Records

Buddy Holly’s
Shoes

Marshall Crenshaw % % x 13
Warner Brothers

By Ken Davis

Remember Peggy Sue? Well, as it turns
out, she and Buddy snuck off to
Muddy Lake after the senior prom, and
though Buddy never knew it, nine months
later little Marshall was born. Peg
tearfully put him up for adoption, he
was snatched up by a family named
Crenshaw, and the rest is history!

Seriously, Marshall is Buddy’s an-
cestor, spiritually if nothing else, and
these ten tunes, along with a couple of
covers, are the first thing to make me say
“Well, all right’’ since ‘‘Rave On’’! On

first listen it sounds thin—the
bass/drums/guitar trio Marshall
favors—but filled out with just the right
touch of hand claps and double tracked
vocals. This muscular pop booms out of
the speakers with passionate abandon.

Every tune on the record is a winner
from the wistful memories of “‘There
She Goes Again’’ 1o the ringing chords
and insistent hooks of *‘‘Someday,
Someway.”” ““Girls’’ is an innocent ode
to the attraction of opposites, and “‘I’ll
Do Anything’’ a promise he means to
keep. The music itself becomes a back-
drop to life in *‘Rockin’ Around in
N

Both “*“Mary Anne" and ‘‘Not for
Me”’ boast more hooks than a triple
treble cluster some snagger might use to
catch a carp in the Flint River. Like a
musical Rubik’s cube 1 find myselfl
humming some new fragment every few
days. Ringing, Byrds-like chords begin
“*Mary Anne’’ with the lyrics kicking in
anthemlike: ‘It isn’t such a crime/it
isn’t such a shame/it happens all the
time/you shouldn’t take the blame/go
on and have a laugh/yeah have a laugh
on me/go ahead and laugh in all your
misery.”” “*Not for Me”’ is a sleeper, the
first time you hear it you like it, the
second time a little bit more, and by the
third time you're going ‘*Hot Damn!!!"’

This album, like the Beach Boys,
Beatles, Buddy Holly, and most late fif-
ties rock—offers that timeless quality of
innocence and passion that makes
memories of AM radio seem so faultless
in retrospect. My prediction? One of, if
not THE best new LP of the summer of
82!

SUPER SUMMER
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If you like vacuum cleaners . . .

ol
ALBUM

Generic FLIPPER

The Generic Album * * %
Flipper
Subterranean Records

By Jim McDonald

If you thought The Stooges and Public
Image were boring dronefests, steer
clear of Flipper, ’'cause these fishy

A Tribute to. . .
Linda Blair???

Born Innocent * % 2

Red Cross
Smol@; 7 Records

By Jim McDonald

Red Cross gives you more for your en-
tertainment dollar. Unlike almost all
current bands (well, maybe the Cockney
Rejects), they are diamond-sharp young
intellectuals. They're mysterious, but
they do reveal themselves somewhat in
their list of “‘bitchen (sic) idols’’ (to
whom they dedicate the LP), including
Serena, Timothy Leary, Russ Meyers
(double six) and the Cherry Truckers.
They're arty, too—Il4-year-old Steven
McDonald (my uncle) admires Danny
Partridge and poses for his portrait in a
urinal.

But let’s skip this auteur stuff and get
to what really counts: music. Or do I
mean Music? These guys are hot. During
““Cellulite City,”” I spent about 30
harrowing seconds with a vision of the
original Stooges. Other references in-
clude 60's garage punk, the Velvets,
early Alice Cooper, even the Stones. Jeff
MeD. may well be ‘‘the trashiest
guitarist this side of the Los Angeles
River'’ (which side?), and Steven recalls
the young Paul Simon, already add-
ing that telling touch of skank to the
stew. Great words, too. Their touching
tribute to Linda Blair sports this sweet
verse: ‘“You're born innocent girl/And
that ain’t all/You got it for the first time
baby/In a shower stall.”” The John Cale
production philosophy is applied (i.e.,
there is no production), and works just
fine. At about four bucks, Born In-
nocent is a real value product. In fact,
I'd say it’s a must-buy.

mammals are surely the champions of
grating drone. Their album is in fact the
greatest specimen yet of static cling
music, a genre whose exponents can be
identified by their willingness to play
two or three fuzzy chords forever and
ever, world without end, amen.

This sort of thing isn't for everyone.
Indeed, rarely do such bands move
enough product to pay for the Twinkies
and cough syrup they always crave.

Flipper is two chords shifting at a
snail’s pace, creating a bubbly narcotic
haze. You either enter their trance and,
as Dobie Gray put it, drift away, or you
plug your ears and whimper. If it
weren’t for the drums and the (great)
words, you could achieve the same effect
with a vacuum cleaner. If this descrip-
tion, which I'll admit is a bit romantic,
sounds cool, then don’t miss the LP. If
however, what I have described sounds
like dumb acid head googoomuck (get-
ting closer now), then go home and feed
your cat, "cause he’s sick of licking the
butter and he’s yowling worse then Ben
Hamper after six sides of **Sandinista!™

Feed your head! (But don’t neglect
your groin.)

This sounds dirty

Nunsexmonkrock * % %
Nina Hagen
Columbia Records

By Jim McDonald

Nina Hagen, like Sissy Spacek, is not
your average glam queen. She’s a Ger-
man Jesus freak who applies makeup in
homage to Jackson Pollock and pals
around with classy people like the Slits
(R.I.P.). Actually, Nina's singing oc-
casionally recalls the onomatopoetic
glories of ex-Slit Ariana. Yet there are
none of that group’s joyful magic
tribalisms here—only nunsexmonkrock.
I don’t know what that means (well, I
have suspicions, but I'm keeping them in
a plain brown wrapper under my mat-
tress), but I can say with certainty that
““Nunetc.”” contains a truly odd and
engaging blend of supertight trad hard
rock and hep avant moves, overlaid with
an amazing gallery of vocal personas all
apparently belonging to our demure
star. If Captian Beefheart has 23
documented human and animal voices,
and John R. Lyndon has eight shades of
sneer, then Nina's not far behind. This
beauteous lady is a great actor.

Gotta give this one high marks for
audacity, not to mention occasional
blasts of pure raw power (cf. ‘‘An-
tiworld’’). Like X or Pere Ubu, Nina
figures she can do exactly what she wants
to do and rock steady at the same time.
Groovy, 1 say.






