New BAIT cassette
makes a perfect
Xmas gift (see
details inside).

Stephen Duffy solo
album in 1953!




from the desk of

Stephen Duffy

The years of Lilac (1987-91) are a hazy
jumble of tours and studios and fights with
record companies about record sleeves

and how we dress! (Well, it was the decade
of style, ho ho.) You wouldn’t believe

the meetings we had. I think they signed
us by mistake as they spent all their time
trying to change us. It was a time of
compromise (boo hoo), but at least we were
recording and touring (hooray). We were
based deep in the English countryside,
rehearsing in a five hundred year old farm-
house (maybe it was only three hundred)
without a phone, near Great Malvern where

I had a little house on the side of a hill.
I thought I was Neil Young! Micky Harris
replaced Frazer on bass and this added to
the down home flavour as he is my cousin
Cara’s suitor.

My greatest frustration has always been not

being able to tour enough and not being able

to release records quicker. I always have
the next 1l.p. written before the current one
is released, but that’'s how major record
companies work.

Before Christmas 1988, we did a U.S. mini
tour of the East Coast; just Nick, Michael
Giri and me in a Winnebago (a family
camper-type van). We went up to Woodstock
and played at The Tinker Street Cafe and
were welcomed like homecoming heroes. At

The Mayflower Hotel overlooking Central
Park I wrote "American Eyes" as a subtle
jibe at Fontana's attempt to make us AOR
favourites. It was on this tour that we
realised Michael was from another dimension.
It would be difficult to describe the
hilarity induced by Michael’s exploits on
Lilac tours. Every other day or so, tour
members would convene and find themselves
crying with laughter at "what Michael did
(or said) next". Conversations with Asian
cabbies about hills in Manhatten. Asking
passers-by where Howard Johnson lived.
Luckily, he took it well. We loved touring
with him, and it would be difficult to
imagine a tour without him as he attracts
ve strange and interesting people. Given
a five minute gas stop, he will have found
a mystic or a faith healer or a very
attractive woman proposing marriage. Some-
times he’'d disappear, turning up a few
gseconds before the first song. He could
vanish in the time it took the rest of us
to leave the van and get into the lift.
Luckily, he wore a hat so we could spot
him from a distance.

Back in England, we recorded "Paradise
Circus". It was a hard time for everyone.
It was the first time many of the band
recorded professionally, and if things
didn’t happen right away, everyone knew
I'd be there trying to do it for them.

I was having trouble with the give and
take of being in a group. "Paradise
Circus" was to have been a double album:
one album of instrumentals and one album
of songs. Fontana couldn’t cope with

the quirky nature of Nick’s tunes, soO

they ended up as b-sides and on the

first Bait tape. "The Queen of Heart-
less" and "The World in Her Arms" ended up
as b-gsides too, much to my annoyance.

On the back of the CD booklet you can see
a small picture of a hill that was supposed
to be the sleeve, until Fontana insisted




























































