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OMPETTY RELEASES a song called “Spike” in 1985, and in it
he makes an observation that holds up pretty well for the
entireyear: “The future ain’t what it used to be.”

Asever with Petty,it'sasmartremarkyou can take a couple of
ways, buthowever you do, it says something about change. He
might mean to convey a disappointment with the world’s

prospects. He might equally be rejecting glossy modernity in music, and
advocatingamore heartfelftmode.

1985 has supporters of both these positions. Enduring performers like Neil
Young, Joni Mitchell, Robert Plant and our cover star Tom Waits display the
samerestless creativity deep into their careersas theydid at the start—they’re
always the same, butalways different.

Younger blood is also much in evidence this year. Hiisker Dii, The Jesus And
Mary Chain, Run DMC, The Pogues, The Cure and The Cultare among those to
take something from the pastand adaptit for their own ends. So determined is
Kevin Rowland from Dexys to move things on, he runs the risk of leaving his
fansandtherecord business behind completely.

Then there are those who see their work as a shoulder to alarger wheel. Billy
Bragg is working with the British Labour party. Paul Weller remains alert and
engaged. Then, when Bob Geldof announces Live Aid in June, the event
motivates the rock world to stir itself across its genres and generations to help
alleviate the suffering caused by the Ethiopian famine.

This is the world of The History Of Rock, a monthly magazine which follows
each turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena,
passionate and stylish contemporaryreporters 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
thatonpage 144.

In the pages of this 21st edition, dedicated to 1985, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
maybe.

On the bus with Neil Young, learning about David Crosby’s drug problems.
Hearing how MickJagger fished a paparazzo out from under a hedge and gave
himacup oftea. Atanartgallerywith Joni Mitchell, hearinghowlife has treated
JackNicholson.

“It'sbeen pretty fucking good,” Jack says. It’s the kind of year to make you look
backandagreewithhim.
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HONTH BY MONTH

ontents

6 Ariot (notthefirst) ataJesus
AndMary Chain show. Billy
Braggmeets Labourleader Neil
Kinnock. IntroducingKirsty
MacColl. John Peelassumes the
position for the MM shrink.

1 2 Inonthe groundfloorwith
theNYChiphopband.Introducing
alsotheirlabelbossesat DefJam:
Rick Rubinand Russell Simmons.

1 6 The Stones frontman goes
solo. Not, however, without
reference to those Rolling Stones,
paparazzo etiquette and the
travails oflifein the publiceye.

22 Newreleases from

Hiisker Dii, Tears For Fears
and Phil Collins.

!

\
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24 Morrissey meets his first

audience-fanzinewriters.Ina
meeting chaired by MM, thesinger
discusseshisresponsibilities as
Smiths frontman and flexes his
musclesin the spotlight.

32 TheBanglesrefresh the

pubscene; Simply Red show
post-punkershowto dosoul. As
doesTinaTurner,infact.

34 Princeretires! Anew

Beatlesalbumisshelved. Alive
eventis planned by the brains
behind Band Aid. Elvis Costello
dropsbyand Gil Scott-Heronis
onthe MM couch.

40 The continually wryPetty

returnswithanewalbum,

il

{

N

Southern Accents.What
followsisastrangelymodern
blend of psych, pop
and countryrock-and
abighit, of course.

46 The

Minneapolitan trio
discuss their planned
escape from punk
rock, to make music
whichwill growwith
itsaudience. “We’re
doingthebestwecan.”

50 Thecharming

Green Gartside
attemptstoexplain
hisbeautiful pop
confections.Asreviews
attest, however, not
everyoneisbuyingit.

54 TheformerLed

Zeppelinvocalist
returnswitha
newalbumand
asurprisingly
candid takeonhisband’s
scandalouslegend.

58 Acharacteristically

drunkenspreeonaEuropean
tour.Amid the chaos—and the
greatmusic—Shane MacGowan
dispenses hisown brand of
wisdom. He’sevenletloose on
thesinglesreviews!

64 Shows from Frankie,

Lloyd Coleand SonnyRollins.

6 6 Atriptotheband’shome

townofAthens, Georgia—the
better to uncover the mysteries at
theheartoftheirthird album,
Fables Of The Reconstruction.

Kate Bush

SAVAGE
MESSIAH

WELLER GOES WILD
IN THE POP JUNGLE

BY PAOLO HEWITT

72 Newreleases from Miles

Davisand progpoppers Marillion.
Also:anewalbumbyDire Straits,
BrothersInArms.

75 ThoughtsontheJAMC,

Smithsand Scrittifrom the
MMand NMEmailbags.

76 Theworldwide

phenomenon of Live Aid.
Dexysarein conflictwith their
producer. Iron Maiden do abit
for charity. Nick Cave meets
the Makershrink.

80 Afterthespectacle, NME

reportson therealities of the event,
evenits more distasteful side.

84

IsPaul Weller’sjazz-nouveau
combeauthe “bestbandin
theworld”, ashe suspects?
“Biggerthan TheJesusAnd
Mary Chain”, atleast.
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88 inEastKilbrideand planning 120
Bruce Springsteen brings gaverisetoanoise-rock Theincreasingly
hisenormous, populistshowto phenomenon. eccentricsinger-songwriter ALSO AVAILABLE ON CASSE | IE AND LOUMPACT DISC
London’s Wembley Stadium. fencesinanabstract et

1 0 4 mannerwith questions
90 Newreleases from from NME.He’s 136

Booze?Raw prawns? Propaganda, The Poguesand ontherise, butwho cares? New releases from Robert

Vomit? Aninterestinglyladdish Suzanne Vega. “Achievementisforsenators...” Wyatt, Grace Jones and The Jesus
side of RobertSmithisrevealed And Mary Chain.
asthebandrelease The Head On 106 126
TheDoor. MM getson Neil'sbus The “She Sells 1 3 8

forafulland frankdiscussion of Sanctuary” hitmakers enter
9 6 music, drugsand whatremains of combatwith Melody Maker, Has Kevin Rowland blown it2

Anewdanceteacher thehippydreamintheReaganera. | whoviewsthemas “the Muppets Gettingunder the skin ofthe

unleashesanewcreative streakin OfGoth”. commercial failure of his new
Kate Bush. Theresult? The poppy, 11 4 album Don't Stand Me Down.
conceptual Hounds Of Love. RobertWyattandJerry 130 Itwon’tbean easyride.

Dammersrecord for Namibia. Anexhibition ofher
100 The NME’s 100 best LPs ofall new paintingsaccompanies 1 4 5

time. Introducing Suzanne Vega. discussion ofanewalbum from LiveAid, the NME
Ameetingwith theyear’smost Mike Scottis nextup onthe MM the singer-songwriter. Jack albums poll, JAMC and more
divisiveband. Howspots, isolation | shrink’scouch. Nicholson drops by, too. from the mailbag.
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March15,1985:gig-
goerstrashthe PAat
The JesusAndMary

Chain’sNorthLondon
Polytechnicshow

Arrests made

MM MAR 23

violence erupted once again at aJesus And Mary

Chain gig. Police were called to the North London
Polyin Holloway Road twice on Friday night when
crowd behaviour got out of control. By the end of the
night four people had been taken to hospital. Two were
keptin overnight.

Trouble began earlyin the eveningwhen fire officers
from the GLCruled thatthe doors should be shutonce
the 600 ticket-holdershad goneinside. Police arrived to
disperse acrowd of400 people who were left outside. Inside
thetheatre, supportbandJasmine Minks were forced
offstage after beingattacked by the crowd. The JesusAnd
Mary Chain followed them on, butwentback offafter
about20 minutes when theiramps packed up.

Poly promoter Tony Sawcyn said the group refused
toreturn to the stage, atwhich point the crowd “went
berserk”. Theybegan hurlingbottles and cans, then
pulled down the PArigandripped down the curtains.
The policewere called again and arrests were made.

“Isuspectthatthiscould bethelasteventatthe theatre
for quiteawhile,” he said.

AN ESTIMATED £8,000 damage was caused when
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SpandauBallet
onChannel4
popshow The
Tubein1985

“Dissatisfaction”

NME FEB 23

PANDAUBALLET ARE involvedin
Sa massive bust-up with their record

company Chrysalis,and have issued
awritagainst the label which effectively
alleges negligence.

Spandauwanttobereleased from their
current contract, which has over ayear to
run,and according to
Chrysalis the issue will
come to court, thougha
hearinghasn’tyetbeenset.
Since the matterisnow sub
judice, we canonly print the
official statementsfrom
the two parties.

Spandau’s solicitor
claims: “Their recent writ
served against theirrecord
company Chrysalisis a
directresult of their dissatisfaction over the
company's failure to honour its contract to
supportand promote the group asagreed.
They have also been disenchanted with the
management at Chrysalis, and they feel the
quarrels between the ownership have
worsened the situation.

8 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1985

“They recently
broke all box-
office records
prior to
Christmas”

“Overall, they feel they have not enjoyed
the support to which aband of their proven
stature and success are entitled. They are
estimated to be currently responsible for
25 per cent of Chrysalis sales alone. They
recently broke all box-office records prior
to Christmas by selling out six successive
Wembley datesand
aUKtour.”

Theresponse from
Chrysalisis somewhat
more terse: “The World
Parade tour continues
through Europe and
Australia over the next
three months, and
ChrysalisRecords are
continuing asusual to
promote their successful
international record career.”

Spandau’s publicity has previously
beeninthe hands of the Chrysalis Press
Office, but they have now takenonan
independent publicist, Keith Altham -
who’sbeen associated with the Rolling
Stonesand The Police, among others.

RickAllen:lost
armdrivi is

onNew Year'sEve

Arm amputation
proved necessary

NME Def Leppard drummer
seriously injured in a car crash.

DEF LEPPARD DRUMMER RickAllen,

whowasinvolved in aroad crash on New

Year’s Eve, was taken to Sheffield’s Royal
Hallamshire Hospital at the weekend and
heisnowout of intensive care-surgeons
had to amputate his arm last Friday, having
previouslyreattached it when it was severed
intheaccident.

Thecrashoccurredinthe earlyhours of the
morning, whenAllen’s Corvette Stingrayhit
awallinRivelin Road, Sheffield, after failing
totake abend. Allen was thrown from the car,
hisleftarm completelysevered justbelow the
shoulder, while his Dutch fiancée, Miriam
Barendsen, remained trappedin thevehicle,
suffering somefacial injuries.

Ambulancemenrushed to thescene,and
afterrecoveringthesevered arm, tookAllen
tohospitalwhere Mr Robert Page, the Royal
Hallamshire’smicrovascular surgeon,
reattached thelimbin a 10-hour operation.
Later in theweek, however, theupperarm
becameinfected and amputation proved
necessary. The hospitalissued astatement
claiming that, while Allen was still extremely
ill, his condition had stabilised and there were
signs ofimprovement, even though itwould
besome time before the success ofthe
operation could befullydetermined.

Aspokesman for DefLeppard’s record
company, Phonogram, said on Monday that,
itwas “too early tocomment on Rick’s playing
future. Theband are obviously desperately
upset.” Butthe drum tracks for theirnew LP
hadbeen completed before the tragedy.

Since the accident, the Royal Hallamshire
hasbeeninundated with hundreds of
telephonecalls, telegrams, get-well cardsand
letters, manyfrom the USA, where Def
Leppard-GrammyAward winnerslastyear
with their Pyromaniaalbum-areregarded
assuperstars.
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“Build together”

NME FEB 25

meeting of Redheads Against

Thatcherism - Billy Bragg, the big-nosed
bastard from Barking, and Rockin’ Neil
Kinnock, man of letters and leader of the
Labour party, brewing up togetherinside the
hallowed portals of the House Of Commons.
It wasin fact the launch of Labour’s New Jobs
And Industry Campaign, one facet of whichis
aseries of live datesin March by His Braggship
under the umbrella of “Jobs For Youth”.

Such direct party-political sponsorshipis
rare inrock music, and the gigs -in addition to
exposing the way jobs and communities are
being destroyed by the Tories -aim to help
focus attention on Labour’s policies for the
youngin the hope of capturing alarger slice of
the youth vote at the next election.

Prior to the official Bragg 'n’ Kinnock press
conferencein the shadow cabinet room, your
on-the-spot NME parliamentary lobbyist
grabbed this exclusive interview with the
dynamic duo. One of the intentions of the
campaign, both emphasised, was to present
young voters with left wing policiesina
palatable andimaginative manner.

Says Bragg: “It’s giving them the choice
between livingin a caring society and the
present selfish society. One of the reasons
that so many first-time voters went for the
Conservatives last time was that they were
never presented with aproper argument by
the left. They went for Thatcher because
there was no proper alternative.”

AddsKinnock: “It'sbeen true foralong
time that Labour have failed to capitalise on
the youth vote. But, as the opinion polls
testify, we now have the

IT COULDHAVE been the inaugural

leading the partyin

Neil, the opportunity

is there to build towards
the next election by
getting through to the
15-and16-year-olds who
willbe the first-time
voters when the election
comesaround.”

Kinnock: “But what
we're doingnowisn’t
new. It’snew to this
generation, butback at
the turn of the century
the people who began
the trade unionand
socialistmovement
were very keen to put
theirideasacrossin
the most attractive
and digestible way.

“It'sonly over the
last 40 years that
politics have become
asdowdy and enclosed
astheyarenow.Inthe
'20s and’30s,and
certainly before the
First World War, alot
of imagination went
into the presentation
of political ideas.”

Sowhy haven’tthe Labour Party put their
name to a tour like this before?

Kinnock: “People in politics have been
afraid of it. They've been afraid of rock music.
It'sa question of values. There was a very

talented Geordie musician

majority of the youth
support. The vested
interests of youth and the
Labour Party are the same.
We either build together or
godowntogether.”
Sowhere doBilly Bragg
and the Jobs For Youth
tour come into this bid to
galvanise youth support?

“People in politics
have been afraid
of rock music.
It’s a question
of values”

who had a pretty strong
profile for usinthe early
'70s,and by 1979, when he
was very successful, he
began writing newspaper
articles saying why he voted
Conservative. ltwasa
complete cop-outandit
took himanother two years
torealise thathe was

Bragg: “Basically, it’s
political sponsorship. We're not going toram
it down people’s throats. The gigs are going to
be like any other Billy Bragg gigs, except the
Labour party are going to be there. The party
will have avery high profile in that there will
be MPs and other people will be able to put
Labour policies under the microscope. Kids
can come up and ask what the party is doing
andisn’t doing and find out where they fitin.”

To alot of first-time voters, politics conjures
up stuffy and boringimages. Are these gigs
an attempt to rectify that to Labour’s benefit?

Bragg: “The image of the party among
young votersis one of smoke-filled rooms
and all that. Maybe now, with a younger man

completely wrong. But he
swungback again and now he islending his
supporttous.

“Insofarasrock hasbeenrelatedto
politics, thatis the process it has gone
through. There was aphase of false
sophistication, of notbeinginvolved. Then
there wasaswingto theright -every man for
himself and the devil take the hindmost.

“Now musicians are beginning to realise
whataload of nonsense that was. The
government might be making generous offers
to getall the tax exiles back, but when the tax
exiles discover that the kids in their audience
arenow onthe dole, the more intelligent ones
arelinkingitup and discovering that there’s

REDHEADS UNDER

Adrian Thrills interviewe the me...

June22,1985:Billy
Braggat TheLongest
DayconcertinMilton
Keynesand(inset)
NeilKinnock

something wrong. It’s starting to
move abit and they’re becoming
politicised through that.”

MrKinnock’s theories might
contradict the undercurrent of
Toryism that runs through alot of modern
music, the images of glamour and success
through capitalism that permeate most
currentchartpop, but the Bragg tour s
rooted inmore direct radicalism, aiming to
educate and eventually mobilise British
youth politically. The only recent analogy is
perhaps the campaign to save the GLC, which
enjoyed huge public supportinits musical
manifestations, although Kinnock, himself a
founder member of the Anti-NaziLeague,
traces things back further to the RAR gigs of
the late'70s. “To some extent we are the
grain,” he concludes. “Youngsters are askinga
lot of questions about jobs, the economy, the
bomb, the environment, racism, housing and
the future. Those questions are coming up
without prodding. We want them to know that
thereisaparty listening to those questions
prepared to give them reasoned answers.

“They are not looking for miracles. They are
looking for people with constructive answers
who are going to work damn hard to apply
those answers. They don’t want reassurance.
They want to know that their opinions are
being taken into account.”

One last thing. Where do Tracey Ullman
videos come into all this?

“Listen, Tracey’s politics are as sound as her
talent,” Kinnock states. “She’s100 per cent,
that girl. Great.”

No answer to that one. Adrian Thrills

THE BEDS
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KirstyMacColl:
“Inevergot
anykickoutof
playinglive”

“[ haven't really been ambitious”

NME

interrupts her career as a songwriter to

issue a sparkling single. Her original of
“They Don’t Know About Us”, made with the
great Liam “Akron Compilation” Sternberg,
was perfect—almostas good as The Shirelles.

Aversion of The Beach Boys’ “YouBelieve In

Me” backed with her own “Queen Of The High
Teas”, wasanother good offeringwhich gotlost
inaglutofuselessvinyl. Happily, thelatter had
notescaped thenotice of Billy Bragg, who at
thetime ofitsrelease wasworkingin a second-
handrecord shop. SowhenKirstyapproached
himto do aversion of “ANew England”, old Bill
was onlytoo happytooblige.

EVERYSO OFTENKirtsy MacColl

LOOKING FOR A NEW

Cover
o1rl

Introducing a singer-songwriter from the Stiff family... Kirsty MacColl.

ANEW ENGLAND

Kirsty MacColl

improved happyhouse, had ahit
with thedisappointing “There’s

A GuyWorks Down The Chip Shop
Swears He’s Elvis”, and more success
with Tracy Ullman covering her
songs.Asarecordingartistshe’s
soughtto sustain herown career.

“Ihaven’treallybeenthat
ambitious. Plus,Idon’tdolive
gigsbecauseliveIdon’treproduce
thesoundIgetonrecord. The
sound depends on therebeing 12
of myvocalsatanygiventime.

“Myvoice sounds great the more
ofitthereis, butinjustasingle part
itsoundsterrible.”

Itwas duringsome supplementary
sessionworkas abackingvocalist
onthelastLPbySimple Minds (her
favourite group!) thatshe met Steve
Lillywhite. On “New England” he
seems to have gotamuch cleaner,
freshersound than heusually does
with the Messiah men ofrock.

“People always saythat. Theycall
him the U2 producer-they forget
he’ddonealotofother different
things. He can’tapply the same
technique tome ashewould to
arockband, because'masolo artist.

“Ihaveatotallydifferentvoice to
anyofthe men heworkswith, so
I'mnotsuddenly goingto soundlike

Big Country.”

“IgottoseeBillafew “ . , Areliefand nomistake.
timeslastyear;Ireallyliked Lillywhite’s contracton
himandIwanted tohave I tOId BI"y we d FridaAbba’ssecond LP
ago at‘NSV\é]ilr}glanccli'.I " need another verse haift;?inefittel(li Kir;ty. .
approached him andsai 6 3 “IfI'd ever thoughtwhen
we’'d need anotherverse as A New Engla“d Iwasatschool, bopping
becauseitwastooshort alongto ‘Dancing Queen’,
toreleaseasasingle.So was too Short to thatsomedayI'dbeworking
hedashed offanewone, H b} with someone out of Abba!
no problem.” release asa s“]gle “Well, wewereallin awe

Produced byherhusband, ofher. Whenwe did

Steve Lillywhite, theresultis thelast Brit pop
classicof’84 and thefirst of'85-skitteringbeat,
bright guitars, sweetened voice, soured love
andsocialills.

Itrelates asmuch to Kirsty’s working-
class, O-level, shoplifting, teenage yearsin
CroydonasitdoestoBragg’s Barking
background. Itwas there thatshe first
started writingsongs “to escape the
boredom”. Astintwith theill-fated,
drasticallynamed DrugAddix curtailed her
ambitions and her taste forrawck and rowl.

“Inever gotanykick out of playinglive.
Icould neverunderstand people moaning
aboutwantingto getbackontheroad.

“Itwas one of the most horrible
experiencesIeverhad.”

Her first one-off single with Stiff, “They
Don’tKnow”, faded in adistribution strike.
Shethen had ashortliaison with Polydor
beforereturning to Dave Robinson’s new,

harmonies togetherIkept thinkingIshould
betheblondeone.”

Kirstyand Steve expect their firstbabyin
February. Atthe moment she finds pregnancy
hindersher creativity.

“Ifeeltotallyfazed all the time;it'shad as
much effecton me mentallyasit’shad on my
figure. SoThope to get down to some serious
workwhenI'vehadit.”

Butin futurerecordingshe’dstillrather
do covers.

“Thatwayyouhave someone else to blame.
Ifinditaloteasier to enjoy doing cover versions
than my ownsstuff, becauseit’s always more
nerve-rackingwhenyou'’reclosertoit.

“Ialsofindithardtoimagine a differentway
ofdoingit.”

AndinFebruaryisKirstyhopingforanything
inparticular?

“Idon’tmind, aslongasit’sababy.”

Gavin Martin
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Everton

| was pleased they won the cup last year.
Obviously, I'd have preferred it if Liverpool
had done it, but | think increasingly these
days it’s Liverpool against the world. Quite
clearly you can’t have Tottenham winning
the title in any decently ordered society, so
if Liverpool can't do it, I'd rather have
Everton win it than anyone else.

Blood sports

Theykilled afox at the top of our garden last
year, which | was absolutely furious about.
What appals meis the arrogance of the
people,and when | phoned up to complain
aboutit, | was told that if | didn’t want the hunt
onmy land, I should have notified themin
advance, which seemedtomean
extraordinary new principle in criminology -
if youdon’t wannabe burgled, let me know
and | won’t burgle you. My wife, awonderful
woman, parked the car across the driveway so
that they couldn’t turn their carsround, and to
ourimmense satisfaction, one of the hunt
followers put his Volvo estate in the ditch.

Virtues

I'mtempted to be areal smartass and say
“Guitar Boogie Shuffle”, which was a hit for
The Virtuesinthe 1950s, but... | suppose my
only virtue is obsession. Walters would say

it's obsession, anyway; just a determination

to keep up with all the stuff that goeson to

the point of feeling guilty if I don’t, toan
almostunhealthy degree. 'd like to have more
vices, actually. | wish | was more capable of
enjoying myself, because | don’treally enjoy
myself alot. That's gonnalook rather pathetic
written down, but | tend to always be the bloke
atthe party who ends upssitting on the stairs
thateverybody has to climb over to get to the
loo and things.

Thursdays

Ah,well,yes...Idon’t listen to the radio on
Thursday evenings. | would have been happier
if the programme had been replaced with
something vaguely contemporary rather than
the sounds of the '70s. The argument was
used that they thought they’d try a different
kind of music at that time of night, but they
don’t seem to be showing any signs of trying
adifferentkind of music on Mike Read’s show
or Simon Bates’ programme, so wonder why
it'’s my little area that comes under siege on
these occasions. I still feel a bit bitter aboutiit.

Top Of The Pops

I quite like doingiit, Imust admit. When I first
did one, about Christmas three yearsago, alot
of people wrote inand said, “Hey man, you've
sold out”,and I'm a great believerinselling
out.|don’tlike people tellingme how to order
my life, so when they asked me to dothemona
fairly regular basis, | thought | would. My kids
quite like seeing me on there and the

vices,actually”

JohnPeel:“I'd
liketohavemore

formula’s so tight, it has a curious purity of
its own. There’s something endearingly
provincial about it-1don’t think people feel
threatened, | don’t think the fashionis so
fashionable or the dancing so extraordinary
thatpeople feelin any way excluded byit.

Kid Jensen

Imisshimalot, I really do. Of all the people I've
worked with on Radio1, he’s the one that | liked
best,solwas very, very sad.l wishhe hadn't
gone.lstill think he made amistake, actually.

Beards

I grewityearsago, when|was about 26,27,
andltried acouple of rather bizarre sculpted
forms which now look ludicrousin the
photographs. |l grewit really because
whenever | shaved my neck | looked as though
I'dbeentrying to commit suicide. | have very,
very soft skin and there’s an appalling blood-
letting every time | shave, so | thought I'd grow
abeardbecauseit wasalright at the time, and
it wasn’t until about five years ago that | tried
removing it. Well, bearing in mind that | was
not agreat-looking bloke but areasonably
Christ-like-looking fellow who disappeared
behindit when | was 27, when | gotitall off,
there was my mother - well, more a mixture
between my mother and Mussolini,and the
effect was, frankly, horrifying. So I'mrather
stuck with it now, and my wife won’tlet me
shave it off anyway because my children

wouldbe frightenedif 1 did.
Washing-up

We bought a dishwasher about six months
agobecause my brother Frank’s wife had
always been saying we ought to get one.
And we thoughtit was aload of middle-class
nonsense, butit actually does make life alot
easier - particularly if you've got four kids.

| quite like washing-up -I'm very slow, very

-
methodical and | polish everything. It's quite l

therapeutic, like vacuuming or doing the
boiler, which are the other things that | do.

Fashion

Never been afashionable bloke, never had
the figure for it.I'dlike to be fashionable, but

I think one of the reasons people are prepared
to put up with a 45-year-old father of four
droning away on the radio and playing what

T —

people always say is “young people’s music”
isbecause | don’ttry tobe anything else.
Quite clearly, when punkstarted, if 'd gone
wobbling aboutin bondage gear, people
would very quickly have said, “We don’t want
any more of this twerp.”

Heroes

I've got an unlikely bunch of heroes. One
which I've never actually admitted to publicly
before. When | was akid, bearing in mind that
my backgroundisimpeccably middle-class
and extremely rural, | didn’t have any friends
really because | lived so far away from anyone
else thatljust pottered about on my own. And
one of my firstheroes was George Vlbecause
Iknew that he had this very severe speech
impediment whichhe’d had to overcome.
People always thinkit’s funny, but I really
admired him. He made aspeech, | think, in
maybe the first year of the war, and if | hear
arecording of it, it stillmoves me to tears -

the one about the man standing at the gate

of the year.I've no time for the royal family
really,butas anindividual |admired him
enormously, |must say. And then, after that,
my first bigboyhoodidol was Billy Liddell, who
playedfor Liverpool for 21,22 years. One of
the very few people whose autograph | ever
got.It'salways been footballers, basically -
Dalglish -and actors: Margaret
Rutherford, Alastair Sim

and Phil Silvers, obviously,
because he’s fashionable
atthe moment.

UScomedyactor
PhilSilvers:
“fashionable”

NEIL MATTHEWS / REX FEATURES
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“Business
1S booming™

In a university dorm room, a rap dynasty is emerging.
NME travels to New York to interview wordsmiths

, along the way meeting producers Rick Rubin
and Russell Simmons — the brains behind Def Jam.
“The street wants something specific,” says Simmons.

NME

ASTWEEKIN New YorkIwas told to go and meet a tubby 23-year-old record

producer called Rick Rubin. Rick studies video at New York University and

estimates thathe hasn’tattended one class in the last 10 months. He’s not that

bothered. He’s pretty certain that he’ll graduate at the end of the year.

Heliveson campusinatiny cramped room which has difficulty

accommodatinghis possessions, letalone hisroommate’s. Everyavailable
spaceistakenup. Shelves are stacked high withrecords, books and tapes, the flooris covered
with clothesand those all-important Nike training shoes.

Itisfrom here that Rickruns DefJam Records. His boss, Russell Simmons, operates from the
otherside of town. Buthe’sinvolved in so many other projects thatto allintents and purposes
Room 203, onthe eighth floor of BNYU’s residential hall, is DefJam.

SofarRickhasproduced and overseen therelease of three singles: LLCool]J’s “I Need A Beat”,
thewild “RockHard” by the Beastie Boys and “T LARock” byJazzyJay, three underground
records that London’sb-boyshave cherished theselastfewmonths.

Rickhas two more singles on hold, and when he plays you these he cranks up the volume to
analmostunbearablelevel, sitsin his chairand, with eyes tightly closed, concentrates on
everysound and every detail with analmost manicintensity. When the tune finishes, Rick
remains transfixed in this position forabout 10 seconds and then... boom!... he’llsnap out of
it,smile, and change therecord.

It'squite anerve-wracking experience, but thisisnot the mostremarkable thingaboutRick
Rubin, awhite native New Yorker. No, the mostremarkable thingabout Rickis thatwhen you
askhimaboutmusiche’ll tellyou that his two favourite groups ever are Troublefunk, a go-go
group from Washington, and... AC/DC. Nokidding.

Hethinksthatthereisno oneto competewith Troublefunk’s dense
percussionattackor AC/DC’s heavy guitars. Hisambition, quite simply,
istomerge the two together on hisownrecords. Tobringabouta
confrontation between the excess of rockand the sound of the beatbox. PFMTHE K ING OF ROCK

Andheisnottheonlyone. THERE IS NONE HIGHER

. . SUCKER MC’S
TmtheKingof ROCK/Th HIGHER/Sucker MCs should call
= SHTE/ ;0 blZ(rgr(z) mykingdorrezr;olls;rlvgustuseFIRELﬁljgn’ts:osp (r):ckiizﬂ,lgu’:;fil SHOULD CALL ME SIRE
& [RETIRE!”- “KingOf Rock’, RunDMC » TO BURN MY KINGDOM
YOU MUST USE FIRE
12 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1985 | WON'T STOP

ROCKIN’ TILL | RETIRE



Their Adidas:(I-r) Jason
“JamMaster Jay” Mizell,
Darryl“DMC”McDaniels

andJoseph“Run”
Simmonsinfrontofthe
Empire State Building,
New York City,May1985
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generally speaking, was to mercilessly beg, steal or borrow from
primaryblack sources-youdon’tthink Jagger made it by hislips
alone?-the’80shasseenadramaticreversal of thoseroles.

Of course, thewhite are still plunderinglike crazy, butin 1983, for the
firsttimeinyears, itwasarockguitar thattookamajorblackartist out of
hisalreadymassiverecord salesand transported him to completeand
utterworldwide domination. MichaelJackson’s “BeatIt”, featuring Eddie
VanHalen, virtuallymade Michael Jackson. Itwasn’t something that, say,
Prince, thelsleys, Sly Stone or Hendrixhadn’tattempted before. Butitwas
byfarthe most completeintegrationyet.

What's followed since has been avariation on the theme, and none too
cleveratthat. Foramanofhis talent, Princeis mostly slummingit with
occasional flashes of genius, Tina Turneris Elaine Pageinaminiskirtand
onlytheoddblastlike Cameo’s “Talking Out The Side Of Your Neck” is
anykind ofindication as towhatcanbeachieved.

Butthat’s the mainstream, which ignores completely one area of black
music: rap. Enter stage leftJoe Simmons, Darryl McDaniels and Jay Mizell
(DJJamMasterJay), collectively known as Run DMC.

InMarch 1982, Run DMCreleased asingle called “It’s Like That”, arap
single thatwasnotonlyamassive American hitbut, asfuture singles such
as “Rock Box” and “Hollis Crew” would prove, heralded acomplete
changearound forthe genre.

Run DMC’s soundis araw, brutalhammer. The emphasisis totally on
thedrumsandvoices. Thereislittle melodyand nolightness to Run
DMC. Atatimewhenrap was characterised by boringrhymes about fast
cars, flashladies and theamount ofjewellery the rapper could wearin
oneday,and when musicallyitcould do nothingexcepthaul out the
bassline from Chic’s “Good Times”, Run DMCstripped awayall the
basicsandvirtuallyreinvented the form for themselves.

Atfirsthearing, you'll probably feel nothing.

The drumsand staggered, splintered rhythms ofthe beatboxseem
naggingandincessant, dragging painfully. The voices sound bare and
hectoringand therepetition feelsunbearable.

It'smusic thatneeds perseverance. Whenyou hear people sayingit’sa
hard music, it'sten to one that theyre using the word in its proper context
and, unlike the majority, it upsets preconceptions becauseitis not strictly
adance musicoranaccessible music.

Whatitis? Basically, it’sablankrejection of niceties. The drums and
voices are embellished with tiny, almost

IFTHE FUNCTION ofthe white rock artistin the '60s and '70s,

Where “The Message” left off, “Hard Times” and “Wake Up” pick up.
Andinsomethinglike “30 Days”, which deals with the varied hassles of
the creditcard, the boysaren’tshyofincludingamusing conceptslike
loverswho “Ifyoudon’tlike their ways/ You can send back in30days”.

Whentheydo bragabout themselves (or their D], Jam MasterJay) they
usuallydoitwith one of the mostself-deprecating tongues to be foundin
rap. “Ifyoumess with usyou'll be areal short liver/ You may be big but our
bodyguard is bigger!” They cannotbe serious.

Over the timespan of two LPs, Run DMC undoubtedly wear you down.
Buttheybearnoshame. Asthesonggoes, it’slike that. And that's the
wayitis.

kind of positive change in 1977. Over at the Hotel Diplomat on 43rd

Street, rap shows featuring Kurtis Blow, Flash, Melle Mel, etc, were
being run every week. The promoter was one Russell Simmons. His
younger brother, Joe, was also there. As arapper, 12 years of age, he was
billed as the Son Of Kurtis Blow.

Sometimes he would stand behind Kurtis, scratchingand playing
records for Kurtis’ rapsand then, toward the end of the show, he would
take the micandrap himselfwith Kurtisas the DJ. Norap record had yet
been made. By 1980, at 15, he was on tour with The Commodores, who
used Kurtisasasupportact.

Simmonshimself, like the music he creates, does not conform to the
stereotype of the young New Yorkrapper. He came from amiddle-class
family, wentto a Catholic schooland worked hard athis studies.

Darryl, his partner, wasastraight-A student, which in English terms
meanshedidn’tflunk one exam. As Russell Simmons, now Run DMC’s
producer, remembers it, Darrylwasabarometerastohowgood arap
tunewas.

“Darrylwasakid who used to come over my father’shouseandIused to
play him Kurtis Blowrecords and he waslike the funniest guy. He'd sit
therewith hishood up and do thisrocking motion and sort of shake his
headifitwasgood. And during the period whenwe had ‘Throughout The
Years’ and some Blowrecords that were more commercial, he would sit
thereandlisten and notshakehishead. Kurtisand Iwouldlook athim
andsay, ‘Ohshit, we'renotgoingtosellanyrecords.”

Darryland Joe metatjunior high school, attended differenthigh
schoolsand metup again whenJoe gotin touchwith Darrylaboutarap
he’d written. They began working together,

S EEMSTHATIT wasn’t only Britain which went through some

inaudible subtleties—anything fromasynth
line to some underplayed catchypercussion—
thatactaslittlehooksunder the aggressive
attackof DarrylandJoe’svocals.
Likeheavymetal, itisrelentlessinitsapproach,
anditis exactly thatlinkwhich Run DMCwere
the first to spot. Mostfunk or soulrecords
whichtrytoincorporatearockguitarusually
end up sounding, well, just plain awkward. But
withrap the mixtureis perfectbecause the style
and tempo—therecurringrhythmssetagainst
theloudrecurringguitar—are compatible.
RunDMC use the guitar sparingly. Theyget
hold of riffs thatany two-bit guitar player has

shit

“People’s
parents are
going to say,

“Turn that

playingthe clubsandlookingforabreak.
Thatchance camein the form of Russell. From
promotingshowshe thenmade the transition
from manager to producer of variousrap artists.
Russell tookJoe and Darrylinto the studio and
cut “It’sLike That” and “Sucker MCs”.
Againstall expectations, the single sold by
thethousands. The follow-up, “Hard Times”/
“JamMasterJay”, repeated the success and
Darryland Joe tookleave of absence from the
college theyhad enrolledin.
“Wewere there one minute,” saysJoe, “and we
haven’'tbeenbackyet. The businessisbooming.”
Indeeditis. Their debut LPwas the firstrap

of I

atsome timein hislife tried to play, and
thenincorporateitintotheir harsh, bleak
sound, loopingitendlessly, until the
listenerfinally has to capitulate.

Ontheirthird single, “Rock Box”, they
gottoo carried awaywith themselves.
Butwith theirnewLP, the title track
“King OfRock” and especially “Can You
RockItLike This?”, Run DMChave come
up withastriking formula thatnotonly
placesthem atthe head of their field but
isthelogical conclusion of black meeting
whiteand turning gold.

Lyrically,aswell, theyleave the others
chokinginthe dust. Attheirbest, Run
DMC’srapsuseawitand imagination
thatextends far beyond the cliched
braggingthatformssuchacentral part
in thismusic.
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record to go goldin America. “Iwasn’t
surprised,” Simmons says with modesty,
“Ithoughtitwasrealgood.”

Inmanywaysitwas the third single,
“RockBox”, which proved tobe the
pivotal partoftheir career. Backin
theearlydays, Joe wouldlisten torock
records—Aerosmith, BillySquier—and
lift certain parts, namely the drums,
totalkover.

“Itwasn’ton theradio station,” he says,
“butifwewanted tofindahard beatwe
would take the break partoftherock
record, whereitwasjustdrums, and cut
thatoverand overwhilewerapped.”

Itwasn’tlongbefore they were
incorporatingguitar parts. “Wehad to
becreative,” claims Simmons. “We don’t
like tomake thesame old thingevery

) ,.v"r.<|NG F ROC
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time, because peopleare tired
ofhearingit.”

InAmericaatleast, Eddie
Martinez’ extrovertguitar
workon “Rock Box”-setagainst
abarrage ofrapping, scratching
and percussionhooks—shoved
Run DMCinto the forefront of
mainstream pop. It’s estimated
thatthesinglehasnowsold over
800,000 copies, with as many
whites asblacks queueingaround
theblockforacopy.

“RockBox” ishardlyasoftitem
either. Butitwas enough to push
Run DMContoMTYV, have Lou
Reed use themassupportand to
befeaturedinas manyrockpapers
astheywereintheblack press.

“Weweresellingvocals,” claims
producer Russell. “Wefigured we
hadvery, very goodrappersand
wewanted people to appreciate
whattheydid. Wedidn'twantto
overproduce them, we wanted
them, and that’swhatwe got. They
wouldn’tletus play music anyway,
justwouldn’tletus. We'd say, ‘Put
inalittlemelodyhere, asimple
melody’,and they’d say, ‘Absolutely not.

Simmonsgrins. “Turned out they wereright.”

RunDMCseeno disparity between this clash of styles. When I ask
them about the mixture, theyjustshrugtheirshoulders. Theyhaven’t
been broughtup, unlike the British, to see any differences between
white or black. Ifsomething sounds good, they’ll useitand to hellwith
any contradictions.

“Idon’tlike heavymetal too much,” admits Russell. “Ilike AC/DCI!],
butIdon’tlike some of thisnewshit. ‘King Of Rock’ is probablymore R'n'B
thananyotherheavymetal stuff. It’s simpler, that’swhat I like aboutit.
It'smorestraightforward.”

For Simmons, seven years older than his brother, therock element is
awayinto making, whathe terms “teenagerecords”. He seesRun DMCas
thenewJackson Five, butwithout the coy sweetness.

“Theydon’talways have to be records that make people mad, but
sometimestheyhave to. Imean people’s parentsare goingtosay, ‘Turn
thatshitoff! What the fuck are you playing upstairs?’ That'swhat teenage
recordsare. Thatadds.

“When Run [Joe, so called because he ‘runs’ his mouth off; the DMCis
Darrylsinitials] says, I'm theKingof ROCK,” and that guitar comes...in
themorning, ifyou’relaying therein bed and you hear that, it fucks you
up!Ilikethatidea,Ilike thatideaalot.”

RickRubinashimselfin

KrushGroove, the1985
moviebasedonrecord
labelDef Jam’s early days

”

interview back a day, are an hour and a halflate.
“Shallwe go foradrink or something?” Iask them. They quickly it
down. “Noman, let’sdoitnow.”

Interviews make them anxious, putthem on edge. Run does mostofthe
talking, butit’s mainly one-liners, with Darryl throwingin the occasional
observation. Things are made worse by my accent. WhenIask them
aboutasongoftheirs called “Wake Up”, theytellme sharply that they
never made asongcalled “White Cup”.

Theydressinthe currentb-boystyle. Straight-legjeans and trainers
withwidewhitelacesleftundone. When theywalk theyhave to drag their
feet. Butit’s thestyle.

Theystilllive with their parentsin Hollis, Queens. “Thusfarit’sno
problem,” says Run. Today theyre mainlyinterested in England. Who are
thebigrap starsthere? Whatare the bigrecords?

Itellthemthatalotoftherap tunescanonlybe picked onimport.
Consequently, alotofwhatdoes getreleased hereare the boringraps
abouthowgreatalover someoneis. Brag-stylerap.

“Wemakerecordslike thatsometimes,” says Run, “but there’s different
thingsyou cantalkabout. Wemakeall types of records.”

Whatstylesuits thembest? What do they prefer?

I T’'STUESDAY MORNING in New York. Run DMC, having put the

RUN DMC

“Ifthe personcanjustsmile,”
saysRun. “Alotofthe time the
lyrics we write are funny. Wejust
make surewe'revery creativeand
we don’tsay the same thing over
andover.Idon’twanttomake the
same message telling people
aboutpolitics. SometimesIwant
totalkaboutitand sometimesI
justmakeyoulaugh.”

Perhapsit’snotsurprising that
theyshould prefer the quick one-
liners to the put-downs.

Given theirlyrics to “Hard
Times” or “Wake Up”,Iwould have
thoughttheypossessed some
political perspective. Butit’s
ano-goarea. Likesomany
successful performers, iftheydo
hold anyviews, they’re not, strictly
not, for public consumption.

IaskthemaboutReagan’s
re-election. Theysay they don’t
careeitherway.Itell them that
surprises me. Theyshrugtheir
shoulders. The besttheycan
manageis, “Well helives here but
hedon’tcometoanyofourshows,
sowhyshould we care?”

Yesindeed, and change the subject. Doyou think the sound you've
created will start to stalewith futurerecords?

“Youneedadifferentvoice than mine,” says Run. “We can only make
whatwelike.”

Ever thoughtaboutgoinginto otherareas of music?

“Whatdoyoumean?”

Well, ever thought about singing, say?

“Wealwaysrap.”

Evertried singing?

“No,Idon’twanttosing. MaybeIcan, butrightnowwejustwanttorap.”

Embarrassingsilence.

“We're going to make amovie,” Run finally says. “Did you see Wildstyle?
That’sthe onelliked. Thatwasthebest.”

Itwasalright. Alotofthem are terrible.

“This onewill have The Fatboys, Melle Mel, DrJeckyll & Mr Hyde and
afewothers.”

Ihopeit'sbetter than therestof the rubbish. “Breakdance Boogaloo
Joe” orwhateverit’s called.

“Yeah,Idon'tlikeall that.Idon’twantto make amovie thatbadright
now, butI'llmakeitbecause ofall the traffic. Awholelotof records and
moviesonthestreet, butI'lljustdrive up there myselfon a one-waystreet.
Mindifluseyourphone?”

Bemy guest.

HICH WAY IS next? Run DMC boast about being the bestin

& ; ; ; town, and right now I'm prepared to go along with that.

Certainly, they’re the mostinventive and potentially
exciting pair around. The manner in which they deliver their lines—
ludicrously over the top —and the challenge of their music make them
ariveting proposition.

Whether they can thrive on whatthey’ve established is another matter.
Theironeforayoutofrockandrapisareggae piece to be found on their
new LP. Using Yellowman as atoaster, “Roots Rap Reggae” isan
undeniablylimp exercisein solderingreggae torap. Asign of the times?

“Ican’tsee Run DMC getting soft,” says producer Simmons. “Iknow
theyneed to develop and not compete. There’s alwayskids thatare going
tocomeup with themostdirectstreetstuff,and noartist can stay on top
ofthat. Tobuild a careeryouhave tobe more diverse and you have to show
whatyoudobest, notwhat the streetwants. The street wants something
veryspecific, and youonlyhave to pluginto thatscene to knowwhatitis.

“NowRun DMChave done a couple of things to soften up.Ididn’t want
themto gointhatdirection, soIthinkwere goingto go backto ourold
format. Thenextonewillbelouder and meaner.”

Fornow, the Kings Of Rock may polish their crowns. Paolo Hewitt ®

ALAMY
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makes a solo album.

In Paris, the singer talks dodging
paparazzi, the outrageous young
Rolling Stones, and the miners’
strike. He even touches on his solo
prospects. “You can’t expect to
get No 1s all the time,” he says,
“and if you do you’re a cunt.”

MICK JAGGER

THE

SHE'S
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[ don't
think Keith

was pleased”

MELODY MAKER

AGGERCUTSTHROUGH all the crap...
“WhenIwasinBarbadosandJerrywas

pregnant, we done alotof pictures for the press

andwe didn’twannabebothered anymore

and...Icouldseefiguresinthegarden...y’know,

we done the pictures, we played the game. So
Iwalked outveryquietly andIfound this guyunderneath
thehedge. He’slying there and I'm going ‘Heeyyy’ and he
goes, ‘C'mon, justanother fewrolls.’

“Solgothiminandhehasacupofteaandhesays, Tm
very proud-Iwasthe onewho got Princess Diwhen she was
pregnantin the Bahamas, remember thatone? Lyingon the
beach?The Queen calledittheblackestdayin
Englishjournalism.

“Hereallylovedit. And hewassaying, ‘Oh, that
wasmuchworse...Thad to crawl throughall this
stuff, and he was giving me the whole works
abouthowhehadtohideallnightinthishedge.
Whataway to earnapound note! What canyou
do?Ifyou’ve not much goingonit’s alright, butif
youhave ababy oryou've gotanewbird oryou're
gettingadivorce, it'salways abitdodgywith that
lot. Well, there’s always something.”

Well, ifyou've got skeletons in the cupboard,
Mick, what do you expect?

“That’sright.”

Notsomuch tornado, morea chillingwind...
Jagger enters thefrayjust 15minutesbehind »

DAVE HOGAN / GETTY



“TheLabourpartyisin
suchdisarraythatwho

couldtrustthemnow?”
-MickJaggerin1985
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schedule. A paltry 15 minutes. Before you evennotice he’s there he’s
whipped offhisjacket, dumped the poncho, shaken everyhandinthe
roomand, eyesdartinginadozendifferent directions atonce, absorbed
everyminute detail of the scene confronting him. Instinctively youknow
thereisnowayyou could everwin an argumentwith this man. Without
havingtosayaword, the boy, instantly, isin charge.

Helookslike... well, helookslike Jagger.

Disturbinglylean and formidably brusque, heis overtly friendly, but
single-mindedlybusinesslike. He doesn’'t waste time enquiring after our
health oraskingifwe’vehad a pleasantflight. “Shall we do the pictures
firstthen?” he askslightly.It’s clearlyan order.

The photographerisarmed and ready. “Iknowyou’'ve never done this
before, Mick, butdoyouthinkyoucan,er....” InstantlyJagger runs
obligingly through the whole prolific catalogue of sneers and snarls.
Tongue out. Tonguein. Ponchowrapped around his facelike a Mexican
bandit. Arms aloft. Armsfolded. Finger pointing threateningly. Jagger
leering. Jagger moody. Jagger posey.Jagger the pro.

YetstillIcan’tget over howskinnyheis. The thoughtrecurs thatif my
mumwas hereshe’dgivehim asharp clipround the earand draghim
home forseveral hotdinners. Mymum’s like that. Sadly, she’snever been
to Paris.

Itis, of course, acrazyold dayin Paris. The Whistle Testteam were on the
same plane over... David Hepworth was remarkably civil considering
howrudewe’vebeen abouthim. Black Echoes (yep, Black Echoes—“the
aceup oursleeve”, accordingto the publicist) were also duein town to
talk to the great manlater, butsadlyJohn Blake of the Mirrorhad already
beenand gone.

AsforJagger,hehadn’tbeenup toolong. It’s early afternoon, but then
hewas up formost of the night. Not partying—he’snot one to party the
nights away so much now-butworking on the next Stones album. That’ll
beout...it'llbe outsometime... scupperingrumours ofanimpending
splitintheranks. ButrightnowJaggerhas

Butyoudon’tthink that20years ago youwould have been appalled to
thinkyou'dstillbe atitwhenyou're over40?

“Nah. Notappalled. Surprised, perhaps. Butall the peopleIliked when
Iwas20wereverymuchintheforties age bracket. Chuck Berry, Muddy
Waters, Howlin’ Wolf. Ithought that Elviswas ancientand he was only
somethinglike eightyears older than me. Buthe wasstillgood. Even
thoughIthoughthewasold, Istillliked whathedid whenIwas12or13
orsomethin’”

Doyoureallythinkyou've still got somethingto say toayoungaudience?

“Ohyeah. Yeah. The thingaboutstartingoutinabandis that the first
albumsyoudo tend to be horrible. Most firstalbums bybands, the only
thing theyhave going for themis enthusiasm.

“ThefirstStones albumisapretty good albumreally, consideringwhen
itwasrecorded-ithasalotofbrashness and enthusiasm-but quite often
that’sallthose albumshave. You canreally play 'em after awhile because
theyjustgetboring, there’snotany musicianship goingon, there’s
nothingunderneathit-it’sjust speed and enthusiasm.”

The obvious questionis, aftera20-year career, whyhas MickJagger now
decided to putoutasoloalbum?

“The obvious answeris whynot?”

Obviousbutglib.

“Icouldsayitin three or fourlanguagesifyoulike.”

Goonthen.

“No, thethingisalotof mymates and people like you were always
saying, ‘C'mon, Mick, whyare youlazingabout?’ Basically, itwasn’ta
thought-out thingatall, so glib answersabound, but the truthisITworked
alotin 1983 with the Stonesin the studio. We done alot of videosand I
wrote these songs very quickly, likein a couple of weeks. AsI'd been doing
allthisworkwith the Stones, therewas nowayIwas goingbackin the
studio again after beingthere for nine months or whatever, including
doingavideo, soIthoughtI'd do demos for fun. ThenIthought, ‘Wait

aminute, Imightaswelldo thissolo album

allowed himselftwo days to promote his
firsteversoloalbum, She’s The Boss, with
ahandful of selected interviews. These he
appearsto conductwithno obviousrelish,
butaspirited amiability. The brave, cheeryface
youmight present to the dentist.

Asamatter offact,Thappentolike hisalbum.
Hisvoiceis pleasingly bluesy and the songs
generallyseemharder than on manyarecent
Stonesalbum.Jagger smiles gratefully. You're
never toorich forminor compliments. Not,
however, that thisisan opinionlikely tobe
shared by most of mybeloved colleagues
inthe music press. Assureassure canbe,

“Hard rock is
my main
talent... I think
[ can do that
pretty good”

everyone’s alwaysaskingmeaboutandI've
alwayssaid, “OhImightdoitoneday.”
“Itwasagood timeto doitbecauselthoughtit
wastimetostartbreakingpatternsalittle bit.I
hadn’tbeentakingenough chances maybe... it
wasdoinganalbum and then goingon theroad
foralittlewhile, thenlaying back.Ithoughtthe
timewasgood togetonand dosomething. And
therecord companywere verygood aboutit.
Theysaid, ‘We don’twantyouto do fouralbums
with the Stones; we want you to do two onyour
own. SowhenIsaidIwantedto dothissolo
album theywereverysupportiveratherthan
saying, ‘Ohwell, we'drather have a Stones

She’s The Bosswill be savaged much as
thesingle “JustAnother Night” has
alreadybeensavaged. Some thingsare
tediouslypredictable.

Yetoldistornot, therearefewrock
heart-throbseventodaywho didn’t
learn their craftfrom MickJagger...
whether they knowitornot. And play-
actingornot, Jaggerremainsarockicon.
Allthattartiness, that tongue-in-cheek
sexuality, the brazen self-parodying
flaunting ofhisownlegend, anda
persistentlynaturalfeel for earthy, dirty
rockmusic... perhaps he mightstill,
evenatthedecrepitage of41,be
considered the definitiverockstar.
Perhaps. Perhapsnot. Butdullheisn’t.

“Nah,nah...it'ssecond nature tome,”
he guffawsin thatwinningway ofhis
whenlaskhimifhemightbe considered
an...ahem...embarrassmentplaying
hardrockmusicathisage.

“See,Idon’tconsiderI'd be any good at
anythingelse.Icando otherkinds of
music, buthardrockis mymain talent
andIthinkIcandothatprettygood.
Idon’thave any problems doingit.”

“It’'sajokeon

sexism”:Jagger
onthetitletrack
toShe’s The Boss
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album firstifyoudon’tmind.”

l Co-produced by Bill Laswell, the album
‘ featuresagrand old array of name session
musicians from Jeff Beck to Nile Rodgers
and Slyand Robbie. Yet the most
surprising thing aboutitis howlittleit
straysfrom the basicrockformathoned to
perfectionbythe Stones down theyears.
Freedfrom the guidance of Sir Keefand
the others, Jaggerwaswidely expected to
gooffatatangent.

“Well,inabandyouexpecttocomeup
withideas, that'swhataband’sallabout,
whereaswhenyou'reworkingwith
musiciansin thiswaytheybasically expect
itallto come fromyou. Allthedirection,
thelines ofthebass—everything.

“Iguesstherearesomethingsonthere
Iwouldn’thave donewith the Rolling
Stonesinthe sameway, butwith the
materialIdidn’tsetouttodoan
experimental album like some hip-hop
thingorajazzalbum, whichiswhatalot
of people thoughtIwas doing.

“So the songsIwrotewere basically the
samesortofsongsIwrite forthe Stones,
thesamekind of material. Whether



“Hesaidwhynotdoit
later?”:MickandKeith
inNovember1985,
ninemonthsafterthe
releaseof theformer’s
firstsoloalbum

theywould have been done differentlywith the
Stonesishypothetical.”

Ifnothingelse, ithasaprovocative title. The song
“She’s The Boss” isa pretty standard growlyR'n'B
affairwhich, tomeatleast, soundslikeabackhander
aimed atthe more militant elements of the feminist
movement. Jagger denies this quite strenuously.

“Nah, Ijustmadeitup onthe spur ofthe momentin
thestudio. Mostofthe vocalislive.Idunno, it’sabout
allthe executiveladytalk. You getalotofall that
abouttherealindependentwoman, soljustmadeit
up.Imade thewordsasaspoofonthewhole thing.”

Soit’'snotareverse sexism thing?

“Nah, it'snot. Butyou can takeitanywayyouwant. Thereis some
seriousstuffin there. The guyisscreamingthathe can’tfuckher’coshe’s
gottowash hishair... it’sajoke, y’know. It’s ajoke on sexism. All the
womenI'veplayedittoreallylikeit. Allthe female executives attherecord
companyreallyliked thatone.”

You'llget flakforit, though.

“Don’tthinkso. Notfrom any of the women who've hearditsofar
anyway. Maybe I'll getit from men. Feminist men. Butch men. Macho
menwon'tlikeit.”

The oddityonthealbumisaballad called “Hard To Please”, which
Jagger performsinaweird strangulated drawl. I tellhim he soundslike
Dylangrapplingwith “LayLadyLay”. For the oneand only time during
our encounter helooks genuinely shocked.

“It'ssupposed to sound like Aaron Neville,” he grumbles with
exaggerated shirtiness. “That’swhatIwasaimingat. Someone told me
yesterdayitsounded asifIwastryingto copy Marvin Gaye.Iwasn’ttrying
to copyanybodyreally, but there’s alittle bit ofeverythinginit.”

Noteverybody, itseems, isasthrilled about theidea ofaJaggersolo
album. Ifrumoursaretobebelieved—and I alwaysbelieve rumours—the
other Stones wereless than enamoured of the whole escapade and Sir
Keef, in particular, was miffed that the project was occupying so much
time when he wanted to get on with the next Stones album.

“Yeah...” he concedes vaguely, “but Keith knewIwas gonnado this. He
knewI'd plannedit, 'coswhenwe talked about the Stones contractsIsaid
theywanted me to do twosoloalbumsandIsaid, Tthinkit’'sagoodidea.
Iwanttodoit, otherwise 'mnever gonnadoit.’ [ told him Iwanted to doit

' MICK JAGGER

now, and he said whynotdoitlater? AndIjustsaid,
‘Well, no...Ireallyfeellike doingitnow.Idon’t think
hewasthatpleased aboutit, buthe gotused tothe
idea. Anyway, [was the only onein theband who
hadn’tdoneasolo project. Keith had done tours on
hisownand Ronniehad... Keithhad even putout
asingleonhisown...”

He pausestosavour theanticipated raised
eyebrows... “It’scalled ‘Run Rudolph Run’.”

Afurtherdramatic pause toaccommodate the
inevitable sniggers. “And Bill's done several solo
album, Ronnie’sdoneloads, innumerable things
whichI've helped himwith, produced, wrote songs for, everything. Iwas
theonlyonewhohadn’tdone anything, soIdon’tthink theyhad any kind
of complaints whatsoever. Really. They were stymied.”

Themanagingdirectorhas spoken.

when societywas repulsed by MP Jagger. The immorality of youth,

violence on the streets, drug abuse, the breakdown oflaw and
order, heavy snowfallin March, losing to the West Indies at cricket,
most of the ills of the western world were at one time or another laid
directly atthe door of the Rolling Stones. And when they said Stones
they meantJagger.

Arecentbiography of the Stones by Philip Norman suggests thathis
currentrespectability, his elite statusin the establishment, was always
somethingthatJagger craved. Mick was, the bookimplies, impressed
fromthe startby fame, wealth and international status, and whatever the
fearsome publicimage or outrageous headline foisted upon them, he
consistently sawthe Stones as a tool to achieve it for himself. A simplistic
view, butlike Brian Jones and unlike Sir Keef, Mick enjoyed arelatively
comfortable upbringing. Itwas the music of Howlin’ Wolfthat moved
him, notthe desire to completely overturn traditional values.

Now, with a teenage daughter ofhisown-and he believesinastrictly
disciplined upbringingbyall accounts—and the benefit ofhaving
experienced virtually every excess known to mankind, Jagger can afford
tobephilosophical aboutitall. Heinsists that the Stones always were the
real thing, and while the wild rock'n’roll rebelimage was something
fostered by the media, itwasnever consciously manufactured. »

I TSEEMS HARD to credit it now, children, but there was a time
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“Itwasn’tjustaposeinthefirstplace.Inthat period, we wereveryangry
andviolent. Butalotof that soon disappeared when we achieved success;
by 1965, even though peoplesstill believed thatifyouhad longhairyou
wererebellious... and thatwasit.

“It’shard to putyourselfback. It'shard to explain to people who didn’t
live through thatperiod whatitwaslike. Itwas unbelievable. Butby 65
the Stones were part of showbusinessinaway. Asuccessfulband,
internationallyknown.Andifithadn’tbeenforall the drugbusts... that
changed anawfullot... itchanged our attitude to everything.”

Inwhatway?

“Well, itbroughtusbacktothe... wewerejustagood-timeband having
averygood time on theroad makingthe music

really. Well, youmusthavelived though that. It was very different then.
You couldn’tdojustwhatyouwanted. You couldn’'twear whatyou
wanted withoutpeoplelaughingatyou.

“Nowyoucan, moreorless...in England anyway. A few people laugh at
you, buteveryone laughed atyou then. Itwas constant, so you gotvery
hardenedtothatabuse. [twasn’t particularlyfunny, butbeinginaband
helpedbecause you could supporteach other.”

Jagger’s presentrolein the currentscheme of thingsis, inany case,
confused. While the Stonesremain moreimitated than any otherband,
anybodywhose sexual adventuresinspires suchinterestin the society
columnsisrightlyripe for derision. Jagger contests thathe despises this

closemediaattention, butadmits thathe’ll

wewanted and makingrecords thatI think were
prettygood. Thenwe gotinto this whole thing of
beingbusted and wenttojailand everything,
and thatputusbacktowhere westarted, sowe
hadtospendall ourenergyand time fighting
thatratherthan making music, whichwas
reallyboring. Boringand time-consuming. It
madeusregressinlittlewaysinattitude.”

Andthatreinforced therebel thing.

“Yeah, butwhatI'mtryingtosayis there was
aperiod between thatwhen we werereally
happy-go-luckyand enjoyinglifeand havinga
lotofsuccessandnotbeing excessivein any
wayandworkingveryhard producingalot of

“T'hat time
from mid-"64 to
‘07 was a very
happy period
in our lives”

“play the game” whenitsuitshim.

Despite hisriches, he hatesthe thought that
peoplemightthinkofhimasaToryand claims
tobe concerned aboutsocialissues. Contrary
tohisreputationasabread head, he claims
(thoughnotinthisinterview) to give awayalot
ofhismoneyto charity—andhefeelsitishis
dutytodoso.

Genuinelyinterested, I askhim for his views
ontheminers’strike. It provokes the most
eloquentandlengthydissertation of our
meeting. Ashebecomes more animated, the
Americanismsthatcreepinduringthe course
of conversation swiftlydisappear, asdo the

albumsvery quickly. Ontheroad permanently
and goingallround the worldand havingalot of fun. That time from the
middle of'64 to’67 was averyhappy periodin ourlives.”

Haveyoufoundithardtohangontoyoursanity?

“No, notreally. Onlyone or two timesit gotabit difficult. Whenyou're
akidyouthinkeveryone’sagainstyou. Thatwasenough. And then Brian
reallyboughtitover thatwhole thing. He tookitall to heartand boughtit,
moreorless. Heletitfesterinhim. So thatwasatough time. Butafter that
webeganto getbackintoit.”

Jaggerhasgone onrecordassayingthatherates thefirstStonesalbum
thebest. Which supportthe widely held view that the Stones went soft
centuriesago. It certainlysounds asif, musicallyatleast, he’s nostalgic for
theearlydays.

“Well, everyonelikes to thinkaboutwhen theywere young, butI'm not
reallyanostalgia person, 'm more interested inwhat’s goingonnowthan
whathappened whenever. Of course, youlookbackatthe pastsometimes
with abitofaglow, butitwasn’tveryeasyalotoftimes, itwas prettyawful
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snatches ofyob talk—his trademark-which
hoverlikeaperverse defiancein the face ofhis huge wealth.

“Thereisnorightorwronginsomethinglike the miners’ strike.It’sthe
malaise that’s affected England since the turn of the century, the ever-
continuing malaise of Britishindustry. Andit’sasickness that England
doesn’trealise or doesn’twanttorealise, and certain other people exploit
thatunwillingness to change fastenough.

“To change from heavyindustry, the over-emphasis of heavyindustry,
mostofitinthe Northand the Midlands, right,and Scotland... in
shipbuilding, steel, coal, all these things that made Englandlikea great...
well, the firstindustrial countryin the 18th and 19th century.

“It'sagradualrundown of those industries and the slownessin
transferringto other technology... and unfortunately the miners’ strike
isone of the products of that continuing inadaptability, and the people
thatdon’twantto adapt. And the people who wantto exploit other
people’sunwillingness to do so. Of course, it’s tragicifyou'relivingin one
ofthose places, which Inever did.
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“I'wasbroughtupinatownwhich wascommuterand
industrial, and we had some heavyindustryin the town. We had
Fords, whichisreally close and alot of people worked there; and
wehadJ&EHalls, whichislike heavyindustrial equipment; and
we had Burroughs Wellcome, which is chemicals; and we had all
thechalkand the quarry, whichisheavy. And we had coalfields
notfaraway.SoiftherewasalullatJ&EHallsand theylaid off
people atVickersin Woolwichin thearmaments—and there
obviouslywasalay-offafter the war—people could move to alight
industrylike Burroughs Wellcome, which wasadrugindustry
and takingon people.

“Butifyou’relivingin aone-industry townitmustbevery, very
difficult. It’s much easier for somebodylike me coming from that
background, knowingthatwith theunemployment thingit’s
relatively easyto switch from one to another. Youdidn'thave to
move. Youjusttook the bustoanotherfactory. Butifyou'reliving
inamining communityin Wales—and I'vebeen to those—those
placesarejustdead. Theminesaredead.Soit’sa
whole differentballgame and peoplein the south of
England probablydon’trealise that.

“Butthatdiversification of industry and mobility
oflabouris the way the UK, like everyoneelse, is
gonnahave to go. The same thing’shappeningin
Americainthenorth-east. Slowly. There’s too much
steel production and all those things, so people have
tomove. Theydid move alotto the south-west,and
they'restartingto come backnowbecause the north-
eastisbecomingthebigplaceforlightindustry.Is
thisamusicinterview?”

Goon.

“The children of the people who migrated got
bored because there wasn’tenough happening,
sotheycomebackto thatbigareafrom Boston to
Washington. They come back to Massachusettsand
those factories for computers and all that stuffbeing operated there. The
secret, alotofit,ismobilityand also adaptability.

“I'sunfortunatein England thatsome mines and otherindustries have
tobe changed, but otherwise thewhole thing’s gonna have to go down.
Thewhole thingaboutEngland beinganindustrialbaseand arich
countryisgonnago down the tubes. ButI don’t thinkit’s gonnahappen,
becauseldon’tthink English people are thatstupidin the end.

“The otherthingthat’ssobad aboutitisitmakes the LabourPartyso
ineffective asan opposition party. Evenifl were a Tory—which I'mreally
not-Iwouldn’tlike theidea of the Labour partybeingsoweakand
divided becauseitdoesn’tgive the Thatcher governmentanykind of
proper opposition. The Labour partyisinsuch disarray that who could
trust them now? Well, not trust, butwho could relyon themtoruna
singular policy, which the UKneeds, because theyare sodivided. And
theminers’strikehas divided them even more, so they’re gonnaneed
another period ofafewyears to getback together.”

Soyouthinktheminers’strike hasbeen misguided?

“No.It'snotmisguided, it’s guided. Some of the individuals mightbe
misguided, butit’savery political thing. It'sa guided political motivation,
aswastheminers’strikein... wasit’29? And the '74 one was aguided
onetoo. Dueto thesuccess ofthe’74 one, I thought there was astrong
possibility that this strike would bring down the government, but
obviously, that’snotgonnahappen.

“So...andIdon’tthink Arthur Scargill will be too annoyed with me for
sayingit—-whattheycouldn'tdowith the ballotbox, the miners’ union
were tryingto do by striking... bringdown the Tory government. But they
didn’tsucceed andIthink theyshouldreally gobackto bring the Labour
partybacktoacohesive politicalunitand tryto doitthe otherway.Idon’t
thinkit’s done anybodyanygood, the miners’ strike. OK, so the miners
are gonnahave aslightly better package than otherwise they mighthave
done, butit musthave caused so much hardship toindividuals. And all
thethingaboutitbeingsuchastrongunion-it'sweakened theirunion.”

Phew!Thisisaman, remember, who was friendly with Labour MP Tom
Dribergand once toyed with theidea of standing for parliament.

" N 7‘E TALKAlittle more about music. Jagger haslittle time
these days for most of the chartbands he hears and isrudely
dismissive of thelikes of Wham!and Duran. He admits he’'d

getaspecial thrillifhis solo stuff does well, butisn’t expecting miracles.

Jaggerwith
Texanmodel
JerryHall, his
partnersince
separationfrom
Biancain1977

“Youshouldn’treallyworryaboutall that,
especiallyifyou'vehad alotofsuccess, because
you've gotto have upsand downsinyour career. You
can’texpecttogetNo 1sallthe time,andifyoudo
you'reacunt.

“Lookat Culture Club; thatwas the biggest thing
sincesliced bread. Then theyputoutarecord that
basicallywasn’tasgood, and kidsdidn’tgo outand
buyit. The album was pretty horrible, actually... and
itstiffed. But thatshould just make youmore
determined when you goin and do the nextone. Yourlife can’tberun by
totallycommercial precepts.”

Hismaininterest—asithasalwaysbeen-isblack music, and he spent
much oflastsummer dancing the nights awayin Londonin obscure
reggae clubs. “Ilike to dance,” he says simply. “Ifyoucan’tdancetoit,
thentomealotofitisuseless.”

Soyoustillgo out?

“Yeah, I've alwaysbeen able to go out. It'simportant not to be stupid
aboutitandbeasordinaryaspossibleinso farasyoulead apretty
ordinarylifeand neversayno,Ican’tdothat. Alotof Americans cut
themselves off. But English people by and large—all the ones I know,
anyway-theygo outand putup withit. Sometimesyougetabitofargy-
bargy, people come up and say “Ello Mick’ or ‘Fuck off, Mick’, butyou put
upwithitbecause youwantto bethere, whetherit’sinapuboraconcert
orwhatever.Itcanbeboring, though... yougettolearnall thelittleins
and outs of howto avoid people bugging you.”

