FOR YEARS| NEVER UNDERSTOOD THE APPEA 2
Throwing Muses. For years | sumbled around trying to getafixon
them, trying fo pin down their elusive appeal, attempting fo-

disseminate their components in a futile search for meaning. Iwas
looking for the reason and the rhyme, when, frankly, they were the
£ very last things | should have been looking for.

TR Y Foryears | never understood the basic rule to
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sparkoffthemostinspiredof reactionsinthe

receiver’s mind. Surely, the fact that certain sequences of chordsand
notes and sounds, stumbled aémmmndos:;?spurkoﬁreocﬁms -
and images in the mind of the recipient has nothing fo do with those
sequences and everything to do with who's listening?

Kristin begs to differ: “The idea that beauty is in the eye of the
beholder doesn’t hold for me, because | know ugliness surfaces from
beauty so often. This s going to sound terrible; but people don’thave
aclearimage of the simple fact: beauty is fruth. You can fool people
i o guel::” when you've written something of worth?

Buthowao ow u’ve written something ot worth?

| dictuserdio,* shareplies. % had o see whelhier Hwould s, i
keptworking: If it began to date too soon, I'd think, ‘Oh I gotin the
way of thatone, | did something dumb’. Now | pretty much know
when the truth is coming out and when I'm getting in the way.”
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Andfor any kind of art to be worthwhile, to ";rgﬂhing more than
the sort of passing fancy with which we in the media amuse ourselves
~ SuddenlyIfeellike Levin, the hero of “Anna Karenina”, who spends

nearly 830 pages looking for a solution fo the spiritual quandaries
~ whi dhim since birth, “the struggle between reason
and| ave the answer revealed to him in one simple
phrase. Spooky, huh2 =

rue beauty exists anyhow. Beauty is b uiﬁienviolate, unchan

“THE Real Ramona”, the fifth album from Throwing Muses is the
clearestindication of Kristin and the Muses’ inner beautyyet. In his
review a few weeks back, Chris Roberts compared itfo an ice-skater,
!)ui fronHy, Ihaven'tyetwitnessed an ice-skater who is unsettling,
A;\MWS't céi - t, ¥ bed;nfechxs,oﬂ?ndﬁeﬁame time.
argot Fontaine wou ser. ontaine skati
et
: surtace, “The Real Ramona” (the fifle comes from a Thirties
posteard Kristin discovered one day in an old junkshop) seems more
relaxed', more atpeace with itself than some of their earlier offerings.
It doesn’tappear to possess the homicidal infent of their startling
, say, nor the often rampant morbid wildness of “House
Tornado”; its songs glisten with a sheen that puts most pop
prefenders to shame. Doubtless this is a reflection of Krisfin's
desperate search for peace of mind among the torment she was
gomg through atthe time: recorded lastyear atthe height of the
world dumping on her, it must have been a welcome escape.
But, really, the pop sheen is just the very fragile surface. Scratch
under;neqfh for even one second andyou could find anything. It s like
" what“Twin Peaks” could be, if “Twin Peaks” was anything more
than justempty surface gloss with no confent whatsoever dumb
comparison). Just look at the songs.



There's the unbearab poignkc:;\twordbss irib;:fe to Krisfin's son e
Igl

Dylan, whose refrain seems to be echoed in the final glorious
stadium sway of “Two Step”, and the single, “Counting Backwards”
which was inspired by a hypnotism technique. 4

There are Tanya Donelly’s two sublime moments of pop perfection:
“Not Too Soon” (called “The Pop Song” by the band, itwas -
originally started upon 10years ago and has been reconstructed so
many times, the band also named it “The Frankensong”), and
“Honeychain”. Both of these are obviously better than anything The
Bangles or The Go-Go's have ever achieved in the same direction.
Then there's the frighteningly obsessive “Lee Ellen”.

