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o doubt many among us will have 
spent a considerable amount of our 
laughably-long summer break by 
standing in a muddy field attempting 

to sing along to someone or other performing at 
least 15km away, by lip-reading the lyrics from a 
100ft TV screen, our only glimpse of the artist we 
have paid so much money to see ‘live’.  This year 
has seen the continuation of the consistent rise 
and rise of the music festival’s popularity, but is it 
really a good way to go and see music?

Sure you can probably fit in between 10 to 
20 bands in only a few days, which depending 
on the festival, is probably a massive saving on 
what you’d pay to see them all individually, but is 
it not a lot more special to devote an entire night 
to seeing a band, and do festival conditions let 
you really take it all in?  I know personally I find it 
hard to concentrate on even the most jaw-drop-
ping performances when my bladder has become 
larger than my head, and binoculars are not 
generally among my preferred gig kit.  However, 
it somehow always seems to be all worth it in the 
end, whether you remember any of the bands you 
actually saw, or if you just had a good-old para-
lytic rumble in the dirt. 

 There is, of course, the majestic half-way 
house that is Barcelona’s wonderful Sonar.  With 
its reliably arse-kicking lineup (Edbanger Records 
Showcase = embarrising stains) and in-city loca-
tion, it’s perfect if you fancy a real bed at the end 
of the night.  In fact the continent is generally 
becoming a far more popular option for festival 
aficionados, due to the massive difference in ticket 
prices.  Eastern countries like Hungary, Croatia and 
Latvia are now offering some of the phattest festi-
vals around, and with pints averaging about fifty 
pence to a pound, they're starting to fill up with 
gangs of money-conscious English-speakers.  

However, with the summer now a fading 
memory, having an easily accessible toilet while 
you boogie does seem like a brilliant luxury, and 
not having to wake up in a hot and/or wet tent 
after a night out is truly a blessing.  Though for all 
the moaning, God knows we’ll all be digging out 
the tents and inflatable animals once again next 
year.  By the time you're packing your collection 
of novelty  and contraband items into the same 
smelly old bag, only the excited anticipation of 
just how digustingly, beautifully grimy it's going 
to be will remain. 

 You have to admit, for all the material discom-
forts, festivals do have the habit of providing at 
least one unforgettable moment when it all comes 
together, and the yellow trickle down your inner 
leg no longer matters.  When eveything is blown 
to insignificance by the beauty of feeling momen-
tarily united with thousands of other battered 
survivors.  What’s more, no-one really expects you 
to wash for the whole weekend, yay!!!

>> Gerry McKeever

Filthy Weekends

These guys are 50-something 
but who cares? After all these 
years they manage to keep 
rock alive.

At first I was skeptical — post-punk before punk 
was over?  Transcending the genre in the mid ‘70s? 
Snobbish elitism comes to mind. Well, as I waited in 
line around a bunch of guys who coulda been my 
dad (and well well hey, the 70’s were a crazy time... 
who knows?)  I figured that I was going to waste 
a few hours  listening to some has-been fogeys 
while standing amidst a sea of fat balding dudes in 
expensive leather jackets. But when Wire comes on 
stage and starts to play...

    These guys are 50-something but who cares? 
After all these years theymanage to keep rock 
alive.Like Derek Smalls, this must be their child-
hood preserved on stage.  Colin Newman (lead 
guitar and vox) managed to still kick out the jams, 
jumping around on stage and waving his arms like 
a madman, an impressive feat made all the more 
meaningful when I notice a brace on his upper 
forearm.  The rest of the band is jumping around & 
dripping sweat harder than some hot young guns 
less than half their ages would. Robert Gotobed 
(drums) has this eerie calm look of concentration on 
his face as he keeps a mammoth beat while Graham 
Lewis (bass) is a little less animated but still takes 
up his fair share of the stage. Only Margaret Fiedler 
McGinnis, the touring rythm guitarist, seems out 
of place as if they picked her up at a bus stop right 
before the gig.

Pretty good tunes, too. Their songs have a 
driving buzzy sound and screechy whining vocals 
reminiscent of early punk (a la Buzzcocks or Sex 
Pistols), but with heavy reverb and a deeper bass 
sound that stretches them past that simply angry/
shallow sound that normally makes the nut for clas-
sification as punk.

    Of course, this is art punk so anything goes. 
While they’re known to play everything from 
straight-ahead punk to synth-laden dirges that 

>> Benzo Harris

helped give the goth crowd some solid footing, this 
night it’s just the four of them roaring through what 
amounts to a lot of their back catalog.

