THE NEIGHBORHOOD AS MUSE 

by BlimBlamBlunk

Tony Mecca’s music - his lyrics, arrangements, production values and all of the rest - are his life - or the stuff of his life as they used to say. This may ring a bit melodramatic but it is true nonetheless and therefore a sound and a concept to be reckoned with. This sound, this style, on the other hand, is nothing terribly unique or unusual - at first listen that is. But underneath the traditional sound and style is something unique and unusual - Tony Mecca and his musical/lyrical interpretation of the stories from his life. The stories that are indelibly of and in his life. These stories and many of the people and places in them tend to linger and resonate long after you have listened to them. If you write, read or listen to stories then you know that you can’t ask them to do much more.

Tony Mecca is a Singer/Songwriter/Story-Teller who took this genre to the limits of his considerable talents. Getting down to it, The "Friends of Joey Coyle" is a powerful case in point. As a song it is nothing less than an Anthem waiting to happen. An Anthem of urban Working Class desperation and existential absurdity. It’s an age-old theme in Rock n Roll (where would this music be without it?) and Mecca makes it fresh and real and poignant with a new story and yet another Anti-Hero/Rebel Without a Cause. Joey Coyle intuitively expects to go nowhere, gets a one-in-a million shot to go anywhere, winds up going less than nowhere and all of this at light-speed under the glaring, smoking maw of local television Media. In the end—at the end of this sustained wailing of a song—he hangs himself with a string of Christmas lights, a pair of empty pockets and a soulful of nothing…

Of course many other songs, characters and stories precede and follow this one. They all pretty much know or knew Joey Coyle. They grew up with him in the same asphalt dreamscape of South Philadelphia. All of them committed the same sins, both venial and mortal. They dated or hung out with him in eighth grade or High School. On the corner near the Public Pool they drank quarts of beer with him. Under I-95 some of them sniffed glue or carbona from rags or paper bags with him. Grinding up against a telephone pole or black wrought-iron gate they gave or got purple neck-hickies with him as well. Smell the creosote and the thick fresh paint on the cold black iron?? It was a winter night and the first snow crystals floated down in the street lights and through your breath steam… That’s how intimate these songs can be… Later on, some of them worked with him as Longshoremen on the Philadelphia Waterfront… They drank and committed Petty Larceny together - just for the kicks and the small revenge of a quick easy buck… As time went by and things changed, still others shot Speed and gulped Quaaludes with him. One day on the outskirts of South Philadelphia they literally drove into Two Million Dollars in the street with him. Some call this the “Luck of the Irish.” Tony Mecca offers another interpretation of it all that has nothing to do with Luck… Of the Irish or any other group, ethnic or otherwise. 

Listen to these songs, these tales… Hook into the characters and the cramped spaces in which they live out their lives. Or let them hook into you. Smell the acrid smoke of generic cigarettes, the cheap flat beer and the sweet tingle-fizz of Seven and Seven. Hear the High-Tech Jukeboxes full of Hungry Ghosts. Listen to the drone of Bill Collectors and whispering drunks…Watch a boy meet a girl…Walk home from Grade School with your new old girlfriend… Meet the Devil and Casanova back to back — Jack the Ripper too - then talk to your long dead Grandmother’s Irish Eyes… Write an Epistle to your Father who died too young to see what you’ve become… Embrace the Jersey Shore Mermaids and all the other girls and guys from Yon-Teen Sophomore Hop/Turkey Trot days and beyond… Hold their soft young hands; kiss their moist fuzzy Eighteen year old cheeks… Smell their Pea-Coat long hair… Dig their tight dungarees and brown leather Frye Boots - all of it in the full-moon brick-brown school yard of your mind… Go back to that place where everything was more real than anything could ever be now... Everything, that is, in between Hello and Goodbye… 

(AUTHER’S NOTE: The Neighborhood as Muse is not referring to any single project in Tony Mecca’s fairly extensive catalogue of studio recordings, but to all of the music he’s made over the last twenty-five years. Especially the last three albums: Purple Monkeys (2003), Princes of the New Dark Age (2005) and Hello, Goodbye & Everything in Between (2007). Although I site or refer to songs, characters, scenarios, locales and situations from several of his records, I am attempting here to speak of his work as a whole in a very general conceptual sense. A more precise and in-depth evaluation of his over-all work would require a significantly longer meditation upon it.) 
