@ Those four horny young mad cows CUD are in clover as they chew over their
new-found ultra-trendiness despite the beefs about their drummer. Heiff they
the stomachs to milk their success? Veal they have a steak in the future
udderwise? STEVEN WELLS investigates. Ox Brownie: PETER WALSH

arl Puttnam’s
beautiful Mick
Hucknall-style
russet locks
bounce in time with the
throbbing, sultry beat.
His powerful, soaring,
soulful voice adds
beauty to lyrics which
precisely and poetically
dissect the universal

sexual experience.

Heis a sensual being,
everything about him and his
music is an elegant dismissive
wave of a scented lace hankie in
the face of those who regard Cud
as ajoke band. Heis a pop
panther, a rock dandy who
combines the animal sexuality of
Prince with the cocky swagger of
the young Jagger.

And the greasy, scabby, crusty
horrible fans all chant “YOU FAT
BASTAD! YOU FAT BASTAD!”
as a stage diver is thrown back on
to the stage and Carl, who has
removed his glassesinarare
moment of vanity, gets out of the
way by blundering blindly into the
snare drum. This never happened
to George Michael. It shouldhave
done, butitdidn’t.

“Thingis,” says the
grotesquely obese Carlin his
duh-duh cockernee-Yorkshire
mongrel fat bastard accent, “thing
is, 'mnot fat.”

| run my hands over his torso
and counttheribs. He’sright, he
has the body of a whippet topped
by the face of a bulldog that’s
been given a severe kicking. He
is, infact, a fat-faced bastad.

Before the gig, Cud munch
shark steak and nut loaf, Mike
Dunphy drives a peato the edge
of his plate and then points at me

Steve “The drummerout of Cud” Goodwin

painting and the music they like is
shite. When did you ever see a
_ _student wearing that Manc gear?
- Youdon'tdoyou?”
mt??elate "70sthe arts

“We thinkw

with his fishknife. red Head And The .
“You said we were sexist!” He's rs, Zodiac Mindwarp,
talking about the time | d The Ponytails,

Dorothy's Cottage (an
aggressively gay tubacombo), .
eeny And The Goys, The Gang
of Four, The Three Johns and So
Cell. Inthe '70s and the '90s
they've given us Crispin Twat!
‘Fruit Bowl In Oils’ and Cud~the
last of the great art seh
rockers.

approached them at Leeds Poly

- and asked why their logo featured
women's breasts rather than the
species-ist cow’s udders | made
themchangeitto.

“We've heard you've got 3
scrotal elephantiasis,” says Carl.
Itistrue, | was a life-model for art
classes at Leeds Poly when Cud
were still students there. They
never drew me naked. They
would have remembered. Yes, |
have prostituted myself for the
sake of art. But I've never sold
soiled knickers to Sunday Sport
readers.

Steve Goodwinis The
Drummer From Cud and he’s
pretending that he thinks it's a
really cool joke ha ha hathat both
he and the band he loves have
become a synonym for wa
indie crap. He even infor
thatthe correct expression, ala
Viz, is “the drummer out 6fCug”.
The truth is that for the first month
of the NME's TDFC offensi!
was totally paranoid. Why
What do they know about
Are they in cahoots with tha
biker From Leicester? TheMad
Biker from Leicester wants ta kill
The Drummer From Cud because
TDFC boffed TMBFL’s “main S
squeeze”.

“When we played Leicester last
time he was shittingit. . . ” says
Mike. Carlis also haunted. Ever
since Jonathan King took a whole
linein The Sunto inform the
world’s thickest readership that
“Cud are adecentband”, Carl
has had a recurring nightmare.

“Me mum and me dad are
separated, like, and me dad reads
The Sun. | have thisimage of him
going—narking 'ell! That's my
san!'E mastbe LOADED-and
then getting on the next coach to

that's never owned an NUJ ¢
That's partly because 30 years of
pop culture have soaked the
working classes with cool and
partly because the present
generation of art students; thanks
to the cuts and the anti-Marxist/
'60s/experimental backlash, are
wankers.

