





Grobschnitt Story 6

Rockpommel’s Land and elsewhere…
Translated by Eroc, supervised by Murray Walters

The big year 1971

The Crew had ended in October 1969. I had searched for new ways with Wutpickel and Lupo with Charing Cross, and in the beginning of 1971 we reunited again: Wildschwein and  myself, Lupo and his two new companions Bear and Felix. Two guitars, bass and two drummers  it felt like a winning combination. Together with Toni and Porneaux, who attended each rehearsal as fans and later each gig as our first roadies, seven people now stood together as one behind the concept. The origin of the name Grobschnitt (“coarse cut”) is explained already in another part of this CD-series, it felt as what was missing up until this point was a greater clarification of circumstances surrounding the early performances of the band.

The main influences came on one hand from the  late 60s with their ecstatic psychedelic departure tendencies,and on the other hand from classical and jazz music. Especially Baer with his classical musical education (bass, cello, flute) brought a  breath of fresh air into the band. Symphony or Wonderful Music (Grobschnitt, same 1972) are good examples of  that. As a dominant personality he had a major  role in the bands following development. Titles like About my town ( internally also known as “The Jazz Meier”,  widely translated as “The Apple Jack of Jazz”) were a  productive playground for him to show his beloved walking bass and,  in addition, gave us all the opportunity to  accompany him with complimentary performances  There wasn’t much to think about, we just played and let the music flow from our hearts and fingers, we had so much enthusiasm, just as soon as the equipment was set up at one of our many gigs, be they dance-pubs and youth locations in downtown Hagen or even outside e.g. in the legendary Volkspark.

Of  course, deeper  approaches were not ignored when new compositions were the topic. Symphony and also the Maschine with their breaks and complex structures were arranged up to the very last tone and were very much  appreciated by the band and the audience as well  for their convoluted improvisational excursions.
 In this early phase the typical  humour and spirit of Grobschnitt was already an important part of the game. Baer never took himself seriously and he provided each gig with spectacular jokes and happenings. He was the first one to appear dressed totally bizarre on stage and painted himself like a Red Indian. He can be seen in this guise on the cover of the album Ballermann (1974) . It is still remembered to this day how he used to open up the shows with a jump from the top of his speaker cabinet with the first tone of “Nickelodeon”, crashing on his mug with great regularity. With gags like that crazy gigs were always a foregone conclusion.

The Maschine (machine) was very  much appreciated by the audience at that time. In the intro Baer plays two flutes at the same time (he also could do it with his nose), the following part later was developed into Ölberg (Mount Of Olives from the 1st album, 1972) and in the wild middle-part the legendary Rodeo can be recognized which Lupo had presented before as his masterpiece with Charing Cross. The breaks are reflecting the static of the world of the machines and had a special feature: to be perfect I had to stop the crash-cymbal at once after each beat. I succeeded in this by hitting the cymbal and then jumping off immediately from my drummer’s seat grabbing it with both hands to allow it only a short hiss. A pretty show-effect...

A better and for me much more comfortable idea later was brought up by roadie John McPorneaux. He placed himself close to that cymbal and stopped it with his hands after each beat. That caused great amusement among the public: the drummer is thrashing on his cymbal like a fool and the roadie stops it cool again at once. The idea reached it’s peak when Porneaux one day had the idea to put on white gloves for the gag, the ultimate show took place at one gig in the assembly hall of the THG in downtown Hagen: the stage there had a curtain which was drawn back to both sides during the concert. I was standing with my drums at the right side close to that curtain and the particular cymbal was only about two feet away from the curtain. So it was the ultimate joke when Porneaux hid himself behind the curtain and during each break of the Maschine two white gloves suddenly came out of the curtain stopping the cymbal soft but firm after each thrash. Everyone was laughing into tears and that incident became the talk of the town for a long time in the Hagen scene back then. The live recording of the Maschine on this CD occurs from the same concert in the Volkspark in Hagen on September 26th, 1971, as are About my town on the album Eroc 3 and Symphony on the currently sold out CD-reissue of Grobschnitt, same, from Repertoire Records.

