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Welcome
to1977

FTERTHE WIDELY publicised stirrings of the Sex Pistols at
the close of 1976, punk rock has now become more than a
media sensation. It is a widespread discussion, talked
about in political — and increasingly even in musical —
terms. Bands such as The Clash, Stranglers and Sex Pistols
areactuallyreleasingalbums.

MickJaggerhas checked out the bandsin New York and listened to the singles
(“Chelsea, ‘Right To Work’ —that one’sawful”). Keith Moon makes ariotous trip
to the Vortex club, to confront punkrock head on. Robert Plant, who has seen
The Damned at the Roxy, is unconcerned. “The dinosaurs,” he memorably
says, “arestilldancing...”

Still, they are alittle on the defensive side. Plant seems anxious to downplay
punk’s youth, claiming Rat Scabies and Johnny Rotten are older than they
look. They’re not — indeed Plant himself is only 28 - but generationally
speaking, he mayaswellbe acabinet minister. He is professionally expertand
enormously wealthy, but in this changed musical economy, this only
contributesto hisirrelevance.

His discomfortisnotsoothed by the press. Punk doesn’t only politicise youth
and revolutionise the way in which records are made, it also effects change in
music papers, which become bolder in layout, more irreverent in tone.
Features by staff writers such as Tony Parsons contain important interviews
with bands like our cover stars The Clash — but these only support the main
thrust ofhis communiqué.

Thisisthe world of The History Of Rock, amonthly magazine that follows each
turn of the rock revolution. Whether in sleazy dive or huge arena, passionate
and increasingly stylish contemporary reporters were there to chronicle
events. This publication reaps the benefits of their understanding for the
reader decades later, one year at a time. Missed one? You can find out how to
rectifythaton page 144.

In the pages of this 13th edition, dedicated to 1977, you will find verbatim
articles from frontline staffers, filed from the thick of the action, wherever it
may be. In courtwith Keith Richards. Looking at the Westway with The Clash.
Beingcalled awankerwith Keith Moon.

It is Moon, in fact, who best articulates the anxieties of his generation of
musicians in 1977 when he reveals to a young punk in the Vortex a simple
biographicalfact.

“I'm30,” he says.
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ontents

6 Abadstartto theyearforKeith
Richards-and for the Rolling
Stones. Pink Floyd have problems,
and Sara Dylan files for divorce.
SexPistolsare dropped by EMI.

12 Bowieisincognito.Inhis

stead, Tony Viscontiand Brian Eno
talk Low.

1 6Atrip totherecord company
and to Phil Spector’shouseinthe
companyoftheband. “I'm
neurotic,” says Dee Dee. “You
should knowwhatthatmeans.”

20 Fleeinglurid headlines,

theband playin Amsterdam.
While the band are shellshocked
bytheirrecentdramas, Malcolm
McLaren grantsanaudience to
explain their position.

4|

2 6 Anewone from Bowie, and

some strong stufffromboth Bill
Withers and Earth, Wind & Fire.

28 The former Genesis

singerreleases his debutsolo
albumand declares hislove of
Springsteen—even asneaking
interestin punkrock.

32 Atelephone conversation

with the performer suggests
thatsomeone-perhapsthe
reclusive David Bowie?-is pulling
hisstrings. Awild goose chase to
Berlinensues.

36

Angus Youngopines angrily
aboutwhat-and whatdoesnot—
constitute “realrock'n’roll”. On
stage, chaosreliably ensues.

Blondie,
page54

40 The SexPistols

celebrate the Queen’s Silver
Jubilee. Wilko Johnson
leaves DrFeelgood. The
Beatlesgetbacktothe
earlydays—whether
theylikeitornot.

44 Onthetube,

inthecaffand
overlookingthe
Westwaywith the
Londonband. Anti-
punkviolence, reggae
andrevolutionareall
onthetable for
discussion.

5 0 The former

bluesrevivalists enjoy
theirnewstatusas
MOR champions—-their
relationship upheavals
notwithstanding.

5 4 Blondie catch

theeye ofthe NME

reporter supporting

Television, while Tom Waits and
TheJacksonsalsoappear.

56 The Chess Recordsstar

doesn’tsomuchrecounthis

life storyas the entire history

of the blues, from Charley Patton
totheRolling Stones.

64 Theself-proclaimed

“blacksheep of the newwave”
explain their outsider status.
Suits, HM Queen and voting
Conservative all feature.

68 Thefirstofferingfrom The

Clashand The Stranglers. Bob

Marley’s Rastaman Vibrationis
belatedlyassessed.

70 Thebespectacled firebrand
appearsinafuriousburstofself-
confidence. Don’tknowhowgood
heis?Here, lethim tellyou.

74 Thelaid-back Southerner

debutsin England with his
spikyand agreeably
Anglophilerock'n’roll.

78 RobertPlantgives his

verdicton the newwave. All
round, itseems, he’snottoo
worried-they’renotasyoung
asyoudthink, these punks.

84 Anin-depthinterview

witheachmember ofthe
hallucinatory New Yorkrockers.
Features: ego, Enoand Hell.

91 The Clashwrite. Atelegram
fromthe SexPistols.
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Januaryn,1977:
KeithRichards
arrivesatAylesbury
CrownCourt
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IGGY POP, SEX PISTOLS,
PETER GABRIEL, AG/DC,

RAMONES AND MORE

CHALKIE DAVIES / GETTY

drew up outside Aylesbury Crown Court

and Keith Richards stepped out to face
atwo-countindictmentalleging possession
of LSD and cocaine.

Keithwaswhite-faced and sombre ashe entered
thesmall courtroom, dressed inaplain black
velvetsuit, awhitesilkshirtand scarf, and stack-
heeledboots. Chargeswereread outand both
times Keith answered quietly, “Not guilty.”

The prosecution described how, justbefore
4amonMay19, 1976, the policereceived an
emergency calltoinvestigate anaccidentonthe
southbound section ofthe M1 motorwaynear
NewportPagnell. Richards’ seriously damaged
Bentleyhad run offthe motorway and into afield,
ploughingthrough ahedge and fence.

Bythe carwere people: Keith Richards, his
sonMarlon, aged seven, an American called
Mr Sessler and two unidentified girls. Taken to
apoliceinterviewroom, Richardswas searched.
Inaninsidejacketpocket, itwasalleged, was
found afolded piece of paper, and inside that
another piece of paper.

Policebelieved the stain on the second piece of
papertobeLSD and arrested Richardsonacharge
of possessinga controlled drug.

Keithwasthen taken to the Newport Pagnell
policestation, while officers searched his carand
found asilver chain, onwhich wereattached
several objects, includingavinaigrette (ascentor
smelling-saltholder dated 1870 and worth £150),
aminiaturesilver flickknife, a hollowsilver tube,
andacarkey.

When Keith wasshown the chainhe deniedit
was his, the courtwas told. Keith, it was said,
informed police thatmany members of the Stones
and theirentourage used the carand thatthe
silver chain could belongto anyone. Of the jacket
inwhich the stained paperwas discovered he
said, “We allwear each other’s stage clothes.
Idon’tknowwhatitis.”

The courtheard thatforensic tests showed
thesilver tube on the chain to contain traces
(130 milligrams) of an off-white powder,
including39 milligrams of pure cocaine.

Thejurywere shown two photographsfrom
the Stones’ Leicester concertofMay 15, 1976,in
which, itwasalleged, the chain thatKeith was
wearingwasthesameastheonefoundinhiscar. »

O NMONDAY MORNING, a gold Rolls-Royce
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March10,1977:the Sex
Pistolsandtheirmanager
MalcolmMcLarensigna
newcontractwith A&M
outside BuckinghamPalace

“We shall have to leave Britain”

MM JAN 22

The Sex Pistols have finally split from EMI,
less than four months after they signed
arecording contract with the company on
October16.

Leslie Hill, managing director of EMI
Records, announced this week: “In
accordance with the previously stated
wishes of both parties and the verbal
telephone agreement made on Thursday,
January 6, the document terminating the
contract between EMland the Sex Pistols
hasnow beenagreed.”

Malcolm McLaren, manager of the band,
was not available for comment on this
announcement, which bringstoanendalong
series of claims and counter-claims made
by McLarenand EMI over the termination
of the band'’s contract - as detailed in MM
last week. Noinformation on financial
compensation for the Pistols on the loss of
their contract has beenrevealed.

The question of who will sign the Pistols
next remains open. Chrysalis remain among
the contenders, as do CBS, but Polydor are
out of the running. A spokesman for the
company told MM last week that they had
nointerestin the Pistols.

NME MAR 12

Sex Pistols are on the brink of signing anew
recording contract. Manager Malcolm
McLaren told NME this week: “The
terms of the contracthave been
agreed, and we are delighted with our
new deal. All that remainsis to put our

10 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1977
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signatures onthe dotted line. As soon as that
is done, we shallbe making an official
announcement later this week.”

Meanwhile, asreported last week, Sid
Vicious has replaced Glen Matlock on bass.
According to McLaren, Matlock left because
of “his different tastes and other ambitions”.

Final word from McLaren: “We shall be
signing our new contractin front of
Buckingham Palace!”

The Pistols’ main
problemnowis
securing venues where
they would be allowed to performin Britain.
They are hoping to headline a major charity
concertatalondon theatre next month, but
thisis dependent upon whether the GLC
gives approval at ameetingbetween the
Counciland McLaren later this week.
Atpresent, the Pistols are banned from
appearingin virtually every major city in
Britain owing to local council rulings. Said
McLaren: “We want to do dates in major
cities, but the banisstillin effect almost
everywhere. The only possible exceptions
are Liverpooland Newcastle, and they are
by nomeans definite.”

NME MAR 19

A&M Records have signed
the Sex Pistols. The pact
was sealed, as manager
Malcolm McLaren forecast
inlast week’s NME, in
aceremony outside
Buckingham Palace last
Thursday - the significance
being that A&M are rush-

“If overseas tours
are successful,
maybe they will

open a few doors
here at home”

Aseries of European
datesarebeinglined up
for the end of April,and
the Pistols are due to
record their first A&M
albuminMay. If thereis
stillno relaxation of the
British ban, the Pistols
would then tour Japan,
Australia, the United

releasing the group’s new
single “God Save The Queen” onMarch 25.

McLarenstressed that the two-year deal
carries aguarantee of £150,000 - not
£50,000 as wasreported in the national
press. He does not anticipate any difficulty
in obtaining BBC and local radio airplay for
thesingle. “It’s not a punk-rock version of the
National Anthem, but the boys’ own genuine
tribute tothe Queen,” he added.

ORDS have tioned b o

Statesand Canada-
where,MclLaren assured NME, the band
would be welcomed.

He added: “Therest of the country willbe
watching our meeting withthe GLC. [fwe are
allowed to performin London, we hope that
other councils will reverse their decision. If
not, we shall have to wait until after our
overseas tours -because if they prove tobe
successful and without incident, then maybe
they will openafew doors here athome.”

Andif all else fails and the Pistols are not
permitted to work in Britain?

“We shall have to leave Britain for good,”
said McLaren.




Long periods of time
without speaking

NME MAR 12

AYBEHISMATZOS made crumbsin the bed.
M Maybe he played his guitar early in the morning.
Maybe he justhad too many visions of Johanna.
Whatever, lastweek SaraDylan filed suit for divorce
from her husband RobertAllen Zimmerman on the
grounds ofirreconcilable differences. The couple have
beenmarried for 11 years and have five children.

The formidable Mrs Dylan has obviouslyacquired a taste
forthe goodlife; sheis demandingnot only custody of the
fivekids, butalso halfBobby’s entire possessions, including
the copyrightstoallhissongs and theirattendantroyalties.

Forthe momentshe’s making dowith exclusive use of the
family’snewMalibuhome, a$2 million house builtina
highlyunorthodoxstyle thatwas previewed in Thrills some
monthsback. Sarawasapparentlylargely responsible for
thehousebeingbuilt, while Dylanisreputed toloatheit.

Ofthefive Zimmerman children, eldestisfrom Sara’s
previous marriage.Jesse Dylanissaid to be closertohis
fatherthanto Sara, butthe othersareall evidently closer to
theirma. Friends of the couple have pointed to major
differencesinthe charactersof Boband Sara, whoisa
formermodel. On the Rolling Thunder Revue, forexample,
Saraapparentlyliked to stayin top-flighthotels,and
carried alarge number of trunks for her clothes. Dylan, on
theotherhand, seemed ashappytodossdowninthetrailer
withachange ofjeansand T-shirt.

BobDylan:faces
handingover
halfhisroyalties

Itisalsosaid thathe twowould go forlong periods of time
withoutspeakingto each other, notso much through hate,
butbecause theyhadlittle to say. Others point to the strain
ofbeingmarried to Bob Dylan, and the strain thathis public
lifenecessarilyimposes on the marriage, with attendant
problemsabout protectingthe children and so on.

Accordingtoreportsfrom New York, Boband Saraare
currentlymeetingwithlawyersinanattemptto end the
acrimonysinceshefiled for the divorce this pastweek.

Friends ofthe couple have said that one ofher charges
wasthatBob “beat” her; others say thathe claims shewas
hystericaland he merely slapped her, etc. There were also
rumours that Sarawasworkingasawaitressina
Greenwich Village cafe called The Figaro, but this proved
unfounded. However, itis though thatshe wants toresume
hercareerasanactress, forshe hasbeen takingworkshop
classesatLee Strasberg’s Actor’s Studio in Los Angeles.

News thatthe Dylanshad splitasunderwas greeted with
malicious glee from certain of the more cynicalmembers
of Dylan’s NMEfan club, whorecall thatthelasttime Dylan
hadwoman trouble and was separated from Sara, hecame
up with Blood On The Tracks, widely reckoned to be his
finestworkinyears (and perhapsapersuasive elementin

Saraand Bobreuniting). Julie Burchill

“Pmblems” MM JAN 22

technical hitch. The band’s new album - their first

since Wish You Were Here in1975 - has been hit
by problems over the sleeve design. The album, called
Animals, was to have beenreleased on January 14. But
this week Pink Floyd’s manager, Steve O’Rourke, told the
Melody Maker: “There have been problems with the
artwork for the sleeve. It's nothing serious, but it means
we've notbeen able to keep to the original release date.

“We still haven't fixed a definite date, although we
hope to decide that over the weekend. It looks as though
thesleeve willbe ready in time for us torelease the album
onJanuary28.”

This setback comes at the beginning of a vital three
months for the Floyd, a period when they step backinto
the limelight. Although they have long since proved
themselves one of Britain’s biggest bands, the Floyd have
been virtual recluses for well over a year. Their last British
concert appearance was at the 1975 Knebworth Fair, a
spectacular open-air show which even featured a Spitfire
flying overhead. That concert was followed, in
September1975, by the release of Wish You Were Here.

Since then, however, nothinghas been heard about the
band’s activities - apart, thatis, from the 50-foot flying
pig which, last month, was flown over London’s Battersea.
Photographs of the pig willbe used on the Animals sleeve.

P INKFLOYD’SNEW YEAR has started witha

“The band spent the whole of last year recording the
new album,” claims O’Rourke. “It was finished and ready
forrelease by Christmas, although of course we were
then held up by the sleeve problems.”

The album, which features just three tracks, called
“Dogs”, “Pigs” and “Sheep”, comes at a crucial time for
the band, who since Dark Side Of The Moon, have
become victims of their own success. Their last album, for
instance, sold extremely well by most bands’ standards,
although it was commonly regarded as something of
aflop for the Floyd. Wish You Were Here, which received
only lukewarm reviews from the critics whenit was
released, stayed in the Melody Maker chart for 22 weeks
and failed to make the No1position.

Ithadbeen, of course, completely overshadowed by
the extraordinary success of Dark Side Of The Moon,
which first entered the chart on March 31,1973. Although
it, too, strangely failed toreach No 1, the album spenta
total of 128 weeksin the chart, afeatrivalled only by Mike
Oldfield’s Tubular Bells.

Even now, Dark Side Of The Moon makes occasional
appearancesinthe MM chart. The albumalso established
the Floydin the United States, where it was the band’s
first chart-topping album.Such phenomenal success is
virtuallyimpossible for the band to repeat, althoughall

the Floyd's subsequent albums will be inevitably
compared to Dark Side Of The Moon.

To promote Animals, therefore, the band have
chosentoreturnto the British concert stage this
spring, their first shows for 18 months. They play
four concerts at London’s Wembley Empire Pool,
from March17to 20,and then four shows at the huge
Stafford New Bingley Hall, from March 28 to 31.

JANUM“’M“GH
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» Atop-security
blankethasbeen
thrownaround
EMl’splansto
release aBeatles
livealbuminmid-
spring.Reasonfor
thesecrecyisn't
clear,asit’sknown
thatoriginal Beatle
producer George
Martinisremixing
thetapesoftheir
1964-65Hollywood
Bowl Concertsand
that The Beatles
themselveshave
giventheir
go-aheadforthe
project.Releaseis
plannedfor May,
backed by massive
TV promotion,
utilising film
footage fromthe
Bowlconcerts.

NME MAR 26

» Generation X
lead guitarist Bob
Andrewswas
hospitalisedon
Friday nightafter
beinghitonthe
headbyaflying
beer mugwhile
playing the Easter
BallatLeicester
University’s Clare
Hall. Generation X
and The Boys, who
were supporting,
hadbeenreceiving
ahail of plastic cups
andemptybeer
cans, buthalfway
throughthe
headliners’setfull
cansandglasses
startedflying.
Andrewsdropped
tothefloor,covered
inblood butstill
playing,and later
hadacouple of
stitchesinthe gash.
Oneobserver
termedthe
aggressors “Led
Zeppelinheavies”,
whileanotherhad
themdownasthe
rugby club. The
Damnedand The
Stranglersrecently
spentanevening
dodgingbeercans
at Essex University.

NMEMAR 19
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JoeyRamone:knownas
JeffreyHymanbefore
adoptingthealias Jeff
Starshipasleadsingerwith
glam-punkbandSniperin
1972, thenco-foundingthe
Ramones twoyearslater
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flatand brutal, over before they’'ve almostbegun and only occasionally
memorable. Somanyinstanttracks played so fastback to backmake
itextraordinarilyhard to differentiate between one and another,
especiallywhen themixfavours the guitaristrather than the singer.
Ididn’tcatchonetitle, apartfrom “California Sun”, yet thelyrics
seemed to dealwith boy/girlrelationshipsrather thanviolence or glue-
sniffing, agesture thatwill surely find sympathywith people who make
upradio playlists.
“Wespentatleasttwiceaslongmakingthisalbumaswedid onthe

first,” guitaristJohnnyRamone told me after thealbum had been played.

He could not, though, remember justhowlong thatwas: “Most of
November, I'think.”

Despite the punkimage of the Ramones, Johnny, like his colleagues, is
anamiable enough fellow evenifheis not too bright. It’s difficult to prise
more thanacouple of sentences from hisreluctant mouth.

“Welike to gettheideaofasongacross quick, leave outall the slackand
playfast,” said JohnnywhenIcommented on the length of the tracks.
“Wetrytowriteasongadaywhenwe’re due torecord. We'llgetup inthe
morningandsay, ‘Let’swriteasongtoday, and getonwithit. Sometimes
ittakes 30 minutes and sometimesit takes the whole day. Then we
rehearseitto getitrightuntilwe playiton stage.

“Weevenhadafewsongsthatwedidn’tevenbothertorecord,and one
thatwerecorded butleft off the album. We wanted to keep it to 14 tracks.”

Johnnywas particularlyvague about the cancelled British tour with
the SexPistols. Hehad wanted to go over but manager Danny Fields
decided againstitand the group seem to havelittle sayin business
matters, probably awise state of affairs.

“Ienjoyed thelasttime we went to England,” said Johnny. “Iremember
playingthe Roundhouse on July 4, Independence Day, and thatwas fun.
Itseemed thatthe dates on thislast tour weren’tso good, so Danny
cancelledit, butwe’re due backin February or March.”

The Ramones will play some dates in New York over the Christmas
period provided thatJoey’sankle hashealed up, then spend early New
Yearin Californiabefore comingto England.

Attheend ofthe eveningayoung, dark-haired girl opened herblouse
toreveal aperfectfigure. The gesture,
largely unnoticed, was enough. We spent
theevening proddingeach otherwith
safetypins. Chris Charlesworth

44 EYMAN!” PLEADS a panic-
stricken Dee Dee Ramone.

“Ifyahitme, [ain’t gonnahit
yaback!I've gottoo muchrespectforya!
Anyway, Il don’tknow howmany armed
bodyguardsyagothiddenin the kitchen
who’ll come burstin’ through the door
with their gunsblazin’if1do!”

Nevertheless, Dee Dee stands his ground.

Arms pressedrigidlyagainst the sides of the body; fists
clenched, eyes half-closed, bracing himselffor a KO punch
thatisneverlaunched.

“Justleave me alonewillya!!” hehollers defiantly at Phil
Spector—who, afterhanding me his automatic pistol for safe
keeping, is executingafastAlishuffleinchesin frontofhis
distraughthouse guest.

Joey,Johnnyand Tommysilently anticipate the next move. If
there’sgottobearumble, they'reready—ifsomewhatreluctant.

“Icameoverhere thiseveningatyourinvitation,” pleads
DeeDee, who'snolonger talking to Spector butscreamingat
him atthe top ofhis powerfullungs, “to admire your house,
listen to your music and party, not to fight with ya, sojustcutit
out, before someone getshurt!”

Idon’tthinkDee Dee’sreferring to himself. The blank cutesy
maskthatusuallyadorns Dee Dee’s fresh featureshasin
seconds become screwed into an expression of terminal angst.
Thekid’s confused.

“DeeDeeR-A-M-O-N-E-Imeanthat’syourname?” Spector
continues taunting, “Iwas also broughtup on the streets of
New York, solet’sseeifyou'velearntanything... oneonone...
Sowhatchawaiting for!”
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The eveninghad commenced quite favourably. Assoon asthe
Ramones’ scene-maker Rodney Bingenheimer and yours trulyhad
arrived at the heavily fortified Chez Spector, we had been made to feel
mostwelcome. Infact, itappeared that Spectorwas on hisbestbehaviour.

First, the youngest of Spector’s three kids had dashed up toJoey and
aftertakingstock ofhisheighthad asked, “Areyouabasketball player?”

“No,” theembarrassed stickinsecthad replied.

“Areyousureyou're notabasketball player?” was the repeated enquiry.

“Sure!” affirmed Joey, precariously rocking from side to side on hislong,
spindlylegs.

From the momentwe entered the room, itwas obvious that Phil Spector
was fascinated byJoey Ramone’s quirky charisma, in very much the same
wayashehadbeen enamoured byBlondie’s Debbie Harry, a couple of
weeks earlier.

“J-0-E-YR-A-M-O-N-E...J-O-E-YR-A-M-O-N-E,” Spector would trill
inadmirationlike a crackedrecord. Ifhe could transmogrify Debbieinto
a’70sversion of Ronnie Spector, then Joey was Dion’s heir apparent.

Spectormadeno secretofthefactthatinJoeyhesensed the kind of
dormant potential from which Great Phil Spector Productions are made.
No pussyfooting: Spector expressed adesire to produce aJoey Ramone
soloalbum.

Flatterydidn’tget Spector anywhere. After hours of discussing the
matter, Joey politelyinformed his new-found fan that the Ramones are a
four-man democracyand that they’'ve made no contingency plans for
individual projects.

Nottobedeterred. Spectorinsisted that the Ramoneswould never be
bigger than theyare rightnow. He suggested apossiblelabel change.

“Icanmakeyouinto the starsthatyouwanttobe,” he claimed.

Theylistened towhathe had to say. Seemingly, moneywasno obstacle.
He quoted telephone-number guarantees. The Ramones were impressed.
The Ramoneswere dumbstruck. The Ramones became confused.
Communication breakdown and arapid deteriorationin detente.

PartofPhil Spector’'shome entertainmentoftenincludes the sort
ofbizarreblack-comedyanticsI've described. Pushingunsuspecting
visitors beyond theirlimits and then observinghow theyreact. One

dayit’llbackfire. Dee Deerefusesto allowSpectorto getthe
better ofhim.
“I'mneurotic,” blurts the exasperated Ramone. “And, of
allpeople, youshould appreciate what thatmeans!”
Thatremarkstops Spector dead in his tracks. Spector
apologises profuselyforhisbehaviourand aless-than-
memorablesoireereachesananticlimax.




STHETITLE of their second album
A implies, the Ramones left the comparative

safety of theirhome in Queens, clad only
inthe threadbare clothes they stood upin, to
discover Middle America. Here’s the crunch.

Except for afew big cities, Middle America

RAMONES

“Weain’tgeniuses,” brags Tommy, “butwe sure
ain’tdumb. A dumb person couldn’twrite outlyrics.
Wejusttellitlikeitis. And, inawaythatmostkids
canunderstand.”

Gabba-Gabba-Hey!

Perhaps, Iproffer,any schmucksmearis

hadn’theard of the Ramones. That’s when the
trouble started.

BeingBigIn Britain, A Cult On The Continent
justdidn’tcutitwith the hard-nosed proprietors
of singlesbarswhere nobodywearingleather,
denimand sneakerswasadmitted.

Tomake mattersworse, $250 a gigdoesn't
cover $500-a-dayroad expenses.

Thingsare abitbetter for the Ramones out
here on the West Coast, butonlyjust...

Earlierin the day, Iran the Ramones to
groundin LA’s Tropicana Motel—an infamous
rock’n’roll pit-stop which mayhavelongsince
seen better days, butstillboaststhebestand

“We missed
the spirit of
the '60s —that
good-time
feeling”

justabacklash from those people whose
musical tastes have become too sophisticated?
Theremarkdoesn’tregister with anyonein
theroom.

Idraw pictures. I getaminimalresponse.

“Theycallusshitheads,” says Tommy, “they
callusassholes...Iguesswereallygetto them.

Acruelsmile decorates the edge ofhismouth.
“Theyjustdon’tunderstand whatrock’n’rollis
reallyallabout!”

Aproductoftrash culture, the Ramonessoak
upinspiration from movies, comicbooks, TV
and every other form ofinstant mass media,
like bread soaks up gravy. This particular

»

cheapest coffee shopintown. Nobodyserves
greasebetter than Duke’s.

The Ramones seemed quite athome iniits claustrophobic confines.
Apartfromapile of old comics and rock papers on the floor, the
onlyothersigns of occupation were Dee Dee’s sweat-soaked sneakers
dryingin the sun outside the bathroom windowand asmall blackleather
hand-grip stuffed with clean T-shirts.

When the Ramonesleave home, they travellight.

When, in the firstweeks of thisyear, the Ramones released their second
LP, our man Murray confirmed in hisreviewwhat so many people have
alreadyfeltabout the Blank Generation’s Mop Tops—that unlike most
groupswho achieveimmortalityviaa Saturday-morningtelevision
cartoonseries, the Ramones bypassed the Jackson Five/Archies route
byatleastfiveyearsand manifested themselves asreal-life cartoon
charactersthe moment theystepped onstage at CBGB a couple of years
backandrealised they outnumbered theiraudience. The Ramones have
confounded thesceptics by demonstrating that theyare farfrombeinga
one-offephemeral phenomenon.

Dee Deeplaysbass. Arehabilitated ex-doper, he confesses thathe
usedtoliveinagluebag. That’'shim squattingbarefoot on the floor
remarkingthatiftheripsin the knees ofJoey’s denims get much bigger
he’llbe wearing Bermudashorts.Joey’s the tall ganglingone. Hewas
theneighbourhood outcast
untiltherestoftheband
befriended him. No cartoonist

everdreamtup such an original
character.Joeysings. He’salso
veryshy.

Theguywhojusttookthe
phone offthe hookisJohnny.
Hetalksveryfast, playsbuzz
guitarand thinksalot.

Tommy playsdrums. He
actstough. Probably fights
dirty. He’srecliningonthebed
tuckinghis dime-store shades
intohistangled hair. They
remind me ofthe Bowery Boys!

Tommy speaks first.

“Yaknow... alottapeople
didn’teven thinkwe could put
outafirstalbum.”

Histonewascynical. “They
said, ‘Theseguysaregreatlive,
butcantheydoitagain? We
have. ButIguessthey’ll probably
alwayssay thataboutus!

Joeynodssilentlyin
agreement. Tommyargues
thatjustbecause the Ramones’
musicishumorous, thereare
thosewhorefuse to take the
group seriously.

TheRamonesin1977:
(I-r)DeeDee, Joey,
TommyandJohnny

afternoon, theygetinspired.

Toaman, they'reintrigued byanewsitem onTVaboutsomeone
withover20dogsand catswhodiedinanapartmentand hasbeen
devoured byhis/her pets. The pathologist, says the newscaster, hasyet
tosex theskeleton.

“Ithink,” jestsJohnny, “we’ll probably write asongabout that. Anyway,
rock’n’rollshould be afun thing. You don’thave to go out on stage and
yellatthe crowd, ‘Yawannaboogie! Yawannarock'n'roll? Y’allhigh?"”

ITHOUT GOING INTO boring detail, the roots of the
; ; ; ; Ramones are to be found amongst the remnants of
innumerable aborted high school garage bands, but
according to Johnny, the Ramones banded together for a different
reason from those groups they’d been associated with.

“We'dbeen friends for about 10 years or so, and we were just getting
bored with music. Wejustcouldn’ttakeitanylonger.”

“Weall seemed tomiss the spiritof the '60s,” interjects Tommy from the
bed. “Allthatgood-time feeling has gone. Rock got too progressive, which
isfineifyoulike thatkindathing, but we felt there was a desperate need
forthe greatrockfeel ofbandslike The Kinks and the Stones.”

Tommy continues. “Where we come from, there’s a great guitarist on
everyblock.Iguessit’sthe samein everyneighbourhood, like you'll
alwaysfind agood tenor saxplayerin everybigapartmentbuilding. So
it'snobigdealany more.

“When Eric Clapton came alongitwas great, butnow there’s amillion
kids playing Clapton guitarlicks. Maybe theyre not playing them quite as
good, but they’re playing'em just the same. Everythingbecame too slick.
The excitementhad gone. There were no pop songs.”

“Sowewrote somesongswewanted to hear,” says Johnny. “The only
reason thatthe Ramones came into existence was simplybecause
Americanradio hasbecome solow-energy.I'mcertain ‘YouReally Got
Me’ or ‘Do Wah Diddy Diddy’ wouldn’tstand achance ontheradioifthey
had come outnowinstead of the mid-'60s.

“AtleastEngland managed to move into the '70s with singles bandslike
TRexand Slade, butmostoftheirrecordsdidn’tgetairplayin America.”

Though press coverage hasbeen forthcoming, the Ramoneshave
receivedrestricted airplay.

“We’'reworkingon thatone,” admits Tommy.

Couldbe thatthe Ramones’ newsurfsingle, “Sheenals APunkRocker”,
willresolve anyimbalance. Ifit doesn’t then we mightall aswell packup
and gohome. Anybuzz-sawband that persistently plays at 78rpm must
haveahead startover therestofthe pack. That’s, of course, unless they
runoutofenergy.

“Weusuallywear outaudiences before we wear out ourselves,” insists
RamoneJohnny.

“Andwe're getting faster every day. We listen to our second album, and
that’sfaster than ourfirst, and even thatsoundsreal slow. Ournormal set
consists of 17 songs and takes 30 minutes to perform. Amonth ago, the
samesetlasted 37 minutes.

“Whenwe played Seattle the other week,” hereveals, “weknocked up
17 songs, took a five-minute break, came back, played another 14 songs,
acouple ofencores,and westillhadn’tbeen on stage foran hour. The only
troubleis, it tends to make us feel faint!” RoyCarr @
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The SexPistolsi
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MSTERDAM’S PARADISO IS much bigger than

I'dimagineditto be-atleasttwice the size of the

Marquee, for instance, with the ambience of amuch

friendlier Roundhouse, abalcony, two quirky bars,

pooland pinball, a high (five-foot) stage with

stained-glass windows behind, and hardly any sign
of the public dope scene for which it’s famous.

Two blackguys morosely attemptto sell cocaine outside as Guardian
rockwriter Robin Denselow and Ishuffleinjustin time for The Vibrators’
openingnumber.

Formostoftheaudience, “No Fun”istheir first taste oflive English
punkrock, and there could hardlybe abetter wayto start: tongue-in-
cheeknihilism, stampedingguitars and grotesque flash. They're
amused, seem to enjoy it, give it quite a good reception. The Vibrators’
setisreviewedin fullin OnThe Town.

