PEOPLE CAN DO ANYTHING

I

won’t rake over the sad decline of the Elland Road
atmosphere again. We all know it, we all live
through it every home game. We all know that
the very stuff of life that used to fuel us and create
a natural vibrancy as soon as we entered the boundary
of Elland Road has gone. My fear is that it may never
come back. It doesn’t feel like a short term thing.
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However, ‘Marching on Together’ is our club’s anthem;
it is dyed in the fabric of the wretched and soiled rag
that holds us together. While it was only written in
1972, there is nothing prior to this that resonates so
clearly to this day. It is our call to arms. We may be
lying around at home watching telly, or playing with
the kids, or on Twitter trying to fathom quite what
Duncan Castles’s agenda is, but when we hear MOT
we stop and stand to attention. As if now it is time to
get ready and follow our calling: Leeds United needs
us. We grab our coats and off we march.
Some of the happiest times of my life have been spent
on the Kop or at away games singing MOT, with gusto
and passion that literally couldn’t be more heartfelt.
Some goals are more significant than others, and MOT
sung afterwards takes on new meaning. When the
whole ground sings it in unison, there is an ethereal
splendour that cannot be found anywhere else in our
lives. After the crescendo of the word ‘together’, the
split second of silence before ‘…we’re gonna see you
win’ kicks in is like the most emphatic and beautiful
silence you have ever experienced. Sometimes MOT
means more, and you can’t sing it loud enough; you
are so bursting with vim and exuberance you want to
be bigger and project yourself further, your arms are
outstretched like a fair maiden on the high seas breathing in life and vitality. You are proud and magnificent.
This is life, this is us; they envy us, they watch us, they
want to be us. They don’t have this and they want it.
Marching On Together.
So, when did you last feel like that? When did MOT
last stir you, and give you goosebumps, and that curious feeling in the pit of your stomach?
We all know why the atmosphere at Elland Road lies
dead at the moment amid a dense fog of disenchantment, and we all know why most of our songs are
just tired digs at Dave Jones, a strange glorification of
Jimmy Savile or abuse aimed at a random opposing
player. But the demise of MOT started long before that
truly kicked in. I sort of blame myself, because I took
my eye off the ball.
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I don’t know how it happened, but one day I noticed
that people were clapping instead of singing the rousing ‘na, na, na’s’ that build us up before the chorus, and
they also clapped instead of the ‘na, na’ na’s’ after singing ‘we’re gonna see you win’. It didn’t happen overnight, and I didn’t notice it slowly evolving. I thought
this must have happened over a period of time, and
I’ve barely missed a home game in twenty years. How
have I not noticed this?
The ‘na, na’ na’s’ are part of the foundations of the
song. They offer a hearty buoyancy, like the leg-slapping oompah band in lederhosen sloshing beer all over
the place as they stir the crowd and create a collective
energy. The insipid clapping that has now replaced the
‘na, na’ na’s’, does nothing to galvanise or inflame the
spirits. It’s just a sterile and impersonal traverse to the
chorus, like a lone trudge to the shops in the rain to
get Mum some milk; a pointless journey which then
fades out, as the words ‘we are so proud’ collapse in a
despondent muddle. We stop singing MOT before its
glorious climax because we crumble into an apathetic
pile of dust as we’ve just watched Norris over-run the
ball, as he grapples with the concept of controlling
something he clearly feels is about to explode in his
face.
It’s not only the clapping that immediately sucks the
emotion out of the song, but also the fucking speed at
which we sing it. By the time we get to ‘we’re gonna
see you win’ the tempo is already starting to build as if
nobody can wait to get it over with. The last lines are
almost indecipherable, as the freight train ferocity of
the incessant clapping creates a furious desire to reach
the end. We end up sounding like a Vic Reeves club
singer version of the real MOT, as words are stunted,
melody castrated and any feeling floats off on the
wind. It’s almost as if in our modern, materialistic desire to cut out the fussy distraction of emotion and cut
to the chase we have forgotten what the true meaning
of the song is. In this Premier League era, football has
no time for sentiment, and nor, it seems, do we.
MOT used to mean something, where other clubs’
songs were hollow and forgettable. It was like every
song by The Clash compared to many of the other
cartoon punk bands. Songs by The Clash meant
something, they had a message, they united people,
they had energy, they inspired, they prompted people
to take direct action, to change their lives for the better
in whatever small way they could. They weren’t aggressive for aggression’s sake. MOT always felt the same
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for me; it was more than just a song, it
was something that connected all the
fragments of the club, and whatever
else was going on in the world, MOT
would ensure that Leeds United would
always mean something.
I watched a documentary called
‘Strummerville’ recently, in which
young artists spoke of the help they
had received from the charity that
was set up after the tragic death of
The Clash front man Joe Strummer in
2002. Many of them were kids from a
disadvantaged background trying to
make a living through music. Many
of them were also fucking awful
grime or UK garage artists that probably won’t amount to anything, but
that wasn’t the point, nor the essence
of the programme or the charity. The
charity was there to inspire people
and to assist in enacting change and
making a difference. Joe Strummer used to say that ‘people can do
anything’ - they can change anything
they want to. Sounds very vague and
simple, but basically he’s saying, ‘I’m
nothing special, I just tried harder,
and if I can do it, you can do it’; so
it didn’t matter if these artists were
shit, the charity was going to help
them anyway because it gives them a
purpose, a belief, maybe even a goal.
The programme spoke to some of
the kids who all said they knew
nothing about Joe Strummer until
the charity had helped them. They
had then researched and discovered
his history, his music and his message and were truly
inspired. In other words, the charity was carrying
on Strummer’s legacy, and making sure he lives on
despite his untimely death. His life will always mean
something, as long as people know who he is and what
he said.
My fear is that if MOT dies out, there will be no
legacy of what Leeds United should be, regardless of
our league position or what people deem our rightful
status is. If MOT dies there will be nothing left that
inspires; it is the only thing other than the name and
the ground that connects generations.
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Already, kids are growing up with nothing but memories of League One, an empty South Stand and Michael
Brown. If MOT fades away as it is doing, what is left
but YouTube videos? These are great memories for
those of us fortunate to have been there, but cannot
possibly replicate the personal honour and exhilaration to be felt, the blood and adrenalin that flow from
a heartfelt MOT whether Leeds are winning, losing
or drawing. Defiance, honour, belief; and uniquely,
unashamedly ours; that’s what MOT is, a mantra to
keep us on the right path and never straying. For ours
and future generations.

