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IN AMSTER,rAM, AND JIM EVANS JOINING SMOKIE IN ROTTERDAM 
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I've finally caught up . . . and now 
I know why they were raving. 

I've heard the album, of course, 
but live, they sound twice, no make 
that three, times as good- Especially 
Morty . . his voice must be the 
best I've heard since . . _ Frankle 
Miller? 

The set Is mainly songs from their 
first album, but they also include two 
newies and goodies, 'Takin' Over' 
and 'Down By The River' The latter 
shows that Racing Cars have their 
cliches lyrically . . . but so what? 

The sole response from the Dutch 
kids Is when a single, rather forlorn 
voice shouts, 'Shoot your horse!' 

"Yus, yus, you're right, that's It 
exactly," says Morty. And they do a 
beautiful version of 'They Shoot 
Horses', which far surpasses the 
single. 

Make that four times as good. 
Golden Earring are onstage now, 

the only home-grown act on the bill, 
and also an act who appeared at the 
very first Pink Festival back in 1970. 
To us Britishers. Barry Hay's 
ridiculous posing looks right over the 
top, but the Dutch kids seem to like 
IL 

The highlight of the set. naturally 
is 'Radar Love', which they do as the 
encore, complete with smoke bombs, 
flares and giant balloons bouncing 
over the kids' heads. It starts off OK. 
but goes on much too long . . . one 
of those numbers where you've 
forgotten by the end how it started 
out 

Outfront, things seem to be 
remarkably well -organised. There's 
a whole range of stalls . . . clothes, 
records, food, drink, Ice-cream - 
even a birth control counter. And 
nothing seems to be at rip-off prices 
either. Something for British 
organisers to think about? 

The kids themselves are very 1989 - no punks here, although they do 
respond when The Clash single Is 

played. Otherwise, It's a uniform of 
Jeans, T-shirts and sleeping bags 
worn fetchingly over their 
shou Ide rs. 

There's dope openly on sale - 
guys sit around with signs round 
their necks announcing 'Lebanon' or 
'Afghanistan, best quality', 

The sound of the Bothy Band drifts 
across the field, providing a 

welcome break from the heavier 
stuff. Apparently, they always 
throw In a band who're a bit 
different at lunch-time, Just to avoid 
indigestion. 

The Bothy Band are heavy. 
drinking Irishmen. Their line-up 
varies according to who's under the 
Influence and who isn't Today 
though, there seems to he plenty of 
them onstage . . . but then again, it 
Is still early in the day. 

At three, Nils Lofgren appears 
onstage - and the sun comes out! 
"Hey, it's good to see the sun," he 
says. Good trick, Nils. 

He leaps on the barrier at the front 
of the stage, and balances there. feet 
stretched out behind him 

From then on, he spends his time 
between piano and guitar, with the 
occasional leap from the trampoline 
In between. I'd heard bad reports of 
his show at Hammersmith, but this 
time, there's no disappointment - 
he's right up there with Tom and the 
Cars as the best act of the day. 

He does his greatest hits - the 
slowle 'Like Rain', 'I Came To 
Dance' which seems lobe familiar to 
the audience, and of course. 'Keith 
Don't Go'. 

The encore Is 'Back It Up', where 
he grins al the rest of the band, and 
blasts out some choice runs on 
guitar. He's having as much fun as 
we are. 

lie ends the show with his famous 
backward flip. 

The best of the day Is over now. 
Sure, the headlining acts are still to 
come, but I'm certain they can't 
match 'the big three we've had 
already, And so it turns out 
Manfred Mann come on and ruin 
'Blinded By - biam - The - crash - Light'. Boom 

I loved that single. If it sounds 
bad, what will the rest be like? The 
answer - worse. Can you Imagine 
their great old pop singles given 
heavy metal treatment? 

The Dutch audience love 'em 
anyway. The response Is 20 times 
louder than anyone else got Have 
they got no taste? 

