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HE REAGAN PRESIDENCY and imminent nuclear war
notwithstanding (both on the minds of NME writers), as the
new decade begins, the music press finds plenty of reasonsto
be optimistic.
The Specials are taking their 2-Tone aesthetic to America,
while a passionate, cross-cultural ethos is on the rise in the
shape of two other hands from the Midlands: Dexys Midnight Runners and
UB40. Hleavy metal, to the amusement of some, isin rude health. In Liverpool,
psychedeliaisenjoyingarevival.

After a year of litigation, one of the major energies behind punk, Malcolm
Mclaren is also back with a vengeance. Some of his plans are actionably bad
taste. Others- like the relaunch of Adam And The Ants as piratical pop stars -
arestylish, eloquentand full of future possibilities.

Possibility, oratleast what might have been, isat the heart of two tragicevents
of 1980. The death of lan Curtis in May and the murder of John Lennon in
December give the music press pause to reflect, and conclude that at the root of
everything, musicexistsinordertocelebratelife.

This is the world of The History Of Rock, amonthly magazine that follows each
turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena, a territory
Pink Floyd are invading and colonising with The Wall, 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 15th edition, dedicated to 1980, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
maybe. Comparingtartan with Spandau Ballet. Observing therise of Tom Petty
with Bernard Manning and Manchester City FC. Overtaking a truck at high
speed, inacardrivenbyCaptain Beefheart.

“Whyaren’tyou nervous, sir?” asks the Captain of the reporter.

Becausein spiteof theattendant peril, therideisstill so exhilarating.
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Phil Spector.

1 6 The new wave of British
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covered after the pubsshut.
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| wouldn't insu
audience’s intelligence.”

NME JAN 12

“I've got no respect foranybody oranything... I'm not talking about worship,
Imean RESPECT. What I'm talkingabout is feelingand soul power. Knowing
thatsomething is real and feelingit. Weget called arrogant... sometimes you
knowyou'reright, but that doesn't make us arrogant. Wecan feel the power. . ..
some ofyou here tonight can feel the power. .. but there are loads of people who
Justcan'tfeel it. I feel sorry for them. But take men like Big Jimmy, he plays the
trombone, drinksa bottle of whisky aday and is goin'to be dead ina year'stime.
Butit'salright, Jimmy, ‘cosyou've got RESPECT... you can feel the soul power. ..
youknowwhatitis... RESPECT!” Anextract from Carlo Rolan'sonstage "Respect "rap

T'STHETHIRD day of Christmasat the Electric Ballroom, and a number

of kids cockingan earto Carlo Rolan’srighteous rhetoric haven’t got the

faintest idea what he’s going on about, but judging from the general
reaction they’re outnumbered by those who have.

Fromtheoutside lookingin, events seemclose to overtaking the eight
Birmingham-based blue-eyed soulsters calling themselves DexysMidnight »
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1980

JANUARY — WARCH

Runners.Inlessthana
month, Rolanhascut the
lifeexpectancy of Big
Jimmy-Dexys’lankycrew-
cut Scots 'boneman -back
fromfiveyearstojustone,
whilecollectively they've
gonefromthewarm-upslot
ontherecentSpecials/
Selecter2-Tonetrek to
currentlymappingout their
ownheadliningtour.

However, thereare
anumber of pressing
problemsstilltobe
surmounted - BigJimmy's
obsession with drowning
himselfin hiscountry’s most popularliquid
exportandthebreaking-inofbothanew
organistand drummer beingtheleast of them

Duringthelastsixmonths, while their Black
Countryblue-beat brethren havefirmly
established themselvesasaforce tobereckoned
with, Dexyshaveintentionally beenkeepinga
verylow profile,inanattempttoavoid being
categorised aseither2-Tonersor Mk 2 mods.

Asvarious sweat-soaked Dexys rummage
throughthe pile of debris theycall their
personal effectsinacupboard drippingwith
condensation thatalsoservesasadressing
room, Rolanand hisdiminutiveguitarist Al
Archersetabout clarifyingafew points.

Thefactthatanythingcarryingthe2-Tone
brand name is currently synonymouswith
instantchartsuccess while their first single for
Oddball, “Dance Stance”, isstill bubbling
underisn’t causingthemundueconcern. In
fact, inJuly, Dexys passed on a2-Tonedeal 1o
signwith the EM!-distributed Oddball set-up.

We didn’t wantto become partofanyone
else’s movement,” claims Rolan. “We'd rather
beourown movement.’

“If wehad seriously wanted tojumponthe
current bandwagon,” says Archer, “wecould
have been Secret Affairagesago. But we were
very conscious of the fact that we might
becometoocloselyassociated with that very
strong2-Toneimage, wheninfactwe'reintoa
wholedifferentapproach. Alot of people have
already come toexpectacertaintypeof music,
aparticularbeatand amost definiteimage
fromevery new bandsigned to thelabel,and
automaticallyit’salldown towhetherornot
you're as good as The Specials.

Faircomment, but I'm more interested in the
factthatsoearlyin Dexys career, Rolan feels he
hasto defend himselfagainstaccusationsof
arrogancein hisonstageraps. Thisturnsout to
bearathergreyareaofconversation.

“Maybe,” Rolan ponders, somewhat unsure
of howtherumoursoriginated, “it’'sbecause on
stage wegivethe appearanceofbeingslightly
coldanddistant. Speakingfor myself, | feel
quiteisolated fromother musiciansoutside of
thisband, simply becausel don't seemto have
anythingincommon with them.

“Even beforewestarted thisband, Aland|

5 usedto hangoutindiscoslisteningto things

m

like James Brown's ‘SexMachine’and War’s
‘Me And My Baby Brother’, whereas all the
othermusiciansin Birmingham wereregular

“It’s because we
hold back on the
visuals that we’ve
been marked as
cold and distant”

concert-goers—they'd go

andsee MottThe Hoople

or Bowie. Me, I rarely ever

wenttogigs.”

Whatever their

individualbackgrounds,
DexysMidnight Runners
areanotherin what seems
likeanendlesssuccession
of Birmingham-area
bandsusingthe’60sasa
springboardintothe '80s.
Whereastheirneighbours
haveexcavated the blue-
beat/ska motherlode, Dexys
arereclaimingsomeofthe
long-lost civilisation.

Rolan mightdisplayrespect for the Stax,
Atlanticand Motown label triumvirate, but
surprisingly heclaimstohave been equally
influence by such British progenitors as
Georgie Fame, CliffBennett, Zoot Money and
Geno Washington. “Thegreatestsoul singerin
theworld,” is how Rolan refers to Washington
whenintroducingthe band’s song “Geno”.

Rolandefends Geno'stalent with as much
vigour as The Osmonds defend Marie’s
virginity. Ittranspires thatwhenonly 11, not
onlywas Geno Washingtonthefirst liveacthe
eversaw-hisolderbrothertook himalongtoa
gig-but when the idea of Dexys Midnight
RunnerswasfirstconceivedinJanuary 1978,
Rolan turnedtotherecorded output of the
flamboyantsoulster.

“Iwastotally fed up witheverythingelseat
thattimeandsolstaried listeningtoall of
Geno'sold recordsand anyothersoul single
1 could pick up for 10p around the markets.”

By July’78 thefirst lineup was rehearsingand
exactlyayearago began playingaroundlocal
youthclubs, where they built upastrong 14-15
year-old following.

“Theywere thekind of places where they only
sold lemonadeand crisps,” Rolan recounts.

Since thenit’'sbeenagradual process of
phasingout the oldies quotient in favour of
theirown material, gainingstrength through
the course of numerous personnel changes. In
particular, the brassteamof twosaxesand Big
Jimmy’sgut-bucket trombone combine to
producearich, raspyblast which no other
Britishsoul band has previouslyattained.

Asafrontman, CarloRolanisquitesubdued.
Infact, hespendsalargepartoftheset
strapped toaguitar. Thegroup policyseemsto
favouraslowburnratherthananinstantflash.

“Sure,” explains Rolan, “Icould goout there
and dothat‘Are you havingagood time? |
wannaseeeverybodyclappin’ theirhands’
routine while theband just pumped outa Stax
bassriff, but what's the point?  wouldn’tstoop
solowastoinsulttheaudience’sintelligence.

“Ifiteverseemslike we're holdingbackit’s
because we're tryingtoavoid thatkind of
approach. Wecouldn’tdothatand ever hope
toretain whateverintegrity we possess. And
it'sbecause we hold back on thevisuals
that we've been marked asbeingcold
anddistant!

Andarrogant?

“Couldbe!” RoyCarr

Dexy’'s: Fun

ky Butt Fassst!

fient line up was)
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Death by

misadventure
NME RIP, Bon Scott,

AC/DC singer dead at 33.

OMETIME BETWEEN
TUESDAY night and

Wednesday morning of last
week, AC/DC’s vocalist Bon Scott died
while unconsciousinthe back of a
friend's car. The cause of death was
acute alcohol poisoning, aninquest was
told later in the week, before recording
averdict of “death by misadventure”.

Scottish-born Scott had been with
AC/DCsince1974,and appearedonall
six of their UK-release albums.

Along with a musician friend called
Alistair Kinnear, Scott had been at
London’s Music Machine until the early
hours of Wednesday morning. After
leavingthe club, the pair drove to
Kinnear's home in East Dulwich, by which
time Scott wasinan alcoholic stupor.
Kinnear decided toleave himin the car
tosleep it off, and returning to find him
stillunconscious later that day, he drove
toKing's College Hospital, where Scott
was pronounced dead on arrival.

Despite the death of Scott, aged 33,
AC/DC promise that they will continue.

Return from exile

MM MAR 8

self-imposed musicalexilewitha
series of singles to be released by
Rough Trade. The first, Wyatt’s
interpretation of “Caimenera”, the Spanish
original of “Guantanamera’, is released in
afortnight, with BillMacCormick on bass
and Harry Beckett on flugelhorn. The
B-sideis ViolettaPara's “Aracuna” sungand
played by Wyatt with MacCormick on bass.
Oneoftheothersingleswillbe Wyatt's
versions of Billie Holiday's “Strange Fruit”
andChic’s “At Last I'm Free” and another
featureshisacapellacoverofthe Golden
Gate Jubilee Quartet’s “Stalin Wasn't
Stallin’”. All the singles’ tracks
wererecorded over the
lastfew weekends,and
analbumisbeing
considered, though
therehasbeenno
discussionyet
about Wyatt
playinglive.

R OBERT WYATT RETURNS from his



“Mangled, searing noise”

NME

ET'SPUTIT this way: everybody's
I Ilooking for something to fallback on.

Three years of rock iconoclasm have
proved that nosooneris one postertorndown
than another appearsto takeitsplace. There's
plenty of room on the hoarding, and lacking
apiper to call the tune, we pay our money
andtake our pick. Punk, heavy metal, mod,
modern, rude...they sound as hollow as | feel.

For a time this fragmentation seemed
healthy. Now it just seems like it's crumbling.
Eachstyle givesits adherents an elite
status, areason to look down on the
rest. So they use that excuse to
take it out on each other-
instead of on the system
that causes their
discontentand their
revolt and finally closes
inlike afogonallthe
frail, frustrating
aspirations of teendom.

What asad and
terrible waste of all that
healthy, honest, confused
andill-directedrage. Shave
your head, wear abum-flap,
buy a suit or stitch logos
onto your backif youmust
compensate for feelings of
inadequacy, butdon't
squander thatrage.

Anddon’t wait for your
“leaders” to define it for
you either, because all you do by following
themis compensate for their feelings of
inadequacy, oftenincash, which only helps
turntheminto the very thing they - or some
of them - set out to turn you against.

But people need something toidentify
with, and these days they'll take what they
canget. Last Tuesday | found myself amongst
the bondage division, watching them trickle
into a sorely under-advertised Killing Joke
performance atthe London University. An
operative of Killing Joke's Malicious Damage
label pointed out adim and stubborn
regional punk crew whofollow the band
obsessively. “They're looking for aleader,”
he observeddryly.“Like everybody else.”

In the few months that have elapsed since
Killing Joke released their “Nervous System”
EP,avirulentcocktail of after-punk
ingredients, they have come close to the

Introducing... Killing Joke. “We play the way
we feel, we don’t pose,” they say, but NME isn’t so sure...

KILLING JOKE
WARDANCE

“When it comes to
playing, if you lie,
it sounds like it”

point of being handed the standard. So close,
so quickly, and so slickly, that suspicions have
been aroused. The previous weekend they
playedto aLyceum full of people who had
come to see Joy Division, after ads had given
Killing Joke equal if not greater prominence
on the bill. It turns out the promoter had
naively entrusted the advertising to Killing
Joke, who'll take what they can get too.

They're not so muchunscrupulous as plain
guileless. But experiences such as their short-

lived and acrimonious liaison with[sland
Records will teach them cunning.
Meanwhile they kick out hard-
nosed modernriff structures
andspew out harsh,

psychoticlyrics with
sufficient conviction to
make adentinthe
pervading apathy, but
not quite enough
originality to be wholly
persuasive. Nonetheless,
anewsingle onRough
Trade called “Wardance”
makes a predictably
abrasive noise.

Theydon't wantto
provide you with another
entertainment. “No,"” says
their founding member,
“we want to fuck them up
inthe process.” His
nickname s Jaz, he plays

keyboards and sings, and he's given to terse
statements. About ayear ago he and Paul, the
drummer, put an adin Melody Maker that put
them onto a guitarist called Geordie, and
soon after they found a bass player bearing
anuncanny resemblance to Sid Vicious,
called Youth. In1977, Youth was “posing about
down the Roxy", Geordie was at school failing
his A-levels, Jaz was livingin a “hellhole called
Cheltenham” and playing with Paulin aband
run by someone called Matt Stagger.

“lt was agoodband,” says Jaz, “butit was
his show, and towards the end it got sickly
commercial and we just didn't fit. It wasn't
being very honest,and whenit comes down
to playing, if youlie, it sounds like it.”

Killing Joke's ambitions lie in the sphere
of rhythm and noise. Youth cites Chic asan
example of the rhythm. “All that sugar shit on
top, forget that, but the rhythm’s there.”

Killing Joke:(l-r)
PaulFerguson,Kevin
“Geordie" Walker,
Martin“Youth” Glover
andJazColeman

“And the production,”

- s says Jaz, “afat sound.
p— We're gonnaget that,
eventually. But we're
gonna have noise on top
of it: mangled, distorted,
searing noise. *

Otherwise, their
intentions are vague.
“You have to keep going
forward, and there’s not
many bands that do that,”
explains Youth. Needless
to say, despite musical
similarities to the likes of
Wire, PiL and Gang Of
Four, they feel no affinity
for otherbands. “We're all
different, y'see? We're not
like allthe other bands, all clones who all like
each other.” Jazisnotinagenerous mood.

“Whereas we all hate each other,” adds
Youth. “We've all got different ideas and
out of that we've got a general direction.
Someone will write asong, theniit'llbe passed
to someone else,censored, and passedon
again. Sometimes it gets to the point where
one of us will walk. If it gets past that point we
usually end up with agood song.”

They allagree they want to provoke, but
what they want to provoke s vague.

Youth attempts some sort of definition:
“Changing the attitude tolooking forward
instead of back; doing something different
instead of following somethingelse.”

But they don't want to dictate, nor
foster violence, nor provide merely token
aggression: "We play the way we feel all the
time. We don’t pose.”

No, theydon't. They're genuine. Genuinely
limited. But they are good within their
limitations, capable of generating some heat
and sounding energetic and purposeful. So
purposeful that you're forced to ask what the
purposeis. The answer liesin atangled mess
of handed-downideals and private drives.
Jazsayshe had the idea for this group ages
ago. What was the idea? “Toformagroup.”

Youth grapples alittle more patiently with
the question. “It's like with the skinheads.
They stand there looking around, then they'll
decide to start boppingup and down. After
about six or seven gigs they'll start to wonder
why -and then perhaps they'll start
changing, and that’llbe worthwhile. Butin
the meantime youfeel like asking them what
the fuck are you here for? Why are you doing
it? Youcan see they're not doingitbecause
of thereasons you're doingit.”

Confused? So are they. lask if they know
the significance of the red and the black - the
international anarchist colours -usedon
theirlogo. Youth does, the others don’t.
“We're notinto politics,” someone mutters.

The top-dogat CBS Records walks out
halfway through their gig that night. “Good,”
says the Malicious Damage operative.
“That'llkeep CBS off their back.”

Aslleave,amember of Killing Joke asks
me to write something nice about them for
achange. | lie and say | will. These days
expediency comes cheaper thanintegrity.
PaulRambali
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FER ’J Introducmg Duruttl Column,
new on Factory Records, home of Joy
Division. “l don’t want to be on the dole
much longer,” says main man Vini Reilly.

ONY WILSON,GRANADATV
T producer and Factory Records major-

domo, picks me up at Manchester
Piccadilly for the drive out to Didsbury.

“The thing you have to remember about
ViniReilly is that the boy was veryill. He's had
this problem with the stomach... He suffers
frombouts of anorexianervosa, where he
can't eatanything for months. Sometimes
you have to talk to him before five o'clock
because that's when he eats. Afterwards he's
usually extremely sick.”

llook at my watch. It's still only midday.
Wilson continues, his customary brusquely
cheerfulsself.

“Actually, we had to make him step out of
hisillness to work on this Durutti Column
album” - we being Wilson and his partner Alan
Erasmus. “It was arisk. If you'd seen the boy,
you'd know. I thought, ‘That boy is either
going todie or he's got to getbetter’,and as
peopledon’tage...”

Openingthe door on the terraced house
where Reilly lives with his ma, we're greeted
by a small, frail figure with bony fingers. Reilly
isinhis mid-twenties andis obviously
extremely thin for hisage. Onthe other hand,
he doesn’tlook like he's about to shuffle off
this mortal coil.

Wilson accepts alate Christmas gift from
Vini,asmall charm, with much thanks and then
disappearsback to Granadawhere he does
whatever producersdo for TV programmes
like World In Action. He is also finishing off the
editing for a film constructedfrom an
improvised jam with Reilly, keys player Steve
Hopkins and bassist and general knob-
twiddling wizard Martin “Zero” Hannett
(shownon Granada's Celebration arts
programme last week).

These three are sometimes better known
as The Invisible Girls, John
Cooper Clarke’s back-up team
onboth“Sleepwalk” and a
forthcoming muse-and-music
productionthat will be the
word-man’s thirdlong-player.

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1980

Reilly, by his own admission, is not at all
well. For the last three years he's suffered
periodically from the psychological disease
that stops him eating and the debilitating fits
of depression thataccompany this state. Now
he seemsrelaxed andlucid, occasionally
staring offinto the corners of the room with
anintense expression.

“The doctors can’t find anything wrong with
me,” said Reilly softly. “Allthey do is give me
tranquilisers and they make me go tosleep.”

The Durutti Column has been functioning
on and off for aslong as Vinihas been sick,
althoughit's evident that working hard has
been one way of staving off depression. The
original Duruttis were aband with a part-time
singer (Colin, anactor) who played melodic,
newish wavish music with a bizarre swagger
that now appearsincredibly
dated (witness their
contributions to the
“Factory Sample” double
EP,FAC 2).

Vini'sdebut album,

The Return Of The Durutti
Column(FACT14)is quite
unlike the Durutti Column
of “Factory Sample”. It's
mostly asolo guitar album,
classically flavoured,
tipping and modulatingbetween themes
with anappeal that haunts back to times past
(childhood, personal reactions to the death
of aparent, tune for lovers) and lightly
structured sketches that have an electric
flamenco propulsion. The music is Reilly’s
own, occasionally assisted by bass and drums
but always translated through the able hands
of Hannett.

“Martinreproduces echoes; finds a
rhythmic pattern on the synthesizer.| gave

“I don’t know why
anyone would want
to listen to my
record, because |
made it for myself”

 FART 14

“It’sthekind of thing
thattakestimeto
sinkin": ViniReilly of
The DuruttiColumn
inManchester,
January17,1980

him 20 tracks and he selected the ones he
could work with best. | didn'treally hear the
album from playing the pieces until the
finished plastic.”

Asthe original Duruttis fragmentedinto
lethargy and Reilly’s health lapsed, he had
assumed that was the end of his musical
career. But Wilson was adamant that he would
work, and visited Reilly with a proposition for
asolo album.

“Ithoughtthey'd go on without me, but
Tony said, ‘Look, you are The Durutti Column
-now go aheadanddoit.”

Factory's success with Joy Division has
meant that the label can afford to nurture
talents like Reilly's or A Certain Ratio's without
hurrying theminto unnecessary deadlines.

“They have alot of schemes now. There's
anideaforafunfilm, Too
Young To Know, Too Wild To
Care, which I'm scoring.

Reilly confesses that
he was terrified of being
boring on hisrecord
and thinks that some
people will buy it for the
wrong reasons, either
because they collect
Factory artefacts
regardless, orbecause
it's got asandpapersleeve.

“The musicisincredibly simple, but 'd like
anyone to listen toit and enjoy it, to get
somethingout of it. It doesn't hit you; it's the
kind of thing that takes time to sink in. What
Ireallylike is when aunties and uncles hear it
and you see themtap afoot, or whena friend
says they went to the pub and came home and
gotstoned and putit on. That's what it's for.”

Reilly gently resents some claims that
therecordis ambient, or thatit'saless

THE EMACIATED LINE

BETWEEN ART AND AMBIENCE

roducer and

WILSON, Granada




imaginative version of an ECM album;

cerebral music for washing-up.
“That's aninsult.l could have

been mathematical about it all, but

every piece hasaraisond’étre,an

inspiration. Some people, rock critics

.~ |suppose,listentomusicinafalse

. situation. I like Keith Jarrett, but
Ithink all other ECM musiciis crap.”

Steve Reich?

“Incredibly boring. Youbegin to suspect
people’s motives for liking that kind of thing.
The whole elitist thing in music is desperately
wrong. Truthfully, | don’t know why anyone
would want to listento my record, because
Imadeittointerest myself, but do think
music shouldhave aplaceinsociety.

“Itisn’t fair that operacan get Art Council
grants -thoughlhave nothing against opera
-when rock music, whichis equally as
important as an art form, is considered
alesser form of expression.”

Tomysurprise, Reilly says that he likes to
meet up withsome friends “to thrash about
with rock’n’roll, Jumping Jack Flash’and
"Johnny B Goode".”

It's obvious thathe's happiest with a guitar
inhishand. Reilly practises constantly, using
apiano forideas and studying composition
fromrecords and books. He's as interestedin
Benjamin Britten as he isin Ry Cooder, butin
the words of the old Ed Banger & The
Nosebleeds song which Vinico-wrote withMr
Banger while playing guitar for that combo,
he “Ain't Been To No Music School™.

Viniis anxious to play live again. He misses
the honestreactions of a club audience.

“I started off playing sort of jazz rock with
The Wild Rams, but withthe Nosebleeds Ed
would get areal response jumpingacross
tables and confronting the people. Then| was
askedto play on TOTP with Jilted John, but|
don'trespect anybody involvedin that.

“With John Cooper Clarke | don’t know
whatwillhappen.He's been greatly
misrepresented. People pick up onthe
swearing, but there'salot of very sad stuff too.”

Asthe afternoon sinksin, we walk over to
Hannett's house inasmarter part of Didsbury.
Therest of the day is spent at Cargo Studios
in Rochdale where Hannett is mixing A
Certain Ratio's contribution to the Science
Fiction Festival album. It's good to see such
aninformally mischievous person with such
supplerollingfingers behind adesk. In the
studio Zero can go totallyindulgently insane.

But that’s another story. Vini Reilly didn’t
come to Rochdale anyway. He had togo and
collect hisdole.

“It gets a bit difficult to tell them you can’t
comeona certain day because you'redoing
atelevision programme. ‘Youon television?’

I get funny looks; | don’t want to be on the
dole much longer. If these things all work out,
maybe | can earn enough to live without all
that. The great thing about Factory - I want
you to put this in - is that they never gave up
onme.”

And then he adds, maybe as an
afterthought: “Factory canseem very
serious. It gets taken very seriously. Really,
though, it’sjustlike avery good game.”

Accentuate a very good game. Itisn’t
played tolose. MaxBell

Indiscriminate
prescriptions

MM FEB 2

TheNippleErectors
attheNashvillei
WestKensington,
Londcn,in1978

physician, DrGeorgeC

E LVISPRESLEY'S PERSONAL
Nichopoulos, appeared before

the Tennessee Board Of Medical
Examinerslast week on charges of
misconduct in his treatment of the King.

Sincehisdeathin 1977, rumour hasbeen
rifethat Elvisdied froman overdose of
drugsand not from heart failure. “Dr Nick”
ashe'saffectionately called, admitted
prescribingvastamountsof drugsfor Elvis.
Hewasfound guiltyofindiscriminately
prescribingand dispensing controlled
substance for 10 patients, including Presley,
inthe20 monthsbefore thesinger died. The
good doctor has been suspended from
practisingfor three monthsand has been
placed on threeyears' probation, but the
boarddetermined thathehad “no
involvement” in Elvis’ death.

DrNick, however, gavean insightinto
Presley’sstate. He portrayed Elvisasa
“psychological” addict. When he wentout
ontheroad with El, DrNick said he carried
threesuitcases ofdrugs forthesingerand
hisentourage. At thetimeofhis death, Nick
had prescribed 680 pillsand 20cc ofliquid
uppers, downers and painkillersto Presley.

Asfarastherecord goes, though, Elvisstill
died of heart failure,although therewere
tracesofseveral potentially dangerous
thetimeof

drugsin
hisbodyat E‘ L
VIS was
hisdeath.
HarryDoherty a pill-head

MM MAR 8

HE NIPSHAVE disbanded
T after disagreements and

disillusionment about the way
their currentsingle, “Gabrielle”, was
handled by their record company.

The band have blamed Chiswick, who
licensed the single from The Nips’ Soho
label, forits lack of chart success,and have
disbanded “in protest”, playing two final
gigs at London’s Rock Garden on Monday
next week, and the Music Machine with
The Purple Hearts on March 14.

Chiswick's Ted Carroll told the MM
that promotional problems came when
thebandinsistedonitbeingreleased just
before Christmas - traditionally abad
time totry andbreak anew act-and
coincidentally at the time when EMI’s
now-defunct Licensed Records Division,
whichhandled Chiswick’s promotion,
wasinits death throes.

The Nips' founder members, singer
Shane and bassist Shanne, willgo onto
form their ownbands.

RAY STEVENSON / REX

"A skinhead symphony™ *°

Friday next week, the day after the band sets off for a European tour. The EP was recorded

'I' HE RELEASE DATE for The Specials’ live EP “Too Much Too Young” has now been set for

atLondon's Lyceum and Coventry's Tiffany’s on the recent 2-Tone tour, and includes “Guns
Of Navarone” on the A-side and a “Skinhead Symphony” of “Longshot Kick The Bucket”
“Liquidator” and “Skinhead Moonstomp” on the B-side.

Therecord was produced by Jerry
Dammersand engineer Dave Jordan,
andalthough nodecision has yet been
taken, it seemslikely that thesame pair
will produce the next Specialsalbum, to
berecorded over the next few months.

TheSpecialsreturnfromamonthin
Americaattheendof February-they
supportThe Police forafortnightand
then play two weekson theirown-and
hope tohave thealbum readyintime for
their next British tourin May.

Meanwhile, BBC2's Arenais preparing
adocumentaryon The Specialsand the
2-Tonelabel, directed by Geoff Perks,
whose last programmewas the Arenadoc
onSham69. [t will be broadcastin March.

TOO MUCH TOO YOU

GUNS OF NAVARONE /LONG SHQT KIC

K THE BUCKET/LIC! OR ./ SKINHEAD MOONS

THE SPECIAL AKA. LI

FEATURING RICO
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“ltsgrotesque,
1t's shabby,
1t's beautlful”

LEONARD COHEN
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"My motherkind
sfproduced this

record":Leonard
Cohenrelaxesat
hisLondonhotel,
January8,1980
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MELODY MAKER

EONARD COHEN IS a happier man these days. Tired, but

probably enjoyingit, he’s just finished a European tour,

whichincluded three sold-out London concerts. And still

hundreds stood outside, disappointed and ticketless.

CohenwasbornayearbeforeElvis Presley. The tour came

toanendon theeveofthe third decade of hisinvolvement
inrock’n’roll, whichbeganwith listening toFrankie Laineand the King
backinthe '50s.

“lalwayslovedrock,” hesaid. “I rememberthefirst timel heard Presley,
how relieved and grateful lwasthatall thisstuffheandall of ushad been
feelingfor solonghad finallyfound aparticularkind of expression.”

Cohencutsastrangefigureintherock’n’roll world. Touringisabout the
closest hegetstobeingan active participant, andlooking at him, deathly
tired after 24 hoursand morewithoutsleep followinghisfinal London
concert, it'sdifficult toimaginehimenjoyingit.

“It’sfun now,” he admits. “Buteverybodyon the tourhashadatiny
nervousbreakdown at one pointoranother. I don’tknowifit'sthe
weatherorthetour'sintensity, or the music, orthecombination of the
people, buteverybody has had togo through aradical re-evaluation of
their condition on the road. We're enjoying it now because we’ve
surrendered toit- theyjust carry our bodies from hotel room tothe
airport bus,and the music manifestsitselfeach night...”

releases albums. Recent Songs, his eighth, has just come ourt,

coinciding with the publication of
apoetry-and-prose collection called Death
OfA Lady's Man (note the spelling). it comes
12 years after thearrival of hisfirst, Songs Of
Leonard Cohen.

Followingtherelativespiritual
impoverishment of Death OfA Ladies' Man
(hisSpectorcollaboration), Recent Songsis
areturntohismore melancholiccharacter,
though thistime the work’s romanticism s
tempered byatough strainofrealisminthe
narratives, and the distancingeffectsofhis
experiments withsuch florid language.

Withoutthatstrain thealbum would be
unbearablysweet,asthesongsareset toakind
of Eastern European pastiche,
incorporatinga “sobbing” gypsy
violin-Cohen’sownwords-and
anoudplayer, alongsidemore
conventionalinstruments. It's as
courageousasitiseasyontheear,
deliberately skirtingsoclosetokitsch.

Cohen’s notunawareof thedanger
of workingsoclose to the edge. He
explains: “Who would daretowrite
songs aboutswansand roses?| feltfor
some odd reason like rescuingsuch
imagery from thebacksof Christmas
cards, andreturningthose symbols,
those images, to a place ofhonour-if
theyever had one. And also touse the
shabbinessand irony of those images
toreallygetsomethingfromit,asan
ironicdevicetorescuetheirreal
passionateromance. [fthey’re
successful, theydo create resonance
andharmonicsintheheartsofthe
listeners,andalandscape thatthey
recogniseastrue.

“It’'sgrotesque, it'sshabby, it's
beautiful,butthen beyond all thatyou're willing to forgive these conceits
ifyourecognisethemastrue.”

Thedangeris thatsuch devices disguise whatyou'retryingtosay

people might notlook beneath the surface of the songs.

“Ithink thesongsareguarded by those kind of devices, for better or
worse. Idon'tknowifit’sagoodidea, butin conversation people claim to

C OHEN DOESN'TTOUR often, usuallyas frequently ashe
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“The only
thing I had to
work with at
the time were
these cliches”

have trouble with those things, but then afterwards, the mind goesto
work and tries to determine what the experience has been. Andin the
midst of thething, I think everybody knows what’s goingon.

“Peoplewhowant tohear the song, who'vegot that kind of appetite
-there’s no need for everybody to have thesame -1 think the songs
penetratedirectlyandimmediately,andit’sonlyafter the fact thatyou
begin toexamine whyorwhat.

“Ontheotherhand,” hecontinues, “Idon’twantyou to think  sit
around thinkingabout how to geta certain effect, because that’slike
startingattheend. You feel acertainrealityand struggletoarticulateit

-i'smorelike scavenger work rather thansitting atagreat luxurious
table, choosingonedelicacythenanother. You take what there isor what
suggestsitself. To me, theonly thing 1 had to work with at the time were
thesecliches. I couldn’tenter that experience through any othergateway
butthecliches.”

Ifi'snotalready evident, Cohentakesalotofprideand care in writing.
Sometimes, hesays, songsare worked on foryears, constantlyexamined
andre-examined.

“Perhaps some spontaneityislostby this process, buton theother hand
[think thatwe'reup toourearsinspontaneity,” hesuggests.

“I'mrather fond of newwave, because that had some energy. But Imean,
foralongtime we were getting pop music with thekind of lines that I can’t
believe seriously thatany writer struggled over.

“lcan’thearanything, besides ambition and greed, behind most of
thelyricsthat I'veheardinthe past four orfiveyears. It isn’ta matterof
erudition or pedantry. it'sa matter of consideration, and I don’t find much
around, whetherit’sinthe Royal Academy or on the jukebox.”

He’s notpreaching, or makingjudgements.
Theurgethatdriveshim towrite obviously
doesn’tqualifyhimfor Tin Pan Alley, though
thelinesseparatingqualitysongsand fast-buck
pop wentdown with Dylan and The Beatles
back in the '60s. Not to say that Cohen doesn't
livefrom writing; only helives forit, too, which
isthevital difference.

Ittooksome time coming, but he gotagold
disc for Songs Of Leonard Cohen eight years after
itwas released, and anotherin Germany forthe
inaccurately named Greatest Hits. His music
sells, but sellsslowly.

“Therearecertain cranks, like myself, who
needthatkind of complexity to entertain them.
Ifeel thatI'm producingentertainment

-1don’tthink I'm producing
instruction, philosophyordogma.”

ERHAPS THEMOST
Psu rprising move Cohen
ever made was teaming

up with PhilSpector, for Death
OfA Ladies Man. The result was
astonishing, notbearingthebest-
known characteristics of either. [n
Spector’scase, thearrangements
were mostly incompleteand empty,
bare skeletons of tunes, which
somehow worked by default.

Theirsoullessness matted the
desolation of the songs, denuded of
the dusky melancholy which Cohen
usually drapesover his most painful
moments. Thistime, bitternesscame
through undisguised, destroyingthe
romanticisminthewriterand
replacingitwithabrutalised clarity.

Itcontains his mostcynical work,
easily hismost physical. Cohen’s Last
Tango?Couldbe. Listen to thelast verse of the title song:

“Sothegreat affair is over/ But whoever would have guessed! It would
leave usall sovacant/Andsodeeply unimpressed.”

Or, from “Paper Thin Hotel™:

“Thestrugglemouth to mouth/Andlimb to limb/Thegrunt of unity when
hecamein.”



Thealbumreeksof desperation, alast-
ditch pitchat survival through the purging
of pain. And, like most works born out of
such anabject condition, it'shighly
compelling. It'sbrutality must have
comeasashock 1o Cohen’slong-standing
admirers,andifit'sultimately flawed,
itgetsbetterwith the passingoftime.

Death... was madeat acrisis pointin
Cohen'slife. Heexplains:

“Myown marriage was breakingup,and
mymotherwasdyingofcancerat thetime.
Sothadtocommute fromLosAngelesto
Montreal [hisbirth place] twicea week. It
wasaverytryingtime; my personal tife was
sochaotic-somany factorscontributed
1o my condition, which wasjust asense of
alossofcontrol -aweakness.’

Thereseemsto beaverymasculine
approach taken with thisalbum.

200 Motels, wantedto dosomething
more experimental.

“Heonly filmed the beginningand end of
eachsong,” heclaims. “Then he would film
theaudience, orsomethingin-between.”

Theyhadaraging quarrelabout the
Palmerversion, andeventuallyCohen
decided toedit themoviehimself, 1o try
toassembleawhole concert from the 90
hoursof footage, only todiscover that
the musicjustwasn'tthere. Instead
of showingwholesongs, Palmer
experimented with cuttingin footage
from newsreelsandsoon.

“Atthe Sports Palast in Berlinwecame
acrossaveryrowdycrowd. TheBerlin
audiences, thenand now, liketobe
mastered,” hesays.

“This was thesame place where Goebbels
had made hisfamousspeech where he'd

“Ineverlookedatit thatway. That'san
interestingpoint...  mean, therewere
bodyguards, guns, barbed wirearoundat
Phil's place when we did thealbum.”

Spector producingaCohenalbumissuch
astrange propositioninthefirst place. How
diditcomeabout?

“HecametoaconcertofmineinLA,andthe
facttharhe didn’tcauseadisturbanceindicated
heapproved of the music. Wehada mutual
friend, and we metone evening.l wasoverat
Phil'shome-and heusuallylocks the doors
fromthe inside soyoucan'tleave. Asfcouldn't
getoutof the house that night, we started
workingtogetherandinthenext 10 or 12 days
we wrote Six or seven songs.

“That part ofit went very swiftly. Whenwe
were just working togetheratone, it wasvery,
very pleasant. But when hegets in the studio he becomes Mr Hyde.”

ROM THEREON in, Spector's megalomania took control and

their working relationship deteriorated. Cohen becameso far

removed from the record that he now refers to it as “Phil’s
album”. Spectortook thefirst-take vocal tracks away and locked
Cohenoutof the studios.

“Thethingthat'smissingfromtherecordis theintimacythatl
established with Lissauer [John, his previous producer], who allowed me
totell thestory of thesong. But I couldn’t possibly develop under those
conditionswithSpector—days and days of screaming, first takes, tapes
beingconfiscated. twasjust awasteof time, youknow. But Iwastoo
weakat thetime todoanythingaboutit.

‘I thinkthesongson therecord aregood. If the treatment was different
[thinkitcould have been averyacceptable thing. Evennow [ seecertain
aspectsofitsexcellence. Not that I really care, as [should care.

“Butldothink there'ssomethinggay and manicabout thealbum.The
mixisveryeccentric, butifyoudon’thappentobelookingformeinit,
which unfortunately was, ifyou just lookaat it as a piece of music, it'svery
interesting. And it gets better. couldn’tstanditat the beginning.”

But the process of creatingit provided anecessarybreak with the past.

Hesays: “Itwaslikethefinal chapterinanycase; ['dreached that point
tharmade mejust pullup my bootstraps. Everybody goes through that.
Italso taughtmealotabout the studioand influenced meto produce my
ownatbum-myexperiencewith Phil taught menevertolisten toanyone
else’sopinionagain.”

Onemightthinkhewould havelearntfrom
hisexperiences with Tony Palmer, the British
filmmakerhe brought intofilmhis 1972
European tour foramoviehecould useto
promotehislateralbums,asat that pointhe
wason the verge of retiring from the rock scene.

Cohenwashopingforastraight
documentary, but contends that Palmer,
havingjust completed Frank Zappa’s

“There were
bodyguards,
guns, barbed
wire around
at Phil's place”

asked the famous question of the German

people, ‘Wollt ihr den totalen Krieg?' |“Do

youwanttotalwar?”]and theyallstood for
25minutescheering.Sothiscrowd wasgetting
outof handand myequipment wasbreaking
down-the placewasontheedge of anarchy. So
Ishouted out of the microphone, ‘Wolitilirden
totalen Krieg?' and they went completelycrazy.
They thought | was deeply insulting themor
something.

“Anyhow, Tony haditintercut withthatspeech
of Goebbelssayingit. I thought thatwas alittle
oo heavy. Itwas just foolingaround with
somethingfartoosacred tobetreated so
casually. ThenitcuttoHitlerridingin
Nuremberg. Thatwas one of the mainreasons
Ididn'twantthisfilm-itwasalittle Grand
Guignol, youknow.”

That'sjustadigression. The changein mood from the Spectoralbumto
Recent Songsismarked. On thesleeve, Cohen credits his mother, Masha
Cohen, with “reminding me, shortly before she died, of the kind of music
sheliked”.

“Mymother was Russian and she used tosing Russiansongs round the
house,” he explains. “She was awonderfulsinger, great deep voice.
Actually,aweek beforeshe died I played her the Phil Spectorrecord,
which thadjustfinished. Shesortoflistened patiently toitand shesaid
that peoplecandancetoit. And then, later on, shesaid, ‘Why don'tyou
writesongslike the oneswe used 1o sing, youknow, with aviolin?' ltwas
justamoment of conversation, asuggestion.

“Idiscounted that, as | discounted mostadvice about my work. But
Ithinkittook root, and I was introduced to theviolinist Rafti Hakopian,
who's Russian.

“lt went from there. My mot her kind of produced thisrecord.’

Theviolinistand the oud player Cohen usedon the albumarepartofhis
present touringband. They’rean odd-lookingensemble tobe playingat
anestablished rock venue, with atleast three membersabove 40. But
somehow it fits, as Cohen always has done, somewhere in theouter limits,
makinghisownrules.

Did he ever feel divorced from the rock 'n'roll mainstream?

“I probably am working somewhat out of what appears to be the
mainstream. Butl knowsecretly that I'min themainstream, andalot of
theotherstuffinitisjust fashion. And that older and stronger traditions
thatarejust below thesurfacesustain the culture.” ChrisBohn ®

Cohen: haunted
y Spector

LEONARD GOHEN
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“(uitar solos

DEF LEPPARD

— VI FEBRUARY 2 —

HEIRFIRST REHEARSAL studiowasinanold
building near the Sheffield United football
ground. Asingleroom, itcostthemafivera
week torent.

Afterworkon Friday, they’'dgodown thereand
rehearse, often until 4am. There were fourof
them. Pete Willis played guitar. Heknew Rick Savage, who played
bass. There wereseveraldrummersin thoseearlymonths. Then ©.
RickAllen joined. Pete and Savwere 17, Rick was 15. Joe Eltiott
had neversungin abandbefore, although he played alittle guitar
and had depped asadrummerinalocalrock’'n’rollband. They -
told himthathelooked the part. He was tallandbrawny, witha .
shockofcurlyblond hair:anidentikitheavy metal frontman,
really. They were persuasive. Hejoined themin October 1977.

They plundered Thin Lizzy and Bowie albums for songs for L}
theirearlyrepertoire, playing “Jailbreak”, “Rosalie” and
“Suffragette City”. Theybegan writing theirownsongs, too.
“Sorrow IsAWoman”, which theystill play, was written then,
thoughitwascalled “Misty Dreamer” in those days. Joe wrote
thelyrics; Pete and Savhandled the riffs.

There wasanothersongcalled “War Child”. Theirfaces twist
withembarrassment nowwhentheyrecall“War Child”. They
dismissitquicklyasbeingderivativeof Black Sabbath.“An
‘orrible fookin’ mess, itwere,” Joe Elliott cries, hisaccent as '
thick asagirder of Sheffield steel.

Theyintroduced “Emerald” totheirrepertoirewhenSteve  ®
Clark joined and theyrealised they had a mutual interest. They '
metagainataJudasPriest concertatSheffield City Halland
started talkingguitars. Pete invited Steve toarehearsal. Steve
wasimpressed. Hewasinvited tojoin the group. He aci:epted.

Theycall themselves DefLeppard. Theirintention waslocal fun
rather than international success; at first they nursed nogrand
ambition. TheydebutedinJuly 1978, at WestfieldSchoolin
Sheffield. They say they were dreadful, but copped the promoter
forfivequid anyway.

They werenotsatisfied rehearsing four hoursa night, five nights
aweek; they'd spend weekend afternoons developing andrefining
theirheavymetal assault, theirarmouryofbone-crunchingriffs.
Andtheirlocal reputationgrew intoanortherncult. »



August24,1980:facing
ahailofmudandbeer
cansfromasectionofthe
crowdclaimingtheyhave
“soldout"”,DefLeppard
takethe stagebefore
headiiners Whitesnakeat
the 20thReadingFestival
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S
REGULAR musIC pPRESENT

DEF LEPPARD
+ Support -, ol Impressed by theenterpriseof young punk
ffanys. Glargow © °';“5“";’:'m. £2.00 bands who'd financed their own recording,
Doors open

theysaved and scrounged enough moneyto
gointoFairviewStudiosin Hull, where they cut
athree-track EPof theirownsongs. They
released iton theirown label, Bludgeon Riffola

“Ride into The Sun”, “Overture” and “Getcha Rocks Off”. Those who
know about such things will tell you that “Getcha Rocks Off” is destined
tobe remembered as a classic heavy metal performance.

Theyfound anenthusiasticsupporterinAndy Peebles, the Radio | DJ
Even John Peel played therecord. [ {M aficionados in the music pressbegan
toshower themwithadulatory notices. People were beginningtotalk
aboutthemasoneoftheleadingbandsin the newwave ofheavy metal,
futurethreatsto thesupremacy of UFQ, the Scorpionsand Judas Priest.

Then, last summer, Phonogramreleased asingle, “Wasted", ablustery
performance marredby anindifferent production. Phonogram placed
themassupportontwo prestigioustours, first with the Americanhard
rock singer, Sammy Hagar, then with AC/DC. Theyestimate that they
played toover 40,000 people on those tours.

Theirimpact must havebeen considerable. In this paper'sreader’s poll
inNovember, they were voted into fourth placein the “Brightest Hope”
category. Inthesame category inthe NME'sreaders’ poll they were voted
intosixth ptace, above more fashionable contenderslike The Undertones,
the Pretenders, the Gang of Four, Secret Affairand Selecter.

DefLeppard'sfirstalbum isreleased in March.

ed
Proot of a9t of oves 18 may e requit:
741

Tiffany’'s before you reach the corner, sprint up the stone steps

into the glare of the foyer. Past the ticket office, quickly. Therea
fewbouncersin their tight-fitting tuxedos; look at them, with their
necks bulgingout of their starched collars. The manager leads the way
into the pumpingheart of the batiroom.

Theairisravaged by the hysterical excess of Rainbow, screaming
throughthehouse PA. When thetape finishes, Zeppelin replaces
Rainbow on thecassettedeck. [t'sgoingtobethat kind of night.

The manager declares himself pleased with the attendance: atleast 700
headbangers so far, he estimates. Notatallbad fora
Sunday night, especially foraband headliningits
firstconcertin Glasgow. Mindyou, hesays The
Specials played hereonaSundayand theyhad 2,500
rabid kids packed intothebaliroom. And the police
were squabbling outsideonSauchiehall Street with at
leastanother 1,000. Herolls hiseyes at the memory.
Oneofthebouncershad beenstruck that nightbya
girlwieldingahat-pin. Heand oneofhis men dragged
hertothebackof theauditorium. They tried tocalm

FOLLOWTHE MOON to theend of Sauchiehall Street. Turn into
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DeflLeppardint979:
(I-r) JoeElliott, Rick
Savage,Pete Willis,
Rick Allen, Steve Clark

herdown. Shestripped offhershirt and, naked to the waist, tried torun
off. Shewastackled by apolice officer. She felled him with a well-timed
kickin the balls. The managerchucklestohimselfas hetells the story.

Tonight'saudienceisalready pressed tight around thestage, fists
clenched, punchingthe atmosphere in the familiarheavy metal sieg heil.
Theirfeet arestamping, their headsshakingviolently. Theimaginary
guitaristsareout, t0o. Justafew for themoment, though - the Deep Purple
Formation Dancers would not take to thefloorin force until Def Leppard
areontheboardsandtearingholesin thefragilefabricofthelocal ozone.

Thecrowdaroundthestagebeganchanting. Their message was unclear
atfirst. Then theirrantingbecame ominously clear. “Wehate mods, we
hatethe mods, we hatethemods... We hate, we hate, we hate the mods!

DefLeppard wereracingdown the narrowstaircase from their
dressingroomto thestage, Joe Elliott must have heard the chant. Asthe
band plugged inandroadies made last-minutechecks on equipment,
poppinguplikegreasy glove-puppetsbehind theamplifiers, Elliott
grabbed hismicrophone.

“D'yerwant uster dosoom Secritt Afferrsongs furyer?”

Thereply waslostinalandslide of noise as Def Leppard smacked out
their first powerchord of their set.

Thatfirst chord was like agrenade goingoffinyourhand; surviving the
restof the performance waslikelivingthrough Pearl Harbour.

Thedrummersoundedlike he was shittingamptified housebricks. His
bass-drumkicks walloped holes in thechest; each cymbal crash wasa
sustained operaofalarm. The guitarswerea thick carpet of shrieking
chords. And Elliott’'s voicecame howling through the debris, like the devil
callinginthe damned forsupper.

And thiswasjust thefirst number. Itleft me more confused thana
conversation with Robert Fripp.

Theboyssure could whack itout with the best of them, as earlier
observershavebeen quick toremark. | saw UFQ ayearagoat the
Hammersmith Odeon. Compared tothislot, they sounded like
schoolchildrenrattling therailings with theirrulers.

Asavisualspectacle, DefLeppardareawhirlwind offranticgestures,
arm-swinging, head-shakingand microphone twirling. Socompletely
dotheyepitomise thesatin-and-leather flash of heavy metal, they almost
becomecaricatures. There were more barechestson
thatstagethanyou'd find inatoplessbaron Sunset
Strip. Willisand Clark have perfected every
manoeuvrein the HM handbook of macho poses,
throwingmoreshapesinonesongthantheentire
frontlineof Thin Lizzyinanentireset.

Onesignificantdistinctionshould, however, be
madebetween Def Leppardand their HM
predecessors. Solosare infrequent, usually quickly
despatched, moreoftentightly contained withinthe



blistering structures of the songs. Willis and Clark
prefer to maintain the pace of the attack, which
relents only for the obligatory moody ballads.

Ofcourse, thisdid nothingto deter the denim-
swathedranks of phantasy guitarists. Theylined
upattheback of thecrowd in neat battalions,
heads down, right hands scrubbingtheir chests
whiletheleftrodeup anddownimagined fret-
boards. They wereeven more energeticand
franticallynimblethan theband. Whooosh!
Therewentone,avertical take-offfroma
standingstart!Craaammmmm! There hie went,
smackingdownonhisknees, backbentoverin
animpossiblearch, thebackof hishead dusting
the ballroom floor. There was a marvellous
moment towards the end of the set. The guitars
dropped out, leaving Rick Allen alone for a brief
drumflourish. Suddenlyeveryonewasan
imaginarydrummer.

It’sdifficult making notes withbothhands
clamped overyourears, and dodging flyingriffs
thatare threateningtotearoffyourkneecapsrather prevents one’s
assimilation ofindividualsubtleties. However, | doremember that
“When The Walls Come Tumbling Down” was an epic about apocalypse,
complete withcharacteristicHM imagery of doomanddestruction. The
final encores, “Ride Into The Sun” and “Rocks Off”, seemed standard
hardrock outbursts, fiercely played andlavishly received.

Afterthegigit took at least four double vodkasand asharpslaponthe
back of the head to recover the power of speech.

“Loud?” exclaimed Pete Willis at the hotel. “We only used halfstacks
t'night.”

Helooked at meas ifl was thebiggest wimp on the planet. | didn’t reply.
Myearswerestill bleeding.

1LLIS, ALLEN AND Savage have gone offwith the road crew
g / ; ; to the local fleapit. Rather appropriately, they have goneto
see Apocalypse Now.

Elliottand Clarkarein their hotelroom fielding questions. Elliott is
affable, forthright, confident; not atall the offensively cockyindividual
Ihad beenled toexpect.Clarkisdrunkand getting worse.

“Weall knew when we started theband that it were goin’ t'be heavy
rock,” Elliottis explaining. He has thekind of accent you hearonvoice-
overs for Hovis commercials. “Weknew it weren't goingt’be poonk. An’
itweren’tgoin’ '’beLena Martell. Weallknew it were goin’ ' bebased
around Lizzy, Zeppelin, UFO.

I had wanted to know whysuch a youngband had turned to heavy metal
rather than punk, likemostoftheir contemporaries. When they formed
punk was, after all, themost fashionable trend. And Def Leppard shared
bothageand circumstances (bored teenagers, working class) with the
majority of new punk bandsstormingthebarricadesin’77.

“We never thought about it,” Clark blearily attests. “Wejust did what we
wanted to do. We never thought, ‘Well, punkis fashionable, heavy metal
isdated - let'sbefashionable, let'sbeapunkband.”

“If we'd done that, itwould've been unnatural,” Elliott elaborates. “You
getcertain bands whosay, ‘We've tried for 18 monthsat bein’ this kind of
band. We’re not gerren anywhere, let’sbe summat else. We’llchange us
nameand changeusimage...’ Like, apparently, thereusedt’beareally
weird, heavyrock band called Black Widow. Apparently,some of themare
now in Showaddywaddy.”

Helooked suitablyaghast, asif someone had just walked over his grave.

“Itwould've been falsefor usto pretend we weresummat we weren'’t,”
he continued. “It would’vebeen wrongfor ust’say, ‘Right, we’llgoand cut
ushairand dyeitblond and wear bondage trousers with zips all over
t'placeand beapoonkband’. Butit’snot that’ wedidn'tlike poonk. I
though t'Pistols were greet. It’sacliche now, butit did give music business
akickup thearse. People must’ve been gerren pissed of fwi’ bandslike
Supertramp. I likeSupertramp mesel’, but I can see kids’ point of view -
when there’s nowt’appenin’ apart from yearly release of anew
Supertramp album or Pink Floyd, kids’ll get pissed off, look for summat
new. Sowhentheygerrabandliket’Clash comin’ up, theythink, ‘Worra
greatfookin’ blastof energy.””

The new Lords of Denim

“It would've

been wrong

for us to say,
‘Right, we’ll be
a poonk band™

Elliottiseager tostress thecatholicism of Def
Leppard’s musical tastes, Pete Willis might be more
empathically involved with heavy metal-“he only
everlistens to UFO and Priest” ~butSavwasinto
Queen and Boston, and Rick Allen was deeply into

funk, especially Parliamentand Funkadelic.

“I'vegorracasefull o’ tapesover ‘ere,” Elliott
wenton. “Youcan look throughit, if yer like.
Noneof'emareheavyrock. Thenearest thing
t’heavyrock intha’ bagis Meat Loaf. I've got
Tubular Bells, 10cc. 1 justlike music. It’s just that
Idon’tthink I'dlikeitas much playin’ 10cc’s
musicon stage.”

“Thingabout new wave,” Clark said,looking
up from his beer mug, “werethatthebandshad
adefinite feelin’ for audience. Theywere just
likeaudience. There wasasortofrapport. An’
it'sthesamewi’ new wave heavy metal bands.
Likewi’ old wave heavy metal band, like Rush, it
were: ‘Lookatme.I'minaband. I'mona 10-foot
stage.'maboveyou.’ Thereisn’tthe same

rapport. I fookin’ ‘ate that. We haven’t got that attitude, that Sabbath,
Deep Purpleattitude. We believe thatit’s t kids what count. Like, we’ll
puton show whatever... | could break me back, but I'dstill play show even
ifl hadt’'becarried onstage. We wouldn’t pull out of show just because we
didn’t havea propersoun’checkor bollockslikethat.”

Whatever their own sympathyfor punk, it could hardly be said that the
punkshadeverdisplayed areciprocal sympathyfor heavy metal, old
wave or new. Didn’tthatsmartalittle?

“No doubt some would think so,” Elliottreplied. “But fact that Johnny
Rotten might notlikeusdon’t meanit’sgoin’ t'put me offlikin’ him. If
leverheardan interview where Rotten or Joe Strummer weresayin’,

‘Oh, DefLeppard ~wharraload of bollocks!’ I'djustsay, ‘Fairenough, he
don’tlikeus. Tha’sno reason fer metogo an’ break all me Clashalbumsin
halfand say, ‘ldon’tlikeyouany more.””

guard of heavy metal and its more recent youthful manifestation.
Elliott thought there was an even greater difference.

“Frankly,” hesaid, after somepause, “I don’t think t'old wave of heavy
metal bands area patch on’t new wave. I'm not talkin’ just about us now.
You compare people like Purple and Sabbath wi’ UFO, wi’ Michael
Schenker. Purpleand Sabbath aren’tin’t same category. I mean, Sabbath
werejustreally heavy. Nolightorshade, nomelody. UFOandtoacertain
extent Judas Priest, there’s more variety wi'them. It’s a totally different
sound. Like wi'usit’s morecommercial. Some of ourstuff, like ‘Rock
Brigade', if that ever came out as asingle, it'dbe commercial. It wouldn't
justappeal to heavy metal fans. You can’tcomparesummat like that wi’
‘Paranoid’ or ‘Child InTime’. It's short, punchy. Its three minutes. It’s
straight though. Bangbangbang. Verse, chorus, verse, chorus, guitarsolo,
stop. That’sit.”

Theydidn't, then, approve of the old Ben-Hur-length guitar solos (and
bassand drumsolos) muchfavoured by their predecessors? They
certainlydidn’t.

“Guitar solos areborin’,” Elliott stated unequivocally.

“That’swhywedon’tdoany,” Clark hiccupped. “We don’t have half-
hourdrum soloslike John Bonham wi’ Zeppelin. We think it’s borin’. We
trytostrike abalance between what Sabbath were doin’ and what the
fookin’ Clash aredoin’”

Asfaras the press was concerned, though, they were morelikely tobe
treated with the derision traditionally reserved for Black Sabbath than
with the often sycophanticreverence afforded TheClash: they would
most oftenbeseen as akind of desperatejoke, 1 told them.

“Ican’tunderstand that, to be honest,” Elliott said. “Inanykind of music

-beit punk orheavyrock, oreven country & western-there’salwaysa
brilliantartistand there’s alwaysashitartist. Like, inheavy metal, where
you get areally good band, someone like UFO, you'll also get your
Motérhead. I think Motorhead are fookin’ terrible.  saw Motorhead at
Sheffield City Hall. After two numbers I had to put mefingersin meears
|/ knew the feeling]. Lemmy’s not got thesweetest o’ voices at best of time.
That night he had a cold. He sounded like aferretbein’ strangled.

“Wharr’ I'msayin’isthere’s
goodandthere’sbadinall »

C LARK HAD ALREADY made one distinction between the old
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sortsof music. But the press always seem to slag heavy rock wi'out
thinkin’. Doyouknow why?" he puzzled.

Ididn’t. Isimply pleaded guilty.

“ljustdon’tsee whytheydoit,” Elliott continued, immersed nowin the
argument,givinghistonsilsahellofan airing. “I can'tsee how theydoit.
TheClashmightbegreat, excitin’an’ that-but musically they're nota
patchon UFO. Inmyopinion, heavy rockis the second best music for the
actual musical competence of peoplein’t bands. JazzrockI'd put top.

“Peoplelike Chick CoreaandBilly Cobham, musically they're brilliant.
Tolistentol think they'reborin’.1mean, onelike... JohnMcLaughlin -
now he’s probablyt'best guitarist in't world. I dunno, but I couldn’t
watch himplaylive, sittin’ cross-legged on’t bloody floor. I'd rather watch
Chuck Berry play three notesand duckwalking, you know. Imean, you
gotoaconcert, youexpect summatto begoin’on. Youdon't want tosee
someonesittin’ cross-legged onabitof carpetsayin’ prayers for
audiences before hestarts playin’ guitar. I'd rather watch Clash, frankly.”

Elliott pauses for breath, | rinse out myears.

“Ithink,” hesays, “the majority of heavy rock bands are musically more
talented than the majority of new wave bands. And probably puton abetter
show, too. I'mnot sure, though-1imagineabandlike The Boomtown Rats
mightputonagoodshow. Butbandslike the UK Subs, limagine they'd be
totally uselesslive, ‘cos they’re totally useless onrecord. That Charlie
Arper, I thinkhe’sawasteoftime. Helooksold enough tobe megrandad.”

Soyouresent thefact thatthe presscharacterises heavy metalbands
and theiraudiences simply as moronic headbangers?

“Coursel do,” Elliottsaid. “There isalot of talent there. It really does
annoy methat the presswillknock aband 'cos they’re labelled heavy
rock. Theysay they’rejustanother joke band, theycan’t play. Butifthey
took the timetobetotally unbiased and watched the bandsthey’d seea
lot of people who canreally play. LikeSteve ‘ere.”

Hethrewhisthumb over his shoulderat Clark, whowas tryingtolight
oneof thetwocigarettes he could obviously seein his mouth. “Stevecan
really play.”

Hepaused dramatically.

“Stevewere trained classical,” he declared likea triumphant parent,
commendinghischildon hisfirstheart transplant operation.

lwondered, though, whether hethought that most heavy rock/HM
bands didn’tactually inviteridicule with their costumes, light shows,
lasers, dryice, leathers, permsand juvenile mysticism.

“There’ssummatinthat,” he said, soundinglike Len Fairclough
ponderingaforeignbodyin his pint. “But [ don'tthink the songs and the
musicdo.”

Clark took his nose out ofhisbeer.

“ldon’tknowwhat the kids think orwhat the press thinks,” hesaid, his
wordsslidingdown histonguelike arunaway toboggan down thenorth
face of theEiger, “but when we do agig, we don't think we'reheavymetal.
Forme, someone like Black Sabbath, Motérhead or Van Halen - that's
heavymetal. We're notinto noise. We like volume, butit's got tobe nice.
We're tryingto make music that'sappealingand exciting. Ifyoulike quiet
bits, we've got quiet bitsinourshow. ..”

lItoldhimIcouldn'thearthem forthe noise. He ignored me.

“...Ifyoulikeloud bits, wedothat too.”

Elliottjumpedinquickly tostress the variety of Def Leppard’s material.

“Youcan’tsayalloursongsare thesame. There might be a basic
similaritybecause they’reall hard
rock songs, so you're going to get
yourguitarsolo and your wailing
vocalsan’allthat nonsense. Butwe
doallsortsofdifferent things. Some
ofthesongswe do are slow,some we
doareridiculously fast, some wedo
arequiet,somewedoareloud. And
wedosomethatarefastand slowin
thesamesong.”

Averitable Noah's Ark of variety!

incoherent outburst from Steve

Clarkabout the virtuosity of
mad kraut guitarist Michael
Schenker, togo on to the next
pointon the agenda. Elliott had
been thinking, though.

IWAS PREPARED,AFTERan
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“Frankly," hesaid, “lcanseeyour point, where yousay bandslike us
mightbeinvitingcriticism because of the dryiceand theleather trousers
andsmokebombs. But there’sa certain obligation, certain unwritten
rulesyou have tostick to. People expect things of you.

“Ifweeverdida tour ofyour Hammersmith Odeonsand what haveyou,
wenodoubtwouldusedryiceinslowbitsandopenwithanintrotape
andhavefookin’ explosionsevery othersecond. Itaddsto the visualside
ofit. That'swhatpeopleexpect.

“But,” hesaid darkly, “the music press would just go, ‘Phahblahblah it
wasalldryice, leathertrousers, open-neckedshirts, gold medallions,
wailin’guitarsolos, all the usualstuff-let’sgetback tothe bar...””

Iwondered where he had seen meinaction.

“Thingis,” hesaid,and I could sympathisewith him, “because heavy
rock hasalways beenknocked, it will always be knocked.”

“But,” said Clark, “it’llgoon. It’sexisted for 10 years, despiteallt'other
trends. Andit’ll last longerthan mod or ska, or whatever revivalitis.”

Thiswas unusually coherent for theguitarist.  asked himifhe might
explain the continuingappeal of heavyrock. Hetried, rather bravelyin
thecircumstances.

“Peoplewholisten toheavy rock are workin'-classkids. They’re not
interested in fashionsand trends. They don't giveashitabout what's
happenin’in t'papers. Theystick by what theyknow they like. They don’t
changeimageevery week. Just ‘cos there’ssupposed to be amod revival,
theywon'tsellall their Judas Priestalbumsand rush outan’ get Secret
Affair'salbum. They’'llthink, ‘Fookit, I'lllisten towhat I wanttolistento.’
Theywon’'tchangeclothesjust ‘cosit’s fashionable. Iftheywant to wear
flares, they'll fuckin’ well wear 'em.”

LARK’S FLEETING REFERENCE to Secret Affair had

conveniently brought usinto the '80s. I wanted to know what

Def Leppard thought of various performers. With norealidea
inmind [ reeled offa few names: Springsteen, Costello, the Pretenders,
The Specials.

“We don'tdislikeany of 'em,” Clark smiled cheerfully.

“ThePretenders,” grinned Elliott. “Chrissie Hynde. I'd liketomarry ‘er
oneday.”

“Wedon'tdislikeanybody really,” Clark belched. “Welikeeverythin’”

“lcan’tstand bandslike Specials,” Elliott blurted, destroying Clark’s
magnanimity. “An’ what’s thatother load of tit tha's just coom out? The
Beat.Can’tstand 'em either. Tha's mod. Don’tappeal tome. Asfaraslcan
seethey’rejustrevampin’an’ ruinin’oldsongs. ‘TearsOf A Clown’ by
Smokey Robinson were brilliant, but Beathave done itand I thinkit’sa
load o’ rubbish. Same wi' "Specials. An’ Madness, | don’t knowif1 like 'em
or‘ate 'em, ‘cosevery time I watch 'emljustcrease up. They’rereally
funnyt’'watch. Theyremind meofSplit Enz, tobe honest, the way they
kindoflumberaboutlikeidiots.”

Clarkisawakeagain."Bandslike Specialsand Madness and themods
andth’parkasan’all thatshit,” hesaid, “all they’re doin’ is just revampin’
whatwashappenin’in 1966. But what we'redoin’ isn’t revampin’ 1969
heavymetal. We'retakin’ themroots, but we’re buildin’on‘'em.”

Exactly thesame could be claimed for The Specialsandska, I protest.

“Idon’tknow that much about ska,” Elliott intervenedtartly, “all Tknow
isthat they'rerevampin’ summatthat’solderthan heavyrock and they're
not getting’slagged forit. They're revampin’ 1964 orwhenever... like the
mods. Like, twoor three yearago,
The’Oowere borin’ old farts. Now
they're t’heroes of all 'mods. Does
thatmeanin 18 months theirmod

k audienceof nowis goin’ to be walking

‘,l(;:‘\ aboutwi’kind of Indian waistcoats wi’
p = : &y ) longdangly tassels?

v “I'reckon,” Elliottcalculated, “that
byabout 1983, weshould haveall
these parkasthrownont'fireand
they'llbe gettin’ headbands owt of
cupboardagain.”

Thisargumenthadacertainlogic;
but weren'ttheyreally deluding
themselves? Didn'teven theirkind
of newwave heavy metalactually
depend uponitspredictability? The
closertheystuck to theestablished
clichesof thegenre-inappearance,

DEF LEPPARD



sound and presentation-surely the greater the chance of
success? They weren'treally strayingtoo faraway from
classic HM themes of sexual dominance, celebrations of
hedonism, macho posing, apocalyptic ranting about the
end of the world.

“Alright,” Eiliottargued. “So there areclichesin whatwe
do.Atsame timelcould run through thousands of punk
songs thatare allabout the same old punk cliches. There
they are, singing, ‘l wannabeananarchist, | don’twanna
conform,'monthedole, I've got nomoneyan’life’s so
hard..." Allthat crap. So you get some heavy metal band
singingaboutdeath and destruction, astraltripst’moon
an’all that. But we haven't got songs about death and
destruction... wi' t'exception of ‘When The WallsCome
Tumblin’ Down’. That’sthe onlyone. Mostof oursongsare
morepoppy thananythingelse.”

“Ifyoulistento ‘Walls’,” Clark said, “you'll realise that it
don'treviveall those thingsaboutdeath anddestruction
thatyou had in’69. It'slookin’ forward. We wrote tha’ songs
perhapsayear beforeallthiscrap camearoundinlranand
Afghanistan. Ifyou listen to the words: ‘All the peoplecame
together in fearof theend...””

Yes?

“Well, itmeanssomething,” Clarkinsists. “It’sa prediction.
1t’s notgoing back overthatold Black Sabbathshit

“It’sinthe futuretense,” Elliott added, trying,
presumably, tobeenlightening. “Ifyou ever getthechance
toread t'words when album comes out, you'l| see that they
explainexactlywhat would happenifthere’sa massive
atomicwar. If thereisever anatomicwar, [reckon that
90 per centofthose lyrics will prove to beaccurateabout
what’llhappen.”

He paused fora moment, considering this.

“Giveortaketheodd thing,” hesaidatlength. “Likethe
women bein’ ‘capturedan’chained’”

“That'sacliche,” Clark said, farting wetly.

“Maybe,” said Elliott. “But the bit about ‘national suicide’... you willget
alotof peoplekillingthemselves. And, like, ‘America fell to the ground’
you'regoin’ t'getbuildin'sfallin’ down, you're goin’ t'get kidsleft crippled,
whetherit’s wi’ atomicraysor wha'ever.”

“Wholecities fallin’ down,” repeated Clark dreamily.

“Alotofit’ll belike that. Of course,” Elliott added modestly, “I'm not
sayin’ thatI'msomekind of messiah whocanseeinto thefuture.

“I'dlikeyou to know that haven'tgotone Black Sabbath album,” Clark
admitted suddenly, asif thishad been haunting himsince childhood.

Leppard thought about the other bands
with whom they’ve been associated in
the vanguard of the new wave of heavy metal.

I mention Japanand Girl.

“Idon’tthink Japanare heavy metal,” hesaid
authoritatively. “ldon’t think Japanareanything
nearto heavy metal. Japanto meareabrilliant
band. I've got Adolescent Sexand | thinkit'sa
greatalbum. Butit's not heavy metal. The fastest
songonit’saBarbraStreisandsong, ‘Don’t Rain
OnMyParade’.

“I've never heard Girl, [ can’treallycomment
onthem. Buttobe honest, |don’t think they've
gotafuture. Theirimageis all wrong.”

“Yeah,” saidClark. “How could aheavy metal audience freak outinfront
of agroup thatlooks likeagangoftransvestites?”

“IlikeJapan,”Elliottinsisted. “Isaw 'em supporting Blue Oyster Cult.
Butifever there were doublebill thatshouldn'thave been, itwere that. Wi
Blue Oyster Cult, you've gotsongslike ‘Born T’'Be Wild', 'an theyattracta
lorrerbikersan’ tha’. An’ Japancomeon, an’ they’vegot longhairand they
wear makeup an’ they look a bit, you know, poufish. An’ they weregerrin
allthisstick fromaudience: ‘Gerroff, youfookin’ poufs. .. Gerroff, you
fookin’wimmin’’

“An’kids I've spoke tolast couple of days say they saw Girl wi' UFO and
they thought they werea bunch of poufters. I'm not sayin’ theyare poufs.
They're probablynot. Butidon’tthink they'vegot afuturewi’ thatimage.

IQUICKLYASKED ELLIOTT what Def

“We’re not
into noise. We
like volume,
but it’s got to
be nice”

“D'yerwantusterdo
soomSecritt Afferr
songsfuryer?™:
frontmanJoeElliott
onstagein1980

“I'vebeenin trouble before for sayin’ that birds don’t buy records. But
I don't believe women buy asmany records asblokes. An’ I reckon they'll
appeal moretobirds. An’ [don't think birds go toas many concertsorbuy
asmany records. Of course, you've got yourexceptionswi’ t'Rollers where
itweretotallyall birds. An’ alot of birds probably buy disco records. There
arebound tobe exceptions. ButI think there’sabigger percentage of't
ladsthatgotoconcerts.”

