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May 21st, 1977

“EACH successive pop explosion has
come roaring out of the clubs in which
it was born like an angry young bull.
Watching from the other side of the.
gate, the current establishment has
proclaimed it dangerous, subversive, a
menace to youth, and demanded
something be done about it. Something
is. Commercial exploitation advances
towards it holding out a bucketful of
recording contracts, television appear-
ances and world-wide fame. Then,
once the muzzle is safely buried in the
golden mash, the cunning butcher nips
deftly along the flank and castrates the
animal. After this painless operation,
the establishment realizes it is safe to
advance into thefield and gingerly pats
the qow docile creature which can then
be safely relied on to grow fatter and
stupider until the moment when fash-
ion decided it is ready for the
slaughterhouse.

“l dont mean to suggest that there
has ever been a conscious arrangement
drawn up between the establishment
and the entrepreneurs of pop. It is
simply that their interests happen to
coincide.

“The establishment wants order.
The entrepreneurs want money, and
the way to make the money out of pop
is to preserve at least the semblance of
order.

George Melly, Revolt Into Style,
970.

“White Riot, | wanna riot”
The Clash, 1976
“Punk Rock isjust a newfashion. Itis
perfectly harmless. ” Maurice Obers-
tein, British managing director, CBS
Records, 1977.

LL, THEY GOT
HEIR RIOT.

A curiously self-
conscious and predict-
able kind of riot, but the demoli-
tion of 200 seats from the Rain-
bow stalls at the major gig of The
Clash’s national tour last week
seemed to satisfy everyone
concerned; group, audience, and
the daily press, who went away
gratefully clutching their latest
Punk Rock Shock Horror head-
lines.

Of course, most of the audience
sensibly preferred to stand and watch
as the bristly hardcore down front
pogoed and catapulted all over each
other in mindless abandon and
offered up the homage of a few rows
of seats to the young gods on stage.

After all, why risk losing an eye?

As long as the resultant debris was
stacked neatly along the front of the
stage, The Clash themselves remained
unperturbed, while in the wings the
Rainbow management  likewise
looked on apparently unalarmed.
After all, it had been previously
agreed that any damage would be
paid for in full by The Clash manage-
ment.

Anyway, rock venues get to expect
this sort of thing.

A few months ago it was The Hot
Rods who'd occasioned the stall-
trashing, and not long before that |
recall seeing a particularly awesome
picture of seat destruction atter an
Alex Harvey gig at the Glasgow
Apollo.

Or was it the Bay City Rollers?

And let’s not forget that these inci-
dents are as nothing compared to the
fury of rioting Teddy Boys at rock-
n’roll shows in the Fifties, when
water-hoses were frequently used to

subdue the over-enthusiasm of the
audience.

Or even compared to what a few
hundred Man Utd fans can do on a
bad Saturday.

This evening, though, the New
Wave wanted a riot of their own.

HAT something was going to
happen that evening was
entirely predictable.

The concert, after all, marked
perhaps the true “coming out” of the
New Wave/Punk Rock into the full
glory of commercial respectability.

The New Wave had finally got what
it had tried for six months previously
when the Pistols” Anarchy Tour had
ended in debacle — its own package
tour, along with record company
sponsorship, albums in the charts, and
acceptance by established rock
venues.

There was, in fact, a distinct air of
History In The Making as evidenced
by the plethora of music-biz folk and
what seemed like ,every New Wave
band that wasn’t actually appearing
on the five-strong bill. The rest of the
audience seemed a mixture of the
downright curious, a large number of
people trying on the New Wave thing
for size, and the faithful few hundred
who’d been with The Clash and the
rest since those now-distant days way
back — yup — last summer.

The audience simmered uncomfort-

NEW MUSICAL EXPRESS

NEIL SPENCER
watches the New
Wave trash The
Rainbow and has
misgivings . . .

ably in their seats under the baleful
eye of the security staff as The
Prefects, The Subway Sect, The Buzz-
cocks, and The Jam came and went,
the ripple of response becoming prog-
ressively larger for each band.

By the time The Jam appeared,
forcing the audience to remain seated
was evidently not on, and when The
Clash mooched on stage the energy
that had been whirling round the
theatre all evening was collected in a
tight, snarling, gobbing frenzy stage
front, waiting for the first chords of
“London’s Burning” to finally ignite
it.

