
"PÄRTRIDGE HÄS bought o forr."
The weli-rounded Wiltshire

tones of XTC drumme¡ Terry
Chombers reloy the .t"*. ol his
collecgue's shopping expedition
with the customqly mixtu¡e of
offectionote omusement ond
uncomprehending bemusemeni.
The fort, incidentoÌÌy, is of the
moulded plostic voriety rother
thon stone ond cement; the lotesl
monifestotion of Andv's
rediscovery of the joys of toy
soldiers.

"l bought two scoling lodders
so little men cqn climb the
wolls." he scys hoppily, "o
cctopult so I con fling rocks ot it,
two shields for orchers to hide
behind 

- shields on wheels:
sounds like o medievol mobile
ormoure¡s! 

- 
qnd o seleciion of

Prince Vqliqnt Iooking chorocte¡s
to populote the castle."

We're in Munich on the second
doy of XTC's brief Ge¡mqn lqun¡,
the worm-up stoges of their
Iqtest ossoult on the wo¡ld's
collective consciousness. The
tour got off to q flying stort in
Berlin the previous night - o
good beginning mqrred only by
the unfortuncte Chombe¡s beino
fined for dodgy driving on the
journey to Munich. The foct thot
Terry wos only o front seoi
possenger didn't seem to bother
the Ecst Ge¡mqn police, who
insisted on relieving the
oggrieved d¡ummer of 20 morks
regordless.

Ã fine stqrt oll round, you
might say.

Tonight's gig 
- the

Ãlobomoholle 
- is o weird one

qnd no mistoke. In contrqst to the
rest of elegont Munich. it's whot
Iooks like on old ormy borrqcks,
bcdly shot up ond thén left
virtuolly untouched since the
wor. Now it's been bought up by
the city council fo¡ renovotion os
o kind of youth centre complete
with gig holl ond reheqrsol ond
recording focilities. (If only

British town councils were so
enlightenedl)But it's not just the

"Sergeont Rock" and this new
clbum, transforming them from
perenniolly hopeful outsiders to
occomplished, conf ident
froni-¡unners. Ã,s with Soueeze 

-onother fine but imoge-less bcnd

- in this time of qbsent trends
ond dumb poses, people hove
suddenly lotched onto the foct
thot XTC moke very good music;
music wilh power ond depth cs
well qs the cccepted cleverness
ond humour.

"Aqh," observes Chqmbers
with sqtisfqction os the bqnd
qlrive bqck qt the hotel from o
record compony-funded meal in
the eorly hours of the morning,
'just time to cruise into ihot bor
tor o quick nightcop ond thot's
ìI.

"You don't wont o nightcop,"
chides Pcrt¡idge. "You'Il hove o
smoll seo of loger, thot's whot
you'll hove."

"Where is tomorrow niqht's
gig?" osks Terry, choosin-g to
ignore this. "The Wortburg?"

"The Worlburg in Wiesboden,"
confirms potient tour moncger
Frank.

"Is Wiesboden in the
mountqins?" osks photogrcpher
Eric hopefully

"I'm sorry mcrte," soys
Chombers, deporting for the bo¡,
''you're not getting us on skis "

Andy Portridge is not one of the
world's snappier eorly morning
rise¡s. Resembling o cross
between o newly born puppy and
o gcle-dcmcged hcyslcck, he's
too late fo¡ breqkfost yet ogoin.

But Wiesbcden is five hours'
drive owoy qnd deadlines hove
to be met. With Terry,
perf ectionisl/guito¡ist Dqve
Gregory (olreody Ioçked into
Elvis Costeilo's "Trúst" on his
Wolkmon) ond even the
sleepy-heoded Colin Moulding
olrecdy oboard, the bond's
geniol genius is bundled in ond
we set off through whot he
instonily dubs "der
knee-schloppende country - der
Ieqther weoring und der shoving
brush in der hot country."

With on imcginotion thot he
himself optly describes qs "on
explosion in o surreolist
supermorket", .Andy Portridge is
cn observont individuol who
clecrly relishes oll the openings
for fun thqt longucge hos to offer

"They do hove o nice selection
of trees in Germcny," he muses.

You opprove ol Germony then,
Andy?

"I like Germqny octuolly, 'he
decides. "I think we're pretty
close to the Germqns in
chqrocter, except they're-more
hcrd working thon the English
qnd mo¡e together os weil.
Except they do eqt o lot of owful

rlf
bullet holes ond borbed wire thai
moke ii so odd. Äs.Andy points
out, the place is cove¡ed with
posters for bonds of whom
nothing hqs been heord since I
meqn, whqlever did hcppen ¡o
The United Bolls Bond óiSqtin
Whole?

Despite XTC's not hoving
ployed in Germony fo¡ three
yecrs, the gig is o sell-out qnd
the band rewqrd the foithful with
onothe¡ fine set - 

q mixture of
estoblished fovourites ond q
slrong selection from their
excellent new double olbum
"English Settlemerrt".

Something olmost mogicol hos
hoppened to XTC between

Andy Partridge ¡n foyer of Wiesbâden hotel, suffering from "egg-poisoning,,. pic: Erìc Watson )
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