


A few months ago, I asked people on Twitter 
if they’d be interested in reading a zine on 
Eurovision. “A print zine?” People asked. “Of 
course!” I stupidly replied, not remembering 
how much of the Eurovision season action 
unfolds in May. Silly me! So while there’s 
not a print version, I hope you’ll enjoy this 
downloadable PDF from the comfort of your 
own home.

I can’t believe we’re coming up to the end of 
Eurovision. It seems like hardly any time has 
passed at all since we cuddled up with some 
hot cocoa, watching artists shiver through 
Albania’s outdoor Festival I Kenges. 

In the past five months, we’ve had some bad 
times - like Armenia dropping out, and some 
more bad times - like an oppressive dictatorship 
in Belarus trying to send pro-government 
propaganda to the concert - and even more 
bad times, like the racism demonstrated from 
within the fandom toward people like Jeangu.

Yet we’ve also had a lot of joy. The five nights 
of Sanremo felt less like a slog and more like 
a slumber party with our friends Amadeus 
and Fiorello. Many of the returning artists 
who missed Eurovision 2020 came back with 
even stronger songs this year. And yes, we 
all laughed - in retrospect - at the ridiculously 
star-studded, drawn-out spectacular to launch 
Moldova's song - less a celebration of Sugar 
and more a celebration of Kirkorov. 

Anyway, at the very last second, here is the 
Dudepoints Guide to Eurovision 2021. Enjoy!

    XOXO,  Dude

Co
ve

r P
ho

to
s 

Cr
ed

it:
 N

PO
/N

O
S/

AV
RO

TR
O

S 
NA

TH
AN

 R
EI

ND
S



Semifinal One
Ph

ot
o 

Cr
ed

it:
 T

ho
m

as
 H

an
se

s/
EB

U



The Roop
Discoteque

Have you seen this song? 

If you haven’t, STAY UNSPOILED AND 
WAIT FOR THE STAGE SHOW. I meant it. 
Stop reading right now ,because Eurovision 
is going to open with a bang and you’ll get 
a major endorphin boost from it. 

The Roop launched Discoteque in January, 
which is, in Eurovision years, the Jurassic 
Age. For five solid months, Eurovision fans 
have had this song in their heads. Which 
is a good thing! The Roop are giving us 
an upbeat anthem for the pandemic age, 
when everyone has had to find new ways to 
create their own discos. 

And, as one might expect from the band 
that brought the viral hit On Fire last year, 
the accompanying dance moves are as 
catchy as hell. 

The one downside to this song for ME 
is that the Roop unleashed this as a fully 
formed performance in January, like Athena 
emerging from Zeus’s head. So there’s no 
surprises waiting hardcore Eurofans that 
know every beat of this performance. 

Lithuania: YAY
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Slovenia: MEH
Here’s the context - last year, Ana Skolic 
blew Eurofans away when she did a home 
video of her song Voda (Water) in the most 
picturesque mountain background in all of 
Slovenia. She had a great ballad, and she 
performed the hell out of it. IF Eurovision 
had happened last year, she would have 
been tipped as a jury winner. 

And this year? <insert grimace emoji here>
Ana came back with another powerful 
ballad, but in English - a wrong step that 
gets people focusing on the lyrics rather 
than the emotion of the performance. 
She called it Amen (even though the most 
prominent word in the song is Hallelujah) - a 
title being used by another contestant. 
And she hasn’t done any of the pre-parties, 
so we have no idea how this song comes 
off in the live context. 

Look, Ana Skolic has a great big soaring 
beautiful voice, but her song is just not 
it. The fact that the EBU put her in the 
dreaded Second Slot in the running order is 
a sad confirmation that this probably won’t 
make it out of the semi. 

Ana Skolic
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Russia: YAY
GAAAAHHHHH. 

I really wish this song could be preceded 
by a half-hour explanatory documentary, 
because the context of these three minutes 
is going to go over the head of most 
viewers. 

There’s a huge amount of geopolitical 
baggage hovering around this song and 
artist which can basically be summed up as 
“a big old Fuck You to Putin.” And there’s 
also a huge amount of Russian cultural 
references in the song and the performance 
which may not be obvious to non-Russian 
viewers. And there’s also the fact that about 
half the very funny lyrics are in Russian! 

And yet, none of that will matter when this 
absolute firecracker of a performer comes 
bursting out on stage to charm the crowd. 
The majority of Europe will have no idea 
what she’s singing, but by the end of the 
song, they’ll be yelling about breaking down 
the walls. 

In my ideal world, this would win Eurovision.

Since this isn’t my ideal world, let’s vote for 
it hard to make sure it gets into the final.

Manizha
Russian WomanPh
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Sweden: YAY
Okay, if this song were performed by 
literally anyone else on the planet, I’d 
say “skip it.” But fortunately for us, it’s 
performed by TUSSE! 

Tusse’s singing chops are 
unimpeachable - he’s a winner of Swedish 
Idol. But in addition to having a fabulous 
voice, he’s also possibly the cinnamon roll 
of this year’s contest. He’’s a refugee from 
Congo who moved to Sweden by himself 
at the age of 13. 

