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Shuffle 

The mp3 player was given to me by a friend. Not a close friend; it was 
actually someone I had just met but who happened to have an old one 
lying around. It came complete with her entire music collection – a mix of  
rootsy folk and indie pop. Over the next few months, I added more music 
to it off  different people's computers as I travelled around the country. 
Sometimes old favourites of  mine, sometimes favourites of  others I 
figured it would be nice to check out. 
 
As a few years passed I added music from my old collection, plus new 
releases I acquired. It began to look more like my own music collection 
and less like the random scraps I could glean from random people's 
computers. 
 
Over a couple of  months in late 2015/early 2016; I decided, as a writing 
exercise, to listen to the mp3 player on shuffle and write something 
inspired by whatever songs came up. 
 
It was random in more ways than one – the songs had come from 
different places, different times of  my life. I tried to write about them too, 
not as detached works of  art to be objectively studied, but in the 
haphazard way that music occupies a place in our lives. Music is never 
merely about rhythm and melody – it is about places, people, memories, 
politics. It can teleport us into ethereal places or can ground us in a 
physical space so much we forever associate a song with a certain place or 
vice versa. 
 
So this zine is to celebrate music in all its randomness. Hope you enjoy it. 
 

 



Mulgas Room – Abducted by aliens 

I met Mulga in the first few days after I moved to Sydney. I had come 
from the country and was stepping out into the big world of the southern 
beachside suburbs. His younger brothers, and indeed whole family, were 
very hospitable to this country kid who had just turned up in town, and so 
pretty soon I met Mulga. 

A lot of things about this new group of friends were unfamiliar – they 
surfed, went out on their boat, and lived in big suburban houses. Coming 
from out west, all these things were new. Pretty soon I discovered another 
interesting thing. Mulga made music. He played guitar in the church that 
we both went to, which wasn’t that new, but he also wrote bizarre, genre-
jumping songs and recorded them at home. Hence the band’s name – 
Mulgas Room. 

I loved music, and part of moving to the city for me was about wanting to 
be around people making music. But this just seemed so bizarre. The 
music was great, but Mulga didn’t do any of the other things musicians 
were supposed to do, like play gigs or be part of some “scene”. Nope, he 
worked as an accountant, went surfing, was married and lived in a flat few 
blocks from the beach. And occasionally would hand out burnt CDs of his 
recordings. 

The suburbs are a funny place – on the surface it looks like nothing ever 
happens, but if you dig around a bit you find all kinds of surprises. Every 
suburb has its dark side, but there can also be really cool things hidden 
away. In the Sutherland Shire there were 200,000 people, and two live 
music venues. It’s often described as a cultural wasteland. But after a 
couple of weeks I found out that another surfer guy from the same circle 
was the new bass player for The Vines – another bunch of suburbanites 
who a couple of years earlier had trashed the stage on the Letterman show 
and been cover stars of Rolling Stone. 

Brad played in another band too – an indie pop group called Darcy, with 
another Sutherland Shire muso Jordy Lane. Jordy would go on to have a 
little bit of success as Shady Lane, but for now Darcy’s summery indie pop 
was only heard by a few scenesters. Still, it was through this connection 
that Mulgas Room got their big break – a gig with Darcy and a few others 
in Jordy’s Newtown courtyard. 



It was very exciting – a gig! In the inner city! First came the challenge of 
assembling a band and practicing the songs – these songs had mostly 
never been played live. But many of them were written collaboratively, and 
there were good musicians around, so it wasn’t too hard. Then there was 
the matter of outfits. Most bands put some thought into their look, but 
Mulgas Room was something else – everyone had to be in fancy dress, 
with Mulga himself leading the way in a purple cape and zorro mask. I 
wasn’t really playing music at this point, but I was weird enough to fit in, 
so I put on a pink jumpsuit and came along as dancer/backing vocalist. 

The Newtown indie kids were possibly 
a bit taken aback by the look of the 
suburban weirdos; I’m pretty sure they 
were also unprepared for the music – a 
set that fitted in garage rock, acoustic 
sing-alongs, reggae, blues, punk and 
metal. The terrace courtyard had never 
seen anything like it. 

