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JoNTH DY WONTH

Welcome
t0 1986

HANKS TO NME'S C86 cassette, a mail-order compilation
of young and promising guitar bands, thisisan unusualyear,
in that it seems to come with its own soundtrack album
already attached.
In fact, though the music press of that year covers this
emerging wave of groups such as Primal Scream, some of the
most dramatic events of 1986 take place in front of larger audiences, and far
closer to the mainstream. From their yobbish first appearances in public, the
Beastie Boys quickly prove that their records are serious - and particularly
serious about a good time. Mancunians Simply Red and The Smiths both
develop wider congregations of ecstatic supporters.

Our cover star Prince, meanwhile, seems to dominate many people’s
thinking. He's made another excellent album, and another film. He’s working
with Miles Davis, and has become a topic of conversation. When in August he
plays a run of shows at London’s Wembley Arena, it leaves critics if not exactly
speechless, then at least convinced that these represent an apogee of what
mightbe possibleinarock concert.

It’strue, he's notone for saying much. Butin his stead, strong musical opinion
flourishes from other sources. This year, The Go-Betweens, Nick Cave, The Fall
and The Smiths all make landmark work - and don’t just walk it, but talk it
powerfully, too. Ten years on from punk, John Lydon has plenty tosay aboutit,
and hisgreat new record. In the world of pop, meanwhile, George Michaeland
the Pet Shop Boys prove that thoughtful commentand asense of missionaren’t
the preserve of groups with guitars.

This is the world of The History Of Rock, a monthly magazine that follows
each turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena,
passionate and stylish contemporaryreporters were there to chronicle events.
This publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the reader
decades later, ayear atatime. Missed one? You can find outhow to rectify that
on page 144.

In the pages of this 21st edition, dedicated to 1986, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline siaflers, [iled from the thick of the action, wherever that
maybe.

AttheHagienda, joustingegowith New Order’s Peter Hook. Beingtold by Nick
Cave that you, and every member of your profession, are scum. At the Brixton
Academy, as Morrissey raises a sign to express all that the band’s wry and
empathetic music have come tomeanin thelast three years.

Itsays, “Twolightales, please”.
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6 Bonosingsagainst apartheid.
Keith Richardsand Ronnie Wood
aregame to play, too. RIP Phil
Lynott. Simply Red’s Mick
Hucknallison the Makercouch.
JoniMitchell hits London.

12 “We'restill Joy Division...”

Thisand othersurprising
revelationsfrom thehigh-tech
makersof “Blue Monday”. Inside
thelacienda, and enteringthe
heartoftheband.

18 Paul\Vesterbergand his

bandattempt toexplain their
ramshackleappeal. Careerists, it
turnsout, they'renot. “\WWedon't
carewhat'sgoingtohappen.”

22 Newreleasesrated.

Depeche Mode's Black
Celebration suggestsanew
direction. Swans, meanwhile,
continuetheir darkattrition.

24 TheAustralian band

ready themselves for therelease
offourth LP Liberty Belle And
The Black Diamond Express.
Opinionated wordssoftly
spokenistheirmode.

28 TheStonesguitarist

defendshisband against
allcomers,andasitturns
out, thejournalist too.
“Don’tapologise for getting
up mynose,” hesays. “Not
manydo.”

34 Asightingofnew

phenomenon Sigue Sigue
Sputnik.Red Wedge

(Bragg, Council, Junior, Working
Week) arecaughton tour.

36 “Pilisme,” saysJohn

Lvdon, asheexplainshis
magnificent newalbum, Albumn.
Theroad willrisewithhim.
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40 The American

oddballsrewireold-time
musicinapost-punk

THE
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context. Deliriouscrowds
attest to theirgenius.
"Wedon't takeitupon
ourselvestobein

the vanguard.”

44 John Lydonreviles

the new Sid Vicious
biopic. Sigue Sigue
Sputnikselladsontheir
LP.The Ramonesare
onthe MM couch.
Sheila £, “just good
friends” with Prince,
introduces herself.

a0

MickJones putsThe Clash
behindhimtocreatea
band todance, takeon
popand promotelove.
Loveforevervoneapart
from the media, thatis.

54 Johnny Cash’s daughteris

fouralbumsdeepinto her career.
Isshecountry? Inspiteof her
illustriousheritage, she claims not.

58 Anaudiencewith Morrissey

about the “vile” musicbusiness,
and theplaceofhisband withinit.
\fewwords arespared also forThe
Smiths'new 1P, The Queern Is Dead.

66 Theformer\Vham!vocalist

launchessoloinearnest. Aright-on
chatwithaperson of conscience,
theseif-described “George
Michael, popstar”.

70 Newreleasesfrom Sting,

Dwight Yoakam and Prince.

BEASTIE
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NME

PLAYING DEVIL'S ADVOCATE

ANTI-CHRISTIROCK
' ‘

C

KING

WOODENTOPS  SOUTHSIDE CHERELLE

73 No Knighthood for Sir Bob,

Red Wedge, the politics of Sigue
SigueSputnik... andmore from
the NMEand MA mailbags.

74 JAMCreturntothefray, but

withoutamanager. Ozzyand
“Suicide Solution”. The Smiths
sign to EMI, apparently. Richard
Butlerison the couch. And where
is BillGrundy now?

78 Atacollegeballinnorth

London, the fourth bestband in
Hullfind an uncomfortable
reception for theiravowedly
Christian, socialistacappella pop.

82 Wednesday nightat NME's

C86weekatL.ondon'sICA. The
Servants, Wedding Presentand
Primal Scream show their mettle.

84 Ontheroadinthe USwith

Mick Hucknall and band. Butwill
thesinger's fightagainstloneliness
derail theirschedule?
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New Order
-page12

88 Scum!Thesinger rails

againsttheinhumanityofthe
press...withanother
promotionalinterview.

92 Thegreatest showonEarth!

When Prince landsinLondon,
criticsadmit they thought that
performanceslike thisdidn’t
happenanymore.

96 Atahistoricamphitheatre

inFrance, the band perform for
thecamera. Butwho“owns” Lol
Tolhurst,and what do the ferrets
havetodowithit?

100 Aprobingchatwith

Mark ESmith. From hisearly
hauntings, toroyaltyand the

{

EEC, the vocalistreveals his
thoughtful, opinionated self.

106 InaSwisshotel room, the

legend shares hisviewsonrecent
collaborator Prince (positive) and
Sting, whostole someof hisbhand
(not quite so positive).

11 0 Closing the bookon

Wham!. Anewandimportant
release from Madonna, True Blie.

112 With thebandon their

home turfin NewYork—-and then
watchingthemwreakhavocin
the UKon tour.

1_18 bavid Byrneturns

filmdirector. What'sthestory

- SWINGIN PARTY

M., THEREPLACEMENTS
behind N =
his True e
Stories?

122 Princedisbands

hisgroup, The Revolution.
Mark E Smithwritesaplay.
Michaellutchenceison the
couch.And introducing...
My Bloody Valentine.

1 28 Newreleasesfrom

Feltand My Bloody Valentine,
while lggy reuniteswith Bowie
forBlali, Blal, Blah.

130 MattJohnson unveils

adramaticvideosuiteto
accompany hisnewalbum,
Infected. Willanyoneget behind
hissteamy, brutal vision?

TeauisTORY OO

ROC

K

PRIN

AND THE REVOLUTH

ANOTHERLOVERHOLENYOHE
B/W 1 WANNA BE YOUR LC

13 4 Urbaneformer

journalist Neil Tennant precisely
pinpointswherehestandsin

the pop marketplace. Butdoes
hestilldo the hoovering?

138 Athomeinthe

Midlandsith Felt'sguiding
light, Lawrence. Hiswryexterior
provestoconcealanutterly
serious musical conviction.

142 Intherun-upto

Christmas, TheSmiths play
ananti-apartheid benefit.
Surely nothing canderail this
incredible band?

1 4 5 More from the mailhags.

Time Inc. (UK) Ltd, 3rd Floor, Blue Fin Building, 110 Southwark St, London SE10SU | EDITOR John Mulvey, whose favourite song from 1986 is Kiss by
Prince DEPUTY EDITOR John Robinson Battery by Metallica ART EDITOR Lora Findlay Fall On Me by REM PRODUCTION EDITOR Mike Johnson Life
Without Reason by Pete Shelley ART DIRECTOR Marc Jones Bizarre Love Triangle by New Order DESIGNER Becky Redman Fight For Your Right by the
Beastie Boys PICTURE EDITOR Phil King Velocity Girl by Primal Scream COVER PHOTO AF Archive / Alamy THANKS TO Helen Spivak MARKETING
Nashitha Suren SUBSCRIPTIONS Rachel Wallace GENERAL MANAGER Jo Smalley GROUP MANAGING DIRECTOR Paul Cheal COVERS AND TEXT
PRINTED BY Wyndeham Group | WWW.UNCUT.CO.UK

Subscription rates: One year (12 issues) including p&p: UK £119.88; Europe €179.40; USA and Canada $203.88; Rest of World £155.75. For
enquiries and orders please email help@magazinesdirect.com. Alternatively, from the UK call 0330 333 1113. or overseas +44 330 333 113

(¥recycle

(lines are open Monday-Friday GMT, 8.30am s5.30pm ex. Bank liolidays). Back issues enquiries: Tel: 01733 688 964. www.mags-uk.com

HISTORY OF ROCK 1986 | 5

Featuring pictures

MIKE CAMERON / GETTY

New 7° & 12" 53

_ Initial quantities of
avoilable in superb poster

1



REX/SHUTTERSTOCK

6 | HISTORY OF ROMSEEEE]

1986

JANUARY — WARCH

VIOLENT FEMMES, NEW
ORDER, GO-BETWEENS,
JOHN LYDON AND MORE

“Away to
awaken myself”

NME JANUARY 18

'OU WOULDNEVER have thought that Bono

Vox's harrowing “Silver And Gold” had been

grafted onto the end of the Artists United
Against Apartheid album Sun Cityalmostasan
afterthought. A dark deltablues songwithjusta
gritty tinge of country, it provided the perfect sign-
offlineto an LP that had gathered together some of
thebiggest names in contemporary pop andsoulin
an expression of solidarity with the black South
\frican freedom movement.

Andyet the song—which features Rolling Stones
Keith Richardsand Ronnie Wood on guitar—was
written, recorded, mixed and finallymastered in
littlemorethan 48 hours. Infact, producers Steve
VanZandtandArthurBaker had to hold backthe
cuttingofthediscone October morninglast year
just toinclude Bono's hot-off-the-desk response to
the “Sun Citv" call.

Setinaprisoncell,itssubject matteristhe
economicplightof the oppressed black majority
inthatsad, savage country. The South African
economyisbased toalargeextentonmineral
wealth, thesilverand gold, in mines thatare worked
bywhatisvirtuallyslavelabour, and thisimageis
central to thesong. Bono, however, cleverly extends
the metaphortoencompassthecrucial question of
sanctions, the potentialeconomicstrangleholdon
apartheid that ourarrogant leadersso stubbornly
refused to consider at therecent conference of
Commonwealth ministers.

Itisnot thatsurprisingtofind the U2 singer so
prominentinthe Artists United project, all proceeds
of whichgotoThe\fricaFund, acharitythat gives
moralandfinancial supporttopolitical prisonersin
SouthAfricaaswell ashelpingrefugeesin the West.

Ontheir 1984 Americantour, theone that coincided
withthelast USgeneral election, U2 werebecoming
increasingly associated withagrowingresurgence
oftheStatesidecivil rightsand anti-apartheid
movements. Before playing theanthemic “Pride”, for
instance, Bonowouldregularly referto the South »




June 6,1986:U2atthe
ForumintAduringone
of six Conspiracy Of
Hopeconcertsacross
theUS, stagedtodraw
attentiontothe workof
Amnesty International
onits25thanniversary
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Africanstruggle.Ononedateofthe tourheeven
received a telephone call of encouragement
from Bishop Desmond Tutu, oneof the most
influential black churchleadersin SouthAfrica.

Bono himselfis guardedastopop orrock’s
ability toactuallyinfluence politicalchange
andiswiselywaryofany “U2 Save World”
shtick, buttheband'seffortsin theStatesdo,
incredibly, appeartohave had aminoreffect:
they were cited as oneofthe factorsin
reawakeningthespirit of struggle at the
Democratic party’s presidential convention in
‘84 and aneditorial in the New York Timesalso
associated the Irish band with the perceptively
shiftingattitudes ofasector of Americanyouth.

The singer, however, plays down his potential
politicalimpact: “I'mjustlike anyoneelse. 1
watch the televisionand read the papersand
Idon'treallyknowwhat'sgoingon, especially
regarding something like South Africa. I really
don'tknow. I'm justasnumb and mummified
asanyoneelse. ] use my songs asaway to
awaken myself.1t’slikestickinganeedlein
yourlegafterithasgone tosleep.”

Moreso than even “Sunday Bloody Sunday”
and “Pride”, the latterinspired by Martin
LutherKing, “Silver And Gold" is the most
specific political song Bono
haseverwritten.According
toits composer, itissetapart
inacoupleofother ways,
too: “It’s the firstsongl've
everwritten thatcomes from
somebody else’s point of
view. U2songs arealways
frommy pointofview, but
thisisadepartureintothe
third person. It'salsothe first
blues-influencedsongI've
written. 1 play the guitar with my foot miked up
the way that old bluesmenlike RobertJohnson
usedtodo.And I'mbangingthesideofmy
guitarwith myknucklestokeep therhythm.As
thesonggoeson, the tempokeeps getting faster
and themood more and more intense.

“Thelinethat started the whole thingforme
wasoneabouta boxer, theidea ofa prizefighter
inhiscornerbeingegged onbyatrainer.It'sa
sport that1've foundincreasingly interesting
over the pastyear.Ifind alot ofaspectsofitvery
sordid, abitlike cock fighting or something, but
theimage was very powerfulforthesong.”

Thecircumstancesleadingtothelink-up
between Bono and the two Stones that play on
“Silver And Gold", and therealisation of the

“U2 songs are
always from my
point of view — this
is a departure into
the third person”

songinsoshortatimespace,are coveredin
more detail by Dave Marsh’sexcellent book
Sun City-The Making Of The Record.

Briefly, however, the idea arose following
astudio conversation about the historyof
the blues between Bono, Peter Wolf (former
vocalistwith the] Geils Band), Keith
Richardsand Ronnie Wood in New York’s
West Side studio, where the Stones were
recording. Bonowasin thecity for the
shootingofthe “Sun City" singlevideo,
and when hesuggested that theyrecord
another songforinclusion on thealbum,
Richards and Wood needed no convincing.

And, though theirmusicaland personal
backgroundswould appeartobe poles
apart, Bonowasrather taken by Richards
and Wood duringthe recording session
thatensued: “Richardsisthekind of person
that sometimesgives theimpression that
he’'sinaworld ofhisownoverat theother
side oftheroom, buthe’sactually very wide
awake. He'saman with all theinfamy and
fortune anyone could want,anditallmeans
verylittleto him.

“The musicis theall-importantthingto
him.Whetheryoulikeordislike himisn't
really thepoint. The
importantthingis thathe
hasn’ttakenthebaitand
been middle-classed out
like su many others.”

With thetwin guitarist
addingadense,dank
and eerily oppressive
atmosphereto thetrack
—Woodreputedly
playingslide guitar with
aswitchblade!-Bono’s
vocalisan uncharacteristic but powerful
guttural murmur, punctuated by shrill
whoops. Themood is primal and basic,
enhancedbyKeith LeBlancand SteveJordan'’s
percussiveknuckle-dustingofapairof
cardboard boxesand lightened onlyslightly
bytheclarinet of New York Timesjazzwriter
RobertPalmer (norelation) andafemale
chorusledbyTina BandKirsty MacColl.

Asanold friend of Steve Van Zandt, Bonohad
beenone ofthe firstartists to pledge his support
tothe “SunCity"single,and was assigned the
prestigiousfinallineofthe last verse on the
version thatwas ultimatelyreleased.

By the October morningthatheand engineer
Tom Lord-Algehanded the tapes of “Silver And

sold” over to former E-Streeter Van
Zandtforafinalmix, the Sun City LP was
onthe pointofthe mastering process.

Three monthslater, thesongstill
standsasabold and powerful statement
and amovingpiece of music. Like Gil
Scott-Heron and Peter Gabrielin thelate
'70s and Jerry Dammers and Steve Van
Zandtintheearly '80s, Bono Vox has
producedone of hismost effective and
spontaneous songwritingmoments
fromthe ragehefeels at thesystem
presided overby PWBotha.And, aslong
asthatabhorrentregimeand its tacit
supportlobbies inthe west persist, he
won'tbethelast. Youcanblowouta
candle, butyoucan’tblowoutafire.
Adrian Thrills

Lynott:driven
morethanioo
mileswhile

semi-conscious

RIP, at 36, Phil Lynott.

HEROCKWORLD was left
Tnumbed last weekend by news

that Phil Lynott, founder
member of Thin Lizzy and one of the
biggest stars of the '70s, had diedin
circumstance that blended tragedy,
pathos and mystery.

Losing an 11-day fight for his life,
Lynott died last Saturday evening -
with his mother Phyllis, his estranged
wife Caroline and her father, TV
personality Leslie Crowther, at his
bedside -in Salisbury General
Infirmary. The hospital gave the cause
of death as “heart failure and
pneumonia following septicaemia”.

Lynott, says awitness, had spent the
night of December 24/25 drinking
heavily and taking an unspecifieddrug
at hislarge home in Richmond, Surrey
(he had aformidable reputation for
booze-guzzlingand astring of
narcotics convictions). He collapsed on
Christmas Day from a mixture of blood
poisoning and liver and kidney failure,
andit’s here that oddities begin.

Instead of being taken to alocal
hospital, Lynott remained in his home
while his wife, contacted ather home
in Bath, drove over100 miles to pick
himup.She thenspedafurther7o
miles to analcohol and drug abuse
centre at East Knoyle, Wiltshire.
Accounts of what happened thenare
sketchy, but it seems that the stricken
star was eventually turned away on
the grounds that his condition was
“medical and not addiction related.”

In desperation, Caroline Crowther
drove Lynottafurther 20 miles to
Salisbury General, completinga
journey of over 200 miles for her and
of over100 for the apparently semi-
conscious Phil Lynott. While there
seems little doubt that alcohol and
drug abuse will be found to have been
major contributory factors to Lynott's
death, there will be plenty of other
matters for the coroner to investigate

at the forthcominginquest.



"6t for
April release”

MM MARCH 22

Beginnersistobereleased over the next
fortnight inthree different album formats.

Thefirstrelease,onMarch 24,isasingle
album/cassette containing 10 songs fromthe
filmaswellas “significantincidental music”.

It comprises “Absolute Beginners” by David
Bowie, “Killer Blow” by Sade, “Have You Ever
Had It Blue?” by The Style Council, “Quiet Life”
by Ray Davies, “VaVaVoom” by Gil Evans,
“That’s Motivation” by Bowie, “HavingItAll”
by Eighth Wonder, “Rodrigo Bay” by Working
Week, “Selling Out” by Slim Gaillard and “Riot
City"byJerryDammers.

Aweek later, on April 1, Virginrelease the
entire original film soundtrackindouble
album/cassette format. Itcontainsallthe
trackson thesinglealbumplus additional
music featuredinthe film-atotal of 22 tracks.
Included is music by Smiley Culture, Tenpole
Tudor, Clive Langer, Jonas, Laurel Aitkenand
Ekow Abban aswell as a performance of
“Volare” by David Bowie.

Finally,and alsoonApril 1, comesan 18-track
compactdisc which “includesas muchmusic
contained on the double album as possible for
quality purposes”, and lasts 70 minutes.

Themovie, directed byJulien Temple and
starring David Bowie, Sade, Patsy Kensitand
James Fox, isset foran April 3 premiere.

SOUNDTRACK MUSIC FROM Absolute

MM MARCH 22

Sigue Sigue Sputnik

Why have they signed to EMI? Good
fucking luck to them - they won't do, but |
hope they take the record company to the
cleaners. | don’t understand what they're
doing, but they’re about as frightening as a
flower show as far as I'm concerned.

James Brown

Different ball game altogether. On the
tour, we all kept away from him - we don’t
like meeting heroes, and he's a hero to me.
His group invented funk. Period. Jimmy
Nolen invented funk guitar - he is the
godfather. How can you knock someone
who's made brilliant music for 25 years?
He's a giant - brilliant - top man. Forget
Elvis, The Beatles - James Brown!

He wished us all the best. Very polite. Very
polite show. The girl who books the acts is

pretty hip - she used to do The Tube. They

have some good music.

Seaside holidays

| went to Jamaica for 11 days for the New
Year. Walked along a white beach just high
as a kite - | don’t normally smoke, but it's
difficult not to over there. Brilliant time.

Paul Morley

| know him from hanging around the
Electric Circus and Rafters when
there were between 60 and 200
people who all knew each other for
maybe a year in the end of 1976/77.
He got his job by writing articles
about the Buzzcocks, The Fall,
Warsaw, and they took him on - the
rest of that paper were a group of
fucking hippies.

Frantic Elevators

We started writing songs middle

of '77. Apparently, we sounded like
Captain Beefheart, though I'd never
heard any Beefheart at the time. By
'79, when we'd lost interest, we just
drifted off into a little cranky

house in Hulme and played for
ourselves for about two-and-a-half
years. By the end of Frantic Elevators,
we were really playing rhythm and
blues - not in a pub-rock sense, but a
bit more percussive, a bit weird.

Soul music

I'm tired of the category - if you're
going to talk about soul music, then
Wilson Pickett, Otis Redding, all

June22,1986:Mick

Hucknall fronting
Ll Simply Redatthe

GlastonburyFestival

that team. The other soul is people who
sing with some sort of feeling, create some
kind of emotion. It's a difficult pigeonhole.
I've said before that | think we're a soul
band, but | don’t think we're a soul band.

Football

| met Pele - had dinner with him. He's still
in great shape - doesn’t drink or smoke. He
invited us to Brazil; we're going to do some
concerts there.

New Order

Still big in Manchester. The bass player's
the main one - he's held it together, there’s
something about him. Albrecht plays some
good guitar. They're not as powerful as Joy
Division - they had lan Curtis and he was
aforce in himself. He was a great lyricist.

Johin Peel

| listened to him last night and it was
fucking torture. | heard a session by some
band that just sounded like The Fall’s first
album. He praises a lot of these alternative
independent bands who are a pile of shit.

| think he's boring - a waste of radio time.
His taste in reggae is terrible - when all
that serious rockers stuff was on, between
'74-78, he wasn't playing it. We're fanatics
about it - Lee Perry, Black Heart, Spear,
King Tubby - magnificent. We play that
more than anything - dub freaks. He knows
his old R’n’B, but | think he's stopped
playing things he really likes because he
thinks it’s his duty to let the “kids” be heard.

The Smiths

Nothing against them. Rather see them

in the charts than 90 per cent of what'’s
there. He's interesting. | don’t buy his stuff.
Is he actually from Manchester? | know he
lives in Whalley Range, because | used to
go out with a girl who knew him when he
was knocking around.

Ireland

I'm half-Irish - | only found out at Christmas.
I've had affinities with it and never known
why - my regular haunt is this serious Irish
pub | go in and play pool. | love Guinness.
It's weird, | just fit into the mould.

173
Necessary - | don't mind being told about
faults. A lot of writers tell me about soul and
know nothing about it - they've probably
got Aretha Franklin's Greatest Hits and Al
Green's Greatest Hits and think they can
write the book of soul. People like Paolo
Hewitt - | reckon he knows fuck all about it.
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June15,1986: JoniMitchell

joinsthe final Conspiracy Of
Hope concertatthe Giants
StadiuminNew Jersey

“How do you figure the puzzle out?”

MM JAN 4

HEY'VE ALL BEEN coming out of the
Twoodwork this past year, the artists

who'd never deignto speak toanyone
-oleNeil, Dylan abit, and now the reclusive
JoniMitchell. Therecent Dog Eat Dogis her
14th album, andit’s a mighty long way from her
1968 debut, Song To A Seagull.

Ididn't even have to goto California,because
Joniflewinto Europe just before Christmas to
face the press. Still, not doing interviews for
yearsdoes have its advantages. It means you
actually have something to say for yourself.
About how Dog Eat Dogisn’t a collection of
songs written onthe move, forinstance.

“When | did Hejira, that writing year was
spentdriving around in the States. | drove
across country with a couple of friends of
mine to Maine, thento New York, and from

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1986

New York | drove back home across country
by myself, so that year was spent writing
against amoving landscape, as was Blue.
Blue was mostly writtenin Europe, in Greece
and France. It has alot of longing for going
backto America.

“Dog EatDog is a very domestic American
albumin acertain way, it has a global overview
but mainly it was written...married, settled,
stayinghome alot, watching alotta television,
which puts youin contact with millions of
other people watching television. You are the
recipient of communications that are going
outthatalot of people are pickingup.”

Dog...finds Mitchell handling some big and
disturbing topics alongside her more familiar
personal cryptograms. The sound is weighted
towards some sort of rock mainstream, unlike

Mingus or Don Juan's Reckless Daughter,
sointhatrespectitfollows onlogically from
herlast recording, 1982's Wild Things Run
Fast. Mitchell's musician husband Larry Klein
appears as co-producer, writer and musician,
while Thomas Dolby also figures prominently
among guests with famous names like Don
Henley, James Taylor, saxman Wayne Shorter
and evenactor Rod Steiger, enlisted to enact
therole of an ultra-right-wing evangelist on
“Tax Free".

The growth of the TV preachersand
the Moral Majority with all its hideous
hawkishness has alarmed Mitchellmore
than somewhat. A child of the flower-power
years, she still cherishes the Americanideal
of plurality of thought and deed. She's
Canadian herself, of course.




“Theideals of the '60sand'70s have a true
and clear enemy in this new idea, absolutely
focused,” she says grimly, exhaling ajet of
Camel smoke. She admits to beingachain
smoker, and evidently can't kick the habit.

“l guess people, finding that there was an
emptinessintheirlives,and alack of
community ina certain way, turnedto the
churches and the more flamboyant of these
speakers. Looking for wholesomeness,
looking for something that perhaps had
been lostin America with the family unit
disintegratingand so on, they turned to
thisidea of the paternal figure at the head
of the family, the wife in the kitchen and the
children coming up, and temperance.

“Thisideaseemedtoflower and expand.
Alotta people stopped drinking, became
born-again Christians.”

And the perfect father was, of course,
Ronald Reagan, who has been at pains to
court the evangelists of the new right as
publicly as possible.

“Alot of people think Reagan's a nice guy,”
says Mitchell, wryly. “Neil Young thinks he’s
anice guy.” She pauses before adding:
“He'san actor, y'know.” She rocks backin her
seat, laughing.

Inretrospect,1985 might be remembered
asthe year whenrockfinally faced a few
facts about itself. It was no longer radical or
unruly,but had become institutionalised and
safe. Butit still wielded enormous media
clout and earning power, factors with huge
potential if suitably harnessed.

JoniMitchelldecided rock ought to speak
up against the preachersand zealots trying
to emasculate it further and subjectit to
self-righteous censorship of the most
obnoxious kind. Hence “Tax Free” - “Tonight
I'm going dancing with the drag queens and
the punks/Bigbeat deliver me from this
sanctimonious skunk.”

Onthe other hand, the Live Aid and Sun City
operations left her with some reservations,
though she took part in a Canadian Band Aid
project.She was asked to appear on the Sun
City disc,but then discovered that the
original lyric went like this: “Linda
Ronstadt, how could you do that?/Rod
Stewart, tellme that youdidn’t do it/
Julio Iglesias, you oughtabe ashamed
to show your face/Queen and The
OUays, whatyougot tosay?”

Linda Ronstadt is an old friend of
Mitchell's, part of the whole LA/
Asylum/Geffen crowd, and Joni was
damned if she was goingto have her
pilloried on disc. She declined to take
part,andinsists Ronstadt's visit to Sun
City wasundertakeninallinnocence
on the basis of “art should cross any
border”. Perhaps Linda's watched the
Sun City video by now, which ought to
have rocked herivory tower.

Meanwhile, Joni's song “Ethiopia”is
designed to put that godforsaken
hellhole into some kind of global
context.She reckons
the world'sin a critical

ecological state, with ¥

«dog day afternoomn,

the oceans turning
toxic, eradicable
nuclear pollution

everywhere and the rain forests coming down
intons. Buthow muchimpact does she expect
asonglike this to have? Live Aid and Sun City
seemto have set some wheelsinmotion, but
whodoes her songreally influence?

“Well, there's the appearance of wheelsin
motion and then there's the actual motion.
Forinstance, Bangladesh [the concert for]
appearedtoset wheelsin motion, right...”

And the money disappeared.

“Noitdidn'tdisappear, it went into escrow.
It was just released in1984. It was held all that
time - by who, for what, who got the interest |
don'tknow, but the fact was wheels appeared
to gointo motion but the directinfluence on
the cause wasall anillusion.

“The same withthe No
Nukesfestival. There was
abigto-do andamovie and
athisand athat,but the
funds have amysterious
way of being snatched by
government and being
disarmed alongthe way by,
if not the government of
the country from which
they emanate, then the
country to which they go. There’s ahundred-
and-one ways to stop the ballin motion.”

Soyouthink this will happen to Sun City?

“Well, I don'tknow. All lknow is we just find
out these things after the fact. | don’'t know
how much gooditdoes. It certainly seemsto
elevate people's spirits and they can feel like
they're doing something anyway. That initself
is something.”

