The Punk Rock Paradox-by R.S. Sanscrainte

There’s no doubt in my mind that when Sid Vicious went down for the count, punk rock suffered an irrecoverable blow.  There was no resurgence when bands like Green Day, and Blink 182 hit the scene.  It was just a lame, and in some cases—nude—attempt to achieve a sub culture that died with decades earlier.  Trashing your own house party and boredom is not subject matter for endearing songs.  Political misconduct, the behavior of testosterone driven high school students, and drug lord’s houses burning to the ground; now that’s good fodder for a song that has the potential to withstand the ages. 

Unfortunately, artists like the Dead Kennedy’s, of whom I refer to lyrically above, as well as many other miscreant’s of punk rock legend are considered red headed step children as opposed to forefathers of a musical movement.  You ask a high school student who Sid and Nancy are, or if they know who Perry Farell is, they’ll give you the same blank look they give a third period teacher that asks for the previous evening’s homework assignment.  

Respect of one’s elders has dissipated from our culture like flatulence from an open car window. The political malcontent and desire to change the world by any means necessary that once drove leather clad, combat boot wearing, Mohawk sporting, angst filled young men and women has vanished.  Now the only remnants of a movement that threatened to achieve utopia with reckless abandon are douche bags with whiny voices and bad hygiene that eat soy products and screw underage girls.  

Fuck all the poppy sensations of the late twentieth and early twenty first century, let’s honor the ladies that birthed Bikini Kill, and the gentlemen that infringed upon the American infrastructure of ideals; under monikers such as The Dead Milkmen, Bad Religion, and the Subhumans.  

So what happened to the heroes that began the irreverence and misconduct that begot anarchic behavior?  Well, the likes of Jello Biafra and Henry Rollins sought shelter as beatniks.  They now offer trite tirades on every topic under the sun.  For fifteen dollars a pop, in coffee houses and high school gymnasiums across the USA, it’s feasible that you may encounter one of these propaganda spewing relics.  

For the price of admission, you can listen to a crotchety old man tell you where you went wrong in your life by telling you about the apexes and pitfalls in his own existence.  It might be useful, if the fucker wasn’t old and used up.  It might be entertaining if you weren’t distracted by the amount of ink tattoed into the flesh that hangs most undesirably from once muscular regions of the body. You already know where you went wrong.  You were born.  From that point on there’s been nothing but room for improvement.  These fuckers are leeching on to a life that passed them by at ninety miles an hour, twenty years ago.  So, although their past endeavors are worthy of reverence, an inability to produce results and maintain an edge over time, make these swine as deplorable as their bastard successors.  

You can’t change a damn thing—for the most part.  Music will continue to get less melodic and continue to posses any merit or meaning.  People will continue to get more self absorbed and weak willed.  And the people that you and I idolize will become the Mick Jagger’s, Paul McCartney’s, and Ozzy Osbourn’s of the future.  A lot of useless old men that hobble around and take handouts from people that remember them in better times.  Of course there’s still Tom Waits, and reruns of Austin City Limits to fuel the fire of those that have a musical sense of style.  And for the rest, you can rest assured that after the current jesters of MTV have met with the sharp side of the ax, a new lot will reproduce.