Lennon’s death musthave hityouhard.

“Yeah...itwasahorrible thing to happen, butyou're notgonnachange
your life because of that. A fewpeople mighthave done that, but... there’s
always the sub-machine guninthe pocket.Ithinkitwasanisolated
incidentreally;itwasn’tlike aspate of people gettingkilled. It’s not
somethingyouwantto talkaboutreally, becauseitgives peopleideas.
Yousay ‘Noway’ and thenyou getsome fuckingidiot comingatyou.”

Mick, whatare the high points of your career?

Notamoment’s hesitation.

“TheMod BallatWembley, 1964... Ready Steady Go!...1loved doing
Ready Steady Go!.The thing remember was watching Otis Redding. He
did 20 minutes at the end of Ready Steady Go!,live TV.Itwas great. Much
betterthan The Tube. There’satape ofit. It waslostforawhile, but they
dugitup. Thatwas excellent. [remember that. And playingin Richmond
whenitfirststarted toreallyhappen, thatwasagreatbuzz. Los Angelesin
’81, thatwasgreat...”

Bythistime, the natives are getting wellitchy. The firstbellrang 20
minutes ago,and makeup ladies are nowbeingushered into The
Presence to prepare him for his audience with David Hepworth. The
photographerandlareshepherded out.

Jaggerwhacks us powerfullyacross the shoulders. “Well, boys, thatwas
reallywonderful,” hesays, sarcasm-a-go-go.

Quite. ColinIrwin ®
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HiiskerDiistirupa
Midwesterndust
storm:(l-r) Grant
Hart,GregNorton

:
‘a

andBobMould

ALBUMS
Hiisker Dii sST
These are fast times that we live
in, something that dawned upon
Husker Diilong before New Day
Rising glimpsed the light.

Theykeep abreathless,
occasionally frantic pace with all
the strainsinvolved. Although
they shatter barriers of sound,
they never seemtobreak the
boundaries of their native land.
Husker Dij, like Sonic Youthin
their way or (for all their petulant
protestations) Swans in theirs,
are unavoidably American - the
dust of their Midwest heimatis
lodged deep within the creases
between every chord.

It’sironic, in these days of
gun-toting, culture-popping,
born-again, damn-de-diddle
Yankeeism, that the imagery of
the Midwest through to New
Mexico should have such appeal.
Even those more stateless than
|seem somehow drawn to the
sandy wastes and cramped
psychesthat (in our minds at
least) have altered little since the
age of Faulkner - “Tupelo”, from
the forthcoming Nick Cave LP,
shows our favourite exile burying
deeper stillinto smalltown
Americana.But where Caveis
always Malcolm Lowry’s man
apart, Hiisker Dij, like Sam
Shepard’s truck-saddle-sore
wanderers, are more athome
around here. Their journey, for
allits personal detail, is more
outward going.

Hiisker Diiare three, butit’s
the huge guitar of the large Bob
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Mould that swells to fill their
widescreen soundscape. The
sound of his six strings has the
same evocative qualitiesas Ry
Cooder’s -where the sound of
Cooderisthe sound of the
scorched New Mexico desert, or
the Louisiana swamp, Mould’s is
the dust-grain swirl of the wide-
open spaces, where words are
scattered like roadside cafes,
domestic traumasbursting inside
while the litter whirls around the
gas pumps outside.

Mould himselfis one of the
greatblue-collar endomorphs.
Aspicturedin NME’s hardcore
issue, collared T-shirt straining
againstablubbery figure, grin
bubbling through abroad face,
the bottleneck peeping fromthe
brown paperbaginhand, he
looks like he could have aheart to
match his waistband, probably
paired witha clout to clot your
brain cells.Prod himand he'd
wobble, but push himand...

Mould, it should be clear by
now, is no slight man, bolstering
hisego witha
barrage of guitar.
His sound,
however large,
feelslike an
extension of
himself. It’s
grand but never
grandiose. His
singing, even
more soon
New Day Rising
thanonit’s
predecessor
ZenArcade,
sometimes has

\ \"

the wrenched
defiance of the
cornered,sometimes
the strange fragility of
16 tons of sensitivity.
So,59 times the pain,100 times
thefeeling,1,000 times the
space. Thisis the big country -
forreal. Don Watson, NME March9

Phil Collins

VIRGIN

Therise andrise of wee Phil
Collinshas to be one of the
stranger talesin the wacky
worlds of pop. Starting off as
aboyactor,asortof very
English Micky Dolenz, the
adolescent Philsomehow
drifted away fromsucha
perfectly acceptable career
into the much more sinister
surroundings of the demon
pomp-rock. Yes, dryice and
15-minute album tracks were
the staple diet of aband called
Genesis for whom the now much
older but perennially wee Mr

Collins bashed the skins.
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Then, disaster.
The charismatic
frontman departed
the fold and Genesis

were suddenly aband
without face or voicebox. But,
miracle of miracles, that little
drummer boy had beensitting
onabig, big voice all this time
andhe now rushed to the
rescue, saving the day for
millions of art students while
simultaneously paving the way
forthesolo career.

And now the man who brought
the tank top backinto pop has
released what many folk might
refer to as hislong-awaited third
solo album. Not surprisingly, No
Jacket Required contains
absolutely nosurprises. Itis,
quite simply, Phil Collins
Superstar doing what Phil Collins
doesbest, singing and drumming
on10 of his own songs, most of
which are about the sadder side
of all things Valentine, with
titles like “One More Night”,
“Doesn’t Anybody Stay Together
Anymore” and
“Take Me Home".

Naturally
enough, itisall
far too smooth,
manufactured
andblandto
elicitany real
involvement or
response on the
partof the
listener, asort
of desperately
timid, albeit
reasonably
pleasant
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backdrop to all our less serious
bedroom tiffs.

“Sussudio” you all know
already, of course, only most of
youprobably refer toitunderits
original title “1999” sung by that
incredibly rude Prince chap.

“Take Me Home”, which wraps
the whole thing up, will soon
become equally familiar whenit’s
inevitably releasedinsingle form
to cashinonthe fact thatvocals
are ably assisted by Sting, Helen
Terry and Peter Gabriel. Which
is, of course, somewhere near
where we first came in.

Sadly, none of thisincreasingly
fashionable backslapping can
domuchtoalter the initial
impression, that Phil Collins is
agenerally sound sort of bloke
who makes fairly ordinary
records for very ordinary people
toplay at their desperately
ordinary parties. Like the man
says, nojacket required. And not
too muchimagination either.
Barry Mcllheney, MMFeb23

Tears For Fears
MERCURY

None of youshouldreally be
too surprised that Tears For
Fearshave made suchan
excellentalbum. The healthy
signs were there asfarback as
“Mothers Talk”. Asong that
paved the way for “Shout”, surely
one of the BIGGEST noises this
side of Frankie.

Bothsongsareincluded on
Songs From The Big Chair,an
album that fully justifies the
rather sneering, told-you-so
looks adopted by Curt Smithand
Roland Orzabal on the sleeve.
“The Working Hour” is almost
asfastas“Shout”, starting off
with asweet little saxophone solo
before bursting out into a big,
wide arrangement full of the
sound of chiming guitars and
drums thatalways manage to
stumble their way through to the
heart of the matter.

“Everybody Wants To Rule The
World” actually SWINGS, and

provides further evidence that

tobe foundinthe
vocals, moving
away from the
tortured squawks
of the “Mad World”
erathroughtoafar
morerestrained form
of delivery.Indeed, the
school of thought that
TFF are fastbecoming the
Simon & Garfunkel of the'80s
isfurther bolstered by “I
Believe”, which bears absolutely
noresemblance to the classic
Bachelors hit of the same name.

Instead it’s dedicated to Robert
Wyatt, probably the only person
inthe world who willbe able to
work out exactly what the very
plaintive vocal of young Roland is
trying to say. Whatever, it's the
sortof fragile ballad that Art
Garfunkel used to pipe out note-
perfect to half amillion drugged
American students,and as such
should guarantee mega-success
Stateside for Blighty's
latest and hottest
contenders.

Without wishing
toruin apositive
review by
introducing a
note of bitchiness,
Orzabalisvery
close tobecoming
abitof aGeorge to
Curt’s Andrew, taking
thecreditonall1osongs
from his big chair while poor
Smithy getsalook-in onjust the
one. Elsewhere, Orzabal teams
up mainly with previously
anonymous keyboards player
lan Stanley, the man responsible
for half of both “Shout” and
“Mothers Talk”,and as such an
obviously vital figure in this
group’s stunning transformation
fromlast year’sbadjoke to this
year'sbiggest surprise.

The final trackis called
“Listen”, another smoochy sort
of ballad which features Marilyn
David on operatic vocal and
which has atitle that could well
be used as a one-word summary
for what you all should do when
confronted with a copy of Songs
From The Big Chair.

Anawfullot of people will, of
course,goonandonabout
overcoats, The Lotus -5
Eatersandanalleged a(_; 7
lack of depth. And # § &
anawful lot of
people willhave
to eatanawful
lot of words.
Barry Mcllheney,
MMMar3
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Goodold-fashioned
badboys: Jim(left)and
WilliamReidof The
JesusAndMary Chain

SINGLES
The Jesus And Mary Chain

BLANCO YNEGRO

Good old-fashioned racket
from pop’'s latest good
old-fashioned bad boys.
Somewhere along the vintage
Killing Joke/Stooges/Pistols
metal-as-stream-of-
consciousness axis, “Never
Understand” starts at Awith Z
inits sights and simply doesn’t
letup. Not unpleasant,
ofits kind. Skilfully
amateurish
production by
uncredited
backroom wizard.
B-side comprises
the threatening
“Suck” and the
chaotic “Ambition”,
which producesan
effectsimilar to having
aBlack & Decker sander
thrustinto your face. Spiral
scratch revisited. By the way,
which one’s Jesus? MMFeb23

Don Henley
GEFFEN
Glenn Frey MCA

How’s about a bit of Don
Henley? Didn’t think so.
Actually, the old Eagle scores
several points over Jagger by
notbeing ashamed about his
age. “The Boys Of Summer”is
alikeably unpretentious AOR
single -something aboutas
commonas black facesonthe
MM frontpage - thatshows
how to grow old with grace.
Better thanjustabout
everything the Eagles put out
and shouldbe a hit. | know we're
not supposedto like records
by people like Henley,
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Don'’s former colleague
GlennFrey's “The HeatIs On”,
meanwhile, is evidence that
it's never wise to trust more
thanone old hippy at a time.
Taken from Eddie Murphy’s
new starring vehicle, it has
absolutely nothing to do with
the great Isley Brothers track
of the same name and should
be prosecuted for something
or other. MMFebo

Prince & The Revolution
WEA

Double-header snipped from
the exotic Purple Rain elpee,
and no doubt this will find the
heavily guarded celebrity
speeding once more towards
the top of the charts. “Let’s
Go Crazy” will have all those
Hendrix comparisons making
acomeback, beingafrenetic
portion of rock’n’ soul covered
in caterwauling lead guitar.
“Take Me With U” ismore
relaxed, with a quirky string
arrangement papering over
the absence of any great
substance. MMFeb23

Madonna SIRE

Bouncy stuff from the world’s
least virginal female singer.
“lamamaterialgirl,” confesses
Madonna, whois glimpsed on
the sleeve clutchingablue
satinsheetabout her naked
personage. Rrrrrrr. The music
is catchy enough, witha
purposeful throbinits step.
Butwhatis the strangeringing
noise that comes jabbing out of
the mix? Hit, of course. MMFeb23

The Damned MCA

Fromthe'60s came jaunty
keyboard-led ditties, andin
their wake Madness. Now, third-
hand, come the eternal Damned
-truly along way from the spirit
of “New Rose”. MMMar3o

MICHAEL PUTLAND / GETTY
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“I'm prepared
to go down
with the ship”

On behalf of , Morrissey meets the fanzine press.
He faces questions about love, Band Aid, the Moors Murderers
and the band’s own unique position in the world. “There are
people | admire,” he says, “but ultimately we are alone.”
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ROB VERHORST / ALAMY

MELODY MAKER

HEFOLLOWING INTERVIEW was conducted by a panel of fanzine writers including
Dave Haslam from Debris, Tim Barlow from Eat Yourself Fitter, Rob Deacon from Abstract,

Lesley O’Toole from Inside Out, Jon Story

from Bucketfull Of Brains, and Robert

Watts from Running Order. With Melody

Makereditor Allan Jones as acting
chairman, the panel metat Rough Trade’s London
offices on Thursday, February 14, 1985. What happened
nextiswhathappens next...

RUNNING ORDER:Why haveyou decided to do thiswith
fanzinewriters?

MORRISSEY: We hadlots ofrequests and it seemed really
snottytoignore them. It seemslikelots of people felt that
assoonaswebeganto chartand becamebigbusiness,
wewould forgetall our originalideals. And I getsomany
letters from people who are hysterical and frustrated
anditseemsthatThe Smithsareundersomuch pressure.
Theimplications seemstobe, “Whenwill The Smithsfall
down?Whenwill theyforgeteverybody? When will they
turninto somerigid, surfy pop group?” Which willnever
happen. AndIgetreally tired of people suggestingitwill...
Itseemsthateverysingle dayIhave to go before the courts
and explainsomany things.Ithink The Smithsareundera

greatdeal of pressure. More pressure thanany other group. »

MARCH 16, 1985 450 WEEKLY
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Morrisseyin1985:
“Ithinkit'sabout

timesomebodydid
somethingofvalue”
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INSIDEOUT:Why?

Ithink probablybecause so manypeople had so much faithinusand
becauseweliveinsuchableakworld, peoplereallybelieved that that
faith couldn’treallyhave been authenticand eventually the cloak would
falland The Smithswould turninto... well, somethingelse...

I10:Whatis the greatest pressureonyou?

Thereare somany. Where does one begin? Well... The Smiths seem to
havealotofcriticsand the greatest pressureI thinkisjustfending them
off. Alotof people don’tgive you theright toreply about many things and
they come to assumptions. But thisis just modernjournalism.

10:Whatabout the pressure of being ahero tosomany people?
Icantakeit,I cantakeit.

10:Imean, you getall theseletters from peoplesaying, “Ifyoudon’t
writebackI’'mgoing to commitsuicide...”

Yes, it’s difficult. We can snigger aboutit, butit’s very difficultbecause it
happenseverydayand whatdoes one do?Ifyoureplyto theseletters you
becomeimmediatelyinvolved and you become absolutelyresponsible,
whichisaterrible thing. It’s sad to me thatso many people do think
aboutsuicide and so many people’slives arein ashambolic mess, but
hereweare...

DEBRIS: Whyisit, do you think, thatso many of your songs seem to
dealwith the adolescent experience, even thework on the newLP?
Imean, youaregettingolder.

Iam, indeed. Butwhy...Ithinkifmostpeople sang or wrote words,
that’'swhatthey'd singabout orwrite about. 'mnot obsessed with t.
Itwassomething, as probablylots of people can gather, Ididn’'t cope
with too cleverly. SoIdofeel bitterness, but'm not massively, incurably
obsessed withit.

DEBRIS:Doyou thinkyou’vemadeamyth outoftheidea that
adolescenceissomethingspecial?

Well, Ithinkitisspecial. It formsyour opinions for the rest of your life.
Theveryobvious things aboutadolescencereally do shape your future.
Ifyouhave awonderful adolescence, yougoontobeaveryassured
person. Butifyoudon’t,youdon’treallyhave assurance.It’s the stage
Ithinkyouhave to go through successfully and very ambitiously,
otherwiseyou'reinsometrouble. That’s my observation.Ithinkwe
shouldn’treallyunderestimateit.

EATYOURSELFFITTER: Do you thinknowthatyou aresuccessful
you'vemerely traded one form of miseryforanother?

No,Idon’tthinkso. Virtuallyeverythingaboutthe pop industry, I detest.

Idon'tfeelapartofittoanydegree. Butthat’sfine, because nowwe’re
becomingsuccessful, andIthinkit’sveryinteresting that The Smiths
cansurvive, nonetheless, even though we all feel thisway. So that’s
quiteunique. ButI don’tfeel absolutely, entirely miserable. Iwould do
iflcouldn’tdo this.

I0:Whatissuccess for The Smiths?

It'sjustreally the very obvious thingslike sellingrecordsand having
some power, beingin the situation where peoplereally have tolisten to
youwhether theywantto or not. That'ssuccess and that’s valuable.
Everythingelseisjusttotalnonsense, really.

DEBRIS: Didyouallsitdown and sayto each

it'sreallyimportant tome that
peoplerealise thatwe haven’t
becomesloppyandwehaven’t

become cushioned and we haven’t =1
become fatand lazy. Because we / ‘
didn’twant to go into the bigleague,

& & cd8 -\...._.-//

asitwere,andadheretoalltherules.
That’s pointless. It makes the entire
historyof The Smiths totally ‘

pointless. Therehastobesomething
thatseparatesus.And tobe quite
honest, weareveryangry.Imean,in
verysimple termswe are very, very
angry. We'reangry about the music
industry. We're veryangry about
popmusic. AndIthinkit’sabout
time that somebodysaid something
and somebodydid somethingthat
isofvalue. Whichisalwaysvery
difficult, because whenyoutryto
say somethingwithvalueand
intelligence, youhave tostand trial,
youhave to go before thejury, asit
were, and explain yourself. People
who areidiotsandidioticand bland
and pointless and stupid and poppy
—theycandowhattheylikeand
nobody pins themagainstawalland
says, “Whyareyou doing that?” But
ifyoutryand dosomethingwitha
grainofintellect, youhave to answer
foriteverysingle day of
yourlife. Which tomeis
themostirksome partof
the musicindustry. In
away,itmeansyouare
beingtaken seriously, but
thenasIrecollect,itwas
always thevery, verydull
peoplein musicwhowere
evertaken seriously. So
there’sreallyalottodo.
It'snot easy.

MELODY MAKER:What
specifictargetsdo you
have foryour anger?
Journalists, mainly. Well... herewe arein critical times, Allan, very
critical times. Butwould we knowitifwelooked at popular musicand
what’s being churned out by the old sausage machine? Would we know
thatwe’rein critical times?Imean, if some strange creature landed from
another planetand checked out thehitparade, asitwere, he or she would
justpresume thatwe'relivingin alife of absolute discofied jubilance -
which, of course, istrueinyour case. Therehastobeagrain ofrealism.

MM:Soyou'resaying that notenough musicreflects the timesin

whichwelive?

Some music does, butsadlyit’sallin theindependent chart, which, of
course, isof no use to the masses because

other, “What dowe do to make the second

LP avoid the pitfalls of thefirst?”

Yes, wedid, and there was only one answer to
thatand thatwas to produceitourselvesand
have control to thelastdetail, which didn’t
necessarilyhappenwith thefirstLP... But, yeah,
thewholeideawith Meat Is Murderwas to
controlittotally,and withouta producer things
were better. We saw things clearer.

DEBRIS: What about musical aims—itseems
abitharder.

Yes, itdoes. Andinawaythat’sintentional,
because now thatwe have quite abigaudience

“Without
a producer,
things were
better. We saw
things clearer”

nobodyhearstheindependentchart.It’sofno
practical value, whatsoever. There’sno point
beingincredibly enlightened and incredibly
awareifnobodycanactually hearyou. Youdo
have to break through. AndI think The Smiths
are the first group inmusical history to do that.

DEBRIS:How do you feel about your treatment
bythenational papersover thelastyear?
It'sbeenwonderfulandit’sbeenatrocious.It’s
reallyimpossible forme to haveavery clear
viewofit,soIdon’treally know. Alotofithas
mademereallydistressed, butit’sreally only
mademedistressed becausel care somuch,
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whichis quitewrong. ButIdo careagreatdealandIdo getverydistressed
aboutvulgar comments. Butit'sworthitfor the times when people
actuallyreallyunderstand whatyou're doing.

MM:Whatabout the general thesis that people, in times of crisis,
actuallywantentertainment?

Well, Idon’treallyknowwhatentertainmentis.Imean, when we say the
word “entertainment”, we think of Leslie Crowther—who’s never
entertained me—we think of The Price Is Right. The word entertainment
doesn’treallybelongto anyscientificlanguage, doesit?Idon’t thinkso.
Imean, the things thatentertained mein the pastalwayshorrified
everybodyelse. Sowhat does the question mean?

DEBRIS: Thisis going tobeverypretentious...
Youalwaysare, Dave.

DEBRIS:...butdon’tyou think one of the things about our “critical
times” is that thereis agap betweenwhatis considered artand what
isconsidered entertainment? In away, alot of things are shovelled off
intoso-calledartandignored, or shovelled offinto entertainment and
ignored, and as you say, there’snothingreally thatis considered to
bridgethe two...

No...becauseIdon’tthinkmostpeople believe that they canbe bridged.
Most people think that popular musicis the lowest possible art form,
and anythingthathappensin popularmusicreallyisn’timportant. If
acharacter like Pete Burns existed within classical musicitwould be a
worldrevelation, butbecause he doesn’t, he’sjustthere and he’s veryssilly
andhe’sveryfunnyand he’svery entertaining, and ultimately he doesn'’t
meananything.

“ltseemedreallysnottyto
ignore them”: Melody Maker
editor AllanJoneschairsa
meetingbetweenMorrissey
andsixfanzinescribeswho
hadrequestedaninterview

RUNNING ORDER: Didyouever get to meethim?
Yes.Ithinkhe’sawonderful person. He’s one of the few people I can feel
agreataffinitywith. Namely, because he says exactlywhathe wants to.
Which, of course, is anational sin within music, especially considering
thethingshe wants tosay.

EYF:It'sbeenfairly trendyto sort of scorn and mockMorrisseybecause
youdwell on theunhappyside oflife, buthas this strengthened your
resolve to provide an antidote to, like, Wham!?

It'sfuel. It'sreallyfuel for the old anger. 'm glad aboutit.

EYF:Isthatwhat that track “ThatJoke Isn’t Funny Anymore”

isabout?

Yes, itis. When Iwrote the words for that, I was just so completely tired
ofallthe same old journalistic questions and people trying, you know,
this contest of wit, trying to dragme down and prove thatIwas a complete
fake.AndIwastired of thatbecauseitjustseemed that,like, even the
peoplewithin popular music, even the people within the musicindustry,
didn’thave thatmuchfaithinitasanartform.And theywanted toreally
getrid ofall these people who are trying to make some sense out of the
whole thing. And Ifound thatreally distressing.

10:Doyouseeyourselfasahumorouswriter atall?

Yes, 1do. Nobodyelse does, [don’tknowwhy. Andit’s distressing,
becauseloftenfeel thatif people don’t consider me to beremotely
humorous, who on earth do they consider to be humorous? SoIdo feel
thatIneed somerecognitionin thatarea. Butthen again, knowing my
luck, peoplewill probablystart comparingmeto... um... It'ssodifficult
tonamenamesthesedays... youmeet people at Top Of The Popsand  »
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ALAMY

MeatlsMurder-era
Smiths:(l-r) Johnny
Marr,Morrissey,
Mike Joyceand
AndyRourke

they'reincredibly civilised anditspoils
everything, becauseyoureallywantto getin
some horrific criticism.

MM:Doyou think that too much civility
simplyleads to hypocrisy, because people
aren’tbeingtotallyhonestabouthowtheyfeel
abouteachother?

Idon’tknowifthat’s civility. You can meet
peopleand they're terribly polite to you, but
it'snotreally civility, Idon’t think. I thinkit’s
somethingelse.Ithinkit’sjustamatter ofbeing
two-faced. Butno...I'mallinfavour of civility.
Ithinkweneed alot of civility. Buckets full of it.

“Aslong as
humans are so
violent towards
animals, there

will be war”

It'scompletely connected. Itallweavesinand
it’sallkind ofembroidered to make one overall
foulimage. From the time thatyougethitwhen
you'reachild, ascoveredinasongcalled
“Barbarism Begins At Home”, violenceis the
onlyanswer. Conversationis pointless. And it
continues through school. Certainlyifyougo
toaworking-classschool.

EYF:Areyouequating human violence
towards fellowhumans-“Barbarism”,
“The Headmaster Ritual” -withviolence
towardsanimals? Areyousayingit’'sall
thesamething?

EYF:Doyouthinkold-fashioned virtueslike courtesy have gone
bytheboard?
Idon’tthinkthat courtesyisreallyold-fashioned.

EYF:Peoplewould consideritassuch.

Well, they shouldn’tdo.Ithinkcivilityand common courtesyarereally
buried within everybody, butnowwe'’rein an agewhen people feel really
embarrassed to be polite, and feel quite embarrassed to open doors for
others. AndIthinkthat’ssad, butit’s onlybecauseIthinkthatto be that
courteousis considered to be quite weak and trivial.

DEBRIS: Don’tyou think that the tendencywhich has overtakenis the
tendencytowardsviolence?

Oh, completely, completely. But thisisbecause, in my opinion, of nuclear
weapons. Because it seems that ultimately, regardless of whathappens
intheworld, the onlywayto solve our disagreementsis by violence, is by
nuclearweapons.Andaslongasweliveinaworld where nuclear weapons
arethe onlyanswer, and the ultimate answer after conversation has
failed, Ithink people will be violent.

DEBRIS: How explicitis thelinkbetween personal violencein the

home-or“Rusholme” -andinstitutionalised violence like the meat
industryandwar?
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Yes, itis. Becauseviolence towards animals,
Ithink,isalsolinked towar.Ithinkaslongashumanbeingsaresoviolent
towards animals there willbe war. It mightsound absurd, butifyoureally
thinkaboutthesituationitallmakes sense. Where there’s this absolute
lack of sensitivity wherelifeis concerned, there will always be war. And,
of course, there willalwaysbewaraslongas there are people willing to
fightwarsinarmies. Whichis quite another matter, which Imust cover
onedayonaB-side...

DEBRIS:Where did theimage come from on the cover of the LP? That
makes alinkbetween war and, well, meat is murder.

Yes, itdoes. And thelinkis thatIfeelanimalrights groups aren’tmaking
anydramaticheadwaybecause most oftheirmethods are quite
peaceable, excluding one or two things. It seems to me now thatwhen you
trytochange thingsinapeaceable manner, you're actuallywasting your
timeandyou'relaughed out of court. And it seems to me nowthatasthe
image of the LPhopefullyillustrates, the onlyway thatwe can getrid of
such thingsasthe meatindustry, and other thingslike nuclear weapons,
isbyreallygiving people ataste of theirown medicine.

DEBRIS: Tobe more specific, where doyoustand onanissuelike the
Greenhamwomen? Theyare using peaceful methods.
Yes!Andit'satotalfiasco.It’sfailing. They’re beingkicked about, they’re
being thrownaround, theyrebeinglaughed at, theyre being shot.Ithink



THE SMITHS

itshouldregisterin theirminds thatit’snotactuallyworking. Something
elsehastobedone.

MM:Violencehastobemetbyviolence?

Yes, itdoes. That’sthe tragedy. That’s the massive tragedy ofall these
issues.Ithastobe, because of the present government, who can only
thinkinviolentterms.Iwishitdidn't. Personally,'manincurably
peaceable character. Butwhere does it get you? Nowhere. You have to
beviolent.

ABSTRACT: In that case, doyousympathise with the minersand the
way they’vebeen violent?

Completely. Imean, justendless sympathy. What can one say?It’smore
distressingthan mostpeoplerealise, I think. I thinkit'sthe end if they go
down, the absolute end. And, of course, itjust simply proves once again
thatdemocracyinthis countrydoesn’texistin anyform.

RO:Haveyoureceived much feedback fromyour comments in your
last MMinterview about the Brighton bombing?

Yes.Iwashounded from pillar to post. Immediately after that, Iwent to
Ireland and every time Iwoke up there was some journalistsitting on the
end of thebed -butwe won’tgointo that. Yes, thatwasjust the absolute

ropearoundtheold... ah... youngneck,andI couldn’tgetaway from that.

Itseemed almostasifIwasresponsible for the assassination of Thatcher.

I0:Doyouregretanythingyousaid?
No!T'llsayitnowandI'llsayitlouderandI'llsayitanytimeyouwantme
tosayit.

MM:Youbelievein theideaof justified violence?

Yes,Ido.Because theviolencein thiscaseisinorderto preserve the rest
of civilisation. It'snot simply violence because one is bored becauseit’s
rainingand one wants somethingto do. It’s self-protection. It’s either
themorus, asitwere.Imean, whenitgets to theissue oflifeand death,
you have to protectyourself, don’t you?

DEBRIS: Do you thinkyou change people’s minds through music?
Yes.And I knowthatbecause peoplewrite to me, otherwise Iwouldn't
beawareofit...yes,itdoes seem to happen. Itall comes down to the
writtenword, Ifind.Itall comes down towhen

MM:Whatwould yourreaction havebeenifyou’dbeeninvited alongto
theBand Aidrecording?

IthinkIwould haveread theletter atleast 18 times and thenIwould have
beguntothinkaboutit. IfThadlistened to therecord beforehand, I
wouldn’thave doneitbecauseIthinkit’s tunelessandIthink that’sreally
important.Imean, it's one thing to want to savelives in Ethiopia, butit’s
another thing toinflict so much torture on the British public. So for that
reason, I absolutely disapprove.It’s quite easyto sithere and agree and
feelvery passionate aboutthe cause. Everybodydoes. Butwhatabout the
record? Nobody’sactuallymentioned that foul disgusting thing.

MM:Wouldyou prefer just to make your own statements on these
variousissues?

Yes, becauseIdon’tfeel anyalliance with people. We getnumerous
requests to do benefits, butalthoughIbelievein the causes, onehasto
lookatthe peopleinvolved. Onehastolookat the peoplewhoarein
control and thewayyou're projected in thiswhole sphere. And I don’t
knowthem, sowhyshouldIreallyputfaithin them?Ifeel thatwhatever
wehave tosay, we'lldoiton our own, whichis perfectly fine.

EYF:Whatdoyou think of the news of moves beingmade to parole
MyraHindley?

Ithinkit'smildlylaughableifthe caseitselfweren’t quite so serious. But
Idon'tthinkitwill everhappen. Andifiteverhappenedshe’'d certainly
regretit. So obviouslyl entirely opposeit, completely.Ifind it quite
dramatic, though. She obviouslybelieves she’ssomewhat ofa film star.
Shewants tomake afilm. Shewantsto openanorphanagein Germany.
Imean, thelistofambitions thatshehasis quite endless,and I thinkwhen
onesimplyscansthelistofherambitionsit’sreallylike a certificate of her
totalinsanity. Soweneed gono further than that.

RO:Didyouanticipate the reaction to “Suffer Little Children”?

Yes, Idid. Yes, Idid anticipateit—and whenitarrived, [wasn’tready forit
intheleast.Iwas quite confused.Iwas verydistressed by that, butIwas
onlydistressed because nobodywould actuallylet me commentonit. It
appearedinnational newspaper thelength and breadth of the country
—Morrissey does thisand Morrissey says thatand Morrisseybelieves. ..
and nobodyasked me athing. NobodyknewwhatIbelieved orwhythe
lyricswere there. So thatwas the only distressing element. ButI'm glad
therecord gotattention, ultimately.

peoplearealoneintheirbedroomsand they're
actuallylisteningtorecords and they’re
thinkingaboutthewordsand thenitseems
tostrikehomewith people...

BUCKETFULL OF BRAINS: Doyou think they
maybeuseyouasacrutch, because theycan’t
sortout their problems for themselves?

Yes, I thinkso. Butthatshouldn’treallybea
shameful thing.Inaveryfundamentalway,
everybodyneedsfriendsand alotof peopledon’t
have them.And alotof people who buyrecords
believe thattheartistswho make therecordsare
theirfriends. Theybelieve that they knowthese

“I'm incurably
peacable, but
where does
it get you?
Nowhere”

MM:Wereyoualarmed at thewaythe
sentiments of the song, the basic concept,
thebasicsympathies of the songwere
sodisfigured?

Well, thisis theworld welivein.It'snota
reflection of me, it really reflects the absolute
andbarbaricattitudes of the daily press, and
soldon’treallyfeel thatIwasin the dock,Ifeel
thattheywerereally. Andin essence theywere
justreallysayinghownarrow-minded and
blundering they were. Some of thereportsin
newspapersin Portsmouth and Hartlepool -

people, and theybelieve thatthey're
actuallyinvolvedinthese people’slives,
andit’sacomfort. Weshouldn’thave
acondescendingattitude to that.

DEBRIS: Arethereanyalliesinyour
particular field of work-ie, pop music
-whoyouconsider can help you?

No, Idon't.Ifeel entirelyalone. There
arepeoplethatIlikeandthereare
peopleladmire, butIthinkultimately
wearealone. Ireallybelieve that,and
I'mglad aboutthat, because notbeing
apartofthe major musicindustrymakes
massive sense.

RO:Arethereadvantagestobeing
anoutsider?
No. Nonewhatsoever. It'sahorriblelife.

THE SMITHS

alltheplacesthatreally count—some ofthe

1 reportswere so full ofhate, itwaslikel
wasone of the Moors Murderers, thatI'd
gone outand murdered these children.
Some of them were so full ofhate that
onejusthadtodosomething, butnot
read them. Itwasincredible.

MM:Doyouthinkthisisthe price
anywriter or musicianwill have to
payfor dealingwith such bitterly
sensitive subjects?

Itis, butthesadfactis thatIdon’tthink
many otherartistswillactuallybein
thatsituation. Because when one
considers the standard of writingin
popularmusic, it’s largely unlikely that
anybodywillbe subjected to that. As
before, the people who are sayingstrong
thingshavenoaudience. They'reinthe »
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who’s outlived their usefulness
andwho'vereallydrained
their diaries, asitwere. Which
Istillhaven’tdone. There’s
nothingmore embarrassing
and pointlessand sad than
that.SowhenI'vedrained the

independentmarket, they’renotin the Top 40, soit
doesn’tmatter. Iwishitdid, butitdoesn't.

MM: Soyouseeyourselfinanincreasinglyunique
position: youhave alarge audience towhomyou
canaddress these concernsand you’re goingtobe
noticed-has thismade younervousatall about

tacklingsubjects so straightforwardly? : resources, Iwill step down,
No!Ithasn'tmade menervous, becauseI'mso muchto therelief, 'msure,
dedicatedand I'mreally prepared to go down with the ship, whatever of the British public.
happens. AndI'm prepared toriskeverything, becauseIdon'thave
anythingelse. ThisisallthatIhaveandthisisall thatlam,andallthose DEBRIS: Doyouconsideryourselftobean
verydramaticstatements... butit’sabsolutely true. Soifsomebody from ordinaryoranextraordinaryperson?
the Daily Mail comes along and shoots me, that’s thewayithastobe.T'll I'm probablyextraordinary. »
diedefendingwhatIsay.
DEBRIS:Andyetalotofordinarypeoplecan
10:Isthere adanger thatyou’re abusingyour position as apublic figure feel great affinitywith things thatyouwrite.
and turninginto apreacher? That'sbecause probablyeverybody’s
No, because everybody ona public platformis a preacher. Butmost extraordinaryand the minority of peoplein
people preach absolute monotony andit’s accepted, butbecauseIlike to thisworldareveryordinary.
feelinan absolutelymisguided way thatIdon’t, everybody sticks their
pinsinme. Whichisincredibly painful. EYF:What'sbehind thefierce outspokenness
againsttheworkethicinyourlyrics? -
RO:Changing tackslightly, doyou find now that, like with the songs Therealities of work, Ithink. Therealities of
onthenewLP, peopleare aware of the subject matter before they’ve beinginasituation where you can’tchooseyour
heard thesongs-like “The Headmaster Ritual” and “How SoonIs employment, whichisan awfulwayto bewhen
Now?”, forinstance? youdon’'thave anyskillsand you have to take what'’s
Ican'treallyseehowtheycanbeaware ofit. dished out, take what’savailable. There’snothing
worseinlife thanhavingno choice, [think. And
RO:Isitnotonyourmind atall? thisistolerable, Ithink,inallareas except 9
No, notreally.Ithink there’safamiliaritynowwhich wasn’tthere unemployment. Whenyouhave to takeajob,
before, because we hadn’t made anyrecords. ButI don’treally see how evenifit’sajobyoucanmildlystomach, ifyou
people canbe aware completely, notreally. Imean, Inever feltany havetotakeitand youhaveno choice, merely the
embarrassmentaboutwritingaboutschool...Iknowit’sbeen done factthatyouhaveno choice crushesyour
beforeandit’sbeen done verybadly, but thatdidn’t put me off. I'stillhave enthusiasm for doingthejob.
thingstosay.

EYF:Didyour parents cram thework ethicdown
RO:Thenewer songs sound more straightforward-doyou agree,andis | yourthroatwhenyouwereachild,andsoyouare

thatdue tobeingmisquoted and misinterpreted? rebellingagainstthat?

Tagreewithit,Ido agree withit, becauseI don’tnecessarilywanttobe No.Ilived with mymother, whodidn’t. Sheletme

ambiguous, because whenyou're ambiguousIfeel people don’treally dowhatIwanted to do. She gave me absolutely full

graspwhatyou're onabout. So that’s quite defeatist, really. The whole reintobewhatIwanted tobe, and thatwasveryhelpful. But, no... as

intentionreallyistobeascrystal clearas possible. adirectresultofnotwantingto take anything, I didn’'twork foryears
andyearsandyears...

MM: Several of the songs on the new LP seem to haveamuch more

directand stronger narrativeline than on thefirstLP... EYF:Soyour mother doesn’treallyresentyour observations on

Yes, they do. That’s certainly there.Ididn’treallyhave any intention of yourbackground?

being misunderstood with the words on this LP. Alot of people wrote To this day, she’s completely behind everythingIsay.

aboutthefirstLP and theysaid things that were very poeticand very

interestingand absolutelyinaccurate. SoIjustfeltthaton this LP people MM:Doessherecognise the things thatyouwrite about?

shouldreallyknowwhichhammerI'mtrying Completely. She dissects them, she completely

tonail, asitwere. dissectseverythingthathappens. Shereads

« \ / | y m Ot her )S everysingleinterview. She produceslong

RO:Sorrytoseem obscure, butyoudid once monologues... she’svery, verymuch

refertoatrackcalled “Father And Son”. Did involvedinwhatIdo.Andhersisthe only

thatemerge as “HowSoonIsNow?”? 1 S the On ly opinion thatIreallytake remotely seriously.

No.Ithasn'temerged.It'saboutto emerge, and Soit’squitetreasurable.

I'msureitwill changeyourlife. 3 3 :[ k
Opln ]—OD tal e RO:Wereyoubeingslightly flippantwhen

EYF:Didyougetbeaten bymasters atschool? yousaidyourlovesongswerewritten from

Yes.Iwasn’treallyon thehitlist, Iwasn’t one of I‘ e 88 Ot e ly total guesswork?

those people who were dragged out every single No, Iwasbeingabsolutelyserious. Whichisn't

day, butIfound thatIwas certainlyinthe ° 2 reallyfunny.

running for that.Ialways found thatIwashit S e flOU. S ly

and beaten for totally pointlessreasons, which RO:Wheredid asonglike “Hand That

iswhatI'msure every pupilwould say. ButI Rocks The Cradle” come from?

thinkinmycasel demand special consideration... Well, thatcomes from arelationship I had thatdidn’treallyinvolve
romance. Soifwe're talkingaboutromance, well, Idon’treallyknow

MM: So towhat extent are we to take these songs as autobiography thatmuch aboutit. Butin other things, I'm quite capable of making

asopposed tosocial observations? anobservation.

Ithinkthey’llalwaysbe autobiography, and when the dayarrives

whereIcan'twritein thatsense or'mdrained, I'lljuststep down. RO:Anobservation, in theway that “Girl Afraid” seemstobe...

Iwon’tgo on. There’snothing worse, really, than the writer, the singer, Yes.Ithink “GirlAfraid” simplyimplied that even within relationships
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there’snoreal certainty and nobody knows howanybody feels. People feel
thatjustsimplybecause they rehaving this cemented communion with
another person, the two of youwill become whole, whichis somethingI
detested. I hate that, thatimplication. It'snot true, anyway. Ultimately,
you’re onyour own, whatever happensinlife, howeveryou go throughlife.
Youdie onyour own. Youhave to go to the dentiston your own. It’slike all
theserious thingsinlifeare things thatyoufeel on your own.

RO:Istheprobleminrelationshipslargelyone of beinginarticulate?
Totally, yes. Totally. Which stems from...Iseem to have an answer
foreverything, Iknow... butitreallydoes stem from the society that
weliveinwhere the real things, the things that count, you're supposed
tosuppress...

10:Did you ever make a conscious effort not towrite aboutlove?
Yes, Ithinkso.

I0:Doyouthinkit’s trivialised by other people?
Completely, yes.It’sjustone-dimensional. Theyseeitinavery flimsy
way.Inawaythat’salways perfect, whatever
happens. Evenwhenit’sdoomed and itfails, there’s
always some curious perfectiontoit. Likeina Lionel
Richievideo...

DEBRIS: How closely do you analyse your motives
for doing things?

Too closely. Toadramatic fault, really. I'll justhave
tostopand getasuntanandfalseteeth.

BOB:You're about to embark on amassive tour
-whathaveyoulearned from previous
experiences toavoid?

Morrisseyin1985:
“Whenl'vedrained
theresources, lwill
stepdown-muchto
therelief,I'msure,
of the Britishpublic”

(:.‘.

Touring’sinterestingbecauseit’s fascinating to me to meet people.
Thatsoundssilly, butunless we actually tour we don’tactuallymeet
the people who buyourrecords. Whichis strange. You can have
ahitrecord, orwhatever, and loads of people can buyyourrecords,
butyoudon’tactuallymeetthem. AndInever meet Smiths’ apostles
ever—soit’sonlybytouringthatIcanactually come face toface with
thesepeople.

BOB:Isthatnot one of theinstances where you could use violence?
Well, itis... butwhenyou’re justunder sixfoot, you decide toretreat.
It'sthe only thing. ThenextLPis called “Retreat!”, actually...

BOB:Talkingofthefuture...
No, no, no, no, no...let’snot talkabout the future.

BOB:Well, talking about the present, do you expect to take asingle
offthe LP?

Thenextsingleis called “Shakespeare’s Sister”,abrand-new track, and
it’sobviouslynotatrackfrom the newLP. ButIfeel quite edgybecause
something from the LP should bereleased, because
Ithinkthey'retoo good to be buried.

10:Doyouthink thateveryoneshouldlisten
toThe Smiths?

Well, I've notyetdiscovered areason why
theyshouldn't.

10:Butearlier you were saying that people
should haveachoice...

(With a final mischievous flourish) Well... in
some cases theyshould. Butitisniceto dictate
occasionally. Allanjones ®
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February12,1985:
Banglessinger/rhythm
guitaristSusannaHoffs
andbassistMichael
SteeleatDingwallsin
Camden,NorthLondon ‘\

An acid haze of folk melody

MM FEB 23

OURCALIFORNIA GIRLS in this
F overheated sewer? Shame! They

made the best of it, though, with
anurgentand good-humoured display of
pop old and new.

Had The Bangles not chosen to exist,
it might well have been

job and limited melodic scope.
Luckily, The Bangles have up

their sleeves a handful of heart- LONDON
—— DINGWALLS ——

LIVE!

stoppers. For example, their

reading of Soft Boy Kimberley

Rew’s “Going Down To
Liverpool”

necessary toreconstruct
them from neglected but
still vital components.
Evidently, they pay homage
tothe Golden Age of
California pop and the
British invasion. A song like
“TellMe”, which | think they
played tonight (if not, it’s
undoubtedly on their

Lead guitarist Vicki
Peterson obviously
relished the
available space of
live performance

combines
the girls’
often
wonderful four-
partharmoniesand
chunky rhythmic thrust
into an acid haze of folk
melody and simple allusive
power. Somehow it puts
he pock-marked face of

forthcoming LP All Over
The Place), can't fail to remind the pop

but shimmering charm.

ANDREW CATLIN

historian of Beatles and early Byrdsinits naive

Too much of this can soon cause sighs of
impatience, however, withits relentless 4/4

CALIFORNIA DREAMING

UK’85into haunting long-
focus.Shame about the video.

Natcho, The Bangles are custom-built for
sexists. These girlsare, tobe blunt, attractive,
butif they weren't, their confident attack and
frequently explosive guitar onslaught should

—— FEBRUARY 12—

convince even the Spanish judge.
Lead guitarist Vicki Peterson
obviously relished the available
space of live performance,
and her wracked soloing
contrasted sharply with
The Bangles’ over-polite
recorded sound.
Centre stage, the petite
SusannaHoffsseemedto
be controlling operations with
voice and guitar. “Hero Takes A Fall”,
the currentsingle, eruptedinto a show-
stopping display of controlled energy and
cascading voices, with Susanne (mostly
invisible through the oppressively dense
crowd) playing both narrator and musical
director.In“He’s Got A Secret”, Vicki's
growling riff unfolded deftlyinto the song’s
neat pop heartbeat.

Attimes, The Bangles wandered off onto
unfocused areas of drab pop-by-numbers,
but their best songs were thrilling stuff
indeed. Just what the world needs now...
California sun, with reasoning faculties.
Adam Sweeting




‘Bombastic”

NME MAR 23

inevitable round of thunderous

applause erupted and Tina Turner
stood there, bathingin alone
spotlight, you couldn’t help but feel
some small pang of admiration inside
for thiswoman. Against all odds, four
nights at Wembley, a brand-new
audience and top of the world, ma. But
why the tea and sympathy?

BecauseshemarriedIkeandlet
him humiliate her foryears without
awhisper? Because, afteryears of
struggle, she’s finally hitthe
proverbial? And what exactly has
Tinagottodowithitall?In other
words, who turned Tina? The most
recognisable culpritsare Mark
Knopflerand Heaven 17. The latter
with afussy, superficially produced
version of “Let’s Stay Together”; and
the formerwith “Private Dancer”, a
sentimental, patronisingsongwherein
allthewoman canyearnforis “toraise
somekidsand haveafamily”.

IfTurner’s career represents some kind
offeministvictory, aswasintimated by
Time Out’srevealinginterviewlastweek,
Knopflermanagedin onestroke ofhis pen
tofreezethatparticularangle.

Howawareis Turner of this? And what'’s
thedifference between theway that Turner
hasbeenmouldedand, say, thelatest CBS
signing? Her performance gave no answers
butdid establish thatin her current phase
thevoicedoesremainintact, aspirited,
attackinginstrument that provided the
onlyoutlet foranykind of response.

Certainly the (mainly American) band
thatbacked her had no kind offeeling for
subtlety, grace or elegance. A twin guitar
group; abombastic, insensitive ensemble
that churned outall the old tricks and
cliches. Miss Turner, of course, revelledin
the sound, probablylabouringunderthe

S OMEHOW WHEN THAT first

FormerFrantic !
Elevator“Red”,
akaMick Hucknall
——— .

MM MAR 2

VERYBODY KNOWS THAT without
E its black roots most pop would amount

toevenlessthanit does now. Youdon't
have to be amusicologist to work this out.
Checkthe current charts - yes Mr Wholemeal
himself, the prince of the worldly platitude,
Howard “Nice Guy” Jones, has clearly foundit
pays to funk. But fortunately, here we don’t
have to bother ourselves with the burning
questions that keep the Jones boy awake at
night -whatis soul anyway? Does anybody
know what soulis? Etc. No, the real problemis
this: simply, canthey doit? Can these white
boysreally move you fromtherear?

The sad answer is frequently a hollow “no.”
Remember the post-punk trend for white
funk? ABC aside, they only had a few good
singles and a dubious linein camp.

But things have changed. Now, at least,
some groups can play their

Al Green comparisons

LONDON
ULY

LIVE!

——FEBRUARY 25—

second London appearance they've not just
mastered their chosen field but look capable
of developing astyle thatincorporatesa
sweepingrange of influences. Red has

been compared somewhat optimistically
with Al Green, and the inclusion of his “Love
And Happiness” inthe set points to their
touchstone, but significantly, they carry

off this song with all the tendernessit
undoubtedly requires.

The same could be said of their cover of
Talking Heads’ “Heaven”, for their purposes
transformed into a dreamy soul ride of sheer
lost-in-space pleasure. And as for their
version of The Valentine Brothers’ ace
“Money’s Too Tight To Mention”, they
manage to surpass the original.

Onone hearingit’s difficult to judge the
strength of their own material, of which they

have plenty, but as their

stuff, albeit sometimesin
the most rudimentary way.
Some are actually exciting
-witness the new Nick
Heyward -but others
aremerely
competent.
Andtheyare

mistakenimpression thatitstillrepresents
some kind of musical wildness.

Turner hasnever, assuch, beenasoul
artistein the traditional sense. And there’s
nothingwrongwith her attempting
rock. What'swrongis thatshe
doessowith such abrutal
approach. Thus “River Deep”

WEMBLEY STADIUM,
— LONDON ——

Talking Heads’
“Heaven” was
transformed into a
dreamy soul ride

confidence grewitwas
obvious there was much
tobe optimistic about.
Launching off the
Al Greenclassicasifit
were aspringboard, they
particularlyimpressed with
pieces like “No Direction”,

everywhere.
Somaybe things haven't
changed that much, maybe
youstillhave tolook to the
States for thereal thing...or
do you? Simply Red only came
togetherin January,andin the
time it takes Billy Mackenzie to
record adrumtrack, have growninto
one of the most formidable outfits going...on
either side of the water.
They are based around ex-Frantic Elevator
vocalist Red, and judging from only their

ismassacred by abarrage of
guitars; “Nutbush City
Limits” reducedtoa
mindless melee of scraps;
and “Proud Mary” becomes
too “Loud And Hairy”.
Attheend, Tina duetted with
BryanAdams-afittingfinale
—and lefther over-30 audience
throwingtheir Barclay cardsupintheair
withwild enthusiasm. In the end, it’s not
somuch Tina Turner butthe companyshe
keeps. Paolo Hewitt

LIVE!

—— MARCH15 ——

“Holding Back The Years”
and “Open The Red Box". Full marks to the
hornsection as well. Their flexibility allows
the band toslip easily intoreggae and then
soar off Rip Rig And Panic style right up to
those mile-high blue jazz skies.

Apparently blessed with more flexibility
andrange than BronskiBeat, and quite
possibly more true grit than The Kane Gang,
Simply Red could be the group to make all
those soul cliches come alive.

AsKarlMarxsaid from the grave: better
redthandead! /anPye

ANDREW CATLIN
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SAVAGE
MESSIAH

WELLER GOES WILD
IN THE POP JUNGLE

Y POLO HEWTTT

SCRITTI POLITTI, REM,
TOMPETTY, HUSKER DU,
THE POGUES AND MORE

“I'm going to look
for the ladder”

NME APRIL 13

RINCE HAS DECLARED thathe s toretire fromlive
P performances at the end ofhis current American tour. His

lastlive showwill be at the Miami Orange Bowl on 7 April,
and he reckons that thereafter he’ll never again play a public
concert. He nowintends to concentrate on workingin the film
andrecordingstudios, although his own enigmatic response
tomedia questions about his
future was: “I'm going to look for
theladder.”

Thissubstantiates hisrecent
pledge thathe would never perform
inBritain owingto the adverse UK
mediareactiontohisappearance
atthe BPI Awards ceremony. But
thisdisplayofsour grapeswas
obviously prompted by his
impendingstage retirement.

However, hislegion of followers
may be consoled by therelease
ofanewPrince LP by Warners on
26 April. Titled Around The World
InADay,itcomprises 10 self-
penned, self-arranged and self-
producedtracks (one of whichis
called “TheLadder”).

HISTORY OF ROCK 1985




“Partyover, oops,out
oftime”:Princein
concertinLAin1985

beforeannouncing
adiscontinuationof
liveperformances
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“We must give them

a hfe” MM JUN 15

HE BIGGEST,MOST spectacular live
T eventinthe history of rock musicisto

be staged nextmonth by the
superstars of Band Aid.

A massive concertis taking place at
Wembley Stadium on Saturday, July13.
Another, atanunannounced American venue,
will be held simultaneously. And a satellite
link-up willbeam the shows live to abillion
television viewers worldwide.

AtWembley, the bill features David Bowie,
U2, Wham!, Paul Young, Spandau Ballet, Dire
Straits, Phil Collins, Bryan Ferry, Queen,
Sting, Ultravox, Elton John, Alison Moyet,
Howard Jones, Nik Kershaw, a specially
reformed Status Quo, Sade, The Style
Council, Elvis Costello, the
Boomtown Rats and Adam Ant.

The American show brings
together Duran Duran, Bob
Dylan, Neil Young, The
Power Station, Robert
Plant, the Pretenders,
Santana, Simple Minds,

Paul Simon, Thompson

Twins, Tears For Fears, Billy
Ocean, Billy Joel, The Cars,
Eric Clapton, Hall & Oates with
The Temptations, Bryan Adams,
Judas Priest, Kris Kristofferson, Huey

Lewis And The News and Waylon Jennings.

All of the artists are giving their services for
free -and the organisers are quick to point
out that “no pressure was put on any of them
to do this... We just let them know it was
happening.” More names may be added to
both bills.

Each act willperformashortset - probably
around 20 minutes. And throughout the TV
coverage, atelethonservice willbein
operation, by which
viewers can phonein

DAVE HOGAN / GETTY; MIKE PRIOR / GETTY; PAUL NATKIN / GETTY
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Queen,seenhereat

thefirstRockInRio

festivalinJan’8s,to

appearatLiveAid

alongwithU2(below)

andmanymore

and pledge adonation to the Band Aid
appeal. Bob Geldof, speaking for what will
now be known as Live Aid, said this week: “We
have kept millions alive, that’s all. Now we
must give themalife.”

The concerts were announced at Wembley
Stadium on Monday by Geldof, English
promoters Harvey Goldsmith and Maurice
Jones, and US promoter Bill Graham.
Goldsmithsaid: “This is, quite categorically,
the mostimportant concert of all time.”

The Wembley show, which will be
attended by 72,000 people, kicks off at 12
noon. The organisers have installed two giant
Diamondvision screens on either side of the

stage, which will enable the audience to
see the various acts close up and
also, during breaks, to watch live
filmfromthe US concert.
The satellite link-up
hasbeen achieved by
co-operation between the
BBC in Britainand ABC and
MTV in America. Television
coverage -describedasa
“global jukebox” - extends
into Eastern Bloc countries
and to China.
Viewers in Britain expect up to
15 hours of live music. Broadcasting
startsin the early afternoonon BBC2,and
the live film from Wembley will be intercut
with clips from the States when their concert
starts several hours later. After the close of
the Wembley show, around 10pm, the BBC
will relay the rest of the US gig - due to finish
at 3am, our time.

Tickets for Wembley are onsale from
Friday, June 14, at £25 each, whichincludes
adonation to Band Aid.

BAND AID LIVE!

44444 o g ok music i to be staged next

JimmySomerville
with Steve Bronski
(right)andLarry

Steinbachek (top)

feelings”

MM Jimmy Somerville
quits Bronski Beat.

IMMY SOMERVILLE HAS finally
J walked out on Bronski Beat —
disillusioned with the pressures of
success. Somerville, who sparked off
awave of speculation after turning his
back on the band for “abreather” in
February, has already launched anew
musical venture. Larry Steinbachek
and Steve Bronski will retain the name
BronskiBeat, and they’re currently
formulating new plans for the future.

Aspokesman for Forbidden Fruit/
LondonRecordssaid thisweek: “Jimmy’s
decision toleave was broughtonbyhis
reluctance to accept the pressures of the
business of success, and he felt that the
businesswas taking over from the sheer
fun of singing.

“Hehas teamed up with classically
trained sax player and multi-
instrumentalist Richard Coles,
calling themselves The Committee. They
intend using other musicians whenever
necessary, butnoton apermanentbasis.
Jimmyhas described hismusicasan
experimentwith sounds—moreacoustic
thanelectronic-and together theyhave
written about sixsongs.”

Inastatement this week, Steinbachek
andBronskisaid: “Therearenohard
feelings between us and Jimmy, and
webothwish him thebest ofluckin his
future project.”

AnewBronskiBeatsingleis set for
Julyrelease, an album should follow
in the autumn, and aremixed 12-inch
versionis out thisweek. Steinbachek
and Bronskihave setup their own
recordingstudio for the
new Bronski Beat work.



Not entirely
abandoned

NME APR 20

toreform” rumours, butanew Fab Four LP

of 13 previously unissued tracks called
Sessionswas almostareality when EMI planned
an official release this year.

Theschemewasso faradvanced that EMI
hadpublished aninternal “Master Record
Acceptance” document, with afull tracklisting,
runningtimes, composer creditsand even a catalogue
number. Produced by George Martin and remixed by Geoff
Emerick, therecordings cover the period from 1963 to’69,
mainly comprising outtakes. But objections from Paul,
Georgeand Ringo stopped therelease.

Says EMI's publicrelations manager Brian Southall: “The
company prepared ablueprint—chose aselection of tracks,
producedsleeve artwork and then presented it to the
relevant Beatles. And they turned itdown.”

Apparently, respected EMIengineer John Barrett devoted
whatlittletime he hadleftinthelastyearofhislife to
cataloguing the countless hours of Beatles tapes at Abbey
Road, andin the process discovered material onlyrumoured
tohavebeenrecorded. Anditwasfrom Barrett’sfinds that
the Sessionsalbumwas compiled.

However, Southall hinted thatalthough the survivingFab
Threedidn’tapprove the EMIselection, an LP ofhitherto
unreleased trackshasn’tbeen entirely abandoned.

Had Maccaand his mates given the thumbs-up, what
would have been on offer, and would you have wanted it?

Asuggested single matched a cover of Little Willie John’s
1959 R'n’Bhit “Leave MyKitten Alone” with an alternative
version of “Ob-La-Di, Ob-La-Da”. A Beatles For Salereject
(itwould have proved one too many cover jobs), “Leave My
Kitten Alone” was—ifrumours are ever to be believed —
almostissued a couple of years ago with a cover of Carl
Perkins’ “Lend Me Your Comb” as companion.

Thelatter doesn’t showup amongthe 13 suggested Sessions
cuts. Side One would have opened with McCartney’s original
version of “Come And GetIt” - the song he gifted Apple
Beatle-clones Badfinger for the Magic Christian soundtrack.
“Leave MyKitten Alone” followed, after which The Beatles
interpreted a Hari Georgeson composition, “Not Guilty”. An
alternate version of “I'm Looking Through You” then gave

Y OUMAY BEtired of the incessant “Beatles

Police are investigating

TheBeatlesonthe

Night Of AHundred
Starsshowatthe
LondonPalladium,
July23,1964

wayto themuchbootlegged “What’s The NewMaryJane?”.
Asecond under sixminutes, this track (which originally
carried aPlastic Ono Band credit) was shortlisted as a White
Albumpossible and a Let It Be B-side definite. A typical
Lennonramble of the period.

Apple Corp argy-bargy causedittobe droppedat thelast
minute in favour of “YouKnowMyName”.

Anotherfrequentlybootlegged curio opened Side Two:
“HowDo YouDoIt?”. Destined to become Gerry & The
Pacemakers’ first chart-topper, this Mitch Murray tunewas
originally presented to the Fabsby George Martinasa
possible follow-up to the moderately successful “Love Me
Do”.Theladsrejected theideabutwent through the motions
ofrecordingit, before an obstinate Lennon fished out “Please
Please Me” and won the day.

Tracktwo, “Besame Mucho”, showcases McCartneyas
scampi-in-the-basket croonerand harks back to their
earliestdaysin Hamburg. Thetitle once showed upinan
early Let It Betracklisting. Arockin’ 1963 version of a Let It Be
mainstay, “OneAfter 909”, accounts for the third cut.

Ringo’s token featureis the Rubber Soul outtake “If You've
GotTrouble”, while Paul takeslead on “That MeansA Lot”
—the Lennon & McCartneyoriginal given to PJ Probyback
in 1965.

Theintendedlast track properwas George’s acoustic
version of “While My Guitar Gently Weeps”, complete with
extraverse, while thelast three minutes of Sessionswere
given over to snippets from Beatles Fan Club discs—
“MailmanBlues” and “Christmas Time (Is Here Again)”.

Astheprojectisstillonindefinitehold, one can only expect
thebootlegger to prove mostenterprising. And Iwon’t even
begintomakeabookonhowlongitwill takeall vested
interesttolegitimatelyliberate all the songs The Beatles
recorded for the Beeb but not EMI. Roy Carr

MM MAY 18

it'sbelieved that the police are now investigating the management behind the club after a Sunday national

W HAM!HAVE OFFICIALLY wound up their fan club following problems and complaints from the public. And

paper revealed that many fans had sent subscription money and received nothinginreturn. Inaletter to fans,
George Michael says: “We have changed the staff anumber of timesin the last two years to run an efficient, value-for-
money-club. Unfortunately, as anyone who joined the club knows, things didn’t turn out that

way. Now all we can do is make sure that everyone gets their money back and hope that the
events of the past sixmonths have not bred too much bad feeling. In the early 1970s, if a
person wanted information the fan club could provide it. But these days, with so much
exposure of pop starsin the media, the idea of a three-monthly club magazine had become
completely outmoded. We have found itimpossible to run a club which we felt gave its
members value for money in the way of exclusive material, and that fact[...] has led us to the
decision that it will be fairer to everyone if we do notreopenit.”

To compensate, Wham! will be offering fans advance warning of future British concerts
and details of official merchandise.

» Motérhead
celebrate their
10thanniversary
withaspecial party
concertatthe
Hammersmith
OdeononJune29.
Tickets for the gig
-billed as ANight
ToRemember-are
onsalenowatthe
box office and
usualagentsat
£5and£4.50a
throw. Lemmy
commented: “It’s
goingtobeavery
silly nightand we
wanteveryone to
bringabirthday
cakeand,onmy
command, smash
itinto the face of
the personsitting
nexttoyou.Ten
years have gone,
andthere’sonly
990togo.”He

also promised
“complete mayhem
andplenty of
surprise guests”.
Motérhead follow
the show with tours
of Scandinaviaand
the States. MMJung

» The Cult

withdrew this week
fromamajor anti-
heroinbenefit gig
duetobeheldat
London’s Royal
Festival Hallon
July5.Theband’s
managementare
refusingtogive
anyreasonsfor
the withdrawal.
MMJun29

» Former Visage
frontman Steve
Strangeisgoing
solo.He announced
thisweek thathe
hasseveredall
connections with
Rusty Egan, Visage
and Metropolis
Musicandisnow
recording with
anewband.He
hopestotour
Britain withinthe
next few months.
MMJun1
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Costello:not
producingAztec
Cameraor
PrefabSprout

-

“I like being hyst;rical

sometimes

NME

Pogues producer and Coward Brother Elvis Costello talks about

Bruce, “blanket acceptance” and the reasoning behind obscure lyrics.

AST WEEKWE thrilled to Elvis
I I Costelloin hisIMP Recordsboss
hat -you know, the straw ice-cream-

salesman number. Today we find himinamore
relaxed mood, padding aroundin the comfy
old carpetslippers of pop’s grouchy but
lovable Uncle Brian, as he is fondly known
in our last remaining haunts of the soulful
semi-quaver and passion-filled G-string.

Doyourelishyouravuncularrole?

“Wha'?!?”

Like, your bestowal of approval, on such as
Aztec Cameraand Prefab Sprout?

“Myimpression of Prefab Sprout was with
three gigs,anditwasasif'd produced their
record or something. They're responsible for
their own failings; they're their own band and
nothing to do with me. | thought their things
onthe first four singles were aload of
nonsense, and | feel the same way about
Aztec Camera.l hated seeing my name linked
with all these people. It's just lazy journalism.”

Asforthesecond PoguesLP...

“Conspicuously, I'm not producing Aztec
Cameraor Prefab Sprout, butlam producing
this album. Deduce what you want from that.
And | believe there’s a version of ‘A Pair Of
Brown Eyes’ beingrecorded on the other
side of the Atlantic by my brother Coward...”
[akalanky Texan songsmith
T-Bone Burnett, live
collaborator with the solo
Costellolatelast year as
The Coward Brothers].

“He’s producing a Peter
Case album,whoisin The
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Plimsouls, who at last has found his voice.”

Meanwhile, The Coward Brothers’ first
singleisreleasedin June or July.

“It'sa cultural clash between bluegrass and
Italian Communism. It’s like The Louvin
Brothers backed by The Pretty Things.”

Isthe US trad-rock renaissance a
genuine event or afigment of the music
papers’imagination?

“Ask the bands sitting where they are,
andlthink they'lltell youit's afigment of the
imagination, because they're still struggling
togetagig. Youtryandfind The Beat Farmers
inLos Angelesandyou'll find themona
college station struggling

But that doesn’t mean ablanket
acceptance of everything American.

“What I really hate is the mindless
racist attitude of the English audience
to American acts simply because they're
American. It'sbeneath people to take
exception to people simply because you
don’tlike the politics of the country. It's
ignorant. It’s parallel to the very thing
people are supposed toberailing at.

“You've got to be careful of this blanket
acceptance of American music. It brings
out this whole new brand of conservatism
withasmall‘c’because it’s so traditional
and everything. But the alternative to
thatis this pseudo-sensationalism that
you have with Prince and Frankie Goes
ToHollywood.

“I'think Bruce Springsteen’savery
sincere person who's had his life stolen
from him by success. He's not apparently
affected byitinthe ordinary sense, but
his amount of moves has been limited,
whichis ashame.But he still writes the
odd goodsong.”

How about Britain’s own Bruce:is Billy
Bragg openingup our ears to amore
dissenting rock’n’roll?

“Well,1dunno. There are some people
listening to him and there are other
people talking at the back. | wish him all
the verybest.| think he'ssincere and |
really like his stuff. | did a show with him at
the Logan Hall and it was extraordinary,
thefeelinghe had.”

Is Elvis’ prolific diversificationin the last
sixmonths a consequence of afallow
period as awriter and performer?

“ljust decidedit’d been sevenyears
without any longer than amonth’s break and
two years with five days’ holiday. | thought it
was a good time to stop, because | was getting
bored.Notevenbored, really. | was working
on complete nervous energy for the last
couple of months last year. | was playing
longer and longer shows -it wasa sort of
hysterical energy you get whenyou're tired.
| like being hysterical sometimes.”

Goodbye Cruel Worldreconsidered?

“Ithinkit’s the worst record of the best
songs that I've written.I'm not saying that the
songsare better than any other I've written. It’s
the worstrealised. [fan

togetontheradio,and
they'rebeinglauded here
asthe Next Big Thing.
“Alotofthebandsare
really good, but the danger
isthat’s ablanket
acceptance thing.Once
yougetamovement,it’s
here-we-go-again, the Two-
Tone thing, the mod revival.

“I think Goodbye
Cruel Worldis
the worst record
of the best songs
I’ve written”

explanation doesn’t
illuminate beyond the
action, thenthere’sno point
toit. And equally, the action
is pointlessif you have to
explain. There'salways a
dilemmainchoosing the
thinline between explaining
everythingandrobbing
people of theirimaginative

One band might be good
and the other half dozen aload of rubbish.

“l canname half adozenbandsin America
thatIthink are really great, whichl can’tin
England.So that means
tome that American
musicis more
interesting at the
moment, simply
because they're the
records | chose to play.

processand leavingitopen
tointerpretation and things being lost.

“My reasoning behind writing lyrics which
sometimes people say are obscureisthey're
deliberately supposed to stimulate. Maybe
one of the failures of the last record was that
there were very good storiesinsome of the
songs which the music didn’tilluminate, so for
me toilluminate them now is pointless.”

Very succinct. Any last words?

“Er, goodbye?” MatSnow
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Statues

General Ulysses S Grant - there’s a statue
of him in the middle of Washington DC
because he was once elected president,
even though | understand he should have
been a candidate for AA. That’s one of my
favourites... The birds love it!

MTV

Never. | don't ever have it on in my house.

