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FTER THE REVOLUTIONS of the past year or so,
this is a year where in music’s war-torn landscape,
reconstruction, of a kind, begins. There are survivors of
punk’s revolution — Bob Marley, The Clash and John
Lydon to name three — but others aren’t so lucky. Bands
like The Damned, Television and the Sex Pistols break up.
Sid Vicious ends the yearin a foreign jail.

Long before this, NME’s Charles Shaar Murray meets Howard Devoto and
decrees Magazine one of the best of the “post-punk” bands. Nearly 40 yearson,
we have come to think of post-punk as a genre - here, though, its liberated
values and policy-driven music have yet to coalesce into anything so formal.

[nstead there are newbands—-among them XTC, Pere Ubu, X-Ray Spex, Devo,
TheSlits and Siouxsie And The Banshees—who have taken punkasameans to
their own end. Among the artists of the “newwave” (as everyone is calling it),
our cover star Kate Bush, being a more mystical and theatrical figure, is an
odd fit. Still, in 1978 herrecords convincingly slug it out with the Bee Geesin the
Top 10-clearlyitisatime for odd fits.

Thisisthe 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
rectify thaton page 144.

In the pages of this 14th edition, dedicated to 1978, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
may be. Backstage with Bruce Springsteen. Discussing Charles Manson with
Siouxsie Sioux. In Rikers Island with Sid Vicious.

Sid protests his innocence. Even if no one believes him, at least someone is
there to offer him afair hearing.
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6 Derek Jarman makes Jubilee,
a film ostensibly about punk, but
anathema to punks. “Mull Of
Kintyre” breaksallrecords.
Introducing... Squeeze.

12

Thebandundertakeamissionary
expedition to America. Things
rapidly degenerate. Might this be
theend oftheline?

20

Rastaisverymuch on Marley'’s
agenda.Alsoup fordiscussion,
though, are punkrock (Bobisin
favour) and the National Front
(Bobisnot).

26

Adam & The Ants, X-Ray Spexand
Rush arereviewed in concert.

ontents

28 TonyParsons meets the

band’s singer, Debbie Harry,
andlearnshowafter her
experiencesinlifesofar, dealing
with sexist comments on stage is
awalkinthepark.

32 Howard Devoto explains

howhe achievesthe correct
“density” for performances by
whatisdescribed asoneofthe
best “post-punk” bands.

3 6 Recorded offerings by

Sham 69 and Meat Loat—andalso
of Crossing The Red Sea With The
Adverts,by The Adverts.

3 8 Anintroductiontothe

willowyand theatrical young
singer taking the charts by storm.
Shelikes The Boomtown Rats!

Bob Marley
-page 20

44 Chaoticend times for

the punkoriginators. Brian
James has quit, while
Captain Sensible
offersoutrage and

gossip, to anyone, for

the price ofa pint.

438

Theworld’s biggest
funk/soul group lift
thelid onashow
involving pyramids
and levitation-and
the musicwhich
inspiresit.

52 The antithesis

of spiky newwavers,
theliterate Tyneside
bandarestillmaking
averynewkind of
music. “We're not
traditional,” insists
Mark Knopfler.

56Bﬂwie isafan

(butdidn’t produce)

andsois Eno (who did). A sceptical
and entertaining meetingwith
theband and their masks.

60 AndyPartridge leads

the Swindon band from their
splendid isolation towards
somethinglike the mainstream.
Includes: private armies, massive
wealth and house prices.

66 New York punkfirstwavers

AlanVegaand Martin Revexpress
some surprise thatthey've made
itasfarastheyhave. Butwhat
willtheydonowthat people
arestartingtoactuallylike
whattheydo?

\

Apeil 1, 1978 US. $1.10cCanada 60c 18

PLUS PATTI SMITH U S A
& LOTSA WEIRDOES

INCLUDING CAPTAIN BEEFHEART

0

TheClash perform an open-air
RockAgainst Racism show after
an Anti-Nazi League march.
RIP Sandy Denny. Introducing
Pere Ubu. How Saturday Night
Feverbecame a monster.

76

Adisappointing tour with the
Blue Oyster Cultcan’'t dent Paul
Weller's selt-confidence. It will,
he thinks, take peopleyearsto
catchupwith theband’s coolly
received second album.

84

Bob Dylan playslive—and grants
abackstageaudienceto two
senior MM staffers.

86 Never mind the SexPistols,

John Lydonisskint (“Canyoulend
meativer?”) butnotout. Hisnew
bandareonlyjustinrehearsal, but
thingsseem sure tobelookingup.




90

Thesecond album by Television,
and the debutbyThe Only Ones.

93

Around-up ofthefirstsixmonths
ofletters—fromreaders and artists.

94 RIP Keith Moon.

Introducing]ilted Johnand
announcing the demise of original
NYC punkactTelevision.

9 8 Thebandrock New York,
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while MickJaggerexplainsthe
band’snewdevelopments.

1 02 The Doomed, the

Ramonesand Wirein concert.

1 04 Divorceand feminism

discussed with the countrystar.

1 08 Sid Viciousisimprisoned.

Filming Quadrophenia. Keith
Richardsnotjailed.

1 12 Anaudiencewith astellar

performerand iy
all-round good guy.

118

The thoughtful Bromleyband
explainthe symbolism of their
debutalbum, The Scream.

1 26 Afterherinitial

successes, what now for the
Bexleyheath performer?

1 30 New ones from Blondie

and Judas Priest. Paul Weller
reviews the singles.

THE HISTORY OF

SexPistols
-pages9,
12,773,108

1 32 Thebandrise above their

recentmanagement problems.

140 Theinfluential former

New York Dolllets fly on the Pistols
and flakily gets himselftogether.

145 Asample of opinions

fromthelast sixmonths.

Subscription rates: One year (12 issues) including p&p: UK £119.88; Europe €179.40; USA and Canada $203.88; Rest of World £155.75. For
enquiries and orders please email help@magazinesdirect.com. Alternatively, from the UK call 0330 333 1113, or overseas +44 330 333 1113
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Passimistic.
put not unreal

MM FEB 25

EREKJARMAN'’S JUBILEEis the cinema’s first

serious attempt to assimilate punk. Independently

produced and made entirelyin Britain (virtuesin
themselves these days), it features music by Eno, Adam
& The Ants and Wayne County (among others), and
gives sizeable parts to Jordanand Adam Antaswell as
cameo roles to The Slits, County and Gene October.

Butthe musicisunimportantinthe movie—apartfrom
anadmittedlyimpressive sequence where Jordan mimes
toanoutréversion of “RuleBritannia” (aforthcoming
single), bands are usuallyjusthalf-glimpsed going
through the motionsonTV.

Jarmanisfarmore concerned with his ownill-conceived
ideasabout punkattitudes. He hassaid: “Punk seems to be
agenuinely popular movement, and anyone wanting to
make afilmabout England has to takeitinto account.Itis
adeeplypessimisticfilm, butit’snotunreal... The demise
of Western culture maynothappen, atleastnotaswe've
imagined, butwhile 'm notattempting to preach, Jubilee
isawarning.”

Jarman “warns” usby postulating a near-futurein which
government and authority do notexistbeyond a few
psychopathicpolicemen. Thisworld, itbecomesclear,
represents his extension of whathe conceives to be punk
attitudes, which hetakesto theirlogical conclusion—toall
butnymphomaniac crabs, sexisboringand passé€, and the
inhabitants, particularly the predominantly female gang
onwhich the movie centres, get theirkicksinstead from
violence and destruction.

Which meansthatJarmanhas no more knowledge of
what “punks” arelike than the lowest, mostcheaply
sensationalistic of the tabloid reporters, towhom the
moviewill seem likeadream come true.

Theleader ofthe gang, Bod (Jenny Runacre), enjoys
having herback cutupwith arazor; Amyl Nitrate (Jordan)
says her heroineis Moors murderer Myra Hindley; and the
gang derive great pleasure from murdering justabout
everyone theybump into. Needlesstosay, Jarman's
cameradwellslovinglyon each piece of gore,
whetherAdamAnt’sfaceisbeingripped
apartwith abottle oracop castrated, and
evenmanages tothrowinafew bits ofnon-
erotic sex, despite the general disdain.

Jarman may hide behind the “warning”
line, but he takes no stand here while gaining
the commercial benefit of sensationalism,
and the film thus seems to gloryin violence -
itwas even subtitled A Celebration Of Sex And
Violencebefore the censor stepped in.

Jarman mightdefend himself by sayingthis
isan “artisticimage” of certain elements of
punk, and by “artistic” Isuppose he’d mean
the pervasivereek of perverse and esoteric
artiness, the delightin degradationand
decaysimplyforits “beauty” when stylised.

Anirresponsible movie. Don'tremember
punk thisway.




PamelaRookefrom
SeafordinEast
Sussex,AKA Jordan,
asnarrator Amyl
NitrateinDerek
Jarman's Jubilee
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SubwaySect:(l-r) Rob |
Symmons,VicGodard, |
MarkLaff(BobWard's |
predecessorondrums) |
andPaulMyers |

MRSEAET

“We wanted to finish rock’n’roll”

UBWAY SECT SEEM to have stayed
underground longer than any other of

the original “punk” bands. Nomore
thanadozen gigsin their first year; an
unbending unwillingness to talk to the press;
no hint of an approach fromarecord company,
nor of any recorded output on a private label.
All of thatappears at last to be changing -
as well as this tour, there should be asingle

released soon on Bernard Rhodes' Braik label;

and, of course, they agreed to do this
interview. But | reckon they've needed that
time to develop before showing theirfaces
outside the lower reaches of Clash bills. The
difference between their performance on the
first date of the tour at Chelmsford (which
they were dissatisfied with) - or eventheir
disastrous momentary appearance at the
Music Machine before Christmas -and their
earliest gigs was pretty startling.

At Chelmsford, their sethadits drab
patches, but that couldn’t
hide the interesting
patternsinto which
their piecesfall. The
monochrome backbeat and
eerily off-colour tone are
constant, but they often
stumble across an extra
element (the whistling at
the end of “Rock’n’Roll

Even”, forinstance, orthe

“Our first single
IS pretty rank, as
it happens — |
wouldn’t advise
anyone to buy it”

still the bestto these ears), to the forefront
againinstead of filing it away for a while,
though their decisiontodropit from the
current set because they knowittoo wellis
typical of theirlaudably uncompromising
attitude to the rockaramarigmarole.

Justabout the only aspect of their
performance that brought backmemories
of their early days was vocalist/songwriter
Vic Godard, hulking and awkward as he
leanedinto the mic, his voice halfway between
a quaver and hiccup, fragmentinginto a
whining torture. Ah yes, the old days.

Subway Sect’s tunnellinginto the daylight
began at the fabled London100 Club punk
festivalin September’76. They had formed
just three weeks before the festival, without
any previous experience, and were invited to
appear there by Malcolm McLaren, whom
they'd met at early Sex Pistols gigs and who
liked the idea of Pistols fans forming bands.

The Subways were so
terrible at first, though,
thatwhenMcLaren saw
them at workhe hadto
book theminto arehearsal
room and make them
practise continuously for12
hours until he thought them
just about good enough to
staggerup onstage at the
100 Club.

harmonica giving areal
subway flavour) or teasing melody that
infusesreal life into their adventures.

Like many bands, they're at their most
subversive when melody makes theirideas
accessible, though they maybe have yet to
recognise that as well as Wire. If they did, they
would surely push “Parallel Lines”, the best-
known and most attractive of their songs (and

8 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1978

Whether he wasright
or not was dubious - 1thought they were
godawful,amonotonous blank-walled drone
-andinretrospecttheydon’tdisagree.lalso
caught their second concert, supporting The
Clash atthe ICA inthe Mall, and was, if
anything, evenlessimpressed.

Theywere so bad, so catatonically
unattractive,and yet at the same time so

Introducing... Subway Sect. “Rock’n’roll should raise people’s consciousness,” says Vic Godard.

apparentlyuncaringandin commandthat

| figured it must all be deliberate, that they
must be art-school punks subscribing to the
“badis good” trash aesthetic. But none of that
was true: “Oh no, we were justbeginnersin
music. We probably started before we should
have done -instead of learningnumbersand
then going on, we learnt them as we went
along. We had afew disasters.”

They're adifficult band to talk to, rarely
volunteeringinformation or enlarging their
answers without prodding, so that aftera
considerable time speaking to them | was still
alittle unsure about where they were coming
from. This wasn’t because they were moody
or unpleasant, butrather because they're
naturally quiet, particularly Godard, thoughin
fact he talked more than either Rob Symmons
or Bob Ward (guitaristand drummer
respectively, bassist Paul Myers being absent).

We started with the past, withwhether
their onlyideainformingaband wasto jump
into the slipstream of the Pistols.

“Ohno,” said Vic, “what we wantedto do
was become part of what we thought was
going to change the face of rock music.”

Rob: “Then we found out that wasn’t the
aim of other groups. When we first saw the
Sex Pistols we thought that was their aim, but
then we found all the other groups, such as
The Clash, just wanted to put life backinto
rock, saw it asakind of rebirth, and the Sex
Pistols seemedto latchontothatand start
becomingareally goodrockband.”

Sojust putting life backinto rock’n’roll was
different from what youwanted?

“Yeah we wanted to finishrock’'n'roll. All the
other groups just wanted to getrock'n'roll
back as it wasinthe '60s. We wanted to finish
the traditional style, the rock form, the
showbiz element.”




Vic: “"We
wanted to
changethe
reasons for
playing rock
music. We
didn’t want it
toberock for
rock’s sake; we wanted it to be amedium for
ideas ratherthanarelease fromboredom.

“It's not asif we're saying, ‘Wipe out the
whole of rock’n’roll and bring in anew music.’
We're just saying, ‘Go about thingsina
different way. Don’tjust use it as a way of
releasing people’stensionso that theycango
back to work the following morning after a
good night out. Rock can be made into areally
good secondary education system.”

But educating people into what?

“Teaching them to educate themselves
for astart.” Right. “And to ask themselves
why they're going to work instead of putting
up with it. Rock’n’roll should raise people’s
consciousness.”

Godard’stunes are usuallyindirect and
not easily assimilable, asin songs such as
“Chain Smoking” (about predestination) or
“You Stand Back”. The latter deals with the
refusal of challenges, especially by other
people, though the “you” inthesongis
supposed to represent England as much as
any individual or type.

In their obliqueness, their cerebral quality,
his lyrics resemble prominent New Yorkers
more than his British contemporaries, and
thusitis not very surprising that the band
seem to dislike every band over here but
Buzzcocks and Wire, andrave instead about
Television (“Turkey Neck, old Throttle Neck
Verlaine”), Talking Heads, and especially
Richard Hell, whom they call “Dickie” and
whose performance at the Music Machine on
the last tour they rate as the greatest gig
they’'ve ever seen. His guitarist, Robert
Quine, is, they reckon, the best inthe world.

Atthe moment the only way the Subways
can communicate isin concert, yet their words
then are (inevitably) inaudible, which strikes
me as alittle futile but doesn’t seem to worry
Godardsince he looks forward continually to
when they will be able to make an album.

Atthe momentthere’sonlyasingle,
“Nobody’s Scared”, in the offing, which they
recorded six months ago and are amazingly
scathing about.

Vic: “Ourfirst single is pretty rank, as it
happens -1 wouldn’t advise anyone to buyit.”

Can'tyoudoanything about that?

“Yeah, make areally good second one.
| liked it when we recordedit, but we've
developed so muchsince then, itdoesn’t
really worry me. It's just like when we first
started and were really rank - it gives you
something to buildup from.”

Bob: “It's definitely not commercial - that’s
why | like it. My old man heard us on the radio,
onthe John Peel show. He heard ‘Parallel
Lines’, right, and he said, ‘Cor, that’s fucking
good, it'sgotanicering toit.’ Andthen
‘Nobody’s Scared’ came on and he said, ‘That’s
fuckingterrible, that's really rank, that’s
terrible.' So | said, ‘That’s gonna be the single’,
and he said, ‘Well, God help youlot, then.”

Chris Brazier

Still Number Une | &S

MM JAN 14

Number One, isall set to be the first
single ever to top two million sales
in Britain, makingitthe country’s best-
selling and fastest-selling single ever.
The previousrecord
holderwasThe Beatles’
“She Loves You', released

1 M ULLOFKINTYRE”, Wings' first

in 1963. Thatsold about ' Macca:home
1.6 million. Lastweek recordingbreaks
“Mull OfKintyre” had St idie
alreadysold more than

1,667,000 and wasonly 1975 and stayingat
justbeginning to slow thetoptorarecord
downfromitsoriginal eight weeks.

sales 01 250,000 aweek. It
isstillNumberOnein

The 10best-selling
singlesare, in order

thisweek’s MM chart. o e ofsales: “Mull Of
Therecord entered the MULL OF KINTYRE Kintyre” by Wings;

chartat Number 18inthe “She Loves You”

week of November 26 and went to Number (Beatles); “IWant To Hold Your Hand”

Onethenextweek.ItisPaulMcCartney'sfirst | (Beatles); “Tears” (KenDodd); “Can’tBuy
release toreach the top since The Beatles'last Me Love” (Beatles); “Save Your Kisses For
Number Onein Britain, “The Ballad OfJohn Me” (Brotherhood OfMan); “I1 Feel Fine”

And Yoko”, releasedin 1969, andis only the (Beatles); “We Can Work It Out” (Beatles);

17th single to sellmore than amillion. “Release Me” (Engelbert Humperdinck);
Thefirstseven-inch45rpmrecordtosell “Bohemian Rhapsody” (Queen).

amillionwasAcker Bilk’s “Stranger On The Recordsreleased before 1959 are not

Shore” in 1961, although this onlyjust made includedinthebest-sellingsingles chart

the million mark. From 1968 to 1974 there becausereliablefiguresare notavailable. But

were no British million sellersatall, Queen'’s norecord approachesthe 30 million world

“Bohemian Rhapsody”reversingthetrendin | salesofBingCrosby’s “White Christmas”.

Moral turpitude

MM JAN 7

level wrangling to get their visa, following revelations about the band’s criminal
records. Last weekthe band tried to collect visas fromthe American Embassy for the
14-date tour, but were told visas would not be issued because of the band’s “moral turpitude”.

Glitterbest, the Pistol's management company, commented: “Hundreds of people go to
Americawithminor convictions, but they seem to have picked on the band. Theyall have
something on theirrecords, but the offences are only minor - petty theft, taking and driving
away, drugs and assault.” On Friday last week, the day the Pistols were due to make their
debut America show at Pittsburgh,
Glitterbest were trying to arrange
visas through the US State
Departmentin Washington.

It was only after Warner Brothers,
the Pistols’ US record company, sent
their top lawyer to Washington for
talks with State Dept and immigration
officials that permission was given for
the band to enter America.

The tourlined up for the Pistols
included 14 dates covering San

THE SEXPISTOLS left early this week for their first tour of America after days of top-

CHIP HIRES / GETTY, PAULFIEVEZ / GETTY

Francisco, but the first three | ' _rheP::toI:h
concerts have had to be axed ¢ Nt \ forNewYork.

following the delay. Widda 4 January 1978




Squeezein1978:
(I-r) GilsonLavis,
GlennTilbrook
(top), Chris

1978
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Difford, Jools
Holland and

HarryKakoulli

“All our songs are pe

e

NME Introducing... Squeeze. Produced by John Gale; put together by a pal in the porn biz.

I ET'S JUST GET one thing straight. album because of its men as Zappa, Jonathan
Despite being produced by punk content. Instead it will Richman, lan Dury,
Svengali John Cale and having their beissuedon Squeeze’s Johnny Winter, Nils

debutalbum packagedinasleeve sovileit previous label, Deptford Lofgren, Hendrix, The
couldstand alongside the Bollocks cover Fun City, a small Beatles, Roy Brown,
and not be outdone, punks Squeeze independentresponsible Elvisand Fats Domino.
certainly aren't. for Squeeze'srecording UnderLeyton’s
“Judy Garlandisaninfluence asmuchas debut last year with direction they brushed
punk,” declares Chris Difford, a straight- “Packet Of Three”. shoulders with Island
faced 23 and Squeeze’s rhythm guitarist and Unlike the numerous Records, for whom they
lyricist. Guitarist Glenn Tilbrook echoes his other hot combos with GooDBYE GIRL | auditionedthreetimes,
colleague: “We play music different to punk. which theisleis currently the verdict of current
Although punk has been aninfluence, | don't teeming, Squeezedidn't A&R man Richard
think we ever want to be associated with it.” justformand almost Williams being that
However, A&M obviously aren't totally immediately landthemselves arecord deal. they were a good band with strong material
averse to exploiting Squeeze’s punk They've beentogetherfor four years. - ahead of their time even - buttoo short on
connections, however tenuous. After all, Rick Readers old enough to remember might stage experience to sign.
Wakeman'srecords don’t come wrappedin finditinterestingto know that their first Squeeze didn'targue since at this point
shocking pink sleeves. Like currenttour mates | managerwas early-'60s pop singer John (mid-1974) they hadn’t done asingle gig.
= RadioStarsand Eddie & The Hot Rods, the Leyton, who had a hit single with “Johnnie Eighteen months later, they signed with
¢ bandareridingthenewwave-albeitbelatedly. | Remember Me”. Leyton met Squeeze via RCA.They'dworked themselvesinasalive
= Theirpenchant for the -how shall | putit? - a mutual pornographic photographer band, at one point doingaregular three-
= offbeat hasalready meant that one Squeeze friend,and wantedto get theminto cabaret. nights-a-week stint at the Bricklayer's Arms,
g song, “Deep Cuts”,an opus about obscene Apart from the addition of drummer Gilson Greenwich. But after sixmonths with RCA,
% telephone callers, was nixed from the A&M Lavis,a beefy geezer who comesonlikeatame | during which time they laid down five cuts
spiv, all winkle pickers and at Rockfield Studios, their contract was
" “contrasting” shirts and ties, terminated.
Pe r' h the lineup hasn't changed “Theyjust weren'tinterested,”
| p e ra during the four years. But complains Tilbrook. “It was almost like
until Lavis’ arrival they admit we were ataxloss.”
u k tobeingdirectionless. Priorto the parting of the ways, RCA were
p n s p u m p 0 r Group faves spanabroad abouttoissue “Take Me I'm Yours”, their
arc. Diffordis strongon Lou current A&M single, though the song bore
- Reed (it shows on the album’s little resemblance toits 1978 reincarnation.
p e rve rs l 0 n “Hesitation (Roll Britannia)” Leyton had long since vanished from the
and Zappa; bassist Harry scene and Squeeze were now managed by
— e Kakoulliis asuckerforreggae | MilesCopeland.Despite his considerable
o and funk, especially Bootsy music-business experience, Copeland found
m}';g:re qldn tseem to be much Collins; Tilbrooklistshismain | re-signing Squeeze difficult.
ge inlove songsso . . . how
P SGORESE pamtt o Grab
- EEZE pant it outto STEVE



Shamé9gat
London'sRoxy
Clubin1977.

Glenn: “Record companies weren’t
sure whether we were hipenough tobe
signed as apunkband. They were just
mucking us about.”

Copeland promptly formed his own
label, Deptford Fun City, for Squeeze,
andrecruited the services of John Cale
to produce the band’slong-overdue first
waxing, the Packet Of Three EP. According
to the group, Cale’s interestin them was
largely financial. “He wasn’t that
interested,” reveals Chris.

Nonetheless, Squeeze were pleased with
the results, and when last year they once
more signed to amajor label - this time A&M
- Calewas againatthe boardand more
enthusiastic about the workin hand.

Along with keyboard player Jools Holland
(“He's another little Nicky Hopkins,” was
Cale's opinion), who despite his slender
years (he’sunder 20) has the face of
someone much older, drummer Gilsonis
Squeeze’s most accomplished musician.

He'sdone the rounds -cabaret, backing
Chuck Berry, and almostlanding himself a
gig with McCartney. Jools Holland, who's
into Oscar Peterson and Ray Charles and
fond of wearing aleopard-skin titfer, is
ademonboogie-woogie pianist. Mind you,
the remaining musicians, especially Glenn
Tilbrook onlead, are no passengers.

intheirsetis Berry’s “Let |t
Rock”,and thenonly
occasionally.

Tilbrook and Difford are the
writers. The aforementioned
“Deep Cuts” wasinspired by
an episode of Dan August.
Diffordremembers: “They
caught this guy whowasa
disturbed chartered
accountant. | just found it very
amusing. This guy had a wife
and three kids and, like, he was
out there every morning
making dirty telephone calls.
It had me in fits. There must
be people like that.”

Is that somethingtolaugh at?

Difford: “Well, actually,
since then we've made afew of ourown. A
lot of people get really upset about them, so
it canactually be a very touchy subject.” You
don'tsay.

As it transpires, Squeeze miked up a
telephone torecord 24 obscene telephone
calls forinclusion onthe B-side of “Deep
Cuts”. The calls were all made to people
they knew - with Jools calling up Chris’
mum and so on - but not everybody thought
it was as funny as the band did. Difford:

“In some cases the women were getting
upset, but some people

thoughtitwasreally
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L Feb 4 Sham 69
Of DU ﬂ k releasee theira(igbut.

Jimmy Pursey, leading light with Sham 69,

one of the bands picked for the top in 1978,
who are preparing to prove their worth with a
debutalbum and planning a European tour.

'|'HE MAN WITH acrowd in hishands—

In tipping the band for stardom this year,
MM’s Chris Brazierwrote: “Sham 69 are
perhaps closer than anyotherbandto
representingthe truespiritof punkasitwas

originally conceived -the honest, raw, soulful,

fiercely emotional rebellion of the working-
classkid against the injustice and oppression
he feelsin theworldaround him.”

Sincethen the band have been ontheroad
and nextweekhit Glasgow-their firstvisitto

Visually, Squeeze -
“Bang Bang’

each of 'emwearing

purelyarbitrary threads
is about people
losing parts of

acitythathasbeen passionateinitsinterestin
Purseyand the group withouthavingachance
tosee them.

Inafortnight Polydorrelease Tell Us The Truth,
Sham 69’s debutalbum thatincludesalive side

great. They were saying,

‘Yeah, comeround.”
Isn’t this alittle

irresponsible? “If I'm

and haircuts -are arather
downtrodden bunchwho
look as if they'd just
raidedthe local Oxfam

shop (they hail from
Deptford, South London).

their anatomy”™

quite honest, | agree,”
concedes Tilbrook, “but

onthe other hand, we did

And yet evenin such
adverse circumstances as opening for
Radio Stars and the Rods, they showed in
their half-hour set that they have plenty
going for them. Except for the speed
of severalnumbers (check out “Get
Smart” and “Sex Master” from the album),
they have nothingin common with
new-wave stereotypes save for their
fixation with “perversions”.

The groupreluctantly agree that they're
better musicians than alot of their
contemporaries. Tilbrook for one had come
to the conclusion that musicianship was the
be alland end all - until the advent of the
new wave: “When | first heard ‘Anarchy’
| thought it was aload of crap. | thought
the chord sequence was dumb. It did get
through to me later.

“The goodthingabout the new wave is
that it cracked openan opportunity foralot

let all the people know
afterwards. | did feel guilty when we called
up a girl from the office. She said she would
have beenreallyscaredif she’sbeenalone.”
Difford: “All our songs are almost

perverted. Like ‘Sex Masters’ was written
after seeing... | thinkit was called A Day Out
InDenmark - an S&M romp complete with

‘actors’ dressed in monks’ habit. ‘Bang Bang'’

isabout people losing parts of their
anatomy. A lot of famous people have lost
parts of their anatomy - Napoleon, Hitler,
Van Gogh. It’s just really amusing. And
there’s other songs thatare creepingup
now about Siamese twins and hippies.”
Tilbrook: “We were writing love songs
three years ago and the new wave came
along andinspired usin adifferent way. It
something else comesalonginfour years’
time, we might go back to writinglove
songs. We didn’t write perverted songs just

recorded at London’s Vortexand Marquee
clubs. Thealbumisreleased on February17,
followingthe band’ssupportgigat London’s

Roundhouse with The Adverts on February12.

“Three Enos...”

MM FEB 4

new band, have been signed by Stiff

Records for exclusive worldwide rights,
excluding America, to the band’'s first three
singles. The Ohio-based outfit’s reputation
was secured by David Bowie’s strong interest

DEVO, AMERICA’S MOST talked-about

in producing the band, and there has been talk

of abattle between giants WEA and CBS to
signthemin America. Bowieis quoted as

describing Devo as “three Enos and a couple of

of bands who wouldn’t have got through because of the new wave.” Edgar Froesesin one

before. Like when we were around two So what effect do they want band” and plans to

years ago, we were supporting various these songs to have onpeople? SWantbl  produce their first

bands who we weren't at all suited to. “lknow it sounds really NYC,Oct'78 album assoonashe
“They were so musically competent that bland,” Tilbrook continues, can find the time.

they were sterile. You've got no hope of “but we just want people to Devo’sfirstsingle, _

competing againstthem. It’slike competing | enjoythem.We're nottrying “Mongoloid/Jocko -

againstjazz people.” to put any message across Homo”, hasbeen g
When Squeeze started out, theylaced at all. It’stoo easy to write releasedontheband’s =

their own material with various '50s sounds broad-structured songs ownlabelinAmerica, 2

like “Boogie Woogie Country Girl”,“Down about beingonthe dole. It’s andwillbeouton Stiff/ =

The Road Apiece”, “At The Hop” and so cliched just even talking BoojiBoyinBritainon 2

“Saturday Night”. These days the onlycover | aboutit.” Steve Clarke February24. =
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January8,1978:suffering

fromacoldandpeltedwith
beercans,JohnnyRotten

frontsthe SexPistolsat

Randy’s Rodeonightclub

San Antonio, Texas
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“I'm not

" here foryour

usement”

SEX PISTOLS

o JANUARY 14 —

IKEALL GOOD stories, it started quietly and finished with
a bang, for on Delta flight 225 to Memphis from Chicago
I’'m sitting beside an old Southern gentleman dressed in
sober broadcloth. No frivolous man he: clasped in hands
that are blotched with liver spots is a copy of The Baptists
Who Shaped A Nation.

Hardlylight planereading, you may think, but then the American South does
tend to create men with strong, literal views about life. Afundamentalist concept
ofrightand wrong, good and evil, is pursued through both the religion and the
music of the South. In country musicit’s tempting to think that emotions have to
besimpleand directbecause the fans couldn’thandle anythingequivocal.

Down here thelines between music andreligion arefinely drawn, anyway.
Holy Joesrazzmatazz about salvation and hellfire with the help of countryand
gospelstars, rhinestoned gods and goddesses of the jukeboxeswho are carrying
on for Jesus night and day.

Ifyou’relooking for a countryartist, youcould tryachurch. Infact, it was
recentlyreported of Johnny Cash thathekeeps changinghis churchbecause
thefans have been attempting to pass him demo tapesin the pews.

Butnowanewreligion is growingin the South. It’s called Elvis Presley and
itsicons seem to be multiplying. Since his death on August 16, worshippers
havetlockedin their thousandstohis gravesidein Graceland, the Memphis
estatewhere helived since 1957.

Theypouralongarenamed Elvis Presley Boulevard with their flowers and
wreaths, stopping only to buy an Elvis Presley jumpsuitor aframed dedication
written by his father Vernon. Not since Valentino died has therebeensucha
lavish display of public affection for apopularartist. The Twanguse to be the
Thang, butnowit’s the Kang, y’allhere. »
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Memphisisadeeply conservative city, seemingly full of slow, over-
stuffed white men with huge grey quiffs; they're all called Roy, and
they'reaccompanied bywives withverylargerears. The cabdrivers,
leathery, bull-necked black guys, looklike Howlin’ Wolf. You can barely
understand them, and they, because of your funny English accent,
invariably think you are afag.

Butoneandallagree that Elviswasa great man. Yessir! Aholyman, like
asnot. Didn'the give out Cadillacs to poor blacks, and hasn'the made
Memphis the centre ofa thrivingtouristindustry?

Everyother person one meetsin Memphishas an Elvis story.lam told
by the wite of the former District Attorneyin Abilene, Texas—yes, how
about that!-thather cousin once dated Presleyand asked himfora
PontiacratherthanaCaddie because shewouldn'tbe ableto atford the
petrol. True.

Soit'seasytoimagine theatmospherein Memphislastweekend, when
mourners converged on the city of celebrate what should have been the
King's43rd birthday. Amarkerwas unveiled, Elvis movies were shown
continuouslyat the Orpheum Theatre and there were displays of
memorabilia at the Mid-South Fairgrounds Pipkin Building.

Andforthose who could hold back the tears, Elvisimpersonator Kick
Saucedowas around town. Allit needed was Todd Slaughter; butwhat
Memphis gotin addition was the SexPistols. Byablissfulirony the
Pistols found themselves playinglast Friday in the hometown of the
rock figure theymost publiclydespised. “His gut hunglike a shadow
overrock'n’roll,” was JohnnyRotten’s memorable obituary. No Beatles,
no Stones, no Elvis.

Well, atleastthere was nowno Elvis, the symbol ofeverythingin
rockmusic that the Pistols have decried: middle age, superstardom
and Americaitself. Ifthe mourners came to praise Elvis, then the Pistols
would presumablyhaveliked to buryhimin person.

But the music business has away of upending the political statements
ofitspopularentertainers, for here the Pistolswere, in America, actually
stayingablockawayfrom where the old wave hasfinallywashed up, on
the tour that the pundits have predicted would bring them... what else
butsuperstardom? Perfect.

seven dates ending in San Francisco on January 14, which is
the only gigthatremotely could be said likely to attract diehard
punk fans.

]:N TRUTH THIS is a strange old tour, though. They are playing

Thereisno New York or Los Angeles, the chief tastemakers, although for

thefirst performanceinAtlantalast Thursday the bigboysand girls from
The New York Times, the Village Void, UPI, Timeand Newsweek, etc, all
flewdown-attheir own expense, itshould beadded, for Pistols manager
Malcolm McLaren has stipulated that there willbe no freebies. Even the
tickets, atthree dollars 50 each, the presshas to pay for.

British daily newspapers present, among whom are The Sun, Daily Mail,

Mirrorand the Express, are most disgruntled about thisand the generally
diffidenttreatmenttheyhavereceived. Frequent comparisons are made
with the professionalism of Rod Stewartand The Who.
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JohnnyRottenand
(right) Paul Cook:
touringthe Southern
statesinstuntman
EvelKnievel'stourbus

McLaren, aslight,
elfish personality
despite blackleather trousersand motorbike boots, merelyreplied that if
the Pistols can go downwellin the Taliesyn Ballroom, Memphis, theywill
betwiceaspopularin New York.