Sceptical or what? Tellit to Bob Geldofand
watch hisblood boil. Mitchell isn't optimistic
about the state of the world. Nuclear
disarmament, forinstance: “Evenif the
miracles happenedand both sides said, ‘Yes,
yes, we've beenfools all along and we must lay
down our arms”, what do they do with all the
crap that they've got? All of that stuff is toxic.
Where are you gonnaputit? And supposing
they get the bright idea they’ll shipitinto
outer space and blow it up out there. With the

b

“Pm trying to
write short stories
or small movies,
| guess, in the
pop song idiom”

forcesbeing what they are out there, it’s the
same ideas asthe oceans - ‘Oh, we'lldump it
inthe ocean, the oceanis so big.' Well, nothing
issobig. Eventhe universeisn’t so big that
one of those little bangsisn't gonnacreate
some kind of chain reaction out there.”

Notmuchtolook forwardto, then, though
itseems Jonimay just be going through a
particular phase of doomwatching. She once
had areputation as a kind of professional
bleeding heart whose albums were chunks
of her personal diary set to music, thinly
veiled accounts of her liaisons with various
rock’n'roll personalities. As her music grew
more complex and idiosyncratic, her lyrics
developed abroader
reachandsought outless
obvious targets.

But, she cautions: “I may
go back to bleedingallover
the public atany moment”
(laughs). “The thing that's
peculiaris whatI'mtrying
todo.I'mtryingtodoitina
pop context and apparently
that’s unusual. It they were
short stories they wouldn't
be unusual at all, and unlessit’s a case of
Hemingway where they go picking through all
of his short stories to link it up to his own life,
most of the time they blessedly take a short
story at face value asashortstory.”

Soit won't surprise you to learn that Mitchell
is considering devoting herself, for 1986, to
havingabash at some short stories. She says
she’sbeendevouring volumes of other
people’s lately, by writersincluding Raymond
Carver and the great John Cheever.

“My work is acombination of fictionand
autobiography - alot of the names are the
actual names of friends and acquaintances,
some are fictionalised and some aren't.

“How do youfigure the whole puzzle out?
How muchof itis fact or autobiography,
and how much of it is theatre or fiction? And
what difference doesit make aslongasit's
agood piece?

“I'mtrying to write short stories
or small movies, | guess, in the pop
songidiom. Because | have this
musical ability, I've decided to use
that form to communicate. [t creates
all kinds of difficulties becauseit’s so
much more of a publiclife than that
of ashort-story writer. They tend to
confuse the artist with the art more
inthisidiomthan any other.”

And if writing fictiondoesn’t work
out, she canstillgoback to her
painting, anincreasingly important
partof herlifeinany case.Sherefers
to this juggling of creative media as
“crop rotation”. “David Geffen said
tome once that | was the only star he
ever metthatdidn’t wanttobe one,”
she observed. “Thereluctant star,
y'know.” But it seems to suit her just
fine. Adam Sweeting
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“We went

a bit

high-tech”

What’s the truth about

? Asthe

band enjoy the success

of Low-Life, they reveal
themselves as an aspiring
rock pig, a patriot and
two humble, self-effacing
musicians. “We’re
probably worse miming
than we are playing,”
says Stephen Morris.
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MELODY MAKER

YSTEPHEN MORRIS'S

account, New Orderarevery

shy. Very, very shy, infact.1'd

suggested to Morris, who's the

drummer, that New Order

often seem aloof, even entirely
dismissive of their audiences. Theyplay their
songs, stop and walk off. End of story.

“Er..." said Morris, wincingin the general
directionof thefloor. “Very, veryshy...”

Isthatright?

“Certainlyis. 'Cosyou're just being yourselfon
stage. [twould be quiteeasyto go, ‘Are yafeelin’
alright!"andall that, but... Good grief, no!1
don’tthinkwe'vebeen aloof. You can'treally
ignoreanaudience, it’salittle bitintimidating,
soyoutend to find yourselfgettingannoyed
back becauseyou're feelingintimidated.”

ListeningtoNew Order’s third
and finestalbum, Low-Life,it's
difficult tobelieve theycouldbeso
easily cowed. Its predecessor, 1983’s
Power Corruption And Lies, was
prettypotentstuff too, includingas
itdid “Age Of Consent” and the
enduring “Your Silent Face”. But
Low-Lifeseemed bigger, assured
andatease with itself. Perhapsit
had taken New Order thislongto
find themselves, develop anew
forward-lookingvisionand
exorcise the Ghost Of Curtis Past.

Peter Hook: “Itwas like the old
‘gettingback intowriting’ thing
after Joy Division, andfinallynow »

LAWRENCE WATSON



“We're still Joy Division;
there'snodifference
apartfromtheobvious
one’:NewOrder-
(c/wise)GillianGilbert,
Peter Hook, Stephen
MorrisandBernard
Albrecht/Sumner
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we'reback to how we were before he died. We’re confident about
everythingthatwe donow, sothat’snice. We feelwe canrelyon each
other, ifyoulike.”

Soittookalongtimetoshake off the past?

“Erm...Idon’tthinkittook aslongas people thought. You still get
people whosay, ‘Ah, New Order aresshit, Joy Division are the best.’ But
we'restill Joy Division, there's no difference apartfrom the obvious one.”

Onechilly December night, New Order were onhome turfatThe
HaciendainManchester, playing twosetsfor the paying puntersand
havingacouple of numbers dropped into the Whistle Testlive.

Wearrived for the soundcheck. Bernard Albrecht picked up aguitar,
pluggeditin and began tochugoutsome ofhis trademark throaty chords.
Morris pottered aboutat his drumkit, firing offthe occasional burst of
drummachine, adjustingcymbals, tighteningknobsand checkinghis
banks of gadgets. The ghostly Gillian fingered asynthesizer impassively.
Manager Rob Gretton, akind ofhippyJack Hargreaves, looked on with his
handsinhis pockets.

Itwasthearrival of Peter Hook thatabruptly set the chemistryin motion.
Hook, unshaven, gingery-blond hairtied back and flopping over the collar
ofhisheavyblackleatherbiker'sjacket, is part Monster Of Rock, partlan
Bothamwhen hehasanAustralian in his sights. Hewears hisbasslow-
slung, treatingitmorelike atrail bike thanamusicalinstrument.

Thesoundissomethingelse. According to Bunnymen bassist Les
Pattinson, Hookplugs hisbass through every deviceavailable, and ithits
youlike afallinglog, asoaring, supercharged cudgel of sound. Itseems to
push back thewallsandraise the ceiling, givingeverybodyelseroomto
dowhatevertheylike, securein the knowledge thatasoundlike that
couldn’t possiblyletyoudown.

Hook unloosedafew volleysofnotes, then thegroupdroppedin
behind hiszoomingrifffora newsongcalled “AsItIsAnd When It Was".
Apowerfulandspacious piece, it bears more thana passing resemblance
to “Love WillTear UsApart”. Hook grinned evilly to himself. Some
Whistle Test personnel pausedtolisten, dressed, of course, in the
obligatorymedia-punkstyle. New Order don’t even seemto look ateach
other while they play, but theymust belistening. Suddenly they've
becomeshockingly good, full of confidence and guts.

“Inever noticed that untilsomebody pointedit out to me, funnily
enough,” said Hook after the second set. “Our American agentit was

-shesaid, ‘Play that ‘Love Will Tear UsApart’ one. I thought, ‘Fuckin’
‘ell, yeah, itis! Wild!’ That was one we played on the Whistle Test, it's
areally good song. Just shows you, you canrip yourself off, evenifyou
doitunconsciously.”
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Better thanhaving Trevor Horn doing it for you. Hook laughed
expansively. He'snot easy to feel at ease with, though talkative enough.
Evenhisgesturesofrelaxation seem exaggerated - he answers some
questionstoo quietly, heleansbackalittle too farin his chair, eyesyou
withamockinggrin. He makes you aware you're underscrutiny.

“People thinkwe'revery awkward because wewon't do things. I'm not
gonnadoyourphotographsbecause | don’t feellikeit. Idon't mind
talking. Ifeellike talkingbecause've been in the studio every night for
two weeks, butljustdon't feel like having me picture took.

“Idon’tdoanythinguniessIwanttodoit.l doitsometimesforan easy
life, whenyou're too fucked to argue aboutit or something. Butyou
alwaysregretitin themorning.”

Thatseemslikea fairly machoattitude tolife.

“Couldbe, mmmm,” Hook agreed readily. “ You're probably right. But
that mightbe down to the fact thatl can getaway with it, because of the
way Factoryworks. Ifany ofusdidn’twanttodosomething, theothers
wouldn’texpecthim to doit. Because, y'’know, what's the point? There's
no pointin playinga certain songif someone reallydoesn’twanttodoit.”

The Press

BERNARD:“WEHAD areport from WOMAD in your newspaper
which gave usareallyshitey review. | bet you don’t print this, but she
wasactually completely out of her box drunk, blacked out when we
were playing. And she gave us areally bad review. She wasn't even
there, which I found particularly annoying. She said we never did an
encore.  don’tlike people wholie.”

Peter: “It'sinterestingto talk to people who are interested in what you're
doing, whether they think you're shitorwhether they thinkyou're great.
Youcanlearnsomething. That Soundsguy recently—he wasatotal turd.
Hehadn’tlistened to the LP and he was interviewingusaboutit, which1
thoughtwasabsolutely disgustingfora rock weeklywhich issupposed to
beinformingpeopleabout what'’s happening in modern music.

“Hewassayingtome, ‘The songs on Low-Lifearealot more optimistic
than the oneson Power Corruption And Lies, why'sthat?’ [said, ‘Well, 1
don’tthink theyare. There’salot of really up songs on Pouwer.... That's not
true.' And hesaid, ‘Well, thelyrics aremore optimistic.’ I said, ‘Idon’t
thinkso, Idon’tthinkthat’s true. Then hesaid, ‘Well, Thaven'tactually
heardit, the subeditor told me to ask you that.’

“Thatwas where the thingabout the fight camein, which wasfuckin’
bullshitanyway.1Ifwe'd had afight'd have ripped his fuckin’ head off,
hewasawimp. Buthesort of steereditround asiftosayhe offered me
out! The whole thing was pathetic. Itcame acrossin the interview, it was



apatheticinterview. They've asked us to doanotheroneand I'mnot
surprised, 'cos he just got nothing out of it.

“Hewasacomplete dickhead, hewasn’t doing hisjob. It comes down
torespect, doesn’tit? Youseemalrightto talk to, you don’t seem toobad.
Quiteinteresting, y’knowwhat Imean?” You'retookind. “Buthewasn’t
interesting-hejustdid itverybadly, sohe got treated badly. What do you
expect? Asksomeonejokeyquestionsandyou'regonnagetjokey answers.”

NewOrder have perhapsbeen dogged by theirreluctance to explain
themselves, or to give anybody much idea of what they’re reallylike. With
the exception of Hook, though, they seem genuinelyintroverted, even
painfullyso. They and the Bunnymen are mutual fans, not necessarily to
the pointoflovingeverysongtheotherhasrecorded, butbecause ofa
sensethat theyshare thesameattitude. Les Pattinson came over to
Manchester for the Hagiendaappearance, onthe eve of the Bunnymen’s
British tour. Hook s rock’n’roll star stage gyrationsamusehim greatly,
presumablyin contrast tohisown onstage passivity.

The Hagienda

BERNARD: “WE'VE GOT moneyinvested in it. The original idea was
thatitwas aloose club where you could go and hearloose music, not
stiff music, and also you didn’t have to get dressed up to go. Anyone
could come here, anyone atall.”

Q:Soit’santi The Facetypeof attitude?

Bernard: “Yeah, but peoplelike thatcan come aswell. Originallywe
intended it to be a bit more ofa venue, butit’s turned out to be more ofa
discothanavenue. Itwasalsojustto establishascenein Manchester,
maybelike in the early daysof Factorywhen we ‘ad aclubwhich isnow
called the Russell Club, which wasthen called The Factory, in Moss Side.
Butthat got abit rough, people gettin’ beat up outsideand mugged.”

Peter: “Theideaof The Hagiendawasaclub thatwasn’taccompanied
byanybullshit, where youcould getin dressed asyoulike, which

Manchesteratthetimedidn’thave. Itdidn’thavea club where youcould ‘

goout.Ineverusedto fuckin’ getin anywhere, exceptif there wasagig,
then they’dletyou in. The Hagienda was the first club where you could get
indressed asyouliked. AndI had to fuckin’ openit!
“NowinManchesterall theclubsarelike that, The Hagiendahashad a
reallygood effect on Manchester as awhole. Again, Ithinkit’simportant
to show thatyou'rewilling to put somethingback in. Wework really hard

on this place.I do the sound system meself, the PAfor the disco and things |

like that.It’s good 'cos you canlearn to dosomething that'sdifferent, as
opposed tojust knowingabout beingin agroup. You'relearninghowa
clubruns. You gatherawealth ofexperience.”

In the bowels of The Hagienda, New Ordersat quietlywith various
friendsand associates. The tables were covered with beerbottlesand
Rizlapackets. Stephen Morris and Gillian were perched next to each
otheronafaded sofa, talkingso quietly that they mighthave been
conversing telepathically. Albrecht wandered
overand said hello, lookingquizzicaland wide-
eyed. “Anyone seen Hooky?” he asked.

“Hewenthome,” said Gillian.

“Hopehe’sheresoon,” said Bernard.

Two minuteslater, the doorthumped open
and Hook strodein, scarvedand leathered.
“Eveningall,” he said cheerfully. Therewasa
senseoftensionlifting. They were on stagein 15
minutes, and TV doesn’tlike to be kept waiting.

Factory supremo Tony Wilson flitted about
busily, abrusque, fast-talking figurewholikes to
doeverythingatonce. Nodoubt Paul Morley
learned a thingortwo from Wilson backin his
Manchesterdays, likehowtobetoobloodyclever
foryourown good. Without New Order, Factory
would probably bite the dust. Asitis, the company
remainsagreat Mancunian curiosity, aquirky
throwbackto the arty days of post-punksomehow
threadingitsway through therevisionistmid-'80s.

Life During Wartime
WOULD YOU EVER move away from
Manchester, Bernard?

“Notatthe moment.Idid thinkofjoiningup

whentheFalklandsconflictwason. Thatwasthe
nearestthing.”

“T'’he more
ridiculous my
lyrics are, the

less serious

the song is”

NEW ORDER

Seriously?

“Patriot, mate.I'mapatriot.”

You'dreally have gone?

“Ifitwasn’tfor the group or me family, yeah.”

That’savery unfashionable thingtosay.

“Yeah, Iknowitis, but]don’tbelieve in bullying, Idon’tbelievein
aggression. Ithink Argentina was aggressive. It'srealunfashionable, but
they shouldn’t have done what they did.”

Haveyou got friendsin the army?

“Yeah.Mecousin David’sin the army. He's in Germany.”

So does all thissomehow relate to “Love Vigilantes”, then [a tale of
asoldierreturning from war]?

“Yeah,Isupposeitdoesin away.Ibelievebasically thatwar'swrong,
fighting'swrong, but defending yourselfisn'twrong. Ifsomeonehitme,
I'd hit’em back, 1 think most people would. Personal opinion.Imean, no
onecondemned the British for fighting the Germansin World War Two,
anditwasrightwhatthey did. Itwas fuckin’right.

“Butsuddenlyit’s not rightifthe British stand up for their own territory
inthe Falklands. It's easy tosit onyourarseinawarm, comfortableliving
room and take one side oranother, butthebasic factis that Argentinawas

| aggressiveand weweren't. Theytookthefirstinitiative.”

Whataboutthe argument thatMrs Thatcherwenttowarin the
Falklands purely for political gain?

“Oh, Ithink what Mrs Thatcher did wasreally bad. It's really bad that
she’s come outofitwith credit. She should have beenkicked out of
governmentbecause of it. It should neverhave happened, partofitwas
her fault, but nevertheless Argentinashouldn’t have invaded aneutral
orforeign country. It’s like someonewalkingintoyourhouseand saying,

| ‘Thisismyhouse now.

“Imean,ldon’t condone thingslike Vietnam. I ain’tafookin’ military
maniac. But ifsomeoneinvades your country it's not fair, is it? People
said the Falklands was overland, butitwasn’t, itwas aboutall the British
peoplewholived there. They didn’twant the Argentinians there.”

Itmighthavebeen overoil, too. There’s oil down there.

“Yeah, that’s the perfectcynical viewpointtojumpto.”

War’saprettycynical thing. Seeing the Falklands veterans with melted
facesis nauseating. Shouldn't webe past all thatnow?

“Ithink we should be past it. War s disgusting, it's really disgusting.
Butyou've got to defend yourself. You're alwaysrightifyou don’t take the
firstaction. It's the people who take the firstaction who disgustme. I've
neverattacked anyonein mylife.”

Andasfor “Love Vigilantes”...

“It’s very tongue-in-cheek, it’slikearebel song butit’s very tongue-in-
cheek.It’skindalaughingat rednecks. FromwhatIsaid youmayconstrue
ittomean thatI'maredneck.lam notaredneck, Iassureyou, and ‘Love
Vigilantes’ islikelaughingat rednecks. The moreridiculous mylyricsare,
theless serious the songis.”

Roots

BERNARD: “ORIGINALLY WE come from
punkroots, which Iliked becauseitdidn’t
exclude anyone. It didn’t matter what you
looked like, whether you were fat or thin

or ugly or beautiful. It was really down-to-
earth, really down-to-earth. It was very anti
grown-ups at the time, but I think it was really
good. Westill believe initand thisis ourway
of showing that we still believe in it. Wedon't
believe in snobbery, to putitsimply. Orelitism.
We've been accused of being elitist, which
we're not.”

New Order performed with transcendent
power thatnight. They'd completed astring of
British dates only a couple of weeks before, but
alreadythey'd completelyrearranged thesetand
shoved inseveral impressivenewsongs. The
Hagiendacouldn’thave been designed tomake
watchingagroup more uncomfortable. Balconies,
stairsand the slightly raised dancingarea were
crammed and impassable. Ribs and girders block
your view from several angles.

Butyoucouldstill feel thesheertorque theywere
generatingonstage. Theveteran “Temptation”has »
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never sounded better, aeuphoric gallop of chatteringelectronics
whipped by thrashing chords. “Shame Of The Nation”, or possibly
“Shame OfA Nation”, will probably be the nextsingle, andis as terse
asongasthegrouphavewritten.

The newest songsseem immense, giant structures of sound
encompassinglongclimactic instrumental passages. Albrecht
doesn’thave to worry too much about singing, and hunches twistedly
overhisguitarashishandsscrabble spastically across thestrings.

Hook does thesplits, Iron Maidenstyle, over hisbass. Gillianis
improbablystill, busy channelling New Order’s newtechnology into
strong, glittering patterns, while Morris batters away at the back
amonghiskitand hismachinery.

Thesenseof aimlessness they sometimes used to display hasgone,
andifthesongs aregettinglonger nowit’sbecause the group have
learned how to manipulate atmosphere.

Audiences

PETER: “IDON'T feel any compulsion to pander to them, 1 don’t
see the point. 'Cos most of them are real cunts - they shout at
yer, they scream at yer, they spit at yer, they throw bottles atyer.
Imean, alotof themaren't, it's like typecasting your audience,
butthe pointisthe ones who juststand there and listen you
never get to meet, do yer? The fuckingloudmouths who are
throwingandspittingand screaming ‘Warsaw’and fucking

Transmission’—it'sreally boring.

“Some cunt tonightshouted ‘Warsaw’. Must think they're
beingreally clever. Dickheads. The world's full of people,
unfortunately.”

“There might be another Sex Pistols,” said Peter Hook
whimsicallylater that night. “We might be the next Pistols. What
anicethought.”

YoumightbethenextGenesis.

Hookchortled. “That’s whata lot of people say we are. The next
MikeOldfield. The next Mike Oldfields. Butit’sarotten business.
I'mgladI'mout of it, tobe honest. Iwatch Top Of The Popsand | feel
veryfarremoved. The funnythingwas I had real good fun doing Top
Of The Pops. Itwas agreat day, really enjoyable, and even thoughiit
didn'tsound thatgreatbecausewe played live, tome that wasoneof the
biggest achievements.

“Iwatch bands like Orchestral Manoeuvresthatstarted the sametime
wedid and were on Factory. They could have done exactly the same aswe
did, but they took the easy way outand signed to Dindiscand gotahuge
advance,and theywere coming over andapologisingtous for miming.
WhichIthought wasreally funny. iveryone did - Kajagoogoo and
Human League, apologising toyou for miming. Saying, ‘We wanted to
playlivebut we thoughtit wasabit tricky.” We mustbe strikingsomething
reallydeep within’emtoannoy 'em.”

Stephen Morrisremembers that day like this.

“We played live not really for any strongsense of commitment, like Keep
Music Liveoranythinglike that-it was just that we'd feel completeand
utter pratsmiming. We're probably worse mimingthanweare playing,
s0...wejustdon’t wanttomime.”

InMorris's determinedly low-key version
of events, New Order proceed almost
inadvertently forwards, avoiding humiliation
andself-abasementatall costs. They’ve avoided
putting theirnameto the assorted good causes
availabletotoday'srockstar, though they've
donean Aids benefit recently.

“That’sright,” muttered Morris. “Wehaven't
really. There's things that are obviously good
causesand deserveattention, butwe're notsort
of fuckingcrusadingaboutanything, really.
‘Convictions cause convicts. Wetry to be open-
minded, really.”

The“Nazi"slursflungatbothNewOrderand
Factorywouldn’thave anything todowith this
heads-down policy, [suppose?

“Thatjust got to be ajoke afterawhile, because everybody knewit
wasn'ttrue,” Morris responded. “Wejust used to getreally, really fed up
withit. It'salright whenit'sbeing directed at you, butwhenit'sbeing
directedateverybody on Factory, y’know, you feel abitsick.”

Why has the group gotso good lately?
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“Hvery single
word, I believe
it whether
it’s out of tune
or not”

shellshock

“We'vejustbeenworkinghard, |
suppose. Infact, it seemslikelonger
thanrecently. It seemslike forever.”

New Orderreinvestasubstantial
amountoftheirincomeinnew
equipment, which sounds greatbut
takesabitofgetting toknow. “Itdrives

me piggin’ mad actually,” said Stephen. “It takes up considerably more
timethan playingsomethingor makingsomethingup. Thetimeittakes
isunbelievablereally. You find yourself getting abit more musical
because you've gottocommunicate withamachine. It’sgot tospeaka
language, and the people who make the machines decided the accepted
notationof musicwas theway they'd do it. Youfound yourselfbeing
forced to get abit more musical, so | suppose we got a bit better.

“Fortunately we've gotsomereliable stuff now, itdoesn't break downso
much. Butwhenitbreaksdown, God! One could have kittens. Sequencers
andstuffyoucandoalotwith, but they become... Y'’know, everything
thatyoulisten to has got one, whichisashame, but people are funnylike
that.Everybody sort of leaps inon thingslike punk and whatever, and all
ofasuddenthere’sloadsofthingsthatareall very nearly thesame.”

Youcangetaglimpse of an earlier New Order in their Taras Shevchenko
video, shotat the Ukrainian National Home in New Yorkin 1981 (it's
released on Factory's video offshoot, Ikon). The performancesarerough
but forceful, primitive stuffin comparisonto
the post-Low-LifeNew Order.

“I quiteliked that video,” observed Morris,
“becausebythetimeitcameoutitwasa
historical document, it was years gone by.
Ithoughtitwas quitegoodreally, butl think
the Joy Division one was better because it's got
abit more crudity about it. Someof the Super 8
footageisreallygood becauseit’s tacky, because
it'sthere,andit'snot planned.”

Therewasone questionhadtoask. Whydid
lan Curtisalwayslook fuzzyortotally invisible
in photos of Joy Division?

“Heactuallylookedlike that, strange tosay,”
said Morris, unperturbed. “Ican’t sayI've
noticed. Ican’tstandlookingat photographs.
Idon'treallylikelookingat videos. It'slike when you hear your voice
recorded on tape, you go, ‘That'snotme!'andvideos are the same thing
onlyworse. Oh God, no!lfind itabitembarrassing.”

Theband'schangedalot though, evensince that Ukrainian Home video?

“Yeah. Wewentabithigh-tech. It'squite quaint, ‘cosin that videoall that
stuffwashand-made, it’sallheld together with a piece of string, literally.



eptomber1986:
evingbalance

uringashootfor
Facemagazine

“There was nothing so complicated as a poly phonicsequencer or
anythinglike that, itwas cottage-industrystuff. Notevena Drumatix
[drummachine], itwasbeforeall that. Sowhen the Drumatixcamein,
myGod! You'd give your right armfor aDrumatix.

“Wehad gadgets when we were Joy Division, they were just slightly
lower- budget gadgets. We used tohavealittle synthesizer andaalittle
Woolworths organ which always camein handy for things, and the
favourite ofallwas the Shin-ei fuzz pedalso beloved of TheJesusAnd
Mary Chain--yes, you'reontoawinner there!A classic. Ithad ‘Shin-Ei
Fuzz’ writtenonit, itwas great.”

Politics

PETER:“I THINK the only politics 'm interested in are Factory
politics.’Cos that’s what's nearest and dearest to my heart, if you like.
I'm more interested in what's going on around me, that I can affect,
than some fucking... I've seen all this socialism bullshit that Paul
Wellergoesonabout...”

Q:Whyisitbullshit?

Peter: “Becauseitdoesn't doit to the people around him. You goon
his tourand it's justrunlike anormal rock'n'roll tour-rock’n’roll excess,
everythingthat's fuckingbad aboutit. And howhecanfuckingspouton
aboutsocialismand thingslike thatand thenhe doesn’tdo anything
about the thingshe can changein theway thathe runshisbusiness...

“Imean, Paul Wellerisareallybigbusiness, y’knowwhatI mean, and
he’s got the power just withwhat he does to affectalot of people’slives.
Like whatyou meantabout The Hagiendahere. Buthe doesn't. It's like
charityshouldstartathome. You tell other people what todoand don’t
practiseityourself—that'sreallybad.”

Bernard Albrecht sipped his tea, thenlet his shoulders sagand sighed
heavily. “God, 'm so tired,” hesaid weakly. “This will be the strangest
interviewyou've ever done,” he'd promised as he led the way through the
labyrinthine basement of The Hagienda toaneon-lit corridorabout four
feetwide. Wesat in chairs facingeach other. Itwaslike aninterrogation
scene from Midnight Express.

“It'squiethere,” Albrechtexplained. Helooked
about 14 yearsold, and spoke in afragile whisper.

“Bernie’sfunny,” said Mac once. “He justsitsand
looksatyer, likehe’salittlekid or something.”

Ididn’tdarespeak tooloudincase hedropped
deadin frontof me. The group had beenholedup in
the studio for a fortnight, workingwith American
producer John Robie on some newmaterial,
includingasongforamoviecalled Pretty In Pink.

Robie, aregular collaborator with Arthur Baker,
wrote themusic for “Planet Rock” and Ireeez’s “IOU".

NEW ORDER

Hewasalsoresponsible for the thundering 12-inch remix of “Sub-
Culture”,amasterpiece according to some (me) butevidentlyabone
of contention withinthe group. Robie had cracked the whip over
Bernard’svocal, and also added some belting female singers tobeef
up the choruses. Bloody good idea, because Albrecht’s voice,
althoughapparently frailin theappropriate dosage, hasoften been
theweaklinkinthe NewOrderequation.

“Johngivesyoudiscipline, and then I can put my own expression
ontothatdiscipline, whereas what I'vebeen doingin the pastis no
discipline, just expression, completeexpression. [fit's out of tune,
alotof peoplewon'tlisten toit. [doadmit that alot of what I singis out
oftune, buteverysingle word, everysyllable that Ising, [ believeit
whetherit’s out of tune or not.

“He’s shown methat what you candowithvocalsisstressapoint.
You don'thavetoshout, youcanuseamelody to stressa point. He's
justshown me another way of doing the same thing, really.”

NewOrder maintainadelicatebalance betweenthe cool precision
oftheir machines, Albrecht'serraticvocalsand theoccasional
raggedness of their playing. Isitacaseof deliberately pittinghuman
erroragainst microchip perfection?

Albrecht chuckled. “Not deliberately. Errr... it'sadifficult one, that.
Don’tknow, [justdoit. But'mabitofalazybastard, soanything
that'sdifficultI'drather...”

Doyoupractise theguitar?

“Never, no. [ never sitand practiseanything. I hateit. Butwhether
that'sagood thingorabad thingisopento debate. But1 thinkusas
agroupand John asaproducersuffer from thesame thing, whichis
thatwe don’tactually get recognised enough, but the people thatrip
usoffget recognised more than wedo. [don’tlike toname names, but we
havebeen ripped off, and the peoplewhoripped us offare more
successfulthanus.”

Butyou'repretty successful anyway, surely? Does itreally worryyou
thatmuch?

“Idon’t worryabout thatatall, butifyou’'ve gotachance to putitright
youshould putitright.”

Istenacitya Mancuniancharacteristic?

“It'severybody’s characteristic. You've got tofloaton top of the water,
notunderneathit.”

When thegroup aren'tworking, Albrechtclaimstodoaslittleas
possible for long periods of time.

“I'macompleteand utterlazybastard, andif we'renot recording [don't
doanything, Ijustthinkalot, lieinbedand thinkalot.”

Doyouread books?

“I'mreallybadatreading, 'cosIreadreallyslowly-Ithink veryslowly,
actually. But two years ago [ decided that television was complete and
utterrubbish, garbage, and that should read more. So for the past two
years I'vebeen tryingtoread, and it takes meaboutsixmonthstoread a
book. That’s notajoke, itactually does. 'mvery slow, [ don'tknow why.

