes a bit
ofabind; espcciallywhenit'sreallyhotandyou
wantto get acappuccinodownyouand get out.
Thoseare themostimportantthings, plus
expense.Aslongas they're under30pence,
that'salright.I'd comeagain.”

' The Pollo, Old Compton Street

“WhenIdodrink cappuccino, whatItend
todois slurp around the outside of the froth,
whichalotof people find disgusting. To be
honest, I didn'trealise that there was such
anunderground thing, such arcligious
| fantasysurroundingthe cafe scene until
| Iread thebook [Absolute Beginners| which
one gets when onesignsonthe dotted line
for Respond, along with chewinggum and
apairof white socks.

“lalsolike this cafe becauseyou cansit
opposite the window and watchall the dodgy

f “The cappuccino isAup to standard”

Cappuccinokids:
VaughnToulouse
(front)andPaoclo
Hewitt(rear,inshop)

old office workers come out of the Ram
bookshop withbrown parcels, whichis,
I'msureyou’llagree, rather novel...”

Cafe Figaro, Lower Regent Street

“No chocolate on the cappuccino andit's not

the sort of place tobringacrowdbecauseit’s

toosmall.
“Thethingllikeaboutitisyoucansiton the

pavement, which makesitabitmore European.

The trouble with nearlyall London cappuccino
hauntsis thatyou can’tgetinto the sunsoit
would beworthmaking the mostofit.

“That’s why Ilike Europe, because you cansit
outsideatanytime.

“I'think the cappuccinois uptostandard
here. Butat 50 penceago itshould be.”

Bar Italia, Frith Street

“Thefirst time['vebeenhere.llike the ‘help
yourselftothechocolate’ attitude they
propagate here. Yes, very friendly and unusual,
plusthey'vegot atelly here, which no one
seems towatchanyway. The coffee’sgood,
it'sstrong, and thewhole atmosphere reminds
me ofabetting shop. [ wouldn'tavoid this place
atall.” Paolo Hewirt
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Stop Before You
Start Sandie Shaw
The RightOnels
Left CillaBlack
HeartRita
Pavone

Insult To Injury
Timi Yuro

Paper Boy The
Marvelettes

How Does That
Grab You,Darlin'?
Nancy Sinatra

Be Young, Be Foolish, Be Happy

The Tams

Johnny Remember Me JohnLeyton
I'llNever Quite Get Over You Billy Fury
| Want A Boy For My Birthday

The Cookies

Books

Complete Works Of Oscar Wilde
Popcorn Venus Marjorie Rosen

From Reverence To Rape Molly Haskell
BeyondBelief Emlyn Williams

The Lion InLove Shelagh Delaney
Against Our Will Susan Brownmiller
The AngelInside Went Sour

Esther Rothman

Men's Liberation Jack Nichols

The Murderers Who's Who

Gaute & Odell

The Handbook Of Nonsexist Writing
Miller & Swift

Films
The Man Who Came To Dinner (1941)
ATaste Of Honey (1961)
ChristmasInConnecticut (1945)
The Killing Of Sister George (1969)
AKind OfLoving (1962)
Hobson's Choice (1953)
Mr Skeffington (1944)
Bringing Up Baby (1938)
TheMember Of The
Wedding (1953)

The World, The
FleshAnd The

Devil (1959)

Symbolists
Oscar Wilde
Sandie Shaw
Hilaire Belloc
Shelagh Delaney
Beatrice Arthur
Pauline Kael
Clifton Webb
Dorothy
Parker
Ronald
Searle

RICHARD ROSSER / REX FEATURES, PETER ANDERSON

SandieShaw:hand

Viv inglove withThe
Smiths'singer

Nicholson
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“Adevilishchoirboy™:
BtrnardSumner, New
Yprk,July1983

76 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1983



“Dumb, idiotic,
coarse and
e anmgless

US| NEWORDER
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JULY — SEPTRMBER

NME

Some peopletryto pick up girls and get called assholes. This never happened
to Pablo Picasso. Not in New York.

ISITORS TO THE Funhouse, a Puerto Ricanclubon
26th Street between 10and 11, would do well to heed
Jonathan Richman’s advice.
Pablo’s Spanishisthelovingtonguehere, but reallyit
is physique thattalksbigwiththelocals.
Bohnentersthroughthe hideouslymockinggrin of
the giantJoker mask that forms one of its doorways, stumbles through the
carnybric-a-brac, feelinglike thecircus geek, and trieshis strengthon
the test-your-punchballinclub’samusementarcade.

Hegivesitthebesthe’sgot, yet itbarely registers wimp. Fortunately
nobody'slooking. Sowhilehisluck'sholdinghe passesonthearmwrestling
machineandslipsbackintothe crowd. Heis hardlyless conspicuous
amongthePuerto Ricans, whose gleaming musclesbuige through T-shirts
cutoffdirectlybelow the chestand shortsslashed at the groin.

“Ifyou're English youdon'tstand achance,” Simon Topping-exof
ACertain Ratioand presentlyin NYC studyingtimbales-hasalready
informed his Mancunian colleaguesin New Order, “askagirl todance,
theyhearyouraccent, lookyouoverandlaughinyourface!”

Anyway, dancingin The Funhouseislargelyasolitarypleasure. The
mostcompany peopleask foristheirownreflectioninoneofthehall’s
many mirrors. The sound system is more than enoughto keep them
occupied. The D] spins fabulously disjointed funk tracks. The nuttier the
breaks thebetterthe dancers like them, responding to each echoed
rimshot with delighted jerks, throwing theirheadsback and squealing
theirheels across the floorto stuttering sequencers.

Itisa matterof prideto the dancers thatthey stayabreast of the mercurial
changes. TheFunhouseis where Planet Rocker Arthur Bakercomes to test
hislatest mixes. “Hereckonsifhe can get through to these meatheads he
mustbe ontoawinner,” goes thelocallogic. These early hours he'sonto his
sixthversionof NewOrder’s “Confusion”, which, when he's finallysatisfied
withthe audienceresponsetoit, willbe theirnextFactoryUS 12".

Asit plays, the three boysand one girl of New Order mingle with the
crowdunnoticed, checking the reactionfor themselves. itis enthusiastic,
asindeeditshouldbe. “Confusion”is theresultof an extraordinary
collaborationbringingtogethertheopposing temperaments represented
by NewOrder'smethodical pursuitofexcellence and Baker's poltergeist
spirit. Thoughitbeganasanuneasy experiment, New Orderrosetothe
challenge of working atspeedsand in conditionsunknownto them.

“It’s the only time we eversatdown to write,” recalls bassist Peter Hook
withashudder. “And God, wasithard!Arthur
Bakerjuststoodtherestaringatus, sort of
going, goon, goon, writesomething,and we
were walkingaround incircles thinking,
fuckinghell,isn’tittime togohomeyet? We
don't normally work wellunder pressure.”

“He'dstartadrum machineoffand send one
ofusinsaying, haveagoonthatsynthesiser,”
expandsguitarist Bernard Albrecht, né Dicken
[born Sumner}j.“Seewhatyoucan come up
with. Soyou're standingthere thinkingwhat
thefuckinghellamI doing? You'ddo something
and he'd go,that'salright, turnoffthedrum
machine, start the taperollingand say, right,
playitagain. Andeventhoughthere'dbea
minute’'sworth of mistakesinit, he'djustsay,
fuckit.It’salright.

“Theonethinghe doesn'tlike about English records, he told us, is
they'retooneatandclean.AndIagree.”

Itis not out of vanity that New Order are listening to themselves inaNew
York clubat4.30am. Havingjust played thefinal date ofagruelling
American tour in Trenton, New Jersey afew hours earlier, they would
rather be back at their hotel celebrating the fact with some sleep.

Butevenat this hour, duty calls. Theymust film the video for
“Confusion” before returningto Britain, particularlyas Charles
Sturridge, whose previous credits include Brideshead Revisited, has been
flown out tomakeit. Don’tletitbe said that Factory don'tdothingsin
style. (Sturridge was broughtin, incidentally, ontheinstigation of
Factory's Tony Wilson. They met at Granada TV, where Tony holdsdown a
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day joband forwhom Sturridge completed Brideshead.)

Atthe point of filming, the group still weren't sure of the storyline
outsidethefactthataPuerto Ricandancerfitted intoitsomewhere.
Echoes of Fame? Not unlessit's at NewOrder’s price...

acommonplaceactivity that taiking music here isabout as
excitingas discussingthe weather.

Bohnwouldbethelastpersontobringitup, butateverystopping point
onhis odysseydown Broadway tothe Paradise Garage, where New Order
are playingtheir NY concert, heis earholed by aweevil wiv'ananecdote.

Thehotelbellhoprecalls everyblowstruck ata Talking Heads concert;
asoda jerk gets frothyabout ail the new English bubblegum groups he’s
hadthe pleasure of serving; acab driverhandshim athesison how
Ritchie Blackmore revolutionised America.

IfinBritainformingagroupis-asJulien Templehassaid-aboutas
rebellivusasjoiningthcarmy,in Americabeingintorockisonaparwith
beinginthecivil service. Beingintorockisbeing partofanon-productive,
non-reactiveglorified fan clubthere toservice the needsof anidol elite.

Anyonetenuously linked with rock-and thatcan meanaslittleas
havingtherighthaircutand an English accent-has the sortof credit
ratingthatwillearn himafreecup of coffee at Bleecker Bob's Greenwich
Villagerecordstore, solongashe’s prepared to put with theworld’s
loudest and oldest juvenile shootingoffhis latest Weltanschauung.

The clubs provide somesortofrefuge fromall thismundanity, partly
because the musicis tooloud to talk over, but mostly because the clubs
themselvesare sogaudyandgreat, and the music theyplay so expertly
functional and supremely anonymous that people gratefuily use them-
the clubs and the music-and move on. Unlike those people who've
immersed themselvesin therockpool, they're not overcome with the
needtotalkaboutitall thetime.

Tonight, however, is nota typical onefor the Paradise Garage. Normally
agayblackdisco,ithasbeenleased atgreatexpenseto New Order forthe
concert. Fewoftheregularsare evidentin the audience, even though the
samegroupisresponsible for astateside-indeed worldwide-clubhitin
“Blue Monday”.

The slyest, most perfect, driestand most sexual of dance records, “Blue
Monday" isa model ofanonymousfunctionalism, the work of a group
who assertquality above novel identity.

Andyoucan’tbelievehowrefreshingthatisuntilyou'veheard anyone
ofastream of British hits screaming, “love me, love me, love me!” from
evervAnglophilestore, radiostationorclub.

Nevertheless, despite themselves, New Order’s concertdraws an

T HEROCKOF Americaisriddled with bores. it has become such

| - : ; :
i audienceinaweof thegroup’sname andreputation, based on the

lyrics I wrote

to be good, but

they were not
wonderful”

impressionsthey got fromreading the British
music press. They areatoncegivenalottolive
uptoandevenmoretolivedown...

“What people writeaboutusis usually five
mileswrong!" mutters Bernard ruefully.

“All these Americans know all the stuff, but
alltheydoisstare,” says Peterllook, atonce
flattered, frustrated and flabbergasted by their
American experience.

“It'sreally weird. The firsthalf-dozen gigs
before we got to New York, wewentdown pretty
well-abittoowell. It waslike they were just
waiting forus, we didn’thave to win themover
oranything. We'dalready won. Allwehad todo
was play. They wereall shouting‘Dreams Never
End’!‘Ceremony’!-justlike theydoin Britain.
Atleast we've had somelively, over-the-top audiences there, buthere the
onlylivelyaudience we'vehad wasin Austin, Texas. Otherwise wehaven’t
had tostruggle, meaning there's no pointtodoingitreally.

“Preachingto the converted isn'tany funisit?”

That'sas may be, butit doesn’t takelong before Americanaudiences
become slightly unsettled by what they're seeing.

Broughtup on the New Order mystique as fostered by the British music
press, theirreverenceis dulyshattered by the group'soffhand and
nonchalantstage manner, thelong pauses betweensongs and maybe
eventhe summerysightof Bernard Albrechtin greyshorts, lookinglike
nothingifnotadevilish choirboy. Once the musicstarts sinkingin, it
isobvious, too, thatthisisn’tthe same group that made the heavy
emotional demands of their first LP Movernent and their early singles.



Crucialthree:

Peter Hook, Gillian
Gilbert,Stephen
Morris,New York,

- — July1983

Itisasifthey'vedigested the darkness and
rigour thatinformed those great, albeit
gloomyrecordsand no longer feel the need
tobludgeon people with their seriousness.
That period stillinforms the present New
Order, butin theinterim they'vebecome
lighter, freer and extraordinarily playful;
whichisn’ttosaythey'reany theless
affecting, just that they now touch abroader
spectrum offeelingand experience.

New Order have becomeatrulyfearless
group,onethatrefusestobeintimidated
eitherbytheir peers’ trendsorthe desires of
theaudience. Theywilltakeyou-ifyou're
prepared toletyourselfgo~from theswollen
heartbleed of “InALonelyPlace”, through
theimpishly turbulent “Temptation” and
slamdance of “Confusion”,and onto the
entirelydifferentjoyous plane of most of
Power, CorruptionAnd Lies.

Within the framework of onesong~such
as “YourSilentFace” - they’llcouple the banal
and comicwith moments of true beauty. The
songis hookedinto astunninglysimple and
subliminalsequencer pattern thatservesas
bothrhythm and melody;itis topped witha
ridiculouslyinsipid OMD-type synth tune,
which would have spoiled it, had it notbeen
rescued by Bernard'sgently spirallingocarina.
The words followasimilar trajectory-one
momentreflective, the next hilarious. Could
youimagine the old New Orderso carefully
drawingthelistener intoatissue-thinweb of
sensitivity only to abruptlyejecthimwith the
kissofflines: “Thesign that leads the way/The
pathyou cannottake/Youcaught meat abad
time...So whydon'tyou pissoff!"?

Ifany songmarks thelucid New Order, itis
thatone. Where the early records were written
under theshadow of Joy Division the songs
from “Temptation” onwards feellooser, more
natural.

“Wellwhenwefirststarted, [ tried writing
seriouslyricsand [wasjustshitatit,” remarks
Bernard candidly. “So for the second LP1just
wrotedownwhatever I feltlike. [didn'treally
carewhetherthelyrics were good orbad on the
second one so [was morerelaxed.

“Onthefirstonelfeltsoself-conscious
becauselwascomingafter lan, whowas
suchagreatwriter. Iwanted the lyricsI wrote
tobegood. Theywerealright,but theywere
notwonderful. AfterI'dsaid fuckit, Istarted
toenjoywritingalotmore. Ironically, the
songsonthesecond LPmeanalotmoreto
me.Andbecause they'relessself conscious,
they're more truthful to myself.

“With ‘Your Silent Face’, well, we wrote
thatonein the studio. Because wewrote
this verybeautiful emotional music, we
thoughtto putabeautiful very emotional
vocallineoverthe top was a bit obvious. So
we putdown aquitenice vocallineand
some nicelyrics, butbythe end we gotstuck
foracouple oflines.

“Everyone was thinkingof really
beautiful, poetic, ineaninglesslyrics. Then
Ithought, instead ofhaving something
beautiful, poeticand meaningless, we
mightaswellhave somethingdumb,
idiotic, coarseand meaningless. An
absolutecontrastto therest. Even roses
havethorns...” »

HISTORY OF ROCK 1983 | 79



Thefoundations of America's Rock, based on a fake bonhomie, Boy
Howdy beer and cheesy McDonald's grins, are easilyundermined.

TheNew Order way of doing things makes them quakealittie, not
becauseit's calculated to, but because their genuinely casual approach,
often atodds with the highly disciplined music they're playing,
constantlydisrupts the mood of the night. Some interprettheirlaconic,
incommunicative stage demeanourasarrogance. Others thinkit's
funny. Aworldwide complaintseems to be that their sets—ataround 45
minutes—are too short.

“Usuallywe're notcontracted to playaspecific time, so we come over
here and play aset whichwe thinkislong enough, but notsolongthatwe
getbored,” explains Peter Hook. “But everybody seems tothinkitis too
short-Idon'tknowwhetherthat'’sacomplimentor not!

“We play45-50 minutes becauseit feels right tous. Wealmost caused a
riotin Rotterdam once. The promoter gave out notices warningthat this
band only plays 45 minutes, soif youdon'tlikeit

while I wasjammed there he rammed the earsonmehead and took the
photograph!”

Another night thegroup's highlyunconventional manager Rob Gretton
temptedthelightingmanwith 100dollars to join New Orderonstageand
singforonenumber.

“He stood there with thelyrics to ‘Cries And Whispers', shiveringlike
crazy. You could hardlyhearhim!”

The bestand cruellest prank, however, took place at London Brixton
andinvolved]Joy Division biographer MarkJohnson, an American who
dogs New Order’s every move. At theirrecent Ace concert, they got the
number ofhis ‘bike announced over the PA, sayingitwasblockingan
entry. When he rushed out to move t, he saw New Order’s roadie van
hurtlingup theroad with his ‘bikelashed to the top.

And there youwere thinking that The Stranglers were thebad boys of
British pop.

don'tcomein!

“That we don't play encoresis another bigbeef
with people. Once, justasanexperiment, we
played seven numbers, went off, camebackon
and played three more. We played our usual ten
numbers, but because everyone thoughtwe'd
donean encore theyweren'tbothered!”

Noteverybody'sso easily pleased, as Bernard
recallswithasmile.

“Onekidin Sheffield a couple of yearsback
said, youdidn't playsuchandsuchasong
tonightand you only playedfor 45minutes.
You'veshattered allmy dreams. Give memy
money back! Fucking hell, lalmostbottled the
bastard! And hesaid, methree other mates
wouldlike their moneybackas well!

*Idunno,” he expands, “we shouldn'treally categorise people I suppose,
butIknowthe type. We have the studious typewith glassesand afringe
andwe havethe nasty-little-men-with-chips-on-their-shoulder type
who do thatsortofthing. And thekind of people who have justread about
youand expectyoutobeexactlywhatthey'veread.”

“There’s alotof nutcases who buyourrecords, I cantell ya,” says
drummer Stephen Morris, “who come backstage afteragig. Youknow:
why didn't you playanyJoy Division songs? Whydid Ian Curtiskill
himself? Some get really worked up about it.”

“Orthey comeinand tell you, you'reaload of rubbish, youare,” chipsin
synth operatorandsecond guitarist Gillian Gilbert. “Imagine! It’slike if
youwereinapuband somebodysaid, you'reaload of rubbish you! Youd
flippin’ hit them round the ear'ole. But you're supposed tojustsit there...”

“Orgo, ohyeah, you'reright,” mocks Steve. “Soddin’ hell. Fuckinghell,
Ishould give itup now.”

Later Bernard tells Bohn the biggest mistake people make about them:
“Thinkingwe're serious. Because we'reserious about the music they
think wetake everythingseriously. Like, the other nightakid came
backstage after the gigand asked us tosign an LP. Hookytold him to shove
ituphisarse. We were only joking, butbecauseit’sus
hetookitserious and wentaway hurt.

“Idunno,” hesighs. “Theytakeeverything you say
soseriously, asifyoumeaneverything...”

room of the Holiday Inn, tired yet affable as
always. He takes alongsigh, “fooKINell!” by
way ofa morninggreeting, and proceeds in his
quiet-spoken Lancashire burrofavoice and with
agleaminhis soft eyes torelate various anecdotes
and pranks that have occurred during the tour.
The mostunlikelyconcerned a65-year-old stringer
foraGermanteenmagazine
basedinLA.Hewanted the » ;
group pictured in Mickey
Mouse ears! Surprisingly, only §
Bernardrefused. |
“Then Imade the mistake of !
B

n 3ERNARD BREEZES IN to the breakfast

sittingin the pram weuseto
push around the video
equipment,” helaughs, “and

“There’s a lot
of nutcases
who buy our
records, I can
tell ya”

NO UNDER I8's — NO REFUND .
ND '/}
NO ADMISSION AFTER 10.30pm :ji
A

- NEW ORDER .

NYC for Washington DC, we should

briefthe Presidentabout the group.
New Order are the phoenixwho rose from the
ashes of Joy Division, from Manchester, who
were the last popular group from Britain to
probe heartand soul with stark candour. They
never attempted anythingso conceited or
deceitful as writinganthems for doomed
youth, but the rigorous explorations of self, as
personified by vocalist [an Curtis’s words,
were uncannily right for the moment.

After lankilled himselfandJoy Divisionas
such no longerexisted, popular music took
frightand for thelarge partregressedintoits
presentstateof mercantileinfantilism, asifnobodywanted totakethe
risk of runningso deep again. Thus phunbecame the dictate of the day, a
pervasive cynicism gnawed away atanyideals thatsurvived punk-toan
extenta necessary stagein pop'ssweet growth—andbusinessacumen
becametherulingaesthetic.

The greylyunimaginative post-punkindie boomwasn't particularly
encouraging tothe independent cause; and because themedia is only
capable of operatingin terms of epic sweeps, they swept out the
imaginativeandinspired alongwiththerest.

The three survivingmembers of Joy Division, meanwhile, auditioned a
newsinger but, finding no onesuitable, broughtin untutored musician
Gillian Gilbert-Steve Morris' friend—and renamed themselves New Order.

How about anintroduction to yourself, Gillian? Sheis, incidentally,an
attractivelydown-to-earth and funny Mancunian who has thesortof
accentthat explains John Cooper Clarke’s popularity.

“IvaguelyknewJoy Division,” she whispers. “l used to rehearse next
doortothemin Manchester whenIwasinapunkgroup, justbefore their
hit. Iusedto go and seethemand thenIgot toknow Stephen -Isatnextto
hissisteringeography, whichisacoincidencereally. Haha. I thinkitwas
one nightat Liverpool Eric’sand lanhad hurthishand on abottle or
something, so he couldn’t play the guitar forone
number. It wasn'ta very bigbit,soas [ could play
guitarabit, [ played thatone number.

“Then, some monthslatertheothers called me. I
thinkthey wanted someonewithout any knowledge
ofguitarwhatsoever toremind them ofwhen they
started and couldn'tplay. [ think theywere also
looking for somebodywho didn'thaveany particular
style, so they could workthem betterinto theband.”

“Wedidn’treallywantanybodywho could play,”
Stephen concurs. “If we gotsomeone who could, he
mightnotfitin with the way we writesongs and stuff,
sowedecided the best thingto do was get someonein

fresh. Gillian was theonly person
- weknewwho couldn’t play. We'd
seen her playbeforeandshe

P ERHAPS BEFORE NEW Order depart

U definitelycouldn’t!”
ERU e o They spentayearwritingand
1 rehearsingacompletely newset,

retainingonly two unrecordedJoy
Division songs-"“Ceremony” and
“InALonely Place” -which they

SUPPORT — THE WAKE .
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releasedastheir firstsingle.

Anticipatingtheintense media
interest focused on their return,
theysensibly avoidedits glare. With
admirable perseverance they stuck
to theirown way. Beinga sensitive
collective beast, the media took New
Order’sunwillingness to cooperate
personallyand thushad themand
Factory—the Mancunian
independent they'd allied
themselvesto-figured ashostile,
sullenand incommunicative.

Thelack ofexposurehasn't
harmed them any. Through aseries
ofinfrequentinternationaltours
and theodd dateathome, they've
becomethe best-selling
independentgroupin theworld,
rackingup club andradio hitsin Australia, NewZealand, Japan, Europe
andAmerica.

That they'vedone it their way~that is, withaminimum of fussand the

emphasis onquality, not personality-is something they quietly cherish.

Evenifithas meant odd interpretations of the New Order silence.
“Ijustdon’tthink the group should be at the forefront,” asserts Peter
withsome authority. “Idon’tthink we're thatimportant. If we've got
somethingtosay, wesayit.Ifwehaven'tgotanythingto sayitdoesn’t
meanwe're dumb. Itjustmeanswe don't fancy shoutingour mouths off,

orsomethinglike that. ButI consider the music veryimportantbecauseit
affectsme, soldon’tsee whyitshouldn'taffect other people aswell. Ifind

itexhilarating, depressing, happy, sad orwhatever. Ijustdon’tthink our
personalities need to be pushed.”

Theseeds of their mistrust of the media were sown when they were still

JoyDivision.
“Intheveryearly days before Unknown Pleasures, the music press
detested usandthat wasakind of driving force

willfitinto themould or not. Hipis
makingalotof people very narrow
minded. Hipislikeachainreaction.
Amusic paper gets very narrow
minded inits approach, the people
whoreaditgetthatwayand
eventually it works its wayinto
music. Theneverythingstartsgoing
inonedirection. The music scenein
England nowdoesn'tallow for any
kind of fringe to be successful.”

HE ONTARIO CINEMA,
| locatedin one of
Washington's black
districts, specialisesinlurid
Spanish pictures. Buttonight
they’re featuring New Order. That
is,iftheyarrive.

Bohnand the photographer travelled down from New York in the
relative splendour ofan Amtrak train, passing through the Baltimore of
Diner, Philadephiaand across the Delaware. Shortly before Wilmington
thetrain pullsup outside a plantcalled Destruction Of Confidential
Records. Bohn ponderswhether he should throwin his notebook, but
decides that no guiltysecretsare contained therein.

Somuch ofwhat New Ordersaysis good sense, and the way they’ve
ploughed their money back into Manchester by way of The Hagienda club
isexemplary. Theirattitude ought to serve asastrong exampleinthese
times when popstars would sell their soul foraline-preferablyona
mirror butotherwise inateenzine. Not to mention the nobility of their
art;heis pleased to publishit.

Thegroup traveldown by air shuttle, arriving at Dulles (“'s Dullesfuck!”
sneersSimon Topping, who is guesting with the opening act Quando
Quango) Airport. Halfan hour before the showis due to begin, Steve
Morris, Peter Hookand manager Rob Grettonaresstill missing. Quando
Quango, alsoaFactoryact, aresentoutto

togoon,”says Bernard. “When Unknown
Pleasurescame outwe were suddenly
wonderful. Wewent from being the most
unpopular groupin theworld to the most
popular. Fuckingridiculous!
“Irememberreadingonelive reviewofagigat
the Moonlight Club. We played three nights
there and got wonderful reviews fromall of
them, even though one night we were shit, really
bad.And thereviewfromthatnightsaid, this
group wassogood theymade mewant to pissin
theface of God! And we were fuckingappalling!
WhenIread thatIjustthought the whole press
thingwith Joy Division had gone completely

“We’ve not
gone through
the system
and I feel

appease therestless audiencewith their
stylishlyaloofand bemused funk.

Itworks fine, but the four songs they’ve
broughtwith them don'tlastlong. Inthe
meantime the three havearrived “ratarsed
pissed” on melon ball cocktails. Hooky
immediately falls asleep underadressingroom
tableandlater meltsinto the night.

He's still playinghookey when the group,
alreadyhourslate, must goon. Theystart
withouthimand tryto pass offRob Grettonas
the Third Man, buteven from the back itis
obviousthatthisfigurein drooping tracksuit

overthetop.”
Shyand conscious of their own privacy, they stopped doinginterviews

threeyearsago. Mostimportantly they didn'twantto get suckedinto the

music industry mainstream.
Says Bernard: “We were worried in case once you started you would

begin to do things the way everybody else doesand thatwould have been
boring.Sotokeep ournoses clean ... It'sbeen pretty enjoyable thewaywe
gotwherewe aretoday. It's been really good the way we've done itbecause

we've not gone through the system and|, forone, feel better forit. [ don't
meanbecauseI've done things honestly. [ mean, each to his own.”
Fromthedistance they've so admirably maintained from the pop
maelstrom, itsabsurd manifestations mustappear ridiculous. From the
otherside, the constancy of New Order and its Factoryallies might be
mistaken as old-fashioned or slow-witted.
“I'think this idea of being hip or not being hip isa fuckingload of shit,”

Bernard forcefully states. “It'satrap thatmusic has gotinto. If you see the

progressof musicasamaze, wellnowithasarrivedatadead end. The
ideaofhip hasstopped people expressingthemselves as muchas they
should do, because they're afraid of not beinghip. Like, you canonly be
hipifyou've gotthisrhythm or theseinstruments, otherwise people will
stoplisteningtoyou!

“Ithinkit'sterrible because it's stopped people producing music
unselfconsciously. They'retoo conscious of whether what they’re doing

better for it”

t
I

vestand shortsflailingaway atthe cymbals,
oftenas notmissingthem, isnottherightman.

Midway through the second song, Hooky shows. “Ah, the black sheep
returns,” mutters Bernard, while shooting Hooky a rueful glance.
Hooky straps onhis bass, looks outinto the audience and apologises:
“Hishitheads!”

NEW ORDER

Aneworder: being pissed means never havingto say you’re sorry.

New Jersey. Hardly a prestigious finale to the tour, itis a

godforsaken, rundown place, the equivalent ofa northern
milltown after the mills have closed down. The venue is once againin
theblack quarter.

Nextdoor, parents are holdinga carnival to raise money for the baseball
LittleLeague. Itishere New Order gofora photosession, gatheringin
front ofsomethingcalled The Hellhole.

What'sontheotherside?

“Avision of what’s to come for them’s that misbehave,” pronounces the
ticketcollector.

Dulywarned, New Order stop squabbling over who should wear the
funny glassesandline up for their portraits. Bergmanesque visionsof the
grimreaper nolongerhover behind the musicof New Order. Criesand
whispers have transmuted into smiles on a summer night. New Order
havestruggled with the Meaningof Lifeand come outwinning, ChrisBohn e

TO COMPENSATE, A new, healthy Hooky arrives firstin Trenton,
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“Alwaystoo
(trans: “kiss my hole”), drun

featuring former Nip

,are

rewiring Irish music for
the post-punk era. The NME

20

H URING THE'76- '77 era of Pistols punk, young
so“gs are tlmeless! Shane MacGowan was quite a well-known face
1 ) about town, immortalised by the gossip columns
says Shane' They re when he had thelobe wrenched from his sizeable

to do with things that ear by Kate Modette.
Hewasalso, aslead singer with a wayward crew
called The Nips, one of the mostcharmingsingers washed up on the
happen to everyone punkywave. Bestremembered forthecu;ge“ 5abrielle” single, The
whether the !re Nipsfellapart, partly trampled by the great recording contract
y goldrush and mostly by personal disillusionment.
” “Uptoacertainage [ had the mistakenbelief that rock musicwas
young or old' wort‘; thetime ofdzgxyandthat there wasmoneytobemadeinit,
though there certainlywasn'tin The Nips. SoIthought, fuckit!Let'sdo
something completely different, somethingatleast vaguely based on
Irish music, because | knewalot of the songs from mymumand dad
andtheparties theyused tohave.

“Before, I'd never thought of playingitonstage, butitbecame
obviousthateverythingthatcould bedone witha standard rock
formathad been done, usually quite badly. We just wanted to shove
music thathad roots andisjust generallystronger and has more real
anger and emotion down the throats of acompletely pap-orientated

pop audience.”
On theopeningnightsofRichard Strange’s CabaretFuturatheplan »

ahone Ranger's

’ VIN MARTIN meets th
.l n gfr}ned to Irish folk music anf became
S n the Pogues with the brogue

FREDERIC REGLAIN / GETTY




Threechordsand
thetooth:Shane
MacGowan
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was put into action, though not too successfully.

“Itground to ahalt because we were always too drunkto get
anythingtogether,” he candidly admits.

Itwas alsoaround thenthat the new group gotits name-
Pogue Mahone, which is Gaelic for “kiss my hole”, alast
minute handle coined whentheywere typicallyinebriated
before theirsecond gig—and one thatstuck.

“I'thinkit'sa pretty stupid name,” says Shane.

Now, followinganinflux of more “responsible members”-
Maestro JimmyFearnley (accordion, himselfa former Nip),
Andrew Ranken (drums), Caitlin O’'Riordan (bass), and
CountryJem Finer (banjo) —the wayward drive and spirit of
Shaneand SpiderStacey (tin whistle and additional singing)
hasbeenanchored to astableand exciting musical base.
Althoughlargelystillunsung, theyare oneofthebest
unrecorded groups on the London circuit.

Wherealotofgroupsarestartingtoincorporatethe odd
fiddle oraccordioninto theirrocky format, Pogue Mahone
have torn the musicup bytherootsandreplanteditina
hothouse of twangingbluegrass banjo, thestorming throb of
pagan ‘billybeat’,impressiveharmonies and an accordion
thatcan go from wild jigs tolustrous melodies.

Whilebenefitting from the obvious strengths and qualities
ofa forgotten musicalheritage the Pogues alsobringa
refreshing attack by approachingit fromtheirown
standpointandintuition. As Jem pointsout, they weren’t
broughtupin thetraditional Irish environment and itwould
bestupidto tryand sound that ‘authentic’. ¥

Shane: “Ican't stand The Chieftains and peoplelike that Irishrover:Shane

. TR relaxesataClash
who are completely technicallybrilliant, the sort of stuffthat giginMarch1977
isrespected inthis countrythat makesallthereal moneyout
of Irishmusic.”

Spider: “They neuterit; they take all the feeling out of it.”

Precisely because of the staleness and uniformity thatsurrounds
Irish folk music I'd neverlistened to muchofit. Butit's obviouslistening
to The Pogues, and their judicious choice of traditional music, that
those oldsongs actually growin poignancyand relevance astime
passes, as wellas havingtunes that are guaranteed to brand themselves
onyour brain plate.

