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Welcome
to1977

FTERTHE WIDELY publicised stirrings of the Sex Pistols at
the close of 1976, punk rock has now become more than a
media sensation. It is a widespread discussion, talked
about in political — and increasingly even in musical —
terms. Bands such as The Clash, Stranglers and Sex Pistols
areactuallyreleasingalbums.

MickJaggerhas checked out the bandsin New York and listened to the singles
(“Chelsea, ‘Right To Work’ —that one’sawful”). Keith Moon makes ariotous trip
to the Vortex club, to confront punk rock head on. Robert Plant, who has seen
The Damned at the Roxy, is unconcerned. “The dinosaurs,” he memorably
says, “arestilldancing...”

Still, they are alittle on the defensive side. Plant seems anxious to downplay
punk’s youth, claiming Rat Scabies and Johnny Rotten are older than they
look. They’re not — indeed Plant himself is only 28 - but generationally
speaking, he may aswell be a cabinet minister. He is professionally expert and
enormously wealthy, but in this changed musical economy, this only
contributesto hisirrelevance.

Hisdiscomfortisnotsoothed by the press. Punk doesn’t only politicise youth
andrevolutionise the wayin which records are made, it also effects change in
music papers, which become bolder in layout, more irreverent in tone.
Features by staff writers such as Tony Parsons contain important interviews
with bands like our cover stars The Clash — but these only support the main
thrust ofhis communiqué.

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

In the pages of this 13th edition, dedicated to 1977, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
may be. In courtwith Keith Richards. Looking at the Westway with The Clash.
Being called awanker with Keith Moon.

It is Moon, in fact, who best articulates the anxieties of his generation of
musicians in 1977 when he reveals to a young punk in the Vortex a simple
biographicalfact.

“I'm30,” he says.
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ontents

6 Abadstartto theyearforKeith
Richards—andfortheRolling
Stones. Pink Floyd have problems,
and Sara Dylan files for divorce.
SexPistols are dropped by EMI.

12 Bowieisincognito.Inhis

stead, Tony Viscontiand Brian Eno
talk Low.

1 BAtrip totherecord company
and to Phil Spector’shousein the
companyoftheband. “I'm
neurotic,” says Dee Dee. “You
should knowwhat thatmeans.”

20 Fleeinglurid headlines,

theband playin Amsterdam.
While the band are shellshocked
bytheirrecentdramas, Malcolm
McLaren grantsanaudience to
explain their position.

4|

2 6 Anewone from Bowie, and

some strong stufffrom both Bill
Withers and Earth, Wind & Fire.

28 The former Genesis

singerreleases his debutsolo
albumand declares hislove of
Springsteen—-even asneaking
interestin punkrock.

32 Atelephone conversation

with the performer suggests
thatsomeone-perhapsthe
reclusive David Bowie?—is pulling
hisstrings. Awild goose chaseto
Berlinensues.

36

Angus Youngopines angrily
aboutwhat-and whatdoesnot—
constitute “realrock'n’roll”. On
stage, chaosreliably ensues.

Blondie,
page54

40 The SexPistols

celebrate the Queen’s Silver
Jubilee. Wilko Johnson
leaves DrFeelgood. The
Beatlesgetbacktothe
earlydays—whether
theylikeitornot.

44 Onthetube,

inthecaffand
overlookingthe
Westwaywiththe
Londonband. Anti-
punkviolence, reggae
andrevolutionareall
onthetable for
discussion.

5 0 The former

bluesrevivalists enjoy
theirnewstatusas
MOR champions-their
relationship upheavals
notwithstanding.

54 Blondie catch

theeye ofthe NME

reporter supporting

Television, while Tom Waits and
TheJacksonsalsoappear.

56 The Chess Recordsstar

doesn’tsomuchrecounthis
lifestoryastheentire history

of the blues, from Charley Patton
totheRolling Stones.

64 Theself-proclaimed

“black sheep of the newwave”
explaintheir outsider status.
Suits, HM Queen and voting
Conservative allfeature.

68 Thefirstofferingfrom The

Clashand The Stranglers. Bob

Marley’s Rastaman Vibrationis
belatedlyassessed.

70 Thebespectacled firebrand
appearsinafuriousburstof self-
confidence. Don’tknowhowgood
heis?Here, lethim tellyou.

74 Thelaid-back Southerner

debutsin England with his
spikyandagreeably
Anglophilerock’n’roll.

78 RobertPlantgives his

verdictonthe newwave. All
round, itseems, he’snottoo
worried -they’renotasyoung
asyou'd think, these punks.

84 Anin-depthinterview

with each member of the
hallucinatory New Yorkrockers.
Features: ego, Enoand Hell.

91 The Clashwrite. Atelegram
from the SexPistols.
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Januaryn,1977:
KeithRichards
arrivesatAylesbury
CrownCourt
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1971

JANUARY —

RAMONES AND MORE

CHALKIE DAVIES / GETTY

WARCH

IGGY POP, SEX PISTOLS,
PETER GABRIEL, AG/DC,

Not guilty’

NME JAN 15

drew up outside Aylesbury Crown Court

and Keith Richards stepped out to face
atwo-countindictmentalleging possession
of LSD and cocaine.

Keithwaswhite-faced and sombre as he entered
thesmall courtroom, dressed ina plain black
velvetsuit, awhitesilk shirtand scarf, and stack-
heeled boots. Chargeswereread outand both
times Keith answered quietly, “Not guilty.”

The prosecution described how, justbefore
4amonMay 19,1976, the policereceived an
emergency calltoinvestigateanaccidenton the
southboundsection of the M1 motorwaynear
NewportPagnell. Richards’ seriouslydamaged
Bentleyhad run off the motorwayand into afield,
ploughing through ahedge and fence.

Bythe carwere people: Keith Richards, his
son Marlon, aged seven, an American called
Mr Sessler and two unidentified girls. Taken to
apoliceinterviewroom, Richards wassearched.
Inaninsidejacketpocket,itwasalleged, was
found afolded piece of paper, and inside that
another piece of paper.

Policebelieved the stain on the second piece of
papertobeLSD and arrested Richards onacharge
of possessinga controlled drug.

Keithwas then taken to the NewportPagnell
policestation, while officers searched his carand
found asilver chain, onwhich were attached
several objects, includingavinaigrette (ascentor
smelling-saltholder dated 1870 and worth £150),
aminiaturesilver flick knife, a hollowsilver tube,
andacarkey.

When Keith wasshown the chain he denied it
was his, the courtwas told. Keith, itwas said,
informed police that many members of the Stones
and theirentourage used the carand that the
silver chain could belongto anyone. Ofthe jacket
inwhichthe stained paperwasdiscovered he
said, “We allwear each other’s stage clothes.
Idon’tknowwhatitis.”

The courtheard that forensic tests showed
thesilver tube on the chain to contain traces
(130 milligrams) of an off-white powder,
including 39 milligrams of pure cocaine.

Thejurywere shown two photographsfrom
the Stones’ Leicester concert ofMay 15,1976, in
which, itwas alleged, the chain thatKeith was
wearingwasthe sameastheonefoundinhiscar. »

O NMONDAY MORNING, a gold Rolls-Royce
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Forthedefence, Sir Peter Rawlinson,
questioned therightof the police to
searchamaninvolvedinacaraccident
fordrugs, when hewas, in the opinion of
the police themselves, underthe
influence ofneither drinknor drugs.

Inevidence, PCSibbetsaid his
suspicionswere firstaroused when he
found some pillsin

Afterarecess, thedefencetold thejury
that theyshould have no preconceived
ideasofwhatarockstarislike,and should
alsobearinmind thatfansshowerbands
with giftsbefore, duringand aftera gig.

MickJaggerwassatinthe public gallery
asKeithtookthewitnessstand and,
when asked by the defence about playing

lead guitar, replied,

Keith’sbag. “However,” . “ItmeansImakealot

oot deptts  “Tdneverseenit  ohoe

Wi n

salttabllclstsf, tl)lut onthe befﬂre the pOIIGE diescribeﬁihow.f?ns

strength of thatwe . 1) always throwgifts at

searchedhim.” Shﬂwed It t0 me theband-“autograph
DetSgtBullofthe books, jewelleryand

ThamesValleyDrug food”. Hemaintained

Squad described howhollowtubeslike the
oneonthechainare “used tosniffcocaine
andamphetamines”. Healso said LSD on
paper could be swallowed or sucked.
Aforensicscientist told the court that
therewas enough LSD on the paper for
one dose, while the antiques officer of
the Thames Valley police was said to
have measured the distances between
theobjectsonthechaininthecarandthe
objectsonthe chaininthe Leicester
concert photographs.

the chaininthe photoswasdifferent from
theonefoundinthecar: “I'dneverseenit
before the police showedittome...” He
said the same thing of the stained paper.

The prosecution voiced its doubts
concerningRichards’ assertion thatthe
Stones have anumber ofjackets the same
size “made up forall the group before a
tour”. And thatwas the conclusion ofboth
Keith’sstayin the witnessboxand dayone
ofhistrial. As NMEwent to press, the case
was continuing. Tony Parsons

An ominous shadow Mews

busted in Toronto on heroin charges. In Richards’ case the chargeis the very

R OLLING STONEKEITH Richards and his girlfriend Anita Pallenberg have been

serious one of “possessing heroin for the
which carries amaximum life sentence.

purpose of trafficking”, an indictment

Allofthe Stones had gone to Canada to complete their newlive album. On thearrival of
Richardsand Pallenberg, Anitawas arrested at Toronto International Airportand
charged with possession ofhashish and heroin. Police said 10 grams ofhash were found,
alongwithaspoonwhich, afterlaboratoryanalysis, was said to show traces ofheroin.

Itwasasaresultofthe ensuingweek-longinvestigation that Royal Canadian Mounted
Police and provincial officers from Ontario on Sundayraided Keith Richards’ hotel
roomand, allegedly, discovered an ounce of heroin worth approximately £600 at street
prices. Keithwas arrested and taken to the home of a Toronto Justice Of The Peace. He
wasreleased on $1,000 bailto appearin courton Mondaynextweek. Anitawas due to

appearincourttoday (Thursday).

The Stones had gone to Toronto planning to hire alocal clubinwhich torecord
material for theirupcoming doublelive album. The NMEunderstands that three sides
of material arealreadyin the can, comprising cuts from their 1976 US and European

tours (including Knebworth).

The doublelive album-duelaterspring/early

summer-willbe the Stones’ lastunder their
dealwith WEA, prior to the switch of Rolling
StonesRecords’ to EMIin the UK.
Atpresstime, representatives of the Stones
wereinsisting that the group wouldremainin
Canadato complete thelive album project.
Richards’bustis byfar the most potentially
serious ever experienced by the group, and

comes onlyweeksafter his UK drugs conviction

inAylesbury.

The two events together—ifthe oneis
proved and the appeal on the otheris
unsuccessful-mustnow castan ominous
shadow over the Stones’ future ability to enter
the United States (with Keith) to tour.

KM
HEROIN’ RTTQT

March7,1977:
Keitharrives
atOldCityHall
inToronto

Further
intrigue

MM MAR 19

HE PAST FEW weeks have beenjust like
Told times for the Rolling Stones, whose

enduring news value has been emphasised
once again by tales of drugs and scandal.

Itall started at the end of February when Keith
Richards and girlfriend Anita Pallenberg were
arrestedin Toronto, charged with possession of
heroin for the purpose of trafficking. The offence,
under Canadian law, carries amaximum sentence
of life imprisonment. The following week, when
Richards appearedin court,he was further
charged with possession of cocaine.

Meanwhile, in downtown Toronto, the Rolling
Stones played two shows at the small EIMocambo
clubonMarch 4and 5. The gigs were not, as some
newspaper reports suggest, “unpublicised”. The
band’s US press agents had invited at least two
major American magazines and among the other
visitors was Margaret Trudeau, the 29-year-old
wife of the Canadian prime minister.

The gossip columns, at the beginning of last
week, gleefully ran after-the-show stories about
how Mick Jagger had supposedly smoked a
“marijuana cigarette” in front of Ms Trudeau and
her security men. And she had also, so it was said,
gonetothe gigsin preference to celebrating her
sixth wedding anniversary with husband Pierre,
who remained in Ottawa with their three children.

Such gossip, however, was mere small fry
compared with the bizarre events which made
headline news afew days later. Margaret Trudeau
left Canadafor New York at the same time as
Jagger and Ron Wood. Despite denials all round,
speculation was rife that she had, infact, run away
with Jagger.

Furtherintrigue came when aNew York
columnist claimed thatit was Wood - not Jagger -
who was the object of Ms Trudeau’s affections. “He
can probably tellyou more about where Margaret
is staying than maybe even the prime minister,”
reported “Suzy” of the New York Daily News.

One extraordinary consequence of all these
rumours was the dropin valuein the
Canadian dollar, which fell by one-and-
a-half cents against the pound. The
Stones/ Margaret Trudeau affair was
held, by many commentators, tobe a
contributory factor in this decline. Positive
proof of the power of rock’n'roll.

Ontop of all this, Fleet Street had
started to speculate on the future of the
band, with one report even suggesting
that the Toronto shows were, in fact, the
Stones' last-ever live performances. The
truth, however, is rather more mundane,
eventhough the sensational headlines of
the past three weeks have tended to
overshadow the band’s reason for beingin
Canada; they are simply fulfilling the terms
of theirrecording contract.

In1971, the Stones signed with Kinney
Records -now called WEA - after leaving

—
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SigningwithEMI, [ <
notPolydor:the R
RollingStonesin .

M t, wif
New York,1977 argaret, wife

of CanadianPM
Pierre Trudeau:

the Deccalabel. The band’s contract had
been one of the most highly prized ducats
in the history of the music business and,
although 21 companies made offers for their
signatures, the Stones eventually decided
onKinney because of their relationship

with Ahmet Ertegun, founder of the
Atlanticlabel.

There had been, initially, brave talk about
forming alabel which would be distributed
by anew, “alternative” system, thus cutting
out the big-business middlemen of the major
record companies. Practicality won the day,
however,and Ertegun persuaded the band to
sign with Kinney.

Although the actual details of the Stones’
deal were never officially revealed, itis
believed they were paid one million dollars
asaninitial advance. Certainly, it was
neither the highest nor the lowest offer
the bandreceived.Inreturn, the Stones
guaranteed to make six albums, starting
with Sticky Fingers.

Allthis, however, had to be scrapped at
the last moment because, according to
somereports, the Stoneshad become
disenchanted with the company as aresult
of the pressleaks. Other rumours suggest
the bandincreased their demands, and
the company refused to meet the new
requirements. Whatever the reason,
however, the Stones did not sign with
Polydor, butinstead surprised the whole
music industry by announcing, on February
16, a deal with EMI.

Serious negotiations with EM| had
started at the beginning of the year, at
about the same time as Polydor were
confidently expecting to sign the band.
The first time most people at EMI knew
about the deal, however, was when Jagger
was taken around all the company’s
departmentson February11.

Again, details of the deal are as closely
guarded as the Kremlin's defence budget,

with none of the

Album number five,
Black And Blue, was
releasedinthe summer
of lastyear. At about the
same time, the band
began to shop around for
anewrecording deal.

The Stones’
representatives,
particularly their business

Before the drug
busts, it is believed
that RSO were
frontrunners for
the band’s contract

company'srepresentatives
prepared to commit
themselves to aprecise
figure. The contract,
however, is for sixalbums
-andthereis no time limit.
One estimate puts the
contractat £2million
againstaroyalty rate of
21per cent, but this has

manager Prince Rupert

Lowenstein, had talks with a number of
companies, including EMI. They, however,
dropped out of the running while the
German-owned Polydor became favourites
for the band’s signatures.

By January, Polydor were so confident
of signing the band that details of the
proposed deal leaked out to the press.

The Stones were to be paidin the region
of $850,000 (£400,000) for each album
and among the agreed planswas an LP of
re-recorded’60s material.

It was no secret that Polydor were on
the verge of getting the Stones. At MIDEM,
the international music business fair held
in Cannes, France, during late-January,
the company planned to announce the
signing with a press conference and
receptionin Sardinia.

notbeen confirmed.

The deal means the Stones - on their own
label -will be released by EMI everywherein
the world, apart from the United States and
Canada. The band’s future in North America
- obviously, the most lucrative marketin the
world - hasyet to be decided, and this is why
the events of the past few weeks have come
atsuchacrucial time for the Stones.

The best way of promoting anew album
is by touring, as the Stones proved last year
when they playedin Britain at the time of
Black And Blue, their most successful LPin
years. But, if Keith Richards is convicted and
imprisoned - or simply banned from the USA
-itwill obviously reduce the
Stones’selling potential.
Itisinconceivable that
the band would tour
without Richards. 0

and the Stones’ fut

| Jaggerfling?

Before the Toronto drugbusts, itis
believed that RSO - Robert Stigwood’s label
-were frontrunners in the competition for
the band’s contract. One report put the sum
involved at astaggering $15 million, which
would have been the biggest recording deal
in history. This would have included at least
one film, as well as 10 albums.

Among the other companies seriously
interested in signing the band were Capitol
-owned by EMI -together with CBS,MCA
and Atlantic. The drug charges, however, are
certain to have brought fresh problems to
the negotiations and, so far, no decision has
been announced by the band.

The Stones plan, nevertheless, to continue
using their own label, no matter which
company eventually signs them for the
United States. But itis not yet clear whether
any, or all, of the old material on the label
(including the Rolling Stones’ five albums)
willbe available to the new company.

The band’s own songs, however, have just
been signed to EMI Music, the company’s
publishing division. The deal, whichis
worldwide, is effective from April1and
includes all the Stones’ compositions during
the pastfive years.

But before they release anything else, the
Stones have one more album for WEA. And
thatisthereasontheyarein Toronto. The
album, likely to be a double LP, willbe alive
recording taken from their concerts over the
pasttwo years.

And the two club gigs, far from being
the band’slast-ever stage shows, were
simply an opportunity to cut more material
for the album, which should be released
before the autumn. The first EMIl album,
meanwhile, has not evenbeen tentatively
scheduled and a spokesman for the
company said they thought it unlikely to
be released this year.

Anita Pallenberg was fined £220in Toronto
on Monday for possession of cannabis and
heroin. RobertPartridge
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March10,1977: the Sex
Pistolsandtheirmanager
MalcolmMcLarensigna
newcontractwith A&M
outside BuckinghamPalace

“We shall have to leave Britain”

MM JAN 22

The Sex Pistols have finally split from EMI,
less than four months after they signed
arecording contract with the company on
October16.

Leslie Hill, managing director of EMI
Records, announced this week: “In
accordance with the previously stated
wishes of both parties and the verbal
telephone agreement made on Thursday,
January 6, the document terminating the
contract between EMl and the Sex Pistols
hasnow beenagreed.”

Malcolm McLaren, manager of the band,
was not available for comment on this
announcement, which bringstoanendalong
series of claims and counter-claims made
by McLaren and EMI over the termination
of theband'’s contract - as detailed in MM
last week. Noinformation on financial
compensation for the Pistols on the loss of
their contract has beenrevealed.

The question of who will sign the Pistols
next remains open. Chrysalisremain among
the contenders, as do CBS, but Polydor are
out of the running. A spokesman for the
company told MM last week that they had
nointerestin the Pistols.

NME MAR 12

Sex Pistols are on the brink of signing anew
recording contract. Manager Malcolm
McLaren told NME this week: “The
terms of the contracthave been
agreed,and we are delighted with our
new deal. All that remainsis to put our

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1977

A&EM
[T

signatures on the dotted line. As soon as that
is done, we shallbe making an official
announcement later this week.”

Meanwhile, asreported last week, Sid
Vicious has replaced Glen Matlock on bass.
According to McLaren, Matlock left because
of “his different tastes and other ambitions”.

Final word from McLaren: “We shallbe
signing our new contractin front of
Buckingham Palace!”

The Pistols’ main
problemnowis
securing venues where
they would be allowed to performin Britain.
They are hoping to headline a major charity
concertatalondon theatre next month, but
thisis dependent upon whether the GLC
gives approval at ameetingbetween the
Counciland McLaren later this week.
Atpresent, the Pistols are banned from
appearingin virtually every major city in
Britain owing to local council rulings. Said
McLaren: “We want to do dates in major
cities, butthe banis stillin effect almost
everywhere. The only possible exceptions
are Liverpool and Newcastle,and they are
by no means definite.”

NME MAR 19

A&M Records have signed
the SexPistols. The pact
was sealed, as manager
Malcolm McLaren forecast
inlastweek’s NME, in
aceremony outside
Buckingham Palace last
Thursday - the significance
being that A&M are rush-

“If overseas tours
are successful,
maybe they will

open a few doors
here at home”

A series of European
datesarebeinglinedup
for the end of April,and
the Pistols are due to
record their first A&M
albuminMay. If thereis
stillno relaxation of the
British ban, the Pistols
would then tour Japan,
Australia, the United

releasing the group’s new
single “God Save The Queen” onMarch 25.

McLarenstressed that the two-year deal
carries aguarantee of £150,000 - not
£50,000 as wasreported in the national
press. He does not anticipate any difficulty
in obtaining BBC and local radio airplay for
thesingle. “It’s not a punk-rock version of the
National Anthem, but the boys’ own genuine
tribute to the Queen,” he added.

States and Canada-
where,MclLaren assured NME, the band
wouldbe welcomed.

He added: “Therest of the country willbe
watching our meeting withthe GLC. [fwe are
allowed to performin London, we hope that
other councils will reverse their decision. If
not, we shall have to wait until after our
overseas tours - because if they prove tobe
successful and without incident, then maybe
they willopenafew doors here athome.”

Andif all else fails and the Pistols are not
permitted to work in Britain?

“We shall have to leave Britain for good,
said McLaren.

”
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Long periods of time
without speaking

NME MAR 12

» Atop-security
blankethasbeen
thrownaround
EMI’splansto
releaseaBeatles
live albuminmid-
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BobDylan:faces
handingover
halfhisroyalties

Maybe he played his guitar earlyin the morning.
Maybe he justhad too many visions of Johanna.

Whatever, lastweek SaraDylan filed suit for divorce
from her husband RobertAllen Zimmerman on the
grounds ofirreconcilable differences. The couple have
beenmarried for 11 years and have five children.

Theformidable Mrs Dylan has obviouslyacquired a taste
forthe goodlife; sheis demandingnotonly custody of the
fivekids, butalso halfBobby’s entire possessions, including
the copyrightstoallhis songs and theirattendantroyalties.

Forthe momentshe’s making dowith exclusive use of the
family’snewMalibuhome, a$2 million housebuiltina
highlyunorthodoxstyle thatwas previewed in Thrills some
monthsback. Sarawasapparentlylargelyresponsible for
thehousebeingbuilt, while Dylanisreputed toloatheit.

Ofthefive Zimmerman children, eldestisfrom Sara’s
previous marriage.Jesse Dylanissaid to be closerto his
fatherthanto Sara, butthe othersareall evidently closerto
theirma. Friends of the couple have pointed to major
differencesinthe charactersof Bob and Sara,whoisa
formermodel. On the Rolling Thunder Revue, for example,
Saraapparentlyliked to stayin top-flight hotels, and
carried alarge number of trunks for her clothes. Dylan, on
theotherhand, seemed ashappytodossdowninthetrailer
withachange ofjeansand T-shirt.

M AYBE HISMATZOS made crumbsin the bed.

Itisalsosaid thathe twowould go forlong periods of time
withoutspeakingto each other, notsomuchthroughhate,
butbecause theyhadlittle to say. Others point to the strain
ofbeingmarried to Bob Dylan, and the strain thathis public
lifenecessarilyimposes on the marriage, with attendant
problemsabout protectingthe children and so on.

Accordingtoreportsfrom New York, Boband Saraare
currently meetingwithlawyersinanattempttoend the
acrimonysince shefiled for the divorce this pastweek.

Friends ofthe couple have said that one ofher charges
wasthatBob “beat” her; others say thathe claims shewas
hysterical and he merely slapped her, etc. There were also
rumours that Sarawasworkingasawaitressina
Greenwich Village cafe called The Figaro, but this proved
unfounded. However, itis though that she wants toresume
hercareerasanactress, forshe hasbeen takingworkshop
classesatLee Strasberg’s Actor’s Studioin Los Angeles.

News thatthe Dylanshad splitasunderwas greeted with
malicious glee from certain of the more cynical members
of Dylan’s NMEfan club, whorecall that thelasttime Dylan
hadwoman trouble and was separated from Sara, he came
up with Blood On The Tracks, widely reckoned to be his
finestworkinyears (and perhapsapersuasive elementin
Saraand Bobreuniting). Julie Burchill
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technical hitch. The band’s new album - their first

since Wish You Were Here in1975 - has been hit
by problems over the sleeve design. The album, called
Animals, was to have been released on January 14. But
this week Pink Floyd’s manager, Steve O’Rourke, told the
Melody Maker: “There have been problems with the
artwork for the sleeve. It’s nothing serious, but it means
we've notbeen able to keep to the original release date.

“We still haven't fixed a definite date, although we
hope to decide that over the weekend. It looks as though
the sleeve will be ready in time for us torelease the album
onJanuary28.”

This setback comes at the beginning of a vital three
months for the Floyd, a period when they step back into
the limelight. Although they have long since proved
themselves one of Britain’s biggest bands, the Floyd have
been virtual recluses for well over a year. Their last British
concertappearance was at the 1975 Knebworth Fair, a
spectacular open-air show which even featured a Spitfire
flying overhead. That concert was followed, in
September1975, by the release of Wish You Were Here.

Since then, however, nothinghas been heard about the
band’s activities - apart, that s, from the 50-foot flying
pig which, last month, was flown over London’s Battersea.
Photographs of the pig will be used on the Animals sleeve.

P INKFLOYD’S NEW YEAR has started witha

“The band spent the whole of last year recording the
new album,” claims O’Rourke. “It was finished and ready
forrelease by Christmas, although of course we were
then held up by the sleeve problems.”

The album, which features just three tracks, called
“Dogs”, “Pigs” and “Sheep”, comes at a crucial time for
the band, who since Dark Side Of The Moon, have
become victims of their own success. Their last album, for
instance, sold extremely well by most bands’ standards,
although it was commonly regarded as something of
aflop for the Floyd. Wish You Were Here, which received
only lukewarm reviews from the critics whenit was
released, stayed in the Melody Maker chart for 22 weeks
and failed to make the No 1position.

Ithad been, of course, completely overshadowed by
the extraordinary success of Dark Side Of The Moon,
which first entered the chart on March 31,1973. Although
it, too, strangely failed toreach No 1, the album spent a
total of 128 weeksin the chart, afeatrivalled only by Mike
Oldfield’s Tubular Bells.

Even now, Dark Side Of The Moon makes occasional
appearancesinthe MM chart. The album also established
the Floydin the United States, where it was the band’s
first chart-topping album. Such phenomenal success is
virtually impossible for the band to repeat, although all
the Floyd's subsequent albums will be inevitably
compared to Dark Side Of The Moon.

To promote Animals, therefore, the band have
chosentoreturnto the British concert stage this
spring, their first shows for 18 months. They play
four concerts at London’s Wembley Empire Pool,
fromMarch 17 to 20,and then four shows at the huge
Stafford New Bingley Hall, from March 28 to 31.

spring.Reasonfor
thesecrecyisn't
clear,asit’sknown
thatoriginal Beatle
producer George
Martinis remixing
the tapesof their
1964-65Hollywood
Bowl Concertsand
that The Beatles
themselveshave
giventheir
go-aheadforthe
project.Releaseis
plannedforMay,
backed by massive
TV promotion,
utilising film
footage fromthe
Bowl concerts.

NMEMAR 26

» Generation X

lead guitarist Bob
Andrewswas
hospitalisedon
Friday nightafter
beinghitonthe
headbyaflying
beer mugwhile
playing the Easter
BallatLeicester
University’s Clare
Hall. Generation X
and The Boys, who
were supporting,
hadbeenreceiving
ahail of plastic cups
andemptybeer
cans, buthalfway
throughthe
headliners’setfull
cansandglasses
startedflying.
Andrews dropped
tothefloor,covered
inblood butstill
playing,and later
hadacouple of
stitchesinthe gash.
Oneobserver
termedthe
aggressors “Led
Zeppelinheavies”,
while anotherhad
themdownasthe
rugby club. The
Damnedand The
Stranglersrecently
spentanevening
dodgingbeercans
atEssex University.

NMEMAR 19

RON GALELLA / GETTY



1977

JANUARY —NORCH

September11,1977:David
BowieatElstree Studios
nearLondon,wherehe
appearsontheupcoming
TV special Bing Crosby’s
Merrie Olde Christmas
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DAVID BOWIE
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— JANUARY 29 —

AVID BOWIE’S LAST image, as a kind of wasp-waisted

performerin a Weimar cabaret, would hardly prepare one

forreports of the figure he’s currently cutting in Berlin,

where he nowlives. It seems that the famous red hair, now

returned to its original mousey colour, hasbeen scalped to

acrew cut, thathe’s grown the curvingmoustache ofa
prosperous biirgermeister, and having put on some weight, and wearing a cap
pulled down low, he spends his time frequenting both the cultural
establishments and workingmen’s haunts of that city.

More Giinter Grass thanJoel Grey, he obviously continuesin his fascination
withall things German, whichreached notorious proportions earlylast
summer in hiswell-publicised speech about fascism.

None of this willmuch surprise keen Bowie watchers, who have observed
hisbewilderingmetamorphoses from anacoustic performerand mime
artist to anambiguous commentator uponrockstardomwith Ziggy,adoom-
mongerer with Diamond Dogs,amoon-age soul singer with YoungAmericans
and Station To Station, and the star of Nicolas Roeg’s futuristicartfilm, The
ManWho Fell To Earth.

It'snotdifficultto seewhyBowieis the mostinterpreted, and the most
reviled, rockstar of this generation. He’s consistent only in the diversity of his
actions. He doesn’trespond in the ways expected of rock starswhen each tour
hepresentsadifferent publicfaceand no two albumsare trulyalike.

Eclectictoafault, unlike all other major rock performershehaswilfully
neglected to define his own oeuvre, beyond reflectinga certain preoccupation
asalyricistwithatechnological future and as amusician with mutations of
mainstreamstyles.