“B-Movie”

It's just a re-run. I'm really not into sequels

per se, but if I'm writing about something,

and the people involved keep doing the same

things, | feel obligated to keep

commenting on it. The original

song was written 10 days after

Reagan’s first inauguration,

and | was working out how he’d

, managed it. You know that halfway

L through his campaign he started
ad-libbing and immediately started

losing points to Carter, so they told him

to stick to his script - | just loved it.

Prince
What a midget! | don’t think I've ever heard
one of his records all the way through.

Credit cards

That’s just another word for debt. | had one
once, and it took me years to pay off, and
eventually they took it back. | don’t think it’s
a good idea for poor people, but they don’t
allow poor people to have them anyway.

Touring

It's so alive. | don’t really like to travel, but |
like the feeling of playing once | get there.
You have one shot when it’s live. Then you've
either got it or you don't.

Hip hop

It’s such fun. The kids love it, and | like

to see them have fun. When | was 12, you
couldn’t tell me that Chubby Checker,

The Temptations and James Brown weren’t
relevant. | personally wouldn’t hip or hop
to most of it, but they enjoy it, so it has to
be good.

Nixon

Out of here! The Ex-Officio Blues. I still
see himon TV, just like | also see Lassie,
Leave It To Beaver and all those other
programmes that aren’t relevant any more.

Misfortune

Constant. As a matter of fact, I've just been
writing a song about it. It'll be the first
reading of this particular trip, and goes
something like this:

Misfortune, is a costume ball

| came as Mr E, she came as Miss Demeanour

I call her Miss Leading, but mistaken was
much cleaner

She climbed the poetries - Jim Dandy on
the branches

She called it being free, I called the
ambulances

Lines of communication misdirects all
that | am;

Ounces pound my reservations,
Miscalculate loves Billy Gram

She was misunderstood while she knew
everything

It was misapplication to miss what
nothing means...

Chimps

Tarzan Of The Apes or Bedtime For Bonzo.
That film was such good satire. The night
Reagan got elected, some TV channel
played Reagan movies with the chimp all
night long. We spent all night rolling around
on the floor and just couldn’t believe this
guy was president. Only in Americal

The Last Poets

Niggers that are scared of revolution. They
epitomise white racism. | think they have
some kind of superiority complex. If you
can’t remember the day before you became
aware, then that'’s selective amnesia. They
think they have all the answers to the world'’s
problems. I'm glad somebody does... So does
Attila The Haig.

Soweto

There’s so much anger and depression mixed
in with hope and inspiration. The place
reminds me of San Quentin.

Walter Mondale

Wrong man in the wrong

place at the wrong time.

They had to let him run, but

he was dead in the water. You
see, the Republicans picked the
Democratic candidate - and they
picked the man they could easily
beat. Both Reagan and Mondale
represent yesterday. What we
need are new things happening,
new ideas, and people who
seem to know what’s
going on now. They

0

JohnWayne: y
‘presence”
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“You'vegot
oneshotwhen
it'slive”: Gil
Scott-Heron

feed people crap, and if they don’t swallow
all that flag bullshit, they try and make them
feel unpatriotic. Now is the time to be real;
especially for all those people who are being
jammed by this counterfeit prosperity. | was
raised to feel that the things | was talking
about were unpatriotic, because | didn’t say
Sieg Heil, and because | didn’t accept all the
things that America says it is. | accepted half
of it, but found out it was the wrong half.

Death

I'm not afraid of dying, I'm just afraid of all
the exaggerated shit that’s gonna be said
about me after I'm gone. People always ask
me how | want to be remembered, but | don’t
really give a...

“Disco Duck”

No one will remember it now. Only songs
that are balanced well will ever last. The
songs you can hear two years and two days
later and still have something to say. The
classics are all those songs that created

a mood that is still relevant today.

John Wayne

Here comes yesterday again. He seems
corny now sometimes, but when those
films first came out | thought he was a
tremendous presence. He filled up the 60ft
stage with great flicks like The Quiet Man.

Band Aid

It's a great idea. | did a poem called “We
Beg Your Pardon” back in '75, all about
the wasted food in the States while
people were starving in Africa.
If they had done it in '75 it
would have been great,
but better late than
never. As long as
people get something
to eat | don’t really give
a damn if the people
involved are using it for
their own ends. If
that sort of person
were elected king
tomorrow, and that’s
what he had planned yesterday,
then good luck to him. It’s on
his conscience.
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“Wema;

is back.

His time off the treadmill
has allowed himto
reimmerse himselfin
American culture —and to
make one of his strongest,
strangest albums yet.
“Pve got a little bored of
being put in this club

of Bruces, Bobs...”

he says. “I’ve staked

out our own ground.”

EBET ROBERTS / GETTY

shoc
them

MELODY MAKER

HEFUTUREAIN’Twhat it used to be.”
Tom Petty sings that on Southern Accents,
and seldom can aline have captured so
effectively the attitude behind an
artisticrenaissance.

Petty, the Southernboy, the blond
bombshellwho eulogised the “American Girl” - the Byrds
pasticheso pureit’ssaid thatwhen Roger McGuinn heard it
ontheradio, hewas convinceditwas one ofhis songs, but
couldn’trememberwriting or performingit.

Pettyis probably the epitome ofall that’s cool about
Americanrock-thatsmart-ass swagger, those cheekbones,
that cruisingfeeling, that sneerand smile, that raunch that
goesway, way back—and what'smore, isdamned, fighting
proudofit. Astill pointin time. The American dream.

Petty, akind of Huck Finn from Gainesville, Florida, who
madeitall cometrue.

Petty, theboyandhisband, The Heartbreakers, abunch of
buddies from backhomewho'd played everyjukeboxhitin
everyjiveassjointso manytimestheynotonlysoundedlike
thereal thing, theybelievedit.

Petty, the pale prima donnaon the upwho boogied his butt
around Hammersmith Odeon onanightsome of us willnever
forget, the scarecrow prince at Knebworth with the battered
jet-black topperatarakish angle on those thinningblond
strands, the star at Wembleywith five albums down, sleep-

!)J

walking through one of the saddestshowsI've ever witnessed. »

SOUTHERN COMFORT



July13,1985: TomPetty
backstageatthe JFK
StadiuminPhiladelphia,
wherehisbandThe

Heartbreakerswill
opentheUSlegofthe
Live Aideventwith
“AmericanGirl”
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Petty, themanwhose third LP,
Damn The Torpedoes, rates with
BigStar’s Radio Cityand The
Byrds’ (Untitled) as one of my
desertisland guitardiscs. Petty,
thehanger-outand hanger-on
who duetted with Stevie Nicks
and foundhisfaceonTV.

Tom Petty—allthat'sbestanda
bitthat’s worstaboutrocknroll.

Some of us, asIsay, were
worried after Wembley. Hislast
album, LongAfter Dark, was
harder, more Broooce, than
anythinghe’d ever done, but
maybeitwasso muchmuscling
over thesame old terrain? More
worryingstill, there wassilence.
Overtwoyears of the stuff.

Why?

Petty, myfantasydouble,
grinsbehind McGuinn
shadesinashuttered office off
SunsetBoulevard, LA.

“Ah...well...”

The drawlisunmistakable, the
sameslownasalagonisingthat’s
moredrollthan dumb.

“Ah...well...foralotofreasons.
WhenIgottotheend ofthelast
tour, Iwas prettywell tired,
y’know, and Iwanted out for
awhile. We'dneverreallyhada
breaksince... butldon’tknowwhen... soIthoughtI'd pushmychair
backfrom the table forawhile.Thad agoodyear, I guess, ofreallydoing
nothingbutwriting. I'd never had that much time before.

“Iwasalittlebored with what we were doing, tobe honest.Ididn’t
wanna have to go outand play ‘Breakdown’ any more.Ijust thought,
‘Well, it’'s nine years now, and ifwe're gonna continue to do this, I think
it'simportantthatwehitsomething thatkeepsusinterested.”

Whatinspired Petty, what forged the conceptthatbuiltand then
disintegrated into his new album, Southern Accents, was hisrediscovery
ofhisroots—notmusical (far fromit), but cultural.

“I'dstarted the album mid-tour, in the South, when we were spending
sometimethere. Instead ofabus, wehad achartered jetand we were
basedinFlorida, flying outevery dayand flyinghome atnight. SoIjust
wound up staying there more thanThad foryears—y’know, other than
afewdays,I'dneverbeenbackin 10yearsandIstarted realisingthere
wasreallyalotdownthere thatI'd forgotten and alotthathad changed.

“Therewere alot of memories, and I had the

“Stoppingtouringmade the
album much more easy towrite.
Everyonesaysit, butit’s true: the
moreyougetwrappedupin ‘a
plane,acar,agigandthenyou're
off, gonnamakearecord and
thenyou'regonnagorightout
again’,youjustquitlivinglife
prettymuch, y’know? During
thatyearIhad offitwas, ‘Wow!
There’sno soundcheckat four.’
You're onyourownandyou've
gottafigure outwhatto do.

“I'travelled around, y’know.
Iwentto the Southacouple of
timesandI'djustdo things that
Iwouldn’thave been abletodo,
like say, ‘It’s eighto’clock, let’sgo
toLasVegas!’ Therewasno ‘No
youcan'tgotoLasVegas
becausenextTuesdaythere’sa
giginSeattle’ and stufflike that.

“Itwasn’treallylike Iwasbeing
aprisoner before, butIwasjust
caughtin theworkroutine too
much, and soIwentto England
foraweekor two andIjustfound
= myselfwritingwithouteven
noticingit, withoutreally taking
itserious, whereas, with the
LongAfter Darkalbum,Iwas
really struggling towrite that
thing, justtowrite 10 songs that
Ithoughtwere of the calibretobe onarecord.

“This onejustseemed to come naturally, soI thinkthathad alottodo
withit-I'vegottabe carefulnotto getinto thatroutine again.”

Revitalisedlyrically, Petty could have turned outanother setof breezy
rockers and doleful countrylaments aboutbirds and booze and broken
heartsfilleted by thatjangly guitar, butwhere Southern Accentsreally
stands outisnotso muchlyrically as musically. Petty’sresisted the
temptation to take the easyway out, avoided the self-parody that, he
admits, he’sonlyjustskirted onseveral occasions, and he’s gone for
somethingstartlinglynew.I'venever heard anythinglikeit.

“No,” helaughs. “No, neitherhavel.”

Whilemostofthe so called young guns of America—your Dream
Syndicates and Long Ryders—are plundering the back catalogue of
Yankee pop for something true and real, some sense ofhistoryand
meaningandbelonging, someheritage andintegrityinanartthat’s
almostentirely surrendered its soul to corporate cloning, Petty’s struck

outonhis own, notexactly turninghis back on

| Petty:“Bytheend
_’( ofthelasttour,lwas
prettywelltired”
- .

b

abilitytolookatitasan outsider, too—Isaw
thingsIneverwould haveseenifI'd stayed there
anditjustkicked me off.”

RIGINALLY, PETTY ENVISAGED
O Southern Accents as adouble, entirely

devoted to hisrediscoveryand, in
some cases, rejection of the new South. It
wasn'tto be Neil Young’s apocalypticwarning
ofimpendingracial upheavals, nor Lynyrd
Skynyrd beer n’ titties macho paeans; more a
personal evocation couched in the everyday,
the way Robbie Robertson worked at his best,
the smallestincident triggering offa series of

“I didn’t
wanna have to
go out and play

‘Breakdown’
any more”

thepastbutrefusingto acceptthat the onlyway
forwardisback.

“Exactly.It’sinteresting younoticed that.
SinceI'vebeendoinginterviewsagain, whichI
haven'tdoneinyears, peoplehavebeentalking
aboutAmericanrock'n’roll,andIthinkthat’s
fine, certainly that’s OKwith me, butit’salmost
alittletoonostalgicattimes. I think they’ve
cometothinkthatAmericanrockhasgottobe
straight-ahead, nomore thanacouple of guitars
andapianoandyoucan’tblowit, butthat’s
rubbish, y’know. Like, [ thinkmyrecordisvery
American—there’sevenasongcalled ‘America’
—butit’s certainlynot Chuck Berry. 'm glad to

historical echoes that have setinto habits.

ThenPettysawwhathe considers sense, and havingwritten the bulk of
thematerial, decided against the full-blown concepton the premise thatit
wouldbore the pants off most folks. The songs thatremain from his private
obsession—“Rebels”, thetitletrackand “Best Of Everything” —suggest that
maybe, in thefuture, Petty should havealittlemore faithin hislisteners.

Duringhishiatus, Pettyalso discovered thatlife has more to offer than
abottleofbourboninthebackofalimo-arealisation which drewhim
into somealiensituations.
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seeallthose guys out there and stuff, butTjust
hopeitdoesn'tmeanwe're gonnahave another bout ofnostalgia.”

Southern Accents, withits sitar here and funk-out there, islike some
crazyhybrid thatreally shouldn'twork but does, effortlessly. How? Why?
Where did it come from?

“Well, Iwasn'tlistening to much, soIdon’tthinkIwas hearing things.
I'dkind of given up on the radio and stuff. Ithinkitwas a couple of things
—onewasthatIwasinthe moodto dosomethingalittle strange, and two
Iwasbuildingastudio [Gone Gator] athome, where you tend to go alittle



TOM PETTY

nutsand youdon'treally worryabout cutting
thesonginthree arrangements becauseit’s not
costingbythehour.SoIdid alotofthat—some
ofthese songs mighthave had two sets oflyrics
and three or fourarrangements.”

Strangely enough, though, Southern Accents
isoneoftheleastindulgentrecordsyou're ever
likely to hear. Despite its shattered concept,
itworksasanalbum.Therearenofillers, no
two tracksremotely the same, all fragments
tornfrom Petty’s new-found sense of
pioneeringand The Heartbreakers’ (who, Petty
says, would probably tour eternally given the
chance) fresh experiences.

“Wed
shunned
having people
sit in on the
albums”

“Y’know, Ididn’trealise whataweird record
itwasuntilaboutaweekbeforeitwasaboutto
comeout,and thenI'm going, ‘Boy! Thisisa
little strange. We may shock them!””

The collaboration that seems to have fired
Petty’senthusiasm the most, and certainly the
onethat’sdevastated all preconceptions
concerningthealbum, isthe partnershipwith
Eurythmics’ Dave Stewart, whom Petty metat
SunsetSound Studio.

“I'dbeenafan.Ithoughttheywere oneofthe
better groups thatcame over thatyear when so
many English groups came. I remember Jimmy
ITovine [Petty’slongtime co-producer] asking,

While Pettywas potteringaround athome,
the otherswere outfulfillingambitions and following theirinstincts.
Mike Campbell co-wrote “The Boys Of Summer” with Don Henley and
“Ways Of The Wicked” for up-and-coming countryrockband Lone
Justice; while Stan Lynch toured with T Bone Burnettand Howie Epstein
backed John Hiatt. On top of this, in bits orasawhole, The Heartbreakers
contributed to albums by Henley, Dylan, Stevie Nicks, Del Shannon, The
Blasters, Rosanne Cash, RankAnd File, the Ramones, Ry Cooderand,
weirdestofall, Eurythmics. Such compliments were sometimesrepaid.

“There’sonlybeen the five of usthere onthe albumsall the time, and
we’dshunned having peoplesitin orany of that; mainly, I think, because
wewanted to beknown as a group rather than me and my guys. But this
timeIwanted to turn thataround, to throwall therules outat the start,
andifso-and-so came over we'd lethim play, and ifitwasno good
we'd eraseit.

“Butwhathappened was, people came around
andsometimesitwouldreally perkusup and take
usdown anotherroad which wasinteresting.

‘Well, who’s gotsongs?’ And Isaid, ‘These guys’,
becauselremember playing ‘LoveIs A Stranger’ on the piano.Ilearnedit
off TVandIwasthinking, ‘Thisisagood songno matterhowyouarrange
it"...andIthought Annie sanggreat, too...”

Iovine wasworking on a Stevie Nicks session when Stewart called by,
andduringalullinrecordinghe called Petty down.

“Davesays, ‘Well, why don'twewrite asong? That'd be somethingto
do’,whichwasreally pretty odd for either of us. Idon’tknowwhywe did it.
Ithoughthewastalkingaboutsometimein the future, buthe obviously
meantrightnow. And hehad thisideawhich he’d putdown on cassette,
soheplayedittomeandinabouthalfan hourwe'dwritten ‘Don’t Come
Around Here No More'.

“Weputdownalittledemo there and then wentback tomyhouse and
worked onitforanotherthree weeks of madnessand... well, alotof people
thinkit’sastrange pairing, butactuallywe getalong
fairly easilyand we've become pretty good friends.”

Oddestofthe oddis “ItAin’'t Nothing To Me”,
aloose, jumbled, ramshackle romp through »

TheHeartbreakers
in1985:(I-r) Howie
Epstein,Stan
Lynch, TomPetty,
BenmontTench
andMike Campbell




“Well,here’sthe tip of
thehat":performing
livenineyearson, Petty
saysheappreciates“an
acceptancethatl’ve
missedforawhile”

“Iremember once, justjamming
around, we had thisreal strange band
—meand Dave, Brian Setzer fromthe
Stray Cats, Clem Burke playing drums

EBET ROBERTS / GETTY

funk’n’ roll thatepitomises Petty’s spirit of adventure.Iaskhim what the
hellhe thinksheis?

“I'mnotsure. Dave StewartandIwerein mybedroom, sittingaround,
watchingthe newswith the sound off, y’know, and we had a couple of
acousticsup thereanditwasjustone summer afternoon aboutayearago
and...uh...hehad themainriff, I think,and we were playingand the
lyrics—there was somethingabout the Space Shuttle on or something,
solwastryingto picture maybe aroad workerin Georgia, y'’know, singing
thissong.

“It'ssortofacynicaldance song, [guess, and Idon’tknow, by the time
wehad twoverses, Dave, whoisveryimpulsive, says ‘Let’sgo’and
everybodywas downstairs and we went, ‘Right, stop that, do this!” Haha!
Changed tape and then started doing the song.Ithink thelast couple of
verseswere justimprovised. There’s only one shoton thevocals.

“Intheend, Ijustlefteverythingin. There’s people talkingall through
the track. Confusion. Butitwas thatkind of record. Stewartwas good for
that. Y’know, alot of people say, ‘Did working with other people weaken
theband?Istheband gonnabreakup?’ ButIthink,ifanything,itletusall
getour own things outso everyone’s pretty happily back together. Ireally
enjoyedit. Wehad greattimes and alotof stuffdidn’tgeton, butI'd never
playedwithanyoneinyears other than the band.
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and...Imean, whataband!Itsounded
likerubbishalotofthetime...haha!...
butsometimesitwasinteresting, it
was fun, y’know? It kicked us off.

“Irehearsed with thebandjust
recently for thefirsttimeinalong
timeanditwasreallygood.Icame
homefeelinglikeI'dbeento the
analystorsomething.”

AmongPetty’s other collaborators
on SouthernAccentsareJackNitzsche,
whoscored thetitle trackfora
26-piece orchestra, and Robbie
Robertson, whoadded hornsto “The
Best Of Everything” —as Petty putsit,
anotherhappyaccident.

“Robbie asked for asong for The King
Of ComedymovieandIplayedhim
thisandheliked itand asked ifI
mindedifhefiddled aroundabit.Sol
said, ‘No, whynot?’ and whenIheard it
Iwent, ‘Wow! God! Yeah!Ineverwould
havehearditthatway.' Ithink thatwas
oneofthemain things thatkicked me
inthebutt, saying, ‘Look, don’tclose
people off, because they might show
yousomething’.

“Iplayeditto Nick Lowe ofall people,
inAtlantawhen he was on tourwith
us,andhelovedit-playeditover
again going, ‘Boy, thisisjustareally
Southern-sounding thing, y’know’,
andIthought, ‘Ah, perfect. Onesong
down. Getthisone.’ Soit’s probably
Nick’s fault, thatone.”

Iwonderifhangingoutwithsomany
luminaries has drawn Pettyback to
pop, rekindled hisinterestin the scene?

“Well, Ilistened to the Prince thing
thismorningandIthoughtthatwas
aprettywell-done deal, pretty
adventurous. There’sa group
called Los Lobos thatIwas
listeningtoinFloridaalotthat
aregreat. And thenI've gotmy
jukeboxwithall the old stuff.
I'malwayslisteningto alotof
oldsingles-Itendtolikethe
'50salot, thoughit’snotvery
fashionable.Istilllisten to Elvis.”

Forallhisinsistence that
he’satraditionalistatheart
withabrainborntowander,
Pettyhastaken tovideowith
apparent panache. The vid for
“Don’t Come Around Here”
features Petty, Stewartand the
chapsinan Alice In Wonderlandfantasy, an absurdly effective vehicle for
thesong’sschizophrenia.

“MymainthingwasjustthatIwanted to do somethingalittle different
thanjustthefelladancing through the dryice. Wehad agood time
makingit, abitlike being children and dressingup in old clothes and
playingwith doughnuts. Itwas justmade for entertainment, really-Ihate
thosevideos thatare tryingto send me some message. I getso confused.

“I'mnotreallysure what the message is oriflwanted itanyway. SoIjust
thought, ‘Let’stry tomake something... uh... psychedelic’, maybean
"80s version of that, justsomething thatlooksalittle twisted but might
shake thesekidsupalittle bitbecause most people goon MTVandtryto
bereallypretty.”

TOM PETTY llE(iR’l'BI(E‘.-1 KERS

DRGET ABOUT ME)



There’sacertain cynicismto Petty these days,
acertainstingthathasn’tbeenapparentsince
theyoungbuckdays ofhis debutalbum. “Spike”,
forexample, turns the all-American outlawon
hishead, takes the piss out of James Dean
impersonators and yetstill there’s tension and
affectioninside the sarcasm.

“Ifyouain’thip enough to get the humour out ofit,
thenI'mjustnotgonnaworryaboutit, y’know?”
Petty chuckles. “Thiswasreallyanalbum thatI had
almost entirely to make for myself, which made it
alotharderbecauselreallydidn’tanticipate any
audience forit. Before, we'd stomp that attitude out,
we'd think, ‘No, thisisnegative stuft’, butIwasn’t
trying tomake this for Americanradio. [justtried to
makeituntilIliked it, and that, obviously, was hell
attimes, butinthe endIthinkIdolikeitquiteabit,
sothat’s probablyagoodruleto followfromnowon
-makeitforyourself,and whenyoulikeit, putitout.

“Thisalbum, whichwas prettyeasytowrite,
turned out to be prettyhard torecord for some
reason-—it’susually the otherwayround.”

Ahyes, thosestories...

couldn’tactually pinpoint one particular

pressure that propelled his fist into that
wall. Itwas asifnine years’ worth of showdowns
and slow-ups, halts and hiccoughs, were
suddenly mocking him there on the stair. And the
boylashed out.

Earlier thatweek he'd taken tapes of several songs
totherecord companyand they'd madeall theright
noises. Not thattheywerebugginghim oranything,
but, well, itwould bekindaniceifhe could getitall
wrapped up to hitthe stores before Christmas. Petty
agreed andlaunched into round-the-clock mixing,
decidingwhat should be there,and worse, much
worse, whatshouldn’t. Hehadn’tsleptfor days, the
otherswere upstairsstillfooling with thebare
bones of songs, and he’d been alone with
acassette, despairing. Itwasn'tright; he
wouldn’tblow twoyears’ work trying to
mixitinaweek.

Heremembered approachingthestair,
thenwhacking out. Nothingunusualin ;
that. He often took it out on walls. But one s
ofthoselittlewoodensslats caughthis
knuckles atan awkward angle and he could
tell theywere prettywell messed up.

The othersjoked aboutit. Tom Petty,
some guitarhero-can’'thold a pick, let
alone play guitar. Butwithin the hour they
were staringatahand swollenlike Mickey
Mouse’sandAlan, hisroadie, suggested it
mightnotbe thatbad anideato godown
andseetheol doc.

AnyfoollookingattheX-rays could see
thiswas serious damage. Bones smashed,

P ETTYSAYSHE doesn’tknowwhyhe didit,

g

two broken clean in half. Hospitalisation. e %

Rumours, he’d never playagain. Was the

man outofitorwhat?
“No,no-andit’sbetter. Itworks again. It

still feelsalittle sensitiveand I can'tliftalot

A potent hybrid
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Tom Petty & The Heartbreakers
MCA

Whatever Tom Petty means to you -
McGuinn pastiches, sun-bleached
blondes and cheekbones, car cassettes
and highway heaven or absolute
American AOR - Southern Accents

will confound as much

TOM PETTY

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

— 1985 —

Allthisis what we've come to consider
Petty’s forte, that blistering croak
bordering on caricature investing cliche
with a thrilling intensity. But Southern
Accents takes the ingredients and turns
them around, thanks largely to Eurythmic
Dave Stewart, whose co-compositions -

“It Ain't Nothin’ To Me”,

as confirm your
anticipations. Whether
by fortuitous fluke or
incredible inspiration,
Petty has confronted his
reputation, taken

stock, takenitapart

and gone for something

“It Ain’t Nothin’”
is a belligerent,
playful shot of

sexual obsession

“Don’t Come Around
Here NoMore” and
“Make It Better’ (Forget
AboutMe)” -area
fresh, exuberantly
potent hybrid of

new technology and
oldinstincts.

extraordinarily new.
Southern Accents has everything anyone
could have expected -it’s like an archive
of Americana, using the past, polishing it
into a gleaming present and parading
itself as something vitally contemporary.
“Rebels” and the title track are
burdened with Robbie Robertson’s sense
of history, yesterday's eventsinforming
today’s habits. “The Best Of Everything”
aches with Springsteen’s humanity, a
melodramatic ballad over bare piano
that, through sheer emotional detail
(“The bad nights take forever andthe
goodnights don’t ever seemto last”)
avoids sentimentality.
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“Don’t Come Around
Here”,a candidate for single of the year
so far, marries strings and choirs to Petty’s
petulantsassinanunprecedented and
pushy manner, while “It Ain’t Nothin™”
bumps and grinds along brisk blasts
of brass, the vocal phasing out into
the ozone while aroughshod chant
punctures the fabric of the song’s
ramshackle groove. It's horny and funky,
worldly-wise and yet exhilaratingly free
of convention, abelligerent, playful shot
of sexual obsession.

Attimes, the experimentationis
superfluous - the spiralling trumpet on
“Rebel”is never fully integrated into the

texture, an appendageratherthana
component. But at his best, Petty’s so

- sleekand minimalit'sabsurd no one’s

beenherebefore. “Mary’s New Car”,
forinstance, cruisesalongabreeze
of ariff, Petty unashamedly pursuing
the old chassis/screwing equation,
effortlessly. There’s so little here, it
sounds so natural;it's intoxicating, a
design streamlined as near to perfect
performance aspossible. Againstall
the odds, Southern Accentsis the
sound of the modern world, aware and
alive. Useiit. Steve Sutherland

hat.We've endured nine years of this
madness, and attimesI've felt, ‘Wow!
Wedidn'tgetany credit for thatand we
diditbefore thisguydid’, y’know? And
sothenicethingisjusttoseean
acceptance thatI'vemissed forawhile.
“I'thinknowI'djustliketo goandsee
theworkgetbetter and, hopefully,

withit, buttheysayit’s gonna comeback.” Pettyfingers the six-inch scar
thatrunsdownhishand and Isuggesthe kicks walls from nowon.

“Yeah, yeah.Idon’thitwallsany more. It tookalot of my temperback,
Icantellyou, butitmadeitamuchbetteralbum, because whenIgotout
ofhospital, after the operation, Icould hearreally clearly.

“Y’know, I'mintensely pleased that thisrecord was understood,
becauselwasall preparedtotakeitonthechin. Thishasbeenavery
pleasurable experience, putting this album out. It'snice becauseit’s such
agoodgroupandit’sfinallygettingalittle bitof... well, here’s the tip of the

breaksome ground. That'swhatI'minterested in doing now, breaking
some ground in myownlittle area. Y’know, I've gotalittle bitbored of
being putin this cluball the time of Bruces, Bobs, Cougars and the
million thatcame afterus.Ireallydon’twannabein the club, and now
I'vestaked outalittle of our ground, hopefully.

“Youjustcan’tgetrid ofus. We'rehere whetheryoulikeitornot.
We'lljustkeep comingback.”

Petty’sright. The futureain’twhatitused tobe.It’sbrighter.
Steve Sutherland ®
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The prolific have escaped the
strictures of hardcore, to make truly
remarkable music. “There’s nothing incredibly
new about it,” says . “We’re just
doing what we do the best we can.”

NME



October1s,1985:
(l-r)BobMould,

GrantHartand
GregNortonatthe
MetroinChicago
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Bob, given to one-lineinterjections,
sometimesaccompanied bya cynical
snort. Strangely enough, Grant’s songs
have abuoyancy, awistful poplyricism
thatprovides many ofthe group’s most
memorable-—hummable-moments.

GregNorton-bassist—writes no songs,
sings no songs, says fewwords, butis the
snappiestdresser ofthe three. He also has
amagnificenthandlebarmoustache, a
veritable Salvador Daliofan upperlip.
Apartfromthis, he seems quite sensible.

Onstage, heleapshigher thananyone
since Pete Townshend in his heyday,
whichisjustaswell, since Bob’s couch-
potatostyleandlow-slungguitar (at the
Camden Palace, there was some difficulty
infindinga guitarstrap long enough for Bob) militate against excessive
gymnasticdisplays. Together, theylooklike the rock'n’roll equivalent of
the Pontypool frontrow.

With typical candour, Bob cites asreasons for their formation
“boredom. And thatweliked music, too. Time tokill.” The usual punk
apprenticeship, in other words. Inthose days—late 78, early'79-Hiisker
Diiwere prettymuchin the hardcore mainstream, such asitwas.

“Itwasreal fast, aggressive stuffat thebeginning,” says Bob. “We were
17,18yearsold then, soI guesswe were letting off some steam.”

IfIwere to call Bobamaster of understatement, Iwould be being
niggardlyin my description. Their earliestrecorded document, Land
Speed Record, isnotso much fastand aggressive as ablur ofnoise, a
non-stop hardcore thrash in which songs seem tomeltinto each other to
become onelongscream of disaffection. Abarrage, pure and simple; and
tobehonest, hardlyworthlisteningto in the light of what was to follow.

“Those songs were two years old when theywererecorded, and
recordingthemlive with areallimited budget-$350-theycouldn’thave
gone any further from where theywere. The best thing to dowas put'em
downandmoveon.”

Whatdid the hardcore audience think of guyslookinglike you?

“Theywereintoit. Forawhile. Aslongasitsoundedlike something that
waswithin theirrules. We getshunned by themnow...

“Tome, hardcore music, whetheritwas hardcorejazz, orhardcore
industrial, or hardcorerock'n’roll, was norules involved —you could do
anythingyouwanted to; itwas the intensity you putitacross with that
madeitwhatitwas. Thehardcore punk thinggottohavealotofrules,and
whenwe stopped beingassociated with those rules-or, as theywould
like to think, ‘following’ those rules—we wereimmediately on the out.

“Yougrow up, youchange your perspective. You're notalways
18yearsold, drunk, with amohawk, drivingaround screamingand
holleringaboutanarchy-youdon’tdo thatallyourlife.”

Eventually, afteranother simple thrash LP, Everything Falls Apart, they
found ahome at SST Records. Their firstrecord

possibilities. There’sbeen ahost of tricks
turned with the basic guitar, bass, drums
formatsince Chuckand Bolaid down the
groundwork some three decades ago.
Mosthaverelied onaseries of set
structural devices, and aninternal
homogeneity: one thinks of The Sex
Pistols (whoseimportance was,
admittedly, mainly gestural) and their
distinctlyunrevolutionaryuse ofhard
rockguitar with arhythmsection.

The thingwhich sets Hiisker Diiapart,
the core of theiruniqueness, is the way
theymix those samestructural devices
inways thatshouldn’'twork, combining
elements of several genresin onesong.

The classic Hiisker Dii sound, as
crystallised on “Metal Circus”, is based on thunderbuck, hiccuping
drums (abitlike Buzzcocks’ John Maher, onlymore to the point) behind a
bassthatmanagestobeboth solid and swallowtail-melodicat one, able
tocarrythetuneifnecessary,like REM’s Mike Mills; over this are poured
carillons of distorted guitar, with shouted vocals rasping hoarsely from
deepinthemix.

Asthatdescription stands, it could fita thousand bands since 1977;
Hiisker Dii’'sinnovation, on their best material, is to combine this
fearsome punk-metal attackwith honeyed vocal harmonies and the kind
of prettytunes thatjustdon’tfitthestyle. Ordidn’t. Attimes they can
seem like Motdrhead, only musical.

Don’tunderestimate the power of one man and his guitar, either. Bob
Mould, like Wilko Johnson and Pete Townshend, can combine bothlead
andrhythmlinesinone, or double up histhythmlines, butunlike them
hedoesitatafuriouslevel of distortion. Theresultis asound that
splintersasitchimes, withringingharmonics and overtones showering
over thelayered chords, aslanton the guitar/bass/drumsformat that
owes moreto thelikes of Wire’s Pink Flagthan to The Clash.

AttheironlyBritish gigso far—aone-offfreebie at the Camden Palace,
filmed for the Live In London TV series—the strange mix ofhead-on
collision noise and oddly tuneful harmonies seemed more akin to The
JesusAnd Mary Chain than their co-compatriotsin thenewAmerican
rock: no deferential, studied aping ofan older genre here.

The essence of the sound is bracing, scouring, ahealthy
mouthful of Domestos forced down the tender throat of pop.
If, as seems to be the case, we're in the middle of arock’n’roll fightback
against the soothing pop placebo, then Hiisker Dii are something of
atactical first strike, a smart bomb which takes out the life force but
leaves the structures intact and available for cannibalism.
ZenArcade, the 23-track double album which came outlastyear, islike
adiaryof disaffection, ofteninchoate and

H USKER DU ARE hot-wired, straight off the street, so to speak.

forthelabel wasaseven-track 12-inch called
“Metal Circus”, which opened with their
definitive statementofbeing out ofalignment
withtheir former audience.

I'say “former” audience, butdoesn’t SST, home
ofhardcore, typecast them, settheminthe
samemould?Bobdisagrees.

“I'thinkwhatBlack Flag’s doingis totally
different fromwhat The Minutemen are doing,
whichis completely differentfrom... Allthe
bandshaveadifferentstyle; I think the only
thingthatmightbein commonisjustthe

“T'he hardcore
punk thing
got to have a
lot of rules”

inarticulate, butalways heartfelt; much of
themusic, both hereand on the morerecent
New Day Rising, islike an atavistic shriek, an
ancestral folkmemory, primalyetbearing
traces offormand orderinits tunes. “Hiisker
Di1” is Swedish for “do youremember?”.
Rememberwhat?

Hiisker Diimayberough-hewnand crude
(thoughnotas crudeastheyfirstappear), but
atleasttheytryto penetratetotheheart.
Indeed, theyhave tobe thattoughand grating
tobreakthrough thehardenedarteries. They

ideology, the approach to how to make music
available, asfarashowtoursare setup and how promotionis done. That’s
pretty much the onlycommon threadIcansee.

“The Meat Puppets are out of Phoenix, we're out of Minneapolis, all the
otherbandsare outofLA, soit’s completely different musical
environments. LAisavery plastic music town, whereas Minneapolisis
more ofagrassrootsbarscene.In LA, Hollywood, there’sall the heavy
metal clubsand all that,and bands arekillingeach other to get signed to
major labels. We don’tdo thatin Minneapolis. We just play.”

Fromapastofhardcorebamalam, of simple, ultra-fast Ramoning,
Hiisker Diihave somehow fashioned a future of seemingly limitless
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don’tdo manylove songs, pure and simple, but
when theydo (eg, “The Girl Who Lives On Heaven Hill”), they’re not
exactlytender, butverge on the euphoric.

“It'snotthatIdon’tfeellove or havelove ormakelove or dolove, it’sjust
oneofthose things thathasbeen overusedin popular musicand has
becometrivialised,” acknowledges Bob.

“Eversincetheword ‘baby’ wasintroduced into alove song—Imean,
canyousee thisgrown manmakinglove toatwo-year-old girl? Thenyou
cantellwhen groups get mature, becauseit’s ‘girl’— ‘Hey, girl!’ - then
whenyou're Neil Diamondit’s, ‘Girl, you'll bea woman soor’, thenit’slike,
‘C’'mon, grandma, let’srollin the hay!”



HUSKER DU

“It'snotthatloveisn’tawonderful thing, it'sjust that there’s enough
peopletalkingaboutitinsongs thatdon’t meanit.”

Nordotheydo overtpolitical songs, the usual alternative to love songs
(we’llignore the sword-and-sorcery crew, thank youvery much). It’s not
thattheydon'thave opinions or deeply felt beliefs, it’s just that they don’t
wantto use the stage asasoapbox, preferringinstead to make private
donationstolocal environmental causes, like agroupwho’re doinga
study on the water tablein Minnesota.

Sodotheybelieverock'n’rollisinextricablylinked withreallife?

“Ohyeah, Ithinkgoodrock'n’rollis. Rock

asopposed tohaving Spot from SST comeinand doit, soitdoes sound
alotbetter.”

Thevocalson New Day Risingwere largelyindecipherable...

“Thankyou, Spot,” Grantsneers sardonically.

“Welike maskingitalittle bit,” Bob explains. “Ithink sometimesjustthe
order of consonants andsibilantsisasimportant as the words themselves.
Thosesongsare more atmospheric than anthemic. There’s a difference:
you canwrite the songswith the chorus everyone’llremember, and then
youcanwrite the onesnobodyreallyknows thewords toand can phase

inand outofas theywish. Like ‘Perfect

musicisn’t. Rockmusicis completelybased in
fantasy. Goodrock’n’rolllike The Who or The
Byrds, isbased in down-to-earth business,in
thedirty,lowdown, shit-in-your-pants stuffthat
happenseveryday. There’sadifference, inmy
mind anyway.”
Sowouldyouvieweachalbumasadiary?
“Definitely. They’relikeadocumentary of
wherewe’reatatthatperiod. It'shard to explain
whatgoesinto an album: we have the songs
written, but once we getinto thestudio, that’s
whereithappens. We don’thave concreteideas

“Dreams tell
you things
you might not
want to hear”

Example’, thewords arereal cloudy, it’s the
feelingthatcomesacrossmore.”

Thatsong’s particularly dream-like. Doyou
haveaninterestindreams?

“Ohyeah. Dreamsareweird,” says Bob. “Ifyou
sleepwith the TV on, youhave more dreams,
becauseyou're gettingaural suggestions. I put
onthe24hournews, andI havejustthecraziest
dreams-youhear them talking, and it’ll trigger
somethinginyoursubconscious that'llget you
dreamingyou'reinAfrica, orwhatever.

ofwhatshould happen; things gelaswe'rein
there, and at that point they become notes of where we were at story-wise
thatmonth.

“People alwayssay, ‘Why don'tyou play the old songs?’ Afterawhile
asongmayloseits meaningtoyou:itmayhave been aspecific event
thatisn'trelevanttoyourlifeany more.”

Hence the change from the darkintrospection of Zen Arcadeto the more
positive, outgoing New Day Rising. The former’s cover—a coloured-in
xeroxdepicting the three grey-shaded Hiiskers wandering througha
junkyard of brightlyhued wrecked cars—serves notice of the sounds
inside; the scraps of pessimism and disillusionment tricked outin all
manner of musical finery, vergingin places on the psychedelic.

Zen Arcadeis one of the strangest, most comprehensive LPs of recent
years; notthe happiest, perhaps, but then who needs happiness? Having
stretched outover four sides and tried out other avenues, theyreturned to
amore mainstream formatwith the triumphant New Day Rising.

Whathappenedin-between?

“ItwasjustareactiontoZenArcade,” says Bob. “Zen Arcadewaslonger,
darker, moodier, itwent through alot of different changes—there were the
little segues on piano and guitars, etc. With New Day Risingwe just said to
hellwith that, let’s stripitback down and do whatwe were doing. Itwas
like startingoveragain.

“That’snotto say there won’tbe another Zen Arcade—-there maywell be.
It'sreally easy tomake thatkind ofrecord.”

“It'sreallyeasy,” adds Grant, “to getinto arutwhere you've gotto one-up
yourselfall thetime, too: oh, thelastalbum had tympani, so thisone has
tohaveharp...”

Butdon’tyoufind the guitar/bass/drums
lineup limiting?

“Notforthisband,” says Bob. “The function of this
bandistobeguitar, bass,drumsandvocals.
Anythingbeyondthat, in theory, isnotreally the
band. We don’thave synthesizers off to the side, or
roll on the grand piano and stuff, which was what
ZenArcadewasleaningtowards. Fortunately, we got
ahold of ourselves and broughtitback to reality,
started realising the contextin which we performed.

“Ifasongcallsforsomething, thenwe’ll getit. The
record we're working on
now, thereisn'tevenan
acoustic guitar. The songs
are strongenough thatwe
didn’tneed to fuckaround
with theshitthis time.

“It’ssortofinthesame
veinas New Day Rising—
whichever direction—and
it'smorevocal-oriented, as
opposed toawall of sound.
It'sacleaner production:
we produced it ourselves,

Hnolu:n D

Viakes \0 Smw it All

“I'think dreamsare just messages fromyour
subconscious, tellingyou things youmightnot
wantto hearabout, tellingyourealities thatare comingin yourlife. It's
your little guy onyourshoulder, y’know, the voices in your head that you
don'tlisten to becauseyou’retoo busy.”

Likemusicalrepomen, Hiisker Diiarein the process of reclaiming
discontinued or disgraced threads ofrock’srich tapestryand weaving
strange new garments—unlike most ofthe othernew American bands
engagedinarchaeological work, who seeminstead to be operatingsome
kind ofinvisible mendingservice.

It’sthis oddness thatgives them their peculiarintensity. Individual
elements of their sound arerecognisable, but there’sno single neatlittle
compartmentyou could shoe-horn theminto, like ‘countryrock’ or
‘psychedelia’. Not for them the structures ofa Paisley Underground...

“It’sallabunchahooey!” claims Grant, with customary frankness.
“There’salotofpeople that think they canslap onapaisleyshirtanda
pairof Roger McGuinn sunglasses and take acid and be psychedelic.”

“There’salotofthatkind of stuff,” agrees Bob. “Alot of talkinginreal
abstracttermsandbeingrealsurrealall the time... playinginaband and
beingfullashit...”

Bythe same token, theresurgence ofinterestin older musicsreceives
shortshrift, too.

“Peoplelackingtheimagination to draw from the future draw from the
past,” says Grant, atrifle harshly perhaps.

Bobissomewhat more reasonable. “But the people who draw from the
future are people who're completelyinto synthesizers: oh, 'm usingthe
technology of today to create the sounds of tomorrow—-averyunnatural
thing. Whatwe're doing, and what most of the bands are doing, isnot that
new. Especiallywhatwe’re doing—there’snothing
incrediblynewaboutit. We're not, like, The New Age.
We're justdoingwhatwe do the bestwe can.

“There’ssome elements of change in the waywe
approach the topics, orweave in and out of topics—
butagain, Idon’tthink that'sanything new.It’s just
achangefromwhat’s goingon, to some degree.”

IswhatyoudoArt, withacapital A, orsomething
less precious than that?

“It'sMusic, with a capital M. With all capital
letters.” AndyGill ®

* r——




SCRITTIPOLITTI GREEN
GARTSIDE
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HETWO SINGERS, at
Welshman and a soft-
Mancunian, felt trapy
to plot a path out of th
language, politics and
abiding concerns ofh:
Politti—the Welshman always ended
improvised racket. Hewanted to bre
ideological barriers, his self-impose
JoyDivision, the Mancunian’s group
ferocious, inexorable peakand for hi
seemed impossible. Longinto the nig
thestage of an emptyElectric Ballroo;
and distanced-unable to offersolace
problems. Noresolutions or solutions
discussion, justamutual confirmatic
restlessness. The two, Ian Curtis and (
metagain. Withinaweek, Curtiswas
Soon after, Gartsidereturned to Wa
illness and reconsider his strategy, as
agnosticmaterialist, in the pop mark
Thus encumbered, he naturally fou:
abitofareputation.
“Ithink that’salotofbollocksactua
Ilearned abittoolatehowyougetrep
Idid tryto denymyinterests,
them, theyareaswithmeasa
experienceswould informa
“It'sverymuch partand pa
theworld.Idon’tthinkyou cz
MarxorFreud and then forge
of class or conscience, never
your perspective. Itwillsome
better orworse, Imightadd.”



ScrittiPolittimainstay
GreenGartsidein1983:
“Idon’tthinkyoucanbe

impressedbyMarxor
Freudandthenforget
thewhole conceptof
classorconscience”




ALAMY

Gartsidewith
AmericansFred
Maher (left)and
David Gamson, the
coremusicianson
Cupid&Psyche 85

Andsurfaceitdid, thisconcernwith the
power oflanguage, in songslike “Jacques
Derrida” and the new sweetened sound on the
Songs To Remember LPusing soulinspiration,
songs offaith, “tosingabout faithlessness”.

Too oftenitseemed Gartside was
commentingon the pop processat the expense
ofhis ownintuition. Eighteen months after
Songs To Remember came “Wood Beez” a
collaboration with ArifMardinin which he told
us “Ipray like Aretha Franklin”.Does hereally?

“Domeafavour!It'svery complicated, it'sthe
whole question of what popis; itsrelationship
tolanguage, power and politics. It'salsoa

“I have these
convoluted
politics that
o one can
figure out”

and the first since Songs To Remember some
two-and-a-halfyearsago.
Outofninetracksthereare three pearls—three
ofthefinestpopsongsyou'llhearallyear—while
therestisformheld over content, a potpourriof
confection stuffed into solid studio dance
rhythms. When on form, on the superlative
“Lover ToFall”, Scrittiswingfree and easy,
matchingadazzlingand dynamicbeatbox-
inspired rhythmto classylyrical panache-the
perfectcombination ofrhythmandreasonto
obtainthe “abuse oflanguage” Green craves.
Still, the materialist Marxistinmeisn’'tso
easily persuaded. Four previouslyavailable

question of music’s transgression and abuse of

some of therules oflanguage. Arethawas singingwhat are arguably
inane pop songsand hadlefther gospelroots. Butshe sangthem with
afervour, a passion, thoughI'hate to use thatword becauseit’sbeen
hideouslytarred inrecentusage. Toacommitted materialistwhose
interesthad comeround tolanguage again-perhapsbecauseofa
bankruptcyin Marxism to dealwithideology or any artistic community
—hearingherwasasneartoahymnoraprayerasIcould get.

“ObviouslyIcouldn’tmake that pointin a three-minute pop song. All
Icould dowasallude toitand hope that someone like youwould happen
alongmeandsaythat’sastupid fuckin’lyric.”

WhenImeetGartsideI'm pleasantly surprised tofindhim warm,
expressive and jocular.Thad suspicions thata cool, evasive NewAge pop
businessmanhad been born outofhis past confusions. But for better or
forworse, tousearecurring Gartside phrase, once the beer flows, the old
semiotics keep surfacing. And when they do, he faltersand corrects
himself, goingintolong convoluted explanations. Rude and childish asit
mayhavebeen, Icouldn’thelp myselffrom gigglingatsuchloquacity—it’s
onlypop’'n’roll afterall.

“Icertainly don’tsubscribe to the view that pop musicis any more one-
dimensional than any other form of production. All popis political. [ hate
the critical attitude that draws boundaries and says this hereis political
becauseit’swavingaflagandit’ssayingthis.”

“Tome, pop and the whole notion of pleasure, sex, entertainmentand
leisureis political. So Dead Or Alive with their swirling clothesand all the
restofithave asmuch politicalresonance as BillyBragg. Until that’s
accepted, we've gotalongway to go. They were making political pop 30
yearsago f'rchrissake, and no one called it political then.”

One for the money

OK, SOTHERF’S a new album of political pop by Scritti Politti called
Cupid And Psyche. It’s the first with new members Dave Gamson and
Fred Maher, young New Yorkers in the process of relocating in London,
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singlesis chancingitabit.

“Ithinkthat’sfair.”

With the pound’svalue, the price of records, unemployment, Aids...

“It'sareflection ofayear’swork.”

Butit’sworkyou'vealreadybeen paid forand nowyou’retryingto
increase thesales ofan LPwith singles thathavealreadybeen
handsome earners.

“Thatwouldn’tworrymein goingto buyan LP. People have the choice,
theyneedn’tbuyitiftheythinkit’sunfair. PerhapsI'llsufferasaresult.”

Givingthelistenervalueisn’tapriority, then?

“I'mnotsurethatitisn’tvalue, those sortof arguments were never ones
Iwasparticularly swayed by. Ifyou've already got four tracksand don’t
feellike shelling out for the remainingfive, then borrowit offsomeone
elsewhohasitandtapeit.Idon’tknow.”

It'sasubversive’s excuseand Iremain unconvinced. But thebulk of the
record —afeasible sound not developed or prodded enough?

“Theworkwentinto gettingthe sound, notas an end initself, butit’s
allpartoflearningasyougo.Itwasasociallymaderecord, with Dave and
Fred contributingas much asme.Idolike disciplineandIdon’tlike being
onmyown. We'relearningin public, testing each other out, our
relationship and howfarwe can takeitinto music.

“Thethingabouttherecordisthatit’sacollection of songs quite
independentfrom the waysinwhich they’re presented. The fact that to
youthereisahomogeneity to the way theyre presented is something
we're quiteinterested in fuckingwith when the timeisright.”

People think I’m the life of the party...

THE SLY, VOLUPTUOUS “The Word Girl” is proving itself to be more
than softskank (“How your flesh and blood became the word,” sings
Green-transubstantiation in post-Marxist agnostic pop!) and it’s also
edging up the charts. How does he deal with the pop circus image play?
“I'muncomfortable with thatwhole thing. I'm unable towork outits
significance, toworkouthowmuchitreallymatters. Butitwould seem



asillier thingbyfar to tryand deny it or wish
nottobeapartofit.

“Ifindithard toimagine that you could have
apopmusicthatdevelops people’sattention
spanorliteracy. God forbid thatyou should
haveapopmusicthatdoestrytodothat...in
someways. By the same token, Idon’tthink the
pop music Imake damages people’s attention
spanorliteracy.”

While finding the newsocialistbroad church
of pop “positively good”, he doesn’t getasked
formuch participation in benefits, cause
championingand thelike.

“Thave these tortuously convoluted politics
thatnoone canfathomout.Ialsomakeinane
poprecordsthatdon’'tbegin-howisit?—‘You
don’t have to takethiscrap’.

Maybe two LPs’ worth oflove songs has given
peopleafalseimpression?

“Icansee howthatlooks, possibly how
thatis.It'sa question of what you decide to
addressyourselfto,andI'vehad afew quite
unproductive run-ins trying towrite overtly...
No, ‘overtly’ isthe wrongword - literally
political songs, and they don’twork well.

“Mykind of politicsis distinct from someone
likeJerryDammers;Icouldn’twritea ‘Free
Nelson Mandela’. Whereas I feel upset aboutit,
myimmediatereaction afteryearsof thinking
aboutitisn’trighteousindignation.It’sakind of
thinkingaboutall the politicalmechanisms
thatoperate tokeep thatthinghappening.

“Idon’timmediately think—the terrible
sufferingofthismanin prison. Dammers’
responseisabitlike theresponse ofthe
Morning Star callingon the South African
governmentor the Tories to do this or that.
Myresponseistobereminded ofall the
mechanismsbywhich powerisheld
internationally. It'sa problem forusboth, butit
looks abigger problem for me at the moment.”

Apityifthisallmakes Greensound a tortured
soul,ashe’sreallyagoodlad. We continue an
exchange ofarguments and interests forhours
after theinterview, joined by Dave and Fredin
aMexicanrestaurant. Gartside seemsto have
anevangelical zeal for the rewriting of critical
language. Startingto feel out of mydepth, I
wonderifit’sreallythatimportant.

“Idon’tthinkanyoneis ever out of their depth,
it’sthewhole myth ofadulthood. Iremember
whenIwasyoungthinkingadultsmusthave
thekeytosome special knowledge. Well here
Iamat29findingoutit’sallbullshit.”

Perhapshe’dlike tobecomea critic or
investigate music from cultures where
tribaland spiritualrites overtake the
function oflanguage.

“Oh, butIlike dealingwithlanguage.'ve
nowishtoignoreit.”

The taxicametorestoutside thesinger’s
rented flatinIslington. He'd doneitagain,
hethought, filled anotherinterviewwith
philosophical waxings. Why couldn’the
justanswer the questionswithout tying
theverbalknots?Itmusthavebeenthe
lager, he decided.

“IguessIfucked up thatinterview,” hesaid
tothejournalist.

“Notatall, onlyacriticcanfuckupinan
interview, and you're not one of those,”
replied thejournalist. Atleastnotyet, he
thought, notyet. GavinMartin ®

SCRITTIPOLITTI

Hollow and artificial

NME JUNE 15

Scritti Politti VIRGIN

Abunch of words suchas canbe found on
the new Scritti Politti album: heart, her, girl,
baby, word, reason, love, boy, hurt, sugar,
heaven, sweet, tenderness, true. Allmean
justasmuch (orjust aslittle) as they've
always meantin pop music. Green Gartside
may well be one of pop music’s most
intelligent and thoughtful characters, but
thereisasenseinwhich helets hisheadrun
away with his heart. His concern with the
way we order our ordering of experience
means his attention centres more on the
way phenomena are presented to us,

and the values we allot to
those representations,

It'saquandary, maybe even something
of acrisis: either youtry and use the
original, first-hand language, in which
caseyou're forcedintoirony, or youstand
back and witter on about the language.
Both ways, you're getting further from
the actual experience.

My personal predilection is for music
which articulates more authentic, raw
emotions and experience thanare
traversed here. Thereisadirectness about
gospel, blues, and Cajun musics whichis
sometimes shocking: the first time | heard
Bessie Smith, forinstance, | was physically
sick. That could never
happenin Green’s pastel

than onthe phenomena
themselves.

Thus, in his pop music, he
plays with the language of
the medium, both verbal
and musical,inaway which
implicitly criticises the
way the language was used
originally. Suchis

“Green’s pop
plays with the
language of the
medium, verbal
and musical”

pop world, for there
appear tobe no Stones
In His Passway.
Similarly, the effusions
of Bo Diddley, Howlin’
Wolf and Captain
Beefheart seem more
honest, trustworthy
representations of male

theimplication of the
inverted commasin“The
‘Sweetest’ Girl”, forinstance.

The effect of this, deliberately or
accidentally, hasbeen the withering away of
pop vocabulary. We may stilluse the same
terms, but they nolonger have the same
power:instead of expressing emotions,
they become ashorthand for them, aseries
of signals to which the consumeris
expected torespond.

Unfortunately, when this kind of post-
modernist dissectionis applied to affairs
of the heart,itcan’thelp but come across
hollow and artificial, because it’s getting
further removed from the
business of actually moving, of
authentic emotional
experience. Instead
of dealing withagirl,
directly, Greenis
forced to deal with
The Word Girl.

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

— 1985 ——

sexuality than Green's
horrid Violet Elizabeth
Bott vocalisings and Green and David
Gamson's synthetic musical stylings,
aconfectionwhichis,inapure sense,
infantile, pre-sexual, a deceit of denial.

Allthe correct percussive noises are
made, every little bit of spare spacefilled
with banging, rattling and tapping noises,
courtesy former Material-ist Fred Maher; it
might even be aform of tinkly-bonk music,
except thatitaffects the tinkle without
getting down to bonking. And despite the
use of possibly unusual textural elements
like glockenspiel and steel pan sounds,

they're not put togetherin away that
shoots even asideway glance
away from the dull, drab, sickly
pop of the past few years.
Isupposeit’s unfortunate
that Green appears to have
latched on to black pop
musicjust asitentered

its most sterile, formalist

phase with the distinctly
snooze-worthy hip hop and
now go-go muzak.

Theback cover of Cupid &
Psyche 85 features a piece of meat
drapedinmuslin, held by three star
studsand a butterfly. How
inappropriate. Might I suggest
instead a great big melting chocolate
heartreclining on abed of pastel-
pink satinette. Keep the butterfly

if you wish, and get the art director
of Jackie to lay it out.

The LP contains the last four singles
plus five other tracks which plough
pretty much the same furrow, so
those among you who lapped up the
45s will doubtless find solacein
similarity here. AndyGill
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profiles, their gestures—everything was, like, splendid. It wasn’t glossy
and itwasn’t trashy or kitsch.

“Itwassoforrealitwasgreat. And Irealised Iwanted mymusic to belike
that:sharp, mildly aggressive, something thatyoumightstand back from
andsquintyour eyes atand wonder about. But not so uncomfortable that
youcan'tholditshand occasionally.”

Suchapristinelyromanticvision of the power of music would notissue
from thelips of, say, MickJagger these days. Nor

stufflike horn sections and gettingrid of the kitsch and the twee as
we go along.

“I'mdoggedbytheremainsofthelast 18 years of mylife, and there’san
elementwho wantmetoturnintoacabaretact30years beforelintend to.
SoIthoughtwe couldrevertittowhere we gotitfrominthefirstplace,
whichisreallyaLittleRichard thing, and then takeitbackastage further
towhere Little Richard gothis style, from Wynonie Harris and Louis

Jordan.Ittakes the onusoff the banshee

would the MightyMarf, as evinced by that
dismal She’s The Boss LP, makes sobold asto
record an EP of covers of such as Phil Phillips
& The Twilights’ 1959 swamp-pop hit “Sea Of
Love”, orindeed Roy Brown’s pioneeringlate-
'40s proto-rocker “Rockin’ AtMidnight”.
Butthat'swhatRobertPlantdid lastyear
under thebanner of The Honeydrippers. And
evennow anewalbum of Plant-musichits the
shops: Shaken N’ Stirred, despite the gung-ho
diplodorkishness of its title, considerably
bettersits two predecessors Pictures At Eleven
and The Principle Of Moments.
Acuriousrecord, itmixes and matchesideas

“Jimmy’s
primarily a
musician; I

motivate, point
my finger”

department, youknow.”

PersonallyIstillhearmore banshee than
“BloodshotEyes” or “Caldonia” in Shaken’'N’
Stirred, butIsuspectthis open, amusing,
thoughtfuland articulate blokeis capable of
anyunlikely cross breedingthat takes hisfancy.
Forheain'tinitforthemoney-hedoesn’treally
needanymore, ashereadilyadmits. He'sinit
forthepleasure.

RobertPlantisacapital-F Fan.At37his
knowledge and enthusiasm for pop ranges wide
andbangup todate.Thad funtalkingto him.

“Some people, when theyhave days off, bury
themselvesin Kafka or goand watch Crystal

withvariableresults. Atworstitapproaches
thatfuzak ofhyperthyroid drummingand confused chord changes so
rightlyloathed when played by thelikes of Billy Cobham backin the early
"70s. But outweighing those delinquent displays of unfocused virtuosity,
Plant’s excursionsinto thehead-rock atmosphere of such as Talking
Heads and The Police develop some of Led Zeppelin's bestlatterday
momentslike “Kashmir” and “FoolIn The Rain”.

Furthermore, thejoyous ferocity of old Sunrecords, a touchstone for
Plantthroughouthis career, echoes on hisnewsingle “Pink And Black”,
where Elvis’ cat-clothes getthe agony/ecstasyrefurbishmentto
intriguing effect. Noris Shaken ‘N’ Stirred withouthumour: vocaland
instrumental pranks abound, whereas the guffawsin Led Zep’s 12-year
canonwere fewand far between.

Indeed, ifan equivalentexists to this LPin the post-punk genre, itis
David Sylvian’s Brilliant Trees. So howcum the Most
Beautiful Men in the World also have some of the
weirdest tunes?

44 HEPLANISto incorporate the
| beginnings of whatIhope The
Honeydrippers will turn out to be,
and thatisamild poke at the '40s and '50s, using

Palace. WhenT've got time off, [Tusually fallback
into thelatest Specialityreleases through Ace Records. Ifanybody asked
mewhatIdid whenIwasn’twriting fresh stuffand moving awayfrom
thatoldrole, ifyoulike, itwould be to getbackinto jump blues.”

Whendid youfirstgetintoit?

“WhenIwasabout 14 to 15. The only way of listening to records then
was Radio Luxembourg, somebody else’s collection or American Forces
Network. The quality and delivery of English music then was prettyweak
—theremnants of Decca’s roster of hitmakerslike Kathy Kirby, David
Whitfield and Karl Denver. So one tended towards material with meat
init, substance. And itwasfirston LuxembourgI heard Chris Kenner,
theblack pop without the sugar that Motown gave youlater on.

“Anditintrigued me. Itwaslike Bukka White ['30s Mississippi
bluesman], howmaybe those guyswould have been expressing
themselvesin 1962.

“Whathappened alongtime agowas that people
leaned veryheavily on that Muddy Waters, Howlin’
Wolf, Chicago Chess argot, thatgenre of city blues,
becauseoftheelectricguitarand all theriffs that
Wolfhad. Everybodyignored more bawdy jump
blues: Roy Milton, Amos Milburn and all that. That
areahasn’tbeenflogged todeath, hasn'tended up

February18,1984:Robert
Plant& TheHoneydrippers
performonNBC variety
show SaturdayNightLive



inthe form Samson now play-that’sabout the end
oftheline fora Howlin’ Wolfriff, isn’'tit? Thatareais
untapped, andallIwantto doisjumpbackintoit
and pull outlittle classics.”

Areyousurprised, considering your own
willingness to experimentand indulge your
passions, thatsuch aninnovatoras erstwhile Led
Zep partner JimmyPage haslumbered himself
with fossilised hard rock (of weapon-grade
dullness, itso happens) as purveyed by The Firm?

“Maybelamsurprised, butmaybeIalsoknow
thatJimmy’sintention of maintainingitasa
permanentthingisnotthe case.Iknowheintends
torecord with the Joujouka tribesmen of North
Morocconext, combined with some symphonic
thing. He’s primarily amusician; Imotivate and
pointmyfingerand create fussamongstpeople.”

Didyouever feel constrained byaformulain
Led Zeppelin?

“Yeah, butIdidn’tknowitwas the case until
afterwards. AtthetimeIwas convinced thatIwas
ultimately very happy with the way things were.
WhilstIwas doingit, [was always enjoyingit.

“I’had somuch fun, contrarytohowitmaybe
reported sometimes. Butatthe timeIdidn’trealise
whatyou could doifyouwere holding the reins of
yourown career.”

Zeppelin, Hammer Of The Gods, is
arollercoastingriot of mayhem,
mysticism, groupies, drink, drugs,
bruteignorance and scenes of moral
turpitude unequalled since the fall
of Ancient Rome. A terrificread,
but perhaps alittle wide of the
markaccuracy-wise...

“Themood of whathasbeenrelated
tomeisgrossly deceptive, because
Iwould think thatabout97 per cent
ofthe time overa 12-year perioditwas
maximum smiles. We held together
andwehadagreat time, and without
affectinganybodyelse particularlyand
withoutbecomingsadisticmorons.
Unfortunately, the moreyou contradict,
the more ammunition and light you give to asubject thathasbeen
turned overamillion times.

“Overtheyears, we've all satbackand watched itand smiled. Ifyou get
stuckinto denying thingsand settingstoriesright, then you're a partyto
it,you're prey to these people. NowIlook atitwith scorn.Ifind it funny
thatpeople should have waited solong until the heat’s gone and the book
can’tsell tolie so furiously, to painta picture that’s greyer thanitwasblue.

“He [Davis] did alot of investigations with aguywho used to work with
Led Zeppelin, Richard Cole, who, over the years, had shown deep
frustration atnotbeingin a position to have anyauthority atall. Hewas
tour manager, and he had a problem which could have been easily solved
ifhe’d been given somethingintelligentto dorather than checkthe
hotels, andI thinkitembittered him greatly. He became progressively
unreliable and, sadly, became amillstone around the neck of the group.

“These stories would filter out from girls who'd supposedlybeenin my
roomwhenin factthey’dbeeninhis. Thatsortofatmosphere wasbeing
created, and we were quite tired ofit. So eventually werelieved him ofhis
position... Andin the meantime he got paid alot of money for talking
crap.Alotofthe time hewasn’t completely... well. And so his view of
things was permanently distorted one way or another.”

Richard Coleisbackin business, teamed up with none other than his
oldboss, Led Zeppelin manager Peter Grant. As for this partnership,
much diplomatic eyebrowraisingbyRobertaccompanies on-record
good luckwishes.

0OzzyOsbourne onceremarked that the onlyblack magic Black Sabbath
everygotintowasaboxofchocolates: whataboutJimmy Page’sreputed
pactwith the Devil?

S TEPHEN DAVIS’ BIOGRAPHY of Led

®* Robert Plant

= iy ¥
§ Plant:exploringthe
Y “morebawdy” jump
bluesofRoyMilton,
AmosMilburnetal

“Jimmy had his moments when he played his games, but
none of themwith agreatdeal of seriousness, and through his
own choiceheneverreallytried to put the story straight. Now
maybehe’sfullyaware of the fact thatit’s gone onalittlelonger
thanitneededto.Ifyou'veheard nothingfrom the actual
individualsforsolong, then anything’s possible.

“Itwasthe fun element: Pageyliked theidea ofbeing
considered man of mystery. Hereallyshould have been a San Francisco
version of Simon Templar, hidingin shadows and peeping round corners.
He gotsomekind of enjoyment out of people having the wrongimpression
ofhim. He’s averymeek guy, shy to the pointwhere sometimesit’s
uncomfortable. Butheletitallgo on; andit’shis choice whetheritall
continues. It'snotup to me to startsaying the guy plays cricket.”

eloquence” as alyricist. Though he rates the verbal power of,

say, Costello’s “Pills And Soap”, Plant’s own approach tends
towards The Phantom, Johnny Burnette, Jerry Byrne and, most ofall,
Little Richard, where the words are yelps, the abstracted sound ofa
voice pitching in with the instruments towards animmediate impact
yetlingeringresonance.

“This Mortal Coil, forinstance, is a platform for so much. You can feel
the nervousness of the whole thing, yetit’s so hauntingly pretty.”

And the Cocteau Twins?

“Maybe thereasonIwasattracted to themin thefirst place, when
Theard them onaJohn Peelsession, Irelated toitasifitwas ‘Kashmir’,
aLedZeppelinsong, or ‘In The Light’, whichhad a certainweave, a
certain flowtoitthatwasmildlyreminiscent.

“WhenIgoandseethe GuanaBatz, [love thewrecking crewsat the
front, the blatant euurgh of the music. Some of thatis stillbouncing
throughme. AndIsee theaudienceis totally in sympathywithit, whether
it’s The Prisoners or The Milkshakes. And thenIgo and see Stevie
Winwoodandit’s time to sitdown and cool out.

“Somewhereinthe middle of thatismyground...” MarSnow @

ROBERT PLANT, BY his own admission, isno “master of
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“Theyseemto
havereallygot
intoitinabig
way”:Shane
MacGowanand
fellowPoguesin
WestGermany

ANDREW CATLIN
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“Ambition.

Greed.
Money™

Most of these are missing from as they stagger
across Europe on tour. “Even if | drink myself to death doing
this,” says , “Pd still prefer that to the
boring, horrible jobs | had to do before this band.”
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ANDREW CATLIN

MELODY MAKER

You’ve got Guinness on your breath

ITWAS SOMEWHERE near old Checkpoint Charlie that we first
caughtsight of the thin white droog. He is dressed in black from head
totoe and has somehow managed to get halfatoilet roll wrapped
around hisleft shoe. His shirtis covered in a mixture of horrible stains
from last night’s gargantuan intake of all things liquid and the residue
from the messiestlaugh in showbusiness.

Itisinfactthislatter noise, more ofa gushreally than anythingelse,
which finally convinces the keen-eared photographer thatwe doindeed
have the manwe arelookingfor. Heyyou, youwith the bogroll on your
feetand the Guinness onyourbreath, youmustbe the singer and chief
songwriterwith the verywonderful Pogues. Isayyouare Shane
MacGowan andI hereby claim mylong-awaited lost weekend.

Who do you think you are kidding, Mister Hitler?

