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BLack 47 power: Front man Larry Kirwan and the rest afB ac!'a 47 rock your conscience.

Fire of Freedom, Black
47 (EMI): Crushed like a
sardine amid the swillers in
Paddy Reilly’s pub, the fan
fears that the great American
heartland won't fully grasp
the essentiality of Black 47
without the experience of
having a pint of half-warm
stout spilled down its great
American shirt in the mid-
dle of the sad/mad chorus
of “40 Shades of Blue.” The
fan further fears that a band
whose rockingest number
recounts the saga of “citize
leader” James Connolly—shot
dead by the Brits in the midst
of highting “for the rights of
the workmgmdn the small
farmer too"—won't immedi-
ately seize the guicksilver
imagination of mall rars
prowling the CD hins.

Yet, even if Black 47
named for the potato blight/
genocidal famine of 1847,
comes out for “international
revolution,” dispenses leath-
er homeboy pendants featur-
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Cucamonga Years: The Early Works

ing the map of Ireland in-
stead of Africa, and disses
the rest of rock for not op-
posing the Guif War, ignor-
ing the band would be
downright unpatriotic. We
may now be a country of
desultory, irony-bound sub-
urbanites, but once we were

fabulously alive. 2 humming,
bustling Nation of Immi-
grants, and Black 47, pro-
claiming its neo-Yeatsian/
commie rhetoric, is the most
pungent invocation of Emma
Lazarus's “give me your hun-
gry, yearning to be hipsters”
(it's written on the Statue of

of Frank Zappa, 1962-1964

INCE FRANK zAPPA has spent much of his badbrain career

perpetrating semibilious parody attacks on the record biz, the ar-

rival of these socalled Cucamonga sides, documenting his pre-
Mothers activities, provides arcane continuity: He was .leayq that way.
Zappa, the white George Clinton, does not appear on the tracks, but his
ethos pervades. O\TuNHV regular vadio fare, this Zappa-penned slag
heap is chocked with the usual mmnspmlcdnm and contempt—all of
{ which make it exceedingly lovable, of course. The lyric sheet (mostly in
jupdnr.sa) includes this Bob Guy song; “T.am writing to you from Cuca-
monga,” it says. “Ha-hal Cucamonga? The weather is lovels, Thisvet
nfnnon Tin Pan Alley in the San Budno desert must have been a
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Liberty, you donkey!) to rock
the Bronx and other bor-
oughs since who knows what
pre-Nixonian day.

Larry Kirwan (singer/
writer/sometime noise gui-
tarist, late of Dublin) and his
parmer, Chris Byrne (resi-
dent of Brooklyn, player of
the mournful uilleann pipes,
currently on sabbatical from
his day job with that noted
Irish-American institution, the
NYPD), indicate the Black 47
agenda. “We played the Irish
working-class bars on Bain-
bridge Avenue, and they said
we sucked. They wanted
jukebox covers or ‘Danny
Boy,” complete with sad
faces. We wanted something
original and real, about being
here today. Our lives. Their
lives. Here. We see it as a bat-
tle of wills."

For two years, Black 47
has been the de facto house
band at Paddy Reilly's on
Second Avenue. Now the
band's chronicle of 19gos im-
migrant life is available via
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the aegis of that classic

iluhurh;m ironist and pro- ] PR T
cer Ric Ocasek. It is—
b When Trish Eyes Are Bloodshot
kind of record, a sense-

surrounding tumble of I-

anyplace they can, usually in end-
less bottles of Guinness stout.
Day after bleary day, they put
their shoulders to the wheel of
Irish history with all the passion
of employees punching a time
clock. No wonder they're thirsty.

am-a-camera images,
Byrne's ghost pipes
sinewing  around
Kirwan's insistent,
good-humored voice
and Geoffrey Blythe's
soul-rock reed work.
In Kirwan's emotion-
ally generous songs,
white men make love
to black women on
“Banks of the Hud-
son,” drunks who'll
sell their "souls for a
cigarette” walk the
Bowery, and everyone
has “a fanatic heart”
Dense with arcane lo-
cal references, Fire of
Freedom bursts  with
jokes (in “Funky Ceéili”
the father of our hera's
pregnant girlfriend gives
him “two choices, cas-
tration or a one-way
ticket to New York"),
hlatant (but effecrive)
heartstring tugging, and
anachronistic yet still-
rousing calls to arms.
The hbest song is
“Living in America,”
sung by Kirwan and
Mary Courtney. It's a sto-
ry of a love affair between
two young Irish immi-
grants, one a construction

iMSELF A vicTiM of the
Irish diaspora he chroni-
cles in passing, Collins
finds himself cornered in his
own life by precisely the sorts
of clichés he lampoons so mer-
cilessly in The Man Who Dreamt
of Lobsters, his strong and brawl-
ing first collection, just out
from Random House. His dis-
tant cousin and namesake was
the hero of the Easter Rebel-
lion. “The older people hear
my name and give me a nod
and a wink,” says Collins. He
came over to the States in
1983, courtesy of a track schol-
arship from Notre Dame.
i “Yes,” he says, “it sometimes
| seems that the Irish in this
country are either illegal
aliens or distance runners.”
Now Collins is living in
Chicago, and unlike James
Joyce, who chose a life of permanent

worker (" knock down CeLtic nausea: Expatriate author ) :

walls with big iron balls,and | Michael Collins is on the run from Irishmyth. ~ $% he would like to go home but
1 mix cement by the mn")‘ __________________________ s R lelbl"S he could find

the other a nanny (“oh, little gE 1RELAND of Michael a job. Sa he sits in k

dears, dry up your tears, Collins's stories is green his ap

your parents are (oo busy all right . . . green around  cool, r
making money"”). There is

some whining, talk of "no the gills. His characters

sick days or benefits,” but o) _h"“_re been breathing the
the recurring refrain, bitter- fetid air of Irish l‘r.lydi for so long
sweet bur unmistakably | they've become nauseated by their
hopeful—we'te all mad | own psyches. These heroes of the Re-
IV ]“‘]‘“*,h"”‘% in Ameri- public vomit on airplanes, lug around
ca"—overrides  all. Maybe || .. T SEERTE

e = suitcases stuffed with dripping meat,
they'll marry, have children. / =) 3
Whatever. theyll stay. Its || Sell themselves for coal, lock their
enuu%h (0] ll'iill{.(f vou ]I:‘l‘()l.ld Chﬂdi'(‘:n In cars \‘Vith 1‘!_L1r1g1‘y dogs,
to be an American. i and seck refuge from the Emerald Isle
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