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HE 1980s HAVE given it a bit of a rough ride so far, but this
year marks a spirited return for rock. The Beastie Boys have
leaped to notoriety sampling Led Zeppelin, while Def Jam
producer Rick Rubin has worked a powerful transformation
on The Cult. Also on Def Jam, hip hop band Public Enemy
are described as “the best rock group in the world”.

Energy, attitude, sedition... Rock’s abiding principles are this year to be
found in plenty of different places. In the grassroots noise of small and
disreputable UK bands who play something called “grebo”. In the
swashbuckling, bad-reputation riffs of Guns N’ Roses. In the cathartic,
politicalnewalbum by REM, which provides a disturbing snapshot of America.

America is also a focus for our cover stars, U2. This year they use their
mastery of extravagant gestures and stirring dynamics to deliver their hardest
and most focused albumyet, The Joshua Tree.It's rock at its best: noisy, moving
and politically charged.

As ever, there are magnificent exceptions to the rule. From Iceland, The
Sugarcubes and their singer Bjork arrive from a place completely outside the
westernrock tradition. From the north-west of the UK, meanwhile, originality
of the most thrilling kind derives from The Fall and a faintly villainous new
concern called the Happy Mondays. A pair of conceptualists called The
Justified Ancients Of Mu Mu participate in music to steal from, subvert and
liberateit.

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
thaton page 138.

In the pages of this 23rd edition, dedicated to 1987, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
maybe.

With Tom Waits, inabarwith an inscrutable waiter and a stopped clock. On
tour in the Bible Belt with the Beastie Boys and their inflatable stage penis.
Discovering how, these days, his band’s enormous success means Bono has a
whole new circle ofacquaintances.

“ImetMuhammadAli,” hesays. “He’sabig U2 fan.”
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6 Princetoreleaseanewalbum.
Jools Holland saysarude word.
Paul Simon causes a political stir
with Graceland. David Bowie holds
histraditional press conference.
Tom Waits starsinacritically
acclaimed new film.

1 2 Inside Jimi Hendrix’s

Electric Lady studiowith the
former “Muppets of goth”,
newlybaptised asrock’n’rollers
byDefJam’s Rick Rubin.

1 6 Huge shows. Meetings with
MuhammadAli. Nowtheband’s
newalbum, TheJoshua Tree,
looksasifitwillallowtheband
todominate theworld stage.

24 NewrecordingsbyU2and

SimplyRed, reviewed.

PublicEnemy o
-page130
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2 6 The UK’s most attractive

acid casualty comes out ofhis
shell. Atoy-buying expedition to
Parisincidentallyreveals much
about thismostlikeable visionary.

3 0 While the band gigglein

the otherroom, JohnnyMarr
revealsthattimeshave been
tough for theband.

34 Ontourwith theworld’s

mostnotorious band. Includes:
womenincages, beercans,
inflatable penis, etc.

40 Steve Albiniintroducesthe

self-professed “puds” who make
transcendentally violentrecords
aboutaberrant
human

behaviour. \’\"
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44 The Mission to

headline Readingfestival.
The Beastie Boysin
trouble again. Paul
Simon’s Gracelandstill
asore point. Gaye
BykerMaryMaryis
psychoanalysed.

48 Tales offootball,

demo tapesand happy
collaborationasthe
band prepare to deliver
theirschizophrenic
darkpop double, Kiss Me
Kiss Me Kiss Me.

54 HappyMondays

and Guns N’ Roses go
through their paces.

Stillhounded NF
by the tabloids,
theformer
Wham!manisdoing
verynicely—and
very professionally
—thankyou. Now
convertingthenation
tomonogamy.

g
6 0 Ameetingwith oneofthe

year’smostimportantbands.
Why, inthe face of their genius
newdouble album, doesn’tthe
world knowthis?

64 The Scottishband break

freefrom the C86 movement
whichspawned them. A
knowledge of classicrock taste
willhelp them on theirway...

68 Debutalbumsby Public

Enemy, The Proclaimersand
HappyMondaysreviewed

71 Smiths, highfalutin critics
and more from the NMEand
Melody Makermailbags.

72 The Smithssplit!

JohnnyMarr speaks! Anew
guitaristissought! Meanwhile:
the Graceland debate

rumbles on. Bruce Springsteen
issued.AxlRosegetsonthe
Makershrink’s couch.

8

The pseudonymous KingboyD
and Rockmanreveal their
masterplanto destroythe
record business. Theirsecret
weapon: sampling.

82 The Georgiaband

returnwith a political, tuneful
stream of consciousness:
Document. “Americain 1987
isDisneyworld...”

88

The Reid brothers talkabout
boredom, theirbereft




The Cure-page 48

adolescence,and whyyou
shouldn’ttake LSD.

92 “Ipreferto createmy

owncountryandliveinit...”
Thebeatfabulistreturns

with the magnificent, poorly
punctuated Franks Wild Years,
and continues to astonishlive.

98 Howwill pop sensation

Madonna contend withan
outdoor gigindrizzly Leeds?

1 00 Anaudiencewith

thestrangely playful Andrew
Eldritch, fresh from working

with Jim Steinman. In his sights:

former colleagues The Mission,
amongothers.

106 Apoorreceptionfor

the Guns N’ Roses debut-but
more welcome arereleases
byBhunduBoys, and by
Marianne Faithfull.

1 08 Morrisseyisbackin

the studio—onhisown. The
JAMsrelease abowdlerised
album.Andintroducing...
Dinosaurand the Pixies.

114 Pubtalesof coppers

from Manchester’s newest
surrealistfunkband.

118 “Godisabathtub!” This

and otherleftfield observations
fromtheIcelandicband, who have

HA
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33 1,3 0PM

created one of themost
originalrecords of theyear.

1 2 2 Bob Dylan, assisted by

Tom Petty & The Heartbreakers,
savages Wembley Arenawith
aferalthree-nightstand.

1 24 Watchingthe Smiths

South Bank ShowwithMark E
Smith. Therelease of “Hit The
North”isshortlytobeuponus.

130 “Thebestrockband

intheworld” revoltagainst this
and attempts to define their
revolutionaryhip hop. Strong
opinions—notalways palatable
ones-are offered by Chuck D and
Professor Griff.

0.96750
A SIDE

136 Debutreleases from

thePixies, The Wedding Present
and office grebo favourites Gaye
Bykers OnAcid.

138 “Let’swrite a Christmas

single...” Howabizarre notion
and theurge to evade stereotypes
gaveriseto “Fairytale Of New
York”.Merry Christmas!

1 43 Farewell, The Smiths

and BigBlack. A grebo memory.
The critics critiqued, and more
from themailbags.

ROCK
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ENERAL KANE GETS CRACKIN'

{" THESMITHS, THE CULT,
PRt W 12, BEASTIE BOYS,

| BIG BLACK AND MORE



ReleasedonMarch 30,
1987, Prince’sninthalbum,
SignO’The Times, ranges

widelyinstyle,reflecting
thetracks’originsinthree
abandonedalbumprojects

Title track
already a hit

NME MARCH 21

Monday;, hisfirstsince disbanding The
Revolution. It’sa 13-track double called
Sign O’ The Times and the title track
isalready aTop 20 hit. Recorded
latelastyearat Paisley Parkin
Minneapolis, it was produced,
arranged, written and performed
almostsolely by Prince, with a few
notable exceptions.

Two former Revolution members,
DrFinkandEricLeeds (thelatter
nowwith thenewPaisley Park outfit
Madhouse) have performingand
songwriting credits on thealbum
and Sheena Easton contributes
vocalsonone track.

Titlesincludes “Starfish & Coffee”,
“Slow Love”, “It's Gonna Be A Beautiful
Night”and “U Got The Look”.

PRINCE RELEASES HIS new album on

HISTORY




PAUL-SIMON

98 GRACELAND

JANUARY —NNRCH

v,

although technically Iwasn’t.”

After announcing a Europeantour,
including several dates in Britain, Simon
flies to London to record with Ladysmith
Black Mambazo and announces that
prominent anti-apartheid musicians Hugh
Masekela and Miriam Makeba will also be
performing with him on the European
tour. His manager agrees the NME can
interview Simon, on condition that Miriam
Makeba and Hugh Masekela are present.
The next morning, hisrecord company
WEA withdraw the offer.

Atelex sent from the African National
Congressin Lusaka to their office in
R Sweden says:'“TheA.NCfully su|?port
Simonplayssixsold-out aboycottactionagainst a Paul Simon
showsattheRoyal Albert European and Americantour...He has
HallasJerryDammers, . R .

Paul WellerandBilly singularly done more harmin flouting the
Braggprotestoutside cultural boycott against the racistregime.”

Simon’srecord company arrange an
emergency press conferencein London.

Accompanied by exiled South African
19 musicians Miriam Makeba and Hugh

am no eme on Masekela and resident South African
musician Ray Perry, Paul Simon opened
d o848 b the conference by reading ashortletter
Ou ncan po cs he’d written to the United Nations
Committee Against Apartheid. He'd
NME FEB 7 drafted it after the UNhadrequested he
clarify his position regarding the cultural
boycottin light of growing criticism - from

?

NTHE SUMMER of 1984, Paul Simonis more tracks and in April the Graceland album the African National Congress andrelated
Isenta tape of Gumboots Accordion Jive iscompleted. Onitsreleaseinthe UK, anti-apartheid bodies - of his Graceland LP
Vol 2, which he plays regularly in his car. Graceland was criticised for not attackingthe | andhisupcoming European tour. The letter
Thisinfluences his decision to make an album apartheid system, but was generally well stated thatin his own field Simon was working
inspired by African music. Thetape came from | received onamusicallevel. Simontold New toachieve “the end of the apartheid system”
South Africa. “I first thought, ‘Too badit’s not York’s Village Voice: “I'm not good at writing and that he intended to maintain this position
from Zimbabwe, Zaire or Nigeria, life would politics, I'm arelationship writer, relationships “inthe context of the UN cultural boycott”.
have been more simple.” andintrospection.” Since the letter had beenreceived, Simon -
Simon then consulted the black musician The extensive sleevenotes on the back of through American anti-apartheid organiser
Quincy Jones, who told him to “respect the albumalso contain nothing that can be Harry Belafonte -had beeninformed that the
musicians”, and during a periodin which he construed as anti- ANC hadreversed their
refusedinvitations to appearat SunCityinthe | apartheid, fuelling rumours 6 y position over Graceland,
South African homeland of Bophuthatswana, in the music press that I d0n t feel, as an withdrawing criticism and
he preparedtorecordin Johannesburg. Simonhadsignedan . regardingthe LPas
After taking partin“We Are The Wo?ld" for agreement v?ith the al't|3t, that I have legitimate. This position, he
the Band Aid project, Simonbooks several government of the Republic H now said, would soonbe
weeks of recording time in a South African of South Africa, preventing to consu": WIth confirmed by ANCleader
studio, where he cuts five tracks from his his from criticising the idn’ Oliver Tambo at apress
album using South African musicians who are Botharegime. anyone' I_d“_in t conferenceinLos Angeles.
reputedly paid three times the normal union During amonthinwhich ask permlssu)n” Simon said he welcomed
rates. The recording sessions coincide with the state-authorised radio the controversy that had
the second Sharpeville massacre and several stationsin South Africaare accompanied the album as
musicians are forced to leave the sessions playing tracks from Graceland, Simonis it allowed people “essentially on the same
2 early to abide by South Africa’s racist pass interviewed by SPIN magazine, apparently side to clarify their positionandreach a
g laws. after checking the credentials of the unified standpoint”.
£ InMarch1986,some of the South African magazine’s writer. He tells SPIN: “I thought it But hadn’t he flouted this unity by not
£ musiciansare flowntoNew York torecord wasin the guidelines of the cultural boycott, previously consulting or making public his
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intention torecord Gracelandin South
Africa,anactionliable to cause division?

“I don’tfeel, as an artist, that | have to
consult with anyone. | didn’t ask for
permission to do the project, nor did |
want any restriction on what | might think
orsay or write.”

If it was his avowed intention to work for i 3 The Tube
. Ex-Specialand presenters
the end of apartheid, why had there not Artists Against . JoolsHolland

been any mention of the South African APafrthejd \ ancRaulalates
situationin the album’s songs or j:;r‘;lg'ar:;ers
extensive sleevenotes?

1!
“Itis amusical album; | approached the A” the POOV
subject froma cultural point of view that 66
has political implications, butlamno The Same T
experton South African politics.” NME JAN 24
Ray Perry outlined hisimpassioned u G e PS

[ ]
support for Graceland (both album and 99
tour) asitallowed South African Ims e '|'YNE TEES PROMPTLY put the

musicians to be heard around the world; squeeze on Jools Holland last Friday

the cultural boycott was used wrongly if it NME FEB 2 followingalive cross-channel s

prevented this. promotion spot, during which the Tube g
“lknow better than some person who presenter temporarily lost his marbles =

hasbeen away from South Africa for 20 NLASTWEEK’S NME, the anti-apartheid and advised “all the groovy fuckers” E

years how to runmylife. If 'mtold lam Imovementwas accused of a “climb-down” among hisschool-agelisteners to tunein =~ &

notallowed certainrecordsorto over Paul Simon’s tour. The movement to the pride of pop shows. Peter Moth, é

perform, by my brothers as well as the had not announced any boycott action, so how controller of public affairs for Tyne Tees TV, &

government, wheream|torunto? canithave climbed down? It seems that the later told NME: “Jools came out with the =

Emotionally we would die.” movement is going to take flak from some offendingword forreasonswhichhecan't
Miriam Makeba underlined her people no matter what it does on thisissue. explain... AfterwardsJoolswas distraught &

credentials as an exile and apartheid Paul Simon must have known this tour would and he apologised on The Tube. However, g

opponent for over 20 years and told how be controversial at atime when we need unity there was no choice but to suspendJools ]

persistent representations to the UN by tofightapartheid.| can’t speak for Artists asfaras The Tubeis concerned.” &

her on Simon’s behalf revealed that he Against Apartheid, but as anindividual, | think

had never been put on the boycott list. it's veryirresponsible for a pop star to walk PaulMcCartneyon

However, she too felt thatacultural into a country where children are being :2:5}?:{(’::‘11:“

boycott should not deprive indigenous slaughtered in the streets and make apop LP, toreplace The Tube

black musicians from being heard outside asif nothingis going on, especially without

their own country, and that the whole consulting the right people (ie, the ANC) first.

policy wasin need of clarificationand Simon has said that he paid the musicians

redefinition. Masekela took up her point, $400 aday, supposedly three times the going

saying the “policy” wasill-formed and put rate. In this country, thisis the minimum

together without proper, widespread Musicians Union session rate for15 hours’ work

consultation with exiled musicians such (£262.50p). He also said he didn’t performin

as himself. South Africa, butin the Oxford dictionary to
For Simon, the issue of cultural boycott “perform”includes to “sing or play”.

seemed torest onthe decisionto play or Athis press conference in London, he

not play Sun City. He had not, for instance, claimed that the ANC had “reversed” its policy b .

requested that his albumbe withdrawn and that the president, Oliver Tambo, would \q {\«

fromthe South African market: “lt was make aruling on hisindividual case afew days | Y

made by South African musicians, why later. No such thing happened, of course. "

shoulditnotbe available to them?” To get thingsinto perspective, I'd like to ) Q
He denied too that he had had any quote astatement by the National Executive ppe ma Ure \ ~

personal contact with the South African Committee of the ANC on the occasion of ]
overnment before he had been allowed their 75th anniversary, presented by Oliver . :

tgoworkin South Africa. Though the Tambo on January 8,1987: “We can truly say NME Can Terry Waite

possibility that representations by well- that we have broken through a critical barrier I‘eally re-form The Beatles?

placed Warners personnel could have in terms of both world understanding of what

facilitated the album’s recording still istobe done about the apartheid system ERRY WAITE’S HOPES for

remained, Simon felt no need to forward and the unwillingness of the international TreunitingThe Beatles (with

an anti-apartheid message explicitly on community to act. The conditions therefore one obvious absentee) have

the albumbecause “the audience | am exist, thatin the current period, this experienced abit of a hiccup this week

used to addressingis asophisticated one. community should impose both unilateral with an official denial from the Paul

lassume they know what’s happeningin and universal comprehensive mandatory McCartney office. A spokesman said

South Africa, and if they don't, the first sanctions against racist South Africa. Where that Macca had heard of the plan for

time they hear about it shouldn’t be from governmentsrefuse to act, the publicat large the One World concerts this July, but

apop star. Pop musicis notaplace to should respond with people’s sanctions. Now would be unable to take part: “The

argue complex political issues.” isthe time for deeds and not words.” organisers have been abit premature
Simon maintained that he had It seems that some people, because they announcing lots of bignamesin the

nothing to apologise for,and pending quite like Graceland, keep trying to find national press without getting any of

clarification of the ANC policy - excuses for Simon. | just wish he’d never gone them confirmed. Obviously, it’s given

perhapsrevoking the Lusakatelex - the to South Africain the first place. And | think he themalot of publicity, but whether

controversy over Gracelandlooks still to may be making the same mistake again by the event will actually go ahead on the

have some way to run. GavinMartin carrying on with this tour. scale they’d hopedis doubtful.”

HISTORY OF ROCK 1987 | 9
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Tom Waitsplays
discjockeyZack
inthe“small,
sweet”indiefilm
DownByLaw

S SV

“Most
films spend the
plot tunnelling...”

MM JAN 17

LLYEAR, JOURNALISTS returning
from film festivals have been telling

me |'ve gotta watch out for Jim

Jarmusch’s Down By Law, it'samovie with me
inmind.l'd evenstarted to build up a certain
resistance to it and to the typecasting, when,
allof asudden, here was a sneak preview and
Iseemedtobe laughinglouder than anyone

elseinthetheatre.

Jarmusch has called it a “neo-beat-noir-
comedy”, whichisas goodalabel asany
for amovie which deliberately refuses
conscription on most ground. Inrecent
years, probably Repo Man comes closes to
its wacky freewheeling spirit, and maybe,

prison

highlyimprobably beanery called Luigi’s Tin
Top managed by a beautiful Italian girl.
Roberto’s faith in movie logic pays off.

The director of this small, sweet movie
istall, prematurely grey-haired, intensely
intellectual and dressed like one of Tom
Waits’ characters. Black leather jacket,
shiny black shirt with a crumpled collar,
black trousers and a perpetual Camel
posted in his mug.

Was Down By Law made with me and my
type of punterin mind?

“lhad aninteresting conversation with
David Puttnam,” drawled Jarmusch in his slow
Ohio baritone. “He said, ‘If

but there are so many talented people not
aswellknown that | know. | also have an
aversion to movie stars. The only good
movie star is adead movie star.”

Actually, Down By Law, which was
wellreceived at Cannes, was currently
No1at the box office in Paris, and doing
goodbizin the hipper US cities.
Beautifully shotin black-and-white by
Robby Miillerin Louisiana, it has the feel
of countless pulp thrillers, B-movies and
swamp blues. Jarmuschis afan of all that,
of course, from Jim Thompson to Mickey
Spillane, and the film that he’'d really like
to make - or remake, since Warner Bros
made aperversion of the James M Cain
novel for Mario Lanza -is Serenade.

Unlike whodunnits, pulp thrillers run
onatmosphere rather than plot. What
logic there is seems to come from the
writer’s subconscious, so that scenes jolt
into frame like eventsin a nightmare.
Jarmusch’s screen writing follows this
procedure too.

“I have faith in accidents. | like to
de-emphasise the story, and that lets me
getaway with things the audience would
never fall for if | was concentrating on the
plot. For example, the fact that Tom and
Johnand Roberto escape from prison
with no explanation, you know. Most
prison films spend most of the plot
tunnelling. I find it annoying that most
American films are so overwritten that
the audienceis one step ahead of the plot.

“They're predictable -but | guess
audiences respond to formulas. | write
backwards from the way most people
write. | start with the characters and
acertain atmosphere inmind, and I sit back
and let the story appear tome.”

Down By Law developed out of a creative
collaboration with Tom Waits on a screenplay
of Franks Wild Years, which Tom finally
junked, doingitonstageinstead. John
Lurie of the Lounge Lizardshad beenin
aprevious Jarmusch movie, Stranger
ThanParadise. A chance meeting with
Italian comedian Roberto Benigni,and
the fact that they could communicate
deeply without language, gave the director
hiskeyingredient.

“Tomand | have akinda

decadesback, Truffaut’s Shoot The Pianist.

Tom Waits, an unemployed disc-jockey, and
John Lurie, a small-time pimp, both getsetup
by the New Orleans police. Waitsis planted
with a corpse in the boot of his car, Lurie with
a10-year-old girlin ahotelbedroom, and the
two disgruntled small-timers wind upin the
same cell at Louisiana Pen. They snarl and
fightin the confined space until one day the
door opens to admit anew convict, Roberto
Benigni, who doesn’t speak English.

you want to make a film for
people you'dlike if you
met them, then your film
willlieinabudget of two
million dollars. If you make
afilm for people you might
like if youmet them, it'd
be five million dollars. If
youmade a film for people
youwouldn’tlike at all -

10 million.

“ldon’t need a lot
of money to make
films, since I’'m not

into spectacle or
special effects”

kindred aesthetic,an
interestin unambitious
people, marginal people.
Roberto, like most Italians,
is very open about his
emotions, and he speaks
with his eyes, his hands,

his gestures. Alot of the
lines | wrote for him he had
to memorise, and he didn’t
even know why they were

“Momento,” he says, and flicks through his

phrasebook until he finds a conversational
gambit. “If-alooks could-a-kill, | am dead

now,” he reads. But Robertois anintellectual

and adreamer and, despite thelack of a

common language, he takes over leadership
from the two morose cons and coaxes them
into his poetic dream-world. He leads them
out of prison through a secret tunnel andinto

ALAMY

the trackless bayou, and finally discovers a

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1987

“l think that’s aridiculous statement, but it’s
interesting, and | consider meeting people
like Puttnam part of my education.

“I'd like to reach as many people as possible,
without doing market analysisin my head. |
don’t consider my work to be mainstream, so
Iwon'tbe disappointed if | stay with a cult
audience.l don’tneed alot of money to make
films, since I'm not into spectacle or special
effects. There are expensive actors that | like,

funny. At the start of filming he spoke even
less English than his character, but by the end
he was about equal.

“The point of the filmis that the two
American characters are notin touch with
themselves like Roberto is. Hisimagination
isopen, and he understands the lifeline of
American culture - Whitman and Robert
Frost are specific examples - even though
he’shad to followitin translation. Maybe




that’s true of Europeansin general.”

Manuel from Fawlty Towers will appear to
be abloodrelative to Roberto for British
audiences, though Jarmusch has never heard
of him.Harpo Marxand Harry Langdon, the
greatsilent comic mimes, seemed close to
him. Prison escapes across the bayou,
pursued by baying bloodhounds, go all the
way back to | Am A Fugitive From A Chain
Gang of1932.

“Right,” says Jarmusch, a mine of movie lore.
“Paul Muni hides under the swamp water and
breathesthroughareed.”

He has an enviable filmbackground as
teaching assistant to Nicholas Ray at NYU
Graduate Film School. He worked with Ray
and Wim Wenders on Lightning Over Water,
the weird movie which chronicled the death of
Ray over aperiod of time by cancer. Wenders
hasbeen accused of playing the vulture.

“Not true. Nick wanted the filmmade and he
coerced Wiminto doing it. If Wim had resisted
it would've been, ‘Fuck you, you're not my
friend any more!’ It was very hard on Wim and
apainful experience for everybody.

“llearned so much from him. Nick had
studied architecture with Frank Lloyd Wright
originally, and he taught me that tomake a
film work, each building block has to work.
Each scene has asingle meaning - thoughit
may mean different things to different
charactersinthat scene, and when you talk
toyouractorsyoudon’ttellone what you
told the other one.

“I think Nick was more deceptive with
actorsthanI'mable to be.He'dintentionally
throw awrenchin the works to subvert the
predictability of the script.”

And Ray’s concern for teenagers? Rebel
Without A Cause, They Live By Night, Knock
OnAnyDoor.

Genuine, affirmed Jarmusch.

“He wanted to reach young people at the
point where they could be subvertedinto
false values. Hereally felt that was a prime
state to catch themin.” Brian Case

March18,1987:
Bowieand Peter
Framptonatthe
CatClub,NYC,
forthesecond
ofninepre-tour v
pressshows

“I've got no intention of stopping”

NME MAR 28

HIRTEEN YEARS AGO, he changed his
Tpersona more often than his pants. Since

that time David Bowie has transformed
from a Diamond Doginto a diamond geezer,
and meeting the pressin London last week
he came across as the head boy from the
Tommy Steele School Of Charm.

Hisanswerstotheflood ofbanaland

predictable questions from Fleet Street were
punctuated with “love”,

Whatabouthisrelationship with his
own offspring?

“We getalongfamously, wehave awonderful
relationship andI'mvery proud to havehimas
myson.Iwouldliketoleaveitatthatonthat
particularsubject, thankyouverymuch.”

Beforewe can delve furtherinto hissibling
psyche, theline of questioningis broken by
more Fleet Street frivolity. Howdo you keep
going, David? Have you

“pal”, “mate” and “chum”.
Hetolduseverythingwe
knewalready.It’sgreatto
bebackinEngland, he
exercisesregularly tokeep
hislooksand he’shappy

“If 1 sell more
than three albums
I’'m happy”

ever thought of quitting?
“I'vegotnointention

of stopping.I'min that

luxurious position where

I'mdoingsomething

thatIabsolutelyand

abouttouringand hisnew
album.Ohyes,andhe’shad an Aids test, will
haveanotherifhe changespartnersand he
wants everyone to wear condoms.
Thealbumis called Never Let Me Down, his
oldschool “chum” Peter Frampton plays
guitaronit, andjudgingby ourlive previewin
the London’s Player’s Theatre (performing “87
and Cry” and the single “DayIn, Day Out”),
he’sstillstuckin the non-creativerutthat

thoroughly enjoy.”

Butcommercial success has eluded you of
late. Like the disappointingsales for Tonight.

“You oughtto see thefigures for Low, and
we followed thatone up. IfIsellmore than
threealbumsI'm happy.

“Asfaras Absolute Beginners goes,Ithought
itwasaveryinterestingmovieandIenjoyed
italot.Ilike the wayJulien [Temple] works
with thecinema, Ithinkhe’s gotsome

wasso evidenton Tonight. Frampton comes
aliveandkillsthemelodies stone dead with
hisheavy-handed '70s guitarwailing.
Itwas probably the smallest audience
Bowie or Frampton had faced since their
daysof sharingaschool-hallstagein
Bromleybackin the early’60s, and the elite
press posse audience were blasted to the
backofthetinytheatreasthe curtaindrew
backtoreveal 1,000-watt PAspeakersand
half-a-dozen of the highest paid musicians
intheworld drowning out the sound of the
trainsthatrattled overhead as theyleft
Charing Cross station. The tourwill put
himbackinthe distance-itis goingunder
thebanner of The Glass Spider Concerts,
named after one of the tracksonthe LP.
“It’'sthe pivotal songon the album.
Glass spidersIseeassomekind of mother
figure.It’stheidea of childrenwho
eventuallyrealise their parentsare not
reallysomethingtheycandepend upon
foreverything. Theyare on theirown.It’s
thatkind offeelingIwant to putacrossin
theshow.”

“A TERRIFIC MOVIE
holy, kidding escape fantasy.”

Dt Denby, NEW YORK MAGAZINE

interesting things to say. Imade The Hunger
with Tony Scottanditwasn’tagreatsuccess
commercially, butthenhewenton tomake
Top Gun.Ithinkthe same thingwillhappen
toJulien.”
Whataboutdirecting yourself?
“Iwouldlove to-asoftenas possible T have
collaborated onmyvideos, butit’skind ofa
quantum leap to go from four minutes to 90.”
Yes, that’ssomethingJulien has found out
himself. From then on, it’sall denials and
corrections to previous pressreports (“No,
I'mnotplaying Frank Sinatrainafilm. No,
MickJaggerandIarenotremaking Some Like
ItHot.No,Ineversaid ‘lights, costumes and
theatricalsets’), except forafewwordson
image. Ziggy Stardustrevisited?
“I'mreallyproud of all that.IthinkIstarted
somethingthatwasreally quiteinteresting
andalsoveryamusing.I'veneverseenitasan
image, it’s creating characters. Takeagood
characteractorlike Robert De Niro;in Taxi
Driveryouknowhe’snot Travis. Itis Robert
De Niro playing Travis. It’sjustas simpleand
naiveasthatwithme.” TerryStaunion

...a beautiful, melanc

EBET ROBERTS / GETTY
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Goingfully Electric:
The Culttourtheir
newhard-rockalbum
-(I-r)lan Astbury,Les
WarnerandBilly Duffy
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MELODY MAKER

HE GHOST OF Jimi Hendrixwalked amongus as we

satto oneside of this spacious studio in Electric Lady

and talked of dead heroes. Interestingly, most of [an

Astbury’s greatest heroes are dead, notablyJimi, Janis

andJohn Lennon, while a goodly number ofhis favourite

bands-Zeppelin, AC/DC, The Who, Free and Mountain
—have also thrown up their fatalities.

“Thisroomhasn’tchanged since Hendrixwashere,” remarked Ian,
surveying thewooden floor through curtains of beautifully glossy black
hair, free, forachange, fromitsinhibitingred headband. “Do younotice
whatthis placefeelslike?Itfeelsreallygood.”

Itfelteven better when Janis rustled by on an unexpected visit, but she
diplomaticallykeptitbriefin order thatJimi mightremain centre stagein
the conversation.

“I'wasso excited the first time I came to New York and stood outside the
doorofthisbuilding,” Ian continued. “Icameinand I thoughtI'd see
masses of Jimi Hendrix stuffin here for me to steal. Iwasreally pissed off
‘costherewasn’tanything, butthe disappointmentwentawaywithinan
hour.AC/DCdid Back In Blackin here, and Led Zeppelin have recorded
hereaswell.Ireally don’tknowwhat Hendrixeverrecorded in here.
Probablyouttakes. He did ownit, though.”

“Thelounge area for the studio upstairs used to be Hendrix’sbedroom,”
added Billy Duffy,leaning forward beside Ian on the two-seater sofa. “He
lived there.”

Therewas, of course, something very temptingabouttheideaofa
wanderround Hendrix’s bedroom, but unfortunatelyitwasnotto be.
The clockwas calling the shots and the clockwas saying quite clearly that
itwas time toreturn to the more earthlymatters of The Cult, The Cult’s
newalbumand The Cult'simmediate future asforeseen by the
imaginative [an Astbury.

“Youknowwhenyou're goingto hitsomebody over the head with a big
stick? They think you've got alittle stick. And they say, ‘You're not going to
doit,areyou?’ AndIsay, ‘Yes,Iam. Whack.Ithinkthat’swhatit’s goingto
belikeforus.”

Inotherwords: The Culthave beenin Electric Lady studios, New York,
recordingan albumwhich will shock the knickers off most of their fans.
Thisisarockalbum, whichisnotinitselfsurprising. The signpostswere
allthere onthe LoveLP, and the group have never made any secret of their
supremeregard for thereigninghard rockacts of thelate '60s/early '70s as
wellasmorerecenthappeningslike AC/DCand Motoérhead. The Cult
havealwaysbeen, by their own definition, a “rockband”.

Forreasonswhichwillbecome clearlater, producer Rick Rubin,
celebrated for his work with the Beastie Boys, Run-DMCand LL Cool]J,
refusedhisservices toahostof clamouring megastars and chose instead
toworkwith The Cult. Single-handedly, he cured the chaps of their
collective blurred vision, set them on the verystraightand narrowand
finally gave them the album theyreally always wanted to make but
probablyneverwould have.

“Rickcamealong, scraped all the crap offthe top and found the shining,
beautiful bitsunderneath,” said Ian, poetically. “He’sa Midas for the '80s.”

“He knewhowwe should be approachingthings,” enthused Billy. “It
tooksomeonelike Rick to turnround and say to us, ‘Stop doing that, it’s
unnecessary. Hehasverylittle confusionin his mind. Heknowswhathe
wantsto hearandyoueitherlike it oryou don’t. Whatever arguments or
disagreementswehavedon’tlastvery
long.It’'saveryyes-or-no situation.

“We'vehadtorelearnalotofthings, go
backto basics. Nowwereusingspace and
dynamics, harnessing power to make big
things sound bigger. It’s giving people
lessand makingitsoundlikeyou're
givingthemalotmore.”

Tan: “Oneguitar speakslouder than 10.
Intheold days, there was abetter quality
of musician around who understood
aboutplayingthree chordsasopposedto
12,whohad abetteridea ofhowto
communicate abasicthing.

“Led Zeppelin, for example. ‘Black
Dog’ didn’thaveaguitar ontop doing
ajazzlineand anotherontop doingan
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easternmelodyand on top ofthata tambourineand on top of that,
vocalharmonies. Soifyou've got 12 guitars, why notuse them for 12
differentsongs?

“Thisalbum captures the energy of ourlive concerts, but withfine
tuningaswell. Anybodywho considers themselves tobe arockerinany
walk oflife should go outand buya copywhenit comes out, and seriously
learn, listenhowto doit. Thisis ahow-to-do-itrecord. We've finally
tamed the beast.

“It’sscaryinoneway,” admitted Billy. “The only thingIworryaboutat
allisthat thekids whoreallylike theband mightbejustalittle freaked out
byit.It’'sveryraw. It'sverynaked. It'sabrasive. It'snot verynice sounding.

“We'vetalked atlength about thisrecord, and I think people will
probably go through what we went through, ashortperiod of absolute
panic—-‘Whathave theydone?’ ButIthinkand I hopethatthekidsthat
haveactuallyboughtourrecords and supported us from day oneand
beentoall the gigs will getover thatinitial panicand be able torelaxand
enjoyit. Idon’t thinkanybodywho sat down and thoughtaboutitwould
likeanyband tostaythe same.”

44 FTHE BANDS who pre-date our initial bashings, there’s
onlyKillingJoke and the Banshees who still exist,” said

Billy. “Then from the period of '82 to '84, there’s only us
and The Mission that have come out of it with our careers headingin
anup direction. It’sabitsad. It’s like there was a whole crop of bands
and maybe only five per cent of them are doing anything.”

That’s thefive per centwho are tryingto achieve and improve, explore
and originate. The diehard gothic survival bands, by contrast, are a pretty
useless breed, wailing dismallyinto an empty future that’s only empty
becausetheirheadsare.

The gothicaudience, however, is alive and well and as bigas ever,and
lookingjustaboutthe same—an observation which provoked aheated
response from Billy Duffy.

“Therewas one thingIreadinthe paperstodowith The CultwhichI
didn'tlikeand thatwas areview of our Brixton Academy gig. The guywas
sayinghefeltsorryfor ouraudience, The Cultaudience, 5,000 kids who
werehavingagreattime.

“Maybe thatwas the onenightlastyear thosekidsreally got theirrocks
off. And this dickfeels sorryfor their supposedly patheticlifestyle. That’s
oneoftheugliestthingsI'veeverread. It'swrongtojudge people by the
way theydress.Idon’tgive atosshowanybodydresses.”

“Youthinkaboutall thosekids athome thathave gotabsolutely shitall,”
demandedIan.

“That’swhy people gotsointo punk. It was an exclusive club. Youwere
identifiable as a punk, youwere nolongeranumber, youwere partofa
gang, partofafamily. Theylike tofeelapartofsomething.”

“Apartandapart,” interrupted Billy.

“If someone wants to putan upside-down crucifixon, that’sfine,”
rattled onIan. “Welove themall.”

Areyousayingyouwould discourageindividuality?

“Inthefullness of time, they’ll find they can still enjoy music and not
have todressinsuchauniformway,” reasoned Billy, already calmer.
“Theyprobably think they'rebeing dead cool, and they probablyare
where they come from.”

“I'veseensome gothickidswholookamazing,” counteredIan. “They’ve
gotitdowntoatee, reallylookinglike seriously antisocial human beings.
ButIthinkachangewill probablyhappensoon.Ithinkit’shappening
now. Yousee girlswho have stopped
wearingblack, nowwearing colours.
I'thinkthe classic Siouxsie Siouxmould
isonitswayout.”

“Siouxsie set the role model for girls
eightyearsago,” said Billy. “They’ve
keptherstyle eversince, andit’s
time for people to change. Ijust
think they’lldevelop in theirown
wayintosomethingelse.” And the
sooner the better.

It'salways cheering to meet musicians
whohave somehow or otherremained
fans. The Cultarefansinabigway. So
much so thattheypin posters of their
personal heroes on the studio walls for
inspiration whilerecording. Somuch so



thattheyleave the fingerprints of those same heroes
all over the album, and what’s more, admit it.

“We'rewearingour influences on our foreheads,”
said an unapologetic Billy Duffy of the forthcoming
LP. “Oh, for sure. No doubt aboutit. We've
consciouslytried not tonick, we’ve made an effort
not tolifttoo many people’sriffs, but there are
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THE CULT

The Culthad already been in touch with Rick Rubin
afterhearing some of hiswork, primarilywith the
Beastie Boys. They'd senthimatapeandhe’d
expressed interestin working with them, which
surprised everybody, it seems, except for The Cult.

“I'wasn’tsurprised atall, because of theway

we’dbeen talking onthe phone,” said Ian.

onlyso manyguitarriffs to go round. Chuck
Berrymade hisentire career out of oneriff. And
thatoneriff’sreally good.

“Wejustdowhatever we need to make our
songswork. It'snotaquestion of uslistening to
musicandstealing things. It'smore the overall
feeland sound thatwe tryto get over. Just
becausewelikeAC/DCdoesn’tmeanwe've
nicked halfof AC/DC’s stuff.”

The Cultwillreadilyadmit to the influence of
theAustralians. Also, Lemmy (“for sure, there’s
apartofLemmyonthealbum”), Free (“agreat
deal”), Zeppelin (“of course”) and, to my own
satisfaction, JanisJoplin.Icanalso tellyou

“We've made
an effort
not to lift
too many

people’s riffs”

“We'dbe sayingto each other, ‘Do youlike
Led Zeppelin?’ and ‘Doyoulike AC/DC?’ -
‘OK, let’swork together’. Thatwasit. The
commoninfluences.”

“You couldlaysomeheavyFree onhim,”
continued Billy. “Itwaslike a cultural
exchange.It’sjustnice to find somebody
your own age, somebodyyoudon’thave to
explainyourselfto.Ineverreally gave any
thoughtto the other, more majorartistswho
wanted to produce them.”

“He doesn’thave toworryaboutmoney
anyway,” commentedIan. “Hisfilm company
willkeep himinbacon double cheeseburgers

thatthe soon-comesingle, “Love Removal
Machine”, willsound as directand as danceable as anything the Stones
have donein theirliveliermoments.

Billy: “Metallicaand Anthraxhave both told us they play ourrecord
allthe time when they’re on tour. Thelatest ones were Jason And The
Scorchers and The Georgia Satellites. It's very odd. Simple Minds and all
thosebandssay, ‘Don’tworryabout the press, it'sreallyhappening, fuck
thepress, don’tletitgetyoudown, don’tletitgetyouscared.

“Butwe’ve seen enough to know that, in Britain, it'sveryimportant
whatthe paperssay. The only ways to getreally heard is by getting your
record onRadio 1, getting yourselfin the music papers or going through
thevideo outlet, whichis verylimited. Kids believe the press.”

“Iremember running outand buying Melody MakerwhenIwas 16,”
said an eminentlysensible Ian Astbury. “Iordereditat the newsagents,
andifitsaid aband was good, I'd go outand see them, I'd buy the records.
Thatwasmy completebible. I grewup with that. It’s the only criticism
you're getting. Your friends aren’t going to say bad things aboutyou, so
when peopleinthe pressdo, youhave agrudgingrespectforit. But they
justwantto throwstonesatus.”

confused. The album Lovehad been highly acclaimed in America

and Europe butnotin Britain, even though the tour, theirlast one,
had gone brilliantly. Anew album was looming up and the band were
inatransition period, set on making a “straight-ahead rock LP” but not
entirely sure howto go about it.

Billy: “We decided to keep our feet on the ground and goinwith the
same guy, Steve Brown, who did Love. We went to the Manor and started
inonthe projectwith pretty much the same approach we did on the Love
album. Itwasjustbasically: ‘Divein there and whackit onto tape as
quicklyaspossible, makesureit’sall playedin time, throwmore guitars
on, we canalwayssortitoutinthe mix.

“Three-quarters of the way through, thesebad vibesstartedrearing
themselves. Itwaslike anunspoken thing. Itjustwasn’tright.”

“Ttfeltlike a better version of Love. Like ‘Love IT',” continued Ian. “We
wanted ittosoundlike ourinfluences and to soundlike the waywe play
live. We thought, ‘Let’s chop these guitars out, let’sgetbasicdrums,
guitar, vocals and rhythm guitar. We wentinto the mixing stages, butit
stilldidn’twork out.”

“There was much, much, much too much goingonin the tracks,” said
Billy, pickingup the story.

“Whatwefailed torealisein the pre-production stage was thatwe
didn’tdo enough work on the structure of the songs. We couldn’t work
outwhatroute to take to get the record sounding the waywe wanted it.
We couldn’tfind outwhere we were goingwrong. Sowe had areal panic.
Itwasfrightening. We'd spentalot of timeand money onit.

“Wewent through alotofoptionsand thelastone, tore-record the
whole thing, was never even spoken of. Itwould've caused too many heart
attacksallround.

“We couldn’tdecide whatto do. The pennywas beginning to drop that
youcan'tpolishaturd. Something was fundamentallywrongwith the
way we'drecorded the songs.”

ITWAS THE end of 1985 and The Cult were feeling dazed and

forthenext50years. He’sjustintomaking
recordshe’dwantto take home and play.”

Originallyitwasagreed that Rubin would remix two or three of the
albumtracks. Then, around November last year, it was decided he would
remix the whole album. The Cult flew out to New York, where itwas
settled that Rubin would re-record three ormaybe four tracks. And
finally, the whole of the completed, unsatisfactory album was scrapped
andre-recordedinashortfewweeks at Electric Lady, with some of the
original tracks dropped to make way for new ones (which may ormaynot
includeaversion of “BornToBe Wild”...).

“Wewere doing 16 to 18 hour days because the adrenalin was so high,”
sayslan. “Theengineerswerereallyontheball. It'snot ‘Excuse me,I'm
goingto getacup oftea), it’s ‘Excuse me, I'm goingto work 18 hours a day
forthe nextfewweeks’. Ithinkthiswasallmeantto be, in astrange way.
Ifwehadn’tmadeaballs-up of the album, wewouldn’thavere-recorded
itand we wouldn’'thave got whatwe’ve gotnow.”

Onetrusts that therecord companytook thewhole thingas
philosophically...

“Itwaslike God in Hiswisdom said, ‘Hold on, you're going to New York
and goto Electric Ladystudios. The powers thatbe have decided we're
theonesthatare goingtobreak the stalemate that’sbeen going on for
seven or eightyears. We're extremely confidentin thisalbum.”

thatwillsell for the next20 years”.

Hesaid of The Cult: “Iheard some of their new material and it
sounded very excitingand different for them.Ithinktheywereina
transition period, vergingonarock’n’rollsound andI thoughtIcould
help them carry through thatrock'n’roll feeling. They probably could
have doneitthemselves, butI thoughtitwould have taken thema couple
more albums. Thisway, they skipped ahead pretty quickly.

“Ihad them playall theinstruments dry, whereasin the past theyhad
alotofeffects. Theyweren’tused to playing tight, specific parts. There
were no effects to hidebehind. Iwanted them to achieve the sound first,
withoutany effects, and then add the effect afterwards. It’slike starting at
Aandtryingto getto B. Wehad abetterA.

“Iwanted to produce The Cultbecause of the potential of the material
andbecause theywere ayoungband and the timingwas right, [ thought,
forthem.Icanbeinvolvedin amake-or-breakalbumasopposed to
workingon, say, another MickJaggerrecord. I preferworking with
younger people; I'm 23.

“FromwhatIunderstand, alot of the best rock'n’roll producers came
fromablack music background. Mutt Lange, who’s worked with Def
Leppardand AC/DCwasalover of blackmusic. Rock'n’rollis rooted in the
blues, whichisblack blues-sounderstandingblack musicisvery
importantinattackingrockmusic. There’'safeelingofagroove that
doesn’toften existin alot of pop music.

“I'mafanofrockfromabluesbackground. My favourite bands are
AC/DCandAerosmithandI'verecentlystartedlistening to Led Zeppelin
alot. This Cultalbumwill put The Cult’sname up there with groupslike
that. Youthinkofrock’n’rolland you think of AC/DC, ZZ Top, Aerosmith
andnowyou'll probablyalso think of The Cult.” CarolClerk ®

S OIS RICKRubin. He proclaims that thisis “a classic rock record
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profoundly informs the new
album, The Joshua Tree.

Still, Bono is no preacher, he ‘ N 7 l l aJt ‘ N 7 e
claims. “Eno said, ‘Bono has
given me enough, but he
hasn’t given me all he’s got.’ )J
I’ve given him more, but O eS
there’s a lot more to come.”



December14-16,1986:along
withalbumdesigner Steve
Averillandphotographer

Anton Corbijn,U2goonathree-
daytriparoundthe Mojave
DesertinCaliforniatoshoot
imagesfor The Joshua Tree
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ANTON CORBIJN

MELODY MAKER

NCE, WEWERE asked to setup an

( ( audience with the Pope. We were told the
Pope wants to meet U2. We thought, ‘This
isagoodlaugh—he musthave heard
‘Gloria’. So we got the message and said,

‘Fairenough’... I'llmeet anyone.

“SoIthought, ‘Yeah, I'llmeetthe Pope,impress therelatives.’ In
oneway, I'mattracted tohimbecausehe’s Polish, and Ilike Polish
people,and hehasatenderheart. Buton the otherhand, he’svery
conservative and some would say he’s put the Catholic church back
afewyears... SointheendIsaid, ‘OK, we’llmeethim privately.

Word came back from the Vatican... ‘No press? No publicity? Butees
thewholeidea!’ Isaid, ‘Sorrymate, join the queue with therest of
thepunters.”

Bononeedsashave.It’snotadesperate need, butthereis something
incorrigibly Geldofian abouthim ashe bustles abouthis business,
showingearlysigns ofinelegantwastage. Tossing his ponytail behind
him, he grabsamicandbends forward awkwardly, peeringhard at
unfamiliarlyricsheaped onthefloorinfrontofhim... “In the town of
Springhill, Nova Scotia...”

Hebounds over, all smiles and pumping handshakes, a kiss for
Reginehis publicist. “Sorryto keep youwaiting... Howare you? Very
good ofyou to come over. Thanks for being patient. Can we getyou
anything? Tea? Coffee? Somethingstronger?”

Afleetof Filipino handmaidens? The freedom of Dublin? No,
nothing, Bono. Justanintro.Andso U2 play The Dubliners’
“Springhill Mining Disaster”, aheartbreaking, deathlysongthe band
areknockinginto shapeto play on GayByrne’s Late Late Show (which
goesoutinlreland at9pm!) as partofa Dublinerssilver jubilee
celebration show, also involving thelikes of The Pogues, Planxtyand
TheFureys.

The Edge painstakingly explainshow U2 were groomed
on Coca-Cola, American television shows and Top Of The
Pops,and thatitwasn’tuntil theyleft to start touring that
theyrealised theywere Irish. “And itwasn’tuntil then we
realised howspecial The Dubliners were.”

Bono’sback, dazzlinguswith anecdotes, slippinginto
aseries ofimpressions for which Phil Cool might find
ause. “Ronnie Drew [singer with The Dubliners] came
uptoLarryinabaronceandsaid (perfect Ronnie Drew
voice), Areyouwid the U2?’ Larrysaid yes, and hesaid,
‘Jeezus... myboy, helovesyour band. Itwould give him such
athrilltosay thatamember of the U2 boughthis old man
apint.Soofcourse, Larryhad tobuyhim one. That’sreal
class, thatis.

“See, thereare two sides to The Dubliners’ music. Oneis
thePaddyat thebarswigging outofabottle and then, whenit’s finished,
breakingitover somebody’shead. The othersideis ‘Springhill Mining
Disaster’, and that'swhywe’re doingthatsong.”

leaves the traps this week and the usual wheels of promotion

and touring groan into action. Separately, they explain away
the album’sideas and motives with a unanimity thatis almost
uncanny. Have theybeenrehearsing theirlines? Have they been
knocking this one around for solong that they’ve finally come up with
aconsensus of opinion?

U 2AREBACK in the fray. Their new album, The Joshua Tree,

theywanted to write songs where thelyrics weren’t scribbled down
between takes. Suddenly Bono wanted to sing properly. Suddenly they
wanted tobecomearealband.

“Haveyouheard thenewalbumyet?” enquires Bonoin the corridor,
between furtherbouts of startling hospitality. “Notbad, isit?” He
disappears, chortling.

The Edge: “Bono’s writingwordsinawayhehasn’tdone up untilnow.
He’sso much better as asinger now. And we'relistening to different things
now. We're getting more interested in the classic songwriters, country
singersand stuff. It'sallrelative to ourinterestin America. It’slike we

didn’treallydiscover ourIrishness untilwe

Thealbum’s about America, anew-found
awareness ofitsrootsin R&B and country
nestlingin perfectdisharmonyalongside
their old awareness ofits political shamein
Central America. Theysingrendingly of the
mothers ofthe disappeared, carryingaplug
for AmnestyInternational on thesleeve,
while deliberatelyleaving the flaws theyall
knewremained on “Trip Through Your Wires”,
ananarchicshambles ofasongrootedin
12-barblues.

Noaccident. Bonoregardsitasonlythe second
albumthey’ve ever made, that U2 onlyreally
started with The Unforgettable Fire. Suddenly

“We're getting
more
interested in
the classic
songwriters”

travelled outofIreland. And then yougo to
Americaand find yourselftotallyalienated byit.

“Then, slowly, yourealise there are different
levelstoit. The Americaofthe greatR&Band
country performers, andin civilrights, people
like Martin Luther Kingand Bobby Kennedy.

“Weworked with T-Bone Burnettand Robbie
Robertson, and Bono did asession with Keith
Richards, peoplewho are hooked up on that.
Andsome ofthe writers, thenewjournalism
of peoplelike Truman Capote and Norman
Mailer, the way they were able to bringyou to
aplace-it’'salmost cinematic. We tried to do
thatonthealbum.”
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Bonodragsmescreamingto the pubround the corner,intheheart
ofdirty Dublin’s docks. We'd been in the management company
boardroom, duckingoutofthe adrenalinfiring the atmosphereaall
around as theheartbeat of the U2 operation hit peak cylinders of
professional panic. The Joshua Treereadiesitselffor world domination.

“Themoleculesinthisplace,” he'd said, “theyrejustflyingaround. You
may thinkyouwon’tbeaffected, you've onlyjustarrived, butyouwill-
Ipromiseyouwill.”

Andsoweperchontwostoolsatthebar, thenods and greetings from
staffand customersand the odd bit of U2 memorabiliadiscreetly
decorating the walls suggesting the chapsaren’tentirelyunacquainted
with this particular wateringhole. Bono swiftly sinks an Irish whiskeyin
themannerofarealrock'n’roll starand bemoans thelack of good writers
inthe music press, whileIkeep halfan eye on the progress of TerryMarsh
onaTVinthecorner. “Youlikeboxing?I've got tickets for the [Marvin]
Hagler fightinLas Vegas.I'mfascinated by boxingasawriter,butasa
person... ImetMuhammadAli, youknow, he’saU2fan.”

Whaaat?

“Honestinjun. Dick Gregory broughthim to see us.Iwas completely
blown awaybyit.[justthought, ‘Thisis one of the greatest sportsmen
who ever stepped into the spotlight. Amanwithreal class. Amanwith
arealsense ofhumour.”

Washeinabadway?

“Listen, even when Muhammad Ali'sin abad way, he’s stillgood enough
forme. We have some weird fans. We had Bishop Tuturingusup. In

“Outsideis America™:
attheHarmony

Motelonthe
outskirtsof Joshua
TreeNationalPark

America, Iwentto one of the anti-apartheid allies, and the tourwas
havingan effect on America-people were joining the anti-apartheid
movement, whichwasareal thrill. The same thinghappened with
AmnestyInternational. They doubled theirmembership after that
tour. We didn'tactually speak to Bishop Tutu, butwe had a call from
his daughter. Shesaid, ‘My father wants you to know that your tour of
Americahas consequences,and he appreciates the workyou're doing
forthe anti-apartheid movement.”

Adrunkhascollared Larry Mullen atthe bar, engaginghiminan
argumentabout SelfAid, before telling him the story of hislife. U2
were sued at SelfAid, heinsists. Larryregards the accusation with
equanimity, explaining that, while they didn'tagree with all the
principles of SelfAid and whileithadn’tworked out quite the way any
ofthemhad hoped, hehad metan unemployed guyinapub soon
afterwardswho’d thanked him forappearingonitand saidithad given
himencouragement.

Thatconversation alone, explains Larry, was ample justification for
them playingthegig, irrespective of all the other shenanigans. They
shakehandswarmlyand thedrunkdeparts, impressed.

LarryMullenisnotonlythe youngestmember of U2, he’salso the
prettiest. We talkabout Bono. Didn’t he ever feel the teensiest surge of
envyasBono careered around, grabbing the adoringmasses and
vigorously dumping theminto the palm ofhis hand?

“No,no,NO!” hesays, horrified. “Beingasingerisaterrible
responsibility. Isometimes get the odd twinge thatIwouldn’tmind »
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playinglead guitar, justlike a couple of notes,
butthat’saboutasnearasIwould wantto get
tothefront.”

I'll have aword with The Edge.

“Itlooksso frightening being the singer.
Especially from whereIam. Youknow, Bono
disappearsinto theaudienceandyoudon’t
knowwhatis happening. Youjusthave to play
onand hopefor thebest, butit’s veryworrying.
Itrusthisjudgement, Ireallydo, hehasan
instinctfor these things... butitdoesn’tstop
youworrying.Idon'talwaysunderstandit, but
Itrustit.”

The Basildon fireman [Terry Marsh] haswon
theworld titleand Bonoisoffonarantabout
violence and peace and stufflike that.

“People thinkthereasonsI'mattracted to
Martin Luther King or Gandhi or Jesus Christ
arethat, insomeway, I'marealman of God myself.In truth, thereal
reasonI'mattracted to these peaceful menisI'm the guywith the broken
bottle.Igrewup thatway and I despise violence, I despise the violencein
me, and thatiswhyI'm attracted to men who've turned theirback onit.

“Therewasagigin Americaonce whereIthrewLarry’s drumkit off
stageand had agoattheband. And Edge, whoismyideal-he’s
completely composed-hewasso outraged by the violencein me thathe
gavemeasevere digin the mouth. Itwas amazing. I'veknown himallmy
life, and itwasareally good digin the mouth. Itknocked me over. Thiswas
onstage, in frontofthe Talking Heads and The B-52’s. I think theyall
thoughtitwas partofthe show.

“Yousee, formetosingonstage, theonlywayIcandoitisif'mreally
committed toit, and ifI sense anythingless than complete commitment
from the others, thenIgetveryantagonistic towards them, and
occasionallythishasled toabitofafracas. Larrywashavingabadnight
andIwashavingabad nightand-well, some people come to see U2 and
expecttoseemeinsaffron.”

Youareabitofanicontoalotofpeople.

“IthinkImustbeaverybadicon. People mistake the music for the
musician. What’s special about U2 is the music, not the musician. Iland
theothersarejustordinarypeople and our trade is to make music.
Somebodyelse’sis to build houses or workin afactory or teach. We're just
gettingto gripswith our trade as songwriters, that’sall.”

Butsurelyyouencourageit? All thatflagwavingand wadinginto the
audience creating frenzy, don’tyou feel uneasy

explosionwasallabout.Icarrythatwithme
andIwould endupintheaudienceasaresult.
Butitwasabigmistake.”

Itwon'thappenagain?

“Nope. Scouts’ honour. Ifthe band were here,
they'dbe groaningnow, saying, ‘We've heard
thatbefore.”

Theband confirm theyhave hearditbefore.
The Edge seems positivelybemused by
Bono’sbehaviouronstage. “Weused tosit
him down before agigand say, ‘Listen, you're
notgoinginto the audience tonight, are you?’
Andhe’dsay, ‘No’,andhe’dreallymean it. But
he can’thelp himself. As asinger, he feels the
need to physicallyget close to people. When
he’sonstage, he’sinadifferent mental state.
Performance for Bonoisso total thathe comes
off stage sometimesand he’s totallyinspace.”
Don’tyou getembarrassed by some ofhis exploits?

“Embarrassed? No, notembarrassed. Just petrified.”

excursions to the Antipodes and he became part of the road

crew, returningwith them to Dublin to become involved in
their personal management. One day Bono asked a favour of him and
Greg duly went off to collect Bono’s motorbike. On the way back he
crashed itand waskilled.

TheJoshua Treeis dedicated to Greg Carroll, and one track on the album,
“OneTree Hill”, waswritten asadirectresponse to his funeral. Asort of
therapyfor theband, perhaps, asBono can hardlybearto talkabouthim.

“Hewas almostfleshand blood with U2. We methimin Auckland,
NewZealand. Aucklandisa city setaround five volcanic mounds and
thesmallestoneiscalled One Tree Hill because there’satree at the top
ofit. Wemet Greg Carroll there and he worked withuson The
Unforgettable Fire Tour.

“Hewas one of those guys yousayhe’s too good for this world. We
haven’t,andI don’tthinkwe everwill, get over hisloss. And he died doing
me afavour.Idon'tknowwhat to say. He further made 1986 the most
paradoxicalyearinourlives. That'swhythe desertattracted measan
image. Thatyearwasreallyadesertforus.Itwasaterrible time.

“Deathisareal cold shower,and I've had alot. It’s followed me around
sincelwasakid, andIdon’twantto see any more ofit.”

“OneTree Hill” isfollowed on the album by

GREG CARROLLWAS a Maori. U2 met him on one of their

aboutthat?

“Ido. Wewentonstage in front of50,000
peopleatMiltonKeynesandithad beenraining
alldayandthefield waslikeanIrishbog. We
wentonandIthought, HowcanIliveup to this?
These people deserve the best concert of their
lives, howcanwelive up to that?’ AndIcouldn’t
answerit,I can’tcome to terms withit.

“Thatfeelinghasled me to exaggerated
gestures onstage, butI've since decided words
speaklouderthanactions.I've gotto putthe
actionsbehind me.lalwaysresented beingon
astage, [alwaysresented that barrierbetween
meand theaudience, and thisled to that

“In Salvador,
troops opened
fire above

our heads...
I felt sick”

“Exit”, another song of violence and death.
Its positioning on the albumwould indicate
conceptual programming, but U2 insist the
songisaboutno specific personandis
purposelyvague.

TheEdge, whohadahandinthelyric, says
it’sthe prime example of their new cinematic
approach to constructingsongsand was partly
inspired byreading Mailer’s The Executioner’s
Song.Bono, onthe otherhand, talks of Flannery
O’Connor and black comedies from the Deep
South of America.

“It'sjustashortstoryreally, exceptIleft out
afewoftheversesbecauselIlikeditasasketch.

infamous gigin Los Angeleswherelended up
falling offthe balconyand ariot ensued and people could have gothurt.

“Theband tookme aside backstage and said, ‘Look, you're the singerin
aband, you'vejustgotto getup there and sing. Peoplein the audience
understand the situation, you don’t always have to remind them that U2
aren'tstarstobeworshipped-theyalreadyknowthat.”

Dothey?

“Oh, they do. Butbydoingthat, itlookedlike a big star trip when it was
exactlythe oppositelhad in mind. [twassomething thatwentback to
whatIwasdoingbackat the Dandelion Marketin Dublinandreceived
agoodkickingonthatoccasion.”

Butbygoinginto the audience, surelyyou'rebound toincite them?

“Yeah,isn'titfunny?Iswearto God thatwasthelast thingon mymind.
Itcame out of the exact opposite feeling. We were born out of that punk-
rockexplosion.Iwas 16in 1976 and in a punkband, and thisidea of
separating theartistfrom the crowd was the antithesis of what that

It'sjustaboutaguywho getsanideainto his
head. He picksitup offa preacher on theradio orsomethingand goes
outand...Thaven'tquiteworked it outyetwhetheritwasasuicide or
amurder. The wordsjustcame outvery quickly on thelastday of the
record. We had 30 songs for the album and chose 11 of them, butIwanted
asongwiththatsense of violenceinit, especially before “Mothers Of
TheDisappeared”.

America, America.Itdominates the world and thrillsand appals U2.
Adam Clayton was appalled when, halfway through their first major US
tour, henoticed that they’'d adopted the first signs of American accents.
Panicsetin. MTVand Americanradio was subsequentlybanned from
theirearsand anurgent SOSwentoutforarescue dispatch of tapes of the
JohnPeeland Dave Fanningshows, lest theybecome any more
contaminated by the bile of American music.

Thusfreed fromthe taint of American mediabrainwashing, they
started to prod beneath the surfacealittle more. Askedwhoheis »
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listeningtonow, Edge willreply, “Hank Williams,
Archie Edwards, Willie Dixon and Mel & Kim.” And
Bono talks wistfully oflistening to Keith Richards
playing gospel songs on the piano and he, Bono,
beingintroduced tohisfirstJohn Lee Hookerrecord
attheage of25.

“Itdidn’t change mylife, butitchanged myattitude
tomusic. Iwenthome thatnightand wrote ‘Silver
And Gold’.Imet T-Bone Burnettonceinabar. He
said, Tmwritingasongatthe moment, it’s called ‘Having A Wonderful
Time, Wish You Were Her”.I'm in Room Five, would youlike to join me?’
How canyouturndown aninvitationlike that?”

Howindeed?

“Sowewentoffand wrote thatsong. He'd then hand me the guitarand
say, Nowyou playme one of your songs’,and I'dlook at the guitar, turn it
overand playthebeatonthe backandsingitunaccompanied because
U2’smusicwas withoutroot. We, as a group, formed our own sound
devoid ofanybackground, because ourrecord collections started in 1976
with Tom Verlaine and Patti Smith and The Clash and TheJam.

“‘Silver And Gold’ was my desperate attempt—and [ wroteitin two
hours—towrite asongthatbelonged to a tradition. [waswritingitabout
South Africa, aboutamanwho wasat the point of violence, which s
somethingthatfascinatesme.”

Croppedhair, allied to ajaunty pair of pince-nez, givesAdam Clayton
theairofan eccentricAmerican college professor. An odd illusion for
amanwithsuchanurbane, evenaristocraticmanner, whichitself
seems atoddswith amanwho plays bass with U2 and uses the words
“rock’n’roll” atanyavailable pause in the conversation.

There’sno specific U2 sound, heinsists, because they keep changingit.
Atone point, theywere working on the album and Bono interrupted Edge
andsaid hewasbeginningto soundlike U2. Edge took the pointand
wiped theslate clean. Theywanted to make alive-soundingalbum
becausethat’swhatrock’n’rollisallabout. Theyknowthe albumis
technically flawed, but that’swhatrock’n’rollisallabout. Thisalbumis
rootsier because, shucks, that’srock'n’roll. And boy, those old '50s
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BN “I'minterestedin
) alotofprlmltlve

 biblical,” says Bono

records; halfofthemare outoftune and the playing’s
awful, butitsureashellisrock’'n’roll.

One ofthefirst things Bono greets uswith, between
offersoftea, coffee or perhapssomethingalittle
stronger, isa eulogy about Ben EKing’s “Stand By
Me” andits perfectrighttobeatNo 1.

“Adam Clayton... Adam Clayton,” bellows Bono
suddenly. “Ifitwasn’tfor Adam Clayton, Iwouldn’t
beinU2.Adam Clayton found Paul McGuinness, our
manager. Adam Clayton booked ourfirst gigs. lowe so much to him. He’s
totally committed tobeingin U2.

“Forafewyears,[didn'tknowwhetherIwanted tobeinaband and U2
didn’tknow. We thoughtwe might break up. Itwas after Boy, whichI
thoughtwasagreatalbum.Ilostinterest.[hadlessinterestinbeingin U2
and more ofaninterestin othersides of me, whetherIwastalkingtoa
Catholicpriestin theinner city oraPentecostal preacher, Iwas sucking
up whatever theyhad tosay.Iwasinterested in that third-dimensional
sideof meandIthoughtrock'n’rollwas a bit of waste of space.

“I'thought, ‘OK, U2 were good atbeingaband, butmaybe we could
bebetteratdoing other things, like gettinginvolved in the inner city
orsomething.’

“Wewere teeteringon the brink of collapse. Adam was completely
heartbroken about this. Hewas totally disillusioned, because he was
moreinterested in other spirits like whiskyor tequila oranythingelse
he couldlayhishandson.I'malrightnow, I've come to terms with being
inaband.Ithinknowthatthisiswhatwe dobest.”

amelodicballad that soundslike asmoochylove songbut,
ifitis, someone’s putacid in the champagne. At the moment
they’re editing the video. Bono’s face appears on the screen, harsh
and cold, his hair swept cruelly back to emphasise that thisisno
standard standard.
Bonoisuncharacteristicallyimmodestabout the song. He thinksit’s
brilliant. He thinksitshould go to No 1. He thinks the charts need U2 right

T HENEXT U2 single will be called “With Or Without You”,



nowahell ofalotmore than U2 could ever need the charts. He almost
believes the songhas turned himinto a half-decentsinger.

“Idon’tthinkI've beenagoodsinger, butIthinkI'm gettingtobe agood
one. On Unforgettable Fire,1 think something broke in my voice andit’s
continuingto break on TheJoshua Tree, but there’s much, much, much
more there. Atthe end of Unforgettable Fire, Eno said, ‘Bono has given me
enough to getawaywithit, buthehasn’tgiven meallhe’s got. I've given
himmoreonthisrecord, but there’s alot more to come. [ know that.

“See,I'mlooseningupasaperson, about mypositioninarockn’roll
band, about U2, butforyearsIreallywasn’'t sure aboutwhoIwasorwho
U2were or, really, ifthere was a place for us. People say that U2 are self-
righteous, butifeverIpointed afingerIpointed itat myself. Iwas
defensive about U2 and thereforeIwas on the attack.

“WhenThearU2records, Thear myvoiceand T hearan uptightness.
Idon’thearmyrealvoice. Alot ofitwas to do with writingwords on the
spot, making themup asIwentalong. But Chrissie Hynde said tome,
‘Ifyouwanttosingthe wayI thinkyouwant to singand the wayyou can
sing, then writewords thatyoubelievein. I'd never done that.Iwas
literallywriting the words asIwas doing the vocals.”

Why?

“I'thoughtwritingwords wasalmost old-fashioned. A hippythingtodo.
I'thoughtwhatIwas doinginsketchingawaywas...IggyPophad doneit
and hewasabitofahero.Ithoughtthat,assoonasIhadapeninmyhand,
Iwasadangerousmanand...”

