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THE KINKS, ROOT BOY SLIM and the 
SEX CHANGE BAND: New York 
Two sold -out performances this week by the Kinks at 
the Palladlum were my only chances to see the new Kinks line-up in action. The Davies' band were In prime form for their opening set, with Ray giving a loose show which seemed to stem from joviality rather than anything heavy. 

The show was mannered but enthusiastic, with 
none of the slapstick antics the Kinks gained Infamy for a few years back. Ray Davies' playing and singing was confident and unfaltering throughout, 
bolstered by the obvious adoration of the crowd and their appreciative offering of a barrage of paper 
plates at Ray's feet - a traditional New York 
welcome for the Kinks. 

From the familiar but still exciting opening strains 
of 'You Really Got Me' to 'Live Life', the encore selection from their new album, the Kinks' show was quick - paced and professional, but never brusque. 

Nestled between assaults an old and new favourites 
such as 'Life On The Road', 'Sleepwalker' and 
'Cellulold Heroes', the group also favoured New Yorkers with a gift -wrapped rendition of 'Waterloo 
Sunset' - performed in front of a shimmering 
backdrop of the evening sky - and a joking, 
interrupted, audience -participation version of 'Iola'. 

In thanks for a strong show which also included 'Misfits' cuts such as the title track, plus 'Permanent 
Waves', 'Rock 'n' Roll Fantasy', and the poignant 
Dave Davies tune 'Trust Your Heart', the capacity crowd put in calls for additional encores. Their calls, though heartfelt, went unsatisfied. 

Better a call for another song than for another 
group: that's what Washington, D.C. weirdo Root 
Boy Slim has had to stand up to during some dates oft 
his recent tour. 

The over - 30, slimy looking ex -Yaffe took to the small stage at long Island showcase My Father's 
Place last week, hampered by the physical limits of 
an awful sound setup and the psychic grief caused by 
tour audiences who have threatened Root's show with 
nightmarish chants of "N . . R .. B .. Q", a call for 
the featured act to perform. 

Of course, Root Boy's talent is a special one, darker 
and more frightening and less accessible perhaps 
than the breezy blend of jazz and pop which has 
brought fans to see NRBQ, and by extension, Root. 
But the talent Is one which has yet to bear full fruit, as 
proved by his debut album and by this live show. 

By his own admission (plus other reports), Root 
Boy Siltn's set at My Father's Place was not one of his 
best But even at that. It was at least promising. In 
addition to the growling, mewling vulgarity of 
vocalist Root, there was plenty to watch onstage. 

Also joining him were the Sex Change Band, a 
competent boogie bunch led by hunky bass player 
Rattlesnake RatUes (alias Bob Greenlee, a former 
Yale football star). And then there were the two 
amusing Rootettes, female backups who, according to 
one group spokesman, "Can't sing and can't dance, 
but are just around for general abuse". 

The ensemble's gruff and grungy swamp music la 
enjoyable enough, enhanced by the .comically 
ominous stance of Root Boy Slim as he appears 
onstage In sparkling robes and Elton John - style 
glasses which spell out a popular obscenity 

Root Boy's self -penned songs such as 'My Wig Fell 
Off', 'Heartbreak of Psoriasis', and 'Too Sick to 
Reggae' may not present a serious chart threat to the 
Bee Gees or to Debby Boone 

But for those who love odd promotional Items (such 
as the commemorative air -sick bag Warners 
designed to accompany the tune 'Boogie TW You 
Puke'), this band is quite an Inspiration. 

MARILYN I.AFFERTY 
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ROOT BOY SLIM: roo sick to reggur so he boogies 
Intl hepukeS. 

SONJA KRIS - 
TINA'S 'ESCAPE' 
Music Machine, London 
DO YOU remember Curved Alr? 
More to the point, do you 
remember Sonja Kristine the 
lady nut front whose voice used to 
send shivers down the spine of 
every male member of the 
audience. 

Apart from a one off 're -union' 
tour a couple of years ago we 
haven't heard much from any of 
the band, which Is a dames, since 
they were a formidably talented 
collection. It Is nice then, to be 
able to report that Sonja has got 
herself together with a new band, 
and on the strength of this 

Sonja's 
song 

goes on 

s 

evening, they could one day 
eclipse Curved Air. 

Bear In mind that this was only 
their fifth gig, and that they were 
playing a half -full Camden Music 
Machine. 

