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Welcome to America. A shit place with some great music. No-
one commented on the opening line of issue &. I guess you
agreed, or no-one reads this shit.

Welcome to the fanzine that named itself after a Nudhoney
album tvo years after it happened vhen everyone else caught on
four years later.

There's no quotes pulled out of perspective in this issue -
I forgot to do them, and besides, it's only a little one. Plus I
haven't read it yet.

I'm sorry if you vanted addresses or phone numbers. If you
need them you can alvays ask me and I'11 see vhat I can do.

The address:
Neil Boyd
PO Box 2714
London
NW6 2HS
England

There are still some back issues available; Those not listed
have completely sold out.

Big Muff & 60p + A4 SAE

Action Swingers, Blake Babies, Dharma Bums, Our American
Cousins, Sunshot, Wedding Present, Young Fresh Fellows and
ZuZu's Petals

Big Muff 3} 50p + A4 SAE
AC Temple, Hole, Primitives, Veen, Whipped Cream

Big Muff 2 £1.00 + A4 SAE
The best of 1990, including an exclusive Faith Healers flexi

Finally, before I dive in, I'm going to do
A MASSIVE THANK YOU LIST.

These are the people you've got to blame for the
encouragement to keep me going on this long. This was going to
be the last issue, but I've already got ideas for the next one

so I guess it'l]l happen.

Firstly to Gary at Wiiija for being enthusiastic gnd .
impulsive at the first mention of the idea of attaching a bit of
floppy plastic to the back of Big Muff, and for his tise and
effort in seeing it through. Also of course to Ned and his
Swingers, and The Loveblobs for alloving me to dangle a
picrophone uader their moses. There will be a Loveblobs
interyiev in issue 6. Thanks too to all the crev at the Sausage
Machine at the White Horse for lettiog me in vith Sean's DAT
pachine, and just geserally for rumning such a great venue, And
to Sean of Wat Tyler and Vinyl Solution and Rugger Bugger and
vhatever else for the loan of the DAT machine and stuff.

Next has to be Charlie and new recruit Joolz at Real Time
Promotions for the biggest and best pile of the best records.
Hov come you get all the good groups?

Vhile ve're on the subject of PR companies, thanks to
faren, Chris and Brian at Wayward, Anton, Gini, Paddy, and
Esther at Bad Moon, Rik and everyone at TLF, Sally and Caffy at

Hall or Nothing, Adrian and Tony at PROD, Jayne at ElCESspr
and Caron at Rock Hard. by,

And on a sinilar vein, more thank you's to the followip
people at record companies.

Paul and Richard at Too Pure, Roger at Eve, Matt ang Clarg
at Sarah, Miles at Food, Colleen and Tony at 4AD, Jim at 0rg
Abbo, Linda and Jacqui at Big Cat, Alan at Imaginary, Seana;d
Rob at Vinyl Solution, Johnny at One Little Indian, Jin at fyg
Minute, Rupert and Chris at Chocolate Narcotic, and Gary 5

Viiija,

And to the all-important promoters at the essential Londgq
venues.

Neil at Butterfly Evolution at the Bull & Gate, Chris and
Allie at the Pop Club at the Bull & Gate, Simon at Creatien 20y
at the Bull & Gate, everyone at the Sausage Machine at the Whits
Horse, Roger at the Falcon, Jo at the Dome, Rupert and Chris s
Chocolate Productions at the Union Tavern, Dave for the memory
of Deptford Fountain, and no-one at anything to do with Mean
Fiddler,

Thank you too to the journo types for emcouragement.

Colin and Richard at Waaaaaah!, Mick Mercer at the Bull &
Gate (joke), Tina Submerge, Karen Ablaze, Mark at Food Lust And
Guitars (and other exploits), Trish Jaega for battling for and
against Siren, Joel Amaretto at !Hype, Andy Peart, Angela Lewis,
Ian Vatson, Simon Villiams and Steve Lamacq.

Then there's the bands who play a small part in this fiasco.

Th' Faith Healers, Heavenly, Polly Popinjay, Alex Tayloer for
naking my first ever interview so easy and living up to
expectations, Petra and Graham Charlotte, Bleach, The Fat
Tulips, The Bedflowers, Stereolab, and Huggy Nation.

Niscellaneous businesses with the right spirit.

Juma for being the best and cheapest printers, Nick at
Rhythn Records in Cambridge for selling for quality above
profit, Chamnel 5 for doing the BMI tape so well, and Drayton
Press for screening the pictures in BM4 and §.

Finally I vant to say hello to the people who I can't go
anyvhere vithout bumping into.

Stuart, Mickey, Sunny and Sam, Rupert, Chris, Somia, Steve,
onica and Ania, Puppet and Jane, Gary, Tina, Mark hair-fetish,
Bast London Mark, Stella, Rozzie, Fuzz, Tim and La, Miles,
James, Mick, Startin Andle, Dave, Jin, Colin, and Kevyn who oaly
bought this to see if his name's in it.

And leading neatly onto the next page, thanks to the
folloving people who were so nice in America. .

Paul, Richard and Jenny at Too Pure, Christina at CMJ, List
aod Vicky at AutoTonic, Jiw of Velocity Girl, Matthew T Kaplan
and Our Averican Cousins, Joe! at SpinArt, and Jake at Elektrd

No list is ever complete,

back page question:

Should I stay or should I go now?
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America

God, 1 need a holiday. This is after the College Music

ournal Music Marathon. I thought it vas going to be onme. Yah!
It vas really. 1 shared 2 plane out to New Tork vith Th' Faith
Bealers (and Neds and Eugenius and probably more), and Virgin
Atlantic's free drinks policy vas very nearly the downfall of
Ben Healer, but once he'd managed to retrieve all the luggage
be'd left behind ve vere ready to go out and drink some more.
Jetlag? Extra drinking time more like!