Whileundeniably astylist, asisborne outby the attractive pastiches of Pin
Ups, hehastoo much artisticsubstance to justify thatas acondemnation.
Diamond Dogs, for example, despite its musical roughness, seems
increasingly to meaclassicprojection ofalostand rabid society, even
thoughIwasindifferenttoitwhenitwasreleased.

Similarly, althoughIstill don’tmuchlike alotof YoungAmericans
andfinditrather empty, I can nevertheless appreciate the different
perspective he brought to white soul, which atfirstseemed merely
parodic. Perhaps, therefore, much critical distrust of him mayhave
two origins: in hisrefusal tostand stilland be explained, and in the
coldness andisolation, the cerebration evident at the heart ofhis work,
which puts off critics and record-buyers who havebecome accustomed »

REX FEATURES
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“Warszawa” and “Art
Decade” onsidetwoof Low

- )
el
- “Idon’tthinkI’'vehadsuch
aninfluenceonhimasthe
presshasmadeout”:Brian
Eno,whoco-composed
= | :

tothewarmth andresponsiveness oftherock’n’roll tradition, a tradition
thathehasgone outofhiswaytousurp.

Ofallhisrecords, the new album, Low, is the most controversial, and
rightin the target-line of this critical bias. It'sradically different from
Station To Station, because it appears to have been conceived asa “mood”
album. Its creationrevolves around the synthesizer; the vocals on the
firstside are brief,and on the second, which consists of four electronic
instrumentals, they are used onlyas texturalaids. Furthermore, the
“mood”, evenasfarasits expressed inwhateverlyrics there are, is utterly
bleakand depressed, as the album’s title would suggest.

Yetforseveralreasons Lowstrikes me asaremarkablerecord, and
certainlythe mostinteresting Bowie has made. It’s so thoroughly
contemporary,lessinits pessimism, perhaps, though that’s deeply
relevantto these times, thatinits musical concept: thelogic of bringing
together mainstream pop-inthealbum’s disco bass-and-drums and
conventionallyric—and experimental music perfectlyindicates what
couldbethe popularartoftheadvanced societywe are movinginto, in
awaythatthe Rolling Stones, say, or even the SexPistols, whose music
relies totallyuponits black-derived rhythms, could nothope to express.

The devices of experimental music are scattered throughout the album
—forinstanceinhis employment of phoneticism (on “Warszawa” and
“Subterraneans”) and thereduction and unspecific nature oflanguage—
butinthemselves theyare notunusual; after all, the German groupslike
Kraftwerkand Tangerine Dream have also devised superior muzak, and
thesynthesizerhaslongbeenastapleweaponevenin thevulgarhands of
ELP.Butit’sinterestingnotonly that Bowieis movingacross the tracks
fromthelyricand vocaltradition, unlike these bands, butthathe’s also
anartistwhotoalargeextenthasa “fan” following, farmore populist
thanTDreamorELP.

The successful synthesis of popularand experimental music—
described by Brian Eno, who played a majorrolein the making of Low, as
two parallel mainstreams will morelikelybe achieved by a popularartist
suchas Bowiewhohasagreater understanding of, and intimacywith, the
massaudience. In this context, Lowis quite adaring venture fora
performer whose modus operandi-ie, thesize ofhis tours and venues,
the costofhisalbums, etc-is determined by the charts.

Anartistofthe same magnitude, like Stevie Wonder, for example, may
haveabetterappreciation of synthesizers and have more satisfactorily
assimilated electronicsinto (black) pop music, buthe’s alwaysrespected
the conservatism ofhisaudience and used this knowledge to enhance his
abilitiesrather than transform the nature ofhis music.
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Ontheotherhand, LouReed’s Metal Machine Music,an album
whichinvites some comparison with Low, seemslike abizarre
aberration, or certainly an eccentricity, because our past
experience ofhimasadeadpanlyricist, often working the theme
ofdecadence, doesn’t prepare usto believe in the experiment;
moreover, ithadlimited influence because RCA didn’t promote it.

RCA, itappears, have alsobeen dismayed by Low. The album
should have been out for Christmas (the deadline foritsrecording
was November 16), but RCA executives freaked because they
weren’tsure how to marketit. Some of them thought theyhad
another Metal Machine Musicon theirhands.

Thereisalsoastory that Tony Defries, who managed Bowie
duringhisrisetostardom, and hasretained his proprietary
manner, tried to have the album stopped on the grounds that
thereweren’tenoughvocals and itwould damage Bowie’s career.
Allofwhichhasbeen disproved by Bowie’s seemingly automatic
entryinto the charts.

Accordingto Tony Visconti, the American who co-produced Low
with Bowie and who has worked with him since 1967, Bowie was
determined to surprise everyone with Lowout of afear, irrational
thoughitmayappear, of seemingpredictable.

“To promote thelast two albums he musthave done more than 200
shows,” says Visconti, whose wife, the former Mary Hopkin, sings
briefly on “Sound And Vision”. “He was absolutely tired of being
RCA’ssure thing, and healso felthe waslosing his pioneer spirit.

“David described the album to me as farbackas July,because he
asked meifI could producelggy’salbumfirstand thenhisown,
whichhe said was going to be veryrevolutionary.

“Hewastryingto produce Jimmy'’s [Osterberg, Iggy’sreal name]
albumatthe Chateaud’'Herouville, buthe said the engineers were
provinghopeless.Itold himitwasimpossible forme, andjusttodo
hisbest.” (Thealbum, infact, is called TheIdiot,based upona
painting Bowie found, dating from 1906, ofaman who Viscontisays
bearsastrikingresemblance to Iggy Pop.)

Visconti, however, was enthusiasticabout helping to record whatwas
thenbeing called New Music Night And Day, a title designed to express
the difference between sides one and two, whichin the planningstages
was even moreradical. Bowie intended both sides to be absolutely
contrasting, but the firstwas meanttobe “rawrockn’roll”, not the
strangerockmusak that’sresulted, where two of the cuts, “Speed Of
Life” and “A New Career InA New Town”, even have no vocal atall.

Whathappened, explains Visconti, was that Bowie then laid down
10tracksinthestyle of thefirstside and was goingto abandon theidea
oftwo different sides but for the event thathe developed something of
amental blockaboutthelyrics.

“Eversince The Man Who Sold The Worldhe haswritten thelyrics after
the music, butin this case he couldn’t come up with more than one verse
forsome things, whichiswhyalotof the tracks fade out.

“Hismoodwas far from optimisticwhen we wererecordingat the
Chateau. Itwas absolutely the worst. Alot of things were happening to
him, and we had alot of setbacks. For one thing, we found the studio
totallyuseless. The people whonowownitdon’tseemto care. Weall
came downwith dysentery. David and Iwere in bed for two days.

“Also, he chose the Chateauto getawayfromall those peoplein
America, buttheyallfound out where he was. Hereallyis too gregarious
forhisown good, he’stookind, and he just couldn’t tell them to fuck off.
Sowe gotnoworkdone.”

Thealbumwasfinished, infact,inaweekand ahalfatHansa By The
Wall, astudioin the old “West End” of Berlin. They were watched by East
Germanborder guards astheyrecorded.

Moredistressingly, Bowie was suing hisimmediately previous
manager, Michael Lippman, in Paris. There were several reasons for
thedissolution of their association, but Bowie maintained for one that
Lippman pledged he would get the right to score The Man Who Fell To
Earth, which eventually went to John Phillips.

“Subterraneans”, thelasttrack on Low, was actually composed for the
soundtrack, which Bowie worked on with Paul Buckmaster.

“Hewas away for about four daysin Paris, dealingwith this deposition,”
says Visconti, “and he was absolutely down for thatmonth. Imustsay[
have greatrespectforhim for callingit Low, 'cause that’s exactly whathe
was. Thereason there are not that much lyricsis thathe had absolutely
nothingto say; there wasnothing outside himself. SoI think for the first
timeinhislyricshe’sreallysayingsomethingabouthimself.”



DAVID BOWIE

The decision to persevere with the two-side conceptwas further
promoted during Bowie’s absence in Paris, when Eno wrote “Warszawa”,
the piece thatbegins side two. Bowie apparentlysaid itreminded him
ofaPolish choirhehadheard asachild, and a “Polish” vocal was added
—inreality some phonetic speech slowed down and then speeded up-
sothathesounds,inhisown phrase, “like a 12-year-old Polish boy
glorifyingthe Socialiststate”.

Eno’sinvolvementwith Lowwasimportant butnotcrucial, ashasbeen
suggested. Hewas onlyat the Chateau for one weekin thewhole of the
September theyrecorded there, andis onjusttwo of the four tracks on the
second side. Nevertheless, hisrecords, like those of the German groups
TDream, Neu!and Kraftwerk, had a catalytic effect. Indeed, when Eno
gotto the Chateauhe wasastonished to find thatboth Iggyand Bowie
could hum, note for note, No Pussyfooting, the electronic album he made
with Bob Fripp.

Several of Eno’shypotheses and attitude towards music, such as the
artistic potential of muzak, are shared by Bowie, he feels. Eno, for
instance, is approaching the Planned Music Company, which markets
muzakin this country, with aview to producingrecords for themthatare
notonlyenvironmental butwhich also express that tension between
doubtand certaintythat creates art—“ambientmusic,” he callsit, “that
works in the same wayas nicelighting:it tints the environment.”

He’sbeen encouraged in thisbeliefby the commercial success ofhis
own Discreet Musicon the Obscurelabel; low-definition music thatis
apparently popularatdinner parties, it puts the “fun” into functional.

“Ithinkthisis somethingthat Bowieisinterestedinaswell,” he argues.
“The point ofusing phonetics, I believe, was to getrid of thelanguage
element. Ifyouuselanguage youcannotbuthelplead themindina
particularway. As soon as there’slanguage it creates afocus, and it’s very,
verydifficultnottoacceptthatasthe central pointof the piece, with the
otherinstrumentsranked, orarranged, round it, supportingit.

“Nowifyouwantto have music that’s gota ‘drifting’ aspecttoit, it'svery
hard tomakelyrics thatwillfit. Ithinkhe hasjustbecome aware of this
problem offocusinapiece of music, ofhow much youwantand howmuch
youdon’twant. One of the interesting questions thatall those German
bandsbroughtup was that they produced music thatwasveryunfocal-it
hadalotof‘drift’ init, ifyoulike, whereasrock

“Hesaid whenhefirstheard Discreet Music,he couldimaginein the
future that youwould go into supermarkets and there would be arack of
‘ambience’ records, allin very similar covers.

“And-thisismyaddition-theywouldjusthavetitleslike ‘Sparkling’, or
‘Nostalgic’, or ‘Melancholy’ or ‘Sombre’. Theywould allbe moodetitles,
and so cheap to buyyou could chuck them awaywhen you didn’twant
themanymore.”

Bowie, byallaccounts, is said tolead arigorousintellectuallife.
Accordingto Visconti, heliterallyassaults himselfwithideas.In Berlinhe
hasbeen goinginartgalleriesalmost every day; hisknowledge ofart
approaches thatofa connoisseur, Visconti claims.

“EverytimelIgotherehe’sinto somethingnew. Also, he’sthe only guy
who, whenhe’s on tour, never staysin hishotel room. He always puts on
adisguise and goes out onto the streets.

“ThelasttimeIwasinBerlin we went out to aworking-class place,
akind of Hammersmith Palais. And there are all the drag clubs which
are quiterespectable over there. Hereallywants to knowwhat people
aredoingand thinking.

“We canwork togetherbecause he’saverynon-technical person-
he probablycouldn’t change a plug—andIcantranslate whathe wants.
I'mavery, veryfastworker, sohe’snotfrustrated with me, and'man
arranger and amusician aswell [Viscontiplays bass]. Buthe’s so full of
ideas, ifanything, Thaveto edithim.Infact,it’s toointense to be around
himforanylength oftime.”

Enoalso paystribute to hisintellectual curiosity, pointing out that
Bowie hasresisted every encouragement from the musicindustry
nottobeinteresting. “Inasense,” Enosays, “Ithinkthatmostofhis
albumsare quite experimentalin that they strike me asalwaysbeing
todowith hybridising things. He’s quite conscious of beingeclectic.
Lowisatransitionalrecord, you see, as mostrecords are by people who
areinteresting.”

YetBowieimpresses even his friends asbeing fundamentally detached
from people. Certainly he’s contemptuous of the musicindustryand
press, butalsonone ofhis personal friends, it’s said, are musicians, apart
fromIggy (whom he nowmanages) and perhaps his guitarist, Carlos
Alomar, withwhomhe has averygood workingrelationship. (Visconti

saysthat “Fame” grew out of Alomar’sriffto

musichastraditionallyhad alotof ‘anchorage’.

“Like myself, hewas veryimpressed by
theother tradition-thekind of vocalrock
tradition-so the problem of the age, asfaras
I'mconcerned, is to bringthose two things
together comfortably. That’s why therecord
isexperimental.

“When1did Another Green WorldThad a
problem becausehad some numbers of this
‘drifting’ nature, and others thatwere songs.
I'solved the problem by mixing themallup
together, so the dichotomyisn’tso evidentasif
one had putthem onseparate sides.Icould have
doneitonesideassongsand oneas

“Most of his
albums are to
do with
hybridising
things”

aversion of Springsteen’s “It's Hard To Be A
SaintInThe City”, which Bowie was producing
inPhiladelphiaforathree-piece-including
Ava Cherryand Warren Peace—called The
Astronettes. Because of business hassles,
thegroup neverappeared onrecord.)
Viscontiisone ofhisoldestfriends, and he
maintains that Bowie takes pridein being
emotionless. “I'veseenhimatthe edge of
despair, butasfaras marriage andlove are
concerned, he claimstobeaboveit. Everything
goestohisheadandnothisheart.”
“BeMyWife”, therefore, whose emotional
message could notbe more explicit, would

instrumentalsandto tell you the truth, the
reasonldidn’'twasbecauselIdidn’tdare.

“Ithought, thisisgonnabetoobizarreto
do.Ithoughtitwouldindicate thatI
thoughtthese two things to be unrelated
tooneanother. SoTadmire him for what
hedid.Butldon'tthinkI'vehad suchan
influence onhimasthe presshasmade
out, orassumed. Itishisalbum, and he got
intouchwithmebecauselthinkhe
recognised thatIwasinasimilar position.

“Iknow heliked Another Green World a
lot,andhemust’verealised that there were
these two parallel streams of working
goingoninwhatIwas doing,and when
you find someone with the same problem
you tend to become friendly with them.”

Infact, Eno suspects Bowie strongly
influenced his own approach to music
concerningthe marketing of disposable
records, a corollaryofhisfascination
withmuzak.

appeartobeanunusuallyunguarded
momentinthecareerofanartistwhohas
generallyheeded thatdictum of Arnold
Wesker: thatan action taken without
intellectis flabbyand sentimental.
Whether Lowisyetanotherrole for the
crackedactoror, asIthink, aninspired
attemptat creating trulymodernrock
music-oreven, asis possible, both of
those options—itcannotby called
flabby. Attheveryleast, though Bowie
maybeasnake, histwistsand turnsare
asextraordinarytobeholdasthe
periodic sheddings ofhisappearance.
Inthe meantime, he continuestolive
abroad, perhaps for the nexttwoyears,
and perhapsstillin Berlin, awalled-in
citythatisstuffed with all the benefits
of civilised culture. Berlinlacks only
oneattribute, but thatamajor one: the
beautyofnature. And wherein David
Bowiewillyoufind that? Michael Watts o
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“Weaint

The make
a second album, and
spend a very strange
evening hanging out
with .
Later, they ponder their
reputation. “They call
us assholes,”’ says
stealth Eric Clapton
fan Tommy Ramone.
“l guess we really

get to them.”
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KATE SIMON

geniuses

MELODY MAKER

EWYORK: THE eveningbegan, somewhat ominously, with aslowride

inanantiquated elevator whose door didn’t close. Ten floors later, its

passengers emerged in Redfield Sound, a small rehearsal studio on West

20th Street where a buffet meal was served with champagne. Nuggets was

playing quietly through studio speakers, an apt choice since Lenny Kaye,

who compiled these relatively obscure tracks onto one album, was
prominentamong the throng.

The occasionwas thefirst publichearing ofthe Ramones’ second album, Ramones Leave
Home, which, after theinvited listeners had been given an opportunity to get suitably wired
onalcoholand/or pungent smoking mixture, was played veryloudly to the assembled guests.

Three of the Ramoneswere present, Johnny, Dee Dee and Tommy, all dressed in the
obligatoryjeans, tennis shoes and leatherjackets. Joey, the singer, is currentlyin hospital,
wherehe mayhave tohave an operation onhis ankle; he wasrepresented by his brother.
AlsoonhandwasJohn Camp, the bass player for Renaissance, whose music seems at the
absolute opposite end of the music spectrum to that of the Ramones. Significantly, Camp
declined to be photographed with the three Ramones present. Renaissance, of course, record
forSireinthe US, asdo the Ramones.

While sophisticated would notbe quite the rightword, the Ramones’ second-floor effortis
agooddeallessrawthan theirfirst. Greater attention hasbeen paid to the production, which
makesthe overall picturealotless amateurish than before. They’'ve discovered echo, and this
takes away thatrather flat, droningvocal sound and addsimmensely to the numerous guitar
riffs.

Onceagain there're 14 tracks that make up just over 30 minutes, and consequently each
songaverages outatjustover a couple of minutes. There are no guitar solos, no slowsongs and

justonenon-original, “California Sun”. The urgency
isstillthereand onatleast one trackyoucanhearDee
DeeRamone’s frenzied count-in which stands outso
muchin theirlive shows.

Coupled with their new-found studio inventiveness
istheuse ofvocalharmony, hithertoscornedin
favour
ofvocalunison. One tracksounded uncannilylike the
earlyWho, inthe days when Roger Daltreywas
experimentingwithanot-quite-falsettovocalstyle,
while anotherreminded me of the Stones, circa
Between The Buttons, probablybecause the
instrumentation was sparser than usual.

But the majority of tracks exude that manic, urgent
approach toaninstantflash ofsongthatmarked the
firstalbum. Ideasare never developed, justexposed »



JoeyRamone:knownas
JeffreyHymanbefore
adoptingthealias Jeff
Starshipasleadsingerwith
glam-punkbandSniperin
1972, thenco-foundingthe
Ramones twoyearslater

-
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flatand brutal, over before they’ve almostbegun and only occasionally
memorable. So manyinstanttracks played so fastbackto backmake
itextraordinarilyhard to differentiate between one and another,
especiallywhen themixfavours the guitaristrather than the singer.
Ididn’tcatch onetitle, apartfrom “California Sun”, yetthelyrics
seemed to dealwith boy/girlrelationshipsrather thanviolence or glue-
sniffing, agesture thatwill surelyfind sympathywith people who make
upradio playlists.
“Wespentatleasttwiceaslongmakingthisalbumaswedid onthe

first,” guitaristJohnny Ramone told me after the albumhad been played.

He could not, though, remember justhowlong thatwas: “Most of
November, I'think.”

Despite the punkimage of the Ramones, Johnny, like his colleagues, is
anamiable enough fellow evenifheisnottoo bright. It’s difficult to prise
more thana couple of sentences from his reluctant mouth.

“Welike to get theidea ofasongacross quick, leave outall the slackand
playfast,” said JohnnywhenIcommented on the length of the tracks.
“Wetrytowriteasongadaywhenwe’re duetorecord. We'llgetup inthe
morningandsay, ‘Let’swriteasongtoday, and geton withit. Sometimes
ittakes 30 minutes and sometimes it takes thewhole day. Then we
rehearseitto getitrightuntilwe playitonstage.

“Weevenhadafewsongsthatwedidn’tevenbothertorecord,and one
thatwerecorded butleft off the album. We wanted to keep it to 14 tracks.”

Johnnywas particularlyvague about the cancelled British tour with
the SexPistols. He had wanted to go over but manager Danny Fields
decided againstitand the group seem to havelittle sayin business
matters, probably awise state of affairs.

“Ienjoyed thelasttimewe wentto England,” said Johnny. “Iremember
playingthe Roundhouse on July4, Independence Day, and thatwas fun.
Itseemed thatthe dates on thislast tour weren’tso good, so Danny
cancelled it, butwe’'re due backin February or March.”

The Ramoneswill play some datesin New York over the Christmas
period provided thatJoey’sanklehashealed up, then spend early New
Yearin California before coming to England.

Attheend ofthe eveningayoung, dark-haired girl opened herblouse
torevealaperfectfigure. The gesture,
largely unnoticed, was enough. We spent
theeveningproddingeach otherwith
safetypins. Chris Charlesworth

¢ EYMAN!” PLEADS a panic-
stricken Dee Dee Ramone.

“Ifyahitme, [ain’t gonnahit
yaback!I've got too muchrespectforya!
Anyway, I don'tknow how many armed
bodyguardsyagothiddenin the kitchen
who’ll come burstin’ through the door
with their gunsblazin’ifIdo!”

Nevertheless, Dee Dee stands his ground.
Armspressedrigidlyagainst the sides of the body, fists
clenched, eyes half-closed, bracinghimselffora KO punch
thatisneverlaunched.

“Justleave me alonewillya!!” hehollers defiantly at Phil
Spector—who, afterhanding me his automatic pistol for safe
keeping, is executingafastAlishuffleinchesin frontofhis
distraughthouse guest.

Joey, Johnny and Tommysilentlyanticipate the next move. If
there’sgottobearumble, they'reready—-ifsomewhatreluctant.

“Icameoverhere thiseveningatyourinvitation,” pleads
Dee Dee, who'snolonger talkingto Spector butscreamingat
him atthetop ofhis powerfullungs, “to admire your house,
listen to your music and party, not to fightwithya, sojustcutit
out, before someone gets hurt!”

Idon’tthinkDee Dee’sreferring to himself. The blank cutesy
mask thatusuallyadorns Dee Dee’s fresh featureshasin
secondsbecome screwed into an expression of terminal angst.
Thekid’s confused.

“DeeDeeR-A-M-0O-N-E-Imeanthat’syourname?” Spector
continues taunting, “Iwas also broughtup on the streets of
New York, solet’sseeifyou'velearntanything... oneonone...
Sowhatchawaiting for!”
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The eveninghad commenced quite favourably. As soon as the
Ramones’ scene-maker Rodney Bingenheimer and yours trulyhad
arrived atthe heavily fortified Chez Spector, we had been made to feel
mostwelcome. Infact,itappeared that Spectorwas on hisbestbehaviour.

First, the youngest of Spector’s three kids had dashed up toJoey and
aftertakingstock ofhisheighthad asked, “Areyouabasketball player?”

“No,” theembarrassed stickinsecthad replied.

“Areyousureyou're notabasketball player?” was the repeated enquiry.

“Sure!” affirmed Joey, precariously rocking from side to side on hislong,
spindlylegs.

From the momentwe entered the room, itwas obvious that Phil Spector
was fascinated byJoey Ramone’s quirky charisma, in very much the same
way as hehad been enamoured by Blondie’s Debbie Harry, a couple of
weeks earlier.

“J-0-E-YR-A-M-0O-N-E...J-O-E-YR-A-M-O-N-E,” Spector would trill
inadmirationlike a cracked record.Ifhe could transmogrify Debbieinto
a’70sversion of Ronnie Spector, then Joeywas Dion’s heir apparent.

Spectormadeno secretofthefactthatinJoeyhesensed thekind of
dormant potential from which Great Phil Spector Productions are made.
No pussyfooting: Spector expressed a desire to produce aJoey Ramone
soloalbum.

Flattery didn’tget Spector anywhere. After hours of discussing the
matter, Joeypolitelyinformed his new-found fan that the Ramonesare a
four-man democracyand that they’ve made no contingency plans for
individual projects.

Nottobedeterred. Spectorinsisted thatthe Ramoneswould never be
bigger than theyarerightnow. He suggested apossiblelabel change.

“Icanmakeyouinto thestarsthatyouwanttobe,” he claimed.

Theylistened towhathe had to say. Seemingly, moneywasno obstacle.
He quoted telephone-number guarantees. The Ramones were impressed.
The Ramoneswere dumbstruck. The Ramones became confused.
Communication breakdown and arapid deteriorationin detente.

PartofPhil Spector’shome entertainment often includes the sort
ofbizarreblack-comedyanticsI've described. Pushingunsuspecting
visitors beyond theirlimits and then observinghow theyreact. One

dayit’llbackfire. Dee Deerefusesto allowSpectorto getthe
better ofhim.
“I'mneurotic,” blurtsthe exasperated Ramone. “And, of
allpeople, youshould appreciate what thatmeans!”
Thatremarkstops Spector dead in his tracks. Spector
apologises profuselyforhisbehaviourand aless-than-
memorablesoireereachesananticlimax.




STHETITLE of their second album
A implies, the Ramones left the comparative

safety of theirhome in Queens, clad only
inthe threadbare clothes they stood upin, to
discover Middle America. Here’s the crunch.

Except for afew big cities, Middle America

RAMONES

“Weain’tgeniuses,” brags Tommy, “butwe sure
ain’tdumb. A dumb person couldn’twrite outlyrics.
Wejusttellitlikeitis. And, inawaythatmostkids
canunderstand.”

Gabba-Gabba-Hey!

Perhaps, Iproffer,any schmucksmearis

hadn’theard of the Ramones. That’s when the
trouble started.

BeingBigIn Britain, A Cult On The Continent
justdidn’tcutitwith the hard-nosed proprietors
of singlesbarswhere nobodywearingleather,
denimand sneakerswasadmitted.

Tomake mattersworse, $250 a gigdoesn't
cover $500-a-dayroad expenses.

Thingsare abitbetter for the Ramones out
here onthe West Coast, butonlyjust...

Earlierin the day,Iran the Ramones to
groundin LA’s Tropicana Motel—aninfamous
rock’n’roll pit-stop whichmayhavelongsince
seenbetterdays, butstillboasts the bestand

“We missed
the spirit of
the '60s — that
good-time
feeling”

justabacklash from those people whose
musical tasteshave become too sophisticated?
Theremarkdoesn’tregister with anyonein
theroom.

Idrawpictures.Igetaminimalresponse.

“Theycallusshitheads,” says Tommy, “they
callusassholes...Iguesswereally getto them.”

Acruelsmile decorates the edge ofhismouth.
“Theyjustdon’tunderstand whatrock’n’rollis
reallyallabout!”

Aproductoftrash culture, the Ramones soak
up inspiration from movies, comicbooks, TV
andevery other form ofinstant mass media,
like bread soaks up gravy. This particular

cheapest coffee shopin town. Nobodyserves
greasebetterthan Duke’s.

The Ramones seemed quite athome inits claustrophobic confines.
Apartfromapile of old comics and rock papers on thefloor, the
onlyothersigns of occupation were Dee Dee’s sweat-soaked sneakers
dryingin the sun outside the bathroom windowand asmall blackleather
hand-grip stuffed with clean T-shirts.

When the Ramonesleave home, they travellight.

When, in the firstweeks of thisyear, the Ramones released their second
LP, ourman Murray confirmed in hisreviewwhat so many people have
alreadyfeltabout the Blank Generation’s Mop Tops—that unlike most
groupswho achieveimmortalityviaa Saturday-morningtelevision
cartoonseries, the Ramones bypassed the Jackson Five/Archies route
byatleastfive yearsand manifested themselves asreal-life cartoon
charactersthe moment they stepped on stage at CBGB a couple of years
backandrealised they outnumbered theiraudience. The Ramoneshave
confounded thesceptics by demonstrating that theyare far frombeinga
one-offephemeral phenomenon.

Dee Deeplaysbass. Arehabilitated ex-doper, he confesses thathe
usedtoliveinagluebag. That’'shim squattingbarefoot on the floor
remarkingthatiftheripsin the knees ofJoey’s denims get much bigger
he’llbe wearing Bermudashorts. Joey’s the tall ganglingone. Hewas
theneighbourhood outcast
until therestoftheband
befriended him. No cartoonist

everdreamtup suchan original
character. Joeysings. He'salso
veryshy.

The guywhojusttookthe
phone offthe hookisJohnny.
Hetalksveryfast, plays buzz
guitarand thinksalot.

Tommy plays drums. He
actstough. Probablyfights
dirty. He’srecliningonthebed
tuckinghis dime-store shades
intohistangled hair. They
remind me of the BoweryBoys!

Tommy speaks first.

“Yaknow...alottapeople
didn’teven thinkwe could put
outafirstalbum.”

Histonewascynical. “They
said, ‘Theseguysaregreatlive,
butcantheydoitagain? We
have. ButIguessthey’ll probably
alwayssaythataboutus!

Joeynodssilentlyin
agreement. Tommyargues
thatjustbecause the Ramones’
musicishumorous, thereare
thosewhorefuseto take the
group seriously.

TheRamonesin1977:
(I-r)DeeDee, Joey,
TommyandJohnny

afternoon, theygetinspired.

Toaman, they'reintrigued byanewsitem onTVaboutsomeone
with over20 dogs and catswho died inan apartmentand has been
devoured byhis/her pets. The pathologist, says the newscaster, hasyet
tosex theskeleton.

“Ithink,” jestsJohnny, “we’ll probablywrite asongabout that. Anyway,
rock’n’rollshould be afun thing. You don’thave to go outon stage and
yellatthe crowd, ‘Yawannaboogie! Yawannarock'n'roll?Y’allhigh?"”

ITHOUT GOING INTO boring detail, theroots of the
& ; ; ; Ramones are to be found amongst the remnants of
innumerable aborted high school garage bands, but
according to Johnny, the Ramones banded together for a different
reason from those groups they’d been associated with.

“We'dbeen friends for about 10 years or so, and we were just getting
bored withmusic. Wejustcouldn’ttakeitanylonger.”

“Weall seemed tomiss the spiritof the '60s,” interjects Tommy from the
bed. “All thatgood-time feelinghas gone. Rock got too progressive, which
isfineifyoulike thatkindathing, but we felt there was a desperate need
forthe greatrockfeel ofbandslike The Kinks and the Stones.”