Backstage, The Heartbreakers and SexPistolswanderinas The
Vibratorswander out. Afterawhile there’s a completely different
populationin the concrete-boxdressingroom, andIsidle over and set
up the tape machine next to Pistols drummer Paul Cook.
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“Right,youfuckers,
we'regonnadoone
more”:Rotten,at

Paul Cook: Youdone the one at the 'Undred Club
thattime, didn’tya?
NME: Yeah, along,longtime ago.
GlenMatlock: Wasyou the bloke thatwas gonna
“splitdown themiddle”?
NME: No, themain thingI've written about you
wasintheStranglers piece, actually...
Cook: Luring 'eminto saying naughty things.
[Hugh Cornwell had called Rotten “a paranoid
clown”.]
NME:Peoplewere sayingatthe timewhatabad
dealitwasfor the Pistols, runninginto all this
trouble, anditseemed to meifanythingitwas
helpingyou, because youwere getting all these
frontpages.Imean, you'reahousehold name
now. ButImustadmititseems to have changed
somewhatsince then.
Matlock: Backfired?In someways, yeah. It’s all
partofit, though, isn'tit, all the mad hassle. The
more madder the better.
NME:Idon’tknowhowyoustand the pressure
ofit, though.
Cook:We'reused toitalready. Ijustthinkit’s
aload ofbollocks.Idon’tknowwhytheyall
write aboutit.
Matlock: Youdon'tbelieveittillyou've been the
otherside ofitreally.
Cook:Like thatthingattheairport.I'mnot
kidding, straight up, we couldn’t believe it when
we gotover here. Someone phoned up, said this
thatand the other—wejust couldn’tbelieveit.
Therewasapressbloke waiting, [suppose;just
waitingattheairportforsomethingto'appen.
Wejustacted ournatural selves. Itjustbeats me.
NME:Wasn’tthereanythingatall?
Cook: Nothing. Really. The bloke from EMIwas
with usall the time. Hewould have said if there
was, buthedidn’t.
NME:I'veheardyou’regonnarefusetolet them
[EMI] break the contract.
Cook: Come on, we'renotjustgonnalet’em
say, “Getoffthelabel, do this, do that.”
NME: Youwouldn’tratherjustgo
somewhereelse?
Cook: That’s the point, innit? We're
justletting Malcolm sortitout.
Matlock: A contract’sacontract.
Ifyousignacontract, right,and
sixmonthslater theysayyougotta
tearitup...
Cook:Iftheydoitwithus, what
chance have otherbands got?
NME: ButIwould have thought that
workingwithacompanythatwasso
againstyou, you'dratherjustgetout.
Cook:Yeah, butit’sthe people atthe topwho areagainstus. The peoplein
therecord company, like the A&R guys whowork on the shopfloor, they’re
behind theband, and they've gotabsolutelynosayinit. It’syer John Reads
-he’stheguythat’sin charge ofall of EMI, notjust the record company.
Matlock: He doesn'tnormally interfere.
NME:Whathappened before the Grundyinterview? It seemed at the
timelikeyouwerejustsitting there-right, here’s our opportunity,
we’regonnagetontheboxand...
Matlock: Swear!
NME: Create havoc.
Matlock: No, wejustwent thereand satinaroom forabitand had abeer
each,and he asked us afew questions—wejustanswered them. Thatwas
it. We never even spoke to the guy before it. He wasjust, like, sitting there,
y’know-helooked abitkinda pissed.
Cook:Ithinkheincited (obscured), buthe asked John-Johnsaid “Shit”
underhisbreath—and hesaid, “WHATWAS THAT?” He said, “Nothing,
no, nothing.” Hesaid, “Come on, come on, Iwannahearit”, y’know. What
doeshe expect?

manager,cuesup
§ | anotherencore
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NME:There’s also at the moment arather nasty rumour going around

thatyoudidn’tplayon therecord.

Cook: We 'eard thattoo. We got on to them straightawayand got aletter
of written apology. We ’eard it on theradio, couldn’tbelieve thatone
either.Itseems totallywrongto go... (obscured)

NME: One of the rumoursis that Speddingwas on therecord.

Cook: Spedding can’tplayas good as that (laughs).

NME: You did some workwith Spedding, though, didn’t you?

Cook: Threetracks. Alongtime ago, though. Wereallyrushed in, butwe
come outofitallright. He produced on’em. Itwasallright.

NME: But the singleis categoricallyyoulot?
Cook: Sorry?
NME:Thesingle’s definitely youlot?

Cook: Ohyeah,yeah. Whata question! (Laughs) How canyou believe it?

NME:Idon’tbelieve.Igottaaskit, haven’t1?

Cook: Yeah, OK. We 'eard it on Capital Radio; we just couldn’tbelieveit.

NME: How’s the audience here takingyou?

Cook: Ohallright. Theywas getting goinglastnight.

NME:Theyseemed tolike The Vibrators.

Cook:All thebandswentdown really welllast night.
NME:Whatareyour favouritebands out of the other bands that

arearound?
Cook: Theseboys.

NME:The Heartbreakers? Whatdo youreckon to The Vibrators?
Cook:Ah,you'retryingto putmein thattrap againwhat the Stranglers

fell for.

NME:Theydidn’tfall for anything. They’d decided to give that

interviewbeforeIwalkedin theroom.

Cook: Howotherbands canjustgo outand say
thingsabout...Ithinkanyband that'saboutat
themoment, trying to do somethingnew, give
‘em credit foritwhetheryoulike 'em ornot.
Don'tjustgo outandslag’em off, whetheryou
like’em ornot.Ithinkit’sgood thatthey’rejust
doingit, thatit’ssomethingnew.

Jones: (Fromacrossroom) Who's this?

Cook: He’s from the NME.

Jones: What’syour name?

NME: Phil McNeill.

Jones: (Aggressively) Oh, areyou?

Cook: No, they've been good to uslately.

NME:We’vebeengood toyouall along. What’s

allthisabout spittingat the audience?
Cook:Wedon't. Youbeenreading
toomuch Daily Mirror.

NME: Well, in the wake of reports
ofJohn spittingat the audience,
somebands havestarted doingit.
Cook: Weread thatin the presstoo,
and suddenly we were playingand
everyonestarted spittingatus.
That'swhat they thoughtwe
wanted, y’know. Gobbingatus.
InManchester or somewhere.
NME:What'syourreaction to
seeing peoplewith safety pins
though their cheeks?
Cook:I'veseenthattoo, yeah.
NME:Itseemslikeit'sa
development ofJohnwearing
safety pins through his shirt.
Cook: Let'em dowhat theywanna
do, that’swhatIsay. Who cares?
NME:Andwhatabout the great
Nazithingthat’sgoingaround
now? Yougotalottakids coming
toyour gigs thesedayswearing
Naziemblems and safety pins
through theirfaces and God knows
whatelse.

Cook: Theytakeittoo seriously, they
reallydo. IftheywannawearaNazi
armband, let’'em.Idon’tthinkkids

It'sagoodshape.

isPhil...
Rotten: Noway.
Cook:He’sfrom...

days’ time.

“We’re not just
gonna let em
say, ‘Get off
the label, do
this, do that™

March2,1977:Paul
CookandSteve Jones
intheaudiencefor
TheHeartbreakersat
theRoxyin London’s
CoventGarden

arethatpolitical, reallymean what they do. Theylike the shape of it.

NME: What about the Pistols? What’s your politics?
Cook:Dowhatyouwannado. That'swhatwe're doing, and getting
turned down for doingit. Doyouwannatalk to John forawhile? (Rotten
is standing nearby, back to us; Cook tugs hisarm) John.John!Here, this

Rotten: (Obscured, shrugging Cook off)
Cook: (Slightly put out) Allright. He don't wanna do it.

already-the Dolls, a heavied Ramones, not so fast, though-the
reception’s comparatively quiet but the friendly atmosphere
combined with the blazingrock onstage... it’sahelluva gig.
Iinterview The Vibratorsin the Paradiso office. Theyre euphoric
because the guyfrom Amsterdam’s other main club, the Melkweg, who
blew out the gigshe’d booked for The Vibrators when the Grundy/Pistols
thingerupted, came down lastnightand has booked them in for two

T HEHEARTBREAKERS'’ SET flashes by. It'sbeen said here

Achargeshiverstheroomas “AnarchyIn The UK” lams outin the
background; Malcolm McLaren arrives and huddles heatedlywith The
Vibrators’ manager. Bread.

Afewsongsinto the Pistols’ setwe wind down the interview; it will
appear here sometime soon. Butlet’s go check the naughtyboys...

TheJohnny Rotten Showis wellunder way. Longtime no see. Not much
sign of the vastimprovementsin playing we've heard about: the sound’s

much clearer thanthe early days, but the
musicisstill primitive. Without Rotten they’re
agood, heftydrummer, an ordinarybassist
and amediocre guitarist.

“Substitute” and others go by. The crowd are
up forthefirsttime, standingfascinated but
diffident. Rotten goes through his ostrich-
poses, the chinjutting, the mouthleering, the
eyesrolling. They’re playingwhatseems to be
“NoFuture”.Itboasts thetitleline fromthe
National Anthem.

There’salongbreak, withalotofauraland
visualaggro between the punters and the
Rotten/Matlock duo, then theyresume the
song, veryloud. It’ssloppy, and itreaps silence.

Agreen-hairedladyissittingunder

aChristmastree stuck on the wall

itoccurstome, vacantly, thatitlooks
like she’swearingsome gigantichat.
ThePistolsare playing tighter,
butit’s still mighty basic. Jones
compensates for hislimited skill
withafairlinein one-note breaks.
JohnnyRottenisaperplexing
performer. Hehasan extraordinary
ability to enrage his audience.

behind thedrums, and astheygointo
“(We'reso pretty, oh so) Pretty Vacant”

Atthemostbasiclevelit’shisinsults
and hisbad behaviour, but Rotten has
somethingdeeper. It goes deeper, too,
thanhis contemptfor societyinsongs
like “I'mALazySod”. And surely it
goesbeyond hislooks, his fleabitten,
hunchbacked cadaver.

Somehow this guyrepels virtually
everybody, and somehow his power
reaches through the tauntstothe
sensibilities of thousands, maybe
evenmillions, of people who have
onlyeverheardhisnameand seen
hispicture.

Yetheismesmerising. Hecan’tbe
ignored. He’snotjustsomehooligan
who sworeon TV, hedrags themost »

ERICA ECHENBERG / GETTY
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casual observerinto, usually, alove-haterelationship; probably the most
charismaticrockstarto emerge since Bowie.

Suddenly a couple ofkids at the front who have been hitting Rotten
withwoollenscarves startthrowingbeer. Not glasses, justbeer—but
forthislaid-backmobit’s the equivalent. While Rotten stands there,
Cookerupts from hisstooland he and the girl chuck beer back, Matlock
kickshismicstand verynastily off the stage, and therhythm section
storms off, Jonessstillrifling, and Rotten sends the girl to get the others
back. Theyeventually return for the onlyreally furious piece of music
theyplayallnight.

Meanwhile Malcolm McLaren standsimpassive upon the mixing desk
riser, his three-piece-suited solicitorbehind him

The showreallybegins aboutnow. It’s got nothing to do with music, but
sowhat?It's Entertainment. The band have left the stage —all but Rotten,
who sneers, “Ifyouwantmore you can clap forit.” Feeble applause. The
discostarts, and feetstartshuffling out.

Butachantisgenerating. Yes...yes... the Pistols are comingback.
“Whatcha GonnaDo 'BoutIt”, nihilismincarnate.

Theyendbutdon’tgo. “You'reboring,” drones Rotten. Thisweird
challenge to the audience torespond. Ilookround at McLaren—and see
thathehisstandingthere gesticulating to Rotten, the upsweptarms of
the “Get Up” movementand the hands clapping overhead... and Rottenis
mimickingMcLaren. This showends when Malcolm says so.

The crowdraise ahalf-hearted chant, Rotten’sresponse: “Right, you
fuckers, we're gonna do one more, somove or elseforgetaboutit.”

It'saverygood version of “Anarchy”, lots of echo on the voice. End of Act.

Endofact? Noway, McLarenis signalling Rotten again, and puppet-like,
Rotten copieshim. Whether the audience wants one or not, there’s going
tobeanotherencore. Thereis, and this time Rotten stomps offbefore
Malcolm startssignalling.

December11,1976:the Pistols
andmanagerMalcolmMcLaren
(left)atEMI’sManchester
Squarestudios, where they
recorddemosof “Problems”,
“GodSave The Queen”, “Liar”
and“NoFeelings”

Thepointofall these false encores eludes me, unless the Sex Pistols are
actuallyunliberated enough to getan ego-boost out of such conventional
trappings of success.

Theirmusicislumpen, but the spectacleis marvellous. Thatlast
sentence could easily be applied, coincidently, to showsI've seenin the
pastyearsbyQueen and the Stones—and like those bands today, the
Pistols’ main successisinshowbusiness.

athishotel. How the hell do we find it?

Wewander offin pursuit of the beleaguered mad scientist.
It'sfreezingand I haven'teaten all day. We walk for miles. Aswe near our
destination, Steve Jonesruns past, bumsfive guilders off me virtuallyin
return for showinguswhere he’s staying, much to mybemusement...
Finallywe're there.

Andbehold, McLaren appears. For somereasonwe can’'tgoin, sowe
conducttheinterviewstandingonahotelstepbyacanalatthreein
themorning. McLaren looks even more wasted thanIfeel, talking
unstoppablylikeaman possessed, staringinto space. There could be
2,000 of uslistening.

“We'vehad word thatmost of the majorswon'ttouch us with bargepoles.”

Youhaven'thad offers from peoplelike Polydor, UA?

“No, that’s all guff, man-who’s spreading those kinda rumours?
There’snobody afterus. We've had, Isuppose you callit, votes of
confidence from the shop floors of various record companies, butyou
begintorealise that those sort of people don’thave any control over the
situation, justasit’shappenedin EML

“We've had peoplelike the guy from EMIPublishing, Terry Slater; he
rang me up todayand he feels totally pissed off thathe’sbeen totally
overruled. He’s the head of EMI Publishing; he signed us four weeks ago

LPIETIOLS])
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for£10,000 and nowhe’sbeen told that’sall got tobe quashed. He’sbeen
made tolook stupid.

“The same goes for Nick Mobbs, who threatened toresign. He’'snow
been told thatwould be veryunhealthy for him, so they can produce
awonderful statement saying on EMIno one hasresigned.

“Thereare differentbands with different

“ButIspoke to Leslie Hill, the managing director of EMIRecords, prior
toussigning. Itwas him thatwas exhilarated by the band and thrilled at
theideaofsigningtheact. Hewas fully aware of their publicimage, and
hewillnotdenythat.

“EMIhad all the tapesto all the Pistols’ songs. Theyheard them, they

were excited atthe prospectofsigning thisact

points of view. Therealsituation is that people
ontheboard ofdirectorsat EMIdonotagree
with our point. The people who actually work for
EM]I, they do. Butifthey come outand makea
statement to that effect theywill get the sack, or
they’llhave toresign.

“Thosetruthshave never come out. What
appearsinthe pressis thatwe havebeenthrown
outbyall of EMItogether, awonderful
consensus of opinion.”

Ifit comes to the crunch and theyforce you to
terminate, willyourepaytheadvance?

“How arewe going torepay the advance?
We've already spentall the moneymaintaining

“EMI's MD
was fully
aware of the
Sex Pistols’
public image”

and commercially gaining throughit. Wehad
had offers from other companies, butIwent
therebecause the sympathywith EMIwas
strongon the shop floor.

“NickMobbs, Tony Slater on the publishing
side, David Munns on the promotionside,
MarkRyder thelabel manager, Paul Watts
the generalmanagerand Leslie Hill the
managingdirectorallwanted to sign thisact.
Nowthey’resaying, ‘Wehave 4,000 employees
on EMIandifwe tooka consensus of opinion
Idon’tthinkyouwouldraise the amount of
votesnecessary.

“Imadeaproposal;Isaid, ‘OK, findusan

ourselveshereand on the tour. We're outhere
promotingtheirsingle—it’snotjustoursingle.”

Isitouthere?

“Yeah, that'sthereasonwe’re here. We weren’t doing any other
European territorysimplybecause EMIsentamemo asking themnotto

releaseit. EMIHolland got the record
outbefore thatmemoreached them.
Nowthey'rewithdrawingit.”

Aretheyblockingitssale
inEngland?

“Ohyeah, it'sbeingwithdrawn
inEngland.”

Ifyoudo splitwith them, what
happenstoanytapesthatarein
thecan?

“Those questions havebeenraised.
Theywould prefer thatwe take the
lotand go awaywithit. It'sbeenvery
easy for them. Someonesignsa

— contractfor twoyears: thatisan

agreementbetween two parties. If
youcantear thatcontractupintwo
monthsbecause theydislike the opinion
oftheband-by “they” Imean the EMI
board ofdirectors—itmakesafarce ofthe
wholesituation.

“Whataboutall these otherbands that
arecomingalong? Theysignacontract
and some guy atthe top, notsome A&R guy
who’sresponsible for signing, says, Tdon't
likewhatI'mhearingaboutthisband,
Idon’twantthemonthe companyany
more.’ So theygo out the window.”

Who are the guys who've come over here?

“Themanagingdirector of EMIand the
head ofthelegal department-Leslie Hill
and Laurie Hall. They came over to
terminate the contractand wehaven't
terminated it. Theywantustohave
another meeting; atthe moment they
haven’tmetany of my proposals, probably
because theyhavebeentold theycan’t
meetanything.

“Wehad atwo-hourmeeting tonight.
It'sbeenverynice. We've come away
toHolland and someone’s decided
behind ourback to “mutually
terminate” the contract. Legally,
we'restillon EMIRecords...

“Nowpeopleonthe EMIboardare
saying, ‘Why the hell did we sign them
inthefirstplace? They're musically
inadequate, itwas too much money...’

equivalent contract.’ IfTwalkinto Warner
Brothers they’re going to say, ‘Well, man, you didn’t make itwith EMI, the
bad publicity, et cetera.’

“Whattheydid on TVwas something thatwas quite genuine. They were
goadedintoit,and beingworking-classkidsand boys beingboys, they
saidwhattheyfeltwas... OK. Theydon’tregretit.

“TheKLMsituationatheairportwasfabricated up toapoint. Yeah, the
band mighthavelooked alittle bitextraordinary, theymighthave spatat
eachother. Bigdeal. And someone may have appeared alittle drunk. But
theyweren'tflyingthe plane, theydon’tneed to be thatsober.

“There are these bands nowthathave some sort of petition, like Mud,
Tina Charles, allthese other Top 20 acts, and sent round this petition to all
therecord companies sayingthat they donotsupport thiskind of music.”

(NMEtalked to Mud’s manager, Barry Dunning, on Monday. He denied
Mud had signed any petition, norwould they ever do so.)

“Mylawyerasked: ‘We'dlikeameetingwith JohnRead or therest of the
money. They'drather give us therest ofthe money than have ameeting.
JohnRead speaks onbehalfofallthe shareholders, he controls EMILtd,
which coversfarmore thanjustarecord company. He wouldn'tmeetus.
HesentHillinstead; every time youjustgettospeakto Hill. Hillhas his
ordersand he can't move from that point.”

Howmuch moneyhaveyouhad of the £40,000?

“Half. Thefirstyear. Butthathasbeen spentonsupportinga tour.

“We ended up selling the fuckingrecord at the bloody doorin
Rotterdamand atthe Paradisolastnight.It'sajoke.”

What’snext, abiglegal battle?

“Idon’tknow.Iasked Hillifthey canreconsider theirsituation, quite
simply—andiftheycan’t, why can’t Capitol Records, who we’re signed to
inAmerica? ‘Ohwell, Capitol Records decided to go along with
Manchester Square.’ Theydon'twantanypart ofit.

“Isaid, ‘Whathappensifwe’re on anotherlabel and the distributionis
through EMI? Are EMIgonnadistribute therecord?’ Theycan'treally
answer that.It’sverydifficult, itreallyis. Ifeel prettybad aboutit.

“Hill'snowsaying, ‘Can’tyougo toVirgin Records, I hear that’san
interesting company. Bollocks, man-we went to Virgin Records before
wewent to EMIand they didn’twannaknow.

“Ifwewalkinto anotherrecord company, whatare they going to say?
‘Ifyou can’t playanywhere and we can’thear yourrecords on theradio
and EMIdecided to dropyou...” What the hell are they going to do?

“It'snotjust EMI, it’s people behind the scenes, guys thatgo on theradio
andsaywedidn’tplayonourrecord, the guy that’sscared to putus on Top
Of The Popseven thoughwe'rein the breakers because the BBCdon't
wanttobe seentobeassociated withus.

“What’sitallabout?”

punks-as-martyrsline, butifwhat McLaren says about them
notbeingable toland a contract anywhere is true (Istill don’t
really believe that one), and EMI Records do succeed in breaking their
legal contract simply on account of 30 seconds of televised swearing,
thenI'l] I'll...
Phew, foramomentthere [ Almost Cut My Hair!
TheMcLareninterviewwasrecorded onan EMItape. Phil McNeill ®

U NTILLAST WEEKT had no sympathywhatsoever for the
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June7,1977:inthe evening
ofthe day the Silver Jubilee
iscelebratedwithstreet
partiesupanddownthe UK,
VirginRecordsmarkthe
release of the SexPistols’
“GodSave The Queen” with
aboattripdownthe Thames.
Seenherebeforetheband’s
performancebelowdecks
are JohnnyRotten chatting
with filmmaker Julien Temple
(backtocamera)asartistand
o designer Jamie Reidlookson

Insulting
ghaviour

MM JUNE 11

MANAGER of the Sex Pistols,

appeared at Bow Street
Magistrates Court on Wednesday
morning, charged withinsulting
behaviour, followinga Virgin
Records partyaboard the Thames
cruiser Queen Elizabeth the
previous evening. He pleaded
not guiltyand was remanded on
£100 bailuntil August 30.

Hewasoneof11peoplearrested

whenriver policeboarded the
cruiser after the Pistolshad begun
toplay. None oftheband was
charged, butthe brother of Pistols
lead singer Johnny Rotten, James
Lydon, wasfined £3 afterhe
admitted shoutingand swearing
on VictoriaEmbankment.

M ALCOLM McLAREN,

v

. ¢
+ BRIAN COOKE / GETTY
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-
Jordan,bornPamela

Rooke onJune23,1955:

“IfleverseeFreddie
Mercury, I'llitip
somethingoverhim”

“I have faith
in the clothes”

NME
face and close friend of Johnny Rotten.

NDERNEATHTHE THICK black
| ' lines and heavily rouged cheeks there
might well be a stunning female
trying to get out. It’sso hard to tell, my dears,
for Jordan does suchagoodjob of covering
up any good features she may possess. Even
her hair (brown at the roots, white at the tips)
isengulfedinathicklayer of lacquer.

Jordan (real name Pamela) is something
of astar. Although she’s ashop assistant (in
Seditionaries, the shop owned by Sex Pistols
manager Malcolm McLaren) there’slittle that
ismereroutineinherlife. Because of her looks
and associations with the new wave, when she
went to Americarecently she was given the
star treatmentand even gotaspotonTV.

Johnny Rottenisaclose friend (yes, he
does have some), and if he’sbored, down or
justplainfed up, invariably itis Jordan he
phones to cheer his flagging spirits.

Imet Jordan at the shop, situated, ironically
enough, next door to a Conservative club, but
there waslittle conversation about her as she
strode purposefully across the road, seeming
oblivious to the open-mouthed stare of Joe
Public. Her obsessionis fashion.So every
incidentin her life (sheis20)isreferred to via
associations with clothes worn and makeup
applied. School was her pink period (“l had
bright-pink hair.”). Harrods (yes, Harrods) was
her green period. America? Well, that was
when she wasinto rubber. Spring 77 finds her
clad mostly inblack. A black jacket resembling
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A meeting with Jordan, punk

astraitjacket, all zips and bits), and black
suede boots. The only breakis vivid pink
rouge and brightly coloured lipstick.

This strange fashion-conscious lady
originated from Seaford, a quiet backwater
near Brighton. Her parents weren’tinto
fashion or theatre, but by the age of sevenit
was obvious their offspring was... “My father,”
says Jordanin awell-educated voice, “was
aclerk.My mother was abarmaid[both are
now retired]. They'llnever get used to the fact
thatldidn’t turn out the way they wanted.”

Andhermode of dress

clothes. Vivienne [Westwood, McLaren’s
girlfriend] and Malcolm are the two most
creative people around.”

Jordanwas one of the first people to
ever clap eyes on the Pistols. “l remember
watching them rehearsein Hammersmith
before Johnwasinthe band. He wasjust
acustomerthen.” Asaclose associate of
Mr Rotten’s, can she tell when he is putting
onanact? lthasbeensuggested thatMr
Rottendeliberately does so whenevera
member of the pressis present. “He never
putsonanact-hewon’t compromise.Ifhe
feelslike spitting, he'll spit.”

Jordan sees Seditionaries’ as “the hub
of the situation that young people arein”.
Andshe adds: “We get other bandsin the
shop to get the clothes the Pistols wear.
MrBigeven cameinto buy vinyl trousers.’

For some obscure reason Jordan does
notlike Queen. “If | ever see Freddie
Mercury in public, no doubt I'll tip
something over him,” she confides.

What, | wondered, has Freddie done to
incur such wrath? “Actually, I've never met
him; only the drummer. It's just that they
cater foracertainkind of people - hippy
college people -and | feel violent towards
him. | don'tlike what he’s doing.”

Jordanis not exactly modest when
talking of her success when she visited
Americarecently. “l wasknockout,” she
says. “There were pictures of mein
Woman’s Wear Daily and | even made
Channel 3news. That was the time l was
wearing rubber...” Rubber what,
precisely? “Stockings, skirt...”

Not surprisingly, boyfriends never seem
tofeaturein Jordan'slife. Nor have they
donesointhepast.“lwasverymuchan
outcastatschool. Ifit was kiss chase, they'd
run away from me. No boy would touch me. Still,
Ididn’treally want their attention. But I was
very hard up for people on my wavelength.”

Now, of course, there are many others who
share the outlook, althoughiit’s still difficult to
walk down the street without gettingrude
remarks or gaping stares. “| remember once
getting on a train and sitting opposite a
woman with her young son. First she stared
andthenshe asked the boy: ‘Is that woman
opposite upsetting you?' He nodded. Then
she asked if Iwould kindly leave the carriage.
Well, of course I didn’t!

1

hasalso presented
numerous problems with, er,
the opposite sex. “I'vebeen
walking out with people,
totally ordinary people,and
they've freaked outjust

“I was very hard
up for people on my
wavelength”

Next thing she asked me
wasif | was astripper.Sol
turned round and asked
her, ‘Do you think strippers
look like me?’ And | also said
thatiflhadasonlike thatl'd

goingdown the street with
me.” Even the police have shown aninterestin
Jordan.“They once tried to arrest me for being
indecently dressedin public.” And what was
the sweet girl wearing at the time? “Stilettos,
stockings with huge holes, see-through
knickers and see-throughbra.” Ah, I see.

Prior to Seditionaries, Jordan worked for
atimein Eastbourne - “Where | dressed the
same.” She later worked at Way In at Harrods,
where “they were very good and never said
anything about my green lipstick or makeup.”

She adores working for Malcolm. “I'mvery
involvedin the shop and have great faithin the

throw him out the door.”

Back on the subject of Rotten, Jordan
claims, “He's notreally interestedin
permanent girlfriends. Buthe doesneed
someone to pour his thoughts out to. He'llring
up andsay, ‘Please come overand keep me
sane.' He said to me he liked me better than
anyone because he liked my clothesand he felt
lhad the potential to say what | wanted.”

And onthese evenings, how (dare | ask?) do
they spend their time? “We listen to an awful
lot of reggae. Johnreally likesreggae. It's the
only thing we ever dance to.” So now we know,
my angels. VeldaDaquiri




Wilko Johnson (left),
wholeavesDrFeelgood
duringtherecordingof
thirdstudioalbum
Sneakin’Suspicion

for beer”

MM APRIL 16

WO LIVEBEATLES albums are set for

I release within three weeks of each

other -thanks to the band’s failure to
win a courtinjunction preventing the release
of the “unofficial” Hamburg Tapes album.

The Beatles and Apple attempted to get
the High Court to prevent the release of The
Beatles - Live At The Star Club. The album
comesfrom atape made by '60s Liverpool
rock singer Ted “Kingsize” Taylor.

But High Court vice-chancellor Sir Robert
Megarry turned down the application after
hearing Taylor say that The Beatles had
originally agreed to the tape provided he
bought thembeer.

The decision was bad news for EMI, who
are planningtorelease alive albumwhich
comesfromatape of the band’s concert at
the Hollywood Bowlin1964.

That albumis expected to bereleased on
May1, but no one from EMIwould comment
this week on a definite release date. They
alsoremainedsilentabout the High Court
decision onthe “Hamburg” album.

The “Hamburg” album should have been
available in Britain last week, but the release
was held up by the airport workers’ industrial
action. There are 100,000 copies of the
albumin Germany, where they were
manufactured, waiting to be flown to Britain
atpresstime.

The albums are on PaulMurphy's

Ga

|ed h|8 bluf " MM APRIL 9

UITARIST WILKO JOHNSON has left Dr Feelgood — on the eve of a major British tour by
Gthe band.Johnson, who was a founder member, parted company with the Feelgoods over
musical differences. Fred Munt, the band’s tour manager, told the MM that the split came
when therest of the band “called Wilko’s bluff”.
“Wilko gave an ultimatum thatiftheyrecorded atrack called ‘Lucky Seven’,he would leave the

band. Hedidn'tfeelitwas the Feelgoods’ type of music. But the rest of the band and the record Lingasong

companyloved the songandinsisted thatitstay on thealbum,” he said. label and
The tour, which opens at Exeter University on May 12, will be the debut of anew guitarist, will retail

unnamed butalreadyrehearsing with therestof theband. Heis from Southend. at£4.99.

Beforeleavingthe band, Johnsonrecorded anewalbumwith the Feelgoods at Rockfield None willbe
Studiosin Wales. Itis scheduled forrelease in mid-May. Johnson hasnotyetannounced whathis pressedin
futureplansare. Britain.

TheFeelgoods’ touris designed to cover the areas notregularly played by theband, including, Murphy, who
inresponse toletters from fans, two West Country dates. The band plan to tour Britain againin bought the
September, following their return from the USA. tapesfrom

Thefull tourscheduleis: Exeter University (May 12), Bracknell Sports Centre (13), Crawley Taylor,was
Sports Centre (14), Wolverhampton Civic Hall (15), Norwich St Andrews Hall (17), Ispwich unavailable
Gaumont (18), London Hammersmith Odeon (19), Malvern Winter Gardens (20), Salford for comment

University (21) and Coventry Theatre (22). Supporton the touris the LewLewis Band.

An unspecified figure """

g FTERWEEKS OF speculation,itwas | campaignisbeingmountedby Virginto

atpresstime.

and London Weekend rejected the
commercial, eventhoughit was described as
“not offensive or controversial”.

confirmed this week that the Sex announce the new contractand upcoming
Pistols have signed with Virgin single, but plans to advertiseitonITV last
Records-foran “unspecified figure”.

weekend were thwarted when both Thames

Andtheir much-delayed new single
“God Save The Queen”is the first
release under the new deal -it comes
out next Friday, May 27.

The Pistols have also nearly
completed work onan album, and
a Virgin spokesman described the
advance orders for both LP andsingle
as “massive”. A huge marketing

The Pistols have been without
arecord deal since their dramatic
departures from EMland A&M.
Now they are backinbusiness again,
they plan to return to the gig circuit
inthe near future - provided they
can obtain bookings. Existing bans
onthe group are, apparently, stillin
operation at many venues.
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THE CLASH

JOE STRUMMER F ‘-\ |\ E
“Wealn't s
ashamed
to fight”

— NMEAPRIL2 —

TAIN’TPUNK, itain’t newwave, it’s the next step and the
( ( logical progression for groups to move in. Call itwhat you
want-—all the terms stink. Just callitrock’n’roll...”
Youdon’tknowwhat total commitmentis until you’ve met
MickJones of The Clash. He’s intense, emotional, manic-
depressive and playslead guitar with the kind of suicidal
energythatsome musiciansloseand most musicians never have. His
relationship with Joe Strummer and Paul Simonon is the love/hate intensity
thatyou only getwith family.
“Myparentsnever... the peopleinvolved with The
Clash aremy family...”
The Clash and me aresitting around aBritish Rail
tablein one of those railway-station cafeswhere
the puce-coloured painton thewallis peelingand
lethargicnon-whiteslavelabour serves you tea that
tasteslike caturine.
Joe Strummer isan ex-101ler and the mutant offspring
of BruceLee’slegacy—ano-bullshitsense of tough that »

ERICA ECHENBERG / GETTY

44 | HISTORY OF ROCK 1977




» 2 WAV
A NN T -]
YAt =T Y]

" Yar T

May9,1977:(l-r) Joe Strummer,
PaulSimononandMick Jones
backstageatNorthLondon’s
Rainbow onthe White Riot Tour
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meanshe cantalkaboutathrashinghe tookawhileback from some
giant, psychotic Teddyboywithout the slightest pretension, self-pity or
sense of martyrdom.

“Iwastoo pissed todeal withitand he gotmein thetoilets forawhile,”
Joesays. “Ihad aknife with me and Ishouldastuckitin him, right? But
whenitcametoitIremembervaguelythinkingthatitwasn'treally
worthit, ‘cosalthough he wasbatteringme about the floorIwas too
drunkforittohurtthatmuchandifIstuckaknifein himI'd probably
havetodoafewyears...”

When The Clash put paint-slashed slogans on their family-created
urbanbattle fatigues such as “Hate And War” it’s not a cute turnaround
ofafloweryspiel from 10yearsago—it’sabrutallyhonestcommenton the
environmentthey’relivingin.

They've had aggravation with everyone from Teds to students to
Anglo-rednecks, all of them frightened pigs attackingwhat theycan’t
understand. Butthisain’tthe summer oflove and The Clash would rather
bekickedinto hospital than flash a peace signand turn the other cheek.

“Weain'tashamed to fight,” Micksays.

“Weshould carryspray cans aboutwith us,” Paul Simonon suggests.
He’s the spike-haired bass player with considerable pulling power.
Evenmykid sister fancies him. He’s from a South London ex-skinhead
background; white Sta-Prest Levi’s strides, highly polished DM boots,
button-down Ben Sherman shirt, thin braces, eighth-of-an-inch cropped
hairand over the football on a Saturdayrunningwith The Shed because
for thefirsttimeinyourlife the society that produced youwas terrified of
you.Anditmadeyoufeel good...