THE CLASH sure have changed a lot
since | saw them last autumn at a
Fulham Town Hall gig where the
audience was counted in tens rather
than hundreds. Any suggestion of
amateurishness or a fumbling inability
to cope with their instruments is
completely gone, along with the
paint-splashed dole-queue threads.
After the numberous shabby new
wave shows I've seen round London
town in the past year, | was totally

unprepared for the expertly honed
professionalism on exhibit that night.
Visually, at least, they were undeni-
ably impressive.

It was a scene straight out of Clock-
work Orange, a giant backdrop of last
summer’s Notting Hill riots being the
only adornment beyond the stark
dramatic lighting and the black
speaker monoliths that towered on
either side.

The group themselves look exactly
like the sort of outfit that Alex and his
droogs would be wont to catch by way
of priming before a little spot of ultra-
violence. Like the scenery they’re
predominantly in black, white, and
red, and covered with a multiplicity of
pockets, zips, toggles, buckles, and
the other trappings from the current
para-military fashions.

The prevailing impression is of a
deserted, barren landscape patrolled
by a bunch of dangerous, half.control-
led rock’n’roll guerrillas.

That it’s a threatening, desperate
landscape is an impression reinforced
by the sheer ferocity, noise, and
primal aggression of The Clash’s
music. For the most part it’s music
without subtlety, or compromise.

You don’t listen to it, you either
leave or surrender.

THEN THERE’S the antics of front-
man Joe Strummer.

With the drummer consigned to the
rear of the stage, bassman Paul Sime-
non hunched in aggressive militant
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content to dart occasionally back and
forward on the left, it’s left to Strum-
mer to provide most of the visuals.

He takes the part of street psychotic
further than anyone before him. Just
as the lettering on his clothes and the
backdrop spell out images of violence
and alarm, so Strummer’s vocabulary
is plundered from the madhouse, the
jail, and the detention camp.

Much of the time he looks like a
man on Electric Shock Treatment, an
epileptic hanging on a mike stand, the
unreasoning thug with a guitar strap-
ped on.

He’s the universal renegade and
outsider, the aberration which society
would like to lock up.

For pure adrenalin-rush excitement
the Clash are probably the best band
in the country right now.

And they depressed the hell out of
me.

XACTLY WHAT depressed
me?

It certainly wasn’t the seat-
smashing episode, which, as | said, is
hardly anything new or depression-
worthy, though the sense that the
audience was doing exactly what was
expected of it was depressing — and it
was also most ironic in view of Strum-
mer’s claim half-way through the set
that the “we ain’t on remote control
no more”. Oh no?

No, what depressed me was more
importantly — the music (which we’ll
consider a little more closely in a
paragraph or two) the cumulative
effect of the concert’s small ironies,
contradictions, and inconsistencies,
and their implication for the future of
the New Wave as a whole.

The prevailing impression | took
away was one of nihilism, of anti-life
as opposed to life-affirmation, of a
perverse and slightly sick communal
spirit, of a movement that glorifies
hopelessness and has nothing positive
to offer beyond the mere fact of its
existence.

This piece is not meant to be
another routine put-down of the New
Wave and its adherents, when the
movement has so clearly been benefi-
cial in terms of enabling and
encouraging people to play and
participate  rather than  merely
consume the occasional offerings of
its tax-exiled heroes. A change it had
to come, we knew it all along . . .

With it, the New Wave has brought

lyrics of youth, involvement, and
protest, the very lifeblood of rock and
a far more apt and meaningful
response to life in the greying British
*70s than is represented by the docile
escapism and California soundtracks
that have come to dominate the charts
and rock thinking as a whole. Deliver
me, dear lord, from life in suburbia
with an Eagles album . . .
THE CATHARTIC wind of change
that the New Wave has brought is
almost enough for me to forgive it its
unlistenable music, but personally |
can’t make much sense of music that
lacks any subtlety of rhythm or
melody, which is invariably badly
played and whose lyrics are usually
delivered in a monotone screech.

That would seem to sum up most of
the punk bands who haven’t yet been
signed up by eager record companies
— and it certainly summed up The
Prefects and Subway Sect at the Rain-
bow last week.