Hesuddenlystop dead mid-sentence and Iwonderifit’sa coronary.

“ThearU2!Itis!Itis!” He'svery excited; they’re playing his song. “It’s
‘Where The Streets Have No Name’, itmustbe onaradio. There. Doyou
hearit?”

Eitherhe’shallucinatingorIam.

“I'wanttobeasinger.[aspire to beingasoul singer. My heroes are Van
Morrison, JanisJoplin... buton the otherhand, they're Scott Walker and
Elvis Presley, and trying toworkin the twoiswhere[am at the moment.
Theotherinteresting thingis thatall the people thatinspired me when
Iwasgrowingup allhad the same confusions offaith. Bob Dylan, Van
Morrison, Patti Smith, Al Green, Marvin Gaye—thishasbeenareal
encouragementtome.”

Hepausestoreflectagain on “With Or Without You”.

“It'sagreatsingle. God almighty, Ihopeitgetsinto the Top 10, Ireallydo,
it'saclassic45.”

Fighting talk, butwho caresabouthissingleswhenyouralbumis
almost guaranteed to go straightinto the chartsatNo 1? And on St
Patrick’s Day.

Claytonand The Edgestill cringe as theyrecall thelast time they were
on Top Of The Pops. “We were the first group that went on that showand
ourrecord wentdown,” says Edge, smiling. “Wereally felt pretty stupid
doingit, though. We were on the same week as Echo And The Bunnymen
—thatwaswhenEchowerestill talkingtous—

subtle. Ononelevel, we'reaccused of being too subtle and, on another,
we'renotsubtle enough. I'minterestedinacertainlanguage. Onthis
record, 'minterested in alotof primitive symbolism, almostbiblical.
Some people choose to usered, some people choose turquoise. Some
peoplelikelavender.Ilike red.

“Duringthisperiod, Iwasinfluenced by the John Lennon handbook.
Ihaditinmybreastpocket... ‘SundayBloody Sunday’... afterall, John
Lennonwrote the firstone. Whatupsets me is that when people see U2,
theyseeonly ‘Sunday Bloody Sunday’ and the guywith the white flag.
Theydon'tsee ‘DrowningMan’, which was onthe same album. Thereis
anotherside to U2. Sure, we arrived with a placard in ourhands—-and
bold placards—butthat’snotjustwhat U2’sabout.”

Butyoushouldn’tbe surprised when that’swhat the media pick up on.

“Oh, we deserve everythingwe geton thatone. But Boywasn'’tlike that.
Norwas October. It was simply one album, War, which was areaction
to thenew-romantic movement, the cocktail set-mentality, and
deliberatelywe stripped our sound to bare bones and knuckles and
three capitalletters—WAR-and we put these prime coloursin. Butwe've
stood accused since then for that one album. You could say the same
thingaboutJohn Lennon, he went through asimilarsort of period, or
BobDylan onhis earliestwork, ‘Masters Of War’ and all that. It wasjust
aperiodwewentthrough.”

Doyouregretitnow? “No.”

he met some of the mothers of the disappeared, inspiring the

album’s final track. The Amnesty International tour hit San
Francisco and Lou Reed took him to Mission Street, where the walls
are covered in anti-American slogans and vicious murals. There he
met the Chilean artist Rene Castro.

“Iwasdrawn towards Central America through meetinghim. Atfirst
hedidn’t pay me much attention, untilhe discovered the Amnesty
connection. Amnestysaved hislife. He'd been captured when Allende
waskilled and theyhad the militaryrevolution. He was tortured. He had
aholeinhis chest. Theybored aholeinhis chest. Hewasin the stadium
with Victor Jarawhen he had hisfingers cut offand then, eventually, was
brutallymurdered.

“AmnestyInternational had gothim outand people from the Latin
American community came to our gigs and Rene Castro sent me some
ofhis paintings and, eventually, Iwas asked to go to Nicaraguaand El
Salvador.InNicaraguait’s, well, it’s the sexiest revolution I ever saw.
Womeninkhakiuniformsstandingon corners and, well,Idon’tlike
anyonewithanArmaliterifle, but they were standing there smoking
cigarettes andlookinglike Miss World.

“And then goingto Salvador, the differencein the airwasincredible. You
couldfeel the atmosphere of malevolence from the troops. Itwas awful.
Iwrote ‘Bullet The Blue Sky’ out of the fear I felt

L ASTYEAR, BONO went to Nicaragua and El Salvador, where

and Mac suggested we swap guitar players. [
actually thoughtitwasaprettyfunnyidea, but
somebodysaid there would be trouble from the
unions, sowedidn’tdoit.”

But “Pride” wasahitsingle,andadamn
good one.

“It’'sthe highestchartplacingwe’ve had, but
we'rereally terrible at producingsingles. We're
never prepared towork outall thatremixstuff
andallthose other promotional devices, it’s
never beenaprioritywithus.”

“And ultimately,” adds Clayton sagely, “Thope
peoplewillremember ‘Pride’ forwhatitwas
aboutrather than thefactthatitwasahit. It

“The English
hoard words
and the Irish
spend them.
We’re loose”

there, usingveryprimitiveimagery. Because
Salvadorlookslikeanordinary city. Yousee
McDonald’s, yousee children with schoolbooks,
yousee whatlookslikeamiddle-class
environmentuntilyougo 25 miles out of the city
andseethevillagersandthe peasant farmers.
“I'wasoutside onmywaytoavillage, and the
villagewasbombed anditscared theshitout
of me.Ididn'tknowwhichwaytorun. Theywere
mortaringthevillage and there were fighters
overhead anditwas completely... And thislittle
farmer says to me, ‘Noworry, it’'s over there.’ He
was goingthroughiteverydayofhislifeand he'd

wasimportant forus tohave asinglewhich said
something, rather thanjustmakeanice noise on
theradio.”

Bonoisansweringcriticisms abouthis use of
emotive phrases for easy dramatic effect. Under
ABlood Red Sky, Unforgettable Fire, War, “Sunday
Bloody Sunday”, “In God’s Country”...

“IguessI'mjustanover-the-topkindaguy.”

Isthatapleaofguilty?

“Thelrish are great dramatists. The English hoard
wordsand theIrish spend them. We'reloose. Like
James Brown - ‘I'm a sex machine’—now that’s not

learned tolive withit, whereas I was there just
forafewweeksand Iwasreally concerned with
number one at that point. Troops opened fire above
ourheadswhilewewere there... justflexing their
muscles... andIliterallyfeltsick.

“Theideathatpeopleatourconcertsin America,
their taxwas payingfor these instruments of torture,
wassomethingThadn’t quite come to termswith.”

Heturnsto LarryMullen. “DoyouthinkIshould be
talkingabout this? Probablynot.”

Terry Marsh isworld champion. The newalbumis
called Thejoshua Tree. And theywouldn’t tell me
why. ColinIrwin e
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Massive but
minimal: TheEdge
andBonoofU2at
Wembley Stadium,
June12,1987

ALBUMS

U2 ISLAND

When | think of U2, | don’t think
of America, | don’t think of stadia,
sweat, pumping fists, auxiliary
hair. 1 think of fresh air, fjords,
snow, the sky, expanse. Only
the small-minded could resent
these openspaces, this size;
theindieregressivesor the
soulboys, who both hanker for
the grassroots, keep their ears
fixed to the ground.

I certainly don’t think of
Springsteen. Springsteenisa
hearth, harking back, bringing
nothing new in the way of sound
or of meaning, every phrase or
gesture cueing our pop
memories, binding us tighter
asarock family. U2 belong with
pop institutions like Costello and
The Smiths, whose existenceis at
onceradical and reactionary.
Reactionary because they're
trammelled by their audience’s
sheeplike faith. Radical because
they've brought something new
topop.AndinU2’s case, that'sa
new sound.

It'sasound, asense of space
and architecture, that wouldn’t
exist without Television. Tom
Verlaine opened up the
possibility for rock to retain
accelerationand urgency
while sheddingits aura of
masculine rowdyism, its scuffed
shabbiness. Heinvented akind of
austere psychedelia,an abstract
attack, a pure aggression withno
objectbeyond exultationinitself.
This puritan, post-R&B rock is
everywhere - Verlaine gave us
Echo, Go-Betweens, REM,
Bodines, Meat Puppets, Hurrah!
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-butnoonehasmadeit
resound louder and largerin
global pop than U2.

U2 are massive but minimal,
majestic but free of pomp or
flourish. There are no solos,
power chords, curlicues even -
justaweave of close-chording
texture, an exhilarating shimmer.
Trackslike “Where The Streets
Have No Name” teem,
accelerate, become inexorable,
acascade of sapphire and
marble. Echohaven’tdone
anything as powerful since “All
I Want”. U2 bring to the packed,
agoraphobic confines of pop
something big, something grey.
That's their valour, but also their
undoing. Their music can never
be asselfless asREM or Stars
OfHeaven, because Bonois
mixed too big, thunderously
close. Whenhe embraced that
girlfromthe audience at Live
Aid, it was touching.

Listening to this album,
crushed against hisbosom,
deafened by his pounding heart,
theintimacy, the concernis
quicklyintolerable. There are
only ever three tracks on every
U2LPyoucanlistento.The other
problemis that all the mystical
outreaching impulsesin their
sound get condensed down
into a humanist vision,
vestedinthe
charismaticfocus
of Bono.Driven
by the desire to
articulate big
truths, towield
language large

enoughto 2g
unite usall, U2 ﬁg
aredrawnto “%e

B
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safeissues, like
Amnesty International,
Martin Luther King, that reach
across divisions to all “decent
folk”. There'’s a naive hope that
we can transcend politics (but
Bono, there are monstersin our
midst, in our own hearts),
whereasatits best U2’s music
suggests that we cantranscend
our fleshand ouridentities. It’s
glorious make-believe.

Some say the impulse to “soar
above”isabourgeois delusion,
ahygienic aversion to the “truth”
of filth. Well, the good thing
aboutbeingaschizophrenic
rockcriticis not having to choose
-lcanbeupintheairtoday,down
inthe dirttomorrow. U2are out
of touch, and today at least, |
mean that asacompliment.

Simon Reynolds, MMMarch14

Simply Red WEA
The things we do for love. Simply
Red'’s second album patrols
nature’slongest Romanroad,
the eternal straight line of
heterosexual intercourse, with
the diligence of the AA’skeenest
recruit. There’slittle cheer here
for those media analysts who
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would have the band
enlarge on the political
statement of “Money’s
Too Tight”, defining its
namein terms of socialist
responsibility. Sexual and
emotional policies are
theissuesunder debate
on Men And Women:
itslyrical concerns
suggest you'll find Reds
circa’87 anywhere but
under thebed...

Inthelittle under two years
since Picture Book was released,
Simply Red have grown together
tobecome one of the chart
mainstream’s most convincing
andaccomplished bands -recent
live performances of thatalbum's
material make the recorded
originals sound one-dimensional
in comparison. So the striking
thing about Men And Womeniis
how well producer Alex Sadkin
captures that new confidence.
With the basic six-manband now
regularly augmented by vocalist
Janette Sewell and saxist lan
Kirkman, Simply Red has asound
asenergeticand muscularasany
pop band around.

And, of course, ithas Mick
Hucknall’s voice. As a vehicle for
asongit’stechnically impressive,
but more importantly
emotionally expressive. What
determinesits strengthin
practice is the materialitis
asked to carry,and as writer or
co-writer of most of the tracks
here, the responsibility falls on
Hucknall to exploit his own gift.

His judgementis good, but not
infallible. On Men And Women
he chooses to court the kind of
image he has been at pains to
dissociate himself frominrecent
interviews - OK, so self-written

material need not necessarily
be autobiographical, but
there’s certainly plenty
to titillate upholders of
the dog-with-two-dicks
ggé school of character
% appreciation.
| 2 Most affecting are
£ thosesongsthatput
£ libido onholdand
¥

Py




wear their heart on their
pyjamasleevesinstead. “Suffer”,
one of two tracks writtenin
collaboration with Lamont
Dozier and cheekily credited

to Hucknall-Dozier-Hucknall,
proves the point. “Holding Back
The Years” suggested the colour
range Mick Hucknall is capable
of -here hishigh register work
conjures up aninfinite
tenderness and vulnerability,
which provides awelcome
counterpoint to the cocky gait
of the firstsingle lift, “The

Right Thing”.

Areverentbut sufficiently
personal cover of Bunny Wailer’s
“Love Fire” gives him similar
roomto stretch out, butit’son
the self-written “Shine” that he
relaxes enough to blend in with
his musicians and product a true
ensemble sound. Punchy and
precise, it's the best dance music
Simply Red have presented on
record so far and successfully
scuppers the widely cherished
theory that Simply Hucknall
wouldbe amore accurate
moniker: here the voiceis one
more elementropedintoserve
the song, butit’snone theless
effective for that.

Less winning are the two songs
which Hucknall uses as a soapbox
tobait journalists and other
detractors who would have him
agonise in public about the perils
of getting rich and famous.

“I Won't Feel Bad” is strong
musically, butlines like “You'll
never see me walking downa
guilty middle-class street/I'm
frequently appalled/By them
pretending to be poormen...”
Step out clumsily over the
beatand seem a gratuitous
expression of sentiments made
forciblyinjust about every
Simply Red interview so far.

And council flat references

in “Move On Out” sound
suspiciously like a calculated
attempt to prolong the debate,
however legitimate they might
be to the song’s scenario.

Theseidiosyncrasies aside,
Men And Womenis alikeable
summation of Simply Red's
progress over the pasttwoyears,
and one that justifies the bravura
of therogue male Hucknall. It’s
probably asafe bet that, live, the
band canalready blow Sadkin’s
cleanly recorded studio versions
away, so future developments
have astrong foundationin the
10tracks here.

Emotional politics, the politics
of dancing... Simply Red's
manifesto is strong enough to
prove atactical vote-winner.

Alan Jackson, NME Mar14

Makingastunning
re-entry:Prince
arrivingatthe BBC
Radioistudios,
London, April1,1987

—— SINGLES —

REVIEW

SINGLES

Prince
WEA

There’sno one operating
anywhere who can contrive
asimilar atmosphere of
excitement, of a definite
“event” merely by releasing
arecord.Prince’sgenius and
understanding of pop’s ability
to capture the moment, to
flood the mainstream with
outrageous, subliminal
messagesis unparalleled by any
artistin his position. He clocks
all the subcultural signs, the
brags and the boasts of the
rappers, the new shapesbeing
carved out of old rock, but he
keepsaverveand anadventure
that will rarely see him usurped.
“Sign O’ The Times”isa
stunning re-entry after the
tomfoolery of hisrecent
celluloid fling. In every way -
mood, melody, vision -itis the
black downside of “Kiss"’s
brilliant, open-ended sensuous
flurry. The former was playful
andsuggestive, “...Times" nails
its mood with the same pared-
down minimalist funk, but it
bubbles to a dark anguished
spooky spell of arecord;
matching Marvin's inner-city
sermons to Sly’s anguished
...Riot Goin’On comedown. He
hasn’'tbeen watching Dynasty
to get his attitude either; thisis
abig-chill paranoia Polaroid.
Kids of 17 high on crack toting
machine guns, rocket ships
exploding, news broadcasts
filled with death, the old
swinging party of “1999”

— 1981 —

He's swapped
alush sensuality
for psychological
tremors, chiselled his
new tight-coiled guitar
sound (compare with the axe
heroics of “Purple Rain”") to a
lean, lethal edge. It'sintense,
scary, claustrophobic,and you
canstilldance toit! Compared
to this, most recordsjust fade
into sad insignificance. NMEMar7

The Go-Betweens
BEGGARSBANQUET

Ashotgunweddingbetween
the Bunnymen and Tin Pan
Alley which provides the
firepower missing from “Head
Full Of Steam”. The addition
of Amanda Brown on violinand
vocals makes for a fuller sound
as Robert Forster picks up the
pieces of hislove life: “Climb
uponmy pony now you've been
thrown/Get back in the saddle
and letitbe known /That you're
made of steel.” Their best yet.
NMEFeb14

Terence Trent D’Arby
CBS

Let superlatives pour down:
Terry D’Arby has the most
exciting soul voice to explode
from a hairy chest since... well,
agallery of very respected
gentlemenindeed.Sam
Cooke’s delirious joy via
Bobby Womack’s gritis but
one mapreference, and thatis
no overstatement. The song
itselfisintheloose-limbed,
sexy vein of such mid-'70s
dancersas George McRae’s

“Rock Your Baby”, Marvin

stoppedin e— Gaye’s

its tracks """' Ko sier_ | “GottaGive
by the fear ItUp” or Joe
of “abig Tex's “Ain’t
disease i GonnaBump
withalittle No More”,
name”. and should

S STH Ties
PVt er ARTANSET Do v,
s [CRe RMPD) BY ERAT

@ 1087 Wit Bron Recorss inc tor the U

light abig fire under feetand
earseverywhere. A Staris Born.
NMEFeb 21

Communards
LONDON

Didn’treally take off first time
around, mainly because the
“controversial” lyrics scared of f
theradio producers. Now
Jimmy and Richard are high-
profile pop stars
withaNo1
behind them
andare
figureheads of
Aids awareness
campaigns. Still
the best thing
they've ever
doneand
destined for

the Top10.
About bloody
time! NMEFeb14

Gamper Van Beethoven

ROUGH TRADE

Whileit's not the magnificent
quixotic blend they arrived at
onlastyear’salbum, thisisa
must, an endearing cult classic
fromafine bunch of inspired
Californian crazies. They hit
thejangleometer forallit’s got,
but their giftis to get the chords
that matter, offsetit with
careeningfiddle and clever
harmonies, and for all their wry
nonchalance, there’sawarm
heart beating at the centre of
their music. Besides, the line
“lhad adream last night | want
to lick your knees” will stick with
me to the grave, if not beyond.
NMEMaryz

DAVE HOGAN / GETTY
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JANUARY ~WORCH

March27,1987:
wearingone of his
foursetsofLewis
Leathers, JulianCope

posesforpublicity
shotsat36-48West
Street,LondonWC2




Leather trousers, banter with Mark E Smith, and evena

hit single — never mind “Julian Cope Is Dead”’,

is back on top. So can anything derail this toy-collecting
family man? “He pulled out his dick and it had a huge ring
through it,” says Gope, “and | just went, ‘WOW!"”’

NME
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They'rein Paris expressly to secure The Toy. Tounderestimate Julian’s
passion for toy carsis to underestimate his well-documented obsession
forthe finestrock’n’roll. He even has his own toyfirm, Copeco-Callitoy
(theyimportand exportfor the benefit of their collections) and-athis
uncle’shouse near Tamworth—asunshine playroom overflowing with
hisbeloved scale models.

“WhenIgointothetoyroomit’sjustcompletely magical,” he glows.
“You go through a 60-foot corridor to getto it, and you come outinto a
Peter Panland. Yeah, justlike The Lion, The Witch And The Wardrobe.It’s
aretreat,I'vewrittenalotof songsin there.”

Whatdoesyourtoycar collection mean to you?

“It’'sspecial tome.Ilike toycarsmore thanIlikereal cars;it’saperfect
miniature, nothing can gowrong, atoyisn’tgoingtorustandfall to pieces.

“WhenIstarted collecting them about five years ago, the prices were
reallylow,andIboughtmostof them then. But there’s certain gaps, like
the one we're going for today. It'sanimportant toy to me, verybrutal!”

Wediscuss theimminentbullshit potential of anysuch collecting. Julian
knows hislimits; he shakes hishead as he tellsnonfiction stories from the
cut-throatworld of toy collecting. At this point, Cally departs on the Dinky
odyssey. Julianwishes himluck, and stays on the edge ofhis seat...

He’sbackinourlivesbecause: “Someone’s got to be prepared to getup
thereand make acream-facedloon of themselves.”

Julianhasneverbeenscared to open his mouth sowide thatboth his
motorbikeboots could climbin, kickstarthis tonsils, and fall outagain.
Butsurelywehave more than enoughroomforhim,inapop-time whenno
oneisprepared to peeroutside theirwallet. Pop musichas dugits grave,
butthank Godthere’'ssomeoneleapingthe hole wearingonlya turtle shell.

Oh, howthehalf-hearted and half-interested bleated about “insanity”
when the naked Cope peered across the Tamworth swamps, shell-like,
onthe cover of Fried. The public guffawed and the critics pulled out their
toolkitsand nailed Julian under the shell. But the creature was even then
seeingnewdaylightashewrote the sleeve note “Namdamam/I,I'ma
madman”. Sorry, ironynot welcome here.

“ThewaylIsawthe Fried sleeve was this mock-turtle gets flopped out,
borninto thisweird skyline. WhenIgetanidealike thatitbecomes
obsessive, youtakeitriiightback, asfarasitcan go,and sometimeswe
takeittoo far. ButIthoughtthatsleeve wasabrilliantimage, hysterically
funny. Anditwas such an anti-Teardrop, anti-world-tour thing, to do that
inyourownbackyard.”

backyardin early 1982. They played twice in Auckland, New

Zealand, an absurd add-on to their schedule, but one a couple
of us were most grateful for. We reached Auckland, 700 miles north of
our own city, and upon arriving at the venue in mid-afternoon were
stunned to see Julian sitting in the street-front window being
interviewed for TV. After the cameras left, we burstin and chased him
up the stairs as hereturned to his soundcheck. My distinctly respectful
call-sign “Excuse me, Mr Cope” caughthis

T HETEARDROP WORLD-TOUR thing brought Julian into my

Julianand hisgoodlady Dorian took themin for tea and conversation
(leaveyouracid atthe door these days, callers), but the couple are worn
outintheirrolesas—reluctant-matineeidolsathome.

“Withmylittle piece ofart, it'simportant that the peoplewhohoneinon
itcanbe obsessive aboutit, ‘cositgives them the chance togo outand do
theireverydaylife. 'm entertaining, but'm aware the gross sides of me are
appealing.Ithinkalotof people are doingthatbyproxyifthey’reintome.”

Heisastute;itisimportant to the Cope folk thattheycanbelievein this
ideaofaccess; theywanttobeasclosetohimaspossible, because heis
theveryrarelarger-than, reallife pop star, blissfully aware ofhis
“dickhead factor” (©] Cope) yetunfazed byit. Then there’s the erotic
charge of thisblack-leather wiggybopperashe straddles, rides, cuddles
and swings thatabsurd giant gearlever ofamicstand (fromanideaby
Howard Devoto; remodelled by Jim Kerr).

“I'vegotaspacehopper baby!Butit's strictly one-seater.” Ride on! When he
pauses for breath betwixt songs, reaches for the anecdote, the audience
snuggle up to this extraslice of Cope. And when he’s straining for the last
elusive note, theywillhim to the pitch-perfectfinale, no pinswill drop,
justlike Elvis at the Royalty on the masterful “I Want You”.

Hangingon fordearlifeat the edge ofhis stage world—asis defined by the
swingofthatstand thing—Juliansmirksathisaudience, and itis definitely
hiscrowd. Theywear their fandomas ahip badge; many ofthem are too
young to have caught on for Wilderbut they’re back-tracking, and Julian
would certainly approve. Howmanyreached The Stooges through “The
Passenger”?WhereasJulian was onceaminor characterin those speckled
post-punkdays, hehasnowflailed himself clear. Gone are the hesitant,
quasi-pastoral plays of “PureJoy”, “Seven Views of Jerusalem”, “Colours
Fly Away”;Julianisrelishing the Second Time Around, he’skicked the
habits, and he’srocking out. Be there or be one of those “dabblers”.

Hehadbeen consigned to the Barretthome-turning vegetablesin his
mum’s frontgarden—even before the Friedsleeve. Julian Cope was athis
lowestatthe time of thefirstsolo album, he feltlike death after The
Teardrop Experience-even the songs on World Shut Your Mouthwere
virtuallyreruns of the group’slost third album. But through the lysergic
mists drifted thewondrous, anthemic “Strasbourg”, the stark beauty of
“Head Hang Low” and “Elegant Chaos”; and on thelast one, even zonked
tothemax, hesawwhatlay ahead: “Faces to the glass/I see them televise my
death!/Oh, and here comes the part/ WhereIbreak down and cry.”

Buthecried tough, and pity the parched ears thathave notheard the
whimsical masterpiece thatis Fried; “Bill Drummond Said”, “Me
Singing”, “Laughing Boy”, “Holy Love”, “Sunspots”. Hold your head up
high, Cope, and put those bloody tabs away. He did. Helived long enough
toseethelightatthe end of Mercury/Phonogram, and gota “domestic
scene” blooming, with ahousein the country, adoggy, and no-acid
health trip. Now, heisnobody’s cult.

“I'wasvery pleased that ‘World Shut Your Mouth’ sold. The psychology
ofhavingahitsingleis great, butthefactIcansellrecordsis even better. It
isverysoul-destroyingifpeoplearen’taware of it.
“WhenIthinkofwhatI'm competingagainst,

attention as desired, although Iwasridiculed
foritlongafterwards. Buthe satwith us
offering banter and autographs, and we
levitated back to the South Island after those
excellent Teardrops had evaporated.
Fiveyearslater,Thold himjustashigh,
preferringmy chosen ones to be spirited in sound
and vision, capable of thebanana-skin ass-ride
occasionally. Andhowhisaudience delightedin
thehit, the comeback, and seeinghim struthis
fulsome pop vision once more on thatrecent

“I'm aware
the gross sides
of me are
appealing”

theideathatIam competingishysterical.”
Andnowthebouncingbabyhasmatured fully
into thebouncingbomb, for “Trampolene” ishis
hardest-rockin’ recordyet. It continuesin the
fashion of “WSYM” inseveringalllinks with the
characterthatis “Julian Cope, ex-Teardrops”,
becauseitcompetesin thewayoftoday, not 1981,
or1983. Massive drumsound, guitars piled on
high, even the dreaded “remix”. Thishas
alienated some, butwould theyratherhe
struggle with thebaggage ofabygoneera, or cut

tour. Ifit'swar on thebullshit, Copey’sin the
trenches. Heis committed, and his audience return the compliment.

“We'rein the age of people dabbling— T'mintoalittle bit of this’—that
garbage. It'slike when Iwanttolookgood, Iwanttolookamazing, like the
‘World Shut Your Mouth’ 45 sleeve, I just wanted tolook totally gorgeous.”

Andsomefollow theimage to thelimit. Like the Japanese girlwho, in
Tokyo onaMonday, read of therecent tour of the UKand was on the tube
outof Heathrow onaWednesday. Or (and thisisvery typical) the two
guyswholanded at Tamworthrailway station and spentsixhoursin
search of Chez Cope.

“When peoplearrive atmyhouse it depresses me when theyhave been
lookingforages. Like the other daywhenI'd beenin for only an hour, for
thefirsttimeinweek, and those two guysarrived.”
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loosefor chart-land proper? He has given some
ground, thisisasound calculated tosell, buthe poked hisnoseinwhere he
wasn'treallywanted, and nowtheycan'tgetrid ofthe bugger. And the
hundreds of 18-year-olds athis current gigs seemto confirm himas today’s
thingtoday. The only “sell-out”, inreality, is the sign on the frontdoor.

Bill Drummond, Cope’s old manager, recently wrote the song “Julian
CopelsDead” asapiece offatherlyadvice. Subtitled, itreads: get
legendary, top yourself! Thataction maynotbenecessaryevenat thislate
stage. Incredibly, Julian claimshe hasn’theard the song - “butitbetterbe
good.I'd hatetobeimmortalisedinacraprecord.”

Drummond isrecordingafollow-up, “David SwiftIs Dead”, based onan
incidentat the Creation Christmas party.Inan over-festive attempt to put
“party” into the party, [sprayed whipped cream on a paper plate and



flungitat Mr Drummond while he was onstage performing “Julian
CopelsDead”. Regrettably, my good-natured actions were
interpreted as directinsult, and I barely escaped with my life. Er,
sorrytoembarrassyou, Bill, no offenceintended (Thaven’'thad the
nervetotaste thejamyouposted herebyreturn).

Butofcourse, there’stwoin every crowd, and as the whipped
creamdripped from the reddening face of the artist, ashocked
stranger turned tome and hissed, “Whatare youdoing? Don’tyou
knowhemadeJulian?”

Welow-ridein thelimo towards a photo session, earlierin the
day.Juliankeeps cool; that Dinky’s playing wonderful tricks with
hismind. Hedoeshaveareal vehicle. He shows us, removinghis
walletfrom a crumpled jacketand handingup aheart-worn
Instamatic picture of Dorian and doggy, posingagainsthis VW
Karmann-Ghia. Regular guy!

HemetDorian ataTeardrops gigin the Midwest. She was
blissing outlookingathim. He, likewise. “Ilooked down and went,
‘AWWLLRIIIDE! Shelookslike mywife.”

Andsoon, shewas.Itwasa Greek Orthodoxwedding, for her
folks; “two’59 Cadillacs, real Deer Hunter stuff”. Oh, to have that
onvideo... “Iwanted to, but Dorian said that'd bereally tacky,
andIthought,ifan Americanistellingme thatsomething’s
tacky, it’sgottabebad.”

Hewasahitwith herfolks, buttheyweren’t quite whathe was
expecting: “IfeltabitofastraightwhenIfirstwent there, her dad
usedtobearealbigspeed-freak!”

EARRIVEAT the Palais Royal, amassive
§ ; S ; 17th-century ornamental block of city. Julian

swingslithelyinto gear on asuccession of sunken
pillarsinacourtyard that backs onto a gracious avenue of
trees and fountains. He moons through umpteen poses for the
camera, makinglike aswan, a duck, and being generally over-
helpful. A gate guard is unimpressed, believing thatJulianisin
facta Vogue-type pouting Adonis, and he demands to see the model’s
photo permit. We move on, as leatheris a dead giveaway in Paris this
season...

“Theonlyreason thatIwearleatheris thatI'mareal slob.I've got four
sets, all Lewis Leathers. They give me some semblance of order, and the
firstthingl do everymorningis choose one set.

“Igotonthetrain at Tamworthrecently,and walked down the back, and
thisvoice went, ‘Fookin’ ell, it’s Jeeewwwlian Cope’ (heaccentuates, and
laughs).Isaid, ‘Mark Smith! Looking pretty!” Itwashim, helooks very
styled now, doesn’the? Hesaid, Tmnot pretty’,andIsaid, ‘Tell thatto
Brix!” She had obviouslybeen allaround him, perfuminghim, and hehad
balletshoeson!Helooked great. He slagged me offfor wearingleather, but
Isaid, ‘Youcan't,I'mthe sameslobIalwayswas, 've never been styled.”

Heponders; “Whatis myimage, isitcrass?”

Some say. Everyoneloves aclown, and he waswearing hisreddestnose
thetime hewasfullyfried and onall fours, beingdragged to a Psychic TV
recordingsession by Stevo of Some Bizzare. Julianwasintroduced to
themas “the weirdest personin the world”. Herecounts: “Sleazy
Christophersonwent, ‘Ohyeah? Take alookat thisthen’,and he pulled
outhisdickandithad ahugeringthroughit, and Ijustwent, WOW! Iwas
downthereonthefloorinchesfromit, justfreaked out!”

Backinthe cafe, he tells the storywith wonder, asifitwas some other
loony. He'’s packed away the funny face now, for the most part, because no
onelovesanoldjokeandhe’sseen that. Even the exclamations are alittle
lessfrequentin'86. Andhe staysin hisseat whenreeling offhis playlist!

“Iliked ‘Word Up’ alot, 'mlisteningto the first Sly LP, The Seeds, of
course, and Buckleyagain. We're doinga Buckley song called ‘Pleasant
Street’,and combiningitwith Funkadelic’s T1lStay’, it'sreally beautiful.”

He’sworking on another strange brew, with Trouble Funk, whose
mainman James Avery remixed “World Shut Your Mouth”. He met them
throughIsland, hislabel, and was grooving at one of their autumn shows
inLondon, offering the passingcomment, “Yeah, they'rereally
relentless!” Hisalliance with them was asurprise only to outsiders.

“Youtalk to those guys and they say, ‘We love that white guitar sound’
[whichiswhy theyworked on “WSYM”], and I'mssayin’, ‘Ilove that dirty
blacksound!Ilove the way they’ve gotso much control.”

Both partiesare “into” Trouble Funk playing on “PlanetRide” onthe
newalbum, SaintJulian. Can’twait. Which reminds me, what’swith the
non-stop album delays?

Copeperforms
Trampoleneand
thetitletrack
fromhisSaint
Julianalbumon
The Tube,1987

“Westarted itand the songswerereally

wordy and themey. Theyhoned itdown
and made the newsongs simpler, so allthose I'd recorded sounded self-
important.Idon’twantthere tobeanyexcess,I don'twantanyfaton this
album. Iused to think thatifsomethingsounds good over four minutes,
makeitsix. Butnowit’s2.40.”

Drug alert!

DRUGS!JULIAN COPE! Lots to talkabout!

“Idon’ttake them.Imean, Iskinup,butIdon’tcountdopeasdrugs.I
don’tdrinkvery much. Ifanyone comesinwith ‘Acid For Julian’,Igiveit to
Joss.Jossisoffhistree.”

Jossishisyounger brother. And he’s adead ringer. World, keep it shut.

Andifyouhadason,and he started stopping by the chemist?

“T'dkillhim.”

Ninetyminutes afterleaving, Callyreturnsto the Café Costes. He
climbsthe stark, marble stairs to the balcony and approaches our table.
Julian’s eyeslight up.

“Didyougetit?”

Cally smiles.

Callyslowly openshisbag, teasing the excited one...

“Silverwheels, tworings...”

(We couldinterrupt, and tellhowJulian was sent a massive Mercedes
model by postfromaJapanesefan, orhowhe tooka 1955 Buick
Roadmaster Dinky asroyalties forhis RabbiJoseph Gordan “bootleg” 45).

Callyhandsasmallblockoftissue toJulian, who unwrapsitwith pure
joyinhiseyes. The original boxisrevealed, and withinit, the 1959 Lincoln
Premiere Dinkyslipsand slides toitsnew owner’s caresses...

Trumpets Cally, “Imade out there were chips on the wings, butthey’re
notchips, they’re paintsplatters!”

Theywhoop andhollerin delight! And Julian pulls the toy fromitsbox...

“AAAWWWLLLRRRRIIIDDDEEE!!!” He holds his prize aloft.

Itwould be aninsignificantsightto thenon-collector. Rather drab even,
butwhatdoIknow? Callyreveals the price—575 francs (about £60). He
enthuses, “It’'sabsolutely mint, brilliant. Youshould have seen his face
whenIturnedup, henever expectedusto.”

Julian: “Whata period piece!”

Theybaskin the glowoftheirsuccess. The 1959 Lincoln Premiere now
sitsin the sunshine playroom, andJulian Cope starts 1987 with his fullest
houseinyears.Iloveyou, youbigdummy. David Swift ®
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HISTORY OF ROCK 1987 | 29



“Small talk,

After a worrying
few months — crowd
violence, the tabloid

press, heroin —
are looking
forward again. But
does signing to EMI
mean selling out?

“Morrissey and |
wouldn’t be branded

the villains of the

piece unless there
was a damn good
reason,” says
Johnny Marr.

OTHESMITHS THE WORLD WON’T LISTEN

. -~
K‘-‘

ribes,
the whole
number”

NME

NTHERESTROOM of Tony Visconti’s studio beneath the pavements of
Soho, Johnny Marrignores the veggieburger in favour of the trifle, opens
acanoflagerandsettles himselfinto a settee. Amagazine lying open
beside him confirms that “Shoplifters Of The World Unite” has crashed
into the Top 10, and through the wall behind him comes the faint sound
oflaughter—Morrissey, Mike Joyce, Andy Rourke and Stephen Street—
and the strains of their next single, mixed without bother this very afternoon...

Thesearehappy Smiths, Smiths dreamilyironingtheir frockin readiness for
theirarranged marriage to EMIRecords. And these are Smithsstill catching
theirbreath, having survived 12 months thatwould've tested the resolve ofan
Iranian commando.

Inthatyear, before theyreached their current oasis of content, they were trapped
inaseeminglyendlessjungle of controversy, accusation, overworkand violence.
Above the familiar howls of theband’s usual critics came newvoices, and new
words—“traitors”, “sell-out”, “rockist”. And before the dark days ended, one Smith
hadbooked himselfan Awayday to oblivion...

ForJohnnyMarr, the passing ofa couple of months, and the stabilisation of The
Smiths’ lineup, have allowed him to come to termswith these events. The changes
inhim, headmits, go beyond hisnewElvis haircut.

“We’d allbecome foo committed to theband.IwasaSmith
everysecond of everywakinghour and itwas doingme no
good. Itisn'teasyto change, though, because mypersonal
lifeisso closelywrapped up with the band; Morrissey’s my
bestfriend.

“I'm consciouslyspending more time with Angie, mywife,
butshe’sdeeplyinvolved with theband too. But things did
have to change. With me it was a matter of saving myself...”

The painfulknowledge that things were, for the firsttime,
badlyoutofhand and that changes (including theendlessly »

EUGENE ADEBARI / REX FEATURES



“We'dallbecome too
committedtothe

band":Morrisseyand
JohnnyMarrin1987
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threatened severance from Rough Trade’sapron
strings) would have to be made, hit The Smiths
duringlastyear’sseemingly triumphal tour
of America. Frustrationhad setinwith the
realisation thattheir obvious and growing
popularityinthe USAremained stubbornly
unreflectedinthe charts.InLA, forinstance,
theysold outsuccessive nightsinan 8,000-
seater which, the previousweek, A-Hahad
barely half-filled-butA-Hahave had a Stateside
No1,andaTop20album...
Moralewasn’thelped eitherwhen MTV
showed up. Astounded by the sight of thislimey
bandwithoutaproperrecord deal selling out

“At the end of
the day I've
got someone
I love, but
Morrissey...”

bethe one. They're aninstitutionin the
English music scene, which is very in keeping
with The Smiths.”

JohnnyMarrwas, andis, delighted with his
betrothal to EMI. To some of their more ardent
admirers, though, theymightjustaswell have
announced thattheir nextsingle featured
backingvocalsbythe South African SPG!

“Thefanatics,” beginsawearypop star
“were, and still are, genuinely upsetabout our
leavingRough Trade. I'd have thought they’d be
more concerned witharecord’sgroovesthanits
label, but...

“And surelyit’s obvious that Morrisseyand

huge halls, theydispatched areporting team to
jet-hop from one venue to the next. The Smiths would arrive hours after
them.Intheirvan.

“Andlater,” Johnnyrollshis eyes, “it got worse and worse.
Organisationally, we had so many people pullingand pushingatus; the
pressure builtup unbelievably. The onlyway to deal with it, to motivate
yourselfto go outand be ‘big’ in front of 10 or 15 thousand people, was to
getcompletely plastered. I found myself doingabottle of RemyMartin
eachevening. And after 25 nights of that...

““Worse for wear’ wasn't the halfofit; Iwas extremelyill. By the time
thetouractuallyfinished itwasall gettingalittle bit... dangerous.Iwas
justdrinkingmorethanIcould handle.ItwasthenthatIreallybeganto
resent, y’know, the thingwith thelabel, the press, all of it. Whenitstarts
havingadamagingeffectonyourhealth, it’sallgonetoofar...”

Andhow did Morrissey, used to having everythingunder fingertip
control, to being the centre of attention, copewith all this?

“Idon’tknowwhetherhereally did come to termswithit, orwhat.It’s
so much more difficult for him anyway; at the end of the dayI've got
someone Ilove, someonewithwhomIcanbejusttotallymyselfandlock
theworld out. ButMorrissey...”

The Smithsreturned to theirnative fog convinced
thatalong-promised day could be putoffnolonger;
itwas time to talknumbered Swissbankaccounts
with the majors.

¢¢ T . VERYSINGLELABEL came to see us.
Itwas small talk, bribes, the whole
A_dnumber.1 reallyenjoyedit. The
decision to join EMIwas only made after
massive consideration. We listened carefully

to each offer, though Ialways thought EMIwould
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Iwouldn’thave putourselvesinto a position
wherewe’d inevitablybe branded thevillains of the piece, where we’d be
presented asapair of commercially opportunistic charlatans, unless
therewasadamn goodreason fordoingso...”

Like, shallwe say, the million quid EMIare supposed to have bunged
yourselfand Morrisseyto be gettingon with?

“Thatfigureisjust people makingassumptions,andasithappens,
neither Morrissey nor myselfhas yetseena penny. But’'mnot going to
get defensive aboutit—whyshould I? Obviously the money’s part of the
reasonwesigned...”

There’sanunworthy suspicion abroad that EMI, having gone to the
bother of opening their piggy bank, might notbe quite as tolerant of The
Smiths’lovinglyattended collection of eccentricities as were Rough
Trade, maynotbeasreadilygalvanised by Morrissey’siron whim, and
may, when the subjectis broached, think that Artistic Controlisthe name
oftheirnewdancesigning.

“That’sall dealtwith. ‘Artistic Control’ -downinwriting. Inany case,
EMIrealise howdesperately theyneed a good pop group, agreat pop
group, and thatwe were successful off our own bat; theywon’twant to
changeus...

“That’swhythelabelswere queueingup-they
knowfullwell they’d be getting aready-made, fully
self-contained unit, a self-sufficientsuccess...”

Ifthe Curse OfEMIhad provided areliable stream
of Smiths-baiting material, therelease of their
“Panic” single threatened aflood. Morrisseyisno
innocent, and he’'d make the Olympic shit-stirring
squad any day, buteven he musthavebeen taken
abackbythe shockwave ofanger unleashed by his
generalinvitation to “burn down thedisco” and “hang
theblessedDJ”...

Backtotheold

house: The Smiths

in1987-(l-r) Andy

Rourke, Johnny

Marr,Morrissey

andMike Joyce
-



Insome places, these pagesincluded, the songwas
interpreted asanattack on blackmusic. But thatwas
mild compared to apieceinanother music weekly.

Thefuroreisstillvividin Johnny Marr’smind. “I'm
glad thiscame up, it’simportant. To those who took
offenceatthe ‘burn down thedisco’ lineI'd say—please
showme the blackmembers of New Order! For me,
personally, New Order make great disco music,

5
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THE SMITHS

Theincidentat Newcastle, then, where Morrissey
hadto seekshelter from a storm of gob, was minor
by comparison?

\ “Well, yesand no. Wejusthateall thatshit, a
4 . minorityruiningthe showfortherest, the cool ones.
Idon’tmeanthisinany patronising, pop-starry
way, butouraudienceisincrediblyimportanttous.
Ilookoutfrom the stage and I see amass of

butthere’snoblackpeopleinthe group. The
pointI'mmakingis thatyoucan'tjust
interchange thewords ‘black’ and ‘disco’, or
the phrases ‘blackmusic’ and ‘disco music’.
Itmakesno earthlysense.”

Whatdid theband make of the accusations
published, irony buffs, in Britain’s most sexist
music paper?

“I'llanswer that,” he begins grimly, “provided
younotethefactthatI'mnotranting, thatI'm
thinking carefullybeforeIspeak.

“Rightthen: next time we come acrossthat
creep, he’s plastered. We're notin the habit of
issuing personal threats, but thatwassucha

“Andy’s fine
now — I guess
something
positive has
come out of it”

people, mostly guys, wholook absolutely
incredible, certainly moreinteresting than
thetypesyou getatgigs by The Communards
ormostmid-'80s groups. We'reimpressed to
hellwith ouraudience.”

ITHIN 10 MINUTES of the tour’s
final curtain, the nun-eating
rock-monster five-piece edition

of The Smiths was, with the departure

of Craig Gannon, back to the original
foursome. Gannon’s original introduction
to the band, from out of nowhere, had
precipitated speculation of rosette-winning

vicious slur-job thatwe’ll kick the shit out of
him. Violenceis disgusting, butracism’s worse and we don'tdeal withit.
“Panic’ came aboutat the time of Chernobyl. Morrissey and myself
werelisteningto a Newsbeatradio reportaboutit. The storyabout this
shockingdisaster comesto anend and then, immediately, we're offinto
Wham!’s T'm Your Man’. Iremember actually saying, ‘What the fuckhas
this gotto dowith peoples’lives?” We hear about Chernobyl, then,
secondslater, we're expected to bejumpingaround to ‘I'm Your Man'.
“Andso-‘hangtheblessed D]’.1thinkitwasagreatlyric,importantand
applicable toanyone wholivesin England. Imean, even the most ardent
disco fanwouldn’twantto be subjected to that stuff, would they?”

JohnnyMarr satin the snug of the Salford Lads Club, supping

the EMImillions and passing the time by trying to think of
possible misfortunes thathadn’t befallen them in the previous few
months. After three hours they’d come up with two — “Rotten Live
Reviews” and “Crowd Violence”. Within days, theirrecent UK tour had
been setup torectify the oversights.

Badreviewswere child’s playto obtain, andillustrated theslightly crazy
side of the habituallovey-doveybetween The Smithsand their devotees.
Theband, by the addition of second guitarist Craig Gannon, slightly, erm,
beefed up theirusualsound. Theiradoringaudienceresponded with a
display of mass petulance.

Theytutted, theyblanched, they swooned in the aisles and theyfiled
outofhallslike mustard-gasvictims. Then they stamped their feet (and
typedkeys) inprotestatthe heretical “rockingout”.

This, yousee, was thefirstrecorded outbreak of cultural vigilantism!
They’llguard theirsacred Smiths-sound from all potential corruptors,
includingits original creators. And Johnny Marr-identified, rightly or
wrongly, ashavingrockistleanings—is subjected to that particularly
intense scrutinynormallyreserved for parents suspected of incest.

The tour’ssecond chunk ofinnovatoryaudience participation was
altogether more serious, although, accordingto Johnny Marr, “the truth
wasmuchless newsworthy than what eventually gotinto print.

“Itstarted at Newport, where Morrissey, through nothing more sinister
than overenthusiasm, got dragged into the crowd. He was shaken, a bit
concussed, andhad abump the size of an eggon the side ofhishead.
Therewasnowayhe could have carried on. Thatallhappened about
three-quarters of theway through the set, with maybe four songs left to
go. Thefollowingday, though, The Sunreportsthatin themiddle of the
‘firstsong’, at the point where Morrissey holds up the ‘QueenIs Dead’
banner, hewasattacked by outraged ‘Royalists’!

“Thenextdate, of course, was always goingto be trouble. A certain
elementin ouraudience who are, basically, thickresponded to what
they'dread over theirmorning cornflakes.Ididn’t seewhathappened to
Morrissey;just turned around and he was gone. ButI caughtaglimpse of
our monitor guy; hehadblood all overhis arms. Believe me, I was pretty
scared;Ifinished the songand got off. The whole incidentwas created by
the gutter press, butthe fact thata Smiths gig could be sougly leftme
incredibly depressed.”

/_\ SLASTAUTUMN turned into this winter, Morrissey and

intensity. Earlier, Johnny Marr had repeated
The Smiths’ partyline that Gannon wasrecruited because Andy
Rourke had been “unwell”.

Thisisloyal, butnotentirely frank. Bassist Rourke had indeed been
“unwell”, butwe’re not talkinghead cold here. Rourke’s health problems
wererooted inhisincreasinginvolvementwith heroin.

“Yeah,” Marrnods, “that’strue...”

The Smiths’legion of detractors willno doubt celebrate thissad little
moment, use it tobesmirch, by association, Morrissey’s whiter-than-
white stance. Inadequates love a victory, however small.

Did Rourke have to go (forwhat proved to be only a fewweeks) because
he couldn’tfulfil his obligations, or because Johnny Marr, or Morrissey,
couldn’t,ahem, handleit?

“Theissuenever came up in thatform, butwe personallywere all
devastated byit. AndyandIhavebeen friends since we were 13 or 14. He
meansagreatdeal tome. It'sheartbreakingto see someoneyoucare
aboutjustself-destruct.”

Andasmackhead, however familiar, hardlysuits The Smiths’ public
profile...

“That’sundeniable, sure, butto give him credit, Andywas intensely
aware of that. Infact, he was persecutinghimselfabout thattoo, so the
whole thingwas getting quite badly complex...

“Andy’s finenowandIguess somethingpositive has come out of it,
particularlyinrelation to that ‘Morrissey, Marrand the session guys’
shit. We found wereallymissed him, and he discovered justhow
importantheis...”

No, it’snotlike the old days any more. At23 (which used toberock’s
compulsoryretirement age, though now people are allowed to work
tillthey’re as old as Sigue Sigue Sputnik), Johnny Marrisin clover.
“Shoplifters...” is going to be The Smiths’ biggesthit, Americabeckons,
and the dealwithEMImeans thathe canspend therestofhislife hanging
outinrecordingstudios. That, to him, translates roughlyas Christmas
everyday!

Mostofhissocial time, too, is spentin the company of musicians, and
he’sjuststarted to spread tentative wings beyond the confines of The
Smiths. He played on Bragg’s Taxman... lastyear and isinvolved now,
“inalowest-possible-profile sort of way”, inupcoming projects with
BobbyWomack, ACR’s Donald Johnson and some old north country
buskinghermithe’sdiscovered named Bryan Ferry.

Butfornow, Ireckon, he should concentrate on The Smiths, and the
upstartswho’llbelooking tounperch them.

“Yeah?Likewho?”

Like... (load SuperstarWind-up Device)... Like... (Aim)... Like... (Fire!)
The Housemartins!

“The Housemartins?!! [Gottim] The Housemartins???I couldn’t
acknowledge them as the competition withoutasmile on myface. And
iftheyreallyare our closestrivals, it'snowonder I'm so confidentabout
The Smiths! The Housemartins! ‘Happy Hour’ was a complete rip-off of
‘TWantThe OneICan'tHave’, and they've nicked others, too...”

Andthenthere’sRaymonde...

Interview terminates. DannyKelly ®
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Girls. Vandalised hotels. Even the Ku Klux
Kian. A US tour finds the

providing a unique twist on a familiar

tale. “They’re just dicks,” says manager

Russell Simmons. “Being this successful

won’t change them. They’ll always be dicks.”
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MELODY MAKER

O COLUMBUS, LET’S see some tits!”
( ( Andsoitbegan.
In Georgia, home ofhot Tabasco sauce
and even hotter apple pie.
Imagine the Beastie Boys—justforthe
(raising) hell of it. Imagine the tranquil,

conservative buckle of the Bible Belt—just for the (burning) hell of it.
Imagine two hells collidinghead-on.

The Beastie Boys stopped imaginingand started playing the starring
roleintheirownfantasy—adreamwithmore phallus thanfallacyas
apple piewas smeared across the face of the Southern states.

The chaos cauldron almostboiled overwhen the band arrived atthe
hotel-theverysamehotel thatwasholding the Annual Miss Georgia
Beauty Queen Competition somewhere—Beauty And The Beasties.

Anything could have happened. Almosteverythingdid.

Thebandleave the hotel for the venue carrying the only two books they
own-Hammer Of The Gods, the graphic tour of Led Zeppelin’s nefarious
actsofindulgence, and Extended Sexual Orgasm, aliterary delay spray.
The Beastiesintend to outlive and outlast each page of each book until
theyeitherdie orhittheindex. Atthe moment, thebookmarksare
sandwiched between pages 23 and 24. Meanwhile backatthe gig...

Onstage: ago-go cage, the giantsix-pack of Budweiser where DJ
Hurricane sniffs and scratches, and a plethora of empty cans thrownon
bytheroadies during the show. Also on show-163 nipples, two people
breast-dancing (!), 39 people headbanging, 52 limbs slam-dancing, and
anentirearenabeingpulverised by aharrowing onslaught of metal,
maniaand mayhem.

Bythetimethe band bulldozed their way through “No Sleep Till
Brooklyn”, afew officers of thelawwere also on show. As “Brass Monkey”
and “Girls” toppled the Southern criss-cross, the police ranks swelled
and edged closer to the stage. With
allthatblue,itbecame clear that
somethingwas afoot-and-mouth.

Toolateto extractthatAdidas
from thatmolarnow. The trio
entered thelimelightagain for
their encore, “Fight For Your
Right”—the one where the giant
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10-footcock eruptsfrom the stage. Ad-Rock and Mike D shower the
audience with alewhile Adam Yauch (MCA) pours beer over some naked
nubile’sbreastsand the crowd foamat the mouth. Thatwasit. The noise
wasso devastating, no one heard the camel'sback break. Snap. Halfway
through the third chorustheroad crewtackled the trashcankids, hurling
them toward the discreetside exitwhere arevved carwas waitingto
accelerate theband away fromjail. The police raced to block their
impromptu departure, buttheyweretoolate.

“Whatyoutryingto arrest theband for, man?” anagitated Russell
Simmons (the manager) asked anearby sergeant.

“Thisis Georgia. Wedon'tneed areason.”

Thepolicestarted millingaround thebackstage areasearchingfor
anyone with gold chains or baseball caps. Time to change the celluloid
stagedirections.

Take Three. Exit one photographer and onejournalist to therelative
sanctuaryofthehotel. Peace, quiet, and roomservice.

The Beastie Boyshad otherideas. There were still all those Miss Apple
Piesto terrify. Ascore of Southern Beastie Belleshad yet otherideas.
Therewere still those horrendous B-boys to terrify. Must be somethingin
thewater. “CanI-all comeuptoyawrooem?”

“Yo.”

Take Four and take four more.

tongues following their obtrusive appearance on TV during the

American Grammy Awards two days earlier. The band that put
the “c” intorap and the “s” into punk arrived on the nation’s screens
swearing at the audience, insulting the pop nominees, drowning out
the scheduled music with their Third World briefcase and falling over
one another trying to do handstands. With a predictably unpredictable
performance, theyinstantly became Public Enema No 1.

“Theruleswere thatyouhad towearatuxedo,” says Yauch, scratching
hisstubble. “Ourswere at the cleaners, sowejumped around and
grabbed ourdicksalotandlaughedalot.”

“We gotmore press out ofit than any of the winners,” Mike D gloats.
“Whenyou're there meetingall these legendsyoualmostdon’twantto
diss [trans: slag off] anybody. But then we thought, ‘What the hell. Thate
Barbra Streisand more than anyone in the world!””

RobertPalmerwas the lucky winner of the award for Best Male Vocalist,
butforthefirsttimeinlivingmemory, awinner stayed rooted to his chair

THE BEASTIEBOYS were the name on everyone’s forked

a 7 L . 4 May11,1987:Beastie Boysand

Run-DMCannounce their
TogetherForever Touronthe
roof of BSmith’sRestaurant
inmidtownManhattan
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lookinganxiousrather thanelated. Hejustdidn’t
wantto collecthis glittering prize from the rabid
announcers. Iwonder why?

“Ithinkhewasscared like shit.”

Thankyou, Mike.

MCA: “Backstage there were all these Mafia-type
promoters offering us blow, but we told them to fuck
offandlaughed at them, you know. We don’tdo

Thebandlookateach otherand then carefully
inspectthejackettoseewhatelseisinthe teenagers
pocket. Like theysay—anything canhappen. There’s
agoldenruleforbands constantlyreceivingdeath
threats: never trustan evangelist. They’ll pray for
yoursouland then blowyou awayjusttoseeiftheir
prayers have beenanswered.

InJacksonville, Florida, the previous day, a

thatshitanymore. Then Billy Idolwalkedin, so
wesaid, ‘Yo,what’'shappening?’ and hejust
turned around and said, ‘Myalbum’sNo 7inthe
charts.’ Canyoubelieveit! He didn'teven say
hello. Heleft because we werelaughing so hard
athim. Thenthe organisers asked ustoleave.
Whataprick!”

TheBeastiesarelaughingall the wayto the
(next) bank. Without warning, withoutany
promotion, and withoutacarein the world,
theiralbum Licensed ToIllisNo 1in America.
Noonecouldbelieveit, least ofall the band.

“The cool thingaboutbeingNo 1isthatno one
elseisNo1,” explains Mike “call me Aristotle”

“We jumped

around and

grabbed our
dicks a lot and
laughed a lot”

manwho'dbeenarrested threatened to have his
bestfriend blowup the Beastie Boys concert.
Theboys havelearntto expect the worst from
people, butnowis not the time to cause more
trouble. Parkbenchesin Georgiaare notoriously
uncomfortable and there are fewhotelsthisside
of Murmansk thatwillnowaccept their custom
ortheir costume.

They’'ve alreadybeen banned from Eastern
Airlines, allHolidayInns, and mosthotels are
now phoningthe band’s next portofcalltowarn
them oftheimpending cyclone. Even during
theirbriefstayin Englandlastyear, they
managed to putahotel’snose permanently out

Diamond. “So everyonehas to sitonyour dick.
Atonce.It’ssocold!”

AdamHorovitz (Ad-Rock) starts grinning: “The guys at The Grammies
allthanked us for coming, whereas amonth before they'd have called the
police. The thingis, itwas obvious we weren’t going to suddenly open
bottles of champagne when wereached No 1, because we never worked to
getthere. We never made thealbumin ordertodoit. Itjusthappened. We
were breakingbottles of champagnefiveyearsago.”

Simmons putsitmore succinctly: “They’rejustdicks. Being this
successfulwon’t change them. They’llalways be dicks.”

“Butdicksthatsuddenlyeveryone hastorespect,” says Mike, stepping
outofhistoga. “All those assholes thatwant to throwyou out of the
backdoornowhavetofind us the besttablein the house. There are
stillmore people who hate usthanareinto us, butwho cares?It’sthe fun
thatcounts.”

Bringon Cecil BDe Mille.

Onehundred and fiftymillion viewers (dressed in white-belt checked
pants,and speakinginunison): “They can’tplay, they can’tsing, they
can’twrite, they can’tact, they'rejustshit.”

The Beastie Boys: “We'rejustdef.”

The Verdict: the Beastie Boys are happening because 150 million people
cantell themthatthey’re shitand yettheystill believe they’re def.

From New Yorknerds to household names—justlike on TV. No, exactly
like TV.No, the Beastie Boys are TV -so fantastic theirreality isTV,and
hereinthe’80s TVisreality. Their tour even has commercial breaks...

Ad-Rock: “I'mhungry. Let’sstop ata 7-11 at the next town. No, look, there
goesaWendy's!”

Andnow, backto the movie: asplintering of Porky’s Revengeand
Nightmare On St Elmo’s Street. The B-boys are everyhigh school kid’s
illusion come true—ajerk turnedrich celebrity watching the bully eathis
heartoutand swallowinghard.

MikeD: “People thinkbecause we actlike jerks we couldn’t possibly do
anythingcreative. What they don’tknowis thatwe get paid alot of money
foractingthewaytheydo.”

Andevenmore dollarsigns for doing the way theyact. Notone of the
hotelwalls thatarelined with guests and tinsel crowns waitingto get
autographs (and waitingto seeifthe Beastiesreallyareasbad asthe
paperssay) believe that the gleesome threesome all play several
instruments, allwrote and all produced all of theiralbum. Noteven the
wallpaper cares. The trio, however, don’t disappoint, harassing the
cabbage-patch contestants, signingtheirnames, and eatinga
hamburger simultaneously. Multi-talented.

Gerald Ford couldn’teven walkand chewgum atthe same time, and he
became president. Like they say—in America, anythingis possible.

Aclean-cutteenager approachesthetable, asks the band politelyif
they're OK, before pulling out awedge ofleaflets from hisjacket pocket
and pointingabrimstoneindexfinger.

“Godhave mercyonyowersouls!”

“Piss off, man, you're suckingmydick. We're eating.”

“Yowerlivinginaland of pestilence and eviland y’all are going to die
ifyoudon’tfaceup to God’s scripture.”

ofjoint. Asmall matter of drilling through the
floor of theirroom with jackhammers so they could pass down cans of
beerto their friendsin theverticallyadjacentroom. And there’s more...
much more, embroidering the unrelentinglegend.

MCA: “Justbefore this tour we got thrown out of the Sunset Marquis,
whichwas probably one of the mostawesome stories ever...”

Thatis, until therestof thisstory.

“Wegotall thesevillaswhich costabout $10,000 dollarsanightbecause
theyscrewed up ourreservationinordinaryrooms. These villaswere
huge, even the showerroomwas atleasthalfthe size of our tourbus. We
had them for one night, sowe did itall. We closed the glass shower door
andsealed the bottom with towels and filled the marbleroomuplike a
swimmingpool. Itwasso def. Then we gotin over the door-there were
these girlsandbottles of champagne floatingin the water. It was
awesome. [ realise thisis difficult to believe, butit’s true...”

Ad-Rock: “Iwaswith a girlunderwater. Unfortunately, her footslipped
andshekicked thedooropen...”

MCA: “Weall tumbled out with the water which flooded the whole villa.
Partoftheflooreven collapsed. Itwassoincredible.”

Classwitha capital K.

Mike D: “The strange thingwas they didn’tbelieve us when we said we
had asmallaccidentwith the showerunit!”

Now there’sasurprise. The hotel then claimed the erstwhile swimmers
hadanorgyoutonthelawnandinvited a troop of Hell’s Angels to the
party.Infact, Paul Simonon and Steve Jones came around for tea.

Theboyscan'teven getfromA to Bwithoutinflictingatleastminor
damage. Thelast flight they took almost ended with them beingarrested
bythe FBI afterapassenger asked Ad-Rock’s girlfriend (Molly Ringwald)
forherautograph when theywereall “twisted on freeliquor”. Ad-Rock,
upsetthathehadn’tbeenrecognised, gotangry, whichled to afood fight,
whichled toafistfight, whichled to somebizarrein-flightentertainment.

Aloneandisolated from each other, the trio are calm, caringand
(almost) considerate. En masse, one eggs on the other, eggs on the other,
until omelette drips offthe ceiling, oozes out of the air conditioning vent
andthepolicearecalled.

The pleasure palacerollercoaster the Beastie Boys frequent is more
exotic, butmostoftherides are forbidden. The police arejustdyingforthe
opportunity tokickthekids out of the playground and teach them alesson.

Mike D: “They’re definitely out for us, man. In Texas, there were narcs at
everysingle show. All these dicks walking around saying, ‘Hey, you want
some blow? Youneed somethingto pepyouup?”

Ad-Rock: “You canusually tellwho theyare. They're the onlyguysin the
world thataskfornose candy! Thatwent outwith fat faces! You gotta
remember we'rein KKK bible countrynow. It doesn’t take much. Thelast
thingintheworld theywantistits onstage.”

MCA: “Ifwe did that shitwith the cockin New York, no one would give
adamn. InNewYork, I've seen stuff thatoffends even me. Forget Karen
Findlay and theyums.I've seen aguy at the Cat Club shootingup,
throwingup all over himself, and then coveringhimselfwith lighter fluid
andsettinglightto himself. When he pulled the needle outofhisarm,
therewasblood and stuff pouring out everywhere. Thatwas serious stuff.”
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MikeD: “Ican’tseethatgoingdown toowellin Alabama!Therearealot
of people doing far more offensive things than we'd ever do, but they’re
notNo 1and they'venotbeenonnational TVdoingit.”

The Beastie Boys are clowns, but they are nobody’s fool.

Take three, four, five and six. Take anything, but take it. Another day,
another state, another state of confusion.

“Yolook, they gotgraffitiin Alabama!”

“Yo, realhip-hop stuff, dude. What'’s it say?”

“Jesussaves.”

“God, Thate thisplace,” Mike D shakes his

Onthe TV, Hurricane produced his star turn, before turning the TV
crewwhite.

MCA: “It’s probablybestif D Hurricane speaks forus.”

Cane: “Ohthankyou, Massa Yauch, thankyou. Why Massa Yauch he
beensogood tome, he pulled me outta dem cotton fields and told me to
stop pickin’ and startscratchingrecords. That'swhathe done told me. He
beengoodtousniggers...”

Great. Canewas talkingto peoplewho couldn’ttellironyfromaniron
bar. After theinterview, one executive finallysummoned up the courage

toaskMike Diftheband were, um... joking.

head. “Tjustknowwe’re gonna get shot one day
inaplacelike this.”

Helooksrueful, staringatadartthatwas
thrownonstagelastnight. “Lookat this. Where
thehelldothese peoplethinktheyare?An
Englishfootballmatch?”

Five minutes after arrivingin the hotel, Dave
Scilken, the Beasties’ part-time tour coordinator
and full-time pimp, prowls thelobbysearching
foracandidate for the Beastie cage thatnight.

Ad-Rockhasotherideas: “I've gothalfan hour
before the soundcheck, youwannacome
upstairs? No? Your father’s a Baptist preacher?
You've gotta go to church? No shit. Iwas saved

"My god,
they've got
their pieces
out! Let’s get
out of here

“Thiswholetown’sajoke.”

Hurricane carriesaloaded piecein his pocket
atalltimes. It'sawater pistolwhich he usesall
too frequently. This may tell you something
aboutthe Beastie Boys. Russell Simmons tells
them somethingelse.

“Nowremember, boys, we don'twantno
repeatoflastnight. It's Alabama, it’s Sunday, so
let’seaseupalittle...”

Andsoitstarted, again.

“Yo, Birmingham, let’s see some breasts!”

' 99 IfeelI'vebeen here before. Either thatorI've
o started the same feature twice.
“WehearinBirminghamyoulove the

lastnight.”

Mike hasideas otherthanthe otherideas: “I think the mostimportant
thingwith this tourand withlifein generalis to have asmuchsexin
publicasyoupossibly can. When there are 250 girls every night showing
youtheir tits and wanting to get down with you, what the hell are you
supposedtodo?”

Feed thebudgerigar? Take up raffia-work? Sayno?

“Besides, beingwell behaved on tourreally sucks. Who would want to
bewithDuranDuran!”

CueAd-Rock’sdef(t) Rik Mayallimpressions.

“Simon, your hairlooked justawful tonight. Who’snicked my Aquanet?
Nick, youbastard, giveitback. We're gettingin the limo withoutyou!”

Utterlyirresponsible and gloriously funny, the Beasties are the first
band tomake thelikes of Duran and Wham!lookveryold. Annie Lennox
appearslike GrandmaMoses and Bono smellsready for embalming.
Youthisonsale24 hoursadayandideology canbe purchased atbelow-
market prices.

Advanceticketsales for the Birmingham, Alabama, showwere the
lowestonthe tour, allbecause some teenage girlrungup alocalradio
station and told the world thatshe had heard the Beastie Boyssayon MTV
thattheydidn’twantblacks at their concerts. Anywhere else and this
calumnywouldn’thave been givenlegroom, butnotin Birmingham.
Rumours escalated to such a degree that the mayor and the governor
were hauled into the controversy
and the gigwasnearly cancelled.
Themayorwas even given tapes of

alltheirMTVinterviewsinorderto Y

vindicate the baseball brats.

Thefactthattheboyshavea
blackmanager, ablackDJ, ablack
accountant, ablackassistant tour
manager, and usually tour with
Run-DMC, atno time entered into
the discussions. The boyswere
understandablyannoyed.

Or, to putitanotherway, Mike:
“They’reassholes.”