Tommy continues. “Where we come from, there’s a great guitarist on
everyblock.Iguessit’sthesamein everyneighbourhood, like you'll
alwaysfind agood tenor saxplayerin everybigapartmentbuilding. So
it'snobigdealanymore.

“When Eric Clapton came alongitwas great, butnow there’s amillion
kids playing Clapton guitarlicks. Maybe theyre not playing them quite as
good, but they’re playing'emjustthe same. Everythingbecame too slick.
The excitementhad gone. There were no pop songs.”

“Sowewrote somesongswewanted to hear,” says Johnny. “The only
reason that the Ramones came into existence was simply because
Americanradio hasbecomesolow-energy.I'mcertain ‘YouReally Got
Me’ or ‘Do Wah Diddy Diddy’ wouldn’tstand achance ontheradioifthey
had come outnowinstead of the mid-'60s.

“AtleastEngland managed to moveinto the '70s with singles bandslike
TRexand Slade, butmostoftheirrecordsdidn’tgetairplayin America.”

Though press coverage hasbeen forthcoming, the Ramoneshave
receivedrestricted airplay.

“We'reworking on thatone,” admits Tommy.

Could be thatthe Ramones’ newsurfsingle, “Sheenals APunkRocker”,
willresolve anyimbalance. Ifit doesn’t then we mightall aswell packup
and gohome. Any buzz-saw band that persistently plays at 78rpm must
haveahead startover therestofthe pack. That’s, of course, unless they
runoutofenergy.

“Weusually wear outaudiences before we wear out ourselves,” insists
RamoneJohnny.

“Andwe're gettingfaster every day. We listen to our second album, and
that’sfaster than ourfirst, and even that soundsreal slow. Our normal set
consists of 17 songs and takes 30 minutes to perform. Amonth ago, the
same setlasted 37 minutes.

“Whenwe played Seattle the otherweek,” hereveals, “weknocked up
17 songs, took a five-minute break, came back, played another 14 songs,
acoupleofencores,and westillhadn’tbeen on stage foran hour. The only
troubleis, it tends to make us feel faint!” RoyCarr @
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SEX PISTOLS

TheSexPistolsin
early1977:(l-r) Paul
9 Cook,GlenMatlock,
= Steve Jonesand
= JohnnyRotten

20 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1977



sk of the hurricane

|




MICHAEL OCHS ARCHIVES / GETTY

[

JANUARY —NNRGH

MSTERDAM’S PARADISO IS much bigger than

I'dimagineditto be-atleast twice the size of the

Marquee, for instance, with the ambience of a much

friendlier Roundhouse, abalcony, two quirky bars,

pooland pinball, a high (five-foot) stage with

stained-glass windows behind, and hardly any sign
of the public dope scene for which it’s famous.

Two black guys morosely attemptto sell cocaine outside as Guardian
rockwriter Robin Denselow and Ishuffleinjustin time for The Vibrators’
openingnumber.

Formostoftheaudience, “No Fun”istheir first taste oflive English
punkrock, and there could hardlybe abetter way to start: tongue-in-
cheeknihilism, stampedingguitarsand grotesque flash. They're
amused, seem to enjoyit, give it quite a good reception. The Vibrators’
setisreviewedin fullin OnThe Town.

Backstage, The Heartbreakers and Sex PistolswanderinasThe
Vibratorswander out. Afterawhile there’s a completely different
populationin the concrete-boxdressingroom, andI'sidle over and set
up the tape machine next to Pistols drummer Paul Cook.
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S thebehestofhis
<y

“Right,youfuckers,
we'regonnadoone
more”:Rotten,at

Paul Cook: Youdone the one at the 'Undred Club
thattime, didn’tya?
NME:Yeah, along, longtime ago.
GlenMatlock: Wasyou the bloke thatwas gonna
“splitdown themiddle”?
NME: No, themain thingI've written about you
wasintheStranglers piece, actually...
Cook: Luring 'eminto saying naughty things.
[Hugh Cornwell had called Rotten “a paranoid
clown”.]
NME: Peoplewere sayingat the timewhatabad
dealitwasfor the Pistols, runninginto all this
trouble, anditseemed to meifanythingitwas
helpingyou, because youwere getting all these
frontpages.Imean, you'reahousehold name
now. ButImustadmititseems to have changed
somewhatsince then.
Matlock: Backfired? Insome ways, yeah.It’sall
partofit, though, isn'tit, all the mad hassle. The
more madder the better.
NME:Idon’tknow howyoustand the pressure
ofit, though.
Cook:We'reused toitalready. Ijustthinkit’s
aload ofbollocks.Idon’tknowwhytheyall
write aboutit.
Matlock: Youdon'tbelieveittillyou've been the
otherside ofitreally.
Cook: Like thatthingattheairport.I'mnot
kidding, straight up, we couldn’t believe it when
we gotover here. Someone phoned up, said this
thatand the other—wejust couldn’tbelieveit.
Therewasapressbloke waiting, [suppose; just
waitingattheairportforsomethingto 'appen.
Wejustacted ournaturalselves. Itjustbeats me.
NME:Wasn’tthereanythingatall?
Cook: Nothing. Really. The bloke from EMIwas
withusallthetime. Hewould have saidif there
was, buthedidn’t.
NME:I'veheardyou’regonnarefusetolet them
[EMI] break the contract.
Cook: Come on, we're notjustgonnalet’'em
say, “Getoffthelabel, do this, dothat.”
NME: Youwouldn’tratherjustgo
somewhereelse?
Cook: That’s the point, innit? We're
justlettingMalcolm sortitout.
Matlock: A contract’sacontract.
Ifyousignacontract, right,and
sixmonthslater theysayyougotta
tearitup...
Cook:Iftheydoitwithus, what
chance have otherbands got?
NME: ButIwould have thought that
workingwithacompanythatwasso
againstyou, you'dratherjustgetout.
Cook:Yeah, butit’s the people atthe topwho are againstus. The peoplein
therecord company, like the A&R guys whowork on the shop floor, they’re
behind theband, and they’ve gotabsolutelynosayinit.It’syerJohn Reads
—he’sthe guythat’sin charge ofall of EMI, notjusttherecord company.
Matlock: He doesn'tnormallyinterfere.
NME:Whathappened before the Grundyinterview? It seemed at the
timelikeyouwerejustsitting there-right, here’s our opportunity,
we’regonnagetontheboxand...
Matlock: Swear!
NME: Create havoc.
Matlock: No, we justwent thereand satinaroom forabitandhad abeer
each,and he asked us afew questions—wejustanswered them. Thatwas
it. We never even spoke to the guy before it. He wasjust, like, sitting there,
y’know-helooked abitkinda pissed.
Cook:Ithinkheincited (obscured), buthe asked John-Johnsaid “Shit”
underhisbreath—and hesaid, “WHATWASTHAT?” He said, “Nothing,
no,nothing.” He said, “Come on, come on, lwannahearit”, y’know. What
doeshe expect?

manager,cuesup
4 | anotherencore
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NME:There’s also at the moment arather nasty rumour going around

thatyoudidn’tplayon therecord.

Cook: We 'eard that too. We got on to them straightawayand gotaletter
of written apology. We ’eard it on theradio, couldn’tbelieve thatone
either.Itseems totallywrongto go... (obscured)

NME: One of the rumoursis that Speddingwas on therecord.

Cook: Spedding can’tplayas good as that (laughs).

NME: You did someworkwith Spedding, though, didn’t you?

Cook: Threetracks. Alongtime ago, though. Wereallyrushed in, butwe
comeoutofitallright. He produced on’em. Itwasallright.

NME: But the singleis categoricallyyoulot?
Cook: Sorry?
NME:Thesingle’s definitely youlot?

Cook: Ohyeah, yeah. Whata question! (Laughs) How canyou believe it?

NME:Idon’tbelieve.Igottaaskit, haven’t1?

Cook: Yeah, OK. We 'eard it on Capital Radio; we just couldn’t believe it.

NME: How’s the audience here takingyou?

Cook: Ohallright. Theywas getting goinglastnight.

NME:Theyseemed tolike The Vibrators.

Cook:All thebandswentdown reallywelllastnight.
NME:Whatareyour favouritebands out of the other bands that

arearound?
Cook: Theseboys.

NME:The Heartbreakers? Whatdo youreckon to The Vibrators?
Cook:Ah,you'retryingto putmein thattrap again what the Stranglers

fell for.

NME:Theydidn’tfall for anything. They’d decided to give that

interviewbeforeIwalkedin theroom.

Cook: Howotherbands canjustgo outand say
thingsabout...Ithinkanyband that'saboutat
themoment, trying to do somethingnew, give
’em credit foritwhetheryoulike 'em ornot.
Don’tjustgooutandslag’em off, whetheryou
like’em ornot.Ithinkit'sgood thatthey’rejust
doingit, thatit’ssomethingnew.

Jones: (Fromacrossroom) Who's this?

Cook: He’s from the NME.

Jones: What’syour name?

NME: PhilMcNeill.

Jones: (Aggressively) Oh, are you?

Cook: No, they've been good to uslately.

NME:We’vebeengood toyouall along. What’s

allthisabout spittingat the audience?
Cook:Wedon't. Youbeenreading
toomuch Daily Mirror.

NME: Well, in the wake of reports
ofJohn spittingat the audience,
somebandshavesstarted doingit.
Cook: Weread thatin the presstoo,
and suddenlywe were playingand
everyonestarted spittingatus.
That'swhat they thoughtwe
wanted, y'know. Gobbingatus.
InManchester or somewhere.
NME:What’syourreaction to
seeingpeoplewith safety pins
though their cheeks?
Cook:I'veseenthattoo, yeah.
NME:Itseemslikeit'sa
development ofJohnwearing
safetypins through his shirt.
Cook: Let'em dowhattheywanna
do, that’swhatIsay. Who cares?
NME:Andwhat about the great
Nazithingthat'sgoingaround
now? Yougotalottakids coming
toyour gigs thesedayswearing
Naziemblems and safety pins
through theirfaces and God knows
whatelse.

Cook: Theytakeittoo seriously, they
reallydo. IftheywannawearaNazi
armband, let’'em.Idon’tthinkkids

It'sagoodshape.

isPhil...
Rotten: Noway.
Cook:He’sfrom...

days’ time.

“We’re not just
gonna let em
say, ‘Get off
the label, do
this, do that™

T
March2,1977:Paul
CookandSteve Jones
intheaudiencefor
TheHeartbreakersat
theRoxyin London’s
CoventGarden

arethatpolitical, reallymean what theydo. Theylike the shape ofit.

NME: What about the Pistols? What’s your politics?
Cook:Dowhatyouwannado. That'swhatwe're doing, and getting
turned down for doingit. Doyouwannatalk to John forawhile? (Rotten
isstanding nearby, back to us; Cook tugs hisarm) John.John!Here, this

Rotten: (Obscured, shrugging Cook off)
Cook: (Slightly put out) Allright. He don’twanna do it.

already-the Dolls, a heavied Ramones, not so fast, though - the
reception’s comparatively quiet but the friendly atmosphere
combined with the blazingrock onstage... it’s a helluva gig.
Iinterview The Vibratorsin the Paradiso office. They’re euphoric
because the guyfrom Amsterdam’s other main club, the Melkweg, who
blew out the gigshe’d booked for The Vibrators when the Grundy/Pistols
thingerupted, came down lastnightand has booked them in for two

T HEHEARTBREAKERS'’ SET flashes by. It'sbeen said here

Achargeshiverstheroomas “Anarchy In The UK” lams outin the
background; Malcolm McLaren arrives and huddles heatedlywith The
Vibrators’ manager. Bread.

Afewsongsinto the Pistols’ setwe wind down the interview; it will
appear here sometime soon. Butlet’s go check the naughtyboys...

TheJohnny Rotten Showis wellunder way. Longtime no see. Not much
sign of the vastimprovementsin playing we've heard about: the sound’s

much clearerthanthe early days, butthe
musicisstill primitive. Without Rotten they’re
agood, heftydrummer, an ordinarybassist
and amediocre guitarist.

“Substitute” and others go by. The crowd are
up forthefirsttime, standingfascinated but
diffident. Rotten goes through his ostrich-
poses, the chinjutting, the mouthleering, the
eyesrolling. They’re playingwhatseems to be
“NoFuture”.Itboaststhetitleline fromthe
National Anthem.

There’salongbreak, withalotofauraland
visualaggrobetween the punters and the
Rotten/Matlock duo, then theyresume the
song, veryloud.It’ssloppy, and itreaps silence.

Agreen-hairedladyissittingunder

aChristmastree stuck on the wall

itoccurstome, vacantly, thatitlooks
like she’swearingsome gigantichat.
ThePistolsare playing tighter,
butit’s still mightybasic. Jones
compensates for hislimited skill
withafairlinein one-notebreaks.
JohnnyRottenisaperplexing
performer. Hehasan extraordinary
abilityto enrage hisaudience.

behind thedrums, and as they gointo
“(We'reso pretty, oh so) Pretty Vacant”

Atthemostbasiclevelit’shisinsults
andhisbad behaviour, but Rottenhas
somethingdeeper. It goes deeper, too,
thanhis contemptforsocietyin songs
like “I'mALazy Sod”. And surelyit
goesbeyond hislooks, hisfleabitten,
hunchbacked cadaver.

Somehow thisguyrepels virtually
everybody, and somehow his power
reachesthroughthe tauntstothe
sensibilities of thousands, maybe
evenmillions, of people who have
onlyeverheardhisnameand seen
hispicture.

Yetheismesmerising. Hecan’tbe
ignored. He’snotjustsome hooligan
who sworeon TV, hedrags themost »

ERICA ECHENBERG / GETTY
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casual observerinto, usually, alove-haterelationship; probably the most
charismaticrockstar to emerge since Bowie.

Suddenlya couple ofkids at the frontwho have been hitting Rotten
withwoollenscarvesstartthrowingbeer. Notglasses, justbeer—but
forthislaid-backmobit’s the equivalent. While Rotten stands there,
Cookerupts from hisstooland he and the girl chuck beer back, Matlock
kickshis mic stand verynastily off the stage, and therhythmsection
storms off, Jonessstillrifling, and Rotten sends the girl to get the others
back. Theyeventually return for the onlyreally furious piece of music
theyplayallnight.

Meanwhile Malcolm McLaren stands impassive upon the mixing desk
riser, his three-piece-suited solicitor behind him

The showreallybegins aboutnow. It’s got nothing to do with music, but
sowhat?It's Entertainment. The band have left the stage—all but Rotten,
who sneers, “Ifyouwantmore you can clap forit.” Feeble applause. The
discostarts, and feetstartshuffling out.

Butachantisgenerating. Yes... yes... the Pistols are comingback.
“Whatcha GonnaDo 'BoutIt”, nihilismincarnate.

Theyendbutdon’tgo. “You'reboring,” drones Rotten. This weird
challenge to the audience torespond.Ilookround atMcLaren—and see
thathehisstandingthere gesticulating to Rotten, the upsweptarms of
the “Get Up” movement and the hands clapping overhead... and Rottenis
mimickingMcLaren. This showends when Malcolm says so.

The crowdraise ahalf-hearted chant, Rotten’sresponse: “Right, you
fuckers, we're gonna do one more, somove or else forget aboutit.”

It'saverygood version of “Anarchy”, lots of echo on the voice. End of Act.

Endofact? Noway, McLarenis signalling Rotten again, and puppet-like,
Rotten copieshim. Whether the audience wants one ornot, there’s going
tobeanotherencore. Thereis, and this time Rotten stomps offbefore
Malcolm starts signalling.

December11,1976:the Pistols
andmanagerMalcolmMcLaren
(left)atEMI'sManchester
Squarestudios,where they
recorddemosof “Problems”,
“GodSave The Queen”,“Liar”
and“NoFeelings”

Thepointofall these false encores eludes me, unless the Sex Pistols are
actuallyunliberated enough to getan ego-boost out of such conventional
trappings of success.

Theirmusicislumpen, but the spectacleis marvellous. Thatlast
sentence could easily be applied, coincidently, to showsI've seenin the
pastyearsbyQueenand the Stones—and like those bands today, the
Pistols’ main successisinshowbusiness.

athishotel. How the hell do we find it?

Wewander offin pursuit of the beleaguered mad scientist.
It'sfreezingand I haven'teaten all day. We walk for miles. Aswenear our
destination, Steve Jones runs past, bumsfive guilders off me virtuallyin
return for showinguswhere he’s staying, much to mybemusement...
Finallywe'rethere.

Andbehold, McLaren appears. For somereasonwe can’'tgoin, sowe
conducttheinterviewstandingonahotel step byacanalatthreein
themorning. McLaren looks even more wasted thanIfeel, talking
unstoppablylikeaman possessed, staringinto space. There could be
2,000 of uslistening.

“We'vehad word thatmost of the majorswon'ttouch us with bargepoles.”

Youhaven'thad offers from peoplelike Polydor, UA?

“No, that’s all guff, man-who’s spreading those kindarumours?
There’snobody afterus. We've had, Isuppose you callit, votes of
confidence from the shop floors of various record companies, butyou
begintorealise thatthose sort of people don’thave any control over the
situation, justasit’shappenedin EML

“We've had peoplelike the guy from EMI Publishing, Terry Slater; he
rang me up todayand he feels totally pissed off thathe’sbeen totally
overruled. He’s thehead of EMI Publishing; he signed us four weeks ago

MALCOLM HASAGREED to speak to Robin Denselow and me
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for£10,000and nowhe’sbeentold that’sall got tobe quashed. He’sbeen
madetolook stupid.

“The same goes for Nick Mobbs, who threatened toresign. He’'snow
beentold thatwould be veryunhealthy for him, so they can produce
awonderful statement saying on EMIno one hasresigned.

“Thereare differentbandswith different

“ButIspoke to Leslie Hill, the managing director of EMI Records, prior
toussigning. Itwas him thatwas exhilarated by theband and thrilled at
theideaofsigningtheact. Hewas fully aware of their publicimage, and
hewillnotdenythat.

“EMIhad all the tapesto all the Pistols’ songs. Theyheard them, they

were excited atthe prospectofsigning thisact

points of view. Therealsituationis that people
ontheboard ofdirectorsat EMIdonot agree
with our point. The people who actually work for
EM]I, they do. Butifthey come outand makea
statement to thateffect theywill get the sack, or
they’llhave toresign.

“Thosetruthshave never come out. What
appearsinthepressisthatwe havebeenthrown
outbyall of EMItogether,awonderful
consensus of opinion.”

Ifitcomesto the crunch and theyforce you to
terminate, willyourepaytheadvance?

“Howarewe going torepay the advance?
We've already spentall the moneymaintaining

“EMI's MD
was fully
aware of the
Sex Pistols’
public image”

and commercially gaining throughit. Wehad
had offers from other companies, butIwent
therebecause the sympathywith EMIwas
strongon the shop floor.

“NickMobbs, Tony Slater on the publishing
side, David Munns on the promotion side,
MarkRyder thelabel manager, Paul Watts
the generalmanagerand Leslie Hill the
managingdirectorallwanted to sign thisact.
Nowthey’resaying, ‘Wehave 4,000 employees
onEMIandifwe tookaconsensus of opinion
Idon’tthinkyouwouldraise the amount of
votesnecessary.

“Imadeaproposal;Isaid, ‘OK, findusan

ourselveshereand on the tour. We're outhere
promotingtheirsingle-it’snotjustoursingle.”

Isitouthere?

“Yeah, that'sthereasonwe’re here. We weren't doing any other
European territory simplybecause EMIsentamemo asking themnotto

releaseit. EMIHolland got the record
outbefore thatmemoreached them.
Now they’rewithdrawingit.”

Aretheyblockingitssale
inEngland?

“Ohyeah, it'sbeingwithdrawn
inEngland.”

Ifyoudo splitwith them, what
happenstoanytapesthatarein
thecan?

“Those questions havebeenraised.
Theywould prefer thatwe take the
lotand go awaywithit. It'sbeenvery
easy for them. Someonesignsa

— contractfor twoyears: thatisan

agreementbetween two parties. If
you cantear thatcontractupintwo
monthsbecause theydislike the opinion
oftheband-by “they” Imean the EMI
board ofdirectors—itmakesafarce ofthe
wholesituation.

“Whataboutall these otherbands that
arecomingalong? Theysignacontract
and some guy atthe top, notsome A&R guy
who’sresponsible for signing, says, Tdon't
likewhatI'mhearingaboutthisband,
Idon’twantthem onthe companyany
more.’ So they go out thewindow.”

Who are the guys who've come over here?

“Themanagingdirector of EMIand the
head ofthelegal department-Leslie Hill
and Laurie Hall. They came over to
terminate the contractand wehaven't
terminated it. Theywantustohave
another meeting; atthe moment they
haven’tmetany of my proposals, probably
becausetheyhavebeentold theycan’t
meetanything.

“Wehad atwo-hourmeeting tonight.
It'sbeenverynice. We've come away
toHolland and someone’s decided
behind ourback to “mutually
terminate” the contract. Legally,
we'restillonEMIRecords...

“Nowpeopleonthe EMIboardare
saying, ‘Whythe hell did we sign them
inthefirstplace? They’re musically
inadequate, itwas too much money...’

equivalent contract.’ IfTwalkinto Warner
Brothers they’re going to say, ‘Well, man, youdidn’t make itwith EMI, the
bad publicity, et cetera.’

“Whattheydid on TVwas something thatwas quite genuine. They were
goadedintoit,and beingworking-classkidsand boys beingboys, they
saidwhattheyfeltwas... OK. Theydon'tregretit.

“TheKLM situationatheairportwas fabricated up toapoint. Yeah, the
band mighthavelooked alittle bitextraordinary, theymighthave spatat
eachother. Bigdeal. And someone may have appeared alittle drunk. But
theyweren'tflyingthe plane, they don’tneed to be thatsober.

“There are these bands nowthathave some sort of petition, like Mud,
Tina Charles, allthese other Top 20 acts, and sent round this petition to all
therecord companies saying that they donotsupport thiskind of music.”

(NME'talked to Mud’s manager, Barry Dunning, on Monday. He denied
Mud had signed any petition, norwould they ever do so.)

“Mylawyerasked: ‘We'dlikeameetingwith John Read or therest of the
money. They'drather give us therest ofthe money thanhave ameeting.
JohnRead speaks onbehalfofallthe shareholders, he controls EMILtd,
which coversfarmore thanjustarecord company. He wouldn'tmeetus.
HesentHillinstead; every time you just get to speak to Hill. Hill has his
ordersand he can'tmove from that point.”

Howmuch moneyhaveyouhad ofthe £40,000?

“Half. Thefirstyear. Butthathas been spentonsupportingatour.

“We ended up selling the fuckingrecord at the bloody doorin
Rotterdam and atthe Paradisolastnight.It'sajoke.”

What’s next, abiglegal battle?

“Idon’tknow.Iasked Hillifthey canreconsider their situation, quite
simply-andiftheycan’t, whycan't Capitol Records, who we're signed to
in America? ‘Ohwell, Capitol Records decided to go along with
Manchester Square.’ Theydon'twantanypartofit.

“Isaid, ‘Whathappensifwe’re on anotherlabel and the distributionis
through EMI? Are EMIgonnadistribute therecord?’ Theycan’treally
answer that.It’sverydifficult, itreallyis. Ifeel prettybad aboutit.

“Hill'snowsaying, ‘Can’tyou go to Virgin Records, Thear that’san
interesting company.’ Bollocks, man-we went to Virgin Records before
wewentto EMIand they didn’twannaknow.

“Ifwewalkinto anotherrecord company, whatare they going to say?
‘Ifyoucan’t playanywhere and we can’thear yourrecords on theradio
and EMIdecided to dropyou...” Whatthe hell are they goingto do?

“It'snotjust EMI, it’s people behind the scenes, guys thatgo on theradio
andsaywedidn’tplayon ourrecord, the guy that’sscared to putus on Top
Of The Popseven thoughwe’rein the breakers because the BBCdon'’t
wanttobe seentobeassociated withus.

“What’sitallabout?”

punks-as-martyrsline, butifwhat McLaren says about them
notbeingable toland a contractanywhere is true (Istill don’t
really believe that one), and EMI Records do succeed in breaking their
legal contract simply on account of 30 seconds of televised swearing,
thenI'l] I'll...
Phew, foramomentthere [Almost Cut My Hair!
TheMcLareninterviewwasrecorded onan EMI tape. Phil McNeill ®

U NTILLAST WEEKT had no sympathy whatsoever for the
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y AIGreen(le:‘-t)and
= WillieMitchellinthe

& ':-.-'  latter’sRoyalStudiosin g

. Memphis, Tennessee

ALBUMS

Al Green LONDON
Bill Withers CBS

Greenand Withers are both
eminently distinctive singers
and writers who've been
hampered by their very
individuality, Green more so
because he’s always worked
with the Histudio session team
and producer Willie Mitchell;
whichisfineif (as 1 do) youlike
Howard Grimes’ drummingand
the work of Teenie, Leroy and
Charles Hodges, but it does set
arathertoo well-defined
perimeter of appeal.

Withers, because he has
worked more readily with
avariety of musicians, has
brought fresher aspects to his
music but, essentially, its heart
remains the same.

Green'salbumisagood
showcase for his voice, but too
many of the Green/Mitchell
songs are merely competent
efforts. The one outside song,
“Nothing Takes The Place Of
You”,aballad, draws a
magnificently hurt performance
fromthe singer. Elsewhere
there'safine fuzz-toned guitar
intro lifted from Elmore Jamesto
“The TruthMarches On" and his
gospelly introduction to the title
trackis convincingly authentic.

KPA /ZUMA / REX
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“Happy” finds Green at
his free-ranging best, while
“Hold OnForever”is genuine
exultation. Of all soul or R&B
singers working today, Greenis
simply the most flexible within
his own style. Itis the confines of
that style that have stunted
wider peculiarity in Britain.
Subjectively, | couldlisten to Al
Greenall day and often do, but
objectively | do not think | could
honestly build a watertight case
to convince anon-believer.

Foramanwhousedtoinstall
toilets in jet planes until far
laterinto life thanhe cares to
remember, Bill Withers hasn’t
done too badly. His voice is not
thereliable and expressive
instrument thatis Green’s, but
Withers has his own, very
personal style which comes from
knowing his vocal limitations yet
not always accepting them. Like
Green, after aspell of popularity
in Britain his star has dimmed
somewhat, but the quality of his
albumshasn’t. Neither artist
tourshere,and thus they are
ignored by radio and record
buyers alike. Withers'initial
success came viagood songs and
afresh-sounding nasally voice
which created awarm musical
ambience. Naked & Warmis
firmly in that mould, though his
songsare lessimmediately

memorable and his
accompaniments have
become much lusher,
hisarrangements
fuller. Naked & Warm
isnotan outstanding
Bill Withers album, but
its highlights, “City Of
Angels”, “Close To
Me”, thettitle track and
“My Imagination” are
good enoughto last
until his next set.
GeoffBrown, MM Jan22

Earth, Wind & Fire

CBS

Touring herein1975
assupportbandto
Santana, EWF created
quite a stir with well-
arranged, modern
funkand abravuralive
show whichincluded
such ludicrous effects
asarotating
rostrum, its
incumbent
soloing while
helooped
theloop. All
this fol-de-
rol,one
concluded,
was used to
camouflage their
material’s lack of
substance. Spirit further
confirms thatimpression. The
bigsingle, “Getaway”, is
attractively danceable, the
albumis cleanly produced (by
EWF leader Maurice White and
Charles Stepney) and the group
play with the sharp precision one
expects of atop American funk
band and sing high harmony
vocals pleasantly. But their
pretensions towards cosmic
relevance donotringtrue
and ultimately seem, like the
aforementioned twirling drum
rostrum, just another gimmick to
kid us that they’re more than the
merely listenable, well-recorded
purveyors of lightlove songs
they seem. GeoffBrown,MMJan22

Billy Gonnolly
POLYDOR

Billy Connolly’s previous albums
for Polydor (Cop Yer Whack For
This and Get Right Intae Him),
despite the enormous
commercial
success they have
enjoyed, have not
reflected his
genuine comic
talent. Those
familiar with

the earlier Solo
Concertdouble set
on Transatlantic

Records willknow that
Connollyis capable of the

most bizarre and hilarious
flights of the imagination,

with acommendable ability

to sustain a constant flow of
comicideas and observations
and build around one joke an
elaborate fantasy. Those

who know only the
aforementioned Polydor
albums, edited clumsily fromlive
performances, willhave animage
of Connolly only asapopular
comicinfatuated with mild
vulgarity, and overlook pieces
like “Sergeant Where's Mine?”
(still one of the most acid and
pertinent comments on Ulster)
andthelater “Join The Army”.
This new album, taken from
recordings of concerts at the
Carnegie Hallsin Dunfermline
and New York, is fortunately afar
more accurate representation of
his talent, and occasionally
catches Connolly at this most
inspired. The Dunfermline
concert presentsus witha
familiar Connolly performance
before apredictably partisan
audience well acquainted with his
work, and Connolly responds
enthusiastically to their
appreciation. There are few
surprises here, but “Rodney And
Cynthia”is one of hismost
hilarious routines, delivered with
infectiousrelish, and his attack
on Stars On Sunday and its
principlesis delightfully
vindictive. Itis, however, the
siderecordedin New York that
mostimmediately engages
one’s attention. The audience

is surprisingly familiar with
Connolly’s work, whichis just as
well because he makesno
concession. “Play ‘The Welly
Boot Song’”, shouts awoman at
one point. “No,” Connolly
responds viciously. “Make me.”
The side opens with two of
Connolly’smore tolerable
country & western parodies,
“The Shitkicker's Waltz” and
“Half-Stoned Cowboy”, both
amusing for the vigour of his
performance, but which fade
completely in comparison with
the centrepiece of thisalbum,
“Death”.It's Connolly’s funniest
and mostinspired routine since
the classic “The Crucifixion”.




Thereisanold Scots proverb,
he reminds the audience, that
saysthereismorefunata
Glasgow funeral thanan
Edinburgh wedding.He then
proceeds to offer his considered
opinions on deathin general and
funerals specifically. He is not
enamoured of interment -
“what a terrible thing to do with
people” -andisnotaltogether
fond of cremation. They should,
he suggests, try to brighten that
processalittle to attract more
customers: fly afewbanners, he
says, to advertise its advantages.
Things like, “Come and watch
Elizabeth Fry...come and watch
Robert Browning...come and
see Captain Cook.....see how
Robbie Burns...”