Cordial laughter was also heard during the “Choir of the prisoners” in Symphony which the whole audience used to join in at every concert. The recording on this CD results from a rehearsal at the stage of the THG assembly hall. The choir in this one was intensified by the roadies and some friends. The electronic effects in the final section of part I were added later in my studio with tape recorders and echo-machines, another part and parcel of the early German electronic movement.
 In the recordings from 1970 and 1971 Felix, our second drummeris coming from the left channel while I myself am heard on the right side. Among the guitar players Lupo is heard from the left and Wildschwein from the right. Same applies for the recordings from the Volkspark in Hagen. The slight cracklings in the silent parts of Symphony is noise coming from Wildschwein’s guitar amp. The assembly hall of the Theodor-Heuss-Highschool (THG) in Hagen is located right above the famous gymnasium “Ischeland”, already described in detail in the booklet of Vol. 3 of The History of Solar Music. In the gymnasium and the changing rooms there are hundreds of neon bulbs and somewhere one of them was defect and flickering. And that was to be heard through Willie’s amp. We were upset about it, but it would have been absolutely hopeless to search for that one lamp...

1972 – Sahara, just a mood of nature?

The nature of Grobschnitt was always impetuous. Very often the jokes backstage were much bigger than those on stage where more or less concentrated work was required. Always laughter, fights and “punk” went up to the limit. The idea for Sahara and the concerning show-act originated around christmas 1972 during a party in heavy beer-mood, after a severe storm had blown across the band. The first album had just been released, but keyboardist Hermann Quetting (“Quicksilver”), who had been with the group since summer 1971 and attended the studio sessions, and the second drummer Felix were not on board any more. In spite of that the spirit was riding high. Lupo brought the basic melody for Sahara along on his acoustic guitar, the new keyboarder Mist played the harmonies and the bass and I myself invented a silly stomping rhythm based on the hi-hat “train”. It was intended to be a stupid and monotone thing similar to a caravane. We thought of a horde of Bedouins on their way through the desert, loaded with equipment for an open-air, when suddenly a sandstorm was about to spoil the whole thing. And when it came up to the lyrics and vocals it was yelled again: “Eroc, c’mon...”.

I thought immediately of that low voice I had created by using varispeed in Mount of Olives on the first album,  the others in the group thought that was a good idea. So I recorded an instrumental version of Sahara at the rehearsal and then wrote some silly lyrics (“Take your car, drive to Africa...”). Then I played the recording on double speed on the tape-recorder, sang and recorded my text and then played the whole thing back on normal speed. And look there: my voice sounded like an old camel. The band was  hysterical with laughter the next day when I played it to them. And Günther Körber, the A&R man from Metronome Music who visited us some days later to listen to our new material, found it absolutely “sensational”. Sahara then was produced in spring of 1974 completely freshly composed for the album Ballermann in the Dierks Studios and my old demo went into the archives. But now, 33 years later, it gets the honour to finally appear in my Grobschnitt Story.

The unknown Masterpiece from 1973

This particular piece of music was composed by us 1973 in the 4 piece line-up without Baer (bass) and was played only on a few concerts. I don’t recall the title and it was destined to be forgotten forever, because I only recorded it one single time at a gig somewhere and a few weeks later had erased the whole tape completely by accident.

30 years later I came across the old tape, bearing no text or title on it. Of course I wanted to know the content,so i gave it a spin and heard something mumbling and grumbling, sounding closer to a sack of coal talking to itself than to a recording. But the longer I listened the bigger my eyes and ears grew. I recognized this particular piece, which I had completely forgotten, and suddenly the anger I had experienced when I had erased that tape, came back again. I was so upset that I had thrown the tape into the darkest corner of my archive, because I wanted to forget it for the rest of my life. But how could it happen that I now could hear a tiny  piece of the recording after it being erased for more than 30 years? Some kind of magic...?

