
The East Oxford Community
Centre, was, on balance, the
perfect venue for Pete the
Temps’ Buena Vista Socialism
album launch. With songs and
poems inspired both by the
Cowley Road (Angry Pedestrian,
We Built this City on Student
Loan) and a thinly disguised left-
of-field political leaning (all of
them); clearly nowhere else
would quite do...

Clutching his guitar like a home
counties Noddy Holder –
complete with shaggy hair,
whiskers and a sequin-festooned
top hat, Pete bounded on. 

‘Oooo-AAarrr!’ he roared. ‘I’m
quite political...but you soon get
used to that..’ He’s right, of
course, and in no time we are
raising the clenched fist salute
and stamping our feet along to
Angry Pedestrian; a paean to the
joys and otherwise of life

pounding the pavements of
Oxford. ‘Any primatologists in
the audience tonight?’ he shouts.
Naturally there are, so he
launches into Woolly Monkey. 

Audience participation is the key
and soon half of us are shrieking
like crazed chimpanzees, whilst
the other chants ‘woolly monkey,
woolly monkey!’

With Pete’s gigs, it’s easy to be
swept along with it, easy to leave
English reserve at the door and
just get into it. Like a modern
combination of Ian Dury, Ray
Davies and Monty Python, each
song and poem is a little journey
into truth, written from the
heart, but with an insistent and
open humour that makes
exposing that truth palatable. 

The poem Over Fundraised is a
moving telephone confrontation
between an old lady and a

young man from a charity call
centre. ‘But ah give to the cancer,
ah give to the heart, ah give to
diabetes, oor Peggy’s got that,
but ah’m a pensioner, I do what
ah can, when ah can...’

There is sometimes a message,
like with his signature Temp
Song (‘I’ve got three degrees and
a PhD, but I’m a temporary
worker’– ‘sub contracted
labourers of the world unite!)
and sometimes not, when it
becomes pure comic cabaret. 

The Yawn Chorus (and sure
enough, the chorus is simply a
protracted yaaaaaawn) and Short
Term Memory (‘three lighters in
my pocket and none of them are
mine’, ‘my short term memory is
f*%ed!’) are good examples of
the latter. 

He even indulges in what he
terms ‘poplifting’; subverting 

existing pop tunes and giving
them a special twist. Some years
ago Travis transformed Britney
Spears’ Hit Me Baby One More
Time into a plaintive howl of
existential despair, and Pete gives
the Spice Girls’ Wannabe equally
irreverent treatment. Instead of
‘If you wannabe my lover, you
better get with my friend’ he
sings ‘if you wannabe my friend,
you better get with my lover...’

Quality subversive
entertainment.
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I wasn’t optimistic about Harry Angel
when they shuffled onto the stage.
They didn’t have the manner of a band
who were well versed in putting on a
gig. Staring defeatedly at their floor
pedals while guitar strings struggled to
find their tuning… guitarist and
keyboard player Dan Lordan picked up
what appeared to be a medicine bottle
from the floor, studied the label, and
then downed the contents in one swift
movement of the neck. 

The guitar amps were turned on and
a white noise blast of electronic
distortion ripped through my ear
drums. I was worried – was this going
to be some kind of drunken punk
act? An abrasive blast of three chord
pop rock?

The band begun their first song and
my worries were instantly forgotten.
The shadowy candle lit confines of the
Jericho stage were now awash in a
wave of reverberating guitars,
pulsating bass rhythms and emotive
vocals and lyrics. “Gothic punk wailings
in a monastery” is what I have written
in my notepad, and that’s as close as I

can get to putting the sound of this
band in words. Its huge, cavernous…
closing my eyes I felt entirely
immersed. 

Their set was varied; bassist Hayley
Phillips sometimes taking the lead
vocals for punkier numbers, and the
songs themselves changed from
eighties reverb soaked rock to Nirvana
style discord laden grunge. But its
tracks like “Watching Her Drown” and
“Mine” where the bands sound really
comes into its own; an atmospheric
wall of noise surging forward on Andy
Wright’s unique and tribal sounding
drums. Taking centre stage, front man
Chris Beard is energetic and
immediately likable – hopping to the
rhythms and wrestling with the mic
stand as if being attacked by a
murderous snake.

The band ended on final wave of
feedback and rolling synth’s, the
candles flickering as the air moved
with one last chord. Harry Angel left
the stage to rapturous applause – a
powerful and progressive band, they
can be counted among Oxfords best.
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