
  
  

  

 



HE EMPIRE 
be terminally. 

_stagnant, but 
. every time I come 
- to England it feels like 
massive ue are 

of the hits on the radio were 
resurrected'oldies. Second time 
was for David Essex (hawhaw. 
haw) and Mott (sigh) almost 
exactly tWo vears 80: I didn't 
-éven bother listening to the radio, 

- and though I had a pood time the 
closest thing to'a musical 
highlight of my trip was AHendine 
an Edgar Froëse (entropy 
incarnate) press party. I never. 

you off for dead when sn rock 
Came along. 

So here I'am back again through 
- the corporate graces of CBS 
: International to see The Clash, to 
: hear new wave bands on the radio (a 
treat for American cars). and find the 
empire jumping again'at last. 

About time, t00. 1 don’tknow. 
- about you, but as far as 1 was 
concerned things started going 
downhill for rock around 1968; I'd 
date it from the ascendance of Cream, 
who were the first fake superstar 
band, the firstsign of strain in what 
had crested'in 1967. Ever since then 
things have just gotten worse, through 
Grand Funk and James Taylor and 
wonderful years like 1974, when the 
only thing interesting going on Was 
Roxy Music, finally culminating last 

.yéarin the ascendance of things like 
disco and jazz-rock, which are dead 
enough to suggest the end of popular 
music as anything more than room 
spray. 

1 was thinking. . giving up writing 
‘about music altogether last year when 
allof a sudden I started getting phone — 
calls from all these slick magazine 
journalists who wanted to know about 
this new phenomenon called ‘punk 
rock,” I Was a little bit confused at 
first, because as far as T was ’ 
|Concérned punk rock was. something 
AVhich had first raised its grimy Snout 
around 1966 in groups like The Seeds 
and Count Five, and was dead and “ 

ied after The Stooges broke up 

I mean, it's easy to forgèt that just a 
little over a year ago there was only 

thing: the first Ramones album. 
ut Who could have predicted that 

that récord would havé such an. 
pact— allit took was that and the 

_ ferocious edge of The Sex Pistols’ 
: “Anarchy In The UK,” and suddenly :. 
“it Was as ifsomeoné had unleashed 
the floodgates as ten million little 
groups all over the world came 
Storming'in, mashing up the residents 
with their guitars and yYammering 

ontented non sequiturs abCut how 
‘bored and fed up they were with 
“everything. 

1 was t00, and so Were you that's 
whywe went out and bought all thosé 
Shitty singles last spring and summer 
by the likes of.The Users and ‘Cortinas 
and Slaughter and the Dogs \because 
better Slaughter and the Dogs at what. 
-price wretchedness than one more 
; himper from: 
Linda Ronstadt:B & records 
became fun again, and one reasonit 

that its just too goddam easy to 
on a dop collar and black leather: 
jacketand start puking allover the 

- room about how you're gonna snif. 
ome plué and stab s6me backs. 
Punk had reaped the very atutudes 

it copped (BOREDOM and 
INDIFFERENCE), and we were all 
Waiting for a group to come along: who 
’at least went through the motions of 
GIVING À DAMN about. 

Ergo, The Clasl 

OUÙUSEE, dear reader, so much 
(doled) outas punk © 

erely. ‘amounts to Saying LL 

cause l'triedi 

    

who gives a damn — a is, er, ah, 
somehow msufficient.- 

Don’t ask me why, l’m just an 
observer, really, Butany observer: 
could'tell that, to put it in terms of US 
vs. Them, saying the above is exactly 
what They want you to do, bécai € it 
amounts to capitulatio: 7 
unuttérably boring and di hearten: 18 
10 try-t0 find some fun or meaning | 
while Shoveling through a the shit 
-we?ve béen handed the last few Vears, 
-but mérely puking on Yourselfis not 
gonna change anything. ([know, 

Tguess what itall 
boils down to i ; ie 
(a) You can't like people who dont 
like théemselves: and se 
(b) You gotta like somebody who 
stands up for what they believe in, as 
long as what they believeinis 
D Righteous 

Fecious/and clusive Ro 

. most punk rock 
onit: In fact, most punk rockers 
probably. think its the purview of 
‘hippies, unless. you 

righteous ness shall cover the land, 
| presumably when punks’have attained 

- No Future. 
ICs'kinda hard to put into mere: 

mortal Words, but I guess I Should say 
that being righteous means you’re 
morelor less on'the side ofthe angels, 
-Waging Armageddon:for the ultimate 
victory of the forces of Good over the 

: Kingdoms of Death (see how 
perilously we Skirt hippiedom here?), 
working to enlighten others as to their 
own possibilities rather than merely 
sprawling in the muck odelling about 
what a drag everything is. 

