. the battle
It was after darx as we
crept behind the mein body of
troops. My combat jacket was
sogked with sweat, brow
was streaming; 1 (elt sicz —
the tension was almost 100
much Lo take., "Do you think

my

we'll make it," Mick whispera

in my ear., Wortified with
nore than my faly share of
Wainey's Hed Barrel,

&,
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I had no
negitation in answering "Yes%

)

& So this was it, the scene
of our last battle, which
fought at the now famous
battleground the MAYRAIR, We
were the fyent-ling, the thin
red 1line, fighting for thae
secret arny disguised zs a
fanzine, and Joe Strumner,
lender of ihie Claoh, was our
targct.

Plen 4 was 1o i

wae

trained by the Si5, and wers
no mean tegk, easily recognl-
sable in their uniforms of
blaek bow-ties, dinner jacxcu
and bullghit proof vestly
(wnich, strangely, made them
loox like gorilles,)
confronted them,
"Hey, I'm doing an article
on violence at RAock Concerts,
How do you feel about all ine
xids fighting and spitting?"
"UH! I'm just here to Keer
the veace," he defended.
Sneaking past, empiying my
magazine at them, we succecde
in passing them. In the.heaxt
of the battle, we made a
thorough sweep of the
but our target was nowhere ic
be found. Had our attack beer
in vain? Had we wasted our
precious ammunition? Would
we have 1o return to HQ empty
handed? Just as the pangs of
defeat get in, scacone shouts
"wWho are you?"
¥y God! We were cornerad
by Joe's second in command,
manager Ray, the {inzl hurdle
Pointing my notebook siraight
at his guts, 1 informed nim
we were here 10 get Joe,

angd

“wan
ar <y

4

chance,.

Pgoy ied and bave
left broken men,” After

fve """'QK\“ t e '.]y'n‘ "c.- AJITI RS
Interyogating him for wi
seemed en eternity, he finaljl

returngd minutee later,
informing us thet his leader

woula

N En e
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ur noteboorks

Loading up
with sgpecially-designed

guestions menufactured

cecral lab in Gateshead, we
WEre roudye & faint smell of
sweal lingered in the air,

caused by the anticipation of
whal was 10 come, Paceg were
taut filled with thoughts,
palms pergpired, nervous
tension was released with somel
small talk,

Our troop was ready - all
our training would be tested
within the next thirty minuta




Lt. Colin Green (f.a.n.) meets Gen. Joe Strummer (s.t.a.r.) for an interview (ette)]

——————

ey

We went over to play o Some time ago, rumcur
few gmall gigs and the whole ‘iltered through that Joe
thing expleded into something| was iniending to put together
w8 never expected. The an al

L
ernatlve rocx prograsmi
auidiences over ihere are on 1V. So what heppened to
ng
T

pretiy iimid, not movi » that ides 07
going wild like uhe Bri ¥ T gar Seemed ve the
do, oa- .nc‘e wasn's any only one 1tte“(. i, Everyone

is
Tighting eitnoy, 4&&11 I contacted dién't seem to
2. the int:er‘r'ogat:ion taough, I cio:‘.'t like America | be bothered, so it didn't
vexy much," ¢ off the ground."”
On agking Joe about 'Bank At thig point, & number
50a~~*', and th hassel the of pecple were indicating
band had w;tb etting it that It was time for Joe to

O
4
b
[
2
]
ol
9
o

rﬁ‘ca"nd ne ﬂlrnd his thinx about heading back to
g&.:s:&ct‘on with his London, andé time for us io
record comuanvy, pigg oif, So we did,

2 drunken way home, He "CBS really piss me off,
: =njoying every ‘ney zaid the single wasn':

—

S< ca o ue ¥ .
Rinute, playing the Reck Ster commnercial enough, but thai
estal imzge. rhadn't bothered them before.
¢ W and Rever mind though, we'll win
H Has in the end,"

y coming
e sort of
inzatiable
's going on
zed nim wh)
a ng since
Phe Clacsh played in Newcastle.
"Well, we're tanned from
vhe City Hall," he answered,
Yand after our last gig at
the polytechnic, they banned
3

,rouble >ta-~,, we
laying and ask the

cers to tyy and control
he offonders. As for the

wing,i've J‘s: bot to put

ith it even ngq I

t lige it - hut who doesTt™
nhe enjoyed the gig
that night thougnh?

"Weah, it was really good
after the crowd had settled
down and we could get down
10 wnat ousgelves and the vast
majority of the fans were
there for - music!®

I agked Joe about the
vand'g experiences in Ameri:
and nhow ne compared US and

errm

UK audicnces. .




I s a s.a~c that it's
more inan likely we will not
gec The Clash

Hewcastle again. I doubt that
it will cause maﬂﬂ hysteria,
or gend people erawling for
a boille of barbituates, but
whether it's The Clash or
Frant Sinatra, it's a crying
ghame that so many have to
suffer because of 50 few.

The violence at the
dayfair was nothing short of
disgusting., It seems that
nowadays the audience wants
L0 BZ the band. So what can
be done? Xnock the stage down
and let the mental retards
Jump around the floor with
the band? Or just forget the
band and advertise 'Come ic

he venue - the best fights
in town! - Special reductions
for parties!

The violence at their gigs
is slowly but surely wearing
The Clash down. You can see
it in Joe Strummer's face:

a loox of hopelessness at the
very mentien or it, Ané I
don't believe the Clash have
brought this on themselves.

The band now play a set
waich runs for close on two
hours, pulling samplers from
a2ll their albums, their
singles, and just enough naw
materiale On stage, the focug
is definitely on Strummer ag
he is totally involved with

s performance, belting
lyrics out as if p033023ud
and enjoying every sgweat-—
soaXed minute of it, Strummer
and Mick Jones seem at odds
with each other on stage, the
latier more at home parading

around the stage as a guitar
hcro and samiling at the young
female rans at the ront of
the stage.

411 ir all, the Clash have
sireamlined their et and cut
out the ragged parts and ave
nothing less than a bloody
good rock'n'roil outfit.

I finanlly aoxed General
Strumzmer to give a parting
guote Lc round the article

£f, and us messu, e to nig
fans he told me "Music ig my
goul, and the only <hir  thas
lif‘ ny heart,”
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