Tusse almost didn’t enter Melodifestivalen 
because he was due to take his driver’s 
license test the day after his song was 
set to be recorded. He won Melfest on 
a weekend and had to take a biology 
test the Monday afterwards. He’s just a 
regular high school kid juggling calculus 
with a massive singing career on the side.

In a year reeling from the BLM protests, 
Tusse is bringing us a celebration of 
Black Excellence on stage. The fact that 
he’s able to maintain his optimism and 
joy in the face of racist abuse is amazing, 
and I can’t wait to see what he does with 
the rest of his career.

Tusse
VoicesPh
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Australia: YAY
Poor Montaigne is coming to this contest 
with a disadvantage. The Australian 
broadcaster deemed it too risky to travel to 
Eurovision, so she isn’t there in Rotterdam 
along with the rest of the contestants. 

Fortunately, the EBU implemented a “live on 
tape” policy specifically for cases like hers, 
so Montaigne will be performing, albeit with 
a version recorded in March. 

And I hope that sob story will endear you 
to Montaigne, because her song is one of 
those that I’ll be listening to long after the 
contest. (I’m actually listening to her 2019 
album Complex as I write this!)

I don’t have the words to describe how 
happy this song makes me. It’s about two 
years too modern for Eurovision 2021, so 
it’s been getting a lot of disdain from the Old 
Skool schlager crowd who just don’t get it. 

“Technicolour” starts like a ballad, features 
lots of chanting, and then ends with *that* 
range-climbing note. To some, it feels 
messy - but all of these parts fit organically 
in the song. Even if you don’t get the 
ambition here, you’ll be amazed by the fact 
that you can’t predict what’s coming next. 

Please, vote for her in the semi so that all of 
Europe gets exposed to her talent! Montaigne

Technicolour
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Macedonia: YAY
I think the one question that will predict 
whether you want to watch “Here I Stand” 
is: Do you like Disney musicals? 

If you do, sit back and enjoy, because 
Vasil belts the hell out of a pre-intermission 
showstopper about...I don’t know, a young 
man’s right to hold dual citizenship?*

But even if you don’t like ballads, this 
song’s staging is absolutely blinding, and 
I mean that literally. Vasil has brought a 
series of mirrors and spotlights to visually 
demonstrate the resilience bursting from his 
heart. It looks phenomenal. 

The combination of staging and Vasil’s 
general air of naked earnestness is going to 
be enough to push this into the final. Vasil 
wants us to like him, to really like him, and 
by the end of this song, we completely do.

* (It’s a joke because after Vasil was selected, there 
was a huge kerfuffle where North Macedonians 
protested since Vasil had a painting that looked 
like the Bulgarian flag in his apartment, and he also 
holds Bulgarian citizenship, and if that seems like 
a tenuous connection you would be right. But do 
nationalists and homophobes really need an excuse 
to be dickheads?)

Vasil
Here I StandPh
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Ireland: YAY
Look, Lesley Roy is a gem. She’s an early-
2010s Max Martin power pop vocalist who 
is also delightfully self-aware, and able to 
analyze the whole pop machine. Ireland 
has made a good choice in bringing a 
songwriter of her calibre to the contest. 

“Maps” is a banger of a song that has 
consistently been in my top 5 since it was 
released, because it plays well on multiple 
layers. It’s just a darn good pop song, but 
it also serves as an anthem for the Irish 
diaspora, whose population has been 
spread around the world due to famine and 
economic need. Lesley herself was based in 
New York until she moved home earlier this 
year to take care of her grandmother. 

The one thing which worries me about this 
song is the staging. The concept is great - 
using a variety of handcrafted paper props, 
including a book, to give the sense of 
movement. But in the rehearsals I’ve seen, 
there’s a slight timing disconnect between 
the song and the visuals. I really hope this 
is ironed out before the semifinals, because 
Maps has been stubbornly fixed in my Top 
5 since March, and I’d hate to see it NQ. 

Lesley Roy
MapsPh
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Cyprus: YAY
Does “El Diablo” sound like a Lady Gaga 
reject? Yes. 

Will that matter by the time three minutes 
are up? No. 

“El Diablo” is objectively, not a good song. 
It feels like someone ran all the trends from 
modern pop through a blender and tried to 
make it make sense. About 80% of it does, 
but the 20% that doesn’t (a children’s choir? 
Whispers at the end?) just tank the rest. 

However, the quality of the song does not 
matter because the staging is some high-
energy nonsense. In the past few years, 
Cyprus have developed a reputation for 
taking generic pop songs and injecting 
them with the equivalent of nitro when 
performed live. 

It’s like the delegation said “Yes” to every 
crazy idea presented to them. Elena singing 
while doing a full backbend? Add in it. 
Backup dancers doing a full split right in 
front of Elena’s face? Sounds great.  Pyro? 
Bring on the yeah yeah fireworks. 