“Wewanttodecentralise it, much the same aswe did in Britain. There
are toomanybands playingin New Yorkand LA and saying they have
crackedit,and theyhavenot. NewYorkand LA are not America.”

Johnny Rotten echoes this view. He says, “We want to play for the poor
people of America. That's whywe came down here.”

“Butpeopleare tryingto make abigdeal out of this countryfor us. It
could be Birmingham forallwe care. People arejustthe same.It'sno
bigdeal.”

He also denies thattheyeverintended to play Madison Square Garden.

OnthePistols’ heads, however, mayrest the success of the Britishnew
wave in America. The New York Times, for example, whose criticJohn
Rockwellisaferventsupporterof the Pistols, hasdescribed themasthe
mostimportantchangeinrockmusicforadecade;and the American
press generally have made much ofthem, to the extent of Walter Cronkite
mentioning their problems on national television over getting visas for
America. (Suggestions that President Carter intervened have been
greeted withamusement, however.)

Everyperformanceinthe Southsofarhasbeenpreceded byTVand
newspaper speculation about the extentof the human debasement they
represent, the audience havingbeen alerted by arecent 60-minute
special on British punkrock.

Thesafety pins, the self-mutilation, the practice of vomitingand
spitting are much in the minds of confirmed citizens like E Winslow
Chapman, director of Memphis police, who has said, “Ah doan 'lowno
masturbation onstage. Theykinspitand vomit as much as theylahk, but
no masturbation.”

Mr E Winslow Chapmanwasso disturbed by this notion of the Pistols
performing simulated sex that the Memphis Vice Squad went to Atlanta
tolook foranyhints of depravity thatwould prevent the show goingahead
in Memphis.

“Theworstthingabout them s their music,” the police were quoted as
saying afterwards on aMemphis TV channel, which before the gig that
nightinvited more concerned citizens to “sound oft”, as they putit, about
the band.

“Aslongastheystayinlahnit’llbeallraight, ah guess,” said one chubby
youth. “Ahthanktheyshould arrest ' emittheydoan.”

“It’ssick,” a30-ish black lady volunteered. “If they do that kahnd o’ stuff,
theyshouldn’tcome.”

Who knowswhat she meantexactlyby “thatkahnd o’ stuff,” butthe TV
station certainly knewwhatitthought. “Theysetouttobescuzzyand
theysucceed,” intoned the voiceover as we saw Paul Cook, the drummer,
and Sid Vicious looningaboutinthe dressingroomatAtlanta.

“Theysaid theywouldn'tdo aninterviewunless theywere paid 10
dollars,” the voice wentonin outraged tones, justas Sid’'s hand suddenly
shot out towards the camera toblock the screen.




record company with whom the Pistols are signed in the States.

Theyclaim that the mediareaction to the group hereis
unprecedented, even compared with more successtul acts like Rod
Stewartand the Stones. Television stations are actingin a novel way; they
are prepared to pursue the band around America at their own expense,
evenif the Pistolswon't talk to them. After all, Stewart and the Stones do.

Also pursuingthe band, accordingto McLaren and Rotten, isthe FBL.

So paranoid aboutthis are theythattheyareleavingcities as soonas
possible after thegigs, travellinginaluxurybuswith eight bunks thatis
usuallyused by Evel Knievel, whois currentlyinjail. Four bodyguards are
alsoassigned to them.

Rotten believes the FBI are followingthem around. “You canrecognise
them. It'sobvious. There'salways some big pigfollowingus around. It's
adifferentoneineverytown. Theyretryingtotakeusforaride.”

Curiosityamong the kids, however, isinsatiable and wide-eyed. Earnest
guyswho find outyouare travellingwith the Pistols (following them
aroundisabetterdescription) suddenly start gettingintense and ask with
trepidationifit'sreallytrue thattheyspitoneach other. “Really? Wow!”

Take Rusty Boettcher, a 17-year-old Memphis High School guy, who's
goingto the gigwith his friend George

S UCH COMMENTS DON'T greatly bother Warner Brothers, the

SEX PISTOLS

“Hey, heywaitaminute,” saysthis dickinaraincoatwhoiscarrying
awalkie-talkie. He means me. “Where the fuckdo you thinkyou're goin'?”
[nside.
“Lemme seeyour credentials.”
[hand hima 1975 press card which doesn’t even carry my picture.
“Isthissomekind ofjoke?”
No.I'mfrom London-England, I add.
He peers suspiciouslyatme. It'sthataccentagain.
“Oh, Idon’tfuckin’ know. It don’tseemright to me, butyou better get
in there quick.”

fashion was concerned —better than the usual baggyjeansand
lumber jackets, but not by much. Ninety per cent white and the
other per cent must have wandered in out of the cold.

Butall of them has towaita couple of hours before the Pistols appeared,
as the delaymay have had something to do with the fact that Vicious had
deliberately stabbed himselt during the soundcheck.

Hewore a bandage on his leftarm, but his skinny chest through the
studdedleather jacketalsorevealed alatticework of cuts. Vicious, in fact,

looked and behaved like an extra from One Flew

T HEAUDIENCE INSIDE the hall was typicallydodo asfaras

Gogonelis. “All my other friendswouldn’t come.
Theythoughtthere'dbeariot,” he tellsme.
“Theyreatraid of the Pistols ‘cos ofwhat they
heard onthe news. Say, isitreallytruetheybeat
up peopleto getouttheirrecord contracts?”

Rustyhasn'theard anyoftheirrecords—as
amatteroffact, The Beatlesare his favourite
group-buthe’slooking forsomething new. And
s0, hesays, areother Americankids.

“I'thinkthe SexPistols mayhave achance.”

“They'vesold outon curiosity,” says Bob
Kelley, promoter of the Taliesyn Ballroom. He’s
booked thebandinbecause he'sintrigued, but
alsobecause he doesalotofbusinesswith
Premier Talents, the prestigious New York
agencywho broke many British bands, like Led Zeppelin, in America.
Thefactthat Premierare handling the touris abigplus for the Pistols.

Ole Bobissointrigued, though, that he sells 300 more tickets to the
Memphis show than he should have done. At 8pm that night, after
more than 650 people are found to beinside, the Fire Marshall has
the doorsclosed.

Within minutes, cops, including EWinslow
Chapman, are tapping their night sticksin frontofthe
entrance, and 200 ticketholders are left griping outside.

“I've waited twoyears for this,” screamed one guy
who’swearing blacklipstickand abowler hat,
presumablybecauseit’s the mostoutrageously
English costumewhich he conceive. Things get so
bad, infact, that the kids bust two small panes of
glassintheentrance. Someriot, butatleastthe
thoughtwasthere.

SidViciousandSteve
Jones:respectively
“preening” and
“impassive” onstage

“We want to
play for the
poor people of
America... It's
no big deal”

Over The Cuckoo's Nest:now leeringatthe
audience, the next momentscrewing up his
faceinto brutish expressions;in between, he
executed scissorjumps and flunghis arm over
the bassstringsinawindmill motion.

Rotten, sufferingfromacold, staged hisusual
actofademented hunchbackand oozed
malevolence. Wearing a blue checked suit, from
whichalargedirtyhandkerchiefdebouched,
he gibbered over the micstand, hishead
hunchedinto hisshouldersand swivelling
around to scan the audience with awful eyes.
Handkerchiefflopping, he suddenlyreminded
me ofaDickensian creature, one of Fagin's
twisted urchins, abruptly cometolife.

“Youwanna celebrate Elvis’ birthday?” he addressed the audiencein
careful, wicked tones. They, poor bewildered lambs, merely threw their
armsintheairand cheered, asthough thiswas ZZ Top or some other
Southernboogie band.

Whatwere theysupposed to do, anyway? There has never been
anythinglike thisin Memphis before—these English fruits, sneering

atthem, giving them the finger, and the music
- —crude, elemental, unheroic. So thiswas punk
4 1 rock? Maybe throw some drinks at them. That's
what’s supposed to happenin England, itsays
herein thisscript.

Butafter Rotten hasbeen showered with Coke
andice cubesheturnstothem and says, very
coldly, “I'mnothere for youramusement-you
are here formine. Stop throwingthingsat me.
Idon'tlikeit.”

More cheers, but before the gigwas halfway
through there were peopleleavingthe hall. [twas
justincomprehensible to them. That was punk, eh,
theywere saying to each other. Well, nowIdon't
haveto seeitanymore. And the Pistolswerereally
left performingtothe newly converted enthusiasts

inthefirst 15 rows. Thatwas Memphis.

UTIFTHE chemistrywasn'trightin
BTEHHESSEE and the gigwas only amixed

success—noteven as good asAtlantathe
night before — the performance in Texas two nights
later demonstrated howreal the Sex Pistols are.

Randy’s Rodeoin SanAntonio, a citywith astrong

Mexicantlavour,isacowboyjointrightdowntothe
“Cowboys” and “Cowgirls” signs on the toilet doors.
Essentiallya 15-lane bowlingalley, itholds upwards
of2,000 people, more than the Pistols have ever
played belore, and these people are outlaw funky-
guyswith long hairand macho swaggers, drinking
Coorsand Lone Star beer with their gals. »
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January14,1978:the
Pistolsplaythelast

‘2 E HDHE CI“ l.“l!.ﬂ . date of theirUStour
4 o O% P I § at SanFrancisco’s
_ - ' St = "3 Winterland Ballroom
%5 éé{ sc“ N !m.mogm s E S
Amazingly, the Rodeowas fully ' ﬂ > ""i: LONGHOI: 3 ¥ - be charged with beingdrunkand
primed for punk. Gold-painted safety | o S ‘.E; 1 0 et disorderly, leavinghim with the

pinswere on sale foradollar, there were
several freaks around with made-up
faces and the sound system was playing
“Police And Thieves” and “I'm So Bored With The USA” in-between
albums bythe Ramonesand Alice Cooper.

There were even guys with old Sex Pistols T-shirts. But just to emphasise
that this was Texas, brown-shirted security police were stationed
watchfullyaround thehall. That tap, tap, tap of the night stick again.

Thiswasanaggressive audience, and almost from the firstbars of
“God Save The Queen” with Paul Cook and guitarist Steve Joneskicking
the songalong, itmakeits own presence felt. Paper cups of Coco-Cola,
familiar from Memphis, werereplaced by beer cans, which came pelting
acrossthelights, catchingthe band round thebodyand forcingthemto
bob away.

“’Ello, cowboys,” Rotten snarled, making the veryname sound a gross
libel. “Yourereal men, aren’tyou?” hewent on, brushing the beer suds
from hisface. “Is thiswhat made Texas great?”

Vicious, whose newbodilyadornmentwas theword “Gimme” in black
ink across hischest,looked even more unstable than on the previous
gigs, butbristlingwith malice, prepared to take on the whole bloody
posseifneedbe.

“You'reall fucking faggots, all of you,” he hurled into the microphone
and thenstepped backto grin provocatively.

“Shutup!” said Rotten, roundingon him with a furiouslook. That
pale,loonyface pouted before Viciousresumed his particularly
insinuating smile.

Thebeer canstlewfasterand the whistlesincreased. “Youbunch ot
wankers!” aguybehind merepeated, provingthatanewwordisfinally
enteringthe Americanvocabulary, thankstopunkrock.

[twas Steve Jones, beefyand impassive, who kept steeringthe group
back to the music. He showed no emotion. But Vicious couldn’tletit
alone,and whenhewashitonthelipbyacanhesuddenlyraised hisbass
and boughtitdown on the offender’s head.

Thenthe howlswentup, and all the cowboyswerereaching for their
weaponsastheroadiesand bodyguards camerunningto thefrontofthe
stage. Vicious stepped backwith a self-satisfied lookas the frontrows
started to climb onstage for vengeance.

[twas too much for the victim. He got so far, struggled into the arms of
policeand bodyguards and was then handcutfed byacop andled awayto

"
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option of bringing a counter-suit of
assaultagainstVicious.

“Ohdear,” sighed Rotten, asthe
bandreadied theirinstrumentsagain, “Sid’s guitar fell off.” Hebegan
dancingaround, like aprize fighter inviting more missiles. “You can get
fuckinglost, cowboys. You've paid and it’s your money.”

Fearless, thelotof them.

The canskept coming, but the band built on the atmosphere, even
though thevibes were petering on the edge of real hostility. Sid grinned
and grimaced, Rotten wasrabid, Joneslooked almostbored, and Cook
did the onlything he knew, which was to keep pounding away.

Thiswaswhattheywere about, forcing the audience to react. Sheer,
naked aggression, with no pretence of showmanship, art or even
inclination tolead theminto anyareabut confrontation. But thiswas
theatre, ohyes.

Theywound up with “AnarchyInThe UK"” and Rotten fired another
salvo. “Giveusachanceandwe’lldo ‘America’ foryou,” he sneered. They
returned to do “No Fun,” a cracking version which Rotten dedicated to
the cowboys.

“You'reabunchoffuckingstatues,” heabused them. “I've neverseen
peoplestand so stillin allmylife. What 'ave you people got between your
legs, then?”

Butthenitwasover,and San Antonio could only ponderwhatithas
seen.lthinkmostofthemwill be back nexttime.

Now the Pistols continue on theirway across America. And the US
papersaresearchingfor therightcomparisons, previouslandmarksin
socio-musical history, and keep comingup with the Stonesand, yes, poor
Elvis, who never quite madeitto his43rd birthday.

The Pistols have made many Americansthinkagain about therole of
rock, justastheyhave donein England. Most are appalled by the violent
overtones and confused by the musicalinexpertise; butthentheyare
drawn to theundoubted excitement the band seems to generate
whereveritgoes, and theyreturn once more to the figure of Johnny
Rotten.I'vemetnooneherewhodoesn’'tthinkhe’sastar.

[t's going to be astoryforthe '70s: how four London hooligans make
aname for themselves byverbal and physical abuse, are chosen asthe
Young Businessmen ot 1977, and then geta crackatan American Dream
theysaytheydon’'twantanyway. RobertStigwood mighteven end up
filmingit. Michael Watts




MELODY MAKER

I | VHE SEXPISTOLS'’ first tour of the States, which ended last
Saturday at San Francisco’s Winterland Ballroom, occasioned
enormous national publicity but hardlyresolved the question

of their own future or that of the British new wave in America.

Broadly, the Pistols ought not tofail, such hasbeen the mediaresponse;
and yet misgivings persist. Newsweekwas negativeinitsreportonthe
firstshowatAtlanta’s Great Southeast Music Hall, and Timemagazine
also thought the Pistols quite tame. Robert Christgau, trying hard to
justifyhis enthusiasmin the New York Village Voice, stillwrote that
“the concertasawholewaslessthantranscendent”;and evensuch
acommitted guyasJohn Holmstrom of New York’s Punkmagwas
disappointed by the performance in Memphis, although he raved
about themin San Antonio and at Baton Rouge’s Kingfish club.

Timeand Newsweek, of course, are establishment organs whose views
should be treated with proper caution, exceptinsofaras theyreflect the
outlook of conservative, middle-class America.

But there was acommonlyheld opinion everywhere the band played
that, asin the now notorious case of Bruce Springsteen, rock critics were
doing theirutmosttorepresent them as The Next Big Thing.

Certainlythe Pistols had animpossible taskin that theywere being
measured by their advance publicity; as Christgau putit, Rotten has
‘gotten further on print thananyrockstarinhistory-the sheervolume
ofhismyth guarantees ashortfall, albeitfrom a titanicstandard.”

Audiences undoubtedly expected to be outraged, hence the atmosphere
atRandy’s Rodeoin San Antonio which led to Sid Vicious assaultinga guy
near the stage with hisbass guitar. Yetatall the performancestherewasa
high percentage of people, perhapsas faras 50 per cent, who couldn't
have cared less; their curiosity had been piqued by reports, and now they
feltindifferentrather than shocked bywhat theywere seeing.

Intheabsence ofaudience participation as existed at San Antonio, the
Pistols have to strive mightily to succeed as musicians; for at Randy’s
Rodeo, which threatens to become a cause célebre in punkhistory,
Rotten and Vicious, with miraculous cheek,

SEX PISTOLS

enter the American Top 50 chart. “PrettyVacant”, their first American
single, has justbeen putoutbyWarner Bros.

audiences to whom the Pistols played. Rotten’s desire to
perform before “the poor people of America” was hardly
realised, despite the low price of tickets ataround £1.75.

Poorwhites and kids from the black and Hispanic ghettos werelittle
in evidence; partly, one suspects, because theyareless attuned than
their more attluent contemporaries to the publicity the Pistols are
generating, and partlybecauseitisnatural to espouse amusicwhich
offersanescapefromthose ghettosrather than one which seeksto
emphasise bad social conditions—and which existin different form
across the Atlantic, furthermore.

In Baton Rouge, acampus town aboutan hour’sdrive from New
Orleans, the audience was patently composed of college kids, and even
in Texas the kids seemed brighter, lesslike downer freaks, than the
blue-collarworkers who tend to form the audience for boogie and heavy-
metal bashes.

Apoll,indeed, carried outat the Atlanta gigbysociologists Dr Richard
Dixon of the University of Carolinaand Dr Richard Levinson of Emory,
established thatthe mean age of theaudience was 24, thatonlyhalfof
them worked full-time, that a quarter were students, and athird
indicated afamilyincome of morethan£13,000 ayear.

Abouttwo-thirdswere familiarwith the Pistols’ records, and one-
fifthwere confirmed fans of punkrock. These statistics do not suggest
under-educated, disenfranchised people, and actually, one of my
memories of Texas, whose vast, open spaces ensureagreatreliance upon
the automobile, is of kids rollingup to Randy’s Rodeo and the Longhorn
Ballroominflashywheels.

Forthisand otherreasons, Pistols manager Malcolm McLaren was
professing thathe was “notreally pleased” with the whole tour just prior
toreaching San Francisco.

“IthoughtSanAntoniowasgreat,” he told me, “butat Baton Rouge we

ended up playingto Louisiana State University

T HERE WAS ALSO general scepticism about the nature of the

were outfacing 2,000 cowboys who wanted
blood. The music became almostincidental
tothespectacle.

When, ashappened atall the other gigs1saw,
there wasno strongelementofhostility or
sympathy, exceptfrom those clustered
around the stage, then the performances
were distinctly patchy.

Paul Cook and Steve Jones arelearning fast but
asyetarenomore than adequate, and Vicious
was so sweptup in his newly found self-
importance asapreeningrockstarthatbythe
time of the Longhorn Ballroomin Dallas even
Jones couldn’thold the music together.

“Fucking
statues... I've
never seen
people stand
so still”

students. Theytold meitwas gonnabedockers,
butitcould’'ve been Central Poly.”

Adeceptivelywaif-like figure, who, inhis
little turquoise beretand red scarflooks
alarminglylike an Enid Blyton book
illustration, McLarenis actually tough-minded
and fiercelyindependent.

He’s definitely unlike any otherrock
manager in my experience: notonly doeshe
claima political objective, heis also bitterly
critical of the Pistols for not always sustaining
this politique.

Inessence, McLarensees himselfasanagent
provocateurwithinsociety, committedtoa

More pertinently, however, the Sex Pistols only
catchfirewhenJohnnyRottenisat the top ofhis form. In Baton Rouge,
where helooked peakyfromaheavycold-andinfacthad beenlying
downinthedressingroomwith a coatover hishead justbefore taking the
stage—-theband wasawfullyaverage.

Rotten, [ firmlybelieve, is still the justification for the Sex Pistols, and
eventhesongs, some of whicharegreat (“I'mALazySod”, “God Save The
Queen” and “PrettyVacant”, to take three), need his personal imprimatur
towork, althoughitmaywell be thatJoneshasbeen mostresponsible for
theiractual creation.

Informed observers of the tour thought the Pistols would succeed in the
States, butseveral believed that success would be short-lived, that the
bandjustweren’t capable of ringing enough musical changes foramass
audience thatis firmly plugged into Boston and Foreigner.

Insupportofthisviewisthe factthat the Pistolsareallegedlyreceiving
onlymoderateairplay-less, infact, than Elvis Costello, who toured
brieflyjustbefore Christmas. According to George Mier, the editorand
publisher of Walrus, anewsletterwhich analysesradio playlists, the
Pistolsareabouteven with Eddie & The Hot Rods: “The strongest
response has comeinthe North-East, but even thereitis not
overwhelming. The South and Midwestare light, with the West
somewhere in-between.”

The Pistols’ album, Never Mind The Bollocks, released in Americaright
after Christmas, had sold 150,000 copies up toaweek ago, buthasyet to

campaign ofstirringhornets’ nests. Neither an
ideologue noran enthusiast of the British political party system, heis
nevertheless fundamentally political.

He admires change forits own sake (becauseit “makeslife more
interesting”), and wants the situation of the Pistols to be constantly
fluctuating. Ifheistobebelieved, the Pistols are notjust the latest
example of outlawrock music tryingto be alittlemore outrageous than
their predecessorsinattaining the same goal; theyhave been conceived
forapurpose, tochip away atsociety.

Hence the need for a continuous succession of “Pistol outrages”, which
are designed to force the publicinto havingan attitude. Expect the next
single, forinstance, to be
“BelsenIsAGas”.

Revolutionary stuff,
especiallyasit’'scoming
notfromdour politicoslike
Henry Cow, butfromarock
band with national
newspaper clout; and, of
course, McLarenknowsall
aboutusingthe media.

Onthetour he etfectively
stage-managed five British
daily newspapers by »
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making Warner Bros seem responsible for the Pistols’ non-cooperation
andrepresenting himselfas caughtup, like them, in Warner Bros’
paranoiaabout security.

assume sinister proportions, however, as McLaren repeatedly

asserted they were being watched by the FBI or CIA. He claims
thatin Memphis the band and their entourage had to leavein a hurry
their hotel, the Holiday Inn (motto: “Atevery Holiday Inn the best
surpriseis no surprise”), when the hotel manager tipped them off that
theywere about to be busted.

McLarenis convinced that certain people were out to setthem up and
then get them thrown out ofthe country: “Wewere veryluckyin
Memphis, I feel. There were cops on every floor, and there wasaguy
grabbinghold of Sid and trying to pass him drugs.

“Itgotso chaotic. There was fighting between Sid and some guys, and
the manager finally told us to get out for our own sake.”

Thisis why,adds McLaren, the band was two hours late going on stage at
thelocal Taliesyn Ballroom; and why, after the gigwas over, they quickly
left townin Evel Knievel’s bus.

Further mysterysurrounded two 30-ish cowboy “outlaws” whose
omnipresence batfled everyone and heightened Warners' paranoia. These
guys, both wearing Western suits and Stetsons, but ofwhom onewas tall
and garrulouswith longhair, the othershorter, silentand hidden behind
impenetrable shades, always appeared atgigs with a film crew, although
McLarenhadhired hisown unitforafilm of the tourheis making.

Seeminglywealthy, butdisconcertingly evasive about the reason for
their presence, the two were put down as big-time dealers. Inevitably,
too, therewas talk of them being CIAinformants.

In Baton Rouge the patience of tour manager Noel Monk snapped.
Monk, a brusque Vietnam vetwho had been promised a permanentjob
with Warnersifthe tour went off well, ordered the taller cowboy tobe
thrownoutofthegig.

Nextnight, this guyreturned with ashort, muscularblackman, and
indirectlyinformed the Pistols’ roadiesvia
hisbusiness card that thiswasablack-beltkarate expertfrom New York.
Ashortwhilelater anotherkarate “bodyguard”, from the same New York
school, turned up. The cowboys wereleft alone after that.

But earlyone morning, inthe grand surroundings of Dallas’ Fairmont
Hotel, nursinga drinkbought me by this man
—let’'scallhim Michael-I'm casually
informed thathe’s amajor stockholder
in Warner Brosand he’d wanted to
put pressure on the tour organisers.

“Don’tquote me,” he says genially,

THE PISTOLS APPARENT need for protection did begin to

Ty

leaningacrossthe table, “’cosI'llbe 3:16
overtoseeyouifyoudo.” Sy |
: BMI (fer U.5.8.)/
To sueme, Iaskinnocently? s i, .
“No, lalwaysliketodoitin person.” PN

. L
Therewasageneralairofconcern . et X

onMcLaren’s face aswesat later that S
daybeneath the sameloomin N,

y 8 :
chandeliers of the Fairmont. He kept
passing hishand across hisforehead as
he explained why some aspects ofthe
tourbothered him.

Hewasdepressed, hesaid, bythe
degreeofsecurityWarnershad thrown  ph=S
around the Pistols—itappeared to
some on the tourthattherecord
companyhad taken tooliterally
Malcolm’s and the band’s mistrustof
the British press. The Pistols, already
disorientated by their firstvisitto the
States, were closeted away from what
was happening.

Viciousand Cook, in fact, made it
their practice to go outinto the
audience after the gigwas over, Vicious
alwaysaccompanied by his minder,
Duane, abiker type from Atlanta. Jones
was alwayslooking outfor birds, but
Rotten seldom showed himself.
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Atthe Longhorn Ballroomin Dallas, where Bob Willis was once theking
and Merle Haggard was playingjustafew days after the Pistols departed,
Cook, the mostopenmember of the band, shylyallowed himselftobe
photographed with hishand down the black-gartered thigh ofalocal
lovely; while one of several punkettes who had driven down from Los
Angeles, 1,500 miles away, screwed up herimpossibly acned faceinenvy
and suggested, “Showthem your thigh, honey.” And then, “Whydon’tyou
buythem?” as Cook’sarmwas fleetinglyembracing another girl.

Meanwhile, Sid and Duane were backed against the bar by curiousfans
and local newsmen, Duane surlilywarningreporters not to stick their
microphonesup hisnose orelse.

Vicious, whoseimpulse to reach outand grab Americaincreased the
more Rottenretired into himself, could never be dissuaded by Duane,
Monkor therestoftheretinue from his chats with thekids as they
straggled home.

“Iwanttotalkto the people,” he would say, as though he were some
glad-handingsenator from Oshkosh. Then he was jumping down from
the stage, his “I'm AMess” badge pinned to hisleather-and-zips jacket,
telling the kids what itwas like tobe an English punk...

“WhenIwas12,Iwasjustakid. Between 13and 15, wasaskinhead.
From 15t020,I'vebeen a punk. A punkisastreetkid.” Allin that goofy
cockneyvoice.

[twas power, omnipotence, everythingthatastreetkid could want: to
have Americans gob-tied atevery North London vowel, to have the media
taking down everyopinion, no matter howdaft. Next day, thelocal Dallas
Morning Newsheadlinesits piece “Abunch of wankers, says Pistols’
Vicious” —areferenceto Texan audiences, asittranspired—and then
explains howearlier that night Sid had been injured by afan.

Thatincidenthad happened so quickly it made my palms sweaty.
SuddenlyViciouswasreelingback from the front of the stage with blood
gushingfrom hisface.Agirl, likely one of the LA punkettes, had caught
himacross the nose, whetheraccidently or notI don'tknow.

ButSid’s eyes were lighting up like pinball tables as he lunged fora
bottle that wasrestingonanamp. Without a pause he bustitacross the
amp and wentlooking for the girl, until the ever-watchful Mr Monk
grabbed hold of him.

Andeven as hewrithed in their grip, the blood was dripping down his
chestand onto hisbass. Vicious just spatsome bloody phlegm, and I saw
Warners’ advertisementdirector, aladyfrom Burbankin California,
winceand turn away. We've signed them, I've got to work with them, I
could feel her screamingto hersellf.

Viciouswould make anyone twitchy. He's thatloveable dope in movies

about street gangs whom some poor guyalways pushes too far, and
thenwhump! Therestofthegangare fighting to hold him off this guy,

&) - 2 “Nexttimel’lleven

i = _af
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MalcolmMcLaren
onMarketStreet
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SEX PISTOLS

andit'sanearthing. And somedaytheywon't
manageit.

Therumoursabout Vicious are probably true:
he makes therest of theband uneasy. Backstage
in Dallas, Steve Jones threatened to punch his
faceinbecausehehadlosthis grip on the music.
Theband were callinghiman egomaniac.

But McLarenwantshimin. [tdoesn't matter
thathe canbarelyplay; he'swild, and hekeeps
therestofthem on edge. Stops them settling
into anice musical groove, which, before you
knowwhere youare, isspinning offinto guitar
solosand allthe other paraphernalia of
rock’n’roll professionalism.

“Rocknroll is
only a means

to an end — to
see that things
don't stagnate”

“Thad noideathatanyonewould care that
muchin London!Ithoughtwe'd bereal rookies
playingbetween countrybands,andit'dbe
hardjustto getthe audienceinterested. It’s just
staggering tome.”

(Infact, in Baton Rouge theywere supported
byaverygoodzydeco band called Good
Rockin’ Doopie & The Twisters, and in Dallas
byaschizophrenicpunk/ hard-rockgroup
called The Nervebreakers. The Pistols made
apleaforgood supports.)

“Ididn’t think the nationals would come out
here,” he continued. “Ididn’t think theycared
thatmuch. ButobviouslyI'mlivingin the past

PolishisthelastthingMalcolmwants. He will
tellyouthatrock’n’rollisdead: howitwas goodin the '50s,lesssointhe
'60s, when he gave up listening, and notverygood atallin the '70s.
“Otherwiseitwould justbelike this,” he motioned at the pendulous
splendour above us. “Totallyredundant culture.”

fossilised, as he putsit-butdeep in his own un-fossilised

bones he can see the whole newwave, ifit's not careful,
winding up like the Stones and therest of them. “Iread their interviews
and I don'tunderstand the bullshit they're saying. Do you, 'cos  know
Idon't?”

Sohedoesn'tworrythatthePistols are veryrough with each other; that
Sid gets everyone down because he’'salways whining; that Rottenhasago
atJones forbeingfatand Cook for beingdumb;and theyall cuss Rotten
outforcomingthestar—asisobviousfromanyrehearsal. Iftheyall
weren'tinagroup together, he says, theywould be 10 miles apartatleast.

“Ilike theideathatthe bandreally hate each other,” McLaren looked
verytired ashebegan explaining. “I think there’s a certain compatibility
withmeandJohn, ‘coswe're both extremists. We bounce offeach other.

“ButI’'m concerned with thewholeidea of the Sex Pistols, not the
individuals, not the effectJohnnyRottenis having on people—more
what’s happening to the whole scene. Itwouldn't matter to me ifwe gave
up, yousee. Rock'n'rollisonlyameanstoanend;itain'teverything. And
thatendistoseethatthings don’tstagnate.

“The objectiveisnotto getfossilised;it's not to become afuckingact,
product. Ifitwere that, we wouldn'tbe here. 'm only herein order to
obstructthatand find awayofdestroyingit, a wayinwhich people would
drawinspiration and create an environment thatisreal.

“The musical experienceistotallyirrelevant. 'mnotmusical. I'm
looking for the excitementIget out ofit. 'm only concerned that the
Pistols’ attitudeis one people canrespond to insome shape and form.

“IbroughtSid into the band not 'cos he could play. [ knewhe'd be
disliked, butI thoughthe'd be necessary to stop them becoming
musically sure of themselves, which to me would be boring.

“Youknow, I thinkI have to have ahardjob, becauseIstandin-between
therecord companyand the group. Both parties have thesameidea of
becomingasuccess—agreatrock'nrollband-and suddenlytherecord
company peoplearesayingtoyou, ‘Youreagreat guitarist’,and suddenly
youthinkhowgoodyouare.Idon’twantthat.

“Ithinkitcould be greatif Rotten becomes an obvious success without
alsobecomingan egotistical asshole like mostrockidolsare.In England
now people are coming to something other thanarock'n’rollshowand
they're getting disappointed thatit’s notmore ofarock'n’rollshow.”

Thedifficultyis, of course, thatwhat McLaren says he wants from the
Pistols maynotbe shared by the band. Rock fameisseductive. Vicious
seems to be feeding offit, and Cook and Jones are shapingup as better
musicians than propagandists foranewlifestyle—they maynothold out
foranintangibleideal (OK, Paul, Steve—whatthe bandis aboutischange,
gotit? “Idon’t'ave any”). Perhaps Rotten sees it the same way; but his task
isthe hardest—he’s astaralready.

Some ofthe band laughinglyrefer to McLarenasa“media
manipulator”. He doesn'tbridle at the phrase. “Ifthat'swhatlam,” he
shrugs. “Ifwhat comes outofall thisishealthy, good; andifthat’s the
Pistols, I thinkI've doneagood job.”

Atthesametimehe gives theimpression ofamanwhoisonlyjust
comingto termswith the potential of what he has. He expressed great
surprise thatthe pressinterestin the tourhad beenso considerable; even
that the Pistols proved such abig draw. Was this disingenuous?

MALCOLM’S GREATEST FEARisto beredundant—tobe

anddon’trealisehowimportantarethe
statementsthe band is making on aworldwide level.

“You see, | never wanted this kind of ‘Beatles EntryInto The US’. Iwanted
themtocomeinandgetlostinthe middle of America. I never wanted this
whole Sex Pistols’ Special Star Trip in America.

‘IfI'dknownwhatwas going to happen, and had come in ona Warner
Brothers special package, I'd have been more demonstrative and in New
Yorkdeclared theirattitudes.

“Yousee, itwasalldone onaveryloose level; itwasn't planned months
ahead. With the Pistolsit’salways been done just atewdates hereand
there, never major tours. IfI'd had to do a proper Sex Pistols tour, 'd really
have gone to town.

“Ichosethisway 'cosIthoughtitwould have more heart. Next timeI'll
even have the band splitup indifferenthotels.”

Next time maybe the spring, and itmayinclude a gigatthatseedy New
York palace on43rd Street, the Hotel Diplomat, where the New York Dolls
used to play. ButrightnowMalcolmisthinking Brazil. He's thinking
Ronnie Biggs, to be exact. McLaren wants the Pistols to playina
restaurant he’'sheard Biggsruns there.

My finalimage of the tour, though, comes from Baton Rouge. Abig
blow-up of that corrupt Louisiana governor, Huey “Kingfish” Long, winks
onthewallbehind the stage, onwhich nickels and dimesareraining
from the audience.

