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Full track list for both CDs inside.
Includes: Waves, Portishead Radio, Mona
Congal Reel & Buenos Dias, Capitan.

Also contains new sleeve notes
by Mike Batt.
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Liner Notes by Mike Batt
From Antigua where we had berthed after our Atlantic crossing aboard Braemar in 1981, we made a trip to the island of Montserrat, because Air Studios beckoned as a potentially perfect place to make my new album. The island (years later to be so tragically disabled by the eruption of its volcano) was a beautiful island. It did, of course, lack a world-class symphony orchestra and a shit-hot rhythm section! I planned to record the backing tracks for the album on a quick trip to Berlin and then do the vocals and mixing at Montserrat. We spent some time with George Martin and the McCartney family who happened to be there. Their kids were roughly the same age as our kids. We also had the pleasure of meeting Carl Perkins and witnessing Stevie Wonder and Paul collaborating on “Ebony and Ivory”. 
We returned to Antigua and I flew to Berlin with my finished scores. CBS Germany had booked me a great rhythm section, including the fantastic drummer Kurt Cress. Hansa studio looked out right onto the Berlin wall, only a hundred yards or so away. It was a miserable view, but the starkness of the wall gave a certain edge, a bleak coldness, to the work we did. I can't quite explain it. It was of course, pre-wall-coming-down days, and the horror of the wall was a stark contrast to the high life of West Berlin. The studio sounded great. A big, village hall sized room with a wooden floor, and a Neve desk in the control room. The album suited the studio. 
It was a real experiment for me. Punk had happened only a few years earlier, but I wasn't going to make “punk” records and wear their uniform. I'd already been through that in 1975 when I used to go shopping at the clothes shop called “SEX” on the Kings Road where Vivienne Westwood herself would serve you a canvas jacket that looked more like a straight jacket. I might have worn some of the clothes, but the music didn't do it for me. I wasn't going to conform to it at all. Did that make me more of a rebel than them? They were all copying each other, wearing the same safety pins and hairstyles and playing the same music. I wasn't about to switch my music to breakneck-speeding, out-of-tune rock just to keep up.

Where punk did move me to was an experimental area of my own. Whereas before, I had written in my own style, using orchestra and rhythm section to create my own (absolutely not classic rock!) style, I was feeling compelled to push that style further. It was getting more frenetic, more weird, more experimental, and there was a certain fuck-offness to it that I do owe to punk. If anything it was a classical punkiness that the classical avant-garde were missing by being equally clubbish and aloof. “Six Days In Berlin” was described as “Stravinsky on acid meets everybody else on acid”. The album was, perhaps not unexpectedly, a commercial low point in my solo career, in that it didn't sell as well as the others, but it could be seen as a pivotal moment in my development, and it was certainly totally original. Nobody had ever gone there before, and as far as I know, nobody has gone there since, including me if I'm honest. It was original and in its own way absolutely cutting edge. But UK broadcasters and journalists were drunk on punk and wouldn't have been seen dead looking in my direction in a search for innovation.

After I'd put down the rhythm section tracks at Hansa, in came the Berlin Opera Orchestra to add the orchestral overdubs. They were a strange, old fashioned bunch, and from a conducting and general directing point of view it wasn't like working with the LSO. It was bloody hard work. Nevertheless we got through it, and the heavy darkness in their playing also comes through on the record. Berlin, Dark. Wall. Weird. Rain. Montserrat. Contrast. Sun. Sea. The artist was a bit lost but happily so.

Back to the boat at Nelson's Dockyard in Antigua, en route for Montserrat again, this time to add my vocals and mix the tracks. I used a vocal and compositional technique which was experimental and exciting. Having written the words (but no vocal tune) to fit a space in the already recorded track - perhaps with nothing but drums playing for a number of bars, I sang the lyrics on a monotone to a random rhythm, then overdubbed (recorded again) my voice singing the same words at the same time on a monotone a semitone higher than the first time. Each note was triple-tracked, in other words I sang it, identically, three times, to create a choir sound, then moved up a semitone and sang three more, up another semitone and sang three more, and so on, until every word of the song was available to me in every note of my vocal range, and all triple-tracked. I then assigned each track to a fader on the recording desk, making the recording desk effectively become a kind of organ on which I could “play” my voice by pushing the faders up and down to improvise or compose the tune of the vocals as I went along. I could either play single notes, or chords. This was of course before samplers and ultimately Protools made such techniques obsolete, but in those days, using 48 track two-inch tape only, this was a way to create something interesting. Interesting it may have been, - and unusual it may have sounded, but it did teach me that if you want a great tune, it's still best just to sit down before the session and write one!
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