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Check it out, The day is May Day,
1988 = the traditional yearly celebra-
tion date for the world's working class
~ and Billy Bragg, musical standard
bearer for labor organizations, trade
unions, rock'n'roll and other commu-
nistic ideologies, is sitting in the
elegant restaurant of the Miyako
Hotelin San Francisco having Sunday
brunch. It's a locale which, short of
taking tea on the White House lawn, is
about as far from being politically
correct as if could possibly be.

It’s terrible. Here is Billy Bragg on May
Day, and what is he doing but sitting in
front of a pink tablecloth and fine china, his
plate piled high with bacon and eggs,
surrounded by white-haired old ladies and
long tables heaping with pork chops and
pastries, smoked salmon, eggs benedict. He's
being circled, shark-fashion, by polite
Chinese waiters flourishing bottles of
champagne, and he’s loudly espousing
radical socialism. Conspicuous capitalist
consumption is going on point-blank, right
and left, all around him, and let’s face it.
Not only is it going on but Billy Bragg is
actually taking part in it. He has to. There
was no place else for him to get breakfast
today.
