Shane: “They'retimeless. They're to do with thingsthathappento
everyone whether they're young orold. You don't have to be partofthe
youth subculture torelatetoit, it doesn't have teenangst oranythingso
fuckin’ stupid. It'sbased on strong melodies, which to meis what asong
is.Itisn'tsome patheticattempt at a tunedressed up and synthesised by
Trevor Hornand all therest of it. You ought to be able to just sit there and

Bar-room bawl

NME JAN 15

singit. I think most of our stuffhas
thatquality.”

One of their traditional numbers, “The
Band Played Waltzing Matilda”, not only
hasoneofthe most movingvocals['ve
heard allyear-avoice trulysickened by
thesorrowful waste of war-butit'salso
atellingindictmentofatragedy that
existstoday.

Shane: “People arestilicomingback from
warsinbitstoacountry
thatoffers them nothing. Like The Falklands—
anotherexampleof younglives being thrown
down thedrain because of some stupid fuckin’

government's idea ofterritorial rights.”

Butit would be wrongto give the impression
that the Poguesare simplylivingoffthe past.
Atleast halftheirset comprises originals. Was
ithard towrite songs that couldstandup

againstthetraditional material?

Shane: “lhaven'ta clue howourown songs
stand up. Obviously theyare notas good as
Irish folk songs, but we're not an Irish folk band

Pluses - Shane has afine

Nips, the bloke who had his earlobe cut
by Kate of The Modettes at a Clash gig,
apunk mini-legend. Pogue Mahone is the
band he’s been hatching over the past 18
months, using accordion, acoustic guitar,
tin whistle, bass and (sometimes) drums,
astyle pre-emptedby phase three
Dexys but Pogue Mahone’s approach
is different - more bar roomb(r)awl
than showbandrevue.

They suffer from disorganisation,
scrappiness and long periods of tuningup
between songs.

Ironically the lifestyle that fuels the songs
isalso holdingthem back. A shame because
were they to tighten up they could be an
abrasive, honest and strong sideswipe at
customary ways and expectations.

SHANE WAS THE lead singer with The
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singing voice, one of the few people this
side of 40 who can actually use his voice
expressively and draw youinto the places
and feeling sketched outinthe songs. The
songs themselves are barbed and naked,
painting a blunt, sometimes squalid picture
but never forgetting the effectiveness of a
good tune or amerryjug. Folk music? All
depends what sort of folk we're talking
about|suppose.

F'rinstance, one song takes thelife of a
navvy building the railroadsin the 1800s,
another deals with his descendants in post-
punkboom London giving Arabs hand-jobs
and dropping mandies. But they are taking

| themselves seriously enoughto make areal

go of it? Pogue Mahoneiis Irish Gaelic for

| “kiss my hole”. Gavin Martin, NME Jan1s, 1983

assuch. Most of our songs are about London.”

Theyarealso amixoflife,humourand
lyricalintrigue.

There's “Streams Of Whiskey"”, asong
Ithought was actually traditional.

Shane: “It'satotallyirresponsible and
blatantdefence of heavy drinking—there'sno
otherwaytodescribeit.[liketothinkitisat
least poetically written. It's about meeting
BrendanBehaninadreamandhavinghim
expound his philosophy onlife, which s
basically-fuckit!”

Thedemondrinkalso featuresinthe
instrumental “Repeal The Licensing Laws”
which, played with agusto that suggestsa
topic veryclose to their hearts, proves thatyou
maybe able to take anIrishman offhis native



beat, but you can’ttake the native beat off
anlrishman.

“ConnemaralLet’s Go”isaghoststoryabouta
guyout roamingthefields, who comes across
one ofthemass graves where plague victims
wereburied.

Shane: “It'salso about theway tourists -
krautsand Americans-go overtolreland and
think ofitasanicelittle placefull of donkeys
andcarts,and theydon'tunderstand the
tragedy of its history, or that they belongto
aculturethathassystematically destroyedit.
It'snotsomethingthat!'m particularly bitter
about,butI'mjustsayingit’shappened.”

Whileitshould beclear to anyone with half
abrain that what the Poguesare doingin their punchy, whollyrevitalised
pub folkformatis worlds apart from thelavish showband revue of Dexys
Midnight Fiddlers, therewillbea few dullards who'll see apictureand
thinkthat they are treading familiar ground.

Shanewaswaiting for thatsuggestion.

“Thedifferencebetween usand themisas bigasvou couldimagine.
lusedtoreallylike Dexys when they were doing the soulstuff. They were
brilliant, absolutely great; one of the best groupsI'dever heard. But this
patheticattempt they’'ve madeto incorporate somekind of Celtic bit-
with the fake wearing of dungareesand berets and growingstubble and
walking round withoutany shoes and strawhangingout of their hairand
alltherestofit-issuchafuckin’insultto the whole thing.

“And they go and put a song from Tom Moore - who wrote songs that
were accepted in Victorian England fer Christ’ssake —on the back of the
album.It's rubbish, what they've done is made abland type of soul

“As many
people as
possible have
to be subjected
to this”

Seashanties:
ThePoguesin
StMalo, France,
November 6,1983

music with afew fiddles throwninand they
don'tevenplay them like fiddles, they play
themlike orchestralinstruments. It's got no
relevanceatall. It's pop-it’sexactly what we're
notdoing; it'scompletely cynical.

It'sso ohviously someonejust looking for
anewimage.”

ALLAND SKINNY, clad in baggy suits
| with holesin the mostawkward places
and a set of teeth that make Keith
Richards’ seem like an enviable piece of
dentistry... Shaneis agood advertisement for
the sort of abject poverty the Pogues claimis
theirmain problem.

I'dalsosuggestthatacertain lack of discipline, probably attributable to
asizeable alcoholintake, spoils them at timesand theysound more
sloppy thanenergetic. Recently, however, theyhave beenimproving
significantlyand seem to havereached therightbalance between control
andthetrueheartand spiritof their music.

Theirappearancesare haphazard, and with no manager thingstendto
bedisorganised and, asyet, there’sbeen norecord company patronage.
(Idread to think how they'd deal with them anyway.) But they're well past
the stage of just doingit for alaugh, and Shane has got hissightsset high.

“Iwant to beon TOTPbecause | want money basically,and alsoas many
peopleas possible have tobe subjected to this. After thatit’sup tothem
whethertheylikeitor not.

There’s no way we're going to compromise the basic ideas foranybody.
Ithink wecangeton TOTPwithoutcompromising.

“Iflwassurewe couldn't, thenl'dcompromise,” he grins. Gavin Martin ®
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|
BillyBragg: “nofrills"LP
fromthe Bard of Barking

ALBUMS
Bilty Bragg

UTILITY

Finally, one-man bandBilly Bragg |
makes an appearance on vinyl
followinghis steady progressas |
ahit-and-runlive attraction.
Clearly thisis alow-budget job,
wrappedin agenuinely
unpleasant white-and-orange
sleeve like an old Penguin.

The contents are simply Bragg
with guitar, recorded “in straight
stereo”.Forthe price of entry
(‘nomorethan £2.99')youget
seven of Bragg's own bittersweet |
compositions, ranging from the
sprightly “Richard” through the
punning “The Milkman Of
Human Kindness” to the
haunting and stately “ManIn The
IronMask".Having heard some
of Bragg'sdemos and witnessed |
the wit and voltage he can put
into alive show, | have to say this
collection is disappointing. The
recording quality is stark, or
perhapsbluntisabetter word,
with nofrills whatsoever. It might |
have beenagoodplan for Bragg
tohaveincluded“The Cloth”
with a drum machine, to supply
alittle variety.

Still, there's no doubting the
quality of hissongs, and the boy’s
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potential hasto
be considerable.
Youmay have
noticed me waffling
onabout Bragginthe past,
butjustletmerepeat thathe
creates deceptively robust
melodies out of almost nothing
and clothes them with lyrics by
turns compassionate, bitter and
perceptive. Most importantly,
Bragg possesses that
inestimable advantage of arazor-
sharp earthy wit which can get
him out of any number of tight
corners. Still recommended, but
there’sbetter to come. Adam
Sweeting (MM Aug 6)

Virginia Astley

ROUGH TRADE
Aperpetual
spring of
artistic
inspirationis
thefact that
wedon’tknow
what we've got
untilit's gone.
Ecstasyis
something we
experience (if
we're lucky)
and the

PAY NO MORE THAN £299

desperate appreciation

| thatweshouldhave

t caught the moment,
cherished it and
feverishly fought to
prolongitis necessarily
an afterthought.

1 Innocence and purity

| (conceptsnotoften

foundin this paper)are

retrospectivesand to

be aware of themis, in

|  essence,tobenclonger

innocent or pure.

Our childhood days,

especially, are a paradise

lost,awonderment of

acquiredimpressions

freefromthe

responsible burden of

self-realisation. Once

ourinstincts awakeninto

contemplation, it’stoo

late. That time is gone

and, try as we may, we

cannever goback.

From Gardens Where
We FeelSecureisarare
andprecious thing,an
evocative elegy; the
best we canhope for,
amomentary
fragment of

complete

recollection,
pregnant with all
the fleetingly
suggested
emotional traumas
of aninduced déja
vu.Howitworksis
simplicity itself -
recreating one golden
moment, one summer’s day from
its fidgeting dawn to its drowsy
dusk.ltcanbelyingin thelong
grass gazing at the sky while all
around sounds and smells fuse
tointoxicate and lullthe senses
into timelessness.

It can be waltzing through
awater meadow, dispensing
clouds of pollen as, far off,
through the open window of
amusicroom,agentlebreeze
wafts the sounds of a piano
lesson. It can frolic through an
orchardas big as the world. It can

LIFESARIOT
WITH SPY VS SPY

BILLY BRAGG

be, as one of its titles reflects,
“ASummer Long Since Past”.

Idon’t want to waste time here
dwelling on the execrableidiocy
that frustrated the release of this
album formore thanayear, I'd
rather just pray the weather
holds to complementits arrival.
But what's all this got to do with
rock ‘n’roll? Well, nothing
actually, except that From
Gardens Where We Feel Secure
isthe first substantial work from
one of our most creative young
composers/musicians.

No term seems appropriate,
because Virginia Astley spurns
suchregimented categorisation
and that’s what, almost
incidentally, thisisall about;
breaking down the walls of
prejudice and broadening the
listening tastes of ageneration
far toolongdiscouraged from
investigating vast areas of music
by theincomprehensiblerituals
and ludicrous pageants of
cultural snobbery.

But, if you must have equations,
From Gardens probably wouldn’t
exist without Eric Satie, Brian
Eno, or The Beatles. Basicallyit’s
apiano piece occasionally,
sparsely and tastefully tinted
with synthesizer, flute and
acoustic guitar and laced with
taped effects-atwittering dawn
chorus, a carillon, a creaking
garden swing, a choir of children,
abraying donkey, a hooting owl
-totrigger precise associations
for ourimaginations toimbue
with personalrecall.

Its beauty isits sensitivity; its
purposeful if naively doomed
pursual of its intention without
everresorting to gratuitous
embroidery. Itis never the
gimmick | can hardly help making
itsound-infact, I've lived with
atape of this album for nine
months orsonow and, inits many
repeated plays, it has never once
palled, never once failed to set
offarichresponse of thoughts
andfeelings.

| suppose comparisons with
Tubular Bells are injudicial, but,
certainly the potential
is here for Ms Astley to
delight asimilarly large
audience. Essentially
though, From
Gardens...isaprivate
piece, something
into whichyouinvest
your own personal
experiencesand allow
the tricks time plays
toimbue the past with
arosy sentiment.

And, forall those
who'llallow some self-
conscious hip bigotry
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to persuade them From
Gardens...isn’t cool enough for
their taste - it just goes to show
that, for all their sloganeering,
some people willnever be able
to tell soul from shoe leather.
Steve Sutherland(MM Augé)

Robert Plant

ATLANTIC

Afanof Robert Plant
since | first heard
LedZeppelinll

I've cometo expect
acertainstandard

of excitement,
invention and
techniquefromasinger
who mustbe rated as one
of thebestin the world.

The last thing | bargained for ...,,}
was Plant producingan albumas I::":?:é:":‘:;"
dreary asthis. Plant’s first solo MichselMonroe
effort, Pictures At Elevenwas of HanoiRocks

alittle gem; one of my favourites

of last year, in fact. SINGLES | UB4D

Depeche Mode

Butallthe drama. the style INTERNATIONAL
and the sheer clout appears REM IRS Rather less glum thanusual, but MUTE
tohavegone AWOL as far as Inaweek largely unsullied UB4osstill sound Dependable as
The Principle Of Moments by decentrecords, unaccountablydour; | thepostman,
is concerned. Plant sings thisis... evenwhen their Depeche Mode
adequately,but he'slet down reasonable. moodisas deiiver another iittie
badly by his band, the production Highly s innocuously packet ofimpeccable pop
| andthe quality of the songs. traditional DEO’IE sentimental which [ was happily prepared to
andthe quality 9 ppily prep
There are eight new and guitar asitishere; | hate,butcouldn’t. The contents
compositions on the album, orientated : \ their music areas el"xpdec:ec::awhac}:(ing
written by Plant and members but sung | seems great thud of abeat wit
of hisband, but none of themare and played é‘ﬁ"ﬁgo,, crowded by twiddly bits jumpingall roundit;
atall memorable. Plant scarcely asthough M&?ﬁ:ﬁ% doubtand anagging chorus;rich vocal
raises his tempo beyond amere thegroup at - td ,L"g;:“ 4 cloudy contrasts; athoughtful
canter. For example, on “Thru’ leastintend to AE Wiyg 5 premonitions. | productionandanarrangement
With The Two Step”, he lazily gettotheend. D‘f’i L Adrab that guarantees the final
wraps his vocal chords around a | wonder what it . re-working of an sparkle. It's the lyric that got
dull and droning melody line was like reviewing old Neil Diamond me, though. Not that the Mode
which, interms of quality, could singlesin1967? “Far out”, song, “Red Red Wine” limps | aretelling us anything we didn’t
easily be an out-take from the last Ishouldimagine. (MM, Augé) | along,atouch off colour p—— know-“It'sa g
Men At Work album. inmost o ’ competitive wor!
Ondrums, Plant has recruited Rock Steady Crew ‘ departmentsand /'f E’\)/erything !
Phil Collins and Barriemore VIRGIN soundly asleep countsinlarge
Barlow and neither do much Afeeble, watered down, jolly l intherest. DE amounts” -
more than ajourneyman’s job. hockey sticks version of the Hardly DEP OUNTS butthere’s
Guitarist Robbie Blunt is scarcely ElectroBronxidiom. Robbed of party-happy TH\NG c some
able to fight his way out of the visceralimpact;it fails to have ’ atthe best amusing
maze of clichés while bassist Paul any point toits existence at all. of times, this \ carelson®) wordplay
Martinezis merely adequate. Except to get onthe radio. And isUB4o ":;‘ i 6"':“':,\ tobe
Keyboardist Jezz Woodroffe selllots of records. And make sounding ) r;:ﬁw. W‘:"’:“"“. ; discovered
might as well have taken the day lots of money. ‘ drollandnota ':::“:‘; » D-:‘:;x'!', round here.
off, forall the impression his Ohyeah, that’s whatit's little gormless, *.\ \or -;:“D:fg:' th joned Proceedingat
| contributions fnake. . allabout! . ) trying awl.(wardly o, "1"“5@ A afalrl_y fedate
The production - credits are OhGod,it'sawful, takeitoff, | tosoundlight- Sovey @M pace, thisisa
shared by Plant, Benji Lefevre TAKE IT OFF! (MM, Sep24) hearted and charming. number you'djiggle
and Pat Moran -is basic and Hanoi Rocks The final effectis like being | ratherthandance to.(MM.ul16)
echoey.lt doeslittle to enhance anoi | French-kissed by asloth: wet, .
either)tlhe vocal orinstrumental LICK lingering and sloppy. (MM, Aug13) Billy Joel cBs
performances. Yes, it’s Blackleather, cheap smack, A good way to wind up
adisappointmentall right. | think Iggy Pop, Keith Richards, these Stickboy le Sutherlandis to
| the mainlet downis that Principle are afew of the favourite things insist that Billy Joelis one of
could have beenrecordedby any for youngrockers who should the finest songwriters and
one of awhole host of dreary know better. “Until | Get You" performers of his
bands. It lacks class and it lacks is the sound of the ‘70s twisted generation, which of course E
distinction - which is something into the present for what heis.SoI've heard. This 3
Ineverthought I'd find myself purpose,one wonders? Is record is chubby and full of E
writing about Plant. BrianHarrigan this really what little girls like? wind, whichhope cannotbe
(MM, Jul16) (MM Aug27) said foritscreator.(MMAugs) &
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“I'm not saying
lainta
miserable £
bastard”

PAUL WELLER retuens with
anew band, THESTYLE s,
COUNCIL. “We don"t wanna™ ™%
do any far-out shit with
fuckin’ synthesizers or

Swiss Alpine horns,” he

says. “I'd sooner settle for
being great than original.”

Introducing

B} Che Style ourncil
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KERSTIN RODGERS / GETTY

LY — SERVRMBER

MELODY MAKER

HO THE HELL does Paul Weiler think he is?

He’shad afewlabels flungathimin his time

—miserable bastard, Spokesman For A

Generation, spearhead of the Bulldog Breed.

To some extent all these hats have fitted, butas

he points out with his tongue somewhere in his
cheek, heisa Gemini.

“I'hope you're notgonna make too muchin the article about how
differentlamand how I've changed and all that,” Wellersaid to measwe
approachedtheend of thisinterviewlast week.

Hmmmm...it'stempting. Butof courseit’soneofthe peripherals of fame
thateverybody thinks theyknowyou. Paul Weller with The Jam was noted
forhisdourpronouncementsaboutbigsubjectslike YouthandSociety.
PaulWeller, Style Councillor, seems tobeundergoing the painful process
ofgrowingupinprivate, somethinghe’s neverhad the chancetodobefore.

Buthe admitted itwashis own fault. “This probably sounds a bit
mellow,” hesaid apologetically, “butIreallyjustwannatryandgeton
withthe job of enjoying mylife now,asmuch aslcan, whiletryingnotto
get tonlazy and complacent about things. [ didn’treally getachanceto
enjoythelastfewyears and that, fordifferentreasons.

“Itryandsavoureach...”-he chuckled to himself-“...eachmomentas
well, I'm notwindingyou up, Ireally do. 'Cos otherwiselifejustrushes
pastyou. Thatsixorsevenyearsorwhatever with The Jamjust wentlike
that, theyflew past.Iwas 18, then the next thing[knewIcameoutand |
was24. Sonowljustsavourit, y’know-Itry to anyway. Because it’sa very
preciousthingtome.”

Sodoes Paul Wellerreally knowwho heis?
I'dinterviewed him once before for the now
defunct Sound Internationalafter Sound Affects
cameout, and he'd surprised mebyadmitting
thatinterviews made him morenervousas
timewentby.Icouldtell by thewayhishand
shook thathewasn'tjustsayingit for effect. It
hasalsosurprised me thataman whose public
pronouncements made himappear aggressive,
obsessive and dogmaticactuallyhad a problem
with sittingdown face-to-face withscribeand
taperecorder, and talking.

Long pauses would beintcrrupted by gabbled
bursts of sentenceswhich collapseduntidilyon
top of eachother, likearugbyscrum
squabblingin themud while the ball
had alreadyspedover the line 50
yards away. Wellerhad the
unfortunate gift of communicating
nervousnesstoother people.

Thistimearound, onablazing
Thursdayin the hottestJulyfor324
years, Paul Weller broughtalonga
littiemoralsupportin the shape of
fellow Stylist Mick Talbot, who
watched the proceedings with
amused detachment and failed to
rescue Wellerfromany awkward
questions. “Come on, Mick, say
something,” Weller pleaded after
fiveminutes.

“Alright, alright,” groaned Talbot.
“Igottawakeupyet...”

TWELLER’S SUGGESTION,
Awe'd adjourned to the caff
nextdoor to Polydor. The
sunwas already wellinto its stride,
thoughitwasonly10.30in the
morning. After the interview, Mick
and Paul were due in the studios to
continue work on their album.
“Bitearly, innit?” [ protested.
“We alwaysstart thisearly,” breezed
Weller. “Infact we've had todelayit

Weller:“There'sso
many pretentious
bastardsabout,
includingme”
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today ‘cosyouwerecoming.” Cheers, then. Thiswas, of course, asly digat
therockistway oflife, whichrarely beginsbefore three in the afternoon.

Youwillappreciate that we're dealingwith the New Europeans here,
sharp young men who washbehind theirearsand don’tsquander their
hard-earned cashon wasted studio time or morale-sappingstimulants.
We settled ourselvesaround theinevitable batch ofcappuciniandrolled
thetape.

Ikicked offby suggesting that the new Style Council record, “Long Hot
Summer” and its threeaccompanyingtracks, recorded in Parisand

| packaged accordingly, wassomewhat arty-farty, not very Paul Weller.

“I regret a lot
of my actions
in the past, but
there’s nothing
you can do”

“Whatchamean?” demanded Weller. “Whatare you judgingthaton?”

Well, on the things youused to talk aboutin the past, thehardline stuff.
What'sall this with Frenchlyrics and Frenchsleeve notes?

“There’sloads of things that gointoanidealike that, the Paristhing,”
heexplained. “We thought the music suited it, we fancied recording
somewhere else partlybecauseit makesabit ofabreakaswell, alittlebit
ofaholiday,and mainly we justwanted todo somethingabit different
and getaway from the conventional way that people work.

“Somereviews havesaid howpretentious it was, whichiswhatthe
ideawas—-itwassupposed to bequitefunny.Alot of people missed that
because they think they've got me bagged, they tend to think they know
my mentality, but theydon’tknow fuck allabout me really. Most of the
publiccharacterI've got, ifI've got any, has only been created by you lot
anyway.” Helaughed fleetingly, about semi-colon length.

Ah,youmean “Paul Weller the miserable bastard?”

“I'm notsaying..."” began Weller, but Talbot interrupted. “He’s not
sayingheain't.”

“NoI'mnotsayinglain‘tamiserable bastard,”
chuckled Weller. “No, Imeanobviouslyit’s not
totally created by themedia, and I musthave
helpedinsomeway towardsit.”

Yeah, ifyou putyourseifinthefiringline
that’swhathappens. You haven'tbeen doing
many interviews lately, butwith The Jam there
wasalwaystheanti-rockattitude and thesocial
commitment stance. You're obviously not
talking about those things so much now.

“Butlcan’ttalkabout thesame thingsin
everyinterview,” Weller protested, “because
peoplewould just getbored, you know.Idon't
wanna keep repeating meselfbut thatdoesn’t
mean [don't feel thesame way about certain
things.Ijustdon’twanttokeep
talking aboutit, because what does it
do?ltdoesn’tfurtherit.Ithink the
Style Councilis moreanti-rockinthe
way wework and what we'vedonein
the past. We justwanttokeepitas
excitingand interestingaspossible,
that’sthemain thing.”

The Style Council'sthreereleases
sofarhave been markedlydissimilar
fromeachother. Firsttherewasthe
softlysoulful “Speak Like A Child”,
then the explosive militant funk of
“MoneyGoRound”,and nowthe
Paris collection, withitsR&B
instrumental “PartyChambers”,
the Gauloises-and-autumn-leaves
romanticism of “The Paris Match”,
thelonely “Le Depart” and the
somewhat tepid A-side.

Theemphasishasshifted
significantly since Jam days from
explicit statement towards aless
empirical eclecticism, using theloose
umbrelia of TheStyleCouncil to
speakin numeroustongues-asofter
range ofdialectsin place of TheJam’s
stridentbarricade-storming. This
Paul Wellerhears voicesin hishead
whereTheJam was sometimesjust
aringingintheears.



Have yougivenup beingaSpokesman For
AGeneration, Paul?

“I'mjust part-time now,” retorted Weller, “lonly
doevenings.”

[told him thatI'd often heard conversations along
thelinesof “1 hate Paul Weller because hesays, ‘Give
upallthisjaded rock garbageand do what Isay
instead’” -inotherwords, people felt hejust wanted toimpose hisown
rigidset ofideason them in place of anythingwhich had gone before.

Weller looked contemptuous. “Icouldn’treally carelesswhat people are
saying, quite honestly. Most of it I find really funny, ‘cos they don'tknow
meanyway. Butmostof that ‘Spokesman ForA Generation’ stuff was only
the papersanyway, [ neversaid [ wasone.

“ljustfinditabigclicheand I can'treallytakeitseriously. If thereare things
Iwritein songs that peopleidentifywith, I don'tthink that particularly
makes measpokesman, justbecausealotofpeoplefeel thesameway.”

Butare there never times when you wish you weren’'tknown forbeing
‘Paul Weller', with your name (metaphorically) inlights? Do you ever
resent your name becomingthatwell known?

“Notreally, no,” hesaid. “1 doresent it sometimes, but thenagain ever
sincelwas 14, | really, really wanted that,solcan‘tblame anyoneelse
butmeselfforit. The only things that bother me are... well, like that
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Wellerperformson
The Tube,198

thing you were saying before, that the new single
doesn'tsound like me, y'’know? I can'tmakeany
senseof thingslike thatbecause... whatdo
Isoundlike?”

It's not necessarily the sound of the music; it'sthe
factthatit's pretentious.

“It’'ssupposed to be,” hesaid tersely.

Yes, | persisted, but there's all this stuffin French, plus theblatherings of
the CappuccinoKid...

“Don’tyoulike thuse bitson the back?” asked Weller innocently. “Don’t
yougetanything from them?”

Um...no, I think I could putitbetter myself. Weller seemed pensive.
“Hopefully some people getsomething fromit. [t'sabit ofamixture, it's
meanttobefunnyaswell. [ thinkit'sgood to putsomethinglike thaton
there, like if you've gotarecord as heavyas ‘Money Go Round’ to have
somethingelse there, sortofhumanside. | dunno, I like it. Itmeans alotto
me, [ getalotfromit.”

But Paul,isn'titthekind of thingyou would have thrownoutifithad
been suggested with TheJam, like “Ah, that’sbullshit”?

“Thisisn’t The Jam, though; thisis The Style Council,” he pointed out.
“Myideaschangeallthetime.lcan’tremainthesameonevery
single subject.” »
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AULWELLERSTILL taiks too fast and sometimes mumbles
P answers to the pavement, but it seems safe to say that the weight

of the world, or at least of the British Isles, no longer bears down
onhis shoulders so oppressively.

“It’slessimportantfor me togo out and prove myselfto other people,
becauseI'vehadsixyears of people judging me, whetheritbe the pressor
the public. Soit’s notimportant to me any more, it’s notimportant to me
to play Wembley or Bingley Hall or to have Number Onerecords. It'sonly
important to make good music.”

Regrets? He'shad a few, but then again...

“Iregretalotof myactionsin the past, butthere’snothing youcando
aboutit,soljusttryand make sureldon'tdo themagain.”

Like what, forinstance? Standingup on asoapbox, perhaps?

“No, I don’tregretdoingthat.Ifeltit was necessaryto do that. Andifl felt
itnecessaryagainI'dstilldothat, y’know. Like peoplesaid with ‘Money
GoRound'itwasaself-righteouslyricandalltherest ofit, butI don't give
ashitaboutthat. Tomeit'sanimportant thingto say, it’sa statement
Iwanna make.Idon’t care what people are goingto thinkof me.”

Beneath the more cosmopolitan surface of the current Paul Weller
there'sstillabelligerent streak of defiance. Like the beastin thecellar, it’s
keptunderheavylock and key, but it still goes on the rampagefrom time
totime when somebody forgets tofeed it.

“There’s thiskind of humility thing around at the moment,” spat Weller
scornfully. “Youget all these crappy bands saying, ‘It'sjust pop music,
we're notgonnawritelyrics that make 'em think. We're just a pop group’
~y'know, thiskind of humble shit. [don'tfind anythingexciting or brave
about that. Peoplesay, ‘Well, you have tolike theirhonesty,'and all that
crap, butIthinkit'sjustafuckingexcuse.”

Hecites Culture Club, Animal Nightlife, JoBoxers and OrangeJuice
ascontemporaryartists whose workhe admires, “butat theotherend
you'vejust got that record company thing, that pre-packaged pop thing.
All those faceless groups you seejustdressed up intheirtarty clothesand
slapped-on makeup, they're useless. There's nothing behind them.”

Thisis true, of course, butIfeitit was my duty toraise theissue of
Weller’s Respond record label, home of Tracie and The Questions. There's
much talkofthis being music for “young people”, | pointed out, butit’s
youngpeople playing anold styleof music. It's basically old soul music,
isn'tit,like Tracie's “The House That Jack Built” or The Questions’ singles?

“Idon’tagree with that, Adam, I'msorry. No.I'm notsayingit's not
influenced by thatbecause of courseitis, butIthinkit sounds very
contemporary—to me it does anyway.”

Well, the artists may be young and enthusiastic, but the form of music
isn'tanything new.

“Well, whatelse canyou do, youknow?” demanded Weller. “What else
canyou play musicon? Wedon'twannado any far-out shitwith fuckin’
synthesizers or Swiss Alpine horns or something; we justwant to play
naturalinstruments. [don’tsee how else we candoit really.

“Wedidn'ttryand claim thatit was gonnabe atotally original new
sound, althoughIthink that willemerge anyway, because howcanyou
beoriginalany more? Everything’sbeen doneinthelastfive orsixyears
—every conceivabletype of music has...”

Tagreed with Weller-I'd justbeen hoping he’d have a different answer.
Mick Talbotchippedin. “It’s just aquestion of making good music, innit2”

“I'dsooner settle for being great than original,” Weller continued.
“Originality’sjust what people hearinitanyway-ifsomeonereallylikes
asongit'llsound original to themanyway. I'm not bothered about
originality, Idon’teven thinkaboutit.

“Ijustseemusicaseither good orbad;it'ssuchapersonalthinganyway.
Itellyouonething, 'mreallysickofall thisintellectualisingof music. I've
doneit myselfin the past, so'vebeen guiity of it, but the way the papers
and thatdoitisjust pointless. They're justleadingthemselves up their
ownarseholes.”

Sodoyouthinkthat’swhathasdamaged music?

“Itfuckinghas,” insisted Weller, “’cos there’s so
many pretentious bastards about... including me...
no,Idoitonpurpose. Butthere’s somuchcrap
talked aboutit,somany people whoreally believe
allthatshitthat’swrittenabout them. I thinkthat’s
ruinedit.

“For me, thereasonwhyblack music’s always
remainedsogoodisbecauseit’salways been
intuitive. They've never particularly tried to
intellectualise what they're doing or ‘whyam
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| whatIthinkofthosegroups.”

! intensityandit's justaload of

| herevealed. “Iwroteall

Iwritingthis song?’ They'vejustgoneout
anddoneitand that’swhyitalwayssounds
brilliant, tomeanyway.Itstilldoesnowandit
always will, for thatreason. In the white music
sceneyoujustgetthatintellectual crapandit
ruinsit. AsIsay, ['vebeenguiltyof thatin the
pastbutI'vereallybeentryingto avoidit.”
Inparticular, groupslike U2, the Bunnymen
and perhapseven the mighty Simple Minds,
getPaul Weller'sgoat. “Maybe I'm missingthe
point,” hesaid. “Alsoit’sjust not my type of
music, somaybe've gotnoright totalk about
it. ButIsawU2on The Tubeandljust thinkit
soundsold-fashioned.Ithink U2 areaload of
wallies-iftheyhadlonghairand wore
headbands no one wouldlook twice orwrite
about them. That thingyou were sayingabout
Respondbeingold-fashioned-well that’s

But there were plenty of those rock-type
elementsabout The Jam, Paul.

“Of coursethere were,” he confessed.
“Whenwefirststarted off, TheJam werea
rockband. Towards theendIstarted tryingto
getaway from thatbecausel'dstarted hating
it. Butwewere, yeah.

“Ijustsawalotofelements ofit thatIdon't
think get people anywhere, whichIdon't find
particularly positiveat all. And alot of peopie
getconfused withurgencyand intensityand
emotion, because the guitar’s turned up full
and it’s going througha200-wattamplifier.
Theytend togetthat confused with real

shit, it'ssheervolume.”
Notamanto mincehis
words, ourPaul. Inhis
restless flight fromwhathe
seesas pretension, he’s more
orlessgivenupwriting
poetryinhissparetime.
“Igotabitfed upwithit,”

kinds of wimpy thingsand
realintrospective stuff,
whichisgood toget out
ofyoursystembutit's
probablyboring for some
poorfuckertoread. Soldidn't
botherany more.

“Ifound there were alot of poetry fans, youngkids, which was good, but
alotofthemwerereallyintrospective—'myheart hunglikea shadowon
thewall’ and all this shit. Where’s it gonnaget ya?It'sagoodreleaseand as
ajustificationIsuppose that’s OK, butthat's enough;it’s not particularly
good always toread that. I'vestiligot someinterest in poetry butI've
mainlygonebackintosongs.”

inthe past, have also come under the glare of this new

realistic approach. Predictably, he sounded off about his
disgust with Thatcher's re-election, but this sense of disillusion is
tempered by a beliefin people as opposed to
creaky old systems.

Hadhehad morefaithin thiscountryandits
futurein the Jam days? “Notreally, no. Well probably
intheearlydays, yeah, it’sonlylike withevents of
thelastfewyears...like the Falklands war, things
likewhenIsee peopleout on the quaysides waving
flagsat the soldiers, waving the soldiersand sailors
off.Ican'thavealotoffaithinanationthatdoesthat.

“But there’s still people thatI meet... it's enough
formetoretain somekindof faith, anyway. And
quite honestly, themore I thinkabout it, the more

‘W‘ELLER’S POLITICS, FREQUENTLY derided as half-baked
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I'think that'show music works. Music’s never gonna hitawhole nation’s
conscience, it'simpossible to.