Paul came outof that, gettingintorock'n’roll at the start oflastyearand
oneofthefirstbandshe ever sawwas the SexPistols. Purelate-"70srock,
Paul Simonon. InPatti Smith’s estimation he

“Forgetit, it'sin the pastnow,” Joe tells him quietly, with justa fewwords
coolingoutMick’sangerand replacingitwith somethingpositive. “Ifany
drummer thinks he canmakeit, then wewannaknow.”

“We're goingto the Pistols gig tonight to find anew drummer!” Mick
says excitedly. “But they gotta prove themselves,” he adds passionately.
“Theygottabelievein what’shappening. And they gottatell thetruth...”

booth on the station. Four black-and-white shots for 20 pence.

Theypool their change and after one of them has had the
necessary two pictures taken the next one dives in quickly toreplace
him before the white flash explodes.

Whenyou're on 25 quid aweek, the stories of one quarter ofamillion
dollars forthe cocainebill of a tax-exile rock-establishment band seem
likeasickjoke...

The Human Freight of the London Underground rush hourregard The
Clashwitha culture-shock synthesis ofhate, fear, and suspicion. The
Human Freighthave escaped the offices and are pouring out to the
suburbsuntil tomorrow. Stacked haunch to paunchinan atmosphere of
stale sweat, bad breath and city air, the only thing thatjolts them out of
theirusualmood of apathetic surrenderis the presence of The Clash.
Because something’shappening here but The Human Freight don’t know
whatitis...

“Everybody’s doing just what they're told to/ Nobody wants to go to jail |
Whiteriot/Iwannariot/ Whiteriot/Ariot of me own!/Areyou taking over or
areyou takingorders?|Areyou going backwards or areyou going forwards?”

“WhiteRiot” and The Sound Of The Westway, the giantinner-city
flyover and futuristicbackdrop for this country’sfirst majorraceriot
since 1959. Played with the speed of the

T HEBAND AND Rodent have their passport photos takenin a

rates alongside Keefand Rimbaud. He knew
exactlywhathe was doingwhenhenamedthe
band TheClash...

“Thehostilities,” MickJones calls the violent
reactions they often provoke.

“Ormaybe those Lemon Squeezers,” Paul
says, seeking the perfectweapon for protection
when trouble startsand you're outnumbered
10toone.

Therodent-like features of their shaven-
headed ex-jailbird roadie known, amongother
things, asRodentbreakinto acynical smirk.
“Don’tgetiton theirdrapes otherwise theyget
reallymad,” he quips. Hewentalongtosee The

“We're going

to the Pistols

gig tonight to
find a new

d I; m m I; Y 2 ability to write songs of contemporaryurban
u e . imagerythatareaperfectreflection of thelife

Westway, a GBH treble thatisasimpossible
toignoreasthepolicesirenthatopensthe
single orthealarmbell that closesit.
Rock'n'rollfor the late 1970s updating their
variousinfluences (Jones—the New York Dolls,
MC5, Stooges, vintage Stones; Simonon—
Pistols, Ramones, Heartbreakers; and
Strummer-totally eclectic) and then adding
somethingoftheirvery own. The sense offlash
ofbeach-fightingmods speeding through three
weekend nightsnon-stop, coupled withan

ofanykid who came ofagein the '70s.

Clashsoonafterhisrelease from
prison.Atthetimehewascarrying
acopy of Mein Kampfaround with
him. Prison can mess up your head.

Strummer, in hisusualmanner
ofabusive honesty, straightened
him out. Rodent’sbeenwith them
ever since and sleeps on the floor of
theirstudio.

The Clash demand total dedication
from everyoneinvolved with the
band, asense ofresponsibility that
mustnever be betrayed no matter
whatinternal feuds, ego clashes or
personality crisis maygo down.
Anyonewho doesn’thave that
attitude willnotremainwith The
Clashforverylong, and that’sthe
reason for the band’s biggest
problem-theyain’tgotadrummer.

The emotive Mick explodesat the
mention of thisyawninggapinthe
lineup andlaunchesinto astream-
of-consciousness expletive-deleted
soliloquywith talkof drummers
whobottled out of broken glass
confrontations, drummerswhose
egosoutweighed their creative
talent, drummerswho are going to
gettheirlegsbroken.
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The former makes The Clash
liveraw-nerve electric, alevel of
excitementgenerated thatcan only
beequalled by one otherband -
JohnnyThunders’ Heartbreakers.

Thelattermakes The Clash, or
maybespecificallyJonesand
Strummer (as Simonon has only
recently started writing), the
fulfilmentofthe originalaim of the
newwave, punkrock, whatever; that
is, towrite songs aboutlate-'70s
Britishyouth culturewith the
accuracy, honesty, perceptionand
genuineanger thatElvis, Beatles or
TheRolling Stones orany othersin
theRock Establishment could never
donowthatthey’re closerto
members of the Royal Family or
faceliftlard-arse moviestars than
theyaretoyouorme.

Butsomanybandscoming
throughnoware churningout
cliched platitudesand political
nurseryrhymes. The Blank
Generation is the antithesis of
whatThe Clashareabout...

Strummerand Jones disagree on
thebestenvironmentforanewband
todevelop and keep growing. Joe



thinksit'salltoo
easyrightnow,
Clashroadie and having to
3::::2:;:: fighteveryinch
flooroftheir ofthewaywhen
rehearsalstudio thebandwas
formedayear
agoisthe

healthiestsituation—whereas Mick believesin giving everyhelp and
encouragement possiblewhile beingtotallyhonestwithbandswhoare
justnotdeliveringthe goods.

‘“I'mashonestasIcanbe,” heshouts over theroarofthe tube train. “All
thenewgroupssoundlike drones andIain’tseenagood new group for six
months. Theirsound justain’texciting, theyneed twoyears...”

Thesound of The Clash has evolved, with their experience thisyearin
therecordingstudio firstwith Polydor, when they were danglinga
contract,and morerecentlyrecordingtheir firstalbum after CBS
snapped themup atthe 11th hour. The change in the sound first struck
measaregulation ofenergy, exertingarazor-sharp adrenalin control
over their primal amphetamined rush. It created anew air of tension
added tothe ever-present manicdrive thathas always existed in their
music, The Sound Of The Westway...

And, of course, the subtle-yet-indefinite shiftin emphasisis perfect for
thefeelingthat’'sintheairin the United Kingdom, one quarter of 1977
already gone: “In 1977you're on the never-never/ You think it can’t go on
forever|But the paperssayit’s better/I1don’t care/'Cos 'm not all there/ No
Elvis, Beatles or The Rolling Stones/In 1977

“1977”, the other side of the single, ends with the three-pronged attack
shoutingin harmonies derived from footballterraces: “1984!”

heavyatmosphere in Jamaica, the feelingin

the air thatvery soon, somethinghas gotto
change... The Jamaican cultureis highly revered by
The Clash. They hang out in black clubs, pick up
reggae importsingles in shopswhereitain’treally
wise for them to tread, and express their disgust at
theundeniable fact thatin the poor working-class
areas of London where they grew up and still live
theblacks are treated even worse than the whites.

T HEPRESSURE. THAT’S what they call the

“They’lltake tous, but
it'lltaketime”: The
Clashonstagein1977

But, ultimately, they know that White Youth needsits own sense of
identity, cultureand heritageif they’re going to fight for change. Ariot of
theirown...

Butcanthemassestaketo theincisivereality of what The Clashare
aboutand why theylap up the straight-ahead rockbands who push
nothingmore than havingagood time?

“Maybe thereasonthosebandsaresobigisbecause theydon'tsay
anything,” Micksays. “Butwe ain’t gonna preach and sound like
some evangelist.”

ImentiontoJoewhathappened when hewalked on stage atLeeds Poly
for the firstgigthatactuallyhappened on the Pistols’ Anarchy Tour. He
said afewwords before the band wentinto the set that they’'d been
burning to play for weeks, abouthowthe gutter-press hysteria, local-
council butcheryand Mary Whitehouse mentality of The Great British
Peoplewas preventing certain youngrock bands getting onstage and
playingfor the people who wanted to see them.Irememberhim saying
that 1984 seemed to have arrived early as the Leeds Poly students bawled
abuseathim. With the mindsand manners ofbarnyard pigs, the over-
grownschoolchildren conveyed the message that they didn’t give a shit.

“I'think theywill take tous, butit’ll take time,” Joe says. “But I don’t want
togotowardsthematall,Idon’twannastartgettingsoftaround the
edges.Idon’twantto compromise...Ithinkthey’llcomeroundintime,
butiftheydon’tit’stoobad.”

“Weain’tnever gonna get commercial respectability,” Mick says, both
angerand despairinhisvoice.

PaulSimonon takesitallinand then ponders the nearest station that
hasabaron the platform.

That’s the difference between their attitudes to,howyousay, MakingIt.
Strummeris confident, determined, arrogantand sometimes violentin
the face ofignorant opposition (a couple of months backinaclub car park

hefaced an Americanredneckrockband withjust
hisblade for support).
MickJonesisarockequivalenttoakamikaze
pilot. Allornothing. The Clash giveshim both the
chance to pour outhisemotional turmoil and offer
anescaperoutefrom thelife the assembly-line
education the countrygave himhad primed him
for. Whenacareers officer atschool spends five
minutes with youand tellsyouwhat you're gonna
dowithyourlifeforthenext50years. Morefodder »
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forthebigcorporations and the dole. Mickis beating them at theirown
gamebyignoringalltherules.

“Someonelocked meout, soIkicked mewaybackin,” he declaresin “Hate
AndWar”.

Hisuncannyresemblanceto ayoungKeefRichard allowed himto
relieve an earlyidentity problem by adopting thelookalike con trick
whichfoolsno onebutyourself. Then he met Strummer, who toldhim he
waswearingaKeith Richard identikitas though he had boughtitinashop.

“Igotmyself-respectinthis group,” Micksays, “Idon’tbelievein guitar
heroes. “IfIwalk out to the front of the stage it’sbecauseIwannareach the
audience, Ilwant to communicate with them.Idon’t want them to suck
myguitaroff...”

AndPaul Simonon: totalhedonist. His fondest memories of the
AnarchyTourare hotel-room parties and broken chairs, things trod
into the carpetand girlswho got youworried because you thought they
were gonnadielike Jimi Hendrixif they didn’twake up. He’samember
of The Clash because they’re the bestband in the countryanditgetshim
laidalot.

Sowhatdid theylearn from the Anarchy Tour, so effectively butchered
by the self-righteous Tin Gods who pull the strings?

“Ilearnedthatifthey don’twantyouto play they canstop you,” Joe says
seriously. “Andno one’sgonnaraiseanyfuss...”

Ladbroke Grove [N
habituésMick |
JonesandJoe
Strummeron
theCircleLine
inApril1977

“Forthefirstfour days we were confined to ourrooms because the News
Of The Worldwas next door,” Mick continues. “We thought, ‘Shallwe go
outtherewith syringes stuckin ourarmsjustto get'em going?’ Yeah, and
furnitureseemed to havelabels saying, ‘Please smash me’ or ‘Outthe
window, please’.”

Andwhentheyfinally gotto play, the mindsin the Institutes Of Further
Education wereasnarrowas thosein Fleet Street. So Strummer gave
them something-even though theyweretooblind toseeit...

“Thisone’sforallyoustudents,” he sneered before The Clash toreinto
thesongthattheywrote aboutJoebeingon the dole for solongthatthe
Department Of Employment (sic) wanted to send him to rehabilitation
togivehimbackthe confidence that theyassumed the dole musthave
destroyed, together with Mick’s experience working for the Social
Security office in West London, and, as the mostjunior employee, being
told toopenallthe mail during the time of the IRA letter-bombs.

Thesongis called “Career Opportunities”: “Career opportunities/ The
ones that never knock/Every job they offeryou/Is to keep ya out thedock/
Career opportunities/ They offered me the officel They of fered me the shop/
TheysaidId better take ANYTHING THEY GOT/ ‘Do you wannamake tea
forthe BBC?/ Do you wannabe, doyouwannabeacop?’/I hatethearmy
andIhatethe RAF/Youwon'tget mefightingin the tropical heat/I hatethe
CivilServicerules/And1ain’t gonna open letter bombs foryou!”

“Mostbands and writers who talk about the dole
DUNNOWHATTHEDOLEIS!” Mickshouts. “They’ve
never beenonthe dolein theirlife. Butthe doleis only
hardifyou’ve been conditioned to think you've gotta
haveajob... thenit'ssheer degradation.

“The Social Securitymade me open theletters during
theletterbomb time because Ilooked subversive. Most
ofthelettersthe Social Security get are from people who
livenextdoor saying their neighbours don’'tneed the
money. The whole thingworks on spite. One dayan Irish
guythattheyhadtreatedlike shitand keptwaiting for
three hours picked upawoodenbench and putitthrough
thewindowinto Praed Street.”

Mickshakeshishead in disgustatthe memoryofthe
way our great Welfare State treatsits subjects.

“Everytimeldidn’thaveajobIwasdown there—
waiting. And they degrade the black youth even more.
Theyhave towaitevenlonger. No one can tell me there
ain’tanyprejudice...”

EMAKE FOR Rehearsal Rehearsals,

; ; S ; the North London studio of The Clash.

An enormous building once used by the
British Rail for awarehouse. Only partofitisinuse at
the moment, alarge expanse of propertyruled by no
lighting, rats and water.

Upstairs, Joe, Mickand Paullook glad to have guitars
intheirhandsagain. Thewallsare covered with posters
of Bruce Lee, Patti Smith, the Pistolsand The Clash
themselves. Alarge map of the United Kingdom faces
theold TVsetwhere Hughie Greenis beingsincere
with the speech turned down. Biro graffitistains the
screen. Thetelevisionisnot treated like the Holy Grail
inthisplace...

IwatchJoe playingabattered old guitarwith all but two
ofitsstringsmissingandIthinkabouthis comments
when Iwanted to knowhowhewould cope with financial
successwhen/ifitcame...

“Iain’tgonnafuckmyselfuplikeIseenall those other
guysfuckthemselves up,” hesaid. “Keepingall their
moneyforthemselves and gettinginto theirhead and
thinkingtheyre the greatest.I've planned whatI'm
gonnadowithmymoneyifithappens. Secretplans...”

Icould bewrong, butataguess the development of
Rehearsal Rehearsalsintoanything from arecording
studio toarockvenueto aradio/TVstation seemlike
possible Strummervisions forwhen The Clash get the
massacceptance theydeserve.

AswetalkabouthowThe Clash havereacted to putting
theirmusic down onvinyl, I tell them that the major
criticism people not cognisantwith theirsongshave



expressed is that the unique Strummervocal
makesunderstanding their brilliantlyrics
almostimpossible for the uninitiated.

“Thefirsttime we wentinto astudio with
afamous producer hesaid, ‘Youbetter
pronounce the words, right?”” Joe remembers
withhisamused sneer. “Soldiditandit
soundedlike Matt Monroe. SoIthoughtI'mnever
doingthatagain... tome ourmusicislikeJamaican stuff-
iftheycan’'thearit, they’renotsupposed to hearit. It'snot for
themiftheycan'tunderstandit.”

The Clashsaythatbeingsigned with CBShashad no
interference with the preservation of their integrityand,
evenwith theband’s attitude of No Compromise, a
termination of contractin the manner of the Pistols seems
mostunlikely.

Theybelieve the sound on the album to be infinitely
superior to thatof the single because thelatter was cut during
oneoftheir firstsessionsin the studio after the decision tolet
theirsoundman Micky Foote produce the band, even though
hehad no previous experience in production.

“Wetried thefamousones,” Joe grins. “Theywereall too
pissed towork.”

“Outside, thereain'tnoyoungproducersin tune with
what’s goingon,” Mickssays. “The onlywayto doitistolearn
howtodoityourself.”

“Youdoityourselfbecausenobodyelse cares thatmuch,”
Micky Foote, Boy Wonder Producer tells me, his sentiments
totallyinkeepingwith the clan spiritin The Clash camp.

Thebandtalkof theirrespectfor theirmanager Bernard
Rhodes,whohasbeen amajorinfluence onall of them,
and who has made enemiesbecause ofhis obsessive
commitmentto The Clash. ButJoe, Mickand Paulare
free spirits, unlike alot ofbands with heavy personality
management.

“Hereallypushesus,” Paul says.

“Wedorespecthim,” Mickadds.

“Hewasalwayshelpingand giving constructive
criticism longbefore hewas our manager,” Mick then
points at the other members of theband and himself.
“Buttheheartisthere.”

Iaskthem about theirpoliticalleanings. Do theybelieve
inleftandrightoristherejustupand down?

“I'veplannedwhat
I'mgonnadowithmy
moneyifithappens”
JoeStrummerin1977

Theyreplybytellingme about aleftish
workshop theyused to frequentbecause they
enjoyed the atmosphere—and alsobecauseit
gave theman opportunity tonick the paints
theyneeded for their artwork.

“Itwasreally exhilarating there,” Mick says.
“Theyused to play Chineserevolutionary
recordsand then one day the National Front
threwbricks through thewindow. The place
didn’tshut, though. So one day theyburned the
wholejointdownand theyhadto closedown...”

“In1977there’s knivesin West 11/Ain’t so
lucky to berichlSten gunsin Knightsbridge/
Danger stranger, you better paintyour face/ No

“Bernie was
always
helping long
before he was
our manager’

—asMickJones putsit—one of the cagesand
seethatLondonisstillburning...

“Allacross thetown/All across the night/
Everybody's drivingwith four headlights/
Black orwhite, turniton, face the newreligion/
Everybody'sdrowningin aseaoftelevision/ Up
and down the Westway/In and out the lights/
Whatagreat trafficsystem/1t's so bright/Ican’t
think of abetter way to spend thenight/ Than
speedingaround underneath theyellow lights/
ButnowI'minthesubwaylookingfortheflat/ This
oneleads to this block and this oneleads to that/

Elvis, Beatles or the Rolling Stones/In 1977/ Sod
theJubilee!”

“Talways thoughtin termsof survival,” Mick says. “And these people are
the opposition offree speech and personalliberty. And they’re tryingto
manipulate therockmedium.”

Thenherepeatssomethinghesaid earlier, reiterating the importance of
TheClash: “AndIain’tashamed tofight...”

friend Glenn Matlock first metJoe Strummer down the Portobello
Road and told him thathe was great but his band was shit. Later Joe
talked to Bernard Rhodes, and 24 hours after that he showed up on the
doorstep of the squat where Mick and Paul were living and told them
hewanted in on the band thatwould be known as The Clash.
And from the top of the monolith tower blockwhere theywrote their
celebration of the Westway, you can gaze down through the window of

I THAS BEEN over a year since Mick Jones, Paul Simonon and their

Thewind howls through theempty blocks looking g
forahome/ButIrun through theempty stone g
becauseI'mallalonel London’sburning, baby...” %
“Each of these high-rise estates has got those places where kids wear =
soldiers’ uniformsand getarmy drill,” Mick says quietly. “Indoctrination 3
tokeep themoffthestreets... and theygotanartist to paint pictures of 2
happyworkers on the side of the Westway. Labourliberatesand don’t E:
forgetyourplace.”
Helooks downat
thefirehundreds X
offeetbelow. e n- guns
“Canyou
understand how
muchThate this ® : -
place?” heasks me. ln nl g S
1977istheyear =
of The Clash. :

Tony Parsons ®

bridge??
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Thedescendantofevery
enigmafromMonroeto
PiaftoRonnieSpector:
Debbie HarrywithBlondie
atHammersmith,1977

Pop-pulp vs prayers

JUN4 NYC cool crosses the pond as Blondie support Television.

LONDIE’S DEBBIE HARRY frantically
Bshimmies andshakesacrossthe

stage limelight, furiously rattling
apair of shiny maracas, and I sigh sadly,
wishing they were mine.

Youlook goodinblack-fashion notes
are an off-the-creamy-shoulder mini-dress,
night-nurse tights and stiletto leather ankle
boots from which project thessilk-clad
sparrow legs of the type of non-stop-dancing
NOO Yawk City bud that Tom Wolfe
eulogisedinthe Peppermint Lounge
Revisited section of his Kandy-Kolored
Tangerine-Flake Streamline Baby.

The World's Greatest Mouth cries “SURF’S
UP!” at the start of Blondie’s celebration of
summer, “In The Sun”,anumber that’s the
equal of the type of Golden Old'un that
Brian Wilson used to knock outonalazy
afternoon with his piano parkedin the sand
box. That song’s typical - ajoyous, updated
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synthesis of Beach Boys, Spector, Orlons,
Daytonas, early Motown, the very créme de
lacréme of the most timeless American
Graffiti pop-pulp that every poured out of
acruising car’s radio.

It's exhilarating Amerikana,and even
though the furthest West I've everbeen
is Ealing Broadway, | could almost taste the
back-seat-drive-inlove and the ketchup-
soaked cheeseburgerssizzlingonan
opengrill...

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
—— LONDON

LIVE!

— MAY28/29 —

air for the Patti Smith-inspired
“Rip Her To Shreds”.
Her Mop Top Muppetband
ploughed through “Get Off Of
My Cloud” on Saturday and “Louie
Louie” the next night for the intro to
the opening track on their Private
Stock album “X Offender”, a child-
like paeantoaperverted copwho's
intorubber boots, if yousee what |
mean. It's the tragic story of a jailed
man and the girl who waits for him.
The notion that the band should
stick to small clubs and avoid the
larger hallsis smashed as the
descendant of every enigma
from Monroe to Piaf to Ronnie
Spector gets bathedinblue lucid
spotlight for “Look Good In Blue”
done soft and sultry. West Side
Story derivative finger-snapping
choreography with Debbie torching
itinto the footlights with Doomed
Loverangst.
“Forlggy!” Debbie criesand
they rip through their tribute to
The Pop, “Detroit”.
“InThe Flesh” was only
performed onthe Sunday, which
was bad strategy as they should
doiteverynight.Notadryeyein
the house as Debbie purrs,
murmurs and sighs.
It’s Blondie’s newest single and
itwouldmeanalottomeifyouall
gooutandbuyit.
I bite my toenailsin anguish as
“Man Overboard” is followed by
“Rifle Range”, with Debbie getting
gunned down and dying the Bogart,
flat on her back and twitching with
the throes of Sudden Death.
But when she bounces
back for “I Didn’'t Have The
Nerve To Say No (Dear)”,
asortof porno“God
Only Knows”, | know
that everything'’s
gonnabealright.
The band leave the
stage (sulky bastards,
her musicians; not the
type of boys Debbie should
mix with at all), then get
brought back for two numbers that display
real fire - killer versions of “Heatwave” by
MarthaReeves & The Vandellasand The
Daytonas’ “Little GTO".

The difference between Blondie and
Television was the difference between
hangingaround anamusement arcade and
going to church. Honest, | think that the
Marquee Moon albumis great. But the two
weekend gigs that Tom

Debbie looks like a
peroxided16-year-old
ponytailed cheerleader
who got ajob turning tricks
on Times Square during the
vacation. The angelic
countenance, absorbedin
her speeding-sideways
dance steps, turns vicious
as her painted nails claw the

Television played
with the technical
perfection of a
sophisticated
computer

Verlaine's Television
played at Hammersmith
Odeon were like sitting
at the Maharishi's feet or
gazingrespectfully at the
Crown Jewels - or watching
Pink Floyd if they had any
goodsongs.

“Proveit, Tommy boy!”
anirreverent prole bawled,




andlassumed he was talking
about the albumtrack of the
same name. But when the song
had come andgone and he
continued shouting, “Proveit,
Tommy boy!” Irealised he was
challenging Verlaine to live up to
the hyperbole of his build-up.

Onthe album, Verlaine's
frighteningly intense music carries
some warmth, passionand SOUL.
There was a paucity of all those
qualities during these two gigs. It was
cold, heartless and joyless, and they
played with the technical perfection
of asophisticated computer. When
they started with the first tracks
onthe album, “See No Evil” and
“Venus”, | thought they were gonna
runstraight through the album
because they didn’'t have the energy
to change the tracklisting around.

When aman as talented as Verlaine
canwrite somethinglike “Venus”,
perhaps the finest love song since
Dylan’s “Love Minus Zero”, there’s
justno excuse for playing with as
much sexuality, love or affection
asanecrophiliac.

Between numbers, Verlaine
savours the role of distant, cool,
patronising Star. Unsmiling,
unmoving throughout, he introduces
eachsonginashortslur of words, all
indistinguishable except for the title.

Meanwhile, everybody’s sitting
round watching Television. [t made
me think that the Television/Blondie
tour and the Ramones/Talking Heads
tour should swap support acts for
everyone’s benefit.

While notinthe sameleague as
songs on the album like “Friction” or
“Prove It”, the old Orkssingle “Little
Johnny Jewel” got the best reception
simply because it’s certainly the most
esotericnumber theband do.

“Marquee Moon” alone comes
acrossasvisuallyimpressive asitis
onvinyl, with guitarist Richard Lloyd
and Verlaine cutting jagged, incisive
structures throughtheairasTV’s
transparent axe reflectedbeams
of coloured light that looked like
the music FELT.

On that occasion the music
touched meinside. Therest of the
time it was how limagine a Grateful
Dead concerttobe.

“Knockin’ OnHeaven'’s Door”
isdire,andit’s not until the encore
of “Satisfaction” that the audience
stand up from their chairs and
Idiot Dance.

“WALLY!” somebody has the
amusing and appropriate audacity
to bellow, and then the bouncers
start playing Gestapo Warriors and
itain’tfunny.

Asthe fishbloodsleave the stage
I reflect that Television may have 10
times the talent of Blondie, but they
ain’thalf asmuch fun. I think I'min
love. Tony Parsons

HAMMERSMITH ODEON
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MichaelJackson (left)
eclipsesbrothers Marlon

(centre)andJackieat
Hammersmith,1977

NME JUN 4

THASBEEN nearlyfive years since The
Jacksons’lastvisit to Britain, and Michael
Jackson, 13 then, is 18 now. Not that thathas
diminished his appeal one jot—and indeed the
factthatthese boys have come up withno UK
materialin that period doesn’t seem to matter
either. They were still able not only to pack out
the Hammersmith Odeon, butalso tofillitwith
fanatical followers.

Therehad beensome changessincelasttime.
Jermaine, torn between familyloyalties, opted to
remainatMotown, and hasbeenreplaced by the
largelyanonymous Gerald Brown. Also, the
band’sowninstrumentation-guitar, drums, keys
—wasnowsupplemented byasmall orchestra, no
doubtmade necessarybythe nature of the new
material on Epic.Also, there was Randy, now 14,
poundingonthebongoslikeaveteran.

The main change, though, was probably the
material. [twould nowbeinvidious to suggest
thatTheJacksons are simply offering teenybop
farewhen theyarevyingwith The O’Jays for the
verybestthat Gamble-Huffhave to offer (not that
that’s currently thatgood...).

The otherimportantdevelopmentwas that this
wasvirtually the Michael Jackson Show. Big
brothers Tito, Marlon andJackie were mostly
relegated to the roles of back-up singers. This
didn’tparticularlydisappointsince Michael’s
voice hasnotchanged much, andinanycasehe
now has sufficient stage presence to control
proceedings himself. Too much, it could be
argued. His series of neatly executed pirouettes
tantalised and teased the throngat the front of
thestalls,and itwasno surprise thatfor the
second halfofthe showMichael was enveloped
bykamikaze female fans stormingthe stage.

Thematerial wasreasonablypredictable—
mostlyfromthelastalbum, with the obligatory
medleys of former glories (their Tamlahits) —as
was theassurance withwhichitwas delivered.

AlthoughIdon’trate the Epic material too
highly, it’s obvious that Gamble-Huffhave
helped arrest theJacksons’ decline. And
once theboyshavefound some material
that’sactuallyhot, then things mightbegin
togetveryinterestingindeed. Meanwhile,
don’tleaveitsolongnexttime. Bob Woffinden

—— LONDON ——
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Yirouettes vs outsider shtick

MM MAY 7

HE OBVIOUS QUESTION about Tom Waits
-|-— ishe, orishenot, aphoney?—wasnever
quiteresolved for me at London’s Sound

Circus on Sunday. The difficulty stems from his
self-made image, which seems so much second
nature it’sbecome his whole artistic stance.
Waits is the coolest cat on the block; in his beat
clothes, and with hisradical slur of a voice, he
contrives both tolook and sound as though he
were a stew-bum halfway into a meths trip.

It'saromanticidealisation of “the outsider”
thathereinforces notjustbystage tricks, like
the cigarette thatdroops perpetuallyabouthis
person, buteven by the use ofalaconic three-
piece group, whose finger-snappingrhythms
supported his piano playingand formed the
background to hismonologues, his
“metropolitan doubletalk”, ashe calls them.

It'sall patently shtick, butit’sagreatimage, a
hip, existentialistimage thatappealstoacertain
audience’s sense of sophistication and implies
their familiaritywith theartistic San Francisco
scene of the ’50s from which Waits draws some
inspiration. Yetdespite theamusementtobe had
from Waits’ absurdist vision ofhimselfand his
manyjokes—“Itwasas cold asaJewish-American
princessonherhoneymoon,” he quipped atone
point-the mannerismsnotonlybegin to pall, but
theyobscureaveryreal songwritingability.

Hehasagood feel formelody and forlyrics,
many of which explore with genuine force his
self-portraitoftherestlessloner, bummingthe
barsand poolhalls.It'saquality he evokedin
“SanDiego Serenade”, awistful song, performed
aloneandatthe piano, whichrevealed his
essential sentimentality. Too many other songs,
however, were marred for me by straining to hear
himstrain, thoughI'm prepared to believe that
hisvoicereallyisthatcracked and
sodden. Thereal question,
whichrequiresaqualified
yes, should be:Ishe good?
Buttoarrive atthis
conclusion onewould
dobetter to consulthis
records, where the pose
canbeputinto truer
perspective. Michael Watts

SOUND GIRCUS
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October1977: The Jam-(l-r)
Bruce Foxton,RickBucklerand
PaulWeller-inSanFrancisco’s
Chi ndistrict. Although
scheduledtoplay16datesoveri2
daysontheirfirstUStour, Weller's
dad/managerJohncancelledthe
SFshowbecauseofanearthing
problemwiththe microphones

-
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YNOW ONLY the staunchest reactionaries
amongst the nation’s rock people can be of the
opinion that the much-touted new wave, despite its
severalless-than-endearingfacets, isn’tagood
thing. Butjustin caseyoustillhad any doubts, get
aload of The Jam.

You'lldoubt no more. For The Jam, while eulogising the nation’s
youth-and, cometo that, the nationitself-with total commitment,
remain thescene’srenegades. “We’re the black sheep of the new
wave,” says lynchpin Paul Weller.

TheJammost certainlydonottoe thePunkPartyLine. Why,
they’ve even been known to commitsuchsacrilegiousacts as
burningonstage the Blank Generation’s mouthpiece, Sniffin’ Glue,

aftersaid journalhad complained of The Jam’s being “laidback”
and “lacking direction” -not to mention “spending too much
time tuningup onstage”. Aggro!

WithanimagestraightoutoftheScene Club 1964 orsome
similarmod Mecca, The Jam wouldn’tknow one end of asafety-
pinfrom another. Unlike the new-waveelite (Damned, Pistols,
Stranglers, Clash), they are, sartorially speaking, threeverysharp
youngmen-the proud owners (and Imean proud) of customised
mohairsuits of thekind (say) The Yardbirds wore when theywere
anR&Bband.And, unlike adherents ofthenew-wave dogma, The
Jamdon’tgoforwholesalerejection of their predecessors.

One Otis Reddingis Paul Weller’s favourite singer. He even
attempted to singlike him at one point. Bassist Bruce Foxton
admits to copping the odd earful of Bad Companyand Thin Lizzy
onceinawhile.And, to topitall, drummerRick Buckler has
owned up to possessing acouple of Genesis albums and liking
theband when he saw them at Guildfordin 1973.

Such views demonstrate the group’s open-mindedness and
individuality-somethingwhich Welleris keen to emphasise— »
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andalso theirhonesty. (Ithasn’'tbeen unknown forThe Damned’s
whirlwind drummer Rat Scabies to blagaJoni Mitchell album from her
record company-butimagine himlayingthaton aninterviewer. Or,
cometothat, aninterviewer printingit...)

Moreover, The Jam have no time for playing the blank moron. Instead of
theamphetamine-blitzed expression of vacant aggression copyrighted
bynewwavers, TheJam come on assharp astheir creases. Wasted they
arenot-thoughIcan’tbelieve they're quiteascleanlivingastheymake
out. Butperhaps mostimportantofall, theyare the bestrock'n’rollband
I'veseeninmanyayear.

Sosweepingastatementbegs for qualifications, and notleastamong
theseis Paul Weller’s flawless rock-star credential. Each of TheJam hasan
individual onstage personastrongenough toattainstardominthenot-
too-distantfuture, but Weller stands outlike akingamong princes.

truly high-calibre working-class rock stars, the likes of which

were typified in the '60s by Pete Townshend, Steve Marriott and
John Lennon. This decade only folk like Lee Brilleaux, Wilko Johnson,
Phil Lynottand (I suppose) Noddy Holder have come anywhere near
to continuing that tradition, but none of these has even aspired to be
—letalone been taken seriously as—a spokesman for their generation.

What’smore, there’snothingintrinsically teenage about either the
Feelgoods, Thin Lizzy or Slade—which isnot true of The Jam, whose Paul
Wellerwillinyears to come, ifnotsooner, beregardedin the samelightas
those previously mentioned '60s figures.

