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A   tattered   ticket   stub   from   a   great
concert.  An   old   photo   of  family   and
friends. We've  all  got  mementos  in  our
wallets,   and   I9-year-old   singer-song-
writer   Lennon   is   no   exception.   She
carries  the  original  lyric  sheet  to  "5..3o
S¢£%7.d¢/ Mor72z.7gg," the title track of her
debut    album,    wherever    she     goes.
Resolutely holding on to her own words,
written   in   her   own   hand,   may   seem
sentimental,  self-nurturing,  even  sweet.
And the song itself is a rich piano ballad
redolent   with   pre-dawn,   love-drunk
emotion. But form a snap impression of
the  artist based  on the  tune  -  and  the
tender act of preserving it on paper as a
kind  of  talisman  -  and  you'll  soon  bg`

"I've  played  punk  and  hardcore  clubs,
and  I've  played  the  most  distinguished
blues and jazz clubs. I've played with 3o
different   bands,"   Lennon   recites,   her
matter-of-fact  tone  belying  her  youth.
But while her experience can perhaps be
justified - Lennon  grew up just outside
of Nashville,  a.k.a.  Mg4f£.c  Cftj;,  and  has
been writing songs since she was seven -
her  sound  is  an  absolute  head-spinner.
Assaultive.  Intense.

From   individuality   anthems    like
"Mogr722.z2g, " with its relentlessly ominous

rhythm and guitars, and the cranked-up,
pissed-off   "Property   Of  Goarfucker,"   to
such   love-is-hell   pieces   as   bleak   and
treacherous  first  single  ``87\¢fre  0/ yo%r
Car"   and   ``7lbeJe   Deyf,"   a   storm   of
menacing guitars, sinister keyboards and
monstrous   background   growls,   it   is
obvious  this   girl  is  high  on  the   hard
stuff. Yet Lennon also uncannily merges
the heavy with the heavenly on "Cog4/d% '£
Brc4£bc"   and   wields   whisper   on   the
hammering  "T7y£.cog  To  M¢fac  Me."  And
yes,  she's  the  same  artist who  aches  on
the    delicate    "4ffaG.cog   yoz!"   and    the
aforementioned title track.

Lennon's   songwriting   dexterity   and
flat-out   gorgeous   voice   -   vigorous,
passionate,  defiant  and  feral  but  never
strident or shrieky - attracted attention
immediately.

"My first real show was in this small bar -  me on keyboards, with a
backup singer and a guitarist," she recalls. ``It was a four-hour show,
all original stuff.  I was  15. Right after that, everyone started coming
around.   I've been dealing with labels for years."

Before that, Lennon's primary audience  -  not to mention mentor,
collaborator and inspiration - was her mother, Kathleen Murphy, an
aspiring  songwriter.  ``1  always  just  wanted  to  be  like  my  mom,"
Lennon says. "She played piano a little bit, so I started taking lessons
at  age  four.  She  wrote  country  stuff,  and  to  spend  time  with  her,
I  would  fix  it  -  the  music  or  the  lyrics.   I  started  doing  stuff by
myself shortly after that - just being bored and screwing around on
the  piano."  Floored  by  her  daughter's  talent,  Kathleen  assumed  a
management   role,   culling   players   from   the   Nashville   scene,
booking gigs  and  negotiating with the various  record  companies
vying for the young irtist. Meanwhile, Lennon's life was, "School -

basically    all    honors
classes  -  and between
homework  and  tests  I
wrote   songs   and   did
shows."
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A few  days  passed  her
I8th  birthday   -   just
as    Lennon was  about
to  graduate  from high
school   and   sign   her
record deal  -  tragedy
struck.    She     arrived

home  from  school  to  find  her mother  dead  of an  apparent  allergic
reaction.   But Lennon herself couldn't fall apart; she became  solfly
responsible for her eight-year-old sister, Mariella, whom she and her
mom had been raising since the child was an infant.   "I had to take
care of her," Lennon says, explaining that an aunt suddenly decided
that   she   wanted   Mariella,   and   a   fierce   custody   battle   ensued.
"I couldn't rest, I went right back to school because if I broke down
-  if it looked like I wasn't going on  -  Mary would be  taken away
from  me,"  says  Lennon,  who  has  formally  filed  for  adoption  and
hopes  to  see  the  situation  soon resolved.   Suddenly finding herself
without  a  mother  -  and  becoming a  mother herself-  reinforced,
rather than deterred, Lennon's musical goals. She needed her deal to
support Mariella,  and  her own mom,  of course, would  have  wanted
Lennon to make her album. "My one stipulation was that we'd do the
record  here  in  Nashville,  so when Mary  got home  from  school  my
roommate  could  bring  her  to  the  studio,"  she  says.    In-between
"household stuff -  cooking, cleaning and running around to soccer

