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monster, a lumbering concrete 
riff emerges from the labour 
pangs of shoulder-shrugging 
saxophones and corrugated per-
cussion and mad tongues licking 
guitars; dogs bark, cars hoot, 
tapes loop; and suddenly we 
have a voice: I don't wear 
gloves, I walk about nude, you 
speak about love, I think 
about food. 

On "Making Out", a chorus of 
synchronised puffing horns 
draws breath for a guitar that 
cuts like a butcher's knife. On 
"Egg and Bacon Plantation", a 
puk-pukking saxophone spirals 

into the American national an-
them and lands on its head in the 
pig-trough. 

On "We're Not Important", a 
chorus of "So wah, wah, wah" 
finally elevates these existen-
tialists into infancy. But wait a 
second. The Happy Ships are im-
portant. 

More important, the Happy 
Ships are fun. And downright 
dangerous. 

PS: The Happy Ships have a 
surprise for you. Write to: SUR-
PRISE FOR ME, Shifty Re-
cords, PO Box 27513, Bertsham, 
2013. • 

IN SHIPS 

/ The Happy Ships make me 
want to fingy-paint. Alterna- 

0-• -Lively, the Happy Ships make me 
want to stick my fingers in my 
ears. Why? To spread the , paint 
around, of course. 

Red, blue, yellow and loud, the /  Happy Ships can be heard on 
"Sound Future" (Shifty Re-
cords), a 'deliriously scrambled 
and deliciously stir-fried com-
post of fingernail scrapings and 
stainless-steel shavings and 
whatever else lemon rinds, 
naartjie pips, nicotine and ry colours - Brass! Drums!  
cement - happens to get caught Bass! Guitars! - and then they 

curl up and go crazy when the up in the flotsam of urban decay. 
colours start to run. 

	

Put this in your wok and 	Red and blue makes purple; 
smoke it, baby. Not no much,,,zrred and yellow makes naartjie; 
Dada as Gaga, and not so much a red and yellow and blue makes 
pop group as a kibbutz, the Hap- the sun go down. The result: a 

py Ships succeed in making mu- magnificently loony effort that 
sic that is both graceful and recalls the spirit, if not the abra-
ugly, both friendly and aggres- sive agit-prop ideology, of earli-. 
sive, both joyful and manic-de- er sound-collage experiments by 
pressiVe..". 	 Frank Zappa and Henry Cow. 

In other words: we are dealing 	But these homegrown happy 
with a bunch of schizophrenic sailors are more of a collision 
nutsos here, children. They between Pi gbag and David 
splash their canvas with prima- Byrne. Like Frankenstein's 

Ev A r 	m Q v t -111-.N; 

The Happy Ships' first LP 'Sound Future' 
sits alongside Lou Reed's 'New Sensa- 
tions' as my most favourite record of the 
post three months. I saw them live on 
stage once - dancing, laughing out of con- 
trol - heard their scruffy demo tape by ac- 
cident, and now, In possession of a beautb: 
fully silkscreened cover of a pristinely 
clear, loud LP, I am happy. It is Joyfully ec- 
centric, the panicked sound of chickens 
gracing a song called 'Egg and Bacon Plan- 
tation', firmly revving Volkswagens and sun. 
dry traffic noises introducing a pummeling 
version of 'Car Hooter', and the deeply con- 
cerned tones of Hamish throwing themselves 
across a sincere 'Cigarette', as indeed they 
do throughout an album of ABSOLUTE ORIGI- 
NALITY. Nothing could possibly have presaged 
this debut: a bass thrums, walking; sparse 
whining guitar and a saxophone of gutteral, 
asthmatic fury. This music tends to circle cur- 
ious rhythm motifs, reminiscent of dub, acceler- 
ating into bursts of extreme melody or, yet 
again, a hostile blast of sax or Intense Hanish 
prognostication: 'You're Nat Important' impart-
ing forlorn sentiment with an edge of ridiculous 
humour: the solemn (7) line 'I don't like guns/i 
think about food' filled out by a very sad and ex-
tremely silly whistle. Throughout this album there 
gradually fills out a vision of intelligent beings 
musing and raging on topics of disarming trivia, 
twisted enough to see the darkness underneath -
fortunately emerging more poignant and hilarious 
than po-faced. And dance! Heyl 
(The Happy Ships album is the first In a series of 
releases that promises to completely pervert the 
face of corporate South African pop. Produced by 
Lloyd Ross from a caravan called the Shifty Mobile 
(see Fast Forward April 18, 1984 - gosh, we are 
quick around here), under the Shifty Records label, it 
ushers In a month-by-month assault by the likes of 
Bernoldus Niemand (who het), the Kalahari Surfers, 
the Softies, Roger Lucey, Timothy AND MORE. With the 
noble Ideal of creating some sort of homegrown 
pride, emphasising originality, and Incorporating all 
the neglected areas of management, promotion, tour-
ing etc etc, this merits mass-scale support, every-
body. The records will be cheaper than local press-
ings, and better (imported Italian vinyl, no less), and 
available at various outlets In the big cities.' 
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