Somehow, this has been the performance 
I’m anticipating the most. Good job, 
Cyprus. You got me with that hairography.

Elena Tsagrinou
El DiabloPh
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Norway: YAY?
Remember how I said that I wished 
Manizha had a half-hour documentary 
to give viewers the full context of her 
Eurovision journey? Well, TIX actually does 
have a 46 minute documentary about his 
journey to Eurovision, and somehow, it only 
makes him seem more opaque.

If you haven’t been following the 
Eurodrama, TIX started his career in 
“russmusik,” performing party songs with 
(at best) questionable lyrics for Norwegian 
teens graduating high school. 

In the past few years, TIX has been trying 
to reform his image from callow party boy 
to advocate for mental health - which 
would work if TIX didn’t undermine every 
opportunity to be a model for depressed 
people by being a creep. (Just Google “TIX 
and Efendi”.)

The problem is that most Eurovision viewers 
will be coming to this cold, and you know 
what they’re going to see? An act that 
confirms their bias about what Eurovision 
acts should look like. It’s a guy in a fur coat 
and angel wings surrounded by demons on 
chains, singing a ballad about a lost love. 

It’s a parody of pop star excess - except 
maybe it’s not. Except maybe it is. With TIX, 
we never know. Just watch. 

TIX
Fallen AngelPh
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Croatia: YAY
Look, I don’t know what I say about Albina’s 
Tick Tock that will add anything to your 
experience of simply listening to it. 

Tick Tock is a fun, fun song. 

That’s it. 

There’s no deep analysis; no long backstory. 

It’s just a fun bouncy song that’s going to 
be a joy to watch, with a lot of dynamic 
choreography and some great visuals. 

Is it going to win? No. But will it provide you 
with a solid three minutes of enjoyment as 
you dance around your living room? Yes. 

Although it’s not groundbreaking, it’s 
still worth thanking the Banger Gods for 
slutdropping this in our laps. 

Albina
Tick TockPh
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Belgium: MEH
Oh, phew. After a string of bangers, we 
were due for a pee break. 

Hooverphonic is...

How do I put this tactfully?

Hooverphonic is a band known for being a 
bunch of assholes surrounded by an ever 
changing roster of female lead singers who 
soften their dickishness.

They’ve been a Belgian indiepop act since 
the 1990s, when they were big enough 
to open for Fiona Apple on tour. As such,  
they act like they are doing a big favour to 
Eurovision for participating in the contest, 
bringing real music to a contest full of 
processed pop. But in assuming their music 
is going to carry them through, they’ve 
skimped on the staging, instead making it 
look like a concert in some Antwerp club.

Evaluated in a vacuum, the song is a 
luscious indie throwback, with a beautiful 
kiss-off lyric in “Don’t you ever dare to wear 
my Johnny Cash t-shirt.” But I can’t divorce 
the song from their superior attitude, and 
thus must award it a resounding MEH. 

Hooverphonic
The Wrong PlacePh
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Israel: YAY
Someone much smarter than me should 
write a longform article about the contest 
as a tool of public diplomacy. It’s clear that 
entries like “Golden Boy” create an image 
of Israel as a carefree party capital - largely 
apolitical but still beneficial to improving 
global public opinion of Israel. 

But the downside of this public diplomacy 
is that acts are identified h the actions of 
governments, instead of being able to stand 
on their own merits (eg the boos for Russian 
contestants in the past few years.)

All of this is a roundabout way of me noting 
that I would not be surprised if Eden Alene’s 
two years of practice and whistle note 
preparation are overshadowed by current 
events unfolding in her home country.

And I will feel bad for Eden Alene, who 
is a singer - the first Ethiopian-Israeli to 
represent the country in the contest - and 
not a member of the government. 

Her song is a  competent banger, which 
was clearly not her favourite of the songs 
she recorded for a public vote. And despite 
that, she performs it with enthusiasm and 
a hundred-watt smile and, of course, *that* 
whistle note. I hope you’ll give it a chance.. 

Eden Alene
Set Me FreePh
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Romania: MEH?
Let me be the first to admit: I do not ‘get’ 
Roxen. She  is one of the Billie Eilish-
esque singers who’s entered the contest 
in the past few year, combining oversized 
sportswear with distinctive voices and lyrics 
that just make me feel like a withered crone.

Yet after a disastrous jury performance, 
I feel very bad for her. Two years of 
Eurovision hype all gone due to a few 
wobbles? It seems very unfair. 

Roxen’s voice is beautiful. It’s got a 
slight rasp to it, like she’s coming to the 
microphone after a night of crying and/
or whiskey. And when she’s performing it 
live standing in front of a microphone, she 
imbues the whole song with honey-coated 
emotionally heft. 

The problem is that the staging has Roxen, 
whose whole persona seems to be built 
around being an angsty youth prone to 
sitting on one’s bed listening to records, 
running all over the stage like she’s looking 
for a lost retainer. 

ROMANIA, STICK TO YOUR ARTIST’S 
STRENGTHS. Let Roxen be her low-energy 
self and create the vibe around her. 

