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Parade 
"[‘HE 600-strong line. which last Monday straggled scross two blodks 

outside London's 100 Club in Oxford Streel, waiting for the 
Punk Rock Festival to start, was indisputable évidence that a new dec- 
ade in rock is about to ix-ulm 
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black un top, White at the 
sidex) was on the bass he 
nicked up for the fiest time 
i might before. Sid Vicious, 
fohnny Rotten's friend and 
inventoe of the Pogo dance, 
was on drums. He had one 
rehearsal. And 3 mature gent 
called Marco was the lead 
guitarist. 

The prayer begins. 165 a 
wild improvisstion, a_public 
jam,.a bizarre stage (antusy 
iicted out for real. The sound 
js what you'd_expect from, 
e, novices. 

But Sid, with miraculous 
command, starts his minimal 
thud and the blat doesn’t 
fluctuate from the start to 
the finish of the, er, set, 
Against this knobby found, 
Suzi, with the grace of a 
redeemed  ghoul, rifles  the 
senses with an unnerving, 
screcching recital of * Twist 
And Shout " and ** Knocking 
On Heaven's Door.”” Sid's 
smile  Mickers. Marco, 
guitar feeding back, rolls up 

sleeves, and Two-tone 
ones. 

The audience, enjoying the 
band’s_nerve and audacity, 
eggs hem om, gets bured, 
has & laugh, and then wond: 
ers how much more it can 
take. Twenty minutes later, 
on a nod from Marco, Sid 

just stops, 
The. enthusiastic cheering 

is just recugnition of their 
success 1 the punk rock 
scene has anything to offer 
then it’s the opportunity for 
anyone wha wants to gel up 
and experlence the reality of 
thefr ~ wildest, stage-siiuck 
dreams. The bar-flys are hor- 
rified. 

* God, it was awful," says 
Howard Thompson, an_ A&R 
man from Island. But Suzi 
is not interested in contracts. 

*The ending was o mis: 
ys. * 1 thought 

on until they pulled 

The  Clash: " They're 
Kreat! * shouted a  bespec- 
tacled youth halfway through 
this ‘band's set. “ [ used to 
listen to Yes and Genesis." 
AU tast, after three: months® 
intensive rehearsal and three 
gigs. the Clash it close to 
fop furm. ‘We see just 3 
glimpse of their very contid: 
erable potential. 

They have reduced their 
line-up. . Rhythm  guitarist 
Keith Levine is off formin 

-a new band. This has left 
Joc Strummee (lead vocals 
ind guitar). Mick Jones (lead 
Roitar) and Paul Simenon 

we'd g 
us_off. 

CHRIS SPEDDING: ideal to jan 

(bess) more room 1o move, 

They pitched like rockets, 
powering_through thelr first 
number, * White Riot.” The 
sudience is instantly Approv- 
ing. The band is fast, tough 
and_ lyrical, and they've 
mastered the way of dove- 
wifing  Joe's mellow  ap- 
proach with Mick's spiky 
nggression 

They blaze through  Lon- 
don's ~ Rurning”  Terry 
Chimes (drums) breaks up 
his_solid bass drum surge 
with  hi-hat _splashes. The 
sound, though disciplined, is 
bursting forth. 

They play 11 of the 38 
sangs in their_repertoire, in« 
cluding * I'm S0 Bored With 
You,” * Protex Blues * (with 
Mick on _lead  vocais), 
“Deadly  Serious, De- 
nigh * and “ Janie Jones "— 
about 4 man thinking of her 
— and they end the set with 

has only played 
bass fur six months, how he 
felt sbout the ser. = I've got 
10 get better, I'm never con- 
tent. -1 know | can do & lot 
with the basy Most of them 
stand still like John Ent- 
whistle. | want 10 move 

and give the audi- 
time. And give 

time, two.” 

e last 
band was the now fabled 
101 ers, has played th 
very capenienced musiciuns. 
What was it like wilh sa 
onelike. Paul? " It's really 
_red he said. “ When a 
musician knows all his oats 
it gets boring [t's ot ex- 
citing for them, and they 
start playing foe playing's 
sake, and the emotion dis- 
oppears. o 

he Clash are a fine, vis- 
ionary rock band with & wild 
style. Uve seen them four 
times mow, they've never 

played the same sct, Their 
humour and spontaneity is 
uncontrived and, now that 
they've settled into their new. 
line-up, they'll be u corner- 
stone for the developing 
punk rock scene 

The Sex Pistols: The at- 
mosphere in the club Is fev- 
erish and high-pitched. This 
band is what everyone's 
been waiting for, Not every- 
one. however, is happy about 
the Pistols’ growing success 
and notoriety, The private 
Darty is over: the band ore 
public property. It had to 
happen. 

