Bity Bragg, 33;id
Sound Troubadol

00D BLESS Margaret Thaicher.
Say what you like about the pestilent bat-
Weaxe — but just think of all she did for
the development of British popular
musie in the 19805, Her favourite all-time
pop dise may have been Save Your
Kisses For Me by Brotherhood Of Man
Boui, no matier, without her we'd have
never heard The Beat's thrilling anthem
Mtand Down Margaret - and there would
never, ever have been a Billy Bragg.
Not in this form, anyway. For it was

Here he comes again: “pop’s political conscience” in his dilapidated trousers and
sensible shoes, worthily correcting the unenlightened and uplifting the downtrodden with
his unsubtle songs and unlovely voice. But hold it right there, comrade; before the next
impassioned diatribe, it’'s Tom Hibbert’s Question Time. To wit:
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ILLY BRAGG

think he 1s?

She who got up the fellow’s ample nose  Steven William Bragg, self-styled Big-  wonder they gotrid of her ... .

so damned far that he became all “politi- Nosed Bastard From Barking with his There, amongst the tottering fops of

cised”, invented himself as Ideologically  tinny and rather-often-out-of-tune guitar  the post-punk era, the Spandau Ballet

Sound Troubadour, a-fussin’ and a- and his annoying Cockernee-whelks-  boys and those who'd swan about on %\F—-.
fumin’ against the Terrible Tories “for-  and-a-pint-of-Whitbread-

ver-kids” like a boy driven and berserk.  Trophy-Bitter-(“the-pint-
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What a dreadful din he created. You all  that-thinks-it's-a-quart™)- I tl‘y I'Iﬂt tl:l hB d hypﬂcl'ltﬁ,
thought Margaret Hilda was ghastly Guv-Me-Old-China- thnugh I dnnit thi“k the'.els

enough just for inventing the Falklands  Sparrer  voice  which

conflict, for cooing “ves, please” when  couldn’t sing for toffee, 10 any duuht that l can make

Ronald Reagan decided to bomb Tripoli,  inflict himsell upon us -

for sundry other crimes: but causing that was too much. No atﬂtal lll‘ﬂt IJf myse‘f.”