Elliottisconvinced of Def Leppard’s own commercial success, though
headmitsitmight nothave been possible without the commercial
breakthrough lastyearofboth Judas Priestand UFO. [ ask him why
he thinks thosebands finally found commercial success afteryears
(15between them) of unsuccessful stabsat
thechart.

“They gotairplayforastart,” hesaid. “They
tried to be morecommercial. They made
better records. They made commercial
records. Theydidn’ttry to do in the studio
what they do onstage. They madereally good
heavyrockalbumsinstead of average heavy
rockalbums.

“They realised,” added Clark, “that people
don'twanttoseeJimmyPageplayin'a
20-minuteguitarsolowi’ t'violinbow. It’sout
now. Atsametime, youdon't want togot’see
t'Damned, who don't play aguitarsoloall night.
Theywantsummatin-between. Summat
between the Dooleys and Black Sabbath.”

“The fookin’ Dooleys?” Elliott asked, utterly confused. “Wharrayer
talkin’ about now?”

“We're the Dooleys wi’ goolies,” Clark attempted to explain.

“Why do youkeep bringing up the fookin’ Dooleys?” Elliott demanded,
still confused. “What’ave we got terdo wi't Dooleys?”’

“We'reint'middle,” Clark struggled toclarify his statement. “People are
fed up wi’ bands shoutin’ about anarchy. There'as t'beabalance between
bandslike Rainbow, bands wi’ ripped knees in t'jeans, and Genesis. An’
Ithink thebalanceis us. Wecan play but we canstiil roar.”

Elliott looked at Clark, looked at me, looked confused. | was goingtoask
Clark toelaborate upon this point, but I didn’t.

He'dfallenback upon the bed, unconscious. Allan jores ®
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“It's outlaw

“It has Vaseline in it,”
say ,s0
naturally it offends.”
After a long journey,
Lux Interior and
Poison Ivy deliver a
debut album, and wow
as many people as
they outrage — which
isa lot. Says Lux:
“We want to become
unforgettable.”

LISA HAUN / GI

music’

NME

HENORMALLYMILD-MANNERED offstage
figureof Lux Interior twists and writhes his
facein arare show of angryemotion... If looks
could kill. Lux looks like he could spit a bucket
of blood. Allhim and Poison Ivy Rorschach did
was to walk into the buffet bar on York station
andwithin seconds the entire room s staringat them.

Luxiswearinghis habitual black undertaker’scoat, plastic
trousersandashinytop hat. Ivytrailshim lovingly ingold-
lamé pantsandapairof severediamantéspectacles. Forsome
reason the combination hastickled theimagination ofall the
otheroccupantsofthebuffet. Theygawp overcheeserolls,
their mouthsa perfect question mark. Some people titter and
nudge. Some peopleareoutraged and pointaccusingly, openly
offended at Lux'sappearance. Given the opportunity, they
wouldliketoexercise some physical violence on hislargeand
harmlessexterior.

It'sexactly thesameonatrain heading for Edinburghwhere
TheCrampsareto play formanyoftheir most fevered and
committed fans. Luxloomsdown thecorridorin crepuscular
silence, oblivious to the horror on the faces of all the mothers
whohidetheirchildren from this nasty man. Eventually some
oafsstarttolaugh outloud, seemingly unawareoftheirown
intenseanonymity. Luxechoes theirlaughterback at themand
thesituation issuddenlyugly until vy hurries him towards the
relativesafety ofadiningcompartment.

After 15yearsof beingjeered at, Mr Interioris gettingimmune
(o theinsulis. “Itisn’tan act wesuddenly thoughtof, tolook like
this. I'vealways been afreak. Thefirst gig we ever played at
CBGB's, we were completely out of tune for45minutesand the
clubowner Hilly Kristal told us we sounded like a total joke.”

Fiveyearslater,alot of people would probablyendorse
Kristal's opinioninspades. By much common consent The
Crampsareinept musicians, actors,dumb Yanks. Another
favouritelineofreasoninggoeslikethis: they'reso bad they're
good; they'rethe best worst band in theworld,
amusingcultartefact that crawledout of a
mausoleumoneday, likeextrasfrom The Tornb
OfLigeia.1t'strue that they don't like being in
thesuntoo much (although theyhave to keep
warm), but lvy comes from Sacramento,
California,and not Providence, Rhodelsland.

Quitewhytheyinspire thisstrange mixture
ofopen hatredand patronising possessiveness
isbafflingto The Cramps. Although they
admit that theirappearance encourages »



“Wedon'texclude
anything, webelieve
initall”: Cramps
co-foundersLux
InteriorandPoison
lvy,whometwhen
thelatter washitch-
hikinginSacramento,
California,in1972
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acertaindegreeof suspended disbelief, theyare
veryserious indeed about theirultimateambitions.

Luxpicks throughadead chickenand addresses
thetable. “When A&M in Americasent out their
guidelinetotherecordstoresthey described usas
acultnew-wave band who'djustrecordedan
albuminNashville. That reallyinsulted us. Apart
fromthefact that we made therecord in Memphis, tobelabelled asacult
groupissohorrible; itimplies an elitism thatwedon'twant. [think The
Crampsareaverycommercial band. Once, our biggestambition wasjust
logetonastage, but nowit’stoaimforsomekind of world domination.”

Ivyqualifies thestatement withi shy assurance, callingforth the double
rock’n’rollspectres of blind faith and raw power. These t wo commodities
werestrainingtobreakingpointlongbefore The Cramps firstcameto
Englandassupportbandon the Police tour of '79. Niglit afternight they
foughtlongandhard againstantipathyand collective blandness, and
theydidn’tstandachance.

ThistimeTheCrampsare headliningamoresensible tourofsmall
halls, collegesand clubsinaneffort toconvince Great Britain of their
undoubted magnificence. Solet’sstateonceand forall before we step
intofictionthat thisgroup are notacontrived garagebandwitha
penchant for CharlesAddamsand TheMunsters. On agood night The
Crampsmake timestandstill; they areutterly convincing proofof the
scrambled mechanisms that constitute classic rock’n'roll. They live out
LuxInterior's assertion that any great simple rock’n’roll music mixes with
anyother-andanyonewhocan’tappreciate The Cramps’ vitalityand
surrender to therhythmis missing the whole point that has fuelled the
genresinceJerry Lee Lewis destroyed hisfirst88and Little Richard
dippedintohisfirstmakeup bag.

InNew York, TheCrampsarenot very popularwith the cliquesofart-
consciousnew-music frauds. The American press would rather they
disappeared forgood. The nucleus of the group converged on New York
Cityinlate 1975.L.uxand Ivyalready had a blueprint based around an
obsessiveloveaffair with vintagerockabilly thatstemmed from
prolonged exposureto Cleveland's premier radiostationsand the genius
of Alan Freed's “Moondog”. The pairspent yearsscouring through the
binsofevery record storefrom Akron to Tallahasseeassimilatinga
collectionof oddities that would fashion theiraddiction for gonevinyl.

“When I met Ivyin Californial wasapsychedelicguru.lwastripping
out. LSDand plasticwere my biggest influences, moreso than music. I'd
alwaysliked these weird records withstrange-soundingnames and after
Istartedtolistentorockabilly I couldn’tlisten toanythingelse. Joe Sasfy
[aneminent rockologist| said that it demands the mostinexplicable leap
offaithinany musical phenomenon. It'ssuch a wild, emotional sound; it
demands thatyou question yourownlife.

Luxlooksdownat hishand,amangled confusionof purplebruises and
open-sorecuts, theresultof his nightly confrontation with this nation’s
clubceilings. Apparently hislifestyleis
notonlyaquestion, it’sananswer. “1f
peoplesay ook silly, well | don't feel it.
When I'mtrying togetgoneldon’tthink
ofanythingelseexcept gettingoutof my
mind. It'sself-hypnosis, a differentlevel
of consciousness. i don't feel the pain
untilafterwards, but when Ismash my
hand throughaceilingthere’snothing,
it'satrance.

lvywhispers her consent. “An {I
abstraction, astateof nothingness. ‘&\ i

L5902/

UXIS DISAPPOINTED when

hecan'treach that edge, even

thoughit means he paysall his
wages out inrepairs to angry club
owners. When the band played in
Edinburgh, he clambered to the top of
aprecariousamplifier stack and hurled
himselfhead firstinto the crowd. This
timethemanager of the hall, the
Astoria, joined himon the boardsand
attempted to pull the power, but
somehow Lux fended him off to the
delight ofall those of us straining
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againstathinlineofdisgruntled bouncers. Even
so, Lux feels that recent events have stifled The
Cramps’ natural spontaneity. “Whenmeand vy
managed the band, we were alot crazier.
Sometimes i feel just like this week’s rock band.
Iwanttheaudience to be surprised and shocked.”

Interiorlikens their music to theequation
betweenvoodoo, religion and catatonicmusicwhichinspired the
afterbirthof'50srock’n’roll in the American South. “We'vegone out of our
way todenyany involvementinblack magic, but werelyon voodoointhe
same way thatSamTheShamand Creedencedid. That's the real thing,
too. We don't meet in Haitiand hold massrituals, but we believe in certain
powers. We have candleson stage foratmosphere, not effect,and we use
Schwab'’s Jinx-Removingsprays and John The Conqueror floor waxand

what'sthat perfumecalled, Ivy?”

“Uh... Atom Bomb? No, Tigress. ltallworks. You don’t need toknow
anythingabout theoccult to become powerful; you can feelitalonein
aroom.

Luxand lvy are pretty kooky, but they're not deadpan stupid. Themuch-
laboured and ultimately derogatory definition of theirmusicasonlya
partofthetrash aesthetic missesthe point. Forsomeofthe current tour
TheCrampshavegone out with TheFall, labelmateson MilesCopeland's
IRS/Faulty Productsshebang. Owing toamisunderstanding over double-
headlinestatus, theinitial datesare beset with bad feelingand tantrums.
Afterthe Edinburghnight, The Fall'slead singer condescends to offer Lux
theadvicethat “youshouldn’tbother with all that Kiss theatrical shit. You
don’tneedit”,and TheFall'smanager insists on taking Luxin frontofa
mirrorinorder toshowhim how “ridiculous| look, to humiliate me”.

Obviously theseslightsare notjust insultingand hurtful. “How can
anyonetellmeit’stheatrical? 'msorry that we used thestage. That's what
astageisfor.ladmitwe'restillinlove with anonsenselife, that we're
remnants fromatime when wetook acidand never camedown, but | hate
makingsenseall the time.1'vehad a million looksand amillion names. In
SacramentolwasVip Vop, after theIsleyssong. It'son my driver’slicence.”

Wetalkabour TheCramps’ overdue debut album, Songs The Lord
Taught Us, produced in Memphis, Tennessee, by Alex Chition. | wondered
how they feltmakingaspiritual journey totheshrine of the musical form
they have turned intoa contemporary sound.

“Ithadtobean inspiration for us. In the South, rockabilly has overtones
offireand brimstone. It’'sa fusion of country, R&B and holy-roller
fundamentalism, thesame way it was for Elvis. Those peopledrink
strychnineand handlesnakesand theyalso play Stratocasters; those are
theirrites. We're coming fromanother territory, that'sall.

‘Butitisn'tajokeand thealbum title wasn’ta joke. Whichever Lord you
believein, webelievethe Lord taught usthosesongs.

Areyoureligiousinany moreorthodoxway?

“Well, I don't wanttogotoheavenifthere’s no hell.  see lotsof both and
Iwant tolivethemboth. Wedon't
excludeanything, webelieveinitall.”

Thisacceptanceof diversity can
betraced andenjoyed throughout
arangeof material that beliestheir
detractors. Cramps noiseisan
embodiment of forcefields like Chuck
Pullens, Link Wray, Dick Dale, The
Ventures, Surfaris, Rivingtonsand The
Kingsmen. Thefirst songtheyeven
un-learntwas “Quick JoeySmall”and
amongst the outtakes on Songs The Lord
Tanght Uswere an obscene version of
“LouieLouie” andacoverof Tommy
James’ “IHanky Panky”.

“The covers have to be songs that we
could havewritten,andsois ‘Goo Goo
Muck’. Ithink theonly people whocan
judgeithavetobelivingarock'n'roll
lifestyle. Besexual beings. With
rock’n’roll the searchisover, it's the
end ofalandscape. Youcan'tlookatit
likegreatart, itisn'tapaintingora
sculpture, it'soutlawmusicandit’shard
todoitright. IthasVaselineinitand
naturallyit offends.”

&
'_.:..‘\ O U\\.FL@:Q
!MVLOVE ME
J1CAN THAPDLY
SSTAND IT

PHE LECION OF TNE CRAMPED

10 DOCHRRT PATH GRANGEMOUTH



fvy Rorschach dreamed the name Cramps one night as she lay in asemi-
comatosesstupor peeringoveranoldKinksalbum. “f wanted aname that
implied agang, somethingwarped, aproblem...”

Luxinterrupts. “Atthetimein Americathere werenogood band names
anymore. It wasall Lightning Spot or Aerofeather, things that meant
nothing. Everyone was into this sexual denial, hippysensibility. We were
called aglitter band...” He cacklesimmodestly. “Thebest thing about our
audiencesis that they'reamixtureof theterminallyunhip and the
terminally hip. Soyou'll geta guyinasuit and tiestandingnext to
someone witha nail throughhishead.” (Which one’s ‘hip’?—Ed).

Tothisend The Crampslike their shows to be eventsand not just
interludesinasocial calendar. They’ve played tolarger crowds but their
forteisaclub, atleast somewhere where they can be seen and heard. “We
don’twanttobe huge inaMadison Square Garden sense, but hugevalue-
wise. We want to become unforgettable. Gene Vincent was never huge,
butinmany ways he's the biggest. Actually, Ricky Nelson was my first
idol, Elviswastoostrange...”

Ivygazesat Luxwithsultry admiration.

“Youlooked like Ricky Nelson back then.”

adefinite burst of adrenalin. There’s only one way to

appreciate The Cramps-onastage—and a week after my
notes had been pulled into some kind of shape I was suffering from
withdrawal symptoms. The band’simportant London datein the
Electric Ballroom turned out to be a minor letdown, predictably
enough. They suffered from the most baffling sound problems and an
audience who arestill notready to deliver themselves fromallevil.

Because ofthisincoherenceit was onlyreally possible toenjoy The
Crampsasspectacle, and from that perspectiveit'sobviousthatevenon
abad nighttheyare the perfectrock’n’roll band withimages as
attractivelyuglyasall the great performers.

LuxInterior is a naturallybrilliant whitesinger straight out of the
Presley mould withalinein lunacy thatelevates him to the pantheon
ofthetrueeccentrics. Like Joy Division’s lan Curtis, Lux is a potent,
underrated vocalistand he’shere now.

Some peoplewillinsist that the thingis dead,
sunkinaseaofsafeness, but pessimism froma
position ofisolationand inverted idealism can’t
explain the appeal ofananimalasuntamedas
The Cramp monsters. Besides which, those
reportshavebeen greatly exaggerated —rockin
thegraveyardis highlyrecommended.

Onereason whyThe Crampsareasfunnyas
theyareseriousis the fact thatall of them are
fanswith fantasises fresh from overexposure
tothe pleasures ofthe flesh and the 45.

Bywayofaninterlude, hereare some of their
favouriterecords:

Lux’s Top 10

“It's A Gas” - Alfred E Neumann

“Mama Oow Mow Mow" - The Rivingtons

“Ballad Of Thunder Road” - Robert Mitchum

“The First Singles From Outer Space” (NASA & The Sputniks)
“Paralysed” - Legendary Stardust Cowboy

“Yum Yum Yamaha” - Carol Conners

“What s A Fisteris?” - The Joker (AKA Mad Daddy)
“Girl On Death Row” - Duane Eddy/Lee Hazlewood
“Surfari” - Ward Darby & The Raves

“Red HotMama" - Wayne Williams & The Sure Shots

HALFWAYTHROUGH WRITING this thing 1 decided it needed

Ivy’s Top 10

“Funnel Of Love” - Wanda Jackson
“GoldenBoy" - Tommy Jim Beam & The Four Fifths
“Flamingo” - The Charades

“Harlem Nocturne” - The Viscounts

“Whistle Bait” - Collins Kids

“She SetMe Free” - Charlie Feathers
“Muleskinner Blues” - Dolly Parton

“I Want Some Of That” - Kai Ray

“You're GonnaMiss Me” -13thFloor Elevators
“Barracuda” - The Standells

“I want t-he
audience to be

surprised and
shocked”

THE CRAMPS

“There aren’t too many Brian Epsteins orMalcolm McLarensaroundin
the States.” Bryan Gregory, one half of The Cramps’ guitar front, sitsin his
room bemoaningthelateness ofhisgroup’s discoveryand the
reactionary nature of Americansin general.

“Thereare somany dull people; youcanseethateverywhere, it's so
apparent. Even downtothe fact that Americans have no creative shoes
like they do here, where shoeshave style, they're sleek and sexy. In
Americathey’reall” -Bryansearches forthe appropriateinsult -
“hippies,” hespits. “It'sso boring.”

Bryan Gregory and drummer Nick Knox, the other occupant of the
room, are unknown factorsin Cramps terms. Luxis the Garbageman,
thewordman, thefocal pointand mouthpiece; fvyis musical director,
part-time manager, full-time skipper ofan impossible team. Bryanand
Nick have areputation for being psychoticand they probably are. An
impromptutalk held in Bryan'sroom does nothing to dispel the notion
thatthesetwohonchosarequitehappy tokeep adistance fromanyaspect
of normality, that they aresynched into thecommunal doctrine ofimage
and madness which oft befalls the hapless victims of brutal upbringing.

When Knoxwas achild, hisfather larruped him into orderand didn’t
careabout theweals. Under their Cleveland home, Paindulgedhislove
for ultimatedeterrentsin the formofalargeand totallyillegal arsenal,
includingaselectionof policeand sub-machine guns. Nick's firstdrum
wasamilitarymodel withacrank tokeep thebeat.

Knoxisaterse, wittycharacter withanonchalant starehalfway
between amused and bored. Hekeeps atight rein on words. When Miles
Copeland asked him why he spokesolittle, Knox told him he had water on
thebrainwhich frozein cold weather.

Knoxguffawsloudlyand thenstartstonod off. 1 ask Bryan why it took
solongfor The Cramps to get signed in New York City. Songs The Lord
Taught Uscould and should have been made threeyears ago, and even
now the Americanreleaseis weeks behind ours. “It made usstruggle
harder, which could be agood thing... butafteratime you wonder if
maybe they don'tunderstand. We're popular in New York but you
wouldn’tknow it. { got realangry when bands were getting signed after
threemonthsand we'd been around for ages. That wasso unfair - they got
the rewardsimmediately.”

The reasons for hissnubbing are obvious,
though. Even by New York standards, The
Crampsare peculiar,and toarecord company
their musicisimpenetrable. Theyarerevivalist
inasense, but there'snowhere foradultA&R
manto pluginhisnew-wavemarketingindex.
Theydon’tevenhaveagoddamn bass player!
[t'll never catchon.

Gregory has plans. Hewantstodirectablack
horror film alaRoger Corman. “Luxisgoingto
producethe nextalbum, but 'm more
interested in filmsincorporatingsomeaspect
ofthe band. I've got phenomenal ideas but no
bucks. Iseethatinthefuture...” Bryandriftsinto conjecture.

Hasheeveracted?“No, butI'msurelcould.”

Knox: “Ihave.”

Gregory: “But nothing major, no playsoranything?”

Knox: “I nearly got arrested once for beingdrunk and disorderlyina
restaurant whilel wasacting. | was amusing mysmall circleof friends.”
Nick trails offinto an involved story about falling offchairs. “The policein
Cleveland don’t bother withme. llook likealaw-abidingcitizen.”

Thelastimpressions1 had about The Crampsbeforel stumbled offinto
thenightareall totally unrelated.

OnewasLuxInterior'soverview of modern urbanliving. “I've always
thought of the city notas acentre of civilisation butasajungle, and all the
peoplewho think they’resosophisticated arekiddingthemselves. The
buildings don’t makeanydifference; we'rejust thesameascavemen.”

Theotherwas the cautionary tale ofageingrockabilly original Tex
Rubinowitz, whom The Cramps played with in Memphis. Rubinowitzis
aperfectexample of that correlation between religion, narcosis and the
muse. Every night when he’s touring, Tex getscompletely pickled, toped,
blotto, picks up any women who willand smashes anything thatlooks

| likeit needsdismantling. After that he goeshometohis Baptist mother
andindulges agargantuanguilt complex.

Thatkind of style money can never buy. The Crampsknowall about
styleinstinctively. How could they be bettered? For whatyou areabout to
receive, maythe Lord makeyou trulygone. Amen. MaxBell ®
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H, THEHORROR, the horror...
Awhere’s Colonel Kurtz? Somehow

the demented Brando figureis there,
spiritually leading the new dance. Like him,
today's purveyors have witnessed the failure
of wanton destruction, as epitomised by punk,
andinturn have retreatedinwardly.

But whereas he translated his thoughts
into some nightmare paradise of his own
creation,recent bands’introspections
manifest themselvesintight,uneasy
rhythms, simultaneously despondent and
obsessively exhilarating. Coming too late
tolose themselves infuriously simple
thrashes, they've composed out of that
same frustration something more complex,
but equallyimmediate.

Joy Division are masters of this gothic
gloom, andthey're getting even better at it.
Since they played London last November
withthe Buzzcocks, they've added new songs,
more vigorous thantheir predecessors.

Less colourfulnow, they're getting closer

to the despair that's been the core of their
work thus far, and they're honinginonit by
twisting purplish plots round slower rhythms,
bringing the bass even further to the fore and
allowinglan Curtis's knotted-brow singing
greater expression.

Inother hands their songs would collapse
disastrously, but Curtis’ controlled
balladeeringmakes lines like “/ remember/
When we were young” (from “Insight”) one of
the saddest statements in pop, whichis after
allthe province of the young, and that sung to
the sweetest, most melancholic tune, too.

Perversely, they didn't play the greatlast
single, “Transmission”, but the next, “Love
Will Tear Us Apart”, was tantalisingly aired;
featuring synthesizer more heavily to
lightening effect, itbreaks away from the
claustrophobiainto clearer surrounds.

Optimismon the way? Whatever, I'm
prepared to wait. ChrisBohn




JoyDivison'sBernard
Albrecht(néSumner)
and lanCurtis(right),
whose “knotted-brow
singing”isgaining
greaterexpression
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“I don't have

to prove it
to anyone

TOM PETTY




“InAmericawe’vegone
fromsmallvenuestolarge
halls overnight™: Tom Petty
' & The Heartbreakersatthe
Civic Audirorium,Santa
Cruz,California,in1980
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NEAL PRESTON

Touringthe late-'79
breakthroughalbum
Damn The Torpedoes,
whichreachesNo2on
the US Billboard chart

NME

HEPICCADILLY HOTELin Manchesterisan
anonymous modern structure slipped neatly inside
amulti-storey car park - aninjection of glassand
concrete at the core of awraparound helter skelter.
Theethos behind such abuildingis entirely American,
the accent on efficiency and impersonality.

Adeskclerksurveysthelobbywithaglazed smile. “You're welcome,” he
parrotsawkwardlyat everysatisfied customer. “You're welcome.” The
expression gratesabsurdly. I look carefullyat the man’s nose; it doesn’t
appear tobegrowing.

Around the barwehave somestars tonight, local boys. The hotel is host
toaceremonialdinnerand testimonialbooze-up in honour of footballer
JoeCorrigan. There's much heartybanterandslappingofmanly
shouldersas thefamous players mingle with their tight-knit
mafiaofshowbiz personalities and aselection of thick-
set men in penguin costumes whoresemble off-duty
policemen. Assnippetsof conversation drift nearer
itbecomesapparent thattheyare policemen.

Averylarge gentleman wheezes towards the bar.
Heidentifies himselfloudlyas Bernard Manning,
all-purpose TV comedianand personage. Mr
Manning, fresh fromthecoverof the morning

SHELTER
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tabloidswhere hisimminentdeathwas
gleefully forecast, gathers his croniesaround
himandguffaws.
‘Ayeoop, lads,” he addresses the barin

general. “Aye oop, bloody press boys have
got mebloodydead! Lose seven stone?
Seven pounds more like.” Thebarerupts
sycophantically. MrManning'sdietis
obviouslyinabeyance. He’sacard.

Acrossthelobbyanotherpartyofinformally
dressed youngmen amble outof thedoorand
getintoalarge coach. Theyaren’tfootballers
though. Oneofthemisveryblond, good
lookinginanangular, undernourished way-
prettyyou mightsay. The football mafiastare
attheintrudersand muffled comments pass
betweenthem; personal commentsand
sexual allusions. Fat pink faces distortinto
adreadfulhallucination and theirgaze turns
tophotographerAnton Corbijn's metal
suitcase. Perhaps he’s from the Daily Mirror;
perhapswe’resnoopingon their private “do”.
Anton, whois Dutch, doesn’thave the faintest
idea of what'sgoingon.

He'slucky.

HREEHOURSLATER, a crowd of
| youthful Mancuniancitizens arefiling
outof the Apolloin high humour. Tom
Petty & The Heartbreakers have just finished
the second night of their British mini-tour.

Ithad begunslowly. Theaudience wasquiet,
rarelylettingpolite enthusiasm extend intoany
celebration. Pettychastised them gently. Were
theyallon mandies? Butby theend of the
eveningthe Heartbreakers have won their
reaction-agenuineone. They play four

encores, includingsuperbly weighty versions
oftheEverlys' “Girls, Girls, Girls” and Eddie
Cochran’s "Somethin’ Else”. The freshness
of theirattitude coupled with thequalityof
their... what the hell... musicianshipis
gratifyingratherthansurprising.

Tom Petty’s most recent album, Damn The
Torpedoes, is placed at No2in theAmerican
charts;itmayknock Pink Floyd offthat wall
anydaynow. Hehastwosingles somewhere
intheTop30andathird onewaitingtojoin
theminthewings.

Fornow Tom Petty hasarrivedandall
thatentails: the coverof Rolling Stone,

features in Newsweek, media pressures, what iseuphemistically termed
heavy” management.

Butitwasn’talwayslike this. Petty languished out 1974 in the backroom
atShelter Records, alabel with afunky backwoodsimage, asmall roster
ofidiosyncraticartistesand a homely method of promotion that suited
J]Cale, sunk Dwight Twilley without trace and upset Petty’s increasingly
ambitious programme.

Priorto the Heartbreakers, Petty fronted alocal Gainesville, Florida,
band called Mudcrutch, agroup hedescribes as “too peculiarfor the
time-therewassuch diversity in thematerial, there was noway we
couldsurvive.”

Mudcrutch eventually pared downtothe Heartbreakers, leaving
behind anunreleased album and onesingle, “Wild Eyes”

“DepotStreet”, the latter being aslight reggae-tinged tune

guaranteed toattaininstantobscurityin 1975.
The first Tom Pettyalbum proper, released in 1976,
was a curiouslyadventurous project foranunknown
group,comingatatimewhenAmericanairwaves
wereoverstocked withcomplacent metaland

SR- 40357 .

™ 37101 pompoussoft-rock regurgitations.
T Theband toured Britain during the heightof the
ASCAP)

new-wave explosion and were bemused to find

MUDCRUTCH
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themselveslabelledin asimilar
category. Itwasabackhanded
compliment that recognised Petty’s
talents for offering something newby
bracketinghim with the punks, even
though hisown tastes veered more
towards theclassic period of LA rock,
stoppingoffto pay homageto Bob
Dylan, Neil Youngand the mid-'60s
influxofAtlantic soul and Stax R&B
staples, hisacknowledged favourites.

Asecond album, You're GonnaGet It,
receiveda more muted response, too
much moreofthesame thing.

Throughoutlastyear, Pettyand the
band wereinvolvedinacelebrated
lawsuitwith theircurrentcompany MCA.
Therewere no tours, an albumrecorded with
Jimmylovine was putonice bythe American
High Courtsand thesinger declared himself
bankrupt. And now, ironically, Tom Petty
findshimselfin the position of being
ahugely successfulcommodity, aface, living
uptotheexpectationsimposed on thelikes
of Bruce Springsteen.

He’s managed by Elliot Roberts, who handles
choresand buys the stamps for The Eagles,
amongothers. Thealbumresponsibleforall
this, Damn The Torpedoes, has hoisted him
aboveTheCars, Cheap Trick, The Knack. MCA
couldn’tbehappier, Tom s their boy now-evenifheis signedtoa
subsidiarylabel, Backstreet, overseen by the youngest tycoonin the
business, Danny Bramson, a 27-year-old whose first albumhas sold more
thanone-and-a-halfmillion copies.

Knightsbridge and smiles to himself. He is a very happy man

indeed. Any advance warnings as to his tempestuous personality
seem far-fetched now, alone together inaroom. Petty drinks Coca-Cola
and [ drink his Jack Daniel’s. He's on the wagon these days, having
recently had his tonsils removed, a nasty goodbye to useless nodules
whenyou're 28.

“Icamehereabit before doc’sorders,” Petty drawls pleasantly.
“Hospitalsaredreadful places.1had threemonths ofareally painful
throat. Icouldn't smoke cigarettes, haveajoint, nothing. | haven’tbeen
that clear-headed foryears. Some of my closest friends say itimproved my
characteragreatdeal.”

Hechuckles andreaches foraBenson. “Ican’tlive like aboyscout. As
Mark Twain said when theytold himto give up cigarettesordie, lifeain’t
worthlivingwithout’em.”

Theconsequences of theoperation offered Pettyan ultimatum which
he hasn't quite heeded - there wasadanger that more live singing would
affecthis voice permanentlyand the British tour was severely truncated.

“I'd prefer to do the extended tour, because I like playing here - it's more
ofachallenge. InAmerica we've gone from small venuesto large halls
overnight. Here they don’tknow the album. I get moresatisfaction out of
winninganaudienceround.”

InBirmingham and Manchester, the Heartbreakers were almost
startingofffromscratch. Rows of seats at therear remained emptyandit

wasn’tuntilhalfwaythrough theshowthatthe
fanslivened up. Pettyinsiststhat thesetis

T OM PETTY SITSin his seventh-floor hotel room overlooking

designed that wayanyway.

“Idon’tlike bands withone sound that they
playalltheway through. [like textures-it makes
peopleappreciatethe slower stuff. It’snota
rambunctious pace; it would beso easy to come
outandrockandcauseariot. That'stoosimple.
We're toying with the idea of playing more
countrysongs now. NotCalifornian country rock,
whichbecame abad word-it meansdrivel now.”

Like The Eagles?

“Well, they’'re goodat what they do. I think
they'reagood band.” Thisdoesn’tquitering

textures — it
malkes people
appreciate the

slower stuft”

Petty
the new
Springsteen
and he'll
cut you!

TOM PETTY e
HEARTBREAKERS

true. “Oh, they're the kings of that
genre; we'remanaged bythe same
people. Theydon't meananythingto
someoneinEngland though, that's
fair. It's the same with The Beach Boys
~theymoved me, but theydon’thave
alottosaytoakidinLondon... Why
amldefendingThe Eagles?”

Iask Pettyifhe hastaken stock from
theaftermathofthe newbands. It's
apparentthatheisn't particularly
interested inthe colourful areas
between experimentation and
challenge. He professes aliking for
Devo “indoses” and TheClash album
initsentirety. His tastes are orthodox,
buthisreasoningis honest.

“I'moutoftouchreally. One of the bad things
about thisso-called successisifyou gotosee
somebody you can getbothered to the point
whereyoudon’tenjoyit... it'sanordeal. [ try not
totakeittooseriously. | didn’texpectittobe
quite as manic, the people runningafteryour
carand crawlingthrough your windows. Itisn’t
sobad; it'swhatlalways wanted too, I guess.
Theydon’twanttohurtyou.

“Butiflgotoaclub, there’s so many music-
companytypes, so many LA scenemakers,
theycanspoil yourprivatelife. If| seeanew
band, Ifind ithard to be objectively involved:
it'simpossible togo somewhere and make up yourownmind.”

Generallyheadmits that thereisachangein America for the better.
“America’s comealongway; I'm proud of America. If 'mgonnawavethe
ole USbanner, | admire Cheap Trickand Neil Young for being loonier
thananyoneelse. The main thingis, you can go to towns whichwere dead
threeyearsago, places likeSt Louis, and there’rehundreds of newbands
allwriting theirownsongsand all findingsome kind of audience. That
never happened before, unless you played Top 40. Now there'sall these
newaudiences, that’shealthy.

“Don’task me what themusicof the '80s will be though - just more
ofeverything.”

isfine and his comparatively recent success dictates a spirit of

diplomacy. In 1976, Tom Pettystraddled the divide between old
and new with aknowingsneer. He was the up-and-coming gunslinger;
he was going to be different his way. If most of his songs were about
girls, the ins and outs of sexual relationships, rock’n’roll mythology,
then his manner of presentation was assured to the point of arrogance.

Hisstagetalk wasdeliberately incoherent and sullen, hisvocabulary
wasstraight-off-the-bat baseball parlance (“Thisisasongthat wrote
aboutdisgirl” or “This one’sabout yourgeneral screw-up”). Heshared
Bruce Springsteen’s love for theromanticimageand the street-cool sass,
always hep enough to stay close to the street but notdumb enough to get
stuckonit.

“Well, we were the first Americanband who weren't punk who were
doing that stuff, three-minute songs that weren't mush. Now, the first
albumdoesn’tsound asweird atall. I said alot of things then that I regret,
Iwasalways shootingmy mouth off. Iwasabigfan of alot of that though;
I'vealways supported thelunatic fringe,
becausethat’swhereit’sallgonnacome
from. When we were here people always
approached usas punkand we'dsay, ‘No,
we'rearock'n’rollband.’ We didn’tfit that
category. Then all we heard was punk this,
punkthat,and wesaid, ‘Fuck punk!

“Wedecided toletour hairgrowtiilit's
down tohere,and they're startingtocall
us punksinAmerica. It wasabsurd, these
stupid labels. That’s the time when they
don’tevenknow whata punkisin America,
andonedayljustsaid toaguy,asajoke, ‘If
youcall meapunkagain, 'mgonnacutya.’

I NTOMPETTY’S bookit’sevident that anything that's rock’n’roll
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Theytookitseriouslyand printedit, big headlines, ‘Call Tom Petty a punk
and he'llcutyou’. Sonow I getkids comin’ upand askingme whyl'mso
downon newwave and | havetotell 'em-‘Fuck, [ invented that new wave
hereforallyouknow. I'vealways wanted thatcleared up ‘cosof the
animosityitcaused. ThetruthisthatI'mglad we wereherein '77. lused
tolaugh myselfsick at the Sex Pistols’ antics. Every dayyou could buya
paper and there was somethingoutrageousgoingon.”

shrouded in despairand depression. Anychance he had to
capitalise on constant touringand a highly accessible image
was threatened with extinction by a series of deadly lawsuits.

“Ourfirstalbumdidn’tbreak untilayear after we came here. We'd
renegotiated acontract thatsaid if Shelter was sold we'd theright toleave.
That happened. Shelter wassold by ABC toMCA inone of those huge
mergersthatare happeningevery day. Weassumed that we were then
freeand MCA said we weren't.

“Well, beingkindastubborn, I agreed todeliveran album butwouldn’t
take any money from them.1spent my own money makingitanditwas
averyexpensiverecord tomake. Partly because of the lawsuits, it took 10
months. Thenin the middleof recording MCA sued me, Shelter sued me,
my publishingcompany sued meandso did afew othersmaller peopte.

“MCA'sabigdogforanindividual o fight.1 had ninelawyerscontesting
each case. Whilethat'shappening I've got constant offers from other
record companiesthat would make meblush totellyouhere.

“Itreached the stage whereit wasalmostfunny. If Isingasong, dolown
it? Me, the band and Jimmy lovine |producer] were midway through and
the US Marshalls were comingto thestudio to steal thetapes, confiscate
everything. Wehadtohideall the hoxes, smuggle thingsinand out.} had
togoon thestand and evadeissueslike, ‘Whereare the tapes? Whatsongs
haveyouwritten? Recitethelyrics.’

“Irefused todo that. All they could dowas beat me up mentally until
Ididittheirway.

“Eventuallylconvinced thejudgetolet me goonaCalifornian tour
so ! could makesome money. The MCA lawyers weretellingthejudge
Icouldn’tdoit because I'dincurali these debtsand I couldn’tshowany
security. Solsaid tothejudge, ‘But, Judge, thereis nosecurityin
rock’n’roll’,and helaughedandletme doit.”

Theresultingdates-the Lawsuit Tour (also known to posterityas the
“WhyMCA? Tour”) - culminated in twosold-out showsin the Universal
Amphitheatre, alarge hallowned by MCA; anirony not loston Petty. The
bookingagentand hossofthetheatrewasone
Danny Bramson, who intervened between
artistand company.

Sowas Petty satisfied with the outcome
of hislitigation?

“Theydidn'trealise howserious|was.
Ispenthalfamillion dollarsof myown
money, sold everythingl had to get whatwas
rightfullyours. Itsaved the group morale-
wise, because | neverbelieved thatrecord
would makeit.”

InAmerica Petty maintainshehaslittleor
nothingtodo withcompanymen, preferring
tolet Bramson, Robertsand hisEnglish
partner, Tony Dimitriades, represent
the Heartbreakers' interests. This
managerialindependence left British
MCAsomewhatin thedark with their
new golden boy, and thefact they
didn’t provideanytour support for
theband’sfive British dates did
nothingtocement therelationship.

ETTY'SATTITUDE
PTOWARDSrhe mediais

ambivalent, inlinewith the
increased responsibilities that
accompany mega-stardom.

There had been franticlast-minute
negotiations betweenrelevant parties
tofinalisethis particularinterview,
and while thestaroftheshow

P RIORTO THE release of Torpedoes Petty’sartistic life was
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“MCA’s a big
dog... I had
nine lawyers
contesting
cach case”
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accepted the questioningingood humour, | got thedistinctimpression
thatfuture mediaencounters would hecharted outonalong-termgraph.
BruceSpringsteen doesn't talk to newspapers, neither does Neil Young,
nor Joni Mitchell or Bob Dylan-and amanwho stands everychance of
joiningand perhaps evensurpassingall those luminariesisn’t goingtohe
spreadinghimselfthin everagain.

It'sobvious fromtalkingto Petty that successdemandsaformal
organisation tosupportit. Inthe past the band were “stricken with
dreadfullaziness, neverused tobeabletorehearseor takeanytimeinthe
studio”. Notany more. The production partnership of Pettyand lovine
willberepeated in thesummerand thetwohavea habit of callingeach
otherdailytochartout the future.

lovinehasbeen indemand asa producer for severat years now,
numberingJohn Lennon (Walls And Bridges), PattiSmith (“Because The
Night”)and Bruce Springsteenamonghisclients,butnone of themisas
potentially explosiveas Petty isnow. The Hearthreakers’ attention to
detail encompassesalive show that sprawls majestically overnearly two
hours-usually they're ready toquit before theaudience. The set gives
everyimpression of heingspontaneousandloose, butisactually
arranged tobe the complete opposite. Where in the past Petty denied any
involvementin theatricsand choreography, he isnowin futl command of
everynuance. ! lisown vocal performance isa staggeringcombination of
the Byrds-likecountrydelivery that isusually associated with his
material, butit takesinacompletegamut of cross-referencesto the
“classic” singers—Jagger, Bowie, Van Morrison, even Reddingand Pickett.

Drummer Stan Lynchandkeyboardsrock Benmont Tenchexcelon
harmonies. When Petty and Lynch duetted on John Sebastian’s “Stories
We Could Tell", theresuttswould have nonplussed all those who hitherto
refused totakethe bandseriously-The Everly Brothersdidn’tcomeintoit.

Theband'srenditions of Solomon Burke’s “Cry To Me" and The Isley
Brothers’ “Shout” areequally convincing, non-originals heingintegrated
amongPetty'sownsongstogive theactasenseof powerand authority.

TheonlyaspectsofPetty'sshow thatranklenow,and theelementsthat
preventhimfromaspiringto greatness, are theslightly sillyrapsthat the
singer usesin-hetween numbers. They work for one night but become
predictable after three. That and guitarist Mike Campbell’soccasional
stage runs, which donothingtoincrease thedignity of thegroup.
Campbell just looks too nervoustocarryofftheroleof dangerous
performerand Petty’s natural upstaging unsettlestheir balanceas
arhythm-and-lead team parexcellence.

It'sclear that despite talk aboutgroup democracy thisis Petty’s show.
“Theothersalthave cliques offanswhocometo
see them, butI'dstand outif [ was the bassist,
beingblondandall.Ithink they're happyjust to
getthe money. Benmont getsamuch better shot
onthislastalbum.

“We'vealwaysbeen cast inthe 12-stringsound;
those Byrds comparisons. [ knowwesoundlike
themat times, and God knows 've tried not to, but
1getabittired of hearingthem now.1don’t think
Roger McGuinncan doall the things peoplesay
hecan. We'reentirelydifferent musiciansreally.
Of coursel'd beinterested tosee howhe did ‘Here
Comes MyGirl'. But he phoned melast year toask
ifthad anysongs forhimand I couldn’tcome up
withone thatwassuitable.”

Oneofthesmartest things
Pettyeverdid wastoappearon
the “NoNukes” benefiton thesame
nightasSpringsteen. It wasgood
forhiscredibilityand increased
hispotentialdrawingpoweron the

East Coast.
“Whilewewereinlimbowiththe
lawsuitsI'dread all thesearticles
inthe Los Angeles Timesaboun
radiationcreepingin.I'mnot
averypolitical guy, but I'mgetting
abitworried. Atleastlet the
Russiansbombus-itwould beso
embarrassingto blow ourselvesup.
“Mike [Campbell] and [ discussed
playingoneofthose benefits
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Petty’slive show“gives
everyimpressionof
beingspontaneousard
loose,butisactuallly
arrangedtobethe
completeopposite”

because we thought we'd draw acompletely different crowd to the
peopleJackson Browne and Graham Nash get, the Woodstock types.
When Bruce phoned me to play with him -and he doesn’tusually have
other groupson hisbill-we decided to do it. We don’t preach or send
out leaflets. Ihaven’t heard the album anyway—it doesn’tiook very
interesting. Isaw theshowand that was enough.

“I'vechanged my mind aboutalot of things. used tosay, ‘Fuck the
whales’,butnow [ think we ought to save them too. Whynot?”

It’s possible to view this softening process with some cynicism, as part
of thehomogenised image that tends to accompany stardom, but Petty
had no guarantee that Damn The Torpedoeswould catch fire.

“Ifthose people had keptonsuing me I was goingtobeonasoup line.
I've never got onto thatchannel about whatislife? This time had a few
sleeplessnights.

“Theonlythingl owned were my songs. [ wanted to write anthems for
underdogs, songs like ‘Even The Losers’ and ‘Refugee’... The theme of
thealbumwasn’t self-conscious, but when I put it together, afterwards
Icouldseeitwasaboutstandingup for yourrights, the ones thateveryone
has whichcan’tbe fucked with or taken away.

“Rather than get really graphic—‘Theytook me downto thecourt today
and grilled me for eight hours’-Iwanted to keep the common
denominatorof them aslove songs with other connotations.

“They aren’t necessarily boy-girl songs, but also Idon’t think thekids
wantto heararecord about theevils of the music business; that wouldbe
asboringashell.

“Thesongslalwaysdugwere theold R&B ones, lliked the innuendos.
The old people thought they was justkissing, butyouknew they were
fuckingeach other’s brains out. When Johnnie Taylor did ‘Who's Making
Love To Your Old Lady While She's Been Out Making Love’, that spoiledit

forme’'costhatwasahitand
Hn afterwardsall theblack cats
werejustgonnasayit.

“lamromantic, anold sap.
Allmy valuescame out of the
TVtube fromthe age of five. My
wholeloveofthe guitar came
fromseeing cowboyslike Gene

AND
THE
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Autrywhentheyallhad guns and guitars. Itlookedlike the hippest thing.
Ifyoudidn’thave TVand movies, where would your ideaofromance
come from? Books probably, butI'm notagreatreader.”

IfPettyisadamantinhisopinionthatrock’n’roilis the great healer, the
embalmingfluid that negates the value of education, politicsand the
liberalarts, then heisonly offeringhisown view.

“Linda Ronstadt called me up tosupportJerry Brown, but I couldn’tdo
allthatstuff, I'd feelsilly. I think ifyou can take people away from their
problems for two hours, that’saslikely toenlighten them as any political
thing.Idon'ttrustany politician. Period.”

plaudits while keeping one step ahead of the pundits and

theirslings and arrows. He takes his job seriously butis
unconvincingly modest. He calls his songs “disposable”, yet he risked
bankruptcy for them. He says that songwritingis just fun - “Irefuse to
thinkof it as work” —but his game plan looks like very hard work indeed.

Asfor his philosophy, his attitude to the demandsof the currentlifestyle,
thatsprings from an expression of naivety based on solid self-assurance.

“I've proved everythingto myself. One of my favourite Dylanlines is
‘I'vegot nothingtoliveupto’,and that’s whatl feel. Idon’t have to proveit
toanyoneelse.”

Beingin the public eye, being successful, beinggood-looking,
embracingrock’n’roll asalife force—all theseare traits thatidealists will
use toundermine him. It won’t make any difference.

Tom Petty & The Heartbreakers don’t have any time tobe complacent,
and ifherefuses toaccept the role of spokesman on non-related (as he
thinks) topics, does that make him areactionary or a bad person?

Tosome people it does. But then some people think Bob Dylan would
make a good president, that John Lydon should be prime minister, that
Beethoven should have been atown councillor.

No, the rock’n’roll that Tom Petty stands for is hopelessly naive,
terminally young, won'tchangeathing. That'sits charm. And when
heencored at Hammersmith with the familiar Bobby Fuller number

IFought The Law (And The Law Won)” you had to admire his cool cheek.

Tom Petty fought thelaw and the lawlost. That wasreally something.

Maux Bell ®

M EANWHILEHE'SADEPT at accepting thebowsand the

MICHAELOCHS ARCHIVES / GETTY
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Alex Chilton:
“sounds asif
he'sjusthadhis
headshaved
fromtheinside”

ALBUMS

Alex Chilton

AURA
From The Box Tops to Big Star
to The Cramps, via the bar (and
very probably the head clinic),
Alex Chilton's career hasbeen
unpredictable, lively and
increasingly bizarre.

Like Flies On Sherbetis the
sound of someone with nothing
coherent left tosay, talking to
himself. It's an album of
fragments,random notes,
brief distractions; alternately
absurd, funny, touching,
disturbing. The songs exist as
blurred sketches -incomplete,
only vaguely realised.

“Boogie Shoes", its opening
cut,istypical of therecord's
derangedstyle. The rhythm
section coughs and splutters.

atthe wrongparty. Chilton’s
vocalis aswellingcroon. The
track hangs together like
exploding shrapnel, no two
instruments prepared to share

EBET ROBERTS / REDFERNS
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The guitars wanderin, late guests

the same direction
or emphasis.

The lusty bravado that
Chiltonbrought to Big Star's
Radio City neverreally emerges
here. The cocky venom, the
slovenly zeal of the likes of
“Back Of A Car” and “Mod Lang”
have given way to an exhausted
impotence. Chiltonsounds
burned out.

“Hey!Little Child” cruelly
reflects his tired lust. Overa
stuttering backbeat, he drones
aninane lyric, desperately trying
to assert some kind of vanished
virility - “Plaid skirt, flannel vest
-silly nubiles are the best,” he
lamely asserts as the band
collapse about him. It would be
hilarious if it weren’t somehow
so harrowing.

Chilton’s version of Ernest
Tubb’s “Waltz Across Texas”
is similarly painful. A fairly
standard country lament is
transformed into something
quite extraordinary. Chilton
caricatures the familiar country
shine of the distressed cowboy,

Like Flies On Sherbert

buthis performance

isbeyond parody.
It’sas if he's trying to

take the song's original
sentiment to some desperate
and definitive conclusion, seeing
how far he can distort shape
without losingits meaning. The
performance, finally, has the
emotional gravity of Gram
Parsons’reading of “Wild
Horses™ ableak, wasted epic.

The title track is no less
reassuring. Over asloppy,
Spectorish backdrop, Chilton
adopts akind of
grazed falsetto to
proclaim: “What
does it matter-it's so
fine, fine, fine." You
don’tbelieve him.He
sounds asif he'sjust
had his head shaved
from theinside. If
SydBarretthadbeen
borninMemphis,
The Madcap Laughs
would’ve sounded
like this. Allan Jones.
MMFeb16

CAPTAI

Captain Beefheart
& The Magic Band

VIRGIN
Logically, thisalbum
doesn'texist. Atleast
halfthe songsare
four years old; it was
recorded nearly two
yearsago, held up by
amessy, nibbling court
case that stoppedits British
release last year, andis finally
available many months after its
releasein Americaby Warners.

It's also only half the album
originallyintended by the
Captain - the first version
planned under thistitle included
tracks like “Poop Hatch”,“A
Carrotls As Close As A Rabbit
Gets To A Diamond”, “The
Thousandth And Tenth Day Of
The Human Totem Pole” and
“Seam Crooked Sam”.

With such a conceptionand
birth, a stir round the entrails
floats only minimal auguries of
success, but withamaster's
sense and amaster’sband,
Beefhearthas juiced up agem of
an album. A fluke of timing has
allowed the Britishrock ear to
become freshly reacquainted
with the trombone thanks to
Rico’s work with The Specials and
others, and Bruce Fowler's oiled,
bopping playing with the Magic
Band slides in adroitly to add a
new skinto Beefheart's robust
musical flesh.

The characteristic signs and
signals are there, this time with
different names. The thin, jangly,
slide guitar neurosis comes from
Jeff Tepper and the kicking,
vaulting backbeatbounds, Art
Tripp-like, from the kit of Robert
Williams, with Tripp also on hand
with additional percussion and
marimba, tying with Tepper to
provide those ensemble
percussion/guitar sequences
that assert the authority of the
music. Richard Redus plays
urgent bass, gutty slide and
bottleneck, and wistful accordion
alongside Eric Drew's carefully
integrated keyboards.

N BEEFHEART AnD THE MAGIC

SHINY BEAST

BAT CHAIN PULLER)

BAN!



The albumprovides
atravelogue through
Beefheart's vivid
Crayolaimagination,
asstacked and volatile
asany of hisbest (early)
works. None of the
material matchesthe
extremes of Trout Mast
Replicaor Lick My Decals Off,
Baby, but the ability of Don Van
Vliet to orchestrate his wildest
visions haslost none of its power.

The slowly unwinding guitar
figure on“Love Lies” cuts in with
the mellow marimba backing and
chuggingtrombone to buildan
air of almost tangible regret and
sorrow, backingalyric that easily
bettersthe songs on Bluejeans
And Moonbeams or
Unconditionally Guaranteed.
Vliet's wracked delivery wrings
the song with a feeling of
tortured romanticism.

His skillin counterpointinglyric
withmusicalimpression has
always beenone of Van Vliet's
assets, and now that more rock
lovershave had their ear-span
widened by the groups fed by his
early giant musical and
experimental steps, the time is
right for the circle to come full
round. Thebest tracks - “The
Floppy Boot Stomp”, “Bat
ChainPuller” and “When | See
Mommy | Feel Like A Mummy"”
-allcentre onthejaunt, jerky
syncopation that drives fromthe
drumkit, illuminating lyrics that
are close, cluttered and as
rewarding/redundant as the
individual chooses.

Othersare instant enoughto
besingles. “Harry Irene”isa
delicately created period piece
of Midwest Depressionlore,
and “Tropical Hot Dog Night”
is warm and funky enough for
wide appeal, especially with
Bruce Fowler's joyous Mardi
Grastrombone.

Spicing the mix are two
instrumentals, “lce Rose” and
“Suction Prints”, that could have
come from a Zappa session but
succeed where Frank tends to fail
because Van Vlietis tryingto
create and not parody.

Closing with the trite little
“Apes-Ma" poem, Shiny Beast
settles asamore-than-satisfying
glance through what inany
other musician would be secret
diaries and closed thoughts. It
containsthe elements of the
work that made the mana
justifiedlegend, and while the
release of the original, uniquely
rewarding Shiny Beast would
have scored deeper hits, this is
anindispensable substitute.
JohnOrme, MMFeb 2
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Peter Gabriel:
a"beautifully
cleansound”

SINGLES

UB40 GRADUATE

Disappointing debut from one
of the seemingly few
new bands playing
reggae rather
than ska.
Nice line in
mournful
singing,
though.
MMFeb 23

Wah! Heat

INEVITABLE

Debutdisc on
Liverpool club Eric's
recordlabelis (again)
wonderfully packaged, andif
the contents aren’t half so
startling, they've got alot of
merits; namely abrooding
modernrhythm cutup with
smart guitar and topped with
arichvocal. MMFeb23

Talking Heads SIRE

Not the best example of the
Talking Heads'’ fractured
dance rhythm, butinsuch
alean, lousy week of heavy
disappointments (Bowie),
it'llhave todo. The nervous
chatter of the guitars starts
off fine, butit's not enough to

IR A sy e

cover the lengthy instrumental
passage, and the organ comes
intoolate torescueit. The
songis anonsensical African/
surrealist chant, which, if
it takes off, will prove
once andfor all
that nobody
listens to the
words of
chart hits.
MMFeb16

Peter
Gabriel

CHARISMA

ladmire Peter Gabriel
for his constant self-appraisal
and musical explorations. This
time he's created akind of Lord
Of The Flies, aninternational
playground with sombre
implications: “If looks could kill,
they probably will/lngames
without frontiers, war without
tears.” The sound is beautifully
clean, with the sort of diamond

TOM PETTY2ye
HEARTBREAKERS
REFUGEE

edgethatcomesfroma
perfectly poised
interplay (listento the
percussion colliding
with the plunging
bassline)and aninnate
sense of space. All
praise must go to
producer Steve
Lillywhite, who has
perfected that open-
necked, brittle
atmosphere he
pioneered onthe
Banshees’first album.
Anutterly beguiling
single. MM, Feb2

Tom Petty And The
Heartbreakers
MCA

Petty's perfected Dylan
drawl (circa Before The
Flood)hasn't gota great
song towork on,but he
makesiit palatable
enough, backed asitis
with aptly swollen

guitars and keyboards.
MM Feb 23
Iron Maiden EMI

The cover suggests that they're
tryingto break away from their
elders’ perniciousinfluence,
portraying asit doesa long-hair
running away froma wall
covered withidolatrous HM
graffiti, but the contents are
really more of the same.
Unappealing. MMFeb23

JosefK ABSOLUTE
Serious Edinburghband put
perfect LouReed voice on top
of apounding drum/bass motif
andjuicy guitar/keyboards
noises - mainly to indifferent
effect. MMFeb23

Felt SHANGHAI

An exercise in primitive
monotony usingone electric
guitar, two practice ampsand
acheap microphone. MMFeb2
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THE 2-TONING
OF AMERICA

SPECIAL A.K.A.IN THE USA.

B

“Atthemomentit's
justlikesomegiant
funfair™: The Specials
play oneoftheir first

lllll
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HIS IS OURfirst ever gigin America...”
(( TerryHallfixesastare on New York's
assembled culturevultures. “And wejust can’t
say how pleased you mustbe to have ushere!”
I'd never noticed before how much menace

TerryHallcanwield fromastagewhenhehasa
mindto. His nervous, edgy stiffness is more than just a good foil for the
loose-limbed, explodingfrenzvof TheSpecials;it’'sthe eyeat the centre
of theirhurricane, and it focuses on the self-conscious, scene-making
faction of thechic uptownrock disco Hurrah's—specifically those who
camemerelytoseeor beseen-withwhat canonlybedescribed assheer
scoldingcontempt.

“Thisisit,” hetells them, grinningalmost sadistically at the thought of
the nerve he'sabout totouch. Grinninglikeonly aboywho had looked at
Johnnywould know how togrin.

“Thisisit, mylittle petals. Thisisyourlast chance todance before World
WarThree!”

That'snojoke. Totheaverageliberal, informed young American facing
the prospect of thedraft, thatisnot very funnyatall. To the average
lobotomised, gung-ho youngAll-Americanitis yet more proofthat the
nationcan’tcountonitsspineless, so-calledalliesin Europetodefend
Democracyin what themediaherehaslost no timein proclaiming
America'sdarkest hour.

And to someonewhothinksiranianshaveeveryright torun their
countryhowtheyseefitsolongashe doesn’'thave tolivethere, to
someone whodeplores any kind of imperialism be it Soviet or
Western,sampling the undercurrentsinan America that feelsitself
tobeblackmailed athomeand threatened abroadisno laughing
mattereither.

Acartoonin one newspaper depicts Carter and Brezhnevfacingoff
astridetheirrespective dominionswith their fliesundone, theexposed
appendages drawn like missiles, Jimmy’slimp and Leonid's stiff. And
there'sno mistaking what they symbolisein acountry thatsees politics
largely in termsof personality and machismo.

In OklahomaCity, thereal hick cowboyheartland of middle America
—~where The Specials play to arabid crowd who holler for rack and row!
whenwhat they meanisFoghat or ZZ Top-an informal poll wastaken at
thelocal university. Eight out of 10 studentssaid if therewasa war, they'd
bewillingtofight. Nooneasked themifthey'dbe willingtodie, but then
that’s not how these thingsare done.

Itreallyisthedawningofanewera. Fingersareitching. Andin the
midstofit The Specials, with their messageof funand toleranceand
freedom from stupid social pressures, and theiradmonishment toatl
thebullshit belligerent factions to “keepron
fightingtillyou'redead” forthemandthe
beginningof the next phase.

Theywere woken upin OklahomaCitywith
thenews that the “Too Much Too Young” EP
hadjustmadeNo 1 inthe BBCchart. Their
first British No 1' Most of them went straight
backtosleep.

Thenight before, they'd provento themselves
something much moreimmediateand
comprehensible-something much more
valid, ifultimatelyjust astransient. They'd
feltithappenalloveragain,asithad before
inBritainand thenin Europe: theadvent of
theoffbeat.

Seven hundred residents of the Bible Belt
no-liquor state of Oklahoma, who-unlike their cosmopolitan New York
cousins-had noideawhatto expect, let alone how to respond when they
got it, whohave never heard of ska, blue-beat hats and tonic suits, whose
fellowcitizensthink acropisa “goddamn faggot military-style haircut,”
who probably don't even remember that Desmond Dekker's “Israelites”
and Dave & Ansel Collins’ “Monkey Spanner” were mild hitsin the USin
theearly '70s... theyshouted rack and rowl!but they got the Black Country
skankand theyloveditto theverylastdrop.

“Ireallyenvythem!” Jerry Dammersreactsto the hoped-forbut
unexpected mayhem thateruptedin thesmall dowdy out-of-town
theatre. Not so much like someone who'd been proved rightassomeone
who never even gave athoughtto being proved wrong.
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“This game
can be a bit
dangerous...
you get too
much praise”

“Canyouimagineit?” heasks. “Fancybeingable tohearall thatgreat
music forthe firsttime. The whole bit: ska... mod... great! How canyou
not be knocked out?”

T YVENTSHAVEALREADY answered that question, and nobody
needs to be reminded at this point of the phenomenalrise and
A__Jrise of 2-Tone asarevolut ionary musical style and predictable
high street fashion.

Revolutionary? Ifthat seemstobestraining credibility, then remember
that thelasttime anybody created a working hybrid of blackand white
musicwas backin the '50s at the Sun studiosinMemphis. Chris Blackwell
of Island records, along-time patron of reggae since the early '60s blue-
beatdays (and not widely liked for it either) is convinced that The Specials
could doforreggae what Sun did for R&B and what he's been working at
foryears.

Therehavebeen blacks playing white music beforeand, more
commonly, there have been whites who played black music—Dammersis
fond of citing the Stones, who based themselveson Chess and Atlantic
R&B, as a precedent for The Specials. But The Specials do morethan take
ablackidiomand amplify thebeat. They've added toit aspecifically
whiteBritish idiom. Theresult: punky reggae. An almost too obvious,
logical conclusion to the tendenciesof the past few years.

The sentiment and the noiseis punk, and thebeatand thestyleis
reggae. Broadly speaking. And that'sthelast timelshallmakethe
distinction between blackand white music in this context.

From nowon thewordis2-Tone. But, ifanything, The Specialsare
closestin feel toagroup like The Coasters, who at their best wereable
tosaysomething “meaningful” without theawfulself-conscious
seriousness thatimplies (as, indeed, were manyother R&B groups).

TheSpecials makeriotous, comic, socially aware, sardonicdance
music. Youcan take them asseriously asyou like, and nosmall partof
theirappeal must lieintheantidote theyprovide torock’s prophets ofan
analytical future withtheir coltars turned up against the cold winds of
modernangst.

Inotherways, too, they seem more like an R&B group from the '50s than
anythingfromrecent memory. Froma peculiar, personal angle they pull
the bedclothes off some of the mutually destructive attitudes thatstill
persist between the sexes despite over 25 years of teen music's fearless
celebration of thelibido.

Some people find theirangle personalto the point of being sexist, but
underlyingall their songsis thesamesimple, stubborn, sullen, punk
resentmentof the pressurestoconform-beit to the domesticidyll, the
ganglife, theratrace, or whatever. And what would bereally interesting
wouldbeto hear theirsongsrewritten from the feminine pointof view.
Idoubt there'd bevery much difference.

Despite the conviction he bringsto them,
TerryHallhasn'tso far, writtenany of The
Specials'lyrics.

“Imight throwinacoupleofoddlineshere
andthere, butJerrywrotemostofthesongs
thatwe'redoingat themoment. I'd feel
uncomfortable about singing those words if
Ididn'tagree with them. Whathe'sbasically
sayingiswhatlagree withand what therest
oftheband agree with, otherwise we wouldn't
beinthesameband.

“I've got the same feelingsabout girlsas
Thave for boys. Aboy couldbeaslagas faras
I'm concerned. And asonglike ‘Too Much
Too Young', about the girl not dealing with
contraception... it'sjustasmuchonthe
boy’shead asitison thegirl’s. You've got to have two people touse
contraception, and two peoplenotto.”

Terry, at 20, is the youngest memberof the group. Hestill wearsa
reminderofhis punk upstartdaysin The Squad (whoused tosupport The
Coventry Automaticsand tryto ruin the PAbefore the CA'swenton) inthe
formofblack eyeliner: “The old Dave Vaniancrack.” Clothes are
importanttohim,andsotoowasone] Rotten.

“Atfirst, yeah. Itwasjust the wayhestood on stageand gazed for half
anhour.I'd neverseen anythinglikeit. Hisstance waslikeanextension
of standingstill-itwaslikeameaningfulglare. ButI don'tstandstill.”

TheSquadcame toanend onenightatthe George clubin Coventry
when theyall gotblind drunk and trashed their equipment. Soon




afterwards, Jerry, whowaslooking for asinger, extended
aninvitation.

Thedisconcerting effectheand therest ofthe group have
onAmerican citizens when theyventure outinto the streets
doesn’tbother Terryatall. Exactly the same thinghappened
in England and Europeatfirst, he says. His reaction to the Land
OfTheFreeisequallybemused.

“It'salright.It’sfunny.l can'treally takeitallinasyet.Inanother
fewweeks I might be ableto understand someof it, butatthe
momentit's justlikesome giant funfair.” AsfarasJerry is
concerned, beingin Americais “morelike a holiday for us.
Something to spend the money from ‘Message To You, Rudy’ on.”

motels instead of the Holiday Inn chains and play in
rowdy, downbeat bars instead of theregularvenues.

“Peopletalk about breakingAmerica...” Heshrugs. He’s more
interested infeeling the pulse of life here thanin “openingup” any
new “markets”.

Butwhile Jerry simply ignores all the usual considerations,
Roddy Radiation (née Byers) feels themall tookeenly.

“It’saweirdlife. Youspend all this time travellingand hanging
about justtospend three quarters ofan hour onstage.
That’s what you do it for, but you have to putup withall
this...sittinginacaroravanoraplaneandfeelingsick
fromahangover orsomething. But then there’s no better
feelingyoucan getthanbeingonstage. I couldn’timagine
going back to meoldjob. I couldn’timagineitwhile | was
doingit!l was alwaysdreaming-used todrive the blokes
Iworked with mad.”

Roddy worked as apainterand decorator for thelocal
corporation for eight-and-a-halfyears after he left school.
He’sbeen playingguitarsince he was 13, when hegotan
Antorialeadguitarand learned to play “Queen Bitch” in
frontofamirror.

“Peoplekeep asking us what it’slike now, butit’s very hard
toseetheoverall picture of what’s goingon. It’s all a bit of
arushreally, which isa bit worrying. And another thing
I'vethought aboutrecentlyis that whenwestart writing
some moresongs, instead of writing about things we wrote
aboutin the past, we're going tostart writing about things
we'redoingnow. Whichisa bitlike a sell-out to the kids, but
Iwrite about what I'm going through at the time. Imagine if
IwroteasongaboutfallingoverinaHoliday Inn... bloody

J ERRY WOULD BE happy to stay in cheap, shabby low-life

January 25,

The Specialsini98o:
(clockwisefrombottom
left) JerryDammers,
HoracePanter,Roddy
Radiation, JohnBradbury,
LynvalGolding, Neville
Stapleand Terry Hall

“There’s so muchemphasis on what
yousay now, soyouhavetotryand

1980:Specials
* trombonistRico
Rodriguezand

hell!Holiday Inn! Will The Specials break America or will
Americabreakus?”

Before The Coventry Automatics, Roddy cut his teethin
aclubshowband, playinginterval musicat bingo hallsand

sayitright.Ittakesabitofthinking
abouttoputitovertothebestof
your abilities.”

I'msurprised tofind that Roddyisn’t

JerryDammers
backstageat
Hurrah's, NYC ¢

“YVivaEspana” at workingmen’s clubs for two-and-a-half
years. Thenin’75 heformed The Wild Boys with Pete
Davies, now thedrummer with the UK Subs. The Wild Boys
played it straight from the Doll/Stooges prototype, wearing leather
jackets, DMs, and spiky hairto augment the obligatory switchblade
sneer. The Wild Boys, however, were soon overtaken by their stylistic
heirs-the punks~and The Automatics became a more interesting
prospect. Buttheir courseranbyno means smoothly, and there was
apointwhen the decision was taken to use the skamould that almost
caused Roddytoleave.

“Don’tgetme wrong-alll ever play athome nowis ska-butI'dbeen
with themayearand I'd worked outall these guitar thingsthat I really
liked, and alot of those things didn’t fit with the ska, so 1 had torethink
my guitar playing overagain foreverysong. Having todoit just like that
wasabitofashock. Formeitwaslike discoveringska, really.

“Wherelcamefromitwaslikeaminingvillage. | played guitarand my
hairwasabitlonger than all the skinheads'. It would justbe me, a couple
of mates, and me girlfriend, and we'd just get into playing music. So used
toget beatenupalot, knocked about a bit.

“Thenawhileagolstarted croppingmehairabitand wearing Doc
Martens, and it’s weird now because all those guys whoused tobe
skinheadshavegottheirhairlongandthey'reall into The Who. I've met
acoupleofthemsinceandit’s like we’ve changed overalmost. Inaway
it’sanice bit of revenge. 'm going to write asong aboutit. I've got the riff
worked out, butit’s hard trying to get the words together.

bothered by this, and actually thinks
it'sagood thing-whereasI'm not so
sure, despite the factthatit’sthe likes
of mewho tend to cause thisemphasis. What does trouble him, though,
istheway the pressinflate theirsubjects.

“This game can bea bit dangerousin that youget too much praise.
That’s aproblem with groups. You get to the stage where you start
believingall the stuffin the papers and you feel you havetoliveup toit.
Then once you getinto what we’re doing now you start goingto certain
clubswhere all the otherbands go, and that’s where you get therock elite
thing.1don’tlikeit.I've beentoa couple of these showbusiness parties
and they’rereally boring.”

Take his word forit.

HICHEVER WAY YOU look, The Specials are there turning
g / & ; thingsinside out. The name itself, says Jerry, somewhat
ruefully, “was supposed to be sarcastic”

Onstage they put to rest the age-old gambit of asingledominant
fronting personality. They've just made No 1 with alive EP, and their
album, deliberately packaged with noregard forthe rules of attractingthe
consumer, sounded like it might as well have been made athome, thanks
to Elvis Costello’s perfect rough-and-ready dull-reverb production.

“Idon’tthink Elvis quite understood what we were aimingfor,” argues
Roddy. “Ithink hestill thought thatit waslike onesection of reggae, then
thenextsection’saheavy section, then anothersection comesalong. »
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“But 'mnotknockinghimatall. Hegotagreat drumsound, and he was
alotbetter than havingsomehotshot producerwho wouldn’tevenlet us
intothe mixingsessions. Itwould be niceifwe could do it ourselves next
time, though. Thenyou'vegotnoonetoblame.”

Lookingat photographs, and being around them for a few days, it
becomesapparent that Roddydoesn’t quitetoe the group lineon dress,
slack though thatlinemay be. On therelated subject ofgangs, his
background grantshim asober perspective.

“lgot out of thatgangthing, but Icanunderstandit. Whenwe'reall
together—thegroup and theroadies—and you go outforadrinkand
there'sabigcrowdofyou, it'sagreat feeling. You feel partof something.
That’'swhyalotofkids getintothose things. Great. Why not?

“Andsomethingllearned whenlwasworkingwithall those old blokes at
thecorporation wasthat you don’tgrowout ofit. Ifound out that they were
justasmuchlikekidsasanybodyelse. Theystillwant tohaveabitof fun.

“Solongasit'sjustabitoffun...”

arts and language student (among other things) who had long

been afriend of the group but only joined them just before they
cut “Gangsters”, and he'll say it was Lynval Golding’s guitar that caused
thecoming of the offbeat. The offbeat that changed the Coventry
Automaticsinto The Special AKA.

TalktoLynvalandhe'll give the credit to Brad.

“Jerry and Brad used to share ahouse in Coventry, and before the band
really got together we would be round the house tatking about this sort of
music. Thiswasin'75and Braddidn'thaveadrumkit at the time.”

Nonethelesstherewerejams: Lynval on guitar, Jerry (whowas thenin
aBrumband calledSissy Stone), Horace Panteron bassand Silverton,
theirfirstdrummer, who played with Lynvalin the RayKingSoul Band.

“Thenacoupleofyears later when we first got the band together, Jerry
saidwhydon'twetryplayingabitof punk hereandbitof reggae there.

I thought he wascrazy, told him it would never work. But he said tryit,
you neverknow untilyoutryit. Anditdidn’tquite work afterail. Buthe
said no, it can work. Herefused to believe that it couldn’t. He'savery
determinedsort of guy.