Wellerhas Rock Starwritten all over him-and it’s notjust the fact that
hisrazor cutand clothes bringback memories of the mod era. On stage
and off, Weller, unlike some of his new-wave peers, is taut with positive
vibrations—almostasifhe’saboutto
explode. Onlyoccasionally does he slow
downwith theintensity... and then you
realise that Welleris afterallaguyon thetip
ofhis 19th birthday from Wokingin Surrey,
onthefarreaches of London’shinterland.

T HESE PAST YEARS, British rock hasfailed to come up with any

June13,1977: Weller
summonsthespiritof
Pete Townshendwith
hisredRickenbacker
330atthe TopRank,
Reading,Berkshire

Remarkablyunconfused, hisage doesn’t strike you, despite the total
absence oflines on his face. In one publicity shot of The Jam, Weller,
perhapsnotcoincidentally,looks asifhe’s tryinghis darnedestto come
onlike Pete Townshend, eyebrows arched to emphasise his determinedly
mean stare. Weller, in his own way, is doingwhat Townshend did more
thanadecadeago-writing songs forand aboutkids and performing
themwith the exhilaration only afew can muster. And that’swhere ageis
animportant, ifnot crucial, factor.

Live, TheWhosstillhave more energy than any otherband inrock, butit’s
calculated, polished energy. When The Jam hit the stage the commitment
isallbuttangible, Weller putting his all, and more besides, into it.

Ifirststumbled across the band atIslington’s Hope & Anchor, where,
incredibly enough, TheJam managed to come overvisually despite the
severe limitationsimposed by the venue’s tiny stage. The areabetween
band and audience was alive with electric energy, the pogoingkids and
TheJam’sfrontline of Weller and Foxton (another good-looking guy, less
tough-looking than Weller, though still possessing a youthful tightness)
intotalempathywith one another—Weller thrustinghimselfup and
downwithyouthfulabandon, occasionally pushing himselftowards
Foxton, who simultaneouslylaunched himselfbackwardsin Weller’s
direction so thatthe two collided momentarily, adouble actwith all the
markings ofa classicRod-and-Ronnie or Bowie-and-Ronsonroutine.

Given more room, Weller getsinto a few Townshendesque, thighs-
tucked-beneath-the-abdomenleaps, the sense of commitment
transcending mere plagiarism. Rick Buckler, complete with shades,
looks good behind the drums, exudingnonchalant cool.

Musically, The Jamreflect Weller’s tightness. There is nothing remotely
sloppyaboutthem, and they execute their material with a taut knife-
edgedintensity—whilelosingnothingin the way of warmth. As Chris

Parry, the Polydor A&R manwho signed them, says, their
musicisbrutal, butitis notwithout compassion.
Individually they play greattoo, especially Wellerand
Foxton. These two have plumped for Rickenbacker guitars,
which goes somewayto explainingwhy The Jam’s sound is
comparable to earlyWho and on occasions to The Beatles
themselves; those with earswillhave noticed the similarity
between Weller’slead runs on the flipside of the group’s
“InThe City” single, “Takin’ My Love”,and thewayJohn
Lennonused toembellish arock'n’roll songlike “Bad Boy”
or “DizzyMiss Lizzy”.
Butlike Lennon or Townshend -atleast early Townshend -
Welleris essentiallyarhythm guitaristand quite aremarkable
oneatthat, perfectly capable of playingfast, clipped thythm
4 chordslike WilkoJohnson, or coming on with triumphantly
ruthless power chords, justlike Townshend. Youshould hear the way

Weller plays on Larry Williams’late-’50s rock’n’roll classic “Slow

Down”. Go, Paul, go.

TheJam’s version of “SlowDown”, live and on their soon-to-be-
released firstalbum, isalmostasgood as The Beatles’, though, as
befits the genre, played fasterand with more urgency. It’s their overall
pacewhich they havein common with our other new-wave bands,
buttheir musicisnotjustabout playingfast. Their songs (all of 'em
Weller’s) are, with the exception of The Stranglers’ (hardly a teenage
band anyway), easily the best, musicallyand lyrically, to come out of
allthispunkhoopla.

True, there are more than afewresemblances between the chord
progressions Weller uses and those Townshend laid down in the past,
butthereisnodenying Weller’s ability to write asongwhichrings true.
And onewhichhasmelodyand passionbehindit.

Ofthe 10 originalswhich grace theiralbum, it’s thelengthy (over three
minutes), reflective dolefulness of “Away From The Numbers” (great
title, eh? Conjuringup allkinds ofimages) which impresses me most.
Buteverysongismemorable, whetherit’s the pureadrenalinrush of
“ArtSchool”, thereckless abandon of “I've Changed My Address” or
Weller’'spaeantothefactthatforthe firsttimein ages youngbandsare
playingtoyoungaudiences, “Sounds From The Street”.

Apartfrom theirownsongs (and, oflate, Foxton has started towrite),
TheJamincludein theirsetblisteringversions of those two mid-'60s
soul classics Wilson Pickett’s “Midnight Hour” and Arthur Conley’s

The Vext Big Deal is:

a By

. A




| FwaesRyEss=T

“SweetSoulMusic” -aswellasaversion of The Who's
“SoSadAboutUs”...

Inanutshell, TheJamhave taken what they
wantfromthe pastand fuseditwitha’70s street
consciousness while totally eschewing the blind

negativitywhich has, untilnow, been derigueur
amongtheirfellowrebels.

AsWeller once told Sniffin’ Glue: “Idon’t dig
hippies, but theyachieved somethingin the
’60s. Theybroughtaboutalittlemoreliberal
thinking. We're all standing and saying how
boredwe areand all this shit. Butwhydon’t
wegoandstartanactiongroup, help the
community? Howmany people canyousee
getting offtheir arses? Not fuckingmany.”

HEN PAULWELLERwas akidin
Woking, the son of alabourer (who,

incidentally and ironically enough,

“All this
change-the-
world thing is
becoming a bit
too trendy”

THE JAM

Bucklerbuttsin. “Youwalkup thisroad hereand
youlookin the clothes shops [Oxford Street] and
they'reallthesame. All the clothes shopsare exactly
thesame.”

Weller points out thatsuch mass production is
—— asignofthetimes.

“Really,” Buckler continues, “people are
forcedinto buyingthatkind of thingbecause
theysaythisisthethingtowear.”

Surprisingly enough, alltheband,
particularly Weller, are fiercely patriotic. When
TheJam perform, theydrape a UnionJack
behind them andit’sunusualifone or more
garments of Weller’sisn’t decorated with the
odd UnionJackor two. Theyevenwentto the
trouble ofhavingsome badges made with
UnionJacksonthem. Weller believesin the
monarchy (and thisis the same scenewhich
sired the Pistols) and defends the Queen so:

gave up hisjob sixmonths ago to manage The
Jam), he was absolutely besotted by the Fab Four. He had one of those
Beatles souvenir guitars, the red-and-white plastic ones replete with
mini-portraits and “autographs” of the Fabs. Paul used to mime to
“She Loves You” in front of the TV. Later on he got himselfa Hofner
violin bassjustlike McCartney’s.

“I've gotaRickenbacker now, so I'm Pete Townshend,” he mocks
defensively-for there have been those who contend that The Jamare just
paleshadows of the earlyWho.

Atthelocal comprehensive school he grewhishairlongand smoked
dope, justlikeall the otherkids did, torebel. Rickand Bruce were at the
same school, butbecause of the age difference (they’reboth 21), the three
ofthem didn’'tknow one another that well. From the age of 14, Weller was
convinced hewas goingto be arockstar, thereby gaining exemption from
thehumdrum. “Ididn’twanttowork,” hesays. “Ididn’'twanttobecome
MrNormal.” Hehasno doubthe’ll succeed, either.

Weller left schoolwhen he was 16. For a time he worked as awindow
cleanerand worked “on thebuilding” with his dad, who'd always
encouraged himin his musical pursuits. Most of the time, though, he
didn’twork, finallyfallingin with Buckler (who'd stayed on at schoolin
thesixth formwith theidea ofbecomingan architect, but quitbefore
A-levels came round and worked foratime as an electrical inspector) and
Foxton (who had gothimselfan apprenticeshipin the printingtrade).

Wellermighthave been aBeatlefreak, but the thingwhich changed his
lifewashearingThe Who's “My Generation” on the Stardustalbuma
couple ofyearsago. Hefellinlove with the mod image. And, while he’s
unwilling to admitit, Townshend’sinfluence on Weller can’tbe dismissed.
It'sapparentwhen hevoices offaboutwhathe thinks of The Who these
days—over-reactingto the point of scoffingat Roger Daltrey’s beer gut.

“Youcan'tplayrock'nrollwhenyou've gotabeergut.”

Wellerisadamant that The Who haven't produced aworthwhile lick
since Tommyand expressesno interestin seeing them, despite the fact
thathe’snever seen them on stage. Opines Weller, “The songs Townshend
writesnoware so self-martyrshit. He can’trest on hislaurels for the rest
ofhislife. Whydoesn'the give wayto some of the younger bands? He’s got
alotof moneyandsohave the Stones, sowhy doesn’the putitinto some
clubsorbuilda...Idon’'tknow... anything. Justdo something withiit.
Somerehearsal studios orarecord company.

“Ithink they oweitto thebusiness, ifanything. They’ve gotenough out
ofthe music business, so theyshould put some back. Instead of Keith
Moon goinground smashingup cars, usethatmoneyinstead of wasting
it. That’swhatreally pisses me off. Thisis the old order and they re all
wastingtheirbread. Paul McCartneybrings his catsup onaplaneand all
thissortofshit.

“Lennonistheonlyonewhohasn’tsold out. He’s the only bloke I've got
confidenceinstill. He's quietened down. He’s not so outspoken, butIlike
himstill. It'slike us doing ‘In The City’ when we're 27. Maybe we’ll be
expected tosingitlike The Who are expected to sing ‘My Generation’, but
Idon’tthinkwe'ddoit.”

Unsurprisingly, he haslittle sympathy for taxexiles.

“There’s people thatworkin factories thatpayalotoftaxand theycan'’t
splitto the South of France,” he saysrathernaively. “Whydon’t theserich
rockstars open up some clothes shops? There’sno personalised clothes
thesedays, whichis one minor thing, but...”

“She’sthe best diplomatwe’ve got. She works
harderthanwhatyouorIdo, ortherestofthe country.”

Buckler echoeshim: “They’re an example to the country.”

Somuch for “AnarchyIn The UK”... Moreover, Weller says he’ll vote
Conservative atthenextelection, and heand Bucklerreckonit’s the
unionswhorunthe country.

Buteveniffundamentally Weller supports such pillars of the
establishmentasthe monarchyand the Toryparty, hissongs do have
strongreformistattitudes. “Bricks And Mortar” numbers councils for
getting their priorities wrong (“Woking'slike afuckingbomb site,” he
says). One ofhisnewer songs describeshis fear that Britainisheading
towardsapolicestate. And throughouthis songs the predominant theme
isyouth consciousness.

“We don'’tlove parliament. We'renotinlove with Jimmy Callaghan. But
Idon’tseeanypointin goingagainstyourown country. Ifthere’ssucha
thingin theworld as democracy, then we’ve gotit. We're not totally brain-
washed-yet. Wewillbeintwoyears’ timeifwe don'tdo somethingaboutit.

“Everybody goes on aboutnew orders, butno one seemsreally clear what
theyare. Chaosisnotreallyapositive thought, isit? You can’trunacountry
onchaos. Maybea coalition or something with younger party members.
Allthis change-the-world thingisbecomingabit too trendy. Irealise that
we'renot goingto change anythingunlessit’sonanationwide scale.”

Quiterightly, TheJam thinkthey’reacutabove the other new-wave
bands, surmising thattheirsongs are better-structured and more subtle
lyrically. They have kind words for the Pistols, though.

“Theyspurred thewhole thing off. Not thatwere verymuch
associated with them, but they still did alot for the music. They brought
aboutalotofchange. They frightened some of the older musicians, which
isagoodthing.”

Sodid theyinfluenceyouatall musically?

“Itwasn’tthatIsawthe Pistols,” says Weller. “It was that for the first time
inyearsIrealised there wasayoungeraudience there, youngbands
playingtoyoungpeople, which was somethingwe’d beenlookingforin
alongtime.”

Mostofthe new-wave bands are verymuchintospeed...

“We'renotinto drugs,” Weller replies very quickly. “We don’tneed it. We
don’tneed thatto go on stage with. We don’t need it to getin the mood of
playing. We might when we're 30 or something. We might have to. In that
casewe’llgiveup.”

TheJam have been together for twoyears. Originally theywere a four-
piece. Theystarted off playing the usual stuff—- Chuck Berry, Elvis Presley
—before going through a phase of playing Merseybeat (“Beatles songs
were too difficult”), foratime wearingsatin suitsand adoptinga
teenybop image. And before hitting the London circuitlastyear they'd
worked inworkingmen’s clubs and cabaretaround the Woking area.

Three monthsago theysigned to Polydor, Chris Parry (the A& Rman
who'd “almost” signed the Pistols, The Clash and The Damned) offering
themacontractasfastashecouldsoastoensurearival companydidn’t
stepinwithalargeradvance.

Alreadythere’saction on theirfirstsingle “In The City”,agenuine
"70s teenanthem, and when their album of the same name comes out
later thismonth, don’tbe surprised if thatfollows The Clashand The
Damned’salbumsup the charts, for The Jam alone justify the emergence
ofthenewwave. SteveClarke ®
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May13,1977:BobMarley
onstage withthe Wailers

atHoutrustHalleninThe
Hague,Netherlands

ALBUMS
Bob Marley

ISLAND
THEMOOD: If some gunmen

had chargedinto your house and
shot youand your managerinto
ahospital bed, then perhaps
you, too, would gointo a studio
and make areligious album - if
you were capable of making
musicatall.

The factis that thisis a highly
charged spiritual record by the
reggae musician most capable
of articulating the mood of his
people. It was conceived by
Marley shortly after hisbrush
with disaster at the hands of
gunmen, and thus there’s
preciousllittle joy about it.

Evenso, Marley sounds his
customarily “up” self -and
there are fewer more
worthwhile sounds around
in contemporary music.

THE MUSIC: Only one song,
“Waiting In Vain”, comes across
asaplainlove theme. For the
rest, there’s either the traditional
sensuality we've come to expect
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from Marley, or the
spirituality of the
firstside.“The
Heathen”, “Exodus” -an
unremittingly powerful track,
perhaps the most potent on the
LP -and the heavy insinuation of
“Guiltiness” are all examples of
spiritual conviction, but the
endearing aspect of themallis
the simplicity with which they're
delivered. Youdon't get the
feeling thatasermonis coming
atyou, or that Marley has
suddenly found God.

“One Love”, the final song
ontherecord, is pure gospel,
and delivered withan
astonishing, insistent beat,
adeadly combination of old-
fashioned blues hollering and
1977 reggae wailing.

“Jamming” would be an
instant disco smashifissued as
asingle; “Turn Your Lights Down
Low” is slow and sexy; “Natural
Mystic” is light, polite, yet
systematically all-enveloping
inthe Marley tradition.

THERESULT: Thisisa

mesmerising album. While his

last, “Rastaman
Vibration”, was rather
cultish, thisis more
accessible, melodically
richer, delivered with
more directness
thanever. Let’s face
it, after an attempton
his life, Marley has
arightto celebrate
his existence, and
that’show the album
sounds: acelebration.
Ray Coleman, MMMay14

The Clash

CBS

By an odd quirk of fate,
this debut album by
The Clash cameinto
the MM office on the
same dayas The
Beatles’ Live At
Hamburg. Both found
theirway onto the
record player and the
somewhat surprising
reaction was that The
Beatles albuminduced
derisory laughter, while
The Clash produced
requests foreven
louder volume.

Thelesson from that
isnot that the MM is
full of punk-rock
freaks-nota
safety-pin

amongus

(honest) -nor

thatwedon't

like The

Beatles, but

thatinthe'70s
punkrock has
the vitality which
many now esteemed
bandshad when they
were first starting. And it sounds
alot more fun, especially when
you're not listening too closely,
thantriple-album concepts.

It would be ludicrous, of course,
tojudge The Beatles by whatis
little more thanabootleg;
probably even more ludicrous to
expect The Clash to achieve
evenmore than one-tenth of
what the Fab Four did. Butit at
least shows that at one time they
-and the Stones,
and The Who, and
allthe other
establishment
bands-sounded
pretty rotten. They
weren'tadept at
theirinstruments
(tosay the least;
you ought to hear
George Harrison
on Hamburg), they
hitbum notes,
their harmonies

were flat; all the faults we lay
atthe punkrockers’ door.

Yetthey had anenergy
thatoverrode allthose
considerations, and a defiance of
the status quo. The attitude was:
if youwant to hear note-perfect
music, go to aclassical concert.

The same applies today, except
thatinmany casesyoucan
substitute “rock” for classical. It
all boils down, of course, to what
exactly youdo want. Personally,
| care neither for the reverential
neo-classical shows of the Pink
Floyd, nor for my turntable to be
filled all day with the extremely
restricted music performed by
The Clash and their cohorts.

Punkrock strikes me asan
experience to be savouredin
smalldosesand,if onrecord,
thenatahigh volume and
preferably while doing
something else. A closer
examination, | find, leads to
headaches, thanks to the
tunelessrepetition of chords
atabreakneck pace.

The Clash, if you canbelieveit,
manage to make the Stooges
sound subtle. A shame that the
instruments have the upper
hand, because lurking beneath
theracketare some interesting
lyrics, snatches of whichit’s
possible to hearif youlisten
carefully (not recommended).

It's here that The Clash, and
others of their ilk, justify their
existence. Justasinthe
pre-Beatleseralyrics had
degeneratedinto “moonin
June” romanticslush, so has the
standard of today’s pop song lyric
gone backinto a moronic slump?

By it's very definition, “popular”
music should notjustbe for the
people, but about them, too.
The Clash do exactly this,
chronicling theideas,
frustrations and problems of
disaffected youthinsongslike
“Remote Control”, “Cheat” and
“48Hours” -these are the kind
of themes thatought tobeinthe
chart (if someone could write
atune for them, of course).

Particularly impressiveis
the sneering denunciation of

BOB MARLEY & THE WhlLERS




the employment prospects
faced by the youngin
“Career Opportunities”.

Some commentators willno
doubt find the most significance
inthe only non-original on the
album, a cover of Junior Marvin's
bigreggae hit of last year,
“Police And Thieves” (you know,
rebellious white youth links with
angry blacks to create apotent
political force, blah, blah, blah),
butlshallleave that for the
sociologists, except to say that
it'sa musically creditable version.

Asanalbum, The Clashis
pretty much what you'd expect:
raucous, basic,and should go
down atreat with the Blank
Generation. Thank God I'm
“too old” to have to enjoyit.
Michael Oldfield, MM Apr16

The Stranglers

UNITED ARTISTS

Justabout the only predictable
thingaboutrockis thatassoon as
something new comes along,
there’s always someone willing to
jump onthe bandwagon. Even
more predictableis that punk
rock/new wave is going to get
more thanits fair share of these
jerks, simply becauseitisagenre
without rules and regulations.

The Stranglers strike me as one
such group attempting to cash in.
Ontheface of it, they've got all
the punk credentials: the name,
the musicalincompetence, even
agig supporting Patti Smith. But
one look at this albumis enough
toletyouknow where The
Stranglersare at -or, perhaps,
where theirrecord company
would like themtobe at.

There’s abeautifully designed
sleeve andinnersleeve, aspecial
label with The Stranglers’rat
logoand even -try and hide the
groans-afreesingle. ELP should
be solucky! Asaspecial bonus
forusluckyreviewers, there’s
abundle of press cuttings, fax,
pixandinfo,apressrelease that's
magnificently mistyped and -
here comestherealkiller-acard
from their press-and-public-
relations consultant.

Thisis the music of disaffected
youth, struggling againstahard

business thatwon’t
give themabreak?
Smells more like hype
tome. The musicon
the album confirms
that The Stranglers
have little or nothing
tooffer. They're
singularly lackingin
all of the virtues that
new-wave bands like
The Clash, The
Damned and the Pistols have as
their saving grace; they’re about
as energetic asaslug, and their
lyrics, far from providing an
outlet for the frustrations of
today’s young, are the same

old tripe used by most of the
bands the punkslove to hate -
but with a few naughty swear
words thrownin.

Here's an example of the wit
and wisdom of The Stranglers
from “Peaches”: “Strolling along,
minding my own business/Well
there goes agirlnow, ‘hi’/She’s
gotme going up and down/She’s
got me going up and down/
Walking on the beaches looking
atthe peaches/Welll've gotthe
notion girl that you've got some
suntan lotion in that bottle of
yours/Spread it all over my
peeling skin, baby, that feels
realgood/Allthe skirts lapping
up the sun/Lap me up.”

Allthisis deliveredin the usual
arrogant tone, as thoughit were
something momentous, and over
astunningly boring keyboard-
dominatedriff.lthasbeen
suggested that The Stranglers
resemble The Doors: aninsult if
leverheardone. It’s true that the
opening cut, “Sometimes”,
soundslike it'sbased on the
“Light My Fire” organ solo;
yet they are more akin to
alate-'60s Detroitband, SRC,
through their use of keyboards,
but without half the Americans’
style in exploiting doom-laden
chords, nor even anythingas
remotely cheeky as combining
“Hall Of The Mountain King”
with “Beck’s Bolero”.

Intruth, The Stranglers are no
more than a cut-rate version of
'60s American punk bands, but
with none of the fizz that made
that music so enjoyable. About
the only thing they do wellis
write the titles to their songs;
“Grip”, “DownIn The Sewer” and
“Ugly” promise somethingmore
interesting than a succession of
deadeningriffs and anoticeable
lack ofideas. The only sensein
which The Stranglers could be
considered new wave is that no
one has had the gall to palm off
this rubbish before. Michael Oldfield,
MMApr23

Quirks, nicenessand
charm:(l-r) Johnny,
Tommy, Joeyand
DeeDeeRamone

SINGLES

Sex Pistols

VIRGIN

Ramalamafafafa! Justin

case there wasany danger of
forgetting that the Pistols are
arockbandinstead of justa
media hoax/guaranteed talk-
show laff-getter/all-purpose
scapegoat or whatever, here’sa
record which actually managed
to squeakits way past the official
guardians or our morality and
may well bein your shopsany
minute now. It may even stay
therelong enoughforyouto
buy it. [t comes out on Saturday
andit’ll probably be banned by
Monday, so move f-a-s-t.

The “real” title of thissongis
“No Future”, butit’s received so
much notoriety as “God Save
The Queen” that now it’s called
“God Save The Queen” so that
you can get what you ask for
whenyou ask forit. And what
youwill get whenyouaskforitis
aremorseless, streamlined
crusher of asingle that
establishes the Pistols’
credentialsasareal live
rock’n’rollband. Up front, star
of stage and screen Johnny
Rotten (the singer) gets to grips
with the already oft-quoted lyric
in the inimitably charming
manner that has made him the
darling of international cafe
society. “We're the future/
You're the future/NO FUTURE!”
heleers, except that thereisa
future,you'reitandif youdon't
takeit, thenyou've only
yerownass to blame...

Anyway, buy it. Buy it whether
you like the Sex Pistols or not. If
people try that hard to stop you
from hearing something, then
you owe it to yourself to find out
why. Besides, since 1977
marks the Queen’s
ascent to cult-
figure status,
maybe the
reason that
punxdig
herso
muchis
thatshe’sa
shining

exampletoall

of us. How many
of youdole
queue cowboys
can getthatmuch

bread for posingall

year? Gabba gabbahey! Which
reminds me... NME, May 28

Ramones
SIRE

For the time being, thisis
available asa12-incher with
acute picture sleeve, T-shirt
offer, green stamps, chance to
win athree-year subscription to
New Society and all manner of
specialised weirdness like that,
but I'mreviewing this off a plain
old seven-incher andit still
sounds sufficiently monstrous.
Monstrously charming,
thatis.“Sheenals A
PunkRocker”isa
heart-warming

love song with
referencesto
surfboardsand
discotheques

andit’s got

harmoniesanda N

chorusand...
and... Look, all the
Ramones’ songs
sound like hit singles
and thendon'tsell, but this
songis so flat-out delightful that
not even the dull-as-bleedin’-
ditch-water Brit-public will be
abletoresistit. The sheer charm
and essential niceness of Dolly
Ramone’s four horrible sonsiis
gonnawinout. And evenifit
doesn’t, there’s always the
double B-side of “Commando”
(from the lastalbum) and “I
Don’t Care” (never previously
released) to cop the sympathy
vote.Me, | like “I Don’t Care”
because of the beautifully
soulful way in which Joey
Ramone lists all the various
thingshe doesn’t
care about.
“Heart-warming”
justisn'tthe
word, though
lhaven't
the faintest
ideawhat
is. NME,
May 28
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Televisionin1977:

(I-r) Fred Smith,

Tom Verlaine,
RichardLloyd
andBillyFicca
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MELODY MAKER

ELEVISION, WHOSE RECENT tour of Britain
established them as one of the most unique and
exciting American bands of the '70s, made their public
debutin March 1974, at the Townhouse Theatre—
asmallviewing theatre in New York thathad been
engaged for the event by the group’s manager and
patron, Terry Ork (to whom, incidentally, Marquee Moon is dedicated).

Richard Lloyd recalls the occasion: “Itwas hilarious. Werented the
theatre and wentaround asking people we knew to come down to see the
band and give us some quotes thatwe could putin the papers. The place
seated maybe 88 people and I guessitwas full. Idon’tknowhowwe
managed it.

“Icouldn’tdescribe the music. Itwasjust crazy. We were so wackyin
those days. Weused tofall overalotonstage... and, like, we didn’thave
anything. Literally.”

Television’slineup at this time was Lloyd (electric guitar), Billy Ficca
(drums), Tom Verlaine (electric guitar) and Richard Hell (bass).

Ficca, Verlaine (née Miller) and Hell (née Myers) had attended high
school togetherin Delaware. Verlaine and Hell were, from allaccounts,
particularly close (though theirrelationship was to end bitterlyand
precipitate an extended feud). They shared aninterestinliterature, art
and modern poetry and music, and craved an escape from the stifling
parochialism of their environment (infact, legend hasit that theymade
one abortive run for freedom which ended with theirarrest).

Verlaine remains elusive abouthis musical activitiesin Delaware,
admitting only thathe and Ficca played together with variousindividuals
inaseries of short-lived, apparently experimental bands.

Verlaine, having decided that New Yorkwould be the most conducive
environmentinwhich toworkandlive, finallyarrivedin thatcityin
August 1968. For threeyears he merely enjoyed the experience and
atmosphere oflivingin the city, workingin the Strand bookstore and
hangingoutinfashionableartisticcircles.

Intheearly’70s he began composing songs, and by the time he
embarked upon atentative solo career on the New York folk circuithe
hadalready composed several of the songs thathave sincebeen
recognised as classics in Television’s repertoire, including the beautiful,
hallucinatory “Venus”.

Verlaine vividlyremembers hisfirst public performance in New York:
“I'dbeenthinkingabout it forsome time.Ihad these songsand Thad a
guitar.Ijust thought, ‘Fuckit, I'll doit.’ One Sunday afternoon, I went
down to this club and played for 15 minutes. Ijustwanted to find out what
itwasreallylike,and somethinghappened to me anditoccurred to me
thatthiswas the directionIshould follow.”

Verlaine decided thathis songs
couldbebestexpressedinagroup
context,and with Richard Helland
Billy Ficcahe formed the Neon Boys.
AsBillyFiccaexplains elsewhere,
thegroup’s existencewas
prematurely terminated through
lack ofworkand financial support.

Nevertheless, Verlaine and Hell
began collecting the material that
would form the basicrepertoire of
theoriginal Television: the material,
infact, thatwas premiered that
nightatthe Townhouse Theatre
andwould be heard over the next
twoyears, by fluctuatingaudiences
at CBGB, Max’sKansas Cityand any other
New Yorkhauntwhere the group could
secureagig.

Amongthese songswere Verlaine’s
“Venus”, of course, “Friction”, an early
arrangement of “Marquee Moon” (which,
initsoriginal versionran to some 20 verses)
and theas-yet-unrecorded “Double
Exposure” and “Hard On Love” (mentioned
byRichard Williamsin his columnlast
January). Hell contributed abrace ofhis
apparently off-the-wall ditties, including
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hisdisappointingsingle “Blank Generation” (aclassic, apparently, inits
originalform), “Love ComesIn Spurts” and “Fuck Rock'n'Roll”.

Itwasthisversion of Television thatwas produced by Eno for a tape for
Island Records. Thatcompany’shead of A&R at the time was Richard
Williams, who'd been impressed by the group in New Yorkand was
interested enoughin their future torecommend them to Brian Eno.
Thesessions, however, were aborted after protracted disagreements
between Verlaine and Eno.

“Ithink Enowastooindividual,” Verlaine explains. “We heard different
thingsin the music. Maybe whathe got on tape was arealistic sound for
theband atthe time, buthisideas wereincompatible with mine. He'd get
somethingdownandI'dlistentoitandI'd say, What’'s THAT?Itshouldn'’t
soundlike THAT. Do THIS toit.” And he'd tellme thathe’d changeit. And
he’'d go off, buthejustwouldn’t changeit. He’sareal clever guy.”

IfVerlaine was dissatisfied with therecorded sound of Television—even
thoughhesuggestsitwasanaccuratereflection of the group asitstood -
he might possibly have recognised some of the musical limitations of the
group; particularly the shortcomings of Richard Hell's bass playing.

Lloydrecalls that Hellresponded reluctantly to Verlaine’s suggestion
thathe playbassin Television (itwas Hell, incidentally, who gave the
groupitsname),and heaccepted the offer onlyafter displays of great
enthusiasmand encouragement. Whatever, it was decided thathe was
relativelyinadequate and hewasreplaced in 1975 by former Blondie
bassist Fred Smith.

Hellwentoff to join ex-New York Dolls Johnny Thunders and Jerry
Nolaninthe original Heartbreakers (nowresident, with a different
frontline, in London). Henowleads his own band the Voidoids.

Television, with Verlaine firmlyin command after Hell'sdeparture,
continued to playaround New York, picking up critical accolades for the
music. Their perseverance wasrewarded in 1976 with the offer ofa
contractto Elektra/Asylum, which Verlaine, who had displayed arare
caution previously, accepted.

AndyJohns, whose previous creditsinclude engineering stints with the
like of the Stones and Zeppelin, co-produced the group’s debutalbum,
Marquee Moon, with Tom Verlaine.

“I'wanted someone who hasno preconceptions about our music, who
couldberelied upontogetagood sound,” says Verlaine. “Iwouldn’teven
send AndyJohns any tapes of theband. He'd never heard us until we went
into the studio.Ididn’twanthim to knowanythingaboutus. Thatway,
Ifigured we could avoid arguments. Since he didn’tknowwhat exactly
wewere supposed to sound like, hereallyresponded to whatIwanted.”

variously described as a potential rock'n’roll genius and the

mostoriginal and exciting new writer and guitarist to have
emerged in American musicin this decade. Alternatively, there are
those who subscribe to the rather less complimentary opinion that
Verlaineis an arrogant and conceited individual, a pretentious and

T OM VERLAINE, THE enigmaticleader of Television, has been

“Iwouldn’tevensend
[Marquee Moon
co-producer]Andy Johns
anytapesoftheband”: Tom
VerlaineatElektraRecords,
NYC,February27,1978




May 28,1977:
Verlaineonstage
atHammersmith
Odeon,playingan
Ampegguitarmade
of clearPlexiglas

faciletalentand a paranoid egomaniac who'’s callous and vicious
toward those with whom he comes into contact. He’s also said to have
amegalomaniac streak that would reduce Hitler to the status ofa
shamblingintrovert.

“Ifyoubelieveinyourself, people usually attackyou,” he says, defending
himselfagainst these charges, most of which have been made byhis
formerassociate Richard Hell.

“Thosearethe things Richard said about me when he quittheband,”
he addswearily, obviously tired of the feud. “It’s spiteful. Ifitwasn't for
me, Richard Hellwould never have had hisnamein the papers. Hewasn’t
aboutto gostartarock'n’roll group. Hejusthad afriend who played
guitar. He couldn’t possibly have played inany other band. We lethim
playwith usand we hoped thathe'd improve musically as we developed.
Eventuallywe decided thatwe needed someone better.

“I'msure thatthere are other people who share thatimage of me. The
kind of people thathangaround CBGB. People thatI've never said aword
to.Andbecauseldon’tgo overandtalk to them, theystartto think that
you're beingaloofand distant. ButI'm not the kind of person who enjoys
thatkind of socialising.”

Itis,infact, notdifficult toimagine Verlaine’smanner antagonising
thosewhomighttesthistolerance. Thereisabouthim, forall his polite
calm, animpatientair; talkingabouthis adolescence in Delaware, for
instance, he expresses anintolerance of the provincial atmospherein
whichhegrewup. Hemissed in thatenvironment the excitementand
artisticactivities thatheimagined would abound in, say, New York.
Indeed, suchwashisimpatience and desire to become partofamore
excitingworld thathe decided thathe would high-tail it out of Delaware
andinto NewYorkatthe earliestopportunity.

Richard Hellhad beenlivingayearin the citywhen Verlaine, then 17
yearsold, movedinto his apartment. “Itwas an excitingtime. Itwasa
greatexperience, meeting peoplewhohad a certain atmosphere about
them thatyoujustdidn’tfindin Delaware.”

Hehad, atthe time, vague plans for formingaband, although he had no
specificideas about the style of musiche would pursue. “Thatwasthe
firstidealhad,” he continues, “butwhenIgotto

TELEVISION

nocturnalunderworld filtered through aromantic vision
that’satonce confused by the potential violence of the
environmentand yet curiouslyseduced by the darkness.