But with mixed feelings 
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punks 
the band’s nucleus of Jans 
are holding their breath as 

their champlons start their 
steady climb. Wil the busi- 
nessmen spoil them — that’s 
the_anxious question? 

Already the band has 
changed  —  espocially 
Johnny Rotten and  Steve 
Jones, Once Rotten would 
poke his preuy mag into any 
camera lens. Now he's_ like- 
ly to sweep his arms 
his face with an Ava 
ner gesture of exclysivity. 

Jones, once the brooding 
lone unsure of his sex ap: 
peal, s now exuding a con- 
fidence which guarantees ex- 
otic women. Glen Matlock 
and Paul Cook, perhaps be- 
cause they've been less ™ vis 
ible,” have yet to zip into 
their rock-star mantles. 

But, if the band are more 

detachcd from their audience 
than they used 1o be, it's 
for selfsorotection. Their 

followin growing 
Tans follow them all 

aver the country. They are 
the unquestioned _stars of 
the Punk Rock Festival and, 
as they siep onstage, th 
ate preeted with fung-bu 

cross 

* We've got another under- 
at shouts an 

cestatic  youth,  ulmost in 
teank, *'ve walled  seven 
years for this 

Over the nine months the 
Pistols have p 
Rotten has 
stage presence beyond the 
realms eyen his mast ardent 
fans imagined. 

He 1s stitl preseating audi- 
ences with dark fragments of 
his_psyche. He once moved 
over the stage, squirming 
and jiggering, rarely motion. 
Tess. ™ ho . doesn’t 
maove, He can be g 
eningly He 
skin’ craw 

He wore o bondige suit 
or the festival, it's a black 

affair, dungling with ~ zips, 
chains, safety pins and cruc 
cifixes. He 1 bound around 
the chest and knees. ppat- 
ently & confinement symbol- 
ising, the urban reality which 
he_sees around him,. 

The set begins. The band 
hit their Instruments in uni- 
son. 1t's the fanfare intro to 
*Anarchy  [n The UK™ 
SMASH — and their instant- 
Iy identifinble, _evisceral 
splurge sends the fans wild. 
Johany strains ot his jump: 
suit. He breaks and burns 
into ** 1 Wanna Be Me.” The 
crowd sprawls at his feel 

r-with THE VIBRATORS 

Al tight,” says Johnny, 
calmly disengaging his fect 
from the melee, *all off the 
stage, chuckies .. " 

The photographiers  fight 
fur better shots, the pogo 
dancers "leup  abuve™ the 
crowd, sweal piury, and the 
crush rolls forward and back 
from the stage 

The band, litted by the 
positive vibes, deliver per- 
fect versions of " Seven. 
teen” *I'm A Lazy' Sod,’ 
"New York,” * Pushing And 
A Shovin'™ The fans call 

for " Sub-Mission." 
number,”  drawls 

y. It's the Monkees' 
“ Stepping  Stone,”  Then 
“1 Love You,” their cynical 
anthem 1o suburbia, 

Steve breaks open, fling- 
Ing his guitar dlagonally 
across his chest and, slicing 
up his ftrol, leading the 
band through o breathless 
ane how and 15 minutes of 
thunderous  rock ‘" ol 

Sub-Mission,” 
. W 

the: 
Prob- 

lems ™ and *No Fun." They 
_ore culled bick for an en- 

core. 
The Sex Pistols were ter- 

rific. Compulsively physical, 
feightening_in their teeauge 

world - disintegral- 

ical directness. And, 

the b aggressive  front, 
they utterly - winnin 
with their shy, good-humou 

ed charm. Whether their 
music will make the Top 20 
or ot Is iercievant, They're 
doing it for 3 new genera- 
tion of rock fans who think 
they're - fantastic, 

Even though there was o 
couple of  punk-type argie 
bargies (deftly seitled by 
Ron the promoter), and even 
though Stinky Toys didn't 
ket the chonce (o play (they 
fan out of time), the first 
cvening of the festival was 
a huge success 

