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Morocko: now signed by Trutone — catch them at the Chelsea, Johannesburg, this week.

Good vibes at the Chelsea

THE Chelsea opened according to plan a week ago,
and judging by a brief visit it should keep a lot of
people happy.

The second night wasn’t full to capacity, but the
vibe was good and the sounds impressive.

I like Morocko, and it would please me see them
get where the rumours promise they’re going.

Last week they clinched a deal with Trutone, so
let’s hope that’s a step in the right direction. -

Their sound and line-up is solid and appealing. One
of the biggest criticisms directed at session musos is

case this is inapplicable. Their experience in studios
gives them a classy dimension.

American singer JB grabs attention by sheer force,
but he receives cheeky back-up from Jethrow Buttow
and Cedric Samson in particular, who gag incessantly.

Morocko will only be at the Chelsea for one more
week, as they apparently have alternative things in
the pipeline, and presumably David Marks’ policy will
be to keep the bands moving through the club.

So if you’ve got a few hours to spare, take them in,

or just give the Chelsea a chance. It cor e SA
equivalent of London’s Marquee Club, there

that they can’t sfer to live gigs — in Morocke’s - is ongoing support.
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\THE Chelsea is open again —
this time as a warehouse of
technical possibilities housing
specialised equipment worth
R20 000, a three-way sound sys-
tem, a remarkable PA, video
units and lighting arrange-
ments : permanent fixtures
available to performers who,
for the first time, are not being
asked to provide their own.
The ol club’s new career
began last week with a small
but wildly enthusiastic audi-

Art notes

Market Gallery:
SCULPTURES by Peter
Schutz. Until March 15.
Olivetti Art Gallery:
EXHIBITION of works .by
Richard Chambers. Until
March 7.

ROCK
Trevor Baudach

New career for Chelseé

whirred and threw bolts of
lightning round the room, Mor-
ocko played and recieved, in
to their efforts, a

ence; mostly the media and
personnel from related institu-
tions. All the ‘stars’ were
there, many accompanied by
their psychiatrists who were
admirably discreet and scrupu-
lously vigilant.

Pran and David Marx circu-
lated ceaselessly — greeting,
welcoming, catering and man-
aging. They are the core of
Third Ear Music which is de-
voted to local talent, and the
Chelsea is their new ‘‘home”.

The changes they have
wrought are neither superficial
or cosmetic, but the fundamen-
tal difference is one of attitude.

While cameras -clicked,

resp
welter of jubilant appreciation.
A disc jockey played records
(many of them on a Third ear
label) between sets while vid-
eos flickered from the corners.

I have just one complaint.
There’s no place to dance. The
floor, temptingly obvious but
completely useless, is buried
under a dozen or more tables
and chairs. Perhaps one is
meant to dance on them in the
tradition of Czarist Russia.

Marx intends making the
Chelsea available to every art
form: jazz, folk, country and
western, rock, theatrical
sketches, revues, comedy and
art exhibitions.

What more can you want ?




