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Biack 47 was

the worst year of
the nineteenth-
century Irish potato
famine. Now it's

the name of New
York's most exciting
unsigned band.
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By Vin Scelsa

There are those few
lucky souls who saw
the Eeatles piay the
Cavern, Dylan at the
Gaslight, er Spring-
steen rip the Stone
Pony. Add to those
rarks anyone who
has spent a sweat-
drenched Wednesday
or Saturday night this
past year jammed
into Paddy Reilly's
Pub, a walering-hole-
in-the-wall on Easl
28th Streel, popular
with New York City's
large Irish comrmunity.
For it is here, on a
tiny makeshift stage
up against the front
window abutting Sec-
ond Avenue, that New
York's most exciting
new band, Black 47,
has been creating an
exuberantly unigue
musical hybrid that is
already being re-
ferred to by enthu-
siastic members of
the local press as
"Gaelic rap" and
‘areen-card rock”
Black 47 was how

Larry Kirwan's grand\:ﬂq

father referred to g
the worst year of 4

the nineteenth-
cenlury potato
famine that
drove the first g
wave of Irish
to America.

It seemed an
appropriate

FAST FORWARD

name for a contem-
porary band that
would focus much of
its attention on the
continuing immigrant
experience—Irish
and otherwise—what
it's like to come to a
new country in
search of a better life
So thought Kirwan
wha spent three "ilie-
gal' years in New
York before finally
getting his coveled
green card, and
Chris Byrne, a young
New York City cop
who played the
uileann pipes in tradi-
tional folk
whose Irish-born wit
won her green card
in a lottery,

They degided to
form a band that
would play a king of
poetic urL AN rock
that
the C.t)" s
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not be misiet
wan's thick b u’L. P
Byrne's eerig. melan
choly pipes. Black 41
transcends ils r:ar:i -
ular Irish roots to b
come—as they Gur

unorthodox, |ungielixe

Q{UrCUSS!On and a
Yo Jazz-influ-

bone-sax-
ophone
assault o
Kirwan's fre-
quently dis-
sonant elec-
£/ tric guitar and
i/ Byrne's other-
worldly piping—a
distinctly unigue
American band.
With his

, ence d trom-

wild-eyed poetl's pas-
3 iove for words
s humanistic
of fair play,
od, justice,
Klrwan
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Clash, Bob Marley
Public Enemy, and
the Chieftains, add 2
bawdy sense of hu-
maor, turn on a
crunching hip-hap
drum box, and dip ir
a wash of bleating
horns that frequently
sound like a New Or-
leans brass band,
and you've got some
idea of what Black 47
is all about. This is
the real thing, friends
a raw, refreshing
band, untainted and
unafraid to play their
hearts out for the
sake of human rights
and dignity, nel to
mention dancing and
fucking—the sad and
beautiful things that
make life worlh living
all over the world. (A
casselie titled Home
of the Brave can be
ordered for $10
through Paddy Reil-
ly's, 495 Second Ave-
nue, New York, N.Y. ‘
10016.)O+—g




