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afea table 
Buy it 
Gire It a spin 
Give it a miss 
Unbearable 

Peace 
is the 

message 
BIG YOUTH: 'Isaiah 
First Prophet Of Old' 
(Virgin FL I011). 

BIG YOUTH is no longer 
Youth. No longer the 
fiery prophet, no longer 
preaching heavy music. 
no longer the fiery figure 
with the drilled teeth. The 
outward signs remain but 
inward the music has 
taken a different level. 
This album makes 'One 
Love' sound like a battle 
song. 

This is no fiery prophet 
preaching hell fire. no 
man threatening the 
burning pits of hell or 
damnation. This carries 
over the spirit of prophet. 

Not a figure to be 
feared, somebody to trust, 
somebody to believe in. 
somebody to rely on. All 
this is carried across 
without involving the 
man's personal charisma 
in public. 

This must be the 
clearest reggae album 
ever produced, com- 
parable to music outside 
the narrow confines of 
Rasta. No track can be 
plucked from this album 
and made prominent. To 
do so would ruin the 
album. Its held together 
by its tranquility, its 
smoothness and clarity. 
One of the most tistenable 
and understandable al. 
bums to Dome out of 
Jamaica for someone who 
¡snot a Rasta. 

It conveys the feeling of 
assurance born out of 
faith not guns. The 
knowledge that whatever 
Is happening at present 
will end when the chosen 
time comes. You have to 
remember that reggae Is 
no longer just music. It Ls 
a medium and a very 
powerful one. 

Peace has been de- 
clared in Jamaica but 
words are not enough, 

albums like this can 
cement It, that is the 
power of reggae. It can 
also encompass the non 
Rastas, not just the 
dedicated followers of 
reggae or the Bob Marley 
fans, this album could 
open many more doors. 
listen and take note. 
+ + + + + JON FREWIN 
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THE KINKS: 'Misfits' 
( Arista SPART 1055). 

WELL, THE Kinks were 
always a bit odd. Ever 
since they stopped doing 
basic pop songs and 
started on themes, they 
lost me a bit. Not that this 
Ise concept album It just 
seems a trifle wordy. 

Ray Davies being the 
dark, mysterious person 
he Is, generally doesn't 
skimp on lyrics. He's 
always cast a glance at 
social problems, but this 
time he's met them full on 
In 'Live Life'. It wasn't 
one of my favourites. I 
prefer his simpler songs - like the track 'In A 
Foreign Land' where he 
sings about being a lax 
exile, though I'm sure he 
never was. Or *Per- 
manent Waves' which Isa 
clever piece of silliness. 
They're the two tracks 
that caught me first, but I 
expect that the rest will 
get to me too In while. I've always l l k ed 
the Kinks, despite their 
oblique way of going 
about things, so 'm 

YOU'RE GONNA 
GET It 

NEXT WEEK 
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BIG YOUTH: a person to trust 
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prepared to persevere 
with their album. 

But 'Hayfever'l Who 
writes songs about hay - 
fever? Ray Davies 
apparently does. 1 can 
sympathise with him In 
his misery, but it's an odd 
choice of material for a 
song. 

He may have the fever, 
but he's also caught the 
reggae rhythms and 
manifested them in 
'Black Messiah'. It's not 
too obvious in the 
arrangement, but gives 
Just the right Impression 
of borrowing the rhythm 
without stamping It all 
over the song. 

That's the Kinks all 
over -"they give you a lot 
of suggestions and leave 
you to fin in some by 
yourself. I'm still filling 
mine In, butso far I'll give 
it +++ ROSALIND 
RUSSELL. 

'Simtec' (Pye NSPL 
28259) 

SUNDAY ni-ght, as the 
story goes, Is not exactly 
the ,optimum moment to 
listen / write album 
reviews. With a bellyfull 
or Yorkshire pud and 
Songs of Praise, the 
senses are somewhat 
dulled. 

