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The CIASH K g™

Live Review: The Clash, Fo Diddley, Alex Eevan- Agora Pallroom-

Ffebruary 13,1979 ++++ By Tony lorgan

These days I'm fond of telling my non-punk acquaintences that
aside from a few isolated enclaves in towns like Detroit, San Francisco,
and New York (and of course our beloved Clevo), the only place where
anything worthwhile is happening in modern music is England. Sure,
England is a dump and a shithole, culturally and morally disintegrating,
with a stone cold busted economy and half the working age population
on the dole, but look at it this way: if you and I hadn't heard and
gotten off on all those terrible stories circulating in late '76 and
early '77 about the Sex Pistols pissing in the street and puking at
airports and molesting record company secretaries, a good many of us
would still to this very day be listening to the Eagles.

My sentiments became permanently bound to punkdom on Saturday,
August 6, 1977, the day Peter Frampton came to town. It was a cloudy
day, I remember, as I walked down Euclid with my hands in my pockets,
There were all these kids with long hair and portable beer coolers and
disco T-shirts hurrying to the Stadium, glassy-eyed like lemmings, to
see their boy.l was depressed as hell, so I stopped by Record Rendevous.
Scott Krauss was working there at the time (though I was as yet unaware
of his true identity), and he sold me two import 45's: "God Save The
Queen" and "Pretty Vacant." I went home, played them, and was blown
away. I was firmly convinced that England was the best place in the
world to be.

Yeah, I hear it already. "But what about the Ig?" you say. Well,
what about him? Sure, I saw him in March 1977 at the Agora and immediately
made him my god, devouring every piece of data on the Stooges I could
find--but IT WAS A BRITISHER who had turned me on to the whole Iggy
thing. Like half the people there those two nights, I had initially
come to see Bowie.

So score another point for England, for without it I would not be
a punk today. It was via England that I discovered "new" American bands
like the Dead Boys, Ubu, the Ramones and Devo; when I heard through
people like Krauss, Dwayne Whatshisname (former Rec Rendevous employee)
and various others who used to hang around at the Drome when it was
still in Clevo Heights that there were U.S. (not to mention local)
groups possessing the same ideas as those in England, I became a
partisan of home grown punk.

It's only fitting, then, that on February 13 my punk consciousness
finally came full circle when I saw one of the British bands that
essentially made me what I am today. That's right--I SAW THE CLASH.

England's front-line new wave band stopped off at the Agora on
their first North American tour. Previous plans to invade the U.S.

Had been shelved because "America wasn't ready for the Clash." But on
February 13, anyway, the whole midwest was ready. Well dressed punks
descended on Cleveland from as far away as Kentucky and innesota.

: Surprisingly, the out-of-towners I spoke to seemed quite know-
ledgeable and enthusiastic about local underground bands like the
Lepers and the Pagans. This support of the Cleveland scene by outsiders
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ruts our own nearly apathetic non-crowd to shame. iut that's a gripe
I'11l save {or another day and anotner ‘ongoloid.

At any rate, the Clash diéd come, laying down to the mob of
soffle-eyed Yanks in no uacertain terms the a's,b's and c¢'s of how
1% s idone.

la cdealing witn this concert you first have to realize two things:.
1) that tre Clasn are England's bi:gest band, with a reputation five
tives as long as your arm and a million tons of responsibility piled
onto their snoulders, meaning that if they fuck off in front of an
American punk public that's been sloblering for their blood for the
past year and a half they'll prcbably te flayed on the spot, and, 2)
that they realize every bit of this but are so cool THEZY DON'T EVEN
CIVS A SHIT. These guys xnow thney're one of the best bands in the
world, downrighi stars, etc., and that they're so good they can on any
¢iven night of the week de-fang and de-ball any crowd on earth. And
that's exactly wnat they did.

It was no-bullshit time for the Clash on Tebruary 13. They took
tre stage unannounced, not walking, but strutting.Fashion conscious
punks, well oiled with Nichelob, stood on tiptoe to see, noting that
in “ngland trhe boys apparently favor the military look: tight, dark
trousers, tvif ugly shoes, short hair, and kinda army-looking shirts
with the sleeves rolled up.

Slight pause as Joe Strummer, Yick Jones, and Paul Simonon go
for their guitars; Iicky Headon plants himself behind the drums and
tosses off a flourish or two. The audience is going nuts, but the
vand doesn't even look at them until the explosive plunge into "Drug
Staboing Time."

