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Hello?

As this is our first newsletter of '94 I wish you all "a prosperous year", even
though a quarter of it has passed already!

Just to re-cap for new readers, Jesus Jones are currently working on their fourth
album which is why there have been no material releases or concerts/tours
recently. Although, at present, there is no confirmed release date for the album,
it is hoped a date will be scheduled world-wide for late in 1994. This will
coincide with the start of a world tour.

In Decembers issue I asked you if you had any ideas for an album title as the
band didn't (and still don't). I think my favourite one so far is "Liquefying The
Doubt In Perverse Minds". Yes, a bit of a mouthful that one - keep sending your
suggestions in.

In between working on the album the band have been enjoying their leisure time
through large amounts of clubbing (essential research for album writing I'm
told), Laser Questing along with a number of side projects. Mike has been
presenting a Radio programme in the UK on Radio 3 called "Byte The Music".
The programme looked at the impact of digital technology on music (from pop
to classical) and has received enthusiastic reviews. He has also turned his hand
to producing again. Iain can sometimes be seen DJing at the London club
"Knowledge", Gen behind the drum kit of a friends band and as for Alan....Well
Alan has found the time to shave all his hair off!! Probably due to the climate in
Chicago, 'The Windy City' is not the best place to live if you wear a wig!

The British film "Shopping", the soundtrack to which Jesus Jones have
contributed, is not to be released until the 24th June, even though it has already
been premiered. The soundtrack will feature unreleased JJ tracks along with
contributions from EMF and The Utah Saints. -

Thank you Val Maione from Cutchogue, NY, USA for this issues front covér,
which incorporates a copy of her car License Plates. Mad!! Please send me
more designs.

Until next time,

Bean.



"HOT COFFEE"

A Lortlranl OF Soulh America As Seen Through 1he Lyes Of
Mike Lawards

Part Two

BRAZIL-Rio

On Friday morning I do a wake up interview then we all leave for a boy-racer flight to Rio,
approaching the runway so low that for a moment I believe we will crash into the sea. Just
before I stand up screaming we hit the runway and slam on the brakes, crunching me up
against the toilet wall in front of my seat - but what the hell, I'm still alive after at least 40
flights this year. Rio at last - sun, blue sea, summer temperatures even in winter and huge,
bare mountains sticking straight up out of the Atlantic. The hotel has it's own beach which
you have to get up early for before the giant sugarloaf mountain behind blots out the sun.
However, this is the sort of paradisiacal luxury we had hoped for in wangling this little trip of
ours. Another great freeloading success.

Checking into the hotel, we find rooms allocated to Jenny De Bong and Jane Matthews.
Interesting.

The reason we're here is to play on a kids TV show hosted by a blonde famous for entering the
public eye first as Pele's then Ayrton Senna's girlfriend. We sit in the van waiting for the
studio gates to open and the crowd start banging on the windows for attention. Some sort of
human being is gesticulating at Jerry. It is young with a face of a boy, the make up of a girl
and the breasts of something in between, which it shows Jerry while offering him a blow job.
Voyeur that he is, Jerry takes a snapshot instead. '

We wait two hours before getting onto the stage where the playback starts before we get
anywhere near the instruments. Unknown to us it is the long version of "Devil", catching us
completely by surprise as we sit or stand around while the song plays on without us.
Unconcerned, the audience raves on, singing, shouting, waving their hands in the air, the girls
obligingly thrusting their chests forward for the shameless cameramen. Perhaps it's the coffee.
While the tape rewinds to the beginning so that we can have the joy of repeating the first few
bars, I get the usual bland interview that seldom gets tougher than "Hello, how are you?".
"Good, thank you". (Massive applause). ’

Sao Paulo

The same evening, Iain and I fly back to Sao Paulo to appear at a night-club - in other words,
grip and grin, get flashlight blindness, sign a few albums, drink free beer and get kissed on the
cheek a lot. All goes well apart from the landing at Sao Paulo domestic airport which entails
flying in at about 200 feet above the tower blocks. Well, music sounds better with a httle
adrenaline coursing through the veins. :
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I wake up on Saturday morning to find my health has deteriorated considerably - sore throat,

cough, headache and the sensation that suggests that 15 hours sleep could be beneficial.

Rio-again!!

