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ILLY BRAGG is putting on his clothes. From
the bottom up: a pair of black Dr Marten’s,
a pair of jeans and a red sweat shirt with
the four letter word BARD on the front.
“| hate to say this to the readers of Blitz,”
he explains, "but lhave a very low respect
forstyle...”

The unsartorial Bragg has just come off stage
after playing a benefit which raised over five
thousand pounds for the post-strike miners’
fund, continuing the momentum of his Labour
Party Jobs for Youth campaign. He's taken to his
vocation of entertainments/recruitment officer
for the left with a missionary zeal, interspersing a
barnstorming set with political messages and
encouragements. Self-mocking, he likens the
show to a revivalist meeting. He fantasises about
calling members of the audience on stage so that
they can confess that they were once liberals.
Billy Bragg will help you wash away your sins.

“The Miners’ strike,’ he announces, "is
notorious for having the worst acoustics ever.”
The setis finally brought to a close with a
ridiculous and endearing shambolic on-stage jam
by all the acts on the bill, prematurely ended by
the house lights coming on and forcing all
twenty-four musicians off stage, with Billy
making one final exhortation for all to join the
Labour Party before disappearing off stage. At
last though, we have seen the Billy Bragg Big
Band.

“Yeah,” says Billy, settling down into a chairin
the dressing room as the packing away
commences, "Incredible. | wonder if Fela Kuti
ever had these problems.”

HE BRAGG ethic has always been to play

against the corporate bulbousness and

paranoia of the record industry by kegping

everything simple, straightforward and

cheap. A three-man team makes all the

decisions, and takes on a major portion of
the work: Pete Jenner the manager, Andy
MacDonald the Go! Discs boss and Billy himself.
Without a band laden with equipment, without
massive recording or promotion budgets, the
operationis blindingly simple.

“It's a positive policy,” explains Pete Jenner,
the ex-A & R man who originally signed Braggto a
major while the company was looking the other
way, shortly before getting the sack there. “If you
getinto debt the people you owe money to have
control over you. So if you don't owe anybody any
money, no-one’s got any control over you. It's not
asking the business to spend any money on you,
it's just asking it to think, and that's very difficult
for some of them. They know how to spend
money, they don't always know how to think.”

Persevering with a policy that some peoplein
the record industry might have thought suicidal,
Bragg has now released two successful LP's —by
the time you read this his debut, Life’s A Riot, will
have inevitably gone gold. He's had a
documentary made about him for the South Bank
Show, he's got his most political piece of
songwriting into the Top Twenty, and he's
achieved a schoolboy ambition to appear on Top
Of The Pops.

All this alongside conducting an intensive
campaign on behalf of the Labour Party —one
minute appearing in Liverpool opposite Eric
Heffer, the next at Sheperd’s Bush Television
Centre opposite Nik Kershaw. Does life ever get a
bit schizophrenic for Billy Bragg?

Not schizophrenic, but you do tend to think,
‘Hang on a minute. Where the fuck am 1? Iknow
where I'd prefer to be, butif you write a song like
Between The Wars and you've got the
opportunity to play it to eleven and a half million
people who've never come to a Billy Bragg gig . . .
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