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The aims of this mag were set out in the

pilot edition - to be a fanzine for local

bands, a campaigning organ, and a source
of news and information. To that end we
include profiles of leading bands and a

survey of venues for new students. A full

list of bands, venues and services will
be included regularly. The completeness
of the lists depend on our being told of
your band or facility. Listings are free

and advertising is cheap. We will publish

fortnightly on Fridays, and copy should

be in by the previous Saturday. We need
to hear from Social Secs so bands know
who to contact - and we know what's on.
If your college restricts entry, please
let us know anyway, as we intend to
campaign for access to music for everyone.
The next issue will have details of the
plans for a Cattle Market venue, and how
the Council could help to defray the cost
if their approach were right. Meantime we
urge you to write to your councillors in
favour of it,.

HE FACE; HOT DOGS; NEW MODEL ARMY

The main attraction of the evening
was supposed to be 'New Model Army’',
who had travelled all the way from
darkest Bradford to celebrate a single
in the charts. It didn't turn out like
that, however, Even before the gig had
started all eyes were focused on the
small colony of outrageously garbed
super punks who were colourfully, if
self-consciously, wending their way
round the hall. This tiny society, with
the contrivedly degenerate looks were
calling themselves 'Hot Dogs! and they
wanted us unsophisticated bumpkins from
the provinces to know they were there.

Fishnet spray on trousers; stove-pipe
hats growing plaits, and Mohiccan
a l'orange hair styles garnished with
feathers are hard to ignore. I spoke
to stove-pipe hat, who wouldn't admit
that he used to play in another well
known band; but would admit that Hot
Dogs wasn't necessarily ther real name,
and that this was their first gig, and
that they were nervous. Fishnet tights
offered to sell me his Tee shirt, but
no one would admit to the fact that
Mick Jones, until recently of the Clash,
was doing the mixing for them; which
explained no doubt why they were acting
so aloof. _

The Face were first on stage, and were
understandably nervous as they launched
into "The Crying Game". They are fronted
by a good singer with an obvious relish
at being on stage, and the band play
nice tight stuff. But if you have to
say that a band's music is tight then
it usually means they are none too
exciting. That is what I thought about
The Face. If they were more watchable
and they got together a coherant image
they would do very well performing at
classy functions for the youngj; but I. .
think they should steer clear of trying
to be funky, since they don't have .
enough passion for that.

When the Hot Dogs turned to playing
they performed an amazingly exciting and

sometimes pleasantly discordant set of
high speed American rock 'an' roll
classics. Chuck Berry, Little Richard,
Jerry Lee Lewis were all aped, satirised
and yet respected. They poured scorn,
however, all over Elvis Presley; but
then didn't he deserve it? The arrange-
ments were as outrageous as the band's
appearance, with lots of anti-American
inserts.

I wish Mick Jones could have left the
echo effect out for just one number
though, since it sounded not unlike a
backward police siren. He of the
Mohiccaned locks was the singer. He
performed beautifully, looking like a
cross between an orange crested cockatoo
and a revitalised Ophelia. He oozed
about in an engagingly effeminate way.
If he could work on his voice being more
sleazy he'd be perfect.

A blackout and rhythmic sound effect
announced the arrival of the New Model
Army, It was both startling and
confusing and obviously excited the
crowd. Suddenly stark lights were
brought up on the band and the heavy
rhythm they set up was promising.
However, although the mixing was now
excellent again and the lighting
continued in this dramatic vein, .
sometimes harsh, sometimes subtle, New
Model Army turned out to be a big
disappointment. The one number that had
any real excitment contained a chant of
"T believe in justice, I believe in

- vengeance, I believe in getting the

bastards, getting the bastards." The
singer delivered it beautifully; strong
and still and controlled, and he has a
great vibrant voice. But the heavy
rhythm the band sets up completely
strangles any tune, including their
single "Bitter Sweet". I found this band
so annoying for being so promising and
ending up sounding like so much melted
down heavy metal, that I left before