Once again, we fly into the domestic flights airport in Rio, coming in along the beaches, the
mountains and the tower blocks. The airport was designed for small propeller planes and we
are in a medium sized jet. The descent over the sea into the airport is such that I can reveal to
you now that fishermen of Rio use worms for bait and eat cheese sandwiches (no Mayonnaise).
The instant we hit the tarmac (still in one piece) the brakes go on leaving half the passengers
wondering if this is a crash. The plane stops about 50 feet from the end of the runway - 50 feet
from plunging into the sea.

At the hotel I sleep for a couple of hours. What a wonderful feeling. At eleven that night Gen,
Al, tour manager Laurie, myself and our two guides/bodyguards (very necessary here, we're
told)/drivers go out. After a drive of half an hour we get to the first recommendation, a swish
bar. People are dressed in that expensive, casual way that proves that money doesn't
necessarily buy taste. There's a half-hearted attempt at a dance floor where bored couples
dance half-heartedly to all those Soul 2 Soul style slow breakbeat records that bunged up the
UK charts two and a half years ago. The atmosphere improves when the DJ plays a few
hideous records sung in Portuguese, a sort of dated Brazilian version of Black Laces greatest
hits (remember "Agadoo'?). After a few free beers to try to improve matters, we return to Rio
central and another night-club, this time 40 floors up a tower block. Astonishingly, the music
here is worse; all those disco and high energy hits you hoped you'd never have to hear again.
As I'm giving Alan the dubious benefits of my cynicism on this matter, a well intentioned girl
seeing the look on my face informs me that no-one here in Rio is unhappy. I reply that the bad
music has turned everyones brains to mush and that subsequently they are unable to feel any
emotion other than idiot jollity. Luckily she doesn't understand so I attempt brevity by
pointing at the DJ and saying "It's 1993" in a pained way. There is hope yet - she understands.
Neither of us manage to mention that for the slum dwellers (the favelados) in the hills here, life
is desperately grim and trends in music are of bugger all concern. To finish the evening which
has long been morning we are invited to see the clubs notable asset, the view. To quote Alan
""the fog looks so much better up here". From now on I decide to stay in and hit the beach
early in the morning instead of going out all night.

On Sunday morning the sound of the surf, the heat and the sunlight through the curtains
conspire to wake me after four hours sleep. I eat half of the entire breakfast buffet and go out
on the terrace to write postcards and bask in the sun. Also basking are Iain and Jerry,
involved in that deeply unfashionable past time of burning their skins to a garish red hue. I go
to lunch and once again eat a substantial percentage of Brazil's annual agricultural produce.
In the afternoon there are a few interviews, all at the hotel and not memorable, meaning the
questions were all along the lines of "Tell us about the history of Jesus Jones'", ""How did you
get the name", "Could you take your hands off my throat?" and that all time classic "What do
you think of Brazil/Brazilian girls?"".

Sleep. I haven't had a decent stretch of it since Mexico, a week ago. I feel and look awful. As
the rest of the band go out I fall asleep at the speed of light and am oblivious for ten and a half
hours.

I fumble for the alarm, wince at the sunlight and sleepwalk to the breakfast room on Monday

morning. Outside it's Winter - a cloudless, 30 degree Winter. I write a couple of postcards, go
back to my room and cannot help but fall asleep again waking just in time to be at a lunch for
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competition winners (Jesus Jones - watch them cat, drink and stare moodily into space. Now
you too can witness the full drunken horror of Alan and Jerry still in the grasp of the night
before. As if that were not enough, Gen will be ineffably polite to you whilst Iain's bottom
entertains all and sundry).

Next, interviews; '"What do you think of Brazil?", "When will you come and play here
again?", ""What are your influences?", ""Please stop, that hurts"'.

Not all the interviews and interviewers are this predictable. One newspaper woman tells me
about the alleged police method of removing orphaned or abandoned street children from the
view of tourists - execution. Last month eight bodies were discovered. It's today that the news
of another massacre breaks; recently, four traffic policemen were shot dead by drug pushers in
a routine check. In revenge, someone went into one of the favella slums and shot dead 21 men,
women and children. Whilst in the news no-one will say categorically that it was the police, in
person no-one doubts who was responsible. There is effectively an unofficial war going on in
Rio between the authorities and the anarchic, autonomous states of the favellas that the
authorities, by such a horrific display of discriminate force, show no chance of winning.