“Awhilelater, I brought acopy of ‘Rudy, Message To You' downtoJerry’s
placebecause i wantedhimtolisten toit—tolisten to thebeat. And hejust
thought, ‘Well, the beatisright... putitalltogether.’ Because the beat s
already there. It'sthesamesort of rock pattern. When Silverton left the
band wewere just about totryit. Thelast song we did with him, or tried,
was ‘You're Wondering Now’, and lookingbackonit. ..

“Weused to rehearsein apub,and he’d have hisdrums way
down theback of the room. Jerrysays, ‘We'dlike to try this
song. We've learntit,andit’ssortofablue beat.

“Before that we had songs where partof thesongs
were reggae, then they'd go into arocksection, then
i perhapsbackintoreggae. Andit would throw people

TALKTO NEIL“Brad” Bradbury, the Prince Rimshot, a former

RAT RACE

THE SPECIALS
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off. Even then, BernieRhodesdid help, because the guys were pushing
and hewouldsay, ‘No, you're not ready yet.’ Sowe sat down and looked at
the wholethingand putadefinitebeatinitall theway through, sortof
blended it together.

“All musicwill develop whileitgoes along. What we'redoingis tryingto
mixdifferent music to get anew musicout of it. There’s noharmindoing
thatbecause you're creatingsomething new, rather thanfor instance just
doingtheStax styleof music that theydid in the ’60s withoutadding
anythingtoit.

Bernie Rhodesmanaged theband forabriefspell during'78,and
although hewasto provide partofthe inspiration for “Gangsters”, none of
them seem especially resentful of the wiry littleself-styled anarchist.

Jerrymaintains that Rhodes wasalways “the most radical member of
TheClash”, while Roddy merelyfaults his Machiavellian tendencies: “He
wanted tosplitusup. Hewanted Terry to join The Black Arabs. Helikesto
put musicians together like that, buryou can’t do that with people.”

Whenitcomes to musical direction and concept, Jerry Dammers, not
alittlereluctantly, wearsthat hat.

“Ohyeah, he'shad sleepless nights,” saysLynval. “Evenina pub
sometimesyousay, “Jerry... Jerry...Jerry’,and he’smilesaway, thinking
about something. He'salways thinking. Probably sometimes he thinks
too farahead. Butit’sgood for theband, andit'shelped usbecause we
trust himalot. We trust what he says, although there’s times when we
disagree. We wouldn'tbeaband ifthereweren’ttimeslike that.”

Orleans, the Tennessee Williams moonstruck madhouse town
located at the mouth of the Mississippi river.

Religion is bigin New Orleans,and wherereligionis bigso too,
inevitably, is death. Theview asyou approach on Highway 61 islittered
withchurchesand graveyards, butasyou hit themetropolisitselfthis
giveswaytomoretellingsignsofthe deep Southern party town, signs
thatsay ‘Breakfast-24 Hours A Day’.

TheSpecials play in an old warehouse out by the sprawlingrailroad
stockyards. Threethousand or sosons and daughters of Woodstock in
fashionable quilted jerkins, most of them ashigh as the proverbial kite,
havecometohearheadliners The Police play polished English new-wave
arenarock.

They don't dance, they just tokeand gape. But for The Specials -whose
rawnessand undisciplined vitalitysoundsentirelyopposed to the clean,
homogenised output of The Police-at least 500 of them are ready to pogo.

ThatTheSpecialsshould cometo NewOrleansrepresentsthe
closingofaninternational circle of sorts. It was Crescent City
R&B, filteringacross the GulfofJamaica via thelocal radio,
thatformed the basis for blue beat: asultryshift of
rhythmicaccents.Jamaican migration brought the
musicto England andfinallyto theearsofJerry
Dammers (amongothers), who now bringsit back,

IN-BETWEEN NEW YORK and OklahomaCity there was New

October30/31,1980:
TheSpecialsreturn
totheHope & Anchor
inNorthLondonto
playtwo of aseriesof
benefitgigsforthe
threatenedvenue



withafurther shiftof accent, to New Orleans.

InNew York ajournalist asked if The Specials
would continueto play Jamaican music. “Wedon’t
play Jamaican music,” replied Dammers. “We play
English music.”

JerryDammersis—like everyoneelse -
complicated. He'sresisting hard the pressures that
comewithbeingthe maestrobehindaveritable
musical explosion, and prefers nottoseeitin
suchinflated, grandioseterms. He’s .
determined to preservehis equilibrium. He’s
walkingon gilded splinters.

Aformerartstudentwhosetasterunsthe
gamutofbluesandrhythm’n’blues fromits
sources to thelikes of Captain Beeefheart, Dr
John, the Stones and The Yardbirds, Dammers
hasworkedinpaintandinfilms aswellas music.

Aclosefriend ofhis from college days says of
his “art” work: “They had thesamestyleand
almost thesamethemesasthings like ‘Too
Much Too Young’ and ‘Jaywaltker’, which was
asongtheyusedtodoin the early days. Twoof
hispaintings arestillon thewall of hishousein
Coventry. Theyeven look like the songs.”

Dammers made threeshort animated films. The first was ofaboxing
match, a classicbout from the ’50s between Rocky Marciano and British
heavyweightchampion Don Cockell. The second was called Disco, and
featuredalineofchorus girlsdancingto asoundtrack of “disco/reggae”
recorded by Dammers and Horace, who wentto the same college.

“Andthethird,” saysJerry, “wasamixtureoflivefilmand animation. It
wasjustwalkingdownastreetin Coventry, and you'd seeall these people
doingthings, thensuddenlyit would change to animation. There was
ablokerunningalong-asortoffootball-hooligantype-whosuddenly
throwsabrick througha window,and theninanimation you saw the
glasssmashing.

“Then therewasthis old tramp-hewas amate of oursreally-who
pretended to fall over and spew up all over the pavement. The camera
zoomed inon the spew and that wasallbonesand things bubbling away.
There wasanold woman crossing the street who got run over.

“Some of it was fullanimation, but alot of it was done with cut-outs;
avery tedious business. It was about that time the IRA were going around,
and at theend somebloke put a bagunder a carand the whole street got
blownto pieces. Guts flyingeverywhere. | wanted to get the films on
video, but those sodsatcollege...

“Thefirst time we had areview in NME, or | thought we were goingto get
one, orl thought we were goingto get one, | went in there to use their
darkroom to develop pictures of the group, and they wouldn’tlet me use
the darkroom unless [ gave them my films back. It waslike three years’
work, every frame painted by hand. And I wasreally desperate because
thiswasourchance to getout picture in NME, so 1 gave them my films
back. ! expect they'vefuckinglost them, but I'd like to get them videoed
and show them toyou, cos people slag you off for going toart college but
theydon’tactually knowwhat you do there. Maybe if they saw them they
wouldn’t-Idon’tknow...”

Jumping forward afewyears, Jerry explains that the first song he heard
thatinspired himto what would eventually become The Specials was
Graham Parker’s “Not If1t Pleases Me": “That was it. Thatwas the first
songthat made methink I could dosomethingof meown!”

Promptedby thisrevelation, [ tell him thatuntil | saw the creditsto their
album, where all sources arerightfully acknowledged, 1 thought The
Specials were about to do a Led Zep and plunder another folk heritage for
theirownglory.

“That’s funny, because the songs existed without those ska tunes at
first,and they were putinassort of musical quotations. Most of the songs
were written over two years ago. Since then we've only done five new
songs, twoof which were Roddy's, one of which was Lynval and Neville’s,
andtheothertwobeing ‘Gangsters’and ‘It Doesn’t Make It Alright. It’s
acommonsyndrome. You spend however manyyearsitis makingyour
firstrecord, thenyou have six monthstomake the nextone.

“Well, we're lucky because we've got abacklogofsongs, butwe’llhaveto
learnthemup. And ittakes alot of time for the words to... yourealise after
awhilethatsome of the words were very silly—youcan’tlive with them.
Butwhenyou're playing, the wordsaren’tso prominent. Soit’s going to be

“We trust
what Jerry
says, although

there’s times

we disagree”

aproblem, because we’llmaybe write something
andthensixmonths later thinkitwasareally silly
thingtosay.”

That might not necessarily be to the detriment of
thesongs, though.

“No, quite. The songs thatl write—1alwaystry not
tothink whether I shouldor shouldn’tbesaying
things. Like ‘Too Much Too Young’, for instance. Not

tothink whetherthat’s agood thingto write, but
atthetimethatyouthinkit, just writeitdown.
Justputdownyourtruefeelingsat the time.
“Ithink about ‘Little Bitch’ - I wrote that
whenlwas 15-and[canseenowthatsome
ofthose words are verysortofimmature, but
Istillstandby itbecause that’show I feltat the
time. Inthe case of “Too Much Too Young', the
girlthat was written about would probably
agreewith thesong.”
Talkdrifts to thesubjectof muzak, which
seemstohaveastrangeattraction forJerry.
“IU’ssickreally, because they tryand make
music thatactuallyisn’t going todistract the
workers-sobland thatyou don’teven noticeit.
Butifyouactuallylistentoit-it’s not designed
tobelistened to—it can bereally peculiar. Who composesiit, that’s what
Iwantto know?”

Acomputer. You findout what the basic rules of itare —which elements
combine tocreatethe effect youwant-and churnitoutaccordingly.

“Abitlike2-Tone, youmean?”

Notquite. And here’swhy:

“2-Tone doesn’t exist. It’s notjust alogo —thatdoesn’t mean a thing. It’s
the music that counts. And how can you own music? You can’town music.
Youcan buysheet music and records and so on, butyou can’t own music.
Allthese peoplearestartingtocome to me askingfor something from
2-Tone- people whofeel they've contributed and now want some sort of
divvy.AndIsaydivvyof what?2-Tone? That doesn’texist. It'sin them.
They're 2-Tone, notsome daftdesign.”

Jerry’s philosophyoflife for today, 1980, is simple. It 'sacombination of
Marxand Popeye. In the words of Groucho: “Whateveritis, I'm against it.”
In the wordsof Popeye: “l yam what1yam.”

FTERTHEGIG in New Orleans, Dammers, Joe Stevens, Rico
—who hasbeen playing trombone for 30 years and has never
been with aband aslong as he’sbeen with The Specials—
tour manager Frank, myself and a few others piled into a taxi to go
to Tipitina’s club to eat alligator stew and pay homage to Professor
Longhair, the barrel-house pianist whose pounding syncopated style
played nosmall partin the creation of what he would barely recognise
now asrock’n’roll.

This wasn’tanystaid, reverent occasion where theyroll out the Blues
Legend for fawningscholars, nosir! Thiswasa party. The joint was
shakinglikeacreole dish androckingto thebacklinebeat. And Jerry
Dammerswas havingthe time of hislife!

Dammerslearnt to play mostof his piano from Longhair records, so
meetingthemanandhearinghimcut the rugon “Big Chief” meant more
tohimthan these words can convey. He tried to explainas much to
Longhair. “Thanks,” said 'Fess. “I need allthe helplcanget.”

Thenight wascrowned when Jerry found Toots & The Maytals’
rocksteady classic “Time Tough” on the jukebox-the first song that The
Coventry Automatics ever played —and when Rico introduced us to Huey
Smith, the Huey “Piano” Smith, sitting at the barkillingthe midnight
hours with Screwdrivers.

“Tell me, Huey,” asked Frank, “was this club named after the song
‘Tipitina’ orwasthe songnamed after theclub?”

“Thatsongwas going for40yearswhenIwasborn. [ttook me 16 yearsto
learnit. And that was 30 years ago. Now ask meaquestion...”

Thesongisstillgoingon. The heritageisstill alive. That's what Jerry
wasreally talkingabout when he asked how anyone canown music. It’s
notacommodity, notinthelongterm, anditdoesn’tdie.

It’salivein The Specialsnow, andit will passon to someoneelse when
they’re gone. Maybe you won'timmediately recogniseit, butit will still
bethere. Assureasthe death and the taxesthat it grants us escapefrom.
PaulRambali ®
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A chilling penetration

NME JUN 14

band Joy Division, has provided the biggest shock of the past few

weeks. Curtis, whowas 22, took his own life- apparently after
adomesticupheaval. The band had completed anew album called
Closer shortly before the tragedy, and thisis to be released by
Factory records on June 27 - preceded this weekend by the single
“LoveWill Tear Us Apart

Joy Division played theirfirst gig at the Electric Circus supporting
Buzzcocksand Penetrationin May 1977, after many months of
excited preparation. Their name then was Warsaw, havingrejected
the Pete Shelley suggestion of StiffKittens. The name Warsaw was
derived from “Warszawa", asongon Bowie's Low.

Warsaw were undistinguished but there wasgreat beliefand
romance guiding them. Slowly, the noises formed. In the first
monthsoftheirexistenceitwas mundanebusiness problems that
hindered their natural growth. They recorded a four-tracksingle,
“AnIdeal For Living”,and plannedtorelease their EP using their
new name Joy Division - Joy Division being the prostitutes’ wing
ofaconcentrationcamp. »

T HEDEATH OF lan Curtis, lead singer of highly rated Manchester




lanCurtisonstage
intheNetherlands,
January1980:“He
leavesbehindwords
of suchstrength,
theyurgeustofight,
seekandreconcile”
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Poorsound quality postponed therelease,
and even whenit was putout asboth seven-
and 12-inchitcreated nostir,although
somethingwas obviously forming.In1978 Joy
Division felt isolated. Played a few gigs, met
theirmanager Rob Gretton, whotookaway
fromthem cumbersome organisingdutiesand
concentrated on developing their music.

MartinHannetttook an activeinterestin the
group and heand Gretton becamefifthand
sixthmembers.There wasnogreat plan behind
JoyDivision linking up so neatlywith Factory
Records. It wasjustaseries of circumstances
thateventuallydeveloped into a funnylogic.
JoyDivisionhad aquarter of “A Factory
Sample”, contributingtwoMartinZero-
produced songs. These two were the first
indication that Joy Division had aspecial
understanding.

Followingthe Factory sampler, it was never
certain that Factory could afford to put out
another LP.AndJoy Division, after earlysilly
mistakes, weretaking theirtime before
committingthemselvestoarecord contract.
FinallyFactory tookthe plunge, andjustin
time, as Joy Division had seriouslyconsidered
signingtoaMartin Rushent-runsubsidiary of
Radar Records.

“There was apoint where we were thinking
about signing, but we weren’t rushing
anything,” lan Curtissaid. “We went down
toLondon tosee what type of working
relationship we would have, butby that time
we'd alreadyagreed todothe first LPwith
Factory.Sowedecided to
waitand see how that
went. [tstarted selling well,
sowerealised therewas
no need to go to amajor.”

LOVE WILL TEAR US AIART

TheprogressofJoy
Division could be
logicallyfollowed from
record torecord, butstill
thecompletenessand
strengthof theirfirst
LP, Unknown Pleasures
wasunnerving.

Thegroup had discovered
theirown potential, and had
quietly, effectively travelled
fromoneextremetothe
other.On “Anideal For
Living” they were coyly
boasting, “Thisisnota
concept, thisisanenigma.
With Unknown Pleasures
theywere offeringno clues
atall. Everywordcounted;everylinehada
chilling penetration. Somewhere between “An
ldeal For Living” and afew monthslater, when
Pleasures was recorded, aradical
transformation had taken place.

Anaudience began tolook their way, but Joy
Division neverlet go. Theyquietly established
theirindependence, prolificallyand
ambitiously expandingontheir already
considerableoriginality. Theyplayed countless
gigsbutnevermadeitseemthattheywere
merely promotinga product. Theycreated their
own pace. They madeitlook soeasy. “It" being
somethinglikeatotallack of compromise.

Joy Division’s powerful work will naturally
persistandlive on. ThenameJoyDivision
willnotbeused byHook,
Albrechtand Morris.
Thegroup had decided
alongtimeago thatif
anyofthequartetshould

BRLOVE WILL TEAA US APART
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They created their
own pace, made it
look so easy. “It”
being a complete

lack of compromise

forwhateverreason,
inwhateverway-

depart, therest, in

cautiousrecognition of

the fact that they were

makingsomething

special, wouldchange
thenameof thegroup.

Therearenoset plans
forthe future, butit must
besaid thatlanCurtiswas
not the major forcein the
group. He wrote and offered
contributions tothe musical
makeup. Hook and Albrecht
wrote the melodies, Morris
composed therhythms.
Curtiswasadazzlingfocus,
buteachcontributionwasequal. Hook,
Albrechtand Morrisare, forobviousreasons
impatient for therelease of the remainingJoy
Division songs.

Thereare manytocome. Withina matter of
days amaxi-single includinga slowand quick
version of the penultimate songofour timeis
released - “Love Will Tear Us Apart” (asong
theyhad traumasin mixing). The LP Closer

withahard “s”-asin “closer tothecentre”)
is suffering production problemsbutshould
beoutwithinsix weeks.

Without beinginsensitive, wecan thank
whoever that it was complete. It issomething
youwill never forget (Factory Recordshurry
to pointout thatthe LP sleeve-agothic
portrayal of dead Jesus—was decided upon
months ago. A photocopy of the sleeve pinned
onan NMEwall for weeks confirms this.

Ironically,because it probably would have
happened anyway, there’s a possibility Closer

January16,1980:
findingthatthe
elevatedstage
hadbeenremoved
atthe Lantarenin
Rotterdam, Joy
Divisionperform
atfloorlevel



willchart. Sotoo thesingle. The name Joy
Division meanssomethingmorethanitdid
afew monthsago, due toboth Curtis’ departure
and growingrecognition of their magic.

Curtisalwaysanticipated commercial
success, butfeltit was morelikely to happen
firstin Europe and America. All that'ssweptout
of the way now.

There'senough songs for perhapshalfanLP,
withlivestuffmakingup the other half, that
may somehow surface somewhere. For those
despairingthat they weren'tone of the
thousand and odd who found acopy of the
Sordide Sentimentalsingle “Atmosphere/
DeadSouls”, "Atmosphere” will be the B-side of
areadilyavailable American 12-inch
re-recordingof “She’s Lost Control” (asong,
incidentally, on the B-side of Grace Jones’ next
single). “Dead Souls” will turnupeventually,
somewhere. And theflexi-single
“Incubation”, whichyou cangetjust
bywalkinginto arecordstore and
askingfor,isnotalimited
editionand willbe re-pressed
untileveryone whowants

onehasone.
JINNATE suspicion

of theestablished
musicindustryand their
dissatisfaction with numbing
routine extended to their
dealings with the music press.
Though itlanded them a reputation
among many journalists asawkward
customers, their distrust of the standardised
rock interview procedures was genuine and
largely valid.

Theoriginal plan foraJoy Division feature
hadbeenforajournalist tospend adaywith
theband, with the interview of sortsonly
avague possibility.

Intheevent, the formalised question-and
answer typeinterviewin thedressingroom
wasruledout, largelyby manager Rob,
atthough the band themselves had differing
opinions themselveson thesubject.

WhileMorrisand Albrechtseem relatively
unconcerned aboutinterviews, Curtis was
against tooformalised aset-up.

Peter Hook is the most hostilein his
objections to the procedure.

“Tome personally, itisredundant. I don’t read
interviews. I read music papers, butlcan’tread
aquestion-and-answerinterview.

“Oneofthebest thingsI've everread was
Lester Bangs’ articleon The Clash in NME,
cositwasn’tactuallyan interviewbutit was
full of storiesand things about the tour. That

OYDIVISION'S

A distasteful profit

MM Factory urges Joy Division fans not to pay for free flexidisc.

OY DIVISION, PREPARING for this week’s inquest into the death of singer lan Curtis,
Jare fightingrecord dealers who are selling the band's new free flexidisc.

The inquest opens on Friday this week to try and clarify the background to the
singer’sdeath. The other three-quarters of the band - Steve Morris, Bernard Albrecht and
Peter Hook - will continue as amusical unit,and have already considered other names such
as The Hit and The Eternal. The question of areplacement for Curtis has beenleft open, but
theyare notactivelyseekinganewsinger.

Their chief concernis to stop record shops making a distasteful profit by selling copies of
“Komakino”,the band's new flexidisc whichis available free. Factory Records have pressed
25,000 copies, and will press another batch when the funds are available.

Factory and Joy Division urge fans not to pay for the single - some have changed hands
forup to £5-but tolook for the proper free copies. Any shop selling the single should be
reported to Factory in Manchester. The tracks on the single were left over from the

session for the new Joy Division album Closer,due outin about three weeks.

Another single, “Love Will Tear Us Apart”, should be out next week, and
tracks fromthe “Sordide Sentimental” Euro-EP will be available in Britain

laterinthe year.

wasinteresting, but
interviewsassuchldon't
findinteresting.”
Butdoesn’tarefusal to
dointerviews putupan
unnecessarybarrier
around the band?
“Theway we lookat itis that
anyinterviewisabitforced. The
onlyreasonajournalistwantstodo
aninterviewisthat it makesit easier for
himtowritehis piece. But tomeitis obvious
tharif youspend abit of time with peopleand
gettoknowtheminaveryinformal way,you’ll
getalot moreout of them.

lanalmostbegs todiffer.

“Icanseethepointofinterviews. People
want toknow why thingsare theway theyare.
Iftheybuyanewcar, they wantto knowhowit
works. Whydoesitdothis? Whycan thiscargo
faster than thatone? Why does itlook better
thanthatone?”

RobGrettoninterjects to make wider, perhaps
notsovalid, pointsabout the mediaingeneral.

“Ican understand thatjournalists are just
doingajob. Whatdon'tagree withis the job
theyaresentouttodo.thinkit'saverystylised,
outmoded way of doing things.

“The averageguyin thestreer tends toread
hispaperand takeswhathereadsasthetruth.
Ithink that they don'tanalyseitenough. The
average guyin thestreetjust takesitin.

“I think the faultliesin the press, ‘costhey
don’tmakeitclearthatanyarticleisjusta
purely personal opinion.”

Don’t Walk Away

HE IMPACT OF Joy Division can only grow
Ts‘tronger, moreimportantlysothanany

myth. Joy Division cannot clean away the
triviaand delusion of mass-based rock music,
but they throw a shadow overitall.

Theyemphasisethe vulgarityand vanity
of the rock musics sorecklessly publicised
andglorified by industry and media, the
mundanity of the majority of pop,and their
own completelack ofconceit oregoindicates
the uselessnessof pretending rock issomesort
of weapon of change. The verybest rockis part
of afight, partofalarger decision, awidespread
perception,somethingthatactivelyremoves
prejudiceandrestriction.

Rock’sgreatness isitsemotional effectonthe
individual.Joy Division's worthisimmense to
everyindividual whodoes notresent their
strangeawareness, who does not mock the lack
ofexplanationofartisticemotions.

Thestruggle and the conflictnever ceases.
Thereisnorealsafety, noconsolation, and
often theevil, futile boundaries of existence
become tooclaustrophobic.

lan Curtisdecided to leave us,and yethe
leaves behind words of such strength, they urge
ustofight, seek andreconcile. Joy Division will
not change The World. But thereis value; there
hastobe.

Theeffect of Joy Division, the unknown
pleasures that each individualfully tuned into
Joy Division discovers, can onlybe guessed at.
Butthe moodsand the insight mustinspire us.

Thevalue of Joy Division is the value of love.
Adrian Thrills

In Silence
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N THE DRAB, outlying London suburb of
I East Ham, thereisapub like many others

giving escape from the workaday world.
Upstairs, in the private gym, you can box your
way out. Downstairsinthe back bar, you can
rock your way out.

Paul Di'Anno, Iron Maiden's singer,used to
work outin the gym of the Ruskin Arms, and
evenboxedafew semi-pro rounds. Steve
Harris, who founded the group, writing songs
andplaying bass, once trained at the nearby
West Ham football ground asa member of
the junior team.

All of Iron Maiden live inthe area, and are
tonight repayinga debt to the landlord of one
of the few venues that would give them work
during the years of their music’s abeyance.
Thirty quid every Friday night went along way
towards paying of f the HP ongear, while
those Friday nights went aneven longer way
towards staving off the frustration.

Inthe back bar, posters for groups with
names like Pagan Altar and Salem’s Curse
litter the walls. Fans, friends, parents and
local press have turned out to celebrate
Iron Maiden's ascension to the new metal
pantheon. Headbangers wearingHell's
Angels’ colours, and evenone ortwo witha
legitimate claim to those colours, jostle good-
naturedly for the best positions from which to
precipitate blood fromthe ears.

Steve Harris and his band are only
distinguishable by the extra grooming that
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has gone into their appearance - auniform

of jeans, sneakers, leather jackets and
(excepting Paul Di'Anno) long, flowingmanes,
the latter worn with apride that denotesiits
survival through the recent dark ages of
heavy metal, when the music wasignored by
the musical media like an embarrassingidiot
cousinlockedin aforgotten cellar of the
house;beleaguered but unbeaten.

“The thing thatreally got me,” complains
Steve Harris without any marked bitterness,
“was not somuch that - it was the fact that
youcouldn’t get work. Because we were
aheavy metal band, nobody wanted to know.
But abandlike ourselves... You got to work.”

Harris startedIron
Maidenin ‘76, after
ensuringhe had atrade - as
adraughtsman - to fallback
on. This blunt, pragmatic
attitude is typical of his
outlook. His convictions
are straightforward and
firmly held. He always knew
aband with aname like
Iron Maiden would have
anaudience.

“Nevermind all the new
wave bands; there were
always people that liked
heavy metal. A lot of the
punk stuff has got heavy
metal riffs anyways, it's

“It becomes false

if you sit down and

think, ‘We’ve gotta
be original’

¥ “You é'ét the adrenalin flowing”

just that they play with Telecasters that've got
alot moreringanddon’t have that really
beefy sound. It was good that punk
encouraged people to pick up guitarsand
play, but after a while it got a bit out of order
because just anybody who picked up a guitar
and had been playinga very short while got
up there and it wasn’t good any more, know
what Imean?”

Yeah. Heavy metal with a spiky haircut. But
atleast the guitars they picked up weren't
made of cardboard...

“The people that do that really would love
tobe uponstage.lusedtodo that. Not witha
cardboard guitar, but all the rest of it. Now
that 'mup there playing it feels really weird.
Maybe inthree or four years’ time some of
the people down there will
be onstage. But some of
them fantasise with their
guitars and never bother
because they think they're
never goingtogetto
acertainstandard.”

..And thus all the craven
idolatry goesroundin

sluggishcircles.

Harris had his heroes
too.Hebeganwitha
desire toplay “Paranoid”
and“"Smoke OnThe
Water"”; now his band have
refined those elements,
after afashion. Theydoit
well, with plenty of polish



and punch and pose. And suchis the
insatiable thirst for what they do that
their firstalbumis set to chartinthe
upper reaches almostinstantly.

Meeting Steve Harris gave me
pause toreflect. At 24, he’s ayear
older thanme.Tenyearsago | too
owned a copy of “Paranoid”.
Nowadays myidea of good heavy
metallies somewhere between The
Stooges, Joy Division and Blue
Oyster Cult. Harris cites the
Scorpions, UFO and Judas Priest.

Whenlwas14|spentasummerin
the thrall of alocal Road Rats MC
chapter -atypical adolescent smitten
with afatuousrebelimage, one that
Iron Maidensstill espouse insongs like
their newsingle “Running Free”. The
subject of thesongis16 and - you
guessed it - “running free”. Harris is
24, aqualified draughtsman,and a
rather cautious, timid fellow.

No attempt is made to reconcile
fantasy with reality. No attemptiis
required. No need even to tamper
with the metal mythology. Does
Harris ever feel the urge to add
something new to the genre; to
change or reinvent it somehow? No.

“You should do things that just
come naturally to you. ltbecomes
false if you sit down and think, ‘We've
gottabe original’ It might be original,
inthe sense that other people haven't
done something like it before, but it’s
better to do things that come
naturally. Like, we were looking the
way we do long before our record
company came along. So | supposein
their eyesit was great, ‘cos they didn't
have to modelusinany way.”

Wasn't thatjust dandy for the
record company! But wait... Harris has
his pride. He's honest, modest and
canjustify himself to himself.He
satisfies his own criteria.

“We play music a lot faster. There’s
alot more aggressiononstage.”

(Aggressionis the wrongword. But
it'sabuzzword synonymous with
energy,gusto,excitement...)

“Being on stage makes you feel
really... you get the adrenalin flowing.
Youfeelreally excited. When the kids
are shouting for you andthey've got
your name on their back...itbrings a
lump to your throat, itreally does.
Thisis no joke: there was a guy at the
Bandwagon on Sunday, he was so
happy that we were getting onhe was
almost crying. | couldn’t believe it.
The guy felt that much about us!”

The Iron Maiden logo takesiits place
onthedenimscroll of honour. You
know you've arrived whenyou see
yourlogorub hunched, greasy,
dandruff-riddenshoulders with the
logos of your ownidols. The allegiance
ofthe heavy metalfanis fierce and
unbreakable once pledged.

“It'sbecause all the time it gets put
down - that's why. Punkis given all this
street credibility because it’s

working-class music. Any of
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the big industrial towns - I
that’s where yougetallthe

heavy metalfans. Andalot
ofit's the escapism thing...
they go to agig to enjoy
themselves. Youveryrarely

see any trouble at heavy

metalgigs. They're there to
have agood time, and that's
allitis to me.”
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Harris goes onto ascribe
Maiden fans'raving
devotion to the fact that
they are onsomething called
the same level. He hasn’tgiven much
thought to the time when they won't
be - when the projected two tours
apiece inthe three major markets
(UK, Europe and America) have
fulfilled EMI's belief that by the
second or third Maiden album they'll
have the next Deep Purple on their
books;an endless money-spinner.

Iron Maiden aren’t bothered by the
prospect of blanket touring, nor are
they unsettled by the thought of EMI
rubbing their hands in anticipation of
itsinevitable rewards. l[ron Maiden,
above and beyond all other
considerations, simply live to play.

“The only thing that worries meiis...
the feeling for gigs. | just hope we
don'tloseit.”

Andif there comes atime when
they do, it'salong way off.

“Let’s face it; we're not going to be
playing this sort of music whenwe're
50.1'dlike to be, but | couldjust as
wellbe down here playinginthe Joe
Bloggs Band or something, playing
country & western... well, hardly that.

“It's funny, though. You know those
bands playing standards in the pubs
with all the old boys sitting around?
Imagine bands playing heavy metal
in50years'time whenthere'ssome
far-out music happening: they're
thinking, ‘Aaacoh gawd, can't put
up with this',but there’s still the
‘eadbanging going oninthe corner!”

Fifty yearsisaconservative
estimate. Many feel thisscenariois
already tooreal. Steve Harris,
however, is happy in his devotion. It’s
awesomeina way. Youcan'thelpbut
admire the unselfconscious fervour
the heavy metal fanhas for heavy
metal, and you certainly can’t fight it.
| wanted to hear Harris vigorously
defendit,justify it, and even persuade
me of it. | was going to try and draw him
out by telling him Ritchie Blackmore
was really gay or something, but
couldn’ttake such alow swipe at
someone’s genuine enthusiasm and
patient, contented convictions.

NME photographer Mike Laye says
talking to headbangers was like talking
to Christians. There's some truthin
that, but talking about heavy metal
justmakes me feel like the hammer
banging against an anvil. The anvil
always breaks the hammer. PautRambali
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Pink Floyd banned

NME JUN 21

album whence itcame, has been declared “prejudicial

PINK FLOYD’S “ANOTHER Brick In The Wall”, plus the

to the State Of South Africa” and banned. Sincethe
single’s Februaryrelease, it has become something of

amarchingsongin the apartheid state, particularly for

black children, who have chanted thelyrics during recent

school boycotts.

Untilitswithdrawal, thesingle has sold some 30,000 copies
and wasshapingupto be theall-time SAblockbuster.

Alsobannedrecentlyare Frank Zappa's New Yorkand
Marianne Faithfull’s Broken English LPs.

Meanwhile, movingwestward, the following
adaptation of the Floyd song was heard chantedduring
acommemorative march at Kent State Universitycampus
onthe 10thanniversaryofthekillings: “Wedon't want no
registration/Wedon't want nodraft orwar/ No cruise missiles
over Europe/Carter! Brezhnev; Leavethosekids alone/ Carter!
Brezhnev!Leaver uskidsalone/Allin all, it's just another step

toward the war.” Andrew Tyler

Experience
rather ghan
enthusiasm

NME APR 19

C/DCHAVE NOW apparently settled onanew
lead vocalist toreplace the late Bon Scott, who

diedin February. They have finally decided

against Allan Friar, who was so confident of being selected

thathe gave up hisjob
inalocal band. Instead,
they've selected Brian
Johnson, formerly of
the now-defunct group
Geordie -whose short
careerwas highlighted
by a couple of Top 20
hitsin1973.The
decision was prompted
because -saida
spokesman-they felt
it better to opt for
experience rather
than enthusiasm.

Sept20,1980: .4
BrianJohnson
fronts AC/DC
inChicago

PAUL NATKIN / GETTY

£\



THETEARDROP EXPLODES

— NMEAPRILS —

EVERMIND THE second coming oftheavy metal. A i
The most damagingofrock trends ever the past 12 ¢
months hasbeen theseeminglyinsatiable need to !
put things in boxes, to neatly label the unknown. 4 i
Welove tostick tabs on whatever we Jon't
understand: ifsomethingis convenientlyclassified,
it can thenbe tidily tucked away to oneside, its threat Ciffused, its
cracksandirregularities sandpapered over by anarbitrarvearmark.
Theseare thedays of broad generalisations and thedastructive
narrow-mindednessthosegeneralisationsbreed. Theunited front
produced three years agoby the cleansingconfusiono”punk has
been allbutobliterated by divisive polarisation.
Ononehandthereare thehappy-go-lucky “fun” bands-ska, %
mod, rockabilly, new punk-with fewaspirationsotherthanan :
unpretentious good time forone and all. Attheotherextreme come
the“weirdos”, allgrey andinaccessible, intellectualand arty. Orsowe
are led tobelieve. The two camps are usually portrayec asopposing e
factions, each withitsownrespectivechampions and herees. Both are i
supposedly mutually exclusive, totallyincompatible witheachother.
Itisan unhealthystate of affairs, one which leads to ahost of
corrosive preconceptions and assumptions: ifyou dig,say, Madness, »

T

ADRIAN BOOT
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then nowayare yougonnagetanythingworthwhilefromajoy
Divisiongig, bub!

What awaste. Whata needless, patheticloss.

Which iswhere The Teardrop Explodescome in. Branded by most
ofthe casual critics asbeinga weebit weird, a weebit inaccessible,

The Teardrop Explodes expose the redundancy of all the
stereotyped labelling forwhatitis. In terms of such limited,
retrogressiveindexing, theystand withone footineach of the
so-called camps. Shot by both sides. And, like the square peg pushed
towards theround hole, they just won't go.

The Teardrop Explodes’ blond, cordial vocalistJulian Cope was
incensed recently atoneof the reviews of the band’s gorgeously
persuasive popsingle “Treason” inanotherrock paper. It wasagood
review, deservedly praisingthe disctohigh heaven, but doingso at
theexpense of2-Tone, playingalongwith the factions gameagain
andimplying thatyou simply cannotgroovetoboth The Teardrop
Explodesandsomething frombehind those corrupt “enemy” lines.
How stupid! (Teardrop and Madness, incidentally, share the same
productionteam, Clive Langerand Allan Winstanley).

Perchedonastool by thewindowinalarge Liverpool cafe two
floors above ground level with the Merseyside rush-hour madness
gatheringitsearly eveningmomentum below, Julian Copereflects
ontheludicrous musicat dichotomy.

‘It'sgettingtobelike theearly'70s again where you had the hippies
intoalltheirweird musicand thesoul typesintoall theirstuff.
Thingsseem to have comefull circle and got back to the same old
stageagain. [don’twantustobeinaposition where peoplecantake
onelook atus and immediately put usintoonecamp orthe other. We
loseoutinalotof ways'cos we don’tfitintoonecamp. But there
again, I'dratherhaveit that way.”

MickFinkler, Teardrop's prosaic guitarist, nods in agreement over
hisuntouched cupof tea.

“That’sthe way things work. People can'tget tosee everyband
around,sotheyjustgoon what theyread; and if that tellsthem a
certainbandisacertainway, thenthey’lljustfile themawayand
forgetabout it. There's nothingyoucandointhe end exceptgooutand
play and hope for the best. But you're never goingto appeal toeveryone
and there’snothingyoucanreallydoabout it.

“You get people whoare heavilyintobandslike Joy Divisioncoming
alongtoourgigs, probably expectingsomethingsimilar,and then
finding us toocommercial. Thenyou have all the pop people who don’t
evenbothertocome tosee us ‘coswe're bracketed awayasaweird band.

“Ithinkalotof people just hate the ideaof us rather than theactual
band,” resumesJulian. “Alot of people are anti-us ‘cos theyassociate us
withtoomuchartiness. Butnone of us haveever been nearanart school!
Noneofusarelike that. We'reasagainst thatsortof thingasanyoneelse.

“I'msurealotof people would change theiropinionsofusiftheymet us.
But mostofthem are never goingto, so they just go alongwith thegeneral
view. Peoplelike thathave such closed minds.

Andsoitgoes. Whereit'sheadinghardlybears thinkingabout.

Being bracketed so arbitrarily with theleftfield “arty” bands has
notbeentheonlysimplistic categorising that Teardrop have had
tocontend with since theirgenesisin November '78. The “This
Week'sAkron!” province plunderers have seen fit to bag them simply
asA Liverpool Band, asifthatexplainsall. Youknow thesortof thing:
abunchofzanyweirdoswithalumpy, multi-syllabled nameandanice
Disneyland grin. Infact, drummerGary Dwyeristhe only born-and-bred
Scouserinthetrio. Somuch for thatconvenientlittlehandle.

DEC HICKEY PRESENTS

Thefact thatTeardrop, theirbuddies Echo And The Bunnymen,
Orchestral ManoeuvresInThe Darkand Pink Militaryall started making
waves on Merseyside around thesame time-thesame week, to be
precise—isalmostincidental. | sayalmost, becauseJulianisconvinced
there wereafew outside forces helpingtobring things together.

“Wewerereallylucky when we formed, ‘cos there were alot of people
desperately hopingthat there would bea new Liverpool scene. When
peoplelike usand the Bunnymencamealong, it was theanswer toall
theirdreams. Thevibes werejust rightat the time. We started the new
Liverpoolscene,butitstarted usin thesame way.”

Despitetheadvantageofhavinghad, until itsrecent closure, one
of thecountry’smostambitious rock clubs onits doorstep - Eric's
Liverpool had been left remarkably untainted by theinitial punk furore
asfaraslocal talent wasconcerned. There were bands, of course, but
with the exception of The Yachtsand BigInJapan, few of them got past
the garagestage.

Onesuch combowere The Crucial Three, formed in ‘77 byJulian
with [an*“Mac” McCulloch, now the leading quiff with Echo And The
Bunnymen, and Pete Wylie,who more recently formed Wah! Heat.
Julianhad moved to Merseysideayearearlier from the Midlands to
study teacher trainingand dramaat college, academicaspirations which
wererapidlyditched as soon as the band - the embryonic Teardrop-
beganrehearsing.

“Most of thestuffl was doingat college seemed soreactionary.
There were afewofuswhostarted goingdown Eric’severy night,
gettingintothe punk thing, and suddenly thecollege just seemed
sopointless.Solleftandstarted tryingtogetaband together. [t was

i really good at thattime, 'cos for ages 1'd been trying to decide what
THE ;reallylwal:jlsd todo.Assoon as punkcamealong, [ knew [ hadto
ormaband.
TEARDRO;’ E eap pu Aseriesof nameandline-upchangesensued, with Macand Wylie
EXPLODE botheventuallyleavingto be replaced by organist Paul Simpson
andguitarist Finkler, who, faced with achoicebetweena university
22.10-80 courseand acareer inrock’n’roll, plumped for Teardrop-orA
Bs Shallow Madness as theywerecalling themselves that week.
Exp n + SUPPORT Unhappy with their original drummer Dave -and with their first
ADDISON gigs imminent-theywere putin touch with Gary Dwyerbylocal
CENTRTEC'N On Wednesday October 22,1980 at 7-45pm percussionistextraordinaire Budgie. Though hehad been playing
KEMPS .
BEDFORD.

SON CENTRE, ADDISON HOWARD PARK,
_—— KEMPSTON, BEDFORD
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Onstagein1979:Balfe
andCope withMick
Finkler,theguitarist
whowouldbesacked
the following summer
becausehe’'dgot
“really complacent”

properly forno more thanafortnight, Dwyer
fitted thebill perfectlyand wasslottedinto the
bandfortheir debut gigwith the Bunnymenat
Eric's, bywhichtimetheTeardrop moniker had
been heisted froma DC comic.

sincethenhasbeenataleofthree

singles, allon the local Zoolabel:
“Sleeping Gas”, “Bouncing Babies” and the
current “Treason”

Thesingles chartthe group’s development
from theintense Pere Ubu andFall-influenced
outfitofthe earlydaysto theeloquent, funky
pop ofthe present; from thedisturbing,
psychotic shadesof “Sleeping Gas” to the economicslicknessand
majestic hooks of “Treason”.

Over the pastyear Teardrop have willingly sacrificed some of theirearly
andsinister eeriness in favour ofa morebasicrock approach. They have
grownsimultaneouslymoredirectand more soulful in their musical
attack. Thedistinctchangeinemphasis can betraced partly to the
departurelastsummer of organist Simpson, as Julian admits.

“Paul couldn’treally play that well, buthe was areal white-noise
merchantandalotoftheearlysongs weredefinitely his type of stuff.
Butonceheleft, we went in adifferent direction with alot more form to
the music.

“Itwas only after ‘Bouncing Babies’ [the second single, released last July
shortly after Simpsonleft] that wereally began tofind ourselves. Until
then, wenever really knewhow asong worked. But after that westarted
togetalot morestructured. We started torealise that things likemiddle-
eights and choruseswerevital!

“I hatetheideathatsome peoplethink ofus asa band without anyreal
humanelement. Iwanttohaveloads of passioninourstuff. That’s the
reason that I reallylike people like Scott Walker. There’s alot of soul in
hisstuff.

“It’sthesame with someone like Robert Wyatt. Everybody thinksofhim
asareallycold person ‘cos heused to write veryheavysongs, but they
werealsoverytouching. You'dend upintearslisteningtothem.”

T HETEARDROP EXPLODES’ progress

“T'he songs are
all more or
less written by
the time Dave
comes in”

NowhereisThe Teardrop Explodes’ warmth
anddirectness more apparent than onstage.
There are no attempts atany grand image-
makingorany movestodistanceor alienate
theaudience, with Juliandirecting theset with
achumminessthat bordersonthebland.

“My favouritealbumofalltimeis LiveAt
Max’s Kansas Cityby The Velvet Underground. [ justlove the way
that Lou Reed speaks to the audience, saying things like, ‘Hello, how
areyou?’ That’smereally. 'm basically quiteapleasant person, so
why should I try tobesomething that'mnot?

“Even when we were doing some of our weirder stufflike ‘Camera
Camera’ and ‘Kirkby Workers Dream Fades’ [both on the B-side of
thefirstsingle, “Sleeping Gas"], [used tosaythingslike, ‘Thisisthe
nextsongand it's called so-and-so andit’sreally fab.” Isuppose['ve
alwaysbeenafriendlyperson.”

their feet musically, butit also left them with a problem.

Withouthis billowingkeyboards, their sound wasreduced
to asparseskeleton of its former grandeur with no real flesh on
the framework of Julian’s loping bass and Mick's scratchy guitar.
It was obvious that thethree-piece lineup needed augmenting
and Zoo co-director Dave Balfe, formerly the BigIn Japan
organist, was called in on keyboards at short notice as the band
landed a useful support position on a Patrick Fitzgerald tour run
by independent promoters Final Solution.

Avyearon, heisstill playingstand-inkeyboards inthegroup. They
did find another organist acouple of months back butheonly lasted
five gigs beforean SOS was relayed to Balfe, whoimmediately
returned. Thoughstill not afull-time Teardrop, Balfeisbeginning
tolook more and moreofapermanentfixtureand hishandswillbe
behind the keyboard when the group go into Rockfield studios later
this month tobegin workon their debutalbum.

Mick attempts to outline exactly what Balfe’s
roleentails.

“The way it works is that we write the songs
inrehearsalsand hecomesinlaterand puts
akeyboardlineoverthem. Thesongsareall
moreor less written by thetimehe comesiin,
whichiswhyhedoesn’tget songwriting
credits. Hejust helpsustoarrangethem
really. But it is good to have someone outside
thebandarrangingthestuff,'coshecanbe
more objective.”

Outside help, adds Mick, was partly behind
thesuccess of “Treason”. Whereas the first two
singles were produced by the Zoo team of Balfe
and Bill Drummond-AKAThe Chameleons of
LoriAnd The Chameleonsfame-Clive Langer
was at thecontrol for “Treason”.

In addition to producing thesong, Langer completely rearranged the
insidious “Untilyou realise. .. it’s justa story” chorus, making drastic
improvements-originally the choruscameinonlyat theend of the song.
The move paid handsomedividends: thesingle has been the most
successful Zoorelease to date, shifting an impressive 16,000 copies in the
firstweek of release, almost all of them, regrettably, well away from the
chartreturnshops.

But “Treason”, asongaboutunease, does stand out as genuine proof of
thegroup’slyrical strengths and sensitivity. Julian Cope, as the principal
vocalist, isresponsible for all thesongwordsandhewritesfroman
intensely personal viewpoint, eschewing political orsocial comment at
the expense of vivid thumbnail sketches of the vagariesof human
relationships-lovesongs, basically.

Surprisingly, both Mick and Garyseem happy enoughto allow their
singer to be the solesongwriting mouthpiece.

“Juliansings thesongs, so he writes them all,” shrugs Mick. “Whathe is
singingispersonal to him, so there’s no way I'm goingtogouptohimand
say heshouldn’tsing this or that. That would bestupid. It'sa personal
thingtohim. But that'sOK, ‘coshe’s only speakingfor himseif. Ifhe were
makinggeneral statements, thenhe would be speakingonbehalfofthe
group as awhole, whichl wouldn't want. As longas he keeps the songs
personal,it’sfairenough. »

PAUL SIMPSON’S EXIT indirectly helped Teardrop find
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ADRIAN BOOT

1piL - SN

“It’slikeif youwere toask us about our political beliefs. We could tell
youour political beliefs, butitwould beirrelevant to the band. Julian
doesn'tsingabout politics, ‘coshe’s gothisown personal political beliefs
andI'mnothavinghimrepresent my political beliefs on stage. They could
becompletelydifferent.

“Julian hasgot acompletely free hand tosay whatever helikes, as long
ashedoesn’t makestatementson behalf of the band.

Soundssuspiciously like one almighty cop-out to me. But the group’s
vocalistjustifies hisstrictly personallyrics fromanother, more likely
angle.Overtoyou, ju.

“Idon’tthinkit'sacop-out.1dontagree with the David Byrne way of
writingsongswhere you can writean anti-lovesongand then defend it by
sayingthatyou'rejust writingfromananti-love pointofview. I think that
whatever a personsings is taken to be what theybelieve. You could be
advocatingviolence, singing, ‘I'ma Nazi/I'm gonna jackboot on your
head’,andthenarguethatyou'veonlybeen writing fromaviolent point
of view. That would be the cop-out!

Butsurelyyou can simply express an honest viewpoint, regardless of
apersona.

Isupposeso,” concedes thesinger. “Butl don’tthink of thelyricsas
beingareal cop-outsimply ‘cosI'm notsure whatlactuallydobelievein
alotof thetime. I'mstillformingmyideasonalotofthings. Like whether
weshouldsendathletesto the Olympics. Atone point I really thought we
shouldstop them from going, butthen 1sawsomeone on TVwho putthe
oppositeargumentand I changed my mind just because of that!

“IfIcould change myopinion ‘cos of somethinglike that, then [ don’t
wantto putmyselfin anysort of God position in any of the songs.

last year, Teardrop have benefitted immensely from being

allowed to develop at their own pace, well away from the
cramping commercial pressures of the London music-bizvortex.
The same hasapplied to their compatriots the Bunnymen and the
entire Zoo operation, whose colourful, impressive progress has gone
hand in hand with the sturdy growth of Teardrop.

Mick putsitdown tothe fact that everyone involved took the band
seriously right from theoff, takingtime torope in theright peopleand
generally make theright movesat therighttime. julian begs todiffer,
inferringthat theirsteady, un-hyped growth wasless conscious. It just
happened that way.

‘Itwasjustanatural process where youtook time to get your ideas
sorted out. lt’sthesame with someonelike Joy Division. If they'd become

I IKEPENETRATION AND Buzzcocksin ‘78 and Joy Division

WithMickFinkler's
short-livedreplacement
onguitar Alan Gill (left),
whointroducedJulian
Copetoacidand
co-wrotetheband’s
biggesthit,"Reward”

52 | HISTQRY 9FROCK

wellknown earlier, they would have probably disappeared by now. Ian
Curtisneeded those twoyearstosort things out. If we'd donean albumat
thesametimeas ‘Sleeping Gas’ cameout, I'd becringing overitnow.
There’sonly acouple of songs that we weredoing then thatstillstand up
now. We're much more powerful now. There’salot more spark toiit.”

Ofcourse, they havestillhad to contend with the periodic bouts of blind
prejudicealong the way. Recentlyalot of people have written them offas
Talking Heads imitators, acomparison, incidentally, which Mick
happenstofind quiteflattering. If parallels have tobedrawn, though, the
closest thing to Teardrop is probably the Subway Sect of the “Ambition”
single, although Teardropare rapidly maturinginto thelithe, elegant pop
group the Subways never quite became. Julian Cope, interestingly
enough,admitstoastrongVicGoddard influence in hissongwriting,

Still, the preconceptions ofalarge percentage of their audience does
give Teardrop somethingtofightagainst, somethingto prove.

AsMickreflects, “It’sgreattoseethereaction of someone whois seeing
usfor thefirst time. There’s so many people who simply don'texpect usto
bethewayweare.”

Asfarasi'mconcerned thereareonly two types of music when it comes
downtoit-goodandbad. As to which camp Teardrop belongin, well,
that’suptoyou. Justensure thatitisyour ownopen mind that makes the
decision foryou. Adrian Thrills

MELODY MAKER

OONERORLATERithad to happen. The painfully predictable
Swayin whichrock scenarios repeat themselves certainly belies

the once optimisticimage of a dangerous, freewheeling medium
constantly expanding like some parallel universe journeyingto
dimensions never seen or heard before.

Athriving primal musical milieu began tofloweron Mathew Street,
Liverpool, circa1977. From theego-shattered breakdown of the
portentously named Crucial Three-aband that never made itout of
thesittingroom, letalonethegarage-crawled lan “Mac” McCulloch
(EchoAndThe Bunnymen), Pete Wylie (Wah! Heat) and julian Cope
(Teardrop Explodes).

Thebands'earlysingles on Zoo and Inevitable were acclaimed and it
dawned thathere wasanother much-needed opportunity towrite on
and help manufactureaphenomenon - The Liverpool Scene, The New
Merseybeat, andso the labelslingeron. Once thebuzz had filtered onto
thediscreet pages of the Sunday glossies, therecame aneed for the final
ingredient: aritual sacrifice.




TheTeardropsreleased their debutalbum
Kilimanjaro, whichembraced popin preference to
their formative experimentation. Italsoincluded
their past singlesand, although excellentin parts,
veered towards thebland by virtueof itsuniformity.
ltwasa golden opportunity for the big put-down. The
knives were drawnand suddenlyit’set tu, buddy.

Couplethiswith Julian Cope’s propensity to
unashamedlyairtheband’sinternaland
externalrivairieslike the dirty washingfromthe
north-west’s other soapbox fantasy, Coronation
Street,and you find an incestuously inward-
looking ménage a trois that looks like impioding
under the weight of its own negativities.

While the critical backlashaimed at the
Teardrops’ debutalbum, flawed as itis, seems
more than alittle unfair, thewaythe Teardrops
have become the eyeofabitchy whirlwind of
jealousies, slanderand cynical asidesis hardly
surprisingwhen yourealise that thebandis
fuelled onin-fighting and hatred.

“Yes, | must say | don’tlike Dave. He gets
apretty dubious character sometimes.”

ThisisJulian Cope talkingabouthiskeyboard player and producer
Dave Balfe,amanwho frequentlyworks with great effect with the
other great Zoo controller Bill Drummond under the collective title of
The Chameleons.

“Hejustplaysagoodroleinthebandthat’sall,” hecontinues, “but
weoften fight, and I mean physically. I usually win because he’s a bitof
awimp. NotthatI'mafighting person, though.”

Speakingasifhe'djust snorted an entire week’s supplyof speed, the
Teardrops’ mainman continued his explanationon polemicsasameans
tocreativityin the romanticsetting of the AliKebab House somewhere
near their North London rehearsal studios.

“Daveis justoneof the mostextreme charactersI've ever met.
Sometimes hegets me so knotted up inside... but thenagain that’s good,
because it keeps me pushing; youknow, right there.”

Hardlythe kind ofthing you expect fromaman whowrites
predominantly love songs, and very good ones too, and confesses toa
long-runningaffairwith the metaphysical poetslike Donneand Marvell.

Turning momentarily from aggression towhat he calls the “alternative
society” of Liverpool, he had this to say: “It’sbecome the hip thing to deny
thatthere’sa Liverpool scene, but thereis. Ithasn’t been exaggerated by
thepress, infact. Itisaverycliquey place, veryinsular. Weallmeetin the
same places and despise each other jokingly. Onething, though-there’s
certainly notaLiverpool sound.”

Asifto amplify this point he goes on to point out that heconsiders
the Bunnymen to have become too dirge-like— “They’ve lost their
originalfragility” -and Wah! Heat are accused of being “too heavy
and ponderous”.

How, then, doeshe see the Teardrops’ music?

“Ithinkwe're very poppy. To me pop issomething you hum. What
I'mtryingtodoisstrikeabalance between tritenessand greatness.
People nowadays seem too embarrassed to show emotion, which is
whatlwant.”

Much of the emotion onthe albumrevolves, not unnaturally, around
girls, apart from occasional trackslike “Went Crazy” and “Books”. The
latteristhe only song withoutthe lyric printed on the innersleeve,and
it'snotwithout significance that it was written with former partner
Mac McCulloch.

“Macandjustdon’t talkany more,” he says with the same gung-ho
enthusiasm and intensity he applies to everyutterance. “It’s basically
because Macand 1 have such bad, bad vibes between us at the moment.
Ireally thought I would have toask himifI wasgoingtowriteitdown,
becausereallyit’s ahalf-and-halflyric,and I justdidn’t want toask him.

“He's got this thing about there beingasanctity of songs, butI don't see
why you can’tdo songsany way. I'm sure he probably thinks it’s the worst
arrangement he’sever heard, but the number-one thingis thehumour,
that'swhat’simportant.

“The thingaboutMacandlis that there’ssomething totally much
heavierbehind itall that’s nottodo with theband.”

Sounds very mysterious. Could this somethingbe connected withagirl,
Itentatively enquire?

“I don’t like
bitching, but
Mick had
really got
complacent”

“Yeah, that'sit,” hereplies with asagely nod.Just to
add tothe mounting “family” intrigue, 1 ask Mac,
who I coincidentallysee later that night, what his
explanation for the Mersey cold waris. Who is this
latter-day version of Yoko Ono?

“Ican’timagine why hetold you that,” is his
perplexed response. “I fellout with Julian over the

sackingofMick... Heactually told youthat,
did he?”

Whatever the reason forthe wall of silence,
onethingisdefinitelyfact—at theendofthe
Teardrops’ springtour thisyear, Juliansacked
hisfriend, guitarist Mick Finkler, from the band.

Alan Gill wasbroughtinasareplacementand
Julianwas quicklycondemnedto therole of
unmerciful tyrant.

Listening tohim enthuse over musicand
bearingin mind hismonomaniac’s sense of
purposeand perfection-he planstohave
singinglessons for avoice that’salready one
ofthe mostaccomplished inrock—it’s not
hard tobuy hisaccountof thisremarkably
loaded episode.

“Thiswhole thingjust freaks me out because... what happened was
wesacked Mick and everybodyseemstothink thatbecausel was
theinstigator thatI'mthis big, evil dictator from Liverpool, which s
juststupid.

“Obviously, ifyou’ve got a guitarist you're not happy with, you getrid
ofhim. You're notrunning the band to make everyone happy; you're
runningittomakeitas goodas possible.”

“Imean, thisisn’t meant to beabitch, becausel don’tlike bitchinglike
that, but Mick to me had got really complacent. There was no firein what
hewanted todo. Mick justwasn’t bothered about pushingatall. I thought,
‘What’smoreimportant, thefriendship or the band?’ And when it came
downtoitIrealised the band was the mostimportant.”

Whatever the reasons, itwasan event that left bitter feelings on many
sides, though itwould seem thatacrimony is something the band is
becomingwellversedin.

Like their friends/enemies (youchoose) the Bunnymen, theyreceived
more than their share of flak for signing with abiglabel rather thanan
independent. Julian’sanswer to those “rootsier than thou” criticsis
typicallyuncompromisingand pragmatic.

“Oh, that’sallshit... Idon’tthink there’sanything called sellingout
these days. Werecorded thealbum firstand then took it to Phonogram.
There was never any doubtl always wanted ustogowithabiglabel.”

the financial backing to make their current Daktari tour more
than justa slog round the halls promoting the album.

Eschewingcamo chic-“We're heavilyinto army gear; I've got 17 pairs
ofarmy pantsall hangingupand we'veevengot ajeep”-infavourof
nouveau naturalism-“Ourbackdropislike ahugezebraskin” - the band
will also be using the unusuallytalented road crew that helped make the
Bunnymen tour so visually powerful.

Astheconsciously Love-inspired hornsectionis central tothealbum’s
ambience, there will be two trumpet players on stage with the band.

“We'veonlyjuststarted rehearsing with them, butthings are going very
well. Itshouldbeagreattour, I'mreallylookingforwardtoit... Ijusthope
weall getbetter, 'cos we'veall got colds and things at the moment.”

Itseemsacrucialtourinmany ways. The white light seemstobe
shiningon themharderthanatanyothertimeintheir history.

Afterraisingso manyhopes, they’ve committed thefatal sin of
disappointing the self-righteous upholders of street credibility, not to
mention one particularrock journalist currently conducting a personal
campaignofcharacterassassinationin theirhometown.

You mightlike tohave known what the othermembersof theband
thoughtabout this tale of back-stabbing and tribal warfare, but
accordingto the garrulous Julian there was no pointasking them.

“lusuallydo the interviewsbecause I'm the only one with anythingto
sayreally. Like Alan just spends most of histime thinking, and Gary [the
band’s drummer] never says anything. | can usually speak for them
better. Dave would juststart pissingyou off. itsounds like areally horrible
band, doesn’tit?” ianPye ®

N BYTHROWING IN theirlot with Phonogram they will also have

HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 | 53

THE TEARDROP EXPLODES



ALLAN TANNENBAUM /GETTY

June26,1980:
theStoneslaunch »
EmotionalRescue
atDanceteriain
New York City

ALBUMS

The Rolling Stones

ROLLING STONES
Eversince he turned 30, Mick
Jagger (aged 37) hasbeen
regularly asked when the Rolling
Stones are going to knockiton
the head. It's a question seldom
asked of, say, PaulMcCartney
(38), Roger Waters (35) or even
Chuck Berry (48).

The public’'sidée fixe of the
Stones as ageing enfants
terriblesis aproblem Jagger
seemsslyly to acknowledge on
“Dance”, the first track of

Emotional Rescue, whenhe sings:

“Ithink the time's come to get up,
getout-outinto something new.”
Thejoke, of course - whichis
implicitin the sheer bounce of
the music - is that the Stones
patently have nointention of
doing any such thing.

Emotional Rescueis largely a
familiar mixture of affectionate
disrespect -for the music of
country, blues,reggae and other
rockingredients -and the
personal affectations of Jagger,
who at one moment is assuming
acodSpanishaccent("Indian
Girl") and at another a Barry
Gibbfalsetto (the title track).

Like, | suspect, many other
long-time Stones’ fans, I no
longer have great expectations
of theirrecords. There were
several good things on Black
And Blue (“Hand Of Fate”,
“Memory Motel”) and a half
dozen on Some Girls, their best
albumsince Exile On Main Street
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in1972.But having
become hostages
to theirown
celebrity, lacking
genuinerapport (and,
therefore, social context)
with ayoungaudience that
mistrusts showbiz-type stars, the
Stones now make music whose
overall mood is playful and

ironic where once its effect

was urgent and cutting;it's an
awfullong way from “Gimme
Shelter” to “Indian Girl” and
Jagger, backed by TijuanaBrass
horns arranged by Jack Nitzsche
(or should it be Kitsche?),
singingin his fake peon voice

of revolution in Nicaragua
(“MrGringo, my father, he ain’t
no Che Guevara...”).

Along this way lies parody, not
merely pastiche; just as “Where
The Boys Go", an admittedly droll
tale of a cockney roustabout -
sung by Jagger as though he
were Jimmy Pursey - shows them
trying to take off punk (actually,
it's not fast enough).

Infact, the
emphasis of the
Stones’ current
music is to be found
inJagger's stance:
his nous for what is
fashionable (surely
the impulse behind
Some Girls' disco-
style classic “Miss
You", his throwaway
humouranda
dumbnessthat
comes across
virtually as camp.

T 1980 —_

On“Sendlt
ToMe"he
importunes
for love or for
money over a
spoof reggae track;
with the title song - the
dumbest Stones number since
“Fool ToCry” - he switches
falsettoto spokenvoice soas
deathlessly to mugthe phrase
“Iwill be your knight in shining
armour coming to your emotional
rescue” (hilarious); and on
“She's So Cold”, whichhasa
great Rockin'Rebels (“Wild
Weekend")intro and other
rhythmic excitement, he sings
andacts asifhe were hugging
himself while locked inside a
refrigeratingroom.

It mustbe saidthat, arresting
though all this may be, it doesn't
add up to the Stones’ highest
endeavour.

Usuallyit's claimed that the
rootsiness in the playing of Keith
Richards andthe rhythm section
gives the Stones their tension;

it's peculiar, then,
thatRichards’one, by
now obligatory, solo
vehicle, “All About
You”, shouldbe the
wispy, quavery thing
thatitis,inthe
recognisable mould of
“YouGot The Silver”
- hisbroken voice
makes him appear
much morevulnerable
than Jagger, despite
asnarlingline like
“I'msick and tired of
hangin’around with
dogs like you™. But
this general belief
about the Stones
gains credence from
four of the five best
tracks on Emotional
Rescue (the fifthis
“She’'s So Cold").
“Dance”, withits
suggestion of
Zeppelin'sriff
on“Trampled
Underfoot”,its
Bobby Keyshorns
and Latin echoes (percussion by
Mike Shrieve), swaggers from
start to finishandis completed
by Jagger's declamatory vocal:
“Hey, what am I doin’standin’
here on the corner of West 8th
Street and 6th Avenue?”
“LetMe Go"is almost
rockabilly, propelled by amodern
country rhythm, while "Summer
Romance”, alikeably banal tale of
callow teenlove perhapsinspired
by Cochran’s “Summertime
Blues”, has the lick-spittle pace of
“When The Whip Comes Down™.
Finally, “DownIn The Hole"is
aslow, hard-luck blues, gilded
by Sugar Blue's harp, that the
Stones might have done at the
outset of their career;itsillicit air
is neatly summed up by Jagger
singing of girls “bumming for
nylonsinthe American Zone”.
Ontracks such as these the
Stones allay doubts about their
goodhealth, and, to use anidiom
from Jagger's favourite sport,
five outof10tracksisa
reasonable batting average. Yet
it'sinescapable that they
rarely approach the drive
orbrio of the bestnewer
bands, like Graham
Parker’s or Costello's.
Like Chuck Berry, their
early mentor, they've
become aninstitution
which one may either rail
against or draw comfort
from.Keepingthe ghosts
and the critics atbay
may yet occupy them
for yearsto come.
Michael Watts, MM Jun 28



Peter Gabriel

CHARISMA

It's acase of new skinorold
ceremonies. Peter Gabriel
left Genesis way back when
because he felt dangerously
stifled. He needed toundergo
all sorts of personality changes
inorder toregenerate himself.
The “Solsbury Hill" single
kept him solvent while the
first two solo albums not only
gave him the room to breathe
and experiment again but also
build up the kind of cult
following that does wonders
forthe morale.

The tactic worked perfectly.
He has now become one of
those rejuvenated, cultural
yardsticks who sidestep
Sanatogen through an
individually astute use of
“modern” strategies. Like
Bowie, Eno and Fripp, he
has cropped his hair,
incorporated hi-techinto live
performances and developed
animage thatis both discreetly
subversive and constantly
self-questioning. This third
outing can only consolidate
the process of rebirth:it's the
most confident distillation of
his technique to date

Allthe familiar trademarks
are here but now expressed
with amature, full-blooded
conviction. Lyrically, there
is that fierce concern with
emotional disorder and
political injustice.

Virtually every cut explores
adistorted, emotional state
in either a shorn narrative
(like “Biko", which rightfully
rails against a regime that
advocates apartheid, and
“Family Snapshot”, which
details President Kennedy's
assassination)orinoblique
symbolism (like the mega-hit
“Games Without Frontiers”)
where theimages make
sense intuitively rather
than rationally.

Musically, every cutis sharply
orchestrated,underlining the
fulsome drama of the words.
They shift from asparse,
strident pulse (where the

militaristic drums
arefrequently
offsetby eerily
delicate marimba
tracery)tono-
holds-barred, filmic
panorama.Much

of the credit
here must go to
producer Steve
Lilly white
who has
created
amagnificently
textured, diamond-
sharp sound.

An album that will
grow andresonate
with every spin.
lanBirch, MM Jun14

Skids VIRGIN

This Skids' reissueis allabout
classy repackaging, usinga
supposedly better mix (for
Canadarelease)as apretext
for anew, tamer sleeve. Critics,
who originally abused the
album's neo-Naziinfatuation
with war-like supermen,
wouldn’thave paid as much
attention to Jobson's garbled
recycling of political
sloganeering and Victorboys’
comic heroicsifthe 1936 Berlin
Olympic-styled cover hadn’t
made his sentiments so clear
inthe first place.

The remix itself,by
Bruce Fairbairn, makes
little noticeable difference,
the major change being
theinclusion of the single
“Masquerade” atthe expense
of “Pros And Cons”. Otherwise,
still the same offensive wolf,
but nowin sheep's clothing.
Chris Bohn, MM Apri12

The Slits

Y/ROUGHTRADE

Collector’s Corner: by making
public aselection of private
doodlings and prototype
demos, The Slits presupposed
aninterestinthemselves that
once would have been satisfied
by bootleggers.

Aplain white cover houses
arecord withnodiscernible
title or proper track listing,
containing pre-reggae,
dawn-of-enlightenment Slits.
Their early sloppy charmis
represented here by raging
metallic outbursts, acoustic
rants(*NolEnemy”),
potty instrumentals and
the primal “Bongos On The
Lawn".Crudely recorded, it
makes diverseifincoherent
listening, for close friends
and eavesdroppersonly.

Chris Bohn, MM Apri2

Mayn,1980:
TheCure's
RobertSmith
atthe Rainbow,
NorthLondon

SINGLES

Cabaret Voltaire

ROUGHTRADE

Unusually direct, CV have this
time pared down their hypnotic
drone music to emphasise the
mantric qualities of aninsistently
repetitivebeat, heard best on
the great, compulsive “Western
Mantra” - tautly disciplined and
sensibly embellished - while
“EasternMantra”is bleaker,
thoughit colourfully blends
taped Jerusalem market noises
withmonotone mutterings to
mesmerising effect, achieved
mainly by its extraordinary
length. MMAprs

Blondie CHRYSALIS

Excellent Moroder-produced
single praised here afew weeks
back as animport.It'snow on
general release. MMAprs

Judas Priest

CBS
Surprisingly harmless HM
nightlife celebration - not to
say toothless. A less obnoxious
sample of the Priestrepertoire.
MMAprs

The Cure FICTION

Unfortunately tagged as
naively witty suburbanites by
admirers, and precocious
darlings by detractors, The
Cure’s severe growth o
problemswere v j

Ld
largely caused by S

unwarranted & ‘ ”

heavy attention j i /d g o
early on.

Consequently,
writer Robert
Smith’s ability
to construct ,
fleetingly
mysterious and
highly evocative
scenarios went
uncredited, as critics tried
instead to pinpoint the band
sociologically. “A Forest” is
agoodexample, which gets
better with age: Smith’sdry,
lost vocaltells of an unsettled
individual listening out for a
strange guiding voice, while
the band play an attractively
doomy tune, enhance by
reticent drums and carefully
folded-inkeyboardslines.
Nice, vaguely psychedelic
preduction, too. MMAprs

#%n-a ry”, o

D ML
JUDAS PRIEST

GABOR SCOTT / GETTY
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“We should
antagonise

THE BUNNYMEN
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= people

LISA HAUN / GETTY

— NMEJUNE28 —

EREWEGOround again. There’saword in
the back of some people’s minds these days.
Now and then events bringit to the tip of their
tongues, where the sourtaste causes it to be
swallowed back down or else spat out whole
like alump of phlegm from the subconscious.

Once out, itassumes its own horrendous proportions, hanging
intheair, slidingdownthewall, slithering across thefloor...
causing feelings ofembarrassment, confusion, trepidation and
helplessresignation. But this nauseasoon passes, and then the
worst thingofallhappens: the word begins to make sense. Itfits.
It’s timeto get psychedelic.

Thisisn’tthe cue tostartanotherstupid tribe, though
someone'sboundtotry.Anditdoesn’tmeananotherdead teen
sub-culthasrisen again to join the zombies already traipsing
aroundLimboland, though againitcould happen. Beyond the
obvious, beyond thesheer historicalimperative of along-feared
hippy revival, thereisan odd glimmer. Behind the enormous
uncoolnessofitallisalittleimp of the perverse. It’sbeen
proddingaway at various cerebella of my acquaintance.

There’s allthis weirdness and insanity goingonaroundyou,
theimpissaying. All thisfearand conservatism, everybody
clutchingat the past with one hand and groping for the future
with theother! Theonly wayto fight thisinsanity is with more
insanity. Rubthebastards’ noses init! Show themhowweird
thingscanreallyget!

Goahead and laugh ifyou want. My faceisn’t exactly straight
either. The hippieshave been utterly discredited, right? Of
coursethey have. All that cosmic hogwash... Acidinthe water
supply... Peaceandlove, etc. It’s hard to believe people ever
took Donovanseriouslyin the first place. But thisissomething
newwe'redealingwith. Itarises out of asmall problemof
descriptivelanguage.