THE AUDIENCE on the 
1 econd night of the fes- 
fival  was  conspicuously 
longer-haired and more den- 
im-clad. The atmosphere is 
competitive still, but without 
the reigning kings there’s not 
the same buzz 

Ellic (20), the Stinky Toys™ 

conlinued on p63 
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er, hus calmed down, |/ The 

| night  before, when. she 
realised the band wouldn't 
oliy, she'd mde - the not 

successful - exit - of 
primadonra — Kick,, push, 
tut-tut at tubles as she ran 
out.  onto . Oxford  Street 
where, i js said, she was 
suved from wounding herself 
under 4 bus. 

Her band is very. French, 
feivery; wery” seripus: 
‘They've frowned for . two 
days-and they frown even 
more when, alter three very 
Short.  numbers,  including 
““Under. My Thumb,' they 
get nil reaction - from the 
crowd. 

There's  Bruno  Carone 
(lead guitar), Jacno (rhythm), 
Oswald (bass) and. Herve on 
drums. They play cumplelel% 
out of tune, -even  thoug 
they spend minutes between 
numbers tuning-up. 

with @ 
. has .90 

per cent of the older male 
population diving back to the 
bar. And yet? Well, even 
though she sings in English 
and not one of the words 
from songs - like " Pe Pe 
Gestapo "~ or. " Kill The 
Pain " or “Driver Blues" 
is intelligible, she has pres- 
ence. You have to watch her. 

Which singers, 1 asked 
Ellie before she dashed ofi 
(o catch the last train to 
Paris, have most influenced | 
her? " Brenda Lee.” she said, 
A Glenda  Jackson."/ 

o ¢ Dammed: There's al- 
ready something very special 
about this band. They've 
come a long way from the 
night three months ago when 
they played their first gig 
at the Nashville. Not that 
they actually played togeth- 
er that night. Rather, each 
one of ‘them did his own 
number in a private daze. 

Qut of time, out of key, 
the' cacophony was terrible 
enough to be great. The band 
ook o the stage like fam- 
ished maggots to an overripe 
cheese. y are all_born 
performers, without & shred 
of inhibition. 

Rat  Scabies drums _as 
solidly as an express train 
Ray Burns (bass), whose 
lips  always glisten  with 
Woolworth's  best “pearly 
ink Tu lipstick, chooses to 
ool everyone with- a front 

as mad as a village idiot's, 

~ number.’ The 

Bryan James (lead guitar), 
the band’s “elder,” is likely 
to look “up from his" guitar 
and catch Rat and Ray nct- 
ing Out ‘their hohed star 
trips ‘and  crack —up with 
‘spontaneous laughter 

Their lead singer is Dave 
Vanium. He was a grave- 
digger until last week, and 
he looks as if he's risen 
from. Dracula’s erypt, On- 
stage he hisses. And, for one 
50 new Lo the game, he can 
keep a show going through 
appalling obstacles. 

As- they steam _blissfully 
through *“One Of The Two ™ 
and their soon-to-be released 
single, ** New Rose " (Stiff), 
the sound is atroclous. Von- 
ium's mike keeps crackling 
and  cutting - out, but the 
show goes on with the mio- 
imum of fuss, 

Halfway through * Alone " 
they take off, pile-driving 
and crazy-fierce, but after 
their npon-revivalist version 
of the Beatles' “ Help," the 
music staggers to @ halt The 
new roadie has to fx the 
equipment. 

“We're sorry o sound 
juét like' the last band," leers 
Dave, “but we can't help 
it," and he ‘rips into the 
Stooges' * Feel Alright.” 

Suddenly he leaps into the 
audience. O, that’s par 
for the course. But when he 
gets back up again he 
screams  with a conviction 
which transéends a stage 
act: “ someone has just hit 
one very near and dear to 
me.” The show goes on, but 

is on the verge of 
freaking 

Three minutes later three 
people appear at the back 
of the club. There is no 
commotion _but they are 
bleeding The atmosphere 
chills. On to the stage jumps 
the club’s manager. “1f 
there're any more glasses 
thrown," he vells, “ you'll all 
have to go home. 

The show starts 
“So Messed Up. 

ain for 
e last 

d  scream 
through it, black and moody, 
slamming 'out the last riffs 
before they make a dash to 
the_dressing-room. 