games," Lennon threw herself into the recording process. "We went
in, worked our asses off and had it done in a month."

As to  her music's genesis Lennon simply says: ``Inspiration?  Fuck ...
/z/a."   The power struggles on 5..3o S¢Zg47itzey Mo77".7zg reflect profes-
sional  hurdles jumped:   "In the  music business, basically everybody
wants  you  to  be  what  they  want,"  she  explains,  noting  author Ayn
Rand as a big influence "in terms of sticking to what you want to do."

But   Lennon   isn't   especially   concerned   about   whether   people
understand exactly where she's coming from. "If they get it, they get
it" she says. "What I really want is for people to relate to my music-
to put their lives into my songs."   It may not be  a safe place, inside
Lennon's  songs,  but  anyone  who's  ever  known  pain,  or  passion,  or
power,  will  be  drawn  to  f..3o  S¢£z£71d¢y  Morae¢.cog.  Any  time  of  day.
Any day of the week.

ARlmr   www.1ennononline.com   www.arista.com  ©2ooi ^r,s.a RCLt,rti`



*  LENNON
5:30 Saturday Morning
PRODUCERS: Jeffrey Pringle,  Scotty Smith,

Marcus  (DJ)  Siskind, and  Spider

Arjsta 4669
Anyone who thinks that all female
teenagers entering the music business
are of the same cookie-cuttei- pedigree (d
blond fashion plate who sings `strjctl}`
made-I-or-radio fare) will he jolted from
their jaded complacenc}' upon hearing
singer/song\\'riter Lennon's Arista debut.
5:3()SaturdayMoming.Altl9,tlneT;;-
nessee native has taken more musical
chances on her debut than some sea-
soned artists have in their entire careers.
She opens the set with the Rob Zc`mbie-
styled "Propert.v ot Goatfucker.. and
drops in some sinister organs and tripp}.
voice-o\'ers on first single "Brake ol-Your
Car." Her two torch songs ("Asking You"
and the title cut) will surel.\' convert the
most die-hard teen. queen fans. thanks
to the artist`s passi(inate piano pla}'jng
and a I.v`rical ht)nesty that's almost too
authentic.  For immediate gratification.

go dire(.tly to "M}' Beautiful." Let it serve
as }tour introduction to a sol(t artist
who`s.poised for the top,-C[ I
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Lennon Murphy is ev-
ery  hard-rock-lovin4
dude.g wet  dfeam:  a

August 30. 2001

I voluptuous teenafe vixen with a per`chant for bawdy lyrics

ar`d dark metal riffs. And. tho`ifh she cops to a serious crush
ori Brendari Ffasef, she.s  currently sans boyfriend.

Her  debut  album.  5..3o  Satu/day  Momi.n£.  catalo€s
•.fucked-up relationships, €ettin€ screwed over or pissed

off at someone" via headbanfers that recall both Korn's

|loomy  a€€ression  and  Fiona  Apple.s  arty  dysfunction.
"l'm  on  my  knees  finding you/Bring myself just  low

enough/To  do  what  you  want  me to  do," she  sin€s  in
"Property of Goatfucker."

Ever since the nineteen-yea/-old played her first fi€ -
a three-hour show at a dinty club in Hendersonville, Ten-

nessee,  when  she  was  or`ly fifteen  -she`s  understood
how to  raise  eyebrows,  .'1  like to  say very Sexual  thinfs

just  for  shock  value."   she  explains.   ..When  I  was
younger,  it was fun to  hear whispers around the  room.
Iipr`e.  .She's  I/.fteen./.  -

lf you want to think all this brazen sexuality i5 a sub-
versive  feminist  {esture.  you.re  spending  mofe  ener-

£y worryin€ ahout the  politics  of fende/ than Lennon
does.  Except  for Ani  DiFr3nco.  she's  "not  a  bi£.  fan  of"

other women's music, Her tastes run more to Ko/n and
Marilyn  Manson.  .'1  don't  like  the  stifma  of beinf a  fe-
male  artist,"  she  says.  ..The  only  difference  betweeri
me  and  everybody  else  is  I  don't  have  a  dick.  And
sometimes  I.ve got more balls than halt the gu/s I  per-
form  with ...- I E N N y   E L I s r. U.