Timeand again oflate, one of the new crop of English bands
presentsitselftoareviewer. Time and again the reviewer begins
to feel that lump of phlegm forming. Itapplies too well to so much
ofthe music these bands are making to be kept down for long, but
the pejorative connotations force the effort. It’ssuchan unhip
word, and thesebands are, by andlarge, pretty hip. Soare the
reviewers. But eventually it comes out. Psychedelic. »
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EchoAndThe
. - Bunnymen:(l-r)
LesPattinson,
WillSergeant,
PeteDeFreitas
andlanMcCulloch
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January17,1981,Pavilion

Gardens,Buxton,
yshire:cloudsof dry
dupwards-pointing

band “insilhouette, like the
aliensin Close Encounters”

Suddenlyallsortsofhoaryold conceptsattach
themselves asifsomeone hadswitchedonan
electromagnet. These bands areunderground,
forinstance, because they don’thave hits; they
mean nothingto thekind of person who buys
Costelloand Pretendersalbums,andverylittle
tobuyersofSpecialsand Vaporssingles. They
areprogressive inthat theytry tobend theold
musical formsorinvent new ones. Perhapsthey
evenliketojamonthequiet.

Oh Gawd!Suddenly | dread the consequences
of this. Extending the boundaries of music,
exploringthefrontiersof the mind,and other
suchnonsense...It'snotallMartin Hannett's
faulteither, because not allof these bands have
had records produced by him, alchough it helps.

Look, pretend you never read this. It wasn't real,
itwasjusta momentary nightmare flashback,
it’ll pass. Pretend thatnameslike The Teardrop
Explodes and EchoAnd The Bunnymendon’trecall
thetime whengroups had nameslike The Grateful
Dead or LotharAnd TheHand People. It'ssucha
pat, easy, obvious comparison to draw.

Pretend that Echo And The Bunnymen don’t
make thesortofsound you'dexpecttofindona
13th Floor Elevators album. They'‘ve never even
heard ofthem. Theylike the Velvets, sure, butthe
what Floor Elevators? Echo And The Bunnymen
arejustapromising new group from the north of
England, that’sall. It'snot their fault that people try tosqueeze theminto
absurd theoretical clothes.

Andlook what they have to put up with becauseofiit... Driving through
Liverpoolin theobligatory run-down Transit on their way to Southport,
they pass somefriendsataset of trafficlights. One of them flashes a peace
signattheoccupantsofthevan.!t’s ajoke.

The Bunnymensquirmintheirseats.

“l told you the psychedelicrevivalis on,” says lan McCulloch, who must
heusedtotheseannoyinglittlejibes. Hescratcheshis head wearily,
makinghishairlook even moredishevelled thanit didamoment ago.

“Itcertainlyisinourarea. But! haven’t got anystrong memoriesof that
period atall. We never gotinto it; we wereall too young anyway. The only
records I can remember from that time were the cliched ones like Scott
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“A lot of
people say it’s
postmodernist.
What is that?
It doesn’t exist”

McKenzie rather than the heavy psychedelic

things, which Istilthaven’t heard.
Whatabout drugs; donealot of them?
“Er...lgetdrunkoccasionally.”

HEBUNNYMEN CAMEintobeing
| about two years ago; part of the welter
of groups whohadheard eventsin
London calling. Echo was the name of their
taperecorder, recently replaced by areal
drumkit. Real drummersarein short supply
in Liverpool, but the Bunnymen found Pete
De Freitas, who was about togo to university
but was glad to have a good reason not to.
Hisrecruitment wroughtachangefromthe
thin, haunting, resonantsemi-acousticsound of
theirfirst Zoosingle, “The PicturesOn My Wall", to
fluid electric-rock overdrive with plenty of vitality
andfewinhibitions.

WillSergeantand Les Pattinson, guitarand bass
respectively, allowlan McCulloch the prominent
roleonstage and off. It washe whofirst pulled the
grouptogether;itishe whogivesitits most marked
characteristics. Onthe evidence of agigat London's
Lyceumsome months past, | expected to find him
fullof pompous conceits, such was the contempt
hesullenlydisptayed when the Bunnymen were
offered to the culturati asalittle morsel of things
tocome,alongside Teardrop, Manicured Noise,
ACertainRatio and the often ludicrous Psychedelic Furs.

Apartfrombeating the Fursat theirownbilling, the Bunnymen
turnedinsuchanarrogant, moody, disdainfuland aimost fearsome
performancethat L hadto findoutiftheyreally thought they were as
good astheyactually were thatnight. So, here weareina prefabricated
poly-vinylseafront cafeteriaat Southport that The Bunnymen have
inexplicably chosenasthe venue for the afternoon,about o find out.

lan, wearinganangst-ridden old overcoat with hisshirtbuttoned tothe
topagainstthechill existential winds-attestingto the fact that he’sseen
TheMan Who Fell To Earth six times - scratches his head fora moment or
two before explainingwhat was going through it on the Lyceum stage.

“Ilwasfedupwithallthese...um... hardgroupsknockingaroundlike
ThePsychedelic Fursand even Joy Division, that I just felt were shallow.



levenquoted lines from other people’s songs. It was just frustration, [
suppose. Peoplearetold whattolikealotof the time,and I quoted from
Joy Division, aband whom peopleare told tolike. That audience was
really... what’sthe word? They weren’t really reacting at all. Perhapsiit
wasour fault, butI think it wassomethingin theaudience there, a cool
aspect. | quoted Joy Division becauseifthey'd been up there, playinga
bad set, they'd havegot the reaction that nobody else got.

“Itwassupposed tobe somesort of hip billof bands, and I hate thatkind
of thing. Wetried toshock them out of thatin a way, by goingon and
playingpretty straight-aheadrock without the airs. The PsychedelicFurs
arequitestraight-ahead, buttheytryand coveritup with certain poses.
Imeanifthat’s psychedelic. ..

“People who like us normally didn’t like us that night, but I thought
wewere milesbetter. We could’ve played safe butwe didn’t. 1 didsee
somethingthen... that perhaps weshould be doingsomethinglike
antagonisingpeople.”

Willhas been lookingincreasinglybemused. “l dunno,” hesays. “I
wasn'tintoitatall. Mind you, | didn'teven know what was happening
withtheaudience. ] had sunglasseson.”

“Yeah,butyoudidn’tlikeitonaplayinglevel. There’smoreto playing
livethanjust gettingthe notesrightand everything. Whatannoyed me
about the Lyceum thing was that there were alot of real idiots there who
weretryingtofeel like they weren'tidiots, they werein onsomething.
They’renotinonit. There's nothingtobeinon.

“Alotof peoplesayit’s postmodernist. Whatis that? It doesn’texist.
IU’sjust atag, and that's what the whole night was about. Categories.”

Lesdecidestointerruptthisdiatribe: “Categories are inevitable, butyou
canfightback. Waittill our newskasingle comes out!”

“If people come alongexpectingsomething,” continueslan, “it's
perfectlyOK touse thingslike arrogancetotell them you're not that
thing... the Liverpool thing, forinstance. Allthese wacky bands. There’s
nobodywackyin Liverpool. It’snomorewacky than anywhereelse.”

Theword is actually quirky, but the pointisthesame. I bet there are
timeswhen EchoAnd The Bunnymen wish they'd called themselves
somethingelse. Incidentally, since lan mentioned Joy Division, it ought
tobepointed out that the two groupsdo havealotincommon. And this
timeitisn’t Martin Hannett. It’s Iggy Pop.

Atleast 1 hope it wasthe muzak. It might have been the drowsy

off-season resort town instillingitselfinto its visitors, orthe
dutiful recollection of past exploits, such as the fact that Les used tobe
aboat-builder, while Will was a cook and lan was on the dole. And the
fact that they’re all about 20 and thisiis their first group. These and
otherfaintincidental details add to the mounting torpor.

Timeto getserious. What’syour motivation, what does itall mean?

“Idon’tknow,” replieslan. “Itgetsharder as we goalongto be motivated.”

Oh.Whereisthefuninit,then?

“Thereis nofuninit,” says Will. “Anyway, we'llallbe inthearmysoon.”

lanmissesthis joke because he’sbeen gazing thoughtfully at nothingat
all. Suddenly he muttersasingle word...

“Ego. Yeah... ego.It'sallkindagratifyingyourego. Wewant todothings
thatare valid; good songs, that mean somethingsincere. Butego’s always
atthebackofit.”

Thereyou haveit! Thisquestionhasbeenasked in
alot of different ways of a lot of different peopleand
lanMcCulloch hasjustgivenitthestraightestanswer
it'severhad. He wasn't beingparticularly ironic, nor
was heapologising. Justgivingan honest answer.
There’s no message, nocrusade, noneedtotell you
what’s wrong withyourlife, noburningpurpose...
Beingina group isagood way totravel and
experience things, thinkslan. And Will?

“This tour we're doing now; I'm hopingthat by the
endofitl'lllike playinglive,and I'll feel less tense on
stage. That'sabout theonly thingI'm hopingfor.”

“Sometimes,” says lan, “you goon stage and you feel
thatyou have got somethingto say, and youwant
themtolistenand understand, but other timesyou
justwant tobe great at what youdo, whateveritis, but
thatdoesn’t mean you have to havea missionora
message of some sort. Although we do analyse what
wedo,and we think, alotof the time, thatit’s not that

T HEMUZAKIN thecafeteriais slowly sendingeveryone to sleep.

ECHO & THE BUNNYMEN

good. Ouregosaren’t bigenoughtodisregard self-criticism... I've got to
goforapiss.”

langetsupfromthetable;IturntoWilland askifhe agrees withall
that’sbeensaid.

“I thinkall thisarrogancebusiness that you twowere talkingabout
earlierisaload of crap!”

Thesilence that follows this declaration isso pregnant that someone
shouldreallyget upandofferitaseat.

“llikequirkygroups, basically.”

Sodol. PaulRambali

MELODY MAKER

T'SNOTJUST the first chill winds of winter that make Essex seem
Iso cold. The Echo And The Bunnymen show-“I hate the word gig,

but there’s really not many substitutes,” says unassuming guitarist
Will Sergeant —isinside the bowels of the nightmare conglomeration
of steel, glassand concrete thatisthe county’s university.

Withglowinghigh-rise blocks and supermarkets, it'sa completeliving
complexinitself, like Godard’s Alphaville, which means thejourney
there could be throughthe outerlimitsofhyperspaceand oninto the
eerielabyrinths.

Spacetravel is somethingvery close to Will Sergeant’sinculpable heart.
Whenatravellingbusinessman watchinganother channel preventshim
from seeing Kate Bushon the tube, he rushes off to get his collection of
Star Trek novels and, the most treasured possession next to his Telecaster,
an Enterprise manual.

“Ithink it was just great, youknow, the programme. Lookat this,” he
murmurswithcustomaryreserve, “it even tells you how to play three-
dimensionalchess.”

Thick-layered drapes of camouflaged (camo) nettingcover the stage
and thefierce anglesof theuni’'smain hall, toformalong, ragged tunnel
withinwhich theband play. Camois the mythicclothingadopted by the
entire entourage for thistour. It'saconcept that’sevolved rather than
contrived and serves as an outward expression for the inspiration,
dedication and senseofcommon destiny thatbinds thisloveable legion
of charlies together. Certainly there seems to be somethingintheairon
this tour—aflickering magic that grows from the knowledge that you're
involved in somethingfrighteningly exciting.

Aswell as camo, anexclusive terminology hasemerged in keepingwith
thespiritof discovery: Weird = good, dude=stiff, scummy=bad, and
gameoftennis=sex.

Any new townisjudged by thequalityofitscamoshop, theavailability
of good charcoal-cooked burgers and thestate of play on the tennis court.

Isn’titdangerous, though, to flirt with military images in such times of
studied fearand conservatism?

“Well, Ithinkit’s just good fun really,” Will counters with ahalfsmile.

“Thisisn’t militaristicin thestrictsense of the term,” explainsartistand
roadie Kit Edwards. “It functions on so many different levels. On oneit’s »

=
“Lesand | wanted towearour cowboy gear, but theothers laughed at us, E
youknow.” z
Inreality, everyone concerned seems to have thought about all the 2
implications. 2
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underminingaheavy institutionlike the Kelly's Heroesline; it also
contributesto afeel of beingundergroundorseparate, anditgives the

whole tour anaesthetic continuity.”

Well, yes. Inother words, coupled with thelighisand other stage

devices, itlooksdazzlinglyimpressive.

Somehow Bill Butt, an extraordinarily gifted lightsmanwitha
backgroundinthe theatreandapartnership with manager/producer
BillDrummond, haswed thegothic doomand epic splendour of

Coppola's Apocalypse Now with Spielberg’s “whitelight asametaphor

No imitation skin

Echo And The Bunnymen KOROVA

The transformation of Echo And The
Bunnymen from appealingbut erratic
beatniks of a year ago to the dynamic modern
rock group of today has been little short of
remarkable. It has been a painless change of
style but one in which the effects could hardly
be more marked. The haunting semi-acoustic
strains of their original Zoo 45 “Pictures On
My Wall” are afar cry indeed from the hard,
vigorous funk of the recent “Rescue” single.

If “Rescue” hinted broadly at the shift that
had taken place, then Crocodiles, the debut
album, confirms itinthe most gratifying
manner. There truly is adifferent kind of
tension at work now. So whatiisit alldown to?

Well, onthe most basiclevel, the
recruitment of drummer Pete De Freitasin
place of the drum machine “Echo” that
formerly provided the rhythmic backdrop has
toughened up the sound considerably, giving
things asolid andimaginative root.

Butthereis more to it than that. Singer
tan McCulloch’s gruff voice has matured
magnificently, so that every song is now
infested with arare soul andintensity. In
commonwithall great rock’n'roll from
Springsteen to the Sex Pistols, the Bunnymen
now sound hungry, and a lot of that hunger can
be tracedback to the sense of desperation
andurgency inMcCulloch's vocals.

Iif McCulloch and De Freitas give the
Bunnymen the essence of their new-found
strength, then the embellishments and
embroidery are left to guitarist Will Sergeant
and bassist Les Pattinson. Sergeant is the star
of the show musically, his gothic, jangling
guitar motifs often stretching miles into the
distance behind Pattinson’s elastic bass.

Together they have agreat sense of rock
dynamics, though alot of the credit
for that couldalsogo to
the productionteam of
Chameleons Bill Drummond
and Dave Balfe and Original
Mirrors guitarist lan Broudie.

The three men atthe
controls create asoundfull
of body and depth without
the aid of convoluted studio
trickery, the odd splash of
resonant echo aside: thereis very
little on Crocodiles that couldn’t-or
indeed hasn’t-beenreproduced live.

The Bunnymen betray a host of
influences throughout the album.
There are shades of both Jim
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Sergeant’s gothic,
jangling guitar
motifs stretch

into the distance

forrebirth” technique, to produce the mostsympathetic setting forarock
bandlhaveeverseen.

Usingahuge commercialfanat theendofthecamotunnel, the crew

led by Harry DeMac can suddenly push out blankets of white smoke that,

coupled with heavenly-pointinglights, leave the band insilhouettelike

NME JUL 12

Morrisonand lggy Popin
McCulloch’s voice, shreds of
Wilko Johnsonin the crosscut
riffing of Sergeant on the title
track and aspects of Talking Heads
in “Rescue”, while the chilling organ
melody on the revamped “Pictures On My
Wall” certainly owes something to Pere Ubu's
“30 Seconds Over Tokyo”.

But this crocodile is no imitation skin, and
the whole is far greater than the sum of the
variousinputs. McCulloch's lyrical landscape
is scattered with themes of sorrow, horror and
despair, themes that are reinforced by animal/
sexualimagery. There areresemblancesto
Joy Divisionin places, although McCulloch’s
words are never asintensely personal.

“Crocodiles” and “Rescue” deal with fear
and eventual breakdown, desperation which
takes the victim even closer to the edge on
“Going Up”, where ambient mood music drifts
into a semi-acoustic rocker witha haunting
“Let’s get the helloutta here” refrain. But the
message filtering throughthe darknessis
primarily one of hope on “Pictures On My
Wall” and “All That Jazz", which employs to
devastating effect the same relentless
rhythmic thrash that drove PiL's “Annalisa”
and Magazine's “The Light Pours Out Of Me".

“Villiers Terrace”, meantime, is an awestruck
and amusing account of people rolling round
oncarpets, mixed-up medicines and drugged
debauchery, lifted by very Bowie-ish staccato
electric piano.

Not every track is as successful. “Pride” is a
disposable recollection of parental hopes and
fears, “Stars Are Stars” anobscure dirge
salvaged only by afew crisp minor chords,
and “Happy Death Men",arambling closer
that goes nowhere.

One last thing. Forget all that jazz about the
creeping return of hippy-
dom, despite the cryptic
“flowers and their hair”
message scratched over the
run-off grooves. Crocodiles
is destined to be one of the
contemporary rock albums
of the year. And, yes, you
candance toit. Adrian Thrills

ECHO AND THE BUNNYMEN

thealiensin Close Encounters,crossed with a matrix of lightshafts.

It'sstunning. Everythingcomesoffwitha professionalartistry, always
in perfectsynch with the music, which hasat lastcome neartoreaching
itslive potential. Despitea cold, lan “Mac” McCulloch’svoicestill

reachedthe ethereal peaksofthealbum,

while Will'sunderstanding of

electronicsound (thisis hisfirst
band) canbesublime oneither

L attackorreflection.

Les Pattinson’sbasslinesare
becomingthunderousin places,
alwaysoriginaland cleverlyat
variancewith the twin guitars

thatlook foranchoragein Pete De
Freitas’ rushingdrums. Never have
theyplayedsowell asasingleunit,and
attheirbestarecapable ofawe-inspiring,
shimmering, magical, warp-factor-10rock.

AtEssexthesortofgangthatlike the UK
Subsrepeatedlyspitand hurl cansat the
band. Ifanythingitspursthemonto
greater heights, and afterwards Mac
considersthe version of theirunusually
incisive “Pride” was one of the best yet.

When theysingon “Monkeys": “Boys
arethesamelBrains in their pockets/Girls
arethesamelKnock itand rock it”, the
glaringironyisinevitablylostinaseaof
humanoscillation.

“lwish more people would listento
thelyrics,” Maccomplains later. “l mean,
ldon'twantthemtoallstand round
analysingthings, butldon’tsee whyyou
can'tmove around abitand listenaswell.”

OvertintellectualismissomethingMac
most definitely does notapprove of. Ifyou're
pursuingmystery and adventure or looking
back with asplintered vision, whyshould
youwanttocategorise yourart, especiallyif
you're workinginafield whoseethos
frequently demandsthesacrificeof those
who break cover andreveal themselves.

‘I'dsay I'm moreinterested in
atmosphereand thespacesbetween the
obvious, youknow. I can’tunderstand why
people want togo to university; there must
bebetterthingstodo.”

Contrarytohis past press persona, lan
McCullochis notaloofanddifficult, just
alittledreamyandsometimesintroverted.
Aslongasyoudon’ttryand cramhiminto
arestrictive category for the sakeofeasy
consumerism-ie, Echoare the new
whatever—hecanbewarm, funnyand
intelligent. Hecould also be rock’s
Howard Hughes.

“Scummy” reallycomesontoitsownin
Mac’svocabulary, because forhim there’s
alot of scumabout. Understandably, he
goestogreatlengthstowashthegobout
ofhishairfollowingthenight’s
performance. “lhad tousenearly,
abottleofshampoo,youknow.”

Butwhile we'reallsittingin the hotel
lobbywaitingforhimtoappear (it has
become his prerogative tobelateand
theothersacceptthiswithashrugging
resignation) itemerges that Mac



inspectsevery bed before sleep forbugs,
takinghoursthrough deliberation and
poor eyesight. He must wash his hands
atregularintervalsandseems almost
terrified offliesand dirt. “Imean, you
should have seen the last hotel we
stoppedin,itwasreally scummy.”

Intheirownway, Willand Lesare justas
concerned with theodd, theweirdand the
wonderful. Aside from wantingtorideina
UFO, Willoncetold his careersadviser that he
hoped tobe azoo keeper, while Les wanted to
bearacingdriverandsettled with drivingthe
band from town to town. Onlyonthe grounds
ofexcessive heataccumulation can Lesbe
persuaded not tobuyarubberimmersionsuit
inNorwich’sfive-star camoshop. Both wear
headbands onstage, with Willaddingconkers
tokeepeverythingdowntoearth.

Perhapsbecause he was thelasttojoin, Pete-
whoreplaced Echo thedrum machine-isoften
ontheperiphery ofthe band’s conversations
aboutspontaneous combustion, sci-fiand
music. Butwhenitcomesto the “formal
interview” he seems assertiveand clear about
what the band should be doing.

Theothersarelessreluctant tositdownand
talk,buttheydoandit’salloverquickly.

Whatabout the Liverpool scene?

Mac: “Toacertainextentit’sbeen
manufactured by the press. Wedon't like being
associated withit. [ don'tthink people would
say there wasanysimilarities betweenusand
Wah! Heat or the Teardropsifone was from
Doncasterand the other from Scunthorpe,
except that Wah!Heat desperately want to be
EchoAnd The Bunnymen.”

Maconce played, albeit very briefly, with Pete
Wylie, now of Wah!Heat, in the garageband The
Crucial Three, and interestinglyitis Wylie who

isaccused of doingJim Morrison impersonations by Mac. Anyway, Wylie
“isjustadude, asuperstudin Liverpool”,accordingto Will.

Asforthespectreof Morrison, Will thinks he’sstill alivein Greeceand
Macsays: “Isaw him asaleather-clad dude and abad poet.’

Balfe and Bill Drummond, seemed to be to be as magnificent as
the songs and music, though surprisingly the partnership looks
likeending. Mac: “l don’t think we'll work with them again. It worked on
some of the songs but on others there wasn't enough power. Also I think
theyplayed it safe on ‘The Puppet’ [their currentsingle with the far
superior B-side “Do It Clean”) and I think they spoilt it a bit.”
Peteinterjects: “I think they realised they played itsafe. I don’tthink

T HE PRODUCTION ON their debut album, Crocodiles, by David

theyreally knew whattodowith it. That's why
they’realso pushingfor ustoget another
producer, because [ think they’ve run out of
ideasforus.”

Sowhowill takeup theenvioustask of
producing the most exciting band to come out
ofLiverpool since The Beatles?

Will: “Well, we've got people in mind but they
don’tknowwe’vegottheminmind,sowecan't
reallysay... There'sonethat reallysticksout,
though, thatwouldsuitus.”

SaysMac: “Istill think alot morecould have
been made on some of those songs on thefirst
album, butitwaspartlyour fault.”

Pete: “I don’t think you're ever going to come
out of thestudio beingtotally happy. At the
time itseemed like theright production.”

Crocodilesonly took around three weeks to
record butthe nextwill take longer, primarily
because those earlier songs had adecent period

“I'm interested
in atmosphere
and the spaces
between
the obvious™

November29,
1980:McCulloch
frontsthe
Bunnymenat
Amsterdam’s
Paradiso

over which tomature, whereastouringhas
eroded theirtime to develop new material.

Evenwiththeserestrictions, they present
fewproblemsinviewof theirapproach to
writing. Usually Mac comes up with the lyrics,
though Will wrote those to “Happy Death Men”
and therest literally materialises from the
catalytic musical communications that
developinthestudio.

The Bunnies got theirname from afriend.
Theywerealmost Mona Lisa & The Grease
Guns, Glycerol & The Fan Extractors,and The
DazMen, “becauseitstood upand was funny”
accordingto Mac.

Itwasalso areactionagainst postmodernist

names “thathave tobeserious and have nosense of humour”. Strangely,
i'sanamethat hasattracted other meaningless labels usuallyassociated
withAmerican West Coastbandslike Loveand The Doors. The
connectionis purely random. Maclikesthe Velvets and Leonard Cohen

and Will likes Syd Barrettand even “D.1.5.C.0." by Ottawan.

holdersreally.”

Grinningunderhis overgrown fringe, Will suggests: “You've gotta laugh
about these labels sometimes. We've been called wacky, postmodernist,
Neil Young, electric folk, bleak industrial. We're just fish-and-chip

“Mostbands pigeonhole themselves because they’reso obvious. We
won’tdo that, but other people seem towant todoitforus... | don’tknow,
whatcanyou do?” Mac pleads.

Afterleaving the independent Zoo for the WEA subsidiary Korova,

some hardcore fanzinescriticised them for
sellingout, buton this Macand therestlose
nosleep.

“Forastart, Zoo wanted ustodoit. Ifwe
hadn’tsigned we wouldn’tbe doingthis tour
andhave alltheselightsand things. It'sjust
ajob, right? Would you criticise abloke who
works for Ford fornot makinghisowncar?”

Judgingby the Norwich set, it’shard to
see the band goinganywherebut forward.
Hampered by an especially high ceiling,
the crew, despitea Herculean effort, fail to
construct the Heart Of Darknesscamotunnel,
andsettle instead foran ornithologytheme
with added foliagein thenetting.

Oncetheexoticstrainsof Enoandjon
Hassell’s Fourth World: Possible Musics die
away, theband takeover, leavingacapacity
audiencedumbstruck by their powerand
imagination. Jan Pye e

MICHAEL LINSSEN / GETTY
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Smoother but more ruthles_s

NME JUN 14

“...the poets of negroism oppose the idea of
anold Europe to ayoung Africa, tiresome
reasoning to lyricism, oppressive logic to
ahigh stepping nature...” FrantzFanon,

The Wretched Of The Earth

OLET'SDANCE! OK.EvenMarley,
Spotentiallythe mostimportant political

entertaineralive, seemed content to
follow the Wailers' imperative beat along with
most everybody else on Saturday. It was that
kind of day.

The dippy logic that held sway had scores
of otherwise sensible fully clothed adults
wallowing like hippos in the muddy lake
separatingthe stage and crowd. Others
more irresponsibly perched in the charming
willow trees surrounding the site. One
eventually snapped under the strain, its
unnecessarydestruction greetedinsome
quarters by heavy cheers.

As already noted, it was that kind of day.

The audience’s one rationalmoment was
their mud-slinging reply to Joe Jackson's

62 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1380

| applause,butturnedoffas

bad-mouthing. Ifthe stupid prat thought he
could consolidate the current critical swingin
his favour throughill-tempered harangues,
then he's dumber than his manner suggested.
Some new songsindicated that he's too
brightto plumb such levels. The black “The
Evil Eye”, touching onvoodooismand
butcheryin Peckham,
sounded fun, highlighted
asitwas by the tasteful line
“lgot The Cramps on the
stereo”. But mostly he
resortedto Stranglers-
styledbelligerent
boogying, which
intimidated some into

many others; me included.

Maybe Jacksonthought
ithis duty to disrupt the soporific atmosphere
of the event until his spot. Lord knows The
Average White Band gave him good cause.
Theirlanguidriffing lapsedinto plain laziness,
with odd moments of tension quickly

The post-
revolutionary
awareness of

“Exodus” seems
especially fitting

dissipating once the pattern of false endings
was established. All sweetness and light and
noshade. They wouldn't have noticed if we
leftand vice versa.

Q-Tips'singer Paul Young's fixed grin
implied alike rigidity, but he still looked
vulnerable enough to be affected by an
audience. His obsessive
love for old soulis genuine
enough, but why he
should want to mimic
the masters’styles so
faithfully is unnatural.

His mannerismsandthe
band’s relentless efficiency
make them a good show
band and not muchelse,
although their cabaret
presentation worked
surprisingly well on 20,000 people, too.

That's down to their strong ensemble
playing and aclever non-stop programming
of standards, like “Tracks Of My Years",
“S.Y.S.L.J.FM.” “How Sweet ltls To Be




Alvin"Seeco” Patterson
(oncongas),BobMarley,
Earl“Wya"Lindoand
fellow Wailersout of shot
atthe CrystalPalace Bowl,
followingsetsby Joe
Jackson, The Average
WhiteBand and The Q-Tips

Loved By You” and “Sweet Soul
Music”. They were more popular
than DJ Andy Dunkley -he must've
left his copy of This Is Soul at home.

Marley’simportance as a
crossoverartist shouldn'tbe either
overlooked or denied. Whatever people’s
attractions to him - his beautifully taut
singing, the increasing disco sophistication
of the Wailers, or what he has to say - they've
placed himin the enviable position of a
militant with a potentially large audience.
Goingby his last album, Survival, he hasn't
yet shirked his responsibilities.

Obviously many people at Crystal Palace
came forthe Event or the hits, but [ doubt
thatthey were disappointed. Having
recently returned from Zimbabwe's
independence celebrations, Marley and
the Wailers are currently expressing their
elation with the birth of anew black state
through a setof renewed ardour, in which
their beliefin Rastafarianism combines with
amore embracing spiritual love.

The post-revolutionary awareness of
“Exodus” seems especially fitting now,
and consequently “Jamming” and “Exodus”
played out the set. The Wailers’ superbly
confidentyet gentle rhythms supported
Marley’s ailing voice. Earlier they radically

improved “Rastaman Vibration” by fleshing
out the dull purity of the original album track,
and throughout they played with cool poise.

They reinforced their hardness with the
warning shot “War”, the victory song
“Zimbabwe" and the resilient“| Shot The
Sheriff", revitalised by the | Threes’ assertive
back-up. Of the new songs, one boldly
identified them with their roots: “We don't
have no friends inna high society.”

But the most revealing was Marley's
acoustic “Redemption Song”, which
hadhim singing, ironically judging
from the song's tone: “Won't you help
me sing/Another song of freedom/
Because alll hear/Redemption songs.”

He sangit with asly hint of mockery
thatbelied the seriousness of the
subject of slave trading. Very strange,
but I'll wait to hear it properly before
making up my mind.

Marley and the Wailers still cutit.

With the passing of time they're
getting smoother, but at the same time
more ruthless, and Marley The Warrior

hasn’t lain down his sword yet. Someday
he'll possibly face similar problems to
other political entertainers, of keeping
the momentum and spirit alive, but as his
political beliefs are deeper rooted in his Rasta
faith and the more concrete struggle of the
Third World, they're alot harder to lose sight
of. He'smade diversions before (Kaya) and
thencome back.

And with Zimbabwe's victory still fresh he's
hardly likely to stop now. ChrisBohn

Majority
rules

‘BOB MARLEY AND THE WAILERS | IOE
JACKSON BAND / AVERAGE WHITE BAND
The Crvstal Palace Garden Party
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Readers’ letters

MM JAN-JUN

Gone but not forgotten

Farewelltolan Curtis, thelate
singer of Joy Division. Hewillbe
sadly missed.

JOHNSANDYS, Maidenhead,
Berkshire (MM Juni4)

Kicking against the bricks
Thankyou, the Floyd, foryour
contribution towhat was the Year
OfThe Child.

“AnotherBrick In TheWall" is
ananthem that DAME Margaret
Thatcher, housewife superstar,
would have been proud to write.
Whoelse butFloyd orthe Iron Lady
could getchildrentostandupand
sing “Wedon't need noeducation” at
atimewhensomanyoftheworld’s
children would be desperately
glad ofanyeducationatall,
howeversarcastically delivered?

Justhow farrock haslostits
radicaledgeof protest,ina
worldstill full of hardshipsand
deprivations, isevidenced when
musicianslike thesecanrail at
the crustyold teachers of their
childhood. Giles of the Daily
Expressdiscovered howto do that
years ago, with moreridicule,
humour, and therefore more effect.

PerhapsPink Floyd would have
liked to have added a few more
wordsaboutincreased school
meal prices: “Wedon't need no
mashed potato/ Wedon't need not
treacleroll/ We'lleat our sarnies in
theclassroom/Teacher throw those
kidsabone!”

Anotherbrickinthewall?
Anotherkickintheballstothose
who ever hoped for, or needed, the
radicalforce rock used towield.
TIMSHELTON-JONES, Milestone
Road, Upper Norwood, London SE19
(MM Jan26)

Truetoform, PinkFloyd release a
newalbum, andasingle too, only
tofindknow-alls writingto MM's
Mailbag, snappingat theirheels.
Floyd areattackingeducation!
Attackingteachers!Orare they?
Anyonewholistened to Roger
Waters (the writer) ontheradio
recentlywillrealisethat thisis
anythingbut the case.
TheFloyddidn’tfeaturein the
MM Polithisyear. Theyhad done
nothingtodeservethis praise.
Neitherhadothers, but theygotin
easily. Floyd’ssupporters only
praised work, not past efforts.
Floyd are not followed by “worms”.
DERRICK FOX, Chalford Hill,
Nr Stroud, Glos (MM Jan12)

You do that

Withregard to thereviewofthe
new Clash double, I would have
appreciatedalittle more depth
inthefinal paragraph.An
observationthattheletteringof
thetitleisset outexactlythesame
way as Elvis Presley’s first HMV
album, includingthecolouring,
would have beenappropriate.

Isthisanother plotbytherecord
companytoinstigatelitigation,
awithdrawalofthe albumdesign
andthecreation ofyetanother
costlycollectors’item? Well, The
Beatlesdid it with the “Butcher's
cover forthe Yesterday And Today
LP-price $400-andrecently
Virgindid it with the American
Express pic-sleeve of the last Sex
Pistolssingle. Ishallkeep mycopy
and seewhathappens.
ANTHONY RAYNER,Hampton,
Middlesex (MM Jan19)

Hynde your language
Iwasshocked toreadinyour
reviewofthe PretendersLP (Jan
12) theamazingstatement that
Chrissie Hynde possessed “what
maywell be the finest female voice
inthehistory ofrock'n’roll.” Is
ChrisBrazier, theauthor of this
highlyquestionable remark,
completelyoutofhismind?
Firstofall, for the sakeof formal
argument, can whatMs Hynde
singsbe called “rock’n'roll",
anyway?Andifitcan, couldshe
inall objectivitybeconsideredto
haveabettervoice than Brenda
LeeorWandaJackson, for
example? And if we callit “rock”
singing, whatabout thennon-
trendydinosaurs Grace Slickand
Janis Joplin, not to mention
Maggie Belland thatchick who
used tosing with Meatloaf (I forget
hername) intherealmof heavy
singing. And continuingoninto
moredisparatestylesof “rock”,
what aboutKikiDee, Joni Mitchell,
Christine McVie, Stevie Nicks,
SiouxsieSioux, etal?

Imean, really!ls Brazier
Chrissie Hynde'sfatheror
something? That's theonlything
thatcould justifysuch an outburst
offanzinelunacy.

JOANNE SMITH, Break Egg Hill,
Billericay, Essex (MMFeb2)

Bootlegs vs
police time

Sothecountryis now

safeagainfollowing
asix-month investigation which
led tothe “swooping” (ugh) of the
policeon adisused airfield to
discoverabootlegfactory.

This house of sinmanufactured
illegallive recordings of some of
our “greatest artists”, whowere
aftertheseevilcriminals. The
leaderoftheseknightsinshining
armourwas David Bowie. I have
everyalbumofhis,anditwasn't
untilThad themall thatIbegan
gettinginterestedin finding
bootlegs. Butthatargumenthas
alreadybeen thrashed todeath,
andnoonelistened.

Surelyifthe artists themselves,
ortheagentsorlabels, were
prepared to produce morelive
recordings wherethey're
obviously wanted, bootlegging
ofthekind underattack would
be beaten offthe market.

Inthepapers, of course, the
criticswould hate the production
of lots of livealbums from one
group. But surely limited editions
for the fanatical fansmustbe
worthit. Ifitisn’t, why employthe
police forsixmonthsto bustthe
peoplewhothinkitis?

Of course, theartists should get
royalties from theserecords
(that’s probably the one thing that
upsetsthem), butuntiltheyare
legal, howcan they? Either combat
thebootleggers with better
quality, more easilyobtainable
liverecords, orleave themalone.

Sixmonths of policeactivity like
thiswon'tcatchtheRipper-willit?
EDWARD CRUTCHLEY, St Pancras,
Chichester, West Sussex (MMFeb 2)

Pseud writer writes
Concerningmyreview of Elvis
Costello’s Get Happy!album
(MMFebruary23):Incase
anyone'sinterested, the word
should have been “atavistically”
not “statistically”, until the
printersgotatit. Serves me
rightforbeing pseudy.
CHRISBRAZIER,LondonE3
(MMMar1)
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PINK FLOYD, STRAY
CATS, FLEETWOOD MAC,
JOY DIVISION AND MORE

Takes the lead role

ME David Bowie returns with a stage
role, a new album and a single, “Ashes To Ashes™.

D AVID BOWIE'S AVOWED intention of not playing

any concerts in 1980 is confirmed with the news,

announced this week, that he is to make his stage acting
debut-amove likely tokeep him occupied until the end of
the year. But he keeps his musicinterests ticking over, with
anew album and single scheduled for release.

Hetakesthelead roleinthe Bernard Pomeranceplay The
Elephant Man, whichopenson July 29in Denver foraweek,
then moves to Chicago untiltheend of August. Thisisdueto
be followed by an indefinite run on Broadway in New York.
Asyetthere are nodefinite plans for the play tocometo
London-but Bowiesaid recently that he’d ratheractinthe
West End than performin concertattheWembleyArena.

The play is setinEngland in thelast century, and it's about
JohnMerrick-ahideouslydeformed manwho’stakeninto
thecareofaLondon surgeon, and subsequently becomes
acelebrated figure insociety.

Paradoxically, Bowie's new album is titled Scary Monsters
(And Super Creeps)-itwasrecorded in New Yorkduring
March, andisset for release by RCA on September 12. It
contains nine new songs - eight self-penned, and one
written by ex-Televisionleader Tom Verlaine- plusone
reprise. Asingle from the LP, “Ashes ToAshes”, comes out
onAugust 1, coupled with atrack fromhislast studioalbum,
Lodger,titled “Move On”.

Bowie’sregular backingmusicians—Carlos Alomar (guitar),
Dennis Davis (drums) and George Murray (bass) -are
featured on theset, alongwith such guests as Pete Townshend,
Robert Frippand Bruce
Springsteen’s pianist Roy

STAGE PLAY — BUT NEW LP, TOO R

co-producer Tony Visconti

Bowie goes legit Ly

i i i rts in 1980 is confirmed
o anWIE < avawad intention of not playing any concerts i 1575 2 FL L o
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DavidBowieashesppearsonthe
cover of ScaryMonstersandin
thevideoforleadsingle "Ashes
ToAshes” Theoutfitwascreated
by Natasha Korniloff,who'dhad

whentheywerebothinvoived
withLindsay Kemp'smime
presentationPierrotin Turquoise
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Trepidation

NME JUL 12
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OME TAPING, ACCORDING to the
H beleaguered Britishrecordindustry,

is depriving its coffers of untold
millions of pounds. With sales of LPs
decreasing rapidly as aresult of the tight
financial climate that affects sales of all sorts
of consumer goods, the recordindustry is
anxious to plug all leaks of its revenue. The
most serious of these leaks are bootlegging
and home taping - both, it’s claimed, amount
to theft of copyright. An often hysterical
picture is painted of legions of small- and
even big-time pirates blasting great holes
inarapidly sinking ship.

It's worth remembering that, despite all the
grumbleslastyear, the industry asa whole
actually made more money inthe gloomy year
of'79 thanitdidinthe boom year of '78. Fewer
records were soldin’79, but they cost more
and generated bigger returns. Now, with far
fewerrecordsbeingsold, the gloom has
turnedto trepidation.

When it comes to home taping, there’s not
muchtheindustry can do. The ideaof some
sort of jamming device onrecords to prevent
tapingseemsto have been shelved, and
would anyway take along time to introduce
and require the complicity of the hardware
manufacturers, who remain conspicuously
silent on the whole matter. The British
Phonographic Institute, who represent the
trade interests of the record industry, did
succeed in preventing one manufacturer
from advertising the easy home taping
facilities of its models, on
the grounds thathome
tapingis unlawful - but then
soiskissing in public parks
and on highways.

The BPlis pressingfora
levy onblank tapes;say 10p
onevery cassette sold,
which will be divided up
between the record
companies that are
members of the BPI.In the
short term this would
bringin more money for
the companies, butin
thelongtermitwon't
actually help the people
who ultimately lose out
because of the slumpin
record sales - the
musicians who make the
recordsand the shop
ownerswhosell them.

Atarecent Music
Trades Association
lunch at the Café Royal,
retiring BPl chairman
Len Wood tried to make
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The British
Phonographic
Institute is
pressing for a levy
on blank tapes

BLONDIE RECORD THEIR HITS
ON AMPEX TAPE.
P

the caseforatapelevy
toguest speakerLord
George Brown. His
Lordship, however, was
notimpressed.

“If my wife and
daughter wish to utilise
moderntechnology to
recapture the beautiful
music made by, say,
Dame Nellie Melba,
thenthey should be
abletodoso,andlam
not the bloke to talk
aboutalevyto
compensate Dame
Nellie and EML.”

Nonetheless, the
government is pledged
tointroduce changes in
the law regarding home
taping as part of wider
changesin the existing
copyright laws, according to aspokesperson
fromthe Department Of Trade And Industry.
The Whitford Committeereporton
Copyright Design Law, publishedin1977,
hasrecommended that alevy similar to that
which already exists in Germany should be
introduced on “all equipment of atype
suitable for private recording...asin Germany,
it should be the manufacturer orimporter
whoshouldbe liable for the levy”. Although
the cost willno doubt be passedonto
the consumer.

A Green Paper (which
isasort of preliminary
discussion document)on
the subject of copyright
anddesignlawis due tobe
published at the end of the
year. Whatever size and
shapeitsrecommendations
aboutalevy, these would
have to pass through
Parliament to become law,

andthisisunlikely to

happenbefore the
parliamentary session
beginning October1981.
Inthe meantime, the
cause of theincreasein
home taping holds the
key to the remedy:
records are simply too
expensive. Thenagain,
tapesare toomuch fun.

Withthe advent of the

Japanese stereo

portable cassette radio

with self-contained but
relativelyimpressive

Full-pageadsin

the music weeklies g
reflect“the
biggestchangein
thewaypeople

listento music""’ J-u(- e gl’eal

speakers, cassetteshave become the cheapest
optimum means of listening to music. It's
possible that the briefcase-sized objects that
now clutter every high street electrical store
arecreating the biggest change in the way
peoplelisten to music since the component
stereo systemreplaced the humble Dansette.

Built-in “search” devices are almost
standard, enablingindividual tracks tobe
found quickly, thus negating one of the two
main arguments against tapes. The otheris
irrelevant, because if you want to pay four
poundsforarecordsleeve then go ahead, but
part of the fun of cassettes ismaking your
own.Glue andscissors are also cheap.

The sources of music are plentiful. There is
the radio, of course. There are locallibraries,
which canusually supply afair selection of
bluesandjazz. Tworecord shopsinBlackburn
and Burnley have startedrecord hire
schemes, to the dismay of everybody except
their customers.Friends with large record
collections are definitely an advantage (and
making up compilations from them a winning
pastime). Evenifallyour friends have the
sameidea, whatever records youdobuycan
be circulated. Andhowever much the
companies may bleat about shrinking profits,
people won't stop buying records.

If one day alevy onblank tapes makes them
costalmost asmuchas LPs, tapesretainthe
advantage of not being created for posterity.
They are not artefactslikerecords. They are
transient, like music. When youtire of
listening to one thing youcan simply erase
andrecord something else.

But there'shardly any need to presshome
what your pocket makes abundantly clear.
Youalready know it makes sense. PaulRambali

A CONSUMER’S GUIDE
TO THE WIDE WORLD
OF INFRINGEMENTS
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do some good”

NME McLaren’s Bow Wow
Wow enter the home-taping war.

ITHHIS USUAL flair for
scandal, and with therecord
industryin a state of anxiety

on the subject,media guerrillaMalcolm
McLarenhas chosen thismomentto put
his spoke in with arecord that takes alook
at the home-tasing “problem”,“C30 C60
C90Go" by Bow Wow Wow.

Last Friday, EMI, Bow Wow Wow's
label, held a top-level meeting to decide
whether to risk withdrawing the record
at the last minute and, once again, being
made risible inthe public eye at the
hands of McLaren. The meeting came
about, apparently, as aresult of discreet
protests by the BPI, who feel that “C30
C60C90Go" could actually encourage
home taping.

The point hasn’t exactly escaped EMI.
It appears thatreleasing McLaren's Bow
Wow Wow recard is something of a
calculated gamble for them, and they
hope to use his capacity for instant
publicity to their advantage this time.

“Webelieve,” said Brian Southall, head
of EMI's publidty, “thatif the record
focuses some attention on the problem,
then that could only do some good.”

AsofMonday, “C30C60C90 Go”is
still set for release this weekend. “We're
tryingto getitplayed on the radio at this
verymoment.’

Getthose recordersready!

“|'ve seen worse”

MM AUG 30

EADING BECAMETHE 1980 Can

Festival when several warm-up

bands and theaudience itself
faced a dense and dangerousbarrage
of jagged-edged cans and other
missiles. Experienced Reading
watchers were surprised at the extent
and ferocity of the bored fans’ assault,
ascan battles built up from one side
of theaudience toanother, injuring
peoplein themiddle ground as well
assome of thosein the targetarea.

Firstbandto feel thereal brunt ofthe
can hurlerswere The Hellions, the
group formed by ex-Damned guitarist
BrianJamesand theonlyoutfitin the three-
dayfestival to showanyreal new wave roots.
Theylasted for only a handful of songs before
theirversion of The Damned's “New Rose”
provokedsuchadeluge of cansthat the band
retired hurt.

On Sunday, Girl were
cannedbutcarriedon
playingtotheend of their
set. MMreporterlan Pye
described the can-
throwingas “incessant
throughthe afternoon
there werealwayssome cansintheairandit
builtuptoarealfrenzyattimes. Itonlydied
outwhen their attention was held by themain
bands, Slade, Def Leppard and Whitesnake.”

Oneaspect that particularly worried
peaceable fans was that manyofthecanshad
been stomped flatso that the sides were split
open and jagged, and were then thrown like
Frisbeesacross thecrowd.

Festival organiser Jack Barriesaid
suggestions that the festival was marred

Gans had been
stomped flat and
thrown like Frisbees

Aug24,1980:
Whitesnake's
DavidCoverdale
distracts the
canchuckers
atReading

bycan-throwing were “balderdash,” adding
thatonlyoneband, The Hellions, were
cannedoff, “and weknew we were taking
achancewiththem”.

Headmitted therewas someinter-audience
can-throwing: “Theyseemed to have found
anewgimmick-not
canningthestageby
throwingthemateach
other.Iwouldn’tcallit
vicious-1 have seen
worseat previous
ReadingFestivals.

Hedescribed audience
injuriesfrom can-throwingas “inthetensto
twenties, certainlynotinthe hundreds”.

Barrie said the festivalin general was
“bloody marvellous”, with audiencefigures
ataround the 30,000 mark for each day-
less on Friday, moreonSaturdayand Sunday

and said the 1980 ReadingFestival was
the mostsuccessfulsince 1975, when Yes
topped thebill and the audience figures
wentoverthetop,leadingtotherecent
restrictions oncapacity.

“Astonished and disappointed”

NME JUN 14

the streets for six weeks, we couldn’t help but sympathise
with our fellow scribblers on Melody Maker, who saw not only
sixissues of their paper vanish, but their editor, several of their staff
and the paper’s long-awaited redesign and relaunch. MM’s editor
Richard Williams resigned after attempts by IPC Business Pressto
publish a“scab” issue during the dispute between IPC and the NUJ.
Following Williams’ departure, editor-in-chief Ray Coleman has
taken over the reins of the ailing “musician’s bible”. Atleast three staff
members and one freelance writer have already quit in protest, and
others may follow. With all the company's journalists temporarily
“sacked” during the dispute, Ray Colemansuggested to Williams that
theybring out a Melody Maker without the aid of the staff -in other
words, by using whatever material was already lying around, plus
anything that freelance writers were prepared to contribute.
Williams refused to co-operate, and when Colemaninformed him
heintended togo ahead and publish anyway, Williams resigned. As
Coleman himself admits, the MM journalists were “astonished and

V EXED THOUGH WE were by the dispute that kept NME off

disappointed” at the prospect of a“scab”issue - thoughironically the
dispute ended before the issue went topress.

One senior writer, in asomewhat tired and emotional state, threw
three typewriters through the office windows. (Fortunately the MM
offices are more street level than the paper.) Others simply resigned;
two of them - Chris Bohn and Viv Goldman - have now joined NME.

Asaresult of the upheavals the paper’sredesign and relaunch -
which was due to have taken place last month - hasbeen postponed.
Williams declined to comment on the circumstances of his departure,
saying only that there is no chance of him returning to Melody Maker,
andthat he now proposes “to start listening to records for funagain”.

Since being promoted out of the editorial firing line two years ago,
Coleman has been contributing a column to Sir James Goldsmith'’s
appalling NOW!magazine, so it comes as no surprise that he's
promised a “traditional Melody Maker” this week. What else? PhilMcNeill

PETER STILL/GETTY; GABOR SCOTT /GETTY
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66 NEWROYAL FAMILY! A wild
nobility! WE ARE THE FAMILY!"

has done the impossible. A chartrecord.

“Kings Of The Wild Frontier” is great
rock music. Startling, passionate, unsettling
and dramatic. Itsrise up the conservative,
stupefied charts (the Rolling Stones indeed!)
haspleased everybody. Obviously CBS,
obviously Chris Hughes, its producer...but
above all Adam himself for taking the first
stepnotonly toabetter bank balance, but
to awider audience. For this he credits
Malcolm McLaren.

McLaren, he believes, has shown him a far
better direction to pursue, giving him fresh
ideas and angles to replace those of the last
three years, when Adam was consigned to an
independentlabel and a fanatical following
that had grown quietly and unnoticed
throughout theland.

They represented all elements of fashion,
from skinheads to mohicans to mods, and
above all punks, giving Adam the position of

Adam & The Ants are in the charts!
Malcolm McLaren, again, is at the bottom of it. “He’s
a genius,” says Adam. “The only one I've met...”

A clatter of drums, ascream from
below, arelentlessbass melody and Adam Ant

HE ANTS

AJAMAND T/

number-one doginan
underworldunknown to
Peter Powell, Anne
Nightingale and The
Guardian. Now it's coming
outinto the open -for
better or worse, and, like
the boy tellsme, McLaren
was animportant factor.

“lwasatapartyand
Malcolm came in and said
‘Hello Adam. How's the
Ants?' And | nearly freaked
out! The guy'smyhero.|'ve
always admired himandhe
started to talk to me about
what!'dbeendoing. He seemed a greatbloke
and what he was saying was amazing.”

For the occasion of thisinterview Adamis
dressedinallblack. Black leatherjacket and
trousers, black kilt over his strides, black
leather boots that clink as he walks round the
carpeted offices, and ablack T-shirt.

Beside him his new guitarist Marco Pirroni
looks almost conservative in green raincoat.

“If the kids think
we’ve sold out,
they’ve got a simple
option — don’t buy
our records”

The odd couple. They
came together after
the McLaren
intervention of last
year, which effectively
sawMclLarenbegin
tomanage the Ants
andthebirth of Bow
Wow Wow.

“ldidn't see him for
awhile and | thought,
‘Well, fuckit.’ | didn't
think there wasa
hope in hell of even gettingin aworking
situation with him. But I'd done a couple
of videosand | got him down to look at
them and thatinterested him enough.
Thenlintroducedhimto the band.”

Suitably impressed by McLaren’s
interest, Adamimmediately realised the
value of letting the supposedly Great
Rock’n’Roll Swindlerinto the Ants camp.

“The maninmy opinionis a genius, and
he’sthe only genius|'ve ever talked to.
Well, he's ahero,and heroes shouldbe
left on the wall,” he says pointing suddenly
tothe drab office walls that surround us.

“You should never work with them, cos
it destroys your whole fantasy of them
[bang goes my date with The Supremes
then], andinawayit'stoo good to be true,
butyou still go along withit because you
have to. | thought tomyself I've got a
chance to work with
MalcolmMcLarenand
Idon'tcareifit’sonly for
one day.|made avideo
forhim.ldidn'tcare.l'd
rather make it with him
than Bob Geldof or
somebody like that,
because thatdoesn't
mean anything. But|
mean the ideas!

“He putsout
hundredsof ideasto
youand 80 percent
of themwillbe
ridiculous, but some
of themare genius...”

Adamevenleft Do-It
Records on Malcolm’s
advice to hunt forabetter
deal with a larger company.
Do-lthave just replied by
sneakily issuinga new
B-side, “Physical”, on the
Ants' last single for them,
without Adam’s permission.

“It'saterrible version,”intones Adam
vehemently. “They putit out to try and make
aninstant collector's item worth £25 each. |
felt very bad about it, because they were nice
guystome. They did alot of good work for the
Ants. | can'tunderstand the bitterness. They
know what I'm like with my work; they know
that songis a particular favourite. It'savery
old song and the problem now is that we've

got tobringout a version to compete with it.”

Theversion, ifitdoes appear, will be on the
album that the Ants are currently recording,
featuring the new lineup of two drummers,
Merrick and Terry Lee Miall, Kevin Mooney
on bass and Marco on guitar.



It was to Marco that Adam turned after the
initial split and it's Marco who originally
played guitar at the legendary first Siouxsie
And The Banshees gig at the 100 Club.

“Billy Idol was originally going to play the
guitar, then he changed his mind because Sid
Vicious [drums at the time] wasinthe band
and he didn't get on with Sid,” Marco reveals.

“Also he wanted to play songs but we
couldn’tbe botheredto learnthem, so | think
it was Sid who said, (adopts moronic voice)
‘Uh, let's just make anoise.' So we did. We
done arehearsal at The Clash’s studio. And we
just wentanddidit.”

Marco, however, had no intention of staying
withthe Banshees, because “they didn't like
me and | didn’tlike them at the time." He went
ontoform The Models, whoreleased asingle
just before the infamous Bill Grundy run-in
withthe Pistols. Marco became disillusioned
withit allandkicked it in the head.

He later reappeared with Rema Rema,
whoalsoreleased asingle,not abadone as
it goes, before he ended up hating the
group for being too hippy. But he was always
aware of Adam,

Adam and Marco are both well on the way
tore-establishing themselves, though this
time, with a major record contract under
their sleeves, alot of the punk purists who've
stuck with Adam from the start may wellbe
disappointed at this flagrant breach of punk
ethics. Do not compromise to a major is the
goldenrule, and alarge part of Adam's
original appeal hinged on his adherence to
exagtly that. Not so, says Adam.

“Thatain’t acompromise, that’s asmart
move,” he says. “That’s something we
deserved. We should have signed up whenwe
came out, we were good enough.

“Inever ever said that| wouldn't signfor
abigcompany. CBS liked Adam And The Ants.
Two other companies liked Adam And The
Ants. They were all offering money, and we
wentto CBS because they said theright things
to us. They gave us better reasons for wanting
the band, and what they could do for us.

“Ifthe kids think we've sold out,” Adam
continues, “thenthey’ve gotavery simple
option. Don'tbuy ourrecords anddon’t come
to Adam Ant gigs any more, because I'm
willingto invest everythingl've gotinto the
new thing. [thinkit's better. They may not. You
can'tmake them think that. ljust know that |
feelas sincere now as when I started out.”

Whether you believe him or notisup to you,
but the one thing that Adam isreally keento
get acrossis that anyone is welcome to come
andsee for themselves. He's desperate to
break away from cult-land.

“Whenyougoandsee the Ants,youdon't
have tobe a punk. Youdon'thave todress
like us.

“Ithink our recent gig at the Empire
Ballroom proved that. Skinheads come to our
gigs, Mohicans and mods come, even folkies
come. They'reall welcome, as long as they
come as if they were going to see amovie. If
yougo andsee amovie and ablockheadisin
front shouting, the whole audience says,
‘Out! That's got to happeninmusic. There
has to be afeelingthat allthe people are there
out ofinterest and are not just passing
through." Paolo Hewitt

ONOCKed s v

ALCOLM OWEN IS dead. The body tragedy had seen Owen makedetermined
M of The Ruts’ 24-year-old singer was efforts to overcome hisaddiction-the

discovered in the bath athis parents’ initial reason for his returning tolive with
Middlesex home on Monday afternoon. his parents while therest of the band
Although no official cause of death has yet continued working, notably with reggae
been announced, the news follows reports artist Laurel Aitken.
of his leaving the group owing to the Despite theoptimism he'd expressed when
continuing problem of his drug addiction. talking to NMEat theend of April, in the past
The split was to have been officially twoweeks his efforts proved ultimately
announced at the end of this week. unsuccessful. Itwas decided thatheshould

On Monday morningOwen phoneda leave the group. A solo career was planned.

friend, arranged togo foralunchtime drink, The Rutswill presumably continue as
then decided totake abath. When the friend intended, although at the moment the
arrivedatabout 1.15pm, Owen's parentssaid band membersaresaid tobe “too shocked”
hewasstillin the bath. He failed to respond to consider their future.

Asingle,recorded with
Owenamonthagoand
entitled “West One”, was
scheduledforreleaseby
Virginin early August;
it'syetto be decided
whether therecord will
appearasplanned.

Alwaysrenowned for
thevitality of their stage
show,Owenand The
Rutswereamongst the
foremost punkacts
toemergeinthe
'77/8era. Their

totheircalls,sothey
forced thedoor, and
found himin“an
un-rousablestate.”

Anambulance was
summoned and Owen
was taken to Hillingdon
Hospital, where he
was pronounced dead
onarrival.

A post-mortem inquest
onTuesday morning
couldestablishnocause
ofdeath.Adrugscanis
tobe performed for

laboratoryanalysis,and album TheCrack
theinquest wasadjourned to appearedin 1979
adateto be fixed after police andfeaturedthe

band’s best-selling
single “Babylon
Burning”.

enquiriesandthelabanalysis
havebeen completed.
The monthsprecedingthe
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| FleetwoodMacin1980:
“Nooneparticularly feels
thattheyneedtoclingto
theinstitutionthe whole
time,” saysLindsey
Buckingham (far right)

“There’s a lot of ego”

MM JUL 5

fingers constantly onthe glass-topped
table.lt's not somuchinterview
irritation as the kind of jerky excitement that's
generated when general confusion meets
personalcreativity head on.
Let me explain. Lindsey currently finds
himselfina curiously fraught corner.
Fleetwood Mac have effectively come to

L INDSEY BUCKINGHAM DRUMS his

another major turning pointin their multi-
chequeredcareer,and he knows that the
group will shortly have to undergo a full-scale
sensitivity sessionin order to sort out what
happensnext. There's ahost of private and
professional predicaments toresolve. For
astart,everyoneisknackered,and bleary
eyes canonly hamper the decision-making
process. Their mammoth stintin Wembley

Buckingham’s malaise

A 'if. T,
S

last week concluded an epic, nine-month
worldtour whichwas arrangedin the wake
of their last album, Tusk.

Because of the gigantic scale of suchan
operation - they have karate black-belt
bodyguards, masseurs, makeup artists and,
apartfrom Lindsey, personal secretaries in
twos - the actual bandmembersrarely see
eachother off stage. Indeed, Lindsey had two
days offin London andinstead of checking
out the local beat culture or doing a (ouch!)
Buckingham Palace job, preferred to stay in
his hotel room with his girlfriend Carol and
hisbeloved Teacrecorder. That might be
asensible means of survival, butit doesn’t
exactly help band solidarity.

And then there's the aftermath of Tusk

itself. The album didn't halt Burbank's

financial recession as the toupéed execs
had hoped. To date it's shifted around five




million copies, whichisbut adrop in the
oceancompared to the 21 million sales for
Rumours. Although he denies any pressure
fromthe boardroom, Buckinghamisn't
totallyimmune to the lack of public response.
The album was abrave stab at doing
something different from the New
Hollywood AOR of Rumours, and the
Buckingham contributions, inparticular,
created a harder, moreincisive and
contemporary feel than Fleetwood Mac
had achieved before.

Still, Lindsey is stoical: “l don’t think we
were aware of how much of achance we were
takingin terms of business. | felt that having
established alarge audience, we werein
a positiontointroduce acertain number
of songs that people would want to like. But
Ididn’trealise how stubbornpeopleare.

“There are many other thingsinvolved,
too.Oneis thatit’s a double album and
there's alot to wade through. Another is
that we overcharged for it, whichwasn't
aconscious thing onour part - Warners
suggested a price which was the price it went
out at. [t was certainly
notanintentionally
greedy move.

“It'sbeenastrain
personally for me in that
lcan'tbelieve inmyself
asmuchaswhen|put
the album out. | was
justbustingouttodo
somethingthat | felt had
alittle more depthtoit,
somethingthat didn’t
have alead guitar soloin
it like every other song
you ever hear. But then
over a period of time you
realise that people aren’treally getting
the message. Youwonder whether you've
been deluding yourself or what, especially
whenthe rest of the band start telling you
thatit'smaybe time to get back to the
standard format.”

Sothe moguls did leave their mark - the
kindthatimpliestwo stepsinevitably leads
to one step back. But Lindsey's affection
primarily for the other group members and
secondly for the group-as-as-institution
won'tinduce him to divulge the finer
footnotes here. He does, however, offer
asketchy overview.

“Basically, there's alot of egoiinvolved
between five people and no one particularly
feels that they need to cling to the institution
allthe time. Because of that, you'llhave, say,
three different ways of looking at thingsin the
studio and it won't be resolved foraweek -
something that maybe Peter Asher would go
(clicks fingers) and that would be it. Confusion
is always good for art, because eventually the
bestthing gets hewn out of what's there and
the formulagoes out the window.”

Asthe special thanks credit on Tusk
reinforces, Buckingham waslargely
responsible for the new direction that the
album took and so is in the most vulnerable
position when the flak flies. But before you
either sneer orreach for the Kleenex,
remember that the move has hadits more
discomforting effects.

Think About Me

T W U e

None of his songs ever
getradio airplay,because
the dozy AMand FM
programmersbelieve that
they aren’trepresentative
of the FleetwoodMac
sound. In other words,
they're scared to stick their
necks out (and it's hardly
thatirreverent amove!)
for fear of losing those
crucial listeners.

The situationbecomes
evenmore ironic whenyou
realise that Lindsey wrote
them with radio play very
muchinmind.

“I'm one of those people
who, if youturnonthe
radio, hears what's on the track inabout
three seconds, and that was the sort of effect
| wantedto achieve with my songs on Tusk. If
youheardapartofitonradioit would catch
you, butit hasn’t caught alot of people yet.”

Matters aren’t helped either by Lindsey's
newimage as the
Rodeo Drive Punk.
Onstage he looks
completely at odds,
in his '80s-doused
cropped hairand
Europeanblack, tothe
otherswhocling to'70s
chiffon, battered Levi's
and greying ponytails.
Paradoxically, it's
mainly the British
contingent (Christine,
Mick Fleetwood and
JohnMcVie), who've
adopted the casual
West Coast apparel, while American-born
Lindsey's taken up the Stateside version of
Europe's Modern Look. Stevie Nicksiis just,
uh, mystical.

The public also haven't liked that much.
Lindsey recounts: “We were playingin
Madison Square Garden and these guysin
the front row said to me, ‘You sold out.’ They
thought I'd sold out to what they believed
was the Fleetwood Mac style, which should
remain the same all the time. You know, Bob
Dylan should stillbe playing acoustic guitar.
Sowhat canyoudo about that?

“lknew there was certainly a lot of
controversy surrounding the album
and me, and maybe it can be said that
it was hurting the coherency of the
band - whatever that means. Butit’s
anhonest thing. ljust care about what
I'mtryingtodo andthat'stryingto
improve. Maybeit's easy for me to say
that because we have made agood
chunk of money, butllook forward to
being creative in the next decade,
whether that's within Fleetwood Mac
orinadifferentformat.”

He's already started to translate
this planinto action. Everywhere he
goes, he takes his trusty Teac (and
Carol, natch) and experiments not
only onnew materialbut also the
methods of presenting that material.

He admires the working methods of

“There’s nothing
wrong with
chomping at the bit
if that’s what
you’ve got to do”

new luminaries like
Graham Parker, Elvis
Costello, Nick Lowe,
Brian Eno (though he'd
never heard of that gent's
Oblique Strategies) and,
inparticular, Talking
Head David Byrne. So why
doesn’thesuggest a
collaboration with the
ostrich-voiced marvel?

Thereply's alittle
bizarre."If | was outgoing
enoughtogoupto him
andintroduce myself,
Imight, but | justkeep to
myself alotand maybe
alot of that'sbecause
I'mreally lockedinto
the microcosm of the band right now.”

So he staysindoors, with Carol and the
Teac, and works. “I've justhad so many hours
of ecstasy seeing something come out and
work, and realising the connections thatare
possible, and finding out what instinct really
means as opposed to working through fear,
or through other people who are inthe
studio mainly tokeep themselves covered.

“Studio musicians don’t give a shit what
they play aslong as they play something
good enough. That keeps everything down
toacertain level of mediocrity, because
they're thinking of the football game they're
going to watch after the session. And in
many senses, producers are the same way.
For most of them, it's a matter of not
embarrassing yourself, not extending
yourself too far but keepingit all safe.
Certainly that'struein LA."

Allthese sentiments are very laudable,
butif hereallyisthatkeen todevelop,isn't
staying with the Big Mac at the moment akin
to treading water?

“Sure, that's probably exactly right. But
there’s nothing wrong with chomping at the
bitif that's what you've got to do for a while.
I'mnotone for the randomupholding of an
institution, but Fleetwood Mac has beenone
foralongtime and there'salot of love and
carebetween people, evenifit'sunderstated
alot of the time. It's a question of balancing
confidence, ambition and humanity.”

AsMicky Fleetwood said some time ago,
the band functions ona “chemistry based on
compromise”. JanBirch

rust
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“Roger hates
everything”

PINK FLOYD
— AUGUST 2— ROGER WATERS

NANY OF five nightsin the last week of
February, the audience inside Long Island’s
Nassau Coliseum could witness the
followingsights: a Spitfire plane screamed
anddive-bombed the entire length of the
auditorium. Monstrous inflatables—
wicked perversions of awoman, aschool teacherand pig-
hoveredin thestage lights, trailing the tatters of delicious
nightmare. An innocent animation of a flower turned,
with terrible swiftness, into agreedy vagina, which then
devoured like asuccubus its hapless stamen. Musicians
inblack frock-coats paraded in fascist armbandsas an
army of hammers marched threateningly across the film
screen behind them. A hotel room, bearing the real sign
of the Tropicanain Los Angeles, and containing furniture
and aflickering TV set, was recreated on stage - a brief,
miraculous prison. Worms shrivelled before one’s eyes.
Ajudge’sgavel pounded. And throughout the two hours’
performance, thererose, brick by inexorable brick,
amassive white wall right across the proscenium. At
theend this wasreduced, in one great, echoingstroke,
to acardboard rubble; and then the un-merry band of
musicians waltked away through the dust, piping both
their farewell and (one supposes) their symbolic rebirth
“After The Fall”.

Allthesediverse theatrical effects wereintended fora
single,grand purpose, but their deepest significance may
have been lost upon Pink Floyd’s New York fans. Sheer
amplitude seemstointoxicate Americans like noone else,
tofill theircapacity for mad but good-natured exuberance. S
this audience whoopedand stamped, hooted “Rock’n’rol
and “Allright!”, stood on their seats and fhung up theirars
triumph, and finally made thatmost touchingly banal of all
rock gestures: they litmatches in ceremonial homage.

Therewasaconsiderableironyin theadience’s reaction.
Theconceptof The Wallsprang, autobiographically, from
anactualincidentduringthe Floyd’s 1977 “In The Flesh”

| tourofNorth Americaon July6, playing the last date of the
tour at the OlympicStadiumin Montreal. Roger Waters was
suddenlyseized by the unpleasant conviction that most of his
audience was, as he putit, “only there for the beer” and the
chancetoflexitsownvocalcords; he wasso upset thathespat
intothefrontrow.

Subsequently, however, hefoundhimselfgripped byanother
ideathat was to consumehim for the next two-and-a-half »

WARING ABBOTT / GETTY
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February27,1980: after
aseven-dateresidency
inLA,Roger Watersand
PinkFloydstage The Wall
showoverfivenightsat
NassauColiseumon
Longlsland, New York
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years: hewould express hissenseofalienation by physicallybuildinga
wallbetween the audienceand the band. It was thiswall thateventually
confronted those who attended Nassau Coliseum, where it'sarguable
whether theappreciationof the fanswasanymoresubtlethanin Montreal.

It'strue, however, that nosuch criticism appearstoaffect the
commercialstatus of Pink Floyd. Bathed in the adoration of
theirvastaudience, they are uniqueamongsuper-groups
inthatfor 15 years theyhavesteadily continued toget
bigger, while (almost) totally ignoringthe (almost) total
hostilityof the press—that theirmusicislimited, and
that Pink Floyd are in effect big bread and circuses;
thecomparisoniswith theirownairborne
inflatables-objectstobegazed uponadmiringly by
the crowd below, yet not to be reached.

INKFLOYD’SAMBITION and success invite

theglorification of statistics and logistics. One

way of measuring theirstatureis to show that
since the release of Ummagummain November 1969
they've earned in Britain three gold albums (gold is the sale of
100,000 copies), one double gold, three platinum (300,000 copies each)
and one triple platinum (for Dark Side Of The Moon, which has sold
almostseven million copies in seven years, has never left Billhoard’s Top
200chart, and isconsequently fourth in all-timealbum chartlongevity).

The Wallalbum, bolstered by the unexpected releaseofasingle,
“Another Brick In The Wall Part Two" - theirfirstin 11 yearssince “Careful
WithThatAxe, Eugene” -seemslikelyto doevenbetter:in Britain it “went
double platinum” within two months and in Americaduring thefirst
monthsof thisyear wassellingat therate 0f300,000 copies a week, which
hasstunned eventheband'srecord company, Columbia.

Theirown preoccupation with details isinfectious. ithecomes
incumbent upon newspapers todescribe the dimensions of the stage
Wall (340bricks, extendingall together 210 feet by 35 feet high) and the
cost of the whole performance ($1.8 million, hazarded the New York
Times; infact, accordingtoFloyd's stage producer Graeme Fleming, only
halfamillion dollars. (Note: “only”.) Fans maywish toknow thatit took
thewhole oflast year to prepare Gerald Scarfe’s
animationsand insect-like caricatures; that
the stage show wassixmonthsinconstruction;
that 44 people wererequired to produceit; and
that, before theinitial seven performancesat
LosAngeles’ Sports Arenaearly inFebruary,
theyrehearsed 10timeson themovie
soundstages of Culver City. Inrock musicthe
lavishaccumulation of such details creates
anauraofpowerthat enslavesrather than
liberatesits audience. Thegroup orartistis
saying: “Lookat me, how powerfullam." Ata
timewhen therestof therockindustryisunder
pressure tofeel guilty about expenditure, The
Wallmakes Pink Floyd seem whollyinvincible

GeraldScarfe's
nightmarish
animationis
projectedonto
The Wallduring
“WaitingFor
The Worms” at
NassauColiseum

COLUMBIA

“The album,
stage show
and film were
all devised at
the same time”

andremote, even though itislegitimately the most eye-popping
theatrical eventinrock history.

