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According to the trade
magazine Music Week 3000- {ggg’mﬂ : Thisis England
have been released
;':?.':'Sﬂf;.., which averages ﬂteirﬁrsiraoordm'IOOyoarsand
about ' week. This they manage to miss the realriots
wtho Chm rushstarts  onceagain. Stilldeterminedto
and there are 118 pleces of slay the totems, bare the social
plastic vying for your attention. ills, attend the wake of our
To cover them all would be a crumbling banana republic, |
waste of mytimeandyour Sﬂumon;ef's rantbearsiﬁ:l‘tt;w_
money so here sllnloctioo;:l signs aggenrocke“wrwo.
n _
from an Industry in overl adramva’bﬁmdngandcra vomovara
~ mess of syn-drums flutter, football
SINGLE OF THE WEEK (1) * chantsandugly guitargrunge.
GRACEJONES:SIaveTOThE . povemime vecaton e
mnc;;m nd Bond, | had h |
o er  THELONG RYDERS: Looking For
mm a:"? but s:;’;'zmm - LewisAnd Clarke (/s/and)
downng'nqo line she made a pact The self pitying carpers who think
and Trevor Hom is the man to the music press should be their
make her keep the promise. stepping stone to national
Crafted like a grand finale, a success seize on bands like this
turousstog a ' (former NME cover group) as part
i=8 bl kbl of abig Yankee hype keeping

‘Slave To The Rhythm’ is an
undeniable jewel in little Ms
Maneater’s crown. It's a definite
monster; a huge stalking beat
accompanies the many-hued,
multi-splendoured beast. It's
- -simply lovely; there’s snatches’ of
Gil Evans’ orchestral suites,
glimpsesof Eastern wonder.
modalchange midway intoa

them off the front page. Whata
daft boundary to draw. Surely
there are only two types of music
(good and bad), regardless of
time, place or origin. The Long
‘Ryders impressed me with about
half the songs on theirlast LP,
there was a craft and love there

. [l newvitality and vigour, but this

startime showstopping ovatlon : r N
Graceuncurls, cobra-like—she | dﬁ‘i’_’;’&? ﬁés éﬂgﬁm% aod
goes strutting and there'stiny creaks like any ill-defined garage
explosions, she restsbylimpid - bar band; ‘Southside Of A Story’
pools and a balmy chomsrisos ishoyhoywo re The Monkees or
-shedancesin an Arabesque Clash City Rockers self-
sunsetanda gltssando Stnng |ogy nonsense for beat
sectionis at hand. Hom's I cowboys; ‘Child Bride’ has tame
dlZZYlng Concﬁlts he S bmght a“ waed crosses the border for
the threads togetherinto a real | some Hispanic adultery, itsounds
rich tapestry. Breathtaking. " { jie bad Nick Lowe; and ‘If| Was A
Bramble And You Were A Rose'
Slm of THE m (2’ sees Sid Griffin take his Gram
. Parsons fixation to ridiculous
THE .IESUS AND MAI’IY CI;AIN extremoo
Just Like I-loney (Blam '
Negro). THE GQMHUNAHDS (JIMMY

SOMERVILLE-RICHARD

tha Gl T
Thisis alovesong witha % COLES):YouAre My World

difference —asulphurous Fronoh
kiss, Spector's symphonic 7 (London) -
dreams dragged screaming mtoa ContmuingwhorothaBronskis |
miasmaof feedback and searing’ L% left off with a few musical, <
cackles.'Honey’ isan hdomntablo “adjustments=\Viennese tea party
sound, aoompanion pioce tothe

classic ‘NeverUnderstand’ from Quaan s ‘Seven Seas Of Rhye’,

the best DOPW&HSOfW day. and operatlc vocal cadence. Like
Good pop music has always-- the words and thévoice, all thesay,
captured the zeitgeistasamatter  eglementsare overloadeéd,

of course; sait'snoaccident that overwroughtand em barrassing in

along with the compulsiVemelody - their attempt to attain qualities of
and sweetness, The JAMC

plunder shocking atrophy, fear, ovﬁr-roacﬂon was a Bronski

waste and impotence. No onoggfgj,; ma}nstay andit's hard notto

else woulddare, o™ - c:ip@a atthe mega melodrama of
TR i -:*'"! will fol!owyou to the end.of .

S}utor THE wm gf

SKIPWORTH & TURNER: g
Pursuﬂ(m&B s

Funkcanshll
freedom

the usual hystona and
stndoncy I'll pass.

