Sur,c. it's. sxck Marv n Gaye, who illumi-
nated and then. transnendcd the Metow
formula, ‘who Stagcd a stunning Lomcback
last year with “Sexual Healing,” the most
-+ deliciously-erotic song I've heard since Bette
~Midler’s version of “Po You Wanna
e ‘Pance,” got nailed with a’shiny pistol: by
" hi$ minister father al dav short of thc sing-

~wer's45th birthday.

t was cxhllaratmg and poignant to hear ..

Gayc again, played all over.the radio dialyit
was alse quite telling ro hear his music on
generally lily-white | play iists. But“pop
springs eternal, and a few days aftcr his

"deathy [ flicked thc]dxal to -hear a- Vqlfey'

“Girl type pout over a B-52s like’ riff—4My
best friend’s gone.on:a »hooung sprec' Stop
it Debbie. You're cmharrassing me"'<and [
cracked up. K '
Se chalk it up as WO rgumcnts \for jgun
control, or as dumb pop coincidence. {But
while you'te shopping for Gaye's lan ark
'LPs, Anthology (Motown), and Mi lght
Love: ((,BS). rack dou.}'l “The Homeco ing
Queen’s Got A Gun” (Bullet/]EM) by Julie
Brown. Forgetr?Thc Curly Shuffle” and Al
Yankovitch’s#Eat It” LP. This is the novel-
ty number’ f.?",hq year, The A- side, “I|
Them Big! Ar\d Stupid,” is a good I#ca that
doesn’ t'wotlc There is hope that Brown has
a_lot’ more . to. offer: But follow-u
notonously teugh
The GO'GOS kﬂow, for sure. Thcy were
all the rage’ m "82 and spent the last two
. years workmgqén theit third LP. Talk Show
(IRS)=is . the payoff; They traded /in: their
brash, wacky innocence, and all they come
up with was a pastiche of borrowed rock
 riffs and aimless lyrics. The band's members
said thar rhey mearit this to have a “tough”
sound, but ‘every lunge after. grit or rage
sounds Iake .an anxious rustling of petti-
- coats. Producer Marfin Rushent engineers
a Lompressedmund all bright and tinny—
which proves to be about as helpful as a
bowling ball on'a golf course:
It is ironie: r.har rhe gicl groups:of the '60s
(controlled as.they were by thclr producers)
sounded so much ‘more ‘independent  and

cngag&d rhan do the Go-Gos on this‘LP, on-

which they'ran the show' and’ wtbtc all of
their own material. Mast of thelr prédeces-

.7 sors were gwcn*spngs and settings; the best
of them seized: ,{;he time and made those
songs their uwn. A o

Laura Nyro« ‘was‘onc cf the first of the'

breed of <mger/$ongwnters ‘who broke free

of that tradition. She schooled herself in
girl- -group R&B, (h‘{‘ {as oned: something
oniginal: teugh persona .,-.audécmuis songs

. that were sasSy with Just’ pd gfadly inebri-
« ated. In the late 60s and early *70s  cover
versions of her songs agaled:the charts. The
Fifth Dimension populatlzéd “Stone Soul
Picnic,” “Sweet Blindness apd “Wedding
Bell Blues™; Three - DoL nght hit it with
“Eh s, Commg and Ribs Str 'nd had her
‘turn with “Steney Efd."%
Thar winning stréak ‘erided n‘lQ?lAftqr

four often astonishing [Ps Nyro; who fo
years'had adamantly refusedito

W but vanished frem the, music’ scents Be-
tween 1975 and '78 she teleased three LPs,

.. sweaker efforts which stirred less and l¢sstin-

tCﬁCS(.NO\:\ after a six-year hiatus, [she is
| :
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Peter Gabriel on “Exce

back with - Mether’s Sp_x’riu'taL‘(CB ); after
1978's dismal Nested, fans may count this
new effort as a reprieve. [The engaging fer-
ocity of her early work is not present here,
but the veice and instincts are intdct. Fans
will appreciate this friendly post card from a
happy mether. [t's nice, and about|as excit-
ing as recent Carole King records.

Laurie Anderson. has no -trouble with
- performing, but it’s not too llke[y that La
" Streisand, or anyoneclsc wxllcch“Andcr-
L son's ldxosyncrat' vork. Her: multlmedur
p'crformancc picces p edrtcd her, Ole ‘as a
poP_ sensation following 'theirelcase of her
mfymg single, “O Supermin.” Her
uent debut LP, Big Science, was most
“like"a comcdy albumua soundtradk -to her
pcrformancc pieces that suffered| without
" the visuals.

For her new Mr. Heartbreak ﬁ(Warner
Bros.) Anderson enlisted same terrific guu-
sicians, including Peter Gabriel, Njle Rodg-

ers, Adrian Belew and Bill Lasuell. She

emerges again as a quizzical, bemused nar-
rator and conjurer but alwo as a musician,
which ain't to say that any of thest cuts are
real toe-tappers.

Three of the seven cuts are standouts:
“Sharkey's Days," and “Sharkey!s Night"
(the latter narrated bq arthor Wilhiam Bur-
roughs), open and close) the albuxlx. respec-
tively; and she has Loll}ibmatcd el with
lent Bird:." These
pieces deal in promises eluded, n the
magical qualities that cnt:rgc from the ordi-
nary, and touch on -premonition and mis-
apprchension. A listener will feel more
haunted than hooked by these « reations.
Anderson delights in the deceptiveness of
appearances, familiar turf to most zays.

When Shadows on a Dime (Lucv) by Fer-
ron arrived. | have to admit that | shud-
dered. This is the Canadian folk singer's
fourth LP but the Frst to come my way. It 15’
being distributed by Redwood Records. |
thought, good God—not mor:| Women's
Music? | mean, own up: This stulf is insipid,
preachy and self-congratulatory .ind should
be filed under “self-help.” | wasn't anxious-
ly awaiting the latest hymnal for |esbiterian
hootenannies.

Apparently Ferron isn't either. She is a

w-voiced original and the most interest-
ing new artist to emerge in aldecade of

men's Music. Ferron doesn't match
Chris Williamson’s clarion pipes or Holly

Near's contagious bravado. In fact, she is

most reminiscent of John Prine: under-
stated, reflective and’ rustic—not an easy
listen but a compelling one. Her songs by-
pass easy euphoria, finger-pointing and
banner-raising. With a wry, earmed
strength she sings, “And it's| everyone’s
secret and muttered refrain / that for all of
our trouble we be lonely again."”;”

. The record opens with anaccusation
from within the memory of a relationship
she had with a woman'who 4as also in-
volved with a man—unsuccessfil all round,
as fear won out over love. The album closes
with : the- anthemic opus “It Won't Take
Loﬁg " Throughout, Ferron ctosses poig-
nant}and painful rcmtory. ke¢ping a dry
persﬁnal 'mysncxsm tact. Shgq is still on
‘that j journey, and word has it Wdt her livé
shows outsmp the record, so keep an ear
“Pop isn’t|the only thing that springs
sternal: ®