They’renotassholes, they're
azaleas. Though the band were
eventuallycleared, variousradio
and TVstations were demanding

PUBLIC ENEMY

CAMPER VAN
BEETHOVEN

| MEGADETH
JANET JACKSON

‘ JOAN
‘&-‘)ELLINS FAN CLUB

interviews. They gotmore than MORE BADH:’EJEWS
theybargainedfor... - £ | MONSTERS
Ontheradio, allwent FM smooth g ¥4, |OFROCK

r &’ | ARE BACK!
until the phone-in. “Weheard :

some rumour about us not
wantingblacksatthe gig. That
would be a pity, because halfour
partycouldn’tcome to the show.”
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governor.”

No, same feature. Same story, same excitement, different police. Bad
businessis good for business. Restraint from lastnight soon begins to tell
after the show. Backat the hotel, the scenes of carnage are all too
apparent. Alayer of cotton, rubber, and glass carpet the floorasvarious
females tryand convince the Beastlike entourage of the virtues of
Southern hospitality. One girlruns up the corridor screaming, AC/DCis
wailinglouderandin the midst of the pandemonium a poor middle-aged
manstandsinthe corridor perhaps trying tofind hisroom. Ad-Rockand
Mike close the door on the mayhem and smile. “BeingNo 1 doeshavea
fewadvantages.”

Mike Diamond wants to visit Fortnum & Mason for teawhen the
Beasties tour here in May. This may tell yousomething about Fortnum &
Mason. Despite theirnocturnal wanderlust, the Beasties themselves are
greatbelieversinsafe sex. Their tour contract even asks that promoters
supplyatleast 12 rubbers backstage with theliquor. “Ifthey’renot there,
wedon’tgo on.” Budweiser may be suing them for “misrepresentation
oftheir product”, butthe band could certainly obtain sponsorship
fromelsewhere.

There’smore commotion outside theroom. The manin the overcoat
doesn’tlooklostany more. Instead he pulls outan undercover bbadge and
startsinterrogating Dave the tour manager.

“Doyouknowhowold thatgirl was?”

“Inevertouchedher!”
“She’snomorethan 15.Doyou
- R knowwhat the penaltyfor thiskind
K - ofthingisin Alabama?I'm goingto
— havetotakeallyournames.”

Ohdear. Thetragicironywas that
the screamerwas probably the only
girlon the floorwhowasn’tbeing
given the benefitof ABCB-boy
tuition. The Beasties are amateur
naturalistsand canspota fruitbat
inthedarkat60paces.

Sean, the tour manager, takes
charge of the situation.

“Right,'mtaking charge of the
situation. We've got two hours
before thatbloke’sincidentreport
becomesawarrantforourarrest.
Thatgivesustwo hoursto crossthe
stateline...”

Ohdear, ohdear.Justlikeonthe
movies—aB-boyB-movie.

Take the moneyandrun.Justthe
accountantandacouple of theroad
crewleftin thehotel now, but things
movefrombad toworseasanother
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patrol car pullsalongside the bus. Bynow Russell had checked his cool
into theleft-luggage departmentat theairport.

“Mygod, they've got their pieces out! Shit, man, let’s get out of here!”

Understatement of the year! Scared and scarred, the bus pulls offto
thestrains of Sam Cooke and the Ramones as everyone waits for the
sound of the siren.

“I'mnever cominghereagain,” MCAsighs. “The placeisfilled with
Mormons.”

“I'vegotacoldidea,” Ad-Rockinterrupts with pupils that misspell
mischief. “Let’sstop at the first truck stop across the stateline, get
somethingto eatand then we canwave at the police on the otherside.”

Greatidea, Horovitz. Whynot erectaburning cross and piss onittoo?
Now MCA’s eyeslightup.

“Havewe passed theline? Where are we now?”

¢¢ Y‘O, BAD NEWSis the bestvideo ever!” The boys have

trouble containing their rampant enthusiasm. “The Young

Onesare so def. Rik Mayall’s a fuckin’ genius. Megadeth
are the most bogus band we've ever seen. They almost cried when they
were heckled in New Yorklastyear. It was pathetic. Public Enemy are
pretty cold, though.”

The tourbus stops, but Russell’smouthisstillmovinginto overdrive.
The chosen “safe” truck stop wasfilled with plaid shirts, bracesand
biceps—all of which expanded upon ourarrival. The good ‘ol boys
didn’tlooktoo pleasedtoseeus. Even the toiletwas plastered with Klan
memorabilia.

“Howd'yathinkaniggerlike melikesall thatshityou've got on the walls
inthere,” Simmonssmiles at the waitress.

“Please keep your voice down, sir.”

“Oh, soyou gottheKlaninhere, huh?Is thatright?Is thatwhatyou're
saying?” MCA shakeshishead, Ad-Rockshifts uncomfortablyin hisseat,
and everyone else desperately tries to disassociate themselves from
Russell’'srant.

“Please keep yourvoice DOWN, sir.”

Clink. The pennyfinally dropped as the shaken manager slowlylifted
hisjawoffthe Formicatable.

“Youmean...”

“CanlItakeyourordernow, sir?”

MCA: ‘“T'lltakeaburger...togo.”

Thebus: threeJews, fourblacks and three limeys.

Theverdict: move.

Andwewent, justlike Southern Comfort.

“How’dyouknowwe’re doingamovie?”

IalwaysthinkfasterwhenI'vejustbeenrunoutofastate. The Beastie
Boys' film, provisionally (and aptly) titled Scared Stupid, is due to be
filmedstraightafter their world tour ends. Its antecedentslayin the
outtakes from Abbott & Costello’s A Haunting We Will Goand involves the

TheBeastiesand

DJHurricane
performonTV
and(inset)on

* stagewithacaged

go-godancer
v

—

down-and-well-out Beasties travelling to a ghost-ridden house to
hearthereadingofawill followingadeath in the family. Ad-Rockis still
under theimpression that Robert De Nirowillleap at the chance to play
acameo partas Bobbyand Adam’s dad (celebrated New York playwright
Israel Horovitz) go back along way. Probably notlong enough.

MCA: “Thisfilmwilllaunch the Beastie Boysinto something that'll top
TheBeatlesbymegabucks. The film’s not going to be abullshit thinglike
Hard Day’s Night. The movie will stand out onits own and will contain
some musicsowe can pickvideosfromitforMTVtouseasadvertising.

“I'dsaywithouthesitation thatit'll be the media event of the century. The
three of usare goingto change the structure of governmentin this country.
We're goingto turn the presidency of the USinto a puppetfigure...”

You'retoolate.

“TheBeastie Boyswillactuallybe running the country.”

Can’twait.

Mike D: “We're going to have lotsabarbecues on the White House lawn —
24hoursaday.”

MCA: “Andlegalise opiumand LSD...”

Ad-Rock: “And passalawstating that Dolly Parton has to show her tits
onnational television twice aday.”

MCA: “And then there’s thelegalising of all pornography...”

Mike D: “And Iwant to make pro-wrestling more violent. So you can
actuallyseedeath.”

Ad-Rock: “After puttingin pool tables and slot machinesin everyhome
inthe country,we're goingto buryallnuclearweapons.”

Mike D: “And no guns. Fighting will onlybe permitted with baseball
bats.It’sso much more American thatway.”

Andthe Beastie Boysare all-American boys.

The triomagnify and amplify the USway oflife to such proportions,
itappearsfrighteningbecauseit’suncontrollable and monstrous,
and monstrous becauseit’s grotesque, and grotesque becauseit’s true
yetdisfigured.

Several Hollywood film companies have already made out contracts
with dotted signaturelines, but the band want to limit the budgetand
heighten their control over the project-like their absolute control over
everything connected with Beastie—from the merchandising of caps to
the height oftheirinflatable prick. There’s only one problem now.
Scriptwriter and neighbourhood wastrel Tom Cushman can’tthink ofan
endingfor the movie.

“Inthe end, the house blows up and somehow the Beastie Boys survive.
Troubleis, Ican'twork outhowto save them. They’re probably beyond
savinganyway.”

“Wherearewenow?” MCAinquires.

Closetothelastword and nearer to South Carolina.

“Whatgoesondown there?”

“Nothingmuch.”

“Ohno?” Ohno.

CUT!Iopened the doorandfound freedom. Ted Mico ®

GETTY
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are the best of America’s
new guitar bands, writing brutal
songs about damaged humanity.
“Our lives would be just so much
worse without Big Black,” says one.
“Without Big Black we might turn
into the sickos we write about.”
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JANUARY —WORCH

IGBLACK. ONE of therocknames.
BIGBLACK saysitall. Thelooming
threat. The black hole of noise. The
yawning abyss of horror that

somethingdifferent. It'sbeen widely misinterpreted
asbeingaboutgangrapingawomanand then
burninghertodeath,andwehavereceived alot
of shitaboutit.
“Inactualfact, the songis aboutAmerican small
townswherelifeissoboring, there’s only two

swallows up all the words we
canmuster in our attempts to
master the experience.

BigBlackarealive to the psychedelic
possibilities of horror. Theyare drawn,
instinctively, to those phenomena-atrocity,
psychosis, calamity-before which the mind
reelsandlanguage dries up.Iffascinationisa
fixation onanineffable, arbitrarymanifestation
ofbeauty, thenhorroris simply the inversion of
fascination-thatchaste, hideousrapture that
comeswhen themind faces thatwhichundoes
it, the unaccountable. Awe (aword which
contains bothwonderand terror), the ecstasy of

“Recognising
that you have
NO POWET 18
a step to
stability”

thingsto do. Goblowup awholeload of stuff
for fun. Orhave alot of sexwith the one girlin
townwho’llhave sexwith anyone. ‘Kerosene’
isaboutaguywho tries to combine the two
pleasures.”

It'sasif Big Blackuse other people’s most
extreme moments of reality—madnessand
death—asanescapefrom theirreality. The
horror thatis someone else’slife becomes for
themakind of oblivion.

Don’ttheyworrythatthey’lldevelop a
tolerancetoallthis? And thatiftheytryto
maintain thelevel ofimpactby pilingonyet
more noise/horror, they’ll get sucked into an

dread that comeswhen meaningfails—these
dark, religiousfeelings that shudder at the heart of Big Black.

BigBlackhave hitupon akind of subterranean psychedelia, music
whose messageisnot “riseabove”, but “let’ssubmerge”. There are several
solutions to the problem of escaping the cage of identity - “make music to
satisfyangels” (PaulMorley), “playlike beasts” (Lester Bangs) —but Big
Blackhavelocated akind ofliberationin the mechanical. Like Swans, they
have turned themselvesinto a pop abattoir, a concussion machine whose
functionisnotto expand consciousness, butto compressit, obliterate t.

So,Imeet Big Blackand whatIreallywantto knowis whatisitabout
them, aboutme, aboutall otherlike minds, thatdraws us to this
metaphoricself-destruction? Why isit that these sensitive, caringboys,
these self-confessed wimps, avowed humanists, are obsessed by
everythingthatsubverts the humanist project, all the traumasand
sicknesses that contradictourfaith in perfection and progress?

Big Black—atsomeinstinctivelevel -resist thekind ofliberalhumanism
thatinventsanotionlike “death education”: the delusion thatyoucan
prepare people for this arbitrary, terroristic fact of life, somehow cope
with thisfinal sickjoke! Big Black want to restore to us the vividness of
death, of the threshold situations that compromise our balancelives.

“Whatitis,” says Steve Albini, singer and guitarist, “is thatIjusthappen
tohaveafascination for certainkinds ofhumaninteraction-where
peopletrytodominate each other, or the means of expression people
resorttowhen pushed to their absolute limits. When people go beyond
theirtrainingand morals and do exactlywhat their urges tell themto do,
theyare,inasense, beingmost true to themselves. Whatintrigues meis
thathere are situationsand phenomenathatare severe, andyetI can’t
understand them.”

Doesthefascinationliein being confronted with the sheer
arbitrariness of tyrannicalreality?

“Well, recognising that you are helpless, that you have no power, over
others, overyour owndrives-facing that, acceptingit,isastep to
stability. Because, ifyou thinkyou’ve got thereins of yourlife in your
hands, yourewrong! Butbasically, there’s somethingfascinatingabout
thedirtiness of things goingwrong thatreally stimulates me. [ can’t
explainit, justacknowledgeit.”

Doesthepleasureresidein the disorientationinduced by the
manageable? Orare our nerves so enfeebled that only violent musicand
violentimagery canwake usup?It’satruism thatthe presence of death
makesusfeel morealive.

Bassist Dave Riley speaks: “WhenTheartheword ‘violence’, I think of
‘victim’.WhenIthinkof ‘aggression’, Ithink ofintensity. BigBlack are
aboutintensity.”

Santiago Durango, guitarist: “And the opposite of intensityis numbness
—whowants tolisten to musiclike that, tolivelike that? Mylifeis so boring
andregular, Ineed thiskind of disruption.”

Itellthem myinterpretation of “Kerosene”, their masterpiece: that this
storyofamansobored hesetshimselfonfireislike ametaphor for the
BigBlackmethod-theirmusicisanequally drasticsolution toinertia,
ametaphorical self-immolation.

Dave: “That’s quite
neat, butactually
thesongisabout
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upward spiralwhose ultimate destination is
totalmusical seizure/sensoryburnout?

Santiago: “Ifwereach the pointwhere we can’tadd any more, we'll stop.
Oncewe’ve shotourwad, seenJesus, we'll giveitup.”

Dave: “Gettingnumb to our own materialis notreallya problem. It'snot
like we have this stable version of the set, which we’ve honed over the
months. Becomingfamiliarwith our materialis helpful, becauseit
allowsus toimprovise. Someone will always throwinanewrent...”

Santiago: “The songdefines the parameters within which we can
becreative.”

WhatIlike aboutBigBlackis that there’sakind of lucidity to the
violence-it'snotafogofnoise, everythingis picked outarticulately, for
maximumimpact.

Dave: “That’swhatIliked about the band whenIjoined-everything’s
focused.”

BigBlackarenotaboutmakinganincompetentdin. Unlike British
noise groups, Idon’tget theimpression thatyou'refrightened of
virtuosity.

Dave: “Gettingskilled, acquiringknowledge of music theory, these
arenotproblems. The pointis to eliminate those skills and pieces of
theorythatarenotappropriate atanygiven time. Knowledgeisnota
problem, knowledge is power. Whatyouneed is theright mindset, the
attitude to use thatknowledge well.”

Santiago: “It’'sthe samewithlearningto use studios. The studioisjust
abiginstrument.”

Will Big Black start to take on other textures apartfrom guitars, exploit
otherkinds ofnoise-making technology?

Dave: “Well, there’sasynthesizer on ‘Bad Houses’. We’'ve done some
primitive sampling. I've gotasaxIcan’tplay. We're workingwith
Vocoders.”

Steve: “Yousee, I hate the human voice. Ourideaisto tamperwith my
voiceas much as possible, and then buryitat the back of the mix. We're
workingon this songwhere we put the whole track through the Vocoder,
so thatmyvoice comes out composed of the same material as the music,
and there’sjustthisflurry of consonantsunder the beat.”

Santiago: “The guitars arebasically the thing, though—we’llbend,
we’lladd certain elements—butguitars arewhatit’sallabout. And that’s
basically because they’re extensions of our cocks, and welove them.”

Dave: “We’re puds. Jerks, butit’s much betterto be a pud with a guitar
thanapudwithoutaguitar.”

ThisisasmuchtheheartofBig Black asany fancy theory of
transcendence through noise and horror. They're so sweet, someekand
mild-mannered, these boys, possessed with the spindly, bespectacled air
of God’s Chosen computer operators... and yet these Woody Allen geeks
have astrange other-life on stage, where theymetamorphoseintoa
monstrous, glorious death machine. Whatwentwrong?

Santiago: “Wewere neverin the mainstream while growingup, we were
isolated atschool, we all have terrible problems with women.”

Dave (mock hysterical): “Itold you—we’relosers, we're puds. We're
pathetic!”

HITE DOPES ONPUNK



July24,1987:BigBlack’s
Steve Albiniatthe Clarendon
Ballroom,Hammersmith,
onabillwithHead Of David
andACTemple

Soundslike the classic course of development for rock musicians, rock
critics, fanzine writers, and indeed anyone who getsinto “difficult” or
“alternative” music.

Dave: “Yeah, you're aloner, youwantto be one-up over everyone else.
Plus, youwant to belong, somewhere. Imean, I never metanyone who
hadagoodadolescence thatl evenwannaassociate with!”

So, life’slosersachieve astrange kind of triumph on stage, reinvent
themselves throughrocknoise.

Santiago: “Ourlives would be just so much worse without Big Black.
Without Big Blackwe might turninto the sickos we write about.”

with armsasthinastwigs and an air of bespectacled intensity

abouthim. His writing for US hardcore rag Forced Exposurehas
won him notoriety, even persecution. Each day he returns home from
work (as a photo retoucher in Chicago), checks his answering machine
andfinds atleast two or three detailed messages of abuse. He’s left
Forced Exposurenow, after a piece entitled “Guide For Social Tards”
was printed under his name, 90 per cent of which had been written by
someone else.

“Itwasacrap piece of writing. I don’'t mind making myselflook stupid.
Infact, I'm probablythebestatit. So, whatannoyed me was amateurs
messingwhere professionals should be.”

Albiniresentsandresistsanyidea thatthereisan American
“movement” of noise bands, groupslike Scratch Acid,
SonicYouth, Butthole Surfers, Swans, Live Skull...

“Sure, everyone knows everyone else, haseach
other’s phone numbers, plays the same clubs. But
musically, allyou cansay thatwehavein commonis
thatwe’reall American, alllike electric guitars, and
areallinspired by punkrock. Anything more specific
thanthatismisleading. We startfrom the same

S TEVEALBINILOOKS like a fanzine editor —stoop-shouldered,

BIG BLACK

origin, butgoinverydifferentdirections.”

Butisn'tthereatleastasimilarity ofintended
effect? Unlike, say, soulboys or singer-
songwriters, who wantto strengthen the
listener’s sense and identity and reinforce
values, aren’tyour kind ofbandsinto the
pursuitof oblivion, usingnoise and horror, to
puttheselfinjeopardy?

“Well, certainly, the whole thingis about
reaching that pointwhere your eyesroll back
andyou getdizzy! Like thefirsttime me and my
friend heard the Ramones. Allwe could say
was, ‘Fuck!’ Thatwasitforme, thebeginning.
Iwasn’teven dissatisfied with music before
punk, becauseIdidn’tlisten tomusicatall.”

Perhapswhatfascinates Albiniabout power
and dominationis the spectacle of pure will.
You could defineviolence as therefusal to
argue, to give anaccount, tojustify. Maybe the
kind of people who've worked around the
noise/horrorinterface-intellectual geeks—
aresecretly envious of the sheer will to power,
toaction, thatmarksthe psychos, fanatics,
fiihrers, shamans theydeal with. Thekind of
potencyandsinglemindedness thatismissing
from ouraimless, debilitated lives. But on stage
orinprint, we canlivelike fanatics, monsters,
livewithmurderous edge, high on “attitude”.

IspeaktoBigBlackwhile theyareinthe
middle ofrecordingonesside of theirnew LPin
London. Before then, inaweek or two, there’ll
be an EPwith the promisingtitle “Headache”.
Tellusabout the newmaterial, Steve.

“OnesongonthenewLP, called ‘ElDopa’, is
aboutasleeping-sickness epidemicin America
in1926.It'satruestorylread aboutinabook
called The Awakening, written by Dr Oliver
Sachs, the guyresponsible for wakingup all
these people from deep sleep. Some were
wokenup aslateas 1965, awoke to find
themselves old people, their entire productive
lifejustsleptaway. And all these people either committed suicide or
asked tobekilled. Theywere so fucked up, so unable to cope with what
they'dlost, thattheywanted to throwaway the little theyhad left.

“There’sasongcalled ‘Bad Penny’, whichisaboutthe kind of person
who justwon’tget out of your life, who sticks around and stirs up shit, in
yourname. ‘My Disco’ isthe true story ofa physician who has akid that
hasbraindamage. Andrather thanlive with that, he beatshiswayinto
thematernityward, grabs thebabyandbouncesit off the floor until it
dies. Theamazingthingisthatthe guydoesn’tget senttojail forever, he’s
found guilty ofaggravated manslaughter,and spends maybe ayearin
jail. Sosomehow, he managed to convince ajurythat, hell, itwasn’t such
abadthingtosmashababyonahospital floor because he wastoo dumb
and uglytobeinyourfamily. Any of you guys woulda done the same.
That'sweird! Canyouimagine this guy thinkingit through, carrying out
thewhole operation-punchingoutnurses, swerving through the
hospital corridorsand bouncinghis child offthe floor.”

Albiniandhisgroup find aterrible poetryin theintractable, the
unbudgeable, theindelible. Their musicis as desperate aresponse
tothese things asanyin the stories of their songs. Theyare drawn to
desperationastoaheadydrug.

“Thethingabout these phenomenaisthattheyaren’tthatunusual,
you have toface thefactthatyoutoo could bedriven to theselengths.

Tusetruestories becauselcouldn’t thinkup these things. ButIdon’t
havetolook.”
BigBlackwantto make usfeelawe. The paradox of Big
5, Blackisthattheyimmerse us, deluge usin defilement
. anddesecration, andyetproductsacred feelings. Ifeel
smallbefore the scale of the experiences theydealin,
smallandreligiousin theface of the beauty of terror,
theterror ofbeauty.
Live, when Steve Albini plays guitarwith his teeth,
I'thinkIsee God. Simon Reynolds ®

RICHARD BELLIA
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July21,1987: The
Mission’s Wayne
Husseyatthe third

annual Pukkelpop
festival,near
HasseltinBelgium

"Buying a
house outside
Bristol”

MM Big, “flippant” goth band
to headline major UK festival.

Friday-night opening of thisyear’s Reading

Festival, which celebrates its 25th birthday.
The Mission, meanwhile, went off to America
this week for asix-week headline tour
following their recent British dates. They
return to Britain in the summer to go into the
studio and begin work on anew album. The
projected Reading date would be their only
appearancein this country for the rest of the
year, apart from a fan club-only showwhich
hasyettobearranged.

Wayne Husseylefta typicallyflippant
message behind in England for anyone who
mightenquire abouthisactivities: “Tell them
I'mbuyingahouseoutside of Bristoland I'm
havingasecretaffairwithamarried woman.”

'|'HE MISSION LOOK set to headline the
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Beastie Boy
Ad-Rock(right)
pleadsnotguilty
toachargeof
grievousbodily
harminLiverpool

Free to continue

Beastie Boy

[ ]
tOllI'lllg bailed, tabloid rags rejoice...

EASTIEBOY AD-ROCK was this week
Baccused of injuring a girl fan during the

group’s headlining show at the
Liverpool Royal Court on Saturday. Ad-Rock,
charged under hisreal name of Adam
Horowitz, pleaded not guilty at Merseyside
City Magistrates Court on Monday to
unlawfully and maliciously causing grievous
bodily harm to Joanne Marie Clark.

The case wasremandedto adatein July and
Ad-Rock granted bail on asurety of £10,000.
Permitted to keep his passport, heisnow free
to continue touring with the Beastie Boys,
whose next dates are in Japan. Ad-Rock, who
hadreturned to London with the rest of the
band after a“nearriot” at Liverpool, was
arrested and taken to Notting Hill police
station. He was held there until Merseyside
police arrived to take him back to Liverpool.

According to eyewitnesses, the trouble at
the Royal Courterupted whena“large
minority” of the 1,600-capacity crowd
bombarded the two support acts with missiles
and abuse. The Beastie Boys came onstage to
be showered with an assortment of objects,
including beer cans and bottles smuggled
into the gig. By the time they'd reached the
end of the first number, they'd already
appealedto the audience to calm down.

Awitnesssaid: “The band were the voice of
reason, unlike theirimage and unlike their
audience.Butitbecame clear that they were
themselvesin danger,and the show had to stop
after15minutes. Until the last minute, when
theybeganfielding cans with abaseball bat,
they had done nothing toincite any trouble.”

When the show was stopped, abattle broke
out between puntersin the stalls and the
balcony, with chairs smashed and speakers
being pulled over. Panic grew as a tear-gas
canister exploded, and by the time the police
arrived the legitimate fans had all left the
venue. An estimated 150 “ringleaders” were
leftin the building, still causing trouble. Five
arrests were made and five injuries reported.

There are reports of weaponsbeing
confiscated at the door of the venue, and of
arrests beingmade in the city later that night.
Local radio was meanwhile broadcasting a
recording of bragging louts shouting, “We
got the Beasties.”

The theatre, which had sent representatives
to check out the Beasties' trouble-free
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Manchester concert, had doubled its security
for the event. They are now urging fans to
hold on to their tickets until an announcement
ismade regarding refunds.

Witnessesall agree that therewasa
“terrace mentality” about the behaviour of
acertain section of the audience - asection
thathad never heard of the Beastie Boys until
Fleet Streetlaunchedits sensationalist
“shock horror” campaign, thus encouraging
ahooligan element to come to the gigin
searchoftrouble.

The Fleet Street hysteria over the Beasties’
presence at the Montreux Rock Festival
continued with their arrival in Britain for the
Run-DMC tour. Despite reports of “mayhem
and trouble” at the gigs, there had, until
Liverpool,beennoincidents atall. Nor had
there been any of the reported problems
connected with hotels. The dailies, however,
were determined to wring every last drop of
sensation from the band’s visit. ADef Jam
press officer was followed to and from her
home by journalists who believed she would
lead them to the Beastie Boys. And astoryin
The Sun of May 27, which said that “newsgirl
Laura Walsh...was captured by rock’s Beastie
Boysandlockedupinacage onstage” has
been dismissed as aset-up job. The Sunsaid
that Walsh was kidnapped by two of the
band’s minders, forced to gointo the cage,
stripped and humiliated by the band.

ADef Jam spokeswoman said: “This
reporter used to work on The Sun, apparently.
Now she’s afreelancer. | was talking to the
person who was supposed to have kidnapped
her. And whathappened was she came along
and said she wanted to dance in the cage.
They asked her about four times, ‘Are you sure
youreally want to do this?’ Assoon asshe got
out, she went on the phone and sold her story.

“The whole band are fed up about all these
stories. They are supposed to have come into
the airportshouting, ‘We hate Britain,’ and the
group are saying, ‘How can the papers say that
when there were so many people around who
knew we weren'tsaying thatat all?’ They just
can'tbelieve how they've been hounded.”

Onesstory, however, turned out tobe
true. A Beastie Boy did, understandably,
spitataMirrorreporter. The band,
meanwhile, say they won'tbe back to play
in Britain “foralong time”.

Vinyl's days
numbered?

MM MAY 16

vinyl LP came a step closer this

week with the news that Virgin
haveraised the prices of their albums
—amove thattraditionallyinspires
other majors to follow suit. The price
hike will mean that Virgin LPs willnow
sell for around £7.40 before discount,
and manybelieve that £7.40 for a piece
of plasticinvariably covered in surface
noise will not endear itselfas CD prices
continue to fallbelowa tenner.

With the proposedlaunch ofthe
cassettesingleinJuly, itlooks asif
vinyl’sdaysarenumbered. Assingles
salesdrop, Polygram chiefMaurice
Oberstein has “strongly urged” all BPI
memberrecord companiesto produce
their Top 50 singlesin cassette format.

Dealerpricewillbethesameasa
normal 12-inch, meaningimproved
profits for the manufacturers because
cassettes arevastly cheaper to make.

'|'HE DEMISE OF the conventional

“It would be
quite wrong’
NME Michael Jackson

9

cannot buy John Merrick...

ICHAEL JACKSONHAS
beenthwartedin his $1
million bid to buy the

remains of Elephant Man John
Merrick. The London Medical
College, where the remains are on
display, said Jacko wouldn’tbe
allowed to buy the skeleton no matter
how much money he offered. “There
isavery strongfeeling thatit would be
quite wrong on ethical grounds to sell
John Merrick’s remains for money,”
said college secretary David Edwards.
Jacko's heartis apparently set on
acquiring the skeleton of the one-
time human freak show, who died
in1890, for the private museum at
hishomeinLA.
The weird 28-year-old singer has
beento the college twice tosee
the remains, andisreported to be
fascinated by their “ethical,
medical and historical
significance”. He doubled
his offer for the remains
after his original
-, bidof$500,000

wasrejected
out of hand.




Simon:Albert
Hallshowsto
bepicketed

Broke the boycott

NME APR 11

letter from Jerry Dammers on Tuesday;,

calling for him to make a public
apology to the United Nations for
breakingthe cultural boycott of South
Africabyrecordingpartofhis Graceland
albumin the country.

Theletter, signed by Dammers alongwith
Paul Weller and Billy Bragg, was due to be
handed to Simonjusthoursbefore the first
London concertofthe Gracelandtour atthe
RoyalAlbertHall.

Theopeningpartreads: “Asfellow
musicians we askyou to give acomplete
and heartfelt publicapologyto the United
Nations General Assembly for breaching
the cultural, academic and otherboycotts
of South Africa, which theycalled foronthe
recommendation of the United Nations
Special Committee on Apartheid on
December 16, 1980. We also callonyou to
giveanassurance thatyouwillnotbreach
theseboycottsinanywayin the future.”

Itgoesonto pointouthow Simon broke
theboycottbyhis own definitionand
imploreshim to reconsider his current
silence onthe matter.

Simon’sfirst British concert, at the
Birmingham NEC on Saturday, was
picketed by the city’s branch of the Anti-
Apartheid Movement, and the London
committee was expected to do the same at
theRoyal Albert Hall this week.

PAUL SIMON WAS due to be handed a

THE GRACELAND CONCERT

WITH HUGH MASEKELA, CADYSHIITT BLACK
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' !{ been a wanker. Everybody’s

1l experience and life you

MM JUN 13

Crazyhead

They wouldn’t be anywhere if
it wasn't for us.

Bomb Party

| wouldn’t be anywhere if it
wasn’t for them.

Q“

Mary“Mary” Byker:

likes“ThePlanets”,

lan Astbury’s girlfriend | &

dislikes Tory councillors

Good hairdresser. Nice girl.

Rock’n’roll

Good fun and fuck the Tory bastards! Let
the children have their way. Go away, you
horrible Tory bastards.

Lester Piggott

Sorry, son, you didn’t get away with it. It
comes to us all in the end. Keep your books
properly next time.

Madonna

Beautiful, talented, wonderful. Dig
your navel.

Eddie Kendricks

Keep on truckin’! | think if any band
inspired lots of musicians in the '60s then
The Temptations were the band, and if you
want to listen to Captain Beefheart then
listen to The Temptations as well.
Excellent band, good time, good
words. “Ball Of Confusion” has
to be one of the best songs

ever written. Eddie Kendricks,
what a now man.

Ego

A surmountable problem. Thing
is, loss of ego and build-up
of ego at the same time is
something that is hard to
surmount, when you're
trying to lose it but gaining

it by the very nature of what
you're doing. How to control
it? Just stay humble. Realise
you're no better than anyone
else. Definitely something
that, by experiencing, you

| have to control. Oh yeah, I've

been a wanker, but your
ego’s... Wisdom is a totally
important thing - by age,

Madonna:

Mary “digs”

comes from excess and hernavel

there’s too much of it and ego is something
if you're gonna curb it you curb it. | don’t
set myself apart from anybody else. Ego’s
a great question. Stumped me.

Tory councillors

This is personal against [GBOA bassist]
Robber’s dad now. Plain, boring, dull
people that don’t admit to their own ego
complex. Usually insignificant little people
who smell power. Tory councillors stink.

Guitar solos

Love 'em, if they're played with passion,
nice and powerful. Everyone'’s a sucker
for a solo now and again. The ultimate in
public masturbation.

Hip hop
Some of it’s good. It’s like Led Zeppelin.
Some of it’s good. Some of it’s bad.
It's street.

Star Trek

Really good. Something that’s
so humorous, that set out to
be deadly sincere, so good to
watch, turning out to be deadly
comical. Great programme,
very much a pointer for '60s
America, meaning confronting
space, something that Ronald
Reagan’s probably watched
too much of. Something
that’s been so big an
influence on America, that
we've got a lot to question.
I'd rather read 2000AD than
watch Star Trek.

Classical Music
Dvorék’s “New World
Symphony”, “Planet
Suite” by Holst and
Vivaldi’s “Four Seasons”.

“The Planets” is the most
heavy metal thing I've ever

heard. Black Sabbath, Ozzy

REX FEATURES, DEREK RIDGERS, KEVIN MAZUR / GETTY
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eightdatesinBrazil
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Simon Gallup, Boris
Williams, Robert
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THOUGHTIWAS destined for great things,” says
( ( RobertSmith. “And justlookat me now. I'minthe
scurriest, laziest group in the world, dressedina
bloodyanimalsuit!”
It'strue, Robert’satMary Tyler Moore’s TV studioin

Bray, SouthernIreland. He’s makingavideo for “Why
Can'tIBeYou”, The Cure’sfirstsinglein overayear, and he’sdressed as....
apolarbear?

“MorelikeagayViking,” says Simon.

Hecantalk. He’sdressed as a crow or something—black cape, bigyellow
beakandball-crushertights. “Ifeellike Spider-Man,” he moans, “when
hehadonthealiensuitanditstarted attackinghim.”

“Sorry,” Robertapologies. “Next time we’lldo avideo somewherereally
hot, juststrumming...”

“Yeah,” saysLol, “orinapub, drinking.”

Itmusthave seemed agoodideaatthetime, sittingoverlocal Guinness
inacastleretreat, discussing plans to present The Curein an ever more
ludicrouslightwith Tim Pope, the man behind their otherinfamous
video fiascos and the extraordinary Cure In Orangefilm, about to go on
generalrelease—alivesetshotinthe Roman amphitheatrein Orange,
Southern France, which gives the dualimpression that you're there
watchingand playing the set simultaneously.

Nowno one seems quite so sure what’s goingon. Borishasrather
worryinglytaken to hisschoolgirl costume, Lol's blacked-up like
“Prince’sugly brother” or “Blind Lemon Tolhurst”, Porlis alternately
aScotsmanandafloozy,and even Robert’s gone and putadress on.

“Thisisit,” he shouts, “the grand finale, the climax. Drunken Schoolgirl
In Gay SexOrgy!”

It'snoted, toolate, thatin swappinghis crow costume for thatofa
Morris dancer, Simonisthe onlyonewhohasn’tgonebi. “Ahha,” he
beams. “When the newspapers pickup on this, I'll be like the drummer
inThe Housemartins, the non-gay one!”

“Why Can’tIBeYou?”,isarazzmatazzbrass quadrille, absurd, joyous
andloud.

The CureareinIrelandjustpriorto setting off to conquer South
AmericaandIwonderwhether, like me, they consider they’'vereached
somesortofpeak?

“It’sfunny,” says Lol, “Ineverseeusinpeaks.Iseeusinlevelsall the
time.I'veyettofind, in mymind, alevelwhere we’d comeright to the top.
Thereare more levelsyet. Whatever happens, you have toride on the crest
ofthewave and that precipitates the next thing. If yousat there and
analysed ittoo much, you'dlose whatit was thatwould make the next
thingbetter.”

So,withamillioninthebankandasonginyourhearts, what'sthe
motivation these days?

“I'vealways maintained thatI'm doingit for selfishreasons, and I'still
do.ThemainreasonIdoitisbecauselenjoyit,” says Robert. “Idon’tgive
afuck-IlikemakingrecordsandIlike goingonstage and singing, and
there’'sapartofme, really, that’s ashow-off, there mustbe. I always
considerittobereallyoutofcharacter, butitcan’tbereally—Iwouldn’t
doitotherwise.lenjoyit...lalmostfeel guilty about enjoyingit, Idon’t
thinkit’sright...

“Idon’tlike theideaoffame, I've never accepted that.I've experienced it
toasmalldegreein Franceandit’s cack, notbeingable to go out without
people comingup and going, ‘You're Robert Smith. Youbecomeless than
human. Thereason, more and more, thatI continueis thatithasbecome
moreimportantthatIsee myselffromathird person’s point of viewas
someone I canlookup towards, thatI canrespect.

“Mymotivation nowisto try to make The Cure notmore popular but
toharden thewhole thing up so we are untouchable almost. That’s what
I'mhopingthisrecord will do, sowe won’t be able to suffer the more
cynical Smash Hitssortof jibes. And I thinkwe’llachieve it withoutme
havingtostepinto thearena. Nexttimeround, some claim, it's Wogan
and the dailies forme. Well, Idon’taccept that. We willreach the point
ofbecomingimportantand yetstill be thatweird group. We willnever
beaccepted butwe will beimportant, which

“Ohno,I'mbeginningto feel guilty.” It's Pope.
He’salreadyhad Lolinside a Humpty Dumpty
withastrobestrapped tohis chest,and nowhe’s
dressed himup asabumblebeeandisaboutto
flyhim onwires. Long convinced thatall Cure
videosarevindictive attacks on poor Lol, Pope’s
nowtellinghim he hasnothing toworryabout.

“Sure,” says Lol. “Seeyou chapsin the next
world.”

Wehaven'theard or seem much of The Cure
overthe pastyear, butwhatnewshasreached us
hasallbeen good. Apartfromthefilm, theband
havere-signed through Fiction to Polydor, adeal

“T'he whole

element of
competition
I will always

find absurd”

isperfect.

“Imean,anyonewith halfabrainhatesyouif
youreinthemediaall thetime-thelessyou're
inthe publiceye, I think, the better offyouare.
Allthe peoplewho are godsin the field, likeJack
Nicholson or Robert De Niro, aren’tin the public
eye, and when they do something, you thinkit’s
brilliantthey’re so good, but they don’t waste
timebuildingup their publicimage.Ican't
think ofanyone who's constantlyin the news
who’sanygoodatall.

“We’ve got where we are almostbyaccidentin
onesense, although it’sbeen designed, not for

solucrative thatRoberthasbeen spendinghis
time outofthe countryonhis
accountant’sadvice. While the others
haveboughthomesin England, Robert’s
been to Compass Point, New Yorkand
Brusselswith co-producer Dave Allen,
mixing Kiss Me Kiss Me Kiss Me,adouble
albumrecordedin Mirabelle, Southern
France, lastautumn.

Released in May, it’s The Cure’srichest,
mostexoticand mostaccessiblealbum
to date, averitable treasure trove of
experimentsboldly attempted and
beautifully performed. Notwanting to
jump the guntoosoon, I'lljustsayit’s so
confident, itgoesagainst characterand,
rather than fleeing past Cure styles for
fearof stagnation, itembraces themall
and does some funky stufftoo.

There’sadrowsy opiumsitaranthem,
“IfOnly Tonight We Could Sleep”, a
scaldingwah-wah assault, “TheKiss”,
some staccato “Hawaii Five-O”, “Hey
You”,and agranite stomp, “Fight”.
There’s over 70 minutes of Kiss Me.....,
both endsburning, and the single,
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success but for longevity. One thingdoesn’t
followthe other. Ifthisrecord bombed,
Iwouldbe surprised, upsetin away, but
Iwouldn’tthinkitwasn'tworthmaking
—that’sthe difference. Nowit'sbeen made
andI'veheardit, 'mhappy. Onceit’s
released, it’s goneinto a differentworld.
Idon’tneed tojustifyit, orargue with
peoplewhosayit’srubbish.Ican’tbe
bothered.Ithinkit'sreallygood,soit’s
beingreleased.

“Thewhole element of competition
Istill, and alwayswill, find absurd. The
horserace. Arewe goingtobeNo 1 orare
Queen?Itdoesn’tmatteratallbecause,
ifTlookatthe Top 50,1see thereareno
recordsllike, soit’safalseaccoladeto
beNo 1anyway. The album shouldbe
No 1, that’sall.

“Themore we go on, themoreI think
we'reunique.Idon’'tmean thatinabig-
headed way, but thelongerwe go on, the
lesssimilarities there are between what
we're doingand whatanyone else has ever
done. The stage we're atatthe momentis
soabsurd, the publicimage of the group

FILM
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and ofmeisso... Well, just s
readingthrough American h
reviews, they saywe play
“compellinglysad music”,and e

onthesame page therewillbe
awrite-up of ourlatest video,
whichismayhem.

“Ithinkwe’ve overcome the dinosaur tagthe
NMEtried to putonuslastyear.Ikeeprepeatingit,
butlamhorrified by thelack of competition.I
wanted somerecords sentover and was reduced to
havingtolistento thenewDeep Purple album. [He
smasheditafter twotracks.] Thereareliterally only
three or fourrecordsin the Top 50 thatI could even
thinkaboutlisteningto, and probably only one
thatIknowI'd enjoy: the Kate Bush singles album.”

“Iseeitasameanstoanend,” says Lolof The
Cure’sspecial purpose. “Awaytolive yourlife the
wayyouwantto, becausein the end that’s one of
the things music offers and reflects. It offers
peopleawaytolive theirlife the way they want
to, nottied tothings...Imean, there are things that
tieus, butthey’re probablyless than most people
everhave. Thatismygoal-toberid, intheend, of
allthefetters.”

“Themostcack thingleverread wassomething
The Thompson Twinssaid,” says Simon. “They
said, when theyreleased asingle, theyused to
sweat every Tuesday morning, waitingto hearthe
chartpositionsand thattheyhated everyband
above them. That’ssuchacackattitude to take.
Imean, we'll probablygetin the chartswith this
single, butwejokeaboutit. Like, it’s true—as soon
aswego on Top Of The Popswe go down, and it’s
neverworried usatall. Ifwe getin the charts, fine.
Ifwe don't, fine. We're not competing oranything
like that,and we don’thate thebands above us, we
hateallbandsinthe charts!

“It’sgood for us to getin among them on Top Of
The Pops, though, becauseifIwasn’tin the band,
I'dlike to seeusthere. Every otherbandisso
serious aboutitall, butwhenwe goonwetreatitas
apiss-up.Icannever decide where wefitin. Like,
our popularityin France—Ithinkwe deserveit, but
forthekind ofadulation we getwe're not theright
stereotypes. We don'tgo, ‘Oh shit, 'mworried 'cos
Ihadalotofbeerslastnightand nowIlook cack!
Whenpeoplerushtous, [thinktheyMUST thinkwelook dreadful.It’s
reallyodd-Ireallyhonestlyhave noideahow orwhere wefitin.”

sensitivity, romantics heroicallywounded out there in the big,
harsh world. In other words, gloriously miserable bastards.

“Oh, thatnever goes away,” says Lol. “But what probably distinguishes
us from bandswho mightbe our contemporariesis thatwereacheda
pointwherewerealised thatyou can thinkabout things so much, youend
up destroyingyourself. Perhaps the way we worknowis abitmore... well,
notcynical-cynicismis personified by The Smiths, who I hate.

“Wearemore...fatalistic. We mayseem flippant on the single, butI
thinkanybodywholiked us for the other, deeper side willstill like us. It’s
stillthere—youdon’treally change thatway of thinking. Maybeit'sanage
thing; you cansaytoyourself, ‘Well,Icanbe angst-ridden and tortured
aboutit, orI can getonwithitand find some humourinit. Ithink that’s
what’shappened tous-we don't take ourselves so seriously because
therearen’t that many things completely serious in the world.”

“Itstillfeelsthe sameasitdid in the beginning, when we were just
playinglittle clubs,” says Porl. “It’s bigger now, but the fact that we can
stillgoup there andlaugh aboutitisimportant.Ithink people feel that,
people can understandifyoumeanitrather thanjust playingforeffector
becauseyouthinkyou're goingtosellalotofrecords.”

“IfTwas 15again,” says Lol, “we’d be my favourite band, because we
reflectthat certain frame of mind you have when you're younger and you
suddenlystartto thinkabout thingsinacertain way. We're probably alot

T O SOME, THE Cure are still Shelleyan victims of their own

“There’spartof
me,really, that’s
ashow-off, there
mustbe”:Robert
Smithonstagein
Brazil,March1987

ofyoungpeople’solder brothersin some way. Westilldon’thave any
reasons oranswers 10yearson, butatleastwe canbeabit morelucid about
the questions. That'swhatIwaslike whenIwasyounger—in myroom,
listening to music orreadingabookand thinking, TwishI'd written that.’

“Maybewe do thatsomethingfor people because we've all come
through our particular traumas orwhatever thathave made the songs
and nowwe've come toreflectonit, givingbackto other people what
we've feltabout things and howyou can expressyourself. Maybe we're a
bitmore objective. Imean, the albumreminds me of whenIwas 15andI
wentto schooland then the summer holidays come andIwent to France
forthefirsttime, and thenIcameback-it’sacatalogue of thingslike that.
Whenllistentoit, [takeitasalittle diaryofthe thingsIwent throughin
theninemonthsittook to makeit. SometimesIthinkalotofitisus
pretendingto be younger.”

Iwondered, with the album beingso diverse, whether Robert found
himselfactingnow, adopting personas to suiteach song?

“Idefinitelyadoptapersona for the more up, wayward ones, but when
we're doing the slow, quieter ones, 'm much the same asI've always been.
Imean, there doesn’thave tobe any emotionin ‘Hot Hot Hot’ or ‘Why
Can’tIBe You?’,because there’sno emotionin thelyrics, butIwould
never allowustorelease asongthathad emotionin the wordsand was
interpretedlike, say, Paul Youngwould... Acomplete waste of time. If
I'mnotinthemood,Imayaswelljusthold the songoveruntil, or if,Iever
getround to feelinglike that.

“Imean, obviously, Ifeellesslike that the moreIgo on.Ifeelless
despondentbecause there’sless to feel despondentabout, bothinthe »

HISTORY OF ROCK 1987 | 51

MICHAEL PUTLAND / GETTY



1987

ApRIL - SNE

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY

waywe’renowbeing appreciated and alsoin my personallife. I threw
away the mantle of professional moaneralong time ago. If there’d been
nosadsongsonthealbum, itwouldn’thave upsetme.”

Itmustbesaid, afteradecade, The Cureis an obscenely happy group,
new and old, mature and excited. Smith has gathered a gangaround him,
acomfyworkingenvironmentof camaraderie which allows him torelax
astheundisputed leader. And he protectsitsometimeslikeit’s the most
precious thingin hisworld.

“I'mprotective of the groupin one sense, asanidea,” he agrees. “lalways
havebeen, butthat’sbecauselIwantitto continue foraslongasIwantitto.
Iresentunfounded criticism, but then atthe same time I've been
untouched byitforyearsbecause of the alternativesI'm facing. Ifthere
were thingsIseriously thoughtwere farbetter than whatIwas doing, if1
feltinferior to my peers, my contemporaries, Iwould getbitter, butIdon't.

“Idofeellikeadad, though, sometimes... Well, morelike amother hen,
Isuppose.It’saresponsibilityI've alwaysaccepted. I thinkIshould be
protective of the others, because they putsomuch trustin me and they’re
beingseeninalightthatImainlydictate.

“Itakealotofstick, butIgetan enormous amountofaccoladesalso.
That’s the positionI'minandIwouldn’tchangeit. Idon’t think the others
would swap withme either. 'mnothurtbyjibesasmuchasthe othersare.
I'mmuch thicker skinned, despite what people think. 'm upsetbyreally
funny things, notbybeingfat, forexample.”

Really? Whatupsetsyou?

“Vague things. ThefirstfewdaysIwasinthe castle,Iwasupsetby
takingthisyear out—y’know, ‘WhatamIdoingwithit?’ It’slikehavinga
child-post-record depression, thinking, ‘Well, nowwe're goingback out
toplayit. ForatimeIwasthinkingwe were backagainin thatinevitable
cycle, like we were after Head On The Door.”

AccordingtoLol: “Thereason for The Cureisnotapurelymusical one,
it'smore afeelingabout whyyouwant to do something. Whyyouwant to
make music. Ithas tobe personality compatible. It'snot down to technical
musicianship. Amongthefive of us thereis a genuine excitement about
doingthings. Itstarted off
10yearsagoandit’scome
around againwith Porl
and Simon beingback.
It's freshwithoutever
needingtothinkaboutit.

“The Curehasbeen
severalgroups,” says
Robert. “It'sbecoming
uniquewith the
reintroduction of people.
It'sreallyweird, butit’s
like this particularlineup
hasbeeninevitable for
years, with the exception
of Boris, butIcan't
imaginehimnotbeing
herenow. Thewayhe
fitsinand contributes
towards the atmosphere
ofthegroupis
immeasurable.

“I'wrote Head On The
Dooronmyownathome
andweinterpreteditlike
anorchestrawould, butwith thisalbumI
insisted thatthe others gave me a cassette of
musicandI gotsixorsevensongsfromeach
one.Even Borismadeatape of interesting
drum patterns, whichIappreciated because
Ididn’texpecttogetanythingfromhimand
itjustshowed that everyonewanted to be
reallyinvolvedinit.

“Theygavemeall the cassettes earlylast
summer when we started doing demos at
BeethoveninLondon.Iputallthe tapesonand
everyonelistened to them coldandIdidn’tsay
whosewaswhose and no onewas allowed to
commenton theirown stuff. We gave eacha
scoreoutof20and commented and, at the end,

»

52 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1987

we'dlistened to 60 pieces of musicand compared notes. We then took the
onesthatwere mostimmediately impressive, put them on two cassettes
andwentinto John Costa’s studioin Provence.

“We demoed there for two weeks—itwasreally good fun, theyhad a
football pitch and we played thelocals every day—and then we drove
acrosstoMirabellewhere werecorded atleastasongaday, sometimes
two. Mostof them were first takes, almostjamming the songs to get the
feelright. We spent a couple ofhours playing each songsowebecame
familiarwithitand thenrecordeditin one goanditworked!Itwasa
delighttorecord, ajoy.”

Idon’tsupposethat’s gotanythingto dowith the studio havingits
ownvineyards?

“Oh, thatand thefactthatThadloads ofwords. UsuallyI getreallystuck,
butThad words for 23 songsandIthink they're easily the bestI've ever
written. I astounded myself. [wrote the songs the wayI'wrote ‘The Walk’.
IThadamoodforeachsongandIsifted backthroughwhatI'd already
done, and a couple of songs evenrefer to incidentsI've already written
songsaboutbut theyactually capture the spiritof them farmore.

“‘How Beautiful YouAre’ owes alotto a Baudelaire one-page shortstory
whichhadsuchagoodideainit.It’'sabouthowyouthinkyou'rereally
close tosomebody, thatyou think the same wayand enjoy the same
things, butsuddenlyanincidentwillhappen which makesyourealise the
person thinks a completelywayabout thingsthatyou think are really
importantandyetyou canstill getonwith themreally well.

“Noonereallyknows anyoneelse, orreallyloves anyone elsein the
purestsense oftheword, becauseitis utterlyimpossible. Ifyoudid, it
wouldjustbeyourself.

“Thosesortofideas, taking specificslike thatand writing songs about
them, was far more challenging for me than writing T'mnotfeelingvery
well’ sortofsongs. It's the easy way out to write about mood, but once you
pinyourselfdown, it’'skind of criticism because you'relooking at
somethingreallyhardto getthe essence fromit.

“Thenagain, ‘HotHotHot’ isalmostlike a Louis Armstrongrecord,
whichIwould neverhave tried before. On The Top,
Istarted trying to change myvoice to give different
expressions, whichI'd have considered sacrilegious
before. Most people thatyouhearin pop change their
voices to make them more acceptable, nicer, more

RobertSmith: § =i

“Ithrew off
themantleof §
. professional
S moaneralong &
timeago”




American or whatever. Very
fewsingerswilltrytobecome
moredifficultor worse. Butagain,
Ithought, ‘Whynot?””

Borisalsofelt different about
doing Kiss Me Kiss Me Kiss Meto
doing Head On The Door.

“Ididn’t particularlylike the way
Iplayed on Head.Iplayed parts that
were setdown, whereas with this
albumIreally thoughtoutall the
parts. [twas more of agroup effort.
Itgave me the chance to express my
own personalitywithin the group.”

“I'm 100 per cent satisfied with the
group,” says Simon, “and without
putting too much emphasis onit,
Ithinkthisalbumnowis perfect.”

It'swellknown thatRoberthas
always treated criticism of self-
indulgenceasaccolades, asifthere
couldn’tpossiblybe anyothersane
way of going about things, but
surely the hackswillhave afield day
with Kiss Mebeinga double.

“Themain doubt, astupid one,
wastheprecedentsetbyother

K: HOLLY JOHNSON
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isabitconfusingsometimes when
we changeitround, butIthink
that’'smorehonest, tryingto
scrapeafewrawnerves.”

“Ifwe'd done thisalbum three or
fouryearsago, peoplewhowere
tryingtosell therecords would
have moanedbecauseIwasn't
capitalisingonanimage, whichwe
stillretain,” says Robert. “In France,
there’saninordinateamount of
peoplewho arrive at the concerts
dressedinblackwithacertainlook
despite the fact thatI neverwear
black.I'veneverliked wearingit—
Idon’tthinkthere’severbeena
photo of mewearingablacktop,
soit’samyththat’sarisen.

“Notcapitalisingon the past
would have beenseenasbeinga
dumb move, butthatwentbythe
wayside alongtimeago.It’smore
difficultnowtryingto escapethe
quirky corner, like ‘Here comes
The Cure, that funnybloke with
thehair’. That'swhyI cutitwhen
wewenttoAmerica, tobefarmore

SYINSIHM SST1FIVO
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people’sdoublealbums. Thereare sofewin the
historyofpop thathave worked—a couple of
Beatlesalbums, the Princealbum...Ithink
Ummagummawasworthwhile, and Porl
maintainsthataLed Zeppelinalbumwastoo...”
Whatmakesyouthink this one works?
“Becauseit’s two good single albums for less
thanthe costoftwo single albums. Why buythe
new Curealbumand thenewEchoAnd The
Bunnymen album when you can buy two Cure
albumsforless?Itwouldn’thave been a double
ifTthoughtwe couldn’tgetawaywith it. Butyou
could playany of these songs on theradio and
sayit’s from the new Cure LP-there’snota

“I should be
protective of
the others, they
put so much
trust in me”

sullen and aggressive than people expected. It
was calculated and crucial, because [ didn’t
wantto endupin Star Hits. Oncelstartseeing
adjectiveslike ‘cuddly’, Ithinkit’s going to fuck
whatwe’re going to do next time round.
“It'snotthatleveractuallyspendreal time
thinkingaboutit, Inever sitdownand plan
whatthe group is going to do next, butwhen
we'reinvolved insomething, Ialways consider
whateffectit’s going to have onwhatwedo
nextand whateffectitwillhave on me, theway
itwillbounceback, thewayI'm goingtobe
seen. Ultimately, 'man easy target, andifI'm
hittoo manytimes, the group suffers. It doesn’t

weak songonit. Agood five songs on Head On
The Doorwould struggle to get on this album.I'mreally pleased with the
strength ofitall the waythrough.”

“Honestly, Ithinkit’sacracker,” Simoninsists. “It'slikeamixbetween
Pornographyand Head On The Door—-the best elements of both. It works
reallywell because one momentyou're elated and the next you're flung
into despair.”

lawwhich seems to govern the creative careers of most groups,

The Cure haven’'t grown more muso and mystical and lost for
direction. On the contrary, they've grown more tactile, more huggable,
more sexy, more poppy. They've created their own environmentinstead
offalling foul of fashion, and any track from Kiss Me could conceivably
beasingle, even the groovy, druggy-sounding seven-minute wonders.

“There’sarational explanation forit,” according to Robert. “It’sjusthow
Iwantthegrouptobe.Thonestlydon'tthink there’sanything The Cure
couldn’tdonow.”

Hence “Hot Hot Hot!!!”, adeliberate and gleeful tacky Chicrip-off,
topped off spiffingly by Robert’s drunken funk guitar andleeringhowl on
“HeyYou!!!”,aransacking of ‘The Man From UNCLE
Theme’ bludgeoned by wild sax courtesy of some
geezer hefound blowingwithacabaretbandin
agrottyAmericanbarat Compass Point.

“I'would never have dreamed of doing something
like thatafewyearsago, butIthinkIwasabitmore
precious aboutwhatwe were doing then. Now I think,
‘Ifitdoesn’twork, it doesn’t matter.”

“We could, ifwe didn’tbotheraboutit, makean
album of Cure cliches,” says Lol, “and there’d by an
audience forit. Butyouhave toremember thatanyone
who hears orseesyou, does so onface value. Maybe it

P ERVERSELY ENOUGH, IN direct opposition to the unwritten
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matterifLollooks 100 years old, we canstilldo
whatwewant, butifthere are too many photos of melooking fat, we're a
fatgroup.It’shorriblyunfair, butThad toacceptitalongtime ago.

“It’sonly since mymethods have been proven, since we pulled it off,
thatpeoplewillacceptit. Now they’llacceptanythingIsayordoinregard
to The Cure, because they thinkI'm going to beright, asI generally have
been.Itcomesasnosurpriseto measI've always thoughtthefirsthead on
theblockis mine. IfIfuckit, Polydoraren’tgoingto cry.

“Ithasalwaysbeen theintention thatIshould dictate to the group
and myselfwhenitall ends, not thatitshould happen through
mismanagementor me miscalculating.”

“Youbuild up someidea of yourselfand then knockitall down again,”
saysLol. “Thatmakesitall the more exciting. [fwe werelooked atby
another planet, itwould behilarious. Youalways think, ‘Iwill thinkabout
thenextyear, or theyear after that’, but musicis notlike that. Music goes
onforever.Itmakes people feel one way or the otherall the time, so if you
changeand letitbefree, thenitwillalways goon.”

Lol, asyou've gathered, hastakenadrink. Simonsays, “Ithink this video
willbethebestwe’ve ever done... abitlike thealbum. Everythingwe've
donefeelsasifit’sbeenleading towards thisand, hopefully, by the time
wedosomethingelse, we'llbe feeling the same.”

Robertagrees. “Iloveit.I'llendureanypaintosee
thatgetsthrough. Anyvestiges ofreality thatsurround
thegroup, anyaccusations of serious musicianship
thatcouldbelevelled onus, willbeshattered.”

Backontheset, theband struggle through some
cardiac-inducing choreographyand Tim Pope’s
flippinghislid. “Thisisit! The videoI've always
wanted to make. The Cure dancing!1 can’tbelieve
I'mseeingthis. They're finished!”

“Nonsense,” says Robert. “We were tight!” We
were... Five Star!” SteveSutherland ®

g
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GunsN’Rosesat

theMarquee ,a~ o t

MM JUN 27

HEY REFERRED TO gals as “chicks”
Tso, of course, they deserve to die like

dogs, but there was enough about
the stalking swagger and grinning sweat of
Guns N’ Roses during their London debut to
convince that their tiny controversy hasn’tall
beenhype.

They'realien, they canallhangafaglike
Bogart, sheet-metal screecher AxlI Rose has
affected arather winning Neanderthal
lumber, they're more tattoo than fleshand, if
there are degrees of
sexism, theirsis marginally
less absurd than their
lingering forebears
considering their lithe
absence of beer-guts,
beards and wrinkles. At
leastinreclaiming heavy
rock fromthe bottle and
male menopause and
reintroducingit to dizzy
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Sheet-metal
screecher Axl Rose
has affected a
rather winning
Neanderthal lumber

youth and dust, you canimagine Guns N’
Roses actually doing all the screwing their
songs claim - something Ozzy or Coverdale
candoubtless barely remember.

Indeed, it may well have been the female
following - steeped, it seems, in some
groupie’s fantasy circa’74 judging by the
predominance of lurex slacks, fake leather,
panda eyeliner and perfect curls - that so
disturbed the porcine HM contingent
herded near the back muttering that “the
Yankee crap” wasn't
heavy enough.

Others, evidently, were
disappointed by what they
claimed wasalack of
glamour,and there was
much bemoaning poor
Hanoi Rocks who,
apparently, diditbolder
and better and far more

eautiful afew yearsback.

MARQUEE
— LONDON ——

LIVE'
Instinct rather than traditlon v,

But that’s Guns N’ Roses’ sole trump card -
their timingisimmaculate, so the look and
actionand sound (weak AC/DC) may be
the same but the erais generous not toinsist
their every gesture be pickledinirony.
Certainly Guns N’ Roses
aren’tanexplosioninthe
quarry of rock, but neither
are theyachip off the old
block - they appear to
follow instinctrather than
tradition or style, and that
such throwbacks have been
thrownup at the forefrontin
'87isn’t so surprising since
the upsurge of extreme
black music has deemed the
current pop currency be loud
and proud and egocentric.
But, for all their noise,
when the static dissipates,
nothing granite remains.




“Shabbyand
awkward”:Bezand
(right) ShaunRyder
of HappyMondays

&

"Mn offhand listlessness

< MM MAY 2

’ APPYMONDAYS IS where thestuffwerockcritics call “magic”,
H therepetition-repetition- whenwe'reatalossforwords.
repetition of post-Velvets

jangle-drone meetsthe lE ﬁ_%‘;‘légﬁmm"_ inthemidstofthisenchanted
Alltheir stuff, even the single, “It's So Easy”, repetition-repetition- ice palace, unsavoury,
lacks anything monumental -ahook or riff repetition of '70s funk. ‘ r , snarlinglike ahobo-you
or, dammit, a song - though “Night Train” Imagine a cross between E canpracticallyseethe flecks
almost got by on Stonesy bluster alone. the Blue Orchids and - of spittlein the corners of

Significant, then, that Guns N’ Roses’ Hamilton Bohannon, The — APRIL23 —— hismouth.

best-received number all night was Dylan’s Falland The Fatback Band, However,asagoodreporter,
“Knockin’ OnHeaven's Door”.But more Jamesand]B. The Ifeel duty-bound to tellyou
significant still was surely the fact that the wah-wah on “Freaky thatthiswasnot, infact,a

Marquee crowd largely loathed them. Dancin”” cues memories The burn|3hed greatgig. Happy Mondays
They mustbe doing somethingright. of both The Stooges’ lumbered when they

Steve Sutherland “Ann” and Isaac pl'e(}ISIOH Of Jﬂhn should have shimmered.

Hayes’ “Shaft” Theburnished precision

, L]
simultaneously.I'd Gale 8 productlon of Cale’s production was
like them to take was traded in for tradedinforacoarseand

thishybrid further sloppytumult. The band
still, bringina sloppy tumult seemed to apply themselves
clavinetand some tothetaskinhandwithan
John Cale viola. offhandlistlessness. The
What Happy Mondays do (quite percussionist’sdancingwasaperfect
unintentionally, 'm sure) is take the representation of their stiffuntogetherness.
steamy stupor of the dancefloorand, Itwasnotgroovy.Itwasnotdreamy.
through some cryogenic process of HappyMondays came across as shabby
alchemy, create an unearthly frost- and awkward, when theyshould have come
funk; asound thatseemsnewbornand acrossasgraveandintense apostles of the
yetancientasafossil. Withits granite crypticbeautythathassomehowcome
; basslines and guitarsthat twinklelike into their possession. Buy therecord, and
i ~ AW stalactites andicicles, it'sasound that’s keepyourfingers crossed fornexttime.
o i streamingwith glisteningrivulets of Simon Reynolds

Shaun Ryderislike a goblin

MIKE MORTON
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“I'm being
hailed asan
anti-Christ”

So it goes for 25-year-old .
In the UK, he’s a monogamy-promoting,
mature star, while the US assumes he’s still
in Wham!. Will public perception catch him
before the press does? “People think 'm

an arsehole,” he says. “It’s not difficult

to give them a pleasant surprise.”

NME

USTTHREEYEARS ago, the Frankie Goes To Hollywood single
“Relax” was banned by the BBC on the grounds that its explicit
sexual contentrendered it unsuitable for broadcaston a
national TV or radio channel. Predictably enough, the ensuing
controversy helped the record to ease comfortablyinto the No 1
spoton British and international charts.

Yetifyou've turned onyour television during peak viewing hoursin thelast
week or two youmay have found yourselfsurprised to hear the same offending
Frankie trackinanew context. Forget thatitwas ever thought too hot foryour
ears—nowithelpstohawksuntan oil, withabronzed hunkapplying the
productin question to his girlfriend’shind quarters.

To George Michael, suntanned beyond any telly-ad director’s wildest dreams,
thisanomalyisasaredragtoabull. George’s current single, “I Want Your Sex”,
anditsaccompanyingvideo, havebothbeen “blacklisted” —broadcasting
networks have atleastwised up to the fact that theword “banned” actsasa
positivemarketingaid—byboththe BBC
andindependentchannels. Asaresult,
ofcourse, he’slanguishingin Frankie
territoryatop world charts.

“Imean, if f'wasrubbing oilinto my
girlfriend’sarsein myvideo there might
besomethingto talkabout,” he fumes
overaLucozade, beforeslottingthe
VHSin questioninto aconveniently
placedrecorder. »

MARTYN GOODACRE / REX FEATURES
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“Ithinkpeoplearegoing
tofindthisincredibly
tame”: GeorgeMichael

filmingthevideoforhis
soon-to-be-blacklisted
single “IWant YourSex”
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ApRIL - JE

MICHAEL PUTLAND / GETTY

“Afterallthat'sbeenwritten, Ithink people are going to find
thisincrediblytame.”

Andso,when George’s decision tounderwrite partofthe
production costs enablesit to be sold nationally from next
week forsomethingjustabove the cost ofa 12-inch single, they
are.Itmaybeginwith the vision of KathyJueng’s cami-clad rear
retreatingfrom cameraand it may end, several satin sheets
later, with the words “Explore Monogamy” being written across
herbackinlipstick, but corrupt the nation’syouth it willnot.

Thatdoesn'tmeanI'mrushingto the defence of the George
Michael nude-frolic-sex-shocker or the record it’s promoting.
Forastart, ifthisworld were turned upside down and records
werebanned when they proved to be poorreflections of their
maker’s talent, then “IWant Your Sex” would find the boy from
Busheyinserious trouble—it'salargelyuninspired slice of soft-
corefunk, thesortofthing Prince can do somuchbetter,and
givesno hintofthe pop sensibility that brought us near-perfect
trackslike “Careless Whisper” and “Everything She Wants”.
Andthenthere’s the blatantdesire-menarcissism of George’s
presentation—he’s gotitall of course, butalittle modestyand
discretion mightsuithimbetter.

Yetifthe George of “I Want Your Sex” comes onabit
ofatart, atleasthe’satartwith aheart. Despite the
provocative wrappings, he’s gotmore thanjustone
thingonhismind... From the depths of the
upholsteryin his London hotel suite he explains:
“Thesingle has plentyto dowithsexbutitwas
absolutely nothing to do with promiscuity. I feel that
there’sahorrible atmosphere surroundingsexatthe
moment, postAids, which needs to be calmed down
andredirected. The sense offearhad got tobe made
more specific,and directed at promiscuity.”

Toelaborate, he points out thathe, as ashow-
businessfigurebasedin London, is fortunate
enough tobeable to say he knows no one personally
whohasdied ofAids.

“That’sjustme, butlknowit’s out there and Iknow
howhugeitis. ButifI'm ayoungkidliving somewhere in suburbiait’s
goingto seem far more remote, and I'm not going to feel that frightened of
it. People willbe bombarding me with all these instructionsnot tohave
sex, butI'm goingto be wonderingwhy on earthnot. Where’s the danger?