% Kicking (Virgin)

musical
layered and absorbec Preposterous o,
rage, sparks an pomposity fre agroupthat
implicitlyHow Ihe seems to )_x 5lost all sense of
thef ’ andthohoadspms thejggG0tsitheir ajims and their
S&T's pursunofthelrgoal- - "" ions rosllrtlo
stringent synth hom lines, greatses ‘_‘"'f‘:,f;;bn. ~e of a song hefe, it's just
bassnotesontheplan uggling- '- ‘ane orolsemUS h:ng Jim
the rhythm with a siz nghl h “Kerr sounds like fhie’s been sick,
voices warm and flighty the o trying to clafber over the efflught
iowdown and demonstrétive. The of megatfinemult-track me
actual songisn't G gite ypto churpédodiby the band and
“Thinking / but Clgarr ,;‘r tain-lovine '- ction
it's afine ple "f;; e closing how! 5 G4 ldbea

ﬁ-‘: s of stadium yupples, and

understanding of sound and
J vith a record this bag, this

dynamloa

are they transplanted theoldinto

‘an especially intorostmg oovor

%, string section, the pianoline from

reacl;landon’iotional pungency.

brainless, the cries may turn out to
be for their own funeral.

LOU REED: Septamher Song
(A&M)

Reed has ironed outthe creases
in his myth, unlike many of his
peers. The subject matter of this
Kurt Weill song (from the
forthcoming LP LostinThe
Stars’) is perfectly in keeping with
growing old gracefully. There'sa
swagger in his voice but the
pledgeis played straight.Ina
week with all mannerof effects”

‘and contrivances, the powerand

simplicity of the neat ensemble is
awelcome blast of fresh air. The

\ /. ‘only thing'spoiling itis Lou's
onerous guitar work which acts as

alink between rolling country gait

and fully ipened horn chorus.

On the flip, two giants of deep
soul, Johnny Adams and Aaron
Neville, sing ‘O Heavenly
Salvation' anditis indeed a divine
match. |

SHRIEKBACK: Fish Below The
Ice (Arista)

A poxon all this jitterydada
theoretical funk. Shriekback have
two poses—epilepticson a
problematic dance flooror
laboratory boffins examining life
inatesttube. This has a bit of both

.—the state of the world, the

individual's ultimate =~ -
powerlessness, amild retortto
Band Aid may or may notbe some
of the themes between the tribal
mantras, the thunderclaps and
the tremors. “Shake it up/break it
down.” Shriekback are an
exercise in studied seriousness
butthey hope to be recognised as
wacky chaps —and, as Marvin
said, as long as you're dancing
there’s always a chance. In their
caseit's morelikelytobe a
chance they'll fall flat on their

rump. They do it for me everytime.

MADONNA: Gambler (Geffen) ..
From the Vision Quest
soundtrack that brought you the

ersatz soul cream of ‘Crazy For
You', ‘Gambler’ is uptempo FM

~ butch broad pose unredeemed by

the superior dance track of ‘Iinto
The Groove' or the flighty cheek of
‘Material Girl'. There's not ovon

shotto raoommond it.

SADE: The S\ueatest Taboo
(Epic)

‘Diamond Life’ was a serious case
of too much blancmange poured
down the listener’s lughole. This
pulls heraway fromthatLP’'s
studied torch song affactations
with a few bright twists of rimshot
and chunka-chunka guitar. She's

% still well over rated —a one-
‘§ dimensional singer unable to zap
‘or sting butthe movement here

produces an airy confection
preferabletothe usual llfaless
sheen., NN

THETEAM WeAraThoTeam
(EMI),
. THE FATBACK BAND WIckl

“Wacky (/mportanf) .. 2\ b \
GANUTE: No Looking Back (EM))

~ TROUBLE FUNK: Still Smokin®
(4th&8madway) | B

> ﬁﬁWnym — — @

)

' rawck-out bombast. Catch the

ANDRE CYMONE: Dance Electric
(CBS)

JESSE JOHNSON REVUE: | Want
My Girl (A&M)

The Team continue with anthems
for weekend funkateers — mob-
handed and well greased, the

girls bill and coo while the boys
holler and insinuate. There's too

~muchclutter in their cranking, |

whizzing and japing. The
Fatbacks' mid-'70s slice of -
restrained muscle funk (which
comprised half of the last Team
record) showsthevalueof
absence. The Canute record
suffers from a bad dose of
computed lifelessness,

‘illustrating exactly why there is

muchlooking back.