I’ve noticed a section of fans trying to sing WACCOE
really slowly (as per Spurs and their slow version of
‘when the Spurs go marching in’ song) in recent weeks,
and that is to be applauded (not literally of course)
because WACCOE suffers from a similar fuel-injected
insistence to render it inaudible with the velocity of
the clapping. Maybe we need a ringleader to
orchestrate the singing as Collar used to do in the
late-1970s; a new King of the Kop conducting the
choir? OK, maybe I’m being a bit romantic there,
but I honestly don’t know how to solve this issue
and am open to suggestions.

But today MOT is like an apologetic excuse, a stuttering belch. I almost wince when it starts up because
I know what’s coming and it’s like a dagger to the
heart. If MOT dies, for me the club almost dies with
it, despite the efforts of a certain someone to do that
already. Like the ravens leaving the Tower of London,
Elland Road may come crumbling down to the ground
the next time MOT dies out in a feeble and dispassionate puddle of shattering indifference.

I’m hopeful that enough people read this and spread
the word, and slowly we can re-insert the ‘na, na’,
na’s’, stop the clapping and slow it down. Between
winces, when it is sung I can sometimes hear distant,
splintered murmurs of ‘na, na’ na’s’ that are evidently
not my own, and I need to reach out and connect with
these people and start to enact change.

It pains me to say it, and people might not want to
hear this, but if you want to hear MOT sung properly
you have to listen to the Leeds Rhinos fans that have
shamelessly ripped the song off us. They have the audacity to sing it properly, with the hearty ‘na, na’ na’s’,
no clapping and at a sensible, audible pace that ends
with the perfect rising staccato finish of ‘Leeds, Leeds,
Leeds’. Crisp, clean and inspiring.
So what can be done about this? Well I tried a halfhearted Twitter campaign for MOT not to die a few
weeks ago, but I’m not big on that kind of thing. There
was plenty of support, but Twitter campaigns seem a
bit contrived and simply designed to self-promote.

Of course, there are bigger, wider and infinitely more
serious issues surrounding our once great club at
the moment, but I do think the decline of MOT is
symptomatic of our loss of identity, and it’s within our
power to grasp the nettle and somehow regain some of
the stimulus, passion and unity that once sold Leeds
United to us, the memory of which still keeps us hanging on grimly today. Rise, and reform, before it fades
away and we forget what made this special.
“…people can change anything they want to. And that
means everything in the world. People are running
about following their little tracks - I am one of them.
But we’ve all got to stop just following our own little
mouse trail. People can do anything - this is something
that I’m beginning to learn.” - Joe Strummer.

Already, kids are growing up
with nothing but memories of
League One, an empty South
Stand and Michael Brown. If
MOT fades away as it is doing,
what is left but YouTube videos?
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