The Kinks come on, "Hey, It's 
good to see the sun", says Ray 
Davies. Sorry Ray - that's already 
been done. And so has everything 
else about their set The old hits are 
Jolly enough, I suppose, although 
there are better things to get 
nostalgic about, but as for the new 
stuff, . sorry Ray, but It's DULL. 

So dull, we're almost aching to 
leave by the end. 

As we do, there are two planes 
overhead, with messages from the 
Festival's sponsors. One says 'Till 
next year, Amira' (Arnica Is tulip. 
shaped Tampax). The other says 
'Pardon Jeans And Jackets', 

The stampede down the road Is 
underway now, 50,000 Dutch kids 
heading for home, pouring down the 
motorways. They look satisfied. 

Yeah, It was a good day - judging 
by the bills from the last five years, 
perhaps the best ever But it was the 
early birds that caught the juiciest 
worms. 

OK, SO you've seen them on Top Of The Pops. You've 
heard their records on the radio Smokle, just another 
vehicle for the hit making machine of Chinn and 
Chapman. So, that's as far as you think of them. But 
there is more to this band than miming their way 
through their latest hit single on the aforementioned 
TV programme_ Smokle have had their hit singles, 
but they've also been touring, more or less nonstop 
for eight years. 

In tact, they've become 
big In Europe. In 
Germany, they're without 
parallel - gold, silver 
discs all over the place. 
And the same'« happen- 
ing In Holland where 
they're currently touring. 
Come with me now to a 
major hotel in Rotterdam - a flat, tedious city 
where little seems to 
happen except the corning 
and going of super. 
tankers and heroin 
addicts. 

It's 0.90 in the evening. 
The hotel restaurant' Is 
empty. Enter Smokle, 
road crew and friends - 
life Is here at last. 

The band have com. 
plated their soundcheck 
for tonight's concert. But 
there's trouble. The 
Dutch press rep for EMI 
haw forgotten to tell the 
band that they were due 
for a photo session earlier 
that afternoon. The 
moody photographer has 
been hanging around for 
hours. He's still here. 

"After dinner, Franz, 
OK?" It's gotta be OK 
because the boys want 
something to eat Any- 
way, they've already 
done two photo sessions 
today. 

They guy can wait The 
boys are bored with photo 
sessions. "We do so many 
of them," ways Terry, 
"You look at the 
magazines and see Abba 
in exactly the same poses 
and situations." 

AU through the mieal, 
the German's hustling for 
pictures. He's working 
for one of those colour pin 
up pop mega And yes, 
his friend would like an 
interview with Chris 
Norman. It can't be done 
here. No time. So he does' 
it In the bark at the limb 
on the way to the gig In a 
small town some 10 milei 
outside Rotterdam. 

As we draw out of the 
hotel ear park, we 
narrowly miss a passing 
can.and the German gets 
down to his Interview 

. He runs through the 
stock number of questions 

where did it all 
begin', how did it all start 

, . what next You've 

heard it all before. 
We hit Delft - a snssl 

town, the classic Dutch 
setting, hump back 
bridges and canals. 
Sleepy town. But all is far 
from sleepy in the local 
theatre. Some 800 kids 
are in there, waiting for 
Smokie. 

We go backstage. Time 
for a drink and a laugh. 
The PA's set up. All's 
well, the hail Is almost 
full. Few of the kids can 
peoetrate'backstage. But 
there's this lovely lady. 
Can't be more than 17. 
Green T-shirt that leaves 
little to the imagination. 
Brown leather hat. Sexy 
stripy socks drawn up 
over her knees. Pouting 
Iles. Drooling over 
Smokle. She's blagged 
her way In by saying 
s' he's doing the make-up 
for the band. Goad story. 

Bored 
She bangs around, 

obviously crying out for 
it But the band aren't 
over.Interested- You see, 
they're ail happily mar- 
ried guy's with families 
and -to be quite frank - 
they're fed up with 
touring. They want to go 
home to Bradford. 
They're all getting bored, 
depressed. 

