Huey Lewis Hive Mind

Sounds more like a Beck lyric, I know,

The way he’s always so associative,

Circa Devil’s Haircut maybe,

With his own hair all flopping around

And the fact that the lyrics don’t make sense—

it’s so postmodern. Love that word. 

Isn’t it ironic? Oh, don’t get me started on her,

And that weird video where she’s

All naked and her privates are blurred

Like she’s some sort of Barbie. But

You haven’t lived till you’ve heard

Surf rock covers of Radiohead—now that’s

Postmodern—it’s recycling,

Environmentally sound. Get it? Sound’s

Our environment, you know, we’ve

Got to keep it from becoming all

Astro-turf and garden gnomes. The first

Time I bought a CD because I heard

It on a car commercial—I thought

I’d sold out, but no, man, I think 

Business is capable of the groove,

And what they’re shilling is the 

real. Oh, and we can handle it:

all the new/old pop sensations:

It’s all Classical! It’s all Hip-Hop! It’s

All Punk! It’s all Huey Lewis!—

Wearing his Miami Vice purple suit and

Singing Power of Love. He’s had twenty-five

Years to polish his act, and man, can

He sell it! I don’t care how detached you are, 

Hep cat, when The News cranks up and Huey

starts to walk the stage, you’ll sing along. And

There’s nothing fake about that. At least,

Not if you buy what I’m saying.
