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Cauahtin tiie Act

THE CLASH onstage in London last week: heroes or villains?

Clash of opinion

Two differing views of the Clash at London’s Rainbow last week

THE CLASH had just

~launched into
their first encore on the
Tuesday night, *“ Lon-
don’s Burning,” when
the security, which the
band had promised
would be *“ low-key,”
spilled over into
viciousness as a kid
who was trying to get
up on stage was
smashed.

The group stopped play-
ing immediately, horrified,
and Mick Jones pulled the
fan up on stage. Then, for
both that song and for
“ White Riot,” they let the
kid chip In on vocals.

And | don't mean they just
tolerated him — the dream-
come-true  bloke  probably
sang more of both numbers
than Joe Strummer. How
many other bands can you
imagine allowing that " to

ha;aoen?

ut that's what Clash are
all about, speaking for, with,
and from working-class youth,
instead of talking down to
them; it’s what ‘made their
album such a eomplete work
of art, go burningly, passion-
ately true; it’s what made the
synthesis of a mythic har-
monica-note and the lines “ |
don’t wanna hear about what
the rich are doing / | don’t
wanna go to where the rich
are going/They think they're
so clever, they think they’re
so right/ But the truth is only
known by guttersnipes * so

moving when | first heard
them In “ Garageland.”

But listen. Why the hell are
the Clash playmg the Rain-
bow anyway? Everybody
knows the paces appalling
heavy security record.

But quite apart from that,
the place is far too big —
the punk revolt was neces-
sary because of just this kind

of enforced performer-
audience distance.
Another thing — frenzy-

music is meant to be danced
to, which means it’s positively
wrong for the Clash to play
in a seated hall.

nd if theyre going
remain true, they should stop
singing “ Gara eland " now.
It’s gremselg because 1 love
.the Clash that | have to sa
all this — they mustn’t sell
out (yes, that “phrase again,

but it does mean something).
As for the gig, maybe the
situation and my being up in
the Circle away from the
tumult had something to do
with it, but they didn't get
to_me as | know they can.
The worst thing about any
Clash performance is their
vocals — Joe Stmmmer's
voice ia so rough and frag-
mented (great on record) that
not only is it impossible to
hear the words unless you
know them already, but it’s
even difficult some of the
lime to discern the tunes.
One reason why the Clash
didn't seem as impressive as
usual was that they were
following Sham 69, who gave
another magnificent perform-
ance. Everything about their
powerfully "emotional work is
enuine, heartfelt and I’d trust
immy Pursey with my life.
— CHRIS BRAZIER.

ELL, it may well be Christmas and a time of good cheer,
but there could have been few places more likely 'to set
a bleak mood for the festive season than the wretched
Rainbow Theatre, London, last Thursday.
This was the final in a Series of three “ presentations ” by
the Clash, generally acknowledged as being in the top half
bands to emerge in the past 18 months

If this is a fact, and if this indeed is where 21 years of
rock ’'n’ roll have led us. then let us y
it would be safer to call it an occurrence rather than a

wen-oraered concert. My ticket forecast a 7.45 start. Tne first
of tnree support bands went on at b.25 anu tne Ciasn eventually
appeared at 10.20 — yes, tnat's two hours, 35 minutes after

tne advertised start. No explanation was given, fcveri accepting
vnat rock musicians often display fashionable contempt tor
tne audience, this was a gross insult to their fans. iBad manners
and a lack w professionalism aren't clever.

And lets not hear any claims that they were busy “ getting
the sound right * — scarcely a word couid be heard of their
songs throughout their “ pérformance,” and the instrumental
mix was atrocious. Question:— Is ft really hip to be lhns late
on stage, so that fans without transport have the sh
spoiled because they must watch their watches to avmd mlssmg
tne last tune or bus home?

organisation or tacit disregard for those who paid
for tickets is unforgiva

Anyone expecting a warm, stimulating experience at this gig
should be Dranded as an mterloper The atmosphere among
the unsmiling audience of E:unky hcadbangers was grim and
menacing. And during a full evening’s study of facla
expressions, | wasn't able to witness one smile. Okay,
posture of the Hew Rock Revolution |s supposedly serious
— 'but snould not part of any rock be a “celebration, a
coming together of heroes and bellevers resul\lng ina
happlly umfled buzz?