Parental overreaction and callsforareturnto Victorianvalues,
whatever they are, won'thelp eitherand are, hereasons, unrealistic. The
Michaelmethod is to shift the emphasis from abstinence orsafe sextoa
celebration of the good, old-fashioned one-on-one.

“And,” says George, shifting forward to stress his point, “ifyou're going
totryandredefine sexand make monogamy attractive again, it’s got to
beseenassomethingthat’ssexy. Thatis the pointofasingle.Ican’tthink
ofabetter question fora 12- or 13-year-old to be asking their parents than
‘What’s monogamy?””

titillate package as “I Want Your Sex” could be seen as self-

defeating. Itwas nothingifnot predictable that the BBC would
refuse to play therecord during peak time and that the tabloids would
relish the opportunity to getinto a froth aboutit. Neither result helps
getteenagers excited about the possibilities of long-standing, faithful
relationships. Maybe “I Want Your Sex (ButIn The Context Of A Serious
Relationship)” or “I Want Your Sex (And I've Got An Indefinite Supply Of
Condoms)” would have been more helpful working titles?

Ormaybe the whole thinghasbeen a carefully thought-out marketing
strategy to ensure maximum sales for an otherwise lacklustre single?
Afterall, bannedrecordshaveapretty successful historywhenyou think
aboutit, haven'tthey?

“Yeah, theyhave,” admits George, “but then thinkaboutthe sales
pattern myrecords usuallyhave. Because of my grassroots following,
theyautomaticallygoinveryhigh and then tend to go down quickly,
whereas mostbannedrecords build slowlyand stayin the charts
longer. In Britain, thissingle wentin at four, and in a couple of weeks
it'llbe old news.

“Now, in Americait’s different. In some parts of the country'mbeing
hailed as an anti-Christ, which I thinkis hysterical, but there areno
overallrulingbodieslike theIBAtobringinaban, and therecordis

T HAT SAID, PUTTING your message in such a guaranteed-to-
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“I'vealways
maintainedthat
beingsuccessful
isn'taright-wing
actinitself”:
GeorgeMichael
posedinLondon,
April2,1987

beingplayed alot. So thereit’s true that the
controversyisactuallyhelpingsales. ButI think
itshouldbeknown thatweare the only countryin
theworld tohavebannedit.”

Maybe. Butgiven the BBC’s habitualjitters about S-E-X, it’snone too
surprising, isit?

“Well perhapsnot,” heallows, “butIreallydidn’texpect the IBAban.
Ican’tbespecifichere, but there’safairamountofevidence to conclude
thatsomebody-weknowwhobutcan’tsay—from the BBCraised the
matter attheIBAto encourage themtobanitaswell, soitwasn’tjust
aone-network thing. Now, I thinkthat’s totally out of order. 'm sure
Capital wouldn’thave had any problem playingit, and neither would
alotofsimilar stations up and down the country.

“So, thesituationin Britainisn'twhatIwas expectingandisn’'twhat
Iwanted.Idon’tseehow therecord can go to No 1 now. You getyourinitial
sales from thatsection of the pubic that always buysyourrecords; you get
afewpeople buyingitbecause of the controversy, butnot that many; and
after thatyouneed people tohear therecord andlikeitenough to buyit.
Nobody’shearingit-simple asthat.”

Unlessyoutuneinafternineatnight, of course.

“Idon’tevenknowabout that,” says George. “IfIcan’tbe bothered to
listento theradio afterninetoseeifthey’re playingmyrecord, [don’t see
whyanybody else should.”

Ifwhat George says abouthislyricalintenton “I Want Your Sex” is true,
then the collective bans onboth the single and the video have helped it
tobackfireinspectacularfashion. The dancefloor crushes and
clinchesitwillinspire willhave nothingatall to do with the desire for
amonogamous partnership. Like “Lady Marmalade” adecade ago,
it'llberemembered forjustoneline—and this timeroundit’sin English.
Poor George.

Buthaving commiserated with him, wouldn'the himselfbe a bit
scepticalaboutthewhole thingifitwere anotherartistup there onscreen
chantingaboutsexandflashingtheall-over suntan from amid a tangle of
beach clothes? Might he not, attheveryleast, thinkthat they fancied
themselves abittoomuch?

“Yeah, butIwouldn’tthinkitwasbad,” says George, who sometimes
seemsto be courtingglobal assurance thathe’sas gorgeousashe thinks
heis. “Idon’tthink there’sanythingwrongin marketing yourselfsexually
atall. People are sometimes uncomfortable when they see men doingit,




GEORGE MICHAEL

butpartofwhatmakes certain menstarsis the way they promote
themselvesin the mannerthatwomendo all the time.

“Women are allowed to project sexuality as part of their personalities;
it'sseenassomethingbeautiful. Ifaguydoesit,

notthere, simpleas that. Forall the rumours and shitabout myselfthat

I'veheard around London these pastfive years, [knowwhatI've done.

Iknowwhatmylife’sbeenlike. Therewere timesin the past, asI'vesaid
before, whenIwasn'’t particularly selective,

onaday-to-daylevel, there’snormallya
‘medallion-man’ type of reaction, butup on
screenit’smoreacceptable. Ifyoudoitwell, doit
withacertain conviction, Ithinkitcanbevery
appealing. Inmy case, people don’tseem to
have founditaturn-off.”

Britain’s mostfamous combination of teeth
and tanand stubble, the undeniablyhandsome
George Michael, shiftsinhisseatand
contemplates the silver-tipped toes ofhisboots.
Isn'titabit off-putting for people meeting him
forthefirst time though, Iask, remembering the
moment earlieronwhen he walked in theroom
tomeetmelookingasifhe'djuststepped out of

“It’s horrible
to have to
admit that the
press has
helped me”

butinthe pastthreeyearsallI've beeninvolved
inaretwosuccessive and prettymuch
monogamousrelationships.”

That’'san extraordinary thing fora23-year-old
tohaveto declare publicly, of course. Howmany
23-year-old Sunreaders could say the same, or
would be prepared to? Butstill the hypocrisy
continues, and the circulationwariswon onlies
andinnuendo. Whatiftheydoresortto fiction?

“I'vealreadydecided thatif The Sun, the Mirror
orwhoever do printsomethingreallyvile about
me, Iwon’tfight them.Iwon’tallowthemtobe
partofmylifelike that.Idon’ttalk to them, I
haven’'tdoneforyears, butthey’resovile, so evil,

afashion plate.

“Nah,” hesayseasily. “It'snotaprobleminreallife. People thinkI'm
goingtobesuchanarsehole thatit’snotdifficult to give thema pleasant
surprise. AllThave to doisbe myself. Even though that maynotbe the
mostwonderful personin theworld, it’sahell ofalot better than the
personthey’re expectingtomeet.”

had them salivating over their word processors down at Wapping

fordaysonend, it’sjustthelatest chapterinastrange and enduring
symbiotic relationship between George Michael and the tabloid press.
Symbiotic because George is atleast honest and far-sighted enough
toadmit thathe has benefitted in one way from the obsessive and
intrusive attention thathas been lavished on him by the scumbags of
theright-wing tabloids.

“It'saficklemarketforartistswhobeginbybeingaimed atyoungkids,”
hesays. “I've always taken that for granted, but I don’t think most people
appreciate whatahuge transition has tobe made to cross successfully to
anolderaudience.Igotoverthebarrier partially,ithastobesaid, with the
help of those horrible tabloids, simply through the fact they forced people
tobeaware thatThad changed physically, ifnot musically, by puttingme
onthefrontpagesallthe time.In America, where thereisn’'t thatsame
pressexposure, 'mstill viewed as part of the Wham! phenomenon.

“Thatghosthasyettobeburied. It'shorrible to have toadmitthat the
presshashelped meinanyway, butit’s true.”

Inthatcaseit’'smore thanyoudeserveinrecompense, George, because
thedemonbastards of Fleet Streetand points easthave certainlyhad
theirmoney’sworth out ofyou. You're already suing The Sun for the
totallyfictitious story that youwere sick over a girlcompanionina
nightcluband had tobe thrown out for being abusive. Now everyone’s
shouting the odds about the big gay exposé they're supposed to have
lined up onyou. How do youlive with that pressure?

“For sixmonthsnowI'vebeenhearing
thoserumours,” says George, suddenly the
mostserious 23-year-old in Britain. “T've
gotafeelingthattheyputtherumoursout
there themselves, in the hope that
someonewillbe encouraged to come
forward with something; henceall the
stuffabout massive figures they're

A ST GEORGE MICHAEL
EXPOSES HIMSELF

ahuge past. Second, it'sjustnot the case
thatthereareloads of people waiting to
crawl outofthewoodwork and spill the LIC
beansonme. 4

“Giventhat that’s the case, 'm surprised MAN UFACTUR l NG
theyhaven'tintroduced atotalfiction. I
promiseyou thatall they could possibly
getiswhat they’vehadbefore, and it o
wouldn’'tbe news to have some girl come
forward and say thatshe sleptwithmeand
thatIwasnastytoher.

“Theydon’twantthatanyway. They're
lookingforaguytodo that,and it’sjust

I FTHE SCANDALMONGERING potential of “I Want Your Sex” has
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thatIcannotallowthemtointrudeonmeinany
wayotherthanisabsolutelynecessary.

“Irealise thatbecause they followmearound all the time theykeep me
inthepubliceye,andIcan’t pretend 'm notglad aboutthat. Atone time
I'thought, ‘Fuckit, Ican dowithout them’, butnowIactually concede that
they're one of thereasons thatI'mstill herein this position. To that extent,
Ihave tobeaware of what they’re saying about me, but otherwise they
don’texistforme.

“If The Sun decides torunastory tomorrow sayingI'm a child molester,
I'mnotgoingto spendfourweeksin courtfightingthem when the case
comesupin 18 months’ time. You'll be put through it on the front pages,
daybyday,inchbyinch, foraslongasitlasts, and in the end the public
won'tevenrememberwhowasin theright. All they’llrememberis the
scandal. Sowhat’s the point of dealingwith an amoral entity purely on
apointofprinciple?”

And, of course, ifit’snotone thingit's another. Avoid being pasted for
asexscandalandyou’ll have people writing you offas a money-grabbing
Toryupstartsimply on the basis of your dentalworkand your suntan, let
alone for the opium-of-the-masses of your cheery pop tunes...

“Ihonestly thinkmymusicwould have been the samein anydecade,”
says George with ashrug. “Ifeel sureIwould have written alongthe same
mainstreamlines. But the way the music has fallen so neatly in step with
people’spolitical aspirationsis almost frightening.

“That’snottosayI'minstep too, though. Asaperson, Ifeel I'm out of
syncwith things.I'vealways maintained that being successfulisn’t
aright-wingactinitself-Idon’t think there’sanythingwrongwith
wanting huge amounts of success for yourselfin terms of whatyou do,
butlIfinditsadthatitbecomeslumpedinwith thatwhole Thatcherist
emphasis on money. Inever make decisionsjust formonetaryreasons.

I pride myselfonnotdoingthings simplyto furthermycareer.

“I'mtheonlyoneofthatwhole band 0f 1984 starswho hasn’tdone ayear
outofthe countryfortaxreasons. And whatdoes thatmean? It means

thatI'llhave given more moneyto the
.;......‘..,j Thatcher government than any ofthose
otherpeople.”

It'sahardrowtohoe, it’strue, George,
butthenhereyouare, all things bright
andbeautiful, 23 goingon ageless, astar
foraslongasyouwanttobe.Someone’s
looking outforyou.

“Yeah.Idotake creditfor my career.
I'mnotgoingtosayit’sallbeendown
toluck, but certain things domake me
thinkthatsomeone up there’sbeen
: . " guidingitsomehow...”

- Shametheydidn'ttake the same care
with Andrew, huh?

“Oh,Idon’tknow,” grins George. “He’s
recordingin Nassauat the moment. He’s
notexactlysufferingeither.”

When the black-clad bodyrelaxes back
into the cushionsand the face breaksinto
itsmostdazzlingsmile, it’salmost possible
tobelieve thatbeing George Michaelisas
muchfunasitoughttobe. Alanjackson ®
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“Music for
human
beings”

are now an important band. But how
can they reach more people? “I don’t think you
associate a clothing style or a lifestyle with what
we do,” explains Bob Mould. “In that sense we’re
not exclusive to anyone, we don’t exclude.”

NATLANTA, GEORGIA, The Replacements play me a tape of Hiisker Dii’s live
appearance on TheJoan Rivers Show.It’s more than alittle mindblowing. The
band unleash the great grey gust thatis “Could You Be The One”, then troop
over fora “chat” with thelady herself.
It'sone of the most embarrassing pieces of television I've ever seen. Riversis
clearlyterrified of theband, doesn’tknowhow to place or approach them,
stammers outsomethingto the effectthat theyused to be kind of radicaland
underground, butnowaren’t quite soradicaland underground, isn’t thatso?
What’sunnervingheristhatthebandaren’tselling themselves onanylevel, eitheras
outrage or aslightentertainment, aren’t making anything of this opportunityto project
themselves. They’re polite, awkward, somehownot-there. It'snotso much thatthey’re
deliberatelyaloofas that they'reirretrievably apart. Rivers asks aquestionand
Ithinkshe’s saying, “Which one ofyouis the wild member of the group and
whichisthecommie one?”—turnsoutshesaid “calming”. Then they traipse
offagain, to play “She’sAWoman”, havingleftanirreparable creasein thesleek
fabric of the show.
Itmade me wonder whether a group like Hiisker Dii caninteract with
this thing, pop. The Smiths, atleast, make adrama of their exile - their
anti-glamour can be consumed as glamour.
ButHiisker Diirefuse to actup—the “outrage” they perpetrated onJoan
Riverswas ofan altogether quieter, less ostentatious order—they didn’tplay »

PAUL NATKIN / GETTYW
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up to therole of Misfit, theyjustfailed to connect,
tocommunicate on Pop’stermsatall-an eloquent
incoherence. How, then, do they cope with things
likevideos?

GrantHart: “Thevideos are of straight
performances of the songs. Seeing asnone of

people, orsomething thatresoundswidelyand
weaklyacross the surfaces of the globe? We're back
with Stubbs’ dichotomybetween the smalland
significantand “hugeinsignificances” like Moyet or
Curiosity [Killed The Cat]. Tworival definitions of
impact-purity of vision or breadth of effect.

oursongsare particularlyetchedinfantasy,
they'rebestportrayed naturalistically.”

Likethe other American thinkingrockbands
I'veencountered (Throwing Muses and The
Replacements), Hiisker Diiloathe the exigencies
of presentation and marketing, have a chronic
fear ofanythingthatsuggests contrivance.
Americanrockhasneverseen “image” and
“packaging” asameans of expressionin the way
thatmuch Britishrockhas.

Perhapsthisisbecause Americandailylifeis
more heavilysaturated with showbizglitzand
advertising pizazz than Britishlife, and soit
seems more urgentto escape theall-pervasive

“ITdont see
many people
trying to be
as honest as
we are”

AllTknowisthatHiisker Dii hitme-thisfeels
like the elusive “perfect pop”, the swoon and
thesurge.Inonesense (sales) Hiisker Diiare
a“small”band-ineveryothersense theyare
massive—inthescaleandreach of their music,
inthewaytheygiveagrandeurtomundane
tribulationsand quandaries—amusical
equivalent of “the patheticfallacy” (thunder
andlightningasthe dramatic externalisation
ofinner turmoil).

Whatisitaboutthis “perfect pop” that dooms
ittobeasdistantfromreal '80s pop asthe
moon?Thatthe musicis tooimposing, while
theband, asindividuals, are too self-effacing,

environment of kitsch, escape from the
escapist, into the authentic, the “real”. Probably, ithas alot to do with the
absencein Americaoftheartschool/artrockinterface that’shasbeenso
hugelyimportantin British pop history.

Either way, Americanrock (outside New York) hasno notion of glamour
assomethingyou canradicalise: ThrowingMuses will turn up for photo
sessionsin their tattiest, most everyday clothes, The Replacements will
refuse to throwshapes for the cameraand Hiisker Diiwillresistanything
inthewayofvideo presentation that'sredolent of advertisingand its
manipulation of the consumer.

Bob Mould: “The problem with videos is that, before they existed, you'd
make up your own story, your own mental pictures, to gowith asong.
That'swhatmusic’s for—attachingyour own meaningsto.”

Somewhere along the way, pop ceased to be something thatgave people
aheightened sense of their own agency, and became somethingthat
programmed desires. What Hiisker Diihate above alliswhen things get
fixed—-theylike toleave things open, inaflux. Maybe they’d get on better
iftheydid give people one easyhandle, iftheyweren'tsokeentoleave
thingsup to people’simagination. Maybe the onlywayto getahitis to
work from the premise that most people’simaginations are enfeebled,
throughunderuse. Asitis, they're noteven letnear those kind of people.

Bob: “Ourvideos don’tget heavyrotation. Ourrecords get played on
collegeradioand onthe
progressive commercialradio
stations. Whereasall the people
inhere (gestures at Billboard) get
playedseveral timesadayon
everyradiostationin America.”

Ah, Billboard-wheneverIlook
atmagazineslike Billboard or
Music Week, itdoesmyhead in:
Ithinkofall the things that
music meansto me—dissension,
speculation, complex pleasures,
never-never dreams, the criss-
cross currents of makingsacred
andsacrilege—and thenlookat
howthese people discuss pop—
crossover between different
radio sectors, aggressive
marketing, instore promotion...
Who knowswhich kind oftalkis 2
more out oftouchwith the | LuAs THE
“reality” of pop? B KING OF Cf‘ ALS

Well, yes, itall dEPEI.ldS on 3 'Bf.;l /r“’ﬂ N/V ﬁ/y
whetheryour conception of
successisrelated to the outside
world or to your own mind.
Withusit’s thelatter, so every
songisa ‘hit’”

Quite. Whatisa “hit” these
days? Somethingthatwreaks
havocintheprivatelives ofafew

owe A

70 EVERY .5;/,4/7/\
E /N THIS TOWN &%
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hidingbehind thenoise? That the music’s too
violent, while the feelings thatinspireitare too sensitive? That the songs
dealwith theloose ends oflife but refuse to tie things up satisfactorily,
instead confrontingthelistener again and again with the insoluble?

pop, with its twin poles oflevity and sentimentality. But there

are more material reasons why they don’tbelong. The very
fabric of their sound has no place in pop '87, ablizzard that makes no
appeal to the dancing body, but dancesin the head.

Movein close and yousee activity too furious for pop—flurry-hurry
chords, febrile drumming. Step back 10 pacesand you can takein the
sweep and curve of the cloud shapes stirred up by the by the frenzy.
OnlyARKane come close as sublime choreographers ofharmonic
haze. Thesstrickenvoices, the almostunbearable candour of their
bewildermentand desolation, jarwith pop’s soul-derived universal
voice of self-possession and narcissism.

“Ice Cold Ice”, the fabulous newsingle off the Warehousedouble, says it
all-thechill ofawe instead of the fire of passion, frostinstead offlesh, the
ghostoffolkinstead of the residue of R&B. Pop 87’s aerobichumanism
can’ttake onthiskind ofenchantment.

Butwhatdo theythinkis the mostunique thingthey offer?

Grant: “The outlook, Iguess...
We're creating music forhuman
beings, notpopidols.”

Bob: “Idon’tsee many people
tryingtobe ashonestaswe
are...Ithinkthelyricsare
enlighteningwithoutbeingtoo
philosophical...Idon’tthinkyou
associateaclothingstyleora
lifestylewithwhatwedo...In
thatsensewe’re not exclusive to
anyone, we don'texclude.”

Doyouagreethatpartofthe
appeal ofbeingabandisthe
chanceto prolongadolescence,
toleave things openalittle
longer, to avoid the closures
ofadulthood?

Grant: “Well, there’s growingup
and there’sgrowingboring, and
thetwo arenotnecessarily
inseparable. Generally, though,
asaperson getsestablishedin
theirlife, and the things that
surround themare theirsrather
thantheirparents’, theystart to
settledown.Iseefriendsthatare
worryingabout theirbank
overdrafts—allthe thingsIworry
abouttoo, butnotto the exclusion
ofeverythingelse. And the next

/_\ LLTHESE THINGS distance Hiisker Dii from today’s secular

APPEARANCE

RDU



stepisthatyoustartplayingthe game, kissingup to the boss, all to
ensure thesecurityyou're afraid tolose. Butwhatyoudoloseis the
abilitytolive for the moment, becauselife gets so bound up with
planningand providence. People get conservative as theylook to
preservingtheirlifeinvestment.”

Oneofthefirstthings to gowhen this settlingdown setsinis music,
oratleastrock ofthe Hiisker Diiilk. People cease to be able to take on
suchmusic. It'stoo demanding-literally, in terms of investment of
energyand attention; butalsoin the sense thatrockislikeareproach,
cangettobeanunwelcomenaggingreminder ofdreamsthathave
beenforegone. Itbecomesunbearable tolisten to music, afterawhile.

Bob: “Well, almost everyone does give up music, sooner or later—it’s
amatter ofwhen...”

Grant: “But there are those who give everythingup all the time and
rightfrom the start. So even to hold outforawhileisnotsobad.”

Who dotheyfeel are theirkindred spiritsinrock?

Bob: “Who’satNumber 186 in the Billboard Chart thisweek, haha
haha!No, thereare somelike-minded groups about, groups that
have abandoned theidea of pop stardom-we’ve even been accused
of triggering that off... Bandslike REM, Meat Puppets, Black Flag...
Bandswho canbewidelysuccessfulin theirown minds because
ofthe psychicrewards of what theydo. Abandlike REM thathas
averyinternallyrun programme-they’ve gotamanager that’s
beenwith themsince dayone, theyre veryhomebase-oriented,
havingrefused to move to New York or LA. Similarly, we decided to
stayin Minneapolisright from the start. Now things are turned
around so thatafriend ofafriend knows amusician who moved from
Hollywood to Minneapolis, in order to be discovered!

“Ilike the fact that we're self-sufficient, thatwelook after our own
finances, thatwe don’thave asetregimen dictated by a corporation
oranybody. One of theresults of thelife welead is that we don’tdivide
work and play. WhenI'm not working on music or doing specific
administrative tasks, 'm writing orreading or drawing, butall these
thingshaveaninputinto the music.”

Howdoyouwantpeopletobe affected by the music?

Grant: “Thismaysound alittle overwhelming, butI'dlike them to
comeoutabetter personthanwhen theycamein, asaresultofan
effortbyboth audience and the performers. We're appreciated by
adifferentenoughrange of people—rednecks, hippies, punks,
50-year-oldjazzbuffs-thatIpersonallyamreallysatisfied that
there’s so much love goingdown. I'm also proud of the pride we take
inwhatwedo...Iwish theymade drumslike that!”

Isthereakind of politics in Hiisker Dii, in thatyou deal with the
discrepancybetween the promise of Americaand most people’slived
reality ofdeadlockandimpasse?

“There’s politicsin the sense of people trying to gain control of their
own destiny. Lifeis too shorttoworryaboutwho’s on top atany given
time-politicsislike advertising, the basic productsbeneath the
differentwrappers are much the same-it’smoreimportant toavoid
beingstepped on, tofind alife that doesn’tinvolve a giant foot
hoveringoveryourhead perpetually. The goldenruleis: be neither
afootoversomeone’shead, norahead under someone’s foot.”

And are there “spiritual” concerns, too?

Bob: “I'maquestioning person.I'dlike tofind outwhy certain
thingsare theway theyare, andifthat’s spiritual, thenI'maspiritual
person. Thingslike timeinterestme.loverheard aguyonthe
airplane sayingthattheJapaneseare 25 years ahead of us. Now
which25yearsdidhemean-1780to 1805, or 1962 to 19872 How do
you qualify time?Istime
thesameforaguyaged25
who’snever eaten meat
andforaguyofthesame
agewho’stakenspeed
forthelast10years...”

Grant: “In
hamburgers!”

Bob: “Agood questionis
somuchbetterthanabad
answer.Ifyouhadallthe
answers, why goon?
There goes allyourspirit,
yourreason forliving.”
Simon Reynolds ®

HUSKER DU

A benchmark for rock

NME JAN 31

Hiisker Dii

WARNERBROS

There are several reasonswhy I'd
like to backtrack a decade to my
teenageyears, but right now |
can think of none better than
Husker Dii's Warehouse: Songs
And Stories. Even now when my
tasteinrockinclinesincreasingly
away from the mainstream
towards the maverick and retro-
rootsy margins, this intensely
traditional rock records blows my
mind. Tenyears agoit would have
changed mylife.

Traditional rock? In what
traditionis that? In a tradition
of adolescentangst
clenchingtoa
tightknot, only
toburstintoan
incandescent
revelation of life’s
rich possibilities.
It's the tensionand
release embodied
intwo 20-year-old
chestnuts: “Love Or
Confusion” by The Jimi
Hendrix Experience and The
Who's “| Can See For Miles”. Nor
does that map-referencereside
solelyinthe sound, apressurised
melodrama of electric savagery
and celestial harmony which for
want of abetter world I'll call
zonk-rock. It also preoccupies
the voice. Hiisker Diising of a
breed of frustration so pent-up
andrefined thatitachievesa
strange nobility. Youapplaud a
self-control so steeled and lofty
thatit can forge something
positive, rhapsodic even, from
white-hot anger.

Anger at what? Whatis the
focus for somuchrage? Hiisker
Di'sisanunrequited world, a
world without fulfilment; aworld
of problems but no solutions. The
only way out of this
headbanging
claustrophobia
is,as Hiisker Dii
singin their
most beautifully
uplifting number
todate,“UpInThe
Air”.Up, away,
into the clear
blue yonder
of ineffably
transcendent
feeling. Turnon,
tunein, bliss out.

— ALBUMS —

REVIE

— 1987 —

An old story, you might think:
music for bedroom boys with
steam to blow off. Yet thereisa
quality of honesty in Hiisker Dii
thatis heroically anti-heroic.
Listen to their words: they have
no answers, and they suspectno
one else does either. Certainly,
there’s no messiah to follow, no
perfect pasttoberetrieved, no
Utopia to aim for. And agitating
yourself over such things can
only enchainyou. Happiness and
harmony come through a
celebration of the freedom of
disbelieving. Thisis, oddly
enough, anupbeat album: peace
throughrelease.

But do the Hiiskers,
like Elvis Costello,
appeal to ararefied
breed of rock
intellectual
because they
shareandso
flatter our sense of
pop literacy?Isit
becauselcancross-
pollinate Hendrix and
The Who —indeed The
Byrds and The Yardbirds, Blue
Opyster Cultand Buzzcocks —
thatllove them?

Orbecause “Bed Of Nails” is
Led Zeppelin's “Achilles’ Last
Stand” gone through hardcore’s
mincer? Orindeedbecause
Husker Dii's “She’s AWoman”
bears absolutely noresemblance
whatsoever to The Beatles’song
of the samettitle?

But while golden threads may
be tracedin Hiisker Dii’s fabric,
so could you hear Tamla Motown,
The Everley Brothers and Buddy
Hollyin The Beatles. Likewise,
Husker Diiforce you into their
own way of listening: they
command their own soundscape
asauthoritatively as did the
pioneers whoinfluenced them.

A consistently rich, varied and
powerful 70-minutes’ worth,
Warehouse not only exceeds
Hiisker Dii’s previous zenith,
Flip Your Wig, but it sets anew
benchmark forrockin general.
Itis the most exciting zonk-rock
(ahem) album since Hendrix’s
Are YouExperienced, and that
came out before some of us were
evenborn. Warehouse is music
of today, music which for once
has nothing to fear from
comparisons with the past. An
absolute masterpiece. MatSnow
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“Wewant
to atfect
people”

are classicists and
passionate rock enthusiasts —and
certainly not part of the G86 scene.
“We stood out from all those bands,”
explains Bobby Gillespie. “We were
better songwriters, better dressed...”

NME

“Plltellyou’bout themagicthat’ll freeyoursoul/Butit’s
liketryingto tell astranger’boutrock’n’roll/ Doyou believe
inmagic?...” TheLovin’Spoonful

YEARAGO, THEY stuck out from the
effervescent hammer-it-down-and-turn-
it-up of their C86 contemporaries by having
the temerity to attempt something that was
carefully constructed, lovingly polished.
And now their insistence that whatever it
is that turns Rock to Magic can be found in crafted quietness,
inharmony and melody, puts them at odds with the Cult
Missionaries On Acid Will Eat Themselves, and the designer
dandruffbrigade.

Onstage, too, they’re downright strange, the nervous static
intensity of guitaristsJim Beattie and Robert Young, and singer
Bobby Gillespie (hisfringe ahiding place, hismic-stand a crutch)
contrastingwith the eyes-frontarrogance ofMartin StJohn,
atambourine-flaying skeletoninleather gloves. Primal Scream
trulyare the sore thumb of British pop.

Andyetforthosewho, like me, still cling to the battered
beliefthatguitars, bassand drums canfreeyoursoul, this
uncomfortable, unpromising mixture has been the subjectofa
prolonged actoffaith, ofablind investment ofhope. Based on just
twoslivers of evidence (their “All Fall Down” debutand “Velocity
Girl”), Primal Screamhave been

landed with the “Most Likely To”

albatross. Mindyou, there have
beenplentyofotherswhosee »
64 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1987
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“Don’tmake our thighs
lookfat”:Primal Scream
atthePergolaon
HampsteadHeath,

NorthLondon,in1987:
(I-r)Bobby Gillespie,
JimBeattie,MartinSt
John(onbalustrade)
andRobert Young
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themaslittlemore than ajoke, an overdeveloped sense of pop’s past
grafted onto the body of amusicaljellyfish.

Thisweeksees theissue, on Warners’ Elevation outcrop, of their third
single, “Gentle Tuesday”, which will be followed by another, “Imperial”,
and alate-summer, asyetunnamed, LP. For Primal Scream, the moment
oftruthisjust “round the corner, the momentwhen we’ll see whether the
lastlaugh willrestwith the believers or the belittlers”.

Whether ornot they can fulfil them remains to be seen, butifanyband
were ever equipped to understand the expectations of fans, thenitis
Primal Scream. Theyare pop fanatics. Their early interviews were
characterised bya Stalinist credo that excluded allbutasainted few
(The Beatles, ahandful of American garage punks, Cope, youknowthe
names). They'vewidened their netsince then, but the passion remains.
Theband’skeywordis “master”...

“It’sdifficultto define,” Bobby Gillespie’s soft Glasgow tones maintain,
“butforusit’sallabouthavinga certainspirit. All the best thingsI've seen
thisyearhadit. The Weather Prophetsin Edinburgh... Neil Young the
othernightat Wembley. Hewas a total genius... and Chuck Brown on The
Tube—whataman! Those snakeskinboots!It doesn’t matter aboutage...
you'veeither gotitoryouhaven't...”

Thisstuffisno convenient, glamour-by-association exercisein name-
drop;itrunsdeep. Primal Scream take their vision of rock/pop-adodgy
cocktail of myth, exaggeration, wishful thinking, more myth and
isolated moments ofincandescent music—and gleefully gulp it down.

“There’safairlysane, self-depreciating veinin the group” agrees Bobby,
“butwedoloveall thoserock'n’roll outrage

children of municipal Glasgow, they aren’t prone to misty-eyedillusions
aboutanything.

Theychoose theirromanticvision of therock’n’roll world and of their
placeinit; theychoosetojettison the seen-it-all cynicism others use to
justify ambitionless money-magnet pop; they choose to view their music
—forwhich, don’tforget, Gillespie gave up asecure and lucrative spotas
theMaryChain’sdrummer-aspartofacrusade, and themselvesas
inheritors of a gift.

“Wewantto affect peoplewi’ our music the same way thatother
people’shasaffected us...,” begins Bobby, “...to sweep them away with
it... And, sure, itwould be good fun tobe a pop staraswell, but the
importantthingwould be tobe agood pop star. Wewouldn’tbelike
George Michael or Mel & Kim —that’s tasteless, without class, faceless,
emotionless, corporate pop. People deserve better than that.

“Andyouwantyourpopstartolookgood, don’tyou? Putitthisway—
ifJohnnyRotten hadlookedlike Rick Wakeman, itwould never have
happened, wouldit? Buthelooked like a total master God-star, and I think
welookgood enoughtobe on people’swalls.

“That’s partofthereasonwe stood outlastyear fromall those bands.
Notonlywere we good songwriters, we were also much more tasteful,
betterdressed, cooler. [ knowit’s sheer narrow-minded arrogance, but
it’strue—we'rejustfarsuperior to mostgroups around, probably agreat
group.And like other great groups, we give people—how canIputthis?—
we give people thatglimpse, that glimpse of beauty. That, in 1987,iswhat
makesusimportant...”

Ifyouneed any further evidence of Primal

stories, y’know, about the Stones, or the one
aboutLed Zeppelin whippingagroupie with
adead shark! Thatlevel of complete debauchery
isreallyfunny. And there was astoryaboutLove
taking some musicjournalist prisonerand
keepingherassomesortofsexslaveforaweek...”

Thatlevel of complete debaucheryisn'tfunny
atall.

“Oh, don’'tget me wrong—-1Ithinkshe was quite
willing. Myself, I'd love to have been fucked
stupid by all the members of Love in the '60’s!
Evennow!IfIsawBryan McLeanin the street

Thisishardlywhatwe expectfrom the

“Like other
great groups,
we give people
that glimpse

el Tabe e By nyors of beauty”

Scream’s perfectionism and “sheer narrow-
minded arrogance” (or, ifyou prefer, of the
spoiled brattishnessthat’sindulged when
yourlabel bossjusthappenstobeyoursinger’s
lifelongbosom buddy), lookno further thanthe
recording of theirnewmaterial. The original
sessions, at Dave Edmunds’ Rockfield Studioin
Wales, involved sixweeks’ hardlabour, theloss of
onedrummer and asmall matter of £40,000.
Then theywere unceremoniouslyscrapped, just
like that, and their producer, highly rated Smiths
engineer Stephen Street, elbowed to make way
for Mayo Thompson. Some weeks afterwards,
backwith therelative sanity of The Smiths, Street

frontman (now collapsed infits ofhelpless
laughter) ofagroup constantly associated with allmanner of sexless
wimpery, butlikeIsaid, thisstuffgoesdeep...

Andit’s their obsessive devotion to theiricons-especially the '60s
guitar giants—that’sfuelled the disdain of Primal Scream’s fiercest
detractors. Theyfocus ontheband’slineinrelentlessly authentic beat
hairdos, black clobber and pointy footwear and see a slavish following of
fashion, a pathetic caricature of one of pop’s classic shapes.

Confronted with this, Bobby Gillespie casts aside his customary calm
and snarls defiance. “I don’twear Chelseaboots because Love wore them;
that’s shit.Iwear them for the samereason that Love wore them...
becausetheylookcool...”

Butthecriticismisn’t confined to the sartorial. [twidens out to dismiss
Primal Scream’s music as beingno more thanahollowecho of bygone
glories, asbeing “retro” and “revivalist”. Gillespiereacts with a
combination of disgust, impatience and resignation born of familiarity.

“Answermethis...,” hehisses, “every timeyou fuck, is that ‘revivalist’?
No!lt'sdifferenteach time, and the firsttimeisn’t the only one thatis
brilliant... Same with music.

“Anyway, we don’thave to apologise for the way we sound and we won't.
We don’twantto sound like anybody except Primal Scream, and we don’t.
Forgetall that 1967 stuff, we'relivinghuman beings, doingwhatwe do
now, 1987...”

Butwhatof1987isdiscerniblein your music?

“Ifyou’relooking for electronic drums or stufflike
that, thennothing, but that’snothowitworks. If
someone hears ‘Gentle Tuesday’ and lovesitand
findsitcomesto mean somethingspecial to them,
theywon’tlookbackinyears to come andsay, ‘Oh
yeah, thatrecordreminds me 0f1987.”

Havingshared their teenage years with therise
andfall of punk, Primal Scream aren’tunder any
illusions about music changing the world. Indeed, as
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wasstillshakinghishead inamused disbelief.

“Itwaslike nothingI've ever experienced before,” hetold me. “They’renice
enoughlads, butyou can’tworkwith them.ItallcametoaheadwhenI
found myselfarguingwith Bobbyaboutasolitarycymbalcrashinthe
rhythm trackofone song, arguingfiercelyfor twosolid hours...”

Thisisaman, don’tforget, used to dealingwith the far-from-
understandinglikes of Messrs Morrisseyand Marr, and I swear that the
memory of those weeks in Rockfield broughttears tohis eyes.

Nine times outof 10, aband like Primal Scream would have me reaching
forthe triple-strength vitrioland my sneer-glands working overtime. The
excesses, the unquestioned heroes and the attention to quite ridiculous
detail (theyrefused to turn side-on for our photographer, in case their
“thighslookedfat”) are habitually the stuffofnightmares...

Butnightmaresarenever hostto the angelically spiralling guitar of
“Velocity Girl”. First timeround, it gave me thathit-indefinable but
unmistakable—ofwhich onlyveryfew pieces of musicare each year
capable. Itwas proofthatinall their care and craftand calculation,
Primal Scream leftroom for that chemical thrill-rush sought, but
seldom attained, in 30 years of pop. And since thenI've nursed ahunch
—-somewhere between awish andahope, well shortofabelief-that they
willdoitagain.

Tobehonest, “Gentle Tuesday” failed, for me atleast, to deliver, butan
advance earful of anunfinished “Imperial” (resplendent with backwards
guitarsand lyricalhints ofhatred) suggests thatmy
waitwillnotbeinvain...

Primal Scream-byrefusingtoaccepttheself-
imposedlimitations and all-bin-done defeatism—
swim against the tide of 99 per centof modern pop...

Primal Scream—as self-appointed carriers of
atorchmanythinklongextinguished-still believe
inmagic.

Primal Scream-untilit’sbeen provenimpossible
beyond doubt-are expectingtofly... DannyKelly ®
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Wimpy vs McDonald’s

| eat junk food because | can’t be bothered
to make anything else. | used to know how,
| used to make cakes and things when |
took cooking at school. But I've lost the
art now, and | just get a frozen dinner from
the supermarket and stick it in the oven.
Or when | go out, | reckon McDonald’s

has the edge over Wimpy because they
do Chicken Nuggets, and because Wimpy
tastes like rotten cardboard. And Casey
Jones is even worse.

Baby Amphetamine

| never, ever liked that record, and | never
thought the girls were good-looking, either.
I never thought, “Oh, yeah, I'd like to fuck
one of those girls.” Just thought, “They look
really ugly,” and thought the music was ugly
as well. It was a scam by McGee; he did it
for a complete laugh, just to see how far it
would go. A lot of people went for it, but
when they heard the record and read the
interviews with the girls, they realised they
had no brains at all.

Prostitutes

I think prostitutes are a good thing. | don’t

want to be patronising, but | think it's a shame

that somebody’s gotta lie down and be fucked

by these horrible guys to make a living, but |

suppose it’s a sort of safety valve for men. It's

better than having loads of people raped. |
don’t think being a prostitute is any worse

than being the head of a record company
or ajournalist.

PattiSmith:
lifesaved
by Keith
Richards

espie:

" prostitutesand
McNuggets
good;peestains
andsmack

dealersbad

Obesity

We were coming down on the train the other
day, and there was a guy on the train - | don’t
know how he fitted into his seat. He had to
turn sideways to get through the door. He
had urine stains and white trousers on, and
he was sweating. He was fucking gross. That
was the biggest person | ever saw in my life.

The suburbs

You can walk down the street wearing
leather trousers - which, to me, is offensive
- and people wanna beat fuck out of you.
It happens a lot in the suburbs, but | was
on a train the other day, wearing my
leather trousers, and | walked by these
guys who were obviously in the army,
and they were blowing me kisses and
saying, “Come here, darling.” | felt
like turning around and saying, “I
can’t wait till you get posted to
Northern Ireland and the IRA
blows your fucking head off”, but
if | said it they probably would
have thrown me off the train.

Hard drugs

Heroin is sort of legalised in
places like Liverpool, where
addicts can go to - | don’t know
what the group is, it's some
council group - and they can get
much better heroin and clean
syringes, whereas if they get it
off dealers in the street it’s been
stepped on so many times; it’s got
aspirin and glass in it, and it really
fucks up their veins. If someone wants
to take heroin, you can’t stop them

from doing it. It’s just too bad addicts have to
get it from some scummy guy in the street. |
hate someone making a living from someone
else’s misery.

Twenty years ago today

It must have been much more exciting to be
alive then than it is now, because music is so
dead now. Patti Smith once said that the only
thing that kept her alive as a teenager was
waiting for the next Stones album to come
out, because she had a crush on Keith. | don’t
want to destroy anyone’s dreams today, but
who can 13-year-old girls look up to? There’s
nothing coming out today that makes me go,
“Wow, | must have that record!”

Girlfriends

| only have one girlfriend. | don't like talking
about her.

Accents

Sometimes | go into shops in London and
ask for things in an American accent, just
for a laugh. Like, “Excuse me, ma’am...” Do
you know why Elvis used to call everybody
“ma’am”? Because he couldn’t remember
anyone’s name, apparently.

Macho men

They have this thing about “Who's got

the biggest cock?” We always get called
wimps, and | don’t know why. Ask my chick
if I'm a wimp.

The pop press

The way that writers bemoan the lack
of good groups, | bemoan the lack of
good writers.
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ProclaimersCraig
(left)and Charlie
Reed performtheir
“hymnal,honest”
music on The Tube

ALBUMS

The Proclaimers
CHRYSALIS

“I'mnot gonna talk about doubts
and confusion/On anight when|
cansee withmy eyes shut.”

AndI'mnot gonnatalk about
the state of pop when The
Proclaimers startasonglike that.
It’s called “Kilmarnock Blues”
and it makes me want to shout
and throw stuff and do all those
things'd almost forgottena
record could make me want to do.

I have so many words to praise
the beautifully stark simplicity of
This Is The Story and each one
flatters to deceive. Bloody
cliches! Inthe face of sucha
fervently original achievement
as this album, I'm ashamed of the
critical language we've devalued
through laziness and/or
frustration. So, please believe me
when | say This Is The Story
supersedes style, cleanses me of
such bigoted notions as folk or
country & western or gospel or
soul,and standsreborninthe
basic, movingimpact of words
sung, hollered, whined and
yodelled to the accompaniment
of anacoustic guitar.

This Is The Story comes from
within; you canfeelitinthe
rakishly strained harmonies of
brothers Craig and Charles Reid
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Proclaimers - This
Is The Storyisa
gloriousrecord,
recordedinaweek
and performed with
athuggish, sensitive,
personal missionary
zeal.lt'saholy
hootenanny. Get
yourself saved. Steve
Sutherland, MM Apr 25

Happy Mondays

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

andyoucankeepall
your U2s and their
pompous open tuning,
this is passionate music,
living music, documentary,
hymnal and, | believe, honest.

Sung, orrather spat,ina
defiantly untutored Scots
brogue (the single, “Throw
The ‘R’ Away”, makes light of
unwanted advice to tone it down
to make it), ballads such as
“Beautiful Truth” and “Misty
Blue” are hugely, aggressively
sentimental, the kind of
unashamedly masculine tear-in-
the-eye homilies you often
encounter (orindulgein) at
closing time. “The First Attack”
and “Kilmarnock Blues” are
imbued with fighting, dignified
religionand “It Broke My Heart
and “Letter From America”
shake and rattle and roll with
anger,shame andregret at
families being split apart by
unemployment.

“Letter...” especially, like Big
Country’s “Field Of Fire”,isa
joyous anthem, a true epic that
mounts a bitter protest, manages
tomourn “Bathgate no more...
Sutherland nomore... Lewis no
more... Skye no more” and still
sound defiant and celebratory
andstrong.

Not throughfancy did The
Bros Reid call themselves The

”

— 1987 —

FACTORY

Blur.The boys
from Happy
Mondays skitter
pastusontherob
down the Arndale. Loose limbs
andflareskick dustinto
everybody’s eyes.

Friday night turnedinto
Saturday morninginarubber
bubble near the Hagienda.
Percussionist Bezbobbed alot
and hit things and hugged
people while the rest of the boys
hid behind the sofaslapping
their thighs and giggling to each
other. The soundtrack to Happy
Mondays' raggedy existenceis
available for your pleasure on
Factory Records, the most
shambolically loveable record of
theyear andjust about the only
justification forindependent
music as the decade hobblesinto
insufferable politeness.

Squirrel...finds Happy
Mondays taking the avowedly
messy rock of their “Delightful”
debut and the bastard funk of
their “Freaky Dancin’ follow-up
into10 songs of discord and
vitriol quite unlike anything
else being currently hurledinto
the fray. The new single “Tart
Tart”isas good a pointer as any,
like The Four Tops and James
droppingacidin acupboard with
words aboutblood tests and

maggots that never quite say
what you expect.

Throughitall there’sasurprising
discipline where drunkards’logic
splashes across the group and
herdstheminto arigorously
executed tunefulness that
separates them from the rest of
the dirty dance pack. Sometimes
there’sfive or six tunes going on
atonce, but somewhereinsideit
allthere’s ashared vision that
sparkles without having to take
too many clothes off.

The words remainasource of
haphazardly magical beauty,
mixing bluntness and oblique
suggestion with a certain
shuffled cliche. The opening
“Kuff Dam”, for example, swirls
through afirst verse all about
cheese and fluff and total
incomprehension before barking
out, “Jesusis acunt andnever
helped you with things that
youdo.” Attimesyou feel like
you're listening to someone’s
confessiontangledupin
psychopathiclonging. It’s not
an easy record by any means.

“Desmond” takes the bare
bones of “Ob-La-Di, Ob-La-Da”
and clothes it with stories of
dealing draw and the school
sprinter who spends most of the
time bombed out of his head
back at the flat. Atleast it could
be about that, orit could be
about tryingto getacup of tea
in Chorley after seven.

Adangerous, deeply disturbing
record that John Cale, who
produced, has thankfully resisted
smartening up, the result being
never less than captivating. If
Mike Leigh had written all his
plays onspeed andsetthemto
music, he might just have come
close to Happy Mondays’ brutal
charm. Astounding. PaulMathur,
MM April18

Public Enemy

DEF JAM
Before the blast the last thing |
remember was staring down the
finely groundbarrel of a Smith &




Wesson 38 and thinking
about James Cagney and
grapefruits. Then, of
course, therewasa
deafening explosion -

the booming of steel that
brought me abruptly back
tothe1980s.Public
Enemy? Pah! Gangsters?
Indeed! Street teamsters?
Move over! The LadyIn
Redsold Dillinger to the
G-Menandhersoul to
Chris De Burgh. They're all
dead now, buried under
dog-eared copies of the
Volstead Act.

After theblast, | cansee
nothing but smoke and
teargas. All [ hearis the
murderous syllabic
machine-gunrap of latter-
day PublicEnemies and
figureit’s the afterlife -
life after death. I mean,
Public Enemy are just too
mean, matching all the
preconceptions of hard-
core Black Panther
verbiage while slicing
apart most predictions of
hip hop’s grotesque decay.
They amputate the old
head and suture onanew
set of limbs and trainers.

Sure, theirringleader
Chuck D uses the hood of
acar to mask his pulpit.
Sure, he collects ghetto
icons like '98 Oldsmobiles,
street posses, crack
dealers, cabbage, carnage,
and any other skeletons
that will rattle loud and
fast.Sure, his venom can
toast waffles, at 40 paces.
But Chuck D’s boasts
aren’tahollow wishing-
wellecho. Infact, they're
notboastsatall.

He's too smartand too
committed touserap as
anything otherthana
means of black agitation,
education and liberation.
His words are ammunition

inthe propagandabattle
for power and against
streetsiren. Learning
breedsknowledge,
knowledge breeds power,
and power breedreaction
-hence the band’s name.
And hence the album’s
title. Chuck D won’tsiton
thefence whenthere’sthe
chance toblow away the
machinations of whitewash
walls. The sheet-metal
slam of “Raise The Roof”
assassinates the

neutered

mannequins of

anger forged by

Kool Moe Dee, [
the Sly Stone

funk soufflé of
“Timebomb”
collapsesurbaninto
urbane, leaving LL Cool
Jsobbinginthe wings.
Eventhe party scratch-
and-sniff of “Rightstarter
(Message To A Black
Man)” is riddled with more
invention thaninvective.
Chuck doesn’tjust bite the
bullet, he chewsitupand
spits out a hail of shrapnel
that makes asordid mess
of clean white sheets.

“Miuzi Weighs A Ton”
(already title of the year)
arrivesonthe doorstep
bound withhooksandred
ribbons and armed with
enough destructive power
and diversity to steamroller
Run-DMC, melt their
mooring chains, and crack
their pale shades.

Asthe smoke clearsand
the rubble of graffitiis
lifted from my legs, the
onlyiteminthe house
stillintactis atelegram
message from Chuckand
his friends. “Yo! Stop.
Mobilise, destabilise,
mesmerise, and always aim
betweenallthree eyes.”
TedMicoMM Apr 4

SINGLES

Paul Simon
WEA

"Cosifyoudon’t S

rub’emout,see, °

what they doiis they
goall funny and muck ’
about with sweet-faced S
South Africansin smocks

with triangles on. Also, they decide
they're sodignified that they don’t
need to sing any more, just whisper.
Hence: “Well,my nameitis Paul...
mutter mutter...and it was astrange
kinda time of the year... mutter...and
youknow what| mean when | say one
of my profound lines twice, don’t
you?...mutter...it meansit’s twice as
profound asifl'd said it once...
mutter...and so my nameitis Paul...”
MM Apr2s5

Hiisker Dii WARNERS

A powerchord sequence as serious
asyour lastbreath, thenaperfect
surge to the horizon, harmoniesin
azigzag smear across the sky, a hail
of icebergs - Hiisker Dii make U2
look like weasels, sparrows! One

of the three best moments off
Warehouse, one of the 12 finest
things they've ever done. Buy it, you
sluggish people. MMJun27

Ultra Magnetic MC’s

CITYBEAT

Raved overon
import, now
available
domestically,

sosplash out ALEX
and make thisa CHILTON
hit. This hip hop
record - withits N!ﬁ;‘_;{‘:‘wB
pirated “Honky TIERS
ELECTION
DAY

GRACELAND
theygettobe5o Pw

From the

yearsold. Then \Y Totar

mon) Jonaths. Music il

Warner Bros. Album
1 "GRACELAND"
inutactured & Drstiouted by
s Py, Limd

THE |5 = mm|F p
REPLACEMENTS

Tonk Women”
beat samples
from “Louie
Louie” and
disembodied

¢ chantvaguely

£ reminiscent of

4 TheClash-isthe

e 4" bestrock’n’roll

&

. L+~ recordreleasedthis
= year. MMJun2y
The Replacements
SIRE

Allthose stop-start rhythms and
power-pop trousers, these guys are
probably all Freddie Starr fans and
eat Kentucky Fried Chicken -but
The Replacements make Andes of
The Knack! “Alex Chilton” is good
oldrock, all dirt and silver; abassline
scrambles up and down gravel vistas,
asuddenacousticinterlude bursts
up like a candelabra from the soil.
“Nightclub Jitters” is steepedin the
sort of woozy melancholy that even
John Lurie would tear out his jaw for
and everythingelse here slugslike a
Jack Daniel’s bottleneck jam. MMJun13

Pop Will Eat Itself

CHAPTER 22

Very much a whiff of Otway and
Wild Willy about this bunch, | fear.
Laughlongandloud at the joke of
their covering this Sputnik spud,
because that’s all the entertainment
you're going to get. Roadies on acid,
PWEl arerock’s spare tyre -ablack,
smelly, rubbery
occupation of
valuable space
that youwould
only conceivably
need to make
useof in

some kind of
emergency.

! ! MMMay16
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Readers’ letters

MM/NME JAN-JUN

Talent borrows, genius shoplifts
WhydoesJohnny Marr condemn
TheHousemartinsforripping

off “I'WantThe OnelCan’t

Have?” Whatever happened to
“Shoplifters Of The World Unite?”
PATTENDEN, Twickenham
(NMEFeb 28)

“Shoplifters Of The World Unite”:

Five Reasons whyitdoesn't
meananything:

Morrissey has never shoplifted.

Morrissey can afford notto steal
things.

IfMorrissey got caught
shoplifting, he would benefit
from the publicity.

Whatis “cultural shoplifting”?

Whatis “spiritual shoplifting”?

Ifweallstole a copyofthesingle
each, doyouthink The Smiths
would approvereally?
ABASTARD, ABedroom,
Manchester (NME Feb 28)

Barthes worse than his hite

Ihaveamessage forall of Simon
Reynolds’ critics: “Piss off!” ITam
sickof seeing the pages of
Backlash wasted upon the
monosyllabic criticisms ofan
ignorantand extremelybigoted
minority of MMreaders. Itis quite
plaintomeandtoseveral
thousand other ex-NMEreaders
thatSimonand cohave done more
toliftmusicjournalism outofthe
doldrums of uglybanality than
the SexPistols did to the whole
musicbusinessin 1976.
Themusicscenein 1987is
complicated and consequently
callsfor complex explanations
andinterpretationsifits essenceis
tobecaptured. If Simon’s critics
wouldratherbe patronisedand
talked down to, if theywould
ratherreadinterviews packed full
of questionsaboutsock colours,
sexlivesand guitar strings, thenI
suggest theybuy Jackie or Smash
Hitsfortheir pop news. Returnto
yourintellectualfleapit, dullards,
Reynoldsrules, OK!
THE ANGRY WOMAN OF
WATFORD (MM Jan 31)

Simon Reynoldsreviewof U2’s
new albumwasthe worstrecord
reviewI'veeverheard. 1) He only
mentioned one songfrom the
album; 2) Thereviewwas full of
pretentiousrubbish suchas
“...allthemystical outreaching
impulsesintheirsound get
condensed downintoahumanist

vision...”;3) Itdoesn’treally tell us
anythingabout the album-surely
thepointofareview?

PSRead the NMEreviewto see
whatImean?

ALANHYDE, RaynesPark
(MMMar 28)

Wouldn't touch it

Iwritetoyoufrom Americawitha
heavyheartand asaddenedsoul,
forThavejustheard Samantha
Fox’s “Touch Me” on theradio. I
hadbeen prayingthat our country
couldhavebeensaved from her
music, butitseemsitisnotto be.
To putitbluntly, Ithink herrecord
stinksand compare her singingto
asealion chokingonapiece offish.
Please! Keep Mrs Foxand her
recordstoyourself-we don’t
want’em!
EMILY BECKER, Virginia(MM Jan17)

Mainly white reader writes
Another Cure feature! Why oh why
doyougivesomuchspacetothe
fattestand ugliest groupin pop?
Also, whydo you give so much
spacetoblackartists? All black
music today ismeaningless tosh.
Mostrappers, etc, showan
alarminglackoftalent, and their
music (ifyou can callit that?) must
seemirrelevant to your mainly
whitereadership.

STANLEY ACCRINGTON,
Lancashire (MMJun13)

There but for the Graceland

Paul Simon came to South Africa
and togetherwith Azanian people
created Graceland, whichinturn
puthimself,and more
importantly the Azanian people,
onaninternational platform.
These Azanian people, who have
lived under appalling conditions
formostoftheirlives, are now
givenachance ofalifetime to tour
theworld, make themselves
known, and possibly enjoy
themselves for five minutes.
Butwhathappens? These fat
bastards from the UN want to

deprive them of this pleasure. Just
when these Azanians manage to
stand up for the first timein their
lives, these Botha-type clones kick
theirlegs out from under them.

Simon, asfarasIknow, hasnever
doneanythinginsupportofthe
Botharegime, and although
Gracelandisnotdirectlypolitical,
hehasopenedup anewchannel
for Azanians (who have difficulty
getting passports) tospeaktothe
restofthe world. I have worked
withblackmusiciansin SA.Thave
seenawealth of musicianswho
couldsettheworld alight.Thave
blackfriendsin Soweto, I visit
theirhomes...
GRAHAMCLIFFORD, Joburg
(MMMar28)

Blue Mondays
Recentlythe paperhasstarted to
fallinto the “Who’llbe hip this
week?” mentality, and some of the
betterwritershave become guilty
oftryingto make things more
thantheyare. When people pick
up the MMthese days, they find
frustrated youth-culture
sociologistswho think they’re
musicjournalists mouthing off
myth-makingrubbish.
Perhapstheyshouldreview
artists on their vinyl output
instead of pigeonholing them and
arguingaboutstreet credibility.
Take Paul Mathur’srecentreview
of Happy Mondays’ album—
instead ofadetailedand
constructive analysis of the
record, itwas sociologist’s
Jackanorytime. The fact thathe
offered anod ofapprovalwasa
surprise, asitwould appearhe’d
previously written offtheband as
apig-ignorantbunch ofbeer-
swillingfootball hooligans.
Suchattitudesare typical. Happy
Mondays, likealotof northern
bands, have never been given their
fairshare of coverage through the
seemingindifference of thosewho
aresupposed torecognise
excellence beforeanyoneelse.
Thefactisthatpeopleup here
have known for over two years
thatthe Mondaysare above and
beyond therestofthe pretenders,
no-hopersand copyists thatpass
for present-day indie pop. MM
hadbetter getitsacttogether
pretty quick, becauseit’s fast
becomingagarishdownmarket
comic forslowreaders.
PETERSIDDAL,Manchester
(MMMay16)
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DAVIDBOWIE GUNS N’ ROSE

“We're very
different people”

NME AUG 1

elease of their next album in September, and
insiders are blaming a personality clash between
Morrissey and Johnny Marr —the group’s nucleus
and songwriting partnership —for the split.
There’sno official word from Rough Trade, apart
fromaratherflippantdismissal from Mozzer, but
NMEunderstands thatrelationsbetween the two
mainmenare sobad thattheywon’teven enter the
samestudio together. Promoters have beeninstructed
nottoarrange any live shows, eitherin Europe or
America, to promote the newmaterial, itis believed.
Morrissey, when approached via his press office for
acomment, said: “Whoeversays The Smiths have split
shallbe severely spanked byme with awet plimsoll.” »

MITHS TO SPLIT

about the break-up of the band, she said,

At A TR T T

'|'I-1E SMITHS LOOK likely to call it a day after the
r

o e B e



TheSmithsoutsidean
evocativelynamed
shoponOldhamRoadin

Manchester, February
1987,astensionsrise
betweentheband’s
twosongwriters




1987

JULy - SEPTRMBER

ITV / REX FEATURES

April10,1987: The Smiths’
lastlive performance,on
soon-to-close Channel4
popshow The Tube

While NMEnewshounds Py declareditwasthe end of
awaitthe arrivallofyoung There was no truth The Smiths, andthathe.
Stevenarmed with soggy . . never wanted to workwith
footwear, sourcesinboth |n the |dea that Marragain.

Londonand Manchester = InManchesterlast

continue to feed us with Morrlssey has any weekend, afriend of

snippets which point H JohnnyMarr’stoldan NME

towards thedecline ofthe problem WIth the mole: “I'msurprised that
- A b §

nation’s top indie band. company I keep ;};tt-:' ﬁ)irse‘:;r}llfaecrl'r}tt, fg; Zgld

Marrhasreportedlytold

friendsin Manchester that
heandMorrisseyarenolonger pals, and that
heissickof the singeracting the self-centred
star. He says the workingrelationship hasalso
suffered considerably.

Morrisseyisnot pleased with the company
Marriskeeping, acting the guitarheroand
playingonalbumsbyKeith Richards, Bobby
WomackandBryanFerry.

Thefinal strawwasallegedlyMarr
interrupting Smithsrecordingsessionsto
fly to the States torecord with Talking Heads,
and using Rough Trade money to payfor the
trip. Insiders sayMorrisseyblewhis top and

brewingformonths—Marr

and Morrisseyhaven'tspoken to each other for
three-and-a-halfmonths. There’sasituation
where theynowseeitasbackingdowntodoso.’

Rough Trade have said nexttonothing, and
EMI (who are due torelease Smiths materialin
1988) are none the wiser. Butwhat about the
secondarycharactersintheband?In/outbass
player Andy Rourke could notbe contacted, but
aseries of callsto drummer Mike Joyce hinted
thatallwasnotwell.

The phone was answered byayoungwoman
who, discoveringitwas the NMEontheline,
saidJoycewasn’tinand wouldn’tbe back

)

SMITHS SPLIT-A SECOND EXCLUSIVE. .

MARR SPEAKS

for afewdays. When told we wanted to ask
Joyceabout the break-up oftheband, she
said: “He doesn’twantto commenton that.
Hehasnothingtosay.” Nosurprised
reaction, noflatdenial.

Meanwhile, The Smiths’ nextsingle,
“Girlfriend InA Coma”, will bereleased
byRough Trade on August 10. The album,
Strangeways, Here We Come, follows on
September 28.

Thesingleis backed with “WorkIs AFour
LetterWord”, acover of a CillaBlack song
from the 1968 movie of the samename. The
12-inchfeaturesan extra Morrissey/Marr
track, “IKeep Mine Hidden”. Shelagh
Delaneyis thesleeve cover star.

Strangeways, Here We Comeis The Smiths
laststudio album for Rough Trade-and
theirlastever?-before the planned move
to EMI.Itwasrecordedin Bath, produced
byMorrissey, Marrand Stephen Street,
thoughnotnecessarilyallatthe same time.
A South Bank Showon The Smiths, which
could turn outto be their swansong, will be
screenedin theautumn.

NME AUG 8

)

xclusively reported inlastweek’s NME
—hasnowbeen confirmed by the group’s
record company, Rough Trade.

Astatementissued onbehalfoftheband
(butwritten, itlater transpired, without
theknowledge of guitarist/composer
JohnnyMarr) ran: “The Smithsannounce
thatJohnnyMarrhasleft the group.
However, theywould like to confirm that
other guitarists arebeing considered to
replace him.

“Itmustbe stressed that the concept of
‘The Smiths’ willremain thesame and
the group will continue to promote their
forthcomingsingle and albumreleases and
are eagertoplanlive dates once anew guitarist
hasbeenselected.

“The Smithswould like to state although
Johnny’sdepartureissad theywish him
everyhappinessand successwith his
future projects.”

The obvious questions thrownup by this
statement (What exactly constitutes “the
concept” of The Smiths? Can that concept
possiblysurvive the departure ofhalfofthe
band’s creative force? Who are those “other
guitarists”?) remain unanswered. Some of
the mysteries surrounding the break-up of
Britain'sbiggestindependentband were,
however, cleared up when Marrhimselfrang
NMEto puthisside of the case.

“Firstofall,” hesaid, “it’sveryimportant to me
toclearup some oftheinaccuracies that were
inyourstorylastweek. Thereisnothingeven
approaching ‘acrimony’ between myselfand
the othermembers of the band. I've known
themallalongtimeandIlove 'em.

“Norwasthereanytruthinthe
ideathatMorrisseyhasany
problemwith the companyIkeep,
personally or work-wise; we're very
different people and lead different
kinds oflives, but that stuffisjust

'|'HE SPLITIN the ranks of The Smiths—
e

-




patentlyuntrue. Andlastly, the stuffabout me
usingrecord company funds to pay foratrip to
Americaistotallywrong.”

Why, then, the split?

‘“I'mnotdenyingthatthere weren'tcertain
problemsinvolvingtheband, andit’salsovery
truethatagrouplike The Smiths canbeginto
take overyourwholelifeand allyour energy.
That’s certainlyhappened to me, but the major
reason for me goingwas simply thatthereare
thingsIwantto do, musically, that thereisjust
notscope forin The Smiths.”

Theinfamous “musical differences”?

“I've gotabsolutelyno problem with what
The Smithsare doing. The stuffwe’ve justdone
forthenewalbumis great, the bestwe’ve ever
done. I'mreally proud ofit. But there are things
thatIwantto do thatcanonlyhappen outside
of The Smiths.”

One potential source ofacrimonyyetto
emerge from thesplitistheuse ofthename “The
Smiths”. Marrwas genuinelysurprised when
informed thatMorrisseyintended to continue
usingit, but contented himself, when pressed
foraresponse, with “Ithink that’s probablytied
upinawholeload oflegal things...”

Although understandablyuncertain about
hisimmediate plans, Marrintends getting back
into public viewas soon as possible.

“I'vealreadyrecorded somestuffandit’s gone
reallywell. There’s every
chancethatI'llbeforming
apermanentgroup,
thoughobviouslyit’sa
little earlytobetoo certain
aboutthat. ButIdefinitely
wantto havesomelive
dates setup by the new
yearatthelatest,
regardless of the situation
with other musicians.

“PartofthereasonI've
spentsomuchtimein

Theystartedsomething:
(I-r)JohnnyMarr,Mike
Joyce,Morrisseyand Andy
RourkeinMarch1987

Americarecentlyisto getexposed tosome
different music. The stuffin this countryatthe
momenthas gotmebaffled; I can’tfind much
inanyofit. Butit’sapleasurelisteningtonew
ideasand tryingtouse them.I'venotbeen
unhappywith the things

Nick Gatfield, head of A& R at EMI, couldn’t
shedmuchlighton thesituation: “It'sallupin
the airatthe moment, we're notsurewhat'’s
goingto happen.” But Gatfield did confirm
thatEMIhave therightstoanyrecorded

productfrom either

I'vedoneup tonow—far
fromit—sodon’texpect

“The thing that

Marror Morrissey’s
revamped Smiths.

me to explode offinto “Bothartists have signed
some crazynewdirection, llsed tO make me onthedottedline;every
butthere willbe some H contracthasaclausewhich
changes...” happy was makl“g givesthelabel therightsto

Anyfurtherthoughtson i anyworktheydowhether
the parting of the ways? _me mlserable’ S0 I theband splitsup ornot.

“I don’twantto gettoo Just had to get out” Essentiallng nowhave two
overemotional about this, actsforthe price ofone.”

butIreallyammassively
proud of all the things that The Smiths have
doneandachieved, and so from that point of
view, of course, it’sall really sad, especially for
the group’sfans, who've always been brilliant.
“Butontheotherhand, I'mlooking forward
todoingnewthings,and tohearingwhat
Morrisseywill come up with. Ithinkthe change
willactuallydohimalotofgood.Icertainly
hopeso.But,inthefinalanalysis, the thing that
used to make me happywas makingme
miserable, andsoIjusthad togetout.
“ButInever, ever wanted to turn The Smiths
into the Rolling Stones. Thatwas just more lazy
journalisticbullshit.”
Sowhatbecomes ofthe
“milliondollar” long-
termdeal The Smiths
have with EMI?No
doubtitwillhavetobe
renegotiated, asitis
unlikely thelabel will
want to commit
themselvestoalengthy
contractwithwhatis,
without Marr, an
unknown commodity.

Thatmaybeso, butwith
The Smiths splitright down the middle, who can
guarantee therewill be positive creativeresults
from either camp?And what ofthename?
Morrisseyintends to continue under the
banner of “The Smiths”, buthe could face new
legal obstacles along the way.