Roxen
AmnesiaPh
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Azerbaijan: YAY*
Question: Does Azerbaijan want to be here? 

Last year, fans went nuts over Efendi’s entry 
Cleopatra. It was a campy pop rewriting 
history, somehow mixing Egyptian history 
with Japanese chanting and a healthy dose 
of bisexuality.

But this year? This year, it’s like Azerbaijan 
is just going through the motions. They 
released a new song, “Mata Hari,” which is 
pretty much an inferior copy of Cleopatra. 
With a giant snake popping up in the 
background graphics, it’s unclear whether 
the team even bothered to come up with a 
new staging concept. 

So yes, it’s a banger. But it’s a banger 
performed under protest, like a high school 
dance team who can’t believe their coach 
signed them up for a gig at the local 
shopping mall. 

Efendi
Mata HariPh
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Ukraine: YAY
Man oh man. 

Man oh man oh man. 

Go_A is going to TURN IT OUT on the 
Eurovision stage.

The band mixes traditional Ukrainian singing  
- the ‘white voice’ folk style that we’ve seen 
with Poland’s Tulia -  with a techno beat to 
create something absolutely magical.

I love Go_A because, on first view, they 
look deadly serious, but every moment 
of their performance is full of joy. Their 
song celebrates the coming of spring, and 
Go_A manage to perfectly navigate the 
chilliness of winter with the manic energy of 
springtime growth. 

Watch it, if for no other reason than to enjoy 
the tin whistle player rocking out atop a 
paper tree stump. 

Go_A
ShumPh
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Malta: YAY
Destiny cites her three role models as 
Beyonce, Aretha Franklin, and Lizzo. And if 
that’s not clear following the performance 
of the female empowerment anthem “Je 
Me Casse,” we have not watched the same 
three explosive minutes on stage. 

Destiny, a winner of Junior Eurovision, 
has confidence that’s remarkable for a 
performer only 18 years old. She struts onto 
stage like she owns it, because she does, 
and proceeds to put all of us in our place 
with a firehose of powerful vocals. 

How good is Destiny? She’s taken electro-
swing, a genre that was thoroughly and 
definitively killed in previous Eurovisions, 
and makes it work. 

If all of that isn’t enough to convince you 
why this is a strong favourite to win the 
Eurovision crown, just wait until Destiny 
delivers the ultimate “Excuse My French” 
kiss-off line. She’s dripping with contempt 
and we can only hope to be the recipient of 
such scorn. 

Mark my words: If Destiny doesn’t win 
Eurovision this year, it’s just a matter of time 
before she does.  

Destiny
Je Me CassePh
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San Marino: YAY
Okay, first of all, Senhit’s song is an 
absolute banger, and will get you in the 
dancing mood for the rest of the show.

But there are two other major reasons why 
you should pay attention to it:

• Senhit has been in Eurovision before, 
but between then and now, she has 
embraced her freak side. It’s like 
watching a Pokemon reach its ultimate 
form as an openly queer, sexual, 
Eurovision-loving being. Senhit is who I 
want to be when I grow up.

• There is a major mystery over whether 
rapper-for-hire Flo Rida is going to show 
up at Eurovision to perform his verse, 
one that is being fed with speculation by 
Senhit and her team. If he actually does 
show up on stage, pity my neighbours 
because my screams are likely to shatter 
the windows.

If you’re not full of Adrenalina after this 
performance, seek medical attention. 

Senhit ft. Flo Rida
AdrenalinaPh
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Estonia: MEH?
Look, it’s a bland male ballad in the running 
order death slot. Normally I’d tell you to skip 
it in favour of making cocktails for the rest of 
the evening. 

But there is something eerily compelling 
about Uku Suviste, who has been trying to 
represent Estonia in Eurovision since 2005.

His appeal lies not just his ice-blue 
eyes or sharp cheekbones or ruthlessly 
shaped facial hair. (There’s a reason Uku 
was named the Hottest Contestant at 
Eurovision.) Heck, his appeal isn’t even his 
beautiful voice, honed in years of study at 
the prestigious Berklee School of Music.

No, his appeal lies in the clear battle 
between his perfect image and regular old 
Uku Suviste. It’s apparent in every interview 
he does, where he’s polite and professional 
and yet so evidently calculating the impact 
of his every answer. 

 I watch Uku not for his abs (okay, maybe a 
little bit for his abs), but to see what might 
happen when the facade slips. 

I hope now that Uku has finally reached his 
dream of reaching Eurovision, he can just 
relax and let Uku be Uku.  

Uku Suviste
The Lucky OnePh
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Czechia: YAY
“Omaga” is a fan favourite and Benny has 
charisma for days and yet -and yet - I am 
just so so nervous that he won’t make it 
into the grand final!

If Uku is stage managed to the hilt, Benny 
Cristo is the exact opposite. He is living the 
experience of a person who has clearly not 
expected Eurovision to be like this, and is 
seesawing between absolute joy and pants-
wetting terror. 

