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[February 22, 1997]
Interview: PAUL MATHUR
--If pop’s all about hair, Mathur, how do you account for the bloke on the left?--

READY OR NOT...

here they come! REPUBLICA that is, the UK post-punk techno-pop band who are currently taking America by Storm
POP’S about hair. As a rule.

“It is,” says Saffron, singer with Republica and possessor of a tremendous scarlet-streaked bob. “It wasn’t a calculated thing, but I think the moment I first started to get recognised was when I put the red bit in. Good haircuts in pop are part of a long tradition.”

Just ask Deborah Harry.

“Yeah, she understands.”

MOST of you in Britain won’t yet be entirely au fait with Republica’s spectacular cascade along the dance/rock axis, but in America they’re huge. This week they re-release the sublime pop thrill of “Ready To Go” over here, but it’s already been a Top 20 hit Stateside and adopted as the tune to which the New York Rangers ice hockey team skate onto the rink. Saffron gets recognised on the street over there, even in Armpit, Arkansas. She’s a star.

“I don’t know if we should go on about our American success. It might just make us sound really smug.”

That’s Johnny Male. He writes some words, plays guitar and ricochets into the Last Chance Saloon as one of our generations most underrated lyrical greats, courtesy of time spent in the eternally loveable Sensation. Keyboards come via Tim and Toddy (Flowered Up keyboardist and Barbra Streisand engineer respectively). Drums are from Bow Wow Wow’s Dave Barborossa. Add to that Saffron’s voice and it’s no surprise that the Americans have taken them to their hearts quite so fervently.

What’s it all about Saff?

“It’s about doing all the things I ever wanted.”

Towards the end of the last year I saw them doing precisely that in New York’s Irving Plaza.

Three thousand people getting busy to a sound that took dance music out back and gave it a good rock kicking, while Toddy, Tim and Saffron traded wagers on an end-of-set crowd-surfing competition. They figured they could make it from behind the keyboards to the back of the crown in under a minute. And they were going to prove it.

With that sort of success, Republica would be stupid not to cherish a few of the finest moments. Sometimes it’s good to be smug.

REPUBLICA’s last US tour established them not only as a volatile live phenomenon, but also bearers of a new Britbeat torch, a flame that ignited the tinder of just about everyone it came close to.

“I always had an idea of what fame was supposed to be,” says Johnny. “It was sleeping on a tour bus in a tiny bed going across America. You do that for a bit, though, and then you start to get fussy. And everything just gets unreal. We were driving across Texas or somewhere and we saw this sign outside a bar. It said, ’24 HOURS, NUDE GIRLS, FREE BEER’. We were off the road like a shot. I mean life just doesn’t get much better than that. Or at least you think that until a week later and something even better does happen.

“We played Puerto Rico,” he continues, “and we got put up in all these Gloria Hunniford-tastic rooms with girls wandering around who turned out not to be prostitutes after all. We found one of the crew asleep on the beach two days later.”

“We’ve got one of our songs, ‘Drop Dead Gorgeous’ [their next single and finest song to date] on the soundtrack to ‘Scream’, the Wes Craven film so we got to go to the premiere in Hollywood,” says Saffron. “I don’t like horror films myself, I’m more of a ‘Star Wars’ fan, so I ended up just standing outside smoking cigs with Courteney Cox from ‘Friends’. Great night out.”

“I just legged it past the paparazzi, jumped over a barrier and went down the pub,” says Male. “Good times.”

FOR Republica’s members, the success is a vindication of a long time spent in other projects trying to carve some sort of immortality. While Saffron first came to public attention as singer with technobag chancers N-Joi, she’s far more satisfied with her contribution to Republica.

“With N-joi,” she says, “I was just there to do the singing. Now I’m writing, actually creating something and getting to do all these mad things like singing with people like The Prodigy and Gary Numan on songs they’re going to be putting out. The Gary Numan one? That’s a version of ‘Are Friends Electric?’ It was fun.

“I’ve spent the last 10 years trying to get people to listen to me,” says Male, “and with Sensation we came really close to genuinely making it, then it all sort of fell apart. Now, though, we really feel we’re close to doing something great and we’re not going to let it slip away. We were playing in Miami and I’d got so drunk that I’d literally entirely forgotten how to play guitar. Afterwards, the record company people came onto the bus and started telling us how brilliant they thought we were and how they were going to have to rethink their whole signing policy so they could get more acts like us. I almost knocked the guy down. I was going, ‘Look, mate a word of advice.

Whatever you do, don’t sign anyone else who sounds even the slightest bit like us. ‘We’ve got this one chance and we don’t want to get caught up in a whole load of soundalikes.”

In truth, it’d be pretty hard for anyone to calculatedly come up with a sound as feistily ebullient as that to be found on Republica’s soon-to-be-released eponymous debut album. The original version of the album was recorded over a year ago, but Male’s growing guitar contribution led to a rethink and a new, steelier version ready for release.

“I’ve got to be honest,” says Saffron. “I’ll be really disappointed if the record doesn’t do really well over here. It definitely deserves it. And we’ve got another couple of albums virtually written already. The American success was great for our self-confidence and now we’ve got to build on that. The songs are in that weird kind of area between dance and rock, but it feels like a proper band at last. We can do it all live and everyone involved can bring something to it all.”

And, without doubt, Saffron is going to have to get used to a residency under the celebrity spotlight. Certain tabloids have already rather lazily dubbed her “the British answer to Madonna” and the band’s website on the Internet is attracting fan mail from all over the world.

“It’s an odd responsibility,” says Saffron. “You get girls telling you all their problems and expecting you to be able to come up with answers. I think they see me as some sort of role model and that’s all very well, but I don’t feel like I can just sort out other people’s lives. I’m too busy sorting out my own. I’m still getting used to the success, though. I was at the MTV awards in New York when Oasis were spitting and swearing and lobbing beer and I thought they were brilliant, it was really funny. All around me, there were American pop stars tut-tutting then getting all excited when some f***ing guy from Van Halen came on. Suddenly I felt really self-conscious for laughing, like I didn’t belong there.”

“No, you do belong,” says Male. “That’s the best thing. I remember some other awards ceremony we did and Saffron had to sing the song on this catwalk with all these supermodels sitting right on the front row. And she was leaning over and just laughing their faces. I thought, ‘She’s a f***ing star.’”

FEBRUARY, 1997. London’s Hanover Grand. Republica slam-dunk the rafters with a set even more glorious than in New York. Saffron bounces around like she might just explode, taunting the hecklers and roaring the words “Having it” in the hedonistic abandon of “Ready To Go”. A f***ing star all right.

And this is just the beginning.

‘Ready To Go’ (single) is released this week on deConstruction
‘PUBLICA IMAGE
Republica0s past lives
SAFFRON (vocals)

Ex-N-Joi (right). Chinese, Portuguese and English blood. Brought up in Brighton on The Jam and Blondie. Starred in a production of “The Rocky Horror Show” in Italy. Is even more worthy than Mel C of your vote in the Girl Power stakes. She rocks.

JOHNNY MALE (guitar)

Ex of Soul Family Sensation (left). Award-winning songwriter with a knack for turning the mundane into crafty pop. Currently writing for Krush and tootling around in the studio in his house, often under the splendid name, Cheap Glue. A laconic genius.

TIM DORNEY (keyboards)

One time member if Flowered Up (right), hugely influential proto-baggy combination. Knows his way round some corking Acid House squelches and brings a bit of Windsor panache to proceedings.

ANDY “TODDY” TODD (keyboards)

Produced everyone from Björk (left) to Barbra Streisand. Well, almost everyone. The band electronically melded his face with that of a pig and put it on the Internet. Can drink a bit.

DAVE BARBOROSSA (drums)

One time tub thumper with Bow Wow Wow (right) and brings a right royal tribal stomp to proceedings. When in New York, got to meet long-time hero James Caan: “The greatest moment of my life.” Favourite Bow Wow Wow song? “Sexy Eiffel Tower”.

[March 29, 1997]
TOP 50 UK SINGLES
36 (26) READY TO GO......................................Republica/deConstruction
TOP 50 UK ALBUMS
44 (33) REPUBLICA..........................................Republica/deConstruction
[Interview: DAVID HEMINGWAY]
REBELLIOUS JUKEBOX
SAFFRON, singer with REPUBLICA chooses the records she reckons are ‘Drop Dead Gorgeous’
[1] THE THE

“UNCERTAIN SMILE”

(Epic single)
“’SOUL Mining’ was one of the first albums I ever bought. I loved the stark use of the drum machine with great lyrics. I’m a big fan of Matt Johnson. And there’s one hell of a piano solo by Mr Holland. Have I ever been on ‘Later’? No, I haven’t. Would I let Jools Holland play piano if I did? I’d have to ask Tim, although I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.

“’This Is The Day’ is another favourite. I met Matt Johnson about four years ago - I was gob-smacked. It can be dangerous to meet your heroes but he was really nice. He was shocked I knew his music. He came to our gig in New York - that was nice.”

[2] TALKING HEADS

“ONCE IN A LIFETIME”

(From the Sire LP “Remain In Light”)
“I’VE always liked them; there’s just something about Talking Heads. My first recollection of the song was watching the video and being knocked out by this weird man convulsing in a suit that was three sizes too big for him. I rushed out and bought the single straightaway. I also liked the idea of a female bass player. Why? I just remember spotting her and thinking she was really cool.

