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Live review by Mark Ellen

Taking trad punk into a new league

Penetration 

NASHVILLE 

  The large and very spikey-topped contingent that packed the Nashville

on Friday night was proof enough that, to stalwarts of the New Wave,

the gig was of great importance.

  In fact, many irate-looking souls were turned away at the door, and I

doubt it'll make them feel any happier to know they missed a great 

show.

  Penetration, who formed nearly two years ago after seeing the Sex 

Pistols, still have their roots very much in trad punk, but with so 

much variation as to be in a completely different musical league.

  No great believers in a uniform stage presence, visually the band's

front-line is a very mixed bag. 

  The recently acquired lead guitarist, Fred Purser, looks almost

reserved alongside Neale Floyd, who plays rhythm, and obviously shares

Keith Richard's keen interest in a rosy complexion and the joys of prime

physical health. 

  Far right, we have man/beanpole bassist Robert Blamire, towering 

above the crowd and working solidly with the concise drumming of Gary 

Smallman.

  And out front is the inimitable Pauline, scampering around the stage,

fetchingly clad in leathers, studded belt and a lurid yellow headband.

  Their songs, except for "Don't Dictate", are nearer observations than 

criticisms, and so don't feel the need to over-assert their ideas with

brainless chord-bashing and rebel yelps. "Lovers Of Outrage", "Life's A 

Gamble", and "Race Against Time" were all perfectly balanced, rising, 

falling and doubling time to follow the changes in the lyrics.

  Pauline carries the whole show with her shrill, commanding vocals 

(especially on Patti Smith's "Free Money"), and her not-too-self-

indulgent theatrics.

  They seem to have mastered an exact mixture of a very raw live sound 

and Purser's supersmooth guitar solos. Very rarely do they become

predictable, or lose a feeling of acceleration throughout the set.

  On this level, playing small venues, and to crowds of converts, 

Penetration can do no wrong. Countless punk bands that disintegrated 

over the last few months would still be on the circuit if they had half

the imagination of this lot.

  I noted fresh graffiti on the much-abused khazi wall, which, I'd 

venture, was the modest artwork of the band's bassist. It read 

"Penetration - The Future Is Robert".

  Exactly what the future is will be stamped with a little more 

permanence by the arrival of their first album.

      


                                                    Mark Ellen

