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GOOD CLEAN PUNK

For most people, ‘punk rock’ still means four-letter words, safety-pin jewellery, and a rude song about

the Queen, After the Sex Pistols' infamous |.|ugu.|g:- on TV, concerts were cancelled, contracts torn
up, and righteous outrage swept the land. Punk, it seemed, was sunk. But eight months is an eon in
Pop; the record companies, hungry for a genuine youth phenomenon, have swallowed their misgivings
and re-opened their cheque books. Punk, deodorised and re-packaged as the ‘New Wave', is here to

Stay - at least for half an hour. Report by Gordon Burn; photographs by David Montgomery

Above: assorted punk fans in Chelmsford on the ‘White Riot 77° tour. Right: The Clash, most politi-
cal of the ‘New Wave' groups; left to right: Paul Simonon, Joe Strummer, Nicky Headdon, Mick Jones
The ‘new wave” had made the charts — the Jam, that confirmed they had yet to be exposed to the
the Damned, the Clash and the Stranglers all had  real thing. Their idea of what was ‘punk’ was
albums in the Top 30 - but it was clear the reality based on features in the music papers and banner-
of it still hadn’t penetrated as far as Newcastle. headline reports in the Swn. The rest of the
It was a haphazard mob who crashed through the audience was made up of the mildly curious, the
wall of undergraduate stewards at the Students’ openly sceptical, and some who obviously thought
Union. Inside, they fell in a scrum before a they had taken their lives into their hands and
platform dominated by a blow-up of last year’s had come only out of a sense of daring.
Notung Hill riots. ‘Punk rock’ - ‘this grotesque, insulting, anti-
Their accessories were modish enough — paper  life festival of moral and spiritual anarchy’ one
clips, safety pins, of course, ripped shirts, plastic commentator called it; ‘puke rock’ to the News of
g sandals — but they were thrown together in a way  the World - had been labouring under an 3h—>




CHKE 100 cxpemsive o sttend,
songs that were no reflection of ther
lives -~ had been widely put about.
Sull though, very fow at the Studenn”
Union in Newanthe had any real wdes
what to capect of & package optimintic -
ally, rather than provocatively, called
“White Riot - 77" They soon found
out

The S we an all-girl group
frooted by a 15-year-old who, when
abe na't holding a dirty mac wide to
reveal black latex tghty and bakind
knickers, i tatting her hair up into
tumbleweed with s pink plastic
comb. The other girls, sweating
wisde therr own vausage-akin bond-
age-chic, remun umpassive in the
face of Arusa’s tantrums, which are
slmost = spinted on-stage @ they
are off, and ber nicely obscene line in

them, however, they can be unpre-
dictable It's not unheard of for the
sioger to be two songs shead of the

unrelenting”, the very qualities thet
are, however, its strengths

Im the same way that the Shin-
heads and foothall thugs were &
reactson agaost the love-and-pesce

To call the munic crude, though
~and & bot of it certainly s~ », in
& way, to mim the pomnt. ‘Dole-queue
rock” has taken off the way it has
becaune, for the first ume in & geners-
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Keith Morris
Left to right, Dave Vanian, Captain Sensible, Rat Scabies and Brian
James are The Damned, first of the younger New Wave bands to break big.

Theres a Henkell of a difference

New Wave band to break big. Their
first single on Stiff, ‘New Rose’,
sold over 10,000 copies. (The
Damned are abetted here by pro-
ducer Nick Lowe who speeds up the
mstrumental backing track by 10
per cent before Dave Vanian puts on
his vocals!) Onstage they present a
totally berserk visual image without
letting their high-energy music drift
into chaos.

Unfortunately the polities of the
New Wave seem to be getting
rather incestuous. The managers of
both the Sex Pistols and the Clash
refused to let their leaders be

photographed with representatives
of the Damned and the Jam at the

request of this magazine. ‘Those
groups are doing something entirely
different from us,’ protested Clash
manager Bernard Rhodes, ‘so we
don’t. want to be associated with
them. We're making a statement
about how we see society, we're
trying to do something about it.
You can’t say that about the
Damned. They're just keeping the
record companies fat.’

No one can doubt the authorita-
tiveness with which many New
Wave musicians know life at the
bottom. Joe Strummer, singer with
the Clash, was on the dole for so
long that the Department of Em-
ployment wanted to send him to
a special centre to rekindle his will

petween being alive and hvmg

to work. Guitarist Mick Jones was

oventually given a job by the

Social Becurity — opening the mail

during the IRA letter-bomb eam.

paign.