Viciousyellsout, “Iwant$100bills!” and the greenbacks are being flung
atthem. Rotten and Vicious are bending to pick them up, and Vicious s
stuffingtheminhismouth. All the time, Huey’s sausage fingersare
forked in a big, fatV.Nowonder he’swinking. Michael Watts

MELODY MAKER

HE SEXPISTOLS have broken up—maybe. Confusion still
| surrounds the position of the group’s management company,
which confirmed the rift within the band and blamed
distortion and manipulation by the press in America for forcing this
decision on the Pistols.

The statementfollowed the cancellation ofthe band’s planned tour of
Scandinavia. Yet thereis stilldoubt about theimmediate future of the
members of the Pistols, and theyare still contracted individuallyand as
aband toVirgin Recordsin Britain and abroad, and Warner Brosin
America. Under Virgin's contract there are still several Sex Pistolsalbums
tome made and thereis nounreleased material.

Theofficialannouncement of the split, followinga bust-up last week at
the end of the band’s debut American tour, came from Pistols road
manager John Tiberiat Glitterbest, the band’s management company.
“Theyhave splitup. Whatitmeansisthattheideaofthebandis
continuing, and the personalitiesinvolved will be continuing thatidea.

“The band worked in asituation which was the onlywaykids, or
anybody else, could really express themselves. Theyare not goingto do
thatin the samewayanymore. Thewaytheyhave beenreported and
manipulated hasled to the break-up and Americawas the place that
broughtittoahead.

“San Francisco [thelast date on the tour] wasreally the turning point.
Standingin front ot 5,000 people, meeting Warner Bros and Bill Graham,
the promoter-itseemed like theywere pulling the strings and not
Malcolm McLaren,” said Tiberi, who helped organise the American tour.

“Asthe SexPistols theyarenolongeragroup; theywere notagroupin
thefirstplace. Theydidn'thave the will to continue.”

Butwhen JohnnyRottenflewin to London on Monday, he told
newsmen, “It'sall apublicitystunt.” e
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“‘God save the Queen,
her fascist regime, e l l I l
that true...” After
talks UK ( ( E’RE GOING BACK to our own land —it says so in the Bible,”
a postscript to an afternoon with Bob Marley, I found it
Late r’ a retu l to right, and woe betide me if 1 expressed a different opinion.
complete with intercom door, Roman balcony, receptionists with the high-fashion nonchalance
brighter futu I'e. richkid, perhaps, butagiantleap foranillegitimate half-caste from the slums of Trenchtown.
ushered me downthe corridor and through his door, colourfullycladinarobe,and ared woollen
Thatsetaprecedent for the whole interview—hiswords tumble over and slurinto one another
and while he was sitting opposite me I couldn’t have understood more than about a third of what
friendsstarted to arrive in force and satand smoked over the otherside of the room.
(and peaceful) truth, and by the constantinhalation of the sacred herb.
impressingwith his general perception.
for the uninitiated, seesblack people as akind of modern equivalent of
No matter what question I asked, hisreply would always veer back
Ashesaid whenlasked ifhe thoughtbeingborn ofablack motherand

“Punky Reggae
o " said the soused Irishman on the tube to no one in particular.
politics, racism and
positivelyunnerving, asif 'im Up There was givingme a
ButI'lljusthave to take my chanceswith hellfire, because some of what the Wailer had told me
the possibility Of d ofloose-fitting easy chic, and artnouveau pictures on walls clothed with suede rather than paper.
Thefirstshockabout Marleywas his sheerincomprehensibility.  was amazed, becauseif
hatlockingup hisdreadful hair (sorry), he spouted two or three sentences at me, presumably of
in careless defiance of conventional tense and syntax. I suppose he must have considerably
hewassaying—justenough to gethisdriftand feign comprehension.
Thesecond surprising thingwas his volubility. I'd somehow expected akind of quiet sage,
Instead, Iwas confronted by a passionate bundle of garrulousness who
Because, you see, his verbosityis completely one-dimensional,
thelsraelites, their Canaan beingAfrica, and their God beingincarnated
towards Rasta, simplybecause he seesthatfaith asholding the ultimate
awhite father (a Liverpudlian sailor) had had much of an effect upon

“Melik
Party”, Miami-based MELODY MAKER
Which may not seem very significant to you, but coming as
RaStafaria“ism' stern warning that everything Marley had said had been
Jamaic d SU ggests waslittleshortofcrazy. We talked in his Kensington flat, partofanincredibly plush block
Everythingjustso, with different shades of brown fusing tastefully. One small step for awhite
anyone’s pointeditoutbefore, then they certainly haven’'t done so with enough force. Ashe
welcome, of which I understood not one word.
diluted the Jamaican patoisin my honour, buteven on tape some passages are indecipherable,
Thatinitselfwasunsettling, making me feel verymuch analien, especiallywhen Marley’s
exudingaserenitywon both by the believed perception ofan ultimate
left me conscious of the absurdity of some ofhis thinking, rather than
emerging entirelyout ofhisbottomless faithin Rastafarianism (which,
in the form ofthe late Emperor of Ethiopia, Haile Selassie).
answer to everydoubtor query.
his consciousness: “Itmake me tully Rasta, nothing elsebut Rasta. »
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June15,1978:BobMarley
atthe WaldorfAstoria
New Yorktoaccepta

United MationsPeace
Medal Of The Third World
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Because me depend not onthe white man’sside nor
the blackman’s sidebut Rasta. Me just completely
committed to Rasta.”

He'sthe exactequivalent ofanewly converted
butdevoted Christian, or ofacommitted
Communist-peoplewho believe they've discovered
the onlyimportanttruth and arevirtuallyincapable
oftalkingaboutanythingelse. His monomania
isattimes quite frightening, perhaps because,
asJoseph Conrad claimed, “aman haunted by
afixedideaisinsane”.

Butitisdisturbing mainlybecause, to these
earsatleast (and, justpossibly, 'm merely
fallingvictim to thelong-established middle-
classtradition of narrow-minded distrust of
fervour), hebelieves sowholeheartedlyinideas
which seem quite absurd.

NowIdon'twantto knock the Rastafarian
faith justfor the sake ofit, since withoutitmany
Jamaicans probablywouldn’thave “stood up for
theirrights” but the deification of Haile Selassie
initselfhasalwaysstruckmeasridiculous.

“If you get too
strong they 1l
kill ya, cos
Babylon set up
own system™

tosinga ‘truelove’ songan’ then gobacktowhatyou
wannasing, otherwise themkill ya. Yeah, man.
“The systemwant purelove songslike ol’ Frank
Sinatra, theydon'twantnot'inwit no protest, it
make too much trouble.”
Soundsremarkablylike the power-pop syndrome
tome. I explained to Marley howthe current men of
the momentin Britain are wearingsuits,
scrubbingtheir faces, and singing prettyslush
for the family.

"( H, THEM FORCEDtodoit,” he
f 5 commented. Oh? Who by? “The
system, man. Butthatno gon’
work.” He did elucidate, butI couldn’t suss out
what he said.

Soyou'd never make awholealbum full oflove
songs? “No, man, we never do that. One ortwo
love songs for the people who need to know 'bout
Rasta. Thembuytherecordfor thelovesongan’

themwill automaticallylearn’bout Rasta.
“The young-younglickle girl buy this for‘Is

SoBob andIdon'texactlyhave much common
ground. Atone pointduring the interview, Marley stood to attentionin
frontofa portrait of Selassie which was propped up against the wall,
ascenethatdrove home the absurdityatthe same timeasitmade me
feeluncomfortable, wonderingifl was expected to follow suit.

Alotofwhathesaid, particularly early on, wasboth trueand acute.

But, for me, the madness of some of his statements had thrown doubt
upontherest.

Routine questions first, l asked whether the newalbum, Kaya, to be
releasedin March, wasverydifferent to Exodus.

“Yeah, itsound a bit different, butnot thatmuch different, same
musiciansan’ everyt'ing.”

Arethereanylove songsonitthistime?

“Yeah, man, couple-alove songs... Tree.”

Arethoselove songs partof your overallmessage?

“Yeah, loveisallisthe message. Love on life. People’s personal feelings
towardslovean’allthemt'ing. [fwe singlike ‘Rastaman Vibration’ all the
time, everythin’ gettoo politicalan’ the peopledon'treallywannabe that
much political, y’know.

“Themwannaunderstand where we re goingstill, but them stillwanna
live anormallife-thatmean theywannahearaboutlove. The politics
reallynotimportantto them, butlove comeabit easier. It more easier
forpeople.”

Butdoyousee yourselfwriting more love songs asyou get older,
becomingless obviouslyradical?

“Nah, notreally-Iget more
spiritual. Like this one, ‘Time Will
Tell'-morespiritual.” (He points to
the lastsong on the new lyric sheet.)

Doesthatmeanyou’llbeless
militant? “No. You see, yousing
asonglike ‘GetUpStand Up’,a
protestsong,itwaslike three years
ago.Iftodaymesingasongwith
thesamemeaningas ‘Get Up
Stand Up’, then me singing same
song, repeating myself.

“Theyoung-youngdon'twanna
hear nothingaboutpoliticsan’
themt'ing, theywannahear
'bout Rastafari, somethin’ that
can elp 'im.

“Pure politics can hurt certain
people, so you ‘ave to get hard,
get soft, ‘cosgunsdon’targue, an’
ifyoutalktoomuchan’gettoo
strongthey’llkill ya, because
Babylon setup own systeman’ it
no wantnobody come changeit.

“Soisnoteveryt'ingyoucantalk
‘bout, ‘cos themkillya. Soyouhave

Punks not

This Love’, butinthe meanwhile she can hear,
Jah would never give the power to a baldhead’,'Running Away’. ‘SunIs
Shining’, and ‘The Crisis’.

“Soitstillhave the message, butit go to more people. We don't specialise
inpeople-ifArabsand Chinese wannabuyit, we are glad. We know that
all peopleis Rasta, butthem don'tknowbecause the education change
that, education tell you what them wantyou to be.”

Since he thought there wasadanger ofrepeating himselfin his protest
songs even now, lwondered ifhestillimagined himselfsingingin 20
years time.

“IseemyselfsettledinAfricain eightyears’ time. We will settlean’
all placelike England, Ireland, startrun good. Everything change,
everybodydoesknowthetruthan’ everybodydoesliveit.Itgonnabe
abigt’'ing, 'coswe gonnabeunited—we don'twantno ‘if. My people
willbe united.”

Atthispoint, theburningidealism seems desperate—Utopiain eight
years or bust. The manis so totally sincere thathe’s carried me with him
up tonow. Butaround here things start gettingalittle screwy.

“WeneverjustsayAfricabecausewewan’alandtoliveinorsomet’ing
like that, we say Africabecauseit'sreally true. It’'snotthe people thatare
the trouble, y’know?It's thelies, thelies.

“Y'know, His Majesty come to England, an’ when He come here them
treat’'imgood, good, good. Buthow them treat the Rastaman? We His
Majesty's soldiers, but them trykill me.

“When Haile Selassie come, he given great welcome, butwhen we say
we defend Rastfari, them peoplekillya. Thatisanastyt'ing, y'’know,
because when you check out on the Bibleitsaythat God shallreturn King
ofKings, Lord of Lords, Conqueror, Lion ofJudah-Him our God but them
treat Rastaman bad. Allthe police, them weird.”

Note the apparent paranoiac exaggeration—the “system”isoutto kill
black people bymeansofacalculated plot. Thisisaconstant theme of
Marley’s. Could it perhaps haveits originin the shootingincident of
1976, when someone attempted to murder him, probably for seeming
tolend his supportto socialist premier Michael Manley’s election
campaign?] pointed out to him that, on the evidence of therecentriotin
Wolverhampton alone, Rastas are not the only black peoplefacing
problemsin Britain now.

“Allblack peopleare Rasta. Thereason themnotis ‘costhemneed
t'ingstoeat,an’ need towork. If you could stillgoina place an’ getwork
as Rastathen everyoneis Rasta. Butlikeitisyouwon’tgetnowork, an’
ifyounottalented thenyoucan'tbelike this, youforced tobesomet’ing
else. Ifeverybodywasfree to be what them want, man, then everyone
beRasta.”

Whichisapretty... um... debatable point. But Marley sincerely believes
it,and almostunbelievably, seemed to regard what follows as
an adequate justification ofhis point, ademonstration of the innate
superiority of Rastafarianism to Catholicism (there appear to be no other
possibilities open to us, noteven Protestantism).

“Whatyouneed to understand,” he explained, “is that youave Rome an’
you ‘ave Ethiopia. Rome deal wit’ force, Rome force you to do what it want.
Buttheways of His Majestyis natural ways; Henever come sticka gun at
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youan'’say, Youmustsay Our Father’s prayers.” But Rome will come stick
youupan’ searchan’ terroriseyaan’ say Our Father’s prayers. When you
pray to the Babylon God, you prayto Rome. That means all your
imaginationiswhenyouwalkinthestreetan’ t'ink ofagreat prettycity.
So Et'iopiarightan’ Romewrong.”

Whaaat! Conjures up some pretty pictures, though, doesn’tit?
Cardinalswith knives between their teeth, priests with bandoliers, Sten
gunsintheVatican... ToomanyInquisition horror storiesatan
impressionable age?

do you think of the National Front? “Some prejudiced people
who nowant the black man here. Let me ask you somet’'ing—
who encourage this t'ing?”

Nooneencouragesit. “Yes, man, yeah. Somebodyencourageit. There’s
not'ing happeningoutthere thatsomebodydon'tencourage. Ifyousee
somebody getting’ up afightagainstblack people, youknowthat thisguy
gotordersfrom big, big place or from low, low place. Butifthemlookonus
asinferior species, welookonthemasnot’'ing. Them gotnorighttolook
on people asinferior. Thatnasty-the people who run the countryshould
knowthey'rewrong.”

Oh, theyknowthey'rewrong... “Inowannatalk 'bout English
Government, youknowwhy? The English Governmentis goodan'’itis
bad.” [Totallyincomprehensiblerantforatleastaminute.]

“Andnowthemcomean’saywe gonnakickyououtan’it’'sthemwho
broughtyouto thatbloodclaatland asslaves. Them'll getfokked. Them
can'tdealwit’ black peoplelike that, they gon fok’ themselves. Y'’know,
England should go on better than that, thatbloodclaat dumb-whythem
noworkasslavesforusinreturn? Reallybad men, bad people, bullies.

“Theways of the blackmanisright, an’ theways of thewhite man
wrong. The way the white man setup him systemiswrong-the onlyright
t'ingis Haile Selassie.” [Followed by anotherindecipherable outburst.
“Bloodclaat”, incidentally, is a cute Jamaican obscenity derived from the
blood-cloth orsanitary towel.]

“This guy, them National Front, them not please the people—it’s just
politics, man, making the politics a bit more hotter.”

Sotheydon'tworryyou? (Outraged rant) “Worryme? Bloodclaat them
won'tfokwit’ me, them bloodclaat, I'll give them purewaran’ifit’'s pure

:[ ET’S COMEDOWN to something a bit more concrete, Bob. What
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warthenit’ pureriot, so thembetter stop that. Fok them. Me personally
notagree wit' no onefighting one another—-meno agree wit’ awhite man
fightawhite man, noawhite man go fightablackman, noablackman go
fightablackman.

“But the police don't pass byamurder on the street. The National
Front, them do bad things, whynobodyno stop them? Thatmean them
agreewit' it.”

ButBob... “Middle-class white people nolike black people. One or two
of themlike black people. Theygonna fok thembloodclaat selves again.
We comeinto the Westas slaves an’ afterwe doneslavery them say, ‘Take
the chain offa them butdon’tgive them enough money.

“Theymakeitsothatthem don’thave enough moneyto gobackto
Africa. Black peopleis Rasta, ‘cosifyou go to Queen Elizabeth, oranyone
of them big guys here wit’ intelligence an’ ask them properly, ‘Whoreally
is Haile Selassie?’ then them tell ya.”

Whatwill theytellme?

“Them gon’ say him come from Solomon an’ David, him the King of
Et’'iopia, the same as God.”

What! Youmeanyouhonestly think theybelieve Haile Selassie is God?

“Themwillno sayhe’s God, butyou can understand it from what
theysay.”

But... but... surelythey’'djust thinkofhim as King of Ethiopia? “Yeah,
butthe KingofEthiopiais God.” Toyoumaybe, butnot to themortome...
“Not to the Queen? You never can tell. His Majesty went to school wit’
King George, an’ atschool HisMajesty drawbird an’ the bird fly offthe

paperan’ himsay, ‘Hey, I gonnafree the black people.”

deluded by his obsession as to think that anyone with intelligence,
even old Lizzie, knows deep down that Haile Selassie is God.
[fever I was given awarning about the dangers of single-minded
commitment, then this wasit.
[twas timeforachange of tack. In thelight of the B-side of “Jammin”,
“PunkyReggae Party”, lasked him howmuch sympathy he had felt
with punk.
“Listen, punklovereggae. Punklovereggae musican’ some of them say
t'ings that Babylon nolike, right. I thought them was badnessfirst, but
themright! Me give them 900 per centright! »

:[T’S STILLAlittle difficult to believe that Marley could be so
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“Because them candoit. Them no hardlike we, them no toughlike we,
them couldn’tsee whatwe sees, buttheyresistthesocietyan’say, ‘Me
apunk’cosldon’twantyou to shove me whereldon'tlikeit, itno good for
me, I gon’ besomethingdifferent.

“Them not as much followers of Babylon, make up theirmind for

themselves—thatgreat. While other people go on under the same system,

goonlike everydaypeople.no care 'bout them. But the punknow
different. He come on aditfferent t'ing—freakyfreakydifferent. If them
were blackthem were Rasta, if them were white them were punk. Them is
no Rasta, but them fight down the Babylon system an’ them love black
peoplean’ reggae an’ hate the National Front.

“Checkthe National Frontan’ check the punk. Which of them
defendingtherightthing? Tome, the punk. The National Frontare fokry,
theyare people who get pay for doin’ them t'ing.”

Who pays them? “The Government pay them to doit, man. It's planned.
Somebody tell them to fockup black people.”

Hmmm... full circle. What do you think of the actual punk music?
“Well, melike the punk. The music—menolisten

I
Butsome ofthose bands are avoiding singingabout Rastafari...
Hestaresatmeindisbelietforasecond. “Youdon'tsing 'bout
- Rastafari,nobodywannahearya, wenointerestedinya.”
| Maybe the Jamaican publicwouldn’tbe, butwhyshouldn't
the English? “Buteveryt'ingaman domas’ have meaning
behindit, man.”

ButRastafariisn’'tthe onlypossible meaning. “ Yeh, is the only
meaning until the consciousness come true. Tell them 'bout
Rastafari,man.”

Butaren't protestsongslike “Get Up, Stand Up” valid
independently of Rasta? “No-iftheysing them then they must
belongtoapolitical group.”

Buttheydon't. “Then theymustbe Rasta. Otherwise whatrights
theygon’ stand up for?”

Andtherightsyoutalkaboutaretherightstobeanaturalman?
“Yeah, natural man.An’ anaturalmanintouchwit' Godisa
Rastaman. Because truthistruth, earthisearth, an’ anaturalman
isaRastaman-youcan’tgetaway from that.”

Rastahas gained something of areputation forantipathyto the
liberation ofwomen. Sowhatdo you think of the Women’s
Movement, Bob? “The one t'ing youneed to know: manisman,
womaniswoman. The Devil tried colour prejudice, now he try
womanagainstman.”

Butdoyouregard women as equal tomen? “Idon’'t seewomen as
equal orunequal-womaniswoman. She no equal tomebecause
she can'ave childrenan’Icannot’ave.”

[sthatheronlyfunctioninlife toyou? “That’'showshe function.
Me knownomanwho ‘ave bigbellyan' have child (predictable
laughter). Woman mustalwaysberespected an’ dear. Itnoteven
somet'ingwe must talk of. 'Cos me have amother whoisawoman.

(Adds, laughing) But me 'ave afatherwhois God.”
Canyou conceive of afemale God? (Adamant) Woman can’tbe God. It
justnotnatural, itno happen.”

|

“Jamaicaimportant but mylife more important. Me no gonna
go back to set myselfup as atargetagain, for the Government,
the opposition, or anyone else. My life mean more than that.”

Soyou'vebeenlivingin Miami?

“Yeah, melive wit’ mymother. Yousee, the peopleinJamaicalove me
too much. And should the politicians find that out now, them try to get
closetome, touse me an’stop Rastaspreadingat the same time.

“Youknow Rastaman Vibrationbanned in Jamaica? Bloodclaat.
England should have bannedit, notJamaica. Butthem can't stop Rasta.”

Yawn. Butin white, middle-aged, upper-class Miamican youstill feel in
touchwith Trenchtown slum-dwellers who have always meantso much
toyou? “Me alwayslive, butnotamongthe people. Aslong as me 'ave my

herban’ myguitarme canliveanywhere, it

YOU HAVEN’'T BEEN back to Jamaica for along time - why not?

t'everyt'ing, butcertaint'ings melike.”

Forinstance. “Forinstance, ‘God save the
Queen, fascistregime’—melike that.” Helaughs.
“Idon’'twannaencourageacertaintypeof
foolishness, but ‘God save the Queen, her fascist
regime’, thattrue. Ah digthe punkfor that.

“Melike ‘Police And T'ieves’ too. Them
different, y’know. Them wanna get together wit’
Rastamanan’ getworking togetherinstead of
himfeelinferior.

“Because himno feel like we inferior —white
man feelinferior to the black man, that'swhy
him trykill the blackman.An’ the punksay,
‘No!Wewannajoinwit' the Rastamanan’ get

“T'’he National
Front are

people who get
pay for doin’
them t'ing”

make no difference.”

Butdoesn'tlivinginluxurymake any
difference? “Menoseethingslush or posh
here.Ifthiswereahillside wit’sunan’ grass,
thatme calllush 'n’ posh, thatmereallylove.”

Doesmoney meananythingtoyou? “The
onlyt'ingmoneymeanrightnowisifyou'ave
enoughyoucanbuildaschool. Nothing more
thanthat”

Whatdoyouthinkof“Up Town Top
Ranking”?“Themlittle girlall right, them lucky.
It'swhatItrytoencourage. ‘Top Ranking nice
butitsaynothing.”

Soundslike the power-pop syndrome again...

somet’ingouttalife’.

“Y'know, white people come to our concerts, sowhen them come out of
thestreetan’ find them separated from black people againtheyneeda
Rastafriend whomtheycantalktoan’ hear ’boutthereal t'ing. We know
everyt'ing bout England and AmericabutnotAfrica.”

Atwhich pointhe skids backinto Rasta viaanotherincomprehensible
spurt,endingup withalectureonthe 12 tribes of Israel and the ethnic
significance of thethreesonsofNoah(!).

Allveryenlightening, but what doyou think of the explosion of young
Britishreggae bands? “More reggae, mon. More power for the people,
that'swhatitmean.”
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“That’sit. Yeah, man, that'sit.”

Whichjustaboutwound up the conversation. On the way out, it
occurred to me to clarity one point. Yousayyou'll be settled in Africa :
within eightyears? “Rastafarisay by 1983 Africa mustbe free. His Majesty |
say that.” Andifitisn't? “If not, the whole world must perish.”

Youreallybelieve that? “Yeah—all Him say must come true.”

Sowhatwouldyoudoit,in 1985, Africawasn’t free and the whole world
hadn'tperished? “Iwould perishitmyselt.”

Itmayhave beenasmuchattheridiculousnessoftheideathat Haile
Selassie could bewrongasatanythingelse, butatleasthelaughed when
hesaid that. ChrisBrazier ®
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a full Caribbean moon, Jamaica’s two

leading politicians - Prime Minister
Michael Manley and opposition leader
Edward Seaga-shook hands on stage at
Saturday’s “One Love” peace concert headed
by Bob Marley. Assembled for the sight were
nearly 200 of the world’s press, including
camera crews and journalists from America,
Europe and Cuba, andupwards of 20,000
people, who half-filled the massive National
Stadium where the concert took place under
heavy police and military guard.

Heldto commemorate the 12th anniversary
of the visit of Emperor Haile Selassie to
Jamaica, and toraise funds for the Peace
Movement, the concert took placeinan
atmosphere of devotion and optimism, an
emotion given further dimension by the
massive nationalist slogans surrounding
the arena: “Build Jamaica With Discipline”,
“Unite Struggle Produce”, etc.

Besides the politicians going through what
was evidently a prearrangedritual, the
audience was also witness to the sight of the
top-ranking gunmen from the previously
warring ghettos of West Kingston embracing
each other and dancingtogether like excited
football fans. These were twomen like Bucky
Marshalland Claude Massop, who a few
months ago were facing each other down
over gun barrels.Since last January, when
suddenly “peace broke out”, they have been
workingtogetherin the Peace Movement,
and these last
few days had
given press
conferences
at Marley’s
former
homein Hope
Road,
Kingston,
where the
singer himself
had been
gunned down
inDecember
1976.

This was
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Bob Marley returns to Jamaica for a huge concert that aims to
end the island’s political civil war. The Rastafari movement gets a boost, too.

the first time Marley had setfoot in Jamaica
since thatincident. Onthe bill were some of
the cream of Jamaica's musicians. First off,
Lloyd Parks and We People provided the
backing for astunningsalvo of talentas The
Meditations, Dillinger, The Mighty Diamonds,
Culture, Dennis Brown, Trinity, Leroy Smart
and10-year-old Junior Tucker

all delivered excellent sets, with the zany
Culture outstanding. Althea & Donnaalso
came on to sing... guess what!

Around this time the only disturbance of
any real size took place, when a number of
people decided to stormthe McDonald
tunnel entrance. An hour of violent skirmishes
followed before the police and heavily armed
soldiers sealed the entrance, but notbefore
about 200 people had entered.

The next two acts - Jacob Miller & Inner

Circle and Big Youth -

Marleyandthe Wailers
_ nnstagemthlamalcan
prime minister Michael
Hanley{Farle'Ft]andrwal
EdwardSeaga(thirdleft)
. duringthefinale ofthe
_ UneLavEPeateCanttErt
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Justtorubsaltin
establishment wounds, he
smoked aspliff on stage while adread blew
clouds of ganja from a chalice stage front,
defying arrest by the many assembled
soldiers and policemen. The ferocity of Tosh’s
malevolent and obscenity-studded diatribes
were more than matched by the set he played,
with Tosh standards like “400 Years”, “Burial”
and “Stepping Razor” being given dazzling
workouts by aband which boasted the finest
rhythm section ontheisland in Sly Dunbar
(drums) and Robbie Shakespeare (bass), who
was this critic’s choice as man of the match.

Recently signed to Rolling Stones Records
inthe US, Tosh was watched from the wings
by Mick Jagger, who witnessed that the
Stones have acquired a dangerously powerful
foil for their upcoming Americantour. The

previousday, Jagger

provided completely
differentinterpretations
of the Rastaandreggae
heritage. Miller was wildly
energetic, lewd and comic
with his populist anthems;
Youth, cool, elegant
and devotional.

During Miller’s set, Marley
and Seagaarrived and,

Marley put in
an energetic,
almost desperate
performance for
the media

described the peace
concertas “veryimportant”.
It was left to Ras Michael
and the Sons Of Negus to
consecrate the stage with
astately set of Rastadrums
and chantingbefore Bob
Marley & The Wailers
belatedly took the stage for
the finale. It wasinteresting

shortly after, Killer Miller

donnedariot policeman’s helmet and
paraded alongthe stage smoking a splitf

and singing “Peace Treaty Is Coming Home
Hurrah” to the tune of “When Johnny Comes
MarchingHome".

It’s unlikely that any of the political
dignitaries present took exception to Miller’s
buffoonery, but many were evidently ill-at-
ease during a Peter Tosh set that was strictly
“no jesterin’".

The former Wailer, clad in a black judo suit
and guerrillaberet, interspersed his set with
lengthy oratorical denunciations of social
injustice and paeans to black pride, and
directed a harangue at Prime Minister Manley
personally on the subject of Jamaica’s ganja
laws before playing “Legalize It”, which he
dedicated to “allthose who have been
humiliated foranickle draw of jah herb”.

that, of the three original
Wailers, Tosh was adopting a vigorous rebel
image, Marley was working alongside the
establishment, and Bunny Wailer was
conspicuous by his absence.

Clearly under some strain, Marley putinan
energetic and almost desperate performance
for the assembled media host. After opening
with two Rastafarian hymns, he ran through a
selection of “Natural Mystic”, “Natty Dread”,

“Rastaman Vibration”, “War”, “Jamming” and
“Trenchtown Rock” before the ritual of
joining together the politicians.

In many ways it was a moment of paradox
and anticlimax, butbesides attracting
welcome funds for the Peace Movement -a
movement which clearly matters enormously
to ordinary Jamaicans -the concert proves
that Jamaica’s future isintimately bound up
with the doctrine of Rastafari. Neil Spencer
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Fiercecommitment:
Sham69-(l-r)Mark
Cain,JimmyPursey,
Dave Tregunnaand *
DaveParsons

ALBUMS

Sham69 POLYDOR

Really,itall depends on how
much trust you're willing to
invest. Ifallyouwantfroma
recordis leisure listening which
doeslittle more thanreinforce
acosy rut,read no further. Sham
69 willbe anathema. They will
make incensedjackals sound like
puppies who do naughty things
with toiletrolls. And that would
be acriminal shame.

Even the title and cover throw
abattered brick through the
window. The four Sham men
stand pinionedin the corner of
akind ofinterrogationroom/
detention centre, fists clenched
and snarlingat anaccusing finger
that emerges from a pin-striped
sleeve.Maybe you thinkthe
image is simplistic and naive.
Butisalso sums up what the
band are all about: fierce
commitment and honesty.

Thereinlies the
contradictions of head
person Jimmy Pursey. Above
all, he wants to entertain; but
to achieve that end, he has
to actdirectly from his own
experience. That means
looking directly at hishome
life in Hersham, where his
dad was aplumber and his
mum a cleaner, his long
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periods of truancy from
school, Saturday afternoons at
football and dead-end jobs.

Thisisn't supposedtobe
some dewy-eyed, patronising,
working-classflag day appeal;
it's simply what happened. All
the frustration, disillusion, anger,
fear, confusionand(don’t ever
forget,asalotof people seem
to) the laughs. The band’s
enjoymentistheresult of the
audience’s enjoyment, though
the processis fraught.

It comes through loud and clear
onthelive first side. The more an
audience enjoysitself, the more
it jostles for a part of the action,
and as the dedicationindicates
(“special thanks to all our mates
who appearon thisside”), they
virtually get equal billing. The
side ends with a football chant
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of “Knees Up Mother
Brown”.Once
involvementis
ensured, then
questioning can
follow. Thelyrics are
of paramount
importance, and
though Jimmy has
tried to mix themup
as faras possible,
they are still
annoyingly cloudyin
too many instances.
Theyarethe
straightforward
catchphrasesfrom
off the street:
“Everything we say
anddo/So many
people laugh at you”;
“Younever hadno pity
‘cos you always take
the mickey.”
Out of context,
you may think the
sentiments are
pathetically
innocent, but
theyareas
applicable as
theyare
vulnerable.
Like the
portrait of the
kidin “Ulster” who
throws pottiesand
ends up in hospital; like the
barking assertionin “George
Davis s Innocent”; like the fury

behind “They Don’t Understand”.

Naturally, the soundis raw;it
would be stupid to expect
anything else. The same feelings
(asustained, breeze-block
onslaughtis the key) carry over
tothe second studio side, where
Shamindicate their willingness,
albeit stumbling at times, to
experiment. “Family Life” starts
off with atypical tussle between
mum and son: “Yourdinner’s
burnt and you'llstay in till your
fathercomes home.”

Kitchensink, but the
exchangeisreal. Out of interest,
compare it with the Ramones’
“We're AHappy Family”, and
note that Dave Parsons stretches

out more.

The most
surprising
~ track, however,
is “Whose

Generation!”.

Shamusedto

do a version of

Townshend’s

indestructible

song, but

the kinship

betweenthe

twoisnow very
distant. |t opens

with atype of heartbeat
bassline, whichisthenjoined
by what sounds like phased
vocal cross-currents,
grinding feedback, air-raid
siren effects and, finally,
three ominoustollingbells.
The significance? Your
guessisas goodasmine.
Ringing out the old
generation and usheringinthe
new? Closing the chapteron this
phase of Sham? | don’t know.
TellUs The Truthis
bludgeoning and,inthe words
of Tom Robinson, won't take
no forananswer. Putaside the
notions that Jimmy cannot sing
inany conventional manner
and that the band aren't
“properly” accomplished.
What matters hereisthe
effectand the excitement.
Anyway, it contains alive
version of one of the best
punk singles this year, “Borstal
Breakout”.Thelock’sbeen
picked and they are looking over
your shoulder. janBirch, MMFeb18

The Adverts

BRIGHT

Once uponatime, the fastest
way of revealing yourself as an
Old Fart Who Didn’t Understand
The New Wave was to allege -in
even the mildest and most non-
derisive terms - that occasionally
the musicianship left something
to be desired.

It is now - by my reckoning, at
least - late February of 1978, and
most of the new-wave bands
who're still around have obtained
a sufficient command of their
instruments to do justice to their
material. The Clash and the late
lamented Pistols got to be very
good very fast. The Damned and
The Stranglers and The Jam
played goodright from the
beginning. The likes of XTC and
Magazine cheated by having
been good musicians before the
new wave even got started.

The Adverts are inthe curious
position of having one of the
bestlead singers currently
functioning, and arepertoire of
some highly interesting songs
(good words, good chewns, nifty
chord changes) while still being
total musical featherweights
despite having gigged solidly for
well overayear.

| don’t know how they doit.
They even open the album with
“One Chord Wonders”, areprise
of their first single for Stiff,
which deals rather sardonically
with this problem. The fact that
the intervening period between
the Stiff session and thisone




hasn'timproved theirrather
ramshackle playing by one
iotacould beinterpreted as
some kind of amusingly ironic
gesture, or simply as an
indication of loyalty to old ideas
of determined amateurism.

Laurie Driver (drums) thumps
away enthusiastically, the very
lovely Gaye Advert (bass)
thumps away somewhat less so,
withthe resultthatshe drags the
beat eversoslightly all the way
through, a state of affairs not
particularly improved by
guitarist Howard Pickup’srather
Mickey Mouse sound. The end
resultis more Garage Band
Purist than anything else,
especially when youtake the
sophistication of the material
into account.

As stated above, TV Smith
writes and sings very well
indeed, “One Chord Wonders”
isasongof more than alittle wit,
and “Gary Gilmore’s Eyes”
(regrettably notincluded
here, thoughits B-side,

“Bored Teenagers”, putsin an
appearance) was truly excellent.