It vas an early morning because Th' Faith Healers had o 8
bour journey to Villiamsburg, Virginia (which confused one poor
soul who vent looking for them in Villiamsburg, Brooklys), I
bung around Nev York and just happened to be with Paul Cox (of
Too Pure) vhen he popped in to visit Jake at Elektra Records
(Th' Faith Realers' label in the States). Jake probably didn't
knov who T vas g0 gave me a pile of records just in case I was
Someone important. I hope be doesn't think they're vasted.

Bleach's 'Tilling Time' is kind of vhat 1 expected. It
starts off badly but there are still some good songs in there

Lucinda Villiams is great, not-quite-country background
pusic. Lunal's "Lunapark’ isn't far off the same thing, but more
along the lines of REM and someone I can't quite put my finger
on - American Music Club? Buffalo Tom? No

I can't believe I even listened to the Happy Mondays 'Yes
Please' €D, although it wade Inspiral Carpets 'Revenge Of The
Goldfish' sound good. If you ever thought *The Manchester sceme®
vas crap you vere probably thinking of Bez end co, but in fac
the Tnspirals have twisted their vay sbove that to blend int:
non-generic pop. I expect you've heard the singles and though
"that's good" until you realised who it vas

If you like The Sugarcubes and you like remixes then you'll
like 'It's-It'. A contract filler that sheds nev light on old
material.

Another early morning to go to Vashington to catch up vith
Th' Faith Healers. The first band I see in America is Jane Pov.
Al the vay from Southampton. They weren't too hot, but the PA
vas a heap of shit. The 15 Minute Club is a bar in the office
district of Vashington. Moonshake weren't too happy about the PA
either and Margaret stormed off yelling something about a broken
guitar string and the monitors sounding like a Hoover. The rest
of the band carried on with the bass version of 'City Poison' as
the drums bounced around like they vere made of rubber. You know
the vay the bands alvays imagine everything is much worse than
it is? This is still ome of their best mew songs, and I wasn't
too distracted. Margaret comes back with a brave smile and a
Spinal Tap joke and jumps into 'Beautiful Pigeon' like there's
no tomorrow, vhich there may not be because we've got to get
back to NV by 3pm and it took 6 hours to get here. Maybe we'll
stay. But there's Th' Faith Healers to vatch yet, and they blast
through their usual set to the astoundment of the eager crowd.
By this time the expensive, veak beer is taking effect. Don't
forget they don't finish at 11 0'clock here. It's probably
nidnight nov, and The Dentists are playing out as ve leave.
Another English band that the Americans are lapping up. A common
trend as I later discover.

Jin, the drummer with Velocity Girl, very kindly offers me a
place on his sofa for the night, but first there's pizza to be
had. Ve go to some kind of beat cafe where various Vashington
bands seea to hang out. I enlighten one of Natiom Of Ulysses
about Huggy Bear and he leaves happily indifferent.

After & diner breakfast it's back to NYC. I register for the
CMJ Music Marathon and pick up a big brown bag with loads of
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goodies in it. Loads of magazines, most of which I flipped
through at the airport on the way home and then left behind, and
a load of CDs and tapes from major labels, which I kept. A huge
thanks to Christina at CMJ for letting me have all this stuff
(vhen all T vanted vas the pass). Anything I can do for you. ..

'Burning Leaves - The Third Fall Of DGC' is a compilation of
some of the well-known and lesser known DGC bands. Sonic Youth
and The Sundays share a CD with Cell and The Candy Skins (surely
not the C86 band?). Warrior Soul sound pretty cool. DGC's most
famous sons are also on here.

Varner Brothers' offering demonstrates that major labels are
kind of okay over here. The cover blurb tells you not to dismiss
it as "major label detritus", which I probably would if it was
from most majors in England. 'Trademark Of Quality' shows the
good taste that Warmers have in signing bands, hence negating
the need for the warning. It's got 18 exclusive tracks from
bands like Mudhoney, Babes In Toyland, Poster Children, The
Muffs sounding like The Fastbacks, Flaming Lips rattling through
a great fuzzy noise, Gallon Drunk, REM, Sister Double Happiness,
Medicine, and some that I skipped.

'No Safe Haven' is a CD compilation from Radioactive which
kicks off with the Breeders/Pixie-ish sounds of Lulabox and then
goes into some Brit stuff - A House, Fatima Mansions ranting on
about the state of England, and Cooler Than Jesus, And The
Ramones are on it.

'Music That's Larger Than Life' is CD compilation from
Chameleon Records (something to do with Warners). This stuff is
more familiar, starting with Bleach and Whipped Cream, but there
is also some other stuff like Sonia Dada who sound incredibly
like Yello going into Aerosmith, and Ethyl Meatplow who sound
very much like Young Gods or Ministry meets Moonshake. Lucinda
Villiams, Smashing Orange and Bel Canto are here too.

'Just Listen' is another CD compilation, this time from
PolyGram. It starts with a dub mix kinda thing about Bush's
"evolution of opinion", vhich is quite funny. The rest is
varying degress of crap rave/rap/Thousand Yard Stare.