“Thelast fullbook I read was The White Hotel by that guy DM Thomas,
whichisreally good butit'sreally disturbing. It's about acase study of
Freud's.And 'vebeen tryingtoread abookabout Van Gogh called Lust
For Life.ljust feel like if someone’s remained through history, if they're
stillwell known afteryearsand years, then youshouldknow about them.
And ljustwanted toknowabout him, eventhoughit'sanovel. lt'sbased
onhislife, butitisn’tallfactual.”

Yousayyou're notelitist, butitlookslike it sometimes. Iremembera
showat Brixton Academy where NewOrder treated the audience with
utter contempt.

“No, | was contemptuous of ourselves, actually. It was the first time
we’dplayedin, like... These are things nobodyeverknows, butitwas the
first time we'd played in three or four months. It was areallybad gig, we
thoughtweplayed really badly. I just felt ashamed.
1feltmad atmyself,1didn’t feel mad at the audience.
WhenIgetmad, people construeitasbeingaloofand
snotty,butI'mnot. [getmad atmyselfalot.”

Aperfectionist?

“No, [ just believe you should put your heartinto
somethingifyou'regonnadoit. But partlyitwasmy
fault forhavingthe wrongattitude. Whenyoudo
agig, you should doitso that you enjoy the music
whenyou're playing, enoughso thatyoucan play the
music well. Ifyou enjoy whatyou're doing, it's easy.”
Adam Sweeting ®

STEVESPELLER/ ALAMY
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January18,1986:
TheReplacements
onSaturdayNight
Live-(l-r) Tommy
Stinson, ChrisMars,
. PaulWesterberg

" andBob Stinson




“WeTe not
- gemuses

Erratic, eclectic,

THE REPLAGEMENTS are
agreat new rock’n’roll
band. Will the world learn
of their genius before their
Swn nature derails them?
*We have a different way
of going about things,”
says PAUL WESTERBERG.
“We’re the only band
worth a shit that

doesn’t care what’s

gonna happen.”




JANUARY - WMRGH

NME

HEYTRY TOteach you everythingthey think
(( youshould know and none of the things you

want toknow. There wasn’taclass on

rock’nroll, and that was the only thing I loved

and cared about, so Tjustdidn’tstudy. Chris is
anartist, so he took art. And as for Bob and
Tommy, they'reinterestedin... nothin’.

“lcanhonestlysay there was nothin’ [wanted to know. The only thing
thatinterested me was history-Indians, thingslike that. [ don‘tknow
why. IfeelsorryasfarasIcan’tspell verywell. I feel embarrassed when,
like, wehad togo toCanada and had tofill out some forms, and [ was
sweating-theguyhadtofillthem outfor me. I can't spellaword of more
thanonesyllable correctly. It’s thingslike that Iwish I'd listened to alittle.
I'maborderlineilliterate...”

Paul Westerbergisfarfrom stupid. Heis, however, of that breed almost
entirelyextinct (in Britain, atleast) outside the heavy metal fortress: Paul
Westerbergisasolid-gold easy-action through-and-through rocker. Heis
entirely withoutside; nor does hisband, The Replacements, discloseany
extra-musical trapdoors toadmitor debar ideological/stylistic elites.
Theirlack of non-rock ideologyisalmostanideologyinitself.

“Ifrankly don’tcareaboutit. Idon't meanto comeonlikel don’tcare
aboutanythingbutmyself, but 'maverysimple person. I don’t know. It
doesn’tinterest me. [hate to soundso one-dimensional, but playin’
rock’n’rolland bein’ happywith mylife athome with my girlfriend, that’s
whatIcareabout.Idon’tcareabout the state of theworld an’ stuff.

“I'mnotblind toinjustice, butldon’tknowwhat to doaboutitand I'm
notsomeself-righteous person that'sgoingtogooutandtrytochange the
world. [don’tlike to put the band in the position that they have to stand
forthisorthat; I don’tbuy that shit. To me, thatmakesrock’n’roll
somethin’ thatitshouldn'tbe.

“Reagan?llikehim. A president, tome, should look good. llike the fact
thathedyeshishairand wearsmakeup. Seriously! He's not supposed to
haveabrain, he’sjust supposed tolook good an’ shit. I'd ratherhavean
actoraspresident thanapolitician. like Nixon too! Haha! don’tknow
anythin’about politicsand I know he was dishonest, but, y'’know, there’s
how many dishonest peoplein the music business? Those are the ones that
getahead. I'mnotsayingthat’sgood, but... aaah, fuckit, I'd better shutup.”

Betterhad, Paul. For whatit'sworth, thatkind of hairyarmpit talk goes
downlikeabucket of cold sick with the well-tempered NMEreader. And
whilelapplaud hishonesty, [ can only wring my hands that Paul
Westerbergis sodamned narrow. Butthen whyshould theartistsone
admiresbeaship, awareandbleeding-heartright-onas oneself? Justask
Mark E Smith. Thenagain, maybebetternot.

HISTOR

Soforget Red Wedge and Farm Aid for now. Because this is, as the
puristsamongyou constantly point out, Neww MUSICAL Express, andif
you canshow me amore rootin’ tootin’ new musical combo burning the
boards anywhere on the planetright now, I'llkissyourarse.

Left of the dial

CALIFORNIAISANearthly paradise, especially right now when back
home Blighty resounds with the clang of balls dropping offbrass
monkeys. One smallcloud, though, sulliesan otherwise clear blue sky:
tryas I might, alllcan pick upon theradio is K-RAP, K-BLAND,
K-ZZZZZ... Wasn'tit the Sunshine State that brought us Wolfman Jack?
Butnow Jefferson Starship droolsthe waves, and the nearestI get to
American Graffitiisachance hearing of “White Rabbit” onan oldies
station. Like, cosmic coincidence, maaan...

Intothis vacuumstep The Replacements. Becauseifthere’s one thing
better than the hallowed rock'n’rollradio whose disappearance was so
eloquently mourned by TheRamones, thenit’sgottobe theliving,
breathingrebelliousjukeboxthatis The Replacements.

Covers?They got 'em. They got coverslikeyouwouldn't believe. They
gotcovers that'll cause you torethink entirely your index of cool, that'll
have youransackingthe unhippest depositboxesin your memorybanks.
Youwillbeconvinced that Led Zeppelin's “Whole LottaL.ove” and
“Heartbreaker”, when properly executed with swaggerand aplomb, can
be the holiest momentsin one’searthly existence; that Alice Cooper’s
“I'm Eighteen”, Bachman Turner Overdrive’s “Takin’ Care Of Business”
and “Black Diamond” by Kiss are masterpieces of the grunt'n’grapple
game; that Big Star's “September Gurls” is even better than they say;
that The Jackson Five’s “I'll Be There” can move mountainswhen
accompanied by HM guitar; thatif there’sa more boundlessly beautiful
songthanSham69's “Borstal Breakout”, it's “Yummy Yummy” (“yummy
I'vegotlove in my tummy”) by The 1910 Fruitgum Company.

AsforThe Beatles’ “Nowhere Man”, the Stones’ “Last Time”, Hank
Williams' “Hey, Good Lookin”, TRex’s “20th Century Boy” and “The
Marching Song Of The United States Marines”, their wondrousness goes
withoutsaying.

Alltheseand more, plustheir own considerable catalogue, are
performed by The Replacements with afrenzied, contagiouslove thatfar
outstrips mere reverence. Not for them note perfection, still less the
knowingwinks andironic tweaks of those clever fellows given to theories
ofkitschand post-modernist cycles. The Replacementsare not taking the
piss. Norare theysignposting theirstance with cluestolink themtoa
familiar strand of the past. No, those songs are favourites, the ones that
turned themonand made them playin the first place: honestinfluences. ..

“Mydeepestinfluences are The Beatles and the Stones, then The
Supremes and The Temptations,” croaks Paul Westerberg, his

Flooredindividual:
Paul Westerberg
(lyingdown) of The
'Mats (analternative
monickeradopted
aftersomejoker
referredtotheband
_a5"ThePlacemats")
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Midwesterndrawlabraded byasteadyflow of
America'salcohol-freebut mildlycorrosivebeerand
frequentdrawsonaJed Clampett-styleamber-
stemmed pipe. “Rod Stewartwas probably the first
thingIstartedlisteningtoonmyown-"71,1was11.
Never A Dull Momentwas the first LP I bought, and my
favourite record ofall time is A Nod's As Good As A Wink.
Ilike thevariety-there’sthe dumbrockersand
somereal prettyballadstoo.”

Catchinessistheessence of The
Replacements’ owntoons.Andifyouhear
echoes of half-rememberedgoldiesin Paul’s
intensely gorgeous melodies, it’s notso much
he’sself-consciously tippinghishattoan
influenceashe’s failingto cover his tracks. Yet
his toons are not pastiches or parodies: Paul
writes from the gut with the vocabulary he
absorbed when mostimpressionable.

“Thatwas onethingI've always liked about
Cheap Trick: Rick Nielsen was smartenoughto
know agood riffis agoodriff, andit's there for
the taking, Whythehellnot? Noone’sgoingto
come up with acool newriff: they're allright
there—it'showmanydifferent things you candrawfrom themand put
together. Ifyou steal from everything, nobodycan putafinger onyou.It'll
sound awful familiar, but... we're notgeniuses, we'rerock’n’roll fans!

“I'mnot prolific atall, and writingsongsis alittle more difficult now
thanitusedtobe.ldon’tliketo repeatmyselfand I don’tlike towrite
stupid things. 1like towrite thingsthat appeal to each member of the
band, and that's difficult: ifitisn’t arocker Bob doesn'tlikeit, and ifitisn't
tuneful Chrisdoesn'tlikeit. Tommy likes things thataresimple, and I like
things tharare honestand emotional. It's noteasy.”

ForPaul Westerberg, necessity is the motherofinvention. Honesty
goeswithoutsaying; or, atleast, Paul's voiceisso plaintively red-raw
andragged thatno songsoundsless than heartfelt. Asfor tunefulness,
simplicityand rockismo, all three triphandinhand through The
Replacements’ repertoire.

Indeed, they makea refreshing change from most pop musicians, who,
should theyhappen to come up withagood tune, will conveyitinkid
gloves to the laciest, silkiest arrangement possible, the better to set offits
fragile appeal. Other musicians less fortunately blessed, like, say, Simple
Minds, will place their microscopic fragments of tune beneath agiant
perspex pyramid of sound soas tomagnify its meagre dimensionsintoa
grandillusion.

Others, less gifted still, take their numbinglackofany kind of tune atall
andgiveitloadsanywayinthehope thatno one will notice.

But The Replacements write melodies so thrillsome that whole
continents of upliftand wracked passion hangoneverygolden chord
change. And they take them on stage or into the recording studioand
proceed to beat out seven shades of Shinola. Fucking magic.

Tonight’s entertainment — hippie rectum

THEABOVE MOTTO is to be found among a whole selection scrawled
onthe ceilingof The Replacements’ tourvan, apigsty onwheels that has
farted down nearlyeveryinterstatein America. Right nowwe’re stopping
offforbeer-callin adelion Rockaway Beach (but of course!) afew miles
outside San Francisco on our wayto take photographsat Devil's Slide.
Theideal placeto meetthe band, r'est-ce pas?

Paul we know. He is genuinely-as distinct from artfully-scruffy. By
nightthe bandisfuelled on crank, beer 'n’ blow; in daylight hours Paul
playsat George Burnswith the help of anevil-smellingstogie wedged in
his goblike asmoulderingturd. At 26 he comes over twice as old; more
likeawry, rumblingveteran who digs the company of youngsters.

About the same age, Bob Stinson playslead guitar to Paul’srhythm.

“Bobisanexcellentrockguitarplayer butaterrible musician,”
laughs Paul. “He doesn’tknow the difference betweenaminorand
amajor chord.”

“Bobis thegoofy one, arealgoofball,” adds younger brother Tommy
Stinsonwith glee. “He has moments when he's totally offhis rocker! He's
theKeith Moon of thegroup.”

Actually, Bobisthe Duane Doberman ofthe group, the butt of all their
jokes. Big, genial, slightlyreserved, he’salsothe only Replacement to
have gotembroiled in thekind of footloose scenarios sketched in the
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“If you
steal from
everything, no
one can put a
finger on you”

THE REPLACEMENTS

band's early songs-streetgangs, vandalism, minor
arson, theusualtrouble.
! Hisbass-playingbrother Tommy, 19, hasbeenin
the group sinceits inceptionsixyears ago; The
Replacement are hisgang. Alippylad with foxy good
looks, he’sstarting to tone down the drunken-brat
lifestyle just when mostkidsare gettingintoitsswing.

Drummer Chris Marsis offthe sauce
altogether. Aquiet, saintly guyapparently
much devoted tohissci-fi-flavouredart, he
suffers most keenly the burdens of stardom,
ofcultproportionsthoughityetbe. Heand
Paul are liketemperaments.

“Usgrowingup, we werekind of loners,”
reminisces Paul, “and we'reliving outour
juvenile delinquent period now. Whereas when
we were younger—speaking formyselfand
probably Chris—we were sortofintrovertedand
shit, and would havelikedtohave beeninagang
butwerealwayssort of outsidersand never
reallybelonged with any group of people.”

TheReplacements grewup indowntown
Minneapolis, one of Minnesota’s adjacent
so-called Twin Cities, the other being St Paul. Heavily settled by folk of
Scandinavian and German stock, Minneapolisboastsatradition of
thrift, hard work, plain speaking, and currently two of the most exciting
rock groupsin theworld. Hiisker Diiis the other. Together, Hiisker Diiand
The Replacements present two aspects of the Twin Cities: respectively,
po-faced and shit-faced. Rivalsintheirfans’ eyesifnot their own, each
apparently regards the other with mild disapproval centringon the
degree of seriousness deemed appropriate forarock'n’roll band.

“They'rereal seriousand we're real high,” sneers Tommy. “They would
getreal disgusted with uswhen we would get shit-faced drunkand play
and noteven care, whereas they would, like, getreal gung-hoand make
theirstatement.”

Some ofthis friction may stem fromthe fact that Peter Jesperson, The
Replacements’ manager and 33 percent partnerin theirformer record
companyTwin/Tone, Minneapolis's mainindielabel, signed thebandin
’81 on the strength of Paul's songsround about the same time he rejected
Hiisker Dii’s formative offerings on the groundsthat they were justa
tunelessthrash. Ironically, they now find themselveslabelmates: Hiisker
Dii onWEA, The Replacements on its Seymour Stein-runsubsidiary, Sire.

Thusitis that The’Mats’ latestLP, Tim, released in November, is freely
availableinBritain. Withits predecessor, 1984’s Let It Be (no relation), the
'80s has spawned its most exciting, funnyand variedrock'n’rollalbums -
essential purchases (Let It Beisreleased inthe UKon Zippo Records). Less
consistently excellent, though stillworth acquiringifyou canstand the
importprices, are The Replacements’ first three LPs: Sorry, Ma, Forgot To
Take Out The Trash ('81), Stink ('82), and Hootenanny ('83).

Produced by one-time Ramones drummer Tommy Erdélyi, Tim boasts
amorelayered, polished sound than that of previous albums, asmall
concession to the mightydollar. For The Replacements are wary of the
rock-starimage-building process to the point of paranoia. For example,
despite record company pressure, they categoricallywill notbe making
apromotionalvideo, noteven alive one, because that would take the
edge off thefirst-time thrill of the real thing. Norwill they happily play
anywhere larger than the size of place you can project to the back of
withoutlooking a grotesque wallyto the people up at thefront.

Anotherinherentlimit on The Replacements’ buck-potentialis their
self-deprecation. Check out their LPtitles. Check out the history of their
ownname:theyused to be The Impediments, for cryingoutloud, until
adrunken performance atachurch hall gigfor recoveringalcoholics
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| madethe name mudallover town. So theyhadto,ahem, replaceit.

Incredible buttrue.

“Youcanlump usin with Hiisker Diiand REM [whose Peter Buck has
longchampioned The ‘Mats, as has John Doe ofX], but really there’s not
awholelottabands you canlump usinwith if you gettoknow us,” reckons
Paul. “We have definitelya differentway of going about things.

“Wearetheonlybandworthashitthatdoesn'treally care what’sgonna
happen. We're just as much afraid of gettin' bigas we are of floppin’. If we
wentdown the toilet tomorrow, I don’tthink we'd beassad as 99 per cent
ofthebandsintheworld.”

“That’'s whywe're such a goodband,” beams Tommy. MatSnow e
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DepecheMode:
(c/wisefromtop
left) Dave Gahan,
AlanWilder,
AndyFletcher
andMartinGore

ALBUMS
Depeche Mode

MUTE

The same old song. That
Depeche Mode are willing

to worm their way out of

their lucrative niche as mega-
cuddliesis encouraging, even
ifthey've been atitsolong
they've fashioned a career from
sweet abrasion. Damn sure they
know they'llnever swap their
teddybearimage for chart
terrorism, but the effort has
become the sole fuel to Martin
Gore’sfixations.

It's depressing, though, that
intheir own small struggle for
personal and artistic dignity,
Depeche have only managed
totradeinonesetofcliches
for another - white for black,
bright for bitter, tunes for
twisted chants.

Black Celebration finds
Depeche even more over-
anxious than they were on the
depressing Some Great Reward
toshock for the sake of it,
pussycats desperate to appear
perverted as an escape from the
superficiality of teen stardom.
“Dressed InBlack” is just “Master
And Servant” revisited, an
adolescent masturbatory
fantasy. Similarly, “Fly OnThe
Windscreen” attempts to evoke
the claustrophobic swamp
inertia of Mute labelmate Nick
Cave's “Wings Off Flies".

These songstellus, time and
again, that they're desensitised
to love, that the only release
open from spiritual malaise is
amomentary tactile passion,
alunging, groping lust.
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More saddeningstillis “New
Dress”, anunbridled attackon
press hypocrisy which, inits
humourless juxtaposition of
headlines (“Famine horror,
millions die™) against its refrain
(“Princess Diis wearing anew
dress”) recalls nothing more than
asecondary school poem.

As always, it's difficult to
discern whether Martin Gore’s
clumsy lyrical truisms are intent
on promoting his over-apparent
desire to assume asinister
dimension, or whether he's
honestly concerned for his
subject matter. Are the Depeche
of “A Question Of Time”
revelling in the scenario of under-
age sexploitation asanexercise
inbitingthe hand that feeds, or
are they genuinely dismayed at
the inevitable moral decay of this
rotting nation?

Then again, it’s precisely Gore's
naively logical lyrical equation,
wedded to the established
Depeche linear musical mode,
that occasionally adds up to
something
successfully
whole,
something that
incorporates
optimism. The
title track’s
athrobbing
metallic
purging of the
daily grind,
“Stripped”is
pleasingly
minimal, if
mannered,
andthere’sa
wonderful hope
inthe appalling

“New Dress™:
“Youcan't change
the world/But you
canchange the facts/
Andwhenyouchange the
facts/Youchange points of view/
Ifyouchange points of view/ You
may change avote/And when you
change a vote/Youmay change
the world.”

Butit's whenDepeche are
being unconsciously throwaway,
when they relax their straining
against their reputation, that
they attain the sublime.“A
Question Of Lust”is gorgeous,
an Almondesque torch vocal
mounting a simple electronic
codaworthy of The Human
league. Mostly, though, Black
Celebrationis Depeche fucking
with their formula, and thereal
shock is the insight it provides
into the troubled psyche of
Martin Gore, alad struggling to
grow upin public and, for all his
opportunities, finding only
sleaze and filth to feed off.
They'dhaveit sickening - Gore

awilling victim desiring
the symptoms he
purports to despise.

Silly boys. Steve Sutheriand
MMMaris

Swans K.422

Whatisthesoundofa
Swaninlove?
This is unmistakably an
albumof love songs, even
ifits words are pared to
thebone,itsessence
distilled to the most
potent, and potentially
explosive, concentrate.
Thisis purelove.
Somethinglike Pure War.
It could be the sound of
afactory floorfilled with
the relentlessclanging
of athousand heavy,
metal cash
registers. The
Swans, after all - by
which | meannot
the band,but the
crew of flesh-pot
pickers, masochists
andterminal addicts of
desire thatinhabit this LP

- arestricken withanugly
obsession with the money-
making machine. They craveit
like only the deprived can,
although the cravingmakes
them feeldirty and disgusted.

But moneyis time - time
boughtto get away from the
slogand backto thegrind. The
grind, or the screw, for the
Swansisthe arenawhere the
brutality and humiliation of the
slog canbe fantasised, perverted
or simply fucked into oblivion.
“Flesh,” they remind us witha
leer, “is easy to get when you
work foraliving.”

Whatever the soundis, it
doesn’tresemble the sound of
aconventional word;it’s more
likely to sound like an expiring
grunt fed through some
technological mincingmachine.
Words are few and far between
inthe Swans' way - phrasesare
repeated over
and over withthe
slightest variation.
Take “Fool”, where
Michael Gira
croonsinadeathly
toneovera
mordant piano,
“/lie tomyself/I'll
lie down here/!'ll lie
down beside you.”
Inprint the words
look stark to the
formof banality,
butjustasin
minimal music,
where theinterest
liesintheimagined
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(not the actual) melodies, in

the context of asong that’s
structured with classical
precision,imagined meanings
and tangible emotionsleak
betweenthe words. Eventually
the effectis almost unbearably
heart-rending. After the brutality
of Cop, what's so striking about
Greedis the emotional range.

It could be the frustrated howl
of the would-be attacker or the
simper of the self-defining
victim. After the “You should be
raped/Youshould be violated”
chorus of anguished cursingon
“Time s Money", “Anything For
You" investigates the Swan as
victim: “Force yourselfon me/
Iknow where my money comes
from.” To anyone with half abrain
it's obvious that this is not some
cheapglorification of sex crimes,
but a painful penetration of
deeper themes of ownership,
deliveredinreal tonesof black
and blue.

Whatever the sound of the
Swaninlove, itis surprisingly
compelling. it has been
commented that every
description of the Swans makes
the idea of listening to them
appear profoundly unappealing.
Infact, on the evidence of Greed
and the forthcoming “Holy
Money" EP, the Swans grow more
and more practiced inthe art of
seduction; having stripped their
sound down to pure, raw energy,
they are nowin the process of
moulding a new flesh around the
exposed nerves.

Greedis the sound of the
Swansinlove, and the most
appealingsound, to these ears,
for many months. | want more.
Don Watson, NME Mar 29

The Bangles CBS

Reactions to The Bangles'recent
live showsin soaraway deep-
frozen Britain hinged upon their
'60s-ness, revivalism quotient
and curiosity value (if any). True,
the gals play pop iniits traditional
sense, ablend of Californiasun
and garage scratch. But despite
their erratic performances

and chosen limitations, they

make pretty
goodrecords.

*Manic
Monday" didn't
seemtobe
anything special
initially, but after
afewradioplays
it lodges neatly
betweenthe
ears, thanks
mostly toahook
ofimpeccable
simplicity and
Susanna Hoffs' coy lead vocal.

It's one of four non-originals
here. Anotheris Alex Chilton’s
timeless “September Gurls”,
whoseliltingmelodyand
shimmering chords are rendered
faithfully by The Bangles despite
avaguely off-colour guitar break
inthe middle.

Better by faris“If She Knew
What She Wants", which kicks
offthe second side. A song of
majestic structure,it’smade
irresistible by gale-force four-
part harmonies and a production
job (by a certain David Kahne)
which willone day growinto a
full-scale Wall Of Sound. Watch
this space.

Different Light doesn’t contain
anything quite as overwhelming
as“Dover Beach” fromits
predecessor AllOver The Place,
andoccasionally fallsintoa
cliched girl-pop rut. “Walking
Down Your Street” followed by
“Walk Like An Egyptian” not only
makes you sick of the word
“walk™", butalso addsup toan

overdose of frugalong teen-beat.

Still, the group have zeroedin
on their greatest collective asset
-to wit, their armoury of voices.
They all sing well enough to take
alead vocal ortwo, and the
permutations available to the
foursome are tantalising. In
“Angels Don't Fall In Love”, for
instance, lead guitarist Vicki
Peterson steps out front while
the othersblend and swirl behind
her, either droppinginsingle
counterpoints or providing
massed backup. “Return Post”
builds gradually fromsolo Vicki
to massed guitars and multiple
Bangles harmonising frantically.

It doesn’t have to be this way, as
demonstrated by the desolate
“Following” where Michael Steel
sings solo, but The Bangles’
massed tonsils allow themto get
away with patchy material and
make the best of the stronger
songs. Now, if only they could
generate some of the unhinged
creativity of The BeachBoysor
The Byrds...but | guessthat’s
just California dreaming.

Adam Sweeting, MMMar8

Talk Talk: (l-r)
LeeHarris,
MarkHollis
andPaul Webb

SINGLES
Talk Talk
EMI
Talk Talk used to be
apoxy synthband with
grandiose ambitions,and
though this, their first record
forages,ischokedina
stranglehold of production
intricacy, the underlying song
seems better thantheir
burbling twaddle of old.
Sophisticated but not too
clever-dick, the songdoesn’t
boastagreat deal of
personality butit’s one of
those that insinuates its way
onto the airwaves and makes
its perpetrators veryrich
indeed. Probably worth
keeping an eye on. MMJann

Dire Straits

PHONOGRAM

It’s hard to dislike Dire Straits,
because you alwaysendup
admitting that Knopflerisa
brilliant songwriter evenif the
songs aren't the kind that find
their way into your ownhome.
Besides, he's taken the pissout
of Paula Yates onlive television,
which shows his visionand
perspicacity in other ways too.
“Walk Of Life” boasts agood
country swing, great hokey
guitar and that intangible air
of mellowness thattoan
untrained (or uninterested)
ear makes all their songs sound
the same. Attractive, if notone
of their classics. MMJann

PiL VIRGIN

Dead manmakes record shock.
Good one, too.Lydon, perhaps
the laziest-ever pop star, has
teamed up withavant-
shocktrooper Bill Laswell
(producer and co-writer) to
generate this thumping,
mesmerising stretch of
luxurious noise. “They put a hot
wire tomy head because of the
things | did and said,”
caterwauls the oik,
butyoucan
ignore himand
listento the
winning

chime of
12-string

P

guitar, the
shudder of
synthetic cellos,
the heaving wallop of
percussion and the Voiga
Boatmenchorusing appears,
based onabrief and poignant
modal phrase.So what ifit’s
taken himthree yearstowrite
one song? MMJan2s

Malcolm McLaren
CHARISMA
Most hated single of the
week. Why does
Malcolm
McLaren: (1)
Release the
same single
over and ‘
over again '
(thistime \‘.
reworkedin
cahoots with \
Trevor Horn)? \q\
(2)Presume O

N

uponan B N
international gullibility
that seems to have ablind

spot where he's concerned?;
(3) Always get away withit?

Thisis aremix of every
McLarensingle ever,andin
the name of freedom, justice
and liberty limplore you not to
buyit.Can't wait tosee the
video, though. MM, Jann

Sam Cooke RCA

First James Brown, then
Sinatra,and now Uncle Sam to
complete the remarkable
resurrection of the original
crucial three. Thereasoning
behind this re-release s fairly
mercenary, having more todo
with the Levi Strauss company
than any genuine attempt to
bring Sam Cooke back to the
masses, but such dodgy tactics
fade intoinsignificance as soon
asthose first few gorgeous
lines come strolling out of the
speakers. Nofrills, no
extendedraps, just three
minutes of pure genius

andasfreshnowasit
ever was. | shall
now pull onmy
501sandgo
forabath
to cool off.
MMMar1s
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“Definitely

“| disagree wholly
with the Echo And The

Bunnymen school of

songwriting,” says
Robert Forster from

whose lyrical tunes
are now a thriving
critical concern.
“Rolling seas and
massive horizons. It’s
absolute garbage.”

BLEDDYN BUTCHER

THE GO-BETWEENS

LIBERTY BELLE AND THE BLACK DIAMOND EXPRESS

trouble-
makers”

NME

NTHENEXT few weeks, Beggars Banquet will release The
Go-Betweens’ fourth 1.P, Liberty Belle And The Black Diamond
Express. Like Send Me A Lullaby, Before Hollywood and Spring Hill
Fairbefore it, it willhave adouble “I" somewhere inits title.
Remember this, it'simportant.

“Bobby Womackhimselftold methatlamasoulmanandthat, as far
asmodern music’sconcerned, there’s only three soulmen left: himself, me and
Prince... Princecameto Brisbane, and took the colours, the moves, hiswholeact,
fromme.It's true! He'sseen my moves!It'strue!!!”

Robert Forster hasadeluxelinein flights of fancy, but they're the wisdom of
Solomon compared to the craziness thatsurround the band he’s in.

The Go-Betweens, employingonlysuch time-crusted toolsas the four-piece
rock band and the Englishlanguage, have alreadyensnared afearsomely
fanatical [ullowing with theirincreasinglyfine live shows, have released two of
the'80sgreatalbumsand, with Liberty Belle..., are poised to do the hat-trick.

Yet, until the eleventh-hour-and-then-some intervention of Beggars Banquet,
they had nooutlet for their LP outside of their native Australia. They've been
forced back to that country torestock their spectacularly empty coffers playing
detested urbanbooze-barnsand
have, whentheyoughttobeas
familiarasanynon-chartact
around, tobewrittenaboutlike
newcomers, complete unknowns.

Thetriple-strength strangeness
oftheir standing-orrathertheir
lack of it—means that Forstercan
announceduringsets, withouta
hintofirony, that The Go-Betweens
are “thegreatestbandin the world”.
Itmeans thatsome of NME'sclearest
mindscandubthem The Most Over-
rated Group In Existence. And it
meansthatlcanstate-callit
paradox, callitjournalisticlicence,
callitbloody nonsense-thatwhile »



THE GO-BETWEENS

The Go-Betweens:

(l-r)RobertForster,
LindyMorrison,
GrantMcLennan
modRobert Vickers
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BLEDDYN BUTCHER

JANUARY - WARCH

thereare many “better” bands on this planet, The Go-Betweensare
undoubtedly thebest.

