@ FAITH NO MORE are
a rap-metal band that
sounds like a cross
between Prince and the
Welsh weightlifting
team. They joined
STEVEN WELLS fora
mid-tour circle jerk.
DEREK RIDGERS took
pictures. He’s still got
the negatives.

‘ ‘ OMO-
SEX-
UALS!
HO-

MOSEXUALS!” The
driver of the tiny tour bus
is screaming at people
on the pavement.

“Are they blokes or are they
lesbians or f—ing what?” This
man’s breath stinks. It stinks
because he has a corpsein his
mouth.

Kerrang!sent a little woman
called Trish to interview Faith No
More. They drove her to the
station the next day. Then they
drove past the station and on to
the motorway.

“Stop!” yelled Trish. “What'’s
going on?” The band chuckled.
Later that day they rang the metal
magazine’s editor.

“Listen up. We've got your
journalist. Give us the front cover
oryou’ll never see her again!”
Everybody except the editor
thought this was hilarious.

“We tried to persuade Trish to
let us send one of her fingers
through the post to make it look

more authentic,” chortle the band,

“butshe’snofun...”

Rawonce described this band
as “a boil on the backside of
tuneful civilisation, squelching
with the pus of inner turmoil and
middle finger anarchy . . .” The
band once had a competition—
called a Filthathon—to see who
could go the longest without
washing. . :

Yeeeeeeeeeeah! Metal
mayhem on the road! Photo of
beer-spraying band in bog with
underpants on heads OR
WHAT!? What better way to piss
off the sensitive NME reader—
you Sundays fans, you soul folk —
than to introduce yet another of
the new crop of groupie-
shagging, coke-snorting, gay-
hating, nigger-baiting, dog-
fellating, bird-bashing, shit-
talking, cock-stroking, sock-
stuffing, sweat-stinking, pock-
marked, long-haired, bone-

_skulled tiny-brained, shrivel-
dicked ROCK SCUM!

Wrong band. Faith No More are
unique. They are histrionic and
camp enough to have torn the
heart out of the Brit Metal
audience and claimedit for their
own. This is weird. Listen to Faith
No More and you hear the crafty
whine of Prince, you hear almost
soulful black vocal inflections.
Sweet melodies lay side by side
with jaw-shuddering, Metallica-
style, pneumatic-drill guitar.

They sing neither of Satan nor
of mega-jugged big-mammas.
The song ‘Zombie Eaters’inthe
hands of any other metal band
would involve huge chunks of
dripping flesh getting ripped out of
staggeringly blonde women. Asin
any bog standard metal ballad the
object of desire that the singer
gurglesto and screams atisa
woman-butin this songit’s his
mother.

“Hey, look at me lady!/I'm justa
lickle baby!/So hug me and kiss
me!/Then wipe my butt and piss
me!’ The average he-man metal

musician has the emotional age of

ababy. Heis a screaming,
whining, egotistical monster. This
is the kind of song that Faith No
More sells to metal fans. Thisis
multi-layered parody, intelligent
and articulate. Faith No More are
the best thing to have happened
to big boys’ rock music since Led
Zeppelin.
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JERKIN’ FOR A LIVING

SWEAT

“THIS IS the hottest gig ever!”
screams singer Mike Patton.
“You know what | mean by hot? |
mean you guys are soooosExY!”
He rubs a plastic bottle of mineral
water against his crotch. It shakes
so much that water erupts from
the neck to splatter his belly.

Itis damnhot. | save the life of
the woman nextto me by sharing
my beer. She’s seen the band ten
times and she thinks they’re the
bestband in the world, ever. She
likes rap, jazz, thrash and metal.
And with Faith No More she’s got
the lot.

The band stagger off a sub-
Saharan stage into adank and
damp Manchester dressing room.
The British Winter Tour has
claimed the health of more than
one Californian muso. | corner
dreadlocked drummer Mike
Bordin. He's not going to make

theinterview and so | want to prise
all his drugz/violence/sex stories
out of him before he goes. He
talks for ten minutes about the
techniques of African
polyrhythmic drumming.

The bus to the hotel is awash
with herbal cigarettes (all the
band are very health conscious)
and the phrases “hooligan” and
“lager lout”. The band recently

* watched a Brit TV documentary

on soccer thugs.

They ask every female fan they
see if they want to come back to
the hotel. They laugh as they doiit
and the women laugh when they
tell the band to piss off. You can
see the boys are relieved.

SPUNK

PICTURE A hotel bedroom. Four
members of Faith No More. One
is quiet, one is trying to give

serious answers to the questions,
one looks bored except whenwe
talk about masturbation (95 per
cent of the interview actually) and
one is what our American cousins
referto as “an asshole”.

The asshole’s nameis ‘Big’ Jim
Martin and he plays guitar. The
‘big’ is obviously a trouser
department reference. Same as
how Robin Hood’s big mate was
called ‘Little’ John. The asshole
sports Dave Lee Travis hair, a
Noel Edmonds beard and he
wears hideous advertising exec
specs. He probably thinks he
looks like Frank Zappa. Actually
he looks like Frank Zappa’s
genitals.

Trishis also here. Sheis a bit
pissed and lying on the bed to
recover. The road manageris
lying next to her and trying to talk
his way into her knickers. He is to
fail miserably.