Moonshake

CMJ have their own compilation in there too and it's a
double CD. Volume 44 of 'Certain Damage' has a total of 36
tracks by 33 bands (for some reason there's four by Boo Radleys.

soneone likes them). Th' Faith Healers get a song on
ihggisznd the sleeve notes compare thgm favouraply to Son1g
Youth. 1 guess this is the idiot's guide to radio progranaing,
There's & lot more rap on here, Spice 1 has a very violent
reality rap, folloved by the nelodic sounds 9f Groove Garéen.
Race Against The Machine continue the theme in 4 qetal vein, If
this is American "alternative” I can see vhy Americans like
British stuff. Luckily ve don't get most of this - it vould
certainly dilute the feeling that anything American is good.
Working on the conspiracy theory, it's quite wOrryifg t@at major
labels are buying this rap/metal trash into college radio. OFf
course I'm not really vorried because it's America and they can
do vhat the fuck they like. Besides, 1'm sure the{e are enough
DJs vho don't fall for the major label crap, possibly most of
them. Come to think of it, maybe that's why the independant 7
inch has lived on so strongly in America - it's the real
alternative to the major labels.

Continuing with 'Certain Damage', there's plenty of Soul II
Soul / De La Soul, smooth-type stuff around like Digable Planets
for example.

Disc 2 starts vith Screaming Trees sounding like The Cult.
Arson Garden are a bit out of place with their soaring pop rush
of female vocal over twingling guitars. Ghost Of An American
Airman slaughter 'Teenage Kicks', proving that anyome can cover
that song and make it sound okay.

"The Grape Prophet' CD by LS Underground seems to jump
betveen everything from metal to funk to pop. It seems to be a
concept album, the concept being some orange pickers going nmorth
to pick grapes instead, and the orchard owner goes to find out
vhat the allure is and to bring them back.

The Todd Levin 'Ride The Planet' sampler cassette seems to
be some attempt at introducing avante-garde to the maimstream,
like Diamanda Galas or Miranda Sex Garden.

And as wvell as those records there were a few magazines.
Here are the ones I kept.

Rockpool mainly seems to be a comprehensive chart listing
magazine, probably for the industry, with club and radio play
and sales broken down into small pieces. They've got an
encouraging slant tovards indie, with 7 inch reviews and a cover
feature of Th' Faith Healers.

I think Alternative Press is kinda the standard simply
because of the unambiguous title, but I prefered B-Side which
has more and better interviev. And Cake is a new, newspaper-
style, magazine that is pretty good too. All of these are §) and
are available on import somevhere - Rough Trade probably.

Next is a day of sight-seeing. New York, or at least
Manhattan, is actually quite pleasant for the most part. Nobody
appears to be in a hurry or stressed out as you would imagine,
it's clean, friendly and fairly cheap for some things. The
buildings are huge and rather huabling, the roads are vide, but
there's parks, and everything isn't covered in pigeon shit. They
have this habit of not quite doing things completely though.
Like they'll restore an area, but miss a bit. That vorks on all
scales: they restored Manhattan vay back, but missed Harlem;

Chinatovn has some lovely granite buildings, but turn the corner
and there's a derelict one.

After a little sawple of New York jt's time to get back to
the music. The Knitting Factory ig 4 brightly 1it and slightly
larger, upstairs version of the White Horse, and it's the 100
Pure night. It's incredibly hot because the Brit-hungry fans
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can't get enough. First band on is Oren Bloedow, a CMJ Faced Hermans with 2 strong anti-sexist slant, So is 'Gender Is
reconmended band. They vere some kind of shit freeform jazz ks Gender Does', but ['m sure ['ve nigsed the point. Write to
apparently that's vhat this place is known for. Next up vas them at PO Box 20871, Tompking Square Station, NYNY 10009
Noonshake snd they've got & nev sampler vhich immediately vent
out of control to cause more frustration. As the local disk There vas 4 trip to Doston the next day to see the three Too
doctor came on and fixed it, Nargaret apologised for not being Pure bands plus Velocity Girl, but [ slept theough sy 2larn
at their best. Of course they vere brilliant and everyone loved Rock'n'roll's not for mel Instead I did 2 bit more sightseeing
them, you just have to imagine hov vonderful they could have Don't you think it's funny that the Statue Of L‘nnr'v.a:: ! ;'
been. Us in Bngland can see them anytime, but for the people from France and yet the French have to 9ay their 86 like v
here it may have been a once in a lifetime opportunity, and it everyone else?! Coming back into Nev York from R1lis Island
vasn't & let-down. Noonshake are masters of sarcasm, and the looking at that famous Manhattan skyline, I'm thinking "is th
guote of the tour has to be "does anyone have a guitar I can beautiful?® No, I don't think it is

orrov?"

Our American Cousins

7

\
A

I had to wiss Th' Faith Healers, but I flev the flag down to
Street Level to see Our American Cousins. This vas a near-empty
bar just dovn the street where people kept peering in from
bebind the stage to see what wes going on. OAC bave got & nev
singer who's not as good as John at some of the old songs but
the ones he wrote are &s good as the ones John wrote and sang.
The technicezl problems involved Monica's dinky top unzipping,
but I's too mon-sexist to mention that.

Back to The Knitting Factory vhere Stereolab are playing to
a2 slightly thinned out crowd. Maybe it vas the beat, or maybe
there vas something else on, or maybe everyone really came to
see Moonshake. Anyvey, it was too hot for we so I busg arousd
for God Is My Co-Pilot. They are & kind of shambly fewinist
punky band that wake Huggy Bear look like chesp imitators. They
vere great fun too, but less emphatic about that thas Huggy tesd
to be. It's very late and wy eyes are barely opes.