Here I am 45 years into recording and associated technologies, but I had never came across such a phenomenon! I scratched my head: a stereo-tape is recorded on two separated tracks, one for the left speaker and one for the right. Therefore two magnetized traces are put on the tape bearing the musical information. Magnetizing in this case means, that the small metal particles in the layer of the tape are arranged corresponding to the music. When a tape is erased, these particles are brought into confusion again and nothing is to be heard except hiss.

The two traces on the tape can be compared to a highway under construction: left and right trace are magnetically “ tarred” during the recording, except a small strip between both called a“separation track” or “meadow”. This meadow is about 2 millimeters wide and always stays empty for proper separation of both audio-traces. But tarring a highway is not always a clean procedure. Some splashes always hit the meadows and that’s the same with recording on a magnetic tape. Magnetism has the quality to transfer itself. If you put a nail onto a magnet the nail will catch magnetism itself and become magnetic. That’s what happens to the small magnetic particles on a recording tapealso, they transfer their own magnetism slightly to their neighbours. So the magnetized particles of the audio tracks have an influence on the unmagnetized particles at both edges of the empty  “meadow”, so that a very weak copy of the musical information is stored there. That’s called crosstalk. When the tape is erased, the erase head catches exactly both audio-tracks but never touches the “meadow” between them which has to separate the erasing from one to the other track, in case you want to erase only one track. So the “meadow” will never be erased and an amount of crosstalk can stay there for ages, even if it’s very weak. But you will never hear it, because the reproduction head of the recorder can only read the audio-tracks. So back then, when I didn’t know too much about recording physics I was right to believe, that the tape was completely empty and the recording lost forever, because I heard absolutely nothing but plain hiss any more.

But throwing the tape into the archive and never touching it again for decades  had turned out as a pure blessing, because  of this small amount of crosstalk-signal that had survived the erasure back then, which then had years and years of time to have an influence on some particles of the erased audio-traces so that today something can be heard again when putting on the tape.

Concerning all that I suspected, that the “meadow” itself must have been bearing a better signal than that grumbling mumbling sack of coal I heard from the audio tracks. I Therefore adjusted the reproduction head of the recorder in a way that it could catch the “meadow” and the wonder occurred!: the sound grew louder and slightly cleaner. But all in all it was light-years away from normal recording quality, filled up with hiss and sounding as if you put three blankets of wool over your head. And it all could only happen that way, because I had used a new blank tape back then and did only that one recording on it. In any other case a pile of magnetical garbage of all recordings done would have been found on the “meadow”. Only because of putting the tape away and  not touching it for years had that small amount of crosstalk survived in the “meadow” and raised it’s tiny voice  after  decades by crosstalking back into the totally erased audio-tracks.

The rest was professional routine: I saved that weak signal with the best converters into the digital domain where I treated it for months with all my knowledge and a thousand tools and methods. By the start of 2006 I finally had a result matching my requirement for an audible quality. Even though it is not in stereo because that can never be restored from a simple crosstalk signal.  It also still carries some hiss and sounds that stop it from reaching the quality of  the other material from the Grobschnitt Story. But if you let yourself fall into that unbelievable playing-pleasure the band produced back then, this will never disturb you when opening up a piece of the early Grobschnitt period, which may even be unique without that unbelievable background story. I myself can say: this is one of the very best pieces I ever layed down with this crazy bunch of musicians...

1974 – Wade in the water and steppin’ stones…

Baer had left in November 1972 for reasons of health and came back one year later after some heavy operations. Meanwhile we had done quite a few gigs without him during 1973. Mist had done very well by playing the bass with his feet on his organ as he did in the Masterpiece mentioned above. But when Baer was with us again new impulses occured. We started rehearsing the songs for the album Ballermann which was soon about to be recorded, but in spite of all the hard work the playing-pleasure  was always our driving force. As soon as the equipment was set up somewhere there was an immediate warm-up. Someone threw in a theme and wonderful jam-sessions occured like e.g. Steppin’ Stones or Wade In The Water, which -as an old traditional- was not unfamiliar to us, because in the time of The Crew (1966 – 1969) Lupo, Wildschwein and myself had been very deep into Blues and Soul. Same thing happened live and so there were many very interesting  improvised pieces besides Solar Music in the 1974 concerts.

