TEM o'clock in the morning, and it
looks like it's gonna be a long, buot
far from lonely day, We're in a raalway
goods vard near Olyvmpia, and about a
hundred desperately ill looking people
are standing around waiting for the Stiff
Special to hit the tracks, and wing us
all into Bristod for the first night of the
marathon Be 5tff touwr, It's a real nice
train — they mive vou beer and dodgy
rolls, and by the time we're off, an
endless trail of people wandering about
has begun, which won't end until we're
actoally in Bristol. There’s a camera
crew, apparently from the Whistle Test
{I might be in the film, rolling n class
Red Rizla/Golden Virginia masterpicce,
but it hasn't been on vet), & very French
journalist, oo, & very French journalist
with the ability to detect the production
of medication from several carmages
away, and who, once having god the de-
sirables in his hand, would suddenkby
find ressons to absent himself for what
seemed to be interminable periods in
anoiler carriage Max Hell was
there too, and Peonic Smith and Dave
Robinson, the prowd father of the
as vei unnamed member of the touring
pariy, an infani of but nine weeks, the
desperately worred looking Andy Biur-
ray, the four manager, a 50 per cent
unflappable dude known as Kelloggs,
apparently because his real name's un-
pronounceable, and a few others, Oh
yeith, there were lots of musicians there
bos

In case you'we been bured in a
mausolenm since about June, this was
the second St Records package tour,
Last wvear, mn all star cast of Elvis
Costello, Mick Lowe, lan Dury, Dave
Edmunds, Wreckless Erc and Larry
Wallis, supporied by a bunch of drum-
mers, bass players and roadies among
others, took the sound of Stif around
the couniry. It was quite successful, o
fthe idea was that this time, with only
Wreckless remaming as a veleran of last
vear (Dury wasn't available and Larry
Wallls presumably preferred o play with
Mick Farren, while Elvis, Nick and
Dave are no longer Stilfpersons), that
something similar would be a groove,
and might also help to szll some records
by the participating acts. These are, in
no particular order, Rachel Sweet, Lens
Lovich, Jona Lewie, Mickey Jupp and
Wreckless, Mobody, vou'll notice, really
stands oot in that lor, so each of the
acts bas a good deal of motivation to
blow everyone else off sage, although
in the nicest way, "cos they're nearly all
buddicz, This was further complicated
by the Fact that The Records, the band
formed by the grear Will Birch and
Johany Wicks after the Kursaal Flyers
Kamikazed, had been hired to back up
Rachel Swest, but were also going to
do their own set. The prospect, as they

sy, was intripuing . . .

The food at the hotel, however, was
rather leszs than intriguing, although
what that’s got to do with it, I'm not
sure . . . We got a8 taxi driver to take
= o the giz, who said itd take him
four minuies exactly, which was good,
because the show was due to start in
five. He lied — it only took us two
and a half minutes, although a pair
of mrkeys from one of the colour mags-
zines ripped off the taxa we'd ordered
and charged it, apparently, to my room
Mever trust & straight journalist (or a
hippie, if it comes to that), It seemed
a bt empty when we got there, but The
Records went on anyway, in front of
the stage setup of three drem  kits,
numerous kevboards, amps and speaker
siacks.

I'd seen the Records once before, at
Dingwalls, and they were diabolical, a
real white noise job, Now that's okay,
and I'm in favour of loud musc, but
it all seems a bdt silly if most of the
audience don’t have any sdea  what
you're playing. Iggy was lowd at the
Rainbow, but that was okay, bechuse
you kpew ihe words o his songs —
if you don't know the matersl, you
feel like the proverbial blind man in a
minefield, You'll gather that 1 wasn't
necessarily  looking  forward to The
Records . . . But they turned n an
excellent  =et, the total | antithesis of
what 1'd heard before, and I can now
genuinely say that I'm leoking Forward
to their first single, “Starey Eyes™, which
might be out dven before you read this,
on Yirgin Records. They only played
half a dozen mumbers on the tour, as
time was of the essence with six acis
on the hill, bui certainly “Teeshorama™,
Max Bell's fave, was alio very good, and
50 of course was their magnificent ver-
sion of "Rock’n’Roll Love Letter", Will
told me they were thinking of leaving
that off the album, and 1 told him
he'd be stupdd if he did — excellent
song, despite the fact that it was wnitien
by & bloke who probably gualifies as a
wimp (Tim Moore) and recorded by a
bunch of turkeys before Will got hold
of it. Johnny Wicks, who sings most
of the lead wocals, was also considerably
improved, and Phil Brown, who at Ding-
wills T had disliked intensely due to
hiz appalling posing, was far far better.
Which leaves Huw Gower, a fair enough
guitarist, who used to be in the Rat-
bites From Hell with John Perry from
The Only Ones,

The Records went off, then came back
on again after an exceedingly short
interval with Rachel Sweet. The change-
overs, before we po any further, wers
quite excellent — after you see this
tour, you'll know thai there's no excose
for half hour intecvals at any concert.
Rachel 15 a mini person, almost ahsurdly

amall, but with a rmunchy voace al imes
which makes her unbelievably youthful
looks almost appear in bad taste. Like
someone said (1 think) using her was
almost criminal in that i was taking
advaniage of a child But then Rachel’s
supposed to be 16, and sometimes she
sings like somepne considerably older,
a8 in the asce "Trucksiop Queen", a
will Birch song called “Pin A Medal
On Mary" or Elvis’" “Alison”, Right
now, Rachel seems just a litile too
unreal — but by the end of the tour,
she may have come on a heap, It must

be difficult when you have a lady
travelling with von whose job it & to
teach you your schoolwork every
1Ly

