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than the spit and sweat of lwe
performance that this music
requires. This doesn't worry
their fledgling Axl Rose, of
course, as he clings around
the mikestand and growis out
the words to ‘Loaded".

It's early days but there ar=
certainly glimmers of golid n
this chunky hunk of rock.

ROCKFORD FILES

THE SEERS/ME
London Charing Cross
Road Busby’s

| DON'T care what you think,
1 know we're brilliant,” utters
Me vocalist Francis Kane, to 2
scattering of exceedingly
bemused onlookers.

It's not surprising — Me are
frequently a bewildering sight
to behold. Initial impressions
suggest that they're merelya
perfunctory pop band with an

wnforiumate penchant for tiny

k=yboard runs. However, the
lomger Me go on, the more
ey shuffle the rules to fit the

somg. By the time they're into
“Guiitty” they've evolved into a
colliection of social misfits on
the threshold of an outlandish
custard pie fight.

So who, or what, are they?
Don't ask Me, even they don’t
know.

Of course, Spider may know
but he’s not telling. He's
understandably pissed off
with the pathetically small
turnout (which is doubly
disappointing, as thisis a
benefit gig for Radio
Caroline’s legal fund) and so
decides to console himself by
flashing a couple of selected
V-signs at the punters
upstairs: Needless to say, -
pleasantries are exchanged,
before ‘One Summer’ takes its

foot off the brake, prompting -
The Seers’ frontman to
engage in his familiar spasms.
Tonight, however, Spider
seems to be simply fulfilling
contractual obligations and
The Seers look like a band
locked in a groove which is
becoming increasingly jaded.

Only ‘Magic Potion’ truly
emits vivacity: if the ‘
pre-wrinkly Stones played a
one-off with Iggy, and they
both wore steel jackboots,
this perhaps would be the
result. Sadly, the remainder of
the set is in dire need of such
refreshment.

Tonight The Seers proved
themselves to be a
reasonably good rock band.
Unfortunately for them, 1990
beckons, and being a
reasonably good rock band
may no longer be enough.

PAUL MARDLES

THECLAYTOWN TROUPE
THE MARQUEE, LONDON

THE name worries mel People who stand on high
moral ground are often found fo have feet of clay.
And clay is what we return to after our brief strut on
life’s stage is over.

My fears are groundless! From the deceptively
hippy infro chords we're straight into a sound that
combines the mesmeric power of The Cult— I'm
talking “Sanctuary”/“Rain” days here, as well as
thatband’s present style— with the rough-edged
delivery on New Model Army. Christian’s voice is
soaring, melodic power howl, coming over best on
“Freedom” and “Real Life”, the present chart single,
while Rick’s keyboard work gives an atmospheric
liftto the overall sound. If's interesting fo see the
audience savours this music — the moshpit tonight
is thoughtfully active rather than explosive, an
there’s only tze odd, token stage-diver ortwo. .

Any band has to watch its step — the temptation
to be a derivation of your predecessorsis always
lurking. Buttonight's set shows any fear of the band
becoming mere Astbury fuglemen or metal morons
can be safely discarded. They're their own men,
sure-footed troupers.

NICKY CHARLISH

NED'S ATOMIC
DUSTBIN/THE SEERS
DINGWALLS, LONDON
NED'S Atomic Dustbin have a good name. It
conjures up images of loud, fast and funny music.
I¥s the sort of name that should’ve beenincluded
on the short-list of alternative names for Monty
Python's Flying Circus, along with “Owl Streiching
Time” and “Sex And Violence”. s that good.
Fortunately, when Ned's Atomic Dustbin play
theirmixture of grebo-thrash, they don'tlet anyone
_down. There are smiles everywhere — there’s even
‘a point when singer John seems genuinely
about the positive reaction to some of the
songs. And thisis the hook. Ned's seem very
human, vulnerable almost, in their presentation.

 VEL

They grin awkwardly alot and pass the time of day
with the audience like they’re all best pals.

The Seers also have a good name. It evokes
images of Big Country albums, wide-open spaces,
and check shirts. I's the sort of name that wouldn't
look out of place in a Sergio Leone film.

