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THE CLASH: heavy, heavy stuff

Clash/The
Specials
Aylesbury

<EOR PEOPLE who like to
putthingsinneat little pecking
orders — and because of
our conditioning there’s a lot
of them — the Clash are the
Big Boys now, THE punk
establishment.

Well, the Damned have split;
the Stranglers aren’t cool, are
they?; and with Johnny in cold
storage the Ex Pistols are nothing
more than Uncle Malcie’s
marionettes, mainlining on the
puerile publicity of negative
outrage. Jolly shocking, what?
Saddening more like.

So the mantle of ‘leadership’
falls unwelcome on the Clash,
which naturally makes them an
easy and obvious target for the
facile bitching that often passes
for ‘informed comment’ in
certain sections of the music
industry. Pete Silverton
highlighted it all a fortnight ago
. .. that not seeing them and the
wait for the album had nurtured
all that *“they’re finished/they

7 So this, the first of the
tongue-in-cheek Clash on
Parole tour, was a chance to
prove that all wrong. And the
message (o the 1800 white men
and women in Aylesbury Friar's
only looking for fun (and
everybody else out there) is:
don't believe the media .
hyperbole, forget the *fame’, any
group are as good as they play.
Do they make you dance?
Question? DO something?

SURPRISE number one last
‘Thursday were support group
The Specials (as they'd been
<known for four whol¢ hours.
They were formerly the
Automatics which was ver;

& peilire

This year’s music for

last year’s people

confusing for the other
Automatics, you know, the tanks
rolled over Poland ones). The
Specials are a five piece
multi-racial punk-reggae group
from Coventry, and the two
cultures don’t so much clash as
entertainingly intermingle.
Whereas Clash play punk songs
and reggae songs, The Specials’
ditties combine elements of the
two. Yean it sounds a phoney not
to say disjointed formula but,
surprise, surprise, it worked.
Song titles that stuck in mind
included ‘Its Up To You’,
‘Dawning Of A New Era’, ‘Wake
Up’ and ‘Concrete Jungle’ which
give an idea of stance even
though I couldn’t make out the

lyrics from where I was standing.

They finished on a nifty
nostaglic version of
‘Liquidator’ and encored with
‘Naked’ which sounded
uncannily like ‘Big 8’ before
racing up to an accelerating
pogoable pace and the final
frantic finish, O’ Skin’ead, that
ought to appeal to your sense of
heritage.

The Specials have been playing
the West Midlands for a year.
The vocalist sounded like Pete
Shelley, the bassist’s movements
were a bit naff, but what the
hell? They’re competent,
“interesting’ and enjoyable.
Check ’em out.

THE KIDS had come for the
Clash tho', and no one should
have been disappointed. Tonight
they were the best I've ever seen
‘em and this was my fourth time
. . twice before at the Finsbury
Park stalag with its security
goons and fixed seats, and once
at Vicky Park where the sound
system sabotaged the set. This
time there were no goons, no
chairs, an 1800 capacity crowd
and ite sound

They kicked off with
*Complete Control’, Strummer

as ever shaking like a lunatic, and
then it was a machine gun drum
burst and into the first of the
unrecorded songs, ‘Tommy
Gun’. Christ, no wonder they
call Topper “the rhythm
machine”’, his drumming gets
better and better, solid, sharp
building blocks for the others to
construct the choones over.

There were 16 songs tonight,
half of them unrecorded, none of
them substandard. In fact the
only shadow over the set was the
crowd’s conservatism. A lot of
the kids looked like last year’s
media images, right down to the
swastikas, safety-pins and
spitting, and it was obvious they
really wanted the records
churned out, and consequently
didn’t give the new songs the
reception they deserved.

I didn’t get all the titles but
new ones on me were
“Cheapskates’ and ‘All the
Young Punks’ (*“This song is for
punk rock which is the only thing
that’s happened in this country in
living memory””. Loud cheers).
“The English Civil War’ is
instantly accessible, based on the
American Civil War song ‘When
Johnny Comes Marching Home
Again’. Only this time Johnny’s
come on the bus and the tube,
and this civil war’s already
started, see Grunwicks,
Lewisham, Brick Lane.

Sure Clash are political, but
there's a false dichotomy
between rheir politics and fun.
Clash politics aren’t about being
Boyson, Tyndall or Tony Benn,
they’re about living, Living is
about surviving and having fun.
Not about any electronic god or
walking the dog. Not about
passivity and acceptance. That’s
why their politics are more
convincing than Uncle Tom’s.
And that’s why they hit me so
hard 18 months ago when I was
living on the sprawling wasteland
the GLC call White City Estate
just a gobaway from the throb,

throb, throb of the West Way.

