

















My thems today will be somaething about
toughing it out at the bottom of the heap,
gurviving in axile, thrills, =pills, shaking
hips & the crushing weight of compromise on
& sorry caraear in thea punk rock trenches --
It will be intersparsed with cauticnary
parables for thosae who faal compalled to
express thamsalves through word and tune yat
do not at first recognize the riszing tide of
dung they’'re willingly wading into.

I will pregent an unnecassarily malti-
lavarad and conplex anacdotal descripbtion of
my experiences burrowing on the fringes of
rock'n'rell AND my half-cocked rasistance to
thae strange magnetic pull of the beast
itsalf, with ifs exceaess and incompatancse,
dodsgy deals, bkreathless lies and lavish
dinners that can leave tortured artists &
self-taught cowboy musicians morphed limply
ints hopeless corporate amployess.

It will ba a tell ail, show all,
inconpleatist carnaval of blusater, blather,
graed and self-delusion that will hopafully
consume you, the audiance, in great tides of
ity and regard for the tireless &
inpovarizshed entartainer who having signed
up for the long haul is prepared to die with
tha reans in his hand.

IT'S NOT ENOUGH
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I reached oy toenage vaars during the esrly 7ds,
that ulfimate twilight of cool, & wannabe 300Ccer
hocligan in a 3guth Walas sea-part town hopalasaly
davoted to my local toan Newport County & thetir
gndless travails at the wvary bottom aof tha foarth
division. The fact that thay weran't much good and
wara largaly frowned upon by my macho Walah-
apeaking Rughy loving uncles cnly increased the
attractign. ..

Foccar in tha lowoar ranks was not about bag poney &
gucoes3 - 1t was about the lack of it and getting
by againgt the odds and somehow, sometimes, sosring
that one amazing haroie vickory but more often as
not, NOT . 4 bBlind with hope wa'd ba back again
naxt Farcurday, walting around for somethaing to
change It was as accurate and poignankt a
repreasntation of the workiog class experience as
any poaot, folkie or painter conld ewver muester np,
playing itself cuat relentlassly in the pigszing rain
and wind week after week, a clumsy bagckbeat Lo the
choking routine of daily life...

Mostly wa ate chips, drank pop & shountsed sarcestic
abuae at our oun players, compsting in thia with
other gagolas of sorry WABAKYE) zcattered sparsely
Acres58 the rotting wooden rallway sleeper terraces
=f BEomarton Park. Surreal chanting was big - "Gimme
a ... (randem letter;” etg. etg, "What have you
got?" '"GTRREROPUB!" Hel heh hel.

Faather outs, oo Martins, Clockwork Crangsa, Bowle,
Slacta - Mast of the kids I knaw who want to tha
footy back then had thoir panta =ot on fira by Punk
FRock at the same time as me. We left town, got into
bands & followad our neses down ew roads to
nowhare, wnconsciously carryving something ofF
Hewport County with us
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Why do you play that dog-tord music? says
legendary rock crrtic Lestar Bangs.

It'a Neaw ¥Ysar's Day 1981, laszs than a month
after John Lennon' s murdar, and thae Mekons
are at a4 media punk rock party scmawhara on
frozen Manhattan., Tha wheole city seems to be
nersing a giant twitchy hangover.

Er. .Don'k really konow bult that’'s a pretty
accurate description, we rTaply.

¥hat! snarls Lestar, you’'re meant to defend
yourselves, . .

Why? It is dog turd music.

Lester ponders this for a nomant. Ha's a
very big man in a black winter coat and
barat with dark rings undar hiz eavea. I've
read his stuff in the NME: the manic older
American journe wheo teook punk rock to heart.

That’'s a teotally revoluticpnary concept, a
band that doesn’'t even liks 1tsxelf! He sesms
genuinely impressed.

It turns ocut that he'd bean at tha Gang Df
Four/Mekons/Au Pairs gig at Hurrah's the
night befcore and actually likes our band.
The dog-turd jibe i3 a Bangsian ice-bhrazker
and we don't give 3 shit becanse while this
i5 our first 115 gig aver, it's probably our
last anywhere. We're at a fairly terminal
stage of disintegration (sacked by Virgin



Racords, bass player run off ta join the
Vanazuelan Symphony:""sick of playing last
year’s flavour to the dwindling gaggles of
vialent morons who'd annexed the British
punk cul-de-=sac, sick of sach othar, skaint,
unenployable, gone back to art schagl ete.)
and if Naw York seeams a long way to coma to
axpira, WELL! it workad for Sid!

