
good voice and he and his crew

could churn out some cracker

hooklines. • ■

The title ofthis collection is,
of course, far too grandiose a

claim (yes I know it was one of

his hits) but at least, in the case

of Huey Lewis, the terms 'heart'

and 'rock and roll' certainly
belong together.
PETER THOMSON

HAPPY MONDAYS

Yes Please

(Factory)
Apparently this is the most ex-

pensive 'indie' album ever made

— but don't get your hopes up.
Yes Please is an initially disap-
pointing album. It sounds like

the final Manchester come-

down: the hits are few, the

mood is 'morningafter' and it's

bound to leave theirPills, Thrills

and Bellyache pop fans in the

cold.

That isn't to say it's a total

flop. 'Stinkin Thinkin' proves

they can still knock out those

subtle, infectious grooves. Their

stream of semi-consciousness

lyrics still work most of thetime

("get me an uzi/and someone

to use it who smiles" — that

type of thing). And Mark Day's
Rolling Stonesy guitarrescues a

lot of tracks from the gutter,
despite Shaun Ryder's jaded
vocals.

Yes Please could hardly be

called a success though. ; It

.sounds like the musical auto-

pilot was hit far too often; like

the hazy Barbados atmosphere
in which they recorded diluted

their immediacy; like produc-
ers Franz and Waymouth (ex-
Tom Tom Club and Talking
Heads) were painting over rust.

It's the type of album that will

throw them back into cult-sta-

tus — though with all the cash

spent on it I doubt thatwas the

intention.

JOHN TAITE

TOOL

Opiate
(Zoo)
Sometimes you get all caught
up in the semantics of this re-

viewing stuff, so let's keep this

oneto the two basic questions.
1) Is it good? 2) Why? The an-

swers here are pretty simple.
Yes, most definitely and well,

just because it is. ;

• Everything is right for this

sortofmusic.It's loudand pow-

erful, all spine and no belly.
There's a vocalist who canactu-

ally sing and songs that mix

Black Sabbath type melodies

into some real '9os hardcore

sounds with justa touch ofclas-

sic speed metal going on. Opi-
ate is only a six track mini-LP

thing and that's ideal, a short

series of musical body blows

that leave you gasping. 'Sweat'

seems so huge you'd think 14

studios and a big buck produc-
tion team were involved but

then you hear thetwo live tracks

and realise that Tool just sim-

ply sound this way. Opiate is a
'

rather awesome offering, six

songs that make most every

corporate alternative star of-

'fered up at present smell like

the shit they truly are.

KIRK GEE

SADE

Love Deluxe

For those of us who can be

bothered owning up, back in

1984 we briefly believed Sade

to be theepitome of sultrysoul.

We snapped up her debut al-

bum in our millions, thrashed

it for a month or so then put it

away and forgot it. There were

acouple of follow-ups but they
basically skated across the same

surface with diminishing re-

turns. Now here comes her/
their fourth album a mere four

years since the last.

And it's nobetter—orworse

— than those previous. Oh

there's a politically conscious

lyric or two but otherwise it's

still pretty much an exercise in

terminal cool. Love Deluxe

quickly reduces to three tracks

which are moderately memo-

rable and rather pleasant. The

rest is aural wallpaper.
Ms Adu can undoubtedly

perform thewhole album with-

out raising her pulse rate (let
alone a drop of perspiration)
and one even wonders whether

the blokes in the band got
through the complete set with-

out nodding off.

PETER THOMSON

THE LETTER FIVE

You Are Here

(Flyins Nun)
Letter Five is actually singer,
writer, guitarist Richard James
with a shifting group of accom-

panying musicians. Nowdays
he'splaying withMatthew Ban-

nister of the Dribbling Darts of

Love and John Pitcairn from

Drill and recording new mate-

rial. This seven track EP was

recorded three years ago at the

Lab, and onvarious four tracks,
and it appears belatedly as the

last Flying Nun 12 inch ever.

