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Waaaaaaaayyyy back in 1975, in a New
York hole-in-the-wall club known as
CBGB’s, four misfit kids in leather jackets
and torn jeans who could barely play their
instruments began playing a loud, fast, and
simplified version of rock ’n’ roll.  You
know it as punk; you know them as the
Ramones.

And while punk rock died long before the
Ramones did, they refused to accept it.  Up
until 1996 the Ramones kept playing those
fast three-chord opuses like they were
brand-spankin’ new.  But when their tall,
lanky, frontman, Joey Ramone, lost his
battle with cancer last April, a piece of ev-
ery messed up kid died, too.

At least we have Don’t Worry About Me,
though, Joey’s posthumous solo album that
he recorded while ill, to remind us of just
what an amazing person he was.

One would think that recording without
the rest of the Ramones and their brash,
amateur attack would be a major let down,
and to some extent, it is.  Joey’s new back-
ing band tries hard to keep the guitars buzz-
ing and the bass pumping hypnotically, but
too often, they get drawn into irrelevant (but
not mindless) riffing and soloing as on
“Spirit in My House”  that the
Ramones wouldn’t have
wasted their

time with.  But when Marky Ramone makes
his cameos on drums, he manages to keep
the rest of the rhythm section in check, satu-
rating the songs with nervous energy.

Remember, though, this is Joey’s state-
ment, and when it comes down to it, what
really matters is him.  Really, Don’t Worry
is Joey’s ultimate personal vision that
couldn’t have been made with his former
band.

Throughout the album Joey ponders the
world and his place in it.  In “Stop Thinking
About It” he reminds us that “nothing lasts
forever/and nothing stays the same” and,
“When you finally make up your mind/I’ll
be buried in my grave.” Any other artist
would make these lines sound cliched and
redundant, but the song’s broad Ronettes-
style arrangement, like most Ramones clas-
sics, gives it a beautiful naive quality miss-
ing from most of the work from today’s so-
called “poetic” songwriters.

“Maria Bartiromo,” Joey’s ode to
the CNBC news anchor is one of
the sweetest, funniest, and drippi-
est songs he ever wrote.  It’s a
puppy love anthem for social re-
jects, but with its early Beatle-esque melody
and bittersweet chorus (“I watch you on
the TV every single day/Those eyes make
everything OK”) it will tug at anybody’s
heart strings, reminding us that Joey had a
heart as big as New York.

As you probably figured out, Joey’s
guard is down the whole time on Don’t
Worry About Me.  He tells us about his
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struggles with cancer on “I Got Knocked
Down (But I’ll Get Up),” and, like the rest
of the album, he always makes the best
of a bad situation.  And when all else
fails, he laughs about it, like when he
tells us sitting in a hospital bed “re-
ally sucks.”  Of all of the horrors
he could tell us about his disease,
he simply tells us “it really
sucks”...well said.

All in all Don’t Worry About
Me is as cohesive and thunder-
ous as any Ramones album
could be, and whether its
Joey’s autobiography or his
version of classic Who-
styled rock it’s loud, sweet,
and, most of all, punk ’til
the end.   But it still
doesn’t make me
miss him any
less.
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