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[ ARCADE FIRE

Breakfast with the band’s twin focal
points: Win Butler and Régine Chassagne.
And, oh dear, laughterisn’t on the menu.

THE SUMMER PLAYLIST
Includes the tune West Bromwich
Albion FC will run out to next season...

MUMFORD & SONS

The momentous run to support Sigh
No More is coming to an end and how does
Marcus Mumford feel? “Sick!” Oh...

The pop minx du jour wants to save
lives. She’d be more advised to focus on the
spelling of her tattoos.

18 0DD FUTURE

The captivating new face of hip hop.
Catch them now before heroin can finish
them off.

MUSE

In a shocking development, it takes
Matt Bellamy a while to bring up the subject
of the band playing in space.

SWEDISH HOUSE MAFIA
They are Scandinavian. They do not,
however, partake in organised crime.

wz RON SEXSMITH
d The hard worn valediction of the
€ songwriter’s songwriter,

—
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This month’s essential songs.

ONOW

Ina packed section: Adele plans her
next album, Elbow’s Guy Garvey tells a
joke and Britney Spears pets a dolphin.
Obviously.

CASH FOR QUESTIONS
Snoop Dogg’s range of ice creams will
be called Snoop’s Scoops. Excellent.

76 MY RECORD COLLECTION

Bringing out their old vinyl this
month: The Vaccines. Featuring at least
one man serving time for murder.

SUBSCRIBE
Allow us to make you an offer we
hope you can’t refuse...

0ouiz
Win tickets to see Chase & Status do
their thing at Ibiza Rocks.

LAST REQUESTS

Being rude is not who Avril Lavigne is.

THE Q REVIEW
144 FLEET FOXES

The climax of the hirsute ones’ (chief
Fox Robin Pecknold, pictured left) three-
night stand at London’s Hammersmith

Apollo. Plus: the verdict on new albums
by The Horrors, Kaiser Chiefs and
someone called Lady Gaga; R.E.M. and
Rufus Wainwright are reissued; How To
Buy British Nu-Folk and, back on stage,
front row seats for Kasabian, Beirut,
Wild Beasts and, live from Q, Miles Kane,
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orrock’s songwriting elite it’s
Ron Sexsmith’s knack of sifting
he magical from the mundane that
makes this softly spoken 47-year-
old so special. Bob Dylan has raved
about him on his radio show, Elton
John has said he has the voice of an
angel while Bono, Rod Stewart and
Bruce Springsteen are all fans.
Chris Martin duetted on
Sexsmith’s 2005 song Gold In
Them Hills and asked him to

support lay on tour. T°he singer’s performance at this year’s

Meltdown comes at the personal behest of Ray Davies, a fan since
Sexsmith’s 2002 cover of The Kinks’ This Is Where I Belong. Paul
McCartney once strummed a version of Wings’ Listen To What
The Man Said with him over the Beatle’s breakfast table.
“Idon't think he had a clue who I was,” grins Sexsmith,
ruftling his fingers through a shaggy mop of hair. “Chris Difford
)f Squeeze Jand I paid him an impromptu visit one morning back

ILFORD FP4 PLUS

in the *90s. But he was very sweet tome.”

Recently, however, Sexsmith’s status asa “songwriter’s
songwriter” has received an unlikely upgrade. Onits release in
March, his 11th studio album Long Player Late Bloomer crept into
the charts at Number 48, his first Top 50 placing, This upsurge in
interest can partly be attributed to Love Shines, documentary
about the singer by Douglas Arrowsmith. During its broadcast on
BBC4in \l.ni*h, Sexsmith’s album fleetingly went to Number 4 in
theiTunes chart i ,

Filmed sporadically overaseven )c;lrpcnod, ittellsthe \‘mn‘
of Sexsmith’s topsy-turvy 20-year career, interspersed with Super
8 flashbacks, candid interviews with family anda pmu}-wnn
of talking heads including Elvis € ostello, Steve Earle, Feist jmd
Daniel Lanois. l'lummhuut,\\l'.\.\nmh1~'.1mmhlud presence,

b netal iiber-producer Bob Rock as both

using the unlikely figure of Kl
ey ntinalow kc)‘rvh.lshntr}k latter’s

sounding board and confidas
role in Metallica flick Some Kind

\ K ew
“To be honest, I didn’t think anyor :
el unforgiving light of an €ast

1 Of Monster.
ould be interested in

it,” says Sexsmith now, sitang in the
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RON Sexsyvirra

Searlélggf?’en’ Dylan, McCartney, Costello and,
o >ubleare all fans, but in spite of a 20-year

€W have heard of the “songwriter’s
songwriter”. Meet the camera-shy Canadian
with the upside down career.

DSPAUL MOODY PORTRAIT TOM SHEEHAN

London Holiday Inn Express. Dressed in jeans and plain blue
T-shirt, he looks more like a clued-up tourist than someone who
last night played The Barbican in front of a sell-out crowd.