That ushered in the golden era for 
Mulgas Room – over the next six 
months or so there would be regular 
gigs, from backyard parties to pubs like 
the famous Hopetoun Hotel. It was so 
fun, it inspired a few of us to make our 
own band. We couldn’t really play, but 
Mulga made it seem easy. So at one 
party we decided we would be the 
supporting act. We retreated to a 
bedroom, wrote three songs in about 
15 minutes on an acoustic guitar, and 
went back out and played. That was the debut of Kick Face. In turn that 
inspired another band, when some girls thought it shouldn’t just be for the 
boys to have all the fun. So they made a band too, called Ruach. Our 
musical skills were rudimentary, theirs 100% untrained – not one guitar 
chord, not one recognisable time signature. 

This was a truly remarkable burst of DIY music, mostly played out far 
from any “music scene” in suburban loungerooms and backyards. It was 



only brief though – Kick Face faded away, Ruach sadly only played one 
gig, Mulga never got around to doing all the things outside of bedroom 
writing and recording that you need to do to have a regularly gigging band. 
When Mulga had his first kid, he told me that singing her lullabies was the 
most inspiration he’d ever had. Still, for understandable reasons, the gigs 
became much less regular. 

I played bass a few times over the years in the revolving Mulgas Room 
lineup, and I was part of writing this song too – at someone’s birthday 
party we found a casio keyboard and four of us sat on the ground around 
it and jammed out different parts until it became an epic about extra-
terrestrial abduction. 

In the end, I inevitably moved out of those suburbs and have lived in 
inner city suburbs of various cities ever since. There’s a lot more music, 
venues and musicians; but rarely do they have the same inspiring 
unpretentious DIY creativity as those surfer-musicians. Mulgas Room 
stopped really playing and recording, but pure creativity can’t be stifled 
that easily – Mulga started doodling with pens until the point where he 
could quit his job as an accountant and become a professional artist – 
drawing fractal portraits of an assortment of strange characters. His 
pictures started turning up everywhere – first on self-printed t-shirts, then 
on takeaway coffee cups and massive billboards. Amazingly, almost a 
decade after I first heard Mulga’s music, I heard him on triple j’s morning 
show, being interviewed and playing some of his favourite songs. 



Badly Drawn Boy – Pissing in the wind 

When I was in high school 
(more than a decade ago 
now), I did some part-time 
work experience in a local 
cafe. One day while I was 
there, a Badly Drawn Boy 
album was put on the 
stereo. 

One of the workers, Kim 
was her name, told me how 
much she loved Badly 
Drawn Boy. I asked her if 
she had seen the film clips. 
Damon Gough's clips are a 
work of art in themselves, which isn't that often the case really (the clip for 
Pissing In The Wind, if I remember correctly, has Damon as a scruffy 
young companion to a rich but lonely old lady). Kim told me that she had 
and she thought they were wonderful. 

Now it just so happened that, being a slightly obsessive young music fan, I 
would often stay up late watching rage. Not only that, but I would look up 
the playlists beforehand and record my favourite clips.  In the course of 
doing this, I had once taped a Badly Drawn Boy special – all his clips in a 
row. Being in possession of such a priceless commodity, I did what music 
lovers have done since way before bit torrents were around- I shared it. I 
got another VCR, hooked it up to my parents' one, and copied the tape. 

Now over the years, countless people have used music as a way to impress 
others they are attracted to. Some just love music too much though, and 
all other considerations, for better or worse, come second. I swear there 
were no ulterior motives in this gift than just wanting to share the joy of 
Badly Drawn Boy's music. 

The funny thing about this story in retrospect though is that it just 
wouldn't happen today. And not just because nobody has a VCR any more 
to play the cassette in. Without even checking, I can confidently assume 
that all Badly Drawn Boy's clips are on youtube. The effort it took for me 



to stay up late to record the videos, let alone duplicate the tape, is 
completely redundant. 

I'm not one of those people who claims that things were better before the 
internet, or who makes a virtue out of things being obscure. Music being 
more readily available is definitely better for both the artist and the 
listener. But still, I can't help but feel that something in this story has been 
sadly lost. 