Unfortunately, it's depressing to learn that The
Seers are a pile of old shite: It's not just they're ugly,
distorted and grotesque creatures, because they
are, in fact, quite phenomenally ugly. No, The
Seers are shite because they haven’t got any tunes.
Ned's Atomic Dustbin, behind the dazzling
screwball guitar noises, have tunes. They also have
asense of humour. One of Ned's best songs is “Kill
Your Television”. The Seers don’t have any of that.
Atbest, their uninspired cock rock is moderately
amusing. They ponce around the stage
looking like acid victims from a Guns N'Roses
concert. This isn't the stuff dreams are made of.

Ned’s Atomic Dustbin: no competition.
MICHAEL BONNER



THE SEERS
PSYCHOUT
Cherry Red
WHAT makes “Psych Out” so remarkable is that two years afterseeing
the songs develop onstageand a year after having received the
preview tape it still sounds as fresh and exciting as ever. The Seers
certainly seem to have had alot of bad press recently, some of it
deserved, butin the year it's taken them to get this LP out ofthe
courfroom everyone seems fo have forgotten what great pop songs
The Seers are capable of writing. So there's their rocky garage side
here, alot of it over-familiar for some, butit still has that spark of
melodic genius which always made The Seers much more thanjustan
amazinglive act. Even “\Wildman”, which started life as a Zodiac
pastiche, bounces with so much energy it's anything but staie.
So“Psych Out” is basically a pop u?bum, but one bristling with
surbrises. If's hard fo come to any other kind of conclusion when faced
wifﬁ the hazy psychedelia of “Fly Away” or the almost R.E.M.-ish
guitar pop of “Dead Town". Those fans of “I'll Say Nothing” on the
“Freedom Trip” will have “Breathless” to conten with, an acoustic
revery whichmakes me think of long hot daysin the park. Indeed
“Psych Out" is a very uplifing LP, “Tequilia Drinking Blues” so much the
perfect partsong it makes me feel like drinking for the sheer hell of it,
and there’s a greatfeeling of release caught in the grooves; an
emotion which could have so easily been frustration.

And the conclusion? The Seers have finally done it, they've come
clean atleast, cleared a musical conscience which has beenweighing
them down for quite a while now, and they're readyto do what
they're capable of. Move on. Instyle. Albums like this make me glad
for the future — buy it and rejoice.

IAN WATSON
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DINGWALLS, CAMDEN LOCK, CHALK FARM ROAD, LONDON NW1. 267 1430 . 1 J
T —
MON 13" FEB

THE
SEERS

NIKKI SUDDEN & THE NEW FRENCH REVOLUTION
+ THE LIBERTINES

ADM £4/£3 MEMBERS. DOORS OPEN 8PM.

1ST 50 PEOPLE WITH SOUNDS: £1 REDUCTION. 1ST 50 MEMBERS IN FREE
COMING SOON..20th wery THE BODINES, Feb 27th THEY MIGHT BE GIANTS.

e
NEW EDITION!
CHECK IT,

OR CHECK OUT!

‘mmmummoicm'm:mu:m
UGELERS, FIRE-EATERS, FREE SMARTES & JELLY BASES. RAFFLES QUERLOMD NOSE: |

| 11.30PM-2AM £1 ONLY ALl MEMBERS IN FREE!
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Dezor RAW,

A |
Issue Six saw a review of the 0 3 Ad d :
Crazyhead/Seers gig at the Astoria by
Maura Sutton. Christ on a bike!
Maura didn’t like 'em, did she? That’s
fair enough, but surely, ‘The vocalist ‘
doesn’t sing, he grunts’ is the most
ridiculous thing seen in print since s
‘World War Two bomber found on CURE BOLSHOIE—3
the mo§n’ hl;t the front page of the CULT ERASURE
Sunday Sport! a g
Theymgn concerned, Spider, must NEW ORDER DEAD OR
be one of the best singers in a bloody PRINCE ALIVE
long time; he gives 110 per cent at uz MADONNA
every gig, whether it be the Astoria or c - !
some toilet in the middle of nowhere. JHIIH fLE | | SIH ]RTKH.AS
OK, so he hasn’t got long flowing NDS i ! Gt
locks or smouldering good looks like a SISTERS OF | : BOWIE
‘real’ frontman should, but that’s not MERCY INXS
what it’s all about. I've seen the Seers BILLY IDOL PRIMITIVES
B as often as possible in the past and LEMON DRD Pv THE MISSION
I've always gone home feeling bloody :
0 happy, that's what rock *n’ roll’s all You r Host s Jon at hon & Eko
about to me. The Seers write bloody .
good songs, they have an audience and 3 PLUS LIVE ON BTAGE | ——
C I’'m proud to be part of it. i
\J