“ButI don’tsee thatassomekind of defeatany more, which Iwould have ‘
atsomepointin the past. Now I thinkevenifitaffects afewindividualsit’s
worthit,and hopefully those individuals willadd up to quitea number of
people. I don’'tknow. It'sa bit pretentious of me to start talkingabout how
it'sgonnachange people’sideas.”

restricted to a couple of brief sets for good causes, at Brockwell

Park and at a Right To Work benefit in Liverpool. Wellerand
Talbot had both been annoyed by the MM’s coverage of the Liverpool
event, which seemed to them to be using their 20-minute setasan
excuse to print pictures of Weller and to sell more copies of the paper,
thusignoringthe true significance of the event.

“Thereview was OK. Itwasn't that that bothered me, because I thought
shemade some good points,” said Weller. “It was more the editorial stuff
that wentwith it. Whoever did that wasjust
exploitingusinthatsituation.”

Butisn't that the problem oflivingdown the
image of Paul Weller? You can’t change who you
areand thereason why you got thatsortof
coverage, [ argued.

“Butit’'snot my problem,” fumed Weller, “it’s
MM's problem -what they weresayingwasit's
myresponsibilityand ['ve got towork this thing
out. Theywere buildingall thatcrapup by
putting‘Style Council Live’ onthe cover. That
doesn'thelpmeatall.

“Do they think we travelled up to Liverpool
to play for 20 minutes forour egos? Tomake
ourselves and our egos feel better? I cando that

SO FAR, THE Style Council's major live appearances have been

“The Paul
Weller of 1979
would have

told me to
 fuck off”

Wellerand Talbot
inParisinMay1983,
amonthbefore
recordingthe

third Style Council
single,“LongHot
Summer”,inthecity

havingawankin frontof the mirror athomeor something. We wanted to
dothatthingforaspecialreason.”

Afterafewmoments he felt calmer. “Iwould say thelevel of
commitmentinthe Style Councilis higher, actually...in the sixmonths
we've been goingwe've donein the past. The writing royalties from
‘Money Go Round’ are going to Youth CND, but don’twanna come over
asbeingthe punkgeneration’s Cliff Richard either—ado-gooder—I hate
that stuff. 'm not doing it for that, | don't care what other people think
about that, 'm doing it for my reasons. Soanyway, I think the
commitmentisstillthere.”

Do you reckon the Paul Weller of 1979 would recognise you today,
Tasked?

“He'd probably have been drunk,” said Weller with a tight-lipped grin.
“I'd probably have told him to fuck off’cos he'd have been foamingat the
mouth or something. We probably would haveagreed on some things.
IThave changed insomewaysbutdon'tthink...it'snotparticularlyany
kind ofexclusive...

“Ithink politically I'm alotsharpernow
because I think [know more where I stand than
Ididin'79orwhenever.ldidn’treallyhavea
fuckingclue.AsfarasI'm concerned I thinkI've
improved alot.”

Soyou were naive beforeinsomerespects?

“Yeah," said Weller doubtfully. “Well,I don’t
think Iwas naive, [wasjustabitthickreally.
ljust think I've got abitsharper,and Ithinkalso
Iwasinto things which I nowseeasbullshit,
youknow, and Itryand avoid them.”

IfGod created all men equal, perhaps Paul
Wellerisjust more equal thanheused tobe. At
anyrate, he’s nolongeranabsolute beginner.
Adam Sweeting ®
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“Pride.

Independence.

Respect”

NME

HOTSUMMERSATURDAY in London. Curtis Mayfield,
ashortstocky man dressedina greensafarisuitandan
orange T-shirt, is sittingon asofain his hotel room talking

about The Impressions.

“Iwrotemost of the things, if notall of the things, for
TheImpressions, soonce wefound outwhat we were really

about, itwas always our way towriteinspiration messages or agood love song.

“Even throughoutmyway of writing alove song or an uptempo thing, thelyrics
always tendedto bealittlemore to the point where you could think aboutit. It
would give you food for thought. That was just ourway, ourstyle,and so beit.”

His head peppered with white tufts of hair, his voice quiet and gracious, his
mannerone of dignity, Curtis Mayfield has usually been about great music and

messages of inspiration.

Bornin Chicagoin 1942, bythe time hewas 12 he was singing with

Catadllyfete

Thelmpressions. When hewas 16 theyhad
their first major breakthroughwith “For Your
PreciousLove”,and, with thegifted Curtis
writing their material, went on to be—through
suchsongsas “Thisls My Country”, “Wherever
YouLeadethMe”, “It’s Alright”, “Meeting Over
Yonder”, and the monumental “People Get
Ready” expressing the hopes, fears, injustices
andoptimismofageneration-one of the most
influential soul groupsofalltime.

Theylasted until 1970 with Curtis, whoin
the meantimewrote prolifically not only for
The Impressions, but northern soul favourites
Major Lance and Billy Butler on the Okehlabel.
He also wrote for Jerry Butler.

Atthebeginningofthe '70s Curtisleft the
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group to pursuehisowncareerand tooksoul »

Legendary songwriter
and producer

gives amajor
retrospective interview.
From his early career to
Super Fly, God and drugs,
nothing is off the table.
Even his failed disco
album. “I don’t think | was
the greatest at what
disco is about,” he says.
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astep furtherwithhisgroundbreakingsolo albums. [n the first five years
ofhis solodirection he wasuntouchable. Albumssuchas Curtis, Roots,
Back To The World, Super Flyand There's No Place Like America Today saw
Mayfield adopting hissweet falsetto voice to atense, dramatic music
amillion milesaway from the cool harmonies of The Impressions.

Like The Impressions, his music reflected the times helivedinbut
offered nosingle answerto the problems hesaw. Instead, Curtis
succinctly depicted the chaos around him - Vietnam, unemployment,
poverty, drugabuse-withunflinchingnerve.

Throughouthis work, he publiclydisplayed his beliefin God and,
mainly through his classic Super Fly LP (the tautness of Back To The World
Ifind moreappealing), established himselfasthesoulman.

After thesuccessof There's No Place Like America Today, Curtis quietly
“retired” to concentrate on hishome and family. He has 11 children by
differentwomen (“Hey, | wouldn’t putall that on one woman”), and felt
acooling-out period wasrequired. He'dbeen on theroad since 1958.

“ltwas aconstantwillof myowntosucceed,” hesays. “Every

success element wasadiplomaforme. I didn’tearnit atschool, ~=

Thadtoearnitamongpeople. And whatever my gift was,
thatallowed me thatdevelopment. d

“Butwhilelwasdoingallthat, 1 also wanted todo :"'~
karate, play basketball and. of course, the need of i
everymantowanthisownfamily. Moneyisn't .
enough. You need the human contact. After Super Fly
wewereintheairtwoorthreetimesadayandall of
thatitwas appreciated and loved. However, youcan't
raise familyandraisechildrenlike that. You want to
see themgrowup and youdon’twant yourchildren to

3 havetowalkinyourshadow.”

Whenhedid return, his popularity had subsided and his subsequent
LPscompletelylacked the inspiration and spiritof his earlier work. He
evendabbledindiscofor DoltAll Night.

It's nowironic that hislast LP, Honesty, whichisabrilliantreturn tohis
formerstrengths, a quiet reaffirmation of his special talents, has largely
been ignored and Curtis Mayfield is nowithoutarecordingcontract.
Actually, it'smore thanironic; it's a bitingcomment on the music
industry. And ashe has nolabel backing for his English tour, he iswithout
anessentialhornsection.

“Icouldn’taffordit,” he states simply.

Our conversation lasted ahout two hoursand was somewhat akin to
meetingaise sage whohasseenitalland come through with his
strength and pride intact.

It'snosurprise thathislast LPshould be entitled Honesty.

You'vejustcompleted a tourof AmericawithThe Impressions.
That'sright. Wecalled it the Silver Anniversary Tour and we were
. outforsomesixtoseven weeks. We actually did about 31 days,
= workingtheweekendsonly. Itwasreallyanideal thing to
dobecauseitgave usachance to comeback together
andsingalotofgood songs thatwe hadn't done for
. alongtime.

>

Howdiditgo? BecauseIrecentlyreadaMarvin
Gayeinterview wherehe wassayingthatAmerican
audiences tend only tolisten tomaterial thatisnew
andarecontemptuousofoldermaterial.
Well, that's not totally true. The American audiences
aresomewhatspoiltbecause they haveavariety of




everythingtochoose from and things are always
beingreplenished. Here's thenew! And here's the
newer! And sometimes you getcaughtupinthat.

Afterawhileyoukind ofgetfedupandyou tend to
want tocome back, especiallyas you get older, to the
things thatyou grew up with, withemotionsand
feelings and sensitivities init. We had quite abitof
audience responsetousall overthe country, doing
things fromthe pastas well as the present.

CURTIS MAYFIELD

(Laughs) Solguesslpickedupalotofherways
unconsciously. Justsittinginachurchasachild,
seeingherasminister, read, preachandspeak of
inspiration from different texts in the Bible.

Didyouenjoy childhood?
Ohyeah, [thinkso.Asmuchasanybodyelse.
Asayoungster youdon't play on how pooryou are

Ithinkitallintermingled, and of course music
inAmericatends to besomewhatdirected tothe
younger setof people—which leaves the guy
round32,35,40; hehasnothingtorelateto
anymore.AndIthinkit’simportantthatyou
keep those people that arearound your own age,
andhave grownup withyou, aswell astosecure
newfans.

Well, The Impressions seemed quite unique to
meinthatyouseemedtobeoneofthefirstsoul
groups to tackle social mattersinyour songs.
Werethere any others?

“Money isn’t
enough. You
need the
human
contact”

orwhereyouareaslongas motherand
surroundingsaresomewhatcontent. You
don’tunderstand, oryou don'tsee the levels

of struggle orracialslurs and all of that stuff. If
you're bred fairlywell and you haveacertain
amountof protection, and hopefullyyou have
some modicum of common sense, you comeup
prettybalanced.

When did you firstbecome aware of the
imbalanceinsociety?

Iguessmy firstnoticingofitwasn'tevenon
ablackand white level; it was probably between
the two families.

Notsomuchbackduringour time. Things were
verymuchoffintorock’n’roll during those earlier years, the *50s. Ilike to
think ofusin terms of us cominginon the cuffs, where therewere the
LaVern Bakers and the Fats Dominos and The Drifters, the Clyde
McPhatters, youname them. And we were a younggroup of people who
were comingin, butstill there were the old-timers who helped us.

However, our coming outinthelate'50s sortof putmerightinto the area
of theblackmovement, thestruggles, all the things that werehappening
inthe60swith Martin LutherKing and minority people trying toown
moreofthemselves through their civil rights.

Iwasvery conscious of those thingsandithas alwaysbeen mywayto
write messages of inspiration, even about currentevents, nomatter how
controversial. It seems todraw measlongasIcanseesometruthorsome
honestrealism about how I sense peoplewant to be.

Did the other two Impressions, Samand Fred, feel the same way?
‘I'hey seemed to appreciateitbecause our response from people was
alwaysveryreal, simply because the songs- “This Is My Country”,
“Choice Of Colors”, “We'reAWinner” or “Amen”-seemed to hitupon
therealities of what everybody wasall about. While we didn’thave
thefantastic success of The Temptations, or some of thebiggergroups...
that were sellingmany, manyrecords, there seemed tobe a place

for The Impressions becauseit always seemed torelate to the
consciousnessof people.

Itmade usindividualinaneraofrock'n'rollwhere no one else was
reallydoingit. Then, of course, otherswould beginto turnaroundand
youwould hear James Brown —“Now say it loud!I'm black and I'm
proud!” -when those kinds of things were neversaid orrelated onsuch
alevel. Itmade us feel very good.

Theother two fellas' backgrounds wereof the church and gospel music,
sowealways had our harmonies and wealways related pretty good.

Yeslagree, becausetiedinwith thatsocial consciencewasastrong
religious feel.
Iwould sayso: “People Get Ready”,and things of that nature. I've always
had my own sensitive feelings, but asa youngster they probably were
more of curiosity and relating them to my own personal emotions.
However, my breeding was between my mother-whowasavery creative
person herselfwhoused torecite alot of poetry—and my grandma, who
duringthoseearlier years was outto earn her degreeasaminister.

Shehad alittlestorefrontchurchin Chicago and whileIlived with
my mother, [ spent alotof time withmygrand mother duringthe
summertime. Wewould travelacross the countryand she'dgoto
different conventionsand take us. The upbringingwasof a veryspiritual
and religious background, especially on herside of the family. We even
startedalittle group. ImetJerry Butler when I was veryyoungbecause he
joined our group. Myself, Jerryand three of my cousins wereknownas
The Northern]Jubilees out of Chicago.

We'd travel with our grandmother and we'd sing, and that'showwe
picked up the music. She called her church The Travelling Soul
Spiritualist Church, whichwas ideal because we moved aroundalot.

|

Like my grandmother seemed to have more.
Shehad the churchandshe helped my motheralotwithher children,
buythe clothes and stufflike that. Then the comparison ofuslivingin
oneroom with mymother, that would help show the difference. However,
my motheralways seemed to have theknack as to how to bringabout
other things to make you not play on the fact that you didn’t have as much
asanother.

Iguess, subconsciously, especially during theearly yearsin America,
just from hearing the old people talk you'd pick up lots of things of what
the pasthasbeen, what the presentis and therelationship of different
racesoutin thestreets, even before you've beenintroduced to them.

You come into the world innocent and emotionallysensitive. Youcry,
you laugh, you play, even you fight, butit's ofinnocence. Colourhas
nothingtodowithit. Youonlylearn that from those in seniority.

Soitneverhitsall at once. You growintowhateveritisand thenit's how
youare balanced out by your peersastohowyouare thenable torelate,
think and even sense towards others.

Afteryoujoined The Impressions, in theearly '60s you also wrote
material for the Okeh label, for people like Major Lance and Billy Butler.
Did you have to adopta different approach when writing for them?
Inevertried togo asindepthas Iwould formyselfbecause it wasn't my
wayto putsomeoneelse into a category that they weren’tabout. Butbeing
acreative person and being competitive, [ could writeagood “The
Monkey Time".

Therewas atuneMajor did which would make you thinkifyoulistened
toitslyrical content—“UmUmUm Um Um Um".It’s aboutwalking
through thiscrowd and there'sthis mansittingonabench, he just
moanedand it made no sense, all he said was ‘umumumum’and the
lyric was: “Icouldn't help myself, 1 must have been bornwithacurious
mind, I asked this man just what did he mean when hemoaned, ifhed beso
kind, and hedstill just go, umum um um.” Youknow whatI mean? Itwas
somethingto thinkaboutdespitethe rhythm.

How about outside A merica. Were you aware of The Impressions’
impact, say, herein the UK?

No, I neverreally was. Asa matterof fact, itwasalong time coming forus
to come to England because we were afraid toget on aeroplanes.

Really?

(Laughing) Yes. Back during the earlieryears we would notfly. We were
deathlyafraid of flying, and I canrecall several times agents would tellus
thatwehad quite a following here. They would even tell us that there was
agroup over here performingas The Impressions. (Smiles). Butwe never
gottenroundto comingto Europe,and I'mreallysorry thatwe didn't.
However, we finally began to geton aeroplanes and flyabit, and that was
anexperienceinitself. Nowthey'reliketaxis.

Thelmpressions werealso influentialin Jamaica. I believe BobMarley

and theearly Wailers were modelled somewhatonyou.
Yes, we found that theyloved thelyrics of “I've Been Trying”. “Minstrel »

HISTORY OF ROCK 1983 | 97



1983

ULy - SEPTEMBER

And Queen”wasaverybigrecord outthere, and theyjust seemedtolike
ourstyle.] guess BobMarley was probably a kid comingup and the
influence of The Impressions and our civil consciousnessasto people,
and how we were the firstabout expressing those thoughts, probably
motivatedhimas to hisownindependence with hisown people, and his
ownneed tobe of value and saysomethingofvalue.

Wewentthereonce and played for the prime minister, along with
Johnny Nash,andwe found thatwe had agreatbigfan club there. We
didn'tevenknow it! We were metoutat the airport; so many people. Made
us feel verygood.

Yetthroughout that success, youalways seemed to have kept
level-headed.
Well, Isuppose it was my grown-up way, even as akid. That was all 1 had,
wasmy mindtothinkandtotryand keepitlevel and nottospaceout.
(Laughs). Ifound thatwhat!had, I knewitwasagift.
Inmyopinion, onecomesinto theworldand
what doeshedo? He'sconfused about this, he's
confused aboutthatandyoulearnenoughto
know that youdon'tknow nothing! (Laughs).
Thenall of asuddenyou find thatyou've been
blessed with something, avehicle that you
had no intention of using. Butsomebodylays it
out, ayellowbrick road, and shows you thatyou
havean ability to do something thatis so natural
toyou,youbypassitand trytodoeverything
elsebutthat.
Iwascapable offindingthatoutatan early age,
andwiththehelp of other people, guidelines
like The Impressions who were older thanme,
theyhad awill. Weare goingto makeit, weare
goingtodothisand here’s Little Curtis, wow!

Curtisperformssolo
onUSTVin1973.His
Back To The World
albumthatyear dealt
withthe Vietnamwar
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“Super Fly
looked to me
more like an

advertisement
for cocaine”

Givehimalittle respectand hey! We'll guide himand with himwe can go
onand makeit.

Probablybecause of the respect they allowed to come downon such
ayoungster,Icouldn’tlet them down bybeingsuch asillyyoungdude.
Youbegintowantto thinkintellectuallyat thelevel of your peers, and
them allowingyoutodoityougoonandgrowup.

The'60s were such an influential and turbulent timein America, how
doyou nowviewthoseyears?

Well, itwas definitely that, butit was very much necessary, and thank
God the turbulence wasjust of enough value to make those of conscience
understand that there was true turbulence and that those of conscience
weremakingit. Soitwas, let'schangeitalittlebit, let'sstartrelating, let’s
givealittle, soall people cancomeup alittle bit prouder about what we as
peerswere supposed to beclaimingto the world.

ButeventslikeMartin LutherKing’s
assassination must have beena bigsetback?
Yeah, of course. Ithurt mevery deeply;ithurt
alotof people deeply.

For many people the rebel wasin many, many
ways probablythe easiest target for those who
did create the turbulence, because they atleast
allowed an outlet where somekept itinside.
Ifyoukeepitinside, itcanonlyharm the body
anddestroythe mind.

Butmany people, both blackand white,
were very, very painfully hurtbyhisdeath not
to mention thelossof thereal things about
acountry.

There canbe no money put to the value of the
loss ofaMartin Luther King. Whatis acountry’s
richesand whatis acountry’sreal poweras towhat theyareall
about?It’scertainly notmoney. It's the minds of men and women
toraiseacountryand giveoff therightvibesand tohave the
respectof aworld; not to mention maybe anotherworld that's
lookingon. (Laughs)

Alotofpeoplestilltalk about the’60s as an optimisticera.
Well, always remember that everythingright can eventually, give
itenoughtime, becomewrong. And everything wrong, give it
enoughtime, canbecomeright. It'sthebalance overalland I think
thatwhatis mostimportantisifyoulisten there’s nothingtotally
either way. You canlistento adebate, anhour of whatyouknowis
righteousness, andifthey talklongenough you'llbe abletosee
some wrongs aboutit. And you canlisten to something thatis
supposed to be totally wrong butif they talk long enough there
maybe certain points thatcould be possibly right.

It'slike the scale of balance and ittakesall people to make
abeautiful world.

Atthestartofthe’70s you left The Impressions, butamicably.
Well, The Impressions were partof Curtom, my ownrecord label.

Ofcourse. Whendid youstart thatandwhy?

Ohwow, I thinkitwasrightafterwerecorded “We're AWinner”
in1966 0r’67. Our contract with ABC Records had expired
andIdecided to form Curtom Records. I've always been about
wantingto ownas much of myselfas possible, and after finding
that we were basically doingall the promotingouton theroad
andwe weredoingall therunning, Iwasreadytogetinto the
record business. We formed CurtomRecordsand The Impressions
signed upwithme.

Socome 1970, while westill came out with thingslike “Check Out
Your Mind”, and we werestill seeing certain amounts of success,
beingthelead singerkeptmeoutontheroad 11 monthsayear.
Howcanyourunarecord companyonone endandyou're outon
theroad atthe other end? It didn’tmake sense. I felt that I should
involve myself more with company and business and makeit of
somevalueforagroup that wassostrong.

However, Ididn'twanttoretire myselfas anartist. Even by
bringingin Leroy Hutson as the newlead singer, I found myself
writing abit deeper and getting offinto other things as to myown



creativity, which brought outabout thealbum
Curtis. Somaybe it was ablessingin disguise,and
now Curtom had two artists.

Whatotherthingswereyou gettinginto creatively?
Well, [ guess my lyrics. Say, for instance, the
Curtisalbum.had always been writingsongs
ofinspiration thatfor the eraseemed to be
controversial. During the time “Choice Of Colors”
came out,itwasadifferentkind ofsongthat
rock'n’roll groups weredoing. Buthere come

the 70s and I found myself not only speaking
inspirationally, I found myselfalsowantingto
relate to my own, butinadifferent fashion.

Like, “WePeople Who Are Darker Than Blue” or
“If There's A Hell Below", then, of course “Miss Black
America”... thisiswhere I found myselflyricallyand
creatively going, aswell as the pretty things and the
uptempo things.'vealwaysbeen able to write more
clearlywheneither my emotions were aroused or
Icould seeinto others’ emotions and sensitivities
andreal values.

Inyoursoloworkyou're both optimistic and
pessimisticaboutaffairs. Which one’sthe strongest
traitinyourcharacter?

Well, theysay thatunderthesign of Geminihe’s
more pessimistic thanoptimistic. [amoptimisticor
I probablycouldn’thavesucceeded asfaraslhavein
thisworld.

However, lusemy pessimism. [will test the waters
beforeIjumpin. Iwillsee howdeep the holeis before
Tallowmyselftofallin. I'll neverjump offwithout
usingthe pessimisticimbalance. Theybothcanbe
of value. Youcanbeover-confident,
oryoucanbeunder-confident, butif
you use bothyourealisethat theycan

bothbe of value and that they can work CURTIS MAYHELD

foryou.

You also created anewsound within
soul musicwithyour earlier works.
Ohyeah, Iwouldthinkso. Lyricallyand
instrumentally. Songslike “Other Side
Of Town". (Points at my notes) [ notice
youhave somelyricsthere from “Jesus”...

Who'syour
daddy?:the

SuperFlyguy
flauntshisstyle

drugs and usingdrugs, orsmokingreefers, drinkingliquoror
takingaspirin! (Laughs) We'reall, onboth sides of the continent,

That’sfromyour LP There’s No Place drugorientated. Nothingallowsyoutouse yourhead and letthe

LikeAmerica Today... body healitself. They say, howdo you feel? Here, take this whether
Which was one of my favouritealbums. itbeonthelegitsideor theillegitside.
Iliked the way it come offfor me. It's funny, it took acertainmood to . Ihadnogreatreactionabout that except that I might note that while the
come up and come out with There's No Place Like America Today,because | scriptread oneway, whenitcame to the screen the priest whowas Super
1didn’tknow how people would viewit. Fly...itlooked to me asthough it was more an advertisementforcocaine
Ifound thatin Africa peoplereally appreciated that album, thatIwas | becauseitwasjustoverly done.
writingsongs thatin context, formany, seemed to be moredepressedbut |  Andsobeitbecauseit put meonthefenceenoughtogoalittledeeper
itseemed like the times. The economics were down, people were out of and make what I was aboutwith the film, which was anti-drugs, where
workandit just came offwith “Blue Monday People”, “When Seasons Icould gotodepths and speakalittle deeper about what wasreally going
Change” and “Billy Jack”, whichwas about adudc who wasshot. on, whileknew that the mediawould lookat the surface and the glitter,
Ifound thatformeitgavealotoftruthbecausemanytimes thatlam thebigCadillacand theclothes. But if it could be balanced out, that you
writing, 'mwriting for me. It'salmostlike giving myselfasermon. Just could appreciate and enjoy the glitter but knowin your head the facts of
allowing your mindto come outand thencomeback, readitand putitall reality, thenit'sOK.
insome kind of sensible manner. You canevenlisten toitand correctitif
it'snottotally what yourheadis about. [takeit you've never beenseriously involved with drugs?
Well, [ take the Fifth Amendmentonthat! (Laughing) However, I'm not
Howdid you approach Super Fly? strungoutor hungup. Idon'tsmoke, [don’tdrink and at the momentI’'m
Well, itwas probably one of the best eras because there were the clothes, freeand clearofconscience astoanydrugs.
therewas themovieandtherewasanartistthatlaid outalyricindepth
thatallowed them to accept the movie. Then there were the fads and Your solowork duringthe'70salso coincided with the Marvin Gayes,
therewaseven theintroduction of whathasbeen herealongtimewith Stevie Wonders and Last Poets of theworld, who were exploring similar E
people, gettingoffinto cocaine. Theywere havingalot of fun. topicsto you. Did you feel anempathywith anyofthem? 3
Yeah, anytimetheysaid therealthings youhadto join forcesand feel ;
How did you react tothedrugscene, especiallywithin the black circles? apartofit.And you'dliketo think thatsomeof your earlier sayings §
Therewas no greatreactionbecauseallmylifel'veseen peopledealingin | wereinfluences. » 2

HISTORY OF ROCK 1983 | 89



HARRY LANGDON / GETTY

83

JULy — SEPVMBER

Tome, thatwasall beautiful duringthose timesbecause there were
things thatrelated from one group to another, and you could feel masses
reallytakingitinand understandingwhat theywere allaboutand really
usingtheirheads.'mabelieverin (startsalittledancingmovement)
shake yourshaggy, shaggy, buthave some food for thought, too. Why not
enjoyboth?

But what effect has that musicupon people?
(Firmly) Pride, independence, more value inrelationshipsin family,
more valueongivingrespectsoyoucanearnrespect, whetherit be white
andblackor people ofdifferent continents. Socialgatherings thatdon’t
explodeinyourface because people areinharmonyandthe musicis of
avalue thathelps keep them there.

Ithinkthere’s nothinglike you going somewhere socially and the music
isofavalue...it'snota preaching thing, you'restill enjoying people, but
themusicisofalevel whereit's notdiverting your head. You candance,
youcanlaybackandlisten toreallyrics, anditbrings youaboutsocially
whereyou canrelate with others. Youcan give
debate, listen to debate and that’swhat that
kind of musicisallabout.

Whereas some musics, youdon'trealiseit, but
it'sgoing againstyourgrainorit'stooloud orit's
notsayingnothing, orit’s monotony.

Giventhat then, isithard foryoutoreconcile

your religious beliefswith all theinjustices
aroundintheworld?

Sometimesitis because Hemade averyunfair

world. However, that's justhow [ sometimes see

it. [tmay take more knowledge, or more

understanding, or maybe [ ought to get deeper
offtobringitall together. Butwhateveritis, it —
works for theworld. Thave tounderstand that

theworld and all the elements here work forit.

But for anyone individual species in the world it can be terriblyunfair.
Look attheanimalsand how they have to survive and how they have to
dieand howsometimes, when they've got their thing together,an
element from somewhere else comes and destroysit.

It's notbecause of themliving wrong or not beingrighteous. It'sbecause
from somewhere somethingelse comedown onitandit’'sgone.It'sunfair
forone. butthenit proves that these over here had to feed their babies, so
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“Who isto say
that lifeis to
be anything
but to
survive?”

“Iguess...disco

wasn'tme":

MayfieldinLos
) Angelesini98)

youlook at thatand yousay, well, [ can
understand that. Soitisin oursocial
structure. Someone hasto pay whether
itbefairornot. Usually, it'sunfair for
somebodyelse.

Oryoulook atitonalargerstructure.
It'sabeautiful day, everybody’sdoing
OKandI'llbedamned, there'san
earthquake and 20,000 people just
gone!lIsthat fair! Youlookatiton TVand
youcanacceptit, butifyou'rein that
predicamenthow areyou goingto
think? Youlook up to your God and you
say, I'llbedamned!What'shappening?
Ichanged tenyearsago!l goteverything
right, noweverythingis wrong.

Suchislife. We allacceptit. God gave
usallmindsto be curious, controversial
and whatever we've got to saywe can
sayit,andthathelpsalotbecauseifyou
couldn’tyou'd probablyblowup.

Itservesits purpose, becausehowelse
could Itake ontheroleand wanttobe
_ optimistic, tosay, hey! everythingis

- - goingtobealrightwhen[haven't
- experienced whatis the worst?
Itshould be understood that
nothingisfair. Wejusthavethe
mind and the mental ability totry
and makeitasfairandassweet,
based uponourprinciplesand our
society, aswe possiblycan. Butwe
stillkillup allthe cowsand eatthem.
We bringup chickens and eat them. We
takesomeland overhereand those people
gottosuffer...

NB-111587

STEREOQ
SIDE 1

HEY BABY (Give It All To Me)
“Curtls Maytieid
CURTIS MAYFIELD

1982 Boarawaik
Recoras, Inc

Does thatrefer to thebalancescale yousingabout on Honesty?
Ohyeah, | thinkIwasspeaking on (begins to hum) “Third World say...”
Ah!lforget mylyrics... [ have to hear those songs for them to come back,
butit probablywas. ThenIend upsaying, “There's noanswer, whatare

| yougoingtodo?” Nooneindividualcanchangeanything.

Which you also say on“Jesus” from America Today.
Yeah: “Don'tcallme a saint because there's nothingI cando. All 1ask of
youis thatyoudoasigottado myselfand look into my inner self, only you
know howto befree.”
You liveandyougraspall of lifethatyou can, but whois tosay that
lifeistobe anythingbut to survive? And the masterplanistosurvive
andreplenish. That'sall.

What happened to CurtisMayfieldinthe
latterpartofthe’70s?

Duringthelatter part of the’70sI went off. [ had
my childrenand Iraised them.Ilived another
partofmylife which wasjustasfulfillingand
probably moresuccessful formy own head than
thesuccessyou'respeakingabout through my
recordsand making moneyand seeingmy
name inheadlights. Sometimesthat conflicts
againsthomelifeand justbeingwhatanearthly
personisallabout.

Canyouimagine havingyourchildrenand
you'resuchafigurein the world that peoplerun
intoyouandyourchildrenaredispersed? They
wantautographs, youbelongto themandyou're not thinking thatyou're
justapersonwithafamily, tryingto give themalittle now. You must put
allthingsin perspective.

Evenso,you'vebeen arespected ‘name’since 1958.

Which hasbeen a beautiful fulfilment for me and which only makes you
need other thingsfor yourself. Fora body to be totally fulfilled it must
have manythings,and whenyougo toanyoneexcess andyouignorethe



GURTIS MAYFIELD

other needs you are not afulfilled person. Matter of fact, youcan go
haywireif they alldon'tcome inbalance. So the question you askis
almostlike, whyaren't you aQuincy Jones? Orwhyaren't you successful
like these peopleoverhere?

Everybodyhas theirownindividual success, hopefully theyare capable
of puttingitallinto perspective where they canstillbe ahappy person
andleadaclearlifeas to whattheyare allabout. If not, thesuccess and
themoneywasonly forthe media, tobe totally exploited out of the
individual'scontext because making moneyand being a person, a big
person, allitis, isexploitation to earn bucks.

Hopefully, thereis some valueinitas to wherewe canrespectively still
say, well you've earned bucks fromall the media, but was thereanything
said that peoplecanuse?

I'dliketothink thatmy lyrics, orwhatever I've done, have atleast been
of some value to the consumer. However, when the consumer moves on
to otherthings, I shouldn’tbe so hungup about my ownsuccess that
Ican'tlearntocomeback downin the balance of just being people.

Asamatter of fact, success foraperson, woman or man, is probably of
more valueasto, how does the manlose? How does themanfail? Can he
orshegetupagain? Howdotheytake onjustbeingafterhavingrodeupin
theair? Howdo they take on having to crawl on the ground? Only when
youcan acceptbothinthecycledolseeapersonassuccessful. Thenit's
about hissurvival, hiswitand his ability to stillcarryonand notbe so
influenced astoeitherend thathecan'tbe anormal person.

Well, thoselatter-day albums, Heartbeat,
Do ItAll Night...

BecauselIfelt Honestywasarealreturn toform...
Yeah, I feltso too. Butin myopinion I had nostrength or believersinthe
company,and that’s veryimportantforanartist.

Areyoustill content with your life and the wayit'sgoing?

Yeah, I'mstill doing thethingsIlike todo, that Ilove. It's not necessary
thatitearnsasbigabuck that it sometimesdid. [ just believe in myself
enoughtothinkI'llalwaysgetby.

Howdoyou feel about livingin America?
Thealbum?

No, actuallylivingin the States.
Oh, it’smyhome. [feel goodinit.

AnythoughtsonReagan?

Hey, he'saccepted justlikelaccepted many other presidents. Remember
itisn'tthe president, it'sthe people. They're the ones that hit the news, but
remember they're the ones the people broughtinwhetheritbe amistake
ornot. Who'sto saythatacountryand its masses can'tmake mistakes?
Wealldo. However, that'shome and how I feel aboutitis like asking me
how Ifeel about my familyand my childrenandwherellive.laccept his
poorqualities justas much as I accepthisgood qualities.

Butyouareanti-nuclear missiles.
Well, those things sometimes come about. Thatdoesn't mean everyone
isn'tanti-nuclear. Eitherway we're goingto go.