Andso, fabulouslyrich butscrupulously private, Pink Floyd move from
oneblockbuster toanother. The Wallconcertisonly the logical product of
theirexperimentssincethe '60s with multimediashows, andisan
exactdramatisationof The Wallalbum (Phase One); but both
willbecompleted by afilm (Phase Three) incorporating
narration aswellas animation andlive footage (tobe
shot duringnextweek's London performanceat Earl’s
Court). Thus PinkFloyd are thefirst everrock group

toconceive of the eventual outcome of their music
asfilm,andtocontrolits progressin this direction
—-anotion,inwhichalbumsvirtuallybecome
soundtracks, that will surely be acharacteristic of
'80s music, particularlyasthericherartists get more
accustomed to handlingvideo. (Hypothesis: Would
not concertalbumslike Tormmyand Quadropheniabe
recorded todaywith the movie inmind?)
Thesecondgreat irony of The \Vall, however, is that forall
thestupendousfireworksof thestageshow, forall the Floyd's
elephantine obsessions, the workitselfshould beso personally revealing
and thatits natureshould besobitterly, hopelessly miserable.

OME BACKGROUND: The Wallis thefirst Floyd recordina

decade, since the participation of Norman “Hurricane” Smith, to

have been co-produced with an “outsider” - Bob Ezrin, known
for hisalbumswith Alice Cooper, Lou Reed and Kiss, alikeable,
outgoing Canadian to whom Waters’ wife, the former Caroline
Christie, had once been secretary. Ezrin was present at a turning point
in Pink Floyd's career: Roger’s spitting at Montreal’s Olympic Stadium.

Asherecalls: “Iwent to Hamilton (location of the venue] in thecar-
Rogerand Caroline, my friend and myself; in fact, Roger had aslight
accidentand had togo to Hamilton General Hospital - luckily, the friend
I brought wasadoctor. Buton the way home, whilemydoctorfriend and
Carolinewent tosleepin the back seat, Rogerand 1 begantodiscussthis
crazy ideahe had about puttingupawallbetween him and theaudience
becausehe felt this sense of separation. That
was thefirst mention ofit; itwasjusta very
casual conversation -we weretalkingeven
about Broadwayand thingslike that then. And
thenwespokeaboutitathishousein London
ayearandahalflater.

“Havingwritten thefirstdraftherealised the
extentofitall. He decided it was too much work
todoitallbyhimself,and hedidn’'twantogo
backto theold lifestyle oflivingin the studio for
eight months; hehadlittlekidsand hewanted
tobeable toget home in theevening. Sohe
decidedonacollaborator. 1 believehe'd madea
list of peopleand my namewasfirston thelist
becausewe'dactually metandspoken afew
timesabout this; we weren’t really friends, but
we were acquaintances.”

Theinitialrecordingtheystartedin
November 1978, and finished mixingalmost
exactlyayearlater, at the Producers’ Workshop
inLosAngeles. The bulk of thework was done
atSuperbearStudiosin France,and thenEzrin
and Floyd moved to New York. Typically,itwas
amajoroperation: ineach countryfamilies
had to berelocated, and there was time off for
returninghometoseechildren.

“Rogerreallybegan the wholethingby
himself,” continuesEzrin, “at hislittle studio
inthecountry,and hewroteanentire record
called T/ie Wall which wasalmost onesong. It
wasa demo for the purpose of seeingifit would
play and for the purpose of sendingit round to
alltheother membersof the grouptosee if
they'd be interested.

“But therewasneveranydistinction
between theactual threeelements: thealbum,
thestage showand thefilm-theywereall



devisedat thesametime.Onan
averagedaywe'd rollup toGerry
Scarfe'shouse atnineinthe
morningto lookat rough
animationdonearoundasongthat
wehadn'tevenfinishedrecording
yet. Aftercheckingthat out, we'd go
inthestudio,andatoneo'clockin
the afternoon we'd have ameeting
withthedirectorofthe film. ltwas
crazy,butaverygood waytodoit.”

Ezrinwasanunlikely helpmate
for Waters. Hismethod of making
records isspontaneous and
visceral; and he thoughthe would
not have patience with Floyd’s

‘inteltectual” approach, the

weeksof thinking, talkingand
experimentation. Also, he had
never co-produced before, and was
exhausted after a four-year cycle of
working. “Iwasslightly fearful of
findingmyselfin an unbearable
situation,” hesays.

Andthen therewas thedifference
oflifestyles. Whereas Ezrinenjoys the speed of
rock'n'roll and itssense of community, Pink Floyd
exhibit theconservatism oftherich and reclusive ) P
behaviour that mystified the outsider: “They live
theirownverypeculiarlife.'ve never metagroup of
peoplethatlivesthe waythisgroup does. Never.” He
gropes foracomparison. “They’re very, very British.

Theirlifestyle isinterchangeable with the president
ofjustaboutanybankin England; it'sanythingbut
rock'n'rollmadness. Ifyoubumped into Rogeron a
Sundayafternoon withthekidsin the park—Roger

and Carolineon “thenanny's day off”, as they call it—

they wouldn’t know that thisguy wasn’tawonderfully successfulyoung
executivemarching his family intothe park. Very reserved; in fact, there's
suchalack ofrock’n’roll energy throughout that getting to Los Angeles
wasagood idea. It's very hard toinject that sort of consciousness at 10
o'clockevery morning and you're workingregularly from 10 tillsix.”

Ezrindiscusses his contributions to the album: “Musically, Rogerreally
doesn’thave thevocabulary-orthefacility,ifyou will-tozeroinon the
problemwith the construction of asong; he needed someone who could
dothatforhim. Usuallyithasbeenreally trialand error.”

When The Wallwasbeingsequenced, Ezrinabruptlyrealised that Side
Threedid not make sense. To proveit, he wrote abook of the routine of the
album. Waters accordingly rejigged it.

Ezrinalsostronglyurged themtorelease asingle-"RunLike Hell” and
“YoungLust” are two more tracks he had earmarked. To his mild surprise,
they wereremarkably agreeable: “Inthe past, | don’t thinkitwas because
they had any phobiaabout beingtyped asacommercial group: they
simplydidn’tknow howssingles worked, and theydidn't really give ashit.
Theydidn’treally haveto, did they? They were amazingly successful for
guyswhodidn’'tconcentrate onradio.

“Itmayseem likeit, but there was nowar goingonamongst Pink Floyd
membersagainst radio; theyjust weren'treally conscious of radio
programming needs and formulas. So theydid what they do best, and it
puttheminavery specialclass oftheirown. Butinthingslikewhatagood
tempowould beforasingle,and howtoget anintroand anoutro-1know
allthose things; and they were quite open to tryingthem.”

ForEzrin, producing The Wall was a “wonder ful experience”. He readily
enthusesabout Roger Waters’ abilities: “He’s the finest wordsmith in
musicright now; there’s no one totouch him. You may not like the subject
matter that he finally decidestogo with, but I've seen other things he’s
written and he does have a capacity towriteanything, right down to
simplerock’n’roll. Hehasa facility with languagelikenooneelse.

Butwhat Ezrin won’t publicly acknowledgeis the atmosphere ofstrain
andsuspicion between the fourmembers of Pink Floyd when they began
recordingtogether. Al have beenlivingas taxexiles: Nick Masoninthe
South ofFrance, Rick Wrightand Dave Gilmourinthe Greekislands, and
WatersinSwitzerland. Socially, like many long-servinggroup members,

August?,1980,Earl's
Court,London:Roger
Watersclosesthe
firsthalfof the show
crooning “Goodbye
CruelWorld”before
placingthefinalbrick

theyhavegrownapart, butthey’redivided
particularly by Waters’ increasing domination of
theband-Wwrightand Masonaren'tevencredited
on The Wallalbum. Ezrin wasrequired mostvitally
to persuade them toenter the studio together, and
there he had toactasombudsman, to abserve fair
playwhen Watersbegan flinginghis weightaround.
Thisinternal dissension partly explains thesecrecy

_4 T thatthebandcultivate.
SaysEzrin of Waters: “He’sanextremely, uh,
Sl :
I°  complicatedman.

desperation” that Waters wrote of in Dark Side Of The Moon.

Animals, though crude, was an extraordinarily bitter broadside
against capitalism. But nootheralbum feels as wounded and personal
to Watersas The Wall, which painfully delineates the destructive
lifestyle of the successful rock star, a theme that’s as old as rock itself
butisinvariably one of celebration rather than rage.

This Dantesque figure describes onlyself-disgust and, eventually,
despair; hebreaks up with his wife, attempts suicideand, inaclimaxof
ragingschizophrenia, puts his past lifeontrial. Tiie Wall, Waters seems to
say, isthe prison each of userects throughout hisor herlife; its bricks are
therelationships that condition us, and he presents a criminals’ gallery of
suffocating, protective mothers, viciousschool teachers, cold, faithless
wives and stupid groupies. Thismanbelieves himselfbetrayed by the
demands of hisaudience, for whom he has rancorous contempt: “So ya
thoughtyamight liketo go to theshow,” hesneers. Inhis mounting
paranoiathe National Front march toaNaziband, and Jews, blacksand
gays face persecution. Hammerssymbolise forces of oppression, worms
aretheagentsof decay. The world hasgoneblind and drips with evil.

Thedoubtandself-hateofthisrecord is astonishing. It’sa psychodrama
ofthe bleakest pessimism, in which its miserable rock star flails savagely
atevery person who hasever got closeenough toaffecthim,
notwithstandingits “message” atthe end when The Wall collapses, like
Jericho, as “the bleeding heartsand theartists make their stand”. Success,
bludgeons Waters, issheer bloody hell.

Whiledenyingthe The Wallis autobiographical, he'sadmitted thatit’s

rooted in myexperience”. Like his chiefcharacter, Waters' own father
waskilled inthelast war (in the stageshow thecrashing planeand the
song “Vera”, about VeraLynn, are meant to evoke a generation of
fatherless warbabies). He was brought up, with somestrictness, by his
mother, aschool teacher. And heloathed his own (grammar) schooldays.
Fortherecord, Waters is also divorced from his first wife, Judy.

Inhis musicand infrequent interviews hestrikesoneas agloomy, self-
obsessed mansuchasonefindsinaBergman film.In 1975 he told the
French monthly Rock & Folk: “I haven’tdiscovered... anythingthat helps
mealong. Every new thinglaccomplish, oreverythinglget,doesn’t »

THROUGH THE'70S Pink Floyd's theme was the “quiet
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WARING ABBO

satisfymeaslimagineditwould dowhen [wasyoung.” And
asfarback as 1970 hiscommentsinaninterview with me
foreshadowed “Another Brick In TheWall™ “In myschooling
therewas neverany inklingofwhy, nophilosophical
discussion about man’s condition, of what human beings
areorwhy theyare... Thesystemissuch thatyouasan
individual don’tstandachance when they wheelyouinat
fiveyearsold.”

It'ssmall wonder that The Wallseemslessaworkofarrthan
anactoftherapy:it'srightful contextis, as Timemagazine
has suggested, that of “libretto for Me-decade narcissism”. Of
apiece with thecultureof narcissism, the stage show offers
spectaclerather than theinvolvement of theat re.

Still, The Wall providesabrilliantly apt metaphor for Floyd's
career. Atone point in theshoweach musician is completely
isolated behind the high, whitebarrier; claimingthat they
have neverwanted tosell themselvesas personalities, Floyd
have constructedapsychological guard designed toavert
therudegaze ofthemediaand the public. Thereisthe Berlin
Wall, the Great Wall of China... and Pink Floyd’s Wall.

paranoiaand collusion? Jill Furmanovsky, a

photographer, hasjust returned from tonight’s
concertand had all her film confiscated from her bag by
Steve O'Rourke, Pink Floyd's manager. Then [ call Gerry
Scarfe for some information on the animation; very polite,
buthe says he’sgotto speak to O'Rourke.

Waters isstayingatavery posh hotel on Park Avenue. [ get
through and he soundsveryicy. “l just thought I'd doyou the
courtesy of personally telling you no so that you knew that
was the case from the horse's mouth rather than from some
minion.” Still, there has been a partyfollowing Floyd’s
penultimate performance. Itis, of course, Big Bread &
Circuses, heldat theclub Privates on 85th and Lex. Andy
Warholand Carly Simonshow up.

Andlhavespokento BobEzrin. Hesays that Nick Mason
lovestodance,and thatataChristmas partyat Britannia
Row, theFloyd's rehearsaland studio complexinislington,
he was “dancinghisbunsoff”allnight. One of the probleins
isthat Roger doesn’t dance; maybe that explainswhy Pink
Floyddon't produce that kind of music. Gilmourwouldlike
to, but perhaps he'salittle self-conscious. When they were
recording The Wall, Gilmour was constantlybringingin
singles heliked that he'd heard ontheradio. “The tasteof
someoftheboysrunstotheeclectic,” Ezrinannounces.
“Now Roger's verydifficult-he hateseverything,”

Ezrinison his way back to Toronto after some tiffwith
Waters-“some tinylittle thing” quoting Ezrin on Pink Floyd
inCanadian Billboardsix weeks ago: “Rogerwentoffina
compete huffand hasn’t spokentomesince. Honest to God,
he'sthat sensitive,and we had avery good relationship, too,
afterworkingcheek tocheeklike
that forayear. Tohave
somethingsmalllike that throw
himoff..." I lesoundshurt. Now
the producerChris Thomas,
alsomanaged by O'Rourke, has
flowninfrom England toadvise
onthesoundat Nassau.

Ezrinhasbeenspeculating
where Pink Floyd go from here.
Hedoesn’tknow. “Theycan’t
getany morespectacular,”
he muses. “There’s so much
distancethathasyettobeput
between them and this project.
Butldon'tknowthatit'sthe
death of Floyd. Alot of people
havebeentalkingabout it being
thedeath of Floyd, thelast rattle
before theyliedownand die.
don't thinkso.” Michael Watts ®

J OTTINGS FROM NEW York: An atmosphere of

“Leavethose
kidsalone!":
agiantteacher
puppetiooms
overtheNassau
Coliseumstage
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Neurotic obsessions

MM AUG 9

INK FLOYD WERE always the
Pmost nervous superstars: success
brought them anxiety, wealth

worried them.

Weritten as an expression of doubt
and apprehension, Dark Side Of The
Moonbecame one of the most
popular boutique soundtracks of all
time. Lacerated by the dubiousirony
of its success, the Pink Floyd wrote
Wish You Were Here, abitter
postcard from impending tax-exile
and followed it with Animals, a
disgusted cry from the heart of the
beast that savaged capitalist society.

Twoyearsin preparation, last year’s
tortured epic The Wall was the
most extreme
statement in this
parade of psycho-
melodramas, most
notable, perhaps,
for the sheer
persistence with
which Roger Waters
-increasingly using
the Floyd as
avehicle for
his own morbid
preoccupations - slugged home his
pessimistic visions. Dragged out over
four sides of the original double
album, Waters' autobiographical
opera of misery and coruscating
self-doubt was finally more tiresome
than moving.

But we should remember that it was
stated firmly from the beginning that
the album was eventually to be
judgedinthe context of The Wall as
acomplete theatrical experience,
the soundtrack of amultimedia
extravaganza. Only then wouldits
true worth become apparent.

The Floyd premiered the complete
work earlier this year in America. Last
Monday, it movedinto Earl's Court
forasummer
season. lts
reputation
as themost
elaborate
theatrical
presentation
inrock
history
preceded
its domestic
production
with such
force that
the event
was probably
boundto
beseenas
something
ofan
anticlimax.

|

The audience
gasped with all
the candour of

children at a

pantomime

The show is an exact dramatisation
of the album. The first half traces
the genesis of Waters' anxieties,
scatters the blame for the author's
neurotic obsessions and despair.
Thisdespairisn't at all cosmetic:
Waters' concernwas tangiblein the
physical and vocal exaggeration of
his performance.

Unfortunately, the songs through
which he chooses to express his
concernsare rarely capable of
bearing the emotional weight with
which he attemptstoinvest them.
Waters might wear his heart bravely
onhis sleeve, but he often ends up
with his feetin his mouth, choking on
his own platitudes.
Simultaneously,
and equally
destructively,
the Floyd’s
characteristic,
pedantic musical
strollonly
suffocates his
basic themes,
trumpets the
vacuity of hisless
penetrating insights.

The Floyd have usually written
songsintwo distinct and predictable
styles: one embraces an acoustic,
pastoral whimsy, the other, more
ornate,isusually more celestial. Both
styles were given adamned good
thrashingat Earl's Court.

The impact was further diluted by
instrumental passages of inordinate
length, the dullness of which is almost
impossible to convey here. David
Gilmour was probably the principal
culprit; forever winging off on guitar
solos that smacked of clenched teeth
and furrowed brows. Soporific wasn’t
the word: the Floyd would've put
Lemmy to sleep.

Waters’ “One Of My Turns”
provided the only realjagintheribs.
Delivered with passionate sincerity,
itrecalled specifically the bleak
landscapes charted by LouReed's
Berlin(a work that was evoked
frequently during the evening).

The much-vaunted staging was
impressive only inits dimensions.
Asthe Floyd -augmented by a
duplicate quartet - lumbered
through the opening segment, a
massive wall was erected before
them. Mobiles, designed by Gerald
Scarfe, were hoisted above the
audience, who gawped and gasped
with all the candour of children at
apantomime. There was nothing
overwhelmingly imaginative about
this: certainly, the production failed
to match the brilliantingenuity of,



say, Alice Cooper’s Welcome
To My Nightmare show.

The climax to the first half did
provide us with the production’s
most emphatically chillingimage,
though. The wall by now complete,
save for one final space, Waters
crooned the desolate lyric of
“Goodbye Cruel World"”. As the
music faded, he placed the final
brick in the wall. The rest was
silence: ominousand cold.

By this time, though, they'd lost
me. Ifhe'd hung around much
longer,I'd have been downthe front
withatrowel and abowl of cement,
helping the bugger brick himself up.

The second half of the show failed
to build onthe desolate mood with
which the first half ended; the lyrical
introspection of the earlier songs
was briefly pursued, as Waters
evoked memories of his childhood
and his father's death, but his
attempts to locate his private
turmoil in a wider social and political context
floundered badly. The insular unreality of a
rock star’s life was brilliantly illustrated when
atrap doorinthe wall fell openrevealing
Waters isolated in aneon-lit motelinterior,
but subsequent references to totalitarian
repression and fascist violence were clumsily
mounted, dangerously ambiguous.

The climaxwas predictable and inevitable.
Asthe music aspired to amomentous
crescendo, and the visualimages flickeredin
accelerating confusion, the wall collapsed
amid volcanic explosions.

Led by Waters, the musiciansreappeared
like aNew Orleans funeral band, playing a
lament among the debris. “Outside The
Wall", the final piece, seemed to imply that
the preceding destruction had been
evidence of some kind of metaphorical
martyrdom. It was a final sentimental gesture

EARLS COURT
EXHIBITION CENTRE,
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missing only John Wayne intoning gravely, as
he didin The Greatest Story Ever Told. “Truly
this group was the son of God...” Allan Jones

MM AUG 16

INKFLOYD'S MASSIVE run of six
Pnights atLondon's Earl’s Courtlast

week ended with disaster for
cartoonist/designer Gerald Scarfe when
10 of his original
piecesof artwork
for The Wall show
were stolen.

Insurance valuers

put aprice tag of
more than £30,000
onthe drawingsand
paintings, which
were taken from

August7,1980:
David Gilmourreels
offanothersolo
that“would’ve put
Lemmytosleep”
atEarl'sCourt

their glass frames in the foyer of the Earl’s
Courtarenain the early hours of Sunday.
Theywere part of anexhibition that ran
during the show, and were seen by most of
90,000 people who went to the concerts.
One of the paintings was the original artwork
for the cover of The Wall album. Arewardis
being offered for informationleadingto the
recovery of the artwork, and information
should go to Kensington Police Station.

roubled
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December18,1979:
JoyDivsionoutside
theForumDesHalles,
Paris~(l-r)Bernard
Albrecht,lanCurtis,
PeterHookand
StephenMorris




JOY DIVISION

Head-on emotions

MM JUL 26

Joy Division FACTORY
FROM THE BEGINNING, we

were always dealing with
something special. Joy
Division, by the very nature of
their set-up, could never have
beenjust another band caught
up in the insanity of musical
manoeuvres. Stubbornly
isolated away from the
machinery, coming and
goingasthey pleased,
they never bowed
toany demand
except that of their
own choosing.
Everything was
controlled and
balanced, allowing
them flexibility in all
areas, from the choice of
venue to the giving away of free
singles without amurmur of fuss.
They were too sensitive,
too private, too Joy Division
tobe dragged downinto an
unwelcome destructive
limelight. With their music,
as evidenced on their debut
album Unknown Pleasures and
consequent singles, they began
to fuse together abody of sound
and vision that was unique.
Naturally, the events
surrounding lan Curtis’ strange
and violent action of three
months ago clingunavoidably
around Closer, but it's interesting
to note the matters Curtis was
raising at the time, with two
recurring themes emerging:
religion and an almost fervent
admission of defeat of whatever
Curtis was hoping to achieve.
“This isacrisis | knew had to
come/Disturbing and purging my
mind...|knew that I'd lose every
time,” he criesoutin “Colony”,
while, later on, in “Twenty Four
Hours", he admits: “Just for one
moment | thought
I'd found my way.../
watched it slip away”,
before agreatrushof
music enters to sweep
the songaway.
Elsewhere,
confessional
admissions of
hopelessness and
despair abound
(“Ineverrealised
the lengths I'd have
togo”),alongside
scattered references
to matters religious via

phrases and words such as “inner
communion”, “God in his wisdom
took you by the hand”, and so on.

Of course, the cover painting
of Mary Magdalene mourning
Jesus'dead body gives us fair
warning of this, but what exactly
isbeing communicatedis, as
always, left to thelistener.

Paradoxically, given the
intense personal revelations
of Curtisthat run like fire
throughout, the actual music
is probably some of the most
irresistible dance music we'll hear
thisyear. Whenyou're listening
to somethinglike “Means To An
End”yourealise that Joy Division
have in Peter Hook and Stephen
Morris one of the best rhythm
sections going. Always precise,
alwaystightandhard, they're the
foundation on which Bernard
Albrecht either lays over great
savage wedges of disorientating
noise or allows himself interplay
with the bass, bouncing off it
frequently with sweet, offsetting
guitar lines that somehow always
move on their own.

With Closer, too, the band
enhance their atmospherics even
further with the introduction of
keyboards; like the music, they're
always atasimple level,never
imposing or outstaying their
welcome and laying to waste the
notion that Joy Division create
difficult,inaccessible music.

“The Eternal” enters with a
swish of rattles, asolid bass and
amagnificent, haunting melody
that complements perfectly
Curtis’ evocation of mood and
atmosphere. In“Isolation”, the
melody is carried by the almost
disarmingly simple synthesizer
line thatis pushed forward by
some relentless drumming and
brittle bass work.

It'safarcry forsure from
the almost suffocatingly
claustrophobic world of the
debut album, but the concerns
are still the same. The best (and
most subversive?) rock music
has always dealt head-on with
emotions and thought rather
thancliched, standardised
stances; that's what makes Closer
and Joy Division soimportant.

Inthis age of grandillusion,
fear and apprehension, Joy
Divisionmirrored perfectly our
livesandtimes. Thisis the way.
Stepinside. Paolo Hewitt

PIERRE RENE-WORMS
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KevinRowland:
“empty comments
aboutsoulpower
andrevolutions”

MM AUG 16

N AMILD August nightin1980, at
O anobscure venueinKilburn, Dexys

Midnight Runners presented ashow
which must rank as one of the most arrogant,
self-important, ego-inflated and, above all,
cheap affairs I've ever witnessed.

The build-up beganjust prior to the
supportband's slot, when the PA, which had
been pumping out soul recordsall night,
supposedly “broke down”. What followed was
pure farce, withthe arrival of the compere for
the night (hired especially by the band) miking
up acracked copy of “Anarchy In The UK”
from asmall Dansette, and then proceedingto
callit“ajoke”, and “worthless”, as it stuttered
andjumped out of the speakers. Fact:if it
hadn’'tbeen for that very record’s existence,
and the musical climate it created, Kevin

NATIONAL CLUB

234 KILBURN HICH RD

+ THE FORCE + NERVOUS KIND

BY BROTHER MARTIN
RECO P RPERKE KEITH ALLEN

Incredible arrogance

Rowland would neverhave beeninThe
Killjoys and releasing singles like “Johnny
Won't Go To Heaven”, let alone experiencing
the currentrunaway success of the Dexys.
After that worthless slice of cheap
symbolism, the compere
thenreappearedto deliver
a confused monologue
about thelack of an
approachingrevolution
(youreally surprise me),
before leavingus with the
group'sthree favourite
records, “Love Unlimited”,
“Taste Of Honey" and one
| failed torecognise. Only
then the band finally
appeared and stood silently in agang at the
front of the stage, most of them
dressedinberetsand heavy
overcoats, like some pseudo
revolutionary army guerrillas.
Fromthen onit was cheap
dramatics. Kevin Rowland cornily
sitting onan organ strumming
his way through “Keep It"ina
“heartfelt” manner. Kevin Rowland
informing us that “Geno” was not
goingtobe played, and thenthe
bandbreakinginto it halfway
throughthe set. Kevin Rowland

The set never once
displayed anything
approaching
human warmth
or sheer joy

KILBURN NATIONAL CLUB
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dismissing some kid by shouting, “You're not
asoul rebel-heis!” pointing to sax player JB.
Andsoon.

The arrogance wasincredible and the
pretentiousness overbearing as the Dexys
took usthroughasetthat
contained the whole of the
album-plusafew covers,
which never once displayed
anything approaching
human warmth or sheer joy,
two vitalingredients of
their music'sroots.

I'd gone expecting to
see one of the best of the
newer bands deliver ashow
that was their own, and not
one that made easy jibes and preached empty
comments about soul power and revolutions;
topics that the audience, which waslargely a
disco crowd, weren't bothered about anyway.

The day Kevin Rowland stops trying to
be Johnny Rottenis the day I'll become
interested again. Leavingaside the fact that
half of their album contains material already
issued in singles bags; and forgettingfora
minute that no one has yet explained whatiitis
tobe “ayoungsoulrebel”,I'm not surprised
there's no one to welcome the new soul vision.
Ever got the feelingyou've been cheated?
Paolo Hewitt



Flying through hit after hit
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never been to the Albany Empireand are

ignorant to the venue’s overwhelming
size, maybe the following local joke will
illuminate: afella goes to the Albanyand
opens the door. “Canlcomein?” he asks
and the bioke behind the desk says, “Only if
Icome out.

Sogiventhat, it’sunderstandable thatthe
bill which played there Tuesday through
Thursday last week took placeamidst such
discretion thatin comparison Operation
Overlordlooked fly-posted. The dates
arranged tomark Jools Holland’sdeparture
from Squeeze-brought themback to where
they started and have played on and offever
since;and onand offstage, old friends and
faceshuggedeachotherand sobbedlikea
battalion reunion of romantic desertrats.

Tuesday opened with Alexei Sayle, acomic
wholooked like one of The Blues Brothers and
rattledthrough acruel hatchet job on what
it'slikewhenrock'n’rollersattempttogo
articulate. Watch outforhim.

Andso toOtis WestinghouseAnd The Lifts,
who (bycourtesy of several papercupsanda
length of string) by nine o’clock were revealed
tobe CostelloAnd The Attractions. Elvis’
reception wasasrousingas theensemble
couldmusterandaterse “onetwo” ledinto
‘Beaten To The Punch”. Ifhe was doingthis for
funanda favouryou’d never have guessed: no
room forsmiles, no breaks betweensongs, no
musicalgags nothingwasrelaxed.

F ORTHOSE-AND there aresome—who've

JoolsHollandfawoursthe
bowtie-and-cabasalook,
while Glenn Tilbrook optsfor
“Arthur Daley onmir drums”

Costello performed and lives (Isuppose)
asifatanymomentSirhanSirhanisgoing
toyell “bastard” and come lunging from
thestallswavingaloaded 45; orasifbeing
friendly would resultin anationwide boycott
ofhiswork on thegrounds thatheain’tso
toughafterall.

Perhaps hisstance hasgone too farnowand
what was onceawackyand endearingoddball
image has nowaccelerated toa point where
thoseglassesand that austere veneerare
dangerouslystretching Declan McManus
likeapianowireandto
relaxitcouldresultinan
almighty SNAP.

With “Chelsea”, “Oliver’s
Army”, “Lipstick Vogue”,
theslow blues of “Help Me”
and “Don’t Look Back”, the
setwasrandom andrich,
lastingabout40minutes
withnoencore. (Tuesday
wastheonly nighthedidn’t
later returnwith Squeeze.)

Thursday turned out to be the best gig. John
CooperClarkedodged inand outand between
sets nipped onto bawljust-remembered jokes
atagood-natured but baffled gathering.

For the books, I'd say that JCClooked as
though he enjoyed the do more than anyone,
Squeeze included-who flew through hit
afterhit,and I neverrealised howmuch Iliked
themand how welll knew their records until
last week.

0ld faces hugged
each other and
sobbed like a
battalion reunion
of desert rats

DEPTFORD ALBANY
——— LONDON ——

WhereElvis
hadgrittedteeth,
theygrinned,and
you got the feeling
that they perform
thesongs for the
audienceand the hell
of it, whereas Elvis—who
actually knows allthe words to theirsongs!

knocks them out for duty and appreciation.

The onlyblack mark against Squeeze was
thaton suchaninformalnight they might
have been less workmanlike and performed
theirexcellent cheesy nightciub version of
“UpTheJunction” which theydidlast time
here,onChris Difford’sbirthday.

Thecombined Squeeze/Attractionsencores,
though, were magic, curiouslysans Holland.
Elvisand GlennTilbrook took over theroles
of William Belland JudyClay forafaithful
rendition of “Private
Number” which was
certainly the highlight
of the three days. A great
threedays!

Andfinally, whatmaybe
atellinganecdote: asthe
after-concertdrink-up
wound itsway into Friday
morning, wewereallissued
daftpaper hats. Elvis took
his, putiton, but assoon
asthe person whogaveitto him went off,
crumpleditupand threwitaway. Beingseen
inapartyhatwould tighten that piano wire
anothernotch, and whilst not wantingtohur
hishosts’ feelings—once theyweregone-he
didn’twanttobetray hisown.

Thenithitme:lwasstandingtherecreating -
aconspiracy around a paper hat. God help me!
Puttingthe penaway, [ found some dearold
palsand gotquite,quiterelaxed... DannyBaker

LIVE!
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Cresting a rockabilly wave, land in the
UK. No mere revivalists, they have the same relationship
to rock’n’roll as The Specials do to ska. “The songs are
more modern, the lyrics are more contemporary, and
it’s all much louder and electric than the earlier stuff.”

NME

HUMID LATEAUGUST afternoon in the centre of Soho. Three young

Americans bemoan the lack of hot sauce on their takeaway lunch from

thekebab store across the road and gatherin an apprehensive semi-circle

foraninterview.

Thetrioare 19-year-old Brian Setzer and histwo 18-year-old partners,

SlimJimand Lee Rocker. Collectively theyare The Stray Cats, pioneers of
postmodernrockabillyandarguablythe hottest band currently doing the rounds on an otherwise
uninspiring Londongigcircuit.

Wearesittingin thefirst-floor office ofa London music business publicist. Nothingunusual
aboutthat, of course, except that these hardly salubrious confinesarealso the only place the three
native New Yorkers have been able to look on ashome for the past six weeks.

For,atthestart of July, The Stray Cats, bored with the suburban backcloth of theirsmatll-town
originson New York’s LonglIsland, felt the uncontrollable urge to get moving. The initial feeling
was thatanywhere would do, untilalittle thought and consultation with their English manager
Tony Bidgoodresulted in the Catshomingin on the UK to startsearchingfor the young rockabilly
rebelsin London.

Gigsand contacts were hastily arranged back onthe otherside of the Arlantic, aflight booked
and instruments packed, including Lee's sizeable double bass, whichrequired aseat and air
ticket toitselfonthe TWA Jumbointo Heathrow. But thatwas where their problemsstarted. The
arrangements that had been made for gigs and accommodation fell unceremoniously through,
leavingtheband-in theirown words-“in ShitCity”. »

VIRGINIA TURBETT / GETTY
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Brian chewsonachunk ofkebab, adjusts an out-of-place hairon his
elaborateblond quiffand takes up the story. “We supposedly had all these
gigs setup, but none of them materialised. We weren’tactually too
botheredaboutitatfirst, untilwe found out thatit wasreally hard to get
gigsover here. Imean, comparedto New York, it'salmostimpossible.
Overherethey wanttapesandall thatshit. Idon'treallywant tostart
blaminganyone, butitwasabigmess-up and we werestuckright in the
middle ofit!’

Their fortunes tooka turn forthe better, however, after achance meeting
with the original Policeand Electric Chairsguitarist Henri Padovani. He
introduced thebandto ClaudineRiley, a publicist workingfor press agent
Keith Altham (Who, Rolling Stones, etc), and the group were allowed to
sleeponthesofa andfloors of their London office untilmore permanent
accommodation wasfound. Claudineherselfthen wentabout the task of
persuadingclub promotersto book aband who, though a cult nameback
in New York, weretotalunknownsto the UK rock audience.

Fortheir part, theband were keen to play any dates they could get, from
rootsy pubvenues likethe Thomas A Becket on the Old Kent Road and
The KensingtoninShepherd's Bush, to more traditional music-biz
wateringholes such as Dingwallsand The Venue.

Withdigsand gigs nolongeraproblem, thesheervitality of their stage
performancesdid therest, welding thespirit of the original rockabilly of
the '50s with a musical toughness and visual punch thatis strictly 1980.

Andonce the word was out, their reputation started to blossom to the
extent thattheyare nowbeing courted in earnest by halfa dozen major
labelsaswellasattractingsuch luminariesas Jerry Dammers, Pretenders,
Clashers, Bansheesand evenold handslike
Jagger, Richardsand Ronnie Lanetotheirgigs.

It’'s not quite the hoary old rags-to-richestale

-there'salong way to goyet-but their near-
overnightsuccess inthe London clubs doesreek
of thesort of storybook rock’n’roller coasterride
tofamethatjustisn’tsupposedtohappen these
days. But, bunkingthetraintostardomaside,
TheStray Catshad nogrand plans when they
took theshot in thedark of movingto England.

“Wejustkindagotsick of LongIsland, ‘coswe'd
beenlivingthereallourlives,” drawls Jim. “We
didn'treallythinkaboutitmuch. Wejust got
tired and had theindependent urgetosplit.”

Despite theirinitial difficulties, the move has
left fewregrets.

“Theonlythingl'd go back for right
now isgrease!” saysBrian. “Thehair
greaseover herejustisn’tthesame.
Butapartfrom thatIwanttostay
here. Wewanttobeabletodoa
proper tour of England and Europe.

“We'restartingto get asteady
followingnow.I'mstartingto notice
thesamefacesat thegigsand we're
really happywiththewaythe
crowds arereactingand the way
thesongsaregoingdown.”

HEROOTSOFThe Stray
I Catslienotonlyinthe
music of Cochran, Presley,
Vincentand Burnettbutalsoin the
now defunct New York cult band
The Bloodless Pharaohs, in which
Brian played guitar from mid-1977
rightup untilthe end of last year.
Though they madeitontorecord
—cuttingtwotracks forthe NY
compilation LP2 By 5, produced
byBlondie’s Jimmy Destri—the
Pharaohs neverrealised the
potentialoftheirinitial vision as
abandcarryingonfromwherethe
first Roxy Music album left off.
By thetimethesplitcamelast year,
adisillusioned Brian had already
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“We’ve had
skins, mods,
teds — anyone
that likes
rockabilly”

started giggingon a part-time basis with his old schoolmates Lee andJim,
sometimes playingas manyasthreesetsanightaround the barsof Long
Island as The Tomcats.

With thefinal demise of the Pharaohs, The Tomcatsbeganin earnest,
dropping most of theirCochran and Vincent coversinfavour of original
stuff. Thealsochanged theirname to The Stray Catsand moved in on the
trendierManhattan clubscene.

Now forthe caper. Despite beingstylistically at odds with the dominant
NYtrendsastheysaw them-middle-of-the-road punkand camp '60s
pastiche-TheStray Cats hadlittle troublein securingregulargigsonthe
Max's/Hurrahcircuit,and beganestablishingastrongreputationasa
liveband in much thesame way as they are now doingover here.

“Atfirstitwas pretty hard forus," recalls Jim. “At first everyone thought
we were gay orsomet hing 'cos of the way we dressed. But when they
actually heard us play, they all knewwe were playing rock’'n’roll and slowly
butsurelywebuiltupa prettylargefollowingofkids aged from 17t021. By
thetime weleft, we were gettingabout 300 people along to most of the gigs.

Wedon'twanttolimitourselves to astraight rockabilly audience. We
don’twanttohavejust tedsand rockabillies comingalongtoseeus, ‘cos
we'renotastraight rockabillyband. The songs are moremodern, the
lyricsare more contemporary,andit’sall much louder and electric than
theearlierstuff.

“Butit'sstillgot thespiritand the basiclook, which wekind of exaggerate
abit,” headds, indicating the pin-drop of aquiffas greasy asthe kebab
he’sjustdemolished.

“Imean, nooneactually worehairlikethis inthe '50s! We just take it one
stepon. We sortof mixup clothes abit. This
mightbearockabilly haircut, butwe don’tjust
wearrock'n'roll stuff.”

Briangoes furtherand cites The Specials, Beat
and Selecter asbandsworkingin asimilar way
toTheStray Cats, takingan established musical
formand usingit to create something more
contemporary, withoutdestroyingtheall-
importantspiritof theoriginal.

“IsawTheSpecialsonceand they weregreat.
They've got theirroots but they haven't got stuck
inoneplace. They'rereallytakingthingsonand
developingthem.”

The pettyrevivalism chargeisalsoshownthe
red card before being properlyraised.

“If people wereto accuse us
ofbeingpartofarevivall
wouldn'tseeit, ‘coswedon’t
play purerockabilly. ifyou're
talkingaboutsomeonelike
Showaddywaddy, thenitis just
revivalshit, ‘cos theydon’t play
withanyfeeling.

“Butifyoureally feel
somethingthenitisn’ta
revival. Look atsomejazz
musicians whohave been
playingswingfor the past
40years.That’snotarevival.
It'sjustsomethingthatthey
reallyfeel.”

Theband view their most
obviousBritishcontemporaries
-Whirlwind-withacurious
mixtureofadmirationand
suspicion, Brianratingthem
unequivocallyasabandwitha
real feel for the music, butboth
Jimand Lee havetheirdoubts.

“Idon’tthinktheyreally have
anythingtodo withrockabilly,”
muses Jim. “Theyseemtodo
thingsstraight out of thebook,
butthewholethingabout
rockabillyis thatit'ssupposed
to havespirit,and theydidn’t
havethat whenlsawthem.

“Nooneactuallywore
ike thisinthe'sos!™:
yCatsbackstage



“They were verylackadaisical,
veryrehearsedand the whole
thingaboutrockabillyis supposed
tobejustgoingoutand doingit.”

“I'dlike bands like them more
iftheydidn’tsetthemselvesup
asrockabillybands,” adds Lee.
“Imean, they don’tlook rockabilly. If they just saw
themselvesasaband, I think wouldlikethem more.”

and flash of '50s rockola and the emphasis they

placeontryingtorecapture the wild and raw
spiritof the original rock’n’rollers has hardly clouded
the sharpness of theirlyrics. As Jim - a forthright and
articulate drummer - points out, there’s more to sing
about these days than just high-school dances.

Theband’slivesetstillincludes a few well-chosen
covers, from the obligatory Eddie Cochran number-
usually “Somethin’ Else” or “Jeannie, Jeannie, Jeannie”

-toarelative obscurity like Warren Smith’s “Ubangi
Stomp”,and The Supremes’ “You Can’t Hurry Love”-
bothradical transformationsofthe original, the former
apoundingska-based thrashand thelatterarambling
countrified rocker.

Butit’s the original stuff that standsout, particularly
the sketch onyouth-cult violence “Rumble In Brighton”
and thenearest thingtoadirectly political song, “Storm
TheEmbassy”.

Both Brianand Jim, who co-write most of the songs,
refute suggestions—hinted atin last week’s Live!review
oftheband-that“Rumble In Brighton” is merely a
glorification of mindless gangthuggery.

Brian: “It's notaglorification of theviolence, ‘cosI think
that the wholefightingthingistotallyridiculous; people
justbeatingsomeone up for the way that theydress...”

Jim: “Ireallyhopethatitdoesn’tglorifyanything.It's
supposed to be morelikeanarticle, someonestanding
backand writing about the fighting, 'cos there's nothing
likethatin America. Thelastline of the song also says that
nooneisthe winner'cosnoonedoescomeoutontopin
theend, 'cos the whole thingissoridiculous.”

Brian: “Thereare no gangfightslike thatin America.
There arecertainareas, like parts of Brooklyn, that youdon'tgo to ‘cos
of the muggings, but there are no big fightsjust ‘cos someone dresses
differently orwears their hairinacertain way.

“When we first came here we were overly afraid ‘cos of whatwe'd heard,
butthere hasn’tbeenany troubleat our gigs and we’ve had skins, mods
andtedsallalong, anyonethatlikes rockabilly. That’s the one thing
they’ve allhad incommon. Wewantto play foreverybody, not just the
rockabillykids.

“Weeven went tosee the Cockney Rejects at the Electric Ballroom
and we werescaredshitless ‘cositwasareally wild night withariotand
everything. We'd walked in notknowing what to expect, butnoneofthe
skinheadsinthere even looked atusdifferently... probably thought we
must have alreadybeen nuts goingin there on ourownanyway!”

The otherstand-out original, “Storm The Embassy”, is not, as reported
inanotherpaper, an odiousodetothe SAS, buta songaboutthe plight of
the US hostagesin Iran. The patriotictone seems almost reactionaryon
thesurface, although Brian seesitas more ofageneral commentonthe
apathyinthefaceofthecrisis.

“Whatreallyinspired that was comingover here and findingthatno
one wasreallybothered aboutit. Whatamlactuallysayingin the song?
Get those people back, basically!

“It's just asongwritten out of angeron the spur ofthe moment. It's not
really that realistic. I don’t know if we should actually storm the embassy,
butthat’sjusthow you feel when you hearaboutiteverynight on the news
inAmerica andyou get so pissed off. It’s just aggravating, although Idon’t
holditagainstanyone personally.”

“Storm The Embassy” is one of a batch of songs that Brian and Jim have
writtenand integrated into thesetin the six weeks since theirarrivalin
Britain. (Anotheris the as-yet-unrehearsed “Teenage Army”, about the
ominous callfor thereintroduction of draft registration in the States.)

T HE STRAY CATS’ genuine affection for the style

“I'vebeeninspired
overhere,basically”:
. BrianSetzeron
stage atthe Cedar
QI ClubinBirmingham,
'_q' 8 December1980

Althoughheclaims not tobea prolific writer, Brian's productivity has
certainly increased since the band’sarrival in Britain—somethingthe
composer puts down to the change of scene.

“I'vebeeninspired over here, basically,” he says. “If  was still sitting at
homein myapartmentin New York, I might get bored and not write
anythingfora month. ButifI've gotalot of things happeningtome, like
now, ljust getalotofideas. It's notas if  write a songeveryweek, just thatif
Igetinspired, I'llwrite alot. Most of itis a pretty spontaneous thing.”

appeal of The Stray Cats is: their freshness and immediacy-

that fleeing zap and sparkle that is probably destined never to
be caughtinthe studio with the intensity that exists on stage with
Setzer going through his Cochran routines while extracting a wall of
feedback from his 1956 Gretsch, Lee Rocker wrestling with the violin
bass and Slim Jim unleashingabarrage of shrieks as he brings the
drumsticks down on his solitary snare drum with thecrash ofa
sledgehammer on corrugated tin.

Backin the Soho office-cum-hotel, amore restrained Jim quietly
concludesthe interviewwith the sort of anecdote he probably knew
wouldclose this piece.

“I'saw this great lady on thetrain todaywho came up and asked me why
lhadaswordinmyear,” herecounts, indicating the daggerearringthat
danglesfrom hisleftlobe.

“She told me thatit wasdangerous and how her husband once stabbed
someone withakitchen knife and ended up inaspecial hospital.

“Thenshesays, ‘What's your Christian name, child?’ SoIsaid James
and she says, ‘You take care of yourself, James, and  hope you get what
youwantoutoflife!”

Sofar, thelad'sright on course. Adrian Thrills ®

Q ND THOSE LAST words echo quite simply just what the

FIN COSTELLO/ GETTY
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UB40, TALKING HEADS,
CAPTAIN BEEFHEART,
KATE BUSH AND MORE

“Deeply stunned
and saddened”

NME DEC 13

death from those who were formerly

associated with him was one of complete
disbelief. Of the other former Beatles, George
Harrison would only say that he was “deeply
shocked”, while Ringo Starr, who was on holiday
at the time, flew back to the United States on
hearingthe news. Paul McCartney, who had been
stayingat his farmthouse homein Rye, Sussex,
said that he was “deeply stunned and saddened”.

McCartney later told reporters as heleft for

London: “John was a greatguy whoisgoingtobe
missed by the whole world.” Yoko Onoissued a
comment through David Geffen, friend and
producer, before leaving the Dakotaforan
unknown destination: “John loved and prayed for
the humanrace - please do the same forhim

'I'HE IMMEDIATE REACTION to John Lennon'’s

OCK 198




Decemberi4,1980:
sixdays sfter John
Lennonisshotdead
byMark Chapmanat
theentranceto The
Dakotacn72ndStreet,
anestimated 225,000
mournersobservelo
minutes’silenceinNew

York’s CantralPark
-
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“A sort of junior Playb

NME NOV 8

HIS WEEK, EMI release an as yet untitled

newsingle/cassette with the launch of

Chicken,amagazine funded by EMland
administered for them by former Gang Of
Four manager Rob Warr.

Chickenwasyet anotherinvention of Bow
Wow Wow mastermind Malcolm McLaren
and-accordingtoits prospectus-was
intended to be “about pop and fashion,
focusingaroundpleasure tech: roller-skating,
cassetle-swingingmicrochipkids,andon the
swashbucklingandromantic ‘newlook’ which
isjustcomingin”. The magazine wassetup to
promote Bow Wow Wow, and the ideas which
thegroup was designed to symbolise.

Lastweek, Chicken's editor Fred Vermorel
resigned, alleging—amongotherthings-that
Anabella, Bow Wow Wow's 14-year-old lead
singer, had been pressured by McLaren tobe
photographed nude forthe magazine, thatan

j MalcolmMcLaren
snappedonMay22,
1980:“Inever put
pressureonpeople,”
saysthe Bow Wow Wow
managerand Chicken
magazine mastermind

‘-ﬂnnabclln Lwin,the

Wowsinger,saysshe
wasaskedtoposenude
for Chickenmagazine

aphotosession which had been filmed by
aBBC2Arenacrew,and that MclLarenwas
introducinga pornographicelement intothe
proceeding, effectively turningwhat was
supposed tobe asortofcrossbetween Smash
Hitsand Schoolkids OZinto “amagazinefor
adultsthat features kidsas objects™.
Vermorel wasworried that
ifthemagazine had come
outintheformallegedly
intended by McLaren
hemightbe “subjectto
achild pornrap”.
Vermorel'soriginallist of
editorial contentsincluded
atongue-in-cheek piece
subsequently withdrawn
byJohnMcVicaroncrimeas
acareer for the unemployed
school-leaver, aguide to constructive projects

“It was no longer a
magazine for kids,
but one for adults
that treats kids as
sexual objects”

ageneralemphasison pleasureand fun.
Totheseitems, accordingto Vermorel,
McLarenintended to add arisquéletter
inwhichaboydescribeswhathe'dlike to
have happenonadreamdatewith Blondie
drummer Clem Burke. Furthermore, he
told Thrills, McLaren was concerning
himselfsolittle with themagazinethat
hebegantowonderwhether McLaren
actuallywantedamagazineatall, as
opposed to someoutrageous foot age for
the Arenaprogramme.

Vermorel wentontodescribe afurious
McLarencomingroundto hishouseand
attemptingfirsttocoax, thentobully him
into goingback.

You'reup toyour neck inthis,” Vermorel
claims McLaren toldhim, "whether you
likeitornot.

Meanwhile at EMI, Rob Warradmitted that
“EMIhave pulled out of financing the projectin
theforminwhichitwasoriginallyenvisaged”.
EMIhadapparentlygiven McLarenand the
Vermorels (Fred and his wife Judy, co-authors
of biographies of Kate Bush and the Sex Pistols})
“carteblancheto produce the magazine. The
problem was that Fred and Judy thought itwas
exploitative, and [ felt that they over-reacted;
Malcolmdidnotintend anysuch thing.

“McLarenhad cometome with thisgreat
ideafor marketing Bow Wow Wow. We thought
thatthemagazinerepresentedanideal
opportunitytoget
somethingdone, and we
madeitveryclearwhat
we considered permissible.
It'sallabitofastormina
teacup, really.

Themanatthecentre
ofthebrouhahawas
considerably more
forthcoming. “Fred’s
freaked outabit, hasn't
he?”Mcl.arensaid. “Jesus!
Ican’tbelieveall this paranoia. The magazine

eight-year-old child had beenreduced to tears
when sshouted at to “showabit ofarse” during

forkids who choose to optout of school, Bow
Wow Wow-inspiredarticlesabout piracy-and

wassimplyasortof junior Playboyforkids
gettingusedtotheideathatthey needn't
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havecareers,something toshake up
thislethargicindustry, amagazine

about pleasure technology for the
primitive boy and girl. I've been very
frank: myjobistoupset people, but there’s
noway that this magazine could be
deemed pornographic.”

McLarendenies that theyounggirl was
subject tointimidation. “Thatisagrosslie,
man. She got upset because of the pressure
and presence of the Arena crew, and that’s
all. Her fatherwas there and he didn’tseem
upsetbyanythingthat was goingon.”

He alsodenies having put pressure on
Anabella (“I never put pressureon people.
Theydojustwhattheywanttodo”) or
having attempted to place pornographic
copyinthemagazine. “l wasn’tallowed to
writeforit. Fred was the editor; copy was
entirelyuptohim.

“It'steallyimportantthatweget this
magazineout. Everyone in this country’s
so paranoid thatyoucan’tgetanything
done.Fredisaparanoid and a puritan. He's
very hungup and hejust freaked out.”

Vermorel firmly repudiates the latter
charge. “I'mnot puritanical. Thesightof
anakedchilddoesn’tupset me. What does
upsetmeistheideaofthatletterhe wanted
metorun. The way it was going, it wasno
longer a magazine for kids, buta magazine
foradultsthattreats kids as sexual objects.”

Itwasthisallegedshiftin Chicken’s
editorial attitude thatled John McVicar to
withdrawhisarticle.

“lknocked the piece offa bit tongue-
in-cheek because of theironyofthe
government puttingall these kidsonthe
doleand then boosting penalties for young
offenders. lwanted towrite something a bit
political fortheschool-leavers,” McVicar
told Thrills. “I thought McLaren wasjustan
anarchistic pop promoterand [ thoughtit
wasagood ideatohaveateenage magazine
thathad abitofpolitical edge.

Inormallylike peoplelikethat,but...I'm
acriminal,butldon'twantor need tobe
associated with peoplelikethat.”

Bow Wow Wow vocalist Anabella
corroborates Vermorel’s assertion that
McLarenwanted her to pose nude for the
magazine. “Yes, that’strue. He wanted me
toappearlike that to promote ourcassette.
Isaid no, becauseit’sakids’ paperandI'm
ayoungperson too, and Ididn’t thinkit
was quiteright, youknow? He asked me
through Vivienne [Westwood] and when
Isaid no, he accepted it.

"Hedidn't try to pressure me. It wasn’t
childporn... Malcolmssaiditwasn’t.
That’s not my kind of thing. Posingin
abikini’s OKwith thegrouparound
aswimming pool.

Anabellaclaims that “they don't tellyou
verymuch”. Shehad not beeninformed
that Fred Vermorel had resigned, or that
the magazine was called Chicken (she'd
beentold it was called Playkid) or that
thegroup’sdebut gigat Hammersmith
Starlight Rollerdisco this Saturday was
billed as a“chicken” night. She also had not
been told that “chicken” is—in paedophile
slang-aterm meaning “an attractive
child”. CharlesShaarMurray

JohnBonham
(1948-1980) with
LedZeppelinat
MadisonSquare
Garden,New
York,June1977

" "‘-\.
4

Leaves a wife
and two children

RIP, Led Zeppelin drummer John Bonham.

HE MYSTERY SURROUNDING the death of Led Zeppelindrummer John Bonham
Ttook abizarre twist at the weekend, with suggestion that the tragedy - the latestina

series of disasters suffered by the band - is linked with black magic. Singer Robert
Plantisreportedly convinced that the apparentjinx on Zeppelinis retribution for guitarist
Jimmy Page's obsession with the occult.

However outlandish the theory, it gained some credence when a post-mortem on 32-year-
old Bonham failed toreveal the cause of death. He had been drinking heavily the previous
night, and it was at first thought that (like Jimi Hendrix) he had choked on his own vomit - but
that wasn't substantiated by the post-mortem, which ruled out either drink or drugs as the
cause. The coroner hasnow ordered further tests.

Bonham's body was foundinbed on Thursday afternoon at Page’s Windsor mansion,
where the band had gathered torehearse for anew album. They had recently returned from
aseriesof concertsin Germany, their first since their two Knebworth shows in1979 - which,
inturn, were their first live appearances for five years. Their lengthy stage absence was due
inno small measure to the string of mishaps which had befallen them.

Zep were due to start amajor American tour on October 16 - though obviously this has
now been cancelled - and there were also tentative plans for British dates in the New Year.

Unconfirmedreportsindicate that the three remaining members have already decided
todisband Zeppelin, believing that it could never be the same again. Bonham had been with
them since their formationin1968, initially as The New Yardbirds.

But official sources, at their record company and management office, remained tight-
lipped on the subject - sayingonly that all three Zep men were far too distraught to consider
the future at the moment. Bonham leaves a wife, Pat, and two children.

Antmania """

S ADAM & The Ants continue their nationwide tour - with both the single “Dog Eat Dog”
Aand the album Kings Of The Wild Frontier riding highin their respective charts - all the
signs are that there’s Antmaniain the air.

The numbersturning up have been so farin excess of original estimates that some gigs have
hadto be transferred tobigger venues, or even cancelled altogether. The show at Manchester
Polytechnic - capacity 800 - was pulled out, as were appearances at Tiffany's Shrewsbury and
the Drill Hallin Lincoln.

While anew date has now been fixed for Manchester, at the
Apollo on December 15, alternatives have not yet been found for ;
Lincoln or Shrewsbury. A further London date has been finalised, z:;’;:,g
however, at the Hammersmith Palais on December 24. venues

Someimpression of the sort of scenes it's hoped to avoid was ;
given outside the Sheffield gig - where, it's said, disgruntled
punters were attacking parked cars in protest - and at Hull,
where afire wasreported.

When the Ants arrived at the HMV shopin Leeds, foran
autograph-signingsession, the store manager was taking
no chances: he decreed that no more than one Antling would
be allowed in at atime, resultingin a1,000-strong queue
forming outside on the street.

AdamAnt:

r
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UB40in1980:(l-r) Astro,
JimBrown,BrianTravers,
AliCampbell,EarlFalconer,
NormanHassan,Robin
CampbeltandMickey Virtue
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’ 1. Dreadlocks And Baldheads

IKEANY BAND with asense of pride
in their roots, UB40 usually try to
wind up their British tours with a
date in their home town. Their most
o\ recent 20-date city-to-city trek was
no exception. The homecoming
tradition was maintained and the tour culminated
g inacouple of nights at the Birmingham Odeon.
= Thegroup hasinsisted thatlcome up tooneof
f thesegigs forthe sakeof thisfeature, even though
" I'd already seen them fourtimesonthetour-in
Edinburgh, Sheffield, Londonand
Hemel Hempstead —twice in an on-the-
UNEMPLOYMENT BENEFT ATTENDANCE CARD road capacity. Butseeing them play
insiots C1o St Brum, reckoned UB40, wouldbe the
best wayofconfirmingtherangeof
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varied. “Sold Out”bannershad been taped across gig
postersweeksago, and thehouseis packed with every
mode of modern music fan, from skinsand rudies to trendy
middle-aged couples, prepubescent schoolgirlsand dreads.

With acertainratioofroughly threewhites to everyblack,
the multiracial nature ofthecrowd isalso prettystriking
forwhatis ostensiblyapop/rock gig.

Itmightbe worth pointingout too that the racial mix of
the UB40 audience was roughly parallelataKoolAnd The
Gangshow[wasto see the following nightin London:
despite what you might haveread to the contrary, it's not
onlyinthediscoin-crowd thata harmonious mix of black
andwhite can exist.

Aspercussionist Norman Hassan puts it, UB40 get
“everyone fromdreadlock tobaldhead!”.

Grinningbass-manEarl Falconer, hisown dreadlocks
tucked upinadroopingnavytea-cosy hat, sees nothing
particularly remarkablein the motley nature of theband’s
following. Tohim, theaudiencesare simptyanatural
reflection of themixwhich exists within the band itself.

“The thingabout thisbandisthat everyoneisdifferent.
Nobodytellsanybody what todo, musically orotherwise.
If there areany bigdecisions, we take avoteonthem. It's
likeakind of workshop atmosphere. Basically, we don't
haveanimage.”

Tootrue. Theinitial view most people have of UB40is that
ofaband bereft of a real publicimage beyond being “anice
reggaeband”, an honest enough bunch whotake their
bows everynowandthenwithaforayinto theTop 10
singles before hoppingon thefirsttrain back to Dullsville.

Theimpression they give on stage isoneofeight musiciansinnear
completeempathywith oneanother. With nosingleindividualany more
prominent thantheothers, they come across asa collectivein which the
bandisall-important. UB40 areagroup minusan identifiable frontman,
although toaster Astrodoesfill the roleof warningthecrowd between
songswithaseriesof routine stage gestures. They areagroupwithoutany
stars, without asingle potential household name... and arein some ways
allthebetter forit.

Thisfacelessimpression is borne out by the sleeves of their three
singles, “Food For Thought”/“King", “My Way Of Thinking"/“I ThinkIt's
GoingToRainToday” and the current "“Dream A Lie"/“The Earth Dies
Screaming”, none of which bears so much as asingle picture or snippet of
infoonthegroup. Asiftorubintheirapparentanonymity, the cover of
theirGraduate Records LP Signing Offis simplyastark facsimile of the
UB40attendanceslip thatover twomillion British citizens takealongto
thelocal DHSS every week.

Buteven non-appearance canbe deceptive, and UB40's low profile
should notbeallowed to cloud theirimportance, because thereisplenty
ofsubstance lurkingbehind that mellow groove and cool approach. As
thingslook from this corner, the two newbandsto have made the most
profoundimpactover the past 12 months have been UB40 and Dexys
Midnight Runners.

Dexys, like UB40, wereat first tenuously
connected with the 2-Tone way of thinking,
but-againlike their fellow Brummies-they
hadthestrengthofcharacterandoriginalityto
transcend the comparisonsand avoid being
tagged. Dexys madetheirmark by beingbrash
and tryingtostirthingsup, Pistolianstyle, by
throwingaspannerin the worksofthe
somnolent music biz. Butincommon with
UB40theyhave anintense desire forchange,
and this outweighs many of the obvious
differences between the bands. UB40, however,
workonamoresubtlelevel than Dexysand they
have probablyachieved even moreon two
separate fronts.

Frontone: they haveslylyinfiltrated both the
singlesand album charts withuncompromising
politicallyricsata timewhensuch sentimentscould
notbelessfashionable. UB40 would probably be
shunned asbeing far toosoft by most of the so-called
rockradicals-afterall, these guysarehugely
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“It’s like
a kind of
workshop
atmosphere”

“You've gottogetyour
audiencefirstofalland
then,forwantofabetter
word, educatethem,”says
RobinCampbell, seen
here(centre)onstagein
London,Septemberig8o

successfuland evenappearin Jackieand on Top Of The Pops! In doingso,
theyareactually ploughingamoresubversive furrow than more trendy
rebels. Byverydintoftheircommerciality they reach afarwider
audience, and apredominantly teen audience at that.

Fronttwo: morethanany otherband, with the possible exception of
JoyDivision, UB40 haveshownthatitcanbedoneindependently.1n
reachingNo 1inthe NMEchartafew monthsago, Signing Offonthe
Graduatelabel became the first LP recorded, pressed and distributed by
thenewindependents to reach such heady heights.

Notbad going, really, foraband who were virtuallyunknown outside
their nativecity suburb of Moseley just overayearago.

2. WeAreFamily!

B40AREMORE than alittle bemused by their remarkably
l | rapidrise. They seem genuinely surprised, if not to the extent
of their success, then because it seems to have come
practically overnight.

DrummerJoe Brown, probably the mostloquacious member of the
ensemble, is humble about the group’ssuccessful year. “It'sweird really,
‘coseverythingthat'shappenedto us has happened byaccident. OK, it
wasaconsciousefforttolearnhow toplayourinstrumentsin thefirst

place, butit’sbeen purely accidental that
we'vedeveloped thesound wehaveand
progressed towhere we are now. What we're
doing nowisn’tquite the sound we want
anyway. We'restillsearching.”

Keyboard player Mickey Virtueisabit more
open, citingteenybop appeal, extensive gigging
-thegroup have played over 150 dates this year
alone-andoriginality as three reasons behind

theircurrentascendancy.

Ithinkit’sjusta completelydifferent ty pe of
sound. People weregettingbored with the
charts, thatsameold sound, and we were lucky
thatwe happened tobearound at theright time.
Plus, with the 2-Tone thing, people were ready
tolistentous. Therearealotofthingsreally.”

Onefactorthat caneasily overlooked is that from
thevery outset UB40refused to thinksmall. Their
attitude, though trenchantly independent, has
alwaysbeengeared towards success. Before playing
theirdebutgig, thegroup-thenallnovicesmusically

rehearsed solidly for sixmonthsin thecellarof Earl



Falconer’sMoseley flat. They cut their teeth covering
reggaestanda-dsof the time, numbers like Gregory
Isaacs’ classic “MrKnowItAll”, Bim Sherman’s
“Lover’sLeap”and AugustusClarke's “Big And Small”

before graduating tosomeinstrumentalsof theirown.

Matterswerealso helped atthestartbytherelaxed “family”
atmosphereof therehearsals, all the group having known one another for
some time before theybegan playing together seriously. Vocalist Ali
Campbell, saxophonist Brian Travers, Jim Brownand Earl Falconer had
allbeentogether atMoseley School Of Art. When these four began
looking for potential musicians to form UB40, Aliquickly uneartheda
guitaristin hiselder brother Robin and keyboard player in his girlfriend’s
brother, Mickey. Norman and Astro, both mutual friends of the gang,
signed on shortly afterwards.

Asettledlineup was established with ease, comprising theeight current
members plus anadditional percussionistin the Nigerian Yami, whose
subsequent departure from the band was sealed by theimmigration
authorities who deported him to Africaafteronly two gigs. That was the
only personnel change UB40 have eversuffered.

Thefirstgigmaterialised in February 1979 in the Horse And Hounds, a
pubinKing's Heath, Birmingham; it was an event which alsomarked the
livedebutofyetanother Moseley band who have since gone on togreater
things, The Au Pairs.

Fromthenon, progress was steady ifunspectacular, until theadventof
2-Tonelastautumnimmediately focused automaticattention ontoany
multiracial band workingin the Midlands.

Though theyacknowledge theindirect boost their career received from
skamania, UB40, at thetime, seemed to go out of their way todissociate
themselvesfrom what washappeningonly afew milesdowntheA45in
Coventry, as Robin Campbell explains: “We did trytoseparate ourselves
toacertain extent. There was no maliceintended. It was justthat we
didn't playska and we had been playing reggaesince before the ska
explosion happened. Itjustsort of happened around us.

“Of course, ithelped us, but we tended togetdumpedinto the same
category, whichannoyed us. Itwasn't thatwe had anythingagainst the
2-Tone people, but we'd be playingreggaeand we'd becomingup against
thingslike posters sayingthat we were asensational skaband, straight off
the2-Tonetour!’

UB40 claim theyeven passed up the chance of recording their first
singleon 2-Tone-which at the time would have meant an almost
guaranteedinstant Top 10 hit-in favour of striking out independently.

“Right fromthestart, it wasalways goingto bea case of doingit
ourselvesif we could,” sayssax-man Brian. “When we weregettingthe

group together, the punk thing wasstill pretty strongand
theindependentlabel scenewasreally sproutingwith
labelslike Rough Trade and Beggars Banquet, so we were
neverreally thinkingofgoingfora major deal, even though
we got someamazingadvance offers before we'd even
recorded “Food ForThought”.

Soitwastheunfancied Dudley-based Graduate label that
secured thesignatures of UB40 on arecordingcontractina
straight 50-50 profit-splittingdeal, the sort ofarrangement
Rough Trade make with all their bands. The set-up gives
UB40control overwhatand whentheyrecord, gives
Graduate impresario David Virrone of the healthiestbank
balancesonthe independentscene, and gives thelikes of
CBS, WEA and EMI buggerall other than somefood for
thoughtand afew headaches when they contemplatejust
whatmighthave been.

Theonlydrawback of remainingindependent,according
to Robin, is atemporary cash-flow problem as they
wait fortheroyalty chequestostartcomingin.

“It’'s held us back financially, but that’s the only
way. At the moment we haven'tgot that much
money, ‘cos everything we’ve earned so farhashad
tobe ploughedstraightbackintotheband.

If we'd been with amajor company, that money
would have been ploughedintousbythemin the
first place. But thedifferenceis thatwe’reinavery
healthyposition nowand wedon’toweabean to
anybody! Aband inacomparable position tous
signed to amajor would beuptotheireyesindebt!”

Manybands of the stature of UB40-whether
independent or not-have somehow managed to fall
foul of the absurdities of rock’n’roll circus games.
But, rather like The Jam, who have maintained their
visionand clarityinspiteoftheirfouryearsina
parasitic business, UB40 just seem content to getonwith thejobinhand
withaminimum of polemicand pretension.

Oneaspectofthis level-headedness manifestsitselfin theattitude
UB40take to pressinterviews, which theyfeel should ideallybespread
equally amongthe eight members, thus preventing theelevation of, say,
Ali, Robin or Astro tostarstatus.

AsJimsays: “We don'treallylike theidea of pushing ourselves assolo
personalities. Ifyou're going to do that you need to have theindividual
musical prowess togowithit, whichwe haven't. We’re confidentin the
appeal of ouroverallsound, but none of us arestars as musicians.”

Inkeepingwiththisbanddemocracy, itseemed agoodideatointerview
all eight members, inmanageable groups of twoor three, in orderto
sample as manyviewpointsas possible; the most contentious comments
probably came from two of theless likely sources- drummer Jimand
toaster Astro.

Sotherestof this piece comprisesthree interviews done during the last
week of the UB40 tour - the first with Aliand Brian, the second with Earl,
Mickeyand]im and the last with Robin, Norman and Astro.

3. Moseley, Home Of The Hits!

OST OFUB40 have lived all their lives in Moseley, asmallish
but well-defined area to the south of Birmingham's

sprawling city centre, noted for its wholefood shops, its
student population, its racial mixand-accordingto arecent UB40
newsbulletin - its tendency to breed bands by the dozen.

Brian Travers’ second-floor flat overlooks arow of shops whichmore or
lessmark the centre of “the village”. Just down the road is thesmall front-
roomstudio inwhich UB40recorded their debut album with producer
Bob Lambearlierthis year. Indoingso, theyresisted the temptationto
moveto plusher recording confines, preferring the rootsy feel they
reckoned Lamb's “Home Of The Hits” gave theirsound.

AsPrince Jammy’s latest dub-wise creationssifts from aset of speakers
in the background, the two youngest members of the band, Ali Campbell
and Brian, both 21,explainhowaNo 1 albumcametoberecordedina
humbleeight-track studio.

“Most of the tracks had already been done at Bob's place before we even
knewwe were making thealbum,” saysAli. “It would have been mad to
go somewhereelse. Wedid have a few drastic sessions in major studios.

I mean, they were amazingstudios with all the facilitiesand everything »
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and weended up gettingthe worst sound we've ever had! tn Bob'sstudio
wedidn’teven have thefacility fordoing dubs,and we couldn’teven all
getintotheplaceat thesame time. We'd have to put bass, drumsand

keyboardson thesame track sometimes, so dubs wereoutof the question.”
Brian: “For the nextalbum, we've got tochangestudiosreally, otherwise

wewon'tbeabletodo dub. Thismight sound abit self-important, but the
basic thingwe wantto doistrytoeducate peopleintoreggaeand dub,
introduce themslightly by doingitina mild formand then buildingitup
from there.”

Educatepeopleintoreggae? That sounds a bitpompous.

Ali: "But thesituationisridiculous. Mikey Dread, for example, could
beNo 1 inthesingleschart. The marketis thereforhim, buthe’snot
gettingovertoit ‘cosreggaeisstill not taken seriouslyenough by the
mediaand theradiostarions. Theystilllookonitasaminority music 'cos
it'sablack music.”

Inaddition to thesingles, UB40's live set revolves around two crucial
songs, “Burden Of Shame” and “Tyler”. Theimportanceof themisagain
emphasised on Signing Off where they open and close thefirst sideof the
album.Thelatterisa proteston behalfof Gary Tyler,ayoung American
blackarrested atananti-KuKluxKlanrallyin the Southern state of
Louisianasixyearsagoandallegedly framed for murder. He'sbeen
inside eversince, despite continual appeals on his behalf.

Ali: "Hewasonly 16and he was doneforkillingawhitegirland the
wholethingwasjust atotal frame, aload of bollocks! The judge wasa
memberofthesenior whitecitizen’sleague and all that. ltwasanall-
whitejury, but therewas noreal evidence tosay that it washim thardidit.

“Wefound outabout itfrom this newspaper report. We just read about it

and then found out abit moreabout the case for ourselves. There’sbeena
lotof protestsaboutitin America, but there was neveranyreal fuss made
aboutitoverhere.

OnceanAmericandistributiondeal hasbeen sorted out - hopefully
throughindependents, though the band concede the problems facing
smalllabels arethat much greaterintheStates—“Tyler” isto be thefirst

official USsinglerelease. However, if Ali’s pessimistic paranoiaisanysort
I y

of guide, therewon'tbe many people around on the North American

continenttowitnessitsrelease. Talk of the current single “The Earth Dies

Screaming”, afictional accountof the planet, post-apocalypse, prompts
Alintoasemi-seriouscontemplation of just where the madness of
contemporary American conservatismcould lead.