1976 – The story behind Ernie’s story

Baer had left the band in May 1975, forever, but not without teaching all his lines and tricks for tracks on the upcoming album Jumbo to the new bassplayer Hunter (“Popo”). And when that album was finished we started off on a journey to new musical horizons. The idea of a story about a little boy starting out on a journey in a paper plane into a wonderful world of adventures was created by our keyboardist Mist. The arrangements  were then worked out by all of us and the lyrics  were written... in the very end. That’s very unusual with us because normally we begin with a story and a finished text which is  then fitted with the music. But Grobschnitt  usually  did most things the other way round.

Mist had offered a rough concept for the story and we worked together day and night to flesh out which details should  be added. Finally we came up with a storyboard of ideas which had to be transferred into song-lyrics. This task was, as always, left to me, because I  had the best command overenglish and could generally find something close to  the right words in most situations.

First I came up with the name Rockpommel’s Land after an intensive study of the dictionary where I discovered the word “pommel”. I thought of certain rock and stone formations to be found everywhere in that imaginary country ruled by the stone-heads. The word “glee” can be described as eye-twinkling joy and so I had the name for the old man, the friend of the children. Concerning Ernie I had Sesame Street in mind, of course, the evil town had to be named Severity Town and Howard Johnson’s, at that time in Germany a vastly unknown fast food chain like McDonalds had been already mentioned in  a tune i admired called Billy The Mountain, by Frank Zappa. That the big bird had to be called Maraboo was an idea from Wildschwein later during one of the numerous work sessions when we  threshed out the phrasings for the lyrics. From this point the creative process continued as follows:
First I recorded the finished instrumental tracks of RPL at the rehearsal. The tapes I passed on to Wildschwein for developing tonal phrasings and melodies for his vocals at home. When that was done we met again and I recorded Willie’s vocal patterns  to get a feel for the melodies myself. Then on each la-la-la phrase from Willie I had to write exact sentences which had to go together with the melodies, to sound suitable in their respective language and to make perfect sense for Ernie’s adventures. The horse had to be saddled from the back, so to say, but I can assure you i had some experience for this procedure because I already had plaited together the songs for the first three albums of the band in this unusual way. So it went well for Rockpommel’s Land, too, although there were no computers existing at that time to write and review the easy way. All I had was my memo pad and an old typewriter by the name of “Adler Pre WW II”, but that wasn’t an impediment as long as I had my dictionary and some silence around.

When the lyrics were done I took them to Wildschwein. Now I had to explain the contents and the correct  pronunciation to him because he didn’t have an exceptional command over  english. But he was very talented and diligent and so things went  very smoothly. For both of us it was nearly the same kind of adventure as for Ernie, to listen to the new born fantasy world and discover it again within melodies. The whole thing was a great experience for us. Because of that I have kept the complete rehearsal-tapes and  am now able to present this little glimpse behind the walls. Finally we introduced the finished vocal-tracks to our fellow musicians at rehearsals. They  were all happy with the project’s progress and  so we began with numerous weeks of rehearsal ,sometimes as much as ten hours a day so that  we were adequately rehearsed for the album’s recording sessions.

1976 to 2006 – Thirty years of Rockpommel’s Land

The musical output of Grobschnitt  cannot be reduced  to only Rockpommel’s Land and Solar Music. Although the influence of the concerned albums might have lead to this opinion among those who never had a chance to experience the band on stage. The nature of a recording is similar to a photo shot, for years and years songs are  heard by  the public as they were played and produced for only one single occasion in a studio, with all their pro’s and con’s. Of course you don’t record an album every two years to offer it again and again as canned music to the public, but the idea of a new mix of RPL grew over the years and often enough you could hear the statement from musicians: “If we could record that again today or at least remix it,  it could be a whole lot better”.