Youknow, tasteless things
like that.lloveit. In fact, to use
afavourite phrase of Mr
Connolly’s, the entire albumis
astoater. AllanJones, MM Janis

David Bowie Low rca

Any understanding of this album
ought tobe prefaced by Bowie'’s
commentsin lastyear’s Playboy
interview that his favourite group
of the moment was Kraftwerk,
and that he was excited by
“sound as texture” rather than as
music; “producing noise records
seems pretty logical tome”.

Addto that the fact that Bowie
is currently livingin Berlin, and
thathe'ssaidtobeafriendof T
Dream’s Edgar Froese, and you
have the rough background to
Low, arecord which once again
exemplifies his fascination with
ideas rather than emotions, and
thereby emphasises his position
inthe vanguard of “modern”
rock music.

For Low, while not precisely an
album of “white noise”, is more
experimental, rather than just
different from any other of his
records. Unlike his albums up to
andincluding Young Americans,
thereisnoreadily apparentlyric
context because the machines of
the studio have largely taken
precedence over his singing; if
Lowhas any theme atall,ithas to
be gleaned fromsuch tracks as
“Be My Wife”, “What In The
World” and “Sound And Vision”
where he's singing about self-
isolation (thus “low” equals

“depression”, | suppose).
True to his suggestionsin
Playboy, Bowie has made an
album of moods and textures
that spring fromageneral
employment of the
synthesizer, wielded both by
Bowie and, more particularly,
by Eno. It’s going to be said,
ifithasn’talready, that Eno
hasbeen the inspiration here.
Certainly, side two, where he
uses, with Bowie, a variety of
synthesizers on “Warszawa” and
“ArtDecade”,is wholly electronic
and instrumental, whatever
vocals there are havingbeen
doctored for effect. RCA,
therefore, probably regard Eno
as something of an evil genius,
because the nature of these
tracks seemsrather at odds with
the official fan-club leaflet they
have included with the album.
Iwouldn’t go nearly as farin my
mistrust. Though there are some
quite interesting moments, such
as Bowie's playing of the Gravel
Saxon “Subterraneans”, this side
inflicts on me the same boredom
induced by all portentous space
music. ltdoesn’t seemas
interesting or experimental as
most of the works on Eno’s own
Obscure label, let alone
measuring up to Reich, Berio,
Stockhausenandall therest,
although it might go down wellin
the Pink Floyd/T Dream market.
Most Bowie fans anyway will
invariably play only side one,
which in the Bowie canonis
really amusical bridge between
the second side and the heavy-
metal soul of Station To Station.
The overallimpressionis of
disco rhythms filtered through
a Germanic consciousness, a
Hunnish practice thatI've come
to find quite pleasing. Some of it
sounds like backing tracks just
waiting for avocal. “ANew
Career In ANew Town”, for
instance,and “Speed Of Life”,
whichis dominated by
tremendous bassand
sledgehammer drums. But
elsewhere Bowie has achieved
what | thinkis arather unique
songform by successfully
marrying pop music with
electronic concepts. Much too
powerful for Muzak, it's music
that’s highly appropriate for an
age which despises articulacy
andsubtler feeling, which
increasingly turns from the
spoken word to the comicbook,
the television, and all other
technological apparatus. It’s
oddly the music of Now - not
exactly whatis currently popular,
but what seems right. Michael Watts,
MMJan22

Hawkwindonthe
MarcTVshow:
(I-r) AdrianShaw,

SimonHouse,
RobertCalvert
andSimonKing

SINGLES

Stranglers

UNITED ARTISTS

The Phil McNeill Fan Club make
theirrecording debut witha
stunning double-sided single
of distinctive, intelligent,
contemporary rock’n’roll that
sounds like Roxy Music would
have if that old capped-tooth
smoothie Ferry hadbeen
influenced by The Doors (as
opposed to Humphrey Bogart
atthe start of his male
menopause). The B-side,
“London Lady”,is perhaps
more like the noise you would
have expected fromasquad
of elder punksters-Hugh
Cornwell’s slashed-out riffing
more upfront on this two-
minute-25song thanonthe A,
where the main featureis
Dave Greenfield's swirling
keyboards backing up the
hookline chorus (whichis maybe
strong enough to get them
some “chartaction”). NME, Febs

Hawkwind
CHARISMA

Unlike the majority of dandruff-
encrusted hippies, this lot have
never been averse to knocking
outadecentsingleonceina
while. “Silver Machine” was OK
and the sunk-without-trace
“Kings Of Speed” was great.
This single sounds more like the
stuff you hear coming from the
stage of the Roxy than does The
Stranglers’, which just goes to
prove once more how
meaningless labelling anything
punkrockis.Here you get
cranked-outbasic chords
designed to make you eardrums
bleed, lyrics thatare
unintelligible apart from the
chanted title-chorus,

and therhythm

section playing

like they enjoy

feelingthose

blisters

squish

against their

instruments.

NME, Febs

Rose Royce
MCA

The theme from

the American box
office smash movie

starring Richard Pryor and The

Pointer Sisters (remember The

Pointer Sisters?). Thisis a cute

sidestepping two-beat number

reminiscent of Donnie Elbertin

aroughmood, with strings so

dirty they almost ooze onto the

vinyl. Rushreleased owing to

publicdemand, and already

high in the soul and disco charts,

it’sabout the agony and ecstasy

of hosing down Volkswagens:

“Youmay not ever get rich/But

letmetellyouit’s better than

digging aditch...” Sure it sounds

alot more funtowind

upworkinginacar

wash than in Frank

Zappa'sgas

station, but

have they really

constructed

adouble album

around the

song? NME, Jan8

Joan Armatrading
CUBE

Asadlittle song
abouta chick witha
near-perfect face and
aderanged mind - ah, nothing
changes. Aninoffensive
pussyfooter,and not the
sharpice-and-fire Armatrading
we all wish we knew and loved.
Joan sounds more comfortable
with love than death anyhow:
“It’s harder to live than to
die,” she warbles uncertainly.
Fromthe 1972 album Whatever
For Us, a case of cashingin
onthe part of Cube maybe,
but they’re wasting their time.
If there’s one thing that doesn’t
go down well with the Great
British Public, it’s girls singing
about girls, whichis
why the greatest
rock’n’roll
single of all
time, Patti
Smith’s
“Gloria”,
got
nowhere.
NME, Jan8
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March19,1977:
PeterGabriel
onstageatthe
Palladiumin
New York City
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“Theright
e 1NTENSILY

— NMVEMARCH 12—

SoIwentfromdaytoday

Oh, my lifewasinarut
TillIthoughtofwhatl'dsay

Which connectionIshould cut
Twasfeelingpartofthescenery
Twalkedright outofthemachinery
Peter Gabriel (“Solsbury Hill”)

HELATE’70s are here and The Rock Machine isn’t always a turn-

on any more. Infact, to some it’sindistinctlyrepugnant, asreaders

of this paper should have noticed if they have been paying any

attention to the punks’ and their supporters’ war cry of “Back to

thestreets” (though, in the case of the latter, Iwonder how much of

itisbeing anti for anti’s sake, and justhow many of them wouldn’t
relish the prospect of being the rich old pop stars they supposedly despise?).

Butactuallyto come out against the all-powerful and utterly seductive Rock
Machinewhenyou're partofit-thebeastitself swellingyour ego and bank
accountalike-isanother thing, an entirelyadmirable one at thatand perhaps
evenartforart’ssake. Which is justwhat Peter Gabriel did when he quit Genesis
twoyears ago,immediately prior to their final thrust towards the top of the British
rockhierarchy.

Allright, Iknowyou could say such amove was ego for ego’s sake, but having met
Gabriel acouple of times and listened to hisrecentlyreleased first solo album,
there’smoretoitthan that.

AsGabriel’s publicist noteswith an air of relieved satisfaction, the former Genesis
figureheadisaloteasier for aninterviewer to
deal with these days. While hardly theworld’s
mostlanguid subject, he-like his erstwhile

T *ABRIEL
colleagues Tony Banks, Mike Rutherford and E TE R (_1
Steve Hackett—has mellowed out considerably i i
inthefastfewyears. d t
Itstill takes agood half-hour before this m a e g
extremelyarticulatehumanbeingactually I t t t h
relaxes and begins to assemble his utterances 0 0 1 m o
into anythinglikelucidity, but there’snotso d t
muchasahintofastutter from Gabriel’smouth H e u e Ou
thesedays.

Gabriel actuallyfeels more comfortablein
frontofacamera-oranywhere elsewherehe

Now he’s back.
canprojectavisualimagerather thanaverbal h
one.p(l)'n]fheorlllsel:hz::(li,hel;:ertzli.nlyisn"t,al;rain Wh at S lq excuse .
man, couldn’tgiveatoss for fashion and today » STE VE CL AR KE
sks.

GUS STEWART / GETTY
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looks for all the world like a’60s provincial rocker who hasn’t got
itquiteright.

Thebiker’sjacketisfine—infactit’s the same one he wore to
depictRael (the New York punkaround whom The Lamb... was
built) on hislast tourwith Genesis. And the black rollneck
sweater beneath the open-necked white shirtis OK, but the
jeansare onthesloppyside, notto mention the sneakers...

immodesthome on the outskirts of Bath for this day of

interviews—which means he was up at seven this
morning. Favourite listening for Gabriel in his car of late is
none other than Bowie’s Low.

“Ithinkit’'saveryinterestingalbum,” he opines. “There’san
edgehegetstoside one thatpunksdon’tgetnear—the menacein
theguitar,bassand drums.”

Herarelysits downinfrontofhisstereo tolisten to music, and
onthefewoccasionshebuysarecordit’susuallysomethinghe
and his daughter can dance to.

These days Gabrielis almost exclusively into songwriters. He
listsamonghis favourites Bruce Springsteen, Randy Newman,
Paul McCartney, Joni Mitchell, Becker-Fagen. Springsteen’s
much-maligned autumn 75 Hammersmith gigs, of which
Gabriel sawthe second concert, was the most exciting thinghe’s
seenonstageinalongtime. (“Ididn’tthinkI'dlikeitatall, butit
moved me simply because he was feelingsomethinghimself.”)

Gabriel’s partiality to Springsteenis evident on therefrain of
thefirstpartof “Humdrum”, the song that closes side one of the
soloalbum. And “Waiting For The BigOne”, the second of side
two’s quartet of songs dealingwith the apocalypse (Bowie and
Jackson Browne aren’t the only oneswho’ve seen the end coming down),
liessomewhere between Newman’s compassionate cynicism and Tom
Waits’ booze-drenched pathos.

Butthat’sonlyhalfthestory, since Gabriel also employs ahighly
unpredictable arrangement for what is basically asleazy slowblues,
characterised at firstby the perfectly absurd piano of Jozef Chirowskiand
later by the devilishly precise power chords of the great Steve Hunter,
heavy-metal supremo to LouReed and Alice Cooperin the past.Justto
keepyouguessing, achoirsings the final choruses.

More thananythingelse, Gabrielnowwants to forge anidentity for
himselfasasongwriter. He thinksit'll be easier forhimto do thisin
America, where he’s currently touring, thanin Britain where he considers
himselfthoughtofas primarilya performer. And because Genesis seem
tosound thesamenowaswhenhewasintheband, hereasonsitwillbe
moredifficultforhimtobeaccepted asasongwriter here.

Says Gabriel: “WhenIwasfirstwith thebandIgot credited with writing
everything. Thatwasn’t true. NowIget credited with writing nothing,
butifyouask Tonyand Mike, the group’s two main music writers,
they’'lltellyoulused toendup doingall the

GABRIEL HASDRIVEN down from his apparently

there’snolyric-sheet), itwasn’talways easy. Originally “Solsbury Hill”
hadsevensections, butwith the help of Canadian producer Bob Ezrin,
veteran of several Alice Cooper and Lou Reed albums, Gabriel was able to
pruneitdownto two.

Evenso, there are parts of the album thatdo resemble Genesis
musically, especially “Humdrum” and the closing epic, “Before The
Flood”, musicallyaromantic statement, high on melody and with masses
of Mellotron. A sublimelywell-constructed solo from Dick Wagner
(Hunter’s partnerin crime) addsanother sidetoit.

AsfarasGabrielis concerned, the onlylyricalresemblance between
whathe’sdoingnowandwhathelaid down with Genesisishis sense of
humour, somethingwhich he feelsisnowmissing from the band. With
somereticence hesays, “Idon’tlike theirlyrics.Idon’t think theynow get
anyactual pleasure out of seeingwords down on paper.Idon’t thinkit’s so
importanttothem-butthere’sstillsomereally nice melodies there.

“Idon’treckonI'magreatlyricist, butIthink there’sasmuchacraft
involved inwritinglyrics asthereisin writingmusic.Idon’tthink the
band atthe moment giveitthat much priority.”

Since quitting the group over twoyears

vocalmelodies.”

Gabriel, of course, was also the group’s major
lyricist, responsible for the often impenetrable,
notto mention precious, mesh ofglimpsesinto
mundane Britishlife, cosmic buffooneryand
AliceIn Wonderlandfantasy thatmade up
much ofthe group’slyrics. Even o, itis difficult
nottobemovedbythe combined effects of the
words and music to, say, “Supper’s Ready” -
and Gabriel’ssaving grace was always the
quirkysense ofhumour heinjected into the
group’smaterial.

These days Gabriel's songs are much more
downtoearthlyricallyand featurerelatively

“I think my
leaving, in
fact, kicked
some fresh air
into Genesis”

ago, he’sseen them perform three times—at
Hammersmith lastsummer (for mymoneyone
oflastyear’sfinestgigs) and twice on their
recent British tour (at the Rainbow, where the
tour opened, and atthelastgig, in Bristol).

“Ienjoyed theband at Hammersmith, but
Iwasdisappointed atthe Rainbowwhere
Chester (Thompson—the group’snewsecond
drummer) looked like a fish out of water. The
feelwasn’'tcomingthrough atall. Bristolwas
muchbetter.”

Sowhatdoeshe think of Genesis these days?

“WhenIwaswiththeband, the emphasiswas
more onsongs than musicianship, butnowthe

modestarrangements. “SolsburyHill” is the
mostovertlypersonal songon the album. Aswell
asdealingwithhowhe sawhissituationin Genesis,
thesongisajoyous celebration of thelife-force. With
itssimpleand infectious melodyand arrangement,
you getthefeeling Gabriel’s quitting the band waslike
havingthe proverbial weightlifted from his shoulders.
Although Gabriel wanted to get away from the
Genesis song-format—quasi-orchestral
arrangements, etc—and make asimplealbum (hence
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playingand the executionhas come up tomatch

and maybe go ahead of the writingin terms of what
theychooseto feature. BecausewhenIlisten back to
some ofthe other GenesisrecordsIcanhearwhatwe
were going forand howwe failed on occasions to get
therightfeel or therightintensity orenough space.

“Iremember quite often nervously fillingholes
which should havebeenleftempty, and [think
they'rebetter atthatnow.Insomeways Philis
abettersinger thatlam fromatechnical pointof



...
-

view. Apartfrom anythingelsehehasmore control
over hisvoice. Phil approachesitasamusicianand
getsittosound better.

“Ithinktheactual thingswrittenin the songs
probablymean more to meandItendtothinkIsang
themasmuchaspossiblewith...Idon’tknow... with
emotioninthe sense theymean more to me. Sowith ‘Supper’s Ready’,
Imissthat.”

Gabriel’s pleased Genesis have enjoyed greater success since his
splitting, however anxiousheis to carve hisownnicheall overagainand
with differentimplements.

“Iftheyhadn’tbeen able to get goingwhenIleftIwould have feltbad
aboutit. Atthe time of myleaving they saidI'd destroyed things for them
andwasbeingselfish. Itwas only gradually that they got back their own
self-confidence. Nowthere’sno question of me havingdamagedit. Ithink
myleaving, infact, kicked some fresh airinto theband. Whileinsome
ways theyresented me beingup front, they also sheltered behind me. And
theyhad aresponsibilitywhenIleftto come up with somethingstrong.

“Therewas considerable emotional resentmentbecauselgotall the
press. Ifelt Genesiswere takingless risks. Maybe myleaving changed
that. HadIstayed, thingslooked veryrosy. We seemed justabout to break
America,andinmymind, asfaras ego and ambition wentI was always
ayearaheadanyway. SoIthoughtwe were asbigasIwanted to go. And
some of the fire seemed to be going out of the music.”

Doesheregard hisformer colleaguesasrich old pop stars, then?

“No,” hereplieswithoutany ofhis characteristic hesitation. “Iregard
themaspeopleIspenttwoyearswithand amstillfriendlywith. I think
therearefactorsbuiltinto their
situation—which are builtinto any
situation as successfulas that—which
are conservative, which have to
consider businessinterests.

“Whichisn’ttosayldon’t—butjust
theveryscale of things, thenumber
of peopleinvolved, meansthatthe
machineissobulkythatifyoupunch
itthepunchgetsabsorbedinthe
flab, ratherthanactually changing
itscourse.

“Basically, Ifeltwe’'d builtour house
and wewererentingitout. And for
methebuildingis moreinteresting
thantherenting.Ithink thereare

PETER GABRIEL

tendenciesin their situation which will encourage them to
becomerich old pop stars—to absorb those kinds of attitudes.
“It'sveryhard forme, 'costhey'refriends. Ifin three years’
time they'restillgoing on, I think they could wellbe bored with
whattheyredoing.Ithinktheymaybeboredinayear’stime.
“Asfarasthepunks’attitude tobandsbecomingdinosaurs,
thereisacertainamountofhypocrisyin thewaythattheyare
being exploited and whether they can controlit or not.
“IfeltifThadn’tleft Genesis it would have become obsolete, or
ratheritwould have become obsolete ifwe'd gone onaswe
were. We could haverehashed certainideasand maybe
produced some innovation, butwithin afixed, stable
framework thatwouldn’thave putusto the test.”
Surelyalotofbandsreach thatpointand carryonregardless?
“Yes, I think that'strue,” hereplies—butlaughing
uproariously, refuses toname names.

ambivalentone. Onthe onehand he thinksan
amount of rebelliousness is just what rock needs now
—whatwithrockstars nowhaving the same status
pre-warmovie stars experienced, a situation
which can certainlykill the communication link
between performer and audience.
Says Gabriel: “Iwent to see Paul Simon in New York
—arealstar-studded affair. George Harrison was
there.Itwasallverysmug. It'sthe same with
professionalfootballers. Onceyou getinto the multi-
mediaboysit’sanelite thingand youmove around
anywhere—butatthe expense oflosingsome of the
contactwith the people who actuallylisten to the
music. That’'swhyIthink the clubsceneisso
important, becauseyoureallydo get thatintimacy.”
Butthenagain, hefeels the punk phenomenonwas
seized ontoo quicklybyacopy-hungrymediaand
arecordindustryabouttobreakitsneckinitsfear of
missing thenextboat-andnotcleaningup onit.Ifthescenehad beenleft
alone toblossom untainted by such commercial pressures, the groups
would have developed more as players and writers. Gabriel checked out
the SexPistols before theywereinfamous.

“Ididn’'tmuchlike theirattitude to the supportband. Itwas verymuch
‘We'rethe stars’. Genesisused to get the samekind of treatment when
theywereasupportband.Ididn’tgo for the music much, butIenjoyed
Rotten.Iwasinterested at that pointbecause other people who Iwaswith
(notmusicians, but personal friends) hated them with avenomIhadn’t
seenforalongtime.Ithoughtanyone who can produce thatreaction
mustbeinteresting.”

Gabriel ismore enamoured of the New York punk scene—which hashad
time to develop and where both performersand audiencesare older.In
fact, Gabrielis prettyenamoured by America per se—particularly New
York. Notonly can he avoid any prejudices from an audience in America,
he canalso avoid them from musicians too, one of the mainreasonshe
chosetorecordhisfirstsoloalbumthere.

“ThefactthatI'man ex-publicschoolboyand come from the school of
progressiverockwould have putalot of musicians off working with me
here. Attheveryleastthey'd have had tolike me despite those things.”

Asthingsturned out, the American musicians who worked with Gabriel

onhisalbum, Bob Ezrin’shouse band,
were soimpressed with Gabriel and his
material thattheyexpressed adesire to
workwithhimontheroad.Andsoit
willbe. Asyetthere are no plans for
Gabriel toworkin Britain. He'd like to,
butitalldepends onhowwell the
American tour goes. “IfIfeelit’s going
well, thenT'lldoit,” hesays.

Nowifthatremark came from any
otherrockstar, I'd takeitwith a pinch
of salt—butseeingashow Gabriel had
theintegrityand guts to steprightout
ofthe machinewhichhad made him
famousinthefirstplace, I'll believe
him. SreveClarke ®

GABRIEL’S ATTITUDE TOWARDS the punksisan
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“Something
morethan
" blatancy”

— MARCH 5 —

EXT TO MICKJagger’s adroit signing of the Rolling Stones to

EM], after months spent hooking such different fish as Virgin,

RSO and Polydor Records, there hasbeen no more interesting

subject of speculation in music gossip than the whereabouts and

plans of David Bowie.

Rumours offascist studiesin Berlin, of a Hitlerian cultand

Howard Hughes-styleintrigues, ofheartillness and severe depressions, mayhave
been on thelevel of Photoplayand Silver Screen, but then “stars” who cheerfullyadmit
theirown manipulation ofthe mediashould hardly complain when the mediastart
makingtheir owninferences. “Musicians”, after all, usuallylike to increase public
knowledge of their relationship to theirwork.

Thestories were amplified whenitwasrecentlyannounced that Bowiehad
produced, arranged and co-written all the songs on The Idiot, the firstalbum for
almostfouryearsbyhis protégé (if that’s the word) Iggy Pop, once of the Stooges. Not
onlythat, butitwassaid that Bowiewas managing, or atleast “directing” Iggy’s
career. Suddenly he was Sol Hurok!

Harald Inhiilsen was soon on the telephone from Braunschweig, atown about 200
kilometres outside West Berlin. A young filmmaker, Harald isbetter known as the
president of Iggy’s European fan club - atleast, to British music papers. He sends
~______  outnudephotographsofhisgirlfriend, Mechthild, theself-styled “Iggy’s

== - onlytruefan”. Thelatestshowherlying akimbo onlarge posters of the
IGW POP The ldlot former Stooge.
Harald had this storyabout their assignations with Iggy. Hewould

call themup, and theywould meethim atsome specified placein Berlin.

Sometimes Bowie waswith him, though theyhadn’tseen him for three

months. YetIggywould never reveal his phone number, norwhere he

wasliving. Harald said Iggy was frightened of upsetting Bowie, with
whom helived and who was near-paranoid about peoplelocating him.

The German press, it seemed, were stalkinghim around Checkpoint

Charliewith notebooks, taperecorders and telephotolenses, even

though Bowie’s popularityis not greatin Germany. All theworld loves

arecluse, though.
“Iggyisunder Bowie’s control, I think,” said Harald in his best English.

“Hewouldlike to break away. Gethis own apartment.”

This was veryinteresting, sinceIggyhas always been presented before
asthe Wild Man of Pop - thatsort of thing, aperformer whose terrifying »

TAN DICKSON / GETTY
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Marchs,1977:1ggy
PopattheRainbow
TheatreinNorth
Londonfortwo
datesbefore The
Idiot Tourheadsto
CanadaandtheUS
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REX FEATURES

self-abusehas, inanintriguingway, made his
audiencevoyeurs. When he first came to England
inspring 1972, with Tony Defries, then Bowie’s
manager, he toldme howhebashed his front teeth
with the microphone, broke bottles on his chest,
and oncejabbed the splintered end of amicstand into
ayounggirl'shead. Healsoliked to play golf. It was alittle confusing.
Suchanice, open chap, despite the bighat, pulled downlowand shady,
and those missingbits of tooth.

Later, Bowie mixed his CBS album, Raw Power, his best to thatdate,
butlIggyreturned to America, to Los Angeles, where he slipped backinto

old drughabits and gradual anonymitybeyond the small circle ofhis cult.

Foratimehebunked withRayManzarek of The Doorsand tried tobeJim
Morrison; and he had few good things to say about David Bowie.

Then, abruptly, the friendship was restored when Bowie left Defries
andwenttolivein LA.Iggywaswithhimonatrain thatpassed through
Russia; he was also on Bowie’s tour of Europe last spring and summer.

Theybegan making TheIdiotatthe Chateaud'Hérouvillein France that
same summet, and finished itat Musicland in Munich and Hansa, the
studionear the Berlin Wall.

Alldone, presumably, including thenewrecord deal for RCA (his own
label), with Bowie’smoney and influence. Indeed TheIdiothas Bowie’s
ownunmistakeable handwriting.

“Remember the hat?” Iggylaughed when he called lastweek from
Berlin.IsaidThoped his teeth were in better shape (and remembering the
ferventbeliefin dental care of Mainman employees, 'm sure they are).

I'd better explain.

Thistelephone callwas A Promotional Device. Whenarockartistis
aboutto tour, especiallywhen hehasn’t performedin alongwhile, it’s
good towhipup alittle pressinterestwithaninterview.

Iggystarted thisweekin Britain aseries of comeback concerts that will
takehimto Canadaand America, and possiblyback to Europe. As of
writing, Thear the whole staff of one music paperwere hiringa coach to
gotothefirstgigatFriars, Aylesbury,somaybehedidn’tneed the
interviewafterall.

Itwasverygood ofhim to sparethetime, anyways, in the eventual
circumstances. Hebegan by sayingitwasabeautiful dayin Berlin. The sky
was brightblue. A statement of some moment-hehad hardlyseen it for
sometimebecausehehadbeen
rehearsingallnightandsleeping
mostofthe day (itwas 3pm his time).

Actually, hesoundedinreallyfine
shape. “lamverystraight,” he
insisted. Then helaughed again.

“Well, inrelationship todrugs.”

We got to more serious talk, about
the newalbum. Not so much, like
theothers, aslapintheface, Isaid.
“Morelikeapinchonthebum,” he
drilyreplied.

Areflection oflifein Berlin?

Notexactly. Helived most
ofthe timein Paris. “Thave
agirlfriend there.”

Oh.ThatHarald.

“Itmighthave more to dowith the
factthatbeforeIwentintodoitIdidn’t
giveashitaboutwhatwasgoingdown
inthe musicindustry.[hadn'’tlistened
toanythingforsixmonths.Ididn’'tgive
aflying..”

Fuck?

“Yeah, forthelasttwoyearsI'vebeen
livingalife of more...Itwashard, very
hard, to getalongand tryand dowhatI
wanted to do. IfeltThad somethingmore
todo thantheblatancy-Ifeltitwastoo
blatant-andjusttosaytherearenodrugs
involved. Asamatter offact, I'd like to put
outmaybe ‘ChinaGirl’ asasinglebecause
Iwasn’ttwisted up and paranoid.”

Hebroke off.

“Hey, I'vereally gottago.”
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Itfeltas though someone were signallingtohimin
thesameroom. Whatabout Bowie, I persisted -his
influence onthealbum, Imeant?

“Thiswas made before the Bowiealbum. There’sa
greatdeal ofhisinfluence onit, butit’sonlyas strong
asguysinthe past.I'vealwaysworked with one

personasthekeynote, kickingideas backand forth with me, like Ron
Asheton, James Williamson. Itwas done verymuchin the manner thatI've
alwaysworked. We satin the basement, me on drums and him on piano.
Thelyricswerebasicallymine, butI've never been that closed aboutit. He
wrote alotofthe music, and Iwrote thelyrics, but the melodies are mine.”

Why callit TheIdiot? After the book?

No, hesaid, thatwas always the titlehe wanted. Hehadn’tread
Dostoyevskiuntillater, and then he was convinced. Hehad also seen, ina
Berlinmuseum, a picture called Roquairol, of aguywho looked justlike
him.Hehadfeltgood about the title.

Buthehadto go. (Thinking quickly) Iasked himifthe newstage act
would beatall different.

“Ithinkit’sexactlythesame...It’shopefullynot quite asnastyasthe
directionitstarted totake. Butit’s straightalongthelines of Metallic KO
[acurrentbootleg].”

Everybodywould expecthim to be outrageous, of course.

(A pregnant pause. His mood seemed to tighten.) “I've never had the sort
ofrespectforthese particular currents of thought to give ashit. And I
don’tquite thinkthat, actually, Iknowwhat people come to see me for,
and I knowwhat paperswrite aboutit, and they are two different things.

“Theycome because theylike the style of music and show. Of course,
thereare going tobe some who seeitotherwise. It’s fine with meif they
don’tcome.”

Punkrock? “AnarchyInThe UK”?

“Ithoughtitsounded like me.Theard ‘New Rose’, which I quiteliked.
AndT'veheard of The Clash. ButotherwiseIdon'tknowmuch aboutit.”

(Signalsflashing. This time he would really have to go. Desperate. Try to
becrafty.)

Thisapartmentin Berlin, isthiswhere he lived with Bowie?

(Aburstofincredulous laughter.) “Come on, man! YouknowIcan'tsay.
It’sfor David to say. You'llhave to askhim.”

IwouldifTknewwhere hewas.

Ah.
Iggyfinallyrangoff, and the nextdayIflew out to Berlin, doubtless
attracted byall thatfineweather theywere having.

Inside knowledge. Tucked away down a quietroad in the grand
- residential district of Grunewald, before itbecame a 40-room
hotelitwasapalace, builtin the early years of this century by Dr

n D ON’TASKME how I found out about the Schlosshotel Gerhus.

Th.

’ PopwithDavid Bome
%, hisco- composerand
keyboardsplayerm

thestudioandon
stageduring Theldiot
Tour,spring1977




IGGY POP

Walthur von Pannwitz, once personal attorney
toKaiser WilhelmII.

It'sgreatand gloomyandbaroque. To enter, one
hastoswingagainsthuge and heavywrought-
irongates. The cavernoushallis decorated in the
richstyle of theItalian Renaissance.