There's something so endearing about the preciousness of discovering an 
artifact that is difficult to find. With the ease of finding things on the 
internet you don't get the excitement of unearthing something really 
amazing. With the volume of stuff that is available to us, we feel less 
attached to what we have. And I think too that we feel less of a personal 
connection to those digital files that sit either on our hard drive or 
somewhere out there in cyberspace. 

Things inevitably change anyway, there's no point holding on to the way 
things were at one point in time. Maybe there are still stories similar to this 
one being made, maybe even that include the use of the internet and all its 
vast resources. I hope so. 

_________________________________________________________ 

Tracy Chapman – She’s got her ticket 

There are plenty of songs about hitting the road and getting away from 
your problems. There’s even plenty about running away from small towns. 
But She’s Got Her Ticket to me has an altogether more specific and more 
meaningful message. 

Listening to it reminds me of another song from around the same time: 
Bronski Beat’s Small Town Boy. Unlike Bronski Beat’s Jimmy Somerville, 
Tracy Chapman has never been very open publicly about her sexuality.  
But like Jimmy, she is a raw and honest songwriter who brings to the 
mainstream a perspective that hasn’t always had a voice. And that includes 
the countless small town kids who have been forced to move to the city 
because of their sexual attractions. 

I left a small town for the big city as a teenager too, but that small town 
has remained such a pivotal part of my identity that it’s hard to imagine 



what it would be like to be forced to leave as a literal refugee – a voyage 
that so often must include leaving behind not just the geography of your 
home town, but also your closest relationships and even family. 

“Young girl ain’t got no chances, no roots to keep her strong. She’s shed all pretenses 
that someday she’ll belong” sings Tracy… “she knows where her ticket finds her she 
will find her place in the sun.” 

I think of generations of 
kids who headed to 
Sydney’s King’s Cross. 
It’s a rough place, not 
necessarily any safer 
than the small towns 
people fled from. But 
still they do it, not for 
the promise of paradise 
– just for the promise 
that they won’t be alone.  

Of course not 
everybody makes it that 
far. Plenty of people 
(and in very recent history it was many more) are never even able to come 
out, living in constant fear of their true sexuality being discovered. How’s 
that for displacement? It doesn’t get much worse than not being able to 
belong in your own skin. 

Like I said, I write these things not out of personal experience. I felt alone 
enough in a small town, but I never had to face that choice between 
sticking with your roots or being able to be my true self. To even be 
thinking this, I am partially indebted to artists like Tracy Chapman. Her 
experiences as a black queer woman give such extraordinary pathos to 
songs like She’s Got Her Ticket and Fast Car, that other classic song about 
leaving town that also came off Tracy’s first album. 

“Why not leave?” she asks. “Too much hatred, corruption and greed.” And then, in 
the song’s most moving moment, the band drops out and Tracy sings 
“she’ll fly, fly, fly, fly, fly, fly, fly, fly, fly.”  

 



Chumbawamba – Unilever 

It’s no fun being the killjoy at the party, but if you feel like something 
needs to be said, then you might as well put in the effort to say it properly. 

This I guess was what Chumbawamba thought in 1985 as they watched 
the pop audience in the UK and the US flock in droves to buy charity 
singles like Band-Aid’s Do They Know It’s Christmas and attend or watch on 
TV the Live Aid charity concerts.  

Organised by former Boomtown Rats singer Bob Geldof, the Band-
Aid/Live-Aid phenomenon was to raise money and awareness for extreme 
poverty in Africa. They were extraordinarily successful; but anybody with 
much of an interest in history or geo-politics, like Leeds anarchist 
squatters/punk band Chumbawamba, must have felt there was something 
missing to this action on wealth inequality – especially when some of the 
corporations who had profited from extracting resources from Africa or 
selling weapons to fuel conflicts there came to join the party. 