“I like the stuff Tina Weymourth has done since with The Tom-Tom Club, Happy Mondays and The Heads. And I like the idea of a woman producing a Shaun Ryder record.”

[3] THE CLASH

“LONDON CALLING”

(CBS single)
“I LOVE The Clash. This - along with Blondie’s Sunday Girl, with the pink cover - was one of the first seven-inch singles I ever bought. I remember going down to Woolworths after school one day, when I was 12 or 13, and leaving the Blondie record on the back seat of my mum’s car in the sun. It ended up warped.

“I played The Clash to death and thought that they were the best looking band ever; I had a huge crush on Paul Simonon! Mick Jones came to the first ever Republica gig and he told me to write some more songs; we only had four at the time and they were all 12-inch versions. Thanks, Mick! I’ve worn brothel-creepers ever since.

“Did I have punk haircut? There’s this mad picture of me in my kitchen; people can’t believe it’s me. I had my hair back-combed with loads of Boots hairspray in it. I had gold and blonde streaks and it was shaved at the sides - I think that was quite challenging for my mum.”

[4] ABC

“DATE STAMP” or “POISON ARROW”

(From the Mercury LP “The Lexicon Of Love”)
“IT’S the classic pop album of the Eighties. I could have chosen any of the tracks, really. I was even in the fan club - you got a passport, and I think I got a sweatshirt too. When I was young I was in a lot of fan clubs - The Human League, Shriekback... I always used to write to people.

“I met Martin Fry the other day, actually. He’s on deConstruction records too. He was playing live and I was down the front. It was great. I was always into those Eighties pop bands.”

[5] THE HUMAN LEAGUE

“SOUND OF THE CROWD”

(From the Virgin LP “Dare”)
“I’D already bought ‘Being Boiled’ and ‘Circus Of Death’, but when the girls joined that was it for me. All the band were wearing high heels and lipstick - not just the girls. They were a great pop band and ‘Dare’ is probably my favourite album.

“I didn’t have a Phil Oakey haircut, but I was fascinated by them. I didn’t differentiate between The Human League and The Clash - it was all pop. I followed The Human League round - they were fantastic.”

[6] JOHN COOPER CLARKE

“BEASLEY STREET”

(Epic single)
“THE violence in the lyrics and the sharpness of his voice scared me at a very early age. But it is brilliant and unforgettable. It’s just the observation - you know, the grimness and the grit. I think it’s a real street, somewhere Up North.

“I remember hearing this on Peel. I used to write down the Top 40 on a piece of A4 paper: then Peel was on afterwards.”

[7] MASSIVE ATTACK

“UNFINISHED SYMPATHY”

(Virgin single)
“I WAS once found asleep under a keyboard and this track was playing on my Walkman. It’s a sad and haunting love song; the best ones always are. When it came out - it was when rave and dance were going mainstream: it was like a pause from all the banging records.

“Do I often fall asleep under instruments?

“Yes.”

[8] THE NIGHTWRITERS

“LET THE MUSIC USE YOU”

(Danceteria single)
“I COULD have put loads of tracks like this in. Derrick May’s ‘Strings Of Life’ was a close contender. Paul Oakenfold dropped this track at Spectrum in early 1988 and I have fond memories of lasers, dry ice and strobe lights - aciiid! It was a big high.

“I remember we used to go down to Shoom and Future. I still have the membership card - it says ‘Dancey F***er’.

[9] KATE BUSH

“THE MAN WITH THE CHILD IN HIS EYES”

(EMI single)
“I READ somewhere that she wrote this song when she was 15 - genius! I’ve got all of her albums and one live video - I believe that she only ever did one tour - which I’ve played time and time again. I’ve always warmed to those that people make fun of - like Gary Numan. People used to squeal ‘Wuthering Heights’ in the playground. Kate Bush is my favourite female artist, along with Siouxsie Sioux, Courtney Love and Stevie Nicks. I won’t hear a bad word said about Courtney.”

[10] BOB MARLEY

“COULD YOU BE LOVED”

(Island single)
“THIS is my favourite Bob Marley track - especially with the female backing vocals at the end. I never saw him, but I spent my teenage years going to gigs in Brighton like Burning Spear, Yellowman and Misty In Roots.”

[11] THE WATERBOYS

“WHOLE OF THE MOON”

(Chrysalis single)
“I JUST had to sneak this one in! This track and ‘Old England’ are my favourites off ‘This Is The Sea’. I actually heard this first at a Déjà Vu rave back in The Summer Of Love (1988) - I think it summed up the times, really. Yesterday, our tour manager Harry gave me a tape of The Waterboys at Glastonbury in 1986 - it's smart! We’re playing it on our tour bus around France.”

The album ‘Republica’, and a single, ‘Ready To Go’, are out now on deConstruction. The new single ‘Drop Dead Gorgeous’ will be released on April 21
[September 6, 1997]
(Cover)

OHH! AAH!

REPUBLICA

Saffron gets saucy in

THE SEX ISSUE

[Central pages]

Drooling: MARK ROLAND

Shaking: STEPHEN SWEET

CROP CRED GORGEOUS
When we decided to do our ‘Sex Issue’, a quick survey at The Maker showed Saffron from REPUBLICA was the one to add sparkle to the issue. Here she tells us about copping off as a teenager, bondage gear, sex and, er, sex...
WELCOME to the sexiest issue of the Melody Maker there has ever been. For one week only, we are brazenly embracing that undercurrent of rock’n’roll which keeps the whola boat afloat and are giving it a delicious big., full-hearted slurp on the kisser. None of you can deny it: pouting gorgeousness has been at the very heart of the pleasure we all get from going potty over bands. There’s always that swirling, dizzying knowledge lurking in us that, no matter how sublimated it might be in notions of respect for their artistry, we want to ravish our favourite bands. Elvis was sex, his hips got him banned from television for being too provocative, and its been rooted in rock’n’roll’s culture ever since. Come on, don’t sit there looking disapproving, join in the fun and set yourself free!

The figurehead of our saucy issue is Saffron out of Republica. Why? Because Republica are ace, Vivienne Westwood adores her (and keeps dressing her up in her top schmutter), Selfridges are devoting a window to her where punters will be able to gaze at enormous posters of her and all kinds of personal paraphernalia (and, they say, “press buttons and make things move around”!), she’s an emerging icon for the millennium for boys and girls. Oh, and she’s quite saucy, too, as it goes.

Who knows what it is. Is that impish, ballet-trained physique which drives a sizeable amount of people bonkers with lust? It’s probably got quite a lot to do with her face, that slightly oriental look (her mum is from Macau, the Portuguese colony near Hong Kong) which seems to be irresistible to so many. But maybe it’s because she’s a strong woman fronting an exciting band, a combination which has kept many a journo’s typewriter steaming with hyperbole from the days of Suzi Quatro, then Debbie Harry, through to, let’s face it, any good looking girl in a band. Boy journalists love it.

Luckily, so does Saffron. In Stephen Sweet’s photographic studio she’s brought a rail of sexy little numbers to pose in for her Maker cover shot. She’s as pleased as punch about it, and enthusiastically goes through her clothes.

“What do you reckon?” she asks us. “The Vivienne Westwood stuff or the leather dress?”

“The leather dress,” we reply, as one voice, both of us proud that we didn’t drool or stutter. “OK,” she chirps, and nips off to change. She spends a good couple of hours going though her gamut of poses in an impressive selection of gear, touching up her make-up every now and then.

“Can you see my bra?” she asks in her south London via the south coast accent. She’s wearing a dinky little waistcoat. “Erm, just a little bit, but it’s OK. It’ll look great.” She’s not convinced and keeps adjusting the waistcoat. “I don’t want it to look, you know, tacky,” she says.

The photo shoot over, it’s time to go somewhere for a chat. As we wander around this unfamiliar part of east London looking for a nice restaurant, chaps seem eager to help us out, although entirely unwilling to talk to me. Strange that, isn’t it?

--It’s Ok Saffie, your modesty’s intact...--

SAT in a pub near the band’s studio where they’re currently working on material for the next album, my opening line is a cracker. So, Saffron. What’s it like being a sex symbol? She laughs and looks away.

“Oh, I don’t know. I don’t really see myself as that. Just now some bloke in the street was going ‘Drop dead gorgeous!’ at me. I just thought ‘Oh no’ and ran past him.”

Do you get recognised a lot?

“Yeah, I do. I find it quite a compliment. When we came back to England after touring in America, we really wanted to get recognition here. Lots of people thought we’d be all arrogant and not caring because we had done well in the States, but we were totally the opposite. We were delighted even more with the success we had here. America was like a dream. You get back home and you’re doing the washing-up and you think, ‘Did that really happen?’ I went to Sainsbury’s the other day, and this little ragga kid with his gold teeth came up and said, ‘You’re tunes are ruff, man!” and that meant so much to me.”

Britain, Saffron has decided, by the way, is supermarkets, combined with Saffron’s fame, are starting to become hazardous places for her.

