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m the Acton Man's heart, of

“Incident’, for Ripperton’s
Lqm g You', Lindisfarne’s "All Fall
m’, and espe:nallg.r Tom Clay's
forgotten Motown ‘71 classic, "What
The World Needs Now'. Clay’s Steins-
ki-style mix of the Baccharach stan-
dard with live newscasts of the assas-
sinations of John F Kennedy, Martin
Luther King and Bobby Kennedy to-
day seems chilling, moving and way
way ahead of its time. Bragg files it
proudly in his Top singles box be-
tween Mungo Jerry’s 'Baby Jump' and
Greyhound's ‘Dream Lover'.

But what's this? A grim bootleg of
Presley ‘Live In Atlanta’ (December 30
1976), various sleeves for ‘This Year's
Model’, and the Korean version of
‘Deep Purple In Rock’!! Dear oh dear.
And then there's the 78rpm section
largely featuring Arthur Guitar

works of Costello mcludmg
French and American re-
— " was really obsessive about
vis. | had to have everything | saw”.

Stashed away in his bedroom, a
myriad of boxes reveal the content of
his former illness. Of course there's

reEdal sleeve! b
Clearly a man in the tertlary stages
ofwnyljunkledom Bragg's credibility
is tempararily restored by the appear-
ance of ‘Quotations From Mao Tse-
Tung Volume One' (Polydor), ‘The
Diary Of Anais Nin 1936-39' (Spoken
Art), and '"Moscow Hit Parade’ (Moni-
tor) starring Tamara Mianorova's
‘Grandma Teach Me The Charleston’.
And there's his all-time fave album
‘Motown Chartbusters Volume 3" —
“'Road Runner’ was the ultimate
exprassion of getting away and
escaping from the confines of the
lifestyle I'd been saddled with"” — and
Hank Williams's 'Ain't Got Nothing
But Time": “The cry in his voice, and
knowing he actually lived it all".
But the respite is short and sweet
and things take a nasty turn for the
warse. Having supported the airing of
‘Honaloochie Boogie’ — "Overend
Watts has got a junk shop around the
corner” = I'm forced to suffer Mick
Ronson’s ‘Billy Porter’ with the Bug-
glish Barratt AJ and Bragg B on
hideously squeaky backing vacals. Of
course, Billy would like us to believe
he listens to the ‘Five Blind Boys Of
Alabama’ and 'Zulu Workers’ Choirs
In South Africa’, but as we leave he's

reaching for a disc surely too dodgy
for any self-respecting socialist.
“When | was at school if you didn't
have this you were a nobody. We
actually passed the lyrics round in
History lessons. This really to me is the
ultimate dancing-in-the-gymnasium
record”. It also reminds him of the fair
at Barking Park, “sitting waiting for

the waltzer to
looking at som
And we're off, lea
the skinhead mMoonston
Buster’s ‘Big Five':
feeling sexy/l wanta b.-'g fatp
tender night..." Think abo
revolution man!




