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of fact response. Rattled, we reference the 
bold hairstyle seen on the cover of her mul-
tiplatinum 1983 debut, She’s So Unusual. 
“Oh,” says Lauper, grabbing a copy of the 
CD. “I left the green out [this time] though. 
And the purple.” A warm laugh follows and 
the tension fades, an insight into Lauper’s 
personality revealed: equal parts fun and 
fi erce, a woman with the spirit of a fi ghter. 

Keeping the Queens native in forward 
motion of late has been her reality TV 
show, Cyndi Lauper: Still So Unusual, 
and writing the music and lyrics for To-
ny-winning Broadway show Kinky Boots. 
Her recent work load has, however, been 
tempered with three projects fi rmly en-
trenched in the past: the She’s So Unusu-
al: A 30th Anniversary Celebration deluxe 
album release (out April 4), a worldwide 
2013-2014 tour where the album is being 
performed in full and 2012’s Cyndi Lau-
per: A Memoir – a frank, funny and some-
times harrowing account of her life. “You 
couldn’t make half of that shit up!” says 
Lauper with disbelief. “But in doing it, it 
was important I partnered up with a writer 
[Jancee Dunn] who would understand my 
speech pattern and my all over the place 
. . . pattern.” That “pattern” means the 
singer excels in non-sequiturs and engag-
ing, rambling tales packed with humour; 
like her leopard-print top, oversized jew-
ellery and propensity to swear like a truck 
driver in her unmistakable Noo Yawk ac-
cent, it’s both eccentric and endearing. 

The blunt memoir pulls no punch-
es in describing the rampant sexism the 
60-year-old has encountered in the music 
industry during her lengthy career – a 
problem she admits she is still up against. 
“You always hit a brick wall and you have to 
fi gure out a way to get around the gatekeep-
ers who are saying you can’t do this and you 
can’t do that,” Lauper says wearily. “What I 
fi nd now is I get the ageism along with the 
sexism, and you’re like, ‘Woah nelly!’ When 
you’re told for so long, ‘You can’t do that 
kind of music, you’re Cyndi Lauper’, you 
don’t wanna be Cyndi Lauper no more, you 
wanna be somebody else so you can just 
create. Sometimes I think Daft Punk are 
right – just get a fuckin’ helmet!”

The vagueness with which she en-
tered the room long gone, Lauper is now 
pissed off  and ready for a fi ght. “How could 
‘Blurred Lines’ be such a hit?” she off ers, 
apropos of nothing. “So here’s what we’re 
telling young girls: to be a ho is cool, and if 
you’re not a ho you’re frigid. And if you’re a 
ho you’re a slut, and that’s not OK, but it’s 
OK for a guy to be like that. So you’ve got 
all these mixed messages for young girls, 
and then you have this fuckin’ Number 
One song which says, ‘When she says no, 
it kinda means yes.’ So what is that? Fuck-
in’ date rape? So I would say to young girls, 
when you say no, you fuckin’ say, ‘Listen; I 
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 W
itnessing cyndi lauper dreamily fl oat into a com-
fortable but colourless suite at Sydney’s Quay West is akin 
to a real-life playing out of The Wizard of Oz’s memorable 
transition into act two: what was once fl at and monochrome 

suddenly becomes a dazzling, vibrant rainbow. The fi rst thing you notice is the 
hair: a retina-scorching fl ame-red arrangement that’s both immaculate and 
punk rock. Rolling Stone suggests her triumphant tangle is stylistically re-
visiting the decade where she ruled the charts. Lauper takes pause; her eyes 
narrow. “I never did my hair like this in the Eighties,” comes the terse, matter
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‘T
his felt like one of those 
records where once we put the 
stamp on it, I felt strong enough 
to say, ‘Man, if that’s the last thing 

I ever did, I’m good with that’,” off ers Chuck 
Ragan over the phone 
from his home in the 
foothills of Lake Tahoe, 
Northern California.

Having fronted semi-
nal post-hardcore outfi t 
Hot Water Music for the 
best part of two decades, 
Ragan’s set to release his 
latest solo album, Till 
Midnight, this month. 
The record is a rollick-
ing, heartfelt love letter 
to love itself, forged with 
a fiery folk feel, inject-
ed with a punk sensibil-
ity and finished with a 
wholesome sincerity. 

