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1 s t  S T A T E  E D I T I O N S

The Stooges, Now I wanna be your dog, 1969 

Dave Faulkner (Hoodoo Gurus), What’s my scene? 1987

Berton Averre & Doug Fieger (The Knack), My Sharona, 1979

Pharrell Williams & Chad Hugo, Milkshake, 2003

Gerald Casale & Mark A. Mothersbaugh (Devo), Whip it, 1980

The Breeders, Cannonball, 1993



D E B  W I L L I A M S  D O G
How I wish it were my fate

To be immortalised on copper plate

Like Robert Clinch’s paper plane

A Raymond Arnold mountain scape

I wanna be a Deb Williams dog

I wanna be a Deb Williams dog

I wanna be a Deb Williams dog

Well come on!

 

A Michael Kempson soda can

Kyoko’s rabbit wonderland

I swear I’d do most anything

To be a lyrebird by Martin King

 

I wanna be a Deb Williams dog

I wanna be a Deb Williams dog

I wanna be a Deb Williams dog

Well come on!

I wanna be a Deb Williams dog

A Rick Amor suburban fog

A bush by Hertha Kluge-Pott

Well come on!

Come on!

​​



N O T  O N  M Y  C V
In another world
I’m the greatest thing, baby
My latest creation
On the cover of magazines
Yeah, it’s getting rough
Signing monographs daily
Acclaimed by
Venetian Biennales

(Yeah) In my dreams
In my dreams
In my dreams
Not my CV

Nuh-uh
 

Major gallery
A funded commission
Further omissions
From my inventory
Never won a prize
I’m a  finalist virgin
Forever emerging
Always late on the scene
 

It’s a lean
Inventory
You won’t find me
Head-lining the show

What’s on, what’s on, what’s on my cv?
Lots of empty spots on my cv

​I pray, some day
That I make it in a major way
Please say, please say
How much longer will I have to wait?
For that day?
 

Yet another year
Flying under the radar
Undiscovered art star
In a dying galaxy
Zero accolades,
Feeling under-curated
Distinctly un-feted
Move along, nothing here to see

On my cv
My cv
My cv
Yeah, got nothing to show
 

What’s on, what’s on, what’s on my cv?
(Oh What’s my destiny?)
Lots of empty slots on my cv
(I’ve been emerging ever since my art degree)
What’s on, what’s on, what’s on my cv?
Lots of empty spots on my cv
(Sporting my cloak of invisibility)

When, oh when, oh when, will I be seen?
Will I even be shown posthumously?
Nothing to see-ee-ee
On my cv…



M U C K Y  R O L L E R
I’m ready for editioning, editioning
Gotta get it over the line, you know? 
But someone’s left a mess again
A mess again
Studio is covered in grime all over
 
Never clean it up, what a grot! 
Ink all over the blanket
Missed a spot, gettin’ hot
Under the collar now

Why, why? My, my, my, wooh!
M-m-m-mucky roller
 
Can’t read the label on the tin 
Even a hint
Underneath a layer of green, all over
You’d reckon that it was a sin
To use a bin
Where the hell’s this spatula been,
Moreover?

You never clean it up, such a grot 
Ink all over the blanket
Missed a spot, gettin’ hot
Under the collar now
 
Why, why? My, my, my, Wooh!
M-m-m-mucky roller
M-m-m-mucky roller

When I open up the ink, why is it pink?
Looking like the scene of a crime
You know
There’s something with a mighty stink
Beneath the sink
The universe is sending a sign, to go 
 
Never clean it up, such a grot,
Ink all over the blanket
Missed a spot, gettin’ hot
Under the collar now

Why, why, why, why why? Wooh!
M-m-m-m-m-m-m-my, my, my, my my, Wooh!,
M-m-m-mucky roller
M-m-m-mucky roller
M-m-m-mucky roller
M-m-m-mucky roller

Ooooh, Why? Mucky roller
Ooooh, Why? Mucky roller
Ooooh, Why? Mucky roller



W O R K S H O P
My workshop brings beginners on board
Cause my prints are better than yours
Damn right, they’re better than yours
I can teach you, but I have to charge
My workshop gets more punters in doors
Cause my press is bigger than yours
Damn right, it’s better than yours
You can use it, but I have to charge

I know you wanna learn all my secrets
Unveil my mysteries
But talent can’t be bought
You must perfect the art
Come on, let’s start!

La-la-la-la-la. Warm it up
La-la-la-la-la. The plates a’heatin
La-la-la-la-la. Roll it up 
La-la-la-la-la. Got my backing sheet

My workshop brings beginners on board
Cause my tool is sharper than yours
Damn right, it’s better than yours
You can use it, but I have to charge
My workshop gets more punters in doors
Cause my black is deeper than yours
Damn right, more even than yours
I can teach you but I have to charge

You know I’m gonna make it look easy        
Techniques you won’t believe 
The way I wipe will blow your mind
Now stand in line!
    
