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AN QUTLINE OF EDITIONS OF THE BAND

First Edition

Duration: September '75.

Personnel: Tom Herman-gt,bs; Scott Krauss—-dr; Peter Laughner-gt,bs; Allen
Ravenstine-sy; David Thomas-vo; Tim Wright-gt,bs.

Recordings: :
30 Seconds Over Tokyo/Heart of Darkness

Motes: This version of the band never performed and was assembled for the
sole purpose of recording.

Second Edition

Duration: November '75 to May '76.

Personnel: Tom Herman-gt,bs; Scott Krauss-dr; Peter Laughner-gt; Dave
Taylor=sy,or; David Thomas-vo; Tim Wright-gt,bs.

Recordings:
Final Solution/Cloud 149
Also, see 390 Degrees of Simulated Stereo

Third Edition

Duration: June '76. :

Personnel: Alan Greenblatt=gt; Tom Herman-bs; Scott Krauss-dr; Allen
Ravenstine-sy; David Thomas=-vo; Tim Wright-gt.

Recordings:
Untitled; see Datapanik In The Year Zero

Notes: This version of the band never performed and was zssembled for the
sole purpose of recording.

Fourth Edition

Duration: July '76é to September '79.

Personnel: Tom Herman-gt; Scott Krauss-dr; Tony Maimone-bs,gt; Allen
Ravenstine-sy,sax; David Thomas-vo,horn.

Recordings:
Street Waves/My Dark Ages
The Modern Dance/Heaven
The Fabulous Seguel/Humor Me(live) & The Book Is On The Table
THE MODERN DANCE
DUB HOUSING
NEW PICNIC TIME \
Also, see 390 Degrees of Simulated Stereo

Notes: For a brief period Anton Fier played drums. e

%, &

Fifth_Edition “4RT oF W
Duration: December '79 to present.
Personnel: Scott Krauss—dr; Tony Maimone-bs; Allen Ravenstine-sy,sax; David

Thomas-vo; Mayo Thompson—gt.
Recordings:

Not Happy/Lonesome Cowboy Dave

THE ART OF WALKING

ROUGH TRADE == MUSIC LIMITED

137 Blenheim Crescent
London, W.11
01-221-2761




LYRICS_TO

— e S e

ALL lyrics are written by David Thomas
except those noted as being the work of
Mayo Thompson.

GO:

Here's to the small things. Here's to the
small things that give pleasure.
Here's to the every day things, the every
day things that bring a smile:
Uh, my hands are complicated thoughts.
My hands are complicated.
My feet, but my feet are my special
friends.
My feet just want to go.

Here's to the finer points. Here's to the
fine Llines that mean everything.
Here's to the details, the details that so
often get overlooked:

The way one day fades into another;

The way simple desires get expressed,

And here's to the best things. Here's to
the things that make God smile.

Here's to the things that bring God
pleasure.

The small victories can be the big ones.
And as one day fades into another,
as the past fills with failure,
As one day fades to another, the details
and the small victories all add up.

INSTRUMENTATION;: SK-dr; TM-bs,pi;
AR-sy,pr; DT-vo; MT-gt.

RHAPSODY IN PINK:

I spent the day under the water. I spent
~ the day under the water, today.
I was a big pink ball, a big pink ball at
the bottom of the sea,
the bottom of the broad green sea.

The Little fishies came and looked at me;
oh, there I was for the fish to see.
There I was sitting on the sand, sitting
on the sand at

the bottom of the sea,

the bottom of the broad green sea.

The sea's a big green lens, a big green
lens.

The birds would fly overhead and Look
down at me. Look down at me at
the bottom of the sea,
the bottom of the broad green sea.

ROUGH TRADE
RECORDS LIMITED

(R.I.P. con't.)
The waves rolled in, and I would roll in;
The waves rolled out, and I would roll out:
back & forth, and back & forth at
the bottom of the sea,
the bottom of the broad green sea.

I SPENT THE DAY UNDERWATER.
I SPENT THE NIGHT ON THE BEACH.

bone, white as a bone.

So, that's my story.

That's my story for tonight.
Sad but true.