SERIOUS? LET’S GET that wayright now and talk for a while about
therather unsavoury events that took place in avenue way outin
the American part of town, in a three-tiered building called The
Loft. Looking back on it now, we should all perhaps have paid alittle
bit more attention to the guyin the dressing
room who casually happened to mention that
todaywas, ah, Hitler’s birthday and a few of his
spiritual descendants mightjust take this very
public opportunityto let the locals know that
the old goosestepper may be gone butis certainly
not forgotten.

The endresult of this piece of particularlybad
timingwas that the sheerunadulterated thrill of
seeing The Pogues playlive to aforeign audience for

»
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thefirsttime was tarnished by the very different sensation of wondering
what the best form of torture would be for the vile bunch of Nazis down
the front, who were makingaverygoodjob outofruining the funfunfun
foreveryoneelse.

Theincreasingly glamorous Rocky O’'Riordan, or Caitas she
callsherselfthis month, opted for the Redskin school ofaudience
appeasementby offering to take the meatheads on at their own game,
temporarybanjo picker andlegend in his own lunchtime Philip Chevron
delivered aninspired and perfectly pitched piece of verbal on how
insulted he and his colleagues felt by the sieg-heiling antics of the noisy
minority, and Ijuststood at the backand felt all sorts oflittle shivers go up
mybackwhen the proud strains of “The Band Played Waltzing Matilda”
came cutting through the Berlin airlike aknife.

The Poguesleftthe stage toatumultuousroaranditsuddenlyhitme
afterallthistime thatthey mayjustbethe greatestband in the whole
wideworld.Iwentto tell Shane MacGowan the exciting snippet of news
andhecollapsedinaheap onthefloor.

It’s a long way to Tipperary, a long way to go

SOMETIME BETWEEN THIS initial collapse and Spider being sick on

my new travelling bag, six Pogues, a toiletroll, their manager and the
increasingly manic MM team made their way
through East Germanyin avan. And just before

' the traffic polizeifined us 100 marks and I'll buy

Includes youadrink, atape recorder somehow replaced

abottlein Shane MacGowan’simmediate line

of vision.

Hetookonelookatitand proceeded totellitall
sorts ofthings aboutlife with The Pogues, Martin
Sheen, Elvis Costello and hejoys oflookingatthe
world through thebottom of aglass.



THE POGUES

“It’'sthefirsttimeI'vebeen abroad sinceIwentto
FrancewhenIwasabout 14. Yeah, it’salright, butI'm
getting prettysick ofitnowandlooking forward to
goinghome. The bestthinghasbeen thereaction
from the crowds, apartfromlast night, but
everywhere else they seem to havereally gotintoit
inabigway. Whichisbrilliant, ‘cositshows that
therearelooniesin everytowninevery country,
peoplewhojustwantto go outand get pissed

Sally Maclennane

intermsofanypressureswe mighthave toface.
Andanyway, Ifind it pretty patheticto carp on
about pressures and all that shitwhen you compare
ittotheboring, horriblejobsIhad to dobefore this
band. EvenifIdrinkmyselfto death doingthis, I'd
still prefer thattoallthose otherjobs put together.”
Well, yousure don’t get to meet the director of Repo
Man or Elvis Costellowhenyou're working on
therailways. Howdid youfirstgetto meet the

andhaveagood timeat the shows. Brilliant.”
The mad urge to gethome, however, is
probably somethingto dowiththefactthatElvis
Costello, or Uncle Brianashe seems tobe called
round here, isaboutto start producing The
Pogues’ second, and obviously crucial, album.
“Yeah, I'mreallylooking forward toit, you
know? 'mnotsurejusthowbigan effectheis
goingtohave onhowit turns out, because we
already know thatitis goingto be quite different
fromthefirstone. There’llbe alot more slow
stuffonit, alotmoreballadsin the vein of “Pair
OfBrown Eyes”,and hopefullyitwill sound

“I honestly
believe this
band is doing
something
better”

greatAlex Cox?

“Tjustloosened mytrousers and he started
gentlynuzzlingmythingy.”

Sohowdidyoufirstgetto meetthe great
AlexCox?

“Wejustread thisinterviewwhere he said that
hereckoned The Pogues were quiteinteresting,
and we got together assoon as possible because
we knewitwould work, forhe’ssuchanutcaseas
well. It'sabitofalaugh, coswe’re beingused as
guinea pigs for Alex Coxto make agood video
and forElvis Costello to produce agood album
foronce. Thatisonlyajoke, yes?”

evenbetterthanlasttime.
“Idon’tthink thatmeansitwillnecessarilybe any cleaner, orany more
professional, because one of the numbers onitwill be the fastest thingwe
have ever done, and a couple of the others are fairlyrough as well. You'll
stillknowit’s The Pogues.”
Allthisrecordingand touring business mustsap the freshnessabit, no?
“Ha!llostanyfreshnessIeverhad forthisband alongtimeago.I'vejust
decided thatthe audience mightaswell sufferalongwithme.”
Itmightbe prudenthere to mention that the above commentsand
most of the ones to followwere accompanied

April20,1985:at The
LoftinBerlin,Pogues
bassist Cait O'Riordan
remonstrateswith
skinheadscelebrating

Hitler’sbirthday

bythe aforementioned messiestlaughin
showbusiness, thatenormous gush which
ishard to describe exactly, butit’ssomething
like thenoise averyfatbadger might make if
youwere to threatenitwithimmediate
extinction. However.

“Soyeah, I'velostmost of my original motive
fordoingthis, whichwas, ah, well there wasn’t
onereallyIsuppose, apartfromto get pissed
and play down thelocal pub. Likeifyou'd said
tometwoyearsago thatI'dnowbeworrying
aboutbeingprofessional on stage and all that,
I'd havelaughed atyou. Thatwasn't the original
ideaatall.”

Laugh away, butifthe original motive has
nowgone down thedrain, thenwhat’staken
itsplace?

“Ambition. And greed (gush).’CosI'm
prepared to compromise to the hiltsolongasit
getsmelots of money (enormous gush). So far
wehaven'tmade anything, even thoughitall
seems to have happened so quickly. It took off
around the time of the Costello tourand thelast
timewe spoke, and since thenIdon'treally
knowwhatthefuck’s goingon. ButIdo know
thatit’s gotnothing to dowithluck.

“Wedeserve everyaccolade
we get, becauseIhonestly
believe that thisbandis doing
somethingalotbetterthanthe
restoftheshitaround. The Men
TheyCouldn'tHangwere the
onlyones close to uswhen they
started offand nowthey've
turnedintoarockband, which
isfineand they'regoodatit.I
thinkwe’reunique, definitely.”

Buttheyallsay thattill the first
hitsingle comesalong.

“Idon’treallythinkthatwill
make toomuch difference tous

Yes, and somewhere round about now the
taperecorder gets edged out of the way to makeroom forretsinaandall
Icanheararebizarrereferences to Martin Sheen being Shane’s second
cousin, and the equally strange tale of how the chief Pogue started offin
oneofthe country’s top private schools butleft when he had tositnextto
[NMEwriter] Mat Snow.

Bythis stagewe're nearlybackon the autobahn, solet’sjusthaveafinal
message forall the folks backhome.

“Yeah, tellall thewomen inmylife thatIlove them.” Ah, tissucha
shame thathe drinks somuch, orelse. “Youshouldn'tworryabout me
drinkingtoomuch.IonlygetworriedifIdon’tdrink quite enough,
because thenIbecomeallsober and averymiserable person. And we
don’twant thatnow, dowe?”

Vorsprung durch alkohol

NEARLY 24 HOURS into it now, and still Spider Stacey, tin whistler
and beer-tray basher extraordinaire, hasfailed to speak one coherent
word of English. He did, however, agree temporarily to callahalt to the
newlanguage of first-form German mixed with some inspired lateral
thinkingin order to deliver the following collection of thoughts to a
hungryworld.

“Hello.Iamreally surprised athowwell the Germanylikes The Pogues.
Seriously, it'sbeen greatand there’sacouple of nights when we have
really come together more effectively than ever before. It'sabitweird, ‘cos
I'thoughtthe people here would onlybe into Test Department or punk or
Einsturz... Einsturt... whatever theyre called, butit’sjustnot the case.

And theyalso seem to know quite a bitabout us even before we goand
startplaying. Like as soon aswewalk on theyall go ‘oi, buyusadrink’and
stufflike thatwhichis prettyfunnywhenyouthinkaboutit.”

Andwhenyouthinkaboutitabitmore, it'smore orless your own fault.

“Well, Tadmit thatwe are primarilyresponsible for this drunken Irish
imagewehave, butit’salsoalottodowithhowthe presswrite aboutus.
True enough, we don’treally go out of ourway to play it down or anything,
butIthinkthe newalbum might showpeople thatwe're notas stupid
astheythink. ButI'mnotreally too worried aboutall thatatthe minute,
‘cosI'mmore concernedatthefactthatI'velostmyhankyandIcan'tget »

IT'S A LONG

THE POGUES
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“I'm quite partial to a bit of a disco”

The Ramones
BEGGARS BANQUET

Ilike this one even thoughit’s
abit slow-tempoed for them.

I suppose the Ramones have
slowed down over the years. It's
agrower, astheysayinthe
business, andit’s got the title of
the week. They're stilla hundred
times better than most of the shit

that I've had to listen to this week.

Deep Purple EMI

Definitely single of the week.
They're back! The cover’s even
gota colour picture of Jon Lord
making love to hisorgan. It’s a
no-bullshit song that’s got guts
and a Ritchie Blackmore guitar
solo. It’sloud, it's obnoxious, it’s
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brainless, andit’s got everything
that’s missing from most of the
other crap that’s out this week.
It’s definitely not music for
wimps. Here's evidence that
they should have given them

£2 million toreform, not just one.
Idon’t think I'll ever be going to
see themlive, but the classic
records are still classics.

Nico

BEGGARSBANQUET

Ireally like this one.She’s a great
singerin her own particular style,
anditsoundslike arecord with
somethingin it - something more
to offer.It’'sas maudlinas The
Smiths, but The Smiths send you
tosleep before youcanevenget

Shane MacGowan puts down his glass and reviews the singles.

out the razor.I'm a bit biased
because lusedtofancy heralot
when |was16years old!

Eurythmics
RCA

Idon’t suppose | better tell you

my Stevie Wonder joke right now.

euf‘]ThMllcs

Thisis nothing like as good as
their other stuff. It's difficult
totellwhenyoujusthhearit
for the first time, but |
definitely don’t want to hear
itagain. It’s just a quite fair
white soul with the Stevie
Wonder harmonicasolo
thrownin.He'sdoneita
hundredtimes, butnot very
recently. Maybe Stevie just
wanted to practiseit. It'sat
least good news that the
money won't go to Hari
Krishna or whoever heis.

Dansette
EMI

Ilike it. Imeanldon’tlikeit
that much that I'd actually
buyit.|'ve got asoft spot for
flaky discorecords. It’s the
sortof musiclwasbroughtup
with asateenager.| wouldn’t
recommend anyone to buy it,
butit’s a nice bit of summery
disco. Agood party record
forthe end of the night.

The Danse Society

ARISTA
If you're going to make pap
recordsthen!’d muchrather
listen to something like that
Dansette record which at
least has a nice little tune and
it's not pretentiouslike this
pile of overblown rubbish.I'd
be happy if | never heard that
againinmy life.

Jason And The Scorchers

EMIAMERICA

Ilike this one. It's not exactly
something that’s never been
done before, butit’sgood,
and hasgotsome guts. It
sounds like the Burrito
Brothers,and | like them.

The Smiths

ROUGHTRADE

I think the title sums this one
upreally. Hisjokereallyisn’t
funny any more. The pretty boys
onthe front coverare getting
younger all the time -1don’t
know what that means. The
lyrics are the usual pile of self-
indulgent miserable crap, and
thetuneisn’tevenasgoodasit

usually is - whichisn’t saying
very much. Do youwant any
more? I'mverysorryhe'sso
unhappy still, especially when
he should be earning enough to
compensate for it by now.

Dire Straits

VERTIGO

Thisis the one the Daily Mirror
said had the word “faggot”in
it,isn'tit? It'sjust about being



aflashrockstar. And
Ididn’t hear the word
faggot once! The gay
communityisupinarms |
aboutitapparently, so

I suppose quite alot of
them must like Dire
Straits. They've been
burning their tickets for
Wembley for nothing
fromwhatlcanhear. The
songisinsulting to women,
and probably everybody.
It's a typical piece of rock
arrogance, that sounds like
aStonesalbum track...and
| can’t think of anything
that's worse than that!

Animotion
MERCURY

Thisisreally boring. Thisis
the sort of song that makes
me think of Capital Radio
early in the morning. | think
theirnameisareally bad
pun, and the band must
think that they're Blondie.
They're NOT!

James
ROUGHTRADE

The firsttrack, | thought
was better than The Smiths,
and sounds more like Echo
And The Bunnymen, who
llike. But thenthe second
track just sounds like the
late'60s, when people used
toproduce anyold crap
with supposed credibility
and other people would fall
forit.ldon’tlike the name
James either - Jimwould
have been much better.

The Opposition
CHARISMA

It’s quite catchy, | suppose,
but not thatgood. | don’t
know why people bother
printing lyrics on the cover
when they don’t actually
mean much. They probably
mean something to
whoever wroteit, but they
say nothing tome. The only
reason | don’tmindit too
muchisbecause thereare
all sorts of bits from other
groups which they don’t
put together well, but
remind me of groups that

I like that do this kind of
thingbetter.

Mainframe
POLYDOR

Another five minutes! This
wouldbe greatifitwas
turnedupreallyloud ata
disco. It'sabit like “19” and
“Relax” and I'm quite partial
toabitof adisco.lwouldn’t

buy it, but on the other
hand, | wouldn’tbuy any
of thesereally. It would
definitely sound betterin
aclubthanonarecord
player at home.

Womack & Womack
WEA

It’s nothing like as good as
they canbe.llike the
Womacks, but on this
single nothing much
happens.|don’tknow why
thisisasingle -itsounds
like amoderate B-side.
Idon’treally want to

slag them off, but when
something s this laid-back
and hasn’tagood chorus,
it fails to hit the mark.

Gyndi Lauper

CBS
Thisisabout as exciting
asagoodsleep.Thisisa
complete and utter waste
of vinyl.lloved “Time
After Time”, but thisis
justrubbish.

Don Henley

ASYLUM

Thisis justabit of standard
American AOR. | liked
“Boys Of Summer”, but that
pissesall over this. It’s still
lessannoying to listen to
than the rest of this stuff.

The Burmose Brothers
SOMEBIZARRE

It's not filthy enough.
Marc Almond, who guests
onthevocals,is only any
goodwhenhe’s got his
claws out properly. Marcis
agreat chanteuse, but this
isn'tavery goodrecord.
Sorry,Marcsweety.|I'm
beginning to realise what
you bastards have to go
through whenyou're
reviewing the singles.No
wonder they sometimes
soundsojaded.

Manu Dibango
CELLULOID

Thisisareally good club
record. lthasn’tahopein
hell of being a hit, but |
reallylikeit. There’s some
greatsaxplaying. It’s just

his usual good stuff with
abit of hip hop shoved
inbetween, but the
resultis pretty good.

Johnny Rocca
BEGGARS BANQUET

When|wantto get to
sleepinthe middle of
the nightl putonthe
radio, andit’s usually asong
like this that finally does
the trick.

Redds And The Boys

FIREISLAND

Thisis the best disco
record of the lot. Any
go-gorecordthat has
achoruslike “Put your
right hand in the air/Put
your left hand down in your
underwear....” hasgot to be
good. Most of the go-go
scene canbeabitboring
and moronic, but thisis
completely over the top -
whichis much the best way.

Robert Fripp EG
Well,it’s got Fripp, Daryl
Hall, David Byrne, Brian Eno
and God knows who else,
and it’s still a pile of shit.

The Waterfoot Dandy

REDRHINO

This oneis very weird, very
arty, very clever, and still
acomplete load of bollocks.
It’s just clever bollocks
instead of stupid bollocks.

North West Ten

ISLAND

Believeit or not, | like this
one.lt'sgoteverysingle
late-'70s/early-"80s soul
cliche thereis, but it works.
There are ahundred other
records that sound exactly
like this one, but I still quite
like it.

Communal Drop
DROPTEL

The bloke does areally
good LouReed
impersonation, and the
songisn’t half bad. After
acouple of bottles of cider
this sort of dance record
would soundreally great
if it was played really loud.
Areally good noisy noise
that you can dance to.

Bill Nelson
COCTEAU

ljust can’t take itany more.
Take it off! Take it of f! I'm
going home!

THE POGUES

agoodgrip onthebeer-tray. I'dreally
appreciateitifyou couldissue and appeal
foranewhankie.”
Anythingelsewhileyou'reatit?
“Yeah. Vorsprung Durch Alkohol.”

The world is my oyster

THEPOGUESARE, of course, adeeply
divided band in the very best sense, with

the Shane/Spider/Rocky camp doing the
majority of onstage ranting and leisure-time
drinking, while the solid triumvirate of
drummer Andrew, philosopher and
accordion playerJames, and the temporarily
out-of-action CountryJem (“Heis havinga
baby, no?” - Spider) provide a more mature
and occasionally enlightening perspective
on theraison d’étre of the whole wild
shebang. Suitably enough, the ancientand
Hanseatic city of Hamburgis just cominginto
view asJames takes over in the hot seat from
his schnapp-happyhankieless partner.

“Ithinkthe mostimportant thing formeis
thatwearestillanhonestband, and it’s that
beliefthatkeeps me goingin the whole thing.
Thope that never goes, because thenI'd
probablypackitinandIdon’twanttodo
that.Imean, thishastobe one of the best
situations you could possibly find yourselfin.
Goingacross Europe and you can'tevendo
yourjob properly!

“Although we have improved quite a bitsince
theearlydays, bothinterms of our abilityon
theinstrumentsandin the dynamics of
actuallyplayingtogether.”

SowhatwillJames dowhen the storm breaks?

“Oh, I've got quite afew plans up mysleeve.
I'dliketoact, writeabook, buyacanalbarge, go
upinahot-airballoon, alltheusual things. The
worldis myoyster, Barry.I'd even fancybeing
awoodman forawhile.”

Spider: “Awoman?”

Just a wee Lucozade for me, thanks

AND SOMEWHERE BETWEEN the opening
bars of “Transmetropolitan” and the closing
verse of “Jesse James” itbecame all too clear
thatJames need not worry about the barge or
whatever for some time to come. Uncle Brian
isrocking away at the side of the stage, about
900 Hamburgers are drowning in thunderous
streams of whisky, andI don’treally want to
gohomein the morning.

Much later on thatnight, Spider coughed
aboutagallon ofbeer onto mybag, the manager
tried tobeatup theroadie and we allended up
inanIrishbarjustoffthe Reeperbahn thatwas
runbyamiddle-aged man from Dungannon.
Andrewtold me thathe had laughed more on
thistrip than he ever had before, and Shane
poured abottle of vodkaover theaccordion
player’shead.

Thismay or maynothave somethingto do
with thefactthat the original boy fromthe
countyhellended hisstayin the Federal
Republicwith anightinthelocalhospitaland
averysorejaw. Me, 'm eagerly awaiting the
newalbum with Uncle Brian at the controls,
and the doctor evensays thatI mightbe able to
gobacktoworkbefore the summer.

Thisis Barry Mcllheney, for Melody Maker,
inanursinghome somewherein Surrey.
BarryMcllheney ®
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Thepowerof
gloves:Frankie
frontmanHolly
Johnsoninfullfig

It was just one of those nights...

MM JUNE 29

XACTLY WHENIT dawned on
E me that this was the greatest

show on earthis stillbeyond my
comprehension. It could have been when
the Frankiesreturned for an encorein
headbanger wigs - Nasher a deadringer
for Dee Snider, Ped pumping drums under
abig-boy10-gallon hat -and proceeded to
bludgeon Springsteen’s “Born To Run”, to the
utter astonishment of the strait-laced Yanks.
Sweet sacrilege.

It could have been that perfectinstant
when Mark O'Toole -resplendent in military
trews, bare chestand braces - pummelled out
the orgasmicbassline to “Pleasuredome”. Or
when Holly did a Charlie Chaplin shuffle with
his shadow in a soft, blue boiler suit, bum
cutely raised to the audience, striking Judy
Garland poses precisely onthe beatand
inviting us to “kiss me where it stinks”. Or
when Holly again, mincingunder a tacky
blond wig, introduced the entire band (“Nash,
the only man with12inches!”) after the final
note had been struck? Or when Marx’s head
onthe video screenilluminated the
Californian sky untilReagan informed us,
“Frankie Say NoMore.”

It could have been when
the schmaltzy “Power Of
Love” assumed epic
proportions and superseded
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“Nights In White Satin” as the
soppiest anthem ever to touch
deepinanemotional moment,
just that crucial whisper from
cliche, just that shiver from
parody, sentimentalism
shared. Orit could have been
when Paul Rutherford, elegant
as Errol Flynn, beautifully
tanned, pierced nipple erect,
pouredabottle of bevvy over his
upturned head andinto his grinning gob,
then ecstatically showered the front rows
with spume. Or...| dunno.

It wasjust one of those nights, and from the
off,Iwas gone. Even the first page of the
programme, picturing Ped, the archetypal
brickie, above the quote “Yeah, I'm wellinto
Picasso” smacked of genius.

This Frankie show, criss-crossing the States
like some sane extravaganza, was everything
Morley’s purple prose promised. It has class
-they carry Anthony Price effortlessly. It has
cheek-gayineverysense. lthasabundant
energy - “Relax” is still brutally infectious. It
has charm - the lads never stop smiling. It has
irony - they kick off with “War” and bow out

HOLLYWOOD

GREEK THEATRE,
— LOS ANGELES ——

LIVE!

—— JUNE12 ——

with “Two Tribes”. But more,
much more than this, they do
it their wayin a prolonged fit
of enthusiasm.

It's asif Frankie enjoy their
songs rather than perform
them, like lads cuttingarug to

their favourite songs at their
favourite disco. It's showy
without running amok, it's precise
andyet partying, chemical and
comical, straightforward and subversive,
finger pointing and fun.

Which was a bit of a shame for Belouis
Some, because this young whippersnapper
from SarfLondonis already getting screamed
atouthere and he’d have toppled any other
headliners over and out. Hismodern dance
with memorable choruses and his style -
brusque and bullying - are efficiently
complimentary and the stuff of which success
ismade. A tad too Bowie for some (Carlos
Alomar co-wrote some of the songs and
jammed tonight), Belouis’ “Imagination” and
“Some People” are that uncommonest of
phenomena -the memorable hip-swayer.

He worked hard to warm this crowd as the
eveningchilled and then, yes,
Frankie came to Hollywood.
AndFrankie conquered.

Steve Sutherland




Refreshingly
populist

MM MAY 26

opens his first English tour

for some time by taking the
stage to the haunting strains
of Ry Cooder’s theme from
Southern Comfort. (Not)
knowingLloyd asIdo, thisis
surelyno accident, considering
the sense ofisolation the man must
feel from the currentunhealthy
climate in this country, a quite hostile
environment in which to perform fragile
songs about the power of asummerlove,
Andy Warhol, and the problems of being
aninnocentabroad.

Still, rather than pander to the not-so-
hard core down atthe frontbykicking off
with anold fave, youngLloyd instead
reached outtoward the greatunwashed
and uncommitted by actually taking the
trouble tointroduce himselfand his
dreadfully dull-lookingband before anote
had evenbeen played.

This quite unnecessarydisplay offalse
modesty (“You probably don’tknowwho
Iam”) nodoubtwonovertheheartsand
minds of some folkhere who perhaps
previously considered the former fatboyto
beabitofasmartarse, and this earlysuccess
was consolidated when the aptly titled opener,
“Perfect Blue”, turned out to be arather witty
andrefreshingly populistsign of the times.

Bestofabrand-newbunchwas “Brand New
Friend”, aradical departure from the back
catalogueinits clear exhibition of American
musical, asopposed tolyrical, touches,
presumably picked up on therecentlengthy

A NEW SLIMLINE Lloyd Cole

Like apeacock’s tai

ONNY ROLLINS, THE greatest living
S improviser on the tenor saxophone, is

sucharare visitor these days that the
Dominion was crammed with berets from
senior totenderfoot. Itisnosecret that
Sonny’s albums have been amixed blessing
for well over adecade, with masterpieces
rubbing shoulders with unworthy funk, but
hislive performances are something else
again, as his majestic performance
afewyearsback at Theatre Royal,
Drury Lane, proved.

His two opening numbers
settled any question about
whowas The Boss. “I'll Be
Seeing You” found the tenor-
man pouring it on without
stinton a10-minute solo that
ransacked popular song, not

ROCK CITY,
—— NOTTINGHAM —

LIVE!

LloydCole AndThe
Commotionsat
theHammersmith
Palais,Sept2,1985

trekacross the continentand mosteffectivein
thenear-gospelfusion of organ, sparse guitar
andimmaculate phrasing from Cole himself.

Ofthe morefamiliar material, “Rattlesnakes”
sounded asinspired asever, “Speedboat”
fairly steamed along, and as for “ForestFire”,
well, absolutely.

Attheend, Slimline Cole was sufficiently
pleased to permithimselfabriefsmile, utter

quoting for caprice, but extending the scope
of his work through reference so that the
song form, rather than just this song, spread
forth like a peacock’s tail. Asat Drury Lane,
“UmbrellaMan” hinted and hoveredin the
wings until its time was ripe.

“My One And Only Love” was as
exhaustively encyclopaedic. Sonny’s
voracious creativity backed by his staggering
instrumental fitness left the house full
tobursting. On thisform, heis
overwhelming, and one was
grateful for the section where

he stuttered the theme
through a series of bald pitch
variations, gradually fleshing
out the flow, interweavingit
with “Greensleeves”, jokes
and gross low-register honks -

afewbriefwords ofthanks, and play
“Charlotte Street” instead of the “Wichita
Lineman” some of ushad been waiting for
allday.

Thisminor complaintaside, he showed
tonightthathehasimmersed himselfina
wholenewrange of positive influences, and
lookssetto produce aratherspecial second
album at the end of the summer. BarryMcliheney

l MM JUNE 15

agraphic demonstration of the process.
Therestof theband gotalookinatlaston
the calypsos and funkers that followed.

The great soloist, perhaps despairing of
finding challenging accompaniment that
fits, has surrounded himself with functional,
reliable players. Pianist Mark Soskin and
drummer Tommy Campbell did what was
expected of them, though neither guitarist
was memorable.

“Don’t Stop The Carnival”, the closer -
well, it would’'ve beenif the house hadn’t
forced him to return for a couple of sardonic
workouts, serves’emright -came onas
mechanical as a studio backing track, but
was emphatically transformed by Sonny’s
final solo. It was another genius helping of
multi-phonics, total recall and structural
mastery on the hoof. Brian Case
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“I'ma

miserable
romantic’

’s third album

occasions a trip to the
band’s American South,
where, inspired by rural
tales, they have found

a way to retain their
characteristic ambiguity.
“Too much these days is
simply handed toits
audience,” says Michael
Stipe. “There’s no room
for imagination.”
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MELODY MAKER

HOT NIGHT IN Georgia.

Peter Buck cracked open

another beer and stared

down along tunnelinto the

past, recalled the early days

of REM. Somewhere in the
neighbourhood, something howled at the moon
and the placid darkness stirred.

“Youknow,” Bucksaid, shirtsleeves flapping,
foreverfrantic, “themostfunIeverhadwas
whenwefirststarted touring, beforewe had any
records out, before anyone’d even heard of us.
We'd pullinto some town and ifwe were lucky
we'd open forthelocalhot-shitband and blowthe
fuckers offstage.

“In our own naive way, we were kinda arrogant.
Wewerelike headhunters. Sometimes we'd open
forsome cool bands, butusuallywe opened, you
know, forjustsome nobodies whoweren't very
goodandwe’d goinand say, ‘Man, let’sblow them
offstage.’ Thewholeideawasto
walkonanddo, like, a50-minute
setthatwaslikeahurricane
blowing off the stage.

“Wewanted to present those
peoplewith something thatwasjust
undeniable. By the time we were
finished, wewanted them to think
thateverythingelsewasirrelevant.
Ijustloved thatchallenge. And we
diditeverynight, man,inall those
bars. Man, we musta played, like,
200bars, all over the South. We'd
goinand there’d be maybe 30
peopleifwewere headliningon
maybeacheap-drinknight-"cos »

LISA HAUN / GETTY



MichaelStipe:
“I'mdrawntothose
romanticideasof

traditionbeing
passeddownby
wayofstorytelling”
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wealways tried to play cheap-drinknights, 'cos thatwould draw’emin
—andbythe end of the setwe’d always be able to kinda go, ‘See—now tell
your damned friends about this.”

Bucksounded nostalgic for that time, buthelaughed at theidea.

“God, no,” he said, wipingaflank ofhair out ofhis eyes, looking for
anotherbeer. “WhenIthinkback, [justrememberall the garbage we
hadto go through. The five people to abed, notbeingable to afford
hotelrooms, sleeping as we drove overnight, drivingallnight, all the
time, to getto thenextshow on time. Notbeingable to bathe. Nothaving
money forfood.

“Wewent four days oncein New Yorkwithout any of us eating. On
the fourth day, we borrowed like 20 dollars off someone and went to
McDonald’sand had afeast. So, no... beingbroke, starvingand evicted,
I'mnotnostalgicfor thatatall. Tjustkindamiss the fun of turningupin
theserealsmall country towns, notknowingwhatthe hellwas gonna
happen. Itwas always an adventure, youknow, and that’swhatkeptus
going. See, whatever happened, itwas one more story for us.

“Like, we played this gay bar once and theyadvertised uslike, ‘Come see
theyoungboysintheband, they’rereal cute.’ Soall these queens turnup,
lechingaftertheband, notreallylistening tousatall. And backstage,
they'reallaskingfor our phone numbers n’ stuff. Ijust cracked up. Ijust
thought, ‘Whatagreatway to make money.’

“Christ,” Buckroared, “we played some weird places. Weird bars where
theaudiencehad to checkin their gunsat the door, where crazy, drunken
guyswould come down front'n’ yelland scream at us and threaten to kill
us, youknow. Mind you, we were pretty rowdy ourselves, kindalike The
Replacements, gettingdrunk and falling offstage
andfighting peoplein theaudience, punchingsome
guyifhewasbotheringus, thatsortathing.

“Theyweren’treal pleasantplaces, butwe were
neverinasituation thatIeverthoughtwasincredibly
life-threatening. None of us were ever beaten up,
and atleastwe weren’t playing those places youread
aboutinAlabamawhere theyhave chickenwirein
frontofthestage.”

I'told Buck about the Spit Club in Houston where
thestagewasfenced offtorepelboarders. The
nightIwasthere, itwas full of rich young Texans

pretending to be punks,lobbingbottles of chablis atJoe “King” Carrasco.
Buckrecognised the scene.

“See, that’skinda trendy trouble,” helaughed. “Imean, if those kids
cameouttosomeofthesebarsin the Southand tried that, you'd never
see’emagain. They'd be buried outbacksomewhere. Not everywhere
inthe South’slike that. Like, Athens, here, isanice, cultured, quiet town.
Butifyou're maybe playing the wrong barin somewherelike Charlotte
orAugusta, youdon't pull thatkinda stuff.Imean, ifyoudo, you'll get
like five guyswho’ll pull you outside into the parkinglotand smash your
headin.

“But, hell,” Bucksmiled mischievously, “I'm justasweet-natured,
middle-classkid. Inever getinvolved in anythinglike that.”

Southern skies. Thismorningthe air has cleared and Athens
kicks backits heelsin the summer splendour of a bright

Confederate dawn. The sidewalks echo to the pleasant chatter of
students on their way to classes at the University Of Georgia.

Lookingaround us as we strolldowntown to meet Michael Stipe for
coffee, thisiswhatwe find: Athens conforming to an almost classic vision
ofthe South, itsarchitectureapermanentreminder of the great days of
Southern prosperityand grandeur, thoseidyllicyears before the
destruction and devastation of the Civil War and the bitter campaigns
fought throughout Georgiabetween Sherman’s conquering Union
armiesand Lee’sretreatingrebels. Today, all battlesbehind them, the
buildings herelook cool and elegant, calmin their eternalrepose.

Michael Stipe settled in Athensnearly eightyears
ago, enrollingatthe University Of Georgiaasanart
student. Mike Mills, who would laterbecome REM’s
bassplayer, wasalso astudent there, havingrecently
signed onwithan old high-schoolfriend, Bill Berry,
whowould laterbecome REM’s drummer. Peter
Buck, meanwhile, wasworkingatalocalhiprecord
store where he met Michael, aregular customer.
Peterwould laterbecome REM’s guitarist. Michaelis
nowtheirsinger.

Andnow, too, somessixyears on from their early
bar-band obscurity, REM are therecognised

L ASTNIGHT THERE had been lightning all across these

April 8,1985:(I-r)Mike
Mills, BillBerry, Peter
Buckand Michael
StipeinAthens,
Georgia, “anice,
cultured, quiettown”



vanguard of thenewAmericanrock
renaissance, theband who virtually single-
handedlyreturned vitality, magicand
integrity to the generally discredited
corpus of white Americanrock’n’roll.
Drawingon the popular traditions of that
music, theyhave given us two albums of
the utmost majesty, Murmur (1983) and
lastyear’s Reckoning. Bothrankamong
themajorlandmarks of’80s musicand
were, indeed, lauded as such by criticswho
found themselves for once unanimousin
their congratulations.

Thatmorningin Athens, Michael Stipe
waswaitingfor therelease of REM’s crucial
third album, Fables Of The Reconstruction.
Hewasalso sufferingacutely fromalack
of sleep:he’d been up most of the previous
nightsupervising the shooting of the
group’svideo for “Can’t Get There From
Here”, abruising cruise buffeted by robust

October25,1985,
Tyne-TeesTVstudios,
Newcastle:REM
appearon The Tube
performing“Driver
8”and“CantGet
ThereFromHere”

Staxhorns thatwillbe thefirstsingle from
theLP.

We went for a coffee foranhourand talked
aboutmoviesandartanddeath:justthe thing,
really, tostartthe day. Then we crossed the
streetand satunder some treeswhile Sheehan
scouted thelocality for some beersand we
talked about Fables Of The Reconstruction.
Prettygirlsinshortswereaconstantdistraction,
walking the tree-lined aisles of the university
campusinthebrightmorningsunshinelike this
mightbethelastdayoftheirlives.

Michael'sfirstideafor the newalbumwas that
itshouldbevery clankyandloud and raw; rawer

“We went four
days once in
New York
without any
of us eating”

interview thathe thoughtwas goingtobe about
Let’sActive, thefirst questions he was asked
were always about producing REM. I'm sure he
would've produced the albumifwe’d asked
him.Atthesametime, 'm sure he wasrelieved
whenwedidn’t.”

Michaelrecalled Elliot Mazer, Neil Young’s
occasional producer, beingnominated at
one pointtoworkon therecord. Bill Berry
remembered Hugh Padgham, who’s worked
with The Police, beingmentioned as potential
producer. Mostintriguingly ofall, he
mentioned that Elvis Costello had at one point
beenmad forthejob.

than Reckoning, and thathad sounded aslivid
asaRickenbacker tornado withitsstrings on fire. Itwas difficult,
Stipeagreed, torecognise thatintention on songs of such delicate,
overwhelmingbeautyas “Wendell Gee” and “Good Advices”, two of the
new LP’smost poignantly graceful tracks. Nevertheless, thatintention
wasarealreflection of the kind of musiche was mostlylistening to ashe
prepared material for Fables. ...

“AlotofwhatIwaslisteningto,” he elaborated, ascruffylittle figure
with thelook ofa dustbowlhobo, the brim ofhis hat pulled down
romantically over one eye, “was, like, cassettesrecorded in Tennessee, in
themountains. Appalachian folk songs, field recordings-yeah, literally
someone with their taperecorder, recordingan old manwith afiddle,
withawomanin thebackground with herhand onthe stove. Thatsortof
image, Ithink, reallyinfected thewayIwanted it to sound.

“Ialsohadtheideaofitbeingakind of storytellingrecord,” he
continued, hisvoice ahusky Southernblur, easyon the ear. “Iwasvery
fascinated by thewholeidea of the old mensittingaround thefire,
passingontheselegends and fables to the grandchildren. And, you know,
thatlittle boysitting over there building a teepee out of sticks, listening to
allthesestories, takingin all those oldlegends and tales.”

One ofthefirst candidates for the production job on Fables... was
eccentric '60slegend Van Dyke Parks. Lastyear, Parksreleased Jump, an
albumbased around the Uncle Remus stories. Stipe thought Parks would
beinperfectsympathywith the newsongs he waswriting, most ofwhich
were emergingasvague but powerfully evocative vignetteswithan
elusive buteventually quite tellingair of rural fable about them thatbegan
tocomplement the storytelling traditions of the Confederate South.

REM eventually passed on Parks and othernames entered the frame.
The group bynowhad decided not to go again with the Mitch Easter/

Don Dixon production team responsible for
Murmurand Reckoningand unanimously agreed
thatitwas time to test themselves withanew
producer. Anyway, as Bill Berrywould later
comment, Easter was now busywith hisownband,
Let’sActive,and was eager to asserthimselfasa
songwriter and performer.

“Ithink,” Berry explained, ‘Thathewas getting
alittlemiffed by thefact thatwheneverhe did an

“However,” Billremarked laconically over
drinksoneafternooninthe Georgia Hotel, “I thinkJake Rivieraand Miles
Copeland (boss of IRS, REM’srecord company) don't getalong. Infact,
Ibelieve they have a history of intense conflict, so thatkindaslowed down
communications there.”

Thejob eventuallywent to Joe Boyd, the inspired choice of Peter Buck,
alongtime fan of Boyd’slegendarywork with Nick Drake, Fairport
Conventionand Richard Thompson, one of Buck’s great musicalheroes.

Buck: “Wejustgavehimacallandhesaid, ‘Yeah, I'llbeintheareaand
I'vegotsomefreetime, let’sdoademo. We did somethinglike 16 songs
withhiminone day. Hewasin town, here, like on the Monday. He saw us
playon the Tuesday. I think on the Wednesdaywesaid, ‘Let’sdo the
album. We flewto England that Friday.”

The prospectofrecording for the first time outside Mitch Easter’s
Drive-Instudio in Winston, Salem, in North Carolina, provoked no great
outbreak of group hysteria.

“Iwasonlyworried about the weather.” Buckinsisted, “which was
miserable. Y’alllived up to your reputation, fully. It rained every single
dayitwasn’tsnowing.”

Neitherwas Buckmuch concerned thatworkingin England would
seriouslyaffect REM’s songwriting. “Hell,” he said, laughing bubbles into
hisbeer, “it'snotlikewe thought that coming to England we'd start
comingoutwith seashanties or, youknow, Boy George-type stuff.”

Workingwith Boyd, however, turned out to be alot more painstaking
thanworkingwith Mitch Easter. Ameticulous attention to detailmeant
thatBoyd would spend hours going over tapes of the album, looking for
the perfect mix, thefinal perspective on everysong. Stipe confessed that
hewasfrustrated atthe time, butlisteningto the finished record, can now
appreciate therewards of Boyd’s determined perseverance. »
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Atthetime, though, itallseemed verydistantfrom the atmospherein
which REM had produced the mighty Reckoning.

“Thatwaskindaintense,” Stipe grinned winningly, looking
disconcertinglylike Kurt Russellin John Carpenter’s movie-biog of Elvis
Presley. “Thatwasa 12-day drunken party. No sleep, just stayingup and
staying drunk orwhatever. We took things alittle, uh, easier, this time.”

“We setnewland speedrecords on Reckoning,” Peter Buck said. “Itwas
mixedandrecorded, Ifigure,inatotal of 12 days, includingahalfday off
forgoingto amovie. Wejustknocked the songs out; like all the basic
tracks were done in two days, and most of the overdubs were done on the
third day. After that, we kinda slowed down alittle.”

record so farreleased in 1985, and I don’t think I'll be alone in

thinking so. Combining the physicality—the sheer, imperious
tremendous burn-ass visceral assault of Reckoning—with amature
revision of the mysterious, glowing atmospheres of Murmur, REM
have here crafted a particular masterpiece.

Boydallows them to sound expansive without making them sound
glossy, urgentwithoutbeing frantic. The tumbling, impressionistic
beauty of, say, “Green Grow The Rushes” rests comfortablyagainst the
harsherlyricalsting of “Kahoutec” and “Old Man Kinsey”; the strange,
elemental shades of “Feeling Gravitys Pull”, with its surreal strings and
incidental atonalities, fallsinto place effortlessly alongside the swirling
mysteries of “MapsAnd Legends”, while “Wendell Gee” is one of their
finestever moments; REM themselves defying gravitywith asongofsuch
fragile beauty, one wonders atits very existence.

Ateverypoint, thisrecord sings! Buck’s guitarrings through every
groovelike heaven’s own chorus, asix-string orchestra. Berry and Mills
punctuate every momentwith flourishingdrives, discreetaccentsand
pneumatic emphasis; everything they're asked to provide, they provide,
usuallywithideasto spare. Stipe, meanwhile, turnsin hismostarresting
vocal performancesto date. Cleverly, Boyd retains hisvocal
eccentricities, enhances them, allowing Stipe the clarity of space he’s
alwaysneeded for the communication ofhishaunting, deeply feltand
enormouslyaffectinglyrical stratagems.

Likeits applauded predecessors, Fables Of The Reconstructionis avivid
testament to Stipe’s ability to write songs thatilluminate, to evoke
emotionsand feelings thatare never specifically defined. Stipe’s lyrics
and REM’s music describe atmospheres, twists of feeling, emotional
panoramas, without everresortingto pedantic explanation. Insome
ways, REM has perfected away of telling thelistener everything they
want to knowwithoutappearingtohave told themanythingatall. REM
are masters of suggestion.

REM apparentlyrelish the ambiguity of the music they produce, are
excited by the simple fact thatanyonelistening to theirrecords willbe
expected to concentrate, lend akeen ear to

FABLES OFTHEReconstructionis the most stunningrock

take out of the songswhattheyrecognise...
Ifthatmeansthere’s some philosophythat
theydigoutofthe songsthat’sgonnachange
theirlives, then that'sfine—butiftheylistento
those same songs and theymake youwanna
danceyourdamned ass off, then that’sfine,
too.Itmightevenbebetter.”

“Don’ttellanybodywhat theyalready know,”
isBuck’s concise definition of whatitis that
REM do; or, perhaps, don’t.

ECKONINGTOOKREM into the
RAmerican Top 40-an extraordinary

success foraband with no claim atall
to primetime MTV, whoserecords are still
allowed limited airplay. On theirlast tour,
theywere playing 5,000-seater basketball
arenas and hockeyrinks. Theydidn’t even
have arecord to promote at the time, were
merely keeping their hands in, working up
thelive identities of the songs from the new
album.Andyettheysold outevery date.

The potential success of Fables... islikely to
exertacommercial pressure onthemto
increase their public profile, sign onforevery
vaststadium showavailable to them; to accept
thekind of offers they've so far turned down;
toturnanimpressive independent successinto
acrushing commercial victory.

Michael Stipe waslooking forward tonone
of this; clearly, the mindless adulation of the
world’simpressionable millions didn’t
especiallyappeal tohim.

“I'veneveraspired tothatkindasuccess,” he
said. “This, tome, issuccess.” Hemade avague
gesturewith hishands. “Justbeinghere, doin’
whatI'mdoin’”

“Ireallylove playingbars,” Buckadmitted.

“Ilike to seewho I'm playing for. We've played

thesebigarenas, man, and we hated it. You

know, we opened sixdates for The Police and

itwasmiserable. [remember sittingin

Philadelphiaanditwas,like, 105 degrees, and they were carryingkids
overthebarriers. It'sonein the afternoon and you can’teven walk around
outsideit’ssohot,and we had to go onin 10 minutes. AndI'm going, ‘Man,
Ijustdon'twannagoon, let’sjustbreak up the band.’

“Imean, itwas sono fun; we’llnever do that

what’sgoingon. They’ve putalot of workinto
theirmusic; nowit’syour turn.

“Michael gets criticised because people say
theycan'tunderstand whatitishe’ssinging,”
Bill Berrysaid. “ButIwouldn’'twanthimto
singanyotherway, and 'm glad we made the
decisionnevertoincludealyricsheetwith
thealbums. Thatwould belike goingto the
movies and gettingthe script to the film with
your ticket.”

“Toomuch, too often, these daysis simply
handedtoitsaudience, complete, like a platter,”
Stipearguedindefence of theinscrutability of

“You know, we
opened six
dates for The
Police and it
was miserable”

shitagain. Assoonasthatshowwasoveritwas
like, ‘Hell, let’s go getdrunk!” Shea Stadium
with The Police waskinda fun, ’cosnoonein
New Yorkreally knewwho we were at the time
andwe only played 20 minutes—that’s all
theywanted usto play—anditrained during
ourset, and so everyonewas screwingaround
with their clothes off when we played, which
madeitkindaneat... Buteveryother datewas
kinda, sheeeesh...” Heshookhisheadin
disbelief. “There wereall thesereally moronic
Police fans sticking theirmiddle fingersatus,
booingus costheywanted to see Stingthat

hislyrics. “MTVisagood example. Television,
generally,isagood example. There’snoroom for
imagination, noroom forimprovisation, for
interpretation. Everythingisrehearsed. No one’s
abletofind outanythingforthemselves.It'sall
becometoo easy.

“Peopleneed to think for themselves again, use
theirimaginations. And notnecessarilyinan
intellectual way, 'coswe’renotanintellectualband,
we'renotany of thatshit, even though we’vekinda
gottenalotofthatkinda press over here. We'rejust
askingpeople tokindastretch themselvesalittleand
putsome of their own experiencesinto the songs or
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much quicker...”

“ThatPolice tourwas ajoke,” Bill Berryagreed
vehemently. “Therecord companytried every
means of coercionto getusto doitand finallywe
said, ‘OK, we’lldoit, we're curious, maybe we will sell
records and maybe people willrespond.’ Butitwas
hopeless. We shoulda stayed home and written some
songsand gotdrunkforall the fuckin’ gooditdid us.

“And onceagain, it proved thatwe are usuallyright.
We shouldn'thave played that tour. We shouldn’t
havelistened to the record company. We shoulda
donewhatwe believed to beright. Justbecause we've
hooked up with thisvastbusiness machine doesn’t
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meanwe have to go alongwith everythingitsays. Our
intuition hasbeen more valuable to us than any of
the greatwords of wisdom passed ontousbythe
damnedrecord company.”

ThatmorninginAthens, as pretty girls passed
byand thesun glowed hardinabrightblue sky,
I'suggested to Michael Stipe thatattheheartof
REM’s musicwas astirring romanticism, anostalgia,
almost, for somethingthat Americahadlost; asense,
perhaps, thatthe pastwasmaybeabetter placetobe,
thatfundamental valueshad beenlostin the passing
of centuries; thatour own centuryhad brutalised
imaginations, buried hope, generosityand the
capacitytodream. Thiswasa centuryofvandalism and de cay. To that
extent, Fables Of The Reconstruction seemed like an elegy to avanishing
America:lyrical, poignant, heartfelt.

“Maybe,” Stipe shrugged, alittleuncomfortable, perhaps, to be caught
insuchaclosefocus. “IguessI'mjustamiserableromantic... 'mreal
saddened by what’shappened to this century, to the world. Specifically,
America’sbecomelike adumpingground, its culture is dying, and when
the culture dies, so does the country.I guess that’swhy I'm so drawn to
theseromanticideas of tradition being passed down by way of story-
telling, byway of folk music, country music, hillbilly music, the music of
thepeople. Somehow, thathastobe preserved.”

Itseemed to me that REM were makingabrave stand against thiskind
of degeneration: maybe that’s why their music appeared to possess such
asense of mission, adefiantoptimismin the face of everythingviolent
and despicable theworld could throwagainstit, remained upliftingin
thejawsof disaster.

“Iguessthat’sjustbecausewe're thekind of peopleweare,” Peter Buck
would subsequentlyreflect. “We’re not overly optimistic. When youlook

WENDELL GEE

“America’sbecome
likeadumpingground,
itscultureisdying™
MichaelStipein1985

aroundyouattheworld, youcan’tbe. There’s
stilltoo many countries where people are being
slaughteredrightandleftand there’s stillalot ofjust
outrightsavagery.

“Butyoudon'tjustgiveintothat. Sure the world
sucks, butwhiningaboutitisn’'tgonnamakeitany
better.Thope REM does sound uplifting, thatwould
beagreatcompliment to payour music. Imean,
thereare, like, too many professional whiners,
peoplewho are, like, automatically negative.

“You can’tignore what goes on around you, butyou
havetolookbeyond that.Imean, youdon’'twantto
getlike, youknow, Jackson Browne and getreally
obsessive aboutyour problems. Youlisten to Jackson Browne and you just
go, Jackson, you'rerichand you're handsome and you're still relatively
young, willyoushut the fuckup! Be happyonce.”

“Musicshould reach out to people—you can'tafford tobe sointroverted.
Ithinkthatanythingthatreachesoutand touches people emotionally
isdoingaservice, whether people understand whyit’s moving them or
not. We always wanted our music to have heart, youknow. That’s why
we sometimes sound alittleweird or cranky, ‘cos we always trytoleave
theheartin.

“And also, we always wanted ourrecords to be like doors to other
worlds. We wanted to say, ‘Look, here’s the door, on the other side of this
doorthere’s, like, differentrooms, another world.’

“Wedon’thave any answers for anyone; we're justsaying, ‘ThisisREM,
thisisourmusic, thisis the door, whynot openitand walk through to the
otherside, maybe take alookaround andseeifyoulikeit.”

Somewhere in the neighbourhood, somethingwas stillhowlingat
themoon, stirring the darkness of anotherlegendary Southern night.
Allanjones ®
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ALBUMS

Marillion EMI

Inwhich the lamb finally lies
down andbringsitallbackhome
withavengeance. Or the great
and seemingly never-ending
story of one Derek Dick, aka Big
Fish, part the third. And if we take
Script For A Jester’s Tear asbeing
theinitial calling card that
schooled the world and Fugazias
the desperate cry of asmalltown
boy well out of his depth and tree,
thenit hastobe acknowledged
straight away that Misplaced
Childhoodfits perfectlyintoits
allotted space as the final
instalment in this strangely
regressive trilogy of growing up
in public. This, however, is no
mere exercise for the hit parade
ground. This is serious exorcism.
As such, Misplaced Childhood
iswhat some folkusedtocalla
conceptalbum, andin the best
tradition of that particular beast,
this one pauses neither for
refreshments nor even a quick pit
stop along the way. One great
crescendobecomesanother’s
openinglazy drawl, one loosely
defined song cascadesinto the
middle of nowhere, and all of it so
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immaculately
constructed that
youcan'treally
see thejoins.
Amateur
shrinks apart,
however, the
trueraisond’étre
of Misplaced
Childhood must
forever remain
something of a
mystery tale.
Both “Bitter Suite
Parts|-V” and the
stirring “Heart
Of Lothian”
would appear
to have their
genesis (sic) in the Fishman's sad
Highland roots, but then again
probably not.

This wonderfully adolescent
game of spot-the-hidden
meaningis, of course, half the fun
for the thousands of Marillion
devotees who will rush out to
take this new collection to their
hearts and minds and thensit up
all nightlong to discuss the finer
points of the Fish manifesto
before finally collapsingina
heap, exhausted by the search
but united through acommunal
sense of bygone days and too
many broken dreams.

This enormous
lyrical no-
holds-barred
expression
of angstand
dislocation, while

DIRE STRAITS

Marillion: (I-r)
Pete Trewavas,
MarkKelly,Steve
Rothery,lan
MosleyandFish

——ALBUMs __

hysterical jungle

of thedreaded
pomp-rock.
Instead, the
overriding sense
ofblood, sweat and
tearsmanagesto
triumph over the in-built

mock heroics and occasional
delusions of grandeur, thus
ensuring that Marillion cannow
enjoy their finest hour to date.
Barry Mcllheney, MM Junis

Dire Straits
VERTIGO

It says right here that Brothers

In Arms signals the official end of
atwo-year period of hibernation
by Mark Knopfler and the rest

of the Dire Straits. Clearly, the
original Sultan of Swing has a
rather odd attitude to resting up,
using this supposed break from
the platinum trail to getinvolved
inallmanner of things, most
notably film, Dylan and young
Roddy Frame.

Unfortunately for the rest of us,
thisadmirable spirit of adventure
fails to materialise whenit comes
to Brothers In Arms. Instead, it
all soundsjust abit too like the
last Dire Straits album, which
sounded not unlike the last one
before that, which sounded
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BROTHERS IN ARMS

suspiciously like
the beginning
of ahugely
successful and
very lucrative plan
to take over the
worldknown as AOR.
And as with all such
mega-dollar scams, the basic
ideaisremarkably simple.
World-weary, almost whisky-
soaked vocals, a guitar sound
designed purely for digital
recording, and lots more songs
about TV and girls.

Highlights? Ah, possibly
“Why Worry”, atypical Knopfler
ballad-cum-Tales Of The
Riverbank arrangement, and
most certainly the title track,
which manages to overshadow
everything else on display,
showing off the major new
lessonsin atmospherics and
dynamics that must have been
learnt ontherecent Cal/Local
Hero soundtracks.

Talking of which, Mark Knopfler
willnow undoubtedly go onto
much greater things, arranging
and producing work for awhole
host of artists, and generally
establishing himself as the
nearest thingwe yethavetoa
very Englishand much thinner
Vangelis. Whenit comes to Dire
Straits, however,
the old rock-
schoolrestraints
and undeniably
attractive smell
of the winning

transmitted
throughan
inherently limited
musical style, is
ultimately what
makes Misplaced
Childhood far
more thanjust
another white
man’s trek
through the

formulaseem
toblock out
anysuch
experimental
work and what
you end up with
is something
very like the
same old story.
Barry Mcllheney,
MMMay18




Miles Davis
CBS

Judging by the cover shots of
Miles looking studiedly
dangerouswitha
submachine gun,and
judging by the music
too, thegreatmanis
after the moneyon
this one. Those who
long for the old

Miles should go
straight out and buy
Miles Davis & John
ColtraneLivein
Stockholm1960 on the
Dragonlabel or —even older
Miles —the new Boplicity LP,
At Last!, with Miles and the
Lighthouse All-Stars.

CyndiLauper’s “Time After
Time” —the hit of Miles’last
Royal Festival Hall concert —
hasbeenissued simultaneously
asasingle, aclue to the general
intention of the artist. She got
lucky runninginto a tune like
this-arise Lady Lauper-a
gloriously drenched drizzle
of atrumpet sound. Infact.

Miles himself sounds great
throughout;it's the concept the
jazzers will quarrel with.

The most substantial piece
here, “Katia Prelude” and “Katia”,
amounts almost to alittle suite.
Plenty of electronic squirtsand
ultraviolet gobblings go onfrom
RobertIrvinglll's synthesizers,
there’s plenty of rubbery rhythm-
section chug, and at one point
anear-relative of “Petrushka”
appearsas ariff. Miles banksin
and out of all this, dipping the
beakinto the beat or scampering
inlithe opposition toit, fielding
arepertoire of trumpet timbres.
JohnMcLaughlin takes an
extended solo which bridges the
two parts, aching and squallingin
the usual ghastly manner.

Fans of Sting will probably want
the album for his two-second
imitation of a Spanish policeman
on “One Phone Call”, though
fans of Miles will want to tune out
the entire foreground of cop
voices and sirens to getat the old
Harmon mute in back.

Tenorman Bob Berg could
have phoned in most of his
contribution, with the exception
of the title track, on which he’s
allowed a brief,good jazzman’s
solo. The final medley features
embers of “Jean-Pierre”, alot
of washbasin noises, and Miles’
joke:“Ron, I meant for you to
push the other button.”

None of it sticks to the soul
like Miles on “Walkin”, “So What”
or “AllBlues” from the Dragon
album. Over to you. BrianCase,

MM Junis
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%% TheRedskins:

(I-r)Martin
Hewes,NickKing
andChrisDean

SINGLES
The Bangles

CBS

Some of you poor souls out
there may find all this alittle bit
incongruous. Four gals from
the sunny West Coast singing
about UB40s and alazy dayon
Merseyside might well getup
your precious noses, but look,
there’s the door over there and
we'll give you a shout whenwe
get to the Phil Collins single.
Right. With their reworking of
ex-Soft Boy Kimberley Rew'’s
“Going Down To Liverpool”,
the wonderful Bangles have
created asuperb slice of pop, so
truly pathetic and uplifting all at
once thatyoureally don'tknow
whether tolaff or cry. The
guitars, which we best describe
asplangent, are permanently
on the point of breaking down,
while the combined Bangle
voices tackle the whole
enterprise with arefreshingly
perfect pitch. It really makes
you want to throw the towelin
forjustafew days,andyou're
looking for possible flaws when
youremember that the video
features none other than the
great Mister Spock. This,
Captain, would appear to be
aperfectly logical hit. MMApré

The Redskins

DECCA

Not asfearsome asoneisled to
believe, but we won’t hold that
againstthem.Usheredinona
magnificently ragged selection

of bassand drums, it -y

poutsandteases &
withits odd ¢
spurts of brass
forsolong
before

seeingany
real action,

that they .\ plaintive
come close “ | voice.
tolosingit STS:E% ‘| Hittingjust
altogether. 2 o-n 4 theright

. 1 S
Finally, they e pOWN! S wSANE T note
hititwitha : BRING T P s y between
ramshackle REDS“*‘NS // bitterness
soul.groove \ e .:,R‘-'m;::“?';““ ?n‘d energy,
straight out of R _«~  thisisone of
Motown circa’65 N s e A those records that
and Christopher Moore makes youwant to move

begins to strut his stuff with
something approachinga
vengeance. Seemingly shabby
and disjointed, it eventually
hits all the right buttons with
infectiously hypnotic effect.
Moore rants onabout thisand
that-as he does-butit’s those
gloriously blustering drums and
horns that come outand do all
the fist-fighting. In the words of
Barry McGuigan, thisis abit
special. MMJunis

Simply Red
ELEKTRA

A soulbeacon made in Britain
but bright enough to burn the
eyes of any young blade across
the world. Manchester’s Simply
Redhave injected both emotion
and spontaneity into The
Valentine Brothers’ club hit,
turning aheartfelt attack on
the newrightinto the kind of
swelling anthem that should be
screamed out loud for all to
hear.Mick Hucknall’s aching
vocals have the mark of a
defiantly individual singer and
firmly set the band apartfrom
those white boys who would be
black.He'sbeen comparedto Al

Green, but withrespect,

Nina Simoneis

amoreapt
comparison for
the strangely
fluttering
timbre of
sucha

throughits words as well asit’s
rhythm. It’s cheeky, too: “Did
the earthmove for you, Nancy,”
says cowboy Ronnie as the fall-
out settles. If | was Paul Weller
I think I'd throw in the towel
when | heard this. MMMayn

Phil Collins
VIRGIN

Well, me and Phil, we go back
alongway, youknow? Why, it
seems like only yesterday he
had aNo1hit with that young
fellow from Earth, Wind & Fire,
but here heis, workaholic of the
year, having yet another stab at
atop spotall on his own. This
one seemsmore than

likely to do the job,

butreally,if he
was playing
outside the
frontdoorl
think I'd still
have to pull
theblinds.
MMApré
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DURE

Duran Duran
EMI

Theinevitable

marriage: tacky,

nouveau-riche pop starsjoin
forces withthe Bond moguls for
aforthcoming orgy of name
dropping, cheap innuendo, big
gunsandbare flesh. Nothing on
Macca’s “Live and Let Die” or
indeed the seminal Bassey
“Goldfinger”. MMMayn

-
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Readers’ letters

MM/NME JAN-JUN

Put him on a pedestal
Whatabloodymiracle! Mr
William Bragg, alias “Spy Versus
Spy” on Top Of The Pops. Whatan
amazingfeat! Canyouimaginehis
task? Makingitbigwith avoicelike
afoghornandall the technique of
aguitaristwith three thumbs. I
have toadmit thatitwas my good
selfwho, sittingacrossatablein
the Latchmere, assured the old
boyhewouldn’tgetradio pay, let
alone Top Of The Pops.I've been
eatingmyhat eversince.
Whatabloodyhero!Ithinkof
allthe cynical, sneeringcraphe’s
hadtopushasidetogettothe
charts. Longlive thelone voice—
well done, Billy Bragg!
ANDREW CUNNINGHAM,
Woodside SW19
HiAndy, can’t keep you out of the
Maker thesedays, canwe? Don't
choke on that brim now-looking
forward toyour next missive—Steve
Sutherland (MM Apr 6)

Life's not a riot with JAMC

Onreadingarecent MM, Inoticed
areportonasupposedriotatthe
JesusAnd MaryChain gigatNorth
London Polytechnicon March 15.
Inthisaccount, yourreporter
states thatthe “supportband,
Jasmine Minks, were forced
offstage afterbeingattacked by
the crowd”. Touse the old refrain,
washeatthesamegigIwas?

AsamemberoftheJasmine
Minks, IthoughtIhad quiteaclear
view of the whole proceedings, but
obviouslymy eyesightand
memoryarenotwhattheywere.
ThewayIrecalltheeventsofthe
evening, thefirstband onstage,
MeatWhiplash, were attacked by
anumber of spectators after one
ofthem stupidly threwan empty
winebottleinto the audience.

We followed Meat Whiplash
with tense feelings about the way
the eveningwas developing, but
wewentdownverywellindeed,
thankyouverymuch, withnota

missile (or grimace even) insight.
Attheend, the crowd were
shouting for more butwe decided
toremove our equipmentfromthe
polyasquicklyaspossibleas
anyonewith halfabrain could tell
whatwas going tohappenlater.
And, asI'munemployed, Ican’t
afford toreplace any damages.

I'vefound that the weekly music
papers,intryingto establish the
causesofthe “riot”, haveignored
thefactthatmanypeopleinthe
audiencewere drinkingheavily. In
fact, theydrankallthebeerinthe
poly, causing furtheraggravation
forthe thirstywreckingcrewas
theytried toobtainalcoholand
tempers frayed.

Ifoundthe “riot” quite tedious
really;itwasso predictableand
Isawmany “nice” middle-class
boysgrinfiendishlyto each other
astheyreached the (“gosh, how
wild!”) peak of excitement
overturning the PA. We took our
£50and left—hopefullythere
shouldbeno effecton future
performancesas, havingtasted
the grapes of pseudo-wrath, we
willrelyonhonest presentation as
alwaysandleave sensationalism
tothosewhoseekit.

Toreturnto the pointof this
letter, due to the facts notbeing
checked properly, atotalliehas
been printed concerningusin
your publication and some friends
andrelatives were worried. I feel
Iamwellwithinmyrightsto
demand anapology.Ibearnoill
willtoyouoranyofyourstaff; I
justwanttoseethefactsin printas
theywereinaction on the night.
ADAMSANDERSON, on behalf of
the Jasmine Minks
Sorryabout that, Adam. We were
too busy dodging shrapnel and
searchingfor bev to getout facts
right. But then again, facts? Who
needs'em?—SS (MM Apr 6)

Heavy words, lightly thrown
Idon’twanttojoin the growing
number of people hurling
unwarranted criticism at
Morrissey, butsurelyheleaves
himselfopentoit?Sayingvideois
vileand then doing one for “How
SoonIsNow?” makesyouthinkhe
should maybe takeJanice Long’s
advice and keep his mouth shut.
Ashesaid on Oxford Road Show,
hehasallthe comfortsand
moneyheneedsnowandwill
finditheart-breakingtoleave
Manchester for “insulated against

reallife” London.I'll try to believe
you, Morrissey, honestly. But
whydoesn’'the take thatholiday
inthesun-T'llbethesuccumbs
tothe Yankee dollar. Oh well,
that’s progressin the popworld,
Isuppose.

Bringon the nextrighteous

pop group. Ohgawd, don’tbother!

Idon’twant to be disillusioned
anymore.

MARGARET, unemployed Smiths
fan (still the greatest band in Britain
atthe moment) (MM Apr13)

Rival pursuit

Give me five reasons whyyour
squibissuperiorto NME (apart
fromthefactthattheywouldn’t
print this).

ONE OF SIMONBATES’ ANAL
HAIRS, Crowthorne, Bucks
Asenseofhumour. Analcohol
problem. AWill Hay Appreciation
Society. Reviews that don’t appear
amonth late. Writers who can
write. OK?—SS (MM Apr13)

Semiotic-detached glasshouse

Theultimate test of any political
idealistiswhether ornotthey
would spill blood for their

beliefs. Paul Wellerwould. The
Redskinshave. Where does Green
Gartside stand? Maybe he would
writeathesis.
TONYMEDLYCOTT, Chigwell,
Essex (NME Jun1s)

Whyare Gavin Martinand Green
Gartside embarrassed atthe
thoughtofexcess philosophyin
an NMEinterview? Why can'twe
learnabout structuralism and
semiotics through the NME?Is
thereno placein England for
intelligent analysis of work such
asScrittiPolitti’s? Are the French
theonlyoneswho canwrite
seductivelyaboutpopular

culture?Tam “thegirlinthestreet”

andIdemand mental stimulation,
notpleasing thelowest-common-
denominator fare.

VICTORIAK, London, SW9

For intelligent printed analysis of
Scritti, semiotics 'n’all, thereare
surelyno more “seductive” pages
than those of NME. But for those
who stillfind Gavin’s piece—not to
mentionAndy Gill's LP review on
page 26 of this week's issue—the
“lowestcommon denominator”,
thereareplenty of newsagents
ready to oblige with far more
vulgar fractions—Adrian Thrills
(NME Jun1s)
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ECONSTRUCTION TIME AG ]

DY GILL DICS THE AMERICAN ROOTS €

THE STYLE GOUNCIL,
KATE BUSH, THE CURE,
NEIL YOUNG AND MORE

1Al
RIME AND CIFY SOLUTION

“It's120’clockinLondon,
7aminPhiladelphia...”:
Live Aidat Wembley

StadiumonJuly13,1985
-anafternoonof “brutal
contradictions”
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More than
entertainment

NME JULY 20

Aidwas thatit proved to be more spectacular

and compelling than anybodyhad ever
imagined, raising over £50 million for African
faminerelief. Beamed across the world, it filled
the streets and homes of millions with an
unholy mix of commitment, sheer triviaand
egotistical pyrotechnics.

AWoodstockfor’85, Live Aid, in contrast to
previous generation’s blissed-out fantasies, was
pragmaticandfocused; amassive celebration of
Star Warstechnology harnessed forapeople
dyinginthe shadow ofthe west’s new digital gods.

Asked to stomach the mostunsettling
juxtaposition ofimages, from pop prancersto
slowdeathinableached-out desert, itwas
difficultnotto be shocked by the brutal
contradictionsinherentinsuchadisplay—
peoplefrolickedin the sunso others mightlive.

Onlyahandful ofartistsreally seemed to
understand the occasion’s full significance. Elvis
Costelloneatlymade thelinkwith The Beatles’
firstglobal broadcastwith amovingsolo version
of “AllYouNeed Is Love”, one of the manyLennon

songs scattered through the shows.
Others channelled their feelinginto

'|'HE MOSTREMARKABLE thing about Live

Wi .
. OE:&ISEQY STADIUM J.EK.STADIUM  performancethatwere charge with
sownaT P H'L‘%?YEL-‘:EL"% aself-revealingintensity: Bowie, The
DAVIDBOWEE THECArs - Who, and anastounding PattiLabelle.
PHIL COLLINS ERIC CLAPTON .
ELVIS COSTELLO I HEELR::DDg:TAg Aspread ofblackartistswould
ot Mckjaceen - havemadeitareal cross-cultural
ILLY
%&ﬁgﬁms warLon enhes . phenomenon. Itwasleft to the fewto
NI KERSHAW RobERT RS | remind us of music’s real potential - Hall
QUEEN POVXE'E‘TSET,QEEQQ & Oatesjammingwith The Temptations
SADE .
SPANDAU BALLET oL and - underlyingwhatcould have been.
g:fsuscoumc . Toreans Whatever, Live Aid was a classic
LSJTLITNaGAVox THOH:‘SE?LN Yonmg example of western charity. A temporary
PAUL YOUNG reliefforaproblemwith far-ranging
WH AMI . . . .
THE WHO 8 implications, it demonstrated beyond

doubtthat pop musicreally can domore
thanentertain.
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“Concerned

over drug
abuse”

—

MM SEPT 21

royalties from their newsingletoa
number of anti-heroin and drug abuse

organisations. The double A-sided single,
“Running Free” and “Sanctuary”, was
recorded live atLong Beach Arena,
California, andis out on September 23.