From the movie soundtrack
Good To Go, Trouble Funk deliver
a whomping clout of studio sweat
and finesse but sadly they're
grounded on the self-referential
rock that sunk the good ship RAP.
Mounting to an orgy of slam
rhythms, ‘Smokin” ends witha
heave-ho grunt - either someone
had a premature ejaculation or
overdosed on one too many
stylisms.

Andre and Jesse are Prince
offsprings; yea, he sent his
children into the world and lo his
gifts were many. To Andre he

gave squiggly synth lines,
runaway sperm shooting guitars

and the voice thatlaunched a
thousand lingerie parties. | can
justsee them shimmying lamé
hula hoops over leather-covered
contourstothison Soul Train.|
can see Jeffrey Daniels pouncing
in front of the camera giving a high
kick and a wink like the major
embarrassment to humankind
thatheis. It's one of those
come-on-and-join-the-party-baby
records. The party may be over,
out of time, but there's enough life
pumped in to keep the eyelids
from falling shut.
Jesse'sgotthepianoandthe -

‘heartbreak, he sobs for his lost

spouse like a man whose just had
a silken ruffle on his collar ripped
in abarfight. His mentorwould
never have letthe tune pass by so
slowly-whoro the high dives, the
orgasmic fury, the spiritual
screech easing out of carefully

- nurtured sensual awakening? -
| Wellyoudidn’t oxpoct the Purple

nymph was going to give allhis
gifts away, did you?

FERGAL SHARKEY: A Good

Heart (Is Hard To Find) (Virgin)

I've been listening to ‘Positive
Touch'’ and ‘Sin Of Pride’ a lot—
remember the wit, the maelstrom,
the magic? Sharkey sure helped
me forget thatina hurry. First
fruits of his partnership with David
‘Al Stewart shows his vocal pearls
cast to swine—blundering MTV

strange, sparse ‘Anger s Holy

flip for areminder of Sharkey's .
- specialtalent and wonder just

what he’s doing with tho rost of his'
oaraer 4

TALKING HEADS: Hoad To
Nowhere (EM/) ,

Byme's attempt to retum to thes
pastures of their debut album—

‘§ Junior Walker’s last LP has a
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lookstothe futureandits
promises —is suitably filled with
lethargy and spiritual hunger.
He's caught something in this
quirky snapshot - ofi-beat
militarism, wheezing accordian,

disconnected gospel harmonies —
‘buthe'stoojaded and I'm too

incredulous to let him hammer it
all into place.

BRILLIANT: It's AMan’s Man’s

 Man's World ( WEA)

An elaborate joke, | suspect.
Youth's revamped outfit render
the JB song with female vocaland
a relaxed reggae lilt ratherthan
the Godfather's smouldering
intensity. The Residentsdo a
much better, funnier version.

ADX: Falling In Love Again

(Sire)

Theideas even Peter Bumns
rejects ADX gobble eagerly -
rabble-rousing rubbish version of
an old camp horror.

CLANNAD: Closer To The Heart

(RCA)
Sometime purveyors of haunting
choral Celtic magic clockin with a

hopelessly preppy piece of
Barbara Dickson style whingeing.

THE TAXI GANG \HITH BERNARD
FOWLER: Down On The Comer

(Island)

The guts torn out of the John
Fogerty classic and replaced with
Bacardiand tropical niceties. An

outrage.

THE 0'JAYS: Just Another
Lonely Night (Phlladelphla

Interational)

Mr Levert still has afoarsomo
earthy growl, but slotted in

between their '70s golden work

this was revealed as a drippy

candlelit ballad fortwoina

velveteen-wall restaurant of your -

choice.

SHANNON: Urgent (Club)
Gorgeous lady withthe great

Foreigner song of palpitating
desire and desperation, buther
reading fails to light up the old

‘circuit board like | expected.
muoh better version.

MICHAEL MAODOHALB Don't
Look Back (Elekira)

“I'm fading out of time .. . ." the
voice slays me—it's gasping,
chased by heartbreak, blemished
tones bearing the scars. Always a
treat to hear him, but he deserves
better tunes than this FM freeway
romp ordinaire.