‘Career opportunities

The ones that never knock

Every job they offer you is to keep you
out the dock

Career opportunities

They offered me the office

They offered me the Shop

They said I'd better take anything
they got.’

Adopting the archetypal ag-
gressive punk stance, Joe Strummer
claims: ‘I don’t actually care what
people think of what we're saying

. I don’t even care whether any-
body listens or not. I don’t give a
shit if anybody tries to change
society or not as a result of what
we're doing, but I ain’t gonna let
anyone stop me saying what I feel
about it . . . because I know that
society stinks. The Clash ain’t
inciting anyone! We're just reflecting
the truth that we see. It may not
be very pleasant, but it is what we
see. If our audiences are as angry as
we are about it, then maybe they’ll
do something about it. But it’s their
responsibility.’

Whoever’s responsibility it may
be, Clash certainly don’t do things
by half-measures when it comes to
venting their wrath. They approach
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Youll never forget
what you were celebrating,

oAl e '171*'



recent  avalanche of new wave
' fanzines like Skum, Negative Re-
action, Ghast Up, Ripped & Torn,
Penetration and London's Burning.
Printed by the very cheapest
methods, the pages are stapled
together at the corners and the
contents typed or hand-written
direct on to the ‘art-work’ alongside
bleached.out, monochrome photo-
graphs and the occasional crude
line drawing.

The articles, record and gig
reviews are about artists with
bizarre and esoteric names that are
now starting to filter through from
their staunchly clandestine under-
ground to the conventional music
scene. The Clash, Stranglers,
Damned and Sex Pistols have al-
ready dented the smooth veneer of
the music business hit-machine,
while the Buzzcocks, Adverts,
Cortinas, Subway Sect, Prefects,
Eater, Slaughter & The Dogs and
dozens of others, are still working it
out in garages and basements up
and down the country.

Just like the underground press
of the late sixties, all the fanzines
are rather parochial and utterly
biased. The editors’ obvious enthus-
iasm for the subject matter tran-

£We're just reflecting
the truth that we see.
If our audiences are
as angry as we are,
then maybe they’ll do
something.?

scends conventional publishing
principles such as objectivity,
grammar or sometimes oven the
merest pretence of literacy. Not
that it really matters to the readers
- . . there never was much cultural
subtlety in rock'n'roll. The
editorials and reviews are full of
outrageous libel, much of it gratuit-
ous; but, as Mark P. explains, “The
ides is to shock, to get people
moving, get "em up off their arses.
Kids today amin't got much of a
ehance, the schools don't really try
t0 educate you unless you live in a
Smart area and you've got money.
And even if they did, what are you
gonna do when you come out, work
In some stinking supermarket or
factory or, more likely, go straight
on the dole? Mine's the best, but
the thing is that anyone can produce
a fanzine, and a lot of people do.
The music papers ean’t really relate
to what the new wave is all about,
they just want a few groups to
break into the charta. . . .’

Not that Mark P. hasn’t tried to
improve the situation. In one issue
of Sniffin’ Glue he published dia-
grams of three guitar chords with
the caption ‘NOW FORM A
UP!" Mark’s editorial team

MAGAZINE 10 JULY 1877

conmsts of Harry T. Murlowski
(business manager and photo
grapher) and Steve Miok. Th
magazine s produced in a eramped
office lent to them by a rock
promoter, Miles Copeland, off

Oxford Street, although until re
cently it was put out fromn Mark's
parents’ council flat in Deptford

Mark reckons that they
about break even, despite the 30p
cover price and recent record
company advertising at between
£40 and ‘whatever we can hit "em
for' a page. Distribution of Glue,
plus most of the other fanzines, is
handled by Geoff Travis, proprietor
of Rough Trade Records in Lon-
don's Notting Hill Gate. Rough
Trade is something of a mecca for
new wave records and ephemera,
being one of the first shops to
import the American punk records
which musically, if not socially,
inspired many of the British bands.
While in America last year, Travis
heard a lot of New York groups,
and picked up copies of the original
American punk rock mag, Punk.

Travis said: ‘I loved the music
*cos it was such an exciting alter-
native to Top Twenty saccharine
like Smokey and the Bay City
Rollers. So when I came back I
borrowed some money and opened
this shop. It more or less coincided
with the start of Sniffin’ Glue,
which we distributed to specialist
record stores and bookshops. We'll
sell absolutely any magazine that
anyone brings into the shop. There’s
new ones coming out virtually
every week, and I can’t see the
movement getting anything but
bigger.”

