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P R E S S  G A N G 
ORIG INAL  REPRODUCT IONS

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

Ray Davies (The Kinks), Lola, 1970 

Leon Payne, Psycho, 1968

George Gershwin, Summertime, 1934

Ned Washington & Dimitri Tiomkin, Rawhide, 1958

John Lennon (Beatles), You can’t do that, 1964



I met her at a gallery in Collingwood
Where they serve champagne and some rather 
good gorgonzola
G-O-R-gonzola
She limped up to me with a cheeky grin
Had her leg in a cast from boxing in Altona
You didn’t hear wrong. Or maybe it was Werribee?

She asked “Do you wanna do a folio
With an animal theme and a travelling show
in October?
Said I’d think it over
But I know that the moment she hands me a badge
Of a nautical seagull puffing on a fag
I’m a goner,
I can’t deny Rona,
Ro ro ro ro  Rona
 

With her tattooed pets and sharpie hair
I’m seeing Rona everywhere
Tell me, what is it about this girl from Geelong
And her big-hearted hoodlums that just 
wanna belong?
 

It’s insane to edition to sixty-four
But when she asks me the question 
I say “Of course!’ to my Rona
R-O-N-A Rona Ro ro ro ro Rona
Rona R-O-N-A Rona, Ro ro ro ro Rona

RONA
I slaved every day,
From dusk through the dawn,
I slept on the floor,
I got down on my knees
Rona can I have an extension please?
 
A fortnight to go and the nightmares begin
Seeing visions of amputees in animal skins 
made by Rona
Won’t leave me alone 
Reprobate cats with Soviet tatts
Head hunting Dalmations
What’s up with that?
Tell me Rona,
A dodgy persona?

At the point where I start to loose my hair
I remember the flippin’ questionnaire
As I’m tearing the tissue paper to the same size
I’m haunted by lagomorphs with Aaron’s eyes

Finally handing my edition in
It’s another print prize she’s beaten me again! 
Bloody Rona,
R-O-N-A Rona, Ro ro ro ro Rona
Rona, R-O-N-A Rona, ro ro ro ro Rona…



MAKE  THE  CUT

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?

                  



T URPENT INE

Turpentine
And the breathing ain’t easy
Eyes a’burning
And my skin is so dry
I’ve got an itch
Over half my body
My mind is a’hazy
On a solvent high

​One of these mornings
I’m gonna wake up wheezing
Organic vapours
They’re the reason why
Acetone and
Methylated spirits
I’ve got my inhaler
Standin’ by

​Turpentine
And the breathing ain’t easy
Eyes a’burning
And my skin is so dry
I’ve got an itch
Over half my body
My mind is a’hazy
On a solvent high



DEADL INE
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 oil 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!
 



You’ve gotta keep your hand flat,
When you wipe back
(You’ve gotta keep it flat when you wipe back)
‘Cause I’ve told you before

Ooo, you can’t print that

Keep your paper clean
Is that a fingerprint from your glove?
Don’t wanna cause a scene
But just by the way

You’ve got ink on your face!

So please listen to me for the very last time
You call that editioning? I call it a crime.
You gotta keep your hand flat,
When you wipe back
(You’ve gotta keep it flat when you wipe back)
‘Cause I’ve told you before

Ooo, you can’t print that . . .

YOU  CAN’T  PR INT  THAT
I’ve got something to say 
That might cause you pain
I’m afraid you’re gonna have to 
Ink that up again

You’ve gotta keep your hand flat
When you wipe back
(You’ve gotta keep it flat when you wipe back)
‘Cause I’ve told you before
Ooo, you can’t print that

Used relief when it should have been intaglio ink
Now your paper is sticking
Tell me, what were you thinking?

Gotta keep your hand flat
When you wipe back
(You’ve gotta keep it flat when you wipe back)
‘Cause I’ve told you before
Ooo, you can’t print that

Wipe your edges clean
Is that a fingerprint from your glove?
How long has it been
Since your paper was wet?
What? Not soaking it yet?

I can tell by the CLUNK
That the pressure’s too tight
You’ll rip a hole in the blanket 
If you don’t set it right
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