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project, Grinderman—have 
offered precisely that sort of 
vicarious thrill. Like a hopped-
up preacher at an old-time 
tent revival, Cave is all about 
fire and brimstone, doom and 
destruction—and occasionally, 
redemption. He plumbed the 
same themes in his acclaimed 
1989 novel, And the Ass Saw 
the Angel, and the screenplay 
for the bleak Down Under West-
ern, The Proposition. Now, on 
the heels of Dig, Lazarus, Dig!!!, 
his (slightly) more upbeat new 
album with the Bad Seeds, the 
storm clouds are finally lifting. 
Or so it seems, until the conver-
sation turns to Frank Gehry, the 
Britney death watch, and those 
bastards Radiohead ...

So first off, have you  
trashed your hotel room yet? 
The room in this hotel isn’t 
fucking worth trashing. Well,  
if you kicked over the ashtray 
you’d be trashing the room.  
It’s so fucking dark in this 
hotel,  
I can’t even find my room.  
It’s like England during the 
blitz. 

Your work is full of Biblical 
references. Why Lazarus  
this time around? Lazarus was 
this dude who was raised from 
the dead by Jesus. I took him 
out of the Bible, stuck him 
in New York in the ’70s, and 
sort of sat back and watched 
what happened to him. And it 
wasn’t pretty. As a child, that 
story used to freak me out on 
a couple of levels. One, that 
here was the first documented 
zombie, and two, that it wasn’t 
fair to Lazarus.  
I thought the New Testament  
put forth the idea that life was  
full of trouble and woe. So if  
you accept that, it’s not really 
fair to bring someone back 
into it. 

He was basically used by 
Jesus to show off. He was 
Christ’s patsy.

You’ve lived in London, Berlin, 
and São Paulo. Now you’re 
near Brighton. Sounds like 

a comedown. It’s actually 
really beautiful. I live in a place 
called Hove, which is further 
up the coast. It’s about three 
miles of the most beautiful 
Regency architecture you 
could possibly imagine. And 
now they’re putting double 
Frank Gehry tower blocks 
smack in the  
middle of it. Gehry’s a fucking 
criminal. He needs to be  
taken somewhere and shot. 

You and your wife [former 
model Susie Bick], have  
twin sons, which is ironic, 
because you’ve written  
some pretty creepy songs 
about twins, and the 
murderous antihero of your 
book is a twin. When we  
found out ... yeah. There was  
a lot of bad juju going around, 
but thankfully, everything  
turned out all right. 

How old are they now? I have 
no idea. [Laughs.]

The damn number keeps 
going up. Kids these days, 
right? Actually, they’re 11. 

So you’re running around 
going to soccer games ... 
You got the wrong guy. I don’t  
do soccer games. I don’t 
encourage that kind of thing. 

What do you and the kids  
do together? I just hang out 

with them, love them, irritate 
them, annoy them. I’m a pretty 
good father. I’m pretty loose, 
sometimes, and sometimes I’m 
not. Mostly, I’m like any other 
father—kind of winging it, you 
know, one day to the next. 

So you lead a pretty settled 
existence. Actually, no. It’s  
not settled. It’s fucking chaos. 
Maybe not in that way it was  
10 years ago—it’s a different 
kind of chaos. There’s no 
excuse for the chaos. But you 
know  
I’ve always wanted some kind  
of order. That’s why I was a 
junkie for all those years. 
Junkies want a routine, that’s 
why they  
get a habit. So they can do  
the same thing over and over. 
And you take that away, it 
all goes haywire again. The 
trick is to work out a way to 
reintroduce a sense of order 
without killing yourself at the 
same time. And I guess a lot 
of that is now built around my 
work routine.

You work eight hours a day. 
Yep. I put on a suit, go to the 
office, and work. It gives me 
some structure. 

Your twins appear in these 
YouTube videos for Dig, 
Lazarus, Dig!!! featuring you 

as an old-fashioned sham 
spiritualist. How did that 
come about? We were given  
a budget to make a video—
which we’ve been doing now  
for the last, fuck if I know, 14 
albums—hoping to make one 
video that MTV will play. We 
always make the video and 
they never play it. At some 
point, we thought, Why don’t 
we do some other stuff with 
the money? So we used some 
of it on this really low-budget 
“Lazarus” video, and the rest to 
make these little films. We’re 
just wasting the money in a 
completely different way. 