Footsteps echohollowlyon tileand marble.
Youfeel quite alone. Indeed, thereis only the
immaculatelywhite-jacketed figure of the
maitred), sittingsilentlyat the starched tables of
arestaurantwhere no one ever seems to eat.

Itisstraightoutof Visconti’s The Damned
(Irefer, of course, to Luchino, not Tony-nor
somethingonthe Stifflabel).

“We sat in
the basement,
me on drums

and Bowie

on piano”

abouthis privacy; whichistosaythathe
oftenlikes toberecognised when he enters
apublicplace.

Thisfearofhisdiscoveryisstrongly
communicated to his friendsand
acquaintances. A confidantsuch as Tangerine
Dream’s Edgar Froese, whoseideas canbe seen
tohave influence Bowie on Low, hastoringhim
up and inform him of who the companyisifhe
wishestoinvitehimto hisflat.

Bowieiswellknown to the musical
community. Infact, Froeseactuallywent to the
Chateau for the original recording of Low, but
he couldn’tget to grips with the music; and

Yettherewasaclue onthewall of thelobby,
where, amongst photographs of Robert
Kennedyand good German burghers gathered
inthegreathall, stood outa picture of Mick
Jaggerinhis Midnight Rambler get-up.Isthere
anyhotel these days, Iwondered, thatrefuses
rock'n’rollers?

Then thelift-boy further enlightened me.

“AnyEnglish here?”

“Ja.Fifteen. Musicians.”

“Ohreally.” Feigningdisinterest.

“Ja.David Bowie.” He pointed down along,
darkcorridor.Thanded him a Deutschmark. It
reallyisn’tworthverymuch these days.

BymidnightIfound outthathewaswrong
anyway, or perhaps his Englishwasn’tgood
enough (whatarrogance forusto expectit!).

After careful snooping from the picture
gallery,Iobserved various bohemian
characters briskly comingand goinglike
characters froma Dumasroman-a-clef. These
were the musicians.

ButnoBowieorlggy, and arigorous third-
degree of the hotel clerkascertained that
althoughbothhad occasionally stayed there,
theynowlived elsewhere.Isat ponderingin my
large, overcastroom, alittleintimidated by the
indefinably German quality ofits old, polished
walnutand thereverenthush, stinking of money thatglided in through
the castellated windows.

Butdisgusted eventually with the standard of variety shows on
German television, and disappointed to find that Harald was not at
home snapping naughtyshots of Mechthild, Iabsorbed myselfina
fascinatinginterviewwith William Burroughs, in whose descriptions
of cut-ups, fold-ins, word and mind gamesit’s not difficult to recognise
amodelfor David Bowie.

“Ithink thatwords are an around-the-world, ox-cartway of doing
things, awkwardinstruments, and theywill belaid aside eventually,
probablysooner thanwe think. Thisis somethingthatwillhappeninthe
spaceage. Most serious writers refuse to make themselves available to
the things thattechnologyisdoing.”

And this: “Like the advertising people, I'm concerned with the precise
manipulation of word andimage to createanaction.”

ButBowie’s own opinion of this comparison did notappear to be
forthcoming. Aninjudicious phone call tipped myhand. There were
reportsoffearand, indeed, loathingin the Bowie camp.

Iggywasespecially disgruntled, ashehadjustgranted me 15 minutes
onthephone.Iwassighted everywhere, like the Scarlet Pimpernel.
Consternation grew. Having come notto bury Caesar butto praise him,
Icouldn’tfind asingle body.

Apartfromspellsin Parisand Switzerland, where hiswife Angelalives
(theyaresaid to see each other about every two months), Bowie hasbeen
living continuouslyin BerlinsincelastJulyinanapartmentwitha
girlfriend and some other people, including Iggywhen he’sin Berlin.

Rightbythetelephoneisasignin German, “Wie Sprechen?” (“Who’s
Speaking?”, which herefers to wheneverhe doesn’trecognise the voice
ofthecaller.

Infact, althoughhe’sadopted atleast one disguise of jeans and short
hairtucked underacloth cap,hehasastar’s typical ambivalence

Hansa By TheWall, where Lowwas completed,
wasused early onin their career by Tangerine
Dream, althoughit’s mainly employed for
records oflight music.

When she performed quiterecentlyat the
Kino Kant, asmall, 400-seater cinema that
hostsallkind of music from punkrockto
the experimental, Nico tried to getin touch
with Bowie to produce the album she isnow
makinginParis; but Bowie and Iggywouldn’t
seeher, apparently.

Despite stories ofindifferenthealth
(he smokes toomuch) and highlyvariable
moods, he seems quite happywith Berlin
andaculturethatboastsbothfine
museums and some of the most extrovert
dragclubsinEurope.

Asoneofhisnewsongs would haveit,
it’salmostanew careerinanewtown.
Thereare evensuggestions thathisinterest
inGerman historyandrealpolitikwilllead
himtotaketherole ofayoung Goebbelsin
amovie project.

Yetonestillkeeps sensingaratherisolated
figure, protected from the outside world by
adiligentsecretaryin Corinne Schwab, one
whowantsto tie his friends jealously to him—
likeIggyPop.

Jimmy, ashe’sreferred to by everyone who knows him-James
Osterbergishisrealname-has cause to be gratefuland go along with
Bowie.Akidwho grewupinacaravaninAnnArbor, Michigan,and
whoselife hasbeenan often sickly switchbackride, heis growing elderly
atalmost30yearsofageintherolethat’ssuddenlybeen thrustuponhim
of Godfather Of Punk.

Butwhetherornotit’s Bowie who hasadvised him to capitalise now,
when punkrockissohot, onrenewed interestin hisname, the advice is
sound. London’s Rainbow Theatre, where he will play this Saturday, was
practicallysold outwithin 24 hours.

Accordingto Froese, whois not the most physical of performers
himself, Iggyhasaverygoodact, quite disciplined, with Scot Rick
Gardiner on guitar and Huntand Tony Sales, the sons of American TV
personality Soupy Sales, on drums and bass respectively.

Therehearsalstook placein another converted cinema, at21
Viktoriastrasse, in whatwere once the Ufa Studios. Here, members of
the Nazi cabinet, notably Goebbels, viewed German newsreel during the
second world war.

Shortly to be pulled down, itisbeing currentlyleased by the Tangs for
asmallrent. Peter Baumann, one of the three members of the group, calls
it “theVictoria” and regardsitwith evidentawe.

Late Friday afternoon, whenIarrived there, the finalrehearsalshad just
finished and teams of roadies were loading the equipmentready for
transportation the following day to England. There was no sign of Bowie
orlggy—theyhadbeentipped off. Buton the dressing-room door there
wasacrudelylettered sign: “Iggy’s Idiot Lounge”.

There was another piece of paper awaitingme whenIgotbackto the
Hotel Gerhus muchlater thatnight. The desk clerkhanded me an
envelope. Insidewas anote thatread, “See youin London. Enjoy the
shows. Regards, Iggy.”

Bastard. Michael Watts @
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“WeTe as
subtle as
they are”

AG/DC

ANGUS YOUNG
BON SGOTT

. e
—

E MARCH5 — [ L
EDIDN'TDOIT!He didn’t doIT!” The outburst from : g
thebeer-bellied Welshman totally puzzles his mate, ?‘ ”
who has also taken a vantage point on top of a table to & o

* -

getabetter view. “Huh?” comes thereply eventually.

“Didn’tdowhat?” “He didn’t do IT!” The other’s voice

adopts a tone of desperate disappointment. “He didn’t
strip off. He didn’tflash his ass at us. HeALWAYS does IT.”

Justwhythe Cardiff Top Rank Suiteattracted such aformidable crowd ona
windswept, wet Tuesdaynight isamatter of some debate. AC/DC are theband who
provide the music for the evening. Their 17-year-old leprechaunish guitarist, Angus
Young, is the gentwho didn’t oblige the punters by droppinghis pants and revealing
anothersideto hisstartling personality. Was thatwhy they all turned out?

Whether or notitwas, though, the fans wenthome happy.AC/DC, aweird
concoction of Scottish and Australian rockers, gave them hard, hard rock. They’d
probablyseen all themoves before, heard theriffs do theroundsbefore this
particularband decided to claim them, but theywere attracted by theraw energy
thathad goneinto packagingand presenting the show.

Ifthis setwasn’t notable for its originality, it sure was impressive for the
enthusiasm. Itwas thefourth gig of the current AC/DCBritish tour, and theband is
feeling the pinch of the SexPistols’ TV extravaganzawith Bill Grundy that occurred
when theywerehomein Australia.

Venues, they’vefound, have closed their doors torock’n’roll. Glasgow City Hallwas
one.AC/DCwereprevented from playing thatgig on this tour because of the damage
over-zealous fans caused on theirlast appearance there.

And Liverpool Stadiumis out this time, too, adirectresult of the derogatory
publicityrockhadreceived since the Pistols/Grundy affair.

“Never mind,” Young Angus optimisticallystates, “they’ll open again when they’re
losingmoney.” »

MICHAEL OCHS ARCHIVES / GETTY
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“I'vegoneoningorillasuits,
asTarzan,asSuperman...”:
AC/DC’s Angus Youngon
stageinHollywood,
California, 1977
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Afteronlytwoyearsin Britain, AC/DChavealready carved theirown
identitywithrocksupporters here, although their popularity goes
nowherenear challenging theirappeal downunder.

They'vejustreturned fromanAustralian tour, playingregularly as
headlineactinfrontof10,000 fans, but they don’t mind doing an about-
turnwhen Britain calls. Tonightin Cardiff, forinstance,  doubtvery
muchiftheaudiencefigure approachesthe 1,000 mark. Sowhat, theysay.

“Wedon’tcare howmanypeople we playto,” Angus says, through an
accent thatisa curious mixture ofhis early Scottish upbringing, hislater
Australian emigration period and aslightslurinhis speech. “We’ll playin
frontof two peopleifwe have to. Nah-mattahowmany people’s there, you
play for them 'cos they pay. It’s the obligation. We coulda existed in
Australia, buteventuallywe would have to change, and we don'twanna
change. Middle-of-the-road is the bigthing there. We would have to get
mellower and mellower and we’d end up like Tommy Steele.”

Three oftheband werebornin Scotland. Apartfrom Angus, there’s his
brother, Malcolm, five years his senior, and the rhythm guitarist, and
singer Bon Scott, the volatile frontman whose vocaland moody stage
personaaren’tamillion miles awayfrom AlexHarvey’s. The band is
completed by Australian-born duo of bass player and drummer, Mark
Evansand PhilRudd.

Three AC/DCalbumshavebeenreleasedin Australiaand twoin
Britain, High Voltage and Dirty Deeds Done Dirt Cheap, and the music on
themistypical of the no-nonsenserock’n’roll that epitomises their stage
set.Again, excitingifunoriginal. When theywere in Australia, the band
recorded another album with their producers, former Merseybeats
George Young (Angusand Malcolm’s brother) and Harry Vanda.

Angusisloath touse theword “mature” asadescription of the new
material. That’salittle too pretentious, he thinks. Let’sjustsay “classier”.

Cardiff Top Rank, with more focal interest on the stage than

aband of this nature usually merits. The cause for this ogling
is, undoubtedly, the presence of Angus. His schoolboyish looks and
rough baby-face features make him something of a freak offstage, buthe
fully exploits those assets for the band’slive set, wearing a schoolboy
outfit, short pants, blazer, shirtand tie, and cap. It certainly develops a
manic personality on stage, racing round like amadman beating the life
outofhisaxe, dashing occasionally into the audience.

Thedanceareaat Cardiffisideal for this gimmick, and Angus took full
advantage of thatsituation. The audiencereactionto the “star” of the show
comingdown fromhis pedestaltojoin themisfascinating. At Cardiff,
when Youngwentinto the midst of the bopping throng, itwaslike some
scene from Rock Around The Clock, with fans forminga circlearound him,
clappinghands, tappingfeet, encouraging him to batter away.

But, asthetwolads earlierbemoaned, there was no flash ofAngus’s
posterior atthis gig. Ever since Young decided to turn hisbackon the
audienceand exposehisbareass to the Reading Festival camperslast
August, it'sbecome almost expected thathe should give every audience
this, er, joy.

Thishistory ofAngusand hisschoolboyrear

/_\ ND SOWE find AC/DCin the congenial surroundings of the

“AslongasIwantto.I've gone oningorillasuits.I've gone on as Tarzan.
I'vegone onas Superman.Ilikewearin’ those clothes.Ilike to goon
lookin’ the partsothatstraightawayit’s somethingtolookat. My thingis
thatIlike toseesomethin’ to get people away from drinkin’ to see what
you'redoin’. It's differentwhen youlooklarger thanlife.

“It’'sto keep peopleinterested, notbored. To keep them always lookin'.
Theypaytoseesomethin’. That’sthe waywelookatit. Nah, Inever get
embarrassed, I'lldoanythin’. The only timeIget embarrassed iswhen
yougetacrowd that’s stone-cold silent, but that only makes us work
harderanyway. We getthemin the end. We always have.”

laugh ashe gets carried away. They’'re amused at the outrage.
Justas theyare amused at the outrage of the lyrics.

AC/DCmakenobonesaboutwhat theyresinging: sexand violence.
From “TheJack” to “Jailbreak” Bon Scott’slyricsleavelittle to the
imagination. Their new maxi-single shows that. The three cuts are “Dirty
DeedsDone DirtCheap”, “TheJack” and “BigBalls”.

Itisn'tfilthy, Angus maintains. It'sintended to be funny. Try telling that
tothe BBC. Scotthas another outlook: “Rugby clubs have been doing it for
years. Songslike that. The songs that fought the Second World War were
like that, with the chaps singing them as they marched into battle.”

Angus: “There’snotmuch seriousnessinit. It’sjustrock’n’roll. Chewit
upandspititout. Ifyoulookatit thisway, most of the kidsin the street talk
like that.In Australia, yousee, we started in small clubsand bars, and
whenwe came here we stuck by the same, placeslike the Marquee.

“Kidswould be swearin’ their heads off. Theydon’tsay ‘turnitup’, they
say ‘fuckingturnitup’-we’reassubtleaswhattheyare. Asfarasradio
stations go, you can turn on theradio and youwouldn’tlike to hearyour
songs on theradio anyhow, ‘cosit’sin there with BarryWhite playing his
Love Unlimited. That’s sortalike a bitdegradin’.

“I'suppose theradio plays areimportantin some ways. It getsyou across
tomore people. Butasfaraschangingwhatyouare, that’swrong. We
don’tbelievein that. Youshouldlet them come to yourather thangoto
them.Itwould be easyto sit down and churn out about 200 love songs,
andyou could guarantee one of them getting played sometimes, but
you'dbesellingyourselfshort.”

Cardiffisagoodone, it transpires, for the band. Although the sound is
byno means perfectin theballroom, it’sloud enough andriffy enough for
thefans. Unpretentiousrock’n’roll. It never fails.

“Alottapeople getuswrong,” Angus complains. “Alottapeople say that
we can'tplay. 'mnotsayin’ thatwe’re special. People say thatwe geton
and playrock'n’rolland it’snothin’ new, butwe get on and play that
rock’n’rollbecausewelike playin’it. It'swhatwe do best.

“Wejustgetonand playrock’'n’rollwith plenty of balls, plenty of meat,
plenty of spontaneity. That’s our main thing.

“Whatmakes ours differentis that ours are good songs and we play
themwell. Alottabands can play the basics but they can’t play with
quality. We canbuild asongat 100 milesanhourand playitrightat that
speed.It's gottherightfeel, therighteverything, whereasyou getalotta
bandswhojustplayfastand don’tgive afuckiftheyre outta tune.

“Goodsongsare essential. In the old days you

T HE CARDIFFAUDIENCE enjoys Angus’s antics. They smile and

goesbacktwoyears.

“Ah’ve always seen guyslike Berry duck-
walkingand JerryLee Lewis stripping off, so
Idecided thatIwould wear that for abit of fun.
IfIwent on stagelike this [jeansand T-shirt], I'd
lookdumb. Thatsuitdoes mejustice. Forastart,
Icanpullthe hatovermehead and hide meface.

“Icandothatand showoff meknees. Flashme
arse. Mebum’saboutthebestside of me.”

Ohyes, hisbum.Iinformed himaboutthe
disappointed fans.

“Yer punk,
that’s just a
hip little thing.
It’s nuffin™

hadrhythm andblues songslike TmAMan’,
ChuckBerry’s ‘Schooldays’. You put songs from
nowadaysupagainstthemand they’re nuffing.”

Cardiff Post House, where Angus
Youngis plotting to revolutionise
rock’n’roll,and Bon Scott, sufferingaheadache
andjetlag, liesinaheapinthe cornerandisn’t

remotelyinterested in his plans.
IsuggesttoAngusthatthere’snothingatall

T HE SCENE CHANGES to aroom at the

“CosIdidn’ttake off me pants?Ionlydo that
whenIfeellike puttin’ shiton the audience.
Some audiences you getarereally rowdy, and to shut them up youjustgo,
‘Take that, yapoof.

“It’'sjustto shut them up, to quell them.I've been on stage, especially
inAustralia, and there would be guys there allnight ribbin’ me to do
somethin’ and they’d be shoutin’, ‘Angushasnoballs, untilIeventually
take off me pants and show ’em, because they’re goin’ tokeepitup all
night, soyagottashutthemup pretty quick.”

Howlong, Iwondered, could he sustain the gimmick?

38 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1977

seriousabout AC/DC. They'rejustagood-time
band, withlyrics that mean nothingand music
thatisjustarehash ofwhathasbeen donebefore-like arock version of
BarryMcKenzie. Hebites.

“Well, we takeitseriouslyto a point, butifeveryone tookit too seriously,
we'd allbe walkingaround with down facesand we’d all belivingin the
gutter. Bands who take themselves too seriously arefools, because
they'vetakenitso seriously that they’re notallowingthemselves to
enjoyit, whereasiftheywenton and playeditas theyshould playit, it
wouldbebetter.



| AC/DCin1977:(I-r) Phil
| Rudd, Angus Young,
MarkEvans,Malcolm
YoungandBonScott

“Thebawdiness balances outwith other thingsin ourset, but you've got
tobreak up the monotony. It’slike Liberace. He can’t get up and play
Beethoven allnight, sohebendsalittle. It'slike ifyou put Beethoven and
Bachandbroughtall those classical people backfrom the dead fora
concertonTVonenightand onthe other channel youhad the Lone
Ranger, it’s guaranteed the Lone Ranger would pull the biggestrating,
becauseit’s entertainmentrather than pureboredomallnight.

“Idon’tknowanybodywho’s gone to see any of these seriousbands
who've enjoyed it. They maysayitwas great, that the musicwas good,
butsomewhere during thatsettheywere bored and were too scared to
admitit.

“IfTwentto see somebodythatwas ‘musical’,I'dyawn myhead off. I'd
endupwalkingoutto thebar.”

“Musical”, Isuggest, in the sense ofbandslike Yes?

“Yeah.Tome, bandslike Yeswould be abore to see, notunlesstheyhad
some Sheilastrippin’ onstage. Well, even then, Hawkwind done that.
Thatshowsyawhatthey gottaresortto,andyet people take them
seriously. Yes would probably come onwith a fantasticlight show.

“I'venever seen them, but they probablyuse alight showto coverup
thatthey’rebored and that their musicisborin’ and that they’re not
makin’ peoplejump.”

Hewassayingthattoo manybands take themselves too seriously, they
wereself-indulgent. Peoplelike John McLaughlin. But, Ireply, surely
everybodyinrockmusicisself-indulgent. Certainly, AC/DC’slive actthat
verynightwasratherself-indulgent. Bon, the sleeping beauty, emerges
from his slumber to defend Angus.

“Withrock'n'roll self-indulgence, the audience gets offonit,” he
explainsasheshakes offhis stupor. “With a Yes self-indulgence, the
audienceissittin’ out there baffled. They don’t knowwhat the fuckis
happenin’. Whenyou're playin’ clever stuff, you're being self-indulgent
and expectin’ theaudience to cop whatyou're playin’. Inrock’n’roll,
whichiswhatwe play, you're givin’ the audience whatyou're doin’.”

With that Bon collapsed, whileItell Angus that from whathe had been
saying, theremustbeahell ofalotof modernbandsthathe doesn’tlike.

“Iwasneverinterested in modern-daysortamusic,” he answers. “I get
offonall the old stuff, Elvis, Chuck Berry, Little Richard, JerryLee, swing
records, Louis Armstrong and stufflike that.

“Allthe other stuffseems poorin comparison, even the production. You
putLittle Richard’s ‘Tutti Frutti’ on and put the wildest thing from today
nexttoitanditsoundstimidincomparison.”

That’swhat they call progression, Angus.

“Well, theymusta progressed the wrongway. I'll tellyouwhen it stopped
getting’ good, when the Rolling Stones put out JTumpin’ Jack Flash’and
‘Street Fightin’ Man’.

“Pastthat, there’'sbeennothin’.Led Zeppelin and all that have justbeen
poorimitators of The Who and bandslike that. That’'swhenIreckon it
stopped. TherestIwouldn’teven call progression.

“GuyslikeJeffBeckand McLaughlin, all
those guysshould be playin’jazz, and theywouldn’teven getagood runin
thosebandsbecause there’s guys who've been playin’ that50yearsand
would blow them off. Peoplelike Beck shouldn’teven be thinkin’ of playin’
and callin’ themselvesrock'n’roll. They'veinto a different thingaltogether.

“Thesamewith the Harveys and those people. He’s another self-
indulgent. Gethim off. Put them all away. You geta guy nowadays to come
outonapianolikeJerryLee Lewis, writin’ songslike his and kickin’ fuck
outtathe piano andrippin’ hisshirtoff,andI guarantee that within afew
yearsthe guywould be one of the biggest things goin’. If I could play the
piano, I'dbedoin’it.”

Iwashorrified to think thatatender 17-year-old musician was
advocating thatwe should donothingbutrepeatwhathas gone before.

“It'snotrepeating. It’s just playin’ whathas always been there. Agood
songiswhatit’sallabout, whetherit’srock’n’roll ornot. Agood song, well
played, well arranged and well presented, wild and excitin’ forarock
band, whichiswhatweare. Therestaren’trock’'n’rolland they're wrong
to callthemselvesrock'n’roll. They'rejust bleedin’ hip little things. Yer
punkthing. That’sjustahip thing. It'snuffin’.”

Thefirsttime heheard Led Zeppelin playingreal rock’n’roll, said
Young, was on their fourth album, on the track “Rock And Roll”.

“I'veseenthatbandlive and they were on for three hours, and for two-
and-a-halfhourstheybored the people, and then at the end they pull out
oldrock’n’rollnumbers to get the crowd movin’. That’s sick.

“Theyshould have went on there and done an hour ofgood up stuff,
whichiswhatthey’re supposed to be, the most excitin’ rock'n’rollband
intheworld, them and the Stones, and they're not playin’ it.

“TheRolling Stones getup and play soul music. And thisis supposed to
berock’'n’roll. Leave that to the people who do it best, the black people,
and geton and playwhat theyare. Ifthey played what they play best,
they'dbeahell ofalotbetterand they’d probably find themselves atease.”

ButIwasanxioustolearnhowAC/DCattached themselves to that
earlierrock’n’roll generation.

“Ifweplayed ‘Schooldays’ tonight, you'd 'aseen whatImean, rockin’
and excitin’. Obviously, youcan'tgoonand doitlikearevivalband.

We're getting’ onand playin’itasitshould be played now. So many things
nowareinvolved. That’snotrock’n’roll. Bands shouldn’tleave what they
playbest.

“Like, people go outnowand buyalbumsjustbecause of the name.

Rod Stewarthasanewalbum out. Outtheygo and buyit. Theydon’tgive
afuckwhatit’slike.

“Thesamewith the Rolling Stones.Theard theirlastalbum and itwas
apiece of shit. One song thatsounded remotelylike the Rolling Stones.
Therestacheap imitation ofa poorsoulband. People should be given
value formoney, and they'renot.”

IfAngusand AC/DChave theirway, itappears, there will be changes.
Mindyourbacks. HarryDoherty ®

HULTON ARCHIVE / GETTY
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j ALCOLM McLAREN,
e MANAGER of the Sex Pistols,

June7,1977:inthe evening
ofthe day the Silver Jubilee
iscelebratedwithstreet
partiesupanddownthe UK,
VirginRecordsmarkthe
release of the SexPistols’
“GodSave The Queen” with
aboattripdownthe Thames.
Seenherebeforetheband’s
performancebelowdecks
are JohnnyRotten chatting
withfilmmaker Julien Temple
(backtocamera)asartistand
o designer Jamie Reidlookson

Insulting
behaviour

MM JUNE 11

appeared at Bow Street

Magistrates Court on Wednesday
morning, charged withinsulting
behaviour, followinga Virgin
Records partyaboard the Thames
cruiser Queen Elizabeth the
previous evening. He pleaded
not guilty and was remanded on
£100 bailuntil August 30.

Hewasoneof11peoplearrested
whenriver policeboarded the
cruiser after the Pistolshad begun
toplay. None oftheband was
charged, butthe brother of Pistols
lead singer Johnny Rotten, James
Lydon, wasfined £3 afterhe
admitted shoutingand swearing
on VictoriaEmbankment.

"
" BRIAN COOKE / GETTY
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.
Jordan,bornPamela

Rooke onJune23,1955:

“IfleverseeFreddie
Mercury, I'llitip
somethingoverhim”

“I have faith
in the clothes”

NME
face and close friend of Johnny Rotten.

NDERNEATH THE THICK black
| ' lines and heavily rouged cheeks there
might well be a stunning female
trying to get out. It’s so hard to tell, my dears,
for Jordan does suchagoodjob of covering
up any good features she may possess. Even
her hair (brown at the roots, white at the tips)
isengulfedinathick layer of lacquer.

Jordan (real name Pamela) is something
of astar. Although she’s ashop assistant (in
Seditionaries, the shop owned by Sex Pistols
manager Malcolm McLaren) there’slittle that
ismereroutineinher life. Because of herlooks
and associations with the new wave, when she
went to Americarecently she was given the
star treatmentand evengotaspotonTV.

Johnny Rottenisaclose friend (yes, he
does have some), and if he’sbored, down or
justplainfed up, invariably itis Jordan he
phones to cheer his flagging spirits.

Imet Jordan at the shop, situated, ironically
enough, next door to a Conservative club, but
there waslittle conversation about her as she
strode purposefully across the road, seeming
oblivious to the open-mouthed stare of Joe
Public. Her obsession s fashion. So every
incidentin her life (sheis 20)isreferred to via
associations with clothes worn and makeup
applied. School was her pink period (“l had
bright-pink hair.”). Harrods (yes, Harrods) was
her green period. America? Well, that was
when she wasintorubber. Spring'77 finds her
clad mostlyinblack. Ablack jacket resembling
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A meeting with Jordan, punk

astraitjacket, all zips and bits), and black
suede boots. The only breakis vivid pink
rouge and brightly coloured lipstick.

This strange fashion-conscious lady
originated from Seaford, a quiet backwater
near Brighton. Her parents weren’tinto
fashion or theatre, but by the age of sevenit
was obvious their offspring was... “My father,”
says Jordanin awell-educated voice, “was
aclerk.My mother was abarmaid[both are
now retired]. They'llnever get used to the fact
thatl didn’t turn out the way they wanted.”

Andher mode of dress

clothes. Vivienne [Westwood, McLaren’s
girlfriend] and Malcolm are the two most
creative people around.”

Jordanwas one of the first people to
ever clap eyes on the Pistols. “l remember
watching themrehearse in Hammersmith
before Johnwasinthe band.He wasjust
acustomerthen.” Asaclose associate of
MrRotten’s, canshe tellwhen heis putting
onanact? lthasbeensuggested thatMr
Rottendeliberately doesso whenevera
member of the pressis present. “He never
putsonanact-hewon’t compromise.Ifhe
feelslike spitting, he'll spit.”

Jordansees Seditionaries’ as “the hub
of the situation that young people arein”.
Andshe adds: “We get other bandsin the
shop to get the clothes the Pistols wear.
Mr Bigeven came in to buy vinyl trousers.”

For some obscure reason Jordan does
not like Queen. “If | ever see Freddie
Mercury in public, no doubt I'll tip
something over him,” she confides.

What, | wondered, has Freddie done to
incur such wrath? “Actually, I've never met
him; only the drummer. It's just that they
cater for acertainkind of people - hippy
college people -and | feel violent towards
him. | don'tlike what he’s doing.”

Jordanis not exactly modest when
talking of her success when she visited
Americarecently. “l wasknockout,” she
says. “There were pictures of mein
Woman'’s Wear Daily and | even made
Channel 3news. That was the time | was
wearingrubber...” Rubber what,
precisely? “Stockings, skirt...”

Not surprisingly, boyfriends never seem
tofeatureinJordan'slife.Nor have they
donesointhe past.“lwasverymuchan
outcastatschool. Ifit was kiss chase, they'd
runaway from me.No boy would touch me. Still,
I didn’treally want their attention. But | was
very hard up for people on my wavelength.”

Now, of course, there are many others who
share the outlook, althoughiit’s still difficult to
walk down the street without getting rude
remarks or gaping stares. “| remember once
gettingonatrainandsitting opposite a
woman with her young son. First she stared
and then she asked the boy: ‘Isthat woman
opposite upsetting you?' He nodded. Then
she asked if Iwould kindly leave the carriage.
Well, of course | didn’t!

hasalso presented
numerous problems with, er,
the opposite sex. “I'vebeen
walking out with people,
totally ordinary people,and
they've freaked outjust

“I was very hard
up for people on my
wavelength”

Next thing she asked me
wasif | was astripper.Sol
turned round and asked
her, ‘Do you think strippers
look like me?’ And | also said
thatiflhadasonlike thatl'd

going down the street with
me.” Eventhe police have shown aninterestin
Jordan.“They once tried to arrest me for being
indecently dressedin public.” And what was
the sweet girl wearing at the time? “Stilettos,
stockings with huge holes, see-through
knickersand see-throughbra.” Ah, | see.

