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-~ were taking the tracks, doing their own
fuckin® mixes and going back to CBS saying,
Well look what we 've done — it's much better
than Pearlman’s efforts’,”

Finally, in order to placate thie opposition,
and keep their creation from being wrecked by
extensive tampering, the band conceded toa
deadline which they narrowly held together, The
immediate result is a satisfied Mick Jones, who
Taughingly claims that he wouldn't even mind
seeing Pearlman on a social level again,

“*His big thing is that he invented the word
"Heavy Metal’,” Jones comments on Pearlman,
again with tones of hilarity not entirely absent,
before describing a fairly noxious aspect of the
Blue Oyster Cult’s one-time theorist which
manifested itself through a desire 10 employ a
somewhat ghoulish dwarf as a gofer

“Joe and me had to really keep checkin' him
over that. Like, keep on at him about ths fuckin’
guy being around and ail.”

-

TALK OF gofers moves perhaps a touch

too coincidentally onto ene of the primary

Clash ‘pressing issues’ of the present
moment, which equates itself into the little
matter of former manager Bernig Rhodes
becoming ‘presona non grata” amongst the band
members whom Rhodes himself dalms he "ok
off the street™.

The ‘official’ Clash line on this Illllc chapter
has the group dcmo-cmu:ully muttering “‘No
.hard feelings” as a display of good diplomacy in
the face of the purportediy aggriéved Rhodes.

Indeed, the last ‘official interview [ read with
Messrs Strummer and Simonon — in Meloedy
Matker, just before the onslaught of this latest
tour — had the latter at least agreeing with
Rhodes’s “I-100k-them-from-nothing"” side of
the story whilst also filling in details of the split
by claiming that Rhodes's ideals had become
redundant in the light of the band's progress and
consequent need for better technology

Mick Janes, however, allowd for some of the
“nnofficial' essence to be suckéd into print here,

The ‘unofficial’ side, mostly manifested
through rumour-mongering, has several burbed
pointers in the rcmummg of the latter days of
the Clash-Rhaodes pairing.

It was certainly a well-recounted story of the
time that Malcolm McLaren, just before his
interests were all-consumed by the latest Sid .
Vicious drama, had gotten in touch with Rhodes
again and was buttering up his former
partner-of-sorts by slyly informing him that The
Clash had *betrayed' Rhodes.

The McLaren Sex Pistols and Rhodes Clash
aspect of the situation has always, apparently,
‘been crucial. There was this terrible fecling
manifested implicitly in the very origin of
McLaren and Rhodes's quarry would be
immediately second-best to brother Malcolm's
treasure.

Mick Jones was very aware of his feeling of
‘being second-best at one time, He admits that
The Clash were made to feel that, in the shade
of the Pistols’ all-pervading lustre, they were
very much immediate ranners-up.

also admits that at the time — up until
somewhere betwixt the creation of their two
albums, Jones reckons — the seeds of dissention
were force-fed by this awareness.

*There was this time when that feeling of
being second-best was really getting 1o us. And,

_of course, Malcolm would help it along by
throwing in some story like, oh Christ, there was
this time when we heard that the Pistols had
come over and nicked some of our gear, Asa
gesture of contempt, 5o to speak.

8o we'd immediately be up in arms . . . like,
y'know, ‘let's get "em, let's go over 1o their
rehearsal place and rip off their microphones’,
always something petty. Like there was this time
— the first time — the Pistols actually slapged us
off in print, in a Melody Maker inicrview, 1 think
it wai — so, right, we got off together and
confronted John (Roten)ina pub (laughs), and
John was pretty shocked, probably because he
saw how petty we were all becoming, fighting
among ourselves, just stupid squabbling when
there was a very real enemy outthere probably
laughing its head off." (lan Penman? — Ed. }

Jones recalls that when the feeling of being
‘second-best” to the Pistols suddenly lifted, “it
didn’i even matter anymore”’ — which he goes
on 1o prove by expressing a kind of dolorous awe
at the Pistols’ greamness, and great pity al the
way they came to caréer-termmnation.

However, it's dubious whether McLaren has
ever gotten over this in-built feeling of
superionty, It's a moot point, for example, that
he thought of The Clash as an ‘casy pickings’
second divison to the still intact Pistols,

Thus, last Christmas, when matters came to o
head, it was ‘assumed’ that Paul Simonan would
be avatiable for transfer 10 Pistols-prominence.,
although the bassist was doubtless never asked
about it

The Clash, however, were later 1o make this
position clear, when *powers-that-be’ (you enly
nced to guess who quite recently attcmptr:d 1o
move Steve .Turles into-Mick Jones® Clash
msrlmn

“Yegh, that's all true,” mutters Jones now,
adding slyly: “Course [ wasn't going to have any
of that! And, more ta the point, neither were the
rest of the group. But yeah, there were all sorts
of little undercover swaps heing arranged.™

Jones, though, had an advantage in securing a
kind of advance knowledge relating to these
dedgy astivities, partly because he's no fool and
partly because of all Clash members he was the
first to encounter Rhodes & McLaren — when
the latter was making tentative plans for the
importing inte England of one Richard Hell.