“Onreturning from our 11-month world
tour, we were very concerned toread
about the amount of heroin, solvent and
general drug abuse that is taking place in
this country,” said an Iron Maiden
spokesman. “The band s totally against
this and we hope that this contribution to
various drug abuse charities will play some
partinrelieving the situation. We certainly
hope that all metal fans have the sense to
say NO.Remember, sportand musicisafar
better high thanany drug, so take care.”

Thessingleis available in seven-and
12-inch versions, and comesin a poster
bag featuring photographs from the
band’s recent World Slavery Tour. As well
as “Running
Free” and
“Sanctuary”, the
12-inchincludes
“MurdersInThe
Rue Morgue”,

IRON MAIDEN ARE donating all artist

o i‘:’ )
Dexys:dispute
coulddelayrelease

B oflatestalbum

oeeking an injunction "

battle was taking place in which producer

Alan Winstanley sought to halt the release
of Dexys Midnight Runners’ forthcoming
album Don'’t Stand Me Down.

Contacted by this paper, Winstanley
admitted thathe was seeking an injunction but
feltunable to comment on the case because of
legal complicationsinvolved. However, NME
understandsthat the produceris unhappy
with thealbum’sinner-sleeve credits, which
read “Produced by Kevin Rowland -Recorded
byAlanWinstanley”.

Thestoryis that

AS NMEWENT to press on Monday, a court

Rowland, forhis part, apparently claims that
asWinstanleydidn’'tcomplete thealbum, he
cannotreceive any production credit.

Hencethelegal battle, which could see the
album’srelease being deferred.

Roland hasbeeninvolvedinafracaswitha
producer before. Inmid-1980, while working
with producer Peter Wingfield and engineer
BarryHammond on the album Searching
For The Young Soul Rebels, Dexys decided to
snatch the completed tapes from Chipping
Nortonstudioin order tohold EMI to ransom.
Wingfield, who confirmed the theft, claimed

atthetimethathewas

Winstanleywas contracted
to produce thealbumand
agreedtodosoonthe
understanding thatitwould
be completed byMarch 1
thisyear,atwhich pointhe
was to commence work on
thenewMadnessalbum.

Winstanley believes
he should at
least receive a
co-producer credit

convinced the group would
haveresorted to physical
violenceifhe oranyoneelse
had attempted to stop them.
Thatsame week, the
Dexysplaced adswithall
themain music papersin
which they stated “Music

The Dexys, believing that
theirown album could be completed by this
date, apparently agreed to Winstanley’s terms.

Presswriters... tryto cover
theirtotallackofunderstandingbehind ahaze
ofacademicinsincerity. Wewon’t compromise

recorded Buttimeran outwhile Winstanleyand the ourselves by talkingtoadishonest, hippy
atLondon bandwerestillin New Yorkreadyingthe press.” And now the Dexys, whose initial
Hammersmith album for mixing. Atwhich point the producer attempt to promote Don't Stand Down by
Odeonin flewback to the UKin order to meansofahighlytouted Tubegigwas
October’84. getthe Madness sessions > ™ s el - sabotaged byarecentstrike,
Neither underway, leaving Kevin couldfind theiralbumin
“Sanctuary” nor Rowland tomixhisown DEXx YS “‘Q"«“ furthertroubleasaresult
“MurdersInThe album tracks. M DN IG HT of Winstanley’slegal
Rue Morgue” Winstanleynow R NN action. Thereare

= willbe included believes thateven 2 ERS some who might

& onlronMaiden’s forthcominglive double ifheisn’tlisted as § DON'T STAND pointout the folly

2 album. Alltracks were produced by solo producer, ME DOWN . ofsaddlingthe

E Martin Birch. Proceeds from the he should at ; Sdde Twg i albumwitha

2 “Sanctuary” single will go to The Anti- leastreceive ¢ 4 srereo CE3n) decidedlydodgy

£ Heroin Campaign, City Roads, Kick The aco-producer x 280p.1019 § release date:

2 Habit and Still Waters. credit. But %‘ One of Those Thines e I Fridaythe13th!

)qi ?t"‘"ﬁ‘ ¢ Par T"-‘ﬁf Rotang, ;
E Isten to This .~ " 7
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Alcohol

I can’tanswer thatonereally.

Elvis Presley

He's my favourite singer. Well,
he’s actually not my favourite
singer; he’s my favourite
performer and alcohol is
aconvenient substitute.

New York

Well,Iwould prefertobein
New York than this office,
because New York has some
inherent atmosphere that this
place does not.

The Bad Seed

I can only quote from the Bible
here that the...|don’t knowif|
want to...| can’tanswer that
question either... Uh, there’s a
quote that goes: “We are born
totrouble as the sparks fly
upwards.” That'sinreference to
that, uh, “The wicked are known
from the womb.” There's a quote
onevery page there.

Tennessee Williams

Pass.

Lydia Lunch
Pass. | will talk to her. Tell Lydia
I'msorry and come home. Ha!

Bingo

Are we talking about my roadie,
my old bodyguard? Well, I'djust
like to say hello to himiif he's still
around and he’s notrequired any

morein the services of our group.

Berlin

For me, Berlin-and I'm notreally
sure why -seems to offer just
about everything that London
doesn’t offer. The people there
have drive andimagination and
spirit.| have a German girlfriend

Fogerty:sued
for$144m

from Berlin, which givesaplus to
the A thatitshould have got.

Revivalism

I think that’s probably an
epidemicin the music of the last
10yearsandit'sbeenaconstant
problem. That's why | find myself
drawn far more to the original
than to those who seemto be
making a few dollars out of
imitating the original.

Health

Iknow I'min great physical shape
because | had atest the other day
and my doctor told me that.I'm
happy to have my health.

Fun

My doctor said that maybel|
should have alittle more fun, but
funis chasing after...| don’t know.
Idon’tknow about fun.

Catholicism

Ithink Catholicism s the only true,
only worthwhile form of Christian
religion. It has its standards and it
hasits discipline,andit’sahard
thing tobe agood Catholic. If you
asked me about Anglican, | think
thatis a wishy-washy Sunday
religion, whereas Catholicism
demands alot more, and | thinkif
anyoneisdecidingonreligionas
away of going about their life, it’s
the only route to take. The born-
again thing, I think, is puerile.

CCMr Greed” NME AUG 17
F

NickCave:“lhope
thisShrinkthingis
arealscream”

Band Aid

Pass.ldon’t know, maybe | wasin

Australia at the time. Or Ethiopia.

Hate

Despite popular belief, hate is
something | try not toinvolve
myself with. It'shard not to hate
sometimes - Grub Street, hacks
and perverts.|'m surrounded by
themall the time. It'sabad thing
to hate, butit’s very hard not to.

Memory

I, myself,aminsome way aslave
tomemory and | realise, for me,
it's the things that have gone, the
things that | wish to have again,
but one pushes on. A man must
dowhatamanmustdo.

Heroes

Carl Panzram, Mezzerine, Cap'n
Ahab, Raskolnikov, Jack Abbot,
Roberto Duran.

Villains

CarlPanzram, Mezzerine...
they're one and the same,
obviously.

Home

Ihave amotherbutldon’thave
ahome.lhaven'tlived anywhere
for more than two monthsin six
years, and that was a kind of
experiment to begin with,
something that seemed like a
goodidea, butI've ended up with

anomadic... Forgetall that. lhave
amotherand|haveahome.

Suicide

Like ahospital, it'sawarm, soft
last resort that’s always there and
it's abig comfort.

Ambition

It makes me feelnobettertobe
bigger thanlam now or smaller
thanlwas10yearsago.

Fear

lonlylivein fear of death. That'’s
the only thing, because | believe
inretribution. | believe the
chickens come backtoroost,

as someone said. What

you've done now, you
pay for later.

NEIL MATTHEWS / REX FEATURES, BLEDDYN BUTCHER / REX FEATURES

Comedy

Onecanonly
be funny first
inorder to
be serious. \ )
| doubt that -
sometimes, but
I hope this
Shrink thing
isareal
scream.

Elvis:Cave’s
favourite
“performer”

ANTASY RECORDS BOSS Saul Zaentz, who's not without abob or two, is currently seeking to put another
$144 millioninto his piggy bank suing John Fogerty for said amount. Zaentz, who's filed a complaint in the
High Court against Fogerty and Warner Bros Records, claims the former Creedence hero damaged
Zaentz'sreputation by means of two tracks on Centerfield, Fogerty’s debut album for Warners, namely “Zant Kant
Danz” and “Mr Greed”. The first listed track caused considerable legal in-fighting soon after the album’s release,
with the result that Warners were forced to alter the offending title to “Vanz Kant Danz”.

But Zaentzremains unappeased, claiming that Fogerty’s lyrics portray him as “thief, robber, adulterer and
murderer”. Additionally, he maintains that, ininterviews following the album’s release, Fogerty depicted the
Fantasy chairman as amanwho so pressurised performers that they lost creativity. This, Zaentz contends,
damaged his businessimage so badly that Fantasy became something of a turn-off to both artists and punters.

EBET ROBERTS / GETTY
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“I'he

Woodstock

of our

generation”

Really? Certainly,
has raised a lot of money.
But with the concert over,
NME ponders the issues,
asking hard questions of
Bob Geldof, the Ethiopian
government and the
Gonservative party. What
has the event said about
the global television age?
And what has really
changed in aid politics?

80 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1985

HANNE JORDAN / ALAMY

NME

HOUGHIT’SIMPOSSIBLE to deride
the achievements of Live Aid, there were
numerous factors in its makeup that
madeitless than the grand display of
cultural, racial and global unity it could
have been.

Live Aidrelied almostentirely on Anglo-American
MTVpop musictoachieveitsaims.In China, Russiaand,
ironically, Africatheywatched as Britishand American
acts combined with the capitalisthard sell. The westwas
seentobemakingalltherunning, and perhapsitwas
themostexpedientwayto organise the showandraise
maximum funds.

But, in the context of white civilised involvement, was it
muchmore thanacosmetic exercise? The musicindustryis
oneofthe western world’s biggest moneyspinners, and even
whenunited for the noble purpose of July 13, itwas unable
and unwillingto address the furious conflict of interests
andideologies thatallowed the African disaster to happen.

“It'snotreallypop music’sjobto dothis,and Thave
absolutelynoillusions asto our effecton thatlevel,” said
Bob Geldoflastweek before the show. “The French
governmentalone could stop thiswith arelatively small
amountofmoney. The politics ofaid isanonsense; alldown
thelineyou'refightingpoliticaland industrialinterests.” »



July13,1985:clearing
upbeginsat Wembley

Stadiumfollowingthe
departureof72,000
Live Aidattendees




PresidentNixon, 1968: “Letusremember of Americanaid thatitisnotto
help othernations butourselves.” Nixon's attitude is one thatinforms the
aid programmes of British and American governments today. When they
talkofgivingaid toanunderdeveloped country, theyusuallymeanan
under-exploited country.

Ethiopiaisjustone ofroughly30African countriesravaged by famine.
It'salsoengagedinacivilwarasPresident Mengistu’s Marxist (“fascist”,
accordingtoaLive Aid publicist) governmentattempt to quell guerrilla
forces. Although Britishreliefincreased when the famine came tolight,
itwasmerelyaredirection of funds from the allotted foreign aid budget,
which, on thewhole, wasreduced by 3 per centlast year.

Long-termaidis onlylikelyto comeifthe British and American
governments think theirindustrywill benefitand Ethiopiaand similarly
stricken countries reform their economies along favourably capitalist
lines. Therealwork for Live Aid begins after the pop wonderland furore of
July13 hasdied down and the fundsare collected. Unlike the money from
the Band Aid single, “Do They Know It’s Christmas?”, which was used for
immediaterelief, thistime the taskis to put the moneyinto schemes
whichwill encourage self-sufficiency. Geldof

And Geldofasserts: “There’snothing you'drecogniseasaroad. The EEC
aresupposed to berehabilitating therailways, butIdon’tbelieve it will
happen-they’ve been saying that for sixmonths. Congestionis the other
problem. People mustmake aleapin their conception. It'snot thatthere’s
toomuch food gettingthere and rotting; evenifall that food got through,
itwould be onlyafraction of whatisrequired.”

TonyMurphy, the Conservative spokesman on foreignand
Commonwealthaffairs, confirmed thatLive Aid hadn’tforced an
increase ornewperspective on the government’s aid programme: “Our
positionis thatwe’ve been givingaid to Ethiopia since 1983, long before
themediaattention oflastautumn.”

There are many scientific explanations and eye-bulging statistics used
toexplain away the fact that over two-thirds of the world live below
subsistence level, while there’s more than enough food to goround and
technology tomakeitpossible. Butnone arereally satisfactorywhenyou
consider thatBritishfarmers are paid £395million ayearjustto store
surplus grain, and the UN’sannual aid budget for the whole world isa
mere £500 million. Or that the average Gibraltarian has 20 times the

averageincome level of an Indian butgets 1,300

andLiveAid are goingitalone; theyremain
independentfrom the Disaster Emergency
Committee setup by Red Cross, Catholic Relief,
Oxfam, Save The Children and Christian Aid.
Geldof: “Wehave our own co-ordinationin
Khartoum. Bynotoperatingin the countrywe
eliminate overheads and costs thatthose
organisations have. IfyouseeaBand Aid truck
it’sprobably carrying Save The Children
supplies. The same with shipping. Because
the costofhiringisso high, we getthreeboats
andfill them with supplies fromall the other
agenciesand aid groups.”
Thereareadvantages and disadvantages to

“Pop stars are
egotistical, and
rich beyond
the dreams of
the normal”

times asmuch assistance from Britain.

“With British dependencies thereis
obviouslyaspecial responsibility,” says Mr
Murphy. The concept that awell-paid, well-
fed personis somehowagreater responsibility
thanastarvingIndianorAfricankidisone
thatIfind abhorrent. Obviously the Tory
governmentisnotyetreadyto atone foryears
ofimperialist exploitation.

LiveAidisastepintherightdirection-it’s
nottoomuch to expectfrom the music
industry after the well-documented evidence
ofindulgence, waste and food fights it thrived
oninthe’70s. Butwhathappensafter

Live Aid’s solo approach. On the one hand their

costsarekept toaminimum, buton the other, without ground workersin
thefamineareastheycould find it difficult to administerlong-termaid
planseffectivelyin the monthsahead. Whereaslong-standing charities
like Oxfam have field workers who work with co-operatives and peasants
totargettheneediestareas.

Itwas Live Aid’s high media profile thathelped to focus attention on the
Ethiopian disaster, and hopefully the pre-features shown during the
telecastwill have highlighted whyitwas allowed to occur. The number
ofworldleaderswho took partin the broadcast showed the political
importance theyplaced on thisepochal pop event.

PresidentMengistu of Ethiopia asked to appear thanking Band Aid
officialsarriving with supplies. But contacted in London the week before
the concert, an Ethiopian government spokesman wasreticent to discuss
thewiderimplications and symbolicresonance of Live Aid.

“Thisisnotorganised by our governmentbutbyBob Geldofand his
friends,” hesaid. “Obviously anything thatcan help the starvingwomen
and children we applaud. Butwe cannotreally comment much on this
thing, itis very difficultforus. We have been putinahumiliating position,
wehaveto allowourstarvingchildrentobeseenonTV, itisnegative
exposure forour country.”

Hereacted bluntly toreportsin Rolling Stonethat trucks sentfor the
distribution of food were being used for military and commercial
purposes. “Thatisnottrue.Ifeelthe Americansare too far removed to
knowwhatisreallygoingon.”

Whatisreallygoingonin Ethiopiaremainsblurred. There are rumours
thatlocal bandits plan to storm ports where food lies stockpiled,
separated fromitsintended recipients by mountainous, flooded or
impossible-to-navigate tracks. Meanwhile, boxed lunches from the
capital’s Hilton hotel are much in demand with journalists going to visit
thefamineareas. “Eitheryouwant to send lots of food or else youwant to
feed the starving. Inthe second case, what’shappeningnowis
unacceptable,” stated a Red Cross official last month.

LIFE AFTER

Can Live Aid really be m

S e oo aaalus ea0D 1O

VE AID?
KEEPING POP'S CONSCIENCE IN FOCUS

ore than a cosmetic
the conscience olrt-he_

Wembley/Philadelphia?

KenKragen and the USA For Africa crewweren’tinvolved in the event
because, saysKragen, “Bob said thiswill be the culmination of
everything, butIsaidIdon’'twantaculminationyet, it’stoosoon.” He
envisages takingthe campaigninto otherareas, startingwith publishing.
Hehopesitwill continue for 10-15 years.

Forhispart, Geldof soundsuncharacteristically weary.

“Atthe momentwe're pinpointingareaswe can go into, but after that
Idon’tknow.Ineverwanted Band Aid to go on verylong; thenitwould
becomeaninstitutionlike ICI or the NME.”

Itwould be ashameif pop music missed its chance tobuild onthe
impetus created byLive Aid. There are things that can be done to help
alleviate the world’s hunger crisis that don’thave toinvolve mass
capitalist/celebrity fund-raising.

Popstarsand their fans canlend their supporttoaparliamentary
lobbyforaid reform on October 22, led by Oxfam. They’ll be arguing for
localised food production, reduction of the debt burden and the arms
trade, and an equalisation of the unequal tradingrelations between the
westand the third world—where their exports plummetand ourimports
flood the market.

LikeBand Aid, it'sanother small step, but put together theyadd up. Pop
hasshownitcanraisefunds. Nowlet’shearitraiseitsvoice. Gavin Martin

NME

USTABOUTTHE time that the 70,000 in the centre of the
J mediarenawerefiling, asinstructed, towards the exits, Iwas

emerging from thelocal tube station; returning from a dismally
attended benefit for sacked miners in Brixton. Clustered around the
underpass entrance, a crowd of people were huddled around a
portable TVsetwatching the celebrations and congratulations.
Summer’s here and the time isright... for TVin the street.

Inthelastfewmonthsthe power ofthe cathoderayhasbroughtusthose

firstshocking
picturesofthe
humanmiseryin
Ethiopia, the
sightofburning
standsand
flamingfansfrom



the Bradford City stadium fire,
theimages of Clockwork Orange
Britain overflowingintoa
Brussels stadium and now
Live Aid—McLuhan’s Global
Village party, the biggest media
eventofall time. Indramatic
terms, the firstthree atrocity
exhibitionswerealljustpartof
thebuild-up. Live Aid was the
finalact-theresolution.
Asamediablitzits effectwas
certainly devastating. Even
those mostalienated from the

stadium mentalitywere pinned S e
tothei tsbvthe sh s £ “Youhave money |
otheirseatsbythesheersizeo —giveit!”:Bob

Geldofvisits
Ethiopiaafter
hismemorable
exhortations

thespectacle.

Ireturned home to discover
myflatmates, oneamember
ofan experimental pop combo
andtheother thebearer of
anunimpeachable pedigree
ofhipness, watching Robert Plantand Jimmy Page - “So thisis ‘Stairway
ToHeaven'”

Itblared from every window, itbrought TVviewingspilling out onto the
streets, itbrought over £50 million worth of aid to the starving—and all by
danglingafewpop-starshaped carrotsin front of a fewbillion people.
Someachievement? Wellyes, but...

Onthelevel of its ultimate achievement, Live Aid isirreproachable, as
wewere constantlyreminded throughout the 16-hour broadcast. Arewe
therefore expected to accept that the endjustifies the means? Not to say
thatthere’ssomethingwrong when aman of Geldof’s means, amanwith
adaughter called Fifi Trixibelle for Christ’s sake, flings castigationsinto
everythreadbaresittingroom up and down the country? Or that there’s
apall of one-upmanship about the bidding for honours to bestow on him
—“Nobel prize!”, “Knighthood!”, “Sold!”.

There was always somethingself-defensive about the presentation of
Live Aid; itseemed to be perpetuallyanticipating criticism, blackingin
advance thename of anyone who should seek to smearinprintthe
pristinehaloaccorded to Saint Bob.

Michael Buerk, the BBCjournalistwhose earlyreports provided the
spur for the formation of Band Aid, was the one man granted therightto
invective by dint ofhis priorinvolvementin the tragedy. The description
of Geldofas “self-styled clapped-out pop star turned media saint” would
have broughthowls of derision and countless accusations of sour gripes
haditcomefromalessaccredited source.

Hewasalso the onlyone allowed to make aswipe at the “justified self-
righteousness” (The Observer) of the performers themselves. “Pop stars
are egotistical,” he pronounced with the fervour of the blasphemous.
“They’realsorichbeyond the dreams ofthe normal, letalone the
destitute—buttheyarenotindifferent.”

Thiswasthekeyto the event: if Nik Kershawis to exist, isitnotbest
thathe should puthis dubious talents to some use that is beneficial
tohumanity? Wellyes, but there’s still somethingsickabout the
juxtaposition of the preening culture of British pop, so concerned as
itiswith third-hand notions of movie-star glamour, with sights of
swelling stomachs and wasted bones. It’s one step away from an eat-in
for Ethiopia.

“Itcould have been adisaster,” said Mel Smith, making one of the
moststrikingaccidental puns ofthe day, and oursight of the real disaster
waslimited. There was Buerk’shard-hitting presentationat the very
beginning; otherwise our only glimpse of the suffering these faintly
nauseous proceedings were supposed to alleviate was the short clip from
CBSNews. “These pictures speak for themselves,” said David Bowie
introducing them. And yet theyweren’tallowed to—tragic though these
pictureswere, there was something genuinely pornographic about
ladling over them the thick syrup of a pop song soundtrack. To the
Americanviewer, idly flipping through the channels, it must have looked
like the most sensationalist pop video ever made.

“Agreatuseoftelevision,” they enthused on Breakfast Timeabout the
clip. People cried of course, but more because of this use of television
thanbecause ofthe humanmiseryinvolved. Did they cryevery time the
same pictures were shown on the news?

Live Aid was unmistakably more about television than itwas about
anythingelse. With two giant video screens flanking a distant stage, most
of theattendantthousandswere onlywatchingon-site TV. Theoretically
itsubscribed to one of the great misquotes of history—“The mediumis the
message.” Justthe very factthat the medium (television) was bringing
theseimagesintofive billionhomeswas enough toreasonthatthe
messagewasclear.

WhatMarshall McLuhanreally said was “the mediumis the massage”,
and thiswascloser to the truth. What Live Aid did, aswellasdrumup
moneyfrom viewers, was provide arelief conscience massage for the pop
starsinvolved.

“Youhave money, giveit!” Geldofwasheard to demand several times,
with the same authoritywith which he would order people to singlater
on. Butwhatofthose “richbeyond the wildest dreams of the normal”. Just
exactlywhatwere they giving, their time??

“Thesepeoplearen’t playing here for the good of their health,” he
continued, becoming more and more unbearably petulant. Give thisman
aknighthood??With behaviourlike thisit’s probablywhathe deserves.

Meanwhile the BBC themselves, who would under normal
circumstances havehad to pay everymusician aminimum Musicians’
Union fee, made a donation ofan “undisclosed sum” to the fund. Even
thatinformation wasreluctantly disclosed.

When politics encroached on thismass-mediamessage, itwas
treated with conspicuous unease. The firstexample was the Austrian
contribution, whichwasinfinitelyharder than either “We Are The World”
or “Do TheyKnowIt’s Christmas?”. “Famineis a useful method/It keeps
themastersin power,” it proclaimed. “We’re giving money so we can feel
better,” it continued. This dampening ofthe generally celebratory
procedurewas prematurely foreshortened, however, as the subtitles
wentmysteriouslymissing. All thatwasleftwasabunch of singingheads
—justlike the others.

Itmaybeseenasasignofoptimismthat, inatime when the English
government doggedly preaches the early Geldof philosophy of “Looking
After Number One”, the great media eventis dedicated to those good
old-fashioned Torywetvalues of care and compassion. Yetwhen
Germany’s Udo suggested that perhaps some of the money drained into
nuclear weapons could have been poured into the drought-strickenland,
the switchboards were apparently jammed with complaints. That’show
littletherealissues sankin.

“It'sthe Woodstock of our generation,” gushed one of the hideously
nouveau bourgeois SpandauBalletboys. Woodstockwas the innocence
andignorance ofarunaway generation; Live Aid was corporate pop
turned corporative charity—royal patronage and all.

Towards the earlymorning, images of countless stadia were
superimposed, one upon another, each oneflaringlights, milling people
and flashingscreens. Members of Led Zeppelin played “StairwayTo
Heaven”, Eric Clapton played “Layla”, Duran Duran played something
thatwasn’tearly Roxy Musicno matterhowhardittried. [t was the
triumphantreturn of the stadium mentality.

Thopethe £50 million does some good-butIdidn’tlikewhatIsaw.

Don Watson
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JULY - SEPTEABER

PaulWeller,DeeCLee
andMickTalbotof The

Style Councilrecreate

alonghotsummerina
Londonphotographic
studio, 1985

MIKE PRIOR / GETTY
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“Ido
what 1
do best”

Engaged as ever with youth causes,

a trip to Denmark leads
to wonder if the focus has shifted too far
away from his music. “I’'m not one of these
smart fuckers that went to public school.
I’m not a left-wing intellectual who’s got
everything worked out, you know?”’

MELODY MAKER

HEBEST BAND in the world!
Paul Weller said that,and he was talking about Style

Councilatthe time, that small butbeautifully formed

unithesetup around twoyears ago, after The Jam had

finally cometo the end ofaverypopularroad. Naturally

enough, he can easilybeaccused ofbeingjustatouch
biased whenitcomesto assessing the Council’s positionin the overall
scheme of things, butitseems he’snotthe onlyone prepared to stand
up and make abitofa claim. Style Council’s second album, Our
Favourite Shop, hasjustshotinto the higher echelons of the chartsin
Britain, it'sapparentlysellinglike
hot cakes everywhere from France
to the Far East,and even herein
Denmark, well, theyjustcan’tget
enough ofit.

The people’schamp from deepest
Wokinghasneverbeenaman for
sellinghimselfshort, butitis
immediately clear that the success
ofthislatest projecthas totally
rekindled thelong-lostenthusiasm
for this crazyworld of pop and put
himrightbackattheverytop ofthe
tree. Oncemore then, asIcarefully
enquire whetherhereallybelieves
thatthisyear’s Style Councilis
easilythebestbandinBritain. »

il [ —




GETTY

“We'rethebestbandin theworld.”

Nextyou'llbe telling me that you're bigger thanJesus.

“Well, bigger than The JesusAnd Mary Chain.”

Some 24 hours before this particular exchange of big talkand bad jokes,
Style Council had travelled to aspot called Roskilde, about 50 miles from
Copenhagen and thehome of Denmark’sannual pop and jazzfestival.
Thewelcome theyreceived from the European press corps would surely
have convinced animpartial observer that Mr Neil Kinnock, or at the
least MrArthur Scargill, had justarrived in town.

“Anybody gotany questions on music?” Weller asksrather forlornly,and
yes, we did have sixor maybe seven, with the obvious highlights being the
unfortunate Scandinavian woman who wanted to compare your last
album, The Gift, withyournew one (“It's two different bands, youknow”)
and the German chap who told Mick Talbot that Our Favourite Shopwas
abitcloseto easylisteningand altogether toolaid-back (“Well, you're
listening toitwrong”).

Everybodylaughed when Paul Weller nominated himselfas most
wonderful human being for 1985, and then the smudgers came along to
snap away athisnewbarnetandratherspiffing pair of shorts. And one
hourlater, the Style Council played the best open-air show I have seen
thisyear since Style Council played Glastonburyjustaweek previously.
Weallwentbackto thehotel assoonasitfinished and werein bed well
before thelocal curfew cameinto effect. Rockand roll, phew!

and s, of course, famous to all English Lit buffs for its heavy

T HETOWN OF Elsinore sits on the very northern tip of Denmark

Shakespearean connotations. Indeed, a fairly striking statue of
the young crown prince Hamlethimselfstands justafewyards
away, as the keyboards player with the best band in the world w
starts talkingaboutlife as the less public half of Style Council.
Hisnameis Mick Talbot, and Billy Bragg reckons his excellent
selection of jackets makes him looklike a stick of rock, although

86 | HISTORY OF le[d/i@Eet!

_ VanDykeblazer

Michael himself prefers the more obvious Dick Van Dyke comparison.
He is two months younger than Paul Weller and nobody knows too
much else abouthim.

“Idon’treallymind thefactthateverybodyalwayswantsto talk to Paul.
Imean, it’s prettylogical, he’s obviously the frontman and he writes the
lyricsaswell. Plushe’s gotalot ofhistory, and that’sveryimportant,
especiallywhenyoucome abroad, because theyjustwantto turnitinto
a ‘Paul Weller, thisisyourlife’ situation and go through all hisvarious
stagesingreatdetail. Butno,Idon'tmind that.

“Basically, we both enjoyabit ofalaugh.Ido getwound up about things,
buttheyhave to get pretty extreme, and maybe Paulis more forthrightin
speakinghismind thanIam.I'm abitmore guarded, whichis probably
abad thinginthelongrun. And I'm obviouslynotasinvolved with things
like the International Youth Year, althoughIdo go along to quite afew
meetingsand takeafairbitofinterestin the YTS stuff. Anyway, here
comes theleader, so to speak—maybehe can tellyouabitmore aboutit.”

Herehe comesindeed, dressed for the occasioninblazer, classic Fred
Perry, white bags, black shoes and, mostimportantly, notasockinsight.
Still, atleastyou've gotyour trousers on, unlike yesterday when the old
legswere verymuchin evidence. Pitynobody at the press conference
cracked ajoke aboutthem.

“Itdoes piss me offabit when they only talk about politics, but
obviouslythere hastobeabit ofthatbecause of the album. Itwould be
greatiftheycould span everything, butI'mnotreallymoaning, because
obviouslywe set ourselves up forit to some extentwith thelyricsand the
otherinvolvements.

“WhatIdon'tlike, forexample,iswhenIam asked thingslike was
ArthurScargillagoodleader, or
where did the miners gowrong.
Whataretheydoingaskinga
fucking pop group questionslike
that?Tjusttrytolookatitfroma
strikingminer’s point of view if
Ican.Whichishard, becausenone
ofushadtostayoutonstrike for 12
monthsorlive onthebreadline for
12months, youknow?”

You told usyesterday that Labour
wouldwin thenextelection,andI
wonderifitwasjustanotherjoke?

“Idefinitely think theywillwin.
Ican’tseehowtheywon’tgetin.
MaybeIshouldn’tsaythat, but
that’swhatIthink.Imean,Icanseewhythe Tories
appealed tolots of working-class people, because
theywere promising help with your mortgage and
thingslike that. Butbynow Thatcher hasshiton
practically everyone, andlookingatit optimistically
you'dreckon thatmost of those people who voted for
herwillhave had their eyes opened and change their
opinion because ofit.

“If Labourwin, Isupposelwouldn’t mind getting
involved. I'dlike to have an input somehow, but not
onabodythatwasjustmade up of people from the
popworld.It’sacliche, butit’s true that those people
inParliamentare outoftouch.

“Imean,it’sonlyinthelastyearorsothat Labour
hasstarted tolooktowards youngpeople again. I
don’tfancybeingalocal councillor oran MP, butIdo
wantto contributeideas. AndIdon’twantto get
involved withanything thatmeansIhave to stop
doingwhatIdo now, becauselIactuallyenjoydoing
this.TjustdowhatIthinkIdobest, that’sall.”

Thereare, of course, anumber of folkin thiswacky
world of popwho don’tthinkyoudoitverywell atall.
YoungLloyd Coleisjustthelatesttohaveabitofadig,
attacking theblustering “Walls Come Tumbling
Down” asafairly naive piece of workwhich demeans
thesentiments behinditand soundslike the efforts of
amanwho hasjustreadhisfirst George Orwellbook.

“Well,Idon’tthinksomebodylike Lloyd Cole has
gotanyroom tosaythat. WhatIwanted to say with
‘Walls..."was quite simple, so why complicateit?I

Wellerscarfsitas
Talbotmodelslatest
“stickof rock”/Dick



don’tthink thatit'snaiveatall. That'show
Ifeeland tome that’showsimple thingsare.
I'mnotreally one of these smartfuckers that
wentto publicschool; 'm notaleft-wing
intellectual who's got everythingworked out,
youknow?”

Maybe that’salso why so manypeopleare
madlyinlovewith yourband?

“Yeah, maybe, Idon’treally know.Ido
thinkit’'simportant thatsomethinglike the
Labour partyis given back toworking-class
people, and thatalso applies to the whole of
theBritishleft.”

closer to that time oflife when

teenage dreams seem to be nothing
more than adistantmemory. It’s an awful
long way from 1976, but not a stone’s throw
from 1988, when the original angry young man (“that’s another cliche”)
willhavereached theripe old age of 30. Mustbe near time to getareal job.

“Thesortofthingwe did atthe festival yesterday felt OK, really natural,
butyeah, I'd feelabit ofatit doing Top Of The Pops or Saturday Superstore
whenI'm 30. Anyway, thewhole thingabout’76 and 77 hasbeen totally
romanticised—there were only a couple of other bands that were worth
anythingand theyturned outtobereal wankersinthe end.

“Idon’tthink the same sortofthingwill ever happen again, butifitdoes
and people were to say, ‘Well, that Paul Weller’saboringold fart’, then fair
enough. Solongastheyare 17 or 18 themselves, that’s OK. Itwouldn’t
bothermeatall. ButThonestlydon’tthinkI'm thatfarremoved from how
IusedtofeelwhenIwasthatage.

“That’swhyIdon'treallymind when The Redskins or somebodyelse
slagme off, cosIused to doitall the time. It's dead natural-like theway
Iusedtoslagoff Townshend and all that crap. Yeah, I do regretitnow, but
likeIsay,it’s the natural thingto doat thattime.

“Asforthefuture,Idon’treallylookat the Style Councilin terms ofhow
longweare goingto doitfor.Ijustfeel thereissomuchleftinit,somuch
stillto do. We've got so many ideas thatwe haven'ttried outyet, things
thatwehave talked aboutand are keen to putinto action. We getloads of
ideasall the time.I'm probably happier now

T HEWOKING WONDER s just a bit

THE STYLE GOUNGIL

“I'veneverreally considered a career
outside music, becauselenjoyitso much.
Iactuallylike beinginagroup, youknow?
The thingIdon'tlike aboutjournalismis
thatit’snotveryimmediate. You never
gettosee people’sreactionstowhattodo,
whereaswhenyouplayinabandyouget
thatimmediate ‘loveitorhateit’ reaction
whichTlike. Otherwiseit’sabitlikeall
those old painters who had to wait until
theywere dead beforeanybody appreciated
theirwork.

“Popmusicissoimmediate, and that’s
one of the thingsIreallylike aboutit.
Anovel orsomethingrequiresalotmore
initthanathree-minute pop song,and
Tjustfinditalotsimplerto getmyideas
acrosswithinathree-minute song.

“I'supposeiflreallywanted towrite
anovelthenT'dgo ahead and doit, that’s thewayIam. Anyway, no point
inwritingmy memoirs or anythinglike that, 'cos they’d be so fucking
boring! And only three pageslong.”

Still, there’s always the movies.

“Again,I've gotno desireatalltobecomeanactor.Ican’tactforone
thing, and youonlyhavetolookat the videos for proofof that. Ilike the
experience of goingto the pictures more than the actual film that’s on.
The queueingup, the popcorn, thingslike that.”

Books?

“I'mabitpissed offwith books atthe moment; thelast one [read was
Nowhere To Run, whichisacollection of interviews with soulartists from
the’60s.Idon’tread the papers either—maybe the Mirrorifit'slyingabout
—andIonlyread the music pressifwereinitorif somebodylike Braggor
TheRedskinsareinterviewed.

“The one thingI hate about music writersis when theymake up the
questions after the interviewand insert theminto the piece. And also,
the oneswho don’twritein the same waytheytalk. I preferittobe more
natural thanthat. Although mostof the thingswritten about me have
beenprettyfair, whetherit’s criticism or praise.

“Idon’treallygive afuckany more aboutwhatanyone thinks of me.
That’sbeinghonest.Itmightsound abitblasé,

“We'vegotso
manyideas”:
Welleron

stage,1985

thanI'veeverbeen, becauseljustfeel soright
aboutwhatI'mdoinginthisband.

“It'sreally funnyfor me to say that to you
whenyouthinkaboutit,because've been
playing music for, what, 14 years, butreally, it's
great. It'sgivenme anewlease of lifeandit’s
sortofrekindled my enthusiasm for
everything, particularly the potential of pop
music. It probablywouldn’thave been quite so
goodifThad doneitearlier, because it seemsto
be happeningatjusttherighttime formeand
Mick. Ifwe'd doneitwhen we were 18 and
hadn’tdoneallthosethingsin the past, thenit
probablywouldn’thave been quite sogood.”

“I still hate
most of
the things
associated with
rockn’roll”

butreally, so much stuffhasbeenwritten
aboutme and so many people have their own
different opinions aboutme thatI'vejust
reached the stagewhereIdon’t care any more.
Youspend seven or eightyears of yourlife
justifyingyour very existence to the world and
you're continuallybeingasked to explain
yourselfin everythingyoudo. It'sridiculous.”
Themanwho couldn’tcareless. Soundslike
the perfect epitaph for Paul Weller, the one pop
iconwho, morethananyofthem, hashadto
washhisdirtylinenin publicsince the very
firstday he setfooton the London stage.
“Actually, Iwon’tbe havingan epitaph, 'cos

Thisisallgettingabitserious, soit’smaybe
time to tryout the suggestion that Paul Weller must feel like a bit ofa
fatherfigurein theband, whatwith all these youngbuckosaround the
place.

“Afatherfigure?” (prolonged chuckling). “I'mnot thatfuckin’ old!
Isupposethat, yeah,Icanseesome of myown attitudeswhenIwas 19
in Steve White, butafather figure? Dunno about that one!It’s always
beenimportant for us to workwith young musiciansif possible, but
there’snotmuch pointin puttingtogether ateenage band justfor the
sake ofit. There’ssuch awealth of really good musiciansin Britain that
younever getto hear about—somebodylike the bass player Camelle
Hinds, whoisbrilliantbutquite hard to find.”

Andyouevenlettheroadie play guitar on thelive version of “Our
Favourite Shop”, no doubtinan effort to demystify the whole process,
break down thebarriers, storm the barricades and all that?

“Nah, it’sjust’coshe’sabetter guitaristthan me, that’sall. IfI could play
thatoneaswell, thenI'ddoit.”

A27-year-old ex-mod who can’treally play the guitar. Soundslike
aperfectcandidateforaspellinjournalism.

I'mgoingtohaveaVikingburial. They’re
gonnaputmeinaboat, setfiretoitand then pushme outtosea.”

Rock'n’roll!

“Istillhate most of the things associated withrock’n’roll. Like that
festivalyesterday, there were just so manybands doinghorrible guitar
solos, and all thatleather. All those horriblerock'n’rollleatherjackets.”

Piss off, Paul.

“Nah, yoursis OK. It'snotreallyrock'n’rollleather, you know? It'smore
Take Sixthatone, innit?”

home to England for ashortbreakin their extensive schedule of
summer concertsin Europe and beyond. The bestbandin the
world? Thelast great stand against rock'n’roll? A Viking burial?

Dunno aboutall that, butthe good newsis that, afterall thistime, the
top graduate from the school of 76 is embracing the new politics-with-
a-grinapproach ofthe bestof the class of'85, and doingit, as always, with
quitememorable style. Eightyears on,and Paul Welleris atlonglast game
foralaugh. BarryMcllhenney ®

S OONAFTER THIS last spot of merry banter, Style Council went

ILPO MUSTO / REX FEATURES

HISTORY OF ROCK 1985 | 87



Pandemonium

MM JULY 13
T HE CBSHOSPITALITY enclosure was shielded from the rest of

the stadium backstage area by a structure that took the form of

acar,avery big car withnumber plates bearing the legend:
BRUCE. The correct pass entitled you to walk through the passenger
doorsinto the world of New Jersey. Or as close as they could get toiit.

Here, the walls were covered with posters of Springsteen, the

bar was stocked high with Budweiser and Colt 45, and the
caterers were selling “Bruceburgers-100% beef”, WEMBLEY STADIUM
“Mainstreet dogs” and “E Street cheesecake”. Aman — LONDON ——
dressed asaUS cop strolled purposefully around the

popcornstand. I '
When Bruce Springsteen comes to town, even the record ®

company goes crazy.
The build-up, of course, had been going on for months, the JLY§ ——

existing fanaticism fuelled by 127 hit records from Bruce and
aprogressively hysterical reaction from Fleet Street. Finally, the
nation was gripped in an agony of waiting.

And as the weeks turnedinto days and the days flew past and there
was suddenly only half an hour to go, the whole of the Wembley
Stadium felt so much like an unbearably big bubble about to burst that
itreally hurt. And then came therelief, the euphoria, the damned great
urge to cry when Springsteen and the E Street Band ambled on stage
andlaunchedinto “BornIn The USA”.

Thisis the elusive rock’n’rollmoment that we all spend so much time,
energy and money chasing, and yetrarely find. Whenit happensin the
Marquee, that's brilliant. When it happens in Wembley Stadium, I'm
reminded more than anything of Janis Joplin'sinfamous quote: “It’s
better than anything; better thanan orgasm.”

More than anything, this night offered melodrama of the highest
order, an overwhelming sense of occasion, the feeling of being at
aTerribly Important Event.I'm asucker for that kind of thing, and
sollovedit, baskingin the glow of a star-struck audience when
Springsteen slowed down for “The River” and “I Can’t Help Falling In
Love With You”, thrilling spontaneously to the opening bars of “Born
To Run”, singing and dancing with 71,999 others during the rip-it-up
“Twist And Shout” medley.

These, clearly, were responses to circumstance, atmosphere,
expectation and almost tangible emotion rather than to what was
actually happening on stage half a mile away. To be truthful, I'm still
notentirely sure how Bruce Springsteen ever reached this elevated,
invincible position of his, how he gained the power to create the sort
of pandemonium that, decisively, seduced me at Wembley.

When it comes down toit, Springsteenis simply a guy with a guitar,
apair of jeans, a fairly pleasant line in songwriting, an American flag,
and anunspectacular video screen.

I do have my theories about this demigod business: it maybe a
generalisation, but people do tend to go to extremes whenit comes to
selecting heroes. They like flash, dramatic, escapist rock, or they like
the unaffected boy-next-door who also happens to be a tremendously
sensitive soul, forever penning the vague lyrics of life and love that
everybody feels they canidentify with, and does.

There’sacertain homeliness about old Springsteen, the whole
romanticimage of the all-American smalltown boy who made good, the
one wholived through all of our problems and overcame every obstacle
to find himself where he is today. Mostimportant, though - he never
forgets the good old days. On stage, he sends the proverbial postcard
tothe folks back home, chatting to the stadium masses about New
Jersey, about his dad, about his sister, about his haircut, his marriage,
hisage...justaregular chap, really. There’s hope for us all, Wembley...

Springsteen stands for Good Against Evil, he comforts the
conscience of the great moral majority, he reassures, while at the same
time titillating his audience with the “dangerous” connotations of his
medium, whichisrock’n'roll.

Bruceis assafe ashouses, really. Andit'san

irony, a constant source of bewilderment, that
some of the greatest thrills you can find around
music today can come from someone who could
never be arebelagainif he tried. CarolClerk

You'', thnihng

it
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spontaneously to the ope
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Springsteenplaysthe
firstofthree dates
atWembleyStadium
ashislong-running

BornInThe USA Tour
finallyreachesthe UK;
(inset) thenovelty
backstagepass(port)




“A bit
yward”

Which is S
favourite biker magazine?

This and more revelations as
frontman spins tales

of raw prawns, The Jesus And
Mary Chain, and why you should
never measure up for a pool
table when you’re hungover.

MELODY MAKER

OMOREMAD Bob.”
( ( Pardon?
“Nomore MadBob.”
Oh, Isee.Robert Smithis
happy. Deliriously happy.
Thinkaboutthat. Doctor
Doom. Mister Miserable. The Prince Of Paranoia.
Happy. Happywithlife. Happywith death. Happyto
windusup. Happytoletusdown. And happyto talkhis
head offabout The Head On The Door, the new Cure
album and another departure fromwhatwe expect.

Sowhat’she gotto tell us, this smudge oflipstickina
lion’'smane? Willhe spinusayarn to match the onehe
foisted on Smash Hits—
youknow, the oneabout
thealbum titlereferring
toanightmare childhood
vision engendered by a
chickenpoxfever?

“Oh, didItellhim
thatone?” Robertgrins
sheepishlyand attacks
anonion bhaji. “Well...
it’ssortoftrue. Doyou
wantmetogiveyoua
differentversion?”

Oh, yesplease.

“Alrightthen.” (Are
yousitting comfortably?)
“WhenIwaslittle,Iused »

BLEDDYN BUTCHER / REX FEATURES
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“I'vecutdownonmy
vices-I'veonlykept

drinking” Robert
Smithin1985
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tosleepinthesameroomasmylittle
sisterand we used to have one of those
Noddyland scenes, quite abigevent, made
outoffelt.”

Ohreally.

“Look, thisisdeadlyserious.Icouldn’t
make somethingup like this, now could
I?Right. Youhad all these particular
characterswho existedin Noddy’s
particularbrand ofreality, whichis
basicallyBig Earsand his family—
hundreds of 'em-oh, and apoliceman.
Thatwasaboutit.

“Anyway, mybigsisterwas goingtoart
schoolatthetimeandsheused tomakeus
toys outoffelt, nice things to putin this
two-footwindowinto Noddyland, and
mybrother gottheidea thatitwould be
reallygood funtointroduceasortof Texas
Chainsaw Massacre element.

“SothereIwas, sittingup in mybunkbed
beforeIwenttosleep, and suddenlyl
noticed he’d cutNoddy’s head offand it
really, reallyscared me.

“Iwentreallymental-Noddyhad such
asweet face, hewasalways MrHappy,and
Iremember thinkingatthe time thatitwas
areallyevil thingto do. Evennowit seems
prettyawful. Uh... d’youknow, the biggest
evillcouldimagine was Catwoman?
Remember theyused to have bubblegum
cards?Well, I used to have Catwoman
under my pillow.ITused to thinkthatwas
pretty dangerous, myfirststirrings oflust.

“But cuttingNoddy’shead off... Iwasin
trauma!AndIrememberat the sametime,
Father Christmasarrivedin ourstreeton
alorry. Whatapile of cack! It destroyed my
faithinthingslike that. Still, Idon’t
suppose people of my generation keep that
kind of thing going for theirkids.Imean,
how canyoupossiblybelieve in the tooth fairywith a Conservative
government? Youdon'tget something for nothinganymore.”

“It'sagroupagain”:(l-r)
PorlThompson,Robert
Smith, Boris Williams,
SimonGallupandLol
Tolhurstonstagein
Rotterdam,Nov 27,1985

From De Quinceyto Kinnockina couple of breaths. Good going, Robert.

Rambleon.

“Well, there’salot of references to dreams in mysongs. It seems to
bother other people, butit’s never reallyworried me thatThave vivid
dreams.Ifinditveryreassuring. Itsnotalwaysnice to wake up with your
wholebodyvibratinglike an engine-itsometimes takes three minutes
togetbacktonormal-butthat’s OK.”

Does Smith thevisionaryrise, Iwonder, from his bed onto some
imaginary psychoanalyst’s couch, combinghis sSlumber for secrets
and signs?

“No!Tthinkthewhole conceptofinterpreting

abird, really. Iused tomurderagreatdealin mydreams—people thatI've
never even metand who, no doubt, hopeIneverwill. ButIwouldn’t
murderanymore, 'msure ofit.”

Has this Smith, latelylabelled anouveau hippybecause ofhisbeadsand
baggybitsand pieces, ever hated anyone enough tokill them?

“Ohyeah, of course.Iknowthere’s one thatifl ever methim, I'd kill him.
EveryfightI've everbeenin, I've thoughtI'mfighting that person butI've
never methim. Notthroughwantoftrying.”

Whaton earth did the blackguard do?

“Ah, that'sastorythatwillremain foreversecret. He once did something
—-notactually to mebutlalwaysvowed to avengeit. Itwas quite an awful
thingthatIwitnessed. See, I'mstill verymoral, Istillhave the same ethics
Ialwayshad, butIdon'treally think thatifIdid

dreamsis thebiggestwank, really. Freud’s
obviously the mostwell-known exponent of
delvinginto your subconscious and examining
it, but theidea thatyou canhavesecrets from
yourselfissuchaparadox,it’sunreal.Ican
understand itifyousuppress things, butyou
know, you're suppressing them. Theidea of
trickingyourselfis one of thoseimponderables
—it’simpossible. Who are you to trickyourself?

“Mydreamsareverystraightforward, very
much like mylife.Imurderin my dreams, much
asImurderinreallife. I've alwaysreallywanted
tokillsomeone, butit’swearing offnow.
Y’know, justa casual murder.”

“I've always
wanted to kill
someone, but
it’'s wearing
off now”

killsomeone casually there would be any
retributionifIdidn’tget caught.I'djustlike to
doitasanexperience.Iwouldn’tlike to torture
somebodyordo anythinglike that.”

I've decided this “No More Mad Bob” business
maybealittle premature, butIpresson
regardless, wonderingif Smith thinks he’d feel
like a different person burdened with the
knowledge thathe’s takenalife?

“Yeah. Thesortofthing thatalways putme off
isit’snotreally the sortofthingyoucan mend.”

Andwhatifyougrowtolikeit?

“Well, thereis that. Andifyoudon’tlikeit,
you'd probably end up confessing anyway.

IthinkTunderstand.I've always thoughtif
Iwasgonnago crazy,I'd doit creatively, ridingin the passenger seat of
amonstrouslyfastcar, blastingoncoming cruisers with ashotgun. That
wayyougetthebulletimpactand the crash.

“No,no. Muchmore physical. Ifyou use agun, youmightaswell shoot

92 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1985

Butit’snotthatbigastep, isit, notreally? We're
gonnaberottingin 50 years’ time anyway, sowhynotrotnowand give
someone some pleasure fromit? If someone dies naturally, everyone
cries. There may aswellbe someone dancingaround the grave—and it
mayaswellbeme.”



Aslsaid, Robert Smithishappy, even contemplating theinevitable.
Canthismetamorphosisfrom gloom to glee be permanent, or just
another ofhisinfamous emotional seesaws?

“Well, I'mveryaware of my periods ofinstabilityand I've tried to
think, ‘Ifit's going tohappen to me, Imayaswell use it for some
benefit’, butlastyearallitsucceeded in doingwas gettingin the way.
Icouldn’treallydo anythingatall, whereasnowIgenerallyfeel much
better.I've cutdown onmyvices-I've onlykept drinking; everything
elsehas gone outthe window.”

Everything?

“Everything.”

Isn’tthathard?

“No, notatall. Tjustdecided one night. Iwas doing absolutelynothing,
y’know?Itgot to the pointwhen cleaningyour teeth seemed too much
bother.It’scackwhenyougetto thatstage, soItried to learn to waterski
and thingslike that—the other extreme. Itactually shocked mybody
backintoahappystatus quo.Ididn’tgetfit, butatthe sametimeIdidn’t
keel overand spend amonthinaresthome, whichiswhateveryone said
I'should do.

“I'thoughtthatideawasbollocks-youknowyourownbody... oryou
should do. The olderyou get, the more you knowit. 'm afraid Icanno
longerwake up inthe morningandboastthatI haven'tgotahangover.”

Meneither.

Never. Wonder
howthisaffects

mypublicimage

THE CURE

Indifferent. Itvaries, actually, from place
toplace. Here, it’s very obvious fromthe
general mediamyth that’s perpetrated—
characterassassination, that’s the phrase
I'mafter. Butin AmericaI'm considered
areallyradical bloke, areallydangerous
person, onthewantedlist, because they
filter through the more sordid elements
from England and theyalso invent their
own... Oh,andalso, whenI'min America
Imisbehave more thanIdoin England,
becauseit’sfaraway from home.
“InJapan, it’steenybop hysteria. We
wentmega-ontelevision, arrivingatthe
station. Andin NewZealand we'restill
doomand gloom, sowhenwe go there we
onlysmilebehind closed doors.”
Ithinkyoudeserveanupdate onthis
schizophrenic Smith character, justto
helpyoumake up yourownmind. He’s
writingabookon The Curein conjunction
withaFrenchlady, which, he claims, will
befarmorehonestthananythingIcould
cookup. He speedsaround in afour-wheel-
drivejeep which hisfriends consider
“apost-nuclearvehicle orwhat?”.
HeownsaflatinMaida Valewitha
soundproofed bedroom to shield him from
the professional musical writer upstairs.
He’sdecided toholidayin London this year
to catchup onall the movieshe’smissed.
He saw Ghostbustersthree times atthe
Marble ArchABC, notbecause heliked
thefilm (“Itwascack”) butbecausehe
enjoyed watching the 300 teenies punch
theairduringthe theme tune—
“Itreminded me ofa David Cassidy
concert—notthatleverwenttoone,
youunderstand, butit’s the sort of
thing, lookingback, thatIwishI
haddone.”
Heneverdrinksonplanes—
“Youcan'tdrinkonan eight-hour
flight, pass out, then go onstage....
Well, you can, butthenyou’re
SpandauBallet.”
Hisbackgardenisafootball
pitch-cum-dog’stoilet—“Thaven’t
plucked up the courage to playin
theteamyet, butIthink,inmy
currentstate, I'd probablyplay
asortof GlennHoddlerole—
fadingaway for 80 minutes, then akiller 10 minutes before the end.”
Hisband, The Cure, isnowa quintet, Simon Gallup, the original bassist,
welcomed backinto the fold. Robert’s ecstaticabout thislineup-“It’sa
group again”—and the pair of themreckon they’re pretty hotat pool. In
fact,Ex-Mad Bobhad atableinstalled in hisflat, aslate bed six-by-three,
buthewas “abitmortal” when he measured it up, so the fitwasamite cosy
—noroom to make shots—and the table nowresides atalocalyouth club.
Smith the sportsmanwarms to the subject: “Me and Simon, we're
known as The Hackers, that’sthe name of our pool team—asin computer
hackers, because we'reboth Luddites and therest of theband are very pro
whatever’s new. Boris and Porl, who reckon they’re the bestbutwe »
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hammerthem, are called the Brosbecause they both have thisfantasy
thatthey’re constantly drivingabout on huge, throbbing motorbikes.

“You ever seenthe magazine called Outlaw Biker? They're sellingitin
Londonnow, you've gottabuyit.It's the best magazine everin the whole
historyofprinted matter—Imean, it's even better than Melody Maker!
Theyhave photo stories from the West Coast of America and each month
theyfeature thebest ‘Party 'Til YouPuke’. Theygo toapartyand theidea
isactuallytobethefirstone to vomit.

“And then they ‘Burn TheJap Crap’, which means theygo outand the
firstJapanese motorbike they come across, theystealit, driveitoffto the
party, beatshitoutofitand setfire toit. And another thingis called ‘Tits
And Tats’-Titsis obvious, subtitled ‘Show Us Yer Tits’, and these women
allhave breastswhich hang down to theirknees. And the other one, Tats,
istattoos, whichisthe other symbol ofbeingareally good bro’.

“There’san alternative English publication called Easy Riderwhichis
reallyinferior, verysedate, like comparing NMEto Melody Maker. The
NMEwerereallyupsetbecauseIwouldn’tdo aninterviewwith them, but
Ican’tbelieve howboringitis. It'sincredible how anyone still buysit. It’s
pointless talking to them, because all they're gonna dois get someone to
doanother ‘We Hate The Cure And Here’s 20 Reasons Why' article.

“Thelastpiece, by Mat Snow, wasn'teven

planstorecord another album, even more group-orientated, later this
year. The Head...,in away, isaragbagofsongs, almostarbitrary. Together,
asawhole, there’sno clue, nokeytoitsintendedidentity, butindividually
theJapanese-sounding “Kyoto Song”, the flamenco-flavoured “The
Blood” and the disco-tinged “Close To Me” are as strong and strange as
anything The Cure have ever done.

“Alotof whatIwaswritingwasreally disparate and there wasno sense
toitatall. Itwaslike one step on from The Topin thatitsoundedlike a
different personwritingall these songs, and Iwanted to keep thatidea.
Lookingback, althoughIdidn'tthinkofitatthe time, itreminds me of
the Kaleidoscope [Banshees] album, the idea ofhavinglots of different-
sounding things, different colours. Iwanted 10 songs thatall sounded
verydifferent to each otherso there was absolutelynologictoitatall.

“Ithinkit’sthe mostentertainingalbumwe’ve ever donein the sense
thatitdoesn’trequire very much from thelistener forit to be enjoyable,
mainlybecauseit’sverysimple, intentionally simple. It'sasmucha
reactionagainstusasareactionagainstanythingelse that’s goingon,
becauselIdidn’twantto gettoo preciousagain.

“Iwas gettingabittoo close to fallinginto Mad Bob and people were
sayingthat to me, jokingly—-mainlyinspired bywhatyouwrote about
The Top, actually. People picked up on what

funny, itwasjustbadly done. The worst thingis,
heended upsortoflikingus—Ireallyfailed on
thatone, butI couldn’tapproachitwithanysort
ofvenombecausehe’s the sort of bloke who
inspiresboredom. Difficult.”

There’smore youshould knowabout this
Smith and The Head On The Door. Like, if this
isstretching The Cure, it'sbywayofayawn,
arelaxed appraisal of the similar swoopsand
glidesintoinsanity thatgraced the superb Top
album. Smith, surprisingly, doesn’thold The
Topinthesameesteemasme. He findsittoo
slow, too finicky, too him. He prefers The
Head... becauseit’smore ofagroup effort,and

“I was aware
that people
thought I was
getting too
obscure”

youwroteand decided thatIwas going mental.
Well, forawhileIwas abitunstable, butI think
it’shorriblewhen people makea career out of
beingsomething.”

What, professionalloonies, like professional
cockneys?

“Yeah,it's cack. ThatlastthingI wanted todo
was drive myjeep into aswimmingpool.

“Idon’tthink thisrecord heraldsus doing
anything. IknowI'm supposed tobesellingit,
butIneverseeitlike that. Pornography or Faith
arepeculiarinthatquitealotofpeople probably
think, ‘IfIcould onlylisten to one album for ever
and ever, itwould be thisalbum. ButIdon’t

- i -
B Smithunleashed:
We'dreachedthe
8 endofourcontract,

andlhadthissudden e
senseofbeingable
todoanything”




thinkthisone’slike that, becauseitdoesn’tinspire
thatkind ofemotion.

“It’sthesame aswhen The Human League
broughtout Dare, I thoughtitwasareally good
collection of songs. Itdidn’t send shivers down my
spine, butI'vegotdrunktoitand dancedtoitalot
overtheyears. Same with thisrecord -1 thought
itwould benice to do somethingentertaining.
Japanese Whispershad the same kind of effect,
butthatwasa collection of singlesand Iwanted

THE CURE

Ifeelastorycomingon.

“The occasionwas me beingmore drunkthanThad
beenallyear, myonenight outin London clubland.
Seriously, I can’triskmore than one nightout. See, we
were doing Top Of The Popsand we usually drink
loads andloads ofvodkain the bar, which explains
our frighteningly exciting performances. Then we
usuallygo away somewhere because we're usually so
mortal, drinkingall afternoon. We gohome and die
orwejustgo outforamealall together andfall

somethingallnewthatsets people up sothey
don’tknowwhat’s comingnext.

“Itried tomake thisalbumreally obvious,
becauseIwas aware that people thoughtIwas
gettingtoo obscure foranyone’sgood. Eventhe
wordsare obvious, butwhenIsaid thistoaguy
from Jamminghelaughed and gave me some
instances, solsuppose theyarestill obscurein
away, buttheyreasplainasIcanbe. That'swhy
Ifind mostsongsin the Top 20 at the moment
reallyboring, because they'relike end of
conversation, youdon’treallyneed to bother.

“Some of the songs are a bitwayward but ‘In

“I proceeded
to pick up all
my sick
and throw it
on the floor”

asleepinarestaurant, butthistime, forsome
reason, we didn’tgo to the Top Of The Popsbar
beforewewentonand, admittedly, the
performancewas probablydullerthanever.

“So anyway, we went there afterwards, feeling
thatwehad tosayhello to the doormanand the
barman, because theirwholeidea of the world
would probably crumble around them and
they’d develop serious personality disorders
thenextdayifthey knewwe'd been on the show
withoutvisiting them.

“Sowewent there and we stayed there until
we gotthrown out, bywhich time we were

Between Days’ is probably the simplest thing
I'vewrittensince ‘Boys Don’t Cry’.1did iton
purpose; Ithought, ‘Right, Imight aswell prove allthose bastards wrong.’
Iknowit’s big-headed, butyou couldn’treallymakearecordifyoudidn’t
thinkitwas good, and there’s very fewalbums thatI'velistened to this
year that people have recommended to me that are comparable.

“Loltold metolisten to New Order’salbum andIthought, ‘Thisisa
really dullrecord forwhat they cando.’ For me, theirrecordis 100 times
saferthanours.”

Whichbrings us to thewidespread rumour oflarceny. There are those
wholistento “In Between Days” and hear only New Order with Smithy
whiningover the top. There are those who consider The Cure’swhole
careerasaslyregurgitation of others’ choice cuts.

“Sothe single soundslike New Order, what’s the problem? Assoon aswe
didit, Iknewpeople would saywe ripped them offand I thought, ‘Perfect.
Itwas done verytongue-in-cheek. No, that’snotmysortof phrase—
tongue-in-wool. [twas meant to sound like that. And anyway, on the New
Order album, they'veripped off ‘A Forest’. They’ve just slowed it down.
Obviously theyputitonatthewrongspeed, had alittletoomuchtodrink
and thought, ‘That’sagood tune.

“Comparisons between anyone are endless. Depending on where you
were and who youwere, you could probably compare usto Wham!.”

Notunlessyou're on somethingdamn strong, butstill, where did this
cheekynew Smith come from?

“It’sjustme beinggloriously happy, probably. Afterwe'd finished
touring, Ihad asuddensurge of thinking thatIwouldn’thave todo
anythingforeverand everifldidn'twanttobecausewe'dreached the end
of our contractsand thingslike that, andThad thissudden sense of being
abletodoanything.”

matters concerning The Cure, aradical reversal from his

involvement with the claustrophobically secretive Banshees.
Why, it even extends to videoing the recording of The Head. .., ahome
movie of daft drunkenness and corny jokes which he hopes to release
soon to “really take the myth apart”. The funny thingis, though,
despiteall this gaiety, Robert’s beginningto actasifhe’s old. He
recently told some other hack that he’d always anticipated being dead
by 25, buthere heis, no grey hairs in sightand fitter than ever.

“Ifeel old because of what people have been sayingtome.I've
consciously doneinterviews with Just I7justbecauseit’s pap—Imean, it’s
allpapreally, butatleast Melody Makerare ata higher level of pap than
Just 17.Butanyway, these 17-year-olds are comingalong saying, ‘Well, as
anestablishedband...asafamous..., and eventuallyitgets toyou.

“ButIdefyall these people to name me someone we are comparably
oldto.Ilookatthefive ofusin ametaphysical mirrorand we're still 100
yearsyounger than all these people who are physically younger, because
they'reso fuckingworried about nothing. Imean, whenIwasyoung
Ididn’tfeelyoung, butIstillfeel younger than anynewgroup... except
TheJesusAnd Mary Chain.”

S MITH’S NEW SENSE of freedom apparently extends to all

prettyhot. Sowe decide to go to eat, butThad to
goto thisstudio supposedly todobacking
vocals on the newsingle and listen to the brass section-y’know, give 'em
the Pope’sseal of approval. Sowe went to the studioand I couldn’teven
make outwhat the songwas, solwashelped outand we weaved our way
mysteriously down to the Sun Luck restaurant, where I then proceeded to
eatawashing-up bowl of prawns-heads and feetand tails, y’know-not
thinking, talkingrapidly and justeating, and then me and Lol staggered
outside and someone grabbed hold of Lol and said, ‘Excuse me, you're
The Cure. My friend wants tomeetyou, we're drinkingin this bar. Well,
thenextthingl knewwe were descending the steps to thisreally dingy
placeandIwasthrustin frontof William from The Jesus And Mary Chain.

“Allthese people gathered round expectinga confrontation or
something, butactuallyitended up thatIdid alittle bitof pogoing—
y’know, abitlike [photographer Tom] Sheehan teaching me the frug,
samesortofdeal, ‘Thisishowweused todoit’-andIended up throwing
up, Ithink, in theladies’ toilet.

“Iwasactuallybeingsickin thesinkbecause someonewasin thetoilet,
and someoneelse cameinandsaid, ‘Youcan'tdo that, mate, you're
blockingup thesinkand Iwant to haveawash’,soIthen proceeded to
pickup allmysickinmyhandsand throwiton thefloor.Itwasall
perfectly formed prawns, itwasno problem-in fact, had I picked up my
mealinitiallyand throwniton theflooritwould have been the same, but
I'd'vehad areallygood night.

“Asitwas, Lolended up carryingme home, whichis why I knowitwasmy
lastnightoutin London, because when you get to the stage when Lawrence
putsyouinataxiand takes youhome, you'reinfuckingbigtrouble.”

Thissamestory, of course, appeared in the Daily Maxwellrecently, only
itclaimed Smith had serious food poisoningand there was no mention of
theJesus bunch.Iwonderwhat Smith thought of them?

“Well, Lol bought the firstJesusAnd Mary Chain singlebecause he
bought the first SexPistolsrecord and he thought, beinga pretty Hindu
sortofbloke, thathe'd complete the circleand step up alevel, sono one
would pickonhim anymore, butIwasn’timpressed byit.”

Whatabouthis contemporarieslike BillyIdol?

““White Wedding’,whataload of cack,” Smith snarls,and proceeds to
relate therathersordid tale ofhow The Cure did theirlast-ever support
tour with Generation X only to be unceremoniously dumped halfway
throughwhen Lol happened upon Billy trying to gethislegover anubile
inthe Gentsand offered ahelpinghand.

“Nextdaywewere told we weren’t needed on the rest of the tour, sowe
dropped Lol offata motorwayservice station on the way home.”

More tales of exploding cigarettes on planes and fisticuffs with Nina
HageninAthensand I'mevenless convinced by this “No More Mad Bob”
business. So come on, Smith, whathave you got to say for yourself?

“Well, I thinkifTwas 16 againandIwanted tobeinagroup, we’'d be
oneofthe three groupsI'dwanttobein-us, the Bunnymen or someone
gorgeous’ backingbandjustsoIcouldsitand watch someone’sbum
foracoupleofhours. And aslongasIstillthinkthat, I'llbe happy.”

Steve Sutherland ®
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“My lite
st gams. | S qulte

Interpretive dance. All
of the above and more
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“Too many people sit
and think, ‘It’ll just come
tome, instead of getting
off their arses and going MELODY MAKER

“Deeper meaningresides in the fairy tales told to me in my childhood than

S b
fOI' It, She Says. inthetruth thatis taught by life” - Schiller

UST LIKETHE phoenix, really. Once every two years, she
rises out of the ashes to once more bestow a touch of
mysticism, a hint of myth, and a copious supply of inspired
visionupon the burned-outlandscape we call the charts.
She smiles. We shake hands. She’s too polite to be a phoenix.
Perhaps aFairy Queen? Tommy [MM photographer Tom
Sheehan] andIintroduce ourselves atthe doorway ofher dance studio.

“Ohyes, Tom,” shebeams, “you'relookingbetter than thelasttime
Isawyou.”

Young Thomaslooks flushed. They’ve onlymet once before-threeyears
ago, foraboutfive minutes. Perhaps she doesremember?