Benny’s relaxed enough to spend time 
zipping around the Ahoy Arena on his 
hoverboard, but not confident enough to 
ask Eurovision fans to vote for him and his 
song! It makes him wholly relatable. 

But even if all of us fans weren’t determined 
to vote for Benny Cristo because he’s so 
bad at making his own case, his three 
minutes on stage should demonstrate 
why he deserves to be in the final. Cristo’s 
nervousness evaporates on stage, where 
he’s as carefree as if he’s just hanging 
around jamming with his friends. `And, as a 
result, we all want to be his friend. Charisma 
this strong deserves to be seen more widely.

Benny Cristo
OmagaPh
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Greece: YAY
Seriously, watch it, because there will never 
be another performance like it, barring 
some other international disaster which 
keeps fans from gathering in a host city to 
watch a live show.  

Stefania is taking advantage of a year 
without a huge arena audience to create a 
greenscreen spectacular. 

Well, maybe not so much a greenscreen 
spectacular as a greenscreen spectacle. 
Stefania’s 80s retro song is perhaps not as 
wild visually as it is in the extremely “Clash 
of the Titans” video, but it’s still impressive, 
with faceless men in white shorts enjoying 
their last dance next to Stefania. 

Are they ghosts celebrating their Last 
Dance before ascending to Space Jam 
heaven? Maybe! But I’m too into the synths 
to care much about the rationale here. 

Staging aside, this song has been one of 
my not-at-all-guilty pleasures in a 1980s 
retro year. Put on your legwarmers and get 
ready to dance!

Stefania
Last DancePh
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Austria: MEH
Look, if you like intimate, heartfelt, 
beautifully performed male ballads where 
men sing about how women have hurt 
them, great, stick around. 

But if you’re like me, and do not need 
another sad man coming into the 
competition to cry his way to the top - 
ESPECIALLY in a year when we have had 
so much sadness already - skip it. 

Wow, look, there’s so much white space 
here. Perhaps I should fill it? But I can’t 
even get ginned up enough with vitriol to 
write more about Amen. It is that much of a 
MEH to me! Maybe it won’t be for you?

Vincent Bueno
AmenPh
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Poland: YAY
First of all, let’s hope that Rafal and the rest 
of the Polish delegation will be cleared to 
participate in Eurovision by next week - an 
unexpected positive COVID test has put a 
bit of a damper on things. 

Which is a shame, because this song is a 
sneaky charmer that will likely be a shock 
qualifier. 

When the video for this was first released, 
I thought The Ride was a standard 
80s inspired banger performed by an 
emotionless automaton who was way too 
into a Ryan Gosling aesthetic. 

But once Rafal’s sunglasses took off those 
sunglasses, I realised that I was completely, 
totally, wholly incorrect. Rafal was just a 
barrel of dorkiness waiting to come out. 
He’s the walking embodiment of a dad joke, 
and just as endearing. And his earnestness 
and thrill at just being there shines through a 
very clever staging of what might otherwise 
be a forgotten song. 

Rafal
The Ride
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Moldova: YAY?
Moldova, on the other hand, has pulled a 
reverse Poland, taking a song which was 
beloved upon first release but has since 
been managed into mediocrity. 

Natalia’s video was as fun and bouncy and 
pastelly as you might expect for a song 
called Sugar, and provided visuals which I 
was looking forward to see on stage.

But instead of giving us dancing ice cream 
cones or men made of cake, we’ve got 
standard bondage pretty boys delivering 
joyless synchronised dance moves around 
Natalia. In attempting to lean heavily into the 
sex appeal of the song, they’ve stripped it 
of its fun and originality. 

Yes, we know it’s supposed to be sex-
positive, but somehow, this has become so 
grindingly by the book that all the sexiness 
has been stripped out of it. 

So why am I ranking it as a Yay? It’s a 
banger, duh. Even if it gets boring you can 
get up and dance around your living room. 

Natalia Gordienko
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Iceland: YAY
Watch it? 

OF COURSE watch it. 

Dadi Freyr not only writes emotional songs 
that manage to have a catchy beat, but he 
and his team are a whiz at staging. 

And the whole things is more impressive if 
you realise that on stage is a high school 
teacher, a student jeweler, a video game 
designer, and a heavily pregnant woman. 
None of them are professional performers, 
but they have so much confidence about 
their right to be bringing all of us a bit of joy. 

I know that some people will be nitpicking 
about 10 Years vs. Think About Things but 
to those people, I would say: Why can’t you 
simply be thankful that Dadi Freyr is kind 
enough to bestow such bangers upon us? 

Don’t be surprised if Dadi pulls off a shock 
win from all the people who are getting 
exposed to his charm for the first time ever. 

Dadi og Gagnamagnid
Ten YearsPh
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Serbia: YAY
First of all, I should not that no matter how 
hard you have partied in the past - no 
matter how many times you’ve woken up 
not knowing where you are, no matter how 
many times you’ve lost your shoes/purse/
dress at a club, no matter how many times 
you’ve been jailed for public intoxication - 
you are a lightweight compared to the three 
women in Hurricane. I’m just surprised 
they’re representing Serbia, not Ibiza. 

