Terrorvision Interview Write-Up

24th April 1999, Cambridge Corn Exchange

There is definitely an art to interviewing the four Bradford lads known collectively as 'Terrorvision'.  A fine art, which the budding rock journo must master with skill, tact and a pinch of salt if they want to avoid emerging from the interview room a gibbering nervous wreck.  One might even call it lore, passed down from journalist to journalist over the generations.  Or perhaps it's just a knack.

  Either way, there are three Golden Rules to which one must adhere when quizzing our favourite foursome.  Number One, make sure the whole band is there and always address the question to Tony first, as he's usually the only one that's listening.  Number Two, don't feed them after midnight.  And most importantly, Number Three, never, never take anything they say seriously.

  And so it came to be, that when I wandered into the upstairs bar of the Cambridge Corn Exchange, site of many a devastating 'Vision gig in the past, I had already broken two of the three rules.  For sitting before me were not the whole band - Shutty and Tony having buggered off for some grub - but just two of them.  Two who had just been to the chippy, and it was worryingly close to midnight.  Could I humanly avoid violating Rule Number Three?

  It was certainly going to be slightly more difficult than usual.  On the right sits Mark Yates, Terrorvision's guitar guru with a penchant for that particular strain of humour which has earned him the nickname 'Sark'.  Whilst on the left, we have Mr. Leigh Marklew, he who strums the bass, and who for some unknown reason is also known as 'the sensible one'.  And we've got about five minutes before the soundcheck.  It's all very nice, all very civil, but if I get one single well-thought-out, contemplative revelation out of either of them, then I'll damn well eat the Terrorvision beanie hat I bought at the last tour.

  Talking of tours, that was another full UK trek, and it was only this February.  In fact, it was only last October that the band toured the UK for the first time in two years.  After such a long break, is it hard to be back on such a strenuous schedule?

  'It's not strenuous at all,' Mark tells me.  'It's a piece of piss.  Touring's what we do for a living, we're here to enjoy it.'

  'Moving from town to town, trying to make the world a better place,' adds Leigh.  Unfortunately, when asked whether he thinks they've succeeded in this magnanimous plan, he only has to nod out of the window to show that it hasn't.  'It's still tipping it down,' he sighs.

  Well, rain's one of the certainties of a British summer.  But then, so are… festivals!  Now that they're back in the limelight, are the lads playing at any this year?

  'We're doing Reading,' says Leigh.  'And Big Day Out, with Metallica [in Milton Keynes].  Reading's up at Leeds as well this year, which is good 'cos it's close by to home, so we'll be able to nip home for a sandwich or a light snack before we play.  Super.'

  Indeed.  The band certainly seem to take well to festival audiences.  But is it as good as playing to smaller crowds, where the atmosphere's always more personal and intense?

  'They're both good in their own right,' explains Mark.  'You can play to sixty thousand people at Reading and that's a buzz, or you can play to three hundred people, and you get just as big a buzz then, sometimes.'

  'Mixing the two is the key,' utters Marklew, a veritable Yorkshire Yoda.

  There is, of course, one other way to make a public appearance - television.  The staggering success of the 'Tequila' remix saw Terrorvision explode not only into the Top Ten (reaching Number Two), but also into the media, appearing on all kinds of shows, from Top Of The Pops, to The Big Breakfast, to TFI Friday, to CD:UK.  Most infamous of all however, at least amongst the fans, was the band's rather embarrassed-looking appearance on Noel's House Party.  Something of an odd place to see a band who are still listed under 'Heavy Metal' in HMV.  What was it like playing on there?

  'It was just the same as playing on any show, really,' says Leigh.  Fair enough.  'Except with a small little nob-head at the helm'.

  Ah, that's more like it.

  'But we had a laugh,' says Mark.  'And ten million people saw us playing, and it got us to Number Two.  So it's not a problem with me.'

  The band also appeared on Channel 5's Pepsi Chart Show - something for which I was 'lucky' enough to get tickets, if you count 'lucky' as being charged £4.50 for a shot of tequila at the bar, or £2.35 for a pint of Tetley's…  Anyway, the band certainly seemed to enjoy themselves, according to at least one tabloid newspaper.  So what have they got to say to The Mirror's claim that the 'Tequila Terrors' got through £200 of alcohol before going on stage?  Leigh certainly looks disgusted.

  'It was £350,' he growls.

  'We were in the pub round the corner before we went there,' grins Mark.

  'It weren't just us four,' Leigh continues.  'There were about six or seven of us.  But we had a bit of a heavy night…'

  'And we didn't pay, neither.'  Cue more grins.

