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black-hired Strummer.
“You're 2 writer,” say Jo¢,

handing me 2 song list to

.copy out-
1t goes like this:

BORED
PRESSURE
HATE & WAR
A8 HRS
DENY
CAPITAL
POLICE
CHEAT
REMOTE
CAREER
JANIE
RIOT

The band tune up while I
do my lines; first Mick and
Joe with an acoustic
‘London’s Burning’- Then
Paul. “I've forgotten how to
play bass,”” says paul. Joe
listens to his bottom string

by holding the the
bass between

Ready.
v wish I was pissed,”
says Joe.

“I don’t.”"

The first two numbers are
as per the list, non-stop: no
words between .-

rs_at, the

“The old geeZe

front, they say this is 2
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dance,"’ snarls Strummer by
way of introduction to the
group’s version of Toots
Hibbert's ‘Pressure Drop’,
totally transformed until it
could almost be a Clash
original. Plenty fire alright.

Something wrong with
Joe's guitar though. He
passes it back to a roadie
and does the song empty
handed. Then ‘Deny’ (“a
sick love song’") building up
to ‘Capital Radio’ with its
tiny pause clearing the air
for Mick's searing re-entry

on a path of death-blow-

chords. Temperature’s high
and still rising. At the end of
the song this bloke leans
across to a chick he
probably met five minutes

0.
“Boring isn't it?"'
“No!™

Too true toots — ‘Cheat’
‘and ‘Career Opportunities’
thunder across the hall,
Mick Jones turning in a
remarkable  performance
considering the fact that,
with Strummer’s instrument
still out of action there’s
next to no room for him to
solo and — vastly more
important — that his all-
important right index finger
has gone septic and is
consequently swollen some
half inch thicker than its
normal size. Poor bastard
must be in agony but it
doesn’t stop him playing the
way most established axe
heroes ought to give a whole
right arm for.

Finally the long post-
poned ‘Police And Thieves'
Joe finally has his guitar
back but it's still cocked up.
Strummer's reaction
matches the cobra-strike
sound of The Clash per-
fectly: as they hit the in-
strumental break he sud-
denly twirls around and
hurls the guitar into the
wings.

The music flames on —
‘48 Thrills’, ‘Remote
Control’, ‘White Riot’,
‘Garageland’ and a ‘1977
that's everything the Kinks
forgot more than a decade
ago and a little bit more.
They encore with ‘Janie

Jones' and ‘What's My
Name’'.

Then comes the dressing
room scene. Outside the

dressing room is a different
kind of positive — like the
guy who organised the gig
wanting to shake hands with
anyone even remotely
connected with the group.
“A lot of people weren't too
sure about punk rock but
they changed their minds
tonight,”” he enthuses.

And it’s true — if you'd
never seen the band before
you'd have to have been
pretty decrepit not to have
been amazed at the show.
And if you had?

If you had but only twice
this whole year you'd still
have been amazed.
course they could be even
better, but the fact remains
that even a handicapped
Clash is an easy ten times
more damned exciting than
most of the bands I've seen
in ten years of rock’n’roll
consumation. And better
than a record too, even if —
like me — you happen to
rate the group’s album right
up along with this or any
other era’s all-time peaks.
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SLITS: Arillp: contenders

.
THE FRONT LINE

SATURDAY'’s Edinburgh
with a paying cast of twelve
hundred packing the stalls
of The Playhouse Theatre.
Ths one's a biggie- — five
bands on the bill and a PA
which, says Bernie an hour
before the gig, 'is like two
transistor radios.""

I enjoy this one even
more.

First up — The Slits. 1

caught them at their
Harlesden debut and — to
be totally honest — I

thought they were crap. And
crap’s crap no matter who's
responsible.  This  time
around though there's no
denying they came across as
a band — period.

A lot of this has to do with
some mean guitar courtesy
of one Vivien, she who used
to be in the group Sid
Vicious had before he joined
the Pistols. I forget their
name and I don't think they
ever played any gigs but V's
the girl on the cover of
‘Moron’ fanzine with the
amazingly thick fair hair.
Ten out of ten image-wise
too to drummer Palm Olive
who came on decked out
like Jimmy Cliff in ‘The
Harder They Come’, right

down to the leopard-skin
motif shirt. Great, even if I
was too dumb to suss it until
it was pointed out. Later the
Slits didn’t seem too happy
with it at ‘all. They should
worry — from nowhere to
where they were on Saturday
is one heck of a hop. They're
contenders, 'nuff said.

Subway - Sect followed.
Better than Aberdeen but
still lacking. Trouble with
my saying anything about
them I realise is it’s a real
effort. Soinspire me.

You out there shouldn't
take my word for it anyway,
as my next paragraph will
demonstrate.

See, next set is The
Buzzcocks and [ think
they're -one of the most
original and - refreshing
bands in England. Only the
first time I saw them when
they did the Screen with the
Pistols and Clash in the
Autumn I described them as
— and [ quote — ‘‘rougher
than a bear's arse.” Caught
them again at the 100 Club
fest and still hated them.
Then they put out an EP
called ‘Spiral Scratch' and
after four or five plays I was
a fan, Still drop “*Ba-dum

s

SUBWAY SECT: promise behind he shody equipment
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ba-dum”’ into all manner of

conversations at every
opportunity.
But you know about that I

hope. At least some five
thousand people ' who've
bought the record do by
now,

As for the set — aside
from: the superb ‘Boredom’
(from a bear's arse fto
superb, eh?) and ‘Break-
down’, there's plenty of new
songs that're just as good —
‘Oh Shit’, ‘Orgasm Addict”
and ‘Fast Cars’ among
them.

Afterwards I made myself
known to guitarist/singer
Pete Shelley and he didn’t
even hit me. ;

Actually we managed to
communicate with
lubricated ease, Pete telling
me among other things that
he'd just had his measly ten
quid-odd of dole money
shafted because someone
saw him on and
assumed he was well across
the breadline and in
Maserati country.

And I say wise up gen-
tlemen of the A&R and
booking agencies and fill
this sparkling little band’s
bellies. And make it soon. I -
want another Buzzcocks
record. And I want it NOW.

THE CLASH ... Jesus,
they're ~my favourite
rock 'n" roll and it's a

privilege to be able to sece
them two nights running. I
don't. ..y'know . . . sit and
scribble notes and all that
shit ... I just get very high at
actually being there.

So tonight Paul's bass
breaks down and the show
pauses for an uncomfortably
long time until The Jam’'s
very own Rickenbacker Kid
hands over his own axe and
saves the day. But that's
detail, something for Mick
and Joe and Paul and
Topper (who's a great little
drummer by the way) to lie
awake worrying about. I
really had a great time. And
it's Monday morning and
I've been up all night
banging out this doodah
and listening to the album
over and over and I'm still
bopping.

And I'm gonna see ‘em
again tonight alright alright
alirght alright and I can't
tell you how glad I am this
Jfabulous band exists % I
just * just * wanna
set % fire * to % the %-

bloody * TYPEWRIT-
ER * and *
. And dance to my favour-
ite band.




