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FIVE INTERESTING CORPSES

I write about dead people. A lot. However, I always seem to end up writing about how certain individuals’ deaths inadvertently reflect some abstract trend in society they never consciously embodied. Is this how dead people want to be remembered? Probably not. But I guess this is how those of us who stay alive try to make a living.

THE RATT TRAP
 (DECEMBER 2002)

Dee Dee Ramone and Robbin Crosby were both shaggy-haired musicians who wrote aggressive music for teenagers. Both were unabashed heroin addicts. Neither was the star of his respective band: Dee Dee played bass for the Ramones, a seminal late-’70s punk band; Crosby played guitar for Ratt, a seminal early-’80s heavy-metal band. They died within twenty-four hours of each other last spring, and each had only himself to blame for the way he perished. In a macro sense, they were symmetrical, self-destructive clones; for anyone who isn’t obsessed with rock ’n’ roll, they were basically the same guy.

Yet anyone who is obsessed with rock ’n’ roll would define these two humans as diametrically different. To rock aficionados, Dee Dee and the Ramones were “important” and Crosby and Ratt were not. We are all supposed to concede this. We are supposed to know that the Ramones saved rock ’n’ roll by fabricating their surnames, sniffing glue, and playing consciously unpolished three-chord songs in the Bowery district of New York. We are likewise supposed to acknowledge that Ratt sullied rock ’n’ roll by abusing hairspray, snorting cocaine, and playing highly produced six-chord songs on Hollywood’s Sunset Strip.

There is no denying that the Ramones were a beautiful idea. It’s wrong to claim that they invented punk, but they certainly came the closest to idealizing what most people agree punk is supposed to sound like. They wrote the same two-minute song over and over and over again—unabashedly, for twenty years—and the relentlessness of their riffing made certain people feel like everything about the world had changed forever. And perhaps those certain people were right. However, those certain people remain alone in their rightness, because the Ramones were never particularly popular.
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