This is a collection of seven

simple, meditative songs with

odd, ironic Iryics given oomph
byRichardjames' matter-of-fact

singing style and pared down

instrumentation: guitar lines

are vital but elusive (except for

'Misery' with its extended lead

work),rhythm sectionadds tex-

ture rather than volume and

there'sa bitof sax in there some-

where too.

Sometimes the guitar re-

minded me of quietNeil Young,
sometimes ('No Conversation')
Richard James' voice sounds

dark as Leonard Cohen. This

record has adeceptively innocu-

ous surface — listen again and

you'll find lots of little com-

plexities to stir the.mind.
DONNA YUZWALK

THE STEVE MILLER BAND

The Very Best Of

(Liberation)
This compilationprobably grew
from the interest in 'The Joker'

following a Levis ad on TV (re-
memberthe motorcyclist cruis-

ing the office floor and tossing
jeans at the feet of his in-

tended?) Otherwise it's been a

long time since anybody reck-

oned Steve Miller could get

away with calling himself "the

space cowboy" let alone "the

gangster of love".

From 1968to '72 hereleased

seven albums which some con-

sidered to be milestones of

progresssive underground rock

but which now sound embar-

rassingly naff. Then in '76 and

'77, having largely shucked his

efforts at merging basic blues

with acid consciousness, Miller

hit major mainstream success

with two massively selling al-

bums. Theysupply 13 of the 19

tracks here.

For once the Californian

blandness of his vocals suited

the style and catchy melodies.

Even the silly cosmic synthe-
sizer noises were kind of en-

dearing. Today there's ten or so

tracks which maintain a cer-

tain goofy charm. My favour-

ites include those with the ris-

ible rhyming, for instance:

"Billy Mack is a detective down

in Texas/ You know he knows

just exactly what the facts is".

Lightweight period pop
which can still be amiably di-

verting. -

PETER THOMSON

STEVE EARLE

We Ain’t Ever Satisfied: the Es-

sential Collection

(MCA)
wavedcountry stars domi-

nate the US charts like an army
of bland robots. Steve Earle is -

groomed too, in tattoos and

leathers,but comparedto them,.
he's the real thing.He's a spokes-
man for greasy dropouts in the

forgotten backblocks, whose

prospects are limited to a six-

pack and a trailer home. His

music is their music-hard rock

with a bad attitude - not the

processed schlock whose only
ambition is to be inoffensive.

The Bush baby-boomers want

to keep blinkered fromrealities

like factory lay-offs, solo par-

ents and bad beer.

Earle's voice is somewhere
between a snarl and a whine,
and he's backed by the Dukes, a

well-oiled E-Street Band with a

hint of pedal steel. The trad-

rock backing is a handicap, be-

cause it detracts from his mas-

terly songwriting. 'Devil's Right
Hand' and 'The Rain Came

Down' could be Carter family
standards in a modern setting,
while theSpringsteeninfluence

ranges from Nebraska-stylebal-

lads ('Billy Austin') to USA

stompers ('GoldOle Boy Gettin

Tough')..
On Copperhead Road Earle

started to diversify, lightening
up the rock thump with folky
touches. But by The Hard Way
he was back at it, and the re-

lentless wise-ass swagger and

gloomyoutlook may be therea-

son his career has stalled while

the blow-waved army lulls the

masses into a stupor. ;
CHRIS BOURKE

ROY ORBISON ;,< •
King of Hearts (Virgin)
Roy's last album, Mystery Girl,
released just after he died, has

an important advantage over

this one. He was alive when he

made it. King of Hearts is a

collection of leftover vocal

tracks given backings by an ar-

rayof big-nameproducers: Don

Was, Jeff Lynne, Robbie

Robertson, Chips Moman. Una-

voidably patchy, it's let down

by the songs - most are co-

written by Orbison - but carry-

ing it all is the voice. Like an

anguished Italian tenor,
Orbison is haunting and unfor-

gettable. He exudes heartache,

tragedy and longing.
One song here can stand

alongside his 60s masterpieces:
'After the Love Has Gone', pro-
duced byWas. The beat is slow,
the mood brooding, the treat-

ment restrained; the voice is

holdingback back from tearing
itself apart. It's a stately, emo-

tional epic. 'Coming Home' is

the other highlight; Chips
Momandirects anall-Memphis
crew on a dreamy ballad that

floats on strings reminiscent of

John Lennon's 'Mind Games'.