“No Time To Be 21", the current
single, “The Great British
Mistake”, “DrowningMen”, “On
Wheels”, “New Boys”; all fine
songs with an odd tint of
fluorescent psychedelia
infiltrating the monochrome.

If The Adverts could learnto
play these songsin any manner
otherthanthe most totally

the-chords manner -or at least
bangtheir way through the
chords with one quarter of the
zap and flair of the Ramonesor
the Pistols -they'd be one of the
most exciting bands around.

Canyouimagine these songs
played with the kind of raunch
that Steve Jones and Paul Cook
couldbringto them? Gaye’s
certainly no worse abassplayer
than Sid Vicious.

eat Loat

BAT OU | OF HELL
SONGS BY JIM ST EINMAN

obvious bang-their-way-through-

Unlessthe Advertscanbe
ramshackle and unmusical
in as exciting amanner as
The Velvet Underground,
they'llbe inthe unusual
position of having a
repertoire to which they
are simply not competent
to do full musical justice.

Weirdone.Begladit
ain’t your problem (unless
you're TV, Gaye, Howard or
Laurie, in which case - hilll).
Charles Shaar Murray, NME Feb 25

Meatloaf EPIC

Notsince Jim Morrison has there
been such aself-conscious writer
of rock songs as poetry as Jim
Steinman, who has penned all the
material on this album.

His words almost leap right off
the lyricsheet andscreechin
your ear, ‘Thisis Art!, soeageris
he to impress with his knowledge
of the various forms of verse.
Thus we get the three-part
“Paradise By The Dashboard
Light”, which includes alternate
stanzas by “Boy” and “Girl”. And
there's asnatch of spoken verse
before “You Took The Words
Right Out Of My Mouth” that
appearstobetherefornoreason
in particular.

Sounds like some kind of
elaborate joke, doesn'tit? Yeah,
that’s what | think, especiallyon
examining the lyrics closely and
discovering that atleast two of
the songs betray animpish sense

of humour; “You Took The Words
Right Out Of My Mouth” and
“For Crying Out Loud” are both
based onliteral interpretations
of those two phrases.

Buttheclincheristhat Todd
Rundgrenis at the controls,
arranging everythinginthe most
overblown manner possible.He
and his band, Utopia, also supply
most of the instrumentation;if it
had been leftto Steinman, one
suspectsthat they wouldn’t
have had much to do, as the tunes
aren’t up to much; Rundgren,
however, finds work for all by
fillingup everyspaceinthe
music with sound.

However,thereisasaving
gracein this pretentious rubbish
-the title track,an aggressive
song about a motorcycle crash
(into which Steinmaninjects
every urban
nightmare cliche
in the book) which
goes so farover
the top one can
only marvel.

Not for nothingis
thisalbum onthe
Epiclabel. Michael
Oldfield, MM Feb18
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ABBA: ’
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popatitsbest

SINGLES
ABBA

EPIC

A new ABBA single should
herald abank holiday for the
rest of rock'n’roll, especially
whenit’s of this class. On the
one hand theyare two cosy
couples who define affluencein
the Western World. On the
other they are an extraordinary
Europop conglomerate/
institution, not completely real.
Marionettesimbued with
unsettling talent. Fantasy over.
The single erupts in a multi-
decked a-cappellabonanzaonly
to settle onan utterly simple
rhythmthatis bludgeoning pop
atits best. MMJani4

Kate Bush
EMI

Bizarre. Kateis acomplete
newcomer, is19, was first
unearthed by Dave Gilmour and
has spent time with mime coach
tothe stars Lindsay Kemp. The
theatre influence comes
through strongly, from the cover
(all Chinese Cracker exotica) to
every aspect of Kate'ssong. The
orchestrationis ornate and
densely packed but never
overflowsits banks. Kate's
extraordinary vocals skatingin
and out, over and above.

Reference pointsare tricky,
but possibly a cross between
Linda Lewisand Macbeth’s
three witchesis closest. She
turns the famous examination
text by Emily Brontéinto
glorious soap-opera trauma.
“It's me... Cathy...come home...
socold...letmein”. Coulditbe
the rustle of the wind on the
window sill? MMJan14

David Bowie

RCA o
The advertising
campaign ‘

goes: There’s
Old Wave,
There's

New Wave,
And

There's

David Bowie. |

hate to agree with

such straplines, but
inthis case,the RCA

publicity department are

right. You will know the track
already as the album “Heroes”
(whence it comes) will be second
nature by now. Less accessible
ina TOTPsense than the single
“Heroes”, it still stands a slight
commercial chance. A metallic
stridency. Amutated brashness.
“Someone fetchapriest/You
can’t say no to the Beauty and
the Beast..." MMJani4

Pere Ubu

IMPORT

More Ohio exotica fromone of
the cult bands of the
moment, apparently on
the verge of signing
with Mercury. Itis,
infact, their
fourthsingle
(hunt out the
previous
“Thirty
Seconds Over
Tokyo”, “Final
Solution” and
“Street Waves”)
and their level of
controlled
experimentation
continues to sharpenand
transtorm. The band claim the
musicis closelylinked to
Cleveland, Ohio, itself: bleak
open spaces, consuming steel
mills and industrial waste.
“Heaven” hasareggaelilt,
background whispers,amuted
synthesizer wash, lively metallic
guitar break and rough-edged
vocals. “Dance” starts on bird-
like squeaks, developinginto
abizarre call-and-response
format. The vocals this time
are like ahybrid of Roger
Chapman andfactory grime.
A one-dimensional,
unsettlingmelody

Wuthering ;
Heights  interspersed
L with the stuff
of distant E
Kate night- =
Bush mares. S
Totally 2
Eeodiied: by unique. E
e ond MM Jan 14 E
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“‘Imagirl,
>,
nd they re

Nnot used
it

DEBBIE HARRY — NME FEBRUARY 4 —

XCESSIVEHYPOCRITICALBLISS is the ultimate
rock’n’roll lifestyle. Sometimes you wonder if
musicians wouldn’tswallow a cesspitif that’s
what it took to keep royalty cheques pouringin.
Joe “White Mansion, ] Wanna Mansion”
Strummer rooms with lisping debs in
accommodation suitable for cropped-heirs of the Habitat
fortunes; John Lydon crooned Sid’s “Belsen Was A Gas” before
Uncle Mal’s verbal excrement became so profuse that even
Lester Bangs wouldn’t have been able to digest it; Bob
“Credibility By Association” Geldof regards the inclusion of
Tory-Rock classic “Looking After No 1” on K-Tel’s Disco
Explosionalbum as (smirk) “ultimate subversion”...

Andsoitgoes,soitgoes,and whereit’sheading everyone knows,
isanumbered Swisswank account. Or as Fee Waybill of The Tubes
definesit: “I'lldo anything for our audience. I'll kiss their ass if
onlythey’ll buy our albums. Then when we’vesold amillion, I'll
shitover everyone!”

You just gotta concede, whenitcomes to jaded cynicism
—it’sgottabe hippy menopause. And Debbie Harry
(Blondie by any othernameremains thesame) traded
integrityforingratiatingself-abuse at the tail-end of
1977 when headlining the pseudo-prestigious Finsbury
Park Rainbow. The chauvinistic Boys Club tosspotsin
theaudience had been at Blondie’sgigsin the UKright
from her debutsupporting Television backin the spring
of’76, of course, butin those days Debbie treated the
perennial locker-room jock-schlocksyndromewith the
contemptitdeserves.

“Yeah, same problem here aseverywhereelse,” she
sneered at the buddy-buddyMan Must Have His Mate
misogyny, hervoice thickwith vitriolic contempt, proud
and feistyassherejected theservileroleexpected from
her gender. She blew Verlaine and co off stage and sent
the Boys Club scurrying home with their macho talcum
powder spilling out of their padded Y-Fronts. »
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“InNew Yorkthey
justsitattheirtables
andstareblanklyat
thestage”:Debbie
Harry frontsBlondie
intheUSin1978
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Blondie

Bearing in mind that “you might just
as well fall flat on your face as lean
overtoo far backward”,it'sagoodjob
Blondie aren’t outonthe edge.

Old, cold and cuddly Debbie Harry
fails toraise that dangerous rhythm
within Blondie’s new “democratic”
pose. The bassist hasbeenreplaced
and a superfluous guitar added,
leading Blondie’s hired enthusiasts to
tout the product as “a deeperand
infinitely more substantial sound that
allows for repeated listening”.

Forthe wide-eyed and earless,
maybe. The lead guitarist has
swooned to too many Lita Ford axe
binges, while the little twiddles of
“deeper” and “substantial” electric
progress niggle at my patience with
all the allure of crumbsinthe bed.

Goneis the soft-focus cameo
clarity skimming the waterfront of a
blonde’s lifestyle - surfing, vice raps,
gangwarfare, Chinese girls, giant
ants and catfights. Instead Plastic
Letters broods over lechers, crushes
and miseryinfinely graded grey.
Awkward echoes of The Beach Boys,
B-tfeature cliches and Iggy Pop, these
sources are milked in desperation, by
no means indelibly stamped even
after three decades of media
memories and teenage awe.

Almost everysongin Blondie's first
collection could have been written15
years ago (what higher praise?). Here,
only the cover version and imminent
single “Denis” could survive inthe
jukebox jungle. Efforts suchas“l Am
Always Touched By Your Presence,

Ok

Dear”, “ContactIn Red Square”and
“I Didn't Have The Nerve To Say No”
choke ontheir own

CHRYSALIS

— ALBUMS —

Blonder dlander $Eagsiy

— 19718 ——

mediocrity of the levelling
mixandthe nose-to-the-grindstone
pose the posse now strike.

That singularly antiseptic crispness
of sound and diction are as dead and
buried as the leader of the pack; one-
syllable words are tuggedinto three-
beatyawns. “Denis” is the exception,
aSpectoresque reject spliced with
averse of French dressing, which
Debbie swallows in one gulp.

Plastic Lettersis ablander, blonder
version of another New Jersey girl
who didn’t get the chance torecord
her heroes, roots and American
dreamsuntil she’d sat it out for 30
years. The firstrites boiled over with
suppressed energy andimagery.
Fun, fun, funtillher ego takes her
talentaway.

“Isold my one vision for apiece of
cake”...Blondie scurriedinon the
crest of an alternative ticketto the
tiresome Awopbopatowerblock
tiradesalreadyanglingfora
strangehold last summer, but the
longest lingering aftertaste of
Plastic Lettersis aplea ToBe Taken
Seriously, no differentfromall the
otherdole-queue diplomats.

Debbie Harry turned stylistics
into an art form and thought that
“Gettingit togetherinthree
minutes” was the whole point -
that's why at Hammersmith Odeon
on herfirst English visit she made
Tom Verlaine about asrelevant to
rock’n’roll as Whistling Jack Smith.
Butnow she’s surrounded by too
many people too ambitious on their
own behalf.

“Sitdown, man. You're a bloody
tragedy,” said James Maxton as
RamsayMacDonald

cute narrowness, at T o " addressedthe

once bothindulgent The |II'IgBI'II'Ig House of Commons

and throwaway. . for the last time.
The new aftertasteis oo siond

egalitarianism does
not unite the band
butshatterit, each
member making his

a plea To Be
Taken Seriously”

might be wise to
give her consorts
the same advice.
Julie Burchill

bid for stardom,

bursting fervently into
fruition whenever Debbie
takes abreak. Their
attempts to soimpress their
personalities have somehow
blurred Debbie’s own
irresistible caricature

of avoice thatreflectsthe
shades of Nico, Siouxsie
Sue and Patti Smith.Her
emotion-by-numbers tones
and Destri’s pure and tawdry
Farfisaorganwallow in the

30 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1978

PLASTIC
LETTERS

l1 o

Sodifferent sixmonths onfrom thatgigwhen Blondie
headlined atthe Rainbow. When the putrid cat-calls
came onthatnight, Debbie was content to swallow

them smiling.
“Get 'em off!” bawled some patheticshit-head, and all

Debbie could come back with was a coy curtsey, cute
pinky-finger modestlyplaced under chinand bashful
loweringof eyelashes. Thenshe purred, “Ididn’thave the
nervetosayno, and wentinto the songof the samename.
Lessthanhaltayearbetore shewould have made them
choke onit; nowshe could be warmingup a Stranglers
crowd, her demeanour sucking up to the dumb Johns for the
length of nothingbut the show, butthatwas more than
enough to shatter to smithereensanyinitialillusions
concerningthe future of Debbie Blondie.

Itwas tragic. She could have given Cilla Blacklessonsin
tuggingforelocks... WHAT HAPPENED, DEBBIE??2?

“I'dsooner have hecklers thannoreactionatall,” Debbie
smiles glibly over her Kensington hotel peasoup and salad.
“InNew York theyjustsitat their tables and stare blankly at
thestage.l hate that...”

Yeah, butyoucan'tlikethetaste of thatshit,andlain't
talkingaboutyourlettuce, Debbie. The sweet celluloid
visage meltsinto grudgingadmission. She'sbecome
accustomed—too accustomed —to hacks coming over their
carbon paperat the mention of her moniker, butsheis
refreshingly open when she doth suss that your humble hero
hasnointentionofusingaBlondie feature to gethislegover
hisImperial Good Companion typewriter.

But, asshesings ontheopening cut of her new Plastic
Lettersalbum, “I'sold myonevision for a piece of the cake/
Thaven'tateindays”...

“Thedifferencein the media’s attitudetoaboyoragirlon
stageinfuriatesme,” she seethes. “Ifaband full of menis on
stage and an audience of girls are screamingat them, then
everythingisasitshouldbe... butifit’sagirlonstage, then
suddenlyeverythingischeap. Reactionto mehastobecheap
becauseI'magirland theyrenotusedto that.Ifitwasthe
Bay CityRollers up there, then everythingwould be cool.”

Debbie hisses through capped Ultrabrite dentures. “The
attitude towomeninrockis totally sexist,” she affirms, and
thenshrugswithrevealingfinality, faintlyresentful, white-
flagresignation. “Imightnotlike itwhen a crowd shouts at
me,” sheasserts, “butlcertainly thriveonit.Iacceptthatit’s
somethingthatis always gonnabethere...”

Becauseyoudidn'thavethenervetosayno?Isitany
wonder, then, thatyourrecord company postsadsinthe
rocktrade papers with nudge-nudge, say-no-more corny
innuendos, like the mostrecent onewith the caption
“Wouldn't You Like To Rip Her To Shreds?”

“Iwas furiouswhenIsawthat!”

Like, The Youth/Rock Culture (hahaha!) isasobviously
willing to bowin subordination to the massive Team Game
closetmarketasanyother grey-flannelindustrylusting for
the quick buck, and with the current Boys Night Out
atmosphere purveying the gig-circuitchangingrooms-—
Sham 69 dating “The Lewisham Boys”, The Stranglers going
steadywith “The Hell'sAngels” and sometimes “The
FinchleyBoys”, etcetera, one can most effortlessly gauge the
considerable, uh, units such areactionary
elementof the lumpenprole (1h-oh—Cliche City
—Ed) explosion could consume. Butto come on
with this “Wouldn’t You Like To Rip Her To
Shreds?” bullshit, ain’t your motives oh so
prettyblatant?£2£2£22?

“Listen, I was furiouswhenIsaw that fuckin’
ad!Itold them notto fuckin’ putitoutanymore
—and theydidn’t!”

Debbiesaysthatthe thingthat cuts deepestis
when she hurts her parents. “When I first
started gettinginterviewed and talked about
beingajunkie and agroupie—whichisthe truth,
right?—when mymom and dad sawitin printit



denis
contactin red square
kung fugirls

reallyhurtthem, and I hated thatmore than
anything.” Debbie sighs. “Butitwas the truth.”

Shelooksup fromthe pea soup hopefully. “Do
youlike Donna Summer?It'scommercial, butit’s
good, itsayssomething... ‘IFeel Love'... that'sthe
kind of stuff thatIwanttodo.”

BLONDIE

somethinginrock’'n’roll... Some and myboyfriend
ChrisStein-who I'm stillwith and who's the guitarist
in the band now, right?—formed The Stilettos, which
laterbecame Blondie.”

Debbiereckons thattheinitial sense of community
amongthe NYCbandstocome out of the Max’s/

HEINFLATABLE DOLL seemsto
| smile, like it’s constantly saying
“cheese”. Never mind the dignity.
Three-and-a-halfdecadesinthe USAis gonna
erode any starlet’s self-esteem.

“Imanaged toremain looking so young
because 'm mentallyretarded,” Debbie quips
lamely, herinsecurity caused by the steadily
advancingyearsand the knowledge thata
prettyface maylastayearor two butblonde
bombshellsin theirthirtieswake up one dayto
therealisation thatsoonerorlater theywon'tbe
able to promote themselvestorever through the

being a junkie
and a groupie

really hurt my

mom and dad”

CBGB breeding ground-Ramones, Talking
Heads, Richard Hell, Heartbreakers, Television,
Blondie and others—hasbeen totallylostasthe
lustforsuccessoverruled the early camaraderie
andresulted inmuch bitching, jealousyand
outrighthostility. “Hey, have you heard the
latest gossip from New York?” she bubbles.
“David Johansenand hiswife have split up!
Theyonlyjustgotmarried! Sheripped upall
David's clothes and ran offwith Steven Tyler of
Aerosmith!Ithink David’s a great guy, but her...”
Whomadethedecisionto play Dingwalls? Was
itbecause the Rainbowwas so disappointing
and youwanted to getbackto doingsmall gatts?

luxuryoftheirlooks.

‘I'mmentallyretarded... actually, [thinkthereason thatIdon'tlookas
oldasIreallyamisbecauseofthejunkandtheyoga. There'ssomething
aboutjunk thatseemstokindafreeze the wayyoulook, but, of course, it's
onlyapplicable ifyou've got some degree of physical fitness—which 1 got
throughyogaand, say, JohnnyThunders got through beinga probaseball
player before he gotinvolvedinrock'n'roll.”

Buteveryjunkie’'slikeasettingsun... the glorification of smackin
rock’n’roll strikes me as the same self-pitying martyrdom that Lenny
Brucedefinedinanastoundingdisplayofverbalwankingas, “T'lldie
youngbutit’'slike kissing God.” If youhadn'tbeen strung out on junk,
Debbie, youmighthave been at this stage in your career when you were
15 years younger.

“Sure,” shenods. “The onlyreasonI'm doingall this atamuch older age
than most peopleissimplybecause for so manyyearsIwas justso totally
fuckedup...Iknewthatthis waswhatlalwayswanted to do, butIwas just
toomuch ofaphysicaland mental wreckto getittogether..."

Were there any times when you thoughtyou'd never manageto
overcome all those self-induced problems? “Plenty,” she says.

Thecostofthe pre-Blondie yearshasleft Debbie Harrywith the tendency
tocompromise thatmade the Rainbowshowsuch an anticlimaxafterthe
stunning Hammersmith debuts earlierlastyear... fromthe ferventsoul-
shoes ofa Peppermint Lounge suffragette to inanimate, photogenic, lip-
smackingvictim. “Ididn'tdanceatall atthe Rainbowbecause I thought
the English kids would consider thattobetoo... frivolous.”

No threats, mababe, butshe'd come up from worse thannowhere and
waswilling to playit straight with the dumb Johnsifthat'swhatshe had to
do to avoid going back to where she once belonged. The waste ofinitial
potential was tempered with the bitterirony that, despite the sublime
"70s AMradio pop classics on herfirstalbum, Blondie Debbie possessed
infinitely more street-life credentials than all those art-school punks still
livingathome with the folks put together.

education background, the ex-cheerleader took off for the

promise of bright-light New York, first spending her nights with
the avant-garde jazz musicians in St Mark’s Place and later, in the
summer of '67, dropping acid and clinking finger cymbalsin a band of
rancid hippies known as The Wind In The Willows. After the band split
she waited tables for the Warhol crowd at Max’s Kansas City and says that
the highlight of the job was gettinglaid in the tiny phone booth upstairs.

Leavingthe streets of Babylon to become some old millionaire’s sexual
trophyin Bel-Air [Harryworked as a Playboy Bunny], she pined for the
junk of New York after just fourweeks and wassoonimmersed once more
inthe heroin substrata, keeping her habitgoingin the customaryjunkie’s
eveningjob. “Iwasstoned for most of the time and Iwanted the money,”
sheretlects. “Itwas pretty disgustingwork. When I stopped doingjunk,
Ididn’tneed the moneyanymore...”

She went cold turkey ataWoodstockartcommune and, in New Yorkin
the early '70s, shewas hanging outatthe Mercer Arts Centre, where the
New York Dollswere the residenthouse band.

“Iwasagroupie,” Debbie states. “Iloved the Dolls, knew them ever well,
and[wasstartingtothinkthatitwasabouttime thatgirls should do

E SCAPING FROM HER cosy New Jersey silver-spoon college-

“Yeah, it's the firstsmall club that Blondie have
playedinthreeyears.Ithinkthatmaybeitwastoosmall, and the sound
was certainlyterrible, wasn'tit? We onlydid it because our record company
told us that the presslike going to Dingwalls... so that'swhywedid it.”

The band seem much more into democracythese days—bothliveand on
record, all the membersgettinga turninthelimelight doingsolos (yawn),
the overall effectbeingto distractfromthe power that Debbie had wielded
over heraudience the first timeIsawher. She agrees with thisbutasserts
thatshe prefersitthisway. “The newalbumis muchmore... electronic.”

Shefind the newlineup of Blondie alothappier than the version of the
band thatcutthefirstalbum, outofwhich only Chris Stein and Debbie
herselfremain. laskherifit's much ofastrainlivingwith amember of her
band. “Notanymore, although me and Chris did used tofight all the time
whenwewerein The Stilettos... butwehaveagreatrelationship now.”

[can'thelp noticingjusthowcampthe Blondie camp appearstobe
these daysand wonder howmuch that’s got todowithit. “I'm very much
into psychic exploration and psychiccommunication,” reveals Debbie,
anxioustoshrugoffthe Dumb Blonde tag. “Once, inbed, Chris asked a
questionand I gave him the answer...inmysleep.”  am suitablyawed.
“I'mrillyinto psychiccommunication and psychicexploration.”

she picked up when Blondie stopped off at Moscow on their
way back from their recent tour of the Far East.

“I'mnotacommunist, 'mahumanist,” Debbie tellsme. “That’s what
the attractionisto Lenin... Once, the FBI were tapping my phone because
thisleft-wingfilm director whowas making a movie about who really
killed John FKennedywas coming round to my apartment to smoke
dope... Youcould hearthattheywerelisteningin everytime you picked
up the phone. It's funny, they don’t care about communismso muchin
England, do they?”

Maybe thereason they're sosensitiveaboutitin the Statesisbecause of
the extremities ofwealth and povertyand the people on the top of the heap
don'tlike theideaofanyredistribution. Debbie flashes her pearly-whites
and her blue eyes sparkle. “Yourname’salreadyon thelist,” she smiles.

WhenIgetbacktotheoffice there’'sacopyofthe new “Rip Her To Shreds”
singleand enclosedwithitisa
personallyautographedletter
from Debbie Harryin Tokyo that
was postedinLosAngelesand
writteninfinest press-officer
colloquialism meantto convey
anatmosphere ofwarmth,
friendship and understanding
betweenthereceiverand The Star.

Theletterwas mass-produced,
of course,and althoughtheforged
Debbie Harrysignature was quite
agoodimitation, the Gift From
TokyowithanLApostmarkwasa
commerciallycrassdead giveaway.
You're probablyexpected tokeepit
forever. TonyParsons ®

: SI’'M LEAVING, Debbie gives me a couple of Lenin badges that




1978

JANUARY—NNROH

“Very

cleverly =
worded”

— NIIE FEBRUARY 25 —

OWARD DEVOTO GIVES good face. Unlined and
triangular, topped with avast expanse of forehead; the
kind that popular folklore maintains is the unmistakeable
dead-giveaway telltale characteristic of The Intellectual.
With such aforehead, aman could establish his credentials
in that arena just by standing around and looking
enigmatic. Checkit: having a high forehead (never say “receding hairline”: it’s
cruel to mock) gave Brian Eno intellectual credibility long before his music did.

Devoto’s facefits hismusicasifthey’d been designed to match by some bright
artstudent: he could be a2,000-year-old manwho’d discovered the secret of
eternalyouthinhis early twenties. He has theairofamanwho’sbeen
somewhereelse: onstage he gives theimpression that he’s justbeen somewhere
other thanasleazydressingroom, thathe’sarrived at thegigby time/space
warp and that the fact doesn’tbother him unduly.

Andit’salldown toface and demeanour-simultaneouslyfierceand
abstracted. When he sings he grips his microphonelikeitwas the only thing
between himand annihilation; when he’sfinished his verse or song he
relinquishesit contemptuouslyasifitweresome totallyuseless appendage,
acrutchhenolonger needsbecause he canwalkagainunaided.

Theeffectisimpressive: his demeanourlends authority to his music, adirect
reversal of the usual scamwhereby the musiclends authority and justification
to the antics of the performer. Itwas seeing him on So If Goeslast
year thatgotmeinterested; never having seen himwith
Buzzcocks (admission of first omission) or even heard the Spiral
Scratcheepee thatis theonlyrecorded documentation ofhis
period with the band (admission of second omission), Iwas
unprepared and thereforeimpressed with the personal power
and authoritywithwhich he carried himself.

ThatTVspotwastapedonhissecond gigwith Magazine.

Magazineis Devoto’snewband: straight from the off theywere
aband towatch. Thenewwave has changed alot of people’sideas
aboutalot of things, notably theamount of time which aband has
to spend slogging around before mediapeople take notice of them
—the most extreme case beingagroupwhogotaninterviewand
picturein Snoudsbefore they’d even boughtall their gear, let
alonedoneanythingasvulgarand futileas play-but evensoit
was unusual foraband to geton TVwith their second gig before
they'd evenreleased theirfirstsingle.

Saying that Howard Devoto has a cultfollowingislike saying
that King Kongwas abighairygorilla:it’ssuperficiallyaccurate »

BOWIE DATES..

Plus Rezillos, Clash, Pirates.

GUS STEWART / GETTY
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ALAMY

butdoesn’treally conveythe full-scale picture. On that So It Goeshe came
onwith the most powertul presence I'd seen since thefirst time I clapped
eyes on Johnny Rotten or Elvis Costello or lan Dury. The kind of guywho's
goingto getabighooplabutwho deservesit.

Wham, afirstsingle: the darkly powerful “Shot By Both Sides” -
thunderous, melodramatic, richly textured, naggingly memorable,
paranoiac, self-important, an adolescent fantasy captured and expressed
withadult power—bam, atfirsthitand a curiouslyunimpressive and
unexpressive Top Of The Popswhere Devoto appeared too staticand
sluggish behind rather silly eye makeup and where John McGeoch’s guitar
solocame outand said what Devoto’s vocal performance merelyhinted at.
Bynextweekthey'llbeabigdeal. The most convincingpost-punkbandso
far. The trueinheritors of the mantle of the original Roxy Music.

land. Small, grimy and lively, with a spattering ofincongruous

tables and chairs provided for the benefit of those unwilling to
get pogoed on but who want to get—to co-opt Mr Zimmerman'’s
felicitous phrase —justfar enoughin to be able to say that they've been
there, it plays music compounded of equal parts of reggae, new wave
and David Bowie.

The customersvote with theirassesastowhat theywanttodance to,
and “Heroes” emergesassomethingofaclearwinner. In between
records, forthcominggigs at thisand other venues are announced.

Theinstrumental members of Magazine—guitarist John McGeoch,
bassist BarryAdamson, drummer Martin Jackson and newestaddition
Dave Formula (keyboards) had spent the period between the soundcheck
and the gigsittingaroundinaChineserestaurantwaitingforalargeand
expensive paid-for-by-visiting-firemen-from-Virgin-Records-type meal.

[tarrivedjustintime for the assembled companyto eat the first course
andthenlightout. Devotodidn’tjoin usfor dinner. It's his habit to lock
himselfupinaroombyhimselfbefore performing. Thissolitary
sequesteringis but one of his eccentricities: anotheris never doing
interviews on the same dayas gigs orrecording (whenhe doesdo
interviews, thatis).

Doeshe meditate, read or cloister himselfin the bogto take painful giant
shits? “It'sjustto clearmyhead, stamp up and down theroomabitand to
sleep.[frequentlysleep.I'mtryingto getoutof

THE“F” CLUBin Leedsisareggae/punk crossover no-man'’s-

anaudience unfamiliar to him tosuss himinstantaneously. Then atthe
end everyone’slooking around expectantly wondering from which end of
the stage Devotois goingto appear.

Suddenly-surprise!-the unassumingfigure on the end doffs headgear,
jacketand guitarand standsrevealed inred pants and T-shirtand
gleamingscalp as Howard Devoto!

Wowee Howie! And hedidn’teven have to changein aphonebooth!He
movesthe mictostage front'n'centre and crashesinto “Shot By Both Sides".
Theband are excellent: no novices or passengers. McGeoch alternates

hard, slammingrhythmwith hyper-thyroid screaminglead and
menacingriffs, Adamson’sbassis an agile anchor, Formula's keyboards
add texture, depth and witty, adept solos and special etfects, and Jackson
never lets the pressure drop for aninstant.

Owingto the layoutof the club, it'simpossible to decipher much that
Devoto sings orsaysifyou're standingrightatthe front. Ifyou're hearing
materialwith which you'refamiliarfromrecords under such
circumstancesit'snotmuch ofa problem—afterall, as someone once said,
atgigsone doesn’'tso muchwish tohearlyricsastobereminded of them-
butwhen dealingwithunfamiliar songsit can be somewhat annoying.

The onlynumbers thus recognisable, therefore, were “Shot By Both
Sides”,which aswell as openingthesetproperalso closedit, the old
Buzzcockschewn “Boredom”, and theset’'s sole non-original, John
Barry’s “Goldfinger” from—-natcho-the movie of the same name.

Devoto gives the impression of being slightly offended when Iaskhim if
“Goldfinger” isincluded forits “amusement potential.

“Thankyouverymuch!No, itwasnotsupposed to beapisstake of
anything. It'sasongthatllikeverymuch, andIlike the versionthatwe've
gottogetherofit.Iwanted todoasongifromthatsortofstable ofsongsand
thatonejustfitted in verywellwith what the rest of the songs areabout.”

Whichisn'tquiteasabsurd asitsounds. JohnBarrywould seemtobea
hilariouslyunlikely “influence” for aModern-World band like Magazine,
butthose menacing tempos and eerie Duane Eddy guitar licks and red-
alerthorn parts (expertly evoked by Formula’s synthesizer) are oddly
echoedin muchoftherestof Magazine'swork, asacasualauralglanceat
“Shot ByBoth Sides” should suffice toillustrate.

Howard Devoto sings Shirley Bassey? Whynot?It's certainly no weirder
than, say, the mayhem wrought by Alex Harveyupon numberslike

“Delilah” and “The Impossible Dream”.

the habitnow, butit’s a bitlike I'm conditioned to
itatthe moment.Ijustsleepforhalfanhourto
anhour. It'simpossible to arrange things so that
[cangetinabouteighthoursand thenwalk onto
thestage. That's justnotpossible, butI've been
abletogetintheoddhour.

“Idon'tknowwhetherit’sagood thingeither.
Itgotto the pointwhereitwasall partofaritual.
Thishad to happenand then thishadtohappen
andthenlhad to haveasleep and thenthisand
thiswould happenandit'd be the gig. At one of
the gigs none of that happened, and itwas one of
the...itwasagoodgig.”

More prosaically, Devoto probably spendsa
certainamount of his meditation hour putting
on hiseye makeup.

Doeshefindritual comforting orworrying?
“Idon’treallyindulgeinitverymuch. Isuppose
onlyatimportantmoments, and I supposein
thatwayitis comforting, butI'd become
worriedifIwaslivingaritual all thetime...”

TheopeningofMagazine'ssetisan excellent
double-bluff, one thatwillundoubtedly
achieve thestatus of ritual ifthey keep usingit.
Ofcourse, thenit'llbecomelike a conjuror’s
trickwhen the audience knows howit’s done;
aftavourite bedtime storytowhichall the
kiddies knowthe ending.

See, whathappensisthis:theband allcome
onand launchinto anear-instrumental with
Devotostandingon the extreme left of the stage
playingrhythm guitarand wearingaflat ‘at
pulled downtohide whathe describes—wryly, I
hope—ashis “distinguishing feature”. He sings
atewbarstowards the end, butnotenough for
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“I'm really
not interested
in being
recognised”

Theirpace and attack (not to mention their
clothes) bagthem firmlyasanoutgrowth of
thenewwave, buttheirdepth, solidityand
invention give them amusical strength which
should make itworthwhile for peoplewith no
taste forramalamadolequeueand one-two-free-
fawtoinvestagenerous quantity of ear-time.

Devoto’sdry, cracklingvocalsareneverless
than half-buriedin the enmeshing drive of the
band (anarmandalegstickingout, youmight
say) even onrecord, and maybe theyshould stay
thereuntilhe develops more contidenceand

Devotoonstage
withMagazinein
1978alongside John

McGeogh (left) and
Barry Adamson



power asavocalist. Remember, he notched up barelya
dozen gigs as the Buzzcocks' vocalist,and—Magazine
excepted—he had no other performing experience.

Atpresent, hehashismoves and expressions down
better than hissinging. Hopefully, hissinging can
retainitsidiosyncrasies ot styleand phrasingwhile
gaininginstrength and precision.

Thekidsin Leedshad astrenuous and enjoyable time, leapingand
weaving androcketingin the grand mannerwithoutactuallyseemingto
havehad their minds totally blown. When Magazine havereleased afew
more sides and everyone knows the songs—learned the words and picked
outafewasspecial faves—that’ll change. It’s still early on,and Magazine
havealottolearnaboutthe practicalities of performance before theycan
besaid to havereached anykind of peak.

leaving the Buzzcocks, and itis to his credit that he's

selected four musicians who are not only gifted individual
instrumentalists butwho are well on the way to being A Band in the
classic sense. Clearly, aman of some taste and imagination.

“Theyallfellinto place very conveniently. ImetJohn through
somebodylknow, because at thattime-itmust ve beenaround May-
[wasjust playing around with veryvague thoughts. Imethimand we
goton quitewell, worked onabout three or four numbersand then he
wentaway for the summer.