T oug%h they were well received, |
B Continues “over
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can’t find anything much positive to
say about the Buzzcocks either
beyond the great two-note guitar solo
in “Boredom” and the fact that their
bass-player looks like rock’sanswer to
the Michelin man.

Even The Jam — who can certainly
play with a great deal of verve and
power on their night — came over
tinny and formless on the appalling
PA system. There may be good musi-
cians in the New Wave, but it’d be a
hell of a lot easier to hear them if
there were some good sound
engineers as well.

While conceding it’s helped resur-
rect the single to its rightful status, |
feel little better toward punk rock on
record. But then these days, appa-
rently like J. Rotten and The Clash, |
don’t listen to much else but reggae
anyway. The only Clash number 1
actually enjoyed last week was their
singularly potent exposition of Junior
Murvin’s “Police And Thieves”.

Unlistenable or not, groups rarely
become groups for the music’s sake,
as lan Hunter said in last week’s
NME; it’s money, girls, image, what-
ever. The music comes later. | trust it
will lan.

O AMOUNT of musicianship,
N though, could conceal the

almost wilful confusion and
ignorance that’s presented as the New
Wave's public face.

1 say ‘public” because as individuals
most New Wave bands and punters
seem pretty, uh, regular people. All
the more depressing then, to hear
lyrics and public statements of the sort
that have earned the movement its
moronic reputation.

For example, there’s the oft-
repeated denigration of all things
‘hippy’” — psychedelic music (together
with its Heavy Metal and Hip Easy
Listening  offspring), long hair,
cannabis, what is construed as phony
heppy artiness (books and paintings
bah), and the ‘Peace and Love’ ethic
of ten years ago, which, claim the
punks, was a demonstrable failure in
its attempts to change the world.

Its anti-intellecutalism aside, |
object to such blatant misrepresenta-
tion of history. If 1968 was ‘peace and
love’, then it was also the anti-
Vietnam war demonstration in Gros-
venor Square, the police riot at the

Chicago Democratic Convention, and
the Paris student revolution that esca-
lated into the complete immobilisa-
tion of France.

How's “Anarchy In The UK”
compare to that?

In  fact, a  vigorous  anti-
authoritarianism and social alienation
were as much or more a part of the
‘hippy’ ethic in practice as of the New
Wave, who also seem under the delu-
sion that before ‘Dole Queue Rock’
(since when haven't struggling rock
bands been on the dole?) no-one was
writing protest songs.

Someone should play them the likes
of Frank Zappa’s “Trouble Coming
Every Day” (or, come to think of it,
“Flower Punk”) from 1966. Or
remind them of the folk protest move-
ment of the early sixties and Bob
Dylan singing “Talking Third World
War Blues".

IN STRICTLY nationalist terms,
though, the punks may have a point.

Overt social or political protest has
never been a strong point of British
rock, which has invariably
commented on social issues and
attitudes in a more indirect way. The
accent has always been on changing
the individual rather than society;
“You better free your mind instead”
sang the Beatles on “Revolution”,
and likewise The Stones, Floyd,
Kinks, and the whole mainstream of
British rock has been political by
implication rather than declaration.

On the few occasions that British
rock stars have made overt political
statements, they’ve usually been reac-
tionary; recently we've had Rod
wooing the Liberal , Eric coming out
for Powell, Harley seeing reds-under-
the-bed.

The major exception, of course, is
John Lennon in  his Red
Mole/Sometimes In New York City”
period, and it’s significant that
Lennon had to move to the U.S.
before he could comfortably adopt
such a stance.

Rock and politics have always
mixed better in the States, if only
because politics and showbusiness
have never been seen as that far apart
— they almost got a ‘B”movie star for
president recently. Then again,
American youth has had more reason
to be politically involved; no-one here
got Vietnam call-up papers.

THE NEW SINGLE

INTHE FLESH

CIW
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CLASH TRASH BACKLASH

Times have changed. With perma-
nent crisis in the UK (including and
especially Ulster) 69-77, and the
resultant national identity crisis, it
was inevitable that rock would
become more politicised — rock
being a barometer of the social clime
and alt that.

The Clash seem to be rock’s
response to the National Front. In
complete and declared opposition to
the NF and their sinister anti-
democratic, racist politics, they
nonetheless inhabit the same blighted
urban landscape, preach violence
against violence. Hate and War say
the shirts. Riot, 999 . . .