Therightéous minstrel may be rife 
with lamentations and cri 
the existing order, butevenifhe 
doesn't have a coherent program for 
social change he is informed of hope. 
The MCS'were righteous where The 
Stooges were not. The third and 
fourth Velvet Underground albums 
were righteous, the first and second 
weren!t. (Needless to say, Lou Reed 
is not righteous-) Patti Smith has been 
righteous: The Stones have flirted 
withrighteousness (e.g., “Salt Of The 
Earth!’), but when they were pood … 
The Beatles were all-righteous. The 
Sex Pistols are notrighteous, but, 
perhaps more than any other new 
wave band: The Clash are. 

The reason they are is that béneath 
their:wired harsh soundscape Jurks a 
persistent humanism. Its hard to put. 
your finger oninthe actual lyrics, 
which are mostly pretty despairing, 
butit'sinthekindofthing that could = 
make somebody like Mark P. write 
that their debut album was his life. To: 

. appreciateit in The Clash’s music you 
mighthave to be the sort of person 
who could see Joe Strummer erying 
out for a riot Of his oWn as someone 
making a positive statement. You 
pércieve thatias much as this music. 
_seethes with rage and pain, it also 
Champs at the bit of the present 
.SyStem of things, lunging after some 
glimpse of a new and better world. 

Eknowits easy to.be cynical about 
all this; in fact, one of the most uncool 
things you can do these days is to be 
committed about anything. The Clash 
are so committed they’re downright 
militant. Because of that, they speak 
to dole-queue British youth today of 
their immediate concerns With an 
authority that nobody else has quite 
mustered. Because they do, I doubt if 
they will make much sense to most 

È Américan listeners . 
But more about that later. Right 

now, while were on the subject of 
-politics, I would like to make a couple 

. Of things pérfectly clear: 

J do not Know shit about the 
English class system. 

2. Tidon't not care shit ou the 
Enplishiclass system: 
Ve heardabout it, understand. 

ve heard it has something to do with 
why Rod Stewart now makes music. 
for housewives, and why Townshend 
is so screwed up. Î guess'it also'has 

mething ot do Withanother NM 
Writer Snéering to me ‘Joe Strum 
had a fucking middle class educa 

= man! I surmise further that thi 
supposed to indicate that he isn’t 

- Worth a shit, and that his songs are all 
fake street-graffiti. Which is fine by- 
me: Joe Strummeris a fake. That only 

- puts himinthere with Dylan and 
Jagger and Townshend and most of 
the Other great rock Song writers, 
because almost all of them in one way 
or another were fakes. Townshend 
had a middle” class education. Lou 

* Reed Went to Syracuse University 
before matriculating to the sidewalks 
of New York. Dylan faked his whole 

… career; the only difference Was that he 

© Continues over page 
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used to be good at it and now he 
sucks 

The point is that, like Richard Hell 
says, rock n° rollis an arena in which 
you recreate yourself, and all this 
blathering about authenticity is just a 
bunch of crap. The Clash are 
authentie because their music carries 
Such brutal conviction, not because 
they're Noble Savages 

ERES a note to CBS 
H International: you can relax 

because I liked The Clash as 
people better than any other band 1 
have ever met with the possible 
exception of Talking Heads, and their 
music it goes Without saÿing is great (1 
mean you think so, don't you? Good, 
then release their album in the US 
So what if it gets zero radio play; 
Clive knew how to subsidize the arts.) 

  

Here*s a Superlative for ads: “Best 
band in the UK! — Lester Bangs. 
Hère*s another one: “Thanks for the 
wonderful vacation! — Lester 
Bangs. (You know I love you, Ellie 
Okay, now that all that's out of the 
way, here we go 

  

  

terminal in New York City on the 
eve ofmy departure, reading The 

Jews 1933-1945 
when I Iooked up just in time to see à 
crippled woman in a wheelchair a few 
feet away from me. My eyes snapped 
back down 10 my book in that 
shameful nervous reflex we know s0 
well, but à moment later she had 
wheeled over to a couple of feet from 
where Iwassitting, and when I could 
fight of the awareness of my. 
‘embarrassment at her presence no 
longer Looked up again and we aid 
hello to each other. 