The record also features rﬂe Muses’ new bassist, Fred Abong. But
i's not that important (as far as you can calla completely new

individual unimportant); Fred carries on more than steadfastly fr
where Leslie left off. ans stly from
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“THE Real Ramona” was recorded lastyear in Hollywood among
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an apartment complex full of actors doing voice-overs, the castof
“Ghost Dad”, heavy metal bands and centre-fold models,

and high-grade hookers. Half the time the Muses couldn’ttigure out
whatthey were doing there.

“ltwas like living on TV,” Kristin recalls. “But it made the album
come outof a microcosm, which was imporfant. It
helped to have this really boring, numbing world
with only one type of weather around us?ﬁecouse
then the album was the biggest picture we saw.”

“This album sounds morg%ﬁ: us, it’s more free-
spirited,” Tanya adds. “Butit's always strange
recording, because you have fo take a song which
changers‘?or everydayand say, Thisisits

definition,’ this is what's going fo
represent it forever. Sometimes
you'll do something really cool to
asong live and you could kill
yourselffor not recording it.”

THROWING Muses write
the scariestand the goofiest
songs, often atthe same time. You
tr;?ow that feelimi);hou Ige}’t1 just

re you switch the lighton in
LT ﬁa);an wonder if there might
e something |ur{iong there, and you're never foo
sure whether there was, even though you never
discover anything? That's Throwing Muses. Four
regular guys who create, perhaps, the most regular
musicinthe world.

Andbecauseit's so regular, it can be very, very
frightening, like all those dumb-ass movies which involve childish
nursery thymes and spooky close-ups of dolls and the like.

Butoften i's way more psychological than that: Throwing Muses
always seem fo be hinfing at what lies on the other side of madness.
Perhaps it's just that there's so much depth fo a Muses song, so much
emotion, you find yourself falling, with no guide-ropes fo help you.
Hell, | don’tknow, maybe the Muses can tell me

atscaresthem. e S

“Tellyou now?” Kristin asks. ”Eveg«hing! Beforel
had Dylan, nothing scared me, | didn’t know what
fear was because | wasn'tafraid of death. Now
Billy (her husband/manager) can scare me, the

ndcan socllre me. .Et),m "

Soit's le you care about.

”Goodp:(r:‘s)we{c.’ltt,’s onething being scared of
your child dying, butthat's not fair because that's
selfish. What's worse s if | died and  wasntable fo
take care ofhim.

“Probably my greatest fear is of boredom,” she
continues. “Not of anguish or terror or anything
like that. Ifl was b(l;e vg:l: m Iif'ei\or my famalk =
can you imagine bei with aperson¢it's
abayxmem:o?rsﬂhingnygou candotothem.”

“Alotofthings scareme,” saysTanyaDonelly, =~ ——————
goddess and guitarist supreme. “I'm afraid of sudden death,
ing cut off. | wantto participate in my death and it frightens me it
can be taken outof my hands. I'm afraid of chaos, although if's kind
of reassuring fo know it's just chaos outthere, and thatyou don'’t
have any responsibility.” <

Do you get scared by all these people who feel so
inten);ely%bout the M{JSES?

“When they wantto be partof us, yes,” Tanya
replies. “l don’tunderstand the impulse of wanting
to getinside something else, but it doesn’thappen
to me so much as Kristin. | feel very protective
towards her, especially as she’s now with child. I'd
like to put her in one of those hamster balls and roll
her around.”

WEIRD. Only half-an-hour before, inthe four
van on the way to Glasgow, Kristin, Billy and | had
been talking hamsters. Kristin fold us a story of
howhislitls homsleraERE RISt ol e vy doows the stirs i
its hamster ball and gotten stuck underneath a water cooler, never to
be retrieved. Forall g?e knows, it's still there.

Soif's strange Tanya should use precisely that metaphor to describe
her feelings towards her half-sister. Mind you, Tanya and Kristin's
family are meant to have a strong psychic strain running through

em.