“Duringthesummerldecided thatIwas gettingabitfed up with
waiting for him to come back, soIdecided thatIwould tryandfind the
restofaband so thatwhenhereturned we could go straightinto
rehearsal. And soIstuckupanoticeinVirgin Recordsin Manchester and
Barryand Martinand aguy called Bob Dickinson-he wasourfirst
keyboard player—answeredit.Ididn't getalot ofrepliesto the ad.

“Itwasvery cleverlyworded, designed to screen outallsorts of people
thatI mightnotwant to meet... somethinglike ‘Howard Devoto seeks
other musicians to perform and record fastand slowmusic. Punk
mentalitynotessential. Come woodwind, brass orfire.’ Somethinglike
that, anyway. Butldidn’tsee verymany people.

“I saw some people who Iwas surprised bothered to answer, but I never
held anyauditions. [justmet people and thought, ‘Iwon't call youand
cross-fingersyouwon't callme.’ Barrywasthefirstbass player thatI tried
anythingwith and Martinwas the firstdrummer.

“Itallfellinto shape quite easily. Barrydecided thatI wasjustthe sort of
personwhoneeded justthesortofhelp thathe could provide, Martin
knew me from the olden days-no, not personally—and itwas allreally
quite easy. Everythingjustfellinto place and Johnreturned.”

Did he have any specific vision at the beginning of the kind of group he
wanted tobein? “Ihaven'tgot specificsoundsin myhead, butoncelstart
workingl discover thatI've gotimpressions of them and (in comicextra-
thick Mancunoid accent) TknowwhatlIlikeand [ knowwhatIdon'tlike.”

Devoto’s own tastesin musicincline towards Bowie and Can, though he
also expresses atondnessfor Sly & The Family Stone, Bob Dylanand
Ornette Coleman (“Soyousee, I could be quite versatile ifIwanted to be”).

Doesheregardwriting, recordingand performingasbeingseparate
entities or simplydifferent aspects of the same thing? “l tend to see
performingasabitofadifferent thing. For me the writing comes first,
definitely. Thereagain, once you've done the writing, you have a
responsibility toyourselfto getthat overand developitinits bestform
forwritingand performing...”

Indeed. Ifnobodyhad invented rock'n’roll, Devoto would probably
have been apoetofthe asceticbohemianvariety, andifyouthinkI'm
going to drag Samuel Beckettinto this, you're crazy. On stage, it seemed
thathewas movingwithremarkable freedom considering theintensely
limited stage area available to him. “Well, that's justtryingto give as
much densityand space to aperformance as possible. I do tend to get
alittle... oblivious... on stage.
[feelthatI'maverycramped
performer, actually.

“IneverfeltthatIwasvery
expansive. [fyouthinkaboutit,
itwasalways... I maymove
around alot, butit'salwayswell
onthespot.”

Whatdoes Devotofeel
“cramped” by? Hisown

D EVOTO FORMED THE group virtually from scratch after

MAGAZINE

l[imitations or circumstances imposed by others?
“I'maveryresponsible person. [alwayslayit pretty
squarelyon theline to myself. Ifind it quite hard to
blame other people...soit’sme.”

Sowhat particularaspects of yourselfare you
tryingtotranscend?
“Errrrrrrrrhhhhhbmmmmmm...”

The pauseisdeafening.

“Idon’treallyfeel anythinglike that.Idon’treallyfeel that there’s
somethingtherethatI've gotto getover.IsupposeI'mjustfeelingaround
toseeifthereisanythingtherethatI'mtryingtogetover.”

Devoto professesafierce aversion to The Rock Business, an aversion
thatextendstoatotalboycottofallaspectsthereofthatdon'tconcern
himdirectly. “Idon’treally feel a partofit,” hesays. “I1feel a partof myown
bitofit, but...”

Youwon't, therefore, seehimlisted in T-Zerzas having attended a vast
list of gigs or functions, or—forthatmatter—anyatall. The selective
awareness that causes himtoswitch onand offalmostvisiblywhen he’s
performing and which sends himinto alocked room by himselfbefore he
goeson stageisapplied to—ahem-sociallifeaswell. Imean, I've heard of
reclusive, introvert performers, butthis guy's the outside edge of that
particularzone.

Virgin Records’ PR man, international legend Al Clark, was almost
childishlygleetulin Leeds because Devoto—on their third meeting—
actuallycameup and said hello to him without having been previously
addressed. “He must be feelingunusually expansive,” remarked Droning
Al happily.

That'sright, you've guessed right. Howard Devoto does not want to be
aStar. “Ithinkit’s... iflunderstand whatwe meanbystardom... doyou
mean theimage?”

No,Imeanstardomas acreative endeavour ala Bowiecirca’72/’73.

“Youmean going through all the motions thatsay, Tam astar whether
you thinkso ornotand thisis quiteindisputable by virtue of the fact that
I'minalimousine andthebesthotelsand I'm surrounded by 50 people at
all times'?Isthatwhatyoumean?”

No, notquite.Imean stardomasanintegral part ofthe creative process
ofrock’'n’roll. When Devoto fields a difficult question he’ll preface his
reply orstall for time with whatalmostamounts to awhimper.

“Ican’t pinthisdown...I'msorry, I can’t quite see whatyou're trying to
getat.”

OK, let’srephraseit. Areyouinterested in experimenting with the
techniquesand processes of stardom?

“Ahhhhhhhmmmmmmm, Iam to the extentthatitinterestsme; the
whole way the bits other than the music go out to people, but the way the
otherbits go out—and I'm thinkingin terms ofimage —for some people it
wouldseemtobeaverylarge partofit.I thinkyouhave tofaceup tothe
way thingsare down and thewaythings have been done and the way
peoplesee those things, like theritual ofalive performanceand...”

Anotherlengthyand agonised pause. “...because alotof that
determines the way your musicis seen, [ think. So thatifyouturnablind
eye to that, you're not precisely cutting off your nose but...”

Playing hell with your complexion? “Yes.”

Yeah, but Howard, do youactuallywanttobeastar? “Ican’tthink
sensiblyabout thatquestionatall. Whatdoesitmean?Whatdoesitmean
tobeastar?I'mreallynotinterested in beingrecognised in public places.
I'monlyinterestedinitinsofarasitdoestieinwith the songs.

“Ahhhhh, shit!I'm coming outwith all the boring shitthatI hatereading
inotherinterviews. Ilove to hear people shooting their mouths oft,” he
announces caustically, “making extravagant claims for themselves,
being offensive to people...”

Whetherornot Howard Devotois, in fact, too sensitive to liveisa
debatable point. Tome he’s that mostirritating of human personality
types, theinfinitelyarrogantintrovert, the man whoillustrates his
contempt not by the bellowed insultbut by turning his back. During the
photo sessionwhich followed our interview, he turned out to be the most
uncooperative subjectI'veyetseeninseveral years of sittingin on photo
sessions. Heisin the odd position of courting the world viarock'n’roll,
and atthe same time punishingitforits shallowness and insensitivity by
retreatinginto reclusion at the slightest provocation.

A couple more things you might like to know about Howard Devoto.
His manageris Andrew Graham-Stuart, whose other principal client is
Tangerine Dream.

Andhisrealnameis Howard Trevor. Charles Shaar Murray ®
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Toosamey:Poly
Styrenewith
X-RaySpexatthe
Roundhouse,1978

ROUNDHOUSE lyrics were usually
— LONDON —— indistinguishable

’ T ' P here,whichisapity,
v I II ‘; E' * consideringtheir
. h LI affinity with the Tom

. —— JANUARY 15 b Robinson campaigning
4 style, but musically and

visually they were so

strong that it didn’t matter.
Vocalist Bobo Phoenix, in
particular, was utterly,
strangely compelling, whether
throwing himself about wildly
or hunching hisback and
dancing manically like a
insane insect.

Black Slate | find more

| difficultto judge. Their
performance was, as they said,
\ more like acarnival, but then
everyreggae gigisajoyous
celebration, isn’tit?

If DFT were the best group
of the evening, Black Slate the
most enjoyable, and the
National Abortion Campaign

66 ® 99 the most worthwhile, then
elr er an usu what were X-ray Spex?
Colourful but monotonous,
and piercing as ever. Poly

JAN 21 A benefit for the National Abortion Gampaign, with X-Ray Spex. Styrene looked even weirder

than usual - very plump, with

—

]
-

aredribbon and staid middle-
aged skirt
SUNDAYAT LONDON'’S Roundhouse, traditional company they and jacket.
a benefitforthe National Abortion shouldn’thave much trouble i Honestly, I loved the
Campaign, and abeautifully positive pickingupinterested The cllmax was single, but thiswas all too
evening. Unless, thatis, The Sadista Sisters’ listeners -they stand quite gOOd_ It was great samey, and there’s not

satire tumbled into nihilism, which | doubt. alongdistance away from enoughinthe musicto
| only caught their last number, but they were ragged frenzy music. to see women compensate for not

certainly the most bizarre sight of the evening: | Jeff Parsons’toofast,too hearingaword of Poly’s

eight womeninvery various stages of exotic flashy guitar at the end of domlnatlng the lyrics. Except... the climax
and perverse array and disarray. the encore “Sweet Jane” ' - was good, incorporating a
Dead Fingers Talk were agood choice for could, forinstance, have ﬁ“al Stage I“V&SIO“ new, slower, more tuneful
the gig, partly because their work is so socially staggeredoutofanyhard- —— 7 song, “TheDayThe World
concerned anyway, and partly because it rock horror movie. Turned Day-Glo”,and “Oh Bondage Up
marks the outset of their onslaught onthe But it's unfairto focus on that when they Yours!”. Andit was great to see women
New Year -their first performance since put their obviousinstrumental ability to such dominating the final stage invasion fora
signing to Pye. Despite linkingup withsuch a considered, devastatinguse elsewhere. Their | change. ChrisBrazier
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HE GRAFFITIAT mylocal station
Twhiles away the loose minutes quite
entertainingly with its amalgam of crude
jokes, heartfelt messages
and propaganda for
bands. “Sallyisa
whore” coexists
with “Longlive
punk but fuck
The Clash —they
have sold outand
are middle-class
shit”, butall are
overruled by the
one word “Ants”
which stares up at you
wherever you turn. That made me want to see
the band more than anything I'd heard about
them. For a start, they seemed associated
with the Kings Road trendi-punks, the I-can-
wear-more-depraved-bondage-suits-than-
you-aren t-I-cool? set via their manager
Jordan, who was hot behind Siouxsie as
Fleet Street’'s favourite rent-a-monsterin the
early days and went on to starin McLaren/
Westwood's Sex/Seditionaries.

Thatandsongslike “Whip In My Valise”
suggested justanother messy S&M blow-job.
Butat London’s Marqueelastweek, they
weren'tso bad. Adam Antissaid to believe so
completelyin himselfand hisabilitythathe
actsasarigorousmusical dictatortotherestof
theband. He does have a certain presenceto
back thatup-jagged makeup to breakup
awareness, the occasional Rottenesque
intonation, a convincing enough focus
for sub-world savagery.

The musicis patchy, often descending,
aswith “Concentration” and “Beat My
Guest”, into all-too-familiar thoroughly
ordinaryquickstep drones. But there
are as many moments ofinterest. The
spartandark-wing opening, forinstance,
on “ItDoesn't Matter”, slower and more
assertive than the norm, trailing
rhythmicoriginalityand anappropriate
solo from Johnny Bivouac.

“Send A Letter ToJordan” isabizarre
love songveering into the ditch, casting
Jordanasa'78 Monroe, an ultimate
beautytowhom the messageis “Tell her
she’salady”. What!

Thatsongis absurd, because Jordan
actually goes out of her way to make
herselfasuglyaspossible, settingher
hairintolongnightmare spikes, and she
stillhas the desired shock-effecteven
whenIknowwhatto expect. She sings
justone song, whichiseithercalled “Lou”
or “New York CokeJoke” andisthe Ants’
centrepiece. Actually, she doesn't singit;
she bawls and bellows with anincredible
throat-tearingscreech andatotal
disregard for the tune. The barrage has
immensedisorientatingimpact, and
though anymore would be agonisingly
unbearable, foronesongit’sareal coup.
Thereissomethingthere, evenifldon’t
know quite what. ChrisBrazier

MARQUEE
—— LONDON —

LIVE!

—— JANUARY1) —

ohort, sharp bursts of power

asight more erudition than could

reasonably be expected from a heavy-
metal trio, particularly of the Canadian
School, whose pupils’ intellect has in the past
appeared restricted to counting up to three
for the chords. Rush titled their live album
All The World's A Stage,
and quote liberally from
Kubla Khanin “Xanadu”
on their latest, A Farewell
To Kings.

Theaudience at London’s
Hammersmith Odeonon
Sundaynightdidn’t,
however, look the sortwho
would appreciate the finer
points of the Swan Of Avon

RUSH’S ALBUMS BETRAY a band with

The audience
turned into a pack
of baying hounds...

headbangers

reaching nirvana

Rush, to their credit, refused to be drawn.
Theirmusic, naturally, containsall the
elementsnecessarytosmeltheavymetal,
buttheyvarythealloybymixingin more
uncommoningredients. Alex Lifeson gets to
strumanacoustic guitaroccasionally, Neil
Peartselects tubularbells and triangles from
hismagnificentarray of percussive devices,
and Geddy Lee coaxes suitably mystic sounds
from asynthesizer.

Theirsongs, too, veer from short, sharp burst
of power, like “Lakeside Park” and “Closer To
The Heart” to multi-section pieceslike
“Xanadu” (which,
unfortunately, choppedand
changedalittle too much for
comfort)and “2112".Ina
word, theyhave tlair. There
is confident, thoughtful
playing from Lifeson; there
are Lee’s eerie, high-pitched
vocals (herunsPavlov's
Dog’s David Surkamp
close);and Peart’s

or Samuel Taylor Coleridge.
Scattered around the stairs on beer-soaked
carpetslike bundles of denimrags waiting
for the wash, they poured into the
auditorium atlights-outwith all the grace
of stampedingbuffalo.

Atthesound ofthefirstchord beingstruck,
theyturnedintoapackofbayinghounds,
streaming down to the frontonespying
theirquarry, and there proceeded
to twitch, strumimaginary
guitars, shake clenched fists,
flash peacesigns,and generally
displayallthe symptoms ot
acrowd of headbangers
reachingnirvana.

Avoidingthe
usualexcessesof
thegenre:Rush
atHammersmith
Odeon,1978

‘r ! %
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HAMMERMSITH ODEON
—— LONDON ——

LIVE!

— FEBRUARY 20—

solidunderpinning,
undemonstrative but crucial inaband without
afull-time bassist (ashamehehad tospoilit
withagratuitousdrumsolo atthe end - but
that’sshowbiz).
Their stage show, too, avoids the usual
excesses of the genre: intelligentuse oflighting
rather thanthe customarythree-ringcircus,
though theydid showa proclivity for
setting off thunder-flashes at
dramatic moments. Still, 'm
sure Shakespeare would have
bunged afewinto As You Like
Itifthey'dbeen available.
They'd haveloved that down
atthe Globe. Michael Oldfield

PETER STILL / GETTY
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] prefer
to !:ake
aTrisk”

Introducing KATE
BUSH, the most
original voice of

1978. From mime

and Lindsay Kemp,
to her introduction
by a family friend to
the music business,
the singeris
following a unique
path. “I'd like my
music to intrude,”
the stealth new-
wave fan says.
“It’s got to.”

— MELODY MAKER MARCH 4 —

YNOW, THE voice of Kate Bush will

have made a full-frontal attack on the

brains of the nation. Attack? Notan

unreasonable word when you consider

the strange, weird quality of Ms Bush’s

vocal, captured in allits resonant glory
on her first single, “Wuthering Heights”.

Whether attackis construed as compliment or insult
isdowntotheindividual, but after aninitial reaction
ofshock-asonereactstoall things foreign-I've grown
tolike “Wuthering Heights” and am presently engaged
inlearningthefiner delights of her competent, if
occasionallyerratic, firstalbum, The Kick Inside.

Butfirst—anintroduction to the unknownname
andfacethatissuddenlybeinghailed asamajornew
singer- songwriterinBritain. Kate Bushis 19, comes
from Kent, isnowresidentin South-East London, hasa
prettyfacewith curves tomatch, andis moreintelligent
than the usual singers who have emanated from EMIin
suchdramaticfashionin the past. Thegirlhasamind
ofher own andis not averse to forcefully
presentinganopinion (an assetinitself).

Shecomesfroma“good” family. Her
fatherisa GP and she had quitea
comfortable childhood. The familyitself
was always musical, specialisingin English
andIrishtraditional and playing around
localfolk clubs.

Kate, however, never performed outside
the confines ofhome and was content to
learn thebasics, starting piano atthe age
of 11 and quicklyfinding that she could
write her own songs. Schoolwas StJoseph’s
Grammar School, in AbbeyWood, butapart
from her earlyperiodintheclassroom, it
heldlittle fascination.

Theexplanationin hindsight: “I found
itwasn’t helpingme.Ibecameintrovert. »

BEVERLEY GOODWAY / REX FEATURES



“Whenlwrite
songslreallylike
toexplorethe
mentalarea, the
emotional values':
the19-year-old
KateBushin1978
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June1978:inahotelroomin
Tokyobefore performing
“Moving” -aNo1hitin
Japan, theonlycountryin
whichitwasreleasedasa
single-atamusicfestival
stagedinthe Budokan

Iguessitwastheteachers’ system, the waytheyreactto pupils,andIwasn’t
quiteresponsive to that.”

Nonetheless, Kate quit school atthe age of 16 with 10 O-levels,
specialisingin English and Music and showinganunusualinterestin
Latin, although she founditanincrediblydifficultlanguage to master.

“ThereasonlIleftwasthatIfeltIcould do something more in tune with
my purpose—music.”

Thisshewasableto dowiththehelp ofaninheritance fromanauntwho
died. Effectively the money gave her the securityto become her own boss
and followherown mind. Atone time, just before leaving school, there
was anambition to become either a psychiatrist or asocial worker. Both
careersmade sense to herasanalternative to her firstlove.

“I guessit’s the thinkingbit, trying to communicate with people and
help them out. The emotional aspect. It's so sad to see good, nice people
emotionallydis-served, screwed up, when they could be so happy.”

She couldn’thave pursued the ambition because she waslousy at
physics, chemistryand maths. She agreed that the careersshe fancied,
psychiatry, socialwork or music, were in direct contrast. Musicis
completelyself-indulgent and the other is almostcharitable.

“Iknowwhatyoumean. The onlyreasoninthefirst place that1did
thinkofthose thingswasthatlinnowaythought thatmymusic could be
acareerbecauseit’ssodifficult to makeit. It'sallamatter of timingand
contactsand talent... and luck.Inever thoughtIwould have achanceto
do that, soIdeliberately tried to have acareer-orientated ambition,
somethingl could hold onto.

“ThereasonIchosethosesortofthingsisthattheyare, inaway, the
things1dowith music. When Iwritesongs I reallylike to explore the
mentalarea, the emotional values. Althoughinawayyoucansay that
being a psychiatristismore purposeful thanwriting music,in many
waysitisn't, because alot ofpeople take a great deal of comfortfrom
music. [ knowIdo. Itmakesyouteel good.

“Thereallyimportantthing about musicis thatallitis, isavehicle for
amessage, whatever your message is.'m probablyalot better atbeing
asongwriter thanIwould be a psychiatrist, forinstance.  might have
people jumping out ofwindows now.”

She thinks, then, thather musicisatherapy?

“Ohyes,it'sverymuchatherapeutic thing, notonlyfor me. That’s
areallygoodword. Itreallyislike a therapy. The message I wouldlike
peopletoreceiveisthatiftheyhearitandacceptit, that’s fantastic.

“Iftheyletitinto theirearsthatisalll canaskfor,andiftheythink
aboutitafterwardsorduringit, thatis even more tantastic. Thereareso
many writers and so many messages, to be chosen out of all of them is
somethingveryspecial. The messages? Things that maybe could help
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emotional gameis formerpupilKate

: ‘ Bushhelpedcreate
being played and the costumes
maybe making people
thinkaboutitagain.”

[t'sveryglamorous to make a statementlike thatbuthow true did she
thinkitwas?

“It'seasytosayeverything. Really, allldowhenIwrite songsistry
andwritesomethingthataffects me-somethingthatIfeel does havea
solution orsomething thatis unexplored. Itreallyisjustself-expression,
andalthoughIknowthatalotofpeoplewilljustsayit’'saload ofrubbish, I
would like to think thatthereisamessage and maybe people will hearit.”

Onleavingschool, Kate tookup dancing, because shefeltitwasanart
parallel to music, “another pureartforminasmuch asit’sfree”. The show
thatinspired herwas Flowers, a Lindsay Kemp performanceatthe
Collegiate Theatre, London, three years ago. Kemp’'s mime attracted her
and the next daya perusal through Time Outmagazine uncovered an
advertisementfor classes by Kemp.

Kemp made aninstantimpression on Kate, displayinganeasein
communication that she had never experienced before. He taught her the
importance of disciplining the body before attempting tomime. The
association with Kemp lasted only sixmonths; he went off to perform
professionallyin Australiaand she moved ontoanother class.

Shereacts vehemently but positively to my comment that mime
appeared tobeanupper-classart.

“No,Iwouldn’tcallitanupper-class thingatall. It's probably further ‘
away from the upper class than anythingelse, because they probably find
ithardtobefreeastheyaresocaughtupinall theirstatusproblems, and
the same probably goes for working-class peoplein alot of ways because .
theyalways feel thisalienation from other people.” ‘

Because ofherinheritance, Kate didn'thave the trauma of desperately
searchingforajob onleavingschool. However, she had decided her
careerwould focus on music... longbefore.

“Themoneydid enable me to thinkthatIcould doit, becauseIwas
obviouslyworried aboutleaving school and finding myselfnowhere.Thad
strong feelingsin nothavinglittle securitieslike anicelittle job.Iwanted to
tryand dowhatIwanted andifitwentwrong, OK, butatleasttrytodoit.”

Duringthistime, Kate had been staying athome writing songs and
accompanyingherselfoneither guitaror piano but notdaringto let
anyone outside the sphere of familyhear herwork. Then afriend ofthe
family, Ricky Hopper, who had worked in the music business, heard her
material, tookaninterestand started tlogging tapes around the music
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biz, withlittle luck. The bigbreak came when Hopper
contacted an old friend of his from Cambridge, Pink
Floyd’'s Dave Gilmour.

Gilmour came and heard and liked. Gilmour
suggested recording proper demo tapes. He putup
themoney-“anamazingthing” —forthe studio,
found Kate agood arranger and the songs were
recorded properly. From thereit grew. Gilmour
introduced Kate to afriend, Andrew Powell,
noted for hisworkwith Alan Parsons, and he
wasto produce thealbum.

Thevoice? Ahyes, thatvoice. Kateis genuinely
bewildered at theresponse hervocal has
evoked. Sherefutessuggestions that she
deliberately “cultivated” the voice. “Honest,
[justopened my mouth anditcame out.”

Andthen came the album. “Wuthering
Heights”, by the way, emphasises her unique
high-pitched vocal more than any other track.
Usually, she comesacross asastranger
concoction thatresembles aJoni Mitchell-

Noosha Foxmongrel, whichisatascinationinitself. It'savery promising
debut, and thatithasspawned a hitsingle alreadyisasurprise to Kate.

‘Iwassoinvolved with allmyartistic frustrations that I never thought of
havingahit.Iwasthinkingofall the things thatIwanted to be there
musically thatweren'tand vice versa.

“The battleiswith yourself, because there’s your expression going down
thereand there’'snowayyoucanchangeit. It'sthereforever.Itisvery
frustratingto see something thatyou have been keeping transient for
yearsjustsuddenlybecomesolid. It'salittledisconcerting... butexciting.”

Atthisearlystageinher career, Kateappearsuncannilyaware ofthe
dangersofanearlyhit. Sheis determined thather workin musicremains
anart.

“Yousee peoplewho areinto the glamourandthe egoofitandnotthe
work, andreallywork’swhatit’sallabout. It's not anything to do with ego.
“Musicislikebeingabankclerk. It's still work, onlya different channel

ofenergy.” HarryDoherty

MELODY MAKER

HIS WEEK, FRIENDS, we find ourselves in a 350-year-old home
| enjoying the company ofagirl called Kate Bush and adog
named Piggy. Outside, we have her doctor father’s surgery and
abarn-cum-studio, in a secluded Kent pastoral setting.

ThisKate Bushis 19 years old and abudding beauty, though she’d prefer
itifyouignore the sex-symbol stakes. Sheis exquisitelymannered and
articulate. Insixshortmonths, viaasingle, “Wuthering Heights”, and
album, TheKick Inside, both of which stayed in the chart for 12 weeks, she
hasshed theanonymityofabeginnerand become, forwantofabetter
word, astar.

Kate Bushis doubtless the success of '78. Should you have difficultyin
swallowingthe talent of Ms Bush, then consider thatshe counts many
established songwriters and new-wave leaders among her earlyfans. Bob
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¢ September26,1978:Kate Bush * ¥y
withhermother,HannahDaly, H':
* andbrothersPaddyandJohn

(right) attheirhomeinEast

* Wickham,South-EastLondon

“Work’'s what
1t’s all about.
[t's not
anything to
do with ego”

Geldof, notusuallynoted for dishing out praise
elsewhere, swears by her.

Kate Bushis takinga break from the arduous task
ofwriting songs for her second album. Itis not
comingalongtoowell. Sheisfindingitabitstifling

towrite todemand, butissure thatoncethe
intensityofsitting ather pianoreturns, sowill
thesongs.

Thetrouble, of course, stems from therush
ofacclaim that greeted The Kick Inside, which,
with half-a-dozen examples of classicwriting
and singing, was morea sign of potential
than actualrealisation of it. “Wuthering
Heights” was the proverbial smash, and
suddenly the wholeworld went crazy. Kate
made avaliantand successful attempt at
keepingitallunder control.

Thesongstorthe debuthad beenwritten
over aperiod ofthreeyears. Becauseofa
number ot fortunate encounters, firstan
inheritance and then therecord company

(EMI) advance, she could concentrate solely on herwritingand dancing

withoutworryingaboutfinance. Dave Gilmour, of Pink Floyd, was

impressed enough by her potential to put up the money for proper demos,
and Andrew Powell, usuallynoted for his orchestral arrangements,
steppedinto produce heralbum. With all the business taken care of, Kate
wasable to “educate” herself.

“Trainmyselfforthe... ah... Coming, I guess. [ reallyfelt thatIwanted to
get some sortof bodily expression togetherto go with the music. Musicis
averyemotional thing, and there’s alwaysamessage, and your purpose
asaperformeristogetitacrosstothe peopleinas manywaysasyoucan.”

The “Coming” came and Kate Bush took everybodyby surprise,
including herselfand EMI, by breaking through immediately. She had
insisted that “Wuthering Heights” be the first single, as much for business
reasonsasartisticones.

“Ifeltthattoactually getyourname anywhere, you've gottodo
somethingthatisunusual, because there’s so much good musicaround
andit’sallinasimilarvein. It was, musically, for me, one of my strongest
songs. Ithad the high pitch anditalso had averyEnglish storylinewhich
everyone would knowbecause itwasa classicbook.”

EMIhad wanted to gowith another track, “James And The Cold Gun”,
amore traditionalrock’n’roll song. But Kate was reluctant, justas EMI
werewith the newsingle, “The Man With the Child In His Eyes”, which,
musically,isacomplete contrastto her firsthit. The record company
would have opted for amore obvious follow-upin “Them Heavy People”.

“I'sowant ‘TheManWith The Child In His Eyes’ to dowell.I'dlike people
tolistentoitasasongwritingsong, as opposed to somethingweird, which
was thereaction to ‘Wuthering Heights'. That'swhyit’simportant. If the
nextsong had beensimilar, straightawaylwould have been labelled, and
that’ssomethinglreallydon'twant. Assoonasyou've gotalabel, you
can'tdoanything. Iprefertotakearisk.”

Therelationship with EMI has been good. Kate hasbeen astonished
thatthey've allowed her so much say. Butshewasveryinsistent thatshe
shouldbeinvolvedineveryfacetofhercareer, to the
pointwhere, at such ayoungage, shehasalmostbeen
self-managed, with help from friends and family.

“I've always had an attitude aboutmanagers. Unless
they'rereallyneeded, theyjustconfuse matters. They
obviouslyhave theirownimpressions ofadirection and
animage thatis theirs, and surelyitshould come from
withintheactual structurerather than from outside.
Ioftenthinkthatgenerallythey're more ofahindrance
thanahelp.”

Ideally, shewould like to exert control over everyareato
ensurethatsheis projected as she wantstobe. Strangely,
very strangely, the pressure and frightening newness of
the musicbusinesshasn’tupsetheratall, and shereveals
shylythatshe somehowfeelsshehasbeen throughitall
before. “Iwonderifit hasto dowith the conceptoftimein
someway, in thateverythingyoudo, you've done before.”
(Retfer to “Strange Phenomena’” on The Kick Inside.)

Forher, thereisanunreal aspecttoall that’shappened.
ThatshehashadaNo 1single,agold album, television »
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appearances, interviews, attention. She has held areasonable balance
throughout and generally got through all the hubbub as she would have
liked. Disasters were herfirsttelevision appearancesin Germanyand
England, on Top Of The Pops. “Itwaslike watching myself... die. It was
abloodyawful performance.”

Irememberwatchingwith some shockwhen sheappeared on Saturday
Night At The Mill, hardly the mostinspiringrock programme, and
thinking those peopledidn’'thave a cluewhatshewasabout. To them she
wasa curvylittle girl who contorted her figure erotically toasong they
didn’tgiveadamnabout. Anotherweird programme to do was Tonight.
Both, Kate points out, were at peak viewing time.

She doesn’'tknow howshe ended up on them. They probably phoned
EMI, but there was noway shewould be averse to appearing on
programmeslike that.

“Iwasreachinganaudience thatwasalittlewider spread, and that’s
incredible. That'swhatI'mreallyinto. 'mintoreaching more than the
ordinarymarket, becauselthinkit’svery... not snobby, butsomething
similar, when you're choosing your public, and I think your public should
chooseyouand youshould gettoasmany people asyoucan, sothatas
many people as possible can choose you.

“I'mreachingpeople thathave maybe had a totally differentlife from
meandarewellahead of meinmanystandards, butyetthey're accepting
me. Alotofolder people won'tlisten to pop music because theyhavea
biased idea ofwhatitis, and that'swrongbecause alot of them would
reallygetinto some of the musicthat’s around. It'snotall punk, and if you
cangetmusictothemthattheylike, thenyoureachievingsomething.
You'regettinginto people’shomeswho have been shut off from that sort
of musicforyears. Theyreinto their Bach... ‘Bachiswonderful, butIdon't
like thatpop music.’

“Maybe theydo, but they re never given the option. They realways
giventhe musicthatpeoplemightthinktheylike. ButIthinkthey're
reallyinto exploring.”

She would, then, like to be more than justayoung people’s musician?

“I'dreallylike to think that thereis no age barrier, because that’s
ashame,andI'dlike to think that there’samessage in my music for
everyone. That's the greatestreward I could get—-to get ditferent people
gettinginto different tracks. Itreallymeansalotto think thatI'mnotjust
hittingonanareathat maybejustidentified with me, that peopleare
actuallyidentifyingwithwhatthe songsare

have thoughtitimpossible to dowhatI'm doingnow afewyearsago, but

nowI'mhere, itdoesn’t seem thatamazing because, really, it's just doing
yourwork onwhicheverlevelitis, and 'mreallylucky forall the workI've
beengiven.”

Butyou've not had to struggle?

“Yeah, that'strue, andit’salittle frightening. There was only a struggle
within myself. Buteven if yourworkis so important toyou, it'snot
actuallyyourlife. It's only part ot yourlife, soif your work goes, you're still
ahumanbeing. You're still living. You can always getajobin Woolworths
orsomething.

“I'supposelwouldfinditveryhardtoletgo, because formeit’sthe only
thingthatI'mhere todo.Idon'treallyknowwhatelsel could do that1I
would be particularlygood at. I could take a typing course, loads of
things, but Iwouldn’tactuallyfeel that'd be givinganything.

“Ithinkyou can kid yourselfinto destiny. I have never done anotherjob.
It'salittle frightening, becauseit’s the only thing I've really explored, but
then again,somanythingsaresimilar. Theyalltiein.Ireallyfeel that
whatI'm doingis what everyone elseisdoingin theirjobs.

“It'sreallysad that pressures are put on some musicians. It's essential for
them tobe human beings, because that's where all the creativity comes
from, andifit’s taken away from them and everybodystarts kneelingand
kissingtheir feetand that, they're gonna growin thewrongareas.”

Everybodyassociates the whole star trip with material gains.

“Butit’'swrong. Again, the onlyreason that you get such material gains
fromitisbecauseit’sso media-orientated. Ifitwasn’t, you'd get thesame
asaplumber.

“I'worry, of course, thatit’s going to burn out, because I didn’t expect
itto happenso quicklyandithas. Forme, it'sjustthe beginning. 'mon
acompletely differentlearning process now. I've climbed one walland
now 've gotanother 15 to climb, and to keep goingwhile you'rein such
demandisveryhard. Itwould be differentif] had stayed unknown,
because thenitwould be progressing.”

Kate Bushisafrequently sensuouswoman butshe hasnowish tobe
hooked asasexsymbol or anything concerned with sellingherbody
(metaphoricallyspeaking) to achieve ambitions. She has, forinstance,
takenameticulousinterestin EMI's promotional campaign toensure
thatthesexangleisn't played.

“Thesex-symbol thing didn’treally occurto meuntilI noticed thatin
nearlyeveryinterviewldid, people were asking,

about.I'mreally notsure where my musicis
hitting, althoughI thinkitis mainlyhitting
younger people.”

Allofthisinvolvement-she’d alsolike tolearn
to produce-mountsup. Attimes, the pressure
must beunbearable, especiallyasall Kate's
successes have come so fast. Butno, she assures
me again, the pressures don’t come from the
hits. She feels more pressure from the future,
thefactthatshe hasanotheralbumtodoand
thereissomuchtoliveup to.

“It'sagreat challenge. There's always
something goodinwhatever pressureis
around. There'sanincredible challenge, and if

“I really enjoy
seeing people
do something

that isnt
normal”

‘Doyoufeellikeasexsymbol?’It’s onlybecause
I'mfemale and publiclyseen. The womani s
tended tobe seenon thatlevel becauseit gets
them through quicker, like the actress who
sleepswith the producer makesit.

