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’5% ON'T TREAT

mohican.

“lf you're in a team you can’tgo round
not trusting members of thatteam and
still remain a part of it with honour. |
thought he should've left himself. We
only pushed him. He had to go. He had the
attitude that we were trying to rip him off,
It's afriend who tells you you've got BO,

ight? Instead of him saying, thanks, I'll
and have awash he said—I'm not
that off you! If you won't accept
céoff the team, how can you goon

s gaze dares me to disagree.
one. In nin'een-ady-FORE
k again.
back? Do we need
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pe, the old firm of

White (gultars).
\

y into the trioas
they leave Peter Anderson's studlo. Wedon't
speak, for they don’t know my mission, so |
watch as the three leathered tykes slouch away
down a Shoreditch alley. The late afternoon Is
cold enoughto freeze fingers and faces into
chalk but they swagger and roar like
k&schoolboys. They are going to have to be the
#ngine room for what Strummer has
e rmined wlll be a Clash that will flush away

: lence of pop.

Whet er they can supplant memorles of
Mick Jones: cranky petulance and offhand
praneas

him to come out of his
atmosphere.”
ment with Mick for two
king ‘Combat Rock',”
at Strummer’s side.
iything. There was just

N?
lually,” says Joe. “It
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ep The Clash going I'd
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“The final s
his lawyer. Whe
lawyers In the roo
summer he eventually
The Clash does —as long as you check it with
my lawyer first. | sat back and thought, hangon
... And|sald goand write songs with your
lawyer. Plss off.

“When we were going to make ‘Combat
Rock'—*‘Sandinista’ was too self-Indulgentand
long, and | thought we needed to get briefer. So
1said, let’s make the next record In England,

»and he sald—good luck toyou then ‘cos I'm not
‘coming to the sesslons. it you do It In New York
Plishow up. Sowe got a studlo there, so the
:w.r could attend. And after we'd done It,
I
twi

hen he wenton about
rted outthere was no

getting an':;:mfns 'Sarlld;n:(slta‘. :w
d rotind and sald —| was only joking.
e ] e, but not after the whole
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The New Clash Manifesto, Part 186: The

Last Gang are back and shooting from the

lip, but can they walk it like they talk it?
Strummer and Simonon blast off about

life after

Mick, life without dope, and the art

of staying Snotty in the face of Kleenex

pop.

Interview: Richard Cook. Photography:

Peter Anderson

Hang on. You'reblg stars too.
“Yeah, but we have self-criticism! Mick
wouldn't have that!”

ATICKET TO THE MACHINE SHOW
£E HEN MICK LEFT | decided to
examine everything we'd done,
Identifying our mistakes. Getting
rid of Mick wasn't the end of our problems - it
was the beginning of solving them.”
“Basically it was getting on with the job,”
says Simonon. “We wanted to get onwith
something. I'd drifted away from Mick fora
long time. We didn’t speak, didn't see each
other except on stage. The good thing about
me and Joe |8 we might have disagreements
but we reach an understanding. With Mick, it

was doIthis way or sulk.”

Paul Simonon Is still the handsome man of
The Clash. His stare, almost neanderthal, eyes
like mirrors, seems to pierce me whether he's
speaking or not: it's as if he's putting the hard
face to Strummer’'s motormouth rock rhetoric.
Butwhat's Joe saying now?

“ldon't wanna be llke that. We did elght gigs
with The Who and | looked at them and thought
—Isthatthe end of the road? Four complete
strangers, going on for an hour and then off?
So many groups are like that.”

Maybe 'groups' aren't worth bothering with.

“Doyou get off on these duos with tape
machines? Look. Don't buy aticketto the
machine show. People Is what makes It
Interesting.”

Inad

againstall of pop.

“| wouldn't cross the road to buy a record.
Blily Bragg's one, maybe. But there's no effort.
Listen to this (Cufture Club’s ‘Memories’ on the
Jukebox)—could we walk out there on the
corner and whistle it7? It's like trying to hold a
fish In your hand. This Is the sickness:
over-production, no tune, no meaning. . .”

No tune? You're joking. How about ‘Karma
Chameleon'?