NME AUG 15

ame of their new guitarist within the next
couple of weeks. NMEunderstands that
Morrissey, Joyce and Rourke have been
auditioning replacements for Johnny Marr
for thelast month, and have nowwhittled it
down to ashortlist of two.

Aspokesman for the group could notbe more
forthcoming, buthinted thatboth pretenders
tothethroneare people therecord-buying
publicwould be familiarwith.

Meanwhile, another whisper makingits
wayround Sohois thatJohnnyMarrwillbe
unveilinghisnewband with alow-keyshowat
the London Marquee. Butdon’tformaqueue
yet, the prospective bashisnotuntil December.

'|'I-)E SMITHS LOOK likely to announce the
n
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Headingforacourt

appearance?:

BruceinaCadillac
convertible,1987

“A substantial ..
amount of money”

NME AUG 29

HE ACRIMONIOUS DISPUTE
Tbetween Bruce Springsteenanda

number of his former associatesis now
accelerating down a path that my well result in
The Boss having to account for himself from
the witnessbox of apublic court.

This scenario has emerged with the news
that Mike Batlan and Doug Sutphin (Bruce’s
instrument-minders for12and10years
respectively) have brought a six-count civil
action against their former employer, his
production company Thrill Hill Productions
Inc, and his LA-based accountants Breslauer,
Jacobson & Rutman. The action was lodged at
the end of July with the Superior Court Of
New Jersey, in Trenton, with Batlan and
Sutphinrequestingjury trial on all six counts.
That,under New Jersey state law, means that
if the partiesinvolved fail toreach an out-of-
courtsettlement, then Springsteen,among
others, willbe required to appearin person.

The details of the grounds on which the
actionisbeing pursued offer further glimpses
behind the Springsteenimage that’s
projected to the public. The first two counts

SPRINGSTEEN SUED

ROSS’ EX-EMPLOYEES CLAIM DAMAGES

revolve around the complex legal and financial
arrangement made between the complainants
and Springsteen when they parted company.
InNovember1985, Batlan and Sutphin were
offered, and accepted, severance pay of
$120,000 and $100,000 respectively
($10,000 for each year of service).In order to
ensure the maximum tax benefits, these
payments were tobe made

The third, fourth and fifth counts of
the civil action concern the fines that
were assessed against the instrument
technicians throughout their years with
Springsteen; the third deals with them
asawhole, claimingthemtobe “in
violation of the applicable Wage And
Hour laws”; the latter pair pertain to
specific examples...

Inthe fourth, Batlan and Sutphin are
seeking thereturnof $311.11each (the
now-infamous “canoe” levy, incurred
when the pair lost Springsteen’s prized
canoe whenhe moved house. This they
claimwas “illegal and improper”), but
it's the fifth complaint, involving, itis
alleged, the forging of Mike Batlan'’s
signature - that’s most serious, and
mostrevealing.

Duringthe BornIn The USA Tour, the
complaint states, Batlan was fined for
“anallegedinfraction of unwritten laws
made up by Bruce Springsteen”. Said
“infraction” involved the cold-air
blowers that Springsteen, it seems, has
setinthe stage flooring to cool him off
during marathon shows. Batlan - busy,
he asserts, attendingamore urgent
guitar malfunction - missed his cue to
activate certain of these machines.

For this transgression, he was
informed by an unnamed minion, Bruce
required that he forfeitaweek’s wages
toalocal charity. Batlan protested his
innocence and offered to make a
donation, but to no avail: that week’s
pay cheque did not materialise.

Unwilling to let the matterrest,
Batlan’s enquiries about hismoney
eventually revealed, he alleges, that his
pay cheque (for $698.81, drawn against
the Chase Manhattan bank) had been
sent toalocal food bank with Batlan’s
signature forged onitby a person
within the Springsteen organisation.

The state of New Jersey, unlike others,
doesn’t deal with claims for specificamounts
of money. Instead, Batlan and Sutphin’s action
seeks “damages, treble damages, interest
andlegal costs”, aformula that will - if the
action (or asignificant part of it) is successful
-be translated into what their lawyer calls
“asubstantial amount

to two companies (Mike
Batlan Technical Incand
Sutphin Sound Consultant
Inc) setup for the purpose.
Springsteen,itisalleged,
personally guaranteed
these arrangements,
assuring hislong-term
employees that they had
“nothing to worry about”.

For Batlan’s
transgression,
Bruce required
that he forfeit a

week’s wages

of money”.

That, of course, is unlikely
toworryanorganisationas
large as Springsteen’s,
though the possibility of an
inconvenient, embarrassing
and perhaps damaging
courtroom dramamust
concernthem.However,
as NME goesto press,no

InFebruary1986,however,
Batlan and Sutphinreceived cheques that
notonly showed large deductions but were
alsomade out as though both men werestill
employed by Springsteen, thus negating
the agreed tax benefits and costing the
complainants
what their lawyer
describesas “tens
of thousands of
dollars”.

response (required within14

days of the action being brought) hasbeen
forthcoming from the Springsteen camp,
perhapsindicatingareadiness to do battle.

That response having failed to materialise,
the wheels of American civil justice (infinitely
slicker than our own) will whirr into action
inthe next couple of weeks and a hearing
date willbe setinthe foreseeable future,
perhaps even coinciding with the release of
Springsteen’s new Tunnel Of Love album.




PeterTosh
(1944-1987)on
stagein1975

Shot dead at home

RIP, founding Wailer Peter Tosh.

ETERTOSH, A founding member of The Wailers with Bob

P Marley, was shot dead in hishome in Jamaicalate last

week. A second, unnamed person was also killed in the
attack, and five others, including Tosh’s wife Marlene, were
alsowounded.

Threearmed men forced their wayinto the 42-year-old

singer’s Kingston home, demanding money. When Tosh and his

guestresisted, the shotswerefired.

Tosh hashad astutteringsolo career sinceleaving The Wailers

in 1973, reachinga commercial, if not critical, peakin thelate

’70swhen he collaborated with Mick Jagger. Ironically, another

Wailer, drummer Carlton Barrett, was shot dead in similar
circumstancesearlier thisyear.

Censorship bites

MM SEPT 26

ENSORSHIP IS BEGINNING to bite in the pop world with
the news this week that the Big Black album Songs About
Fuckingis not being stocked by either HMV or Virgin.

HMYV have objected to the title of the Blast First album, but Virgin

have taken exception to the inner sleevenotes, in which singer and
guitarist Steve Albiniadvocates the use of heroin. Blast First claim
that Albini’s comments are a “wind-up” not to be taken seriously,
and that Virginare overreacting.

AManchester city-centre shop was raided last week and now faces

prosecutionunder the Obscene Publications Act. Eastern Bloc
Recordshad their entire stock of
thereissued Flux Of Pink Indians
album [The Fucking Cunts Treat
Us Like Pricks] removed by police.

Panicinthe streets of
Nuremberg, West Germany, as
well, where arecord shop was
raided and all copies of The Dead
Kennedy’s Frankenchrist album
confiscated, complete with their
“Penis Landscape” posters.

The NME news deskis also
appealing toreadersto offer
anyinformation regarding
incidents of censorshipin their
localrecordstores.

MM JUL 18

AxIRose:

druggyfun
playsonhis
conscience

Aerosmith

They're a tradition | grew up
with. They were the only band
that the people who lived

in my city in Indiana would
accept wearing makeup and
dressing cool. These people
thought the Stones were

fags, but everybody liked
Aerosmith. We're coming to
England with them this fall. It’s
something we always wanted.
We are influenced by them,
but it goes deeper than that

- we're also influenced by,

like, Muddy Waters, Howling
Wolf, old blues things, various
black artists. One of my band’s
favourite albums is the new
Cameo record.

Policemen

There’s no such thing as a

cool cop. The incident in Los
Angeles just kinda happened
real quickly. | got hit on the
head by a cop and | guess | was
just blacked out and was still
raging and fighting. Two days
later, | woke up in hospital tied
to the bed with electrodes
over me. | guess they had to
give me electro-shock. | don’t
know a whole lot about what
happened.

Bad Reputation

At least we've got a reputation.
It’s better than being unknown.
I've been really tame over here
in England because I've been
concerned
with the
shows and the
interviews.
Slash has
been going
outand
getting
thrown out

of nightclubs
and smashing
windows. He
hasn’'t had to
concentrate
as much as

| have.

Harley Davidsons

They're great. | don’t own
one at the moment, but as
soon as | can afford one, | will.
Any money we get goes into
the band. We paid to play for
three or four years.

Drugs

Drugs were a major part of the
early thing. A lot of people just
could not break their heroin
habits, and a lot of them had
to leave California altogether
to break their drug habits.
Sometimes if | do something
bad and | look like I'm having
fun, | then find it plays on my
conscience for a long time.

Sean Penn

He's great. Bad Boys is one of
my favourite films of all time.
I've got nothing against hitting
a photographer if he's being
an asshole.

“My Michelle”

It’s a true story. Slash went out
with this girl when he was 13.

| met her and | went out with
her for along time. Her name’s
Michelle, her mother OD’d on
heroin and she runs around
doing a lot of coke. | wrote this
nice cosy little song about it
not working out and | thought,
“That’s nice and cute, but
that’s not how it is.” So, right
off the top of my head, | wrote
this cruncher of a song,

the true story, and
the rest of the band
said, “You can’t use
that, man, Michelle
is going to freak
out.” After a
few weeks | just
shelved it, but it
kept bothering
me. So

| asked SeanPenn: ’
Michelles  IELORHS
opinion,

she read

it and she

loved it.

DAVID REDFERN / GETTY, PETER BROOKER / REX, REX




“T’heresno
manifesto”

are on amission to

MELODY MAKER bring al_)outa
EHAVETO have something, some devilish reVOI utlﬂn th rou gh

poke around the breach birth, death rattle or

even growing pains of pop, and it could come sampli“g. But is it

agood dealless cheekily than The Justified = = =
Ancients Of Mu Mu. A crunchy cacophony a Sl“clde mlssu)n?
ofasingle, “AllYouNeedIs Love”,and an 7 y
equallynoisy LP, 1987 What The F**k Is Going On, have taken the You re aware
genre’s usual reticence and shaken itinto some sort of rattly ecstasy.

Itsoundssortof; er... What y()u,l‘e dOi“g iS

“Whenyoureviewed ouralbum, itlooked like you were just writing the . 1)

first thing that came into your head without thinkingaboutit.” II Iegal, they confESS-
Isthatgood orbad? 7 =y
“That’sgood.It’s exactly the way we work, so who are we to condemn it?” But It s not the
KingBoyD and Rockman Rockare the playful Zenarchists at the core of

TheJAMs' sneakydesire, wishing to remain anonymous despite the fact most criminal th i“g

thatmost people on theface of the Earthknowwho theyare bynow. (Don'’t

) L)
you readthe music comics?) George and Andy, right? Morecambe and we ve ever done.
Wise?Flanaganand Allen with thatold 3% schizophrenia. No? Oh dear.

Pick a card, any card

“THETHINGABOUTJAM thatannoysalotofjournalistsis that
there’sno theories, no manifesto. Manifestos are usually for
peopleto hide behind when they don’tknowwhat to do. So
many people comealongtousandtryto getustobe
somethingthatwe’renot.”

So,whatareyou?

“Wedon'treallyknowourselves. Thingsjusthappen
andwekind of watchitall.” i §

The Justified Ancients Of Mu Muwere the result of two i 2 ¥
peoplehaving the sameideaat thesametime, anidea % mm‘i'ﬂl .il

involvinglots ofall those brilliant bits fromrecordsand » g\ - “7
NS Producedby e Jams # /

LYY
*r v ° @'f
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THE JUSTIFIED ANCIENTS OF MU MU

Tricky situationists:
KingBoyDand
RockmanRock(aka
managers/musicians
BillDrummondand
Jimmy Cauty)drum
upbusinessfortheir
newJAMsproject
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haphazardlydull ones from others crammed
intoabighip-hop apocalypsebinlinerand
emptied over people’slaps. Incredibly, they
were, ifnot thefirstto think ofit, the first to take
ittowards anedge, tolead itaway fromthe
lumbering concept ofwhatarock-poprecord
oughttobe.

KingBoyD, whohas spentquite afewyears
dallyingwith more conventional vistas of pop, is
getting very excited.

“Outofallthe thingsI've done beforein mylife,
thishas given me the biggest thrill. It's the first
timeI'vemadearecord whereldidn'thaveto
think ofitin terms of carefully planned

“T'hisisn’t one
big wind-up.
We're not
doing it to
take the piss”

housejustcavedinand turned to abigpile of
rubble. Thatwas the proudest moment of my
lifeuntilnow. Thenwe’vestolenalotofcarsas
well. Doingwhatwe’re doingat the moment
feelsabitlike drivingastolen carwhen you
don’tknowhowtodriveit,ithasn’tgotamirror
andallyouknowiswhere the acceleratoris. You
find yourselfdrivingalongsome prettystrange
roads, VERY fast.”

Astheythunderalong, they're pickingup
attention notonly fromnervouslawyers
wavingwritsand injunctions, butalso from
peopletakingexceptionto thingslike thename.
TheJustified Ancients Of Mu Mu populate

consistency—itjustcame outoverfivedaysin

thestudiolike onelong, mad partyandnowit’sarecord.It’s the first time
I've ever worked thatway, and T have to admit, it does get difficult to do
thingslikewhatI'm doingatthe moment [producingone ofthe King
Grebos]. Fortunately he’sagood bloke, so I can go backto that more
conventional approach, butIcertainlyfinditdifficult toactually sitdown
andlistentorecordslikeIusedto.”

Itisdifficult. Once you've heard The JAMs, with their snatched noises
from Sam Fox, MC5, Julie Andrews, Scott Walker, The Falland abouta
million others, you'll eitherlove them or hate them, butstill never have
thetolerance again tosit through four minutes of one politeidea. JAMs
boyskicktokill. Doesitgetscary, this anarchisticmeanswithoutanend,
tearingdown the statues and building them into ragged new shapes?

“It'snotscary, butl knowwhatyoumean. We're doingall thisand
originallyitwasjustgoingtobe onesingle, thenitturned into an album
aswell. Nowthere’llbe another one. It'slike when you have a crap and you
squeezeitoutand think, T'mnever goingtoneed another one.’ Thenhalf
anhourlater, you're thinking thatmaybe youwill.”

Doesthe criminality ofitallappeal?

“Thereisthat. Whileyou're takingall these things and throwing them
into the noise, you're aware thatwhatyou're doingisillegal, and thatcan
beexciting. It’snot the most criminal thing we've ever done, though.”

Whatis?

KingBoyD: “WhenIwasyoung, theywere buildingall these Barratt
HomesnearusandImanaged to pushabulldozerintoahouse. The

The JAMs:making
recordsina“totally
differentway”

s

RobertAnton Wilson’s cult [lluminatus! Trilogy,
aworkfromthe penofamanwell versed in conspiracy theory, secret
societiesand all the other stuffthat’sbound to attractits fair share of
loopy-loos.

Indeed, thatverymorning, TheJAMsreceived aletter froman
Americanurgingthemnotto tryand contacthim, but to quit before they
getintosomethingwell above theirheads. “Watch out. Youguysarein
deepshit,” heintoned like some sort of stentorial acid casualty.

“Deep Shit’. That’s brilliant. It's going to be the working title for our
nextalbum.”

Foroncehere’sagroup whose crazily impulsive promises you can
actuallybelieve. TheJAMs’ nextalbumwill almost certainlynotbe called
Born To Rock or Tougher Than Suede. Despite claims of total randomness,
though, there’smore to 1987than Dice Man double sixes. There’s a fairly
explicit political force behind alot of the raps, bringing Aids, the police
and Thatcheriteiceinto the proceedings, and nottoo manyboasts about
thesize of their weddingtackle.

“Wearekeen toimpress on people thatwe have got enormous dicks,
though,” theyinsist, “and there’s also bits with the girl singers on the
record whereit'salmosteasylistening. 'm sure there’s quite a

considerable Radio 2 market forusaswell.”
Inaworld of prissybeauty, itisanadmirable

uglyrecord.

“Isitugly? Isupposeso, but there’salot of
other thingsthere, likelove, hate, desire, sex,
pain.It’squite an outpouring ofemotions.”

Whichisthe dominantone?

“I'maloverrather than ahater, soIsuppose
lovewinsthroughintheend. Thenagain, it
mightnot. We'velessidea than anyone
aboutwhatwe’redoing.”

Whatkeepsitgoing?

“The excitement, the feeling of not
knowingwhat’s goingto happennext.
We'reboth addicts, basically, forjustabout
anything. Atonetime, itwasrock, all that
feedback guitarand stuff, but that’snot
enough anymore. We've made itimpossible

forustoeverlisten again to thingslike that,
and wemighteven do the same for other
people. We're very wary aboutsetting
ourselves up as the start of somethingnew,
butyou can’thelp askingyourselfwhy other
peoplearen’tallmakingrecords thisway.”

Canitbedonebadly?

“Ohyesdefinitely. Imean, in thenoise
andeverythingthere’s still quite carefully
worked out songs. We've probably gota
fewminor chordsin there. Themain

problem comes from the practicality of

makingtherecordswhen youhave people
around youwho desperatelystick to the old
way of doing things.

“I[KingBoyD] haven'ta clue abouttechnology,
butRockman has, and between us we spend lots of
time touching things and seeingifithurts, whereas

wehave peoplelike the engineerwho gotall stroppy
aboutus puttingaPhil Collins bass drum on therecord, like
itwassacred or something.
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THE JUSTIFIED ANCIENTS OF MU MU

A glitter-crusted charity Christmas card”

NME JUN 20
The Justified Ancients Of Mu Mu

SOUNDS OF MU

SOME FACTS: Sampling is the new sorcery,
the process thatallows you toisolate any
available sound and superimposeitonany
other.Sampling is the electro-magic wand
thatzappedthe tired old carcass of fag-end
electro/scratch and unleashed hip hop.
Samplingis the grim reaper for conventional
songs, and the armoured liberator of the
imagination.

SOME MORE FACTS:1987...is Britain's first
stab at conspicuously sampled pop.1987...is

ANEH?:Eh?

THEBITTER TRUTH: Samplingis going to
render pop’s smug face unrecognisable, but
it cannot make you, me and next door’s cat
into instant musical behemoths. Justas
the world’s snazziest word processor won't
turnyour note to the milkmanintoa
Shakespearean sonnet, so even the most
ultra-mod sampling featis only as creative
as the carbon-based organism (you, me or
next door’s cat) sat behind it. Audacity,
completely unfounded

Andit’sinthese latter commodities
that The JAMs seem conpicuously
undertooled. With the entire sonic universe
to choose from, 1987... actually manages, in
places, torunshort of ideas.

So, while “Rockman Rock” - Hamilton
Bohannon worried hairless by CCS’s toytown
Zepplings - approaches the 21-gun-and-four-
kitchen-sinks standard of “All You Need...”,
“Queen And|” dribbles offinto what seems
like seven consecutive editions of Top Of
The Pops, and “Next”

self-confidence, utter
ruthlessness and afast car
will, of course, be useful

With the entire

(despite asurreal joust
between Julie Andrews
and The Fall!) dies nailed

primarily the work of one King Boy D, the
enigma who as former hutch-keeper to the
Bunnymen and acid-taster for Julian
Cope, boasts some of Europe’s
most seriously widened
braincells.1987... comes hot
on the tail of (and centrally
features) The JAMs’
mighty “All YouNeed|s
Love”single, recently
legitimised after a hectic
period asadesperado
white label...

A QUESTION: And so, given
allthese verities, is1987... the
runaway juggernaut hyperbrill
monster crack that the outriding
45threatened?

AN ANSWER: No.

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

— 1987 ——

bottom-line

Ican’tunderstand whypeople get
soworried by samplersand whatwe
dowith them. Theywouldn’thave
beeninventediftheyweren’tfor
doingthat.”

Think of a number, now double it

“PEOPLEHAVE GOT tounderstand
thatthisisn’tall one bigtrivialwind-
up. We'renot doingitto take the piss,
we'retryingtosuggest thatrecords can quite easilybe madeinatotally
differentway.It’sa question of throwing outall the preconceptions and
openingyourselfup to thekind of freedom and excitementyou get from
doingsomethinglike we're doing. We're nothoardingitfor ourselves, we
wantto tell EVERYBODY aboutit.”

It'seasytodismiss TheJAMs’ frolics aslittle more than a brightly
coloured sideshow to the shabbiest circusin town, and their claims that
“it’snotarecord, it'smore ofahappening” give the impression of the
wholebeingalotlessaffectingthanitactuallyis. Don’tgivein to what
youreldersand dullers tellyou, though. Believe me, it’s farmore thana
gimmick. The Slinkyand the deely-boppers have been well and truly
trampled on by The JAMs’ machete-wieldinglove stories.

Thefutureisaboutas predictable asatroutwithlegs,and the only
careeringinvolved iswhen the stolen car crunchesinto the odd bus
queue.Ididn’twantto ask, butIknewyoureaderswould get uppityifI
didn’t, so... When are thelive gigs, boys?

“We're going to have to play them, but the only problemis thatassoonas
we've finished doing something, we'reitchingto get onto somethingelse,
sobythe time the people who buytherecord have gotinto it, we’ve moved
on. There’s goingto bealot of people coming to see us with expectations
thatmightprove totallywrong. Also, we've got to think of away of playing
withoutjustslippinginto doingwhat everyone else has done.

attributes to the go-ahead
noise-pirate of the '90s, but
skill, feel, instinct, vision
-y’know, boring old
talent - will stillbe

compulsories.

THE JUSTIFIED ANCIENTS OF MU MU THE JAMS 45 EDITS JAMS 25T

sonic universe to
choose from, it
manages to run
short of ideas

to asaxophone of
stupefying tediosity.

A (totally unfair)
comparison between King
Boy D’s worthy but strained
wrestling and the output of
the current masters of
sample-pop (Schoolly D’s
soundwiz DJ Code Money, for example,
or LL Cool J'stape titan, Cut Creator)
clinches the case. Theirs -all humour,
vibrancy and colour -is an aerosoled
version of The Book Of Kells; hisis a glitter-
crusted charity Christmas card.

ANEND:1987...isn'tabad record, just
disappointing, the sound of one goodidea
spread very thin, of novelty wearing off.
Danny Kelly

“We thoughtaboutstarting offby playing
Hammersmith Odeonbutnottelling
anyone, so there’dbe no one there butafew
roadies and a pile of unsold T-shirts. We just
wanttosee whatitfeelslike.”

Thenthere’sthe merchandising,
whichincludesJAMs axes, skateboards,
pneumaticdrills, carsand rocketlaunchers
(oh, and metalbadges), and the prospective
press conference fromahelicopterin Seoul.
Pointless, revolutionary orjust plain fun, The Justified Ancients Of Mu
Muareticklingall theright places. Kickout The JAMs? Well, they’re
welcomeround our house anytime. Paul Mathur

MELODY MAKER

T HEJUSTIFIED ANCIENTS Of Mu Mu have run into serious

trouble over their 1987 LP with 1970s pop giants Abba over the
inclusion of “Dancing Queen” on the album.

Thealbum, which features heavily sampled sections from’70s and
’80s megahits, hasuntilnowescapedlegal action. But the Mechanical
CopyrightProtection Society, followinga complaint from Abba, has told
theJustified Ancientsto “cease allmanufacture and distribution” of the
LPandto “takeall possible steps torecover copies of the album, which are
tobedelivered to the MCPS or destroyed under the supervision of the
MCPS”, and to “deliver up the master tape, mothers, stampersand any
other parts commensurate with the manufacture of the record”.

BillDrummond, the Ancients’ manager, hasbeen told thathe has
infringed copyrightlaws. The MCPS says subsequent damages could
beminimised bytheband’s “co-operation”. But Drummond plans to
ignore them and flyto Sweden to confrontAbba directly. “Iwantto see
thebandpersonally.” e
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“America

1N 19871s

return with the political Document. Mike Mills loses

his glasses, while Michael Stipe escapes the burden of
profundity and gets it out of his system. “l just vomit, and
if you’re there you can catch the little chunks,” he says.

MELODY MAKER

OU CAN'TTELL anyone you came here.”

( ( Michael Stipe mutters thisaswe pullup in the drive ofhis
house, thehumid nightairalive with the chatter of crickets,
brownrecluse spiders andrattlesnakes. Stipe haslearned the

importance of protecting himselffrom the inquisitive glare of

theunhappy,imbalanced and downrightundesirableswho turn
up on his porch fromnowhere, seekingwords of wisdom or comfort from someone they see
astheclosestwe’ve gottoan’80srock'n’roll guru.

Forthatreason the houseis nowstrictly offlimits, and ifit’s possible to hint fuck off, then
anotice, pinned on the door, does so with characteristic Stipean charm. Onceinside, it’s
easytoseewhy. Common courtesyand respect for his privacy forbids any description of the
interior-suffice tosayit’samagical place. AnREM LP cover

IT'S THE END OF THE WORLD AS ISRt
WE KNOWIT w | FEEL FINE) THE LAST TRAIN to Disneyworld left the station just as

CHRIS CARROLL / GETTY

REM guitarist Peter Buck was waking that morning.
Blinking his way across the bedroom, he switched on
the TVand was, once again, confronted by the Reverend Ike,
who, as usual, was frothing at the mouth.
“I'wantyoutosend meyour money! And[don’tmean that
jinglingkind, 'cos that onlymakes me nervous. I want the folding

¥



REM:“Wedo
thingsthatare

unpleasanttous,
photosessions
andthelike”
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cash!’CosIneed anew Cadillac. God told me,
Ineed anew Cadillac!Idon’twantmypieinthe
sky-Iwantmy pienow!”

Thatwaswhen BuckknewthatREM had to
makean album aboutAmerica, 1987. America
’87 anditssurreal madness. Itsattemptstorevive
thespiritofMcCarthyism, its clandestine
operationsinNicaraguaandtheblatantonesin
the Gulf. Theinsatiable desire for money, murder
and madness—everythingthat, tohim,ayoung
American, meantonething-Disneyworld.

“It'sasidewayslookattheworldand us.Ithasa
kind of Orwellian wryhumour. It'snot that we're
makinglightof America, it’s just thatIcan’tlook
atitthewayBruce Springsteen does. Tome,
Americain 1987is Disneyworld.”

BuckpullsaparttheslatsonaVenetianblind and peers outinto the
Athenssun, whichisnudging 100 degrees. He surveys the quietstreets
around the REM office, alast bastion of sanityin acountrygone bonkers.

The eveningbefore we arrived in Athens, REM had played an
unannounced gigat the neighbouring40 Watt Club-rumours ofwhich
had shotround the close-knit communitylike asynapse, ensuring that
the clubwas overflowingbythe time they took the stage. According to

eyewitnesses, theytore through aselection ofnew
materialandjustoneold song, “Begin The Begin”
from Lifes Rich Pageant.

The experience had left them excited and obviously
eagertotalk. Even theinfamouslyhard to pindown
Stipeappearedrelaxed, almosteagerto please, if
somewhatdistracted byhisfriend’sdogJoey, whohe
waslookingafter for the day.

REM’slaststudio LP, Lifes Rich Pageant, was
characterised asmuch by the directness of the
songs themselvesasby Don Gehman’slushly
textured production. The man behind John Cougar

L]
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“Every record
is a process of
reacting
against the
prior one”

and The Blasters, Gehman grabbed REM’s
intangible, intransitory meanderings by
where theirballs should be, and sculpted them
intosomethingverynearly approaching pop.
Surprising, then, that Document, the revised
title for Disneyworld, should be an almost
complete about-face, ifanything, capturing
thebandineven heaviersepiatones than their
pre-Pageant days. Was this desire tostripitall
downand getbacktobasicsareaction against
thehighly polished sheen of Pageant, an
unhappinesswith adirection they’d not
envisaged being pushedin, perhaps?
“No,notatall,” Buckexplains, walkingaway
from thewindowas theblinds snap shut. “Every

recordisaprocessofreactingagainstthe prior one.Iwasreallyhappywith

E.M.

Pageant,butnone of uswanted to make thatrecord again. [thinkwe made
the perfectrecord we couldin thatstyle, and the newsongs, because of the
waywewrote them, wouldn’thavelent themselves to thatbig AOR thing.
“We always gointothe studiowithasetidea, butitnever comes out that
way. [t'shard towrite to order. Ithink this time wewanted areally bigsound
withlots of chaoticstuffon top. Bigin away thata Peter Gabriel record
would be, butnotas clear—full of weirdness, backwards stuffand noise.”

Documentis, attimes, both more violentand more
whimsical thananyother REM LP to date, yetisless
exactinthewayitexecutesitsintentions, displaying
analmost cavalier attitude to any notion of
conventional songwriting or playing.

“Well, we've been trying to write songs lately
thatarealittleless form-following,” Mike Mills
explains. “We’re trying towrite alittle more
musicallynonsensical.”

“Yeah,” Buckinterrupts, “I'm probably the worst
forthis,I'm the onewhohastohaveachorusineach
song. Butthereare three or four songs on this LP

Septemberi4,1987:
MichaelStipefronts
REMat Vredenburgin
Utrecht, Netherlands




whichjustdon’thaveachorusinthe
acceptedsense, whichisneat. Van
Morrison hasalotofsongsthatdon’t
have choruses, andit’shard to work that
intoarock’n’roll perspective, butwe
wanted the songs to flowalittle bitmore
andbedividedlessintoanythinglike
verse-bridge chorus. Where’s the
bridge?Well the bridgeiswhere the
verseand chorusaren’t.”

Sotherewas absolutelyno intention
of makingacommercial LP, then?

“Idon’thave acluewhatcommercial
means,” Michael Stipe deadpans as
he’syankedinto theroom by]Joey. “To
me, commercialis ‘Sledgehammer’ or
GangOfFour.”

Stipe’svocals are pared down almost to ashout on Document, while
Buck’sguitarsscreechand soaragainstthem, defying the gravity of each
particularsong. In away, Buck’s guitar work plays much the samerole on
Documentas Stipe’s voice did on Pageant, and what fewlayers there are
ontheLParestacked byhim.

“Itisourmostmalerecord,” Stipe says, tongue-in-cheek ashe
disappears to fetch abowl of water for his canine companion, never to
beseenagain thatafternoon. Buck takes up the conversation.

“Itseemed thaton thelastrecord, there wasverylittle room for
guitarsbecause ofallthekeyboard parts. ThistimeIgotabitgreedy.”
Hegrinswickedly.

“Itwas akind of release,” Mike Mills continues. “We were coming out
ofthewinterand we wereitchingto getitgoing, sowereally attacked it.

»

who Buckadmired for his “Dare I admitit? Bigmodern drum
- sound.” For allits music-biz connections, Buck claims that
Nashville was essentially a quiet town which soon succumbed to the
REM way of doing things. “Everynight we'd finish ataround one, go to
abarand meet the same five people.”

Theband describe the sessions as easygoing, afar cry from those for
Fables Of The Reconstructionwhich, from a safe distance, theynowadmit
came close to causingasplitwithin theband aswellas a personal crisis
for Buck.

“Ithinkwe were allkind of miserable,” the guitarist explains. “Ihate
tosayit, butitwasraining every dayin England and we were all going
through theseweird pressures, and [ think that everyband goes through
thesetimeswhenyouthink, ‘DoIwanttobeinarock'n’rollband?’ We
were atthe pointwhere we could feel ourselves

n D OCUMENTWAS RECORDED in Nashville with Scott Litt,

REM

it'sapipedream that’sbeen exploited
foryears.Icould get by without money,
I'vedoneitbefore. Youcan getbyin this
townwithoutmoney, it'snotanecessity.
Butit'skinda grosswhatmoneydoesto
you. Businessmen say ‘hello’ tome on
thestreetnow. They acknowledge me
whenIgointoanicerestaurant. Theylet
me putmy bikeinthekitchenatthebest
restaurantin town.Icanwearasmelly
T-shirtand they’lltake me to the best
table. It'sreally gross.”

Thelikes of the Reverend Ike and his
ilk, offering the promisedland ataprice,
alsomeetwith duedisdain, thistime
from Buck.

“Thatwhole faith thingis something
thatgoesthrough American culturelike aknife. Ithas done for years. At
theturnofthe century, I guessitwasabig thing. Aimee McPherson and
Father, er, what’sthatbastard’sname? Buthe wasa crook too. Theyall
were. There’s this American evangelical, hucksterism; America’s full of
religiousnuts. Theyall come here for thatreason. They gotkicked out of
their own countries. My family came over from Sweden because they
were agnostics and atheists. They came here to getaway from that.

“That’s why, when you compare our songs to writerslike Flannery
O’Connor and Carson McCullers, 'm flattered but don’t quite make the
connection. Flannery’s charactersareall strugglingtoreconcile their
faith toamodernworld where faith doesn't playany apparent part. In our
casel'dsaynone ofus have gotanyfaith anyway.Idon’tbelievein God.”

Inthe past, many of REM’s finest songs have walked the fineline
between patriotism and a gentle celebration of certain elements of
American culture. Yet, over thelastyear, Buck claims to have derived
mostpleasure from the tainted visions held by Big Black and Sonic Youth.
Wastheirsaviewhe'dbeen tempted to share?

“Idunno.I'mcertainlynotanapologist for America, though itwould be
anice piece ofland ifyou could wipe out most of the people.Ithink Sonic
Youth’svisionisverytongue-in-cheek.Idon’t thinkyou can take all this
America 1969 blood and Manson stuffatall seriously. Imean, they
haven’tkilled anyoneyet.It’sreal Alice Cooperish. They're probablyjust
alotmore comfortable with thatimagery thanIwould be. 'mnotablood-
and-guts type guy. All the clothes thatIlike have skulls on them, butifI
worethemI'dlookadork.Ijustlookatitall differentlyto them.”

Nevertheless, the songs on Documentare more overtly politicaland
damningthananythingthey’ve puttheirname to before. “Welcome To
The Occupation”, “Exhuming McCarthy” and “It's The End Of The World

AsWeKnowlIt” allrage with aseemingly

getting sucked into the business. Iwas pretty
much awreckformostofthattime.
“Iwasjustdrunkall the time.It'snot thatI
didn’tcare;Iwasjustdepressed ahell ofalot
anditshowed within the band.Ithinkwe were
thinking, ‘Why can’twejustbe hippies and say,
‘Fucktherecord. Wedon'twantto doit-we're
goinghome’?Inthe end, weworked throughit.
“Ifwewere torecord those songsnow,ina
similar mental state towhatwewereinatthe
time, theywould be very different.Idolike that
record. 'mnotsayingitwasafailure.Imean,
rock'n’rollisn’'tshowbiz, we don’thave tobe
happy. Fuckit. Asweird as thatalbum can get,

“Michael is
really worried
about this
conservative
trend going on”

uncontrollable anger.It’'salmostasifthe
passionand poignancyso prevalenton Fables,
stirred by the spread ofinhumanity and decay,
hadfestered and boiled overinto blind hatred.
“Well, generally, Michaelisreallyworried
about this conservative trend that’s going on
and thewaythatpeoplein power seem tolook
atthings,” Buckventures. “Rightnow, Russia
hasthemostsensibleleaderthey’ve everhad
and Reaganisjustkeepingthe door open for
morewar. Reaganisamoronand that’sall there
istoit.IgetupsetwhenIthinkabouthim.”
“End Of TheWorld” and “Strange”, a cover of
the old Wire classic, are alsoamong the most

that'showIfelteveryday. The thing thatsums
itupisthatbitatthe end of ‘Feeling Gravity’s Pull’ where the strings come
inanditgoesdown... ‘Neargh!" I probablylookedlike that, too.”

Documentshares asimilarintensity, butbyandlarge, it's developed into
anintrinsic themerather than astate of mind. From the unstoppable
droningfolkofthe LP’s openingtourde force, “Finest Worksong”, to the
"30s WPA-stylesocial-realist murals which adorn the cover, its central
themes canscarcelybe denied. Much later thatsame night, in his
favourite pizzaparlour, Stipe putsitallinto perspective.

“InAmerica, ifyou can't make money, they thinkit’sbecause you'rea
failure. Thework ethicisreallyintrinsic to American thought, and that
hasalottodowiththis LP. Theidea thatyoucanwork and work and get
whatyouwantand then try for evenmore. It's the American dream, but

powerfulandstrangevocal performances Stipe
haseverlaid down. Both are delivered inaspeed-crazyrush ofemotion.

“I'wrote thewords to ‘End Of The World’ asIsungit. When they showed
me thatsonginthestudioljustsaid, ‘It’s theend of the world as we know it
and Ifeel fine. Twanted it to be the mostbombastic vocal that I could
possiblymuster. Something thatwould completely overwhelm youand
drip offyour shoulders and stickin your hairlike bubblegum.

“‘Strange’ wasascratchvocal. Iwentinand sangit twice and said,
‘That’sit.’ Ididn’tlisten toitafter that. They tookitawayand mixed itup
and putsomereverb onit.Ijustcouldn’tbe bothered withit. [ putawhole
load of energyinto the other songs and that onewasjust, ‘Ugh!’It’slike
spitting—youdon’twantto getitover your shirt, butyouwanna getitout
andkeepwalking.” »
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¢¢ E’'VENEVERPLAYED
before. It’s gonna be awful
—Ican’twait!”

Michael Stipeis musingon the evening’s
entertainment. Athens’ two rock clubs, The 40
Wattand The Uptown Lounge, offer the kind of
nightly entertainmentand guestappearances
that, two or threeyears ago, would have had the
average Britrock critic salivating for more.
Tonight, Stipe and a couple of friends are
openingforhissister’sband, Cowface.
Unfortunately they areawful. Stipe whacking
outaguitar drone while two beefcakes bash
sheetmetalwith 10lb hammers—amore testing

“The thing
that always
worries me
is that we’ll
dry up”

theintensity of the earlierinterviews that
Stipefound sorepellent.

“Well, Idon’tdislike doing them. It’s just
actuallywhat comes out of them whichisnot
tomyliking. Ienjoytalkingto people, except
thatit’salways me, me, me, whichiskinda
gross.Alotof timesininterviewsIcomeacross
asverysensitive orverydour, because when
Italkaboutmyselfit’slike, ‘Ugh!’Igettoo
intense.'mrealreluctantto openup.”

Doesithurtwhen peopleinsiston calling
youweird?

“No,Idon’tcare.I'vedealtwith thatallmylife.
Idon’tthinkanybody canhurtmereally. Ithink

TestDepartment.

Atortuous 30 minutes afteritbegins, an endisabruptly called and
Athens’ youth driftsbackto the bar, unsure whether tolaugh ormourn
theloss oftheir eardrums.

Intheearlyhours of the morning, inaparkinglotadjacentto The
40 Watt, Stipe unveils hisreasons for all the recent extracurricular
activities. Thislastyearhasseen him extending hisworkwith The Golden
Palominosaswellas producingan LP by Hugo Largo, the bassisthe met
wheninterviewed by himin New York.

“Asaband, whatREM are capable ofis still prettylimited when it comes
downtoit. There’saveryset position whereIexist.I could never geta
sledgehammer on stage and hit metalwith REM.I've doneitin the early
dayswhenweused to playbikerbars.I'd wear this globeasahatandI'd
takeitoffand pounditonstage. The bikers thoughtIwasinsane, so they
leftme alone.Ithink theykindaadmired me 'cosIwasthisreal skinnykid
with funny hair.

“It'snotreallyafrustration with REM. Ifanything, it'sbeen opened up
sowidetousthatit’sactually dangerous. Butwe're able to keep things
intactand stay on top ofeach other. REM nowis kindalike the statues that
lookouton EasterIsland.” Hisvoice trails away, a trifle embarrassed at
theveracity of the comment.

“Idon’tknowwhythatcametome,” hesays. “Itjustdid.Ican’t
explain thatone.Iwas trying to make some connection and it
didn’thappen.”

Doyoufeelthere’saresponsibility as Michael Stipe to always
tryandbe profound?

“Notreally, no.Ithinkmymostartesian profundity comes
whenThavenoideaandI'mjustrambling. Thebesttime to catch
meiswhenI'vehadseven cupsof coffeeand I haven’tsleptin
three days.Ijustvomit,and ifyou're there you can catch the
little chunks.

“I'veread someinterviews withmyselfandit’slike I could not
believe thatThad said these things, theyare so amazing. It'slike
KafkaorJung. Itsoundssoincredible and underneathitsays
‘claims Stipe’. AndIjustgo, ‘Wow! Something’s there afterall.”

The previous eveningata Mexicanrestaurant, the waitresshad
voiced much the same opinion and had stared in disbeliefwhen
we toldherwe’'d spent 10 hours onaplanejusttotalk to REM.

“Weseetheminhereall thetime,” she’'dsaid. “Lastweek,

Mike Millslefthisglassesin here and all the other waitresses
were trying them on. Itwasreal funny. Maybe we should have
auctioned them.”

Athenshardly trades on thereputation of its most famous
sons.AT-shirthere oraposter theremodestly proclaiming
“Infamous Athenians!”. Afar cryfrom the intensitywith which
Distipels, asthey're called in Athens, study the band’s output
andlyrics, often comingup with the mostamazing translations
andinterpretations.

“IguessIwouldn’thaveitanyotherway,” says Stipe, slurpingat
aniced espresso. “IfThad aband, Iwould want people to either
love them or despise them.I'd hate for them tojustgo, ‘Ohyeah.’ In
alotofways, I think people come to the band because they think
thatIhavesomekind ofanswer.Iamkind of questioning thingsin
adifferentway, butI'mjustaslostaseveryoneelse. SowhenI'm
expected to answer these questionsand spout forth with
humorousand philosophicalanecdotes, sometimesit’s difficult.”

Stipe’sreluctanceto talkhasled to Peter Buckand Mike Mills
tacklingmostofthe interview chores, which they dowith the
geniality of old pros.Iwondered whetheritwas theinsanity or
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they're disappointed when they find outhow
normallreallyam.’CosI'mnotweird.”

The memoryofacold nightin Glasgow two years ago flashed into my
head. Aneverlasting vision of Stipe careering franticallyacross the
Apollostage, wearingwatchesall over hisbodyand with the word “DOG”
writtenin felt-tip across his forehead. Thisisnormal behaviour?

“Oh, Iwassosickthatnight,” he protests. “Icouldn’tstand up.Thadn’t
eatenanythingbutpotatoes forawhole week cos the food issobad in
England. AllIcould eatwas a sprig of parsley before Iwent on stage and
Iwasvomitingand shitting. Itwasjustawful.Ifeltlike adog, soItook
afelt-tipand wroteitonmyface. ButIstarted sweatingif offwhileIwas
onstage, whichlooked weird.”

Thereare other rumours, though, sightings ofhimreadingbooks
upside down for one. Could he remember the first time that someone
remarked thatwhathe was doingwas strange or odd?

“Youknow, myearliestmemoryasachild waswhenIwastwoyears
oldandIhadscarletfever. Iwashallucinatingand I washavingmy
picture taken.Thad asweater on and Iwasreallymiserable and there
was thisguyzoomingin and out. Tome thatwasweird, butIcan’t
remember peopleremarking thatIwasweird.Idon’tknow...Ithink
youblockthose thingsout.”

REM:(l-r)Michael
Stipe, BillBerry, Peter
BuckandMike Mills
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and earlyand already
sitting by the phone in the REM
office when we call. A pair of
plastic sunglasses sit awkwardly
onhishead, held together with
awad of Sellotape over the bridge
ofthenose. Along the sides he’s
glued strips of cardboard, giving
him the appearance of an Athens
Terminator. Inatruck parkedin
the street two storeys below, 18
globes of the world are stacked
neatly, ready to be burned and
bent out of shape in the video for
“Finest Worksong” that Stipe is
shooting this afternoon.

While he’snotnearlyassensitive
ashe’s constantlyportrayed, Stipeis
anincredibly serious and obsessive
artistwho never stops work,
drawinginspiration from every
wakingmomentand, often asnot,
everysleepingone. Indeed, he cites
hisdreamsasan often frightening THE G
subconsciousrelease.

“Iwasshotin onedreambythis
assassinwhowassenttokillme. ButIdidn’tdie.Iwas shot pointblank,
buthedidn’tkillme.Inthe dream, hewashired tokillme, buthe couldn’t
dosountilllookedhimintheeyes. He tracked meforalongtimeandI
finally gottired ofit, so [looked himin the eyes and he shot me. ButIdidn’t
die. So thenIwaswounded and went on forawhile, gottired, Ilooked him
intheeyeandhetookanice pickand stuckitin my temple andkilled me.”

Despite theunguarded descriptions of dreams, Stipe haslearnt to hold
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histongue on the more mysticalside
ofhisnature. Herefusestobe drawn
into discussingthe transgression
therapyheisabouttoundergo,
wherebyhewillbe hypnotised and
takenbacktoapastlife.

“Well, youknowit'sreally outside
theband andIthinkitwould
infuriate themifI talked aboutit.
We getenough shitaboutbeing
hippies already, especiallynow
myhair’slongagain.”

Thatsaid, REM don’treally
care two hoots or too much about
howthey’re perceived by others.
Like everygoodband, they
understand whatitis they do that
issounique and are nowsitting
inapositionwhere they can afford
toindulge what their conscience
tellsthemisright.

“Everydecisionwe’ve made that
hasseemedtoflyintheface of
commonsense has worked forus,”
Mikehad said the previous
afternoon. Peter Buckhad agreed.
“Youknow, people say thatwe don’t
playthe game, butIdon’tknow.Toa
certain degree, we do things thatare unpleasantto us, photo sessions and
thelike.It’sjust thatwewon'tdo things thatwefeel are deplorable orare
againstourideals. They’'dlike us tohaveaglitzy video where weall sing
andlooksincere and where there’s a pretty girl, and we have to say, ‘Wait
aminute. [fwe did thatwe’d look such pricks.’ If you've got something
peoplewant, youdon'thave to follow the game plan.

“Prince doesn’t. Prince hasweird covers and weird records. The new
onesoundslike ademo tome-whichis partlygood and partly
bad.Butatleasthehad theballstodoit.”

Likewise, REM have turned down a prospective Radio 1 session
scheduled for when theyhitthe UK this week.

“It'snotlikewewon’tdoit,” Buck explains, “it’s just that we’ve
gotbetterthingsto do.Ifthingshadn’thave beensorushed,
maybe we would have found time.”

Further example of their single-mindednessis the compilation
LP Dead Letter Office. From amarketing point of view, released
dangerously close to Document, the LPworks so well because
itincludesall the embarrassingbits other bandsleave out. It
makesyoufeellike you'relistening to somethingyoushouldn’t
be-which, as everyone knows, was one of the earliestappeals
ofrock’n’roll.

“Yeah well, we didn’thave too manyillusions thatitwould sell
twomillion,” Bucklaughs. “It'sasummertime album. Plus, ifwe
putitoutnowwe canhave control over what’sonitaswellasthe
packaging. Ifwe were to change record companies, we wouldn’t
have that control. Iwas gonnaleave out some of the ones that
were more embarrassing, butah, fuckit!”

Whatdidn'tmakeitonto the LP?

“Ireallyshuddertothink!”

Dreamsfor thefutureinclude areunion with Don Dixonand
Mitch Easter, probablyafter the next LP, an attempt to buythe
rightsfor the soundtrack ofa cinematic version of lain Banks’ The
Wasp Factory,and more production work for each band member.

“Basically, we're tryingtolearn howto produce,” Mike says.
“Alsoit’sgood todo otherstuffbesides performing. We can have
asecondary career, soiftheband should break up, we can always
dothat.”

Horror ofhorrors. You're notseriously contemplating...?

“Well,” Bucksighs, “I've always thought thataband should put
out 10 LPsbefore theysplit. But the thing thatalways worries me is
thatwe’lldryup. Everytime wefinish an LP, that’swhatwe think.
Andit’slike, ‘God, thisisit, guys, it’s finishing, enjoyitwhile you
can. Thereagain, [suppose we could always playLas Vegas.
Nostalgiafortheearly’80s! NowthatIcouldlookforwardto!”
MatSmith ®
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“He’sbecomearecluse
andl'vebecomethe
pushybastard”: The

JesusAndMary Chain’s
JimReid(left)onh
olderbrother William




“One
of the

sexiest
STOUPS

“We thought we were wonderful song-
writers and everybody would recognise
that, but nobody’s taken us that way,”
complain
. Now drug and riot-free,
surely the new LP, Darklands,
will bring people around?
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“Inaperfect
world,gigs
wouldendwhen &
wewerefedup”:
JimReidon
stage,1987

NME

IMDOESN'T WANT to talk about drugs.
“I'm pissed offwithit. Idon’tlike giving guys like Mike
Smithachanceto pointthefingeratthisgroup.”
Buteverybody’s gotagood drugstory.
“Iusedtotakeacidin EastKilbride and go down to this
deserted factory, justsmash the place up. One day, William
camedownand justwentabsolutelyinsane. He tried tokillme, towring
myneckandreallystrangle me.Ican’tdescribe whatitwaslike; we were
bothtrippingonwhatseemed like the strongestacid ever and he almost
killedme. It'snotagreat thing to take, because there’dhavebeenno
group, 'dhavebeen dead and he’d have beenin prison.

“The other thingaboutacid is that music, any old shit, sounds
brilliant. Iremember watching Shakin’ StevensonTV,and he was
singingasongabouthotdogsandI'm going, ‘Tknow exactlywhathe
means. My God, I've thought thingslike thatbefore, I'vereallybeen
there. Whichisanother goodreasonnotto take drugs, it turns youinto
acompletedickhead.”

William: “Yeah, I've taken acid once and I certainlywouldn’twantto
advocateit. Itwasan eight-hournightmareandI'llnever take drugsagain.”

Twoyears after thelandmark PsychocandyLP, William Reid isin the
throes ofhisfirst majorfame crisis. As pop classicists, The Jesus And
Mary Chain, the group he and his younger brother dreamed upin an East
Kilbride bedroom, have been inspired by awhole range of sounds, looks
and attitudes from pop’s Hall Of Fame. Perhaps the lifestyles and phobias
goaspartofthe package.Jimassuresmeit’snopose.

“Itwasnever like this before. He’s definitelywithdrawn since we started
thegroup; he’sbecomearecluseandI'vebecome the pushybastard. He
never ever goes to gigs or pubs oranysortof parties, nothing. Hejustsits
inthe house and does absolutelynothing or phones youup and has
totally depressing conversations abouthow he’s gonnakill himself.

“We’vebeenall over the world and seen many strange and wonderful
cities. Allhe seesis differenthotelsand TVsets. We had 10 days’ holiday in
LosAngelesandIdon’tthinkhe and his girlfriendleft the hotelroom once.”

Crippled '50srocker Gene Vincent used to send stand-ins tofill dates on
the Continent. In the '60s, Beach BoyBrian Wilsonretired to compose in
hissandboxwhile a succession of musicians took his place on tour.
Williamrecently made asimilar suggestion.
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Jim: “Ithoughtitwasabitinsane, butitwasjust thesortof
thingthatIexpected himtosay.”

William: “I've never felt comfortable on stage, never. Playing
liveis the biggest contradiction; everythingwe doin thestudio
maysound spontaneous, butit’snot, it takes time. I've always
hated other people’s songs playedlive too, Ijusthate gigs. When
ItourIjustbecomeazombie, I can'tdoanythinganormal
humanbeingcan,Ican’tgetanygrasp ofathread ofhumanity.
Don’ttryand tellmeit'sanybetter thansittingathome and
watching TV; youdon’'teven get different types offood, you just
getthe same old shit. We were in Italy foraweek and nobody
even gotanypastaor pizza,itwasallfishand chips.”

Whatdoyoufear mostaboutbeingon tour?

William: “Beingraped byabunch ofhomosexual muggersin
New York.”

Jim: “Iquitelike theidea of that. We went to New York and
everybodywanted to go out. He’slockinghimselfin aroom with
agunorsomething.”

William: “What’sreally scaryabout New Yorkis that there’s all
thesefire escapesoutside the hotel window. I'm always afraid
thatsomeone’s goingto breakin.”

Psychocandymaystill stand asadelirious mix of disgust,
anger and molten awe, but for both William and Jim, the wide-
eyedinnocence and raw thrills thatlaunched ithave now
encountered uglyreality.

Jim: “Whenyou getinto this business, alot of the mysteryis
blown. Alotof myfavouriterecordsIlisten toinadifferentway
now.Iseethemallsittinginastudio saying, ‘Let’s gohome now,
let’sgetataxi. Iabsolutelyhate that-T'llneverheararecord
againinthesamewayldidthreeyearsago.”

William: “I'd like to make four or five albums and have enough
moneyto say, ‘Right, that’sit.’ [fwe could have just one massive-
selling LP, Iwould quit. [ hate thisbusiness. I'd like to just write
songs, butthere’s always the feelingnow thateverythingyoudo
ispartofyourjob. Everypiece ofartor film thatyoulookat, everyrecord
youlistento, isgoingtoinspireall yourlyrics and music;it’sa pretty
horrible feeling.”

Thisweek, TheJesusAnd Mary Chainrelease anewsingle, “Happy
WhenItRains”. Withan upbeat swagger cut from the same cloth as “April
Skies”, itisbutataster for the panorama of forebodingand beauty to be
found onthe soon-come second album Darklands.

Therehasbeennoradicalformula change, theinnate talent for
combiningsweet, resonant melodies with aharshness oftoneisstill there,
butgoneisthefeedbackofold, allowing the Brothers Reid to explore new
vistasin theirsoundscape. Emphasis now switches to William’s genius
guitarand some of the strangestlyricsinrock'n’roll. There’s the celestial
orgasmdescribedin “CherryCame Too”,and the psychological and
emotional entrapment of “On The Wall”, asongbuiltaround ametronome
ofbassand cymbal, exploring parts of the Velvets otherbands can’treach,
withits powerful, punishingsimplicity and central characterwhofeels
likeadog, or “aclockonthewall”. Both “On The Wall” and thettitle track are
sung, and I'd wager solely composed by, William Reid.

These songsalone set therecalcitrant, reclusive elder Reid apart from
his contemporaries as perhaps the only present-day composer willing to
use the pop songasaplace for exorcisingand confrontinglisteners with
innerdread and personal demons. “Darklands” maybe thefinestsong
theMaryChain have ever composed, and typicallyit’sbuiltarounda
paradox. As the guitarreachesthe pinnacle of euphoricrelease, avoice
breathes, “I'mdying...”

Whatever else youmay think, it'sa far cry from the benefit-minded,
buoyantly optimisticstrain presently enshrined in the pop chartsand
the stadium citadels of rock. We're sittingin a city pub, the Reids havinga
raredrink together. William claims he never drinks, and after two pints
hestartsto gettongue-tied. Jim, on the otherhand, isonabender: “Iget
pissed all the time. It’s gettingembarrassing. I'm turninginto one of
those peoplewhohaveadrink problem.”

Douglas Hart, the Mary Chain’s third man who’s been with them from
thebeginningbutwhohasminimal creativeinput, uses the breakin
rehearsal time to huntdown a copy of Elvis Presley’s “Reconsider Baby”.

Circumstances have changed for the band since Psychocandy. They've
moved to London, ditched Creation Records boss Alan McGee as their
manager (hisrole partlybeing taken by the avuncular Geoff Travis,
owner of both Rough Trade and their Warners-distributed label Blanco



YNegro). Where Psychocandywas the product of
threeyears’ schemingandarguingas they plotted
abrilliantescape from the stultifyingboredom of
dolelifein Scotland, Darklandswas made with the
two separated and seldom seeing each other.
“Youmightsay, why did it take two years for -

THE JESUS AND MARY CHAIN

answer, and I feel the same way about the music.
“Thisisn’tusual, Iread interviews with songwriters
everyweekand they’reall queueingup totellyou
whatasong’sabout, how theywroteit, what they
were doingatthe time, whattheywere eating.
Ithink, howcantheydo that,howcanthey

thisalbum?The answer is, why shouldn’tit? Do
peoplenot thinkit’s strange howeverybodyin
the musicbusiness writes the same amount of
songseachyear? Theydoitbecauseit’swhat’s
expected, so theyget theiradvance. That'swhy
somany LPs only have aboutfour good songs
andtherestisfiller.

“We could have done that, butifyou’re going
todosomethingyoushould thinkaboutitand
take time overit. To us, Psychocandywaslike a
greatest-hits LP.Thate saying thisbecauseI've
saiditmillions of times, but to mytasteit’s the
bestrecord anybodyhasmadeinthe past 15,
maybe 20 years. Nobodyhas made anythinglike

“If we could
have just one
massive-
selling LLP,
I would quit”

analyse theirsongs?”

listens to the LP and reads thelyricsand
hashalfanimagination will be able to
figure out the sort of people we are.”

Inthe meantime, we can surmise; wordslike
serious, stubborn, confrontational springto
mind. Butsexy? Areyousure, lads?

Jim: “Onstage we're one of the sexiest groups
youcanimagine. Three or four reasonably
youngguysinleatherrollingaround showing
theirbacksides to the audience. Alllknowis
thatwe gettons of screamingyounggirls. Ifa gig

J IM: “ANYBODY WHO sits down and

itbefore orsince.”

Suchmodestymusthavehad abearing onreleasingafollow-up.

Jim: “We started to get screwed up about notwanting to sound the
same, thatwas the problem. Itwas so obvious what we were trying to do
on Psychocandythatl knewwhatitwas goingto sound like before we'd
doneit; thistime itwasn’t clear what it was going to end up like. Sowe
were chippingawayateach other’sideasall the time and werecorded
totally different versions of some of the songs. “On The Wall” was done
half-a-dozen differentways and what we ended up with wasreasonably
unconventionalforus.”

Theyareloathtotalkabout theirsongs directly, butJimadmits that they
oftenwrite separately, though the non-participant always gets a credit:
“It'seasierandit’sthewaywelike to doit. We're brothers—ifwe weren’t
we’d probably poke each other’s eyes outand demand publishingmoney.”

William: “SometimesI'll come to himwith halfanidea, like the way
TheBeatlesused toworkin the early days. John would write asong but
couldn’tgetachorus, so Paul would come up with something catchy.”

Jim: “That’s us, the Lennon and McCartney of the '80s. Actually, we've
alwaysbeen fucked up by that. We thought we were wonderful song-
writers and everybodywould recognise that, butnobody’s taken us that
way, people have focused on the guitars and the way the records were so
outoftheordinaryratherthan consideringthe songs. We don’t make
recordsuntil there’ssomething torecord. I thinkalotof people gointo the
studiowith aproducer, afewhalf-baked ideas and bash somethingout.
What’sreallybad about thatis thatitworks, it’s successful for those
people. Youhearrecords thatobviously haven'tasongbut God knows
howmanypeople areravingaboutit. That'skind ofsad.”

The dark climate of the new LP he puts down to their continued
isolationand hisbrother’sbouts of depression.

“Whenwelivedin Scotland, mydad was maderedundant, mymum
worked inashop.Ireallylike mydad and all that, butitstarted to getreally
insane, with the three ofus cooped up
inasmallhouseall day.Ifthe group
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doesn’thave sex, there’ssomethingwrong. I
thinkwe’rerefined in our sexiness, huh huh. We’re not pin-ups, butyou
don’thavetobesexy.”

William: “Ineverfeel sexy onstage.Ithinkyou can onlybe sexywhen
youmime onaTVshow-youcan getyourmakeup on, do yourhairand
youdon’tevenhavetolookatyourguitar.”

Darklands’ release willbe accompanied by atour. William will be there,
butallhe’slooking forward tois going to Bradford - “becauseit’s got the
most comprehensive photographic museumin Europe”.

Jimregretsthatthe old 15-minute shamblingriots on which their early
infamywasbased are nolongerviable: “Inaperfectworld, gigs would end
whenwe were fed up. But there’sa promoter backstage withanironbar
andifyoudon’tplay 35 minutes he’llsmash you over the head withit.I've
beenbeatenwithanironbar, I've had the shitkicked out of me bysecurity
men. Youbegin towonder what’s the point.

“Whenwemakearecord, we doitsolelyto please ourselves; the
compromise comes on stage when you have to take into account that
you've gotan audience to please. To me, some of our shows have been
fantastic, welook exactly how groups should look. Groups shouldn’tlook
soberorstand at the mikes and sing. Singers should roll on the ground
andkickguitars. But thatattitudeisn’t practicalanymore.”

William: “Iwaswatching that thingabout U2 comingbackto Ireland
the othernight. Ifwe'djust played 40 datesin Americaand everyone was
going, ‘Tloveyou,Iloveyou’, I'djustsay fuck off. It'sahumanreaction.
Idon'teverwantto becomeaperfectbeingtosomeonewholikes our
music. Peoplelike U2 have become saintsto their fans, butI'm asshitty
asanyoneelse, I couldn’teverbethatresponsible.

Jim: “IfIgot enough money, I'd like to build myselfa bigempire. I'm
quiteinto power, to tellyou the truth; I've got the energyfor that. Idon’t
meanlikeasmallrecord company; Imeansomethingatleastasbigas
Rough Trade whereIcouldbringoutthe sortofbandsIliked and domy
ownstuffwhenIfeltlikeit.”

Perhaps TheJesusAnd Mary Chain’s

hadn’thappened whenitdid,
somethingverydramaticand nasty
would have happened. It'shorrible to
sayit, butwelooked at them and said,
whateverhappenstousitwon’tbethat.
Itmaybeasbadbutitwon'tbe the same.

“AllthroughmylifeI've onlyhad one
ortwo closefriends. Evennow,Idon’t
knowthatmanypeople. It'snot the
way Iwantitto be either, butit’s true.

“We spentanine-month period
doingabsolutelynothingto dowith the
group;itwasareallydepressingtime,
we contemplated givingup.”

William: “Ithinkhe can speakabout
thegroup better than me. There must
beapsychologicalreason for it, but
when somebodyasks mewhatIthink
of myselfIclamup. Thatmustbe the
hardestquestionin the world to
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bedroomrockdream ofamusic that
takesdisaffectionand alienationasits
keynoteisnowhopelesslyoutmoded, in
aworld where pop musicisall-pervasive
androckthrives on community
populism. Their entryinto mainstream
acceptance hasbeenaccompanied by
much doubtanddisillusion.
“Wealways had thisideathatlots
ofgroupswouldstartafterusand
they'dbebrilliant. Instead there’shalf-
a-dozen groupswho’ve come alongand
sound like we did two years ago except
notasgood.
“Idon’treallyknowwhatpositionI'd
liketobein. The funny thingis thatyou
don’treallyknowwhatit’s goingtobe
like untilyou've tried it. WhatI'm doing
nowiscertainlyalotlessfunthanI
thoughtitwouldbe.” Gavin Martin ®
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w DOWN AND OUT IN HOLLYWOOD

“I ive for

LAWRENCE WATSON

adventure”

Once a song, now a play and an album,
Franks Wild Years occasions the return
of .’ subscribe to my own
personal mythology. | prefer to create
my own country and live init.”

MELODY MAKER

HISIS Amystery story that could be told here

and now:

THESET: Aseedyand once elegant deserted bar

inEastLA.

THE CHARACTERS: Tom Waits, a Chinese

bartender, and me.
THEDIALOGUE: “Youwaiting for Tom?” asked the bartender.
“Hesayshe’scomingrealsoon.”
THEDESCRIPTION: The bartender, Leon, lookslike a character from
aTom Waits song. The one where Charlie Chan’syounger brother finds
hissibling drunkin the gutter, pullshissocks up, and together they
watch Pinocchiosixtimes and solve amissing persons case.

THEACTION: Leon tellsme Tom

e e mtrll | drinkshereall the time. He cleans

——— =1 ‘ thebar constantlywithout caringif
- =R -
= lo DY. M A K - ‘ the processwillattract custom or not.

> Tasked the bearded fellowforastory,

! some snippetabout Waits thatcould
beuseful. Hiseyeslitup with
excitement. Hewanted toreveal
somethingto me, somethingdeep
and dark, somethingsecret.Justashe
wasaboutto divulge his priceless
jewel, the doorswungopen...

The story

HEWALKED INlimping. No, not
limping, butit’s painful, asthough
someonehadoverdonethestarchin »




“Theritual of
musicislike
snake-charming,

it'sadelicate
operation”: Tom
Waitsin1987




hisblackjeansorhiskneeshadbeen ossified by some exotic disease
contractedin Southern Borneo.

HELOOKED white, undercooked, almostraw, butstill healthily clean
shaven and bright-eyed.

HESAT atan emptybooth (notadifficult featamidst the desolation),and
immediatelyblended in perfectlywith the surroundingscenery—the
nicotine-stained wallpaper, the peeling stucco pillars, the hairline-
fractured ceiling.

HESPOKEjustlike he sang—with aWoodbine unfiltered growl, sucking
intheatmosphere and glowing outintrigue.

“You'resittingwhere Jayne Mansfield used to sit,” he mused, until the
bottle ofbeerarrived. “In the good old days, thisused to be quite a place
—theyallused tocomehere. Itwas theplace tobe.”

Ihad, of course, planned this storyweeks ago, longbefore Imet the
central character. Butisn't thatalways true of classic fiction—across
between futile misery and happy accident? Now there wasnoneed forit
anyway. Itwasall actuallyhappening. Myimagination could slumber
while therestof mewent to the movies.

Downtown visions

MM AUG 29

The bar’s empty, the clock’s working again
and the lunatic Mico, despite rather too
much egg nog, hasresisted saying, “Tom
Waits for noman.” All that’s leftis an album,

AsFrankstaggers
up the ladder, the
songsbecomeatoncean

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW

— 1986 ——

entertainment shot through witha

The storyteller’s story (also titled “The End Of Bold Type”).

LASTYEARWAITS performed a play, Frank’s Wild Years, atthe
SteppenwolfTheatre, Chicago. This much we know. The play, written
by Waits and his wife, Kathleen, described the odyssey of Frank from
bum to glittering star and backto bumagain, with Tom playingand
singingtheleadrole. The playwas apparently notwithoutits traumas:
10 daysbefore openingnight, theyhad tosack the director and junk the
sets. Once up and running, one of the female leads kept free-associating
andtellingadifferentstory “in theamusementparkofher own
imagination”,and Waits had to pull the play backinto shape by
improvisingin front of the nightly audience.

NowWaits hasre-recorded the songs from the play on hisnewalbum
—atheatricalinterpretation of the music, or vice versa. The songs have
beenradicallyaltered, but the essence of the dramaremains the same.

“I'wastryingtowritea dozen eggs tofit the story. Nowthe way the
musichasbeenworked onfor thealbumissortofaFrankenstein
cannibalisation of the play’s music. In some cases I tried
totakeatleastpieces ofthe process of doinga play,
andseason the material-soI cutthe songsopen
andinstalled aportion of the play. Thope they
hangtogether-like chickensin the window.
Thisplansto touraround the world, though not
performingexclusively the newmaterial.