Prior to Seditionaries, Jordan worked for
atimein Eastbourne -“Where | dressed the
same.” She later worked at Way In at Harrods,
where “they were very good and never said
anything about my greenlipstick or makeup.”

She adores working for Malcolm. “I'mvery
involvedin the shop and have great faithin the

throw him out the door.”

Back on the subject of Rotten, Jordan
claims, “He's notreally interestedin
permanent girlfriends. Buthe doesneed
someone to pour his thoughts out to. He'llring
up andsay, ‘Please come overand keep me
sane.'He said to me he liked me better than
anyone because he liked my clothes and he felt
I had the potential to say what | wanted.”

And onthese evenings, how (dare | ask?) do
they spend their time? “We listen to an awful
lot of reggae. Johnreally likesreggae. It's the
only thing we ever dance to.” So now we know,
my angels. Velda Daquiri




Wilko Johnson (left),
wholeavesDrFeelgood
duringtherecordingof
thirdstudioalbum
Sneakin’Suspicion

for beer”

MM APRIL 16

WO LIVEBEATLES albums are set for
Trelease within three weeks of each

other - thanks to the band’s failure to
win a courtinjunction preventing therelease
of the “unofficial” Hamburg Tapes album.

The Beatles and Apple attempted to get
the High Court to prevent the release of The
Beatles - Live At The Star Club. The album
comesfromatape made by '60s Liverpool
rock singer Ted “Kingsize” Taylor.

But High Court vice-chancellor Sir Robert
Megarry turned down the application after
hearing Taylor say that The Beatles had
originally agreed to the tape provided he
bought thembeer.

The decision was bad news for EMI, who
are planning torelease alive album which
comesfromatape of theband’s concert at
the Hollywood Bowlin1964.

That albumis expected tobereleased on
May 1, but no one from EMIwould comment
this week on a definite release date. They
alsoremainedsilent about the High Court
decision onthe “Hamburg” album.

The “Hamburg” album should have been
available in Britain last week, but the release
was held up by the airport workers’ industrial
action. There are 100,000 copies of the
albumin Germany, where they were
manufactured, waiting to be flown to Britain
atpresstime.

The albums are on Paul Murphy's

‘a
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UITARIST WILKO JOHNSON has left Dr Feelgood — on the eve of a major British tour by
Gthe band. Johnson, who was afounder member, parted company with the Feelgoods over
musical differences. Fred Munt, the band’s tour manager, told the MM that the split came
when therest of the band “called Wilko’s bluff”.
“Wilko gave an ultimatum thatiftheyrecorded atrack called ‘Lucky Seven’, he would leave the

band.Hedidn'tfeelitwas the Feelgoods’ type of music. Buttherest ofthe band and the record Lingasong

companyloved the songand insisted thatit stay on thealbum,” he said. label and
The tour, which opens at Exeter University on May 12, will be the debut of anew guitarist, will retail

unnamed butalreadyrehearsingwith therestofthe band. He is from Southend. at£4.99.

Beforeleavingtheband, Johnsonrecorded anewalbumwith the Feelgoods at Rockfield None willbe
Studiosin Wales. Itisscheduled for release in mid-May. Johnson hasnotyetannounced whathis pressedin
futureplansare. Britain.

TheFeelgoods’ touris designed to cover the areas notregularly played by theband, including, Murphy, who
inresponse toletters from fans, two West Country dates. The band plan to tour Britain againin bought the
September, following their return from the USA. tapesfrom

Thefull tourscheduleis: Exeter University (May 12), Bracknell Sports Centre (13), Crawley Taylor, was
Sports Centre (14), Wolverhampton Civic Hall (15), Norwich St Andrews Hall (17), Ispwich unavailable
Gaumont (18), London Hammersmith Odeon (19), Malvern Winter Gardens (20), Salford for comment

University (21) and Coventry Theatre (22). Supporton the touris the Lew Lewis Band.

An unspecified figure """

g FTERWEEKS OF speculation,itwas | campaignisbeingmounted by Virginto

atpresstime.

and London Weekend rejected the
commercial, even thoughit was described as
“not offensive or controversial”.

confirmed this week that the Sex announce the new contractand upcoming
Pistols have signed with Virgin single, but plans to advertiseitonITV last
Records-for an “unspecified figure”.

weekend were thwarted when both Thames

And their much-delayed newsingle
“God Save The Queen”is the first
release under the new deal -it comes
out next Friday, May 27.

The Pistols have also nearly
completed work onan album, and
a Virgin spokesman described the
advance orders for both LP andsingle
as “massive”. A huge marketing

The Pistols have been without
arecord deal since their dramatic
departures from EMland A&M.
Now they are backin business again,
they plantoreturn to the gig circuit
inthe near future - provided they
can obtain bookings. Existing bans
onthe group are, apparently, stillin
operation at many venues.
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THECLASH

“We a,m’ £
ashamed
to fight”

— NMEAPRIL2 —

TAIN'TPUNK, itain’t newwave, it’s the next step and the
( ( logical progression for groups to move in. Call itwhat you
want-all the terms stink. Just callitrock’n’roll...”
Youdon’tknowwhat total commitmentis until you’ve met
Mick Jones of The Clash. He’s intense, emotional, manic-
depressive and playslead guitar with the kind of suicidal
energy thatsome musicians lose and most musicians never have. His
relationship with Joe Strummer and Paul Simonon is the love/hate intensity
thatyouonly getwith family.
“Myparentsnever... the peopleinvolved with The
Clash aremy family...”
The Clash and me aresitting around aBritish Rail
tablein one of those railway-station cafeswhere
the puce-coloured painton thewallis peelingand
lethargicnon-whiteslavelabour serves you tea that
tasteslike caturine.
Joe Strummerisan ex-101er and the mutant offspring
of BruceLee’slegacy—ano-bullshitsense of tough that »

ERICA ECHENBERG / GETTY
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May9,1977:(l-r) Joe Strummer,
PaulSimononandMick Jones
backstageatNorthLondon’s
Rainbow onthe White Riot Tour
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meanshe cantalkaboutathrashinghe tookawhileback from some
giant, psychotic Teddyboywithout the slightest pretension, self-pity or
sense of martyrdom.

“Iwastoo pissed todeal withitand he gotmein the toilets forawhile,”
Joesays. “Ihad aknife with me andIshouldastuckitin him, right? But
whenitcametoitIremembervaguelythinkingthatitwasn'treally
worthit, ‘cosalthough he wasbatteringme about the floorIwas too
drunkforitto hurtthatmuchandifIstuckaknifeinhimI'd probably
havetodoafewyears...”

When The Clash put paint-slashed slogans on theirfamily-created
urbanbattle fatigues such as “Hate And War” it’s not a cute turnaround
ofafloweryspiel from 10 yearsago—it’sabrutallyhonestcommenton the
environment they’relivingin.

They’'vehad aggravation with everyone from Teds to students to
Anglo-rednecks, all of them frightened pigs attackingwhat theycan’t
understand. But thisain’tthe summer oflove and The Clash would rather
bekicked into hospital than flash a peace sign and turn the other cheek.

“Weain'tashamed to fight,” Micksays.

“We should carryspray cans aboutwith us,” Paul Simonon suggests.
He’sthe spike-haired bass player with considerable pulling power.
Evenmykid sister fancies him. He’s from a South London ex-skinhead
background; white Sta-Prest Levi’'s strides, highly polished DM boots,
button-down Ben Shermansshirt, thin braces, eighth-of-an-inch cropped
hairand overthefootball on a Saturdayrunningwith The Shed because
for thefirsttimeinyourlife the society that produced youwas terrified of
you.Anditmadeyoufeel good...

Paul came outof that, gettingintorock'n’roll at the start oflastyearand
oneof thefirstbandshe ever sawwas the SexPistols. Purelate-'"70srock,
Paul Simonon. InPatti Smith’s estimation he

“Forgetit, it’sin the pastnow,” Joe tellshim quietly, with justa fewwords
coolingoutMick’sanger and replacingit with something positive. “Ifany
drummer thinks he canmakeit, then wewannaknow.”

“We're goingto the Pistols gig tonight to find anew drummer!” Mick
saysexcitedly. “But they gotta prove themselves,” he adds passionately.
“Theygottabelievein what'shappening. And theygottatell the truth...”

booth on the station. Four black-and-white shots for 20 pence.

They pool their change and after one of them has had the
necessary two pictures taken the next one dives in quickly toreplace
him before the white flash explodes.

Whenyou're on 25 quid aweek, the stories of one quarter ofamillion
dollarsforthe cocainebill of a tax-exile rock-establishment band seem
likeasickjoke...

The Human Freight of the London Underground rushhourregard The
Clashwith a culture-shocksynthesis ofhate, fear, and suspicion. The
Human Freighthave escaped the offices and are pouring out to the
suburbsuntil tomorrow. Stacked haunch to paunchinan atmosphere of
stale sweat, bad breath and city air, the only thing that jolts them out of
theirusualmood of apathetic surrenderis the presence of The Clash.
Because something’shappening here but The Human Freight don’t know
whatitis...

“Everybody’s doing just what they're told to/ Nobody wants to go to jail |
Whiteriot/Iwannariot/ Whiteriot/Ariot of me own!/Areyou taking over or
areyou takingorders?/Areyou going backwards or areyou going forwards?”

“WhiteRiot” and The Sound Of The Westway, the giantinner-city
flyover and futuristic backdrop for this country’s first majorraceriot
since 1959. Played with the speed of the

T HEBAND AND Rodent have their passport photos taken in a

rates alongside Keefand Rimbaud. Heknew
exactlywhathe was doingwhenhenamedthe
band TheClash...

“Thehostilities,” MickJones calls the violent
reactions they often provoke.

“Ormaybe those Lemon Squeezers,” Paul
says, seekingthe perfectweapon for protection
when troublestarts and you're outnumbered
10toone.

Therodent-like features of their shaven-
headed ex-jailbird roadieknown, amongother
things, asRodentbreakinto a cynical smirk.
“Don’tgetitontheirdrapes otherwise theyget
reallymad,” he quips. Hewentalongtosee The

“We're going

to the Pistols

gig tonight to
find a new

d I; m m P Y 2 ability to write songs of contemporaryurban
u e o imagerythatareaperfectreflection of thelife

Westway, a GBH treble thatisasimpossible
toignoreasthepolicesirenthatopensthe
single orthe alarmbell that closesit.
Rock'n'rollfor thelate 1970s updating their
variousinfluences (Jones-the New York Dolls,
MC5, Stooges, vintage Stones; Simonon—
Pistols, Ramones, Heartbreakers; and
Strummer -totally eclectic) and then adding
somethingoftheirvery own. The sense offlash
ofbeach-fightingmods speeding through three
weekend nightsnon-stop, coupled withan

ofanykid who came ofagein the'70s.

Clashsoon afterhisrelease from
prison.Atthetimehewascarrying
acopy of Mein Kampfaround with
him. Prison can mess up your head.

Strummer,inhisusualmanner
ofabusive honesty, straightened
him out. Rodent’sbeen with them
ever since and sleeps on the floor of
theirstudio.

The Clash demand total dedication
from everyoneinvolved with the
band, asense ofresponsibility that
mustnever be betrayed no matter
whatinternal feuds, ego clashes or
personality crisis may go down.
Anyonewho doesn’thave that
attitude willnotremainwith The
Clashforverylong, and that’s the
reason for the band’s biggest
problem-theyain’tgotadrummer.

The emotive Mickexplodesat the
mention of thisyawninggapin the
lineup andlaunchesinto astream-
of-consciousness expletive-deleted
soliloquywith talkof drummers
whobottled out of broken glass
confrontations, drummerswhose
egosoutweighed their creative
talent, drummerswho are going to
gettheirlegsbroken.
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The former makes The Clash
liveraw-nerve electric, alevel of
excitementgenerated thatcanonly
beequalled by one otherband -
JohnnyThunders’ Heartbreakers.

Thelattermakes The Clash, or
maybe specificallyJonesand
Strummer (as Simonon has only
recentlystarted writing), the
fulfilmentofthe original aim of the
newwave, punkrock, whatever; that
is, towrite songs aboutlate-'70s
Britishyouth culturewith the
accuracy, honesty, perceptionand
genuine anger thatElvis, Beatles or
TheRolling Stones oranyothersin
theRock Establishment could never
donowthatthey’re closer to
members ofthe Royal Family or
faceliftlard-arsemoviestars than
theyaretoyouorme.

Butso manybandscoming
throughnoware churningout
cliched platitudes and political
nurseryrhymes. The Blank
Generationisthe antithesis of
whatThe Clashareabout...

Strummerand Jones disagree on
thebestenvironmentforanewband
todevelop and keep growing. Joe



thinksit’salltoo
easyrightnow,
Clashroadie and having to
32:::2:’:,": fighteveryinch
floor of their ofthewaywhen
rehearsalstudio thebandwas
formedayear
agoisthe

healthiestsituation—whereas Mickbelievesin giving everyhelp and
encouragement possible while being totallyhonest with bandswho are
justnotdeliveringthe goods.

‘“I'mashonestasIcanbe,” heshouts over theroarofthe tubetrain. “All
thenewgroupssoundlike dronesandlain’tseenagood new group for six
months. Theirsoundjustain’texciting, theyneed twoyears...”

Thesound of The Clash has evolved, with their experience thisyearin
therecordingstudio firstwith Polydor, when they were danglinga
contract,and morerecentlyrecording their firstalbum after CBS
snapped themup atthe 11thhour. The change in the sound first struck
measaregulation ofenergy, exertingarazor-sharp adrenalin control
over their primalamphetamined rush. It created anewair of tension
added to the ever-present manic drive thathas always existed in their
music, The Sound Of The Westway...

And, of course, the subtle-yet-indefinite shiftin emphasisis perfect for
thefeelingthat’sintheairin the United Kingdom, one quarter of 1977
already gone: “In 1977you’re on the never-never/ You think it can’t go on
forever|Butthe paperssayit’s better/I1don’t care/'Cos 'm not all there/ No
Elvis, Beatles or The Rolling Stones/In 1977

“1977”, the otherside of the single, ends with the three-pronged attack
shoutingin harmonies derived from footballterraces: “1984!”

heavyatmosphere in Jamaica, the feelingin

the air that very soon, somethinghas gotto
change... TheJamaican culture is highly revered by
The Clash. They hang outin black clubs, pick up
reggaeimportsinglesin shopswhereitain'treally
wise for them to tread, and express their disgust at
the undeniable fact thatin the poor working-class
areas of London where they grewup and stilllive
theblacks are treated even worse than the whites.

T HEPRESSURE. THAT’S what they call the

“They’lltake tous, but
it'lltaketime”: The
Clashonstagein1977

But, ultimately, they know that White Youth needsits own sense of
identity, culture and heritage if theyre going to fight for change. Ariot of
theirown...

Butcanthemassestaketo theincisivereality of what The Clash are
aboutand whytheylap up the straight-ahead rockbandswho push
nothingmore thanhavingagood time?

“Maybe thereasonthosebandsaresobigis because they don’tsay
anything,” Micksays. “Butwe ain’t gonna preach and soundlike
some evangelist.”

Imention toJoewhathappened when he walked on stage at Leeds Poly
forthefirstgigthatactuallyhappened on the Pistols’ Anarchy Tour. He
said afewwords before the band wentinto the set that they'd been
burning to play for weeks, abouthow the gutter-press hysteria, local-
councilbutcheryand Mary Whitehouse mentality of The Great British
Peoplewas preventing certain youngrock bands getting onstage and
playing for the people who wanted to see them. I remember him saying
that 1984 seemed to have arrived early as the Leeds Poly students bawled
abuseathim. With the minds and manners of barnyard pigs, the over-
grownschoolchildren conveyed the message thattheydidn’tgive ashit.

“Ithinktheywill take tous, butit’lltake time,” Joe says. “ButIdon’twant
togotowardsthematall,Idon’twannastartgettingsoftaround the
edges.Idon’'twantto compromise... I think they’llcomeroundintime,
butiftheydon’tit'stoobad.”

“Weain’tnever gonna get commercialrespectability,” Mick says, both
angerand despairin hisvoice.

Paul Simonon takesitallinand then ponders the nearest station that
hasabarontheplatform.

That’s the difference between theirattitudes to, howyousay, Makingt.
Strummeris confident, determined, arrogantand sometimesviolentin
the face ofignorant opposition (a couple of months backinaclub car park

hefaced an Americanredneckrockband withjust
hisblade for support).
MickJonesisarockequivalenttoakamikaze
pilot. Allornothing. The Clash giveshim both the
chanceto pour out hisemotional turmoil and offer
anescaperoutefromthelife the assembly-line
education the country gave him had primed him
for. When a careers officer at school spends five
minutes with youand tellsyouwhat you're gonna
dowithyourlife for the next50 years. More fodder »

HISTORY OF ROCK 1977 | 47

RAY STEVENSON / ELISA LEONELLI / REX FEATURES



1977

CHALKIE DAVIES / GETTY

1R - SNE

forthebigcorporationsand the dole. Mickis beating them at theirown
gamebyignoringalltherules.

“Someonelocked meout, solkicked mewaybackin,” he declaresin “Hate
AndWar”.

Hisuncannyresemblance to ayoungKeefRichard allowed him to
relieve an earlyidentity problem by adopting thelookalike con trick
whichfoolsno onebutyourself. Then he met Strummer, who toldhim he
waswearingaKeith Richard identikitas though hehad boughtitinashop.

“Igotmyself-respectinthis group,” Micksays, “Idon’tbelievein guitar
heroes. “IfTwalk out to the front of the stage it’sbecause I wannareach the
audience, lwant tocommunicate with them.Idon’twant them to suck
myguitaroff...”

AndPaul Simonon: totalhedonist. His fondest memories of the
AnarchyTourare hotel-room parties and broken chairs, things trod
into the carpetand girls who got youworried because you thought they
were gonnadielike Jimi Hendrixif they didn’twake up. He’samember
of The Clash because they're the bestband in the countryand it gets him
laidalot.

Sowhatdid theylearn from the Anarchy Tour, so effectivelybutchered
bytheself-righteous Tin Gods who pull the strings?

“Ilearnedthatifthey don’twantyouto play they canstop you,” Joe says
seriously. “Andno one’s gonnaraiseanyfuss...”

Ladbroke Grove SRS
habituésMick |
JonesandJoe
Strummeron
theCircleLine
inApril1977

“For thefirstfour days we were confined to ourrooms because the News
Of The Worldwasnextdoor,” Mick continues. “We thought, ‘Shallwe go
outtherewith syringesstuckin ourarmsjustto get'emgoing?’ Yeah, and
furnitureseemed to havelabels saying, ‘Please smash me’ or ‘Outthe
window, please’.”

Andwhentheyfinally gotto play, the mindsin the Institutes Of Further
Educationwere asnarrowas thosein Fleet Street. So Strummer gave
them something-even though theyweretooblind toseeit...

“Thisone’sforallyoustudents,” he sneered before The Clash toreinto
thesongthattheywrote aboutJoebeingon the dole forsolongthatthe
Department Of Employment (sic) wanted to send him to rehabilitation
togivehimbackthe confidence that theyassumed the dole musthave
destroyed, together with Mick’s experience working for the Social
Security officein West London, and, as the mostjunior employee, being
told toopenallthe mail during the time of the IRA letter-bombs.

Thesongis called “Career Opportunities”: “Career opportunities/ The
onesthat never knock/Everyjob they offer you/Is to keep ya out the dock/
Careeropportunities/ They offered me the officel They of fered me the shop/
TheysaidId better take ANYTHING THEY GOT/ ‘Do you wannamake tea
forthe BBC?/Doyou wannabe, doyou wannabeacop?’/l hatethearmy
andlhatethe RAF/Youwon't get mefightingin the tropical heat/I hatethe
CivilServicerules/And1ain’t gonna open letter bombs foryou!”

“Mostbands and writers who talk about the dole
DUNNOWHATTHEDOLEIS!” Mickshouts. “They’ve
never beenonthedolein theirlife. But the doleis only
hardifyou’ve been conditioned to thinkyou've gotta
haveajob... thenit'ssheer degradation.

“The Social Security made me open theletters during
theletterbomb time because Ilooked subversive. Most
ofthelettersthe Social Security get are from people who
livenextdoorsaying theirneighbours don’'tneed the
money. The whole thingworks on spite. One dayan Irish
guythattheyhadtreatedlike shitand keptwaiting for
three hours picked upawoodenbench and putitthrough
thewindowinto Praed Street.”

Mickshakeshishead in disgustatthe memoryofthe
way our great Welfare State treatsits subjects.

“EverytimeIdidn’thave ajobIwasdown there—
waiting. And they degrade the black youth even more.
Theyhave towaitevenlonger. No one can tell me there
ain’tanyprejudice...”

EMAKE FOR Rehearsal Rehearsals,
; ; ; ; the North London studio of The Clash.
Anenormous building once used by the
British Rail forawarehouse. Only part of itisin use at
the moment, alarge expanse of propertyruled by no
lighting, rats and water.

Upstairs, Joe, Mickand Paullook glad to have guitars
intheirhandsagain. The walls are covered with posters
of Bruce Lee, Patti Smith, the Pistolsand The Clash
themselves. Alarge map of the United Kingdom faces
theold TVsetwhere Hughie Greenis beingsincere
with the speech turned down. Biro graffitistains the
screen. The televisionisnot treated like the Holy Grail
inthisplace...

IwatchJoe playingabattered old guitarwith all but two
ofitsstringsmissingandIthinkabouthiscomments
when Iwanted to knowhowhewould copewith financial
successwhen/ifitcame...

“Iain’tgonnafuckmyselfuplikeIseenall those other
guysfuckthemselves up,” hesaid. “Keepingall their
money forthemselves and gettinginto theirhead and
thinkingtheyre the greatest.I've planned whatI'm
gonnadowithmymoneyifithappens. Secretplans...”

Icouldbewrong, butataguessthe developmentof
Rehearsal Rehearsalsinto anything fromarecording
studio to arockvenuetoaradio/TVstationseemlike
possible Strummer visions forwhen The Clash get the
massacceptance theydeserve.

AswetalkabouthowThe Clash havereacted to putting
theirmusicdown onvinyl, I tell them that the major
criticism people not cognisantwith theirsongshave



expressed is that the unique Strummervocal
makesunderstandingtheir brilliantlyrics
almostimpossible for the uninitiated.

“Thefirsttime we wentinto astudio with
afamous producer hesaid, ‘Youbetter
pronounce the words, right?”” Joeremembers
withhisamused sneer. “Soldiditandit
sounded like Matt Monroe. SoIthoughtI'mnever
doingthatagain... tome our musicislike Jamaican stuff-
iftheycan’'thearit, they’renotsupposed to hearit. It'snot for
themiftheycan'tunderstandit.”

The Clashsaythatbeingsigned with CBShashad no
interference with the preservation of theirintegrityand,
evenwith theband’s attitude of No Compromise, a
termination of contractin the manner of the Pistols seems -
mostunlikely. -

Theybelieve the sound on the album to be infinitely
superior to thatof the single because thelatter was cut during
one of their firstsessionsin the studio after the decision tolet
theirsoundman Micky Foote produce the band, even though
hehadno previous experiencein production.

“Wetried thefamousones,” Joe grins. “Theywereall too
pissed towork.”

“Outside, thereain’'tnoyoungproducersin tune with
what’s goingon,” Micksays. “The onlywayto doitistolearn
howtodoityourself.”

“Youdoityourselfbecausenobodyelse cares thatmuch,”
MickyFoote, Boy Wonder Producer tells me, his sentiments
totallyin keepingwith the clan spiritin The Clash camp.

Thebandtalk oftheirrespectfor theirmanager Bernard
Rhodes, whohasbeenamajorinfluence onall of them,
andwho has made enemiesbecause ofhis obsessive
commitmentto The Clash. ButJoe, Mickand Paul are
free spirits, unlike alot ofbands with heavy personality
management.

“Hereallypushesus,” Paul says.

“Wedorespecthim,” Mickadds.

“Hewas always helpingand giving constructive
criticismlongbefore hewas our manager,” Mick then
points atthe other members of theband and himself.
“Buttheheartisthere.”

Iaskthem about theirpoliticalleanings. Do theybelieve
inleftandrightoris therejustupand down?

4

“I'veplannedwhat
I'mgonnadowithmy
moneyifithappens”:
JoeStrummerin1977

Theyreplybytellingme aboutaleftish
workshop theyused to frequentbecause they
enjoyed the atmosphere—and alsobecauseit
gave them an opportunitytonick the paints
theyneeded for their artwork.

“Itwasreally exhilarating there,” Mick says.
“Theyusedto play Chineserevolutionary
recordsand then one day the National Front
threwbricks through thewindow. The place
didn’tshut, though. So one day theyburned the
wholejointdownand theyhadto closedown...”

“In1977there’s knives in West 11/Ain’t so
lucky to berich/Sten gunsin Knightsbridge/
Danger stranger, you better paintyour face/ No

“Bernie was
always
helping long
before he was
our manager’

—asMickJones putsit—one of the cagesand
seethatLondonisstillburning...

“Allacross thetown/All across the night/
Everybody's driving with four headlights/
Black orwhite, turniton, face the newreligion/
Everybody'sdrowningin aseaoftelevision/ Up
and down the Westway/In and out the lights/
Whatagreat trafficsystem/1t’s so bright/Ican’t
think of abetter way to spend thenight/ Than
speedingaround underneath theyellow lights/
ButnowI'minthesubwaylookingfortheflat/ This
oneleads to this block and this oneleads to that/

Elvis, Beatles or the Rolling Stones/In 1977/ Sod
theJubilee!”

“Ialways thoughtintermsofsurvival,” Mick says. “And these people are
the opposition offree speech and personalliberty. And they’re trying to
manipulate therockmedium.”

Thenherepeatssomethinghesaid earlier, reiterating the importance of
TheClash: “AndIain’tashamed tofight...”

friend Glenn Matlock first metJoe Strummer down the Portobello
Road and told him that he was great but his band was shit. Later Joe
talked to Bernard Rhodes, and 24 hours after thathe showed up on the
doorstep of the squat where Mick and Paul were living and told them
hewanted in on the band thatwould be known as The Clash.
And from the top of the monolith tower blockwhere theywrote their
celebration of the Westway, you can gaze down through the window of

I THAS BEEN over a year since Mick Jones, Paul Simonon and their

Thewind howls through theempty blocks looking g
forahome/ButIrunthrough theempty stone B
becauseI'mallalonel London’sburning, baby...” %
“Each of these high-rise estates has got those places where kids wear z
soldiers’ uniformsand getarmydrill,” Mick says quietly. “Indoctrination 3
tokeep them offthesstreets... and they gotan artist to paint pictures of 2
happyworkers on the side of the Westway. Labourliberatesand don’t E:
forgetyourplace.”
Helooksdownat
thefirehundreds ;
offeetbelow. e n- guns
“Canyou
understand how
muchIhatethis ® 4  ~
place?” heasks me. ln nl g S
1977istheyear .
of The Clash. '

TonyParsons ®

bridge??




SAM EMERSON / POLARIS / EYEVINE

50 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1977

1N grou
therapy

FLEETWOOD MAC
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OME NEWSPAPERS EMPLOY scribes whose sole function is

toregularly update the unpublished obituaries of prominent

personalities—so as to bein at thekill on their demise.

Something of a dead-end job, as it were. However, it would

take scores of full-time researchers to keep abreast of the

fluctuating fortunes of Fleetwood Mac—the band that
continues to exist despite itself.

Inthe 10yearssince theydebuted at the National Blues & Jazz Festivalin
Windsor, Fleetwood Machave transmogrified from astar-crossed guitar
hero-dominated cultblues band into Warner Brothers Records’ biggest ever
album-sellingattraction.

Butithasbeenacareer continuallyfraughtwithimpendingdisaster.
Guitaristshave quitunderharrowingbanner headlines, boguslineupshave
laid claim to thename, and those original members who’ve stuck it outhave
enacted more melodramas than awhole slew of soap-operascriptwriters
could have conceivedin alifetime. In truth, all aspects of human emotion are
tobefoundin Fleetwood Mac.

Bands have broken up for muchless, but Mac stubbornlyrefuses toroll over
and expire. Call it masochistic, but theband appears to thrive on one Big Hurt
afteranother.

Until the middle oflastyear, Fleetwood Mac had resigned themselves
factthat theyworked tolive, lived to work, and weren’tinapositiontor
forayear ormoretorethink orrecord. Their albums always gotreviewed,
madeabrief, ifnotauspiciousappearanceinthebest-sellersandreceived
more air time than thatusually afforded albums enjoying much more
commercialsuccess on the charts.Itmaynothavebeen LaDolce Vitabutit
was afairly comfortable existence. »




FleetwoodMacinLos

Angeles,1977:(I-r)
LindseyBuckingham,
Stevie Nicks,John
McVie, ChristineMcVie
andMickFleetwood
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Graft and precision
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IMPECCABLE performance
wasrewarded withaseries
of standing ovations, and by
the end of the set half the
audience were out of their seats,
crowding the stage and dancing
inthe aisles.

Thatinitself was something of
atriumph since Birmingham
audiences have neverbeen
noted for enthusiasm on this
scale.For Christine McVieit
must have been a particularly
emotional experience; it marked
her first performanceinher
hometown for sevenyears.

