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THE CLASH: five years on

Doubt and desperation
the edge of town

From Garageland to hell with Joe Strummer of the Clash

“The only great audience is a young
audience and our audience isn’t the youth
anymore. We should clear the boards for the
young breed of savages that are here, never
mind the young pop tycoons.

“I'm quite ready to be knocked off my perch
but 'd like it to be by someone who cares, a
younger version of myselif, | suppose. But I'm
not moving for the pop moguls . . . To me, it's
1962 again. We’re like Gene Vincent, a bit

ageing but still viable and Visage, ABC, The"

Human League are all Connie Francis, pop
watering down and feeding off rock ... the
new rebels have got to surface!”

On the table in Strummer’s room, there’s a
ukelele and a few books, the songs of Pete
Seeger, the great American folksinger, a
book about Nicaragua, another about the
secrecy with which the British State is
governed.

Strummer’s dreams of change have
collapsed and so has his belief that the Clash
would be able to effect a change. He'’s left
watching the pop moguls dance in the charts,
left singing a lament: “There ain’t no need for
you, go straight to hell boys ...”

feeling that they’re already an anachronism.
He’s a man who believes in peace but
simmers with violence towards the injustice
he sees everywhere. He’'s a man who sees
himself running out of beliefs but who has no
belief in a world beyond good and evil. Joe
Strummer is a moralist?

“] believe in good and evil and that what
you do will be returned to you. If | didn’t
believe that I'd just go out and steal, become
a cat burglar like those moguls. | believe in
evil — it's violence and thievery, screwing
your fellow man when he’s not ready for it.
It’s when you think somebody’s taking the
piss and the feeling comes to get up and
smash them in the face, to take the easy way.
I've licked drugs; whatever drives me to
drinking, that's the devil.

“Anyway,” says Joe with a sudden smile,
“mustn’t grumble ...”

Joe Strummer is 30, the Clash are five.
Neither of them have changed the world, both
are growing old and both are a little afraid of
the fact. If the Clash are over the hill, how do
you explain their performance at Brixton;
how do you explain ‘Go Straight To Hell’, a
song that has more sorrow and compassion
than anything pop music couid dream of?

When | left Joe at five thirty, | was afraid to
leave him alone, Mohican bent, staring out at
the wasteland of modern Newcastle.
Somehow he deserves better.

Don’t we all? .