She Was a very small person about 
30 years old with a pretty face, blonde 
hair and blazing blue eyes. She said 
that she had been on vacation in the 
States for three months and Was now, 
everso reluctantly, returning to 

f WAS sitting in the British Airways 

manager Bernard/Rhodes/for the first 
of my projected threë nights and two 
days with the band: 1 am not inthe 
best of shape since IVe still got 
jet-lag, have been averaging two to 
three hours sleep a night since I got 
here, and the previous night was 
stranded in Aÿlesbury by the Stiffs 
Greatest Hits tour, hitching a ride 
back to London with a roadie in the 
course of which we were stopped by. 
provincial police in search of dope 
and forced to empty all our pockets, 
something which had not happened to 
me since the hippie heydaze of 1967 

This morning when Î went by Mick 
Farren's flat to pick up my bags he 
had «Old me “You Look like Night O 
The Living Dead. 

Nevertheless. 1 make sure after 
checking into the Derby Post House 
to hit the first nighes gig, Whatever 
my condition, in my most thoughtful 
camouflage. You see, the kind of 

  

way down through the pogoing 
masses, right into the belly ofthe 
beast, and stood there through 
openers The Lous and Richard Hell 
and the Voidoïds’ sets, waiting for the 
dog Soldiers of anarch-apocalypse to 
slam my skullinto my ankles under a 
new wave riptide 

Need 1 mention that nothing of the 
Kind transpired? 

Listen: if I were you | would take 
up'arms and march on the media 
centers of Merrie Old, NME 
included, and trash them beyond 
recognition. Because what 
experienced, this first night and all 
subsequent on this tour, Was 50 far. 
from what e Americans ve readin 
the papers and seen on TV that it 

NEW MUSICAL EXPRESS 

YOU FIGURED OUT SOME 
MORE ORIGINAL WAY OF 
SHOWING YOUR 

APPRECIATION 
(After the second night I asked 

Mick Jones about it and he looked 

like he was going to puke 
But doesn't it add to the general 

atmosphere of chaos and'anarchy?" 1 
wondered 

“No,” he said. “TES fucking 
disgusting.") 

ND OF moral lecture. The 

EF Clash wère a bit of a 

disappointment the first night 
They played well, everything was in 
the right place, but the show seemed 
to lack energy somehow. À colleague 

    

l'have been at outdoor rock festivals in the 
hippie era in America where the vibes and 
violence were ten times worse than at any 
ofthe gigs | saw on this Clash Tour...l 
found English punk everywhere to be 
manifestly gentle people... 
  

amounts to a mass defamation of 
character, if not cultural genocide. 
Nobody gave a damn about my long 
hair, or could have cared less about 
some stupid sweater. Sure there Was 
gob and beercups flung at the bands, 
and the mob was pushing sideways 
first right and then left, but I hate to 
disappoint anybody who hasn't been 
there but this scene is neither 
Clockwork Orange nor Lord Of The 
Flies. When I got tired of the 
back-and-forth group Shove ISimply 
stuck my elbows out and æspace 
formed around me 

What Lam saying is that I have 
been at outdoor rock festivals in the: 
hippie era in America where the vibes 
and violence were ten times Worse 

Hpogoing 
before I thoughttWas the stupidest 

thing “Hon ‘d ever told me about, 
but as soon as I saw it in living sproing 
it made perfect sense. I mean, its 
obviously no more stupid than the 
<éconal idiot-dance popularized five 
ÿears ago by GrandFunk audiences 
In fact, IC Sheer logic (if not poetry) 
in motion: when you're packed into a 
standing sweatshop with ten thousand 
other little bodies all mashed 
together, it stands to reason you can't 
dance in the ou manner (ie 
sideways swai 
Nr ob ou IL oo Dante done 

boogaloo to what the new breed say. 
you gotta by dint of sheer population 
explosion shake your bootÿ and your 

  

In a flash | knew Jones was right.Here 
was l, a grown man, travelling across the 
Atlantic océan and motoring up to the 
provinces of England to ask a goddam 
rock'n'roll band for the meaning of life. 
  

reports we get over in the States about 
your punk rock scene had led me to 
expect seething audiences of rabid 
little miscreants out for blood at al 
costs, and naturally | figured the 

nces of getting a great Story were 
betier it happened to get 
cannibalized. So I t00k off my bla 
leather jacket and dressed as Straight 
as I possibly could, the coup de grace 
(L thought) being a blue promotional 
sweater that said "Capitol Records * 