I bought a couple of God Is My Co-Pilot singles though. They
had three singles and a CD with about 50 tracks on it. | went
for the two coloured singles. 'On A Wing & A Prayer' is the
older of the tvo and sounds a bit little Chumbavawbs or Dog

\

God Is My ( o-Pilot

B
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. Next day is L big Anphetgline Reptile night at The Ritz. A
big place the size of T+C with a PA that's a 2 up 2 down version
of the B+G speakers on total overdrive, It seems to be a trend
here to overpover a small set of speakers rather than getfing an
adequate PA. So I vatch Hammerhead wondering vhere the rest of
the speakers are, drinking my $4 small bottle of Bud vhich is so
cold I've got icicles on the roof of my mouth, So as expected
the support band killed most Brit headline bands with their
grunge noise. The legendary Australian metallers Cosmic Psychos
then came along to shov the way it's alvays been dome. Everyone
seens to have a "fuck parental advice" sticker either on their
person or stuck to their home someplace. Good one SST! The
grotesque Dvarves-copiers Cows are not particularly good but are
quite emtertaining, and they seem to be popular for it. I could
bave stayed for Melvins, Surgery and Helmet, but I'm told Best
Kissers In The World are worth seeing. It's 10.30, but in NY
it's not late yet. The subway is still safe.

Down at Tilt I can't quite place BXKITN - somewhere between
XTV pop and indie guitar/metal. I go upstairs vhere Shudder To
Think are playing, and come back down again. A man valks around
vith 2 dustpan and brush sweeping imaginary litter off the floor
of the half-converted varehouse. There's a bit of a freshers
ball atmosphere among the convergent college music types. Nome
of the clubs I've been to seem to have anything like thick doors
between the band and the street. I guess there's no such thing
as noise polution in America.

After a while Daisy Chainsav come on upstairs and Flop come
on downstairs. While most people go and watch the amarchic punk
of DC, 2 select fev revelled in the Beatlesy tumes of Flop. The
singer/guitarist has an apt Fastbacks T-shirt. The second
guitarist has a Pop Defect T-shirt vhich I happened to notice in
Times Square this afternoon - it's a distortion of Word Perfect,
the word processor, and the name of a band. I did take pictures
but I lost my camera on the way home from this gig. About
halfvay through the set they seem to be doing The Einks' 'Is She
Really Going Out With Him' a little too often so I go upstairs.
Head-gear is big here, but Katie Chainsav's head is covered in
lipstick where her hair used to be. The whole house rocks vhen
they do 'Love Your Money’ vhich is quite good considering most
of then are vearing CMJ passes. As people vander dovnstairs at
the end I hear talk of it being the best shov ever. 1'm starting
to drop off again vhen Holy Rollers from Vashington take up
position dovastzirs. I'm not really paying sttention, but they
pay vell have been the best band tonight. If Seattle is the
birthplace of everything grunge then Wash DC is the home of all
good indie guitar pop. This is vhat?, the 8th band,_and I'n
going bome before the mext tvo. The bands are more 1gtense1y
packed bere than Cult In The Park. The last band oo 1sn't’the
gain bznd. If there's a band that people vill stay for, like
Helmet back at The Ritz, they go on last, othervise the last
band is like 2 T0TP playout. Yavn,

Wost of the clubs are in East Village, vhich is to Manhattan
vhat Canden is to North London, so it's essy to club bop vithout
losing much time, vhich is vhat I did the pext night.

First up 1 vent to see Arson Garden st The Lion's Den.
Onfortunately I vas stranded on the other side of the Halloveen
parade, vhich is vhere lots of Americans get very excited for &
couple of hours, rather 1ike the Wev York City marathon & few
days later, vhere 26,000 people from all over the vorld run for
26 and a bit miles vhile lots of Americans stand on the

sidelines and get very excited for 2 or 3 hours, Love ‘em or
hate 'em, you've got to hate them really. Mainstream America.

Vhen T get to the place 1 find it is shared with rughy
club - yes they have that here too. Luckily Arson Garden come on
and save the day vith their 1ight jumpy angry jangly pop girlie
songs. The bassist's strap is too short so0 immediate negative
points, but the singer's got a nice velvet dress on which looks
like it needs a vash. I vonder vho's idea the band is? The
singer looks like she vants to be Madonna and the band look like
they vant to be Dire Straits. This is a lazy vay to vatch bands
- sat down vith your drinks brought to you by a leggy blonde,
and the stage on a TV in the corner, not that I ever sit dovn at
gigs. There are lots of quiet muso-type things going on vith the
guitars belov the singer's pirouetting voice.

So then it's off to the Continental Divide to see
Monsterland. A fight seems to be breaking out at the front but
it could just be the kids letting the Halloween spirit go to
their heads, sending AGR men's beer flying as they dance
recklessly to the lively guitar pop pover vith big time
potential. The single is out now on Serial Killer Records at PO
Box 2347, Birmingham, England, B23 6QS, or vrite to them at 30
Laurel Drive, Brookfield CT 06804, USA. They'll be over here
clammering for your attention at the feet of Family Cat this
year, possibly.

I leave that place as some ex-New York Dolls bands turans up,
and go to CBGB's to see Velocity Girl. CBGB's is not as I
expected it to be. I thought it would be like the Marquee,
instead it's like a smaller version of The Manchester
International before they pulled it down (just before!) and it
vasn't designed to be full. Velocity Girl make a brilliaat noise
that beat MBV on tunes by a mile although not on volume. They
left me wvordless, but believe me you will love them if they ever
come over here. They've just signed to Sub Pop so I guess a
single vill be forthcoming. You will buy it.