“Everybody's shitting themselves, basically,” he grins nervously.
“Ronald Reagan’sbecoming presidentand thereare 20 million
peoplein the Evangelist Right. They're goingto startblowing places
up. Reaganwill putoneon Vietnam, just for spite! He'll probably
evendoithimself... flyacrossin ahelicopter with acowboy haton
and drop one. Get this, boys!

“Seriously, theworld seemstobeinthemiddleofawild plunge
intoright-wing madness-America, Jamaica, the Islamic thing.
That'soneofthereasons that the CND thingisgettingstronger.
It’sblatantlyobvious thateveryone's goingmad!”

4. Responsibilities

B40’SPOLITICS ARE essentially a gut-level response to

theinjustice and repression they seearound them. The

“political” songs - “Tyler”, “King”, “Burden Of Shame”,
“Little By Little” and “Madam Medusa" - are simple and
accessible. And unlike most so-called political bands, UB40
manage to deliver their message with a remarkable fack of pomp
and conceit. They shun any convoluted party political theoryin
favourof plaintive assertions of basic humanrights.

Ofcourse,individualsin thegroup do differ on certainspecifics,
somethingthat hecomesapparent talking to bassist Earl Falconer,
21, keyboard-manMickey Virtueand dapper drummer Jim Brown,
both23.

Aswehuddleinadressingroomannexeat the Hemel Hempstead
Pavilion, percussionist Norman Hassan is practisingtrombone in
the room next door, gettinghis lungsin trimfor thathorn section
heand Astro hopetointroducein timeforthe next LP. Aswetalk,
Norman isbellowinghis way through theopeningbars of “Food For
Thought”, note by painstaking note, althoughright now theeffectis
morelike aweirdly mutant “Hey Jude”.

Barelyaudible over theracket comingthrough thewall, Jim,
Mickeyand Earlexplainthe differences that doexistoverthe degree
of politicalcommitment within theband.
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Jim:“Someofusare moreextreme than others. We havearguments
sometimesover someof the benefits that we play. Like, Iwould have
supported theideaofus doingabenefit foranarchists, whereasother
membersofthebanddon't think that sortof thingisagood idea. We've
all got differentideasonthingslike that, althoughweall agree on
fundamental points.

“Wedon'taffiliate ourselves with any particular political party. There
arecertain thingsaboutmost partiesthat we don'tagree with. ldon’t
believe thatany partyactually takes things farenough. Personally, |
believein tearing the whole thing down and startingagain, rather than
use the materials we'vegot to swingthingsaround. It would be niceif
therecould be gradualchange, butl don’tthink there’s much of afuture
inthat.”

Perhaps the mostinteresting UUB40songis their bitter denunciation of
British imperialism “Burden OfShame”. Initially inspired by happenings
inAfrica, italso has much wider, more universal connotations: “Thereare
murders that we mustaccount for!/ Bloody deeds have been done in our name/
Criminal acts we must pay for | And our children will shoulder the blame/
I'ma British subject not proud of it/ Whilel carry the burden of shame.”

Thesongseemsto be theresultofapretty strongguilt complex, | suggest
to)im.

“licanbeinterpretedinalot of ways. When we wroteit, I thought of it
beingaboutthefact that there'snosuch thingasan innocent person if
theyarelivingand contributingtoasociety that causes thesortof
atrocities that dogoon. I mean,youread inthe press that there were
‘innocent’ people bombed, say,inaGuildford pubandall that. But then
again, whoisaninnocent person when theyare going around voting for
peoplelike Margaret Thatcher? They’renotinnocent, 'cos...”

That'shardlyanyjustification for bombinga pub, | buttin.

“No, butthenlcannot seesomethinglike that purelyasanact of
terrorismwhen it'sjust one army fightingagainst anotherinawar
situation. ThewayIseeitisthatsomethinglike the pub bombingsin
Guildford could bejustified ‘cositwasanarmy pub.”

“Questionslikethat,” saysaseemingly dubious Mickey, “you’d have to
ask each member of the band and find out what theirviewsare, '‘cos our
viewsvaryso much. Some people are more extreme than others.”

“‘Burden Of Shame’islikeaguilt thing,” resumes Jim. “It's from
aviewpoint of someonelivinginacountrythatis causingatrocities.

On-stagedancer
turnedtoaster
andcompere
Terrence Wilson,
AKA Astro,
Septemberi980




UB40

MY WAY OF THINKING

Ifwe'relivingin that country, we’re partof that
samesystem.”

Surely though, mostordinary peopleliving
under that particularsystem are also viewed with
as much contemptand suspicion by the menin
power and therefore hardly guilty themselves of
thewarcrimes?

“Butthere’salso thedilemmathatif we're
goingoutand buyingthings from ashop, then
we'readvocatingthatsamesystem. I think the
onlyjustification youcan haveforcontributing
tothesystemin that way is tosay that you're part
oftheoppressed as well.

“That’s theonlyjustification thereis, really, for
tryingto livecomfortablyinthe system. 1 agree
withyoubasically, 'cos there's not thatmuch
thatyoucanreallydoaboutit.”

Jimunashamedly considers theband’s
political songs to be far more important than
some of theirlighter, poppier numbers.

“Some people will say that, firstand foremost, we'readanceband, but
Ireallythink we've gotaresponsibility which overridesbeingadance
band. Adanceband is a package tosell your politics.”

Mickeybegs todiffer, albeit onlyslightly...

“Basically, it'smoreimportant to me that we all get off on playing music.
Butifyou’re going tosell records, you've got to put songs on them, and
when wedo songswetend togo to the extremes and either putreally nice
songson them like “MyWayOfThinking” [thesecondsingle], which
doesn’treallysayalot, orgotothe opposite extreme with areally heavy
song. Wedon't mess aboutbetweenthe two.”

5. Public Dubs And Private Jokes

B40 TOASTERAND compere Astro and lead guitarist Robin
l | Campbell are two of the more senior members of the band,
aged 23 and 25 respectively. Sitting on the edge of awooden
tablein the dressingroom of the Birmingham Odeon prior to the big
tourfinale, they present a more witty face of the band than some of the
occasionally douryounger members.

Thetwowind each otherup somethingrotten, and atonestage-when
the delicate subject of Rasta is broached - their bickering threatens to
overtake anyattemptatacoherentinterview. Percussionist Norman
Hassan joinsusjustlongenough to give his “dreadlock and baldhead”
summary oftonight’saudience before disappearing to pickupsome
friendsandrelatives who are comingalongto thishometown show.

The position of Astro—Terrence Wilson-in the groupisan odd one.
Before he met them, he had been runninghis ownsound system, Duke
Alloy, in and around Birmingham. Heinitially joined UB40,however, as
nothing more thanan occasional on-stage dancer “justto get peoplein
theaudiencereally on thego”.

Now hisrolecomprises duties as compere and some talk-over vocals.
Heisalso now learning trumpet, shortly tobe introduced along with
Norman’stromboneasthe UB40brass.

Accordingto Robin, Astrois somethingofacontradictionin terms.
Although he claims to be a Rasta, his way of life does notalways conform
religiously to Rastafarian doctrines. Forastart,asa memberof UB40 heis
advocatingthe sort of direct political involvement that Rastafari tend to
eschewcompletely.

“Another thing,” says Robin, beginningathorough dressingdown of
Rastafarianism, “is thata true Rastabelievesthatthe only thingthat’s
goingtobeleftattheend, afterthejudgementday,is Rasta. Rastaisa
racist, elitist religion.”

“Wrong, Robin!” snaps Astro. “You are wrong, believe me! Check it out,
Robin; you are gettingyourinformation from imitation dreads! As faras
Rastaisconcerned, colourdoesn’tcomeintoit. Asmanand mansay, they
wanttogotoZion. Zionis aspiritual place. Show methe colour of a spirit.
There’snosuchthing!”

Astrogrinsathistriumphantreasoning and continues his defence.

“Colourdoesn’t comeintoitatall. Those of them that goaroundcalling
youaporkyand thingslike that,1don’t class as Rastas. Colourdoesn’t
comeintoit. It'sbasicallydowntowhat’sinside you. It doesn’t matterif
youare blue with pink-shadowed stripes! It doesn’t make no difference.”

Sohow does Astro (anag: rasto?) come toterms with the contradictions
between his political commitment and Rastafari?

“Politics is
something
you can't
hide from”

“To me, politicsissomething youcan’thidefrom.
It's afactoflife. Alotof Rastas don'tgetinvolved in
politics ‘cos they don'tunderstandit. Butit’s not true
tosay that Rastas don’thave anything todowith
politics. There was even a Rasta that stood asan

electioncandidateinJAin the '60s.
- Robin: “Butit’strue tosay, on thewhole, that
British Rastas don’t check politics.”

Astro: “Aslsaid, it’s‘cosalotof themdon't
understand them.”

Robin: “Butevenalotofthem thatdo
understand it, don’twant to know. They see
andunderstand what’s goingon but theycut
themselvesoff'cos they think that Jah will
comeandsave them!”

Astro: “Alotof them do feel that way, but, as
Iseeit, ifIknowabout politicsand understand
it, Ifeel thatl cansingaboutit.”

Robin: “That’swhy you're notatypical Rasta.”

Astro: “ltdepends whatyoucall a typical Rasta.”

lask Astro forhis definition.

Astro: “Basically, a Rastaisa man who keepshimselftohimselfand
knowseverythingthat’sgoingon... 1 canonlyexplainitin old-fashioned
terms: yousee things but you don't see things, you hear things butyou
don’t hearthings, you say thingsbut you didn’tsayanything...”

Robin: “In other words, it makes no sensewhatsoever.”

Astro: “Itdoesn’tmake sense in everyday language. If you spend about
three hours talking aboutit, itallbecomes clearer.”

With gigtimerapidly approachingand stagegear to be ironed, we
decide toleave that one foranother time and move instead on totalk of
UB40’scurrenthitsingle. “Dream A Lie", says Robin, was the joke that
evidentlyfell flaton everybody.

“Whenwewroteit, it was meant tobe areal corny, schmaltzy songwith
alltheserealclichesin it. The wholesongis supposed to be funny. Next
time we playit, I'll have to tell everybody to put their tonguesin their
cheeks forone number.

“The thingis thatnobody ever seemstoget the joke. Nobodyever thinks
it's funny; people always seemto recoil in terrorwhen they see that the
lyricsareso banal. Butthey'reintended tobelike that, basically ‘coswe
gotstomped on for doing ‘My Way Of Thinking', which was another
totally throwawaylyric.

“We got attacked for doing that, so we’ve gone outand doneanother
one. Basically, what we're saying s, ‘Bollocks!’ If we want towriteashitty
song, wecan. Noonecanaccuse us ofbeingbad songwriters, though,
'coswe've done a few shit-hot songs as well; veryimportantsongs, very
strong political songs. But there’snothing wrong with a few throwaway
lyricsaswell.”

Asforthefuture, UB40 haveplanstoinvestin some dub-wise
experimentation. Therearealready plans foradub LP toaccompany
theirnextalbum. The group are goingsimplyto hand the tapesovertoan
agreeableJA producer of the calibre of Scientist, Crucial Bunnyor Prince
Jammy and see what hecomes up with. Beyond that, virtuallyail the
band expressadesire to getinto production themselves and eventually
own theirownstudio.

“When we first started, a couple of members of theband wanted togo
straightintobeingadubband,” explainsAstro. “Butifwe'ddone that,
we'dhavekilled offhalfofouraudience straightaway. We'd neverbein
the position weare now. If wecan weanthemslightlyand give thema
little taste of dub nowand then, by the time we're bringing out heavy dub
albumsthey’llbereally wantingto hearit.”

“You've got to get your audience first of alland then, forwant ofabetter
word, educate them,” adds Robin. “Dubisn’t abigthingyet, buthopefully
itwillbeby the time we’ve weaned ouraudience ontoit. The nextalbum
will certainly beheavier thanthelastonein thatrespect.”

Theconversation reaches alulland Astrobounds off toiron his trousers
before goingon stage asthedreadlocked masterof ceremonies to
introduce the band once again to theirhome audience.

“Haveyougotallyouwantthere?” enquires Robin asIclick off the
tape recorder.

Yeah. That'sfine thanks. Onemore thing though. My 16-year-old sister
wouldn’tforgive meiflreturned withoutafull setofautographs. A piece
of paperis passed around the crowded dressing room and UB40, not for
thelasttime, sign off. Adrian Thrills e
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We're

alming at
something
different”

TALKING HEADS

—  NOVEMBERE —

OS ANGELESIS the entertainmant

capital of America. In littlemore than

50 years, thebusiness ofentertainment

has built avast, moneyed wrban sprawl

around thebillboards thatline Sunset

Strip announcingthe latest recerds
and films. Most of the people who live here either
work in the entertainment business, or else they
cleanupafterit.

Acity like this, whichis not really acityatall but just
72suburbsinsearchofacity, isbound te have character
problems. Americaviews Los Angeles and therest of
southern Californiawith apprehension. Southarn
California, forits part, seemsto have renounced the
restofAmerica.

Evenforacountry thatregards politiciansas being
almost bydefinition corrupt andself-serving, thelevel
of interest in theimminentelectionsis zbsurdly low.
Theonesolitarynote of political support I'veseeninthe
streets was acustomised van with abumpersticker
advocatingsomethingcalled theLibertarian Party... »
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“Beerdrinkers,” according to David Byrne, aNew Yorker whose job
hastakenhimall over theworld. “Theywanttomakeeverything legal,
abolish taxes,and justhaveagood time.”

Byrnerecentlyrentedahousein Venice, an “artistscommunity” by the
beach, while he and Brian Enoworked on an as yet unreleased album
called My Life In the Bush Of Ghosts. Veniceisa
centreofwhat Wermagazinecalls “responsible
hedonism”, whichisasortofintellectual
version of the roller-skating fad.

Roller-skatingisjust one of thefadsthat
originated in thisvanguardcity. And Los
Angelesisavanguardcity. The LAart/punk
crowd liketo think that there’ssomethingvital
goingonhere, and thereis, butit'severything
theydespise. LAisthecentreof contemporary
American culture, broadcastingthrough films
and musictheblueprintsforcontemporary
waysoflife; little parcelsofclothingand attitude
forconsumers starved ofreal sustenance.

David Byrne had to moveout of Ven ice after just two weeks. It didn't
suithim. “Everybody wasjustrelaxingin thesunall day, tossing frisbees
around...” Andintheland of the laid-back, naturally, the automobile is
king.Carsoutnumber peoplein theCity of Lights, and the parkinglots
outnumber thebuildings. Californiais the last outpost of the West in
morethanjustgeography. Even the youth cultureruns on gasoline.

Every Saturday night, Hollywood and Sunset Boulevards are bumperto
bumperwith youngsterscruisingintheir personal automotivesculpture-
someofthem Low Riders, the customsuspension job favoured by Spanish
gangsofthe Barrio. Assimplea proposition asgoingtosee Talking Heads
playat the Greek,an open-airtheatreinthe middleofalargeparkin the
Hollywood Hilis, would be out of the question with onlya pair of heels.

There beingvirtually no publictransportand few taxis, you would have
tomiss thefirstengagementon thefirst tourbythe newTalking Heads
FunkOrchestra. Butdon’tbe too disappointed. By thesecond and third
performances theyhad improved agreat deal.

ThenewTalking Heads Funk Orchestrais the same as the old Talking
Headswith theaddition of Adrian Belew from David Bowie’s band on
feedback guitar, Busta Jones, onceof Sharks, on fatback bass, Steve Scales
on percussion, Dolette McKay on vocals and Bernie Worrell from
Funkadelic, whomyou mightsay hasswapped P-funk for F-punk, on
keyboards. Theresultisa nine-piece Talking Heads, lush instead of
brittle.It's probably the single most radical step so far in the progress of
America’s so-called premier new-wave band. Even anew-wave band has
tomove with the times. Talking Heads have finally gone 2-Tone!

T . JLEVENMONTHSAGO, when they played the last date of their
lasttourin London, the group
A_Jdwasonthe verge of apoplexy.

“When it
works, you get
the feeling:
forget yourself”

andaFrenchband whohadsupported TalkingHeads in Lyon. “They’re
actually quite good. They write songs about fucking in elevators,” hesays,
nonchalantly. “Really, that band we have now is the result of the work I did
with other people. | had met Busta Jonesand he called me up to play with
TheEscalators. Then we wentdown to Philadelphiaand | produced some
demosforNonaHendryx...Istarted moving
around thatscenein New York.

“Imet Bern ie Worrell through Busta—he
playedon Busta’s albumon Spring Records.
Dolettehad sungon the Escalatorsalbum. Steve
Scales, 1didn’tknow. Wefound him through
Bernie. And Adrian Belew we met whenhewas
recordingin New Yorkwith David Bowie.’

Meanwhile David Byrne, being somewhat
impressionable, became absorbed in Brian
Eno’sdiscoveryofAfrica. The twoof them set
offlikeexplorersintothe Californiadesertto
trytocapture thefeelingofthebushin the
sagebrush. They failed, and had toresort torecording My Life In The Bush
Of Ghostsinamore prosaicsetting, using“found vocals” from theradioas
theirbush of ghosts.

Idon’twant tosuggest that Byrneisavacillatinglump of jelly without a
mindof hisown, butit’sobvious that the even more impressionable Brian
Enomadetherunninghere. Byrne'sinterestinmusical anthropology
surfacedinashort piece hewrote for /igh Timessoon after ... Buildings
And Food, and several songs on Fear Of Music- mostnotably “I Zimbra”
~boreanethnictracethat pointed tothe hypnoticswirl of words and
rhythmsthatcharacterises Remnain In Light. However, Eno, being the
more systematic of the two, probably helped put theideainto practice.

Themainspurfortheideawasabook publishedin Americalastyear
called African Rhythm And African Sensibility by John Miller Chernoff.
Byrnespendsalotofhis timein books. When we met, he was readinga
book called The Role Of The Artist In Primitive Society, which 1 suppose ours
qualifiesas... Anyhow, theideais thatmusicofthe Third World provides a
spiritual nourishmentlackingfrom the popular musicofthe West; witness
forinstance theimportance of reggae in ourblackcommunity. Byrne
wants Talking Heads todowhat tribal drums do, but whether or not he
seeshimselfastheshamanofthe giobal village he didn’t say.

Iwouldrecoil from the dryness of this exercise wereit not for the fact
thateach of themembers of the group bringsomethingdifferent to the
picture, soitwon’'tbe soacademic,and alsothe veryideaoftryingtodo
forwhiteAmericawhatGeorge Clinton and many other funk and soul
artists have longbeen doing (often unconsciousty) forblack America
seemsalmostunthinkable.

Then again, asthe French magazine Actuel putitin aheadline foran
articleabout Eno: Les blancs pense trop... Thewhites think too much.

When thisband came together, were you

Theyhadbeen touring eight months out
of the year for the previous four,and
werealmost wrungout with the routine.
Theworking methodsandapproaches
theyhadlearned with Brian Eno had kept
themfreshandstimulatedin thestudio
and produced a consistentevolutionon
record, butonstagetheyhad groundtoa
halt. They needed a new edge. Animated
drumpodiums and laserlights were not
theanswer. Anyway, David Byrnewould
probablyjust getarrested forvagrancyif
hetried totake hisshirtoffonstage.
Andso, for thefirsthalfof this year,
Talking Heads went on hold; Byrne went
toLos Angeles, Jerry Harrison went o
Philadelphia, Chris Frantzwentto
Jamaica, and sodid TinaWeymouth.
While the Frantz-Weymouthswere
visiting Lee Perryand hangingout with
SlyDunbarand Robbie Shakespeare,
debatingwhowas the greatest rhythm
sectionintheworld, Jerry Harrison
began workingwith otherbands... The
Escalatorsin New York, Doublein Canada
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awarethatitwould probablybe theonly
popularintegrated band in America?
Byrne: “Ithoughtthat, then I thought
there mustbe others, but they don’tget
recognised foritas much. There’sagroup
called Wild Cherry, [ think. ChakaKhan
has some white musiciansin her group...”

The whiterock audience and theblack
soulaudiencerarelyoverlapin this
country. “That'strue. [ thinkforour
audience, consideringthekinds ofgroups
they mightgo tosee, we'reareal
exception. When we putthe group
togetherwedidn't think ofthat, butit was
obvious whenithappened. Wejust chose
thekindsof musicians thathappened to
bethe mostappropriate to what we were
doing. Actuallyit'smorethan happened
tobe;alotofit’sin thenatureofthe
sensibilityimplied in thatmusic.”

Well, Talking Heads have alwaysbeen
afunkyband. “Yeah, there’s precedents
foritinour previous stuff. Butinthe



moments when this group reallyworks, theunderlying
sensibilityisvery different fromwhatitwasbefore,areal
radical shift. This music, when it really comes togetherright,
has atranscendent feeling, likeatranceof somesort.

“That’s exactly whathappensin traditional African music
andother Third World music. [t'ssomethingthat isn’t sought
afterin most pop music. We'reaimingat somethingdifferent,
althoughsome of the elements maybe thesame. When it works,
you get the feeling: forget yourself and become partof the
community. It'swonderful, and it doesn’t happen every night.”

Doestherestofthegroup feel thesame thing? “Ihaven'ttalked
aboutitwith theothers, although I know forinstance that
Bernieknows exactly what 'm talking about, though he might
expressitdifferently. It'sasortof funnythingtodiscuss..
withoutcomingonlikeaconvert.”

Do you feel any twinge of colonialism? “Asfaras that goes.
Irealisethat'salittlebitof what we're doing, butIcan’thelpit.
That’s some of the music we're most excited about. Ifitdidn’t
originate out ofa western tradition, | don’t feel I can be blamed
forthat.

Doyouthinkit’s possible to perform this function foryour
audiences? “Yeah. Surel do. it’s possible. There’s other people
thatdothatkind of thing, but we've added other elements, the
kindoflyricsi writeand thekind of textures we use. But people
likeJames Brown and George Clinton’s P-funk... it’sallbased
aroundthatidea; theyjust usestreetlanguage totalk aboutit.

“Forsomethingtohave theeffectthatit’ssupposed tohave,
it'snot necessary to understand all of it. i read inabook on
voodoo that thestructure of therituals, the drumming, the
singing, thechanting... thesymbolismofthe
ritualsisn'tunderstood by halfofthe people
thatare participating.”

Youmean likeachurchserviceoraheavy-metal
gig? "Er,yeah. Itisn’t necessary for themto
understand. I'minclined myselftothink aboutit,
to tryand understand it, but that’s not necessary.
Andwhat'seven more amazing, I think, isthat
it'snoteven necessarytobelieveinit.
“Forinstance, if | were togetinvolvedin one of
thosethings, ! wouldn'thavetobelievein Jesus j
orwhatever, | would probablyjust getcarried -
awayalongwiththerest ofthe people, whichis
really atestamenttothe powerofthose things.
Thefeelingonegetsfromitisn’tcatharticor
purging, it's not that youlet off steam or whatever; it's more like amystical
communion... And it’s not some sort of psychological thing, it'smore
socialinaway. The natureofthatkind of musicimplies different parts
anddifferent rhythms, thatallmesh... Not some sort of personal
explosion, which tendstobe what alot of rock musicis about.”

him. He's almost normal nowadays. Either he has come around
tosociety or more likely society has come around to him.

Being photographed and interviewedis partofhisroutine, yethestill
findsithard toexpress himselfin hisownwords. Heanswers questions
slowly and painstakingly, quotingindirectly frombooksalot of the time.
It’s his particular misfortune to have becomea popularintrovert.

Heacceptsthe role ofthehead Head without too much complaint. Yet if
TalkingHeadsisstill the democracy it was, it’s not without duress. I was
taken aback to hear Byrneblithelyadmitthathe hadn'ttatkedabout his
feelings towards their new music with therest of the group. Maybe he’s
justlikethat, andtheirinternal balance s stronger than itseems, but
someone who sawthe newband on stage in LA was moved toremark that
itlooked asthough Byrne had gothimselfa newband and forgotten toget
ridofthe old one-asuggestionall four of themshrugoff.

“Ithink Jerry putsitbest,” says Tina Weymouth. “Whenwe were
discussingthisrecord... Brian wanted tosay it was his record, David
wanted tosay itwas hisrecord. Theyboth thought itwas the greatest
venture of their lives. We weresaying no, we allhad the same idea, but

7 BYRNE HASCHANGED alotinjustthetwoyearssincel first met

TALKING HEADS

! ZIMBRA

TalkingHeadsbassist
TinaWeymouthonstage
inLosAngeles,1980:
“Everybodyplayed[on
Remaininlight]and
everybodyproduced”

Jerrysaid no, we didn'tall have thesameidea. Weall
cameinwithdifferentideas of what we were going todo.
Itwas thecollectiveinfluences that created the result.
Noonecould putanindividual claimtoit.

“Certainlywe were listening toAfrican records long before David and
Enowere, because Chrisand lareintorhythm,andit’sgreatrhythm,
primarily. We turned themon to it. We'd already done that song ‘| Zimbra’
and I feltsure when we did that-we actuallydid twolike that, but ‘Dub’
didn'tgetontotherecord-1feltsure that would be thedirection of the
nextrecord.

‘Plus, Eno had alwayssaid thathe wanted to gointothe studiocold
withus, withoutany material, so that we could learnthe way he makes
albums, simple thingslayer upon layer. It’sreally not novel at all; it’s just
theoldideaofjamming, onekey, nochordchanges... and everybody
played and everybody produced. The songs were written by the five ofus.”

“Yeah,” agrees Chris Frantz, “but there’samistakein the texton thefirst
pressingof the record. On the next pressing the credits will read: ‘Lyrics
Byrne with the exception of Byrne/Eno two songs, music by Byrne,
Harrison, Frantz, Weymouthand Eno.’ Wejusthad to put our footdown
and say, 'Look, we don't just want to get paid a percentage or whatever
becausemoneyis... let’s faceit, I'm not worried about money. That’s one
of theluckieraspects of mylife. It wasn’tthat; it was for therecord. 1
wanted somebody toknow thateven if didn‘t writea wholesongldid
makeacontribution..

‘It wasn'tanadministrativeerror, itwasan errorbyamember of the
band whoisusedto takingcredit for everythingthathappens. And when
itwas puttohimthatthiswasnot therightwaytodothingshehad to
admit thatitwasn’t.” »
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“David does notcometo the band withafull-blown
song,” says Tina, asalwaysat pains to explain things
fully. “He comes with ariff, maybe, if that, maybe
nothing. Thewholebandputsittogetherand then
David writesreallyterrificwords. I really love his
writing. He's so good at itand it’ssomething he won't
giveupaslongashe'ssingingthesongs, becausehe s
feels he can singthemwith more conviction if '
heknowswhat they mean.

“Afterthefirsttwoalbums, which with acouple
ofexceptions were essentiallywritten before the
groupever wentontheroad, beforeeven Jerry
joinedthegroup...Jerry wanteda little more
crediteventhoughallhe wascontributingwas
apartoranarrangement. Butitcould belike,
say, inthecaseof‘Life DuringWartime’ where
itstartedout with justbassand drums, which
seemed tofitwith somethingJerryand David
hadbeen workingon before.

“Thatwasonesongwhereit wasquiteclearto
atleast three ofusinthegroup thatwehadall
written the music, and David had written the
words, and we were gettingroyaltieson the parts
thatwe'd written! Sowesaid with thisalbumithasobviously been written
byeveryone, including Brian, and we should break with thetradition of
singer-songwriter in thecredits because that's not the wayit happened.

“Butlthinkthatit's not... a big problem. I feel weird talking about it,
becauseit’slikeafamily’sdirty laundry, butit's netahuge conflict. David
needstohavealotof credit; that motivateshim. Andit’snotabitter thing.
Whatyouwrotein that review of Fear Of Musicmade it sound bitter, but
it'snot.”

gopPmI 02

thatthe extended band will have to dismantleat the end of this
tour. Eno probably won’t be working with them on their next
album, whichThumbly suggest theyshould do on theirown. ..

“Enotaught ustorelaxinthestudio,” says Tina, “which I think was
hisintention allalong. Hefound that we were very willing to be
experimental, ashe was, and he was delighted with that... tofind aband
thatwouldallowhimto raceeverybody’s track and not getartistically
sensitiveand precious about it.

“And!think we'vedoneit, now. l told him that I alwaysenvisioned doing
atrilogywithhim,andonce we'd donethisstudio album, that would be
theend ofour collaboration. Hesaid [ think that'squite right, and
probably we won’tbe working with himagain, although hellif [ know
who we would work with...”

Remain In Lightis, as others have pointed out, atransitional album.
TalkingHeadskeep makingtransitional albums. But they followa
certain path. I'shard tobelieve that fouryears ago they willinglylet
producer Matthew King Kaufman trytoturnthemintothe perfect
bubblegum band on aset of demos thathavesince been lost. “And they
werereallygood, too,” says Tina. ..

I ET’SLEAVEIT at that. The future is flexible. Logistics are such

The TalkingHeads “Afro-
funk Orchestra” with,
amongothers,BustaJones
(secondleft)and Adrian
Belew(secondright)

“I feel weird
talking about
it... David
needs to have
a lot of credit

If therock’n’roll cult of personality they once

s claimed towant todisgrace has come to surround

andfrustratethem, they'veatleastlearned howto

livewithit. Theyhave their triumphs—thisnew band

isone-and they have had theireffect.

It'salmost commonplace now, but canyou recall

howextraordinaryit wasevenin'77foraband to
haveafemale member who actually played
aninstrument? Butlikealot of people | know,
TalkingHeads have simply found out that the
oldrock routines they wanted to break could
break them first.

Lee Perrysayshe’s notdoingscrewface
musicany more,” saysTina. “In otherwords,
political messages. He says musiccomes from
love. And I think that'sreally true becauseone
thingyoufind whenyou'reworkingwithalot
ofdifferent musiciansis that they havea
particularattitude, nomatter where they

2 come fromorwhat colourorreligion theyare.
It'sverydifferent from that of new wave
people,whousually aren’tespecially
musicians; except that people like us who

started out beingcalled new wave havesince become musicians.
‘Nowadays itseems very funnywhenyouread interviews and there’s
anew group whoareafraid of success orafraid of learningto play their
instruments, orafraid of becomingheroesand all of those things. It’s
veryhard torelate o, becauseat this point [ relate better to people who
justappreciate musicand whojustlovetoplay, and that’stheironly
motivation. It'snotarebellion againstsomethingany more anditiskind
ofaclosed world, butIthinkit’shonest.
“Whenlwasinartschool,somebodyoncesaid to methat the problem
withyouyoungartistsis thatallyou wantisto be famous. When you get
olderyourealise that what'simportanttoyou-and Ralph Steadman, the
cartoonistsaid this—- whatbecomesimportant toyou is thecharmofthe
activity. Youliveforthe work, not for the money or for the fame. Thesuccess
thatis perhapsobvious to someoneelse is muchlessobvious toyou.

Doesitannoyyoutoberegarded asthehead Head?

Byrne: “lenjoyit. [don’twant it togetin the way of everybodybeing
abletowork together. Butl certainly like gettingrecognition for what
I'vedone.”

Haveyoufulfilledallyourambitions as they were, say, fiveyearsago?
“Yeah, I guess so. Fiveyearsagol thoughtitwould takeusalot longer o be
as popularaswe arenow.”

Do peoplestillsee you as an outpatient? “Yeah, probably, butless than
theyusedto.”

Doyoustill feel like one? “No. Much, muchless than[used to.”
PaulRambali ®




Brave intentions and haunting

teXtUPeS NME OCT 25

Talking Heads
SIRE

The desire to (re)discover the African
continent hasbeen burning deepin the
bowels of curious imagination ever since
the New York Herald packed Mr Stanley off
insearch of Livingstone with nothing more
to sustainhim than a packet of cheese
sandwiches and acompass.

The white man's burden? Could be, but
even those Caucasian settlers who missed
Rorke's Drifthave remained fascinated
by the spell of the place. Colonisers,
politicians, anthropologists, missionaries
and now musicians flock to Africainan
effort to test its pulse, many of them ending
up defeated by the process; one doesn't
like to sound churlish, but most of these
cultural attachés were about as good for
AfricaasCecil Rhodes.

Inrecent times the Back To Africa
movementhas raised its head from a gamut
of different positions, in Rasta's spiritual
journey to roots and now in the lighter-tinted
efforts of folk like Brian Eno, David Byrne
and their collaborations for My Life in The
Bush Of Ghosts, as well as this new Talking
Heads album - RemaininLight.

Amemorandum from Byrne intended for
the reviewing fraternity (I think) makes it
clear that: “This recordis the product of the
studio andinterestin African rhythms and
sensibilities.” Byrne goeson to explain that
the album was prepared according toan
improvisational framework, eschewing the
practice of jamming and soloingin order
todevelop “skills and attitudes... an
understanding of African musical concepts,
of interlocking andinterdependent parts
andrhythms.” The memorandum finishes
by recommending a select bibliography
of African-related texts, themselves
concomitant with the gist of NME's recent
interview with Brian Eno. lwas unable to
secure these volumesover the weekend.

Initial familiarity with the record has
disappointed those people who locked onto
Fear Of Musicsoreadily; the new attitude
seemsto deliberately play down Talking
Heads' evolving tensionin favour of a
broader, enigmatic and ambient funk - its
hard core extracted over aselection of chants
and barely modulated moods thathave been
par for Eno's course at least since the days of
Here Come The Warm Jets - and canreadily
be pinpointed by anyone familiar with the
work of Miles Davis, Ornette Colemanand
George Clinton on the one hand or Can,
Berliozand Wendy Carlos on the other.

Theimplied raisond’étre of therecord - to
strike ablow for highlife timbres - falterson
the grounds that more than ever Byrne and
Eno are cracking the whips while our old pals,
the Talking Heads, blendinto the background
along with aninvited cast of technical
experts, Adrian Belew, José Rossy, Jon

Hassell. The subjugation of this
personality is further proved
by the band’srecentlive
appearances where Bernie
Worrell and Busta“Cherry”
Jones(along-time Eno
associate) have beendrafted
in to supplement rations.
Whither Jerry Harrisonand Tina
Weymouth in the current regime?

Infact a steadier appraisal of Remainin
Light does uncover ahost of hypnoticideas,
tentatively linked to Byrne's concept of
guerillafreedom fighters and government
men overcome by their environment. The old
monosyllabic textures of Fear Of Music have
beentransplantedinto a smoother setting,
but even so the sounds of the formerband
are recognisable eventually, bubbling against
the primary colours of percussion and
electronic treatment.

The opening “BornUnder Punches (The
Heat Goes On)" takes the fade of “Life
During Wartime” and “| Zimbra” as a
beginning, with Byrne exiled from some
Graham Greene entertainment, intoning
in his customary intelligent insane way, “Take
alook at these hands!" Meanwhile foreign
bodies bleep and jump to the fore,
approaching astrong funk that youlastheard
atlength on One Nation Under A Groove.

Stayinginthe disco (with brains)is “Cross
Eyed And Painless”,a sublime synthesis of
frothingrhythms (Fenders and drums),
acloyingharmony from Eno and one of
Byrne's engagingly tetchy monologues
onthe unwieldy nature of facts.

“The Great Curve”, which closes Side One,
grapples with a potentially lethal exposition
of African sensuality, finding
the world in a woman's hips,
anthropomorphic motions,
listening to the earth beat.
It'sheady stuff thatinduces
apleasant surrender until
Adrian Belew chipsinwith
therecord’sonly two
traditional solos, both of
themhavingmorein
common withrock'n'roll
thanisgood for the track -
though there can be no argument about the
effect of the side as awhole. Talking Heads'
psychedelichoovering musicians kick up
ahedonistic dust storm that enthrallsand
excites just as surely asit doesn’t go far
enough toinduce theintended sense
of abandonment.

Side Two is made up of five related
episodes, all of them linked to the power of
the elements. Byrne's western terrorist
personaisfound questioning his domestic
and financial valuesinthe light of the African
experience. “Once In A Lifetime” putshimin
deep water, rather like Eliot’s peaceful but
very dead Phoenician, while Eno and the cast

“Listening Wind”
is the pivotal
point on what is
undoubtedly a
transitional record

setup aGreek chorus of call and response,
simulating the oceanblues and echoing
snatches of “Take Me To The River”.

“Houses In Motion” contrasts this simple
permanence with the man on the move
bereft of “style or grace... digging his own
grave”. Byrne chants/talks this lyric over
abuilding tempo of clavinet, formula funk
guitars and John Hassel's aethereal horn
arrangement. Your own body will tell you
how good that feels.

The spoken technique doesn’t suit “Seen
And Not Seen” so immediately; the subject
matter, concerning the ability to transform
physical attributes by will powerin order to
take onanotherideal appearance, mayhave
some resonance for other cultures but its
overtones of self-obsessionand pride are too
cumbersome here to convince.

The album'’s closing songs, “Listening
Wind" and “The Overload”, both of which
make a substantial nod at Can's “Soon Over
Babaluma”, are perhaps the most intriguing
moments on a side of music whichstrips of fits
early dance rhythms andre-places theminto
abeautifully visual and cinematic context.

“Listening Wind"” may be the most complex
songthat Byrne has yet written. It certainly
stands as the pivotal pointonwhat is
undoubtedly a transitional
record. The protagonist,
anoble savage type who
communes with the
breeze,is fired withan
instinctive desire to rid
hislocale (could be
anywhere from Kinshasa
to Phnom Penh) of the
Yankee imperialists. The
toneisstrangely optimistic
and sad at the same time,
implying the death of those qualities which
will eventually persuade the Third World
nations to overthrow their oppressors (the
strange rumblingsin“The Overload” are not
justanuprising in spirit).

Without wishing to burden Remain In Light
with any further critical lumber, it is obvious
that the Talking Heads, whatever they are
now, have attempted something enterprising
andfresh - the signposts are clear enough to
direct theminto new spaces. Giventime to
lower preconceptions and heighten senses,
Ifound myself overtaken by an album of
brave intentions and haunting textures.

Safari, so good. MaxBell
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July1980:SpandauBallet
andentourageinSt Tropez
foratwo-weekresidency

SteveNorman,Martin !
Kemp, Tony Hadley, Gary
KempandJohnKesble

T e
b e

404 FHSIORY0FROCK 188y ~—

et

1




~ “Youwake
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- up with style”

““" °  Fromavibrant London club scene come . The last element
in a confluence of nightlife, soul music and tartan, the group are loathed

for privileging style over substance. Songwriter is foxed.

“How can anyone go on about mods and not relate to us?”
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OM WOLFEWOULD know what tomake of it. The
renowned contemporary historian whois also
something of a dandyin his own right would know
exactly where to place Spandau Balletand all their
friends, followers and fanciers.

Whatwould hecallit when agang of workaday
teenagersreject theuniformsoftheirclassand gatheratnightin London
clubsinalltheiroutrageous finerytocelebrate fashion without limitand
stylewithout manifesto? The Nocturnal Underground? Irreverent Chic?
The Multi-Coloured Diamanté-Flecked Supercharged Dandies?

Therearenomore thanatewhundredofthem, if that. Theyrecover by
dayandlive bynight.Splintered off from the London soulscenein the
mid-'70s, propelled by the artificial energy behind almost every British
youthcultsince theearly'60s, they have discarded and moved on from
asmanyclubsastheyhaveguises: Chaguarama’s (which later became
the Roxy), Billy's, Blitz, Hell, the St Moritz...

Throughoutirall, style was the password, the premiseand the promise.
fyouhad it, you were everywhere; ifyou didn't, you were nowhere. By the
timemagazineslike Harper's & Queenthad discovered the BlitzKids, the
realkids were already somewhereelse, ever more extravagant, decadent,
surreal, bizarreandfantasticin theirpursuitof'style. if the clothes are too
loud, theydeclared, thenyou’re tooold.

TEVEDAGGERIS 23. His father works in Soho's Berwick Street

market, and Steve can bark and barterwith the best of them; it'sa

facility that he claims camein handy when itcame to negotiating
adeal asmanagerof hisfriends Spandau Ballet, the figureheads of the
new dandyism.

Steve wearsamid-lengthleathercoat, whiteruffledshirt, black velvet
breeches tucked intowhite knee-length socks and black pumps. His hair
isimmaculately cutand swept elegantly across his forehead. He waves
thelatest of severalcansof Pilsaround himin amazementat the
supremelykitsch decorof the Kiltclub. The moose-headsand muskets
thatline the walls of the imitation huntinglodge discothequeentirely
suitthelook heissportingofan Edwardian fop.

His accent is unexpected: working-class London broader than the
Holloway Road. “I can't believe this place!" he exclaims. “Normallyit's
fullofArabson theirwayto Regine’s, but Sullivan has doneit again’ Al}
thistartanyousee here tonight has been brewing for the past few weeks,
and he’spulleditalltogether. It fits this place perfectly! It'saknack, agift,
hehas.Lookatit... great!”

Chris Sullivan, ayoung Welshman who came to London after he left
school, ison thedoor upstairs, greetinghisfriendsin hisebullient Welsh
manner, relieving thegroupsof people who steadily tricklein of their £2
ahead. Hehasrented theKiltclubon anotherwiseslack night tostage the
maineventon the Spandausocialcalendar—aparty. Dressisinevitably
fancyandtonighttartanisoptional. Sullivaniswearinga baggy bluessuit
withalarge, mutedred check and ageometrickipper tie. Through the
doorcomesaflowof tartan, ruffles, brooches, kilts and not a few more
outlandishspecimensofvanguard couture.

Sullivanknows themall. He used torun the St Moritz with Perry Haines
ofi-D, thefashion fanzine that Terry Jones, formerart directorof Vogue
and Donnaand designerof the first Public Image album sleeve, started in
orderto plughigh fashionintostreet fashion. Word hasit that Chris
Sullivancould stand inanyclub doorwayin London and prettysoon
acoupleofhundred people would beclamouringtoget in.

DownstairsintheKilt, theDjishavingtroublefindinghisfeet. A few
motley couplesare shuffling theirs torecords by Marlene Dietrich and
FrankSinatra. Robert Elmsdecidestotakeoverthe
console, spinning james Brown’s “Night Train", the P

StMoritzarenotallthatdifferent from the people who drive around in
Ford Escortswith their radios tuned to Robbie Vincent's Radio London
soulshowof aSaturday morning.

Makingthescene and stayingonit, whetheryoursceneisclothesor
funkorjustsocial, isthe primary design. Rock'n'roll hardly offersamore
validalternative. Ask any girl. They know.

When Steve Dagger was fixingSpandau’s record deal, he used to test
arecord company'ssussbyaskingif theyknewwhat a soulboywas. Of
course theyknew what asoulboywas: asoul boy wasaDexysfanwith
awoollyhatand anovernight bag, wasn'tit? Sure, Steve would reply,
orderinganotherfreedrinkasherecalled the 48-hour funking
expeditionsheand Spandauand their friends used to make toclubs
inBournemouthwheretherewasn'tawoolly hatinsight. ..

The Fatback Band's “Wicky Wacky” has pulled everyone on to the floor:
Rusty Eganis there; sois Kristos. Egan's hi-tech disco at theso-called
“Bowie Nights" at Billy'sfirst drew mediaattentionto thescene, amedia
thatimmediatelydubbeditaglam-rock revivaland went away laughing.

Kristosisa I17-year-old veteran of the nocturnal underground who
wears aberetand goatee, theimage of Tony Hancock in The Artist, and
hasaband with theimprobable and unforgettable name of Blue Rondo
ALaTurk! Robert Elms, having warmed things up, is out on the floor too,
puttingafive-degreespinon thethemeofthenightwithatartan-lesskilt,
thecoolestitem of dress onshow.

Elms, a22-year-old graduateofthe London School Of Economics,
hasbeen writingaboutSpandau Ballet, theclubs, thesceneand the
scenemakers, for The Face, the magazine that looksset to capitaliseon
the successofSpandau Balletwith itsemphasison the thrilland flash of
youthandstyle. It was Elms who thought up the name Spandau Ballet,
longbeforeanyonehad even conceived of the group, duringone of the
gang'syearlyexcursions.

“Wewerein Berlin that year. We always goaway somewhere orother.
Theyearafter thatitwas New York, then we went 1o St Tropez. Next year
we'regoingto Ibiza; there'ssupposed tobe thisamazingclub there,and
the group aregoing to playit. Anyway, we were in Berlin, and wesaw the
prisonandljust thought, ‘Whatdo they do forentertainment? Ballet?
Spandau Ballet!"

Spandau Balletsprungthemselvesontheirfriends one Saturday
morningatarehearsalstudio nearwhere theyallliveinislingtonabout
thistimelastyear. They told everybody it wasa party, drinkswerefree,
andeverybodycame.To date they have played fewer than adozen gigs,
orratherparties, oneat Blitz, twoat the Scalacinema, one on the HMS
Belfast, afewataclubinSt Tropez, and recently one at the Botanical
Gardensin Birmingham.

Thatthesescattered appearances, combined with afewreportsinthe
EveningStandard, atew morein the fashion glossies, and a half-hour
London Weekend Television documentaryabout the scene, have won
Spandaualucrativerecord deal isoneof the biggest snubs the long-
suffering rock fanwith hischerished notionsof musical validity and
payingone’sdues has had since the Sex Pistolssent the whole thing
spinningsomethree years back.

Somehow, Spandau Ballet have managed toantagonise people who
haveonlyever heard their name orseen a photograph. These people
imaginethatagroup who have gone as faras they have apparently just
onthestrengthof their clothesand their photos, a group wholook so
downright pretentious, can't possibly have any musical worth - asif
musical worth counted for anythingother than apension.

Spandau Ballet didn'tgo begging at thedoorot therock press; they
didn’cplay the Marquee week in, week out; and because of that, the
jealous, conservative rock establishmentis deeplysuspicious. It
hasn’twonourendorsement, theysay, so it must be a hype. But if

Malicolm McLarenwas pullingthestrings,

Fatback Band's “Wicky Wacky" and records by §
Hamilton Bohannon and Funkadelic. Suddenly
the danceflooris packed and throbbing.
Foreveryart orfashionstudent down here
tonight, thereareatleast five more hardcore dance
enthusiasts. Thesoulscenein London, asmall
offshootof whichspawned Spandau Ballet, has
alwaysbeen aboutclothes, clubs, and dancing-
and thatdoesn’tmeantonicsuitsat Dingwalls
whenthe Q-tipsare playing. The people who
followed ChrisSullivan from Billy'stoHell to the
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- they'dallbeapplauding!

7 UTTHEREIS noone pullingthestrings
behind Spandau Ballet, although there are
- afew hairdressers trying tojerk them oft,
asacolleague quaintly putit. Plenty of clothes
designers are going toride in on their coat-tails.

‘ ButSpandau Ballet themselves never even

b applied togo toartschool! Aged between 18and 20,
most of themleftschoolat 16 and wentinto the
printtrade. Gary Kemp, whowrites theirsongsand
plays guitarand synthesizer, stayed on but failed
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hisA-levels. None of them particularly
likesrock music, whichiswhytheydidn’t
doanyofthethingsarockbandis
supposed todo. They’reintodance music,
partiesand clothes, notespeciallyinthat
order,androck’n’rollin allits grey, earnest,
high-handed importance hates them forit.

“Peoplesayclothes are superficialand
decadent,” explains Steve Dagger. “But
what's more decadentthan music?Allyou
candowithmusicisconsumeit. Youcan
makeastatementwith the clothesyou
wear. You can’texpressanythingwiththe
records you might buy, but you can express
yourselfwith the clothesyou choose...
turnyourselfintoa piece of art, if you want
toseeitinthose terms. Inawaylsuppose
wechallengethe Jimmy Purseyworking-
class stereotype—and the rock presslove
that working-classimage.”

SPANDAU BALLET

basswith Spandau Balletand iswearingan
attenuated version of the Gene Vincent Blue
Caplook, takes up theslack.
“Whateverybody gets wrongabout this
wholethingisthattheystand backandsay,
‘Cor,wecouldn’taffordtodothat! Thatis
absolute crap. We were on the dole for, like, six
monthsand westill had style. It’s not likeyou
need an expensive modern shirt that’s never
been seen before. You take the best things
from the past and yougotit, you gotitsussed.
“Assoon asyou wanna getrid oflooking
scruffy,lookingdownatyourself, then you got
it, you gotitstraight away. If’s anattitude.
Whenyoudon't putonyourold jeansand then
changetogooutatnight. Youwakeupinthe
morningwith style. Youdon't, like, just get
styleatsixo'clock, after you haveabath. Abath
don'tspark offstyle. D'you know what I mean?
It'sjustanattitude, which somanykids have.”

July 26,1980:bassist
MartinKempandsinger
TonyHadleyperforming
withSpandauBalleton

HMSBelfast,berthedat
London’sTower Bridge

“Itfits with the badges they wear on their
lapels,” interrupts Gary Kemp. “It upsets
them when they see someone comingalong
likeuswhojustturnsthetablesontheirideas
of what’svalidand whatisn’t.”

“Yeah,” agrees Steve. “Therearechannels
which one mustgothrough, andifone doesn't...
thenwatchout, ButI'll tellyou whatreally
amazes me... good luck to Bow Wow Wow, but
peopledon’t consider thatahypeatall, orthey
do, buttheygoalongwith it because Malcolm
McLaren does hypes. He’s OK. He’s oneof the
establishment, but when someone comesalong
from completelyoutside, it challenges the way
theworldissetup fortherock pressandthe
agentsandtherecord companiesand the publicists, and they go, ‘Hang
on,youcan’tdothat...

“Idon’tknow how successful Vivienne Westwood’s goingto be now.
She'll probably do alright because she’s a35-year-old fashion designer
with press agentsand shops in Kensington. But herapproximation of the
clothesiswell outofdate. That’s Billy’s. All that diamanté and gold that
Bow Wow Wowwearwasinat Billy’s. She'staken that, copied it, and got it
wrong. I knowshe came out with the tartan afewyears ago, although
more inabondagestyle,and I’'m not slaggin’ what she did in the past, but
what makes melaughishowseriously people are prepared to take them.”

“Bow Wow Wow is completely conceived and contrived byan old
shark,” asserts Gary. “With what we’re doing, there’sno one over the age
of 23 involved. Everybody doingit-runningtheclubs, playing the
records, dressing up, making the music, making theclothes-none of
them are over23. Therock press don’t mind some old shark like McLaren
manufacturingsomething to make some moneyoutofthekids,and yet
theyslagus off, us, theactual ‘kids’. justdon’tunderstandit.

“The groupwasthelast thingtocomealong-alitheclubsand all that
wasalready there. The group was simply what broughtit tothe fore. Ifit
wasn’tforthe group, the whole scene would have gone exactlyasit had
doneinthe’70sand somethingelse would have happened nextyearand
themediawouldhave ignoredit because theywould have had noreason
tolook atit. [know we're goingto be what breaks it all open, and some
people aregoingtogetrich. But that happensalot.In all the clubsthere’s
been fashion photographerstaking pictureseversinceitstarted -six
monthslateryou see the clothesin the Paris fashion shows.

“Loadsoflooks... thediamantélook with the pill box hat, the toy soldier
look at Billy’'s and all the padded shoulders. Loads of them. Everything
we'veeverstarted in thoseclubshasbeenin the fashion magazinessix
monthslater. Ididn’t think the Edwardian look would go into the shops,
andyet I walked into Stanley Adamsin Regent Street theother dayand
thereitwas, after we'd allfinished wearingthelittlewingcollars...

“Ithinkit'sveryflatteringreally,and it'swhat London’s always been
about. Howanyone can go on nostalgicallyaboutmodsand yet can’t
relatetowhatwe'reabout...”

Garyshakeshishead slowly
indisbelief. Martin Kemp, his
younger brother, who plays

“You take the
best things
from the past
and you got
it sussed”

“It's wanting to make the most of yourself,”

saysGary, snatchingthe thread back from his
brother. “Bryan Ferry on Round Tablethe other
daysaid oursingle was very uplifting,and he
alsosaid something we've beensaying for
agesabout the greyness and all the music-
to-commit-suicide-tothat’saround atthe
moment. It'sso depressing. Why make yourself
depressed? Ifyou've got nothingtosay, likeall
thesebandsaretellingus we’ve got, then why
makeyourselffeel even worse?

“Allthese peoplesaying, ‘Youcan’t wear those
clothes, they'reridiculous’, theyarejustdenying
theimagination. It’ssaying that because you
come fromapoor background you're not
allowed tolook good, oryou'resupposed tolook likeacertain thing. Why
be depressed? Being youngis abouthavingagood time, looking good,
goingoutat night, gettingdrunk, dancing, sex, everything!”

Martin has thelast word: “Theyalways write about itand say poseurs,
right? The peoplethat dress well are the poseurs, butthey're havinga
brilliant time, they’rehavingapartytime, theydon’tmind gettingdown
toit. Theydon’tstand up at the bar, passingcomment, they’re too busy
passingout! Those people who say poseurs are just voyeurs!”

the revoltution, but then music has already reassured us that it
won’tchange theworld, and the least it could do at this point is
notmakeit any greyer.

Spandau Ballet’smusicis white disco. Gary Kemp’s favourite records
arethingslike “OneLove” by Celi Bee and “Pressure Sensitive” by
RonnieLaws. Theirfirstalbum was produced by Richard Burgess, the
drummerwiththe Englishjazz-funk group Landscape. If much of their
music soundsat this pointlike thesortofthing Giorgio Moroder leaves on
theshelf, it'sactually better than you'd expect of a group with so much
outright front.

Atthemoment, I canonlyechoLennyBruce:Iliketheclothesandthe
attitude. Spandau Ballet are a great soundtrack for the clothes. They
won't be thefirst group tosellasmanyclothesasrecords. And when|
asked agirlwho’dbeentoalltheirpartieshow the one in Birmingham
compared, herreply putthe scenein focus: “It’s very different tonight,”
shesaid. “Peopleare actuallywatchingthem. Usually they’re too busy
watchingeach other!”

Like Roxy Music before them, Spandau Ballet have come out of
nowhere, fast. Right now, they’regoing somewhere even faster. What'’s
more, they could seize theimagination ofalot of youngkids who aren’t
all that interestedin what the NME puts on its cover each week, because
they’re brash, loud, youngand fun.

Clothesaloneare veryimportant. Without them we’d have nothingto
take off. PaulRambali ®

O BVIOUSLY NO ONE here feels obliged to be the spark that starts

VIRGINIA TURBETT / GETTY

TALKING THREAD

If the clothes are too loud,then you're too old



“1'heonly

honest person
from the

older bands”

That’s s
evaluation of

, who meets

the Jam frontman for

an awkward summit.

Later Weller explains his

ethos for difficult times.

“What is there for young

people to get into?

There’s only music.”
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RINGING TOGETHER PAUL Weller and Peter Townshend doesn’t
really need that much explaining. When The Jam smashed their way
into the chartsand hearts of England, with their mohair suitsand
Rickenbackers, \Weller always acknowledged, however unfashionable
itmight have been at the time, Townshend's early influences on both
hisguitar playing and hislifestyle, afact borne out by the scooter and
clothes the young Paul Weller proudly ran about in in his hometown of Working.

Simultaneously, Townshend noted that the 18-year-old Weller bore the same
characteristics ashedid when he was 18. In fact, Paul twice made thetrip to Townshend’s
Twickenhamhomein the hope of meeting Pete, but was both times frustrated, though
thetwoofthemdidstartup acorrespondence.

Finally, they met through the MM on Monday, September 29, at Townshend’s Trinifold
office in Wardour Street, just afewyardsfrom the Marquee. Both seemed nervous,and
afteraboutanhouritbecameapparent that thesimilarities between thetwoended at
Rickenbackers and sharp popsingles. They began talkingabout the new Whoalbum
Townshend hasjust begunrecording, but quickly digressed. Townshend had already
told me thathe had never seen TheJam live. Thechat properstartsthere.

PeteTownshend: The thingthatalways put meoffseeing TheJamliveis that, if | showed
upintheaudience,itwouldlookabit patronising.

PaulWeller:1don’tknow, [ wenttoseeyou lot at the Rainbow, last year or so.

PT: That must have been our first gig.

PW:Wasit last year? You doneatwo-gigger...

Melody Maker:Did youlikeit?

PW:ldon’tknowreally. Like | was saying to someoneelse, it was thefirst time I'd seen you
live,solhad nothingtoreallyjudgeitby.1don’tknow.

PT:We haven't changed ahell of alot. So manyofthe things we doon stage have just stuck
asthey've been for years. You got threealbums now, haven'tyou?

PW:Four.

PT:Four,yeah. Yousee, themorealbumsyou get under your belt, the more youhave to
playfrom thosealbums.

PW: (quickly) Well,you don’t have to. There's norules.

PT:You don'thaveto...Idon’tknow.

PwW:That’stheonlything, 'cos you haven’treallychanged yourset much, have you? Like
startoffwith “Can’t Explain”. »
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September29,1980:
PaulWaellerandPete
Townshendoutsidethe
MarqueeonLondon's
Wardour Street,near
thelatter’soffice
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MM: (to Paul) Because you change yours around
quiteabit,don’tyou?

PW:Yeah, well, after you've played asong 250
times, it tends to lose its power. Youtend tolose the
convictionyouoriginally had.

PT:1think that’s true tosome extent, but it goesto
anotherlevel inaway. Itdepends what you'reon
thestage for.

PW:Putit thisway, do you reallystill enjoy playing
“MyGeneration”?

PT:Yeah, Istillenjoythat.

PW: (shruggingshoulders) Well, that'sfairenough
then, isn’tit? That’swhat it comesdowntoreally.
Ithink thatafteryou playasongso muchyoucan
tell when youstartlosingit. You're just going
through themotions, sothat’s when you should
dropit. It'skind of cheating the audiencereally.
PT:1don’'tknow. You'vewrittenit.
PW:Yeahlknow, butifyouhaven't played it with the
samespirit,ifyou can’t play it with the same spirit as
threeyearsago,thenldon’tsee the pointindoingit.
Otherwiseit isjustgoing through the motions.
PT:Well, there’sahell of alot ofgoingthrough the
motions sometimes. Even whenyou'vemadea
record orsomething, youdon’talwaysgetitouton
theroad tillmaybe threeor four monthslater. It
takesthree monthstogetanalbumanyway.

MM:1rememberinanarticleyouoncesaidthatit
wasimperativeforThe Clash togototheStates.
TheJamhaven’tcracked it yet, though.
PT:Well,ittook usalongtime, didn’tit?

MM:Butisitimportant?

PW:Butthethingis, when peoplesayit’simportant
o gototheStates, there’sonly onereason and
that’s purely for the money, for financial reasons.

I mean, otherwise, whatseparates Americafrom
Franceorltalyoranywhereelse? It'sonlymoney.
PT:No, ldon'tthink that'strue.Itis
abigpartofitbecauseit meansyou
canspend that moreonrecordingif
youwantto.

PW:Yeah, butyou'retalking
financial.

PT:1thinkI'd go over thereand play
fornothing. IthinkI'dgoalmost
anywhereand play for nothing, just
aslongaswesoldrecordsand we
gotsome loot outofsellingrecords.
Ithinkoneofthereasons|like
playingin the States is becauseit’sa
completelydifferent audience than
thatyou get at home. But they speak
yourlanguage. Itreally helps them
tokeep theirfeeton theground, if
youlike, by listening to whatwedo. I think without British rock, American
rockmusicwouldberidiculousandyou'dbesurprised...

PW: (interrupting) Lthinkitisalready. Idon't think their feetareon the
ground. Ithink the Americandream isstilirunningrife through the
country. Thereareonlysortofsmali pockets of peoplewhoreallywantto
hearsomethingdifferent.1 mean, all thecrapontheradio.

PT:Well, that’sone of the problems. They'vestill got very heavily
formattedradio.

PW:You see mypointis thatthestandard thingis, once you've cracked
Britain younaturallygoand crack theStates. But whyis that? Theonly
reason behind thatisjust finance. Because why don’t you, after you've
cracked Britain, goand crack Red China? Oranywhere. You only go there
becauseit’s the biggest marketand after that yougo toJapan because
that'sthesecond biggest, and so on.

PT: Wewent to Francefirstbecauseit was thenearest (laughs).

PW:No, butyoudo see my point, though? Why, outofall thecountriesin
theworld..
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PaulWeller, April
1980: “By the age of
14)'dmadeupmy
mindthatinstead of
havingaguitarand
posinginfrontofthe
mirror,)'dactually
learnhowtoplayit”

PT:Becausethey speak English.
PW:No, Idon'tagreewiththat.
PT: Theydospeak English! You have to agreewith that!
PW:That’sdebatablereally, whether they do speak English. But Ijust
thinkit'sdown to finance. Once you've broken the States, you're
financially OK.

PT:Toabetterextent, yeah. | thinkthethingisthatabandlike The Who,
there's noquestion about it, wemakeiteven on mysoloalbum, whichis
probably the closest I've got to doing somethingstraight from the gut. But
eventhen['vegottoadmitthatatthebackof myheadall the time, it’sthe
Americanrecord company payingforthisalbum.

MM: 1 know Paul sees The Jam as an alternative to the American big
bands, butdoyousee The Who as that?
PT:No.IthinkTheJamarereally, reallyimportantin therolethey're
playingand Ireally think thatit’sso good that Paul’s sosolid aboutit.
think the thingisthat, if you've got somethingyou passionately believe
in, thenyou've got tostick toit. Like the image thatyourband has gotand
theimageof The Who intheearly days are verysimilar. Obviously, after
psychedelia, buteven to thatextentit’sdangerous because it represents
differentthings todifferent people.

Doyoureckonwhenyouwrite... | mean, thesongthat always gives me
thewillieswhenlistentoyourstuffis “MrClean” becauseit’slike, “Don’t



come near meorcontaminate me.” There’s somethingabout that
thinkingabout people thatareina position, like politicians, as though
they’reanotherkind ofhumanbeing.

PW:They'veonlygotone aim and that is for total power, and they don’t
really giveashit. You'd probablysay that's very naive...

PT: No, I'mnotsaying thatit’s naive.

PW:Thatcher, sheain’t patriotic. She’s for powerand poweralone. It’slike
theoverall messagein 1984isthe only reason whywedoitis for power.

MM:Whenyousaid The Who and The Jam were similar, whatkind of
things wereyoutalkingabout?

PT:Ithink westood forsimilarthings. Apart from thefactthat
superficially the band looks similar, that’s more to do with the particular
look you go for. They seem more part of what British youthis about. They
seem much closer to thenormal... without being condescending, butl
think that ifyou went out andlooked about Britain you'dfind ahell of alot
of peoplelike Paul. Andthat’samazingto me, that you've managed to
hangon to just being you and stickingto that, and not beingaffected by
thefactthatthereis probably a greaturge byyourfansto makeyoualittle
bitdifferent, to put youover there and say, “Paul’s our figurehead and he
canstand there”, and that’s what often happens to people who sell
records. Theytreatyoulikealavatory chain.

PW:Ithink that someofthe things yousayininterviews, becauseit’s
reallyhonest, theyreally get nearthe bone, and1don’t think alot of
peoplecanhandle it. I'm not saying that’sabad thing; 1 thinkit’s good,
because you’re the only person from the older bands whois still that
honest. Whydidn'tyou playanyof ourstuffon yourstarspecial, then?
PT:1don’tknow.1don’t playalotofyouralbums. They’re not albums| sit
and listen to.I would say that TheJam’s musicisincredibly serious music.
PW:Iwouldn'tsayit’s po-faced, though. It'snot necessarily grim.

MM: Do youever play any Who albums, Paul?

PW:Well, someone described me asaWho purist. I onlyplayalot of the
earlystuff.

PT:Yeah, butyou dochange.

MM: Didyou have thesameattitude as Paulhas now, back in your
earlydays?

PT:No, Idon’t thinkso, because there’salways been aslightly more
musicalstance.

MM:Wheredo youseeTheJam heading?
PT:Well,1don’tknowifl daresayit, butl think
thatiftheydid alongstintinthe northerncities
of theStates they’d be very, very importantin
consolidatingalot of the mixed-upaudiences
over there. Itdisappoints me toseeyousneerso
much atthem. It’sgood to keep aloof from it, but
youshouldn'tletit needle you.

MM:YougotanyadviceforPete?

PT: (laughs)

PW:Nah, that’s abit pointless. I would say that
ifyoulotare planningtocontinue, then change
yourset.
PT:Well,you'reatoughernutthanleverwas.

{Theinterview switchesexclusively
to Paul Weller from this point.}

MM:Itseemsfromthe
conversationsI’ve been having
with these people who knewyou,
thatyouwerealwaysgoing to make
aliving from playing music.
PW:Well, that’strue. Atleast by the
time I was 14 I'd made mymind up.
1'd always been into musicanyway,
butlmade mymind up thatinstead
ofhavingaguitarand posinginfront
ofthemirror, I'd actually learn how
toplayit. Goand do it for myself,
ratherthan the fantasy thing.

“I don’t play
a lot of Jam
albums... It’s
incredibly
SErious MuSIC”  ibihmpeopleulabouluckbesedaysl

WELLER & TOWNSHEND

Wheredid your firstguitarcome from?
Ithink my old manbrought it for Christmas or something. It was when
Iwas13orso.

Didyoupickitup easy?

Ididafterawhile. Once I'd made my mind up thatI was definitelygoingto
learnit, Ireally stuck to that. It was obviously thesort of time that you start
getting cutofffrom your friendsand...

What,at13?
I’'m not talkingaboutboozers, but I'mtalking about howyou stop playing
over the park with yourfriends.

Were youbuyingrecordsat thattime?
No. Notatall. There was nothing thatappealed to me. Atthe time it wasall
glam-rockstuff, wasn'tit? GaryGlitter, Slade...

What about nightlife, discosand thatsortofthing?

Notreally.l usedtogo tolocal Woking Football Club places. Inthe
suedehead days, | used togo to them. I wasn'treally into thestuffthere.
Itwasjust somewhere to go.

Wereyou into the suedehead movement?
Yeah, I gotinto that.

Whatwastheappeal?

Justthe clothes really. Great clothes atthe time—-Brutus shirts, Ben
Shermanshirts... butit was neveranythingonamusicallevel. Itwas only
yearsafter I started listening to Motown and reggae and rocksteady that
Ireallygotintoit. Atthetimel detested it. I think maybealot of people
lookeddown onit,didn’tthey? I'm not talking about the kidsactually
involvedinit, butalot of peoplelooked downonit. Like black musicitself
was OK forkids butit wasn’treally “serious” music. I suppose lmust have
hadabit of that.

Kind of prevailing snobbery, wasn'tit?
Yeah, butitwasn'treally till 1975 that I reallyappreciated it.

Wereyou aware of class distinctions?

Youknow yourselfthe sort of class polarityin Woking, but you're mixing
with kids at school and when you’re young you don’t think of people in
termsof raceor class. So it was probablyjust
goingroundfriends’ houses and seeinghow
theylive, butlikelsaid, atthe time class doesn’t
enterintoit.

Alotof people said that at school, English was
youronlygood subject.

Yeah, I was pretty useless, butl was fairlygood
atEnglish, which involves poetryand that. |
wrotea poem formyCSEin Englishrather than
doanessay. Butldidn’thave any interests
really. LikeIsaid, | knewI wasgoingto do this

Iwanted todo. Ifthere’sanyluck involved atall.

Leavingasideschoolfora
minute, howwere you shaping
upontheguitar?
Itgotfrustratingat that time, ‘cos
younever seemed tonoticeany
improvements, but atthesame
timeIstillknew thatwasalllcould
do. ItwaswhatIwanted todo, but
apartfrom that, thatwasall |
thoughtIcoulddo anyway. Not
inapessimisticsense,butinan
optimisticway.

Youfirstgig waswith Steve Brookes.

Whoseideawasit for theuniforms?
Ican’tremember now. Talkingabout »
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alongtimeago, really. That wasthefirsttime
we playedin publicanditwasafter that we
started gettingtheband together.

Yeah, thedetails are well enough known, but
what material wereyou playingand why?
Sortofbluesand rock'n’roll, the obviousstuff
thatmost people startout to play. It 'sonly got
threechordsandit’ssosimpleyoucanendlessly
improviseonitandyou don'thavetobe that
technicallygood. But then Steveand I started
writingtogether.

Was writingsongsdifficult?
Notreally. Itwas somethingthatcameabout. It
happened quite naturallyreally.

Anygoodones?
Not really, no.Isuppose they were good from the point of a 14-year-old
writing them.

Whatwere yousinging about?
Mostlysort of lovey-doveylyrics. We never concentrated on thelyricsatall.

You must havefelt proud of them, though...

What, of writing? (Shrugofshoulders) | suppose so, but it still felt quite
natural todoit,and me and [schoolfriend Dave| Waller used to write stuff
‘coseven at that timehe waswriting poetry and about more political
issues. Thatwaswhen we wereabout 15 orso. I've got an exercise book at
homesomewherewith allhislyricsinit. They were sortof blueslyricslike
"We'vegot towork all dayand break our backs”. Stufflike that. I suppose
consideringhow old we were then, theywere quite sort ofadventurous.

Did you go through arebellious period?
Quiteabit.

Whatwasitdirectedagainst? School?
Mostly, because that was the obvious enemy. Youngkids will rebel
againstanything, but yeah, we went out ofour waytodoit.

Wereyou doingdrugs then?

Yeah, at thetime wedid-dope, speed and acid and whatever. Butby the
timelwas 161'dgiven themup anyway. | don’t see there’sanyanswersin
drugsatall,actually. I think I'mluckyin the sense that I discovered that at
anearlyageand!don'tregretgoingthrough all thestuff, because [ think

12|

“We did dope,
speed, acid...
but by the age
of 16 I'd given
them up”

lots of kidsdo. But I'mglad Iwent throughitand
cameoutonthe positiveside, seeing that there
aren’tanyanswersindrugsatall.

Whatkind of answers wereyou looking forat 142
Idon’tknowwhatyou'relookingfor. You're
looking for something, butyou're not sure what
itisreally. It'sjust that maybe you think you're
goingtoseethelightbytakingsomething. But
anyanswers thatdocomefromdrugsare
artificial anyway, and when you see peaple
reallyfucked upitjust confirmsthat.

Your familyseems tohave beenincredibly
helpfulinyour musical ambitions.
Well, that'sanotheraspect of thesortof luck we’'ve had. Most parents would
maybediscourage theirkidsfrom thatortry andinstilintothem togetajob
ortrade. Butlwasluckyin that [wasencouraged todowhatl wanted todo.

When | spoke toyourdad, he mentioned that at theearly stagesof the
band Bruce and Rick mighthavebeen alittlewary of him asamanager
ofhisownson’sband.