“OnedayI'dlike to tourwith the play, butit
createshuge problems. The machinery ofaplay
issointricate to do awhistle-stop tour; folding
everythingintoaboxeverynightisalmost
impossible. Justtouringwith the very
fundamental elements of designis a problem.
Atthemoment, Iplanto go outontheroad with

some songs, alittle sleaze-flecked beauty.
These days whenIsland release arecord it
comeswrappedinathousand attendant
signifiers. This time round, the promotional
packincludes arecord,a10-minute video
and enough bits of paper to make you think
they were applying for planning permission
forashed or something. At

frighteningly assured fervour. “Way Down
InThe Hole” is the Man With X-Ray Eyes at
his evangelical meeting, knowing that fame
needs something to cling on to. Inevitably
“Straight To The Top” takes oniits Vegas
shroud, all finger clicks and words as ways of
filling up the silence. It’s here that Waits
gets to the dichotomy of

least there weren’tany
chicken bones dipped
inblood.

The album’s subtitle,
“Un Operachi Romantico
In Two Acts”, sounds like
it's going to be the first
part of Linguaphone’s
Esperanto course,and

Frank finds
himself a bum
again, using a

language of

languid nostalgia

his own motivations; does
the luscious twist of
language actually mean
anythingwhenyou're
parading this grandly
grubby self-mythology?
“I'll Take New York” is
the summit, recalling
another Frank taking
Hoboken dreams and

indeedit’s far-reaching
vagueness begins to
suggest that they wouldn’t be far wrong.
Tom sings, “Kick me up Mount Baldy,” and
youknow it’s going to be brilliant.

Franks Wild Yearsis an apostrophe-free
story about Frank’s rise from bar-room to
cocktaillounge and all the way back again.
Shorn of the visual assistance of the play,
the little soundtracks to success are
necessarily couchedin the overwhelming
flood of words. He may well raise his
eyebrows or wear abigred nose all the way
through, but for the purposes of this record
we'llassume he’s just being Frank again.

The firstside chronicles the ascension
as “Straight To The Top” comes over all
rhumba, articulating a tragically innocent
desire for better things. The air may be
“freshandclean” up there but the wind
isfull of broken glass.

“Innocent When YouDream” takes up the
theme, later tobe used asa closingmumble
with equal partsrecognition andirony, but
here arumbustious bar-roombellow of
collective hope.
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smothering them with
equally tragic misguided importance.
“Someday they’ll have to name astreet
afterme.” Isthatall thereis to the
sweetness of fame? Heavenbecomesa
metropolis; the country starts to fade and
the only good mountainis 40 floors of air-
conditioning. You just know somebody’s
going tostart crying. “/felldownat
the derby/And now the night’s black
asacrow.” So Frank finds himselfa
bum again, using alanguage of
languid nostalgia that Waits seems
most comfortable with. Franks Wild
Yearsisthe end of the trilogy and the
startof anewroad.

Whether Waits will stick to the
downtown visions or embellish his
character with the surreal obsessions
that seem to envelop his world these
daysis going to be a significant
decision.He'sup where the airis
clear but somewhere under the
cloudsthere’salong drop. Wild years
indeed. PaulMathur

kind ofa Cubannightmare band.

“It’'sstrange, youwrite somethingdownin
adarkroomand then peopleaskyoutogoto
50 citiesand say whatyousaid thatnight over
and overagain. It makesyouvery careful about
whatyousay.

“There’ssomethingveryold about the
storytelling culture.In Sudan, people still
makealivingsettingup in the marketplace.
Evenhere, inacourt, it’salways the best
storytellerwhowins the case.

“Theroadisreallyhard, becauseyoutry
and doroughlythe same thingeverynightbut
you're always encountering inconsistencies.
Itmakesme grumblealot. Itmakesme
impossible tolive with.”

Stories emanating from the studio maintain
that Waitsisnotimpossible, butextremely
demanding...

“Yeah, toadegreelam. Ifyoureworkingon
somethingandyouallfeel partofthe discovery
process, itfeelslike an expedition.It’s Dr
Livingstone, I presume’, and not ‘Gentlemen,
you'llbehereat9.30in the morningwith
haircutsand ties’. Alllaskforisacommitment
todiscovery. OOOPS.”
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Waits discovers partof the booth coming away
inhishand.

“Ohdear, whatwouldJayne say?”

“Ohdear, mychairis collapsing”, probably.

Whatawoman!

Hekeepsanotebook of otherrecentdiscoveries
inhispocket. Thenamesscribbled downinclude
Ted Hughes’ Crow, John McCormick, Brave Combo,
GeneMcDaniels, Irma Thomas, MahaliaJackson,
Brunello DelMontochino (“He doesawhole thing
with snakesand lighter fluid”) and Augustina
Lowra (“sortofa Mexican Chopin”).

“Youjustlook for somethingyourecognise. Ifyou
recogniseit, you gottafigure there’ssomethingin
itofyou, thatmaybeyoubroke offthe samelog.
WhenIgetintoastudio, Igetinterested in what
Keith Richards calls the hairin the gate—like when
yourewatchingamovie. Theritual of musicislike
snake-charming.It’sadelicate operation, to not
pullthe wings offthe butterfly. You can own
somethingthatdoesn’treallybelongto you. You
canbeincharge of somethingand have absolutely
no control overitwhatsoever.”

Franks Wild Yearsfollows the same serpentine
trail of Swordfish Trombones and Rain Dogs, but
movesin even more surreal, oblique orbits,
transcribing dreams ofinnocenceinto
palpable nightmares of experience, leaving
the scentof melancholy hotunderthe collar. Itis
the closestthingto sippingJack Daniel’s spiked
withnitro-glycerine.

“Thealbumsare different, but theyre also the
same, apartofeach other.” He pauses andleans
forward to stress theimportance of what’s to come.
“These songsallbelongto me. All the other songs
belongto two guysin the Bronx.”

Sorry?

“IthinkI'd betterjustleaveitatthat.”

Atwhat?

“Stromboli. The others belongto Stromboli.”

The owner of the freak show Pinocchiowas forced
toworkin?

“Uh-huh.”

The doorslams shut, still riddled with riddles.
Waits’ heroes derive fromwhatused tobe treated
asthedisposable class, the cannon fodder.

“Whoisthefodderofthatcannon?”

Now, like cans of Coke, these people are
seentoberecyclable.In the harshlight of
middle-American consumerism, theyare the
refuse side-effects of abuoyant economy, yet
inthetwilightvistas of The Waitsland, these
characters shine with the individuality that
marks the outsider.

“We'reallgoingtobedirtinthe ground.
Globally, I keep waiting for the world to rear up
andscrapeusall offitsback.Ibelieveit’sreally
aliving thing, butthingsaren’toveruntil the
fatladysings. Untilyou'vereally got to know
people, youcan'ttellwhat they'velost or found,
orlocated, or dismissed, orembrace.Idealin
thethingsIsee, thenfracture, dismantle,and
thenreorganise them.”

NTHEWAITSLAND, characters mustlose something to find

“lliketobe
disorientated”:
Waitsonthe
illuminating
“wrongturns”
hislife takes

“The albums
are different
but also the
same, a part of
each other”

Even the tattoos on Waits’ arm bear testimony
totheideaofbeautythrough pain: the bad bird
hehad donewhenhewasdrunkin LAand
touched up whensoberin Singapore, the words
writtenin Buffalo, the heart, and the name of his
wife, allreinforce theidea of ritual.

“I'macitizen of the world,” he offers with
sarcasticrelish.

“Ilive foradventure and to hearthe
lamentations of the women. Isubscribe to my
own personal mythology.Iprefer to create my
owncountryandliveinit.”

Inthisland, time canbetelescoped, inverted,
dismembered, tortured and restored. Waits has
moved backwards to move forwards-moving

fromblues, through samba, rhumba, Ferris-wheel cha-cha, spaghetti
western, gospel, conjuring up an atmosphere of wind-up gramophones,
opulentdecadence and tragic glamour. His sources have become more

I something, be stripped of clothes before finding their suit of
salvation. Itis, infact, the veryreligious idea of baptism by fire,
paradise through purgatory.

“Ifyougolookingfor something, in many cases you come backwith
somethingverydifferent thanyousetoutto find. I tryto contemplate
the many mysteries oflife, butin most cases they remain mysteries.
Idiscoveralotofthings bymakingthe wrong turnand gettinglost.Ilike
tobedisorientated.”

distant, yetthe musicis moreintimate.

“Ididn’treally think of itas anythingnostalgic,” heretorts, lighting
another cigarette. Frank, however, does delve into the well of historyand

exhumesamyriad of ghosts from the past.
“Ifaghostever getsinside you, doyouknowwhatto do?”
Can'tsaythatIdo.
“Peeyourpants.” »
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Thanks.

“RememberItold youthat. Could be useful one day. Ghosts don'tlike it
whenyoupee.”

Somethingabouturine that offends them?

“No, 'mserious. Theywon'tstayinyou.” His eyes lookwounded, before
wieldingahintofmischief.

“Ifyouseeaghost, thenyoucangobehindatree.”

Saves onthelaundrybills.

“Areyoutakingthisseriously?”

Of course. LAislike an obese 40-year-old spreadeagled across aleather
waterbed.Thadjusttravelled from the toenail to the leftarmpitin a state
ofpetrified horror. There’sbeen atleast one freeway shooting per day
since the third week of June, the crazies are everywhere. Nowwe're alone,
safe,andI'm prepared to believe anything.

“That’sthe pressure of modern urbanliving.I've seenacouple of
ghosts. They’relike porpoises—they cometo the surface of whatever
dimensiontheylivein and then dive back. Almostlike sewingwitha
needle. OnceIsawaSpanish galleon whenIwasaboy, withafull crew.
Itwasoff the coast of Mexico and no one else sawitbutme. It came
dangerously close to me and then disappeared into afogbank.

“OnenightwhenIwasdrivingand waslost, Iwasmakingall these
wrong turnsandIsawawarrioronahorse.Iwas trying to get found again
when this Napoleon-typefigurereared up in front of my carwith asabre
and thenvanishedinto the forest.”

Waitshas gone tobed dreaming of ghosts, sabres and galleons, butonly
wakesupina cold sweatwhen thinkingaboutlawyers, lifeinsurance and
whether or notto make awill.

“I'malsoafraid ofair turbulence, sensible shoes and fountain pens.”

What’swrongwith fountain pens?

“Haveyou gotone?” He edges awayfrom the edge untilI tellhimno.

“See?You'reafraid ofthemtoo.”

Frankbearsaresemblance to Tom, butitis onlyfleeting. Thereisapart
of Frankinall of us, butnot much of Tomin anyone. In telling Frank’s
story, Waitshashitonacentral nerve of the American nightmare-going
broke.Inaland where money maketh man, nothaving moneyisliterally
afateworse thandeath.

Itishardlysurprisingthat people find asonglike “I'll Take New York”
annoying, disturbing. [twretches from the underbelly of Vegas Sinatra
andsoundslikeJerryLewis onthe Titanic; anarcoticnightmarewithits
pantsroundits ankles. Yet, as thereprise of “Innocent When You Dream”
chimesthrough Time Square, thereishope, the cyclehasrecycled and
Frankisonceagainasuccessfulfailure.

“Thereare peoplewhoareasuccessatbeinga failure and people that
areafailureatbeingasuccess.”

Whichareyou?

“Idon’tknow. Both... maybe. Successis on your own termsandis very
difficult. Itrequires constant maintenance. In most post-industrial cities
inAmericathereisthedefiniteideathatwearelivingamongthe dead,
onlysometimes the distinctions areblurred.

“Peoplewant things throwninto greaterrelief,

used to thrillme, notfrighten me. I enjoyed thatwhenIwasakid. It gotmy
heartgoing. ThenIbecameinvisible...”

Our eyes met—one pair screaming, “Believe me, asshole”, the other pair
saying, “Youmustbekidding.”

“It'sreallythesecret to avoiding the police. Literally invisible.”

How?

“Yousend me $200and I'll write out theincantation. Youhave to dip
chickenbonesinmenstrualblood and shaveyourhead.It’salongprocess.”

Doesitcomewithamoney-backguarantee?

“Yup.”

The cheque’sinthe post.

“Alright, startsaving guitar strings and pigeon feathers.” Helooks
aroundat the clockand starts motioning with hishands. “I'mjust
checkingthetime... because, well,I've got to check the time.”

Thetimewas4.27pm.

“I'was goingto give you 20 minutes, butwell...I caughtamustangwhen
Iwasseven.IwasstruckbylightningwhenIwas 10years old. Itburned my
underpantsrightoff, buteverythingelse stayed intact. Where are we?”

I'm completelylost.

“Ohyeah, broke. WhenIwaslittle, mydad and Iused to go fishing outon
therocks. Onedayhe cutopen anoyster and inside found ablack pearl.
Heputitinhischeektokeepitsafe. We fished all day. We'd justlost the
house and hehad abusiness thathad gone sourand we had no money,
andIwas taken out of schooland we were movingaround alot.Ithought
itwould be worth half-a-million dollars. Aswe fished throughout the day,
Iquietlyreconstructed our future.

“Whenwe gotback to theshore atthe end of the day, mydad took the
pearloutofhischeekandithad shrivelled to nothing. It wasjustaseed, it
hadn’tformed properly. Thatwasrough.

“Icaughtabulletin myteethwhenIwas 17yearsold. ltwasadare.It’'sall
timing. And goodfillings. Youjusthave to bite down at theright time. Of
course, the odds are pretty much againstyou. Thatwaswhen Iwas
younger, whenIthoughtIwas goingtolive forever.I'mnotreadyto play
aharpyet.I'vestillgotback taxes to pay off. I can’tremember the last time
Idid somethingdangerous. Ohyeah,Istole ablackjockeyoff someone’s
lawnwith a hacksaw. Justsawed through in broad daylight.”

Uh, why?

“I'mpartofthe BlackJockeyFoundation.It’san organisation kind of
like theboyscouts.”

Waitsisanatural witnesswith anovelist’s eye. The key to his success
isanonymity. After his previous forays in the world of film -
Rumblefish, The Cotton Clubandlastyear’s surprisingly successful
Down By Law-Waits was able toremain invisible, butnowheis
starringin William Kennedy'’s Ironweed-amajor Hollywood
extravaganzadirected by Hector Kiss Of The Spiderwoman Bebenco
andstarringluminarieslike Meryl “Actress” Streep and Jack “Method”
Nicholson. Waits plays Rudy, the terminallyill cancerhobo, apart
seasoned thespianslike Dennis Hopperand Harry Dean Stanton also
auditioned for,and were turned down.

“Iwentto New York under my own steam.

and money can showwhereyouare. Wedon’t
know toomuch. Whereis the edge of the world?
Whereisthat minefield?”

Columbus, DrLivingstone, infactall previous
explorershave eroded the thrilland the danger
oftheunknown. Yet the more thingsare known,
thelesstheyareunderstood, and Waitsis
determined tokeep safe the explorers’ legacy.

“Ithinkaboutthatsometimes. Therearestill
placeswherenobody’sbeen. There’s stilldanger

“I caught a
bullet in my
teeth when

Iwas17”

TheythoughtIwasrightforthepart,soIgotit.”
Helooksdownathislegs, examiningthe starch.
“Ifit'sabighit, it could be time for an operation.
Plasticsurgery, sol couldlooklike Joe Louis.
“Thereare people thatgo heavilyinto the
metaphysics of shape shiftingand character
exploration, to the pointwhereit’salmostlike
summoningup thedead.Ijustworkon
relaxation. Yougottalove the film business. You
havetodoitlikeyouneed the money. It’slike

outthere. Therearestill places where vultures
canplaypoolwithyoureyeballs.
“WhenIwasakid, Ihadallthese Mexican friendsand we

necksinthesand and waitforthe buzzardsto come
down. When they gotwithin a couple of feet of us, we'd
reach outand grab them by the necks and snap their
heads off. Itwasjustalittle game, akid’s game, like
jacksorhopscotch.”

Hislaconic drawl emphasises the matter-of-fact
deliverywhile carefully submergingthe facts of
thematter.

“Weused to get picked up by the police all the time. It
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used togooutinto thedesertandburyourselvesuptoour v 0“‘:' WAITS

beinginanorchestra.

“Iworked with some great people.Jackin
particularhelped me alot.Iwassonervous.Ilearntalotfrom
theexperience, thoughittakessome time to get
acclimatised. It’slike school - they give you a toweland a
lockerand you getonwithit. Inplaysyouactually take

offandleave the ground. Youdon'tget thatfeeling

doingfilm. The drama processisverylongbutyou're
dealingwith basic things-light, words, wood. There’s
no prestidigitation.”
Waitslooksup toseeifITunderstand theword.I
wonder howaword claiming to mean sleight-of-hand
canbesuchamouthful.
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Show of the year
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you can buy wigs and novelties.” He says
this with his head upside down and his
feet theright way up. Thisis the best bit.

Oh, the stories, the stories. He's sitting at
the pianolike he’s just about to leaditinto the
bathroom orthe bedroom or the marriage
guidance counsellors,and he's telling us
aboutasoldierin the Civil War.

“Someone shot him and the bullet went
right through his testicles and into this
18-year-old girl’s ovaries,impregnating her.
They never knew each other’s names. Some
callitintercourse, butlwouldn’t.”

Idon’tknow whether I'd really call Tom
Waits’ show intercourse, although by the
waving of heads and earnest nods from the
folkaround me, there’s ahuge audience for
his peep-show teases. The young fellow next
tome looked like the sort of chap who'd think
that Wild Turkey was what you had at a hick
Christmas dinner, but wept at Waits’ cleverly
concealed dramas. Curious.

It'shard to get caughtupin the tales. As
someone whose life is gettingincreasingly
like a Tom Waits song, | warmed to the line
about “fast women andslow horses and other
unreliable sources”, but found most of the
appeal in the detachment, the vicarious
pleasure of seeing all these nasty things
happento somebody else.No one would want
to be Waits, not even Waits himself.

The sethovered mainly around the Franks
Wild Years concept, roughly shadowing the
album and play’s storyline. Halfway through,
he dons a tux and splatters moistirony
across the audience, his glorious absurdity

1] E NGLAND’S THE ONLY place where

“That’s one of the problemswith film. Until the tools of film become

inevitably beinglost
on most of the dolts.
When he mentioned
free cigars,awhole
row throbbed with
restless anticipation.
“A Christmas Card
From AHooker In
Minneapolis” was
astouchinga
moment as any,
investing all those
romantically
degenerate
referenceswitha
genuine beauty. You
wonder whether he
evercriesatnight,
thenyouwonder
whether it matters.
He probably does
and it probably
doesn't, but
caughtupin
the character
of hisown
making, he’s
notlettingon.
Thenecessity
of playing to
suchalarge venue
meant that any sense
of intimacy had to be caricatured, magnified,
into aslurry unreality. He plays the fool
and the bum and the prophet somewhere
down the end of the tunnel, waving his
arms about and scraping the spittle from his

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
LONDON ——

LIVE!
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Waitsonstage:
caughtupina
characterof
hisownmaking

neatly messy shirt. “I've beenraking leaves
all day.I've never seen so many fucking leaves
inallmylife.”

The backing band maintain a polite
discipline as the focus flipsinto stupor. He
raises his head to the heavens and grins that
grin, thenhe’s gone. Show of the year, in case
you're worried. PaulMathur

morereadilyavailable, and affordable, the financing ofa film willremain
asmuch anartasanything. With music, you canstill go to apawnshop,
buyasaxophoneand GO.”

Waits could finance his ownfilms, partly through advertising. Ever the
outsider, he remains steadfastly opposed to this venalidea, seeingitasa
Faustian pact thatwould eclipse his future.

“Ireallyhate the people thatdo them.I've been asked to endorse
everythingfrom underwear [lightningresistant] to cigarettes.I turned
themall down. They cutbacon offyour back before the pigisaham. Alot
of people go toJapantodoit, asthoughyou canshitoutin the desertand
noonewillknow. Thelinesare drawn, they have to be, as advertisingis
aligningitselfwith new countercultures. It puts decals on your work.

“Theideaistobesovereignindependentand notto have toworkon
‘Maggie’s Farm’, but there are people who should knowbetter buyinginto
apieceoftherockwithassholeslike Bob Hope. Why do you want that
kind of money?It’smoney that uses you as aspermto fertilise the egg of
theindustry. Ipreferabeertaste onachampagnebudget!”

The Waitsland moves in and out of focus with the rest of the music
world. Hiswife keepshim aware, ifnotinformed, ofany seismic shifts
nearthe popvolcano.And, asifto prove his currency, Waits asks after The
Pogues.Itellhimthey'restilldrunkand he seems content.

“I'sentShaneabunch of moneyto tryand gethis teeth fixed.”

Idon’tthinkitarrived.

“Probablysentitto thewrongaddress. Thatguy’s smilelookslike the
South Bronx.”

E’RE BACKTO the mystery of the two guys and Stromboli.
§ ; & ; Stillno answers. Waits’ own future remains uncertain.
There are no plans for future films, future plays or future
albums (although “it’'ll be something with feathers”).

“Idon’twanttorestonmylaurels. Thereare thingsI've done thatIdon’t
mind too much.Icanusethem...someofthem. Thereare thingsthatare
like mosquitoes. Some songs are made of mud, some are made of iron,
andsome of wood. Whenitrains, theyreact differently.

“WhenIstarttoknowwhatI'm doingIstartto getnervous. Eventually
youarriveatanimpasse. Therecords up to Swordfish... leftme thatway.
Ihadtoputonscubagearandfindawayout.Ithink thisnewalbum
marksthe end ofanother phase.”

Waits then tellsme he can openabeerbottlewith his eye, butIcan’t
afford his performancefee.

Yeah, Tom Waits—everything youwanted him to be and more: circus
freak, ringmaster, clown, verbal acrobat, outlaw, outsider, and... the
mysteryremains unsolved, for the moment. Ormaybeit’shere
somewhere, hidden between the dashes and dares. The baris still vacant
asWaitsgetsuptoleave, hatinhand, hand onheart.Igaze up at the clock,
whichhasstopped, probablyin sympathywith therestof the furniture.

WhenIlookup again, he’svanished, into the ozone.

Thedoorhadbeenbolted, and stillwas. Itworks! Leon the bartender
stops polishing the bar foramomentand shrugs hisshoulders asifto say,
“Itoldyouso. Youpeopleneverlisten.”

That’s the trouble with storytelling these days. No one ever believes
them. TedMico ®
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“Forgetmytits”:
Madonna'’s
Who's That Girl
Tourhitsthe UK,
August1987




The greatest array of
lmages ln p0p NME AUG 22

VERBEEN TO the pictures
with 80,000 people and

thebiggestcarry-outin

the history of Hollywood? Well this
was it. The golden years of cinema

drownedinaseaof Tetley's,as
Madonna - the Halliwell’s Guide
to pop -swaggered througha
meticulously scripted set that
was more to do with musicals
than music.

MADONNA
WHO'S THAT GIRL
WORLD TOUR 1957

ROUNDHAY PARK
LEEDS
SATURDAY 15th
AUGUST
at 6.30 p.m.
TICKETS 21 5.00
(Subject 10 booking fee)
GATES OPEN
3.00 p.m.

DANNY BETESH,

e ror
LICENCE APPLIED FOR SEE TERMS AND CONDITIONS
entrance aate 19 035027

desperate. All the theories
about the material tart with
the diminishing heart of gold
disintegrated, the momentum of
the concert wavered and astar
was brought down to earth. For
afewbrief seconds,Madonna
became Louise Ciccone,an
ordinary woman seriously scared
thatthere mightbe a death.
Madonnamay have the greatest

WORLD TOUR 1987

Marlene Dietrich, George Raft

array of visualimagesinmodern

and even Dorothy from The
Wizard Of Oz came to Leeds,
desperately seeking Susan, and
dutifully performing bit partsin
apop extravaganzawhich sent
soundwaves round the massive
Roundhay Park.

It was anight for familiar
entertainment rather than
experiment. One of those

You can cast doubt
on Madonna’s
voice, but never
the strength of
her identity

pop, butshe’snot a particularly
goodsinger. Onthe contrary, the
further she moves away from her
origins, the more she trembles.
Sheisat her best when dealing
with the languages of dance
music, creating persistent musical
highs, posing like a Funhouse
baby, urging the Yamaha syn-
drums to faster and more

comforting concerts where most
people know the songs and are glad they sound the
way they do onrecord.

But aseries of back projections,including a
patriarchal portrait of the Pope during “PapaDon'’t
Preach” and abarrage of Coney Island trivia during
the finale of “Holiday”, showed Madonnatobe a
woman of substance, who can manipulate the codes
of visual music. Look before youleap
to conclusions, because this
showusedimagesto

defamiliarise the music.
She openedthe
proceedings with

“Open Your Heart",

“Lucky Star” and “True

Blue”, emphasising her
hi-energy nasal drawl, a vocal
posture whichis meant to
signify the sassy attitudes of New
York City, but may well be the
result of touring the worldin that
painfulleotard. With the hyper-
ironic “Dress You Up”,Madonna
threw on an outfit that looked like
jumble-sale gear stolen from the
back of Edna Everage’s closet,
andimmediately turned meaning
onits head.

Bursting into “Material Girl” and
aburlesque dance routine which
featured a Nazisalute, some comic
goose-stepping and a pair of panto
knickers, her self-lacerating voice
was having a dig at the criticsand
her publicimage.

Suddenly, dollars were thrown
into the air and she shifted from
mock materialism to welfare
socialism, interrupting the flow of
her songs to calm the audience
down. Asmore people fainted at
the front, the pleas for peace
becameincreasingly more

ROUNDHAY PARK

— LEEDS ——

LIVE!

— AUGUST15 —

[London
Frankfurt

Paris

energeticbeats.

She comes alive when the disco power of “Into
The Groove” recreates Madonna as the club girl
and suppresses all those film characters she
imagines we want her tobe. The triumph of
Madonna comes packagedin echoing vocoder
chants of “Take it to the bridge”, the nagging salsa
percussion, and the neat way that “Like A Virgin”
seguesinto The Four Tops’ “I Can’t Help Myself”.

Sohow come she deluded herself that the
melodramaticballad “Live To Tell” is her scene?
Crumplingaroundin aheap of spent emotions,
weird noises and abstract shapes, thisis the
Madonnal can do without. Who's That Girl? The
one who's writhing about like astreet kid in search
of East Village arthouse emotions.

Give me the real Madonna, the dance Madonna,
the one who stampedes her way through hi-energy,
the one who rapes the whole of Hollywood in the
name of club music and the one who can coax the
drawers off amonk.

You can cast doubt on her voice, but never the
strength of heridentity; the flirting disco poser
hasbecome Madonna Maximus, a tiny blonde with
enough peroxide bottle to silence the noisiest
bitter-menin Yorkshire.

“l want you guys to keep me warm,” she told the
crowd, as cold clouds and light rain settled over the
park.But her theatre ofimages had already sent
enough heat round the auditorium torefuel the
stations of power and desire. She played the virgin-
whore dilemmabefore our eyes, there was a trio
of homo-erotic dancers and Felix (paedophiliain
apork-pie hat) touched up his sister.

The lads at the front of the stage kept chanting,
“Getyour tits out for the boys”, whichin the
circumstances was a fairly dulland unimaginative
fantasy. But the dominatrix of pop teased them,
thensuddenly flexed her wit and screamed back,
“Forget my tits, they belong tome.”

With one vicious flash of her Stanley knife
Madonnawon the fight, and Leeds united - the
crew we love to fear - were on an express train to
Castration Junction. Stuart Cosgrove
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JULY — SEPTEMBER

Nocturnal. Amusing. A fan of fast cars and
inscrutable postcards. Andrew Eldritch
explains the mighty return of

, and his reputation as the
Godfather Of Goth. “I dispute that,”
he says. “That’s like saying Christ is
responsible for the Mormons.”

MELODY MAKER



AndrewEldritch
andhismostrecent
recruittoThe

SistersOfMercy,
CalifornianPatricia
Morrison,formerly

of The GunClub




The Sisters Of Mercy at the Royal Albert Hall, a heavy black

nectar ofirony thatlooked certain to choke goth on its own
bittersweet excesses. First And Last And Always, the album out on
Merciful Release through Warners and nights sat up in hotels with
Eldritch in hismankyblack leather cowboy hat doing wilful bodily
harm to our fragile metabolisms and rattling on at mutual cross-
purposes; me aboutlife’'n’love’n’that, Eldritch, of course, about
fencingand self-defence and theiron bar he carried up the sleeve
ofhis coat for dextrous use in the possibility of attack.

Theworldwas spinningat Eldritch’s pace and itwas spinning very,
very fast. There were great conspiracies and greater paranoia. He even
offered to take someone out of mylife by offeringthemajob on the Sisters’
road crewforatour of America—ajobhe could hardlyrefuse and which
hemightnotsurvive. Somefriend. Some hero.

Andthen... well, those postcards. One from Mexicowhichread,
“ELVISISDEAD.Iknowbecause he told Me. Sorry to breakit so bluntly,
butyouhaditcoming, hippie. Feed yourhead—whenyoucanfindit.
Von EldritchX.” There was aPS: “Peyote girls goround the outside,
round the outside.”

Therewere others from Hamburg, thelast of whichwaswrittenin
Chinese, andIwasn’t the onlyonewho feared for the great man’s sanity.
Rumourhaditacombination of devastated health,legal bindsand
sheerdisappointment thathis ex-henchmanhad madeago of The

/_\ H, THOSE WERE the days. Cryptic phonecalls at all hours.

Filmingthe videofor
thesecondsingle
fromFloodland,
“Dominion”,in
Petra,Jordan
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Mission hadlaid Eldritch near-fatally low. We presumed the world
and Eldritch, to allintents and purposes, had parted company. Such
miserable unbelievers!

VLDRITCHISIN a photographic studio, glistening with baby oil
and draped all over Patricia, ex of The Gun Club and now his

i “right-hand man”. He’s here to pose with cigarettes and prove

The Sisters Of Mercy are still a force to get wrecked with.

Hedoesn'ttalk of resurrection, but of continuation, and asiftoinsist
megalomaniaisalive and well and ready to pistol-whip pop, hisnew
singleis called “Corrosion”, lasts 11 minutes, features a40-piece choir
multitracked 10 times and was produced by Meat Loaf’s old buddyand
master of the Wagnerian, Jim Steinman. I'm about to askhim why butI'm
laughing too much. The Bad News [A Spinal Tap-style band featuring
members of BBC comedy The Young Ones] mondo-metal version of
“Bohemian Rhapsody” hasjustcomeonthein-house cassetteand
Patriciathinksit’s The Cult!

Let’stalkover eats, Eldritch. Where d'you fancy?

“Oh, anythingbutIndian.”

Really?Ithoughtyou'd be amanforaruby.

“No, Irefuseto eatanywhere theybeatusatcricket.”

Italianthen?

“Italian.”

Where have youbeensinceyoulastappearedin the hallowed
pagesofthe Maker?

“Well, wewent through the corporate warsin my
familiarJonathan E-typeroleand we did OK. Alot of
untruthshavebeenbandied about those times, but
unfortunately the waywe won makesit tricky for us to
explainhowwedidit, and therefore prove thatwe did.
Itwasbasically over thename—the people thatare
now The Mission and myselfhad an agreementno one
would use the name when the band wentits separate
ways. Butafter they'd been touting their demos
round gettingnowhere underall sorts of othernames,
theybegan to claimrightstoit, which patentlyhad
tobestopped.

“And when theywanted to be called The Sisterhood,
therewasnothingIcould do butbe The Sisterhood before
them-the onlywaytokill thatnamewas to useit, thenkill
it.Ithinkthatreflected ratherbadlyonthename The
Sisters Of Mercy, and it’s probably due for reinstatement
forthatreasonifnoother.

“Thentherewasalittle disagreementwith the
publishers, RCA Music, over whatwould happen to the
money. Effectivelyitallkeptusoutofaction.”

Wasitfrustrating to see The Mission become successful
inthemeantime?

“No, because they’re notdoingsomethingI'dlike to do,
and they're certainlynot doingitin thewayI'dlike todoit.
Anybody could go outand be The Alarm or The Cult,
whichis exactlywhat they’ve done.”

Youdon'tseethemasalegacyofThe Sisters Of Mercyat
all, then?

“No...Imean, theytook theinterestand capitalised
onthat, butmusically, no. Itwasnoticeable forabouta
yearthattheycouldn’tget pressunless theymentioned
myname. [sawinterviews with myselfso many times
byproxy-thatgotirritatingbecause... well, Wayne has
aremarkablewaywith the truth.”

Istherebitterness betweenyou, then?

“Yeah. Yeah, thereis.”

Personal or corporate?

“Personal.”

Yousuggestthere’safundamental difference in attitude
between The Sisters OfMercy and The Mission.

“Yeah, theirability tobend over forwardsin order to
make progress appals me. Theway they've bent over
contractsand been appropriately assaulted forit—which,
again,issomethingthey’venotreallybeenpreparedtolet
onabout.

“Musically, too.Ineversangalyric of Wayne’s. Inever
found onelcouldsing.”




Historyhas proved that, when the Sisters
disappeared from public view, was exactly the time
youshould have beenreapingyour greatestrewards.
What, other thanlegalities, prompted yourinaction?

“Well, Iwasn'twell. I'd done three tours that year
andIthoughtwe’'d cometo theend ofalogical
course.Ititled thatRoyal Albert Hall gig ‘Wake’
aboutfour monthsbeforeitactuallyhappened,

SISTERS OF MERCY

Sothisiscrap andfantastic. It's time weredefined
the difference between manand beast. It'snothing
todowithhowmanylegs youwalkon;it’s everything
todowith the possession ofirony. I know people who
areanimals.

“AndIhadacatthathadaveryhighlydeveloped
sense ofirony.”

“Corrosion” isalready being compared to

and theband are probably stillwonderingwhy.
Imean, I thoughtitshould stillhave gone on, but
Iknewitwasn’tgoingto.
“Thelasttimeweactually spentany time
together, at the end of the tour before the Albert
Hall, we had some time playingin Americaand
thenwehad aweek offin Los Angeles.Iwent to
Mexico for the dayand the other two couldn’t
thinkofanythingbettertodo thangoto
Disneyland. And whenIgotback from Mexico
aweeklater, having gotsomewhat... uh...
distracted, Ithought, ‘God, whatarethese
peoplewhingeingabout, really?’ Theyjustgot
sofeeble. Then theysaid, ‘Well, OK, whatarewe

“You have to
acknowledge
the medium
in the
message”

some pretty godlike things. One of themis the
Stones’ “You Can’tAlways Get What You Want”.

“That’scool.”

Soit’spop about pop.

“That’saveryimportantelement, yeah.
Youhaveto acknowledge the mediumin the
message, [think, orelseyou’re stupid...
dishonest...orjustverynaive.”

Inasense, yourattitude was a precursor to
sampling. Youwere acknowledging Led
Zeppelinbefore the Beastie Boys used them.
Istheir physical, literal approach even more
honestthanyours?

“Ithinkthat’salowerlevel, averyvulgar

gonnado fornewsongs?’ AndIsaid, Howabout
this, thisand this’,and unfortunately thefirst ‘this’ I cited had too many
chords perminute and Craigsaid, Ifthat’s the guitarline, ’'mnot playing
it, and walked out. Thatwasreally that.

“ButWayne had already become a problem because he wanted to do
more ofhissongsandIthoughttheywere particularlyvacuous. Iused to
have tofightwith him to getthe songs to make any sort of grammatical
sense, letalone be sharp withit.

“Imean, you've gottaknow grammar before you can work away fromit.
The guydidn'thave aclue-he'djuststringbuzzwords together.”

Strangely enough, someone from the Makerwas around Wayne while
hewaswritingrecentlyandhehad abook ofaphorismswithall the
mystical-type ones underlinedinred.

“That’showmostpeople doit.Ican’tbring myselfto work thatway.
That’swhat passes forrevolution these days.I'm glad Iwasn’taround in
’86, becauseitwasn'tjust The Mission, itwas abad yearall overand
anyonewho broke thenwill be tainted with it foralong, long time.”

Butsurelyyou'reresponsible. Youintroduced a generation of synth-pop
fashion fops to the thrill of anti-fashion, “When The Levee Breaks”,
outlawbiker chicand druginnuendo and guitarsand ripped jeansand
dryice. Without the Sisters and the vacuum you created when you went to
ground, there could scarcelyhave been grebo and Zodiac Mindwarp.

“Idispute that. That’slike saying Christis responsible for the Mormons
—it'sreallynoton.Idon’tknowwhatyoulot wereleft with. Sowhat'’s
greborock?”

Youreallyhaven'theardit?

“No.Isitlike Led Zeppelin?”

Well...yeah... fake... fantasy-on-the-edge stuff.

“Oh, without the grunge. Maybe I should have taught them
outrageousness.”

Yousoundlike the Godfather Of Goth.

“Ha!Whenwe were trying to sell ‘Corrosion’ to Steinman, we told him
itwaslike thehigh pointofaBorgias disco eveningand he wentforit.
Nobodymakes gloriously stupid records nowadays.”

Queen.

“No, they're embarrassing. Steinman andIare the only twowho share
this glorious stupidity. Don’t tellhim, though. He just thinks ‘Corrosion’
isperfectlynormal. Other bands have no perspective on the stupidity of
itall. Theysay thingslike, ‘Oh well, we never claimed we were original,
or, ‘Well, of course rock’s stupid’, butit’sjust spiel, it’sjust Eldritch lines
misunderstood.”

Surelythisiswhere the attitude comesintoit. The
difference between the Sistersand the pretenders to the
throneisirony-in-overdrive, anirony thattakes the piss
outofand celebratesitsrole models.

“Ifyoudoitright, itcompoundsitselfateverylevel.
‘Corrosion’ isan enrichment of bombast—there wasno
otherwaytodoit.”

Alotofold Sistersfanswill say, “He’s taking the piss.”

“Well, of course 'm taking the piss—it’s the onlywayto
beseriousaboutit. Sameasiteverwas.”

ANDREW ELDRITCH, THE GODFATHER OF
AND TO PROVE THE SISTERS OF '_A_!ESY AR

interpretation. Inabouttwoyears’ timeI'll cover
‘When The Levee Breaks’ and wipe the floorwith the Beastie Boysand
wipe the floor with The Cults because they haven't gota grip on whatis
greataboutLed Zeppelin. It'slike The Mission going out and covering
Sisters’ music, theyjustmakeitsound likebad Echo And The Bunnymen.

“IrememberIwanttosee The Alarm when theywereknee-high to Big
CountryandIthought, ‘These people have completelymisunderstood
MottThe Hoople’, and it’sbeen happeningeversince. 'm nowused to
people misunderstanding me, thoughit’sweird whenyougetall these
ersatzEldritch clones out there treading the boards.”

You've never seen Fields Of The Nephilim?

“No.I'm told we played with them oncein San Francisco, butIwasn’t
actuallytherewhen theyplayed.”

Patricia: “TheyknewIwasthere and afterwards they came up and
started talkingto people nexttome. Ijustleft, Iwasn’teven going to speak
tothem.Imean, foramomentwhen theywere on,Iturned and thought,
‘Thisisfamiliar, what’s this?””

“The onlyreason that peoplelike thatembarrass me so muchis that, if
they'rereallythathooked on me, theymustbe tasteless. It gets to the stage
whereyou think, T'mnot thatgood, and anyone who thinksTam mustbe
anidiot.

“Theyhaven’tgotagrip, butthere’saninnerintegrityand authorityin
‘Corrosion’ which comes of pain, griefand suffering.I couldn’tdo what
TheMission are doing, I couldn’'tdowhat The Cultaredoing, Icouldn’t
dowhatthe Beastie Boys are doing, I couldn’'tdowhat Madonnais
doing,Icould dowhatAlice Cooper did, butI'm not extrovertenough.
Iwould havenoscruplesaboutdoingitifIwereable to. There’san
acknowledgement there thatyoudon’tfind in other, smaller vulgarisms.

“Andifittakesayearfighting corporatewarsinordertobeable todoit
withintegrity, thenT'lldoit... ornotatall.Idon’t haveto do this.”

Don'tyouhaveatouchingbeliefthat therole ofarecordingartistis
areasontobeintelligentand communicative, andisn’t that belief
extraordinarily old-fashioned?

“Yeah, and self-destructive.”

Soyou'refightingarearguard action.

“Orvanguard, dependingonhowyoulookatit.”

Thope history proves youright.

“Thopesotoo, becauseldon’tthink thisirony compoundsitself
properlyunlessyoudo add an extralayer on the top, unless you do mix
somethingworthwhilein.” »
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Don’tweneedaneweraofinnocence?
Don’twe need to unlearnhowto progress?

“No,weneedaneweraofcynicism. The
reason the NME, forinstance, can'’t
comprehend thissortofthingisthatthey
don’thave thatcynicism. Theystill
believe thatrock’'n’rollis supposed tobe
naive and wonderful, and ifyou give them
ironytheysay, ‘Oh dear, that’s distasteful.
Let’sforgetaboutit. Let’s pretend it’snot
humorous.' That'savery primitive
cynicismbornoutofaveryvulgarand
naiveideology.”

Has pop musicletyoudown?

“No.Tknowwhatit’s capable of because
whenIgrewupitwasblatantly capable of
itand itwas delivering. Expectations have
beenlowered since and deliveries have been faltering. It’sjusta question
ofraising people’s expectations again.

“Wecandoit.I'llmake therecordsifyou’llraise the expectations.It’s
alongwar, but ‘Corrosion’ mightwin one battleand, afterall, it’s the only
warworth fighting.”

Howmuchisrevenge the motive?

“Giftwasrevenge, aweaponvery specifically pointed. Thisis the
gloating, much more widespread, more general.”

Whydid you gotolivein Hamburg?

“It’'sthelargest cityin the Federal Republic, whichis the most powerful
countryin Europe. It’sjustsuchacool place, becauseit’s not populated by
cool peoplelike Berlin. Love the people.”

DoyoufeelbadlydoneinbyBritain, then, by the press...

“Yeah. Notsomuch these days, becauseI've gotareasonable amount of
goodwill stored up, butone knows it’s only goodwill aslongasyoudon’t
startgoingonaboutaesthetics when theyaskyouwhatyour favourite
colouris.”

Perhapsyouwere better offas goth’s missingman, the '80s’ own Jim
Morrison.Icanjustheartheheadlines-“Eldritch spotted gunrunningin
SouthAmerica”. Assoonasyoucomeback, you'rejustpartof...

“Thecircus?Idon’tthinkso, because thisrecordisso far off what people
expect, especially after Gift. And Imean apologies to Slough, butwe ain’t
gonnabe out there playing nextweek. Or the week after. Or the week
afterthat.'mnotgoingtobe turnedinto the sort of person where, after
awhile, thereare only two sorts of people-there’s the entourage, and
they’regood guys, and then there’s the bastard publicand they're just
there to make the turnstiles go click. Orifthey’ve gota pulse they get
fucked, andiftheyhaven’tthen they're the people you score the drugs off.
It'sreallydehumanising.”

Whatare yourwritingimpulses now? Considering that you've cleaned
up andlookfit(ter) and happy, canwereally expect the traumatised
emotional blackmail of “Marian” or the vicious druginertia of “Nine
While Nine”?

“I'monlythisfitbecauseI'm abouttobetorturedall overagain.I'm
notgonnadoittomyselfby touringbut this business takes an awfullot
outofyou. Asforall the myths about me—well, the onesyouknoware
perfectlytrue.”

Of course. Youfeed offyour myth.

“Ifsomeone’scome upwithagoodidea, [don’t think, Hmm, better go
outand live thatone’, notlike Wayne.”

Sothe drug-taking, womanisingrock’n’rollrebelisn’t thatimportant?

“No.Thaveabodyofworkbuiltup thatisso substantial thatitwill
eventually get Dylanologised. Thave total faithin the ability of historyto
judge, whichis why the gloating of ‘Corrosion’is sonon-specific.Idon’t
feeltheneed tosay, ‘Hey,I'mbeingvindicated now.”

incidentally), Eldritch has three pairs of shades arranged
before him on the table — two wire-framed bike-cop models
and avaguely Ray-Ban number.

Hasyourlay-offchanged yourattitude atall?

“It’'s confirmed myunwillingness to pay attention to anybodyelse.
Ioverhearthings, butImakeno efforttolisten. We don’treally figure to
re-enter the arena; we figure to sitin the emperor’s seat forawhile, then go
onholiday, thensitin the emperor’s seat forawhile, then go on holiday,
thensitin theemperor’sseatforawhile... We'renotinterested inbeing

/_\ LLTHEWHILE we're talking, incidentally (or maybe not so
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Christiansorlionsreally. Before, Iwasa
Christian. NowI'man emperor.
Abenevolentone.Imean, ifThad myway,
I'dstop thelions eating the Christians,
butsome peopleseemborntobe
Christians and some people seem born
tobelionsand there’snotalotyoucando.
Thanks to them, we've been pushed into
theemperor’s chair. It's quite comfy.”

Haveyou, inyour time away, seen
anythingencouraging?

“What, to dowith music?”

Todowithanything.

Twentyseconds’silence. Then, “No.
Butnothingdiscouragingeither. It's
alljustperfectlylogicaland according
to the scheme of things. Life wenton and
Iexpectittogoon.I'dfindit prettyweird, infact, ifThad seen anylight...
ordarkness.”

Control seemsimportanttoyou, whileallaround others are
relinquishingtheirs.

“Yeah.Butyousee, althoughIputmysole existenceinto making
records, [don’tneed to makerecords.Imean, ifThadn’t gone offand been
alittledegeneratein themeantime, IdaresayI'd have joined the
Diplomatic Corps—that’swhatI'mtrained for. OrMI6.”

Sowhat'd you think of Spycatcher?

“That’s prettydamnirrelevant—that’s all to do with the Home Office,
isn'tit?Ihaven'treadit, butIbelieved Harold when he said it thefirst time.
Iwasprettyyoungthen, butIfigured, ‘Sure, that'sthewaythe worldis.' I
can’tseewhatthesurpriseisallabout. And then there was Nixon—what
thehelldid theyexpect?It’sjust politics.”

SowasNixon hard donebyorwashejustdumb to get caught?

“IthoughtNixonwas a great president. He got the Americans out of
Vietnam, he made friends—to some extent—with the Russiansand he
certainlymade friends with the Chinese. Hewas the best presidentin
terms of foreign policy thatnationhadinalongtime, and I thoughtthey
were verystupid to getrid ofhim. He was very stupid to make amess of
coveringup Watergate—Imean, Reagansurvived Irangate.”

Patricia: “Iwas over there when thathappened and, you know, Reagan
calledup Richard Nixon and asked him how to surviveit.”

Eldritchissupposedto beaprettyruthless characterhimself.

“Notreally. 'ma counter-attacker by nature.'m not apre-emptive-
strikeman.”

Mostpeopleinyour position, if they reinterested in maintaining
control, tend to make a point of confounding (Robert Smith) or
confirming (John Lydon) their publicimage. You tend to do neither.

“That’swhere the hardship comesin.It’salot of extraworkand alot of
extraworryandit’sdreadful publicity. Anecdotes?Ijustdon’thave them.’

Will “Corrosion” chart?

“I'mtolditwill. Idon’tcare.It’sagood record now, it'llbe agood record
infiveyears’ time.Idon’t carewhen peoplebuyit, thoughIthinkit'smore
accessible to people;ithasamoreaccessible top layer than maybe
recordswe've had outinthe past. That’sjusta function of the wayit’s
recorded, Idon’tthinkit’safunction ofthe song.”

Sothesong’sawolfinsheep’sclothing. Or... uh...awolfin... what?
Brontosaurus’ clothing?Idunno,I'll cheatand putin somethingreally
wittyand apposite when Iwrite this.

“Hal!Ithinkit'sasharkinwolf’s clothing. Thatwasa pretty duff
metaphortostartwith. Forgetaboutthatone...”

Butitisdevious.

“Notdeceitfullyso. It'sjust crafty. Whateverlevel you take it on, Thope it
makessense.Imean,I'dlike peopleto go foreverything they can getout
ofitandallatonce-that’swhatsymbolismand obscurismareallabout-
butIdon’texpectthat.

“It’'sthe onlythingIgetoffon, though.It’s the only thing that would
make mewannasing the same songtwo nightsrunningon tour. It'sgotta
have thatoverwhelming panoply of effects.”

Whatdoyouread now?

“Der Spiegeland The [London] Times—I've started doing the crossword
again. Lastmonth I read Pilgrim’s Progress and Beowulf.”

Films?

“Idon’thaveatelevisionin Hamburg. That’s one of the reasons for not
writingin Leeds, because I'd spend 24 hours—well, 25 hours adayby the
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timeI'd taken some medicine—watching TV.Iwasvery pleased to be
forced to catch the Rutger Hauer season while we were in the studio.
Patriciawasrentinganything with Rutger Hauerinit. Some of themare
real stinkers, buthe’s so funnyin The Hitcher—it’sabrilliant comic
performance. You'lllove it.

“Itreallymakes youwannago outand doit. There’snotalot of filmsin
which the characterisso obviouslyderanged but, at the same time,
makesitlooklike such funthateven thesanest

anymore. That’stough. Itstillhangs over to the extent thatI couldn’tdo
itagain.”

Whatwouldinduce youtolose your self-control, to endanger yourself
inpassion?

“I've only ever done thatwhenIwasn't quite... Well, on stageI've done
things thatafterwardsI've thought, ‘No!Eldritch, thatwasjustbeyond
thepale.”

Becauseyou could or because youwere out of it?

person couldimagine doingit.Imean, to go out
and wannabe The Terminatoryou've gottabe
amoron basically—-it’s great towatch butyou'd
never doityourself. Thisis different.”

Sowhatmakesyouhappy, Eldritch?

“Cats stillmake meludicrously happy.”

Whatmakesyousad?

“Nothingmakes me sad, becauseIthink there
hastobesome elementof surprisein orderto
feelsad.”

Whatelse?

“Well, 'mthinking oflearningto drive. The
thingis, wheneverIgo abroad, Iinvariably end
updrivingandIdon’thavealicence oranything,

“I think there
has to be some
element of

surprise to
feel sad”

“Becauselcould, becauseIwasoutofitand
becauselhadto.Ifyoureinfrontofacrowd,
you'reina position of responsibility, and if
they'reallwaitingforyou to sortout one moron,
thenyouhavetodoit.”

Didyoufeel pissed offbeing putin that
position?

“Yeah.Imean, thelasttimeithappened, Ispent
halfanhourtryingto talkthe crowdinto sorting
outtheirown problem and then, eventually,
justdived. Itwasreallysad.Ifeltveryashamed
ontheirbehalfthattheyletmedoit.”

OK, that’sit. Wasitgood foryou?

“Ineverknow. I always go away thinking,

whichis probablynot the thingto do. Then, you

see,whathappensafter thatisIbuyacar. AtthemomentIjustcan’tfigure
outhowto enjoythat, because I don’t particularlylike cars for their own
sakeandIdon't particularlylike driving.

“I'mverybadatit.Igettheseurges.Iseethese thingsand Iwonder,
‘Whatif...?’ That’swhyldon’treally enjoyit—because 'mresponsible
enough notto dowhatIfeel theurgetodo.Idon’tgettheurgeto drivefast,
TIjustgettheurgetodrive offtheroad, especiallywhen there’snothingon
eitherside of me.

“It’sgotnothingto dowith suicide; it’sjust got to dowith drivinga car off
the edge ofacliff.”

Howwouldyoukillsomeone?

“Itwould depend whetheritwas someonelIliked or someone
Ididn’tlike.”

OK, someoneyoulike.

“ItdependswhetherIthink they'd appreciate somethingspectacular
orsomethingjustverysedate.Ithoughtthe self-destruct programmein
Soylent Greenwas pretty good for the sedate. I thinkifitwas someone I
really, reallyliked and they’d appreciate the spectacular, it would involve
anexpanseofsceneryand
anextraordinarilyfastcar.”

Andthoseyoudon’tlike?

“I'dalwayswantitto
takelonger.It'sbestto
killsomeone theyreally
like, I'think.”

Yousuggestinwhatyou
justsaid thatyoulikeand
dislikebutnotlove and hate.

“I'mverywaryofit.Thave
tobevery careful becausel
thinkI'm probablyabit
obsessivebynature.Ihadto
totallystop drinkingin order
tomaintainanybusiness
whatever.Idon’tgamble.
Idon’tdosmack.”

Andlove?

“Absolutelynot.Ionly
everreallydiditonceand
Idon’tthinkI'mlikelytodo
itagain.”

Becauseyoudon'tlike
losingyour personalityin
someone else, orbecause
youdon’tlikeinflictingit?

“Both. Wewerejust
dreadfulforeach other. It
didn’tstopitbeingbrilliant,
butit’smarginallybetter
thatitdoesn’'thappen

‘Well, Thaven'tsaid enough about post-war
dramatictheory or fencing or Chinese philology’, which are, y’know,
thethingsIreally careabout. And then someone always comes up tome
and says, ‘Well? Did you tell them how great the recordis?” and 1 go, ‘Oh,
actuallythatneveroccurred tome.”

Missionaccomplished, I think.

“Well, Idon'tfeel the urge to express myselfoutside the songs.I'm
uselessatsmalltalkandI'mreallyaprettyboring person.”

It’sonly thatyou’ve neversatacross a table from Wet Wet Wet that
allowsyou tosaysuch things.

“Noreally, IcanneverrememberajokeandIdon’tfeeltheneed. The
only conversationsIquite get off on these daysare the onesI have with
youwherewe discuss how crap conversationis. 'mnotsociallyhoned
andIdon’tfeel theneedtobe;Iwaspretty cruel whenIwas. Itgottobe
beyond ajoke. Onceyouconvinceyourselfyou're the all-time bestatit,
where d’'you go from there?”

Howenigmatic.

“Idon’tfeel enigmatic. Enigmaticis beingdeliberately obscure and I'm
not.Imightbe oblique, but that’s onlybecause, to me, obliquenessisa
clearer way of expressing
somethinginitsentirety.”

Could thisbe the Oxford
Universitytraining—theart
ofleavingoneselfleastopen
toattack, orarewetalking
about truth here?

“Truth.Icandotheother
aswell, butI'm too out of
trainingtobeableto dothat,
andwhenIgotreallygoodat
itIbeganto despise myself
forit. Inthe songs, thatcrops
upagainandagain, the
contemptofoneselfwhen
onefindsoneselfonthe
verge of gettinginvolved
withallthat.”

Soyou'retalkingabouta
search forcommunication
oraloathingofnotwanting
tocommunicate?

“Ireallydon’tknow,
butaside from the bitabout
RoyKinnear, Istand by
everythingI'veeversaid
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GunsN'Roses: |/
“spooning
brokenglass
andcustard
intoyourears”

ALBUMS

Guns N’ Roses
GEFFEN

Of course they're dreadful.
What'’s more surprising is that so
many members of the press, who
on most other days of the week
could be trusted tounderstand
things, seemed to be surprised
that Guns N’ Roses aren’t fun.
How, one wonders, could they
ever have expected that five LA
skinnies with tattoos and tight
trousers would have offered any
hope or even fear forrock? Guns
N’ Roses, perhaps more than any
other limp cock rockers, do
exactly, exactly what you expect.
Theinside cover has apicture of
an android selling toy robots next
toarape victim with her knickers

s E sl — ALBUMS —

sentimentality but never
somuch that people
might think they're soft.
It sounds like someone’s
spooning broken glass
and custardinto your
ears. “Sweet Child O’
Mine” and “Rocket
Queen” fill other bits of
the record up with pretty
much more of the same,
giving whole new depths
tothe concept of variety.
It'sa gruelling business
wading through their
creations, trying to think
of some world where
what they do could be
seenas having even the
slightest point, looking
forsigns thatbeneath the
skulls and the shades
there’s asuggestion they
cando something to
thrill. The worldis
probably their house and
the thrill, splitting up. The
rest, as they say, is crap.
When the greatbook
of pop comestobe
written, Guns N’
Roseswill have
forgotten their

library ticket.
round her knees. REVIEW PaulMathur, MM Jul 25
Abovethema
monster that might ~ IEEmEl Il The Bhundu Boys
have come fromone

DISCAFRIQUE

of Hieronymus Bosch’s
off days wagglesits tongue
inwhat | supposeismeanttobe
agesture of lasciviousness.

Thisis Guns N’ Roses’ idea of
depravity, the furthest they can
take the sleaze towards outrage.
Now obviously only someone
who'sbeenlivinginasmallbox
for their entire lives would ever
feel eventhe slightest twinge of
horror atall the studied disgust.
Therest of the population of the
world will snicker. A lot.

The best thingabout Guns N’
Rosesisthat they have a guitarist
called Slash and another called
Izzy Stradlin. The worst thing is
everythingelse,
but most of all the
music. “Welcome
To The Jungle”
is the first song
andasgooda
demonstrationas
any of what the
band like to do
with their noise.
Basically this
consists of playing
allthe instruments
veryloudandvery
carefully along
the kick-ass
school of things,
nodding towards

They are, of course, an out-and-
outpop group. It'simportant to
remember that. The success
of The Bhundu Boys - both with
their exhilarating live shows and
theirrefreshing ShabiniLP - has
been one of the more gratifying
featuresof agrey, grey year.But
in ourinsufferable chauvinism
the prevailing attitudeis to
regard them as an exotic novelty,
soothing the guilty consciences
of woolly liberals.

The Bhundus deserve more
thanthat. They are supposedly
“exotic”, but those patronising
them should consider the reason
they are obviously more
interesting than their western
counterpartsis that their terms
of reference are much wider.
Contrary to popular belief, they
don’tparade before usdraped
inthe flag of Zimbabwe, self-
consciously promoting their own
culture; they've freely absorbed
andlearned fromallthe influence
around them and they use them
intuitively. They compete under
their own terms and by their own
definition as a pop group per se
and they’re adamn good one.

Of course, the African
elementsare the overriding
characteristics of the band, but

it'swhat they don'tdo
with those influences,
rather than what they
do, that makes them
special. They are
sparingand
understated almost
to the point of being
atease, painlessly
settlingintoa
rhythmic groove that
isdisarminginits
unerring accuracy. And yes, they
areadanceband-it’s your part
and you can sweat if youwant to -
butit’s not as crucial to their
appeal as you might first assume.
In everything they touch thereis
arare vitality and warmth,
personified by the smile on
Biggie Tembo’s face.

The title means “Stick Of Fire”
andin Zimbabwe they are as
famous for their political
comment as they are for their
persuasiveness onadancefloor,
and subjects covered during the
course of therecordinclude a
discourse on the struggle for
independencein Zimbabwe, the
foolishness of greed and the
importance of the family.

One of the tracksis called
“Vakaparei”and|'ve been
singing it allmorning. Join the
Bhundu celebrationorhave a
grey day. Colinlrwin, MMJul4

Marianne Faithfull
ISLAND

There are afew people who have
flickered through pop’s endless
night with the grace, dignity and
beauty of Marianne Faithfull.
Strangely, apart from her early
dalliance with Jagger and the
rest of the '60s sirens, her best
work has comeinthe’80s.
Broken English was the best
attempt by a female British
singer to articulate the fragility
of obsessionand the true
precursor for what was tobe
bastardised into Suzanne Vega’s
witless simpering.

Strange Weather finds Faithfull
managing to make something
new out of what could have been
the most hackneyed of ventures,
analbum of cover versions of old
songs. The emphasisis onjazz
and blues semi-standards, each
teased out through her
distinctive jewellery-gravelled
voice, taking things outside rock
andcloser to Lotte Lenya or
Marlene Dietrich than Nico or
the aforementioned Vega.

“Boulevard Of Broken Dreams”
setsthe tone of deepregret
that never tumblesinto maudlin
self-pity. It's necessarily
melodramatic, possessing
analmost filmic sense that




contemporary writers have
ditched infavour of aural car
chases. The following “Ain’ Goin
Down The WellNo Mo” is one
of the record’s most curious
moments, anacapellaramble
through Leadbelly’s original
thatnever really considers
authenticity and actually gains
fromits studied distance. She
seems far happier with the likes
of “Yesterdays” or “Love, Life
AndMoney” where, despite the
drenching sadness, she manages
to communicate anironic
strength that misery rarely brings.
Tom Waits wrote asong
specially for therecord and it
provides the title track, cleverly
fitting in with the style of the rest
of the things, adrunkenregret
slippinginevitably into oblivion
as “the fog comesrollingin”. It's
not exactly an LP full of gags, but
despite all that sadnessit’s hardly
the stuff suicides are made of.
The other song writtenjust
forthe albumis“Hello

N
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TheSugarcubes:
“whisks of wanton
campanology”

SINGLES

The Sugarcubes
ONE
LITTLE INDIAN

Adorable, deplorable, oh
superglue aleech to my navel if
thisis not the wild dark horse
that came streaming past the
pack to give Icelandic surrealist
popits first single of the week
since Jaz Coleman’s Eurovision
winner “Boom Bang-A-
Whoopsy! (I'm OnFire)”.

The Sugarcubes are a phoenix

from the defunct Kukl, but
waste nowiton

Stranger”,in which biry, socialism or tourist
@, . q
the nakedness of n % attractions. With
self-contempt v, 0 ' adangerously
??come.s. almost "“? % cross-eyed
rightening. . chanteuse
Whether the 1 who
sadnesshas g resembles
seeped Iy both Denis
throughto o o Lavantand
Marianne Frozes sat the little girl
herselfis ts who cutsyour

debatable, but with
thereal-liferavages

she hasexperience over

the last15years, there must be
more than a grain of confessionin
the stylisedregret.

Her reworking of “As Tears Go
By” seemsratherunnecessary,
buteveninitsflurried sheen
there’safew suggestions of how
ravishing the original was. You
canonlylistento thisversiona
dozentimes ontherunbefore
tiring of the little cracks and
sadness. “A Stranger On Earth”
takes the disaffectioneven
further, making youwonder
whether she will ever re-enter
the pop fold or whether she’d
evenwant to. “Someday when
Iprove my worth/Iwon'tbe a
strangeronearth”. The stranger’s
coming home. PaulMathur, MM Aug1

lips offin your
nightmares, they
head straight and
bittersweet for theimportant
thingsin life - “She’s got one
friend, he lives next door... They
listen to the weather, he knows
how many freckles she’s got...
She’s painting huge books...
Theysawabigraven... She
touched it... Today is her
birthday, they’re sucking cigars...
He got achainof flowers, and
sows abirdin her knickers...
They lieinthe bathtub...”
Quite
the most
astonishing
apposite
brood of
sound
(sortof)
accompanies

—— SINGLES —

REVIEW

— 1981 —

these tortured
sobs. Balloons of
double bass and
whisks of wanton
campanology sway her
into increasingly suspect Gaudi
playgrounds. The mostssinistral
swirl of sinuosities.

For some absurdreason, |
observed myself sayinginapub
the other day, “Yeah, but | know
agoodrecordwhenlhearone.”
Then | thought, “Christ, you say
some preposterous things
sometimes.” Playing this for the
47thtime, 'm not so sure...

It breathes, melts, billows,
changesshape.Dieinthe sea
with the one youlove. MMAug22

The Primitives
LAZY

Sois “Thru The Flowers”
actually any good? And the
answer is: of courseitis, you
berk, evenifitis more tame
and tuneful than their others!
But buy it anyway for the
ravenous B-sides of
“Everything Shining Bright”
and “Across My Shoulder” and
because, if youdon't, everyone
inthe class will laugh at you and
by hellyoudon’t want to spend
therest of your adolescence
over-reacting against popular
opinion, do you now?

The daughter of “Blind Among
The Flowers” by The Tourists,
led astray by Edith Piaf’s dealer,
lockedinan “Eat To The Beat”
video (possibly “Shayla”), and
kept on adiet of pink grapes and
cinnamon.
Artifice of
sass. Feline,
sirloin,
parallel
loins, that’ll
donicely.
MM Aug 22

New Order FACTORY

New Order have always
flickered along afineline
between the exquisitely
resolute and the tinny. “True
Faith”,I'm afraid, is all trite
finger-bobs, ballooning brass
inanities and sadly reminiscent
of Johnny Logan winning the
Eurovision Song Contestin
the space age. Thisis aremix,
by the way, if you're still
interested. MMAugs

Prince
WEA

Bouncing
brilliantly off
the breathless,
plasticlust of
SheenaEaston,
Prince continues
toexploreand
extend the
textures of sex.
“UGotThe
Look” isaself-
adoring tussle
among wet
sheets, asingular musical
simulation of the gush, the
dreams, the penetrable.
Submissive, velvety, the fruit to
sink teeth into. Why he lifts his
head halfway through with an
inane grin and asilly baseball
commentary | have, deliciously,
noidea.But who's got the look?
The girl? Certainly not. It's
Prince! MMAug8

Roland S Howard & Nikki Sudden

CREATION

Arched, excruciatingly slow and
measured tread, more bleary
than bleary, through a ghost
town of collapsed morals and
purpose.Bleached reflections
and wheeling, screeching guitar
shapes, a history of rocks and
bones.Deserts. MMAug8

ILPO MUSTO / REX / SHUTTERSTOCK
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HAPPY MONDAYS, THE
FALL, PUBLIC ENEMY,
THE POGUES AND MORE

LIGHT OF THE BIRTHDAY

cm-l] A
1¢ sugarcubes

"Not likely to be
a disappointment”

MM OCT 24

frontman has been working with Stephen Streetand
Durutti Column’s Vini Reilly at Tears For Fears’
studio in Bath, and 18 tracks are nowreported to be
complete. Theyare described as “sounding very lush and
notlikely to be a disappointment to Smiths fans”.
Inthe meantime, guitaristJohnny Marrhasbeen
takingtime offfrom hisrehearsalswith The
Pretenders for their American tour. Hehasbeen
makinganumber ofunannounced guestappearances
withvariousbandsin Londonand Manchester.
Theremaining members of the old Smithslineup,
Andy Rourke and Mike Joyce, were due to appearatthe
LondonICA on October20as partof Brix Smith’s Adult
Net, makingtheir debutappearance.