Whilst Ragan’s brac-
ing 2011 release, Cover-
ing Ground, was “born 
and bred” on the road, 
Till Midnight finds the 
gruff -voiced singer-song-
writer very much at home and in love. Most of 
the material, says the 39-year-old, was penned 
whilst sitting by the fi re out the back of his 
house or in his workshop with his dogs. “Home 
life is just spectacular,” he declares. “It’s inspir-

ing. And nowadays, home is where the songs 
come from.”

Ragan also admits that he owes a lot to his 
wife, who has worked tirelessly for his music 
projects over the course of their 10-year mar-
riage. “She’s the greatest inspiration I could 
ask for,” he adds. “And all that inspiration res-
onated through these songs and the record as 
a whole.” 

Many punk frontmen and women have un-
plugged their amplifi-
ers and taken the path 
of singer-songwriter over 
the course of the past de-
cade or so. But few have 
managed to do it with as 
much panache as Ragan, 
who released his f irst 
solo studio record, Feast 
or Famine, in 2007, and 
pioneered the Revival 
Tour concept to bring to-
gether similarly-minded 
performers. And whilst 
he began his foray into 
the folk world with lit-
tle accompaniment, Till 
Midnight sees Ragan 
employ a full band, the 
Camaraderie.

It ’s a few days be-
fore his U.S. Till Mid-
night tour begins. And if 
there’s one word that de-

scribes Chuck Ragan at this point in his life, 
it’s grateful. “To be able to create these songs, 
to stamp them in wax, send them out there and 
have people get something from it. It’s a won-
derful blessing,” he off ers.   OLIVER PELLING 

Chuck Ragan Keeps the 
Home Fires Burning

NEW ALBUM

Chuck Ragan
Feast or Famine
His debut solo release features 
“The Boat” and “For Broken 
Ears” – essential listening for 
any fan, new or old.    

Hot Water Music 
A Flight and a Crash 
Die-hards will argue HWM’s 
fi rst three records trump 
this, their fourth, but here 
the band’s post-hardcore 
dynamism gets the production 
quality it deserves.  

Chuck Ragan 
Covering Ground 
A hard-travelling, blue-collar 
record, in content and delivery, 
that spawned some of the 
best live tracks of Ragan’s 
solo career. 

THREE OF 
CHUCK’S BEST

really like you, but NO.’ She sits back; lets 
out a heavy sigh. “They make that stuff  be-
cause they get away with it. But you can 
change it – you just gotta be sneaky.”

That subversive spirit has been in ef-
fect ever since her debut major label sin-
gle, 1983’s “Girls Just Wanna Have Fun”, 
a ubiquitous four million-plus selling hit 
that became a feminist anthem, despite its 
origin as an ode to partying with women 
written by a man – musician Robert Haz-
ard. “Rick [Chertoff , arranger and produc-
er] said, ‘Think about what it could mean. 

Let’s make an anthem.’ So I listened to it, 
edited it. If you’re a woman singing a song 
like that, the meaning changes. I mean, a 
guy can’t sing a song like that [and have it 
mean the same thing].”

After requesting somewhere to put her 
cup of green tea (“You don’t got a plate or 
anything, do ya?”), Lauper dizzily shoots 
from one random topic to the next: cre-
ating music (“It’s like cooking – not that I 
cook good. But I’m trying now, because I’m 
watchin’ a lot of Master Chef ”); early U2 
(“I listened to Bono singing and thought, 
‘Oh Christ, another fuckin’ whiner!’”); to 
positing theories on a Big Brother world 

(“Is this TV here watching me right now? 
Fuckin’ probably!”). It’s loopy, disorientat-
ing and lovable.

With all the current looking back, the 
mercurial Lauper has had little time to 
ponder her next move. Whatever it may 
be, you’d be smart to stay out of her way. 
“You know what? Fuck this bullshit with 
everyone saying, ‘You gotta do this, and 
you can’t do that because of your age, and 
bip bip bip.’ That’s what I’ve been told my 
whole life. I just feel like, well, I’ll just have 
ta fi nd a way around you bitches.” In a fi nal 
rapid fl ip from fi erce to fun, Lauper lets out 
one last loud, hearty laugh. 

CYNDI LAUPER

Punk hero turned folk 
troubadour raises the bar, 
delivers heartfelt fourth solo LP

Ragan’s 
new album 
is his fourth 
solo LP
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