.‘ ) By i

TRIKES (Rough Trade)

THE SEERS have been announced as special guests fior the
forthcoming Iggy Pop tour which starts in Norwich on Dece

They are currently in the studio with producer Pat Collicr off Dizn
Buds and Wonder Stuff fame. :

riously messy, WicKedry

Vic e

2 lunacy of desire. Oh, and it will

are brilliant.
h and THE SEERS
uch WELCOME TO DEAD
ded: in | TOWN (Cherry Red)

. GREAT cover this, a bright red wash
> fore streaked with orange, on top which
to resides a huge, decaying-toothed skl

with one good eyeball, one hollow
bpicon, | socketand a natty frilby hat. Token
from The Seers’ soon-come alboum,
i %ngb Out”, "Vf:/l;aé'come ToDead
i own” is a no-fri no-nonsense,

5 heads-down mindless boot;::
madness. Psychedelic, too, of
the chaofic swirl of noise out of which
fumble frefboard



['he Seers
blew\ us
away . ..

Bierkeller, Bristol: The Seers

EY'VE played more than 40 gigs around
. country in the last three months and cut
r tracks for a debut album — The Seers
i every right to treat this as just another

.
hey didn't. It’s not in
- Bristol band’s nature
do things other than
essively.
‘we seen The Seers
ny times in the last 18
nths. Sometimes they
ve been brilliant,
ssionally average, and
= or twice they've
wn if.
'his was The Seers at
ir best — a terrible
suty of energy, hunger,
rmony and noise.
[he slam-dancing
dee at the front of the
E couldnt keep pace
the band as they
pped through an
mressive but controlled
. capturing the raw
wer, frustration and
ythm that has been the
wing force of rock.
Lee Wildman’s wall of

7
4

distorted guitar riffs
played perfectly against
Kat Day’s hard and fast
guitar onslaught.

‘Jason Kidd was out-
standing on bass and
vocal harmonies, Age
Blackmore pounded, and
then pounded again, a
crunching drum perfor-
mance, and Spider
delivered a supremely
confident, frenzied, but
measured vocal and stage
show. -

The Seers got it right.
The conflict that is their
inspiration and their
energy was unleashed
and like a gathering gale
it breezed, gusted and
stormed over a delighted
audience. The Seers blew
them away.

RICHARD JONES

THESEERS /T & 7
‘Camden Dingwalls

THE SEERS started playing

“in London about a year

ago and nobody would go
near them. Something
about the self-destructively
agile lead singer and the
fierce bandanna-wiv-
leather combination of the
lead guitarist tended to
make people think twice
about winding them up.
Now it's trash city up the
front.

“Wanker,” shouts one
buffoon as the demonic
intent of ‘The Sun Is In The
Sky’ peters out into chaos.
“Ah, a two-syllable heckle”,
nods singer Spider Mutoid
Spam. Then it's You Keep
Me Praying’, a long '
tempestuous howl with Lee

and Kat performing wicked -

immolatory acts on their
guitars, and the curiously
bedecked Jason screaming
out the sweet harmonies.
They're unabashed,
maniacal and terrific. Sure,
there’s all kinds of visual
distractions, like wondering
if Spider will fall off the
raffers siraight on to your

you, but the core of The
Seers is perfectly intact.
With the possible exception
of Crazyhead there is
nobody totouch The Seers
in the barren territory of
rock ‘n’ roll ruffianism. Look
at their songs: there’s one
called ‘Wildman’, which is
all about their rhythm
guitarist. There's one called
‘Freedom Trip’ (you've got
the single, | take if) which is’
about listening to The

- Rolling Stones.