1 ed 
picking upsome re: 
EMI-hostility from ie feral Pistols. 
fans. Ishould mention that | also 
décided not to get a haïreut which 1 
de pen ely needed before leaving the 

on the not-so-off se of 
sing mistaketn for a hippie. Wen I 

came out of my room. ea 
photographer Pennie Smith saw me 
they laughed 

When 1 got to the gig I pushed my   
body in a verticaltrajectory. Which 
won't be Strictly rigid anyway since 
because this necessarily involves 
losing your footing every two seconds 
the next step is falling earthward 
Slightly sideways and becoming 
entangled with your neighbours, 
which is as good a way as any of 
making new friends if not copping à 
graze of tit 

There 5, hoever one o1heF AND EL 
of audience appre 
nearlÿ so cute: Forsome 
reason this qual 
everybody, so l'm gonna serve notice 
right here and now: LISTEN YA 
LITTLE PINHEADS, ITS 
NAUSEATIING AND MORONIC, 
AND I DON'T MEAN GOOD 
MORONIC, I MEANJERKED 
OFF. THE BANDS ALL HATE IT 
{the.ones I talked to, anyway) AND 
WOULD ALL PLAY BETTER 
AND BE MUCH HAPPIER IF 

  

  
    

     

who saw them a year ago had come 
back to the States telling me that they. 
were the only group he'd ever seen on 
stage who were truly wired. It was this 

hell, I could go let The Rolling Stones 
put me to sleep again if that was all 1 
cared about 

Back up in the dressing room | 
cracked “Duff gig, eh fellas?” and 
they laughed, but you could tellthey 
didn't think it was funny. Later 1 
found out fhat Joe Strummer had an 
abcessed tooth which had turned into 
glandular fever, and since the rest of 
the band draw their energy off him 

héTObby. 1 b 
nie Mae ee 

one thing I have learned to detest 
‘over the years its sitting around some 
goddam hotel lobby like a soggy 
douchebag parasite Waiting for some 
lousy high and mighty rock'n/roll 
band to maybe deigno putin an 
imperial appearance. 

But then a few minutes later The 
Clash came down and joined us and I 
realized that unlike most of the bands 
T'd'ever met they weren’t stuck up, 
weren't on a star trip, Were in fact 
genuinely interested in meeting and 
getting acquainted with their fans on a 
one-to-one, non-condescending level. 

Mick Jones was especially sociable, 
so I moved in on him and commenced 
my second mis-informediballs-up of 
the evening. À daÿ or two earlier l'd 
asked Mick-Farren what sort of 
questions he thought might be 
SPRrapnate for The Clash, and he'd 

‘Oh, you might do what you did 
vi RICA Hell and aeh rem just 

actly what their political program 
what they intend to do once they 

get past all the bullshit rhétoric. Mind 
you, iEs liable 10 get you thrown off 
the tour. 

So, vainglorious as ever, I zeroed in 
on Mick and started drunkenly 
meedling him with what thought 
were devastatingibarbs. He just 
laughed at me and parried every one 
with a joke, while the fans chortled at 
the spectacle of this oafish American 
with all his dumbass sallies. Finally he 
160ked me right in the eye and said, 
“Hey Lester: Why are you asking me 
allthese fucking questions?" 

Ina flash [ realized that he was 
right. Here was I, a grown man, 
travelling all the way across the 
Atlantic ocean and motoring up into 
the provinces of England, just to ask a 
goddam rock ‘n° roll band for the 
meaning of life! Some people never 
learn: | certainly didnit, because 1 
immediately started in on'him with 
my Standard eultural-genocide rap 
Blah blah blah depersonalization 
blab blab blab solipsism blah blab yip 

  

  yap ete    

          
            
      
      
          
        

       
        
        
       

       
     

  

   

   
      

    

                

         
   

    

    
       

   
   

    
    

       
      

“What in the fuck are you talking 
about?” 

“Blah blab no one wants to have 
any emotions any more blab blip 
human heart an endangered species 
blah blare cultural fascism blab biurb 
etc. etc. etc. 

“w. 

  

says Mick, “don't look at 
me. If it bothers you so much why. 

