He sings with more spit than
polish. He wears pullovers
only a mother could love. He
dreams, not of storming the
barricades, but of working
majorities to be won on the
municipal waterworks sub-
committee.

Where now for BILLY BRAGG?

By Paul Du Noyer

“Whuuup! Oh whar? Billy
Braggisin an aeroplane.
“Whoah! You know what?
I don’t like this.” Billy Bragg
doesn’t like this.
The aeroplane, which Billy
Bragg is in, is encountering a spot of turbulence.
The aeroplane has just taken off from Washing-
ton DC in an appalling rainstorm, and all those
Buddy Holly quips he delivered so blithely in the
comfort of the airport lounge are turning sour in
his mouth. Worse, by a curious irony, the aero-
plane is directly above the Pentagon, lurching
unsteadily heaven-wards with a CND member’s
conception of hell just a moment’s plunge below.
Others might reach for the sick-bag, the rosary
beads or, in the worst extremity of fear, the
in-flight airline magazine. But Billy Bragg puts on
his headphones and pops in a cassette of the
Soviet Mational Anthem, in all its soaring choral
glory.
It seems to work wonders for him. One only
hopes they're not picking this up on some device
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