Ah yes, ‘the movement’. We
heard the same term about the
hippies in 1967, but a decade of
decaying social and economie values
has changed the nature of youthful
protest very considerably. In the
first six months of 1967 there were
just 71,060 unemployed under the
age of 20. Today there are 252,328,
Even more centres have been
ripped out of our cities and replaced
with lifeless concrete ringways and
tower blocks. There's less money
around, and less to spend it on in
the way of recreation and live
entertainment. Taxes are higher,
opportunities fewer, freedom
scarcer. The media of the day are
not concerned with the gradual
groundswell of eonfusion and frus-
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tration wuffered by our younger
citizens.

80 onee again the kids are
galvanising their outbursts of

energy behind popular heroes and
media of their own, but this time
they're not holding flowers and
lming up their psyches on hash
and LSD. Instead they'ro stamping
their boots and taking the only droé
they can afford, when they can got

it, which is gpood - m|phl.wn:i'::
troot P
sulphate. (The current ® contiouse

Keith Morris

Outside his council flat home in Deptford, Sniffin’ Glue editor Mark P
“The idea is to shock.’ Below, his magazine, first of the punk papers.

TR Rack M Rote M
Fo Paisgads a0 Zunrens | (3 o Taes 15 4 cvOp

€

TS 15 AM




and neither's any of the other bands."

Mark P. displays the same utterly
disarming belief m his own right-
ness a8 Richard Neville in his hey-
day with Oz Naturally enough,
Mark denies that society will

¥ kids who made this shop and
although I sin't making a fortune,
I'm grateful to make a living out of

Ry
£The sheer blind
energy of what's hap-

pening in the New
Wave casts doubts on

the ability of the Es-
tablishment to dish
out its usual prescrip-
tion of bemused enter-
tainment.?

e T SR e Ty,
it. So I'm not going to let some
smart publisher rip them off, al-
though I suppose other shops won't
be so fussy.”

The New Wave s news, and
everyone, from the National Front
to the managing director of CBS
(*The largest recording company in
the world’), would like to think they
are behind it. Perhaps the first man
to realiso this was an affable cockney
of Polish extraction, Andy Czezow-
ski. He rented a gay disco in Neal
Streot, Covent Garden, last Decem.
ber, and turned it over to these
crude bands and an unlikely black

tracted unique  sudience The
nusie h;]- bogan to oheck out
thie commereial possibilitios of these
raucous rock "n’ roll bands from the
suburbs of East and

West London, and the Proess homed
in on the weird, unfathomable hair.
styles, safety-pin jowellery and
m Mlm. Aimless un-
kids in search of some sort

employed i
corporate rit were not dis
:‘ppoinhd. n:‘t.hor were  some
vicarious observers who secretly
envied the self-consciously aggross.
hw’ jumping up and down
to the machine gun music and
ing in the wrong toilots as
Ray Davies of the Kinks sang six.
years earlier in the prophetic Lola.
Girls will be boys and boys will be
girls,
Ifs a mixed-up, shook-up, troubled
world.

The music they were looked into
owed much to American punk
bands like the Ramones, Jonathan
Richman and the Modern Lovers,
most of whom had in turn paid lip-
service to the inspiration of Lou
Reed and John Cale. It was more
than 10 years ago in the States that
Cale and Reed formed the Velvet
Underground under the ‘direction’
of Andy Warhol and began their
histrionie, bitingly accurate ob-
servations of drug addicts, trans-
vestites and perverts of every kind.

British bands speeded up the
tempo of the original performers.
wrote lyrics which tended to reflect
political rather than sexual or
criminal anomalies and weren’t too
concerned about musical finesse.

CBS Records signed the Clash for
an alleged £100,000, Polydor
gobbled the Jam for nov a lot less,
and both EMI and A & M had their
much publicised and very expensive
honeymoons with the Sex Pistols.

But the smaller companies nurtured

the New Wave - not that they

haven’t been rewarded for the risk.

Island Records signed Eddie and the

Hot Rods over a year ago and have

since had a hit single and an album

(“Teenage Depression’) with the

band. United Artists jumped aboard

with the Stranglers, and their album

‘Rattus Norvegus' promptly zapped

to the upper reaches of the charts,

But the most intriguing example
of recording-biz initiative must be
that of Stiff Records - “The World's

Most Flexible Record Label." Stiff

15 an oasis of insanity. Director Jake
Riviera - who as press officer signs
himself Vinyl Mogul - explains:
T'm  just interested in signing
lunatics, History proves that the
best art comes from crazy people.'