Kinda makes ya wanna cry.

Let this be a lesson to you.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-pr; TM-bs,or;
AR-sy,pr; DT-vo; MT-pi,gt.

ARABIAN_NIGHTS:

-

Once I was not so happy, and once I
was not,not so sad.

I never looked down.

I never looked down, and saw the Llittle
things under my Big Fat Feet.

There's a whole world of things there.

And plenty of good things to know & Llearn.

And, sometimes, you can even find quarters
there.

You can gven find quarters there, enough to

buy a Little thing to take home to the wife.

But, back to the ground now.

Ants.

There's ants.

And they work very hard.

They work very hard all day. They work
very, very hard.

But there's some things that are
not, not so considerate.

And, so, on to next week, and we will
see. We will see what has come of this
boy who has sat around and looked at the
trees and Little birds that sing.

The ants.
They save up.
They save up and collect things, and they
work very, very hard.
(continued)



(R.I.P. con't.)

The grasshoppers hop about, and hop
about and jump in the pool. _
They jump in the pool and just want

to have a good time.
They just want to have a Good Time.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-pr; TM-pr; AR-sy,pr;
DT-vo,or,pr; MI-gt,dr,pr.

YOUNG_MILES IN_THE BASEMENT:

o T T

There's no place like home.

*# There's no place Like home cause it's
homey.

* There's no place Like home cause it's
humble,
and it's
homey.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-drum machine, horn;
AR-sy; DT-vo; MT-or.

bon't fret now, baby.
Don't be so tired.
No mope mope mope-a~dope.
Now it's not as bad as all of that.
No, it's not as bad, not as bad as that.
DON'T BE A MISERY GOAT.

I could cry.

I could just cry.

"What's wrong? What's wrong ickle boy?"
OH, THE TEARS FALL DOWN.

(The cherus sings:)
I've got one bright hope.
1've got one ride home.

I sang 3 songs and marched around.

I sang:

Looky here;

Here comes the poetry:
“"I'm a cave with a wind inside.
"I'm a shell with the sound of the

surf inside."

What? :

What's the point, hunh?

DON'T BE A MISERY GOAT.

(The chorus sings:)
I've got one bright hope.
I've got one ride home.

Herd ‘em up, Tex.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-dr; TM=bs,bkv;
AR=-sy; DT=-vo; MT-gt.

137 Blenheim Crescent
London, W.11
01 2216268

LOOP:

(Lyrics by Mayo Thompson)

Are things clouds or clocks?
What's a warm of gnats got to do
with a pile of rocks?
What have a bucket and a clean slate got
in common?

Let's go straight over.

What are we waiting for?

We should be able to get there easy.
What are we waiting for?

Let's go.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-or; TM-bs;
AR-sy,dulcimer; DT-bkv,pr; MT-vo,gt,pr.

T

I tore myself up, and I ripped
everything out.

It was a storm that went by:

It had the sound of the winter wind;
It had the sound of the frozen Lake.
I tore myself up inside.

Only the walls were left.

I tore myself up.
"I'm a Big Success"
I could not hear.

"I do a Good Job"

I couid not feel.
"Poor Boy™

I tear myself up inside.
"Tough Luck”

It works out that way.
"Some Excuse"

I heard the Yoice of Reason:

"pon't Upset Yourself"

I didn't Listen.

I heard the Voice of Reason.

I didn’t listen.

"Yeah, I know it all;I'm a Big Boy now
"Big Boy now."

I heard the Voice of Reason way far away.

I tore myself up inside.

I ripped everything out.

‘Only the walls were left.

Then, I Llooked around for something
else to tear out.

I reached deegp.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-dr; TM-bs; AR-sy:
DT-vo,or,bkv; MT-gt , bkv.

ROUGH TRADE
<=~ MUSIC LTD.




BIRDIES:

I've got t'get ahold a'myself:
I've got to pull myself up by my socks;

The birdies are singing.
The birdies are saying what I want to say.

Now, watch this close
Oh, I should say 'close-lee'
Here we go:
The foot goes up, and the foot goes down,
and so I move along, and actually
get somewhere.
And, when the Big Feet get tangled, and
well...
I GET RIGHT BACK UP.