But there’s a difference between the feeling of the musician to be able to present something “better” in his eyes, and the feeling of the listener who often gets used to the special charisma of certain faulty and even inadequate details of a production and scores things much higher from a subjective emotional point of view, instead of judging musical and sonic details. Even the crackling of old vinyl is called today, in the age of the absolute clean sounding CD,  charming and authentic instead of disturbing and detracting from the overall performance..

There lies the danger in going too far with the re-mix and departing too much from the original versions and their sometimes very own charisma. Although technicians and musicians try to give their best, the listeners in many caseshave responded with such comments: “Sounds cleaner now, but comes across somehow steril and doesn’t have that certain something any more”.
 Of course I am aware of this danger. But I know, too, that RPL doesn’t sound very pleasant and sometimes even technically inadequate on the old vinyls and CDs copied from the original tapes from 1976, even if the tracks are remastered with great care, which in some cases offers even more of the weak points. I know e.g. which filters were used the wrong way back then during the mixes that are affecting and even preventing the listening pleasure up to this day. Certainly, in the area of filters and mixing,we can do much better today and concerning the listening attractivity the original RPL recordings require much more care for presenting them perfectly on audio-media than the old mixes ever can offer. But in spite of all efforts there wasn’t much more in the way of reproductive equipment to whip out back then.

The summer of ’77 ended, RPL was finished and I said goodbye to Conny Plank in the backyard of his studio. We all were happy that it was over. Weeks of meticulous detail-work laid behind us in which everyone had given his last and best, the moods had swung between hate, stress and total enthusiasm and Conny had called us more than one time his “Kurorchester” (health resort  orchestra). In addition the new 24-track recorder in the studio was driven on 30 i/ps for the very first time, which required four huge tape-reels, each with a capacity of only 16 minutes. In addition, too, Conny had used for the very first time a dBx system, a noise-reduction similar to Dolby. It should become the ultimate recording feasable at that time.
But unfortunately we had touched  dangerous ground with the tape-reels of the brand Agfa PEM 468, a newcomer in the Plank studios, too. During the recordings the tapes already showed such an amount of sticky  material in the actual composition, that the heads of the machine became frequently dirty and during the mix sessions it got so drastic, that I was detached to clean the heads with alcohol and cleenex after each run. otherwise the rubbed off magnetic particles would have caused drop-outs on the tracks. So those tapes were called the “Goo Charge”. But the mixes could be finished without any major drop-outs and we all were happy and relieved. According to the ’accepted behaviour among thieves’ Conny and I then decided to divide the loot so that no one of us could start anything on his own: I got the first two tapes and he kept the other two. Actually they were not required any more because the finished mixes were sent on normal ¼” stereo-tapes to the record company for manufacturing the vinyls.

The years passed and when Conny had passed away in 1987 the incident with the RPL-tapes came back to my mind. I pulled them out and looked at them, pensive and sad. For so much time Conny had been my friend and master, too wonderful were all those months and years we had worked with him since 1971. There were so much memories clinging to those tapes, too, because I had left Grobschnitt in the meantime and RPL had reached ,alongside Solar Music a real  cult status among the fans.

I put the tapes on my 24-track machine in the Woodhouse Studio and gave them a spin. It was horrible because I didn’t have a dBx noise reduction and so the sound was completely slushy. Tapes recorded with Dolby or dBx have to be de-coded with exactly the same systems whenever played back. Also the heads of the machine became very dirty after a few minutes. Goo Charge... that was totally unsatisfying. But the cellar of the Woodhouse is big and so the tapes went back into their corner among dozens of other memorabilia. It seemed hopeless ever to get hands again on a 24-track dBx. The “digital age” had arrived and the dinosaur tape-machines were  being discarded everywhere. Somehow I couldn’t push that feeling away that with Conny Plank an important part of the analog tape era had passed away, too.