“Forget it,” said Strummer. “lfthey haven't 

NEW MUSICAL EXPRESS 

model of a truly egalitarian society 
into practice in their own conduct 

The fact that Mick would make a 
joke outof it only shows how far 
they're going towards the réalization 
of all the hopes we ever had about 
rock'n rolllas utopian dream — 
because if rock "n° roll istruly the 
democratic artform, then the 

got the courage to do it on their own, l’m 
bloody well not gonna lead ‘em by the 
hand.” 

fellow. Namely that HE LOOKS 
LIKE À MUPPET. l'm not sure 
which one, some kinda composite, 
but don't let that brooding visage in 
the photos fool you — this guy is a 
real clown. (Takes one to know one, 
after all.) He smokes a lot right, and 
when he gets really out there on 

nobody else can fathom (often having 
to do with manager Bernie), but 
stoned or not when he's talking to you 
and youtre looking in that face you're 
Staring right into a red-spiked bigeyed 
beaming cartoon, of whom it would 
probably not be amiss to say he lives 
for pranks. Onstagehe's different, 

  don't you do something about it?" 
“Yeah,” says one of the fans, à 

young black punk girl sweet as could 
be, “you're depressing us a/ll 

Seventeen punk fan spike heads 
nod in agreement. Mick just keeps 
laughing at me 

O, HAVING bummed out 
almost the entire population of 
one room, [took my show into 

another: the bar, where 1 sat down at 
a table with Elie and Paul Simonon 
and Started in on them. Paul gets up 
and walks out, Ellie says, “Lester, 
you look a little tired. Âre you sure 
you want another la, 

Later l am out in the lobby with the 
rest of them again, in a State not far 
from walking coma, when Mick 
gestured at a teenage fan sitting there 
and said “Lester, my room is full 
tonight can Adrian stay with you?” 

1 finally freaked. Here 1 was, stuck 
in the middle of a dying nation with all 
eo ne 
didn't e the world was 
coming! 10 Ads w on top of 

me a copy of his Clash fanzine 48 
Thrills whichI bought for 20p, and in 
the course of breakfast conversation 1 
learned that The Clash make a regular 
practice ofinviting their fans back 
from the gigs with them, and then go 
So far as t0 let fhiém Sleep on the floors 
of their rooms. 

Now, dear reader, 1 don't know 
how much time you may have actually 
spent around bigtime rock n° roll 
bands — you may not think so, but 
the less the luckier you arein most 
cases — but let me assure you that the 
way The Clash treat their fans falls so 
far outside the normal run of these 
things as to be outright revolutionary 
l'm going 10 say it and l'm going (0 
say itslow: most rockstars are 
goddamn pigs who have the usual 
burlÿ corps of hired thugs 10 keep the 
fans away from them at all costs, 
excepting the usual select contingent 
of lucky (?) nubiles who they/Il maybe 
deign to allow up to their rooms for 
the priviledge of sucking on their 
coveted wangers, after which often as 
not they get pitched out into the 
Streets to find their way home without 
even cabfare, The whole thing is sick 
to the marrow, and I simply could not 
believe that any band, especially one 
as musically brutal as The Clash 
could depart so far from this feti 
norm. 

1 mentioned it to Mick in the van 
that day en route to Cardiff, also by 
way of making some kind ofamends 

for my own behäviour: “Listen, man, 
ve just got to say that really respect 
you... 1 mean, I had no idea that 
any group couldibe as good to its fans 
as this 

He just laughed. “Oh, so js that 
gonna be the hook for Your story, 
then?” 

ND THAT for me is the 

A": of The Clash's 
greatness, over and/beyond 

their music, why I fell in love with 

them, why it wasn't necessary 10 do 
any boring interviews withthem 

about politics or the class sÿstem or 
any of that: because here at last is a 
band which not only préaches 
Something good but practices it as 

    
    
    
    

  

     

  

    

          

           

      

   
      
   

  

   
   
   

  

   

  

   
   

          

   

            

   

      

‘democracy has got to begin at home, 
that is the everlasting and totally 
disgusting walls between artists and 
audience must come down, elitism 
must perish, the “stars” have got to 
be humanized, demythologized! and 
the audience has got to be treated 
with more respect. Otherwise it's all a 
shuck, a ripoff, and the music is as 
dead as the Stones’ and Led Zep's has 
become 

It's no news by now that the reason 
most of rock's establishment have 
dried up creatively is that they've cut 
themselves off from the real world of 

everyday experience as exemplified 
by their fans. The ultimate question is. 
how long a group like The Clash can 
continue to practice total 
egalitarianism in the face of 
mushrooming popularity. Mustthe 
walls go up inevitably, eventually, and 
MONET GrOUES lee Gt 

Roof modeler aB et 
L'guess just that ‘glimpsed 

et autiful in a flashbu 

Le 
significance at the picture of Mick 
Jones just a hot guitarist in a white 
jumpsuit and a rock n° roll kid on the 
road obviously having the time of his 
life and all political prétensions be 

whatever You want, that is positive in 
à way l've never sensed aroun 
almost any other band, and I've been 

their lives. 
around most ofthem Something 
unpretentiously moral, and something 
both self-affirming and life-affirming 
— as opposed, say, to the simple 
ruthless hedonism and avarice of 50 
many Superstärs, or the grim 
tautlipped monomaniacal ambition of 
most of the preténders to their 
thrones 