Look at me.

Look at me; I've got my feet on the
ground, and I've put my head in the air,
I'm going:_--_
And the wind, the wind's going through.
My hair.

My hair's stringing out behind.

Look at that.

I'm standing. _
I'm standing up, and I'm going.
I'm going.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-dr; TM-bs; AR-sy;
DT-vo,bkv; MT-gt,bkv.

In my heart,

If that is where one feels,

I surely feel

Your head lying back

Sending peals of Laughter

To ring a bell,

The bell I ring to call you here to me:

Telephone, telephone, please bring me news

When I'm alone if it can be done.
I would be very grateful.

'ROUGH TRADE
> MUSIC LTD.

(Horses con't.)

Is that a horse,
Whose footsteps I hear approaching,
On the run
From an unknown danger?
Or just my heart
Beating so noisily?
One never really knows,
But it's not too lLate to see.

It's the sun
I wait for in the morning,
And the moon
I Long to se= setting in the evening.
When night lies ahead

And day is through,

I'LL spend some time with you.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-dr; TM-bs; AR-sy;
DT-bkv; MT-vo,gt,pi,pr. Paul Hamann
whistled.

NOT_HAPPY:

Can't we be happy?
0h, can't we be happy like the swimming
turtles, the swimming turtles?

Can't we be happy lLike the bumble bees
on the River Tees?

The bumbles bees on the River Tees buzz
in harmonies.

Can't we be happy Llike them?

I am happy when you are happy,

and you are happy when I am happy,
so, let's be happy.

Let's be happy.

Oh, can't we be happy?
Can't we be happy like the tiny mice,
the tiny mice?
Can't we be happy like the odd-ball birds
of South America?
The odd=-ball birds of South America
are happy.
Can't we be happy lLike them?

Oh, 1 am happy when you are happy,
and you are happy when I am happy,
so, Let's be happy.

Oh, Llet's be happv.

INSTRUMENTATION: SK-dr,pr; TM-bs,bkv,
glockenspiel; AR-sy; DT-vo; MT-gt,bkv.

ALl songs are copyrighted and
published by Virgin Music/Rough
Trade Music.

Directors: Anne Clarke, Geoff Travis, Richard Scott, Sue Johnson and Peter Waimsley

Reglstared office: 137 Blenheim Crescent London, W.T1

Reg. No. 1418009

VAT.No. 243089661




26th July, 1980 New Musical Express’

Who are you ealling a
skeleton, skinny?

‘Skeletonsof =
| angst come alive

P 8 e T

Pere U bu v : - janascape they fiist uademarlm! ‘As the rthythms become R
% : ; L ' simpler — some even reggae and biues-darived {Tony Maimone
New York . ) ) - playing slide bass!) — the songs become better venicles for

oA : W & these travels further out into the real world bazaar. -

"THE INAUGURATION of Pere Ubu, phase three. Oris it four?

Even the band members say they've lost track.

+ - The latest phase shift is marked by Mayo Thompson on guitar
replacing Tom Herman, who's gone off to work'the oil rigsin
Texas. This steaming night in Hurrah is their first performance

:g":;h;;"tp"’“' and their first gig in ten "“'““'5 There’s no - | pitched somewhere between a squeak and a moan, speaks
. : worids about pain, longing and indecision. Thomas knows he §
o |&| i m:‘.ﬁ Pl‘” U! hul d h;::::d - d:‘é‘hm:;g::g, T‘“’__ . will never “belong”. His dilemma is that wMioha suspects ﬂﬂs
I _apocalypse, courtesy of the lste Pater Laughner. The albums™ - isto s’ tage. how i “" MM? :
a bfougrmdﬂmhnmmu:TMA;hmﬁ::‘%;vnﬁm:uM ; fHo sh!ouldn't ne;tiipto?gl;‘:out dm:mytodeﬂecttzlegamas
; h‘, W developed a gloomy, atmosphere - of ritual star-wers very incongruousnessofhis
g::{eﬂ,ﬂ“n::““ o"t":’: Pi“"“t” of thythmic mventiveness, New | presence should be enugh. But his littie routines between
o Davig pacay. oth’ the wilks. g iso:eg:-—hur:hmingd “thlai., magic moment”’, trym‘g outafew
' “Crocus Behem Thomas taps ’z” okes —- are cheered on by the assembled Ubu following in a
out at the audience with amazement, as if we were the alien way that suggests a seff-congratulatory cult. Not that there is