Fleetwood Mac played for
around 90 minutes, dovetailing
oldand new songs with
craftsman-like precision. Only
atone stage did they allow their
faultless pacing to slip, when
they encored with the slow-
moving “Hypnotised”; but by
then most of the audience would
probably have been content to
listen to Stevie Nicks read the
footballresults. The band’s
performance was apleasant
surprise for me because neither
of their two recent hit albums,
Fleetwood Mac and Rumours,
offered the excitement of

THEIRTECHNICALLY

BIRMINg
—— 0DEp HAM

decade of playing together.
Fleetwood, looking manic with
his mouth leering open for most
of the night, played one of the
nicest drum solos I've heard for
alongtime on“World Turning”.
He left hiskit, strapped onan
African talking drum, and took
stage centre tobeatouta
delightfully novel rhythm.
Christine McVie kept her
keyboard work pure and simple
most of the time, and her best
moments came when she gave
full reign to that excellent
mellow voice on “Oh Daddy”. By
comparison Stevie Nicks was
much more raucous, but she
displayed a tremendous vocal
range and an enthusiasm which
onerarely seesonstage at the
moment. | was less enamoured
of her stage movements: she
seems to think sheisan
exponent of modern dance, but
her posturing belonged more to
aHammer horror rising-from-
the grave sequence thanto the
dance theatre of Harlem.
However, her raunchy antics
caused astiramong the male
section of the audience, some of
whom seemed to enjoy her
costume changes more than the

earlier work music. The
from previous . warmest
lineups of FIeetWOOd IEft hls responses of
the band. kit strapped on the evening
Onstage, y werereserved
however, they . . for “Go Your
weraan an African talking o..w.,.
y
entirely “Over My
different drum and took Head” andan
p.roposition. centre stage exceptional
Lindsey turnby
Buckingham Buckingham

was excellent, both vocally and,
more particularly, on guitar;
there was anotable solo at the
end of “The Chain”, while on
acoustic guitar he performed
aparticularly engaging version
of “Never Going Back Again”.
Onthe latter he wasjoined by
John McVie, playing a giant-
sized acoustic bass guitar.McVie
was calmly
impressive
throughout,
his assured
work with
drummer
Mick
Fleetwood
bornofa

onthe old favourite “Oh Well".

I have just two reservations
about the new Fleetwood Mac.
Firstly, they're not nearly as
adventurous as they mightbe.
Ireiterate that they belong to
the Peter Frampton progressive
-MOR school, whichis currently
lucrative but scarcely stands
exposure for any length of time.

Secondly, none of their work
sticks in the mind for longer than
about 15 minutes after hearing
it; that indicates shallowness.
However, if they can maintain
the sort of technical standardin
concert that they attainedin
Birmingham, their successin
Britainis assured. Brian Harrigan

N —
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NicksandBuckingham -
previouslybothamusical
andromanticpairing-
performonstage with
FleetwoodMacin1977

guitarist Bob Welch became yet another Mac statistic, being

unceremoniously replaced by the highly attractive boy/girl
team of Lindsey Buckingham and Stevie Nicks. After just 10 days of
routining new material, the refurbished lineup of Mick Fleetwood,
Christine and John McVie and Buckingham and Nicks were in the
studio recording a bunch of originals subsequently released under
theunadventurous title Fleetwood Mac.

Atfirst, nothingmuchhappened and asix-month road tour ensued
before (professionally) their fortuneswere to take a turn for the better. It
was during this period thatdeep cracksbegan to appearin their personal
stability, and almost on cue Fleetwood Mac wentinto yet anotherall-too-
familiar nosedive.

Christineand John McVie separated mid-tour,adding the costofan
extrahotelroomto theband’s travel budget; and after sixyears of being
inseparable Buckingham and Nicks ceased cohabiting—and Mick
Fleetwood, desperately tryingto play piggy-in-the-middle, realised that
hisownmarriagehadhit the skids. Bands have broken up formuchless.
ButnotFleetwood Mac.

Contraryto belief, pressure of success wasn’t the cause. Fleetwood Mac
hadyetto take offlike an epidemic, sell in excess of four million albums
Stateside and hatch three hitsingles, “Rhiannon”, “Over My Head” and
“SayYouLove Me”. Everyonejustfell out oflove with one another at
precisely the same moment.

So...threebroken homesforsale. John and his collection of penguin
statuettes moved out of the McVie’s Malibu apartment on to a41-foot
schooner, while Christine setup ahome overlooking the hustle and bustle
of Sunset Strip. Lindsey and Stevie established singleslifestyles, and Mick
andJennyFleetwood divorced, though theywerelater toremarry.

Toadd to theirimmediate problems, Mac were attempting to record
tracks forwhatwould eventually evolve into Rumours.

“BeinginFleetwood Mac, ismorelike beingin group therapy!” Who
said that?

Itwasdrummer and Mac manager elect Mick Fleetwood. Heis trying to
fightoffahead cold aswe sitjawingin the pleasantrustic atmosphere of
SeedyManagement, situated by the gates of the Columbiamovielotin
theveryheartof Hollywood Babylon. It’sa typical Californian spring
morning. Warm, sunny, light to variable. Definitely not the kind of day to
befeelingone degree under.

However, with typical Britishreserve, Mick Fleetwood has mastered
theartofcopingwith anyand everysituation. And hisresilience must
be contagious because Lindsey Buckingham—enroute to having his
wisdom teeth yanked - shows no apparentsigns offear.

Overthelastyear Fleetwood Mac have supplied America’s dirt-diggin’
gossip columnists with more copy than the Burton/Taylor divorce-

L ET’SSTARTIN 1975: after a four-year residency, American



FLEETWOOD MAC

reconciliation-divorce-marriage-
go-round, tothe extent that Mac’s
maritalshenaniganshavebeen
likened to everything from Peyton
Placeto Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice.
Asittranspires, ittookawholeyearto
record Rumours, the projectbeingnear
completedlongbefore Fleetwood Macbegan tobe
pressedupin platinum-thelatter album having pursued
aneccentric pathway towards success. According to Mr
Fleetwooditoriginallyreached ashighasNo9and
droppedto40beforeitregaineditsupward curve.

Fleetwood Mac-the Californian soundtrack of '76.
Even Mick Fleetwood haslongsince given up tryingto
evaluateits phenomenal successinthe Americas andits
apatheticreceptionin the Old Country.It'shappened
and he’sthankful, buthe’snotaboutto gointo deep
analysis on the subject. Obviously, the introduction of
twossinger-songwritershad agreatdeal to dowithit, but
asMick pointsout, Fleetwood Machas never conformed
to onespecific, recognisable style.

“Nobody,” he suggests between sniffles, “who has ever
joined thisband hasbeen forced to structure their music
to conform. You've only got to flick through our mess of
albumsto see that.” He emphasises the word “mess”.

“Icanremember when DannyKirwan joined, Peter
[Green] turnedround to him and casually said, ‘Right,
lad, you've gothalfthe album’,and Then Play On contains
alotofnewthingsthatnobodyhad everheard onaFleetwood Mac album
before. Lots of bands wouldn’t take thatkind of risk. We do. And I think
it'shealthy.”

Astotheband’sresurgence of popularity, both

the overall encompassing excuse of “difference of musical policy”. From
hisloftyvantage point of manager-performer and pillar of strength, he
opinesthatbeingin theband maywell bring out theweak pointsina
person’s character, butby the same tokenitstrengthens others. He cites
therecording of Rumoursas testament.

“Whentheshithitthefan everybody probablythoughtthatthisreally
was the end of Fleetwood Mac, and that it would be impossible to work
under suchintense conditions. Theoretically, itwas ahelluvabad time to
tryandrecordanewalbum, butinretrospectitproved to be thereverse.
Becauseitall came outin the music.”

Asaresult, Rumoursisanalbum of strong personal emotions—
persistent, soul-searching—and currently America’s best-seller. Still, it
can’thavebeen easyspendingnineweeksincarcerated in the Record
Plant’s Sausalito studio with everyone falling apartat the seams and
arecordingdeskthatallbut destroyed the original backing tracks?

“Things never gotbitchy,” says Fleetwood. “Sure, the atmosphere was
confused-tosaytheleast-butitwasn’tdestructive. [t maybe difficult for
someone outside of the group to understand what I'm saying, butwe're a
bunch of people before we're abunch of musicians. Whathappened was
thatallfive of uswere going through exactly the same problem at the very
same time. Onlyin Fleetwood Mac could thatever happen.

“Sothereweallwere, trying to putdown the basicbacking tracksand
allfeeling so desperatelyunhappywithlife. But somehowwe created
amutual bond. We could all relate to each other’s desperation. Despite
ourselves, we didn’tlose contact.Itwasn’tas though there wasn’tanyone
elsewe could turn to. Strange asit might sound, we had one another-so
wewent through shitto getto the pointwhere we could stilllive and
communicateas friends.

“Idon’tthinkanyone ever turned round and said, Tdon’tneed this,I'm
splitting.” We allunderstood howwe all felt because we were allinvolved
ineachother’slives.

“Surewelaugh atitnow... we evenmake

Fleetwood and Buckingham agree with my
theorythat primarily the presentlineupis
asinglesband utilisinganalbum formula.

“There’s alot of flexibility and versatility
within the currentset-up,” Buckingham
interjects before leaving for his dental
appointment. “Evenwith three separatelead
vocalists there’s still this cohesive continuity, so
itdoesn’treallymatterifeither Christine, Stevie
ormyselfare takingthelead.

“Asacontributor,” he concludes, “Ifeel that
much of Fleetwood Mac’s strengthisin the fact
thatonlytheverybestmaterialmakesitontoan

“Sure, the
atmosphere
was confused,
but it wasn’t
destructive”

jokes,”—arecent cover of Rolling Stonesports
anAnnie Leibovitzshotofallfivein onebed:
Christine cuddling Lindsey, Mickwith hisarm
around StevieandJohn offina cornerreading.
“Butbelieve me,itwasn’tfunnyat the time.”
“The thingthathappened between Lindsey
and Stevieand Christineand Johnwasn’tthat
theysuddenlytookadislike to one another; it
wasjustthattheyrealised theycould nolonger
live together, and so there wasnomalice when
theyseparated. Forinstance, the other evening
JohnandIwentround to Christine’s place to
haveadrinkwithherandherboyfriend. So, if

album.And, as there
arethree main writers, it makes
competition thatmuch keener”.

MickFleetwood agrees: “Thisway
there’snostrainonanyparticular
writer. Nobodyis constantlyunder
extreme pressure towriteall the
material for thenextalbum. So that’s
no problem”.

Yet problems—thekind that floor
you-havebecome anintegral part
of Mac’svery existence.

Whyhave they alwaysrefused to
throwin the towel?

“Overtheyears,” says Fleetwood,
“we’vebeensowrappedupinour
destiny that, though offershave been
forthcoming, theideaofbeing
somewhere else, playingin
anotherband, hasnever
reallyappealed to either
John, Christine or myself.
It'sassimpleasthat.”

Accordingtothe
drummer, nobody-with
the exception of Danny
Kirwan-hasever quit
Fleetwood Macbecause of

anything, theweird circumstances
inwhichwedecided torecord
Rumourshelped tomake that
muchstronger thanbefore.

“Fromstartto finishittookone
year to complete Rumours.We'd
recorded the backingtracksinnine
anxiousweeks, butthe emotions
thatwe’d originally putdown on
thetapein Sausalito were so strong
thatwe didn’'twanttobeimmature
andinsensitive towards those
feelings. That's whywe tooksuch
careinthe dubbingand the mixing.

“Wejustwent though our
collective traumashead-onandit
was then thatweallrevealed our
owntrue colours. Inthe past, both
JohnandIhavehadtohandle
somereallyweird situations...
Peter Green...Jeremy Spencer,
butasfarasLindseyand Stevie
were concerned, theydidn’tgo
likelambsto the slaughter, they
justunderwenta crash-course
inmaturity.”

Iwonderwhatthese guys do for
anencore? RoyCarr ®
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Thedescendantofevery
enigmafromMonroeto
PiaftoRonnie Spector:
DebbieHarrywithBlondie
atHammersmith,1977

Pop-pulp vs prayers!

JUN4 NYC cool crosses the pond as Blondie support Television.

LONDIE’S DEBBIE HARRY frantically
Bshimmies andshakesacrossthe

stage limelight, furiously rattling
apair of shiny maracas, and I sigh sadly,
wishing they were mine.

Youlook goodinblack - fashion notes
are an off-the-creamy-shoulder mini-dress,
night-nurse tights and stiletto leather ankle
boots from which project the silk-clad
sparrow legs of the type of non-stop-dancing
NOO Yawk City bud that Tom Wolfe
eulogisedinthe Peppermint Lounge
Revisited section of his Kandy-Kolored
Tangerine-Flake Streamline Baby.

The World's Greatest Mouth cries “SURF’S
UP!” at the start of Blondie’s celebration of
summer, “In The Sun”,anumber that’s the
equal of the type of Golden Old'un that
Brian Wilson used to knock outonalazy
afternoon with his piano parked in the sand
box. That song’s typical - ajoyous, updated
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synthesis of Beach Boys, Spector, Orlons,
Daytonas, early Motown, the very créme de
lacréme of the most timeless American
Graffiti pop-pulp that every poured out of
acruising car’sradio.

It's exhilarating Amerikana, and even
though the furthest West I've ever been
is Ealing Broadway, | could almost taste the
back-seat-drive-inlove and the ketchup-
soaked cheeseburgerssizzlingonan
opengrill...

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
— LONDON ——
LIVE!

— MAY28/29 —

air for the Patti Smith-inspired
“Rip Her To Shreds”.
Her Mop Top Muppetband
ploughed through “Get Off Of
My Cloud” on Saturday and “Louie
Louie” the next night for the intro to
the opening track on their Private
Stock album “X Offender”, a child-
like paeantoaperverted copwho's
intorubber boots, if yousee what |
mean. It's the tragic story of a jailed
man and the girl who waits for him.
The notion that the band should
stick to small clubs and avoid the
larger hallsis smashed as the
descendant of every enigma
from Monroe to Piaf to Ronnie
Spector gets bathedinblue lucid
spotlight for “Look Good In Blue”
done soft and sultry. West Side
Story derivative finger-snapping
choreography with Debbie torching
itinto the footlights with Doomed
Loverangst.
“Forlggy!” Debbie criesand
they rip through their tribute to
The Pop, “Detroit”.
“InThe Flesh” was only
performed on the Sunday, which
was bad strategy as they should
doiteverynight.Notadryeyein
the house as Debbie purrs,
murmurs and sighs.
It’s Blondie’s newest single and
itwouldmeanalottomeifyouall
gooutandbuyit.
I bite my toenailsin anguish as
“Man Overboard”is followed by
“Rifle Range”, with Debbie getting
gunned down and dying the Bogart,
flat on her back and twitching with
the throes of Sudden Death.
But when she bounces
back for “I Didn’t Have The
Nerve To Say No (Dear)”,
asortofporno “God
Only Knows”, l know
that everything’s
gonnabealright.
The band leave the
stage (sulky bastards,
her musicians; not the
type of boys Debbie should
mix with at all), then get
brought back for two numbers that display
real fire - killer versions of “Heatwave” by
Martha Reeves & The Vandellasand The
Daytonas’ “Little GTO".

The difference between Blondie and
Television was the difference between
hanging around an amusement arcade and
going to church. Honest, | think that the
Marquee Moon albumis great. But the two
weekend gigs that Tom

Debbie looks like a
peroxided16-year-old
ponytailed cheerleader
who gotajob turning tricks
on Times Square during the
vacation. The angelic
countenance, absorbedin
her speeding-sideways
dance steps, turns vicious
as her painted nails claw the

Television played
with the technical
perfection of a
sophisticated
computer

Verlaine’s Television
played at Hammersmith
Odeonwerelike sitting
at the Maharishi's feet or
gazingrespectfully at the
Crown Jewels - or watching
Pink Floyd if they had any
good songs.

“Prove it, Tommy boy!”
anirreverent prole bawled,




andlassumed he was talking
about the album track of the
same name. But when the song
had come andgone and he
continued shouting, “Proveit,
Tommy boy!” Irealised he was
challenging Verlaine to live up to
the hyperbole of his build-up.

Onthe album, Verlaine's
frighteningly intense music carries
some warmth, passionand SOUL.
There was a paucity of all those
qualities during these two gigs. It was
cold, heartless and joyless, and they
played with the technical perfection
of asophisticated computer. When
they started with the first tracks
onthe album, “See No Evil” and
“Venus”, | thought they were gonna
runstraight through the album
because they didn’'t have the energy
to change the tracklisting around.

When aman as talented as Verlaine
canwrite somethinglike “Venus”,
perhaps the finest love song since
Dylan’s “Love Minus Zero”, there’s
justno excuse for playing with as
much sexuality, love or affection
asanecrophiliac.

Between numbers, Verlaine
savours therole of distant, cool,
patronising Star. Unsmiling,
unmoving throughout, he introduces
eachsonginashortslur of words, all
indistinguishable except for the title.

Meanwhile, everybody’s sitting
round watching Television. It made
me think that the Television/Blondie
tour and the Ramones/Talking Heads
tour should swap supportacts for
everyone’s benefit.

While notinthe sameleague as
songs on the album like “Friction” or
“Prove It”, the old Orkssingle “Little
Johnny Jewel” got the best reception
simply because it’s certainly the most
esotericnumber the band do.

“Marquee Moon” alone comes
acrossasvisuallyimpressive asitis
onvinyl, with guitarist Richard Lloyd
and Verlaine cutting jagged, incisive
structures throughtheairasTV's
transparent axereflected beams
of coloured light that looked like
the music FELT.

On that occasion the music
touched meinside. Therest of the
time it was how limagine a Grateful
Dead concerttobe.

“Knockin’ OnHeaven’s Door”
isdire,andit’s not until the encore
of “Satisfaction” that the audience
stand up from their chairs and
Idiot Dance.

“WALLY!” somebody has the
amusing and appropriate audacity
to bellow, and then the bouncers
start playing Gestapo Warriors and
itain’tfunny.

Asthefishbloodsleave the stage
I reflect that Television may have 10
times the talent of Blondie, but they
ain’thalf asmuch fun. I think I'min
love. Tony Parsons

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
D

LIVE!

— MAY24 —

MichaelJackson (left)
eclipsesbrothers Marlon

(centre)andJackieat
Hammersmith,1977

NME JUN 4

THAS BEEN nearlyfive years since The
Jacksons'’lastvisit to Britain, and Michael
Jackson, 13 then, is 18 now. Not that thathas
diminished his appeal one jot—and indeed the
factthatthese boys have come up withno UK
materialin that period doesn’t seem to matter
either. Theywere still able not only to pack out
the Hammersmith Odeon, butalso tofill it with
fanatical followers.

Therehad beensome changessincelasttime.
Jermaine, torn between familyloyalties, opted to
remainatMotown, and hasbeenreplaced by the
largely anonymous Gerald Brown. Also, the
band’sowninstrumentation-guitar, drums, keys
—wasnowsupplemented byasmall orchestra, no
doubtmadenecessarybythenature of thenew
material on Epic. Also, there was Randy, now 14,
poundingonthebongoslikeaveteran.

Themain change, though, was probably the
material. [twould nowbeinvidious to suggest
thatTheJacksons are simply offering teenybop
farewhen theyarevyingwith The O’Jays for the
verybest that Gamble-Huffhave to offer (not that
that’s currently thatgood...).

The otherimportantdevelopmentwas that this
wasvirtually the Michael Jackson Show. Big
brothers Tito, Marlon and Jackie were mostly
relegated to theroles of back-up singers. This
didn’tparticularlydisappointsince Michael’s
voicehasnotchanged much, andinanycasehe
now has sufficient stage presence to control
proceedings himself. Too much, it could be
argued. His series of neatly executed pirouettes
tantalised and teased the throngat the front of
thestalls, and it was no surprise that for the
second halfof the showMichael was enveloped
bykamikaze female fans stormingthe stage.

Thematerialwasreasonably predictable—
mostlyfrom thelastalbum, with the obligatory
medleys of former glories (their Tamla hits) —as
was theassurance withwhichitwasdelivered.

AlthoughIdon’trate the Epic material too
highly, it’s obvious that Gamble-Huffhave
helped arrestthe Jacksons’ decline. And
once theboyshave found some material
that’sactuallyhot, then things mightbegin
togetveryinterestingindeed. Meanwhile,
don’tleaveitsolongnexttime. Bob Woffinden

—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

— MAY1 ——

Yirouettes vs outsider shtick

MM MAY 7

HE OBVIOUS QUESTION about Tom Waits
-|-— ishe, orishenot, aphoney?—wasnever
quiteresolved for me at London’s Sound

Circus on Sunday. The difficulty stems from his
self-madeimage, which seems so much second
natureit’sbecome his whole artistic stance.
Waits is the coolest cat on the block; in his beat
clothes, and with hisradical slur of a voice, he
contrives both tolook and sound as though he
were a stew-bum halfway into ameths trip.

It'saromanticidealisation of “the outsider”
thathereinforces notjustbystage tricks, like
the cigarette thatdroops perpetuallyabouthis
person, buteven by the use ofalaconic three-
piece group, whose finger-snappingrhythms
supported his piano playingand formed the
background to hismonologues, his
“metropolitan doubletalk”, ashe calls them.

It'sall patently shtick, butit’sagreatimage, a
hip, existentialistimage thatappealstoacertain
audience’s sense of sophistication and implies
their familiarity with the artistic San Francisco
scene of the ’50s from which Waits draws some
inspiration. Yetdespite theamusementtobe had
from Waits’ absurdist vision ofhimselfand his
manyjokes—“Itwasas cold asaJewish-American
princesson herhoneymoon,” he quipped atone
point-the mannerisms not onlybegin to pall, but
theyobscureaveryreal songwritingability.

Hehasagood feel formelody and forlyrics,
many of which explore with genuine force his
self-portraitoftherestlessloner, bummingthe
barsand poolhalls. It'sa qualityhe evoked in
“SanDiego Serenade”, awistful song, performed
aloneand at the piano, whichrevealed his
essential sentimentality. Too many other songs,
however, were marred for me bystrainingto hear
himstrain, thoughI'm prepared to believe that
hisvoicereallyisthatcracked and
sodden. Thereal question,
whichrequires aqualified
yes, should be:Ishe good?
Buttoarriveatthis
conclusion onewould
dobetter to consulthis
records, where the pose
canbeputinto truer
perspective. Michael Watts

SOUND GIRCUS
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“Whatthe

hell —you
cant please
everybody”

For NME’s tape recorder,
provides

a generous interview.
From Charley Patton to
Elvis and the Rolling
Stones, Muddy tells an
extraordinary story

of social and musical
change. “A black man’s
music,” says Muddy,
“is not a crime to bring
in the house.”
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JOE STEVENS

NME

HEKIND OF BLUES I play there’s no
moneyinit. Youmakes agoodlivin’ when

you gets established like I did, butyoudon’t
reach thatkind of overnight-million-dollar
thing, man... noway.
“Ifyouplaynuthin’butblues, it’'shard to
getbigoffofit. It takes yearsand yearsand years, and still kids come in
andgo, ‘Whohe?”...

Thekidwith the cancelled eyes and the bombsite face hashis eye
onmybottle ofbeer. Aswe stand at the edge of the clubwatching
JohnnyWinter leading Muddy Waters’ band through the firsthalf
ofthe show, he seesIhave myeye on his pipe. We come to awordless
agreementand tradeimplements. Aswe swap backIaskhimif Muddy
Watershasbeenonyet.

He turns those dented-hubcap orbs on me.

“Muddywho?”

Intheend, Thaveto askfour people beforeIfinallyfind one who says,
“No, man, it'sjustbeenJohnnyand theband onsofar.”

Oncethat’sbeen established and 'm assured thatThaven'tdragged
Joe Stevens, aladyfrom CBS Records, her two kid brothersand a
driverall the way from New York City to Willimantic, Connecticut,
onamerewildblueschase, it’s possible to relaxand take stock of the
surroundingsand the music.

We'rein asprawling, low-ceilinged wooden building called the
Shaboo Inn.Kids from the neighbouring three or four states all
converge there—itseemslike everyunder-age drunken driver within
ahundredmilesisthere; damage caseslurchingaround afterwards
slurring, “Hey, whut citywe in, man?”, the lot.

It'scrowded, smoky, sweatboxhot despite the noisy airconditioning
and there are two small exits—upfrontand backstage—which means
thatifafirestartedin there the audience and bands would have to be
senthomein canvasbagsand the whole process would take maybe
10or 15minutes... Imagineall those blurred-round-the-edges »



‘J “lwantedthe

worldtoknowalot

aboutme”:Muddy
Watersin1977
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teenage casualties stompingeach other to getat
the exits. Jesus, whatamess...

Asthishorrific fantasy subsides, focusin, ifyou
will, onthe band.

Readingfromleft toright, the firstmanwe come
toisPinetop Perkins, born at Belzoni, Mississippi,
in1913. He’s played piano for Muddy since the
death of Otis Spann, Muddy’s half-brotherand the
finestblues pianist ofhis time, in 1970.

Nexttohimbehind the drumsis Willie “Big Eyes”
Smith-formerly known as “Little Willie Smith”

JohnLee Hooker’s “Serve You Right To Suffer” into
themicand playing the sweetest, sharpest, saltiest
blues guitaryoucanimagine, expandingthe
contentof the genre without ever breakingfaith
withitsform.

Theaudienceisgroovingonit, but theyseemabit
puzzled astowhyJohnnyisn'twearinghis satins
andjewelleryand playing the ferocious death-
before-dishonour power-chord rock’n’roll that’s
beenhismajorstock-in-tradein the '70s.

Akidwhoyells for “Rock'n'Roll Hoochie Koo”

—-born 1936in Helena, Arkansas, aformer
harmonica player who switched todrumsin
thelate’50s because the blueswasin one of its
periodicdoldrums “...and harps went out. So
IhadtolookforotherwaystokeepajobandI
learned drums.” He’s played with Muddy since
theearly’60s, thrashing hiskitwith perfect
power and control.

Nextupis BobMargolin, ayoungbearded
white guitaristwho'’s played rhythm for Muddy
forthree or fouryears. Hekeeps his Stratocaster
turned well down and helooks unbelievably
nervous, even afterall this time. His playingis
oddlyhesitant, asifhe’s perpetually waiting for

“Charley
Patton was
such a good
clown with
the guitar”

getsapoised “Fuckya!” gouged into hisface,
followed bya galloping, hell-for-leather sword-
caneversion of Elmore James’ RobertJohnson-
derived “DustMyBroom”.

Ashekickstartshissolo, hislefthand sneaks
to hisvolume controland he’s up offthe stool
and dancingwithitnow, hisface dreamilyand
serenelyabstracted ashe switches hisbutt
acrossthestage. He doesn'tdo “guitarmoves”;
infact, it’slikehe’sdancingto themusicand he’s
forgottenthathe’sgotaguitarinhishandsand
thathe’s playing, or-indeed-thathe doesn’t
realise thathe’s offhis stool.

Helookedlike askeleton dancingin

cues from the older men around him-like
James Cotton onharp.

Cotton, bornin Tunica, Mississippi, in 1935, is one of the guest
stars on this tour. Taught by Sonny Boy Williamson ITand Muddy’s
harmonicaplayerfor 12 years, he’sled hisown band for some time,
andit’s from Cotton’sband that Muddy’s borrowed bassist Charles
Calmese, theyoungest man on the stage, snake-eyed and agile, pumping
outtime-honouredlines embellished with afew contemporaryfillips on
afretless Fender.

Up front taking care of businessin the absence of The Manisamanwho
couldbe 190r90, alongthinstreak of Texas white lightning perched on
ahighstoolwith a Gibson Firebirdinhislap, cladinblackvelvetanda
floppyhatofthe same fabric, milkyhair pushed backandfalling to his
shoulders, aface sowhite thatit practicallyvanisheswhen heleansinto
thelights... bornin 1944 in Leland, Mississippi, MrJohnny Winter.

Shorn ofhisrock-staraccoutrements and 2,000-watt monoliths,
Winter’s puthimselfbackinto the College Of Musical Knowledge for
apostgraduate PhD coursein the blues from the man who personally
tutored the likes of Little Walter, JimmyRogers, James Cotton, Junior
Wells, Buddy Guy, Mike Bloomfield and Paul Butterfield in theintricacies
of their craft,and whose home-study course hasbenefited—among
others—MickJagger, Keith Richard, Eric Clapton, Brian Jones, Peter
Green, Elvis Presley, Carl Perkins, Bo Diddley, Eric Burdon, John Mayall,
Stevie Winwood, Jack Bruce, Jimmy Page, RobertPlant, Jimi Hendrix,
TheBand, RoryGallagher, the Feelgoods, Paul Rodgers, Lew Lewis,

Rod Stewart... let’sjustsay that Muddy’s students have, over theyears,
donehim proud.

Likejustaboutevery Southernkid, Winter had grown up hearingthe
seminalrockand countryrecords over theradio and, for him, Muddy
wasalways The Man.

He’d simultaneously paid offamassive musical debtand sethimselfup
forthetreatofalifetimebygettingMuddy signed up to Blue Skyrecords
-hismanager Steve Paul'slabel-and producing/kibitzing/guitaring
Hard Again, the albumwhich

inaugurated Muddy’s stay with

thecompanybyrecapturingthe
colossalvitalityand crispness
of Muddy’s '50s recordings.

Andnowhe’sup frontleading
astellarlineup ofthree
generations of Chicago bluesmen,
warmingup the crowd for The
Man. He’s shouting

call

rock

k,@ they
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moonlight, answering some unearthly
summons. On thisup, he ends the setand callsa 15-minute break before
TheMain Event—and even though sound commercial reasoningdictates
whosenameishighestand biggeston the posters, there’sno question as
towhose showitis.

Whenthingsreassemble, Perkins, Smith, Margolin, Calmese and
Cottonessayaninstrumental. Cottonwails hisbrains outwitha
succession of devastatingsolos, but the stiffness and nervousness of
Margolin’s playingkeeps things fairly earthbound until Winter re-enters,
plugsinand startsstrikingsparks offhis guitar. The other musiciansignite
and thingsare burningpretty good when Cotton brings on Muddy Waters.

| \ / | Mississippi; the second son of farmer Ollie Morganfield, who

named him McKinley.In 1918 his mother died, and young
McKinley Morganfield was sent to live with his grandmotherin
Clarksdale, some 100 miles away.

“Iwasraisedinthe country, and out there theydidn'thave no concrete,
yaknow... justmuddy countryroads, and people used to clean their feet
offonour front porch.I'd be playin’ around crawlin’ in the mud, probably
eatin’it... and my grandmother started callin’ me herlittlemuddybaby.

“Istarted to playthe harpwhenIwasseven. AtnineIwasreally tryin’ to
play. At13IthoughtIwasgood. ThekidsIused to singtowould call out,
‘Hey, Muddy Waters, playus a piece.’