1think there weresomereservationsin somequarters. Brucehad afairly
good job, beingaprinter withanapprenticeship, so I suppose togive that
up, tohismum and dad it musthave been quite something. So naturally,
theywereabitwaryofit.Iwasluckyinasensethat! didn’t comefromthat
sortof background. It was neverlike “getatrade”,because myold man'’s
notlike that.lmean, he’sgot a carefree attitude thatl think rubbed offon
meabit. Iwouldn'tsayhe'stotallyirresponsible, but he’salwaysbeen “If
you've got it now use it, because tomorrow you might not”. I'still hold that
attitudeaquiteabit. ldon’tthink there’sany other way, not forme anyway.

Lookingback on those working men’s club days, did youenjoythem?
ldon'tknowreally. Lookingback 1 did, butat the time l was stillwaiting
forthetimewecouldgoout toourowngigand play ourown environment.
Mainly, it builtareal strong bond between all of us, the fact that we played
quiteafew gigs, and although they wereshitty places, itwasstillan
experience.l think thatsort of bond has comein handyoverthelast
fewyearsinkeepingus together, whereas if we'd sprungup from nowhere
I think there were plenty of times when we could have split up through
different pressures. So I'mglad of itin that way.

Youdid split foraweek though, didn’tyou?
Intheearly days, yeah. We were always havingarguments, but maybe
thatwasjust through age, beingso youngand that.



Howmuchofaninspiration was hearing“MyGeneration” for the
firsttime?

I'mnotsure. It wasjust different to me, adifferentsound, and also by that
time we weregettingreally bored with playing “Roll Over Beethoven” and
allthatfor threeyears. Imeantheoriginalsaregreat, butyoucan'treally
expandonthem.

Howlongwasit before you reached your mod stage?
By'75.1quiteenjoyeditreally, because it made me feel separateand kind
ofindividual. Anditalso gave me adirection, something to base myself
on.Ithinkatthat time, more thaneversincethen, there wasjustnothing
atall. There was nothingtobeapart of. There’snot much these days, but
therewasevenlessthen. Itgave you asense of purpose, and thatwas the
mainthingforme. Ithink thatfactthatlwastotally isolated and just the
onlyperson into it was even more encouraging. It wassomethingl could
basemylife around totally.

Did you go back and buy'60s records?
Yeah,andstarted listeningtothem with amuch moreopenmind than
leverhad before, without that elitist thing we were talking about earlier.

Whatdidyoufind inthem thattimeround?

Justthefeelingof the records, theactualsoul in the music. The proper
soul music, which isbandied about these days and is just bullshit,
becauseit’s got nothingtodo withit.

Soon after that you came across the Pistols. I know you wereimpressed,
buthow about Bruce and Rick?

I'mnot surereally. We were all affected, but [ didn’tknow to what extent
on Bruce and Rick’sbehalf. 1 wastotally affected and didn’t want to know
aboutanythingelse.

Beingclothes-conscious, howdid the fashion elementstrike you?
Ithoughtitwasgreat. The feelingtranscended the actual fashion element
formeanyway. It wasjust good to gointoaclubandseeaband thatyou
couldactuallyenjoyand were the sameage as you and not 10years older.
Groups weresinging about somethingalot moreimportantthanthejunk
inthecharts. And afterseeingthe Pistolsand The Clash at the 100 Club
andplaceslikethat, it was obviously the only future that music had for
youngpeople. Apart from the discos, which will always be there.

Writingpunksongsat thattime, did it come naturally?

Idon'treally thinkl can turn around andsay it really came naturally,
because obviously I wasinfluenced by them.  remember Joe Strummer
sayingthingslikebandsshould be writingabout things moreimportant
than‘Iwalked down the shopstoday’ or something, which did have quite
aneffecton meand the way I thought, because obviouslyhewas right.

MzropY

Wereyouobsessed with London
before punk?

Not really, not tothe sameextent. It
was just that Saturday mornings you'd
meet people in Soho markets, punks
and that,and you'd talk to them about
anything. Soit wasjust thewhole
unity feel of it. | was just veryisolated
being outin Woking, whichasyou
knowisarealsleepytown. Itjust
seemed things were moving really fast
andIwantedto bea part ofit.

Howabout thesuitsandtiesTheJam
weresporting atthe time. Where did
thatcome from?

That just came from my mod
obsessions.

Howobsessed were you then?
Totally. Istillamreally. But whatI'm
alwaystryingtosay, which is whywe
really tried to play down the mod
thingayearago orso, isthat you've got
tobeopen-minded,andIlistentoany
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kind of music. Iregard myselfasa
modernistorastylistand I think]
alwayswilldo. It'swhatIbase my
identityon.

Hassuccess watered down
yourideals?

Idon’tfeelithas, butthat's easy
formetosay,isn’tit? Putit this way:
Idon'tfeelthat myidealshave been
watereddown.

£4.00

(including V.A.T.)

We're talkingmoreabout your
own personalidealshere, rather
than theacceptedset from '76.
Probably, yeah.I'vestillgotthe
samesensibility thatIhad four
yearsagoasfaras!’'mconcerned,
but maybe other people who know
me cananswer betterthanlcan.
Butthat’sjustthewaylfeel. Ifyou
askmethatquestion, I've got tosay
Idon’tfeel any different. But
whetherthat'strueornot, I don’t
know.Ican'ttellyouthat.

Nt 1360

venue,

15, Percy
Well, all the people I spoke toabout 12& ?“mt. w

yousaid thatyou hadn’tchanged. -

Maybethat’sa bad thing; maybe

I'munderdeveloped! Ifitis truel’'mglad; alll meanisthatl wouldn’twant
tobeunchangedinthereactionarysense.

You'vealwaysbeen quitecynical anyway. Isthatagood thing?
Ithinkit'sgood whenyou'restartingoff. Maybeit'sagood thingto
maintain, butlthink too much cynicismcan destroy aperson, because
youbecomesocynical youwon'tlisten to anything. Your mind becomes
totallyclosed toeverything. I'mglad that I've lost a bit of cynicism really,
butlalsothinkyou need some ofit to make you do something - get off
yourarseanddoit.

Did you feel guilty aboutsigning to Polydorat a time when itwas
unfashionableforbands tosigntoa majorlabel?
Notreally, because I though it was the only waywe could be ever heard
everywhere. Atthe time we were offered a deal with Chiswick, whowere
anindependent at thetime. They obviously offered alot smaller financial
deal, but wejust feltit wasn’teven the financeactually, because we only
signed to Polydor for afairlysmallsum of money anyway. We signed to
Polydor forsix grand, whichain't
much. It'seven less now, but wejust
R wanted everyone tohearourrecords.

Ithoughtitarealletdownyou
playing the Hammersmith Odeon
atthetime. Itseemed tometobe
thecompleteantithesisofthe
movement you yourself believed
insostrongly.

It'shard for metoanswerthingslike
that, ‘cosI don’t remember well what
my feelings were. Isuppose it was,
butthenagainlthinkthefirsttime
TheClash played the Rainbow set
thestandardsforeverything. mean
thefeelings werein’'76 tokeepitin
the clubs, which isstupid, obviously
ifit was goingto getany bigger, ithad
togofurther than clubs.

Paul Weller
meets
Pete Townshend

Springsteen

pogrart N

Butwhenitgoesfurther, it

inevitably getsruined.

Itgets watered down. I don't
necessarilythinkit'sgottobe

ruined, butitdid get watereddown. »
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OK, cliched question: after the firstalbum you became really
wellknown. Wasithard tocometo termswith?

Idon'tthink therewas thatmuch tocome to terms with, actually. I've
never really thought of us beingthat successful orunsuccessful.

Butevenatthose Hammersmith shows, theatmosphere was one of
incredible warmth. ThestartofaJam/audiencerelationship...

Yeah, it was. [ think it still exists, actually. [ think itwasacult thingat the
time, probablyalot more thanitis now, butIstill think you getthat
warmth from that cultfeeling, when you'reall there fora purpose and
Istill get thatat ourgigs. | dread the day it disappears, because that’s
when youstartworryingorthinkingabout jackingitin, because that
makesitreally worthwhile.

Yoursecondalbum, ...Modern World, always seemed to me tobe the
perfect platformaway from the punk thing.

From that original punk era? Yeah, that could be true. Well, that was quite
adisillusioningtime for me. Like “News Of The World" and stufflikethat,
just totallyon the wrongtrack.

There’salot of difference between Modern Worldand All Mod Cons.
That’sbecauselisolated myself so muchfromeverythingcompletely.

Why?
Ithinkbycomingoutofareal insularenvironmentlike Woking, and all
my friendsand family andlivingin thesame house,
and then movingoutand livingmore or less on my
owninLondon.AndIneverwentback to Woking
tillaboutmaybea year, and I never mixed, 1 never
spoke toother peopleatall-even within theband
—and | thinkitreally makes youlose the open-
mindedness that maybe you had before.

Doeswritingstillcome easy toyou?

Putit thisway: I've always got loads of ideas about
whatlwanttowriteabout. Whetherornotlcan
actually putthemdowninanarticulate way, good
enoughforasong, orwhetherlcangetacertain
chordsequencetofitit, that’s difficult. Butas for
ideasit’s not, because there’ssomuchgoingonand
thankfullylstill feel involved, justinliving.

Let’stalkaboutyourlyrics...
Ifind it hard talkingaboutlyrics. It'swhatitisandit’shard for
metoexplainlyrics sometimes, unlessl can gaugesomeone’s
reaction on what they feel thelyricsareabout. Sometimes
people come up withtheirownexplanationson what thelyric
isabout, whichisbetterthanIstartedouttodo.

Well, thelyrics on the new stuffI've heard sound just as
“serious” as before, but musically youseem tobe trying toget
away from the“Jam” sound of old.
Maybe that'sjust through ego orsomething, I'm not sure. But we
don't want people tofeel that we feel safe and we're just carrying
onwiththesameformula. Youcangetabit paranoid about that
andspoilitorsomething. Butit'strue. “Going Underground”,
weallknewat thetimeit wasoursoundand that’swhyweall
preferred the B-side, “DreamsOfChildren”, because forusiit
was totally different.

Youdidn’tlike Setting Sonstoo mucheither
No, theactual sound wasjust... itfeltabitslick. And the playing,
justusasaband...1don’tthink we had the chancetoreally play
thosesongsin properly. Asong, afteryou've played it afew times
live, just totally transformsit.

Alotofyourwritingconcernsitselfwith classand divisions.
Itcan getoverplayed till it becomesacliche. Likelivingup to
yourrole. Butyoustill seeso many signsof class, even today. On
television especially.

Doyouthink moneycanchange class, because you must have
afairamount yourself?
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Nah!ldon’tthinkso. Yes, I've got money, but ithasn’tchanged me. 1 don’t
thinkitchanges yoursensibilities.

When weweretalkingearlier, you weresayingabout the need to
recognise one’sclass, but thentakingitastep further.

Pe-sonally, 'maspiringto beclassless, but there’sno point in me, justone
person, beingclassless, because one person on hisownisjustsettingup
another class, which brings moreand moreconfusioninto the whole
thing. Butl don’t see why anyoneshould betieddowntojustonething.

Still, yousaid thatyou'realot happier thesedays. Anyreason for that?
No, none thatl cangiveyou. ljustthink you've got toremain alittle
optimistic. On Setring Sons, forinstance, I thinkalot of thelyricsare
tryingtofaceuptothings,and I didn’tsee any kind of solutions at all. But
thisyear I'm thinking you've got to be abitoptimistic, otherwise yougo
underand join the numbers.

That was one of the first things that struck me about thealbum, the
bleakscenarios youweredealingwith.
ltisprettybleak, really... butl thinkit’sall true.

Was that howyouwereleadingyourlife at the time?

It'shard tosay because | change soquickly. Igetin different frames of
minds, but1still thinkalotofthethings written, especially on that LP,
areinarealgeneralsenseand prettyrealistic. But what I'msayingisthat
nowl feel different. I still feel pretty hopeful, pretty
optimistic. But next yearldon’tknow.1just think
about now.

Wellerin Canada:
“I'vegot money,
butithasn't
changedme”



Inwhatsense do you feel optimistic?
I'mtryingnot to gettoo cynical. I'm
tryingnottogive upandacceptit,
becausewhat’s the point? Ifyou'reall
agreed that you've got nothinganyway,
you might as well be hopeful aboutit,
becausesomething might turn up. But
Imean,it’'simpossibleinthesedaysto
thinkofanythingin any long-term way.
I'ssounstable thatyou just don’tknow.

Doyouthinkany of yoursongsgo
beyond that, though? Like “Tube
Station” will probably stand forever
—thesentimentsbehindit,l mean.
I'mnotsure. It mightbe true ofsongs
thatl haven’twrittenfor the newalbum
yet.I'vegotone new song, “Scrape
Away”,and that'slookingat thatreal,
bitter, twistedsocial consciousness that
everyoneseemsto havethese days. I'm
tryingtolook beyond that, ‘cosyou've
gotto. It'seither thatoryougiveup.

Isthatwhat’shappeningat present to Britain? We'reallgivingup?
ljustthinkit'sageneralfeeling. lmean, whatis there foryoung peopleto
getinto? There's nothing. There's only musicand there’s nothingelse.
And there’s no wayyoucan think to yourself, “I'll hold out for two months,
it'sgonnaget better.”

Alotof people would say musicis escapist anyway.
itistoacertain extent,butlalso think music can transcend as well.

Isthatwhat yoursongstryand do?

I'mnotsurewhatItryanddo when [ writeasong. Mainly [ writebecause
Ithinkalotabout things quite deeply, so thereforeit’sameansformeto
expressit; without trying tosound too cliched, that’swhatitis. Butat the
sametimeltryand writeinageneral sensesothatotherpeople... maybe
it'llmakethemthinkaswell,andtomeit’sassimpleasthatreally. If
wasn'twritingsongs, thenI'd tryand write somethingelse, like books or
poetryoranything.

Doyouthink you underplayyourself?
No, because that goes back to people becoming too self-important. Them
thinkingwhatthey'redoingis s-0-oright, soimportant toother people,
andldon’tseethat atall.I think thatwe've got
acertainresponsibility, soifyou'regoingto
acknowledge that responsibilityatall, you
mightaswell useitforthegood. Ifyou're
influencing people, you might aswell influence
them forthe better.

That’sreallygettingaway from thestar trip...
Hopefully, yeah, ‘cos | neverasked foranyoneto
grab hold of myhairandscream and rip my
buttons off. I'm notinterested inanyof that.

HowfardoyouthinkTheJamevaluate things?
WhenIsitdownandtrytoevaluate whatl'm
doingand what we're doing, itseems pretty
futile. Attimeslike thatl canunderstand why
somebandssay they'rejust out foragood time, get people dancingand
enjoyingthemselves.1liketothink people enjoyus, butatthesame time
Istillseeitas somethingmoreimportant than that... becauseit'sthe
most tangible thing, the most tangible movement toyoung people
thananythingelseexistingat the present time. So thereforeit’s got to
transcend justhavingagood time. Certain records to me mean more than
justdancingorenjoyingit, ‘cosit really does touch you, and music is more
important than that sense. But only because it has got no competition.

Isthat why you started “Riot Stories”, to offer an alternative?
Yeah, but only because music needs more competition. Because there it
is, (throwsarms open) isolated, and there’s nothing else remotely nearit.

“On Setting
Sons, a lot of
the lyrics are
trying to face
up to things”

WELLER & TOWNSHEND

Butiftherewas, ifthere were more
diversethings happening, everything
would be greatlyimproved. How many
youngnovelistsare there? How many
youngplaywrights?

How much does your audience
determine what you write?

Well, Ithink that'squiteagreat
influence really, because | wouldn't
wantto get to the stage where you were
chasingafterdifferent directions and
gettingesotericlike some bands, which
iseasily done. Andleaving people
behind-well, notleavingthem behind,
‘cos that's condescending-butgetting
caughtupin yourselfandlosing sight of
whatyou originallysetouttodo... Putit
thisway, ifyou’re goingto progress, it
doesn’t matter whatdirection you
progressin, aslongas youkeep in sight
whatyou originallysetouttodo.

When yousetout,did you know what you wanted?
Notwhenlwas 141didn't, no.

Sowhat keepsyoursanitytogether, Paul?
I'mnotsure.ldon’teventhinksanityentersintoit,because who'’ssane
any more? Arethesesanetimeswe'relivingin? So therefore you've got
nothingtomeasuresanityby.

Well, if you ranaroundsmashingguitars on brick walls and never
wroteanothersongand...

Yeah maybe, but then again that's onlyyour definition. It'sreallyhard to
say. There’s nothingto measureitby, because wedon'tlive in areal,
straight, responsible, moral society-with not too muchemphasis on the
word moral. I'm not tryingto getinto that, but 'mjust saying that there’s
nothingtomeasure it by. There’sso much craziness, there's nothing to
gaugeyourselfby. I don’t think of myselfasbeingsane or beinginsane;
ljustthink of myselfas... being. And I don’t think that's just me.

Ithink that’s the general state of most people. We've all got ourown
ideas of what'srightand what's wrong, our own moralvalues, but
becauseofthecrapsociety weliveinit'sreally hard to say what'srightor
what'swrong. Butl guessreally you've got to focus on something, haven't
you?Sotoanswer youroriginal question, I think maybe you keepyour
sanityjustbytalkingtoother people, though
that getsdifficult at times. One more friend you
canmakeisonelessenemy,andthat’salso
behind “Start!” as well. One more person who
you'reintunewith canonlybebetterreally.

Any thoughtsonsoloalbums, filmsetc?
Thoughts that way, but not the two things you
happenedto mention. Definitely notasolo
album,butl'dliketogetalabel. lwouldn’t
wanttoownaclub, butI'dliketo beinvolved
inaclub.I'dliketodoaTVplay, beableto write
it.Idon’tthinkIcould act.Ithink 'd betoo
self-conscious, buti'dliketobe abletowrite it
and maybe help directit. 1don’tknow past that.
Idon’tthinkabout where | wouldlike tobeor
seemyselfin 10years’ time or something,

Final question. You said to me once you were gettingbored with the
guitar. Does thatstill hold?

I've got loads of instruments. | collectinstruments. I've gotabouzouki,
numerousflutes. I'dlike tobe able to playloads of instruments, just for
thesimplefact thatit's good to be versatile. You're not trapped by one
instrument. Like I'm usinga melodica on some of the tracks on the new
stuffandit’sa good exercise for me. It'slike you sayingto yourselfthat
I'monlygoingtowrite thingsfor the MM, it's pointless. You've got to
expand. Evenifyou only write for yourselfat home, it'sexpanding.
Itgivesyouadifferent outlook on things... Paolo Hewitt o
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Fantasie

dealing “purely and
simply withtheirown
highly finite universe”

ALBUMS

John Lennon & Yoko Ono
GEFFEN

Inthe cocoon, somethingstirs.
JohnLennon -one of the people
whousedtobein The Beatles,a
group reckoned tobe hot socks
when | was akid - and Yoko Ono
break afive-year recording
silence to announce that
everythingin their gardenis
wonderful, but wonderful. For
people imprinted with the
passions and preoccupations of
the Beatle Years, the release of
Double Fantasy is of
necessity An Event, though
maybe not ahappy one.
Everybody else: straight
to the nextreview, please.
Lennon and Ono appear
onthe coverclampedina

for the

over-40s

;’)%’:‘N LENNON & YOKO I self-centred to the poin

FYS T Py S ) =

passionate embrace, resembling
nothingsomuchas the
Streisand/Kristofferson Star s
Bornclinch. The albumcelebrates
their mutual devotiontoeach
other and their son Seanto the
almost complete exclusion of all
other concerns. Everything's
peachyfor the Lennons and
nothingelse matters, so
everything'speachy QED.How
wonderful, man.Oneis thrilled
to hear of so much happiness.
Criticism along orthodox
social-realist
lines may
seem
boorish

and pompous: after all, anyone
can make arecord about anything
they wish, and if the Ono-Lennons
find their own domestic and
parental blisstobe the only
worthwhile subjectfor their
music, thenthey are quite within
their rights tofinance their next
decade with an album that deals
purely and simply withtheir own
highly finite universe. The trouble
withmusic thatis self-centred to
the point of utter solipsismis that
one cannotecriticise the art
without also criticising the life on
whichthe artis basec.

Sothe Lennons choose their
roles and play them to the hiit.

John croons hislove for his son
on “Beautiful Boy”,apologises to
Yoko for ever having been horrid
toher, expresses hisdevotionas
debasement. Heis besotted and
abject (the old bugger still has
awonderful voice, by the way).

On “Watching The Wheels", he
explains that he's perfectly happy
not giving a shit about either the
rock business or the world events
thatinspired himto produce
Some Time In New York City and
that astounding series of late-and
post-Beatle solosingles of the
early'70s, but by coming out of
retirement and releasing an
album, he's “playing the game”
whether he admits it or not.
Anyway, let's waste no more
time on JohnLennon. Onthis
showing he can getback to
the kitchen and mind the kid
andthe cows, because allthe
most interesting material on
Double Fantasy is Yoko's.

She answers hubby's
“Beautiful Boy" with her own
“Beautiful Boys", atripartite
essay that devotesits first
verse to young Sean, its
secondto BigJohnandits
third to allthe male egos that
runthe world at the expense
of their own and everybody



else’'shumanity. Her verse about
Lennon demonstrates that her
love and admiration for her
husband are considerably more
clear-eyedthat his for her: he
writes about her asan
omnipotent, benevolent life-
giving Natural Force; she writes
about him as a gifted human who
isstill a child (he says the same
thing of himselfin another song).

Yoko is Mom to both of them:
shejestingly depicts herselfin
just this all-powerful Supermom
roleinthe jokey, Nilssonesque
“I'm Your Angel”.

Yoko Ono's entry into rock
inthe early '70s was heavily
attacked by most mainstream
rockerits of the time because
even by the eclectic standards of
post-hippy art rock her music
sounded totally unrocky. Inthe
'80s - post-Slits, etc - her music
sounds vastly more modernand
considerably more interesting
thanLennon's. In particular, “Kiss
Kiss Kiss", “Give Me Something”
and the freezingly eerie “Every
Man Has A Woman Who Loves
Him” - an ode to Romantic
Destiny, would youbelieve? - are
easily the album’s best moments.

Still, Yoko's vision is by no
meansunflawed. To say the least,
anyone who can seriously serve
up asong entitled “Hard Times
Are Over”isbeingatrifle
subjective. For those of us still to
make our first million, hard times
are only just beginning.

Double Fantasyis right:
afantasy made fortwo (with
alittle cot at the foot of the bed).
It sounds like a great life, but
unfortunately it makes alousy
record. Still, who said that rock
stars-and Lennonis one of those
for life whether he wantsiit or not
-were under any obligationto
provide record buyers with
anything “useful”! Of course
they're not,but people like Paul
Weller do so whether there's an
obligationor not.

That’s why | look forward to
Yoko Ono's solo album, why | wish
that Lennonhad kept his big
happy trap shut until he has
something to say that was even
vaguely
relevantto
those of us
not married to
Yoko Ono, and
why I'mpissed
off because
Ihaven't
heard the Jam
albumyet.

Now bliss
off. Charles
Shaar Murray,

NME Nov 22

SINGLES

Joy Division

FACTORY IS IMPORT

What moreis there to
say? Were he still alive
today, I'msure lan
Curtis would find the
current Joy Division
Did No Wrong
syndrome as
nauseating as the next
man.Eventheband’s
most committed
devotees seem
embarrassed by it.
Nevertheless, the
myth that surrounds
the bandjust grows
onand up.

This track you will
already know, but not
inits new, radically
altered format. This
readily available US
import is rougher and
farless roundedthan
the original Unknown
Pleasures take of
the samesong,
recently covered,
of course, by
Grace Jones.The
new versionis
one of the loosest
things the group
everrecorded,
springing and
recoiling along Peter
Hook's monstrous descending
bass runand snare-drum
sequence that shames Motown
at their own game for the
ferocity of its thump. The feelis
almostlive, with Curtis lapsing
into a scat vocal over the fade.

Onthe flip, too,
“Atmosphere”is finally given
the wider availability it sorichly
deserves.Serene and haunting,
itis JD at the most moving, with
nods inthe direction of both
Phil Spector and Scott Walker.
Essential stuff, previously only
available in France on the very
limited edition Sordide
Sentimental single.

But what more is there
tosay? Love will....? Thisis

.
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amagnificent
record.
NMEOct 4

Kate Bush
EMI

Inwhich Kate turns
her attention from

the post-apocalypse blues
to the more conventional
warfare of yesteryear, although
her sickening, cutesy-cute
whiningishardly suited to the
sombre subject matter. Not so
amazing after all. NME Oct 4

Orchestral Manoeuvres In
The Dark DINDISC

Orchestral Manoeuvresare
emphatically not the single
bandthey couldbe inas much as
they never pick the right tracks
for 45release.“Enocla Gay”
possesses a glorious melody
and the title conjures up visions
of one of those Jam B-side
rewrites of “Eleanor Rigby”.
Despite these considerable
plusses, it seems destined to
follow “Red Frame White
Light” and “Messages”into
chartless oblivion. NME Oct 4

Dead Kennedys
CHERRY RED

Nice middle-class American
kids form stereotype punk
band, desecrate patriarchal
family name to garner
cheap but very extensive
publicity and attack their
ownshelteredlifestyle in

OMD:picking
singlesnota
strongsuit

anticipation of becomingrich
enough to enjoy an even cosier
existence. (NMENov 11)

David Bowie RCA

David's gotta New Dance

and, with Robert Fripperonic
growlingmenacingly on
steel-tooth guitar, it proves

to be a continuation of the
paranoiac diamond-hard funk
explorations of “Fame”. As with
its predecessor, Bowie may well
adopt an anti-disco attitude
while at the same time
acknowledging that he'll fill
the disco dance floors rather
than empty them. Similarly,
the ambiguity of Bowie's lyric
allows the listener to decide
whetherit’s concerned with
the manipulative world of
sartorial elegance or the ever-
increasing left-versus-right
power struggle. Whichever
way one conceivesit, the song's
overtly political. NMENovn
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Mailfantasy:KateBush

inaphotosessionforthe
cover of MelodyMaker’s
October 4,1980 edition

ADRIAN BOOT / URBANIMAGE. TV
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ORRIDORS. BLAND ANTISEPTIC corridors

leading nowhere and lasting forever.An

occasionalflight of stairs to negetiate; the

odd babble of German chatter that passes

without interest or acknowledgement. A

dressing room bearing the name of Loudon
Wainwright momentarily raises spirits.

Amulticolouredsigninbizarre lettering thatstinks of the
'60s’ psychedeliasmacks youbetween the eyes, thelegend
justdecipherable as RockPop, accompanied by alittlearrow
thatsuggests that you'regettingwarm.

Morecorridors, steps, signs and then the final triumphant
indication ofimminentvictory. The Voice.

Itshrieks high above the cacophony of silence, likea crazed
cockerel on aberserk roller-coaster. Initiallywild and
formless, it quickly begins to bear shape and recognition as
weapproach itwithincreasingurgency.

“Whenshewuz... biew-tee-foool... shesy-yned thelett-tah...
Mrunaaww-yooors Babooshkababooshkababooshkayaya- -
ah..."diddle-dee-dumbangcrash... “Babooshka, i “i \
Babooshka, Babooshka.” =

Suppressing lust, cameramen zoom in and out, caught
upinthe maniaofthe music. Official-lookinggeezers grip
clip-boards that threaten tosnap in twounder the ferocity
of theclasp, and assorted clustersof people hoverin the
background solicitously pretending not to beimpressed or
tonotice, butstill helplessto prevent jawsdroppingopen
withneitherdignitynordiscretion. »

police




Kate looksstunning. Shewearsscarlet trousers that flair absurdly from
thethighsdown, butsink theirteethinto her buttocks with obscene
determination. The matching T-shirtis breathrakinglyskimpyandlooks
likeit'sbeen painted on her.

She clutchesadouble bass, her body contortingarounditina
transfixing demonstration of mime as “Babooshka™'sdramaof love,
suspicion, trial and ultimate faithlessness unfolds. The double bassis
aliernately theobject of herlust and her fury; she wraps herselfaroundit,
shegrindsagainst it, shebeatsthe hell out of it, she wrings its neck, she
clawsit, sheslithersdownitsneck, sheblowsinitsear.

Her face poutsand spitsand leersand jeers and dreams and schemes
and ravishes;and all thewhile herbottom jerksand thrusts from oneend
of thestudio to the other. It's the most erotic thing | ever saw.

Aweird month forKate... acrucialone for EMI. The new album, Never
For Ever, took sixmonths torecord. It wascompleted three monthsago,
but EMIdecided to hold back onitsissue because of other majorissues
around thesame time. The onegenuinenewsuperstarin the team, itwas
essential thisonemadea huge splash. A series of personal appearances,
variousinterviews, radiostation spots,and thorough advertisinghave
beenarranged; and flyingto Munich tomime two numbersfor RockPop
onGermantelevision is merelyone more stoneinawide-reachingwall.

Kateembracesitallwithasmileandagiggle. | refusetobelieve that
anyoneenjoys beingthe object of mass marketing, but sheatleast
acknowledgesits necessity, maintainsfirmcontrol overits operation,
andacceptsits demandswith professionalismandgood grace.

Various German EMI representatives arein Munich to welcome her
andshegreetsthemaltwith abighuglike they'refavourite cousins,
abriefflurryofreminiscences over the last time Kate was in Munich
duringherconcert tour.

“Oh hello, nice to seeyou,” she hails the Melody Maker expansively,
asthefirstrehearsalconcludesinawelter of satisfied nods from
technicians. Abitofchit-chat, alotof nervous giggling fromall parties,
andthen: “OhGod, I'vegottogoand have ashower. | feelall sortof. ..
you know.” Somehow its hard not to be captivated.

Andyet thereareextraordinary paradoxes about her. Therecan be no
greater dichotomybetweenapublicimageand theartinsideit. She's
forever portrayed asa nicemiddle-classkid whocan’t believe herown
luck. A renegade from St Trinian's, likeably naive, tolerably favoured and
justashadeflippant, gushing“amazin’ and “incredible” from poll
award to poltaward.

Glamorousbut notintimidating, themediainstantlymouldingherinto
awrappingofsweetness, purityand light. Earmarked forapath of pop
recordsand TVspotsinto theeliteof artists who appearon each other’s
series;and ultimately becoming the family entertainer destined toend
upin pantomimesand seaside cabaret.

1 could never equate the image with the music.
Themostindifferent glimpsebeyond theimage
of “Wuthering Heights” revealsa rampantly
independent spirit. | mean, nosweet, flippant
familyentertainereverwroteasongassexually
explicitas “Feel It". Nosurrogate Olivia Newton-
Johnever tackled asubjectlike incest (“TheKick
Inside”™). No cosseted girl-next-door would ever
dareconductafantasyaroundasaxophone
(“SaxophoneSong”}).

Thelightssuddenly pick out Kateon
theothersideofthestudio, standing
perfectlystill, the bassstanding
phallically before her, hereyeswide
and manic, staringat thecamera.

Theintroto“Babooshka”, the
bottom protrudes, and she’saway,
jumpingand thrusting,and utterly
living the part. Abunch of
photographers have beenallowed in
tothestudio, and pushand jostle
eachotherforthebest views. Asthe
songends, several kids chase her for
anautograph,butshe’salreadygone,
flittingaway on her broomstick, or
doesshe merely turnintoapumpkin?

Katere-emerges, totally
unrecognised, sittingaloneat the
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“First songs
[ ever sang
were dirty

sea shanties”

side, observing, waiting for her next party-piece. She’sdressed as
ahaggard washer-woman indowdy clothesand headscarf.

It'saroutineshe’s never tried before and she’s been nervousaboutitall
day.Thesongis “ArmyDreamers”, a track from Never For Everand the
nextsingle, asimple but melancholy little songin which Kateappearsas
awearymother reflectingon the death ofherson, asoldierkilled on duty.

“Should have been arock star... But hedidn't have the moneyfora
guitar..." Threesoldiersdressed in British army camouflage uniforms
appear, onecarryingamandolin, onea Tommygun, anotherin the role
of asergeant barkingorders.

“Should havebeen apolitician... But he never hada propereducation...”
Kateshrivelsand cringes behind thesoldiers, her facecrumpled and
distraught. Thesoldiersmarch and prowland stand at attention.

“Should havebeen a father... But hedidn'teven makeit to histwenties..."
Thesongisall the morestrikingfor the pretty tune,and the genteel
structure, theinnocenceof thelyric. It ends with the three soldiers
coweringinaheap, Katespreadeagled protectivelyabove them. Purelyas
apieceof theatreit'sbrilliant. RockPop has never seen anythinglikeit.

KatehasmanyrelativesinIreland, and she’s fearful of the Irish reaction
to “ArmyDreamers”. Ireland isn’t mentioned in the song, and she
inserted a reference to BFPOto divertattention; but let’sfaceit, the song’s
acontemporaryone withitsmention of rock’'n’rolland thereain’t too
manyotherplacesayoungsoldierisgonnagetkilled inaction right now.

lask heraboutit. “It'sthefirst song've ever writtenin the studio,” she
says. “It's not specificalty about Ireland, it'sjust putting thecaseofa
motherin thesecircumstances, how incrediblysaditis forher. Howshe
feels sheshould have beenable to preventit. If she’d bought himaguitar
whenhe asked forone.

“Haveyou heard Roy’s new album?” she sayssuddenly. Er, Roy?

Oh, Harper, of course. They appearoneaclhiother’salbums. Hegetsa
dedication on the sleeve of Never For Ever: “Special thanksto Royllarper
forholdingon tothepoetinhis music”.

No, Kate, | haven'theard thealbum. “You should.” Adrian Boot took it,
took the sleeve photograph. “Actually,” says Kate sweetly, “I didn'tlike
thesleeve.” Adrianlooks hurt. “The photograph was great, l just didn’t
likethe sieeve,” shereassureshim.

Aflood of chatterfollows. Did | know Dave & Toni Arthur/Whatare
the Dransfields doing now/Do Ilike the Bothy Band? “I'vea verystrong
folk-musicinfluence,” shesays. “Firstsongs | eversangwere dirtysea
shanties. 'mveryproudofit, I can’t think ofanicerinfluence.
Traditional musicsaysagreat deal about the country. English folk
musicisalotdifferentfromirish folk music, not only musically, but
lyrically. Imean, thatsong“She Moves Thro' the Fair™:itsumsup the
Irishspirit. it'sincredible, somoving.”

Certainlyherfascination for traditional
balladsis the keyto her morelurid storylines.
“TheKick Inside” was inspired by therichiy
colourfulballad “Lucy Wan”,inwhich a brother
murders hissister whenshebecomes pregnant
byhim (though therearenumerous
variations). Kate's version has the sister
committingsuicide.

“Babooshka” issimilarlybased onasong
called “Sovay Sovay”. [ tell her I'll listen to Roy
Harper'salbumifshe’lllistentoanalbum
called CarolannebyCarol Pegg, which
includesasimilarembellishmenton
“Lucy Wan”.

My favourite trackon thealbumis
“The WeddingList”. “Oh, really?”she
says bubbling, thelittlekid who's
been givenapuppy for Christmas.

“Thatwasbasedonafilm,ajeanne
Moreau film |l oncesawon the tetly,
when the bride’shusband waskilled
and shesought revenge for those
responsible.” Shespends the next 15
minutesrelating the plotof thefilm,
endinginabreathlessflourish. “ltwas
anamazingfilm.Can’tremember
whatitwascalled, though.”

Filmsandfiction, infact, countfor
aprominentchunkofherinspiration.
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Bushperforminghersixth e
single, “Babooshka”, on
GermanTV'sRockPop;

(inset) follow-ups ngle
“ArmyDreamers™

And whateveryou feel about the histrionics and the wayward vocalising,
you've gotto concede thatinachartoverflowingwithgreymusicand
tepid lyrics, the success of a colourful numberlike “Babooshka”, for
example, hastobe healthy. She’s reticent toagree. ..

“Well,itdoes alwaysamaze me howsongsgetin the charts that are—
Iwon'tsay rubbish, because they’re not-but the sort of songs thatso
many peoplecould write. I often find myselfinspired by unusual,
distorted, weird subjects, as opposed to things that are straightforward.
It'sareflectiomrof me, my likingfor weirdness.”

Theydon’tcomeanyweirderthan “The Infant Kiss". This, she explains
patiently, was based on afilm, Thelnnocents, which had itself come out of
the HenryJamesbook, The Turn Of The Screw. Agoverness goes to stay
with aman tolook after histwo children, who are possessed by the spirits
of people wholived there before.

“Some people might thinkit'sasongabout... what’s the word when
olderwomen fancylittle boys?” Paedophilia? “Well, it's not actually that,
anditwould worry meif people mixed itup with that because that’s
exactly what worriesherso much. I find that distortion very fascinating
and quite sad. Andfrightening. The thought of someoneold and evil
beinginsideayoungand pureshell, it’s freaky.”

Playing at theamateur psychiatiist, | contemplate whether she writes
songs from fiction out of fear about exposing too much of herself.

“WheneverlbasesomethingonabookorafilmIdon’t takeadirect
copy.ldon’tsteal it. I'll putit through my personal experiences, andin
some casesit becomesa very strange mixture of complete fiction and
very, very personal fears within me.

“ThelInfantKiss’ had tobe doneona veryintimatebasis, it had to be
awomansingingabout her own fear, because it makes her so much
morevulnerable. Ifithad justbeen an observation, saying ‘She’s really
frightened; she’s worried’, you could neverreally tell what she was
feeling. Sol put it as coming through myself.

“I'mnotactually thinking of myselffallingin love with thelittle boy,  was
puttingmyselfin her place. Feeling what 1 do for children-1love children—
and thensuddenlyseeing somethingin theireyesyoudon’twanttosee.

“It’s like when atiny kid turns round and says toyou, ‘You're a bastard,’
or ‘Fuck off’:it’sinstinctive to feel repulsed by it, turn that experience
intoadifferent situation. Otherwise I'd be writingand singing about
situationsI've neverexperienced, and in order to be convincing you have

tohaveacertainamount of
knowledge and conviction. It’s
astrange mixture, | know, but
Irarely write purely personal songs
fromexperience.”

Exactly. “Ihave doneit. On the other albums more than
this one. Butl often wonderhow valid itis to write asong
purely about oneself. | worry about being too indulgent,
and thereis the thingabout giving too much away.

“Itdoesn’t worrymegivingit to the public, becausel
think the publicunderstand how personalitis,but when
youwriteasongforanalbumit’s up foreveryonetopull
apart. ‘Fullhouse’ was probably quite autobiographical -
talkingabouthow hard Ifind itto copewith all the feelings
I get, from paranoia, pressure, anger, thatsort of thing.

“Myfeelingsarein there, but they’re probably
disguised. I'vereally enjoyed artistswho indulgein
personal writing. People like Leonard Cohen. ladmire
him, butljustcan’tstandlisteningtohim. Attheend of
thealbumyou feel so depressed.”

I'tell her about Jackson Browne, whose wife committed
suicide while he wasrecording The Pretender. She’s agog.

“Well, I guesswhenyou have somethingso extreme
happeninyourlife you have to write aboutit. That’s
probably anotherreason why I tend to put my personal
feelings into another situation: because you can comeup
withso much variance. I'veneveractuallyshotanyone,
butin asonglcandoit,andinsomewaysit’s muchmore
exciting, more symbolic.”

Butyoureally live outyourroles and fantasies. Playing
themotherin “Army Dreamers”... “Yeah, | seem tolink on
tomothersratherwell. AsI've grown up a bitI'vebecome
very aware of observingmy own mother trying to observe
me. It’sfascinating. When Iwas akid I never really
thought about her, about how she ticks.

“Butlcan be more objective now and I find it fascinating about mothers,
that there’ssomethinginthere, akind of maternal passion which is there
allthetime, even when they're talking aboutcheese sandwiches.
Sometimesit can be very possessive, sometimesit’s veryreal.

Katedoesn't knowwhen she’ll be touring again. She enjoyed herone
tour, and it gave herathrill to choke the critics who'd suggested she’d be
adisasteronstage, that she couldn’tsinglive. Butit takes six months out
ofayeartorehearseand prepare for atour the way shewantstodoit,and
will also cost her enormous amounts of money to stage.

“Notthat Imind losing moneyon a tour-there are so many benefits
fromit-aslongaswedon’tgobankrupt. We do want to tour again, we will
touragain, because thereare so many things wesstill want to do on stage,
butwe’llhave to think aboutit very carefully becauseit will stop me
doingalotofotherthings.”

Peter Gabriel. They did, after all, record together on “Games

Without Frontiers”, and I thought I'd detected a Gabriel
influence on “Never For Ever”. | ask about Peter Gabriel and she talks
about Pink Floyd.

“Thatlastalbumofhiswas fantastic, but Idon’tknow ifitwas adirect
influence on me. He may have opened up bitsin me{ hadn’tthought of,
butamoredirectinfluence was The Wall. It got to the pointwhen 1 heard
it, 1 thought there’s no pointin writingsongs any more because they'd
saiditall. Youknow, when somethingreally getsyou, it hits your creative
centreand stopsyou creating... and afteracouple of weeks I realised that
hehadn’tdoneeverything, there was lotshe hadn’tdone.

“And after thatitbecame an inspiration. ‘Breathing’ wasdefinitely
inspired by the whole vibe I got fromhearingthatwholealbum,
especially the third side. There’s something about Floyd that’s pretty
atomicanyway.”

We part at Heathrow, she to the nextlegof the Never For Ever promotion.
There’s aday of interviews ahead; personal appearances at record shops in
Glasgow, Manchester and London; variousradio-stationinterviews and
avisittoadealers’ partyin Birmingham, where she will personally meet
the EMiemployees who'll be floggingher new album. Theyin turncream
themselvesstupid and get their photographs taken with the great lady.

It'sonlyrock’n’rollbutyouhave toknowhow tosell it. Colin irwin

O NTHEPLANEback to London the next day I ask her about
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URTAXI DRIVER picks up Tom Sheehan and myself from Rome

airport, courteously packs our bags, and then guns offlikea

homicidal maniac on a half-hour drive that would've left the most

sturdy constitution retching with nausea and fear by the end of it.

Thefirstinklingofthis man’'s sheercrazinesscameon themotorway

into Rome. He recklessly stomped his foot on the acceleratorand
literally tried to pass through the carin frontat 90 miles an hour, rather than going
round the damn thing. | laughed outloud (always do when I'mscared witless).

Nextthinglknew, we'd shot into the city, were heading full-on for astationary car that
had pulled across the road and was waitingto turn. He must stop for this, I thought.

Hedidn’t.As the car edged forward, he yanked the car to theright,rammed through
the tiniest of spaces, straighteningout again, bombing viciously for the trafficlights. We
circled aroundabout at breakneck speed and finally screeched to ahalt outside the Le
Claridge Hotel.

Thishot-blooded, passionate, recklessly crazed manturned offhisengine,andina
daze Tomandiclambered out clutchingourselves, notreally understandingfully what
had happened. The journeyhadgone by so fast, so wildly, thatafter payingthemana
wallet-busting 30,000lire (15 quid), i wandered out across thestreet towards the hotel,
dazedandconfused.

Suddenly Tom was shouting, there wasascreech ofbrakes, aburstofcar hornloud
enough to wake the dead, and another taxi had missed me by about twomillimetres.

We dumbly checked in to our hotel room, located the spirits, and four drinks later our
shattered nerves were returning tonormal. “l was seriously goingto ask that taxidriver
tostop,”mused Tom, “but he was goingtoofast.”

We lounged back on ourhotel beds, not even caring that we were in Rome, and waited
forMadnesstoreturn fromtheltalian television show they wererecording. Two hours
in Rome,  thought to myselfand I'venearlybeen killed five times.

Three hourslater, wemet Madness. They were in the diningroomseated around atable
waitingfor food to arrive. Woody, thedrummer, was the first torecogniseus. We had first
metwhenlwent tointerview hiswife’sband, the Mo-dettes (hiswifeis Jane thebassist). »

FINCOSTELLO / GETTY
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“Haveyoustitlgotthoseaw fulshoeson?” Woodyteased, leaningacross
thetable. “Youwere wearingrealscruffy boots the last time.”

Iflashhim anew, cleanpairofheels, and he laughs: “Isthat whereyour
taperecorderisthen?”

Therest ofthebandloungeabout, arejust as cordial in theirgreetings.
Lee, the saxophonist, and Mark, the bass player, wander off briefly;
Suggsyand Chasensure that Tomand myselfget ameal, againstthe
waiter’'swishes. What's [talylike then, | asked?

Woodygroaned. “Everythingiseither 300 metres away, or 20 minutes
away,” hetold usto abackground of laughter.

Thewaiterreturned, confused by theorders
he'djustreceived. Hescowled at Tomand
myselffortheextrawork.

Suggsy meanwhile seemed restless. He got
up, walked out of the room, returned five
minuteslater, sipped at some cold soup, got up
again, took another walk. He wasn’tuptight,
justkind offidgety and maybe even anxious,
waitingforsomethingtohappen.

Eventually the mealwas finished. Tom, still
shattered by hisrecent harrowingexperiences,
decided toretire. 1 elected foranight outwith
theband. Aswegathered inthehallway, Chris
Foreman, theguitarist, started chattingto
Woody. “lkeepon havingthisdream,” hetold
Madness’smatll, slimdrummer. “I'm runningaway from the cops, they’re
chasingmelikehell and justas!reach the doorofmyhome...”

“Theygrab you!” Woody shouted excitedly, recognisingimmediately,
thewhole surrealscenario.

“That’sit!” Chrisshouted back. “Soyou'vehad them t0o.”

Outside, Chas and Suggsywerealreadyrevvingup the tiny scooters
they'd hired for the day, and as Woody and I hit the warm, balmy air of
Romeinsearchoftheclub (“300 metresaway”) theyroar off. Twominutes
later theyflash pastus. The club’sclosed.

“Ah, but  thought it would be open tonight,” says Alfredo, the
overweightrecord company man. We decidetogo toaclub called Much
More. Alfredo drives Woody and myself, while the rest of the band take
taxis toone of the most overpriced, garish clubs I'veeverbeenin.

It'sdividedinto two floors, with the upstairs crammed full of Space
Invader machines, while downstairs, in ablaze of lasersand flashing
lights, an expensively dressed Wednesday-night Itatian crowd dances
stowly toastubborn disco beat.

Fromtheupstairs, thanksto thehugemirror planted on theback wall,
you canwatchitall, and as the band move gleefully frommachine to
machine, Istand tryingtotakeitallin.

Suggsy wasn’timpressed. “Everynightclubwe’ve beentoin Europeis
likethis,” heexplainsinhis North Londonaccent, before turningawayto
another pinballgame. He should know.

inEngland, Madness mayhaveaNo2 albumstraightin andadelightfut
singleknockingon No I'sdoor, but thathasn’t stopped the rest of Europe
tryingtomusclein.Inltalyalonethey'dalready played to an estimated
40,000 screaming Italiansand theiralbum had chalked up ahealthy
60,000sales.

Finestuffindeed, butalreadyonecould detect asour notein the
proceedings. “Yousee, | can'ttell whether peoplelikeit for the music,”
Lee, theirsaxplayer, tellsme, “or the nuttyimagewe’ve got.” It clearly
worries him.

Ah!Butwhatthehell? Thisis theband'stastnightin italy, and, well, we
mightaswellmake themost of it. OK, lads? We descend to the flashing
lightsandlasersof thedisco. Drinks, of course, are expensive, so we sip
oursslowly by thebarwatchingand laughingastheItalians move
roboticallyonaround platform without any sense
ofrealrhythmto the mindless music. After 20
minutes oftakingin thisabsurdity, | float back
upstairs, leaving Suggsy and Chas by themselves.

Two minutes later, the unmistakeable sound of
“OneStep Beyond” fillstheair. The manager has
recognised theband, and subsequently “The
Prince” and “BaggyTrousers” arealso played.

Ihurrydownstairsagain and Suggsy greets me
withagrin. “Thatsoon cleared thefloor,” he
smiles. “The manager’sasked ustoplay here,” he
continues, startingtojerk hisbody into thelast,
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“You know, my
big struggle
at present 1s

just trying to
stay normal”

fadingrhythmsof “Trousers”. “You come here and play for us,” he mimics
inaperfect ltalianaccent. And then hegrins widely.

Woodyand I decided thatenough wasenough, located Alfredo and
blagged aliftback to the hotel. As we passed out of theentrance an old
ltalian woman, acting asacloakroomattendant, gazed mournfullyat us.

“You know, mybigstruggleat present,” Woody said as we climbed into
Alfredo’sexpensive car, “isjust tryingtostaynormal.”

Tomorrow wewould be catchingatrain that would takeus through hal f
ofltaly, Germanyandinto Holland. A 20-hourepic, and Woodydidn’teven
know we werecatchingit. “Ineverknow about
these things,” helaughed, “l don’t wantto.”

Tomwasalreadyinbed when wegotback.
Afterbidding Woody goodnight, I crawled into
bed forsome much-neededsleep. Four hours
later, in asleepy, almost unconsciousstate,
Iwasawareofan urgentrattlingon the door.
Tom, half-naked, groped his way towards it.

Heopeneditslightly, shouted, “No you
don't,” and then slammed it quickly, lockingit
beforerushingback tohisbed.1didn’tknow
whatwashappeningand furthermore! didn’t
particularly care. The next day I found out that
Suggsyand Chas had stayed up all night, and
thatround about five, with thehelpofafire
extinguisher, they decided we should join their
nocturnal party. Thanksalot, chaps.

HEN MADNESS TORE us apart with their joyful rendition
; ; ; ; of “The Prince”, they'd already enjoyed what Chas Smash
willlater describe as the “best days of the band”. By thishe
meant that then the band hadn’t been picked up fully by the re-emerging
skinhead cult sweeping London, but were playing to a mixture of
everyone from punks tostudents, to skins. All together. No bother. Gigs
were cheap and chaotic, but above all good fun. It wasn’t tili the band
contacted 2-Tone that events moved swiftly and atmost disastrously.

They'dalreadyestablished anindividualimagewith theirsuitsand
nuttiness, and with therelease of theirfirst single theyimmediatety came
totheattention ofthe mods and skinheads, wholatchedontotheirska
sources (even if theband did insistagainst that label), which they
recognised as “their” music.

Ugly scenesfollowed as theirnewfascist followinginsisted on “sieg
heiling”, preventingbandslike Red Beans And Rice, who are led by a black
singer, taking the stageassupport at one London gig. “Mostofthem are
justled byfashion,” Chasexplainsovera pizza. “Sowe feltitbest not to
draw attentiontoit. It'sthe ones at the top who need sortingout.

Aninfamousinterview the band gave compounded the problem
further, eveniftheyfelt they were completely misrepresented. “What
we'ddo,” explains Mark, or Bedders as he’s better known, “is toactually
gointo thecrowd and justask them what the fuck they were playingat. It
seemed amuch better way, becauseinstead of runningaway from the
problem, wewere actually trying to confrontit.”

Thankfully theband’stactics seem tohaveworked. Theiraudienceis
branchingoutincredibly aseveryonebeginstoseeand hear theirmagic,
andtheband themselves welcome anyone who'sgottwobrain cellsto
rubtogether. Ifithadn’tbeen for the band’s strength to get through such
harrowingdaysunscathed, thendoubt ifwe'd be eating pizzas and
pastaoutsidethisitalian cafe, let alone preparingforatrainjourney
through most of Europe.

Rome’s train station is amassive, impressivesymbol of Italian
architecture. Itrises to theskyin acolourof appealingvermilion, andits
atmosphereis one of cleanliness and efficiency. Madness bounce happily
alongitscleanfloors, all except Suggsyand Chas,
whoare beginningtofeel the effects of the night
before. (Serves thebuggersright.)

They’'ddecided togodrivingontheirscooters
afterthe discoandeventually ground toahalt.
(“Ithinkthere were two people left when we went,”
says Suggsy). Theyspentabout fourhourstrying
togetoutof Rome. “I keptonwantingtogo tothe
hills,” Suggsy says.

“Butitwasalloneway,” finishes Chas, the second
halfof the duonowknownas the Coco Brothers.
Afteraboutanhouronthetrain,bothretireto



their cabins and aren’tseentili the nextday.
As Woody would haveit, “they’re sparko”, or
Solid Gone.

Thecabinsthemselves areawondertobehold.
Assmallasabird’scage, theyfold upand
aroundinto three-tierbunkbeds, withevena
littlesink in thecorner, replete with, uh, potty.

Afterabout five minutes of checking them
out, ] stand with Chris Foreman, theguitarist,
with our headsout of window, watchingthe
incredibly beautiful Italian countryside,
spotted withancient villasand misty hillsin
thebackground, slowlydrift pastus. | comment
onitsbeauty.

“Yeah, whenIretire, I'll buy ahousehere,” he
remarksdreamily, hiseyesstill gazingout at
the passingcolours.

“OrSwitzerland. Have you ever been there?
Theairissofreshandclean and the waterinthe
riversoclearyoualmostwant todrinkit.”

Chrishasgotahousein Camden Town.

Leehas got about 40 tapes withhim, which
he’snowinsertinginto his cassette playerand
blasting out, before settling back on the seatin
the cabinhe willshare with Chris.

ThemusicisSupertramp. Intrigued, I go next
doortoseeiflcan borrowsome tapes for
myself. Hehas everything from The Supremes
to Roxy, to Linton Kwesi Johnson and Elvis
Costello. | borrow some Motown (ltalian as
well') and rejoin Tom.

Soonitstime to meet Salvatore. Rotund,
with glasses and auniform, Salvatore will
provetobethe mostimportantmanaliveon
thistrip. Hesells the beer, the wine, the
coffee and the food. @’

»

MADNESS

Anhouroutof Romeandwe're all standing
inthe carriageway, sipping beer, wondering
whattodo whenfive Americangirls passin
thecorridor, talkingloudly.

Atlast!Asource of amusement! When they
returnfordrinks contactis madeand we
findoutthat they're fromwealthy
backgrounds, studyinginItalyand heading
forAmsterdam.

Eventually the questionsarereversed. Now
whatdoyoudoforaliving,oneofthemasks.

We'rein aband called Madness, the chaps Woody, Lee, Mark and
Chrisreply.

“Oh,” saysone of the girls. They've never heard of them.

Thechapsunderstand. They've beento Americatwice,and know what
it'slike. Without record company backing you're lost there, Woody and
Mark explaintomelater.

“Wedid eight datesin theend,” says Mark enthusiastically. “And
basically Sire [their US record company] didn’t putanythingintoit.
Wehad todoourown publicityand turn up atradiostations and
generally getthe vibe going ourselves, because Sire, they were so
sparked out.

“They got postersfrom Stiff and cutout the bottoms!”

“Kellogs, our manager,” continued Woody, “actually discovered one
ofthegirls from Sire records on her kneeswith agreat pile of Madness
postersfrom Stiff, cuttingout the bottoms.”

Bethatasit may,it’sourfriend Salvatore who’s on hisknees right now
searchinginthefridge foranotherbeer,andimploring us to keep quiet
for the thousandth time, as we stand outside his bargently poking fun at
the Americans.

“Whatdidyoudoatcollege then?” Mark asks a tall red-headed girl.

“Well, ljust did English government,” she giggles. “Sol cantellyouall
aboutit.”

“Good,” retorts Mark. “Because wedon’tknowanythingaboutit.”

‘What’sthat music playing?” asks anotherwith glassesand standard
studentdress ofjeans and checked shirt. “Have yougot a cassette player?”

“Wesurehave,” says Mark,and abargainis quickly reached.

MY GIRL/Stepping Into Line

Madnessinthe small,
smokybasementof
theHope & Anchor
pubinlslington, North
London,wherethe
videofor "One Step
Beyond” wasfilmed

Wetake thecassette player to the girls’ compartment
and Woody takes one of them on at backgammon. Two
minutes laterwe’reinthegirls’ carriage with Bruce
Springsteen onthe player, an Italian sunsetting, the train
slightly rocking, a couple of beers and Woody gettinga comprehensive
thrashingfromhisAmerican opponent. “This girlissolucky,” hewails as
heconcedesthefirstgame.

Iturntothegirl sitting opposite me and ask what English new-wave
bandsshe mighthaveheard orseen. Orcometo that, liked.

“Ohwell, Ireallylike Elvis Costello,” she says. “I think he’s great but..
he’sAmerican, isn’the?” Behind Woody's back, Markand I curlup
withlaughter.

Overinthecornerof thecarriage there's another source ofamusement.
He’s male, about 35, with jeansand glasses, holds adegree,and is
rabbitingon toone of the other girls, who'sstaring athim with mouth
open, takingin every word, about his “profession and well-deserved
degree”. He's the teacher. The girls are his students.

Twohourslatertheylock the carriage doorand climbinto bed. Takes
allsorts.

AsMark, Woody and myself make our way back to the cabin after Woody
haslostforasecond time (“shekept throwing doubles. Whatcould 1do?”)
Mark tellsme what the teacher graduated in. Physical psychology.

Itmakessense, and afterstoppingbriefly atSalvatore’s Saloon (he telis
usonce moretosssshhh!) for some food and drink, weretire to my cabin
foraformalinterview.

Itturnsoutto be probably one of the most informal conversations I've
everhadwithaband. Completelyrelaxed, and glad of somethingtobreak
up thejourney, theinstant appeal of the girls having worn off, Woody and
Markbegan talkingasthetrainrolledintonight-time. I reminded Woody
of his “fighttobe normal”. »

GETT!
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“Yeah, itis,” heconcedes. “In other people’seyes. Just to be accepted as
anormalhumanbeing.”

“It'slikerecord companies over here,” interjects Mark. “And television
shows. Theygo, ‘Ahhh!Youact nutty, yes?’ Like yesterday we did ‘One
Step Beyond'sittingdown, didn'twe?

“Forone take,anditdidn’twork,” Woodysays, grinning.

“Wejustsat there,” continues Mark, “just tosort of say, ‘Look! Wecan do
itsittingdown ifwewant.”

Thefact is, of course, that while we've been watchingand anticipating
nothingfromMadness exceptChas Smash's funny dancesand therest of
theband’szaninessbacked up by someirresistible dance musicthat has
funspeltall overit, we've forgotten conveniently that we're dealing with
seven human beingswith emotions, completely individual from each
other, with differentintentions, too.

Absolutelydividesitselfinto twodistinctsides. Thefirstsideis prime-
time Madness, bestexemplified by theclosing track, “Solid Gone”,
aChasSmashrockabilly-inspired romp, with meaningless words and
lotsof smiles.

The second side is more personal, more serious, and shows Madness
capable now of wearing theirinfluences-Kilburns, Motown as well as
ska-with prideand honour, butnot lettingthem dominate.

Buthow do Madness wish to be represented in their new-found mood?

“I'dlikeittobe that we're changing. Movingon,” says Mark firmly.

Woody, asarticulateasever: “It'smuch moreaware. I think we've
become much more aware of oursurroundingsand ouractual feelings
insideof ourselves. I think Side Two does show it more. Much more. We
don’tmean to be deep and meaningful,itisus,” he gesticulates. “Andit’s
much morerealisticthan thecommon image that we have. It’sthe closest
tousnow.” Hestops. “[ think that'sall I cansay.”

This new-found honesty, and ability to think clearlyabout whatexactly
Madnessand itsmembersare about, was forced upon thembythe
gruelling nine-month tour they completed last year, which took them
here, thereand everywhere. Night afternight they found inspiration from
somewhere to play the Nutty Boys,and notonce did they fakeit for the
audiences. Thistour, though, willbedifferent.

“Lastyear,” explains Lee, “wecould go on stage time
and timeagainandyouwouldn’tsee anyonewiththe
hump. Butnow, [don'tknowif peoplestiltexpectit,
butif'minarealbad moodandIgooutthere, lwon’t
tryand putasmileon.

Evenifyouraudienceexpectfunand games?

“That’swhatImean,” heexclaims. “If the British
audiencesareexpecting funand games, poppersand
balloons, they’vegotanotherthingcoming.”

Atrainsuddenlyrushes past thewindow, fillingthe
cabinwith noise andflashinglight. Inthe cabin
behind us, Chasand Suggsy are sleeping peacefully,
recuperatingslowly, asindeed the whole band had to
last November, at theend of thatexhausting tour.

Theyall ook holidays.

“And lotsof drugs,” says Woody, laughingwith the
restof us. UntilLee turnsserious.

“And that’sanotherthing, the drugsbit. Everyone’s got over that,
becausea couple of us went through it and thoughtwe’d never pull
through.” There'sasilence until Woody reveals the cause and effect.

“It gets so bad that you're doingsolid work more and more, and each
memberofthe band has hisown way of pulling through. They either
drink, ortheysmokeamillioncigarettes, or they smokedope, take
cokeorspeed or whatever. But the thingis, is thatin the music
industryit'svery easy to get hold ofand you turnto those thingsand
i's great foraweek or so. Thenyou have to take moreand more and
more,” he says, slowlyemphasisinghis words.

“Untilitgoesinacompletecircle, where you're taking them because
you'redepressed about takingthemand it gets to the point whereyou
becomeasemi-addict. Itaffects the music and it affects the whole
band. Butl'lltellyouthisnow, thisis the point now that theband have
gotover the hurdleand we'vegot fresh eyes tosee throughit.”

He pauses. “Itwas borderingon the fact that we werebeginningto
makeabit toomanyfluffs,” hestates candidly, “than we normally
did. Thenitgot to the stage where I thought, ‘I'm going to bugger my
wholecareerup.”

“I thinkitfrightened everyone,” states Mark simply,and indeed Lee
isthe living proofof thatstatement.
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“Onetime, thisgirlin the States,” heremembers, “chopped out about six
linesand had thishandfulof Tuinal. Said, ‘Hereyou are.’ I said, ‘What are
those?’ She goes, ‘Downers.’ [said, ‘Leaveitout’,and shesaid, ‘1t's alright,
I've got some coke, you can come back up again when youwant.”

Thecompartment dissolvesintolaughter at his story, but it's more the
laughter of relief. Especially Woody, who, not being the largest of chaps to
putitkindly, scaled downto aterrifyingseven-and-a-halfsione, before
grabbinghold ofhissenses.

Heagreestotallywith Mark'sstatement, collared from Chas, that the
band are now theirown bestfriends. Theyhave tobe.

AnhourafterMarkand Leeleave torejoin Chris, Woody, Tomand
myselfbuyoursecondbottle of Salvatore’sawesome wineandsettle back
tostoriesand memories. Wefinally fallasleep in Italy. And wakeupin
cold, desolate, uninspiring Germany.

ALVATORE HAD DECIDED to talkin German today, at least for

the morning. He tells me, ‘Ja! Cappuccino will soon be ready, and

then prices the earth for a tray of synthetic biscuits, small portions
of cheese and pate and pineapple juice. This passes for breakfast.

I takea trayback to Woody, who's a vegetarian,and thenbumpinto
Chasand Markinanothercabin where they'relisteningto rockabilly
tapes. Chaslookswell after hislongsleep and sings alongenthusiastically
to his tapes, observingthe desolate Germanscenery outside, which
alternates betweenindustrial wreckageand plainscenery.

Suggsyisstillin bed sleeping, but therestof the band are slowly
emergingasSalvatore turfseveryone out,demandingtheir sheets.

Chas, in the meantime, has got bored of the obscure rockabilly songs
he’s playing, and huntsin hisbagfor something new. Everythingfrom
Diana Ross to The Undertonesis discarded, before he finally decides on,
whatelse? Madness.

Thepunchyrhythms of Absolurelybeat out, and lask Chaswhether he's
read thearticleI'd brought over on theband, thathad hinted cryptically,
ifnot one-dimensionatly, ata dark side to hischaracter.

Helaughsalittleand saysit’s rubbish. He's got woman trouble at
presentand is consequently onadownerbecause of that. There's no deep
side, only natural feelingscomingthrough.

Suddenly there’s ashout from Tom gazingout of
thewindow. He's just seen an old lady with herskirt
down crappingin the middleof theroad.

Leegrabshis cameraand decides to take aphoto
of the sleeping Suggsy. Heentersthe cabin
stealthily,linesup theshotandis justabout to click
when Suggsymoans and turnsover.
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Lee makesa noise and Suggsy wakes up. He sees me, winks good
morning,andltellhimI'llgethim abreakfastand aninterview togowith
it. Hesmiles wrylyand agrees.

Five minutes later, we’re backin my cabin, withChasand Woody.

Asfrontmen, and in Suggsy’s case, chieflyric writer, alot of the Madness
direction comes from the Coco Brothers, in the form of visualsand
stance. Were they, like their mates, beginning to have doubts?

“It'salwaysbeen the same,” answers Suggsy. “It’s fun when you're doing
it, butit’s not fun when peoplewantyoutodoit.”

“It’snot put-on,” continues Chas, in his deep, distinctive accent. “It’s
what we'vebeen doing and what we werelike
before theband, most of us, so when you get
these arseholes goingoutin yourskasuits...”

His voice trails offin disgust.

“Whereasiftheyhadn'tasked you,” interjects
Suggsy, “you'd probably putonyour suit, that
kind ofthing. It's either goingto be spontaneous
ornotatall. It’s more depressing tobe funny
whenyoudon't feel funny.”

Hegrinsalittle. Like Chas, he'swellbuiltand
smokesalot. Heexplains that hislyrics have
becomea bit moreself-indulgent, even though
he’s tryinghard nottobe, and then hereveals
thereasoningbehind “Baggy Trousers”.

“Itwas apisstake of us, baggy trousersand all
thatshit, butalsoit was aboutkidsand how hard
itis, butitwasabout teachersas well. How boringit is for them. It was after
readingsomething about how hard schoolswere, but there’s nothing you
candoaboutit.”

Howdid heget on atschool?

“Not verywell, really. Itwas alright -1 just couldn’t be bothered,
really. Itwasn’tthatitwashard;itwasboring, butl didn't come out of it
withmuch.”

Soyoufeel luckytobedoingthis, 1 suggest, to which a shout of “You're
not kidding!” comes from all three band members.

“Especially me,” continues Suggsy, afterthe noisehasdieddown “and|
suppose him abitreally (pointing at Chas), because we probably wouldn’t
havedoneanythingreally.1would have neverthoughtofsinging.”

“Then," hecontinues, referring to his schooldaysasthe trainspeeds
towardsAmsterdam, “ had all theseimages of art college with no
academicthingsatall-‘Yeah, 'm goingtobeacommercialartist, I'll
worryaboutitnextweek.' And thenjustdoing nothing. ThenintheendI'd
leftschooland 1 was poncingabout gardening and otherthings.

Previousmembers of
thebandpreferredwork
orcrimeto“two-bob
rehearsals”, saysSuggs

“A couple of us
thought wed
never pull
through the
drugs bit”

MADNESS

“Butyeah,” helooksround at the carriage. “Verylucky, very fortunate.”

Madness, however, do feel strongly, especially Chas and Suggsy, that
otherpeoplecanattain their positionsjust as easily as they did. They talk
strongly about previous members of the band, who could have stayed but
chosenot to, preferring either work orcrime to “two-bobrehearsals”, as
Suggsy putsit.

Butthen, isitanenviable position to beinwhen all'ssaid and done?
Beingthe CocoBrothers, andallitentails. Chasacceptsitall.

“Theimagehas been pushed into too muchofacommercial-type
image,” heconcedes, “whichwedon'treally wanttobe in. Butithas
helpedusalot. Putitthisway, ifyouain’t very
popularyoucan’treally go your own wayfirst.
You've got to accept it, before you can start
going the way youwantto go.

“Itisabitbad when you're not taken seriously
attimes. Like some of the stuffis serious, some
ofitisamusing, and we want peopleto takeit
both ways. Notjustasthe funny-ha-habit.”

tellsus Amsterdam is near just as Chas
explains the single Madness “ideal”.

“Entertainment,” he states unequivocally.
“The nearest thingyou cansayisthatallwe
wanttodoishaveagood time, get better at
what we’re doing, people enjoy it, make some
moneyand besuccessful. We'renot tryingtoread anythingintoit,” he
wearilyexplains.

“It’sall observations mainly. Like this friend come up tome and what's
thatsong, eh, ‘Overdone’, the words to that, and he was saying that was so
true. He wrote to his mum and dad and found out they'd been divorced
anddied. And that’swhat people identify with. Peoplesay there's no
socialstatements. Thereis, but we're not trying to give any answersor
solutions.”

“Like we had this problem,” interrupts Suggsy, “with all this ‘You don’t
haveanysociological meanings’. Buthalfthebands youtalkto,” he
reports, “like The Specialsand The Clash, halfthe time they’re taking
the piss.”

He pauses. “I'vegot noaffiliation with anybody politically oranything,
soany social sayingswe have are inoursongs, and there are some ifyou
listen to them. It’sjust that we don't go wafflingon about them.”

Itellthem I thinkit'salso good that young bands don't go waffling off
on thestar triptoo much these days. Suggsyand Chas nod theirheads
inagreement.

“Itisaload of bollocks,” says Suggsy, “because I've had... well, I'm
being candid now,” hestates, turning fully to thetape recorder. “I've
had £33,000, which isthe royalty cheque thatI've got,and I've always
wanted to have ahouseorsomewhere tolive. I'velived with mymum
allmylife, ormy girlfriend, so there was this house up theroad for
£33,000,s0 howamIgoingto afford a Rolleroramink?”

Hetutsinamazement.

“Halfthe time,” headds, “I think, ‘Bollocks I'm going to be myself
now. Giveall mymoneyaway.’ Ido thinkit seriously. I can’tstand it
any more-I'mgoingto make abigannouncementand quit. Then
othertimes, youthink, ‘Right, Pete Townshend’s got this. Right, I'll go
andbuythat!"”

ChasSmash’s onlyambitionat present s to tour Americawith The
Specialsin January. Suggsydidn’tmention his.

Butjustas thistrain will eventually reach Amsterdam (“Twenty
minutes,” says Salvatore), so it’sinevitable thatall Madness are
composed ofisseven naturalindividuals, each one ascomplexand
assimpleasyou. Intwo dayslsaw ambitions behind the painted-
smilefrustrations, laughterand boredom, all bandied about, but
Icouldnever attempt tosumit, orthem up, in justtwodays.

“ljustknowit’sbetterthangardening,” said Suggsy. And everyone
withinearshotagreed.

Meet Craig, a 12-year-old Madnessfan, whose brothershare aflat
with. I knewdamn well thatIcould neverhave returned without the
band’s autographs forhim. Sodutifullylasked, and cheerily they all
signed. All except for Chas Smash, who later added inblock letters:
“MADNESSAREABSOLUTELY SANE.”

After these two days, that's more than a possibility.

Paolo Hewitt

T HE DOORSLIDES open and Salvatore
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“[ sold

This and other tall
stories from a desert
audience with
. With a new
album and rejuvenated
Magic Band, he’s more
out there, and relevant,
than ever. “Hey! If you
want to be a different
fish, you’ve got to jump
out of the school...”
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Aldous

Huxley a,
vacuum
cleaner...”