visitors from anothar dimension, not him. The band strikesup
il 3 orash and the song N s turchios forward. ';mrtlﬂng : :::’t:;:: aolf for Thomas tode to. avoidthis Evem)m.

Thomas is telling us he’s got thess arms and legs that flip-flop. il | a
flip-flop. He can‘t fit in this world, and not just because he's s0 F “Now let’s o iﬂ S reqain my cornposuie." Thomas said ot -

The things Ubu fnd; mmmaglng around out there, seem to
make them sad. This is serious music, intecpreting a world seen
through jaundiced, disconsolate eyes. it shakes us, but then we
wake up from bad draams into nightmares.

Thomas is the perfect figure to front this vision. His volce, g

big. The place just wasn't built for a man like him. one point. “Oh, don‘t do that,” answered someone from the
Mayo Thompson, on the other hand, looks very much a man
of this world. Intent and serious, businesslike and efficient, he - ::.:g:suwcﬁ :T,’;,ﬁ?;: . Iaughmg wiith pad not Bt it
tosses off delicious licks with a determined expression. Don’'t a = g
bother him with any rock and roil nonsense about giving 900'2’ | There are moments of celebration in the set that break
visuals please. He's got a job to do. through like sun through clouds. On ‘{(Pa) Ubu Dance Party’
His presence produces minimal aiteration in the Ubu sound. Maimone switches from bass to guitar, and his-and
He fits in. One notices, here and there, an extra mtel!lgam:a e Thompson'’s double-guitar parts propel a motion in which the
_being applied to what the guitar does, deliberation -~ - ] undercurrent of dance-trance funk becomes sxplieit Movement
{unexaggerated) and restraint. Tk 1 Il‘ld sweat for afl. o
Aot of new material, I‘romaforuwoming.:lsmm,b i
introduced. The rhythms are strong, direct lﬂﬂ“mf"ﬂk\f : Ubu's modern. a—— part dance maubrn. the skeletons of
In a subtle way. Bass, drums and guitar are upfront. Ravenst's. angst and industrial waste, part Thomas' cracked, off-kilter jig,
synthesizer keeps up a running commentary from further inthe and part genuine body-party rhythm_ A feliow writer said he
background than ever befors. From there, he translates | thought of them as “Pink Floyd for graduate students”. But
elactronics into ethnic musics, wind instrument sounds ~ ° 1 besides a willingness ta five up to their intsiligence, other
. .ldibil‘lﬂ African, Chinese and Middle Eastern influences. - .. . ﬂ"m separate them from Floyd — Ubu- hwooompuslonnnd

This has long been a part of the Ubu method (check ‘Chinese . °} 4 real sense oth ,wuh']‘hom n board, gm;hou]d
- Radiation’ on the first album). Bust their integration of far-flung - - :ontlnue to get ::::fm - m
sounds is now much more effective, well surpassing the huw ﬂnv are one of the important m i L,
lndustdal murk and invocation of the machine-chained - i ; i Hiéhird'Grabel
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Ubu strolt t
Man__.wnma interval having

BETTER

elapsed, David Thomas is
unutterably huge, but
astonishingly light. His butk
seems almost weightless: he
has the globular grace of a
balloon. He floats ta the
microphone, comically
flustered, scratching his head,
already apologising for some
imaginary infraction. He
launches into a long, confused
explanation of something o
other: an account of why he
wishes to open a restaurant. He
reaches the end of his defensive
tirade, asks, ""Any questions?”