As a tribute to all these rockstars’ new-found 
interest in alleviating poverty, Chumbawamba 
recorded in response an album with the 
attention-grabbing title Pictures Of Starving 
Children Sell Records. But this wasn’t just snide 
name-calling. The lyrics of the album offer an 
incredibly comprehensive critique of the 
politics of Band-Aid/Live-Aid. And what I 
really like about the album is that 
Chumbawamba weren’t satisfied to just release an atonal anarcho-punk 
record and pat themselves on the back. The album is full of really catchy 
pop songs with hi-fi production – as if they were aiming for the pop charts 
where they could hold an equal debate on global inequality and the role of 
big business in it. 

Unilever is a good example, with that catchy bass line and singalong chorus. 
“When you don’t want to feed the world, you just want to feed your bank balance? 
Wash your sins away!” goes the opening line. And in the second (completely 
different) half of the song, comes a sober reality check for anyone getting 
too warm and fuzzy about buying a 7” to end world hunger: “Somewhere in 
the cycle is me and you. What are we prepared to do?” 



It didn’t make it to the pop charts, but Pictures… is a great album, probably 
the high point of Chumbawamba’s long and varied career. Surprisingly 
though, it was not the last dalliance they would have with the world of pop 

stardom. A full decade later, 
when major record label 
EMI came knocking and the 
opportunity to actually 
become anarchist popstars 
fell within their reach, 
Chumbawamba went for it.  

They copped a fair bit of 
criticism from the world of 
DIY political music from 

which they had emerged (including an actual anti-Chumbawamba 
compilation of anacho-punk bands). Some critics would point to the anti-
rockstar lyrics on this album as evidence of hypocrisy. But I think that the 
safer option would have been for Chumbawamba (by this point in their 
mid-30’s and an established band) to stick with what they knew. Instead 
they opted to see what could happen if an anarchist wildcard were thrown 
into the deck of the top 40 charts. 

Predictably, EMI milked their mega hit single Tubthumping for all it was 
worth and then dumped Chumbawamba. Also predictably, their electro-
pop songs (these days with less overtly political lyrics) failed to ignite the 
teenyboppers into a revolutionary force. But they did manage a few 
subversive TV appearances, put anarchist reading lists into millions of 
homes via their album liner notes, and challenge themselves to see if their 
politics could be relevant 
outside of a subcultural 
bubble. And you know 
what? Thousands of 
miles away, in a small 
Australian country town, 
a teenager searching for 
purpose was introduced 
to anarchist politics via 
Chumbawamba’s music. 



Not Drowning, Waving – Claim 

In 2015, cultural appropriation is a hot topic. Especially in online media, 
where marginalised voices have a new platform, there is heaps of writing 
about white culture co-opting the music, clothes and imagery of other 
cultures to gain some kind of ‘cool’. 

Cultural appropriation is not in itself a bad thing. Throughout history, one 
of the ways that humanity has progressed is through observing and 
copying other groups and the way that they did things. I think it is in fact 
much more natural for ‘culture’ to be shared and copied than our modern 
system of copyright and intellectual property. 

Where it becomes problematic though, is where cultural appropriation 
comes alongside colonisation. So the situation we have now is that non-
white cultures who have had their land and traditions forcibly taken off 
them now have the somewhat irritating sight of seeing their music, clothes 
and art become valuable commodities that can make a lot of money – 
usually for white people and corporations, with little credit and even less 
cash being given to the original source. 

In the late 80’s and early 90’s, one if the best things that happened to rock 
music was that people in the western world discovered that other parts of 
the world have music too. Suddenly there were new record labels like Real 
World and World Circuit, new global stars like Youssou N’Dour and 
Yothu Yindi, and new collaborations like Paul Simon’s Graceland album, 
Deep Forest’s house remixes of African field recordings, and Melbourne 
band Not Drowning, Waving. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Not Drowning, Waving mixed rock with classical instruments, with 
ambient soundscapes and with traditional Melanesian music. The song 
Claim (title track off their third album) is a good example – the song is 
almost entirely didgeridoo and clapsticks played by Gnarnayarrahe 
Waittairie, with the band playing a very minor role. 

David Bridie from the band would go on to start a record label to release 
Melanesian music (mostly Papuan, Torres Strait or northern Australian 
Aboriginal), and would record a number of film soundtracks, a feature of 
which would be electronic and ambient production mixed with traditional 
music. 