Insomeways, it seems to me, Verlaine and Television
aredirectheirs of The Velvet Underground. However,
where LouReed portrayed New Yorkwith agraphic,
documentary clarity, Verlaine deals more exclusively with
atmosphere, evoking startlingimages of metropolitan
anguish, lonelinessand despairallied toa characteristic
romanticyearningfor spiritual perfectionin the face of
thisdarkness.

“That’sverymuch the case,” says Verlaine. “Livingin
New York yousomehowbecome very night-orientated.
Especiallyin the summers, whenit gets sohotand the
streets getsodirty... I've always thought of New Yorkas aninspiration. It
isn’'tfor many people, butitis for me. Obviously, itwas for LouReed, too.

“Ithinkwe capture differentaspects of the city, but there is some sort of
connection between Television and The Velvet Underground. It goes
beyond any musical connection, althoughIthinkwe share the samesort
ofenergy. New Yorkis areally concentrated microcosm of emotions, you
know, and atmosphere. The songs do deal mostly with atmosphere, yes;
Ithinkthat’swhatartisallabout...

“Like, onstage, youdon’thaveideas somuch as feelings; a sense of
what’shappeningaroundyou.Ithinkthat’sanimportantpartofthe
performance, responding to the atmosphere... and every performance
should be some attempt to go beyond yourself, or getin touch with
something beyond yourself. To enter atotally new field of experience.

“Tome, that'swhatlifeisallabout, too. An opportunity to enjoy new
experiences. Andit’sall tied together... music, writing, living.... It'sall
aboutexperience,learning, growing.

“Iknow thataswebecome more successful we're goingto berestricted,
butsuccessissomethingsoabstractthatlcan’treallythinkaboutitin
specificterms. We'lljusthave to figure out a way of circumventing the
restrictions...It'ssortofaproblemalready.”

modest, quietly humorous Richard Lloyd, who forms, with

Tom Verlaine, one of the most exciting electric guitar
partnerships ever to hit this planet. “I always had this feeling that there
was only going to be one group thatI'd getinto and the vibe would be
right. Television was the only group. Is the only group.”

Lloydwould askus to believe thathismusical careerbegan, at the age
oftwo, with the tentative exploration of the sound of a 24-key plastic
piano, the property ofhis parents: “Then, one day, one of the keys broke.
SoIdemolishedit. My parentswouldn’treplaceit.”

Hisinterestin music, thereafter, waned considerably. He makesit
emphatically clear thathe was not particularly enamoured of the white
American pop music of the early '60s that dailyinfiltrated hislife,

bouncingover theairwavesinhisnative

44 T HERE WAS NOTHING before Television,” asserts the

New York, the placejust excited me so much that
Ididn’tthinkseriously aboutdoinganything.
Iwasjusttakingineverything;Ididn’tstart
writingfora couple of years after [ got there.”
Although, ashe admits, hewasinfatuated
with New York, he was discriminating enough
torecognise the superficiality of much that
surrounded him. “Therewerelots of different
cliques,” heremembers. “People seem toform
schoolsthereveryfast. Likeall the poetswould
gettogetherinvarious groups, and develop
similarstyles and share thesameideasand the
same girlfriends.Idon’tknowifincestis the
rightword, butitgot to the pointwhere everyone

“We let
Richard Hell
play with us

and hoped
he'd improve”

Pittsburgh, and, later, NewJersey, where his
parentsmoved whenhewas 17.
“Ithoughtitwasallincredibly dull. Theradio
was full of slush. It was, atleast, something to
listen to, butThated most ofit.”
TheAmericanrelease ofthe early Beatles
and Stones albums excited him rather more, he
recalls (hisfirstinclination was toward drums,
andheremembersbashingawayinabasement
to Meet The Beatles and the Stones’ 12 x5), butit
was the firstalbums by Hendrix, the Floyd and
the Dead thatinspired himtolearn guitar.
“Thoserecordstookmeforaloop,” he says,
asifrecallingsome momentous event. “Itwas

wasjustpattingeach otheronthe
backand congratulatingeach other
allthetime.”
Hehasstillaromanticvision, he
confesses:itremains forhima city
ofintrigue, mysteryand astrange
beauty.Indeed, much of the music
on Marquee Moonbetrays this
infatuation with the city: there’s
aromanticevocationofthe

through thoserecords thatIfirst
discoveredreal electric music.”
Simultaneously, hewas drawn to
blues guitaristlike ElmoreJames,
Buddy Guy,JBHutton and Johnny
Shines (anassociate of Robert
Johnson): “Whenyoupickupan
instrument, you've gotto start
someplace,” he explains, “and blues
licksaresome of the easiest places »

GUS STEWART / GETTY
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March21,1977: Television
performatNew York’s
BottomLineclub

tostartfrom. ButIdidn’treally concentrate on developing the influence
ofthose people.”

Inevitably, he attempted tostartaseries of bands; everyattempt,
however, wasanabortive failure, he claims. “Iwasjust playing my guitar
and waiting for theright group.I'd puttogether afewbands who'd play
maybe one gigand disappear. Butl had no plans for any of them, because
Iknewthattheyweren’'tgoinganywhere.”

Hedrifted to Boston, jamminginfrequently with variouslocalbands
—hedoesnotcare to mention theirnames—beforereturningforashort
time to New York City. “One day Iwent out for asandwich, cameback to
whereIwaslivingand found thatmyguitarhad been stolen. The only
clothesThad werein the guitar case, solhad nothing.Ifigured that, for
onceinmylife, Iwasunencumbered by any possessions. SoIwent to
California.Justsplitforayear.Ididn’thave a guitar for sixmonths, until
Iraised enough money to buyonein San Francisco.”

Therehebeganto practise on his guitar-“all dayand all night for
months”-perfectinganindividual style. Hehad no specific strategy for
discovering compatible musicians and formingabandat thistime. Ashe
says, hewas carefullybiding his time, waiting for the right circumstances
inwhich to commithimselftoaband possessed of the vision and
originality for which he was searching.

In 1974, Richard was backin New York, livingin Chinatown with Terry
Ork (later tobecome patron and manager of Television), who one night
persuaded himto trundle down toaclub called Reno Sweeney’s to see
aguitarist called Tom Verlaine, who was then performingasasolo artist
followingtherelative disintegration ofthe Neon Boys.

Verlaine, Lloyd remembers, played three songs, including early
versions of “Venus” and “Double Exposure” (thelatterhasyetto appear
onrecord, thoughademo tape, recorded with Brian Eno, exists).

Lloyd was enthralled by Verlaine, and after a brief conversationitwas
cleartoboththattheyshared similarideas and concepts: “Ijust thought
thatthere wassomethingaboutwhat Tom was doing thatwasright. It
struckaresponsive chord. We got together and played, and started to
work onideas for Television.

“Atthattimewe didn’thave aspecificidea of what we’'d sound like. It was
amadhouse; we’d playand writhe on the floor with our guitars, stand on
our heads andlaugh hysterically.”

Lloydrecalls Televisionrehearsing for atleastsixhoursaday, five days
aweek, duringthis period: “We allrealised thatwe had toimprove. If
yourealise that you are not technically proficienton an instrument,
thatshouldn’tstop you from playing. Butyouhave to be aware of the
limitations of notbeing proficient.
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“You have toneed to play to spend, like, four or five yearslearning about
your instrument. You have to work atit constantly. Youhave tobe
dedicated. Like, there must be amillion guitaristsand amillion bands,
andifyou’re goingto beheard asanindividual you've got toworkand be
preparedtospendall thattimelearning. Imean, it’snot thekind of thing
youcanventureinto casually.”

The extraordinary empathy that exists between Verlaine and himself,
Lloyd asserts, canbe attributed to this period of intensive rehearsal,
though he emphasises that on stage especially, their musical relationship
isbynowanintuitive affair.

Thereare, he says, some songs duringwhich he will take the principal
solosasamatter ofexpediency; then there are otherswhere Verlaine and
hewillsimplyrealise thatone or the other hasthe momentum to carry
throughanunscheduled solo, inwhich case the other guitarist twill ease
backtoasecondaryrole.

“Ifwehadn’tspent that time together,” he says, “wewouldn’tknow
whatwewere playing. Of courseitwasanimportanttime. There’s never
been any ego problems; we both have enough to play to keep usboth
happyasguitarists.”

underpin the guitar adventures of Tom Verlaine and Richard
Lloyd, admits that it was the British bands of the mid-'60s that
firstinspired him to playrock'n’roll.

Like Lloyd, he confesses to findinglittle aboutwhich to enthusein
American musicimmediately prior to the transatlanticascendancyof The
Beatles, Rolling Stones, Kinks and The Zombies—who he remembers with
particularaffection-whoseindividual styles were a profound influence
onthe Americanbandsformedin theslipstream oftheir success.

Herecalls, withamusement, his early high-school bandslike the Poor
Boysand the Auroras, whoserespectiverepertoires consisted of versions,
invariablyinept, of current charthits (usually British records, he
remembers), and later, psychedelic extravaganzas “and anythingwe
could figure outhowto play. We just used to copy everybody. Ifwe could
playit, we played itno matter whatitwas.”

Heplayed guitar then-“rhythm guitar. Inever playedlead.Icouldn’t
play fastenough”—and only turned to bass sixyears ago after failingan
auditionforagigasaguitarist.

“Ihadn’tbeeninagroup forawhile;I'd sortofgivenup.Icouldn’tgetthe
guitarist’s gig; the group justwanted a bass player. I feltlike playing again,
solgotaleft-handedJapanesebassand turneditupside down andIliked
it. Itwaslikelearningawhole newinstrument.

FRED SMITH, WHO contributes the sinuous basslines that
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“Itwaswith a group called Captain Video. I played with them fora
while; itwasaround 1971. Leon Russell was bigand we had an organ
player, sowedid alotofhisnumbers. Itwas nothingspecial, butIdidn’t
care. We could’'ve played anything and itwouldn'thave bothered me
becauseIwasjustlearninghowto play. Atthe timeIdidn’teven think
aboutwhatIwanted tohearfromthebass.

“WhenlIfirststarted playingI wondered ifI should soundlike the guy
from The Byrds or McCartney.Ijust played whatsounded naturaland
comfortable.IfitsoundedrightIplayedit.Ididn’tsitaround and study
thestyles of any other bass players. I didn’t want to have their styles
crammed intome.

“I'mnotthekind of personwho putsonarecord andlistens to the
bass player. Ilisten to the group. 'm more interested in songs than
instrumentalists. The bassasaninstrument, Ifind, hasitslimitations.
Thebass playersIlikeare subtle and play things thatfit the song.

“Idon’tlike tohearbass players thatreally stick out. Like, someonelike
BillWymanyoudon'tnotice atfirst, butifyou suddenly catch what he’s
playingit’llsend a chillup yourspine becauseit’s soright.”

Beforejoining Televisionin 1975 (when hereplaced Richard Hell),
Smith played with Blondie’s Deborah Harry, firstin aband called The
Stilettoes, thenin the original Blondie. The Stilettoes featured three girl
singersand Fred found thatfun. Itwasatthe time that the New York Dolls,
those tragicfigures of the New York scene, were being recognised
internationally,and NYCwas alive with glitter and outrage combos
hopingtoemulate the Dolls’ success.

“Itwas all glitterbands,” Smithrecalls, “That’swhatwashappening. It
wasalotoffun. Itwas exciting. There were all these groups formingon the
Lower Eastside. There was CBGB and Club 82 opening. There was
something happening. Itwas more fun that music. The Stilettoes, like
mostofthe other groups, were probably more into presentation than
music, but the girlswrote afew good songs. I enjoyedit.”

The original Blondie lineup he describes as a sketch of the group that
toured here with Television. “Itwasrougher,” he says. “Weworked alot
andjusthoped thatsomething would develop. Itdid eventually, butI'd
leftbythattime.

“Wewerealittle erratic, youknow. We had this drummer who kept
passingout, he'djustcollapse. Aweak guy. Kept passing outall the time.

“Weused to open for Television atalot of gigs, and Iliked them alotand
Iknewall theirsongs, and then Tom asked me to join them because
Richard was on hiswayout. I knewthatIhad to goonand dosomething
new, and joining Television was something new, a challenge.Thad tojoin,
youknow.”

Television’s escalation to prominence and popularityin Americaand
Europeisviewed casuallyby Smith; havingstruggled for solongin New
York, heisnoteasilyinfatuated by the group’s

asmuch. Nevertheless, he responds politely, with charm and humour,
to questions about his personal and musical history.

Afriend of Tom Verlaine since 1965 (theyattended the same high school
in Delaware), Ficcahasbeen playing drums from the age of 12. Although
heplayedintheinevitable series ofhigh-school rock'n’roll bands, his
principalinterestwasjazz. Pop music he found weakand anaemic. He
listened intently to his father’s collection of Gene Kruparecords. His
brother played trumpetand was an admirer of Maynard Ferguson,
whose drummer, RufusJones, heremembers as an adolescentinfluence.

“Jazzwasn'tameekmusic,” he asserts. “Itwas very strong. I got tired of
alotofrock’n’roll. Icould never find anythingtolisten to on the radio,
exceptforone Baltimore station that played alot of old jazz—Django
Reinhardt, King Oliver, some Leadbelly.

“ThefirstbandsIplayedin did mostly Stones numbers—R&B, that
kind of thing. Then there was the freak-out period,” helaughs.
“Everybody took LSD and gotstoned and played 27-minute songsin
double time. Musicwasso free then. Everythingwas swept away and we
started from scratch again. Everybody got prettyweird. People mellowed
outintheend, though.”

Itwas duringthis period thathe first played with Verlaine. They had
beenintroduced byamutual friend and discovered that theyshared the
samemusical tastes and infatuations: “We got together,” herecalls, “and
played some crazy stuffwith different people. It was pretty far out. Notat
allcommercial.

“We couldn’tgetany work, youknow. There weren’t too many people
inDelaware interested in thatkind of crazy music. We justrehearsed,
worked outsome material and played for ourselvesreally. Then that
disintegrated and Idid a couple of gigs with akind of blues group with
horns, youknow.

“Played with acouple of bandslike that. Soulbands, really.Ienjoyediit.
We played mostly around Delaware... then Tom invited me to New York.
Heand Richard Hell were trying to form aband. Yeah, the Neon Boys. Just
thethreeofus.Itneverreallyevolved into anything.

“Wespentall our timerehearsing. There were noreal gigs. Nothingwas
happening, and afriend of mine from Delaware invited me tojoin this
group. Theywere akind of pop/soul/blues/funk group. It seemed thatit
mightbefun, solwentoffformaybeayear. I played my final gigwith
themin Cape Cod.Itwasatthe end of the summer and we decided to take
avacation. Wejustnever gotback togetheragain.”

By thistime Verlaine and Hellhad enlisted the talent of Richard Lloyd,
and on hisreturn to New York, Ficca completed the original Television
lineup: “Tomalreadyhad alotofideas fortheband.IthinkI'd have tosay
thatwhatwe're doingnowis similar to whatwe were tryingto do then.
Theideashave evolved and beenrefined. And, of course, we're allmore
proficient, individually, than we were then. We

presentsuccess, and the personal glory thatwill
inevitably attend thatsuccessheislessthan
enamoured of. “I'mjustenjoyingplaying,” he
sayssimply. “I'm enjoying touring. The whole
thing. Ilikeit.Ithasn’tbeenashard asThad been
tolditwould be. Itisn’teasy, buthotel rooms are
better than my own apartment, youknow.”
Heismodestabouthis own contributions
to Television’sunique sound: “Jesus,” he says
when the questionis posed. “Ithink, more
thananything, I contribute to the time of the
band.Tkeep time for thewholebandto enable
Richard and Tom to go off on solos whenever

“When you
first hear us it
might sound,
you know... a
little strange”

understand each otherand we're closer now.
We cananticipate the direction someone might
suddenly followand we can go after him.
“Buttheenergyisstillthesame. We never
wanttolose thatenergy. We all thinkit’s
essential tokeep that, becauseit’ssomething
theaudience canrespond to. Likewhen youfirst
hearusitmightsound, youknow... alittle
different, alittlestrange. Imean, Ilistentoalot
of crazy music, soitallsounds natural to me, but
Ithinkitmightsoundalittle weird to someone
hearingusforthefirsttime.It’snotobvious
music. It’'snotstraight-ahead rock’'n’rollboogie

and wherever theywant to go. [ keep the
bottomtogether. Yeah, likean
anchor.It’simportant.

“WhenIheard therecord forthe
firsttime, Icould hearhowmuch
thebandhad ‘developed’.”

whoseindividual style
ismarked byarare
exuberance and, occasionally, by
aferociousintensity, is, off stage,
surprisingly nervous, unassuming
and more than alittle shy. An
initial encounter, atleast, suggests

n 3 ILLY FICCA,Adrummer

=

orwhatever. Atthe same timeit’s still very
physicalmusic. Itcan shiftyou. It
doesn’tjustaimforthehead.
“Themusichas everything, Thope:
humour, anger, love, beauty and
tears. Itshould combine every
emotion. And we, as musicians,
should be able to express those
emotions. Isaid thatIdidn’twantus
tolose anyofthe energyofthe
originalband, butIthink technique
isveryimportant.Imean,Icanhear
sounds and texturesinmyhead,
anditrequires technique and skill
togetthemout.” Allanjones ®
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MM JAN-JUN
Etymology in the UK

Itseemsstrange that, with the
exception ofabrief mention by
Michael Watts, no one hasactually
paid much attention to theactual
meaningoftheword “punk”.
I'havealwaysunderstooditto
meanayoung manwhowould,
willingly or unwillingly, submit
toanalintercourse.

Theword apparentlyhad its
originin prison, where the victim
was usuallyunwilling. Thereafter,
owingtosociety’s peculiar
double-standard, the “punk”
wasadespised and unwanted
person, similarinstatustoa
female “tramp”. Because no pride
ofanykind could obviouslybe
attached to the term, “punk” is
one that the gaycommunityhas
never wanted. Interesting?
VALERIE WILMER, Balham,
London(MMJan1)

Genesis: it's no joke
Whenitwas
announced that
Peter Gabrielwas
leaving Genesis, the question
uppermostineverybody’s mind
was: “Cantheyexistwithout
him?” For, indeed, hewasthe
Genesisimagewith hisstrange
tales, macabre costumesand
eccentricbehaviour onstage.
Now, two albumslater, they
have shown thattheyare capable
of producingexcellentmusicand
astageactthatstandsup without
Peter Gabriel. However, in doing
sotheyhavelostsomethingthat
wasveryimportantincreating
the Genesis “persona” of the first
five albums. They’velosttheir
sense of humour.
Comparetrackslike “Harold The
Barrel” (Nursery Cryme), “Supper’s
Ready” (Foxtrot) and “The Battle
OfEppingForest” (Selling England
By ThePound) with anythingfrom
Trick Of The Tailand Wind And
Wuthering. Theystilluse the
technique of puttingwhimsical
little stories into song, with
beautiful, hauntingmusic, but
thereisnothingoneitheralbum
togiveanyrelieffromthe
seriousness, which attimes
becomes positively agonising.
Iagreethat, with the departure
of Gabriel and theirreachingthe
top of the “firstdivision”, theyare
bound to change and growmore
sophisticated. However, with this
increasingsophistication theyare
goingtostartlosingmanyyounger

supporters. Havingbeenafan
eversince theyplayed the Mad
GinMillatthe Angel Hotel,
Godalming,intheearly days, it
saddensmetothinkthattheyare
losing that certain eccentricity
whichwentalongway to making
Genesiswhattheyare today.
MWREFOD-BUSH, Merrow,
Guildford, Surrey (MM Jan1s)

Beatles: oldies but goldies?

IfEMIare to continue
repackaging Beatles material,
thenwhy don’ttheyuse some
initiativeandrelease an EP
consistingof the onlytracks
otherwise unavailable from the
Yellow SubmarineLP-“Hey
Bulldog”, “Altogether Now”, “Only
ANorthern Song” and “It’s All Too
Much”, which Steve Hillage
recentlyrevived? Such arecord
would be more useful to thefans
thanhaphazard collections such
as Rock And Roll Music.

STEVE PARTRIDGE, Chorlton-
cum-Hardy, Manchester (MM Jan1)

WhenIread thatthe ex-Beatles
were attemptingto stop the
release ofan album made before
theirunprecedentedrise tofame,
IfeltIwould have towrite to
express my, and probablymany
other fans’, feelings on the subject.
AsIseeit, theyaretryingtostop
thedisconthegroundsthatit
would be derogatoryto their
careers. Well, Ican’tthink of
anythingmore derogatoryto their
individual careers than Living In
The Material World (George),
Wings At The Speed Of Sound
(Paul/Wings) and Ringo’s

Rotogravure (Ringo). Thereason
surely can’tbe thatitwouldkill
salesoftheup-and-coming EMI
live album, because whyshould
anyofthem care, astheyareno
longer signed to EMI!
TamsureBeatlefans
everywhere would muchrather
have previouslyunreleased
songs, (eg, “FallingInLove Again”,
“IRemember You” and “To Know
HerIsToLoveHer”) thanalready
over-released tracks (eg, “Ticket
ToRide”, “Can’t Buy Me Love” and
“SheLovesYou”), eveniftheyare
unreleased versions.
MICHAEL RINFOUL, Banholm
View, Edinburgh (MM Apr23)

The Clash write, right?

Rightnowyou'reona3lbuswith
your mate, lightingup afag. You
notice some pink-and-black
postersstuckonawallinKilburn.
Yousay, “Fuckme, The Clashare
playingthe Roundhouse Easter
weekend.” Havingsod all better
todo, youwanderdown the
Roundhouse, payyour two quid
and, blimey, what's this, The Clash
and Subway Sectdon’tturnup.

Whathappens? Youget The
Boys, Generation Xand hippie
John Cale, allonaduffPA. Being
abitofaflash sodyourself, you
wantto knowwho’s conningyou,
sohere goes: 1) The Clashwere
never contacted to play the
Roundhouse. 2) All postersand
adsstating The Clash were to play
were crap information.

Staywith us, wise up quickand
keepfighting. See yousoon, kids.
JOE STRUMMER, The Clash
(MM, Apr23)
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JuLy - SEPTRMBER

July13,1977:inamuslin
“Destroy” topdesigned
by Vivienne Westwood
andMalcolmMcLaren,
JohnnyRottenfrontsthe
SexPistolsatDaddy’s
DanceHall,Copenhagen
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“Hveryone
hasa
beastly
woms Side”

— NMEAUGUST 6 —

HE PROSPEROUS
CYBORGS at the next
tablein thebackroom of
this expensive Stockholm
eating-place are sloshing
down their coffee as fast
as theypossibly can, with such indecent
haste that one plump, middle-aged
Swedette disgraces herselfin the process.
Astheyvacate the premises, another
troupe are ushered in, take alook at
the partyin the corner and usher
themselves out again.
JohnRotten-adiscordantsymphony of
spiky crimson hair, grubbywhite tuxedo
embellished withagiant
papercliponthelapel and
anabsolutelygodawful black
tiewith orange polkadots—
looksatthedeparting
Swedish posteriors with
nolittledisdain.
“Itmust’vebeen my
aftershave,” heremarksin
hisfake-outvoice, halfway
between Kenneth Williams,
SweeneyTodd and Peter
Cook, andreturns to his
beefheartfillet, which -
much tohisdisgust-is
delicious. He eats nearly
allofitand thatnighthe
doesn’teven throwup. »

JORGEN ANGEL / GETTY




InStockholm, the SexPistols are abigdeal. “God Save The Queen” is
inthe Top 10, justasitisin Norway, where theyalso have—for their pains
—amonarchy. They've been splattered all over the national pressin
Scandinaviajustlike over here; more so than any other visitingrock
band, orso theytellme, anyway.

Ithardlybears thinkingabout: “The outrageous youngsuperstar of
Britain’s controversial punk-rock group the Sex Pistols knocked over
anashtray thismorningwhile havinghis breakfast. MPs commented,
‘Isthisthe kind of behaviour that we want ouryoung people to emulate?
Wemust certainly think carefullyaboutallowing thiskind of performer
ontelevision.’ See editorial: page two.” And allin Swedish, too...

Ingeneral, though, Sweden hasbeenlesswilling to take John Rotten
athisword andidentify him with the Antichrist than the good ol’ UK.
They'vestayed four nightsin the same Stockholm hotel withoutany
complaints from the management, despite Sid Vicious takingaleakin
the corridor because two girlshadlocked themselves in the bathroom
ofhisparticularchamber.

Whenthelocal equivalent of Teds (abunch of kustom-karkruisers/
American Graffitifreaks known as raggare) began harassing the Pistols’
fansastheyleftthe gigand,indeed, followed the band and theiradmirers
backto-andinto-thehotel, the police wereright there for the protection
ofthe people.

Ievensaw one Swedish copperat the back of the hall on the second gig
doingarestrained butjoyful pogo to thelilting strains of “Pretty Vacant”.
Canyouimagine thatataBritish Pistols gig—infact, canyouimaginea
British Pistols gigatall these days?In Britain, if the police were informed
thatthe SexPistols and/or their fans were getting the shitwhacked out of
them somewhere, the mostyou could expectwould be thatthey’d show
upanhourortwolater to count thebodies and bust the survivors (ifany)
forthreateningbehaviour.

Athomethe SexPistols are publicenemies. In Sweden they're an
importantvisiting Britpop group. Soitgoes...

and perspective, before we get on to the good bits. They've got

the highest standard ofliving in the world over there —weep,
Amerika, weep —with an average weekly wage of £120 and prices
tomatch. Abottle of beer will set you back over a quid a throw, and
by British standardsit ain’t even beer; more like a beer-flavoured
softdrink thatfills you up and leaves you belching and fartingand
urinatinglike an elephantand doesn’t even get you pissed. You can
drink 20 quids’ worth of the poxy stuff and still go to bed sober,
though the O Henry twist-in-the-tail comes when you wake up
with a hangover.

Somehowtheidea ofasufferinghangoverwithout even havingbeen
drunkispeculiarly Swedish.

Thenatives don’tseeit quite thatway, though. Through some weirdness
orotherofthe Scandinavian metabolism, they get completely zonko on
thestuff, with theresultthat the authorities think that theyhave an
alcohol problem. You canimagine whateffect

L EMME TELLYOU alittle bit about Stockholm, just for context

JohnRotten-whois, afterall, anIrisher byroots
(therestoftheband callhim “Paddy” sometimes) and
thereforelikeshis Guinness—was enchanted by this
revelation untilwe discovered thatitwas—are you
beginningto getthe picturenow?-aspecial Scanda
variety of Guinness even thoughit’sbrewed up in
Dublin, and therefore no stronger than therest ofthe
stufftheyhave over there.

We ordered up about 10 of the bloody things,
swilled them down and discovered to ourhorror that
wewere allstill sober, so we celebrated the factby
doingaburner on the establishmentin question
and vamoosing withoutsettling the bill. We'd gotas
farasthe carofourself-appointed guide—a Chris
Speddinglookalike who runsapunkboutique called
Suicideand who calls himself “the only true punk
inSweden” —-beforeasearch party from the cafe
catchesupwith usand hauls The Only True Punk
awayto faceretribution.

Atthisstagein the proceedings, the Pistolsare only
three-quartersstrong. Sid Viciousisin London,
wherehehashadtoappearincourtoncharges of
possessing an offensive weapon of
theknifish varietyand assaulting
apoliceofficer.

Thatleaves therestofthe party
asRotten, Steve Jones, Paul Cook,
roadies Rodent (borrowed from
The Clash) and Boogie, and
VirginRecords’ international
panjandrum Laurie Dunn, an
amiable Australian (stop laughing
atthebackthere) whoseroom
seems tofunctionasanassembly
point. Peopleatalossforanything
todoseemto end up goingto
Laurie’sroomasaconvenientway
of runninginto other people with
nothingtodo.

SteveJones plays guitar. He’sbeen playing the guitar forlittle more than
ayearandahalf, whichwouldindicate thathe’s going to be amonster
playerbythetime he’sbeen playingforabitlonger. Thereason thathe
sounds far more professional and experienced than heactuallyisis
thathesticks towhatis simple and effective and —within the confines of
ahard-rockaesthetic—tasteful. He knows what constitutes a good guitar
sound, histime and attack areimpeccable, and he plays no self-indulgent
bullshitwhatsoever.

Thereare alotof musicians far “better” than Steve Jones (in the
technical-ecstasysense, thatis) who couldlearn alot fromlistening to

him, couldremind themselves of what they

thiswould have on abunch like the SexPistols,
who are pretty fond of their beer. It got so bad
thatbythe end of the tourJohn Rotten gave up
indisgustand started drinking Coca-Cola.
Swedish televisionis fun, too. Forastart, the
two channels only operate foracombined
seven hours each night, and the programming
seems to consistalmost exclusively of obscure
documentariesand the occasional mouldy old
English B-picture. Radioisimpossibly dopey-
youcan'tevendancetoarock'n’rollstation,
‘cuzthere’snuthin’ goin’onatall. Notatall.
Inthediscos, theyplay the same dumbo
recordsthattheyplayin UK discos, onlysix

“] stayed in for
about two
weeks ‘cos

everyone kept

calling me Sid”

were originallylooking forwhen theystarted
outand howtheylostitalongthe way.
SteveJonesisthe oldestof the Pistols at 22,
and his stolid features and blocky physique
makehim, visually atleast, the mostatypical
Pistolof 'emall. On the firstevening, he went
outtodinnerinaNormal Person costume of
dark-blueblazer, greyslacks and aneatshirt
and tie-camouflageso effective thatInearly
didn’trecognise himwhenhe passed meinthe
corridor. Itwas onlyhisfluorescenthennaed
hairthatgave himawayasbeingarockn’roller.
He’safriendly, relaxed, good-natured geezer;
couldbeanybodyyouknowandlikeand drink

monthslater, and the girls think you're weird if
youdon’t/can’tdance the Bump.

Putitthisway:ifyouthinkthat there’snothing going oninyour
particular corner of the UK, then there’s double nothing goingonin
Sweden. Make that treble nothing. God onlyknows what the Swedes get
uptointhe privacy oftheirown homes to cope with the totallack of decent
publicentertainmentfacilities, butitmustbe pretty bloody extreme.

We thoughtsomekind of oasis had been discovered when we found
alate-night cafe thatserved Guinness.
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with; couldbeyou.

Paul Cook plays drums, and has done so for three years now. Like Jones,
he plays with an ear forwhatsounds good, astraight-ahead high-
powered no-bullshitapproach towhathe doesand no distanceatall
between himselfand his drums.

Again, he’sanordinaryguyin thebestsense of the term; hewasinat
theroots oftheband when a convocation ofkids with heisted
instruments were jammingaround in Shepherds Bush—no formal
groups, justabunch of people playingtogether.



July13,1977: thePistols
playtoanaudienceof
about125atadiscoin

therestaurantofthe
OstraStrandenHotel,
Halmstad,Sweden

Thenucleuswas CookandJones (thelatter then singingaswell as
playingguitar), Glen Matlock onbass and sundry additional guitarists
including MickJones (now of The Clash), BrianJames (nowof The
Damned) and NickKent (now ofno fixed abode).

The SexPistolshad their dark genesis when Jones, Matlockand Cook
gottogetherwithJohnnyRotten under the Cupid auspices of Malcolm
McLaren. Since Glen Matlock got the push and wasreplaced by Rotten’s
old college (not “university” - college) buddy and neo-bassist Sid Vicious,

the Pistols have consisted of two factions: Cook/Jones and Rotten/Vicious.

Thesefactionsare bynomeans opposed orunfriendlyor at cross-
purposes;it’sjust that Paul and Steve getup earlier and go to bed earlier
(withallthatimplies) and Johnand Sid getup later and go to bed later
(withallthatimplies) - Pauland Steve hanging out together before Sid
andJohn getup and Sid and John hanging out together after Pauland
Steve have gone tobed.

Johnand Sid are the publicface of the Sex Pistols: Jagger and Richard to
the other two’s Watts and Wyman, even thoughit'd be highlymisleading
toassume thatthe creative chores are splitthatway as well.

Anyway, that’s as much background as we’ve time or need for, so zoom
inonthe HappyHouse, a Stockholm club run under the auspices of the
local university’s Student Union where we're afewminutes early for the
soundcheckpriorto the first of the band’s two nights there.

tosetup gear while wearing a pair of those dumb bondage
pants thatstrap together at the knees.

Rodent, Boogie and this Swede called Toby (though the band and
their own crew callhim Bollock-Chops) havejustschlepped amassive
PAsystem, threeamps,adrumkitandall therestofthe paraphernalia
thatit takes to putonarockshowup tothe second floor of thishorrible
structure,and Rodent’sdoneitallinbondage pants.

Hedoesitthenextnightwithhissleeves held togetherwith crocodile
clips.It'saman’slifein the punk-rock business. Join the professionals.

Sid Vicious has caused everybody a massive amount of reliefby
returningfrom London with the news thathebeatthe assaultrap

O NETHING YOU have to say for Rodent: it takes alot of bottle

completelyand coppedamere (?) £125 fine for the knife.

How’dyoudress for court, Sid?

“Oh, Iwore thisreal corny shirt my mum got me about five years ago
and mesteels. Imust’'velooked aright stroppy cunt.”

Ohyeah, wehaven'treallymetSid yet. He got thename “Sid” when he
wasnamed after an allegedlyreallyfoul-lookingalbino hamster of that
namethatheand Rotten used to have.

“IhatethenameSid, it'saright poxyname,it'sreallyvile.Istayedin
forabout two weeksbecause everyone kept callingme Sid, but theyjust
wouldn’tstop. Rottenstarted. He's ‘orriblelike that, he’s always picking
onme...”