Heartbeatlenjoyed. Do It All Night, [ think
everyone waslocked upintodiscoandreally,
Iguess...discowasn'tme. Or, therewasn't
enough time formetoadapt todisco creatively.
Idon'tthinkIwasthegreatest producer or
performer at what great discois about. So [ tried
and failed,in myopinion.

Through thoseyearsyoualsowent through
quite afewrecordlabels.

Westarted offwith Buddah, then we wentto
Warner Brothers, from Warner Brothers we
went to RSO, and RSO was probably the shortest
andlastofthedistributions. Itwas

“I'd like to
think that my
lyrics have
been of some
value”

(Laughs) We're probably far too goneto give
and take. Theonlygood thingaboutitisthatit
won'tharm the actual world. It will just
replenishitselfandit’sgotallthetimein the
world. (Laughs) It’s just thosewho don'thave
thattime, sometimes panic.

Lookingoverit, itwould seem that you place
your faithmore in actualhumanrelations
thananykind of mass political answer.

It's probably because [ know that best. Mass
political things, to me, are manipulators.
That'slike ‘Ifthere’s hell below weareall
goingtogo'. The first thing, as1said earlier,

pendingon the business and of
course ourabilityto make money.
Theyareallinvestmentsin
acreative personand,inorder
foryou tobecreative, you've got
toearn moneysomewhere, just to
beoutthere.

It musthavebeen difficult
adapting toimpersonal big
companies afterrunningthe
showyourselfwith Curtom.
Yeah, itsure was (laughing)
becauseallmylife hasbeen,even
ontheupandcoming...Ihadsome
kind oflittlelabel.Intheend
Idecided to go with Neil Bogart of
Boardwalk Records,and itwas
somethingthatyou adjusted
yourselfto. Iwassorrytosee Neil
leavebecausehewas,in my
opinion, the keyto whateverwe
weretryingtodoasfaras
Boardwalkwas concerned. When
heleftitwaslikethelast of the
parentsto leave.

Areyoustillwith Boardwalk?
No,I'mnot.I'm afree agent.

Doesthatworryyou?
No.

istogainenough knowledge

to find that you areawfully
unknowledgeable about
everything.ltcanallbecome

so confusing, and that'sjustlife.
However, that’s not to say that we
don'tenjoy life. Sobeit.

Reunitedwith
Thelmpressions,
BeaconTheatre,
New York,1983

Itjustseemsillogical thatyour
best LP in ages, Honesty,
shouldn’thave succeeded.

Oh, Ienjoyed Honesty. It was my
willto puttogether something
thatIthoughtwould bevery
strong, competitiveand maybe
somethingappreciated. However,
withallofthat, itseemedin my
opinionthatitwasdoneinvain
simply because had noreal
outletforit. Sobeit. It'shappened
before many times.

It's probablyjust at the step
ofwhat could be mybest. Who
knows?You tryand notlet that
break youdown, whereyou
can'trespond back, because
that's what thewhole game
is. You throw thingsup and
hopefully one or two may stick
outof200r30.

Whatelse canyou do? You know
whatImean? Paolo Hewitt ®

MICHAEL PUTLAND / GETTY
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JoBoxers:
rubbingpeople
upthewrongway

Five working as one

MM JUL2

HE TROUBLE JOBOXERS are
T having to persuade people that their

roughneckimage has nothing to
do with their songs, but just the way they
present them, should be terminated by live
performance. Thatitisn'tis simply because
the people put off by the caps andbaggies,
boots and macho ID are staying away. This tiny
Phoenix Theatre shouldbe packed, butit’s
not.Sowhat'stobe done?

Lordknowsbut listen; let’s cut the crap.
The only mystery about JoBoxersisn't “Why
won't she?” or, if she will, “Why does she do it
with everyone else?” Their aims aren’t that
provocatively sexist. Yet.

They may look like a gang
but theyplay like ateam,
andbeneathtonight’s
bruising efficiency and
corny bravadolurk some
of the keenest and least-
appreciated personal
examinations currently
operatinginpop. The
Boxers' teamisfive
individuals working as one.
Theirs aren’t the gratuitous gangbangs
of Slade, but songs of desperate
disappointment and rampant lust, bitter
jealousy and healing hatred.

Theirs are honest, individualist statement
songs that swagger - not asidle boasts but
because they've either got something to
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Beneath tonight’s
corny bravado
lurk some of the
keenest personal
examinations in pop

swagger about or because the alternative s
tobreak down.

Theirs are good-time songs of personal
pride thatsay “hold your head up”, songs
that won’t have any truck with the miserable,
useless self-pitying negativity of the likes
of New Order.

But tonight, hampered by apiano that
refuses to acknowledge a tune and aguitar
that refusesto participate, JoBoxers seem
more intent to do battle with their detractors
than to play to their strengths and loosen the
solidifying setbacksinherentin theirimage.

Theirbestsong tonightis new andit’s
brilliant andit’s called
“She’s Got Sex”. It'sasharp,
witty, sassy, pretty accurate
expression of the way many
(most?) males feel when
the sap’srising. It will, of
course, be called oiksome
by many and offensive by
more. And, of course, it is
anditisn’t.

I suspect there’sno
solution. [ suspectthe
'Boxers will continue to write songs of rare
intimacy and intricacy and then spoil them by
using them to deliberately rub people up the
wrong way. Oh, there will be hitsin the charts,
but the crowds still won’t come and justice
won’tbe done through fear and disgust.

Steve Sutherland

Depressingly
garthbound

MMAUG 13

ofgoodthat'lldoyouon
anightlike this.

The Smithswerein flightasIarrived;
warblinginto the gloomas thoughthe
indifferentcrowd somehow owed them
something. Thrummingandstrumming |
like The Farmer's Boys, with cowdung
spillinginto theirwaders, The Smiths
remained obstinatelyand depressingly 4
earthbound. I headed fortheswarm
atthebar.

AnAg&Rimanofmyacquaintance
tried toconvince me that SPK were part of
some sortof new movementwhich
allegedlyalsoincludes Test Department.
However, itwill take more than his i
generousoffer of women and drugs
toconvince methatamanbeatingon
packingcaseswithlengths of car bumpers
and afemalesinger who
blends theworst of Siouxsie with out-takes
fromLohengrinwill everbe morethanan
excruciatingracket. !

Finally, Mr Devoto and his group took the
stage. Howard strove to project an offhand
bonhomiebut failed miserably, leadinghis
teamintoarendition of “Way Out Of
Shape” which soundedlikeajaded country |
&western band pluggingin for the fifth set
of the night.

Despiteloose-limbed versions of
“You Never KnewMe" and “A Song ‘
From Under The Floorboards”, Howard
delivered little to make me disagree
with Professor Worrall's hostile review
ofacouple ofweeksback. Ofhis newsongs,
only “RainySeason” came close to
competingwith the
baldingguru’s past
masterpieces,and
eventhiswas
scarcelyshow-
stopping.

Dave
Formula
exhibited
nolittle
subtletyathis
keyboards, while
Alan StClairshowed
hisguitarno quarter, but
Howard seemed unable
todo more thanskate through the motions. ‘
Casual to the point ofabsent-mindedness,
Devotosimplydidn’t
seemtocare, and by theend of the
proceedings, nordidl.

The tide’s gone out, Howard. |
Adam Sweeting i

ELL,YOU CAN always |
hope, can'tyer? Fat lot ‘




‘Something

almost

unheard of

MM JUL 30

way backinto the sea of hands stretched

; I FYOUSTRAINyour eyesand peer back,

above the heads keeping the beat of

“CarelessMemories” alive long after the song
itself has ceasedinathunderous crescendo
and the band has quit the stage, you canjust
make out the message on the sheet-and-
bamboobannertottering precariously above
the cheering throng:

“WELCOMEHOME DURANDURAN, WE
LOVE YOU!"

Duran Duranat Villa Park was not only an

| eventthateverybodypresent-band,fansand

officials alike - will remember for the rest of
their lives. It was a significant experience,
adreamdawningintoreality, the emergence
of amajor talentand astandard set for live
performance so high that many are destined
totry and matchitand, | fear, mostare
destined to fail.

Or,asyou've probably gathered by now, if
you were daft or unfortunate enoughnot to
be there you missed out on something very
special because this was probably Duran
Duran'sbest gig ever.Irrespective of how the
band performed, the returnto Brumwas
boundtobe ahighly charged, emotional

| reunion between Duran and their fans, but

i outandfollowed through

the orchestration and sheer magnitude of
their triumph was stunning evidence of how
far Duran have superseded
all competition, how firmly
they've become beloved of
the fickle affections of this
nation's young ladies, and
how surely they've mapped

the manoeuvres of success.

They're doing something
almost unheard of; they're
peaking on a turning point,
hitting mass popularity just
as they'reimproving,

| expandingandexploring. Just as they're

growing sure enough to trust their own
judgement andrealise the essence of Duran
Duran lies not inthe synthesis of aping their

| heroes (they've long outgrownthat!)butin
| the unique chemistry of five individuals.

They're settingsail on a voyage of discovery
and, the marvellous thing is, they're taking
afair percentage of the world's youth along
with them.

Framed against amonumental backdrop
of classical pillars of pulsing light, Duran’s
Villashow was an emotional farewell, astep
backinto the future, characteristic enough
tobeaccessibly familiar but so extraordinary
insomesensesthat eventhe band were
forced, later that night, to reassess their own

| idea of themselves.

| burden ofideas never fully
| and “My Own Way"

| butthe former suddenly

Some songs played at
Villa Park will, almost
certainly, neverbe
performed again-Duran
have progressed past the
enthusiastic but one-
dimensional “Planet Earth”
and sound uncomfortable
struggling with the excess

integratedinto “Nightboat”.
“Friends Of Mine"”

were considered prime
candidates for the chop,

stretchedinto aflexible

vehicle forle Bon'sincreasingly dramatic
vocal ambitions. The latter, pounding to
an exhilaratingandimpromptustaccato
halt, shocked the band into contemplating
its reprieve.

Other confirmed favourites also behaved
asif they couldn’t afford complacency under
the threat of the sprightly opener “Is There
Something | Should Know” (never performed
live before this week, remember), the

" raucous, taut and deceptively ramshackle

No one — from Thin
Lizzy followers to
Jam devotees —
need feel ashamed
to enjoy them

encore of lggy Pop’s “Funtime” and the as-yet
underdevelopedbut rhythmically colossal
“Union Of The Snake".
Justas Duran proved
at Villa Park that they're
not content to let their
reputationdo their talking
forthem,sotheir songs
respondedtonew
challenges. “Girls On Film”,
forinstance, sounded
uncannily asif it was written
three yearsago with the
present “bigband” lineup
in mind, so easily did it
accommodate and luxuriate in the twists and
thrusts of sax, percussion and backing vocals.
Much has been made of Duran’s
dependence ontried, true, and allegedly

| dubious methods to achieve success,and

certainly, within their stage presentation,
there's astute showbiz calculation. Simonle
Bon -notthe world’s greatest dancer - has
been ridiculed as abar-room Elvis mimic,
Andy Taylor's storming gallops around the
stage have beentracedbackto AC/DC'’s
Angus Young and John Taylor’s scream-
inducing hip swivels on the lip of the stage
have encouraged accusations of arrogance.
Inaway, these criticism are justbut,
typically, Duran turn themall to their
advantage. What the casual observersees as

JohnTaylor:
scream-
inducing
hipswivels

communicatesinits very inexpertness as
sincere, expressive gestures to the fans.
JT’s cockiness contains enough of the star

' toencourage adulationbut also enough of the

nod and wink to be alaugh, and Andy’s guitar
heroics addyet another dimension to Duran’s

| already multi-facetedappeal. Theycanbe

{

everything to anybody, and thus no one -from
ThinLizzy followers to Jam devotees - need
feelashamed to enjoy them. Thisis not to say
that they lack identity; onthe contrary,it'sa
testament to theirindividuality that they
scorn categorisation.

One need only compare their instant and
genuinely won rapport with even the furthest
corners of Villa Park to the comparative
failures of support acts Prince Charles and
Robert Palmer to appreciate Duran’s intuitive
and acquired expertise.

Prince Charlesis, of course, the coarse
street-funksterin chief; a man withamassive
ego, acouple of songs almost fit to flatter it
and the most turgid and cliched live show
imaginable. His rabble-rousing antics and
patentinsincerity cause no more than minor
ripples around the immediate rim of the stage
while his band of butchers bludgeoned even
his most memorable numbers like “Cash
Money” into hollow, heavy metal theatrics.

Robert Palmer was equally disappointing,
the intimacy and subtlety of his songs lost in
the cavernous arena and his unwillingness to
meet the crowd half way resultingin his set
never achieving a status beyond that of
sluggish background music. Segueing minor
hitinto minor hit with barely anintroduction,
Palmersankinto his songs rather thantrying
tosellthem and, great soul voice or not, he
left us looking for clues as to why he couldn’t
enhance emotion with alittle motion.

And so, unsurprisingly, the day belonged to
Duran. Ofthe 20,000-or-s0 at Villa Park last
Saturday, I'llbet no one, but no one, went

le Bon's poorly studied panoply orrock poses, | homelessthan elated. Steve Sutheriand
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- “The
Kingsol -

“a
doom~
More and more successful in spite ;

of themselves, THE GURE remain
mysterious. Members come afig
g0, ROBERT SMITH adiits.
“| suppose | must be hard to
work with,” he says. “I think it’s

because | have a clear idea of how
things should be approached.”




Thepost-Pornography
coreCure:Lol Tolhurst
and(right) Robert Smith
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MELODY MAKER

Right now, though, hejuststares outtoseaandsays: “Oneof the
reasons you thought what you did, that we sort of stopped after thelast

WORKONMY own and other people work with me... album, Pornography, was because things had become too structured
( ( that’s The Cure.” and we were obligated to do too much.
OhGod, herewe goagain. Imean, are The Cure or “One of the ways out of that—even thoughitwasn’t considered at the
aren’'tthey? time, I think it was always hovering~wasthatifitbecame notagroup
Pale as death, draped round thedoor frame, shirt then we would be under no obligation todo anything. Now noonereally
undone, eyes focusing vaguely, Robert Smith picks out knows what's goingon, except forme... and even Idon’tknowwhat'’s

afewfaces. Helurches forward and teeters precariously. Hehasjusteaten | goingonsomeofthe time.”

fish, the first solid morsel, so he
says, to have passed hislips for
almostaweek.

Hefeelssick. He'sonadiet.He
sipslemonadeshakily, passes
hishand absently through his
hairand explains why he must
gotobed.

“I'vebeen hallucinating,” he
whispers, tohimselfas muchasto
anyoneelse. “ljustkeptseeing
faces... faces... everywhere...”

Hunger, habitand the nervous
exhaustion of twoimpromptu
gigshavesapped hisenergyand
dulled hisspirit. e apologises,
sways and retires. Sowestilldon'tknow:do
The Curereallyexist, if notwhy not, and if
so, who are they?

“Asit‘appens, guys ‘n’ gals... thesonsof
Dracula...”

The Cure on Top Of The Popswas an event
almost asabsurd as Jimmy Savile'sinanity.
Theylooked and acted bored but, allacross
thenation, Curefans, Cure convertsand
folkswho can'tteli The Curefrom Culture
Club, and couldn’tcareless, interpreted
Smith'’s stifled yawns as enigmatic
arrogance.Suchisthe powerof reputation.
Suchis theimpactofdressinginblack.

Last Christmas [ recited the “Alas poor
Yorick"” epitaph overthecorpseof The
Cure, cradled Smith’s skullinmylap and
pronounced this Prince Hamlet poisoned
bya cripplingsycophantic popularity.

Unwittingly lwaswrong.I'darrangeda
prematureburial: eitheranimperceptible
pulse wasbeating through thatcold
corpse, or thiscreature mimingthe
motionson Top Of The Popsis theking’s
ghost comeback to demand revengeon the
traitorousand cowardly charts.

Whatever, people are taking “The Walk”
to heartand { don'teven knowwhy it was
made, letalone from whence sprang the
unprecedented surge of sanity that
galvanised the publicinto spending their
cashonsuchadeservingrecord.Imean,
why display taste, why change the habit of
alifetime?

OBERT SMITH IS now sprawled
Ron adirtywhite towel onagrey

shingle beach, refreshed by along
night'ssleep and still dripping from adip
off the Cornish coast. Raising himself on
one elbow, he ponders the priorities and
plans, the faults and finesse of The Cure
now and never. In four hours’ time he will
rise,leave the side of hisdeathly pale
girifriend Mary and coolly enthral
thousands who have undertaken the
pilgrimage to the Elephant Fayre to pay
homage to his tortured muse.
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He's neither stoned norrevellinginsomeacquired vagueness.
RobertSmith meansit.

[ h;:n cure Lhe W aii “Idon’tfeel ready to have aformal Cureagain, itseems unnecessary

atthemoment.”

Today, in the south-west of England, next weekin America,andin
10days’ time, cuttinganewsingle in Paris, The Cure willbe Robert
Smith, Lol Tolhurst (theoriginal drummer turned keyboard player),
AndyAnderson (thebrilliantex-Brilliantdrummer) and Phil

“Ifitbecamenot
agroup, thenwe
wouldbeunder

noobligationto
doanything™:
London, 1983




Thornalley, the co-producer of Pornography, onbass.
Afterthatit'sback toscratch. Lolstumpsup thebeach
toexplain.

“After five or sixyears we've had alot of people
through, butinthe end it worked out that only meand
Robertreallygoton witheachotherpermanently, for
alongtime.Ithinkit’sbecause we'veknowneach
othersince we werefive and we don’t take each

THE CURE

44 T HE NEXT SINGLE,” says Robert, “will

againbejustanoddity.I mean, like
‘The Walk'is notreallya partof The
Cure’s evolution, ina sense the idea of The Cure
stopped with Pornographyand won't be carried
onagainuntilwedoanotheralbum or until I'sit
downand seriously do something.
Thesesinglesexist purelybecause'm writing

otherthat seriously.

“Imever thought The Cure would pack up
because there'stoo muchofabond between me
and Robertto ever letit fadeaway. There'sloads
oftimes whenwe'vesaid, ‘wedon’twant tosee
each otherforthislength oftime’ or ‘wecan’t
do this, wecan'tdothat,’ butin theend there's
alwayssomething thatbringsusback.It'slikea
shared history, the fact that we rememberall
the things we’ve done together before and it
triggers off something. Maybeit’s like a recall
of people’semotions...

“I'mean, the thing that keepsit movingis
change more than anythingelse, just the need

“If you feel
upset then
maybe, with
us, there’s an
exorcism”

songsand if{ writeonethatithink’'sgood
enoughtobereleased onarecord I putit out,
butlseethemasentertainment, whereas
somethinglike PornographyIthought ofas
muchmorethanthat.

Pornographywas about thingsthathavefar
morefar-reachingeffect, itwasfarmore
consideredabout...Idunno...someofthe
horrorsthat pcople go through justineveryday
living I suppose. ‘The Walk’is reallyjust about
anisolated incident-it'sjustlikeadream
sequence. I justdidn’twantto restrict myselfto
doingsomethingwhich necessarilyhadtobe
very... passionate, I suppose.”

tochange. Like, whyIchanged to keyboards
wasbecause I'dgoneas farasfwanted withdrums and, whenwe
started, we never specifically decided on theideaofaband assuch. It
was justagroup of peopleallinterestedin the samekind of thingand
we'd work things out fromthat...”

Smithshuffles ontheshingle butshows nosignofremorse.

“I'supposel must be hard to work with over a period of time,” he
admits, “I thinkit's mainly because I havea clear idea of how things
should be approached, how they should be worked out and how they
should end up, and I supposethat people just get fed up with that single-
mindedness. That's understandable— don’thold any grudges or beefs
about people comingand going, butanyonethat'sbeenintheband has
alwaysknown that compromises only go up toa certain line,and after
thatImake the decisions.

“The Cure’sevolution just follows what I'mlikeand I can’treally planit.
Imean,Icansee thedifferent phasesin retrospect; like Three Imaginary
Boysisvery naive; we werereallyyoung when thosesongs werewritten,
andthen 17Secondsand Faitharereallyuncertain records, and
Pornographyis quiteviolent.

“Thingsareonlydonelikethataftera certainamount of experience
and, when that phaseis comingtoanend, thenitiscatalogued, which
ishowit’sbeendonein the pastand why there hasn't been anything
forthcomingin therecent pastsince Pornography-because there’s
nothingthere that's motivated me enough to think, ‘Oh!You ought to do
somethingaboutthat!””

That “nothingforthcomingin therecent past” conveniently
circumventstwosingles: “Let’sGo ToBed”, afailed discoexcursion,and
“TheWalk”, The Cure’srecent top 10 hit. Smithdrawshiskneesto hischin
andexplains.

“Ijustwanted toseeif I could writeareallydumb pop songthatwould
get played ontheradio, becausel hadn’twrittenanythinglike that for
agesandages. ‘Let’s Go To Bed’ wasa conscious effort towrite something
very pop, butitwasn’tsupposed to be a Curesingle, it was supposed tobe
asolosinglesothatIjusttooktheblameforit.{didn’t want the name of
TheCure tobetainted withasinglelike that, but therewasalotofrows
andbad feelingaround thattimeand soitgotreleased as The Cure.”

Hegrimaces, anuncharacteristic gesture that expresses his disgust.

“Itwasn’tcommercial anyway. Irealised when 1did it—whichiswhy]
lostinterestinit—thatitwasn’thorrible enough, itjustwasn’tquite dumb
enoughtobecommercial. It didn’t getanywhere, it didn’tever get played
ontheradio.”

Lol attemptsto ease the depression. “I think it was successful, though.
We'realwaystrying to change people’sideas of us, especially people
who think of usasabit po-faced, y'’know, the kings of doom. Alot of
peoplethinkwe don'thavealighterside toourselves, soitwaslikea
funnyexperiment.

“The Walk’ wasanother experimentbecausewe'd been veryorthodox
inthe way thatwe'd used things before so we decided to do somethingall
electronic. That’s whywe had Steve Nye to produce it, because we heard
thestuffhe'd donewith Japan on Tin Drumand, althoughthat’sall
electronic, it sounds acoustic.”

SoTheCure, asoftenaccused, are contrived?

“No.All therecordsreflected howI feltat the time they weremade. Iwas
prettydoomy andgloomy when I did Faith,immensely doomy and
gloomyinfact. Otherwiseitwould justbelike a Tears For Fears sort of
band-you'dbedoingthingsthatare transparent. Everything we’ve done
hasbeen...it'san awfulwordbut, honest, our songs haveactually
represented life asit’s seen by membersin theband.

“Peopleusedtocriticise me for wanderingoffinto unreality, but that’s
oneof the most ridiculous criticisms we've ever faced in that there’s
absolutely no such thingas unreality. mean, how perceive reality is
probablytotally different from howyou perceiveit. [ hope so, anyway,
some of the things youcome up with!”

Thanks Robert. Sowhat'’s the bigdeal with The Cure’s perception? What
isitthatpeople find in Smith’s private terror totitillate them?

“Abitofinsanity? i dunno...It’s like asking what I getout oflistening to
New OrderorJoyDivision.Imean, when I heard Closer, it didn’t make me
wantto goand throw myselfin the sea, butit reflected alotof things that
Ithoughtand there’safairfew people that do things, notjustin music
butintheartsingeneral, thatreflect parts of whatl considermyown
characteranddoitfarbetterthanmealotofthetime.Imean,I'm
probably more critical of what we've done than anybody!”

“Itrynottoanalyseit,” says Lol, paddling. “It'sa bit of fatalism maybe...
anunsettlingthing...it'snotangst... whatitis, isif you feel upset then
maybe, withus, there’sanexorcism. That's thenearestthingicanthink
of.1dunno...'vetried foragesto think upaphrase orsomeword that
coulddescribeitbutfcan’t. It’s probablyagood thingbecause once you
gettothestage whereyoucandescribeit, then the problem or theneed to
reliveitisn’tthere.”

‘These words, openly uttered ankle-deep in cold water, are tantamount
toanadmission that The Cureare contenttowallow and survive. it'sthe
actofexorcism... no, the exorcismitself that fuels their creativityand the
more you get to wondering why, the more you get to think that, yes, maybe
thisis onebig miserable pose.

Have TheCure never gagged atthestenchinavandalised phone box?
Have they ever witnessed anincontinentdrunksplithis head onthe
floor? Have they ever come home to find thewalls smeared with shitand
thecat’'sheadkickedin? Do The Cureliveinthereal world atall or does
Smith’sargument thatindividual perceptionisalljustify The Cure’s
egocentric existence?

And so youspend 24 urso hoursonand offwith The Cure and Lol talks of
beingbottled in abar while Smith sleeps off his exhaustion. Hetalks of
beingrundownbybuses while Smith dreams of drowning, he discusses
cannibalismwhile Smith struggles with slumber, he admits he couldn’t
cosharabbit outofits miseryevenifhe could perhapseatacorpseifhis
planecrashedintheAlps.

Andyourealise The Cure are not playingwithfire for the thrill of it. Even
relaxed and jokingon thebeach, theycan’thelp but notice thefrail skin that
dividessecurityfromdisaster. Theycan’thelp butbefascinated byfear.

The Curearen’tacure, butthey’re no complainteither. Look
around attheills infecting the charts and be thankfulfor that
factalone. SteveSutherland ®
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THE GO- BTWEENS
FRANKIE, THE SMITHS,
JOHN LYDON AND MORE




" | “Nearlyallthe
| newmusicllikeis
‘British":Madonna b
photographedon
1 October14,1983

-

| like to be at the
centre of things”

MM NOV 5

OUHAVETO see Madonnaon stage to really
Yundvrstund. Hereis aspecial kind of spell; afantasy
bothinnocentand seductive. She danceswitha
classical grace and a professional’s poise, but that's not

all. For her to pull the microphone down between her
legs, to open her red mouth and tilt back this child’s face
issomehow a sexcliche made fresh. How she can make
suchaheavy metal stance seem vital isa mystery that
makes her fascinating. The way she moves with her team
of dancersis nothing like you've seen before. Light years
away from facile disco prancingand the fierce
pump'n'grind of funk, they describe moods almost too
noble for the musicitself; motions rudely spiked with the
frankimages of sexual voyeurism.

Herappearanceisstrangely disconcertingtoo: adevil
angel’sface straight out of the monochrome pages of
Kenneth Anger's Hollvivood Babylon, and asmall, tight
bodywhose soft curvesare more friendly than enticing.
Between these two extremes, the knowingtemptressand
thelittle girl, existsatension that isthe essence of the
whole exercise.

Ofcourse, it'snothingnew, and Madonnawould be the
first to admit that, pointing to the obvious spectres of
Marilyn Monroeand I'rances Farmer. Butthisisn'ta
game foramateurs; played badlyitseems tawdryand
crass. That shemakes itwork suggeststhat thisisn't so
muchapartasagenuine projection. Maybe Madonna
getsawaywithitallbecauseit’'sasreal asreal gets.

Raisedin thecharged atmosphere of an Italian Catholic
family in Detroit, she made a point oflearninghowto
winexclusive attention in a competitiveenvironment.
Aimingtobeadancer, shestarted trainingin her
pre-school days before enrolling at the Universityof »




DAVE HOGAN / GETTY

Michigantostudyballetand modern dance.
Moving to New York, she worked with acouple
of dancetroupes, dabbledinmoviesand then
decided that music was her truecalling. Itall
soundslikesomesickly re-runof Fame, butshe
wastes no timeindenouncingthisnewgilded

l

versionof theAmericandreaminleotards. “Let |

metell you,” shesaysacidly, “myexperience
hasnothingatallto do withthatparticular
brand of escapism-Imeanonlyasuckerwould
believe thatstuff!”

Aftergrubbingaround Manhattan with
various uncommitted punk groups she decided
to getback to herroots indance music andstart
writing for herself. Armed withademo tapeand
herown compelling personality, she touted
round the majorlabels, finally meetingup with
Sire boss Seymour Stein, the manwho signed
TalkingHeadsand then made millions out of
propertyand antiques.

“Seymouractually signed me upin hospital,”
sherecallsfondly. “He washavinghis heart
cleaned out! Itwassuch astrangesituation. |
mean, herelamgoingintoahospital to meetthis
manI've never met before who'ssittingtherein
hisjockeyshortsanddrip feedinhisarm!He
waslike drugged outofhismindaswell, y’know.

“Butheloved mytape-hewastheonlyone
whosaid I could gostraight into the studio.
Epic, Geffen, Atlantic, theyallwanted more
demos. SoIthought, ‘Wellhe seemslike a nice
man, and Sirehad thisreputationas alabel
thattook chances. Whatdid [ have tolose?”

Herdebutalbum is aslickamalgam ofrock,
funkanddisco, thevarious strands of
influence forged finely together by producer
Reggie Lucas,aname usuallyassociatedwith

|
I

|
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blackvocalistslike
Stephanie Millsand
PhyllisHyman.
Madonna'ssingingbrings
tomind anotherblack
artistaswell, the Michael
Walden protégée Stacy
Lattisaw, butunlike Stacy,
Madonna'sfire-and-desire
lyrics conjure up astronger and altogether
moresaleableimage.

Despite her bedroom-wall potential, success
hasso farlargelybeen supported by the black
and hispaniccommunities, but the release of
“BurningUp” and theaccompanyingvideo
couldrapidlychangeallthat. Madonnapouts,
pantsandbeatsthegroundinafrenzyof
contrived frustration. Hands desperately
pushingup her hair, she pleads, “Doyou wanna
seemedownon myknees.../Unliketheothersld
doanything/I'm not thesame,  have noshamel
I'mon fire, you knowyou got me burning up,
baby!Burning up for your love.”

Inawayit's preposterousand then again
there'sthisundeniableattractioninwatching
someone who justdoesn’tcareabout the rules
of good tasteand whocan
say and do the most
outrageous thingsandstill
seemcharming.

Consideringher
performance, with more
heavybreathingthana
marathon she comments:
“Welllam passionate! That’s
theLatininme.I'malsovery
manipulative, [ like tobeat

Madonnaon
CanalStreetin
New York City,
December1982

thecentreofthings. But
aswellasthisoutward
aggressivesidethere’'sa
partofme that'sveryshy.
“Youseelthinkit'sreally
important to make yourself
vulnerabletopeopleina
performance. Ontheother
handit’s nice tokeep your

| distance, too.I'vealwaysthoughtthe most

1

1

“Sire had this
reputationasa
label that took
chances. What did
| have to lose?”

charismatic people have thosedual opposites.”

Heresherecalls theseminal figuresof the old
Hollywood, stars that cameout a period that
now appearstouchingly naive when compared
tothe '80s. “Butlstillthinkit’s possible to stay
open and childlike. There arebasichuman
elements there no matterwhat the timeis-they
transcend erasandfashion. Ithinkitisvery
important tomaintain thechild inyourself.
think the people who aren’tafraid tostaylike
thatare the people who alwayscome up with
thefreshestideas.”

InfactMadonna's “ideas” aren't the most
originalunder the sun, but the enthusiasmand
vervewithwhich she presentsthemgive them
anewleaseoflife, asparkthatlet'syou believe
shecould havedreamtup
thewhole sweet-bad girl
scam herself. Herrecent
showatthe Camden Palace
proved she had plenty of
resourcestocope withthe
unexpected (thecomplete
collapse ofthesound
system) and the typicallyicy
London crowd (something
she'd alreadyexperienced
earlierthisyear).

Whileshe’sanxious toattract “thekind of
peoplewho mightlike GraceJones”, her
currentambitionsdon'tstretchbeyond the
celebration of teenage passion. “Theworldisin
suchabad shape atthe moment-whowantsto
hearaboutitinsongs,” sheopines. “Theywant
songsaboutfallinginloveand beinglonely.”

Theincredible success of Grandmaster
flesh’s “The Message” argues that thingsaren’t
quite thatblack-and-white, butMadonna
eagerly dismisses their “voice of the people”
stance. “Iknow Grandmaster Flash & The
Furious Five verywelland they areso full of
shit! Those guys arewell off, believe me, and
verysureofthemselves.

“I'mtired ofhearingrecords abouthowwe
liveon thestreet, y'’know; it'sajokeatthis point.
Theydon'tliveonthe street; that'stheirimage.
Ifyouwannamake ahitrecord you're notliving
onthestreet,'msorry!And now they're
singingabout theevilsof cocaine-what!”

For someone who livesandworksin New
York, Madonnahas refreshinglybalanced
attitude about thecityevery other British
dancegroup is bustingtorecordin. “Actually,
IgetmoreofabuzzcomingtoLondon,” she
says, addingthat thescrambleinsearch of
that Midas touch from Manhattan name
producersisjustanother empty fashion.

“Infactnearlyallthenewmusicllikeis
British,” she asserts. And to show herfaith the
nextalbumwill probably berecordedin
London. “Withallyour bands in New York
Ishouldn'thaveany problemfindingafree |
studio,don’tyouthink?” lan Pye <
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Yoko:newjeint
albumwithher
latehusband

“Historical
significance”

NME DEC 10

featured on severalalbums “of major

musical and historicalsignificance”,
according to astatementissued by
Polygram Records of New York this week,
coinciding with the third anniversary of
Lennon’s assassination. They willallbe
released simultaneously worldwide, the
UK outlet being via the Polydor label.

Thelastsixsongsrecorded by Lennon,

and never before released, areincluded on

J OHN LENNON AND Yoko Ono are tobe

| thealbum Milk And Honey, which comes

outon23January-anditalsofeaturessix
previously unissued Yoko Onotracks. It will

| alsobeavailableincassetteform, witha

12-pagelyricand photobooklet, and it will
appearatthesametimeasaCompact Disc.