In the 1980’s, I think ethical questions around cultural appropriation were 
less widespread (although there was quite a debate in political and music 
circles surrounding the ethics of Paul Simon’s Graceland album). In the 
expansive, exploratory vibe of the time, it made sense to take on different 
musical styles. That spirit of experimentation made for some amazing 
music. Graceland is a perfect example of the fact that even without a real 
commitment to the actual culture and conditions of people, you can still 
make some brilliant music. 

But it’s never really just about the music, is it? The critique of white 
cultural co-option is a valid one, and anyone who thinks it’s “just about 
the music” is exactly the kind of person who needs to be listening to it. 

So as well as purely the sound of the music (which I quite like), there is 
some worth in analysing the cross-cultural ethics of Not Drowning, 
Waving. And in this field I think they do pretty well. Rather than just a 
cultural dilettante, David Bridie has shown a real commitment to the 
music of Melanesian cultures and the people who make it – the music by 
releasing and promoting music made by artists who would not otherwise 
be given those opportunities, and the people because he has continually 
offered his support to the people of West Papua in their struggle to resist 
Indonesian occupation. 

Some may debate my views here, but I’m satisfied I can listen to a song 
like Claim and enjoy it as an exchange of musical ideas across cultures, 
rather than an act of exploitation. 



Salif Keita – Yamore 

The story of Salif Keita 
seems perfect for a novel 
or Hollywood screenplay. 
The singer from Mali (in 
West Africa) was born 
albino, but with an 
extraordinary high-pitched 
singing voice.  

In Malian culture, there is a 
caste of musicians called 
“griots”. A griot’s role in 
society is as an entertainer 
but also anthropologist to 

maintain traditional songs, stories and dances. Salif Keita belonged not to 
the griots, but to Mali’s upper royal caste. Much to the disapproval of his 
parents, he followed his passion and became a professional musician. 
After years singing in some of Mali’s most popular bands, he became a 
solo artist and one of Africa’s most legendary performers. 

I have to admit, Salif Keita is not really my personal favourite of Mali’s 
many incredible musicians. And his first few solo albums, like the one this 
song is from, are full of over-the-top 80’s production including big 
reverbed drums and synthesizers. That voice is amazing; but for its 
ultimate mind-blowing effect, it’s best to hear him sing with minimal 
instrumental accompaniment. 

Despite that voice, his fame and longevity in Africa, and despite the 
riches-to-rags story; Salif Keita remains virtually unknown to the 
Anglophone-centric western music world. Stuck in that awful “world 
music” niche, his music is condemned mostly to café background music, 
or an accessory for rich people to show how cultured they are. A fate 
hardly deserving of someone who shunned noble life to slum it as a 
humble musician. 

  



Xavier Rudd – Bidong (Koonyum Sun) 

It was early 2013, and there were stirrings of resistance to the coal seam 
gas industry in Northern NSW.  Petroleum company Metgasco had done 
exploratory drilling at Glenugie and Doubtful Creek despite spirited 
resistance, and people in the campaign decided what we needed was an 
event to attract the public and inspire people to get involved. 

It was decided to organize a concert. Someone contacted Xavier Rudd, 
and he very generously offered to come and play – exponentially raising 
the profile of the event. 

For some reason I was never quite clear of, the show was to start at 10am. 
But there was camping at the site, so through the night before people kept 
drifting in. 

Now I was not there to witness this, so the specifics I’m unsure of. But at 
some point the night before the show, Xavier Rudd was chilling out on 
the property, and somebody was driving in to find a camping spot. 
Somewhere between these two things, the car ran over the star 
performer’s leg and hospitalized him. 

A bit awkward for the organisers as I’m sure you’ll agree. But to Xavier 
Rudd’s eternal credit, the next morning he was on stage and playing his set 
– sitting down for the whole thing with his leg in a cast. 

 



The next day I was hitching and caught a ride with a guy who told me he 
had hung out for the whole afternoon after the show with Xavier, and that 
he had been partying and having a great time. 

Some of Xavier Rudd’s songs I really like, some don’t do much for me 
(this song is probably in the latter category). But without ever having met 
him, I have quite a bit of respect for him as a person. Which has definitely 
been helped by this story. 