And best of all there's
‘Lighining Strike’, now

divested of all its superficial

‘nastiness and transformed

_into an anthemic bellow.

For all the undoubted nods
over the shoulder to the
Stooges, the Stones and
the MC5, there is a strong
personal identity to The
Seers and it signs ifs

cheques ‘S Spam’. Spider, a -

fine singer who usudlly
chooses to shout instead, is
the new Iggy if ever the old
one decides to stick to the
golf. Laugh at their accenis
if you must, but dig that
euphoric pagan rock
datter.

3




THE SEERS/THET SH
CAN SINATRAS/THE
MILLTOWN BROTHERS
LONDON UNIVERS
THE Milltown Brothers. The Waltons. The
comparison is obvious. Imagine “The Milltown
Brofﬁers" TV show, life in a small town where a
punctured tyre calls for a family conference
“Nivah me-end bro’, yeill geet tha's nor shoowas
nixtyiyah”) and you'll understand the proportions
of tonight's set. TMB's homely, parochial little
{teeny, tiny, miniscule) songs all seem to deal with
holdingyourhead up in the face of adversity. In
other words, they 1 -
Hey Mati, they're kn yourtown to
build a new motorway. “Aye, borroh've gorme
famileh, an’ ah've gorme digniteh.” Hey Ma# o
bulldozer’s just run overyour brothers. “Aye,
borrah’ve gorme. .. digniteh.” Hey Matt, your
girifriend’s just left you for the developer because
compared fo you, lan Broudie is James Dean,
“Aye, borrah’ve gorme. . ." No vou haven't.

Hopeless hopeless hofe’es&

_. Andnow, by way of conirast. .. The Trash Can
 Sinatras! (Slump.) Sincerity only means anything if
the performer has something special, some magi

Sincerity doesn’t mean afying f***ifthe
performer insists on wearing a yellow pac-a-mac.
The singer is the kind of nobody-with-a-heart

“ who'lluse*Hove you” as a chat-up line and then

walk away feeling misunderstood. Utterly
humiliated, yes, butmisunderstood all the same.
They finish with a cover of “Don't It Make My
Brown Eyes Blue”, which I don’tunderstand.

Ride, who are headlining fonight (fickets going
for 50 quid outside), obviously dontwantthe
slightest chance of being overshadowed, which is
why they choose The Seers to come on before
them. All their energy is wasted, it's like a boisterous

dog with no teeth. They sound similarto the

fic, patronising Jesus Jones, with the insidious
scrafchy bifs replaced with insidious wah-wah bits.
Instead of “Hey kids, Nineties!” it's “Hey kids,

Sixties!”, but with the same clean-handed,
siraighfiaced affifude. Very tasteful, very very
uninspiring. Yep, Ride have gotthis support
business well and truly sussed.
JONATHANSELZER

LOUIS PHILIPPE

MEAN FIDDLER ACOUSTIC
ROOM, LONDON

“THIS nexi song features threeflute players. That's
luxury,” he says before the passionand whimsy of
“She’s Great”. Who could argue? LouisPhilippe is
luxury incarnate, an elegant crooner with a voices,
that floats and tingles like champagne bubbles. He ™
cansound like something from the current charts —
the uptempo lament, “Every Word Meant
Goodbye” might be a relaxed Marc Almond. But
Philippe s more ot home with mentholated wisps of
melody.

Tonight is an odd occasion. if's strange enough
to see a nine-piece band play in such atiny venue;
the feat s only achieved by having five of the
musicians set up off stage, alongside the audience.
IY's strqngersﬁlrto see one of the él label’s gang of
musical misfits actually perform live in Britain, an
almost unprecedented event. But Philippe’s voice is
asimmaculate as his dark suit, and the elaborate
arrangements are equally tasteful.