After that cosmic experience, the word on the street was
that The Shams who vere playing next door at CB's Gallery were

Velocity Gir]
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vorth seeing. CB's Gallery was vorth seeing. The walls were
covered in framed ome-off artistic posters advertising various
vell-known bands, with ludicrous prices stuck to them. They vere
good, but who's going to pay $30 for a poster of Green Magnet
School? The Shams are acoustic cowgirl harmonies that sent me
beading back into CBGB's where Magnapop were supposed to be on,
but Verve seemed to be there instead. I don't imagine they were
that much different to Arson Garden. Time to go.

Natthev vho manages Monsterland and Our American Cousins
also vrites a fanzine called Share The Modern World With Me. It
is mostly reviews vhich vorship anything jangly and Heavenly-
like, and there are interviews with Senseless Things, TFC,
Courtney Pine, Fat Tulips and Strawberry Story. There's also a
flexi by Tropical Fish Invasion which is pretty good as flexis
go. $2.50 plus postage from Matthew T Kaplan, 70 Surrey Lane,
Tenafly, NJ 07670, USA.

Matthev also manages All About Chad, an all-nonsense, silly
pop band, along the lines of Young Fresh Fellows, although the
first song is described as "a novelty song commonly used to
start the listemer off on the wrong track", but the Fellows are
less novelty on record. Vrite to the address above with a few
quid and ask for a demo and an explanation.

A friend of Matthew's is Joel, who I already knov from the
'One Last Kiss' compilation which I bought when Small Factory
supported Heavenly over here earlier this year. This CD is the
first of an intended long stream of indie pop, and featured such
amazing, but possibly unknown, bands like Whorl, Swirl,
Svirlies, Suddenly Tammy!, Magnetic Fields and Velocity Girl.
This is one of many essential US compilation CDs, the others
being 'Throv' and 'Kill Rock Stars'. You can probably buy all of
these in Rough Trade, or send £20 or so to Joel Morowitz at
SpinArt Records, 1001 Sth Avenue, 14th Floor, New York, NY
10028, USA. He's also got money burning a hole in his pocket to
release 7 inch singles, so send demos and you may get a US
release. ‘

Not only did Joel put me up for the night, but he also
pitched a load of cool tapes at me as I left.

A tape of the last Svirlies single which bas three tracks
sounding somevhere near 1988 MBV, ie spacey boy/girl vocals
floating over fuzzy phasey guitars.

The Fresh Kills demo is fairly uninspiring but well-built 3}
minute pop songs. They slov the pace dovn for a couple of songs
and the girl takes over some pelancholic singing. I can just see
the couples swaying across their candle-1it table in a downtown
bar. Aaaahhhh.

the Deardarkbead 'Spiral Down And Vibrate' demo is very
nicely presented in an attempt to gloss over the contents.
lnagine & guitar version of The Human League.

Hassan Chop! is a pretty misleading name if the songs on
their 'And Crumbly For All' demo are anything to go by. They've
got three guitars vhich seem to be somevhere betveen country,
rock and shhh! jazz. Kinda like Lone Justice melloved down to
meet The Hayvains

'Joy!" is Summer Sampler from Studio Red in Philly PA. First
up is & couple of tracks from Chupa who have the guitar of
Smashing Pumpkins and the voice of Bikini Kill, maybe. And then
it's into singer/songvriter Mary Lorson trying to keep a guitar
vanker at bay. I lost track after that, Flying Nuns are also on
here, and I've also got a vhole tape of their do-do-do-do-do pop
SONgS.

Finally there's a C60 of Noise Museum playing at being the
vorst Sarah reject ever and then putting the tape recorder in
the next room.

I also gained an East River Pipe 7 inch from somewhere
called 'My Life Is Vrong' on Hell Gate Records. A shining
example of someone recording a record in their apartment and
pressing it up themselves. They say Pavement started this way.
The production is good, the songs are good, and basically it's
alright. Send for a copy from PO Box 6053, Astoria, NV 11106,
USA.

And of course I couldn't leave the country without buying a
few 7 inches.

The Pooh Sticks attracted me with their picture disc of
'Tonight' on Sympathy For The Record Industry. The A-side is
slov drun-machine smoocher, and the two tracks on the B-side are
the more familiar yelled everyday sex type of song. I think Ehis
is quite old.

Also on Sympathy vas a typical pop-guitar-girl single by
Vhite Flag on lovely pink/purple vinyl called 'Don’t Give It
Avay'. Just think of The Love Dolls who I advised you of in
issue 3, or Calamity Jane. On the B-side is the Blondie/Shangri-
Las song 'Out In The Streets', roughened up more tham either of
those two disaster versions could manage. White Flag share
singer Kim and bassist Romnie with...

The Muffs shouldn't really be amy secret because 'I Need
You', a turquoise 7 inch, is on Sub Pop. Coarse guitars and
hoarse vocals that could easily have influenced the supremely
godlike Courtney Love. Needless to say then that I love this to
death. Why couldn't The Emotionals have done the bard stuff
instead of the vimpy cop-out they went for, and they were almost
close.

There vere tons of obscure singles by totally unheard of
bands which maybe I should have grabbed a fistfull of, but at §3
or $4 a piece I didn't. I did get a rather dull record by Pinky
on Harriet Records though, and a peculiar concoction by The
Popsicle Melts which defies description. The latter proving that
bedroom pop is still living on in some way-out places and it
doesn't have to be the dreary drudgery that passes for teenage
angst over here. Send for a catalog from Eerie Materials, PO Box
14592, Richmond, VA 23221, USA.