It's a dangerously ambiguous
response, just as the response to
Strummer’s mention of the Front last
week was ambiguous — a jeer,
certainly, some cheers maybe. And
no matter how many anti-NF remarks
are made, still basically a movement
toward the politics of violence.

So far the New Wave have been
largely incapable of saying exactly
what they’re fighting for rather who
they’re fighting against. We know
they’re not fighting to defend love and
peace, what then?

We know at least that The Jam love
the Queen (“You’re a commie ain’t
ya?” they said when | suggested Her
Majesty didn’t give a royal hoot about
them or about rock music, and that
Townshend’s Union Jacket back in
'66 was cocking a snook at the estab-
lishment). But what do the rest of the
New Wave defend? The right to
smash up the stalls?

T'S IN the context of questions

like these that | find the New

Wave’s fascination with reggae so
curiously out of sync with where the
movement is apparently at.

“Just fucking listen to some reggae,
that’s all,” concluded Mark P in a
Sniffing Glue interview with the Roxy
Club’s black DJ Don Letts, while at
the concert last week they played the
best sounds 1'd ever heard at the
Rainbow; great hunks of dub, Skata-
lites. Revolutionaries.

Sure, much reggae is ‘Rebel Music’,
instantly alienates Eagles fans, and
deals with militant images and lyrics,
but there any resemblance to the New

Wave music ends. Even the angriest
reggae is built on a foundation of
positive beliefs which, again ironcially
fot he punks, preach peace, love,
spirituality and equality. Serious t’ing
iyah. No jestering.

Nowhere is the fundamental oppos-
ition of reggae and New Wave music
more plain that in the dancing that
each inspires. Reggae is sensual, laid-
back, polyrhythmic; its dancing fluid,
total, often very close, and sexually
suggestive. Reggae dancing usually
goes on for several hours at a time.

Compare this to the despicable
pogo dance, or rather, anti-dance.
The body is clenched, catapulted
aggressively at  other  leaping
lemmings, and can be sustained only
for short bursts. That it’s hardly the
most seductive display of the human
form goes without saying, as does the
fact that it’s wilfully moronic.

At least the Teds had jiving at their
riots.

“STREET FIGHTERS in custom-
made guerrilla togs,” sneered one
recent Gasbag correspondant. “Anar-
chy courtesy of EM1?” spat another.

The cynicism is understandable.
Rebels on £40,000 contracts? With
some honourable exceptions, rock
and roll has seen its heroes burn out
or sell out. Or rather be brought out
whether they like it or not. Only the
fittest have been able to overcome the

Below: JOE STRUMMER does the
Epileptic — it's the latest thing,
dears!
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debilitating patronisation of the music
business and continue to simply create
good music or contribute something
to the public that gave them their
privilege — not just materially but in
the sense of maintaining their artistic
integrity and simultaneously evolving
their relationship to the world at
large.

It’s exactly because so many succes-
sive revolutionary fanfares have been
stifled so easily that we should look
back to the mistakes and cop-outs of
the past rather than merely sneer at
them. Won't get fooled again? Don’t
you believe it.

The New Wave now find them-
selves approaching the same position
as the older established bands they*ve
criticised. It’s pointless to blame them
for the quandary they now face — if
they want their records out and their
concerts played, they don’t have
much choice but to sign up (and lots
of lolly is, as many members of the
music biz constantly remind one.
What It’s All About). That said, 1|
don’t see what’s to stop the new
generation of rock rebels going the
same way as their successors.

The establishment, in the form of
the music biz, is already finding ways
of turning this latest threat to it’s life
into a lucrative source of income. And
ifthe boutiques can turn Che Guevara
into acommodity, then they shouldn’t
have too much trouble with
1984/Clockwork Orange imagery and
vague noises about ‘Anarchy’. How
long before ‘Hate and War’ shirts are
on sale in the NME mail order ads
where flower-embroidered loon pants
nestled a few years back?
ALRIGHT, we've seen action. The
New Wave has helped wash away the
accumulated dross left by the ebb of
the 6G’s tide, but in the long run it
might just be washing up some more
evil pollutant.

Certainly it’simpossible not to have
serious doubts about any musical
form that limits emotional response to
jumping up and down on the spot and
blowing globules of phelgm at its
heroes. Surely rock culture, youth
culture, is richer than that?

