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London’s burning
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prophesies of the project’s first album The Queen sequence, so we should know what to

are coming to pass in spectacular style.

The vision of a flooded future-London that
Albarn imagined on that debut long-player,
released in 2007, has today become a reality; but
the rising Thames waters have been substituted by
a torrent of environmental protestors, and rather
than a stranded Northern whale, all eyes are on
Extinction Rebellion’s beached pink boat being
manhandled away by police.

In the bowels of the Palladium theatre, a
couple of hundred yards aw ay, Albarn nurses a
bruised leg, having popped out for a quick
butcher’s at the may hem, only to be mobbed by
fans. The splendid alignment of elements l()(h)
isn’t lost on the singer: here were are in the home
of British variety, his band about to perform
TGTBTQ’s latest album, Merrie Land — a dark,
ominous, wonky dub-music hall LP holding a
mirror to a sickly and divided England — with
co-frontman Paul Simonon, w hmc commitment
to environmental issues once saw the ex-Cl
man banged up in a Greenland gaol when the
Greenpeace boat he was sailing on was
1111])()un<l( :d by the authorities.

“It Alltd(]\ seems like a very \|)uml day,”
beams Albarn, remov inga ])ml\ beanie hat to mop
beads of sweat from his l)m\\. ‘It’s wonderful to
see Oxford Street gl‘i(llm'kul by families sitting on
rugs, with kids doing draw ingsvaml people making
cups of tea for one another. Things like that reveal
to us the |mlvmi.1| of human society.” Simonon —
in natty pinstripe suit, cream baker-boy cap and
DM boots — also marvels at the protests. Reviv ing
the TGTBTQ for a second album has, he says,
made him think again about what the proj ct
really means. “I \Al(l to Damon the other day,
What are we (l(mw’ Is it folk? I
thought maybe it’s folk-goth. Which

expect. But what we get instead of a
studied live playback is the album being recreated
in the moment, a work of art vividly made
before our eyes. For this show, ¢ ng a short
tour, the TGTBTQ core — Damon, Paul, ex-Verve
guitarist Simon Tong and septuagenarian Afrobeat
drum m agus Tony Allen — are variou
augme nted by a female str ing section and the
40-strong Pe :nrhyn Welsh Male Voice Choir. And
it is on the wistful, hypnotic L ady Boston that all
these ingredients, I)lm audience, eventually react
as one, turning this 2Ist century echo of T ‘he
Clash’s .\Umuht To Hell into a weird kind of
modern E n”ll\ll hym

From then on, (‘\kl\ll]lllk becomes more

nse and darkly celebratory. Ribbons’ pretty
melodies are juxtaposed w ith the menac ing call-
Jlltl—l‘(‘.\[)t)n.\c of The Truce Of Tw 1||ghl, amid
which Albarn bellows House of Commons’

Spea John Bercow’s ¢ y of “Order, order!”,
thus laying a path for the genuinely quite bonkers
anti-Brexit (well, the whole album is) music hall
vamp, The Last Man To Leave. Meanwhile,
Simonon enacts his own unique folk-dance,
teetering back and forth with his old white Clash-
era Fender Precision slung at the hip like a tommy
gun, randomly jerking it sideways as if dodging
incoming fire.

The curtain falls with Albarn at the piano,
grinning manically, only to be raised a u)ul)l( of
minutes later for the Penrhyn choir to holler out
the stirring Molianwn before the group dig in to
similarly remodel the first TGTBTQ .ﬂlmm the
insidious melodies of History Song, Green Fields
and Herculean, and strident }\mmlum Of Doom,

mbracing us like old friends.
The performance finishes, as
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again, it is indeed “a very special
day” in the l\mﬂ(lnm Of Doom.

Merchants of doom: The
Good, The Bad & The Queen
(from left) Simon Tong,
Damon Albarn, Tony Allen,
Paul Simonon; (below) the
band with members of the
Penrhyn Male Voice Choir;
(below, left) dark times at
the London Palladium.