Rotten: “Sid’s the philosopher of theband.”

Vicious: “I'manintellectual.”

Rotten: “He’salso an oaf. Helistens towhat everybody else says and
thinks, ‘HowcanIgetinonthis?””

Vicious: “NoIdon’t!I'mahighlyoriginal thinker, man; he’sjustjealous
becauseI'mreally thebrains ofthe group.I've writtenall the songs, even
right from the beginningwhen Iwasn’tevenin the group. Theywas so
useless theyhad to come to me because ofthey couldn’t think ofanything
bythemselves...”

Thankyou, boys. We'llbereturningto this conversation later, but
meantime there’s thissoundcheck to do and it sounds terrible.

Thestageisacoustically weird and means thatby the time Sid’s gothis
bassamp setupsothathe canhearhimselfthebassisthunderingaround
thehallwith an echo thatbounceslike aspeed freak playing pinball. The
drumsand guitarhave been utterlyswamped and everybodyhasa
headache. Even me-the manwho stood 10 feetin front of Black Sabbath
yelling, “Louder! Louder!” -Thave aheadache. Oh, the shame and
degradation of itall!

The problemis partiallysolved by the simple expedient of moving
theamp forward untilit’sbeside Sid instead of behind him. It’s
unorthodoxbutitworks anditmeans thatasemi-reasonable
balance canbeobtained. The sound stillswimsin the echoeyhall
and everybody’s brought down something—youshould pardon the
expression—rotten. »
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firmlyinto Cook’s walloping drums and Rotten
anavengingscarecrow, anaccusingoutcast
cawingdoom and contemptlike Poe’sraven.
There’sbeenalot ofbullshitlaid down about
the Pistols’ musicianship by alot of people who
should knowbetter (but the world s full of
peoplewho “should knowbetter” but never do).
Iplayed “God Save The Queen” to Mick
Ronsonwhenhewasoverherealittlewhileago
andhelookedatmeinamazementandsaid, “I
don’tunderstand why people keep tellingme
thattheycan’tplay! They're fuckinggreat!”
And, of course, he’sright. They putdowna
blazingroller-coaster powerdrive for Rotten’s
causticvocalstorideanditsounds totallyright.
Exceptthatthere’ssomethingwrong.
Somewhere alongtheline the monitors have
completely dropped out, and Rotten can’thear
himselfsinging, with theresultthathehasto
shoutevenlouder, his pitchingbecomes ever
more erraticand his throat gets putunder more
and morestrain.
Between numbers, Rotten mercilessly
haranguesBoogie, who'sresponsible for the

Friendssince
schooldaysin

WestLondon:Paul
Cookand(right)
Steve Jones

Outside, ayouthfulhorde of Swedish punks
decked outin fair facsimiles of Britpunk outfits
aremillingaroundlookingup at thewindow
behind which the band and theirentourage
arelurking.

Noneofthesekidsare goingto getin tonight,
however, because Happy House gigs are mostly
for over-23s only—afactwhich causes bitter
amusementbecause it means thattheaudience
is, officially atleast, all older than the band.

When the group make abreak forit to goback
tothehotel, it’s Sid Vicious who stays outin the
streetlistening towhat the people have to say
and assuring them that the band are on their

“We do what
we want to
do and there’s

no industry
behind us”

live sound-mix, but there’s absolutely nothing
Boogie can do. The monitors are completely
shot, and they’lljusthave to be patched up
before tomorrow’s gig.

Still, the Pistols flail on through “I'WannaBe
Me”, “T'mALazySod”, “EMI” (byfar the bestsong
sofarwrittenaboutarecord company), “God
Save The Queen”, “Problems”, “No Feelings”,
“PrettyVacant”, the encore of “No Fun” and
sundryothers, andit’shard toseehowanyone
whodigsrock'n’roll couldn’tdigthe Pistols;
while they’re onstage you couldn’t conceive of
anybodybeingbetter and John Rottenbestrides
therock’n’rollstage of the second halfofthe '70s

side. He’s out there for more than five minutes
beforehe’svirtually pulledinto the car.

“Idon’tthinkwe should be playing for them poxy student hippies.
Ireckonwe should tell'em thatwe don’t play unless theylet the kidsin
—either thatoropenup thebackdoors andletthekidsinanyway.” Inthe
end, thekids have towait until the following night whenit’s 15-and-over,
butit’snotasituation that the band are particularly happywith.

Inthedressingroombackatthe Happy House a fewhourslater, Johnis
ostentatiouslyasleep onacouch, Steveis tuning up hiswhite Les Paul
with theaid ofa Strobo-Tune (more accurate than the human ear, totally
silentsoyoudon’tbugtheshitoutofeverybodyelsein theroomby
makinghorrible noises, hours of fun forall the family, get one today!)
and Sidiswhacking out Dee Dee Ramone basslines on hiswhite Fender
Precisionbass.

Sid’s musicianship (orlack of same) is something ofanissue with some
people, solet’ssayrighthere thathe’scomingalongprettygood. His
choice of Dee Dee ashismodelisawise one, since that’s just thekind of
clean, strongand simple playing that the Pistolsrequire.

Atpresent, he’susingakind offlailing-from-the-elbowright-hand
actionthattakesfarmore effortthan the notesrequire, buthekeeps time,
doesn’thitmore than his share of bum notes (not much more than his
share, anyway) and takes his new-found role as A Bass Player as seriously
ashetakesanything.

Upinthehall, thestudentaudienceis millingaround ignoring the
reggae that’s pumpingout of the PAsystem. There are signs of movement
frombehind thesilver curtainsand then they're on,
revealedinall theirscummy glory. Rotten’s behind
themic, staringoutatthe audience through
gunmetal pupils, mouth tight, shoulders hunched,
one hand clamped around the microphone.

“I'dliketo apologise,” he saysharshly, “forall the
peoplewho couldn’tgetin. Itwasn’tourfault.”

Andthebandkicksinto “Anarchy InThe UK”,
Jones’ guitarasaw-toothed snarl teeteringonthe
edge ofafeedbackholocaust, Sid’sbass synched
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theway David Bowie did for the firsthalf.

IfthelastfewBritishrock'n’rollyearshave produced asuperstar, Johnny
Rottenisit. AndletFleet Street, the BBC and the rock establishment cope
with that thebestway theyknowhow, becauseitisn’tjusthappening,it’s
alreadyhappened. Andifthe definitive Britishrockband of nowfeel that
they have to go to Europe or Scandinavia or even Americajustto be able to
playinfrontofpeople, then there’ssomethingworse than anarchyinthe
UKrightnow.

“Neverare tyrantsborn ofanarchy,” wrote celebrated fun person the
Marquis de Sade. “Yousee them flourish onlybehind the screen oflaw.”
Andrightnowin 1977, who’s to say he’swrong?

Getup, stand up, stand up foryourrights... and segue straightinto
Marley’s “Exodus”, pumping out of the soundsystem of a hideously
tweerococodiscodeepintheeartof Stockholm.It’s playingatleast
twiceasloud as anythingelse that they’ve played so far tonight, and that’s
because]John and Sid have commandeered the disco DJ'scommand post
andthey’vefounditamonghisrecords. They’'vealsofound “Pretty
Vacant” and that comes up next... evenlouder.

autographs, hanging out, posing and nicking things at The Only
True Punk In Sweden’s boutique.

Theverdictseemstobethateverythingthereis prettymuchlike SEX
wasayear orso ago and, inkeepingwith the celebrated Swedish standard
ofliving, everythingis around twice the price thatitwould bein London.
Aphotographerisonhand to capture the golden
moments. Swelling almostvisibly with pride,
Sweden’s Only True Punkunveils with a flourish
adeluxeleatherjacketthathe’s ordered up
specially for Sid.

Vicious-charmingly clad inbaggypinkpants,
afloral blouse and sandals, with alittle pinkbowin
hisimmaculately spiky coiffure-takes onelookatit
and declares it poxy, vile, cornyand twee.

Sweden’s Only True Punklooks deeply hurt.

T HE FOLLOWINGAFTERNOON finds the Pistols’ party signing



SEX PISTOLS

Over the other side of the shop, Rottenis trying onapair of repulsive
leopardskin-topped shoes.

“They’rereally orrible,” hebeams. “Imusthave them.Icouldstart
anotherabsurd trend... like safety pins.”

Theway that previous sartorial quirkofhishad caught on with The
Youth and become anindustryvirtually overnightisasource of vast
amusementto him-aswellitmightbe.

With the Only True Swedish Punkand his girlfriend are two 12-year-old
kids, neighbours of theirs from outin the country, where theylive. These
twokidsimmediatelylatch on to Vicious, and he spends much ofhisday
sittingwith them and playing with them and talkingto them... generally
keepingthekidsamused. He’sreally greatwith them... ifyouknow
anyonewho’s gota pre-adolescentkid who’sinto punkrockand needs
ababysitter, allow me to recommend you Sid Vicious, Mary Poppinsin
punk’s clothing.

The previousnight, theairhad been thickwithrumours that the
raggare had eyes for trashing, and for the second gig-the one open to the
teenage punkrockers—thetalkisintensified.

Theband’slimo-shaddup atthe back there!—and the attendant
dronemobiles are waved through a police cordon and everyone’s hustled
throughabackdoor mach schnell.

“Getthatposerinside!” snaps Rotten as Sweden’s Only True Punk
dawdles to make sure he’s noticed in the exalted company. There’s less
dressing-roomliggingthanlasttimeand theband are on fastasshit.

The punkette audience tonightisalot cooler and better behaved than
the beer-chuckingbeardies who made uplastnight’s crew, and the band
feelafargreaterkinship to the crowd.

“It’sournighttonight!” shouts Rotten as the band crashinto “Anarchy”,
and tonighthis contemptisnotdirected at the audience but-on their
behalf-ataphantom enemy: the crowds who lurk outside the police
cordonsin their Dodges, Chevies and Cadillacs.

Tonight everything goesfine. The monitorswork, the
sound’sfineand thebandrelaxand playabetter, longer set,
graced byacouple ofadditionalnumbers thattheyhadn’t
bothered to getinto the nightbefore, including “Satellite Boy”
and “Submission”.

“Orrather,” interposes Vicious, “theindustryis behind usrather
thanwithus.”

Hey, iftheindustry’sbehind youit’sgotaknifeinitshand...

“Yeah,” saysSid, “butwe've gota Chieftain tank.”

“Theycan’tcontrolus,” continues Rotten. “We’re uncontrollable.
They'vepredicted alldown theline againstus, and they'vefailed. This
scares them. They've never been able to do thatbefore. They've always
known before that the moneywould come into it, but they've missed the
boatsomanytimes.”

PAULCOOK: “The thingwas thateveryonein thebeginningwassosure
thatnowaywasitgoingto take off. Peoplelike Nicky Horne said that
they'd never play punkrockand now he don’t play nothing but.”

Whichisanequallynarrowattitude...

ROTTEN: “Ifnotworse. With usitused to be ‘Theywon’t catchon
becausewe’regoingtostopit’ and there’'vebeenahell ofalotof
organisations outtostop us, and they’veall failed.”

Me, Idon’t think the Pistols can be stopped unless thekids are tired
ofthem.

ROTTEN: “They’re the ones who make all the decisions now. They’re
the onesthatcount,and I hope they've got the brains to sussitall out for
themselves and notbe told by the press, ‘Thisbandisfinished,’ and then
think, ‘Yes, that’sright, theyrefinished and I'mnotgoingtolike them any
more. 'mnow goingto like this. They've got to decide for themselves.”

COOK: “Ithinkit’s gone beyond the pointwhere people canbe told.
Theywouldn’tplay ‘God Save The Queen’ but thatwent to the top of the
charts, and thatusually dictateswhatgoesin.”

Wetalkabout the Only True Swedish Punk’sboutique, and Rotten
opines thatplaceslike thatshould onlybe there to inspire people to
create theirownlook, and bewhattheyare instead ofadoptinga
readymade facade. The same dictum, natiirlich, applies to moozic: »

t rmmRng

Nexttome, agirlsits on herboyfriend’s shoulders, oblivious
to thelittle bubble of blood welling up around the safety-pin
punctureinher cheek. Afterawhile, she switches the safety pin
toherother cheekso’sshe canlinkitupwith the chaininher
earring. Prettysoon, that begins tobleed too. She doesn't care.

Everybody-band, audience, even the cop at theback-ishigh
asakiteandhappyascanbe. There’snoviolenceand notabad
vibeinsight; everybody’s getting off. And thisis the showthat
ourguardianswon'tletussee?

Listen, all the Pistols dois getup on stage, play some songs
and getoffagain. Shit, officer, t'ain’'t nothin’ butalittle rock'n’roll
fun; no chicken-killing, throwing of clothes into the audience,
nudity, orany of thatdirty stuff. No audience manipulation, no
incitement. Thisis healthy, Jack.

Thetrouble comes after the audienceleave;itain’t the Pistols’
fault, and there’snothingatall that the Pistols can do aboutit.
We'reallupstairs drinkingrats’ piss when there’sa commotion
outside and someonereportsinwith the news thatabunch of
raggarehavejustchasedacouple of younggirlfansand ripped
the pinsright through their faces to prove whatbigbad tough
guystheyare.

Sidwants to go outthereandlay into them. Someone else
suggests ramming them with thelimousinelike the catin the
South did to the KuKluxKlan awhile back. Ultimately, there’s
nothingthatcanbe done exceptcall the Fuzzand feel very, very
sickabout the whole thing.

—governmental, mediaand evenrock’'n’roll-more
frightened of the Pistols than of any other previous
manifestation ofrock’n’roll madness?

“Because theywere all to some extent slightly controlled by the
industry,” says Rotten, ensconced with Vicious and Cookin the
relative peaceand quietof ahotelroom. “There was alwaysan
element of the establishmentbehind it, but with usit’s totally our
own. We dowhatwewantto do and there’snoindustrybehind
us. That’s thedifference. That’swhat frightens them”

S O ULTIMATELY, WHY are the various establishments

Friendssince meeting
atHackneyTechin
1973:Sid Viciousand
(right) Johnny Rotten
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“That’swhatmusicshould be
about,” says Rotten. “Igetverysick
with theimitations.Idespise them.
Theyruinit. Theyhavenoreasonto
beinitotherthanwanting money;,
which shows.

“You've got to have your own point
ofview. You can have anidol-like
youmaysee abandandthink, ‘God,
thatband arereally fuckinggood,
I'dlike tobelike that.’ Soyoustart
up your ownband, and then your
ownideascomeinaswell ontop of
thatand youhave afoundation.

“Butalotofthosebandsdon’t
leave thatfoundation and they stay
inarutandtheylistentoall the
othersongsin theirmorbid little
circleand they dorewrites of them.
Hencefifty thousand songs about
howharditistobe onthedole.”

“Beenlisteningto The Clash,
obviously,” says Sid. “The Clash
onlywrote those songsin thefirst
place’cosofmeand’im [Rotten] moaningaboutlivinginapoxysquatin
Hampstead. Itwas probably them comingup there and seeing the
squalorwewerelivingin thatencouraged them towrite all thatshit.”

Squalorin Hampstead, the bastion ofliberalism?

“Ohno,” says Rotten. “Youshouldaseenit.”

Vicious: “Itwasliberal, allright. Itdidn’teven have a bathtub.”

Wasthere any particular planor strategyinmindrightat the startof
thePistols?

ROTTEN: “Instinct. Ithasn’treallyworked outlike that. We never sat
downandwroteathesis. There’snorules, and no order. Wejustdoit,
whichismoreto the point. Doit,and whenyoucan’tdoitnomore, then
don’tdoitatall.”

VICIOUS: “Ifitrequires anyreal effort, then there’sno pointin doingit.
Itshouldjust come. Ifyouhave to forceit, then there’s somethingwrong.”

ROTTEN: “Yeah, ifyou have to sitdown inyour room and go, ‘T've gotto
writeasong, butwhatabout?’... that’srubbish. Itjust comes.It’s there.”

Yeah, Iknowjustwhatyoumean, John. Pure, untainted, burning
creativity...

ROTTEN: “Ohyeah, man. Farout. It’sveryhard not toruninto those
hippie bullshit phrases, because some of them were good, some of them
actuallymeantsomething. It’sjustashame that theyruined alot of 'em
withsillyideasabout, ‘Yeah man, Iwannabe free’, which meantfuckall.”

VICIOUS: “Free from what they never even said.”

"Coursewe did, man—free from the same things youwant free from:
preplanned existences, boringjobs,

“I'mreallythe
brainsofthe
group”:John
Beverly-AKA
Sid Vicious-on
aplanein1977

find-out-what-the-kids-are-
doing-and-make-them-stop trick.

“Yeah, butwhen they find out
it’salwaystoolate,” he says.
“Infiveyears’ time they’llhave
schoolteacherswith safetypins
intheirears. It's so predictable
with those oafs.”

VICIOUS: “The definition of
agrown-upissomeone who
catchesonjustassomething
becomesredundant.”

Thekids Rotten went to school
withweren'treally into music,
“exceptthe geezersThungaround
with. Itwasinskinhead times
and theycouldn’tunderstand
howaskinhead couldlike The
Velvet Underground. Itwas quite
apt.Iwentto the Catholic School
in Caledonian Road, opposite the
prison. Whatadungeon!”

Force-feedingyoureligion along
withthelessons?

“Yeah, itwasterrible. Theyreally destroy youwith what they do to your
soul. Theytryand take awayanykind of thought that mightin any waybe
original. Youknowwhen caningwasbanned? In Catholic schools that
didn’tapply, because theyre notstate-run. They getaid from the state,
buttheyre notentirelystate-run. I don’tknowwhere they get their money
from...T'dlike to know. It's probably some Irish mafia.

“Whattheytrytodoisturnyououtarobot. Whenitcomestoallocating
jobsforastudentwho’s about to be kicked outinto the wild world, it’s
alwaysjobslikebankclerk... bearailwayattendantoraticket collector.
Eventhe oneswho stayed onforA-levels...”

Were any of the teachers halfway human?

“The ones thatwere got sacked very quickly. Everythingwas taughtin
averystrictstyle,in the same way that they taughtreligion: thisis the
truth, thewhole truth and nothingbut the truth, and ifyou don'tlike it
you're gonna get caned. But Catholic schoolsbuild rebels: alotwentalong
withit, butalotdidn’t. Therewas alwaysariotinreligion classes.

Nobodyliked thatsubject.

“Igotkicked outwhenIwasnearly15—14 and ahalf-becauseThad too
longhair.Thadreallylonghair...”

“Abaldingold hippywith abig pair of platforms on,” sneers Vicious.
“That’swhatyouwere. Iwent to the same college ashim...”

“...togetO-levels,” Rotten finishes the sentence forhim. “Iwaited ayear
and abitbecause Iwentonbuildingsites working, and then Iwent to get
some O-levelsbecauseIstillhad itinme that O-levelswere the way to

heaven... plusIdidn’t want to workno more.

stiflingmedia...

COOK: “Yeah, but theywerelike that
themselves, weren't they?”

ROTTEN: “Icanremember goingto those
concertsand seeingall those hippiesbeing
faroutandtogether, maaaaaaaaan, despising
mebecauselwasabout20yearsyoungerthan
theywere and havingshorthair. That'swhen
I'sawthrough theirbullshit. Alotof punksare
like thataswell, which makes mereally sick.”

COOK: “The onlymemory ofhippiesIhave
waswhenIwasinaparkoncewhenwewas
skinheads and we was throwin’ conkers at these
hippies and theywere goin’, ‘Hey, that’sreally

(13

ere
fighting
people who
ought to be on
our side”

“Igotagrant.Itwasveryeasy. Forsomereason
Ialwaysliked technical drawingand
geography. Atcollegeldid maths, English,
physics, technical drawingand chemistry...”

COOK: “T've gotan O-level in woodwork.”

VICIOUS: “I've got two O-levels... Englishand
English Literature... and 'mveryintelligent.”

ROTTEN: “English Literature was ajoke.
Ipassed thatwith flying colours withouteven
trying. Itwas stupid fucking Keats poetry,
becauselIdid myEnglishin my Catholicschool.

“Theykicked me outhalfwaythrough the
course because theysaid I'd never pass, but
they'dalready entered me, soIwentand took

nice, man, Ireallylove conkers.”

ROTTEN: “Well, that made you afool then, didn’t
it?I think theywon hands down, because you
were wastingyour energy and theywerelaughing
atyou.”

when Johnny Rotten was 15-year-old John
Lydon of Finsbury Park, he was tossed out
of school because his hairwas too long, the old

I TMAY OR MAY NOT seem ironic now, but
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the exam privatelybecauseIwasstill entitled to
sitdownat County Hall.
“‘AndIpassedwithanA...andIwentdownthere
with the certificate and showed itto’em.”

NLIKE FELLOW REGGAE freaks in
The Clash, there’snoreggaeinthe
Pistols’ repertoire.

“Ifind thatslightly condescending—and thatisnot
aslag-off of The Clash. I'm white, and I'mrock.Idon’t



SEX PISTOLS

likerockmusic, butIlike what we do with it. How could we sing about
‘Tah Rastafari’? Even ‘Police And Thieves’ is full of innuendo, it’s about
threein one God onthe cross and on eachside are the police and the
thieves; Rastain themiddle. That'swhat the songimplies. [tdoesn’tneed
tosaymore, because aJamaicanwillknowstraight away. Besides, Idon’t
like JuniorMurvin’svoice.”

He’sverymuchlike Curtis Mayfield.

“Yeah, verymuch like Curtis Mayfield.”

Andyoudon’tlike Curtis Mayfield?

“Yeah, I do.Ilike the music; there’s a different feel aboutit.

Doblackkids digyour music? Do theyunderstanditaspartofthe
samething?

“Forsure. Wherewas thatgigwhere alotofdreads turned up? That was
reallyshocking. Ithinkitwas an early Nashville, years ago. There was
afewofthemattheback,and Iwasreallyshocked thatthey'd be there.
Italked to them afterwards and theysaid, ‘Understand, justunderstand,
manwillunderstand, mon’. You never get any trouble from blacks. They
understand it’s the same movement.”

Yeah, butreggae singers talkaboutwhat theyloveatleastasmuch as
they doaboutwhat theyhate.

“Don’twe?”

Onlybyimplication: in the sense thatifit’sknownwhatyoustand
againstit can thenbeinferred whatyoustand for.

“Yeah, butit’'sthe samewithreggae. There are so many people who
refusetolisten to them: ‘Nono, it’sallabigcon. All this terribleJah
and Rastastuff, it'sall abig con to make money. There’sbeenloads
ofreviews...”

“ThatonebyNickKentwasjustclassicignorance, comparingreggae
with hippies.”

total control of the Sex Pistols: Svengali to Rotten’s Trilby.
Maybe they feel happier thinking that Rotten’s controlled
byMcLaren than they do feeling that
maybe heisn’t controlled atall.
“Theyneed todo thatbecause they don’t
wantto thinkdifferently than theyalready T
do. Theylike theirsafe world. They don’t Wo
likerealisingthewaythingsactuallyare.” 1
COOK: “They fucking do thatwith |
everybody. They don'tlike admitting that "l
anybodyactuallyis thewaytheyare. They
alwayssay, ‘Theygotitfrom them, they're P
justlike them.” R
VICIOUS: “The troubleis that the general
publicareso contrived themselves that 1
they can'timagine howanybody else could H
notbe contrived. Therefore, ifyou're not E
contrived, theyhave to find some way of s[

MANY PEOPLELIKE to feel that Malcolm McLaren isin

thensome twisto wentinto thebogafterhe’d finished and started taking
polaroids ofit.

Heusesfootpowderonhishairbecauseitabsorbsall the grease.Inever
sawhim hassle anyone who didn’thasslehim, and Inever sawhim
bullshitanyone who didn’tbullshithim, and what more can you say for
anyonein 1977?

“Turnthe other cheek too often and you getarazor throughit”-John
Rotten, 1977.

Still, 1977 isaprize year for violence, and talking about the Pistols nearly
alwaysendsup astalkingaboutviolence, so—-in the words of Gary
Gilmore-let’sdoit.

“When theypushyouintoacornerlike that, whatareyoutodo? You
eitherkill them or give up, whichisverysad, because we're fighting
peoplewho oughttobeonourside... orare onourside butdon’tknowit.
Theysaywere using them, butthereal people who are usingthem they
don’tevenknowabout.”

VICIOUS: “We’re quite nice friendly chappies, really, but everyone has
abeastlysideto them, don’tthey?Ican’tthink ofanyone Iknowwhoif
somebodymessed around with them theywouldn’tdo’emover.”

ROTTEN: “Peoplearesick ofbeingused, but they’re nowattacking the
wrongpeople—eg, us. WhenIwasaskinhead, everyone I knowused to go
tothefootball games, and the match had nothing to do withit. Whatelse
was there to do? Disco? The youth club? Talkin’ 'bout my generation...
therewasnothingelse exceptalcohol.”

Yeah, buthavingabarneywithabunch of people who're there to have
onetooisonething, butrandom picking-oninthe streets—like some
skinheadsused to do to hippies—isawhole otherballgame.

ROTTEN: “Yeah, buttoaskinheaditlookedlike: ‘These geezers are
having fun doingwhat they’re doingand we're not justbecause of the way
welook, sosmash ’emup and stop their fun.' It’sjustlike the Tedsin
London, 'coslikeIsaid, whenIhadacropandIwenttoafestival, the
reactionlhad was terrible.

“Violenceis always the end result of nothingto do. Andit’sveryeasy,
andit’sverystupid.”

JohnnyRottenisan avid fan of The Prisoner,
whichfigures. Afterall, he’snotanumber. He’s
afreeman. And no matter whatthey puthim
through, he’llalwaysbe a freerman thanany
ofthe peoplewho've tried to tear him down.
Charles Shaar Murray ®

RAY STEVENSON / REX FEATURES

justifying their own contrivance...”
Ghostvoiceover from the past: Jack
Nicholsonin Easy Ridertelling Fondaand
Hopper, “They’renotscared ofyou. They're
scared of whatyourepresentto them...
whatyourepresentto themisfreedom.
Buttalkingaboutitand beingit—that’s
two different things.

“Imean,it'srealhard tobefree whenyouareboughtandsold
inthemarketplace.’Course, don’tever tell anybody that they’re
notfree, costhenthey’re gonnagetreal busykillin’ and maimin’
toprovetoyouthattheyare. Ohyeah-they’re gonnatalk toyou
and talktoyouand talk toyouaboutindividual freedom, but they

seeafreeindividual,it’sgonnascare 'em.”

ButIdon'ttell’em what my ghostvoice says, because that’s
hippies, and that’s pastand gone... and itwas bullshit anyway.

Orsotheytellme.

Afewmore thingsaboutJohnnyRotten. Whenhe was eighthe
had meningitis, and itlefthim with weak eyes, permanent sinus,

stunted growth and ahunched back.

The once-decayed teethwhich gothim hisnicknameare held

togetherwith steelrods.

TheyonlytimeIsawhim throwupwasbecause hisdinnerhad
disagreed with hissomewhatunstable digestive system... and
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Briquette and Simon Crowe
providing the backbone.

Thisratesas one of the best
debutalbumsinyearsand The
Boomtown Rats will be hailed
asone of the best new bands
toarriveinages.|'dbet my
Thin Lizzy collection onit.
Harry Doherty, MM Aug 27

BILLY JOEL

CBS

Some artists sit on the precipice
of The Major Breakthrough for
solongthatitbecomesanactof
real patience, awaiting their
arrival. Soitis with Billy Joel. Ever
since Americatookafancy tohim
with akiller single called “Piano
Man”, it has been obvious with
therelease of each album thathe
hasall the vocal, instrumental,
and songwriting equipment to
match the impact of Elton John.
If anything, he’samore
inspired, less predictable writer
than Elton, as evinced here by
“The Entertainer”, “The Ballad
OfBilly The Kid” and “I've Loved
These Days”. Basically, Billy Joel
writes songs much closer to the
bone than many others. He takes
as his basis for writing not love or
interdependence by two people,
more thelonelinessand near-
desperation of young Americans.
Thus, “New York State Of Mind”
and “Los Angelenos” tend to be
commentaries on the extremes
of these two cities, while
“Captain Jack”isalamenton
a21-year-old manmorally at sea.
“The Entertainer” parades the
empty life onthe road of those
people, while “Say Goodbye To
Hollywood” pinpoints the city’s
transparent shallowness.
Aswell asbeing afine writer,
Joelis apowerful pianist. This
record, fromaTVrecording,
presents material from three
albums, Piano Man, Streetlife
Serenade and Turnstiles, as well
asnew material. He has not taken
an easy route insuccess, being
acommentator on the passing
scene more thanaflat-out
romantic. Butif he continues to
build on his strength, thereisno
doubt Joel will eventually clinch
it, because his performances of
interesting songs are often
magnetic. Ray Coleman, MM Aug13

SINGLES

Adverts
ANCHOR

Remember all those old
horror movieswhere a
sensitive and observant
concert pianist, violinist or
some such gets amitt
transplantand ends up with
the hands of abrutal
murderer (or, aprés the
brilliant Marty Feldman,
the hands of ademented
circus clown)? If youdo, go
line up with Adverts main
man TV Smith.

This songis about waking
up froman eye transplant and
discovering that the donor was
Gary (“Let’sdoit”) Gilmore, the
American murderer who
demanded the death penalty.
The performance s, how you
say, minimal, but the ideais great
and therecord carriesagenuine
chill. If not the performance of
the week, “Gary Gilmore's Eyes”
is certainly the idea of the week.

Whosaysyouhavetobea
bearded ginko with asynthesizer
to be thought-provoking?
NME Aug 20

The Desperate Bicycles

REFILL

Presumably inspired to make a
record by the punk dictum which
states thatanyone canplay, The
Desperate Bicycles went ahead
anddidit. Theresultisnotalittle
weird. John Peel plays it all the
time. Andif you ask me, when
anyone so obviously has their
credentialsinall theright places,
asthese boysdo, youcan’t
possibly knock it. Well, not at
least until they sign with amajor
record label. NME Jul16

Roogalator
VIRGIN

Hmmmmmm. Old-fashioned
blue-beat jump rhythm, electric
piano chiming like ice in a tall
glassonahot day, breathy vocals
like Colin Blunstone with
laryngitis. Must be Roogalator!
I'malready tapping my fingers
gently on the table and wishing |
couldgooutforabeer.
Thisrecord tries abnormally
hard to sound cool, but it just
sounds wet. Even the attempt
atarave-up B-side transforms
James Brown's sweaty, demonic
“| Got You” into something long,
cooland neat. Roogalator play
greatand | love the kind of mid-
'60s R&B soul that they're
drawing on, but hey, a little more
humanity, please. NME Aug 20

TRex

EMI

For one goldeninstant | thought
Marc had finally pulled off the
unalloyed pop triumph that he
needs as a convincing, viable
follow-up to “Get It On”. This
isn’tit, butit’s certainly the most
likeable single he’smade fora
long time, even thoughit,ahem,
borrows the melody and chord
sequence of The Deviants’
“Let’s Loot The Supermarket”.
“Summeris heavenin 77", yeah?
Depends where you are, Marc.
Iwouldn’t anticipate heavy sales
in Lewisham for a week or two.
NME Aug 20

lan Dury

STIFF

This ex-pub-rock luminaire
deservesinfinitely more credit
for the late-'70s renaissance of
rock culture than all those
arteriosclerotic lard-belly
“grand pappy of punk”
specimens that the gutter-rock
press has offered up forinstant
deity. He was one of the
prophets mostresponsible for
kicking music out of the tax-
havenrock-Tsar syndrome and
restoring it to the rightful acne-
ravaged owners in the sweaty
subterranean depths, while also
possessing the suss torealise
that fashionis there tobe led,
not followed.He and no other
was the instigator of safety-pin
chic, wearing the objects in his
lugholes when Richard Hell was
stillwearing themin his
Mothercare diapers.

The geezer's music boasted
atotal Anglo-
consciousness
somewhat akin
toavicious
Syd
Barrett,
and1976
finally
rolled
around

The Adverts:(l-r)
LaurieDriver,TV
Smith, Gaye Advert
andHowardPickup

aprés Dury le deluge. And while
the majority of punkbands are
getting pecky layers of flab
around their souls as they get
used to the idea of having
apressofficer tickling their
anus from dawn to dusk

after making their

cross on that six-
figurerecording

contract,

Dury’s still

sharpand

sleazy. If the

youngsters

can'tkeep

up the pace

without

terminal

bland-out, then

TOOBAD.

lan Dury has created a Juke
Box Classicaround youth
cultures’ Holy Trinity that would
be aUniversal No1if Eddie
Cochranhadn’tdiedin vainand
if our national mediawasn'’t
controlled by joyless
reactionary loonies. It’s possibly
the ultimate statement in
narcissistic, hedonistic London
Mod Omnipotence over
stunning purity of funk, inducing
immediate addiction that
intensifies over the subsequent
grooves where Our Kid gets
understandably choked with
emotion as he gets measured up
for his new custom-made mohair
sohe canlooklike areal Tasty
Geezer whenhe goesinsearch
of the night.

The B-side is “Razzle In My
Pocket”, about getting nicked
tea-leafingin the South Street
Romford Shopping Arcade out
therein Essex Overspill,and

proves conclusively thatlan
Dury is writing the
soundtrack for this
generation,
which thankfully
ain’treally got
sweet FAtodo
with being Blank.
NME Sept 3
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Sniggersdrift round the roomas the
next questionisunveiled, even the
translator allowing herself a grin. It's from
agentleman, apparently Israeli, who wants
toknow why she had to surround herself by
so many people andisn’t more accessible to
the media. Right on.

She stumblesabitonthatone...

