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] out vour Paul
Cartney album? Tiving
of Electriec Light Orches-

tra? Ready for something
new? How about 10cc’s
new blockbuster?

N2 longer the thinking man’s pop
band. 10ce’s newish- line-up has
traded sincerity for sound, intelli-
gence for effect.

Which is pretty cool, ’cause now
you won't have to puf up with all
those smart-ass lyries. Just ancther
lucrative slab of dumb sentiment
served &5 high-gloss pop crammed
ful} of production fechnique.

Let's see, there's “Dreadlock Holi-
day” — the reggae take-off with that
fabulous film clip on the tele. And
there's “Reds in the Bed,” a waffling
nonsensical piece about Communist
infiltrators or something. And for
some really dreary atmospherics —
wallpaper music for the under-30s —
thera’s “Toxro.”

But you probably won't like “For
You and I" ({reminiscent of “I'm .
Not in Love"). Grit vour teeth on
“Shock on the Tube (Don't Want °
Love),” a clever fantasy song about !
stniking up a meaningful, physical ;
relationship with a stunning bird on :
the floor of a railway carriage. And ,
there’s the gentle lilt of “Life Line.” :

There's nothing actually wrong with

. Bloedy Tourists, it’s as inoffensive as

a package tour to Europe — bland,
safe. but the view {rom the bus is

breathtaking.