Butjusthow they’ve fashioned glints of gold from elementsthat
habituallyyield sludge, and how they’vefailed to translate their precious
mettle, critical favourand cult fervourinto somethingtangible (kudos
andcredibility arefine, but Sainsbury’swant coin of therealm) are
questions thatneed answering, mystcries that demand solution!

And soon, because timeis getting shortand nothinglasts forever. Film-
star faces wrinkle, empires fall, and inspiration fiercely flares then fades,
sobehind the writhingcontradictions of The Go-Betweens’ present
predicament, behind every note they play and every word they utter, can
beheard afaint but remorseless sound.

It’sa ticking, acountdown. Maybe to ecstasy, maybe oblivion...

attemptingtoaccountfor the abidingriddle of The
Go-Betweens' existence: the sight of a brilliant band with the
arse out of its trousers.

Theirappeal-vague notion Number One-issomethingto do with them
asAnldea.Inyourdreams, you'veimagined a band that'srelentlessly
intelligentandliterate yet which knows, deep inits marrow, thatat that
mysterious place where Rock becomes Magic, noamount of cleverness,
of craft, ofassiduous brainwork, can compensate
foralack of thosemercurial intangibles we,
strugglingforgrip, tag “feel”, “instinct”, whatever.

Andinyourdreams, you've conjured aband born
andgrownbeyond the temperature-controlled
groomingofthe majorlabels or the rod-rigid house
rulesof Britain’sindie scene, aband with roots that
aren’t the handiwork of a corporate hairdresser,
andastorythatdidn’tbeginin the Filofax fantasies
of someexecutive. Agroup.

“I'vealways preferred groupswithastory behind
them,” muses Forster, “like The Beatles between
1956 and when they broke big. So many groups
todayareformedbyansweringadvertisements.
Thebandsthatjust pop out of A&R men’sheadsjust
don’tringtrue.

“We'reaband,agroup, and nowadaysthat’s
terriblyrareandimportant. Look, sometimes we're together in the
street, thefour of us. I see people onthe other pavementstaring,
askingthemselves, ‘God, what is that?’ They answer themselves,
‘Thatisagroup! Thatgivesyouthissense of...power.”

He’sright, too. The magnetic pullof The Go-Betweensisalso
somethingtodowiththem physically.In their unlikely
mishmashofbeanpoleandshort-arse, blondeand brunette,
androgen and oestrogen, occursanalchemy that renders them
irresistiblybizarre, bizarrelyirresistible. Where the carefully,
callouslysculpted likes of Go West, Eighth Wonder, Wham! or
FiveStaraim for perfection through balance, The Go-Betweens
thrive on their perfectimbalance.

Theyknowit, too. Grant McLennan-who shares with setf-
appointedlast soul musketeer Forster the writing, singingand
guitar wrestling bits of The G-B’ssonic soup - revelsiniit: “We
absolutelylook likeno otherband in the history ofthe universe.
Onsome nights we'rethe ugliest band in theworld, on others we
belongin Madame Tussauds, total princesses and princes. Don’t
we look great? Can you possiblyfail to remember us?”

Two vague notionsdown, another (positive) one to go. The
"Tweens’ finenessisalsosomething—alot-to dowith the
beautifulalloy of noises, tunes, words, melodiesand harmonies
theyrisk, songs that positivelyshame the withered, lethargicand
self-satisfied video playground ditties with which they compete.
Thebedrocksponge of thisrich cake is formed by simultaneously
reverentand forward-lookingassimilations of classic (no-duds
need-apply) guitar bands; theicingis dolloped generously on by
Forsterand Mcl.ennan’s obvious passion forand mastery of
rock’smostabused servant, the English language.

“Wordsinterestmevery much,” beginsMcLennan. “Ireally
want tocommunicate thevisions that1 have. Not visionsin the
sense of Verlaine or Rimbaud - the poets, you understand, rather
than the musician or the muscly film psychopath-but realideas
and images, nonetheless.”

F IVEVAGUENOTIONS -some positive, some otherwise -
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“And1,” continues the sprawlingassemblage of limbs and slightly
scowlingintensity thatis Robert Forster, “likereal speech patterns,
conversation, dialogue. 1 disagree wholly withthe Echo And The
Bunnymen school of songwriting—y’know, rollingseasand massive
horizons. That wholefantastic world stuff does nothing for me, it’s
absolute garbage.”

“Unlikesomany of the new kingsand queensin town,” Grantsums up,
“webelieveinquality. That’sthe only reason that our not being huge
annoys me-somuchoftheotherstuffisshit!”

Those, then, are the pluses; what about the reasonsfor The
Go-Betweens’ continued wheel spin on the cloyingmud of cultdom?
They talk endlessly about the vagaries of public opinion, theinevitable
triumph of “naturaljustice”, and plain olebad luck (they were abroad the
goodship ElektraUKbeforeithitthaticebergrecentlyand, unlike Simply
Red,didn’trateaplaceinthelifeboats), but there’sa need for anotherline
of thought, alittle mirror-gazing.

Y'see, thefactisthat thisisanaggressively quirkyand wilfulensemble,
alwayssetting themselves apparently pointlesslittlegoals. I'hey'vetried,
forinstance, tocuteach LPinadifferent country, and then there’sthe
business with the double “I's” (continue remembering them, they're still
important). Whatto their faithful might appear loveable eccentricity is
pure Essence Of Peptic Ulcer to Mr Record Company Moneybags.

forthelast three years.
Robert Forsteristall,dark and, he’sthe first
toassureyou,handsome. 1lewrites, he plays, he
dances, hesings—morelike cajoles—and he projects
himselffromastage like a wig-flipped preacher,
aSpeakers’ Corner firebrand, amarionette witch-
doctor. Forster lookslike he was designed by a
committee ofrock fanaticsasked to produce the

T HE FABFOUR, four pieces of jigsaw, stable

“I'Iwrite something
biggerthansongs™
The Go-Betweens'
RobertForster,1986




perfect frontman, and talkslike heknows they did
abrilliantjob.

GrantMclLennanisblond, less obviouslyintense,
and less prone toMad Talk. Much hasalready been
made ofhisisolated childhoodinanoutback sheep
station, but whileasense ofdistance doesinformhis
writing, anencyclopaedic knowledge ofand voracious

appetite for old motherrockis the most T

THE GO-BETWEENS

every couple of yearsbutwho'reseento be
doing great work.
“Butl'd hate ustobe somesort of Velvet
Undergroundfiguresin 15years’ time...”
Grant's careful, measured answersare not
matched on thisoccasion by Robert Forster's.
Considerably liberated by asurfeit of neck-oil, he
regalesme withatorrentofhistrionic boasts,

noticeably recurrent theme in his conversation.
People painthim from the pot marked “poet”,
buthischatterisalwaysmorelikelyto befilled
with Dylan (Bob) than Dylan Thomas, withPete
Shelley ratherthan Percy B,and The Easybeats
morethan the West Coast Beats. Theday of our
meeting, McLennan wore cowboyboots of the
profoundest redimaginable.

LindyMorrison is The Go-Betweens'
drummer. Maybe she wasborn withit, ormaybe
itwasacquireddoingwhat's traditionallya

“People need
to be spoken
to, to be taken
in hand”

liesand advertisements.

“Peopleneed tobespokento, tobetakenin
hand, tobe toldwhat'shappening,and 'mthe
perfect persontodoit.

“Why? Because I can move well. Primarily,
I'madancer, I'vethebodytodoit.IfIwasn'tin
The Go-Betweens, I'd bein Gladys Knight's Pips.
Icouldweartheflaresand dotheoohson
‘Midnight Train To Georgia’ Most Australian
T-shirtbandsaresodrab.”

My half-hearted attempt toderailarunaway

man’sjob in the most machonon-Latinsocieties
on Earth, but Lindyhasa notoriously hard head. Abraversoul thanme
would tell you thatshe drinks, swears and threatens too much (no, not
forawoman, foranyone!). Foryears, she was Robert Forster’s lover, 'til
lastyeartherelationship altered. They occupied different floors on the
same house, meetingoccasionallyonthestairs for whatshedescribes as
“aglamorous fuck”. And now?... Who knows? Ahazarded guess would
placethe newlove of herlife asthe aerosol-applied leather trousers she
creakinglysported at theband’srecentaurevoir showinLondon.
AndRobertVickers, likeallbass players, erm, plays the bass. Floppily
fringed and stuffed into asuittoo smallforevenhistiny frame, helooks
less a prospectiverockstar thanarefugee fromyourlocal fourth form.
Duringgigs, youfindyourselfconstantly checkingthe timeand
wonderingifhereally shouldn’tbeinbed bynow...

HREE GREATLPS...
Forget The Go-Betweens'’ firstborn! Thoughtheylikeit, the

Rough Trade-issued Send Me A Lullabyis agnarled, edgy debut,
the faint promise of something-fine-to-come overwhelmed by dozens of
individuallyharmlessirritants, like the chopped hairs theidiot barber
lets down yourback, combiningtosetyourteeth onedge.

It’s thesecond and third broadcasts, Before Hollywood (Rough Trade
again) and Springllill Fair (Sire), thatsparkled, and sparkle. ... Hollywood,
all hauntingevocationand faint mysteries, drove onecritic toabandon
therestofthestill-youngdecade and declare, “This is themostimportant
LPofthe '80s,and willremainso.” Yettome, ... Fairiseven better,atour de
force of cinematicimages, desperate yetambivalentmoodsand tense,
gloweringplaying. Ifany record of the past couple of years contained four
better songsthan “BachelorKisses”, “Part Company”, “River Of Money”
and“ManO’Sand ToGirl )’ Sea”, then I missed it.

Witnessing the new LI"’s songs live and co-habiting withanadvance
cassette, it'sclearthat Liberty Belle. .., rockier and more positive than
its forebears, willmaintain The Go-Betweens’ heady standards. As
McLennan putsit, “The doubters willbein the gutter.”

cares about John Cale’s songs for the Velvets?”
GrantMcLennanisquietly proud of the fairly unique twin-

cam-engine, himselfand Forster, thatdrives The Go-Betweens on, well
aware of the quality of the material they’ve contrived. Theband signed
for Rough Trade before fellow language-before-lather types Aztec
Cameraand The Smiths, then saw that pair whizz effortlessly over the
commercial horizon, leaving them stalled on the startinggrid. Didn’t
that makehim bitter, depressed, angry?

Aconsidered, startlingresponse.

“Morrissey got acopy of Before Hollywood and listened to ita year before
theyput theirfirst LPout.Ilike The Smiths asasinglesbandand as
people, butlknow where Morrissey’s coming from. It’s Before Hollywood,
and good lucktohim becauseit'sa greatrecord.”

Apartfrom theirspell as residentfailures at Rough Trade, does their
continued incompetence at the artof unit-shiftingcause anyloss of sleep?

“Itdoesirritateme. I don'twant tobeasongwriter'ssongwriter, a
filmmaker’s filmmaker oramusician’s musician.1'dliketobelike The
Band or Talking lHeads, bands capable of forays into the hallowed charts

T WO SONGWRITERS. “APART from The Beatles, who else? Who

ego by suggesting thatall this Rudolph-
Nureyev-meets-Gene-Vincenthooplaisanactsucceeds onlyin
precipitatinganotheravalanche. Without atrace ofasmile, he offers:
“Acting?Sure, I'm acting. The Australian cinemaiscryingout forme. I've
got theface for it. Withhow handsome lam now, I'd make a massive
impactlike Monty Cliftor Marlon Brando. I'llonly do acouple of films,
revolutionise Australian cinema, then getout.

“Mel Gibson? Jack Thompson? Those guys can only do two things—tell
theirwivesto shutup,and order anotherbeer...”

The venomous contempt with which thatlastsentenceisspatoutisn’t
eased when the apparentindifferenceof the public tohis music-never
mind hisabilities asahoofer oramatineeidol-is puttohim.

“Fuckit, I'm not looking to posterity.I'm not going to belike Lou Reed or
John Cale, 40 andstill cryingon some A&R man’s shoulder.

“Butcultsareshit too. [ despise those people who get off on starving
artists, whoaccept anygarbage provided they 're one of only five people
sawit. Theywantyouto fuckingstarveandstarve...

“Besides, successisn’tevenly distributed. Itcan bestolen, bought,
attained by blackmail or bribery. Occasionally, veryoccasionally, it’s
achieved by people whoactually deserveit.”

Peoplelike The Go-Betweens?

“I'mconfident, [ thinkwe’ll doit... except thatwe're up against people
like Costelloand Weller. Those two should be up for the songwriting
equivalentofstealingcars, grand auto theft. They play thelast 20 years’
soulrecords, thenextractbits withacrowbar...”

Toamanonahorsequite thishighitseems churlish to suggest it, but
maybe Rob’sjustalittlemindful of other Australian bands, likesay The
Triffids (less talented, undoubtedly, but more successful), nottosaya
little jealous? The look he shoots me sticks sixinches out of my chest. I've
never beenstabbed byasneerbefore.

“Aband like The Triffids,” he sniffs, “are on the first rungoftheladderto
greatness. We're already on theroof. Theladder’s long gone.”

Beggars Banquet or anyone cando to disentangle them from
theannoying web of well-known obscurity in which they seem
trapped. Maybe they're fated. Losers even?

Rob Forsterhas thelastword: “Losers?”

Thenseveral more: “Well, we're definitely troublemakers. Iwon'tdie if
Idon'tgetthe halfmillionin thebank.lhavetalent,everyonein thisband
hastalent... Grant willwrite somethingbigger than songs. I'll write
somethingbigger than songs. I'llwriteaplayorafilmorsomething.
Vickers may commitsuicide at 30-Ihope not—-and Lindywill do
somethingverylike suicide before escapingto screen stardom.

“We'll putout these great records and ifthey're notappreciated, well...”,
ahuge, dismissive shrug, “asfor ‘losers’, you'llhavetodecide that...”

OK, thanks, I will. It may very well be that somewhere in the complex
composition of the organism thatis The Go-Betweensthereisacrucial
flaw thatwill prevent them from converting their musical wondersinto
more earthy, tangiblerewards. Maybe they arelosers, butinaworld that
regardstalentless painted flouncers, purveyors of cash-till, tooth-rot
rock as winners, maybe that's no bad thing.

Andremember, the best-selling pop work of all time, Wacko Jacko's
Thriller,hadtwo "I's” initstitle. Everythingis possible. DannyKelly ®

O NELAST QUESTION. Maybe there’s nothing The Go-Betweens,
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JANUAR—WROR

alnt t t”“
ANt got 1
How do you offend
By saying he works too slowiy, lt
turns out. A volatile audience with
the Stones guitarist, covering the
greats and the makeweights,
Springsteen, Dylan and Live Aid,

even Duran Duran. “It’s called
playing music, you little turd.”
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“We'reinaunique
positiontoseeifwe
canmakethisthing
grow up”:Keith
Richardsin1986

DAVID TAN /
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JANUARY - WARGH

NME

HAT BECOMES A legend most? So exactly
howI'dimagined itwasthescene that
wouldn'thave dared make it up. Before we
enter, abottleneck guitar lick crows hornily
from behind the gilt-numbered door of his
suitein London’s Savoy Hotel.

“lused to come to this place toget thrown out, togetapicturein the
paper, right? Now they fucking welcome me withopenarms...”

The TVflickers soundlessly, the phone explodes intolife every 10
minutesand the Marlboro stubs pile high. Agrinning bellboy brings
moreonasilver tray.

Whatbecomes alegend most?

Jack Daniel's Tennessee sippin’ whiskey mixed with Coca-Colais his
tipple: onebottleisalready dead when I arrive,and by the timelleave
two-and-a-halfhourslater, sois another. Hedrinks me under the carpet,
noproblem. Brown eyes burn out of whites the colour of pickled onions,
and though his speechbe as slurred as a pirate’s, hemoves asfriskily as
aboyscout, nevermindarocker of 42. Truly, he
is the biholic man.

Whatbecomes alegend most?

Grey suede pixie boots; clean tight jeans; plum
silkshirt; hairlikefagash, shapedattheback,
likeathicket at thefront; that ring. His wife of
two years, ex-model Patti Hansen, is all mumsy
and flushed with baby Theodora Dupree
Richards, named after not only Keith's maternal
grandfather,adance-band musician, butalso
asixth-century Byzantineempresswhoroseto
power from humble originsas acircusacrobat
and courtesan. One of Keith's proudest
possessions isacoin of Alexander The Great;
notalotof peopleknowthat. Meanwhile, Patti
is expectingtheirsecond.

Whatbecomes alegend most?

HP Sauce, bottles of it, ranked
neatlyalong his mantlepiece.

“Youcan'tgetitin New York,
solbringsome withmeall the
time. 1 don’tactually know why
[likeit; it'sharder tokickthan
heroin, heugh heugh!”

Whatbecomesalegend
most...

“Ihave nothingtohide. [
found that's the best way to get
alongwitheverybody.”

Aseveryoneknows, the
Rolling Stonesarefarmore
famous fortheirleisure pursuits
than theirwork. Backstage
blowjobs and royalsnortergate
scandalscanroutinelyenliven
atabloid’sslownewsdayinthe
'80s,asdid Billy Wymanbeing
had up before the beakfor
pissingagainstagaragewallin
1965, or the drugs-bustdecade
of1967t01977...

“Every timel did something
bad, 1got found outandbusted.
AndlIregret beingbusted, butin
thelongrunithadtohappen,”
croaks theerstwhile Prince Of
Darkness, aman fiercely
protectiveofhisband’s
reputation,amanwhoseseen-
it-done-it-been-there duende
seems forever battlingwitha
kind of laconicapproachability
forsupremacy ofhis mood.
“When [wasn’thighlwasin

MarriedonDecember B
18,1983, Keithand
PattiHansenstroll
downBeauchamp
PlaceinLondon’s
Knightsbridge,1986
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“I regret being
busted, but
in the long

run it had to
happen”

court, heugh heugh! You try saying25 times, ‘Guilty, Your Honour,' in
Marlborough Street and keep astraight face. And walking out for 260
quid. [twasagame, nothingtodo withjusticeorlaw. It waslike, ‘We're
goingtogetyou, old son, we're goingtofuckingdoyou!' Andthey tryand
ittakes placein publicand, er... if they'd played their cardsright they
could have putmein for years. But they tried to pop me for something
Ihadn'tdone, and that's where they always fucked up.

“Yetevenafterall these yearsIstillhave asoft spotfor the English
bobby-theideaofit, knowwhatI mean?It’sbrilliantanditfucking
works, and now they'rescrewingitup. Youmightaswellstrapgunson
allofthem now.

“InNew Yorkiflcomeout of astudioand there’s a police car outside,
theygive mealifthome-‘HiKeith, man, howyoudoin'?’ If[seeapolice
caroutside in thiscity, there’safucking doginsideit. The poor little pigsin
the car have hardly shaved and they're tryingtofuckingrazzle me?!2”

Soyou'restillhassled?

“No, theyaskfor autographs...

“Inever thought  was wasted, butl probablywas. [don’t think that
necessarily has abigeffecton whatyoudo. Itjustdepends;it'ssuchan
individual thing. Heroinis bad foryou. Idon't
recommend it foranybody. It'samug’sgame,
justbecauseofthe thingsyouhave togothrough
togetit. Butwhen you're offit, it'safucking
comedy,really. Onceyou've been throughit
and out theotherend, then you canafford to
laughatit, right? It'sonly when you don’t make
itouttheotherend that,y’know, youcan'tlaugh
atanything.

“IlearntIcan’taffordit. [flwantto do what
Iwanttodo, then I've got to cleanup myact.
Idon’ttryand makealivingoutofbeingan
ex-junkie, [don’t fuckingtell anybodyelse
whattodo.

“I'was probably wrongalot of the time; it did
interferewith myjob, no
doubt. Inthelongrunitreally
affected it badly, because
instead of livinglike a popstar
andbeingelevatedto this
weird, unrealstatus, [was
actuallyonthestreettryingto
score, you know, getting shot
atinNew York.

“Ifyouwere goingtobuy
dopeinNew Yorkinthe '70s
andyouwantedtogetout the
frontdoortocarryyourdope
away so you could gethome
and gethigh, youhad tohave
someweightbehind you to get
outofthedoor. Costhey'll
stickyouupdownstairsand
takeallyourdopeaway
unlessyou come downwith
ashooterinyourhand saying,
‘Fuck off, motherfucker, I'm
leavin’, alright?!’ OK, soitwas
like High Noon, but fuckit,so
what?Thatwastheold days.”

Doyoustillcarryagunin
NewYork?

“Notin New York, no.
Outside thestate, yes, when
I'mon theroad. Habit.”

Everfiredashotinanger?

“Don’task personal
questions.”

His eyes freeze. Blood
poundsinmy head. Timeto
change the subject...

“Bob dropped by on Ronnie
onenightandlwasthere. It
wasaThursday night,and



A
“Youcan'tplayto90,000
people withthreeacoustic

| guitarsandnomicrophones™:
Keithand Ronnie WoodjoinBob
Dylanatthe USLive Aid concert
| inPhiladelphia, July13,1985

Saturday night was thegig, right?1wasjust
doingthe Stonesalbum, and Ethiopiawas
amillion milesaway..."

Bobis Dylan, Ronnieis Wood, and the gig
was LiveAid, JFKStadium, Philadelphia,

July 13,1985.

“Bobcomes downand says, ‘Hey maaaan
(authentic-sounding weasel drawl), areyou
goingtobedown Philly on Saturday? Orare you
goingtowatchitonTV?’

“AndIsaid, ‘Neither,I'mgoingtobeinthe
studio working.' And then he disappears with
Ronniefor about 20 minutes, and thenhe comes
backdownstairsagain-‘lieeeey, theywant me
to playwith the Tom Petty band and [ don’tknow
those guys. Wouldyoudoiit?’

“And so, by the timewe've had a couple of great rehearsals, Bob's
stoppingthe cardownon the freeway from New York to Philadelphiaand
says, ‘Let’'sdo ‘ItAin'tMe Babe!’ HHeugh heugh!I says, ‘Don’tlet this get too
far!Icanremember the chords to “Blowin’ InThe Wind” and “Hollis
Brown",and Woody, who'slikean avid Dylan fan, hedoesn’tknow the
earlystuff, and there’s megoing, ‘Naaah, hedidn’t play itlike that, he
playeditlikethis."'CosIstudiedallthatstuff. I mean, I came out ofart-
school guitar playing—Woody Guthrie, duhduh duh-so Bob Dylanwas
anaturalfollow-up..."

Thethree ofyoudidn’texactly coveryourselves withglory that night...

“Ifyoucould have heardit, itwould have been great.
But following 24 hours of heavilyamplified satellite
rock'n'roll, we were just waiting for theguy to bring
theblindfoldand thelast cigarette, heugh heugh!
Screwit, man, itwas threeacousticguitarsand no
microphones-you can’t play to 90,000 people with
three acoustic guitarsand no microphones,
especially when they'vebeen blasted the whole day
with heavysounds. It was, ‘Here we go, plonk, here’s
aninterlude-better thansomeonesellingicecream,
right?’ Itwas onlytofeed people, youwere nottrying
toproveanythinghere. It was very hard, but, y’know,

“I nicked a lot
off Ry. That’s

where you get
‘Honky Tonk

Women’ from”

we could’'vewalked off, but fuckin’ 'ell, itwas
fun, lenjoyedit. lt wasagood laugh. And hats
offto Bob.”

'djustblushingly revealed, likethe

- fanlam, thatthe Stones’ 1972 L.P
Exile On Main Streetisamongst my favourite
records. Despite his chuckle-like, in Mick
Brown's priceless phrase, “alarge articulated
lorry wheezingin afrozen parkinglot”-the
leathery old hound seems quite genuinely
touched by myappreciation.

“Idon’tmake ahabit of listening to our old
records,and [don’tstudyitwith any conscious
effortto constructany continuity. We wingitall theway. [gointo the
studiowith nosongsatall, and aslongas Charlieand Billand Ronnie
thinkIknowwhatI'm doing, I'll justhammer out someriff, andifthe
drums pickup andthe bassdropsin, then maybe we've got something.
The Stones rely on that totalfeel; therest of itis just salad dressing.

“I'masongwriter, right? Tin Pan Alley-it's the roughest place in town.
ButI'm notatunesmith. Ifyou said to me, ‘Write aJames Bond theme’,
forgetit,1can’tdo that.I'm nota Paul McCartney, [can'thammer out
somethingtoorder.”

Howabout (thinkingof hiswonderfully hauntingscore to Paris, Texas)
Ry Cooder?

¢¢ 3 LESS YOUR HEART, heugh heugh!”

“Tome, it’s very academic, abit cold-blooded.
Ifyou'remakin’acountryfilm,youget Ryin,
y'know. Rycan toss that stuffoffinanafternoon,
heisn'tstretchinganythingasfaras melodyor
songsorwritingactual music. Allhe's relyingupon
ishissoundand histechnique, whichis whathe'll
alwaysfallbackon, y'know.

“Inickedalotoffhim.Itookhimforallhewas
worth. That'swhereyou get ‘Honky Tonk Women’
from, knowwhatI mean?His tuning, the fucking
lot. Iripped him off.”

Whenyou played five-stringguitars? »
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“Yeah, banjo tuning.Istill do. Buthedidn'tinventiteither, noway.It’s
called the Sears Roebuck tuning, where you'd send away to Chicago or
some weird box number in Baton Rouge and, allowingsix to eight weeks
fordelivery, you'd get what you sent away for. After the First World War,
Sears Roebuck started to flog guitars instead of banjos real cheap to get
themgoingon the market, and all the spades used to send away for their
guitarand when they'dgetit there’s one extra string. And they'd take it off
and tuneitlikeabanjo and play thesame thingagain withalouder box.
Andsoitevolved.”

Heard Robert Cray?

“Yeah, he'sgood, but for meit’sSlim Harpo, Jimmy Reed...”

Butthoseguysaredead.

“That's what recordingsare for, so youlive forever. But in this business
it's97 percent crap, right? The gemsare very fewand far between, and
nobodycancomeupwithitall thetime. If youcankeeponhangingin, if
you've gotenough goodwillgoingwiththe customers... It'slikeacorner
grocerystore, 30 yearsinthe samelocation, we'restillchurningitout;
andifyoulikeit,it’s hereand youknowwheretogetit.It'saverysimple

thing.Allyou'vegot to doisbehonest. Honest to the people you're putting
outtoand honest to yourself.”

Whataboutquality control? Your last LP, Undercover, wasdull, itdidn't
happenatall.

“No, itdidn’t. Itwas pissed around asifit wasatoy. Everytime
somebody wanted something todo and they wanted togetawayfromthe
oldlady, theywent to the studio and pissed around with the tapes.

“Itwas the bestwe could do at time. It'sa very hardrecord toaskme
questionsabout.Apart from playingonit, Ihad verylittle to dowith it 'cos
Iwasn'tallowed in the country whereit was being mixed, but 1 had to live
withit.[twasn'tabrilliant album, whichever way youlookat it. The thing
is,whenyou'reatthat point offinishingit off, you're in the least position
tojudge because you've beensittingon the fucking thingforaboutayear
andyou'retotally blownaway.

“There arelots of dips, and everynowand againthere'sagreathigh
point. Like a Tuttoo You [1981], taken out of the can, some of it over 10 years
old. That'swhatyou get with experience —afewthingsleftin the fucking
attic you candrawonoccasionally. Some of it was outtakes from Goat s

A bona fide rock'n'roll album

MM MAR 29

The Rolling Stones

ROLLING STONESRECORDS

Afterallthese years, the Stones have
suddenly learned how to play like
professionals. Sure, Charlie drops abeat
occasionally and there's the odd sloppy
guitar chord, but Dirty Workis one of their
most consistent sets of songs everand, with
the possible exception of Tattoo You, has
the fullest, chunkiest sound.

Allthat stuff about the imminent demise
of Keith Richards looks rather quaint in
retrospect. The manis presumably made
of indestructible bionic materials.
Whatever, the story goes that Dirty Work
was mostly his baby, and everything points
toaman with hishead
screwed on and his grip
unimpaired. “Your love is
asweet addiction, lcan't
cleanyou out of my veins,”
Jaggersingsintherugged
opener “OneHit (To The
Body)".“It'salife-long
addiction that has
damagedmy brain.” The
subtext here probably goes somethinglike:
“Heroin screws other people up but not
us.” Allaround, gospelly girlsmoanand
Richards’ guitar pumps out bulldozer
chords. The irony is exceedingly pointed.

Several of these performancesare
bewilderingly quick-witted for suchabunch
of old gits. “Winning Ugly” slipstreams
alongbetweenterse bursts of lead guitar
and blowsy vocal harmonies, with Jagger
really singing for achange (throughout, he
steers well clear of stupid West Indian
voices and the ludicrous ham accents he
preferswhenhe'sboredor allowed tobe
lazy). It’s kind of AOR with teeth.

Best of the bunchis the riveting “Back To
Zero”, asteamy swamp-funk operation with
rhythm guitars twitching like garrotting
wire.|sthat Bobby Womackin there
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Pianos ring loud
and you can feel
the flesh on metal
guitar strings

somewhere? Belatedly, the
Stonesreveal that they putin some
hours with their Little Feat and Meters
records, presumably when they got sick of
the Vandellas and Sam Cooke.

It’s only the lyrics that let them down,
verybadly on a couple of occasions. “Fight”,
one of the album’s lessinteresting rockers,
isallabout hitting people and blowingup
buildings, self-consciouslyignorant.