  

  

highlight of the first days bus 
ride occurred when l'casually 

mentioned that] had a tape of the 
new Ramones album. The whole 
band practically leaped at my throat 
“Why didn't you say so before? Shit, 
putit on right now!” So I did and in à 
moment they were bouncing all over 
he van to the strains of “Cretin 

B UT ENOUGH of all that. The 

    

1 am also glad to be able to tell 
everybody that The Clash are solid 

s. (They even asked me if 
ons 6 get them on the 

show.) Their fave rave is Kermit, a 
pretty conventional choice if y'ask me 
— l'ma Fozzie Bear man myself 
That nightas we were walking into: 
the hall for the gig in Cardiff, Paul 
Said, “Hey Lester, I just figured out 
why you like Fozzie Bear — the two 
of you do look a lot alike!” And'then 
he Slaps me on the back 

    

  well, that instead of talking about 
changes in social behaviour puts the 0 say a few words about this Simonon 

All right, at this point Iwould like 

The politics of rock'n'roll, in England or 
America or anywhere else, is that a whole 
lot of kids want to be fried out their skins by 
the most scalding propulsion they can find, 
for a nightthey can pretend is for the rest of 

  

bouncing in and out of crouch, rarely. 
miling but in fact brooding over his 
fretboñrd ever in ominous motion, he 
takes on a distintly simian aspect, the 
missing link, cro-magnon, Piltdown 
man, Cardiff giant 

Itis undoubtedly this combination 
of mischievous boychild and 
paleolithic primate which has sent 
swoonblips quavering through 
feminine hearts as disparate as Patti 
Smith and Caroline Coon — no doubt 
about it, Paul is the ladies’ man of the 
group without half trying, and 1 doubt 
ifthere are very many gigs Where he 
doesn't end up pogoing his pronger in 
some sweet honey's hive. Watch out, 
though, Paul — remember, clap doth 
not a Muppet befit. 

    

makes with cartoon non Sequiturs that 

gta rene dire 
table where my back's 10 no one and I 
can keep an eye on the red-domed 
Muppet. Only trouble is that D find 
out a day or 50 hence that it wasn't 
him set the fires at all: it was Bernie, 
the group's manager. Eventually the 
beer runs out, and Mick says he's 
hungry. Bernie refuses to let him take 
the van out hunting for open eateries, 
which we probably wouldn't be able 
0 find at 4 a.m. in Cardiffanyway, 
and we all po to bed wearing eg 
salad. 

EXT MORNING sees us 
N driving to Bristol, a large 

industrial city where we put up 
in a Holiday Inn, much to everyone’ 
delight_ By this time the mood around 
this band has combined with my 
tenacious jet-lag and liberal amounts 
ofalcohol to put me into à kindof 
ecstacy state the like of which I have 
never known on the road before 

Past all the glory and the gigs 
themselves, touring in any form is a 
pretty drab and tiresome business, but 
with The Clash I feel that I have 
re-apprehended that aforementioned 
gli World of 

and so, inspired 
NE ont forego my 

usual nap between vantrip and 
showtime by which l'd hoped to 
eventually whip the jet-lag, spending, 

  

     

     
  

  

n'roll has 3 “e ly sneered at 

l'have begun to see this trip as a somehow a 
symbolic pilgrimageñto that Promised Land 

ni 

    
ut five 

, dPmale, while 
ere Ole etmen oies stand 
around looking at them with practiced 
‘expressions of aloof amusement 
plasteredion their mugs. After its all 
over some cat goes back 10 interview 
Mick, and the most intelligent 
question he can think of is “What do 
you think of David Bowie?! 

Meanwhile I got acquainted with 
the lead singer of The Lous, a good 
allwoman band from Paris. She says 
that she resents bei 

  

an pure and simple, echoing a 
sentiment previously voiced to me by 
Talking Heads’ Tina Weymouth: “Es 
a lot of bullshit.}'she says: Iagree: 
What I don't say is that Lam 
developing a definite carnal interest 
which [will be too shy to broachl 
invite her back to our hotel: she says: 
yes, then disappears. 