The asshole says things like

“I'd liketogetme awhore. . .”
and the rest of the band either
look blank or mutter “Oh God”. |
try to talk to them about their
songs, about their ability to co-opt
rap into their music. BORING!
Sol ask them why they went
kerb crawling earlier. Why are
they the only ‘metal’ band in the
world so ugly that they can’t get
groupies? Suddenly they come
awake. Mike Patton scampers
around the bed like a shy little
puppy with a flea up its sphink.
“I...er...lpreferjerkin’ off
...l...um...can'thandieall
that shit. Like you know —do you
gouptoagirland say—HEY!
YOU WANNA F—? —or what?”
“That's exactly what you do!”
exclaims the asshole. “l can’t
believe this shit! I've seen you
with awoman!”
“Oh yeah!” murmurs Mike,
“Sure I've been with awoman. |
just preferijerkin’ off, you know, no

hassle, it'sjustso. . .” and his
sentence trails off. If thisisa
wind-upitis brilliantly executed. If
it's nota wind-up then lam
actually listening to a heavy metal
musician actually admitting that
he’s totally hopeless with ‘gurlz’.
Pinch me, I'm dreaming.

SPITTLE

THE CROWD are going berserk.
Thrashers and headbangers
jostle grebos and speccy sixth
formersin Fish T-shirts. Modern
Metal is a wide church. It
stretches all the way from the
chartered accountants who dig
the clever and subtle poodlewank
of Marillion to the unemployable
lumpen punk veg-nazis who
scream along to the brief and
bloody thunderings of Carcass’
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“It’s weird. First they (fans) want an autograph and then they want y
telephone number so they can move in with you!” -
FROM PAGE 15‘

The average American metal
fan is Joe Bob Republican
Asswipe from Chickenshit, Idaho.
The political acumen of the
average “radical” punkis
somewhere about the level of a
small tube of apricot flavoured
Jell-O.

“Like, San Francisco is full of
these assholes,” says the
amazingly monikered keyboardist
Roddy Bottum, “who like say —
‘Hey man! You shouldn’t eat at
McDonalds! It’s politically uncool!
—and you ask them why and they
don’t f—in’ know!

autopsy worship.

Faith No More pull the;
They combine the s|
rigid discipline of &

the rootsy fl

with the

1etal in the context of
else that's happening
sic, especially blackmusic.
Once they were the only
hardcore band to have listened to
and learnt from the vast cha
in black urban musi

- ant an autograph and then
they want your telephone number
so they can move in with you!”

They're stilldumb enough to
gush the most obnoxious shiton
occasions:

“Yeah, sure, San Francisco’s

£ e sexism
e into contact with
interbreeding, i etal is greatly exaggerated. US
likes of Exodus 2 ! nk and metal have always
produced the lik me pool of

Napalm Death— hard, brutal, fast
and hypnotically intense. Thrash

I'M LOST AN

THEN I'M FOUND
THE NEW SINGLE FROM

I

lambs! White, .

erosexual. | mean, ho

sed can you get?
-says the asshole,

airy forehead, “are
on

itself back

bonding shit. . .”

You could have fool
What about the rumours, is
that you hate each other?

“Yes”

“No!”

“No!”

“Yes!”

“Nowedon’t...”
“Yeswedo. ..”

7-12-CD

4-TRACK 12" INCLUDES
“SHE GIVES ME LOVE"

KEITH LE BLANC REMIXES

FEBRUARY
TOUR DATES:

Friday 9th

Manchester International 2
Saturday 10th

Birmingham Hummingbird
Sunday 1ith

Leicester University
Monday 12th

Cambridge Corn Exchange
Wednesday 14th

Kilburn National Ballroom

GTF/5/C5/T5 @'

at the same time.

Faith No More fans practice saying ‘piss off’ and laughing

EARWAX

THE ALBUM ‘The Real Thing’
has not one duff track. The loping,
melodic, rap spattered and
powerfulsingle ‘Epic’ looks setto
chartin Britain. If that happens
they’re in with a chance of
breaking into the American Top
Ten without having to sound like
Bon Jovi.

Asitis, the band pull crowds of
between 1-2,000 in Europe (with
hundreds turned away at the
door) whilst remaining largely
ignored in the States. Faith No
More are obviously a little too
interesting, a little too differentfor
Joe Bob Asswipe to take in atthe
first listen.

This is the band that metal has
been waiting for. Kirk Hammet of
Metallica described ‘The Real
Thing’ as “the best album of the
year”. Rick Savage of Def
Leppard claimed it was the best
album of the last twoyears. Joe
Elliot pooh poohs that. He thinks
it's the best record made for the

last fiveyears.
AxI Dickhead of Guns N’ Roses
goes even further—"“. . . by farthe

bestband I've everseen. I'm
jealous.” And who am I to
disagree with four such fine
minds? Itis a brilliantrecord.
Don’tget me wrong, | like the
band. One bad asshole doesn’t
in the whole goddamn fartin’
they're full of shit
fthe time, then
centless full of shit

1a friend who recently
IS. He was both gay
le user—notagreat
n for a resident of San

On the tour bus the driver is
acting as lookout for the asshole.
Everytime he sees awoman on
her own he shouts “Prostitute!”
and the asshole runs up the bus to
check herout.

The press officer cringes with
embarrassment. Photographer
Derek Ridgers is well pissed off.
“Whatif she’s justawoman

iting for her husband or

ing?” he spits.

entary silence fall over
h, what a killjoy you are
;rock 'n’ roll!

is all part of