“Had It With You”, another of the album’s
lessinteresting rockers, begins “/ love
you, dirty fucker” and ends “You'rea
meanmis-treater, adirty, dirty rat scum.”
Perhaps a spot of misogyny-by-numbers
has become part of the Stones’ formula. It’s
bad enough doing it when
you're ayoung wastrel,
butit’s sickening from
menover 40.

Deliberate ploy or not,
there's evidence of pacing
and planning here. The
disc moves through its
rockers, shakes a limb with
“Harlem Shuffle”,does a
Clash-type reggae numberin “TooRude”,
and winds down finally with Keith's
elegant ballad “Sleep Tonight".
Co-producer Steve Lillywhite may
well have taken a hand here.He's
alsomanagedto give the Stones
aclear, powerful sound where
pianos ring loud and clear and you
canfeel the flesh on metal guitar
strings. Neat tribute to lan
Stewartright atthe end, too.

Dirty Workis abona fide
rock’n’roll album, a difficult thing
topull offin1986. 1t won't appeal
to the soul-boys and the hip-
hoppers, of course, and for that
we should give thanks. It's one of
the Stones’ albums you cankeep.
Adam Sweeting

Head Soup, the winter of 71 inJamaica. You
justtryand makethebestofwhat’s
available, it doesn’t matter where it
comes from. IfThadn'ttold youwhat
date things were, nobodywould

knowanyway, right?Itdoesn’t

makeanydifference, itdoesn’t

worryMozart.”

The Stones make records

deadslowly...
“The Stones move slowly, their
wonders to perform-but whatd'you
expect? D'youwantamiracle, everyfucking
day? May beasemi-miracle, right? Wedon't work
dead slow, we work the way we work. It's none of
your fuckingbusiness whetherit's slowor fast.
Getthe fuck out! Whatd'you mean, ‘dead slow'?
Did anybody moanat Beethoven howlongit
tookhimtowritethe ‘1812 Overture'?”

If, atthat point,1'd pedanticallyremarked to
Keiththatitwas, infact, Tchaikovskywhowrote
the ‘1812 Overture’,1 thinkhe'd havekilled me
onthespot.

“Maybe the moretime you putintoit, the
betteritis, alright? C'mon.Iflwantto work fast,
I'lworkfast, I'll work for Ford’sin Dagenham,
right? Work to the crack of the fucking whip.
That’'swhyl'mamusician, [can’twork like that.
Ifyoudon’tlikeit, that's my tough shit. Youdon't
have to buyit. You'll getit for free anyway, what
haveyougottoworryabout?

“Iwas makingrecords before youwere
fucking born!It makes me feel stupid and you,
right? What kind of organisationisitwhere you
canjust whip thingsout? The Rolling Stones -
fastand quickand brilliant! But it doesn’twork
likethat, son.”




I'mnottryingtogetupyour nose.

“You 'ave.”

Sorry.

“Don’tbe sorry. Thelast thingyoushould beis
sorry. You should be glad you got up my nose;
not many do. Butwhat 'msayingis, so we work
slow, what's that gottodowithit? [f [wantto take
40years tomake afuckingrecord, I'll takeit, if
that'swhatit takesto makeagood recordin my
humbleopinionthenthat'swhatit'lltake. You
can’tjustsay, ‘Let’s bungit onto twoor four
tracks and let’sgo, baby!"”

Whynot?

“I'should goto the garage again, right?”

Would thatbe suchabadidea?

“And thenyou'll turnaround andsay, ‘Oh,
nostalgia!” Youcan'tdeny that’s the state of the
fuckingart. It'samatter of realities. It's got
nothingtodowith theideal rock 'n'roll heaven
where guysjust popin. We do thatall the time:
I'vegot cassettesfull of it. [can make better
records on that machine (pointingar my
Walkman) than most peopledoin the fucking
topjointintown.”

Thenwhy not put themout?

“Because, darlin’, the record company would
tossitbackatme.”

Whatabout that Springsteenrecord, Nebraska?

“Well, you go to Nebraskaand see howyou
likeit. [like Bruce; he'sanice, good, fucking
journeyman, y’know. Heain't no brilliantartist.
I'veseen the fucking tops work, tops like Joe Tex,
Solomon Burke, James Brown, fucking Otis
Redding, Curtis Mayfield and The Impressions,
ChuckWillis, fucking Sam Cooke, Bobby
Womack-I've seen thetops work, right?
Fucking Count Basie,knowwhatI mean? So
don’tgive me fucking Bruce Springsteen!

“He’sagood boyand he'sholding the fortuntil
somethinggood comesalong. If therewas
anythingbetteraround, he'd stillbeworkingthe
bars of New Jersey. C'mon, there’s better. [fyou
look, there’sbetter. And he'd be the first to say so.
I'dratherhave Sam Cooke than the Rolling
Stones, knowwhatI mean? Butinthe absence of
anythingbetter, Bruceisfillingagood gap.
Whatelse yougot?”

Ireckonthatkind of blows Keith’s chances of
beinginvited to play onJacko's next LP. Butback
to the new Stones alhum, titled Too Rude. ..

“Thisone took 10 months. After two years off
theroad, notfuckingbad. We take aslongaswe
want; we have thatluxury, we've worked for that
luxury.And thereasonthe restofthebandscan
dothatnowadaysis because we've worked for
thatluxury. Wesaid, ‘Fuck, we're not goingto
havesome A&Rman from Decca, we'regonna
lease out tracks sowe have artistic control.

That’swhyyougot good albums; that'swhyyou gotaload of slimylittlekids
now fuckingaround. So don'tfuckinggive the old fuckingcobblers tome.
“With thisalbumespecially, we try and take it ‘You got it’ or ‘You ain't

gotit'. Boom. Twotakes. Everybodyelse thinksit’s
highlyamusing. You get Duran Duran come down for
aday, walkintoour fuckingsessions and say, ‘What
areyou doingin that room together?' It'scalled
playing music, man. That’s the only way werecord,
yousnottylittleturd.

“Ilike to usewhatever'savailable. There's no pointin
tryingtodragthingsback; whatonehastodoisdeal
withwhat'savailableand tryand balanceitout. Very
difficult. Believe me, ifitwas easy I'd have doneit.

“Thisisaband: Irecordafuckingband.AndItryand
make thebest Rolling Stones record [ can. Andyou can

TheRollingStones
inLondonin1986:
(I-r) Bill Wyman,
Charlie Watts,
KeithRichards,
Mick Jaggerand
Ronnie Wood

“I try and
make the best
Stones record
I can. Lump it

or leave it”

lumpitorleaveit, [don'tgiveashit. I tryand turn
outagoodfuckingdealforeverybody-for the
band, for myself, everybodywalks awayhappy,
including the customers. Because there’sno
pointinplaying musictoan emptyroom,right?
“We'reinauniquepositiontosee if we can
make thisthinggrowup. No one's taken it
beyond this stage. Weknow guysinotherrelated
fields, like Muddy Waters, and there’s still Chuck
and Bo, and the Stones have got a possibility of,
maybe, iftheywant to, makingthis thing
mature asopposed to get wasted. Thatwould be
afeatherin thecap. Youdon'thaveto,y’know,
prancearoundandrunfivemilesrounda

stadiuminapoofyfootballsuit to proveanything. There’s no point
pretendingto be Peter Pan.”
Isn’tthat whatMick does?

“Maybe Mick'll grow up! That's myidea,and I'm
sayingthatif theywantto, theycould.I'm notsaying
theywould be successfulatit; itisnewground, an
interestingarearather thanjustlike goingthrough
the fuckingmotions.

“Thereasonwe'restill together isthatwe'restill here
-giveortakeoneortwo-andstill playing, andstill, I
think, have alotto offer. The onlyreason nobody’s got
tothispointinrock'n’rollis that the audience have
never got there.Imean, you're onlyasold as your
audience,and we'llallgoto heaven together, but
knowwhat Imean? Threesteps...” Mat Snow ®
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AUGHTY,NAUGHTY.MUCH of
Nwhat went on tonight was a question

of who was using who. It's one thing
for SSSto screw the system, entertainingus
mightily along the way - our guerrilla
accountants,asitwere, It's quite another
when we're ropedinand our curiosity raped
tofeedthefantasy legend, dumb extrasin
their continuing saga of success.

I'malltoo preparedfor SSStobleed the
business dry,and I'mhappy to participate in
the ensuing wake, but tonight the lights
stayed onforthe TV cameras, the cleaners
cleared up around us, the SSS shock-horror
video show mysteriously stayed under wraps
(too expensive to stage apparently) and,
ironically, the atmosphere they hopedto hype
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The manufacture of a myth

sufferedaccordingly. We really felt we were
beingused, our enthusiasm abusedin the
name of history in the mock-making.

Not that we consider SSS the pinnacle of
altruism - they’re not Robin Hoods or
anythingremotely like that - but whenthe
audience feels duped, then the complicated
clause between subversion and exploitationis
beingmismanaged. So, what did we get out of
tonight? We were herded into a hallowed
studionever before usedas avenue and
expectedto feelthankful because,in12
months’time, we'llbe able tosay inthat
one-upman way: “Well, Inever saw the Sex
Pistols, but | saw Sigue Sigue Sputnik.”

We gotinvolvedin the manufacture of
amyth.

More than that it's still hard to say. We
wobbled about to that glorious T Rex riff,
cranked out with cruel cool by the beautifully
cartoon Neal X, possibly pop’s most perfect
creation - Billy Idol, Elvis, Sid'n’ Nancy all
rock'n’rolled into one. We saw Martin Degville
mince through his camp aggression, growling
like a pussycat at the punters who thought
they’'d (re) discovered punk rock and hurled
plastic glasses at the edifice of false hair piled
highinto asynthetic peroxide porcupine.

We were tickled pink by Tony James'fencing
maskandlaughed evenlouder whenhe
removed ittoreveal a grinasbig as his bank
account. Oh, and we got confusion... The thugs
downthe front obviously took all this business
seriously, chose toignore the cheesy grinsand



Gettingthe Abbey
habit:(I-r)Sigue
Sigue Sputnik’s
Neal X, Tony James
andRayMayhew,
December198s

| Lo

gotallworked up. Good for them. Meanwhile,
the celebs at the back who'd come to carp, left
grooving.Severin, for one, thought they were
fab; “The new Mud.| can see them at Batley
Working Men’s Clubinsix years’ time.”

ljust saw everything popI'd ever nightmared
aboutparadedaroundinagorgeous panto
parody. Needless to say, “Shoot It Up” willbe
abig smasheroonie with its Glitter/Damned
terrace chorus, asemblance of atune andline
about giving head - boundtobe banned by
the Beeb. Perfect.

Needless also to say that their “Twist And
Shout” (just like Tony James’ “Better Dead
Than Red"” T-shirt, modelled for the benefit of
the TV execs who were investigating his
credentials to go onthe box anti-Red Wedge)
was a piece of precise opportunism, at once
exorcising, celebratingand ridiculing the
ghosts of pop pastin one giggling gang-bang
of noise.

Naughty. Naughty. But Neat. Neat. Neat.
Steve Sutherland

Thereis
ananswer

MM Red Wedge
give a send-off to the
Greater London Council.

WANNA BEE anarcheeee... only we're 10
yearson fromsnotand nihilism. Nowit’s
snot and socialism, | wanna beea Red
Wedgeee. Thisain’t rock'n’roll but lock,
stock and barrel necessity.

Alljoined to wave larewell to the GLC
Wedgies on stage, well-wishersin stalls,
and politicians (including Bernie Grant)
waitingin the wings. The Wedgies plaved
almostin reverse order of importance
(that's equity—of course), with Billy Bard
opening the festivities with “It Says Here",
“Between The Wars” and other trusted
protest favourites, before yielding to the rap
attack of Lorna Gee and the Stax and soul
bric-a-brac of Weller and The Style Council.

Here they were, the club decried as Saatchi
& Saatchisocialism. They are. They should
be. Fight slogans with better slogans. Yet
the Wedgies’ pace and lineup often lacked
commercial timing. If Weller narrowly
failed tostirup astorminateacup, the
arrival of Junior put arsenicinthe pot.

Junior'slame funk wrapped inlamé
extractsall therightingredients, but the
results were just too emasculated for the
hostile surrounds of the Odeon. Hisslot
moved fromkillingtime to painfully
murderingitand lcaving the corpse for the
buzzards, and only Mel
Gaynor (aSimple-
Minded drummer) and
Julie Roberts hauled the
limbs of “Come On Over
To My Place” into life. The
song’s gleeful response
epitomised the Wedgies’
dilemma. To make Red
Wedge exciting and
attractive, they must
alwayssurprise—always
add new and unexpected facesto the well-
worn parade of stalwart profiles.

The one surprise duo to hit the boards
received a standingovation without having
tosingasinglenote: Ken Livingstone and
Ted Knight, the errant martyrs of
Thatcher’scomedy oferrors. The effect of
Ken'simpassioned oration resembled a
school panto. Ken says Mrs T-“Hiss.” The
LawLords-"Boo.” The GLC-“Hooray.”
Aladdin and the Widow Twankystrode of f

If Weller failed to
stirup astormina
teacup, the arrival

of Junior put
arsenic in the pot

Billy Bragg:kicking
thingsoffwith
“trustedprotest
favourites”

tocriesof “It’s
behind you!”and
keptthe Red Flag
flying bright until
the slinkand swagger
of Dr Robertand his Blow
Monkeysstified the breeze.
Tonight, you had to have Bragg's patter,
Weller or Livingstone’s position, or
Somervilleand Julie Roberts’ voice toraise
the pulserate past room temperature.
Jimmy'samazing falsetto was sharp
enough torattle thefillings at the back of
the mouth, assongslike the Brechtian
“BreadlineBritain” hungstarkin the
wasteland. The truly wonderful “YouAre
My World” paved the way for duets with
Sarah-Jane (with roles reversed - of course),
and the minority monopoly was complete
when Juniorreturned with the odd Animal
Nightlifer, Martin from the Maddy Boys and
Atfaddin Livingstone on tambourine (he can
putitinhis CVwhen the GLCis RIP).
Anacoustic Tom Robinson —the original
do-gooder doing badly - proved he was
still very glad to be grey, while Carl from
Madness was just glad tobe there. He
tinkled theivories, told the odd joke,
modelled an umbrella, and delighted the
crowd with hisversion
of vaudeville, which
showed you can even be
normaland be a Wedgee.
From WorkingWeek’s
“Sweet Nothing”, the
entire ensemble
returned for something
resembling “Many Rivers
ToCross”and anall-
inspiring “Move On Up”.
Those whocame to
watch their favourite pop star might well
have come away disappointed. Those who
cametodrawsuccourfromtheevening
andrekindletheirbelief that thereisan
answer to thevile Mrs 1 foundsolace and
strength in numbers. The appeal buckets
rattied, the politicians prattledasan
evening marred by ramblingfledglings,
yetmarked by sudden bursts of great
achievement, came to a prematureend.
Afitting wayto bid farewell. Red Ted Mico
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JOHN LYDON

“I'm bad

News,
b OyS and
ez OTlS

single and an album
made with “damned
fine people”. Still

. MELODY MAKER
he can’t escape his !
. that'sthewayitis,” John
Sid & Nancy, even Led
Ineed the money, butevery
regarding the press asa pack of cretinous

(( 'M HERE FOR purely
rcialgain, and
past, and Mcl_aren, commercialgain, anc
Lydon explained by way
. = . of introduction. “Not that
Zeppelinarein his b e
. little extra bit counts.
eyellne. “Someone,” ledoesn'tlikeinterviews much, generally
K6ypr0 . ' gy
he says, W|“ be I;(ecl]lelsi.askln'gszjupldqL'{Ls’tlon.sz’im'i .
juabblingover dropsof Lydon's anaemic

getting a black eye.” I)l()()d.}‘asl timehecameoutofhiding, I'lill?ng

fromhiswarm LosAngeles lairtothegnawing

Londonwinterinlate'83, hegavea press
conferenceatwhich, judging by published
reports thercof, hegave dullanswersto
boring questions.

Intis imemory banks, he'sloggeditasa
victory, inevitably. | wasn’tthere,sodon’t
askme. “Itwasfun,” he insists, inavoice
peppered with elongated vowelsand

preposterousover-emphatic consonants.
Hehasn'tchanged much. He's30 (28if you
prefer the Standard’s version, butl can’t
imagine Lvdon telling them the truth
aboutanything), hiscomplexionisstill

thatfamiliar pastywhite,and hiseves
often bore outat yvoumalevolently.
Withhiscarrotty hairtwisted like pipe-
cleaners, hisbodyslightand cramped,
heresemblesan albino puppet,orsome »

SHEILA ROCK / REX FEATURES
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JOLCTINT bi;

sortofDickensian pickpocket. 11eis, however, relaxed and easilyamused
nowadays. Rather entertainingcompany, in fact, when he decidesto talk.

“Itwasgreattosee all those wankersout there,” hecontinues, recalling
hisinfamouspress conference, “whodidn’tdare to besarkywithme'cos
therestwould then have pinned them to theground. lletthemgeton
with theirown battleand just wafted across the top of it. [liked that. 1
thoughtI successfully made themlooklike the wankers theyare. That's
my opinion... and you'refuming.”

Actually, I'mjust glad he's talked for 45 seconds without me having o
chivvyhimon withincreasinglylame questions. It'shard work
interrogatingaman whose only objectis not totellyouanything.

Certain topicsgoad himintolife,luckily. Hisrecentlegal victoryagainst
theslippery Malcolm McLarenclearly fillshim withunbridled jubilation,
forinstance. Itappearsthecase hasbeenbrewingforyvears. Lydon only
wenttocourt, ashetellsit, whenhewassure hecould win.

“The case has been festeringforaeons, hasn'tit? It'soutrageous thatit
took solong. Anybody gotalight? Butit's nicetowin.” Helitacigaretteand
emitted aknowingchuckie.

Nolovelost between youand thegreat man, then?

“There'snothinggreatabout him,” snarled Lydon. “Excepthegrated my
nerves,and that’saboutit.”

leseems to be doingalright for himself, though.

“Yeah, wellhe managed tooutswindle himself, didn'the? Helost that
casewithclassicstvle.”

Revenge issweet?

“Ididn'tfightthiscase for revenge.” Coursenot.
“Ifoughtitbecause whatas rightfully mine was
denied to meforsolong, and so justice won out! But
itcostafortuneincosts. It'sa 10-yearcase. It’s
ludicrous.Ilewouldn'tsettle. 1le thoughtl had no
case-asorry mistake. My barrister wanted mein the
witness boxand that's whatwe wererushing forward
to, and that'swhen Malcolm backed down.”

Home

His voice dropped toaslow, deliberatesmirk. “I'd be rather good there.”
He pondered foramoment, savouring theidea ofaflattened NicLaren
(alsoresidentof LA these days, ironically. Hope they don’tgo tothesame
supermarket.) “Ilelooked awallyincourtinhisknickerbockers.

Somconeshould have photographed that...”

Lydonhassubjected himselftoaseriesolboutswiththe press, lestwe
forget, because his fabuloussingle “Rise” isgetting almost asmuch
airplayasAORstalwartslike Stingand Dire Straits. Lydonisamazedand
delighted, havingspentsolongbanned from theairwaves becauseofhis
Sex Pistols days. Certainty, “Rise” isacut or50 above the horrible “This Is
Not A LoveSong”, Pil'slast singleasfaras anyone canremember.

Thenewsongiscredited toLydonand Bill Laswell, whoalso produced.
PiL, however, isjust Lydon. I {e merely choosesadditional peopleith
whom toworkinthestudio.

“PiListechnically me, officiallyme,” explained theact, “and anybody]1
workwithon mysongs. Theyare mysongs. lie’sa producerand you have
toput theirnameonthe thing. ! didn'twantnonamesatall, | wanteditto
becompletely blank becauseit reallyisoneof those records where the
music'sjust sodamned good. Can’t be disputed. Except by Blitz" (who'd
runasneaky previewof the forthcomingPiL.album). “Highly derogatory.
Someonewill begettingablackeve, I can assureyou. It'sthesameold
viciousnessreally, uncalled for. Really stupidandjuvenile.”

Onechoked back aguffawbyswallowingalargehandkerchief. Thisfrom
the notorious oik Rottenwho frightened old ladiesand wassick inairports!

Everything'schanged. Thealbum features drummer Ginger Baker,
formerlyof Cream and thesort of chap the Pistols
wanted tokilloff, as well as Tony Williams, another
drummerand amanofimpeccable muso pedigree.
OnguitarisacertainSteve Vai, described by Laswell
in The Wireasaman “mavbetakingelectricguitar
intoawholeotherarea, and maybe pastihat people
even expect the electricguitartobeabletodo™
“Damned finepeople,” says Lydon, perhapsor

L

1
.[ .

Lydonwithhiswife
NoraForster,a
Germanpublishing
heiressandmother
of TheSlits' AriUp
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perhaps notsarcastically. “Itcan be quite frighteningworking with
professionals. Iliked it. There's afew Africans floatingaround too and
achapcalled Shankaronviolin and Sakamotoonkeyboards. Notabad
team. That'slike winning 10-nil before youbegin.”

Timeschange. Led Zep are back!Just check the Beastie Boys.
“Naaaaah,” said Lydonina patheticimitation of his famous sneer.
“Nowhere nearas good. Orasbad. There were

hamsandwich. So everyonewillgetaham sandwich forone day. That's
aboutitreally,isn'tit?”
LiveAid are providingeducationand irrigation, aren’tthey?
“Theymightbe doingthat now, but theyweren't earlier on. [ remember
David Byrnesayingsimilarthings to whatI'm saying. But thereare
organisations alreadysetup todo thatkind of thing, like Oxfam, et-ceter-
ah.Tocompletelyignore themandsetup your

elementsto Led ZeppelinI'vealwaysliked. I've
alwaysliked theirdrumsound.” Didn’tweall?
“Theywere always good on dynamics, songs
like ‘Kashmir’.”

Don'tberidiculous. Let's moveonto
personal weaknesses.

“I'mnotgoingto tellyouaboutthem.”

Yesyouare.

“Vanity. Let’s faceit,lamoneof theworld’s
vainesthumanbeings, and [ loveit.”

Lazinesstoo, perhaps?

“Naaah, everybody saysthatanditcouldn't
possiblybetrue. [workbloodyhard when|

“Real estate
1s a good way
of earning
money by
doing nothing”

owngang makes mewell suspicious.”

Asanafterthought,headded, “Whydon’t
theymove? Nothinggrows there, doesit?”

And Sun City?

“Thatsoundslike aload of foolishness tome.
Justdon’tplay there, simple, butyou don’thave
togoandshoutand screamandraveabout it
and putoutarecord and go, ‘Oooh, lookhow
cleverlam,Ireallycare.’ It'sdaft. Where’sthe
moneygoing?”

Enoughofthat, then. Youmayrecallthat
Lydonappeared in afilmcalled Order Of Death,
with HarveyKeitel, once upon atime. It was

work. And work very welltoo. Thereitgoes
again, thevanity.

“Notasoften as most people, becauseldon’tfeel theneed to rushinto
things.Idon’tlike to doanything unlessI'm completely sure aboutit. This
albumtookabout twoyearstowrite, [ spentalotoftime oniit, and getting
the people togetherthat I thoughtwould do the bestjob and the cheapest.
Moneywasabitofa problem.”

Basically, Lydon would prefer to do nothingalmost all the time. He
loathesthe musicbusiness, hates New York (“one bigstinking traffic
jam”), despisesvideo (“the Polaroids of the film industry”) and thinks
mostknown pop stars areworthless dickheads. Consequently, he finds
propertyspeculationintriguing.

“lfindreal estate quite aninteresting hobby. Ilike buyingand selling
foroutrageously extravagant prices. It'sa good way
ofearning moneyby doing nothingatall. Myold
housein London, Igotitfor £14,000.It’s nowworth
£120,000. Outrageous. Amazing. Itlookslike four
dirtygreywallstome, butIwon't say no to theloot.
Noqualms atall aboutsellingit at that price. What
abargain!”

Meanwhile, what of his former PiL cohorts, Keith
Levene and Jeanette?

“I'venoidea.”

Don’tcare?

“No, notatall. They're notdoing anything,
obviously.”

Did youfeelyouwerejustcarryingthem?

“I'vehad alot of dead weight around me over the
years, yeah. Driftwood. Funny that, yes... nowl
cometothinkofit, mostofthe people I've worked
with have done nothingsince. I've destroyed their
lives.” Helapsedintoalongwheezingchuckle. “I'm
bad news, boysandgirls.”

Presumably nobodyasked youtodo Live Aid?
Lydonlooked appalled. “No, and quite rightly so
andall’cos theanswerwould be no, most definitely.

Whatano-hopeprojectthatis.”

Why?

’ “Ohcomeon. There'sacivilwargoingon there.
Don'tyouthinkit’saslightly condescending
attitude to completelyignore that major fact? ‘Oh,
let’sfeed the millions.’ They're at bloody warwith
oneanother, for God's sake. They’re more than
likelytoshootya. Youcan'tinterfere with thingslike
that,it’sverydangerous.

“Because it’s politically motivated, it has to be.
Someone's behindit, it'’s not Geldof. He'sjusta
figurehead. And he’s goingto have to account for
anawfullotoflostmoney, andweallknowit’s going
tohappen-we'veall seen Bangla-fucking-desh,
haven'twe? Allthe goodwillin the world doesn't
amountto fuckallifit’s not properly directed. What
those people need iseducation, irrigation. Nota

lousy, andhe didn'tenjoyitvery much. He
hasn’tdoneanyactingsince, butwould if
someoneoffered him adecentscript.

“Harvey’sabitbrutal. Hetakes this method actingwell too seriously.
Thosewerereal scenes.I'vestill got the bruisestoshowit. It wasn'tthat
difficult, though.Istayed blind drunk most of the time, which helped.
Itwasalousy script, impossible to follow orunderstand. Made very
little sense.

“Theyruineditin Americaat the premiere; theyshowed the end first
anditwasreviewed assuch, terrible. It bombed really badly because of
that. Itwas never madetobe a bigseller; itwas done onaverylowbudget
fornextto nothing, apart from Harvey’s wages of course.

“Mostofthescenes, I didn’thave the slightestideawhatwas happening.
Iwascompletely cluelessbecause Harveywould be there rewriting the
scenesatnightandI'd comein the next morning, soitwas pointless
tryingtolearndialogue andIjust went along with the flow. ForthatIdid
quitewell, Ithought. Doesn’tlooklike I'mtotally confused.”

Ordoesit? Lydon, wholikesto take everythingto the edge and isusually
bluffing wildly, says he intends toundertakeaspotofleisurely touringto
promote hisnewalbum, whichisilluminatingly entitled Album.In’83, he
cameoverwithaHoliday Innband in penguinsuits, whowerescared to
deathattheyelling, gobbing mobswho greeted them each night. Thistime
hemightjustuse pick-upbandsinwhichever country he finds himself.

Doeshe not finditastonishing that peoplesstill pay tosee himafter the
dismal performanceshe’sturnedin overtheyears? Because he'sjust
takingthe puntersforaride, afterall.

“No, I offerawell entertainingshow,” he chortled.

Youbelieve that, doyou?

“YesIdo.Ican'treallylose at this smugnessI'veinvented for myself.
Mustbeinfuriatingforall youjournalist chaps out there.”

Won'teveryone turnround oneday andsay, “Sod it, he'sgonetoo far
thistime”?

“No.I'mthoroughlyamazed bypeople’s stupidity. I like to push things
totheirabsolute limit, butI'm notdoing that when I make records or
performances. ButIdolike to play withthe interviews. Isuppose even
thoughI'm utterly bland, that’sshockingin itself.”

Theonlythingthat seemsto prickhim out of his mockingcynicismis
the thoughtof Alex Cox’s forthcoming movie about Sid Vicious and
Nancy, Love Kills. "Athoroughly disgusting thingtodo,” fumes Lydon,
though it’s not clearwhetherhe’s affronted more by theidea of Cox
makingacomedyofSid’s life or by the fact that someone will portray
Rottenin thefilm.

“Without mebeing consulted, that’s quite appallingbad business on his
part, veryrude.'mstillalive, boy. He just might get some serious legal
action. I'llhave to consider that. Bloody rude.I1don'tforget thingslike that
veryeasily.”

For the meantime, however, we cansavour the prospectof Lydon on
sillyold TOTP(heinsists he won't doit) and wrap an earround hisheavy-
metallishnewalbum, alsoavailable on compactdiscfor those of you with
moremoney thansense.

Andfinally, John, whatwillyoubewhen...

“I'm64?Arightrancid moanyold git.”

JohnLydon, thisis yourlife. Adarn Sweeting ®
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serious’

Enter the world of the VIOLENT FEMMES
— ironic, oddball, and making a lot of
converts to their ersatz Southern gothic.
“What we try and do is just play music
that we like, and we don’t take it upon
ourselves to be leaders in any vanguard
of something,” says their drummer.

‘\

— MELODY MAKER MARCH1—

ND SO THE Lord saw fittodeliver three

Milwaukeean flukes, misfits to aman, safely

from Australia to jollyup aclubor twoin this

Godforsakenland and face an amiable inquisition

concerning, amongother things, their Oedipal

overdrive. So, how come their eclectic cut-the-crap
clatter, their jaunty, wide-eyed confessionals, their black and blue corn
comedies invariably tantalise us toward memories (or promises,
depending onyour teen perspective) of snogging and suicide? And how
come every time theelfin, bespectacled Gordon Gano declares he's got o
“Faith”, Irecall Ray Milland in The Man With The X-Ray Eyes, clawing
out his wretched, overambitious orbs ina desert evangelists’ tent at the
rantingbehest of an inflammatory Bible thumper? And, again, how
come these country death songs are so twee yet so disturbing, baptised _
intradition yet somehow heretic, mockingtheir mentors? o

“Ah, Ithink thisbandis probably oneof themostironicbands

around,” explains Gano, singer and songwriterof the Violent
Femmes. “Ireally enjoyed an English
write-up of oneofour showswhich
saiditwastoobad thatwewere
doingsomethingthatwas musically,
lyrically and show-wiseworthwhile,
butat thesame time, weweremaking
suchfools of ourselvesbecausewe
were too stupid torealisewhatwas
goingon. »

-

.