Germany, Poland, Hol- 
land and Belgium next 
Irs a long hauL Too long 
perhaps. There'll be 
Woe days at home soon. 
Three whole days. Theo 

there are feet:Mat . other 
dates, a new album cover 
to do, and here 
comes that photographer 
again. Just one more, like 
this, like that. 

It's 9.15. "What Ume 
are we on stage?" 9.00. 
Right, get changed. The 
boys get Into their stage 
gear and - outside the 
kids are rrling - It's 
time to take the plunge. 

So, this Is it On they 
come. Roars, shouts, 
cheers and Smokle are on 
stage. Dry Ice flows over 
the boards. Chris Nor. 
man, resplendent in pink 
trousers and yellow shirt 
Is to the tore. The 
audience are young, very 
Young, some with their 
mums and dads in 
reluctant tow. 

The kids have come to 
hear the hits and they get 
'em: 'If You Think You 
Know How To Love Me', 
'Don't Play You Rock 
And Roll To Me',, 'Wild 
Wild Angels' they 
really get into doing that, 
why wasn't It a bigger 
bit? '1'U Meet You At 
Midnight', 'Living Next 
Door 10 Alice' and 'Lay 
Back In The Arma Of 
Someone'. 

All Chinn -Chapman 
manutactured hits. But 
they play them well. 
Easy to say, but for what 
they are, they do It well. 
And Smokle have got 
more to offer. High spots 
of the evening are when 
they get into their own 
composed numbers. 

Like, Alan Sam, who 
can play a mean guitar 
when he wants to, and hie 
composition, 'What Can I 
Do?', ending in a clever 
echo effect 

Like his guitar break on 
'Stranger', like 'Pass It 
Around', the title track 
from their fleet album. 
Like the encore. Unex. 
pected this -an excellent 
rendition, Indeed spon- 
taneous, of 'Hooky Took 
Women'. Lovely. And the 
Dutch kids thought so too, 
showering the stage with 
roses, standing on the 
seats, clapping, hands 
high above their beads. 
They loved It 

ICs easy lo shout a band 

like this down, but they're 
playing what the kids 
want Quality pop And 
they can play rock II they 
want to. 

Standing ovation. They 
deserved IL 

Backstage: The girl in 
green's still waiting. So's 
the barmen photograph. 
er, and he's been joined 
by some lenamwn from 
Indonesia. The boys are 
well pleased. It's been a 
goad gig. "Better to play 
a theatre like this, where 
the kids come to See you, 
than a club, where they 
were coming out for an 
evening and you hap- 
pened to be there," muses 
Chris. 

Screams 
The hand's manager is 

rushing round looking for 
e cassette player - wan k 

us to hear the new sin 
He finds one and plays It 
Bit different, aorta reg. 
gae. 

But what's all that 
noise? It ain't coming 
from the machine, It's 
emanating from outside. 
Screams . . . "Chris 
. . . Chris . . . I love 
you." Assen wasn't the 
only Dutch selge taking 
place that night You see, 
there were hundreds of 
these Little (and In some 
hues not so little) girls 
outside, seres ming for the 
band. 

Every so often, one of 
the boys would go to the 
window and the acreeme 
turned to a great 
Crescendo. Memories of 
Rorer/Beatiemania . , 

Crazy rush through the 
assembled tans to the 
waiting limo, hair pulled, 
touched. Iftirtl revs and off, 
they go Into the night. 

Back at the hotel and 
there's another phoIw 
grapher waiting, end 
there are another two 
»melons tomorrow. Talk 
of borne. Bradford, 
babies, kids, the new 
album , . - 

'Irs Taking 
Part That Counts' - 
bitter undertones In Wet 
tide. 

Catch Smokle live If you 
can, you'll be pleasantly 
surprised. 