Robertson's effort isa non-event

- too tasteful by far. No such

accusation could be made of

JeffLynne's two solo electronic

toss-offs, which, strangely, Vir-

gin thinks will be the hits. 'Af-

ter the Love' aside, most of the

songs on King ofHearts are af-

ter-thoughts,butRoy Orbison's

voice will last forever.

CHRIS BOURKE

CLIFFS OF DOONEEN

(Critique/ Festival)
SKEW SISKIN

(Giant/ Warners)
TROUBLE

Manic Frustration

(Def American)
THE END

Gusto

(Mad Moon/ Festival)
SCREAMING JETS

Tear of Thought
(RooArt)
New Boston band Cliffs of

Dooneen take their strange
name from an old Irish folk

song. Musically, we are talking
a Guns/ Mission/ U2 hybrid
with some Madchester beats.

The result is uninspiring. COD

are another in the current in-

dustry craze to sign bands who

are simply not ready to release

records. There are some inter-

estingcompositions: 'Blackwat-

er' and 'Restless Sun' but these

are weakened by lyrical imma-

turity and the desire to "rock

out" at every opportunity.
Equally insipid is the debut

release from Berlin based band

Skew Siskin. Even the most sym-

pathetic of reviewers could not

find many redeeming features

in this record. Apparently a

fourth generation cassette of

the group found its way to

Americaand presto, Skew Siskin

had a deal. The record is seem-

ingly a dub from that cassette

as the production is horren-

dous. The whole mess is

swamped in reverb and only
the vice grip wails of Nina C.

Alice are audible over the din.

Skew Siskin are a strong reason

for the speedy introduction of

wipeable compact discs.

Trouble seem quite peeved
at the success ofbands like Alice

In Chains and Soundgarden
because they've been churning
out Sabbath inspiredgrunge for

much longer without equiva-
lent material rewards. Manic

Frustration is not the epic al-

bum to gainthem their place in

the annals ofrock historybut is

still a massive improvementon

their Def American debut. Vo-

calist Eric Wagner possesses an

interesting Plant-esque voice

but suffers from that unique
American mainstream rock

problem of an inability to write

lyrics ofany real depth. Despite
this flaw (and although many
of the songs are,very similar)
the riffs are groovy. Just the

thing for a hip rock party.
The End are probably the

most diverse bunch here. Em-

ployingrock, funkand soul they
come out with an interesting
R&B rock hybrid that's gained
them a large following in their

native England. Produced by
Roxy Music guitarist Phil

Manzanera, this debut release

glistens with a maturity lacking
in its American counterparts.
Although only afewof thesongs
are memorable there is an atti-

tude here that demands atten-

tion. Keyboardist Matt

Hammond gives the group an

added pleasure, particularly on

the vocal/ piano duet 'Cut Me

Loose'. The End are far from

finished.

The new Screaming Jets is

myfavourite this month. They
continue to establish them-

selves as thepremier Australian

band producing melodic heavy
rock. There are undoubtedly
some obscure alternative influ-

ences here but they don't un-

dermine the essential straight-
forwardness of the Jets' 4/ 4

rock vision. They share an af-

finity with AC/DC, if only for

theexpresswaypace with which

they move through 16 long
tracks. First single 'Think' high-
lights the nonchalant inner

anger of singer Paul Wooseen,

an Australian Elvis Costello.