“Thatseemsso dated, becausewe'reall
shiftingto aditferentlevel now. Thewoman’s
positionin musicisreallyincredible now.It’s
gettingmore and moreaccepted, ifnotmore
than men atthe moment. God, there's so many
femalesinthecharts.

“Ifeltveryflattered that those people should
thinkof meinthose sexsymbol terms. Thatwas
my firstreaction, butitcan beverydestructive.

youcandoitandifyoucomeoutthe otherside
andevenifyoulose,you'vedoneit.Ithink that
makes you stronger. The songs for the first
albumwere written over a two-to-three-year
period,and nowI've gota two-to-three-
month periodfor thisone. It'sridiculous, and
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my admiration for peoplelike David Bowie 8,75 &
and Elton John, and Queen-although I'm not =
into theirmusic—growsallthe time. It’s f Lo -

incredible howtheydoit. Theydoitall. They
record and tourand promote.
“That’sawesome to me. Incrediblyso.
Imean, 'monalittlelevel compared to that.
[tamazes me thattheycankeep theirbrainsin
alogical orderwithouttheir speech gettingall
tangled because there'sso much goingon.”
Sowhat happenswhenyoureach that
situation? (There are plansto tour nextyear.)
“Idon’'tknowhowT'll cope, butwhen you're
inthesituationit'sveryditferent. lwould
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Forastart, therearesomanyincredibly good-
lookingwomen around, and theircraftisin
that. They'reeither models or acting, so their
physicalimageisimportant. WhatIreally
wantto comeacrossasisasamusician,
andIthinkthatsortofthing candistract,
because peoplewillonlyseeyouona
superticiallevel.”

Shewould like to think, too, thatbeing
female hasnothingtodowithhersuccessand
thatsheisbeingjudged primarilyasanartist.
Shehasverystrongviews on the matter.

“When 'matthe pianowritingasong, Ilike
tothinkI'maman, notphysicallybutinthe
areasthat theyexplore. Rock'n’roll and punk,
youknow, they're both really male music, and
I'mnotsurethatlunderstand themyet, but
I'mreallytrying.

“WhenI'matthe piano I hate to think that
I'mafemale, becauselautomatically geta

"’!



preconception. Everyfemale youseeatthe
pianoiseither Lynseyde Paul, Carole
King...thatlot. Andit'saveryfemale style.

“Thatsortofstuffissweetand lyrical, but
itdoesn’tpushitonyou, and mostmale
music-notallofit, butthe good stutt-really
laysitonyou. It'slike an interrogation. It
really putsyouagainstthewall, and that’s
whatI'd like todo.I'd like my music tointrude. It’s got to. [ think
thatanythingyoudo thatyoubelieve in, youshould club people
overthehead withit!

“Notmanyfemales succeed with that. Patti Smith does, but
that's because she takesamale attitude. 'm notreallyaware of
itasamaleattitude. [justthinkIidentify more with male
musicians than female musicians, because I tend to think of
female musiciansas... ah... females.It'shard to explain.I'd just
ratherbeamale songwriter than afemale. Whatitis, basically, is
thatallthesongwritersladmireand listentoare male.”

She loves Steely Dan and David Bowie (“Iwish I could write
constructionslikehis.”) But she was probably mostinfluenced
by Bryan Ferry, during his days with Roxy Music and Eno: “Itwas
themoodsofthesongs. Theyhad averystrongetfectonme,
because they had such atmospheres.

“‘Ireally enjoysome female writers, like Joni Mitchell, butit’s
justthatlfeel closertomalewriters. Maybel wanttobeaman,”
shelaughs. “Ilike the guts thatmen have in performingand
singing-like the punks. Like thewayJohnnyRotten would use
hisvoicewasso original, and yougetveryfewfemaleseven
havingthe guts to do that, because they unfortunately tend to
getstereotypedif they makeit.

“Ireally enjoyseeing people doingsomething thatisn't
normal, youknow. It'ssorefreshing. It'slike that guy, youknow,
‘Cor baby, that s really free.’ John Otway. Itwasamazing watching
him perform, andyoujustdon’tgetfemaleslike that.”
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HAT SURPRISED ME most about Kate, and it P

i ; g ; shouldn't have because she’s only 19, was her

awareness of the newwave. She seemed toregard
new-wave bands as contemporaries, and her comments about
those bandsinrelation to her work seems to emphasise that.

“Idon’tregard myselfasarock'n’roll writer.I'dloveitifsomeone said
theythoughtIwroterock'n’rollsongs. That'd be great, butIdon’tthink
Iam.Some ofthe punkand new-wave songs are so clever. Quite
amazing, really.It'samodern poetryidiom. Some ofthelyricsare
fantastic, soimaginative, notsticking to arealitylevel, shooting offand
comingbackagain.”

She mentioned The Boomtown Ratsas “amazing” and was genuinely
ecstaticwhenItold her of the Rats’ fondness for her music.

“Dothey?Really?Oh,Ididn’'t thinkthey'd be into me. Great! Fantastic!
Iwonderifreally beautiful punk groupslike that-Ithink The Stranglers
arereallygood, too, there are somany-IwonderiftheythinkI'm... notso
much square, butwhethertheythink... ah...square... Sortof oblong.

“Ireallyadmire those bands, andIreallyadmired the SexPistols
tremendously. Idon'tknowifIliked them that much, butsome of their
songswere great.l admired them somuch justfor the freshness and the
guts, althoughIdid getahypeyvibeoffit, and that theywere, infact,
being pushed around, because it seemed more animage thatwas being
forced upon them, fromwhat people were expecting.

“Ifeel apartfromthose bands, becauselfeel'minadifferentarea, but
[reallylike to thinkthattheygetoffon melikel do them. That'swhy]l
don'tseethem as contemporaries, because'm apart. It'snotamatter of
beingabove or below them, butifitwas, [ thinkI'd be below them.

“Ithinktheyreonanewlevel, inasmuchas...it'shard toexplain.
They're definitely hitting people that need stimulation. They're hitting
tired, bored people thatwantto pull their hair outand paint their face
green. They're giving people the stimulation to do whattheywant,and I
thinkI'm maybe justmaking people thinkaboutit, if'm doinganything.

Dovyouseethatasthemaindifference between yourrole and others'?

“Yeah.I'm probably, ifanything, stimulating the emotional end, the
intellect, and they're stimulating the guts, the body. They re getting
the gutsjumping around. That'samuch more direct way to hit people.

A punchismore effective than alook. Teachers always give youlooks.”

Would youlike to have that effect on people?
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“Idon’tthinkIcould, because...” She stumbles over the next bit.
“...it'snotwhat...I'm... hereto...do.Ireallyloverock’n’roll. 1 thinkit’san
incredible force, but there’'ssomethingaboutit thatI don’'t geton with
whenIwrite it, maybe because I'm veryconcerned aboutmelodiesin my
music, and generallyIfind rock’'n’roll tends to neglect it abitbecauseit’s
gotso much rhythmand voice thatyoudon’t need so much music.

“Some of the newwave, though, is so melodic. Like the Rich Kids [early
EMI-produced new-wave bandled by Midge Ure]. I'mnotreallya
rock'n'rollwriteryet.I'dlike tobe, though, and T hopeI'llbecome more
thatway orientated.

“Mindyou, lidentify with new-wave music. We're both trying to stir
somethinginthe attitudeswe've got, butl honestlydon’'tknowifI'm
doingit.IguessI'm more interested in stirring people’'sintellects.It's
longerlasting but not so much fun asnewwave.

“The good thingabout people like The Boomtown Ratsis thatnotonly
isitreallygood, butit’s really excitingand fun, and maybe my things
are sometimesabittoo intricate to become fun. They're more picking
pieces outand examining them. There’s verylittle musicon myalbum
thatwillmake youwantto stamp your feet violentlyand hityour head
againstthewall.

“Toactuallyunderstand whatI'm about you have to hear thelyrics,
whichisalotto expect; whereasinsomethinglike The Boomtown Rats,
it'sthe complete energy thatknocksyouover.”

Woulditupsetyouifyoumissed the mark, and people totally misread
whatyou're about?

“It'salottoexpectpeopletositdownandread mylyrics,and'd be
amazed ifmanypeopledid. Notmany peopleread poetry,andit'sa
similareffort. No, itdoesn't worry me that muchif they don’t. That’s what
['dlike them to do, because that'swhylIdoit.

“Butreally, [thinkI've had enoughresponse from people to make me
have done enough to fade awaynow. I've had much more ofachance than
most people to get through with amessage. From some of the letters I get,
itseems that people have understood, and itseems to have helped them
abit. That'salll could wishfor.” HarryDoherty ®
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SHEILA ROCK / REX FEATURES

Always a chaotic ride, are on the
point of coming off the rails. A disappointing tour,
backstage barbarity, dropped by Stiff... no wonder
Gaptain Sensible is sounding the death knell of punk.

NME

IGHT ACANDLE (black, of course) for the souls of The Damned... It’s

4.15 at Stiff Records the day after the final gig of The Damned’s less than

spectacularly successful tour of Britain, and the Captain Sensible Show s

stillin full swing.

He'sbeen atit for most of the dayand hewon’'t go home. He been answering

the phonesinhisowninimitable mannerand drivingbothincomingcallers
and the switchboard totally, utterlyand completely pineapplesin the process. Thereis
asteadilyincreasingdesperation quotientin the Captain’s determined assaultsonthe
consciousness of everybodywho passes through the portals of Stiff Records and
proportionalincrements of desperation are beingdisplayed by hisaudience.

Mindyou, itain’tnecessarily Sensible’s fault. Whenever someone newwanders through
the door (andinthisinstanceit’s apassel ofkids fromsome 'zine or other) theyimmediately
lamp the Captainin mute expectation of some form of deluxe weirdness from him.

Justaslongassomeoneelseis the Captain’s victim, thatis. Thenit’s cool. Then you can sit
around and giggle at the crazyman. Safely. Not to worry. This afternoon, the Captain’s
dementiaisturnedstrictlyagainsthimself, as—ultimately—italwayshasbeen. His throat
iscaked with somethingthatlookslike blood. No one cares enough to askhimwhether it
is.Ididn'teither.It'd've kindaspoiled the magic, youknow?

This time he’swearing abadge—home-made scrawl-over felt-tip job—announcing “The
Damned: The Queen Gives Good BlowJobs"” and backingitup witharap ofspectacular
asininityinasortofpost-Derek-&-Clive vein (asinjugular) about howthe Queen-right?-
isgonnabe cominground any moment-right?—she wants everybody to be ready-right?

Andhe’sinthemiddle of thisinanerantwhen he suddenlyyells, “Your Majesty!” and
leapfrogsoutinto Alexander Street. He stands therein the cold, hauls his jeans and greasy
Y-fronts down around his ankles, still yelling. Finally he gets dressed again and comes
backin, butbynowthe companyappearsembarrassed/compassionaterather than
amused/scared/outraged.

Sensible doesn’t seem to be havingagood time, buthe’s puttinghimselfon theline for
absolutelynothing atall. Anotherfootnote for the Captain Sensible myth-anyfingfora
la-a-a-a-rfaslongasthebeers keep comin'.

Eventually Brian James arrives—red shirt blacklevver bluejeans whiteshoes—and an
expressionwhichresemblesatentative smile that’stryingtoforceits way pastastudied
scowl. Alternatively, it’sa tentative scowlinfiltrating a studied smile.

['ve known Brian Jameslonger than anyofhis colleagues: methimalongtimeago round
Nick Kent's placewhen he and the Big Kwere in aband called The Subterraneans (he had
longhairinthosedays, ifit matters, but thenso did Kentand sodidI). Theywereravingand
drooling aboutthisincrrrrrrred-ibledrummer they'd justlatched onto, name of Chris,
and James struckme as a fairly pleasantand positive sort of bloke, butit'd have to have
beenahotdayinJanuarybeforel'd' ve pegged him as thefuture ofrock'nroll. »
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CaptainSensible
onstagewith The
Damnedinlate1977,
beforeswapping
bassforguitar
whenthebandsplit
up temporarilyin
February1978
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ROBERTA BAYLEY / GETTY

Afewmonthslater—presto!
change-o!-Brian James plus
The Subterraneans’ rhythm
section plus Dave Vanian
were The Damned: the first
Brithewwave band to getan
album out, thefirstto gethit
singles—albeitminor hitsingles
—thefirstto plaster their punims
acrossTVscreensviaateenybop
wonderland fantasylike
Supersonic—thefirst to tourwith
arankingstarbandlike T Rex—
thetirsttomakeitto (ifnotin)
the States. And thefirsttoscrew
up inabigway.

Golden boys around ayear
ago,aboutaship asglittery
platformsand dryicerightnow,
dazed, confused and pissed ott.
Popularmediafigureand
human outrage RatScabiesis
outofthe band andfiring off
stab-yor-backverbal fusillades
in hisvapourtrail. Theirinitial
sponsor and Mr FixitJake Rivieraisotfand runningwith Elvis Costello
and Nick Lowe, Stiffhaving proved as much of astepping stone to greater
thingstforJakeasitwasinitiallyintended to beforitsacts.

Andthe otherhalfof Stiff Records—in the person of noted Paddy
entrepreneur Dave Robinson-haswashed hishands of The Damned
after themutualfreezeout bust the mercuryright out of the thermometer.

Sans management, sans Scabies, sansrecord company, sans
everything... everything exceptthemselves, their skills, their futureand
whateverreputation theyhave at the moment.

OK, sowhat the hellhappened? Atthe timewhenitseemed The
Damned were outintront,aimingfor the massrockaudience, theywere
infactzoomingstraight to Oblivion Central.

Theaudience theywere after succumbed to The Stranglersinstead,
who maintained farmore “punk credibility” (whatever thatis) while
playing amusic far more acceptable to the denizens of Mainstreamland.
Overonthe otherwing, the SexPistolsand The Clash (farmore The
Damned’s contemporaries, having sprung from the same jamming
circlesasJamesand co) reached and

The Damned’sbrief
early-'78lineup:(l-r)
CaptainSensible,Brian
James,Dave Yanian,Jon

Mossand LuEdmunds

punkwas a big deal for the nationals and a target for the dailies, The
Damned were always somewhere else when the spotlight hit.

“Everyone seems to thinkwe’ve sold out,” moaned Rat Scabies shortly
before his departure from the band, “butifwe've sold out, howcome we
ain'tgotnomoney?”

Judging from the desperation with which hewas cadgingdrinks, he
wasn'tjoking. Despite his later claims that The Damned'’s troubles
started when hedeparted their serried ranks, there was already a feeling
that there was an Ongoing Blowing-It Non-Achievement Situation.

The Music For Pleasurealbum featured new guitarist Lu (“Ifhe stays]
go!” howled Sensible beforehe changed hismind), aguestappearanceby
Lol Coxhilland production by Nick Mason. In general, the playing was
better thanthe firstalbum and the songs were worse. Far fromreminding
everyone of howwonderful theysaid The Damned were atthe beginning
of 1977, itjust provided another opportunity for rapid insertion of the
critical boot.

Theirjust-completed British tour, on which they were supported by
CBGB hotshots The Dead Boys, wasn't so

maintained their positions simplybybeing the
bestand the most copied.

Theirsingles—clever, tautand witty—
neverthelessdidn’t gethigh enough tostayinthe
public consciousness the way The Stranglers’
singlesdid, or The Jam’s, or the Pistols’.

Theirfirstalbum-darkly explosive and
garnished with a couple of good songs here and
there—simplywasn’tas manically playableas
TheClash’s orthe Ramones’. Thesongsweren't
allstrongenough, and Dave Vanian-even
thoughhesingsintune-simplydidn'tsound as
good ashelooked.

In America, theybombed. Theirinterviewsin USrockrags demonstrate
the clumsiness and dullnesswith which theylaid punkplatitudes on
writers who found them totallyuninteresting. Word filtered back of
Scabiesmakingatotalidiot ofhimself over the redoubtable Joan Jett, and
of backstage bully-boynastiness. (Heard the one about the New York
groupieand the Fenderbass?Ifyoulaughed, you'rean asshole.)

No one seriouslyobjected to The Damned’s avoidance of political
cliches except thereal nurd-core Ramalamadolequeue Orthodox school
—butbehaving exactlylike the jaded old creeps they were supposed to be
displacingwas Not On.

RONG PLACE, WRONG time. During periods when it was
; ; i ; assumed that they were Laying Back and Keeping A Low
Profile—as Sensible, somewhat ruefully, points out - they
were playing on the Continent, working their bollocks off, in Sensible’s

case literally if you take what happened to him at Mont De Marsan into
account, getting things thrown at them by unruly audiences. When
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“lf we've sold
out, how come
we aln't got
no money?’

much a triumphal round-Britain procession
like The Clash’stourasaglorified wake. The
attendances weredismal. The crowds were
enthusiastic butsmall.

“Kidswere comingroundtosee usafter
the gigs and saying, ‘What’s thiswe keep
readingaboutyoubeingfinished?"” says
BrianJames. “Iftheywere tellingus they
thoughtwe wererubbishit'dbe onething,
butthey'renot.”

Dave Robinson-their manageruntila
fortnightago—felt theyshould have toured as
someone’s support group. Nick Lowe—-who produced the Damned
Damned Damned album-proclaimed thathe thoughttheywere
finished. The errant Scabiesnosoonerhitdryland thanhe proclaimed
thathe thought The Damned were finished.

BrianJamesblames the band’s apparentdecline onunsympathetic
pressand misguided management. He and Sensible maintain that
“about 75 per centof the energy went out of Stiff when Jake left. Now it
doesn’'tseemasifthere’s muchbeing doneforus. We didn’thave asingle
outforthe summer...”

Predictably, The Damned are upset athavingreceived more attention
fortheir antics—the massed tales of outrageous-things-Scabies-and-
Sensible-did-at-partiesare more thanlegion-than for their music. The
new albumwas an earnestattemptto progress. Nick Masonwas The
Chosen Oneto produce because-inJames words—“Ilistened to the
Floyd'salbumsandtheysounded asifhe knewhiswayaround a studio.”

Theirchoice of producer and the addition of Lu on alternate-choice
guitarwasto enable the group to produce better and more varied music.
After hisinitial shock and horror-hence the oft-quoted remark



reproduced above—Sensibleisnowan ardentadmirer of Lu’s playing.
“It'slikeworking with a saxophone player or something. It'shardlylikea
guitaratall, what he plays.Isaid all of that before Ireallyheard him play
properly. NowIthinkhe’s great.” Plus there'sdrummer John Moss from
London (the band not the town, schnurdo) in the band and he’s—quote -
fittinginreallywell-unquote.

James and Sensible, therefore, displaynothing but optimism for their
musical future. Theyfeel that they've been treated unfairly, but theydon't
seem bitter. Welland good. Fine, in fact. Good for them.

Thensixdayslatertheroottfallsin. Scabiesis heard mutteringround
town that Stiffand Dave Robinson have dropped The Damned. Checkit
out: phone callto Dave at Stiffand sure nuff n’ yes theyhave.

Whatitis: Dave Robinsondidn’tfeel that The Damned trusted him as
theirmanager. The Damned didn'tfeel that Dave Robinson had faith in
them asaband. Dave Robinson feltthathe couldn'tmanageabandwho
wanted Complete Controlbutinfactonlyexercised aright of veto. The
Damned felt that Dave Robinson was more concerned with breaking
Graham Parkerandliggingin the States thanwith doing too much for
them; Dave Robinson felt that The Damned didn’tappreciate thathe
wassplitting histime threeways—as equallyas possible—between them,
GPand Stiffin general.

Deadlock. No trust, no faith, no confidence, no fun. It wasfeltbest to
callita day. Robinson emphasises that his disillusionmentwith The
Damnedis purelyasamanager. “lalways found them very exciting on
stage andIstilldo.Iexpectto goandseemthemagainwhenthey're
playing.ljustfound them... unexciting offstage.”

He'd actuallylike to see them continue torecord on Stiffif theywant to
andiftheycangetthemselvesamanager who-inhiscapacityasrecord
company mainman-Robinson feels that he could workwith. He also
anticipates thattheycould find otherrecording deals quite easilyif—
again—-theyaremanaged byamanager whowillmanage them properly.

An On-Going Crisis Of Confidence Scenario, in fact.

The Damnedare still slugging onregardless. Keeping on playing to
whoever wantstosee them, carryingoninwhatever direction takes their
fancy, fuelled principallybytheirunshakeable belief that The Damned
are the greatestrock'nrollband on the surface of the Earth. Pretty much
theway theystarted out, infact. Charles Shaar Murray

MELODY MAKER

APTAIN SENSIBLE WAS clearlyin need of someone with whom
‘ toshare his heartbreaklast Wednesday at London’s Lyceum.

“Buymeadrink,” he insisted. And then proceeded to inform us
thatonly thatafternoon The Damned had been consigned to the
dumper by their lead founder and lead guitarist, Brian James.

The Captain thought the momentchosen byJamesforhis
announcement that he wasdissolving the group wasratherill-timed:
severalleadingrecord companies, he claimed, were still fighting for their
signatures. James, however, was convinced that The
Damned-whowere dropped by Stifflast December-had
no viable future. “He wants to form another group, buthe'’s
tooold,” reflected Sensible with his usual generosity.

James, he added, had expressed aninterestin working
with JohnnyThundersandJerryNolan, former members of
the Heartbreakers, who splitrecently.

The Captainwasunsure of his own future. He was
undecided as to whether he should continue with the
remnantof The Damned or form anew group. Whatever,

THE DAMNED

hate each other. Theydon'tspeakto each other. They’ll never play
togetheragain.”

Why, we wondered, was the erstwhile punkvanguardfalling apart?
“Coseveryone’ssoextreme, theCaptainargued. “All the real extremists
formed groups together. Strummer and Mick Jones. Rotten and Sid. Me,
Brianand Rat.”

Ah!Mr Scabies. Howwas dear Ratty, we enquired (havingrecently
heard thathe’satlastdecided upon thelineup ofhis newcombo).
“They’ve chucked him out,” replied the Captain with ashake of the head.
“Hisowngroup. Thrownhimout.It'sall verysad.”

The Cap'n perked up laterwhen he accompanied the MM to the XTC
apres-gigbash up theroad from the Lyceum at Crawford’s. The Swindon
band (howlonghave theybeen together, Harry?) were presented with
acakeatthepartyto celebratethe chartsuccessof theirdebutalbum.

Averysillymovewith the likes of Sensible on the premises. Whether it
was hisinfluence or their ownslapstick temperament we re not sure, but
theinevitable occurred and innocent bystanders were coated with icing
and sticky bits of confectioneryastheladshurled lumps of cake about the
room. Silly boys. Allan Jones

MELODY MAKER

T HE DAMNED, ONE of the founding bands of the British punk
scene, have broken up after guitarist Brian James decided he
wanted to form his own band to play his own material.

Thebreak-up ofthebandis described by the membersas amicable, but
follows agrowingriftwithin The Damned as founding member James
becameincreasingly unhappywith the musical direction and songs of
the other group members. Despite therift, thereis astronglikelihood of
afarewellappearance by the band ata major London venue—probably
the Roundhouse—within the next fewweeks.

James, who wasresponsible for Damned favourites such as “Neat Neat
Neat” and “NewRose”, is planning to putanewband together, anditis
likely thatJohnny Thunders and Heartbreakers drummer Jerry Nolan
willbe among his first choices asmusical partners.

[tisnotyet clear whether Damned men Jon Moss, Luand Captain
Sensible will stay togetherasaunit. Iftheydo, itisunlikely that theywill
be able to continue with the name Damned.

Theband'’s bass player, Captain Sensible, has been playing guitarwith
Johnny Moped atrecent concerts, and amore permanentworking
relationshipis possible, although Sensible has expressed a desire to form
aband with Johnny Rotten.

Singer Dave Vanianisrumoured to be contemplating teamingup with
the Doctors Of Madness, whorecentlylost violinist Urban Blitz.

The Damned, who came to the forefront of London’s burgeoning punk
sceneattheend of 1976, produced two albums—-Damned Damned
Damned and Music For Pleasure—and five singles. Among the “firsts”
claimed by the band are the first British punkband to tour America. o

(a somewhat sobering cautionary tale of our time)

he had given up playing bass and would now concentrate
on guitar. And he was much preoccupied with discovering
the exactwhereabouts ofJohnny Rotten, recentlyreturned
from the Indies, with whom he wanted to discuss the
possibility offormingaband.

“He asked me hundreds of times to join the Pistols,”
claimed the Captain. “ButIcouldn’thave replaced Sid. Sid
isthe greatestrock’n’roll bass player. [ know, ‘cos | taught
himeverything.”

The Captainstressed thathe had always goton verywell
with Rotten, though he was currently disturbed by Rotten's
infatuation withreggae: “That'sall helistens to.I'd haveto
putastoptothat.”

He also told us thathe was sure that The Clash would
splitwithin the nextmonth. “Strummer and Mick Jones
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“Musicis
medicine”

EARTH, WIND & FIRE

= FEBRUARY 25 —

1. “Theblues ain’t nothing but agood man feelingbad.”

UNDAY LUNCHTIMEIN Atlanta, Georgia, and the winter sun
stiffens the blank-faced skyscrapers. Symbols of the prosperity
of Jimmy Carter’s New South, they corral asmall, undulating,
grassy park at the downtown end of Peachtree Street, Atlanta’s
spinal column.

Intheshade of theselatter-day tombstones of Ozymandias, three
old black winos confer on alowbrickwall by abusstop. Theyshare thesacrament
from acrumpled brown paperbag. Approaching themis afourth blackman,
somewhat younger and neater, around whose two-tone greyjerseysuitisslung
acheap blackacousticguitar.

The fourthmanbegins to talk to the trio, who sit slumped and mumbling. The
stiff breeze gusts, catching hiswords and carrying them away.

“...Allover the world, there’s brothers stealin’ other men’s wives, sisters likin’
otherwomen’s husbands...”

Hisvoicerises. His scuffed white fake-leathers begin to stamp on the pavement.

“...Iwasmarried.I had agood wife. ButIdidn’tlisten to whatmymom and dad
tol’me...” Hespinsround, gesticulating wildly to attract the few passers-by.

“ButIshouldalistened!” One of the winos rises, shuffles a couple of paces, bawls
“Amen!” and sinks down again.

“Ishouldalistened better,” the preacher continues, mollified by the
interruption. “We should listen to the old people sometimes.”

“Thankyou, Jesus!” yells another wino.

Twisting the guitar from around his back, the preacher strums a tune-up chord
and beginsto play, hammeringout an urgent two-chord blues pattern. He sings:

“Hewill see us through

Hewillseeusthrough

Jes’listen to His word

An’ Hewill see us through”

Alongsilverbuspullsup at the stop. Half-a-dozen youngblack girls step down,
all corn-rowed plaits and combat-zone chic, on their way to amatinee showing of
Richard Pryor’s Which Way Is Up?down the block. They stop, listen for amoment,
and giggle conspiratorially at the group before hustling off down the street. And
so,intheshadowofBertLance’s National Bank Of Georgia, atraditionislaid »

ANDRE CSILLAG / REX FEATURES
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torest: the tradition of the Piedmont Blues, whose history
embraces Blind Willie McTell, the Reverend Gary Davis,
and Blind Boy Fuller.

A gentler and more versatile music than the harsher, more
uncouth sounds of Chicago or Mississippi, time and change
arewipingitstracesaway.

2. “Cometosee, victory, inthe land called Fantasy.”

15,000 people cluster around the several entrances
to Atlanta’'s OMNI Centre, a complex which
includes a shopping mall, skatingrink, restaurants and
the Coliseum, home of the Flamesice hockey team.
Tonight the Coliseumis a station on the route of Earth,
Wind & Fire during their Tour Of The Universe '77/°78.
Earth, Wind & Fire are nowthe biggestsoul group in
America, which means the biggestin theworld. Of their
nine albums, threeare double platinum, oneissimply
platinum, and two are plain gold. Theirlatest, All'NAll, has
beensittingatthetop of the US Soul charts forwhat seems
like months;itbidsfairto become a black Rumours.
Theiraudiencein Atlantais 95 per centblack, asitisacross
America. Theyhavereached this pinnacle
seeminglywithoutthe assistance of the white
audience, or thewhite communications media
(Rolling Stone, for instance, has onlyrecently
acknowledged their existence) —and yet their music
containsminimal “blackness”.

The OMNIColiseumisinthestyleotall modern
Americanindoorstadia.Abrightbowl of awesome
size, itwould make the Empire Poolin Wembley
seem intimate. Over therink, now covered with
seating, hangsanelectronic scoreboard; over
the temporarystage are suspended huge PA
assemblages, likebunches ofblack grapes, and -
away up near theroof—some more puzzling items:
asmallsilver pyramid and nine, man-sized perspex
cylinderswith black caps ateach end, like see-
through cigar tubes.

The audience mills around during the warm-up performances by
Pockets, anine-piece funkbandinthestyle ofthe Commodores, and
Deniece Williams-who, in afloaty salmon-pink couture gown secured
around herankles, runs prettily through her hit, “Free”, and gushesinthe
current blacknouveau-riche style on “We Have Love For You”. One almost
expectsacommercial for whichever brand of Southern Californian
group therapyshe patronises.

Pocketsand Williams are both protégés of Kalimba Productions,
formed by Earth, Wind & Fire’s Maurice White. He produces Williams
(and The Emotions, the female soul trio), while his brother Verdine -
EW&F’s bassist—produces Pockets. To date, theyhaven't missed.

After Williams' set there’sashortbreak while a posse ofroadies
switch drumKkits, pull covers off a variety ofkeyboard instruments and
arrange microphones. (Alltheroadiesare whitelonghairs; ever seen
ablackroadie?)

Suddenly, there’sahush asthelightsdim, tobereplaced byared glow
which suffuses the stage. The sound of arushing, mightywind issues
fromthe PA, swirlingand growinglouder.

Twofigures take the stage from opposite sides. Asthe eyesbecome
accustomed to the red murk, theyreveal themselves as two pharoahs,
dressedin headdresses whichreproduce the death mask of
Tutankhamun.

Inperfectunison theytake their places beside two huge gongs, pick
up massive beaters, and in the manner of J Arthur Rank’s Nubian, deliver
crashingslow-motion blows.

Theshimmering noise dissipates; theytilt theirheads andraise their
eyestotheroot-totheninecylinders, which descend, lowered on block-
and-tackle.

Astheyalightatthe back of the stage, all hell breaksloose: smoke,
explosions, morewind, more gongs.

Gradually, through the smoke, inside the cylinders—the empty
cylinders—figures appear. Honest to God, they materialise; like Count
Draculainthevirgin'sbedroom as midnight strikes.

LATER THAT SAME day, shortly after dusk, around
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Verdine White
performshis
levitationroutine

atthe Empire
Pool, Wembley
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Within each ofthe cylinders,amanappearsinared
cloak. The twin Tutankhamuns hold up their hands
inwonderasthenine cloaked men open their
cylindersand march, in perfect step, down to centre-stage.

Around them, 15,000 people go ape.

Whatwe have hereisacross between Billy Graham in the Bible Beltand
thewinning touchdown atthe Super Bowl: the audience is screaming.

Andnobodyhasyetplayed a note of music.

The cloaked menrange across the stage. The noise, off stage and on,
reachesacrescendo. They stand immobile.

Then, withoutanyapparentsignal, allnine throw off their cloaks,
revealing garishly patterned costumes, and fling themselvesinto
abandoned dervish dances asthe musicstarts.

While theydance they pickup instruments and joininuntil the full
bandisassembled. The “concert” has begun.

For the next 90 minutes, we hear the slickest medleyimaginable of
contemporarysoul techniques: ahornsection which 20 years ago would
have cutthe Jazz Messengers, arhythm section utterly secureinits
precision athigh velocity, and two singers—Maurice White and Philip
Bailey—ofexpressive power.

The million-sellersroll by: “Shining Star”, “Fantasy”, “Sing A Song”,
“Getaway’, “Serpentine Fire”. Allsleek as a’77 Cadillac, fuelled by
virtuosityand by the audience’s unquenchable euphoria.

Afewmusical momentsstand out: Bailey’s soaringfalsetto vocal (like
amoremuscularversion ot The Stylistics’ Russell ThompkinsJr) on
“I'll Write ASong For You”; Andrew Woolfolk's fervent solos, on soprano
and tenor saxes; AlMcKay's thoughtfully textured solo guitar passage;
Maurice White'sunaccompanied manipulation of the kalimba, an
amplified African thumb-piano; and Verdine White’s bass solo.

Ah,yes. Verdine. Now heaven only knowswhich songtherestofthe
bandisplayingwhen Verdine does his thing. It hardly matters.

Butthere heis, dressed in awhite boiler-suit, playing a perfectly
respectable P-funkbasssolotowildacclaim (if there'sone thing that gets
totheyoungladies, it'sa P-funkbass solo) when suddenlyhe’s
approached by his brother, Maurice, and by Woolfolk.

He's still playing away as theylift him, one by the shoulders and the
otherbyhisfeet, untilhe’'slyinghorizontally abouttive feetabove the



stage. Thentheylethim go.And he doesn’tfalldown. Instead, ludicrously,
levitated and with no visible means of support, face down, he carrieson
putting out the P-funk.

One had heard beforehand about the tricks, the theatrics (including
therevolvingdrummerwho provided the highlight of their show at
Hammersmith Odeonin 1975) but oneis not prepared for this, and one
isstunned. One does notknowwhethertolaugh, or to cry, ortokeep an
eye opentor Coco The Clown.

However, Finale Time approaches and with it the entrance of six
additional figures all clad in silver costumes with smooth, domed
helmets and blackfacemasks. “Androids,” Maurice calls them. They
cluster at centre-stage as the band plays, and watch motionlessly as the
aforementioned pyramid iswinched down onto asmall table.

Theandroidsdisperse around the various musicians, assisting several
tolaydown theirinstruments and approach the pyramid. One byone
theyclimb ashort flight of steps, wave to the audience, and enter the
structure throughatrapdoor.

EARTH WIND & FIRE

“Charleswasaverybigfan of Burt Bacharach—you can hearitin his
music. He alsolistened to classical composers, and he evolved through
jazz.Ithink Eddie Harris turned him on to Bud Powell, who became
hisidol.”

