
THE BIG ITISH

rock, all acoustic guitars, soaring
vpealsand committed,
passionate, mean in gfu I lyrics.
Theiryideos, lexpect, consist of
twi light moors, descendi ng
clouds and murky, distant
mountains. Their record is
encased in a suitably impressive
gatefold sleeve, pred icta bly
overdesigned, but never lessthan
tasteful. '

Each track collected on
lCreeping .  ,  , ' is  as whole$ome
and well presented as Hovis
bread, each played with
accompl ished, conscienti ous
ski l l ,  and r ich in imqgery and
music ianship.

You might  cal l  i t  good dr iv ing
music,  a l though their  over
produced sleekness blends into
the background of whatever i t  is
you happen to be doing.
Indiv idual  moments become
diff icult to recall,  fading into a
pa$telwash of  coolcolours and
unobtrusive ha lf  tones,

,  The Big Dish make Laura
Ashley rocktoo nice for its own
good; i t  lacks edges and hooks to
pul lyou along and get  you
involved. l t 's coffeetable music
which wCIn'tclash with the
wallpaper.

Occasionally something sti rs
,: and stands out ( 'Burn', 'Europsan
Flain'),but'Creeping Up On Jesus'

, istoo defere.ntialto the producer
,,rto take on a life rif itsown. Jbsus, I
,,.th in k,.wouldn't take m uch notice.
r,(61 ,
,, John Tague