Oh yeah, a year later that crew against coal seam gas in the northern rivers 
had turned into a massive resistance camp at Bentley, so strong that it left 
the NSW government little choice but to cancel Metgasco’s exploration 
licence. Proof that you do win some after all. 
_________________________________________________________ 

Midnight Oil – US Forces 

It’s a moment in Australian sporting and political history that deserves to 
be better remembered than it is. In 2001, rugby league legend (now 
Australian coach) Mal Meninga held a press conference to announce he 
was going into politics as an independent candidate. 30 seconds in, he 
admitted “I don’t know what I’m doing here” and walked out. 

Footballers aren’t often known for it, but let’s face it – in that moment, 
Mal Meninga showed a lot of wisdom. As tempting as it can be to reach 
for the shiny apple of political power, sometimes you just have to accept 
that people (and Meninga later said he had been convinced to do it by 
other ACT independent senators) are just using you for your celebrity 
status, and your chance of actually influencing anything in the corridors of 
power is very small indeed. 

Somebody who should have 
known better is Midnight Oil 
singer Peter Garrett. In US Forces, 
he sings “polticians’ party line – 
don’t cross that floor!” But when the 
Labor Party (whose caucus 
voting rules make crossing that 
floor even harder) came 
knocking, looking for a fresh face 



to help break John Howard’s grip on power, the famously radical singer 
succumbed. 

The rest is history. Garrett was made Minister for the Environment under 
Kevin Rudd; and was a colossal disappointment to those who had for 
years listened to him fearlessly speak his mind on political and 
environmental issues. Regarding war and uranium mining, his policies now 
appeared a direct contradiction of the views he had once proudly 
espoused. With the government losing in the polls and under the pump, 
Garrett was sacked as minister and a few years later resigned from politics. 

I give Peter Garrett some credit – we all have to make compromises at 
times, and you can see his stint in politics as an attempt to turn into 
tangible change all those ideals he had stood for. In the end though, the 
tragic thing about the issue that was the reason for his eventual sacking 
(government giving insulation contracts to dodgy companies resulting in 
safety issues) is that for this champion of environmental causes, a scheme 
to give people cheap insulation in their rooves was the extent of his power 
to protect the planet. 

Most Australians probably trust 
musicians more than they trust their 
local politician. Despite everything, 
most Australians probably trust footy 
players more than their MP. With good 
reason too – even politicians of great 
integrity get caught up in an immense 
machine of power struggles that leaves 
them unable to act on their conscience. 
The solution is not better politicians, 
the solution is finding a way to diffuse 
power so we can live in a society where 
the average person has more power and 
the elites have less. 

How we get to that point is another question, but surely part of it is 
people using their natural abilities and personal connections to work for 
change rather than giving up everything for that elusive seat at the table of 
power. 



Billy Childish & the Chatham Singers – Burning and drowning 

“The car was an inevitability. But the bicycle, now that’s a great invention.” So said 
Billy Childish upon the release of his album The Medway Wheelers a decade 
or so ago. 

I appreciate that quote as a fellow cyclist, but also it is symbolic of 
something more of Billy’s philosophy – that progress need not be 
explored for its own sake; because sometimes an older, out-of-date 
artform is better at conveying what you want to put across. 

In fact, Billy was the inspiration for an art movement called “Stuckism” 
which pretty much takes this primitivist element of his philosophy and 
turns it into a manifesto. The movement got its name from a Billy Childish 
poem recounting an insult he received during an argument with his one-
time lover and future renowned conceptual artist Tracey Emin: “Your art is 
stuck! You are stuck! Stuck! Stuck! Stuck!” 

Stuck he may be, but nobody could 
accuse Billy Childish of suffering from 
writer’s block. He is about as prolific 
as is physically possible. He has 
released over 30 albums of primitive 
garage rock in countless different 
bands and collaborations (including 
but not limited to The Pop Rivits, 
Thee Milkshakes, Thee Headcoats, 
The Buff Medways…), plus cranking 
out his distinctive oil paintings at an 
even faster rate.  