this crowd of drably attired drongos merely reflected
lhe dlre Sounds they were there to sec. Of course, a few leapt
up and down in their scats, emitting 'the right noises off and
reglslermg the right sort of vacuous expressions that said

they’d paid to appreciate a night out. For the most part though,
the relationship between the Clash and the crowd ne
sparked until the end. when the band received the now—mandatory
and thus-meanlinglcss applause and demand for an encore
Generally, the Iack of rapport between stage and stalls
was asto

If the crowd was depressing, the Clash wore thoroug hlg
distressing. Touted as some\hmg special, the subjecl or Rolling
Stoncs-typc controversy as _“ The B That Can’t Get A
Gig Because Of a Rough Following,” and signed by a major
record company, the band emerged as muslcally threadbare,

relying on repeating the same tired, speedy Triffs to generate
a bogus excitement, song after song.
Word has it that their lyrics arc meaningful and full of the

correct kind of 1977 protest. iBut all was lost in this direction
on new ears, because the sound was wicked, the messages
inaudible. For all | knew they could have been singing the
innocuous 5-tatus Quo songbook — but you could be sure

Quo would have done it infinitel be(ter.

And while we’re comparing ol new wave, for all their
status as part of the “tired eld brlgade “ of old established
rock, Quo look, sound, and behave with a certain roguis
aplumb The Clash come across as nothing. Empty posturing
with no memorable music to back them u

Musically, they pay no heed to roots an ‘what we Have in
the Clash i5 a trumped-up band devoid of style. The
stago magic 4s nil. A backdrop of picture® of pOlICE activity
and street scenes Is no compensation for an Irredeemably
awful, monotonous sledgehammer attack in which every
appears alike and in which an atmosphere of miserable
ag_lgro Is transmitted from the stage to the stalls.

h ad vibes had been established during the set by One
of the -warm up bands, when a security man
went to the mike and threatened ” a good klckmg " to an Idiot
who had been throwing things at the pianis

Chucking things at the stage is dan erous‘
fierce reactwn dlshed out to that stupid person
was enough to fan the flame into something more serious. Lunatic
fringes need careFuI handling, not the insensitivity of Hoad-on
collision

While the appalling Clash were enough to depress anyone
with an ounce of appreciation of a rock occasion, their
immediate predecessor; on stage were by contrast electrlfylng
and utterly convincing. Sham 09 came on like demente
street urchins, no posing, most of their incisive Iyrlcs
audible, and their whirling dervish of a singer, Jimmy Pursey,
flailing ‘around the mike with a cocky surenoso of touch that
reminded me_of early Jagger

For all their rawnéss and instrumental basics,
well, especially bellowing the shrieking insistency of “ George
Daws Is Innocent ” and “ Ulster,” both of which were preceded
by impassioned and patently sincere Iittle sEeeches bz eader
Pursey. " This Is the best year of my life/* he crocked
when the crowd accorded him applause

Great! Communication! iA young rocker who realises that the
music is centred on emotion! Sham 69 brought a touch of
class, a sense of The Main Event, to the evening, with their
endearing, arrogant charm born so honestly out of
inarticulate conviction.

efore them wc endured a band composed of Rat Scabies/
Richard Sohl/Keith Levine, and before ‘them the
Both were unspeakable, and if I say that the least competent
entrants in the annual Melody Maker Rock/Folk Contest
could probably have blown \Kem off the stage, with the wind
in their favour, you may get some idea of what was going

tunc

but the kind of
in the stalls

they worked

on _up there
But then, lhe Clash scarcelz equalled the standards of the
winners of a nt hear you say in the

spirit of '78 — al Ieas( they and lhe others are” keeping the roar

of street rock alive. Maybe. It’s certainly alive, but all’s
hvmusly nol well Believe me, the Searchers were
bette — “ SCROOGE” COLEMAN.
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