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“Hackney Empire is an old music hall and I'm in th'al-chel}hv chopbie tradition; Bilh-l' E.;:?_gg"
assumes the knees-up position with [from left) Andy White, Dave Woodhead and Wiagy. |
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Voguing for Enger-land: Billy Bragg in Hackney.
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tolk musie in my family. Then, last

year, | played a gig at an old
folk’s home and after giving them the
Hank Williams, Jim Reeves and You
Are My Sunshine, one of the litlle old
ladies got up and played music hall
songs on the piano — My Old Man
Said Follow The Van, Knees Up

X Igrew up thinking there was no

Mother Brown, efc. | knew all the
words and realised it was my own
folk tradifion. My gran and my Uncle
Stan would play those sangs for us
at Christmas. Hackney Empire is an
old music hall and live I'm in that
cheeky chappie tradifion, as well as
the folk and political fradition.”

Billy Bragg surveys his frankly
spartan dressing reom prior to the
second of three end-of-1990 nights
at this old and distinguished

auditorium. The heat is stifling - a

legacy of last year's Bragg
complainis that the place was sub-
zero. The only personal touches are
a hand written No Smoking sign
and a tin of 48 wo-finger KitKats.
The so<called Bard Of Barking, or
even Big Nosed Baslard, Billy Bragg
hos had a busier time of late than his
relatively low profile might suggest.
1990 sow a mini-album of old and
new political lunes, The Internat-
ionale (“Part of my perversity, not
what people would expect,” he

dubiously claims), a visit to
Nicaragua to ohserve the elections
which the Sandinistas last, a travel
documentary for the BBC, the
recording of a new album, more live
work and a period of general
reflection as poets are wont fo have
“l am on a limb. If | lock down
there’s nothing there and | fall
through the hale. I'm inherently
aware of what's happening in the
charts and of contemporary
songwriters | admire like Costello
and Morrisen. Things have
snowballed in the world outside -
Mandela free, Thatcher gone, the
Gulf, HIV children in Romania,
unemployment in Poland and the
incredible fuck-up that is the Soviet
Union. I've had to reflect. Things are
changing on a dayo-day bosis.”
And so must Bragg change, too:
hance a gaudy Magic Roundabout T-
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