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THE BIRTHDAY PARTY
Zig Zag Club, London

STRIP away the decelt, forget
about the 'Stones’ at Wembley,
consign ‘Combat Hock' to the
dumper, forget about rock'n’roll
In short 'rock’, its bioated

25 year history and all those

who sall In her — is declared
totaly irrelevant

Take the Birthday Party.
What a mess, such excess;
better put them down they'll
make your hands dirty.

I'm not saying the Birthday
Parly complately subvert rock
tradtions; for at their heart is a
minimalist dynaméc, tamiliar to
pun< rock when it had edge,
and the scuzziest late Sixties
New York rock. Ye! the Birthday
Party don't steal, they simply
streich and savage reference
poirts and rememberad
morents, until their ‘rock’ is
mutant, until their appetite is
devoured.

Driven by mayhem and
primitivism, Binthday Party
music, takes the listener deeper
and deeper into a world where
the very surface of ‘rock’ music
is cul &nd bruised. Guitars
moan and screech, vocals
scrafch, and catch a pained
venom. If the gultar is the
scapel, then the drum is some
kind of vicious hammer,
unsgubtie, unloving, but
offactive.

Surrounding this cut and fury,
is abass that throbs and moves
with & wicked sexuality, and a
jeather troused bass player who
bumps and grinds with comic
gay-bar overkill

if the Birthday Party strive to
pull rock 'n’ roll aparn at the
seams, and It needs to be done,
thea the result is not always
very comfortable. Expect 1o be
disturbed!

For this writor great mueic
neads a sense of soul, kght and
optimism that the Birthday Party
are simply unable to offer.
Birthday Party’s music is rooted
in the dark scabrous underside
of uban rock, an ugly neurotic
world for sure — but one which
great music ¢an manage to
expose and \glm. The rant and
glory of the Birthday Party,
walows in this darkness, fails to
#uminate, and ultimately
acoapts defeat,

The Birthday Party shook me
up, furned me over — but ths(
didn't win my heart. Rock'n'roll
is sat up for the kill, but when it
dies | want a celebration not a
funeral.

Eirthday Party? That's an
ronic name, eh? Are you
beginning to understand what |
mean?

Jim Reid

BAUHAUS
Lyceum, London

THOSE WHO decry Bauhaus
ought to ask themseives what
drew others in droves 1o see
them at the Lyceum on Sunday.
Let this be a hint ..

The set opened with 'Bela
Lugosi's Dead’ which had Peter

Muiphy drawing his coat up into -

simulated bat-wings and flitting
Intimidatingly across the stage,
his face spot-it from below,
entrely erased of those famous,
gaunt features.

The sound lived up to the
visuals, everybody doing their
bit with sensitivity or venom as

PAUL SIMONON: who said

to the throat stuff.

You either love it or hate it;
indifference just isn't in it. You
can view Bauhaus as a crass,
archaic-glam spectacie of as

m%:nod. But the goes
) jel Ash for his be;wm:hmg
quesi-classical guitar playing.
“‘Spirit bmkegrea of lhye
fettars which vinyl had tried to
put on It, raging and soaring.
‘Stigmata Martyr' was
as a

paasionplay.wig:Pstern

Christ in a mimed crucifixion,
then as a radiant red skeleton,
ending with the agonised
Latnate blessing.
The encore was Bowie's
‘Ziggy’ and, ironically, received
4 ion of

g to both caress and
hammer the senses, some of
which you may not even be
aware of possessing,

Regan

PHYLLIS HYMAN
Duke Ellington Sacred
Music Concert, St
Paul's Cathedral

‘l‘rl:as PERH?:S not evs: d:lr_y
c L“Z“?"i#‘t“‘} ,;;‘d’

the most rap
the evening, serving as an
Intuitive bond betwesn Bauhaus
and their audience, both locked
in a common admiration.
Genuine tear to the eye, lump

sing for us. And It's not eve:

Quasimodo?
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Prag(er‘.

pianations? Well, | don't
il we've got time. This
was a concert of “sacred"
music written by the late jazz
great Duke Ellinglon, staged in
Iribute to him as part of the City
of London Festival which is
currently on in town. Ellington’s
musical passion came to be
matched, in the 1960s, by his
roligicus fervour, which spurred
him to write a great deal of

§

year that she sings The I's

overpowsering, and the vozal
attemnpts of black i
McHenry Boatright (this is not a
[oke) were ... um . ., fb-

the %:-l building, with ber
version of Tell Me The Truth'
hinting at a silky classiness of
vocal which | hope we'll hear
confirmed in a more reguar
setting before too long. This
was not the place to mention it,
but the iady’s got the sex 'n'
soul to make it. Do | get &
thunderbolt from the skies for

saying it?
Paul Sexton
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