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The group says they're quite pleased with
the new album: “It's a very mature album,”
Osbourne says; “you’ll notice certain
changes that have happened to the music,
little bits of the old, past, future. It’s been one
of the most difficult to do, we'd written so
much stuff we didn’t know what to put on it.”
Osbourne’s opinion aside, half of Never Say
Die is raw Black Sabbath meat, the kind of
‘unsophisticated blood-pulsing thumpers we
expect; the other side is more experimental,
with a few excursions into slower, jazzier
formats that seem alien; maybe they’ll get
better at it. .

Before recording they had rehearsed in a
house in Wales, and now they're on tour, so
they don’t get home much. Ward’s wife
traveled with him (she’s American, her folks
live in Huntington Beach, California).
lommi is no longer married, contemplating a
move to Los Angeles, but that would mean
selling his country estate with its 200 rooms
of antique furntiure. “I want something
smaller, but 1 also want to keep the furni-
ture,” he sighs. Osbourne adamantly refuses
to consider a move to California. “I'd rather
not be with my family in England than not be
with my family in Los Angeles, you know?”

Osbourne, for all his boyish bumpkinism
(“he’s the worst kid of all,” lommi said of
Osbourne’s paternal capabilities), obviously
likes his family. His wife Thelma doesn't
drink or smoke or take dope; Ozzy has a
stepson, Elliot, 12; a daughter, Jennifer Star-
shine, 6; and son, Louis, 3, called “Louie
Bombins.”

Like a child, Ozzy admits “I've got to be
kept amused 24 hours a day. I'm considering
employing my own court jester . . . and [ love
getting people totalled out. I love being the
only one left standing at the end of the day,”
he says, striking a King Kong pose.

Osbourne claims he's a drunk rather than
a doper (although there are unconfirmed
reports of prodigious druggery through the
years). “I loye English beer,” he claims.

“When | was a kid I couldn’t wait to drink
beer because I'd seen dad leave the house for
the pub all grumpy and when he came back
he was sooo happy.” He hated that first taste,
but he got used to it and started drinking
steadily at age 1. “There’s a great pub right
here,” he said, waving his tattooed arm in the
general direction of the Beverly Hilton Hotel,
where the group is staying. Poolside, Os-
bourne wore a Black Sabbath T-shirt and
shorts, which revealed his legs with their
disconcerting little smile faces on each knee.
These tattoos, and the ones spelling out his
name on his hands, look as if they were
scratched in with a ballpoint pen. He has
several other tattoos that were obviously
executed by a professional,

Gratified by their success after such a long
absence from our stages and charts—every
gig has sold out, most of them very
quickly—Ilommi calmly smiles. “It really
has been good to tour,” he understates. Asked
if he had ever thought the group would last
this long, he shrugs. “I don’t really think
about it.” Pause. “1 wouldn'tlike fo see it
end. We all do enjoy it.” "‘