“Ohyes, andI've metyoubefore, aswell,” she smiles.

Itrytoexplainthisisnotthe case. Mistaken identity, perhaps?I'm damn
sure’'dremember. Butshe’sadamant.

“Perhapsitwasinanotherlife,” criesawhimsical voice from the
roombehind.

“Yes,” shestares atme, considering the matter thoroughly. “It musthave
beeninanotherlife.”

Ohdearie me. Sheisserious. Sheisincredibly cordial. Sheis
unbelievablybeautiful. Over the past two years, the name Kate Bush has
once morereceded to the back of the common consciousness, joining the
smoulderingember of the Buzzcocks etal-setfor the scrapyard. Yetonce
more shehas confounded the rumour-mongers who had already
pronounced her the Lady Lucan of pop, missing presumed dead. Once
moreshehascreated analbum tobesotand bewitch the coldest ofhearts.
Oncemoreshehascome outofherisolated refuge with the charm ofasiren
andtheinnocenceofachild. MsBushisincapable
ofgrowingold, shehas merely grown up.

Butwhat, youask, hassister Kate been doing
duringthishiatus, thisself-imposed exile? As
usual, Kate explains much, butreveals precious
little, slamming the doors of privacy with asingle
coylook.

“Afterthelastalbum, Thad to promoteit, and
thattookmetotheendof’82,soithasn’treally »
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KateBushin1985:
“Allleverdois
listentothelittle

voicesinside
me...Youcan’t
disappointthem”




been thatlong. My lifeis quite extreme, really;Igo fromaveryisolated
workingsituation, to going out and promoting mywork and beingvery
muchapubliccreature.

“Afteryou’vebeen throughmonths of thatkind of overexposure, you're
leftfeelingabitshellshocked. Ineeded to take some time offand go
somewhere quite different to write thisnewalbum. Ididn’twant to
produceitin thewake of The Dreaming.”

Awise move. Music vogues move with such alacrity that two years off
canfinishoffacareer.Infact, suchatimespanis thebeginningandthe
end of mostgroups’lifespans!

“Ididn’treallybother thinkingabout thatsortofthing. Ispent the time
seeingfilms, seeingfriends, buildingmy own studio, and doing thingsI
hadn’thadachancetodoforages.”

Things?You couldn’telaborate on what these strange and wondrous

“Ifound aninspirational new dance teacher,” Katereplies with growing
enthusiasm. “The teacher’s energymade mereally enthusiastic about
writingagain.”

Andonceagain the conversation turns back to the studio. Kate talks
aboutherbeloved studio agreatdeal-agreatdeal more thanshe’swilling
tochataboutherself. Shereally doesn’thave anyhobbies, mainlybecause
theywouldn’tbebeneficial to her work-the subjectaround which her
entire universe evolves. The one exceptionisan avid interestin archery.
And even thisshe has turned toward work, with the cover shot of the new
single, believingittobe symbolic of Cupid’sbow-animage thatties the
threads of the single together.

And so, naturally, we turn to Kate’snew album, Hounds Of Love, and
the currentsuccess of the newsingle. Anothernewdeparture? Another
rebirth? Another quest for new pastures?

thingswould be? Trout fishing? Hang-gliding? Hamster hunting?

Them heavy rhythms

MM SEPT 21

Kate Bush EMI

Critics-and, | suspect, alarge proportion
of her fiercely devoted following -seem
consistently unable to explain the elusive
appeal of Kate Bush. How can someone
so charming and giggly and apparently
straightforward get towrite asongas
complex and mystical as “The Dreaming”;
or asblatantly sexual as “Breathing”; or as
evocatively surreal as “Babooshka”?

The questionis:isshe 10 years ahead of her
time, or10yearsbehind it? Whatever...she’s
way out of sync with anything else that’s
going downright now -and that’s probably
notabad thing. It's just a shame that,
because she's so eminently marketable, her
oftenradical experiments with percussive
rhythms, startling melody lines, ambiguous
lyrics and eccentric vocals haven’t earned
the credit they've deserved. Eurythmics for
one have surely come under herinfluence.

This is her fifth album and, we are told,
the secondside of it - subtitled “The Ninth
Wave" -isaconcept. | canhear the shudders
from here. But thenvirtually everything
Kate has ever done has seemed like a mini-
conceptalbum...all those dramatic
atmospherics and cinematic lyrics. She has
asmuchincommon with opera as she does
with conventional pop music.

This said, | don’t much care for “The Ninth
Wave” as anidea. Full of hippy talk and
religious theory, it purports to tell the story
of someone skating on thinice who
promptly gets trapped beneath thatice,
with all the panic and psychological
trauma such an experience would entail.
But, of course, it's actually about much
more than that as the tracks flow into a
blurred metaphysical overview of the
meaning of life, bringing in themes of
magic, death, spiritual existence and -
ultimately, on the jaunty closing track
“The Morning Fog” -reincarnation.

However, it doesinclude one brilliant
extract, “Jig Of Life”, which gives full
vent to her interestin traditional themes
and her Irish background (with John
Sheahan playing some blazing, earthy
fiddle, and driven along by uilleann piper
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Liam O’Flynn).
But the themeis too
confused and the execution

toolaborious and stilted to carry real weight
asacomplete entity.

Some of the central obsessions of “The
Ninth Wave” also crop up on the other
“non-concept” side. A deal with God, for
example, is struck on “Running Up That
Hill”, the hit single. It’s the most telling line
onthe album - everyone has made a deal
with God sometime - and its exotic nature
makes it instantly more arresting than the
disconcerting admission of fear and faint
hearts on “Hounds Of Love” or the
whimsicalmeandering of “The Big Sky”.

“Hounds Of Love” is, though, far and
away the best track on the album...richand
colourful, it successfully overcomes the
disco rhythms that otherwise tend to
overbalance the album, andinspires Kate
to a truly astonishing vocal performance.

The biggest plus of the albumis, in fact,
her singing: she squawked and shrieked her
way through The Kick Inside and Lionheart
and evenon Never For Ever (surely her
greatest work) there were moments when
hysteriagot the better of her.

Here she haslearned you can have control
without sacrificing passion, and it’s the
heavyweight rhythm departmentaided and
abetted by some overly fussy arrangements
thatget the better of her. Andapoxonthe
conceptalbum. Colinirwin

Kate Bush

Hounds Of Love

REVIEW

“Yes, Iwanted somethingnew, and to begin
with, itwas extremely difficult. Allthe songs1
seemed towrite sounded too muchlike thelast
album.I'veneverseen any pointinrepeating
thingsyou'vealready donebefore. I thinkit’s
adangerous thingnotto search fornewways
ofapproachingsongs. Too many peoplesit
and think, Tt’'lljustcome to me, instead of
getting offtheirarses and going forit.”

Kate, of course, isfartoo polite to
namenames...

“Ifyougetoutand go for things, then those
thingswill come toyou.Ithinkit'stoo easyto
waitand expect thingsjustto cometoyou.”

Acertain Mrs M Thatcher said similarwords,
butthistime theyringwith verity. Mustbe her
smile. Kate’s newstudio, hiddenawayin the
overgrownwilds of Kent, enables her to
exorcise the ghosts of The Dreamingwithout
sending EMI executives into prolonged
thromboses over the expense of the operation.

“The pressure ofknowing the astronomical
amount thatstudio time costs used to make
mereallynervous aboutbeingtoo creative.
You can'texperiment forever, and Iwork very,
veryslowly. Ifeelalot morerelaxed emotionally
nowthatIhave myown placetoworkanda
hometogoto.”

Sitting onfloor cushions, drinking cups of
tea,Ican’thelp thinkingifthings gotanymore
relaxed, they’d be sound asleep. Speak more of
thenewmaterial, Kate. Speakwords oflove...

“ThistimeIwrotealotof songs and just chose
thebestonesto puton the A-side of the album.
Ilike to think there’snotasongthere that’s
beenputthere for padding. Sometimes people
gettheimpression thatifyoutake alongtime
oversomethingthatyou'reliterally going over
the same piece again and again, and instead of
makingitbetter, you're makingitworse. [ hate
tothinkI've ever donethat.”

Thisstriving for perfection mightwell be
caused byfearsaboutdisappointingher

audienceor herpetcats. Thelonger the
wait, the greater the expectation.

“Thereare always somanyvoices
tellingme whatto do thatyoucan’t
listento them. Allleverdoislistento
thelittle voicesinside me.Idon’twantto
disappoint thelittle voices thathave been
sogoodtome.”

Ofcoursenot. The finely tuned songs
thatmade thefinalselection onthe
album differ greatly from the diversions
of previousalbums. Theyarealllove
songs (sigh) using elementalimagery that
formacogent and cohesive panoply of
emotion.Asearchandstruggletosecure
somesortof meaning. The discovery that



althoughyoucanstrip awayeverythingfromaperson, there
willalwaysbe aresidue oflove awaitingresurrection. Sounds
mawkish, doesn’tit?Jane Austen world have loved it. All those
over-expressive vocals and delicate orchestrations channelled
into such pathos. Soundsrisible, doesn’tit?

Yetthe songs’ styleand eloquencerise above bathos through
theirhauntingovertones. Phantasmagorical voices tilt the
rose-coloured world offits trite axis with jagged eerie phrases.
Outside observations are slanted metaphorsrevealing states
of mind. Nolonger are we presented with the eclectic collage of
The Dreaming, whose continual shifts and spiralsallowed an
escapewith diversity. Nolongeris the entire story of Houdini
crammed into three minutes, untilanewfable takes up the
torch. Nowthe texture is more subtle, the production more
adroit, and the mesmerism unrelenting.

“Thelastalbum contained alot of different energies. Itdid
take people tolots of different places very quickly, and some
people found that difficult to take. I think this album has more
ofapositive energy. It'sa great deal more optimistic.

“Iratherthink of the albumas two separate sides.” How
astute. “TheA-sideisreally called ‘Hounds Of Love’,and the
B-sideiscalled ‘The Ninth Wave’. The B-sideisastory, and that
tookalotmorework-itcouldn’tbelongerthanhalfanhour,
andithadto flow. This time, whenyou getto theend ofone
track, whathappensafteritis veryaffected by what’s come
before. It’sreally difficult to work out the dynamics within
seventracks. The concepttookalongtime.”

Whoops! There goes thatword again. Concept-aword
mauled by the memory of Floyd, flares, baked lentils and
chronicboredom. It took some time to extract my nails from
the ceilingand climbbackdown to earth. It took evenlonger
tosummon up the courage to askwhat this concept might
entail. Katelooks upset thatI'm notjumpingup and down
with ecstasy.

“It'saboutsomeone who comes offaship and they’vebeen
inthewaterallnightby themselves, andit’sabout that
personre-evaluating theirlife from a point which they’ve
never been to before. It'saboutwakingup from things and
beingreborn-going through somethingand comingoutthe
othersideverydifferent.”

Sounds suspiciouslylike The Ancient Marinerrevisited...

“Ohno!lt’scompletely different. Itendsreally positively—as things
alwaysshould, ifyouhave control.”

AndXKate certainlyhas that. From the writing, recording, performing,
production ofher tunes to the choreography on the accompanying video.
Asusual, thevisualimageryis gleaned from awide variety of sources:
from the films of Godard, Herzogand Coppola,

August22,1985:
performing
“RunningUp
ThatHill” on
Top Of The Pops

Hitchcock—maybe she wasjust
frightened byhim?

“Hitchcockwas definitelyagenius. His
dreams musthavebeen extraordinary. He
musthave plucked hisideas out of the sky, orhad a privateline to Mars.”

Slowly, very slowly, we're edging closer to the point where the musician
and her musicbisect.

“I'thinksome people use music as ameans of expressing what they feel
aboutthings which they can’texpresssocially. [don’treally knowwhy
peoplethinkmysongs arestrange. Perhaps becauseIbathein goat’s
milk!It’snotsomethingyoushouldreally askme. My mum could

probablyhelp youmore.It’s probably

to The Book Of Dreams, yet their accretion with
Kate'sown personal fearsand desiresis
shrouded in mystery.

“Therearemany films thatyoudon’tthink
much ofat the time, butweeks afterwards you
getflashbacks ofimages. Sometimes filmslike
Don’t Look Nowand Kagemushahavereally
haunted me. Youdon'tnecessarily stealimages
from films, but theyare very potentand take you
somewhere else—somewhereimpossible to get
towithout thatspark.”

Atthismomentitis difficulttoseehowsucha
placid, genteel and downright normal musician
could ever produce songslike “Get Out Of My

“I have strange
dreams. Very
famous people
come and
visit me”

somethingto dowithmychildhood.”
ImetKate’smuminoneofher dreamslast
Tuesday, butshe didn’t tell me much either.
The doorslamsshutagain. Perhapsachoice
of character from the scrolls ofhistory might
reveal more.
“I'would wanttobe Breughel, definitely.”
Thingsarestartingto comeinto focus.
Onlyafoolwould have predicted Florence
Nightingale—and Kateisnobody’s fool.
“Hisworkissoreal,and yetdepictedina
fantasticway. It'sso beautiful and elemental.
Andhisfacesaresohaunting.”
Thingsseemed to be goingwell-very

House” and “SatInYour Lap”. Perhaps some
strange transformation takes place when sheisasleep?

“Yes, I have very strange dreams, youknow. Over theyearsI've
collected the mostincredible star cast of them. Veryfamous people
comeandvisitme.”

Curiouser and curiouser...

“Peter O’'Toole came round to dinnerlastweek, and my mum met him
and thoughthewaswonderful. Keith Moon often comesround for tea, as
well.Thave alot ofvivid dreams, most of which I can’t mention. The
imagesIgetfrom them sometimesbleed into mysongs.”

MostofKate’s heroes, like Oscar Wilde, the Pythons, Roxy Music, Billie
Holidayand Hitchcock, haveall visited her, buther mumdidn’tlike

well-until quite suddenly, justas Kate was

recountingher favourite fairy tales, she comes overallunnecessary.
Lightsflash, Kate wilts,and her world starts to spinin the opposite
directionto everyoneelse’s.

“I'mterriblysorryaboutthis, butIkeep feelingworse and worse, and
Idon’tknowwhetherIcantalk properlyanymore.”

Her companion callsit overwork, the doctor calls it a severe migraine.
Wecallitaday.

“Idon’tknowwhat’s come over me,” she says, embarrassed. We shake
hands. She smiles. “I'm surewe’ll see each otheragainverysoon.”

Yes, Kate, [sure hope we will. Probablyin anotherlife. We exited,
floating through the nearestwall. TedMico ®

ALAMY
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From Scotland,

divisively: THE JESUS AND
MARY CHAIN. “We’re not
like any other group,”
says singer Jim Reid. “We
don’t fit in with anybody
and we don’t fit in with
any particular scene.
We’re not particularly
liked by anybody either.”

— NME SEPTEMBER 14 —

The background
Or: it’s no use using Clearasil on
an immaculate conception




Deliveringan“awesome
thrillofanoise”:brothers
William (left)and Jim

Reidof The JesusAnd
MaryChainin1985




Thensomethingstrange happened. Jimdidn’tknow quite whatitwas,
buthebegantobecomeattached to the ever-plumpeningswelling, even
rather fond ofit. After all, he’'d never gone out much, so the factthathe was
nowhousebound was amere minorinconvenience. He nurtured it
carefullyasitgrewto thesize ofhishead. Then one day the swellingburst
and, loand behold, TheJesus And Mary Chain were upon us.

Andwe, inturn, have waited ever since for The Jesus And Mary Chain to
goaway. There must have been many of uswho thought, when the first
hystericalhosannasappeared in the Live pages of NME, that we were just
being palmed offwith another set of cut-price prophets (orwould-be
profits). Afairly dismal early live show did little to convince me not to kick
againstthe pricks.

ThenIheardtherecord. “Upside Down” wasn’tablindingrevelation,
butamidst the terminal politeness of the English music scene, it passed for
noiseimmaculate. A quickflash, perhaps, tobefollowed byafastgushand
alongflush. “Never Understand” proved they weren’tso easily disposable,
asitshowed them crashingonwards, ridingawave of adolescent
irresponsibility andirresistible melody, castingup an exhilarating spray
ofsound.Jim Reid might claim thatsurfsongs “bugthe fuck” out ofhim,
butitsounded to melike The Beach Boys cut with the Buzzcocks’ more
experimental moments. Whatever, itwas TheJesus And Mary Chainin
excelsis. They were notgoing to go away.

It'samuch documented feature of thisage of MTV that music has
becomeincreasinglymasked by the visualimage. This, asaprinciple, is
nottoobad-afterall, thinkwhatitwas thatmeant the mosttoyou, the
wayMick Ronson played the guitar, or the zig-zagline on David Bowie’s
face. Whatissosadisjusthowthinon the screen so many oftheimages
are.As Siouxsie Siouxsays (and it takes anicon toknowanicon), “Ifeel
sorry for today’skids. Imagine yourhero being Nik Kershaw!”

Let’s faceit,no matterhowmanyJulie Burchill columns you'veread, it’s
hardto pretend that there’s anything excitingabout Nik Kershaw or
Simon Le Bon. Success, contrary to current belief, is not stardom, and no
matter howmuch money Simon Le Bon mightsinkinto the trappings, he
isnotastar.Allhe hasisanimage of youngwealth, blueprinted straight
from the bankruptimaginations of the Penthousecreative department.

Hecan causeastiratthe yacht club byinviting two womeninto his
bedroom, he canbe paintedinnewsprintasadrug-crazed tearaway, but
he’llnever have what Nic Roegin Performancecalls “that freakylittle
demon” or what Lorca calls duende.

Attheopposite end of the guilt spectrum, ifnot the wealth spectrum,
there’s Paul Weller, who treats style justlike Le Bon treats sex—hereckons
ifthebroadcasts enough he’llkid us on he’s gotit. Unfortunatelywith style,
aswithsex, ifyouscream “Igotit” theriposteisinevitably, “Noyouain’t!”

Both polaritieshave somethingin common-—

“You Trip Me Up” flicked off the fake sunburst
andlefttheminthesinister shiver ofaSilver
Surfer frame. Conventional wisdom branded it
aformulafollow-up, butitglintswith ahundred
subtleties. Listen carefullyand youcan hearthe
echo of Suicide’s “GhostRider” heroriding offin
thedistance, look deeplyinto the whirlpool of
noiseandyou’llfind arazored melodylurking
justbelow the surface. Then, justasyou're not
expectingit, SLAP! Anotherwaverears up from
behind the guitarand sends ashockof
reverberating choppingaround the sound.

Now, dodgingthe predictable once more, they
comeupwith “JustLike Honey”, just the sweetest

“If we could
get that noise
out of an oboe

or a clarinet,
we would do”

youonlyhave tolookat the poster, catch a clip of
thevideo, theyjustcryoutatyou. Listen:

DURANDURAN: “We've got more money
thantaste!”

STYLE COUNCIL: “We're as dulland small-
minded asaSouthernsatellite town.”

Inthemidstofallthis, TheJesus And Mary
Chainlooklike gallantlyunfashionable, mean-
faced, bright-eyed brats from the backwaters.
“Justfuckin’listentae this,” theysayand they
deliver thisawesome thrill of anoise. That’s
whatIcallwar.

Take their performance on Whistle Test. On
thatshowcase forthe “broad spectrum of

pop ballad ofthe year—a chiming cascade of

guitarsaround abreathless, fragile vocal-an acoustic guitarversion on
the 12-inch. “Sell out!” chorus thevisionless in their quaint, nostalgiclittle
way. Infact, rather than soundinglike a strained ploy, “Just Like Honey”
sounds graceful and incredibly natural. It'snotuntil the B-side, “Head”,
thatyourealiseitharbours their most psychoticmomentyet.

TheJesusAnd Mary Chain are not going to return from whence they
came. Whichwas... well, nowhere.

“Atonetimelused tosayitdidn’tmatter where we came from,” says
Jim, talking quietlywith definite emphasis, “but thinking aboutitnow,
Irealisethatalotofwhatisgood about usis that we were soisolated from
everything. Meand William justspent the lastfewyearsjustdoing
nothing. The only thingwe ever did was to write songs, make demos and
basicallygettheidea ofthis group together.

“Somanypeople have beenin somany groups that theybecome kind of
tainted; theybecome partofthe musicbusiness, evenifthey’ve onlybeen
infive shitty groups thathave playedlike 50 gigs. Even though we’ve been
around for overayear now, we'restill totallyisolated from the music
business. We're notlike anybody else, we're notlike any other group. We
don’tfitinwith anybodyand we don’tfitin with any particularscene.
We'renotparticularlyliked by anybody either.”

Allthattime, in the minds of two veryslightly paranoid brothersin East
Kilbride (ie, nowhere), pop music was slowly mutating.

The image

Or: they’ll be looking black and crumpled when they come
J:Isthereoneruleaboutstyle?

W: Only that Paul Weller doesn’t haveit.

ABOUT THIS TIME last year, the first, fairly restrained Live review
of TheJesus And Mary Chain appeared in the NME, squashed onto
the third page of the section. The cover of thatissue proclaimed
“War OnPop”.

Ayearlater, ifanyoneis prepared to take on the challenge of reactivating
pop aswarit’sthe two creased characterswhositin front of me primping
their oversized haircuts. William and Jim Reid do notlooklike pop idols
(thisisone of theiradvantages), but they do have aninstinctive grasp of
the power of the pop image to cutyoudead.
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modernrock” (excuse me whileIoverdose on
Ovaltine), youmighthave expected a display of the kind of petulant
anticsthey’re famed forlive. Instead, theyappeared bloodshotinred
lightand crackled across the screen with ameasured menace. Atthe end,
instead of the tedious instrument-trashing demonstration, they
judderedintoafinale ofgleefulindifference. Perfect.

Then there was the sleeve of “You Trip Me Up” —a guitar distorted by the
horizontal grain of thevideoimage. Nothingspectacular, just the exact
visual echo of their technological reinvention of the elementary
excitement ofrock'n’roll. Just exactlyright.

“Exactly,” saysJim, “that’swhywe belongin the Top 10, because
everythingwe doiswith extreme taste.

“Iknowitsoundslike acomplete cliche to say, butI've always been a big
Velvet Underground fan, and the effectIwant to have on peopleis the
effectthatithasonmelookingatpictures of LouReed, John Caleand
SterlingMorrisonin 1966. The photographs of them in Andy Warhol'’s
Factoryjustcontain everythingthat made their music so awesome.
That’swhatwe’re trying to do—ourwords, our music, our photographs. It
shouldallbe the onething.”

The music

J: Whatdoyouthink of trash aesthetics?

W: Sound likeagood slogan.

“PEOPLEFINDIT difficult to get over the idea that we put feedback
onrecordsasamaininstrument. Too many people just concentrate
onthatand theydon'trealise that there’s more to it than that. There’s
other things on ourrecords other than feedback-there’s melodies,
there’s songs, there’s words, above all there’s noises from a guitar that
Ijustdidn't think were possible until he started making these strange
soundsin the studio.

“Peoplejustdon’tseemto see the value of what we're doingwith guitars,
justhowdifferentitis.” Jim finishes his testament to his brother’s genius.
William looks sheepish under his pile of hair.

Feedbackitselfplaysalittle partinwhatI'veheard of the JAMCLP;
it’smore amatter of sheer, orchestrated noise around the electrical
conductor of the pop dynamic. I discovered itswonders while waiting
toboardaplane, tojointhebandinEdinburgh.



Standingonthe tarmacatthe
footoftheboardingsteps, I
turned the volume up fullonmy
Walkman. Guitars billowed
around my ears, planes took off
overmyhead. Itwashard telling
whichwaswhich, butwhatthe
hell, both of them have about the
sameadrenal effect,and the
vocalsmanagejustabouttoride
theenergy.

Thewayinwhich TheJesusAnd
MaryChainuse the guitaritmay
aswellbeasynthesizeroraroad-
drill; they have morein common
withKraftwerk than theydowith
Bruce Springsteen.

“Theactualfactthatwe
use guitarsisactually quite
unimportant,” saysJim, “we justhappentobe
familiarwith them, justbecause they’re the obvious
things touse whenyoustart making music. Ifwe
could getthatsame noise out ofan oboe, we would
do.Ifwe could getitoutofa clarinet, we would.

“Ourmusicis probably more classical than anythingelse,” claimsJim,
bringingustoanotherimportant pointinthe appeal of The Jesus And
Mary Chain—ambition. The old truism still holds thatifyouaim for trash
you'llend up with garbage. The Jesus And Mary Chain, meanwhile, aim
to make three-minute Wagnerian epics and end up with classic comic-
strip culture. With their lurid sound and snatches of imagery, their songs
come the closestyetto capturing the morbid fascination ofan EC Comic
frame, the tacky gut-bursting splurge appeal of Cronenberg.

“Ifwe’dbeen aroundin 1966 we might have been atrash group,” says
Jim, “butnowadays the wholeideaistotally outdated, it’s justbeen ruined
byawholebunch ofidiots. Nowtheidea of trash strikesyou as something
nottooserious. Weare serious.”

Ofcourseyouhavetobe.

“Trashislike acheap and nastysound,” adds William, “oursis about
asclassyasyoucangetreally. Listen to the sort of noise thatthe TV
Personalities get, that’s cheap and nasty; oursisactuallyavery carefully
crafted sound.”

Ittakes care and attention to sound cheap and nastywith class. Italso
takesattention toviolence to captureanythingof thebest of the
psychedelicera. Where others have indulged in hapless sanctification of
the past, TJAMCrealise that the value of The Doors, or the early Seeds lay
inthewaythe future seeped through theirsound.

“Alotofwhathappenedin the psychedelic timewasactually
worthwhile,” says William, “but what people don’trealiseis thatifthose
people were around today they probablywouldn’tbe playingwith guitars
anyway, they’d be messingaround withroad drills and thingslike that.
They’dallbe fuckin’ psychoticbastards.

“Ihate groupslike The Fuzztoneswho, justlike yousay, are trying to
take whatwas then and putitnow.Idespise nostalgia, basically.”

“Idespiseitaswell,” saysJim, “there’snothingwrongwith taking some
ofthe good bits of what’s gone before. Like we have been influenced by The
Velvet Underground, and Iwould sayit shows butit’snot transparent.”

Whatis transparentis the difference between the bands who've picked
ontheVelvetsbecause the chords are easy (Flesh For Lulu, The Pastels,
and ahundred othersit’s bestto forget) and the oneswho've caught White
Light/White Heatlike aviralinfection (Fire Engines, JosefK, Sonic Youth).

“When theystarted theyjustwanted to be The Kinks or The Who,
butwhatcame outwastotally awesome and utterly original,” says
William. “Hopefully we sound as different to them as they do to their
originalsources.”

We come to pay tribute to another mutation.

October11,1985:
appearingon

The Tube

The spectacle

W:Isitraining?

J: Ithink they'respittingat us.

ASTARRIVE atthe Edinburgh gigJim Reid points across the dressing
room as a gesture of recognition. Following his finger, with some
apparentdifficulty, he staggers acrossin my direction. There’s a genial
and celebratorymood in the cramped room, fans are hammeringat

JESUS AND MARY CHAIN

the door. “This is my wee sister,”
announces Jim, dragging over
areluctant, pale-faced young
girl. “What’s that?!”

The questingfingeris pointed
vaguelyinthedirection of the
quarterbottleIusually carry
forsuch occasions. Brandy.
Wantsome?

Taking me up on the offer, Reid
pourshalfofitintohiscanof
Foster’s, thenbrands measthe
“onlyfuckin’alcoholicin the
room. Honestly,” he continues,
“Ineverdrinkspirits. Vodkaand
orangeismytop whack.”

Beforelonghe’shaving
extreme difficulty standingup.
“Doyouknowwhat,” he
announcesinagurgle oflaughter, “I'vejust
discovered thatthewhole musicbusinessisshit,and
theonlyoneswho areanygood are my mates.” He
givesin to theincreasinglyunpredictable forces of
gravityandlandsonapile of boxesin the corner.

“Youalright?” enquires manager Alan McGee. He'smetwithan
extended gurgle.

Onceonstage, Reid renews his struggle with gravity. McGee stands at
thebackand assumesa catching position every time Jim swaysnear. The
setis customarily shortand messy. Out of about four songs atleast two are
“You Trip Me Up”. The audience don’t seem too concerned.

WatchingReid rollaround the floor and the audience hurling abuse, it
sinksinatlast. The audience don’twantor expect TheJesusAnd Mary
Chaintobe “good” live. What they expectis an antidote to mind-
numbing competence. To them theband are aspectacle; to the band the
audienceare abunch of punknostalgics. It'sarelationship based firmly
onmutual contempt.

“WhyshouldImind thatthey’re too drunkto play?” an apparently well-
pleased fanasks. “Afterall, 'mtoo drunktolistenanyway.”

The context

W: Ever have an identity crisis?

J: OnlywhenIlook at my scrapbook.

ACCORDING TO THE intolerably smug Max Bell in The Face, people
like me are supposed to look at The Jesus And Mary Chain and say,
“Love the music, hate the attitude.” Actually, I love the music, love the
attitude but think some of the antics are pretty stupid.

“I'would agreewith you,” saysJim.

“Butmostoftheanticsyou're talkingabout,” William adds, “are
confined to the firsttwo months, our first two months of fame when we
were makingalot of mistakes, doing things for the sake of publicity.”

“Itwastotally exaggerated aswell. Likewe did oneinterviewwitha
music paper and theyre goin’, ‘D’youwantbeer and whisky?’ and we're
goin’, Nuh.' Sowe’ressittin’ there with teaand scones, because that’swhat
wefeltlike thatday. Thenyouread thearticleanditslike they'vehad a
visitation froma posse of Russ Abbot characters.”

“LikeImight getdrunkand go onstage,” Jimsays, “but that’sbecause
Ithinkit’s probably moreinteresting for the audience to see merolling
around the floor thanitis to see some polished pop show. Thatdoesn’t
mean'mnotto be taken seriously orregarded as some stupid young
drunk, because 'mnotdrunk, I'mnotstupid and I'mnot particularly
youngeither.”

The X off

J: Sometimesyouwake up in the morning andyou could give asmart

answer to any question.

W: Other timesyou'rea stupid bastard.

“IHAVEA terrible fear of being misunderstood, and maybeitis

paranoia, butIget the impression that our group has been completely

misunderstood. It does have alot to do with our own naivety, because

we created a stupid image which we're finding it very hard to getrid of.
“ButwhenIdoaninterviewIwantto describe everythingthatthe band

aredoing, everything thatwe're tryingtobe, but there are no easywords.”

Don Watson

REX FEATURES
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Suzanne Vega:
“refreshing
andgently
captivating”

ALBUMS

Suzanne Vega A&M

The New York Times has called
her “potentially one of the most
powerful poet singers since
Bob Dylan”,and “one of the
most promising young talents
onthe folk music circuit”. The
Boston Herald claims she s
“an absolutely original talent,
amesmerising performer”.
The lady is Suzanne Vega,
and though the accolades are
somewhat overblown, there'’s
no doubt that her workis both
refreshingand gently
captivating. Vegabelongs
with the traditional folk-poet
adventurers and she couldn’t
object to comparisons with
JoniMitchell, Rickie Lee Jones
and Janis lan, but like Laurie
Anderson, she takes traditional
formsand updates their
structuresinto something very

personal andjust alittle different.

Until recently she was playing
only the New York folk clubs,
reviving the arty Greenwich
Village singer-songwriter
heritage that blossomed toits
heydayinthe’60sandearly’70s.
Istherestill a place for this
gentle, reflective melody that
couples wistful lyricism and
sweet acoustics? Are Vega’s
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poignant
meanderings merely
theindulgent progeny
of an egocentricand arty
form of self-expression?

Unlike Anderson, she
shies away from avant-garde
distortion. Her songs are straight
and pure and true to strict folk
construction, yet synthesizers
and electric guitar merge with
her acoustics without seeming
incongruous, and withone or
two of the tracks (notably
“Neighbourhood Girls”) she
lapsesinto arapping freestyle
that’s most attractive.

Vegastudied dance at NYC’s
High School Of Performing Arts
and cleaves tothe NYC “Art”
syndrome that claims all forms
of personal expression as the
onlylaudable product of
human existence. If you're not
expressing or projecting then
you're not part of the clique.

But like this record and
damn pretentious theorising or
criticism. | like it for the same
reasons I'd stick by Rickie Lee
Jones. It’s comforting, warm and
intrinsically female...rural values
seenthroughurban eyes, sad,
broody and wise. “Knight Moves”
and “Neighbourhood Girls” are
classics of the genre, “The Queen
And The Soldier”is morethana

— gt

o

soundtracked poem;
it's folklore and fable
and highly endearing.
“It's not as romantic,
pastoral or escapist
asthe old folk music
was,” she claims by
way of explanation. I
grew upintough New
Yorkneighbourhoods
where whatyouseeis
harder and colder
than the thingsyou'd
seeinthe country. A
lot of myimageryis
about confronting,
not escaping.”
Produced by Lenny
Kaye, ex-Patti Smith
guitarist, therecord
willno doubtbe seen
asamasterpiece
by New York'’s
cognoscenti
andrelatively
ignored by
everyoneelse.
Whichis a pity;
Suzanne Vega
isquitea
talent,andif
you're prone to
this kind of thing,
thisrecordisan
unexpected find.
HelenFitzgerald, MM Aug 3

The Pogues
STIFF

Inwhich the evilly-leering
Pogues stroll off with far and
away the best album title of
theyear andraise several
(im)pertinent questions about
pop, rock and what (if anything)
itallmeans to us any more. Why,
after 30 yearsof rock'n’roll, are
we now listening to Irish pub-
rock? Why is folk music suddenly
more acceptable than synth-pop
and the Batcave?

Perusing Stiff'sadmirable press
handout, I note that many nimble
minds have already applied
themselvesto
the naming of
The Pogues’
music. They
“were never
meant for
anything
asdelicate
asstereo
equipment”,
accordingtoone
of the Maker'’s
shock-elite. “The
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fuelled on Jameson's,I'd

have more time for the leery
accordion-and-banjo sway of
“The Old Main Drag” or work up
abit more enthusiasm for the
tediously energetic “Sally
MacLennane”. The other-ranks’
tale of “The Gentleman Soldier”
(trad arr The Pogues) also sounds
like little more than a caricature
of folk music.

But the brightest, mostintense
moments of Rum... aren’t about
particularities of style or delivery.
Thisis,apartfromanythingelse,
music to hang on to other people
by to stave off brutal fact and the
weight of history.

While The Pogues make music
for drunks as well, probably, as
anyone has (even if they sounded
dismally under-powered aboard
HMS Belfast the other night),
they're also dragging an often-
ignored folk traditioninto the
daylight with an altogether
improbable potency.

Thus, “Navigator”is aslow,
resolute march depicting the
grimy fate of the navvies who
died building railways and canals
to make “way foracommerce
where vast fortunes were made”.
If, like the album title and the
sleeve shots of The Pogues
dressed asseafaring personnel
of the Napoleonic Wars,
“Navigator” flashesback toa
brutal paternalist economy
which sweptits debris under the
imperial carpet, nextupis “Billy’s
Bones”,abrand-new traditional
songabout ahooliganwhoran
from the law to the Middle East
and gotblown away for his
trouble. Still, “he liked a bloody
good fight of course”, whichis
what he got. So, who cares? Just
his poor old mum.

| cantire quite quickly of some
of The Pogues’lachrymose
balladry, and | daresay these
are songs which, more often
thannot, sound better onthe
night. A cheer, none the less,
for Dick Cuthell’s excellent
horns and some poignant forays




onthe uilleann pipes for
Tommy Keane. And, finally,
The Pogues take their leave
with the slow, anguished
lamentations of Eric Bogle’s
“Waltzing Matilda”, the ghastly
saga of the young Australians
killed and maimed fighting the
Turks at Gallipoli. (Inspiration
for Peter Weir's film, perhaps?)
With The War Game belatedly
onTV even while the government
isleaning shamelessly on the
BBC over Irish politics, it’s
important that there should
be music aware of history and
able to throw clear light on the
present. “Rum...” has soul, if
nota great deal of innovation,
and somewhere among the
glassesand the ashtraysliea
few home truths. Your round.
Adam Sweeting, MM Aug10

Propaganda zTT

Propaganda: manipulating
information for the benefit of
your ownideas.

Propagandainthiscaseare
four technocratsinlove with
imagination. Theirsongsarea
reconciliatory exploration of
ideasin change;the musicfollows
finely honed patterns of structure
while their literary pathos pursues
new forms of beauty: they want
the best of both worlds.

Like magpies they steal
quotations from Edgar Allan
Poe, Roland Barthes and a host
of other literary figures. The
inner sleeve’s “Compositions
llluminated” provides neat
little quotations to explain
the “essence” of each song.
Propaganda enjoy being
crypticandleadingamerry
dance on their philosophical
travels as though they enjoy
scatteringideas more than
trying to make something of
them. Dissemination before
collation, they have their
priorities well considered.

A Secret Wishis produced
by Steve Lipson, who engineered
the Frankie album, and features
the additional participation of
Trevor Horn, David Sylvian, Paul
Haig, Malcolm Ross and Glenn
Gregory among others. Anton
Corbijn took the tasteful photos
and the singer’s husband, Paul
Morley, wrapped the entire
collectiveina“concept”.
Nepotism? But of course.

Their musicis sexual and
active, sublimation through the
dynamics of emotion. “Dream
Within A Dream” opens the
album with luxurious attraction -
Propaganda can make complex
constructions seem simple and
thisis the source of their appeal.

“The Murder Of Love” is the
only displeasing track, hovering
dangerously close to Duran
Duraninthe special-effects
department. Justas DD were
carried away by Mad Max and
JamesBond, Propaganda have
tarnished their veneer of aloof
by allowing one song tobe
indulged by silly noises and
effects. Thenagain, it was
about time they blotted their
copybook. “Jewel/ Duel” is easily
their most commercial songand
currently a personal favourite,
though “P-Machinery”, which
opensthe secondside, is
pleasing for entirely different
reasons. Using “Power, Force,
Push, Drive” asits refrain, it
would have made afar more apt
soundtrack for the revamping of
the film Metropolis than Queen’s
feeble efforts. Thissongis
dramatically flawless and
spectacularly produced.

“The darkreligions are
departed and sweet Science
reigns” itsays on thesleeve.

Propagandadon’t
like being tied to
specifics.“Dr
Mabuse (The First
Life)” was their
introduction
themeandit
still serves them
well, disturbingly
insidious, an
obscured view of evil.
“Sorry For Laughing” has
been penned by Haigand Ross
andis concerned with “strangers
unitinginthe interests of
torment”, whichis amusingly
highbrow and delivered as always
by aresonantly perfect vocal.

But then Propagandaaimtobe
aperfectunit, whichisavery
Continentalidea. Four people,
Claudia, Michael, Ralf and
Suzanne, who claimto be
“chasing after passing visions”.
David Sylvian wanted the same
for Japanbut was takenfora
foppish dilettante, which hardly
seems fair.In retrospect,itwas
amatter of timing. Propaganda
areprotectedby ZTT,arecord
company who see themselves as
patrons of the arts and have
gathered the influence to stand
their ground. “Without Love,
Beauty and Danger it would
almostbe easy

tolive,” they ——
echo.As

Claudia

breathes at

the end of the

record, “Is this
adream within
adream?” Helen
Fitzgerald, MM Julé

SINGLES
Depeche Mode

MUTE

Nothing new, nothing
ventured, nothing gained. Safe
and predictable synth pop from
the Basildon beefcakes, and to
be honest the familiar
formulais beginning
towear rather thin.
ltneedn’tbe like
this, because
Depecheare
capable of some
surprisingly
emotional
work (such as
“Then"” from their
Construction Time
AgainLP), but this single
can't muster the class or the
clout of some of their better
work. MMSept 28

The Cult BEGGARS BANQUET

lan Astbury and coneed a
rethink. Although “Rain” is well
played and exudes enthusiasm
and excitementin all the right
places, essentiallyit’s “She
Sells Sanctuary” revisited, but
notasgood. Even after
repeated playsit falls flat on
its face when comparedtoits
illustrious predecessor. Abit
of ashamall round. MMSept28

Iron Maiden EMI

Another live single intended
asataster foraforthcoming
album. And on this one, all
artistroyalties are being
donated to various anti-drug
charities.

Iron Maiden
areoneof

our more
convincing HM
bands, and this
single fits the
bill perfectly -
it's well played,
concise and

py T Holan Jete -

DepecheMode:
“safeand
predictable”

doesn’t stoop to meaningless
guitar or drumsolos. A
pleasant surprise. MMSept28

Microdisney
ROUGH TRADE

Definitely the most commerecial
songin Microdisney’s current
set, “Birthday Girl” shoots
out of the starting gate with
assured poise and blasts
most of the week’s contenders
into oblivion.
Prodding piano, rat-a-tat
percussion, simple but
effective guitarfills and solid
bass sitimpatiently while
Catha Coughlan’s expressive
vocal soars highabove
the action. Articulate
and provocative
lyrics gush forth -
we witnessa
birth,and feel
the painand
torment of
adolescence.
Sorry.Gota
bit carried away
there. Anyway,
awonderful
achievement. MMSept28

The Jazz Butcher
GLASS

Ah, alittle epistle from the
Butcherbaby,and whatan
utter delightitis. Gentle, but
persuasive, “The Human
Jungle” builds steadily with
hi-hat splashes and synth
warblings, abrash acoustic
guitarslotsin to provide the
underpinning, and then the
songrocketsinto action using
cleverinstrumental breaks and
bridges which neatly link the
entire work.

And guess what? It's all about
Herbert Lom, who used to play
psychiatrist Dr Roger Corder
inthe TV series The Human
Jungle.Lie down on the couch,
please... MMSept28
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“Istandbehind
Reaganwhenit

comestobuild-up™:
Neil Youngonstage
inLosAngeles,1985




MM hitches a ride on NEIL YOUNG’s campaign bus to
hear about the new album. But what transpiresis a
no-holds-barred roam across his entire career and
more: Reagan, Aids, David Crosby’s drug problems,
even GCharles Manson. “I’ve got a few demons,”

says Neil. “But | manage to coexist with them.”

— MELODY MAKER SEPTEMBER 7 —




The guydrewagunonus, told us to get the fuck out. Those were the good
olddays.”

Nearly20yearslater, Neil Younghad returned with hislatestensemble,
asquad of veteran Nashville musicians called The International
Harvesters. Hisnew countryalbum, Old Ways, is, asits author seesit, the
thirdinasequence ofrecords which began with the best-selling Harvest
in1972, continued with the winsome ComesA Timein 1978, and after
assorted diversions hasbroughthimbackto theroadin 1985.

Old Waysisaskilfully crafted piece of work, full of perfectlyassured
melodiesandimpeccable performances from familiar Young sidemen
like steel guitarist Ben Keith and Drummer Karl Himmel. More
significantly, therecord captures the state of mind ofaman who’s shot
therapids ofrock’n’roll, lostsome good friends along the way, wilfully
turned hisbackon the chartsand pop stardom, and who has managed
tobecomeanadultinafield where the odds are stacked againstit. Neil
Younghassurvived, andhe’sgrown, too. And changed.

“I'thinkin someways—onlyin someways, butin some ways—rock’n’roll
hasletmedown,” hesaid. “Itreallydoesn’tleave youaway to growold
gracefullyand continue towork.”

Why’s that? Because you're supposed to die before you get old?

“Yeah, right. Ifyou're gonnarockyoubetterburn out, ‘cos that’sthe way
theywannaseeyou. Theywannaseeyourighton the edge where you're
glowing, righton thelivingedge, whichis

him, probablybecausehe’s seen several friends die from drugabuse.

“David says thathe loves to play music with Crosby Stills Nash & Young
more thananythingin the world.Itold them thatwhen they could prove
tome thatthat’s reallywhathe wanted to do with hislife and give up
drugs, Iwould go outwith them.Itold them that threeyearsago, and it
hasn’thappenedyet.

“Thewayllookatit, eitherhe’s going to OD and die or we're going to play
together sometime. It’s pretty simple. Butuntil one of those things
happens, untilhe cleansup,I'mnotgonnadoit. Live Aid was an exception
totherulewhichImadeup onthespot. Theyallknowhow]Ifeel.

“Iwillnotgo outwith CSNY, have everyone scrutinise the band, howbig
itisandhowmuchitmeant, and see thisguythat’s so fucked up ondrugs,
andwho’snotreally so fucked up thathe can’t come back-because we've
allseenhimwhenhe’sbeen cleanrecently, where he’sverysharpjustlike
healwayswas.

“Buthe seemsto feel like he wants to do that, or he would stop doingit.
So, y’know, untilhe has more respect forlife and his effects on the young
people... whyshould some youngpersonwholoves CSNY’s oldrecords
fromlisteningto their parents play them, some youngkid 12 years old,
whyshould he see CSNYon TVand know that this guy’sa cocaineaddict,
beenfreebasingforfuckin’yearsandyearsandyears,and helookslike
avegetablebutthey’restillon TVand they’restillmakingitand they’re

stillbigstars?Idon’twannashowanybodythat.

where youngpeople are. Theyre discovering
themselves, androck’n’rollis youngpeople’s
music.Ithinkthat'sareality,andIstilllove
rock’'n’rollandIloveto play the songsin myset
thataresortofrock’n’roll, butIdon’tseeafuture
formethere.”

Youngpaused, hislankblackhairflopping
forward, andrubbed his chin, which was
coveredinaheavyovernightstubble. “Isee
countrymusic, I see people who take care of
theirown. Yougot 75-year-old guys on theroad.
That'swhatIwas puthereto do, y’know, sol
wannamakesureIsurround myselfwith
peoplewho are gonnatake care of me.’CosI'm

“Rockn’roll
1s young
people’s music.
I think that’s
a reality”

That’ssomethingno one should see.”

OntherecentLive Aid broadcast, Youngand
hisband were seen deliveringasongcalled
“NothingIsPerfect”. It'snotincluded on Old
Waysandisastrikingly forthright declaration of
Young’s current absorption with familylife and
analmostgung-ho enthusiasm for Ronald
Reagan’s America. Younginthe main steered
clear oftheloudmouth leftish politics of Crosby
Stills & Nash, butwrote the scorching “Ohio”
after National Guardsmen shot four students at
Kent State University. It's something of a shock
tofind him supporting Reagan’s arms build-up.
The Loner has turned Republican.

initforthelongrun.

“Willie Nelson’s 54 years old and he’sahappyman, doingwhatheloves
todo.Ican’tthinkofonerock'n’rollerlike that. SowhatamIgonnado?”

Old Waysfeatures guest appearances from countryluminaries Waylon
Jenningsand Willie Nelson, both of whom will be playing some support
dateswith Youngon his current tour. Alot of the performancesfind
YoungandhisInternational Harvesters playing to familyaudiences at
statefairs, huge day-long gatherings of people, animals, carnival
sideshows, food and drink, where everyone turns up for the
entertainmentin the evening. It'smiles awayfrom the rock’n’roll crowds
who'veflocked over the years to see Young play with Buffalo Springfield,
Crosby Stills & Nash or his perennial backing band, Crazy Horse.

asthelaid-back whinerwho had a hitsingle with “Heart Of

Gold”in 1972. His early-'70s albums, After The Gold Rush and
Harvest, provided amelancholy soundtrack for any number of mentally
unbalanced young people to ponder suicide to. His work with Buffalo
Springfield in the '60s brought him into fierce creative proximity with
Stephen Stills, and among a bunch of fine songs recorded by the group,
it’s still Young’s dreamlike mock-symphonies “Expecting To Fly” and
“Broken Arrow” thatremain the most haunting and inexplicable.

Youngjoined Crosby Stills & Nash asadditional instrumentalistand
darkhorse. His stintwith them barelylasted ayear, butitgothim some
prime exposure on theiralbum Déja Vi and set Young up perfectly for his
subsequentsolo career. The association also proved to be something of
analbatross, butastheyears passed and Young’s own albums pursued
agrimand tortuous path, itbecame clear that while CSNYhad given
himapriceless commercial boost, ithad scarcelyhinted at the depth
andrangeofhistalent.

Recordslike Tonight’s The Night, On The Beach and Time Fades Away
were to prove emphatically that Young could hardlyhave beenlesslike
thehippypeacenik the mediafondlyimagined him tobe.

Crosby Stills & Nash are still playing together and grossingwads of
dollars, but Youngwon’thave anything to dowith them until David Crosby
kickshis cocainehabit. The topicbrings outahard puritanical streakin

Y‘OUNG ISSTILL bestknown amongnon-partisan observers
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“Inthe Carteryears, everybodywaswalking
around with theirtailsbetween theirlegs talking with theirhead down,
y’know, thinking America’sbeen sobad, we've done all these things
wrong. But, especially militarily, wehad alot of disasters and alot of
things thatnever should have happened and that maybe were mistakes
inthefirst place, althoughit’shard to say.

“Peoplewere beingkilled everywhere before we went over to tryto help,
andwewentover and tried to help them and we fucked up. But y’know,
you can’talways feel sorryforeverything thatyou did. Obviously Iwish
noonehadtodieinanywar, butwaris, ah,isadirtygame.

“Itseemslike the Soviets, itdoesn’tbother them that much towalkinto
Afghanistan andkill peopleleftand rightand take the fucking country
anddo all thatshit. You can'tjustlet them keep on fucking doing that
withoutsaying enough’s enough. So to do that, tohave the strength to do
that, youhave tobestrong.

“Tenyearsago, the USwasstartingtoreallydragass, waybehind the
Sovietsinbuild-up. All that’shappened latelyis more orless to catch
up, justtobeequal, reach equalityinarms. Atbestit’sabad situation,
butIthinkitwould beworse to be weakwhen the stronger nationis the
aggressoragainstfreedom.

“Solstand behind Reagan when it comes to build-up, to stand, be able
toplayhardballwith other countries thatare aggressive towards free
countries.Idon’tthink there’sanythingwrongwith that.”

Butwould you have thoughtthatwayin 19672

“No,noIwouldn’thave thought thatin 1967. But'm an older man now,
Ihaveafamily.Isee other peoplewithfamilies. There’snoimmediate
threattoAmericanfamilies, butthereisanimmediate threatto other
familiesin free countries, y’know, alot of the countries on the borders
oftheIron Curtain. To stand there and sayit could never happeniswrong,
becauseit’shappened. Wejustdon’twantittohappenanymore-atleast,
Idon't”

Itseemsutterlyinsanewhen you think of the billions of pounds or
dollars thathavebeen spentsince 1945 on weaponsthathave never been
used, surely?

“Itiscrazy, it’s fucking nuts,” growled Young. “Atleastin our countries
wehave the fucking freedom to stand up and sayit’s crazy. And that’s



NEIL YOUNG

whatwe'refightingfor, tobe able to disagree. Openly. Andit’s ourright,
andwe have to do everythingwe canto preserveit.

“SoIldon’t putdownanybodywho sayswe should stop buildingweapons
andeverything. I disagree with them, practically.Idealistically, [agree
with them. It'slikewalkingboth sides of the fence, butI think there’s too
muchtoberesponsibleforasmenand aspeople, thatyouhaveto take care
ofyour own. So that’swhyIhave more ofasympathy for Reagan than other
peoplewould have—alot of other people in mywalk oflife.”

Butthatsounds dangerouslylike an “every man forhimself”
philosophy? Correctmeif’'mwrong...

“Sortof, but...Ithinkit’smorelike everyman for his brother thanitis
everyman for himself. That'showIlookatit.Ithinkit'srealimportant to
bestrong.”

Young’s attitude has not been formed overnight. Looking back, it’s easy
tospottracesofitonhis 1980 album Hawks & Doves, a patchy phasein his
continuingevolution. “UnionMan” was ajokeyitem apparently
supporting the Musicians’ Union proposition that
“livemusicis better”, Young celebrating theidea of
communal togetherness with an exhaustingslab of
hoedown.In “Comin’ ApartAtEveryNail”, he avowed
that “this country surelooks good tome” even while it
wasfallingto bitsin somerespects. The concluding
“Hawks & Doves”, apowerfulslice of countryraunch, i"
examined cycles ofhistory, bothin terms of America’s |5
pastandastheyapplied to Young’s own career. He
declared himself “willing to stay and pay’.

In 1981, Youngreleased Re-Ac-Tor, an even scrappier
piece of work. Thematic continuity could stillbe
discerned occasionally, however, asin “Motor City”,
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wherehe patrioticallylamented the demise of the American carindustry
astheJapaneseinvaded (“There’salready too many Datsuns in this town”).
Thentherewasthehard-driving “Southern Pacific”,apaean tothe
disappearance ofthe old railroads and the men who worked on them.
Young’s currentlive show contains a powerful reworking of the piece,
anditsits comfortably alongside hishymns tohome, familyand an
Americadustingoffits battered pride. Redneck? Let’'shope not.

Ontour, Youngtravelsalone. Dave, his driver and minder, will motor
fromthe gigand parkfor thenightatarestareaor truck-stop. Youngwon't
see theband untilsoundcheck the next day, though he’sinradio contact
withthem.

Onboardthebus, Youngplayed the perfecthost, breaking out the
Budweisers and demonstratinghis fruit-juice machine. “Natural fruit
juiceisgreat, betternanydrug,” he explained. “Givesyouanatural sugar
rush.” Byway ofapreamble, he also vented some spleen about the
mauling doled outto him by the British music press on hislast British visit,
when he played heavymetal at WembleyArena. He
seemed especiallyincensed by some impertinent
scribewho’d alluded to pedalsteel guitarist Ben
Keith’sblow-dried hair. Readingbetween thelines,
itappearsthetourwasashamblesonamusicaland
organisationallevel. Today, Youngseemsbalanced,
positive and very clear abouthis objectives.

“Ithinkit’stimeto be positive,” he said, looking
across the table with eyes thatcould bore through
steel. Tourmanager Glenn Palmer says he always
knows fromasingle glanceif Youngis unhappy
aboutsomething.Ifheis,hebeatsaretreatand
comesbacklater. »

BuffaloSpringfieldin1967:
(I-r) Bruce Palmer, Stephen
Stills,DeweyMartin, Richie
FurayandNeil Young
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“Ithinkifall the hippies and everything from the '60s, if they re still
complainingabouteverylittle fucking thing, ifthey're nothappyabout
anything, it’s their own fucking fault.’Cos they re the ones who should
have changedit. Time has gone bynowand what we have iswhatwe've
donesofar,andifthey’restill puttingdown everything that they’ve done,
thenIreallydon’tfeel compassion for that.”

IthoughtIheard the sound ofdistant cheering.

“We should be proud of the thingswe have been able to do, and the
positive aspects of who we arein the world. It’s our own creativity,
ingenuity, whateveryouwannacallit. Idon’tthinkall that’s dead in
America, Ithinkit’s still there.Ifeel that the ’60s was adecade ofidealism,
andthe’80sismore ofrealism.”

the Maker caught up with him, he’d already written anew song

called “This Old House” and worked it into the set. It's about the
enduring strength of family and a sense of identity in the face of hard
times and repo men from the bank. “This old house of mineis built on
dreams,” Young concludes.

Hiswriting has always flirted with cliche, and paradoxicallyhe’s often
athisbestinthatarea, working the edge betweeninsightand platitude.
Consequently, he’salways beenready for the country, where homespun
philosophyisthe order ofthe day—butonlyifit’sbeen earned byhard
experience. But, crucially, Young’sworkhasbeen distinguished over
theyearsbyamystical dimension beyond the experience of mostartists.
There’safeverish, luminousundertowto hisbestsongs. It's difficult
toanalyse, perhaps because hismost powerfulimages are more visual
thanverbal.

Iasked him aboutthe newsong “Misfits”. It's the odd man out on Old
Ways, astrange collage of science fiction and apparently disconnected

O NTHEROAD, Younghas time to think and write. By the time
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scenes, “allrelated” (accordingto the LA Times) “onlybyamodern
isolation as profound as any ever experienced on the openrange”.

Youngscratched hishead, turned tolook ahead through the
windscreen, then pivoted backagain. “There are alot of science-fiction
overtones, time-travel overtones, in ‘Misfits’. People at different places
geographically;itcould allhave been happeningatexactly the same
time. All of the scenesin thatsong could have been happening
simultaneously, and yetthey’re also separate. It'saninteresting thing...

“Idunno, itonly took me afewminutes to writeit. I picked up my electric
guitaronenightin the studio, Iwas by myselfandI turnedituprealloud
andstarted playing, and Iwroteitjustthatnight. Justgotintoit. Jotted it
downonapiece of paper.

“Itrynotto thinkabout the songs thatIwrite, Ijust try towrite them.
AndItrynottoeditthem, becauselthinkeditingisaformof,ah...Iknow
there’sasource where music comes through youand words come
throughyou, and editingisreally, uh, somethingyou do to something
thatyou've thoughtabout. Ifyou think aboutitand youtryto putitdown,
thenyou caneditit. Ifyou're notthinkingaboutit, youjustopen up and let
itcome throughyou, then editingitis... you'rereally takingalot of, what’s
theword, ah, alottaliberties by editing.”

Butifit'syours, aren’tyou allowed to editit?

“Well that’s the thing, 'm not sure thateverythingIwriteis mine. That’s
thedifference.Ithinksome of the thingsIwrite are mine, butIthink
some of itjust comes through me. My mindis workingbehind the scenes
and puts these things together without me consciously thinking of it, and
thenwhen the timeisrightitall comes out. That’smorelike, y’know,
creationin the true sense of theword thanitisa contrivance.

“Soitdoesn’treallyneedtobe edited solongasyougetitoutright, get
itoutclean, y’know, withoutsecond-guessing yourselfeveryline
thinking, ‘Whatare people gonnathink of meifTwrite this?’ That’s
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somethingItrytostayaway from.Itry
nottoworryaboutwhatpeopleare
gonnathinkaboutittillafterI've
recordeditandit’stoolate to changeit.
ThenT'llstartworryingaboutit. But then
it’stoolate for me to fuckitup, so...”
Doyouhavetobeinacertainmood
towrite?

“Yeah, itjustkindacomesand goes.
SometimesIwritefirstthinginthe
morning. There’snorules. Alottatimes
Iwritedrivingvehicles, ormovingin
vehicles, withno instruments, and I'll
write thewhole songand remember it
alland knowexactlywhat the musicis
beforeleven pickup aninstrument. The
whole thing, itjustfallsinto place.”
Doyoueverdryup?
“Yeah.Thathappens.Ijustwait.Idon’t
trytothinkof something cool to write.
BecausesometimesIwon'thavearecord
outforalongtime, and thenI'llhave two
orthreeoutreallyfast. The time between
Everybody’s Rockin’and Old Wayswas a
longer period of time than Buffalo
Springfield or CSNYwas together. Istill
wrote alottasongsinthatperiod;Iwrote
two-and-a-halfor three albums’worth
of material, soreallyl have alot of stuffin
thecanthat’'sbeenrecorded, and afew
songsthathaven’tbeenrecorded.”

The Neil Youngroadshow seems to

T l A N TI C cutacrossseveral generations. The
showsIsawinRochesterand Troy
werebothinarenasinfrontof
’ some 8,000 people, alotofthem
’ < Rr college students.
' - “Tjustaccepted thisiswhatI'm

6 doingnow, I'mnot25,I'mnot
o jumpingaroundjustdoing
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rock’n’roll, thisisme, soIshouldn’t

b oy & trytobesomethingI'mnot. And
R e n e oncelaccepted thatin myself,

everythingwasalright. Butitishard
sometimesto see ayoungcrowd and to go
outthereandremember thatI playedin front
of crowds thatagewhen Iwasthatage, and whatIwaslike, and nottryto
bethatway.”

Doesn'’titfeel strange, singingsongslike “Once An Angel” and talking
aboutyour familytoabunch ofkids?

“Ifthey cangetsomethingfromthatthenfine, andlastnightthey
seemed to,” said Young, the day after the Rochester show. “Even though
they'reyoung, mostof’emare onlyacouple of years away from being
married orhavingameaningfulrelationship,and alotofthemare
married. There’salot more older people at the

organised and better sculptured thanitmighthavebeeninashow
with Crazy Horse. Young’s even written a punchy newsongabout his
band, called “GreyRiders”.

Thesetsopenwithan old song, “CountryHome”. There are several
tunes from Old Ways, plus “Looking For ALove”, “Helpless” and a
beautifullyloping “ComesATime” asreference points. The bestreception
of thenight, though, isnotfor “Heart Of Gold” but for the haunted “Old
Man”,withthe evergreen “Sugar Mountain” runningita close second.

“Ido ‘Sugar Mountain’ reallyfor the people more thanIdoit for myself,”
Youngexplained. “IthinkIoweitto them, ‘cositseemstoreallymake
them feelhappy, so that’swhyIdo that. Theypayalottamoneyto come
andseemeandIlayalottathingson’em thatthey’veneverheardbefore,
andIthinkIoweitto themtodo things they canreallyidentify with.

“It'ssuch afriendlysong, and the olderIgetand the oldermyaudience
gets, themorerelevantitbecomes, especiallysince they've been singing
itfor20years.Itreallymeansalotto them, soIliketo give'emthe chance
toenjoythatmoment.”

He paused foramoment, then the familiar wolfish grin spread across
hisface. “Ihaditon the B-side ofalmosteverysingle thatIhad outfor
10years.”

No doubt this careful consideration of the audience’s wishes stems
fromthebalance Younghas managed to strikeinboth his personaland
professionallives. Hiswifeisn’ton theroad with him this time as she
usuallyis—she’sbackatthe Californiaranchlookingafterthekids, a
brotherandsister. Younghas anotherson, who suffers from cerebral
palsy. This has profoundlyinfluenced his outlook onlife.

“I'vealwaysfeltthat God made myson thewayheisbecause hewas
tryingtoshowmesomething, soItry todoasmuch positive asIcanfor
peoplelike that, and for families ofkids who are handicapped. Thave alot
of compassion for those people and alot of understanding for them that I
didn’thave before, and I thinkit'smade me abetter person.

“AndIthinksinceIhave the powertoinfluence so manypeople,itwas
onlynatural thatIshould be shown so manyextremes oflife, soI could
reflectitsomehow. Nothingis perfect, y’know, that’sit.”

MELODY MAKER

OOKING BACK 10 years or more, Young can now put his well-
| documented bleak period into alonger perspective. After
Harvesthad clocked up salesrunninginto millions, Young’s
fans were horrified first by the release of the double album Journey
Through The Past, abitty and meaningless “soundtrack” for Young’s
rarely seen film of the same name. After the album came out, the film
companyrefused torelease the movie, to Young’s continuing disgust.
Nextcame the nerve-shreddinglive album Time Fades Away, adingy
and macabreaffair notably devoid of the pure melodies beloved ofhis
soft-rockin’ aficionados. Young, feelingboxed in by commercial success,
hadsteered away fromit. The chart performance of “Heart Of Gold” had
broughthimalotofthingshefound he didn’twant.
“IguessatthatpointI'd attained alot of fame and everything thatyou
dreamaboutwhenyou're ateenager. Iwasstillonly23 or 24, andIrealised
Ihadalongwaytogoand thiswasn’'tgoingtobe the mostsatisfying thing,
justsittin’around baskingin the gloryofhavingahitrecord. It'sreallya
veryshallow experience, it'sactuallyavery empty experience.
“It'snothing concrete exceptego gratification,

backthataren’trunningup to the front, soit’s
thereforall ofthem. Alot of them come because
tothemit’shistory-theyre seeing things
they've onlyheard about.”

Thesets contain material from every phase of
Young’s career, though he’swhittled down the
demented electric side ofhis music. Hismain
chancetostretch outonguitarisin “Down By
TheRiver”,where he attacks his familiar black
Gibson asJoeAllen modifies thelong-familiar
basslineslightly. Rufus Thibodeaux, the Cajun
fiddler from Louisianawho’s builtlike Mount
Rushmore, perches himselfimmovablystage

“Sittin” around
basking in the
glory of a hit is
a very shallow
experience”

whichisan extremelyunnervingkind of
feeling. SoIthinksubconsciouslyIsetout
todestroy thatandripitdown, beforeit
surrounded me. I could feelawall building
uparoundme.”

Toaddinsulttoinjury, hisnextstudio
recordingwas the harrowing Tonight'’s The
Night, thoughwith aperversity thatwas
becomingtypical ofhim, thelatterwasn’t
released until after the subsequently cut On
TheBeach.Bothalbumsstand up strongly to
thisday. Bothuse therockformatasameans
ofredemption and rejuvenation, the veryact of

left, jigging massively in time to Young’s twisted
soloing-though
it’snoticeable
thatYoung'’s
playingismore

END OF

recording (no overdubs) servingastherapy. »
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“Someofthe
thingslwriteare
mine,some ofit
justcomesthrough
me”:Youngin
concert,1976

Gulp. Was thatbefore or... after the Sharon
Tatekillings?

“Before. About sixmonthsbefore. He’s quite a
writer and asinger, really unique-veryunique,
and hewanted verybadlyto getarecording
contract.Iwasat[Beach Boy] Dennis Wilson’s
housewhenImet Charlie. Couplatimes.

“The thingabout Charlie Mansonwasyou'd
never hear the same songtwice. It was one of
theinteresting thingsabouthim. Hehada
verymysterious power abouthimwhichI'm
hesitantto even fuckin’ thinkabout,it’s so
stronganditwassodark, solreallydon’tlike
totalkaboutitverymuch.Idon’teven know
whyIbroughtitup.”

Youngstopped talking foramoment.
Thoughtwe’'dlosthim, buthe continued.
“Thereisasayingthatifyoudon’tlookthe
devilinthe eyeyou're alright, but once you've
looked himin the eye you'll never forget him,
and there’llalwaysbe more devilinyou than
therewasbefore.

“And it’s hard to say, you know. The devil is not
acartoon character, like Godis on oneside of
thepageandhe’sontheother. Thedevillivesin
everyoneand Godlivesin everyone. There no
bookthattellsyouwhen the devilsaid to God
‘fuckyou’ and God said (makes raspberry
noise).Allthose books thatare written arejust
one person’sopinion.

“Ican’tfollowthat, butIcanseethese things
inother people. You canseeitand feelit. But
Mansonwould singasongandjustmakeitup
ashewentalong, for three or four minutes, and
heneverwouldrepeatoneword, anditallmade
perfectsense anditshookyouup to
listen toit. Itwasso good thatit
scaredyou.”

Acoupleofyearslater, then,
Youngwrote “Revolution Blues” -
“WellI'm abarrel of laughs with my
carbineon/Ikeep them hoppingtill

~ LET'S GO
DOWNTOWN

HAMA

myammunition’sgone”... Sohow
did the superstar community take
it, Neil?

REX FEATURES

“Tonight’s The Nightand On The Beach were pretty free records,”
Youngpondered, lightinganotherunfiltered PallMall. “Iwas pretty
downlIguessatthetime, butljustdid whatIwanted todo, atthattime.
Ithinkifeverybodylooksbackattheir ownlives they’llrealise that they
wentthrough somethinglike that. There’s periods of depression, periods
ofeelation, optimism and scepticism, the whole thingis... itjustkeeps
cominginwaves.

“Yougo downto the beach and watch the same thing, justimagine
everywaveisadifferentset ofemotions comingin. Justkeep coming.
Aslongasyoudon’tignoreit, it'llstill be there. If you start shutting
yourselfoffand notletting yourselflive through the things thatare
comingthroughyou,Ithink that'swhen peoplestartgettingoldreally
fast, that’swhen theyreallyage.

“’Costheydecide thatthey’rehappytobewhattheywereata certain
timein theirlives when they were the happiest, and they say, ‘That’s
where'm gonnabe for therestof mylife. From that minute on they’re
dead, y’know, justwalkingaround.Itryto avoid that.”

One of thekey tracks from On The Beachwas “Revolution Blues”, a
predatoryrockerinwhich Youngadopts the persona ofa trigger-happy
psychotic, eager toslaughter Laurel Canyon’s pampered superstar

residents. Reflecting on the song prods Younginto some unsettlingareas.