On this philosophy Stiff put out
singles by such no-hopers as the
Tyla Gang, and neo-Hell's Angels
Motorhead.

With the exception of the Sex
Pistols, whose media antics nipped
their success in the bud, the

Damned were the first ‘genuine’
continued
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THE JAM : As the most inventive band of their genre
because they balance their act with '60s favourites

of perceptive insights that established the Whudal,
generation ; the Jam's neat black mohair suits an : a e
They eschew the current revolutionary fervour as being 100 I

THE BUZZCOCKS: Good scratchy
music from a bunch of lads who don't
compromise on decibels. Pete Shelly
handles lead guitar and vocals, Steve
Diggle plays rhythm guitar, Garth is on
bass and John Maher drums. Original
leader Howard Devoto left shortly after
their first EP because, ‘I don't like
music. | don't like movements’. Never-
theless, the Buzzcocks have honed
their act into a well orchestrated caco-
phony.

EATER: Possibly the youngest group
In the new wave, this unpleasant little
craw are managed by 13-year-old
drummer, Dee Generate’'s mum, The
vocalist rejoices in the pseudonym of
Andy Blade and despite their rather
limited musical acumen, they once
claimed to be the band “that would take
over the Sex Pistol's audience’. Not yet
recorded, but this can only be a matter
of time - surely Eater must be the
Osmonds of punk

e Ja
They can exude 1
s the spokesme

b collar shirts €O

endy by ha

GENERATION X: Blonde-haired Billy
Idol fronts a band who come from the
same stable as the Damned, having

once shared the former Roxy Club

luminary Andy Czezowski as manager
Strong on arrangements but invariably
beset by poor PA'systems, Generation
X are likely candidates for the big time
No recording contract at press-time

o
THE ADVERTS : Thanks largely to the
900d looks of their lady bass guitarist,
Gaye Advert, this band accompanied
the Damned on the recent UK tour
Singer TV Smith and girlfriend Gaye
played in their schoolband in Devon
they met the rest of the group in London.
In a world where sexuality is largely
redundant, Gaye rates highly on the
droolometer with both boys and girls.
Whaen she learns to play her instrument
and move around onstage, she'll prob-
ably getarrested for lewd behaviour. One
Stiff single thus far, entitled, with admir-
able honesty, ‘One Chord Wonders.' 3
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It was all good mews for the
promoter, Dave Cork, an indomitable
young entreprencur from Wolver-
hampton who had also stepped in as
tour manager. “Look at that, ¢h?
All them pound notes walking in,”
he'd said o Joe Strummer, but
Strummer had refused to see the
joke. (“Tour managers,” Jones said,
“they stink. They ain’t talking my
language. Same as record company
people. If any of 'em show up round
here I ain’t got nothing to say, ’cause
they ain’t talking the same language
as me. I'm not interested in them at
all.”) Cork was organising the tour
for nothing on the basis that the
Clash, very soon, were going to be
very big. Not that money, he wanted
to make quite clear, was his only
concern. “I'm just pleased there’s
something new,” he said. “Im 25
now, been in the business since T was
18, and I’d seen it all before. It was
dead. But now, all of a sudden, the
excitement is there, the way I
remember it in the days of Hendrix
and the Cream.”

Cork says he lost a lot of friends
through his association with the
Pistols’ ‘Anarchy in the UK’ tour.
And there had been some fears that
‘White Riot’ might face the same
sort of bans when the audience at
one of the first shows, at the Rainbow
in London, resurrected the old ritual
of seat slashing. But once on the road,
the tour had progressed without
major incident. A basic wage ‘of
£25-a-week for cach of the four
members of the Clash, and a bare
subsistence allowance for the other
groups, plus a blanket ban on room
service and the disconnection of all
bedroom telephones — precautions
insisted on by Cork - had more or
less seen to that. :

'I‘hcportcr,d:ough,whopm'olled
them at the hotel after the concert
was convinced that the youths litter-
ing the lounge were the Sex Pistols,

_ the only group he would claim to

have heard of since the Rolling Stones
and the Beatles. But, significantly, it
wasn’t a member of any group who
most conformed to the punk stereo-
type but a wasted boy with Vaselined-
up hair, the Clash’s chief roadie.
‘Rodent’ (a nickname derived as
much from his real name, Rodney,
as from any resemblance he might
have had to a ferret) had been moved
to rip his arms open one night with
the ragged edge of a Coke can to
demonstrate his boredom with a

ig»\

“Most of them kich,thqluua_‘oodtilm," says Hicklona

roomful of students. To relieve the
tedium of the road, he occasionally
added to these bloody scars with the
serrated edge of a table knife. His
background, as far as he’d admit to
one, scemed to be public school and
prison.

