Black 47, ledwum/ Kirwan {second from left), continuesda blend
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“Faditional Irieh sounds with rock, rap andreggas.

%‘  Nick Cristiano
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aick in 1989, Black 47 start-

e ouf with the seemingly
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dAg humnmnmfchromcled in the
song of that title, the attempt to
- infuse  traditional Celtic music
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Black 47, however, persevered,

and thank gotdness. Growing
froma duc-to a rafter-rattling séfx-

mck’s most brilliantly galvamc
- Still leading the way is singer-
| gmtarmt Larry Kirwan. An Tre-
land-born New Yorker who's also
a playwright, he routinely pens
substantive songs of cinematic

color and sweep. Ranging from
rabble-rous-

| politically chatyed, A
| inganthems -~ some fociising on.

. historical figurek suclyas Michae]
| .Colliis snd Bobby Kennedy — to -
- bloody and . hoozy street sagus

and ynorous, self-depréeating.
tales, Kirwem and his mates incor-

porate all the elements of great
rock and roll. While anger and

celeb

fiate spirit of the music is
y aiddiberatingiNoug

not exacﬁyﬁnﬁmd. & new ItVe
album is aptly tiled OnPire (Gad-

,:ﬂy)mdmmmwm-
tet, the band -became one of Sl00&

ana -ef_ old- favesites.-aneh-as
“Rockin’ the-Bronx”™; newer mate-
rial like “Those “Saints,” which
adds Dixieland touslies to the glo-
rious, genre-bending cacophony;
and two of Kirwan'g most moving

‘ballads, “Bobby Sands MP” and

“American Wake.”

Black 47, with Kenn Kwede} ats

_p.m. Sunday at the Theatre of Living
Arts; 334 South St. Tickéﬁimm
madvanoe Fhong,




