The first thing he does upon arriving at the Montague Arms in New Cross is climb up on a table to retrieve, from a knot-hole in one of the pub's black roof beams, a little wedge of paper. Unfolded, this turns out to be a hand-written lyric sheet, one of several he's cached nearby, for no particular reason he can articulate except that he really likes this venue – come on the right night and you might see a noise artist rapping about ice – and it has a lot of convenient nooks in the woodwork.

That's certainly one way to take possession of a room. But for King Krule, or Archy Marshall as he'll referred to hereon, there are much easier ways. Such as: opening his mouth. When we think of the great baritone voices we tend to look to the 'chocolate bubble bath' category, but Marshall's, both on record and in person, is a wild, lolloping, sinewy thing. It's as if his voice broke and then re-broke deeper and now is in the middle of breaking a third time. The first time you meet him you spend the first few minutes worrying that you'll fall into one of his longer vowels and nobody will ever see you again. Crazy to look at this guy and think that his features – the ginger hair and the hooded eyes and the protruding lower lip that have put him on the cover of magazines – are not even close to being the most distinctive thing about him.
When we first met Marshall, he was only 15, going under the nom de plume Zoo Kid, with the heart stopping lines “Hate/ Runs through my blood” opening his debut single “Out Getting Ribs”, which won him accolades from Pitchfork and the Guardian and placed him firmly on the map as a unique and idiosyncratic talent to watch. His startling sonic progression through the years can then be mapped via a series of standout singles and full length records – from the skittering jazz of the Rinse single Rock Bottom to the beautifully downbeat blues of the King Krule EP; the swirling electronica of A New Place 2 Drown, his collaborative, multimedia project with his brother Jack, and, of course, Six Feet Beneath the Moon, his critically acclaimed debut album released on his 19th birthday in 2013, which provided a concise snapshot of his musical experimentation to date.    


His new album, The OOZ – entirely written and produced by Marshall himself – is full of lyrics that will lodge in your timbers, delivered in that know-it-a-mile-away voice. But in the course of recording it in his studio in Bermondsey, he realised there are two sides to his particular gift. 'Sometimes I'll put a vocal on a track and think “My voice doesn't actually enhance this,”' he says, now seated with a pint at the back of the pub. 'There are some textures I just can't do because my voice is so weird.'

As a result, he decided to open the borders of the album. Over these glowering, zonked-out, intermittently explosive songs, various other voices drift by, most of them belonging to girls Marshall recruited here and there. 'Some of it's Spanish, some of it's Russian, some of it's Tagalog.' And some of it's whatever language south London fox cubs scream at each other in under a full moon. When you listen to The Ooz, you are often listening to Marshall walking home to his mum's house in East Dulwich after a night out. 'I'm fucked up and I'm recording my feet and you can hear the wind and the footsteps. A lot of the album's about isolation, and that's why night time connects with me, because it's empty.' If he ever comes across an instrument discarded on the street, he scavenges it for later use. 'I once found this kids' keyboard that didn't work, and I was pretty drunk and I was feeling kind of frustrated, so I was smashing it on my head, and that put the circuit board back into place, and it started playing loops.' The outcome, he says, 'is a soundscape. Creating this world that you're only getting snippets of. Like a movie. Something in between dreaming and reality.'
The OOZ, therefore, paints a strange, undulating picture of a rapidly splintering city, suffused with beauty as it is suffocated with despair. Over jazzy curlicues and guitars, the opener “Biscuit Town” sets out its stall irresistibly as Marshall sings about rapidly disintegrating romance and personal dissolution with acute, almost painful detail. These wrenching themes of self-annihilation and fraying relationships seem inextricably linked in Marshall’s eyes – once you lose yourself to someone else, you inevitably wind up losing yourself completely when they leave – and recur in other tracks. “Why’d you leave me? Because of my depression? You used to complete me but I guess I learnt a lesson” he spits on the roiling “Midnight 01 (Deep Sea Diver)”, and, even layered with the warm vocals of Okay Kaya, “Slush Puppy” is an unsparing dissection of a couple with nothing left to give, like a Gainsbourg and Birkin ballad gone toxic. Elsewhere, things only get darker, as Marshall desperately tries to find safe harbor in the city he knows and loves, only to be thwarted constantly, as on “The Cadet Leaps” and first single “Czech One”. Not even the synthetic high of chemicals, as shown in “Emergency Blimp” and “A Slide In (New Drugs)”, can stanch the suffering. 
You are encouraged take the title of the album literally. 'It's about earwax and snot and bodily fluids and skin and stuff that you just ooze out on a day to day basis,' he says. 'I like the way I'm not consciously creating bogies or whatever, I'm just being productive without knowing it. I wake up and I have so much gunk and mucus and spit and I just throw it out.' Animals, he points out, don't spend hours in front of the mirror. 'Some days I don't want even to do anything, I just want to ride in my filth.' Marshall happily draws an analogy between his fountainous glands and his fountainous mind, both operating without direct supervision. 'I always create. Every day. It's second nature. But it's not like I have any plans when I walk into the studio. I throw it out there on a whim and if it's good it's good and if it's shit it's fucking shit.' And before he leaves the pub he gets back up on the table to replace the folded lyric sheet in its knot-hole, leaving it there to rot, perhaps, or to ripen.