Clash have always been best
when they’re trading on raw
anger. Songs like ‘London’s
Burning’, ‘Complete Control’,
and ‘Capital Radio’ are vitrolic
power bursts seeping with gut
conviction. ‘Capital Radio’ was
probably their finest moment
tonight.

‘White Man’ (““This one's

“10.32 in the charts — I'm so

excited”’) is a really powerful
anthem live, specially as Mick’s
solo was five times better than the
studio version. That *“‘Burton
suits/rebellion into

money/Hitler” bit is a mighty

two fingers to all that

Thamesbeat media powerpap.

What else? There was Paul at
his best on ‘Police and Thieves’
(with last year’s backdrops)
which succeeded in turning the
crowd into one heaving, seething
slow pogoing mass. Mick took
over vocals for ‘Jail Guitar
Doors’; and ‘Garageland’ still
sounds convincing even though
the equipment shows they’ve
long abandoned working in
carbon monoxide fumes. There
were three other new songs which
indicate there’ll be no softening up
on the new album ¢ither
musically or lyrically. And
finally the crowd pleasing
encores: ‘I'm So Bored’, ‘Janie
Jones” and ‘White Riot".

All this and only the first night
of the tour too! Enough to
invalidate any lingering
misgivings; as long as they still
generate the sort of buzz of
excitement you get when you skip
off school for the first time at 13,
they'll still be the Clash we know
and love,

What more can a poor boy
say? *Cept perhaps to warn them
not to play any more open air
gigs. | hear there’s a bunch of
loose-boweled pigeons from
*High Anxiety’ just dying to get
their own back.

GARY BUSHELL

Tom Petty and the
Heartbreakers
Marquee

SPENT THE best part of the
week before and most of the
week before that singing ‘I Don’t
Want To Go To Knebworth’.
Expense, time, and mud aside,
who really needs (needed) Jeffer-
son MORship and all that other
junk? Me didn’t, that’s for sure.
Two regrets only, and Tom Petty
Co. easily the biggest. Tuesday’s
news of a last-minute Marquee
engagement came down the
blower like pennies from heaven.
How wazzit? Excuse please
while I adjust the stripes on my
Terry The Tiger outfit. There.
G-R-R-R-EAT!
Really, really. Okay, so TP’s
caught the sharp end of the
‘critical’ (that’s a laugh, as usual)
backlash with ‘You’re Gonna
Get It’, something which is -at
least only partly justified. Which
was proved there and then, with
The Marquee filled to sweating
capacity with highly vocal
supporters who were only too
happy fo sing word-perfect
choruses on any TP toon you'd
care to mention, and he’d care to

play.

Which was all but-all of both
albums and not a chestnut in
carshot all gig long. Titles?
Special awards? I was (oo
agitated, Inside and out for the
taking of notes, which is how It
should be. Still, even this boy's
untrained, -addled brain
took time off to store a cameo or
five. ‘American Girl', ‘Fooled
Again’,‘Anything That's Rock"a"
Roll' flowed beautifully Into the
course of events. Also a couple
of smart old‘uns — ‘Don't Bring
Me Down' from The Animals’
archive and, first of two encores
(but they could've done five
more, no .trouble), S. Cooke’s
evergreen ‘Shouot’. évery one had
that freshness that’s come with
more than a year of non<siop
hawking that first elpee all across
lhe USA. What I remember
vividly : wishing that there were
more drummers as specially
powerful =s Stan Lynch and
where can I get me ome. Or
keyboard engineers with the tact,
laste and sure-fire touch of
Beamont Tench, up there stage
tl.lr In the :hwd a:d 'bluk.

0 say that the front
»f Tommy P., Mike d':‘;ﬁ
and bassmaster Ron Blalr are
probably the best looking
centrespread In rock'n’roll right
now Is real Jackie stuff, 1 know.
But it also happens to be true,
and the little girls do understand,
Us men prefer to dwell on how
much power and pump there Is In
Campbell's ever-improving
axemanship, Ron’s  well-kait
runs or Pelty’s steamlogly cock-
sure position at the hub of this
magle circle, Still wish I had his
bones though, don't you?

Great  evenlng. Maximum
enjoyment. Why aren’t they
English, I say. Why can't this
happen every week? And thal
‘Listen To Her Heart', what a
bloody great song that Is. What 8
bloody great band.

PETTY perspires
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