He has also written enough poetry for 
a dozen books and spoken word 
albums, plus four novels – one of which recounts his childhood sexual 
abuse in great detail and is by most accounts one of the bleakest books 
you could ever read. 

Billy Childish is one of those cult classic artists, and you would have to be 
truly dedicated to keep up with all of his output. But interestingly, over the 
last few years as garage rock has come into popularity, his has been a hip 



name to drop, helped by bands like The White Stripes and Thee Oh Sees 
being open in their praise of him. At first I was surprised to hear hipsters 
and even surfers mention his name, but it seems this isn’t the first time 
this has happened – I read something he wrote years ago where he 
mentioned that “occasionally someone famous will like what I do, which is good 
because it means I can make some money to keep going, but otherwise it doesn’t affect 
me much.” 

To be honest, it would be hard to name an artist less affected by trends 
and fads than Billy Childish. Despite all the changes in style, theory and 
technology over the last 40 years, he has resolutely released music with the 
same (very minimal) ingredients – loud blues riffs, simple drumming, lyrics 
about everyday things, lo-fi production. And he is always unflinchingly 
honest in his art too; whether it’s about issues from his past, or like this 
song, with its verse singing “I can’t love you baby, cos I don’t love myself.” Billy 
Childish definitely does not aim for mass popularity. 

So the fact that Billy does enjoy the amount of success that enables him to 
keep making art teaches us a lesson about the cyclic nature of trends – if 
you keep doing exactly the same thing (and doing it well) for long enough, 
occasionally the wheel of fortune will turn towards you. 



Creedence Clearwater Revival – Fortunate Son 

The three years that Creedence Clearwater Revival released their six classic 
albums must rank as some of the most tumultuous of the rock music era. 
On the back of 1967’s summer of love and psychedelia, Creedence 
appeared in 1968 as there were revolutions brewing in Europe and mass 
protests in the US. In 1969 the Woodstock festival signaled the 
consolidation of a new counter-culture, but by 1970 the Manson murders 
and the disastrous Altamont festival (where a day of violence climaxed 
with a Hells Angel bikie hired as security killing an armed festival-goer) 
represented for many the death of the hippy dream. 

Through it all, Creedence seem to have been remarkably unchanged. 
Despite all the changes in fashion, Creedence stuck with their blue collar 
uniforms of flannos and blue jeans. As bands around them experimented 
with eastern instruments, new keyboards and studio trickery; Creedence 
stuck to their mixture of country, soul and rock’n’roll. Lyrically too, they 
focused on a working class America of travelers, workers and Louisiana 
bayous. 

They might have 
been from San 
Francisco and played 
at Woodstock, but in 
a lot of ways 
Creedence seem like 
the anti-hippies; 
flying the flag for 
traditional values and 
traditional music in a 
time of great 
upheaval. 

Traditionalists they may have been, but CCR managed to resist being 
sucked into jingoistic conservatism. In 1969, country star Merle Haggard 
wrote the (terrible, but with amazing longevity) anti-hippy, pro-war song 
Okie From Muskogee. “We don't burn no draft cards down on Main Street; we like 
livin' right, and bein' free” go the lyrics. 



Creedence Clearwater Revival though aimed their blue-collar critique not 
at the dope-smoking dropouts; but at the elites who for the sake of a 
political system, a global hegemony or corporate profits; will send working 
class kids off to kill and be killed in jungles on the other side of the world. 
Fortunate Son too sees straight through the jingoistic patriotism that 
politicians and media barons will use to co-opt feelings of working class 
solidarity: 

Some folks are born, made to wave the flag 
Ooo, they're red, white and blue  
And when the band plays ‘Hail to the Chief’ 
Ooo, they point the cannon at you.” 
 
Some folks inherit star spangled eyes 
Ooh, they send you down to war, Lord 
And when you ask them, "How much should we give?" 
Ooh, they only answer More! more! more! 
 

 

 

  



Ducks In The Mud – Song for Darfur 

I first heard the political folk of Ducks In The Mud on a sunny afternoon 
in an inner-west Sydney park. A couple of the members had come up 
from Melbourne for an anarchist convergence, and as it ended a group of 
us sat around in the park hanging out and trading songs. A few months 
later I saw them play with a full band but unfortunately turned up late and 
missed most of their set. They broke up not so long after that, and I’m 
pretty sure those are the only times I ever saw them play. 