“Blank Generation” may be apt as
a description, but as a eulogy and
rallying call it’s pathetic.

Don’t just pogo there, read some-
thing.
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"EACH successive pop explosion has
come roaring out of the clubs in which
it was born like an angry young bull.
Watching from the other side of the
gate, the current establishment has
proclaimed it dangerous, subversive, a
menace to youth, and demanded
something be done about it. Something
is. Commercial exploitation advances
towards it holding out a bucketful of
recording contracts, television appear-
ances and world-wide fame. Then,
once the muzzle is safely buried in the
golden mash, the cunning butcher nips
deftly along the flank and castrates the
animal. After this painless operation,
the establishment realizes it is safe to
advance into thefield and gingerly pats
the now docile creature which can then
be safely relied on to grow fatter and
stupider until the moment when fash-
ion decided it is ready for the
slaughterhouse.

"I dont mean to suggestjhat there
has ever been a conscious arrangement
drawn up between the establishment
and the entrepreneurs of pop. It is
umply that their interests happen to
coincide.

“The establishment wants order.
The entrepréntp/X want money, and
the way to make the money out ofpop
is to preserve at least the semblance of
order.

George Ay, .Revolt Into Style,
1970.

"White Riot, | wanna riot"

The Clash. 1976
“Punk Rock isjust a new fashion. Itis
perfectly harmless.” Maurice Obers-
tein, British managing director, CBS
Records, 1977.
ELL, THEY GOT

THEIR RIOT.

A curiously self-
conscious and predict-
able kind of riot, but the demoli-
tion of 200 seats from the Rain-
bow stalls at the major gig of The
Clash’s national tour last week
seemed to satisfy everyone
concerned; group, audience, and
the daily press, who went away
gratefully clutching their latest
Punk Rock Shock Horror head-
lines.

Of course, most of the audience
sensibly preferred to stand and watch
as the bristly hardcore down front
pogoed and catapulted all over each
other in mindless abandon and
offered up the homage of a few rows
of scats to the young gods on stage.

After all, why risk losing an eye?

As long as the resultant debris was
stacked neatly along the front of the
stage. The Clash themselves remained
unperturbed, while in the wings the
Rainbow  management  likewise
looked on apparently unalarmed.
After all, it had been previously
agreed that any damage would be
paid for in full by The Clash manage-
ment.

‘Vnyway, rock venues get to expect
this sort of thing.

A few months ago it was The Hot
Rods who’d occasioned the stall-
trashing, and not long before that |
recall seeing a particularly awesome
picture of seat destruction alter an
Alex Harvey gig at the Glasgow
Apollo.

Or wus it the Bay City Rollers?

And let’s not forget that these inci-
dents arc as nothing compared to the
jury of rioting Teddy Boys at rock-
nroll shows in the Fifties, when
water-hoses were frequently used to
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subdue the over-enthusiasm of the
audience.

Or even compared to what a few
hundred Man Utd fans can do on a
bad Saturday.

This evening, though, the New
Wave wanted a riot of their own.

HAT something was going to
I happen that evening was
entirely predictable.

The concert, after all, marked
perhaps the true “coming out” of the
New Wave/Punk Rock into the full
glory of commercial respectability.

The New Wave had finally got what
it had tried for six months previously
when the Pistols’ Anarchy Tour had
ended in debacle — its own package
tour, along with record company
sponsorship, albums in the charts, and
acceptance by established rock
venues.

There was, in fact, a distinct air of
History In The Making as evidenced
by the plethora of music-biz folk and
what seemed like every New Wave
band that wasn’t actually appearing
on the five-strong bill. The rest of the
audience seemed a mixture of the
downright curious, a large number of
people trying on the New Wave thing
for size, and the faithful few hundred
who’d been with The Clash and the
rest since those now-distant days way
back — yup — last summer.

The audience simmered uncomfort-
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ably in their seats under the baleful
eye of the security staff as The
Prefects, The Subway Sect, The Buzz-
cocks, and The Jam came and went,
the ripple of response becoming prog-
ressively larger for each band.

