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seriously — the whole thing was done

much better by his chum, J Walter

Negro, madman of the acopalypse,
two seasons back. The dolorous
dragging backbeal from The Clash
brings no levity orimagination to the
affarr either.

Rather than unleashing their own
rapier wit and potent cackles these
records leech on the spontaneity and
instant heroics of New York's rap cult of
the past few years. Phase 2 celebrate
one of the major rap clubsin the city on
theirdisc, it's as crummy anidea asiil
would have been for London or Chelsea
to wrile a song about the London venue
of the same name seven years ago.

Fab-5-Freddy is the one to hear.
Coming in two halves (Yankee male
side and French femme side) it works a
treat, laking a salacious and lustful

approach to the standard manoeuvres
duly retrod elsewhere in this set. One
side has a strange concoction of wise
ripfire comic cut words and a musical
backdrop laced with all kinds of
surprises and fireworks jolting back and
forth, always making the most
interesting and suggestive connections
on the way. And the otheris adeep
brood — the rhythm shuffling between
eight string bass, the synthesiser and
the drum machine — that rubber snaps
and sly snatches all the way. More of
this please.

Onthe other hand The Smurfs —
Smurfis apparently the catchphrase to
take over from E. T. on the New York
dance circuit—is cheap, nasty and
obvious gimmickry. A searing quitar
hacks in and out of a functional
backbeal. Its value outside of a
monotonous club chantis negligible.

] £ "'-'L—-‘-—--l-ll.-‘.

GRANDMIXERD STAND THE
INFINITY RAPPERS: Cuts it Up
(Cellulold).

FUTURA 2000 WITH THE CLASH:
The Escapades Of (Cellulold).
PHASE TWO: The Roxy (Celluloid).
FAB-5-FREDDY:To The Beat
(Cellulold).

THE SMURFS: Smurf For What it's
Worth (Celluloid). Rap died an
ignominious death of sorts when
Sugarhill released the Philippe Wynne
‘America We Love You'insult. Save the
genuine enticement of Fab-5-Freddy
there is little in this batch of singles,
licensed through Charly, to suggest that
‘The Message’ wasn'l a pinnacle after
which all else is expendable, repetitive,
lame pastichs.

Grand Mixer D is sortof a James Lasl
for scratchers — all therifis, all the
tricks, everything bul the kitchen sink
battling it out to make an impression but
cancelling each other out in the process.
It sounds quite alarmingly subdued —
no grit, no spite, none of the cunning
sideswipes or lethal repercussions that
should be thers.

Fulura's recordis a plain bore “The
idea is to let you know, That graffitiis
here andit’s on the go.... You got many
young minds with something to say,./All
this space and the subway'’s grey. " Fair
enough butis it that important? The right
to draw pictures in the tubel! Futura's
taking himself and his peer group far loo