    Newman manages to transition from deep 
& soulful crooning on “Too Late” to all of a sudden 
hopping around (and I mean literally!) on stage 
while the rest of the band keeps the beat with 
“Patient Flees”.

Gotobed sometimes looks like he’s dozing off 
to sleep because he plays with his eyes closed and 
he’s almost stationary- his slender but sinewy arms 
waving around like mechanical chicken seperators 
give him away though.

    And that sound! The roaring echos of strings 
mixed with substantial whacks and thumps from 
the drums merge to a concert hall that’s situated 
under a railway station well. There is a frenzy and 
zeal mounting in the audience almost as soon as 
they start playing- you can feel the energy rippling 
through the crowd.

    By the time the entire crowd is roaring along 
with Newman the chorus for “I Can’t Understand”, I 
can’t understand any more! Chalk it up to my lousy 
hearing or my getting swept away in the raucous 

energy of a bunch of 18 year old punks in 45 year 
old men’s bodies, but I can’t really hear what’s being 
sung any more... instead I’m bathed in wave after 
wave of sonic exhilaration:   “I CAN’T UNDERSTAND! 
I CAN’T UNDERSTAND!”

    That is punk, ladies and gentlemen! When 
the music/crowd/energy thing hits the right combi-
nation, you forget how old you are, if you left the 
hob on, how your stock portfolio is doing, and are 
instead transported back to them glory days when 
you hang out in shitty clubs smoking bent rollies.

    And Wire does that, because they were there 
then and they’re here now. They have run the 
gauntlet, so to speak, and have survived, and came 
back to tell us about it. The historical implications 
of this are great.

Subcity Party
26/09/08
Postgraduate Club Continuing from last years’ success, the first 

Subcity Party/Rave went down an absolute 
treat on the 26th.  The Universities own mob 

of radio-freaks are proving time and time again 
that they really know how to get down.  This latest 
installation in the series continued the trend of 
being even more pleasantly vicious and busy than 
the last.  Headliners Simon Bryan and Ooft both 
played suitably ferocious sets, with David Sinclair 
(Killer Kitsch), Full Phat and Ally Herring also joining 
in the aural assault.  The crowd were consistently 

community, as these Subcity parties seem to have 
the power to attract from all the spheres of our 
delinquent population.

The ample seating and tables in the club gener-
ally provide loads of space for those needing a 
chillout, however on this occasion they were deco-
rated with debauched and degenerate ravers.  These 
nights are fast becoming a concentrated, more 
intense version of an Art-school Thursday, minus 
the pretensions.  Fair play to the Subcity crew for 
a pretty cool visuals show as well, including some 
fruity green Ayia Napa sheet lasers action.  Fabu-
lous.  

The Hetherington Building itself is becoming a 
more appealing venue all the time, with its small, 
intimate setting providing the perfect location for 
a big sweaty jive.  After a handful of government-
censored beverages the spiralling staircases can 
become a bit of a challenge, even for those of us 
with the more sophisticated motor-skills…

>> Gerry McKeever
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Wire
11/09/08
The Arches

The next Subcity Party is on October 17th in the 
same place and as it’s bound to be at least as good, 
we’ll see you there.  

…You could find everything from 
a-typical trendy audiophiles to 
distinguished members of the 
senior University community.

annihilated by monster tunes, right up until home 
time, with the uninitiated gobsmacked at the trans-
formation of the usually reserved Postgrad Club.  
Among the rubber-legged masses you could find 
everything from a-typical trendy audiophiles to 
distinguished members of the senior University 

At one point some old dude shouts out a 
request, and Newman grunts “We haven’t played 
that song since 1979, I’m afraid.” Yowzah! Wire has 
been there & done that, which enables them to play 
with energy & style but in a more reserved, relaxed 
style. I’m hearing tracks off of Pink Flag (their 1st 
release) as well as watching ‘em grind out songs 
from Object 47, which came out in ‘08.

    The fans love it, too. It is both embarrassing 
and endearing to see a bunch of 45-year-olds actu-
ally moshing as Wire rallies for a second encore 
(name some young bands that can work out that 
hard!), playing “1 2 X U” so hard it was as if they were 
ripping a lit firecracker out of their ass.

    I stood behind a guy in line who I pegged as a 
total loser... the short, chubby bald guy in a generic 
leather jacket. An obvious Record Junkie and Child 
of the Past... the person I’ll be when I’m 50 no doubt, 
(so might as well make fun of it while I can).

    Anyway, as I was leaving the gig I heard him 
say “I’ve been waiting to see that band for 20 years.” 
I guess the wait was worth it.
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