Subject: story of (lick your) boots

Some years ago, while doing an Album, and living in a world which has for some years been totally indifferent to my existence, and my musical efforts, I was trying to imagine what one needed to do to get noticed.

I have lived a reasonably sober, drug- and alcohol-free existence;  I have not been in rehab; I have had no nervous breakdown.  I do not have a tragic tale of collapse and redemption.  

I was not the tortured genius.  I had not recently discovered God/Broccoli/Islam/Eastern philosophy or the Planet, and did not have a new slant on life.  I was boring as far as the media was concerned.

[I, of course, do not think I am boring.  Indeed from my perspective, I am amazingly interesting, provocative and amusing.]

I was a musician who thought that I was lucky to have earned a living doing my hobby, and thought it OK just to sort of carry on and muddle through.  Not much of a story there.  I had kept quiet about my days gun running, and organising the selling of Sex Slaves to the drug barons of Schmurglestan. So I couldn’t tell anyone about that.

Then musing one day, I had a mad idle thought that if the Queen of Great Britain did a rap on the Album, it would be noticed.  I reluctantly decided that the Queen of Great Britain and the British Empire was probably not going to do it, and I resigned myself to the life of obscurity that I was living.  A big extended family, with lots of tolerance, love, grandchildren and a minimum of emotional problems would just have to be my lot.  Awful!

How I yearned for the early 1960s, being stared at wherever I went, being pointed at in restaurants/parks/airports - what a terrible shame it was to be able to walk in Greenwich unnoticed.  I would have to forgo being a celebrity.

The Queen doing a rap: it was a silly, off-the-wall passing thought, and I forgot about it.  Until one day, I saw that the Queen's 1957 Xmas speech had been posted on the Royal Channel on You Tube.  50 years had passed and it was ‘out of copyright.’  Wow! I can go ahead and do this.

And I decided to sample and use extracts. Many times I wished I had never started, because it was so difficult to choose the bits, fit my granddaughter in, and get the track right.  It sounds simple listening to it, as I wanted, but oy was it complex to get it to work and sound this simple.

........

The Making of (Lick Your) Boots

Throughout the course of making the record, Steve Fernie, my business manager, keeps asking me ‘What does the track mean, why did you do it, what made you sample the Queen, what's the significance of the Chorus. Etc, etc...'  I hate the idea of songs having ‘meaning', and so I keep answering, ‘It means nothing, it's just a bit of a laugh.’

He says ‘People will ask you what it means - you need to have a credible answer.’

‘Steve, I know that, but I just kept fiddling about with a fun idea, which seemed a bit of a laugh, that's all.’

But when Steve is not around, I do find myself telling my wife that this track reflects me personally more than anything else I have ever done.

She asks why and how:  ‘Because, it has me talking to little Lara, and having a laugh,while pretending to be serious, and although in a sense one might say it is a novelty record, I manage to play a decent improvised keyboard solo, which reflects me as a keyboard player, coupled with a bit of humour.  The record is irreverent but ambiguous, and it does not completely make sense.’

Irene says ‘You’re not normal.’  I say ‘What do you mean I am not normal, that’s ridiculous.’  Irene says, ‘Has anyone ever told you you’re normal?'  

‘Of course not!’

‘Well there you go, you’re not normal.’

But then I stop and think about it.  Is there any unintended meaning?    Here is a piece of music which on the one hand pokes fun at the Queen, via a little girl not caring about the ‘message to the nation’ and answering Her Royal Highness with a childish ‘Whatever.’  This seems disrespectful,and yet the chorus says people who don’t like the Queen aren’t fit to lick her boots.

I am a great supporter of the values that we have in the Democratic World.  One of them is the freedom, without fear, to poke fun at revered Figures and leaders.  I am a supporter of the Monarchy as an idea, and yet I do not celebrate the Queen's birthday, and am not overly interested in the individuals that make up the monarchy.   It is perfectly safe and acceptable for me to be disrespectful or, as our film does, poke a bit of fun.

I do not want a republic, I do not want an elected President: there are many places in the world where one can be executed for disrespecting religious leaders or heads of state.  These are cultures that I do not respect.  I want the Queen.

I am proud of our values: I do not take them for granted.  In Apartheid South Africa, where I grew up, one could have been put in prison for things like this.  And this is true for large parts of the world today.

Anyway it is not disrespectful - any sensible 6 year old is not impressed by the Christmas message of the Queen of England.

I am writing all this because Steve told me to write something.  He is a nice guy, and so I have done what he asked.  He felt an explanation was necessary, so here it is.

Actually it is just a bit of fun.  I hate explanations.  It is best to just listen, and there is no greater compliment to me than if you tap your foot while listening to it. 

And maybe smile a little.