And so that vas it. Four hectic days of the CMJ Music
Marathon and an unrepresentative shot of America. I don't know
hov the bands manage to emerge from this strange new world.
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Headcleaner

To get avay from the bustle of everyday life, vhere do you
go to record your album in tramquil surroundings? North Vales
maybe? Deepest Somerset? I hear Florida's nice in August.

"We stayed vith some friends of mine down in south London,"
Martin dead-pans. Well it cracked me up. Y'see there's a bit of
a thing going in North London, has been for some time mov. From
the tiny enclave of the Camden Falcon and its surrounding alleys
have burst a glut of intertwined bands. Silverfish,
Rockingbirds, Hair & Skin Trading Co., Th' Faith Healers, Sun
Carriage, to name but a handful.

Martin, who would probably still be roadieing for Silverfish
had he not become Headcleamer's simger/guitarist, explains the
magnetism of the unassuming vatering-hole.

*It's a good place to meet musicians. It's a total scene in
there, just because there's a lot of musicians there, not
because of the clique or scene. The same as the Vhite Horse and
then further down the lime the Bull & Gate, they're all venues
that are big enough and small enough for anybody who's starting
out. It's really important to play in a place where there's
actually going to be people there."

It vorked for Erick, vho vent from classical to techno in
France to a job at the Falcon vhilst auditioning as a drummer.
The third Head is Guinness-drinker Pid on bass. Although they
have moved up from playing the Falcon, it is still their

spiritual home.
So perhaps it's not s0 funny after all that they chose south

London as their ideal getavay. tThe other side of the river might
as vell be the other side of the pond. I hate to bring the
subject up, but isn't this scene of, dare I say..l!ke-sgnnd1ng
bands, similar to the seattle story ve're so familiar vith? Do
the bands all copy each other?

"ye share ideas,” smirks Erick,

there's nobody copying each other." : .
"It's so vide from Rockingbirds to Silverfish, it's this

vide," Martin demonstrates, knocking # candle onto the savdust,
"] suppose they get lumped together but individually they're
all totally different. You can't say The Melvins sound like
Nirvana," suggests Pid debatably. If you like both bands they
are clearly distinct, but if you can't tell Bullet Lavolta from
puffalo Tom it's easy to just label them all 'American guitar

bands'.

"and help each other, but

PR s

fve Records is Canden's ovn miniature Sub Pop, vith
Headcleaner mimicking Afghan Whigs' rise to the top as God
Machine left because they signed to a major label and Milk split
up because they didn't. : L

"Every veek there's a nev American band over, Pid
continues. "Quite often these bands aren:t particularly big in
America, but they've been going for a while, s0 thgy'll come
over and they'll be good because they've been playing for a fev
years."

"I think ve're in there,” nods Martin.
compete.”

"For me the vhole thing isn't a competition,” Pid
remonstrates as Martin slaps himself on the wrists. "I'm ot in
it to score points, I just vant to play gigs and make records.”

Would you like to go to America?

"Does a bear shit in the woods?" Martin states
unequivocally. I think ve cleared that ome up.

Vhat the Americans haven't got is Bingo, Headcleamer's one-
man circus. You may have seen him on stage with Silverfish: he
vas'thg bouncer dressed up like a spaghetti Western bandit
assisting tge divers off the stage. His latest trick imvolves
strapping sheets of metal to his chest, arms and legs, and
attacking theg vith vild abandon with an electric circular
sander, creating a spectacular riot of sparks. Doa't try this at
gzl§ ktd:! Anagt;gli, this chaotic display of exhuberance is in

rfect time vith the music.
gu';The guy jﬁ;t ﬁ:llovs every drum beat, every little tvek of
itar," says Erick. "He knovs all our songs by heart. I've got
a video someone did and it's really dark and Bingo had this
:::s;;§1§:;iy t;°“dl$h vig, and far avay the only thing you can
g the rhytha is that vig."
P'dAFd 1: to the music. Which side of the metal femce is it!
1 '!IS dt ¢ only one vho fondles a liking of heavy metal.
ool 1okue t'hke sltuff like Saxon and Judas Priest, I like
i rong, Notorhead, Slayer, Metal as opposed to rock:
B sure people vhp listen to us very carefully can seé
vhe:: :e come from music-vise," Brick aduits, "so they can pic
up that wetal feeling in our music because Pid likes it, but !
SOIﬁ?ne calls us a metal band I'1] just send them home.
Headcleaner is fusion of Gun Club, Cramps, Motorhesd, ed
Zeppelin, Ninistry and Big Black," he decides, but then tbro¥s
in a little anarchy, "and Nancy Sinatra,® .

"] think we can
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Heavenly

Rob gives me a scrap of paper. It has 'steatorrhoea' written
on it.

*Cathy couldn't come because she's studying for her medical
finals, but she thought this wvas a good vord to use in an
interview. It's a condition vhereby your poo is full of lard."

Rob is the nonchalent bassist with cool indie icons,
Heavenly. Cathy is the latest addition to the Heavenly family,
adding backing vocals and some plink plink, naff keyboards.

"I beg your pardon!" Pete is the smartly dressed member of
the band. "People didn't say that to Mozart did they! I suppose
if naff means not atmospheric crap then yes. They're not there
to 'fill out the sound', vhich is vhat the general purpose of
keyboards in rock seems to be." Pete is a fan of The Beatles and
60's Doo-Wop groups, and he's got a very nice, red semi-acoustic
Gretsche. Amelia is the singer and she's got a matching guitar.