Priorto this, tomorrow (Friday) sees the
release of the LP Heartplay: Unfinished
Dialogue, comprising 42 minutes of
conversation with theLennons. It'staken
fromtheoriginal 22-hourtapeofoneofthe
lastinterviews theygave, andit’s been
separated by Yokointo seven different
sections, each coveringadifferentsubject.

Sandwiched between these two albums
comesanewsingleon9January. The A-side
features the classic Lennon song “Nobody
ToldMe", and it's coupled with anew Yoko
songcalled “O Sanity”.

Yoko Ono

June30,1983:David
Bowieonstageat
Hammersmith
Odeon,London

“We're delighted”

MM OCT 29

AVID BOWIE HAS raised more than £90,000 fora London
Dcommun itygroup, following his benefit gig at the Hammersmith

OdeoninJune. And Bowie himselfhas had some say in how the
£93,500 will be spent by the Brixton Neighbourhood Community
Association. The success of the Bowie benefit is in stark contrast to the
Duran Duran fiasco at Aston Villa football ground, when their charity
show for Mencap, an organisation for the mentally handicapped, failed
toraise any moneyatall.

Backin Brixton, thecommunity association areintendingto spend
£10,000onasenior citizens programme, and alargeramount will go
towards the establishment of anewcommunity centre. The existing
premisesin Mayall Road have to be vacated by the end of this year to
makewayfor newbuilding. CourtneyLaws, associationdirector, says
thenew centrewill be named after David Bowie.

“We'redelighted thatthe Hammersmith Concert wassuch agreat
success,” he commentedthisweek. “Wedobelievethat the new
community centrewill be greatly welcomed by the Brixton
community and providewell-needed recreational facilities. We
have told Mr Bowie that we would like to show our appreciation
of hiseffortsby namingthe centre afterhim.”

“Extra time”

MM NOV 26

OS ANGELESPUNK bandBlack Flagare in Los Angeles County
I IJail. They were locked up for contempt of court, but their original
sentence was extended due to their reported “continuing bad
behaviour”. The group were sentenced to seven daysin prisonfor
releasingrecords whenthey were under court orders not to.
Aspokesman said: “There was aninjunction to stop themreleasing
any more material as they had a dispute with MCA Recordsin America.
They weren’t supposed torelease anything until it was sorted out.
“They thenreleased Everything Went Black, an album of previously
unobtainable recordings, and they continued to put out records on
their ownlabel, SST. | suppose they said ‘sodit' and thought they could
get away withit, despite the injunction. They gotlocked up a couple of
weeks ago, but since then they've been pissing the jail authorities
around, so they got extra time. We expect them out next week.”

» Wham!have this
week lost the first
leg of their legal
battle against their
record company,
Innervision. A
High Courtjudge
hasgranteda
temporary
injunction
preventingthe
duo from signing
upwithany

record company.
NMENovi19

» Motorhead have
hadto cancelall
work forthe next
several weeks
following the
collapse of guitarist
BrianRobertsonat
agiginHanover.
Robertsonwas
examinedbya
Germanmedical
specialist,who
diagnosed
exhaustion and
acute depression
aswellas
respiratory sinus
problems. The
band have now
returned to Britain,
andan English
specialisthas
ordered Robertson

togointoarest
home for treatment
andtotakeathree-
week break from
work. NMENovig

» The Birthday
Partyrelease
aposthumous
12-inchEP on
Mute Records
thisMonday.
Entitled “Mutiny!”,
it featuresfour
tracks-“Jennifer's
Veil”,"Mutiny
InHeaven”,
“Swampland”

and “Say A Spell”,
andwasrecorded
in Berlin earlier
thisyear before
the band split.
NME Nov 19
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July27,1982:

SunRaon
stageatThe

Venue,London

l!\

Ancmnt Rome

1 wasalright”

\ An audience with Sun Ra: unnamed reader of

unknown books, teacher of unattended college courses.
“I’m the black sheep of the white race,” he explains.

Noise,a winsomely illuminating though
technically rancid flickabout Sun Ra, the

mighty figure is seenturning tothe camera
straight-faced to declare: “They say history
repeatsitself. They say history repeatsitself.
They say history repeatsitself. But history is
his story. Now you gonna hear MY story.”

Abarely perceptible humour appeared to
crystallise for a second and thenfade; whether
it was a wicked glintin his eyes or the faintest
trace of a smile at the corner of hislips, there
was an unmistakable feeling that what had just
occurred was a Ra-rified equivalent of awink.

Just how serious is this Sphinx-like old
sage, the curious, theinterested and the
committed must all have asked themselves
atonetime or another? To sing about the
planets so consistently, to adapt the attire of
anintergalactic Pharaoh and inform people
you come from Saturn...just what the hellis
this all about?

In person Sun Raproves most serious
indeed, despite the air of incongruity as he
sits in an upstairs lobby of the Grosvenor

I N AMEMORABLE momentin A Joyful
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Hotel, Victoria, knitted Nile-hat perched upon
pate as if inimitation of a tea-cosy, folded
copies of the Telegraph and Mirror onknees.
Behind all the mythology and apparent
madness, the sci-fi spectacle and manifestos

" of the mystic, Sun Ra seems like nothing so

shocking as an eccentric grandfather, a rather
kindly figure dressed, below headgear, in
plain brown trousers and mouldy blue pullover
that might have been
boughtin Marks and gently
allowed to deteriorate
around the rotundity.
Seriousindeed. How
did he feel about last
night’sperformances at
The Venue, inquires the
journalist, opting fora
conventional opening
gambit of polite,
meaningless nibbles
before delving into the interview’s meat and
veg? But forgetting, stupidly, that the man at
his side is hardly - understatement ahead - the
conventional subject.

“Society’s movin’
out into space.
People will have to,
whether they want
to or not”

“People are listening to what I'm
sayin', whichis more thanjust asocial
thing, it's somethin’ about survival,”
replies Ra, before further explication of
histheory of the cosmos. Some of thisis
occasionally hard to follow, though the
gistis usually clear.

It's difficult to follow because Ra-72
years of age, according to members of his
wondrous band, the Arkestra-tends to
mumble some.

But before starting on the interview
-youread scores of those every week,
right? - you probably want to know why
youshould be listening tohow some old
guy you've only vaguely heard of thinks
the universeis allbased on equations.

The regular ploy of plugging anew
single seems like a good place to begin.
Out now is the marvellous Nuclear War
on Dick O'Dell’s “Y” label, proclaimed
tobe the first ever SunRa12-inch
single. Performed looselyinthe style
of the Last Poets yet unmistakably
stamped with the inimitable character
of Ra-dom, it's a wittily observed rap
thatshows up virtually everythingyou
will have heard on the radio this month
and deservestobe at Noiforat least10
weeks, butwon't.

Despite the gravity of its content-a
warning ofimpendingapocalypse - there
was a sense of joyous, almost vaudevillian |
bonhomie flying around The Venue when |
the piece was performed there. The sight
of the glitteringly, dazzlingly bedecked
Arkestracircling stage and clapping
hands to the sweet refrain “When they
push that button, your ass gottago!” was
enough to have even the most pessimistic
members of the nuclear family grinningas
if pencils had been forced sideways into
mouths. Our asses went, rhythm
powered, not fission showered.

Yet this song represents but the merest
slither of the Sun Raexperience;inits
entirety the most daringand masterly
exploration and evocation of styles,
moods and periods.

The musicis a kaleidoscope of
geographical locations and temporal
visitations; on one level this is animmaculate
swing bigband (Ra's apprenticeship was
served as apianist with Fletcher Henderson
inthe '40s), on others an African percussion
ensemble, a soul outfit, a rap crew or avant-
garde orchestra.

The Arkestra’s reputation was made as
thelatter, yet live they
are an easily assimilable
experience for the
uninitiated, underscored
by adynamic, astute sense
of pacing; aneclectic’s
proverbial dream.

“I'mreally playingall
types of music,” confirms |
Ra.“A lot of people think |
justplay avant-garde,but |
I can play anything.”

Talking of misconceptions, he denies
rumours that “Sun Ra" is just some casually
adapted pseudonym. “People say my name
is Sonny Blount, but that’s not my name.



“At this point,” he continues, “I'm
practically close to getting involved in the
affairs of this planet on aninternational
scale...'cos | couldn’t do anythingona
national scale. They got somebody for
that.But they don’t have nobody onan
international scale to really speak or help
| other nations without falling to politics

orreligion or race. Just like the sun shines
oneverybody; that's what they need on
this planet.

“What | was thinking about, | knew it was
totallyimpossible to get musicians on this
planet to co-operate and onaworldfront to
present to people what's really happening.
But this letter here makes me see there's
somethin’ else that's backin' me up that’s
not of this planet.”

He hands me aletter from an
organisation called “World In Concert”
concerningaplan to hold simultaneous
concertsin adozen nations for world peace.
Inthe movie Space Is The Place he's

| depicted giving aworld concert, he says.
| “And hereit’s comin’ up. For 24 hours, each
country will present two hours.

“I think that's one of the most wonderful
things that's ever happened on thisplanet;
the musicians would be playin' not for
money, not for fame, but because they're
tryin’ to do somethin’ for humanity's survival. |

“If alot of musicians get together simply
for survival of this planet, whoever owns i
this planet willbe compelled to say, ‘There’s
somethin’ of worth on this planet, I'm not |
gonnadestroyit?""

Apedagogue, Radidonceteach at the
University of California, which obviously
had fellow academics’ brains boggling.

“They didn't like what | was sayin’. They
didn'teven pay me for two months, they
said | wasin Egypt. | didn’t have too many
| students. The title of the course was
somethin'’like ‘The Black Man And The
Cosmos'. Of course, no white people
showed up, well, maybe five or six.

“l always gave them books to refer them
to see that side of the truth. Unknown
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books. I'm talking about equations, and
| was talking about equations that the
worldhadbypassed.”

But why does he think not many blacks
had turnedup, either?

“Well,because they wasn'tinterestedin
the cosmos.” He pronounces the word coz-
mose. “They was interestedin some money;
youknow, America's money mad.”

Does he feel like an outcast in America,
then?

“Well,Imade myself like that, because
Ididn't wannabe part of what they doin’.
It'sgonnago the way therest of the
kingdoms went. Ancient Egypt was alright,
Persiawas alright and Greece was alright
as faras|'m concerned. | found some
fascinating things about those countries.
And Ancient Rome was alright, but
somethin’ happened.”

So why does hesstilllive in America, |
ventured, noticing the needle stare of one
of the Arkestramembers just afew feet
away. One or two seem to follow SunRa
around, like bodyguards, referring to their
master by his fulltitle.

Ra chews this one over for afew seconds
before replying: “l exist there.|don't really
livethere, because, as youssay, | might be an
outcast. I'm the black sheep of the white
race and the black sheep of the black race...
which makes me the blackest of all!” Ra
beams, his face lit with mirth; the man may
be serious, but he knows howto crackagag.

Obviously he has used amultitude of
ideas and influences from Africa, but has he
visited countries in Asia or Latin America
and heard music there?

“Well actually, it has been dubbed that
way, but 'm not actually really representing
Africa,” muses Ra. “| would say the closest
to it would be Ancient Egypt. Not Egypt
today; they doin’ some other things; alot of
places they ban music. If music’s a universal
language that means they're not universal,
they're limited on Earth plane. That means
they're missin’ alot; they're justlookin’ at
this planet. They're holdin’ onto somethin’
that has not proved to be goodin
the past, isnot good now.

“lt won't work, youknow,
because society’s movin' outinto
space. People will have to, whether
they want to or not; they should get
themselvestogetherinevery
country to draw attentiontothe
space programme, otherwise you'll
have an exodus of leaders from this
planet.Leaders are gonnahave to
lead you, but they gonna be
attacked, like recently wherein one
of the countries they bombed the
presidential advisors.

“People needleaders. There's
twobillion people on this planet;
they can’t function very well
without leaders.”

Onthat point we disagree; but
argue over every statementin
aRainterview andyoucouldbe

But who cares? If youfail to
adore this manyou've flipped.
LyndenBarber

Music s H B
LaLaMeans|Love You \ e

The Delfonics \\ @ﬁcoRO@
The Tatler Ry Cooder

The Tracks OfMy Tears ARISTA”

Smokey Robinson & F

The Miracles ‘:Eﬁ

Groovy Times The Clash :E

End Of The Party The Beat

Jeane The Smiths LA-LA MEANS | LOVE
Sexual Healing Marvin Gaye A Y THE DELFONICS
Everything INeed Sam & Dave ~
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Song For The Siren This Mortal Coil
Broken Doll Wreckless Eric

Books

Zippy stories Bill Griffith

Homage To Catalonia George Orwell
Barrack Room Ballads Rudyard Kipling
Slaughterhouse 5 Kurt Vonnegut
TheDay ItRained Forever Ray Bradbury
Shaka Zulu EA Ritter

The Book Of Lists, | & Il Wallechinsky,
Wallace, Wallace

The Oxford Dictionary Of Quotations
2000AD (weekly)

Warrior (intermittently)

Fiims/ TV

Badlands, Bloody Kids, Animal House, The
TinDrum, Whistle Down The Wind, Teenage
Command Performance (The TamiShow),
Blue Remembered Hills, A Kid For Two
Farthings, Goal!, C4's First Love series
Likes

Tea, Ribena (in cartons), trash guitars, the
NHS, Marmite, taking showers, 75% of all
TV programmes (especially the adverts),
photocopiers, playing football, playing gigs

Dislikes
Beer, chocolate, solo performers
who use tapes, dentists, elites
of any kind, breaking strings,
badtechnology

Heroes

Frans Masereel, Yuri
Gagarin, Pete Johnson and
Albert Ammons, Eddie
Cochran, Dennis Potter,
William Blake, Holland/
Dozier/Holland, The 1966
England team

MARK SHARRATT / REX FEATURES, EVERETT / REX FEATURES

¥

Heroines
The Shangri-Las, Nina \
Simone (right), Aretha

Franklin, Pauline -,
Murray, Nastassia s
Kinski, Sarah Greene, |

those Greenham

Commongirls
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Cane”, atrack from theirsoftly texturedand
sometimes beautifullyethereal second album
Before Hollywood.

Notthatthisis part of some crass attempt to build
up some mythical Antipodeanwave; it's more that
The Go-Betweens' countryof originhasbeen of
crucialimportancein forging theiridentity. Unlike

MELODY MAKER

HELEGACY LEFT to this country
by The Beatles dieshard...

It’s not the fact that there’s no
home musicscene of any great
vitality orenergy that'sso

frustratingas much asthe feeling many groupsin this country, they stillmaintainan

that there ought to be, simply because that's thewayit'salwaysworked | admirable idealism—-anuncompromisingbeliefin theirmusicand
inthepast. distaste for the manipulative moguls operatinginside the major record

In Britain, we'reused to having thespotlight ofinternational attention | corporations. They don'tlike Britain much; they're here briefly because
onour music; wetakeitforgranted thatwhatever’'shappeningin this their record companyis Rough Trade. Ithas faults, but they feelit'sbeen
countryis‘important’. We suffer from the most absurd, inflated | aboutthebestoptiononoffer.
superiority complexas aresult. “Alotof it comes from ourbackgrounds.” The Go-Betweens’ drummer

Butthat'sbeing British for you: Britannia Rules The Wavesandalithat | LindyMorrison launchesinto her explanations without a single pause.
patriotic, worthless, but frighteningly powerful nonsense. The first “In'77 and 78 and '79 we were constantly being challenged by thereally
industrial nation runs down the plughole to the sound ofa vacuously | conservativesystemwe livedin, where hardly anyone had anyfaithin
jolly danceof death: the sound of Top Of The Popsthese days s the sound whatwe were doing.
ofacorpsekiddingitselfthatit's full of beans. “Thenwe came over hereanditwasthesamething, wewere seenas

Of course, music that provokes surprises and evokesis still produced quirkyand strange becausewe were Australian. Because everyonesawus
here, it'sjust that we nolonger expect itasa matterof course. Foraless as ‘weird’ orsomething, it justmeans we're nothappytojoin forces with
blinkered version we have to keep earsand attitudes tilted towards any people who have alwaystreated usas if we were ‘theother side’. Why give
numberof sources traditionally either dismissed, patronised oronly | intothem,justbecauseit'snow fashionable tojoinforceswith peopleyou
recognised begrudgingly (remember the phrase “Krautrock”?). There are | knowdon'tthinkthewayyou think?'mstill angrywith those people who
anumberofworld centres for popular music. That’s the wayit’salways werein positions of power to put our music outbut never did, and always
been, it’sjust that our vanity is less easy tostomach these days. treated usasasilly group ofamateurs.”

Probablythe mostimportant thing our country hasretainedis its music ‘
industryinfrastructure, and though even that'slookingsicklyand paleat | HEMISTS OFindependence hang heavily about The
present, it's more than existsin most other places. It'satellingfact that the I Go-Betweens—theyseem less ofa ‘rock ‘n’ roll group’ than
onlyessentialrockgroup of the '80s—The Birthday Party-came from | asmallitinerantartistic community, a close-knit group of
Australia. Equally it speaks volumes that they had to come here before friends who define themselves in terms of their separation from the
theirimportancewasrecognised in theirhome country. music around them.

Italsosaysalot that one of the most gracefullyhaunting singles of Thetitle Before Hollywood, the front cover
1983isbyanother Australian group; The Go-Betweens' “Cattle And shotof Morrison, GrantMcLennanand

A most unusual pop group

Vickers, hassincejoined) inanantique
NME JUN 11

shop, theirunfashionable American

influencesand their spectral, evocative

lyricsadd tothe feeling of distanceand
starkindividuality.

Hereisagroup whohavedetached
themselves from theirhome country, who
flauntimageryassociated with the past,
whosesongsareredolentoftraveland

Likes Music ! “UpThelLadderToThe astrongsense of place, of childhood and
GWM: Carole Lombard, GWM: Creedence . Roof";Velvet Underground remembered thoughts and feeling.
Jimmy Stewart, Cognac, - Clearwater Revival, The ‘ “Oh Sweet Nothing”; “We would have been happyin the 18th
Piero DellaFrancesca, ‘ Birthday Party, The Mamas Nancy &Lee “How Does century:Iwould have beenanyway, Icould
jeans, Christmas & The Papas, Blue Orchids, That Grab You?” quite forgetabout the20th,” says Grant
RV:Monet, Degas, Renoir, Velvet Underground . RF:Yoko Ono“Walking whenIsuggest The Go-Betweensare
Bonnard, Gramercy Park, | LM:(drumtracks)JetBlack | OnThinlce";RayCharles agroup out-of-placeand out-of-time.
Singapore, CBGBs | onThe Stranglers’ “Golden “l Can't Stop Loving You"; Lindyimmediatelyleapsin: “Ifyoulook
RF: Girls who wear glasses, Brown";Ringo Starron The Buddy Holly, Talking Heads atour histories we're notoutof time, out of
Widows, Katharine Beatles’“Come Together™; | asathree-piece;The place, we areexactlyrightat this moment.
Hepburn, history Budgie on The Slits’ “Typical | StoogesFunhouse Andthatgoes right from the time when

. | Girls";Martin Hugheson punkhitme, whenIwasplayingdrumsin
Reading Robert Wyatt's Films anacousticband and itwasveryeasytogo
GWM: Rilke Duino Elegies, “Shipbuilding”; Tony | GWM: Masculin Féminin onto electricinstruments,and atthattime
Katherine Mansfield ' Thompsonon DianaRoss'’s (Godard), Beat The Devil girlswerebeinggiven the big push. And
Collected Short Stories, | “Upside Down". (Huston), The Mother And Iraninto these two, broughtupon
CharlesDickens Great RV:VanMorrison “Brown The Whore (Eustache), Love Americanfilmsand Dylanand mid-’ 70s
Expectations, JM Synge | EyedGirl";BobDylan InThe Afternoon(Wilder), punk from America. And we all meet
The Playboy Of The Western | “|Want You"; Supremes | Vampyr(Dreyer) up-we'retheonly peoplein thistown
World, William Fairfield, r— RV: Notorious (Hitchcock), (Brisbane) who are ambitious musically,
Modigliani S ;\z@_ Treasure Of The Sierra andwewannagetoutofthattown.And
RV: Joseph Conrad, A""‘F"%ézi - Madre (Huston), Strangers wediditallin therighttime,andIstill
Kingsley Amis, Graham \ OnA Train(Hitchcock), thinkwerepresent theright exact moment
Greene,Hemingway Chinatown (Polanski) intime.
RF:John Kennedy Toole RF: The Apartment “When Geoff (Travis) called usinto his
A Confederacy Of (Wilder), Fury(Lang), officeonSaturdayto giveusalectureon
Dunces, Lillian Ross The Late Show (Benton), howwe were losing Rough Trade money
Picture, Nick Kent, Jackson County Jail becausewehadn’thad ahithesaid, ‘We
newspapers (Miller)
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know thatfashion and history turnsabout and
it'sjust a matter of waitingforit’. Well perhaps
that’sthe case.”

Adds Grant: “We'redoingsomething new
andsomethingveryemotional,andwe’re
experimenting. It's justamatter of the focus.
Idothink we'rerightat thecentre,and
eventuallyalltheotherdreck that's washed
around willbejustwashed away.”

Oneofthegroup’stwo writers—he and Robert
Forster workseparately-GrantMcLennan
exudesasense of purposeand firmness of tone
thatisn’tinanyway diminished by the
quietness of his voice.

When askedifthey consider themselves to
bea‘popgroup’, McLennanreplies: “I think
wearea pop group, but we're the most unusual
pop group there’sever been. Althoughwe
work with melody, wesometimes work against
it,and that'slike oneof the cardinal sins of
pop music.”

Helists some ofthe characteristicsthat
exemplify their strangeness-theirunusual
rhythms (“Cattle And Cane” boasts atrickybut
effective 11-beat timesignature), their
sparseness and lack of decoration, their words
andsubject material, theirrelative ages, the
way theyplay, the way theylook, thefact they're
fromAustralia.

Anotheroftheirspecial qualitiesis their
subtletyand consequentlylack ofimmediacy
-manyoftheirsongsfail to makean initial
impact, butgerminateand slowly flourish with
the movement of plants.

“Peopleoften mistake subtletyorreticence
for naivety andwimpiness,” says Grant. “If
peopledothatthenit’squite pathetic. Youjust
can’thave those two qualities if you want to be
inthecharts,sothat’sourdilemma...”

HE GO-BETWEENS EXHIBIT
T agentleness of touch and sensitivity
of approach thatis unforced and
quite natural.
There’safemininity about theband,

somethingLindy takes asa great compliment.
“Ithink that'strue, [ think the boysin the

band haveallowed the feminineside of their Reactingagainst
nature toshowand probablyreacted strongly AG‘“;" macho:
o-Betweens

againstthe macho elementsinherentinthe Robert Vickersand
Australian male. LindyMorrison
Also, most menborn post-'53 have been '
allowed to be more feminine, I think, if they’re
conscious of the world. I alwayssayIdon'ttrust joinedtheband, mainlybecause they shoved

» 13 .
anyone born before 1953 anyway! I alW ay S S ay Modern Lovers and Tom Verlaineand Bob

Dylandownmy neck. For the firstyear Iwasin

IKEAMERICA,AUSTRALIAisa P theband thatwas all Iwasallowedtolisten to.

countryofimmigrants, wherethe I don t tru St “Iseethemasadirectreactionagainst being

mythology of the pioneersis deeply from Australia, so that makes them Australian
ingrained in the national consciousness. b artists. There are writerslike them, like Patrick
Perhapsit’s this that sometimes gives the a.:nyone OI' n Whiteand David Ireland, they're thesame

group a strangelyindividual American people whofoughtagainst everythingthatis
gely g

resonance. While “Cattle And Cane” is before 19 58 maleandaggressiveandarrogantin the

exclusively Australian, containing references Australian white person. To talk about

to thefields of cane and timber houses of ' » influences fromAmericaisirrelevant forme.”
Queensland, asonglike “Two Step’s Step Out” a;ny §/ V a;y. AstheinterviewdrawstoacloseLindyreveals
is more ambiguouslylocated, withlines like they're thinking of asking John Cale to produce
“thesteamer’s left" and “sold my horse". theirnextalbum,; thatis, if they ever get it
Certainly part of their Americanness is due to their fascination for recorded, since Rough Trade haven't enough moneyto payforit.
American literature, films and music. Lindy can’t quite see it though. The Go-Betweens may end up signing with a major company because
“Becauselknowthese two so well, whenever anyone makes out the only other option willbe no morerecordsatall. Somehow I can’t see

Americaninfluences, whatever theywrite, theirmusicseemssouniquely , them compromisingtheir attitudes or musiconeiotaifthey dosign. And
theirownthatlcan’tsee thatinfluenceanymore.Imighthavewhen first | Ithinkweshoulddrinkto that. Lynden Barber ®

AJ BARRETT
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Tom Waits:
single snapshots
of emotion

ALBUMS

Tom Waits
ISLAND

With1s tracks, thisis sketchbook
Waits and indicates the range of
his writing gifts. Maybe it's the
influence of writing music for
movies, but there’sno doubt of
anew concision about his work
here.Where he used to stack
imageonimageinevery number,
he can nowfeel confident about
getting the emotionacrossin
asingle snapshot.

The longest piece, “Shore
Leave”,is the old Waits,
featuring asailor “inaHong
Kong drizzle on Cubanheels
rolling down the gutter to the
Blood Band”. He alternates two
manners of delivery, narration
and song, allocating them to the
description of neon clip-joints
orto the homesick letter to his
wife andit’s very effective.

“Soldier's Things”, however, is
brief, moving and unforgettable.
Overregretful piano, he lists the
itemsleftbehindinadead
solder’s home, twisting the list
into pity with the line: “This one's
for bravery, and this one’s for me,
and everything's adollar in this
box.” It's asale of effects, and it
doesn’t waste aword.

There's the usual forlorn
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reminiscences

on “Johnsburg

lllinois” and “Town

WithNo Cheer”,and

| a“Waltzing Matilda™-
typebar-roomliltto “InThe
Neighbourhood”. “Dave The
Butcher” and “Just Another
Sucker” are all-instrumental

numbers, the latter so beautifully

orchestratedinits tentative

| advance thatitsoundsasif even

| thehornsarebumpingunder

| thebow.“Frank’s Wild Years”

| certainly were, judging by this
baleful narrative. “Doused
everything in the house, torched
it,parked across the street and
watchedit, laughing.”

1

Dictionis always
aproblem with Waits,
andit's frustrating not
tohave the words onthe
sleeve. | never found out
what the title track was
aboutin detail, except
thatit concernssome
poordoughboywho
“came home from the
warwithaparty in his
head”."Trouble Braids”
isanother, like
“Underground”, where
the furryball of vocal
sound triumphs over
meaning. Pity the
urgencyin the band
makes you wish you
were keeping pace.

A good album, full of
goodlines and clever,
original musicalideas.
BrianCase,MMOct8

Cocteau Twins
4AD

The Cocteau Twins are
unique. Meandering but
never dull, their songs
areimbued with
acomplexity that
winds around and
through the
complementing

Guthrie's
instrumental
flexibility and
Elizabeth Frazer's
compellingly
attractive voice. Head
OverHeelsis abig step
forward fromtheirinconclusive
debut album Garlands.

Now that bassist Will has left
theband, Rob andLiz have
introducedanew varietyinto
their songs. “In The Gold Dust
Rush”isalmost a pop song, for
goodness sake! With lullaby

| lyricsstill only vaguely
| decipherable, you find yourself

substitutingjellybaby words to
songs that lilt and leap througha

| secretgarden of pastelimagery,

| Athisbest, Waits can customise |

anyitem at the Uncle Sam
Trading Post, from shaving
creamto chewing

| tobacco.Theriffing
rocker, “16 Shells
From A Thirty-

| OughtSix”,drives

| thatinspired

| phraserightinto

| themind.He
soundslike Howling
Wolfon“Gin

| Soaked Boy”and

rocks “Down Down

Down" alongon

whatsounds

like gabble.

though perhapsit's time they
printed the lyricsinstead of

| leavingitto guesswork. “Sugar

SHORLSHTMBIN

lyricism of Robin

Hiccup” is another vocal roller-
coaster with abright, bouncy
chorus and awhimsically
evocative vocal. “Multifoiled”,
however, is areal shocker from
the Cocteaus, pugnacious bass,
drums and piano addingfire to
Liz’s newly hardened voice.
Never aband toinspire half-
measures, you either love their
complicated sound-weaving
structures or hate them - they
certainly offer avaried package
onthis LP. “My Love Paramour”
and “Glass Candle Grenades”

| (don'tthetitlesthemselves carry

| The Rolling Stones

alyrical passion?) explore the
possibilities of the Frazervocal
range, bending and twisting her
voice toimpossible extremes.
The folky tinge she displayed on
Garlands has beenreplaced by
adepth andbreadth of logic,
wisdom and variety that bodes
well for the Cocteaus’ future.
“Five, Ten, Fiftyfold”isa

‘ gyratory but soothing elegy that

broods gently, with asimmering
beauty -there's no doubt about
it, the Cocteau Twins have
come home. Theirunguarded
vulnerability is their strength;
their magicisa fluid element
that won’t ever be explained.
HelenFitzgerald, MM Oct22

EMI

Fortified by Phyllosan or who
knows what manner of useful
tonics, the Stones aren’t having
much trouble being over 40.

Not for them the convoluted
soul-searching of a Townshend or
the holy-roller gloom of a Dylan.
Undercover sticks close to what
they do best, and spits out afew
bones while doingiit.

Quite undismayed by the
ever-glossier march of studio
progress, the Stones have
cheerfully made Undercover
sound as rude and shambolic as
possible. Thousands have tried to
imitate their ramshackle raunch
overthe years, and none have
succeeded. Indeed, there are
several points where their
dangerouslooseness topples
into blunderingincompetence
-"WannaHold
You" is the token
Keef vocal,and
apretty pathetic
one at that. They
could have got
betterresults
from a Walkman.

Butitis these
glaringerrors
which give the
Stones their
malingering
charm.Richer
than most third-



| cometothat,the

| Undercoveris Jagger's singing,

world countries and
probably better off
than the Treasury,

Stones may be oafish
andarrogant, but
they’re never pompous.
They live outside the law
and'msure they're not
altogether honest, but do they
cringe and pretendtobe
humble? No. They flaunt it
(“Ourtoiletsare nicer than
most people’s homes”).
Thebest thingabout

whichisalmost completely free
of the absurd camperies and daft
accents he often likes to affect.
In“Too Much Blood”, especially,

| he soundstougher and funnier

thanhe hasindecades. It’s
agrotesque ditty about ablokein
Paris who eats his girlfriend and
then buries the bonesin the Bois
De Boulogne.“Didyousee The
Texas Chainsaw Massacre?” asks
Jagger. “’'Orrible, wasn't it?” As
the band hustle through a steamy
funk/rock backing track, he raps
mockingly: “Whenlgo to the
movies | like to see something
more romantic, like An Officer
And A Gentleman. Something
youcan take the wife to, ya know
worrimean?”

Side Two is full of classic
Keefery. “Too Tough”isa
compactrocker driven by Sir
Keith's slashing riff, while It
Must Be Hell” is ablatant repeat
of “Soul Survivor” from Exile On
MainSt. “All The Way Down” is
aragged,boozy singalong with

| adashof C&W, and “Pretty Beat

Up” prowls threateningly among
Charlie Watts’ pistonbeatand
David Sanborn’sunderfed
saxophone. Everywhere thereis
the rusty clank of guitars.

There's nothing startlingly
new on Undercover,thoughthere
aresignsthat the Stones have
assimilated their blackinfluences
more thoroughly than hitherto.
“Undercover Of The Night”, “Tie
YouUp" and “Too Much Blood”
acknowledge new bearingsin
American funk but gleefully
discolour them with the Stones’
dubious patent medicines. “Feel
On Baby”is tacky fake-reggae
with funny whoopsandcries
popping unexpectedly out of the
undergrowth. Odd.

Still, if Undercoveris frequently
sloppy, it never soundsjaded.
“She Was Hot", forinstance, is
positively exuberant, a fanciful
tale of sexin 70 cities. There's a
sense of aband playing for the
hellof it and sod the overdubs.

The sleeve is ghastly, by the
way. AdamSweeting, MMNov12

andMorrisseyof

The Smiths

The Gure ‘ The Smiths 4. lost his
FICTION Wil 4 marbles.
Asif some macabre folly cast RT 138 e Butin the
Vincent Price instead of Jeremy s : = process
Ironsin Brideshead Revisitedor | ROUGHTRADE ™ made one
somessinister senility chose | Well,what a THIS crik * ofthefinest
Tobe Hooper to direct aseries perfectly 1984 N, ,,,,:‘_:'sfﬂfﬁgumv /" andmost

of Jeeves. “Love Cats”is bandthisbunch N\, o JOMN POnTeR " sublimely
apostmodernist’s dream of of Sun-styled o P distinctive
anightmare, apurrrfectly pervosturnedoutto records of his career.

corny example of the past
purrrceived impurrrfectly, the
flaw maliciouslyirritated and

then put touse. [

Inthis purposeful madness, [
the last of The Cure’s “fun” [
single trilogy, Robert Smith’s
imagination is squirming proof
that through TV, radio and
video, the past now plays as
activeapartinthe present as
the presentitself, revitalised
through easily availableimages,
ravaged out ofits rituals
androles and reinterpreted
asamalleable source of
fracturedassociations.