“Thatwasbased on myexperienceswith Charlie Manson.Imethim
acoupleoftimesand, er... veryinteresting person. Obviously he was
quitekeyed up.”
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. “Well, see, Iwasn’ttouringat
’ thetime, soldidn’treallyfeel the
J . '\ reaction of On The Beach. Then
1 \ 4 | whenIwentoutontheroadIdidn’t
Wk h, N # 1 doanyofit, so...” Hedid, however,
performthe songon the Crosby
Stills Nash & Youngreunion tour, to the discomfiture of the others.
“David Crosby especiallywas veryuncomfortable, becauseitwas so
much the darkerside. Theyallwanted to putout thelight, y’know, make
peoplefeelgood and happy and everything, and thatsongwaslikeawart
orsomethingontheperfectbeast.”

HENIT CAME to therelease of Tonight'’s The Night, Young
; ; ; ; againincurred the wrath and disbelief of people who
thought they knew him fairly well. The album had been
recorded with a Crazy Horse reconstituted after the death of
songwriter and guitarist Danny Whitten, a close friend of Young’s
who'd given him early encouragementin his career.

Whittenhad been due to go out on tour with Young, butwas too heavily
dependenton heroin to cope. Youngsenthim home. The same night,
Whitten died of an overdose. Time Fades Away documented the
subsequent tour, while Tonight'’s The Night was made in memory of
Whitten and Bruce Berry, a CSNYroadie who also died from heroin.

Youngremembered the day he'd taken Tonight... into the offices of
Reprise, hisrecord companyat the time.

“Itwas prettyrocky,” he grinned. “Iwould describe thatasarockyday.
They couldn’tbelieve howsloppy and roughitwas, they couldn’t believe
thatIreallywanted to putitout.



GEFFEN

“Isaid, ‘That’sit, that’s the wayit’s goingout.'It's
averyimportantrecord, I think, in my general field
ofthings. Itstill stands up. The original Tonight’s The
Nightwasmuch heavier than the one thathitthe
stands. The original one had onlynine songs onit. It
was the sametakes, but the songs thatwere missingwere
‘Lookoutjoe’ and ‘Borrowed Tune’, acouple of
songs thatladded. Theyfitlyrically but they
softened the blowalittle bit.

“Whathappened was, the originalhad only
ninesongsbutithadalotoftalking, alot of
mumblingand talkingbetween the group and
me, more disorganised and fucked-up sounding
thanthe songs, buttheywere intros to the songs.
Not counts butlittle discussions, three- and
four-word conversations between songs, and it
leftitwith averyspookyfeeling. Itwaslike you
didn’tknowifthese guyswerestillgonnabe
alivein themorning, the way they were talking.
Morelikeawakethananythingelse.”

Whydid you takeitoff, then?

“Harth is

pollinating...
We need to

spread out in

the universe”

NEIL YOUNG

PROM
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alottareligious people, of course, who feel that

thisis God’swork. God’s saying, y’know, ‘No more
buttfucking or we're gonnagetcha.” Young cackled
dementedly.
“Idon’tknowwhatitis.It'snatural, that’s one thing
aboutit.It’salivingorganism or virus, whateveritis. I
hopetheyfind somethingtostopit. It'sworse
thantheKiller Bees.”

Young’s conception of the entire universeis,
tosay theleast, unorthodox.

“I'mnotinto organisedreligion. 'minto
believinginahighersource of creation,
realising thatwe’realljustpartofnatureand
we'reallanimals. We're veryhighly evolved and
we should be veryresponsible for whatwe’ve
learned.

“Ievengoasfarastothinkthatintheplan
ofthings, thenatural plan of things, thatthe
rocketsand the satellites, spaceships, that
we're creatingnowarereally... we're
pollinating, asauniverse, andit’s partofthe

“Itwastoo strong,” said Youngslowly. “Itwas
reallytoo strong. Inever even played it for the record companylike that.
We made our own decision notto do that. If they thought Tonight'’s The
Nightwastoo much the wayitcame out-which theydid, alot of people—
they'relucky theydidn'thearthe otherone.”

Itwashere that Younghit the lowest patch, spiritually, ofhis career,
probably ofhislife. Hisimpatience nowadays with the hippy generation,
and his endorsement of aright-wing president, believed by manyto be
adangerouslunatic, canprobablybetraced back to the traumas
around the time of Tonight's The Night. Until then, theride had been
moreorlessfree.

Wasit,[queried, acase of Whitten’s death beingnot only a personal
tragedy, butametaphor forageneration and away oflife? Or death?

“Itjustseemedlikeitreallystood foralotof whatwas goingon,” Young
answered. “Itwaslike thefreedom of the '60s and freelove and drugs and
everything...itwasthe price tag. Thisis yourbill. Friends, young guys
dying, kidsthatdidn’t even knowwhat theywere doing, didn’tknowwhat
theywere fuckingaround with. Ithitme pretty hard, alot of those things,
soatthattimeldid sortof exorcise myself.”

Didyoufeel guilty that perhaps youand people in your position had
encouraged that?.

“Somewhat, yeah, Ithinkso. That’s part of the responsibility of
freedom. Freedom to do what you wantwith not much experience to
realise the consequences.Ididn’tfeel very guilty, butIfeltalittle guilty.”

another shiftin musical direction
should coincide with a wave of

new groups who acknowledge a debt
to his pastwork. Green On Red’s Dan
Stuartfreely admits that their Gas
Food Lodging LP was heavily
influenced by Young’s epic Zuma
collection (“Ifyou're gonnasteal, steal
from the best,” as Stuart puts it). Jason
& The Scorchers play “Are You Ready
For The Country?”, The Beat Farmers
turnin awelt-raising treatment of
“Powderfinger”, and Pete Wylie’s just
cutaversion of “The Needle And The
Damage Done” asan anti-heroin
gesture. And Dream Syndicate’s Steve
Wynnwill reminisce about Young
and Crazy Horse any time you like.

With halfthe material for afollow-up
albumto Old Waysalreadyin the can,
Youngisinthemiddle ofarenaissance
of sorts. Noteven the Aids terror can
denthis confidence.

“Itisscary.It’s paranoid, but that’s the
wayitis—even thoughit’snotjustgay
people, they’re taking therap. There’s

IT’S FITTING THAT Young’s latest re-emergence in public with yet

universe. Earthisaflowerandit’s pollinating.

“It'sstarting to send out things, and nowwe're evolving, they’re getting
biggerand they're able to go further. And theyhave to, because we need
tospread outnowin the universe.Ithinkin 100 yearswe’llbelivingon
otherplanets.”

Onamoreearthlyplane, Young’s excited about the prospect of playing
abenefitfor the people of Cheyenne, Wyoming, whose houses andland
havebeen devastated byafreak sequence of natural disasters. Young’s
band and equipmentwill beairlifted in for the show, by National Guard
Cl30transportaircraftand by privatejetsloaned for the occasion by
some giant corporations.

“There’ssomethingdifferentaboutit,” Young mused, “havingthe
governmenthelp us get there sowe can help the farmers. The National
Guard’sgonnahelp usload and unload, getinand outta the place, help us
setup thestage. It'sinteresting.”

Butit’ssomethingelse, above and beyond his this-land-is-your-land
preoccupations, thatgives Neil Younghislingeringaura of menace and
strange purpose. You can feelitwhenyoutalk to him, and it permeatesall
hisbestmusic. He seesitsomethinglike this.

“I've gotafewdemons, butI manage to coexistwith them. The demons
arethereall the time, y’know, that’'swhatmakes you crazy, that’swhat
makes me play myguitar the wayI playitsometimes. Dependson the
balance, howstrong the demons are that night, howstrong the goodis.

“There’salwaysabattle between good and evilin everysecond in your
life, Ithink.In everyjudgement you make, both sidesarerepresented in
yourmind. Youmayhide the badside, butit’s there.” Adam Sweeting ®

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY

July13,1985:0n
stageatLive Aidin
Philadelphia, having
made “anexception
totherule”inorder
toreunitewith
Crosby, Stills&Nash
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liberation and racism. It’shere thathe,
Dammers, Vaino Shivute and Richard Muzira,
aSWAPO organiser, gather to explain the
situationin Namibiaand therole that “Wind Of
Change”/ “Namibia” isintended to playin
tryingto changeit.

Richard: “In Namibiayouhave over230
trans-national corporations, and 68 of them
are British. Out of those, nine of them virtually
control the totaleconomy. Theyinclude
Barclays, Standard, Rio Tinto Zinc... and these
verysame peoplegivealotof moneytothe
Tories. Somethinglike 40 per centof the funds
comes from companies thatoperate in South
Africaand Namibia. It’sinevitable that they
stand in theway of progress.”

Jerry: “Itshould be seen as partofa campaign.
Idon’tthink peopleinthis countryrealise how
importantitisthatinternational pressureis
broughttobear on South Africa. Because
withoutthehelp of Thatcherand Reagan,
apartheid probablywouldn’tsurvive, soifyou
canturn publicopinioninBritainand America
againstapartheid and they can take political
actioninthose countries, itdoeshaveavery
greateffectwithin South Africa.”

Won'tpeoplelookatyourrecord and say
charitybeginsathome? There’s massive
unemploymentand miners’ families still
sufferingthe aftermath of the strike. Why
aren’tyoumakingrecordsabout them?

Jerry: “Idon’tseeitas separateissues. Youhave
tohaveaninternational view of politics, and if
we'retalkingaboutunemploymentin this
country, thenagain that’s the Tory government
that’sbolsteringapartheid in South Africa.”

Robert: “I'dlike to mention onelink that
illustrateswhatJerry’s saying. We allknow
who Saatchi & Saatchiare, right. They're the
Ministry Of Propagandafor the Tories. But
they've got massive unemploymentin South
Africa, theyre tryingtorecruitwhite miners
theycanincorporateinto the apartheid
system, who are easier to manipulate than the
blackminers, soinfactunemploymenthereis
directlyrelated to South Africa’s problems.

“The British government’s policy of mass
unemploymentis dovetailed veryneatlywith
theirsupportforapartheid, although officially
theydon’tsupportit. Butsometimesyoujudge
peoplebytheirfriends, and Saatchi & Saatchi
arefriends ofthe apartheid government. The
rightwingaretotallyinternational. AsIan
MacGregor [Scottish-American head of
National Coal Board] says, Tdon’tvotehere.I
votein Miami’,and he doesn’t care. The whole
sceneweliveunderisaninternational scene.

“Theykeep the people theydeal with, the
workers theyemployand theworkers that they
unemploy, divided and separatefrom each
other. So theysortofblackmail workersin the
industrialised countries by saying, ‘Well, ifyou
wantsuchand suchwages, we’ll getdirt-cheap
labourinanother country’,whichis exactly
whattheydo, whichiswhytheyimported
South African coal during the miners’ strike.

“Sotheyuse theirfriends’ control of other
labour markets to blackmail workersin our
country. Soit’sonlyifthe peoplein thevarious
countries see that they’re beingexploited by
thesamepeople thattheycansee thatthey've
gotthesame problems, they’re dealingwith the
same oppressors.” Adam Sweeting
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Unlikely
to exceed

£000,000

NME DEC 12

Elton:
unpaid
royalties

finally won part of their 50-day High Court action against

DickJames Music last Friday, when the judge ruled that
DJM’s various companies had siphoned offlarge sums of
royalties that should have been paid to the duo. NowJohn and
Taupinwill collect the amounts due to them, which could be as
much as £5 million, although DJM claim they are unlikely to
exceed £500,000. Despite John hailing the verdict as a total
victory, he and Taupin failed to recover the copyright of 169
songs, including such hits as “Rocket Man”, “Daniel” and “Yellow
BrickRoad”, having signed to DJM for life in 1967. If the judge had
alsoruled this decision in their favour, the payment could have
runinto tens of millions. Asitis, a decision on costs has still to be
made; after such alengthy case, these are expected to top £1.5m.

E LTONJOHNAND his songwriting partner Bernie Taupin

July 6,1985: Bruce

entertains Wembley
Stadium(andanyone
up tohalfamileaway)

“Enforcement
a Ctl. 0 29 MM Springsteen

show sparks noise row.

RENT COUNCIL IS taking Wembley Stadium to court
Bover sound levels at Bruce Springsteen’s July concerts.

After the concerts, councilmembers agreed to take the
Stadium to court. But last week, discussions were reopened at
ameeting of the housing committee when councillors were told
thatthe sound levels at Springsteen oftenreached twice the
permitted volume, and that words and music were
distinguishable half a mile away from the Stadium.

When Brent Council takes over licensing arrangements
after the abolition of the GLC next year, they will take
“enforcement action” against “both the Stadium and the
promoter of noisy pop concerts” and install electronic
equipment that will “give immediate warning when maximum
noise levels are being reached”.

wmm—\\i““*"f"

» The Jesus And
Mary Chain, backin
the charts with
“Just Like Honey”,
arelosingtheirpart-
time drummer
Bobby Gillespie.
He'sbeenwith
themsince their
inception, butis
now leaving to
concentrate on his
owngroup Primal
Scream,sotheyare
now looking fora
new drummer.
Applicantsforthe
vacancy should
write to the band
c/oRough Trade,
67-71Collier Street,
LondonN1and
should be familiar
with Ginger Baker’s
soloonthetrack
“Toad” onCream’s
LP Wheels OfFire.
NME Oct19

» Steely Danhave
re-formed. The
band hadsignedto
Warner Brothersin
1980, just prior to
therelease of their
seventhMCA
album, Gaucho,
butsplitbefore
providingany
material for their
new label.Since
then, Donald Fagen
hasreleasedasolo
album, The Nightfly,
viaWarners, while
his Dan co-founder
Walter Becker has
beenworkingasa
producer.But, in
the wake of the
highly successful
Reelin’'InThe Years
compilation, Fagen
and Becker will
undertake the first
Steely Dantour
foroverioyears.
NMEDec12

» Followinga
statement by Hazel
Feldman, Sun City’s
entertainment
director, that“a
returnappearance
by Queenshould
notberuledout”
(NME lastweek), the
band haveissued
adenial: “Queen
categorically state
thattheyhavenno
plans,atpresent, to
returnto Sun City
and wishtomakeit
plainthatthey have
atotalabhorrence
of apartheid.”

NME Octs
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Wot, no Songs For
Swinging Lovers?

NME NOV 30

What’s Going On Marvin Gaye (1971)

Astral Weeks Van Morrison (1968)

Highway 61Revisited Bob Dylan (1965)

The Clash The Clash (1977)

Marquee Moon Television (1977)

Swordfishtrombones Tom Waits (1983)

The Band The Band (1969)

Blonde OnBlonde Bob Dylan (1966)

JohnLennon/Plastic Ono Band

JohnLennon (1970)

10 Unknown Pleasures Joy Division (1979)

11 Revolver The Beatles (1966)

12 The SunCollection Elvis Presley (1975)

13 Never Mind The Bollocks...
Sex Pistols (1977)

14 Forever Changes Love (1967)

15 Low David Bowie (1977)

16 The Velvet Underground And Nico
The Velvet Underground (1967)

17 Solid Gold James Brown (1977)

18 Horses Patti Smith (1975)

19 Live At The Apollo James Brown (1963)

20 Pet Sounds The Beach Boys (1966)

21 Kind Of Blue Miles Davis (1959)

22 Bringing It AllBack Home
Bob Dylan (1965)

23 OtisBlue Otis Redding (1966)

24 The Doors The Doors (1967)

25 Exile OnMain Street The Rolling
Stones (1972)

26 Anthology The Temptations (1974)

27 Greatest Hits Aretha Franklin (1977)

28 Are YouExperienced The Jimi
Hendrix Experience (1967)

29 The ModernDance Pere Ubu (1978)

30 King Of The DeltaBlues Singers
Robert Johnson (1972)

31 Imperial Bedroom Elvis Costello &
The Attractions (1982)

32 Anthology Smokey Robinson &
The Miracles (1974)

33 The Beatles The Beatles (1968)

34 Searching For The Young Soul Rebels
Dexys Midnight Runners (1980)

35 White Light/White Heat The Velvet
Underground (1968)

36 Young Americans David Bowie (1975)
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37 The Poet Bobby Womack (1982)

38 Trans-Europe Express Kraftwerk (1977)

39 Darkness OnThe Edge Of Town
Bruce Springsteen (1979)

40 This YearsModel Elvis Costello &
The Attractions (1978)

41 Another Green World Brian Eno (1975)

42 Trout Mask Replica Captain Beefheart &
The Magic Band (1969)

43 The ManMachine Kraftwerk (1978)

44 The Mothership Connection
Parliament (1975)

45 The Cream Of Al Green Al Green (1980)

46 Let’s Get It OnMarvin Gaye (1973)

47 There’s ARiot GoingOn Sly And The
Family Stone (1971)

48 Rocket To Russia The Ramones (1977)

49 Greatest Hits Sly And The Family
Stone (1970)

50 Big16 The Impressions (1965)

51 Blood On The Tracks Bob Dylan (1974)

52 AlanVega/Martin Rev Suicide (1980)

53 AnotherMusicIn A Different Kitchen
Buzzcocks (1978)

54 Closer Joy Division (1980)

55 Mad Not Mad Madness (1985)
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56 For Your Pleasure Roxy Music (1973)

57 The Scream Siouxie & The
Banshees (1978)

58 The Harder They Come Soundtrack
Featuring Jimmy Cliff (1972)

59 Entertainment! Gang Of Four (1980)

60 The Velvet Underground
The Velvet Underground (1969)

61 3+3Thelsley Brothers(1973)

62 The Hissing Of Summer Lawns
JoniMitchell 1975)

63 “Heroes” David Bowie (1977)

64 MeatIsMurder The Smiths (1985)

65 Station To Station David Bowie (1976)

66 Clear Spot Captain Beefheart And
The MagicBand (1972)

67 GetHappy! Elvis Costello &
The Attractions (1980)

68 Fear Of Music Talking Heads (1979)

69 LustForLife Iggy Pop (1977)

70 Berlin LouReed (1973)

71 20 Greatest Hits Buddy Holly &
The Crickets (1967)

72 Music From Big Pink The Band (1968)

73 Hard Day’s Night The Beatles (1964)

74 Roxy Music Roxy Music (1972)

75 Leave Home The Ramones (1977)

76 ALove Supreme John Coltrane (1957)

77 GoldenDecade Vol1Chuck Berry (1972)

78 The Greatest Hits Jackie Wilson (1969)

79 In ASilent Way Miles Davis (1969)

80 Stranded Roxy Music (1973)

81 TalkingHeads'77 Talking Heads (1977)

82 The CorrectUse Of Soap
Magazine (1980)

83 BornlnThe USA Bruce Springsteen (1983)

84 Court And Spark Joni Mitchell (1974)

85 Strange Days The Doors (1967)

86 More Songs About Buildings And Food
Talking Heads (1978)

87 LAWoman The Doors (1971)

88 ChessMasters Howling Wolf (1981)

89 ArmedForces Elvis Costello & The
Attractions (1979)

90 Steve McQueen Prefab Sprout (1985)

91 Paris1919 John Cale (1973)

92 Forward Onto Zion The Abyssinians (1977)

93 My AimIs True Elvis Costello (1977)

94 RattlesnakesLloyd Cole & The
Commotions (1984)

95 Best Of The Beach Boys (1968)

96 King Tubbys Meets Rockers Uptown
Augustus Pablo (1976)

97 Rubber Soul The Beatles (1965)

98 Suicide Suicide (1977)

99 The Undertones The Undertones (1979)
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Suzanne Vega
inNew York:
“LeonardCohen
andSimon&
Garfunkelmeant
alottome”

“I think I hold

DEREK RIDGERS

my groun

'DNEVERBEEN to a coffee shopin New
I York’s Greenwich Village before, but the
Paradise was just asI'dimagined such
aplace tobe frommovies like Annie Hall.
Loft peopleidle away the afternoon’s magic
hour, and yuppie voicesrise career-wise
over the strains of piped Mozart and Vivaldi.
Mmmmm, nice.

Yet here was linvading this haven from
Manhattan’s street hassle with alittle
hatchetry on my mind. Parked at a spindly
window table between myself and the
towering Derek Ridgersssits the sylph-like
Suzanne Vega, siren of the Nouvelle Vague
of acousticintrospection.

Suzanne’s a Cancer, alunar child who
swims with the tides and captures the secret
rhythms that swell and eddy beneath life’s
surface. Sister moon stuff, tralala, and while
there’sabit of thatin me, there’s only enough
to make me doubt momentarily my macho
judgement that, yes, Suzanne Vegassings
beautifully wistful music, but the
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9% NME

NYG_ coffee society... Suzanne Vega.

words! My dear! Viewed in bollock-naked print,

Suzanne’s world of interiorisation usually
summons up but eight clanking letters -

“Precious,” shesighs, “isaword lhearalot...”

“Iknew | wanted to be afolk singer from the
time | was16, partly

Introducing a product of

“Iremember being eight or nine
years old and feeling this kind of
climate of, ‘Oh, if we can just follow
JoanBaezandsing “We Shall
Overcome”, thenwe shall overcome.
Thenall of asudden the '70s came
andit was, like, that really wasn’t
good enough. You can sing ‘Blowin’
In The Wind’-and ‘Blowin’In The
Wind’isagreatsong-butitdoesn’t
save you from your political situation,
so akind of cynicism creptin,a
feeling of futility.

“And lwas very surprised to
find myselfin the middle '70s, all
by myself there.Me and someone
else were the only ones playing
acoustic guitar in high school. I felt
veryisolated.

“l guess somewherein the back of
my mind | had the myth of asolitary
personjumping afreight trainand
exploring the country and just having
anacoustic guitar. And that did not
include fancy costumes and making
yourself acartoon character.”

Well, | guess Madonna canrest
easy now. Butif La Ciccone’s cartoon-
characterstarisinthe ascendant
right now, so tooiis the reaction of
another section of the record-buying
public.I'llbet that the purchasers
of the 26-year-old Suzanne's
eponymously titled debut album will
beslottingit alongside BornIn The
USA as two sides of the same coin of
authenticity, minted circa1971and
suddenly valuable again. That
authenticity, a caring, sharing co-op
of roots and attitude, and the
solidarity of the confessional.

But where, say, Bruce animates
his preoccupations through self-
projectioninto cinematic vignettes,
Suzanne bares her soul far more
obviously. The letter “I” flourishesin
her stanzas like the noble redwoods
of her Californian birthplace; the
famous words penned about Joni
Mitchell by Village Voice guru
Robert Christgauin1973spring to
mind: “In amale performer suchintense self-
concernwould be an egotistical cop-out.In
awomanitisanactof defiance.”

Suzanne pauses for thought.

“It's not an excuse to become so totally
self-involved that you

because it was the music
lhad beenbroughtup on.
My father -he’sanovelist,
Ed Vega - had played guitar,
mostly blues: Leadbelly,
“House Of The Rising Sun”.
They were both very young
when they married -my
mother had me when she
was18andshe’d had all four

“It’s my goal to
write songs with
more breadth, be

less restrained and
more outspoken”

write things thatare only
interesting to yourself, but
thereissome truthin that.
“Amanismoreused to
having power and using it
andseeingits effectin the
outside world. Dylan can
say, ‘Come gather round
people whereveryouare!’,
because he hassome

of us by the time she was 24.
My parents being so young,
we had all kinds of musicinthe house from the
'60s - Dylan, Laura Nyro, alot of stuff. | liked
Leonard Cohenand Simon & Garfunkel -
these things meantalottome.

expectation that whenhe
getsup onthe soapboxand
says that, then people will. Whereas awoman
ismuch lesslikely to feel that because, | guess,
youdon't see awoman being president. If you
are awoman you can maybe expect to have

VAGUELY SEEKING SUZANNE




some power in your personal life. Maybe,
and not always effectively.

“I think I'm aware of the wider world, but
I tend to write from a very individual point of
view that's most human, so thatin that way |
affect other people, which I supposeinitself

mightbe a political stance. | don’t always write

about myself; sometimes | try to write from
different characters’ points of view and let
the audience become involved and figure it
out for themselves.”

Your songs embody a passivity which | find
irksome becauseit’s clothedinalanguage
of fey self-absorption long familiar from
JoniMitchell’s Blue and onwards through
the Me Decade.

“That’sreally interesting. | don’t consider
myself to be anaggressive person.Erm...

I think [ hold my ground.I've spent alifetime
holding my ground. It’s very difficult for me to
be overtly aggressive. Evenasachild,if  was
angry, lwould withdraw.

“Inmy family there was frequently alot of
emotional upheaval, and | was the one who'd
say, ‘Well, OK, someone has to make the
dinner tonight and | guessit’s going to be me.’
I find myselfinaworld where everything's
thrownupinthe airandl have to make some
kind of organisation out of all this.

“Another thingl also enjoyed about Dylan
and Leonard Cohen, they were symbolic.
They could describe alandscape where
other people couldjoinin. When Dylan sings
‘I'inasong, he's talking for Everyman. When
Isay‘l'inasong, people say, ‘Oh, she's talking
about herself again.’ Or some people do. |
would like to get beyond that, whenIsay ‘I’,
tomean ‘all of us’”

At this point, dear reader, you'llbe
wondering why, if her manifest good
intentions fail to translate into words tobe
clutched to the bosom forever, Suzanne Vega
cancommand apagein NME and hours of
brow-furrowing by my good self. Well, the
pleasure tobe had from her plaintive music
and lovely voice (her bandis also excellent)
approaches, though notimitates, that of the
Lorelei of Lotus Land, Rickie Lee Jones...

“It’s not a conscious thing. | was aware that
I phrase like Laurie Anderson, very soft-
spoken and self-conscious. Rickie Lee Jones
poursout alot more, whereas I’'m more busy
organising. | like to get everythinginto some
kind of perfect shape, without all kinds of
loose ends. | prefer to find the heart of
something, songs that are crystalline.

“The Police songs are like that for me, when
they'rerightonlike ‘Wrapped Around Your
Finger’, areally great song withawholeness
and completion. And some of Bertold
Brecht’s songs are like that for me too, a
complete landscape, acomplete picture,
acomplete point of view. | think that also has
to do with my training as dancer - the less
movement you use, the better danceryouare.

“It’s my goal to write songs with more
breadth tothem, be less restrained and more
outspoken. Thisis something've been
thinking about alotasI've gone through the
country andrealised how small my corner of
the worldreallyisand how big Americais.
Touring the country really changed
something for me -1've gotten arm muscles
now where | didn’t used to have any.” Mat Snow

Mike Scott:

lifealtered
by CSLewis
L}

MM NOV 30

Patti Smith

A wonderful woman. She was exactly what
| wanted to hear in 1976. “A Girl Called
Johnny” was sort of about her. She’s also
one of the bravest artists | can think of,
because she split when she was doing
well... She just decided she didn’t want to
do it any more and that was it.

CND

I haven’t thought about it for a while. I'm
not sure what to think... but | like Bruce
Kent... | can’t say anything bad about him.

Another Pretty Face

That'’s the past.

The Clash

| quite like the single, I'm a sucker for
Strummer’s voice, you see. Always have
been. I've always liked The Clash.

Live Aid

| was there, in the audience. It was a really
inspiring day... I've never seen an audience
so inspired by anything in my life. Even
when there was all this really boring music
in the afternoon. | went home after the
show and watched the American side of it
on television and went to bed at dawn and
the thunder was cracking in the sky. The
'80s began with Live Aid. You know the
way that most decade’s peak in the middle,
well the '80s began with Live Aid.

Bowie

He was one of those who knew exactly
what he was doing at Live Aid. He's really
cool, that one. I've always liked him. | used
to be in a group and we specialised in
Bowie songs... We used to do about 12 of
his songs a set.

Hotels
The Gramercy Park in New York is quite
good. And the Portobello in London.

New York

Yes. | have a lot of friends there. | like
being there. But | have nothing
sparklingly original to say
about the place.

Television

One of the best things about
Live Aid was the positive
power of television... you know,
rather than just the Big Brother
thing. But I'm not a big telly
watcher - | never turn it on.

The only things | look at are Newsnight,
especially when there are by-elections on,
and Taxi and sometimes Panorama and

World In Action.

U2

Fine people. Powerful group. They have
a fantastic power over their audience and
they’re mature enough to handle their
responsibilities.

England

Funnily enough, | feel quite glad to be back
in England after being in America for some
time. I've been walking round London today
and I've really enjoyed just being here again.

Kahlil Gilbran

I've read The Prophet if that’s what you
mean. It’s a pretty good lyrical book, but
I’'m not a huge fan or anything.

Ireland

| love Ireland.

The charts

| never know what'’s in the charts, I'm not
a chart watcher. However, | do know that
we're in the charts this week. It means

a lot of people are hearing the song, so
that’s good, that’s what you always want
anyway. It also means that more people
have bought this single [“The Whole Of
The Moon"] than have bought anything
else The Waterboys have ever recorded.
I'm not unhappy about that.

CS Lewis

| knew you were going to ask that. He
wrote the Narnia stories, which | read and
re-read and they altered my life. He wrote
wonderful books and was a great man.

Touring

I've only got boring things to say about
touring - you know, how much I love it.

Sigue Sigue Sputnik
Good luck to them. Do you know if they
are ever going to make a record?

Record companies

Sorry, no real bad experiences. Not
yet, anyway.

Politics

For the politicians, it’s all about
competition... that’s why politics never
really solves anything. | was a member
of the Labour party at
one time, but I'm not
interested any more...
It's a waste of time.

LYNN GOLDSMITH / GETTY; DAVE HOGAN / GETTY
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“It’s better

to burn
hardthan

With his reputation on

a high, a tangential
interview reveals a lot
about the unique
worldview and oddball
technique of .
On the release of Rain
Dogs, Tom talks white
socks, neuroscience and
his new guitarist, Keith
Richards. “We metina
woman’s lingerie shop...”

MUMBLEFISH!
TOM WAITS- ©

NETTED-BY
GAVIN MARTIN

E

NM
OTHEYTELL me the shows
( ( we'redoingin London are
sold outalready. I can hardly
believe that.”
Well, Swordfishtrombones

had quite abigimpact, Tom.

“Mmm, but there’s the otherside of that, it doesn’t
lasttoolong. Everythingistemporary—they pump
youup foralittlewhile, dye your hair, seeyouin
adifferentshape. Itgoes around forawhileand
comesbackdownagain. It'snotsomethingyou
canreallybuild on.”

Areyounervous aboutcomingtoLondon?

“Iam,I'mscaredtodeath.Jesus,I'llneed abullet-
proofvest.Ineed anewhat,
anewsuit-Ican’tgoover
thereinaraincoat.I'vetold
theband tosmarten up, too.
They’re more attuned to
the stuffI'm doing now, but
they're also capable of doing
some pre-Swordfishstuffbut
withadifferentslanttoit.

“SolIthinkitwillbe OK,
Thopeitwillbe OK.Iwill
have to talkto mysaxplayer,
Ralph Carney, abouthis
whitesocks, the white socks
and thenavyuniform;I'm
notsureabout that.

“Ralph, Thaven’tbeen able
to confrontyouaboutthis »

135N 0028 6362

torot”
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Tom Waitsin
New York's
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facetoface,soI'musingthis opportunityto talk toyou through the press
—wemustdo somethingabout the white socks.”

Victoria Apollo in 1981. The appearance came just after the

release of Heartattack And Vine, notable for its move into bone-
crushingelectric blues. Waits’ ability to rework the sleazy nightclub
settinghad already been proven by the double live album Nighthawks
At The Diner, butin this large auditorium his stand-up bass, drum and
piano set-up couldn’treally carry. Ileft before the end.

“It'skinda hard to do thaton abigstage, the basiceconomics of touring
keptmeintowthere.”

Howdid you overcome that problem?

“Thenewbandisallmidgets, theysharearoom, theydon’twanttobe
paidfor theirwork. They all have abasic persecution complexand they
wantme to punish them for things thathave happenedin their pastlife,
andIhaveagreed-I'vejustsigned something.”

Your generosityis quite touching.

“No, theyreallgood chaps, most of them have never beeninjail, though
I'mnotsureaboutRalph Carney.”

Itwasn’tthebesttimeto
interview Tom Waits; he wasin
themiddle ofarrangingto shoot
avideo for either “Singapore” or
“CemeteryPolka” offthenew Rain
Dogsalbum, hewasrehearsing
aliveband, finalising details for
hisfirstmajor filmrole (to be shot
inNewOrleanslaterin theyear),
arranging the stagingofthe
musical Frank’s Wild Years (to
openin Chicago after Christmas),
andhe’djustbecomeafather for
the third time.

Wemeetinadineron New York’s
Lower West Side. Waits arrivesa
littlelate, wearingan old '40s Burberry,
heavy-duty denims and unbuckled
motorcycleboots. Thefaceis grey, the
featuresweasel-likeand hishairbearsred
tracesofhennadye. Helooks haggard and
alittleshyatfirst, eyeingus cautiouslyas
we exchange handshakes. Todayis Sunday
and the Waits family are observing
tradition-theinterviewissqueezed
between babysittingand a visitfrom the
in-laws. Hiswife, Kathleen Brennan, is the
girl eulogised on Swordfishtrombones’
“Johnsburg, Illinois” and ascriptwriter at
Francis Ford Coppola’s Zoetrope studios.

“We've got three children now-Ajax,
Edithand Montgomery.Imustget them
enrolled in military schoolimmediately.
Iseeitlike Tobacco Road, the old hillbilly
movie, we'llallbeheadingdown thatlong
pathtogether.”

ATom Waitsinterviewisnotaplace to
comelookingforserious analysis. Waits has
sungofthedisplaced, the dimestoreloser
andthehoboforsolongthatheseemsto
have taken ona composite persona, drawn
fromhis crazy castof characters. Although
kind andrespectful, he can’tresist turning
the conversation around with an enigmatic
metaphor orsome brazenbullshitting.
Whenever necessary he’llsubstitute an
entertaininglieforaboring truth.

“Music paperinterviews, L hatetotellya,
buttwo daysafterthey’re printed they’re
lining the trashcan. Theyre notbinding,
they'renotlocked awayin avault
somewhere tyingyoutoyourword.”

The Waits case historyisnecessarily

T HE ONLY TIME I've seen Tom Waits live was in London, the
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littered with truths, half-truths and downrightlies. He used to tell writers
hewasborninthebackofatrucktravellingthough South LA on
December 7,1949. In high school he played in asoul group but dropped
outto playaccordioninapolkaband. He drifted through avariety ofjobs
—“ajack-offofall trades” —and was workingin a Hollywood dinerwhen he
met West Coastmanager Herb Cohen atthe turn of the '70s.

Hesigned for Asylum, thenasmallindependentrather thanabranch of
WEA. Afterreleasing afew promisingalbums, he found his true artistry
onSmall Changeand the essential Foreign Affairs and Blue Valentine.

Asanarranger and tunesmith working the cool-blue jazz sphere, Waits
was peerless, buthisunique power came from contrasting those talents
with his coarse gutbucket growl and mesmerisingwordplay. Waits mined
the postwar faultline of Kerouac and the beats, focusing on thelonersand
losersthatlittered America’s highways and byways.

Foreign Affairshad “Potter’s Field”, its epic atmospherics—all deathly
strings and orchestral cadences-straight out of Sam Fuller’s classic noir
B-movie Pick UP On South Street, and “I Never Talk To Strangers”, adivine
duetwith Bette Midler, recreatinganidiom everyone thought died with
TinPanAlley. Hewouldlater revisit the territory with Crystal Gayle on the

OneFrom The Heartsoundtrack.
“IguessIdid borrowalotto dostufflike that. Butit’s good to borrow;
borrowingimplies that you're going to give back. That’s the way all
musicworks—you takealittle something from here, you bringitover
thereand prettysoonitfindsitswayback.”

October16,1985:
appearingon
Channel4pop
show The Tube



Blue Valentinehas the Waits song
Ikeep comingbackto. “Kentucky
Avenue” starts as fanciful childhood
reminiscence andbuilds to
aclimaxthatisatonceabsurd
and heartbreaking.

“Childhoodisveryimportantto me
asawriter. I think the things that
happen then, thewayyou perceive
them and remember theminlaterlife,
haveaverybigeffecton whatyoudo
later on.

“Thatone came over alittle dramatic,
alittle puffed up, butwhenIwas 10 my
bestfriend was called Kipper. He had
polioandwasinawheelchair-weused

Youused to be noted for a “professional
drunk” image-has thatchanged?
“Sincerely, Idon’'twanttoromanticise
liquor to the point ofridiculousness.”

Wouldyoulike adrinknow?
“Maybelshouldhaveabeer, whatdo
youthink?Imean, whattimeisithere?
I'llhaveaBeck’s.”

You've gotyour youngerlisteners to
think of; you’'ve got to setan example.
“Yah, settingan example. WellIdon’t
think there’sanythingwrongwitha
littlesherrybeforeretiring, read alittle
Balzacand thenlayout.Idon’tdrink

torace each otherto thebusstop.”

Hisrelationship with WEA turned sour when
hetried torelease Swordfishtrombonesasthe
follow-up to Heartattack And Vine.

“Theyhearditbuttheydidn’trecogniseit,
soamidstallthebrokenglassand barbed
wirel crawled outbetween thelegs of the
presidents. Itwasthe bigshakedown at
Gimble’s—business,Iguess.”

Itclosed a chapterin Waits’ life—he moved
outof Hollywood’sinfamous Tropicana Motel,
splitwith Cohen andhis girlfriend Rickie Lee
Jones, and signed toIsland. The '70shadn’t
beenanaltogether easyride for Waits—

“I dont want to
romanticise
liquor to the

point of
ridiculousness”

anddrive.Ienjoyalittle cocktail before supper,
whodoesn’t?”

Americaseems tobeswamped with heroes
like never before—bulkybull-headed
killingmachineslike Stallone, Norris

and Schwarzenegger are packingthemin
inthemovie theatreson Times Square. It’s
acomplete contrastto thecharactersyou
create on Rain Dogs.
“Aheroain’tnothingbutasandwich. It’s tough
ontheheroes, all theyreallywanttodoisstrip
youofyourname, rank, and serial number. It’s
likeahanging, aburlesque, it's spooky. They

constantlyon theroad, oftenasastadium

supporttoanincongruous Frank Zappa.It'srumoured he employed
a$250-a-week stooge to bawl atbackstage and came close tobeing
ruined by thelifestylehe drewon. Certainly his business was notalways
conducted wisely; publishingrights for some ofhis greatest compositions
fellinto otherhands.

“Maybe that’swhyIwrite so many songs now; the songs Iwrite now
belongto me, notsomeone in the Bronx. [did notstayabreast of whatwas
happeningtome.'mhappiertobe onasmalllabel, Blackwellis artistic,
aphilanthropist. Youcansitand talkwithhim and youdon'tfeel you're
atTexaco or Heineken or Budweiser. There’s something operating here
thathasabrain, curiosityand imagination.”

Swordfishtrombonesintroduced ademented, exotic parade band to
dealwith the musicaljunklyingin American attics and basements. Rain
Dogs continues whereitleft off, and though Waitsiswritingabout the
samesortofcharactershe hasfor the past 15 years, the situations he
placesthemin differwildly—maybe they've been transplanted to a dusty
western ghosttown where the saloon-bar pianist never stops, or cast
adrifton the Titanic while theband playmariachitangos and crazy
polkas. He canstill playitstraight, too—dig the country-blue bitters of
“Blind Love”, thelonesome lullaby “Hang Down Your Head” -butin
general thereassembling of musicalinfluencesis perfectlyinkeeping
with thenewimages and rhythms ofhis ownlanguage.

Rain Dogsisthe firstWaits LP made entirely in New York; the bleakness
and claustrophobianever far from the surface bears this out. He’slived in
ninedifferent places since movinghere-atthe momentheresides
between the New York State Armoury and National Guard recruiting
centreand the Salvation Armyheadquarters.

Whydidyoucomehere?

“Icamehere for the shoes;it’sareal good town forshoes. Itamazes me—

Ithinkit'sagood time for musicwhenit’sa good time for shoes. Youlook
intheshoestore and you see them trimmed down with the pointsjustso
—theythrillme, really.”

Whenwas thelasttime shoes were sogood?
“Youwait 15years, it’salongwait. In the meantime you go where youhave
to—Fairfax, 36thand Downing, 9thand Hennepinin Minneapolis.”

Whenyou’re putting together your group, is asense ofhumour
important?

“That’showyouauditionthem, you tellthemajokeandiftheydon’t
laugh thenit’shitthebricks, pal.”

haveyoualldressed upwithahaton, makeup
and astick thatgoesup thebackofyourneck. Thentheytake a 12-gauge
shotgun andblowyour head off.”

Youworked with Sylvester Stallone once in the movie ParadiseAlley.
Haveyouseen Rambo?
“Nolhaven't,[don’twantto getdrawninto somethingherejustbecause
Idid someworkonce becauseIneeded the bread.
“Americahasbeenlookingfor somewhere to put the Vietnam war for
solong. We're making movies to help us forget. You hear the budget for
the film was so manymillions of bucks, and here’s this guywith all his
musclesand abigmachine gun. Butthe veterans were treated like
dogmeat. The film budget was so manymillions of dollars and they get
$100amonth.”

Howdid you avoid thedraftduring the’60s?

“IwasinIsrael onakibbutz. NoIwasn't, that’salie.Iwasin Washington,
sir. Iwasinthe White House asan aide. Igotexcused, theway anyone
would getasnote from school: ‘Dear Mr President, Tomissick todayand
won'tbe able tocomealong.”

Canyourememberwhyyoubecame amusicianin thefirstplace?
“Icouldn’tgetinto medical school; the administration at the time made
itdifficult forme.”

Iheard youwanted to do neurosurgery.

“Iwanted to help out, Iwanted to combine yardwork and medicine.
WhenIwasyoungIwanted tobeapoliceman-Iliked the uniform,
Iwanted abitofauthority—but thatchanged too.”

Theinfluence and approach of thelate HarryPartch (asometime hobo
and creator of anew musical notation played on his own range of
instruments) is evident on Swordfishtrombones. What about his work
appealed toyou?
“Ihaveafriend called Francis Thuumwho played the Partch
chromelodeon. Helivesdownbythebeachinaplace called Leisure
World. He drinks the Ballantine’s, loves the Scotch, the 12-year-old single
malt. Hedrinks plentyofitandit’s gothiminto plenty of trouble.
“Anyway, he showed me Partchhad aninstrument called the blowboy,
itsoundedlikeatrain whistle;itwas atrain whistle, onlyitwas histrain
whistle. It blew from out of bellows, reeds and organ pipes; he could play
itwith hisfootlike apump organ and go ‘hooway, hooway’.Iswearitwas
asound thatwould breakyourheart. Theysaidinalittledocumentary »
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thatthe instruments he made were so beautiful, they
looked like skeletons.

“Iguessljustgotmore curious, Iwasgettinglazy.
I'mjusttryingtofind differentways of saying the
same thing. [used to heareverythingwith atenorsaxophone;IThadavery
particular musical wardrobe. I've opened up abitmore.”

Doyouthinkyoucantellalotaboutacountryfromthe thingsitdiscards?
“Iguessyoucan,Idon’tknow. Everythingin the United States is made so
that-IvaanteetandIvaanteetallnow. Peoplejustdon’thave the time,
whatdoyoudo? Theywantthings fast, butit’slike an aquarium-yousit
waitinganditall comesbyagain. Ilike to mixit; youcanlearnsomething
fromeverything.”

Yourwriting seems to follow asimilar path—you’re neither acurator
noradocumentor. The world you create jumbles memory, realityand
imagination to make its ownreality. How the listener applies that to
theirrealityisup to them.
“Ithinkalotofthat comesfrom beingin New York. Everythingis
heightened;you'relooking through thatinto this, beyond thisinto that.
Yougetpicked up byaChinese cabdriverin the Jewish district, gotoa
Spanishrestaurantwhere youlistento aJapanese tango band and eat
Brazilianfood.It’sallblended.

“New York’sbeensettled by people thatare very separateinaway. They
retain their own culture, itsrules, religions and customs. You knowwhen
you pass over the border from oneinto the other.”

Foryouasamusician, isitallup for grabs?

“Notsomuchtobeused, Ijusttrytoenjoy. There’saplace where Nigeria
willlapseinto Louisiana; there’s things about music thathappen
spontaneously and you move into places thatwould otherwise have no
connection. Ifyouplayacertainrhythm and moveitalittle, itbecomes
somethingelse; moveitbackanditbecomesaCarpathianwaltz; moveit
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“New Yorkislikea
weapon...it'sintense”:
messingaboutdown
bytheHudsonriver,
September1985

furtherand youhave a Gamelan trajectory coming

in.Itcreatesits own geography.

“loverdub now, 'm more paranoid. WhenIwas
workingontwo-trackIdid everythingstraight. Or

maybe thatmeansI'mless paranoid now, because 'mnotafraid to useit.

Butyoucan’tgetanyideasfrom machinery.”

RainDogswaswritten atthe same time as the Franik’s Wild Years
musical. Did they overlap?

“I'tried to keep them separate. Rain Dogsislike... well, Idon’twant to
sound too dramatic, butIwanted there to be aconnection between the
tracks.Iwas goingto callit ‘Beautiful Train Wrecks’ or ‘Evening Train
Wrecks’. SometimesIclose myeyesrealhard andIseea picture of what
Iwant. Thatsong ‘Singapore’ startedlike that, Richard Burtonwith a
bottle offestival brandy preparingto go onboard ship.I tried tomake
myvoice like his—“In the kingdom of the blind the one-eyed man is king” —
Itook thatfrom Orwell, I think.”

Whichbook?
“Mary Poppins, one of the bigones.”

Films and childhood seem important to your work. Where did you first
seefilmswhenyouwereakid?

“Itwas called the Globe Theatre and theyhad some unusual double bills.
Isaw The Pawnbroker onthe samebill as 101 DalmatianswhenIwas 11.
Ididn’'tunderstandit,and nowIthinkthe programme director musthave
beenmentallydisturbed orhad asicksense ofhumour.

“Iliked going to movies, butI didn’tgetlostin them. Some people
wouldrather spend time in the movies than anywhere else. On certain
daysIwould watch 10 movies, spend all day from 10in the morning to
midnight going from movie to movie. But then it’s the world outside that
becomesthefilm; the timein-betweentakes onaveryweird
arrangement, that’swhatyouwatch, not the movies.”



TOM WAITS

Alotofthesongson Rain Dogsseem tobe
aboutdeath.
“‘CemeteryPolka’isafamilyalbum.Alot of my
relatives are farmers, they’re eccentric, aren’t
everyone'srelatives? Maybe itwas stupid to put
themonthealbum, becausenowIgetirate calls
saying, “Tom, how canyoutalkaboutyour Aunt
Maime and your Uncle Biltmorelike that?’ ‘But
Mum, Isay, ‘they did make amillion during
World War Two and you'llnever see any ofit. It’s
time someone exposed them.”

Howdid Keith Richards cometobe on
thealbum?

“Sometimes |
close my eyes
real hard and I
see a picture of
what I want”

Itellthemit’s good to write oninstruments you
don’tunderstand.”

Nojolly-ups around the old joanna?
“It'sfirewood as farasI'm concerned. Slowly
I'vestarted peelingthe boards offuntil there’s
nothingleftbutmetal, stringsandivory.”

Many of your prime influences were self-
destructive. Doyoufeel asense of dutynot
togetensnaredin thatmyth?
“I'thinkit’sbettertoburnhardthantorot,
Ithinkthat’sright.Idon’treallyfeelasense
of duty, 'mnotin the army. Things thatyou

“We'rerelatives, Ididn’trealiseit. We metin
awoman’slingerie shop; we were buying brassieres for our wives. They
hadalittle place atthe back there where you could have a drink, two cups
atatime.

“No, he’sbeenborrowing money from me for solong thatIhad to put
astoptoit. He’sagentleman; he cameinto the studio and took his hat off
andall thesebirdsflewout.”

“UnionSquare” isgreat-itsoundslike the Stones haven’tbeen able
toforyears.

“I'was goingto throw thatsongout.Isaid, ‘Call the dustman, thisone’s
chewingonthe dead. Butsomebodysaid, ‘There’ssomethingthere.
‘Hell,' Tsaid, ‘thereisn’t’ Thenhe camein—-onthe clockhestandswith his
headat3andhisarmat10.Isaid howcanamanstandlike thatwithout
fallingover, unless he has a2001b-test fishingline suspending him from
the ceiling? It waslike something out of Arthur—he comesin with his
guitarvaletandit’s, ‘Oh Keef, shall we try the Rickenbacker?’

Howdid “Frank’s Wild Years” turninto amusical?
“Thesongwaslikeafortune cookie; after IwroteitI thought, ‘What
happened to thisguy?’ Everybody knows guyslike that, people you
haven’'tseeninalongtime-whathappensto these people? What
happened toJohn Chrisswicky? OhJesus,John’s second wifelefthim and
hewenttoworkinaslaughterhouse forawhile. Thenhewasina
renderingunit. Of course, his dad was always in the wine business; that
didn'tinterestJohn.Thearhe ended up asamercenarysoldier.

“People go through those permutationsin different stages of their life;
perceived by someoneelseitcanlookstrange.Iimagined Frankalong
thoselines. Y’see, my folks splitupwhenIwasakidand... Heylook, let
megiveyou $100 and I'lllie down on the couch over there, youtake notes
andseeifwecan’'tgettothe
bottom of this.”

Howdoesitfeel tobegetting
older andseeingyourinfluence
spread? The Pogueswrite
about“RainDogs” in London;
I’'msure they’d acknowledge you
asaninspiration.
“Well, that’s great, that'swhatit’s
allabout. Youbreakalittle trail,
youcome through to here, and you
leave some thingsbehind.
“ThePoguesllike, they'reragged
andfull of it. They seem to come on
traditional and eccentric. They
shout-Ilike the shouting.Ilike
AgnesBernelle, FallingJamesand
TheLeavingTrains, Jack Drakeand
TheBlack Ducks, theyplaya
drunkenreverie, noinstruments,
theyjustbangonthings.Ilikesome
ofthatmetal music, makingmusic
outofthingsthat cometohand.”

Haveyougotanyadvice for
would-be musicians?
“Champagneforyourrealfriends,
real painforyoursham friends.

writeabouthavebeenwritten aboutbefore, so

Idon’tfeel 'm breaking new ground oranything. Allyoucandoislisten
tothe things thatare ofvalue toyouand tryto find a place for yourself.

“Idon’twanttosound too serious here, butit’slike whenyou're together
with people foralongtime and talkingabout the things only youknow.
Thatmustbe theverysad thingaboutgettingveryold and allyour friends
die, and you're talkingto some guy and he’snoddingand saying, ‘Yeah,
yeah, andyou're thinking, ‘Yeah, buthe doesn’treally know.”

Howwould youlike toberemembered?

“Jesus Christ,I'm 19 years old and you're askingme howIwanttobe
remembered. On my gravestone [wantit to say ‘I told youIwassick’.
Achievementis for the senators and scholars. Atone time I had ambitions,
butThad themremoved byadoctorinBuffalo.Itstarted asacyst, itgrew
undermyarmandIhadtohave newshirts made, itwas awful. ButThave
theminajarathomenow.”

asuitable photo location. Down towards the river the apartment
blocks get more dilapidated, the wind howls and we watch abum
foragingin alitter bin.

“There’sthatguy, I haven'tseen himin ages,Iwonderwhere he’sbeen,”
says Tom, likehe'd justseen an old friend. He tells me he thought Paul
Young’sversion of “Soldier’s Things” was alittle puffed up, but “it’s always
nice when someone covers your songs. Some of them are orphans, they
needahome.” He talks aboutleaving New York.

“Asyougetolder, the things itwas once important to have around you
becomeless so, especiallywith children. New Yorkislike aweapon, you
livewithallthese contradictions and it’sintense, sometimes unbearable.
It'saplacewhereyouthinkyoushould be doing more aboutwhatyousee
aroundyou, aplacewherethe
deadlineto getthe picture of the
bum outside your apartment
becomes moreimportant thanhis
deadlinetogetacrustoraplaceto
sleep, whichisareal deadline.

“Yousee thingslike the $400 shoe
followed by the $500 ballgown
steppinginto the pool ofblood
from the bumthatwaskilled the
nightbefore. That’swhatIwas
tryingto getinthatsong ‘Clap
Hands’-“Youcanalwaysgeta
millionaire to shovel all the coal”,
becausemillionaireslike to go
places thatare downbeat, that
aren’tso chi-chi.”

S OMETIME LATERWE’RE driving around New Yorklooking for

November4,1985:
onstageatthe
Concertgebouw
inAmsterdam

Wherewould youlike

tolive, Tom?

“Kansas, it'sagood placeto
dream.Youwakeupinthe
morning,lookoutthe window
and don’tsee anything, youmake
itallup.I'dhaveaporch,amean
dogandal2-gauge shotgun. You
wouldn’tthrowyourbaseballinto
myyard, buddy; you'd neverseeit
again.” GavinMartin ®
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Very much without
critical permission,
are picking MELODY MAKER
up a large following.
On TV with their
singles, in the flesh
they face a press
who think they are
“the muppets of
goth”. Not fair, they
say. “What we’ve
been through as
individuals can be
very complicated.”



“Wejustdowhat
webelievein™:

Cultfrontmanlan
Astburyin1985
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unleash, exhibits, inhis own favoured condemnation of others, “avery
closed mind”. For someone so intentonlettingitbe known he’sintent on
learning, Ian actuallyneverlistens; hejuststares awayinto amore
importantworld ofhis own and sometimes deigns to descend to mylevel
tosayhis peace piece.I'dsayhewasstoned but....

“Thefunniestthingabout the musicbusinessis thatthe peoplewho are
mostinto therock'n’roll clichelifestyle are the oneswhose publicimageis
theleastlike that. We don't take drugs, we've never done it. That’s justa
personalway thisband are,and Isupposeit’saparadox. We'rearock
band-we'vebeensayingthatfor quiteawhilenowanditwasn’ttoo
acceptableayearand ahalfago, itwaslike puttingyourheadina
guillotine. The times have maybe changed alittle bitnow.”

Ithinkwe'd better startagain...

The Cultare here, now, today, on Top Of The Pops, for better or worse,
andeverytimeitaffectsmeIthinkof thathandiest of phrases: Those who
donotlearnfromhistoryare doomed torepeatit. Or some such.

AndThe Cult. The Cultarearockband with accoutrements, aren’t they?
Aswagger away from Black Sabbath. Somethingso old that they’renew.
Therockofages. “Everythingin thisworld right nowis fast, fast, fast,” Ian
informsme, fiddlingwith his Led Zeppelin badge. “Fastfood, fast TV, fast
sex, fasteverything. And peoplejustskimon the surface all the time, and
Ithinkalotofjournalistslookatus onthe surface and pickup oncertain
things. Like the North American Indian thing—butthatdidn’tjust
happentomeovernight, thatwas an experience thathappened tome
over five or sixyears. And hippies...”

Ah, hippies. Glad he broughtitup. The new Cultalbum’s called Love,
andthereare some outtherewhowill tellyouit’sallyouneed. Notme.
Whenwe branded Ian asaspitter for Neil The
Hippy, Iwasn’texactlywhatyou'd call blameless.
Andnowhere’s thismanwho claims he’saboy, with
hairhalfwaydown his back, wearinga cowboy hat
with an owl’sfeatherinit, snakeskin cowboyboots
with gold pointsand a Cure badge, staringinto
middlespaceand asking...

“What’sahippy? Alot ofkids who come to seeus
haven’teven gotany conception ofwhatahippy
is, exceptformaybe a teacheratschoolwithlong
hairand abeard and some olderkids have said,

‘Oh, that’sahippy. Y’know.Igot called a hippy
inthe streetbysome 14-year-old kids the other
day-Iwonderwhere they got it from?”

Iwonder...

“Look, whatthefuckisahippy?Ithink people see
ahippyassomeguywithlonghairand glasseswith a peace sign
andflared trousers—it’sjustanimage, like punk.”

“Whatdoes punkmeannow?” asks Billy, aless bolshie Idol.
Here comes the answer: “It’sa deprecating term. ‘Let’sgo and
laugh atthe punks down the King’sRoad.”

“It'sthatguyin the NatWestadvert,” sayslan. “The onewith
the Mohican haircutwho spitsat people and headbuttswalls.”

Ian’s dead proud of havingmissed punk. Hewasin Canadaat
thattime, in thearmy, and whenheheard the Pistols, of course,
itchanged hislife. He came over here, hungoutinall theright
places, metall theright people and picked up on the vibe after
theeventasitwere. This, for someinexplicablereason, gives
him aunique hindsight which promptshim to pontificate:
“Ithinkit’sreallynice what'shappeningnowbecauseit’s
unquantifiable. Because so many things have gonein the past,
Ithinkwhatwe doisanamalgamation ofall those different
influencesandit’sgonnabealotlongerlasting.”

“Alotofthingshavebeenin thenegative,” says Billy. “Maybe
nowisthetimefor... well, the positive. That'sbeenaterrible
word forafewyears, almostfrightening, butmaybe what we're
involved withis thefirstthingthat’s positive. Every other fashion
—hippies, acidrock, punk-seemed to beincrediblyagainst
something. We'renotnecessarily againstin thatobviousway.”

Ithinkwe’'d better startagain... The Cultwere once Southern
Death Cult, positive punks, whatever thatironic misnomerwas
meanttomean. Then theywere Death Cult, burying their
heartsatwoundedknees protruding throughjeansripped
justso. Then theywere The Cult, aband going places playing
turgid heavymetal with aspirations elsewhere.I've seenand
hearditallbefore, butthen...

[ )
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“Youtake awalkin Newcastle and thekids are expressingalot of things
inthewaythey’re dressingnow, and theylookto abandlikeustobeus,
we, perhaps for the firsttime,” says Billy. “Inasortof perverse way, they
seeusstandingup towhattheyseeasavery conservative music press.
Kidsthink that the NME and Melody Makerare always going on about
new funkrockandall this, thatand the other,and when they go and see
thesebands, they’rebored out of their minds. So theylookaround and
think, ‘Well, what the fuckis there that’s excitingaround here?’ And they
looktous. That'swhyyouseekidsin bright-green paisleyshirts—they’re
lookingforrealbandsthatthey canactually getexcited about.

“Tagreewith theattitude that, in thelate '60s, a certain group of people
gotso farup theirown asses, theyshitall over themselves,” saysIan.
“Theydid contradict themselves, butlookwhatit produced, look at the
imagination, lookwhatitactuallystarted. The fact thatso manyyoung
people could go onthe streetand stop awar. The fact that you've got CND
now.Imean, we'renotinto any politicalmovements or anything, butat
thesametime, CNDisapowerful cause, they're on about the same thing,
theywannafuckin’ survive, theywannahave somewhere tolive. All that
was produced from the '60s—alot of very positive things came out of it as
wellasalot ofnegative self-indulgence.”

Ifthe’60sachieved anything, it created ayouthin the sense that, before,
youwereaboyandthenaman, oragirland thenawoman’ there was
nothingin-between, there was no fashion. In otherwords, the '60s made
young people the most powerful force on Earth solelybecauseitsuited
someone to do so. Theywere the biggest market.

“Young people, the most powerful? And so theyshould be,” saysIan.

Anyyeteverythingabout The Cultscreams for the extermination of the
generation gap in order thatlyrics suchas “It rained
flowers when the music began” (“Nirvana”) or “I'mon
firelikeakiss fromthelipsofRa” (“Phoenix”), guitar
solosfilched wholesale from Hendrixand costumes

The Cultin1985:
(c/wisefrom
left) Billy Duffy,
LesWarner,
JamieStewart
andlanAstbury



nicked from The Incredible String Band align neatly
with their self-esteeming notion of rebellion.
Billyreckons “youngkids pick up Are You
ExperiencedoraDoorsalbumandit’smind-blowing
becauseit’sso good and they've grown up never
beingtold thatthis great musichappened. To them
it’slikeanewgroup.”
Ithinkwe'dbetterstartagain...It'snotthatl

bazookasonitandJapanesenoseflutes.” It’sasif
denial of theidiotic excuses the obvious.
Ithinkwe’'d better startagain...
“Wehaven’ttalked about deliberate provocation,”
says Billy. “Like callingthe album Love. ‘Love’isa
very powerful word and it can mean many things,
notjustfallinginand outof. Tousit’saboutrespect,
spaceand, perhaps, happiness.It'san

haveanythingagainst The Cult, it’sjustthat, for
anartthatpurportstothrive onrevolution, pop’s
anindustryparanoiacally opposed to change.
Weused tosay thehaircuts maydifferbutthe
hype’sstillthesame. Noweven the haircutsdon’t
change,andIdon’tthinkit'sbeingtoo cynical to
suggestthatthe abolition of the memory of past
indulgencesisn’texactlyapassporttoheaven.
“Myimage of the '60sisromantic,” saysIan to
nooneinparticular. “The colours, the clothes,
themusicand theambience of the concert-not
somuch thedrugculture thatwentalongwith
itbutthe feel of community; alotof people
comingtogetherand somethingreally exciting

“We're
skimming the
surface of
something
quite spiritual”

irreverenceto certain things thathavebeen
setup, certainbarriers thathave been putup by
themediatosaytokids, Don’texplore that
area, we'vebeendownthere andit’s awaste of
time. Basically, allyou've got tolive foris this,
because that’swhatwelike.”

The Cultsubversive? I thinkwe’d better start
again... Andyet,lookaround you. Maybe the
blackleatherandbeads, the junkie crossand
theJesuslocksaresomesortofrenegade
alternative to Wham!. Attheveryleast The Cult
say “Discover theworld”, not “Take a package
holiday to Torremolinos”. This maybe crucial:
“Itwould beso easyforustogoand pissall over

happening.I'dlike to be able to experience that
inthisdayand age,and whenIgo outandlookforit, 'mbeginningto
experienceit.Itdoesn’'texist. It’s there if you wantit.”

He cites Alice InWonderland, the hardly notorious psychedelic
revivalistdungeon in Soho, as the epitome of what he’s talking about.
Aplacewhereyou cangoand meetlike minds, listen to Blue Cheerand
ponder the meaningoflife... I thinkwe’'d better startagain...

Eventheirdenial of clichesis cliched, they’re buried thatfarin the
rock'n’rollmyth.

“Somebody-IthinkitwasNick Cave-once said somethingalongthe
lines of, ‘What’sacliche? A clicheis the bestway of expressing or doing
something, and becauseit’s the best, it'sbecomea cliche,” says Billy.
“That, I think, sortof sums the whole thing up. We almost used to
apologise for our existence when we started because we didn't feel we
were Supertramp. ButIthink the fact thatso manypeople are eitherinto
thebands orinto the music, that’s the justification.”

“Wereflectwhat’s goingon,” Ianinsists. “We’re typical English kids, and
Ithinkvaguenessand confusion are definitelyabig partof people’slives,
theunspokenword, what’sitallabout?Ithink thatelementisforwardin
whatwe dobecause we're quite honestand open about things. Wehaven't
tried to contrive one formulawhichisverysimple and easy to understand,
because whatwe’ve experienced, whatwe've been through asindividuals,
canbeverycomplicated.”

This, I presume, iswhy theirsongs areincomprehensible?

“Weain'tgotallthe answers. Whatare the answers to everything? Alot
of people putpressure onus, asan alternative group. Remember, at one
stageinthe Banshees’ career, people werelooking to them and saying,
‘Whatthe fuckareyousaying? Whereisitin blackand white? Are you
socialists orareyou conservatives? We wantsome sortof doctrine from
you." Well, Ithinkwe’ve got to asimilar stage in our career; people are
trying to drawmanifestos out of the group and they’re not there.”

The Cultare the Muppets Of Goth, notthe Wizards Of Oz. Likening
themselves to the Bansheesis patentlyludicrous, because they don’t
have the credentials, theyhaven’tforged anything of themselves, they've
followed in footsteps and bided their time, rebellion reduced toits
meekest, warriors drained to theirweakest. They're compliant with
expectation, they’re shadow-rioting, make-believe tripping, they're
makinganonsense of mystery. And alot of people who don’tknowbetter,
alotof peoplewho should know better, are being seduced by the noise,
takeninbythenuanceandignoringthe nonsense forwantofanything
better burning more brightly.
“Emotionsaresomethingyoucan'tcliche,” claims Billy. “Ithink,in the
earlydays, wewere chasing our tailsaround trying to find some obscure
angle tocommunicate somethingbasicallyvery simple. We went along
thatpathwith some of our earlyrecords, searching for somethingwhen
the obvious thingwas screamingatus. There’sno pointmeandering for
sixmonthstryingto makeasonggo to Tibet.”
This, presumably, iswhy, when I ask Billywhat’s the worst thing The
Cultcould do, hereplies: “Make a conceptalbum about gerbils and use

]: THINKWE’D BETTER start again...

Rolls-Royces or do abigturd outside the House
OfCommons or sign ourrecord contract outside Buckingham Palace and
besickeverywhere or to tell Top Of The Popsto fuck off, but doing things
like thatis bad because youlead people to believe you're something
you'renot.Ithinkwe’reresponsible to ouraudiencein the sense thatwe
dowhatwefeelisright; we don’t tryand presentsomething that’snotus.”

Inshort, The Cultare honestly clueless. Ithinkwe’'d better startagain....

Ithink The Cultare hugelylikedlargelyforreasons they claim to abhor,
for the big gestures, not the sincere gibberish.

“What'’s therightreason and what'’s the wrongreason?” Ian asks
enigmatically. “Wejustdo whatwebelievein, and I thinkit'sbasically
agood thing, Idon’tthinkit’sevil.”

Ah, thatveneer of dimension all overagain. Foraband who claim so
vehementlytobe the sum of their experiences, The Cult, liveand on
record, are the most po-faced, humourless groupit’s possible to
contemplate. They deny the brighter side of existence for the sake of their
preciousimage, animage complete with pseudo-religious trimmings.

“There’snoreligionin this country,” mourns poorIan. “Christianity,
the spiritualsside, is averyspecial part of people’slives, it gives them
strengthjusttolive and the only thing forkids tolook tois the music.

“Musicmatters. A 14-year-old kid buysaDuran Duranrecord, grows up
alittle bit, becomesalittle more wise towhat’s goingon and sees that
DuranDuranaren’treally sayingwhat they feel, so they go onto
somethingelse, maybe the Frankies, somethingalittle bitheavier,
somethingthatmakesastatement. And then theybecomebored with
thatand theyend upwithus.”

Apastiche ofknowledge?

“Well, there’s ahell ofalot ofkids out there who haven't experienced
punkrockoramind-expandingexperience;they’vejust picked up on
things for themselves. AndI thinknow’s the time thatanew generation’s
comingup, for the first time, thatwants something new.”

Whatlan’s pitchingforis, of course, progressiverock, the notion of
something more deep and meaningful than somethingelse. And equally,
of course, thatwayself-indulgencelies. And worse. ..

“We're skimmingthe surface of something quite spiritual...”

SeewhatImean?

“Wedon'treallywant to quantifyit.Ifind it very, veryrare to bump into
peoplewho are communicating on the samelevel, because they’re so
hungup onlooking cool orhanginground with theright people.It’s so
hard tomeet people who are tuned into something more than the
rationalworld. We're called hippies because we'reinto life, right?”

Uh?

“Look, there’s certain thingswe just can’t talkaboutbecause there’san
incredible danger of beingmisinterpreted. It'sreally sad and unfortunate,
butthat’sthewayitis.”

Ithinkwe'dbetterstartagain... “When punkhappened to me, Ididn’t
wantto goand make ahome for myselfand getawife and kids and that.
Iwanted togo outand meet people and enjoybeingalive and, ifanything,
Iguessthat’'stheband’s message: inwhatever wayyou can, live your life,
enjoyitwhileyou'rehere, it’s yourtime.”

Atlast. Theend. SteveSutherland ®
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Back with a synth-heavy
and political album, the
new isn’t
so unlike the old one. “The
disillusionment, the killing
of the president, the

stain of the Vietnamese
war...” she says, recalling
her landmark 1970s work.
“It was a natural thing

for people to look

into themselves.”
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CENE ONE: JONI Mitchell, New Paintings
And Songs, an evening benefit for the
Museum Of Contemporary Art at the
James Corcoran Gallery, Santa Monica
Boulevard, Los Angeles.
(Subtitled: All the people at this party/!
They'vegotalot of stylel They've got stamps of many
countries/ They'vegot passport smiles/ Somearefriendly/
Someare cutting/ Some are watching it from the wings/
Givingto getsomething...”
“People’s Parties” from the album CourtAnd Sparkby
JoniMitchell, 1973.)