Scrupulously polite, his acute self-consciousness is given an
added dimension by his doleful demeanour. Notoriously camera-
shy, he admits he watched the film through his fingers.

“The director did agood job but he tells a certain story which
is very downbeat. But the morning after it was broadcast in the
UK Igotaton of emails, mostly from people who hadn’t bought
one of my records for years or thought I'd given up altogether.”

On the surface a bright, breezy pop album, closer inspection
reveals Long Player... to be agonisingly autobiographical, sungin
avoice as smooth and enticing as maple syrup. It traces
Sexsmith’s emotional journey from his depressed state
following 2008’s E:

t Strategy Of The Soul toa sense of spiritual
rebirth, evident in the euphoric strains of Love Shines, leaving
the impression it’s creation involved one mighty dark night

of the soul.

“When we were touring the last album I started getting really
depressed,” he says matter-of-factly. “I'd put on a lot of weight
and [ was drinking heavily. [t was the whole Fat Elvis thing, I don’t
think there was a show when I wasn’t drunk. [ wasn’t performing
properlyand I felt like giving people their money back. When I got
off that tour I wanted to stop completely.”

on Sexsmith wanted to be a rock star for as longas
he can remember. While most young boys growing
up in St Catharines, Ontario (pop 131,989) bonded
with their fathers over ice hockey or on trips to
nearby Niagara Falls, Sexsmith did it through his
record collection
“When my parents split up my dad left his records behind
and so when [ was a kid it was my way of getting to know him a
little bit. My brother was into road hockey, but I'd sitathome
listening to Little Anthony And The Imperials and Johnny Cash.”
By 11 Ron had a new musical idol, an ostentatious piano
player from Pinner. “I joined Elton John's fan club at 11. Mymum
had his Greatest Hits album and I played it over and over again.

Everyone else was into Kiss and Alice Cooper but I related
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“ON TOUR, DRINKING’S A SOCIAL
THING. SEEMS RUDE NOT TO.”

to him because he was an unlikely looking star and he had glasses
like me.”

A part-time job mowing lawns allowed him to buy all of Elton’s
albums, and Sexsmith’s obsession peaked on 7 August 1976.

“Itwas my first ever concert: Elton John at the Rich Stadium in
Buffalo. There were 70,000 people there and it was life changing.
It put the idea into my head that I could be a rock star.”

By his late-teens, Sexsmith was a committed Anglophile, so
besotted with The Who and The Kinks he would even cite chips
and Yorkshire pudding as his favourite foods. On graduating from
St Catharines Collegiate, however, his dreams of rock stardom
had to give way to a more sober choice: working at the local paper
mill or making components for Chevrolets at General Motors.

“Most of my friends went to one or the other, but my brother
told me about The Lion Tavern where they needed someone to
entertain the locals. That seemed a much better option.”

Sexsmith was soon a regular at the tavern, playing crowd
pleasing Neil Young and Creedence Clearwater Revival covers,
slipping in personal favourites such as The Kinks’ Apeman and
The Who's It’s Not True whenever possible.

“I'was having the time of my life just being allowed in a bar.
I'was 5o eager to please, I'd blow my vocal chords out every night.
Looking back it was the greatest education to learn all those
songs, because up until that point I just wanted to be singer.”

Life as a rock’n’roll troubadour had to wait, however: at 21 his
girlfriend Jocelyne (later his first wife) fell pregnant.

Forced to knuckle down, Sexsmith worked as a courier to

make ends meet, taking his bewildered young son Christopher
with him as he pounded the streets. It’s a period he addresses
directly on Michael And His Dad on the new album, where he
sings, “In this cold and damp apartment in the basement/Where
the sun does not come through/And all the bills are overdue.”

“Those were tough times,” he recalls. “But with hindsight,

I can see the positives of being a young dad. It made me grow up
real quick. It also gave me something to write about.”

When, after three years of snatched studio sessions, 1991’s
cassette-only debut album Grand Opera Lane failed to set the
world alight, it seemed as if his chance had gone forever. A year
later, however, he got a call from the album’s producer: an A&R
man at Geffen wanted to see “this Ron guy” play.

“We quickly arranged a showcase but it didn’t go well,” he
sighs. “They felt the songs were good but that  wasn’tagood
enough performer. I felt I had the worst luck. Then another year
later the same guy, Ronny Vance, called me and said he’d got anew

Jobat Interscope. I was the first person he signed.”

Released to general acclaim in 1995, at 31 years old Sexsmith’s
self-titled full debut catapulted him into a world he had previously
only dreamed about.

“I'snot an excuse but the very first time I had sex I became
afather,” he says quietly. “Consequently I'd spent my entire 20s
fantasising about everyone. Forall those years [ was just ‘dad".
Then suddenly I was travelling on planes and all these girls
wanted to be with me.”

uring the’90s, by his own admission, Ron
Sexsmith “couldn’t keep his pants on”.
“When I got on the road it just created this
nightly opportunity to be a rock’n’roll cliché,”
hesays. “I couldn’t believe my luck. You could
be the funniest looking guy in the world but just because you've
Botaguitaragirl has already decided she likes you because she’s
heard your songs. There was a lot of fooling around.”
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And then there was the drinking. “This band has always been
adrinking establishment,” he says with a hint of pride. “I guess
it's the old cliché that when you've had a drink you feel more
charming and witty. When I'm on tour drinking becomes a social
thing. Itkind of seems rude not to.”