Some years later I called up Conny’s wife Christa and asked her if she knew what had happened to the other two tapes of RPL. But she shook her head: Conny had left hundreds of tapes in various deposits and no one looked through where what was to find. Lots of old tapes were even thrown away already, possibly the two other RPL-tapes, too. So obviously my two specimen’ now had an absolute  cult status and my dream to remix our complete “little rock-opera” again some day was gone forever.

By end of the 90’s I found an article about “baked tapes”. Worldwide problems aroused with old tapes especially of the brand AMPEX which already showed signs of decay and couldn’t be played any more after only ten years. So there was a saving method developed: the tapes were put into an oven for a few hours and then could be played back almost like new  for copying and saving the recordings. Of course I had the old AGFA-tapes from RPL in mind when I read this, the “Goo Charge”. But it seemed senseless, anyway, because if they could be saved this way, what then about the absolutley necessary dBx? I hadn’t come across such a system  in decades.

After the turn of the millenium I launched the Grobschnitt Story. Everything now was “digital”, restorations and edits were done on screen, in most studios there were no analog tape recorders to be found any more and my old 24-track machine received it’s gracious bread from Siggi, whom I had sold it when I quit the studio in 1999. But one evening I stumbled across a lucky chance by entering the names of several oldies into the eBay search engine: radios, tape- recorders, microphones, and more accidentally “dBx”, too. And then it started...

A small ecclesiastical studio (“For The Blind”) in Florida offered a 2-channel dBx type 180, exactly the same system we had used 30 years ago at Conny Plank’s studio in a 24-tracks version. I didn’t hesitate one single second and succeded in bidding. My plan was sealed and I started the “big  baking”. Both RPL tapes went into my baking oven in the kitchen and I crossed my thumbs for six hours. Either it would be successful or everything was lost. A date in the Woodhouse was fixed immediately, my old 24-track was still standing there in it’s corner and I put on the first tape with a beating heart. Surprise: the heads stayed clean, obviously the baking had helped the “Goo Charge” onto it’s feet. And the best of all: the single tracks sounded more then great when played through the dBx system. So I succeded in copying each single track via the 2-channel dBx over a 24-bit A/D to a DAT-recorder. That took me several hours but later I drove home  luckily loaded with my tapes and a pile of DAT-copies.

The rest was diligence again: the tracks were transfered from the DAT’s into my digital systems where I could treat and optimize each single instrument and each played tone and later synchronize it all together to 24 tracks again. It took me a few more months but in the end everything was clean and correct and I could remix the songs on my analog desk by hand, like back then. That also took me some weeks because I spent meticulous hours working on  each single tone. I also used a lot of analog gear like we did back then in Conny’s Studio as e.g. EMT gold plate reverb, UREI limiter and other original effects from the 70’s, because I intended not only to keep the special charisma and authenticy of the tracks, but to turn it out even more  melodious to the ear.

That led into complete new mixes of the first three songs of Rockpommel’s Land, which now present this masterpiece in a kind of unbelievable splendour showing details which had “slept” more than three decades on the old tapes and would have stayed there forever, if I hadn’t been chasing after this idea for nearly half of my life and finally being able to get things done due to some lucky chances. IMHO the music now comes across like never before and proves one more time, how great and unique Grobschnitt already was back then.