NYLON

Iennon hasn't    let   tragedy   stop

T3[y:rfrTo|Eursu]ng  her  dreams.  thesinger       talks        to
tamara ikenberg about alienation, ayn
rand,    and    a    fierce    commitment

I,
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NYLON:  You`ve  endured  some  senous  family
trauma. You  found  your  mother dead from  a fatal
allergic  reaction just as  you  were  committing  to
a  major record  label  deal,  and  now you.re fighting
for  custody  o-;  your  adopted  sister,  Manella.  Much
has  been  made  of your  compelling  story,  ls  it

gE#REoaNnToty`{,:%:t`sover.dramat,zedj.mdo,ng
the  best  I  can  and  I  don't  want to  be  reminded  of
it every  single  day.  I  started  tryir,g  not to  bring  lt
up  as  much  as  possible,

N:  Your  clebut  album,  5.'30.  Sur7day Mom/'ng,
blends  raw,  sometimes  raunchy  rock  anthems`
rriournful  ballads,  and  some  truly  uplifting  tunes.
You're  bound  to  be  comparecl  tct  Alanis
Morlssette.  What ciid  you  think  of  her sudden
spmtual  transformation  atter venturing  to  lndia?
L:  I  I.espected  her  more  before  she  went.  I  didn't
[ike  her  second  album.  I  wanted  something  I
could  relate to.  I  like  to  iiave  a connection  with
the  lyrlcs.  Her first  album,I  could  definitely  relate
to  lyrically.  Hey,  l've  been  fucked  over,  too.

N:  OK.  Go  ahead  ancl  bash  Britne}J  and  company.
L:  l'm  not a  big  fan  of the  pop  thlng.  I  prefer for

people  to  wrlte  their  own  stiiff.  If  they  put  on  a
good  show,  instead  of calling  them  artists`  call
them  performers.  A  strip  club  puts  on  a  good
show.  too.

N:  Did  you  hear that A.J.  from  the  Backstreet
Boys  ls  depressed  and  in  treatment? What's  up
with  that?
L:  Maybe  it's  for  press,  maybe  he's  really
depressed.  But  I  can't  really  see  why  he's
depressed.  He's  making  a  shitload  of  money.
Come  li\Je  my  life  for  a  day.

N: What drew you to  maktng your own  music?
L  I  had  no  friends;  I  was  m!s,erable  ancl  looking
for  somethlng  in  my  life.  I  never  wantea  to  be
on  stage.  And  I  always  wanted  to  write.  music,
stories,  poetry.

N:  Poetry?  Like  Jewel?
L:  No.  Not  like  Jewel,  I  write  prose  pieces

sometimes.  They  dontt  rhyme.

N: The  first song  on  yoiir album  is  called
"Property of Goatfucker.' Wnat's the  story?

L:  lt`s  an  Inside joke  between  me  anc]  my
roommate,  She  has  a tattoo  on  ner  lower back`
and  people  would  ask what  it  meant.  It got to the
point where we got so sick of  people  asking,  we
would  say  lt  nieant  Hproperty  of  goatfucker."  I
hate  naming  songs.

N:  Do  you  think  it'll  be  your first  hit?
L  I  think  if  it  ever  went  to  radio  it  would  be
overpopularized.  It's  more  llke  a  show  thing.
People  know  'it,

N: Your mom,  Kathleen. was  an  aspirlng  musician`
and  your  biggest fan  and  supporter.  How  did  she
Influence  you  whHe  you  were  growing  lip?
L  She  played  Frank  Sinatra,  Harry  Chapir\,  Jim
Croce-singers  who  told  stories.  I  studied  piano
since  I  was  4, and  my  mom  taught  me to sing.
That's  why  I  can't  breathe  right on  stage.  I  like
my voice  because  it`s  not trained.  It doesn`t sound
like  anyone else.  It sounds  better on  stage than  in
the studio. My mom  pushed  me on  stage at  15,
for  a three-hour  set.  I  iovec}  it,

N: You're  a fierce  performer.  There`s  moaning,

pounding,  and  grinc)ing,  and  you  alternate
between  sweet smiles  and  scowls.  How would

you  describe your  style?
L:  Very  animated.  I  play  guitar,  I  play  piano.  I  play
arounc]  with  the  lyrics.