“Yeah, like just befare The Clash there was
this thing where Richard Hell was writing to
Malcolm saying, ‘Honest, I'm not a junkie,
really wanna come over 1o London.” So.1 was in
line for that. Meanwhile, Malcolm or Bernie
would be planning some new group or other and
1'd be sent over to some rehearsal (laughs) .
‘Like, there was a pool of us musicians that
they'd have ‘on tap’, expecting us to form bands
ultimately.

*At one point, me and Chrissie Hynd would
be half-hcartedly rehearsing away and Bernie
would rush in and say, ‘I've got a new idea.
We'll call the band *Big Girl's Underwear” or
something like that.”

Jones's involvement with The Clash project
was more his own doing, however, After all, it
was he who taught Simonon the rudiments
of bass-playing — *for all of three days (laughs)

. Which means Paul got pissed off after those
three days and would go away and then return
some days later to try again."”

More pointedly, Jones — and Simenon —
went after the services of Joe Strummer, then of
The 101ers, a self-confessed pub rock band

“More pointedly, Jones — and Simonon —
y'know, amongst the McLaren bunch, of
thinking “yeah, well’ they ‘e pub-rock —they're
below us'. Whereas with Joe | could see he was a
great performer saddled with a duff band.

HE WHOLE Bernie Rhodes subject is,

according to at ledst one source, currently

a ‘sub-judice’ mpatter, which may account
for the official ‘no hard feelings’ froat. In his
place are a posse of lawyers and lormer Release
prime-mover and freelance journalist Caroline
Coon who. as Paul Simonon's girlfriend
appeared a tairly obvious choice as personal
manager.

For her part, after just a handful of dates, it's
hard to tell whether this move has been for the
best, although brief chats with the roadcrew
denote that Ms. Coon is quickly learning the
practical day-to-day facts necessary for a
manager's vocation.

In her favour, though, is the feeling of great
togetherness noticeable on this current tour,
Coming off at a time when the “"Rope” album
has literally bulleted in at a staggering “No 2" in
the official album charts, this latter show of faith
has had a noticeably confidence-building effect
on a band who'd had to watch virtally single
after single nose-dive into the bottom reaches of
the Top 30 before disappearing from sight.

“We honestly thought it was virtually finished
for us interms of commercial force”, Jones now
admits, pinpointing the four previous singles’
lack of success as chiel demonstration io this
feeling.

That added to the constant barrage of letters
that seemed to hit paydirt in the columns of the
virious music¢ papers, almost every week
berating the latest petty Clash let-down until &
litthe under a month ago, and one begins 1o ge1
only the outline of the problems that have been
pelted down from what appeared like some
monstrous frowning deity on the band
themselves, as though their name itself
warranted such treatment.

Jones points to the sequence of events that
simply naming a tour, say, s¢¢ms 1o have
sparked off. The last one, for example, boasting

s that “On Parole” sign, appeared (o virtually
supernaturally guarantee at least ane bust.

So this ime ii's down 1o simply “sorting it
out”. And this The Clash may actually achicve at
least a sembiance of this time around. The halls
still get packed out, and visually the band may
ook a little the worse for wear — particularly
Strummer, whose teeth seem in terrible shape
after being chipped and battered by a fan
manhandling of the singer's mikestand.

¥et The Clash’s philosophy, not to mention
the broad design of a deep interlinking set of
friendships that hold this band together against
often brutal odds is succinetly hinted at by Mick
Jones when he talks about the latest slag-off .!Jld
its perpetrators, namely owr own Messrs,
Parsons and Burchill and their book The Bay
Looked ArJohnny, which attempts a brittle
dissection of the band — based, The Clash
maintain, mostly on half-truths and warped
malice.

“It's like, ultimately, who cares? 5o, two
maore people think rock’n'roll’s dead? So what?
Should we all drop our guitars down and fall
apart? Iv's like 100 many people are letting the
negative aspects gef to them, get them anto some
terminal form of depression

“Fuck it, | get depressed just as much, but
what can you do? 'Cos if you stan shouting
about the death of something, you're just
copping out really. To me, it’s like rock'n’goll is

dead? Oh alright then. See vou at the méxt gig. ™