Hurricane, who must start each morning 
with a green smoothie mixed with cocaine, 
will destroy the stage just like the weather 
phenomenon after which they are named. 

For three minutes, these ladies DO NOT 
STOP. Hairography? Check. Slut drops? 
Check. Vocal runs? Check. They make 
a single Eurovision song seem like three 
weeks at the Sugar Hut, and I mean that as 
the highest compliment. 

Can Serbia win? No. And I, for one, am so 
glad, because I think a Eurovision centered 
around their energy would give me a 
myocardial infarction. I love them, but I can’t 
keep up with them for more than a song. 

Hurricane
Loco LocoPh
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Georgia: YAY
Look, nothing much is going to be 
happening on stage here, but please, 
please, please watch this song, because 
it will be unlike any other performance you 
have seen. 

Tornike Kipiani came to the contest last year 
with an aggressive rock entry called “Take 
Me As I Am”. Then something happened 
- the pandemic? Meditation? Heavy 
sedatives? And he turned around and 
entered the soothing ballad “You” in this 
year’s performance. The video was like an 
ASMR treasure, with gentle music playing 
at Tornike walked around various soothing 
landscapes - the ocean, the forest, a boat 
heading toward the sunset. 

But then his staging happened. And I 
don’t know what’s going on - again, poor 
direction? Heavy sedatives? - but Tornike is 
the most deadpan performer to ever appear 
on the Eurovision stage. He comes out 
with an expressionless mien and proceeds 
to … give the audience nothing. At first, it 
seems weird. But after a minute, it begins 
to seem like performance art. Instead of a 
ballad about love, is Tornike actually doing 
a commentary on the obsessive nature 
of love? Put it this way - by the time the 
three minutes are up, I wouldn’t put it past 
Tornike to be stalking the unlucky “You”.

Tornike Kipiani
YouPh
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Albania: YAY
We know what Albania is going to send - a 
lady with a giant voice. They do it every year 
(okay, almost every year, Eugent Bushpepa). 

And you know why they do it? BECAUSE 
IT’S GOOD. 

After the complete absence of emotion 
that is Georgia, Karma will be a much-
appreciated injection of drama. Sure, 
it’s just Anxhela standing on stage in a 
silver-spangled bodysuit, but that’s all 
Albania needs to sell a song. Add in some 
tumultuous strings and you’ve got yourself 
one hell of a Balkan ballad. 

Watch it, be mesmerised, and don’t be 
surprised if you suddenly find yourself 
enlisted in something you don’t remember 
signing up for - that’s the sheer pull of this 
Albanian siren call. 

Anxhela Peristeri
KarmaPh
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Portugal: MEH
When this English-language song had a 
surprise win at Portugal’s notoriously arty 
Festival da Cancao, I immediately pegged 
this as the winner for a certain type of 
casual Eurovision viewer  - the person 
who likes “real music.” The person who 
is dragged into watching the contest by 
a partner, or the person who should most 
likely be tuned into Glastonbury to catch 
Coldplay on the same night. Because 
“Love Is On My Side” is a warmed-over 
McCartney reject performed by a man who 
sounds like Macy Gray. 

If that sounds mean, yes, you got me. I 
don’t like this song. 

And the reason I don’t is because it’s 
about a older sex worker in Amsterdam 
who, despite having seen some horrible 
things in her life, still believes in love. The 
staging is leaning very heavily into the sex 
worker narrative, without stopping to think 
whether the story of a female sex worker 
in Amsterdam is best told by a group of 
Portuguese men. 

It’s once again an example of female 
experience being used as a prop for male 
emotional growth, and I just can’t. Have fun!

The Black Mamba
Love is On My SidePh
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Bulgaria: YAY
Okay, I am the first to admit that I do not 
get Victoria. She taps an emotional core 
in many people to which I am somehow 
immune? (Looks like those antidepressants 
are doing the job, folks!)

However,  even my heartless self can see 
the appeal of her spectacular staging, 
which creates a giant hourglass of real sand 
to demonstrate the passage of time.

It’s been tipped as a potential winner, 
and while I think Victoria’s performance is 
strong, I can’t see it connecting in the same 
way with voters as ballads like Arcade. Even 
though it builds over the three minutes, 
there’s no comparable ‘hook’ moment. In a 
year when other acts absolutely have that (I 
refer you here to Malta’s ‘Ladies, Listen to 
Me), I don’t know if it’ll be enough. 

Victoria
Growing Up is Getting OldPh
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Finland: YAY
Hot Topic has come to Eurovision, y’all! 
And oh my god, Blind Channel are going to 
bring you back to your white-belt-wearing, 
My Chemical Romance listening self. 

Blind Channel are both ANGST and ROCK 
and did I say TEENAGE REBELLION and 
their staging is just about everything you’d 
expect from that. It’s so cliched that it goes 
back around on itself and becomes fun to 
watch again. 

