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POP MUSIC

BY ADAM'BLOCK

Eddie Murphy sure stirred up seme shit.
Sull hé'is hardly the first black arnsmtokof-
fend gay fans, Rnchardewot‘ irbackin
}976 at the No @n Pmpopmo ) Benefit'at
the Hollywood Bawl h; ggcd»out and
told the crowd that they hadh t donc shit
for black ‘pesple and-cotild ‘kiss’ 'hid: rich
black ass.

Donna Summer enraged gay fans last
year with both’ hcr' suggestion that AIDS
might be, some’ divine retribution and:her
msplrca ad lib: that-“it was'Adam and Eve,
‘not Adam..and’Steve.” ;Then there were

o these callsJ ,gay‘clubi to boycott Grand.

master Flash's rap- hit, “The Messagc be-
cause of its references'to being “an under-
cover fag.” (In the song's video, this line is
accompamed by a‘showing of limp wrists.)
Thc ruB here is that these artists have all
em yed strong gay followings. Many gays

ifeel’ h “special af]ﬂmty for black performers

nde cxpcct them te be sensitive to prejudice

" and:supportive of gays. Of course, it is nev-

er that simple:, Try to imagine the tables be-

; mg turned by a gay comic with a racist rap.

Pryor’s recent riff on AIDS was at least a
bl[ more- responsnble than Murphy's, Pryor
“observed, “People be afraid of getting AIDS,
think it’s going to jump out and get them in
~the park Well; that ain’t how you get AIDS.
How you get AIDS is-by being fucked up the

me park bench.” The crack was' at
lcas partly’ true, and after all the cllmcal
*discussions of “passive anal penetration;”
isicandor was “refreshing.

Mﬁ hys recent bonehead cracks about
erved to be challenged, but it is
remcmbenng that in that same per-
nce.Murphy offered gay renditions of
and‘ef the two male_leads in The
oonevs, which ‘were subversive and
hllarmus 4 Thes comedian followed with
i ly‘_@nd astomshmg impersonations of
Mlchacl ]ackson Stevie Wonder, Elvis Pres-
ley, James Bmwn and Teddy Pcndergrass

nght to be worried on one ac-
s.may not!want his body, but
we're gonna wach his ass.

" 1984: has akeaJy racked up its fair share
of crackcd pop ;milestones. In January
Denms Wnlxon p ;tty—boy drummer with
tFTE,ch ch* Boy

neghglb band derlayed lts.openmg in
Tahee for. wo'@la ackie Wilsoni, one df
the most soulful velces in pop, bought the
farm, but:he had,bccn a vegetable since en-
rcrmg a ‘coma in; :1975. His best work, |from

“Reet Pemc Your Love Keeps Lifting
risis cu cc;cd on The Jackie Wil-
:sen Story (Eplc), and much of it is still’ ripe
“with ‘premise a glory In reporting Ethel
Merman’s death nh'en%m:nuoncd her
last:(1979) release: the-de ghtfully unllkely
Ethel Merman Bisco Albuni which: “featured
“There's No Business:Like 'S‘how Busmess"
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You got AIDS. Don't tell me you got it-

favc_)r a boycett of Murphy, but I-

: deserve freedom."

and “Semethingtor the Boys.":Somehow I
have the feeling-that if it weten't for-gays
that album would never have been recor-'
ded. Iwonder if Ethel thought that.

On Valentnels Day Elton John pulled a
Steven @arrington and: married a young
German' recording’ engineer in -Australia.
The newspapers reported that when the an-
nouncement reached England his incredu-
lous friends said that there had to be a mis-
take.

After a slew ot deaths, a.dose of dauntless
continuity: I redently went to the Stud in

San Francisco to see Etta James, whg, after

30 years in the businegs, is still flat-out one
of the greatest, blues/soul vodalists on the
planet. That night, she sang Hank Williams
and Dinah Washington, blinding rendic
tions of her classic ballads “At Last™ and
"“I'd Rather Go Blind," and a full-throtde
strut through the tune an adoring Janis Jop-
lin used to cover, “Tell Mama.” The bitch
of it for fans is that James' catalogue 15 a
mess. The disc that does her the most jus-
tice is still Peaches (Chess), released in 1971,
which is nearly criminal.

Between sets the Df slipped on Tina Tur-
ner'’s “Let's Stay Together” (Capitol), Tur-
ner soarihg into Chaka Khan's territory,
climbing Al Green's lyrics like a panther,
set against a sparse, wide-screen arrange-
ment fashioned by Marfin Ware of Brit-
ain’s Heaven 17. The soul legend had gone
and teamed up with one of the limey
techno- pop whiz kids for what could casily
be one of the biggest hits of her carcer,
proving that the Englith still have the ears
for American black music. After all, it was
the Rolling Stones who took Etta James out
on tour with them in 1978.

The D) followed James' sct with “The
Middle of the Road" from the Pretenders
new disc, Leamning to Crawl (Warner Bros.).
After a year which saw the drug deaths of
two members of her original band and the
birth of her first child (by Ray Davies)
Chrissie Hynde sang “I'm not the kind |
used to be. / I've got a kid. I'm 33," with
tough, controlled grandeur—the bad girl of
rock growing up. This is an album about
loss, hope and continuity delivered with
the pleasure of insights earned. It's a vision
of that unlikely beast, mature rock 'n’ roll
without Bob Seeger’s gut full of whiskey.
Fine nostalgia. It is true that the four
strongest cuts were out before the LP and
that a couple don't click, but it speaks bold-
ly to rock at 30 and its denizens. Near clo-
sing-at the Stud, and the D] spins a new rap

_record out of the hip-hop explosion that

has seen ghetto break-dancers performing
for Ron and Nancy. [ gazed across this gay
bar at the delighted dancers and caught a
snatch of the demanding lyrics: “If you're
afraid to tell the truth, why, you don't even
The cut was “No Sell
(Temmy Boy), and the voice tbe-

Out,”

4 longed to Malcelm X.

Yeah, for a minute I did.think of Eddie
Murphy, and of Etta Jamies, and of a friend
tatooing the floor with his left foot beside

-me. [ felt grateful. ®



