s

]
i
t

=
et «ngé“
B e

]




-
-

TR

o
-




"Be not the first by whom the new are tried, /Nor
yet the last to lay the old aside.”

Alexandar Pope's warning words could well have been
heeded for this gig in the cheerless heart of Belgium;
where The Clash, The Damned, and Elvis Costello bravely
faced the wrath of several thousand stalwart hippies,
igzz fans and (read on for confirmation) assorted luna-

1Cs%

Being ambassadors of a sort is a full time job, and
playing at what was billed as a "Jazz Festival" in a
country not renowned for its tolerance of new ideas,
musical or otherwide, proved to be a harder task than
most. But on August 11th, nearing the end of a schedule
that would have knackered Superman, The Clash topped
the bill at the "Bilzen Jazz Festival 1977".

Things started smoothly enough, with the three
English bands checking in at their hotel only a little
late, Paul Simenon having staged a somewhat miraculous
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recovery from a mystery disease which briefly had him
looking like a man with terminal leprosy. So everyone
was in fine spirits as the coach left Liege for Bilzen,

a mere twenty kilometres away, and Captain Sensible

kept the assorted travellers entertained with his remark-
able Penguin impersonations.

The first sign of the impeding fiasco/disaster came
only as the coach reached its destination. The site and
surrounding area was completely covered in what appeared
to be refugees from the summer of 1967. Complete with
arse-length hair, beads and peace signs, the waiting
multitudes were intently listening to a group of local
jazz musicians who sounded like a bizarre cross between
Acker Bilk and The Soft Machine. The coach had suddenly
become some sort of time machine, and its occupant
victims, The Clash, The Damned, Elvis Costello et al had
been whisked back a full ten years into the middle of
the peace and love era.

Everybody seemed slightly dazed as we made our way
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