Voice from crowd: "Yeah:
Why are you so fat?’’ :

Pere Ubu answer with music.
Everything about the group is
big and fat. Mayo Thompson
looks like a more streamlined
version of Thomas. The sound
is unutterably huge, richly
comic, vastly tragic: the,
expression of an attitude
towards existence and not
simply the subsuming of ideas
and personalities of the
musicians into seme abstract
notion of Style. Thomas’ voice
rolls shockingly from basso to
falsetto, forever in the limbo
between treading on the
banana skin and hitting the
ground. It is a performance in
the fullest sense of the word:
Thomas' ‘flustered’

OR WORSE?

monologues and even the final
“I'm Sorry!’ with which the
band leave the stage are part of
a tota) account of the world
which completely transcends
the normal level of attitude
dancing served up by your
customary run-of-the-{antijrock
mill band. :
Pere Ubu seem waird
pecause they are — at least in
the rock world, which has shed
far less of its standard’
assumptions than it currently
deludes itself that it has. Rock
music— and | use the term in
this context merely to irritate
those who do not —is not i
accustomaed to encompassing
work of this much humanity,
which is why | felt acutely
uncomfortable for a lot of the
time that the Ubus were on.
Stifl . . . hey! Rock and roll!
Step right up for the main
attraction! It's been a year since
{ last saw Gang of Four, and in
that time they've performed a
lot more and added material
from 'Solid Gold' to a set that
was at one time in danger of
becoming as standardised as
those of Linton Kwesi Johnson
or The Wha. Their music has
become louder and thicker;
their textures meatier, their
* rhythms heavier and their

onstage demeanour far more.

extrema. Andy Gill appears
both more Serious (he is, after

" all, the Gangster who

caricatures Seriousness most
ostentatiously) and more
agitated, rocketing all over the
stage as if he cannot quite
believe that he is actually doing
these things, while Jon King's
behaviour verges on the
foolish. Clad inan exceptionally
baggy suit, he cuts the most
ludicrous capers, resembling
nothing-and no-one s0 much as
a hyperactive drunk who has
decided to mimic a young
Jamaes Brown on speeded-up
film. The net results are quite
delightful.

Their new material lacks both
the frenzied dynamics and the
ferocious self-righteousness of
the original ‘Entertainment!’
set, and when ‘oldies’ were

_interspersed into the

programme the energy level of
the audience rose an
appreciable several notches,
but such is stardom. This is s
what.they want, to coin the
phrase, and the reception
garnered by the devastating
final-encore double-header of
*Tourist’ and ‘Ether’ proved a
point that the Gang may not
have wanted to make.

k Wheredo opinions come from

anyway?
Charles Shaar Murray
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David Thomas does the funky Oliver Hardy. Pic David ]




~ ANDTHATS
ANOTHER FINE MESS YOU'VE -
© GOTTEN ME INTO!

fables and foibles which are unique in their
admissions to confusion, prétentions to
whimsicality and gleeful acceptance of the
absurd, An Ubu performanceisnotan
opportunity to follow the development of a
duly considered thought process or to soak -
up a frigidly conétructed narrative. Theycare _
enough about the listener to ancourage -
involvement with their process and if, like me,
'you find your attention drifting it's easy to
pick up the thread after a few minutes’ lapse.

But usually they rise so high above rock’s
leaden limitations that it's shameful and -
frightening people should be deprived of the
stunning imagination and realisation they can 5

- engender. camlish , Pere Ubu are the direct
B antithesis of the cold, weird and distanced tag
hung on them by a lazy peabrained group of
critics and a large section of the public.

I'm unfamiliar with Pere Ubu’‘s recorded
work, but live they prove preposterously
accessible. 1 really don’t see what all the cold-
feet and fuss is about! These songs are
crowded with-so many ideas and
understandings of pop throughout tha last 25
years that the only problem appears to be an
embarrassing wealth of riches. e

Each song is ebullient and dynamic, bulging
with the sort of riffs and motifs that most
bands would make a meal out of: Ubu chew
them up and spit them out. When they offer
too much and there’s nothing to latch onto,
the waste is due as much to generosity as. -
disorganisation. ; ’

Pere Ubu are akin to a rock’n’roll hall of
mirrors; reflecting the music’s surface
tensions and obsessions and throwing back
images which though distorted and
convuluted are presented in a manner which
unearths new ‘meanings’ and stronger more
genuine emotions than common rock
language would ever be able to articulate.
‘They are benevolent musical terrorists,
guaranteed to shaka you up and tear you
apart. If 1 said they were the originators of the
elixir some people attribute to the B52's.
~maybe you'd know what | mean.