NME

OD-DAMNTHAT BEAT!” Don Van Vlier slams out a four-square
tattooon the dashboard of his blue Volvo estate. “That mama
heartbeat. That bom... bom... bom! Why do they do that? Don’t
theyknow it’s bad for the heart? | would never treat my heart
that way. | don't want my heart to attack me!”

DonVanVlietisrailingagainst the evil monotonous mama
heartbeat of what passes for musicinaworld of limited sensibility where helives with his
unlimited sensibilities. And heisn’tkidding. Where he hears amyriad symphony t hear
onlythe wind whistling through thewindow. Wherehesees aterrifying menacel seeonly
alarge, gleamingtruck.

Butifhisgrip onrealityisslack, hisgrip on thewheelissure. Foramoment,it’shard to
tellwhich isenjoving the greateracceleration, hismind or his car.

“I havefourwheelsbeneath me,onein myhand,and I'mtryingtodothisinterview.

You havealot of nerve, sir,” he exclaims as weslide past the gleaming menace. “You're not
evenworried!”

Whyshould Ibe? I'msafe. Safe as milk.

I'minthehandsofsomeone whoknowshowtoplugin,toconnect, tostripaway the
surfaceand feel the sensation. Hisnerveends arealive to sensory input most of ushave
learnedto tune out forsanity’s sake. DonVan Viiet maybealot of things, but he will never
bebored. »

11



November1,1980:
CaptainBeefheart
&TheMagic Band
playingashowat
the Paradisoin
Amsterdamthat
wasrecordedfor
radiobroadcast
andsubsequently
widelybootlegged
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“Ibreathe withevery pore,” hesays, and I have noreason to doubt him.
Besides, before he hecame Captain Beefheart, thelegendaryCaptain
Beefheart, when he was just Don Van Vliet,a teenage beatnik prodigy, he

used torace Porsche 904s, asleek little '50s fastback thatcould turnon
adime. Heused torace them out in the desert, to which weareheading,
outof LosAngeleson thefreeway via Antelope Valleyat farless than
racingtilt.

When atavery earlyage he wonascholarship tostudysculpturein
Europe, his parents tried tocurb theyoungartist by movingtothe most
culturallybarrenenvironmentimaginable, the Mojave Desert. Theirson
stilllivesthere, with hiswife Jan, inarented
trailerlocated somewhere between Los
Angelesand Death Valley. ltaffords plentyof
solitude, some unusuatwildlife,andample
roomtoracecars...

Not that DonVanVliet does that any more,
althoughinhisyouth hewanted nothing
more thantobeagreatracingdriver, oragreat
sculptor. Oneof hisdesert haunts was Pancho
Barnes' Fly Inn, where X-seriesrocket test
pilotsfrom EdwardsAir Force Base would go
tounwindafterburningupamixture of
alcohotandliquidoxygenin theatmosphere
and before doingthesametotheemptydesert
highwaysinimported Ferrarisand three-litre
Austin Heateys.

Andifhewasn'tattheFlyInn, thenhe'd beatclubslikethe Insomniac
inLA, diggingblues, jazz,folkand poetryand hangingout with Lenny
Bruce. ItwasattheInsomniacthat hesaw A] Lloyd and Ewan McColl
perform English folk songs from a collection called Blow Boys Blow, still
hisfavouriterecord.

But Don Van Vlietis much more thanjust a product of the salubrious
intellectual climateof California duringthe '50s beat uprising. ..

‘WhenIwasthree, [ said to mymother, ‘Yoube Sue, I'lt be Don, and
he (myfather) willbe Glen. Don’tstep over theline and we’ll befriends.’
Isaid thattoher when | wasthree. I sent my mother home my navel!
Whatelsecould 1 do? Sheappreciatedit,she wentalong.”

...And much more thanjusteducated in hip. Hecame toknow the
world inwaysyoudon'tlearn atschool, to which he never went,and
wherehe neverlearnttothinkinastraightline.

“Hey! Ifyou wantto beadifferent fish, you've got tojump out of
theschool...”

APTAIN BEEFHEART H1AS just released anew album.
Alotof people didn’teven notice. Doc At The Radar Station was
writtenin35minutes and recorded in just overaweek. Like almost
everythinghehasdoneover the past 13 years, it is powerful, complex,
rawand uncompromised. lthasnothingtodowithfashionor tradition
oranyartdoctrineor movement; it's purelyand simply ahowling
affirmation oflife.

“I'vejuststarted...lhave
therightingredientsnow™
CaptainBeefheartposes
inanapartment,New York
City,September 30,1980

“An artist
is one who
kids himself
the most
gracefully”

Lifeis precious and too easilysquandered. Captain Beefheart doesn't
like towasteamoment. “l oncestayed upforayearand a half. Between the
agesof25and26tdidn’tgotosleepatall... Lostall myfriends though!”

Whenso much of whatisconsidered pertinentin artthese daysis
produced out of fear and alienation, Beefheart's musicis morethanjust
bracing, it'simpertinent. Breathein itsbreadthifyou can. Butbewarned
thatyoucan'tdancetoitand youcan'twearitlikeabadge. |fitmeans
anythingtoyouitwillmeanmorethanthat.

Doc At The Radar Stationis his most urgent work since Lick My Decals
Off. Baby, thealbum that adecade ago followed hard on the heels of Trout
Mask Replica-easily the most uniqueand
overwhelmingcreation everto languishin
thegeneral category of rock. Itdemands a
momentous and equalcritique. Portentous
statements merelysell it short. And I'd be baying
at the moon before | cameclose.

Butbackin the Frownland that Beefheart
invited everybody toleavebehind inthe opening
momentsof Trout Mask therearestitll someto
whom his musicisjust noiseand accidents,
ashapeless, head-on tumultofsound. Not so.
Everynote,everydischordis preordained. His
aresome of the most meticulouscompositions
ever.Inwhat canseemlike cacophonythereis
asplendid sonority, withall theresounding
excitement ofchaos.

Andlike the music, hisverseisalsoirreducible. Ifyou could boil down
the musicyou mightget nakedfreejazzand swamp-root blues, but the
wordswouldjustevaporate. Beefheart's lyrical terrainranges from the
saltytothesurreal. He plays with wordslikea child with toys, and they
seem tohaveavividness for him that theylosein the minds of most people.

e takesdelightin metaphors, punsandsimiles, which aresoabused
and under-used bylazy and dull minds that we forget they have the
greatestilluminative power ofalllanguage. Beefheartfindsinsuch
wordplay theonly adequate vessel for hisdelirious perceptions, and it
canbeaheadycuptodrinkfrom.

Forinstance,he doesn’t like tosmoke dope.... “itmakes mefeel likea fly
withawingcaughtinhoney!”

The B-52’sshare hisfondness forthewild metaphor (as well as his
strongecological concern),and numerousother new-rock figures pay
tribute tohimasasourceof musicalinspiration (in the case of Devoand
The Pop Group) and sheer inspiration.

Because Captain Beefhearthasdonewhatall artshould aspireto, and
thatistotouch people’slives; notjust decoratetheirlifestyleor adorn
theirclothesbutactuallystrike deep downonadormant nerve, awaken
and flex sleeping senses.

Beefheart doesn't just entertainwith dirty king hex mojo navigation
(as he proved he could with Clear Spot, theunsungsoulalbum of the
decade), or provideany of theother things welook forin ourleisure hours.
Heprovidesakeytolimitless possibilitiesand he sounds thealarm on
everythingthatisshallow, bogusor
mercenary. Takemyword for it, orask
Jerry Dammers, or Johnny Rotten. ..

Thelatterrecentlydid himselfa
disservice by passingup thechanceto
meet Beefheart. The twoof them were
invited byawoman whoworks forthe
LATimes,but Rotten neverarrived, a
show ofapparent bad mannersthat
appals thegentlemaninMrVan Vliet.

“Aladyinvitesamantodinnerand he
doesn’tevenshowup?Shit. [ thought he
was alright before that, but who does
thingslikethattoalady? That'stoo
casualforme. And would haveliked to
havemethimbecause I'veseen himin
manyaudiences of mine, many! Hell
yes,  recognise people inaudiences!
I'veseen you before...”

Attheageof39, DonVanVlietcutsa
strangeand hidden figure. Heshuftles
alonglikeajanitor, butasecond glance
reveals some minordischords: asketch



book clutched under arm; anold, expensive felt
hat; inone pocketa pairofsunglassesbought so
longagothey'reaimostfashionable; aciothes-
pegclippedtotheother. Unlikethehealthy,
tanned Californiananimal, he wears thelook of
amanforwhomthenighttimeistherighttime.
Infact, hesays hecameoutoftheVan Gogh
museumin Hollandand was disappointed with

thesun. Has been eversince.

Heshakes hands meeklybut fixesyouwith
eyeslike pins. His presenceisslightbut
uncanny. Peoplebarely notice thiscreaturein
their midst, and he himselfis farmore relaxed
when surrounded by the eerie Joshuatrees of
thedesert. “Theycan’teven seeus,” hewill
later remark ofthe plastic patrons of a plastic
desert motel bar. “Theydon’tevenknow we're
here...” Anautomat waitress chooses that
moment to look right through me.

because I get to meet artistic people;
peoplethatcare aboutraisingthe art
culture, which [ naturally care about because

¢¢ I HAVEALOTTA fundoingwhatldo,

I'manartist.
“lalwayssayanartistisone
whokids himselfthe most
gracefully. Butlreallyam.
I'vetried otherthingsand
they don’t work. I'vebeen
anuplockinstallator foran
aviation company. The
uplockisthelandinggears.
Hydraulictechnicianiswhat
1was, theysaid,butI'man
imposter.lwentinthereand
Ididn'tknowanything.
“Ididitwithalot of care,
though, anditgaveme
extremely bad headaches.
ThenI'vesoldshoes...Ithink

November12,1980:
Beefheartandthe Magic
BandappearatThe
VenueinLondon's
Victoria,ownedbyhis
label, VirginRecords

George F. Schuz prasents

FRIDAY, NOV. 28 at 8pm
THE BEACON THEATER
1| F yo!
ceoT ERRS,
you GreT

that'saveryimportant
thing,ashoe. What else?
I'vesold vacuumcleaners,
1sold Aldous Huxleya
vacuumcleanerin Lano-
Lano, California. Heused to
dothecleaningandhavehis
wifesitdownandwatch.
Isn’tthatnice?”

It’s not easy to hold Don
Van Vliet'sattentionon
prosaicdetails.Thadjust
asked him about the fabled
Bat Chain Pullertape, aset of
demosfeaturingthe genesis
of thenewMagicBandand
versions of several songs that
appearonDoc...and'78’s
ShinyBeast,areturntovirtue
afteralongspell oflittleor
misguided activity.

“That’sabeautifulaibum, isn’tit? Theydon'teven knowthatin
England. Theydo? Well, theydidn’tbuy it. They couldn’tafford to, could
they? I wish1 had alot of money; I'd give everybody one!”

It wasn'tdeliberate, but Virgin Records allowed what wouid eventually
become ShinyBeasttocirculate initsdemo state—abad move about
which theCaptainis angrybut forgiving. “Friendsdon’t mind just how
yougrow,” hesays, quotinghimself. “I've got alot of them. I've got a lot of
albumsin me. I'vejuststarted. 1 mean, thave therightingredients now.”

Meaning the new Magic Band: Robert Williamson drums, Eric
Feldmanon bassand keyboards, Jeff Tepper onsiideguitar,and new
recruit Richard Snyder alsoon siideguitar. Rick Redus, who played on
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Shiny Beast, has since departed, and Drumbo (John
French), who has played with Beefheartsince Safe As
Milkin’67,and who played almost unrepeatabledrums
and guitaron partsof Doc...,doesn't want to playlive.

The new Magic Band give the impressionof having
grownup alongside Zoot Horn Rollo, Rockette Morton,
ArtTrippIlland Winged Eel Fingerling, so adept are
theyat makingthe fluid polyrhythmic movesof the
music. It'sasiftheyalreadyknewitbyheart...

“No. | wishitwas. Youcansaythatifyouwant, butl
knowyoudon'thaveaverygood time withlies—1can
tell by your eyes. But there isoneguythat cametome
like that, the Winnebego Sioux, German and Scottish
fellow, whom I call Brave Midnight Hat-Size Snyder. He
likesit, and he told me I've got a Brave Midnight Hat-Size
Snyder forlife. ‘Iwon’'teverleave thisband,’ he said.

“Ihadjustafewdaystofind aguitaristand he calied meon the phone
andsaid, ‘Let’sdoit.’ | saidyou gottalearn 29 songsin threeweeks, and he
didit'l can’tbelieveit. He's the best thereis with Jeff Tepper. Incredible!
I'vegot it now. I'vebeen lookingfor 15years for this. It's thatgood...”

opens the sketch book he has been carryingaround with him all
daylong..."Fifty years from now, you'll wish you'd gone ‘wow!
Whether he wasrightor not, the odd thing was, hedidn’tsound theleast
bitbitteraboutit.
TheMagic Bandrehearse in alow-rent LA studiobehind abike shop,
accessibleviaayard scattered with dead iron ponies. Thegroup have »

LATER, INTHE plastic motel bar at the edge of the desert, hefinaily
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been there for three weeks, rehearsing the material, oldand new, that
Beefheartwantsto performonhiscurrent European tour.

They rehearse mostly from records, and he comesinon lytofinetune
them. On this particular day, they're working on “SugarAnd Spikes”,
grindingit to perfection; swappingsearingtime signaturesas thoughiit
were second nature, burningaholeinthe original version.

Beefheartsitsonthesofa, his eyesglisteningwith excitement. He
declinestosing, saying waituntilweget on stage, and instead hecajoles,
encourages, teases, triesto throw them off, fails, and just laughsat how
good theyare.

“I've got my play cut out for me. Did you hear that? used to work with
thoseother guys, but| play with these fellows!”

lask Robert Williams what it’slike playing with Captain Beefheart.

“Ahellofaloteasier than workingwith Hugh Cornwell...”

The conversation turns, innocently enough, to the subjectof whether
women like Beefheart's music. Heclaimstheydo. The Magic Band

disagree. “Somedo,” says Jeff Tepper, “but not as manyashethinks!”

“Womenlike my music,” says Beefheart. “Sure they do. I do it mainly
forwomen. Obviously. Whatother reason is there? I'm goingtobe doing
‘Nowadays A Woman'sGottaHitA Man’ on histour. I’ve done alot of
thingsaboutwomen. Icareabout them. [ like them. Theyhave never
scared me, never. I think they'resuperior, actually. And I've never had
athought ofany fear oranimosity about them!

Alotofmen see womenaspredators. ..

“Youmeanlike Black Widow spiders, right? They’re gorgeous too.
They'renot black though, they’re kind of amaroon colour..."

(Onthesubject of menand women and Captain Beefheart, | want to tell
astoryaboutacouple | know thatgoesalot furtherthan anyweighty
metaphysical analysis towardsexplaining the effects of his music. It goes
like this...)

Hewas goingthrough one of those bleak, morose spellsthat everybody
goesthrough nowandagain. She wasn’texactly having the time of her life

bock-eyed verve "™eser

Captain Beefheart And The Magic Band
VIRGIN

Inthe Beefheart Universe, you see everything
thatyouseeinother places, butit always
seems different. The basic building blocks of
Beefheart’s sound remain the same - country
blues-derivedslide guitar, bass and drum parts
wherethebeat getsturned aroundinthe first
fourbars and then stays turned around, odd
touches of marimba, assertive outbursts of
harmonicaandsax - but the sense of surprise
anddelight never wanes, since nobodyelse
makes that sound, and since Beefheart's'70s
career has been so patchy - due principally to
protracted Devo-style
contractual disagreements
between Virginand Warners
-that there hasbeen a limited
supply of the Captain’s
nonconformist noise.

Between1971’s epic Clear
Spotand last year's Shiny
Beast, things were bleak
Beef-wise, but Doc At The
Radar Station would suggest that the cranky
oldbuzzardis certainly none the worse for
wear. The opening “Hot Head" begins with an
insistent two-note guitar motif determined to
play things straight, whichisrapidly joined by a
slide guitar equally determined not to do
anything of the sort before drummer Robert
Arthur Williams (unscathed by his encounter
with Hugh Cornwell) demonstrates that the
beatis not quite where either of them thought
it was and the Captain wails, declaims and
makes noises with his harmonica.

“Another day, another way/Someone's had
too much to think!” Where did that artificial
orchestracome from? Beefheart has
context completely mastered: when there
isn'tone, he createsitto order. Something
like the intro to “Dirty Blue Gene” literally
couldnotbe the work of anybody else, just
asno other artist would announce, “We don't
have to suffer, we're the best batch yet.”

The current Magic Band perform
Beefheart’s music with the appropriate
cock-eyed verve: John (Drumbo) French
isback onthe team,reincarnatedasa
guitarist, thoughhereturnsto drumson
“Ashtray Heart” and “Sheriff Of Hong
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“The Van Vliet
muse is still
intractably
stimulating”

Kong" (playing bass on the latter as well
-what alad).Inthe grand Antennae
Jimmy Semens tradition, Jeff Moris
Tepper keeps the slide parts bumping
into everythingin exactly the wrong (right)
places. There are even two short instrumental
links (“Flavour Bud Living” and “A Carrot Is As
Close As A Rabbit Gets To A Diamond”)left
over from the original Bat Chain Puller before
it mutatedinto Shiny Beast.

While Clear Spotrepresents the peak of
Beefheart's “accessible” period, Doc... is as
much evidence as could possibly be desired
thatthe Van Vliet muse is still as intractably
stimulating as ever. Over
the past13origyears,
Beefheart has oftenbeen
patronised as some sort of
amusing eccentric, and been
touted as having “finally
arrived”, or some such. Both
contentions are slightly wide
of the mark: Beefheart’s
musicis only “eccentric”
becauseit conforms toits own internal logic
andtonot much else, while his “arrival”ingood
oldblinkeredrockbiz termsis, as ever, highly
unlikely, since hisreference points are as
unique in these post-Pere Ubu times as they
were when Peel first began bludgeoning Top
Gearlisteners with Safe As Milk back in'67.

“Making love to a vampire with amonkey on
my knee/Please God, fuck my mindfor good...
deathbe damned!” This noise is like no other.

Charles Shaar Murray

either. Shiny Beasthadjust

beenreleased.

Hestayed uplong

into thenight playing
onetrackoverand
overand over again.

“Batchain... puller/

Batchain... puller/
BATCHAAAIAN. ..
pudler... puller, puller...”
Beefheart’sunearthlylow
moan seeped through the

houseandoutthe chimney.

The nextmorningthere wasanoteon the
table... “Sodyou, mate. And sod your Bat
Chain Puller, Puller, Puller! Yourdinner's
inthegarden!”)

( jAPTAlN BEEFHEART’S MIND
alights whereitwill. He’s a hard
man tostayon thetrack of. He

flits from one subject toanother like

abeeinagarden. Butifheisoccasionally

vague, he’s never distant. Frankly, he's
one of the sharpest people I've ever met.

Hereads people very closely, too closely

togetalongwith theminany

conventional manner.

“lalwaysfeel asifI'm babysitting,” he
saysofhisrelationship tothehumanrace.
“Ithink there's40 peoplein the worldand
fiveofthemarehamburgers. You must
haveread that. Thereareafew people that
llike, butmost of themaredead. Isn't that
awful?VanGogh, Shakespeare, most of the
peoplethat lreallylike...”

Beetheartused toown alate-'50s Jaguar.
Oneday hewas drivingalong when hesaw
abiltboardadvertisingabrand of house
paintwith theextravagantand highty
debatable claim that Vincent Van Gogh
would haveused thisbrand
were hestillin aposition to paint
hishouse. The Captain wasso
incensed that he drovestraight
offthehighway.

“I'lltellyouwho I missright
nowverymuch... hiswifecame
tosee merecently... Roland Kirk,
RahsaanRolandKirk. Hewasa
verygood friendof mine. He was
oneofthebest peoplel ever met;
hewasbrilliant,abrilliant man.
Veryunderestimated. He was
oneofthebest horn players that
everlived. Some people know
that, but not many.



_ -
December,1980,theday
after JohnLennon'sdeath:
the CaptainandMoris Tepper
onstageat|-vingPlaza,NYC,
whereheopmnsthe set with
animprovisedsaxsolo,then
says,“That was from John,
through Dom, forSean”

“Iremember thatlastthinglsaid tohim. Itwasataclubcalled the
Lighthouse, afamous jazzclub. Hehad just finished playingand he came
overandsaid to me, ‘How am I going toget somethingto eat, Don?’ I said,
‘Roland, the only place you canfindribsat this time of nightin Los
Angelesisin the Bible!” He laughed, boy, he laughed. 1 was so happy that
Ihad saidsomethingthat pleasedhim.

“That was thelast time | saw him alive. Man, that guy played so
beautifully. Have you ever heard ‘You Did It’ by him? Phew!

“lalsolike Thelonious Monk very much. [ oncesaw him ata placein
the Valley, some new theatrethathad come up withsome sort of
extravaganza. Hegot there halfan hourlateand there wasa tribute
waiting forhim: aglass bowl! full of red roses. You know what he did?
There was agrand piano, abeautiful Steinway. He stillhad on his
overcoat; he picked up the bowl of roses, dumped the whole thing into the
piano, slammed the top closed, sat down, hitone noteand split' Hey, |
clapped for halfan hour!I mean, whatelse? That was beautiful, and it
sounded beautifu! too. He hit theright note.

“Mind you, some people thoughthe didn’tplay for longenough...Some
people havehad too much to think. ‘Openupanother caseof the punks.’
I'm not talking about the punk people, thatisnot what I meant. [haveno
animosity. Too smart for that.

“Butl havetosaythat punk all soundsto melikearehashingofold
rock’n’roll.1don’tlike that. Didn’tlike old rock’n’roll in thefirst place.
Iwasasculptor, I didn’t payanyattention to that. You want meto tell you
the truth?[ don’tcare that much for music...

Captain Beefheart doesn’t care that much for music... Of course
he doesn’t! He’s avisionary. A witch doctor! Inanother age he would
havebeenjustapoet.
He hastoo much
dignitytobecome
aguruinthis.Sohe
does music. Why?

“Asanirritant. What
would somebody this
smartbedoingitfor
other thanthat?llike
poetry,and | put music
with poetryand things
likethat. Maybe 'm

acook. Oranalchemist, maybe. Who knows? 'mjust getting started
withthespellsdo.

“Butl have abeefin myheartabout thethings they’vedoneinthis
world. Since I was born I've been aghast,stunned... Whydidn't they put
Band-Aids on the flaw? Why didn’thuman beings study and fix these
things?[don’tknow.

“I'mtryingtodoallIcanand havebeenallof mylife. And [ thought
there would have been more happening by now-I thought that Trout
Mask might dosomethingto break up that catatonicstate. That's why
1didit, 1o take thelabels off... getrid of the labels andlet’s see what’s
goingon. But theydo morebom... bom... bom.I'msosickofthatmama
heartbeat! Hey, listen... | don'twantmyheart to attack me! lwould never
treat my heartthat way. Never.”

Thescoreat this pointis abouteven. The world hasn't wokenup and
Don Van Vliethasn't gone tosleep. Come to thinkof it, that puts him
ahead. Andifyou have ears, you have tolistento him. Hecan make you
want torattle your cage, and rattle everybody else’s cage too; sellotape
theireyesopen and removeall thelabels, grab them by the neckand rub
theirfacesintheheat of existence.

Captain Beefheartis aprimal current,almosta folkartist. He trusts
hisinstincts. ..

“Allthe time.”

Dotheyeverletyoudown?

“Manytimes.”

Butyoustill trustthem?

‘Sure | do. Friends don't mind just how yougrow. I made friends with me
alongtimeago.” Paul Rambali ®
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TheSelecteratDingwalls
inCamden,NorthLondon,
withstraightman Arthur
“Gaps” Hendrickson(right)
ausefulfoilfor Pauline
Black’s “impishvibrancy”

OR
oug
O go
D And or Dead
D B ce
B
O OW O ope A
o
O o O
probab o
pdo o
2 ot d
o
ould dso g
O band o
ggoingto
o b
ble ba P
O P d
pop o
bandto go d
D b o
d ong g
o g O
o gob
d A odCo
g
b
eo o band

|
-_i
(8
s
{
’ €
.
D g dire ono O O
g O d g groo O O
D J g O e oriqg a aro a.A
O D d pa
AQ O Da g
AnNd O a a P
b org D ond
Bro O O omb d pala O
O b d to prod O g
O oF O a
Ap O ong op d D O
D D O ouqg d eptio
O oF
g ono
d = & b N O "l
d d d
1T ] N
gg -
dro O "
) | I U1 d J
D O
Loy dif U dl"{J
ong g =
d ono = D 'll" ) " 0
ool B d
Red R O B O
ANnd d“Bo D D .
oid D g O O O
do O O P B 2
D O dg d ongo

e S

HOPE & ANCHOR
LONDON ——

LIVE!

= NOVEMBER ——




A funnier singer
than Rotten

NME NOV 22

ALCOLM McLAREN HAS
probably never been more on
the nail-post-punk and present
Thatcher Britainisagreyand
dismathole.

The trouble with McLaren’salternatives,
though, has always been their
impracticality: too much of what he says
anddoessmackofingeniousdilettante.
Ofcoursehisability toirritatethemedia,
justbygivingittheslightest tickle, well, that
ishilarious. The English, self-conscious,
phlegmatic, clinging o their outdated
senseofnational pride (Specials, Jam,
Upstartsall propagate that treadmill),
believingin thespirit of theorthodox;
they’re natural conservatives.

So,justasanantidote tothat depressant,
McLaren'swheezes are momentarily
distracting. Ifonly theylasted; everyone
knows there’ll never be any social
revolutionimposed frambelow, buteven
to pretend itwasaround the corner?
MclLaren'sansweristodressupinfun
clothes, beglamorous. “Pretendit’s
thetropics.” Gonative? Abit difficult
in November.

Perhapsbyalawofincreasingreturns,
Malcolm Mclaren maysucceed with
Bow Wow Wow where he failed with the
New York Dolls and the Sex Pistols.
Communismandanarchydon’tgodown
toowell withtheWatney'sand the|PS;
besides, the Dolls were a really dreadful
groupandthe Pistolsseem to have spawned
amillion hangers-on-thenewhippies.
Bondage fortourists.

Now McLarenis makingthe mistake of
sellingunderage sexwith
Bow Wow Wow, instead of
justlettingthemgetonwith
it. Themedia (including
NME) swallow hisbait;
someofthehacksare
outraged butthey'rethe
same blokeswho leerat
younggirlsin thestreet

Chickenwillsell and sell,
aunaturelle,and the fact
thatMcLarencanmake
sexcontroversiatin 1980isonlyfurther proof
oftheguttermentalityofaspirituallyand
culturally dead nation.

Bow Wow Wow are very good and exciting,
they're much better musicians than the Sex
Pistols. AnnabellaLwinisafunniersingerthan
Rotten; David Barbarossa, L.eigh Ray Gorman
and Matthew Ashmandon’tdeservetobe
compared with the other washouts. They play
exactlylike theirtapes, too—intriguing,
sophisticated, bouncysongs celebratingfun.
Theyaren'toffensive.

I thought theaudienceat the Starlight was
sparse for the group butgood for the disco. For

They play exactly
like their tapes
— sophisticated,
bouncy songs
celebrating fun

November11,1980:BowWow
Wow's Annabellalwinand

Seditionaries-sporting palon
stageattheStarlightRooms,
Hammersmith, WestLondon

Nothinguntoward happened. After
theirsecond set, Bow Wow Wowslip off
toskate. They've played. promoted their
cassetteandthat'sit. If they werereally smart
they'djettison McLaren now and relyon their
owntalent togetridofthe naggingfeeling
that thisisonly anotherstunt, acleverjoke,
apublicity scam foramanufactured
group.The new Monkeesorthe
new Beatles?

Actually, itwould bealright
ifthey were. Maybe when
McLaren dropshiscynicism
acoupleofnotcheshe’ll have
somethingtogetseriousabout.
— NOVEMBERHI—— Dressupanddropout.lt'sas
goodananswerasany. Max Bell

\WOW! AND HOW!
BOWWOWWOW

grey and dismal hole.
Bow Wow Wow ‘

£2.50, theregularscome
here to skate, drink coke
noboozelicence)and
listen toloud, loud music.
It'sblack and white, but
theyaren'tinto2-Tone
andviolence.

Lirtlekidstloat
around with
theglamour
pusses.
Mostofthem are nearerto
Annabella’sagethanthe
gagglearound thestage.

Bow Wow Wow look nervous
and theaudienceisquiet.
McLaren hoversat the back
likea broodingmother
hen.Annabellaloses her
temper; the lack of
response isconfusing.

Perhaps McLaren's
stuntsand ironies have
backfiredandnoone
trustshimany more.

HAMMERSMITH
STARLIGH'([)ROLLER DISCO
—— LON

LIVE!

The trouble with MclLaren's
enrnatives though has



Simple Minds
frontmmemend
oo-founder Km
Kerr:“Webegan
tograspwhat
wasgoingon”
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SIMPLE MINDS

“Arrogance

And such places!
Jim Kerr and
) have escaped
humdrum Glasgow for
European cityscapes,
and embraced cold
war paranoia to make
“marching songs for
desperate times”.
o “Every day we just
el open our eyes and
minds,” says Kerr.

SIMPLE MIMDS EMPISES AND DAUNCE

got me
places”

NME

NCE YOU GET onto the European mainland, it's hard

not to be infected by the virulentstrain of fatalism

sweeping the Continent. Enroute to Charles De

Gaulle Airporton the first stage of ajourney back

to the deceptive security of thisisland home, I'm

injected with afinal dose byabrazenly cheerful,
walrus-moustached taxi driver.

The Russiansarestill faraway, but Communists hold suburbsin the
foothills of Paris, he moans. He seesconspiracies on everystreetcorner,
resentmentinthe face of youthreticent to defend the Tricolore. They're
probably inonit too! Thisisn’t speculation, his grey whiskers quiver, this
isfact.Orsohis paranoiawillhaveit...

Simple Minds have been infected by the disease, but theirsinger Jim
Kerrsensiblyreferstoitasan education. And whilehe's learning, he's not
takingany sides. We're careering across Belgium and Francein the back
ofaminibus, through lush farmland too uniformto hold our attention,
soconversation turns to the uglieraspectsof modernliving.

Atthe moment Jim'srecallinganeventfulride through East German
customs after SM’s Berlin gig.

“We were going through customs, playingatape of the soundtrack
from Apocalypse Now,andjust as ‘The End’ started, awholeconvoy of
American tanksrolled past on their way to Berlin."

Quiteacoincidenceof songand reallife.

“Now how canyouignorethingslikethat?| mean, peoplemightsay
we're pretentious for using wordslike, er, guns, in oursongs, butit would
be more pretentiousto ignore what'sgoingonaroundus.”

Helapsesintosilence. We pick up thetrail the following afternoonin
aParisianhotelroom.

“I’sso easyin Britain when you don’tseeasoldier
oragun,just tosay, (adoptingaderisive tone) ‘Oh,
whatisall this?’ But when you're here -and we've
beeninEuropefourtimesthis year, we'vebeen
here more thananywhere else—~how can you not be
affected byit?”

Heextendshis line of thoughtinto hissongsand
those of his peers.

“Thewholethingwith thisnewEuropeanstuff...
I mean, singingsongsabout Europe canbesocrass
unlessyoudoitright.Irememberabandin'77
called TheAutomatics, whodidasangcalled
‘When TheTanks are RollingOver Poland’.I mean,
whoo,” hesighsresignedly. “What’s thatallabout?”

Duringabrief pause, the strains of Simple Minds’
“I' Travel” echoin my mind. The first track of this
year'smostsubversive dancealbum, Empires »

VIRGINIA TURBETT / GETTY
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And Dance,it'samarchingsong for these desperatetimes. Aboveitall,
Kerr'sgrandly exaggeratedvocaltapstragic depths, when hesings:
"Europehasalanguageproblem|Talk, talk, talk, talkingon/In Central
Europemnen are marching/ Marchingon and marchingon/Lovesongs
playingin restauranis...”

Kerrcomments: “l think ifwe can doasongthat'sappealing, butwith
anedgeso thatitdoesn’tget loocomfortable, people mightlisten to
what'sbeingsaid. And the language problem in the songis politics—the
last linegoes, ‘Babbleon.”

Scheduled forsinglerelease, the message should hithome. The
chorushasatready formed aloop running through my mind: “ Travel
round, I travel round| Decadence and pleasure towns! Tragedies, luxuries,
statues, parksandgalleries.

Travel hasobviously broadened Simple Minds.

Simple Mindsbroadened mineand nowI'mtravelling o Parisand
Brusselstofind outhowtheydid it. Up until their Hammersmith Palais
gigafewweeksback, I'dalways damned them with very faint praise,
sayingbasically that they covered wellin the absence of gods out-of-town
like Bowieand Roxy.

Theirfirstalbum, Life In A Day, was abulgingholdall of influences
regurgitated practically unchewed; cosyimages ofalienationand other
modish themes nestled alongsidejarringnoisesalwaysatouch too
familiarand comfortabletoreallycutit.

They revealed amoreelectronic bent on thesecond, Rea! To Real
Cacophony, butthingslikethetitletrack scanningatlmostidentically
Kraftwerk’s “Radioactivity” didn'timprove their critical status any.
Comingin thewakeof Numan, it was mostly dismissed as just another
hopeful cash-in, but Simple Minds’ rhythms have always packed toosolid
apunch forthem tobe bracketed under light-frameelectronic pop, no
matter howethereal the topping. And though they're not doinganything
that radicallydifferent now, they're certainly doingit alot better.

Somehow they've madethegreat leap from beingrawyoung
impressionablesunsure what to makeoftheir vast inputofinformation
andinfluences, intoa confident, adventurous band suddenlyaware of
theirpotential. Theresultingalbum, Empires And Dance, is distinctly
Simple Minds. They knowitand arejustifiably proud of it. It iseverything
Bowie's Lodger could have been if he were younger and more open (o life
goingon around him. Like Lodger, Empires And Dancerapidly switches
locations, butsensiblystaysin Europe, whose problemsare alsoours.
Andunlike Bowie,Simple Minds are inexperienced enough toinvolve
themselves with what theyfeel around them, using their songsasafield
ofoperationsforcomingto termswith theirown “confusion” -aword
thatcropsupalotinKerr's conversation.

Thealbum consists of gloriously depicted, desolatecityscapes, but
howevergloomy the music gets, astrongsense of discomfort prevents
thelistenercocooning himselfin self-pitying melancholy. Simple Minds’
struggleis not easilyadmired from adistance, butithastobefelt. That is
thecrucial thing,

IMPLEMINDS’ PRESENT visit to Europe comes courtesy of

Peter Gabriel, who liked them enough to invite them along free

of the mmassive fees usually associated with the supportspotson
prestigious tours. Not only that, he makes sure they get enough time
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foragood soundcheck, too. Thissort of
behaviour ought to be common decency, but
it'srareinthe cut-throatworld of rock'n'roll.

Personally, I never thought I'd begrateful to
Gabriel foranything, but thesound in Brussels
isgreat-you caneven hearthewords.Simple
Mindsopen with “Capital City”,apulsing
suspensestory, then “Thirty Frames A Second”
iseven better, an autobiographical sliceof
Kerr'slifeviewedinflashback: “I lost iy job/
Security/ Self-confidence!/ Bank account/
Identity”. Theeffect isoverwhelmingasthe
%" memory slips back another notch to the point
where protagonist attemptsto break free from
the chains of his past-his family, religion,
childhood. “Go back rofather/ ‘Father where’s
my food?/*Your food ison the table’/'But that
can'tbefood/ltisdirt.”

“ltusedtobealot heavier than that when
Ifirstwroteit,” Kerrtells me now. “It was about
aman,whobecomesa father, buthe nolonger recognises his children,
becausetheydon't takeup hismistakes, so they turnaroundandsay, ‘I'm
sorry, Dad, | don't recognise you any more.’ They reject his food an’
everything. Butitturnsout tobethesongofamanlookingback, trying to
grasp what purpose thereisinexisting, whatisrequired, what you are
meanttodo. Youtoooften get tothestate of lookingback, saying, ‘I should
havedonethisand |should havedonethat...”

Hepausesbeforestartingup againangrily. “Sometimes it pisses me off;
sometimes|wishlwent thefull way with songs. | alwaysfeel that I've left
outthebestand putinjusi the beginning.

“Well, that’s the trappings of being ‘contemporary’, | think. Maybeiif
1get‘contemporary’enoughtogetinasafe position with finance, I'll be
abletogooutofcontrol,to dojustwhat the hell I want.”

Throughoutthisconversation Kerr confuses the word “contemporary”
withcommercial.lask him whatstops him taking thesongs as faras
they’llgo.

“Itfrightens me, because at thelast minute I always think I don’tknow
enough... Each day you get thekickwhen you think youseedifferently
now, and onedayyoustop andthink, ‘Yes, finally, thisistheanswer.’ But
when does it stop beingambiguous? And when doesit really startiogetin
there, tobedirect?

“Mysongsarejustanattempt toeducate myself, toget togripswith
what’sgoingon outside-startreading, start listening. .

Though we'rein Paris, thoughtsreturn to Glasgow. Family tiesappear
tobestrongernorthoftheborder, the processesof channelling that much
hardertobreak awayfrom. Kerrtalks withslightdiscomfort at firstabout
his past, butquicklyopensto thesubject.

“Sometimes|liketotalkaboutit,and other times I don’t. That whole
limmy Boyleside of its gets glorified too much. Onceajournalist asked
me where | came from,and | said Gorbals,and thefirstlinesof his
articlesort ofsaid ‘Gorbal Boy..."and thingslike that. It really came
acrosstheoppositeofwhat | wanted todo. All that Alex Harvey street
fightingmancrap... Thereisbeginning tobe awareness inGlasgow, but
there’sstillignorance.”

Thelife-dullingcycle of school-job-unemployment can’thelp increase
it-especiallyinatownsoculturallyarid as Glasgow.

“Exactly, that'swhat itis. Peopleget caughtup indrink. There's not much
lodo, theirjohsareboring, soat the weekend all they're concerned withis
gettingoutand forgettingit. They meet agirl, wantacar, then they're10o
busyworkingto payforalt these things. Before they knowit, they're
married-and once you'remarried, you'rejust thesameasyour father.

‘Ithinkthere's anawareness there now-alot ofgood new bands
comingup. There always has been-we're by no means unusual. We
weren't gifted with this awareness; alot of people had it at school, but it
justcomestothe point where they think, ‘Ah well, what's the use?’

“Whenyougo home, people come up toyouand say that youcan't be
doingall that good, because you haven'tbeen on Top Of The Popsyet.
Well, 'mstumped by that response!I'm travelling, it'sreally great, I'm
havingagood time. But | find myselfgettingabitsad | 101 ro mention
patronising-Ed|, becausel think other people should get thechance to
seetheworld. | mean, | don't think of myselfas havingmore talent than
anyoneelse. Ifanything, I've had more cheek, or perhapsarrogance, and
that’swhat got me these places.”

SimpleMinds:(l-r)
CharlieBurchill,

Derel i
Kerr,MichaelMacNeil #
andBrianMcGee

A i



Minds are still stuck with their public one. Especially herein Europe,

where “contemporary” pressures dictate that they devote the
remainingthreefifths of their 35-minute set to older, less substantial
numbers. “Premonition”, “Factory” and “Pleasantly Disturbed” are all
sweet enough to consolidate their considerable following on the
Continent, but theylack the power of anything on Empires And Dance.

Sometimes, SM’s willingness to conform tocommercial needs works
against them, but then without an ear for strong, discobeats and
persuasive tunes, Empires And Dancewouldn'thave been halfso potent.

“ltwasgreat thelast time we werein Europe,” recalls Kerr. “Inthe
nightclubs, ‘Premonition’ was played alongside Ohio Players, Donna
Summerand the Talking Heads. It wasreallyappealingfor ustohear
Dislikeditas much as Donna Summer; ‘Premonition’ hasfarmore
directsubstance.

“Thatwas why it wasimportanttohaveareallygood drumandbass
sound, which you couldn’tgetbydoingan album for £2Q0 and releasing
itonyourownsmalllabel. That's takinga ‘contemporary’ route and
hopefully puttingakickinto it. There’san awarenessin the song that
you'll notnormally getat this ‘contemporary’ level.”

GuitaristCharlie Burchillchipsin: “Premonition’ isdance music, but
it'salsodiscomforting-peoplelistentoitand that discomfort spreads.”

Butdoesn't it get to the point where one cushions the discomfort to
satisfycommercial needs?

Kerrreplies: “Well, ifyou want as much control as possible you need
money. Ifyou’vegotit, you're nolonger in the company’s debt. Even ifyou
don'thate them, there's this mental barrier which saysifyou don’t please
themthey’ll treat you tit for tat andsay you'll not get thisor that.Itisa
struggle, because wedowantto remain ‘contemporary’ and usethe
channelsalready provided. And because it’s ‘contemporary’ we do make
concessions. Weareambitious. Our music might appear transparent, but
ifyou’vegotanopenminditsaysalot.”

Truenow, but cynics might say that Simple Minds’ career suffered due
toearly guidance bysimilar principles. Maybe
abitofbackground will expand Kerr’s own
interpretation of their past. Formed around
anucleusof himself, Burchilland drummer
Brian McGee, whoallattendedthesame
Glaswegian Catholicschool, earlyincarnations
of theband used to play the music they enjoyed
listeningto at home: The Doctors Of Mad ness,
Velvet Underground, even Genesis - “Foxtrot
wasthefirstalbum I bought,” admitsKerr.

Later joined by bassist Derek Forbes, who'd
been playingin danceband in Spainandsolo
12-stringin pubsand clubs, and keyboards
player Michael MacNeil, their sole motivation
was funwhen they came torecord the demos
thatled totheirAristacontractandfirstalbum
LifeInA Day."We were a very marketable proposition,” recalls Kerr
candidly. “Therewas noreal venomor fight. Atthe time there was noreal
competitionin Scotland. Life was niceand safe, noreal heart.”

Theyblithely wentin torecord their firstalbum, possessingall theright
noises but no positive direction, content and pleased with themselves
forgettingthis far. The reviews quickly bracketed themwiththe likes of
Ultravox and Magazine, and beingSimple Minds (‘78 version) they were
quitehappyabout that too, flattered even.

Butdisillusionment setinshortlyafteritsrelease.

“Wedidn't see much of ourselvesinit,” remarks Kerr. “It washard to see
whatwent wrong. After afew monthsit wasamatter oftakingthe whole
thingand smashingitup”

Instead of carefullydismantling their careerand reconstructingit, they
persuaded Aristato let them back into thestudio before they'd completed
any newsongs. Itshowsinthesubsequent Real To
Real Cacophony, which wasrecordedso fast they
didn’thavetimetosift out theinfluences properly.
Much of it sounds like straight theft.

“Yes,” laughs Kerr. “Itseemed to me as though there
wasanactdistinguishinggood thievesand bad
thieves—agood bankjoband notsosuccessful. But
itbecamemore us.

“Listening to the firstalbum now,” hecontinues,
“Icanseethatwedidn'treally have theabilityto

]:F “30 FRAMES A Second” exorcised Kerr's private past, Simple

“Numan was
just on his
way up and

we could have
jumped in”

SIMPLE MINDS

pinpoint then what we were gettingout of these bands, tobreakitdown to
theappealingelementsin theirmusic, to which we wouldadd ourown.”

Theirmusicstruck him as soempty, he continues, their lack of
motivationfrightening.

“Wewereinthestudio recording Real To Real, when news of thingslike
Pol Pot were filtering through tousand [ was thinkingat first, what is the
point of sitting here and pretendingthat nothing’s happeningoutside?
And the confusion carried through tothe recordinglevel. Webegan to
grasp whatwasgoingon. Westill admit that we hadn’tkicked out every
singleinfluence, butat least Real To Real proved we were aware of thefact,
thatthebattle was definitely goingon.”

Howdid herespond to all the negativereviews that greeted it, which
suggested that Simple Minds would hop any worthwhile bandwagon
passingby?

“It wasalittle unfair to suggest we were comingbehind these other
[electronic] bands, becauseat the time Numanwas juston hiswayup
andwecould'vejumpedin and said, ‘Yes, thisis us. We could have made
Real To Real alot moredirect. Look, with the electronic thingyoucan
switch thesynthesizer onand getreally appealingtunes, towhich you
could sing typical science-fictionlyricsand thingslike that. The record
companywould haveloveditifwechosesomethingsodirect...”

“Thereviewsseemed to disregard the facthow easy itisto manipulate
the public,” interrupts Burchill. “We could have allworn thesame
futuristicclothes, splashed wiresand capacitors acrqss the album cover
andallthat...”

“But weweretryingtosuggest that we'd sussed somethingout, that
therewassomethinggoingonoutside usgettingadebutalbumintothe
charts at28. The whole thing with ushas been aneducation. Every day we
justopenour eyes and minds, opening up more and more, slowly forming
abackboneofourown,” concludes Kerr.

Simple Minds’ stunningcontrast of naivety and suss works. Stillin awe
of their heroes- “Big” Kid Strange, Lou Reed, Peter Gabriel -they're
inspired by them now, asopposed to beingshackled to them.

InBrussels, part-time SM sax player and full-
time Endgame Paul Wishartand chatty Derek
urgeme tocatch Gabriel's show. I'veseen it
before, I say,and can’tshare theirenthusiasm.
However, temporarily caughtupbyit, I try
again. I find myselfstanding next to Kerr, who
notices my growingdiscomfort.

Gabriel’s well-chosenimages sanitise thedirt
and pain ofhisreal-life subjects, whereas the
youthful probingofhischosen supportshitall
thesensitive spots. Compare his “Biko” to their
moreoblique, brilliant “This FearOf Gods"” and
checkwhichonereachestheheartofthe matter.

It's notall Gabriel's fault. This Belgian
audience, likethe Londononelsawinspring
and the Parisian fans of afew days later, gives
himfartooeasy atime. Their indiscriminate, enthusiasticapplause gets
embarrassing.1 rant mydisapprovalin Kerr'sear. He partly concurs, but
addslater: “When Isee Gabriel now I can’tseeit from the outside. There’s
stillthislittleboyin me thatremainsfrom thetime I saw Genesiswhen |
was 13,and I'mstillinawe ofhim. Hestill has integrity [l agree]. Take, for
instance, somethinglike ThrobbingGristle. They give theimpression that
they'drather take pictures ofaman gettingbeat up in the street than help
him. ‘Biko’ mightdrowninitsartbutitstilldraws attention toits subject.”

Didhewantthesortofuncriticaladulation Gabriel'saudience heaped
ontheir hero?

“That’sdifficult. Attimes on stage you feel like amad dog barking.
Youdon'tknowwhether you're hereto entertain them, to provoke or
make contact with them. There'salot of confusion goingon. Wedo
havearguments withintheband aboutthingslike encores-whether
thisorthatonewould have madeabetter encore.
ButI'mnotinterested inthat-that’s pureshow-
businesstalk.

“I'mean, what'sthe point? You've gotthe audience
rightup therealready, you musthaveimpressed
themenough, and then youcomeback on stage on
yourknees?”

Thesedays, Simple Mindsare confidentenoughto
standontheirown 12 feet. Theirown feats provide all
thesupporttheyneed. ChrisBohn ®

HISTORY OF ROCK 1980 | 139



1980

ALLAN TANNENBAUM / GETTY

340 HISTOFY OF ROCK 1980

0¢TegEF ~DRMBER

reat
of his

JOHN LENNDN

— [~ DEGEMBER 20 —

“The world revalvs, not arossndthecreators of new noises, but the
creasorsofnew vl ses” Frizarich Nietzscae

“Aud so, dear friends, yoi"l just have te carryon” John Lennon

ZATEANDLCVE. ifweare to take anything from
cheragicdea:h of John Lennon-and God knows,
therenseessness of his murder defies meaning -
the it must, paradoxically, be these values we tak=
away from the slaughter on New York’s 72nd Strees
las: week,

H would becamfcrtingte saythat Jolm Lennon died for peace and
lose,buthisdeatlvwasnotthatof the nrartyr, even thoughthiswase
rdle he seemedtorelish at sore points ofhis life. No, hedied withou:
reason atthehancsofamednaninac tyand countrywhere
psychosis, violenoe and assassination are virtually a way oflife.
Amothercelebrityin his posit on woulc have had abodyguard, but tyar
was not John Lennon's way. His trust, his willingness to stand nakec
beforethe workl - saometimesliterally—probably cost him hislife

Butifjohn Lennandid net Cie for peace and love, then those wei
cextzinly thevalu=sforwhich helived,which underpin ned} ' v
ardwhich, by the =ose of his 40 years, 1eseemed to havefina
realised in his personallife. Hedid notdie a vexed and tortur _
genius, as the myth of the modern artistoftenseemstodemand-it i
was amyth to whicaLennenhimselfwas totally opposed; “Wor
the survivors,”hesaid - but as a fulfilled and humble family man
approachingriddie age. =

Manyrocksters mvestrivea to growold gracefully, but John -
Lennon managedi-bettertkanany, ar dinthelastin-depthinterview
hegranted beforetisdeath - to Playbcymagazine-hespokewith
cantemptofthesecfhis peerslike the RollingStones, who werestil
“sarrounded b, agang... That means you'restill 16 in your head.”

Never mind thet his lastrecard, Doublz Fantasy, lacked thecreative »

r
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JohnLennoninthe
SoHo gallery where
heand YokoOno
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urgency and inspiration that characterised his
bestwork - thoughit shareditsscrupulous and
sometimes embarrassing honesty-hislife was
inbettershapethanever,and theimpression
givenbythe man’slast flurry of public
statements and appearances was thatofamind
notout of touch, feeding on former gloriesand
addled bybadliving, butalert, hungry, ready 1o
confrontand embrace the world from which he
had, for several years, consciously retreated in
ordertobewith hissonSeanand develop what
hesawasthe weakersideofhischaracter. He
wascutdowninhisprime.

NTODAY’S GROWING climate of

pessimism, disillusion and a newly

exalted brutalism - be it economic,
physical oremotional and spiritual brutality

itisdifficult tounderstand, or eventorecall

accurately, the optimism of the '60s and its
massed calls for peace and love. Most of it
was, inany case, wilful escapism, or what
now seems an almost painful naivety.

None of that negates thetime’sunderlying
idealism, the beliefinasaner, morejust,
dignified andrewardingorderofthings-and
thestrugglefortherealisation of thesevalues
wassomethingLennonmaintained untilthe
end ofhislife. Over thelast fiveyearshehad
come tosee thestruggleinamore domestic
setting, intheneed tocreate amoreequable
and balancedrelationship between thesexes,
arelationship moresuitableto themodern age.
Onoand Lennon felt they werestill, albeitina
moresubtleandunderstated way, trailblazing
anewsetof values. Lennonbecamea “house-
husband", while Yokoassumed thetraditional
malerole of dealing withand manipulatingthe
world of commerceand money.

Itwasthisveryfusionofthe personaland the
political, thereligiousand theartistic, that gave
Lennon’s work much of its resonance, and that
sethimaside from the many fellowtravellers
whoturned outtobemerelygifted artisansor
self-destructivevisionary obsessives. [t was not
merelythat hissongs provided thesoundtrack
forourlives that made Lennon the “voice ofhis
generation” of current mediacliche, but that they so often seemed to
crystallise the mood of thetimes, and todo so with an honesty thatwas
apparentinthewaythemanlived outhislife.

Thatisonereason whyhisloss hashit theworldso hard. Like most of us
hewasoften selfish and unpleasant, but he was never miserly with himself
orhissoul, atleast notinthelatter part of hislife. Hegave. Heshared. And
now he's gone, wetooseem diminished. The partof us that responded to
theman’sessential goodness, his dignity, hisopennessand hisoptimism
willbethat much moredifficulttolocate without himaround.

Tosayheisdestined tobejudged asone of the great men ofhis age is not
mereemotionalismorfanadulation. Greater tributeshaveand willbe
heapedontheheadsof “greatstatesmen” whoinrealityarebitterand
unrequited humansbelievinginlittle beyond theirown powerlustand
the expediency of single or mass murder. But John Lennon was more
loved thanany politician and was feared only by the hypocritesand the
false demagogues who frequently tried to belittle hislife, his beliefsand
hiswork and towhom he remained utterlyopposed from first untillast.
There was neveranyrealreconciliation betweenhimandthe
establishment, nomatterhow rich orfamous he may have become.

Forthoughitwouldbe unwise tobe toocynicalabout the multitude of
tributes thatarenow beingtossed after him, few of John Lennon’sfans
willnottaste thesmack ofhypocrisyin the media'sgushingreaction to
his passing. Alive, hewasall too often mercilesslyridiculed, sneered at
and, worstofall, smugly patronised. The world liked him most when he
wasbuttoned upinthecomparativesafety of a Beatlesuit, where his
nonconformism, vitrioland disdain for straight society could be
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He was
never miserly
with himself

or his soul

Afewdaysaftertheir
wedding, Johnand
Yokostagetheir first
“bed-inforpeace™at
the Amsterdam Hilton,
March25-31,1969

convenientlyoverlooked or passed off as
acontemporary twiston the hatlowed
traditions of showbusiness. Once theinitial
outrageat thefourrathereffeminate, long-
haired youngmen with raucous music,
provincial accentsandadisrespectfulScouse
withad passed, it was welcometo thefab world
of ourloveable moptops, and no cause for
concern. Atleastuntilacid.

ButJohn Lennonoftenhated his Beatle suit,
though hedoubtless relished the fameand
fortunethatitbrought him. Later he would
say thathe never wanted the group towear suits, tobe groomed: “It
wasall Pauland Brian’s [Epstein’s| idea.” Inanycase, theimage of
The Beatles that was projected was largely phoney. “They never talked
abouttheorgies,” hetold Jann Wenner, editor of Rolling Stonemagazine
in 1970.“The Beatles tours were like Fellini's Satyricon.”

Theconflict between Lennon and society that had been amajor
featureofhislifeup until Beatlemaniawas, however, temporarily
muted, channelledintoobliquelyrical statementsin his songs, or
moreobviously, givenfreereignin thecollections of satirical cartoons,
stories and sick jokes that hereleased as two books, /11 His OQwn Write
andASpaniard In The Works. Elsewhere his acid tongueand irreverent
witstillmadehisleadersand supposed wisers uneasy and occasionally
landed himintrouble, as with hisinfamousclaim that the group were
“bigger than JesusChrist”. Butbasically, he wastamed.

“Allthatbusinesswasfuckingawful,” hesaid later. “It was fuckin’
humiliation. One has tocompletely humiliate oneselfto bewhat The
Beatles wereand that'swhat I resent; [didn'tknow, [ didn't foresee.
Ithappened bit by bit, gradually, until you're doing exactly what you
don'twant todowith thesort of peopleyoucan't stand - thesort of
peopleyou hate when you're 10.”

EFORELENNON HAD donned Beatlegarb, he had been

Lennon theartschool tearaway, Lennon the gangleader,

Lennon therock’n’roll lout, Lennon the man who pissed
on nunsfrom the balcony of his Hamburg digs. He was variously
admired, feared, loved, loathed and tolerated. He never bothered



aboutacceptance beyond his peer group and his standingasa musician.

He met Yoko duringhisacid-gobblingperiod, in 1966, and twoyearslater
thecouple finalty came together. His decision to abandon his marriage to
hisfirst wife Cynthia for Yokoseemed tosignal the resumption of
hostilities withsociety -or rathersociety’s hostilities with Lennon.

Yoko was certainly attacked and lampooned both among Lennon’s
inner circleandamongfans and followersoftheband. She was, after all,
a“foreigner”,anavant-gardeartistofthe sort Britain has always been
unable to accept,and what was more, she wasafiercely independent
woman. Later she would be tarred asthe “woman who brokeup The
Beatles” - this was probably true, but then, so what? Can theinstitution
ofarockgroupreallybesosacrosanct that it becomes moreimportant
than thewelfare ofitsindividuals?

When Lennonbegan to take theoffensive, returning his MBE “in
protestagainst Britain’sinvolvementin the Nigeria Biafra war, against
oursupportof Americain Vietnam, and against ‘Cold Turkey’slipping
downthecharts” and generallyspeakingoutagainst the moral
corruptionand hypocrisy that surrounded him, the full force of British
moral indignation was turned against the pair.

They werebusted for cannabis. (“Isaid to Yoko, ‘Quick, call the police,
someone’stryingtogetin.' ThenIrealised it wasthe police.”) Thefull-
frontal shot of the pairon the coveroftheir Two Virgins cover washeld up
forscornand forcedinto brown paper bags for marketing. As forcrawling
aroundtogetherinbags on stage, staging “events”, spending their
honeymoon in bed tolaunchacampaign for world peace... itwas worse
eventhanTheBeatles’ dalliance with psychedelics and the woolly
eastern mysticismofthe Maharishi Mahesh Yogi (alias “SexySadie”).

Lennonseemed abletosoak up the pressurebeingbroughton him from
insideand outside The Beatles without trouble-he was, though extremely
sensitive, alsoan extremely tough nut. “You have tobe abastard to make
it,” hesaid in 1970. “And The Beatles were the biggest bastards of all.”

Infact, the drugs, the constantinsatiable expectations of the fans, the
need to preserve aunified Beatles front when the quartet were privately
bickering, thedemands of the newlyemerged hippy movement foran
impossible Peace And Love Apocalypse Now - perfecily expressedin the
immature demands of Jim Morrison’s “The End” - the grisly spectacle of
the Vietnam warand the collapse of a projected Peace Festival in Toronto,
thewhole psychic confusionof the timesas ouroptimism foundered on
theinhospitablereefs of reality; these amounted 10 aload that noteven
Johnand Yoko with their newly discovered love shield of invincibility
could carry.

Theresultwasawithdrawal fromdrugsandacoursein DrArthur
Janov's Primal Therapy thatregrounded the duo in the hereand now and
possible. On Plastic Ono Band Lennon owned up; he confrontedand
exorcised his personal past, quitkidding himselfand othersabout the
possibilities of the public present for the “alternative”/ “underground”/
“hippy” movement. Thealbum - possibly the finest, most harrowing,
mostcompulsive work of his career—ended with amantraofdefiance to
theworld: “Don't believe in Krishna, don't believe in Jesus, don't believe in
Beatles, | just believe in me. Yoko and me. That’s reality. Thedream isover.”

[twas notapopular record - most people didn’t want to wake up. Butit
was the watershed of John Lennon’s career, asan artist, justas meeting
Yoko had been the watershed of hislife. In either case, nothing would be
thesameagain.

Thehostility was notill-judged. Lennon had an acute understanding of
British societyand its processes, and in particular theclass system. He'd
seen it from top tobottom. Though not particularly working class himself,
unlike Ringo Starkeyand George Harrison, he had always assumed the
mantleoftheunderdogand the outsider. He came froma broken home,
hehad neverknown his fatherand hadbeen handed byhis mother Juliato
anaunt for his upbringing,andhad lost his motherwhilestill a teenager.
Nowonderthat, even atage 40, he would still say “there’s partof me that
thinksI'maloser”.

Butthere was another, equally strong and perhaps moreindelible
markontheyoungLennon than
familialstatus, the mark of the
artist,and ifhe didn’t match that
othergreat English visionary,
Wwilliam Blake, inseeing visions
ofangelsintreesasachild, then
byhisownadmission, “There
wassomethingwrongwithme,
Ithought, becausel saw things

Elegy for Winston 0

JOHN LENNON

other people didn’tsee. 1 would find myselfseeing hallucinatory images
of myface.” Or: “Itcaused me to always bearebel, buton the other hand
Iwanted tobeloved and accepted.”

Ifthe dislocation of sensibility in the youngJohn Lennon became
oneofthedrivingforcesin hisrebellion and search foridentity, then
childhood itselfalways occupied a special place for him. His work is full
of referencestochildhood, its magicandinnocence. “When [ was
younger, so much younger than today! I never needed anybody’s help in any
way,” hesangin “Help”,andthe sentimentwas to recur in many different
forms. “When [ was a boy, everything was right.” He wrotesongs to hisown
children, even gettingthe 11-year-old Julian to play drumswith himon
aversionof Lee Dorsey’s “Ya Ya", and alwaysseemed to havea natural
correspondence with children —one ofthe most memorable photographs
ofhimwas, for me, withakid on hisknee in the Magical Mystery Tour film.
Twoinnocentsabroad.

Lennon never lost thatinnocence, never lost the vision of the child who
sawright through the Emperor’s new clothes, evenif at times heseemed
tobe theemperor himself, leading his troops into cul-de-sacs, or merely
marchingup the hill and back down again.

Attheheight of hisbed and peace antics he wasdubbed a“fool” and he
seizeduponthetermwithafierce glee. “Everybody had agood year,
everybody put the fool down,” hesangon “Let It Be” withtonguefirmlyin
cheek,and again, more pertinently, on “Instant Karma”: “Howon earth
yougonnaseel Laughingat fools like me?/ Who on earth do you think you
are?/Asuperstar?/Well, right youare.”

His fondness for looking back, forremembering, for re-evaluating the
paston hissongs, hisinterviews, was part ofhisconstantsearch for self-
discovery, self-awareness, self-control. He came tounderstand hisown
complexnature intimately, torecognise the fiercely competitive sides of
hisnature. “Itis the most violent people whogo forloveand peace,” hesaid
inhis Playboyinterview. “Isincerely believein loveand peace.l amaviolent
manwhohaslearned not tobeviolentand whoregretshisviolence.”

Theconflictbetween Lennon thefighterand Lennon the peacemaker
wasalwaysapparent. Even his peacecampaign gave way to a period of
agitprop militancywhen the Lennons appearedin Japaneseriotgear to
promote “Power To The People” and walked the streets of New York with
loudhailerand Red Mole posters on ademonstration in opposition to
British policyin NorthernIreland. Heengagedinalengthydialogue with
TariqAli’s left-wing magazine Black Dwarfaboutthe words to hissong
“Revolution”. “Thelyricsstand today,” hesaid before hisdeath. “Don’t
expectmetobeonthebarricadesunlessitis with flowers.”

People will say his spirit and workslive on, asindeed they do;

somebody will starta “Lennon Lives” campaign, butthe
brutaltruthis that he’s gone. Nothing could have emphasised it more
than the sudden cremation of his body without ceremony or the
grand-slam funeral usually reserved for mortals as popular as he was.

Inthelastinterview he gave before his death-to RKO Radio in New York
City-Lennonconfronted those whowere angry at his having spent the
lastfive yearsin seclusion:

“Whywere people angryat me? For not working? Youknow, if I were
dead theywouldn'tbeangryat me. IfI'd convenientlydied after WallsAnd
Bridgesthey'd be writing this worshipful stuffabout whatagreat guy|
wasandall. Butldidn’tdieanditjustinfuriated people thatl would live
and justdowhatIwanted todo.”

Solet's notallowourgriefto turninto a misplaced despair. That was
notwhat John Lennon’slife was for; just the opposite. Hesaid thatif The
Beatleshadany messageitwastolearntoswim...“Don’texpectJohn
Lennon or YokoOnoor Bob Dylan or JesusChristtocomeand do it for
you. Youhavetodoit yourself.”

Ifyoureallyloved and believed in John Lennon, that’s exactly what
you'll do. He made something good and valuable and enduring from his
life. We should ali tryand do thesame. Goodbye Hello. NelISpem:er °

LENNON

H E’'S GONE NOW, anyway, that John Lennon. Gone, gone, gone.
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Readers’ letters

MM JUL-DEC
RIP John Lennon

Thereis no hope for the world now.
First today’s musicdieswith lan
Curtis, and now the fatherof rock
musicdies....

Andatmyschool theywon’teven
playBeatlesrecords because, well,
tocutalongstoryshort, they
prefer Spandau Ballet. Aren‘t they
trendy? What'sitallmean?Isthis
thebeginningoftheend? Who
would becomearockstaranyway?
Somanyquestions. ltseems tome
thatU2aretheonlyanswer.
THEOPTIMIST, E Yorks

[ personallywasprettycutupon
hearingofjohn Lennon'sdeath.
ItooshedtearsforJohnandhis
family, as | suppose did many. But
hisdeathdid project further his
ideas, and hopefullyimpressed
themindeliblyin people’s minds.
Itseemsa horriblybluntand
somehowridiculous way of
getting the pointacross.

ANNY, South Shields

Ifyoudareprintanarticle by
Burchillor Parsonssayingthey
don’tgiveashitabout John
Lennon,andthatin theirday
peoplelike himweremade to
have their haircutorsentto
Northampton, [ willkill you.
Thatisall.
Love, ASENSIBLE PERSON

JohnLennon wrote songs often
aboutluv'n’ peace, butI'd still
liketorip theheartout of the
bastard thatkilledhim. Howcan
itbethatsuchaguywith such
visionandwith somuch truth to
givecanjustbeblownawaylike
that? How canladvertise my
sorrow? Howcan yousleep?
ANANGRY PERSON.

There'smoneytobe made out
ofhisdeath. Don’t makeityou
oryours.

JIMBO, Devon

(Allfrom NME,Dec 20)

Get happy!

With happysing-

along pop music

seemingly “played
out”,itisnowonderrecord
salesrecentlyhavehitaslump.
Indeed the modern music world
isinasad depression, with the
latestso-called “No 1" songs
mostlyno more thanmiserable-
soundingdirges.

Killingand rapewas the
theme of Kenny Rogers’ “Coward
OfTheCounty”.

M*A*S*Hcameupwiththe
commendablelyric “Suicidels
Painless”,and now Don McLean
(andeveryoneelse)is“Crying”.
Even the usually lively Eurovision
SongContestwastopped by the
distinctlyplaintive “What's
AnotherYear”. Whoknows—
perhapsthenextcrazewillbe
the “Black Ram Band™

Iwish theentire musicscene
wouldstop takingitselfso
serioustyandchangeitstuneto
cheerful music. Recordlisteners,
I'msure, would buy that.
WJTHOMAS, Cathcart, Glasgow
(MM Aug9)

World politics newsflash

Instead of spending millionson
atomic weapons, increase our

| dolemoneyand we'll fight them

withourbare hands.
DAVE UNKNOWN, Poole, Dorset
(NMESep 6)

IfRonald Reagan becomes
American President, thenwho's
goingtobearound to handout
the Oscars?
SHTEINBECK,North Allerton,
Yorkshire (NME July19)

In defence of Floyd

Havingread Allan

Jones' review of

Pink Floyd’sgig
(MM, August9), I must writein
defence of Floyd.

Floyd produced anexpressive
andtechnicallyaccurate
reproduction of The Wall.
Admittedly themusicis
introspectiveand sobering.
However, Floyd have never
claimedthatitisanythingelse.
Those who expected ajolly show
full of laughsandfunshould have
gonetosee Monty Python & The
HolyGrailor DesO'Connor.

Theonlyfaultwiththeeventlay
notwiththebandbutwith the
Earls Court management.

larrivedat7.15, butthanksto
theappallingwayinwhich people
were herded through ahopelessly
inadequate turnstile system,
did not reach myseatuntil8.15
- 15minutesafter theband had
started. Many people were
delayed even further. Having paid
somethingintheregion of £30for
theprivilegeofbeingthereatall,
thisseemedridiculous.

Thisaside, Floyd gave asuperb
performance,andiflhad
attended every performanceof
TheWallin the UKIshouldstill
wanttogoagain.
ALISONDEMPSTER, Redland,
Bristol (MM Aug 23)

Al:in all, just another brick..
AllanJones wasalwaysthe
most nervouscritic. Success
broughthimanxiety, wealth
worried him.
Writtenasanexpression of
doubt, “Troubled Waters” became
oneofthe mosttediousreports of
alltime. Two hoursin preparation,
mostnotable perhapswasthe
sheer persistence with which
AllanJones-increasingly using
the MMasavehicleforhisown
morbid preoccupations-slugged
home his pessimisticvisions.
Draggedoutoverahalfa page,
Jones' operaof miseryand
coruscatingself-doubtwasfinally
more tiresome than moving.
Soporific wasn’tthe word - Jones
would'veput Lemmytosleep.
Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, tear
downthewall,Allan.
MIKE SPARKES, Stoke Mandeville,
Aylesbury, Bucks (MM Aug23)

630, G60.. gone?

Everybodyis

writingabout the

state of the British
musicscene. Lowsalesare
preventingrecord companies
fromsigningnewbands,and
hometapingisthe cheap answer
tothesales problem.

To prevent this, record
companiesshould lookinto
waysofreducingprices. Singles
astheyusedtobe(in7in,aplain
white cover, and blackvinyl)
would be cheaperthanthe
12in, multicoloured versions
inglossypicturesleeves.

Thesesillygimmicksare
puttingbuyersoff. People buy
music, not pretty colours.
ADRIANCHANDLER, Swindon,
Wilts (MM, Sep 6)
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HONTH BY MONTH

e TRV Emmyloy Ruts D C./Emp/New York's new wave

Coming next...
in 198!

OTHAT WAS 1980. Respect!
Certainly, that’s notit from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NME and Melody Makerenjoyed unrivalled access
1o the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythmsofadiversifyingscene; asthe timeschanged, sodid
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories
thathave come toassume mythicaistatus.

That’svery much the territoryof this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rock will be bringing you verbatim reports from the
pivotal events in pop culture, oneyear amonth, one yearatatime. Next
up, 1981...

KRAFTWERK

“1SEE US as the musical Bauhaus,” says Ralf Hiitter, cornered on tourin
Europe. “In their time they could work in theatre, architecture,
photography and short films, but they did not really have the
technologyto apply their ideas to music; we now have it.”

TOM WAITS

THE BALLADEER WRYLY arrives in London, to discourse on fish,
Bruce Springsteenand his current work. “I'm thinkingof puttingoutan

album called ‘My Favourites’,” he says. “I'm just gonna take 12 songs by
otherartists, with a picture of me on the cover listening tothem.’

DEAD KENNEDYS

THE CALIFORNIAN PUNK phenomenon hit the UK and discover new
stage-invasion protocols. “In the States there's a lot more of what is
called slam, danceand crash from stage invaders,” says frontman Jello
Biafra. “They get up onstage and quickly dive off, rather thanjust sitting
therelike a bunch of bozos.

PLUS...
MARVIN GAYE!
BOB DYLAN!
THE CURE!
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Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1980.
“Don’twalk awayinsilence...”

PINKFLOYD BUILT AWALLAROUND THEWORLD

THE SPECIALS AND MADNESS
TOOK 2-TONE GLOBAL

MUSICLOSTIAN CURTIS
AND JOHNLENNON

...and TOM PETTY, IRON MAIDEN,
CAPTAIN BEEFHEART, PAUL WELLER and many more shared
everything with NME and MELODY MAKER
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