N:  l've  noticed  you're  a  multi-tasker.  Smoking,
answering  questions,  emalling  from  your  Palm
Pilot,  entertaining  your  sister. . .  How  is  Mariella
dealing  with  the  rock  'n'  roll  lifestyle?
L  She's  fine.  I.ve taken  her to  every  concert.

N:  Do  you  Indulge  in  said  rock  `n'  roll  lifestyle?
L: When  I  pla,v  a show. that's  my fijn.  I  don't
like  going  oi,t. To  me,  fun  is  staying  at  home  and
watching  a  mov!e,

N:  When  the  big  bucks  start  rolling  in,  how  are

you  gonna sper,d  them?

0\---

L When  I  signed  my  record  contract, the  only
thing  I  bought was  an  $800  used  car that
caught  on  flre  three  nionths  ago,I  hate  spendlng
money  on  myself,  lt's  like,I  could  get  this,  or  I
could  buy  a  week.s  worth  of  grocenes  tor  me
and  my  sister.  Urn,  1'11  go  wlth  the  groceries,

N:  Did  yoij  have  any amb!tior;s  besides  becoming
a  musician?
L  My  goal  was.  that  lf  sc)meth!ng  dldn`t  happer`
by the  end  of  high  school.  I  would  go to  college
and  do  fashion  design,  because  I  make  clothe.s,
or  be  an  English  literature  professor,  whlch  is  my
real  passion.

N: What book  are you  most  passionate about?
L:  I  got  7he Founfarriheed  for  my  16th  birthday.  A
frierd  gave  me that and  Easr of Eder),I  rarely
read  books  twlce.  I  read  Foi//ifa/'thead  twice.  I've
read  every  sing!e  c>ne  of Ayn  Rand's  books.

N:  What  Ideals  do  you  and  Ms.  Rand  have  in
common?
I_:  IndMdualism  against  collectlvlsni:  standing  on

your  itwn.  no  mattei'  if  you  suck,  no  matter  if
yolJ're  weird.

N:  What  do  you  want from  yoiir career?
L  Creci!bility  and  longevity.  I  want  to  be  doing
this  ten  years  from  now.  It  would  be  dangerous
to  make  me  a  role  model,I  fuck  up  too  much.

I
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the past 12 months have not

gone well for Lennon. After the
unexpected deatli Of her moth-

er late last year, the 19-year-

old singer/songwriter, with a

dirty, razor-sliarp vernacular,

threw herself into recording

her debut album amid a painful

battle with her estranged
father for custody of her

younger sister. If her personal
tragedies weren't enough, her
atrfum 5:30 Saturday Nloming

(Arista) endured a convoluted

journey to completion. An A-
list producer was appointed to

helm Lennon's grinding, hard-

edge sound, but was let go

after he "screwed it up." After

an attempt to salvage the
album in a Colorado studio,

the project was scrapped and
Lennon was pissed. "We went

back tor a month and recut the

whole album," Despite finding

great I)ersonal freedom per-

forming the songs live, as she

recently did as opening act tor

the Cult, she admits not having

T   o   I,I,I  i   i,  i`   i   ,:   CI  ri   I    :.       il   a   1`1

listened to               "Property  of Goatfucker,"

the finished           that's tuning heads. "I knew it

product. "l've
wasted too
mllch Of my

life recording

this album. I

never want to
hea, it

again."