“The problemis people don’t realise that
anartist, well, | don’t get very much sleep
and...if everyone had my telephone
number...well, | can only give so much.”

And then, morebelligerently: “In
American we were sellingbefore the radio
and the television and everyone knew about
me -itproves the marketis sometimes
stronger than the media.”

What was that about treating the press
with grace? The questioner persists.

“I'm gonna punch you, sir,” says Donna,
laughing dismissively. The conference
rapidly disintegrates. By sheer volume,
eventually we get through. Jenour quotes
her own headlinesback at her... first lady of
love...the biggest cock-teaser of all time.

“Inever said that, | don’t talk that way,”
snaps Donna, although nobody suggested
she had. “Every person has a different
expectation of me;itdoesn’tbear any
relevance tome.”

Jenour and | battle our way to the front
and plant ourselvesin front of Donna, now
signing autographs and shutting her ears off
from the babble. She looks acrossin surprise
atour presumptuousness,and, | believe,
some fear. | ask her if she was surprised by
the storm “Love To Love You Baby” caused
in Britain. “Yeah, | mean some of the lyrics
theserockbandssing...ljust sang an erotic
song, that’s all. | didn’t expect areaction like
that,notin England of all places.”

Sheraises her eyes skywards as the Italian
hubbub intensifies and there’s abattery of
photographers enclosingus. “l can’thandle
this,” she mutters. Let’s go to another room
and continue the interview in peace, | say.

She hesitates. | see De Blasio watching
fromthe end of theroom. “I'msorry, there’s
nowhere to go.” Well, there’s the bar, or the
hotelfoyer.“I'msorry,I'dlike to, butl haven't
the time.I've gotto go straight to arehearsal
and thentothe concert.Really, I'msorry.”

The girl they're trying to mouldintoa
superstar was then hustled away.

Ken Jenour calls the Mirrorin London.
The space allocated to Donna Summer goes
instead to Mud. Colin/rwin

LENNUN oftAfo

—but only just!

“We really have
nothing to say”

MM OCT 15

retired, and will not perform or

record for atleastanotheryear. He
told a press conference at the Hotel Okura
in Tokyo last Tuesday thathe and Yoko
Ono wanted to devote their time to their
son, Sean Ono Lennon.

“We'vebasically decided, withoutagreat
decision, tobewith ourbabyasmuchas
we canuntilwe feel we can take thetime
offtoindulge ourselvesin creating things
outside the family,” Lennon announced.
“Maybewhen he’s three, four or five, then we’ll
thinkabout creatingsomethingelse other
thanthe child.”

TheLennonshavebeeninJapansince May,
and one ofthe purposes of their visitwas to
showthe child, nowabout two years old, to his
in-laws. Lennon took his stay so seriously that
heenrolledinaJapaneselanguage coursein
New York before he went.

The press conference, atwhich the Melody
Makerwas the only western paper present,
was called justbefore their return to New York,
whichwill continue tobe theirmainhome.
Lennonlater told me that

J OHN LENNON S officially semi-

JohnLennon

outside the Dakota

building inNew
YorkCity,1977

TheJapanese questionswere hardly
penetrating, however. Many of them
concerned the death of Elvis Presley.

“Elvisdied when hewentinto thearmy,”
Lennonreplied. “Up untilhejoined thearmy
Ithoughtitwasbeautiful music, and Elviswas
forme and mygeneration what The Beatles
were to the '60s. I basicallybecame amusician
because of Elvis Presley.

“Inever did concertstoinfluence people,” he
answered one questioner. “Idid them for many
reasons.Andsince 1966 have not performed
formoney, only for charity.”

Responding, therefore, to a question about
TheBeatlesreviving, hereplied, “Idoubtit

verymuch.”

theironlymotivewasto
thanktheJapanese people
forrespecting their privacy
while there.

Although perceptibly
nervous, helookedin
tremendous physical

“l became a
musician because
of Elvis Presley”

Lennonwasalsoasked
aboutpunkrock, and
seemed veryoutoftouch
withmusicofthe pastyear.
Afteralmost45 tentative
minutes, Lennon and Yoko
closed the shop, andall that

shape. Wearingan
expensive black, two-piece suit, withawhite
shirtand pearl-greytie,and with his hairin
asmart, conventional cut, he satbeside Yoko,
who translated and did most of the talking.
Incenseburned, and anincongruous note was
struckbyaradio somewherein the penthouse
suite playing “YouAre My Sunshine”.
Iwasforbidden to ask direct questions,
and after the conference Lennonremained
friendlybutnoncommittal. “Wereallyhave
nothingtosay,” he explained.

Lennonwould addlater was
thathe would be comingto Britain “atsome
point”. He appeared unconcerned both about
returningand aboutrecordingagain. Hislast
album, Rock 'n’Roll,wasreleased a couple of
years ago. Norwould he comment on the fact
thathis contracthasnowended with EMI.

Thebirth ofthe couple’s childand the
atmosphere of Japan seem to have made him
remarkably contented. “Basically, 'mnowa
Zenpagan,” hesaid. Perhaps thatexplainsit.
Michael Watts

Entirely amicable "'"""

agoin Birmingham, has quit. His decision came after ameeting with the band last week,

O ZZIE[SIC]OSBOURNE, singer with Black Sabbath since the band formed nine years

and he said his departure is entirely amicable. He has left the band to follow some form
of solo career, but exactly what is planned has not yet been announced.
Black Sabbath are now looking for areplacement singer, and a vocalist with a fairly well-

known band flew in from America this week for an
audition. The band was planning an album when
Osbourne decided to quit,and as soon as asinger has
beenfound, rehearsals willgo ahead. The record will be
recordedin Toronto before Christmas, andis due for
release in the spring to coincide with a British tour.

_Sabbath

MICHAEL OCHS ARCHIVES / GETTY

0zzie quits
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“People tell me

we re politic

UTUMN-THE WORLD acopper-
A gold shade of dying? Nuclear

omni-destruction - the shrieking
tumble of the Bomb before the fallout?
Woman and man’s expulsion from Paradise in
the Christian fairytale? Or the toppling of
capitalism by revolution?

AsThe Fall say, their name is so evocative
thatit’d be almost criminal to select any one
meaning and evict all others. The new bands
certainly seemto choose better names than
the old -Imean, The Beatles, the Rolling
Stones? The Fourmost? What kind of names
arethose?

The Fall hit hard. Not with the sledge-
hammer superficiality of the sub-Ramones
clones/drones, butingeniously -intellectually,
I suppose. Their attackis more cerebral onall
fronts thanis usual within these street-gut
shores. Their lyrics (nearly allindiscernible in
concert) are oblique, and occasionally
esoteric enough to necessitate explanation;
theyalllook very sharp, yet cool and detached,
especially the blond axis of vocalist/lyricist
Mark Smith and organist Una Baines; and their
musicis probably clever before it's powerful.

That “cleverness”isn’t meant to suggest
alink with artrock, that brightly contrived
fringe, thought The Fall have intelligence and
areadinessto experiment with formin
common with thatgenre.

Eventheir formal adventurousness,
though, is of an entirely different order from,
say, Talking Heads' clinical variation - The Fall
take the repetition and the monotonous
vocals which have flooded the countryin the
pastyear and develop theminto something
positive and exciting.

They even have asong called “Repetition”,
perhaps their finest, which is ambitious
despite revolving entirely around an
omnipotent two-chord core-thread, Martin
Bramah'’s guitar twanging treblyina
calculatedly tacky radio-signal sound - the
closest reference pointis probably Buzzcocks’
“Boredom”, though I'm not exactly sure why.
Like Buzzcocks with “Spiral Scratch”, The Fall
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" heFallat The Ranch, !
Manchester’sfirstpunk F
club,on August18,1977:
(I-r)UnaBaines,Martin
b 2 Bramah, KarlBurns(drums),
=2

MarkE Smithand TonyFriel

>

Introducing, from Manchester, The Fall. They are, insists

their frontman Mark Smith, far more multi-faceted than The Clash.

are making their firstrecorded foray withan
EP onManchester’'s New Hormones label,
which will probably appear next month and
feature “Repetition”, “Frightened” (aslower,
more thoughtful, menacing number, which
relentlessly grinds out its evocation of
paranoia), “Bingo-Master’s Break-Out!”,

and “Psycho Mafia”-the last being the song
which has haunted me most in the two months
sincelfirst saw them.

Mark Smith’s intonationis always intensely
cynical (if that’s possible) and usually
deliberately tuneless, and both those traits
come into their ownin this fragmented
warning about the Thought Police of the
present. “Psycho Mafia” was probably one of
the songs thatled tothembeingbranded an
exclusively political band - the first time they
ever appearedin printit was as a totally
committed socialist band who, like Henry
Cow, would have trouble coming to terms
with acommercial art form.

They were grossly misrepresented, they say,
though tales of Una furiously berating other
Manchester musicians backstage over their
sexism, as well as exchanges

glintinher eye, as she did till at least halfway
through the interview, when we finally
decided we liked each other. | was glad she
didn’tknow that only afew months before I'd
beenone of thereviled studentbreed.

But do all of you stand on the left?

Martin: “Yeah, well none of us are fascists.”

Not everyone outside the leftis a fascist...

“Yes, they are,” retorted Unain her
laconic monotone, “They're just watered-
down fascists. We're talking about the
same mentality.”

Youreckon? | don'tatall...

Mark: “They've got no mentality.”

That exchange makes them seemvery
confident, bothin themselves andin their
views, and that’s justhow they appear on
stage - they allimplicitly express a distance
from punk by wearing nondescript casual
gear (when's the last time you saw anew waver
wearing asweater?).

Unalooksicily uninterested, a fully paid-up
member of the Tina Weymouth detachment
school; and Mark reminds me visually of a
committed but cynical street-level activist.

Yet when Mark sentme

like the following, show that
they come from quitealong
way left.I'd mentioned to
themthat!’'dheard they
used torefuse all college
gigs,and tosing “Oh
Student!” instead of “Hey
Fascist!”.Una: “I didn’t

“The Glash set up
things and knock
’em down - like the
police, employers™

thelyrics to “Hey Fascist!”
later on,he didn’t seem at
all confident of the worth
of hiswork, headingit
with “Pretentious Garbage
Inc1977".

Martin, Karland Tony
(Friel, their bassist, who's on

think we’d been goinglong
enough to have ahistory,”
(it’s only eight months since Unaand
drummer Karl Burns joined and the band’s life
beganinearnest).

Mark: “One of the reasons we changed that
was thatit'sbecome very trendy tobash
students. The sentiment’s still there maybe,
butthe mainreason we changeditto “Hey
Fascist!” was that we thoughtitmore relevant.”

Sowhat does the songsay now? “It’san
anti-fascist song,” said Una, “what elseis there
tosay?” She glared at me with achallenging

thebrink of leaving) agree
thatthey'reless politically
committed than the othertwoandareinit
more for the music. “Well what d’you think
we'reinitfor?” said Una, on the attack again.

I dunno -to communicate a political belief?

Una: “No way - the music’s very important.”

Martin: “People try to tie us down too
much - we've got other things besides the
political angle. We're not in this band to put
over the beliefs of any political party or even
our own political ideas exclusively - though
inour political songs we mean what we




say,we didn’t form as a political band.”

Una: “Butif yousing about life, you're
singing politically. Politics is life and society
inits perversity has made it into something
else.But God, we've coveredit enough -
let’s talk about something else.”

But Mark carried onanyway: “Thisis
typical, gettingbogged downin politics.
People come up to me andsay, ‘You're the
only political band, and I reply, ‘What about
Tom Robinson?’ Then they say, ‘Yeah, but
you're really political, butit’s not true.

“They're pushing usinto the political
syndrome that The Clash have falleninto
and will never get out of - their credibility
will diminish as they go on. The Clash set up
things and knock’em down, like the police,
employers -we do that too, but that’s all
The Clash are doing.

“Those people who tellme we're
political, I think, ‘Youmeanin the fucking
Clash way, don’t you,and we're not.I mean,
something like “Bingo-Master’s Break-Out!”
is nothing to do with conventional politics. It's
about abloke cracking up, partly funny and
partly not. And I think, ‘You've fucking
ignored that, haven’tyou?’

“You're not a very good songwriter if you
canonly write about one dimension of life,”
added Mark. “You have to write what you feel.
One day youmightbe particularly angry at
fascism, have areal gut-reaction like you do
when you go on pickets like we do.

“But there again, it’s difficult to feel things
when you're away from the original situation,
itfeelsalittle forced. Like “Race Hatred”,
another of our songs - this lot want to
rehearseitbutlcan’tsing aboutracial hatred
againandagaintill | getitrightbecausel'd
lose all feeling for it. And as lyrics they don't
stand up on their own; the song only works
whenit’s full of live feeling.”

Asyetnomajor company has expressed
interestin The Fall, which must be largely to
do with their refusal (like Buzzcocks) to leave
Manchester for the brightest lights and the
biggest cheques. Again, there’s some kind of
splitbetween Mark and Una and the otherson
the question of commercial success. Martin,
Karland Tony come out with the same old
guarded new-wave phrases about success like
“We won’t change our style, we'll stay like us -
if people like us, then we won't turn them
away and we'll plough the money back into
cheaper tickets and albums if we make it.”

They meanitnow -so does justabout every
young band | talk to - but success sucksyouin
so smoothly and completely that you hardly
notice you're keeping all the money you make.

The only way to escape corruptionis to
avoid commercial success from the first,and
Mark reckons the way the band play might act
asacommercial self-destruct unit: “I really
don’tsee us getting into that kind of position
anyway. If we did there’d be something
wrong, because our musical approach now
could never win us massive popularity -
something would have detracted if we did.”

Una: “Huge commercial success doesn’t
interest me personally atall. Apart from
anything else, | can’timagine enjoying an
audience response if it was so predictable.”

Tony: “Hey, could we talk about music?”

What on earth for? Chris Brazier

Pistols

set
on ‘secre

UK tour

December25,1977:Sid
Viciousandgirlfriend
NancySpungenataPistols
benefitgigforthechildren

of strikingfirefightersat 8
Ivanhoe’s,Huddersfield
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“Only advertised locally” %

MM DEC 17

official British tour since their debut Anarchy In The UK

dates. The band will be playing a straight run of 10 dates,
finishing on Christmas Day, but there is the possibility ofa
further showbeingadded for London audiences on Boxing Day.

While the concerts have been officially confirmed by Cowbell, the
band’sbookingagency, and booked openlyin the SexPistols’ name,
thereisstillsomesecrecy about the exactlocation of the venues and
thefinalbookingswill onlybe advertisedlocally within a few days
oftheshows.

Cowbell’sJohnJacksonsaid that the details of the venues and
concertdatesarebeingkeptalast-minute secret, even from
VirginRecords, theband’srecord company, and from the group
themselves. Despite the secrecy, Jackson still fears problems
fromlocal authorities, buthe hasworked outa complexstrategy
involvingtwo alternative “tours” iflocal authorities or police revoke
licencesatthelastminute.

“The showswillbe advertised locallyas the SexPistols, but the
advertisingwill be very close to the date to keep the possibility
oflocal objections down toaminimum and to ensureafair
distribution of tickets. The tickets for the first showwill go on sale
the daybefore the concert.”

Jackson confirmed that the 10 shows willbe playedin the
followingareas of Britain: North London, East Anglia, the West
Country, Merseyside, twoin North Yorkshire, East Midlands, twoin
the West Midlands, and one south of London outside the GLC area.
Oneshowthathasalreadybeen advertised and sold wellis at
Bristol'sBamboo Club on December 21.

Tickets forthe shows cost£1.75, although one promoterhasbeen
offeringthemat£2.50.Jackson
said thatanyonewhohas
paidmorethan£1.75fora
legitimate ticketwill get the
balancerefunded when they
gototheshow.

O N FRIDAY THIS week the Sex Pistols kick off on their first

t!

JgTORER-VEGEMBER
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» The Radiators
FromSpace,
currently touring
with Thin Lizzy,
release their third
single on Chiswick
on Friday week.
“PrisonBars”isin
monoandtaken
fromtheir TV Tube
HeartLP. MMNOV12

» Julie Covington,
whocametofame
with Jesus Christ
SuperstarandEvita,
releasesherversion
of Alice Cooper’s
“Only Women
Bleed” onFriday.
The Virginsingle
featuresorchestral
arrangements

by JohnCale,
whoappears
onkeyboards.

MMNOV 12

» CharlesMingus,
theinfluentialjazz
bassplayerand
composer, hashad
tocancelaone-off
concertatLondon’s
Hammersmith
OdeononNov30.
MMNOV12

» Rock’n'rollsinger
Shakin’Stevenshas
beenselectedto
play the partof
youngElvis Presley
inJack Good'’s
musical Elvis, which
opensatLondon’s
Astoria Theatreon
November 28.
Sixtiessinger PJ
Proby will play
Presley afterthe
ageof40inthe
musical. Good, the
manresponsible for
the famous OhBoy!
TV showofthelate
1950s, is producing
anddirectingthe
stage show,and
musicisprovided by
Fumble. Stevens’
bandthe Sunsets
will play their
planned dates
without him, with
vocals takenby
drummer Rocker
Louie and pianist

Ace. MMNOV12
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TheClashinBelfast,
October1977:(l-r)

Joe Strummer, Mick
Jones, PaulSimonon
and TopperHeadon
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| Leavingthefortified
EuropaHotel, The Clash
andthelrphotographer -

Y takeataxiandventure ks

% beyondBelfastcitycentre

ADRIAN BOOT

MELODY MAKER

MPOTENCEMIGHT BE described as having to apologise for
something thatwasn’t your fault. When complete control
becomes remote control. Last Thursday in Belfast, The Clash
were confronted with such a freeze-out.
The date notonlymarked the opening oftheir current UK tour,
butalso thefirsttime amajor British punk/newwave/nowband
hadplayedinthestrife-racked city.Joe Strummer remarked that they
hadwanted to play the venue ever since the group formed lastyear,
and consequentlywereitchingfor the stage of the Ulster Hall, where
the eventwas supposed to take place. Butonce again the Faceless Ones
who transform peopleinto puppets steppedin atthe 11th hourand
refused permission...

However, let’sstartat the beginning ofthe invidiousfiasco. Perhaps the
minorirritantsthathappenedin the morning could nowbeinterpreted
asomens for thelater catastrophe.

Weallarrivedattheairporttofind that the tunerhad beenleftin the
cabandthe carnet (the official document for transporting equipment
from NorthernIreland to Eire) forgotten. Soundman Micky Foote was
dispatched to gather up themissinglinksand sohad to catch alater
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plane. Plus the planeitselfwas

delayed because ofthe air traffic

controller’sindustrial dispute.

Then throughsecurity (the guard
jokinglydescribed his Evil Presence
detectorasaDanDare gun) and
onto the plane, where conversation
turned unnervinglytotalkof the
recent Baader-Meinhofhijacking.
Not, youcanunderstand, the most
comfortingoftopics at8.30amon
aplane to Belfast. Spirits picked up
asPaulSimononleaned overto
announce thathisword for the day
was “synopsis”. Eh?

Wewereabouttolandand the
stewardess made the customary
announcement thatanyone
carryingfoodsorlivestock
shouldreportto the Ministry
OfAgriculture. MickJones
shouted out, “Thatincludes me!
I'machicken!”

Another cabridefollowed and
initiationinto Belfastbegan. Scenes
ofendless devastation, urban
wasteland, rows or terraced houses
thathad beenreduced to (and by)
shells, thewindowsboarded up
with greybreezeblockslabs.

Thedriverwaslikeasurreal
touristguide. Passing yetanother
gutted pub, hismeticulous memory
threwoutabriefhistory ofthe
eventsbehind the attack. How
many peoplewerekilled when it
happened, what the backlash had
been. Ifyoulookup thatstreeton
theleft, twomenwerekilled last
monthinafirebombraid, etc. One
buildinghe singled out waswhat
remained of the Youth Employment
Exchange, nowenmeshedinawire
cage.Joeand Mickunderstandably
gaveitalingeringglance.

Latethatday Mickmused, “Black
isthe predominant colour here.
ThefirstthingIsawin Belfastwas
hundreds of blackbirds.”

Headdedinalightertone,

“Joe thought theywere crows, but
theyweren’t crows because crows
have darkglasses and saxophones.” The movie Fritz The Cattakes on
adifferentmeaningin Belfast.

Wearrived at the hotel, the Europa, similarlyfenced offby a wire
boundaryandsecurity outpost, to find out thatit has the dubious claim
tofame of being the mostbombed hotelin Europe. Everything seemed to
be goingwelluntilabout4pm, whenyours trulywasin the pub awaiting
the band fora pre-soundcheck Guinness or two.

Suddenly drummer Nicky Headonrushedin: “You've gotto come back
tothehotel. The gighasbeen cancelled.” Whaaaat???2?

gighad been organised by the Northern Ireland Polytechnic
and they had genuinelybelieved that allaspects had been
accounted for. All but one, as it transpired: the insurance.

Tosecure the Ulster Hall (which isrun by the Belfast City Counciland
notofficially connected with the Polytechnic) whatisknownasan
insurance “cover note” isneeded to underwrite any unforeseen mishaps
thatmightoccur.Itisastipulation made by the Hall. Three weeks
previously, the Medical And Professional Insurance, who handle the
Polytechnic’saffairsin thisrespect, apparently assured the Polytechnic’s
entertainment’s committee that the cover note would not pose any

O NE OF THE promoters was waiting with the story so far. The



THE CLASH

problems. Itwould simplybe an extension of their existing cover for the
Student’s Union.

However, come Thursday morning, the committee were informed
thatthe offer ofinsurance had been withdrawn-allegedly because
therewere outstanding claims arising out of previous Clash concerts.
Thisthe band laterrefuted as entirelyuntrue. Anyway, the committee
feverishlytried tofindaninsurance broker, bothinIreland and on the
mainland, whowould be prepared to underwrite the concert. No one
wasforthcoming-even after theythemselves had offered a premium of
£500.So analternative plan was suggested: switch the venue to Queen’s
University. But thatalso proved fruitless as they couldn’taccept the
responsibility, nothaving therequisite insurance.

Since the eventlooked doomed, the Polytechnic promoters asked the
localradio and TVto announce that the gighad been cancelled. By this
time thefanshad started to congregate outside the doors of Ulster Hall.
Thepolice turned up and told them the news. In despair, frustrationand
anger theystormed round to the Europa Hotel, pulling atthe wire fence
and demandingto see The Clash. An official

punks (threemale and two female) were arrested and a pack of about
100 formed ahuman chain across Bedford Street.

atmosphere was one of terminal depression intercut with pure

anger. Three fans who were on the verge of forming their own
band had collared Joe, whose external belligerence belies an
incredibly sympathetic and understanding nature. The three blokes
were bitterly hurt, and Joe spent several hours clarifying the debacle
and offering advice about getting a group together. Two were
Protestantand one was Catholic, and in order to practise together they
ran the dailyrisk of all that suchreligious intermingling implies. Now
thatmakes theludicrous struggles of the more pampered mainland
would-be starslooka trifle silly, don’t you think?

Thelate-nightnews came onthe TV. Thefirstitem was—surprise,
surprise—The Clash, the pared-down information giving no clear picture
of what ACTUALLY HAPPENED, Mick sneered.

“Themosthorrible thingwas the waythe

JUST REMEMBER, THEY mean it, maaaan. Backin the hotel the

from Queen’s Student Bodyarrived and said
theycould playinasmallerhallin the university
—thebar,infact, asopposed to the originally
mooted main concertarena.

Nickyand Paul explained this to the fans, who
dulyrushedtowardstheseatoflearning. The
sitewasn’tidealbyanymeans, butitwasbetter
thannothing. The Ulster Hallhas a capacity of
1,600, while the bar holds onlyaround 400 and,
duetotheliquorlicence, wasbarred to those
under 18. Just to compound the seriousness of
thesituation, newswasalso comingin that
several of the hotels thattheband had secured
forthe tourhad cancelled the bookings.

“T'he horrible
thing was the
way the kids
were pushed
around”

kidswere treated - the way they were pushed
around. Theydidn'thaveachanceto
understand whatwas happening, so theywere
disappointed in us. Obviously, itwasn’t our
fault, butyou can’texplain thatto 800 people
personally. The way they’ve been pushed
around by thearmyand the police, they
obviouslythought, ‘Whatthe fuck’s goingon
here?’ Theyreacted accordingly. Everyone
acted themonkey they thought theywould.
“Like, it’salmostanight offreedomand they
canseeitslipping through theirhandswhile
policemen are crushing them. Youdon'tlook
forsanereasons. Youjustsee the object,and »

Nickywashorrified: “SometimesI think
Imightjustslash mywristsand maybe then
they'dseewhatthey’re doingtous.”

Thelasttime The Clash had tried to playin Britainwas at the
Birmingham Rag Market festivalinJuly, virtually subtitled
“Thelastbigeventbefore we allgo tojail”,and thathad collapsed
underatorrentofbans.

Thenextmovewastodismantleall the gear thathad beenso far
erected in the Ulster Halland to move to Queen’s. The kids were
amassingoutside the university entrance (800 advance tickets
hadbeen already sold and obviously manymore punters were
emergingon the nightitself). [twasboth an odd and potentially
hystericalsituation.

The policeand armywere therein force, butlooked confused,
tosaytheleast, by the spectacle. Theyweren’'tacclimatised to
suchacongregation. Instead, the mayhem gathered momentum.
Theold obstacles wererearing their oppressive facesagain. A
whiteriotwas feared and insurance cover stayed asinaccessible
asithadbeenallday. Inaddition, theroadies were unhappywith
thestage.Itdidn’tboastthe mostreliable structure.

Inthedressingroom, theband smouldered. Butthere was
nothingtheycould dowithoutincurring massive repercussions
fromalmost everylegalside. Unfortunately, the only course of
actionwastoleave. Theywere trappedin contracts thatcared
zilch about providing entertainment forrock'n’roll-starved kids.

FirstJoe and Mickleft, followed quickly by Nickyand Paul.
Iwasinthe second batch, and aswe came out by aside entrance
abunch ofabout40kids were waiting. They pleaded with
Nickyand Paulto play, andinreturn the two band members
attempted to explain the trail of absurd events. But the words
were drowned out, and all thekids could seewas that the group
theyhad, inmany cases, travelled long distances to enjoy were
abandoningthem.

Nothingcould havebeen further from the truth. The group
and manager Bernie Rhodeshad donevirtually everything
they could toalleviate the 11th-hour chaos. The kidsbecame
furious. Nickyand Paulleftin the car, and asitdrove off the fans
hurtled abuse, beer cans and whatever was available at the
departingvehicle.

Whensuch aniron clampdown occurs, it must have its counter-
reaction. Afewwindows in the Ulster Hallwere smashed, five
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RoyalUlster Constabulary

policemenpatdownthe

band,whoatone point

werethoughttobe

membersoftheUlster A

o W

Defence Association(UDA)

the objectis The Clash and you aim for that.
Youwanttobeassured thatit’sgoingonandit
didn’t. Intwoweeks’ time theinsurance will
probablybeworked outand The Stranglers
[settoplaythen] willcomeinand cleanup,and
they’'llreassure them. Meanwhile, for us the
kidswereliningthe streetin frontof armoured
cars.Itwasascene of desolation and chaos.
“Ithoughtitwas great thattheylay down
intheroadinfrontofthosearmoured cars
because theywanted the concertsobadly. The
troubleisthatit’s ourfirsttime here we and
don’tknowthesituation and we can’'tgo down
thepolice stationand checkitout, becausewe

“T'’he soldiers
crouching in
cubbyholes
thought we
were dicks”

events had taken place. Mickand Joe

had gonetodoaninterviewwith the
local radio station, Downtown Radio. As
they stepped out of the car by the station,
the security had mistaken them for members
of the UDA. The reason was evidently their
clothes—black zippered outfits, Doctor
Marten’s footwear, leather jackets, which
highlights the fineline between the (excuse
the possible pomposity) symbol and reality.

Again, whatis derigueur down the Vortex

takes on provocativeimplicationsin the
authenticwarzone. Inaddition, duringthe

T HATAFTERNOON, OTHERbizarre

don’tknowifwe canwalkdown the block.I'm
likeacompletealien.

“Itwasveryself-conscious. Itwas a self-conscious way of getting your
ownwayinasituationwhichisso out of our control. Noway are we
goingto call the shots with guys with Bren guns standing outside and
beatingonkids. Innowaywasitalso givingup. Weain'tanarmy, we're
arock'n’rollband.It’slike aband against the army and the Ulster
constabulary, whowere onlytherein case of trouble, and the only trouble
was produced by the fact thatthis companywouldn’tinsure us. The
threatofhalfamillion pounds meantnothingto me. Theysaid, ‘Doyou
wantto payityourself?’ soIsaid, Tll payitmyself. Imeantit.

“Theycouldn’tgetitoff me, so throwmeinjail. It'sjustajoke.I think
theyhad alotmore trouble here because of the fact that the concert
was cancelled thaniftheyhadlet the concertgo on. ltwasacomplete
redherring.”
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afternoon, we had all piled into a mini-bus for
around-the-town photo session. Theband wereill at ease at the prospect
anditsramifications. Atsuitably evocativelandmarks, likeanarmy
barracks, or devastated rubble, the camerawould whirr. Howhad
Mick felt?

“Like Paddy McGinty’s goat.Ijustfeltlike adick. The best time was when
allthekidswerein the photos with us. Thatwas the only time whenitwas
humanandreal.Ishouldimagine they’'lllapitup in London, though. The
soldiers crouchingin their cubbyholes thoughtwewere dicks. Thekids
thoughtwewere dicks. Like, we asked some, ‘Doyouwanttobeinthe
photograph?’and theysaid ‘bollocks’ on the Ballymurphyestate.

“ButlIthinkitwasimportant, because we gotalightning tour of what
wasactuallyhappening, and sowe werereallyin touch during those
moments.Iwasmore aware of whatwas goingon around me than the
camera. IfThad known people in BelfastIwould have hungout with them



SimononandJonesbyan
armySaracenvehicleon |
o Royal Avenue, Belfast’s
mainshoppingstreet,
securedateitherend

bythe “ringofsteel”

and become partofthebackground. Instead, I thought
the group stuckoutlikeasore thumb.”

Anotherrawnerve wasthe backdrop The Clash play
against. [tfeatures a photographicblow-up ofaviolent
Belfaststreetscene, replete witharmoured carsand
hunchedcivilians.

Mick: “Ididn’tthinkwe should putitup here because
theyaren’tgoingto particularlywanttobereminded of it
and theyare goingto saywhat the fuck do theyknowabout
it. Obviouslywe’re sympathetic and have an empathyfor
theplace, butIalsofeel we mightberubbingtheirfaces
init.InBournemouthit’s greatbecause everyoneis
fuckingasleep andit’sreallyheavybecause everyoneis
confronted by this stuff, butin Belfast theydon’tneed to
bereminded. Youjusthave towalkdownthestreetand be
reminded ofiteveryday.

“Howmany times have we been searched? Mustbe
about20 times. Ireallyfeltthis concertwas goingtobe
arock’n’rollshowand the audience was goingtobe one
ofthebestwe’d ever encountered. But, of course, the bureaucrats and
arseholes puttheir footinit. Butlisten—you canbeaCatholicora
Protestantkid—you can comealongand allbebouncingtogether.

“Nowtheauthorities gottasee somethingwrongin that.It’sa cruel
irony. Thelive backdrop beingassociated with our group and then the
authorities stamping on our concert.”

but, asinallgoodstories, ended up being the hero, destroying
the hideaway single-handed. However, when he returned to
hiseditorwith the explosive copy, itwas summarilyrejected
becauseitwas—-youmightsay-tooreal. Asaresulthe quitthe
journalistic department and joined the platoon.

Thelastlineread: “It’s easier blowingup Japanese
magazines (geddit?) than gettingone of myarticles on the war
accepted, sir.” Doyou thinkJoe was makinga point to me?

There were two showsin Dublin atyetanotherbastion of
learning. Trinity College, in an astonishingly ornatehall, Joe
shouted out, “Ain’t this posh?” and he wasright.

Portraits of pastacademicluminaries decorated the walls
—bewigged gentsinlanguidly pensive poses, asculpture of
twoalmostintertwined figures and agiganticorganinthe
gallery,whichlooked asifit came out of Hollywood in its most
fantastic phase. Setall thisalongside thekids and the finally
erected backdrop and theironies were extreme.

Many of the fans who were disappointed in Belfasthad
comedown, andJoe dedicated “Hate And War” to them.
Despite there notbeing time for a proper soundcheck, the
band, first time around, were astonishing, soaring through
“London’s Burning”, “Capital”, “City Of The Dead” (which, as
Micksaid, is the opposite of what was happeningin Belfast),
“JanieJones” and “Garageland”. Afterhalfadozen or so
numbers, Joeannounced, “Listen—shutup.Ican’t playwith
these guys here,” motioning towards the security guards.

Instantly theyupped and went, and suddenly the kids poured onto the
stage, creatingascene of delirious confusion. No, they didn't prevent the
band from playing, butexulted in the fact that thiswas their night, their
victory. Strangely, the audience numbered few fashionablyattired
punks. Mostwere longhairs or the curious brigade who transform
themselves from sports jacketed bystanders (one couple were actually
smoochingto “Cheat”) to frenetic dervishes.

Ifthefirstsetwasgood, the second one was supetrlative. On “Remote
Control”,Mick’svoice (he’snowtaking charge of more vocal parts than
ever) rangoutin spine-chilling, splintered shards.

