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“First of all you want to tell a story, but images are what are going to shore it up and get to the heart of the matter.”


ANNE SEXTON
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FOREWORD


SIMON ARMITAGE


The Fall are an ugly band. It’s part of the attraction. They make a noise that to many people borders on the offensive. When US Forces laid siege to opera-loving Panamanian dictator General Noriega in Panama City’s Vatican Embassy, they surrounded the building with loudspeakers and eventually “smoked” him out with a playlist that included songs from pop and rock’s jukebox of sonic horror. Noriega stuck it out for about two weeks, but I always thought that a quick barrage of Hex Enduction Hour or Room To Live would have brought a speedier conclusion, the surrendering military leader emerging with his hands over his ears, screaming, “Enough, enough.”


I say this as someone who has witnessed the curdled faces and curled toes of listeners who have experienced The Fall either accidentally or at my insistence, people who heard only discord and incompetence when the likes of “Noel’s Chemical Effluence” or “Spoilt Victorian Child” were aimed in their direction. But my ears are different. In my ears, then in my brain, The Fall produce a sound which appeals to some fundamental part of my social and psychological identity, and speaks directly to my understanding of what music can be. I find them urgent, powerful, exciting, mesmerizing. Unlike some, I DO NOT LISTEN TO THE FALL FOR REASONS OF IRONY or out of INTELLECTUAL CURIOSITY – I actually LIKE THEM. And if I say they disturb me, I mean that they provoke a response – cerebral, linguistic, emotional, cultural, political – like no other work of art, be it a film, a painting or (I admit it) a poem. They also incite a physical reaction, something I feel materially, in my neck, wrists and at other pulse points around my body. The Fall aren’t known for their floor-fillers but I have a playlist lined up and ready to roll, a selection of infectiously danceable choons, from the heavy stomp of “Mountain Energei”, to the jaunty pop jig of “Victoria”, to the trippy trance beat of “Powderkex”, to the madcap psychobilly of “Tommy Shooter”, to the fuzzy mosh pit thrash of “Container Drivers”. Fall Disco DJ: call me; available.


Being a Fall fan can be an unglamorous occupation. It’s partly an age thing. If you were 16 or 17 the year Live at the Witch Trials or Dragnet came out, you’re now in your late 50s, the age your mum and dad were when everything they said about “popular music” was the killjoy spiel of out-of-touch fuddy duddies. Telling someone you’re going upstairs to listen to The Fall (as an activity it’s often undertaken privately, in distant rooms or on well-insulated headphones) is like saying you’re going back to your taxidermy project. On the other hand, it’s a badge of honour within the higher regions of musical discourse. There’s something unanswerable about wearing a Fall T-shirt or recommending an album or quoting a line, a kind of trump card in the rock-and-roll-conversation game. There’s something comforting, too, about finding other Fall fans, confirming that you’re not alone in the universe and that your taste in music is, in fact, discerning rather than defective or plain old broke. And, of course, The Fall are now eternal: most music fails to outlive the era of its emergence, but The Fall sound has matured with age. The day I was approached to write this foreword I’d been listening to Your Future Our Clutter on vinyl for about six hours solid. Just kept changing the discs or flipping them over (vinyl, double album) then dropping the needle on the outer circumference again, and could have happily gone on doing it into the night. You can’t write for posterity – it’s a mug’s game because we’ve no idea what the future will be like – but The Fall never belonged to a specific musical period or style, so have remained timeless. (It’s one of the reasons why I continue to write about them in the present tense, even though they no longer exist.) A lack of commercial success and general unpopularity among the masses probably helped; they could never sell out because they had nothing shallow or worthless to flog.
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