Tney played everytning. All those great skull-crushers most of
us have on vinyl... you name it, the Clash whipped the snot out of
it, thirty-three tines faster and more muscular than on the records.

The selections that evening inclucded, but were not limited to:
"Cafe Zuropean Lome," "Coumplete Control,"” "White Man in Eammersmith
Palais," "1'm So Bored With the U.S.A.," "White Riot," “"Cheat," "Police
and Thieves" (" A little rhythm and blues,” explained Fr. Strummer),
"Deny," ancd "hate and Var." Tnere were three encores, with "What's My
vame?" [inally winding things up. The audience was insane, and I was
nearly killed. It was great.

Clevo folkie Alex Eevan kicked off the evening. I was initially
under the impression that some unruly punks would wind up storming
tae stage and nhanging him with his own guitar strings. But actually
only a few beer cans were lobbed, and Alex escaped in one piece,
though visivly pissed off. If it means anything to anybody, he didn't
do "Skinny."

Frior to the concert, a rumor had been circulated that the Pagans
would open for the Clash. That would've made sense; the Fagans are,
alter all, the hottest of Cleveland's young bands. For them to
precede the Clash on February 13 would've veen the perfect confir-
mation of tkeir arrivael as a powerful force in new music. Why they
were cverlooked by the people who assembled the bill is beyond me.

Lo Diddley followed Zevan. A letter appeared recently in Scene
Yagazine, criticizing Cleveland's punks for their allege? negative
reaction to Zor who happens to be one of rock 'm' roll's founding
fathers. “aybe some memvers of the audience did abuse the guy, but
tnat nappened out of this writer's earshot. I was in front, on the
rignt, anad it was the punks surrounding me wno were getting off thne
nost.

I'm not a nusical fascist or anything--I'm all in favor of
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living legends and rock 'n' roll roots; but I personally couldn't

get into Po Diddley that much. As far as I'm concerned, the presence
of the Clash ("the only British band that matters," according to some
critics) weirnted the night heavily in favor of new wave; anything
else just didn't fit. The organizers of the concert must be criticized
for such a poorly balanced bill. Any asshole knows that you don't mix
punk with folk and blues, not in Cleveland, Ohio on February 1979.
Patrons oif trose respective styles simply are not tolerant enough of
each others tastes.

I must find fault with the Agora management as well, for the way
that some Cleveland punkers were hassled. Certain people were told at
the door to remove the chains they wore on their clothing, and were
not permitted to buy beer in cans. Hippie types who had come to see
Alex Bevan went unbothered.

Criticism must also be levelled at the Clash themselves, for not
insisting that the Agora's 18-and-over rule be waived. The Sex Pistols
did for their aborted Clevo stopoff in January 1978; I would expect
at least the same from the Clash. It was grossly unfair for this area's
under=18 crowd--among whom are some of the most rabidly loyal punks
this side of London-- to have been unable to see one of their favorite
bands because of an age restriction.

Overall, though, February 13 goes down in my book as a night never
again to be equalled. I left the Agora drunk, deaf and exhausted, but

thoroughly satisfied. My punk consciousness had been renewed.
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‘munks "all we wanted was to be
loved." The ultimate end of the
song comes as the fire extinguisher
is turned on.Unique,huh?

Public Image does it all on this
album. Many might be disappointed
in hero John, as this album sounds
nothing like the old Pistols. But
then it must be made clear that
Public Image is not intended to be
a continuation of the Pistols.John
has made it clear that he didn't
want to do that anymore, and he
isn't. Public Image has their own

unique style that makes them fall
into the same ranks as some of
todays pioneers in some fields of

music. I don't know what to call
their music, but it doesn't have to
be classified. Classifications are
terms for profit by record
companies sO we will leave it at
that.

Public 1Image is here. The album
is here. Buy Public Image for
Public Image. But don't try to find
The Sex Pistols in between the
grooves because they are not there.
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Classified ads available for the
following rates:Eight or less lines
of thirty-five characters (includ-
ing letters,spaces,etc.) for only a
buck!Each line over eight is twenty
cents each. If you won't send a
lousy buck through the mail,make
check or M.0. payable to L.Lewis
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*WANTED: Lead guitarist-drummer for
wild insane .punk band to bring
Clevo to its knees. Musical ability
unimportant... You just got to be
violent, dangerous,insane,suicidal,
and able to take a lot of abuse.
Sidney's dead now and we want
revenge! Scruffs , (216) 871-2966
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