Simtec has Just 
launched an album Into. 
the once commercial 
waters of disco -funk. 
Unfortunately the cargo 
has arrived a little too 
late for the market. You 
fickle people you, your 
tendencies are hailing 
towards other sirens, 
leaving far, tar behind 
the dancing soulle,stuff. 
Leaving far, far behind 
Simtec and his corm 
pa tria tea 

Ignoring the time lapse, 
this should have proved a 
very saleable album. 
Approved and lauded by 
souled - out funky shoes, 
but times being what they 
are, and tastes being as 
transparent, Simtec Sim- 
mons Is on a sinking ship. 
All his eggs in the wrong 
basket etc, etc. 

Side two of the album 
boasts of such phonetics 
as 'Furry Thang' and 
'Sexy Thane', all In all 

very nightclub, very West 
End. 'I Apologise' the 

.longest' track on the 
album. Weighing In at 
8.05 minutes, Is also the 
best. A slowed - down 
silver soul piece which 
sounds OK even to my 
untuned ear 

A nice album As a 
means to an end It gets 
your feet moving, as a 
means In itself It hits a red 
light. 

Tested and approved 
'76 fashion. A reject of 
'78. + + + BEV BIIIGGS 

THE TRANSMITTERS: 
'24 Hours' (Ebony EBY 
1002) 

IF YOU should wish, you 
can buy two and a half 
copies of this album for 
the usual price of one 
album I'm not suggest 
Ing that you doe but it is 
worth drawing attention 
to the fact that this LP 
retails at the bargain 
price of only IL. 49. 

The only drawback Is 
that it was recorded, 
mixed, the lot over the 
space 'of just 24 hours. 
non-stop, (hence the title). 
and the result is that it 
sounds more like they' 
have released the demos 
for an album, than the. 
actual product. 

The Transmitters seem 
to be suffering an identity' 
crisis, the 'are we / aren't 
we punks' syndrome. 
There are which bear 
absolutely no resem- 
blance to the new wave, 
other than in the vocals 
such as 'Can't Say Nob 
and the very laid back 
'One Night Stand', which 
would easily qualify a 
placing amidst the FM 
material with Its smooth 
matching the Santana 
style guitar of Vince 
Cutcliffe. (Excellent 
throughout) 

Then they retreat to the 
other end of the scale and 
produce the 24 second 
flop 'Good 'News', com- 
plete with authentic 
tuning -up sounds to boot. 
Worst of all though Is the 
way they spoil one of the 
moat promising songs of 
the album, 'Anymore', by 
trying to speed it up 
midway, and add a 
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cover pop,' country, a 
touch of gospel and plain 
easy stringalong with a 
production team In- 
cluding Ten Years After's 
Chick Churchill. 

'Blue Eyes' Is the take 
off single, commercial in 
a rather Eurovislon 
fashion, but hardly the 
hottest spot. That par- 
Clcular award could go 
variously to the softly 
funky 'Stick To What You 
Got', the all - American 
heroic harmonies of 
'Finish What We Started', 
or the best of both In 'Man 
In Love' 

Rélaxing album, au - 
c perb as background, but 

for mainstream listening 
chances are it lacks Just 
that final lift A pity. 
+ + + SUSAN KLUTH 
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e ¡` DOCTOR WHO: 'Sound ` Effects No 19' (BBC Rec 
Ef 

selection of coarse back. 
Ing vocals to obtain a 
punk crossover on what Is 
essentially abetted. 

Mpre time and thought, 
and It vtould have been a 
good album. ++Sri 
KELLY PIKE. 

TIIE ANDERSON 
BROTHERS: 'The An- 
derson Brothers' (DJM 
IMF 40599 ) 

UNKNOWN quantities up 
to now over here, but 
probably quite well rated 
In and around their native 
Louisiana. Together and 
apart Stefan and Joe 
Anderson have pursued a 
musical career for years, 
Including a signing for 
Stan, without ever quite 
getting away. 

Basically you'll find 
what you'd hope to find on 
'The Anderson Brothers'. 
Mature, wen - bodied 
songs In delivered with 
direct unworried profes- 
sionalism -In styles that 

I WANDERED lonely as 
T he Centra l Control Room 
'In Exlllon City that floats 
on The Mandragora Helix 
o'er fields and Metebells Ill Atmosphere, 
When all at once I saw a 
Kraal b(sorlentation 
Chamber A host of Dalek 
Hatching Tanks on 
Skaros. 