Come round tomorrow, says Lester and gives
us his address {above 3 Chinesa rastaurant
in the West wvillage, no doorbell, just yell
Lestar)

The next afternoen parturbed Manhattar
diners gawk as 3 under-dressad art-school
punks huddle together on the sidewalk
screaning Lester! Lester! up at the sky.
After a faw minutes a window opens & L Zair
of sterec speakers are loweraed by their
wires towards the street below blaring ctha 2
cthord thrash of Newver Been In & Riot, wur
first single. This is mare than 2 lit.1l.s
digconcerting and things get worsa wlao..
Lester sticksa hiz huge head out and stacts
ghouting along.

Hey! liszten! this is yonf He is =wing_..J the
apegakers bhack and farwards Just faet [Love
cour heads as =now spirals down betwasn the
Puildings in big fluffy clumps.

iRIGT!
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In Leads wa naver hesard Merle Haggard,
Gaorge Jonas, Patsy Cline, Ernest Tublb,
Fitty Wells, Buck Owens & Bob Wills. .,
{We got Boxecar Willie instead}. .. the
nmystery and misery of real hard country
music only filtered intc our strangely
parallel punk-rock uniwverse thru tapes
aant by a Chicago collega DJ callad
Tarry Nelson.

It was a total eye-opener, confirmation

of something dark sinewy and

uncomfortable that lurked beneath e oli +hal
Hashville ea=sy listening. Corny as it

caems these stripped down honky-tonk

talazs of lust & lonaeliness, sax &

death, struck a chord with us (usually

E mazjor} and connected cur alienated,

drunk, commie souls to a strident

tradition wa hardly knew existad.

Later on The Mekons first tours of the
States in the mid 80s, dacked cut in
pear]l buttons, black embroidered
western shirts, pointy boots and collar
tipa - The cool ciwvilian uniform that
prasants outsidara with a diract line
to the core of the American cowbhoy
myth, we stumble into the R&R Ranch, a
subterranean honky-tonk deep beneath
the shiny skyscrapers of Chicage's



e
Loop. Up on the stage banasth huge

wall-mounted longhorns & cowhide maps
of Texas a band of ©ld gquys called The
Sundowners are half-way through some
grueling 8 hour shift, their lovely
rasping western harmonies guiding a
crew of sozzled city-folk down the long
trail to dawn.

"“Looks like we've got a band here!”
says singer Bob Boyd inviting us up to
play a few numbers!!! Guitarist Don
Walls staye & play with us; his
beautiful £luid guitar lines acting
like a powerful glue to hold uz all
together . He samiles encouragingly and
does not seem alarmed by how crap we
are. Maybe he recognizes some kindred
spirit, maybe we’'re all just smashed.
who caraes. In a hard city a2 million
miles from the country, we're all
exiles trying to keep our feet out of
the corporate dog-shit & forget the
racism and totalitarianism that make
this place so terrifying.

NASHVILLE RADTO
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Anne Bowrbon-Levinsky ba
Sophie Bowrban

Augusl |51, 1988

Dear Mom,

Bon'l call snymore, | can't
deal with you and all your
llishit ght eow. After 22l
we Lalked zbout | can't
befieve you breated me
tike: Erat. Where shall |
start? (o shonld | even
bther ¥y Yes, Vin ofd
enaugh bo gel the bus
from domntown, K you
were busy {drmk) so you
couldn'? e et nee, Yes, |
mird sleepdiig on bhe Moar
with a bunch ol ugly,
wathed peaple | don't
even know, shouting all
meghl, erashing inle each
ather, playing styid
hillhilly wwiske, doing drugs
or whatever! Tes, [ wantad
by lalk to yon, ALOMEY It
was 50 disgusting, | was
stared lo use the towels
w1 case | caughl
something. | was just
usiieg Wie cormer of ane kg
dry myself when sonre big
drunk stumbled in i his
filthy und erpants, ard
that 2y 3uleep in your
room, where was he from?
| couldn'l iender s1and 2
ward Re said? Your piltows
are ruined, all stained with
hair cobor ('] and the