That night the others go out and dull their senses with alcohol and bad music, I stay in and dull
my senses with alcohol and good music. Having had little chance or will to go on to the beach
so far I take this occasion to have a drink and stare at the sea, the moon and the lights of the
Copacabana whilst in the grip of a powerful new Lebanese recording I bought before coming
out here. All was bliss for half an hour until a freak mini tidal wave swept up the beach and
swamped me and my CD player. I surrendered to the forces of nature and went to bed.

Tuesday, our last full day in Brazil, today even hotter than the other. I have a few radio
interviews after lunch, return to the hotel and pack. We have a final dinner with the record
company and get on to the beach for a party, alcohol and the Brazilian soft drink Guarana
courtesy of our hotel room mini bars, music supplied by me with my DAT player (CD R.LP.)
and a pair of tiny portable speakers. At around midnight I complete the Rio experience by
standing in the waves at the edge of the beach.

URUGUAY

Six hours later, on Wednesday morning we're off. The flight to Montevideo, Uruguay is only a
couple of hours but when we get there it's a world away from the sun of Rio.

The rain is pouring down, the sky is dark and the temperatures are lower than we have been
used to for weeks. Nowhere looks better in the rain to my eyes and my first impressions of
Montevideo are not the exciting ones I had hoped for. The Rio de la Plata, a huge estuary that
divides Uruguay from Argentina is a muddy, desolate sea. If it weren't for the palm trees, the
seashore would remind me of one of the more depressing southern English seaside resorts. An
Argentinean journalist described Montevideo for me as being "like Buenos Aires but smaller
and sadder" and I can see what he means. An air of dilapidation hangs over the city. Most of
the buildings are made of grey concrete and painters and decorators must be unemployed for
decades at a time. There are some impressive buildings; the House of Parliament, The Town
Hall, the university, all in the familiar Spanish colonial style. The European element dominates
Montevideo as it does Buenos Aires. Some of the cars date from the forties, imported from the
US and Europe. Often it is like driving through a vintage car collectors meeting.



The first event, soon after we arrive is a TV show, miming six songs (half from Doubt, half’
from Perverse) in an empty studio. It's tough going on with this little sleep but the coffee here
still verges on the illegal and helps a bit. The rest of the band go to the hotel for some sleep and
I do a TV interview before following their example.

At 10 pm we do another mimed TV, same songs, different studio, similar atmosphere. By the
time we finish with "Real Real Real" we're tired and sick to death of that three and a half year
old song. Between takes the band stand around talking about which songs we never want to
play again if we are going to keep enjoying what we do and which songs will fit in with the
changes for Jesus Jones that we have planned.

Only Laurie our tour manager, Gen and I make it for a midnight meal with the record
company. The restaurant is a beautiful old Spanish style bar. Gen and I quiz the locals about
their country and find out that a ten year dictatorship ending a decade ago halted the cultural
growth of the country and forced a large percentage of the population abroad so that now as
many Uruguayans live abroad as in the country - 3 million. Uruguay makes cattle - that's it.
Not a problem for tonight's steak eaters.

Hotel, bed, too few hours sleep. Now that the end of this tour is upon us and I am getting
plenty of questions about the future for Jesus Jones, it has started to play on my mind and
invade my dreams. At the press conference and TV interview the next day, I'm constantly
thinking about the music I'm listening to, the experiences we've had in clubs at home and on
tour around the world and the attitude and questions from both fans and journalists.

The weather and light in Montevideo are preparing me for the oncoming Winter in England.
We all go our separate ways at the hotel, some home, some to America for Alan's wedding. I sit
on the flight home above the clouds, above South America with the sun setting behind us and

think,
What next?
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4) OF ALL THE WORK YOU'VE DONE SO FAR WHAT ARE YOU MOST
PROUD OF AND FEEL IS YOUR GREATEST ACCOMPLISHMENT?
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5) IF YOU COULD CHANGE ONE THING ABOUT YOURSELF WHAT

WOULD IT BE?
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6) WHAT IS THE MOST ROMANTIC THING YOU'VE EVER DONE FOR
SOMEONE?
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