“The Love Cats”is Smith's
masterpiece of disorientation,
amental collage of history
unhinged. Herman Munster
takes spiked teawith Jean
Cocteau while ataxidermist
twitchesthe net curtainsin
anticipation of a cannibal feast.
But how to praise something so
zany? How to approachits lover-cum-pursuerin the
kaleidoscopic approaches? | remake of Play Misty For Me.
Well,atapinchitspsychedelic | Imean,who'dsuccumbto
cocktail jazz,a strychnine acome-on like: “Shine your
nursery rhyme where every | heavenly body tonight?” But
allusion (illusion!) triggers off then again, who'd dare resist?

be. A slightly alternative,
terribly literate Haircut One
Hundred playing Beatles tunes
ever sotasteful and up-and-off
tempo. Swinging students, less
harmful than Joyce, more
modernthanMaclnnes, quirky
but homely, suggestively homo
-maybethat’s what all the fuss
| wasabout? Whatever, worth at
least two minutes of what's left
of the rest of your life. MMOct29

Madonna SIRE

This sex-kitten's notjust content
to manicure Shalamar until that
chipper groove claws its way
into your nervous system with
nails of steel, she’s preened
Randy Crawford’s thrilling
twitterinto a cutesy proposition
that promises ecstasy and
secretesdanger.
Psychopathically astrological,
“Lucky Star” should be the song
requested by Clint’s obsessive

atunnel of flashbacks, butit’s | MMOctag
so muchssillier than that. i
Singtheslapdash Julian Gope

chorus, swoon to
that devil-may-
care decadent
swing. Single

PHONOGRAM

Latent hippies
unite! The old

ofthe coot has
week? finally
Single of flipped his
the year(s)! lid, flown
MMOct29 the coop,

Anintriguing construction
indeed, deep andresonant
classical stringsbrokenbya
manic psychedelic adventure

| beat andslinky horns. Dark

dreamy vocalslend a cracked-
looking-glass effect toan

' already disorientating

| finally get
| swallowed

| ownsilly

atmosphere and the chorus has
aneerie chill toitsinsistent
promise. Not tobe

missed. MM, Nov12

Frankie Goes To
Hollywood

ZTT

Frankie
Goes....
seemto
wallow and

up by their

schoolboy beliefs

| thatsexual

innuendoes and words like

“suck” and “come” are not only
goingtottitillate what they see
asour equallyimmature sense

of fun, but will elevate this

blatantly untalented band (still
livingin ‘76 with their pseudo-

funk disco crap) to astatus of
credibility that surpasses the
evidence of their wares. If

they're so preoccupied with

risque sex | suggest theylook to
either lanDury forhumorous
vulgarity or Divine for upfront E
filth and stop sniggering like
adolescentswho've just g
glimpsedtheir neighbour's s

| knickers. MMNovi2
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Bluemeanie:
JohnLydonin
Japan,1983
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MELODY MAKER

HIS1SAstory of Lydon, né Rotten, recently absentbutnot
- onslaughtofinterrogative projectiles, shuffling posteriors and grunting

forgotten... so one might conclude fromthe teeming

millions of Grub Street hacks, pop mag pundits, gossip

columnists, rank sensationalists, snappers galoreand

assorted scribbling objects who turned up to witness the

scrawny carrot make a grand appearanceat the Royal
Lancaster Hotel near Bayswater last Wednesday.

Lookingat the board in the foyer, it seemed that Rotten had lost none of
his old sense of humour-“McLaren, Dick” was supposedlybookedinto
oneof the adjoiningsuites, andifhardly hilarious, itatleastadded to the
hope that these proceedings would be asstripped of pomposityasit’s
possibletoget.

Whatawag. Holdingcourtlike some cheeky princeling bratlanded
bum-wise on the throne due to some untimely death amongst the royals.
Thesuite was, of course, expansive and, no doubt, expensive.

Hacks dutifully nibbled at the cocktail snacks and guzzled whatever
booze could be tempted out of the bottles of the servantsand slaveson
hand, the paparazzibristledwithlenses and aluminium flight cases,
while Rotten looked like he was about to greatlyenjoy whateveritwas
hehad inmind forus. Which turned out to be nothing especially
astonishing, but, of course, often splendidly entertaining.

The conference wastoserve adualfunction: toannounce the return
of Public Image Ltd (“Me”, as he putit), and the Britishrelease of the
film Order Of Death, in which Rotten makes his acting debut opposite
Harvey Keitel.

Directed by Roberto Faenza, anlItalian littleknownin this country, the
film concernstheintrigue thatdevelops betweena policelieutenantand
Rotten’s Leo Smith, described inthe synopsis asa “pale asexual freak”,
whois“devoured byan overwhelmingguilt complex”. The copiskeeping
aswishapartment thathe boughtsecretly with crooked drugmoney.
Smith’sarrivalon the scene adds to the man’s paranoia, and from there
apparently thingsstarttohappen.Isayapparently, becausenoone
seemed to haveseen the film, including yours truly, which probably
accounted forthe absence of anykind of critical comments concerning
Rotten’s performance from the assorted globules ofhackdom
coagulatingin theseats.

Or maybe theywerejusttoo afraid of pushing their luck too farin front
ofaman (well, just—Rotten still physically looks like he's barely out of
adolescence) whostill displays a tongue that can make amonkey out of
anyoneit pleasesin thespacethatittakes mostpeopleto clasp their
handstogetherfor mercy.

Interestingly, even when playing the punkrole on Wednesday, which
he canonlyreallyever eschew at the price of public apathy and press
indifference, Rotten was never outrageously rude or crudely insulting.
Perhapsit'sthis thatgives him his mantle of charisma. It’s possible to
walkaway froman eventsuchas thisfeeling thathe's puteverysingle
personintheirplace (and that's
down, that’s reallydown!), yeton
reflectionit’'sdifficult tofigure out
howheactuallydidit.

Ofcourse hesnarled, he
performed, andlike businessmen
inbondage, mostofusinwardly
moaned with pleasureatthe
humiliation of itall. Aslongas this
waskept within the bounds of a
gamethenitwasacceptable, but
nobody seemed tolike the prospect
ofarealhorsewhipping.

I'd planned toaskhimwhy the PiL
LiveIn Tokyo album was so pathetic,
butsortofcrumbledinto biscuit
mixinstead.

Rotten'sclevernessisin
understanding the power of
understaternentandsilence—an
ironic strengthforamanwhose
pennantofacidityis usually thought
ofasnailedto the mast ofrage. The
manisatruestaranddoesn’t haveto
doalot to proveit.
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Everyanswer Rotten fields, flings back or broods upon brings forward
into the mind theimagined response of some lesserinterviewee. How
theywould squirm and bullshit, ummmandurrrthroughthemassed

like pigsscufflingforspace.
Ithought I'd gothim whenI asked, in ever-so-clever manner, whatever
had happenedtohis much-trumpeted plansto getintovideo... asifthis

| would makehimreallyembarrassed.

“Itwasaload of mouth,” he deadpanned. “Sorry.”

And smiled smugly. What more wasthereto say? Atothertimes theman
veered distressingly close tosincerity, his demeanouralmostassuming
the contoursofanormalhuman being. But thankfully eventuallybroken
up by wisecracks.

The proceedings had beenstarted byagrubbylittle hack fromatitmag,

| whowanted toknowwhy he'd comebackto the UK.

“Well, why not? Youlotwant me here.1don’tmind, believe me,” offered
Rotten helpfully, before telling the multitude that after three years of New
York he'd had enough. Buthe was “never gonnalive hereanymore. I think

| thiscountry'sfinished.Ithinkweallknowthat.” Indeed.

Hewastorecord in England around Christmas, heinformed us.

Did he have any new material, queried a foreign journalist, possibly
Japanese, who was to make mostofthe runningforatleast 10 minutes.

“Of course!” snapped Rotten, hisimpatience at the dull-wittedness of
the entirejournalistic “profession” resoundinglikeastruck bell.

“What do youmean, of course?” ventured the foreign gent—abraveand
tenacious manindeed. Heseemed to object to the live album consisting
of old material.

“Well, what do you expectonalivealbum?” whined Rotten, raising his
voice to the level of insolence. “Imean, thatain't nobigdeal, that'sjusta
livealbum. Youcan'texpect, like, an entirely newset of songs thataren’t

| released officially, that'sjustlike cuttingyour ownthroat!”

Andthen, likeatetchy parentscolding anaughtyand stupid child:
“You've waited thislong, a few more yearswon'tdo noharm.”

Allhacks presentslightlysniggered.

The foreign hack said that PiL had played “AnarchyInthe UK” on their
lasttour.

“Yeah, we diditin Japan. Itwent down really well, butthenagain,
I've neverever, like, played Japanin mylife, soit’s quiterelevant that
Ididitthere.”

Various minor questionsyieldedlittle, untila dreadfully professional
freelanceinsisted on askingwhy he'd been away from England for so
long, which gave ourmanon the podiumachance to passthe hatround
forsympathyas herecounted the tales of police harrassment we'd heard
countless times before. The freelance had obviouslybeen fast asleep up
until this point, for he insisted on boring us with the same question that

| some other sod had asked several minutes ago. Rotten wassurprisingly
| patientwith the fool.

Itwas this thatgave the signal forthe Fleet Street smooth crewtostart
oilingsilver tongues. “John,” they
wouldinvariably start, asif they were
old palswho'd known Rottensince
schooldays. They'd then followit
up withsome hopelessly banal
question, which, ifitdidn’telicit the
correctresponse, could easily be
changed beforeitwentintoprint, the
discrepancyto be blamed, if
challenged, onthesub-editors.

“John,” quothoneunctuously, as
iftherewere just the two of themin
conversation, recliningonto leather
padded seatsin acocktaillounge in
somedistant taxhaven, “John, is
there nothing you've missed
about England?”

“Nothingatall, exceptthe pubs.”

Whaddyalike about New York
somuch?

“It’samuch more healthy
atmosphere,” plus furtherdroning.

Howdid you land the actingrole?

“Through sheertalent.”

Have you got a steady girlfriend?
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“Probably.”

Areyougoingtotell mehername?

“No. Myfavouritecolourisblue.”

Andsoon...Onewomanhadthe
utteraudacity toask ifitwastruethat
the Sex Pistols were going to play at
Carnegie Hall. Onefeitsorry for her.
Hernewseditorhad probably made
therumouruponlythe previousday
because the entertainment pages
wereabitshort.

“It'snewstome,” mumbled Rotten.

Itwasat this point thatthewoman
made an even worse mistake. “Well,
MalcolmMcLarensaid...” shebegan.

“Oh, comeon now, please!”
interrupted Rotten, the disgust
almost visiblyrollingdown the side of
hismouthin rivulets. “Alright-let'sdragitdown
tothelevel of silliness. Whatever Malcolmsays
isboundtobealie.Imean, themanisa
pathologicalliar. Do meafavour, itgoes without
saying, almost!”

Had McLaren beenincontact with him?

“No,hismanager Bernie Rhodes has, about
re-forming the SexPistols. Butthat'sajoke, isn't
itreally? Howyou gonnare-formSid?”

Grins, cacklesand other eructations of mirth
occurredacross theroom, asifJohn hadjust
cracked arealfunny.

AScottish hackdemanded toknowwhyhe was
planningtodoaBritish tourwhen onlyafew
years agohe'd been critical ofbandslikethe
Stonesand The Who playing night after night on extensive tours.

“I'dhardly call whatI'm doingextensive,” replied Rotten. “Thereare
intervals. Whatl doisaholiday with musicalinterludes.”

“It’sstillatour,” observed the Scot, a truculent fellow.

“Youcancallitwhatyoulike, mate. [t doesn'tbother me, IknowI'mright.”

Andwith that theissuewasover. It's pointless attempting tohurl
accusationsofhypocrisy at Rotten, asif he were someJudas of punk who
hasbetrayed the believing masses. His revelation that the currentlineup
of PiLconsists, apartfrom drummer Martin Atkins, of American
musicians picked from Holiday Inn-type cabaretbands, is typical.

Ostensibly they werechosen because “I wanted to get as farawayfrom
trendyhairdos (the phrase rolled around the mouth for maximum effect) as
Ipossibly could. The music counts, ifyou can call it music.”

Heappeared to be serious, but asalways with Rotten there was atouch
ofambiguity. It's notthat he's always ironic, morethatit’simpossible to
knowwhetherheis beingironic ornot, and it’s this knowledge that no one
canfigureoutawaytopin him down thatadds to his inflated sense of
confidenceand endearingly humorousarrogance.

Whether he's being serious about PiL at the momentis difficulttosay,
butit'sasafebetthat he musttreasuretheirony ofagroup of cabaret
musicians performing “Anarchy In The UK” and “Death Disco”. His is the
mostun-English of personalities and it's not difficult tosee why he took to
New York. Even when he'sbeing quiet, Rotten isloud. He even used the
phrase “upfront” atone point.

Wasitmuch funbeinga celebrity, someone asked?

“Well, yurrr, of course. Thisis agiggle, innit? You're stroking my ego and
Ilove itverymuch. My favourite songis ‘It's Hard To Be Humble When You
Know YouDon't Meanit.”

Had he everthought of givingany of his time or moneyto people less
fortunate than himself, asked a doubtless overpaid hack who probably
spent most of his time heaping slander and monstrous invective on those
lessfortunatethanhimself?

“Idon’tknow anyoneless fortunate than myself,” deadpanned Rotten
tohonksofhilarity. “Why are youlaughing?”

Whatdidhewanttogoon to inthe future?

“My millionairemansionin the country,Isuppose.”

No,inageneralsense...

“My general millionaire mansionin the country.”

Peoplelaughed. Theman's cheek and bravado seemed aimost
astonishingly outlandish. Virtually everyhack present woulid, if given the

“Whatever
Malcolm says
1s a lie. He is
a pathological
liar”

JOHN LYDON

chancetoswaplives,adorethe
attention Rotten was getting, yet most
could neverbring themselves to
publicallyadmitit. Howmany stars
do?And howmany ofthosewhoplace
theirnarcissismin the marketsquare
doitwithsuchasenseof panache and
ambiguous humour?

Ofcourse,in pop terms heis
virtuallyanold goat, isduplicating
theindustry measures of the mid-
"70sbrontosauri (entryintofilmsand
livedouble album, indeed!), and has
justhad ahitsingle (“Thisls NotA
LoveSong”) withasongofalmost
cretinousbanality.

Seehimorchestratingthe hacks
ataneventlikethis, though,and
it'stemptingto forgetall that. It'snot
somuchwhathesaysasthewayhesaysit,
emphatic deliveryalternatingwith wallsof
blanknessonwhich thehackscanscribble
theirowngraffiti. AJohn Lydon/Rotten press
conferenccis probably more entertaining than
alive performancebythe currentPiLwillever
be. Heshould draw the correct conclusions, set
atableup onstageateveryvenuehe’sdueto play,
andinvitetheaudience alongtofire questions.

Andhe'dbeadvised toceaseaworrying habit
oflapsingintoarid areasofdiscourse,
somethingthat threatened occasionallylast
Wednesday toturnhimintoyetanother
ghastlymediabore.

Mistake Onewasramblingon interminably about howthe US video
channel MTVwas openingup the States. Was thissupposed to be telling
ussomething new?

Mistake Twoconsistedintellingusthatradio stationsin New York
actually did their own remixes of records. Did he think we'd been living
incavesforthelastcoupleofyears?

Mistake Three-well, the first, but who'slistening?-was much
travelogue about New York, howsafeitisifyou don’tgointo thewrong
areas. Washetryingtosendusall offto sleep?

Mistake Four wasactinglike a classic paranoid on the subject of John
Lennon (another English New Yorkerinitialled JL, but let's not get
mystical). “There'san oddityabouthis death, isn’t there?” said Rotten
quiteseriously. “Why did he getout of the car towalkin? Usually the car
wentinto thebuilding. Youknow, verystrange...” Was he tryingto
convinceusthathewasturninginto somekind complete nut?

Mistake Fivewastellingus that the Japanese “imitate the West so
blatantly”, asif thiswas ablindingly inspired insight. Wow!

Butthe worst mistake of all was reserved for his opinion of Culture Club.

Hedidn'treallylike them, but “Boy George has gotavoice, youcan't
denythat”.

Thephrase “Cliche! Cliche!” immediately sprangup in the mind’seye
withthe devastatingimpact ofa volcanic eruption. Accompanied, of
course, byalarmbellsand flashinglights. It wasat that point that I started
tosuspect that, despite hisyouthful appearance, Rotten wasbeginning
toshowhisage... Could thisbe thefirstsigns ofa mellowingout?

Thesuspicionwaslent further weight by his rather conservative
disdain forthe ubiquitous coxcomb quiffs of Britain.

“God, it’slike afashion catwalk out there, innit?” he complained, like
adisgusted aunt tutting disapprovingly. “Wackyhairdos, that’s the first
thing youmeetat theairport. Eventhebaggage attendants.”

Butso much negativity on the critic’s side must eventuallyamount to
nitpicking. Perhaps we should end ona positive note. Asked forviewson
thecurrent punks (a term he hates) about town, hisanswerwas as
refreshingly dismissive asyou would expect.

“Ohyeah, that'ssad. [ mustadmit, theleatherjacket brigadewith the
studs, it'sabitau faitsic]; it's as embarrassingasrockabilly orany of that
digressivekind oftrend. The idea should be to move on, notgobackwards.”

Suddenlyhelooked bored.

“Well, that'll do. I've yacked for quite abit, haha. Goodnight —-go home.”

The hacks dutifullydispersed. I chuckled quite alot. Lynden Barber ®
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“Id almost
gven up

In troubled times,
plays

London. He opens up
on politics, the
recent raid on his
home, his many
wives, and on
African culture. But
aren’t some of his
attitudes sexist?

“I was just trying to
make the educated
women realise their
position,” he says.

hope”™

MELODY MAKER

NITIALLY, ENTERING THE fogged

dishevelment of the hotel room, I'd

thoughthim naked. He was sitting on

the rim of thebed smokingabulbous

cigarette. Helooked pensive, in

command of his surroundings. His
limbs - lean, poised, sleek— were the colour of
amild roast cup of coffee and his underpants,
athin strip of materialhidden in the crease
formed by his upright position, of virtually
identical hue.

FelaKutihad awary, felinelook about him.
Smoothandsmall-boned, he seemed thekind of
personwho couldinflictalot ofdamage with the
minimum of forward planning. His aurawas that
ofapanther.

Two nights previously he'd beenstandingona
stagein Brixtondressed in pink.

Exchanginggreetings,Itookupapositionon
apaddedleather couchdirectlyopposite. The

roomwas full of the sort of people you
would expect to see hangingaround
aguylike FelaKuti—cronies,hangers-

REP' I BLl‘ OF on, musicians, wives, friends, Ididn’t
knowwhotheywere.AlllTknewwas
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that their eyeswereboringinto the
side of my head likelasers.Ididn'tlike
thefeelingofeyesboringinto theside
of myheadlikelasers.

Atsome pointIwasgoingtohaveto
tellFelathat] hadn'tbeenknocked
into Kingdom Comeby hisconcert; »
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thatitwas tooslow-moving, toolong, toolaidback, too casual. It was
something my reflexes decided was goingto have to comelater. My
conscience wasn'tabout towrestle the point.

The peoplekeptonstaringlike lasers. [opened with athrowaway
question, just toget things rolling. The first thing that hit me was how
slowhis rate of speech was. Words came outsolo and in couples. He was
thinking about the reply, measuring his response, handingit outlikerope
goingover theside ofaship to help asailor gone overboard. I thought
aboutwhat I'dimagined Felatobelikeand relaxed alittle. twasasif
someone had juststamped on ascorpion crawlingacross the carpet.

Encouraged, | wondered aloud why aNigerianlike Felashould callhis
group Egypt80.1gotareply thatlasted five minutes.

Africaneeded tolearn aboutitscultureso thatitcould develop, Fela
said. He knewalotabout this. He'd read historybooks. But most Africans
didn't. African history had traditionally been passed down viamusicand
culture, but for the past 300 years thathadn’tbeen happening too well.

“Now right now, the Arabs are occupying Egypt. All Africans think that

. theArabs owntheplace, they'veeven forgotten thatthe Arabs foughta

wartoget the occupation of that place—do you understand?” He said, “Do
youunderstand?” alot. [twasafigure of speech.

He told me hewasn'ttalking about the currentsituationin Egypt. He
justwanted Africans torealise that Egyptwastheblack man's property.
Thatwas why he had called his group Egypt80.

Iworried about thisalittle. Ithad troublesome implications. Iasked if

. hethoughtblack Africans should take over Egyptand drive the Arabs out
| ofthe country.He produced anutterance thatsounded like “Ho, oh!" and

shookhishead, asifto say “now waitaminute, kid".
“You see, [am notsaying drive people away from Africa. All'm sayingis

| thatifall Africansare goingtogetunited then the Arabs have to do exactly

1

“Now, our cultureis veryspiritualin Africa,” hesaid. “Egyptisaspiritual |

place - was aspiritual place. Those pyramids today, nobody can ever
know how those stoneswere carried. But these thingswere carried by
spiritual power, you see? It belongsto Africa, so Africamustorganiseona
spirituallevelin time.

Historyman:Fela
KutiinLondon,
November1983

what the Africans want, to remain there, you understand? If they remain
thereand Africais united, there are so few that they cannotdoanything,
Theywillsoonbeverymuchalienated, their presence therewill make
themleave by themselves. If Africawants toorganiseitself culturally,
spiritually, the Arabswilleither haveto acceptitorleave peacefully.
Idon'tthinkanybodywill drive Arabsout of there.”

Weweretalking about politics. Whenyouinterview Fela Kuti, youdon't
sitaround talking aboutwhat brand of microphonehe uses. Athis
concertat the Brixton Academy-the old Fair
Deal-Felahad two banners draped acrossthe
backofthestage. “Pan Africanism Will Save The
World” and “Blackism-AForce OftheMind".
With Fela Kuti, politics and music areone.

Iguessitmusthavebeentwoyearsagothatl
discovered this. Some sleazy bandit from one of
the recordingcorporations had sentme acopy of
arecord; Black President,ithad been called.'d
likeditalot.'dliked itas much asgood curry, as
muchas Sundaymorningsinbed.

Butbesides the effervescentmixture of funk,
jazzand Nigerian elements that Felahad called
“Afrobeat”, 'd beenintrigued by theman’s
lyrics, byhis history.

FelaKutisangonelongsongcalled “ITT"
thatattacked therolethe vastAmerican
conglomeration playedin the Nigerian
economy, [ learntthat hehad hisown political
party, the Movement Of The People,and
planned tostandin the Nigeriangeneral
election. Thathispolitical activitieshad
incurred thewrath of the Nigerian authorities
to such allextent thatin 1977 several hundred
troopssurrounded hishome-abarbed-wire
fortress dubbed The Kalakuta Republic—
savagelybeateveryoneinsight, rapedand
molested mostofhis27 wivesand threwhis
motheroutofafirst floorwindow; shedied
shortly afterwards.

Todrawananalogy, itwasasifseveral
hundred riotpolice had sealed off Joe
Strummer’sroad in 1977 (whenThe Clash
seemed kind of threatening) and attacked with
canistersoftear-gas.

MostofFela'slyrics are political. Hiswhole
beingis political. Everyshowhe playsis political.

So thatwaswhy I wassittinginahotelroom
talking to Fela Kutiabout politics.

I'dwanted toknowwhyPan-Africanismwas
going to change theworld and notjustAfrica. Fela
wastellingme. “IfAfricawasallowed toorganise
itself, thespirituallife of Africawill develop, then
we'll havebetter medicine, we'llhave new things
tocontribute to theworld. And everybodywould
startto hearaboutitand wanttoparticipateinit.
Youknow, likewe participatein the white
medicine, theymay nowseeitis moreimportant
toparticipateinAfricanmedicine.

“CosIseethatnatureisgoingtoruletheworldin
future, andthe African culturewillmostly
dependon natureandspiritual powers.Ifthe



Egyptiansdidn’tuse machinesto carry
stones, thatmeansAfricansmaystartto
teachtheworld howtousethesamethings.”

Iwondered ifhe blamed Westernscience
formanyofthe world's problems. He did.
“Ireadinbooksthatifyourideincarstoo
much, vibrationsinsidethe car shortens
life. Andlalsoreadinathesisthatthe
Egyptiansfirstofall builtalocomotive
engine, and they abandoned theidea
becauseitwasbad forthehumanbeings.”

Ididn'tagreewithall of this.lagreed
with Fela's paleolithic view of women even
less. One of his Nigerian hitswas called
“Mattress”. Itstated that woman's
functioninlifewastoserveasamattress
forman, wholieson top forrest. In Carlos
Moore’s bigraphy Fela: This Bitch Of A Life, Kutiis quoted as saying: “It’s
partofthe natural order for women to be submissiveto man.” And: “To
make thehusband happy, that'sthewoman’sjob.” Ithinkyougetthe
general picture.

What's difficultto understandis why Fela, of all people, should adapt
such ahideous philosophy, when his views on colonialismare
progressive, his mother founded the Nigerian Women'’s Union andwas
thefirst African womantovisit Eastern Europeand China, and the
person who politicised him was awoman-Sandra Smith, amilitant
involved in the blackliberation movementwho he metwhenhewasin
America. Butthen Felais also quoted assaying that he used to be afraid of
women. Behind every sexistis asimpering wimp overcompensatinglike
billy-o, youmightsay. I would.

So, how manywiveshave you now. [ queried?

“Now [ have 11 left. The othersleft-they got tired of me, one way
oranother.”

Whyhaveyou gotso manywives?

“Oh, please! Theseare not many, for me. The reason why 'msticking to
11isbecause... we have some stayingat myhouse now, myfriends, and
it'sso small for me and everybody’s sleeping so roughly. 'm going to
complete the house I'm building. Since five yearsthey've dislocated my
economy. So 11 wivesis notenough formeatall. I'm just relaxing, to have
abreak. When [ get myselftogether, I'm goingto have many more wives
thanthis. It'sveryimportantfor me, [ like my women around me.”

Doyouthinkitwouldbelegitimate forawoman to have manyhusbands?

“Sayitagain?”

I'said it again.

“Idon’twanttodiscuss thelegitimacy ofit. For African cultureitis
illegitimate forawoman to havemorethanone husband, butamancan
have manywives. Why itislegitimate, I've never ever bothered to think
aboutit.Tjustleaveitasculture.”

FromFela’sansweryou could be forgiven for thinkingthateverymanin
Nigeriahas twowives. This iswhat Fela'slawyer, Tunji Braithwaite, said at
hisfirstattempt ata mass wedding: “This marriage cannot take place. Itis
against publicmorals. And me, as Fela's lawyer, lamgoingto advisehim
thatit'sagainstthelawof thiscountryandthat he

{

BLACK-PRESIDENT

FELAKUTI

YouseewhereIfind acontradictionin
some of your political views, Istarted to
say, beforebeinginterrupted.

“Well, you'retalking about politics now.”

Wewrestledlike this for afew seconds.
Iwanted toknowhowcomehe was
againstoppressionofthe black man, but
notthewomen?

“No,yousee, [didn'tsaywoman can't
participateinthe society.”

Butshe has to do whatthe husband
tellsher.

“Yes. YouseeinAfricatodaymany
women, because they go toschool, they
want to turn theirhomesinto white
homesand thingsiikethat. That was
wherelwascomingfromreally, yousee.
Iwasonlysingingon that concept, I was not political at all on that record.
Iwasjusttryingtomake theso-called educated womenrealise their
positionaswomen, notasbossesor partners.”

Hestarted talking about sex, deflecting the discussion onto something
else. He must have thought I was as soft as yolk.

Thepoint I'm trying to make, [ said, getting exasperated by this point,
isthatthere’sananalogybetween racism-whichsaysthereisone
superior race, which others are supposed to be subservient to—and
sexism, which says that males are thedominant gender and that women
should serve the man.

“Sowhat'sthe question?”

Iwasbeginningto feel that hereallyhad no conceptofwhatIwas
talkingaboutatall; that he really couldn’tsee the contradiction.

“Racismisnotsexualism.”

Iknow.I'msayingyou can be oppressed by raceand you canbe oppressed
bygender. That's whatIsaid. Iwasgettingweary of repeating myself.

“For me sexis betweentheindividual. Racismis moreofa newthingin
the world, it'scaused byslavery, colonialism. Racism has no place atallin
thisworldforme...”

linethatsexism was okay because it was part of black culture.
Iconsidered that racism was part of white culture too. Did this
make it okay?  wondered fora moment.

Ididn'twonder muchlonger. Felawas offthe ‘phone. While we'd been
talking theroomhadlargely emptied of people. Sitting beside me was a
manin ceremonial robes. This, said Fela, was Kwaku Addei, his spiritual
brother, who nowtook partinhisstage act. The manwassilent.

“Atacertain pointin mylife I'd almost givenup hope of helpingto change
mysociety; everythingseemed to be going against me—-everything. Allmy
friends wereleavingtojoin what they were saying theydidn'tlike~ I'm not
blamingthem, because everybody must havehonesty,andwhentheycan
notcarrythestruggle...

“For me, 1 justcouldn’t compromise myideas and philosophy. Thenl
methim.Andsince Imethim I'veseen so much spirituallight. I justfelthe

could performin publicso people could know

T HE PHONE RANG, a convenient semicolon. [ considered this

maybe prosecuted forbigamy.” The priestlater
ranaway.

Ipressed ahead. You'vebeen quoted assaying
thatwoman’s function is to be on the mattress,
Isaid. Doyoustill agree with that?

“Yousee...woman...” He paused. There was
aslight cough that mighthave been achuckle,
Icouldn't tell. “Onceyou agree to be withaman,
youare supposedtoservetheman,anddoall
what the manlikes. Because Africansbelievea
husband will never do what isbad for his wife. So
thatiswhy theleadership ofthehusbandin the
houseis always the final matterin the African
cultural concept, becauseitis quitelegitimate

“I have 11
wives left.
The others

left — they got
tired of me”

theessence ofhisgreatness.”

Wetalked about otherthings. His party was
dormant, because hedidn'thave the cashto
backitup. The authorities had raided his club,
The Shrine, and people wereafraid to go there
now. Thelast Nigerian election—in which he
didn’tstand -hadbeenrigged bytheruling
National Party. Hesaid music was aweapon
and hewanted to preach hisideatothe
wholeworld.

ItoldhimI'd been disappointed by the
concert. ltwas too slow-moving. Iliked the
recordsalotbetter.

“Oh, [see.Anyway, that's cool... because

forawomantoleaveamananytimeshewants
to.Ifyoufeel your husbandis doing somethingwrongto you, justleave.
There's no need todisobeyhim, there’s noneed to do things he doesn't
likein the house. So basically thewoman must remain underthe man.”
Why?
“Becausethat’'s what nature says.”

Europeansthink that African music mustbe
fast. My music is very spiritual, and [ don't write music to please audience.
I'must firstofall enjoywhat I'm playing.”

We talked some more. Awholelot more, butnewspapers, theydon't
havealotof space thesedays. Wesaid goodbye. I turned my collarup and
walked outinto the howlingNovemberwind. Lynden Barber ®
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December16,1983:Holly
Johnson, drummer“Ped"”
andawarmLeatherpette
filmFGTH’sversionof
“FerrylCross TheMersey”
forChannel4's The Tube
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~ FRANKIEGOESTO
- HOLLYWOOD ar& 2 pop
hand “giving it loads
B sex”. A sceptical
juriter enters their
Boeld. and emerges...
Boeptical. “It's such
Wonderful imagery,”
]my say. “Though if
& vou haven’t been
in an Amsterdam

leather bar you
won't understand.”

WeTe just
having a

arty

— NME NOVEMBER 5 —

HIS BIG PLASTICigloo withits shinyred

surfaces and its gaudy yellow lights is

theideal placeto fill up with junk food.

Yousink into the gooey, unwholesome

surrounds the same way asyou lap up

therelish-covered, cheese-slobbered
burgersin the soft doughybuns.

But Frankienever knowswhere tostop, his passwordin
lifeis “giveitloads”,and herejoicesin excess. “Haveyou
everhad aTastee-Freez? They'rereally...it'ssort of like
averysoft, really creamy, sweet icecream. It just slides
downinside-ooh-ooh, reallydivine.”

Frankiescoops thespooninto theaeriated nipple of
cocoa- coloured whip-stuffandstretchesit out towards
hisotherhalf, Mmmmm!“Tryit, tryityou'lllove,
you'lllove.” Theglobuleof ice, full-fatmilk solids,
preservativesand colourslithersdown thethroatlike
acoolhealingbalm onto thechili, French friesand
cheeseburgeralreadyin therevyingforspace. Frankie
leansback, rollshiseyes, temporarily sated, paralysed
withsatisfaction.

Butsoonhe’llbeup and off again out into the night,
seeingwhatotherwayshecanfind toamuseand
stimulate himself. He’s at italready. Earl’s Courtis
Frankie'skind oftown afterall. Overatthesaladbar »
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abronzed, bearded Middle Eastern type catches theirattention.
ook up from mygruband they smileknowinglyateach other. “Yes
heisquitecute,isn’the?”

Frankie isgettingready for theevening, thecruising andthe
cowboys (he loves tosee aguydressed inuniform), thescribbled
indiscretions on thetoiletwall and, his favouritebit, at 11'o’clock
when taeyallleave the pubandline up around theblock, takingit
inturns togocruising. There's allsorts oflittlegames and codes
thatlieahead, and\when hegetsonto the tubeand seesaguy
carryingamotorcycle helmet (a motorcycle helmeton the tube!)
Frankiefeelsathome.