"Pete's got a Telecaster upstairs which I write songs on,
but I can't stand up vith it!"

Amelia is only lickle, and she's ill. In the background,
Loyd Grossman dips his fingers in some gourmet food, and Amelia
can't bear to vatch. Pete wanted the cricket anyway.

"I think Mr Javed put on a bit too much hairspray today."
Avelia's brother, Mathew, is also studying for exams, in
Edinburgh. He's the drummer and has just got a girlfriend, so is

rather reluctant to come down for things like rehearsals. The
rest of them are keeping their fingers crossed he'll turn up for
the tour. Pete and Amelia have been a item for some time, and
Cathy joined Heavenly vhen she started seeing Rob. Perhaps
Nathev's girlfriend would like to join in the fun.

"We could do vith another guitarist so I can stalk around
the stage like a real rock chick," says Amelia, letting slip her
secret fantasy.

They gained an extra member for the nev mini-album too. 'C
is the Heavenly option' on side two of 'Le Jardin De Heavenly'
features the deeply baritoned voice of Calvin, singer with Beat
Happening and guru of Olympia, Wash.'s K Records. It's an indie
duet to match any you've heard up to nov where the two of them
try to solve each other's boyfriend/girlfriend vorries problen-
page style. The Pet Shop Boys have got nothing on this.

"It had to be a girl-boy duet and none of the boys ve know
sound like proper boys," Amelia says, justifying the contrast
betwveen her soft, fluffy voice and Calvin's booming vocal tones.

"Your boyfriend's got no fashion sense', he bleats.

'Should I tell him to go to Next?', she responds,

*It's like a questionarre in 'Just Seventeen'," says Rob,
shoving 2 suspicious knovledge of teenage girl's magazines. "You
can choose A, B or C, and C is the one ve go for."

*It is true that rock lyrics are one of the lowest and most
dispicable art-forms there has ever been in the history of
vestern civilisation,” Pete decides. "And while ours aren't
great literature, they're nothing to be embarrased about."

On their recent US holiday, Heavenly managed to sneak in &
fev dates, including one at Maxvell's, Nev Jersey, vhere they
got fed a huge American diner meal.

"It's not surprising there are so many lethargic rock bands
in America," Rob postulates. "I felt like an entire lethargic
rock band myself. I felt like the vhole of Tad after that meal.*

"Indie fans in England are all very lickle," continues
Anelia. "They're thin basically, vhereas they're all the same
height in America but they're somevhat large."

Although this is a more adventurous album than 'Heavenly vs
Satan', the first album, it took less time to record, but they
"spent a lot more time talking about it," according to Rob,
"which is the Heavenly disease,"

The talking even extended to corny marketing ploys.

"Cathy vas on the verge of getting us a major seed deal,”
Rob elaborates. "We were going to give out free packets of seeds
vith the LP and she'd managed to contact Mr Fothergill who was
on the point of giving us lots of seeds."

So vhilst you may not be able to plant your own 'Le Jardin
De Heavenly' in your vindow box, you can at least add a smashing
taste of paradise to your aural life.

The Scum Pups

"I bet you're going to say ve're the most cynical band on
the planet," Midge shrugs. Well I vould have a point. Here we
have a band vho openly confess to being a metal band and yet
denounce all the symbols of that stylistic catacomb.

The album, 'Babykill', which skimmed the lower reaches of
the indie chart in March, ended vith a doomed death metal dirge,
'Satan Wears Blue Stratos'. It was a joke, but favoured in some
quarters over the poppy overtones which lightened the preceding
tracks.

"It vas a rip out of kids who vear cut-off denim jackets
vith all the patches. They're totally into the music but they
piss the point half the time.

"Every nov and then ve'll stick in a monster cliche, but
change it slightly, and people take it seriously. Some gigs we
play I vant to kill half the audience for being so stupid.®

Is it strange then that they should choose to make friends
by attacking 'Drive Blind' with a ferocity that leaves Ride
shuffling back to the common-room? The audience laughs with them
at this sassy outcast, but it's just another twist in the Scum
Pups tale. Or maybe they're laughing at the glitter shirts which
hint at the glam seventies look of New York Dolls or T Rex. Not
that anyone at this table has heard T Rex: the closest reference
point they could bang on to is Urge Overkill.

'Drive Blind' hides behind three home-grown songs on the
'Shudder' EP which represents a maturity from being in a band
for something to do into three people with nothing else to do.

"I didn't go to college because I had to promote that LP,*
says Midge, solemnly. "And vhen ve did those gigs I was thinking
'vhat am I doing? I've got to take this more seriously,' so I
started thinking a lot more about the songs, and the BP is the
result of that,"

'Shudder' vill be the best single released between Reading
and Christmas. Make it a part of your life.

Side one is a monstrous love-lorn fight to the death betweea
'Brood' and the title track, and following the Ride demolition
on side two is 'Spit Out The Pips'.

"That's about people who are really chumay with you and
think they knov you because of your music but they don't know
you at all, I bave a certain group of friends, wvho I call my
friends and there's & lot of people that I kmow, I just know
then."

Scum Pups are great people to know, either by being chummy
vith Nidge and his eternal storytelling, or by flipping out to
the overvhealuing pover of the music,

Vhichever vay you look at it, Scum Pups have put their
grubby mark on the map,

Big Muff 5 - 9



Ed Kuepper

Do you get milk vith this?, I ask as I 1ift the 1id op ny
Rombouts coffee.