When we get there it's the usual 
scene in the lobby, except that this 
time the management has 
thoughtfully set out sandwiches and 
beer. The beer goes down our gullets. 
and T'm just about 10 Start putting the 
sandwiches a the same purpose when 
1 discover somebody has other ideas. 
a clot of bread and egg salad'goes 
whizzing to splatright in the back of. 

ok around and confront 
nocent faces. So I 

nd wham! another one 
In a minute sandwiches are flying 

everywhere, everybody" getting 
pelted, l'm wearing a slice of cabbage 
on my head and have just about 
accepted this level of chaos when I 

Smell something burning, 
“Hey Lester, somebody says, 

‘you shouldn't smoke so much!” 1 
reach around to pat the back of my 
head and —some joker has set my 
hair on fireL1 pivot in my seat and 

ul is 160king at me gigeling 
Simonon you fuckhead —" 1 begin 

only to smell more smoke, look under 
my Chair where there's a piece of8 x 
10 paper curling up in flames. Cursing 
al the top ofmy lungs, I leap up and 

          

    

  

    

    

      

  

   

  

something rightin the 
s allthe 

uding day to day pain in 
cal logistics run as 
he tempers of the people 
whole enterprise sailing 

whBÏRET it really is so or a Simple ba 
healthiness on the part of all involved 
heightened by my men 
begun to see 1his tripas somehow 

pilgrimage to that Promised 
Land that rock ‘n° roll has cynically 
sneered at since the collapse of the 
Sixties. 

At this point, in my hotel room in 
Bristol, if six white horses and 
chäriot of gold had materialized in the 
hallway, 1 would have been no more 
Surpriséd than at room service, 

_ would've just climbed right in and 
settled back for that long-promised! 
ascent to endiess astral weeks in the 
heavenly land 

Whatl gotinstead around 6 pm 
Was à call from Joe Strummer saying 
meet him in the lobby in five minutes 
if1 wanted to go to the sound check 
So I floated down the elevators and 
when! got there I saw a Sheepish 
group of little not-quite punks all 
huddled around one couch. They 
were dressediin half-committal punk 
régalia, à safetypin here’and there, a 
couple of little slogans chalkedon 
their school blazers. their hair greased 
and twisted up'into à cosmet 

Kend approximation of spikes 
1 said, * You guys Clash 
   S 

Well,® they mumbled, 
porta 

“Well, whattaya mean? You're 
punks, 

W 

     

     
y 
like tobe but 

weïre scared 
When Joe came down I took him 

aside and, indicating the poor little 
things, told him what they'd said also 
asking if he wanted to getthem into 
the gig with us and thus offer à little 
encouragement for them to take that 
next, last, crucial step out into: 
full-fledged punk pariahdom and thus 
sorely-needed self-respect 
“Forget it,” he said. “If they. 

haven't got the courage 10 do it on 
their.own, l'm bloody well not gonna 
lead ‘em on by the hand.” 

n the way to the sound check 1 
mentioned that Lthought the band 
hädn't been as good as 1 knew they 
could be the previous two nights, 
adding that L'hadn't wanted to say 
anything about it 
Why not?" he Said) 
1 reafised that 1 didn't have an 

answer [tell this Story to point 
outsomething about The Clash 
and Joe Strummer in particular, 
that both impressed and Showed 
me up for the sometimes. 
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© From previous page 
hypocritical “‘diplomat”: L'an 

: bé, 1 mean their simple, 
: Straightforward honesty, their. 
 Undogmatici insistence onthe 
:truth and why worry about. 
Stépping on people’s.toes 

|? because if we’ re not Straight with 
1. Each other Were neVer going to, 

get anything Annee 
cuve 

Actions speak louder than words, and the 
Clash are one of the very fewexamples l've 
seen wherethey would rather set an - 

. example by their personal conduct than 

ItSeems like such a simple 
“thing, and ISupposeitis, butit. 

runs COntrary (0 almost. 
‘everything the musicbusiness : 
runs On: the hype, the grease, 
the glad-handing. Andit goes à 
long way towards creating that 
aforementioned moodof 
positive clarity and unpeachy 
morality. Strummer himself, at 
once the ‘‘leader” ofthe group 

(thoughhe’d denyit) and the 
least Voluble (though his. 
siekness might have had a lot to 
dowith it), conveys an 
immédiate physical and personal, 
impact of ground-lével 
diréctness and honesty, a 

- no-buüllshit concérn With cutting 
Straight to the heart of the 
mattèr in a Way that is not 
brusque or impatient but concise        

  

  

     

        

        
      

        

  

         
    
      

  

    

    

    

  

    

  

    
       

  

    

TIfrock’n’roll is truly the democratic art form 
.. . the walls between artists and audience 
have got to come down. The stars have got 
oO be a 

Fe on In à bton 
where you remember à tune, but 

Hoi the title or the group? 
 [thappensalotwith 

PK . NewWave, because 

   

      
    
    

    

every weekthereisso much- : 
 goodstuff developing and - 
 bengthrownoutthatit 

takes a lot of keeping up With. 
- HMV. can help. They really 
   

    

    

    

Know their StU. 