That time of my life had been a time of great discovery for me, including 
musical discoveries. For a few years before then I had held a desire to find 
some local music scene. I tuned into Sydney’s community radio, read the 
street press and would semi-regularly train it in to the city from the 
suburbs to catch local bands. But I didn’t find either a community or 
much music that really inspired me, and had probably just about given up 
when I wandered into the world of DIY punk music. I remember at one 
of the first shows I attended at Jura Books in Petersham thinking that 
these were both the venues and the bands I had been seeking all this time. 

The venues weren’t dark and dingy pubs, and didn’t feel a need to blast 
music at full volume between sets. The bands would play music with 
passion, inventiveness but not much pretension, and then when they 
finished would pack up their instruments and walk straight back (there was 
no stage to descend from) into the audience. There was even some sense 
of community, though let’s be honest – it takes a while and some effort to 
work your way in. Indie musicians and artists are not renowned for 
outgoing social skills at the best of times. 

I was finding a whole new way to see and appreciate music. Clothed with 
these new lenses to view music through, I looked at my (by this stage, very 
large) music collection and saw a deficiency. So many of these bands (and 
I remember specifically highlighting “American punk bands”) had music 
which was ok but didn’t have any personal relevance to me at all. I was 
discovering bands who could play music just as good, but they were 
people I knew writing about the times and places in which I lived. I 
decided that from now on, my thirst for new music would be satisfied by 
bands I had some personal connection to. 



At some point after this decision I downloaded the music of Ducks In 
The Mud. They released two records, and the first song on the first one is 
Song For Darfur. I love this song. I love the banjo riff, I love the singing, I 
love the lyrics. They deal with the singer’s struggle to comprehend the 
Sudanese genocide of the Darfur people in 2003 as the “morning crowd comes 
in”. “How does the world still turn when something like this has occurred?” asks the 
song. And I love the simply stated chorus: “We are human beings, despite the 
borders in between.” I’ve played the song on the radio, and to a roomful of 
teenagers who I was discussing refugee issues with. 

 

A few years later I ran into Em from Ducks In The Mud (who I presume 
wrote this song), and told her I still listen to those records and I really love 
them. She was genuinely shocked, having assumed that everyone had 
forgotten the band. 

This is a funny thing about DIY music. We might go to shows, buy 
records, talk about the virtues of it (like I have here); but when it comes 
down to it we still so often think of “classic” or “influential” music being 
that made by people far away, even glorifying other DIY scenes from 



places and times where we never were. This is as true for how we think 
about the music we ourselves make as much as that made by others 
around us. 

Maybe this is a reaction against the endless hyperbole or regurgitation of 
the music industry we are supposed to be rejecting. But in a way it is a 
submission to it; as we still talk reverentially about music from the past, 
but not that made by our friends and community. 

Compare Em’s surprise that someone was still listening to her music three 
years after the band broke up to the way we treat New York’s Greenwich 
Village folk scene of the 1960’s. The glamourisation of that era got 
another boost in the last few years from a new Coen Brothers film based 
on the memoirs of Dave Van Ronk. I do believe there’s value in talking 
and writing about (and of course listening to) music from the past, but 
why are our conceptions of protest folk music stuck permanently in the 
distant past? Both politics (the issues that affect us as a society) and folk 
(music for the people by the people) are things eternally evolving to adapt 
to our changing circumstances. 

This zine of course is full of stories of bands from other generations and 
locations, and of course not knowing the musician doesn’t mean you don’t 
have any personal connection to a song or album. But still, I have been 
blessed to hear and in some way share in the creation of some amazing 
music by people who will never receive any recognition beyond the small 
group of people who could come into physical contact with it. Their music 
is as good as anything on a major label or magazine front cover, even 
though we feel awkward about saying it. But this music means something 
to me, so I will continue to listen to it, write about it and talk about the 
potential of music to be more than just another product on a shelf. 
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