PIXIES
CAMBRIDGE CORN
EXHANGE

YOU JOIN us, friends, fiends
and ferns, on the day that the
Pixies have learned their third
album, ‘Doolittle’, has walked
and talked in an unexpected
commercial esperanto landing
them in the national charts —
the one that counts, the one
that earn serious lucre—at
number eight. With a bullet. A
dum-dum? Maybe.

Yestoday, April 23 1989, in
Cambridge, the place that any
decent chap or chapess would
reject in favour of Oxford (hey,
the punting is better there),
Pixies are kings of the
swingers. Their monkey has
been kicked off their backs and
gone to heaven. And I’'m glad.
Oddly enough, alll can
remember about going to see
real monkeys atthe zoo is the
way that they wank.

The Pixies are not wankers,
they are a great rock group. Far
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better than their sometimes
feeble records will ever let you
know.

The only problem is that rock
as acommunal experience is
incontinent(al), pissingonits
own remains. Charles — Black
Francis, if you will, and sod-off
if you won’t—knows this. “I
thinkrock and rollis a very safe
and unaggressive experience,”
he says. “It's an artificial
experience.”

This is odd coming from the
Captain Hook of aband who,
for the past several years, have
been lionised by those who
write about music asifitwerea
chemical equation and who will
see the success of ‘Doolittle’ as
avindication of the indie
‘ethic’; a case of David stoning
Goliath, youth rebellion
fulfilled.

Did you seerockmusicasa
vehicle for youth rebellion or
generation gap hostilities,
Charles?

“No, no,” he says, pullingon
acan of Skol. “It’s too late for
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that sort of thing—music as
rebellion. My dad, who owns a
bar called The Quarterdeck in
Cape Cod where | live, bought
me my first guitar and paid for
the recording of our first mini-
album, ‘Come On Pilgrim’. |
would have liked to have been
around when rock meant more
than mere entertainment. it
must have been great to have
been The Stones in the ’60s, but
I’'m happy justto be agood
entertainer now.”

And so we drink adram to the
man who helped start this
scam, Charles’ dad, as the
lights go down like dead
fireflies in the Corn Exchange
and the applause turns froma
rippleto atorrent.

Minutes pass. We wake up.
It’s still dark. Somebody has
justpunched usin theribs and
the Pixies are palpitating,
succulating and gesticulating
onstage. The person who has
wacked us in the side is a goff
girlie. She dances to ‘I Bleed’
like she has her head in the
grave and her feetin cement.

I’'m sorry—hell! No’'m not! -
butthe first thing one notices
as the Pixies roll out their red
carpet of songs on this touris

the audience. It has changed.
Every Mission fan, replete with
igloos, has converged on
Cambridge tonight. When not
having sex to it, rock music was
devised for dancing to. There’s
no argument about that. This
audience —all bad dress sense
and bad breath — patently can’t
do either. They should have
had their feet chopped off at
birth.

“Qur audiences are
changing, are they?” muses
Charles. “Sowhat? | don’t
rezlly care as lcng as they pay
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stucdents. And Charles doesn’t
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time,” he opines later. “All they

dois read books, talkabout
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yet another one oimarﬁssey s

freﬁu!MsWhenpfayedlive .
_Hence ‘Wave Of Mutilation’

becomes an operating table
made of babies’ skins, ‘There

_GoesMy Gun'zoomslikean
 MXmissllecoveredinponlle.

maathooks, anstaga hmvw,
to filch a mathematical cliche,

__theyare more than the sum of
__their parts. BassistKim, whose
"vmwéaydmmurmnds
_me of my favourite auntie,
_under the spotiight twinkles

like atruestar. She’s sexon
four strings, and when she

singa ‘Toay’s‘l‘hame smm'
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_ Initiate ‘| Bleed’, Charles isin
superbvocalorder. Hemight
nothavelipslike Cinderella,
_more like her cast-off shoes,
_ butwhatissuesforthis

mesmeric. Charles is more

___emotive and closer to the spirit
' ofrockmusicthanBonatkaesv

Kerr.
Whatgoes thmugh your

_ sounds akin to an arsonist
}Mv&agafumﬂgh;omata

_ pointis, it's during Vamos’

where Charles and Kimgeta

_ briefencounter atdoingwhat
they do best—harmonising—
and it’s the moment when Joey

Santiago has his muzzie

undone. His guitar solo ratties
everybodies skulls until brains
drip out of noses as he lets rip
with outrageous feedback that

education up to the fifth grade.
After that-too bad. Though!
believe in the sanctity of

__nature, I really don't care about

politics. That‘awhywedon‘t
play benefitsthoughwe're
asked to all the time. Why
should you play for something
youdon'tbelieve in?” .

‘Whyindeed? Butin thatcase
why are you appearing at

__ Glastonbury whichis in aid of




