'ALSQ AVAILABLE ON CASSE

]’fésh‘Can Sinatras

e

: ihannel 4/FMB

i 705 “ .
f#Re{d House Painters

eart Throbs




Driving alone along autumnal country lanes,
wipers splish splashing the beads of gentle rain
from the windscreen. The car smells of leather

and cigarettes and there’s a faint, cool fresh
breeze breathing in through the slightly opened

window. It llcks the back of your neck, making
v and more clear headed than

burning reds of the tr
forblddmg, slate gre .

happy to be sad.
ve minutes and it
at Cranberries
craft the per-

. mple

others.
Backstage at London’

s? All I knew was that I was writing songs ™

ing what I felt.”

onment and desperation. Each tune is
1 velorn and world-weary sigh.

test big album from the latest bxglband
s, “What’s the point, where are you go
_ext? I’d hate to get really big becat
10 see when people are crowding ar
Meanwhile the crowds are swe
ranberries gig which, far fro
eaty evenings are polite, relai
airs. “Most of the people who
e quiet and shy,” says Delores.
thugs shouting lousy comments.
cause the music isn’t very physic
never talk about physical contact, [
y and emotions which are more im

to go on about it too much
Men and women make the w

raise them.
“I  family - she h

can and a

m around us
“hristmas and
The world has
lost and don’t
own identity.”
the moment
the band and
“is her life. Her
te musical ambi-
s under her belt.
’s looking forward
ere. They haven’t
e can start from
r love of perform-
al as the air she
Llove that feeling of
an amazing thing.
other night and I
of the audience

I couldn’t stop

hile roadies and
ration, Delores

she plucks the
It’s a magical
house, bringing
taff and reaching
cleaners missed.
re an emotional
t like leaving the

bandy to settle
indeed marvel




