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A TERRIBLE BEAUTY IS RE-RELEASED

They were Ireland's original
punk band, angry and
anarchic and wildly
provocative, the shadow
side of U2's nice-boy image.
With the re-release of the
Virgin Prunes back
catalogue, Gavin Friday
looks back fondly at the
weirdness that seemed like
a planned accident, and
describes the radical music
that broke all the rules

VIRGINREBIRTH

Blame it on the Prods and the Plymouth
Brethren

Blame it on the Chrisniar Brothers

and the GAA

Blame it on Georgie Best and the
cuder-drinking bootboys

Blame it on Sister Nora, my
career-guidance officer at St Kevin'’s CBS
Blame it on Oscer Wilde and Datid Bowie
Blame ¢ on the Northside and
Cedarwood Road . .

Take me back to ‘72, my coo-ca-choo’
from ‘Caruso’ by Gavin Friday

he vear was 1972 when [,
Fionan Martin Hanvey,
first befriended Derek
Karl Rowen and Paul
David Hewson. We all
lived on Cedarwood
Road. We Joved music,
we had a similar surreal
sense of humour, we liked painting, we had
no time at all for football, we looked and
dressed differently, we didn't want to be
cowboys — we wanted to be Indians We
didn't fit in and we didn't want to. “Is there
life on Mars”" asked David Bowie. We knew
there was, so we went there, and all of a
sudden Fionan became Gavin. Derek became
Guggl, Paul became Bono . . . and the dull and
grey streets of Ballymun became the
glittering boulevards of Lypton Village.

From baptism to alcohol, tn a land
suffocatingly green. Hey! the myth

i magic . . . Do you know what I mean?
from ‘My 20th Century’ by Gavin Friday

Music was always the driving force. For
me it was religion, a godsend. And then in

1976/°77, punk rock spat in our faces and
whispered in our ears, “U2 can be a Virgin
Prune”. . and a termible beauty was born
The first actnal performance of the Virgin
Prunes took place in a Methodist hall in
Sutton. Northside Dubiin, in late 1977. Myself
and Guggi on lead vocals and an incognito
backing band: Adam, Edge, Larry and Dik
— lambs dressed as mutton. At the time, |
worked 1n a Dublin meatpackers’
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slaughterhouse, so myself and Gugg dressed
the band head to toe in the gauze usually
used for covering meat for exportation. The
backing band looked like four sides of beef
playing bass, drums and guitars, awaiting
delivery to Saudi Arabia. We played one
song — a 15-minute slow-motion version of
(I Car't Get No) Satisfaction. After the gig, Dik
left U2 and joined Virgin Prunes; this was
closely followed by Guggl's brother

Strongman joining on bass, Dave-Id Busaras
on narration and Pod on drums. Pod was
replaced briefly by Haa-Lacka Binttii, then
permanently by Mary d'Nellon.

Ladies and gentleman, to whom it may
concern: Virgin Prunes.

We hadn’t a clue what we were doing but
knew exactly — it was like a planned
accident We made it up as we went along.
“We're so pretty, oh so pretty vacant, and we
don't care” snarled Sex Pistol Johnmy Rotten.
We did care — we cared so much we were
fearless, and, yes, anger was definitely an
energy. The Ireland of the late Seventies
was very different to the Ireland of today.

“I haven't fucked much with the past
but I'll fuck plenty with the future” ranted
the punk poet Patti Smith, and, man, did I
take her seriouslv.

Should I talk the way you want me to talk,
say the things the way you want to hear
them? I know a lot of people like that . ..
Why should I be like you? Be like you?
from ‘Theme for Thought’ by the
Virgin Prunes

October 2004 sees the re-release of the
Virgin Prunes back catalogue on Mute
Records through EMI worldwide, most of the
recordings released for the first time ever on
CD.It's verv difficult for me to be objective
about the Virgin Prunes — they were my
baby. I was their daddv-mammy Prune who
1n 1964/°85 put this beautiful angry child into
a retirement home for the musically and
artistically disturbed. And, now 20 years

o

later, it reappears screaming at my hall door = -

— dressed 1n black, a pig’s head hanging from

its groin. face painted white, vomit-dripping
lips kissing me passionately on the mouth.

The Prodigal Son in drag. Welcome home, -

Frankenstein' Come on' Come to Daddy!
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A TERRIBLE BEAUTY IS RE-RELEASED

VIRGIN PRUNES
...IF 1DIE, I DIE

... IF I DIE, I DIE Abov:
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OVER THE RAINBOW Lcft THE MOON LOOKED DOWN AND LAUGHED A!
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