White and Stepney stayed close, with thelatter contributing
arrangements and compositions to Earth, Wind & Fire'srepertoire until
hisdeath fromaheartattacka couple ofyearsago. It'sinteresting that,
although the band isbasedin Los Angeles, White then chose to use
another Chicago arranger, Tom Washington (credited on therecords as
Tom-lom 84).

“I've known Tom-Tom since school,” says White. “Actually, Charles
recommended him awhile ago. I feel compatible with musicians from
Chicago, with their sound and the relaxed way theydo things, and with
theintensity theyincorporate. Peoplein LA playaditferentway.”

White played with the Ramsey Lewis Trio for several yearsup to 1970,
when he formed the first version of EW&F, recording for Warner Brothers.

Lackofsuccessforced areappraisal, and

Sixof them enter the pyramid even though the
eyessayitcould hold onlytwo orthree.

Once again the winds blow, the smoke rolls
acrossthestage, and the crowd scream as the
pyramid ascends to the heavens. Thesix
androidsassemble atthefrontof the stage,
standinginline.

BANG.

The pyramid collapsesin mid-air, its sides
hangingopenlikea Chinese box. Itisempty.

Slowly, the androidsliftaway their
headdresses: theyreveal themselvestobethe
sixmusicians who entered the pyramid.

Phew. Well, nextthey pretend thatthesetis

“T'he positive
Intensity of

this music 1S
Intended to

serve people”

when he puttogetheranewband theywere
signed by Clive Davis to Columbia. Fouryears
later,in 1975, they had theirfirst hitalbumwith
their fourth effortfor thelabel, That'’s The Way
Of The World.

White hasbeen quoted as saying that
hecreated thebandinorderto perform
“aservice tomankind”. He happily defends
thatassertion.

“Musicismedicine. It's soothinganditcools
youout. Manypeople have hard and tiringlives,
and the positive intensity of thismusicis
intended to serve them. Italso exposes them to
new things, beautiful things.

overandleave the stage, only to appearaminute

later for the “encore” —atthe end of which theyreverse the opening

sequence by ceremonially entering the cylinders and dematerialising.
Allthat’sleft, when thelights go up, isavestige of smoke dribbling down

from the stage, across the popcorn packets and the soft-drink cans.
Theroadies and techniciansregroup backstage, ready to tidy up the

hardware, for tomorrownight theywillhavetodoitallagain. Cecil B

DeMille and George Lucashad it easy.

3. “Thebluesis aboutacertain generation.”

champion soul group; he’s building two recording studios;

pretty soon his production company will be a fully fledged
record label. He's trim and self-assured. He's also extremely polite.
Under pressure to justify the cosmic baloney of EW&F’s lyrics
(“Wisdom's gentle rain/Immensely crown the brain”, etc) he provides
whatsounds like common sense.

Born33yearsago, hewasraisedin Chicago and attended the
Conservatoryof Music, studying percussion and composition. Between
lessons he moonlighted, picking up experience in clubs and studios: he
played with John Coltrane during an engagement at McKee's Club, when
ElvinJoneswas otfsick; heidolised jazzdrummerslike Elvin Jones, Art
Blakey,and Roy Haynes (“Atthattime I simplywanted to be the world’s
greatestdrummer”); and eventually found hiswayinto Chicago’s busy
R&Brecording scene, where he appeared on countless hits by thelikes of
Billy Stewartand The Impressions.

Inthestudios, he took over from the brilliantveteran Al Duncan. “When
[came outofschool, hewas thedrummerlocally. Buthehad adrinking
problem, solstarted gettingdates—and I was ‘youngblood’. Of course, I
learned alotfrombeingaround him.”

He grewup with ageneration of brilliant young Chicago musicians,
many of whom are now staplesofthe LoftJazzscene
in New York: pianist Richard Abrams, tenorist
Maurice McIntyre and drummer Steve McCall, a
particularfriend.

Buthegravitated awayfrom jazz, particularlywhen
hemetabrilliantyoungarranger called Charles
Stepney, whowasserving an apprenticeship atthe
Chessstudios before movingup to create
hisinnovatoryproductions for The Dells and
Rotary Connection.

MAURICE WHITEIS buildingan empire. He has the world

“Everybodyknowsabout pain. The bluesis
aboutacertain generation. heard enough of the blues from my mother
and my grandmother to lastme alifetime.”

White says that Coltrane first alerted him to the idea that music could
incorporate elements of other cultures and could embody mysticism:
“He spread that, by studying Indian music and so forth, and by making
agreatspiritual contribution to music.”

Today, White follows similar patterns, studyingextinctcivilisations
like the Mayans and the pharoahs, and even visiting the ancientInca
remainsin Peru: “Iwentto Machu Pichu, wayupin the mountains of
Peru. Fantastic. The mostbeautiful thingI've ever seen.

“I'minterestedinthe origins and history of man. Religiously, though,
I'm not tied to one denomination thatI could characterise.l have
conceptionsofrightandwrong.”

Asforusinghisstudiesto enhance the theatricalappeal ofthe band,
White claims thathe seesmusicand theatre as synonymous.

“Ifyou go to the movies, the musicworks with the visuals. It'snota
novelty... it'sastateof mind that 'm trying to emanate. ['ve been studying
Egyptologyforthree orfouryears, and everythingIfeelrightnowhasto
dowith that: whatwe talkaboutinthesongshastodowithwhatwe'’re
livingatthe time. Aswe move on, itevolves.”

4, “The Blues And TheAbstract Truth.”

Coltrane, Chicago, and ancient Egypt, arevelation strikes:

surely all theinspiration for Earth, Wind & Fire’s current
show comes from one man, ajazz pianist and composer who has
led his mysterious Intergalactic Research Arkestra for more than
two decades in almost complete obscurity. Sonny Blount. Alias
Sun Ra (“Sun God”).

Who has played concerts by the Nile, in the shade of the Sphinx.
Who usestheatrical effects on stage. Who
writes pieces with titleslike “Outer Spaceways
Incorporated”, “Ancient Aiethopia”,
“Pyramids”, “Outer Nothingness” and
“Watusi: Egyptian March”.

Sun Ra, wholived and worked in Chicago
throughoutthe '50s.

“SunRa?” says Maurice White. “Yes, [ saw
himin Chicago. Hehad alightontop ofhis head.
[ thoughthewascrazy.” Richard Williams e

S ITTING IN A hotel suite, talking to Maurice White about
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REX FEATURES

“WeTe not
raditional”

are a band quite unlike others in the new wave,

who want to be classic in the way a novel might be. “There’s
a big difference between good laidback music,” says

, "and music that drags after you like a giant turd.”

MELODY MAKER

HEY SEEMED TO come out of nowhere: Dire Straits, thatis. Suddenlylast year, London’s
bitter-and-No 6 grapevine was buzzing with the name. Everyone wanted to see the band.
Butwhat had happened to create such a stir?

Thetaleisnowalmostnudginglegendarystatus. Rock'n'roll, never forget, wastesno time
in transforming whateveritcaninto myth-usually (and understandably) to theband’s
extreme... uh... chagrin.

Though genuinely grateful for the chain of events that had led to constantly growing audiencesand a
contractwith Phonogram, the Straitswant to lay past skeletons to courteousrest. Theystand at the otherend
ofthe spectrum from snotty 18-year-olds who mistake outrageinavacuum (withnotadecent songin the
repertoire) for some kind of revolutionary statement. However, before the curtains close and immolation
begins, abriefrecap.

Dire Straits are Mark Knopfler (frontman/main songwriter/vocalist/Fender Strat magician), his younger
brother Dave (rhythm guitar), JohnIllsley (bass) and Pick Withers (drums). Centre pointis Mark, who formed
thebandlastsummer, primarilyasan outlet for the numeroussongs he had been stockpiling.

After gettingatop-notch degreein English from Leeds University, he headedin asoutherlydirection to
Essex, where he taught English at Loughton Tech. In between lessons he tried out his plectrainvarious pub/
clubbandslikethelittle-heralded Cafe Racers. Valuable experience buthardly fulfilling.

Then camethe Straits, and Mark gave up teaching. Heand Dave had
been playing together ever since theywere knee-high to fretboards,
and John happened to be sharingaflatwith Dave. Thelinks were
beingforged.

Neither Dave norJohn had anyso-called professional pedigree
to speakof, but theyhadflairand determination aplenty. Pick was
recruited and hecan boastacertainmusical trophygallery. Aveteran
session man, hewasonceresidentdrummer at Dave Edmunds’ Rocktield
studio and has supported thelikes of Michael Chapman
and BertJansch. »
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Theypractised hard in Deptford frontrooms and managed toraise
about £160 to subsidise atreneticweekend in a cheap demo studio. By
thistime theyhad done onlyahandful of gigs. The weekend produced a
five-track tape which, though obviouslyrough, wasunquestionably
impressive. Forall detail freaks, the songs were “Walking In The Wild
WestEnd”, “Sultans Ot Swing” - possibly their two trademarknumbers to
date—"“Down To The Waterline”, “Sacred Loving” and “Water Of Love”.

Somewhat unsure of the next move, they senta copyto celebrated
rock’n’roll chronicler Charlie Gillett, who also hosts a show every Sunday
morningon Radio London. The story goes that Charlie had already
decided onthatweek’s playlistbutwas so knocked outbythetapethathe
reshutfled anitem ortwo to be able toslipitin.

Reaction to the tape was staggering, though some of the acclamations
thathavesincebeenreported are (howyousay?) alittle onthe tlorid
side. Moreimportantly, the record companyscouts heard the
transmission, and by the end of 1977, the Straits

Daveis especially fed up with the backreferences. “Suppose we were
writers for another band and we had todosomething thatwas onatotally
differentwavelength to anythingelse thatwe've done, itwould still come
outwithallsorts of guitarlicks that Markwould inevitably bring to bear
onitandstill peoplewould say that’s got something from somewhere
elseinit.”

Markbegan: “We're notunconscious ofimage...”

Davedivedin: “Letmerephrase that.I think we're very conscious
thatother people are goingto impose images uponus as opposed to
being conscious ofimages within ourselves. Especiallyin Britain,
where you getthe feeling that the music press haveidentified something
within amatter of minutes ofitbeing public, and a week later the mystery
has been plucked out ofit so theysay, ‘Well, thank you and good night.
Butifyoustarted worryingabout that, you'd be doing somersaultsall
over the place.”

Markreturned: “If youre confidentofthe

had signed with Phonogram. The New Year saw
amajor British tour with Talking Heads, while
atthisverymoment the band arerecording
theirfirstalbum.

Historylesson overand down to the music.
Theyhave beencomparedtoaprettyawesome
and diverse batch oflatter-dayheroes. Tryno less
than]J Cale, LouReed, Dylan, Randy Newman,
Claptonand Ry Cooder. Mark commented:
“Werenottraditionalasabandinterms of what
we're producing.I don’t thinkwe're traditional
inthewaywe think. [fyouwriteagoodnovel, it’s
considered a good novelfor 1978 and the future
interms ofgood novels ofthe past.”

October19,1978:
MarkKnopflerand
DireStraitsonstage
atRotterdam'’s

Schouwburg, Holland

%
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“Most songs
don't deliver
the goods, as
faraslm
concerned”

WATER OF LOVE

(Mark Knopfier) Rondor
(From Vertigo Album *Dire Straits'* 6360 162)

DIRE STRAITS é

Produced by Mufi Winwood

[

substance, thatshouldinitselfbe—-ifyoulike
—animage. Whatwe tryand doispreservea
certainvibe. Getacrossacertain spirit,andthe
spiritis the mostimportant thing.

“Albumsto comewill perhaps be musically
moreinnovative withoutreallydealingin the
areaofadvanced R&B, ifyoulike. 'minterested
inwhateverybody's doing, inlife, and I just
hopetoreflectthatall the time.”

TheTalking Heads connectionisimportant.
Both the Heads and the Straits (sorryabout
that) arevictims of blurred images: the Heads
areseenaspartofthe New Yorkloft bohemia: all
intellectual jugglingand no emotion; while the
Straits, onthe other hand, are backdated tothe
previous musical generation, takingup the mantle leftby

some of the giants. All self-conscious back-porch cool.

Both approachesare major travesties. The Heads
hisswith emotion, while the Straits are as aware
and forward-looking as front-league punkywavers.
Theycombine excellent technique with authentic
emotion whichisneither complacent, middle-aged
nor self-centred.
“WalkingIn The Wild West End” isaguided tour
round the Big Smoke, awrybutwell-intentioned
blend of narrative and sharp observation.
“Sultans Of Swing” describes a Friday-nightjazzband
interms thathave toraiseawarm smirk. There’s Guitar

Georgewho “knowsall the chords” and Mike whois strictly
rhythm. Harryhasadaytimejoband doesn'tmindifhe doesn't
make the scene. Watching from the sideline is a crowd of young
boysinbestbrownbaggiesand platform shoes: “Theydon’t
giveadamn aboutany trumpet-playing band/Itain’t what they
callrock'n’roll.”

Thenthere'stherelaxed sensuality of “Down OnThe
Waterline”, a tale of sweet surrender down on the quayside and
French kissesin darkened doorways. It seems to me thatthe
essence of the DSsound is to creatively understate, keep matters
constantlysimmering so that thereisalways movement, change,
spaceand tension.

Atthemoment this comesover too often as pleasantly
sustained buthardlythat challenging a flow. However, the band
are young and such obstacles should be worked outwithout too
much difficulty. Markagreed and proceeded.

“When people use wordslike laidback, it’sreally interesting.
There’sabigdifference between good laidback music and music
thatdragsafter youlike a giant turd. You gotta find thatbalance.
Something mayappearlow-key, butit'sstillgottahave that
tautness aboutit.

‘I'happentothinkthatcraftisveryimportantintheareaof
inspiration. Ifyoure tryingtoinspire people, and that'sthe aim
—tocommunicate—thereare all sorts of qualitiesthatare
involved. The qualityof craftisn'tthe mostimportantquality in
thisband, butitis highlyinstrumentalin producing thatinspired
thing, whateveritis.”

Iwondered about the album. Would there be any particular
shapetoit?

#1978

%

.

M., l
4

H

4



Subtle textures

MM JUNE 17

Dire Straits

Foramomentbackthere | was worried. Dire
Straits, the finestnewband to hit London's
club trail last year, made adisappointing start
to theirrecording career with “Eastbound
Train” on the Front Row Festival compilation.

True, circumstances weren't ideal, but
the question had to be posed: would the
Straits ever be able to get the subtlety and
seductiveness of their musicacross onrecord?

The answer, thank God, isaresounding yes;
in this debut album, producer Muff Winwood
has capturedthem at their verybest. For
abandin existence for lessthanayear
it'sa supreme achievement;itbearsno
comparison with the “Eastbound Train”
Straits, though there were amere couple of
months between the tworecordings.

What shines through the albumiis the
maturity of the music. The band has
completely ignored all the usual attention-
getters of the young and raw: the gratuitous
solos, the metallicriffs, the grinding

VERTIGO

Dire Straits there can be no confusion.
Their lyrics are distinctively British, none
more so than the joyful love affair with
the more seedy area of central London,
“Wild West End” - “Stepping out to
Angellucci’s for my coffee beans/
Checking out the movies and the
magazines/Waitress she watches me
crossing fromthe Barocco Bar/I'm
getting apick-up for my steel guitar...”

Sharpness of observationand an
ability to expressitinintelligentand
comprehensible language are two
important assets of the writing; the
songs are full of examples, but |
particularly like this, from “Lions":
“Churchbell clinging on trying to get
acrowd for Evensong/Nobody cares to
dependuponthe chimeitplays/They're allin
the station praying for trains.”

But far and away the mostimportant aspect
of the writing is the way it's matched with
music and performance. Any of the album’s
songs would do as an example, so three
favourites. “Six Blade Knife” is thick with
menace, lead guitar cutting and stabbing
(appropriately enough)into the gorgeous
rhythm, voice alternately slurring and
snarling the lyrics. A sinister, eerie, almost
frightening number this.

“Sultans Of Swing” has,

DIRE STRAITS

— ALBUMS —

REVIEW 1

< Hi8——

No mentionso far of the rest of the band
- anoccupational hazard when you're led by
such a multi-talented musician. Yet theirrole
is crucial tothe success of this album: not one
of the songs would be worth adamn without
theirimaginative work on the nuts and bolts
of the music. The Straits deal insubtle
textures;they are the indispensable weavers.
So, ladies and gentlemen, around of applause
forthe oftenunheralded but never forgotten
Dave Knopfler (rhythm guitar), John llIsley
(bass) and Pick Withers (drums). The empathy

between all four musicians,

simplicity and repetition. for some bizarre reason

The Straits deal in moods and shadings;
their superb songs neverrushinto false
climaxes, but cruise smoothly along, mostly
at mid-tempo, on deep, rich melodies.

Mark Knopfler, the band’s amazingly
talented lead guitarist (and singer, and writer)
never resorts to the crass, but picks at
melody, sometimes delicately, sometimes
aggressively, until he has extracted the juice.

The ettect of thisis to win over the listener
by deception (inthe best possible way) rather
than battering him/herinto submission; once
you've got the hang of the melody, you sit
backand enjoyit. Every single note of Mark’s
guitar (or so it seems) can be savoured at
leisure, every slight change in vocal
expression takes on significance.

This, of course, ismore the sort of music we
usually associate with American bands; with

executives, beenrecut
asasingle.

It’s difficult to imagine
abetter versionthan this
bittersweet one, with

aboutatrad band playing
in South London. Unlike

“Guitar George”,who's

magnificent solos.

aggressive performance.

Mark: “Partlyitwill be gettingrid of that historyItalked of. Inaway it
goes from Newcastleto Leedsto London, from side oneright the way to
theend.It'snotexactlyadiary, because musicallywe're always
discovering, butlhope thesongsarevaguelyinasequence thatisrelated
toreality, towhatactuallyhappened.

“Thopeitdoesn’tsoundinflated, butIdothink thatthe songs smack
of something more universally than just myownlittleworld. That'swhy
[hesitatetocallitadiary. ‘Sultans Of Swing’, | hope, works on anumber
of ditferent perspectives.”

Whatthendid he thinkaboutthe current state of playin music?
UnlessI'mtotallymistaken, Markwinced in the mostgentlemanly,
discreet manner.

‘It'sthesameasanythingelse. Asbuildings or photographs. Mostsongs
don’tdeliver the goods, asfarasI'm concerned. Most music sucks. Most
musicisawful. Mayberubbishisthewrongword to use, because for
whatever purposeit’sbeing produced, it’sall right. Butin terms of music
thatissupposed to be meaningful, thereis too much which says, ‘Tam
oh-so sensitive’. Orthe opposite for that matter.”

Johnreturnedtothearena: “Essentially, musicisveryretlective ofwhata
society'sactuallyabout. Inasense, punkmusicisnotrelevanton one level
tous, butonanotheritis.It'sveryhard to saywhetheryou hateitorloveit.”

best known to Phonogram

its acutely observed lyrics

strictly rhythm, “he doesn’t want to make it
cryorsing”’, Mark does just that in two

“InThe Gallery” isthe band’s most

vicious form, biting and scratching at the
jerky reggae rhythm, while vituperative
vocals layinto an art establishment that lauds
the untalented while ignoring the gifted.

infact, is remarkable for
abandsoyoung.

We've now reached
the point where the
superlatives should be
laid on thick, in the time-
honoured tradition of rock
journalism. Somehow,
though, it doesn’t seem
appropriate - though
they'rerichly deserved -
to go overthe top aboutabandthat had
consciously avoidedinits musicall the cheap
tricks and ego-tripping of rock.

Alll can doisrecommendthe discerning
toignore the fatuous advertising campaign
and go directly tothe heart of Dire Straits:
the music.See if you can find what | have
conspicuously failed to - one fault.

Michael Oldfield

“Superb songs
never rush into
false climaxes,
but cruise
smoothly along™

Lead guitarisin

Ball back to Mark: “There’sno pointin asking me whatI thinkof the Sex
Pistols, becausewhatIthinkofthemisnotreallyrelevant.

“Particularlyin Britain, we have a situation where most people thinkif
aguyisplayingagrand piano-shortofitbeingJerryLee Lewis—itis
sensitive. So that people think that Gilbert O’Sullivan, and onamore
sophisticatedlevel Elton John, are classy. And theyareinadirectline
from Liberace! And you can feel that.

“Eltonaccentuatesallthatinaquirkykind ofwayand creates
somethinginitself out ofit. But the whole thingbecomes verybadlybent
inall sorts of ways. People are getting bywith totallyweak-minded
rubbishandit'sbeinglauded as highly movingstuff. In other words, alot
of peoplearen’tin tune.

“Theygiveimages of sensitivity. Asagrand piano isassociated with
sensitivitywith a capital S, sosmoke bombs are associated with heavy
rock.It'sjustthesameand allthatisanecessary partofthe performance.
The paraphernaliabecomeveryimportant, andIfeel that's verymuch
the caseinBritain.”

Consultgiglistsregularlyand place an order for that debutalbum.An
antidote always hastobeavailable. Sham 69 for Saturdaynights. Dire
Straits for Sunday mornings. Possibly. Those kidsin the baggybrown
trousers and platforms didn’'tknowwhat they were missing. Ian Birch ®
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“We must

have seemed

likereal

Bowie and Eno are
fans of a new US band,
. In person, the
band’s quirky mania
Isn’t a hit with
everyone, while Bowie
has been unable to
contribute to the
project. “David, being
David,” they say,
“made commitments
he couldn’t keep.”

MELODY MAKER

EVOAREUP to their space-cadet
anklesin Liverpool’s miserable
drizzle. Thursday evening on
Merseyside and the city’s been
wrapped inadamp blanket and left
for dead.

The De-Evolution boys are dancing the pootoutside
Eric’sin Mathew Street, Liverpool 2. The Cavern once
grooved onthe emptylotacross the cobblestones.

No one seemsoverwhelmed bythisinformation.
It'snowjustanotherroadside attraction. The chaps
have beamed in from Manchester, where, that
afternoon, theyhad recorded a briefappearance
onalocal tubeshow.

Weareintroduced. The traditional Blighty handshake
is offered and provokes aflurryof salutes and semaphore
hand signals. It’slike hoofinginto Freemasons on the
beat. Gee, theysay, itsswellin Liverpool, itreminds them
ofhome. Akron, Ohio, isso muchlike The 'Pool. Rain.
Fog. Dereliction. Industrial wastelands. They'd probably
love Luton, too.

Theywerelessenamoured of theirtreatment at the
hands of Granada’s hacks. Jerry Casale (voice/bass/
philosophical asides) and Mark Mothersbaugh (voice/
guitar/keyboards/more philosophical asides) arethe
firstin the queue with complaints.

“Theytreated uslike weirdos,” announces Jerry, who
hasthewizened features ofadeadbeatgnome.
“Wewere squeezedin before the performing
dogs. We musthave seemedlike real geeks.”

[wondered, asweambledinto Eric’s, whether
Markhad enjoyed the more incongruous aspects
of the experience. He replies with alook of
startled disgust, asitIhad insulted hismother »

geeks”

RICHARD E AARON / GETTY




Devoin1978;(l-r) I
GeraldCasale,Bob [
Mothersbaugh,Bob
Casale, AlanMyers
“and (front) Mark
Mothersbaugh
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May25,1977:Jerry
CasaleandBob
Mothersbaugh
withDevoatMax's
KansasCity, NYC

nothing aboutkeepingthescreenup!” Jerry's quite the little
martinet, eh, kids.

It'sanuncharacteristic blunder. Devo, for the most part,
maintainarigid facade of quiet, alien intensity. Theirmanneris
notuntouched by humour, buteven at their mostrelaxed and
informaltheyprojectanairofsuperiority thatlends to their
conversation the kind ofnoble weight and unusual eloquence
most often attributed to benevolent Martianinterlopers in '40s
sci-fiflicks.

Theirown home movies underline this observation. Devo -
The Truth About De-Evolutionincludes the chaps posingas
aninterplanetarycabaretcomboinspace cadetfatiguesclomping
throughapiece called “SecretAgentMan” (itendswitha
caricature of Kennedywithabulletholein his temple); and the
principal sequenceinvolves one of our heroesin therole of
“BoojiBoy" bringingto acharacterknownonlyas The General
asecret despatch.

“Comein, BoojiBoy, yourelate,” booms The Gen (who's played
by Mothersbaugh Snr). “Do you have the papers the Chinaman
gaveyou?” He has!

“The time has come,” the Gen continues to boom, “forevery
man, woman and mutant tolearn the truth about De-Evolution!”

[tullyexpected Flash Gordon towingin

f

andstolen his Dinky toys. Markreminds me of
Hiram Holiday. Eric'sreminds me of the Hope &
Anchorwithheadroom.

Itis perhaps aninauspiciousvenue for the
Europeandebutofaband who haverecently
capturedthe hearts of Brian Eno, David Bowie
andmostofthe hacksinthe Western
Hemisphere, aswell aswinding up the majority
ofrecord companies, all ofwhomarestill
danglingon Devo’s coat-tails, desperate for
theirsignatures on (allegedly) multi-million-
dollar contracts.

“Brian [Eno|
gets up at
10 oclock and
1S prepared
for his work™

through the bathroomwindowto chuckina
fewvocal harmonies on the followingrendition
of“JockoHomo" (catchysong, that one).

This moviette, whenitisfinallyshown at
Eric’s, is completely obscured by the pogoing
hordes clamped tight around the stage front,
andthegroup, too, islittle more than arumour
in the crush. Theywill prove altogether more
impressive at London’s Roundhouse when their
madcap choreographyhasagreaterimpact.

Here, though, you'relucky to catch the top of
Mark’s head as he stalksaboutthe stagelikea
super-animated MrNaturalinaboiler suit. The
music, divorced from the visuals and with its

Still, theyhave been persuaded to appear here
bytheboysand girls at Stiffwho, although unable through alack of
bunceand clout to match the offers of the major companies, have
licensed them to a three-singles package (the first of which, “Jocko
Homo”/“Mongoloid”, hasjustbeenreleased).

Thehysterical clamour for a definite reply to these various, and
ridiculouslylucrative offers and the considerable claims already
advanced for theirapparentlyunique talentare confronted with arare
equanimity. Itdoesnotseemto surprise them thattheyare being touted
asthedarlings of tomorrow’s music.

Theyare, afterall, verysmartboys, fully prepared to exploit the
demands of the music biz for anewsensation. With perfect timing,
theyareabouttoleapinto the suddenvoid created by thefaltering
impetus of punk (which power popissurelyunlikely tofill). Theyhave
alreadytailored an effective mystique, based around their philosophy
of De-Evolution (essentially K-Tel Dada affectations meet FritzLang’s
scenario for Metropoliswith special effects by Walt Disney-ie, so
much beating of the airwith vacuousverbal broadsides that confuse
and conquer).

It'saneatlinein marketing, clearlyenhanced by theirassociation with
Bowieand Eno. And more blah to theirelbow, champ. It'san amusing
diversion, and iftheycan screw some hapless record company empire for
a couple million greenbacks, goodluck to them.

Meanwhile, backatthe soundcheck, Devo are carefullysupervising the
preparations for their debut. Their eventual appearance will be prefaced
by theshortfilm theymade with ChuckStatler, simply (he gutfawed)
Devo—The Truth About De-Evolution.

Thetrickisthatthefinal credits will give way neatly
totheband slumminginto the openingbars of their
rearrangement (in the style of the Magic Band) ot
“Satisfaction”. A quickrun-throughis proposed and
cocked up because the trustyroad crewforget to drop
thescreen on cue. Jerrymomentarilyloses his Devo
cooland hollers them out.

“I'told youto keep thefilmrunning,” he declares,
histace colouringwith exasperation, “butIsaid
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lyrics blurredin the mix, soundsnotatall like
thevehicle for asupposedly complex philosophy. I mean, “Mongoloid”
soundslike The Troggs and no other.

Much of therestis pure Magic Band-era Beefheart, diluted with
contemporary general weirdness, courtesy of Mark’s guitar chomping
and keyboard thumping.

Inthedressingroom after the performancelinnocentlyaskJerry
whetherhe considered Eric’sareasonably Devo audience. Fifteen
minuteslater, we're stillnegotiating a tricky passage through the multiple
contradictions of Devo philosophy.

Jerry provesto be mostadeptatthinkingfastonhisfeetandsailing
nonchalantlyaround the mostbasicdiscrepanciesin the design ofhis
arguments and theories. The hack Dadadialecticistrundled outin his
insistence uponthejuxtaposition of opposites and suchlike, and so far
sosimple.

We do getalittle bogged down, however, on the social consequences
ofacceptingthe philosophy of De-Evolution. He repeats his belief
inthe priorityofthe group above the individual - “Theidea of the
individual has goneasfarasitcanbetaken, and theindividual still
hasn’tachieved anything” —butdenies that thereisanyoppressive
considerationin the scheme.

Basically (and asfarasI'm able to determine from all the waffle), he
believesthatwe’re splitinto High Devos and Low Devos—thelatter he
alsoreferstoas “spuds”. We're most of us Lowon the Devorating, living in
asqualid stupor, ruled by the High Guys, who have the knowledge and the
intelligence to alleviate our condition, butchoose instead to oppress us.
Sowe'reall Devo, butsome are more fortunately placed.

Howdidyougetalongwith Brian Eno, [ ask,
attemptingto scramble through the rubble of the
conversation. “Enothinkswe're cute,” Jerryreplies.

He explains thatonce Devo had straightened out
Brian onatew ofthe pertinenttacts, the boywaswell
onthe caseand theirrelationship waswithout flaw.
Bowie'sinvolvementin the album theyhave now
completed was slight, although he was originally to
have produced them.



Joyfully insistent

MM SEPT 2

DEVO

VIRGIN

Well, hereitisat last. The eagerly awaited
first12-inch slice from that Akron workforce
known as Devo.So many promotional
gimmicks have been mounted (the album, for
instance, comesinnolessthan FIVE separate
vinyl colourings), so many legal wrangles have
hadtobe ironed out, so many claims and
counterclaims have been made both by
journalists and the Booji Boys themselves that
even the starting point becomes bewildering.

Hence the only feasible way to approach the
situationisto try and forget most of the
columninches that have gone before.

Devo may be experts at myth-making and
media manipulation with their constantly
evasive concepts, but the proof of a good
spud always lies in the consumption. And let
me say straight away that thisis one helluva
fine debut. It may not seem so at first. You'll
have to play itloud and often for the power
and surprising intricacies to strike home.

Also don’t get annoyed when you see that
the tracklisting includes the four songs that
began the whole Devo craze. “Satisfaction”,
“Mongoloid”, “Sloppy (I Saw My Baby
Gettin’)” and “Jocko Homo"” have been
remade andremodelledin such a way that,
although they mightnotalwaysbe as
effective asthe original versions, are
forcefully DIFFERENT.

What impresses immediatelyis the
QUALITY of the sound that the band
together with producer Brian Eno (yes, him
again!) have achieved. If you're expecting the
artfully contrived inaccessibility of, say, The
Residents, you'd be very wrong. Devo work
on a powerful, abrasive cut and thrust, which

also happens to be utterly
danceable. It maybe fanciful, but
they remind me of an updated and
mutated version of The Yardbirds
circa’65(rememberthem?). The
guitar sound frequently recalls the
early full-bloodied shriek of Jeff
Beckand the stop-start nature of
some of thesongsfindsaloose

parallel inancient Yardbird
anthems like “Heart Full Of

Soul” and the double A-sided
“Evil Hearted You'/“Still I'm
Sad”. Thatis justathought
and not a cast-ironreference
point in any way whatsoever.

Theylocate everythingin
rough-edged rock’n’roll with
the result that whatisin fact
pretty complex cansound
exasperatingly simple and joyfully
insistent. The deliciously jerky rhythms, the
weird time signatures, the sense of pinhead
theatricality, the deliberately questionable
images (which come from a mixture of
infantile abuse, domestic Americans, the
urban mire we apparently inhabit and
pseudo-science) plus Mark’s wildly
declamatoryvocals allmanage tomeshintoa
compactunit. They canevenbe very funny.

Soinasonglike “Too Much Paranoias” the
synthesized breaks (imagine possibly the
sound of athousand rusty mattress springs)
become part and parcel of the number’s
judderingmomentum (herel go again).| guess
you could say that the style complements the
content as Mark yelps with deadpan hysteria:
“There’s too much paranoias/My mother’s
afraidto tellme the things she is afraid of.”

It all surges along, throwing in surprises at
unexpected junctures while being firmly
welded together by fat-slap drums (mixed
well to the fore) and a pneumaticbassin
particular. Somehow the effectis crazy,
tough, nimble, alert and provocative all at the
same time. Really, I'm not kidding!

Youcanbestsee the processinoperation

onthe new versions of the two
singles. They are generally
faster, sharper and more drilled,
with that packing-case drum sound
once againupinthe foreground.

Sometimesit’s for the best, sometimesnot.

As far as|'m concerned, nothing can equal
the original garage version of “Satisfaction”,
however cleverly synchronised the Mark I
effect might be.“Jocko Homo”, on the other
hand, is easily on a par withits predecessor.

However, current fave of the new material
hastobe “Gut Feeling”, which startsona
beautifully ringing guitar patternonly thento
build layer upon layer. Mark enters with
typically disdainful words (beware of taking
ANY of them too seriously): “Something about
the way you taste makes me want to clear my
throat...” The song continues to expand until it
lurches into asecond thrash called “Slap Your
Mammy". Pure petulance, it's designed simply
and solely to annoy, I'm sure.

Callthem puerile, call them pig-headed,
call them distasteful, call them wilfully
calculating. All these criticisms will be made,
and thisis enough potential ammunition for
any silver-tongued shaman to build an acid
case for the prosecution.I'm on the defence,
and enthusiastically so. Devo may not monitor
reality as suburbanrobots, but they stillare
a smartpatrol. lanBirch

“David, being David, made commitments he couldn’tkeep,” Jerry
comments. “Brian was probablybetter forus. He’s more disciplined. He
getsup at 10 o’clockandis prepared for hiswork.”

Did Bowie appearonthealbum? “On the album? Ouralbum? Why
should David appear on ouralbum? Do you thinkwe needed him? We
don’tneed anyone. No, hedidn’t playanythingonouralbum.”

Fine. Thankyou.

Theyplaymea tantalising fragment of the platter on the way back to
the hotel thatnight. Anewversion of “Satisfaction” that soundslike
The Beach Boys whacking through an out-to-lunch arrangement of
Eno’s “Baby’s On Fire”,and afetchingreading of “Praying Hands".
Isuddenlyappreciate the possibilities of Eno’s forthcomingliaison
with Talking Heads.