The one unfortunate thing is that, having 
been told that putting their middle fingers 
up may not be acceptable for a family show, 
Blind Channel have dyed all their middle 
fingers red to make them stand out. And 
the impact is less ‘rebellion’ than ‘person 
who has tried to plug a nosebleed.’

Still, lots of pyro, lots of rock, and spinning 
guitars make this one to watch!  

Blind Channel
Dark SidePh
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Latvia: YAY
I feel bad for everyone getting introduced 
to Samanta Tina via this single Eurovision 
performance, because as crazy as it might 
seem, it is completely subdued as far as 
Samanta Tina performances go. 

If you look up the term “Wine Aunt” in this 
dictionary, you will find a picture of Samanta 
Tina next to it. She is a hot mess, and yet, 
somehow, it all works? And works really, 
really well? 

Let’s take this song - it combines feminism, 
paganism, belted vocals, at least three pop 
hooks, flamenco, and that weird electronic 
effect running through the whole thing. It is 
maximalist to the extreme, and I love it. 

The fact that Latvia has sent her to 
Rotterdam with nothing more than some 
lava lamps visuals behind her is absolute 
crime. This song should have had started 
with  Samanta being carried in on a 
palanquin by muscled men, and ended with 
her standing top the rubble of a city she has 
just burned to the ground with her acolytes. 
So if it doesn’t qualify, you know why. 

Samanta Tina
The Moon is RisingPh
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Switzers: YAY
I’m not going lie. Tout L’Univers was one 
of my least favourite songs going into 
rehearsals. Gjon’s Tears does heartfelt 
ballads in French, interspersed with frequent 
falsetto, and while I could see the appeal, I 
just could not get into it. (Remember, I am 
a heartless crone who refuses to move for 
any song below 120 BPM.)

Well, all that changed during rehearsals, 
because instead of standing in a spotlight 
or lying on a piano or doing some of the 
other staging ideas that are usually linked 
to ballads, Gjon is dancing. Yes, interpretive 
dancing, but somehow Gjon has turned 
his ballad into a banger. The whole thing 
gives him the air of a figure skater who just 
happens to have a wonderful set of pipes. 

I’m afraid that a lot of people are just going 
to find this strange, but I think it’s just Gjon 
following his heart. Come for that amazing 
falsetto note, stay for those smooth moves. 

Finally, yes, I know the country is called 
Switzerland, but it didn’t fit in my layout.

Gjon’s Tears
Tout L’UniversPh
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Denmark: YAY
The 80s are back!

No, seriously. This isn’t 2021 doing a 1980s 
tribute filtered through a modern frame. 

Fyr og Flame look and sound like they’re 
representing Denmark in the 1986 
competition. (No offense, Lise Haavik)

And somehow, instead of being dated, it’s 
just fun. That’s partially due to the energy of 
the lead singer, who doesn’t seem to know 
what to do with all of the synth building 
up in him and therefore runs around the 
gigantic stage with abandon. It’s less 
staging effect and more hyperactive child 
after sugar, but it’s entirely in keeping with 
what would have actually happened in 
1986, when staging was limited to outfits 
and a few simple dance moves. 

Fyr og Flamme are the perfect way to end 
the evening - on a poppy, dreamy, high.

Fyr og Flamme
Ove Os Pa HindandenPh
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France: YAY?
Once again I find myself in the position 
of being too unsophisticated to give this 
performance the adulation it deserves. 

Barbara Pravi is pure emotion, and even if 
you don’t speak French (like me), you’ll feel 
the meaning behind every word. 

I can logically see why this song is tipped 
to win. I can appreciate the beauty of the 
staging. I get the appeal of the winsome 
chanteuse Barbara Pravi. 

But I remain unaffected, because what 
Barbara Pravi has done is bring chanson 
to Eurovision. And that’s not a bad thing, 
but I’m left wondering why this chanson is 
somehow different from the chansons that 
have previously been sent by France. 

It may be unfair of me to compare Barbara 
to artists like Patricia Kaas, who was able 
to chanson so effectively that I could smell 
the Gauliose smoke from my sofa, but I 
don’t get how this performance builds and 
expands on the chanson tradition. 

Don’t be mad, Babs Fans - I’m sure I’ll be 
eating my words come Saturday. Hope 
you’ll forgive me enough to let me into Paris 
for Eurovision 2022.   

Barbara Pravi
VoilaPh
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Germany: YAY
I should HATE Jendrik. He is twee. He is (as 
his necklace says) annoying. He is a theatre 
kid on stimulants dialed up to 21. And yet...I 
somehow love Jendrik? 

There are two reasons why Jendrik stands 
apart from all the other artists who are 
clamouring for our attention. 

First, I have to admire Jendrik’s hustle. 
His song emerged from a lockdown, as 
Jendrik was out of work and decided to 
make a video for this little ditty. Unlike 
most creative lockdown projects (and yes, 
that is a self-indictment), Jendrik actually 
delivered, spending 10,000 euros to make a 
professional and fun video with his friends. 