“Yeah, but it's ripped off from The Bonzo
Dog Doo Dah Band.

“We |lke to have a meaning, arhythm. | go
back toour first record and | like the writing
style onthatrecord. lt's lean. Trim! Makes a
point, then another song starts. Imagine In
your mind an ELP number. Then imagine punk
rocklike a blowtorch sweeping across it. That
to meis what punk rock did, and that's what's
got to happen again. | see all the numbers now,

The five rockers of the apocalypse. L. R: Pete,
Paul, Joe, Nick and Vince. L&R: Simonon and
Strummer, raw and roaring.

T

even Banshee numbers, and nobody's saying
—this s over-indulgent muck. I've made Ittoo,
butl realiselt’s notenough. It's hippie music.
slike. .. g

DRUGS
“ RIGHT, the new fashion, as put
down by The Clash today: If
N = myoutakedrugs,wearakaftan.

Be honest. Wear a bell around your neck. I've
smoked 80 much pot I'm surprised | haven't
turned Into a bush. Thank the fuck | haven't.”

You mean, | gape, you've given up drugs?

“I's all rubbishl With Reagan and Thatcher

strolling away to victory it’s, it's. . .Ican't. ..
you see skinheads, right, and you think—
they're notgonna stand any nonsense! Butit's
like—have you gotany Rizlas, man? And you
think—Oh. I've had It with that.”

So many tangents, footnotes, asides. | steer
back to Strummer’s tirst beef. Surely there are
any number of groups In answer to the
synthetic lover boys who bruise an old new
waver’'s heart—any number you want of
‘punks’ cleaving one chord In three and
stabbing at meaning, at thythm? Minimalism Is
alive and Il out there.

“OK. Suppose you're 14 and you come from
Bad Gothesburg and music hits you. What

“IF YOU TAKE DRUGS, WEARA
KAFTAN. BE HONEST. WEARA
BELL AROUND YOUR NECK.
I’'VE SMOKED SO MUCH POT
I’M SURPRISED | HAVEN'T
TURNED INTO ABUSH.”

have you got to look up to? Michael Jackson,
AC/DC, The Police. Are we supposed to grovel

or getup there and knock them out of the way?:
Ifitwas 1950-something you'd have Jerry Lee
Lewis or Little Richard. Now you've got the
chl-chl make-up people— don'tbreak sweat,
Justwave your little finger around. / alm to
outwork all those people and get rid of them. |
dare totalk about spirit! I've had it with all this!
It sounds impressive In the pub. Joe's face
twists In agony, his voice scorches, his hands

and see the pub has emptied.

Alright, well, this new Clash - how will itbe
sodifferent?

“We don't deal with drugs, so all the drug

Strummer’s knack for the newly
tagline hasn’t deserted him. It's soon apparent
that his grudge Isn't only against Jones. It's

people can screw off. And we know whenwe
make rubbish, and therefore we ain‘tgonna
come oul with any rubblish, and therefore we

e

round In small clubs and say how smug weare,

fiall the air. Men in skirts cower. | glance round :



ain't gonna waste your time, and therefore
you're gonna do ten days’ work In ten minutes
when you deal with u. e'll smash down the
number one groups and show that rebel rock
can be number one. What the world tells you s,
if you really wanna make t, sand down the
rough edges. Use the studios full of clever-dick
guys who'll put you a hundred miles from your
muslc, The greatest records on my shelf are
the ones made with a couple of microphones.

“And another thing . , .*

Joe flles off again. | think, for a moment shut
down by the Strummer gob: how will they get
ontheradio? Is there nothing In between
dresses and battle fatigues?

ADOG IS BEING SICK ON YOUR FACE
Smuuusa‘s BRAIN races around the

grapevine s rusty. Peel's play-anything policy
Is llke a dog being sick on your face. The Clash
abandoned punk with ‘London Calling’
because there was too much Inferior shouting
—but that was a mistake. People screamed for
Information but writers would only talk about
the psychotic nature of their underpants.

Rock’was half-half-good, half-awtul.