Nickylooked deceptivelyloose-limbed ashe thrashed outatitanic
drum underlay, while Paul, with India-rubber intensity, attacked the bass
with avenom thatwould have splitthe atom.Joe wasalso superb ashe
circled the stagein thosejuddering, quickfire movements. Equally
intensewas the version of Junior Marvin’s “Police And Thieves”, whose
significance grewuncannilyafter the previous day’s events. Words like
intense, powerful, unavoidable, magnetic just spun through myhead.
Ilove The Clash because theyare one of the mosthonest and exciting
rock'n’rollbandswehave.

So, onleaving the hotel on Saturdaymorning to catch myvarious
planesand trainsbackto London, asmallincidentirked considerably.
Gettinginto theliftwere two chambermaidswho worriedly confided
inme, “Watch out. There are punkrockers on thisfloor. Mind you don’t
getbeatenup.”

TLEAST THE following nightin
ADublin the promised rock’n’roll took

place. Onthe train down, Joe handed
me a Combat Picture Library cartoon strip
booklet, called Jack Wouldn't Dare.

“That’s foryouand Melody Maker,” he
quipped. Ittold the engrossing saga of one
reporter JackRoberts (wholooked not unlike
Elvis Costelloand had PRESS emblazoned on
hishelmet). The time was the Second World
War, and Jack The Hackwas sentoutwithan
armyplatoon onasearch-and-destroymission
toaJapanesearmsdump. Jackwas SCARED

“How many
times have we
been searched?

Must be about
20 times”

Ireplied thattheydidn'twanttobeat
anyone up.

“Theydo,” the girlsrushed backatme. “Are
youone?”

Dollooklike one?

“Youcan'ttellbythelooks. They'reaterrible
lot. Theyputsafety pins through their cheeks
andevenbabies’ cheeks.”

Whois at fault for such an attitude? Girls, this
bandis more onyourside than your manager
is. Hewas toying with theidea of throwing
them out of the hotel because of their so-called
“badlanguage”. Seethisband. Theyarevery,
veryspecial. IanBirch ®
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Sex Pistols

VIRGIN

What are you waiting for? True
love, school to end, third world/
civil war, more wars in the third
world, aleader,the commandos
tostormthe nextaeroplane, next
week’s NME, The Revolution?

The Sex Pistols album!

Hail, hail, rock’n’roll, deliver
them from evil butlead them not
into temptation. Keep them
quiet/off the street/content.

Hey punk! Youwanna elpee-
sized “Anarchy” single? You
wanna original “Anarchy” black
bag? Youwannabootlegalbum?
You wanna collect butterflies?

Very fulfilling, collecting
things... very satisfying. Keep you
satisfied, make you satiated,
make you fatand old, queueing
fortherock'n’roll show.

The Sex Pistols. They could
have dreamed up the name and
died. The hysterical equation
society makes of love/agun=
power/crime shoved downits
own throat, rubbedinits own
face.See,I'mjustasrepressed
and contaminated as the next
guy. And |l like the Sex Pistols.
Aesthetically, apart from
anythingelse. Three of themare
very good-looking. And the
sound of theband goes...

“Idon’t wanna holiday in the
sunf/lwannago inthe city/
There’s a thousand things
Iwannasay toyou...”
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JohnnyRotten:
markedbyhis
Catholicschooling?

——AlBuys __

REvVT Ew

1977 —

Allvery Weller, but is this
aJaggerlseebeforeme? No,
it's the singles, all four of them -
“Anarchy In The UK”, “God Save
The Queen”, “Pretty Vacant” and
“HolidaysInThe Sun” -
constituting one third (weighit)
of the vinyl. Of course, there are
other greatsongs.

Thisin no first-round knockout.
Thisisno Clash attending the
CBS Convention; no Jam voting
Conservative; no Damned
fucking an American girlwitha
Fender bass; no Stranglers
distorting Trotsky and Lenin for
their own cunt-hating, bully-boy
ends. No, thisisthe Sex Pistols.
The band which (so I'mtold -1
wasn'ttherein the beginning)
starteditall.

Great songs like “Submission”,
anumb-nostrilled “VenusIn
Furs”/“Penetration”/“| Wanna
Be Your Dog”,in form hypnotic, in
content writhing. Pain througha
dull, passive haze. Is that awhipin
your hand or are you abnormal?

“Submission/Going down,
down, dragging her down/
Submission/l can’t tellyou what
I've found.” Smack?

Geeks? Whatamystery and
who grew up onthe New York
Dolls? Dogs yelp as the drill
continues. Most unhealthy and
yalike it like that? Well, it grows
onyou. Abitlike cancer.

Great songslike “No Feelings™:
“| got no emotion for anybody
else/Youbetter understand I’'m
inlove withmyself/My self, my
beautifulself.” Ah, solipsism

SR

rules, as Tony Parsons
used tosay before he
got wise. Good dance
tune, anyway, while
“Problems” saysitall:
“Betyou thought you
knew what | was about/
Bet you thought
you'dsolvedallyour
problems/But YOU
are the problem.”
Whatchagonna
do? Vegetate? Listen
tothe SexPistols
album? Great songs
gone, ineffectual flicks
of the wrist like “New York”,
which probably has David
Johansen quaking in his heels,
and “EMI” -you guessedit,
they're bitching.

“You're only 29/ You gottalot to
learn.” In spite of this inspired
opening, “Seventeen” rambles
alittle and the guitarsdogoona
bit. “ljust speed/That's allIneed.”

Whaddya think so far?

Well, I've saved the best bit for
youto linger over. You've already
heard two songs the band
co-wrote with Sid Vicious (as
opposed to Glen Matlock, The
True Pop Kid): “EMI” and
“Holidays In The Sun”.Here's the
third. It’s called “Bodies”.

“She was agirlfrom
Birmingham/She hadjust had an
abortion/She was a case of
insanity/Her name was Pauline,
shelivedinatree/She was ano
one who killed her baby/She sent
her letters from the country/She
was an animal/She was a bloody
disgrace/Bodies/I'mnotan
animal/Draggedonatablein
afactory/lllegitimate place to
be/Inapacketinalavatory/Die
little baby screaming/Bodies/
Screaming fucking bloody mess/
Not ananimal/It’s an abortion/
Mummy/I'mnot an abortion/
Throbbing squirm/Gurgling
bloody mess...”

What? Good God. Was|
shocked! Did | jump!Is that what
they wanted, to shock people?
Smartboys. Do they meanit?Isit
satire of the most dubious kind?
Did John's Catholic schooling

leave its mark? | don’t know
where “Bodies” is coming
fromanditscares me.lIt’s
obviously a gutter view of
sex/dirt/blood/
reproductionandif the
songisanattackonsuch
amentality it'sadmirable.

But, as with “Holidays In
The Sun”, Rotten never
allows himself to make a
moraljudgementand,
going by things he's said, he
seemsrefreshingly capable
of making them.lwish he
would. | wishhe would say that
East Germany is presently
organising itself better than
West Germany -or vice versa, if
that's what he believes. | wish the
SexPistols had saidin “Bodies”
that women should notbe
forcedtoundergo suchsavagery,
especially withina “welfare” state.

I'msick of unlimited tolerance
and objectivity,becauseitleads
to annihilation. | wish everyone
would quit sitting on the fencein
the middle of the road. I think
“Bodies” willbe open to much
misinterpretation and that to
issue it was grossly irresponsible.

Many of these songs (under new
names) also crop up on their
bootleg album - plus “Satellite”,in
which the Pistols give the finger
tothe provinces, and “Just Me”,
which has anon-existent tune and
frightening words: “Youwannabe
me/Didn’t I foolyou?” The singing
isdone with much less expertise.
Rotten soundingsick to death. It's
amuch betterrecord.

Idon’treally know anything
about music, but the Sex Pistols
seem to play as well asanyone
I've heard, and I've heard Jimi
Hendrix and Pete Townshend
records. | never knew what was
meant by “guitar hero” -it sounds
like the kind of phrase a mental
retard might mouth. “Guitar
hero” -youmeanasin “war hero”,
thatkind of thing?

Why should anyone wish to play
more usefully than Steve Jones,
ordrummore elaborately than
Paul Cook, or play better bass
than Sid Vicious? What purpose
coulditserve tooutdo them?

Sowhat are the Sex Pistols?

For the tabloids awelcome rest
from nubiles (sex and violence in
their name alone and drugs too,
if you count Rotten’s speed
dalliance); for the dilettantes, a
new diversion (Ritzhas a monthly
punk column); for the promoters,
anew product to push; for the
parents,anew excuse; forthe
kids, anew way (in the tradition of
the Boy Scouts, the terraces and
one-upmanship)in which to
dissipate their precious energy.




Johnny Rotten, Oliver Twist of
this generation. “l wannasome
MORE, Malcolm!” Julie Burchill,
NME Novs

Allman And Woman
WARNERS

When The Clash cut “I'm So
Bored With The USA” they
couldn’thave heard this album,
yetit's eminently applicable. And
it could only have happenedin
the States;it’s hard to think of a
British couple who would have
the arrogance to come up with
this collection of mediocrity.

The bad news starts with the
grossly sexist title Gregg and
Cher Allman have chosen for
their duo status, Allman And
Woman, which reduces one of
the most outstanding female
singers of thelast decade orso to
therole of amere chattel of an
average Southernrocker.

Perhaps, however, Cher
consentedtoberelegated to
worse thansecond bestinan
attempt to keep her own name off
the album, in which case she’s
takenawise step. Her subservient
role continues throughinto the
music, where she's forced tosing
fartoolowto getdownto the
level of hubby. Even when she’s
singingonher own, on“Island”,
she barely sparks, buther
unrestrained sexuality comes
through. By contrast, Gregg's
solo spot, “Shadow Dream Song”,
isgrotesque, ashe groans out the
ballad, bum notes andall.

Asaduotheyseemtohave
started out with the intention of
becoming a white Marvin Gaye
and Tammi Terrell and get off to
agoodstart with “Move Me”, a
lively'60s-style song on which
they give afairimpersonation of
the Motown pair. They keep up
the momentum through “l Found
You, Love”, bright and breezy and
notunlike “It Takes Two”, then
start to go downhill with “Can
YouFool”. They meet their
Waterloo onthe fourth track,an
unspeakable version of Smokey
Robinson’s “You've Really Got A
Hold OnMe” which they manage
toturnintoadirge. There’sno
way that anyone can match the
Miracles’ definitive original, of
course, but there’s plenty of
scope foragoodreading of this
song, as Eddie Money has proved
on his debut album.

Fromhere, Gregg's singing gets
worse, Cher loses enthusiasmand
the songs mostly become maudlin
ballads. If it didn’t represent such
awaste of talent, this album would
be ajoke. Perhaps they should
have called it Funny And Cher.
Michael Oldfield, MM Nov 26

Sad Café RCA

Aremarkable debut album that
augers well not only for the group
but for all music makers working
within the framework of British
rock.Sad Café are one of the
bestbandstoemergeinsome
time, and side two, in particular,
of this engrossing programme
represents a sustained peak of
achievementrare onalbums.ltis
literally aperformance, with each
piece, song orinstrumental,
slottinginto the next one, with
barely apause for breath.

Although all the compositions
arerichly varied they seemto
follow alogical path, as the
moods and tempos switch
around.Side onetendstobe
more patchy. The opener,
“Babylon”,is certainly agood
introduction to their music, forit
featurestheir keyingredients.
These are distinctive lead vocals
from Paul Young, plenty of back-
up vocal harmonies, violent lead
guitar from the passionate
Ashley Mulford, an orchestral
approach toarrangements, and
the sophisticated keyboard work
of themanlargely responsible for
thosearrangements, VicEmerson.

“Black Rose”, their single,
concludes the first side andis
rather too obviously influenced
by Hall & Oates, but the band are
still finding their feet, so
doubtless more of their own
personality willemerge, as
indeed it doesonthesecond
segment. Opening withan
instrumental by Emerson entitled
“The Further Adventures Of Mad
Alan”,itis nice to hear him
consciously get away fromrock
cliches and employ strange
chordal devices to create amood
of menace and mystery. The
guitar cuts across the organ
chords like a psychotic killer
advancing on his victim. The
piece finally resolvesinto “Fanx
Ta-Ra”, whichisasongabout the
aftermath of love, hence the
cover picture.

The band’s music makesits
impactimmediately, and the best
way to enjoy this
albumistostart
atthe beginning
andletitbuild
rather than
extractodd
tracks. | have
afeeling that
this time next
year we may be
toasting them
asourBrightest
Hope. Theyare
certainly one of
mine. Chris Welch,
MM Oct8

SINGLES

Wire HARVEST

Magnificent “Sweet Jane” riff
repetition, ludicrous surfing
back-up vocals, heavy petting
inthe middle of afire fight from
veterans of the Roxy era
overcoming the age barrier
with ashambling punkathised
pop-consciousness and one
for suitable vinyl fodder fora
K-Tel Presents Punky Waver
Explosion. Aimed at the
position which willsoonbe held
by The Rich Kids. NMENov 26

Bill Withers
CBS

Just onelook at you, he knows
it'sgonnabealovely day. And
the world’s all right with him,
heknowsit’sgonnabealovely
day. Gentle soul-jog with
“dah-dah-dee” Beach Boys
harmonies over soothing
strings-and-ribbon section,
content platonic eternity
fraternity pin wallpaper music
suitable for the re-runs of
Lassky And Crutch. NMENov 26

June1977:
TalkingHeads

taketheir
“feyfunk”to
Amsterdam

Talking Heads

SIRE

Fey funk for passive
intellectuals with added
ingredients of hesitant steel
band backing David Byrne's
contrived flitty yelp. Their
unfulfilled promise disappoints
while hardly causing long winter
nights of insomnia. NMENov 26

Wings CAPITOL

Nice cover pic of the Isle Of
Davaar on the west coast of
Scotland. Thisis a tribute-in-
songtotheareain Argyllshire
where Friendly Macca has his
tweelittle hideaway. The
Campbeltown pipe band, with
whom Wings posed for the
cover of The Campbeltown
Courier, all sound good,
especially Johnny Sinclair, but
the song sucks onice. NMENov19

Bob Marley & The Wailers

ISLAND

“Punky Reggae Party” was
celebrated before it was even
released because of all
thosereferencesto The
Clash, The Jam, The Slits,
The Damned, Dr Feelgood,
etc, etc...butit’s more of
avague goodwill gesture
to the punks than anything
else.It'sbest toregard this
Lee Perry/Bob Marley
collaboration effort as just
awelcome, worthwhile
B-side to the excellent
“Jamming” (from the
Exodus album, natch)

than any kind of cosmic
statement. NMENov19
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BUZZCOCKS

—  DECEMBERS—

HEPIZZA PARLOUR muzak is anever-ending, damne
loop-tape of ageing session men bleating out sanitised
smash hits for swinging teens, etcetera.
Crown Topper, false-teeth, wrinkled interpretations o
Anything YouWannaDo”, of TheModern Lovers’ “Road
them, Lord, theyknownotwhat they do) of the Sex Pistol:
well as arteriosclerosistic carbon copies of The Jam, Clash, Damned, Str
justabout every other namein the coterie of punky-waver elite thathas
gobbed onbythe UK’s enlightened hordes of safety-pinheads... except

With mixed feeling of reliefand slack-jaw shock, I gaze atmyPizza Put:
Surely the high-calibre credentials of theMancunianinnovators would
thefirstinline for the dubious honour of having abastardised represen
included on any punk-pizza-rock-muzakloop-tape?2?

Buzzcocks were one of the veryfirstset of collective talents to band tog
1976 in the wake of the cataclysmic auralupheaval instigated by Malco
Boys. They played their debut gig the following month supporting the S
Manchester’s Free Trade Hall. Buzzcocks terminated their setwhenthe
drummer boy, the gangling John Maher, deserted hisskinstofleeintai
the crowd and outinto thenight.

From there Buzzcocks went on to playsupport to the Pistols at thefirst
giginIslington; to play Day One of the 100 Club Festival with the Pistols
the expelled Damned on the Pistols’ Anarchy Tour coach; and tosuppo
Harlesden Cinemagigon their White Riot Tour.

Thelastwasjustafter theybecame thefirstband to form theirownind
inthe dawning of thisyear when theyreleased the classic, precious, pric
EP on their NewHormoneslabel. “Spiral Scratch” was arguablythefine
InThe UK”.No fewer than 16,000 of thelittle black beauties were bagged
Buzzcocks themselves from the frontroom of manager Richard Boon’s
Buzzcocksvinyl even occupied thelasttwo tracks on the Live At The Rox

Allthat...and whatdo theyget, oh-oh, whatdo theyget?

Insleepy London Town there’s just no place on a Pizzaland punk-muz
abunch ofridiculously underrated Northern cults.

“Oh, they’llgetaround to ‘Orgasm Addict’,” comments Pete Shelleyd
of pizzainto his mouth. “It’s this commercial world welivein...” »
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BuzzcocksinNovember
1977:(l-r) Steve Diggle,

PeteShelley, Steve
GarveyandJohnMaher
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NotthatBuzzcocks give atoss about Babylon, despite theirimpeccable
punky-waver credentials. Coming out of Manchester mayhave blinkered
therecord corporations when it came to snapping up this combo for the
dottedline ofarecording contract, but thisminordisadvantage has
beenmore than compensated for by the beneficial aspects of their
geographicallocation; Buzzcocks were never under pressure to follow
apunkpartylinelike some of their contemporariesin London.

InManchester, fashion as exclusive dictatorship of a silver-spoon elite
justdoesn'texist. Buzzcocks have evolved at their own pace. They’re very
special and they knowit; ifthe rest of the world doesn’t ... well, they’ll
catchupsoonerorlater, and ifthey don’t that’s strictly their ownloss.

“Ifwe'd been from London we would have been signed up ayear ago, but
wewouldn’tbein the position we arenow,” Shelley asserts. “The music
industryis centralised, whichis moretoits detrimentthanours...

“Ihate London, it’sjustanother city. We know-fairly certain—the things
thatwewantto doand howwewantto do them.Ifwe'dbeen caughtupin
therushinthebeginningwe wouldn’thavebeen given the breathing
spacetoworkon the direction we want to take. We werein norush to sign.”

Shelley smiles, wryly. “Until United Artists came along, all the interest
was fairlylow profile anyhow.”

diminutive and quietly defiant in his unfashionably

conservative taste for sartorial elegance—atwo-piece three-
button electric-blue angora-goat’s-hair suit worn with a bright-yellow
rollneck, the same two-tone colour combination that dominates on
both thelabel and cover of Buzzcocks’ first United Artists single,
“OrgasmAddict” b/w “Whatever Happened To?”.

“Ithasn’tbeenbanned,” assertsthe trenchant Shelley. “Itjusthasn’t
beenplayed.”

John Maheris elsewhere noshing Anglo eggand chips, so only two
other Buzzcocks are presentin the pizzahouse—the Pinocchio-featured,
painfullyshy Steve Diggle (back-up vocals and staccatorhythm guitar
to Shelley’slead) and theirlatestrecruit, watchful, silent bassist Steve
Garvey, who resembles Bruce Foxton’skid brotherand was draftedinto
replacetheejected, difficult man-mountain, Big Garth, kicked out
because Buzzcocks believe thatagroup cannotbe a therapeutic vehicle
for the problems of one member.

“Itwas getting to the pointwhereifhe’d beenin muchlongerand didn’t
dosomedrastic changing—whichwe didn’t thinkhe’d be able to do—-then
therewouldn’tbeaBuzzcocksatall, we'd alljustfreak out,” opines
Shelley, whoisbasicallyashyperson butwith growingself-confidence.

Shelley co-founded Buzzcocks with thatenigmatic, natty-baldhead
Howard Devotowhen the latter stuck up anotice at their college
requesting contactwith like-minded soulsinterested in formingaband.
Shelleywas the only person who replied. The two spentafewdaysin
London checkingout the capital’s fast-evolving seminal punkscene, and
gottheband’s moniker from a Time Outreview of Rock Follieswhich
contained the phrase “Gettingabuzz, cocks!”.

Theywereintroduced to Steve DiggleinJune '76 by Malcolm McLaren
atthefirstPistols gigin Manchester. They foundJohn Maher through an
adin Melody Makerand at the beginning of this

P ETE SHELLEY IS short, sharp and slyly urbane; dapper,

“Ifsomeone out there can gobrightintoyour
mouth... well, it'sthenearestyoucangettoa
Frenchkissfrom30yards.”

Butitwould appear that the cocky cockney
sparrersare catchingon fast. “Thelasttime we
played London, there wasnowherenearas
many chairsand glasses thrownatusasthe
time before.”

Thelove maybe betrayed, bitter,

- vitriolic and vengeful, butitslove
nevertheless. Shelley’sincisive lyrics are the
work of a neoteric Smokey Robinson bearing
agrudge. The direction of the band altered
after the Devoto departure, Buzzcocks
featuring Shelley out front after he took
charge oflimelight chores seeming more of
aquintessentially pop-oriented band and
less the vehicle for a tortured, angst-ridden
artistwith awidow’s peak.

The Marqueehas got the House Full sign up outside. Inside the
Establishment Punk, vertical gyration and long-distance French Kissing
isreachingperspiration pointas Shelleyand Diggle fret-thrash the
juddering, abruptly staccato opening chords to Buzzcocks’ ode to
ashot-nerved unrequited lusthabit, “Breakdown”.

“Well-if-I-seem-a-little-jittery!I-can’t-restrain-myself...”

Shelley controls the crowd with a polite deceptive grace, anatural
performerwith sufficient confidence in his ability to performlive not
tofeeltheneed to assault the audience with mandatory punky-waver
contrived belligerence.

JohnMaheris continuallyhead-bowed and relentlessly solid on skins,
hisworkat theback of the stage meshingwith Steve Garvey’s voluble
basslines, the neophyte Buzzcock’s playing obviously still feeling its way
(Lancashire’sanswer to Sid Vicious?), while his studied cool visual is
infinitelymore commercially viablein the teen-appeal stakes than that
oftherotund, revolving Garth. AndI couldn’thelpwonderingifthe
expulsion of the Gentle Giant at this crucial stage of the Buzzcocks’
scalingofthe heights was perhaps made with amoreruthless calculation
than Shelleywould have youimagine.

Butthat’s conjecture; Buzzcocks are nowmore ofaliveband than
they’'ve ever been before, including the early Devoto days. Asalways,
Digglelooks mildly surprised to find himself on stage, his guitar
emanatingajuddering, Wilkoesque stutter as abase for Shelley to cut
short, sharp, savage flicks of the plectrum, giving Buzzcocks the sound of
ahumming, brachiatiate circular saw thatincorporates the concisionand
rock-action speed of la mode punkaiswhile exercisingarefreshing control
of dynamics thatonly the best ofthe newbands have been able to master.

It’srich, rhythmicand addictivelyrepetitive, perhapsreachingits most
perfectexpression on the adventurousinstrumentalrecitation
“Pulsebeat”. Maherrepeats adrumroll of devastatingbrevity while the
otherthree Buzzcocks dance, eyes closed with

D 3 UZZCOCKS SING LOVE songs.

year, asinterestgrewin theband afterthe
release of “Spiral Scratch”, Devotoleft
Buzzcockstostretchhis talentsin other
directions, feelinga growing distaste for
performinglive and extremereluctance to
commithimselftoanythingasdrasticas
arecording contract.

“Howard thoughthewould beunable to
experimentifheremainedintheband,” Shelley
comments, stiflingayawn. “Igetbored with
peopleaskingabout Howard. Tonightis the
63rd Buzzcocks gig (the second of the Marquee

“I try to keep
the lyrics
I write
ambisexual”

theirinstruments silent, then asoneman
cuttingrich, full, abruptslices of sound that
build to the contagious, intelligent magic with
which they climaxthe show.

Doing “Pulsebeat” as thelastnumber shows
in Buzzcocksawillingness to experiment that
nootherbandinthe UK can match, together
with the panache, aplomb, self-possession and
ability to pullit off. At the bar The Clash’s Mick
Jonesreelswith stunned admiration. “They’re
theonlybandinthe countrywho’d darefinish

Buzzcocksbrace) and Howard only played the
first11-hewasonlythereattheverybeginning.”

Theirdisdain for Babylon’s streets of chichasmeantadisappointing
paucity of Buzzcocks’ gigsin the capital; before the two Marquee dates
they’d played London only four timesin 1977.

“It’'sthe onlyplace we getgobbed on,” Shelley smirks. “Onlyin London
and otherliberated places... Itused to piss me off, butnowIunderstand
thatit'samarkofrespect...”

Hiseyesarewide with mock-awe.
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with that,” he gasps. “Fuckingbrilliant.”
“Thankyou, goodnight!” Shelley shoutsinto
themicastheystumble off, broughtback foran encore of the Spiral Scratch
track “Time’s Up”, the story of the disintegration ofa teenage couple’s
relationship when the intention’s unjustand the commitment’sunequal.

T'vebeenwaiting at the supermarket, standingin line with beans
(CASHUP)

I'vebeen waitingat the post office for sticky pictures of the Queen
(STICKUP)



BUZZC0CKS

Decembern,1977:
toppingabillwith
SubwaySectand
Siouxsie&The
Bansheesatthe
Roundhouse

AndnowI'mwaiting for YOU, to get yourself
good and ready MAKEUP)

Say to myselfis this what they mean by going steady

(BREAKUP)

AndT'vebeen waitingin the waitingroom

AndI'vebeensittingin thesittingroom

AndnowI'mwhiningin thediningroom

Waiting foryou is like waiting for the man in the moon

Twasreally smouldering, so Ibought a pack of King Size cigarettes
(STOODUP)

This hanging around’s killing me if you just come along and have no
regrets (GIVEUP)

Icallyour number andyour mother tellsmeyou'restillin bed (GET UP)
When you get to the phoneyour voice is thick and sexy, shoots through
thetop of my head (HANGUP)

AndI'vebeen standingin the standingroom

AndI've been smokingin the smokingroom

AndnowI'mdyingin thelivingroom

I'm gonna forgetwhatIcame for herereal soon
Isaidyourtime’sup/Metoo

I'moutonaccountofyou

Your time’s up/Me too

AndI'moutonaccountofyou

Yeah, your time's up/Your time’s up/Right up

“There’sbitternessin oursongs, yeah,” concedes Shelley. “But there’s
hopeinthem, too.Ihave gotatendencytoself-pity, butIrealise that’snot
thewayto getanythingdone, bymakingmyselfamartyr...”

Buzzcocks. “Whatever Happened To?” - “Your love is a cashed cheque...”
“It'smore pissed-off frustration than self-pity,” says Shelley. “It’s like,”
hefree-associates, “whensomeoneyoureally care about does something
stupid and youwish theyhadn’tdoneit, you're justsorry that they've

donethat.”

Shelleysees the scenein Manchester asinfinitelymore healthy than
in London, andrightly so, citing the attitude of young Manchester
musicianswho areinto bands for the simple rush of playing and not
expectingto getsigned up by arecordlabel assoon as they step out of the
garage... becauseitjustdoesn'thappenlike thatup there... whichiswhy
there’snotabandinthewhole of London fittolick the plectrums of
virtualunknowns The Fall.

“I'dbeanervouswreckintwoweeksifllivedin London,” Shelley admits.

Of course, Manchesteris far froman aural promised land and has gotiits
share of drosslike anywhere else, but thereis a precious vitality about the
city thatLondon (and others) sorelylacks. Anditall emanated from the
sameraw material thatall classicrock sprouts from: boredom, boredom,
boredom, bor-dum, bor-dum.

You know that Isay whatImean
Isaywhatcomestomymind
BecauseInever getaround to things
Iliveastraight, straight, line

You know me, 'mactingdumb

You know the scene, very hum-drum

Boredom, boredom, boredom
NowI'mlivinginthis movie

Neoteric=newfangled, in themodernmould

Butitdoesn’'tmoveme
Idon’t mind waiting for the phonetoring
Letitringandringandring, the fuckin’thing!
You knowme, 'mactingdumb
Y’know thescene, very hum-drum
Boredom, boredom, bor-dum, bor-dum, bor-dum
Nowthere’snothingthat’s behind me
I'malready ahas-been, because my futureain’t what it was
Well, IthinkIknow the words thatImean...

Whatdid you think of the Roxyalbum?
“Ithoughtitwasapiece ofshitbecauseitwassolousy,”
Shelleysays calmly. “Likeifsomeone dugup an old essay of
yoursanditgot printed and everybodysaid, ‘Wow, that’s great!’
Butwedon'tregretmaking mistakes, itbringsa certain order.”
I'tell Shelley thatagood gauge of the differencein the
atmosphere’s of both London and Manchesteris the way that the
superb John Cooper Clarke wasreceived at the Vortexand the last
nightofthe Electric Circusrespectively; in Manchester the kids stomped,
clapped, roared with laughterand even danced (notbad forapoet),
whereasin London the punks threwbottles.
Shelleynods. “It’'ssad that peoplein London can’tappreciate something
new and excitingsimply becauseithasn’'tbeen deemed cool...”
ButLondon ain’tthe only place where Buzzcocks have encountered
bigots. “We played Leeds Polytechnicand Ihappened tobewearinga
Manchester Unitedshirt... and theywenttotally crazy,” recallsabemused
Shelley. “HowwasIto knowwhatitwas;Thavenointerestinfootball
whatsoever...'venothingagainststudents per se, but Buzzcocks would
never playastudents-onlygig. It'stoo much of an exclusive thinglike
beingasked toplayaMasonic Halloradartsteam.It’salotbetter to play
aCBS conventionthanastudent-onlygig... youfeellikeacabaretgirl.”

success. Buzzcocks run through the four Spiral Scratch tracks
(“Friends Of Mine”, “Boredom”, “Time’s Up” and “Breakdown”)
plus “Sixteen”, “No Reply”, “Whatever Happened To?”, “Orgasm
Addict” (Shelley: “It’s about people who use other people merely for
the orgasm because they can’thandle a proper relationship; that’s
too dangerous”), “Oh Shit”, “Pulsebeat”, “Love Battery”, “Fiction
Romance” (Shelley: “It’s about the commercialisation oflove in things
like Romeo And Juliet or The Little House On The Prairieto such an
extent that every time you have aminor heartache, you build it into
so much more through sheer theatrical melodrama”) and their next
single, the outrageously magnificent “What Do 1 Get?”, pure pop for
tomorrow people thatis destined to be written down as the finest
single of thisyear (including Spiral Scratch).
Musically, it’s “Do Anything You Wanna Do” without the contrived
sense of epic, whilelyricallyit's worthy of SmokeyRobinson athis finest,
andnothinggetsbetter than that.

T HE SECOND DATE atthe Marquee is another unqualified

Ijustwannalover like any other—whatdo1get?
Ijustwannasomeone to never forget—what do Iget?
WhatdoIget—oh-oh?/WhatdoIget?

“Thesongsaren’tcomplete stories,” Shelley tells me. “You've got to put
yourselfinto them for them to takelife.”

Doyoufeel the need to keep your own sexual preference out of your
lyricsand/orinterviews?

“Itrytokeep thelyricsIwrite ambisexual. IfIwasagreatbutch macho
rock-guitaristsinging songs aboutlayingall the groupies, thenit
wouldn'tmean anything towomen or the people Iworkwith.Idon’tlike
excluding people fromideas simplybecause of their gender.

“And alsoifIwrote songslike Tom Robinson aboutbeinggay thenI'd
beexcludinganother partoftheaudience. And becauseI'maman, if
Isangsongsaboutmale/female gender thenit’s going to cut out more
people.Ienjoywritingsongs thatdo not exclude anyone.

“Theonlypeople they exclude are people who don’'tknowanything
aboutlove.” TonyParsons ®

RAY STEVENSON / REX FEATURES
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HONTH BY NONTH

Co next...
in 1978

OTHATWAS 1977. We meantit, man.

Certainly, that’s not it from our reporters on the beat. The
staffers of NME and Melody Maker enjoyed unrivalled access
to the biggest stars of the time, and cultivated a feel for the
rhythms ofadiversifyingscene; asthe times changed, so did
they. While in pursuit of the truth, they unearthed stories

thathave come to assume mythicalstatus.

That’s very much the territory of this monthly magazine. Each month,
The History Of Rockwill be bringing you verbatim reports from the pivotal
eventsinpop culture, oneyearamonth, oneyearatatime. Nextup, 1978!

KATE BUSH

APHENOMENALNEW arrival on the scene. The singer from South-East
London brings a completely theatrical avant-garde pop, all delivered in
an unprecedented voice. Is it contrived? “I just opened my mouth and it
came out,” she says. “Honest.”

BOB DYLAN

BACK WITH A huge band, and an engaging line in stage banter, Dylan
even finds time for an informal chat with the MM. “I turned round in
Japan and saw a pair of breasts on stage,” he says of his newly “sexy”
show. “Ithought then that something’s gotta be done about this.”

THEJAM

PAULWELLERAND band visit America. A support slot with Blue Oyster
Cultisn’t rapturously received by band or audience, while Weller feels
stungby the fate of The Jam’s firstalbum. “In afewyears’ time,” asserts
Weller, “people will realise how good itwas.”

PLUS...

DAVID BOWIE!
SUICIDE!
ROLLING STONES!
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| FROM THE MAKERS OF UNCUT |

THE HISTORY OF

CK

Every month, we revisit long-lost NME and Melody Maker interviews
and piece together The History Of Rock. This month: 1977.
“In1977 Ihopel getto heaven/’CosIbeentoolongonthedole...”

THE CLASHSAW LONDONBURNING
DAVID BOWIEMADE LOW AND “HEROES”
THESEXPISTOLSBROUGHT ANARCHY TO EUROPE

...and KEITH MOON, LED ZEPPELIN, BUZZCOCKS,
ELVIS COSTELLO, MUDDY WATERS and many more
shared everything with NME and MELODY MAKER

More from UNCUT...
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