"You didn't," Ed grins vith a wry smile.

As I return vith two little pots of cream he is battling to
defeat the wrapper of the complimentary coffee biscuit, vhich he
eventually leaves opened and uneaten.

I am in this luxuriant Baysvater oasis to find out vhat
makes Ed Kuepper keep ticking through the gradual change from
'punk before punk happened' up to the current atmospheric theme.

As vell as bearing a physical resemblance to Mark F Smith,
Ed shares his off-hand humour, flat singing style, and
longevity. But vhereas Smith has stayed roughly in the same
ballpark, Kuepper has shifted his arena from ray energy to
finely sculptured imagery.

1992 sav the release of four (count ‘en!) albums from Ed -
two solo and tvo as The Aints. The two distinct paths allov him
the opportunity to explore different avenues. The Aints more
closely follows the previous guitar led route, vhereas the solo
albuns make greater use of ambience, with the help of a little
brass. Neither emphasis is afraid to let the songs build up to
ten minutes if that's what's required.

"It's also a good reason for putting out more than one or
tvo records a year," he adds, as if the primary objective was
quantity. But there's not a single unnecessary moment in those
tvo and a half hours plus.

—
L

A lot of writing that I do I think could vork really vell
in soundtracks and I'm finding, especially in the last year or
s0, there's been quite a lot of stuff that's been used in
different sort of films. A lot of surfing movies which is not
something you're going to get tons of over here."

0f course 'A Good Soundtrack' vasn't intended that way.

"That's more a comment on ome's life soundtrack. I sort of
vrote it for my son. It's not a cautionary tale or anything,
it's meant to be encouraging. I guess it's just a very paternal,
loving song.

"The Aints stuff is pretty full-on. It's hard to stop the
stuff. With an Aints recording session, once ve start playing
it's hard to keep it in check, it sort of develops a momentum of
it's own."

The records also have a life of their own after you've
played them. Come back a couple of days later and nev detail
seems to have been added. The more you listen the more you hear,
Listen once and you hear a good album, listen a few times and
you've got a deep layered intense set of songs,

Contradictory to the way a lot of bands operate, the
mainstay band member throughout the recent lives has been the
drummer .

"When The Yard Goes On Forever split up 1n 1?59 ; recorded
~ lbun vith the drummer from The Yard, name ig

1} SogE, et eriod of my career. |
Mark Davson. That really started a nev p I Bd e 1
sort of count that as record one rea}IY- The » :nof t? Si
they're there but I'n not caught up in that perio : e, I'vg
made six records in this decade. While undoub;ed}y there's some
continuity, these last six records are very d15t1"35¥; ey
different, possibly more cohesive than Qhe ones ve di i:r fer

Ed spent the latter half of the 70s in The Saints, the fIFSt
half of the 80s in The Laughing Clowns, ayd the sgcond ha?f in
The Yard Goes On Forever. The Saints carried on vithout him, but
he reclained some of the material and some of the name when he

ints.
forﬁiiv2P1$Zl ;;noyed at the vay The Saipts have bgen Prfsented
in the last fifteen odd years," he explains. "I think it's a
really good name, and sure it's open to interpretation. It has
an element of humour about it. It wasn't bogn out of y1tterness
or anything like that, but it is making a bit of a point but not
anything that I'm grandstanding about because I don't feel
precious enough about it to do it." _

Ed vas fairly dismissive about the name Aints, half-'
heartedly trying to fob me off with some excuse about being at
the front of the record racks. I had loads of questions stashed
avay about punk and The Saints' role in it which I left unasked.
Ed vould have been quite happy to be drawn on that subject, but
he's avareof the dangers of living off the past, and he doesn't
need it. He's not clinging to the past, as would be implied if I
dvelt on the subject nov. Here's his potted history of how The
Saints evolved into The Aints though.

"When The Saints started, when ve were still called Kid
Gallahad & The Eternals, we vere a three piece band with vecal,
piano and electric guitar. Ve didn't have bass and we didn't
have drums, so the guitar had to be everything, it had to be
bass, it had to be lead, it had to be rhythm, and the piano wvas
something else, so I sort of stuck with that for most of oy
playing life. I developed that more with 'Today Vonder' vhere I
did the same sort of thing acoustically. 'Today Vonder' is
really quite spare, and yet it's quite full at the same time.
That record has lot of space, it has a very big sound about it.
Vhen I completed that record it alloved me to see that I should
really use this approach again electrically and that's what I
did vith The Aints."

The band tpat_he brou;ht on the recent UX jaunt was called
The yew Inperialists, which has another hint of appropriate
mocking humour,

"Ve did this really big shov i Hobart, the capital of
Tgsnanla, vith B11}y Bragg and my band dida't T
tine so I had to give the; something. He had something more
politically correct for his band, After The Vard Goes 0n
Forever, The Nev Inperialists has g pice ring to it."

Vith an album title like ‘Autocannibalisn' it's clear the

husour has infiltrated the music too, but not necessarily in the
obvious places.

"Songs like 'You Can't Please Ev
Novhere' are amongst the most serig
but not serious to the point where
the other hand a song like 'Lindg And Abijepe: -and-
out 605 Z-grade porn, but that song ig prQ:::teésii“:ts::;o:s
context because it bas a very poverful beat, gng it verges on
avante-garde jazz and things, byt the lyrics are totally

ridiculous. There is obviously ap el
that calls itself the Aints ang doese:;:: :£ ::lgur . g

erybody' or 'It's Still
US songs I've ever written,
I'n being silly about it. 0o
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