Really, it’s all cabaret, as lightand cosy as a
duvet. Yet it has an off-the-wall charm that
franscends the form. In the middle of the effortless
enterfcinment we get unexpected wild things, like a
jazzy seffing of a surreal Edevord Barton poem
called “Telephone Box”, or “Endless September”
— where the brass section stop playing and make
jungle noises into their mikes. The sax player proves
to be an accomplished parakeet impersonator.

There's a surprising, generous gesture at the end,
when Louis strolls off and lets the band pour out
final measure of frothy cappucino jazz without him.
He's so cool he makes you shiver.

DAVE JENNINGS
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it out solidly

I Bierkeller, Bristol: The Seers/The Curve/The
Spasmedics.

] im Morrison’s body may be resting peacefully in his
r Parisian grave but his sexy rock god spirit lives on in
e the thrusting theatrics of Spasmodics frontman Simon
. Fiyam

. Borrowing strongly — some might say audaciously — from
® the mmch-plagiarised Doors back catalogue, as well as
y ¢ those of countless lesser-known, low budget 60s garage
L E=nds the Spasmodics lay themselves wide open to the
charge of pandering to the latest indie trend, but one can
Sardly argue with an outfit who fill the dancefloor so quickly
zmd perform with such panache.
The Curve attempted something a little more adventurous,
2imouch the audience was largely unreceptive. The almost
t=naible tension within the band worked best during more
str=ightforward numbers like The Apparatus, while
fromtman Jim's energetic body popping remains very much
an acquired taste. )
The Bierkeller was almost unbearably sweltering by the
-I Sime the Seers stumbled on, and the toll of heat exhaustion

' soon began to tell in vocalist Spider’s unusually sluggish
amtics. : "
Shacgie of mane and less gawky in demeafiour than the
I=st time he trod these boards, B ol's favourite blond
beanpole has develo iito a powerful, assured
performer. Pivotaliethie Seers’ appe isthe rhythm section
of drommer &6 and bassistddcking vocalist Jason, who
=t fimes appear to hold togéther a band which often seems
= @ 2ancer of veering gafigerously off the rails.
==t-the-Ramones” description remains as
ser, though newer songs like Dead Town and
r psychedelia of Psych Out display a welcome

2T ' FER'!' TTER

1

e -

| Blinpthen ouitarist Lee is the Seers’ solid Ron Wood figure,

witille lead swanget Kat has obviously vast technical ability

| mniimici 55 newer really brought to the fore. : g

The crowd-pleasing Lightning Strikes was -an obvious

4 | =mooee, ensoring happy grins on the faces of many a sweat- -
{smiifien penter as they poured out into the night, but the

| Sieer=" forthcoming second album will be the real test of

i poiemial 2s serious contenders in the cruel old world

| afmoel " roll.

Robin Askew

Seers sweat

1inyl Edge’
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Fat Freddie’s Cat Old Tavern, Stapleton,
Bristol. Covers from Bryan Adams to Thin
Lizzy to the Blues Band and Wilson Pickett,
plus original, danceable material.

Bungle Rye Kings Arms, Bath.

be.
Havana Fireflies Bell, Bath See 7n °&

THURSDAY 20

The Rodents of Swing The Lo™t 220

MONDAY 17

The Seers/Rita Lynch/Witchnail Wolf
Busby's, Bristol, 9pm-2am, £4. A new
regular Monday night event at Busby's
entitied, ‘The Trip’. Since its conversion
from a2 cinema some years ago, Busby's
has witnessed a mere handful of live rock
gigs, last year's visit from Mega City Four
being one. That night proved how suitable
the place is for live music with a good size
dance floor and excellent sight lines. The
Seers’ last hometown gig a couple of
months back degenerated into a stifling
shambles with singer Spider being carried
off unconscious after a few numbers due
to heat exhaustion. The band will return to
the studio soon after this show to work on
their second album and their latest ‘Fear of
Technology’ EP shows how much easier
they are now finding translating an
undisputed live power onto vinyl. RL: See
Fri 14. WW: new Bath band playing a
mixture of psychedelic punk with a nineties
edge. Gig of the Issue and all that stuff.
Bill Smarme and his Bunch of Coyboys
Two Pigs, Corsham. Twerton’s greasiest
builder and demolisher of many a fine
country and western classic. Treats C&W
with all the respect which it deserves.
Deviant Mix Fleece & Firkin, Bristol, 7pm,
no price confirmed. See Sat 15.