1979 – Out into the great wide open…

When in the middle of the 70’s equipment and demands grew bigger the THG assembly-hall in Hagen didn’t fit right any more as a rehearsal place for us. It was strenuous to set up and take down the complete gear each evening because during daytime hours there were music-lessons held on the stage. Also in the foyer there had nested the “Blue White Sparks”, a carnival’s ballet jumping and stomping around there twice a week, which was very disturbing for us. By end of 1978 Lupo succeeded in finding a farm near Wuppertal which  could be rented and became shortly after, like precisely described in another booklet of the Story Series, our domicile. The adjacent shed, 130 square-meters of size, was built into a rehearsal-studio and in early 1979 it began: take off for any rehearsals around the clock. There between 1979 and 1982 the albums Merry-Go-Round, Illegal and Razzia originated. And also the good old habit of the band for intensive musical warm-ups and the flow of new creative ideas now had the ultimate freedom: we could try and improvise in each possible formation for hours and hours day and night. The track First Day Of May (later changed to May Day for the album Merry-Go-Round) is a pretty good example how spontaneous parts later were developed to a whole song. The recording I did with only two mikes set up in the shed which proves one more time the live-character and precision of Grobschnitt’s performance. The Überfall (“Holdup”) originated during the rehearsals for the album Illegal. Here already Milla Kapolka is to be heard on bass and Toni Moff Mollo sparkles in a  superb section as the solo-singer. Of course the idea was developed like many others during another beer drowning party, of which the old farm had certainly seen more than one.
1982 – Razzia and other cases

There was always speculation why there occured these heavy breaks in style with the albums Illegal and especially Razzia. I think that was caused, on one hand by the matter of listening-habits, on the other by time-shift, because most listeners don’t hear the albums at once after they came out and so can’t develop a continuous taste according to the releases. But the main reason is the development of the bands. The musicians are very  deeply into their material every day, knowing each single detail long before the albums are recorded and released,  it is inevitable the songs feel less attractive and interesting after each tour and therefore  the musicians are searching for new ideas more regularly than the fans. If you want to  see this point in fact you can talk of a complete break in style between the first GS-album from 1972 and Ballermann, too. And RPL and Solar Music Live also don’t have very much in common. And because Illegal and Razzia were even more consequent in themselves and came out in a phase of upheavals, the differences to their predeccessors are more obvious. 

For Razzia it stands that with the loss of the long-time keyboarder Mist, an important integration figure had vanished which led into a much more critical view from outside on the band’s output. And inside we were not always very closely united,  as well. Though there may be  a coherence between the songs Wir wollen leben (We want to live) and Wir wollen sterben (we want to die); among the musicians themselves there was no harmony concerning the creation of these two. After my long and wonderful time with Grobschnitt I don’t want to publish private and intimate facts, but it mustn’t been kept under the blanket that there were heavy changes and differences during the production of Razzia, especially concerning the contentment and presentation of these two particular songs. Therefore the rough original version of Wir wollen sterben, which I always  favoured,  was doomed to disappear in the archives and the song then was altered and presented in a more attractive and smooth version for the album and the following tour. But if we look today, one quarter of a century later, at the situation and development of our environment, the lyrics of Wir wollen sterben still are as actual as ever and this song could well have been shaped even much more  drastically back then.

Also it’s not a mistake to look at the album Razzia in  the light of the upcoming Neue Deutsche Welle (New German Wave). It was a fact that in the beginning of the 80’s many young and wild bands brought a fresh breeze to the scene and we oldtimers with our “traditional trade” sometimes only could stand and stare, how kids just being able to hold their guitars straight, suddenly achieved huge sales. In this case Grobschnitt didn’t show the  necessary collective composure and  sovereignty. We were too much in an upheaval ourselves and always the question arose where the journey would lead us. No wonder that such themes like D.A.F. (abbreviation for Der alte Freund, to be translated with “The Old Friend”) here more  effectively noted in the chorus Lass’ doch endlich die Sau raus (“C’mon let off the sow”). In spite of that the album Razzia has it’s rating and enriches the whole picture. Because Mist wasn’t capable for the recordings any more, I had to play his parts for the album. But because some songs were already developed together with him there are some demo recordings existing where he plays the keys. So for this CD the sow is let off with Mist on the keys (Mist can also be translated with “droppings”). What a sentence – the sow is let off with droppings on the keys. Oh my god, I think, I’m still not grown up yet...
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