“Itwasreallygreatlast night-we had to gooutand give out 20
invitations toactasextrasinourvideo.ltwaslikegoingoutand
beingtold to pickup 20 men,” smiles Paul.

Alittle history

Whatare you doinghere? Someone whojuststopped reading The
PictureOf Dorian Gray, who'dratherlisten tohalfanhourof Mary
Whitehouse than two minutes of Quentin Crisp. Who's never heard
ofhomophobia, just “good sense”. Well, howabout: findingout the
whysand wherefores behind Liverpool post-punk S&M gaycabaret
act Frankie Goes To Hollvywood, thelatest release from Paul Morley
and the sparkling Zang Tumb Tuum conglomerate. And alsofilling
inafew details, sinkingintotheenvironment they feel athomein,
tryingtokeep anopen mind.

Frankie GoesTo Hollywood was formed just overa yearago by
HollyJohnson, one-time guitaristwith Big In Japanandsolo artist
onliverpoolindependentlabel Eric's. Fuelled on anything from
Bowie to Burroughs, Jean Genetto Lindsay Kemp, The Velvet
Underground to T Rex, Johnsonsetabout presentingascorching
leather-bound version of thelifestyle he and soon-to-be-recruited
pal Paul Rutherfordled.

They builtup asteady lovereputation, female duo The
Leatherpettes providingattraction for the heteros, and were
approached by asuccession of A&R menwhosestock reaction
was: “Ilovedit, but | don'tknow what my boss would think.” An
appearanceon T/ie Tube,however, broughtresponse from the then
emergingMorley/Horn ZTT partnership, and the group took the
oppertunity to work with the famous producerimmediately.

Blessied are the pop stars — they will get paid to indulge
their fantasies
“We ased to know Paul Morley when he wasin Manchesterand he
wasworking forthe NME. We used tohatehim, tobe quitehonest;
hewaslikethisdivfrom Manchester. Hemade peoplelike Howard
Devoto, created their wholestandingas faras the presswas
concerned. Made themout tobe muchbigger than their
capabilities, which was ashamebecause I loward Devoto wasquite
talented. Maybe now he’sdoing thesame thing withusinaway. 1
guess wefitted into hislittle fantasy, and hefitted into ours” —Holly.

FGTHdidn'treceiveanadvancefromZTT (*“Whenyou're
workingwithsomeone like Trevor Horn you don'tmind making
sacrifices”) and they'redown in London stayingin the Columbia
Hotel on £5-a-davexpenses. Still, theyseem to have enough to get
some of that smokingstuff, and both Pauland Holly are quiterelaxed,
interspersing conversation with slow, stoned giggles. Theystartto tellme
about thevideo they are ostensibly here to make with Bernard Rose (who
directed UB40's "Red Red Wine").

Hotly:“Thebasicideaisthatthere'sthisvirginal character Frankieand
hisgirlfriend'sjustlefthim. He's neverhad sexand he’swalkingdown the
streetand getslured into an orgy sceneby thischaracterinblack. It's
goingtobeaclubscene, thesortofclubs weliketogo to.

“It'sinterestingdrawingacomparisonwith the Soft Cell thing. Where
they pantomimedit, we'regoingto doit forreal. OK? Soit’s goingtobe
Emperor Nero in this club, ahuge man who gets his whole body shaved
for sexual kicks and feeds people totigers andlions. We'reusing the
actualEsso tiger..."

“Really strongimages, like aFellinifilm,” chipsinPaul, inexplicably.

“Forusitisjustlike getting someoneelse to play out our fantasies.
That’sthe wholeidea. We'rejusthavinga party.

“It'ssuch wonderfulimagerytouse, thoughifyouhaven'tbeenin
anAmsterdam leatherbaryouwon'tquite understand. There's lots of
ideas behind thename, wetwistitloads. It changesall the time. Ifyou
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imagine it as this Hollywood Babylon on the othersideof the planet that
Frankiewantstogetto.

“He'slived his wholelife hearing about it, seeingimages of it filtered
through movies and television-it'swhere we've gotall ourinformation
aboutlivingand how tocommunicate with people.”

Buttheyseem intentonwarpingthe goldensense dataof thedream
factory.Compelled to asortofhomoeroticoutrage...

“Wereally had to hithard to getoffthestreet, child. To create areaction,
especiallyin Liverpool because there’s somanybands. Tostand outwe
had togiveitloads, loads of sex, because that was the easiestand quickest
shockertogetattention.”

But all thatancient Roman, Nero imagery, isn'titvery decadent,
very stupid?

“It'stotally decadent, but then that's totally glamorous as well. Things
haven't really changed. The waypeople used to goand watch gladiator
fights and much blood and gore—they justgo tothe movies now, isita
sign of society about to tumble?

“Well, it's been tumbling fora long time. [t grows really quickly again;
Idon'tthinkitwill ever die—it'll justreach alimbo.”



Another lump of sugar in a different orifice

The track thevideo is promotingis “Relax”, thefirstever FGTH release.
Amonsterjam disco-sexworkout. It's Frankieas you'd expecthimto
emerge, allsquelchingandsucking, kepton course byathundering
pelvic thrustmetronome beat. ltsroots arein thedisco of summer,
Sylvesterand mid-'70s [Norman) Whitfield, itshead twisted and turned
by McLaren'splunderingescapades, butitsheartisinasleazy bordello,
piningfor the sweatand spunkin the backroom.

Holly: “It'slike these untamed creatures meet Trevor Horn and his
stampisalloverit. Becauseit wasour firstsingle, and there’snoready-
made market, wejust had tohave as much funaswecould when we were
makingit. Wejustthought-buzz-and thenwe’llknow whenit'sright.

“lalwaysloved the sounds that Trevor got on his records, but it seemed
likesomethingfarbeyond ourreach becauseitwas so sexyand
commercial.lalwaysthoughtthecontentand peoplehe did itwith was
ratherweak untilMcLaren. But I stilldied when he phoned us up.

“I'meanon ‘Relax’, Trevorinterpreted the sound, of course. Imean, he's
areallystrongguy, OK?It'shard toreally talk about this. \We're aware of
thesituation, we'reaband produced by Trevor Horn and it's shoved down

Frankieinearly1983:(l-r)

PaulRutherford, Mark

O'Toole,BrianNash, Peter
| GillandHolly Johnson

our throats abit. Wewere wary of being his puppets at first, butassoon as
wemethimthatallwentout thewindow. He'sjustahumanbeing; he’s
thatlittle guywhoused to be in Buggles.”

I think ofthe shallow, squirming sexuality presented by current pop—
thevanity and preeningof Wham!, Spandau, 'googoo and Heyward, and
wonder if maybe the sleazy pantomime of FGTH willknock thingsup
abit, getsomeone tobuckle down withiit. Are they outon theirown?

“I'thinkit'sbecomingabit trendy, actually; after our Tirbeshow you got
quitea few like Fashion and eventhat Tracie girl giving it much more sex
andwhip.1thinkit’scatchingon.

“Butwith those peopleit'sin avery superficial way, because they
haven't got the bollockstogoforitreally. Theyonlyknowitasanimage,
notareality. You getstuds and leather in every magazine now, but it
doesn’treally count for much. Like that whole punk thing wasborrowed
fromagay S&M attitude, butitwasn'tgiven anyattention at the tiie.

“Ourmain purposeis pleasure, tocommunicate agood feeling. Sexis
partofit, sexisenjoyable, isn'tit? It's about not being hung up or feeling
guiltyaboutanyparticularso-called deviation you'd like to getinto. It's
quitenormal. The gay/S&M angleisregarded astaboo, butit'sjust »
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TrevorHorn,
Frankie producer
andco+founderof
the ZTT label, talks
toMuriel Grayon
The Tube,1983

people gettingdown, getting into enjoyment becauseit's not long
thatweare here.

“ImetthisIrishguyinapubonceandhe asked mewasIinto
M&:S;itwasreallylovely. So sweet.”

Into the lion’s den

Holly: “Child, the first time we turned up foragigin London was in Cha-
Chasand wewere put inacage, afuckin’ cage, and suspended overthe
dancefloor. They puta mirror opposite usso people could see us from
thebar. Thesupportactwasaguyinaleopardskin togawho put skewers
right throughhis face and through his arms—-lots of blood and stuff. We
hadtofollow that.”

Soundslikeyouwereinyourelement.

“Toadegree, yes. Butyouknow whatmostofthekids down there are
like. It's all World's End clothing, hipper-than-thou attitudes, and we were
likethesescreaminganimalsinacage. Thereaction wasreallycool.”

Paul: “They'resuchacool audience tohandle.Idon’tknowwhat's
wrong with them. Spoilt, Isuppose. They think that they'reit, butwe
knowweare.I'd like to have seen theminthe cage, that's forsure.”

Sometimesthey've beenabletoturnthetablesandusethelimelightto
theiradvantage.

Holly: “The time we played The Tube, Juuls Holland wasssitting around
mopingallday.Ithinkhe’ssortofbitterbecausehe’sareal musoand
he’s on the otherside of the camera. Very sad. He needed cheeringup,
so we bound the Leatherpettes in pink ribbon and gave them to him.
Hebrought them to his hotel and showered them with champagne,
realchampagne.”

And a little more history

Hollydidn'tattend school too muchafter the
third year. He started tohangaround town, and
around parks. Hemet people there, people who
had agreatinfluence on him. This is probably
mirroredinthe roles heandPaul (the tall dark
stranger) take inthe video. It's Holly who sings
and writes thesongs with either the bass player
and/or thedrummer; Paulis theimage
co-ordinator, havingspentayearin London
before the group formed, on the dole but still
“givingitloadsonthegayscene”. Apartfromhis
back-upvocalsheisintheband mainlybecause
ofhis “stunning” looks, and heobviouslyexerts
some influence on Holly.
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“The early
gigs were

great — girlsin
leather, boys
in knickers”

Holly: “Backin’77itwasreally exciting
becausethere’salwaysbeenreally odd, arty
people in Liverpool and suddenly you were
findingyourselfin there. lt was greatbecause
Ifoundschool pretty hard tohandle. Iwas well
shy,always the weirdo.”

Paul: “Oneweekif you wore makeup you were
aqueer, the nextyouwerea punk. It wasgreat,
achance todo things. Thissoundsreallyheavy,
butitwasachance to behonest with yourself,
tobeyourself.Ithinkit'sa bit more jaded now.
It’sstill areally good placeto have arest. We
didn'trealise that when we felt we were stuck
there, butnow, inthe pastyear, we have."

Holly: “There’s some great peoplein
Liverpool-Jayne CaseyofPinkIndustry,avery
biginfluenceonusboth.Theearly gigswere
great—girlsinleather, boysinleatherknickers,
0000-00h. Asfaras havingagoodtime, people
inLiverpoolaren't shyatall.

“Smack? That'’s thedark side ofit; its
truethere’sstillalotofit on the streets.
Wehavealot of younger friendsinto it
andthere’s nothingyoucandotopull
themoutofit. It 'sreallysad; youhave to
keep away from those children orthey’ll
trytodragyouintoit. It doesmyheadin
eventhinkingaboutit.”

Back-to-back with “Relax” isthe FGTH
version of “Ferry Cross The Mersey”, the
federalrepublicofLiverpool’s national
anthem these past20years.Itisa
hithertounexplored, unexpected side
to thegroupandshows thatHollyhasa
depth and emotive base tohis voice that
would shame many. Atfirst  thought of
Ultravoxdoing “No Regrets”, but thenI thought of something far more
stirring, agenuine overhauland upheaval. Itis the spiritof swinging '60s
Liverpool pulled through tothe bleaknessand uncertaintyof the present
day. Camp, grandiose butoddly affecting.

Holly: “Thatwas Trevor'sidea;  thought, ‘What?’ and just laughed it off.
ThenIthought, ‘Don’t be so negative; just tryitand if we don'tlike it then
throwitout.' Well he came up with thisbeautiful, amazingbackingtrack
that gave me achance to singrather than just shout.

“It’sareally sadsongnowandIthinkit'sreallyimportant. It’sjustlike
anextension of the documentaries we've had over the pastyear. I think
now Liverpool thingsaresstartingto break through because everyoneis
workingtheirbollocksoffup there.”

The future

Paul: “We'vebeen throwninatthe deep end now, what we always
wanted, butwhenithappens yourealise you'rein deep water. It's funny to
catchyourselfinit, you just crack up. Fame sounds fun buttdon’tthink
anyoneisever prepared forit. It's thesortof thing Idreamabout,
everyone recognisingyou, going, ‘It'sthem, it's them.”

Holly: “Ultimatelyitwould be great to do aFrankie Goes To Hollywood
movie, withmusic anessential part of Hollywood, obviously. We were
amazed how much everyone picked up on the sexattitude, actually. It
wasjustsomethingwe were exploring. We've
gotanideatodoaDisneyland video,areal
glamourvideo, forinstance. We justwantto
havefun.

“Ithinkthe media willabsorb whatwe're
doingeventually, the wayitabsorbseverything.
Thenwecanjustchangethe themeofour
movie. Itdoesn't have tobesex—wecanshock
them thatitisn'tthatkind of thing.”

FGTH havestopped playinglive for awhile.
Theysayit's because of lack of finances; Morley
says he wants to ban alllive performances for
two yearsat least. But their campaign is
planned-two moresingles, “Welcome To The
Pleasure Dome”and “Two Tribes”, arealready



FRANKIE GOES TO HOLLYWOOD

scheduled. Thelatter they describe as their e L ~ placeinsuchunhygienic, graphically

masterpiece, anallegory betweeninter-global An Ifl Sh u crudesurrounds?

and personalrelations. g y “Itaddsawholenewkind oftheatreand
performance toit. Youalmosthave tobe

Definitions: 1. Sleaze aSked Irle if:[ preparedto fuckinfrontof 10people. It's

Holly “When wedo play live, oursound is going fierce. Sexisaperformance, especially
tobealotrougherthanonrecord. Overthe s t |§ {] & S whenit's withsomeone thatmeansalot
pastfew months we've cometo the stage where \/ V aS 1Il O . toyou, buteventhenyou are patronising
webelieve we areavaluable musical force andentertainingtheirexistence.Any

again, whereasbefore we thought wewerea It Was SO Sweet” performance-onstageorinbed-hasgot

side-show sex thing. Our music hasgot alot tobe from the heartoritdoesn't makeit,

smoother, smootherwith sleaze and class. T doesn’tcutit.”

What'ssleaze? Go to Amsterdam, child, and Ofcoursetheharderand moreoften they
you'll find out. Divine sleaze-it's either somethingyouareoryouaren’t.” come, thehardertheyfall. Holly admits that the promiscuity that the gay

Paul: “Sleazeiskind of like sex that s classy. Not crude, notugly. | scenethrives onleads to the possibilityofallsorts of horriblediseases.

Holly: “Agood image of sleaze for me would be a 1930s drinking bar with “Aids, yeah, there'sthatdanger. Children, don’tcatch Aids!May
jazz musicians hanginground and black and white prostitutes atthebar, theyfindacure, that’s allI've got to sayaboutit. You canlook atitas
thatkind ofscene.” | retribution. Armageddon’sround the corner.

| “Thesecond coming. Hey! The second coming, thatsoundsfun. There’s
2. Normal sex ‘ lotsof theories, peoplesayit’s the CIA and germ warfare. Itdependson
Holly: “I don'tknowwhat normaisexis. I thinkall sexis normal, | themostentertainingoneatthe time.”
becauseitcomesfrom peopleand people are normal. There's not much Asaforceinthe world of pop and populistentertainment, I'm not
thatissociallyacceptable if the bastions of society, the judges and I putting too much faithin Frankie Goes To Hollywood just yet. [ like their
Mary Whitehouse, are deciding. They're just people with extremely record, butit's hard to tell whether they've madeit as puppets or recal
closedattitudes.” talents, asthreatsor comic cuts.

Paul: “Beingthat closed is perverse. Not beingable to face up tothat | I'msuspiciousofthe arthouseinfluences they drawfrom-amixture
honesty withyourselfis perverse. She must have seen somuch porn, ‘ ofthetart, the tawdry and the hard to trust, and whether they're going
must have ahuge guilt complex! Maybe she’s never had an orgasm. touse theirsexuality preciously, as an excuse forall sorts of tedious
HasMaryWhitehouse everhad thebig 0?” l overblownimagery (jackboots and inflatable peni). Maybe they'll try to

l dosomethingreallyskilful, reallydaring. it's early days yet, but for two
3. Decadence 23-year-olds theysometimes seemvery easilyimpressed.
Buthowfarcanyou go; don’t you havea concept of decadence? | “Iwantbigbusiness, Igetoffonit. Like when we wererecordingour

Holly: “Decadenceis a dead weird word, OK? It's someone whois off ‘ single, the studio was like this huge Greek dome and Chris Blackwell
thepartyratherthanonit.Ilookeditupin thedictionaryanditsaid walkedin. Hewaslike theemperorwith abeautiful whitegirland a
adecayingera.l hearditinconnection with people whowere wildand beautifulJamaican girl ateither side. Ikept thinking, ‘Thisis Chris
off-the-wall, supposedly.Idon't Blackwell of Crosse & Blackwell.
reallyunderstanditasaconcept, 55 : : Thisguycanactuallygoand

it'sareal voyeurs’ concept.”

4. Morals

Don’tyou haveany morals, then?

Holly: “Morals? Thingslike the 10
Commandmentsand allthat.Oh
yeah, but that’sjustanaturalhuman
weakness, isn’tit? Maybeit’snota
weakness, maybeits strength. I'm
tryingnot o giveanyone ahard time
—aren’tyou? That’sabout the only
morall'vegot.”

Don’tworryaboutthe taste
barrier, Holly, justgorighton
through?

“Amsterdam wasfab, [ was totally
knocked out. Whereas in England
theleather bars arequite tame,
there theyare totallyoverboard.
Like Tom OfFinland, whoisahomo-
eroticillustrator he paintsbrilliant
images of guysinleather, uniforms,
sailorsand stuff. His picturesareon
thewall, thebarareaiscaged offand
there'sslingsand jackboots hanging
fromtheceilingand agiantcockin
alightrope fromoneside ofthe
ceilingtotheotherandit’scoming
attheknob. Thenyougotothe
backroom andthere’s an orgy
goingon.lwasreallyimpressed
byit, thefreedom
ofattitude.”

Whereisthe F 1T
magicand thrill ' -

insextaking

watchGrace Jonesrecord.' [got
arealbuzzoffthat,” says Holly.

The exit
WhatamIdoinghere? The
Coleherneisn’tverybusyearlyin
theeveningand Pauland Hollyare
obviouslyalittledisappointed.l'd
come tosee them atworkin their
naturalhabitat, butthere wasn't
muchwork to be done. Gradually
the place startedtofillupand
Holly was enthusiastically telling
mehowthey'd contrivedtohave
various, um, slogansinscribed on
therun-outgroove of theirrecord.
The place was gettinga bit
clammy, alileeringbrutesand
young prancinggigolos.

Ifeltlike telling Holly about
alittlebarin hisbeloved
Hollywood. There theyhave
properbarstools, aselection of
theworld’sfinestbeersanda
singlewomancanalwaysbe
assured ofbeingharassed. Atthe
bottomoftheirmenu they havea
motto: “ABSOLUTELY NOGAYS
ADMITTED". Itwasjustanidea,
butitseemed much easierto getup
andleave. Gavin Martin ®

Relaxed:Holly !
Johnsononthe
brinkoffame, 1983
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“Wha,t

[ done now

partially reformed
madman, has a new album
out. At home, he talks
horror movies, Greenham
Gommon, even music.

“I don’t worship the Devil,
’m not a Satanist at all...
Infact Id like to think
’ma good person.”

_ \ of my 8Ty

MELODY MAKER

SDOWNTOearthasacrapinthe
woods, Ozzy Osbourne, father of
three, strikes the newcomer as the
index of contemporary Britain.
Hereads The Sun, the nation’s most
popularrag, hasanabsence of
pretensions about stardom, and likes Boy George
because, among other reasons, he gives he and his
workmatessomethingto talkaboutin the tea-break.

HearingOzzytalklike thisit’s possible to temporarily
forget hisreputation for theingestingofavifauna. He
complainsaboutbeingknownas the demon bat-chewer
though theimage is here to stay, comewhatmay. Ozzy
seemslessofadevilthananassemblyline workeronhis
way to the nine o’clock shiftatLongbridge.

Hisarmsare pale, flabbyandbear theremains of oid
tattoos-thelegend OZZY being the most memorable.
HestilllaughsatAllanJones’ one-time description of
ex-colleague Tony lommias “Jason Kingwith builders’
arms”, heartily concurring that the Black Sabbath
guitarist did indeed modelhimselfon the droopily
moustachioed TV character. And heis magnanimous
enoughtoallowforthe onslaught of critical jibesin the
press; it’sjust people’s personal opinions, hesays.

On stage, the man-of-the-peopleimage stays well to
thefore. Nofancy stage movements for Ozzy, noronthis
currentBritish tour anystunts such asdwarf-extirpation
orsimilar sensation. Ozzy Osbourne has two basic
movementson stage-stalking, shoulders hunched, from
leftto rightand back again,and thesuddenthrustingof

thearmsintotheair, twodigits held aloftin each
hand. The crowd respond to thiswithafrighteningly
intense devotional fervour, pumpingthe peace signs
backatthe stage with theinsistence of pistons gone
apeshit. Thekids mustidentify with Ozzy.

Hedoesn't wear satin trousers, therefore mirrors
theiressential ordinariness.

“IfIwastoweartightsatin everybodywould beable
toseehow fat [ reallyam!” jokes Ozzy, his manager/
wife Sharonhootingatthe verythought. Ozzyjokes
quitealot. Are therelarge elements of self-parodyin
whathedoes?

“No, notreally,” he says, momentarily as serious as
aBible. “Thekids that comeand see me, there's alittle
bit of Ozzy Osbournein those kids. You see 'emlast
night? Theyall gotonstage and had alittieheadbang »

have
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Ironman: Ozzy
poseswithhis
daughter Aimee
inNew York City
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A pile of tosh

MM DEC 10

Ozzy Osbourne \ justice tothe horrors of titles
EPIC like “Rock’n’Roll Rebel” (never
Chap of chaps ashe heard that one before, Oz), the

werewolf title track “Bark At
The Moon” and “Spiders”
(“Creepy crawly things filling up
your bed/Soon you'll feel him
crawling through your brain”).

Theyareinterspersed with
acouple of token ballads,“So
Tired"” (which sounds like ELO)
and“You're No Different” (a
laughably clumsy attempt at
sensitivity). An eerie organintro
gives “Forever” initial promise,
but this rare shock of inspiration
is quickly trampled beneath

undoubtedlyis, Ozzy Osbourne
makes criticism, acclaimand '
evennormal fanreaction totally
superfluous. Like Lemmy, he
overrunsoverkillto apointway |
beyond parody,and hislegend |
haslong overshadowed his music. |
Ozzy is much like the elderly
family Alsatian. He still likes to
bare his fangs simply because
he can andhe stillmanagesto
scare the shit out of the
postman, buteverybody else
knows he doesn’treally mean

itand they [ exceedingly
watch him — — —  fierce metal
clawing the I H footwear,and
kennel with It_s bas":a"y d evenonthe
ffectorme  Series of mundane g
Even standard riffs Darkness”, the
records ! intimidation
seemlike an badly recorded, still seems half-
inessential hearted.
appendagein tamely prod uced Alyric sheet
Ozzy's self- is, however,

thoughtfully
provided to ensure we miss
none of the grotesque sexual
innuendo of “Now You See It
Now YouDon't", or the
heartfelt protestation of
“Rock’'n’Roll Rebel”... “God only
knows why they couldn't see the
obvious/Is it because they
manifest theincubus...”
Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant.

Still, you've got to buy it,

haven'tyou? | mean, if
nobody buys his records then
there won'tbe any pointin
interviewing him any more,
and then where would we be?
Colinlrwin

made role as f
the unthinking man's favourite
loony. His gigs are good for
alaugh and a migraine, his
interviewsare ariot and one
feels, inconsequence, morally
obligedtobuy his records. f

So here we have Oz whacking
it out with his customarily subtle
blend of sledgehammer vocals
and chainsaw arrangements,
andyoujustknowhehadmore |
funpretending tobe a werewolf
onthe cover than he didlaying
down the vocals.

Last week in Sounds, !
somebody described Oz as the
“Liberace of HM", whichis

pushing it a bit,

thoughit does

effectively
illustrate the
extent to which
Osbournerelies
on gaudy muck for
his glory. Because
therecorditselfis
a pile of tosh.

It's basically
aseries of
mundane,
unimaginative
standardriffs,
badly recorded,
tamely produced,
barely doing

43
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withme. It'sgood fun. I feel like the conductor ofamad orchestra, you

know, likea teacher of rock. Youknow, Ican't putitinto words without
comingovertobe atwat. [don’teverthink, ‘Aren’tIthe greatest, look at
my turquoiserings and all therest ofthebunk that goeswithit.' fused to
walkaround withsomuch turquoise thatif'd have fallen over they
would have tohavehadacraneto pickmeupagain,andljustsaid to
myself, ‘What the fuckam Iwalkingaround likea Christmas tree for?"”

OzzyOsbourne’s basic philosophyseemsbased around thesimple
phrase ‘fun’,andis the hardest point of viewin the world to argue against.
Voice asuspicionthat there mightbe moretolifethanthisandyouare
automatically placed in the camp of the cantankerous.

struck the writer as nothingless than an excuse for an outbreak

of mass cretinism, the predictablein chase of the predictable,
yet when faced with theinstantly likeable Brummie you know that
nothing you could possibly say could make any difference to hisbasic
response... thekids get offon itand what's wrong with that?

“Faceit, eventuallyit'sgonnawind down formeand1'llbe able tosit
downandlook at me old scrapbookand say, ‘Yeah,itwasgoodfun...’
Whichitwas.”

Ozzymentions Black Sabbath, and immediately grimaces with disgust.

“Imean, Black Sabbath, forgetit, you know, that was such a fucking bore
forsomanyyearsitwasuntrue. Thatband made mefeel old, made me
feel over-the-hill. | vowed when lleft Sabbath I'd neverbein the situation
where I'd doiitjust for the name. You could have four mongoloids up there
called Black Sabbath and they’d pullacrowd. The name Black Sabbath is
likealegend, it's like Robin Hood, it’slike a pantomime now. | wish them
alltheluckin theworld, I'm just glad I'm outof it now.”

Talking of pantomime, some might suggest thatsingingabout being
a“Rock’'n’'Roll Rebel” in 1983 smacks of the same, but not Ozzy.

“I'think people likearebel, people like someone who's anti-this and
anti-whatever the systems says, and that'swhatl always trytobe. The
reason]wrotethe song ‘Rock’'n’'Roll Rebel’ wasbecausein America,
especially, I wasbranded as The Anti-Christ, The Devil Worshipper, The
Son Of Satanandall thiscrap. wouldn'teven know thefirst thingabout
that stuffanyway, so lwrotedown, ‘Whatever you wanna call me, go
ahead, butallIknowlamisarock'n'rollrebel.”

Hesaysall this with asurprisinglackofself-consciousness, and won't
accept thatthe dangerousedge ofthe 30-year-old musical institution of
rockisdeceased.

“Itdisappeared because youyourselfcan’trecogniseit, ‘cosyou've gone
ontosomethingelse. It'slikefolk... folk’sbeen around for hundredsof
years,and there’sstill abigaudience for that. Country & western’s the
same...jazz...it'snowbecome an established form of music.”

This soundssuspiciously tomelike an unconscious admission of the
salient pointsof myargument, but I pressahead: in what senseis hearebel?

“AllI'mtryingto sayaboutbeingarebel is that 1 will not conformto what
these people want metodo. [oncedid aninterviewon the radio about
ayearagointheStatesand thiswoman said, ‘lwon't let my son come and
seeyour show.’ [ asked ifshe’'d seen any of my concerts and she said, ‘No.’
Sohowcanyoujudgeit, sayit'sawful? And that’swhat I'msayingin that
song. People will believe what they’ll believein, the Ministry Of Peace,
whatever, and peoplewill hide behind titles... kill thousands of people
butit'sOKbecauseit’s the MinistryOf Death, y’know?”

Ozzysaysthatall he'stryingto dois make kids aware
14 that theworld’s a cruel place.
i A “When Iwasin Black Sabbath, inthe veryearlydays
- whenwedid thingslike ‘Paranoid’ and ‘War Pigs’, we
*
VO,

THE SHOWPUT onby Ozzy’s group at the Bristol Colston Hall

neverrealised that we affected somanypeoplein
America, becausewedidn’treally know what America
wasabout, it was like going to Mars at the time. ‘War Pigs’
reallygot to them because of Vietnam.

“Groupslike Black Sabbath were the original punks, if
youlike. The message is still the same, the approach to
giving 'em the message has changed, that's all - ‘leaveus
tobeourowntribe’, youknow? ‘Whyshould we conform
to your messed up situation?”

cottagein the Staffordshire countryside, Ozzy
Osbourneseems the unlikeliest of rebels. His six-
acreestateincludes alake;inhis spare time helikes to

IN MANYWAYS afamily man, with a 15th-century



January24,1983:
Ozzyonstage
inDisseldorf,
Germany

(Thetimewhenhewasarrestedin Texas
urinatingon the doorofthe Alamo-captured
onfilmby MM.)

“Italways happens that wheneverI'mthere
gettingdrunk there’ssomebody therewith
acamera. Butitdid the trickand I'm not
complaining,” headmits. Notoriety hasitsuses,
especiallyifyou'velefta popularheavy metal
band and areindanger ofbeingwritten offas
anoldfart.Yethestillmaintainsanairofhurt
innocence whenthesubjectofdevilry crops up.

“There was asongon my firstalbum, ‘Mr
Crowley’,andthereasonthat cameabout was
thatinrock’n'roll with thelikesofRitchie
BlackmoreandJimmy Page, the name Crowley
keptpoppingupasifitwasahip thingtotalk
about.Ididn'tknowanythingabouthim. I
wrote thissongthat went, ‘Mr Crowley, what
wenton in your head/Who wereyouand what
wereyouabout?' Andthat'sall it was, aquestion,
‘cosldidn'tknowanythingabouthim.

“Sofromit stemmed [the perception] thatI'm
aCrowleyite. Peoplehear oneword and they
judge everythingbythe one phrase, youknow?
Isitgettingto the way that peoplecan’t mention
thewords ‘Devil’, ‘Satan’, ‘Evil’ and ‘Death’?
Idon'tworship the Devil, 'm notaSatanistat
all...infactI'dlike to think ’'magood person.”

Naturally, heavy metalis acomic-strip music,
thustheforces of Good and Evil are necessarily
oversimplified, placed into positions of conflict
fortheirsymbolicand entertainmentvalue.In
much the same way thathorrormovieswork...

“Thefirstfilmthateverreallychanged my
head around was The Exorcist,” says Ozzy,
seemingly unawareofthejoke, “thefirstfilm
thatIthought, ‘Thisisreal, y'’know.”

Herejectsthemodern filmicnastiessuchas
The Evil Dead, preferringsomething with a bit of
astorylinetoit. “Isaw The Return Of The Zombie
Flesh Eaters.Assoonasitstarted it wasblood,
snot, blood, snot, eyeballs fallingon the floor,
armsripped off, torsos all over the place, andit’s
justlike horrendous, y'’know?

gofishingand shooting. He's in no way
amillionaire but admits to being
“comfortable”. Sharon accompanies him
when hisgroupisontheroad.

Somehow it's difficult to square this joker
sittingoppositewith theimageofaman
ensconced intheworstravages of tasteless
heavymetal excess (besidesdiningonabat, he
also oncebit the head off a pigeon atarecord
company meetingand used to hurlchunksof
liveratthe audienceas partofhis stageact).
Doesn’the get pissed offin interviews whenall
peoplewant totalk aboutis “Ozzy Osbourne,
themanwhochewslivebats”?

“Groups like
Black Sabbath
were the
original punks,
if you like”

“Thebestcomedy film['ve ever seen was
Psycholl-1laughed myarse offin that film. It
was so pathetic. Thelast shot, when hismother
comesinandheasksifhe canhave somecoffee
and hesmacks heraround theheadwitha
shovel, Bob Daisley, the bass player, whowas
with me, shouts, ‘Onelump ortwo?!’ Icollapsed.”

of metal... ifbornintoa different age,
whatwould yoube?
“I'thinkI'dliketobeanastronaut.” And thena
correction: “I'dliketohave beenborninatime
beforethe nuclear age. Itfrightens me to death.”

SO, 0ZZYOSBOURNE, fur-coated man

“Iflwasanordinaryguylikeyourselforany
manon this trainand pickedup adead catand chewed onits head,
somebody’d say, ‘Fuck me, Igot on thetrainthis morningandIsawthis
guychewafuckingdead cat's 'ead.’ And then that would be forgotten.”

Deliveringin thick Brum, Ozzy manages to make theideaof dead cat
digestion as everyday as the brushingof teeth.

“Buteveryday after thatridiculous thing happened, before they talk
about me, my past, my present, my future, it's always ‘Hey, Ozzy-whatdo
batstastelike?’ or ‘Ozzy,isit true youblewagoatup?’ or ‘Ozzy,didyou
reallysaw the legs offaDoberman?’ Imean, it'sincredible. They think
Imustgetup inthemorning, go, ‘Mmm... today’smenu’s goingto be
three cow's eyes, four cats’ bollocks...