Dave, whose girlfriend was 
one of the injured peaple, 

“are?™ s the reply. 

Punk rock 
heads. straight for the street 
in time to sit in_the ambul 
ance as it heads for hospital 

A glass lobbed at  the 
stage hits a pillar, and shat- 
ters and sprays the audience 
inst 

Malcolm McLaren, the Sex 
Pistols' manager, tries to buy 
a drink and is refused be 
cause the barman doesn't 
want any more missiles fly 
ing through the air. 

“ Why  don't you 
drinks in  plastic 
asked Malcolm. 
"Who do you think we 

* We're 

serye 
cups? 

civilised down here. 
The: Vibrators—and _Chris 

Spedding: The show goes on 
The first time the Vibrutors 
— John_ Ellis (lead. guitar), 
Knox (lead vocals) and Jon 
Edwards (drums) — played 
at the-100 Club, their man 
ager-cum-bassist _Pat  Col- 
lins told me: *We don't 
really go along  with the 
punk rock thing, but it’s the 
fashion, isn't 2" 

Since then they've gone 
deeper | into  the * punk 
rock ” thing. 

And, since Chris Spedding 
hasn't managéd to form o 
band. they are the ideal 
bunch for him to jam with. 

Their first number (Spedd- 
ing joins them later) is & 
bluesy carnage of "1 Saw 
Her Standing There.” Then 
they spew into ‘“Jumping 
Jack Flash. 

By _this time policemen, 
plain clothed and in uniform, 
are mingling with the audi- 
ence. 

The Vibrators play on 
Spedding joins them. He's 
dressed in black from head 
w0 foot, and his eyes are 
like coal-holes in his white 
face. 

He grinds into * Hung; 
Man." It's simple and bold. 

I'm in a bad condition,” 
sings Sped, " the doctor 
says 1 gof malnutrition." 
He's just audible; holding 
back, not really fronting the 
band. 

He humps into ** Motorbik- 
ing.” Ray Burns, who's 
standing_ at the side of the 
stage, can resist no longer. 
Up to the mikes he leaps. 
They are turned off until he 

" teaches the other side of the 
stage 

- Spedding's conl, Ray sings 
the chorases, and the nudi- 
ence, seeing that Spedding 
is Orying’ 1o slip away, cheer 
him back again. 

They all mash into * Great 
Balls Of Fire,” and for good 
measure, with half the audi- 
ence groaning ! boring,” and 
the other leaping about — 
they wfing life into * Let's 
Twist Again.* G 

The Buzzcocks: This Man- 
chester band was formed less 
than two months ago. The 
front line — Howard Devoto 
(vocals), Peter Shelly (who 

chopped-in-half, sec 
d  Starway ") and 

Steve ' Diggle (bass) — ire 
plit-sized.  Howard, —who 
doesn't speak to’ the audi- 
ence much, has just dyed his 
mousy hair orange, All the 
band’s ~ energy  implodes 
around John Maher's drum 
kit . 

Through  numbers ~ like 
* Hreakdown,” -* Organ Ad- 
dict,” "' Boredom ' and :* Oh 
Shit™ their sound is quaint- 
ly compact. But their ap 
proach, though very ener- 
getic, is unnecessarily 
defensive.  Devoto insists 
that_he is only in a.rock 
band ** temporarily,” and hi 
selfl-consciousness  impedes 
them  coming across. He 
hates being on stage. 

The festival ends with the 
Buzzcocks fluttering into the 
audience and Peter Shelley's 
guithr, still on stage, feed- 
ing-back. It pounds out a 
gut-renching Jub-dub, lub- 
dub, like the no-feelifig 
sound of a robot’s heartbeat 

1t was a_bitter-sweel (wo 
days, There was a fine dis 
play of inventive music, 

lot_of fun, 
and revived !g‘ 
bands  gave tl 
the newcomers were  very 
entertaining.  But, echoing 
the biack spots in almost all 
festivals this summer, some- 
one was badly hurt by an 
alcohol container. 

Thus the optimism of this 
otherwise _milestone ~ event 
was undercut with sadness 
Nobody wants to see the 
fiery, aggressive energy in 
the music diminished. But, 
promoters, increasingly eager 
to book punk-rock “bands, 
must take a few elementary 
precautions . (like  plastic 
mugs) o protect their very 
young audience. It's the only 
sensible way to present their 
scene, 