The band came on without 
Sonja. nettled Into place, and 
launched Into one of the most 
dynamite Instrumentals I have 
ever heard. When you go lo see 
then, don't let them go unless they 
pbiy 'The Comforter'. By the time 
That one had sunk In, a large 
number of the audience had come 
down front to listen, even one of 
the pool tables was free, and 
that's quite a compliment. 

Then Sonja proceeded to reel 
them In. The songs are mostly 
new. There are few of the best of 

the old; 'It Happened Today', 
'Melinda, more or less' and 
'Purple Speed Que ee' from the 
Air Cut album, But, they have aB 
been stripped down and rebuilt. 
They are much more direct and 
powerful than when Air played 
them. 

Sonja now has a backing 
vocalist known as Cassandra. 

Moans? Well, the PA was dire, 
too loud, too trebly and badly 
balanced. Also, I don't think the 
hand le quite together yet. Bat 
they dragged two encores out of u 
very tired Music Machine 
audience, and they gave ellit one 
of the best nights out I have had 
for a very long time. 

NICK JAMES 

THE MOVIES 
Bristol Granary 
WHEN The Movies step 
on stage, It Is apparent 
they offer nothing less 
than main stream Nock, 
with optional extra -s like 
keyboard and per- 
cussion. Also, It seems 
they are all set to cut a 
groove In the canyon 
carved by 'Santana': but 
this only applies to the 
opening number, and this 
Implies that whatever 
they do, they do good. 

But that does not 
explain why this gig fell 
flat on Its face, even 
though the PA shook up 
the would be hoppers. 
Now I have been thinking 
on this for three days, 
after The Movies have a 
reputation as a great live 
act: and all I can figure 

out is a sort of flatness, as 
if the show has been 
refined to the point where 
the Impact is obvious, the 
Chords predictable, the 
solos are of the over - to - 

you- John variety. 
You couldn't fault the 

material, It sounds fine on 
album, and the single 'No 
Class' has a lot of class 
almost ciassic nor can the 
musicianship be blamed, 
standards are high; and 
yet most of the action 
came from one man, 
percussionist Julian 
Diggle who added sparkle 
and drama to the whole 
affair and left me 
yearning for a lethal 
guitar or keyboard break 
to crack the form,. 

Only in the pet -encore 
song 'Last Train' did The 
Movies begin to move Its 
high - powered aural pick 
-.me - up with that gut 

feeling lift which smacks 
of Inspiration, and Its In 
numbers like this that the 
potential Iles: a pity 
because it should not be 
lying. 

The Movies take some 
hard listening to, and In 
this gig at least the effort 
was not rewarded, 
Inevitably, they're Ilke 
watching a B -movie 
FRED WI W AMS 

STRAN G E W' AYS Unity Hall, 
Wakefield 
WHILST Strangeways 
may never join the ranks 
of the Clash - TRB - 

Stranglers premier 
league, they stand a more 
than even chance of 
blossoming Into a top 
division two prospect. 
Last / Orr time I saw the 
band, they were support - 

Listening at the bakery gates 
BREAD Royal Albert Hall 
THEY LOVED it. hanging on every 
word and song. Harold and La from 
Surbiton, Arthur, and Susan from 
Reading, Oscar and Janet from 
Wapping. 

It's musical syrup, but these days 
Bread's music is pretty much out on 
its own. There aren't too many 
people writing about clouds 
anymore or finding their lover's 
diary. Silly but I like it, surprising 
since I remember cringing during 
the recent Bread Wei lilon special 
when I thought Gates' voice was 
going to crack up. At the filbert Hail 
didn't, his frail eager to please 
vocals came through every time. 

The guy w as so exceedingly warm. 
well mannered and wunnerfui, that 
the cute speeches didn't come 
through as well as well worn 

American showbiz. Pretty soon you 
were sucked Into the a arm vacuum. 
The hand swam through 'Make It 
With You' as lovers in the audience 
Clasped hands and engagement 
rings rapsed agalnet each other. 
There was a fair sprinkling of 
heavier more, not something Bread 
do best. but they seem to be getting 
less sedate these days (what a 
pa tronising thing to say). 

Gates stood alone with his guitar 
under a single spotlight to sing 
'Diary' and it was absolutely. 
effortless. I found that 'Guitar Man' 
suffered from a half cock solo that 
should have crippled your earn, so It 
ass up to 'Baby I'm A Want You' 
and (sniff sniff) 'Lent Without Your 
Lave'. 

Tu resist such masterpiece.., your 
heart must be made out of lead, 

fifOB1Z 5,1t1_I]k _ _ - 

log The Saints and still 
managed to Impress 
despite thetr weedy PA 
and the blanket of 
northern gob which 
showered them through- 
out the set. 