“I was doing my shopping last week and I’d put all my stuff on the conveyer belt. Took me ages. The girl on the checkout waited until I’d put everything on there, then she said, ‘I’m closed.’ She’d chosen the wrong woman to mess with, I can tell you. I got the manager out and forced her to apologise. I expected she wanted to tell her mates down the pub that she’s dicked off Saffron out of Republica. It’s just jealousy. I suppose you’re right. It was bang out of order, though, wasn’t it?”

Do you get lads coming up to you in the street and asking you to go out with them? “Oh no, no!” she dismisses the notion. “Maybe people stand back a bit, perhaps they’re a bit intimidated because of the image. That might be a good thing for me, actually. I’m always flattered when people do talk to me, to my detriment sometimes.” What do you mean? “Well, at T In The Park, I was being chased backstage by some mad fan. I’ll talk to anyone, really, which isn’t always a good idea.

“We’ve been doing this for ages, you know,” she says, changing the subject. “Three years ago we did the Cream tour, would you believe? We were up at Cream in Liverpool and we thought we’d get bottled off and they went crazy!”

She keeps doing this. I ask her about being a sexy vixen from the planet Fox, and she can’t help but talk about Republica. I want to know where she buys her underwear, she tells me how the demos are going. It’s like she’s either avoiding the subject or she’s genuinely unaware of the lusty affect she’s having on legions of the nation’s pop lovers and doesn’t know what to say about it. She’s not thought about it much.

You must have realised, Saffron, that you were going to be the centre attention of the ban because you’re the singer, you’re a girl and, if you don’t mind me being so forward, a babe. Her eyes widen at this.

“Hahahaha! Thank you!” she giggles. “The thing is, I’ve never seen this as girl-fronted band. When we first started going we were trying to get all the symbolism of Republica across, like I was a delegate of the band. The idea was that it just so happens that I’m female and stand at the front. But the thing is with the boys is that they don’t want to do it. I really tried to say that we were a band and all of that, but you can’t get them out of the pub. “Even if you could have got them out of the pub, nothing would have changed. They know it, too, that’s why they stay in the pub.

Saffron had a Catholic education, a fact which often speaks volumes about a person. To be taught by nuns is to be taught that life will surely end in purgatory for having fun. Anything remotely enjoyable, like masturbating, sex, drinking, burping and the like, leads directly to an eternal damnation where you have your bottom prodded by nasty little devils in a stinking pit of sulphur. Bollocks, of course, but it can send people a little mad. One slip from the path of righteousness, one crafty teenage wank, can lead either to mortal fear and a lifetime of guilt or to the entirely reasonable conclusion that if you’re going to pay for eternity, you may as well get your money’s worth while you can. Lapsed Catholics are mad for it. Ring any bells, Saffron?

“It’s true. The more you’re told to behave in a certain way, the more you want to go against the grain. You need to learn things for yourself. I really didn’t understand half of it. Mind you, I met The Pope once.”

Really?

“Yeah! I was still in school. At Gatwick airport on a school outing. My mum was there, too. I was used to going to gigs, so I elbowed my way down the front to see him and he came up to me and said, ‘Bless you my child.’ I nearly wet my knickers. It was on television, too!”

You’ve been touched by the hand of God, then. When I say this, she automatically genuflects.

“Oh blimey,” she says, looking momentarily worried. “Don’t say that.”

--Saffron: she’s sexy, she’s sassy, she’s classy, oh just look at her for chrissakes..--

IT was Debbie Harry, Siouxsie Sioux and Kate Bush who fired the imagination of the teenaged Catholic guilt-ridden Saffron, while the likes of The Human League, The Clash, Echo And The Bunnymen and The Cure were her fave boy bands. “But it wasn’t really a sexual thing,” she’s quick to point out. Doh! “The Clash were like ‘Yeah! Cor’,” she adds, nearly lasciviously, “I liked them a lot. They really meant something to me.”

And now you’re a pin-up icon yourself, how do you feel about sweaty palmed wanking going on over your pictures?

“Oh my God.”

But you can’t tell me you didn’t fantasise about having sex with pop stars? “I think I probably did.” But, she’s just not going to tell me about it. Anyway, now you’re a pop star...

“Yeah, great, innit?” she grins. Yes, it is. And when you come on the screen on “TOTP”, Dads all over the country perk up.

“Hahaha. Better get the cocoa butter out then, innit?” She cackles filthily for several seconds. I’m sorry to say that at the time of the interview, I didn’t actually hear what she said, so I missed that golden opportunity. I only picked up transcribing the tape.

“I don’t know. All those girls in bands I liked represented so many things that weren’t sexual, like strength and confidence in their lyrics. And I’m amazed at how many girls there are down the front at hour concerts. In America, there was this gang of girls who came to quite a few gigs and would stagedive. Maybe because I’m a bit tomboyish, they see me as a part of their gang.”

Boys are utterly mesmerised by bands with girls fronting them, aren’t they?

“Well, yeah,” she agrees. “But you also get suspicion, like people thinking you slept your way to the top. I don’t know if it’s womb envy or something like that, or if they’re scared of girls. It’s like, ‘She can’t possibly be talented, she must have slept with loads of people...’ Who are these men you’re supposed to sleep with to get on? It’s taken me 10 bleedin’ years. Maybe that’s why it’s taken me so long, I didn’t shag the right people!”

And maybe it was a mistake not to take up one particularly enticing offer which came through the post more recently.

“I got this letter from some place in America, it said: ‘My boyfriend and I want to sleep with you, Saffron. He has handcuffs and he is a miner.’ Well, thank you very much. No picture, just an address and a phone number.”

It didn’t appeal to you then?

“No, not at all.”

While you’re on the subject of shagging, what was losing your virginity like? “It was boring. It was a relief to get it out of the way. I think it is for a lot of girls. It was like, ‘Oh, I see, that’s that then.’ It didn’t mean anything to me. I had more orgasmic feelings listening to ‘Dare’ by The Human League and dancing in front of the mirror. That was far more exciting for me.”

Does performing turn you on?

“Oh yeah! At Phoenix, when we came out, the place went mad, there was a huge cheer, crowd surfing, moshing, and it was like a kick in the gut. And when I used to go to gigs and listen to music, that’s what it did to me.”

Do you like pain?

“Actually, I was thinking about this the other day. I do like pain in an odd way. It goes back to when I was training to be a ballet danced. My ballet shoes had dried blood in them, and my teacher used to hit me with a spoon on the ankles to keep me up on the point shoes and it really f***ing hurt. And once you’ve crossed that barrier, it’s amazing. Sometimes I miss it.” Blimey.

What are you like to go out with?

“Well, for years I didn’t really have a boyfriend. Fast [from Fun Lovin’ Criminals] is the first proper boyfriend I’ve had. Music has always been important to me, so relationships always took second place. Maybe that was down to the Catholic thing again. When you start going out with someone, you do wonder where they are and who they are out with, and because I was always busy, I didn’t get involved. I thought I was too selfish. Why should I always be in the limelight? That’s the great thing about Fast, he actually likes it!”

Your love life must be very difficult.

“Yeah, he lives in New York, I live here, we’re both touring all the time. But we’re lucky because we trust each other. We try to stay with each other for a bit when he’s over here or I’m there.”

Are you in love?

“Absolutely. And I never thought I’d ever say that.”

How did you meet?

“He came up to me at a gig and knew all about me. He had all our records. I had no idea who he was and I though he was a stalker! Then Fun Lovin’ Criminals got up on stage and I was amazed. I was thinking, ‘They’re extremely good and he’s extremely good looking.’ He’s lovely, isn’t he? He’s got no selfishness in him at all. He’s so nice and you don’t often meet people like that in the industry. Anyway, in January I went to America and, well... we became more than just friends,” she giggles and nearly blushes.

Listen Saffron, where do you buy your knickers? “Hehehe! I’m quite lucky because I’ve been bought quite a lot as presents recently, so I haven’t had to buy any. But you can’t beat Marks and Sparks, can you?”

Thank God I cleared that up.

--She looks hard, but really our Saffie’s ‘armless...--

OK, now, to wind up, it is time for Saffron out of Republica, rock pop dance goddes, all round good egg and decent cove, to be put to the test. Saffron, your specialised subject, foisted on you by the Melody Maker, is All Things Saucy, and you may pass on two questions only.

1. What is the sauciest thing you have ever done?

“Hmmm. Jah Wobble has dressed up in my underwear.” Everyone in the pub looks alarmed as I choke on my pint of lager shandy. “That’s quite saucy, isn’t it? He put one of my bras on. It was at a gig in Islington. I went prepared with several bras and a couple of pairs of knickers and threw them on stage. They all came out of my drawers, ones I didn’t need any more. And before you ask they were all clean and fresh, I’ll have you know.”

2. What’s the best way to chat you up?

“Don’t come up and say, ‘You’re that bird out of Republica’, because I’ll just walk away. I’m not really interested because I’m with Fast. You would have to talk to me about something else first.”

What, like about how great Siouxsie And The Banshees’ second album was and then tell you that you have beautiful eyes?

“Hahahaha. Yeah, something like that, but I find all that very embarrasing.”

3. Do you prefer sex with the lights on or off?

“Oh, I’m not bothered. Whichever way it happens. When you love someone, it doesn’t really matter.”

