@ Slithering savagely
from the sexy snake-pits
of downtown Reykjavik
comes the evolutionary
guards of the
unstoppable Icelandic
pop-invasion -
REPTILE. They spent
four hours locked ina
New York hotel
bedroom with STEVEN
WELLS and spunky
lenseman TIM PATON.
Their top lips sweated
savagely but they
survived. This is their
story . ..
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interview

Reptile |am
watching the movie
Monkeyshine. The CD
player is blasting out
Extreme Noise Terror’s
‘Stick His Head On A
Pole’. We are all
shamefully smashed out
of our heads on crack.
This isNew York.

Inthe movie this paraplegic
fellow is tormented by a super-
intelligent monkey. He lures the
furry fiend onto his shoulder for a
snog and chompsiitin the neck.
He shakes his head from side to
side until, with a loud RIP!, the
monkey’s head comes off and
splatters against the patio doors.

Scaley models: Reptile with muscley mate; Dora (left) and Magga (right).

DON’T MENT
THE COD

The horrible, horrible thing is
thatMagga, the violinist from
Reptile, is the spitting image of the
evilmonkey. | mean this monkey
was like a fotalbastard, dude. It
killed the geezer's mum and his
best friend and was trying to stick
ahypoin his girlfriend’s eyeball.
Magga looks totally cute and
totally evil, she is My Little Pony
as conceived by Charles Manson.

In the video for the Reptile EP
‘O’ the camera catches herin
mid-grin, gap-toothed, squinting
and crosseyed, her vole-like nose
aswrinkled as agerro’s scrotal
sack. Evil. Pure evil. The Norse
legends warn us of the demonic
Loki and his mastery of
disguise . . .

It's alovely sunny day in
Greenwich Village but I'm doing
what all Brit music hacks doin
New York e sit on a hotel bed,
drink, watch the totally
sensational TV and interview a
band or two.

This is Reptile. NME Single Of
The Week band. | wentto see
them with the normally sober and
taciturn Danny Kelly. Mr Kelly
threw his arms upin the air.
“Hallelujah!” he said. “Hallelujah!
Easily the bestband I've seen so
far this year, dude, callme a
sentimental old cockernee if you
must!”

Strange they are. They squeak
and blip and make jazzy farting
noises and generally come
across as a little bit mental. Like a
cross between The Pogues, The
Sugarcubes and amodern jazz
combo except that, inevitably,
they are already sick of being
compared to the bloody bastard
booring barf-me-out-to-the-max
Sugarcubes, but hey!, they come
from Iceland, they have female
singers and they are allittle bit
strange.

Itturns out that the mad
monkey woman, Magga, is as
crazy as she looks (very crazy).
She says shewantstodieina

plane crash and gy
when sheflies. Sh

slithering around in 19i
have hardly rehearsed: T
established a large domest
following by busking inthe
doorways of other people’s gigs
alaBragg and, like almostevery *
Icelandic superstar I've ever met,
they refuse to take anything too
seriously.

Except that they're not called
Reptile. Really they are called
Risaedlanwhich s Icelandic for
Big Lizard which, apparently
sounds too much like The Flying
Lizards.

Anyway, upon discovering that
Big Lizard was English for the
ancient Greek Dino Saurthey
decided to be marketedin the
English speaking world as Reptile
so none of you would get them
mixed up with Dinosaur Jror
T-Rex. There are no Reptiles in
Iceland exceptin the zoos.
Children, male children that is, do
not go through a compulsory
obsession with dinosaurs just
before they hit the screaming
rapids of puberty the way English

sharedina:

welfare state thatis;

torn asunder by jealousy,
and recording contracts. It
certainly isn’tthe sunshine and
the drugs because Iceland and
Jamaica have almost nothingin
common apart from the fact that
neither nation has ever won the
Eurovision Song Contest.

“You have little greenhouses
under your bed,” says bendy-
kneed saxchick Dora, “with
flourescent light. Also we have
many big fish flies. Much bigger
than house flies. They shitonthe
stinking fish and then we sellitto
England. English people are so
dead and so colour-little. | feel
them all very boring. No, youare a
maniac . . .”
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Despite what I'd read in the One
Little Indian press release, the
band have never been called ‘The
Sheep Shaggers’. Although
Iceland, like Australia, has more
sheep than people, the band are
quite adamant that they have
never ridden woollieback, Dora
insists that it is impossible for her
and Magga to “shag the sheep”
because the vast majority of
sheep who reach the age of
consent are female.

Siggy starts to drool. “Sabrina,
she has arecord called ‘Like A Yo
Yo’inthe record shopin Iceland
and every time we pass the shop
we have a good look at Sabrina.”

“Many people kill
themselvesin
Iceland because
they gettired
waiting for the
san ..

You're saying that you fancy
Sabrina?

“Yeah! Her intelligence and
personality. Samantha Foxis a
good singer. Dead good looking
and fantastic.”

It's furry fist-clenchin’ time for
Magga.

“Idon’t even have a humourfor
Samantha Fox!”

“We like Kim Wilde . . .” says
Siggy seriously.

“Yes, KimWilde!” Magga nods
her furry head.

“‘All The Kids In America’,”
confirms Siggy. “Bananarama
are not very popularin Iceland.”

Doesiteverrainfish in Iceland?

“No.”

Whatif the space aliens who fly
the UFOs turn out to be whales
likein Star Trek IV: The Voyage
Home? What if they shower
Iceland with radioactive space
faeces in revenge for all the whale
murders? :

“Ithink that would be a very
good thing.”

SLITHERING HEIGHTS

eptile are geeky and
R gawky and altogether less
slick and cynical than the
Cubes. They act like they've just
stepped off the fish boat because,
well, they just have. Reptile have
never meant to be the new face of
tional marketing strategy. They
arebemused.
. ese things justseemto
to us. We are a very lucky
hardly rehearse, we
ry few gigs and itis

ailed to do his job properly.

Everybody in the room is fazed
except Reptile. When you're the
only cold blooded buskersin a
nation descended direct from the
loins of Odin, you don’t get upset
easily.

One more thing. When we
started the interview there were
three large flies buzzing around
the hotel room. Big flies, much
bigger than the average house fly.
The band all chewed throughout
the interview although none of
them ever flashed any gum.
When the interview finished,
about the same time as the beer
ranout, therewasnot. . .a
single . . .fly . . .to befound
ANYWHERE!

David Cronenburg beware!
Reptile have got your number.
Buzzzz.