But readjusting to home life after the debauchery of the
road wasn’t easy. “Even though I was fooling around,” he sighs,
‘when I came home I would still do the dad stuff. The last five
years with my wife I was real miserable, because I was having
somuch fun on the road I never wanted to come home. I kept
meeting all these women I had more in common with and so
Iwas really conflicted.”

With his career plateauing and his marriage in trouble,
silvation of sorts came with his burgeoning reputationasa
Songwriter. One day in 1996 he was listening to the radio when he
heard Nick Lowe cover Secret Heart, from his self-titled album.

LONG PLAYER
LATE BLOOMER
COOKING VINYL, 2010
A decade of artistic frustration,
choc-a-bloc with cracking pop
Wi flll(?\\'s humour and su.blin.le mc}odies,
l"\'\lu\»:.“ idescreen production tr(?m tiber-

' Bob Rock. A modern classic.
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The ‘many’ faces
of Ron Sexsmith,
pop Zelig: (facing
page) onstage with
Elvis Costello and
Kendel Carsonat
the 2010 Gemini
Awards; (above
top) with his
former record
label boss Kiefer
Sutherland, 2006;
(above right)

on tour with
Coldplay’s Chris
Martin, 2003;

and (above left)
flying solo, 1997.

INTERSCOPE, 1995

Sexsmith’s major label debut
saw the then 31-year-old set out
L his stall as a songwriter of rare
gifts, his ability to conjure poetry from everyday
life (Speaking With The Angel) matched by
haunting arrangements and celestial melodies.
KEY TRACK: Secret Heart

“For me that was like having Buddy Holly doiit,” he enthuses,
“because when [ wrote it I was trying to write [Holly’s ] True Love
Ways. That was the first time anyone had covered one of my songs
and it seemed to set the ball rolling.”

Sexsmith’s life and career have since stabilised into a regular
pattern. Now happily remarried, he has released a steady stream
of well-received albums, notably 2002’s Cobblestone Runway
and 2004’s Retriever, and although they've failed to make any
significant commercial in-roads his reputation has grown steadily
thanks to the stellar wattage of his celebrity fanclub. Along with
theaccolades, in the last decade everyone from Rod Stewart
and Feist (both Secret Heart) to Michael Bublé (Whatever It
Takes) tokd lang (Fallen) have interpreted his songs, earning him,
atleast in Bublé’s case, along overdue payday.

Nonetheless, as Love Shines suggests, it’s hard to shake the
feeling that Sexsmith sees such exposure as a double-edged
sword, expressing dismay at seeing curious Bublé fans check out
his material on You Tube, only to comment, “He’s no Brad Pitt”.

“People would rather see a beautiful person sing a mediocre
song than someone who’s awkward,” he says gloomily. “It’s all
about spectacle these days. Sometimes you see a showand it’s
like Cirque du Soleil up there.”

Tellingly, it transpires that his favourite cover of one of his
songs is by a complete unknown.“There’s a version of Thinly
Veiled Disguise by a 14-year-old girl who covered it as part of
aschool project,” he says, brightening visibly. “It’s amazing.

No affectation, really naked and beautiful.”

Sitting in this hotel cafeteria, it would be easy to cast Sexsmith
as the long-standing understudy who, after years of waiting in the
wings, is having difficulty adapting to his new life centre stage.

The sudden glare of the spotlight generated by Long Player...’s
(comparative) success certainly appears to have dazzled him. He
admits to being “terrified” before his solo performance of Believe
It When I See Iton Later... With Jools Holland and expresses relief
that the prestigious Barbican show is safely out of the way.

His diffidence is matched bya refusal to engage with the 21st
century on anything but the most formal terms: he doesn’t drive,
ownan iPod oramobile phone, and still listens to records on the
gramophone pictured on the sleeve of his new album.

However, it’s clear that beneath the mild exterior beats the
heart of arock'n’roll survivor who may still get his day in the sun.
“Tefeels like the right time for me now, which is kind of weird,”
he says, almost apologetically, as he’s about to leave.“I made
the right record and people seem to be responding to it. Plus
my wife keeps reminding me it’s the year of the rabbit, too, which
is my sign.”

After years of patronage by rock’s elite it appears that, for Ron
Sexsmith, the stars really are aligned.
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RON SEXSMITH
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INTERSCOPE, 1997
The late night Ron: stripped-
back observations of small-town
America (Child Star, Pretty
Little Cemetery) swathed in acoustic guitars,
dream-like melodies and accordion courtesy
of Sheryl Crow. One for the purists.
KEY TRACK: Strawberry Blonde
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