the aggressors murderous knives, impales hapless victims and
verbally abuses those human targets obsessed with blind
convictions. It is perhaps more palatable to be taken as a

cautionary tale rather than a genetic map of humanities

‘.
o

frailty and shortcomings.
“This was the first one | didn't write anything for and it
was the first album for me,” recalled Rick Wright,"where the
group was losing its unity as well.” The band.was working
on a new piece (‘Pigs’) when Roger discovered the canine

and ovine metaphors in the filed-away ‘Ravin’g and Drooﬁng'

and ‘Gortra Be Crazy' (from the last tour) -the concept™of™
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the Animals trilogy was born. "It gave me theyleddito

rewrite the lyrics to those other soﬂgs ?}{f o conc 5 \ _' ! ngm’;ﬁbl 'hy anwyWhlte, which

of the alb ted Waters. — =] mméaﬁed dui-lng”ﬂéi’w;bq% at the end of part two.

Somewhat resemb?rge O@ s';classic Animal & R, i N | ‘Plgs i(:ﬁl'(ree ﬂlffeﬂéﬂt;q)!!ﬁ) 5¢ts Wright's organ
F(t_m,An,'mals a||eg0.ri al's : : ci?r\'/es up the human o R L 1@ arfpeggiosand Wa.térfs’ ba:;sﬂarhiadlcs against Gilmour’s
A ‘ monolithic power chords. And although the lyrics are
unflinching in their attacks against the three pig stereotypes,
it’s Waters confession of compassion (“..you're nearly a
laugh, but you're really a cry”) that holds the true core of
its meaning. ‘Pigs’ specifically lampoons Mary Whitehouse
(“Hey you Whitehouse...”), the self-appointed guardian of

British morality. The song itself generates its considerable

energy through the sheer unbridled contempt in its lyrics.

OBGL-SLEL ¢ JOIBUIPJOOD YINWIZY



