upbyare
br;c(‘(,dru i
working ¢
district of th

kidnapped b

heroin warlords

and chainsawe

until helearntt

head, wear bag

rhyme “disyou” witl
you” without blushi

we all know, everybody
him because he's white
just not fair.

Thisis the sound of sucking
amplified until eardrums .
rupture. Vanilladoes an LL Cool
Jtype smoocher devoid of any
originality whatsoever. Shite
shite shite. And he looks aright
wanker on the free poster too.
Not whilst there are still dogs on
thesstreet, rover, NO WAY!

Watch out Swells - he looks
mean. ..

of

Traveling

the under 30s. You kni
true.

- ACTION SWINGERS: Fear Of

9 AF—ed Up Planet/Blowjob

S (Primo Scree)

o Ascabby, snarling, barely

7 audible drug-garage thrash by

m blistered fingered American

3 children whose vocabulary

9 consists primarily of the red-

m lunged screamword

» “motherf—er”. Asoulrecordin
the literal sense of the word.

THE REVERB MOTHERF—
ERS: LSD 25 (Vital Music)
Subtitled ‘a blowjob of the
mind’ the scrumrockin
Motherf—ers wallow c?umsily
inthe wake of The Beatle’s
‘Helter Skelter’ with a
Learesque justsayyesyesyes!
freeeeeek-out-the-stiffs style
babbleoque. These guyssmoke
French cigarettes and ‘tea’.
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THE SIMPSONS: Deep Deep
Trouble (Geffen)
The saddets thing about The
Simpsons is that some middle-
aged, middle class dickhead at
the BBC turned them down so
now the only people in Britain
who get the prog are those who
irtied themselves with

itoutontheriver ar
wheelieson theice,
breaks and the jeep
through trapping Tad
mate inside. They scream
ercy as the ice cold water
owly creeps up to nostr
d they die.

Death Squad (Si
LISAM: Loves
(Polydor)

Hoo! Thisisan
Cuttingedger
fromabunch
Yorkers who
absorbed as
core and met
Witty, politic
Lisa M who ki
nutsof rap’s
amovesomeb

.S'EXPRESS: F

(Peasant Revolt)
ildren are bright
o make superb female
wer buzzsaw pop
ngs with ace

.Long timessince
asong quite this
rsocks up, lad.

S’Express: custard art

THE PASSION KILLERS: Four
War Is Shit Songs

(Rugger Bugger)

NOAM CHOMSKY/BAD
RELIGION: New World
Order: War # 1
(Maximum Rock And Roll)
CHUMBAWAMBA AND
OTHER SUBVERSIVES:
Greatest Hits

(Peasant Revolt)

mes you feel like you

end your entire days dodging
between the huge piles of shit
that the Thatcher decade has
leftin its wake. Thanks then
records like these, some g
some crap, but all of the
slaps in the face.

The PassigQ
th i

ver need. A
psingle.
amba’s record has

cture of the woman

rge piece of
g wellying shit out of

n? copper on the Poll
All

proceeds from
o to pay the fines
of victims of the

The Ex provide the
crowning glory—astorming
Brechtian-punkrockout ‘State
Of Shock’.

The Exsingle, however, ain’t

SH3IODAIY ¥3430:34NLOId

not so good by half.
Anarchodancers Eskimoes &
Egypt (crap name or what?) slag
seven shades of semen out of
the fat closet-case Ax| Rose.
Lovely.

THE 25TH OF MAY:: Solid
State of Logic (Arista)
GARY CLAIL ON-U SOUND
SYSTEM: Human Nature
(Perfecto)
ntated dance
change the
i th Of

ings in the world, as
Hisanswer—“There’s
something wrong with Human
nature!”.
is absolutely no such
an nature, Gary, as
th

(no label records))

MENACE DEMENT: Nanno/
Small Town (Lungcast)
GUNSHOT: Crime Story
(Vinyl Solution)
SMASHING PUMPKINS:
TZristessa (Subpop)

REBEL MC: The Wickedest
Sound (Desire)

SofaHead's ‘Twat'is
magnificent unEnglish Bash St
Kids psychodelia from a band
who used to be called Dan. Oh
dem sexy Preacher boys! This
spunky little monkey is a 50p
flexi which once again proves
the point that musically the
ManicStreet Prechersare a
better band than The C***h
ever were. Thisisatruly
dreadful recording and, one
must assume, one of the
Preachers early songs.

Menace Dement offer serious
thundering plodding
mammoth depth charge riffing
over Mickey Mouse vocals. A
roaring dog of arecord. A
catharticwhite knuckle terror
ride. Pixies fans should be made
to listen to this, thisis what the
real stuff sounds like. Gunshot
make ace urbanblitz Britrap and
the very nice video for this
would prove very instructive to
anybody considering a career is
car nicking and burgulary.

Smashing Pumpkins are that
rare thing—a goff-frash-odelia
combo who make you want to
take your clothes off and
pretend to esnakesin the
sandpit. The Rebel wrong foots
the listener with some ancient
reggae atmospherics and then
totally punkrocksout with 800
crashing dustbins and one of
those wheeeeee woooooo00
machines. A lot of fun.