M ORRISSEY IS ON the way back! The former Smiths

OF ROCK 1987




Morrisseyinastillfroma
SouthBank Showepisode
aboutThe Smiths.Filmed

shortlybeforetheband
brokeup,itwillbeaired
onOctober18,1987




1987

___ 00T0pER-DEREBER
Sin

Y

v -
.
-
<o

»

-
-
—
-

Slothfulbutnot
slow:(I-r) Murph,
JMascisandLou
Barlowof Dinosaur

“A pretty lazy bunch”

MM OCT 24

SIF1987 had notalready yielded a
A mountainous backlog of crucial rock

listening, SST have descended upon
England, via the good offices of Roland
Hyams, with a cargo of assorted sub-art, post-
thrash, bleary and blaring Americanreleases
hitherto unavailable over here. It'saprobable
mixture of rough diamonds and pebbles
which, to investigate fully, would require a
year's sabbatical. Names range from Black
Flag to the Meat Puppets via Angst, Blind Idiot
Godand DasDamen.

wasting having been banished by some
invisible time-and-motion study of aesthetics.
Dinosaur are slothful but not slow. They find
abeautyinthe horizontal. Their “Little Fury
Things” (backing vocals courtesy of Lee
Ranaldo) boasts a citrus, harmonic twist that
wouldbe the envy of The Byrds or REM,
thoughwhere the latter are wide-eyed,
wistful and visionary, Dinosaur deliver their
creamwith all the languor of ayawn.
Dinosaur use wah-wah guitar and seem to
exist, like a great deal of

Tosave time, | canbut
heed hearsay and state for
your information that the
Black Flag stuffis awful, the
Meat Puppetsareasfineas
ever and Angst, Blind Idiot
GodandDasDamenare,
atablind touch, wortha

“We all came from
hardcore bands.
We were into 0i!,
like The 4-Skins”

Americanindie rock, at
aninterface between
thrash and hippiedom. So,
JMascis, vocalist, guitarist
and largely songwriter, why
the “Dinosaur” moniker?
“...It’s thinking of all
those West Coast people...

gamble. As for Dinosaur,
however, | can state urgently and
unequivocally that their You're Living All Over
Meis one of thisyear’s finest, roughest
tumbles.

Dinosaur, at some instinctual level,
understand the value of inertia, of apathy, the
creed thatdares, but can’tbe bothered, to
speakitsname. They regress, correctly, into
asupine aphasia. Theirsis amusic of sublime
prostration, junkin heaven, voices that
palpably emanate fromindoors, voices that
have not got up yet. Musically,imagine early
Pere Ubu with their terror, their nerve edges
blunted, their extremities subdued. It’s not
that they are dull, but they are foggy, in
bromide, enveloping lurches. They
arebleary, half-alive and not all there
in atime when emotional pitches,
well-roundedness are pop’s ghastly
imperatives, with sloth and time-
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Jefferson Airplane, people
thathave beenaroundforyears...”

People youhave any respect for? “...No!”

Butthere are’60s antecedentsinthe
weathered, careless, ancient blur of Dinosaur.
I'm thinking of Neil Young. Do you listen to
Neil Young? Who do youlisten to?

“Uh...everybody.”

Now, this may not seem much of an answer.
Thisis not Quote Of The Year and wants for
the delicious, aphoristic quality which we so
enjoyinan Oscar Wilde or a Nietzsche. But
stark print cannot do justice to its catatonic
deadweight, more eloquent than any Pete
Burnsrant, the sprawl of the drawl, the great
mental cloud that attempts to conceive of the

ATHY

TASY

great swathes of rock history in
which Dinosaur are soaked. The
pause that precedes thisansweris
like the death of the word. It
encapsulates the (dis)spirit of
Dinosaur, their non-commitment,
the anti-urge that prompted them
to fail to meet up with Simon
Reynoldsforarecentinterview.

Simon, whose aestheticisin part
based around the failure to meet
appointments, around a celebration
of inefficiency and delinquency,
was undoubtedly gladdened by this show of
apathy ashe stood onthe street cornerin
New York for 45 minutes in vain.

Another story goes that Dinosaur were
once sounable tobebotheredtoturnupata
concert they were due to play that they sent
along another bandinstead to take their place
as Dinosaur for anight. Is this true, J?

“Yeah, well, they only told us about it the
daybefore...”

What do you do with yourselves? From
whence do you derive the will to live?

“..Wesitaroundall day and watch TV...”

Do youdrink? “...No...” Dodrugs? “..No...”
Are youmiserable? “No!”

Thetitle, You're Living AllOver Meisa
reference to domestic claustrophobia.
Dinosaur, however, do not so much burst out
into fresh spacesasretreat furtherinto the
house, into the bedroom. “Paledo”, their last
track, is made up of cut-up tapesfrom TV so
densely enmeshed betweenaforlorn,
acoustic ramble thatit’s like the release of
stuffy airinto the atmosphere, the stench of a
TV OD.“Our bass player has been making up
these collages since he was14. He figured he'd
like to use the best of them on the album.”

I've yet to address the thrash, the abstract
abrasion of Dinosaur.

“We all came from hardcore bands
originally, and we were allinto Oi!, people like
The 4-Skins. | guess all that English stuff was
pretty stupid, but | still have the T-shirts.”

Dinosaur’s thrash and white noise are poorly
fused, thankfully; more of anintervention, like
lightning through heavy clouds, oran
adjacent occurrence, a destabilising,
schizophrenic shift, asif they are dunking
their headsinand out of an electric storm.

Dinosaur know that the energy is not their
own: “l guess you could describe us as apretty
lazy bunch!”

But without resorting to hard work, discipline
or exercise, they become opento
charges, let more flood through. It's
notthem-it’sjust everywhere, in the
air, the cathode rays, the fretboards,
the flyingjunk. David Stubbs
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A de-sampled
album planned

NME NOV 7

HE JUSTIFIED ANCIENTS Of MuMurelease a castrated
Tversion of their controversial album 1987: What The Fuck Is

Going On?this week. The de-sampled albumis entitled
1987: The Edits. Therecord now includes large amounts of silence
where copyright-infringing material used to be. The band were

forced to take such action after being threatened with prosecution
by ABBA, who took exception to The JAMs’ sampling of their mega

hit “Dancing Queen”.

“No, we don’t think we're ripping the public off with this record,” said
Rockman of The JAMs. “The gapsinthe record
justshow up theidiocy of the copyright

laws as far as we're concerned.”
Onthesleevenotes of the new

~ ; The band are currently busy
/ recording asingle with the
London Community Gospel

inthree weeks’ time.

£
“We'veheard
theserumours:
Pop WillEatltself

“Not fit for dayt|me

NME John Peel acts on “sexist” PWEI single.

the whisper doing the rounds at Broadcasting House,

whereitis believed Peelie lobbied producers to prevent
Pop Will EatItself’s “Beaver Patrol” from reaching the
Radio 1 “A” playlist.

J OHN PEEL, PROTECTOR of the nation’s morals? That’s

Aregularvisitor to thestation tells the VNMEthat the singlewas

favoured byanumber of producerswho decide onwhat’s tobe

played, but Peel approached them individuallyasking them not
toplaylist the “sexist” single. Richard Poppie said: “We’ve heard
these rumours, butit’s notreally up to us to comment on them.

We can’tsay they’re true or false. Itjusthappens, Isuppose.”
Attemptsto contact Peel were fruitless, but aspokesman
forRadio 1 said: “Wedidn’tlike thesingle. It was given fair
consideration, butwe didn’t think it was fit for daytime
playlisting. DJs’ remarks are taken into account, and ifJohn
Peeldidn’tfeel therecord
wasrighttobe played, we
would have taken note of
hiscomments.”
However, therecord was
played frequentlyonJanice
Long’seveningshow.

album are instructions for restoring
the edited version of 1987... to its
fullillegal glory, including alist
of the records The JAMs sampled.

Choir, whichisbeing rushreleased

L *
®agguus®

NME OCT 10

Music (past)

Stones
Doors
Velvet Underground
Iggy And The Stooges
Bowie

Roxy

LouReed

Howling Wolf

John Lee Hooker
Kraftwerk

Damned

Buzzcocks
Undertones
Banshees

Motorhead

Music (present)
The Bunnymen
New Order

Jesus And Mary Chain
TheThe

Talk Talk

Kate Bush

Cameo

Prince

Smiths

PiL

Pet Shop Boys

Reading

General biographies

The Stones by Philip Norman
No One Gets Out Of Here
Alive by Jerry Hopkins and
Danny Sugerman

James Dean by David Dalton
NME

Television

Brookside

Bread

Network 7

I hate all quiz shows, anything
to do with Paul Danielsand TV
ingeneral. Butl watch most of
the junk that everyone else
pretends they don’t watch.

Films Garlicbreath.
Cruising "t m‘s’m MoviE Ignorancein
TaxiDriver o A b general.
Apocalypse Now DO WIS ...0n O T st s

Deer Hunter Flat

Midnight Express Five-bed house
The Killing Fields in Essex/Studio
Blade Runner flatin Londonon
Spinal Tap theriver

The Comic Strip

CarryOn

I hate sci-fi (with the exception
of Blade Runner)

Drink

Lager
Brandy
Water
Tea

Clothes

Leather
Black boots
Levi's
White T-shirts
Gaultier

Gars

Aston Martin
Porsche
Mercedes

Places

Paris
Berlin
California
Italy

Food

Italian
French
Indonesian
Any junk

Hates

Most DJs (and the people who
control them).

Datsun and Toyota cars.
Journalists who review records
anddon’teven play them.

The bastard that kicked my dog
inthe guts.

People who say, “Isit him? It
isn't, itis!” and they're standing
next toyouinthe supermarket.

ULLSTEIN BILD / GETTY; DAVE WAINWRIGHT / REX / SHUTTERSTOCK; STEPHEN PARKER / ALAMY
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“Crank the volume, distortion,
scream - that’s rock”

N ABARabove Boston’s grainy Rat
Club, there’'sawar goingon.On the
TV.Onthe ceiling.l don’tknow which
war itis. Atleast | know that’s the
ceiling. How can I make sureitis?|
know.I'llask a Pixie. Here’s one. What’s he
saying? “You have music, but you have, like,
your own life. You have the big questions, but
youstill say to your buddies: ‘Have you heard
that?’It’s like baseball cards.”

Sure, butis that the ceiling? “Rock music is
an entertainment, butit’s noise. And all these
extremes of volume. The human body was not
designed to hear these things, not even with
advancedscience.Evenin Chuck Berry’s day
ithad this negative effect onthe body. It’s just
soloud. Canyouimagine someone from
about 200 years ago hearing that kind of
noise? It's like thunder. They'd think it was like
God speaking to them or something. It’s like
lightning. What else isit like? What else is
there? Canyouthink of anything else?”

Uuh...rushes of blood to the heads of
dromedaries. Canlgetyouadrink?

there, every-flaming where. Allyou have
todoisfind somethingnooneelseis
thinking about and think about it hard.

It gets easier with practice. More to the
point, thereis aloud and anxious, sometimes
sweetly cacophonic, rock group called the
Pixies.Now. A “rock group” asin lggy thru
Gun Club (although they also like Hiisker D,
Tom Waits, George Formby, “Bela Lugosi’s
Dead” by Bauhaus and an SST band called
Angst), asin harsh and hysterical and heavenly
and harrowing rather than “emoting” (where
the streetshave noreal people, just hired
extras) and motionless.

ITOLD YOU THERE were pixies. Here,
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Introducing an exciting, oddball new band from Boston... the Pixies.

These Pixies know when to scream and when
to giggle. They formed somewhere (guitarist
Joey and frontman Black were college room-
mates), they’ve been going for alittle while.
They answer “Yeah, sure” if you ask if they're
hip sexy Zulus, and they are three boys and
onegirl.| don’t meet Mrs John Murphy, the
bassist, because she had afamily tragedy the
day before. ljust meet the three - Charles
“Black” Francis (pure voice, guitar, raconteur),
Joey Santiago (feedback, handsome) and
David Lovering (drums, gleaming grin to
match his shirt) -who are afamily tragedy. Or
comedy. Whatever. They have a small eight-
song album outin October called Come On
Pilgrim, which willincongruously enough
(some might say) be on 4AD.

Black Charlesis a chubby salt-of-the-earth
avuncular poet who talks nine to the dozen
and warms to youwhenyou get fed up with
asking questions and just answer back. Joey is
aFilipinowho has trouble reading, butis so
lean and pretty it couldn’t even matter. David
looks anything but decadent, which judging
by my observational prowess means he’s
probably the Marquis De Sade. The Pixies
singaboutincestalot, but firsthere’s what
Joey thinks about holidays.

“I hate fucking holidays. Everyone gets
neurotic. You get drunk and make flames.
Like, New Year's Eve is just aday tome.”

When Joey was at high school he named his
second computer programlggy. He named
his second computer program Pop. His
teacher said: “Why don’t you name them after
treeslike everybody else?” Joey thinks
if he gets famous in America playing
noisy guitars he’'llbe able to gohome
(he left when he was seven) and have
big fun with lots of lovely Filipino girls.

ThePixiesin1987:
(I-r)DavidLovering,
MrsJohnMurphy
(akaKimDeal),
BlackFrancisand
JoeySantiago

You could describe Joey as “healthy”. When
the Pixies come over to support Throwing
Muses on their British tour around February,
me and Joey are going to open abar called
ColdBeer On Sale Inside. | doubt very much
that this was just a drunken fancy.

David claims to be contradictory butisn’t,is
into Rush, A Certain Ratio, mysticism, and
magnetised contraptions, wants the Pixies to
be on The Young Ones (God, how passé),
mentions Rutger Hauer, and is some sort of
electronics wizard.l don’tunderstand the
mechanics of this, but it seems he’s invented
someillegal pirate dish which can pick up
private conversations from miles away. It can
also track the mating sounds of wild bobcats,
and he assures me these sound very much like
ababy being axed. Another thinghe candois
wire gaming machines so they start without
being touched, so “folks get freaked”.
Alternatively, he can blow themup. When | put
forward the suggestion that he could work out
away of making large money from his
sabotage, he looks confused and saysit’s more
funtojust blow themup. “Right,” I say. “Right.”

Joey once biked across the state of
Massachusetts toraise money for charity, but
when he got back he was too lazy to collect
the funds. “So many damn customers.
Sponsors. What you call them.” He pretended
he never gotback. If anyone asks, he’s still
pedalling across abeach somewhere, OK?

Ithinkit’s time we asked Black why he sings
aboutincest so much. “It’s all those characters
inthe Old Testament.'m obsessed with them.

PILGRIMS

PROGRESS




Why it comes out so much | don’t know. Look,
Idon’thave any sisters, OK? All brothers.
Andwe're all very hetero. | use the word
‘motherfucker’in the way it was used 200
yearsago;it'sbeen devaluedsince. | love
insults and put-downs. Especially Spanish
ones; I'm particularlyimpressed with those.
Whenyou ask Puerto Ricans what they mean,
you always get along explanation with
detailed information. English put-downs don’t
reflect culture or class. No style.”

Joey speaks Tagalog. It's his native tongue.
His one memory of his birthplace is that when
The Beatles broke up hislocal churchrang out
with people singing “Ob-La-Di, Ob-La-Da" all
daylong.Lalalala, life goeson.

Charles s terrified of being compared to Lou
Reed and thisis why he always singsinavery
high voice. He knows rock’n’rollis supposed to
be groinal. “That’s why everyone who listens
toitcanatleast remember puberty. | hate to
sound anti-old, but people don’t have sex
after 50, also by the time

joke.Reincarnation and stuff? | don’t know
what that’s about. Youjust doimages from
deep withinyour soul. So, they're interesting.
Much more thantrying to figureitall out. Like
TRex. Like Eraserhead. These are my
favourite things. Not Nancy Sinatra.
Surprises. We're surrealists. Maybe the avant-
garde appeals to people from our economic
background, because we're typically
rejecting the older meaningful Christian
values, but we're still confused as hell.

“Like with all the satellites and shit there’s so
many words flying through the air youdon’t
know what's going on, you don’t know what to
think. I really love all that stuff, though - shit -
they talk about Aids in Africa, everyone’s
gonnadiein10years-youjust think: ‘What
the fuck’s going on?’ And then-and thenyou
don’t even think that any more...”

Black? Charles? “Yeah?” Let me get you
anotherdrink.Letme getyouahouse.

The Pixies’ first full-length album will spout
and surface next springif your earshaven't
gone on the wagon after Come On Pilgrim.
Charming name, that.

“It’s stolen from a Californian Christian folk
singer called Larry Norman, who always says:
‘Come on pilgrim, youknow he loves you.
That’s sucha cool line. | phoned his girlfriend
toseeifitwas cool tostealitand he never
phonedback, so fuckit.Ifl getsued, I'll say |
stole it from John Wayne. Say, does America
seem like abizarre wasteland to you? The
world and his wife and their mediocrity?”

Tellme about “EdIs Dead”, Black. “There was
this hideous weird girl at my high school who
wore aburlap sack, cords and rubber shoes.1'd

talk to her,butnoone else

you're 50 you accept that
all this singing about
frustrationisjust bullshit.
Theoldestrockstarsare
about 48 now, soit’s gonna
beinteresting...”

“Anew market could open
up,” says David. “We're all
laying backin our nursing
home kinda stuff...”

“l just keep saying
‘repent’ as ajoke...
You just do images
from deep within
your soul”

would. | didn’tknow what
was wrong with her, then
later | found out she’d been
mentally affected aftera
caraccident.

“Five yearslater | went
back and saw herriding
abike around, exactly the
same as she ever was.
Except...she wasreally

Sorry, what did you say
rock was? The readers might want to know.
“Oh, suck, crank the volume, distortion,
scream - that’srock.”

Thanks. What's all this about diseases?

“Isaid | wanna be asinger like Lou Reed/I like
Lou Reed, she said, sticking her tongue inmy
ear/Let’s go, let’s sit, let’s talk, politics goes
so good with beer/And while we're at it, baby,
why don’t you tellme one of your biggest
fears?/Isaid losing my penis to a whore with
disease -just kidding/...I'm a humble guy...”
(“I've BeenTired”)

C‘ NO ONE SAYS the word ‘penis’, do
they? It'sareal ‘medical’ word.
Everyone goessick and blushes.
Ohsshit, ljust think love is everything and
everythingis perfect, soloveisperfect.ljust
like words that sound good.”
Davidinterrupts to say thatif you play Pixies’
record backwards, it goes: “Natas, Natas...”
“Imean, l just like nice-sounding words like
‘caribou’,” continues Black. “OK, that’s a nice
animal too. But | just keep saying ‘repent’ asa

sunburned.” Andher name
was Ed? “Shit, no. Itjustrhymes.”

“Elevator lady, elevator lady, elevator lady,
lady lady lady, levitate me!” (“Levitate Me”)

66 IMAGINE AFTERTHE nuclear

holocaust,” says Joey Santiago,

“there’s just this heap of rocks. And
one guy will come alongandbang two
togetherand he’llbe the first star! Wow! Hey,
Igotafriend who brings me crystals from
Stockholm. They'rereally wild. Also, she brings
me pomegranates.”

Black went on an archaeological dignotlong
ago.He foundjewels stuckin the ribs of
babies, and pearlsin their teeth. “And there
was this one pearl that had, over the years,
made it all the way from the bottom of the
Pacific Oceanto the middle of the Arizona
desert.Byitself.”

Ladies and gentlemen, do | have no choice
but to give you the Pixies or what? Get off of
your toadstool for the loudest new prayersin
The West. Slipshod andimminent. Thereis no
ceiling. Chris Roberts

March21,1987:
PrinceattheFirst
Avenuenightclub
inMinneapolis

The artist is
not credited

NME NOV 28

inthe shopsin the first week of

December, his second release of the
year. The eight-track LP comesina
completelyblack sleeve, except for the
catalogue number which appearsin
small peach print. The artistis not
credited and the album hasno title to
speak of, butinsiders sayitislikely to
become known as The Black Album.

Thereisno official word from WEA, who
distribute Paisley Park, although they did
say therewere strongrumours ofarelease
before the end of theyear.

But, with the help of The Revolution, an
unofficial Prince information servicein
the UK, NMEhaslearned that thealbum
willbe sneaked outon December 7with
theminimum offussand no advertising.
Thetrackswere allrecordedin thelast 18
months, some from the Sign O’ The Times
sessionsand earlier material.

Thefulltracklistingis “Le Grind”, “Cindy
C”,“Dead Onlt”, “When2RInLove”, “Bob

George”, “Superfunkycalifragisexi”,

PRINCE WILLHAVE anew album

“2Nigs United 4 West Compton” and
“Hard RockIn A FunkyPlace”.

Plansarealsoafootforalivealbumnext
yearto coincide with therelease of the Sign
O’The Times concertmovie.

JIM STEINFELDT / GETTY
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Introducing the

After a gripping
couple of singles, we
join Shaun Ryder, Bez
and the rest to hear
outlandish tales of
crack cocaine and
policemen who read
the NME. “l don’t
shout when I’'m not
shouting,” says
Shaun, “but | always
end up shouting.”
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DINGWALLS, CHALK FARM ROAD,CAMDEN

ALTERNATIVE CLUB PRESENTS
FORYOUREYES ONLY....

o HAPPY MONDAYS 20«%?
NORTH OF CORNWALLIS THE CORNDOLLIES

INTO A FRENZIEDECSTASY,TOA DEADLY COCKTAIL OF
Dance yourse\f INDIE WAX ANDCULT MOVIE SOUNDTRACKS ¥

Blind yourself wiTH KITSCHVIDECS”

GERT Tell yourself creck TORCHECKOUT*
2K || £3/ £2couc,

8pm — 2an

ORWITH THIS ADVERT

July20,1987:Shaun

RyderandBezdancing
outside Dingwallsin
Camden,London, after
aHappyMondaysgig




STEPHEN PARKER / ALAMY

Thingsare goingtobe OK, baby, youcancalm
downnow.

Earlier tonight, before the gig, Shaun Ryder,
thesinger, scrapedlastweek’s shavingscab off
with the samebluntrazorhe cuthimselfwith
inthefirstplace. Bloodis edging outslowly
from the sore. The sides ofhisface are almost
smooth, buthis chinis coveredininch-long
corn-coloured whiskers.

Crouchingontop ofasteel-rimmed desk chair,
he’srecognisingusin slowmotion. Hisbrain
hitsitinamillisecond, buthisbodyis suffering
stage-lag. His eyelids open to speak, and
between them theyfold into awelcomingsmile.

“We were
good but shit.
Something
had to come
out of it”

“Itjustshows thatwe’re mates,” Shaun
continues. “LikeI could kick Paul’'s keyboard
overandstartfightingwith him, butyou could
tellwe were mates. Youcan'tdo thatwith
someoneyou don’tknow. Well you can butyou
havetofinishit, and evenifyouknowthat
person quite wellit’s going to affect themood
ofthe band forawhile. Because we're close it
could happenandwe'djustletitpass.”

Haveyoueverfoughtonstage?

“Yeah, fuckinghell, of course. Mainlywith just
eachother.Itcouldhavebeensomethingthat’s
beengoingoninthe dressingroom or
somethingcouldjustsnap.”

Hislong-crooked nose withitslarge nostrils
bends dramatically to therightand theinsides ofhis ears turn orange.
Hedragshiswords through hisimpish grinlike he’s strugglingwith a
psychiatric disorder.
“HeyDave. Thatreview, prettygood that,” he tells his press officer.
“Yes, Jamesdid that.”
“Oh, you'rehim, youdid thatreview?Ithoughtyouwere black.”
Hahahaha.Theiceisshattered andIstep inside Happy Mondays.

EMEET IN The Ellesmere pub, Walkden, North
& ; & ; Manchester. Bez, percussion, the man with the wildest
eyes and strongest facial structure this side of Easter Island,
pullsaLaura Ashley-covered sofa across the pub floor so ouralcove
isimpenetrable.
Bezisthelynchpinoftheband’slive
performance. Farmore thanjustan onstage
dancerwith percussion, heisaPowerball, an
attraction point; he eases the pressure on the
others, and channels the musical and physical
tension off the stage and into the audience.
Andthereisatension, buckets ofit; it’sasense
ofintimidation and character thatforms when the
band comes together on stage.
“It'snotthatwe'reintimidating,” says Bez. “It’s
justthatwe’renormal, and thatscares people.”

Something couldjustsnap. Happy Mondays,
Shaun Ryder, Bez, Paul Ryder on bass, Paul Davies on keyboards, Mark
Shawon guitar, and GaryWhelan on drums, are the onlyindependent
bandinBritain. They play gigs, and release records, and wish Factory
would advertise theirreleases, butasfarastheintense careerismthatall
the other plastic shit-eaters we promote stink of, it doesn’t exist here.

Anychance oftraditional careers or futures have been demolished by
unemploymentorignored foritslack of excitement, so the unrealistic
ideaofbecoming pop stars, whichisstill the carrot for most youngbands,
isjustpartofanotherworld. Happy Mondays don’t constantly “think
band”, theyhaven'tbeeninfected with desperation, and theyhaven’thad
the comforttoremainnaive.

Theyhave theband, and the unity ofthebandissecurity. Theyall
have their own things they get off on, but with Happy Mondays they
haveidentity.

“Urgh, wewould have tositnearapig,” laughs
Shaun pointingto the 6ft 5in-tall bloke with his
black crop, moustache and sideburns, and his
veryplain clothes, eating his pub grub with wife
(WPCPork?) and mother (Inspector Grunter?).
BeforeIhave the chanceto askwhethertheyare
using David Bellamy’s definition or Charles
Manson’s, Shaunblurts: “The pigsread the NME
round here, man, I'mnotlying. Iknowtheydo, man.
Because he (pointingto his brother, Paul, the band’s
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bass player)fucking givesitthemtoread.
Andthere’suslotinitgoing, ‘Ohyeah,
speed, dope.’ And this pig'sreadingit.”

“That’swhyImoved out of mylast
house,” says Paul, “the squad moved
indownstairs.”

HappyMondays started out with that
samelight-fingered Manchester guitar
sound thatJames, The Railway Children,
and The Bodineshave used, butbylearning
tointerpret, notimitate, theirinfluences
they'vebuiltafarmore versatile and
challengingstyle thananyof their Mancunian
contemporaries can come up with.

They’vebeenwiringso manyhooksto their music that
by the time theirlastsingle “Tart Tart” caught

:'1

- :
OFLE rLaRTIC PACE cammy salisn n-t-: our,

—

“*";f**',a;

HAPPY MONDAYS
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At TTAY

"7‘ #+7y  Theyarechiselledwithalliterationand
’/ half-bitter slang, theyrepeat, theygrate,
‘{45 andifyou, like the Observer critic, think
they “fightforarticulacy”, thenatthe end
ofthescrap atleastyouknowtheyare
sayingsomething.
“TartTart”, thelastsingle, wasabout
adrugdealerwhodied ofabrain
haemorrhage, butthelyrics onlyhinted at
this. “Twenty Four Hour Party People” is
aboutjustthat, 24-hour partypeople, people
forwhom freedom of choice orunemployment
hascleared the way ofjob obstacles. AsMinnie
putit, “They're just twenty-four-hour party people,
plasticfacecan’t smile.”
They'renearlyall onthe dole, they getin The

mefastin Marchitwas sharp enoughtonearly
ripmy stomach out.

The groups they mention when asked come
thickand fast: The Beatles, Stones, funk, electro,
Mamas & Papas, Frank Zappa, Vicious Rumour
Club. Butunlike otherbands who namedrop as
away of getting on and offbandwagons, the
HappyMondays don'tsoundlike anyofthe
music they quote as personal taste. Shaun had
never heardan ACR or Fall LP until 18 months
ago, Paul Davies didn’'tknowwho Mark E Smith
wasuntil he saw Hey! Lucianiat Christmas and
Gaz’sheroisRingo Starr.

Ifyouscraped awaythe surfacelayers, beyond

“We get a
reward from
our music.
It’s the rest of
the time...”

Haciendafree, and they’'re known to travel to
parties byfootwhatever the distance. Paul
cracksjokes about theJob Club adverts (“I'm
goingalongto getmyfree penand stamps”) and
Bezwantstobecomeafull-timeblaggerlike his
hero Emmett Grogan.

Notthatthepartyisalwaysagood one, as Paul
Davies putsit: “Most peoplelook forareward
from theirjobs, butwe getareward from our
music. It’stherestof the time, afteryou've come
outofthe practiceroomand you've gotnothing
togoto, that'swhenit’sbad.”

They’'ve gotdodgypasts, they knowthe
numberand prices of the cheapesttaxisin

the one or two mediocre and old songson the LP,

thenyou’llknowwhat competent songwriters Happy Mondays are. Ifyou
don't, then the powerful spanking sounds that break out of “Twenty Four
HourPartyPeople” - Gaz’s crispdrumintro, Paul’skeyboards thatblast
likeahornsection-willre-educate you.

Theband’s songs don’tscuttle, orshuttle, or throttle, or thrust, they
aren’tcastrated by an embarrassmentofrock or fear offunk; they take
their time, theyshow off their construction, theyare splendid in their
brilliance.Iaskthem howtheyended up soundinglike they doand
Shaun tells me, “It’s probably because when we started we were all shit,
good butshit. Somethinghad to come out of it.”

Theband, probably unwittingly, have taken the tensionsand
disciplines from different styles of music, not the tunes. But their music,
beitdelicate (“Olive Oil” on the LP), or tough (“Tart Tart”), oramixture of
thetwo (“24 Hour Party People”) is only abedding for Shaun Ryder to lay
hisworld-wearybatteredlyrics over.

“Mostofthe songs are just bits of words stuck together,” he tells me over
hisfinal Saturday-lunchtime pint. “It’slucky that they mean something
attheend. They'rejust phrases, or three-liners that people come up
with. Then another three-linerwill come into myhead andI'll start
throwingitallaround together. Ifit starts to soundright, that’swhenI'll
writeitdown.”

Shaun’sdrawlingvocals nagagainst the flow of the music, theyetch
themselvesintoit. The pain he expresses through his pronunciation,
thewayheslurs oneminute andisroundinghis O’sand spitting his T’s
thenext, isreminiscent of the emotion and contempt the young Bob
Dylanused to pourinto hissongs.

Butit’s probably more to dowith thesize of theirnosesand the
substances thatgo up them thanacommon talent that makes them
sound similar.

“My singingstyleisshouty,” he says.

“Youdon’tshouton thatnewsongyousing.Idon’t thinkyoushout that
much,” replies Paul Davies.

“Oh,Ido,” replies Shaun, as confidentas awronged washerwoman.
“Idon’tshoutwhenI'mnotshouting, butIalways end up shouting.”

Youknowwhathe means. Youalways knowwhat Shaun Ryder means.
Hemightsoundlikehe’s gotmorebeer thanbrainsinhishead, butIcan
assureyou Shaun Ryderisaverywise, amusingand cunning Dole City
hobgoblinindeed.

Ryder’slyrics are as colourful as Tom Wolfe’s The Kandy-Kolored
Tangerine-Flake Streamline Baby, yethis subject matter, his deliveryand
theband’s ownlifestyleis more in tune with the turd-underfootalcoholic
minimalist writings of Charles Bukowski.

North Manchester, and theyargue most
vociferouslyabout the distance to Gaz’s house from the pub, whether
whitebread hasmore fatinit than brown, and whether ornot, likea
surveysaid in the Mirror, 60-year-old menin the south arefitter than
13-year-oldladsin Salford.

Shaun’s girlfriend isanaccountantforRio Tinto Zinc, thelast time I
spoke to the Corn Beard himselfhe was about to go down the Housing
Benefit,and yet Gaz drives around in his dad’s brand-new Ford Cortina.

The catches, contradictions, beauty and despair of Happy Mondays
areathousandfold, sodon’ttellmetheirlyricsareinarticulateand
meaningless, because mostof youwill never understand anything about
theirlifestyles apartfrom what you see on cliched documentariesand
read inleft-wing paperswritten by sons of right-wing businessmen.

ifit’stheracingresults, Paul Ryder has beenlooking at the

. LauraAshleywallpapertoo long and is seeing pink dots all
over Gaz’s face, Paul Davies is telling me about how he really wants
theband to dowell, and Bezand Shaun have dropped their
conversation to awhispered hush. Naturally everyone shuts up
and listens.

“Whenwe were outin New York, right, for the new Music Seminar,”
hewheezes. “Me and Bezwere with these black guys who were doing
crackand one of them turns to me suddenly and goes, ‘Heyman, you just
spatatme.”

Shaunhas screwed up his face, stuck outhis finger, and snarled the
sentence. All the time, Bezisrockingslightly backwards and forwards on
thesofa, hisgiantgranite carvedhead nodding.

Shaun continues: “And then aminutelater he said, ‘Heyman, you're
doingitagain. And then he turned round a third time, and you could tell
hewas comingdown offthe hitand he wasreallymad, and he said, ‘Right,
you're English and you're spitting on me and I fucking hate you.

“SoBezstarted snappingathim and we were surrounded by 20 of them
and theywerereally going to dous.And then thefirstblackguywehad
met came overand said, ‘Hey, they're with me, coolit,’ and theylet it go.
ButwhatitwaswasBezwas so pissed, he was spittingwhile hewas
talkinganditkeptlandingon this guywho thoughtitwasme.”

It’s 1987 and we've ended up with all sorts of rubbish around us, militant
miserablism and extreme escapism is now forced fashion, you spiton
thembut theystill suckyouin.

Sixratheadsstagger, their fashions snag, their stubbleis craggy. Noses
arebent, jackets boughtatAfflecks, sentences fed on F-words. Mondays
aretoo good to beblue. Something could still snap. james Brown e

BACK INTHE pub, Mark can hear the radio and wants to know
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“Godisa
bathtub”

A meeting with an absurdist new Icelandic
band —and their remarkable
singer, Bjork. Cats, zombies and sex with God
are all on the agenda. “You know,” they say,
“we can knock anybody into the ground

with this brilliant normality of ours.”

MELODY MAKER

TMUST BE the fullmoon.
Itwasallgoingalong quite comfortably for, ooh, about nine seconds.
I'd asked what the album will belike, like it tells me to in the manual. And
Bjorkhadreplied, “All sorts of things”, justlike pop stars are supposed to,
herebysuggestinga diverse and colourful spectrum of conversational
topics. Itwas around now I opened the floodgates of chaos, perhaps, by
saying “Whatsortofallsorts of things?”
“Howitwould be to sleep with God,” says Einar [Orn Benediktsson, vocalist].
Ithelps, once again, ifyoudo the Icelandicaccents.
“Idon’tknow, because He’s never doneit tome. If Godisastud with sideburns,
Iwouldn’tfancyHim. Butif...”
“Itstarted outlike this,” interrupts Bjork, who wrote the lyricunder discussion.
“IwaswalkingdownastreetinIceland andIjustfeltin the kind of mood that-as
hasalways beenmybelief-that God does not exist.
} ButthenIthought, if He would, Hewould be this figure
~ ‘ » . inthesky, sittingin the fattest cloud, keepingitvery
t]]e su gd rcu DES. tidyand clean.Inawhite shirt,and always very
perfect. And sowhenIbeenwalkingdown the
street—ifHe did exist—Hewould come down from
His cloud, with marsupial fingers and marble hands.
And theywould glide over myshoulders, into my
dress, and go down and down and down and down,
andthen...thesongends.” »

ILPO MUSTO / REX FEATURES




TheSugarcubesin
London,1986:(l-r) bér

E,ldnn,Einar,Bragi
Olafsson, Sigtryggur
BaldurssonandBjsrk
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Isthisafantasy of yours?

“Itjustfellinto mymind. Iwouldn’t pickit to happen tome.Idon’t think
itwould beverynice.”

TodayBjorkiswearingan orange dressshapedlikeabell. Sheis abit
sulkybecause sheisfed up with everyone saying she’s some kind of freak.
So,when Einar, todaywearingaplastic-lookingjacket of many colours,
beginsalongmonologue aboutviolence, she takes outher sewingand
pursuesitdiligently.

Later, whenwe're attheflatwhere The Sugarcubesare stayingin
London, she goes across to thekitchen, setsup theironingboard, and
beginsironing.

“Irony,” comments the drummer, and I think aboutlinguistics. Bjork
thinkssheis perfectlynormal. WhatIwish someone would explain to her
isthat “asoneshould be” isnotthe same as “normal”. You only have to see
the “Birthday” video in the middle of any party-balloons-crap pop
programme toknow thatnextto the way The Sugarcubes are, mostelse
inthe mediumisworthless. Butsadly, it does notdefine “normal”. This
Iknow. The Sugarcubes are positively super-normal. Like Leos Carax
films. Like sunshinein winter. Like gettingmarried at your own funeral.

“Birthday” has “done” rather well, which must mean that some of you
haveadegree of sensibility, knowthatbeingnakedis always aserious
matter, know that towaitistobeand toweepistodo.

Non-smokers maybe cowards, but Bjork, asithappens, hates drinking.
Shesaysso. “Thate todrink.” Unless she’s dancing. The other nightshe
danced toJames Brownrecords for three hours. Someone points at
somethingon the tube and she biteshishand.

“Cold Sweat”. I'find it slightly disappointingly conventional but

theyassure meithas subconscious undercurrents. I'll listen to
itagain, next time theroomis full of temperamental butterflies. The
video for this features Einar being crucified and eating money.

“Shewroteitasalovesong,” says Sigtryggur [Baldursson, drummer],
somewhathesitantly.

“ButlIcanstillbea...anindie person?”

Inodenthusiastically, as one should toamannamed
Sigtryggur, but that could be the Brenivin. We’ll tell you about
Brenivin later.

Meanwhile Einarisstill talkingabout God.

“Aguywhojerked offin the bath, then some unsuspecting
maidenwentinto thebath. Then the sperm went
unexpectedlyinto thismaiden, andJesuswasborn.”

Bjorkisnearlyshouting. “Haveyou everheard someone
saythat?”

Um...onlyJean-Luc Godardin thatfilm.

“Welllhaven'theard ofit. SoIdon’t think He exists. This is
makingaveryshortand simplelyricacomplicated one. So
Ithinkwe shouldn’ttalkaboutitanymore.”

Youhave tobelieve inmagic, though.

“Ohyes?” ThisisEinar. “So Godisabathtub.”

Abathtub.

“Ifnotastud withsideburns.”

Whatdoyoubelievein, then?

“Theincredibleforce of ourwonderful songs.”

It’s Sigtryggur talking now. Sigtryggurhas one day offfrom
thinkingeach week. Usually Monday, but that’s notahard-
and-fastrule. Thelasttime Einar gotin afight, Sigtryggurwas
watchingfromhis carandjustdrove away, becauseitwashis
dayofffromthinking. Einarrespects this.

Also present are Por Eldon and Bragi Olafsson. Both are
famouspoetsinIceland. Bragihasjustbeenawarded two
months’ “quite high” salaryfor hislastbook. Heis grateful.
Youcantellhe’s grateful because he says, “It’'s extraordinarily
stupid of theIcelandic government.” He also says, “You see
thatpaintingthere, Silent Waters? That's really the example of
badtaste. Becauseit’s everythingyou expectfromthetitle. It is
silentwaters. Soit’s... nouse.

So, Sugarcubes. Whydo youdowhatyoudo tome?

“Writing or playingisjustahobby,” begins Einar.

“Some people might thinkit’ssilly, but they go... playing golf.
Whatis more stupid than to hita golfballmade of rubberwith
apieceofironandtrytoputitinahole?It’sjustwhat’samatter
of...interest.

T HE SUGARCUBES ARE bringing out a second single now,
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“Create or notcreate?It’s just the physicalresult of our physical
presence. Yousee? To check thatwe exist. Something comes out ofit,
instead ofjustfuckinghavingbabies. OK, some band members have
fucked and have babies, butatleast two members have not fucked yet. We
arejustrearranging the world around us to fit our non-concept of what
theworld should belike.”

Um. Hangon. One thingatatime. Non-concept, yousay?

“Yes, because we don’thave any concepts, any philosophyas such. But
thenitstarts creatingalife of its own. Like, The Sugarcubes theyarealive
now. ‘Birthday’is breathing, anditwould stilldo soifwe died today. So
for the two band members who haven’t fucked, it will be considered that
that’sour children. 'msorry,Imeanit.”

Bjork: “Thisishis theory, alright? People who haven’thad babies have
never fucked.”

Einar: “Yes!You only haveifyouhave the babies!”

Bjork: “Have yougotababy?”

Oh, scattered all over 17 continents. I mean, no.

“Thenyouhaven'tfucked!” Einarisleaningforward and breathinginto
my face. “Youdon’tknowwhatsexis!”

Imustsaylfound thisinterviewrather more eventful than most. Bjork
savesme fromhavingto thinkofarazor-sharp spontaneousanswer,
whichis probablyjustaswell.

“Areyoubusyjustnow, Einar? Becausel could take youinaroomand
Icouldtellaboutthebirdsand thebees.”

Bragi [Bragi Olafsson, bass]: “Ithink thishome-made philosophy ofhis
isabitrelated toaslogan we had when we were playingin a group years
ago.Itwent: Ttdoesn’t matter whatyou cando, butwhatyoudo.”

Another popularIcelandic group: Mezzoforte.

“WhenIwas 15, we went once aweek to séances. Thorand Odin came
through.”

John Triumph, Iceland’s premier novelist (honestly!) and friend and
manager of The Sugarcubes, ishavinghis say. “And the room was full of
flower perfume. That’'showyoungkidsinIceland entertain themselves.
Gotoséances. Betweenfights.”

Bjork: “Idon’t
lookatmeasa
personwho
sings, llookat
measasingers”




“Thisfrightensme,” Einar continues, asheiswont
todo. “Idon’'twantanyone from the beyond talking
tome. UnlessIask, AmIborn? Dolexist?Idon’t
knowthat!Idon’t!”

Yesyoudo.

“No!Idon't! Forallwe know, we could be dead right
nowanddreamingthis. So,Idon’'tknowifI'mhere,
andwhy.”

peoplesay, ‘Ohwell, the sound was abitdodgy.’ We're
intoyesornooragain.”

Bjork: “Weneverneed asecond opinion. We know.”

Lastweek, The Sugarcubes played with Swans at
the Town & Country Club: “We simplygota phone
call. Butwenever ‘support’ anybody. We only play
‘alongside’. We existin our ownright.”

Bjorkhas gone polite but quiet again.

Butyou'llsleep tonight. You'llwake up
tomorrow.

“I'mnotsure. Honestly, Mr Chris.IAM
NOTSURE.”

So, ifIwatched yousnoreallnight,and
provedit?

“ThenIwould say, ‘Are you sure youwere
here thewhole night? Youmighthave started
dreaming.’ Itake nothingforgranted.”

But, Einar, isn’titall complicated enough as
itis?

“Iknow, yes, itis.It’sjust... lamnotsure. The
only proofIwantnowis money. Iwanttobe able
tobuy compactdiscs, thenIknowit’shappening

“Some people
might think
it’s silly, but
they go...
playing golf™

Inudgeher.

“lamgetting prettybored with everybody
thinkingthatwe are soweird. People watch me,
curiously, with the feelingI'm some kind of
freak. Yes, well that’s the only thingIdon’tlike.”

Sigtryggur: “It’'sa catch-22. They expectus to
actlikefreaksnow.”

Einar: “Notjustlike, Eskimosin disguise, but
surrealists... like, let’s shitinto this teacup, heh
hehheh... Whatdisgusted me was the audience
atourfirstconcerthere, gawpingather.Isawa
very definite masculine voyeurism atwork.”

Bjork: “Well-Idon'treally know, really. There’s
beinghere, talkingabout ourselves, behavinglike

now, because from historyl know they haven't
beenpreviouslyavailable.”

Yeah. EverytimelseeanewBruce Springsteenlive remixed B-side
Itakeitasconfirmation of myidentity...

“Alcoholhasbeen previouslyavailable. So by drinkinglam maybe
re-confirming thatThavealready existed in the past. Youknow?Iamnot
asugarcube!Jesuswas conceived in asqueaky-clean bathtub!”

I'mlost. Butnotin thewayyoumean.

“lamasingers,” contributes Bjork. “Asingers.Idon’tlookatme as
apersonwhosings, Ilookatmeasasingers.I'm sorrybutIhave to
admitthis.”

Whydo The Sugarcubes try to destroy their songs on stage?

Bjork: “Idon’tknowwhatyou're talkingabout?”

Sigtryggur: “It’s the presence of malice. Whichis everywhere of course. If
you're doingsweet music, the presence of malice givesitanother degree.”

Einar: “Musicisnot God. Butwhen musicisjustmusicitbecomesboring.”

Muchinter-Icelandic debate ensues.

Bjork: “The songswouldn’'tworkif theywerein tune.”

Doyoueverworryaboutalienating people?

Einar: “Nonono, youcan’trunafter that. It'snotour fault that our
owndevelopmentisnotadevelopingthing. We arenotbehind orahead
of people.”

Just... outside?

“No, no, weare the presentstate of things. We arereally very ordinary,
eventhoughwedrinkalot. It’'snotour faulteverybodyelseis fucked up.
Weare the mainstream. The others are the subversives, the perverts. Not
us.Iamveryhappywithmyvideo machine.lamveryhappywith
everything.Iowealotof money, butlamhappywith beingwhatIam.
BecauseIdon’tknowwhatI'mnot.IfIdid, thenI'd be unhappy.

“Ineverytelevisionsituation comedy, they tryand portray how things
are, soall the other people see thattheylackasemi-detached house, big
kitchen, big TVset, and thelooks. ButI'msosilly thatIdon'tknowthatI
lack that. And thereforeI'mhappy.

“Wearenotintellectuals. Weareverynaive. Butthe intellectual
capacity of peopleis gettingshorter. They demand hooks. The ability for
understanding thingsnotasusualis gettinglazy. Therangeis always
closingdown... conforming... Soon we onlywill use wordslike shoot
shoot piss piss fuck fuck stab stab.”

Ifyouhad aslogan for The Sugarcubes, woulditbe SNIFFIT?

“Yes!How did you know? Or-lickit. Because you'd geta direct
connectionintous. Bragibuysbookstosmell them.”

Bragi: “Thereisastrange habitinIceland of dippingsugarcubesinto
the coffee and then we suckthem.”

Einar: “Yes—sniff, lick, suck, whatever. And notin sexual connotations.
Idon'twantto getrude.”

Could adeafperson enjoy The Sugarcubes?

“Yeah!Yeah!”

Could ablind person?

“Theywouldn’tsee amulti-coloured event. It's notlike taking drugs:
none ofustakedrugs.Ifyouareblind, sniffandlisten. If deaf, sniffand
feel. Itdoesn’t matter. We don’t care. Nothingis more rubbish than when

we'reinaband, then there’sgoingbacktoIceland,
tomyboy, and beingthatagain. So, it’stwolives! Yes, it'sinteresting.”
Einar: “Youwanttoknowwho’s the biggestbastardinIceland?”
Iwasjustabouttoask...
“Kristjdn Loftsson. The whale-killer. We wanthisname in print. Skip
therestoftheinterview-thisisit.I'llwriteit down foryou. Heis slowly
and surely shittinginto his own pants without anappy.”

HALEMEAT AGAIN: SOMEWHERE around here I should
§ ; ; ; reiterate that The Sugarcubes’ first album, Life’s Too Good,
will be outwhen they’ve finished the extrafive tracks
they’rerecording for it now. This will make 16 songs, all short. “It’ll
bevaudeville.”

Somewhere, too, Ishould go on abouthowThe Sugarcubes make the
adjective “brilliant” mean somethingagain, butthat’salready clearas
afrostynight.

“It’snotin our nature to publicly protest. Dubious grounds, we could
easilyfallintoahotspring.”

It'scliche, too.

“Oh, puredeath, yes. ltmeans a group is notideologically but
intellectuallyunsound. Thenyou getlabelled. I ask younowafavour.
Canyouputalabelon The Sugarcubes?”

No. That’s the point!

“Exactly. We mightbeignorant, we mightbe morons, butwe’re not
stupid. We do think. Except forhim, on Mondays.”

Whataboutfullmoons?

“Weturninto cats. Orzombies.”

Bjorkisallergicto cats.

“Because of theIcelandic girlbeing Miss World, our biggest pop starhas
hislatestsongcalled ‘Does Beauty Create Happiness?’ It'shisjob to
remind theIcelanders thatyoudon’thave everythingifyou're pretty.

Doyouagreewith that?

“No.It’stoo... calculated. Too... nice. WhenIwas staying with my aunt
inEngland whenIwas 15, she forbid me to use the word ‘nice’, because it
doesn’tmeananything. Iwastousetheword ‘thingy’. So, Ijusttalked
about ‘thingies’ allday. AndI'msorry, butl can’tthink ofanythingelse.”

Whatdoes create happiness?

“You have to be unhappy forawhile, and then youbecome happy.
Ithinkthat’s therule. Yes,and veryunhappy.”

So,youthinkit’sall circles, like The New Seekers?

Einar: “No, lifeisastraightline and the planetisflat.Itis! Youknowthat,
don’tyou?Ah, good. Wehave metourman.”

Sigtryggur: “Youknow, we canknockanybodyinto the ground with this
brilliantnormality of ours.”

Bjork: “Hahaha!”

What?

“Youshouldn't've said we could talkaboutanythingweliked! Hahaha!”

Einar: “OK. Let’s go to our place and have some Brenivin.”

Somewhat?

“Brenivin. AnIcelandicspiritcalled The Plague. Or The Black Death.
Thenyouunderstand oursoul.” Chris Roberts ®
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October14-17,1987:
Dylan’sTemplesin
FlamesTour
concludeswithfour
nightsatLondon’s
Wembley Arena




WEMBLEY ARENA
— LONDON ——

LIVE!

—— OCTOBER 15 ——

“Nevertoo
reverential”:
TomPettywith
Dylanonstage
atWembley

Astonishing

MM OCT 24

OW THINK ABOUT what it must
Nbe like to be Bob Dylan; that’s
when things startto getreally
weird. What we're talking about here, after
all,is someone whose music has made him
the mostimportant voice in the lives of
millions, nothing less. For more thana
quarter of acentury, Dylan hasbeen
revered, adored, by people for
whomhe hasneverbeen
allowedtobe ordinary, whose
expectations, which have
usually been massive, he has
hadtolive up to.
To his credit, Dylan has
carried thisburden testily.
And atan age when he might
evenbeforgivenfor merely
relaxingin theretrospective
admiration for what he has already
achieved, he still keeps coming out of his
corner fighting. Nostalgists will hopefully
have been helplessly confused by the
opening show of this Wembley series.

Benmont Tench onkeyboards and
drummer Stan Lynch consistently
outstanding. Dylan’s apparent
unpredictability made for alot of tension.
I couldn’t take my eyes off him, neither
could the band, as afierce “Maggie’s
Farm” swelled suddenlyinto the gospel
roar of “Forever Young” (heart-tugging,
abruised, delicious hymn), and quickly
followed by arollicking, honky-tonk
reading of “I'll Be Your Baby Tonight”.

“| Want You” built from a cautious start,
justasketchreally,into atorrent of
whirling rhymes; “The Ballad Of Frankie
Lee And Judas Priest” was amused,
amusing, aspinning of outlandish tales,
Dylan crouched, ready for takeoff, The
Heartbreakers hanging on his every
twisting nuance, wondering where the hell
he was going next, which turned out tobe
aversion of “Don’t Think Twice, It's
Alright”, startling inits feral beauty.

After justabout an hour, Dylan brought
anabrupt halt to everything with araging,

delirious “Shot Of

Afterreassuring sets by
Roger McGuinn and the
charming Tom Petty,
Dylan came rumbling
out of the wings like
astorm cloud;black,
misty, threatening a
downpour, avicious,
trembling presence.He
looked like something
out of Ulzana’s Raid, a

Dylan crouched,
ready for takeoff,
The Heartbreakers
hanging on every
twisting nuance

Love”, which ended
withamomentous
accelerationinto
something that
resembled the
apocalypticballroom
rumble of the Stones’
“Gimme Shelter”. There
were two encores. A
version of “Chimes Of

startling comanchero

phantom, abandana wrapped around his
head, gaunt-featured, mad-eyed, grubby
silk shirt tied in aknot around his waist,
boot-heels thumping the stage, side-
swiping chords from an electric guitar
asheled The Heartbreakers through
apummelling, broken-veined “Like A
Rolling Stone”.

This, as an opening shot,ablood-red
bullet, firedinto the night, Petty and his
commendable henchmen matching
Dylanricochet forricochet, never too
reverential, but giving him lots of room, on
their toes from the off, ready for anything,
which would quickly turn out to be plenty,

Freedom” with
McGuinn’s harmonies, still celestial after
allthese years, supporting Dylan’s
howling, and a version of the nightmarish
“InThe Garden” that for sheer two-chord
intensity and riffing calamity could’ve
rivalled “Sister Ray”.

Thishadbeen a fiercely confrontational
performance that took no prisoners,
refused to pander to the past, addressed
itself to asurprisingly young audience -
there were women dancing here,
mesmerised by Dylan -and which
confoundedreports that the great man
was currently operating on some kind of
remote control. At Wembley, last
Wednesday, Dylan seemed
determined to take everything
to the limitand beyond, to
screw preconceptions about
what he is still capable of to the
table. If it were possible for
Dylan and thisband to have
arrived unannounced for a gig
atthe Mean Fiddler or the
Town & Country, there would
be a queue of young writers on
this paper clamouring for
themtobe front-paged,
probably pronto. Astonishing
isaword that comes to mind,
reflecting on this show, and for
onceit'sjustified. AllanJones

HISTORY OF ROCK 1987 | 123

LIVE

DAVID ROSE / REX FEATURES, PETER STILL / GETTY



“Brixhasaddedsome
formofsensetomy
life,” saysMark E Smith
ofhisUS-born, guitar-
playingwife (right)
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THE FALL

“Tve
never

anybody
likeme”

release “Hit The North”, and
Mark E Smith steps into character as
rock’s most interesting curmudgeon in this
revealing “at home” interview. “The people
| dislike | can take the piss out of,” he says,
“which gives me as much pleasure as if
they were someone | did get on with.”

NME

UNDAY NIGHT WITH Mark and Brix at theirhome in
Prestwich, North Manchester, threeroads away from James
Anderton’s police training centre.
Agun-metal-grey Mercedes shinesin the drive, Claus
Castenskiold paintings stare down from the walls, and husband
andwiferelaxin theirblack V-neck Armanijumper and bigfun
Mickey Mouseslippersrespectively.

Onthetelevision, abagofpontificating pretension called Morrisseyis
blathering on about “howweird” lifeis, howsad it must be to be working class
andnormal, and howamazingly talented his band were. Itislike watchinga
tribute to Shakin’ Stevens with Elvis Presleyatyourside. »

PAUL COX
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PAUL COX

Morrissey maybewinningthe hearts of the Observer Magazine-
reading “intellectuals” with his sluggish facial twitches and pseudo-
sophisticated pauses for thought, butin the fish-and-chip-eating world
of Mark E Smith and James KH Brown he is unwittinglyburying the
memoryofThe Smithsasaninterestingband under amud-pile of
embarrassment.

The two ofusareinsstitches, Brix, whois two dayslater to perform
astunninglivesetat London’s ICA with ex-Smiths Mike Joyce, Andy
Rourke and Craig Gannon as partofher Adult Net, has alreadyleft the
roomindisgustatour continuing contempt for the Chubby Bard of
Whalley Range, who nowresidesin Chelsea.

Unlike Morrissey, who has become a professional Mancunian, Mark
Smithwillneverlosehissense of realism to the grabbinghands of
romantic escapism. Hiswasherwoman bitching (“YouthinkI'mlike an
oldwoman?” Yes, Mark, I thinkyou'relike an old woman), his fierce pride,
hisever-increasing degrees of integrity and maturity, and his sense of
humourwill alwaysseeto that.If theyfail, thereis
always the possibility of insanity.

Rudolph Hesslooklike Mother Teresa,

- Smith has continued, for adecade, to write
lyrics which tower above the short-sighted
attempts of his contemporaries, of whom he

n D ESPITEAPUBLICimage that makes

| 4
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recognises only Kevin Rowland and Pete Wylie as being any good.

His exhaustive hunger for literature, and his equally demanding thirst
for contemporaryinformation, have created astylewhich, iffreed from
theropes ofrockmusic, would horrify the book world. That the first
fourvolumes on hisshelvesare Wyndham Lewis’s Blast I and Blast 2,
ahistorical biography, and the Georgie Best Soccer Annual 1975, sums
up hisliteraryinfluencesacutely.

Eversince The Fall'sinceptionin 1977, Smith has been continually
collectinglyric-worthyinformation and channelling physical and
mental creative energyinto building theband’s musical character.
Whetheritbe the sixth-of-a-ton sonic attack of The Fall'snumerous
highlyrated drummers, MES’s own vocal screeches, or the tormented
silences thatso often pre-empted both of these, Fall songs have always
beenwracked byanintimidatingand uncontrollable sense of extremity.

TheFallasaband, whilst maintaining this extremity, have developed,
almostinvisibly, from abad-tempered ball of hate and insecurityintoa
fully functioning Top 40-scoring pop group.

Theyhave squeezed therepetitious, badly
organised and often neuroticwall of noiseinto
amalleable but tense brand of horror-pop.

Smith’slyricsarestillverbal montages of
headlines, advertisinglogos, Mancunianslang,
abbreviations, beatnik speak, computerjargonand
classic prose, butthe overall sound of newsingle




THE FALL

“HitThe North” finds the narky Manc six-piece
far, farawayfrom the hectic days of “Totally
Wired” and “Bingo Master’s Breakout”,
certainly much furtheraway thananyonein
TheFallNo 1 could haveimagined.

Thetruth of the matteris that Mark Edward
Smithisnolonger thefrail, foul-mouthed young
boyintanktopswhose bile stungthe skin ofall
ofthoseitlanded upon.

Smith, by hisown admission, is maturing,
and growing more confidentwith age. Over the
pastfouryearshehaschangedfrombeinga
tyrannical whisky-guzzling speed kind into
agenial 30-year-old witwho enjoys the

“Theyd have
us tied up
against lamp
posts, hitting
us with sticks”

There’sachange ofatmospherein theband
now, Mark, the physical tension has been
channelled into musical tension.

“Youfindit’s better therapyaswell. We did
thisfestival earlier this year with Nick Cave
and the Swans, and Butthole Surfers, and itwas
interestingseeing themstillmakingthe same
mistakes we used to make, and thinking they
were great forit. Like we were the onlyones to
askforaseparate dressingroomand theywere
callingus ‘pop stars’ forit.

“Wehad towalk through thesereally
disgusting Butthole Surfers, little spoilt
Americankidswho can’teven be bothered to

friendship andloyalty ofhisband, and the
stability ofhis marriage.

The drunken Mark E Smithwholaughs at, ridicules and repeatedly
setsright Morrissey’s South Bank Showis the nearest the man comes to
behavinglike the beastyou, the public, believehim to be. None ofhis
mirthwas fuelled with bitterness, onlyasardonic disbeliefat Morrissey’s
lackof style.

Aswesettledownaround thewooden tablehe writesupon, myaimis
notto fillmy tape recorder with spiteful and shocking gems of vitriol, but
to expose the side the public never see. Iwant to make Mark, the herald
angel, sing.

Underthe collective gaze of Marlon
Brando, Peter Lorre, two Barbie Dolls,
and thelop-sided squint ofa pair of
Manchester City footballers stuck,
courtesy of Panini, onto the back oflast
year’s G-Mex Festival programme, Smith
isingood humour.Infact,IThaverarely
known himnottobe. One of manydemo
tapessentto him, “Dick Vomit, NY’82”,
catchesmyeye.

“Thatguy gotknocked down and went
intoacoma,andallhehad onhimwas
some small change and a tape of This
Nation'’s Saving Grace, so the hospital
gotintouchwithustoseeifweknewhim.
We sent some music and amessage back
and theyplayedittohim.”

Did hewakeup?

“No.Hahaha, buthe gotbetter
eventually though, and thensentus that
demo.It'sawful.”

Tounderstand The Fall'srejuvenation,
youmustunderstand theimportance of
thenewmembers. The arrival of Simon
Woolstencroft on drums, Marciaand
Simon Rogers onkeyboards, and Brixon
guitar, has given the old core of Mark,
Steve Hanley, and CraigScanlona
refreshingkickup thearse. Brixand
Marciacompare theirinputinto theband
tothewaystale male conversation canbe
broughttolife byawoman’s point of view.

“Ithinkit’sgood thatboth MarciaandI
canplayourinstrumentsand are notjust
theretobelooked at,” Mrs Smith tellsme.

“Idon’tthink Simon Woolstencroft gets
enough credit,” continues her husband.
“He’snotacalminfluence, buthe’savery
soothingkind ofguy.

“Itsounds daft, butourdrummersin
the pasthave alwaysbeenabitofapain;
alwaysbrilliant, butalwaysapain.Iused
tolayawake atnightknowingwhat they
were doingand what theywere goingto
do, butwith SimonIjustforgetabouthim
—hahhahaha, no, youknowwhatImean.
Hecomesroundalottoseeus,justtochat
andstuff, whichisgood.”

TheFallin1987:(l-r)
Simon Wolstencroft,

SteveHanley,Marcia
Schofield,MarkE, Brix
andCraigScanlon

wash, youknow, standingaroundin their
underpants. And theywere givingus this ‘pop stars’ shitand Thommo,
our tour manager, turned to them and says, ‘Look, it’snothing to do with
beingfucking pop stars, it’s to do with being fucking professional, which
issomething fucking Butthole Surferswillneverbe.’ And thislittlekid’s
shittinghimself. Theydidn’t even make it to the next gig, their bus broke
down orsomething.

“Ijustgotsick ofbeing pissed around and ripped off. Brix’s arrival was
agoodinfluence onme, becauseltend tolose perspective and thingslike
that. Also Steve and Craigare greatto havein theband, theyre veryloyal.
Peoplesuggestthey’re ‘yesmen’, but theyre not; theywouldn’tbeinitif
theywere. They putasmuchinasanybody.

“Brixhas added some form of sense to mylife, she’ssomeoneIcanreact
againstorbuild around. OtherwiseI'dbe thinkingabout theband
around the clock, whichiswhatIwaslike.

“Onthe American tourwhenImetBrixIwasso obsessed with things
like ‘We're not playing any old numbers’ that we were playingall the
numbers from Perverted By Language, which we hardly knewand which
didn’teven getreleased for another sixmonths.”

Hasthere ever been anyone outside your familywho hasbeenvery
influential onyourlife?

“There was one person, thishalf-Irish guy called Thomas, whoIgrewup
with, whowasaverygood friend of mine. Hewas afewyears older than
meandhetaughtmeall the jokesTknowand everything.

“Hetaughtmealotabouthumour. Hewasveryscathingabout fashion,
bellbottoms and skinheads and that, that waswhen Iwas about 13. Me
and himwerevery close, we used to goround taking the piss out of people.
Hedid affectme, butIcouldn’tsayhow.I haven'tseenhiminyears.

“Apparently he never goes out of the house much now, buthe was
alwayslikethat. Evenlater on, whenI'd goround and askhimifhewas
comingto the pub, he'dsay, ‘Yeah, I'lljustgo and change me socks, and
he’dbeup thereanhour. Then he’'d come backand he’d have two different
sockson.

“Likeyouused to have gangs around here, and me and Thomas would
always go from gangto gang, and always could. Soifwe joined one, we'd
getattacked bytheother.

“Sothey'd haveustied up againstlamp posts and they’d be hittingus
with sticks. And Thomaswould be going, ‘Oh, where did you get them
jeansfrom?’ or ‘Thatbloodyhaircutyou've got, it’s fantastic.” And you just
hadtolaugh, because theydidn'tevenknowhe was taking the piss. And
they'd go, ‘Oh, you'rejustmad, youare.’

“Andyou’dbe cryingand theythoughtitwasbecause theywere hitting
you, butitwaswithlaughter, theywere thatstupid.”

“We used tohave names for all our enemies, like Simon Of Diarrhoea,
and we’d make up stories abouthowthey’d go home and dip theirheads
inbucketsof diarrhoea. We used to go to these synagogue youth clubs as
welland pretend we were Jewish.

“He’d havelike asuitjacket on, with fuckingbiglapels on, and a tie, and
arottenshirtwhichhad afuckingholeinit, and pants thatwere falling to
bits, buthe’d carryit off. And he'd go, T've just come back from the casino,
won £100’,and all theserich kidswould be totally taken in by it.

“Andheusedtotell them how to makeIrishbacon sandwiches, and
he’dputonanlrishaccent. ‘And the best bitiswhenyou getthe cold tea
outofthepot, youputitin thefrying pan, you getalittle bit of lard offthe
bottom ofan old pan, youmixitinwith the cold tea, then yousstiritround
like this. And any stale bits of bread you've got, throw themin, then you
throwthebaconinontop.’ Heused tosayall thislikeitreallywas some
ethnicrecipe.” »
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Embassy

Doyouhaveanyfriends todaywhose closenessisinspiring?
“Iwentthrough a thingabout sixmonths ago whenIthought, ‘Fucking
hell, I'vebeennice toalotof people and they’re not myfriends any more’,
andIstarted to crave companyagain.

“There’sasongon the LP, whichwe dolive, called ‘My Friends You Can
CountOnOneHand’,andyoucan. It’sfunnywho youregard asyour
friends. LikeIregard Gavin from The Virgin Prunes asagood friend
eventhoughThardlyeverywrite tohim and he hardly ever writes to me,
buthe’sstillagood friend. It's something thatyou can’tgetrid of, not that
Iwantto.”

DoesTheFallmaintainyour sanity?

“Notparticularly, no.IthinkI'd be alright withoutit.Icould write, I
suppose.lhave alotoffeelingand sympathy towardswriters. Like Iread
thebookreviewsin TheListenerand some of thereviewsin thereare
brilliant, and youknow the guywho wroteitis probably getting by on £10

Mark E Smith's Ins and Outs

NME OCT 31

INS ouTs

Sliced white bread with additives Brown bread with bits in it

The Seeds’ disastrous blues LP All Sunday papers

The Seeds disastrous March Of The Flower Mature guys with ponytails
Children® LP Scotch pop groups featuring pseudo
Jewish guys in new cars with their shirts intellectuals

open and long hair The Cure’s one record

Groups that shave and wash regularly
Uttra-flash black people

All Welsh groups
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All new American groups

aweek, and they've doneanicejob. Thenyou get the highestlevel of
journalism, Bernard Levin orwhathave you, and they're all talking out of
theirarse.Ithoughtitwasgood Billy Braggwriting thatletterinabouthim.”

Doestheideaofwritingwithout the protection of the musicintimidate
you?Like thatarticle youwrote for the VMEtwo Xmases ago...
“Yeah?Hesaid, sniggering.”

...thewholestyle of it was verydefensive.
“Yeah, you'reright, itwas verydense.Iwaslookingatit the otherday,
funnily enough.”

Itwasamusingbutitwasvery protective, impenetrable...

“Iknow exactlywhatyoumean.IwroteitatBrix’sgrandparents’in

Americaand theysaid, ‘Whatthehell are yougoingon about?’ And

Ireaditand thought, ‘WhatthehellamIgoingonabout?’ ‘Protective’
istheword;Ididn’twanttoimpressbymessing
around with thewords, Ididn’twantitto belike
theusual ‘pop starwrites’ stuff. You know, nicked
from abooklike that Housemartins guy, or some
second-hand opinion Paul Weller’sjustread on
some crap Labour Partyleaflet. Butit’slike yougo
abitcrazybecauseyou're unleashed-you think,
‘Heh heh, Idon’thave to write any musicaround
thisfuckingpiece.”

been, The Fall's strength. Never-ending

macabre time-scapes, seconds snatched,
imaginations tortured. He takes recognisable
everyday images and figures (pop groups,
politicians, religious leaders, brands of milk)
and slots them into scenarios which present an
uncomfortably startlinginterpretation of society.