4. What turns you on in a man?

“Let me think. A New York accent. They must play harmonica, bass, keyboards and trumpet. Fair hair, blue eyes. Someone’s who’s totally genuine.” (In case you hadn’t noticed, she’s talking about Fast again. Chances over.) “Not someone who’s more f***ed up than me. I’ve been down that route before and it’s not good. A lot of people like that try to make you f***ed up so you can be f***ed up together. It’s horrible. I hate people who try to steal your energy.”

5. Is the hot weather making you more saucy?

“Oh yeah! I think it is. There’s definitely some hormonal/heat thing going on. It’s the same with animals. They get frisky when it’s hot, don’t they? Apparently because the change in temperature in some rivers, some fish are changing sex, males becoming female.”

Would you like to be able to change sex?

“I think I’ve got enough balls already, don’t you?”

6. What makes you go weak at the knees?

“When Fast plays his pre-gig trumpet ritual at Fun Lovin’ Criminals gigs. He plays the theme from ‘The Godfather’ and it really sends me off. Sends shivers down my spine. I’ve been quite honoured to witness that ritual.”

7. Which is sexier, rubber or leather?

“Well, it depends on whether you’re into talcum powder or not, because you need plenty of it to squeeze in and out of rubber outfits. They’re both quite sweaty, aren’t they?”

If you say so, Saffron.

“But you’re not going to see me down Submission in any of that fetish gear, I’m afraid. I like it, but it’s not for me. It’s just not my thing.”

So no whipping slaves, then?

“No, I’m just not the dominatrix type. Sorry.”

8. Apart from Fast, who do you fancy at the moment?

“I don’t fancy anybody. I’m not like that. I never fixated on film stars or people like that.”

9. Are you highly sexed?

“Pass! Hehehehe.”

10. What’s your favourite sexual position?

“Pass!!!!!!”
SAFFRON out of Republica, you passed on two questions. That gives you a total score of eight, which leaves us no other option but to dub you our cover shot sauce queen and wonder about your two passes. Thank you and remember, at least three per cent of our readers have already lovingly snipped this week’s cover off and Blu-tacked it to their walls. Night night.

SOME STUFF YOU NEVER KNEW ABOUT SAFFRON AND REPUBLICA
* She was born in Nigeria!

* She is a weeny 5’1” tall.

* Her favourite film is “Star Wars”

* She doesn’t drink booze!

* But she does some tabs. Marlboro, just so you know the next time you get some Duty Free.

* And while you’re there, her favourite perfume is Gio.

* “Ready To Go” stayed in the Top 40 for over a month, so it wasn’t “Ready To Go” at all! Ha ha!.

* “Drop Dead Gorgeous” was remixed by The Chemical Brothers and Way Out West!

* And it’s the theme tune to Wes Craven’s new film shocker, “Scream”.

* Before his death, Versace had Republica open the show for his new collection in New York. In the front row were Lou Reed and Prince, who said Republica were the best new band he’d seen.

* They have a song called “Get Off” which has the inspired line: “I want to get off with you”.

* The winner of the final day of the fantastic Maker Fakers karaoke at the singing tent was “LE” Besgrove who performed a particularly rousing version of “Drop Dead Gorgeous”, on the self same stage that Saffron had graced only hours (about 27, actually) earlier where she signed lots of stuff. Amazing.

[August 15 1998]

REPUBLICA are back with their first new single in more than a year. And it’s followed by their second album in October.

The single, “From Rush Hour With Love”, is released on September 14 by deConstruction. Taken from the album, it’s produced by Ian Stanley, Andy Gray, Clive Langer and Alan Winstanley and released in the usual formats and limited-edition, red-vinyl seven-inch. All feature new tracks produced by the band.

The B-sides on the CD are “World Ends In The Morning” and “Clone My Soul”. The cassette features “Clone My Soul” and the seven-inch is backed with “House Special”.

The album, “Speed Ballads”, was produced by the four men responsible for the single, plus Ian Broudie. It’s released on October 5. Tracks are: “From Rush Hour With Love”, “Fading Of The Man”, “Try Everything”, “Luxury Cage”, “Faster Faster”, “Nothing’s Felling New”, “Millennium”, “Pretty Girl Hate”, “Kung Fu Movies” and “Pub Pusher”.

The band will be playing some low-key live dates over the next few weeks.

They appear at Plymouth Soundwaves Festival on August 15, Leeds and Chelmsford V98 (22 and 23), Manchester Hop & Grape (In The City - September 12), Glasgow Garage (13) and London Camden Dingwalls (15).

Tickets for Manchester are available from the Melody Maker Ticketline.

●Republica, Run DMC and Space are appearing at “an exclusive music event” taking place under the Lovell Telescope at Jodrell Bank, Chesire, on October 17. Carl Cox, Judge Jules and Danny Rampling will be Djing at “Location Apollo”, an all-nighter beginning at9pm.

Information is on 0845 6000260.

Already rumours are circulating that this will be an opportunity to contact and serenade alien lifeforms by beaming live music into the cosmos. Watch this, um , space for more details.

[August 22 1998]
[Inside Information]
V98 SPECIAL
STARTS ON 16
We’ve gathered the cream of the crop appearing at V98 for some pre-festival chit-chat. Kelly from STEREOPHONICS gets all-religious on us (p16), CATATONIA’s Cerys slam-dunks America (p20), GREEN DAY make us blush (p21), SAFFRON REPUBLICA tell us how to apply our blusher (p22), ALL SAINTS’ Shaznay shakes her bootie (p23), SHARLEEN TEXAS shakes her stick (p24-25) and THE VERVE wax lyrical about car adverts and, erm, dogs (p25)

[FROM BLUSHER WITH LOVE]
Born Lippy: DANIEL BOOTH

Face it: looking cool at festivals ain’t easy, what with the mud and toilets, so we asked Saffron from REPUBLICA for some top tips
PICTURE the scene. You’re at V98, the headliners have just finished and the boy/girl of your dreams wanders past with a look that reads “your tent or mine?”. Unfortunately, it0s directed not at you, but your ugly mate who never pulls anyone and is still practising how to French-kiss using their pillow. And why? Because your hair is a mess, your clothes smell and, above all, you’re as glamorous as Michael Eavis with halitosis.

There are two trains of thought when it comes to glamour at festivals. The first is that such narcissistic concerns are alien to the back-to-Mother-Earth festival ambience and people should be judged not on outward appearances but on their inner spiritually.

The second is, get lost crustie, we wanna look sexy!

If, like The Maker, you’re in favour of the latter, but are having problems perfecting that anti-slime festival chic, then fear not. We’ve invited Saffron, doyenne of glitz and V98’s brightest star, to tell you how to maintain high glamour while stuck in the primitive isolation of a festival. Remember to take notes. We want to see the best-looking festival crowd ever this weekend!

AS everyone who has attended a festival this year will know, the biggest enemy to glamour is mud. So help us please, Saffron. What tips could you share with our readers to survive V98 if it deteriorates into another mudbath?

“The most important thing is that if your tour bus breaks down in the rain, you should always get some gullible man to get out and push. That happened to us at last year’s Glastonbury. Never jeopardise your appearance for something so trivial.”

Fair point, Saffron, but, er, I’m not sure how many of our readers will be equipped with a tour bus. They’ll be glad for a couple of bin-liners and yesterday’s newspaper for protection.

“OK. Well here’s my top festival tip. Always take two lipsticks! You never know when you’re going to drop one in the mud. If you’ve got only one I’d prescribe the use of succulent red berries from some outlying field as a substitute.”

Wow! Where did you learn such ingenious improvisation?

“I would say from the self-survival courses I went on when I was in the Girl Guides, but I was always sneaking off for a fag. It was just boring stuff like how to tie ropes. Tsk, what good is that to a modern girl?”

It would be beneficial if you ever had to put up a tent at night.

“Huh. Do I look like the sort of girl who puts tents up? No, the secret of my success is that I have a God-given instinct for what looks good. I’d make a fortune if I ran my own courses for glamorous indie girls scared by the thought of muddy festivals.”

What would you teach on the course?

“First lesson would be never leave your tent without putting make-up on. I don’t even leave the house without make-up. I wake up wearing lipstick. Vanity at festivals is so important. It’s ridiculous that people are criticising Sophie from theaudience for what she said about not wanting to be like anyone else. Pop stars should look different from the crowd. Do they expect us to sink to their level?”

So presumably you’d never partake in the traditional Glastonbury activity of mud-sliding?

“Urggh! Never! You can’t really call them humans can you? Haven’t they heard of E.coli? Frankly, I think they’re beyond help. Not even I could save them. The thing is, even if it does rain, you can still look sexy. I wore a pink see-through anorak once and that proved very practical without compromising my star status. Never let the rain defeat you. Treat it as a battle and you will win.”

The weather at recent festivals has been so atrocious that we’ve forgotten how blistering heat can also scupper the plans of those who want to remain scuzz-free all weekend.

“Oh sure. You’ve got to be careful not to burn. That leads to excessive peeling and immediate relegation from the glamour league. Fortunately, I’ve got dark skin, so I tan quite easily. You’ll never mistake me for a lobster.”

Ever been tempted to use a pre-festival sunbed just in case?

“Cheeky! Everything you see is natural. Dahhling. I’ve never used a sunbed. They’re quite addictive and very dangerous.”

Especially if you’re moley.

“Mouldy?”

No, moley.

“Oh, teeheehee. Needless to say I’m neither.”