LUKE CASEY

VARIOUS ARTISTS

Honeymoon in Vegas
(Epic)
For Elvis fanatics, their mar-

riage to the king was to have

and to hold, for betteror worse.

But themovieswere strictlyeasy

come, easy go. However Honey-
moon in Vegas, a vehicle for

Nicolas Cage, looks like more

fun than Acapulco, judgingby
this soundtrack in which main-

stream stars tackle their favour-

ite Elvis hit.

Billy Joel's 'All Shook Up'
and 'Heartbreak Hotel' may be

note-perfect covers, Amy
Grant's 'Love Me Tender' and

Bryan Ferry's 'Are You Lone-

some Tonight' typically blood-

less, and Jeff Beck's guitar in-

strumental 'Hound Dog' just
plain daft...but there are gems
here. They come from musi-

cians who identifywith the real

Elvis: thecountry boyof simple
tastes who grew up listening to

black radio. So put your hands

together for Dwight Yoakam's

nasal romp on 'Suspicious
Minds', Travis Tritt'srollicking
'Burning Love', John Mellen-

camp's dobro blues 'Jailhouse
Rock' and Willie Nelson's tor-

tured 'Blue Hawaii'. Surpris-
ingly, for someone who discov-

ered Elvis circa 1988, Bono takes

the honours with his ethereal

'Can't Help Falling in Love'.

CHRIS BOURKE

WHITE LION

Best Of (Atlantic)
MR BIG

Live (Warners)
SKID ROW

B-Side Ourselves (Atlantic)
THUNDER

Laughing on Judgement Day

(EMI)
BAD COMPANY

Here Comes Trouble (Atlantic)
EXTREME

111 Sides To Every Story

(A&M)
Far better than Poison et al in

their day, White Lion were a

group whose songs everyone
knew but no one could remem-

ber the actual nameoftheband.

This retrospective compilation

goes from the very cheesy
'When The Children Cry' to

theverygood 'LightsAnd Thun-

der'. The best material is culled

from their final Mane Attraction

record. White Lion promised
more, delivered far less.

Mr Big, however, have de-

livered themselves a great deal

of readies with the lovely 'To Be

With You'. Although a hashed

version is presented here, the

album is rescued by excellent

versions of 'Green Tinted Six-

ties Mind' and 'Shy Boy'. Even

so, it's fartoo early for a live Mr

Big album.

From Skid Row comes the

ultimately disposable B-Side

Ourselves EP. While it may sat-

isfyfans in the interim between

Slave To The Grindand the next

studio opus, it does not give
credibility to theirmoronic bad

boy posturing. Skid Mark's ver-

sion of 'Little Wing' isundoubt-

edly sacrilegious and let there

be thunder! 'Low Life In High
Places' is being heavily rotated

on yer local rock station and

the album has hit stamped all

over it. Certainly not progres-
sive. Stadium rock with good
choruses, plain and simple. Axl

Rose loves them too.

Another English band, Bad

Company have beenaround for

donkey's years. Only original
members Kirke and Ralphs re-

main and they are notable by
their absence in thesongwriting
department. More like "Here

Comes Poverty" if the boys
don't put pen to paper soon.

Extreme save rock's bacon

this year. 'Warheads' would

make Van Halen proud and the

hook-laden songs just keep
coming. The three part album

concept seemsunnecessary be-

cause the songs are strong
enoughto stand alone. It seems

like a redundant justification
for the gargantuan length of

the record. With vision and

Beatlemania retrospection, Ex-

treme is the band to go for if

you like your rock hummable

and White Lion ifyou like nos-

talgia.
LUKE CASEY

DEAD MOON

Strange Pray Tell

(Music Maniac import)

Stop me if you heard thisbefore

but it matters not one rooty-
toot-toot what "they" tell you,
rock (and roll) in the 1990 s is
pretty much of a washed up
and moribund form. Doesn't

matter tho', cos anyone that

The Big O Extreme
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