lt Lenllon

won't sing

her Own

praises, or
even listen to

her album,

she already

llas a multi-

tude ot publi-

cations hail-

ing her as the

Next Big

Thing. With

would cause all sorts Of prob-

lems," says the Singer who

willingly admits her joy for

sriock. Tliose scared off by her

bluntness might be surprised
to lean that she!s been vwit-
ing songs since the age of 7,

and wrote most of 5..30
Saturday MOTT\ing alone on a

piano, "I never wanted to be a
singer; I always wanted to be a

writer." Over the years, she's

gained a love tor performing.
``lt's the only time I feel alive,"

slie says. However, it's onstage

where she repeatedly endures

drunken requests from the
crowd to expose more trian
her cryptic songs. Her response

to them: "Usually I tell them to

go fuck themselves. Tliey did-
herfirstsin-       ,    n'tpayenoughatthedoorto

gle"Brakeof     i    getinformetotakemysliirt
Your car," she    I    off.That usually keepsthem

|}roves a               I    quiet. I mean,once people get

stark contrast to the glossy          ,   past my tits, they can get to
singersof heragegroup.But        I    themusic."

it's anotller song, the pieroing

4CL        L`E`/'``T()FH             T\:I\`.Li
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I was af mist
tarted walking

suddenly of an al-
lergic reaction lasf}aa-I_a wiJeek before Arista of-
fered Lennon a record tontrac-t. Lennon's now
raising her sister, 8-year-old Mariella. "My main
thing is, she always taugt}t me to get on _with
my life and not hold back. She's with me-every
Tiight, I love her to death. But I gotta support a
kid now, so .... "
On her pigeonhole "I get labeled wth the stu-

HerpairiLennqn]sinoth

pid, angry, grrrl-rock thing..A lot of my sorlgs ar
about relationships-a tot
one relation
ch.d fuck me
She laughs. "The g
is my best friend rio
a-s[  He'-s  like,  `See;
screwing you

erout of i
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property of no one, thank you very much

Article Tim Wood
Photography Randy Harris

October 2001

The question is in the air. Lennon Murphy can feel it. Shots
heard it 50 times in the past three months. It's why she feels she
hasn't given her best interview yet.Why, at  19, not having even
released her first album yet, she already hates the press and the
media game she must play.

The question always spoils it. Ask her about her cleavage

("size 34D and proud"), her obsession with Jerry Orbach, or if
she was named afterjohn (yes, she was), and she has no problem.

It's late July and Lennon's driving a 65-foot tour bus. She's

got her nine-year-old adopted sister Mary and a mutt named
lzzy by her side, en route to L.A. to shoot her first music video.
Life is so good.Just don't ask. . .

"Yeali, ray mom dropped dead last year, you fucker.Yeah, I

found her dead.Yeah, I think about her every dry. It's always the
first question. No, `hi' or any pleasantries. It's right into that and
it's just so fuckin' rude."

The Lennon Murphy PF` bombardment is about to begin. Arista
- a company better known for Whimey Houston and Lite-FM
tunes than pure-bred rock - is putting the full force of its
machine into a guitar-wielding, piano-playing unknown from
Dixieland who they believe could single-handedly revive the

public's faith in rock. So the questions are coming full force."Fuck, that's a lot to be responsible for," Lennon says

sarcastically. "I can't even keep iny clothes clean and now I'm a
savior? Please. Rock never died. Dormant, rmybe. I think hive
music is dying and I'm definitely here to turn up the volume."

Lepnon seems impossibly muted at our first meeting,
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utterl\.  at  odds  with  the  rock  c.hick  persom. Ho\\.  c`ould-this  girl
\`'itli  zei-o  energi'  possilil}.  be  the  next` a  better. Alanis?

No\\.. ru'o  niinutes  into  our latest taHc as  she  heads \`'est` a  differ-

ent Murph}' emerges. F-bombs are droiii)ed at `` fri`quenc+-to ri\.al \.in-
t.ige  Eddie  Murph}.`s  Rti[i'.  Snriles.  sex+-  laughs.  h\-el}.  talk. At  ci`e  in

ratt}' jeans and 1 four-}'ear-old cut-off-that qho\\.s on-her ample bosom
~ juct  the  \\`a}.  she-  likes  it.

Lennon  is  a\`'are  of e\'er}'thing -  she  doesn.t  need  handlers  or
st?'lists or A phalanx ot`admirers.  Her look is real. her a[titude so refresli-

ing]}.  remo\'eil  fron`  Britne}.  :`Iiii  tlic  rest  of  tile  pi.e-i-ab  teen  idols.