And the second reason I love Jendrik is 
that he’s clever. The entire point of his song 
negates any of the low-level hate floating 
around online. He has created the perfect 
Eurovision anthem to blare at everyone 
who  logs on to social media simply to slag 
off Eurovision each year. Enjoy your mean 
tweets, but it seems weird you’re spending 
so much time invested in something you 
supposedly hate!

Finally, I can’t resist any song silly enough to 
include a tap break. Germany has taken a 
risk and it has paid off spectacularly.

Jendrik
I Don’t Feel HatePh
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Italy: YAY
JESUS CHRIST get those cold showers 
running, because you’re going to need to 
cool down after this performance. 

Maneskin are raw sex personified. In their 
coordinated lace-up outfits, they’re like a 
sexual kaiju, whose combined desirability is 
going to destroy everything in its path. 

Oh, and I should mention that the song is 
also pretty catchy. It translates in English 
to “Shut Up and Behave” and lead singer 
Damiano flawlessly spits out lyrics at a jaw-
dropping rate. 

Singing this song is a workout in itself, yet 
Damiano still has the energy to bounce 
around the stage, striking rock star poses 
with every other member of the band. 

I can’t write coherently about this song 
without doing the verbal equivalent of 
the eye-popping “AYOOOGAH” siren 
accompanied by lots of drool, so let me just 
note that this is the song I want to win. And 
if it doesn’t, I’ve already bought tickets to 
see Maneskin perform in Florence next year.

Maneskin
Zitti e BuoniPh
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Spain: MEH
Look, Blas Canto has a beautiful voice, 
and Spain is trying to showcase that to the 
best of their ability, giving him an a capella 
section during this performance. 

But other than that, the most notable thing 
about this is his giant inflatable moon. Yes, 
in a  year when the contest is held on the 
most technologically advanced stage to 
date, Spain is relying on a huge, six metre 
moon, looming over Blas like the worst 
spectator at the contest. 

I can’t criticise this song too much, as 
Blas wrote it following the death of his 
grandmother from COVID. But while 
it’s a song that’s sure to be beloved by 
grandmothers across Europe, I’m not sure 
if its appeal is uni-universal. (That’s a dumb 
joke about Blas’s entry last year.)

Blas Canto
Voy e QuedarmePh
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UK: MEH?
I am convinced that every staging decision 
by the BBC is made by the one guy who 
has to talk to all the Daily Mail reporters 
writing a story about HOW MUCH the BBC 
SPENDS on EUROVISION EACH YEAR 
with YOUR LICENSE FEE. Because there’s 
no other reason for the absolutely shocking 
quality of this staging.

James Newman deserves better.  He came 
to the contest with a fun but bland song 
that’s radio-friendly enough to be played on 
interstitials of reality television shows. 

And what has the BBC given him? 

Two giant trumpets. 

Two giant FLAMMABLE trumpets, meaning 
that a song called “Embers” can’t even use 
any pyro. 

If this places last, Britain deserves it. Not 
because of Brexit, or the Iraq War, but 
because we clearly DO NOT CARE.

UPDATE: Since I wrote this, James 
Newman himself has confirmed there will 
be pyro! Let’s hope his trumpets don’t burn 
down the room. 

James Newman
EmbersPh
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Host: YAY
The Netherlands become an automatic 
qualifier by virtue of their win in 2019, but 
unlike some countries, they are prepared 
to Do the Double. A 2022 Dutch win is not 
only possible, but entirely justified. 

Jeangu Macrooy has written a beautiful 
song, inspired by the BLM protests and 
his own experience as a queer Surinamese 
Dutch person. It will give you goosebumps. 

I don’t have the space to go into the 
raptures that I would like to about this 
performance, but the way that Jeangu has 
summarised the years of oppression and 
racism experienced by his ancestors and 
still comes out with a belief that a new age 
is on the horizon is just … well, it’s magical. 
Anything I say will be a pale comparison to 
the power that is present on stage. 

In a just world, this would be the winner of 
Eurovision 2021,and Jeangu is going to be 
one of those artists that I’ll follow post the 
contest. 

Jeangu Macrooy
Birth of a New AgePh
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Et Voila!
Look at me, hedging my bets with that 
closure there. (Barbara fans, I admire your 
passion but I’m too American to get it.)

That’s the rundown of all of the competing 
performances that will be happening at this 
year’s Eurovision. 

I apologise for any typos in this, and 
yes, I am aware I did not use the special 
characters that are used in the native 
language of many of these acts. In my 
defense, I forgot how to look them up when 
using InDesign.

Of course, the performances are just a small 
part of Eurovision. There’s still so much to 
discuss about the hosting, the intervals, 
and, of course, the results.

If you’ve enjoyed what you’ve read here, 
please do the equivalent of pressing like 
and subscribe on a YouTube video:

• Follow me on Twitter at dudepoints
• Read my posts at dudepoints.fun
• Read my more earnest posts on 

ESCinContext.com

Or, if you’re a casual fan, please just show 
up again next year!

XOXO, Dude