&

weasily one who was
Laping everything and the
slench and these plaslic
canlamers full of grean
God krpws what, What’s
up wilh that! € putdn™
they just pay for 2 bhotef?
They are using yau! How
da yM ekpect me lo feel?
feah that's my mom’s
hause, the ane with the
hamemer and sickle
hangisig in the window, |
rever ashed you for
anylhing! And you dare by
trilicize my Ife, my
prlitics while you throw
Yo Jife away an some
hanze drunk. Can you
miagine what it leels Bhe
b be called a-litie
matherfucker” hy yout
pwm mather? | fusk don’t
gek if. Mom, whal are yau
doing? ¥ Willat is il with
wimen of yiur
geueration, you come o
all piows {6 your
daughlers aboul feminism
and Wew oo thraw
xouwseff at these dingy
men playing kud ugly
mussic, Bid don't tef me
there are wonen in the
hand, Yhat won't wash.
You and | kaow whal this
15 all ahant!t Bon'l alr. |
can a0y imagine whal fad
would siy. oes he know
pou're ke this? A,

Ane Bourbon-Lavinshy to
Sophre Bourban

Qetober Z7th, 1950

Mo, So | finakly saw
Lherm in this harvible Littte
bar by the liniversity. |t
was just a homible noise
and shouding and they e
on A&M? Slng's |akel?
The suppord band were
cute, tre drrmmer was a
cop! Mom i you're goiina
get imindved in music then
getints somelhing thal is
at least corrant and real
for voung peaple trday i
1953 Thic Englsh girt
heard ore af heir records
and bursl ant [awshing
She callad it ‘Pub Rock'
and said no-one wnder )
woull be seen dead nith a
record like that — Lhey're
allinto Arid House. F'm
not sure what that is but
s gokta be betler Than
that lired ald Mekans
shit! Heedless tosay !
didn'lintroduce mysalf,
Mgy didn't spak me thank
Cod!

| miss you,

1}

S Mayhe Ihey an 2ove
YOU paar Rioey hack now
they're FOP STARS!M And
W iswer to your
tueshion, grivate charlies
and vofunicers would ook
after the nenlally iR,
Capilakism is beatul!

| MILLIONAIRE
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The Myth of Expertise

Lerter from Bob Wills's attorney, David Randnlph Milsten, to Saul H.
Bernstein of Irving Beriin Inc. Music Publishers on July 16, 1940, regard-
Ing changes the firm had made in bach the music and lyrics of Wills's

44 ' H
song “San Antonio Rose” in an atrempt o popularize it.

Dear Mr. Brrustein,

Mr. Wilks did not contemplate such a vadical change in the tune as has heen
made, According to Mr Wills the oviginal tune has been abandoned and the
song has been revised so that now alf that is beard when playing the pians
seare is harmony to the original melody.

You have so changed the words and the tune that the patrons and fans of
Mr. Wills will no langer accept the song. Mr. Wills now abmost contimually
has embarrassing moments when his orchestra plays the song as published
because bis patrons refise (o dance to the tune and call for the oviginal ro

be played and the orteinal wovds to be SHRE,

In November 1969, peaple all over the world heard “San Antonio
Rose” sung in irs original form by Apolla 12 astronauts Charles Conrad

and Al Bean on their way to the moon.

. —

[ MEMPHIS
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The Myth of Rochk 'nn° Roll

Going through Checkpoint Charlie inro Lase Berlin in che late cighrics,
P pulled over by w border guard for having some Soviet insigrua on the
arm of my leacher jacker.

WHERLE IDID VOU LET THIiA?

I'd boughr iz in a gorh-rock store on Hamburgs Reeperbahn some duys
eatlier and sewn it onto my jacket out of boredom in the van,

THAL [5 NOT POSSIBRLE . . .