“When we went, Leeds Poly
was full of dropouts and freaks
and punks, y’know. Now all the
women have got long skirts and
allthe blokes have got really
sensible haircuts, they all do oil

musician!

“Awkward, angular. We think
we sound like a cross between
INXS and Led Zeppelin and
everybody else thinks we sound
like f-ing Bogshed. | mean, uh?”
he shrugs his shoulders and
waves his beer and makes a
geeky face. “l mean what do you
do?”

ButD.1.S.C.O-the FatSIags
end of the dance scene —is now

Carl “fat-faced bastad with glasses” Puttnam

hip and, thanks to the ascen-
dance-y of the Mancsters, the

charts are choc-a-block with ugly
bastards. But not awkward and
angular ugly bastards. That's
Cud’s major problem. They don't
bag. They don'tgroove. They are
peanut bonfire toffee rather than
Cadbury’s Caramel. And they
cater to the deranged groin
fetishes of re colonels from
the home counties. autfnrst we
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HAY CHEWED...

“We reallylike Mark E Smith,”
chips in Bob Mortimer lookalike
and cutie bassist William Potter.

“Ohyes!” agrees Carl, shaking
his Carol Decker wig furiously.
“We really like Mark E Smith.
When The Fall played Leeds, part
of their rider was to play a football
match so all these young lads
from the area turned up to take the
piss. Someone nicked Brix’s
earrings and this lad just walked
up and grabbed Mark E Smith’s
beer and just walked off with itand
Mark was just like making out like
he thought it was really ‘cool’
being robbed by these street kids,
these really horrible street kids
who were lust ripping the piss out
ofthem.

“I'd |ust hke to pointout,” says
Little William, “that we really like
the Happy Mondays.”

But, our Carl, what’s thatironic

linein ‘Justice’ about “The

rettiest girls coming from the

4-3%‘ ]

iV,
an.

your shoulder.

“Whatlgotisaninarck. . an
inar. . culate. .” Whathe’'s gotis
enough alcohol and other poisons
in his system to put hisbrainon a
slow train to Pudsey forever. But
nevermind. “Aninarcker. . .a
feeling| can't articulate (hoorah!)
of just being like f-ed off with
people who are richer than me.
It's like when | was a kid and when
everybody else in the grammar
school got school dinners | had to
queue outside the headmaster’'s
office every morning for me free
dinner ticket.”

It's called class hatred, Carl, it's
perfectly normal and healthy. Do
you get on with Bez?

“I've never met him.
Sometimes he seems alright,
sometimes | think we’d get on. Bul
then people go on about his past,
the drug dealing and that. But our
whole band have been to college
—they were the first people in our
families to have been able to get
any further education. And | think
if we hadn’'t gone we could be like
that—it changes you. My brother
hangs out with people who beat
people up as like ajob. Get tooled
up with baseball bats and go
smash some windows in some
club. I could’ve ended up doing
that.” .

So you're like the arty film
studentin The Yob?You've even
got the same horrid hairstyle!

“Yeah, I'macrap snob now. |
mean, we complain about the
mineral water not being from
France—we don'tlike the English
stuff and we don'tlike it fizzy
either. We're really fussy twats.
We don't tolerate crusts on cut
sandwiches. Noway.”

Meanwhile, back in Leeds, the
Cud fan club has gotits first PO
box number and the Rev Martin
Baker— a one-time member of
utterly crap Leeds Punk &
Western combo The
Buttercookies (along with a
gentleman called Sick O’'War and
our very own James Brown) —has
asoundidea. He runs a series of
advertsin the Sunday Sport
offering pairs of “soiled librarian’s
knickers” for atenner. And he
gives the Cud PO box as an
address. Within a few weeks the
office is flooded out with
envelopes stuffed with cash.

Dig deep enoughinto Cud'’s
sordid past and you discover
many horriblethings. Some of
them even more horrible than
being described as “decent” by a
wonky-gobbed ex- pubhc school
exh|b|t|on|st
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