E

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY
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“That'sthe thingabout thisband-inthesongs,in
the whole performance of them, there’'sall different
levels of total contradictiongoingonat thesame
moment, where weareseriousand as farfrombeing
seriousas possible. It'simportantand also faraway
frombeingimportant.”

Thus, the Violent Femmes, too contradictory,
perhaps too confusing, for most pop palates. Or,
again perhaps, confused rather thanconfusing?

“No. Too many people, notonly musicians nowadays, but politicians,
actors, painters, whathave you, tend to take themselves so utterly
seriously. I find thatreallyboring.” Thisis the preppy, straight-to-the-
point-of-sinister stand-up drummer Victor Del.orenzospeaking.

“People’s feelings now tend torun towards pessimism, soI think, in not
takingourselvesseriouslyand tryingtolive withinthe moment of what’s
happeningon stage, theirony comes across asacommentonsomething
rather thanjustagimmick, whichis whatalotof peopleuseitas.

“People should be aware that, in everydaylife, there'sall kindsof
dichotomiesin everyindividual, so why notafford thatkind of
opportunityto awriter?”

HAT THE FEMMES entertain us withis an organic
; ; ; ; migration from tradition to anti-tradition, irony avoiding
cynicism, irony-working-on-irony. Most cruciallyand
comically of all, they refuse to confront. They’re not about to embark
onacrash course of rebelrock poses to polarise their attitudes into any
familiar guerrilla stance. The Violent Femmes, sweet boys that they
are, won't play ball.
In the cosy, subversive tradition of all things pop, theassumption,
say, thatany mention offamily or churchmust be tonguein cheekand
daggersdrawnisimplicitly denied by the Femmes' refusal to allay our
confusion. Theydon't give usthe benefitof cheap clench-fisted posturing
alaTheAlarm; theysimply don’tletonbecauseit’s not their concern.

CHILDREN OF THE REVOLUTION

Which isnot tosay they 'redumb or dubious (though
thelatterisoften possible). No, they’re aware of their
contextsalright; they'reaware of their reputation
withinthe schemeofthings; they're onlytooaware
of what's expected ofthem, and notonly will they
not play alongbut, sin of sins, they won't make a big
hoo-haabout not doingso. They won'tevenbe anti-
rebel rebels tosatiate our desire for category.

So, do theymeanallthis God stuffor don’ they? [ guess that's the thrill.
Andtheskill? Theinstinctive enthusiasts’ discernment betweenirony
and cynicism-the former affectionate, positiveandinvolved; thelatter
bitter, destructiveand detached.

“Exactly,” agrees this pleasant Victor. “You have to deal with the
problemsrather than commentingonthem.”

So,again, how come we can’taccepthiltbilliesexcept on akitschlevel?
1low come we have to pretend there's parody beingbroughtinto play?

“Dunno?” Thevoiceis louder than therest, issuing from what should be
ahippybylooksbutisn't. This thornin pop’ssideiscalled, currently,
Brian Ritchieand hespoutsand plays guitars.

“Wehavean affectionfor the musicand for the audience. Onceaband
startsto think thatthey're smarter than theiraudience, that'swhen they
lose the ability to create music thatcommunicates.”

“I think we've cultivated ourown uniqueness in a way that people feel
we moreor lessrepresent the truth that we feel, not the truthof the
recordingindustry, which, right now, isthatyou have to haveamassive
drumsoundand tryand singlike Bryan Ferry. It’'smuch easier beingself-
indulgentthantryingtopleaseeverybody. What
wetryanddoisjustplaymusicthat welike,
andwedon’ttakeituponourselvestobe
leadersinanyvanguard ofsomething.”

But Victor, whatseemsso simpleand
naturaltoyou seemsextraordinarily
weird tous.

MEAN FIDDLER,
HARLESDEN,
— LONDON ——

LIVE!

——— FEBRUARY ——

Whooping melodrama *****"

professionals or something?”

No, butthere are those who think
that violence is golden, and that the Femmes
have rusted. But not tonight.

Two-and-a-half hours after the initial blast
of “Country Death Song”, the Femmes'
polished, if unkempt, freight train of mania
was stillon the tracks, stampeding over the
sleepers,and colliding withthe drunken
throng. The band that made Milwaukee
famous produce the perfect drunk set. They
start with a flourish of excitement, flounder
half-way, and end up slumped overabarin
alcoholic oblivion. As The Femmesleapt into
the rafters, the audience hit theroof. Asthe
Femmes spent half an hour of straight gospel
bleeding for Jesus, the audience opened
their veins. As the Femmes argued with one
another about which song to play, the
audience got another roundin.

Although the word is out that the gleesome
threesome are changing for the worse,
Gordon Gano's stare remained fixed, his eyes
double-glazed, the wrinkle on his brow
spelling Out To Lunch. Itis Gano’s chilling
lyrics and gnashing and grinding tonsils that
still give the trio of misfits their bite - one part
melody, three parts whooping melodrama.

There arethose whobelieve the Femmes
have amonopoly on sardonic irony. But not
tonight. Throughout the sing-along-a-Jesus
balladsit wasimpossible to tellirony froman
ironingboard - their humour s just too black

] iWHAT DO YOU think we are -
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toseeinthe dark. “Children Of The
Revolution” was dispatched with gusto and
reverence,just as “Black Girls” was delivered
complete with drum solo, but without the bat
of aneye, thetongueina cheek. The Femmes
arein-between daze: unconventional yet
conformist, with one footinthe funny farm
and the other entrenched in the Whitehouse
lawn. Three steps from heaven, and ashort
stumble to thebar.

From “Special” to “No Killing", the Femmes'
fat, shapely, though sharply focused barrage
ofrock'n’brawlbecame apogoist’s nirvana...
until “Good Friend" (the borrowed) was
unleashed and Lou Reed jumped out of the
closet wearingnought but
hisunderwear. The ballad
coupled New York
underground tragedy with
ahungoverremorse that
gently driftedinto snippets
of seedy Reed’s “Sweet
Jane”.ltmay have beena
parody. It may have been an
apology. It was noexcuse.

Yet the bible-belters
wouldn'tbelt up,instead
issuing sermons camouflaged with guitar
resonance and bolstered witha cavalry
charge of bass and drums. Chaos and chorus
danced cheek to cheek through“Gone
Daddy Gone" until both tripped over “Blister
In The Sun".Suddenly and quite effortlessly,
thetriosidledinto “Whiter Shade Of Pale”

The Femmes’ fat,
shapely barrage
of rock’n’brawl
became a
pogoist’s nirvana

only to find their instruments fizzled before
the climax - too much drink!

“That was the first time infive years we've
missed acue,” explained Gano. After five
minutes of recrimination, the band launched
(or rather lurched)into tatters of Ramones
and ascrapbook history of British music
from “Satisfaction” to “Daydream Believer”.
It might have been anightmare, but not
tonight. It was just asymptomof the
Femmes'retreat from areality they once
had such avice-like grip around.

“We think thisis apub gignot areal gig.”
The crowd were not real people, “Purple
Haze” wasn't real Jimi, only the confusion
wasreal enough.

“Ithink we're trippinginto
masturbationhere...” by
which time the ale-
drenched were already
head overheelsinlove.
Some people might callthe
groupwankers, butthe truth
isthey'rejusttoousedto
playing withthemselves.
Sometime after the cartoon
cabaret collapsed, “Blister
InThe Sun” resurfaced. By this time night had
become morning, and nothing made sense -
except another Pils.

The Violent Femmes are certainly
changing:aband that was once on the
warpathare now completely off the
reservation. TedMico



“Sowhat’s sobad about that? Fromthe two
reviewswe’ve had of The Blind Leading The
Naked [the new Femmesalbum], it seems that
the writersareexpectingorwantingsomething
weirder-that’sinteresting. They onlylabelus
weird because theydon’tknowhowtolabel us,
and thatseemsthemostreadilyavailabletagto
putonthething-here’s thisweirdoband from
Milwaukee who play gospel musicand then
singabout fucking.

“Wedon’tmind,” Victor smirks. “With that
title, we can go any direction we want, wedon’t
havetomarryanycertainkind ofthing.”

ButI'dbehappierhearingtheir festering
versionof Bolan’s “Children Of The Revolution”

Where do theFemmesfit?

“We're self-consciousand aware of what
we're doing, but the innocence comesinnot
imposinglimitationsupon ourselves. Achild is
the most innocent thing-that’swhyachild will
walkoutinthestreet or fall down thestairs.
We'rewillingtodo those kind of things—not
that we don’tknow what we're doing, it’'sjust
thatwere notafraidtodoit.”

Ganosmiles at Ritchie’s suave conceit.

“Childlike, minimalistic-itdoesn’t make any
sensetometo thinkin those terms.”

Gano’s chuffed and chuckling. InAustralia,
he’dbeen told by afanhislyrics werebrilliant
becausetheydidn’t make anysense. Another

June1986:
posingfora
portraitin
Minneapolis,
Minnesota

on The Breakfast Showalongside Duran Duran
than tucked away with Captain Beefheart
around midnighton Peel.

Thehippy-who-isn'tlaughs: “Ithink we'd
rather bewith Captain Beetheartthan Duran
Duran, actually.”

Evidently,and yet even these Femmes, intent
onmaintainingfreedomwithutmostintegrity,
havebeenforced to take compromise into their
scheme of things. Whereas their firstalbum was
ahigh-school nightmare of psychoticskiffle
and hi-jinks dorm depressionand theirsecond,
Hallowed Ground,waslocated in theeerie
claustrophobiaand incestofthe Appalachians

“There’s all
different
levels of total
contradiction
going on”

had assumed everyword poured forthfroma
soul tortured by precisely thesamehang-upsas
the poorstudent suffered himself.

“Generally, [ think of songs as havingalife of
theirown, andifsomebody comesup tomeand
asks, ‘'Whatdoesthis songmean?’, [ always
wannaknowwhat they think itmeans.

“Sometimesthey might tell me something
Imight not have thoughtofbefore, but1still
think that's valid. We’lldoa show and
somebody’llsay, ‘I don’tunderstand. Youdo
agospelsonganditseemslike youmeanit
and thenyousaysome thingsthatsoundanti-
Reagan. Howdoes thisgo together? Whichis

of Deliverance, The Blind Leading The Naked
stalksits obsessions through the nmore familiar terrain of clubland R'n’B.

Apparently Slash, the Femmes’ American company, were so dismayed
bywhat they considered the perverse twist of Hlallowed Ground that, at
onepoint, theywererefusingtoreleaseit. The Blind Leading The Naked
encountered no suchresistance, produced as it was, inamore orthodox
manner, by Talking Head Jerry Harrison.

I'dhave thought thatwasthelast thing they needed, beinghitched to
the coat-tails ofthe world’s most acceptable oddball band.

“Well, we were extremely paranoid,” admits Ritchie. “We made alist
ofabout 20 possible producers and Jerrywas one ofthe only ones we
definitely didn’t want.”

Buthelived in Milwaukee,and when they methe was more amenable
thanexpected.

“Jerrywasfantastic,” continues Ritchie, “because he wasabletogowith
anyideawecame upwithandalso showuswaystoimprove thathad
neveroccurred tous. Theguyis aHarvard graduate, after all.”

“Sometimes he gotalittleexcitable,” Ganogrins. “Like when he's taking
sipsouttathistinylittle bottleand [ takealook and it says ‘For External
UseOnly’ onthelabel.”

“Butyou can’thelp loveaguywho shaveshis legs,” says Victor.

“Well, maybe youcan’t!”

Gano’s cackling.

Asidefromthe extracurricularentertainments, Harrisonalso played
on...The Naked and helped attract passing luminaries like Fred Frithand
Leo Kottke, sharing theminto studio jams, adangerous pastime the
Femmes havealwaysemployed tokeep theirstuffon theedge.

“I>'you know howwe can getin touch with Rick Wakeman? Victorasks
afterinterrogation time.

[tellhim toleaveit out, Wakeman's awanker.

Victor's obviously taken aback: “What? He played on a Bowierecord! We
wanthimto playwith us. Isheunfashionable orsomething?”

Somewhat.

“Why?”

Well, apartfrom Yesand The MytiisAnd Legends Of King Arthurand
Journey To The Centre Of The Earth, he’sreputed to have threatened to
leave A&M iftheysigned the Sex Pistols.

“Hey!" Victorygrins. “Hesoundsjustourman!”

Charyorchildlike? [wonder.

Certainly, I'm prepared to go alongwith the Femmes’ argument that
...TheNakedis conventional because theydon't feel they need to be
unconventional justtosatisfy our appraisal of their rock’n'roll, butit’s
abitofa Picassosituation-there's this scribble, seeminglycalculated to
the preciseline, and yet afour-year-old could doitunconsciously.

beingseriousand whichisbeingironic?”
“AsifReaganis thevoice of God!" howlsRitchie.
“Ohwow!WOW!”

prejudices still doesn’t account for their precarious balance,

wobbling between opinion and observation. Their stuff’s so
simple and yetso live, as if Gano employs cliche solely to attack the
songs themselves. Thisreligious business, forexample...

“OK, it’sinterestingyou bringthat up, because as faras my songwriting
goes, that's the leastironic aspect. Englishjournalists—1've never meta
breed so thoroughly convinced that thereligious songs, the songs gospel
innature, are just total sarcasm. Theyalmost congratulate me, thinking
howniftyl've been, but they’re wrong. It comes from the heart.”

Andsex?Ifyour sexsongs come from your heart, you must be well
frustrated.

“Well, it would probably be bad for myreputation if Iwasn’tto goalong
with that.I've had myshare of that, yeah, butalot of people do. For the sex
songs, I listentoalotof Princerecordsandthatgetsmeintothe vibe.”

Idon’tbelieve him.

“No, really, Idon’tthink thatasong, to be honest, to have impact, to
be emotionallysincere, hastobea pagetorn outofadiary. Andyet,
sometimes, I'm brought toremember how much of mysongsare things
inmylife.”

Gano'sbeginningtosound like SirAndrew Eldritch, so [ guess thisis
asgoodatimeasanytoplunge into the heartof (what's) the matter (?).
Femmes songs are confrontational not through their stance but because
they’reundecided. Femmes’songs areself-flagellation, forged in the
moment, hence theiremotional swings.

“Iwritelike that.1don’twalkaround all day thinkingabout something,
thensitdownandwritewhat['vealreadythought out. My creative
processis veryunpremeditated.”

Isthatwhy there’sso much guiltand paranoiainyoursongs, because
you'restealingroyaltiesfromadevilsittingonyourshoulder?

“Good point,” yells Ritchie. “You should donate the publishing tosome
mystical foundation, the Theosophists or somethinglike that.”

“Look, ifsomebody’s got a reason to be paranoid, doyoustill call them
paranoid? If somebody’s paranoid because they thinkeverybody’s out to
get them, whatifeverybodyisouttoget that person?lIs that paranoia?

“Look, [ gottagonow, I gottalet some of these fears slip, [ gottafocus
again. No, [don’treallythink of myselfas a paranoid person; fearfulbut
not paranoid.”

Andwith thatI commend Gano's songs to your neurosesand hissoul to
StPeter. Amen. SteveSutherland ®

O K, ACCEPTING VIOLENT Femmes songs as mirrors toour own
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Hostile dispute

NME APR 5

IDAND NANCY: LoveKills, Alex Cox's

featurefilmonthelife and death of Sid

Vicious, has apparently entered a new
phase of controversy. According to those
proverbial “sources close to the film”, Cox,
who directed last year'scult tilm Repo Man, is
involved ina public and increasingly hostile
dispute with John Lydon, who has never
disguised his hatred for the Sid film.

The tension between Coxand Lydonincreased
recentlywhen the legal rights to the Sex Pistols’
back catalogue passed from Malcolm McLaren to
the ex-members of the group. The court decision
efllectively gave Lydon amuch moreforcetul say
inhow the music could be used, and therefore
what measures could be taken against Cox's film.

Immediately, rumourscirculated thatkey
scenesshowingthe Pistols performing “Anarchy
InThe UK” on the notorious Thames boat trip
might havetobe removed. Butapparentlyall
rights were legallysealed before Lydon could
objectand attention hasnow turned to England’s
Glory, ahalf-hour promotionalshorton the
makingofSid And Nancy.

Allegedly, owingtoanoversight, musical
clearancehad not been extended tocover
theshortfilm, and Lydon may nowhave
theammunition he needs. England's Glory,
ahumorous and outrageous parody of the
conventional promo filim, ishosted by
actor David Hayman, asacoke-snorting
Glaswegian terroristenroute to
Nicaragua. ltisquiteunlike the normal
sycophanticfilms that generally
accompany majorfeatures, and director
AlexCoxand Malcolm McLarenarethe
major targets foritscynicism. l ydon may
wellbeonafool'serrand, trvingtosilencea
filmthatsatirises the man heloves to hate.

SNAPSTILLS / REX / SHUTTERSTOCK

| L ALEX COX

fam by L
v A ZENITH P PRODUCTION in association gri l..)au.A,.gﬁ—D.- ANANCY |
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“Youcan'tarrest
me, I'marockstar™:
GaryOldmanand

ChloeWebbinAlex
Cox's Sid& Nancy
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Sigue Sigue Sputnik’s
Tony James (left)and
MartinDegville atthe
Royal AlbertHallon
October13,1986

MM Dead Kennedys LP
contains a controversial insert.

EAD KENNEDYS VOCALIST Jello

Biafrafaces ayearin prisonifheis

found guilty of obscenity charges
being brought againsthim. Biafra and his

99 label Alternative Tentacles Records are
record marke beingtaken to court by the parents ofa
17-year-old girl in Los Angeles who

bought their latest album, Frankenchrist.
Thealbumcontains afree poster,

_ MMJUNT “Penis Landscape” by Swissartist HR

b Giger, who designed filmsets for Alien and
3 IGUE SIGUE SPUTNIK scoreanother The Sputniks willonly accept adverts for Poltergeist1and II. Giger alsodesigned

£ Sfirstthisweek with the announcement productsthat they themselves would use. record sleevesfor Debbie Harryand ELP

H thatthey aretosell advertising space They believe the idea will “drastically change (Brain Salad Surgery).

2 ontheirdebutalbum. the recordindustry”. Biafrasaysthecharge of “distributing

£ Thealbum, Flauntit, will feature eight Advertisersinclude fashion magazine harmful matter tominors” isthe direct

; commercials spliced between the music. The i-D, cellularradio specialists ECT Cellular, result of “a national power play from

= Sputniksintend torecoup the cost of making acomputer games company, and EM! America’sreligiousright-wingersagainst
2 theirrecords with advertising revenue. They Records, who are currently workingon rock bandsand theirmusic that dates to

2 havealreadyapproached companiesin their own advert. theMcCarthyera.”

S Europe,the USAand Japan,andare currently The group are expecting other bands to Hehasvowed to “fight the case toothand
z consideringeight ads per territory. follow theirlead in “revolutionising record nail” whenitcomestocourtonJuly3.

% Tony James-who wasstill sworntosecrecy marketing” and believe this will cause The Dead Kennedys are being supported
S about the album when the Makertracked him record prices to drop. byFrankZappaand his organisation for

2 downinlbiza-said that thisnew approach to Sigue Sigue Sputnik embark on a full-scale the abolition of censorship in rockmusicin
z record marketing was a direct result of the tour, already announced, on July 3at the case, whichhasreceived national TV

£ group'sinterestinall forms of technology. Southampton. The album is due out in July. and newspaper coverage in America.

"A lot worse than we thought" The Smiths
NME APR 5 bassist quits

S HANEMACGOWAN, LEAD singer of The Pogues, wasrushed to hospital last Friday NME APR 19
night followingaserious road accident. MacGowan was hit by a taxi cab as hewas about

to getinto acarin Westbourne Grove, thrown into the air and left unconscious on the

pavement. In hospital, he was found to have multiple injuries, including a fractured arm,

facial cuts requiringstitches and severe damage toligamentsin one leg. Following an UST WEEKS BEFORE The Smiths
operation on Sunday, hisarm and legare now in plaster, and it is expected he will be in hospital J release theirnew LP The Queen/s

for at leastanother week. Dead, bass player Andy Rourke has left

The Pogues-riding high aftera triumphant the group. His replacement is Craig Gannon,
: - American tour and therecent "PoguetryIn Motion” one-time member of Aztec Cameraand awell-
apairof hit-hadjustfinished recording abatch of songsfor known session musician. Neither The Smiths
— the forthcomingSid & Nancyfilm. MacGowanhad nor Rourke would make any comment on the
been toarestaurantwith director Alex Cox, who split, whichhad been rumoured for some time.
had previously made theacclaimed “A Pair Of Meanwhile, the group release anewsingle,
: - BrownEyes” video, and asthe twowere heading “Bigmouth Strikes Again” (Rough Trade), on
e homeafter the meal, theaccidentoccurred. May16. The B-side is a Marrinstrumental
Accordingtoaspokesman for Stiff Records, called “Money
MacGowan “isalot worse thanweinitially thought Changes - 1
and could be laid up for quitealongtime. He'llbein Everything” v I f
hospital forawhile, thenin plastertor 10weeks, and andthe12-inch :
afterthat there'llbe physiotherapyto tryand repair alsoincludes
the damagedknee.” another original,
The Pogues have been forced to cancel their “Unloveable”.
forthcomingtours of GermanyandFrance, where On20May, The
ticketdemand has been such that the French dates Smiths play the

havebeensold out for weeks. Whistle Test live.
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1976

DEE DEE: We were happening then. We
useta come over here and play, and then
we'd go back and play CBGB's. We played
there a lotta times, hundreds of times. It
was great playing there, being darling of
the underground. In fact, we're the scene
now. We play Madison Square Garden quite
regular, and The Meadowlands, Giants
Stadium, Nassau Coliseum...

JOEY: It was the birth of punk rock, our
first album came out, we came over here
and kicked off the whole punk movement,
basically. Kids came to our soundcheck

at Dingwalls and told us that hearing
“Blitzkrieg Bop” was sort of a call to arms
for them to form their own band.

Designer jeans

JOEY: Gloria Vanderbilt, Fiorucci. They look
good on girls.

DEE DEE: | only wear Levi's, the punk-rock
jeans. | wear straight-leg Levi’s with a button-
fly. Those designer jeans, the young girls like
to see the bulge in your pants.

The Beastie Boys

JOEY: | dunno. What about 'em? They're
nice guys.

DEE DEE: They got a white funk sound.
They're good. They know Madonna.

Forest Hills, New York

DEE DEE: A lovely place if you're Jewish,
and | am Jewish. I'd like to say “Oy gevalt” to
all my friend in the Yeshiva temple.

JOEY: | don't like Forest Hills. My mom lives
in a welfare centre down on Hudson Street.
DEE DEE: My mother begs for quarters and
shows her ass to people.

Moscow

DEE DEE: I'd love to go there and go to
the ballet. I'm gonna go over with my own
money, and go to Leningrad. | love the
Russians - they're so like Americans, it’s all
greed, greed, greed and take, take, take. I'd

Jowy (left):
“sweatermeat”
DeeDee:"I'll

‘ flapmymeat”

love to take a Russian girl home and let her
see my 10-inch erection.

JOEY: After | saw that Elton John video,

| made up my mind | have to go.

Crewcuts

DEE DEE: Good when you're in the army,
and you listen to country & western. | useta
have a flat-top in '67, when all the hippies
were around.

JOEY: They're alright.

Amphetamines

JOEY: Speedy.

DEE DEE: | think all drugs are really bad
for people. Kids shouldn’t take those damn
things, especially in England. We useta take
them, but we don’t any more.

Tommy And Marky

DEE DEE: Mark is well now. He cracked up.
He went on the welcome wagon, constantly
welcoming people. Like, people would move
into town, and he would go, “Welcome.”
He stopped getting on the welcome
wagon, and he went on the wagon,

and now he just welcomes British ,'
people, who go and welcome

him, and he pulls his dickoutand &

shakes it at people.
JOEY: | like Marky. Both names

endina“y”.

Glamour

JOEY: Sweater meat.

DEE DEE: If Joey said “sweater
meat,” | do too. Whatever he
does, | do.

DebbieHarry: ~
“she'ddo”
.

Deborah Harry

DEE DEE: She’s a little old now, and she
doesn't look too good, but she’d do. She's

a nice piece of ass.

JOEY: What can you say about her?
Videodrome. That lets me off the hook.

DEE DEE: If you want to see something nice,

look at Deborah Harry in her panties and bra.

The State Of Pop

JOEY: Sad. Pathetic.

The Rock & Roll Hall Of Fame

JOEY: It's a great idea. | think it’s gonna
be in Cleveland, because there’s nothing
else there. They're gonna have some kind
of shrine. They don’t even have Swingos
[rock’n'roll hotel] in Cleveland any more.
DEE DEE: If there are any groupies in
Cleveland, don't tell me. I'll unbutton my fly
and start flapping my meat. I'm gonna do
it. I'll flap my meat.

Colonel Gadaffi
DEE DEE: Reagan’s a good
guy, but Joey knows more
about Gadaffi.
JOEY: He's gotta be
snuffed out.

Immaturity
JOEY: Beating off.
DEE DEE: Flapping your
meat. Wang-tang-poop-
dang. Shitting on the floor,
that’s immaturity.

“Too many people, too many problems”

NME JUN 28

but the Reading rockfest is poised foracomeback. The

Glastonbury promoter, Michael Eavis, said after the three-day
event: “There are too many people, andtoo many problems.” Eavis had
alicence for 55,000 festival-goers, but gate-crashers and other
unexpected arrivals put the attendance last weekend to closer to
100,000, which may have cost the festivalits future. CND willbe
anxious, if thisis the case, for the event raises more for the anti-nuclear
organisationinthree days thanit can getinthe restof the year.

T HIS YEAR'S GLASTONBURY Festival may have beenthe last,

Reports that the Reading

""" GOODBYE TO GLASTONBURY?

el 1 O READING...

action this August after atwo-year absence have beendescribed by the
festival's organisers as “premature”. The absence of Britain's longest-
running rock festival was caused by the Tory-controlled Reading
Council requisitioning the fest's traditional site for redevelopment and
makingit clear that the event was nolonger welcome inthe town. But
Labour gained control of the councilinthe spring elections, and earlier
this month invited the promoter toreactivate the event.

Whetherthat canhappen thisyear dependsonasuitable site being
found (the former camping areais under consideration) and being

able to contractbands at such
shortnotice.
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SheilaEonstage
withPrince at
MadisonSquare
Gardenduring
the Parade Tour,
August3,1986

-

.. “Or ' ‘;.i'..'ﬁ
pop star”

HENTHE WHEELS of celebrity
are setin motion, the limousine
’ windows are tainted; bystanders

canseein, butthe starisblinded tolife outside.

From wake-up time (4am) to airport
departure time (7pm) Sheila E-is-for-energy
spends her day burbling, smiling and

miming the star game. Accompanied by her
managerial assistant,image consultant and
bodyguard, she makes the round of radio,

pressand TV, stopping only to have her face
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Introducing... Sheila E. “I’ve never

repainted or her hair immaculately ruffled.

Sheila's reality is one of limitless ambition
and career absorption. Celebrity hashaunted
her from heradolescence;it was only amatter
of time untilshe succumbedtoits charms. An
all-American girl, she first enjoyed adulation
for her displays of physical prowess.

“Either | was going to be in the Olympics or
be amusician.|ranalotof track and | played
soccer for eight ornine yearsand broke
severalrecords. But | played drums withmy

dated Prince, we’ve just always been friends...”

father whenlwas15and | gotastanding
ovation from the crowd. | thought, “‘Whooah!
What isthis? | just felt I'm going to play music.’
Sheila E-is-for-Escovedobecame an
attraction, alongside her father Pete “Coke”
Escovedo, as a percussionist playing Latin jazz
in California and South America. Throughout
the'70s,she was anin-demand sessionplayer.
In1978, at an Al Jarreaushow in Oakland, she
was introduced to a thin, mysterious guy who
was beginning to cause a stir writing, playing,




singing and producing his own material.
Prince Nelson Rodgers was evidently
attractedtotheidea of atimbale-thumping,
curvaceous female mixing Latin jazz, funk
and pop. It was asindividual and as radical a
rearrangement of the image firmament as his
own star-crossed odyssey of rock music and
heavy funk, Sly Stone and Little Richard. And,
evenin her patent stilettoes, Sheila E-is-for-
erotic didn’t tower over the purple dwarf.

“Sometimes whenwe're recording we watch
the clock and switch off whenit's getting too
long. What happened with ‘A Love Bizarre’
was that the beat was so good, we just went on
and onbecauseit feltright.”

Twelve minutes of breathless bump and slow
grind, salaciousintimations and precocious
fantasy, “A Love Bizarre” is her reactivated
duet with Prince, ostensibly the reason for
her visit and one of the few real stormers on
Sheila's two flawed LPs.

and sing. I've neverreally
done it before and |
should practise, more but
thereisn'ttime.”

And projectingan
image,does that
interest her?

“It’s not that it does or doesn’t interest me,
it'sjust thatit’s part of mylife now. | dress
differently at different timesandlcan'tgoto
certain places because I'll get mobbed.
There's just some things | can’t do any more,
but | don’t mind.”