This time round, there 
were no Daily Vulture 
Identlkll' - punks making 
life difficult, and there 
was the added bonus of a 
worthwhile PA system. 
Maybe that's why the 
songs smacked of far 
greater precision, and 
Strangeways SEEMED 
far more comfortable as 
they whipped through a 
fine. though not sensa- 
tional. 50 minute set 

Material. to say the 
last, le ery strong, 
sometimes to sub -Jam 
territory ('W acting 
Time'). but totally tran- 
scending cliche or rip-oft- 

Comprhtng Ada 
( P° se Witwm (guitar / 

lead vocal), Baz Smith 
(guitar / vocal / straight 
jacket). Bob Marsden 
(bass / vocal) and the 
world famous Ringo 
Higginbottom (drums). 
the band ploughed 
through a selection of 
their own material, plus a 
rousing cover of the 
Archles' own 'Sugar 
Sugar'. Zenith, meth - 
ought. was it number 
entitled 'City' which 
moved from loud - to soft 
- to - LLLOOOWDD 
almost effortlessly, 
though with great in- 
spiration; when they 
eased Into top gear and 
really moved, they 
managed to kick out a 
vital energy - force, 
seldntneUrpaesed. - - 

OK, as the new wave's 
already developed R's 
own mayor groups, which 
(when you really think 
about it) makes the 
surfeit of second division 
hand, all the more 
Important: the last thing 
1978 rock 'n' roll needs la 
punk elitism, so It's 
refreshing to know that 
bands like Strangeways 
are still emerging. 

Ada. Bar. Bob and 
Ringo don't need mock - 
shock tactics to attract 
attention: their material 
alone heaves them out of 
the lust another new 
band' slag heap, and they 
should. by rights, turn out 
VERY strong on vinyl 
CIIIRIS WESTWOOD 

BOOMTOWN RATS 
National Stadium, 
Dublin 
THEY'VE gone and done 
It again, haven't they. 
There I was, getting all 
Complacent and grrr 

Rats Schnata , 

and Ink what happens. 
WHAM - a live gig. 
PHUT! All tediums 
disappear. KAPOWI 
Rats are back it town 

tick tack, 
The new album is out 

and Geldof le ready to 
stun the world. Bleeurgh, 
Geldof, what kind of a 
name Is that??? Still, 1 

suppose It's better than 
Boomtown Rats, huh! 
Dunno what the world's 
coming to, in my clays 
bands were really hands 

. tick lock?' 
The laid tinte 1 saw the 

Rats I recognised them as 
a Nn -lime band, an extra 
quid In your pay packet 
feeling of deliquency sort 
of hand. Things that go 
crackle and fizz In the 
night. but no promises of 
a next -day sparkle . 

good to see live, but not 
over -inspiring on album - Except of course for 
Joey and Neon Heart, two 
tracks which have caused 
a lot of stylus wear and 
tear. 

But NOW, aahhh, you 
should see them now. 
First of course is the 
protocol to get through, 
le. One, buy the album 'A 
Tonic For The Troops', 
Two, get it word perfect, 
Three, Crash Into your 
nearest Rats' gig and 
singalongageldof Tock 
Ucit 

Geldof on stage comes 
over like a fresh -out -of - 
short -Trousers -kid play- 
ing In his first ever school 
band at the local church 
hall, y' know what I mean, 
the unquashable ego, the 
bounce, bounce, bounce of 
thinking Gee, this Is no' 
becoming famous. Only 
the difference is that he is 
and the hand are with him 
all the star-spangled 
way. 

The new duff comes 
across well. I Never 
Loved Eva Braun' mind 
be one of the best, and of 
course 'Living In An 
Island' with its cocoa - 
bean' Mitzi' Throughout 
the set I felt a few 
splashes of deja vu 

Clockwork, the new 
single is unique per- 
formed live, Geldof does 
his audience particlpa 
Lion bit with all the kids 
ticking and Locking In 
harmony while Bob 
moves round the stage 
like some automatic 
sapiens or homo maton. 

The encore regurgitates 
'Do The Rat' and Mary of 
the 4th Form', both very, 
reminiscent of a special 
era of Rat history, and by the undying yells for 
more, Dublin and Geidd 
will probably be seeing 
each other again. 

'In Dublin's Falr Ctty, 
where the Rats are so 
pretty . , Tick lick. 
tick, to ck, shouldn't fall, 
tick lock. tick, lock. as 
the boy ys. 

Like Ctockwofit. 
WP.I., movie +J 