  One of the advantages of being a rock star, I suppose.  And it could all happen again, when Terrorvision release 'III Wishes', the third single off their latest album 'Shaving Peaches', on May 3rd.  But if they really had three wishes, what would they be?  Leigh steps in once more.

  'For 'III Wishes' to be played on the radio, for 'III Wishes' to go to Number One in the charts, and for us to have a never-ending bottle of tequila.'

  'Ah, lovely,' sighs Mark.

  I was desperately trying to avoid mentioning the 'T' word, but obviously the lads aren't quite as sick of it as I'd thought.  In any case, I attempt to change the subject by leading on to the lovely topic of…  necromancy.  So, if they could raise anyone from the dead, who would the lucky soul be?

  'Necromancy…  is that, like, shagging corpses?'  Leigh hasn't quite cottoned on yet.

  'Bambi,' says Mark, which isn't much more helpful, to be honest.  I didn't even know Bambi was dead.

  'Course he's dead,' the guitarist asserts.  'Got shot by a park warden.'

  Shame.  Unfortunately, that question seems to be beyond resurrection, so I turn instead to the subject of Top Trumps.  You know, those little cards you used to get when you were ten, with pictures of cars and planes and things on, with their scores for different categories underneath.  Remember?

  'Top Trumps?'

  Shame Leigh doesn't.

  'How did they work, Top Trumps?'

  Up to Mark to save the day, once again.

  'I suppose you'd have, like, Band Member, and like, Drinking Capacity, and then you'd have Level of Talent…  err…'

  'Pulse Rate?' suggests Leigh, whose memory has obviously been jogged by the word 'drinking'.

  Shaggability, perhaps?

  'What?' cries Mark.  'We're a rock band!  What good is this?  Suddenly you turn up with this…  peddling here…'

  Whoa, okay, okay, it was just a suggestion.  Moving swiftly on, let's just get the facts straight over a couple more vicious rumours.  Is it true that Shutty is lined up for an appearance on BBC1's Changing Rooms?

  'Yes,' says Leigh, getting straight to the point.

  Why's that, then?

  'He needs his room changed.'

  Oh, of course.

  'He could do with a Style Challenge, too.'

  Far be it from me to comment upon my favourite drummer's sartorial habits, so I persevere and ask whether it's really true that Tony got mistaken for a mass murderer by customs officers in America once.  Apparently, it is.

  'There's this serial killer,' explains Mark.  'I think they've caught him now, but every time we go to America, Tony gets held up for hours, because of this serial killer called Anthony David Wright.  It causes a nightmare really, a lot of waiting around.'

  'We've told him to own up,' says Leigh.  'It's be quicker.'

  Although Tony isn't here, all us fans really want to know how his little tyke Solomon's getting on, so I ask Mark and Leigh.

  'He's up to no good, that lad,' laughs Mark.  'A real trouble-causer.  He's learning quick, drinking lager.  He can almost skin up, but not quite yet…'

  Is he listening to Terrorvision's music?

  'I hope not,' shudders Leigh.  'It's corrupt.'

  Well, perhaps Terrorvision aren't the ideal idols for a growing lad.  But they must have had heroes themselves, so which film characters would they see themselves as?

  'I most admire Travis Bickle, from Taxi Driver,' ponders Leigh.

  'You looking at me?' grunts Mark, which makes me very nervous until I realise he's actually doing an impression of Robert DeNiro.

  'Shutty's a bit like Pat Butcher,' adds Leigh.  'In physical and mental abilities.'

  Sensing a bit of a lapse in everyone's thought-processes, I steer ever onwards and ask the band what they plan to do to celebrate the millenium.

  'It's all going to be a big anticlimax, isn't it?' shrugs Leigh.  'I think I might just stay in with some mates, actually.  Some Yorkshire cynicism there.  Either that or we'll try and get a gig.  And if we can't get a gig then we'll probably stay in and play Scrabble.'

  Looking even further into the future, where do they see themselves in twenty years' time?

  'Dead,' grins Leigh.  'From alcohol excession.'

  'Shagging Bambi in hell,' adds Mark, further lightening the mood.

  Okay then, the end is nigh.  I desperately need something meaty to end the interview, so in a last-ditch attempt to gain some deep and meaningful insight into the band's intellects, I ask the old chestnut - what are their ultimate aims for the future?

  'Bullseye,' says Leigh.  So far so good…  'Always aim for the Bullseye.  The Bullseye of life.  It can be anything, can't it?'

  'I'd like to go on Catchphrase,' says Mark.

  Oh, god, here we go again…