TINATURNER: Una OiTha lelno
(Capitol)

. Grace Jones for headbangors

'BRASS cousmucnon

Conquest (EM)) | r

Randy Muller and co. return mth a
sliver of breathy, sappy hi-techr
designer-era disco peacock”

| prowl But thistime the furry dice/

“don't swing, the pinkgindon't
fizzle; the chest wigand creepy _

thelmmmon man in anylown USA OOI'I'IB-OI'I]USI don’t work.

T\\
need. Sid Jenkins will love {te

Conquest ? Nottonight, me old

IJAUID I.INDLEY Pmly GIrI
- RulesThe World (WEA)

" Terrifying record, as it shows

even an old hippy washoutlike
Lindley can makean’85 radio
fodder hit with ease. Threeof

-.—-.-.f--

—pop's faye things—gorgeous glrls,. N
globetrotting angagw,,g____ SEIRRSON

wpJa-ga— combined with abumpy

Qach buggy beatand a few
inflections are all you

suﬁm\{

City Rhythm

(Polydon) “,.
Acruise thro:?g:h*f)eb:\égﬁhgdha

andvidooof similar nﬂal{.
time. \_

\\g MALIIIqHTLIFE Prea a :
m!is 5" |
Still

Jlk a groﬁp
never encolintéred life a

Iwod outsi *a§oho night club..

TRAMAINE: Fall Down (Spirit Of

Love) (A&M)

A natural glow surrounds this
snug heartbeat throb and aching
vocal exhortation. Magnetically

irresistible, especially when
played off against the serious

big-bam-booming on 12-inch.

RICKY SKAGGS: Four Tunes

(Eplc)

One more chance to catch the
true mastery of ole Rick— ‘Waiting
For The Sun To Shine' and
'Highway 40 Blues’ has his vocal

“at cool yearning best, gems of

heartbreak and loss; while ‘Uncle

Pen' and ‘Honey Open That Door
are wild hypergrass wing-dings.
Couldn'thave chosen them better

myself.

MICRODISNEY: Birthday Girl

(Rough Trade)

The classiestlittle indie on offer
this week, two loversgivena
thumbnail sketch, traced fromthe
cradle to the grave. A determined
attempt to bring some breadth . *
and focus to the merry falloutof

pop life, a good tune too.

THE FEVER TREE: The Pixi Shop

(Plan B)

Clambering up that hillgormlessly
- straddling mad axes and
slipping on a hellish splatter goth
‘dance track along the way. It's
slung together like a Big Flame
tune —every which way is obtuse,
there’'sanewangleanda
different ploy after every line so
you end with a spaghetti junction
of ideas and no lasting effect.

PLAGUE OF FOOLS: Heart Of
Hearts (Partizan)

A communal hoo-hah about the
highly dubious notion of inner

strength to be found in the abiding
sheep mentality. Punk metal

- stampede and sloganeering that
would be more athomeona
football terrace.

CLICK CLACK: Sweet Stuft
(Rough Trade) |

Some brittle-boned leching trom
the thin end of Sheffield's
nocturnal funk scene. Singer

3 sounds like he'lldo himself a

serious injury long before his wish
to sound like Captain Boofhoan
comaes true.

THE HIT PARADE: You Didn’t
Love Me (JSH Records)

Theillness of Albion—inane
cheerfulness—isn’tconfinedto
the big league as this mess of
derivative chiming guitars and
Cheshire-cat grinning proves.

THE EDGE: Round Round Round
(Volume)

From County Durham, gentle
strumming leads into a fully

' fledged Olympian crescendo, the

usual psaudo-sensrtiva HM
ballad --

" THE KEEP: NotSowundertul

" (One By One)

From Belfast, latter- -day Depeche
angstlaboured overa solt-
explanatory song title..

~ WOLFGANG PHESS Sweataox b
~ (4AD)

An mtarchangoablo bunch of
Xmal Deutschlanders and
Cocteau-type people gettogether
to produce the wearisome dirge

~ thatis customary. from this label.

~“““"Dance musicif youareinleg

tirons, therapeutic if you're shrink-

VERNON Hmmoon,nnly A
Conservative Dream (Red Flag)

Forty-year-old Vernon's

ntribution to scoundrel

> ;‘}'\t(l'nnogjscampalgntrail Apiece

of Lowgy landmawk released and
financedBythe Labour, Rarty, it's
aiped more alWarking M

i ;.:.x-fq__tha QXouth clubs, though | won

laas a\@nll ro_adlly accept



