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Ray Davies, I go to sleep, 1965

Grant McLennan (Go Betweens), Streets of your town, 1988
Leon Payne, Psycho, 1968

Dave Faulkner (Hoodoo Gurus), What’s my scene?, 1987
Antdnio Carlos Jobim & Normal Gimbel, Girl from Ipanema, 1962
Ned Washington & Dimitri Tiomkin, Rawhide, 1958
Mark Mothersbaugh & Gerard Casale (Devo), Whip it, 1980
Ricky Wilson & Jeremy Ayers (B52s), 52 Girls, 1979
The Breeders, Cannonball, 1993

The Angels, Am I ever gonna see your face again?, 1975



When I gaze out from my etching
The city is grey, to me
I close my eyes and I dream of the place

Where I'd rather be

I go northeast, east
Tess and Sylvie wait for me
I go northeast, east

Avenue of Shaftesbury

March into autumn
My mind’s on a tastier type of plate
Driving for hours abandoing towers

For breathing space

I go northeast, east
To a picnic fantasy
I go northeast, east

Studio amongst the trees

I salivate, begin to drool
As I join the paella queue
And fantasise, wouldn’t it be cool

To clean up at boules?

Lay down my burnisher
Reach for the microphone instead
Ghost of tillandsia, haunting harmonica

In my head

I go northeast, east
To a picnic fantasy
I go northeast, east

Baldessin amongst the trees




Playin’ cool

Wanna rule, the

Corridors of Art School

Come the day I’'ve found my way
Down the corridors of Art School

I fell in love on Open Day

(Mind blowing displays)

The presses took my breath away
(Bright, shiny Enjays)

The inks are calling. I must obey!
(Why stand in their way?)

Yeah, sign me up for my BA

Got my roulette

Gonna roll

Corridors of Art School

Rocking plates this sunny day
Down the corridors of Art School

Which print elective? I cannot choose

(Don’t know what to do)

So many presses yet to use

(Don’t know what to choose)

I'm sorry, can’t come out to play
(Don’t party “‘till two)

Got four assignments due today

Outa time and

Low on fuel

Corridors of Art School

Anybody seen my etching tool?
Down the corridors of Art School

Can’t hit the town
(Don’t hit the town)
I'm on hard ground
(You’re on hard ground)
Bum up, head down

(Bum up, head down)

‘Nother essay

Overdue

Corridors of Art School

Gone and lost my etching tool
Down the corridors of Art School

Playin’ cool

Wanna rule, the

Corridors of Art School

Makin’ waves in the talent pool
Down the corridors of Art School
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I wanna be a star, mama

Of the printmaking firmament,
So I jumped into my car, mama
And I bought myself a roll

Of the best linoleum

Well I sharpened up my tools, mama

So I could make a print like Rew’s

But they won’t obey the rules, mama
They'’re going off in all directions
And it looks like number twos

Give me a sign oh won’t ya, mama
Will I ever make the cut?

Pour me a wine oh won’t ya, mama
I'm almost ready to give up

Thought I’'d change it up a gear, mama

I hear reduction’s all the trend

But I’'ve been printing half a year, mama,
And still there’s no sight of the end

Maybe I need a lighter touch, mama
I wanted this bit to be black
But then I slipped and cut too much, mama

And now I’'ll never get it back

I'm going psycho ain’t I, mama?

It’s caused me nothing else but grief
I blame the lino on it, mama

How the hell is this ‘relief’?

Well I'm filling up with doubt, mama
And my ink is full of crud

And my registration’s out, mama
And I’'ve just pulled another dud

I've got a band aid on each thumb, mama
Lost me a pint of blood, or three

And my arms are going numb, mama

Now my carpel is a’tunneled, and my back
is killing me

I'm going psycho ain’t I, mama?
Don’t think I’ll ever make the cut
I blame it on the lino, mama

Oh mama, why don’'t I just give up?




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..



Short of breath, persistently coughing
The girl with emphysema is blocking
Her plate with bitumen

Sans a mask, if you please

Her peeling fingers the aftermath

Of her dalliance with the acid bath

No gloves in sight, the technical staff
Watch and weep

How can it not end up sadly?

Breathing in rosin like candy?

Why is she limping so badly?

When it’s plain all that she had to do
Was invest in a sturdy closed shoe

Refused to use the extraction fan
Ignored the ‘No food or drinking’ ban
Skipped the material safety data sheets

It dawns too late that she mightn’t be
The girl with emphysema had she

Just thought to wear the appropriate
P.P.E.

Why didn’t she?

Wear P.P.E.?




Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Deadline!

Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Keep them presses rollin’,
Gotta meet my loomin’
Deadline

I'll keep the wheel a’turnin’
The midnight o0il a’burnin’
A hundred hours after my bedtime

Thank god for ghost editions
I'll minimise impressions
The rest can wait for some other time

Ink ‘em up, roll ‘em up
Print ‘em up, stack ‘em up
Clean ‘em up, sign ‘em up,
Deadline

Mount ‘em up, frame ‘em up,
Bump ‘em in, line ‘em up,
Hang ‘em up, open up,
Deadline

I'm done procrastinatin’
The gallery’s a’'waitin’

Director like a thorn in my side

Enough with the curation
Approve the invitation
Gotta make the framer by five

Finalise the placement
Update my artist statement
Socials are good to go online

Ink ‘em up, roll ‘em up
Print ‘em up, stack ‘em up
Clean ‘em up, sign ‘em up,
Deadline

Mount ‘em up, frame ‘em up,
Line ‘em up, hang ‘em up,
Open up, bottoms up!
Deadline.

Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’,
Gotta meet my loomin’
Deadline

Deadline!



Crack that 1lid!
Brand new tin of black
Ink up a plate.
Clear the drying rack

If the 1id 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 1lid!
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



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?




Lana

Royal White

Sigami

Khadi

Awagami Bamboo

Somerset

Velvet

Hahnemuhle Litho

And Aquarelle Hot Press

Velin Arches, Arches, Arches,
BFK
Velin Arches, Arches, Arches,
BFK

Bhutanese Resho
And Fabriano Rosapino

These are the papers of M.E.S.
Some of the papers at M.E.S.

Velin Arches, Arches, Arches,
BFK
Velin Arches, Arches, Arches,
BFK

Oh, oh, oh Dutch
Dutch etching, and

(whoo!)

Canson and Zerkall
in Laid or Wove
Japon and Stonehenge
Kozo and Iwaki

And Fabriano Tiepolo

These are the papers of M.E.S. (whoo!)
So many papers at M.E.S.

And we save, save, save at
The end of year sale
And we save, save, save at
The end of year sale
M.E.S. ES. ES.




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?

Degrease, ink up, wipe off

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 a 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 . . .



