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backdrop to all our less serious 
bedroom tiffs.

“Sussudio” you all know 
already, of course, only most of 
you probably refer to it under its 
original title “1999” sung by that 
incredibly rude Prince chap.

“Take Me Home”, which wraps 
the whole thing up, will soon 
become equally familiar when it’s 
inevitably released in single form 
to cash in on the fact that vocals 
are ably assisted by Sting, Helen 
Terry and Peter Gabriel. Which 
is, of course, somewhere near 
where we first came in.

Sadly, none of this increasingly 
fashionable backslapping can  
do much to alter the initial 
impression, that Phil Collins is  
a generally sound sort of bloke 
who makes fairly ordinary 
records for very ordinary people 
to play at their desperately 
ordinary parties. Like the man 
says, no jacket required. And not 
too much imagination either.  
Barry McIlheney, MM Feb 23

Tears For Fears Songs From  
The Big Chair MeRcuRy

None of you should really be  
too surprised that Tears For 
Fears have made such an 
excellent album. The healthy 
signs were there as far back as 
“Mothers Talk”. A song that 
paved the way for “Shout”, surely 
one of the BIGGEST noises this 
side of Frankie.

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

“Everybody Wants To Rule The 
World” actually SWINGS, and 
provides further evidence that 

the single greatest 
improvement in 
Tears For Fears is 
to be found in the 
vocals, moving 
away from the 
tortured squawks 

of the “Mad World” 
era through to a far 

more restrained form 
of delivery. Indeed, the 

school of thought that 
TFF are fast becoming the 

Simon & Garfunkel of the ’80s 
is further bolstered by “I 
Believe”, which bears absolutely 
no resemblance to the classic 
Bachelors hit of the same name.

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

Without wishing 
to ruin a positive 
review by 
introducing a  
note of bitchiness, 
Orzabal is very 
close to becoming  
a bit of a George to 
Curt’s Andrew, taking 
the credit on all 10 songs 
from his big chair while poor 
Smithy gets a look-in on just the 
one. Elsewhere, Orzabal teams 
up mainly with previously 
anonymous keyboards player  
Ian Stanley, the man responsible 
for half of both “Shout” and 
“Mothers Talk”, and as such an 
obviously vital figure in this 
group’s stunning transformation 
from last year’s bad joke to this 
year’s biggest surprise.

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

An awful lot of people will, of 
course, go on and on about 
overcoats, The Lotus 
Eaters and an alleged 
lack of depth. And 
an awful lot of 
people will have 
to eat an awful 
lot of words.  
Barry McIlheney,  

MM Mar 3

SINGLES
The Jesus And Mary Chain  
Never Understood  
BLANcO y NeGRO

Good old-fashioned racket 
from pop’s latest good  
old-fashioned bad boys. 
Somewhere along the vintage 
Killing Joke/Stooges/Pistols 
metal-as-stream-of-
consciousness axis, “Never 
Understand” starts at A with Z 
in its sights and simply doesn’t 

let up. Not unpleasant,  
of its kind. Skilfully 

amateurish 
production by 
uncredited 
backroom wizard. 
B-side comprises 
the threatening 
“Suck” and the 

chaotic “Ambition”, 
which produces an 

effect similar to having 
a Black & Decker sander 

thrust into your face. Spiral 
scratch revisited. By the way, 
which one’s Jesus?  MM Feb 23

Don Henley The Boys Of Summer 
GeFFeN 

Glenn Frey The Heat Is On McA

How’s about a bit of Don 
Henley? Didn’t think so. 
Actually, the old Eagle scores 
several points over Jagger by 
not being ashamed about his 
age. “The Boys Of Summer” is  
a likeably unpretentious AOR 
single – something about as 
common as black faces on the 
MM front page – that shows 
how to grow old with grace. 
Better than just about 
everything the Eagles put out 
and should be a hit. I know we’re 
not supposed to like records  

by people like Henley,  
but given the choice 

between the 
callow efforts  

of would-be 
West 
Coasters  
like Lloyd 
Cole and  
an artfully 

melancholy 
example of 
the real thing, 
I’ll plump for 
the latter.

Don’s former colleague 
Glenn Frey’s “The Heat Is On”, 
meanwhile, is evidence that  
it’s never wise to trust more 
than one old hippy at a time. 
Taken from Eddie Murphy’s 
new starring vehicle, it has 
absolutely nothing to do with 
the great Isley Brothers track 
of the same name and should 
be prosecuted for something 
or other.  MM Feb 9

Prince & The Revolution Let’s Go 
Crazy/ Take Me With U WeA

Double-header snipped from 
the exotic Purple Rain elpee, 
and no doubt this will find the 
heavily guarded celebrity 
speeding once more towards 
the top of the charts. “Let’s  
Go Crazy” will have all those 
Hendrix comparisons making  
a comeback, being a frenetic 
portion of rock ’n’ soul covered 
in caterwauling lead guitar. 
“Take Me With U” is more 
relaxed, with a quirky string 
arrangement papering over 
the absence of any great 
substance.  MM Feb 23

Madonna Material Girl SIRe

Bouncy stuff from the world’s 
least virginal female singer.  
“I am a material girl,” confesses 
Madonna, who is glimpsed on 
the sleeve clutching a blue  
satin sheet about her naked 
personage. Rrrrrrr. The music  
is catchy enough, with a 
purposeful throb in its step.  
But what is the strange ringing 
noise that comes jabbing out of 
the mix? Hit, of course.  MM Feb 23

The Damned Grimly Fiendish McA

From the ’60s came jaunty 
keyboard-led ditties, and in 
their wake Madness. Now, third-
hand, come the eternal Damned 
– truly a long way from the spirit 
of “New Rose”.  MM Mar 30
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Good old-fashioned 
bad boys:  Jim (left) and 
William Reid of The 
Jesus And Mary Chain
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