There  are  no  I)arents, no  oldc'r  siblings. Just  Leiinon. her  I)elic`t-in  her

risinLT  stardom  aird  her steadt`a`t  c`ilii`t  tli.`t  no  ri\`ord  hbi`l  i`r  m``sLr``znre

\\.rlter  i`  goiiig  to  i`oi]{r`il  hi`i.  t`.it|>.

She.s  prouci  behind  the  \\.lic`i]l   cit-the   [o`li.  bu`.  dri\.in`q  t`i`r  2`lu

iules on the  deserted highu':`}.i ou[sidi` ot`l).`lh``. o\.€r thi` Ai.izoi`.`  line.

Slw  ki`i`i`s  repeating` "I   dri\tc  thc`  bu` .-.. y`  il-she.`  bi`gi!m¥  iiiii  to  `isi`

the  chces}.  nic.{`ii`hor.  She.`  proii`l  to  he  in  i`oiiti.lil  iit` dct.ul`  liLi`  bi`r

album  i`o\'i`r  [`hot().
•.lt.s  all  m\.  idc```  -it.i  liki.  \uu-I.i`  u.`iti-hmie  iiie  [ht.oii=h  .I  \iili`t`

i-amera.  rm  l}.ing  on  a  bcJ.  is`  `ii``  I-om[`letc.l}.  iiiiiii`.  No  m``Li`iii``  iit`

h:iir  person, Just  mtural. se.`}.. u'hit  ilo  \.ou  tliink?`.
Tlierc.s   a   ni.}ni.i   to   hi]r.  .1   fr`in{ic   `i`i<`lit`.   th.it   l`i`lii``   her  i.`iol.

se`|.  ini.``g`'. ..I  ii(in.t  sleei`. I  iloii.t  neiid  it  .`mi  I.in

ni`t  `goiiig  t{`  enii  `ii`  on  <i  `hrmk.s  i`iiiit`li.  I`m  in

t-oiitrol. Ail  thi`  l`ilii`ls  kncu   it..'\ri`t.`  knl`\\   c`_`.ii`i-

1\-\\.h"   thl`\-\\eri'   Lri`t[lns.  I`m   not   hli!mL'  <`11\-

thmg.  I  jti`t  \\.in[  [o  `{`}.. .Fui-k  }.|ui`  i[` `.`i`i  thmL

`'ou   |.an   [`.`i`k:lgi`   llle   the   \\;`}.   `'ou   `ee   tit.   J'io

pai`ki`LTllls  iilc.  Nliboil\.  i`l`i`...

There's no better entiee in to Lennon's world than
tr.ii.k  olli`  ot-hi`r Ari`t``  dibiit.  `¢.I  3(/  .i-,TfH/t/,])I  .\ /,`/./j-

i'//.`t.  ..Propcrt`    ol`  Goatt`u`.kl`r`.   i`   a   ll`ii.ii-I-oi`kini*

.`iith|im  of Nii`i.   liifli.  Njiil`-es.iili.  `mLT`t.
•.\``.i``l-i`   in   thi`   `cl.liideii   `t\idlo   in  Color.`ido`

tr`.ing   [`i   fi.`   the   `ill)urn   th;ir   thc.   first   [ti-oduitr

fucked  ui`. `nul  tlii`  `ongjust  i.iiiie  to  ml`.`. `hi. .`,`\ `.
•.I   \\.`s   di`alnlg  \\rlth   .1   lllt   of  s.lllt   .lllil  `\.``sn.[   th.`r

e.`s`+  [o  bi-  irounil.  I  \\..1`  fi`c`lmg  tot.ill\   liki`  i`\-er}.-

one.`  pilt)pi`t  <ii`J  I  nl]edcd  to  igc.I  rhtir  out. AIl  thci

cl.`t`i.s  \\'i`i-i`  likl`,  ..Go.`tfiii`kit[.?..  B`it  thcln   |prtrd`it`-

er  .iiid  Ari`ta   |-li.`irii"i]   L.A.  Reid   ht`:`i.`i   it  .ind

lo\'ed  i[  .`mi  `uddi`111\'.  I.\rc`  got   lt  ```  i``lt   No. I   .mil

iu    tlli`    c`i`cs    ,Ire    il`1nis{   .Go.`tflli-ker`   .1.`    .I    c`:`tt`h