Alowbuildinginaparade ofliquor stores, restaurants
and othersub-glamorousservice industry ephemera.
Outside, faceswatch figures emerging from cabs and
limousines. Inside, faces are watchingfaces...

Mitchell’shusband LarryKlein, handsome eyes
shining,is talkingwith abeamingPat Metheny, who
suddenly throws hishead backandlaughsdelightedly.
Aposseofthe curious, gathered close byin the as-yet-
uncrowdedroom, pause mid-conversation and smile,
anxioustoshareinthejoke. Atallyoungmanwithavideo
camerabalanced onhisshoulder movesin towards the
room’sdominant canvas, avastand semi-figurative work
titled Dog Eat Dog, like Mitchell'snew LP. Heisrecording
theeventforJapaneseTV...

ShelleyDuvallislooking earnestlyatawork called The
Marriage Of Church And State, which featuresasoiled »



“Thewesternworldhas
allthe symptomsof
downfall”: JoniMitchell

backstageatthefirst
FarmAidconcert,
September1985
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crucifixhammered onto an American flag. Within the Stars And Stripes
there standsasmallarmy of toy-shop tin generals tacked onbyhand. A
woman squeezes past, wine glass aloft. “My God, that’s Barbi Benton. She
looksnoolder,” saysawhisperinherwake...aflurryofexcitementinthe
entrance halland Mitchell herselfis here. The presenceis palpable, long
before hertrademarkblackberetcan be glimpsed amid the clamour,
because waves of peopleradiate from her wherever she moves.

Closesttoherare the friends with whom she exchanges kissesand
conversation mindful oftheaudience. Next there are the friends of those
friendslisteningin. And by them, abroader band of spectatorswatch the
listenerslistening. Further backlinger the shy, the single, the resolutely
un-star-struck. Fame, it seemsactslike a pebble dropped intoa pond.

“...Life’sbeen pretty good to you, hasn’tit?” abeautiful, dark-haired girl
withwide-open eyesisaskingJack Nicholson asheloungesinadoorway
grantingaudiences to a procession of youngcallers. “Yeah,” repliesJack,
giving thatslow, wicked smile and tiltinghis shades forward alittle.
“Life’sbeen fuckinggreat...”

Wayne Shorter’s saxophone trails behind the general conversation
andrises to the ceiling-like cigarette smoke in the smaller of the gallery’s
twomainrooms.Itis Dog Eat Dogbeing played on continuousloop
throughloudspeakers. Mitchellisnow circulatingamongher guests.
Havingbeenintroduced to Sheena Easton, sheis craning forwardin
conversation. “You're fromasmall town too, aren’tyou?” those passing
canhearherask.

Outsideinthe warm, dark-blue night, departingguestsarebeing
presented with copies of the new album. One group pauses on the
sidewalk discussing the paintingsinside. “Iexpected them tobe more
figurative somehow, like herrecord covers,” says oneman. Asked about
this, herfirstever collected exhibition of artwork, Mitchell will say later,
“Attheirmosttrivialyoucould think of them [her paintings] as party
decorations for therelease of thenewalbum. At theirmost trivial, they
areatleastthatgood.”
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Management, North Doheny Drive, Los Angeles. Joni Mitchell
turns aside from the birthday celebrations of her manager’s
secretary, wipes crumbs from her fingers, and dissects herart,
her music and herincreasingly troubled view of America and the
wider world.

(Subtitled: “Fiction of obediencel Fiction of rebellion/ Fiction of the goody-
goody andthe hellion/Fiction of destroyers/ Fiction of preservers/ Fiction of
peacemakers and shitdisturbers...”

“Fiction”, from the album Dog Eat DogbyJoniMitchell, 1985.)

S CENETWO:AFTERNOON tea at the offices of Peter Asher

Theflaxen-hairedfiguresittingbehind alarge glass deskin asmall
side officelooks tired. JoniMitchell at41 isanintriguing mixture of sage
andschoolgirl. Clothes are elegant, expensively understated, heavysilk
sleeves carelesslyrolled up, emerald suede shoes slipped on and off
unconsciously while consideringaresponse. Thelookis anything
butHollywood, just minutes the down the boulevard, and the effectas
unselfconsciousascanbe.Butherbeautyand candourare asdisarming
ashermusic.

Thisisthewoman, bornin Fort Macleod, Alberta, and raised in
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, who began singingwhileatartschoolin
Calgary; whomarried and divorced the folk singer Chuck Mitchellin the
mid-'60s; whose songs “The Circle Game” and “Both Sides Now” were
recorded by otherartists (Tom Rush and Judy Collinsrespectively) before
shereleased her first solo album; whose song “Woodstock”, from her
third album Ladies of The Canyon, became the anthem for a generation;
whoreleased theultimate bedsitter-land soundtrack with 1971’s Blue,
expandedits folk-pop concernsin the following year’s For The Roses, then
sold self-pitydown the Swaneein the search forjazz.

Thisistheartistwhose 1974 release CourtAnd Spark standstodayasa
milestone of romanticintrospection, leadinginto a double, Miles ofAisles,
reworkingherexistingsongbookin ajazz-aware framework thatwould

“Wewereakindof

freakygeneration;

veryself-centred

asarule,inagood

wayandabadway’:
N Mitchellin1985




itselflead to 1976's historic The Hissing Of Summer
Lawns. Animpressionistic collection ofjazz-pop
vignettes, it contrasted the sterilelife of her
suburbansisters with the threateningbutfertile
jungleworld lying beyond the well-manicured
lawnsand airyinteriors of Beverly Hills and Bel-Air...
Thisin turnwould be developed into the paired-
down, minimaljazzaccompaniments of Hejira, an
albumthatpaired Mitchell’s guitar with the brooding
electricbass work of Weather Report playerJaco Pastorius
onsongsaboutflight, fame, fearand escape.

JONI MITGHELL

opennessregardinghomosexuality, the decadent
theatrereflectingthe repressed savageness ofa
culture. Lookat German theatre before Hitler.It's
verysimilarto MTVwithallitsblack studs, thatone
pocket thatrockwent through a couple ofyearsago
thatwas dominantlysavage, apocalyptic... the
enactmentofsurvivingaholocaust...savage
scavengers. Even though there’sacertain
theatricalness, there’salsoatruth toit.” Thisawareness,
coupled with the stability of marriage, led her away from
whatotherswould call her confessional muse.

Theseachievements alone would assureJoni
Mitchell ofher place in some cobwebbed hall of
all-timefame. Butadd a career that continued
toflourish (artisticallyifnot commercially)
throughastillmore fullyblooded romance
withjazz onstudio double-album Don Juan’s
Reckless Daughter and the collaboration with
the then-dying composer and bassist Charles
Minguson 1979’s Mingus, and itbecomes more
difficult to fathom Joni Mitchell’'s placein the
scheme of things.

Hasshereleased an electro albumusing
synthesized voices to disguise the vocal
shortcomings ofbeingmiddle-aged? Has she

“T'he dream,
everything
that America
stood for, was
broken”

“Inever thoughtof myselfsomuchasa
confessional songwriter,” she says, “butin order
thatmyworkshould have vitality, I feltIshould
writeinmyownblood. The closeritwas to my
directexperience, thelessitwasgoingtobe
hearsay, the more poignancyitshould have. My
jobasIseeitistobeawitness.lamawitnessto
my times. The world had become so mysterious
from the vantage pointofthe '70s. The
disillusionment, thekilling of the president, the
stainof the Vietnamese war. It was anatural
thingfor people tolookinto themselves.

“That period was one of soul searching.
Thedream, everything that Americastood for,

published aracyautobiographydetailing her
lovelife with California’s mellowestbut most macho men? Has she even
turned awell-timed back onliberalism and come outin support of
nuking, nationalism and New Cold War Diplomacy? None of these
things...?What? She’seven turned in amore than half-waydecentnew
album thatbrings herrazor-edged lyricisminto the ’80s world of
Fairlightsand pre-Holocaust paranoia? Thisis notwhatbecomesa
legend most, these days atleast. Joni Mitchellhas some answeringto do...

babies. We do everythingalittle late...” In this case the joke

could be on any one of the manyJoni Mitchell fans who rely on
their heroine to articulate those unique-yet-universal stirrings of the
heart—the circumstantial minutiae of the love affair. Her own
emotional turmoil has fuelled both her art and the animosity of critics.
She hasbeen called the High Priestess Of Confessional Songwritingin
some columns. Rolling Stone, in one article featuring a family tree of
herliaisons, called her “Old Lady of The Year”.

Everysilverlininghasits cloud. “Ittook along time for me toremarry,”
says Mitchell, referring to 1983’s ceremonywith bassistKlein, 28. “It took
mealongtimetofind thestability ofa partneragain. ButwhatamIgoing
to donow? Torture myself? Sit there and reminisce about the past? Itwould
bebad forme, bad formymarriage. Sowith thattaken care of, youbegin to
lookaroundyou. It'sanatural sociological phenomenon, youknow.”

Sheisexplainingthelogic behind the newfound politicism of her music.
DogEat Doghasthe odd strand ofromanticisminitslyrical fabric, butalso
containsattacks on consumerism, right-wing evangelism, mediahype,
internationalaid policy and good old-fashioned greed. It’salist of targets
thatmightbe considered hipifaddressed
lessarticulatelybysomeonehalfherage.

Asitis, JoniMitchell has made one of
the most political albums to come out of
Americathisyear. Thetitle trackrefers
toanation of “snakebite evangelists and
marketeers—aculturein decline’.

“Land of snap decisions/Land of short
attention spans/Nothingis savoured long
enough/Toreallyunderstand...”

“AlthoughIseeitin Americabecause
I'mhere, it'smore ofaglobal point of view,”
shesays, gesturingwith acigarette. “We
aresointerrelated with thenewsbeing
thewayitis... world incidents broadcast
intoyourlivingroom... thewestern world
hasallthe symptoms of downfallifyou
studyitand compareitwith all the other
civilisations thathave gone under. There
are theyouth cultobsessions, a greater

THE LEGEND IS laughing. “You know, I'm just one of those Spock

New Paintings New Songs’, an evening benefit
for The Museum Of Contemporary Art at the
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wasbroken, and the people breakalittle with
thedream. Where doyou haveleftto gobutin?”

Itwas, she concedes, averyparticularmomentin time, experienced
bythose comingofagein the '60s.

“Wereallybroke from ourelders. There wasaclear cut. Alinewas
drawn. This generation kind of resembles my parents’ generation, like
athrowback, which often happens. Theiraimisto getajoband hold it
becausetheycameupinadepression, althoughnotoneassevere asthat
ofthe '30s. Butthey came up under the same pressures. We came upin
the greatest pocket of affluence post-Second World War, though. The
countrywasrich, theeconomywasin good shape, and we wereraised on
certain philosophies. Like, spare therod. Yes, do spoil the child. Sowe
neverreallyreached adulthood in a certain way. We were a kind of freaky
generation; veryself-centred asarule,inagood wayand abad way...”

Liberated from the need to introspect, Mitchell found inspirationin full
measure bylookingaround at the confused kingdom her babyboomer
peershadinherited. To her, one of the mostdisturbing phenomenawas
theeerieinterplaybetweenreligion and politics whichbeganasareaction
tothesoft-pedal Carteryears and which has found full expression during
Ronald Reagan’s presidency. Her song “Tax Free”, from the newalbum,
analyses theimplications, employingactor Rod Steiger’s melodramatic
oraculartalentsto simulate one of the hawkish TV preachers.

“Lord, there’sdanger in this land/ You get witch-hunts and wars/ When
church and state hold hands...” she sings, as Steiger counters, “I think we
should turn the United States Marines loose on that little island south of
Floridaand stop thatproblem... lampreachin’love... Iam...”

“TaxFree” startsfrom the premise that the newright-wingreligious are
playingthe samestadiums as therockbands theysodespise,andcan »
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outdraw even Springsteen. It then shows how the “immaculately tax free”
preachers combine with the President toinculcate theidea thatany
oppositionto church orstateis Communist-induced, and that perhaps
theright offree speech should be taken away from itsinstigators.

“Sonowitstarts to getreallyscary,” says Mitchell, leaning forward and
jabbingtheairwith her cigarette. “Youthink, we'reonlyahairlineand a
fewlawsfromincredible censorship. Theyrealready tryingto censor
rock’n’roll. One of the reasons this albumis so outspokenin the context of
myworkisthatIthinkit'sacaseofuseitorloseit.[fIdon’tstartspeaking
out, takinga chance and addressing things thatareimportanttomein
thisway, we mightnothave this outletverylong.”

joined in therecording of “Tears Are Not Enough”, the

Canadian equivalent to “Do They Know It’s Christmas?”,
did she detectareactive movement back to more Woodstock-style
values among the young?

“Woodstockwas Woodstock... ithad its own identity. There’llnever
be another Woodstock” shesays. “Everytime there’sbeen one of those
large gatherings of people, any one ofthem, they’ve been entirely
different. Collectively, each of those crowds had its own personality.
Tome, Woodstockwas averyhigh event. Itwas the height of the hippy
movement. Afterwardsitbegantorecede.

“Live Aid didn’thave the same things up againstitas Woodstockdid. It
was much more commercialised. They were flashing up the band’slatest
album aftereverysong.Idon’t think people were weepingin the wings.
Idon’tthinktherewas the same poignancysurroundingthe event.”

DogEat Dogcontains the song “Ethiopia”, herown comment on the
politicalinertiaand short-sightedness that contributes to the famine
and threatensitsrepetition elsewhere. Itwill also provideroyalties for
charitable causes, butis farremoved lyrically from the self-involved
smugness of, for example, “We Are The World”. It fuses the ecological
concerns of pastsongslike “Big Yellow Taxi” and “The Hissing Of
Summer Lawns” with the bleak, minimal sound of Hejira and provides
adespairing, angrywhole. Mitchell admits that, yes, she worried that
shemightbeaccused of pickingup onachicsubjectand that, yes, there
was oppositioninsome quarters toitsinclusion on the album.

“It'stoo good asongto even thinkaboutwhat people might think ofit
onthedownside. 'mused to people thinking of

HAVING TAKENPART in the recent Farm Aid benefitand

Thesong’simpressionis made all the more powerful by the simplicity
ofits musical formin contrast to the computer-age pop she hasadapted
elsewhere. The soundis expensive—itis Mitchell’smost costlyalbum to
date—and, uniquely for her post-folkie work, production credits are given
tooutside agents. Nile Rodgers and Thomas Dolbyboth volunteered, but
shewaswary of turning her music over to someone so completely.

“Ifounditdifficult, because I've always been kind of abenign dictator
onmydates,” she says of the production-by-committee (Mitchelland
Klein, engineer Mike Shipley and, on some of the tracks, Dolby as well)
thatresulted. “There’sneverbeen a producer. There never wasa credit
given, andIleaned heavilyon artistic contributions from myplayers.

“Aproduceriskind of guywho has thelastword. Often he’saformula
man. He’s trying to make something commercial, and thatcanbea
wateringdown.Idon'tthink of producers generally speaking—and there
areexceptions—aspeoplewho playlongshots.”

Mitchell says thatshe and herhusbandhad been attracted by the best
ofrecent music using Fairlights and drum machines, and wanted to
assimilate thatsound into her own work. But Shipleywasinvited onto the
sessions to handle the more complex functions of the equipment that
theyhad notyetlearned to perform, and then the need for a fourth person
—-Dolby-tospeed up programmingwasrecognised. There have been
rumours thatitwasnotanaltogetherharmoniousrelationship.

“I'wasreluctantwhen Thomaswas suggested, because he had asked
toproducetherecord,” she admits. “Would he consider cominginas
aprogrammerand aplayer? Sowe metwithhimandsaid, ‘Nowwe
knowyou'reused tobeingafrontlinerand thisiskind ofafoot-soldier
position..., and he said, Twouldlove to doit. lTamsick of people always
looking tomefortheanswer.

“Andwhen he said that, I thought of the play A Chorus Line. I thought,
‘Tknowhisintentions are the bestand thatat thismomenthebelieveshe
candothat, buthe’sstillalead player and canhe go backinto the chorus
line. He’s going to have to subordinate hisideas.

“Soonthatlevel we did have some problems, because he'd get excited
withsomeideaandIcouldn'tgethimoffthekeyboards. ThenI'd feel bad.
I'd think, ‘Oh God,Iunderstand. He’son acreativeroll. Buthecan'’t,
becauseifhe doesthathe’ll decorate meright off my own project.’

“Hemaybeable todoitfaster. He may even be able to doitbetter, but the
factisitwon’treallybe mymusic.”
Itwouldbehardnottoseetheironyinthe

my work on the downside. I've had plenty of it.”
Mitchell’shuskyvoice hasahard edge toitnow.
“The songwas too good tokill. Ithought, Tt’'snot
aprettysubject.Itwillbe too sad for some
people. Theywon'tlike it, won’t want to look at
it’ Butwhatwould youdo?Ifyou'd written that
song, abortit? Wouldn'tyou putitonrecord?”

“AfterI'd done the Canadian Band Aid, I felt
thatallthesongs thathad beenwritten, while
theywere good for generating the spirit to
gathermoneyand to focus people onacause—
inthattheywere perfect-theywere more about
us, we the performers and we the contributors
of money, than theywere about the people of

“We're only a
hairline and a
few laws from

incredible
censorship”

factthatMitchellhasjustreleased her most
rock-aware albuminmore thanadecadeat
atimewhen the American mega-salesare
goingtoartiststestingtheirtoesinjazz.
Completeimmersionin the formled toher
beingpilloried by manycritics on herhome
continent, and beinglargelyignored byrecord
buyers. Isshebitter?

“Ifeltbitter atthe time.Thad bitter moments.
Ihadtofightit. ButIdid notbecomean
embittered person, soIwon some of the battles.
Itookalotofhard knocks. Meanknocks, not
smartknocks. Peopleweren’tthinking...
theywerejustafraid ofit.

Africathemselves. Sooncelhad that
idealdid the portraitmore of the
Ethiopians themselves in the context
of our ownworld hunger.
“Tomeit’snotlike theyre over
there and theyhave adrought; they
mismanaged theirsoil, it’snowsick
and their governmentdoesn’treally
careabout them. Thatcould happen
anywherein theworld atanytime,
closertohome. We can cause the same
problemswith our pesticides going
intointheground... You're goingto get
meintomyapocalypticvisionnow...
terrible doings arebeingdonein the
name of commerce. Therain forests
arecomingdown around the globe.
We're going to have deserts springing
upallover the place. It'snotjustgoing
tobeinEthiopia.”
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“Itwasjustdifferentatthetime...
andnowthisisagood timeforit.I'm
gladitcame about thisway, because it
givesme optimism. Ilike tomake that
kind of music, andIlike theidea of it
havingabroad publiccommunication.

“Thereisatendencyonsome projects
forsomethingtobe consideredjazz
becausejazzisnew chic. Butit’snot
goodjazz.It'sbeginner’s. Butthe
players that Stingis working with, for
instance—thosearereal virtuosi.”

“Iliketheideathatgood
musicians canhave abroad public
communication. And you've got to
startsomewhere. EvenifI'm thinking,
‘God, you think thisiship butyou
haven’teven digested the history of
jazzenoughtoknowthat,like, this
giantexistedand hedid that...’



“Itmaybeverybeginnerish, butit’s stillwhere to begin to educate the
public. Maybeifthey canlike that, then they canlike somethingelse too
and graduallyacquireataste for this magnificent pocket of music thathas
always been designated as somethingfor, kind of, '50s cellarsin Europe.”

Asforherself, there areno plans to explore the areafurthernowthat the
restoftheindustryis catchingup: “All people have to dois gobackand
playtheoldrecords,” shesays. “Ialready did that.”

Oldwoundsarestill discernible, though. The Hissing Of Summer Lawns,
widely considered to be herlandmarkalbum ofthe '70s, was voted “Worst
Album of The Year” by the staff of Rolling Stoneonitsreleasein 1976. She
gotatelegram from Pauland LindaMcCartney thatyear saying, ‘We
reallylikedit. Itwas the only good review thatit got, and thenitwas
almostasympathytelegram.

“Itwas destroyed onso manylevels, and thatreally hurt. There’sno way,
justonalevel of craftsmanship, thatyou could say itwas the worstrecord
madethatyear. Ifthey'djustsaid theyhated it, you could takeit, because
itwould be a personal opinion. But tosayit’s the worst...

“Stayasyouareand bore us, or change and betrayus. That’syour
choice.” Mitchell smiles and shrugs, pausing tolight another cigarette.

women’s movement, she draws herselfup behind the desk
with shoulders hunched and hands clasped, like a pupil
concentratingin class. On one level, she has done more than any
other female songwriter to express the sexual and emotional
landscape of the past two decades. On another, she has always
seemed apart from other women, eitherisolated in her artor distanced
from them by her romantic relationships. She admits she has never
seen herselfas a feminist, finding the structures of the movement too
limiting and divisive.

“Ihad agoodrelationship with myfather,” she says carefully. “He taught
mealotofthings that,had hehad ason, hewould have taughtaboy. How
tomakebows andarrows and so on.Ienjoy men’s company, andIgrewup
enjoyingit. MybestfriendshipsI'vemade in mylife, generally speaking,
werewithmen.It’snot thatIdon’tlike women. I've made good friendships

/_\ SKED TO CONSIDER her position in relation to the

September22,1985:
Mitchellperforming
atFarmAidinthe
MemorialStadium,
Champaign, lllinois

withwomen too, butI'mso driven aswomen go thatI canrelate more to
driven men. Alot of women would like to paint, forexample, but they have
101 things that keep them from doingit. I can have friendships with these
women, butsometimesIremind them of theirinability to get going,
whichleavesahole orapotentialholein therelationship.

“Feminismwas too divisive. Itwas usagainst them... butitdid
somethingto openthingsup.Ihatethe word butIlike theideaofaperson,
thatamanandawoman cansitand forone momentall of these sexual
considerations are bypassed and you have an open dialogue from person
toperson.Thavebasically tried tolive mylifeasapersonin thatway.”

Suddenly shelightens, rememberinganarticle shehasread recently
aboutone of the newright-wingwomen'’s organisations. Itis hard for her
tokeep fromlaughingwhilerelating the story.

“Iforgetthename of the particular group, butitwas Christian women
linked to getting the devil'slanguage out ofrock’n’roll,” she says. “They
like beinghousewives. Theyre anti-feminist, and they werein training
togooutandvisitthe media, because some of themhad appeared on
television and had feltawkward. So the training programme consisted of
awoman standingup and saying, (Mitchell adopts a prissy Miss Manners
delivery) ‘Nowremember, girls, on TVyourkneesare yourbest friends.
Keep themtogether...’,and then, ‘Take outyour pocket mirrors, girls. I
wantyou tonotice thatif, whenyou're speaking, youraise your eyebrows
upand down, yourvoice takes on amore melodious quality.”

Mitchellislaughing with delight nowas shewinds up the anecdote:
“Thelastthingthearticle said was that thewomen prayed, they sang
songs, and then theylooked atan aborted foetus, and I thought, ‘God,
thisisanewmovement?It’sjustassickandlimited asthe old one. It's the
pendulumsprungbacktoo faragainstareaction which wasitselfalready
too extreme. Whenis the pendulum goingto get to the middle?””

She talks alittle about the art show, her recent move into abstract
painting- “I'vejustbrokeninto amovement thathappenedin the '50s.
I'mstillanartstudent” —and other plans for comingto Europe with her
band nextyear. Outside the room her husband loungesin a chair chatting
with office staff. He grinswhen he sees her. With the heartsoothed, Joni
Mitchell has found fresh sources to energise her music. Alanjackson ®
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The JesusAndMary
Chain: “aslickkindof
thrash-without-tears”

ALBUMS
The Jesus & Mary Chain

WARNERS

The neighbours are having their
flat done up, as it happens.
Hammering, banging and
crashing all day. I stuck the Mary
Chain’s album on and it sounded
exactly like they were coming
through the wall with a Black &
Decker. Bloody frightening.
Psychocandyis astrangely
tame wee beastie, quite
endearinginafunny sort of way.
It'srooted so specificallyina
New York situated exactly
halfway between the Velvet
Underground and the Ramones
thateverybody and theirdogis
going to be heartily sick of
hearing the same comparisonsin
avery short space of time. Still,
thisis what you get for servingup
your roots in so thina disguise.
The Chains have perfected
aslick kind of thrash-without-
tears which extends to akind
of turbined-up powerpopin
places (“The Hardest Walk”, for
instance) orin others becomes
aswift, uplifting rush (check
“My Little Underground”).

MARK AND COLLEEN HAYWARD / GETTY
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Vocals
throughoutare
firmly rootedin
the Eldritch school

of gloom, resonating asif
from across some misty loch or
perhaps frominside astorm
drain amile or two away. This
anaesthetises the Reidsand co
from anything like meaning or
intent, while letting you, the
listener, receive this post-dated
packageinasort of void of
abstraction, coloured more
by your reactionto
the mythsthanto
theitemitself.

The bestbitsare
where they letyou
see thelittle soft
spotsin their hard
northernhearts.
“You Trip Me Up”
could easily have
started outasan
attemptto cover
The Archies’
farrago of tack
“Sugar Sugar”,
andbeneathits
scaly covering of
whining guitars and
hyperventilating

percussionit’sa
chartbuster trying
togetout.“Cut
Dead”, onthe other
hand, is merely
empirical proof
thatall that name-
dropping of the
Velvets’ third album
istrue.Here, the
osmosisis so entire
thatyouwonderif
infactthey'vedug
up some obscure
LouReedsongfrom
along-lostbootleg.
What else can
I tell you? You
should hear “Just
Like Honey” and
you've probably
heard “Never
Understand”. The
horrible screaming
of “In AHole" really
is just like having a
tooth drilled, and
“Taste Of Cindy”
grinds onward like
afour-wheel-drive
Daihatsu going
downBen Nevis.
Live withitfora
bitand you'll either
declareitaclassic
orslingitout with
the bathwater. |
haven'tdecided
yet.Can'tsayit
sounds much like
pop’s new clothes,
butthenwho’'dwantitto?
Adam Sweeting, MM Nov 23

Robert Wyatt
ROUGH TRADE

Can politics and music mix? Are
songs about matters commonly
deemedtobelonginthe political
sphere notreally songsatall, but
rather singing pamphlets onapar
withsinging telegrams? Should
political songs necessarily be
anthemic and sloganising: is their
purpose to stress goals, identify

the enemy, raise the spirits
and unite common causesin
asingle voice?

What is music for?

Old Rottenhat raisesall
these questions; but first
impressions first. How does
it sound? “Musically, | should
sayit’smore of aslinking
record thanadancerecord,”
ventures Robert in his
customarily wry press
release. He'sright. Old
Rottenhat neither quickens
the pulse nor punches the
shadows; rather, it fills the air
with the sound of quietly
philosophical Englishness, a
point of view, a tone of voice,
asingular mood.

Robert Wyatt's quirky
individualismis the strength
of hismusicand argument. A
Wyattrecordislike an old friend;
it neither hectors, lectures nor
harangues asif the listener
were apublic meeting. His
plaintively low-key voice and
the uncluttered, hymnal
contemplativeness of his music
demandyoulisten hard;its quiet
self-effacementis not only
impossible toignore, butinvests
with personal relevance and
resonance tunes hitherto
abandoned tomemory’s
stockpile of frozen standards. I'm
thinking of his 1974 version of The
Monkees’ “I'm A Believer” and his
solorendition of “The Red Flag”
from the 1982 collection Nothing
Can Stop Us; sung by Robert
Wyatt, they find a melancholy
dimension that rings touching,
refreshingand true.

OldRottenhat - as unheroic an
LPtitle asthere'sever been-is
dedicated to Michael Bettaney,
“just one of England’s (sic) many
political prisoners”. Since Old
Rottenhatis Robert Wyatt's first
LP of self-penned songs since
1975's Ruth Is Stranger Than
Richard, | shouldimagine he
thoughtlong and hard about
this choice.
Bettaney's trial
fortryingto
pass official
secretsto
Russiaindicated
amost hapless
bungler,
inspired more
by embittered
outsiderhood
thanidealism.
Robert Wyatt
makes no
distinction
between
this dubious
characterand
amorenoble

THE JESUS AND MARY CHAIN




stumblesinto the
ZTT officesone
day. “But Trevor,
the peopleare
hungry for
imagination,
stimulation,
novelty!”

“All power to

the bank balance,”

political prisoner. Whichever,
Bettaney shouldn’tbeinjail,
and Wyatt’s judgement here
ishumane, notideological -
atelling gesture.

But of what does he sing?
The majority of songs here are
plainly “political”. He regrets the
divisiveness and hypocrisy of the
Alliance parties (“Alliance”);
sighs at the modish view that
workerismhasbeenundermined

by consumerisation (“The Age Of

Self”); confronts white America

with the wilfully forgotten history

lesson of the Red Indian
extermination (“United States
Of Amnesia”); derides British
self-glorification (“The British
Road”);reminds that thereis
such aplace as East Timor, and all
isnot well there (“East Timor”);
implicates our “free press”in
the erosion of our freedom of
thought (“Mass Medium”)...

These are familiar topics of
hand-wringing conversation
amongst Guardianreaders such
asmyself; but does conscience
only prodif pushed by novelty?
Should concern diminish with
loss of newsworthiness? And
would we just stand there and be
buttonholed, however right-on
the message, if the messenger
wasabore?

Luckily, not a note strikes
false nor word rings hollow.
With quiet, mournful endurance,
Robert Wyatt applies steady
musical pressure -asort of
analogue to the theory where
real historyis not the surface
activity of the waves, but rather
the greatinvisible oceanic
movements beneath. Words
may lose their original meaning
over time, but music conveys a
profounder spirit. Thatis what
musicis for.

By the way, agreatrecord.
Mat Snow, NME Nov 30

Grace Jones
ZTT

The scene: anunwashed and
impolitely dazed Paul Morley

inappropriate Jill
Sinclair.

“Shut up, the
pair of you,” snaps
aparticularly
repetitive Trevor
Horn.“I'm just putting the
finishing touches to my latest
sound gattucks.”

“Youmean gateaux,” corrects
ashamefaced Morley.

“lknow what | damn well mean,
now | wonder if we could just

squeeze a Steve Howe guitar solo

inhere. And quit groaninglike
that, you're putting me off.”

Sohere we have the ultimate
ZTT product - Grace Jones, still
sounding like awoman and
looking like amanonarecord
that looks like an album but
sounds like asingle. By which
Imean thatit’s overall too
quickly (by no means). No, I mean
it contains asingle song, “Slave
To The Rhythm”, remixed,
rejigged, rehashed (and now
reviewed and rejected).

Of course, thisbeing ZTT, this
isn't allyou get for your money,
ohno. There's snatches of
interviews between Grace and
Paul Cook of Capital Radio and
Grace and Paul Morley, extracts
from Jean-Paul Goude'’s
autobiography and snatches of
lan Penman’s sleeve notes (which
isjustas wellbecause youcan’t
read them onthesleeve).

Asaconceptual jokeithasits
moments, “Slave To The Rhythm’
being the most finely ironic
dancerecord of the last few
years.Butyou'dhave tosetme
inmanacles before you'dforce
me to listento Horn'’s by now
generically tedious pomp-funk
(over)workouts. Imaginationis
not the extension but the
concentration of anidea. Here
theideaislayered thinbut the
productionisslapped onin great
slaps of marzipanand cream.

Jill Sinclair: “Give them this,
tellthemit’s
gattucksand
charge them
five quid.”

This consumer:
“Five quid for
gattucks -
bolleaux.” Don
Watson, NME Nov 2

interjectsasingularly

madetosoundli

. SteeleyeSpan

SINGLES

The Pet
Shop Boys

PARLOPHONE

Loved this the first
time it wasreleasedand|

love itstill, which isinteresting
because suave sophistication
normally leaves me cold. The
Pet Shop Boysdon'tpushit,
though;it's smooth, sinuous
and deviously insidious. Who
givesatinker’s cuss for their
reputation, I'm giving this one
pop single of the week. MMNov9

Pulp FIRE

A slow-motion nursery rhyme
broodiness that swirlsinto
alarming hiccupping noises
like you're playing the record
atthe wrongspeed-aclumsy
explanation but the execution
issublime. The songis all about
girlsrealising that their
destinies don’thave to be tied
toaman’s. “Hey little girl,
there’s ahole inyour heartand
one betweenyour legs as well/
Younever have to wonder
about whichone he’s going to
fillinspite of what he says.” The
singer soundssslightly like Lloyd
Coleonly harder,and the song
pursues an enigmatic simplicity
that further accentuatesits
lyric. Excellent. MMNove

New Order FACTORY

Goal!New Order (the concept)
has somehow remained intact:
the dancefloor dream with the
gutsof a“rock group”. New
Order (the evidence) doesn’t
always measure up, trickling
out through cold corridors of
machinery. “Confusion” alright.
“Sub-Culture” is one of their
precious moments, adelicious
12inches of luminous purpose.
A crossfire of voicesand
machinesis deftly edited,
switched, dubbed, faded and
Lordknows
what else.
There’salso
evidence
thataNew
Order with
adecent
vocalist
couldrule

theworld, as
the soulful
female singers
deployed here
(but absent from
the album version)
add some welcome
red corpusclestothe
unit’s frequently indifferent
mumblings. I've always found
their neutral attitude towards
vocals odd when they take so
much care over everythingelse.
Have they seen thelight?
Brilliant anyway. MMNov16

Gil Scott-Heron

ARISTA

Gilis the most critically
respected man ever, but clearly
haslittle chance of gettingon
Mike Read’s show. “Winter In
America”isadepressingdirge
about the hollowness of
American democracy, etc,and
commits ritual suicide by having
aflute solointhe middle.
“Johannesburg” wasahit1o
yearsago, bubblesalong §
overalight soul/funk -
backing,and Gil's 2
vocalisknowing ;
andagile.Onthe /
10-inchyouget ;’N
twotracks 5
fromtheback H
catalogue - H
“The Revolution

WillNotBe

",

Televised”and “B

10,0

N
og‘ﬁﬁn@

xR
o

IAC

b (ol
3, - P
b
Movie”,both poems ﬁ

spoken tomusic.Much
meatier than “The Wind
Of Change”. MMNov16

10,000 Maniacs

MYTHAMERICA

It’s getting difficult to know
what to say about American
groups these days.10,000
Maniacs don'tfit the existing
pigeonholes (ie, no Neil Young
guitar growl and definitely no
Doors),and here, producer

Joe Boyd has made them sound
like Steeleye Span, which was
almostinevitable given Natalie
Merchant’s voice and Boyd’s
trackrecord. Thisisa“trad arr”
job,and frankly isamuch better
choonthanalot of the group’s
own. Couldstilluse more ballast
and more clarity. Pleasant.
Unspectacular. Miss. MMNov16
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Kevin Rowland’s vision for

remains uncompromising —
but now he seems to be leaving
people behind. Has it all
backfired? “Dexys are notin
competition with Wham!,” he
says. “l am convinced that
there are people who still
want to hear good music.”

MELODY MAKER




KevinRowlandinan
outtakefromthe
covershootforDexys

nightRunners’
thirdstudioalbum,
Don'tStandMe Down
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fallfrom the nation’s chartsin the week we eventually met up. Hence the
interview. Hence the need to sell morerecords.

Iwasnervousashell. Afterall, it’snot every day you get to meet
somebodyyouused to send fan mail to, somebodywho influenced the
wayyoutalked, the wayyou foughtand the wayyouwere ata time when
nothingelse seemed to matter. He seemed relaxed enough, snatching
acouple ofhoursin-between rehearsals for the forthcoming British tour
onwhich, ifthisbriefglimpseis anythingto go by, the greatest comeback
since Richard Nixonwill take place before your very eyes. But that’s for
me toknowandyouto find out when the time comes.

Today, wejusthad abitofabarney. Kevinlikes thatsortofthingandit
probablyhelpshim sell alot more records. It would be the easiest thingin
theworld todoalittlebitof creative editingand turnitallinto a first-rate
hatchetjob, ashewould callit, but there’snotreallymuch pointin that,
becauseit’sjustwhatKevin expects and it would therefore be boringand
asuglyassin.

Itstarted offwithacup oftea, and a provisional plan to start nowand
workbackrapidlywent from bad toworse, ending up with an attemptto
cleartheairbytalkingabout Catholicism and class. So hereitis, or atleast
thebitswe bothremember. The words have notbeen changed, although

A complete scenario ™

Dexys Midnight Runners
EMI

Compromise, as Kevin Rowland so sharply
observes on the opening verse of this
remarkable album, is the devil talking.

An artist, then, of extremes. Amanwho
makes an artform out of overkill. Aman of
supreme arrogance. A man of... paranoia?
Such are the conflicts, the contradictions,
the confusion of the tortured pop star. But
compromise? Never.

Andso.Gone are the dungarees, the gypsy
scarves, therebel posture, the platoon of
fiddles and the search for the young soul
Ireland of Too-Rye-Ay. Instead we have
button-down shirts, three-piece suits, Stock
Exchange haircuts and hearts firmly pinned
tosleeves. Yet these true confessions are
laced with bizarre informal conversations,
occasional bouts of restraint(!) and even -
gasp - humour. This, surely, is a first.

We also have... quite the most challenging,
absorbing, moving, uplifting and ultimately
triumphant album of the year.

Being Kevin Rowland, of course, it's
notjustanalbum.It’samood, an attitude,
acomplete scenario that extends well
beyondimage, and unlike Too-Rye-Ay, the
image appears to bear little relevance to
the music. What therecord does have is
lightand shade and depth and warmth and
humanity. And where before Dexys have
wasted alot of breath talking about passion,
here they simply provideit... Eat your hearts
out Prefab Sprout. Closing track “The
Waltz” -anditis just that - is beautiful and
poignant,asongbornof adisillusioned but
resilient spirit... “I've been to the promised
land, I've been there/l’ve also been down to
the bottom and looked up from despair”.

The album ends with Rowland howling
“Here’s aprotest, here’s aprotest” amid the
bittersweetness; and sardonicreferences
to British “greatness” suggest the theme of
“The Waltz” may be obliquely political. Ah,
word games, they always were his forte.

Oddly enough, some of the central themes
of Too-Rye-Ay are explored more fully -
particularly inrelation to nostalgia and
childhood. One short track, “Reminisce Part
Two”,involves Rowland simply talking about
ateenageromancein1969 over anattractive
piano/mandolin backing. “We decided to
adopt asong that was current - she wanted
itto be ‘I'll Stay Forever My Love’ by Jimmy
Ruffin, Iwanted it to be ‘Lola’ by The Kinks.”
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Most people entrust this sort of
information only to Mike Read and
his “First Love” spot - Rowland
putsitonabloodyrecord! With
thatsort of arrogance, how can
he possibly fail?

Ireland, too, isarecurring
topic. But thisis not the romantic,
tourist-eye-view offered on the
last album; Helen O’Hara’s fiddle
playingis more discreet and mournful.
Allthese aspects make animportant
contribution to the elegaic “Knowledge
Of Beauty”,in which Rowland sings, in
classic Scott Walker style, of asense of
heritagerediscovered. It also entersinto
“One Of Those Things”,in many ways the
most successful track on the album,
encompassing and binding all of the album’s
many qualities with its humour, its vigorous
arrangement, its standard soul backdrop
and asarcastic lyrical shot at the uniformity
of pop music. This, in turn, developsintoa
full-blooded blast at the current trendiness
of obscure political causes while the
doorstep problem of Ireland is steepedin
generalignorance.

After this, the Roxyesque love song “Listen
To This” seemsremarkably tame, butit’s the
only dullmoment. For thereisfirein the belly
right from the opening cut, “The Occasional
Flicker”, which starts as aheart-wrenching
personal soliloquy and drifts, almost
imperceptibly,intoafierce rock'n’roller
before introducing the new Rowland self-
mocking hisimage of martyrdom.

Butif “The Occasional Flicker” displays an
unexpected wryness, it’s nothing on “This Is
What She’s Like”, which parades arare
flair for outright comedy. Another
spokenintro -adialogue between
Rowland and Billy Adams that could be
asketch from Alas Smith And Jones
which continues its comic ways as the
music blazes and the lyric adopts the
pose of aMike Leigh play.

Sour old Kevin Rowland has taken his
mask off. The soul rebel in him has given
us lots of driving sax; the Celtic soul
brotherin him has given us lots of
evocative fiddle; the modern manin
him has given us piano (Vincent Crane)
and steel guitar (Tommy Evans). The
combinationis gripping. He’s not to
be trusted with your life, but he’s worth
afiver of your money any day. Colinirwin

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

— 1985 ——

theymighthaveread alotbetter thatway.

Areyousurprised thatthealbumhas
notbeen agreatcommercial success?
Ordisappointed?

“I'mnotincrediblysurprised. Disappointed?
No.Ihaveeveryconfidenceinthe LP.Ithinkit
willeventuallybe successfuland I'think
itisveryearly daysyet.Ireallydo.”

Wasitamistakenottorelease
asingle?

“Definitely, althoughit
depends onwhatyoumeanby
amistake. Butyeah, I'msure
thatifwehadreleased this

singlebefore the LP, then the
albumwould have been a great
success. [ knewitwouldn’'tbe easy
thiswayand we arenowgoingto
releaseasingleafterall. It'scalled “An
ExtractFrom ‘What’s She Like?"”.

Thatmusthave meantsome cutting (the
original clocksinataround 11 minutes).

“No,we’renot cuttinganything. We're taking
thefirstsection plusalittle biteitherside of it
and then makinga four-minute version for DJs
sotheycanplayitontheradio. Thereareno
actual edits or bitsjoined up.”

Soyou've changed your mind?

“Yeah.”

And thatis purelybecause of the commercial
failure ofthealbum?

“Ihad always plannedtoreleaseasingle
aboutthreemonthsafter thealbum. It'snow
twomonths, soit’sabitsoonerthanIwanted,
butthemainreasonIdidn’twantone originally
wasbecauseIwanted thealbumtobeseenas
justthat,analbum, andit’s OKbecauseithas
beentakenasthat. Thebasic problemis that
notenough people know thatit’sactually out or
havehearditenough timesto be familiar
enoughwithitand go outandbuyit.”

Maybe that’snothelped by yourreluctance
todointerviews.

“Ithinkit’smore to dowith thefactthatwe
didn'trelease asingle. That’swhatsellsalbums,

DEXYS
MIDNIGHT
RUNNERS

DON'T STAND ME DOWN




nodoubtaboutit. Butthe
mediaare aware of whatwe
aretryingtodoandsoare
thepeoplewho arekeen
enough on Dexys to buy
itinthefirstfewweeks.
Wehave established that,
and hopefullythe single
willnowbeahitanda
successand thealbum
will follow suit.”

Perhaps thewhole
climatehaschangedand
record-buyers now
demand amuchhigher
profilefromartists. Or
maybethereisawhole new
generation of single buyers
whohave come alongand
replaced Dexyswithyer
DuransandyerWham!s.

“Isthatwhatyou're
saying? You think that?

Yeah.

Butyoucan’tjustleave
itatthat.

“Whynot?Inthesong,
Imakeaverydefinite
point. And it’s simply that it
isvery easy for most British
socialists who pontificate
aboutrevolutions faraway
nottorecognisethevery
obvious pointthat themost
important problem facing
themiswhat’s goingonin
Ireland?It’'snotformeto
say.'mnotapolitician.”

Yeah, butyoumusthave

anopinion.
“Anopiniononwhat?”
ThereducedDexys An .Opll'll'OIl OI'I the
lineup:(I-r) violinist political situationin

HelenO’Hara,singer/
guitarist Kevin
Rowland, saxophonist
Nick Gatfieldand
guitaristBillyAdams

Ireland, particularly
thenorth.
“I'mnotheretotalk
about politics. Youwork
foramusic paper. Politics

“Idon’tthinkso. The climate has obviously
changedsince 1982, and 'm sure that Duran
Duranand Wham!fans do want their music
immediatelyaccessiblein the wayyousuggest.
ButDexysarenotin competition with themand
never have been. We'renota pop group.lam
convinced that there are people who still want
tohear good music, no question aboutit.”

Butmaybenotenough ofthem, ifthe album
salesareanythingto go by.

“Well, Ican onlyrepeatwhatIhavejustsaid.
Iknowthatthe onlyreasonforthe LPnotsetting
thechartsalightisbecausewehadnosingle.I
asked therecord companyto take the LParound

“The LP isthe
best I have
ever done. And
it will be a
great success”

inthe Melody Makerisajoke.”

Whatabout politicsin your music?

“LikeIsay, itisaveryspecific statement.
Itdoesn’tgoanyfurther than thatandit’snot
goingto.”

Ithinkyourerunningawayfrom the
politicalsituationinIreland.

“How canyou possiblysaythat?”

Because onthe songyouseem tobe getting
atBritish socialistswho goonand on about
the PLO and Afghanistan buthave no opinion
onlreland. Yetyouyourselfwon'teven give
anopinion.

“WhatIamsayingisthatIrelandis the most

theradiostationsandtrytogetitplayedasa

single. Youknow, giveitthe 20 spinsaweek on Radio 1 thatasingle gets, but
the stationswouldn’tdoit. Theystuckit on their LPslotsatseven o’ clock
onaThursdaynightand nobodyheardit. It didn'twork, and thatwas my
onlymiscalculation. Youtrysomethingdifferentanditishard toachieve.”

Butyoudon’tthink—-with therise ofthe newpop elite—that perhaps the
times may have passed youby? That Dexys’ days are over? That the
millionswho bought “Come On Eileen” have now moved on to different
things and forgotten allaboutyou?

“Doyou?”

Well,it’s the old devil'sadvocate to an extent, but...

“No, that'swhatyou're saying, soit’syour opinion, right? And that’s
areallyfuckingstupid thingto saywhenI've justmade the bestalbum
Ihaveever done.Iamin the earlystages of my career,'m onlyjust
beginningto develop asasinger,I'm 32 years oldand 'mnotapop star.
Youmarkmywords. This LPwillbe successful; notthe next one, this one.
Iknowit’s onlybecause of the single and because theradio stations
wouldn’tplaythealbum.”

Butisn'tthisabitlike blamingthe musicforeverything?

“That’sabsolute rubbish. Look, I personally believe that the LPis the
bestIhave ever done. The bestever. Anditwillbe a greatsuccess. Butyou
don’thavetolisten to me, youdon’thave to believe me. I'm saying: mark
mywords, watch me. Ringme up insixmonths’ timeand askmeifitisa
success. Anyway, italreadyisasuccess;itwasasuccess formeassoonas
wefinishedit. 'malreadymovingon, butIwantthisonetodowellandI
knowitwill. Watchme.”

“Howdoyou feel about Ireland? What do you think about Belfast?”
(“OneOfThose Things”)

Couldyouelaborate a biton all that?
“No.
Don'tyoufeel youshould?
“No.”

T HEREAREA number of references on the album to Ireland.

importantthingfacingBritish socialistsand
thatlots of them say very different things butit’sallwafflein the end. It’s
nothing. Nothingever gets done. You must knowthat.”

Ido, butI'mjustsurprised thatYOU don’tgo any further?

“WhyshouldI?Imentionitand that’sit.lamnot qualified tolecture on
Irish politics. Are you?”

Well, ifsomebody asks me aboutit, I tell them whatIthink. AndIthink
thatbygoingonaboutitin the songsyou then oweitto thelistener to
elaborate abitaboutwhatyoureallymean.Itseemsasifall things
Irishareimportanttoyouand that’sit. Ithonestly doesn’t extend to
anopinion?

“I'mamusician, notapolitician.”

Butall greatmusicis political.

“Everything’s politicaland there’s politics in my music. Always has
been.I've gotmyown opinionsonIreland and that’sit.”

Doyoudoanythingabout thesituation there?

“ImightandImightnot.Idon’talign myselfwith any one thing, ‘cos
Ithinkthatis dead stupid for tworeasons. SayIaligned myselfto CND or
AnimalRights, thenyou get people comingto the showsjustbecause
theyareinto CND and notinto Dexys forwhatitreallyis; or two, youget
kidswho areinto the music but feel they have to be into the other side of it
aswell. So, Isteer clear of this.”

WhataboutIrishmusicasaninfluence?

“Ithasalwaysbeen there, so obviouslyitwill come out. Butwhatyou
mustunderstandisthatthisLPisacomplete statement. [ don’tjust
singaline to provoke somebody;itis a complete picture, acomplete
collection ofthoughts and ideas and feelings and knowledge that have
experienced over thelastcouple of years.

“It'sallthereinblackand whiteand all the points [ wantto makearein
there.Idon’twantto elaborate, right?”

Ialways thoughtthatwaswhatinterviews were for.

“I'mhere to promote myrecord. It'sassimpleas that. It'sacommercial
decisionand nothingelse. Whatelse coulditbe?”

Oh, adebate aboutyour work or somethinglikethat...

“Well, I'malready doing that, 'm happily doing thatwith you.Ihave »
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explained my position onIreland andIThave said alotmore aboutitthan
most people eversay.”

Lessthananyone else whowritesaboutitthatIhave everinterviewed.

“Listen,'mnot prepared to say any more. The best nationalist music
forme has alwaysbeen the stuffin disguise, when you don’t knowthatit
isactuallyaboutIreland atall.Ilike all strands of music.”

Doyougobackthere much?

“Yes.”

Family?

“Yeah.”

Areyoulrish or British?

“Iamanlrishcitizen.lamanIrish passportholder.”

Butyouwerebornin England.

“Justbecause youwereborninastable doesn’tmakeyouahorse.”

Whenyougo back, isitlike The Pogues, doyou getalot of snobbery from
thelocals?

“Isupposelgetthatabit. ButI can seewhyThe Pogues would getalot of
stick.Imean, youmightlike them, but personally I detest that. It’s just
playingthe drunken Paddy for the Saxon, and I detestit. Ifind it personally
repulsive. Irish people have never been about that, it’s justa British myth.”

“You're familiar with the scum from Notting Hill, they're called the CND”
(“ThisIs What's She’s Like”)

provoke people?
“Iguessitis. To some extent, Iallowmyselfthatsortof thing.
It'spersonally the wayIfeelabout CND.I'm sureit provokes people,
and that’sfinebyme.”

Would you care to explain why you equate the CND with scum?

“No.Whatyoumustunderstand againis that there alwayshastobe
room foran argument. No matterwhere you are, left orright, you have to
haveanargument.”

Still, itsounds abitinsultingand abit generalised.

“Well, that'showIfeel about the CND. Iregarditasatotallyineffective
organisation. It's gotno working-classinvolvement, itis totallymiddle
classanditwillnever be successfuluntilitinvolves the working classes.
Imean, like every sane person, I don'twant to get blown up and Isupport
theiraims, but,ah...”

Iwoulddisagree that the CND has no working-classinvolvement.

“Very, verylittle.It’s got no trade union involvement, nothing. That
particularline came from an experience of mine in Notting Hill where
Isawthisguylookinginto awindow. Hehad all the badges on - ‘Nuclear
Power, No Thanks’ and all that—and this tramp

CAN YOU HONESTLY say that alinelike thatis not designed to

Itwas designed toread as comingstraightfromthe horse’smouth,
damninghimselfwith his ownwords and no qualifications, youknow?

“Tjustthoughtitwasveryweak.”

Ican’tagreeandIresentwhatyou'vejustsaid. Butthenyou probably
resent me accusingyou of runningaway fromIreland, so fair enough.
Anyway, there’sanotherline...

“Doyounotwantto talkabout the music? Do younotlike the LP or
something?”

IdoandI'maskingyouaboutyourlyrics, whicharesurelyanintegral
partofyour music, and the bits thatIfind the mostinteresting.

“Well, alright... Whatelse?...”

“You know the newly wealthy peasants with their home bars and hi-fis”
(“ThisIs What She’s Like”)

HATDOYOU mean?
“Pretty obvious. The nouveauriche, adifferent people

altogether from the middle classes. You can have all the
moneyintheworldand notbe middle class, oryoucanhave nothingand
bereallymiddle class. Didn’tyou knowthat?”

Dependshowyoudefine class.

“Tome, middle classis somebodywho starts off with a university
educationand adopts certain attitudes along the way. Most university
graduates end up beingmiddle class and theymarrygraduates and then
theirkidsaremiddle class.”

Soyoucan’tgotouniversityandstillbe working class?

“You can, of course. Butusually end up middle class because you pick
up the attitudes when you are there. You get thatridiculous confidence
orarrogance attheageof18 or22, whenyouhavereally done fuckall.”

Whatdid youdobetween 1982 and now?

“It’sallthere,allontheLP.”

Notmuch pointgoingon then, is there? What could we talk about?

“Idon’tknow.IthinkIhavesaid plentyalready, whatdoyouthink?”

Ithinkwe should take abreak.

“You could say that 'ma bitter man, and onceagain I think that’s true”
(“The Occasional Flicker”)

“Well, the basicfactis thatyou are from the music press, youwrite

I THINKYOU’VE GOT the wrong impression of why I am here.
foramusic paperanditsbad news foryouiflamsuccessful.”

cameuptohimand asked himfor 10 penceand
theguyjustsaidnoand walked off. Tjust
thought, ‘So pathetic’, youknow?

“It’sall conscience-soothingreally, nothing
more, and totallyineffective. To be effective, the
workingclass has gottobeinvolved, and that
way therewillbe trouble. Clashes with the
governmentand oneside will win.”

Isthatwhatyouwould prefer?

“Ididn’tsaythat.Ijustdon’'tfeel as strongly
aboutthisissueasthose peoplein CND.Ihave
no desire to chain myselftoafencetostopa
nuclearwar.Idon’tfeel nuclearwarisasbig
athreatastheyobviouslyfeel.”

“It’s good for
the music
pressiflam
a failure. But
[ won't be”

Why?
“It'sbad news for the music press because they don’tlike Dexys and they
don’tlike me.”
But...

“Comeon, it'sbeen atwo-month hatchetjob
onme.Andthey’ve gottodothatbecauselam
notthesameasthem.Ihavealwaysbeenat
oddswith themandIalwayswillbe.It’s good for
themusicpressiflamafailure. ButIwon’tbe.”

Youmay aswellgo backto the old days ofnot
talkingtousatallandjustusingads.

“Idon’tbelieveso.”

Why, 'cos you enjoy interviews?

“LikeIsay,Idoitfor commercialreasons. You
wantto talktome aboutpolitical thingsand I've
donethat. Butifyou're saying the Dexysare
runningaway from politics then you don’tknow

Onerecentexample of strongworking-class
involvementis the miners’ strike. Would Dexys have done any benefits?

“Yeah.Becauseitisan obvious case ofhelping out people who are
shortof money. Buthave youno questions about the music? Thisisjust
apoliticalwitch-hunt.”

It'snotmeanttosoundlike that.

“Yesitis, yesitis, andlisten, you talkto me about running away from
Irish politicsandI've said more aboutIreland than any other musician,
Irish or otherwise, and you, asanIrishman, should be fuckingashamed of
yourselfthe wayyoulet that Mark Smith guytalk to you afewweeks ago.”

What?

“Youlooked soweak, soweak.”

Thatwasdeliberate.

“Weak. Itwas pathetic. Somebodywithignorantviewslike thatand he
justgave outshittoyou, anlIrishman, andyoudidn'tsay anythingaboutit.”
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whatyouare talkingabout. Youhaven'tgota
fucking clue. 'mnotbragging, 'mnotinterested, but Dexys Midnight
Runnersinitsshorthistoryhasbeen more political thananyother group
ever, any of them. Justbythe force of ouractions.

“Doyouknowanyother group thathaswithdrawnitslabourand
succeeded in negotiatingarecord contractat twice the originalamount?
Thatispolitical action. A group thathaslived outside the system, totally
outsideitfortwoyears,and survived?”

Butareyounotbackin the fold now, with the album, the interviews,
thetour, etc?

“Thatismyjob, butitdoesn’'tmake me partofthe system.I'mnot getting
atyoupersonallynow, butldohave tosayagain thatI have absolutelyno
respect for the music press. I can’t get excited by 18-year-old kids who
have experienced fuckall, been nowhere, haven’t even worked in most
cases, and then theytry to tellme about socialism, youknow? I went
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someone but they don’t make it easy for

you? “Yeah, | know what youmean.” Like
you canunderstand some of theirideas but
not the chip on their shoulder? “Uh-huh, I've
met people like that.” And youwant to tell
them to calmit down and stop rubbing
people up the wrong way? “Sure, but you
can'ttell people how tolive their lives.” So
what advice do you give? “Seems like alot of
people don’t want to listen to advice.”

Not Kevin Rowland anyway. He's obviously
proud of the fact, proud of hisband. But no
manisanisland, and pride comes before a
fall. Tonight’s concert was a superlative event
by musical standards, butit won’t have won
him any friends. When you leave your
audience disgruntled and perplexed (a few
were even laughing, but the joke was on Kev),
you've got to reassess your presentation.

Integrity isjust aword if you've got no one
else to proveit to. From the off, it was obvious
that we were being played to rather than
involved. Billy strumming an acoustic at the
front of the stage, Kev strolls up (“Cold
night,isn’tit, Bill?” “Yeah, it'sabad
one”), hunkers downtocroona
splendidly impassioned version
of “ICan’'tHelp Falling In Love
With You”, the curtain liftsand
Dexys skip, hop and jump into
gear.Notime foridle chit-
chat; Kevisinto serious
business, and you cantell from
the scowl on his face that he’s not
tolerating any displays of flippancy.

Between songs the soul brothers
holler for “Geno” and the scowl turnsinto a
thunderous expression of distaste. Feverishly
pacing the stage like a caged animal, Rowland
is stillburning after all these years, but it's his
band that makes your jaw drop.

“Come OnEileen” swings through at least
10 tempo variations and precision-stop
re-routing, drummer Tim Dancy pacing the
others with stop-watch accuracy. Abunch
of musos having agood time perhaps, but
athing of beauty to watch. Passionis no
ordinary word to Rowland but if the extended
vocals of “Knowledge Of Beauty”

YOU KNOW SOMETIMES you want to like

throughallthatmyselfat 18 and I don’t need itnow. Putting politicsin
your paper or the NMEis ajoke. And all the criticism is water offa duck’s
back.Itdoesn’tworrymein theslightest.Ilaugh at the music press.Ithink

you're hilarious.”

“Belfast, Belfast” BoneyM
“Whateveryou say, say nothing” Seamus Heaney.

Kevin feels 100 per cent happy with what he is doing now
and howright-hand man Billy Adams believes that thisis the
bestlineup ever and how the tour should be really something special.

O H, WETALKED some more about this and that, about how

DOMINION THEATRE,
—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

— NOVEMBER 12—

and “What’s She Like” were
spectacular, there were also
times when hisrappingintros

with Billy and his

KevinRowland:
displaying
classicparanoid
symptoms

the serious offence of “burning” (“And
when exactly did the offence take place,
sir?” “'71-76") - an awkward piece of
pantomime that again

risingirritation with
the audience (by now
stunnedinto silence) were
plain embarrassing.

It was so absurdly comical
to watch Helen, dressed like
a40-year-old spinster,
clapping and conducting

Rowland is still
burning, but it’s his
band that makes
your jaw drop

seemed more absurd
thanappropriate.

Their departure was
abruptand curt. “Adios,”
he barked as the curtain
closed; no encores, please.
We left, more dazed than
elated. Rowland displayed

theband with her bow as,
behind her, the bass player -incongruously
bulgingin tight satin strides -boogied into
the spotlight at every opportunity and a
policeman was wheeled on for “The
Occasional Flicker” to charge Kevin with

X%

The Fantastics

the classic paranoid
symptoms of aman “misunderstood”.

He seemsto harbour grandiose ideas of
this ownimportance and did little to achieve
our sympathy.

HelenFitzgerald

Iknow itwill, because I saw them practisingand heard them do a
ferocious “ThisIs What She’s Like”, ahaunting “Knowledge Of Beauty”,
two typically bizarre cover versions in Quo’s “Marguerita Time” and
Something Old, Something New” and I almost heard
enough towipe the tapes and startagain.

ButthenIthoughtaboutsome of the things thatKevinhad saidand
I'thoughthow corny alot of them were and how disappointed Iwould
bewhenIlistened to themlater on and how, ultimately, his heart
appearedtobeinthewrongplace and that thiswas the worst thing of
all. SoIdecided tosaycheerio and gohome.

TheIrish have probably gotaword forit, butlet’s say it was just one of
those things. BarryMcIlheney ®
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Readers’ letters

MM/NME JUL-DEC
Nobel effort

LiveAid managedtotranscend
everyone’s expectations, raising
over $70 million for faminerelief.
Bob Geldof mobilised millions

of people to saythat theywill
notstand for starvation on our
planetwhen so many of us have
somuch. WhileLive Aid’s success
does not presume foramoment
that pop music can save the world,
itsuggeststhatitcancertainly
domore thanmostgovernments
everattempt.

What couldbebetter thanfood
forthe starvingmillionsinAfrica
andanend tostarvation on our
planet? And what could be more
deserved thanaNobel Peace Prize
for Bob Geldof?

Congratulations to Bob, Band
Aid, USAForAfricaetalforajob
flawlessly done.
ALLISONVILLONE, Larchmont,
New York
What about the world—we
handed over that $70m!-

David Swift (NME Aug 3)

Alms and the man

TheLiveAid concertwas
agreatspectacleand good
entertainment. Theamount of
moneyraisedinsuchashort
timeisanachievementinitself
andshows the effect the whole
thinghashad on the people of
theworld. Whilst our attentions
werefocused onLiveAid, the
faults of our governmentsare
quietly forgotten.

We forget that they have cut
backonforeignaid over thelast
fiveyears, and have donelittle for
this currentfamine. We forget
aboutgiantexpensesonarmsto
destroy the world, which we have
allowed our government to get
away with.

The £50 millionraised by Live
Aidispissintheocean compared
with the defence spending of
western governments. Perhaps if
we demanded our government
give oneday’s defence spending
tothefamineappeal, then Live
Aid’s effortswould nothave
beennecessaryassuchalarge
amountof cash could nearlysolve
the problem.

LiveAidserved the
government’sinterestsin that
theywere notasked difficult
and unanswerable questions
asthe peoplehad theirminds
onthe concerts. Thissituation
allowed the governmentto get

away with murder, literally,and
makes sure that their capitalist
systemwhich causes such things
asfamineremainsintactand
unchallenged by the mass of
thepeople.

PAUL DREWER, Benfleet, Essex
Anymorelikeyou?—DS(NME Aug 3)

Ask not for whom the NME polls

Shame onyou. The mostrockist
exerciseinrecent NMEhistory,
andsucharidiculousresult.
Somuch esotericnonsense—
youknow that90 per cent of
yourreadership hasnever,and
will never, listen to Miles Davis,
John Coltrane or RobertJohnson,
and SlyAnd The Family Stone or
Suicide are unlikelyto receive
more thanaperfunctorylisten
for potential hipstervalue than

whats
qoing ort
FARVIN GALE

any consideration through
musical merit.

Marvinat Number One?
Ho-hum.Hemayhavebeenthe
greatestsinger of our time, but
had (forinstance) Stevie Wonder
beenshotinstead of MG, who
wouldbeat the top? Not Marvin,
and probablynot Stevie—both
havebeenresponsible for truly
upliftingmusicaswellas
moments ofdire crap (“Savage
InThe Sack” and “IJustCalled...”
tonamejusttwo), butIdoubt
the gap between the domination
ofoneand theanonymityofthe
otherwould besowidehad
circumstances been different.

The NMEisbollocks.
MARTINBARDEN, Welwyn Garden
City,Herts
You'reentitled to your firstand last
opinions, Martin, but...

Ifyou really believe that 90 per
centof NME readers have never
heard of Mile, Sly, Suicide, etc, then
eitheryou have been: a) suffering
fromadisease that necessitates
yourensconcementinanisolated

oxygen tent; b) inadvertently
reading another music paper;
orc) atthe Airfix again.

And personally (Ican’t speak
fortherest of NME'’s crew), I find
yourarrogant nonsenseabout
Marvin Gaye profoundly offensive,
tiresome and splinter-headed.
MidnightLove, frinstance, was
NME’s LP Of The Yearin 1982.

You, sir, areaclown—-Danny Kelly
(NMEDec14)

It polls for thee
Thanks for the 100 Best Albums
list.It’'s good to know thatatleast
onemusic paper treats musicasit
shouldbe treated, asa cultural
heritagerather thanapassing
trend or here-today-going-
tomorrowtransientanaesthetic.
However, whyisitthatofthe
blackLPsinthelistmore than
halfare compilations? Have you
gotyourselfaccustomed to black
musicbylistening onlyto your
owntape compilations? Can’t
blackartistsbe considered on
thesamebasis aswhites?

Oneofthetop soulalbums
isby Dexys, while Smokey,
Curtis, James, Aretha, etc, are
onlyincluded asatotal career
orlive “Best Of”.

There seemstobeno excuse.
BOBHARRIS, The Grave
It’sprecisely to avoid theodd
“transient anaesthetic” stuff

that compilations wereincluded.
To have excluded them would
haveeffectively disqualified
swathes ofrock’n’roll pioneers
andvirtuallyall black '60s acts
who were forced to surround their
current hitwith assorted turkeys
andissue theresultant malarkey
asan LP. Better theMiracles
Anthology than no Smokey,
surely?—DK(NMEDec14)

Negative feedback

Whosays TheJesusAnd Mary
Chain can'tplaywell? Me,
that’'swho. They can't play their
instruments to save theirlives.
Askforsingingandyou'll get
screaming. Thenthere’sthatear-
splittingfeedback. The Chain
ganghavenoideaatallhowto
play or perform and maybe that’s
whythey’resofuckingbrilliant!
CHRISTOPHERWHITEHEAD,
Burstall Walk, Bridlington

Sir Chris—Ican callyou Sir,

can't 12— with folks likeyou
aroundthere’s hopeforusall
—Steve Sutherland (MMDec7)
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MZLODY MAKZR

TALK TALK
BELOUIS SOME
HIS LATEST FLAME

Coming next...
in 1980

OTHAT WAS 1985. Everynightit’s just the same.

Certainly, that’snotitfrom ourreporters on the beat. The
staffers of NME and Melody Maker enjoyed unrivalled
access to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel
for the rhythms of a diversifying scene; as the times
changed, so did they. While in pursuit of the truth, they

unearthed stories thathave come to assume mythical status.

That’s very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rockwillbe bringing you verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsinpop culture, oneyearamonth, oneyearatatime. Nextup, 1986!

BEASTIE BOYS

INTRODUCING THEMOST outrageous band on DefJam records. “First
of all, I don't like intellectual bands, bands who think they know
something rather than just wanting to be in a band and have a good
time. Like my favourite band of all time is AC/DC,” explains producer/
label boss Rick Rubin. “Secondly, I don’tlike bands that have anything
todowith politics...”

NICK CAVE

AS STRONGAS Cave’s work s, increasingly he has no time whatever for
the “scum” —the music journalists who write about him. “Itreally boils
myblood and makes me sick,” he tells the latestleech, “to think that this
is still perpetuated and the same idiotic process continues, of me
speakingalot of shit to some fool. It's not whatI consider profitable.”

KEITH RICHARDS

INTERESTING TIMES FOR the Rolling Stones, the band’s main figures
having played separately from one another at Live Aid. Still, the magic
of the band remains intact, according to Keith. “I'll just hammer out
some riff, and if the drums pick up and the bass drops in, then maybe
we've got something. The Stones rely on that total feel; the rest of it is
justsalad dressing.”

PLUS...
PRINCE!
NEW ORDER!
PIL!
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| FROM THE MAKERS OF UNCUT |

THE HISTORY OF

Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1985.
“A Cincinnatijacket and a sad luck dame/Hanging outthe
windowwithabottle full of rain...”

TOMWAITSTOTTERED ALITTLEBIT CLOSER
TOTHEMAINSTREAM

LIVEAID ROCKED THEWORLD

THE JESUS AND MARY CHAIN GENERATED
SOME POSITIVEFEEDBACK

...and MICK JAGGER, ROBERT PLANT, THE POGUES, TOM PETTY,
NEIL YOUNG, JONIMITCHELL and many more shared
everythingwith NME and MELODY MAKER

More from UNCUT...
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