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GZA, RZA and Ghostface
molding music for the mas: 5

(LAN

«4'*‘72?1- Y radually, the Wu-Tang Clan
-( " ease in the back door of North

:Fﬁ Hollywood's Track Records
2 Studio on a warm summer
night. The only clan member missing is O
Dirty. He's on the “iron vacation,” says U
God, without a hint of worry in his voice or
eyes. “We still got music on him."”

Their current residence is a Hollywood
Hills mansion where they all eat, sleep and
excrete the type of fire that caught the
nation’s attention back in 1993—back when
hip-hop's once-reigning family dropped the
classic Enter the Wu-Tang: 36 Chambers.
Now, for the past several months, the Wu-

Tang Clansmen have been sequestered like
jurors in the O.J. trial, working on their third
and as yet untitled album. See, since releas-
ing 1997's Wu-Tang Forever, all members
have been busy, promoting their solo
releases and working on side projects. But
the world has been furiously awaiting the
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fruits of their current labors.

Tonight, they intend to add at least one
more track to the 15 completed RZA-pro-
duced songs recorded for the upcoming

LP. RZA, the Clan's nucleus, sits at the con-
trol board playing a portion of "the
steamin’-hot "Gravel Pick,” featuring
Method Man and U God. The song pounds
like ...36 Chambers' “Shame on a Nigga,"
but the production and lyrics are a lot sim-
pler than Wu's other debut singles, like
"Protect Ya Neck” and “Triumph.” Method
Man even shies away from metaphors,
spitting straight braggadocio over the party
beat: “| can't stand Bentleys/ They cost too
much/ Remember ODB said/ I'll
fuck yo' ass up!”

. RZA is fully aware that VWu fans
may not expect lighthearted lyri-
cism. "If you really look at it,” he
says, “we was taking it back [with)

of Chessboxin' (from ...36 Cham-
bers'). Those songs was hella fast.
We just up-tempo right now. We
know niggas is partying. We still
got slow shit.”

“We know what we doing,” says U God,
a huge smirk across his face. "But the time
calls for simplex. Okay, y'all want it like
that?" He raises his index finger to simulate
the double clicking of a computer mouse.
“Click. Click. Beware. We can go there
easy. One finger even.” —BILLY JOHNSON JR.

‘Clan in da Front' and ‘Da Mystery i
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