“Ididn’tlike that ‘Muddy Water’ thing, yaknow...Ididn’t mind my
grandmother callingme Muddy, but that whole Muddy Waters thing
Ididn’tlike, itjustgrowed onme.”

Inthelatter partofhis teens, McKinley Morganfield sawthe great Delta
bluesman CharleyPatton. Patton was nearly 30 years Muddy’s senior and
impressed him enormously-ashehad alsoimpressed a21-year-old
Arkansawan named Chester Burnett, himselflater to become ablues
legend as Howlin’ Wolf.

“I'saw Charley Patton in myyounger life days—himand Son House, alot
ofthe older guys. What got to me about Charley Patton was that he was
suchagood clownmanwith the guitar. Pattin’ itand beatin’ onitand
puttin’itbehind hisneckand turnin’itover...Iloved that, butIloved Son
Housebecause he used the bottleneck so beautiful. Hewas one of the
bestMississippithings of the time.

“I'thinkme myselfand RobertJohnson got the most out of Son House.
Of course Roberthe come up so fast, butThad to stay with the Son House
single-stringkind of thing.”

Muddyhad formed a duowith afriend ofhis, aguitaristnamed Scott
Bohannon. Withinayear, though, Muddyhad traded in hisharps for
aguitar,and by the time hewas 17 hewas playingbottleneckleads to
Bohannon’srhythm. He'd alreadyknown foralong time thathe was
goingto be aprofessional musician forlife.

“Ileftthehomewith thatwhenIwasalittlekid, and eversince

Icanremember, thisiswhatI wanted tobe. Something outstanding.

UDDY WATERS WAS born on April 4, 1915, in Rolling Fork,



IfIcouldn’'tmakeitinmusic,I'dbe abigpreacher, agreatball player.
Ididn’twant to grow up with no one knowin’ me but the neighbourhood
people.Iwanted theworld to knowa lotabout me.I thankmy God I got
itthrough...”

Throughouthislate teens and his twenties, Muddy made hislivingin
much the same wayas manyotherunskilled and semi-educated young
Southernblacks: he went to work on neighbouring cotton plantations,
buthedid better than most thanks to his musical abilities. A night’s music
earned him $2.50, as opposed to the $3.75 paid for five days’ work.

Plusasmallwhiskystill outin the bushes.

SonHouse, the man fromwhom helearned the finer points of
bottleneck guitarand acertainamount ofhis earlyrepertoire, wasa
brilliant guitaristwhoremained in obscurityuntil tracked down and
recorded in 1966. Son House taught Muddy some of the songs—and the
essentials of the style—of RobertJohnson, undoubtedly the finest
country-bluessinger ofall.

TosaythatRobertJohnsonwasa “mystery” and an “enigma” is to
understate. No one seems to knowwhere hewas born orwhen, although
hemust'vebeenaround Muddy’s age. Nobody knows whathelooked like
(though heisfrequentlydescribed asbeing “smalland dark”), because
there areno known photographs ofhim.

Hewasashyyoungkid who desperately wanted to emulate the older
bluesmen and seemed patently unable to do so until he vanished for
aboutsixmonthsand then came back
thebestand mostexcitingsinger/
guitaristand composerthatanyone
had everheard.

Between 1936 and 1938 herecorded
29sidesforVocation Records—all of
which arenowavailable onapair of
indispensable CBS albums entitled
RobertJohnson, King Of The Delta
Blues Singers (Vols1&II)-ablues
moresupple, drivingand achingly
immediate than anythingexistingat
thetime.

Theblues of RobertJohnson
represent the absolute artistic peak
ofthe pre-warruralblues: hisguitar
playing foreshadowed the future of

Waterstalkingwith
NME’s Charles
ShaarMurrayathis
homeinChicago

the music, with funkybass-stringriffing, vibrant, biting slide
counterpoints and powerful, choppy chording that formed the basis of
thewaytheelectricblues bands-blackand white-of the futurewould
balance offlead, thythm and bass guitars.

Hewassolidlyin the tradition of the Mississippi Deltabluesmenwho'd
preceded him, butlike his spiritual descendants Charlie Parker and Jimi
Hendrix, he wasjust thatmuch further out.

Itwashissongs, and thewayhe sangthem, that mattered the most,
though. HearingRobertJohnsonreally drives home why religious folks
called theblues “devilmusic” and why many musicians fromreligious
backgrounds found the decision to playblues an almost Faustian choice.

Johnson opensawindowinto analmostapocalypticworld in hisblues,
aworld where he and the devilwalk side by side (“Early this morning when
you knocked upon mydoor/Isaid, ‘Hello Satan, Ido believeit’s timetogo”),
where the blues walkslike amanand pours downlike hell (“Hell Hound
OnMyTrail”), wherehe’s outlate atnight after redneck curfew
(“Crossroads”), and even when the devil/blues makes him impotent
(“Phonograph Blues”, “Stones In My Passway”).

Hesingsinavoice thatsoundslike bare trees clutchinghopelessly at
agreysky, asifhewasrunningdown theroad tryingnot tolookat them.
RobertJohnsonwas servinglife without parole on Desolation Row before
BobDylanwasevenborn.

Theunnervingsuddenness with which he'd acquired his powers and
the subjectmatter ofhissongsled
many to venture the opinion that
Johnsonhad, indeed, made a Faustian
pactwiththedevil. Hediedin 1938 -
noone quiteknowshow.

Some say hewas stabbed, some
poisoned, buteverybody agrees that
itwasinafightoveragirl.

Thereason for the mysteryis that
hewasanitinerantmusicianin
astrange town, withnone ofhis
friends with him either to prevent
ortorecord themannerofhis death.
Andbesides, who careswhathappens
toavagrantblackinsome small
Southern town where nobody
knowshim...? »

JOE STEVENS
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Muddy Waters knewJohnson principally from hisrecords and from
whatSon House had taughthim, butJohnsoninfluenced him enormously.

“Ididn’tknowRobertwellatall, becausel don’tremember meeting
him. Hewasinalittle town called Frye’s Point, and he was playing on the
corner there. People were crowdin’ round him, andIstopped and peeked
over.Igotbackinto the carandleft, because hewasadangerousman...
and hereallywas using the git-tar, man. [ crawled away and pulled out,
becauseitwastooheavyforme...”

The echoes of RobertJohnsonin Muddy's first recordings were
overwhelming. Folklorist Alan Lomaxrecorded him for the Library Of
Congressin 1941 and againin 1942, both solo and asamember of the Sons
Sims Four, agroup he played with occasionally. Inhis mid-twenties at the
time, his voice is considerablylighter and younger than the classic Muddy
Watersvoice ofhis’50srecordings, and the phrasingand intonation are
unmistakably derived fromJohnson, asis the guitar style.

Muddy’s playingand singing carried a solidity and weight that
Johnson’s perhapslacked, butsimilarly the realms of metaphysical terror
whichwere Johnson’s prowling grounds were closed to Muddy - perhaps
thankfully, because Muddy Watersisstillwith usin the flesh, whereas
Johnson’s presenceis ghostly beyond belief.

NomereJohnsonimitator was Muddy, though, noteven then. His sheer
warmth, strength and authority completely polarised and redefined
even the mostobviously Johnson-derived pieces, and he displays
thrilling, tantalisinghints of the power thathe would unleash on his
nextforayintorecording.

Hewas absolutely determined thathe would record again—and this
timeseetherecordsreleased and paid for. (The Library Of Congress,
which treats folk musicians as wildlife specimensrather than artists,
never paid Muddy for therecordings until a quarter ofa centurylater,
when theywere finallyreleased by Testament Records as Down On
Stovall’s Plantation).

asnow-boasted asubstantial black population. The industry
was undergoinga hiatus at

the time, since due to acombination

of wartime raw-materials shortages

and amassive union dispute,

there werenorecordings made

for several years.

Muddyarrivedin Chicagoin 1943
—theyearafterhisfinal session with
Lomax-andwentto staywith an
uncleofhis. Hegotajobinapaper
factory, buthe soon found himself
making more moneyplaying guitar
andsingingatpartiesand bars.In
1944 he found thathe wasn’tloud

T HE CENTRE OF blues recording was Chicago, which then—
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enoughandgothimself
hisfirstelectric guitar.
“Itwasn’'tnoname-
brand electric guitar, but
itwasabuilt-inelectric
git-tar, no pick-up just
stuckon. Itgave me so
much trouble that that’s
probablywhyIforgotthe
name; every timelIlooked
roundIhadto haveitfixed.
“Finallyitgotstoled from
meinoneofthemlittle
neighbourhood clubs, and
thenextonelgotmewasa
Gretsch, and that’stheone
Tused onallmyearlyhits.”
In 1946, pianist Albert
Luandrew-betterknown

January1967, TelMar
Studios, Chicago: Chess
Recordsco-founder
Leonard Chess(left)

supervisesas(l-r)Muddy as Sunny]and Slim -
Waters, Little Walter ded . ist f
andBoDiddleyrecord nee e aguitarist OF
thealbum SuperBlues asessionhewas cutting
s for Aristocrat Records,
asmalllabelrunasa
sidelinebyLeonardand

Phil Chess (proprietors ofabar called the Macambo) and agentleman
named Sammy Goldberg.

Slim knew Muddy fromvariousjams and gigs, and so he broughthim
alongto Goldbergand the Chessbrothers, and theyand bassist Ernest
“Big” Crawford cutfour sides. Muddy and Slim each took twolead vocals,
and therefore gota single apiece out ofit.

Onallfour ofthe selections, Slim’s piano is the predominant
instrument-afterall, hewas the veteran and Muddy the novice—but
theguitaris tautandinventive. Playing, surprisingly enough, without
aslide, Muddyreveals himselfasalead guitaristwho'd notonlyrefined
hisexistingtricksin the precedingfive years, buthad alsolearned an
awfullotofnewones. Hisvoice had developed considerably more power
and control, and the Johnsoninfluences had been almost fullyabsorbed
andtranscended.

Afteronesingleasasideman, oneasafeaturedartistand a third where
heand Slimshared billing, he wasreadyto step outon his own. In 1948,
Sunnyland Slim quitAristocrat. Muddy, however, was already far more
thanjustSunnyland Slim’s protégé, afact which he proved with
devastating successwhen, accompanied only by Big Crawford, he cut
aversion ofasongcalled “IBe’s Troubled”, which he'd first cut for Alan
Lomaxbackin Mississippiin 1942.

Thistimeitwascalled “ICan’t Be Satisfied”. By blues standards, it was
asmash hitaround Chicago and inthe South. Almost certainly,itwas
one of therecords that, way overin Memphis, Tennessee, a 13-year-old
po’ whiteboynamed Elvis Aaron Presleymust have listened to on the
blackradio station. Big Crawford’s pumping, punchingbasslines presage
those which Bill Blackwas to play sixyearslater when Presley cut his
interpretation of Arthur “Big Boy” Crudup’s “That’s AllRight Mama”,
aninterpretation which owes much to the pacingand phrasing of
Muddy’srecord.

Therecord had two major effects. The firstwas to persuade the Chess
brothersthattheharsh, electrified Deltablues was the sound. They then
dropped the cocktail pop andjazz that they’d beenrecordingand quickly
established themselves as a pre-eminent boss blueslabel. The second

was to make Muddy Waters the
undisputed boss of Chicago blues.

He consolidated his successwith
aseries ofharder, heavier, more
passionate and more electrichits,
and began to assemble, member by
member, the toughestand most
excitingbandin town. Muddy Waters’
Blues Band was to becomenotonly the
bestand mostinfluentialbandin
Chicago, butwhatwas, forall practical
purposes, thefirstelectricrockband.

HisfirstallywasJimmyRogers
(sometimesknownas “Chicago Jimmy



MUDDY WATERS

Rogers” todistinguish him from the white countrysinger Jimmie
Rodgers), afine guitaristand singer who, like many of Muddy’s sidemen,
cutsolorecordings atMuddy’s sessions with theleader backing themup.
“Hewas playingharp, Iwas playinggit-tar - that waswhenIgot my git-
tar stoled. Then he switched over—we wentwith a guy called Blue Smitty.
“Hemadeacouplarecords for Chess, butI don’tknowifyou'd remember
him-heplayedahell ofagood guitar. Me and him played guitar, and
Jimmy Rogers played harp: three ofus. Thislasted almostayear, and then
Blue Smittyleftusand Jimmygotajob, and thisleft me by myself.
“Igotaguynamed BabyFace Leroy [Foster]. He played drums and
guitar, buthe and Iwas playing git-tars together. Then Little Walter came
toplaywith BabyFace Leroy, and Jimmywas hangin’round. Hewasa
good musician, and I wanted to cuthim in with us and make four. So I put
Leroyon thedrums, Jimmyon the guitarand Little Walter on the harp.”
Marion “Little Walter” Jacobs was bornin Marksville, Lousiana, in
either 1930 or 1931. He played both harmonica and guitar when, barely
20, hejoined upwith Muddy’sband. Hewasa

artists, notably Sonny Boy Williamson. In contrast to the rockabilly
recordsthatSouthernwhites were to make in afewyears’ time-inwhich
onlythelead guitarand the echo chambers sounded electric-the Waters
band was makingan almosttotally electric music.

Sinceits musicwas an extension of countryblues, they used a small
number ofinstruments heavily amplified for maximum cut-and-thrust
power, indirect contrast to the bigbandswhich used alarge number of
acousticinstrumentsin which maybe onlythe singer and the guitarists
used electricity to cutthrough the horns.

The drummers thrashed awaymercilessly to compete with the
cranked-up guitar amps used by Waters and Rogers (Rogers alternated
bassandlead partsagainstMuddy’srhythm andslide, sincein those
pre-electric-bass days, bass wasreally only practicalin the studio).

Walter’sharp was closely miked and gave him avolume, sustainand
richness of tone thatenabled him to fill the air with the huge chording
ofafour-piecehornsectionorelse soarlike asingle alto sax, like aslide

guitarorlikeavoice.

more than fair guitarist—ashis performances
onsome of Muddy’s records amply testify—but
histrueturfwasmouthharp.

Little Walteris theman againstwhomall other
bluesharpists mustbe measured. Rankhimas
ofequalimportance andinfluence on his
instrumentandinhisfield as Robertjohnson,
Charlie Parkerand Jimi Hendrixwerein theirs.

“Beforelhadhimasaharp playerhewasused
toplayingonhisown. Hedidn’thave verygood
time, butme and Jimmy teached him that. Plus
we taughthim howto settledown. Hewaswild,
hehad to play fast! Hewas always ajump boy,
had thatup-'n’-go power. Lotta energy!

“T'he Rolling
Stones created
a whole wide
open space for
the music”

And over the top rode Muddy triumphant,
slashingtheairinto thinsliceswith bare-wire
slide and declaiminghiswitty, observantand
poignantsongswith magisterial dignityand
savage aplomb.

Rock'n'roll properwas still two or threeyears
away, butboisterous, rampaging, remorseless
electricstreetmusic was developing byleaps
and boundsin Chicago. The music’s still with
us, butsadly, Little Walterisn’t. He suffered
amassive concussioninaback-alley brawl
outside a Chicago clubwhere he’d worked one
nightin 1967. He complained of aheadache,
tooka couple ofaspirins, went to sleep and

“He could cooldown and playaslow
blues, butwhen he go for himselfhe play
sump’nuptempo.”

Walterwas arenowned hellraiser, and
evenafter hisworkwith Muddyand hissolo
records—bothwhilehewasinthebandand
after—had made him asbigastaras Muddy
forawhile, hiswildness and taste for the
boozeseriouslydamaged his career.

“Hewasagreatguy. Hehad kind ofabad
temper, buthewasagreatguy, man... andif
hewanted tolove you, heloved you. Alot of
peoplesgive him the wrongthing, ‘cause he
justdidn’twantto takenofoolishness off
nobody. Alotofpeople don’'twantto takeno
jive from peoples, and hewas that type.

“Butotherwise, man, whateverhedid, he
diditto himself. He didn'tgo stickingup
nobody ornone of thatjive, buthe was afast
boy. Peoplesaid he drank, butwhat the hell,
everybodydrinks.Idrinktoo.

“Ithinkhewas one ofthe swellestguys
thatwaseverinthebusiness. And he did
like me. Awwwwww man, he wasanother
RobertJohnson. It'shard to find them kinds
ofpeoples.”

Charlie Parker, Jimi Hendrix, Billie Holiday, John Coltrane...

“Yeahman... those guys, youdon’truninto them too often. Theyborn
with that. Walter was born withwhathe had, and man, youcouldn’ttake
itfromhim. He could doit.

“His mind was so fast, he could think twice to your once; that’'showhe
learned toharpsogood. Kids arestill trying to playlike him, but theynot
yetup tothe point...”

In 1950, the Chess brothers separated themselves from Sammy
Goldbergand Aristocratin order to setup anew operation: Chess
Records. Theyleased afew masters from the South—among them the
records Sam Phillips at Sun made with Howlin’ Wolfbefore he too moved
to Chicago-butmostly they found all the blues they could handleright
therein Chicago.

The Muddy Waters Blues Band ruled the roost, notching up best-sellers
notonlywith Muddy’s ownrecords butwith solorecords from Jimmy
Rogersand Little Walter. Muddy and the band also backed up other

neverwoke up.

“Iwasherewhenrock’n’rollfirstcame out
with ChuckBerryandall of them.Isenthim
to Chess, told him to tell Leonard Chess that
itwasme senthim over there. Herecorded
with the Chicago people: Otis Spann, the
drummer Odie Payne, Ibelieve...”

Muddyhas always been noted for his
willingness to advance other people’s
careers. Henotonlylet Rogers and Little
Walterrecord on histime, buthe played on
theirrecords, gave them solo spots on his
gigsand gave them the benefits ofall his
experience, musical and otherwise. Many
ofhisformer sidemen whonowlead their
ownbandshave benefitted from both his
adviceand his objectlessons on the tricky
artofleadingaband.

“Wasalotof changes made whenwewas
goin’ through thething...Thad alotofmens
intheband. That'swhyIfeelsthatIdidalot
more forblues players than anybodyelse
Iknoweverlived.Itaughtalotof people how
todoit,Itook’emintomyband and Imade
goodbluesstarsoutof’em...”

Ronnie Woodjoins
Watersbackstage
afterthelatter’s
showattheRoxyin
LosAngeles,1977

Englandin 1958 thatlaid the first foundation stone for the
Great British R&B boom of the early '60s.

Earthshakinglyloud by the standards of the time (even Otis Spann’s
pianowas amplified), atleast one major British jazz critic of the time
wasso freaked outbythe volume of the Waters band (he was more
accustomed to the acoustic “folk” blues of Big Bill Broonzy and Brownie
McGhee) thathereviewed the show from the toilet.

Itwas thatvisit thatinspired Alexis Korner and Cyril Davies to form
BluesIncorporated and provide the environment that produced the
Rolling Stones, The Yardbirds, Manfred Mann, The Pretty Things and the
restofthe Crawdaddy/Marquee school of young white Britblues bands.

Itwasinthatsameyear thatMuddyreceived thefirstreal answering
shout from across the colourline. “It waswhen Elvis Presleymade a
picturewith asonghad that ‘Hoochie Coochie Man’ beat...badadada
dum... andIthought, Tbetterwatch out.Ibelieve whitey’s pickin’up »

M ORETHANANY other single event, it was Muddy’s visit to
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onthingsthatI'mdoin’”” The songin question was ‘Trouble’ from the
movie King Creole.Ttwas probably Presley’slast flingasahardcore
rock’n’roller, and also thelastfling of hardcorerock’n’roll for afewyears.

When the bottom dropped out ofhard rock to coincide with Presley’s
inductioninto the army, the blues marketalso contracted sharply.
Muddy’s coup was to take hisband - then consisting of Pat Hare (gtr),
James Cotton (harp), Otis Spann (pno), Andrew Stephens (bass) and
Francis Clay (drums) —to the NewportJazz Festival.

From his triumphant performance there, slightly subdued though it
wasafterhis experience atthe hands of the British jazz critics, came the
superb Muddy Waters At Newportalbum, which introduced him to white
jazzfans.Healsorecorded the acoustic Muddy Waters, Folk Singeralbum
and the Broonzy tribute Muddy Sings Big Bill, both of which gained him
afoothold with white folk fans.

Butnevertheless, his black publicwas being eroded by the smoother,
jazzier “urbanblues” of BB Kingand AlbertKing, and by the gospel-
influenced pop-soul coming out of Motown in Detroitand Staxin
Memphis. Both these forms seemed “classier” to the burgeoningblack
middle class, who were beginning to find the music of menlike Muddy
and Howlin’ Wolfalittle toorough and dirty.

“I'm dead outta Mississippi, the country. I play cotton-patch music,
cornfield, fishfry. BBand Albertare a different style; ahigher class of
people’d see them, more middle-class people—in those days, anyway.

“Nowyoutalkin’ directto black, because white people, if theylike you,
theydon’tgiveadamn.Thave doctorsand everythingwho comearound:
doctors,lawyers, maybe even ajudge slip in there sometime.

“Butinthose days some clubswould rather have BBin there than me,
because amorewhite-collar guy comesin toseehim. They’d wantto be
sophisticated, they'd say they don’t digthe deep blueslike me and Wolf
wereplayin’... John Lee Hooker, maybe Lightnin’ Hopkins.

“Whatthehell, youcan’tplease everybody.

“WhatdoIcare?backwhenIwasplayin’ for onlyblackIalwayshad my
house full, youcouldn’'teven getin.Ididn'tneed no guyin thenecktie,
y’knowwh’'mean?”

In1964, Muddywastobegintoreap the harvestofthe seedshe’d
planted overin England backin 1958. “Then all atonce there was the
Rollin’ Stones. When theydid it, they created awhole wide open space for
the music. Theysaid who did itfirstand howthey came by knowin’ it.
Theytold the truth aboutit, and thatreally putashotinmyarmwith the
whites.Itipmyhatto 'em.

“TheytookalotofwhatIwas doin’, butwho care? The Rolling
Stones... ittook the people from England to hip my people-mywhite
people-towhattheyhadin theirownbackyard. Thatsounds funny, but
it’sthetruth.

“Itwas the Beatles and the Rolling Stones: The Beatles did alot of Chuck
Berry; the Rolling Stones did some of my stuff. That’swhatit took to wake
up the people in my own country, in my own state where Iwas born, that
ablackman’smusicisnotacrimetobringin the house.

“Therewasatimewhenakid couldn’tbring thatmusicinto afather-
and-mother’shouse. Don’tbring thatnigger musicinhere. That’s right!

“Thosekids didn’tgiveadamnwhatyour colouris; theyjustwantto
heartherecords. Then the college kids started comin’ tosee mein
placeswhereIwasafraid for 'em even to be there, maybe 12 or 14 of them
anight.Isaid, ‘Brother,Thope they can handle this, theydon'tknow
where theyat.IThope don’tnothin’ happen to’em. hope everybody
leave 'emalone!’

“Thiswasbefore Martin Luther King’s thingwas happening, and
even then theywasgoingto the black places... Theyhad more nerve
thanIwouldahad, man...Imean, 'mscared to goinsome black places
myselfnow.

“Allthekids got
nerve these days; me,
Idon’tgotnonerve.I'd
justratherstay
peaceable, sitround
andwatchmyTVand
watch mykids grow
up.Ibeenthrough
what theygoin’
through.

“Ibeeninsome
baaadplacesinmy
lifetime, butI went

throughsoundandsafe.Ididn’'tgetnobodyand didn’tnobodygetme.I
used to packthatthinghere...”- heslapshiship pocket meaningfully—
“butyoudon’tneed thattolive.

“Idon’tthinkabout thatno more.Igoes onhavin’agood time, man...
Igetinmycarand gotothestore... 'mhavin’ agood time.”

onadquietstreetin asuburb of Chicago. It's onlyin the last

fewyears thathe finally got enough money together to be
able to move out of Chicago’s ghetto South Side, but when one
considers that Muddy Waters is a colossus of modern popular music
and thathe’sbeen working his butt offas a star performer and
recordingartist for more than a quarter of a century, the smallness
and modesty of his home comes as something of a shock, despite the
expensive comfortable furniture, the electronic kitchen and the small
swimmingpoolintheyard.

Suddenlyyourealise that over those years Muddy hasn’tever seen
much ofafinancial reward for hiswork. He haslittle more than any hard-
workingman comingup toretirementage would have.

Overtheyears, he’smade several stylistic experiments in the hope of
clickingwith awider marketin the waythat BB and Alberthave done, but
hisreluctance to move too far from the music thatis hisunquestioned
fortehasresulted in someless-than-enthusiastic performances on some
less-than-worthyprojects.

Therewas Brass And The Blues, alightly swingingalbumbackinghim
upwithjazzhorns, and a pair ofhorrendous “psychedelic” albums,
Electric Mudand After The Rain (“Chess thought they could make some
money offof those, and hell, I could use some money too”), neither of
which madeiteitherartistically orcommercially.

Apairof “team-up” albums—Super Blueswith Bo Diddley and Little
Walter, and Super Super Blues Band with Bo and Howlin’ Wolf-were
betterand did better, and in 1969 he teamed up with Otis Spann, Paul
Butterfield, Mike Bloomfield, Duck Dunn and Buddy Miles for a superb
double album entitled —appropriately enough - Fathers And Sons.

(Inthe'70s, there was a London Sessions album with Rory Gallagher,
StevieWinwood, Georgie Fame, Rick Grech and Mitch Mitchell.)

Itseemed that thatwasit, except that the followingyear Muddy
wasinvolvedinanalmostfatal caraccident thatlaid him low for
manymonths. “Icamebackgood.Icamebackmuchbetter'nlever
thoughtIwould. The publicdidn’tthinkI'd ever come back as strongas
ITamnow.

“Some thoughtI'd never playagain, becauseIcouldn’teven move my
fingers, man... butIcan’tplaynohourandahalfor two hoursnomore,
man. Myageistoo old for that,Iwouldn’teven thinkaboutdoin’ that.

“Forty-five to 50 minutes, man, that’s enough for a 62-year-old man.
Iknow thekids wouldlove for me to stay out there more...Icould goon
forafewminuteslonger, but'm tryingto protect this one body. The kids
behollerin’ formore allnight, butifIdidin a couplaweeksIbelyin’ onmy
backinabed somewhere.

“I'mtryingto protect Muddy Waters. You don’t get a 62-year-old man out
onno stage forno two hours, man... youkiddin'?

“Theband go out therefirstand thenIdomy45,50 minutes... yeah,
cool...butme go out there foranhourand ahalf? Noway.”

Lastyear, Muddy severed his connection with Chess Records, the
company which hissuccesshelped to build and withwhichhisnamehad
beenvirtually synonymous for more than 25 years.

Hisdeparture coincided with the sale of Chess to the NewJersey-based
AllPlatinumlabel.

“Thatbe the second time they sold me, and I got tired of being sold to
everybody. Thefirsttime was when theysold me to acompany called
GRT, and then theysold me to anotherrecord company, andIsaid, ‘This
ain’tno good forme.Iquit.”

Hismanager, Scott Cameron, went to CBSrecords, who suggested that
heapplydirectly to Steve Paul’s Blue Sky Records, who CBS distributed.

“Theysaid thatthislabelwas the direct oneforme, anditwasthe one
thatJohnnyWinterswas connected up with.

“Whentheysaid Johnny Winter’, thiswasit. Iwasjust thrilled all over,
becausewhenImetJohnnyafewyearsagoin Texas, hedidn’'thave the big
contractthenand hewasn’tabigrock’n’roll star. Hewas playin’ somuch
oftheoldstuff... all the old blues playerslike me 'n’ Jimmy Rogersand alot
more, hewasplayin’ all of our stuff.

“Ifigured thatthiswasthe greatestchance, man, ofallmydays, to get
withsomeone who’s still gotit, got thatearly-'50s sound.”

M UDDY WATERS LIVES today in a small white wooden house



UsingMuddy’s own piano, drumsand
rhythm guitar plusJames Cotton and hisbass
playerand Winter himself, theywentahead to
make thealbum thatturned out to be the magnificent Hard Again.

“Wetried tokeepitdowninthe’50s style, and I thinkthisis one of the
bestrecordsI'vemadeinalongtime... with thatreally Muddy Waters
sound. I thoughtthe Fathers And Sonswas aheckuvagoodrecord, butl
thinkthisisthetop.Ireallydo.

“We'retryingto getas closeto the old sound as we can. We talked to
Jimmy Rogers, and he’sready, and maybe on the next one we use Walter
Horton”-alsoknown as “ShakeyHorton” and “BigWalter”, another of
thegreat’50s Chicago harps—“he’s an old-timer, and he got some good
oldsoundinhisbody, plusI'm sure ol’ Sunnyland Slim gota couplasides
inhim.We'rejuststartingtothinkaboutit.”

Butmostofall, Muddyyields tono oneinhis admiration for Johnny
Winter, the only one of the youngblues guitarists who has mastered the
guitar styleswhich Waters and his contemporaries pioneered.

Mostofthe noted young white bluesmen of the '60s, like Clapton, Green
and Bloomfield, took BB Kingas their model, but Winter is the only one
who can capture Muddy’s own style. It takes a very carefullisten to Hard
Againtodiscern thatit’s Winter playing those Waters-styled guitarlines
andnotthe old master himself. Waters will hear no criticisms of Winter,
noteven ofhis oftenratherstrained blues singing.

“Hegotagoodvoice on him forawhite boy. How the hell you expecthim
tobeabletosinglikeme?”

fisted Chicago bump and grind, and Winter and Cotton
power the band into “Hoochie Man”.

Seated centre-stage, plucking casually atabusinesslike brown
Telecaster, clad in short-sleeved sports shirt and slacks, Muddy
declaimsthe classic braggadocio of Willie Dixon’s Chicago anthem
with the casual authority of aman who knows thathe’snot goingto be
called uponto prove what he singsbutisstill prepared to backitup every
inch oftheway.

Anall-encompassingboast of mystic, secular and sexual power, he
slamshome thelast choruswith as much zestand vitalityand utter

U P ON STAGE at the Shaboo, Willie Smith sets up that two-

“Youdon’tgeta
62-year-oldman
outonnostage

fornotwohours,

in'?":Waters
athomein1977

conviction thathe must've putinto hisfirst perfor