Herfather, stilla source of adviceand
assistance, schooled herin the greats of Latin
music. On record, attempts to merge this
heritage with Paisley pop have often been
confusing rather than a successful hybrid, but
Sheilais anxious to keep the faith.

“I'm bringing it more into my music now.
Live, I'm playing alot more

“We wrote the songon
the Purple Rain Tour; most
of the time we're together
is spent writing. Backstage
he usually has a piano, so
he'llgetanideaand then
I'll switch onthe drum
machine. That one came
togethervery quickly.”

Ask Sheila her definition

“I liked playing
behind other
artists, because
there wasn’t any
responsibility”

jazzinmy set.I'm changing
it gradually - what | want to
donextyearisrecorda
whole Latin-jazz LP without
any singing.”

She’s conscious of her
position of prestige in Latin
music, though maybe her
drive for fame means
forsakingthe purists.

of aLoveBizarre and she

can'trelate tothe song'sruderidicule; she
gets girlish giggly, rolls her eyes, looks at the
floor, hums and hahs.

“I'd say it gets quite roughinthe back of a
limousine, whichis aquote from the song.”

Is the song personal experience - were you
dating Prince when you wrote it?

“I've never dated Prince, we've just always
been friends, real close.”

Sheila E-is-for-in-earnest dedicates her
recordsto God, but she'sonthe other end of
the latest moral battering ram against
sexually explicit music.

“What I'm doingis talking about what | want
totalkabout.Imean,it's afree country and if
people don't like it they don’t have tolisten to
it.I'm not saying things that nobody elseis
doing. Everybodyisinlove, has sex, it's just
aneveryday thingandthere’s nothing bad
aboutit. Ifit wasn’t for God making Adam and
Eve and them having sex, then none of us
wouldbe here.”

Is sex God's greatest gift?

“Maybe, it could be. Hey, that’s a good
answer -I'mgoingtouse that.”

The scheduleis running late, but Sheila has
away of allaying grouchy journalists. She’s a
personable and perfumed presence, her
features are strikingly pretty but the face is
unnecessarily made up. We sit close, on
highstoolsinabar, desertedbut for the
photographer and Sheila's unobtrusive,
lifelong friend and bodyguard Frank. At
timesthese trappings of fame seemto
have been forced onhervery quickly.

“Overnight | became a pop starin many
people's eyes, but I'm not, I'm amusician,
notalot of people know that. When |
played Latinjazz it was different. I'd sit
down and play with other musicians and |
didn’t usually sing, but now I have to go out

o]

“I'm quite unusual; there’s
maybe three women popular in Latin music
inthe States but not that many female
percussionists, and certainly none that are
fronting a band. Before | got toobusy lused
to teach other women to play. Istill get calls
fromwomen who've just started and want to
belike me.”

For years as a session player with Lionel
Richie, Diana Ross and Marvin Gaye on his
final Midnight Love Tour, Sheila shunned
the limelight.Even now her reluctance
still surfaces.

“|liked playing behind other artists, because
there wasn’tany pressure or responsibility, all
you have todoissitback there and do what
you're supposed to. Beingupfront can really
bealot of pressure. Sometimes I'll look back
at the group and think, ‘God, allthese people
are staringat me and | feel real stupid.”

1t was Prince who persuaded her tosing
where Richie, her father and others had
failed. In Paisley Park, asin the film Krush
Groove which features Sheila E-is-for-
everywhere, artists are readymade stars, all
bearing traces of their regal mastermind’s
clothes,imagery and music. Sheilais now
one of the veteranacolytesonalabel
whose prolific output responds to America'’s

SHEILAE, Latin

E Bl

and TV, stopoing onhy tn heue.

need for ever more
celebrities.

“I think America does
revolve around celebrities,
they'relooked up to. Like
USA For Africa, you
couldn’'tgetabunch
of steelworkers or people who worked
inconstruction to goandsay, ‘Let’s get
some foodforthe hungry. It hasto be
somebody people respect, and right now
that's mostly musicians.”

Sheila E-is-for-éclat speaks with the smug,
unintentional superiority of The Chosen
Ones; the fame bubble thatkeeps her locked
inarecording studio for 24 hours ata time also
keeps her anaesthetised. She recently visited
fascist-run, CIA-backed Chile and spent her
time, when not on stage, trappedin a hotel
room with 2000 fans screaming outside night
and day. But the country’s political backdrop
didn’t worry Sheila; she was just flattered that
so many of the audience knew the words and
could hum the melodies of her tunes. But
where does it all lead, this life of frenzied
activity and gratification?

“It's notreally the glamorous life, it's real
hard work. If you want to be involved with
everythinglike | do, and make all my own
decisions, that means 'mnot going to get any
sleep. You have tokeep dreaming and have
ambitions or else youjust don’t getanywhere,
youjust get stagnated. | believe you should
try andreach goals and keep life interesting.”

But celebrity needs aflamboyant purpose
or a cauterising edge, otherwise it becomes
anotheruseless by-product of capitalism.

I'm not sure thatreluctant girl star Sheila E-is-
for-effulgence has grasped this or whether
she’s merely baskingin the vanity of the
glorious reflection.

What do you dislike most about America?

Sheila gives me anincredulous, quavering
look.

“Dislike about America?”

That's what | said.

“Nothing.”

Aw,comeon...

“No, | like America.”

There must be something.

“No, | like everything.’

People, some of them, must annoy you.

“No, llike everyone.”

Blissfullyblandin The All-American state of
grace thatis celebrity, Sheila’s E may be for
excitement, electric and effervescent, but
look alittle further and you'll find E is for
empty-headed, too.

(With thanks to John Lahr’s Notes On

Fame.) GavinMartin
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“WeTe a,

product of
London
e ()] a,y”

different levels,” says

mari _“To MELODY MAKER

HATWENEED islove.”
be a rock,n,m“ band (( MickJones’ goofy grin
’ confronts meacross the
to make good records tableand 1 gulp. Nowthis1
] hadn’texpected. Washe

to be a pmper live havingmeon?Were the

funnycigarettes talking? Could this be the self-same BAD)

band and to I‘each the I'dassumed would spoutacreed to suit their gangster gear?

d ﬂ “ Idouble-check forawry smile, somesign thatit'sawind-
up.Igetnothingbut Don Letts nodding hisapprovalso,1do
ancerioors as we 9 alllcan,sitbackandlet these two bigguns goforit.

“I'haven’theard aboutloveforawhileandIthink,

nowadays, whenyoulivein thecity,it'sall sucharush that
youforgetabout thespiritual side of yourself, the bit that
actually keepsyou together.Imean,wedon'thavetodoalot-
wejusthavetolead peaceful existences, right? I'm spiritually
weakbutlthinkit’sbecauseof theenvironment.Ican’t
imagineitinmyownhomebutl thinkifweallcould, ifwe
wereallreally peacefulin ourhomes, thenthere would be
mass peace,” saysJones, wide-eyed. Letts nods, bushy-tailed.

Soundsalarmingly naiveand idyllic to me.

“Well, it'sreally difficult. [ goto agigand lask myself, ‘How
canllovethesepeople?’Tjustlookat
themandIthink, ‘Mygod, thisisareally
difficultjob.' Butatleastlacknowledge
that within myself, atleastI'mthinking
aboutit,admittingmyweakness.”

Andthislapsed humanistwitha
cheekyleerknowsexactlywho'stoblame
forourfaltfromgrace.

“Themediaisalot toblamefor... WAR.
Although bad things happen, maybe we
should havea paperthatdoesn’thaveall
thatstuffinit, that only has good news.

It probablywouldn'tsell asingle copy,
whichisshit, innit?” »

LAWRENCE WATSON




(<)

Mick Jonesand Don
Lettsin1986:aiming
for“aspiritual
successaswellasa
materialone” with
Big Audio Dynamite
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REX FEATURES

Allmanner ofthoughts clamour tomockhhis idealism, any number of
paranoiasscreamabout Big Brotherand the selective doctoring of news
toopiate the people, butasIglance up from mytypewriter, what do Isee?
TheSun'sheadline, “Thrilled ToBlitz” and “GadaffiBabyKilled” and
think, ‘What needs tobe done needs tobe done, butwhy glory init? Why
seek tojustify whatanysane personwould considerashocking, if
necessary, act by pumpingit full of jingoistic fervour?’ Oh yes, I laughed
alright, but thelaughter was hollow.

“It’'sabitfrightening, because the only people going round saying
‘peaceandlove’ areyour born-again Christians, and they’re alt abit
scary, knowwhatI mean? You ain't sure where they’re coming from,
althoughyoudoknow thatthey’rein connection with The Mothers Of
Preventionand upcomingcensorshipissues. [don'tthinkwe needany
outside censorshipforce, although I would like tosee all the groups
censor themselves, or atleast show somesigns of responsibility—then
therewouldn’tbeany need for thosekinds of people to come in and start
stompingall overeverythingand saying whatshould and shouldn’tbe.

“Butno, it won'thappenbecause the media keepselling their
newspapersandithasn’tbeen associated with any glamorous group since
TheBeatles did ‘All You Need Is Love’ on alivesatellite across the world
with whoever the leader of the Russians was and Ford... or whoeveritwas.”

It’strue that, inthe great pop equation, peace hasn’t been a pretty sight
forsome time now. Reduced through commercial concerns toafashion
and harnessed toalong-haired, dope-smoking, idiot-dancingsloth, it
lostitscredibility—and that, asanycool dude canread in The Face, is what
popisallabout. Being positive just can’t match smashing up hotel rooms
forexcitement, and [ mean, even Milton had trouble making God as
groovyastheup-'n’-at-'em Satanin Paradise Lost.

But OK, so whatif pop isn’ta mature enough medium to deal with
anythingmoreimportantthantheveneer ofacquired attitudes? What ifit
isjustanaction/reactioncycle? Well, therebel isrock’s biggest heroand he
surestuffed peace when it became bloated and boring, somaybeitis time
that punkyJoe downtheKing’sRoad got turned over by some nouveau
hippytogged uplikeadandy. Maybe style and samaritanism, cooland
caring, could becomesynonymous again. Designer pacifism, anybody?

Certainly, LiveAid, Sound Waves and the burgeoningbenefit circuit
suggests there's ashift towardsbenevolence evenif, asyet, the support's
there withoutits own suitable songs tomatch. Could BAD, with their
astutesense of the zeitgeist, turn out to be the first big peace'n’love band
since The Beatles?

“Well, 1 think the most brilliant thing that's happening to pop musicis
Bob Geldofgoinginandjustsayingthesame things overand overagain
until people heard him.Hewassayingone thingand onethingalone—
that there's all these peoplefuckin’ starving. That, tome, is the greatest
actofthisdecadeandllovethegeezerforit.”

Thereare some, though, who stilldon’tunderstand. Inarecent
particularly imbecilic piecein Sounds, some hack attacked BAD for not

beinghard enough, utterly failing tocomprehend that, while the rebel
withoutacause needs the stigmaofthe bad-boyloner asasign of his
superiority, therebel with a cause cravesmassappeal. So, just as Sigue
Sigue Sputnikareacome-allpastiche of the rebel stance, adeliberately
easilyaccessible outrage designed tosell to newlywedsin the suburbs, so
BADaretailored toappeal-an inclusiveratherthan exclusive rock group.

Still, though, the confusions come thick andfast, probably because two
of BAD's prime exponents were instrumental in exposingand destroying
the hippies-Joneswith The Clash and Letts with his enthusiastic support
ofthepunkrock movement, captured through his camera.

“Well, we weren'treally the nihilistic branch, Jones says of The Clash.
“Necrophiliawasn'tour thing. What we were interested in then, and what
I'mstillinterested in, areideasandlifeitself. What I've learned isto enjoy
my life now-Ithinkthat’s the mostimportant thingyou cando. What
was excitingabout punk was thatit was outside the control of therecord
companies, and it wasn’t negativitythatmade itoutside, itwasitsvitality.”

JustasJonesisjustifiably proud of putting one over on the companies
who'dgrown sated and safe on mediocrity, sohe’sadamant that BAD are
infull controlof theirown destinies. le refersto CBS as “a benevolent
auntie”, much as the Sputniks treat EMI.

“Lots of people took the wrong aspects of punk, stuckasafety pin
through their noses, started gobbing, all that. But tliere’s even more No
Future now than there ever was, yet the media got hold of the negative
aspectofitat thetimeand didajobonit, so thatwashow weappeared.

“We never wanted to beassociated with The Damned, because The
Damned weredopey, d'you knowwhat Imean? Wedidn't want nuffink to
dowithgobbingandallthat. What was interesting and excitingabout it
wasthat the people there wereareal creative force.”

sound images in theirrecordsand videos, images which

suggest, ifanything, macho violence rather than brotherly
love. “Medicine Show”, for instance, features Clint Eastwood in his
Man With No Name mode.

“Yeah, we don’t need another Clint Eastwood, we don’t need any more
Miami Vice, but thattrackisabout the gullibility of peopleand how the
mediasells them any old shitand theyswallowit. Youcantakeitona
doublelevel, because you cansay, ‘Hold on aminute, are theysayingthat
webuyanyoldshitand here’sanotherload of old shit comingalong?”

Well,areyou?

“No,welike the idea of taking from the mediaand usingit, taking what
wewant fromit, whatwelike.”

Soyoutakethegood, the bad and the ugly?

“Yeah, justbecause we don'tlike the Americanisation of Europe, the 7-11
onthecorner, the McDonald’sand the Kentucky Frieds, doesn’'t mean
therearen’tcertain elements of stylewe dolike, we'retaking the piss outta
them prettyoften. Like, asfarasI'm concerned, Clint Eastwood is aright-
wingassholewholivesupa
mountaininCaliforniasomewhere,
buthe’sgoodonthescreen.Idon'’t
thinkit’stoobad to beas glamorous
asClintEastwoodandtousethat,
butwe certainlydon’tgoaround
going, ‘Yeah!Clint Eastwoodis
great!’ Wejust take what’sgood
abouthimanduseittoourcause.

“See, weseewhat themediais,
we seehow they have made HATE
and WAR the gods, the deity. You
knowwhatthelaityis? The
uninformedmasses-theyarea
deity, therest ofusarealaity. What
wehave doneissee what the media
doesand take back somethingfrom
ittouseagainstit.”

Aswellasthecrucial part they
playin BAD's attack from within,
thesestolensnatches of movielore
areanescapefromthestraitjacket
of formularised pop promo-
making. Don Letts, maker of The
Punk Rock Movieand many
pioneering promos, shakes his

/_\l NOTHER CAUSE FOR confusion isBAD’s use of film and
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locksindisgust: “Video castrated the bollocks off
rock'n’roll. WhenIstarted, I could dowhatIliked.
Icould experiment, but now therecord companies
tell youexactly what they want, whattodo.”

Videostodayare maderuthlessly, with specific
marketsinmind, andit'sasign ofjaded timeswhen
alltheimagesare assembled eitherto appeal to
nostalgiaorto somecliched notionof the future.
BAD,ontheother hand, are crucially NOW.They
haveno conception of past, presentor future, they exist for the moment.

“Yeah, that'swhat'ssogreat about Nic Roeg, the way he presentstimein
hisfilms. Allofasudden you'rein the pastand thenyou'rein the future
and thewayyou get from here to thereis neverreallyexplained.”

Jones, aself-confessed Time Bandit, haslifted substantial chunks of
Roeg’s most infamous works—The Man Who Fell To Earth, Don’t Look
Nowand, specifically, Insignificance-for thevideo thataccompanies
“E=MC2", BAD)'sbiggest hitso far. Infact, the songwaswritten about the
film andinfluenceditright down to the way it was cut.

“We're gonnarelease aremix,” Jones chortles, “Albert Einstein Meets
The I luman Beatbox'. We co-wroteasong with Einstein, actually-Imuch
prefer towork with established professors than old, established
musicians. The only thingis, he's only gonnabe allowed to hold the
beatbox, because he’s notagood live performer.”

Itakeit, then, withall this time-slippinggoingon, that BAD don't see
themselves as the future ofrock'n’roll.

“No.Assoon as yousay those sortofthings, youlay yourselfopenand
peoplestartasking themselves, ‘Well, are the group what they saythey're
about?’ I'mspeakingfrompastexperience

language whichbreaks everythingdown tothelowest
common denominatorand getsall ourold people to
believeit.” Jonesisoffagain. “It's themedia! It all fits
inwith thereactionary governmentwelive under.”

Inaway, perhaps, BAD's task is impossible; to
reachmums and dads, sonsand daughterswithout
belongingto them, without The Sunmaking them
public property and divesting them of theirdignity?

“Ummmm... [thinkwe canblame the '60s foralot
ofthisin termsofthe way the mediareported things, convincing people
they'd neverhaditso goodand thatitwasa most wonderful time, while
Kissingerwas getting the Nobel Peace Prize for bombing Cambodiaand
flattening Laos and handingit over to the Khmer Rouge.”

Certainly, the media profile of an age can appear somewhat misleading
oncloserscrutiny. Like, there wasa series of swinging never-had-it-so-
good '60s movieson TV recently— Poor Cow, Alfie, eic—and they were all
utterly depressing, obsessed with rape and abortion. Punk, too, was
supposed tobe shockingatthe time, butinanamazinglyhy pocritical
reversal, the same voices onceraised against its outrage are now
bemoaningthe passingofitsbrutal energy. And theroyalty too-Fleet
Street would have us believe they're scared, butit’sonly since the First
World War that therags have treated the Windsors withany respect atall.
Before that, royalty-baiting was fair game.

“Oh, there’sabiglovestory,” laughs Jones, referring to [engaged royal
couple] Andyand Fergie. “But the trouble with thatoneis thatitisn’t
glamorousenough; itisn'tglamorous to thekids, it leaves the people
nowhere.It'slike ‘Stuff The Jubilee’, remember? It’s exactly the same -
‘Bollocks To The Wedding’. What they should do

whenIsay thatalotoftimesyou'llfind, ifagroup
saysthey're aboutsomething, they're about
exactly theopposite.”

Through thislackof respect for tradition, their
pilferingand repriming ofaccepted sights and
sounds, BAD are the closest we'reabout to come
tosomething new,anactiveamalgam,
confederates of the Beastie Boys (whose DefJam
labelisreleasingBAD in the States) and Sigue
Sigue Sputnik, run, of course, by Jones’ old mate
TonyJames. BAD, itseems, areoneof the few
outfits around with nothing but praise forthe
fifth-generation rock’n’rollers.

“All theother groupsarejealous, aren’t they,”

“It’sall gone
back to
what it was
before punk
came in”

istakeitto America, doitonLondon Bridgein
Arizonaand make abig1BOspecial.”

Iwonderifjonesissurprised that there hasn’t
yetbeen outright, wide-scalerebellion?

“Well, there'sloads to react against, Idunno.
Whatamazes meis how Thatcher cansitthere
on Face The Pressor whatever and bare-faced lie
about things, howshe can goround offering
people knighthoodsif they stop talkingabout
Sigue Sigue Sputnik. And she getsawaywith it
because ofall the mediabludgeoning- people
actually thinkthat’swhatit'sallabout.It’s
almostasifthey don’t thinkanymore.”

So,what's BAD’s notion of victory?

Jonessniggers. “They’reall toobusylivinginthe

city, beingjealous, not being peacefulenough. And I thinkwhat'sgonna
happen tothosepeopleis thattheirheadsaregonnaexplodebecause
they'relivingin aconcretejungle.”

Um...yes, well, anyway... about the music...

“Theideais todo thebusiness on threeor four differentlevels—tobea
rock'n'rollband, to be able to make good records, to be aproper liveband
and toreach the dancefloors as well, blackand white. See, [ see thisband
being formed, ifnotin fact, in spirit, on the dancefloor. Thestoryis, as |
waskicked outof The Clash, Iwent flying through the airandlanded ona
dancefloorin New York, and as [ looked up, two dreads were in space, so|
reeled 'eminand that’show westarted, adanceband. That doesn’t mean
‘Dance, fuck everythingelse!’, it's just another way we're going. Wedon't
want to limit ourselves to any one thing—d’youknowwhat [ mean?-'Oh,
here come The BigAudio Disease with their Gothicfollowing™

Oddlyenough, probably because Jonesstrikes neat guitar poses, BAD
havebeenreferred to as old-fashioned.

“Well, there are certain traditional aspects.Ilike Chuck Berryand
Howling Wolfand RobertJohnsonand I like Hoagy Carmichael - those
thingsaregreatand they'llalwaysbegreat. [ can't say the same about
fuckin' Nik Kershaw-1don’tthink that'sever gonnabegreat, [don'teven
thinkit’s great now! Sowe take certain things from the past that welike,
becausehistoryisimportant-ifwe don'tknow our history, howwe gonna
fuckin’learnanything?”

Doesthis perhaps explain why the three mostexciting things
happeningin the Britishsingles chartsaround these times are the
brainchildren of three old punks-Jones, Jamesand Lydon?

“Maybe,” says Letts. “Certainly, there's no example for theyoung people
to fullow today- it'sold manstuff. It’s all gone back to whatitwas before
punkcamein. There’s norisk-taking, theyallfit nicely on the charts, they
allfitin with the way Terry Wogan talks, theyall fitin with the new horrific

“Freedom to exercise our ideas, not
necessarily abigbankaccount,” says Letts. “Aspiritual success as well
asamaterial one.”

“It’sgoodifwe goon Top Of The Pops, though,” Jones adds, “because
thenrealistically there's something else out thereaswell. It'sgood if we
goonwith those conventional acts, because | think we blow them off.
Imean, howoftendoyousee dreads lookinglike they've just comeout
ofthe casino? We're so used to seeing the stereotypical down-the-
frontline type thing, but we've gotafilmmaker and onewhohashisown
Fort Knox full of our tapes— they're eminent, successful men, and I think
it'sgood toshow all those dreads out there, whopeople thinkare abit
hippyish or something, thatthey're not.

“Seriously, [ thinkweshould alltakeagreatexample from theway the
honourable Bob Marleylived hislife.”

Lettsagrees. When he first met Marley, he says he dressed asawhiteman
andall hisvalueswere whiteand he feltkindaweird and unfulfilled. Then
onenight, he followed Marley’s coach back toahotel aftera gig, satin the
corner forawhileuntilhe was noticed and then stayed talkingtill dawn.

“Iwasachanged man,” hesays. “Irealised the ghettowasn’twhat we
were about, thatwe haveagreat heritage thatactually goes back beyond
alotofwestern culture. NowI feel like a manifestation of my heritage.”

“See?” Jonesribs me. “What'scool about BigAudio Dynamiteis we've
got1aileSelassie and Elvis Presley. We're aproductof L.ondon today.”

“People might notrealiseit fromreading The Sun, butall black people
aren’trunningaround rapingwhite women,” says Letts. “And I think
that’swhat's particularly special about this group —wesharea
background, we have shared common experience plusacompletely
differentcultural heritage. I mean, we both knowwho Ena Sharplesis!”

And, withthat, they’re off, Letts cadginga lift with Jones because cabs
won'tstop for dread, evenin natty designersuits.

Ohyes, there'sstillalong, longway to go. SteveSutherland ®
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“Onewomans
experience”

ROSANNE CASH is aliout as country “as she is metal”. Still, her
stormy) marriage andagdictions have heiped her tap into the
gs of the jeane —much to harsm'pme “I didn’t listen
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OSANNE CASH
RUFFLES her punky
designer coiffure and
shrugs. “I'm probably
as far from that pure
countrysoundasl
am from metal, but they've just found
away of marketingit. Ido mind the
definition, it doesn’t make sense. It's
justaneasy handle [or the media.”
Inevitable, [guess, that the daughter
ofJohnnyCash shouldbegiventhe
rhinestonesaddle, butreallythere'slittleonherlatest 1.P Rhythm And
Romancethatwarrantsthelabel. Her sound is cross-country, owing more

tothecrispbrightsideof LA pop than it does to herhometown of Nashville.

But the pundits persist. Together, she and husband Rodney Crowell have
been labelled “country music'sreigningroyalty”. Rosanne shudders.

“Wemake areal conscious effort to stay out of that bullshit. [ don’t buy
thatmyth. There'sawhole package deal that you're expected to buy if
you'reincountrymusic. There’sacertain way torelate toyour fans,a
certain way to makerecords, awaytolook, to actand move through the
machinery to become successful. Ijustdon’tbuyitand neither does
Rodney. Infact, itmakes me feeluneasy.

“Those peoplearevery sweet andgenuine, butIreally don'tsee life as
thatblackand white, certainlynot thatsimple. Ijust think there'san
individualway toapproachsuccess, toapproachlife...”

Despitethe awardsand chart-topping records, Rosanne's ambivalence
tofamehasheld herback from consolidating her success.

“I've gotreally contradictory feelingsabout the whole thing. Iwant to be
successful, butatthe sametime I don’twant togive mylifeaway.”

Yetyour songs could hardly be more personal.

“It'sreallyadilemma, because luse writingin aself-indulgentway -
for my own therapy and working things out. And at the same time you
becomeveryvulnerable. This all sounds veryself-pitying, doesn’tit? This
iswhatIdo,it'smywork.”

“Thesummer was the killer| Between our hearts and minds/ Every day
adramal Dragging by in quartertime” - “Halfway House”

Released and largely overlooked last year, Rhythm And Romanceis
Rosanne’s fourth, most calmlyauthoritative and consistent LP. Drawing
fromatempestuousyearin her marriage and a personal battleagainst
drugabuse, thesongs are both paradigms in the craft of songwriting
andsharpexercisesin self-criticism and revelation. It's central to
Rosanne’sway with the word and melody thatshe absorbs the listener
inher struggle, where most would alienate with introspective analysis
and neurosis.

“It’'sjustonewoman’s experience, her progress througharelationship.
lapproached it from asongwriter’s pointof view. From the beginningl
said thiswas goingtobeasongwriter’salbum. | guessthat would mean,
sinceit'slargelyautobiographical, thatit'sa conceptrecord.”

“You give me no reason tocry, but Ido/ You tell me you don't tell me lies, is
thattrue?” -“Never Gonna Hurt”

Therecord hintsatbroader themestoo; the inclusionof John Hiatt's
“Pink Bedroom” givesitasavage tinge—takingascalpel tothe miserably
empty livesand adolescentdaydreamsof poorlittle rich girls. The songs
maybeaccessibly sweetened but the stance is unflinching-Rosanne's
cool bluevoice cutsthrough
thegloss, singingofdoubt,
weakness, desperation and
deceit. But the probtemisn’t
justwantingand needinglove,
it'stheinabilityto feel love.
Howapt thatoneofMiddle
America’sfinestsongwriters
should address herseifto
emotional numbness.

“Istarted doingdrugs
when Iwas 14-inSouthern
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California everybody does them. But
afterawhileitstopped beingrecreational
andbecame partofmy personality. It
stuntsyouremotional growth.

“Numbnessis areal good word for
it.Ihaven'ttakendrugsintwoyears

\ andIstill feel that parts of me and my
awareness are justopeningup.

“It’'sgrowingolder, too. About three
yearsagolrealised youhave totake
responsibility for yourlifeinalotofways.
( You couldn’tjust coast, the onlywayto

take power was totakeresponsibilityand
partof thatmeantgivingup drugs.”

Didturning30seemlike you'dreached alandmark?

“Yeah, for thefirst timel feltself-contained, like Ihad ahandle on my
own power. Whereas inyour twentiesit'sallflailingabout with
insecurityandanxiety. You're unsure of whoyou are or where you're
going. Now I'vebecome much more centred.”

factorsin the development of this wayward talent, bornin

Memphisin 1955, the first child of Johnny Cash and his first
wife Vivian Liberto. Sherecalts her parents’ marriage as being fiery,
with bickering and arguments when her pill-popping father returned
from his frequent tours. Theysplit up when she was 11, by which time
Rosanne and her mother had relocated in California.

“The first music 1heard was Ray Charles, Marty Robbinsand my dad’s.
But, as [grew up and began to make my own choices, [ didn’tlisten to
country musicatall, T hatedit. Itwasn'tarebellious thing, Ijustdidn'tlike
countrymusic.”

Sheltered by her mother's strict Catholicism, she went, supervised, to
concertsby Donovanand Peter, Paul & Mary butlistened to The Doors,
the Stones, The Beatlesand, later, Elvin Bishop and Tom Petty. But she
stillhad no musical ambitions, hating the notorietysheattracted
because of her famous father.

Ongraduatingfromhighschool, she jumpedat the chance to travel with
TheJohnny Cash Showinitiallyas alaundress, eventuallyasa singer.

“Whenwewereonthebus, he'dstartsinging old country songs.And
Ithought, ‘God, some ofthose are prettyneat. Then he madealistof 100
essential songs for me and mystepsister tolearn-old folk songs, standard
country, Carter Family songs. So [ started togetalittleinterested.”

After two yearsand aheartbreakinglove affair, sheleft (“l didn't want to
spend therestof mytimewith my parents”) for Los Angeles.

There she spentawhile studying method actingand met her future
husband Rodney Crowell at apartyin Waylon Jennings’ house. Crowell
wasanew breed of countrywriter, drawing on theimageryand tradition
of the past but bringingan adventurousness to hislyricsand
arrangements (his “1Ain’t Living LongLike This” isastandout on
Jennings’ minor classic Honky Tonk Heroesalbum).

Followinganill-formed debut album, Rosanne’s second LP, RightOr
Wrong, yielded threehitsingles, but she began tohave anxietyattacks
aboutbringingup her first child in the Los Angeles fast lane. She moved
toNashvilleand released Seven Year Ache (which includes “Blue Moon
After Heartache”, agorgeous tear-stained opus, still my favourite
Rosannesong, and “Somewhere In The Stars”).