THEWORLD S LARGEST RECORD STORE 
363 Oxford Street WI (Next to BondSt tube) 

      

  

   

  

and distinctly nonfrivolous. ll Voluble Witand iwinklé oi eye, 
Serious Without being solemn, and PaulSlooneytoon 

quiet without being remote or playfuiness, Hé is almost 

haughty, Sfrummer offers ‘certainly the groups soul, and 1 
distinct contrast 10 Mickk wish [could say 1 had gotten to 

 knowWhimbetter. 
From the instant we hit the 

- hall forthe sound-check we all 
-sense that tonight®s gigis poing. 
to/béa‘hot one. he placeitself 
106ks like an abandoned 
méatpacking room —— large and 
empty with cold stone floors and. 
Stark white walls, TES plain dire, 
and in one of the most common 
of rock n° rolLironies the 
atmosphere is pérfect and the 
AcOUStICS great: 

j ANWHIL E BACKin. 
he slaughterhouse, = 
another thing occurs 10: 

me while The Clash are Warming 
up attheir soundcheck. They 

- play something Very funky which 
T later discover is a Booker T. 
number, thus implanting an idea 
in my mind which later grows 
into a conviction: that in spite of 

‘brillance manifested ie 
like White Riot’, 

   

: ph ni 
‘advance, but Re hop 
around each other in all > 

configurations totally. 
non-selfconsciously. galve 

“by their-musie alone, Jones 
Simonon changing places tthe 
whims of the Whams sure out - 
oftheir guitars, Springs in à 
Soles of their tennies. © © a 

Strummer, obviously/driven to 
make upto this audience-the loss 
of energy Suffered by the last 
two nights! crowd$, is an angry ? 
live wire whipping around the 
middle of thé front stage, 
dives ting, himself of guitar to fall 

- an One knée in no Elvis parody, 
but pure outside-of-self frenzy, 
Snarling through his Shattered_ 2 

: dental bombsite with face 
Screwed upiin all the rage you'd 
ever need to ConVince you 0! 
The Clash's authenticity, a 

| désperation uncontrivel 
‘ unstaged, a furÿ unlec He on 
the stage and'writhing in upon 
Self in real pain that connects 

with the nerves of 1h uciénoe 

more interestingly when they, 
slow down and get, well, funky. 

an hear itin the live if not 
Studio version of ‘Police and 

:  Fhieves?, as welllas White Boy. 

In Hammersmith Palais 
probably the best thing they! ve 
Written ‘yet 

Britain-on-the-wane, 
even glandular fever,it 
Cage oflifesitself and allthe 
anguish to:break through. hich 
sometimes translates 
something equally petty. 
any. case is rock/n) roll Joe 
marrow, 

It.was one of those: © 
performances forwhichall ie 
erviceable critical ter! 

ectrifying! are So pat 
dequate, andafteri 

assimilation Of reggae iSthe 
closestthing yét to the lost 
chord, the missing link between 
black music and white noise rock 
capable of making a bow to 
black forms without smearing on 
the blackface, get mel Its there 
in Mick'$ intro to ‘Police And 
Thieves'' and unstatedly in the 
band's whole onstage attitude. L. 
understand why all these groups 
thought they had to play 20 
miles per hour thes 
Of years — to get u 
bog created by everything that 
preceded them this decade — 
but the point has been made, 
and I for one could usé a little. 
funk, especially from somebod 
as pood'at itas The Cl 

el any, be S 

            

and whether the next 
go back (o Work in $ho) 

AO Or a boredom on the dole 
idea i in many 

and broach< omething else Jus 
one crities pue y ‘understand 

        
  

HMV have a Very arge selection 
ofP*kand NewWave and pe de mi te or ne 

that includes imports and stage, purée energy, CVérything. ti nd nothing 
197 singles. they’re rie and 

So why not give us a try? 
     Incidentally, if vourre still 

Wondering about ‘gabba gabha . 
hey”: check:out Pinhead' 

from the album ‘The Ramones - 
Leave Home’ 

; Se you ee 
" this ae 

          

   
à  . fivalty gets to the int _. 
- in another epic instalment (yawn) 
on Punko Mondo Anglo- - Americana. 
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