(A punk-in-the-making, to be
seen backstage at Clash concerts in
the London area picking up points
of style, is a spindly boy called
Conran, son of the Habitat million-
aire and Shirley ‘Super-woman’. An
extempore equipment humper with
a single ear-ring and the beginnings
of a proletarian drawl, Sebastian was
‘blooded” by being thrown into a
swimming pool fully dressed one
morning at five. But Strummer likes
him: “He’s got a very high-class
voice, but he means well.”)

For themselves, the Clash’s
clothes, onstage and off, betray a
familiarity with the work of Jasper
Johns and Robert Rauschenberg, the
American Pop painters, that they
don’t feel inclined to discuss.
Although their recent histories all
include squatting and the dole, three
of them went to art school, as did
engineer; but, in keeping with their
anti-intellectual stand, they pro-
claim a profound disinterest in ‘art’.
Joe Strummer hates the recent trans-
lation of ‘punk rock’ into the more
respectable-sounding ‘new  wave’,

almost as much as he hates the per-
sistent gossip in the music press
about him being a public school boy.
(“It wasn’t a public school,” he has
explained succinctly. “It was a school
where thick rich people sent their
thick rich kids.”)

“I hate those two words,” Strum-
mer said, “‘new wave’. I much
prefer to call it punk rock. It sounds
tougher. Don’t know why they use the
other words. *Spose they think it
sounds artistic.”

Not given much to socialising,
Strummer had whiled away the
afternoon in his hotel room, sten-
cilling letters that would finally read
‘High Tension’ across a lime-green
shirt to which he had added some
black patches and an arm band. It
was in a feckless attempt to emulate
the Clash, the most innovative and
probably the most ‘committed’ of all
the groups to be thrown up by the
‘new wave’, that Chelsea had just put
out ‘Right To Work’ and the Cor-
tinas were making their bid for the
charts with the very catchy ‘Fascist
Dictator’. But Strummer, who
claims to read only the Sun, says
he knows nothing at all about politics.

“I don't know anmything about
it,” he said. “I don’t know anything
about Marx. I mean, to me, it’s just
a big snore, becaise who wants to
know about all that back-stabbing ?

People say our songs are political

now because we deal in things that
affect daily life, but I ain’t got no
major plan to save the world. ‘Just
think about who’s doing what to you
and what you're going to do about
it,’ is all we're saying. “Think for
youmclﬂl »

As an illustration of their “per-
sonal politics”, the Clash were carry-
ing all the other groups on the tour,
thanks to their two-year contract with
CBS, reputedly worth £100,000. And
Strummer, for one, was feeding
people out of his own £25-a-week
allowance. Inevitably, though, they
were being heckled at their concerts
for selling-out to ‘the system’.
“Geezer down ’ere says we sold
out,” Strummer would announce at

| St Albans. “Well, if we hadn’t

signed with CBS none of you lot
would’ave of heard of us. So stuff

that down your gizzard.”

“The world’s full of people who
think you’ve got to adopt the hippy
ideal, make everything Alternative,
and ignore all the existing structures.
Which is a ridiculous idea . . .” He
was rummaging in one of the plastic
carrier bags that made up his luggage.
“Look, it’s all business, I know that.
They only do it for business. Take
you down there, sign you up, buy you
a drink . . . If they didn’t think they
were going to make money out of it,
they wouldn’t give you the time of
dny.l'

Groups are forming and realign-
ing and being snapped up by the
major labels faster in 1977 than any-
one can remember since the beat-
boom of the early Sixties. The
Damned have already appeared on
children’s television; the Jam and the
Stranglers have graced Top of the
Pops, and Paul Weller, 19, singer
with the Jam, has said he intends to
vote Conservative at the next elec-
tion. Next stop Weybridge, summers
on Mustique, partying with Mick
and Bianca ? What was going to make
them any different ?

“I don’t know.” Mick Jones was
lounging on a single bed and his eyes
never left the ceiling. “I don’t know
the answers. You see, the whole thing
we're involved in is full of contradic-
tions. And now compromise is rear-
ing its ugly head. So we contradict
and we compromise. So I'm just,
likc,uyingtokecpmywimnboutmz,,
and hopefully .. . you can learn from
other people’s mistakes. I can’t quit
yet, just because it’s getting big,” he
said. “Can 1@