*All The Time' is a gorgeous love song,
purely obsessive. “Animal Farm’ is
- rapresentative,of their rhythmic freedom —
swirling with jerky fairground lilts which-work
with the manic animal noises to make for a
thrilling and exuberant experience. And close
to the final encore — a joyously spontaneous
version of I'm So Happy — came a tone
poem rife with deep sea imagery.

“How many people think thisis a silly song
about seaweed and fishes? How many think it
has deep inner meaning?” asks Crocus.

Abstention is out of the question so my
hand shoots into the air on both counts. -

1 think that says something very important
about Pere Ubu. They are; y'see, crude ¥
democrats and these days that's the only sort ’
of democracy — in rock’n’rolil, in anything —
that's totally honest and sensible. Love them

forit. ’

Pere Ubu

North London Poly £
MAYBE HE’S jumbled up, maybe he’s losing
his touch, maybe he never really had it
anyway but that Crocus Behemoth — Fatman,
singer and sometime percussionist with Pere
Ubu — sure is restless, flippant and uneasy.
As an American rock’n’roll figure he's totally
without precedent — illogical, radically
innocent and boisterously happy. :
Close to the front of the stage, | couldn’t
help falling for this bumbling and frustrated
beached whale of a performer. He writhes
with his genuine Eoyness while satirically |
prodding the suppositions and expectations
history has created around the comic/sad
fatman figure. The songs he sings take
seemingly insignificant pictures and make
- them daringly relevant. Centring on themes
like sadness and wonder, they swoop up from
nowhere and ‘old Crocky’ — aka David .
Thomas — absorbs them with infatuation. -
But-tonight he keeps failing to zero inon
the music’s vortex and is embarrassed by his
seemingly mispiaced excitement. Hence a
falsetto wail, typically charged with pious
.exhilaration, is castrated halfway ‘owards its
extraordinary tonal peak and he tells the _
_audience, the band and himself, "I got carried
away, I'm sorry, OK? Don’t be angry with
me."” B
Is he mocking or being serious? Both — this
is where Lenny Bruce meets Oliver Hardy.
Crocus and Pere Ubu have found
themselves a creative space which is far from
the confines of history and rationalism and
totally relinquishes the conventionai linear
physics of rock music. As such their
performance.is & buoyant, multi-levelled -
experience of unceasing humour, frankness
and compassion. i
To see Pere Ubu live Is essential to
understand the true nature of their meaning

— i.e. a series of tangential observations, " GavinMartin
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EA‘JEN — opulent yet refre

-shows of this year uuder its
“dazzling archways.

~ First there ;was the debut of =
#New Order, and then, even more -

* breathtaking, two re\':tahsed
“ masters deliberately juxtaposed in
“one glorious night of sub!:mma!
“music; -

What a revelation Godard and
“Ubu trned out to be! After his
i fascinating but flawed soln album:
md a. one-off single for Rough

“Trade, Vic Godard has been riith-

“fessly rehearsing his mew band
_‘eight hours a day in preparation
S for Iaunchm.g a uewkmd of mus;c

“hard to believe that nobody has

Zever really played mus::: like this .

a8 l'usf.
band

before.
Wﬂrmgj ‘suit as sh

Z vmce., Godard whlppcdaglp

through a selectioni of dextrous

% dance numbers ~fascinating - fo;

¥ their clipped; crisp melodies;
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" the sort Betie Midler om.eg

; - threatened to do_before she wem :
"4 full dlt into show-biz. -

1o follow that.

| centrated, sensitive; startting,

egrity. o
The Gang Show mnds up

1

‘merged - his’ special talents . t

It was asking &' ot of Pu-e Ubu

But anvone who thlnks Ilus ol ¢
fection of inspired maestras are *
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