I,hm`l`."
Tli.`t.` jit`t  tlii`  lil-gmiiin`g  to  ;`n  .illium  thit'`

Pleii`lns:l}.  `t`hizoiihrerii..
•`It'`   hird.  it.`   bcill<`d\'.   It`s   ver}'   iiitro`iic.-   \'ii.

bill-au`i.  I.in ti.\'m`g  to  fiiid  m}'self iiml  g|`t  on  u.itli

lit`e,.. shi.Ji.`\'s ofhl`r \\.{>rL... Tori Amo``Almis, Bli`t`k

Stilib.ith` Lit{`  Ford.Wh.i[i`\'i`i-\.ou  neeil  to  I.`be`l  iiil``

go  aheiil  A`  lolls  .`s  \'ou-re  listc`Iring  to  it...
I'i`opli`  ha\'c`  been   lisli.iiiii.e  t-or  }-em  in  hi`i.

honictou.n of Hc'iiilc'r`oiivillc`.Ti.iine`see. She start-

ed  ph}.in-* shcn"  .it  .igi`  15, th.nhs  to  thi`  pushing
and  sho\'m*  ot-hc.r  I()ii`Lrw ritii}¥  mom.

"I  \\-a`  `o  atifiicl. but  m},'  mom. She  hi'ard  iiii`

and gtx  tffi`  Ioi```]  b.`i-i The  Low  l'lai`i`s  C.ift` -
to   :`ri\.i`   mi`   <i   shot,"  she.   s;`y`   of  hl`l-  first  perfor-

ln,I)1|.|`.

Lc.nnon   had  al\\'avs  been  (.ounteri`ulturl'  in

Henderson\'illc.    :I    bible-thiim[.ing.  c.oiiservati\Je

to\`'n   ot-io.( )0(J.  t\vc±Il[\.  l]ull`S  llol-th   of Nasll\rillt`.

She  dresseil  difr-i`i.i`nt.  h.id  fe\\.  friends. \X/hilc  tith-



ers  [.ilkecl  of last  night.s  Fj.j`('7/d.`..  she  \\'as  goinLT  gag:1  I-or Jerr}.  Orbai`h

oil   i.i[Ii  ci7irf   Oi'dff..   Per+o]-ming  ga\'e   licr   fi.c`edom   fi-om   I.the   `hitt}T

poli[ii``  of teemge  high-school  life."
Her  dad  had  left  the  famil?'  man}'  }.ears  ago.  So  tra\Ti`ling  I-rom

gig to  gig \`'as just all  e`'temion  of a  tight-kiiit rehtio-iiship  \`-ith  her
mom. AIl  the  \\.hale, her  instrumentals  and  lvrics  -more  S/./c'/jr .1//
I/Jc.`.t.  lz'")'.``   at   chat   point   -  \`/'ere   getting   her  plenr\'   of  a[tentioii

al.ound  Nashville.  She  played  the  Ryman Auditor-ium  at  I (t.

And then it happened. April 4, 2000.  Kathleen Murphy had spent the

past  I-e\\'  weeks  repaintmg  the  apartment  in   hoiioi.  ot-  \'isit`   fi.om
Arista  executives. A record  deal was pending. Kathleen. a  songu.rltc`r
\\'ith  a  t<isti`  for  Sinam  and  Manilo\\', left  New York  \\.hen  Lelmon
\\'as  i-our  to  put-sue  a  songu'riting  careei-  that  nevci.  took  off-.

Lennon  \\'as t\vo weeks awa}' from graduating high  schot)I \\'ith
ti  i.0  Gl'A  aiid  a  "Most Talented  Female" yearbook  title.  She  i.amc
home  around  lunchtime`  tliought  her  mom  \\j'as  out.  So  shi`  pi..it`-

tii`ed  her  music  and  took  a  nap.  Hours  later, with  Ma]+-  due  honie
from   elementary   school,  Lennon   realized   something  \\..is   \\.rong.
That.s when she found her mothei.'s body in the closet of her upstam
bedroom.  She  was  dead`  o±-natural  causes,  at  49.