Tanya looks alittle scared when | mention the coincidence, but goes
ontoexplain: “Oh, that's my mum —it's mainly that she has strong
infuifion. She gets these reom& strong feelings and she’ll know when
something’s gone wrong with us. Aﬂotof itis just mom stuff.”

Hell, | don‘tknow. Americans probably talk about hamster balls all
the time. Certainly Tanya can talk enough psycho-babble to touch
on similar topics every other hour. She agrees.

“Sometimes | feel like I'm on double-speed and everyone else is
walking through mud. | don'tlike it, because find | don’t edit things, |
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don’thave that naturalediting . .. piece! | do have afendency
towards emotional psycho-babble, but wouldn't say it's my
favourite topic, it's more because | can’thelp it.”

EARLIER thisyear, in one of the most startling interviews ever
to appear in the music press, Kristin revealed to The Stud
Brothers that for 10 years she’d been suffering from a
Eersonolily disorder — bipolarity —whereby she’d hear voices in

er head. Did she feel exposed in any way, vulnerable, ofter
seeing the inferview in prinf2

“You come fo expect inferviews being very personal,” Kristin
explains, sipring athertea. “l have two lives, one musical and
one personal. You work at the music for years and when it
comes outall the personal life comes outand you
forgetthat happens. Butl ask for it, it's my job.”

And herjob is to create intensely personal
music. Hence people are likely to be far more
inferested in her personal life then, say, the
singer with The Farm.

“I've spent 10 years trying fo deal with two
differentworlds at me"s);mge time, knowing that
everyone else just saw one of them. | spent m
whole time trying to seem normal. Thank God|
had my songs, but that's whatturned me that

WU{ inthe first place.”
Okay. | promise notto dwell on this —you must
be fed up with itby now.

“Yeah, right,” she laughs, self-consciously. “I
keep seeing allthese |ir§e magazines with articles
on us, talking about bipolarity disorder, child
custody —hey, | only talked about that one
afternoon, if's not really what the album is based on! Can we
talk aboutthe band for a while2”

For sure.
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“Stupid things mostly,” says David. “Playing
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Kristin: “Nothing. Absolutely nothing.
Someﬁmasl’llfirr:gmyselfﬁguringa?whoﬂhave
todo atthe end of the tour —making grocery lists,
stuff like that— and the songs just keep going on,
butfor the most part there’s nolhin;erﬁere, except

forthe song.”
~ Tanya: “Last night| was thinking how the
~ audiencelooked so sweet. They were so happy
and excited, which is a strange thing fo look at, unrestrained
happiness. ltwas really nice.”
Fred: “Ithink about not f***ing up and how goofy I feel playing
in frontof all these people, when a year ago I was studying.”

RIGHT now | should be runningall
sorts of stories pastyou in order to
make you realisewm‘ awell-versed
and literate bunch the Muses are (they
are). Solet's talk about beds flying out
of hotel windows in Dallas and
strange American popstars
ering the sireets of Glasgow at
three in the morning on the lookout for
aparty. “Shhh,” 'hel'{ go, “Be werry
werry quiet. We're hunting parties!”
Per:Kops we should men?igon that
Tanya keeps her highschool journals
sealed with masking tape, butevery fime she comes across them
they still make her wantto pound her fists againstthe wall. Or
maybe we could fitin a mention of the film the Muses wrote the
fitle track for (“Matter Of Degree”), and how they can’t get the
rightsto itback, and mention how Kristin was once asked by
book publishers to write a book in the style of Niick Cave, an
ideashe reciedwihhe scomitdeserved, And et ok about
deconstructing knock knock jokes (“There's no door!”) and how
all the Muses ever seem fo eatis yoghurt and peanut butter.
'hWe cou}l:i ﬁ:’slcuss how d?;dmi alre completely the grossest
ings fo e (apparen ll also give you a suretire
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Butyou all know how | feel about that, anyhow. So letme give
you a sample of my state of mind affer their Glasgow show:
dumbstruck.

| “The Real Ramona” is out now on 4AD.
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