SEX BEATLES IN THE PATIO

BUDA, the manager of
the AMajorcan-based  hand
The Sex Beatles,
approached me in the cale
recently, handed me ‘a
casscite with earphones, and
said, **Listen to this, the Sex
Meatles’ latest song."”

He told me that the band
was playving at the Patio, in
Puerto  Soller, Lhal night,
and mmvited me o come
glong with the group and
pethaps write something for
the Bulletin,

let me admit, vven
before | start, I'm not loo
crary aboul Hock music,
especially hard Rock, and
that I'm sort of [uzzv about
whalt Punk Rock = The
tune that | beard through
Lhe earphones was Todos al
suide, based on Teperos
famous words.

“We've been peliing a lof
of Tsvourable feedback on
this song,” Buda told me,
“People are tired of the
same old crap. When they
hear this,they are impressed,
# song that has some
content for a chan

When | amived at the
Fatio that night the place
was packed wall to wall
There were maybe 500
people there, | slipped past
the doorman with the help
ol a drunken (riend, and
wove my way through the
smokev @iy, dancers and
drinkers, to back stage.

I've known the members
of the band for quite some
tme, and il was good Lo
greet them on their own
territory.  Each member of
the Sex BHI:]ES is a umqu:
and  high
person, whic
difficulty of hnld'mﬁ any
band together. It is like a

fo?mnfanurhhu.
ven in classical music, as
Carl Mansker once said, “A

orchestra needs a
r for a conductor.”
There WS Hamish
M:Donald, lead singer and
guitarist; Pedro Colom, gase
guitar, and Jordi Ramon,
drummer, The three
constitute the core of the
band, and have been
her since thev started
on Lhe eclipse of the moon,
Scplember 1978, They have
been with the band all over
Spain and England.
With them that night
were Oy Malssll, who &
P:d o be one of Europe’s

st guitarisls,  amd  whio
plavs with hevin Avers, and
Zanna, a female vocalist,
who plasved the keyboard
thatl night as well,

And who dat der with the

canga? It's Phil Shepherd,
silting in!
The backstage rooms

were {ull of nervous tension.
“Its the lat ten minules
that kill vou,” Zanna said.
“1 feel like screaming,” said
Hamish. S0 he and Zanna
did: CAAAAAGGG-
GHHI: ™

“*The equipment’s
ready,” came word. Then,
“OLR. let's go! ' Out they
wenl, and | made my way
behind the curlain, carclul
nol Lo Lrp over wires,

The sight on the state was
impressive:  amplifiers,  an
array of  microphones,

shimiy instroments; and the
group looked magical n
pherr slage clothes. They
took off with “Al Suclp,"
Hamish moving back and
forward from stage (ront
and back, as he sang and
plaved, the whole group
swaing, Zanna dancing and
leaning on the kovs

It was like watching a
stormy sea, glitter and elash,
tension  and  rising, a
beautiful and frightening
thing Lo see,

| almost losl my ears,
Standing with my [ace to
the stage, it was like hard
direct waves hlasting over
me.

I'll admit again, that I'm
nol too crazy about Rock.
But l}mng fair, 1H h:wr to

ervnl engines !m-
dilfercnt pigeons; one man's
slack i another man's
lution. And 1 scemed Lo
in a2 minority of one
amo the enthusiastic
ChDWwW

It is the volume that |
most object to, Even in
quiet sellings the HRock
musician seems Lo feel the
need lo plug in, even when
an acoustic instrument
would do just as well.

It's true that the clectric
oquipmenl 5 a separale
music, but alo there & a
currenlt mysiic Lthat to be
pligecd in makes you a
“profescional” musician,

In general there has been
a (endency lor muosic Lo

grow loader. The pano is
louter than the harpsicord.
Most  instruments have
imcreased  Lheir  volume.
Classical orchestras  have
grown larger, and will
robably end up with picces
or violin and 40 cannons

Country Weslern bands
took the Hawallan guitar.
Rock and Roll, born ffrom
Blues and Country, plugged
in. But, finally, | see Rock
as one more manifestation
of the modern world, jumpy
at a cat being chased,

I prefer o imagine
Lightin® Hopkins, whiskey
botthe at hand, sumped

back in his couch, paking
and singing awav al the
blucs

| wok a stroll on the
brach 1o =o ithe harbour
lights, and the boais pulled
up on the sand, | also visted
my friend Mr Templeton,
the collector of images, who
was  laking  his  usual
midnight sicstm on  the
beach, Under the stars |
started thinking about my
dislike for Hock.

Good musiec & all the
sami, whether it be Lead
Belly, Woody Guihrie, (Om
Kalthoum, Hank Williams or
Mozarl. Bob Dylan once pul
it in terms of the musician:
“"Reing 4 musician moans —
depending on how lar you
go — getting o the depths
of where you are al,

“And most any musician
would try anything to get o

those  depths,  because
laying music 13 an
mmediate  thing — as

apposed to putling pant on

ﬂtﬂ whrn }uu.lw pli}. ing
music. So, with music, yvou

tend to look deeper and
deeper inside yoursell to
find the music.”

But I've known ]
who couldn't stand Dylan,
whn failed Lo hear his power

Iu- can'l ‘umpl_ghm:un

¢re  are
people urhn don’t like

classical or opera music,
simply because the hate the

lformalily and snobbishness
that  surrounds i, and
people who dislike Country
music hecause they were
once in 2 bar in Texas where
some “'good ol” hovs™ tried
to start a braw] with them.

All thes has nothing to do
with music at hearl, music
with a "flying spirit”™, And
those at the concert that
night felt 3 “Mying spirit”
with the Sex Bealles, even if
| was [leeling somcthing
miore like a jel blast.

When 1 returned lo the
Matio, Zanna was singing a
blues-like song, ahout how
her man alwayvs puls her
down. i was wonderful
Mnging, a good song. and
the musc was soflter behind

her. Everbody falls in love
with sinpers

Back slage again.
Evervone sweaty, talking

about noles hat, and notes
missed, heading for  the
shower, changing clothes

HHuda comes in:
*"Anvbody wanl
champagne? “

Friends thow up ahd sil
wround, the champagne
arrives and slowly staris Lo
disappear. IU's cozv sitling
inthe relaxed atmosphere,
behind  the scenes, The
band, relaxed now, staris Lo

disappear like the
chlrnlugnr- Phil  asks,
“Could = you hear the
canga?

I tell him that | couldn’t
hear it over the amps.
“Well," he savs, “it
doesn't matter. It's doing it
that counts.”
Finally vveryone s gone

[ -

Mg Vi 01T LNe
future? 1 leave vou wilh
what Lazo Tiu, not Buda,
sad: ““The universe, like a
bellows, s always emplying,
always [ull: € more it
'elds, the more It holds
Men come Lo Lheir wit's end

arguing about it and had
better meet it at  the
marow. "

RALPH NELSON
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