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YOUR SONG’ (MAC'S BIRTHDAY BASH)
Jericho Tavern

It's nigh on impossiblc to review this evening and manage 1o convey what it all meant.

This wesn'ta gig. This was an cvent A celebration. And no, not just of Tavern promoter Mac's birthday but of
e whole Oxford music scenc. Yeab itsounds contrived and yeab it sounds so dsmn diquey butthere'sno getting
sway from the fact that Oxford bas something really special. Something most city's would dearly love to bave.
Tonight saw nine of Oxford's finest performing s selection of cover versions, the like of which has never beea
beard before. From the sublime to the ridiculous, from the inspired to the wholly inappropriatc and back sgain.
Ob, and did | mention that this was the best night out I've cver bad?

Fun. Yeab, that's what we bad tonight and no, I'm not gloating over thosc of you who couldn’t make it - | wish
you could bave beea there to see for yourselves. | wish you could have expericnced the stmosphere and the
sounds, the drunkenness and the downright, utter bilarity of it all. Nine bands and assorted pop guests and not
an cgo in sight.

Hence we bad one of this fair city's most successful products, THE JENNIFERS, opening the proceedings.
Drummer Dan swapped places with singer Gareth to belt out an old Walt Disney dassic and, frail and wasted, be
looked every inch the tortured poct-star. Another reversal of roles and Gareth became Kenny Rogers for three
man-c.Jous minutes. See what | mean about inappropriate?

Far dloser to their roots were SEVENCHURCH
with @ grinding funeral march intro that mutsted
into Teddy Bear's picnicatsome juncture. Playing
rather more uptempo than is normal for them
Sevencburch pinned us back with the Pistol's
‘New York' and Discharge's* Protestand survive'

- onc of the slowest bands in the world playing
onc of the fastest: sirange but true.

THE ANYWAYS take us on *a trip through *80s
female groups' with the belpful barmonies of
Heavenly's Amelia. Admittedly | didn't recognise
the Bangles’' *Going down to Liverpool® ‘til the
last verse but | did recognise the GoGos and *
Bananarama and cven Holly and the ltalians’
"Tdll that Girl’ - this time warp thing was starting
to domy head in and | was desperately trying to
remember where exactly in Oxford Memory Lanc
was.

Back torcality and bang up to date arc ARTHUR
TURNER'S LOVECHILD. After mercilessly
slaughtering thatdearold Julic Andrews' singalong
‘Myfavounte things' theybathein the fuzz ocean
of Buffalo Tom's 'Bus Song’ and then, bugger
me, if it isn't Tavern landlord Bob onstage with
them, revealing an extraordinarily powerful

country rock voice as be serenaded us with ‘ Help
me make it through the night'. Not a dry eyc in the bouse. ‘| want to break Free’ finishes it off and given the
situation we werein anyonc could bave mistakenly felt they’d been transported to Wembley for dear old Freddy's
funeral party.

Things were also starting to get very bazy indeed as the mighty SQUID pop machine piled into ‘Make Love like
# Man® and Matt's cyeballs did their very best to pop out of bis skull. With genuine stadium rock pompasity they
attempted 10 get the crowd singjng along but the drunken bordes were having none of it. Bah bumbug - we're all
just too cool aren’t we? God knows what bappencd during the band's attempt at Bryan Adam's ‘Everything |
do’. Obviously I wasn't the only onc feeling the effects of the available refreshments....

SATURN V tricd to get all trendy and obscure on us with Superchunk's ‘Slack Muthafucker’ but redeemed
emselves more than admirably with their terminator treatment of The Pet Shop Boys. About time someone
kicked a bit of lifc into the old farts. And just who WAS that mystery bassman?

- -*Thisis ‘Anarchy in the UK’ bowled DEATH

BY CRIMPER'S singer Karen as the band
grinded into ‘Arc Friends Electric?' and this
was suddenly the greatest moment in pop’s
entire history. | start dribbling and grinning
uncontrollably at the same time and eventually
wetmysclf. ‘Sound of Silence’ is given brutally
short shrift as arc Napalm Death (don’task me
which song, they all sound the same doa't
they?). We do finally get ' Anarchy’ with a bit
of belpful duetting from Sevenchurch’sMartin
‘Spear.

THE CANDYSKINS’ Nick Cope bas a pink
rubber glove on his head. God knows why but
itmakes himlook like 8 cross between Foghorn

Leghorn and Dennis Hopper in ‘Blue Velvet'
- ie: totally fuckin' mad. As the band crunch
into Hot Chocolate's ‘I believe in Miradles’ |
can't believe how tight they sound. Like
they've actually rebearsed it. Bloody Helll
There's is perbaps the st of the night on a
nightwhen everybody is brilliant. In s glorious
act of anti-sacreligion they cven manage to
make the terminally god-awful * Lady in Red®
sound bloody great.

Almost finally arc the DAISIES and cven

s their most cynical criticshad to gaze onin awe
at their blistering guitar thrash throug of top synth-pop hit of yore, ‘Don’t you want me?' and I wantbug cach
onc of them individually. Perbaps strangely they arc the only band of the night to cover Arthur Turner’s Lovechild

- maybe cveryonc thought everyone else was goingto do and so deliberately avoided it. Mac comes on to do the
vocals for their rendition of * Lucy House' before we get to the *grand finalc' ...

Ever wanted to see balf of Oxford’s musical population make even bigger prats of themselves than they normally
do? Then you'd need look no further than tonight's massed rendition of *Mull of Kintyre' - somewhere between
the funnicst thing you've ever seen and the mos: embarrassing, st least until it tums into the even more
cmbarrassing ‘Wild Thing’ and various people end up prostrate on the stage.

No, this sure wasn't yer average gig. This was simply just what you'd like your birthday party to be. And bey,
two bundred pissed people and not a wngle punch-up? What is rock"n'roll coming to?

‘" " As a foomote to all this: we have the video tapes of the whole thing locked in a sccret bank vault. We want
£500 off cach band or we take them to the music press. Think about it - it could be YOUR future carcer on the
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SPOOKY OR WHAT?

A strange but true story from the weird and frightening world of Oxford
music this month. Either by a bizamre quirk of fate or becausc of powers
which none of us fully understand all of local Satanic doom-metal band
Sevenchurch’s last three gigs in Oxford have been marked by violent
thunderstorms, the most recent breaking out halfway through their recent set
atthe Pennyfarthing, Do they have advance access to meteorologjcal reports
or arc there terrifying demonic forces at work? More to the point have the
band been playing any gigs in Florida recently? The decent, Godfearing
people of this town must be told the truth!
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Sevenchurch: What dark forces are controlling their stage act?
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ASK AUNTIE KAREN...
Anxious of Evergreen.

Kind and benevolent Aunty Karen is here to offer helpful advice on a

wide range of readers’ problems.

I have a successful and satisfying career and sing m a promising local
heavy metal band. I should be the happiest man alive but | have one

overbearing problem. | am absolutely terrifying to lookat. Small children

run screaming at the very sight of me, even the rest of my band look a
opposite sex since | cannot get through a romantic candlelit dinner

without feeling the urge to sacrifice a couple of virgins on the table and
shouting stuff about the necromagus and suchlike. Please offer some

advice. | enclose a recent portrait photo of myself.

bit edgy in my company and I find it very hard to get any totty...er.. |
mean form a deep and meaningful relationship with a member of the

Dear Auntie Karen,
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