In “HitThe North”, originally commissioned

bythe Lancs Tourist Office (haha),James

S MITH’S OWN WRITING s, and always has

Asian pop groups Andertonappears—notthatanamplified voiceover
Hi pl P g;; p Al Du?ch grolips . bellows, ‘Thebitabout Andertonis coming!’ But
B groups Anything connected with New it’satalent Smith haswherebyhe canincludea
Irish whiskey Model Army characterso subtlywhilestillmaking his presence
Jed Clampett Chablis wine feltso ominously.
Mancunian rap groups Vietnam War Writingmuch ofhisworkwhen unable to sleep at
British Tel Iran/Iraq W nightinLondon, or firstthingin the morning
riush lelecom ran_ Ll “whileyou’re fresh but there are still residues of
Saul Bellow Mexican food dreamstowork from”, Smith sees hiswork not only
Granada Video Hire Berlin as contemporary but futuristic as well.
Bikers who work with cement Leeds “Like ‘Kicker Conspiracy’, it'swhateverybody’s
and ladders American football sayingaboutsoccernowadays.Idon’t care what
F Prussian W N . anybodysays,Iwassayingitfouryearsago.”
ranco-rrussian War Mike Smith Likewise, he saysit’s years since he deliberately
Boer War Nescafé wrote under the influence ofamphetamines.
Wakefield (SLAG!) All fruit juice Notthathe condemnsit, he simply claimsit’sno
Glasgow longer necessary.
A g. i Hoddle and Waddle “Thethingaboutwritingunder theinfluence of
merican wres m_g Embassy No 1 alcohol, oranything, is youlose you objectivityand
Mexicans Marlboro 100’s that’sverygood. Any stimulant is good for writing.
Gary Davies Royal Air Force
Tommy Docherty Eddie Murphy
Homebrew British science fiction
Embassy Mild Stephen King
Embassy Filter All new American and British
The Paras cartoons
South London British Electricity
Richard Stark France (permanent)
T % shasil 0 James Cain Martin Amis
. Arthur Machen Pop stars in new silver cars
Geological maps Rock on television
Woody Woodpecker Plastic grebos in Doctor
Gene Vincent’s backing vocalists Martens boots. (You'd never
The Mothers Of Invention get a real biker to wear them.)




U5 $1.95 (by air)

NME

Sartre, whoIneverliked, used to get ROCLAIMERS MARK KNOPFLER
through 60 cigarettes aday, 10 bottles wsygglﬁmgsﬁt SCREAM
ofwine, five grams of amphetamine, DATES

and otherbarbiturates. And that’s

quite commonwith alot of writers.
Notthatyoucandoittoday, because
there’sbeen this bigclampdown.
WhichIthinkisridiculous.”

Doyouthinkyourbiggestinfluence
is contempt for society?
“Well, Ithink there are far more
contemptuoussocietiesaround the
world, Idon’tthinkpeoplerealise that
forastart.Idon’'tknow,whatlam
tryingtodois getother peopleto click
onto the same thingsI'm clicking onto.
“That’sthe pleasureIwantto give
people. Youknowlike whenyouread
abookandyoureadachapterandit’s
somethingyou'vealwaysinstinctively
feltorknowntoberight. Andithits
youlike T've alwaysthought that'.
That’swhatIwanttodo.”

THE FALL

Mark the herald angel sings

Doyouevergetthatsortofreaction

frommeeting people?

“WellI've never metanybodylike me, butyeah, I guessI do sometimes.
Itend tolike people alotand dislike people; I don’t dislike people so
much.Tusuallyfind the peopleIdislikeIcantake the piss outof, which
givesme asmuch pleasureasiftheywere someoneldid getonwith.”

communicate his own strong sense ofhumour. Whereas in

person his persistently cruel but hilarious humour, always
punctuated with his crazy spluttering giggle and laugh, runs amok
freely,anyhumour communicated through hislyricsisrestrained and
presented quite unnoticeably, like the perverse delight that grips the
tale of the “Bournemouth Runner” onlastyear’s Bend Sinister.

S MITH’S BIGGEST FAILING as a writer is his inability to

Doyouthinkyou doyour sense of humour justice inyourwriting?
“Well, I've onlyreally developed thatside quite

155N 0078 6362 1

warmer to me since'vebeen more
like that.It’sasafetyvalve aswell.
Anotherthingisyoushouldn’tput
pressure onyour friends.

“Ialways hateitwhen somebody’s
inanervousstateand theylayiton
everybodyelse. The Yanks call it
‘buckets of tension’, becauseIcan
alwaystellwhen someone’s upsetin
aroom.

“Soalotofitistohelp that. Like
yougettoagigand there’sagangof
Hell's Angels outside and you've got
towalk through themto getin,and
youfeelalotbetter forit. Butyeah,
IthinkIshould bringitoutmore,
alsoyougetalotmore confidentas
yougetolder.”

When we talked about Neal Cassady
yesterdayand youinterpreted his
hammer swinging asadefence
mechanism, itoccurred tome that
all the obnoxious commentsyou’ve
comeoutwithinyourtime-“Andy
Kershawneeds akickin theballs”,
“Theyshould send contraceptives, notfood, to Ethiopia” - are your
hammers, your defence.

“Hahaha, yeah. Well, withalot of thingslike that Ethiopia thing, when
thatcame outIreaditand thought, ‘Fuckinghell’, youknowwhatImean?
Whata thingto sayaboutanybody, to even considerit, youknow. And
thenyou getall thesereallyhorrible people going, ‘Oh great, I've always
thoughtthat’,youknow, hahaha.

“ButIdohave thatcapacityininterviews whereIsay things, andit’slike
alotofmysongs,Isay’emandThaven’tgotacluewhatI'monabout, and
theycometrue.

“It'sfunnybecause the nexttimeIwasin the States afterI'd said that,
Ifucking picked up the fucking Washington Post, the director of Ethiopia’s
famine... thefamine commissioner or whatever he was, had defected to
America.Andhe’s gotthreehousesin America already, right? What's the
famine director of Ethiopia doingwith three housesin America? And

there’sbands going outand playingfor nothing;

recently. It’sthingsI've alwayslaughed atin
thebackof mymind; Ijustsay themnow, and
theyall getlaughsaswell. I've been thinking
about that thislast couple of months, if could
justgetitdown, buttheidea of writingitdown
juststrikesmeasbeingsolaborious. Comedyis
verydifficult.

“Somethinglike ‘US80’s90’s’ is supposed to
befunny, itjustdoesn’tcome overas that.
And ‘Terry Waite’ was meant to be funny, but
fuckinghell, youdon'twant to make that funny
anymore.

“Ithinkyou’rerightabout the ‘Bournemouth
Runner’. Did I ever tell you we found out who it

“I'm trying to
get people to
click onto
things I'm
clicking onto”

youknowwhatare theytryingto tellus, man?

“TIjustcouldn’tbelieve that. And he defected to
the States. Probably fucking out of our money
outoftheEthiopian charity. Younever hear
about that, no fucker’ll ever tell us about that.

“And then, youknow, thenIthink, ‘Youwere
halfright, Mark.’ And also, it’s to prove a point
thatyou're notgoingalongwith everyoneelse,
abig-headed thing.”

OU SEE, HE can still rant. The wild-
Y eyed Salford bigot with the mouth
is stillwithin Mark Smith, but that
side of him has become unnecessary with

was?Wegotaletter offhim whichsaid, (adopts

creepyvoice) ‘lamthe Bournemouth Runner’,andit turns outhe’slike
the biggest footballhooliganin Bournemouth, and he’saFallfan,
coincidentally.

“Andhebought Bend Sinisterand putitonand this trackcomes on
and he couldn’tbelieveit. And he wentround telling everybody, and he
painteditonhisbackapparently,and he’s one ofthese people who get
putinjail every week for fighting.

“Hetried, everynight ofthe southern tour, to nick the backdrop, and
onthelasteff-ingnight, in five minutes while no one waslooking, he got
it. Goodonhim, actually. Hahaha.”

Thisisthe onlysort ofhumour presentin Fall songs.

Theriseof your ownsense of humourrunsin timewith theband’s
recentsuccess and development.

“Yes, itmakes alot of difference. I've found thatif'mlike thatwith the
banditkeeps moraleup, and thebandloveit,and they’vebeenalot more

maturity. Smithis still as opinionated as ever,
butnowadays his thoughts tend to ring through with degrees of
bizarre, but straightforward, sense.

It'shisadvanced sense ofhistory—he frequently reads biographies,
historybooks and sociological texts when other people are gobbling
up the Sundays-thatmakehis political comment (eg, Ethiopia) seem
soshocking.

“It’sfunnyactually, because the other dayIwaslaughingme head off
inhere and Brixcameinand asked me whatwasup andItold her.

“I'dbeenwatchingthisfarming programme aboutthe EEC, and they
were interviewing this farmeraboutitand he told them hehadn’tbeen
infavour ofjoining the Common Market, and when theyasked him
whyhejustsaid, T'vejustfound thatit’susually the mostbloody stupid
ideaimaginable.

“AndIthoughtthatwasareallyfar-outthingto say, youknow.”

TheFallareinspired, Mark Smith will always be SLANGKing.

James Brown ®
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ChuckD (left)and
FlavorFlavoutside
DefJamRecordings’
offices,New York City




PUBLIC ENEMY

“Crackin
heads wit

A meeting with hip hop’s
most exciting group,
. The band’s fusion of
rock, soul and politics isn’t
without friction, though.
Both Chuck D and Professor
Griff throw down some
challenging assertions, but
then “uncertainty is bullshit,
as far as black people are
concerned”, Chuck says.

¢
15€

ETTHIS.PUBLIC Enemyarea

superlativerock band. Everything

about them, from their attitude -

(renegade street cool given extra

edge byafierce dose of radical chic)

to their sound (animplacable
juggernaut of grunge-metal riffs, white noise,
dub-space and galvanised R&B beats) puts them
in our camp, and dead sets them against the
designer soul we all abhor, the smooth, suave,
placatory pseudo-sophistication that smothers
the entire surface of Planet Pop.

Howeveryou define “rock” —urgency, aggression,
vehemence, thewillboth tofacerealityand to exceed
itslimits, orjustasbignoise—Public Enemyfit the bill.
Sopayattention, suckers.

I'minthe offices of Rush Management, sister
company of DefJam, located in Manhattan’s Lower
EastSide not far from the Bowery (asin “bum”) and
CBGB. Satoppositeis thearticulate and emphatic
ChuckD, chieffirebrand and ranting poet of Public
Enemy, “the BlackPanthers ofrap”. And I'm asking
Chuckifthismonstrous, brutalnoise of theirs actually
belongs to the category of black music any more, or
doesit (asIbelieve) representa complete break from
black pop tradition?

Chuckdoesn’tquiteagree: “Hip hopisblackbecause
ituses elements of soul and R&B-the tension, the
friction-thathave beenlost. Mostmusic made by
black people todayis caughtupinsynthesized
over-production, it’s trying to cross over, and
itsoundsgrey.”

Asinbleached out, whitified, Burchill’s
beigebeat?

“No, justgrey, period. Rap musichas more
soulthananyofthisso-called soul.”

Hmm, can’tseeitmyself, can’treallyrelate
hiphop’sfrigid, heartless solipsism to soul’s
limpid, outreachingwarmth.Ireckon »

LAWRENCE WATSON
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ChuckD’sbeliefin a continuity between R&B and hiphopisakind

of moral conviction (Chucksets greatstore in blacks havinga
consciousness of their history).Ican’tsee any precedentsinblack pop
for the harsh drone-squall of “Terminator X Speaks With His Hands”,

for the piercingblare of unidentifiable sound on the extraordinary
“Rebel Without A Pause”, nor for the way these noises arerepeated
mechanically, inexpressively, withoutinflection, wholly alienated from
thehuman touch, inan endless cycle of attrition.

Chuck, where soul and funkare about gettingloose and grooving, your
kind ofhardcore hip hopiswound up, clenched; it’'shardly arelease, more
like further harassment.

“Whatweliketo dois take elements from soul that make youfeel good
anddrawyouin, and put those sounds and beats next to noises thatare
gonna push you away. So thelisteneris kind of comingand going,
walkingaline, thinking, ‘Ohlord, turn that off’, and atthe same time not
wantingto turnitoff.”

Thisisthe opposite of fusion: akind of suspended-animation fission,
whereinconsistent sounds are frozen in mutual contradiction, within
thesame soundspace.

“It’saconscious process. Recordslike ‘Public EnemyNumber One’ take
ahelluvalongtime tomix, ‘cosit’s very easyto turn people off, but not so
easyto getabalancebetween turning people onand harassingthem.”
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February11,1987:Public
Enemy’sChuckDon
stagewithamemberof
Security Of The First
WorldatHammersmith
Odeon,WestLondon

Whathappens technically?

“The sampled sounds come from anywhere. Take ‘Rebel Without A
Pause’. Alotof people said thatnoise came from aJames Brown grunt, but
whattheydidn’trealise was thatitwasablend of the gruntand a Miles
Davis trumpet, which produced asound thatwavered. And then we took
thattone andstretchedit. The drone on ‘Terminator X Speaks’ and ‘MPE’
isabackwardsfire truck!”

Amazingly, “Rebel”, the B-side from thelast single thathasnowbecome
aclubsensation and a highly sought-afterrarity, isn'tgoingtobe given
another push, althoughitisappearingon the nextalbum. Instead, there’s
anothersingle offthe Yo! Bum Rush The Showalbum: “Sophisticated”
(the “Bitch” of the original titleand “all the curses” have been excised to
courtradio) backed byanewtrack, “Bring The Noise”, whichis appearing
onthesoundtrack of the movie of Less Than Zero.

“It'sapumpin’ track, 109 beats perminute, whichisfastfor hip hop. It’s
agamble.”

Death to disco

CHUCKDADHERES to the DefJam partyline: thatrapis black
rock'n’roll, thatit'sbased aroundrock’n’roll’'s4/4 beatrather than disco’s
pulsebeat, thatitsrenegade, vandalistic attitudeis the antithesis of
disco’saspirations to showbizacceptance.




PUBLIC ENEMY

“My thingisIdon’tlike house music.IfirsthearditasaD], whenIwas
doingradio shows, andIsaid then thatIthought the beatslacked soul,
theydidn'tmove you. Certainlyyou could move toit, by choice, but those
beats don'tmoveyoulikea4/4beatdoes. You canuse thatdisco pulse
beat, butyou have to have somethingthat’s funkyin there, abassline,
otherwiseyoujustgotall these drum machines playinglike aload of
metronomes; I thinkit’s easyto make those kind of records.

“Ilike that MARRSrecord 'cos it mixes up house with hip hop, but
Chicagohouse, like go-go, is [myman!] overrated, and you cantell
because neither house nor go-gohassparkedinotherareas. Whereas
hip hop, which hasbeen keptdown 'cosit’s the youngblackman speaking
LOUD, hasbroken outall over—in the South, in California, in Britain,
Europe,Japan...

“AndIdislike the scene that’sbased around house... It’s ‘sophisticated’,
anti-black, anti-culture, anti-feel, themostartificial shitIever heard. It
represents the gayscene, it's separating blacks from their pastand their
culture, it'supwardly mobile. People see the music as aluxuryitem, a
social statusthing, ‘somethingto elevate me fromall that b-boyshitIwas
intowhenIwasateenager, somethingtolift me frommynormal
surroundings’—andIhate thatshit, IHATEit. It'snot so much the music
astheattitude thatgoesalongwithit—‘Don’tspeakloud, dancetothe
music.’ It's BULLSHIT.”

Trad-rockobjectionsto disco, these, but the pointisthat this magical
dissolution of origins, of class, race and sexual differences, iswhat the
dancefloorisallabout. House constructsitsideal consumerasabiracial
androgyne, lostin aswirl of polymorphous sensuality and fantasy
glamour, lostfor words and lost to the world. Immediately outside the
club, theworld and allits differences impinge: peoplekill each other on
the doorstep of paradise.

“Hip hop androckhave attitude—theideathatifyou're upsetabout
something, you expressit through your music; ifyoulike something, you
expressitthrough the music. Thisis something thathouse doesnotdo.
It'scompletely expressionless. And, for alot of blacks, it’sjust something
tosupportifyoudon’twanttobeinto hip hop, for whateverreasons.”

Rebel with a cause

THEYTRY, OHbut theydo try. Wheneverleft-inclined subcultural
theorists encounterablack pop culture, theyalways follow the same
syllogisticreasoning. Blacks are an oppressed class. Such-and-suchis
amusicofblack origin. Therefore, such-and-such amusicmustbe
animated, athowever sublimated and submerged alevel, by currents of
resistance to the-way-things-are.

Often, the desperation tolocate such micro-resistance to uncover
asubtextof cultural dissidenceresultsinbizarreinterpretations. So
thevenerable DrPaul Gilroy can arguein City
LimitsthatEricBand Rakim’s “Paid In Full” isa » n
“demystification of theirmeans of production”. l l]] ;]‘l‘l

Demystification, eh? The guysare on themake,
theywantin, they're counting theirmoney, and if
they'renotas cynicalas Schoolly D (whowon'’t put
outunlesshe’spaidinfull, INADVANCE), it’s still
hardlyworth celebrating. Somuch forall the cant
abouthip hop servinga community. The trouble
with hiphopisthat,nomatterhowyoujuggle the
subcultural arithmetic, the end productis not going
tobeaclearly defined “contribution to the struggle”.
Thepolitics ofhip hop occupyadifferent space
altogether. Just take Public Enemy.

ChuckD’s political orientation derives from

YOU'RE CONMNA GET YOURS

“Louis Farrakhan [a Black Muslim leader from Chicago—and crony
ofJesseJackson-whose anti-Semitic opinions severely embarrassed
thelatter during thelast campaign for the presidency] isinterested in
our programme torevitalise and re-educate black youth. We want to
build self-respect and asense of community, because blacks arein
asorrystate.”

What caused this demoralisation and debility?

“Therewas complacencyinthe '70s, after the civil rights victories of
the’60s. Plus some of ourleaders werekilled off, others sold out or fled.
Therewas propagandaby the state to makeitseemlike thingshad
changed, apolicy of tokenism elevating a fewblacks to positions of public
prominence, on TVshows and stuff, while the rest was held down. Blacks
couldn’tunderstand how they’d suddenly got these advantages, and so
theyforgot, they gotlazy, theyfailed to teach theiryoungwhat they had
beentaughtinthe '60s about our historyand culture, abouthowtight we
shouldbe. Andso therewas aloss ofidentity—webegan to thinkwe were
accepted as Americans, whenin factwe stillface a double standard every
minute of ourlives.”

Hastherebeennoimprovementinattitudes and opportunities
whatsoever?Ithought the whole DefJam stable, forinstance, came from
amiddle-class, suburban background...

“People go onabout this, about ushaving cars when we werekids, but
Iknow, ablacksuburbanneighbourhoodis stillablackneighbourhood.

“BlackAmericais suburban-placeslike the New York ghettoaren’tthe
norm. Whatwe needis to build asense of community and asense of
business. We'rein a capitalist society, we can’t overthrow this
government, sowemustlearn touse the system.”

Soyourvision ofhowto change thingsisn'tsocialist or collectivist...

“Onlyamongourselves, black people.Thave... socialistic beliefs, butI
alsohave anawareness ofwhat’sreal and feasible. Obviously, for America
tosurviveit'llhave tobecome socialistic, ultimately, 'cos the system’s
crumbling now. Butin the meantime we have to stand on our feet, we can’t
wait. We have toraise ourselves, because nobody else willdoitforus.”

Themeantimeisameantime. Compare’70s “political” soul with Public
Enemy. With What'’s Goin’On, “Love Train”, “Why Can’t We Live
Together?”, “We GottaHave Peace”, as well as pristine woe, you also got
aglimpse, in the angelic purity of the harmonies and arrangements, of
autopianvision ofhow things should be—arainbow coalition oflove and
equality. Compare the plaintiveness of “Backstabbers” with the vengeful
“You're Gonna Get Yours”. With Public Enemy there’sno vision of the
perfectworld thatis the goal of struggle, thereis onlyafaithful sonic
analogue for the disharmonious, fraughtsocial environmentand a
fetishisation of the state of being prepared, masked and armoured, to
dealwithit. PublicEnemyare hooked on the glamour of the means of

- . - militancyand mobilisation, barelyaware of the
g, 1\ 41‘“ vaguehalcyonend.

Would he evenlikeitifthere wasintegration?

“Onceagain, we'retalkingfantasy, man! Of course
I'dlikeitifeverybodywhite married somebodyblack
and then the next generationswere all black. Then
there’d be no double standard, except the kind of
sick, fucked-up thingblack people have among
themselves that makes them judge between different
shades of darkness.

“Butthisintegrationisnever gonnahappen. So
peopleshould stick to their own. Withoutastrong
sense of black consciousness, there’sno cohesion,
andnosurvival. The Chinese, the Jews, they stick

together, dealwith each other; blacks don’t.”

theinspiration of the Black Panthers, the '60s
blackactivists. “It'ssomethingI'mstilllearning
about, soIdon’'tknowhowmuchIcantellyou.
Rightnow, we'vebeen meeting up with some
former Panthers from the Oakland area,
California, where the Black Panthers first
started. Therewere alot of racial problemsin
thatarea, and what the Panthersdid was to
structure and organise aforce thatrepresented
order and strength to the community. They
started off peacefully, butas theirdemands got
rejected, they grewmore militant. We're
meetingup with ex-Panthersand we're trying
tosparkoffarevival.

“We're
meeting with
ex-Panthers,
trying to spark
a revival”

Doyouthinkmayberap reflects thatlack of
community, whatwith all therivalrybetween
MCsandbetween posses, allagainstall?

“Yeah-butinside eachand everyrapper
there’ssomethingthat’ssaying, ‘I'myellingout
loud forshitthatain’tright. Nowhe don’tknow
what, 'coshe’suneducated. Arapper speaks out
loud, andreallyhe’sasking for help.’Cos, for the
last 15years, noinformation hasbeen given to
himaboutthesystemandsohedon’t
understand whyheactsthewayheacts.”

We're backwith subcultural theoryagain-—
dailylife asrifewithacts of micro-resistance,
pre-conscious skirmishes withbourgeois »

DAVID CORIO / GETTY
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ideological hegemony, unarticulated rage—ifonlyitcould be channelled
intorevolution! (The Black Pantherstried to dojust that, taking the fact of
youngblackmale street criminality and trying toradicaliseit.)

Orthere’s thesituationistdream thatallyouneeded toinitiate total
revolution was afederation of teenage delinquent gangs—the conclusion
of “Too Much Posse”?!

Soul on ice

THROUGHOUTPOPULARCULTURE, beingblackisbeinginstalled as
asignifier ofbeingmore human. From the histrionics of George Michael
and Mick Hucknall to the Kronenbourgads (ayoung, sexually
indeterminate City Limits-reading man, who plays saxophone, is tutored
inreachinginto the depths ofhissoul by awizened black master of the
instrument-theslogan: “A Different Kind Of Strength”), blacknessis
beingelaborated asamodel of oneness with your body, of beingin touch
withyour emotions, of anew, more acceptable kind of masculinity. The
cluster ofideas here have quite a genealogy-the depth that comes with
ahistoryofsuffering; theidea of the blackas warmer, looser, less hung up
than the white; the offensive notion of “natcherel riddim”.

While white pop basesitselfentirely around the form and the ethos
ofblackpassion, what’sfascinatingis thatblack pop has goneinthe
opposite direction, becoming colder, moreinhuman-in the case ofhip
hop, morewound up, manacled; in the case ofhouse, dispassionate,
inexpressive, plastic.

Hiphopis (toabuse Eldridge Cleaver’s fine phrase) —-soul onice-
asurvivalistretreatfrom engagementwith the outside world or other
people, backto thefrozen shell ofaminimal self. There’sanewkind of
relation to the body, not the slow suffusion of “gettingin touch”, but
more domineeringaregime, a primingofthe machineinreadiness for
self-defence ormassiveretaliation.

Thisis the DIS'TOPIA. An eternal now forever teeteringon the brink of
extinction, aworld withoutnarrative (that’s why “Rebel Without A Pause”
islikealocked groove); the hiphop ego traverses a treacherous
soundscape, constantlyfaces sonicambush ormined terrain, always
overcomes, canneverrest.

Klaus Theweleit, in his book Male Fantasies, takes the Freikorps—First
World War veterans who formed into right-wing militiain the postwar
yearsinorder to suppress proletarian uprisings, and wholaterbecame
asubstantial component ofthe Nazistreetfighting paramilitaries—
and examines their correspondence, diaries, poetry and favoured
literature in order to psychoanalyse their attitudes towomen and
femininity. Henotesastartling consistencyin theimageryused—
women, women'’s sexuality, emotion (the feminine side of men) and
popularcommunism are allapprovedinlanguage offloods, lava,
“streaming”, unstanchable flows.

Theweleitsuggests thatmasculinityis constructed around a chronic
terror ofbeing sweptaway on atide of desire, of being swallowed up by
oceanicfeelings, ofthe borders of the selfbeingdissolved, and that this
fear goesbackto the original moment of severing from the mother, the
momentatwhich the male egowas constituted.

Men canonly consolidate themselves by tramplingagain and again
onfemininity, bothinside and outside themselves.

Therelevance of this to hip hop should be fairly obvious. If soul singers
like Al Green and Prince melt sexual divisions into aworld of fluid,
androgenicbliss, then hip hop freezes sexual divisions, hard. Inmore
sensesthan one, hip hopisnotafluentmusic. As Chuck D actually said
atonepoint, “Rapislike psychology-youcansee people’sinsides”. Are
theyaprettysight?

Where dowomen fitinto the Public Enemy

blackman’s balls off, sister. Because the
white manhasalready cut offhisballs
once, and how’sheevergoingtobeareal
manifyoudon’tsupporthim?”

Youseem tobeinto firm, fixed
borderlines-betweenraces, between
sexes, betweenstraightand gay.

“Borderlines have to be set, because
borderlinesare there. If 10 whitesand 10
blacksgotoaninterview,and 10jobsare
available, you canbetyourlifeitain’tgonna
befive/five,it'llbeninewhitejobsand one
black. So, forus, there has tobe cohesion.
And men should be menand women should
bewomen. And there’snoroomintheblack
race for gays; ablack gay can’traiseakid,
thekid’s gonnabe confused enough asitis
beingblack. Lineshavetobeset. Therehas
tobeguidance. Theshithastobestable.”

Souncertaintyisaprivilege, aluxury for
white middle-class people (like me).

“Uncertaintyisbullshit, asfarasblack
peopleare concerned.”

Farrakhan’sname comesup again.

“Yousee, whatsomeonelike Farrakhan
hastofaceisahostilemediawho’ll take
whathesays out of context. Like the
‘Hitlerwasagreatman’ comment. What
hemeantwasthathewasamightyand
powerfulman, notagood man. A great
organiser ofmen.”

Idon’tknow; even adisinterested and
dispassionate admiration for Hitler’s
leadership prowessis distastefuland
highlysuspect. ‘

“Rightnow, weneedleaders. We're the \
onlypeoplewho canraise ourselves.Idon’t
thinkanythingwill be achieved in my
lifetime, butastartcanbe made and maybe
inthenextcenturywewillbesostrongand
independentthatonlyovertaggression
willthreaten us, awave oflynching. Right
nowtheydon’tneed to destroy us, cos
we're doingit to ourselves.”

FinallyIgettotalkto Griff, leader of
Security Ofthe First World, Public Enemy’s
securityforceand... well, itturns outtobe
rather more complexand peculiar than ]
I'dimagined.

“Thename Security Of The First World
reflects ourbeliefthat Africaand Asiaare
not the Third World and that Americais definitely not the First World. If
youlookathistoryyou see that mathematics and science and all kinds of
culturebeganinAfricaand Asia.

“Soourjobissecuringtheknowledge of thathistory. Ourjobisthe
preservation of theyoungblackmind. And that’s abig task. We have
meetings and discussion groups where we educate ourselvesin our
historyand culture, orwe discuss the present conditions of blacksin

Americaand Africa.

picture? Do they?

“Of course, theyhave aplace. Manishusband
andwomaniswife. You can only go to that
point, with me. You can even have blackwomen
leaderstoadegree. ButIthink that, where
Americahaselevated afewwomeninaprocess
oftokenism, in order to keep the blackman
down, aswesaidin ‘Sophisticated Bitch’, then
Ithinkit'smaybe time to go back to somekind
of original structure.”

Thisreminds me ofan openletter written by
aBlackPantheressto asisterwhowas more
feministand had complained aboutblack
men’sattitudes to theirwomen: “Don’t cutyour

“We need
leaders. We're
the only people
who can raise
ourselves”

“Butourmainfunctionistoattend concerts
of PublicEnemy. There we're onstage with the
bandinorderto projectimages of strength and
order, send signals to our people thatthese are
youngblackmenwho are standingup, who
ain’tgonnabackoff, that’s for sure.

“We'renottryingto control their physical
behaviouratthe concert, although we can’t
have anyrampaging; we're tryingto control
theirmind, nottheir physical safety. Wewanna
indicate to them that thereis an ability to bind
and conforminachaoticsituation.

“Wewear paramilitary uniform, because
everybodywears uniform today-Gaddafi,
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Khomeini. Whatelse dowe do?We
mingle with the crowd, we talk, we enlist.
We've metup with Farrakhan’s son.
Everybodywhojoins getsinvolvedin
physical training. Martialarts.”

Soastoacquireasenseofone’s
ownpower?

“Because once you knowyourself
mentallyand physically, you're better
abletodeal.”

Oneofthe things that struckme this
tripwas thewayAmericansuse the

Ifthere’sone thingmorescarythana
survivalist, it’sawhole bunch of
survivalists organisedintoaregiment.
Itmustbe thatwhen a group ofyoung
menbandtogetherinatightunitaround
achannelled mindset, a particular
structure develops, andits pretty much
the samesstructure, or “desiring
machine”, that’sbehind communist
youth groups, the BoyScouts, the
Freikorps,anyarmyanywhereinthe
world, and fascists.

word “todeal” intransitively-asure Fortunately, PublicEnemyand

indicator of the survivalist mindset of the whole nation. Security Of The First World are sufficiently powerless (“52 and growing”)
“Wedodrill, it’s called the Fruit Of Islam. It brings about harmonious toremain fascinating tous pop swots, rather than disturbing.

totalityamongourselves. Sixty guysallin one step.” “Alotofthe critics pick up on the violence element, but they don’t
Gettingwasted ondrink, drugs orwomenisrightout. understandit’sananalogy.It’slike ‘my Uzi weighs aton’. No gun weighs =
Ahem.WhatcanIsay?Rectitudein theface of chaos. Anadmiration thatmuch, it’'sametaphor, astrongimage, ‘cosyou gotto grab people, §

for Colonel Gaddafi (“Blacksin Americadidn’tknowwho to side with”). wake themup. It'slikeifThityou over the head with thisstapler,you'dgive 2

Harmonious totality. No faggots. Uniform and drill. me 100 per centattention, for sure, maybe even 150 per cent! SowhatI'm &
Itallsounds quitelogical and needed, the way they tellit. Andit’sall doingis cracking heads, but verbally,and with NOISE.” =

very,verydodgyindeed. Let’shopeitstays thatway. SimonReynolds ® 2
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TheWedding
Present:“best
Britishdebut
oftheyear”

ALBUMS
The Wedding Present

RECEPTION

Fondue sets... his'n’ hers pillow
cases...reproduction cake
stands... To theinfallible rule that
all Wedding Presents are both
pitiably predictable and totally
useless, our quartet of home-
spun heroes are the only known
exception. George Best
triumphantly confirms that
unique standing, beingboth a
surprise and a thing of beauty.

Two days after the first time |
ever saw The Wedding Present
my jaw was still dragging and
bumpingalong on the pavement
behind me. The fact that they
played, rather thanthrashed, at
that finger-shredding velocity
left me startled. That George
Best comes withoutamoment's
respite from the sonic gale
means I'mstartled still. And yet,
once you're used to the shock,
and can hear past the surface
clamour, you find both the
surprise and the beauty...

The factis, yousee, that
George Best uncovers what was
somehow hiddenin the
breakneck emotional blitzkrieg
of the WP’s singles, namely that
David Gedgeis as goodalyricist
as Britpop currently possesses.
Here he’s etched adozen little
love-scapes of sometimes quite
breathtaking
realism,aworld
fuelled by desire,
lust, paranoia,
romance and
bitterness, yet
distinctly more
Dalston than
Dallas, more
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Darlington than
Dynasty. These
are songs about
fleeting eye contacts,
snatched and forever
treasured, about drunken

kisses and casual betrayals,
about girlswhowalkhome a
different way each night to avoid
the airhead wolf-whistles. Real
situations, real feelings, real
people, reallove.

Andreal does not translate into
ordinary, because Gedge (like
Costello, Morrissey, Bragg and
Ray Davies, at their respective
best) uses language -in his case,
conversational and undecorated
-totransformthe personal and
the mundaneinto the universal
and the deeply affecting. Take,
for example, the shrugging,
spiteful resignation of “Don’t
give me that/’Cos you were seen/
Everyone thinks he looks daft/
Butyou can have your dream”
(“Everyone Thinks He Looks
Daft”); or the sickening sadness
of “Slowly your beauty is eaten
away/By the scent of someone
elseinthe blankets where we lay”
(“All This And More”); or the
desperate chirpiness of “Don’t
Be SoHard”, where the endlessly
repeated line “you’re not like
anyone ['ve ever met” is
eventually poisoned by the
whispered outro “at least not
yet..".It's as simple as this; for

REVIEW

— 1987 —

every face of the
hoary old love
thang, Dave Gedge
has anew, and
revealing, coat of paint.

Inthe present pop climate,
The Wedding Present have
beenalmostinsanely brave. By
refusing to make their music any
more listener-friendly, or their
lyrics any more sugary sweet,
they hurl themselves wilfully into
the face of accepted pop wisdom
and maybe sacrifice the chance
of Thursday nights out with Mel,
Kim, Pepsi, Shirley and all the
rest. But, that fleshy prospect
notwithstanding, | reckon their
courage hasbeen utterly
vindicated; Dave Gedge stands
exposed as a prototype genius-
next-door, while George Bestis
anunmitigated delight, the best
British debut of the year, and the
most remarkable contribution to
humanity ever achieved by
supporters of Leeds United.
DannyKelly, NME Oct10

Pixies 4AD

The debut, mini-LP by Boston’s
Pixies collapsesinto the
slipstream of Throwing Muses,
whom they are to supporton
their forthcoming British and
Europeantour. Like the Muses,
they ramble excitedly through
post-punk textures - onthe
hammer-swinging “Caribou”,
imagine agin-
soaked Siouxsie
circa“Melt”, on
“The Holiday
Song”,astricken
and emaciated
Robert Smith
stripped of his
assets. The Pixies
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are audaciously, vitally loose,
asnookatpop’s current will to
airtight efficiency, integration,
the filling of every space.

By falling apart, digressing,
cracking up, the Pixies conspire
to create space - guitarsand
hollers relate only adjacently,
give each other awide berth. The
wind blows clean through the
amateurish Pixies. The structural
untidiness, the holesrather than
the “whole” of, say, “Nimrod’s
Son” suggest somethinglarger,
more porous than The Song.

Black Francis’ vocals are
curiousrather than truly
possessed,an eccentric mélange
of roadside observations,
suddenimpulses, cracked
anecdotes and failed high notes.
It’s a voice, now humorously, now
urgently,onthe edge of its
tether, all tongue and tangle,
flailing towards obscure ends,
pulling along semi-collapsed
songstructures by the bit, then
tripping in excitement.

Having said all that, Come On
Pilgrimisn’t quite the tumble I'd
anticipated - Pixies have further
todepartyet. Their almost
mocking predilection for lumps
of post-punk noise stillhampers
themalittle. Once they've got
their lastleg out of that horrible
husk, they’llbe sportingin the
new guitar air with the rest of
them. David Stubbs, MM Oct10

Gaye Bykers On Acid

VIRGIN

You know, when all the cows have
come home toroostand all that,
Ifeel certain that Gaye Bykers
aren’t completely hopeless. All
therustandjunkisinthere.
The guitarsare there, eye
washedin pleasantenough
shades of green. So, what goes
wrong? Why ought they to
change their name, withits
imitations of multiple deviancy,
to Thick Bykers On Beer?
Maybe it comes down to
attitude - singer Mary’s got
too much of it. All through this
album I feel the cold waft of a
fist waving vaguely about my
face.Or maybe they're felled




by the slightest leverage of self-
consciousness. | suspect-and
this goes for the likes of Zodiac
Mindwarp and Pop Will Eat Itself
aswell - thatif the Bykers had
beenbornin Americathey could
have been the Butthole Surfers,
completely moronic, abstractedly
abrasive, their brainsleaking and
theirbloated bodies oozing. Asit
is, the Bykers are too fatally
sussed to produce a giant dung
masterpiece like Locust Abortion
Technician. They have the self-
defeating nouse to daub
themselvesin Judge Dredd-ish
coloursand shapes (that sort of
cartoon)refer tacitly to The
Monkees (“Zen Express”), T Rex
(“Motorvate”), fallinto half-
remembered Clockwork Orange
and Blade Runner postures. It's all
very British, all wink and sideshow.

The music? The Bykers’
problemisthatthey're neverupin
the air,never bowel-deep. There’s
gruff motormouth motoric Mary
up there with his crotch splayed
onthe handlebars, with the rest
of the band riding pillion.On
“World War 7 Blues” they rise,
horribly cocky, to something like
Judas Priest withasmall, blunt
instrumentinstead of adick.On
“Drive In Salvation” they descend
correctively into aswamp-like
seizure. Every track begins with
aslow, ominous emergence, like
ajunk creature fromaswamp,
butpeepbetweenyour
fingersandyou'llsee
thatallitisisawee
rock spanner.

The Bykers don'tlack
trouser-seat, but they
lack bottom. They're
crusty rather than
substantial. The sleeve
lists dedications to “The
Mosh Crew” and The Mutoid
Waste Co, the sort of supportive
rumps who will ensure that the
Bykers, or somebody like them,
re-emerge again and again, a
little rustier, alittle dirtier.

Review copies of Drill Your
Own Hole come withoutaholein
the middle. Amere prod of my
pen, however, was enough to
puncture one. David Stubbs, MMNov7

—— SINGLES —

REVIEW

— 1981 —

SINGLES
The Gure

I'matalossashowto
greetand chronicle this
important event, knowing full
well that one facetious crack
out of line could see my
assistant editor takingasudden
interestin the Edgar Broughton
Band and dispatching me with
strange zeal toreview their gig
atthe Crewe Corn Exchange on
Saturday night. Whatcan|
say? Atleastit doesn’t
sound like Dexys
Midnight Runners
like the one
before last did.
It's a colourful,
fluffy, fluttery,
fussy thing, a
mere transcription
of the Down With
Skool! graphic on the
sleeve. Unimpeachable,
really, but turns my face green,
asif having consumed too many
truffles. MMOctio

My Bloody Valentine

LAZY

Right, Cyclopsis already bored
with faster and faster. His new
criterion for what makes great
popis: does it make time stand
stillin a haze of
anticipationand
intangible nostalgic
lust? My Bloody
Valentine probably
don’tknow what the
hell that means, but
thereisonebit -after
the first choruson
their wispy, willowy
blackcurrant-rock
song-where they
swallow mercury and
justforasecond, just

by (N\ ,;G) ‘*’mﬁv aien

»4 06
"3

g_,,\/' fora
R glimmer,
‘:b Iwason... It

/

v\e,/& doesn’treally
effervesce, it’s
tamer and perhaps

more durable (suspectbut not
condemnatory adjective) than
their live thrash-outs. However,
I’'mtold they’re much too
slothful to ever be “successful”,
andthisendearsthemtome
immensely, especially if they're
often mistaken for “pensive”
wheninfactthey're “vacant”.
Not without drops of promise.
As for time standing still, we
approach now whatis, to be
unreasonably reasonable, the
richest fabrication of this last-
exit-before-the-Christmas-
supersavers week... MMNov 21

Paul McCartney
PARLOPHONE
Roger Waters
EMI

Thisyear’sMcCartney
Christmas No 2 catches me off
guard, having beenseverely
weakened and embarrassed by
the ecstasy half the best-of job
isdoingmein with. “Jet”! “My
Love”!Magical and black
lamblike, | swear. Odd, isn’tit?
The other halfis disgraceful,
and this particular nursery
rhyme stands proudly with one
hoofin each puddle, whichis
not goodforits groin.

Roger Watersisanew English
comedian. “The thought of my
little ones burning” is his best
alternative
corker here.
Another
good bitis
where he
says “crap”
andit’s, like,
really rude,
sothat’s

MyBloody .:';
Valentine: -
“Strawberry
Wine”doesn’t
effervesce

'S

scuppered his chances of
ousting Rick Astley for The Big
One That Matters So Very
Much Honestly AllOf UsHere
AtRadio1Lose Sleep About It
And SometimesEven Can’t
Manage Sex With Our Wives
-the (fanfare) Christmas
Number1! MMNov21

TheFall
BEGGARS BANQUET

I've hated everything they've
everdone, but thisisgreat -
sounds like Van Der Graf
Generator. They usually
whinge and moanalot
because they come
fromup north, but
we won't getinto
that. Thisis
really good -
it'sgotanice
tuneanda
party mood,
luvvie. It
sounds like The
Glitter Band, too,
whichis great
because,inthe past,
Mark Smith has claimed
hislyrics are reallyimportant
because he's anortherner, but
youdon'thear whathe’son
aboutonhere. MMOct24

Freddy Mercury & Montserrat
Caballé POLYDOR

In the most curious matching of
talents known to man, Freddy
settlesbackin the armchairand
whinges abit while the weighty
Montserrat leaps around
yodelling
andwarbling
wildly.He'’s
never been
the same
since
“Bohemian
Rhapsody”.
MM Oct31
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06T0pER-DEREMBER

THE POGUES

celebrate the festive season
with a new single, “Fairytale Of New
York”, and play a date with special guest
. “As a human being,
I’ve been grossly overrated,” confesses
Shane MacGowan. “But | think I’ve been
underrated as a songwriter.”



“Youwerehandsome/
Youwerepretty...":
“Fairytale Of New

York” duettersKirsty
MacCollandShane
MacGowanin1987




1987

06T0pER-DEVEMBER

STEPHEN PARKER / ALAMY

MELODY MAKER

TWAS 2.30pm and it was too early, much too
early for The Pogues to be up and about.

Shane MacGowan lay stretched outalongthe
seating, fastasleep,in the Camden Electric
Ballroom, while Andrew Ranken, Darryl Huntand
Philip Chevronsatlethargicallyaround atablein

anearbypub, staringinto their glasses of orange and bitter
lemon. Spider Stacyjustaboutmadeitin forlastordersand
ashotoffire-water, cracklingtolifewith a cheerfulness
thatwasareliefbutalso anintrusioninto his pocket of
awfulsilence.

Backin the Ballroom, someone waswaking Shane. The
singer opened bleary eyes, reached for the bottle of port
and emptiedit.

“There’saplaceround herewhere youcandrinkall day,”
hemuttered several times, finallyambling offout of the
buildingandintoaFrenchrestaurantafewdoorsalong.
Heordered onedrink (abottle of wine) and, asan
afterthought, a couple of starters: tomatoes with basil
andabowl ofsnails, bothrequested en frangais, an
endearinglyindividual frangais.

Wespentalazy, friendlyafternooninhere, the singerand
myself, althoughitsrevitalising qualities did not extend to
Shane, who seemed as groggy, as uncoordinated, going out
ashehad comingin.

Severalhoursand asoundchecklater, wewere backin the
restaurant, onlythistime the companyhad expanded. On
myleft, MrJoe Strummer, about to make hisfirstlive
appearanceinmore thanthreeyearsasspecial guest of
The Pogues. On myright, the ubiquitous Spider, banjo
playerJem Finer and Shane MacGowan, who had
undergone aremarkable transformation. Sobered up and
sharpened up, he appeared to be on edge, tappingan
irritable finger on the table top and snappingatvarious
well-meaningenquiries, the earlier gopod humour givingwaytoacertain
suspiciousness now thatwe'd arrived at the official conversation.

There was, however, nojiggery-Pogueryafoot on my part, no

inclination to be critical, forinstance, of the drinking aspects of the band.

Farbeit...!Yetto broach the subjectwas to ask for a pricklyresponse from

MacGowan, whowas clearly anticipating the sort of finger-wagging

reprimands that the press, from time to time, have felt obliged to deliver.
The Pogues, inthe past, have been accused of

toMacGowan’sowningenuity. Asalyricist, particularly, Shane’salot
more sensitive, imaginative and evocative than some people give him
credit for, although he himselfisreluctant to agree with me there.
“Idon’tthinkI'vebeenunderestimated asalyricist—well, perhaps
Ihavebythe press, butnotbythe audience. Theyknowall the bloody
words, alotofthem anyway. Asahuman being, I've been grossly
overrated. ButIthinkI'vebeen underrated as asongwriter.”
Asasongwriter, Shane, in collaboration with

irresponsibilityin encouraging youngfansto
drinkmore than the doctorwould’ve ordered. As
anadditional consequence of their associations
with the demon alcohol, the group have been
takenlessseriously, in certain quarters, than
theydeserve. Inviewofthese things, there
would seemtobeacaseforadryingout, orat
leastawateringdown, of their own approach.
“Tenyears orabitlongerago, whenIusedto
goand see gigs—The Faces, Mott The Hoople,
LouReed-everybodywould goin the pub, get
abitdrunkandthengoto the gig,” retorted
Shanehotly, the tapping on the table getting
louderbythesecond. “Istilldoitonanightoff.

“I haven’t got
anything in
common with
the actual part
I'm singing”

Jem, has excelled himselfwith The Pogues’
newsingle, a Christmassongcalled “Fairytale
OfNew York”.

Described somewhat misleadingly by
MacGowanas “abitlike ‘Bohemian Rhapsody””,
itmoves through two separate moods, the first
slowand lyrical, Shane’srasp catchingnotonly
inhisown throatbutourstoo, and the second
sprightly, brilliantly tuneful, abright duet
between Shane and Kirsty McColl. The vocal
interplaysimply sparkles as the story unfolds,
through characterisation, ofan elderly couple,
thelife theyhave and thelife theyonce
imagined they'd have.

What’sthelawagainstthat? Thereisn’talaw
againstit, for God’s sake. It'swhat people have always done—go and get
drunkandsee The Pogues.”

“TheFacesused to have a cabinet of wine on stage with them,
Liebfraumilch, chilled to theright temperature,” added Jem.

“Later on, itwas bottles of brandy,” carried on Shane. “But thisnew
puritanism thatwe have todayhadn’tcomeinthen.”

“Wedon'tneed tojustifywhatwe do,” said Jem. Our audiences have
areallygood time. It'snotaviolent, negative thingatall.”

Havingspent many a merryeveningwith a pintinmyhand and The
Poguesonstage, I'd personallybe horrified if they ever did attempt to
cleanup the greatbigboisterous barroom that’s their stage and their
auditorium. Atthe same time, as Spider says, it’s “reallyannoying” that
certain casual observersare contentto thinkin caricatures, onlywant
theimage, aredistracted byitfrom the worth of the songs, are oblivious
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“Wethought, ‘Why don’twe putoutareal
Christmassingle thatisn’talotoftosh,” explained Shane. “And thenit
wasachallenge towriteaduet. It'ssetin New Yorkbecause theideathat
Ihad seemed like aNew Yorksortof tune, an Irish-American Broadway
thing, with an American music-hall feel.

“Mypartintheduetis themanwho’sgotkicked outofthe drunktankon
Christmas Eve night. Hiswife’sin hospital, she’sill, and he’sjust out ofhis
skull. Then they're havingarowand hekeeps onbringingitonbackto the
good timesand shekeepshandingoutall thisshit.

“Thaven’tgotanythingin commonwith the actual partI'msinging—
YulBrynnerisn'treally the King Of Siam-exceptin the sense thatI've had
argumentswithwomen and they'vehad argumentswithmeandit’s
usuallyended up with some kind ofreconciliation. That'swhat the song’s
about, butit’sin New York and they’re old and goingback toalongtime
agowhentheygotthere, full ofhopes, full of dreams.



MacGowanandPogestin
whistle player/traybasher/
backingvocalist Spider
Stacyshortlybeforethe
release of “Fairytale Of New
York” onNovember23,1987

“Theguyiswhiningandsaying, ‘Forgive me,’ and she’s saying, ‘Fuckit,
you're awaste of space.’ She’srightand so’she. They’re both rightand
they’rebothwrong. Butinthe end theystartgetting sentimental and
thinkingaboutthisand that, like old people do.

“I'vespentalotoftime talkingto old people, lots of relatives, old people
inbarsovertheyears. That'swhat ‘A Pair Of Brown Eyes’islike—a guy
getting somekind of suss frommeetinganoldguyinabar.Itrytolearn
from people. You can meetsomeone in abarwho can often tellyou things
thatblowyour mind, make you think of things completely different.”

Iasked Shane forhis mostvivid personal memory ofastrangerinabar,
butsadlynone came to mind.

“He can’tremember!” chortled Strummer. “Hehasnorecollection!”

asitmayseem, hasresulted from a succession of meetings over
theyears.

“Wesupported The Clash alongtime ago atthe Academyin Brixton,”
recalledJem, tracing the beginnings of the friendship. “I've alwaysbeen
impressed by people who've been very successful thatare justlike
ordinarypeople.”

“Joe’sreally down-to-earth, completelyunassuming, rather than
ajumped-up upstart,” chippedin Spider. “We did Straight To Hell
together and we got to knowJoe more. Then we were doinga TV showin
Dublin earlierin the yearand we decided to askJoeifhe'd like tobe one
of our special guests. Therestishistory.”

“I'would never
haveacceptedan
invitation from
anybodyelse,
youknow,” said
Strummer. “They’re
from the same
traditionas The
Clash.Idon’twishto
drawany divisions
withinthescene, but
ThePoguesare

T HE COMBINATION OF The Pogues and Joe Strummer, unlikely

THE POGUES

definitely from myside of the tracks. They’re definitely
somethingIcanunderstand. Iwasreallyimpressed when
Iheard theirinstrumental musicin Sid And Nancy.I'd
been thinking of one-dimensional Pogues, and when
Iheardthat, Irealised thattheyhad depth to them, this
fabulousdepth.

“They called me andsaid, ‘Comeup to Camden
[Electric] Ballroom. It'saroom thatI've decorated with
my ownsweat on more than one occasion. I must confess
tobeingabitnervous.I'mfrightened ashell...”

“Ttscares the shitoutof metoo,” said Shane. “All that
maniagoingon out there-it'sbeen gettingmore and more
manicinthelastyearorso. Peopleareshoutingatyou,
askingyou questionsyou can’thear, shoutingyourname,
keepingonshoutingatyouuntilyou atleast pretend to
hearwhatthey’resaying.”

“You get people wantingyouto give them plectrums and
picksduringasong,” said Jem. “And some people seem to
have thisstrangeattitude that you can play asongand still
havea conversationwith them atthe same time.”

“Orevenmoreridiculous, thatyou cansingasongand
haveaconversationwith them atthe same time,” added
Shane. “Alot ofthe time on theroad, Ifeel anervouswreck.
There’salotof pressure.

“Peopleare shoutingand screamingatyou all the way.
You gethassled by people grabbingyou, wantingto talk to
you, askingyouwhy they can’tgetin{free, tellingyouwhy
theydidn’tlikeyourlastrecord.”

“It'sacompletelyunnatural way ofliving,” said Jem.
“You ceaseto have any existence in your ownright. To
actuallyhave any peace and quietbecomes very difficult.
We'renotreallythat pushed onbeingstars.”

Thefollowingis the Shane MacGowan guide to your
favourite hassles, in order of popularity:

“Theywantautographs. Theywantsomething that
youown. Theywantto have their picture taken with you.
‘Whydon’tyouplaysuch andsuchasong?’ ‘When areyou playingin the
vicinityagain?’ ‘Do youwantto come and have adrink?’ —notanymore
Idon’t, no. ‘When’s the newalbum comingout?” ‘Whydid Caitleave?’ ‘Do
youremember me from Blackburn?’ ‘Iwas the onewho was throwing
mud atyouat Glastonbury'...”

Strummer: “Doyouwannafuckme?”

Shane: “Willyoumakeit clearitwashimwho said that?” Andin answer
totheinevitable question: “I've had afew propositions.”

Therelationship between The Pogues and Joe Strummer seems agood
deal more comfortable, morebasic perhaps, than their dealingswith U2,
whorequested The Pogues as supportonaseries of gigsinIreland,
Britain, Europe and America.

Spider: “Ifirst met Bono in Corkwhen U2 had just played. Iwentup and
said, ‘Howareyou? Whatwas the giglike?’ He said, ‘They've suffered in
thecity. Theyhave agreatspirit, theyhave greathearts, greatsouls.' Isaid,
‘Bono, Ijustwanted toknowwhat the gigwaslike. Ithinkhe was on
mushrooms. Either thatorhe’d had averyheavyprayer session. But
theyreallreallyniceblokes. Diamond geezers.”

It’ssilly, but even afterall thistime, I keep expecting Shane MacGowan
totalkwithanIrish accent, probably because he singsin one. He looked
peeved tobereminded of the contradiction.

“It'simpossible to singanIrish song, to putfeeland emotionintoit,
withoutgoinginto somekind of Irish accent,” he commented, alittle
grumpily. “You can’tsing Verdiin an English accent. You have tosingitin
anltalianaccent.” »




Bornone Christmas Dayin Kent, where
his parentswere on holiday, he moved
backtoIreland with the family, where he
remained, forsixformativeyears, in
Dublinand Tipperary. Still his affinity,
his passion forIreland is all-consuming,
asvital tohis thinking, tohis
preoccupations, asitis tohismusic. He
keepsacloseeyeonall ofthelocalbands
onhishalf-dozenvisitsayear, citingThe
Real Wild West, Hothouse Flowers and
Fleadh Cowboys (“the onlyreally great
countryband thatIreland hasever
produced”) asthebest of the current crop.
Hesimilarlykeepstabsonthesocialand
politicalissues of the day, rages at the
injustices of the existing situation.

THE POGUES

THE POGUES

111 Should Fall From Grace With God

beenstrip-searched.I'vehad to take my
trousersdown.”

Giventheband’s outspokeninterest
intheaffairsoflIreland, itdidn’tseem
outofplacetoaskforaviewonthe
Enniskillen bombing. Unfortunately,
thissent Shane offinto another ofhis
huffs, the finger tapping disconcertingly
ashe demanded toknowthereason for
the question.

“The Enniskillen bombingwasa
stupid thingto do, arevolting thingto
do,” hefinallyventured. “Idon’twant to
sayanythingpersonally...”

“Itwashorribleand itwasself-
defeating,” added Jem.

“Idon’tbelieveinkillingIrish

Nowhereisthatanger moreinflamed, more
directlyarticulated, than on “Birmingham Six”,
aforthcomingalbum trackwhich explores the
predicament of the Irishmenin courtat the
moment, protesting theirinnocence of the
bombing charge forwhich theywere convicted
10yearsago, now thatfresh evidencein their
favourhasemerged.

“And thefilth get promotion, but they're till
doingtimelBeingIrish in the wrongplace and
atthewrongtime,” he snarls over fierce verses,
verseswhichhammerouthardinstartling
contrastto the placid, richlymelodicring of
thechoruses.

“I've been
questioned
a lot, ['ve
been strip-
searched”

peopleanyway,” said Shane. “Idon’tbelieve
inkillinganybody, butsome people are
legitimate targets.”

“Ifyouseeyourselfasfightingawar,” said
Jemhastily.

“Armed people arelegitimate targets,”
Shane concluded. “Ifyou're carryingagun,
ifyou’re prepared to shootsomebody, you've
gottobe preparedto dieyourself.”

the newalbum, If1Should Fall From
Grace With God, due outin the newyear,
should prove to be The Pogues’ most

J UDGINGBYTHE few tracks I've heard,

“The Birmingham Sixare onappealin this
country fordoingabombingthattheydidn’tdo,” said Shane. “It’sjustso
disgustingand offensive. The song does also mention the things thatgo
oninlreland, the guys thatgotshotinthebackofthe neckbythe SASin
Armagh, butthe main thingis the Birmingham Sixand the Guildford
Four.Allthe evidenceis thatitwasaset-upin Birmingham. The judges’
whole tripisto spot the fuck-up in the laws and find againstit. It's obvious
theletter of thelawwasn’tfollowed in this case, originally.”

HarassmentoftheIrishin Englandissomething that Shane claims
personal knowledge of: “Tknow five or six people that have been followed
over here from the North of Ireland and watched by Special Branch and

raided earlyin the morningandlocked up forseven daysand not charged.

I'vebeentakenintheroomacouple oftimes, years agowhenIwas
admittedlyafairly scruffyindividual. I've been questioned alot, I've

November17,1987: The
PogueswithJoe Strummer
attheElectricBallroomin
Camden,NorthLondon

Py
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complete, convincing and commercial work
yet. Proudly said by the band to contain “nofillers”, itwas recorded
virtuallylive with Steve Lillywhite at the controls, and for all of its
inherent Poguishness, its inescapable Irishness, it finds the group
exploringall sorts of diverse possibilities in sound and style, mood
and word, thelyrical ferocity ofa “Birmingham Six” counterbalanced
bybursts of humour and flights of fancy.

“Turkish Song Of The Damned” wasnamed afteran amusing
misunderstandingwitha Germanfanwho’dbeentryingtoask The
Poguesifthey’dheard “The Turkey Song” by The Damned. Musically,
thisone’sanintrigue, an odd but effective blend of Greek, Turkish and
Irishinfluenceswhich endsin anacceleratingwhirl, “like Zorba The
Greek”. Lyrically, it’s afantasy.

“It’san 18th-century ghoststory,” said Shane.

“There’s this guywho’sbeen on ashipwreck but
managed to getawaywith allthe money, lots of money.
Foryears, he’sbeen dancing, drinking, screwingand
goingoutonthebeach, and everytimehehears this
wailingand the dervishing, he’sjustwaiting for his
shipmatestocomebackand gethim. Then the ship
comes backup and hisbest mate comesbackand there’s
aknockonhisdoor... It'sabout guilt.”

suffocation point, the humidity count reaching

almostunbearablelevels as the throngs
danced and sangand accorded The Pogues one of the
wildest receptions I've ever seen, a reception which
became even more hysterical with the arrival on stage
ofJoe Strummer, leading the band through encores of
“London Calling” and “I Fought The Law” and later
declaring the whole night “wonderful”.

The Pogues, for their part, were wonderful enough on
their own to come backafter Strummer, to build on the
existing fever with an affectionate gallop through
“Maggie May”, triggering amassive exhilaration
thatremainedin thebuilding, fizzing through the
atmosphere, longafter the crowdshad gone home.

Iwasreminded of something that Shanehad said
earlier: “AllIwantis for people tolike the music, tolike
thetunesand to have agood nightouteverynowand
again.” Ithinkwehad oneat Camden... CarolClerk ®

T HE ELECTRICBALLROOM was packed to



FRANS SCHELLEKENS / GETTY

cad

MM/NME JUL-DEC

RIP, The Smiths

Toallsuicidal Smithsapostles.

So, goodbye Smiths... but
remember allyoucharming
peoplewho have cherished and
followed the handsome four for
solong—when Morrissey closes
adoorhe opensawindow.

And o, Stephenwillembarkon
ascintillating new career which
willwithout doubttouch our
innermostemotions, awaken our
latentsentimentsasall thoselast
Smiths masterpieces did over the
years. His sensitivity (and coy
sensuality) haven’tchanged with
hiscircumstances. The deep
beautyof Morrissey’swordswill
liveonand continue to thriveinhis
newwork. Don’tdespair, hewon’t
desertus.Johnny, Andy and Mike
willembarkon theirrespective
careersalso. Though The Smiths
have separated, the perfect unit
theyformed will continue to exist.

Onalighternote, have you
noticed thestrikingresemblance
between Gary Crowley, Billy Bragg
and Colin Vearncombe? Uncanny.
MORRISSEY’S GYRATINGHIPS,
Scotland (MM Sept 26)

Whatwas Madonnadoingthe day
Elvisdied? Whatdo The Smithsdo
nowthattheyhave died? What
would have Elvis thought of The
Smiths? Whatwere The Smiths
doingwhen theyheard the
Madonnadateshad been
announced? Whatwould Elvis
have doneifhe wasthe father of
Madonna’s child?Is Sean Pennthe
replacementfor Johnny Marr? Did
JohnnyMarr playon the Sun
sessions? Whatwould Casey
Kasemhave tosayaboutthe
matter? Makesyou think, eh?
Johnny NME Reader, Barnet

(NME Aug 29)

RIP, “sexy” Big Black
Ideplore the craven, pathetic
priorities of the personwho
allocated suchaminuscule space
forthereview of the new (and
final) Big Black LP, Songs About
Fucking, while giving The Smiths
enough coverage to snugly wrap
abrace of down-and-outs.
Wouldn'tyouratherbesungto
sleep by Norman Wisdom than
endureyetanotherrheumatic
Morrissey attack? Yourreaders
should know-BigBlackwere the
funniest, grooviestand best-
mannered pop group ever. They
arealso furiously sexy.

ers letters

Thefinalironywasloston
everyone. The Smiths neverwere,
theywerejustBigBlackin tasteless
disguise.Ifyou'd beensmarter
you'd have noticed thattheir
careersranhideouslyparallel.
Rightto the pointwhere their
guitaristsleftatthe verysame
time. Why else were Big Black the
only group thatJohnnyMarr
neverjammed with? Youfools.
BELLE GUINNESS, N16
(NME Sept 26)

The ego has landed

Steve Sutherland’s interviewwith
AndrewEldritch was absolutely
appallingand could quite easily
havefilled up Private Eye’s Pseuds
Corner column for the nexttwo
years.Iquote: “It’'stime we
redefined the difference between
manandbeast.It'snothingtodo
withhowmanylegsyouwalkon;
it'severythingto dowith the
possession ofirony. I know people
whoareanimals.”

Whatdoes this MEAN exactly?
Atbest,it'sarather crudeand
confusingwayto elaboratea
simple, ifuninteresting, theme; at
worst, it’sjust pretentious drivel. I
fearthelatteriscloser to the truth.

Eldritchis egocentric [Noflieson
you!-Backlash Ed] and asaresult
99 percentofwhathesaysishis
image talkingandisnotremotely
sincere. Such contrived facades—
however carefully thought out—
areneverimpregnable. Therewas
somuch contradictioninwhat
Eldritch said, so much worth
leapingon, yetthe chance was
wasted. Amercifulreleaseindeed!
EDWARD WHITMORE, Newick,
Sussex (MM Sept 26)

Grebo corner

Furthertorecentcorrespondence
concerningthe origins of Pop Will
Eatltself, Ishouldlike to putinmy
twopenn’orth.Tknew “Graham”
of PWEIwhen he was unemployed
inStourbridge.Ican’treveal my

realname, because he would kick
theshitoutofme.Tused tostand
behind himinthe dole queue when
theywouldinsultthe counter clerk.
Oneday, Graham decided he
would slagoff the young fellow
behind the counter. “Bloody
student,” he chanted wittily. “I've
gotnojobandI'vegotno CSEs!”
Unfortunately, the student
turned onhim andsaid, “Funny,
Irememberyoufrom college
whenyouused to stagger round
pissedand danceto the Bee Gees
atGeogsocdiscos. Youwere a prat
thenandyou'reapratnow.”
Graham fellinto astunned
silence amid thelaughter ofhis
chumsand weneversawhim
again, because he gotajobwith
hisdad’sbuildingfirmand had to
wearasuitandtie, which,Iam
told, madehisacne go crazy.
Please don’tgive thisjerkany
more coverageasheisastudent
thugand awanker.
MORRIS MINOR (pseudonym),
Birmingham (NME Aug 29)

The fans salute the critics
Inthebigbangbeginningthere
was Nick Cool, with Macdonald,
Tyler,maybe Belllater on. Then,
surely, Burchill, Parsons, Baker.
“Thefi(s)tsand the fury.”

Bestcamelast. Money, Penman,
Bohn, Kopf, Hoskyns, Godhead!

Soonitwas over. Lights out. 1972
-82.Popjournalism RIP. Finished.

Enter Reynolds, Roberts, Stubbs,
Studs, Oldfield. “A drop of the
hard(est) stuff,”; love (ly) wor(l)ds
(apart), thelanguage, and so, at
longlast, come again? Areturn to
the thingsthatcountthemost:
sex, lust, jokes, fucking, fighting,
dancing, flirty flighty obsessions,
godlike genius, Prince, Madonna,
New Order, Donna Summer, Barry
White, the pleasure principle, pop
musicas Godintendedit. Never
po-faced (see Gabrielin thisweek’s
NME), often pretentious (keep
thatup!). NoBragg, no pubs, out of
theOdeonsandinto theheavens—
asseriousasitgets,asco(s)micas
(a) fuck, taken extremelyatall
timesandinallways, always the
widestvision, asense of history/
humour/wonder. “AsfarasI'm
concerned...thisisaspolitical
andliberatingasentertainment
canget” (King Tuum).

Rock’n’roll, phew, analyseitto
fuck, Simon, yes! Celebrate it to
death,Jonh-ofcourse!
PAULLESTER, Sheffield(MMDec12)
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HONTH BY MONTH

Coming next...

in 1088

O THAT WAS 1987... Hope your thighs looked thin when
photographed.

But that’s far from it from our reporters 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. Whilein pursuitof the truth, they unearthed stories
thathave come to assume mythical status.

That’s very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rockwill be bringing you verbatimreports from the pivotal
eventsinpop culture, one yearamonth, oneyearatatime.

Nextup, 1988.

NICK CAVE

THE BAD SEED contemplates the seriousness of his position in the
context of the pop form. “I'don’t think ‘the form’ has died, or anything. I
thinkit’sjusthadits catharsis of creativity for this 15yearsorso.”

LEONARD COHEN

THE CANADIAN POET/SONGWRITER returns, to a collective swoon.
Peoplelike hisnewalbum, I'm Your Man, though heis unsure how exactly
to take this.

“When one lives in a state of acute self-criticism, it’s always a surprise
whensomeonelikes somethingyoudo.”

What causes thatself-criticism?

“The evidenceaccumulates.”

ROBERT PLANT

THE FORMER LED ZEP singer addresses the influence of his former
band. Notleaston himself.

“Mysolo career has meandered self-consciouslybetween total amnesia
and rejection of anything I might’ve been doing before 1982,” he says,
“and aninexplicable desire to write songs with no choruses.”

PLUS...

JAMES BROWN!

RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS!
MORRISSEY!
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...and THE CURE, TOM WAITS, GEORGE MICHAEL, REM,
THE FALL, BJORK and many more shared
everythingwith NME and MELODY MAKER
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