La-la-la-la-la. Speed it up
La-la-la-la-la. The class is waitin’

La-la-la-la-la. Ink it up
La-la-la-la-la. Got my paper soakin’

My workshop brings beginners on board
Cause my rack is bigger than yours
Damn right, it’s better than yours
You can use it, but I have to charge
My workshop gets more punters in doors
Cause my edge is cleaner than yours
Damn right, it’s better than yours
I can teach you but I have to charge

Oh, now you’ve been inducted
Make sure you look this way
Give me your full attention
My every word obey
Maintain an even pressure
As you maintain your cool
Follow the golden rule
Hand behind your tool!

La-la-la-la-la. Roll it up
La-la-la-la-la. Even application
La-la-la-la-la. Line it up
La-la-la-la-la. Check out my registration

My workshop brings beginners on board
Cause my press is bigger than yours
Damn right, it’s better than yours
You can use it, but I have to charge
My workshop gets more punters in doors
Cause my prints are better than yours
Damn right, they’re better than yours
I can teach you, but I have to charge



R I P  I T  U P
Crack that lid!

Brand new tin of black

Ink up a plate.

Clear the drying rack

If the lid just won’t come off

Gotta grip it

If you haven’t etched enough,

Gotta dip it

If your edges are too rough

Gonna rip it

Now slip it, into place

Line it up, get it straight

Roll forward on the bed

Pull back the blanket, check your plate

Now rip it, rip it up

When the tape is over long

Gotta snip it

If the pressure’s over strong

Gonna rip it

When it’s all just going wrong

Gotta nip it

I say nip it, in the bud

I say rip it, rip it up

Crack that lid!

Brand new tin of black

Ink up a plate.

Clear the drying rack.

When the lino comes your way

Better chip it

Gotta face a certain way?

Better flip it

Wanna put the screen away?

Better strip it

Now slip it into place

Line it up, get it straight

Roll forward on the bed

Pull back the blanket, check your plate

Now slip it into place

Ink it up, get it straight

Roll forward on the bed

Pull back the blanket. Nothing great?

Then rip it, rip it up



S P E E D B A L L
Don’t know which way the cards will fall
Rolling up, in black
Or wiping it back?
 
Can’t figure out which way to go
Relief prints or intaglio?
 
Gamblin? Graphic Chemicals?
Cranfield? Charbonelle? Speedball?
Water-based or oil-based?
Oil-based or water-based?
 
Can’t figure out which way to go
Multi-plate or monochrome?
 
I can’t decide which end I prefer
The scraper or the burnisher?

Positive or negative?
Negative or positive?
Schminke? Caligo? Speedball?
Derivan? Graphic Chemicals?
 
Don’t know which way the cards will fall
Rolling up, in black
Or wiping it back?

I can’t decide which end I prefer
The scraper or the burnisher?
 
Cranfield? Graphic Chemicals?
Gamblin? Charbonelle? Speedball?
Water-based or oil-based?
Oil-based or water-based?



A D D E N D U M



Went down to Gertrude 

Street 

Where Reko paints the walls

The APW 

Had already shut its doors

Am I ever gonna print this plate again?

Am I ever gonna print this plate again?

I’m out of tarlatan 

My etching tool is blunt

Forgot to mirror 

Now my writing’s back to front

Am I ever gonna ink a plate again? 

Degrease, ink up, wipe off

Am I ever gonna ink a plate again? 

Degrease, ink up, wipe off 

Inhaled the rosin 

Now I’ve got a nasty cough.

I used the hard ground 

When I should have used the soft.

Am I ever gonna wipe a plate again? 

Degrease, ink up, wipe off

Am I ever gonna wipe a plate again? 

AM I EVER GONNA ETCH A PLATE AGAIN?
The ferric’s tainted
Feel like throwing in the towel.
I wanted spit bite
What I got instead was foul.
Am I ever gonna etch a plate again? 
Degrease, ink up, wipe off
Am I ever gonna etch a plate again? 
Degrease, ink up, wipe off

Am I ever gonna ink a plate again?
Am I ever gonna wipe a plate again?
Am I ever gonna print a plate again?
Am I ever gonna etch a plate again? 
Degrease, ink up, wipe off

Messed up my sugar lift
I failed at chine collé
Don’t even talk to me 
About à la poupée,

Am I ever gonna etch a plate again? 
Degrease, ink up, wipe off
Am I ever gonna etch a plate again? 
Degrease, ink up, wipe off . . .




