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A Track for a Rainy Day
There is a sense of paradoxical futility in the latest release from Garbage. With minimal effects the promotional video for their latest single - “I’m only happy when it rains” – achieves a surreal setting for an equally surreal concept. It is perhaps this down to earth, honest approach to life in general that has established them as a household name within the contemporary uprising approach to the Pop-Rock trend.


With a somewhat disturbing opening featuring several hideously masked ghostly figures, each with a sadistic twisted smile fixed upon their face, as if painted in with the masks, under which they seem to hide something shadowy and uncontrollable. Technically there is very little in the really explosive high budget effects that are employed by some musicians, but this is easily compensated for by the flood of adrenaline any fan will hear at the sound of this cascading torrent of the supercharged electricity of Shirley Manson’s voice. Even the few who fail to feel such a surge at the power held within this song cannot deny the brilliant concepts it contains: the title seems at first to be entirely symbolic of an almost masochistic approach to life, but for those who look deeper into the song, it is perhaps more a tribute to tenacity, as is shown throughout the video. That, at least, is my interpretation. 


The video itself is almost guaranteed to sell the song, with a typical approach to the bad attitude and indifference to all around shown in an entirely original slant. As previously mentioned, the masked figures appear to represent mannequins of society- hiding from being themselves and locked up from truly expressing their emotions by the shallow constricting world that the band feel has left us imprisoned by our own devices. After some rapid cutting as a brief introduction to what is ironically a representation of ourselves, set in a bleak and colourless landscape, under a poisoned-green sky. This is achieved through the use of a yellowish filter, and general desaturation in the shots to give a grey overtone to the scene. Then the song itself begins.

Shirley appears with the usual ‘I don’t give a damn’ expression of defiance, and the audience is plunged down into a chasm of hard-hitting, kick ass rock. It would appear that Garbage have decided to turn up the volume and distortion a notch or two and give us a real blast of what they’re made of. The aforementioned tenacity implied within both the song and video is now unleashed in a derelict and seemingly abandoned warehouse. Here we see the band as seemingly ordinary members of society-with the obvious exception of Shirley, who just does her own thing throughout- completely obliterating everything in sight. It is perhaps the only possible occasion in which the term gory could be applied to the destruction of inanimate objects.

Another filter -this time blue- is overlaid throughout this set, which lengthens the shadows and makes the background recede, drawing an audiences attention to the much more dynamic character of Shirley. The band themselves also fit in as if a part of the background to give an almost living surrounding for the song. Shirley herself has been made a little more vibrant by the use of graphic enhancement to make her stand out and almost glow to the audience. Though sound is in truth entirely diegetic, as all music and the prologue to it (detailed before) is added on afterwards in editing. But as all is relevant to the ‘narration’ of the song, or used in the prologue to indicate background noise intended to be interpreted as part of the real sound in the scene, it is loosely true to say that from an audience’s point of view, all sounds are real - to the film at least.

The layout of the video is almost book-like in layout: with a prologue, in which the masked figures appear in a seemingly abstract and out of context scene; followed by the main bulk of the song or the story itself; and then what is almost an epilogue, in which the masked figures reappear, but with somewhat less pained expressions fixed upon their faces. Though this may not be instantly recognizable to a less observant viewer; I feel it is undoubtedly a subliminal technique to show their resolved self-struggle through the message within the song, and it is perhaps hoped that this emotion will transpose to the audience through the song.

The lyrics themselves are a collection of seemingly paradoxical notions, as if the band were making a mockery of us all in knowledge that without the non-conformist ideals they hold, we can never really begin to understand the meaning of the contents. A recurring line reads “pour you misery down on me”, which seems to be asking for grievances and woes, perhaps the expected reaction of the moulded society they address, or maybe just a lack of caring for what anyone has to say. Upon reflection the latter of these two suggestions seems more likely when take in context with the song as a whole, especially in the lines “You can keep me company, as long as you don't care”. Here the addressee appears to be more intimate, as in other sections of the song. So perhaps it may also apply within a relationship: a taunting that as long as you hide from who you truly are, and remain within the strict lines of society, you will never truly live, and thus can never truly understand her position on her approach to life. More likely, the song is aimed to perplex reviewers who look to deeply for meanings, in which case I stand as living proof of their point!
However, I have no desire to reveal the full intensity of the contents to you, as I feel the song will sell itself, and soon you will be unable to escape from it on every channel at least fifty times a day; so I shall just attempt to entice you with the thought of a cross between a first rate Spielberg horror in costume, with a deranged lunatic in a shocking blue dress, followed by even more outrageous pink attire, who despite appearing to be screaming obscenities, is actual bringing forth a wealth of philosophy on the trap held within the depths of conformity.
And if you aren’t already on your way to pick up a copy of this work of musical genius, then I suggest you do, because you’ll only be happy when you own one.