MTV is probably still sore  
that you turned down  
a nomination for Best Male 
Artist in 1996. You told  
them, “My muse is not a 
horse, and I am in no horse 
race, and if indeed she  
was, still I would not harness 
her to this tumbrel—this 
bloody cart of severed heads 
and glittering prizes.” Well, 
these days I collect them. I got 
some fucking thing last night, 
the Plug Award or something. 

Your screenplay for The 
Proposition nabbed a few as 
well. In the movie business,  
you really can’t decline them. 
There are so many people 
involved in making a movie  

and you have to claw for every 
piece of press and scrap of 
attention you can get because  
so much money has been 
invested. So to turn around  
and say, “I don’t do awards,”  
you’d be fucking eviscerated. 

Dig, Lazarus, Dig!!! seems to 
mark an unusually comic  
turn. I’ve always thought of 
myself as primarily a comic 
writer.

Really? I would say so, yeah.  
A lot of my songs, the first 
response I want to get from 
people is laughter. 

Hmm … Well, how’s that  
been working out for you? 
[Laughs.] Admittedly, it hasn’t 
always been successful. But 
look, I made an entire album of 
murder ballads! No one does 
that seriously. Sure, there’s 
more of a comic element on 
this new record, but it’s not 
lighthearted. There’s some evil 
shit going on  
in some of those songs. 

It feels like there’s a bit more 
freedom to what you’re doing 
now. There is, that’s for sure. 
Maybe I’m enjoying certain 
aspects of writing a bit more. 
I think there was a sense of 
decorum before. What I’ve felt 
recently is there’s nowhere  
I shouldn’t go. The thing I  

value most about the Bad 
Seeds is that, pretty much with 
each record we put out, you 
have to work out all over again 
whether you like the band. 
Each record is so different from 
the one that came before. They 
each have their own style. 
It’s not a kind of willful thing 
where we sit around and think 
about how we can confound 
the audience. But the only 
way we know how to keep 
the Bad Seeds alive after 14 
fucking albums is if the band 
goes into it not knowing what 
the record’s going to be. They 
don’t know if it’s going to be 
Bulgarian fucking folk songs 
or what. That keeps everyone 
engaged in the process. 

You also seem to be having a 
little fun with the Nick Cave 
persona.... Look, I don’t know 
what that persona ever was. 
Americans really buy into that 
sort of shit. They believe their 
myths. I don’t think Europeans 
buy into that so much. There  
are some that do, but ... you 
know what I mean? 

Well, in the lecture you did for 
the BBC [“The Flesh Made 
Word”], you talk about the 
pressure “to be loathing 
everything all the time.” So 
clearly people have certain 
expectations.… Sure, but 

then again, I made the fucking 
Boatman’s Call. I’d like to 
see any fucking band these 
days create a more kind of 
generous, humble, spiritual, 
loving record than that. 

Let’s not forget vulnerable. 
And vulnerable. I’d like to see 
the fucking Killers do that. 
These people are supposed  
to be kind of optimistic. Or, 
I don’t know what they’re 
supposed to be. But I 
personally feel that music is 
of huge value in the world. 
Of all the art forms, music is 
the one, you know? The one 
with the potential to do truly 
extraordinary things. And 
to me the great irony is that 
music is also the one thing 
that’s losing its value. You’ve 
got people like Radiohead 
putting out records and 
saying, “You don’t even have 
to fucking pay for it.” They’re 
basically saying music doesn’t 
have any intrinsic value. And 
to me, it’s the thing that has 
the potential to save the world 
in some kind of way, and it’s 
being treated with complete 
disdain.

Now that you’ve got the 
record done, what are  
you up to? The next thing  
is quite a bit of touring.  
And then everyone wants to  
make another Grinderman 
record, and then I’m going to  
do something different. 

Another novel? Yeah, I’d like 
to write another novel. And 
next year is 20 years since 
And the Ass Saw the Angel 
was published. I’m going to 
kind of do a revision, just to 
make it a little more readable. 

That book never had a proper 
editor. The publisher and I did 
it ourselves, just chopping stuff 
out. The first 47 pages of that 
book are really fucking hard to 
get through. Penguin looked 
at it and said, “You just need 
some judicious editing,” so I’m 
looking forward to doing that.

