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Scott Walker's career path
—from’60s boy-band
crooner toaustere experi-
mentalist—remains one of
the oddest trajectoriesin
pop. ThisLP not only con-
tinues Walker’s 40-year drift from pop-
world, but sees himall but sever any links
with pop musicas we know it. The neurot-
ic, dissonant, keening stringorchestra-
tions bring to mind Ligeti; Walker —
singing at the highest end of his baritone
register —sounds like he’s stumbled in
froma Benjamin Britten opera. Thereare
bleak, crypticlyricsaboutElvis'sdead  :
brother, about Mussolini,about Serbia, ~ : lik
about passenger jets slammingintosky- | he
scrapers, about Donald Duck,aboutmen
punching donkeys. Ifyouthoughthislast i B
album ‘Tilt wasodd, just getaload of this. | sv
Youcouldseeitasasoundtrackin i ar
search of a film (listening toitonyour i he
Walkman will turn your commute intoa  vi
terrifying experience) and even Lhe i
album’s superficially trad rock leitmo-
tifs—apounding, Bauhaus-styledrum
gallopanda Morricone-style guitarriff : de
— seem more cinematic thanrock 'n’roll.
Assuchitcallsintoquestionanystar | fv
rating system. It's sufficiently sillyand  § sc
unlistenable to have you screaming that i L
the emperor is wearing no clothes, but it
it’s also one of the most compelling, Lo
exhaustingand harrowingly beautiful i D
records you'll ever hear. Not something  : p
that, say, Tom Jones will be emulating
inahurry. John Lewis te