WHAT about festival attire? Make-up is all well and good, but it counts for nothing if you look like Worzel Gummidge’s wet dream.

“Yeah, you’ve got to wear the right clothes. At V98, you should wear anything with a rustic tone of gold. That’s the new black. The most important thing is to combine comfort with glamour, because you’re on the move all the time.”

Is there anything you wouldn’t wear at a festival? For example, would you wear a catsuit?

“Oh yeah. I could out-‘miaow’ Uma Thurman any day.”

Feather boa?

“Definitely, though I wouldn’t want to upstage Sarah Cracknell.”

Thigh-high leopard-print boots?

“Errrr... yeah, why not? I wouldn’t be able to wear them on stage because I jump around too much. I’d wear more or less anything to remain glamorous! Ummm... I might draw the line at a bob-tube though.”

HAVING slept in a cramped, leaking, sinking tent there’s a good chance that you’re going to wake up with a hairstyle resembling a stick of candy-floss. If you were suffering a bad hair day, would you wear a wig?

“Ex-cuse me, I don’t have ‘bad hair days’. But it is important to make an impression with you hair. I’ll certainly do that at V98. I’ve been dyeing it myself and it’s gone mad - red with streaks of pink. I’ve got to keep changing it though, honey, because all these people keep copying me. I don’t mind it with some people, but Janet Jackson! Pur-leeese! “Ave a word with yourself love. ‘She blanked me when I met her, the bitch! Still, she definitely caught my hairdo, didn’t she?!”

How would be the Jackson diva endure a festival?

“Bah, she wouldn’t last a second, would she? She’d demand an underground tunnel from the hotel to the stage and have some bouncer holding an umbrella for her like she was the Queen Mother.”

Ouch! So will anyone at V98 out-glam you?

“Sophie from theaudience will give it a try. She’s a real baby doll. It’s a shame Kenickie aren’t playing, because they understand the importance of glamour in the countryside. I bumped into them at Glastonbury last year and they were the only other group who were even slightly glammed-up. I had loads of Marc Bolan glitter on and they thought I looked marvelous.”

Now that’s what you need to be the V98 vixen. Marc Bolan glitter, red and pink coordinated hair, and gold-coloured glad rags - beautified to perfection. Would that be enough to allure someone’s ideal partner, Saffron?

“I’ll say. Only the blind could resist.”

Republica play the Second Stage at V98.

DROP DEAD GORGEOUS
SAFFRON’S TOP FIVE FESTIVAL GLAMOUR ESSENTIALS
>>PAIR OF BLUE WELLINGTONS WITH WHITE FUR TRIM

“My mum lent me a pair for last year’s Glastonbury because I couldn’t bear wearing a pair of galoshes. They’re so cool, B*Witched will be wearing them next.”

>>COMPACT MIRROR

“Portability is crucial at festivals, hence the importance of a compact. Never forget it. You could be looking a mess with everyone laughing at you and you wouldn’t even know.”

>>CRIMSON RED LIPSTICK

“Goes well with the sunset. Trust me.”

>>BABY WET ONES

“Vital to ease the discomfort of festival toilets and lack of clean running water. Also useful for removing unwanted mud from expensive clothes. Despite the name, should never actually be wasted on babies.”

>>WATERPROOF MAKE-UP

“Experienced festival luvvies like myself know that you’ve got two choices. Wear waterproof make-up and maintain your dignity, or wear normal make-up and watch your reputation plummet. Hollywood babe or swamp monster. The choice is yours.”

VS ARE GOOD

HEADSUM

DAN GLENDENNING
ANYTHING EXCITING PLANNED FOR YOUR PERFORMANCE?

“We’re just gonna have a laugh. We can’t play any new songs because we haven’t got any. It’s our first summer doing festivals and I just hope V98 is better than Glastonbury. I spent all weekend in a tent.”

WHO ARE YOU LOOKING FORWARD TO SEEING?

“I’ll check out Ian Brown because I was a Stone Roses fan. I’m not fussed about The Seahorses. John Squire has just turned into a boring guitar hero. Everyone keeps on about entertaining Robbie Williams is, but that’s irrelevant if the music’s shit.”

VS ARE GOOD

THE MONTROSE AVENUE

MAT ELLIOT
ANYTHING EXCITING PLANNED FOR YOUR PERFORMANCE?

“We’re planning on kidnapping James Brown and forcing him on stage to play ‘Living In America’ with us.”

WHO ARE YOU LOOKING FORWARD TO SEEING?

“Mel from All Saints’ solo set in the maternity tent.”

[September 26 1998]
(Cover)

Spice up your life!

republica
Saffron mouths off about gangsters, religion and drugs

Melody Maker SAFFRON photographed by MARTIN GARDNER

[ACE OF PACE]
Speed King: DAVE SIMPSON

Hale And Pace: MARTIN GARDNER

--Saff: super fluffy animal--

--A cocktail of two cities--

Republica are now so successful that Cher asks permission to copy Saffron’s hairstyle. We talk to them about their lengthy climb to the top, fame, relationships and, gulp!, religion
Ever wondered what it’s like to be in Republica? In America, they’re besieged by famous pop stars, designers and film stars. In the UK, they’re equally massive, but tagged “A Flock Of Seagulls” (ie a band that had the temerity to break first Stateside) by the critics. Weird, cos they grew up on The Clash and acid house.

Life in Republica is institutionalised schizophrenia. One minute, they’re ensconced in a darkened studio coming up with an album, “Speed Ballads”, which documents the madness of their last two years. The next, they’re travelling in the London rush hour in a 30-foot stretch limousine to promote the new single, the typically memorable “From Rush Hour With Love”, and visit some of their old haunts. But as the car begins rolling, the demons start coming back. The car’s enormous, but they feel claustrophobic. The traffic seems busier than ever. They’re dying to get out and eventually the band leave the driver, cursing, as a traffic warden appears to give the poncy car a ticket.

Saffron, one of the best-loved sex symbols of our times, but someone who prefers dogs to people and would love to give birth to a puppy, is walking down Portobello Road, where she once worked on a shoe stall. She wonders how little has changed here, despite her life going full circle. She’s more spiritual nowadays, and is even rediscovering elements of her childhood Catholicism. Every third person yells, “Look, Saffron!” The attention becomes intolerable, when suddenly Johnny, guitarist, has a religious hallucination.

“Look,” he says, pointing at the vision. He falls onto his knees in the crowded high street. “Look, look, all of you...”

“The pub!!!!”

And finally, they can relax, and we can talk.

“I THINK”, says Saffron, hair dressed up, body dressed down, a tiny human kaleidoscope in denim and studs, “the new music is a direct result of almost losing our minds in America.

“It was weird because the more full-on it got, the less we believed in any of it.”

You mean that you were trying to keep your mindset as normal as possible, despite the madness, but that in itself became acutely weird?

“That’s exactly it. It was like the hedonistic dream cracked, and we were trying to avoid the splinters.”

“Because our success came in America first, it seemed like a big... joke,” muses Johnny. “Because it wasn’t the same at home. You grow up watching ‘Top Of The Pops’ and going to Glastonbury and we hadn’t done that in America, so it felt odd. We were doing these ridiculous gigs with stage invasions, and we’d get back on the bus and it was a little bit of England.”

Saff: “And also, we expected it to all stop when we got back.”

“It did!” splurts keyboardist Tim. “At first we couldn’t get arrested in Britain if we’d covered ourselves in tar and feathers, climbed up Nelson’s Column and sang, ’I’m a little teapot, poo poo poo!’”
Mmm, that publicity campaign for the second UK single always did seem a bit misguided.

“But then everything went ballistic in Britain as well.”

Remember The Maker’s 1997 “Sex” issue? Saffron is now a worldwide sex icon. Is it true that Cher was trying to copy your image?

“Yeah!” chuckles Saffron. “She was phoning up my hairdresser to ask would I mind if she had a wig made! He asked her, ‘What colour would you like, Cher?’, and she pulled out a Porsche catalogue and went ‘I want metallic red.’ My hairdresser just looked at her and said, ‘We’re dealing in hair, dear, not metallic paint!’”

“Still, it was sweet of her asking,” she adds. “Cos every other f***er’s just copied me. Janet Jackson, Sporty Spice... No!

Johnny: “The maddest was when we performed for Versace. In the front row there was f***ing Al Pacino, Lou Reed, and Prince! At the end of the last tour, we were getting worried, cos it was no longer about music. It was, ‘You were with Courtney Love last night.’ It gets confusing.”

Perhaps the worst is the sheer inability to talk about any of this to people in your “other” life, lest they think you’re “bragging” muses Tim, “or else you’re full of delusions and should be in an institution for blokes who think they’re Napoleon!”

Arf arf.

AT its craziest, the ‘Pub rollercoaster was documented by Johnny on a hand-held video camera, starting off in small venues and then...

“Suddenly we’re in amphitheatres with Beck, Orbital and the Chemicals,” laughs Tim. “The hotel rooms shots were the best. Us singing Prince songs with the camera upside down, completely arseholed.”

“There’s this funny cabin fever thing,” muses Johnny. “You get to the stage where you’re either drunk, or hungover.”

“Or onstage!” squeals Saffron. “You get an adrenalin hit when you get onstage and it’s the first time you’ve felt all right all day.”

Tim: “So you get shitfaced.”