You were also using heroin 
pretty heavily at the time you 
were writing it. I suppose so. 

Do you think that had an 
influence? I’m not sure 
heroin had that much effect, 
actually. But I mean, the 
amphetamines ... [Laughs.] Did 
things change when I quit? Not 
really. Just that I was able to do 
more. Being a junkie takes up a 
lot of time. 

Novelist Will Self has talked 
about detecting an element 
of drug withdrawal in some of 
your songs. Yeah, probably. He 
should know—he was a junkie 
too. But I can see that. You 
know, “Gates to the Garden,” 
“Into My Arms” ... these songs 
were written when I was sick 
as a dog in a hotel room. I 
think you often write about 
what you need, and not what 
you have. And I think this may 
also be the case today, but in 
reverse. The more measured 
my actual life becomes, the 
more insane the lyrics. When 
I go to the office, I just go 
fucking nuts. But when you’re 
sick from withdrawal, you’re 
not wanting to write about 
insanity. 

It gets turned into love songs, 
yearning ... Exactly. 

You turned 50 in September. 
You look 

punk and disorderly 

Cave performs  
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love lost

The singer  
with former girlfriend  
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Cave in a goth phase,  
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what’s so funny about nick cave?

very young. It’s the drugs. [Laughs.] 
But you do kind of steel yourself for the 
general collapse of things, physically. I 
don’t care if you’re Mick Jagger. No one 
gets past it.

Any signs of midlife crisis?  
I think I had several crises, but I was too 
stoned to recognize them. 

A lot of celebrities are getting into trouble 
with drugs lately—Pete Doherty, Amy 
Winehouse. Any advice  
for them? I wouldn’t give them any advice. 
Too many people give them advice. I 
think it sucks, actually, because there’s 
a self-righteousness about the English 
media—the tabloid media—and I’m sure 
it’s similar over here. Once they get you in 
the kind of murderous radar, they hunt 
you to the death.

You never really had to deal with that. 
Not at all. But who knows what’s going 
to happen to these people—Britney and 
whoever? It ain’t going to be good. And 
it’s not really their fault. It’s certainly not 
the drugs’ and drink’s fault. That’s what 
the media likes to blame. 

Did it ever get that bleak when you were 
using? The only thing that’s bleak about 
Amy Winehouse is that she’s pursued by 
the media the whole time. Anyone who’s 
a drug addict has these things going 
on. It’s what happens. Everyone knows 
that. It’s just particularly difficult because 
you have the whole of Middle England 
watching you do it. You can’t go out the 
front door to score, or go into rehab, or 
whatever, without doing it publicly. It’s 
really fucked up. It’s in no one’s interest 
for them to get better. It’s certainly not 
in the media’s interest for Britney to, 
you know, suddenly come out and say, 
“Hey, I’m alright!” They want to keep her 
as close to dead as they can. They don’t 
want her to die, of course. That would 
kill the golden calf. But it’s a horrible 
indictment on the whole society. 

Speaking of which, you’ve written so 
many songs about various apocalyptic 
calamities, I wonder what you think 
about global warming. How we can just 
sit around doing interviews and stuff for 
my next record and everyone isn’t on 
the fucking streets in a state of hysteria 
is interesting. I watched some of that 
Leonardo DiCaprio documentary on the 

plane, as much as I could take ... it’s sort 
of extraordinary. What they’re predicting 
ain’t that far away. 
We can always have faith, right? You 
once wrote an introduction to the Gospel 
of Mark, and you’ve talked a lot about 
the impact the New Testament has had 
on you. Well, I don’t hold so strongly to  
that kind of stuff anymore. I feel angrier 
about religion in general these days. The 
stuff that goes on in the name of religion 
across the board makes me really angry. 
What I said about Jesus, I believed it. But 
at the same time, I’m also very doubtful 
about it. I’m riddled with doubt. And 
frankly, I cannot  
see how that’s such a bad thing. I wish 
everyone else were a little more doubtful. 
The world would be a better place. 

To see Nick Cave’s comedy debut and  
watch the “Dig, Lazarus, Dig!!!” video,  
go to radaronline.com/nickcave 