Mext was the incredible Lene Eovich,
a very far oot Jooking lady with long
pigtails, a wvoice which occasionally
vodelled, and & saxophone. She was
backed by her bloke, the very bald Les
Chappel, who played guitar, by Don
Znow on keyvboards, who spent a few
unhappy weeks a3 3  Vibrator but seems
much happier now, and the thythm sec-
tion once from the Strutters and now
froim the Sinceros, Ron Francods on bass
and Bobbi Irein on drums. Now I
don't think Lene’s album comes cloge
to the excellence of her lve show, al-
though without having seen her, the
record sounds okay. But check oul her
live performances of “Tonight” by Nick
Lowe, her single “Lucky Mumbers”, or
“Writing Om The Wall", Maybe the
thing thai worked best on stage was
1 Say When", during which the entire
band participates in a Iudicrous gym-
nastic display to great applause — bul
this lady should soon be o star. She
ended her set with a vicious rendition
of “Be 54, which just about sums
it up really.

Jona Lewie used to be John Lewis of
Brett Marvin and the Thunderboltz and
Terry Dactyl and the Dinosaurs, and
he's a really mice bloke, He was backed
by a rhythm section of Chns Pascha-
lides on bass and Steve Sinclair on
drums, with help from Lens, Rachel

‘and  the great Malcolm Morley, of
‘'whom more later. Jona himself played

accordeon, various sorts of kevboards
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and g:.l:i[u.'. and really 15 at a bt of & dis-
advaniage on this tour. Although what
he plays iz preat, his music isn'i 50
easily accessible as any of the other
acts on the hill, and at times he tended
to lose the audience. who didn't feel
bke any kind of concentration in the
intenss heat. It was like he was maybe
a it too subtle — iF he'd played a set
of roaring 12 bars at up tempo, he'd
have gone down a storm, but he"s more
ambitious than that, and some of his
stufl  was  unfortunately lost in  the
chuffie. 54ill, I thought that “Sick And
Tired”, *“The Baby 5he's On The
Street” and “Hallelujah Europe™ were
ACE,

Mext was Wreckless, forfunately con-
aderably improved since the last tour,
Good band oo with EunoaBrady from
the Brats on guitar and being a piss
artist, Malcolm  Morley from  Help
Yourself and Man and all that on guiiar
amd keyboards, Johs Brown on bass and
Dave Chway (oo relation) on druoms,
collectively The Firm. Mearly everything
they did was good, bot let's mive a
special nod to “Walking Od The Suar-
face OF The Moon"™, “Let's Go To The
Pictures”, “I Wish It Would Rain™,
“Off The Hook™ (R, Stones), *The
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Whole Wide World" and. "Take The
Cash”., While voung Mr. Gouolden was
onstage, the pogoing and gobbing star-
ted, byt soon was forced into submis-
sion by the dry mouths and sweaty
bodies of the W) sirong crowd. who
were finding it difficult to breathe, let
alone anything else. Wreckless reminded
me of a latier day Chris Farlows —
but he was beiter,

At this point, some of the personali-
ey on slage began to become visible —
two members of Starry Eved and Laugh-
ing, Martin Ace of Man, Liam Stern-
berg in @ silly bondapge jumper. Then
Mickey Jupp and the Treatment came
on. Previously they wese known as the
Oval Exiles Pete Gosling on guitar,
Nick or Vic Young on bass, Mac Poole
on drums, and Dave Edmunds® favourite
piane  player, Geraini Watkins, who
wiasg excellenit,. The best songs Juppy
played were “Old New Orleans™, *Short
Ligt" and "00d Rock'nRoller*bul by
this time, the show had been going for
three and a half hours virtoally non-
stop, and everyone was booking and
presumably Fecling a little jaded, al-
though this was the only act who played
an encore s far as 1 remember. A
bloody great gig . .

L
P &
& q""'—h:‘ f":- TI,J'“:'.

‘WRECKLESS ERIC - JonA LE

Back to the hotel, to be entertained
by Phil Brown and Eonon Brady lead-
ing & bunch of about seventy people
driving the night porter mad with sand-
wich requests, and a whole heap of
alcohol od.ing from nearly evervone.
It was amazingly tiring, and when they
shut the bar about three o'clock, Tl
have 1o say I was plexsed, although
that didn't leave long enoupgh for kip.
Breakfast was  that uwiwally sombre
occasion on the night after a gig, with
thoske members ol the parly who stored
looking like they were dving, while the
still  indefatipable  Kelloges  scooted
around the hotel picking up stragglers
and gerting them itopether for the coach
to the station. Max, Penny, Liam and
[ plus two other ladies, one of whom
Liam i5 going to make info a group
with the unlikely and presumably an-
accurais name of Mary and the Yirging,
walched ihe SUll train sink slowly in
the West. They were off to Liverpool,
we E-\Lll'ill'ﬂ.'l'l-l'.":}' were headed For Lon-
don. It was a groove — go and see the
tour when it comes to your toemn, And
my thanx to Dave Hobinzon and Co.
for geiting it together, and o Kelloggs
for keeping it together Frrzzez | . .

John Tobler
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