"The  to\`'n 1.allied  around  us fimnc`ially, kept Mar}'  and  I  aflo.it

for  a  i-ew  months`"  she  says. "My  moni  was  ny  ftJcr)Jr//I/i.`7."  Months

later, Mary.'s  real father showed  up  wanting custody.  Lennon's  fight-
ing  it  in  court,  keeping  Mary  on  the  road  with  her  for  no\\..

"It.s  an  educatlon  for.  u       oth,"  she  says.

Lennon has spent the past year on the road, hei-first-e\'ei. cxpc>-

sure   outside   ot-the   N[ish`'illi`   .1l.i`.I.   Shi`.s   pl`l}'i`c]   in[imc`[c.   dd[es   .imi

st<`dium  sho\\s  \\1th  the  Cult  ai]d  iMonsti`r  M.igiiet.

Slii`   sa`'s   shi``s   di'{ilt   \\'ith   her   mother`s   deith`  that   her   musii`

speak`  for  the  lieillills. A  hcll.di`r  edge.  <1  1ouil~pouniim:hr  solmd  is  in

thi`  mi.`  now  .is  Lenn{)n  has  e\'olved  into  .I  oni`-\\'onian  mi]sic-mak-

lug  .imi  mu.ki`tm:.r  mc`i`hme.
•.I   am   m}.self-on   the   stagi`.  It.`   thi`   oiil}.  plai`i`   I   feel   i`oliifort-

.`bli`.  like   I   i`jn   trul}'   be   iiT  ili\'   skill."  she   `{i\'s.  ..lt.i   \`'hc.I.i`   I   ri`\7t`<il

\\-h.it  }.ou   `i`i`. Thi`  tilbiims._the  press.  it`.`  all  1  necess.ii-}.  e\.il  tt)  keep

mt`  on  suge.
To   keep   on   thLit   `tage`  she'1l   do   \\-li<iti`\'ci.   it   t.ikc.s   [ct   get   thii

<iudii`ncc`   [c)   hc';`r  ller,
"You   kiio\`..  gu}-i   t-ould   cai.i`   li`ss   that   I   lo\.a   se\\.ills  alid  A}'n

Ranii  ;mcl  Bill  Mum}-.  I.\.e  got  boobs.  I   doii`t  think   l`m  :1  bomb-

`11ell.  but   I-ui`k  }'i`ah`  I.in  `Hoing  to   use  whate\'ei.   I   got  to  pull  }'ou

in...  she  i.``-s.  ..M}.  mom  alu'ays  tolti  iilc:. `You'u  keep  .em  a`  soon  a`

\'ou  hook  them..``

ln  l`ai`t.  shc``s  mastered  the  sell  \\.hen  it  comes  to  liien.
"It``  {i  `trip  tea`i`.  I'm  selling  a  pai`ka.L7e.  I  love  making  that  eye

i`ontact  \\-ith  the  one  qu}'.  nlakillg  him  fi`i-I  like  I.in  sinLriiig  to  him

onl}'-aml  mo\.iliihr  on  to  the  net-t  pair  ot-eyes.  Oiii`  g`i}'  .„  .1  time..'

Slii`   11.i`   no   clu``   \`tliere   this   c`urrent  i`ircus   of pr()motion   \\'ill

end  up.  but  she  kno\\'s  \`-h.it  `hc`  doi`sn.I  \i'ant.
"Listen.  Morrissette.s  first  album  \\'as  genius  .ind  tlii`ii   the  fol-

l(»`--uii  soundi.ii  liki`  :i  total  cop~out  piei`e  of-shit.You  c.ould  heal-it:

it sounded li.kl+ thl` label bought her soul, I'n fatli. into oblivion before

th.1[.s  Lroing  to  happen  to  iiie."                                                                      0
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LENNON 5..3o Saturday Momt.ng

(Arista) Looking for an antidote to
Briney? Behold Lennon Murphy.
The tough  19-year-old has her
bande scars: The day before a big
label meeting, she came home
to   her   mother's   dead   body.
Rather than sulk, Lennon, whose
scorching  riffs  and  tormented
lyrics are more Black Sabbath
than Alanis, channels her anger
with enough sinew to take down
the Rock. Never underestimate a
scrappy teen who's hooked on
the hard stuff and pissed as hell.
riEIDi SHERNAN