J: “Yeah! It’s a cycle which I’m really trying to break actually.”

Tim laughs, disbelievingly.

Judging by the fact that it’s four in the afternoon and Johnny’s already slurring, he’s not doing very well.

THE band’s new material is full of such dilemmas, the pace of modern life in general and the breakneck white knuckle ride or being in Republica. The ‘Pub are a classic post-fame blowout group: trying to reconcile their new lives with the ones they dreamed about, after years of abject failure. In fact, Republica are possibly the most successful abject failures of all time. Before we explore their brilliant present, time for a brief expose of their dodgy pasts, hitherto skirted over atrocities which Saffron (laughing heartily, if a tad nervously), describes as our “litany of evil”.

You first, Saffron.

“Oh my God.”

It all started in Italy, with Saffron’s stint as a casino dancer. “I worked for the mafia. Er, well, they own all the clubs! But I wasn’t a hitman. I didn’t take my top off and I never wore feathers!”

She did, however, do the Rocky Horror Show. Her stomping ground was Brighton. “My flatmate went out with Youth from Killing Joke and all these exciting characters used to turn up, like... Ian Astbury!”

Ian Astbury???!!!! She was young and punk and “with me hair up. I thought it was exciting. Me flatmate’s sister went out with Andreas from the Sex Gang Children!”

Oh my God.

Around this point, Johnny and Tim were in “the biggest band in Windsor”, a synth combo called... Jennifer! They were shit, mostly because Johnny was talking elephantine amounts of acid.

Wisely, Johnny hotfooted it to Manchester and formed a band called Metro Trinity. They managed to get played on Peel. Years later, in the first flush of Republica’s success, Johnny went up to Peel and reminded him.

“He just looked at me like I some complete moron and said, ‘I couldn’t hum it’,” sighs Johnny. “And then he walked away!”

Aargh.

THE rescuing moment for all of them can be traced back to house music.

“Somebody just came up to me and said, ‘Can you sing?’” remembers Saffron. “At the beginning it was all lyrics like ‘Take me higher’ and stuff. ‘Take me into ecstasy’. Er, it took me a few years!”

Saff did some “awful” techno records, supported The Shamen, and made a tune with Jah Wobble. But nothing happened. Johnny, meanwhile, had gone to a rave, come home and cancelled his guitar band’s rehearsals. “I just thought, ‘I can’t do this any more.’”

Instead, he formed the groovetastic(ish) Soul Family Sensation, while Tim was making a name for himself with the notorious Flllaaaaaared Up, sorry, Flowered Up, a north London baggy monster that gave us one genuine classic (“Weekender”), along with lots of jazz-funk bollocks and a man who went onstage dressed as a daisy. Oh, maybe it was the drugs.

“We were all bollocksed for two years,” admits Tim.

“But no longer-term damage,” insists Saff, then raving in dance hitmakers (ish) N-Joi. “We vomited it all out.”

Crikey.

Saff: “It was an absolutely precious time for me, even though it proved to be transient.”

Tim: “It was amazing, although people tend to paint a rosy picture of it as all love vibes. ‘There’s loads of football hooligans from south London walking around with snooker balls trying to kiss people, you’ve gotta see this!”

But there was a dark side.

“I was at a rave and my friend got stabbed in front of me, and died,” sighs Saffron. “I thought, ‘This isn’t ecstasy. This is bullshit.’”

There was a darker side for Tim and Johnny, too. Flowered Up had widely documented drug, financial and insanity problems and split up as “Weekender” went Top 20, while Johnny’s descent took him into a mid-Nineties baggy-prog horror (well, I confess, I liked them), Airstream.

“It was funny in Airstream because we used to not do the gigs,” says Johnny. “We had these tour T-shirts and instead of ‘sold out’, we had ‘blown out’! We used to get in the van and go, (sniffs) ‘We can’t be f***ing arsed.’ We’d even go to the venue, check into the hotel and (whispers) take stacks of drugs and we couldn’t hack it to play the gigs.”

You bastards!!! Think of the disappointed punters. Both of us!

“There was this journalist who was asking us how mad we were,” recalls Johnny. “I said, ‘Oh, we’re not that bad’, and at that very second, a prayer mat came flying into the room, there were four guys from the band chasing it. They went into the shower and the shower got trashed and I’m just stood there going, ‘It’s not that mad, honest.’”

Suddenly Johnny looks inconsolable.

“I’ve never mentioned Airstream in an interview before,” he sobs.

Tim looks him straight in the bleary eye. “I’m not surprised!!!”

That was it, they just had to form Republica.

MOST bands, faced with the Republica crew’s “sudden” 10-year climb, would find drugs. Republica have already found drugs, thank you very much, so there’s only one thing left.

Yes, God!
“The goalposts certainly do change,” admits Saff. “You think, ‘If this is it, then what next?’ I definitely feel more spiritual.”

There’s a line on one of your songs, “I came back as an insect”. Reincarnation???

“Is has those overtones,” whispers Saffron. “There’s an Australian film called ‘Picnic At Hanging Rock’...”

“Is that where Jenny Agutter gets her kit off?” asks Tim.

“No! It’s a true story, about four schoolgirls who disappear. One of them is found a week later in her underwear with clean hands and feet, and can’t remember what happened, and the others are never found. It turns out that the girls learnt about Aboriginal dreamtime, how they dream and can go to another place, and like Aborigines will themselves to die, these girls willed themselves into another space and time and were reincarnated into beetles.”

Tim looks dumbfounded.

“Oh shit!” he exclaims. “I’m thinking of ‘Walkabout’. That’s the one where Jenny Agutter gets her kit off!”

--We’re going down the ‘Pub (l-r): Johnny, Saffron and Tim--

AS you may gather, drily funny keyboards man Tim (imagine a professor who has been forced to take mind-expanding drugs) is the pragmatic, scientifically minded of the band, although he does believe in aliens.

“I don’t believe in God,” he asserts. “But I believe in men from Mars! There’s no way we’re alone in this f***ing universe! There’s this thing with UFOs that they recycle souls, and I don’t know about that. But...”

Johnny interjects. He’s idealistic, but practical.

“This religion thing’s all about life,” he muses. “But a carrot is life! If we find carrots on Mars, then there’s life on Mars.”

Remember where you read it first.

“I believe in psychic powers, but I think they’ll be able to explain them scientifically,” ponders Johnny. “I’ve seen ghosts. My mother saw one, too.”

Saffron, meanwhile (who has raised a Catholic, rebelled, but is now once again embracing spiritually) is a Believer.

“I believe in ghosts, and a definite good and evil,” she says. “I believe that light attracts dark. The dark hides under the light, like a shadow.”

Johnny reckons the people responsible for the Omagh bombing will rot in some kind of hell, but that greed is a part of our culture. Tim says the concept of good and evil is not religious, but came out of survival.

“The greatest cop-out of all is saying, ‘All right, I believe in karma and being good but I don’t believe in God’,” slurs Johnny. “But God will see I’m a good person so... give me a f***in’ nudge upstairs!”

Everyone laughs.

“I’m sure when I get up there he’ll be ticking things off,” smiles Johnny, “and he’ll go...”

Tim seizes his moment.

“Didn’t you used to be in Airstream? Get down there!!!”

Arf arf arf.

THERE is, despite Tim’s efforts, a serious side to this and the subject matter of “Speed Ballads”, and it emerges as Johnny slumps into semi-consciousness and Tim reveals a more protective side... perhaps because there are strong reasons for Saff’s new embrace of spirituality.

For starters, Republica have a new song, “Pub Pusher”, about an ex-boyfriend of Saffron’s.

“It’s also about all those people who are half decent and discovered that they could make a load of money selling drugs,” explains Tim, “and due to doing that, they’ve ended up in a parallel world where everybody’s doing the same thing. Even though they’ve been your mates the year before, now they’re selling you drugs. If you owed them a few quid, they’d send the heavies round.”

“It was a song in my head after spending too many nights in pubs with this bloke doing the rounds,” adds Saffron. “And then it all kicking off and we’d be running out of the pub. Very nasty.”

As well as Saffron seeing one of her friends stabbed to death at the height or rave culture, two have died of Aids and two more plunged - separately - from multi-storey buildings.

“Back to Catholicism,” says Saff, “you’re told that if you commit suicide you won’t get into heaven. It’s a fear thing. I remember asking the priest about it, him saying, ‘God gives life, you can’t take it away.’

“But what if you just can’t cope?”

YOU’VE got a really brilliant new song, “Luxury Cage”, about being trapped.

“Yeah,” concurs Saff. “It’s about being bullied. Anybody can be bullied, and the main thing about a bully, as I found out, is that they’re very clever. They make people around them dependent on them by bullying them in certain ways. I don’t mean like a school bully. They’re clever in covering it up. Often in a workplace, if there’s a case of someone being persistently bullied, everyone’ll go, ‘Really? He’s a nice bloke, him. Not him!’ They’re clever with it.”

Have you been on the end of it?

“Yeah.”

Tim: (firmly) “No!!! Don’t go there!”

Saff: “It’s about having people around you that you wanna be around. In a band you’re all thrown together and you’ve got to be this dysfunctional family, and sometimes cracks start to appear... and people leave for really weird reasons.”

Tim points out that various members have left Republica. He won’t say any more.

