Breathing Space Too
Background
Breathing Space Too is the second in a series of four or five EPs* intended to be released in quick succession, but as the first one (Breathing Space) was released over a year ago, that ambition hasn’t quite been realised. Nevertheless, without the weight of expectation that perhaps the first Spectrum album in more than thirty years might attract, the multiple Breathing Space EP concept allows us to happily indulge in a ‘clearing-of-the-decks’ exercise – some of the BS songs have been in the repertoire for a while – before moving on to some new projects. Or not, as the case might be.

*What’s with the EP thing? Well, EP, (‘extended play’) was a strategy adopted in the ‘70s and preceded the notion of a mini-album. So, anything over two tracks and under, say, seven or eight tracks could be considered an EP, perhaps overlapping the standard definition of a mini-album.  
Track breakdown
1) Xavier Rudd Is Not My Son

It was in 2004 at the Thredbo Blues Festival that it first happened. I was on stage rolling up leads after our last performance when I heard this voice from the floor saying, ‘We really like the work of your son.’

I quickly deduced the comment had emanated from the male half of a hippie-ish, but well-heeled middle-aged couple looking up at me expectantly. So, they would certainly be the right age to be acquainted with Spectrum’s lineage, but how would they know about my son? 
And then it dawned on me they weren’t talking about my son at all. They were talking about another Rudd altogether; to be precise they were talking about Xavier Rudd, a young surfer/musician dude of whom I was only vaguely aware at the time, a ‘one-man band’ with an assortment of didges, drums, guitars and harmonicas who was a fixture at most of the festivals - we’d almost run into him at one of the Port Fairy Festivals, in fact.

Since then I’ve regularly been asked whether we’re related, so it was just a matter of time before I wrote a song refuting any familial connection. It’s also been jokingly suggested that I’m related to Kevin Rudd, so he gets a mention too.
2) Hotels, Motels 

I wrote this about five years ago after our former manager, Phil Jacobsen, had invited us to his sixtieth birthday at his stud farm in Qld. We couldn’t afford the airfares, so Phil had to subsidise us to attend his party. This seemed so typical I had to write a song about it, and while I was at it, I checked out our immediate social terrain at the time and found that, impoverished gypsies though we might be, our lifestyle wasn’t so bad after all. 
The recurring oriental motif is meant to suggest travel, and the chordal mode in the verses reminded me of that ‘80s SF band, The Motels, hence the chorus. Swinging Jimmy Sloggett provides the snappy sax break.
3) Hot, Hot Day
This song was written in the summer of 2006 during the Commonwealth Games. It’s quite atmospheric and suggestive of an energy-sapping heat wave. It was originally an instrumental called ‘South Wind’ and the south wind does get a mention in there somewhere.
4) Silicon Valley
Once upon a time, Bill and I had a band called WHY, and we went to West Germany in 1983 to record an album with Tangerine Dream’s Klaus Schulze. I get told nearly every week that such and such a band of ours was ‘ahead of its time’, which I would dispute in most cases, but with WHY it was very nearly the case. We were certainly out of our depth trying to be on the cutting edge of technology, and we returned to Australia with very little to show for our four months of recording and filming in Europe.
A couple of songs survived though, and Silicon Valley is one of two that I wrote prophesying that computers have brought us that much closer to our collective dream of self-annihilation
5) Sensible Shoes

Another one of the surviving tracks from the WHY period, but whimsical rather than doomsday, like Silicon Valley. I’ve subsequently inserted a mildly humorous rap à la Beastie Boys, (or perhaps more Archie Bunker), that wasn’t in the original version. There’s a nice psychedelic fiddle interlude too, (‘take a walk on the mild side’), featuring Nicolas Lyon.
6) Gee Whiz (instr.)

Most of my songs come from discovering a new chord or a combination of chords on my ancient nylon-string guitar. This one did too, and then evolved with Bill, Robbo and me tooling around in the Accidental Music Studio – just the one take. There’s no room in AMS for more than three people at a time, so we added on Daryl’s keyboards and Jimmy Sloggett’s swinging sax later.
7) Meanstreak
This comes from the era when Bill and I were doing our ‘unplugged’ thing after a ten-year hiatus from live performance and we rarely perform it live these days. The chorus refers to that basic instinct for self-preservation we all have, and the verses loosely expand on that theme. Daryl sounds a little Leon Russell-ish on piano, which is exactly what I was looking for.