“lalways seemtogetinto asituation whenTIhitthebottle, likewealldo,
you have adrinkto getsmashed and you wakeup and think, ‘Ohfucking
hell, what haveldone now?’ The Alamoincident happened onbooze.”

Greenham?

“Ithinkit'sgood, but theyshould go and find some husbands; I think
mostof 'emarejustlesbians who've got nothing better todowith
themselves.I mean, we allknow about it, and they'redoinga good thing
inonerespect, but... I[dunno.Aretheygonnaachieve anything?

“Alllknowisthatit'saterriblethingthattheyhave thesethings.AsIsaid to
thisguyinAmerica, ‘Do you think they’ll ever dropthebomb?’ and he said,
‘There's never beenagunmadethathasn'tbeen fired inanger. Whoever
losesaconventional warwill push the button. What's he got left todo? Ifany
nation’scrazy enoughto pushthebuttonit's the French. They'vealready
beenoverrunonceinthelastwar, sotheydon'twanttoletithappenagain.”

British to the core, even down to the French-hatingand radical-baiting.
Thave this theory that whatever party Ozzy Osbourne votes for at the next
general election willbe the party that formsthe next government. Maybe
hedoesn'tread The Sun everyday. [ forgotto check. Lynden Barber o
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Mean,raunchy
rhythms:ZZ Top's
r Dusty Hill (left)
A \ andB8illy Gibbons

(Ramone-like, about the heels) and

o
Stee ed ln blues ; ononesongscome so close to the
great JohnLee Hooker thathad | a

hat | would be hurlingit towards the

MM DEG10 ceiling for joy. An anachronism, maybe...
but what a great anachronism!
FEWDAYSPREVIOUSLYBBC 2 drawlintroducingasongcalled “TV Dinners”. Now how can you fail to warm to a group
Ahad scored acentury with their Ihooted and twitched trouser simultaneously. | who give their songs titles like “Cheap
brilliantly presented tribute to the The greatest misconceptionabout Top is Sunglasses” and “Wouldn’t Touch It With
“Scundies”, the jukebox visual clips of the | thatthey're some kind of ATenFootPole”, play
'40s featuring Slim Gaillard- bagels dunked | grotesque heavy metal . some of the tastiest and
dangerously -and Fats Waller and his amazing | morons soakedindenim How can you fall to most tasteful blues solos
dancingeyebrow. and dim wits. Someone youheardinarockband-
Imer?tion thisbecause ZZ Top at Wembley asked meifthey sounded warm to a group Billy Gibbons, Official
gave similar sensations of pleasure. Like the like Lynyrd Skynyrd; it was H H Hero - have abassist and
oldjazzjoke-boxers, ZZ Top paint smiles and like asking if Modern Who glve thelr songs guitarist whomovein
snap anklesina single entertaining motion Romance sounded like titles Iike “Cheap synchand wear beards to
and still keep the integrity intact. KingSunny Ade. 0 the navel and have anon-
While mostrock’n'roll groups display The factis that ZZ Top sunglasses ? hirsute drummer called
adepressing sense of ironic distance and are steepedseriouslyinthe _ FrankBeard? How could
~ thosethatdohaveithandleitwith boxing blues, delivering their youresist agroup that play
é gloves, Toprealise that it helps to have rootsinadeep Southern funk. Variously, they rock howitshouldbe played - shortand
g acloserelationship to the object of the are Ry Cooder through afuzzbox or Cream sweet, minus excess baggage, with some
B jronic commentary. minus chrome strip and fins, look like they've of the meanest, raunchy rhythms you've
g “This part here is gonnamake youssick,” justwanderedin from a Louisiana swamp, stomped aslipper toinyonks? [ know |
£ commented Billy Gibbons in Deputy Dawg hold guitars the way they should be held couldn’t. Surprise of the year. Lynden Barber
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Parallel
all the way

' MMDEC 10

HE ACADEMY, FORMERLY the Fair
Deal,is abig cold barn of a place, but

New Order probably didn’t notice. Big

| andbright, cold and distant, they've refined

aniron-and-steel modern dance from which
the heart hasbeen systematically squeezed
by mobile hi-tech safety nets.

A group presumably gets the audienceiit
deserves, and this crowd were attentive,
reverentand foralllknowbored to death.
Upstairs between acts, they sataround
cross-legged, skinningup absentmindedly
and talking about the SWP.But New Order
couldn’thave noticed.

The band’s super-realist funkiis capable
of becoming a celebration of delirious
proportions - witness the mighty
“Temptation” -butthey don'tseemtogoin
for that sort of thing. Post-Arthur Baker, they
took the stage to the accompaniment of a
massively tactile taped rhythm track which
soonrevealed itself as “Confusion”. Here was
apromise of power and hypnosis, aided by the
clean streamlining of the mix.

The following “Temptation” was pretty fine
too, surging over Peter Hook’s high singing
bass.Bernard Albrecht (newly blond) can’t
sing, of course, but thenhe doesn'treally
claimto. The voice provides alittle bit of
much-needed human error.

But from here it was... parallel all the way.
New Order are perfectly designed, down to
the elegant probing fingers of light which
meshed crisply overhead as the group
strolled easily through their paces. Unmoved
and consequently unmoving, everything
stayed firmly inits place - rich, ringing guitar
chords, pulsing synth and sequencers, and
dazzlingly accurate drum treatments (both
live and mechanised).

The crowd absorbedall this as if it was their
due and nothingmore. “Age Of Consent”
was theoretically thrilling; a crisp 3D matrix
incoolblue, and “Your Silent Face” was

| professionally precision-tooled.

Apart from asmattering of whoops for
“Blue Monday”, the audience generally
stayed rooted to the spot, possibly searching
for subtitles. The disinterment of rarely seen
Buiuel flicks was never greeted with such
pontifical obeisance. | was disappointed -
elevation had seemed imminent, but gravity
pulled everybody down.

New Ordersauntered off
into the wings; everybody
clappedforafew
seconds and then went
home.New Order
“don’tdo encores”,
y'see.l'dliketo care
aboutNew Order, but
why should I bother?
Adam Sweeting

Awhirlingassault:
REM'sMichael
Stipe(left)and
PeterBuck

MM DEC 3

EM’S MURMURIS the most
Rbeguiling album of 1983, arecord

whose mysteriousatmosphereand
elegant musical designsinfiltrate the
imagination with an emotional resonance
that verylittle elsereleased this year has
even begun to match.

Morethan afewheads, then, will have
been twisted off their necks whenthe group
simplyexploded onto the stage at Dingwalls
inaferocious howl of feedback and stormy

A kinetic exhibitior

DINGWALLS/MARQUEE

— NOVEMBER 19/22 —

then, like exclamatory semaphore signals.
Soundinghazardouslylikeathreshing
machineletloose onaRickenbacker,
guitarist Peter Buck was similarly possessed.
Treating thestagesofboth Dingwallsand
theMarqueelike theywere trampolines,
Buckwasakinetic exhibition, his playing
ragingfrom the strafingrunsof “Sitting Still”
(nochance!) to the gang-bustingchords of
“West Of The Fields”, “Carnival Of Sorts” and
“9-9”. Melodically precise, he was cooleron

drummingthatreached a | thereflective, beautifully
tempestuous peak with T . . . composed “Talk About
aversion of “Moral Kiosk” TI‘"s was fl‘eIIZIed ThePassion” and

that took atorchto the . “Pilgrimage”, butcut
originaland threatened sturr; m"'acu‘(]USIy, wild arllldlooseolrll
toburndownthenight. = virtuallyeverything
Thiswas seriously thollgh, Ilothlllg insight, turningasix-
frenzied stuff, definitely string flamethrower
notforthefainthearted; 0f M urm ur, S on “GardeningAtNight”,
miraculously, though, whose whimsicaltitle
nothingofthealbum’s SUbtlety was Iost_ disguises thesong’s

subtletywaslost,itwas
merely intensified, toughened up, the
record’srestraintreplaced by awhirling
physical assault that brought to mind
unusual visions of the Ramones pistol-
whippingtherepertoireof The Byrds.
Hair straggling wildly, falling
uncombed overafacethatwasa
twitchinglandscape of nervoustics,
vocalist Michael Stipelookedlikean
asyluminmate, arms wrapped around
hisbodyasiftrappedinastraitjacket
out of whose confineshe would
occasionallyescape, hisarmsflapping,

fierce nocturnaltensions,
andreducingthestrident “Catapult” to
flamingrubble.

Perhaps the mostdevastatingmoments of
twosensational outings were reserved for the
encores oftheMarquee, when adiscreetly
scored version of The Velvet Underground’s
“Femme Fatale” was used as alaunching pad
foranoverwhelming “Radio Free Europe”

' whose dramatic momentum threatened

complete hysteria, withthe mighty Buck
comingonlikeatankattackoverthe
continentalshift of Bill Berry’sdrumming.
Aquick returnis amust. Allan jones
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MELODY MAKER

HEN MORRISSEY SPEAKS, he nurses the side
ofhis head with a sensitive hand asifhe were
trying to soothe some nagging pain or ease out
the words by the soft persuasion of his gentle
fingers. He frequently creases his brow and
looksworried, yetrarely have Il meta man so
confident, so convinced by the worth of his own demanding mission.

Lookingoutacrossacruel landscape, he sees himselfusheringina
new form of beauty; a defiant butsensual challenge to everything thatis
wasted and ugly. Herecallshis teenage years as a period of misery and
emptinessand, now thathchasfinally conquered adepression that
seemed never-ending, he wants us toshare in his triumph, be inspired
byhis example.

This complete dismay with the past means herefuses to eventalk about
it. Morrissey lives only for the presentand thefuture, aboutwhich he
enthuses with awarmingoptimism, reelingofflong, considered
sentencesspoken quietly butalwayswithawinningairof authority.

Thesedayseverythinginhislifeappears to be fallinginto place. There’s
hardlytime for anythingbeyond work and sleep. When we meet he’stired
and pale, recovering from the previous nightinthe recordingstudio, and
before long we find ourselvesin ataxibattling through the London traffic
towardsastation, anotherjourney, another destination.

The medium for Morrissey'sgenesis was 'he Smiths, agroup
unassuming by name butmagnificent by nature. Thisnewbeginning
cameaboutwhen he crossed paths withguitarist Johnny Marrand thetwo
discovered they shared acommon vision thatsimply had to be realised.

With bass player Andy Rourke and drummer Mike Joyce, The Smiths
surfacedinthe autumnoflast year, quickly attractingadedicated
followingin theirhomecityof Manchesterand thenlaterin London as
well. Their quintessentialline-up wasadeliberately classic arrangement,
representing the group'sreturn to the pure fundamentals of pop: melody,
rhythmand mostofall, emotion.

Sofar they have released two excellentsingles on Rough Trade that
boldly expressthe group'sintentions; “Hand in Glove"/ “Handsome
Devil”,and “This Charming Man"/"Jeane”, the 12-inch of the latter
featuringtwodifferentversions of "“CharmingMan" and two newsongs,
“Wonderful Woman" and “Accept Yourself”, possibly their finest vet.

Whileadmittingtheir debtto ‘60s pop, especially the Byrdsand Buffalo
Springfield (Johnny actuallyuses Roger McGuinn'sold 12-string
Rickenbacker), The Smiths have nothingto dowithnostalgia, setting
theirsightsfirmly on fresh horizons. If their musicisfilled withlightand
space, asitsooftenis, that’smerely areflection of themselvesrather than
someslavish attempt to capture the magic of another time.

Johinny Marrisinlove with thesound and scope of guitars, and how it
shows; hisarrangementsand playingglistenand sparkle, forminga
lusciousundercurrent that'simpossible not to get sweptalongwith. And
Morrissey'sdreamy voice, satiated withromance and idealism; is already
competentenough totranslate hishigh-flyingaspirations.

Had he perhaps surprised himself?

“Notreally, no,” hereplies, unassumingasever. “Youseel went through
along, strange period of self-development with wordsandsinging,sol
really feltready when the time came. I didn'tfeel, ‘good griefcanldoit,
can tldoit?’ I wasjustreallysodesperatetodoitthatIjustdidit. When
you'rereally desperateit's surprisingwhatyoucan do!”

His formerunhappiness hinted at, he'sreluctant to expand any further,
denyingthatthere's any conscious attempt to mystify his background.
Beyond confirming that The Smithsare his first venture intomusicand
public performance, he’sunwilling to say more.

“Ireallydon’t believe that there'sanythingin my past thatcould
possiblyinterestanybody,” hestates matter-of-
factly. “Idon'treally want to bore people with
unnecessary paraphernalia. Actually I wish there
was something mysterious inmy past, but'mafraid
itwasjustdramatically duil!”

When The Smiths play live they go outof theirway
tomake the occasion areal event. Morrissey
emphasisesthc group’sappeal forareturntohonest
emotionand anew hope forthe future by hisonstage
conceits, the most well-known ofall being the way he
throwsflowers attheaudience. There’snoirony
intended, he says, andreveals hisendearing
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The Smiths

-

modestyonce morewhen consideringthegroup’sferventdisciples.

“Peopleare dedicated to usbecause we deserveit. Wetry. Qurreception
hasn’tsurprised me atall, infact! thinkitwill snowballeven more
dramatically over theimmediate months-itreallyhasto. [ feel very
comfortableaboutit,and I'mvery pleased. It'sall quite natural because
Ireally think we merit a greatdeal of attention.

“You seethey understand that I really domean it when I shower people
inflowers. Theyappreciate the honesty in thatact. It was something I felt
compelled to do because the whole popular music scene had become so
grey andblack, sodull! I thoughtsomethinghad tobeinjectedand
flowers werejustaverysensibleinjection.”

Thosecolours, greyand black, crop up alotin Morrissey’s conversation.
Tohim, they're synonvinouswith theway modern cultureisflattening out
intoa nightmareof video games andsynthesized muzak. Which makesit
paradoxical that The Smithsshould adopt sucha pointedlydrabnameand
come fromacityalways associated withlongmacsand grim faces.

“Atthetimewe formed,” Morrisseyrecalls, “the northernbleakness was
flirtingwith thiskind of Parisian surrealism-all these inverted groups
from Salford with terribly profound names! The mostsurreal, overtly
artistic nameswerebeing pinned to the most pathetically dullgroups, so
we thoughtwe'd latch ourselves onto the most simplistic name we could
possibly think ofandstill produceinspiringmusic. All these other
mordantindividuals were just hiding behind this cloak of pseudo-
surrealismand otherworldliness. It wasallso fabricatedand at theend
oftheday itamounted to anenormous nonsense.

“Simply by havingareally straightforward name we were saying that
youdon'thave to hide behind any veil of artistry to producesomething
worthwhile. I think these groups thought theyreally had to confuse
people, thattheyreally had to be misunderstood, otherwise they'd have
no value. Thatkind of mentality looked down on simple music that could
becomprehended, it tried totrivialiseit. So The Smithsareawayto
squash that. Youreally have to be yourselfand be verydown-to- earth
andsaywhatyouwanttosay-dowhatyouwant todo. Wedon'thavetobe
coolanymore; thatisreally the most basic thingabout Smithdom.”

Factory Recordsstill castsadark shadowover Manchester,and
Morrissey welcomesitsrecedingsignificance. From the start, he says, he
wanted nothingto dowiththesteelyelitismthat organisationhad
purposefully fostered. “They really did make atremendous contribution
tothecool attitude,” he complains.

“They encouraged peopleby exampleto be hipper-than-thou. Itwasall
soclosed and aloof whichis completely opposed to the whole notion of
Smithdom.Ialways thought the originalideaof Factory-aNorthernindie
label -wasmuchmoreappealing thananythingtheyproduced. They
reallybecame very conservative and boring—Isupposeitwaseasymaking
everythinggrey, it probablysaved themalotofthoughtand materials!

“Werealised it was a spent force straightaway whenitcameto
consideringrecord companies. Atthetimewearrived theydidn'tseem
very interested in new groupsanyway -1 think they had financial
problemsorsomething. They'd becomelikean independent version of
Warner Brothers. Although they felt very sure of their grip on the music
scene they werereally very deluded inside this overblown organisation.”

Bypassing Factory, then, thegroupeventuallysettled foradeal with
Rough Trade-atypicallyunfashionablechoicebutone theyfelt their hearts
werein. Infactitwasn'tanintended move, and thevwent the usual rounds
ofthemajorsafterseveral invitationsby interested A&R departmentsbefore
settlingonGeoffTravis'stilluncompromised indielabel.

“Wewent to see various people from the majors but wefelt out of place
atevery meeting. Quraimsweren’treally inline with theirs, whereas
with Rough Trade we thought there was animmediate empathy
between us. Experiencing the majors firsthand wasactually apretty
horrendous experience - they couldn’treally see beyond what was
popular, whathad alreadysold.”

Ifyouhaven'tgathered by now, The Smithsaren’t
justagroup, thev'reacrusade. Through their music
andtheidcalsitembodies, The Smithsare
determinedto rekindle optimism theyfearis nearly
extinguished. For Morrissey, the decadent kick of
livinglifeon theedge oftheapocalypse is one more
dead-end drug.

Hisdreamsare massive—and whynot? Tohear
himspeak islikelisteningto somesortofcrazy
evangelist, onlyMorrissey isn'tmad, and the more
hesaysthe moreheamazes.

~
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The
Smiths

“Popular musicseemsto affectalmost everyone,”
heopines calmly, “andI1think somethingvery
substantial cancome fromit.Its potential isso great!
Itcanvirtuallychange the entire universe,” headds,
totallydeadpan.

Andyes, there'smore: “Ihope peoplewillhearthe
musicof The Smiths and realiseit’s played with real
heartandsoul. Thope they also realise thatwe
are playing this music because wehaveto. The
Smithsisacompleteopenbook andit’sthere for
anybody whowantstogazeuponit, and believe
me, everythingwill springforth. Youdon't need
masses of literary knowledge to understand
whatwe’re doing. Yetsimply becausewe are
easy to enjoy doesn’t mean thatwe'redealingin
somethinginconsequential.

“The difficulty in musicright nowis tobe
straightforward. People refusetobe openand
accessible—it'sacraft that’sdisappeared. The
onlything people can do now is befog the public
andbe obscure-whichis of novalue. Thewhole
thingisaboutcommunicationand what

HAND IN
GLOVE

“The Smiths
will push
people to
think for

themselves”

THE SMITHS

Othergroups who havedabbledinthelegacy
ofthe '60s—OrangeJuice and Aztec Camera for
example, both Rough Trade deserters—appearto
be almost foreign bodies as far as Morrissey’s
concerned. Pointingout thathisinspirationis
largelyliterary and cinematic anyway, he relishes
amonologue on modern pop music.

“Itgottothe stagewhen I was so angrywith
music, IfeltIreallyhad tointerfere in some way.
Break upall thesqualor, whichwe're still trying
todo.Abigchallengetoundertake? Wellyes,
butyouknowit’s quitesimple when youreally
thinkofit. And whenyougetwithinclose
proximity you realise it can be done. So many of
the peopleinvolvedin popular musicarereally
suchlightindividuals—theyonlyseem
threateningseenfromadistance.”

It's notunusual to find Morrisseywearing
beadsand an open-necked smock onstage, and
while thissignifies a healthy distaste forstyle
worship, and the land of athousand haircuts, to

communication is there when yourwords are
absurdlyoblique?”

Thelyricstoall The Smiths’ songsare written by Morrissey, though he
alsoevolves melodicideas with Johnny, the group's musical mainstay.
Deliciously atmospheric, the songsswirl around your senses, beckoning
thelistener into aworld built on promise and achildlike honesty. It could
allend up soundingterribly twee and affected, but Morrissey has the
native wit to avoid pop’s worn clichés. The new Julian Cope heisn't.

Hislyrical vocabularyhasrevived awhole host of words and phrase
more associated with the ’30s than the '60s; “charming” and “handsome”
amongthe most favoured. “Iuse such words,” he explains, “because
Ithink they're very positive words and much needed at the moment. It’s
better for people to think of themselvesas charmingand handsome than
unemployed and miserable.”

Surely an autobiographical reflection that harks back to the missing
years before The Smiths, especiallywhen he reveals that the motivation
towriteinthe firstplace, “came through my own general depression,
my disgust, my horror! But the reasons forwritingaren’t something|
thinkabout muchreally,” he adds. “I've done it forsuch alongtime now
thatto questionitreally seems quite ludicrous. It’slike saying, ‘why do
youbreathe?"”

Anotherexplanation for Morrissey’s chosen imageryis thathe is at
painsto writeaboutbeautyin an entirelyasexualmanner; hiswayof
undermining “theunnaturalandartificial barriers placed between the
twosexes.” Itwould be nice to think that such sentiments might be
tolerated in 1983. After all, the chartsmust feature more gayartists at the
moment than ever before. Butsadlyanational music paper took it upon
themselves toslurthe name of The Smiths with ridiculously
irresponsibleaccusationshurled in their direction.

Worsesstill, this vicious innuendo was picked up by the gutter pressand
fed to millions. Of course, it was all lies, for some the grist of good copy,
and the music paper concerned has since bent over backwards to buy off
The Smiths with column inches, probably through the realisation that
theycould ill-afford to miss out on that dream of editors everywhere, the
semi-mythical “nextbigthing”.

The charmingmanthatheis, Morrissey dismisses the whole dismal
episodewith ashrugand alittle bitterness. “That’s all history now,” he
saysasifthat verystatement could erasethe past. “Ithasn’trecurred in
anydangerous way andironically it subsequently won us more coverage
inthat paper thanwe'd ever got before.”

TryingtosctThe Smithsintherecent context of pop is almost
impossible, simplybecause they reallyhave no peers, and no personal
historyto speak of either. Morrissey admits his great respect for fellow
MancunianMark Smith (no name connectionhere) but that's as farasit
goesbeyond akind of common indignation forthe creepingapathythat
makesour post-industrial countrysorank.

“lunderstand what grieves Mark Smith completely, and theangerhe
feels forthe people around him who see themselves powerless to do
anythingabouttheirpositionin the scheme ofthings. Butwhat is also so
appealingabout Mark Smith is that he shows compassion, which is arare
thingright now.”

paraphrase John Lydon, he'snottryingtobury
hisheadinthesand ofdreams.

“Ithinkstyleis something you have to pay attention to,” he argues,
“becauseof the social climatewelivein. People, let’s faceit, are obsessed
withstyle-youcan'tgetawayfromit. ButIthinkyoucanbeinthereand
givingaseparate message. Tryand suggest to people that maybeit's not
thatimportantafterall. People in this countryfall back on style because
theydon'thave agrcatdeal else. They need somethingto do withtheir
moneyandsomethingto helpthem feelinteresting. Whichisfine, in
manyways,it’sanartform, butit cangettobe alittle over obsessive
Ithink, and override other things which are much more important.”

Which clearly begsa question. What do politicsmeanto him?

“Youhavetobeinterestedin politics these days,” he asserts firmly. “If
you'renot, you'reacompletelylostindividual. Whereas, years ago,
politics seemed to be this thing that was secluded for a minority of
intellectuals, these days you can’t getaway with thatargument-you have
tobeattuned towhat’shappening, there’sso much at stake. There’s
absolutely no excuse for people who aren’t politicallyaware.

“Ireallybelieve that complacency is bred. It's arecurring theme
promoted by agovernment thatsays, ‘look, do notworryabout nuclear
weapons-wewilllook afteryou.’ Governmentalissuesaren’t
translated in away understandable to most people. Issues are
deliberately veiled to prevent people from graspingthe point athand
and then formingtheirown opinion.

“This government runsonabedrock of naivety. Theywon’t give things
away, obviously, it’snotin theirinterests. Ultimately people feel thatiit's
all beyond them -we wanttochange that. The Smiths will push people to
think for themselves, to believe they canreallydo something.”

Thisis the rightstuff! I vote for The Smithsimmediately and draw your
attention tothe fact thattheywillsoon be playing the Electric Ballroom
for Peace Yearand putting their money, asusual, where theircharming
mouthsare.

Asthestationloomsinto viewIaskifhe'd ever thought of moving down
to London, andwhat do they do when backin Manchester? “We play
bridge,” he tellsme, charmingly of course. “No, we don’t have time to do
much right any more, which s nice, youknow to be losing astoneaday
and neversleeping.

“London? Yeswe did toywith theidea awhile ago-but onlyforasecond!
Actuallythere’sjust noquestionofit! It's such animpersonal place, which
isverydifficulttosaywhenalotof our popularity is based here and so
many people have welcomed us.

“There’s somethingfrighteningly artificial about everythinghere; the
whole placeisgeared up for tourism now. London’s akind of massive
souvenirshop, a fagade of how London used to be. It just isn’t English
any more- it seems very Americanised, whichis somethingto dwell
uponwith horror.”

Buttohonourthespiritof Smithdom, it would only be appropriateto end
withsomething more encouraging. SoonThe Smithswillreleasetheirdebut
albumonRoughTrade. Perfectionists, they've re-recorded theirsongsand
broughtinanew producer, JohnPorter, who, accordingto Morrisseyin his
inimitably reserved style, “has worked withlotsof interesting peopleand
iscontinuingtodoso!” Preparetobecharmed. lanPye ®

HISTORY OF ROCK 1983 | 143



-

THE HISTORY OF

Missed any of our previous issues?
Get them at www.uncut.co. uk/store

THE HISTORY OF THE HlSTORY OFA

NICK CAVE

“Irresponsibly violent”

STARRING

THECLASH

THE STRANGLERS
“FUNBOY THREEJ}L

_ DEXYS MIDNIGHT RUNNERS

OZZY OSBOURNE
PHIL COLLINS
THE CURE/




TAN DICKSON /GETTY

MM JUL-DEC

| Shane on you

Why does Shane MacGowan of
The Pogues think he holds the
monopolyon Irishness? [ should
think that with nameslike
O’Hara, Kilkennyand Brennan,
Dexyshavesomerightto
introduceanlrishelementinto
theirlooks. Sowhatiftheywear
dungarees, noshoesand grow
stubble?Maybe theyreally
aretinkers.

SIERSE O’DONOVAN,
Southampton (NME, Sept 3)

Lords of misrule

Acoupleof daysagolwenttosee
Lords Of The New Church, who
playedinanewlyoccupied
building. I can’trememberto have
seenagroup asbadasthe Lords.
They played soloud that it justwas
onebigmess, shouted outreally
sick jokes about sexdiseases and
Danish girlsand about howstupid
theaudiencewas.

Meand some other people threw
somebottlesafterthem.Ithink
thatI'hit the drummer. The group
walked off stage. That was the best
partoftheconcert. Theycame
backagainand played somemore
shitwiththeresult thatacouple
fromtheaudiencesmashedthe
electricsystem so theycouldn’t
play anymore. Then they went off
stageagain. Whatalaugh.

Afterthat,we wentdownto their
air-conditioned lux-bus and
smashedallthewindowswith
bricks. [justhate self-satisfied
groups who thinkthey ownthe
world, likethe Lords. Some
English groups whovisit Denmark
reallythinkthat theyare sogreat
and fantastic that theycanshiton
the audience without response.
Butwatchout.

PETERNIELSEN, Copenhagen,
Denmark (NME, Oct 29)
Letter of theweek - Paolo Hewitt

Roger and out

Meet Roger. Rogeris your typical
NMEreader, heprobablylikes
NewOrderand pretends to
remember the days of Joy Division
(“Ohyeah, course Iwas there
then..."). Hebelieves swearing
mindlessly will mysteriouslygive
him some status compatible with
maturity (re: the absurd over

| usageofswearwordsinyourrag
-esp the ludicrous and aptly
titled Gasbag). Healso thinks
chartmusicisforkids (re: your

| perpetualelitistcomments with

regard to theunpretentious
Smash Hits).

Inshort, Rogbuysanelitist,
“TRENDY", “hip” student-
orientated rag that saysnothing
for peoplewithoutatleastan
inkling ofa middle-class
background (they'rethe oneswith
aculturecompatible withits
style).And hebuysit BECAUSEit’s
very clever toknowwhat noone
elseknows, evenifthecharts
represent the majority of people’s
tastes. Remember, ifthe NME’s
heardit-youprobably haven't...
Rogtells mehe’s going tosee Test
Department nextmonth, notthat
Iblame him of course.

MIKE, Bookham (NME, Sept 3)

Punk satire’s not dead
Onewaswonderful! TWOwere
terrific! But not even super-goth
CHRIS BOHN could get THREE
“sevenyearshavepassedsince
thatfirstbleak winter of punk™s
intooneissue! Ahwell, there’s
alwaysnextweek.
LUCIANAF,Harpenden

(NME, Oct29)

Re:PiLappearance on The Tube.
Ex Sex-PistolJohn Rotten
announced today thathe has
turned his back on the pop world
for the cabaretcircuit. Rotten,
whoclaims the “chickenina
basket” sceneis “whereit'sreally
at,maan”, willbe performing
withhis newgroup PiLwhohe
recruited from awell-known night
spotinBatley, West Yorkshire.
Johnny promised hisfansthat he

[ willbe featuring newroutines of
| oldfavouritessuchasaChas'n’

Dave-influenced “Pretty Vacant”
andaduetwithfemale
impressionist Janet Brown on
“God Save TheQueen"”.
Aspokesman for the Mecca
Organisation assured fansthat
dressrestrictionswould be
relaxed atall their venuestoallow
foramoreintimate atmosphere.

eaders’ letters

To coincide with the tour Virgin
Recordsarereleasingamedley
of Rotten's hits, whileavideo
directed byJulian Tenpole will
followshortly.

| DAVID X, Keighley, West Yorkshire

(NME,Nov19)

Mod is dead

Ohdear, whocanthis personbe?
Whatis themeaningofshirtless,
rug-squirming, chest-caressing,
greasy-haired, toe-popping
activitybyOld Father Time chap
name of Paul Weller? Maybe too
many “Long Hot Summer” make
himhave heatstroke. Thisfloating
alongriveronbargebehaviouris
sodemanding! I think songis
attempt atsensuality ofkind sung
byMarvin Gaye person, but Mr
Wellertanno good enoughand
himchesttooscrawny. Himspeak
likea pseud that watch therupee
goround. Nomatter whathedo,
hejustend up making money.
Please to explain this nonsense!
LAUREL, she uncomprehending

| one(NME,Nov19)

I'said “Snap!” whenIsaw thatall
thetrackson TheJam’snewalbum
wereidentical tothosealreadyin
my collection.

JUDY WILSON (NME, Nov12)

“Soulful” Weller’s ugly plagiarism
isglaringlyobvious-his
utilisation of brittle, leaden
rockstructures and mannerism
circaWho '67, plus his courtship
withmod-thatclean-cut,
complacentand tribalistic narrow
mindednessakinto heavy metal
orska-regressive and square
compared to punkandits
offspring. AsMark ESmith
pointed out, TheJam's marriage
tomod wasjustacaseof more
youth masturbation.
Aftershedding The Jam, Weller
cultivates more nonsenseinthe
guise of The Style Council, aided
bysuchdullardsas an ex-Merton
Parkaand theepitome ofblank,

| baldyouth-Tracie. Theirlimp

songs sure fit besides Freeezand
Paul Young.

AsforWeller's “political
message”, maybe he did conjure
up “insights” forhis sheep-like
fans, but this achievementis
checked by the aforementioned
attitudeand mentality, whichisas
radicalas Spandau or TheClash.
PAVLOV’S DOG, Huddersfield
(NME, Sep3)
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O THAT WAS 1983. We knew when to go out. Weknewwhen
tostayin.

Certainly, that’s not it from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NME and Melody Makerenjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythms of adiversifyingscene; as the times changed, sodid

they. Whilein pursuitofthe truth, theyunearthed stories thathave come
toassume mythicalsstatus.

That's very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rockwill be bringing you verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsin pop culture, one yearamonth, one yearatatime. Nextup, 1984!

THE SMITHS

INTERVIEWED SEPARATELY, MORRISSEY and Johnny Marr reveal
what powers the nation’s newest musical phenomenon. Morrissey, for
one, is keen to dispel notions of a tragic adolescence. “I wasn't
handicapped in a traditional way. | didn't have any severe physical
disability, therefore the whole thing sounds like pompous twaddle.
TIjustabout survived it, let’s justsay that.”

VAN HALEN

A MEETING WITH the virtuoso rock phenomenon. “The posture on
stage is hyper-macho without any sense of humour attached or without
casting awayward eye at any of the proceedings,” says David Lee Roth
of pre-Van Halen hard rock. “Y’know, it all becomes one big Marlboro
cigarette commercial. It's all muscle and grip and men’s magazines.”

THE STYLE COUNCIL

ON THE ROAD with a more playful Paul Weller, and up close with his
buddy The Cappuccino Kid. Weller explains The Style Council: some
jazz, somesoul... sometimes he’ll be playing bass. “The music the guys
are doing now, they not beingprecious, it's saying, ‘This is just music, so
listen to it.” We don’t want to be categorised, like, ‘This is jazz’ - you
knowwhatImean?”

PLUS...

REM!

NINA SIMONE!
NICK CAVE!
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Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1983.
“It'snotreallywork/It’s just the power tocharm...”
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DAVID BOWIERETURNED ANOLDER,WISERAND
(SLIGHTLY) MORE TRADITIONAL MAN

THESMITHS INTRODUCED “HANDSOME”
TOTHEROCKLEXICON

NEW ORDERWENT GLOBAL
WITH“BLUEMONDAY”

...and NICK CAVE, LEMMY, THE POGUES, THE CURE, MADONNA,
FRANKIE GOES TO HOLLY WOOD and many more shared
everythingwith NME and MELODY MAKER
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