Featuring the delights 
of a selection of aural 
locations from the Time 
Lord's travels, this album 
proves a must for Zygons, 
Daleks and Sisterhood of 
Karn. Boasts of such 
recordings as 'Tárdis 
Interior (in flight)' and 
Tardis Interior (stationa- 
ry)' as well as the much 
sought-after effects of 
'Tardls Door Opens', this 
must surely be the most 
diverse album of the 
century. 

Labels such as 'power - 
pop' and 'punk' fall 
miserably in attempting 
to describe the emotions 
and feelings behind the 

Doctor's Journeys, The 
dreaded reverberations 
of 'The Cloning and 
Miniaturisation Process' 
bring to light the 
profundity and sensitivity 
behind the objet d'art, 
The Intense weirdness of 
this album 'objectifies 
what we must all know to 
he the future of music as - 
we - know It. 

Doctor Who roots OK. 
BEV BRIGGS. 

FOGY POP: 'TV Eye 1977 
Live' (RCA PL 12798) 

THIS ALBUM recorded 
live In Cleveland, Chicago 
and Kansas City, mixed 
In Germany can hardly 
fall with the music trend 
watchers. The up and 
coming Ohlo, home of 
Devo, and Berlin, rapidly 
becoming a centre for 
elitist musicians with the 
added bonus of Iggy's 
mentor Bowie, not only 
co -producing the album 
but also playing on four of 
the tracks. 'TV Eye', 
'Funtime, 'Dirt' and 'I 
Wanna Be Your Dog', 

On the first hearing I 
Immediately preferred 
his early studio recorded 
albums but after two 
more playings the new 
angle on the music broke 
through. 'Lust For Life,' 
'Sixteen' and 'I Got A 
Right' all on this album 
bear little resemblance to 
the tracks of the same 
name on the 'Lust For 
Life' album besides the 
background beat, making 
It unnecessary to make 
comparisons between his 
earlier albums and this 
one which is so different. 

The whole album is 
much heavier, and 
coarser. No longer the 
flowing, Iggy, much more 
stabbing and kicking, 
music to kill by. A short 
'album, only 38 minutes of 
music but every second 
vital listening. ++++ 
JON FREWIN 

The Only Ones 
fly -but 

reviewer goes 
over the top' 

The Only Ones' (CBS 821!80) 

The debut album by the band of the 
same name on the vinyl of the same 
name. The first stroke on the 
canvas, blemish on the horizon, the 
first intangible prophecy that this 
band is set to make more than any 
minor intrusion into your privacy. 
The album heralds a thousand 
promises that Ú the cynicism in the 
voice remains, If the nasal 
insincerity proves as constant as the 
newness of the music the Only Ones 
a re about to make their mark. 

Peter Perret is the dramatist, the 
protagonist. His volee - is It 
Contrived or are these sneering tomes 
really natural? - is as incongruous 
today as Uncle Lou was circa 1900 
and whenever. 

The Only Ones have been daubed 
with the wings to fly us out of the 
stagnant ramie of seaweed. Wings of 
Lucifer or Gabriel, who carve? The 
flight is there, forget the rest. They 
deliver unto us once again the thirst 
for selfindulgence, allow its to 
wallow once again In the why, woes 
and wherefores of being alive. Who 
Can't resist the first person 

singular? Not me. 
'Another Girl, Another Planet', the 

single born only a few weeks ago. 
also blesses the album. The lyric. 
hoary with Perret's blase style .. . 

"I always flirt with death . .. n i 

get killed, but I, don't care about 
that ' Taste the fated 
melancholia in 'Breaking Down', 
witness the ego In 'No Peace For The 
lvlcked' .. . "Why do I go through 
these stupid emotional traumas. . . 

Why can't I be happy like everyone 
else?" 

Asa debut album the Only Ones' 
offering outruns the rest of Its class 
and laps them twice before the 
finishing line. For sheer profes- 
sionalism it merits 10 gold stars and 
a scholarship. and clears the board 
In the 'Oracle of doom' allegory. 

The band's confidence In 
themselves Is succinctly expt'e'o d 
in the album, and they deserve every 
sale they get. An album for egos. an 

album for tux lapuslng yourself 
behind Perrot'/ lyrics. More than 
anything else'ta 
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BEV 811.1668 (Post Laureate 
junior) 