By the time The Jam appeared,

forcing the audience to remain seated
was evidently not on, and when The
Clash mooched on st3ge the energy
that had been whirling round the
theatre all evening was collected in a
tight, snarling, gobbing frenzy stage
front, waiting for the first chords of
"London’s Burning” to finally ignite
it.
THE CLASH sure have changed a lot
since | saw them last autumn at a
Fulham Town Hall gig where the
audience was counted in tens rather
than hundreds. Any suggestion of
amateurishness or a fumbling inability
to cope with their instruments is
completely gone, along with the
paint-splashed dole-queue threads.

After the numberous shabby new
wave shows I've seen round London
town in the past year, | was totally

unprepared for the expertly honed
professionalism on exhibit that night.
Visually, at least, they were undeni-
ably impressive.

It was a scene straight out of Clock-
work Orange, a giant backdrop of last
summer's Notting Hill riots being the
only adornment beyond the stark
dramatic lighting and the black
speaker monoliths that towered on
cither side.

The group themselves look exactly
like the sort of outfit that Alex and his
droogs would be wont to catch by way
of priming before a little spot of ultra-
violence. Like the scenery they’re
predominantly in black, white, and
red;-and covered with a multiplicity of
pockets, zips, toggles, buckles, and
the other trappings from the current
para-military fashions.

The prevailing impression is of a
deserted, barren landscape patrolled
by a bunch of dangerous, half.control-
led rock’n’roll guerrillas.

That it's a threatening, desperate
landscape is an impression reinforced
by the sheer ferocity, noise, and
primal aggression of The Clash’s
music. For the most part it’s music
without subtlety, or compromise.

You don’t listen to it, you either
leave or surrender.

THEN THERE'’S the antics of front-
man Joe Strummer.

With the drummer consighed to the
rear of the stage, bassman Paul Sime-
non hunched in aggressive militant
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stance on the right, and Mick Jones
content to dart occasionally back and
forward on the left, it’s left to Strum*
mcr to provide most of the visuals.

He takes the part of street psychotic
further than anyone before him. Just
as the lettering on his clothes and the
backdrop spell out images of violence
and alarm, so Strummer’s vocabulary
is plundered from the madhouse, the
jail, and the detention camp.

Much of the time he looks like a
man on Electric Shock Treatment, an
epileptic hanging on a mike stand, the
unreasoning thug with a guitar strap-
ped on.

He’s the universal renegade and
outsider, the aberration which society
would like to lock up.

For pure adrenalin-rush excitement
the Clash are probably the best band
in the country right now.

And they depressed the hell out of
me.

xactly what depressed
Eme?

It certainly wasn’t the seat-
smashing episode, which, as I said, is
hardly anything new or depression-
worthy, though the sense that the
audience was doing exactly what was
expected of it was depressing—and it
was also most ironic in view of Strum-
mer’s claim half-way through the set
that the “we ain’t on remote control
no more". Oh no?

No, what depressed me was more
importantly — the music (which we’ll
consider a little more closely in a
paragraph or two) the cumulative
effect of the concert’s small ironies,
contradictions, and inconsistencies,
and their implication for the future of
the New Wave as a whole.

The prevailing impression | took
away was one of nihilism, of anti-life
as opposed to life-affirmation, of a
perverse and slightly sick communal
spirit, of a movement that glorifies
hopelessness and has nothing positive
to offer beyond the mere fact of its
existence.

This piece is not meant to be
another routine put-down of the New
Wave and its adherents, when the
movement has so clearly been benefi-
cial in terms of enabling and
encouraging people to play and
participate  rather than  merely
consume the occasional offerings of
its tax-exiled heroes. A change it had
to come, we knew it all along . . .

With it, the New Wave has brought

lyrics of youth, involvement, and
protest, the very lifeblood of rock and
a far more apt and meaningful
response to life in the greying British
’70s than is represented by the docile
escapism and California soundtracks
that have come to dominate the charts
and rock thinking as a whole. Deliver
me. dear lord, from life in suburbia
with an Eagles album . . .
THE CATHARTIC wind of change
that the New Wave has brought is
almost enough for me to forgive it its
unlistenable music, but personally |
can’t make much sense of music that
lacks any subtlety of rhythm or
melody, which is invariably badly
played and whose lyrics arc usually
delivered in a monotone screech.

That would sccm'to sum up most of
the punk bands who haven't yet been
signed up by eager record companies
— and it certainly summed up The
Prefects and Subway Sect at the Rain-
bow last week.

T ough the){) were well received, |
m- Continues over