Anyway, backatthe hotel we're having coffeeand anightcap, and
Jerryistellingus aboutthe hostility Devo tfaced in their early days from
audiencesin the Midwest, more into “shaghaircutsand Led Zeppelin”
than manifestations of De-Evolutionary philosophy.

Herecalls one occasion atthe University of Cleveland on Halloween,
1975; Jerrywastielding beer bottles with his bass. Afull bottle of vodka
skimmed off someone’s head and smashed againstthe drums.

Oneiratefellowjumped on stageand demanded to knowwhether his
palsinthe audience were merely going to stand there and take such crap
fromthis group of degenerates.

“They're prostitutingthemselves,” he yelled. “You are Devo,” Devo
replied, thus winning their day with their wacky humour!

Jerryalsohasaword ononeor two of their contemporaries. Pere Ubu he
digs. Suicidehe doesnot. “Listeningto thatrecord, it'slike alowjoke.”

Timeisgettingonand Devoaretired. So offtheytroop.

Some 45 minutes later your correspondent and Stiff representatives
Paul Conroyand Pete Frame decide to follow them. We're met at the lift
by Mark. Markiswearingwhatappearsto beasuit tailored originally
forasmallchild oranorgan grinder’s monkey. Heis alsowearing alatex
Booji Boymask.

“WhereisDevo?” he asksinavoice thatsqueaksand cheeps. “WherelS
Devo?” Ifeellike screaming. ThisI can dowithoutat4am.

“WhereisDevo?” herepeats. We directhim toward a group of
blockheads across thelounge. Theybravelyignore him. Mark spotsthe
night porter emerging from the kitchens.

“Whereis Devo?” hesqueaks. The night porterlooksathim carefully.
“Haven'tIseenyer on New Faces?” he asks.

Markjoinsusinthelift.

“I'vegot]erry'skey,” hecheeps.“Jerry’sgonnabescared...I'vegothis
key. Oh boy,ishegonnabescared.” He squatsdowninacorner. “When
the doorsopen, JerrywillthinkI'm doing poo-poos in theelevator.”

Ohboy, whatacrank, we Blightyfellows are thinkingaswe dash to our
rooms, locking the doors firmly behind us.

[recallatypical Devo maxim: “Eitheryoumakeit oryou eatit. We
makeit.”

Sodid mymother.Ialwaysleftiton the side of the plate. Good night.
Allanjones ®
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XTCin1978:(l-r)
Barry Andrews,
TerryChambers,
ColinMouldingand
AndyPartridge
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MELODY MAKER

TWAS WHEN XTC teamed with Ian Reid, manager of their

local Swindon haunt, the Affair, that the band began to make

the ambitious transition from small provincial entity to

nationwide commercial viability.

Reid had been booking XTC and other bands into his club, and

when theband approached him to become theirmanager, he
turned to Dennis Detheridge, an MM correspondent, who promptly
offered to step inand handle their affairs.

The problem, however, wasbreakingXTCinto the London circuit, and
Reid did thisbyoffering London agents  bandsagigatthe Affairif they
wouldreturn the gesture by putting his band into the London venues.

TheresultwasthatXTC played theirfirst London giglastyear
supporting Nasty Pop atthe Nashvilleand soon graduated to headlining
atthe established pub venueslike the Rochester Castle, rock clubslike the
Marquee and new-wave hideouts like the Roxy.

Theysteppedinto the Londonlimelightatatime when everyyoung
new-wave band was beinglooked at with licking lips by majorrecord
companies. XTCwere no exception. Theywerefirstofall turned down by
EMI, who didn’tthink theirlyrics suited the punkidentity of violence and
rebellion, butdemo tapeswere demanded by Pye, Decca, CBS, Island,
Beserkleyand Virgin.

CBSlookedfavourites tosign them after putting thebandinto the
studio twice towork out, but after the A&R squad sawthe band play
atthe Marquee—-itapparentlywasn’taverygood night—they
gracefullydeclined.

Virgin, riding high on their successtul coup with the Sex Pistols and
quicklyestablishing themselves as thenewwavelabel, steppedinand
sealed thedeal. ButXTC's apprenticeshipin therelative wastes of
Swindonwasn’tan easyone. Unlike citybands, theydidn'thave the
venues to ensure theykeptsolventand were

The four combined to produce aunique music thatwas strangely
experimental butsomehowretained acommerciality thatwasinherent
fromthe original sources. Another asset was thatall fourmemberswere
consciousofaneed to progress and notrepeat the tried-and-tested
formulasofthe day. Theyhave amotto thatgoes somethinglike:
“Thinkingin cliches messes youup.”

Theyhave nowreleased one EP, one single and an album, White Music,
and have established themselves with awide rock audience within six
months. “World Domination” is scheduled for Novemberrelease.

Andy Partridge: guitarist, singer, writer / 24 yearsold / bornin
Malta / bred in Swindon.

AndyPartridge thinks schoolstinks. Hated sportsand anythingto do
withfacts andfigures. Loved English and artbecause “you could
fantasise andinventand write”. School was ablank periodin hislife.

AndyPartridge left school aged 15, with no qualifications, no “bits of
paper torecommend hisintelligence. Workwasasatea-boyinalocal
newspaper. Thatlasted untilhe was 18, when he wasn’'taboyanymore
and the papercouldn'tpayhimaman'swages. There were spellsasashop
assistantand even longer spells on the dole.

“lam notoneoftheworriers of our time. I'm quite easily packaged up
and I'llmake the bestofwhatit’slike being a package.”

AndyPartridge’s father had a guitar. In his many periods of boredom,
Andywouldlift the guitar and “tinker” atitbut used it mostly formiming
purposes, eventually becoming more engrossed with theinstrument.

“Artwasn’tgiving me the kick that playing the guitar was. Guitar
tookover. Itmay go the otherwayagain afteracoupleofyears.I'll
probablyreallygetfed up with guitar and consider playingitajob and
go backtoart.Iwanttodo other things apartfrom playing. Iwantto
make filmsand write books. I'dlike to do kids' books, becausel could

illustrate themwell.”

CC ]: 'M AFRAID IT’S mylotinlife to be thejester...”

oftenreduced to playingworking men'’s clubs.
Infact, theirfirstgiginthe formatof XTCwasat
anRAFbaseinthe North.

“We prostituted ourselves by playing other
peoples’ numbers, although we always tried
tomake them interesting,” Andy Partridge
recalled. “Welearned something from
playing those sorts of gigs—like howtoread
bingo tickets.”

Thebandhad gone through several personnel
changesinits early days, although the basic
framework of Partridge (guitar), Moulding
(bass) and Chambers (drums) remained intact
fromthestart.

“Put words
together and
they have a
magnetic field
of suggestion”

AndyPartridge has plans.

“XTCisavehicletoaccumulate wealth,
position, power... aprivatearmy.It'savehicle
atthe moment. I'm enjoyingitbut obviously it
doesn’'t go on foreverand when youstarttoburn
out, you ve got to step back. Hopefullyyou've
made your packetbythentosay, ‘OK, it’s time
Imovedontosomethingelse.

“It'sthrough nothaving pieces of paperand
notbeinggood withfiguresandfactsthatthisis
the onlyvehicleI've gotto geton,and assoon as
thisstate of gettingon hasbeenachieved, Ishall
be able to slowmyself down internally and say,
‘Well, I've goton, whatelsedoIwanttodo?’

Therhythm section of Moulding and
Chambers had been playing together
foracouple of years before Partridge
cameonthescene. Atone stage they
had asecond guitarist, Dave Cartner,
avocalist, Steve Hutchins, and another
keyboards player, Johnny Perkins.

By the time Star Parkhad changed to
the Helium Kids and metamorphosed
intoXTC, these members hadn’t suited
the styleliked by Partridge, Moulding
and Chambersand had subsequently
gone theirown merryways.

InBarryAndrews, a20-year-old
veteran ofacouple of other down-and-
outlocalbands, theydiscovered not
onlyanadequate keyboards player but
alsoapertectployfortheirunique
brand of humour.

Andrewsfitted innicely. He had
classicalinfluence. Partridgewas
heavilyintoadaptingthe time
signaturesofjazzintoarockformat.
Mouldingwasan R&B freakand
Chamberswasvery much the heavy-
metal merchant, citingthe Pink Fairies
asamajorinfluence.
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“It'saprocessofgoinguptheladderto
the top and getting the choice. Thisis the
onlyladderIcanclimb.”

Andy Partridge does not consider
himselfagood guitar player. [twas only
when he started playingwith Moulding
and Chambersthatheimproved.

“Until thenIwasaverymuch asit-in-
the-bedroom type. It's not until you
playwith other people thatyoulearn
thingsforyourselfandinventrather
than copy. You getto astage where you
listen to the otherinstruments and give
them abitofleeway, andin thatway
improveyour ownstyle.”

Andy Partridge’sinitial influences
were Jimi Hendrix, The Beatles, The
Monkees and the Small Faces. Then
heheardotfjazz, decided toinvestigate
andstruckonanidea for creating his
ownstyle.

“When Ileft school and started to work,
[ metup withachap whowasvery much
into beatpoetryand William Burroughs
andjazz,andlusedtoborrowhis
albums. Iwanted to knowwhat jazzwas
about. Myold man had played a bit of
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XTCplayoneof
manycluband
collegedatesto
promote their
debutalbum

trad, butIstarted to getinto Sonny Rollins and John
Coltrane and thoughtit would be good to play that
sortofthingon the guitar. Ithad afreedomIwanted
toexpress through guitar.

“Ihad gone through the stage oflearning
everybodyelse’srunsandIwanted astyleof myown
thatwould be abitdifferent. lusedtolistentoalot
ofavant-gardejazzatthetime, stuffthatonlyhad
acousticdrums, bassand maybe asaxophone.
Itwould beverysparseandIliked that.

“Myfavouritealbumat thattime wasone by Sonny Rollins called East
Broadway Rundown. The actual title track takes up the whole of one side
andit'ssosparse. It’'sjustdrums occasionallyrumbling and bass
occasionallyslidingand then great bigholes and then you'd getan eggot
sound burping out of the saxophone. I found that fascinating, playing
theselittle scattered runs.

“Around that timeitwasJimi Hendrix, who wasn'’t that different to Jeff
Beck, whowasn'tthat differentto Eric Clapton, whowasn’t that different
to RoryGallagher. Imust mention the man who gave me the biggestkick
inthe pants, because he was playingvery fluentlyand verywellin the
waylwanted to atthe time, and thatwas Ollie Halsall, who was playing
with Patto then.

“IThad theirfirst two albums, which knocked me out. Therewasthis
bitch ofaman playing exactly howIwanted to get.I'd like to meethim, so
ifyou canarrange anintroduction...

“Anyway, Iwould listen to thesejazzalbumsand think thatitwould be
nice to make guitarsoundslike that. That got mashed inwith the pop
background of The Beatles, Stones and later Small Faces, and ended up as
apretty odd mixture.

“Therestofthe band have theirinfluences. ColinisR&B and Terryis
basically heavystutf. There was thisweird triangle of influences then and
werubbed off on each other, butwe were alllearning at the same time.
I've often thought thatitwould be nice to make analbum of guitar, bass
and drumsthatwasn’'taheavyalbum.”

Andy Partridgeis currently the majorwriter in XTC. His styleisdirectly
connected to his passionwith essaywritingand art. The three names
that XTChave touted under, first Star Park, then The Helium kidsand

now You KnowWhat all pointto his preoccupation
with puns and slick strings of words.

“Istarted writingvery early on, but the material
wasshitsortofattemptsatmimickingother people’s
songs, taking theiringredients andre-stewing them
into asongofmyown.

“Ididn’tstartcoming up with anyworthwhile
songsuntilabout '73. That'swhenIstarted getting
interested in groups for fame and fortune, success
and money...

“Most of mysongs are whimsical affairs, allbased onthetitlesrather
than the substance of the song. Like back atschool when a teacher would
giveyou atitle and tell you to write acomposition around it, using your
imaginationinthatway.I'd getatitleandstarttobuild onthat. That's how
[stilldoit.

“Ilike plays on words and puns. You put one or two words together and
theysuddenlyhave awhole magneticfield of suggestion. Forinstance,
the words starand parkhave so manyassociated images.

“Weused to have greattitleslike ‘MyBaby Was A Reptile’, ‘Little Gold
Runner’and ‘Escalator Out Of Hell. Comics and science fictionare also
influential, butit’snormally titles that spark off the songs.”

keyboard player Barry Andrews. He has a smalltown band and
consciousness, aresult of moving from West Norwood, to
Swindon at the age of seven.

Barrywasabright child-"aswottylittlefucker, actually”—and
specialised in musicand writingat school. Mater et Pater had aspirations
for theirboyto go onto university and thoughthe waswell on the way
when hedrifted through O-levels with 10 passes.

“I'suddenlybecame moreofadrunkand adosserand started getting
intorockmusic. I had verylimited horizons. Itwas drummed into you
from an earlyage thatthe Holy Grailin life was to go to university. [ never
knewwhatIwas goingtodowithall these qualifications.”

BarryAndrewsgot part-time jobsin hotelsand discovered “thereal
world, mate”. Thatdirectlyled to thelife of debaucheryand downfall that
horrified his parents. »

£r :[ COME FROM THE respectable working class,” says 21-year-old
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“Itmade schoollookabitwetin comparison. Somebodylentme Pin Ups
and thatwas myfirstrockalbum. I had become heavilyinto classical
music. Iwanted to be aclassical composer.lused to do these scores. I had
visions of being a child prodigy; I still listen to alot of classical, divided
50/50 betweenrockand classical.

“Ihad neverseenthe connection withrockmusic. Rockwastorthe
herberts smokingbehind the bike shed, and then these jobs opened my
mind. Inthesixth form, Imixed more with the yobbosthanthe
intellectuals, whoIhadlessand lessin common with.

“llike theimmediacy ofrock, and there were also the sexual hang-
ups. ‘Yougetgirlsifyou playinarock group. My parents were
shocked.Iwashooked.”

BarryAndrews taughthimselfto play pianoonanold
uprightleft byhis grandtather, taking the basics ot his

nteresting twists

MM FEB 4

XTC VIRGIN

XTC haveitinthemtobecomea
major band, certainly one of the
most artistically importantin the
new wave/power pop (call it what
you will) glut. That much alone is
evident from the very promising
debutalbum.

There’s alot of quality here; the
overallimpressionis of abunch of
confident musicians with incredibly
accurately defined aims. And
then there’s the basic simplicity
intheir music thatis so often lost
by the apparent complexities of
the arrangements.

There is most definitely nothing
thathasbeenheardyetinpopular

some interesting twists. But the
dangerintreading this plank of
adventure is that the band draw a
fine line between authenticity and
pretentiousness, and, regrettably,
XTC occasionally lapse into the
latter category, when a couple of
tracks, like “X Wires”, “I'm Bugged”
and “Newton Animal” takeona
cold, clinical, methodical air.

That aside, take alisten to Colin
Moulding’s bass work and
especially Terry Chambers’
drumming - excellent throughout
-brought outasleadinstruments
to counterpoint the frequently
odd playing of guitarist Andy
Partridge and Barry Andrews’

music to compare concentrated
XTC’smusicto(a i i organ pieces.
veritable asset), “There IS “0th|“g Thereinyou
apartfromgentle have the

that has been
heard yet in pop

ingredients for
afinefirstalbum

similarities with
Roxy Musicin

Andy Partridge’s and potential for

| batics, ’ tstandi
wchharc < to compare XTG’s  7ouserre
spasmodically i ) caution taken.
back to Brian mUSIc to Harry Doherty

Ferryonspeed. |t
is at times painfully
experimental but,
concurrently,
blatantly
commercial.
“Radios|In
Motion”,“This Is
Pop”, “Statue Of
Liberty”, “Atom
Age”and “Neon
Shuffle” allhave
wonderful hook-
lines and are likely
to tickle your
tonsils atany given
moment. Pure pop.
XTC manageto
use theirunique
whimsy to add
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clarinetlessons atschool and adapting them to the keyboard. He was
more attracted to piano.

“The pianowas a purer medium because you could concentrate totally
onthe etfectwithoutworrying about the means of producingit, which
you had to dowith theclarinet.”

Barry'stirstband wasanamateurish bunch called Boneldleand itwas
withalocalpop group called Breeze that he first played for money. This
he attfectionatelydescribes as “mybourgeois period”, when he gotajob as
trainee managerwith Radio Rentals.

“Thatwas myfirstexposure to the company mentality. [t was

sofalseand mechanical. Theideaisthatyouworkupthe

ladderand become the messiah ofthe company. Isuppose

you getthe samelittle sycophantsin the music business,
though notwith Virgin.

“Iwaswell depressed with that. I left the job after four
W monthsandwas thrown out of the band atter sixmonths

for playing ‘tooloud’.”

BarryAndrews sought out the MM classitieds every
week to find afull-time postwith aband, and this he did
with a Devon group called Dice.

‘Iwas gettingreallybored with it. I thought, ‘Well, ifthisis
rock'n'roll, thenI'mnotreallyinterested. It was this serious
musicians’ stance, youknow, where you get bands like Meal
Ticketand thestufftheywriteaboutbeingontheroad andsing
somethinggreatabout eating in motorway service stationsall
the time. That pissed me off. Idon't subscribe to thatatall.”

BarryAndrewsreturned home to Swindon, hungryand
disillusioned, worked in afactoryfor some time and occasionally
wenton thedole.

“ItwasthenthatIstarted thinkingabout beingaworking-class
hero. Have afactoryjob, turn offin the evening and be a writer,
getmyselfamotorbike and start going out with my steady
girlfriend again.”

BarryAndrewsjoined alocalnew-waveband thateventually
became Urban Disturbance and{felt the excitement of having
keyboardsinapunkbandbecause “the whole punk thing of
simplifyingand getting back to the basics appealed tome, and
Ithought you could do thatand still be tuneful.”

Alittlewhile later, he heard that XTCwere looking for a
keyboards player, and though he had seem them once and was
bored, hedecided to giveitago, principallybecausearecord deal
with CBSwasin the offing.

“Thewaykeyboardswere played in the band before was
conventional. T havealways thought that cliches mess you
up, becauseitmeansyou'renotreally thinking about what
youredoing.

“The classicsinfluenced mystyle aswell. One way oftaking
classical musicissuperficiallylike Rick Wakeman and the
ELOdo, getting the gloss of whatis classical music, butthe
essential feeling of form of orchestration is somethingthat
hasn'tbeenused.

“The great composers were interested in experimentation.
Whatldoisverymuchinto the classical sort of square forms.
[like things torevolve. My style complements the
othermembers of the band and vice versa. Musically,

werelate verywell.”
¢ C:[ . . | .
Colin Moulding: bass player, singer, writer /
22 yearsold / bornin Swindon.

“Ienjoyed geography atschool. IfI could look at
maps everydayl'd beveryhappy, butldon'tthink
thereisajoblike that.Ijustlovelookingatwherelam
onamap.”

Colin Moulding, like Andy Partridge, wasn't the
brightestkidin class. He left school with two O-levels,
in physics and geography, hence hisratherstrange
hobby, and no career ambitions.

“Itwas either Iwas goingto do thisorIwould be
inajoblIwasn’tveryhappyin.Iwasamilkman’s
assistantfortwo years, which wasn't too good because
['d comeinsmashed atfourinthe morningand have
togetup anhourlater to go towork.”

REALLY GET OFF on maps..."




XT0

AndyPartridge: : ) :
il stage; [ don’t suppose anybodyhasn'tgone

toalotofavant- through that. It's very differentfrom what XTC
gardejazz” do, butwe decided thatwe wanted to do
somethingdifferent, notfor the sake ofit.
You've gotta progress, do somethingelse.”

Colin Mouldingsuggested that XTCget the
hell out of Swindon and head for London.

‘Itwas desperation. [twas getting to the stage
where we were playing stuff thatwe didn’t want
to play, and sowe mightaswell getajob and get
good moneyforit.”

bought the drumkit; I just fancied
havingabash...”

Twenty-two-year-old drummer Terry
Chambers’ vaguenessabout exactlywhathis
functionwithinXTCisand the band'simage
itselfissometimesirritatingand othertimesa
littledisconcerting. “Idon'tknow that Colinand
[aresuchadifferentrhythmsection, arewe?”

He takessuch asuggestionasaninsultwhen
the oppositeisintended. “Wejusttryto playas
tightlyaswe can.”

Hisreaction to the suggestion that XTC
intentionallyveer awaytrom the tried-and-
tested routes ofrock: “I don’'tknowifwe do that
ornot.Ithinkthereasonwe're differentis that
wedon’'tcome from London. Ourinfluences
arenothigh-riseflatsand wedon'thaveto
poachideas off other bands, becausewe didn't
getthe chance tosee them. Wehad to develop
our own style, becausewe had nobodyto see
andlearnfrom.

“Iremember once that we took some tapes up
to EMI. Theywerereallyroughbutthe bestwe

Colin Moulding, however, wasup tono coulddoatthetime. Thiswas around the time
good, and to subsidise his earnings he and ¢ ‘ / g f e ha d tO thattheyhadsigned the Pistolsand the A&Rwas
afriend decided one nightto collect the milk saying, ‘You'renotsingingthekind of lyrics we
chequesfrom one run, not theirown, and cash wanttoday.’ Youknow-violence and anarchy.

theminthefollowingmorning. The Long Arm deve 10p Ou r Ourresponsewas, ‘Well, ifthe SexPistolsare

OfThe Lawintervened as this nasty business doingit, there’sno pointinusrepeatingit. They
was going on and Mouldingwasfined £40 and t 1 _ didn'tsignus.”
dismissed fromthejob. O \’V n S y e WV e Terry Chambershasbitter memories of

Aftersixweeksonthedole, hegotajob schooldaysin Swindon, somethingtodo

labouringonabuildingsite.At19, he meta h a d nOb O dy tO with the factthathe was suspended at

girlfriend, Carol, “started messin’ around, alittle the age of 15, justashewasabouttosithis

44 :[ REALLY DON'T KNOWwhy |

'unpoppedup” and he got married, in that order. 22 O-level examinations.
"VEE EE:I the[fﬂgical thigngand gotmarried. We 1e arn f ]?O l l l Apparently, duringabreak before exams,
now have two childrenandlive happilyin Chambersand somefriends got slightly
Swindon Town. Having the babydid change my inebriated on a couple of bottles of potent cider,
lifeabit. Iwasonthis counciljob cutting grass and generally poncing decided torelieve themselvesinagarage near the school, were nabbed by
aboutwith dirt,and wewerelivingin a grottyflat near the busstation, the female proprietor, whoreported them to the school headmaster (she
miceandallthatinit. ThenIthought, ‘Fuck this. We must buya house.’ had seen theiruniforms), and at the ensuringidentity parade the culprits
“The main thingwas to get the moneyforsomething decent, so I went werefingered and immediately suspended.
tomymissus’ parentsand asked foraloan of some money.[wasvery “We spentyearsstudyingfor those examsand then they suspend us,
favourablewith them at that time. Theysaid, ‘Howmuch do youwant?’ andthat’sthereasonlhaven’t gotanyqualifications.Iwas pissed off with
andIsaid, ‘Giveus£1,000’, so theydid and we used it as the deposit for itanyway, to be honest. Actually, Iwanted to be afootballerbutIwas never
the house.” good enough. When I got more involved with playingdrumsand beingin
Colin Mouldingboughtabass guitarand setaboutlearning howto play agroup, L had to give football up because one clashed with the other.”
it,invariably practisingwith either Terry Chambers or Andy Partridge, TerryChambersjoined the dole queue when heleft school, butafter
wholived on the same estate. three monthsfound ajobwith abuilders’ merchant. Itwas during this
“Itseemed easyto playbass. [twas easier to play four time that he became more engrossed with
thickstrings than six thin ones, to myreckoning.Ijust drumming, after he met Colin Moulding.

“Ihadfirstgotinterested whenIwas 14. There
STATUE OF was always music goingon.”
H FFB:’Y - Hismajorinfluence at that timewas the Pink
A Fairies, primarily, he nowthinks, because their
two-drummer formatimpressed him greatly.
“I'vebeenthinkingalotrecentlyabout getting
& lessons, butI've got so many bad habits that it
would bereallyditficulttolearnthe correctwayto
doit.Isuppose'mgettingby...” Harry Doherty ®

couldn'ttakeatancytolead guitar. [twaswhenwe
changed from The Helium Kids to XTC thatIstarted
thinkingaboutrockasacareer.Iwasonthedoleand
[thoughtitwas greatfun gettingup on stage and
makinganassofyourseltf.

“Asabassplayer, Ididn'thave anyreal influences,
justgeneral R&B.Idon’tlike flash bass playing. [used
tolistentoalotof Rory Gallagher, particularlyall the
Taste stutf, and Iwent through me Black Sabbath

FIN COSTELLO / GETTY
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1978

JANUARY - WARCH

“Riots,
the whole

For five years,
Aand

have been 5 , NOW
finally getting some
respect. Still, it’s not
been an easy ride in
“hostile” New York.
“We’ll die trying,” says
Alan Vega, “and if we
die trying, that’s all
right, ‘cos thenit’s
cool, y’know.”
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thing”

MELODY MAKER

T’SVERY RELEVANT, man. Like, it was
just what we were feeling. We were just
sitting... and suddenly the name Suicide
popped up. And we knew it, man. We
knew it. It meant everything, man. We
were sittingin aroomwith all these
junkiessitting round, and we were just, like, uh, talking,
and suddenly the name came.

“Wejustsaid ‘Suicide’,and welooked around thisroom
and theywereall artists, man, y’know, greatjazz heads
and great painters, and great thisand that, writersand
whatever, and they're all sittingin thisroom, man, just
shootingup, man, trying, like, to off themselves, and we
justkindasaid ‘SUICIDE’, and onelook around, and we
said, ‘Of course, of course.’ And thatwasit.”

14

RANKIETEARDROPIS 20 years old. Got a wife
and kid. Works in a factoryfrom seven to five.
Can’t make enough money to buy enough food.

Frankie’s getting evicted. Let’s hearitfor Frankie. He'’s so
desperate he’s gonnakill his wife and kid. He's picked up
hisgun...aaahhhbh.

Now Frankie’s put the gunto hishead aaaahhhh.
Frankie’'sdead. Let's hearitfor Frankie. Frankie'slying
inhell. We'reall Frankies. WE'REALLLYINGIN HELL!...

Yeah, welcome to Suicide.

Thesaga of Frankie Teardrop climaxes Suicide’s first
album.Imaginethestorytoldinbreathless tormented
vocalsoverarelentlesslymoronic electronic barrage
ofmachine-gunrhythms, theagonyspread over 10
minutes. Manic. Tortured. Desperate. Suicide
isanythingbut painless.

Thosewhoassertthattheroleofartisto
entertain, purelyand simply, willfind little
inthe stark music of Suicide to amuse them.
Butitmustalsobesaid that the grim sketches
and barren musical surroundings have a
compelling fascination.

Theyinspire hate, depression and contempt,
buttoinspireanysortofreactionis, theyclaim, »

Travellinglight,
MartinRev (left)
andAlanVega
turnupinapatch
of1978 London
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anachievement. Comparisons can perhaps be made with The Velvet
Underground, Iggy, The Doors, even Can, butbasically they're way outon
their own.

Afteryearsofangry, oftenviolentreactions, their cult followingis fast
growingin the States; while, though onlyavailable on import, their first
album, Suicide, is arousing considerable interest this side of the water.

an article on Suicide, under the heading " WHAT MAKES

SUICIDE SICK'. It describes them as “the top new-wave hostility
group” and liberally sprays the article with words like “shattering,”
“frightening” and “paranoia”. The writer’s pious conclusion is that
Suicide are “a minor phenomenon playing to a sickimpulse: surely
people can find better ways to expend their energies?”

Suddenlyasmall guywearingasailor’s tunicand black beret that makes
himlookacrossbetweenanIRArecruitingsergeantand amemberofa
press gang burstsin. “HimanI'mAlan man howyadoin’ man heymanya
gotthesamesneakersas me manwhere’'s Martin?”

Thisis AlanVega, vocalistwith Suicide and voluble gentleman. A few
minuteslater heisjoined by synthesizer-player Martin Rev, a tall, morose
characterwho merelynodsinmydirection as he enters. Revlooksalittle
like Graham Gouldman of 10cc.

From New York City, the two have been together for overfive years—in
the earlydays therewasathird memberbuttheydon'ttalkabouthim-
and have anunshakeable beliefinwhatthey're doing. Ithas to be
unshakeable to survive almost constant audience hostility, and theyare
now quite bemusedto find people actuallyapplauding them, as has
beguntohappeninthelastnine months.

“It'sbeen acomplete change, man,” Alan tells me, leaping forward with
enthusiasm. “Evenin New York nine months ago there was alot of
hostility. New York's supposed to be the bighip city. Bullshit! Nowit's all
positivewe don'tknow how to deal withitafter all these years of negative.

“Before, theywere all into throwing things, man-theywere throwing
everythingatus, including themselves. Riots, the whole thing. We been
through thewhole thing. Everygig. Three-quarters of the places would
runoutscreamingand thelastquarter stayingbutjust... y’know... belike
Hell's Angels or somethin’, man, just give us the treatment. And finally
there’s only two nutsleft who'rereally diggingit.

“Forawhilewe had to comeoutlike... knightsinarmouror somethin'...
na, notreally... butitwasalot ofshit!”

Sowhatwasit, Iwondered curiously, thathad caused this
transformationintheir fortunes?

“Oh, theworld’schangingman,” is Vega's swiftresponse. “Thingsare so
bad thattheinsanityisbeingallowed in and peopleare comingoutto
lookattheinsanity. There's just more insanity around.

“And other groups have opened itup for us, too,inasense. We used to
comeoutandtherewasnothin’around. Therewasn'tany Ramones and
therewasn'tany, uh, SexPistols. There wasn'tany kindasound that had
anykindatheatricalitydramaaboutit.

“Sowe came outtanowhere and people were, uh, lostman. Sixor seven
yearsagowewere talkingabout beingbroke andliving on the streets and
thefutureinthe70s, and thatemptiness, and
nobodywanted to hearit. All thatwhich people
arebeginningto see now, we feltitthen, we saw
itallaround us, wewerelivinginitthen. Now
it's, uh, like a cancer thing, it'sspreading
everywhere, it's hitting everybody.”

Onmore than one occasion throughoutthe
interview theydescribe themselves—one
suspects notentirelyseriously—asa
bubblegum group, buttheyfreely
acknowledge the influence and pioneering
importance of others. Velvet Underground,

THERE’SAM&G&ZINE on adesk— The News World - containing

“We've given
up our lives to

do this trip.
Seriously, man”

Theirown backgrounds are firmlyworking class, but theyhavelofty
ambitionsto achieve lower-middle class. Theydescribe themselvesas
“normallunatics”. Says their manager/producer Marty Thau, “How can
youhaveagroup that’s been going for five years making 10 cents ayearand
notbealittle fuckedup?” Vega: “Waddya mean, make 10 centsayear?”

Once theywent for eight months without gettinga gig. They've been
asked forreferences before clubswould let them play. Many places have
avoided paying them afteraset. One club blamed them for a fire which
occurred afteragig, tellingthemithad been caused by “thatsongyoudid
about]Jesus”. Anditbecamesecond nature avoiding flying missiles—
from tables and bottles to fists.

Suicide possibly deserve to make iton endurance alone. “Oh, we have
asuicide pact,” says Alan. “We'llgo onrightto theend and die trying, and
ifwedietrying, that'sallright, ‘costhenit’s cool, y' know. We, y'’know,
we’'lljustkeep goingregardless. We don’t even thinkaboutmakingitor
whatever, we're justgonnadoit. It'simportant for us. We've given up our
own livesjusttodo thistrip.” I giggle slightly. “Seriously, man.”

Theirmusic, theysay, isareflection ofaworld theysee asincreasingly
self-destructive and insane. An overpopulated world full of rats, where
depression dominates most people’slives.

“There’re too many people, man,” Vega says earnestly. “There’s no food,
andthere’'snoenergy.It'slikerats, man-assoonastheystart
overpopulating theystartkilling themselves off.

“Toomanybombs. The generalshave got to have bombs to play with,
they've gotto have wars to playwith. Theyre stockpilingand they're
gettingout ofhand. They're overflowing. That’s why they have Vietnam.
Noreason forit ‘ceptthat.”

Thiskind of talkhas alreadyalienated peoplein the States. It's been
thelock-up-your-daughters-they’ll-come-home-and-hang-themselves
syndrome. Afterremainingsilent for mostofthefirsthalfhourofthe
interview, Martin Revsuddenlydivesinto the action.

“Ifthat’swhatwe cause,” he says, “thenrightawaywe’resucceedingin
one sense. Ifagroup startup and cause people to get suicidal, then just
theimpactofthe performancealoneissuccesstul, even though the effect
may not be whatyouwant. Howmany groups can do that?”

ButAlandoesn'tagree. “No, no, no,” hescolds. “It'sjust making people
aware of their suicidal tendencies.

“It'slike... agroup can getup onstage and show them somethingabout
themselves. They go see Suicide and, whatever we do, whatever we sound
like,itmakesthem flash on that thing that’'sinside them. And assoonas
they'reaware of it they can startdealingwithiit.”

Revthinksthat'sfairenough, butnotto be outdone, he comesup with
astartlingrevelation.

“People tellus thatbefore they saw us they never screwed for three
months, and then after theysawus theycouldn’t stop for days.”

[tstillseemsincredible that Suicide oranybody so comparatively
unknown could evoke such consistently extreme responses. Howdo they
generate the intense dislike?

Rev: “Ohwe'rejustsinging the blues, man, the new blues, and the blues
scares people, that'sall. It'smaking the people aware of somethin’ they
might not bein themood to be aware of.

“What’s happening nowis thatpeopleare
comingto seeuswho’reactuallyin the mood.
Theyreallywannahearthatsound, man. Way
down South, why are all those blues singers so
heavy,and whyareall those people coming
outto hear them?

“Countrysingers today, depressing people.
Songsofcryin’andboozin’ and dyin’ and killin’
and whatever, man, and they pack thejoints
and people’llflip out. They're God down there,
those countrysingers. That’s their blues.”

Yes, I say, butIstillcan’tseewhypeople

Iggy, Question Markwere allimportant, says
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