Skin Games/Dawn After Dark Moles,
Bath, 9pm-1.30am. Members & guests
only, £2.20/£1.70. Skin Games’
outstanding feature is the deliciously
wanton voice of frontperson Wendy Page
which breathes extra fife into pop songs of
strength and vitality.

The Domino Club Bell, Bath. Former
Glaxo Baby, Tony Wrafter, provides the
deep sax power which is but one of the
Domino Club’s many attractions. Their
Ashton Court appearance showed off an
unpretentious set of jazz-dance standards
presented with humour and sublety.
Recommended.

with guests

CRAZY PINK
REVOLVERS

ROMEO

See Fri 14.

Oribital Thekla, Bristol, Spm-*
A Pulse Dance System preser
DJ J. Mix and illuminations &
Therapy. Appearing live are
‘Chime’ track of a few months =2
definite dancefloor fave.
Stratus Watershed Bar, Bristol.
Brad Stevens The Bulldog, Bristc

‘Pass the peroxide will you?"
Seer Spider in action. See Mon
17.

SEPTEMBER 14 - 28 VENUE 30
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The Seers

‘Bierkeller, Bristol

If 1988 is to be remembered for
nothing else, it will surely go down in
the annals of logzt & history when
the question was znswer. E

college dropouts » 2 penchant for

Scuzzy leather jack brezk through
and find true & t
the hearts of <ams of Bristol
£ swer was of
Yes™, and as if
to prove the poin the Bierkeller the
Seers enticed hor
participate in an ever
debauchery. They have
hottest property peric
that begs a provocative
I mean, why has the
practically devoied
and not, say, Onsl= t or the
Flatmates, both are probably
more successful inancial)

- night-time Radio 1, stoc in the indie
S bands.looks shaky, bur even so,

L aside the obviou point that the
Seers were in the right place at the
right time, i.e. just on the fag end of
the then prevalent grebo revolution,
one reason they’ve managed to make
young people all over the country
groove to their private mythology is
their collective talent at writing instant
pop classics. More erudite persons than
myself tell me of strange juxtapositions
between REM and the Ramones; I say
they sound like Steppenwolf and the
hell with it.

To sum up, then: in terms of
compensating for each other, they're
probably the best band I've seen since
the Heartbreakers. They’ve got some
corking songs and they look good ; / 3
(well, most of them - . .) but there’s g . 3 g

:
~ one thing. Why don’t other bands 5 ]
work as hard as they do? Why is no- =
one else tough enough'to follow their F i = - @&ni
lead? Until local bands ape them, e =
s cement a line-up, and then do 30-gigs- { = @W
I~ in-20-days-style tours, they will have { - .
absolutely no competition. = 1
i hate to lay this on you but the
Seers themselves are only beginning 2 -
ifiﬁgo other local bands can get This issue’s all-time faves chosen
is..{

en Dave Massey’s by Seers lead singer Spider.
1 being a cultural 5

ave been justified. B Everything. If you
Once the stakes are raised, it looks as 1. Ramones ytang

though, with precious- few exceptions, agrue I'll come round and stab
Seers will be the only-ones left in your children to death.
; 2 2. Chaos UK/Extreme Noise
: Terror Split (Manic Ears). If you
argue I'll come round-and stab
Chaos in your living room.
3. Descendents Everything. The
office hippy does not like
hardcore so he’s next.
4. Circle Jerks V1. Metal-punk,
ACDC meets The Clash and the
riff wins.
5. Jimi Hendrix Electric
Ladyland. Drugs, drugs; drugs,
drugs. "
6. T. Rex The Slider (EMI). Haif
nonsense — half bad spelling.
Good music, loads of dancing,
good death. :
7. Gang Green Skate to Hell. Buy
Skate Muties or I’ll piss in your
milk bottles. :
8. Various Now That’s-What I %
Call Music. Look, just fuck off

& game. (Sharko)

s Blow Your
Band who can pull
¥ (H: .



