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Penetration 

Sheffield 

  Durham's contribution to home-grown new wave, 

Penetration, display far more care and attention

to sound than any other minor-league bunch of

punks it's been my pleasure (or otherwise) to 

see. True, they make the occasional minor blunder

but in general their credit factors outweigh 

their debits, and no argument au contraire
should be lent credence.

  First up, drummer Gary Smallman is satisfyingly

workmanlike. No flash, an integral part of a 

unit, and who can say that nay? Bassist "R", on 

the other hand, partakes of far more imaginative

bass constructions than are normal for the genre, 

sculpting the rhythm into a pleasingly stilted,

loping raunch which vocalist Pauline capitalises

on by marching on the spot emphatically.

  Guitarist Gary Chaplin's no dummy, either: 

keeping well within his limitations, he sticks to

rhythm guitar - a dying art - eschewing egoist 

leads in favour of an individualist approach to

texture, in his case a rhythmic jangle not 

entirely dissimilar to McGuinn's famed 

Rickenbacker. Certainly, he's one of the most

idiosyncratic guitarists to surface from the new 

wave so far.

  Occasionally, as on "Firing Squad", they hit a 

pretty uniform punky groove, and it'd be tragic 

if they were to submerge their identity under the 

group consciousness of the current wave. Still, 

at least they have the panache to laconically

preface "Firing Squad" with a tired "1-2-3-4"; 

here's hoping they retain their individuality in 

the face of pointless "yes they are punks"/"no

they're not" debates which greet any band 

deviating from the norm of a particular style.

Every wave has it's undertow, remember.

  Both in terms of drabness of dress (in her case 

zippy trousers and parachute jacket) and singing

style, Pauline betrays a deep Patti Smith 

fixation which, thankfully, isn't detrimental.

Pitted against the melodic back-up harmonies

(quite a rarity, eh?) of Chaplin and R, her 

vocals are effective and energetic where Smith's 

might just seem inelegantly petulant. Continuing

evidence, however, that dear Patti is, for better 

or for worse, becoming a "major force" vocally.

  The right thing at the right time, after all, 

catches the imagination of the masses, regardless 

of qualitative consideration.

                                                Andy Gill     