ONCE, Saffron said that current beau Fast (from Fun Lovin’ Criminals) was her first real boyfriend. She stands by this on the grounds that her previous partners have been “shit”.

“The only two that I fell in love with went off with someone else. So I would consider him the first. I’ve had a bad time.”

“She just attracts the wrong sort of person,” admits Tim.

“Yeah, unfortunately. I’ve been locked up, punched, my car’s been smashed up, I’ve had attempts to run me over... everything.

“I’ve been out with a real evil person,” says Saff. “How did I get involved? I try to see the good in people, but people take advantage of that.”

Is the “beautiful masquerade” in “Luxury Cage” yourself, hiding behind your image?

“It has a got a lot to do with that,” she confesses, cradling a Coke - Saffron doesn’t drink. “You’ve pinpointed it... it’s that and the bullying aspect. I was in a position where, yes, on the outside everybody thought it was great, but what was happening was that I was having a...”

She starts giggling uncontrollably, “... complete nervous breakdown.”

Still the laughter, a manic, disturbed laughter.

“I was being bullied to the point where I couldn’t speak, but things changed...”

Tim: (loudly) “And here we are at ‘Speed Ballads’!”

“But I’m very happy now!” insists Saffron, so much more vulnerable and (yes) beautiful in real life than her “image”.

“I have Fast. I walk past the stall where I used to work on Portobello market, and now there’s posters of me up there. People say, ‘Didn’t that girl used to work here?’ But they were all really horrible to me when I was there.

“You know,” she pauses, “it’s true. Revenge is a dish best served cold.”

Johnny looks up.

“Like sick.”

‘From Rush Hour With Love’ is out now on deConstruction
AD ROCK!
Republica justify their considerable presence in adverts
On Pepsi: “It’s part of being in a band now. Everyone has to do it. It does feel weird, but we’ve sold a million albums and we’re all skint! I don’t know where that money is. We go on the road and we lose a fortune! So if Pepsi means we can afford lights for the tour then so be it.” [Saffron]

On Asda Clothes: “Er, I knew it was for Asda, but no one told me it was children’s clothes!” [Saffron]

And the ones that got away: “We’ve turned down loads. There was one in the States for Fox TV. They wanted to use ‘Ready To Go’ and they sent us these demos of singers going, ‘Fox is ready to go’. We just said, ‘Absolutely no frigging way!’ We’ve got our dignity!” [Tim]
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[(August 98)]
REPUBLICA’S ‘RUSH’ RELEASES

REPUBLICA have announced details of their first new single for more than a year, plus a new album and a clutch of UK dates.

The single, ‘From Rush Hour With Love’, out on September 14, is the first to be taken from the band’s forthcoming album, ‘Speed Ballads’, out on October 5, which The Lightning Seeds’ Ian Broudie helped produce.

The follow-up to last year’s Top Ten eponymous debut, the album also features the tracks ‘Fading Of The Man’, ‘Try Everything’, ‘Luxury Cage’, ‘Faster Faster’, ‘Nothing’s Feeling New’, ‘Millennium’, ‘Pretty Girl Hate’, ‘Kung Fu Movies’ and ‘Pub Pusher’.

The band, who play Plymouth Soundwaves Festival on August 15 and V98 on August 22/23, mark their new releases at Manchester Hop & Grape (September 12) and London Camden Dingwalls (15). For tickets, call the NME 24-hour ticketline on 0870 1212 500. Calls are charged at national standard rate.

[NME.COM - 14 August 1998]

Stars sign up for NME at V98
SPACE, ST ETIENNE, REPUBLICA (pictured) and TEXAS are among bands taking part in the NME Signing Tent autograph sessions at the V98 Festival at both the Chelmsford and Leeds sites next weekend (August 22 & 23).

[28 September 1998]
[(Page 1)]

HMV
firstforsingles
FROM RUSH HOUR WITH LOVE - REPUBLICA

The instantly recognisable sound of Republica can be heard on this the first new single in over a year. Taken from their forthcoming album “Speed Ballads” and available on CD, cassette and limited edition 7” coloured vinyl.

[SPICE 1998!]
Republica - they're fake, plastic and passionless, right? And as for that hair...But say no to your indie instincts for a second, cock an ear to their new album, ‘Speed Ballads’, and you might just find yourself pogoing along. Speed freaks: Mark Beaumont (words) Hamish Brown (photos)

Strapped to the underside of a rocket-powered jet ski, sucking on the fountain pen/condensed oxygen cylinder we’d grappled from our dinner jacket pocket at the last minute, we’re dragged through thrashing black water, miles from the midnight Caribbean shore behind us. Above, double agent Fastlove MacBusom kills the engine, unzips her leather cat-suit to tuck the secret microfilm into her cleavage and pushes a hidden button on her digital watch.
A mighty rumble shakes the waves and a huge metal dome rises from the deep, a 100ft shadow against the cloudless night sky. A silver column breaks free from the surface, hisses downwards to form a ramp. Silhouetted in the new doorway stand Dr Digital Doom and his shaking sidekick Johnny Jitter. With the aid of our underwater sonic cotton-bud/microphone, we can just make out snippets of their sinister conversation.

Fastlove: “Touring can get a bit much. You’re travelling around so much you end up getting a bit of psychosis.”

Dr Digital Doom: “You end up with loads of toiletries, one in the suitcase and one in your bag. Except my last suitcase got stolen out of the cupboard downstairs...”

Fastlove: “Oh, did it? Everything gets stolen out of your house, dunnit? We should get some of them wheelie cases, really...”

Christ, bands are bastards. You awake from your publicity-programmed preconceptions to find Republica sitting in a pub near Hammersmith, their sleeveless denim jackets and problem hair exuding about as much secret-agent glamour as Vanessa Feltz. Saffron (aka Fastlove) giggles and smiles nervously, venturing answers in a soft sarf Lahndahn twang that, should her current post as international cyber-rock über-babe hit the skids, would ensure her a glowing career as a minicab firm receptionist. Tim Dorney (aka Dr Digital Doom), Republica’s Master Of Meta-tronics) eyes the bar slyly, as if he might try to sell you a knocked-off watch at any moment. Guitarist Johnny Male (Johnny Jitter), meanwhile, shakily lifts his pint to his lips and talks like Dennis Norden. There’s not a stick-on scar, a fluffy white cat or a Teach Yourself Deadly Martial Arts brochure in sight. Drop dead gorgeous? Drop dead drunk more like...

But maybe all of this dressing down is part of the cover. So you persevere. You wave the artwork for their new album, ‘Speed Ballads’, before them, smothered with futuristic superspy images - a cat-suited Saffron racing a black motorbike through a bleak technold cityscape; Saffy doing karate kicks on a mile-wide computer screen; Saff pouting in purple fur like the first android Bond girl; Tim and Johnny, er, looking a bit bored actually. You point out that their new single, ‘From Rush Hour With Love’, charges along like a sleeky choreographed car chase through downtown Tokyo, all guns blazing. You demand tales of intrigue, adventure and cinematic sex in space shuttles. And they look at you funny and talk about luggage.

Don’t you even have a secret hideaway or anything?

“Well, the studio was a bit like that,” Saffron gurgles. “There’d be Tim sitting in the middle of all these obelisks of modern technology. It looks sort of like an operating theatre, but in Star Wars.”

Tim laughs. “When we put it all in there it looked like NASA. After three weeks there were half-empty bottles of beer everywhere, the place looked like a bomb had hit it. It was disgusting.”

And if you were holding the world to ransom with your warheads of clinical dance rock, what would you demand?

Johnny wobbles his head to a near-horizontal position.

“Lager.”

We give up.

REPUBLICA, SAY IT SLOWLY. RE-PUB-LI... Just there. Feel the knot of disgust in your stomach? The reflex nausea? The subconscious urge to firebomb hair-dye factories? That, friends, is your Inner Indie speaking. It’s the gland in your brain that protects your eardrums from infection by the fake, passionless, entirely plastic bands that roll off a production line in the cellar of all major record labels once a year, jump about a bit and shout, “WE’RE CREDIBLE!” in robot Tamagotchi voices. And it can see through Republica’s proto-Garbage sheen within three syllables.

Could there be a more transparent marketing ploy than Republica? A bunch of hoary old refugees from the musical cesspool (Flowered Up, Prefab Sprout, even Adam & The Ants for fuck’s sake) recruit unconventionally beautiful supervixen to front their last-ditch attempt at keeping up the mortgage payments. They programme their machines to produce scientifically perfect electro-pop songs, carefully eradicate any unwanted viruses (soul, emotion, emphaty, etc) and then bung some old Fuzzbox guitars on the top for that dated ‘80s sheen. Cue US megasmash in ’96 with ‘Ready To Go’ and suddenly they’re shipped back to Blightly and shoved heartily down our throats with MTV as a ramrod.

Republica’s programming, of course, dictates that they deny such allegations, which they do readily, claiming “we’re a pop group, we love pop. We’re not making any claims about being the greatest band and name-dropping Gram Parsons.”

Trouble is, Republica aren’t manufactured enough. Not for them the hyper-cynical simplicity of your Billies and your All Saints, bands that can skip and smooch into the Top Ten unhindered by any pretence of originality, groups that wouldn’t set foot on a stinking tourbus if it was made entirely of cocaine, who wouldn’t be seen decomposing in the Dublin Castle. Republica, you see, are most definitely A BAND - roadies, drug dabblings, chemical toilets and all. Hence, despite being considered ‘cutting edge’ only by Bob Geldof, they still crave respect for their blatant consumerism.