So much nonsense has been talked about
Clash records - the virtually unplayable
‘Combat Rock’ halled as radical fisticutfs from
an ‘underground’ band on Its release — that it
;.?Im. notmerely tempting but imperative to

o

His maze of blind t Is and real 18
resembles The Clash's tortured set of records;
aglgantic junk sculpture plilaged for energy
unm fts shape Is unrecognisable.

From ‘Give 'Em Enough Rope’ onwards The
Clash have been an Intermittent disaster on
record. For every moment of exhllaration
without shame (‘London Calll the song -~
and ‘Know Your Rights') there are a dozen

records are crap.

|1 The Clash are to be new, they must start
with their records. Why not, then, a torrent of
stunnin lngl?u tobegin with? Why are The
w

“Yeah, aingles, rapld-firing from a machine-
gun...wetrled It. The second blitz. It ended
with six monthas of complete non-

ethnic hashes, corpulent white bomp

with the y. They

ludicrous ‘experiments’, Clash shitty r

dn't rek things.”

25th February, 1984 New Musical Express—Page 13

records, why punk was important in sweeping
it aside. | begin to realise why this slowness
has clogged The Clash. There they are, a
pinprick of energy made improbably huge:
where do they start? A

CDDGMATICALLY

ISTEN, YOU hard men: You have this
l bitch over George and Marilyn and their
rdrobess ing what you want
do—changing paople's des,asa
fundamental —and because they go about It In
an insidlous way you can't see it. What you've
done s try and smash people Into the face of it
(whatever ‘i’ Is) and ithasn’t worked so far.
Has it?

courses at university.
jumping out of the window,go
thelrexams. Changed the whole direction of
thelr lives. World-wide. Hong Kong.
Wellington. Arizona. Manchester. Dublin.
Lyons. There's been too much masquerading
as Insidious. Look atus!

“I take your point thata lot of hard core punk

groups won't make any ditfe . They'd
rather call %all know it's

black. A Clash'song s in us In Its own way.
Idon'ttry and spgakdogmatically. |
understand you ha aftract people first. But
it'safineline n dogma and saying

nothing, and there's too many neon
nonsenses aboutto be subtle.”

Joe wrestles with truth. Here | interject: hey,
The Clash, the CBS-sponsored bandits, the
Central American deﬁmdoﬂ. Whetheryou
like itor not, Joe, TheClash are not only up
there, they've been gusised too.

“Youm e O« erapti-nuclear
marches? We' d as arelease.
But if you say, off,they’re still doing songs
about South Amgricaand that - the one good
thing abouuhe#ﬂ" Ibum was ts title.
In America thay@become clal Issue.
People have come up to me ahd sald that was
thefirsttime they'd heard ot it, and then they
found out this, and this, and they're working
with these people, and leafletting this area of
San Francisco. . ..

“Isee The Clasha
national press to h

nodebate. Therg

Afruitless argy e

Dr Clash mightdo

well to grasp Is how their audlence might have
altered. Their dismissal of a Smash Hits crowd
—an extremely sizeable slice of young record-
buyers —doesn’t suggest astute market
research, and when In the next breath
Strummer says there's too much
Intellectualism In pop talk he blows his other
option.

When | insist that they will be forced through

“THE CLASH WERE ELECTED
TODOAJOBANDITHASN'T
BEEN DONE. BECAUSE WE
WERE TOO SELF-INDULGENT
AND MADE EVERY MISTAKE IN
THEBOOK.”

Ppop channels whether they're prepared for it or
not—especially If they mean to crack the
competition agaln — Strummer bluntly answers
that “pop will dle and rebel rock will rule”.

And he's, well, serlous.

BLOW YOUR NOSEONIT

14 SIC IS THE only channel
ryoung people,” reasons Paul.
“People don't care about art or
poetry any more but they care about their
records. it's the only w.‘

Strummer: “We're ing without a record,
without anything to sell, 'cos we're not gaing to
make a record untll we know we can do one
that'll last ten years.”

dignitk needie Strummer owns up that the “brazen stupldity” From here, Joe and Paul brood further on
I:I‘M'Eg:n:l:o. :\%:’Ieon'lm H. ‘ih". The i of ‘Sandinista’ was hopeless, that ‘Combat comini bo'nrdmomt. hi stars and their bad Wii iii iiii iI
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