XMJJ “

4 60p USS!. 50 Eire 97p-
EMBER 198
No. 22 NOV

5 THIS VAN —

WRa s

aowmnace
xe Qo

Féarga.l Sharkey '

/ The Fall:-Gun Club

10,000 Maniacs
w Blue Nile

Tony Parsons on Brute Springsteen

=



¢ ¢
DY

Potent

BREW!

*

Tony Fletcher meets the mobile mouth

&
Paul Cox snaps him pulling poses

illy Bragg is in a difficult position
Band he knows it. For the |ast year

he has been everybody's
favourite musical underdog: one man,
armed with only a guitar, crusading
around Britain as support act, firstly to
anyone brave enough to be upstaged by
him and later, to his own choice of some
of the country's biggest bands. Any
Jamming! reader who regularly goes to
concerts can't have failed to miss him on
their travels — the big-nosed Cockney
with the gruff voice, scratchy guitar and
a suitcase full of clever, heartfelt and
frequently energetic little numbers. By
the end of October, Bragg will have
clocked up over 114 live gigs this year
alone, playing to at least a quarter of a
million people.

And all thanks to one mini-LP recorded in
three days flat in July 1983. A last-ditch effort
by a man who'd done the rounds in the
dodgily-titled Riff Raff, joined the army for
something to do, and left after three months
to happily while away his time in a second-
hand record shop. Seven songs, with just a
voice and a guitar and no great aspirations. If
Billy's been quoted on his line “/ don't want to
change the world, I'm not looking for a New
England, just looking for another gir" once,
then he's been quoted a thousand times. The
subsequent success of ‘Life's A Riot With
Spy Vs. Spy', released first through Charisma
and then on Go! caught Billy by surprise. A
place in The Top Ten of John Peel's Festive
Fifty, two appearances on The Tube, a front
cover of the NME, and an indie no. 1 with
50,000 sales under his belt later, the Billy
Bragg Success has still refused to release a
single, still failed to record with a band and
still avoided becoming a headline act.

Mone of which makes it any easier. With a
new album ‘Brewing Up With Billy Bragg' just
released as part of Go!'s new deal with
Chrysalis, those people who have been
wondering what the fuss is all about will be
looking for a work of art. Which puts a bit of a
weight on the poor man's shoulders.

“There's no Godlike Genius of Billy Bragg”,
he says forcefully. “All people are gonna get
with the new album is eleven songs as best
as | could play them in July 1984. 've only
ever looked upon myself as being able to do
what | know | can do. | know | can do gigs. If
they get reviewed, that's alright — if they get
good reviews, that's great, and if they get bad
reviews, well . . . what can | do?"

What indeed? Part of the undeniable
charm that is Billy Bragg comes from his self-
effacing modesty. The man’s never asked to
be a star, and he may well never become one.
If his musical career was fo finish tomarrow,
you know he'd be happy with what he's
achieved up until now. Which is not bad going
by anyone's standards.

ily Bragg lives in a one-roomed
BBarretr's house in deepest Acton,

“something | wouldn’t wish on my worst
enemies.” It's not exactly spacious, that's for
sure —the front door leads into the only room,
cluttered as it is with guitars, amplifiers,
cassettes and copies of The Beano. A bed
will later that evening unfold itself from the
wall, while the bathroom is only big enough to
swing a newt and the kitchen forms part of the
main room. When | arrive on a windy Sunday
afterncon, I'm graciously offered a cup of
coffee. What could be better? What could be
quicker?

The rise to cult status for The Billy Bragg