“We wanna sound modern,” Johnny argues wobbily. “I think it’s an interesting marriage, the guitars and technology, and I don’t think there’s a lot of bands who’ve done it as well as he have.”

“Jesus Jones, maybe,” Tim jokes. We hope.

Saffron continues. “We’re all fond of that dance thing and we bastardised techno because we wanted to be in a band. A lot of other bands come from the other angle - they're regarded as a rock band but they’re using dance elements, which is good as well. But we’re from the dance thing and we’re heading towards the next thing.”

The bank laughing, presumably. ‘Speed Ballads’ sounds utterly spearheaded for chart success.

Saffron: “It is. This is it for us. We won’t get another chance.”

“We love the sound of a great, slick pop record,” Tim explains. “That’s something we strove for. But commercial considerations didn’t come into it when we were writing the songs.”

Saffron interrupts. “The only commercial consideration, from the minute we signed to our label until now, is you get the money, you write a fucking hit. We wanna make a record and we wanna get it into the charts. Sorry if that offends everybody, but we do.”

She giggles and sparkles, sweetness with spikes. You sense that, beneath Saffron’s charmingly girlish exterior, there’s a ravenous She-Wolf lurking in the shadows, sniffing for the blood of disbelievers. It’s embodied in the splash of red dye that explodes across the front of her head, a fashion statement that’s turned out to have far more resonance of female empowerment than platform heels and pregnancy.

“We never quite realised what my image would become,” says Saffron. “It’s like unleashing the beast from the deep and it’s almost bigger than me. People are walking around as me.”

You play up to it on the album sleeve, though. All Manga slick and black plastic cat-suits.

She cringes. “You don’t have to make me up to look like a Manga character because I DO. There’s no point trying to make me look grubby because they don’t believe Courtney Love and she’s been a stripper, a groupie, a heroin addict and they still don’t believe her. So they’d never believe me, looking like I do. I don’t think we should try to make me look like anything else.”

“We celebrate The Ordinary,” warbles Johnny, stumbling blindly into a quote without considering the implications. “I understand the packaging thing, but I think we’re actually quite credible...”

He stops. Drinks are placed silently on the table. His bandmates start to titter.

“...I think we cover a lot of angles and the music...” he continues eventually, “...you say it’s too slick but it’s interesting pop music. If the album was full of ‘Baby I love you’ then you might have a point. I watched Polly Harvey at V98 and I was blown away. But of course, that’s credible, brilliantly done, all the reference points she uses are completely correct. I understand we might be a bit shallow in comparison but We Are A Pop Band and I think we’ve made a great POP record.”

He sits back, hands shaking. “We don’t conceive ourselves as shallow.”

“What strikes me as shallow,” Saffron steps to the rescue, “is all these people going (strums air acoustic tediously) because that’s BOLLOCKS. I’ve fuckin’ been through it like them, I don’t look like it, but I have. So don’t give me your... (groans in tortured Richard Ashcroft fashion), you wanker. Get a fuckin’ life, sort yourself out.”

She catches herself with her claws bared, suddenly reverts to Tweety-Pie mode.

“Sorry.”

Own up, fakers, you’re just desperate for your slice of fame pie after all these years and you’re prepared to drown on Richard’s Park fizzing love juices to get it, aren’t you?

“Not intentionally, no,” Tim argues. “There’s no element of desperation from our side. We just feel comfortable the way it is.”

Saffron, in frustration, begins to malfunction. “When you’re in that environment you just write the songs, you don’t envisage how people...y’know, you don’t do it to be how people might think... unfortunately people might think that, but FUCK ‘EM! Y’knoworrimean?”

She pauses, caps the claws.

“Ahem. Sod them.”

REPUBLICA ARE CAPITAL XFM INCARNATE. They don’t live their image like Marilyn, don’t exorcise their inner demons like Ashcroft and don’t spout inspired bollocks at the drop of a wombat like Insane Clown Posse. They inhabit a criminally uncool hinterland between dance and goth, proving that dance people can’t ‘do’ dance. Their very existence offends your fundamental ideals of What Should Be Allowed In Music. Commandant! The blindfolds and last cigarettes! Ready... aim...

But wait! There’s a salvation! They’ve got TUNES! Loads of ‘em, writing all over ‘Speed Ballads’ like shiny electroid ants over its conceptual dung-pile. ‘Try Everything’, ‘Nothing’s Feeling New’, ‘Luxury Cage’: masterfully carved classics disguised as production-line pap one and all. And the sheen also hides some quite chilling stories.

Tim: “’Pub Pusher’ is all the people you used to know years ago who got into E dealing and became semi-gangsters and they all ended up scarred, beaten up or inside.”

“I’ve seen someone being stabbed,” Saffron remembers with a shudder. “We used to go to all the raves and I saw someone being stabbed outside a pub over a dodgy E or something. But to me that’s ordinary.”

It transpired that, rather than the ten shallow odes to their beloved DX40s that you expected, ‘Speed Ballads’ is a twisted knicker of millennial paranoia, the eye-opening comedown from ‘Ready To Go’. Android Popsters In Reading Newspapers Shocker!

Tim: “You’ve got half the economies in the world scraping along the bottom of bankruptcy...”

Saffron: “...you’ve got people peddling Viagras with GBH and amyl nitrate...”

Tim: “...you’ve got ice-blocks the size of Australia peeling off the North Pole. It isn’t a great situation. What’s over the horizon isn’t very pretty.”

What about cloning? Would you ever clone yourself?

“No, absolutely not,” Saffron gasps, “I don’t agree with it at all. It’s the final bastion of becoming God. We don’t need women, we can just make people.”

Tim laughs. “But we could clone ourselves and send the clones out to do promotion and touring and that! We could just sit on our arses.”

Saffron: “It scares me that there might actually be clones people around. I wouldn’t be surprised if there was some country with an army of them.”

Will you be having yourself frozen when you die to be resurrected when technology catches up?

Tim shakes his head. “They can’t freeze the bodies properly. They reckon all the ones that were done up to two years ago have got so much ice damage on the cells that if they try to bring them back again they’d be buggered. Since then they’ve been filling people’s bodies full of anti-freeze they wouldn’t be able to revive them either.”

Yes, Tim is actually concerned about his innards turning to rancid mush. What’s more, they happily admit that their first album was a bit duff and Saffron recalls tripping off her cakehole on a black microdot at a dance festival and having a fight with a corrugated fence. It seems real flesh hearts really do beat within Republica’s cell-frame networks, full of real concerns, real ambitions and real fear of Dolly The Sheep.

And their singles really will be some of the most enjoyable released this year, if you can detune your Inner Indie sufficiently to appreciate them. Hey, why not pogo without prejudice for a while?...

[NME.COM - 11 December 1998]
The tube returns to the telly
Other artists involved in the project include NOEL GALLAGHER, BJÖRK, SAFFRON from REPUBLICA, SINEAD O’CONNOR and SIOUXSIE SIOUX. At the end of 1999 there will be a whole evening on Channel 4 dedicated to the findings of a year-long poll of Britain’s musical taste. Viewers will be asked to vote for best male singer, best female singer, best composer, best song and best album of all time.

[NME.COM - 2 February 1999]
Fun Lovin’ Criminals and Underworld in brawl
A prolonged war of words between Fun Lovin’ Criminals and Underworld has escalated into violence, resulting in a brawl at the Big Day Out festival in Sydney.

An eyewitnesses told NME that FLC’S Huey threw a punch at Underworld’s Karl Hyde as he left the stage following the band’s set on January 23. Then, the next day, the two bands found themselves at the same hotel and a screaming match ensued.

According to other bands on the tour, FLC had heard that Karl had been “dissing” them in interviews, and Fast had made no secret of the fact that as a result he intended to “deck” Hyde during their tour together.

The animosity appears to stem from the fact that FLC’s Fast, who plays bass and keyboards with the band, goes out with Saffron from Republica, who a few years ago, used to go out with Karl Hyde.

As Underworld played their set on the Sydney leg of the travelling festival, Fast stood at the side of the stage, accompanied by his bodyguard, Huey and Deejay Punk-Roc.
As the band left the stage, Huey swung a punch at Karl - but missed.

An eyewitness said it was all quite comical: “The bouncer was really embarrased, he’s a British bloke who weighs about 17 stone, and was there to help out if it all got a bit much for Fast. Thing is, Karl Hyde is only about 5ft 5ins.”

When the tour landed in Melbourne two days later, both bands arrived simultaneously at the same hotel and the stand-off began again, this time with a barrage of verbal abuse.

Our eyewitness said: “It was all extremely frosty.” No blows were traded, but Underworld moved hotels shortly afterwards.

A flustered Hyde later told a reporter in Melbourne that he had no idea had prompted the violence but that Underworld were “not into the New York gangster vibe”.

The generally placid band were said to be “freaked out” by the events. A source at FLC’s UK record company Chrysalis, who did not wish to be identified, told NME: “This has been brewing for a while and it’s all over Saffron. I really don’t know who started it originally. FLC say it’s Underworld, but there you go...

(no more text)