Despitecontinuedacclaim, Rosannewasn’thappywith either her
personal life or professional outputand a lay-offensued before
Rhythm And Romance. Usually fraughtand nervousin thestudio,
thistimeshewentin withoutthe crutch of her husband as producer.

Howdid hereact to thealbum’s frankness?

TRAUMA, DISSATISFACTION AND restlessness were recurring




“Wellit'snoteasy, isit, havingyour personal
life opened up? He can appreciate thesongs
from an objective viewpointas asongwriter. But
between meand himit'sadifferent thing.”

She'sstill not totally satisfied with therecord,
pertinently notingthat the clear, luminous hues
ofthe music sometimesact to smother the
calculatinginnocence, lethalcharmand
meannessbeneath thesurface.

"I feelthe songs stand for themselves, but the
sound doesn’tlet vou get close enough to them.
Youknowwhat'soddisthat [didn'tgoinwithan
ideaabout thesound asmuch asthesongs. That
was mymaininvolvement. Butnowl'vegota
realstrongideawhat|wantthe soundonthe
nextrecord to belike.

“Butyou're never satisfied or else you become complacentand start
doing parodies of yourself. | appreciate dissatisfaction.

“I'vealwayshad aburningdesiretowrite—that'sinbred, 1 guess.
Everybody wantstobecomebetter, don’tthey?InthatsenseI'mvery
ambitious, in terms of pleasing myselfrather than lookingfor outward
success. Surellike attention, butat times it makes me veryanxious.”

Ifyouhadn’thadastormymarriage, would youstill getinspired?

“Idon’tbelieveinthat thingthat you have tobemiserableto be creative.

kthere'sawellspring of stuffthat voucan continue drawingon and

on'talways havetobe miserabletodoit. Besides, I think that
creative thread carriesitsownangstwithit. It'sself-perpetuating.”

Withmostof the follow-upto Ritythm And Roemancealready written,

and Crowell'sfirstalbum in five vears, telling hisside of the story, due for
release, it seems that two of America’s best New Ageartistsare backon
solid ground. While Rosanneregards herselffirstandforemostasa
writer, she feels the personal nature of hersongsbegs herown

“I use writing
in a self-
indulgent
way — for my
own therapy”

Marchis,1986:
performingon
SaturdayNightLive

interpretation, although eventually she'dlike
towriteforothers.

Havingrecently taken up meditation,
and eschewing the dogmaofherCatholic
upbringing, Cash’s religious outlookis opposite
toher parents’and the country tradition.
Likewise her political outlook.

“Anti-Reagan.ldon'ttrustanyoneiho takes
monevaway from education and food for
pregnantwomenand puisitintoiveapons.

“Asawriter I still feellikeaneophyte,soit’sall
autobiographical, but1hopetoGoditgeistothe
pointwhere I can write outsideof myself. That's
partofyourgrowthasariter,1guess.’

For pleasure Rosannelistensto L.os Lobos,
Bob Dylan, Tom Pettyand Kate Bush. Her favourite writers are Rodney
Crowell (surprise, surprise), John Hiatt, Elvis (humph) Costelloand
Chrissiellynde.

Hersound and taste refiecta newera of cosmopolitan country. [tbears
scantrelation to the rootsy homeliness of The Judds, GeorgeStraitand
Ricky Skaggs; butifitistoretain relevanceinanageofincreasing
technologyand dwindlingagrarian isolation, the Nashville hierarchy
thatrejected Riythin And Romancewould be wise toaccept her.

Onefactorthat doeslink Rosanne to the past is the subject matter ofher
songs-shedealsith pain and heartache graphically and imaginatively.

\Whyissadnessastaple partof countrysongs, old and new?

“Because the human conditionisn't that different foreverybody, and
it'ssomethingeveryonerelatesto.

Isn'tita bitodd that we should get enjovyment fromreflected misery?

“It’snot so much enjoyment as healing; throwingalightonitand
showingwhatitisstartsahealingprocess. For thewriterand whoever
hearsit. That's partof whatmusic’sabout, isn'tit?" GavinMartin e

HISTORY OF ROCK 1986 | 537

WIS JR./NBC/GETTY

RM. LI




APRIL - JUNE

leprechauns, sowhyshould
webelieveinthe Queen?™
Morrisseyairshisfeelings
onthemonarchyin19hé




“Its been
a grea,t

On behalf of

THE SMITHS, their
singer MORRISSEY
discusses their new
work — and the band’s
unique place in the
“vile” music business
alongside Madonna,
Prince and Bob Geldof.
“Complaining is so
unmanly,” he says,
“whichis why I do

it so well!”

THE SMITHS

The Qut’ﬂﬂ I,(‘D(’ﬂ'"

strain”

—NME JUNE 7 —

ORRISSEY’S ELEGANT RETREAT in

oneof Chelsea’s most sought-after

lilac-scented squares is every bit

the English gentleman’s home.

Admittedly the huge matt-black

ghetto blaster and the naked star-is-
bornlightbulbs round thebathroom mirror rupture the
atmosphere somewhat, but the feel is decidedly classic.
Sherlock Holmes might have taken up residence here,
indulged himself with alittle opium and asilk smoking
jacket, solved afew cases.

“I could neverreallyexistinany place unlessit pleased
meinevery singleaspect-which this almost practically
does,” hetells me whilepouring teainto some finechina
cups. “IfIcouldn’thavereallybeautiful furnitureI'dsleep
inashoebox.” And, anticipating the response, headds,

“Iwasalwayslikethatreally.”

Thisrented mansion flatis his second
home. He alsoowns ahouseinManchester
looked after for him by his mother, but his
considerable book collection, spread either

' side ofthemarble fireplace, implies that
atleast halfofhissoul hascomedownto
London.Icannot findanythingon these
shelvesthatsurprises me. Wilde, Dean,
Beaton, Kael, Delaney...anunashamed
shrineto his most revered icons.

Obsessed as heis by English culture, I ask
himwhetherhe’sread any of the country’s
morecontemporarywriters.lan McEwan,
GrahamSwift,MartinAmiseven? Helooks »

ALAMY
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atmeasifI'mclinicallvinsane. “Not even on awet day. One reads the
name Leslie Thomas and thinks nobody withanamelike thatcould
possibly write aninteresting book.”

When I point out thathe’'sbeen responsible for popularisingagroup
with the blandest name in the history of pop, hesays, feigning weariness,
“Yeslknow...it'sbeenagreatstrain. Yousee before you amere cast ofa
man,”andburstsout laughing.

On thecontraryhelooks the picture of health comparedtothe days
whenonlyhis quiffseemed wellfed, so perhaps there'ssomethingto be
said forclingingtoone’s familiar obsessions. It seemsextraordinarythat
he'sstillreadingthelatest books on the Moors Murderersand James
Dean.It'sall meticulously deliberate. “I'mrestrictive,” he notes with the
hintofasmirk. “IcanlapseintoJane Austen, never quite Dickens, but
nothingoutrageously modernreally.”

Arequest to perusetherecord collection is
declined. “lkeepminein Manchester. That's
thesortofthingldoin private. They’relittle
bathroomactivities, playing records. Imean,
Icould despiseapersoniflcameacrossa
particularrecord in their possession, however
kind that personhad been to me in the past. One
rancid LPand I'dbelashingoutat theirshins!”

Imakea mental note to bury that first
Madonna LPshould heever return the visit.

Further conversation only confirms that
Morrissey isdiligently chisellingawayat the
samegranite image that was firstunveiled \wwhen
TheSmithsreleased their debutsingle, “l1and
InGlove”,inMayof 1983. Except thestatue’s

INOVARK
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“I felt there
was one last
vein untapped
and we
tapped it”

almost finished now.It'smorea question of polishing, ofhoninga
creation that'salmost Ludditein itsrefusaltoaccept the present, letalone
thefuture.

Withhisgodsinaglasscase, thelitanyalsoembraces George Formby,
British filmsof the '60s, especially A Taste Of Honey, stock tragedieslike
Monroe,amindvirtually closed to most contemporary music... “Not
anotherhip hoprecord or whateverthey'recalled”... artwork forthe new
SmithsLP, TheQueen Is Dead, thatborders on parody, andanarchetypal
filmstillofasereneAlain Delon, it'seasy to wonder how The Smithscould
everdoanythingfresh.

Thesingles have keptcoming, though, and with the possible exception
of “Shakespeare’s Sister", all have been worth treasuring. Butclose
observershaveseenthestumbles. Alongandacrimoniouskitchen-
sink-to-court-room row with theirlabel Rough Trade (once analliance
between indieand greatwhite hope that was
depicted assome kind of political statement)
delayingthereleaseof thenew LP byeight
months-veryrockbiz, that-whingeinginthe
camp aboutlow chart placingsand, worsestill,
thedebilitatingcurse of pop groups throughout
theknownuniverse thatiseuphemistically
knownas “personal problems”.

Thatsaid, for theirsupremely dedicated
followers, The Smithsremain theonlygroup
worthbotheringwith, andforonce these fans
aren'tfar wrong. Onfirst hearing, The Queen Is
Deadmightbe assumed anotherexercise in
consummateSmithdom. Afterall, nothing
much haschanged on thesurface. Thesame

ClassicSmiths:
(I-r)AndyRourke,
JohnnyMarr,
Morrisseyand
Mike Joyce
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THE SMITHS

THE SMITHS

The Queen Is Dead

lineup, guitarsand drums, nohorns or
keyboards, no fanciful departures. Yet
furtherlisteningrevealsarecord touched
byamusical andlyrical vision thatdwarfs
mostaround them.

Its pleasuresareallthe more heightened
fortheirrarity. The Smiths’ breakthrough
in’'83wassuddenandexhilarating.

Three LPsand countless singles later

and nobody’s followed them. Theindie
sceneisn’t so muchaghettoany more, it's
ashantytown from which there’sno
escape. And the majors preserve their

tidy and mostly vacuousdomain witha
ferventsense of whatisrightand wrong for
massconsumption.

WhilechampioningEasterhouseand
atone stage The Woodentops (whomhe
nowinsists on callingThe Sudden Flops,
acommentthatreflectsnotjustthe
dashed expectations but their campaign
againsthimwhich culminated witha
bomb “threat” -such serious youngboys!).
Morrissey has nowadopted aposture of
extreme pessimism, placing his group as
the full stop atthe end of Rock Babylon.

“Butwhatelse canhappen,” he says
matter-of-factly. “Isthereanythingelse
tohappen?Nothereisn't, because the
industryisdying, andthe musicisdying.
It’slikeifyoulookatthe filmindustry,
there'sreally nothingelse that canhappen.
All thestories of humanlife have been told.
Ifelt there wasonelast vein untappedand
we tapped it. Nowthatsourcehas been
used there’sreally only cultural desertin
frontofus, nothingbut cultural desert.

“Evenifyou detest The Smiths, you have toadmit they have theirown
corner, butit’s notreally possible to build one’s own corner any more.
ThatThe Smithshavetheirown cornerisinitselfquite remarkable.

“I'mean, Iwasilland Isaid  wasill. Nobody had ever said that they were
illbefore. Within thisbeautiful sexy syndrome [popularised NIIS
spectacles!l didi't popularise the hearingaid -thank God thatdidn’t
catchon-butthatagain wasone of my statements. Nota prop, because
that sounds like marshmallow shoes ora polka-dot suit. Imean, [ really
maintaintothisdaythateven thewhole flowers elementwas remarkably
creative, never wacky or stupid.

“We cansay, ‘Yes, Morrissey thatsilly old eccentric’, butI thinkit's nice
ifsomebodywhoiseccentric can break through. Everybody follows the
samerulesand does exactlywhat they're told. Allmodern groups state
the expected-fluently, but whocares.”

ET'STALKABOUT the newLLP.
L “Why, for heaven’ssake?”
The Smiths’ new LP begins with thetitle trackand afew verses of
Cicely Courtneidge’sshamblingbutdefiant version of “Take Me Back To
Dear Old Blighty” from The L-Shaped Room.Thesong, asitdid in thefilm,
speaks for acertain Englishness; indeed for Morrissey, a priceless
Englishness thathasvanished forever.

THE NEW LP

RELEASED
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@ herselfhas neverin herlifetime uttered one

ROUGH %0 DRSTRINUTED BY THE CARTIL

It'salso one of the most excitingrock songs
The Smiths have ever made, JohnnyMarr's
music pullingthelistenerintoagiddying
blackfarce.

“Ididn’twanttoattack the monarchyin
asortofbeer-monster way,” heexplains
inthatever-more-seductive Manchester
brogue. “ButIfind, astime goes by, this
happinesswehadslowlyslipsawayandis
replaced by somethingthatis wholly grey
andwhollysaddening. Theveryideaofthe
monarchyand the Queen Of Englandis
beingreinforced and made to seem more
usefulthanitreallyis.”

Isuggest that the hardest thingtostomach
aboutthe monarchythese daysistheway
they'reincreasingly used as political
camouflage. Five million unemployed?
Have anotherroyalwedding, chaps.

“Ohyes, it'sdisgusting. Whenyou
consider what minimal contribution
they makein helping people. They never
underany circumstances makeauseful
statementabout the world or people’s
lives. The wholethingseemslike ajoke,
ahideous joke. Wedon’tbelievein
leprechauns, so whyshould we believe in
theQueen?

“Andwhen onelooksatall theindividuals
within theroyalfamily they'reso
magnificently, unaccountablyand
unpardonablyboring!I mean, Diana

statement thathasbeen of any usetoany
memberofthe humanrace.If wehaveto put
up withtheseuglyindividuals, whycan't
theyatleast do somethingoffthe mark?”

Butifthe royal familydo achieve something, it’stobring American
tourists to this country, which asyoumight expect, is hardly asource of
joyfor dear Morrissey. [t goes deeper than that though. Hisdisgustforour
new England is fuelled by its steady Americanisation. The missiles, the
burger bars, the one-dimensional me-generation lust for gold-plated,
designer-stamped success.

Unwillinglydragged screaminginto the 20th century, Morrissey
seemsinso manywayscloserto his previous generation than his
successors. Infact,he doesn’tmind sayingso. For him the futureisan
encroachingnightmare.

“These people may have no sense of the social,” he says of the '80s
survivalists, “but moreimportantly, theyalso have nosense of taste.
Theyhave such bad tastein everyarea, and that’sthe main thing that
worriesme.”

Whichall begins to make Morrissey sound likeasentimental old
nostalgic. This he would deny to thedeath, and while it'seasy to
sympathisewith hisloathingforyuppie cultureand the loss of
English gentility, he does spend anenormousamount oftimelooking
over hisshoulder.

Ialways thought he was abitlonginthetooth to be singing about
schooldays on “The Headmaster Ritual”, and the song “Meat Is Murder”

hasaworryinglysixth-formqualitytoitas

Intheoriginal scene, Courtneidge playsa
forgotten wartime performer livingout herlast
daysinashabbyflatin Fulham. She revives the
half-rememberedsingalong one Christmas,
surrounded by the new cosmopolitan
Londoners. It'sascene heavywith pathosand
onethat conjuresup an England perhaps more
gentleandcertainly moresimpleinitscharms.
Aplacethat eulogised witty conversation, well-
turned letters, cornershops and theatricalhams.

The QueenIs Deadisn’tjustastraightlament,
however. [tuses the Queen as adouble-edged
metaphor foraworld we havelostand the
meaningless heritage of themonarchyin 1986.

“All modern
groups state
the expected
— fluently, but
who cares?”

well. Now, on The Queen Is Dead, and having
justturned 27, he presents us with songs about
leavinghome!

“Yes, yes, but...” hesaysinhis most engaging
purr, whichroughly translated means ‘Have
anopinion, but for Uscar’s sake pull yourself
togetherand see somesense’. “Don’tyou find
thateven now certain memories of school still
clingand then suddenlyyourememberthe day
in 1963 when somebodydid something wholly
insignificanttoyou?”

Tobehonest,Idon't; there’s always more
recentmemories readyto hauntyou. Didn’t
herealise thatmost people ofhisagehad »
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July5,1986: with Craig Gannon
(secondleft)onrhythmguitar
-andaschoolboy wearinga
hearingaidandaback-pocket
posyhelpingoutonvocals-The
Smithsperform“Panic” (inset)
onChannel4's Euro Tube show

been through theirlads-smoking-behind-the-
bike-shed stage, theromanceand marriage stage,
andwerenowon to thedivorceand mark-two
loverstage?

"And I'mstillwaiting tobe chosen for the
swimmingteam!

"But Idofeelin an absolute way that I've been
sleepwalkingfor26 years. Onthe bleak moments
when Icame to consciousnesswasreadingthe
NewSratesman. Yousee, [ never didall those trivial
pursuits. | did read all those music magazines.

“l'mean, | can remember when NAMEwas 12
pence!l can rememberwhen Discwassix pence.
[canremember when voucould buyall fourweekly magazines for
under50 pence!’

NETHING MORRISSEY haslearnt todo s to feel burdened

by the pressures of success. The vehicle for his complaint is

“Frankly MrShankly”, abrilliant piece of modern music hall
that carefully offsets the poverty of the privileged with an ironical
jauntiness. It's one of the LP'slandmarks and defines new ground for
TheSmiths, but thoselyrics? It forces the question: aren’t you just
moaningabout fame like they always do?

‘Yes! Like thevalways do!” hereplies withanextravagantsweepofhis
arm."YesI'm moaningaboutfame,” he repeats, caressing hisbrowwith
the most melodramatic handsin the historyof thestage. “1wasreaching
for the rubber but I thought, ‘\Wellno, I do wantto complain, [ dowant o
moan.’ Complainingissounmanly, whichiswhy ! doitso well!”

Asthelaughtertrailsaway,hecontinues. "Yes. .. famne, faine, fatal fame
canplayhideoustrickson the brain. It really issoodd,and [ think I'vesaid
thisbefore—God I suddenlysoundedlike Roy Hattersley—whenone
reachesso painfully forsomethingand suddenlyit'sfloodingoverone's
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body, thereispaininthe pleasure.Don’tgetme
wrong, Istillwantit,and [ stillneed it, but...

“Even though you canreceive500 letters from
peoplewhowillsay that therecord made me feel
completelyalive-suddenlydoingsomething
remarkablysimple like makingacandlecan
seem more intriguinginaperverted sense
thanwritinganothersong. Butwhatisany thing
without pain?”

Inthe past, much hasbeen made of Morrissey’s
stock heroes, thespectresof Wildeand Deannot
justhoveringin the background but actually there,
embodiedinhis flamboyantand frequently self-
deprecatinghumourand the exquisitely tousled quiff set offagainst the
eternalfaded bluejeans. I lisabsorption of those charactershas plaved
tricks with bothtimeandimage, yet much ofit, particularly the rugged
Deanconnotations, isasmokescreen.

Thelyricsofithenew LP.littered as they are with notions ofhome and
leavinghome, putyouinnodoubtas o who Morrissey’sreal hero or
heroineis... hismother. Butthisisn’teasytotalkabout. Not that he
doesn’tagree with mysuggestion—it'sjust that foronce thisis onesubject
he would preferto avoid inprint.

“Mentally,1don't believel'veeverleft home,” heconcedes. “Youalways
think thataslife progresses vou're going to open different doors. But the
shock tomeis thatyouactually don’t... Butwhowill accept describing
one'slifeasareallybad dream, lan? Millions of people will just because
it'sneverstated, it'snotimplausible andit's not dramatic.”

Foreverysongexploringthespecial pain oflonelinesson The Queen
Is Dead-"“Ifvou're saclever, whyareyou on yourown tonight?” he croons
magnificentlyon thechilling“I Know It’sOver” -there’sacomic
equivalenttobalance thingsout. It'srefreshing to know thateventhe
princeof miserylikesto haveagoodlaugh nowandagain.




Quite purposefully arecord of extremes,
itjumps with wild abandon from the tragic
to the humorous. The title songmanagesto
combinebothatthesame time. Having
invaded the Palace, he confronts the Queen
witharhyme more outrageousthanthe
originalcrime-"Andsolbrokeinto the
Palacewith aspongeand rustyspanner/She
said, ‘Eh, I knowyouandyou cannotsing'/
Isaid, ‘That snothing-you should hear me
play pianer.”

Healso dares to suggest thatCharles
mightbrightenali ourlives witha dash of
transvestismand thattheclergy have been
doingit foryears anyway, which proves that
cheekisn’tjust the provinceofjournalists
and market traders.

Takingon theguiseoftheagonyaunt

-he worshipseverydribble fromthelips
ofClaireRaynerand wilts withenvy every
time sherevealsanother chintzy outfit-
hesays, “Sometimes| think, ‘Well,
Morrissey, you've got themssitting by the
bed with their pills, you'd better do
somethingquick!™

Thosewholike to picture him as the last of
the greatbedroom angst merchants might
beenlightened to discover thattheapogee
of English nudge'n'winkhumour, the Carry
Onsaga, getshisselective approval.

“Therewere 27 filmsmadeinall,” he
notes authoritatively, “and at least six of
themare highart. Theyfinished
artisticallyin 68 butitwenton, [think,
to'76 or '78. When youthinkof Charles
Hawtrey, Kenneth Williams, Hattie
Jacques, BarbaraWindsor, Joan Sims,
SidJames... the wealthoftalent!

“They’ve tried to recreate those things
againin The Comic Striporwhatever and
thoseawful, offensive Nine O’Clock News
things. They tried torecreate that clannishness ofcomediansandit
doesn’twork. [t's notjustamatter of talent, or getting people together. It’s
somethingelse.”

Andifyou'restillin doubt over Morrissey’s comic sensibility, let mejust
tellyou that currentlyhis favourite TV showis Cagney And Lacey. “You
don’twatchit? My, you're crumblingbefore me!”

He's always complained that people have failed to notice thehumour,
so perhaps thatexplains the generoushelping.
Muchofitmaybedisturbinglyblack, the
gallowsjestsofacondemned man, but most
importantly, it works. “Cemetry Gates” delves
into more mirth and morbidity.

“It'slike famouslast words. Somany people’s
last words were so riotously memorable.
Howard Devoto wastellingme about—we were
inacemetery because we'ddecided todoatour
of London cemeteries, cheerfullittle buggers
thatweare; you know, get the Guinnessand
cheesebuttiesoutand head down to Brompton
Cemetery-someold corporal dying, smothered
inblood, havingaveryartisticcoronary arrest
andhisright-hand manwassaying, ‘Don’tbe
silly, Charles,
cheerup, cheer
up, we'regoing
to Bognor this
weekend.’And he
turned round to
his friend and
said, ‘Bugger
Bognor!’,and
‘Bugger Bognor!’

HE DOOR was ajar. Why
not, | thought, and walked
in. The flatappeared to be
arranged on morethanone
floor and finding nobody onthe
first| climbed the stairs to the

“Almost every
aspect of
human life
quite seriously
depresses me”

A Gentleman At Leisure: the NME enters the
Chelsea mews of one MORRISSEY, and what an
accommodating fellow heis. How islife? One
enquires, and receives in return impudence,

THE SMITHS

actually appeared onhis tombstoneas his famouslast words. I think that
shouldbeanLPtitle... Bugger Bognor!."

“CemetryGates” doesn'tjust make jokesabout grave humour, though.
It's concerned with the prickly matter of plagiarisation. Hesayshe’s
alwaysbeen happy toadmit he’s borrowed a few lines or two, most of
them from movies. A Taste Of Honey, Rebel Without A Causeand Sleuth
haveall aided the Morrissey muse.

Whatheobjects toare those smuganalretentives who think they've
found yououtand denounceyourentirecanonof work as tainted by
theft. “Obviously most people who write do borrow from other sources,”
he contends. “Theysteal from other’s clotheslines.  mentioned theline
‘Idreamtabout you last night and I fell out of bed twice’ in “Reel Around The
Fountain”, which comesdirectly from A Taste Of Honey, and to thisday
I'mwhipped persistently for the use of thatline.

“I've nevermade any secret of the fact thatatieast 50 per cent of my
reason forwritingcanbe blamed on Shelagh Delaney, who wrote A Taste
OfHoney.And ‘This Night Has Opened My Eyes’ isa Taste Of Honey song
- putting the entire play to words. But  have never in mylife madeany
secrets of myreference points.

“Justbecause there’soneline that’s adirectlift, people will nowsay to
me that ‘Reel Around The Fountain’ isworthless, ignoring therest ofit,
which aimost certainly comes from mybrain. OscarWilde... I've found
so manyinstanceswhere hehasdirectlyiifted fromothers. Tomethat’s
fine. Butbecause I'mso serious about writing, peopleare so serious about
trippingmeup.”

depression on The Queen Is Dead difficult to cope with. This time

round, Morrissey's special brand of terminal humour may lighten
theload, but much of the material is gloriously doomy. What’s more, it
seems hard to square with therelatively cheerfulyoung man Isee
before me.

Andwhen [ tell him that he certainlylooksbetterand laughs more
thanhe usedto, he shakeshishead asiflwas tryingtoattack the whole
foundations ofhis career. I need glasses, he splutters, I need to look again.

“I'm nothappy, I'mnot,” he cries. “l knowalot of people at this stage will
throwdown the magazine and say, ‘Well, Morrissey, thisis your platform,
thisis your proud badge that you wear, that you gladly cycleon the edge of
acliffand you're ready to throwyour handlebars to the wind.’

“Butalmost everyaspectofhumanlifereally quite seriously depresses
me... [dofeel that all those tags, the depressive, the monotony, all tags
I'vedodged or denied are probably absolutely accurate. When you putme
next to Five Star and judge the whole thing against the bouncingly
moronicattitude thatisso usefulifone wantsajobinthemusicindustry,
thenyes, [amadepressive. If [wasn’tdoingthis I don’thonestlybelieve
thatIwould want tolive. And one hesitates about making such
statements because, however one makes them, it never seems useful.”

That somebody ofhis nature exists within the British pop industryatall
isintriguingtosaytheleast,butmethinkshe
does exaggerate the case. The Smiths’ sheer
output, forastart: theycanreleasesingles with
arapiditythatseemsto spray thechartslikea
machine gun compared with their wearyrivals;
and their music-onlyahandfulcan make pop
asbeautifuias theirs; allargue against the
leaden weight ofa true depressive.

What Morrissey does appear to suffer from s
astate of permanentadolescence. Justas he
refuses toleave the 19th century, herefuses to
leave home. “I know,” he remarks withakind of
blissfulresignation. “It'sa national disgrace! We
know there'sashameattached toit. If you're still
livingwithyour parentsat [9you're considered »

I'M SURE THAT many will find the undercurrent of death and

MOTHERS DO AVE’EM

“The Queen Is Dead’ isn’t justa straight
owevet. tuses the Queen as 8
:(:::l: :duod metasphor for aworld we have
lost snd the mesningloss heritage of the
monarchy in 1966.1U's also one of the most
exciting rock songs The Smiths have sver
made. Johnny Marr's mus«c pulling the
listenar into & giddying black farce.
=4 didn’t want to attack the monarchy ins

sort of beer monster way,” he oxplainsin
. s Aamehaatar
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some club-footed bespectacled monster of
repressed sexuality—whichisineverycase
absolutely true!”

The hystericalfitof giggling that followsis
asightforsoreeyes.

He's not been slowbefore to criticise Joy
Division for theirsupposed suicide chic,and
whowoulddenythat group gained anothervital
dimensionin theaftermath oflan Curtis’ death.
Anyimagehasitsprice, and The Smiths excuse
theirsthroughartisticintegrity. But thefact
remains thatsome of these songsaren'tfarshort
of aesthetic Exit manuals.

Discoveringthatsix people “who were
alarminglydedicated to The Smiths” havetaken
theirlivesoverthelasttwoyearssuggeststhatthisisn’tsimply
melodrama. “Theirfriends and parents wrote to me after they'ddied,” he
explains. “It'ssomethingthatshouldn'treallybeashardtospeak about
asitis, becauseif people arebasically unhappyand people basically want
todie, then theywill.

“Althoughit'sveryhard for many peopletoaccept,1doactually respect
suicide, because itis having control over one’slife. It’s the strongest
statementanyonecanmake, and peoplearen’treallystrong. Youcould
sayitwasnegativeleavingthe world, butifpeople’slivesareso enriched
inthefirst place thenideas of suicide would never occur. Most people, as
we know, lead desperate and hollow lives.

“Ican’tfeel responsible... totally. 1 know that inmost instances that for
thelastsad period of these people’slives atleasthaving The Smiths was
usefulto them.”

Hadheever considered suicide himself?

“About 183 times, yes. ] think youreach the point where youcan no
longer think of your parents and the people you'll leave behind. You go
bevond that stageand you canonly think of yourself.

“It'sasituation people can so easily toy withand find very romantic. All
thegreat pop starswhich nobodyever cared aboutwhenthey existed -
theirdeaths throwamagnificentlyalluring colouration onto theirtotal
existence ashuman beings. Whereas if most of these people hadlived,
nobodywould havecaredalot.

“Ithinksuicide intrigues
everybody.Andyetit'soneof
those thingsthat nobodycan
everreallytalk aboutinan
interestingway. Youalways
have theusual ‘Oh, it’sso
negative, it'ssowrong' attitude.”

Isn'tyour fascinationwith
death, largue, aconvenient
way of giving your life
meaningwhenyoushould
belooking elsewhere?

“No, [don’t think so. Somany
ofthe people thatladmire took
theirlives... Stevie Smith,
Sylvia Plath, James Dean,
Marilyn Monroe, Rachel
Roberts... thereare many...”

NENEWSONG, the
delicious “Some Girls
Are Bigger Than

Others”, mustbethe most
evocative verse about nothing
ever written. For some reason
allkinds of permutations go
through yourmind whenit’s
playing, a hilarious send-up of
Page Threeamongothers, and
onecan't help be reminded
that Morrissey doesn’t write
songs aboutwo<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>