Oh, ves w15, they sell dus stuff all over Western Furope, even 1n Leeds.
Theres much shaking of heads and pointing before welre hnally lec
through, Yo soon hind ouc thar abour the only place you can'e buy coaol
Conmonie puraphernalia is in the Last. Fur coats, perfurme, waches, no
problem. As long as vou've got Western currency 10 pay for them. Bue all
weve got is g pile of East German marks smngeled in inside someooes
knickers ©Cand there’s nathing here wa spend e oo, Hey! We're from
the West, praduces of capimalism, ratsed an rock 'n’ roll, born msiele ol
bellv 0 W damand the nght to procure choice Salinist nuggers and
ie hamimer 'n' sickle souvenie bric-a-brac of vour crumbling sector in
exchange for this oy manew

Clome back ina few vears, and vou can bov a chiunk of the wall, slurp
rMiler. and warch MTV a0 TG Friday's in Karl Mary Plaz with vour pre:
vieusly vwned Red Aroy tank packed ouside, stufled o dhc brim wits

coneraband plutonm, And e sume border guard weill save



By YO0 wWakT FRIES WITIH THAT?

Herberr Marcuse said thar whatever you throw at capitalism, Wl juse sell
it straight back o vou. Tw music business is capitalism’s muscular righ
arm with a big fat carchers nutt on the end.

For a wlile punk rock was rao hot wo handle (a bricf, formarive
moment of opportunity and danger), betore the major labels donned cheir
oven gloves, licld their noses, and swallowed 1t whole, When the Clash
signed 10 CBS, some odious little PR drone came up with a markering
slogan, “The only band that mauers,” just to rub corporate salt into
gonununat wounds. 1t was in the papers and on posters all over the Srares,
We thoughr we could Jimb into 1he dragon’s mouth and piss the Haones
out, bur we learned: the only band ¢hat matters is the one thar makes
money. . .. Funk rock is reduced w Malcolm’s swindle - . . Ics reassuring
for che industiv: WE ALY WANT THE SAME THING,

By ihe mid-cighiies, rock 'n’ roll had grown up and goten a joby on ehe
board of directars. The myth of 2 social conscience saw pop stars postur-
tng o conceal a hunger that feeds on the world, dunks globally, and aces

lorcallyv—1o sorew svervbady.,

Widnesday, February 12, 1997: satellites beam U2’y press conference all
1 L - -
over the pop-saturned planer. Ir doeso™ macter it its from the lingeric
department of Kanurg, the fandry room ac Trump Tower or from up 4
dead bear's arse. the irony is transparent, the meaning plain: gnitoen
crigazed, duw cngne tures over,

[ can®t lwar vau. Bone, my ears are {ult of shir.
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taking part inBome sad
kind ol perpedral arresied
adolesence. ‘fngmg’ their
dreadf] rubfysh which
Sven says is | ' really
raffical re-pogilouing of
cuiltural produchon onder
Lhe Reapan
atis”, bud just setbe old
dumb guys preledding to
be inlellecluals tokover
up the fact that thity can’|

Hmare the crties, SK fuck
you. | rementher thal lime
in Chicage when you ere
sirch a butgh ard il
burts, [ron't hodhef to
call, we haven't gol 2
phane.

\

Anne Bourhan-Levinshy Lo
Sophie Borbon

Augus! #3rd, 1995

Wice johe - Berry Garcia
— fugh you! Hice to see
lhe johe i always on me,
hope yor frad a pand laugh
at that one. You were
atways such a cynie, sugh
anemply stip wilh yowr
SOMy Carpo scattered
acrgss the oeean-flgor
while you continue to fioat
anuselessly, marinading
In ¥ oWl sag,
poronous bde, Sorvy, bul
i meanil. There is 3 hoke
m your ship and it is
3ESUS shaped, PLEASE
think abnet it before it's
{oe fate. You can'l jusl go
on and on like this, Gan
you? Where next? frag®
Tou're hke the Bhio honey-
hunler, whe seeking haney
in the croteh of 2 hollpw
tree, lound such
exceeding store of it, thal
leanmg too dar gwer, il
sucked himin, 5o hal e
died embalmed, | will pray
Par you in your ke ol
pornttess excess and
boveless, perverled
couphing.

Yawrs, Ange

PELS ROOF|
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The 'year 2000 AD had le sscd“ |
One who remembered the @ _:. I,QE'_
sat, quietly staring out oves .un B p% |
tundra, The stillness of t%

sky seemed strange on re Ctlﬂ
you got used to it). The figs gure s ;n: T
still in deep thought, and ga,zgﬂ mtg
the engulfing shadows, Then, as fgﬂm
tly caressing the memory of an ol

friend, it turned slowly towa ,
light. A strange bird, awkward
enigmatic, flew across the dying!
cried out faintly, then dlsapgear
the confusion and wilderness by




